The 1st Chapter,
Tubby in Trouble.

“0h, deart”
That ejaciation. in the most dolornus
fones, struek npon the ears of the Fistical

Four of WRookwood., as they sauntered
througl the old stone archway into Little
Yuadd. | |

“Oh, dear! Oh!T

Jdimmy Silver & Co. looked round.

They knew the fat tones of Tubby
Muilin, of the Classical Fourth,
~ To judge by his lamentations. T}lhhjf
was i trouble—not an unusual experienee
for the fat Classical,

Tubby Muflin wuas secated on the old
oaken hench pear the archway, under a
big beech, now nearly leaficss.

His chubby hands were driven deep into
his pockets and hiz eyes were fxed on
his boots, his wlele expresgsion one of
deep woe.

The chums of the Fourth grinned as
they saw hin.

They were not unsympathetic: but they
- knew Tubby’s kind of troubles of old.

“QOh, dear! What am I going to do?
Oh, zoodness gracious!” mumbled Tubby,
unconscious of the iour juniors close at
hand, .

Arthur Edward Lovell woke him up, as
it were, with a clap on the shoulder, ard
Eeginald Muffin jumped and yelled:

. “¥Yow! Yah! You silly ass!”

“What's the row, fattr?” asked Lovell.

“Yow-ow-ow!”

“Well, that's a row, and no mistake!”
remarked Raby.
you're frightening the rooks!” ;

“1 say. Jinmy— " hegan Tubbhy, rub-
hing his shoulder where Lovell’s too hearty
clan had fallen, and fixing a doleful look
on Jimmy Hilver,

“Poor old chap!” said Jimmy Siiver, “1
know all about it, Tubby! You haven't
had enough to eat. You never have.”

“You see--——" . .

“QOh, yes, I sec! You thought you were
going to wallow in the fleshpots of Egypt
as soon as the war was over,” said Jimmy
“ilver, with deep sympathy. “And it
hosi't come off! Poor, pour otd Tubby!”

“ Alag!” sighed Newcome sadly.,

Tubby Muffin grunted.

“'Tain’t that!” he said. |

“Then vou're short of money, and you
want to borrow bobs, and there are no
lenders,” grinned Jimmy Silver., “We
know—we know! It's awful, Tubby-—
terrific, in fact! DMy heart aches {for you!
1I'd do anything except lend you a bob.”

“HMa, ha, ha!"

“Pain’t that!” roared Tubby Muffin.

“No!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver, in

astonisbment. *Thean if it isn't food, and !

it 1sn’'t cash, it's something new.

“Don’t do it, Tubby;

. another fifteen stone——--

Silver grimly.

Have
you fallen in love?”
“Took here, yvou asg———-:
“Isn’t it .that?”
“No!” shrieked Tuhby.
“Then 1 give it up!” said Jimmy Silver,

- Unfold the harrowing tale, Tubby, and

rely on us for aympathy.”

“And for nothing elge!” chortied Lovell,

“ft's awrul!” said Tubby Bbuffin
pathetically, *“How would yon like to be
flogged by the Head, Jimmy?”

“Not the least little bit,” said Jimmy,
laughing, ' : -

“Well, that’s what I'm booked for, un-

“VUnless what?’

“TUnless I can raise a quid!” said
Tubby. ' |

The Fistical Four stared at Tubby
Mufkin.

They had fully expeeted a requnest for
a loan of a shilling or eighteenpence, but
this rather surprised them.
~“You want to raise a quid, to get off a
flogging !” said Jimmy Silver. " Are you
to tip the Head a quid to let you off 77

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co.

*“’Tain’t that, you ass! I-—I owe the
money-———" - | .

“You've been running. up an account at
the tuckshop, you fat bounder!”

“No, I haven't! Old Kettle won't trust
me,” said Tubby sadly. “That's really
how I came to horrow the money. You
fellows must have noticed how thin I've
got.” - ,

“Fading away!”’ said Lovell. *“Nearly
disappearing! Only a ton or two of you
left, poor old chap!”

“A little more, and you'il be gone from
our gaze like a beautiful dream!” re-
marked Raby sadly, *‘\‘:fhen you've lost

“It’s all very well for you to poke fun
at a chap,” said Tubby. " But I've signed
a4 paper for a quid.”

“You crass ass!” said Jimmy Silver,
“But what do you mean? A money-
lender wouldn’t lend you money!”

“I tell you I've signed it!” |

“Then who lent you the money?”

Muffin was silent.

“We'll have this out,” said Jimmy
“1 think I can guess. T
know that Leggett, of the Modern Fourth,
lends fellows money, and charges them
interest on it, likc a rotten Shylock. Is it
Leggett ?" -

“I—1 agreed not to tell you,” faltercd
Tubby. >

“Wel, you needn't tell me; 1T know.
You owe Leggett 4 pound,
given him a paper. What's that got to
do with thie Head?”

“Leguett only lent me fourteen shillings,
altogether,” mnmbled Tubby. “The rast

18

-1 don't square.

and vou've.

interest, It's piled up, you know.
Leggett keeps the accounts.” |

“Don't pay him a penny!” said Lovell.

“Then he'fl go to the Head.”

*“*Ha, ha! I think I can see him.”

“But he savs he will, and--and he’s
going to show the Head my paper, to
prove that 1 owe the money!” gasped
Tubby. *“He says the Head will flog me if
And—and I can’t, you
know!”

“You utter idiot!” said Jimmy Silver, in
disgust. Do you think Leggett would
dare to let Dr. Chishelm know of his
rotten game?  He'd give all the money
he's squeezed out of fellows this term to
keep it dark from the Head.”

Tubby Muffin brichtened up. .
“Do vou think so, Jimmy?" he asked.
“1 know it, fathead!”

“Faney that!” ejacuiated Tubby., “Leg-

gett said the Head would
flogring.” S
“He was frightening you, you fat
hooby!” growled Lovell. -“If veu'd hLad
any sensc vou 't have punched his nose!”
“B-h-but——-"
- “*That cad Leggett hags got to bhe
stopped!” said Jimmy Silver angrily. “It
wonld serve him right to let the Head
know; only we can't do that! The [pre-
fects ought to spot him; but he’s so jolly
deep! But he's not going on like this.”
“I-—I say, Jimmy, I'd rather you lent
me a pound to pay him,” mumbled Tubby
Muffin.

“I'll lend you a thick ear!” growled tle
captain of the Fourth. “You won't pay
Leggett any of his precious interest,
Tubby. If you do. I'll wallop you!”

“But he'll go to the MHead!” wailed
Tubbhy.

“He won't, you ass!
“ But—but—hut——"
Tubby Muflin was evidently in an un-
happy state between hope and fear,
Leggett’s threats had had a deep effect
upon his far from brilliant mind, and he
dreaded the result of the cad of the
Fourth carrying them out.
Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.
“You'll pay Leggett his fourteen bob
if ‘you’ve borrowed it, and you can take
your time about it,” he sanid. “If you
pay him any interest I'il squash you!
I'll see Leggett about it!”
*Oh, 1 say—-" ‘
“And you'll come with me,” said Jimmy

give me a

He dare not!”

Silver, taking Muflin by one fut arm,.
“Leggett’s going to lLear some plain
English.”

“T—1  say, . Jimmy—" stammered
Tuhby. '

“Dry up, and come along!”
Aund Tubby Mufiin, in great trepidation,

was marchied along with the Fistical Four
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into Big Quad. in search of Alhert Leggett
of the Modern Fourth.

And, jndging by the locks of Jimmy
Silver & Co., there was not a pleasant

time m store for the Shylock of Rook- |

wood whin they met.

The 2nd Ghapter,
Rough Justice !

“There's the caa 1™

Leggett of the Fourth was
under the beeches in Big Quad.

The Modern junior had his hands driven
i his pockets, and a deep wrinkle in bis
hrow, as if he were engzaged in some very
deep culeulation.

Probably e was, But if so, he was not
destined to tinish that calculation.

The Fistical Four surnounded him under
the heeches, and Leggett stared at them.
And then, as he uoted that Tubby Muffin
was with the Co., he lcoked rather upeaszy,

Leggett was a4 good deal of a rascal,
and he had few scruples; hut he carricd
on hLis rascalities under difficulties at
Rookwood. | |

There was always danger of masters or
prefects spotting him, though Leggett was
very careful indeed to kecep his proceed-
ings from the knowledge of the powers
that were. |

And there was greater danger of rag-

=potted

- gings from fellows who did not approve

ot his methods of turning an hionest penny.

Tommy Dodd, amonyg the Moderns, had
often hammered Leggett for his own good.
And Tommy had a heavy fist which Leg-
gett did not like at all.

And Leggett had to be careful, too, to
keep his proceedings from the knowledge
of ' Jimmy Silver, the captain of the
Fourth, as far as he could.

He was not always quite stccessful, how-
ever, as on the present occasion,

Really, Shylocking hardly scemed a pay-
ing game under such circumstances. DBut
Leggett did very well out of his school-
fellows in one way or another.

Some feilows were careless with moncy,

. and sometimes hard up and in 2 hurry to

raise the wind, and then Leggstt’s chance
came. 3

Tubby Muffin, indeed, would have bor-
rowed ad libitum, to expend every shilling
at the schonl shop, and lhe would have
signed 1 O U’s till they caused a paper
shortage if he had been allowed. |

But Leggett limited him to the amount
he thought he could extract from him
again with accumulated interest, |

Tubby had reached that limit, and now,
instead of. further loans, he was con-
fronted with demands to pay up, and dire
thieats of what would happen if he did
noft.

Hence the distressful lamentations of
Tubby, which had brought Jimmy Silver
& Co. into the affair.

Leggett made a movement to walk
away as the Fistieal Four surrounded him ;

~but a shove from Arthur Edward Lovell

stopped him abruptly.

He turned round quickly, and another
shove from George Raby stopped him
again. And then Leggett stood where hs
WS,

His narrow eyes glittered spitefully at

the Fistical Four.

“What do -you want, you
rotters?” he muttered sullenly.

“1—I say, Leggett,” squeaked ’'Tubby
Muftin, alarmed by the lowering look of
the cad of the Fourth, “JI-—I didn't ask
these chaps to interfere—I] didn’t repully,
you kuocw! I never told Jimmy anything!
Did I, Jimmy? He guessed, you know!'!
Fancy that, Leggett!®

Classical

'F

antd

“Bbhut up !t osaid Jimmy 8Silver. ¢ Leg-
gett, you've heen lending Muilin money !

“1s thalt your business?® sneered
Laggett.

“ Yeg, If you charge interest on a loan

| like a rotien moneylender ! said the cap-

Lain of the Fourth, ¢ it seems that yeu
lent Muffin fourteen bob, and it's mounted
up {o a poupd,”

Leggett gave
100k, .

“I—1 gay, Leggett, he—he guessed that,
you know !” gasped Tubby. *Fancy that,
old ehap ! '

“I've told Muiin he's not to pay you
any interest,” added Jimmy., <« We're
going to thrash him it he docs.,»

“What-ho!” satd Lovell, © And we're
going to thrash Leggett, anyhow, ain’t we,
Jimmy ¢V

“Hold on a minute, old top! You've
got an I O U] signed by Mufin, Leggetty®

J.eggett gritted lis teeth, and did nob
answer. ;

“J--1 gave it him, you know ! mumbled
Tubby., “I-—I say, { do’t want you to
chip in, you know '™

But Tubby was rot heeded.

“You've heen threatening the fat idiot
frightening  him,” pursued Jimmy
Silver. v You've taken advantage of his
being a4 fat idiot.»

“Oh!" gazped Tubby,

“Now,” continued Jimmy  Silver,
“youre geing 1o ¢t a mateh toe that
I O U, here in our presence, and bury it.
Tubby will pay you the fourteen hob when
he chooses; you took vour risk about
that. Out with the paper,~sharp!?

" Leggett's lips came fogether in a tight
ine.

“You interfering cad!” he muttered.

Tuhby Muilin brightened up.

The burning of the 1 O U seemed an
excellent idea to the fat Classical. In
spite of Jimmy's assurances, he was by
no meahs sare what view the Head would
také if he saw thal valuable paper.

“That's o jolly good idea!” said Tuhby
heartily. “You can depend on me, you
know, Legzett., My word's as good a*
gold-—-hetter, in fact!v

“It's all Leggett's going to have, any-
way !” said Jimmy Silver. “I'm waiting
for yon to trot oul that paper, Leggett !?

“I won't!™ said Leggett between his
teeth.

“PDo you want it taken away from
your»

Leggett bis  thin
savagely.

“You—you rotter—--»

“Well, we won't take it,” said Jimmy,
after some consideration. “We'll only
bump you tili you destroy it of your own
acceord.”

“1 won’t!” howled Leggett.

“You've got to stop your money-lending
tricks, Leggett. Are you going to burn
that paper?”

(41 ND!”

“Then you're
cad!”

Leggett made a  desperate rush to
escape.

But the Fistical Four grasped him at
once, and he was hauled back, gasping,
and struggling furiously, -

“No, you don’t ! grinncd Newcome.

“Let me go!® shricked Legget:. «I'1
yell for help!” ;

“1f you bring a prefect on the scene,
old nut, you know what to expect,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Please yourself !»

- “Buamp him!” said Lovell impatiently,

“Oh! Ah! Ow!»

Bump !

thie fat Classical a deadly

clenched handa

going through it, you



“Hallo!
Totiers!”
on with Leggett !

Hiere
sl Raby,

come the Modern
“Never mind! Get

Tommy Dodd & Co. of the Modern
Fourth were coming up at a run.

Much ag they despised Leggett, he was
a Modern, and the thiree Tommies did not
mean to see a Modern handled by Clus-
sicals without interfering.

Bump!

“Yarooh! legeuc )”
“ Rescite, Moderns [

radd snd Cook and Doyle came up with
& ruash.

“Let go Leggett!™ shouted 'Tommy
Dodd. * Do you hear? Now then, sharp's
the word!”™

~ Rats!”

“ Buzz off 1

“Then we'll jolly well make you,
bedad P excelaimed Tommy Doyle,

Burap !

Albert Legoelt smote the ground again,
with a fiendish yell; and the next instant
Classicals and Moderns were “ scrapping.”
aver him.

velled Leggeft,

Tubby Muflin essayed to flee, but a rush

of the combatants sent him spinning, and
he sprawled over Leggett, and sateon him,

“Ow!? gasped Tubby, sitting, quite
winded, on Legzgett's neck. “ O, dear!”

< Grooogh ! came - from Leggett,

Crash! -

Tommy Dodd and Jimmy Silver, strug-
sling, stumbled over the fallen juniors,
and rolled on them.

There was a shout from the distance:

“Cavel?

But the combatants were too excited to
heed the warning.

The batfle was still raging when Mr,
Boolles, the master of the Fourth, camc
Eﬁhiﬁl{ing up, his gown streaming behind

i,

“Hoys!” gasped Mr. Bootles.

“Oh, my hat! Bootles!®
Lovell, ;

The comhat ceased as if by magic.

Classicals and Moderns backed away
from each other, glaring breathiessly.
“Jimmy Silver and Tomimy Dodd stag-
gered to their feet. But Tubby Muffin, in

cjaculated

" '|" L] i i -1 [ ]
2 dazed and winded state, was still spraw]:

¥

ine on bepgpett, nmd Legueld, with all the
Lheeath Luocked oul of him, gasped fechly
under Tubby's weight.

Mr. Bootles frowned grimly at the gasp-
g juniory,

“ Rilver! TDodd! T will not have these
incessant  disturbances!”  he  exelaimed,
“ | shall punish you all severely! What
were yvou disputing about¢¥

“ Abem !¥

“Afuffin, gct up at once!™

“Ow ! gasped Tubhy, <O, dear!”

“ Legaelt! - Dear me!  Lopgett appears
to he hurt...” .

“Oh, he's all right, sir!™ said Tommy
Bodd, And be dragged the gasping Leg-
ettt to his feet,

“ Now, Silver, I insizt upon knoewing the
canze  of this disturbanee!” said Mr,
Boobles sternty.  “¥From what 1 have
obzerverll, Dodd and Cook and Doyle were
to hlame. T ¢aw them rush here——-?™"

“Ahem! They—they——"" stammere«i
Jimmy Ritver. He certainly did not want
to throw the blame on the Moderns.

“They assailed you, Silver?”

“Ahem! We were bumping Leggett,”
said Jimmmy. “They only chipped in.”

“Then you began it, Silver?”

“TUm! Yes.”

“aAnd for what reason, Silver, were yYou
homping., as vou term it, Leggeti?” ox
claimed Mr. Bootles. “Have I come upon
a very had case of bullying, Silver?”

Jdimmy crimsoned.

“Certainly not!” he exclaimed.

“ Ayve vbu hurt, Leggett ?”

“Ow, ow! Yest”

“Silver, uuicsa you were ill-using leg-

#ett entirely withiout cause, T demand to
knnw the reason.” '
Jimmy Silver was silent.

intend to bhetray him to the
authorities, which would have meant o
fiozging at least.

Leggett was looking alarmed, now,

He was the most anxious of all that the

truth should not come to light. _

“Jf—if you nlease, sir, I-—I don’t mind,”
he stammered, “I-—}—"

“Nonsense! You say youn are hart.”

“14—it's nothing, sir.” :

“T dn not agree with you, Leggett. I
demand to know the cause of this unruly
outbreak. So far as I can see, five
(Classical boys were assailing one Modern,”
safd Mr. Bootles sternly. “I shall investi-

ate this matter. Dodd and Cook and

ovie may o0. The rest of ypou will follow
e to my study.”

Mr. Bootles whisked away angrily.

“Oh, dear!” groaned Tubby Muffin.
“We're in for it now, Jimmy Silver, and
it's all your fault.” '

“0Oh, dry up!? growled Jimmy.

And in a dismal mood the Fistical Tour
and Leggett and Tubbhy Mufiin followed
My, Bootles to his study.

The 3rd Chapter.
A 8Bhock for Mr. Bootles,

Mr. Bootles blinked at the juniors aver
his glasses, withkhis most magisterial air,
a5 they filed in.

Mr., Bootles was in a mood of sfern
justiee. n
. J‘.’Enﬂny Silver & Ca., certainly, had
nothing-to fear, from justice, huf their Lips
were sealed regarding Leggett.

They could not -betray. him, that was
eertain, and he was cerfain-pot-to admis
the truth himseif.

Tt looked as if the heroes of the Fourth g

rwould be-condemned for what looked hke
s very bad casc of bullying, -

Every WMonday

J
|

* not the interest!” he stuttered,
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“Now,” said Mr. Bootles, holding up an
admonitory forefinger, “it is my duty to
ascertain the facts of this case. Five
Clasgical hovs have-—-" -

“I--T say, sir-—--—"
“Wall, Mufin?”

“I--1 hadn’t anything to do with it,
sir,” squeaked Tubby anxiously. “Jimmy
Silver will bear me out in that. Leggoett
knows, too! I asked Jimmy not to inter-
fere. Didn’t I, Jimmy?”

Grunt from Jimmy Silver.

“To interfere?” repeated Mr. Bootles.

“Yes, sir! [ told Jimmy I'd rather he
Jent me the pound.””

“The—the pound!”

Mr. Bootles blinked at the fat Classical
in blank amazement.

“I—1 mean—I don’t mean the pound!”
gasped Tubby Muflin, reatising that he
was giving away a little too much.
“D-d-d-did T say the—the pound, sir?”

“You did, Muffin.”

“I--1 meant to say there—there wasn't
a pound—nothing of the kind, sir.”

“What do you mean, Muflin?”

“J-j-just what 1 say, sir! I never asked
Jimmy to lend ‘me 2 pound to pay
Leggett, sir; that's what 1 really meant
to say. C-¢-c-can I go now, sir?”

“No, Mufiin; you cannot go!” exclaimedd
Mr. Bootles steruly. " Yon will explain
yourself first, Mufiin., Do you owe
Leggett money?” '

“Oh, dear!”

“Was that why you attacked IL.eggett,
with these juniors?”

“I-I dido’t, sir!” gasped Tubby., *I
~I wanted to huuk.”

“What, what?" |

“I—I mean to scoot, sir,” gasped Tubhy,
“only I was pushed over! I wasn’t fight-
ing anyhody., 1 asked Jimmy not to inter-
fere, because if the Head knew...—-"

“li the Head knew what, Maflin?”

“N-n-nething, sir!”

“There appears to be more 1 that
matter than I suspected,” said Mr.
Bootles grimiy., "1t seems, Muflin, that
you owe Leggett a pound.”

“Oh, dear!” groaned Tubby, as he met
Leggett’s furious look. *“1-—J don’t know
how you guessed that, sir. It's no good
glaring at me, Leggett: 1 can’t help Mr.

gt O'NE qir

how he does I, do I

“Legoett., vou  are making
Mutiﬁnl!_” t]}uut.iered Mr, Bootles.

“I ingist upon knowing the facts of this
case!” exciaimed the Form-master angrily.
“Muflin, you say that Leggett lent you a
pound.”

“Oh, no, sir!”

“What! How can you owe Inm
poundeif he did not lend it to you?”

“The interest, you sece, gir!” gasped
Tuhby Mutlin. *

“The what?” thundered Mr., Bootles,

Tubby jumped.

*1—1 mean—not the i]lt@l"cﬁt—“{}&-rtﬂlinh”
“I—I

slunsg to

a
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don’t know what made me say interest!
What 1 really meant was—wias—was

*Well??

“I—XI mean, I--1've got some lines to
do for Bulkeley, sir!” pasped ‘tubby.
“C-c-can 1 go now, sir?”

“Is it possihle, Muffin, that Leggelt hus
lent you money. and charged interest on
the loan?” demganded Mr, Bootles, i a

I tervilying voice.

“1-—1 say, Leggett, I don't know hcw
Alr, Bootles guesscs these things,” groaned
Tubby. "It's no good pinching my arm
you—-"" ,

“Stand away from Muflin, Leggett!”

Leggett moved away, with a face like
a, demon,

“And s0,” rambled Mr. Bootles, “we
are getting at the truth. This bad aud
wicked boy lends money at interest among
his Form-fellows, then! Wasg that why
Yyou interfered in the matter, Silver?”

“Ahem!” murmured Jimmy.

“1 asked him not fo, sir!” exclaimed
Tubby Muffin eagerly. =1 did really, sir!
He'll tell you so. 1 said 1'd wather he
lent me the pound. Didn’t I, Jimmy?
1'd rather have paid Leggett and got my
10U back.” |

“Bless my soul! You have an 10U
from Mufiin, Legpett?”

“No, sir!” muttered Leggett deaper-
ately.

Tubby blinked at him.

“Have yonu lost it?” he cexclaimed. “If
I'd known you'd lost it, 1 needn’t have
worried.”

“1 never had one!” ground oul Leggett.

“Never had one!” cxelaimed Tubby, in
astonishment. 1 mean the one you were
going tou show the Head, Leggett, it I
didn’t pay vou the fourtcen bobh and phe
31X bab interest.”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Lovell.

It was all out now, with a4 vengeance,

The expression on Mr. Bootles’ face was 1 now,

almost petrifying,
“You were charging Muitin six shillings

interegt on fourteen shillings, Leggett!
Bless my soul!”

“It's Jor six weeks, sir,” explained
Tubby. " Bob & weck on the loan. Of
course, I'm going to seftle up. My
word’s as good as gold, sir. Can I go
now?"

“Legoett, you unscrupulous young
rascall!”

“It-—it’s not true, sir,” stammered
Legoett, in desperation. “It—it’s  all

made up, sir! Silver’s put Muffin up to
this, I helieve, sir, to get me into a row.”
Ol ejaculated Jimmy, quite taken

abuck Dby that unexpected accusation.
“Why, you iying worm—-—-"
M I

“Abem! Yea, sir”

“Place that 7 O U on my table at once,
Loeggett.”

“I—1 haven't got one, sir. It's all--all
tieg!™

“"Murn out your pockets!”

“Ooht” |

There wag no help Tor it. Leggett had
to tumn Ulft. lhis pockets, even to the
lining. .

Mr. Pootles’ voice hroke in suddenly.

“(live me that paper you are trying to
glip into your slecve, Leggetnt!”

“Oh!”

The paper was hunded over,
* Mr. Bootles’ very speetacles seemed to g
glitter with angry scorn as be read it
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you ordered your copy of the
Popular 7 On  Friday week,
January 24th, this paper will make 1ts
reappearance, and every reader must
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This will give

will be considerably better.‘ To
hegin with, the size of the plate will be

P 10in, by 6iin., and it will be printed in a

inost , attractive® tone. It is quite the
finest plate that has ever been given
away with a boys’ paper, and I am con-
fident thut wou will think so highly of it

¥ that you will be anxious to have it framed
® and-hung on the walls of your house.

Now for the stories in this splendid
Readers of the Bovy FRIEND will,

will bhe a story of the NRookwood chums.

,I_.. This tale is entitled “The Rivals of Iook-

wood,”’ and it will deal with Jimmy

The second story i3

the excitement that occnrred when Billy

& Bunter's postal-order arrived--at last!

o

EN

|

|

¥ SBilver!

‘Prios
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_ The paper was in Tubby Muffin's sprawl-
Ing  writing, and it undertook to pay
Leggett o shilling & week until the loan
was cleared off.

That paper was much more dangerous
to Leggett than to Tubby, it it came to
light ; but Leggett had never dreamed of
ity coming to light. .

1t was good enough to dIrighten the
obtuse Tubby with, and that was all he
wanted. .

Now it was in the Form-master's hands,
and “Albert Leggett was likely 1o get a
good deal more than he wanted.

“Bless my soul!” ssid DMr., DBootles.
I understand your actinn now.
You four jumiors may go—[ cerfainly
excuse 'you. [ understand your contcmpt
of this boy's baseness.” -

“C-c-can, 1 go, too) sir?” gasped Tubby.

*No, Muffin, you may not! Yon will
come with me to the Head, and Leggett
also.” g

*(Yh, dearl”

“Follow me at once, hoth of you!”

Mr. Bootles rustled out of the study.
h‘Tuthy Muffin, with a groan, folldwed

imn. .

Leggett paused to give Jimmy Silver a
bitter look.

“You've landed me now., you rotteri”
he said, between his teeth.

“Your own fault!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Y¥ou intended-——"

“Oh, shut up !
to say a word, and wouldn’t have.
I'm not sorry Tubby's let it all out-—it
gerves yvou right! And if you're turned

out of Rookweod, all the better for Rook-

wood!” growled Jimmy Silver.

“Leggett!” came AMr. Bootleg’
from the passage.

The Rookwood Shylock left the study.

Arthur Edward Lovell whistled softly.

“Well. the game’s up with Leggett
" he said. v 8erve him joHy well
right.! It was a paying game, I suppose;
but it was a jolly risky one, as it turns
out!”

“Tt’s a flogging at least!” said Jimmy.

“Werve him right!”

And when the news spread in the
Lower Schoo! that Ieggett was
hefore the heaks,” and that his weird
financial transaetions had come to light,
the general verdict was the same as that
of the Fistical Four—*“8Serve him right!”

voice

The 4th Chanter.
A Lesson for 8Shylock!
Quite a little army of juniors gathered

the corner of the corridor whilg
Legpott nnd Tubby Mufiin were In the

Head's study,

Mr. Bootles. was there, too; and .
cloged door hid what wus undoubtedly an
interesting scene from the curious eyes
without.

“T don't envy Leggett,”
Mornington of the Fourtlr. YTubby may
et off cheap, but Leggett——-7
“PBven money on a4 floggin’
sack ! said Peele.

“P11 take you-—in quias,” said Smythe
of the Shell. _ |

Jiramy Silver frowned. |
oIt 0t a thing Tor betting about, you
two rotters!” he exctaimed.

“Oh, give us u rest,

or the

dear youth!”

The third story is one dealing with the
chums of St. Jim's, entitled “ D’Arcy’s
Delusion ! D’Arey falls in love, and
Well, | do not think I need say more to
prove to you that this will be an excellent
story.,

With the issue of the “ Penny Popular®
dated Fehruary lst a splendid plate of
Arthur Augustus D’Arey will he given
away. A reproduction of thiz plate will
appear on the cover of next week’s Boyy’
FRIEND, and it will be every Dbit as good
as the plate of Billy Bunter.

Once again I must urge upon you all
to order your copy in advance., Remem-
her, it is the only way of avoeiding dis-
appointment.

FOR NEXT WMONDAY.

oL e e S e S g T e TR T PR P TIT,

The issue of tlhe “Penny Popular,” on
sale January 24th is, without doubt, a
most attractive one; hut next Monday's
Boyg& FRIEND is equally attractive. The
instalment of our amazing new adventure
‘serial,

“ THE BOYS WHO CAUQHT THE

KAISER!?”
By Duncan Storm,

.

is quite one of the finest that fumous
anthor Iias ever written, There are
countless humorous incidents—incidents
that made me lagugh heartily when 1 read
them, You are bound to enjoy them as

t much as I did, for there is something

fresh about all of them—something that
will make them appeal very strongly 1o
Y O1l, _ . |

Our next story of Jimmy Silver & Co.,
which is entitlied

HDISMISSED FROM ROOK-
woop!» |
By Owsn Conguest,

iz of a somewhat more scrious type; but,
nevertheless, it is a tale that will appeal

to every oue of you. |
always given the impression that he wag
a weak and ineffepsive. individual, byt in
our next siory bhe appears in an entirely

Mr. Booties has

Write to me whebever you are in doubt or difficulty. Tell me ahout yourself; lot me kKnow
BOYS' FRIEND. All readers who write to me, and enclose a stariped envelope or posicard, r_na_r‘he
prompt and kindly reply by post. All lettors should be addressed: “The Editor, the BOYS' FILIEND, The
House, Farringdon Street, TLondon, E.C.4."

new light.

| drawn _
when you read of their awkward predica- g

what you think of the
sure of receiving &
Fleotway

1

L Mr. Bootles stands up for
Jimnmy dilver; he defies the liecad, and—-—
Well, now turn to the title of this story,
and see if you can guess what happens.
By the way, my chums, have you ever
read stories in which masters have gone
on strike?

shortly., More about this next week.
Next Monday’s grand tale of Frank
Richards & Co. will be entitled

“« FRANK RICHARDS & CO.'S
PREDICANMENT "
By Martin Clifford.
In this story your sympathy will be
towards Frank Richards &

ment. Many boys think nothing of hreak-
ing a promise; not so Frank Richards &
Co., however.
promize not to Aght Gunten., Gunten geta
to hear of it, and, like the cad he is, he
endeavours to make things wvery un-
pleasant;, for the chums, Your {eelings
towards Gunten when you read this tale
are bound to he of a hitter nature,

Just recently ¥ have received many
letters from readers commenting on our
scliool serial,

“ BARKER, THE BOUNDER!”
By Herbert Britton.

Yeaders have oxpreszed their sympathy
for Jack Jockson, and have also mentioned
how much they admire Bob Fravers for
sbanding by his chun. In our next instal-
ment there are amazing developments.

There is trouble for Mason, the bully, and g

a little more lrouble for Jack Jackson.
Poor Jack! He has had enough trouble
as it ir, and when, in next Monday’s
instalment, he is accuied of heing a sneuk,
who van wonder that he despairs of cver
righting himsell with his schooliellows?

Threae Halipsnoe

r " ]
You know I never meant .
But

11 T] i’ g

tho!

remarked

* reflected that

that; he aeted rightly.

“and then he spoke suddeniy.

# start to finish!

: No, 1 do not think you have,
But you are going to have this pleasure }

¥ savagely.
» you'il sce, hapg youl!”

¢ sweel temper!

yawned Adolphus Smythe.  “I back leg-
gett for a floggin’, Peele.”

*“Yarocoool !’ '

A sudden bowl came from the Head's
study helore Cyril Pecle could reply.

“That’s Tubby!” said Brroil.

“Tubby’s sweet voice, and no mistake ™

grinned Lovell. “But it's not a flogging;
Mack hasn’t been sent for. I suppose old
Bootles hasn't hoisted Tubby?”

“He couldn't!” chuckled Flynn.

“Ha, hi, ha!”

Loud =ounds of anguizh came from the
dread apartinent, and the chuckie died
away winong the juntors.

Tubby Muilin stcued
thyouph it. |

The door of the Head's study opened
suddenly, and Tubby Muffin came out,
the door elosing after him.

He squeezed his hands, and grunted, as
he came rolling along the corridor.

“Had it bad?” asked Conroy.

“Yow-ow-ow'! Awful!” groaned Tubby.

“Two on each hand, you know! Fancy
that! It wasn’t my {fault Legpett
charged iwe interecst on a loan! Yow!
I'm sure I didn't ask him to! Yow!”
“And what's Leggett got?'  asked

Oswald.

“I've got to take word to Mack.
aett’s woing to he flogzed!™

O

“Merve him eight, 1 think ! said Tubby.
“"He's an unscerupulous beast!  Yow-ow-
ow! Blessed if 1 know what the Head
cancd we. for! Bad temper, I suppose!”

And Tubby, still grunting, relicd away
to carry his messaze to Mack, the porter,

In a few wminutes old Mack appearcd
on the scene,

He passed the crowd of junlors in the
corridor, anud disappearad into the Head's

Leg-

study.

“Now for the circus!” murmured Morn-
ington.

“The “circus” was not long in be-
ginning.

Ther: was a sound of steady swishing
from the Head's study, and it was goon
accomparied by lould yells,

Tubby had been eaned for his share
the money-lending transaction; but his
punishment was a ioke to leggett's.

Of Leggett’s conduct the Head took a

very serious view, naturally encugh; and

Cthe flogging was a very scvere ofie.

3y the time the swishing ceased, Leg-

Cuett’s yells had died away into quivering

30hs.
Jimmy Silver & Co. moved cuietly
away. They did not wish to listen to

that; it was painfal enough to hear.

Richly as the raseal of  Rookwaood
doserved his punishment. the chums of

slight compassion for him in his ordéal.

They went up to their guarters in the
end study.

“He asked for it, after adl” Jimmy
Silver said slowly, *Tubby hlurted it all
out o Bootles becanse he’s sueh o erass
ass: but Leggett was taking advantage
of his heing an ass, so he can’t zrumble.”

“Ho asked for it, and he's got it!” suid
Loveil. I hope it will do him good!
He's no credit to Rookwood!™

Jimmy  Silver moved resticssly ahout
the study.

Legeett had, hndeed, “asked for it.”
and the facts had eome to light throngh
Tubby Muflin's ehatfering:; but Jimmy
the matbter might nevor
have transpired but for his having taken

# up Tubby's cause.

Stitl, he conld not Blame himself {for
ut he wasg anxious to know
inflietion was over.

Some of the uniors were

that the

still lingeringe

$ in the corridor when Leggett eame out of
& the Head’s study.

He Jimped ualong {1he passage, his face

¥ white and his eyea hurning.

One or two of the fellows spoke to him,

% but he did not answer.

He passed them, looking round him,

“Where's Jimmy Silver?”

“In his study, T think.” said Krroll,

) “You're not going to row with Jinuny,

Legaett? Tt's all your own fault, irom

Py

“Mind your own bhusiness!”

Leggett went up the staircase.

Ervoll knitted his brows a moment : but
he Tet Legmett's reply pass. He did not

wirt to add to the wretched junior’s

punizhment.

Leggett, white and Inrious, tramped

y along the Fouarth-Form passage to the
$ cnd atudy.

“Hallo, he’s eomwe here!™ ejaculated

& Lovcll, as the Modern junior’s white and
Co. {

writhing face looked in at the doorway.
Jimmy met Leggett's savage glance.
The Modern junior shoowx u trembling

fist at him.
Miss Meadows makes them

“1 owe this to you, Jimmy Silver!” he

2 said, hetween _hi:-; teeth, “1l'vec  been
: {{i::};.:ged in the Head's study. You. know
15 .'!'!I

g Jimmy nodded.

“You asked for it,” be said, " You must

d liave known all the tirae that you would
d be Hogged if you were found out.”

“You managed to get me found out!”
“That’s not true,” suid Jimmy calmiy;
“and you know it's not true, Leggett.

p You've got yoursell” to Dblswme, and no
€ one else!”

Legoett gritted his teeth.
“1t's all through your meddling, at any

1;;1.‘59,’_’ he ;;aid. “I'll make you suffer for
W It, bdilver!”

Jimmy luughed contemptnously.
“You wcan cackle!” said  Leggett
“I mean it! Wait a bit, and

ile turned away, and limped painfully

g Lo the stairs.

“Dear man!” grinned Lovell. “What a
Aren’t you i{rembling in
your shoes, Jimmy?”

“Not quite!” said Jimmy, laughing.
“What about teat” 4

The Fistical Pour sat down to tea, their
lcader quite uuntroubled by Leggett's

} Lthreat.

 Leggett tramped away dismally to his

& own House.

He went up to the dormitory on the

io bhe going
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*

Modern side, an_d threw himsclf'- on his

bed. .

He was aching and quivering from the
castigation, and it was likely to be some
time hefore he recovered from it.

Anger and malice and all uncharitable-
nesg ran riot in his breast, as he lay and
mumbled with pain.

18 hatred of the Head, who hbad in-
flicted that geverc bnt just punishment,
wag bitter:; but it was upon Jiminy Silver
that most of his maiice was concentrated,

But for Jimmy's meddling, as Leggett
called it, he would not now be quivering
with pain and humination.

somehow, anvhow, he

would make

Jimmmy Silver sorry he had interfered; he

was savazely determined upon that. "

The dormitory door opened, and Tommy
Dodd came in. .

Leggett gave him o sullen look. as
Tommy stood gozing down on him with a
grim expression.

“8So you’re here,” grunted Tommy.

"Ow ! was Legeett's reply,

“You've bad enough,” said Tommy
Dodd. =1 can see that! If von hadn't.
you worm, 1'd give you a thumping good
Jicking ! I+ 1'd known what those
(lassicals were handling you {or, 1'd never
have chipped int”

COw !

“You've goft whiat you wanted,” cim-
tinued Tommy : " and mind this, Leggett—
it you begin the same tricks again, vou'll
got another dose of the same medicine——
if not from the Head, then with a fives’-
hat in my study! 8o you can put that in
your pipe and smoke it!”

And Tommy Dodd, with
temptuous  look, walked  out
dormitory,

Leggett groaned and mumbled.

— - —r—— —

The 5th Chapter.
A Collision on the Line.

“Took out!”

“The Head!™

But it was too late,

1t was a couple of days after Leggett's
flogeing, and that matter had almost dls-
appeared from the minds ot Jimmy Silver
& Co., who had other and much gmore
important matters to think about.

A grey mist from the Channel bad rolled
inland. and enveloped hill and dale, and
Rookweod Quadrangle.

Football was impossible, and it was not

a last con-
of the

vet tew-time, and some of the Classical
Fourth were amusing themselves with

teap-froge on the gravel path between the

sehool-house and the gates.

Plaving leap-froy in the mist was rather
exeiting, leading to a  good many
casunitics, but the Rookwood juniors did
nat mind that; they were not, as Lovell
cxpressed it, made of putty, o

indeed, the caune became quite thrilling
when Hansom of the Fifth came along,

ienagrant of the faet that leap-1rog was
e VMR P L L (1 i B A

crnshed into him and sent him spdoning,

There was tronble with  Hansom  for
«otne minutes, hut the odds  were  too
great, and the Fifth-Forimer was ronted.

Then Jimmy Silver & Co. cheerily
ro=umed their game.

Butting into Hansom of the Fifth was
not . very serious matter-—excepting for
Hansom—and the juniors, in the excite-
ment of the came, did not refleet that

they were likely to butt into more im-

portant persenages.

When the awful catastrophe came,
came teo suddenly to he helped.

Jimmy Silver was ecoming along a line
ol hended hacks, and had reached the iast
in the row, which was Lovell's,

As his hands lightly -touched Lovell's
back, and be ruse to the Jeap, two or
three voices called out i horror, as «
majestic fizure loomed up from the misty
aloom, -

“The Head!”

But Jimmy Silver was Tairly flying over
Lovell’s back, and' it was too late 1o
stop.

Crash! -

Dr. Chisholm was coming along from the
House, muaffled up against the cold.

The first he knew of the leap-frog was
Jimmy Silver crashing at him from the
1ist.

The Hewd started  hack, in alarmed
amazement, and Jortunately escaped the
severe hutting Hansom had received.

1t

Jimmy Silver landed on his feet. and his

chin smote on the Heud's bhuttoned over-
coat, but that was alt.

1t was enough, however.

The Head stagpered back. and almost
sat down. Fortunately, he did not quite
sit down,

He recovered Liis balance just in time.

Jimmy Silver sgtood frozen with horror,

The jar on his chin had jarred all his
teeth, and hurt him considerably, but he
wus hardly conscious of it. '

He was only conscious of the awiful
thing that had happened—that he had
smote Dr. Chisholm on the chest and sent
him staggering. "

There was a sound of scattering foot-
steps in the mist. .

The leap-frogeers were vawshing on all
gides, fleeing from the wrath to come.

They fled in consternation, with onc

exception: Leggett of the Fourth, who |

grinned as he ran.

It was rather agrceable 1o Albert
Legoett to see Jimmy ESilver booked for
trouble,

And there was no doubt that he was.

“Eilver ! gasped tlic Head, adter an
awtul stlence that seemed to poor Jimmy
to lust hours, but rcally lasfed wmly a
1ow secondes., |

“Oh, sie!” stuttered Jimmy,

“You--you--you have-—-"

“1—1"m serey, sir----"

“ Silver, you have dared-—--"

“ih was  an  aceident, sir!” gasped
Jintmy helplessly, " We—we were play-
ing leap-frog.”

“Maying leap-frog!” thundered the
Head., *Playing lcap-freg, on this path,

in a thick mist.”
“Ye-e-cs. sir”
*Did you think you could do so with-
auft accidents. happening, Rilyer?”
¢ I--%-—-1 didg't thipk-—-—"

Cand

l

“he exclaimed.
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“You must learn to think, Silver! Go
to my stndy at once, and fetch my
cane!” .

“Oh, sir!”

“I am waiting, Silver!”

Jimmy Silver tramped off to the
Hongze,

Arthur Edwaed Yovell joined him as
he went in, a¥d caught his arm.

“What's happencd?” he whispered. .

“I've got to take out the old bird's
cane,” sajd Jimmy dismally.

“Hard luck!”

“Serve you joly well richt!” came a
very unpleasant voice. :

Jimmy Sliver did not trouble to look
ot Leggett: he went on to the Head's
study for the cane.

A sound of
followed him. however. |

Arthur Edward Lovell was busily
engaged in rubbing Leggett’s features on
the guadrangle,

Jimmy found the cane, and took it out
to tho Head, waiting for bhim on the
gravel path, :

Dr. Chisholm took the cane from him,
Jimmy rubbed his hands appre-
hengively. :

The inferval of a few minutes, how-
cver, bad somewhat calmed the head-
master's wrath, and he was no longer in
4 thunderons moead.

“Silver, you have acted very recklessly
and foolishly,” he suid. "I shall punish
you as a warning for the future. Hold
out your hand.”

Swislhi!  Swishi!

“Oh! Ow!”

“You may take the cane back, Silver.”

“Yes, siv,” mumbled Jimmy.

Prr. Chisholm walked ou to the gales,
and disappeared in the mist, |

Jimmy Silver returned to tbe study
with the cane, feeling that he had got
off pretty cheaply on the whole.

Had the canc been at haad when the
eodlision took  place,  certainly  the
delinquent would not have escaped with
two ecuts.

“Not so bad.” said Jimmy, swhen his
chums et him with chummy imguiries.
“Omly two goes! The old bird isn’t such
a ruflian, after all, yeu know.”

scuffling and gurgling

HE BOYS" FRIEND

|

Air.- Bootles rushed down the passage
with whisking gowin, greatly concerned,
with the French master at his heels.

All was dark in the Head’s study, as
they arrived breathless in the doorway.

“Dr, Chisholm-—-— - ik

“Pray be careful how you enter! It

" was a grinding veoice [rom the darkness.

within. “There is a cord stretched across
the room. i have had a seveére fall.”
“Good heavens!” stammered  Mr,
Bootles, _ '
“Mon Dieu!” gaeped Mosson, almost
dazed at the bare” thought of such an
cutrage Iin snch a quarter. »
“Pray obtain 4 light, Mr.Booties!”
“Certainly, sir—certainly! Bleas my
sou)! But the electric light —"
“It will not work.

I presume it has
heen tampered with. Pray get a lamp
from somoewhere!”

“Certainly, sir!®

Mr. Bootles rushed away.

Monsieur Moncean remained in the
doorway,  hlinking into the shadowed
study, in great concern and distress.

Fram the darkness within came a sound
of hard breathing. ‘

The Head had been hurt; bul alter his
first startled cry he gave no voeal indica-
tion of it.

Mr. Bootles returned in o few minutea
with a lighted lamp.

The light gleammed inte the study.

. Chishiolim was standing upright, just
where he had picked himeelf up after his
fall, not caring to move again, lest he
should fall into another trap.

Across the study, fastened to serews
driven into thie wainscot, was stretehed
a. taut cord, a few inches from the floor.

It was that into which the unsugpecting
Head had walked-—with the result of a
startling and painful fall.

. (Chisholm’s  hands

wore  hbruised

where they had struck the floor, and he |

was very much shaken,

“You-—-youw are burt, sir?” stammered
Mr. Bootles.

“Not very severcly, T am glad {o say.”
snid the Head calmly, though his eyes
were vlittering.

He moved to the door, and examinud
the light switch.

Price
Thres Hallpanoe

He would scarcely darc
0

fasten,the cord.
show a light here,

and so did not- observe that ke had
dropped the pencil-case.”
Mr. Booties nodded dumbly.

It scemed clear enough. _
“As it bappeps, I had occcasion tg
punish Silver only a short time ago,

said the Head; setting his lips. *This,
doubtless, is his revenge for that punish-
ment.” |

“But—but,” stammered Mr. Bootles, "1
can  scarcely believe that--that Silver

“wonld——-""

“You ecan see the evidengr with your
awm eyes, Mr. Bootles,” said’ Dr. Chisholm
coldly. |

"chould never have believed that he
was a revengefal boy, sir, or that he was
capable of this disrespectful-——-"

“You must believe it now, Mr. Bootles,
since it is manifestly the case. Will you
have the goodners to eall Silver here?”

“Oh, yes, certainiy!”

Mr. Bootles, in a very agitated frame
of mind, left the study, and the Head
waited grimly for the arrival of Jiminy
Bilver.

it i Tt — L L2
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The 7th Chapter,

Sentenced !
Crosh! ‘
Smash!
“Bless my  soul!” murmured My,
Bootles, as he approached the cnd study

and hceard that sound of havoce and
disastoer.

Jimmy Silver's voige followed.

“You uass, Lovell! There goes the
clock!”

Well, elocks were made to go, old
chap,” answercd Arthur HEdward, “aud

that one bhadn’t gone for weeks”

“Tt's zone now, and no mistake!”

Afr. Bootles tapped on the door, and
opened it.

Four juniors, in their shirt-sleeves, with
wooden foils in their hands, were in the
end  study, which wore rather a  dis-
lievelled look.

The ¢ioek was in the fender, in a dozen

picves, and two or three pictures hung |

g
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THE HEAD?

“Are we going on with the game?r”
asked Raby.

“Fathead!”
to that.

Jimmy had had cnough of lecap-frog in
Ahe mist, and s0 had his  chums, on
reflection,

They ropaired to the end syudy, whoere
a four-handed fencing-mateh proved ex-
citing cenough to enhven them till tea-
time; and did po harm, exeepting to the
study furniture.

was Jimmy Sthver’'s repdy

The Culprit !
“Pab!”

Dr. Chisholm uttered that low  ex-
clamation, in tones ol lntense annoyance.

The Head had returnced from Coombe,
and was entering his study in the School
House.

As usual, he put his hand inside the
door, after opening it, to switch on the
clectric light before enterimg.

But the light did not switch on.

He pressed the button hard, but there
was no answering flash from the clectric
lamps in the study. ‘

something  evidently with

that

dark

Was wrohg

the switcelh. |

After cxpressing his Joelings by
cinculation, the Hend entered the
stndy, to feel hig way across to his
where there was another Hghting switch.

'Then two or three persons who were
within hearing of the Head’s study were
stddenly startled.

Crash!

“Oht”

Tt was the sound of a heavy fall, fol-
lowed by o sharp, loud ery.

“@gh! Ah! Oh! Good gad! OL!”
Mr. Bootleg was at the end of the
corridor, chatting with Monsieur

Moncceau, the Drench moasicr.

At those startling sounds from the
sacred precincts of the Head's study, Mr.
Bootles spun ronnd in alarnm. |

“Bless my soul! What has happened?”
“What-—what "

“Ze doctair he fall down viz himself,”
satd Monaieur Moncoail.

“Bless my soul!”

desk,

1

H

|

As lw expected, he found the wire
nipped through, to put it ont of action.

“his was deliberate, Mr, DBootles,” e
faid.  “ Whoever set this trap for ny
feet deliberutely disconnected the
eleetric light, so that 1 should enter in
the darkness.”

. " Who who--who could have done such
a thing?” gusped Mr. Bootles. =1t is--is
—15 1necredible !

The Head wallked to his desk, where he
found the lighting-switeh in order, and
switehed on the eleetrie light.

is face was very calm; but the glitter
in his eyes tohd of the wrath within, and
boded 11 to the practical joker if he was
discovered.

“Nome-—-—solile  foolish
mered Mr. Bootles.

jnnior,”  stam-

“He wiil he discovered,” said the Head

quictly. “1 shall make an example of
him, Mr. Bootles. 1t may be dilticult,
bhut I shall certainly discover him. Pray
help me search the study: ihe rascal
may have left some tracce behind of his
jiresence here.”

“Certainly, sir—certainly !”

“Mon Diea! Vat is zat?” exelaimed
Mansienr Moneceau, suddenly, peinting to
a little object that glistened in the lizht
near one end of the stretehed cord.

" A perctl-case.” said Mr. Bootles.

He picked it up, and passed it to the
Head.

It was a small silver pencil-case, and
there was a monogram engraved on it,
which the Head noted at once.

“1I—T have seen that pencil-case belore,
sir,” said Mr. Bootles, in very agitated
tones. “1t belongs to a boy im my Form.
But surely-—-—-"

He hroke off, in dismay.

“There iz a monogram on the case,”
sald the Head quietly. *The initials are
“Jo 8 They are the initials of a hoy in
your Form. Mr. Booflgsy”

*Rilver, sir—-the head boy in my Form.”

“This pencil-case, then, belongs to
him 77 ,

“T--T have seen it in his possession.”

"1 think {hat scttles the matter,” =aid
the Head. »Daoubtless, it slipped from

" his porket while he was stooping to

WILL JIMMY SILVER COLLIDE WITH
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awry on the walls—which also showed
sigms of damage.

“Ilallo, who's that? Don't come in,
fathcad!” said Lovelll without turning
his head, ag the door opened.

“Ahem !”

“Oh, my hat!”

Loveli spun round, with a crimson face,
a5 he heard his Form-master’s well-known
cough,

O !
Edward.

Myr. Bootles, however, did not bhestow
any attention on the confused Lovell.
Axed his vyes on the captain of  the
Fourth. '-

“Wilver!”

“Yoes, sir?” said Jimmy, surprised by
the Fourth Form-master’s grave look and
tone.

“The Head requires your presence in
bis study, Silver. You will follow me at
ouee !” '

*Certainty, sic!”

Jimmy Silver laid down hiz foil, and

You, sir!” stuttered Arthur

picked up his jacket to put it on. He
could not present bimself before the
Head in his shirt-slecves,

“I--1 say, sir,” ventured Raby. “We—

we were only fencing, sir-not doing any
harm, air!”

“Only an
Lovell. .
- “You should not make so much noise
i the study, my boys. But it was not
i refercnee te this that the
wishies to see Silver.” said Mr. Bootles.
“Ho18 o very different and much more
gerious matter!”

“Oh!” ¢jaculated Lovell.

“Arc you ready, Silver?”

“Yes, sir”

Junmy Silver, surprised and a little
alarnmed, followed the  master of the
Fourth from the study.

His e¢hums looked at one another. They
were grave cnongh now.

“What on earth’s the row?”? muttered

old clock, too,

sir,” - said

' ]J[}VQI L

Raby and Newceome shook their heads.
The answer to ihat question was beyond

- them.,

Jimmy Silver was as perplexed as his

. he, must . have |
worked in the dapk--the dusk, at least- - |

He s

Head |

!

P

|
]

- again,
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chums as he followed Mr. Bootles, who
did not speak a word on the way to the
Head s atudy.,

It was pretty clear that the matter,
whatever it was, wasg  serious, Mr,
Bootles’ ¢xpression .was simply porten-
tous,. =

“ Here is Silver, sir!” said Mr, Boolles,
as he entercd Dy, Chisholm's study, and
Jiimmy folitowed him in.

Jiminy started as he saw the cord
stretched across the floor, and an over-
turned chair, which had beeen knocked
over by the doctor in lis fall,

e turned his startled eyes on the grim
face of the Head.

“Silver ' The Head's voice was very
deep. *Is this your property ¢»

Re held out the pencil-case.

“Yes, #ir,” said Jimmy blankly.

“How did it come in my study, Silyer?”

“In——in  your study, sir??  stuttered
Jimmy Silver.,

*In my study!” repeated the Headl
grimly.

“l—{ don't know, sirt?

“Indeed? | can enlighten you, then!™
sald the Head, with grim sarcasm. * Yon
dropped it here, Silver, when you were
fastening that cord for me to stumbie
over'!” L

Jimmy Silver jumped.

“ Ll did, sir?? he stuttered,

~ Do you deny it, Silver?”»

“Certainly I do!” exclaimed Jiminy
hotly. =1 haven't been in the study
hefore—at least, not since—-"  He re-
metnhered.

S 8ince when, Hilver??

“Bince you sent me here for your cane,
sir, about an hour ago,” answered Jimmy,
~1 haven't bcen mnear the room since |
brought the cane baek.”

“ Possibly 12 sald the Head., © When yon
bhrought tLie cane hack, doubtless, you
laid this cowardly trap for your Head-
master !

“]-—1 did not, |

“Your pencil-case was found close bhy
the cord where it is fastenred Lo the wains-

R s A
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L cot, Silyer.”

“[-1 don’t understand-—-- L

“MSilver may have dropped it bere when
he came for the cane, sir,” murmured Mr,
Bootles feebly.

‘T'he Head gave him a glance, !

“ Silver had to take the cane from my
dlesk. There was no reason why he should
go near that wall,” he answergd., % More-
over, he could scarcely have dropped the
pencil-case from his pocket unless he was
stooping down to the floor.”

Mr: Bootles was dumb.

“It will not serve you to utter falsc--
hoods, Silver,” resumed thg Head., “ You
have becen gnilty of a  deliberate and
wicked outrage upon your headmaster—-
in reveuge, b opresume, for the punish-
nent [ oinfticted upot you a short time
ago. L oam  shocked at  this, Silver—
ihardesd ARE ERETRE R —— .

S Bat—but’ T did not do it, sir!® gasped
Jimmy. 11 never dropped the pencil-
cas¢ here! 1 didn't know it was hera
I—1 haven't seen it since yesterday! [
left it in my study, [ think-—I believe——."
" That will 'do, Silver! 1 have said that
1L 13 uszeless to utter falsehoods, But for
yvour previois good character, Silver, T
snould expel you from the school for this
act of revengetul rascality @»

“ But, str, J—f—-?

“Taking your previous good character
into consideration, Silver, and consider-
ing that this action was possibly the ont.-
come of an impulse after your punish-
ment, I shall not expel you. You will
recelve i very severe flogeing i o
before all Rookwood, ™ SR B

Jitnmy  Silver  stared
Head,

He felt as if his head were swimming.

“To-morrow morning,” said the Head
quictly, “youn will be flogged hefore the
whole school, Silver. You may go now."

Jimmy Nilver stood rooted to the floor,

“ But, sir—% he gasped,

dazedly at the

Dr. Chisholin waved his hand to the
door.

*That is cnough, boy! You may go!”»

% Bt ’

CMGo” thundered  the Read angrily.
~How dare you bandy words with me,
hoy? Leave my study!»

“But I did not do it, sir!”® panted
Jimmy., “I swear——> :

“Mr. Bootles, kindly take that boy from
my study ™ said the Hoad.

The Yorm-master’s hand
Jimmy Rilver's shoulder,

“Come!” he said quietly,

“Mr. Bootles, J—I swear T did not—- "

“Come!” said the Fourth Form master

And he led the dazed junior from
the study. :

Jimmy Silver went like o fellow in a
dream. '

But it was no dream. The sentence had
been pronounced, and on the morrow he
was to be flogged in public—a spectacle
of pity and derision to all Rookwood !

There was a general gasp of amazement
in the Lower School when the news spread.

Jimmy Silver wias to be flogged in Hall.

On the morrow morning, hoisted upon
old Mack’s shoulders hefore hundreds of
staring eyes, he was to receive his punish-
ment. And the Rookwooders could
scarcely believe their ears at first.

But there was one—a junior on the
Modern side—who smiled evilly when he
heard the news—one who could have en-
lightened the perplexed juniors if he had
chosen. But Leggett of the Fourth kept
his owrn coungel,

dropped on

THE END.

e N-EXT M(;N DAY.
“ DISMISSED FROM
ROOKWOOD! "

By OWEN CONQUEST.
DON'T MISS . IT1
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“I won't.—" '

i Then you've got to eat your blessed
vtds " said Mason. . “Force his mouth
open, yvou fellows!”

Masop stood befores Bob Travers, wait-
ing for his jaws to be forced apart.

But the juniors’ scheme was not to
~meet with the suecess they had expected.

tire Bob's jaws could be forced. apart
thiere came a sharp command from the
dDGI"Wd}'

“What is the meaning of this?”
~ The juniors looked rtound, to find the
L stalwarty forin of Harcourt, the captain
- of the school, in the doorway.

There was a very gritn and angry look
on the capiain’s face that prompted the
.juninrs to drop Bob Travers as though he
‘were a live coal.

“You voun<e raseals!” exclaimed Har-
court stt,mly. ns he strode into the stndy.
. “1 supposc this 1s your way of. expressing

A Ma.gmﬁce_nt New Story,

- your oh]cctlons to Travers’ actlon in sus-
andmg you irom the team!”
“It serves him right!” snapped Mason.

Itarcourt glared at Mason grimly.

“QOh, does lt‘?” he said. “1 suppose you
were the ringleader in this. I heard you
say sowething about compelling Travers
1o eat his words.
force this notice down his throat, I pre-
sume?”

The juniers did not answer,

Mason shifted uncomiortably from one
foot to the other under the steady glmce
which the captain guve hin.

“Answer mo abt oncel” exclalmed Har-

court: sternly.

thl thure wasg 1o rcp]y .

“Very well,” said the oaptain; "you
juniors-will all return to your own astudies
and do me a hundred lines! Mason, you
will follow me!”

“Mc?” eried Maszon in surprise.

THE

You were going to

RO OF HILLCREST

Dealing with the Adventures of Frank R1chards

“Your name is Mason, | presume?" said
- Harcourt coldly. “Fallow me imme-
diately! Now, yon kids, get a move on!”

The rest of the juniors took their de-
parturc willingly encugh, ounly too glad
tn escape further punishment from .the

Mason followed Harcourt $e the
latter's study.

The captain picked up & c¢dne from the

~angry captain of the school.

table.

“Now, hold out your hand! he said
sternly, “1 am going to punish you fnr
builying.”
mMason glared rebelliously at the cap-

in

“Why should you punish me?” he said
eurtly., “You had no right to interiere;
and, besides, it was nothing to do with
you whether——-"

“IHold out vour hand!” exclaimed the
ca[mtru? impatient!ly. :

1 _........._.-..-...‘,
“Held out vnur hand Iimmediately !
criecd Hareourt. “If you don’t ohey me

this time I shall take you straight to
yvour headmaster, and—— Ah! I thought ‘
you ci think better of it.”

& Co., the Chums of the School in the Backwoods.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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The 1st Chapter.
Surprising News{

“Lawless!”

“Yes, Miss Meadows?”

Lessons - were over 2t Cedar Creek, and
the school was being dismissed.

. Bob Lawless stopped on his way to the
door as the schoolinistress called to him.

“Waiit for me, Cherub!” he murmured.
- Vere Beauelere nodded, and Beb hur-
ried to the schoolmistress' desk.

The rest of the fellows filed out, and
Beaunclere waited in theo doorway.

Bobh Lawicse’ sunburnt face assumed
its meekest cexpression as he stopped at
Miss Meadows™ desk. | _

~ His chum, Frank Richards, had been in
hot water that day, and Bob wondcred
whether there
“for him, so to speak.

80 he endeavoured to look as if bhutter
would not melt in his mouth as he met
Miss Moeadows’ dark eycs.

The schoolmistress was looking severe.
S “Tawless, 1 sent your cousin, Richards;,
” homé this afternoon for commg into

the school with a black eye.

“It wasn't Franky’s faulf, ma’am,”
said Bob meckly. “It really waar't,
Miss Mﬂadﬁws. He——ha didn't ask {for
L ty 2
. “He had been fichting with some hoy
outside the sthoni Lawless. It has
occurred to me since that it was pro-
hably one of the Hillerest boys. 1Is this
the cage?”

“Ahem! Yes, ma’am.”

- “I thought so. I am secrry, Lawless,
to see that you are ol ill terms with
Mr Peckover's bnys."

“Not at all, ma’am,” said Bob eagerly.
“We like them all riﬂ'ht only—-—-"
“But that does not prcvent fighting
hetween you.”
“You—you see, it was a  mistake,”

- stammered Boh. “Dicky Bird—ahem -
I mean the chap Frank had a scrap
with, came over becalge-—Dbecausty——"

“*Well?"”

“Bogause an awful rotter had heen
. etuiling him up, ma'am—I-I mean tak-
“ing him in—that is to say—-"  Honb
puasped a little. “I mean, he was mis-
taken about Frank. A fellow had- been
picching him o yarn. But it was all
up”nn.ud afterwards.”

“Oh ! said Misa Aleadows.  "In thaot
case, Lichards was not so much to blame

was & little 1left over

less,

a5

'y

28 I Bupposed.
that heo
usual to-morrow morping.

“Thank you, ma’am!”

“I shall speaic to both of you on this
subject to-morrow,” said Miss Meadows.
“I must stop this trouble with the Ifill-
crest boys. You may go now, Lawless)”

*Yes, ma'am.”

Bobh Lawless joined his chum, and they
Ieft the lumber school together.

“We're in for i, Cherub,” groancd
Boh, as they went towards the corral.
“l suppose Miss Meadows has Dbeen
getting complaints from Peckover. We're
to stop raggmrf with the Hillcrest chaps,
and we're going to have a lecture to-
morrow. Oh, dcm ot

Beauclere Lluﬂ'hed | |

“Well, it’s chiecily due to Gunten mak-

may come to school

as

ing mischict,” he said.

“Only we can’t explain that to Miss
Mcadows.”

“No; but Gunten can be shut up,” re-
marked Beauclerc.

Bob Lawless chuckled.

“1l wonder what Miss Meadows would
have said il she’d known that Franky
‘hasn’t gone home, but has gone to
meet Kern Gunten instead?” he remarkod.
“By gum, I hope he won't come back
tn-nu:mrow with two black eyes instcad
of one! That would give it away.”

“Ha, ha! It would! But Gunten isn’t
likely to give Frank a black eye,” said
Beauclere, langhing. “More likely to
collect two Iimself than to give Frank
one.’

“That’'s s0,” agrcced DBob.

The chums of Cedar Creek led out
their horses, and mounted in the trail.

The dusk was falling as they roge along
the timber trail to the south, onm the
wiay to the Lawless Ranch,

They were thinking of Frank Richards
they rode, and wondering how lie
had fared thut aiternoon.

Fragk lLiad been sent home in disgrace,
owing to the discoloured eye which hadl
resulted from his fight with Dicky Bird

of Hillerest, and his chums knew that it

was his intention to wait for Kern
tiunten, who was driving the post-waggon
that afternoon from Thompsnn to Silver
Ureck.

it was Gunten’s 1n1~rlm~fmakmg that
had caused the row, ana it had seemed
just-—and eminentiy satisfactory--to the

BOB LAWLESS DEROUNGES THE “HERO0.”

REEhE AT

You may tell lnm, Law- | Cedar Oreck chums for punishment to be

visited on Gunten’s head.

“Hallo, there's Franky !” exclaimed Bob |
 Lawless suddenly, as the two schoolboys

came in sight of the fork in the trail,
where Beauelerc was accustomcd 1o turn
off for his home.

Frank Richards came round ths bend
at a trot, and rode om to mect his
chums.

They stopped in the trail as they

met.
“Here you are,” said Frank. “T

~thought 1 should eatch you on your

'w.—w home.”

“Good man!® said Bob. *“You met
Gunten?”
 “"Yes; he came along. ln the poste

i wnﬁ-‘rml, near Cecdar Camp.

“}qnu ve whopped him?"
“J. D'J" .

“Not whopped him?” exclaimed Bob.

Frank Richards shook bis head, with
a2 smile.

“You don't mean to say that hLe
whepped you?” shouted Bob Lawless, in
aatnnhlmmnt and consternation.

“Ha, ha! No fear!”

B Th{,n what's happened? sasked Beau-
cler¢. “Did you let lum oft, aftecr all?”

“WceH, you see

“You blessed joy!” exclaimcd Bob, in
disgust. “Didn’t you ride out there
on purposc to "W:L'.l'b {or the post- waffﬂon?"

“Yes; but——

“ Didn’t you go there specially to 1am~

: bastt, that Swiss rotter?”

“Yes; but——"

“Didn't he land youn with a serap with
Dicky Bird by telling Bird beastly
crammers?” eaclaiincd Bob indignantly.

“He did. DBut—"

“And you haven't walloped him?”

7 wq' 'You EIFE______r |
“1 guess 1 don't see,” sald Bob
obstinately, “You've got a purple cye,

and Gunten has the grin of you. And
we're all going to be jawed to-morrow

about, scrapping mth the Hilleresd
guloots.  And yon've let Gunten off!
XYou're a jay, Frank Richards!™

iiBut - »¥
“You're an ass, old chap. It's no gond

talking: you're a jay from Jaysville!”

satd . Bob crossly.
“Let Frank have a word,” zaid Beaun-
clere, laughing.  *“Something’s happened

1o pravent him.”
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w0t will have themr in the caluboose
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The eaptain's threat was sumcmnt for

I’Mason

He held out his hand, and received a

terrific swish of the cane,

“Again!™ said Harcourt grimly.
Two on each hand the bully received,

and they were laid on with all the
strength that the captain could summon.
“Now,” said Marcourt, flinging his

cane asuie, and staring hard at the bully,
“1 hope this will be a lesson to you. You
are not a member of the junior cleven,

‘and I should advise you not to interfcre
n

affairs which do not concern you.
Leave the members of the team to settiie
their differences themselves; they are no
concern of yours. You may go.”

Mason went, and made his way to his
own study.

He was in a very disagrecable mood,
and' the angry scowl on his face caused
Barker to chuckle when he entered
Study No. 2.

“Got it again-~eh?” asked the boundu
;I should have thought you would have
T e

“0Oh!” said Bob.
Why the dickens can™ you tell us what's
happened, Frank?”

“Are you giving me a chance?” ex-
claimed Irank warmly. “1i you’ll use
your ears instead of your chin for a

I'J- 1

| minute or two——-"

“Go ahead! What's bappened?”

“The post-waggon came along,” said
Frank. *“It was held up on the prairie
trail hy two rustiers.”

“What?” vyelled Bob.

“Fact! Two chaps with cloth tied over
faces—regular road-agent style,”
sald Frank. “They stopped the post-
waggon, and started to rob it.”

“Gammon !” said Bob mcredulnuqlv
“Yoad-agents in the Thompson Valley
Draw it n:uld'”

“Honest injun?!”

“Well, carry me home to die!” L]M"t]lntml
Bob. “That’s semoething new.  Must be
some bulldozers froem over the line”

“1 thought so at first, but I don’t
think 8o now.,”  answered Fronk.
“They knew alt about the posb-wargon
coming along from Cedat Creek an Wl
nesday alternoon, and when and where
to wiit, for it Thot docan’t look like
strangors in the section.”

“RBy gam ! sald Bob, It doesn’t! But
what, happened? Did they rob the
witguon '

1 N”.n

“Somchody camo along
in?” asked Bob,

“You've hit it1” Edld Frank smllm
— SN RO Wil

“Little me.”

“You!" yclled Bob.

“Exactly.” _ .

“Make it a little milder, old scout,”
urged Bob Lawiess. *“Take off fifty per
cent., and bhegin again.”

Frank Richards laughed.

“But I'm telling you the facts, fat-

- head!” he said.

“You rounded up two rtoad-ageuts!”
gribned Boh. “Have you got them in
your trousers’ pockets now?”

;1 didn’t round them up. I rode them
dbwn,” answercd Frank., [ made helieve
I had 2a Iot of chaps with me, and
shouted like thunder. And they thought
they were surprised by a party. and raun

for it. 1t they badn’t it would have gone

bard for me. But [ thowht they would ;
and they did.”

“Scared them off——el?” said Bob.

“Yes.. They were taken by surprize,
and bolted without stopping to think.
The bhest thing they could have done, it
it had happened to be Sheriff Henderson
and his men--as it might have heen, you
know. As it happened, it was only me,”
said Frank, with a laugh. I went with
Gunten as far as Silver Creek to sec hibn

safe. After what had happened I didn't
fecl inclined to pitch into him.* -
“Well, my word!” said Bob. “1 say,
there' s usually a lot of dust in the post-
waggo Youw'vo saved somc of the
Thompsnu miners from losing their pile.”
“I'm jolly glad!” zaid Frank. *“Besides,

Gunten spoke quite decently after it. He
said he would own up to Illcky Bird that
he had been pulling his leg.”

“Catch him!” said Bob. “I’'ll believe
he'll do that when I hear he's done it.

 Still, it was mighty lucky you were there,

Franky. What do you think, Cheruh?”
‘Veres Beauclerc was sitting his horse
in silence. He had not spoken a word
since Frank began his explanation.
His chums glanced at him in some sur-
prise.  Beauclere’s handsome face was
pale and troubled.

He started and flushed as he met their

glances.
“*Eh? Yes-—oh, yes!” he said con-
tuscdly. “ D1d-—-—d1d you say you saw their

jaces, Frank?”

“Whose—the  road-agents?® asked
Frank.

“Yes, yes!"™ said Beauclere, with a
feverish cagerness that surprised his
i:_l}l{ulsls still further. “What were they
lci )

“1 didn't see their faces.”

“Oh!” exclaimud Beauclere, with a decp
breati.

“They were masked, in a way-~they
had cloth or canvas, or something, ticd
across their faces, with holes cut for the
cyes,” said Drank.

“Regular road-agent atyle”’ said Bobh
anluq, with 2 chiuckle. “1I guess they
won't iind the game [ay. Sherift Hender-
in
two shakes of o beaver's tail, 1 reckon.”

“¥ hope s0,” said IFrank.

“1)id yau notice their horses?® asked

. Beaucter
o Thmr Lorses?” repeated Frank in sur-
price. ;
“Yes. If they belong to this scction

“Never thought of it!™ copfessed Frank,

“I Temember they were dark horses with |

whitc patehes, that’s all;

guite common-
place lecking.”

“In that case— 1

and chipped i

'rhma HMalfpenoe

L

- you may have seen their horses hefore.”

' the Canadian West, but they
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“It's nothing to do with you!” snapped
Mason.

“(30 _hon?!™ chortled the bounder. “Butb
I say. you didn't get much change out of
kicking against Travers. Funny Harcourt
shiould have popped in just ag you-—-7"

“By gad!® mutéered Mason. “I'll
make him suffer for-this! I'il—"

') '\‘Vho?.!.‘l

“That interfering rat, Hareourt, ol
course!” said Mason. “I1'1l! muck up  his
study, I’Il smash his L,mbket-bat%. and
his footer-boots, and-——"

“Detter be careful,” advised the
bounder. |

“Oh, rats!" snanped the belly.  “I'll

do just what I like!"

And so it happened that when at lengthi
the ¥ourth-Form juniors trooped off to
their dormitory there was o firm inten-
tion fised in Mason's mind to obtain his
rdvenge on Harcourt, the captamm of the
school.

(Another magnificent long instalment
af this splendid nrte serial in next Mon-
day’s issue of the Boys” IFRIEND. [ should
be glad if readers would write and let nie
know what '”H‘J think of this new stou)

"I guess that’s nothing,” commented
Bob Lawless. *“1f they know their busi-
ness  they’d disguise their horses. A
few dabs of paint would do it, Well,
we'd better get on, ¥Franky. You must
tell poppa all this, and he’ll send word
to the sheriif.”

“1 ecxpeel Gunten will do that,” ana
swercd IFFrank,

“Ginod-night,
clerc abruptly.

Itarcly  waiting  for  their  respouse,
Beauclere gave Iosg horee o touch, and
dazhied avway round Lhe bhend in the trail.

frank aud Dob vode on towards the
Lw cas Ranceh,

“What's up with Beau?” asked Frank,
as they troltod alony under the b1 leud-
less Draneles,

ol shook

you fellows!” s_aid Beau-

hiz head.

“Bleat o 1 know. Your yarn scems in
have upsct him somechow, Blest if 1 seo
why It should.”

“Same herel” said Frank, puzzled.
Neither of the two c¢linms, as they
{rotted along in the dusk, was near guesa-
ing the d{trk and scaring thuuﬂ"ht‘: i1 ﬂ;
were in the mind of the mmttta,m.c man's
son as he rode homeward at a gullop by

the timber trail.

"The 2nd Chaptor.
Saved from Mimself,
“Father!”
Yere DBeauclere gasped,

Trathicr than

| ; 3
spoke the word, as he jumped down from

I fris horas Yolore thesiaee—oN  tho Dank

of the creek.

The door was opened, and the firelight
i_:__lmitied within, but there was no other
1ght.

in the ruddy glow of the fire Lascelies
Beauelere was seated upon » pine bench,
itis arms folded across his hroad chest,
his brows knitted, his gaze intently fixe d
on the flames.

He started and glanced over liis
shoulder as his son d},lptd.ltll in the door-
way,

fivenn in the firclicht Beauclere could
sce that his Father's face was pale.

“You, Vere!” muttered the remittance-
man.

"Yen, father.”

Thme Was rc,m,f in Be,,mtleruq voice,
as if it lirbed a weight from his heart
to find that his 1’a.tl‘1ut' was at home.

“J-1 was not expectipg you su s00u,
Vere., You are earty.” '

~it's the usual time, father.”

“Is 1t? I—{ have been thinking, and
I suppose 1 lost count of thie time,” said
the remittance-man in an unsteady voice.
He rose to his feet., “Puad up your horse,
my boy, and we will bave supper.”

“Has—has anything happened, father?”

“What should happen hero?” zaid Mr.
Beauclere in a barsh tone. “What a
strange question, \ur&.’ Take ycur borse
to the sbhed!”

“Yes, father.

Tlie %hnnlboy led away his borse, his
face downcast and his heart ihrobbing
strangely.

He hardly dared to name the fear that
had sprung up in his breast as he listened
jt;o }f‘muh Richards’ story on ithe timber
rai '

He knew that of late his father had
been in company with Poker Peote, and
the other shady characters who had once
heen his associates, and whom e had
dropped, as Vere had hoped, for cver.

Late hours and sullen moods had
warned the boy that his father was fali-
ing into his old ways, with the tnevitabio
result of want -of moncy.

The remittances from the 0ld Country

Pwerﬂ (quite suflicient to support father

and son in comiort in the simple life of
did notb
suffiee for poker games at the Occidental
and faro at the Red Dog Saloon.

And once hefore, as Beauclerc knew, his
father had -almost yielded to the voice
of the tempter.

With a beavy heart, though he would
not admit to himself the fear that was
in his breast, Beauclerc led his horse

away to the shed behind the shack.

He lighted a lantern there, to see to-
ruh down the animal and give it its feed.

There was anotlier horse already in the
shed--hiis father’s.

sob Lawless’ words were rtinging in
Deanclere’s cars, but he would not look
at his father’s horse, perhaps ior fear of
condiriitation of his suspicions.
1'I‘t1mru was & guick step outside i(he
BRIl -
. R
- "Yes, father.”

“Don’t trouble about my horse. I will,
attend to him presently.” |

The Dboy’s heart beat with a sudden
pain. 5

As if hi= father’s words had fixed Lis
determination, he took the lantern and
hent over the horse that was Iying in tha

i MLIIL?!:-
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tl*'—"lith cnmprmbcd
Ounly too plain, on the globsy hide, metg [

His lips were

the . traces - of daubs . white pamt,
rnughh hut not L{frr'l]l‘!]{':t(}l} rubbed a.‘.my
by a hasty hand.

‘Beauclere necded to sec no more ;. his
hlackest syspicions were confirmed.

He could scarcely keep baok the groan
of miscry that rose fo his lips.

- Yepe!l” Mr. limm.lcrcs voice was
“sharp and angry. “What are you domg?
What is the 111.1tt:,,r., bay?"” :

Without answering, Beauclerc toc:l-. n
clothi: and began {o “rab down the horse
by “the lantern-light.. |

His Jather sirode.into the shed.

L told wonr toleave wy horse alone,
Vere!” bhe exelaimed angrily.

“RBetter clean. it at once!” said Beau-

clere in o tone of intense bitterness, 1t
- migﬁht he deon, father!” ) .
"What do wu mean? What if it 18

FH end” i
“Becansze the road- agents on the Cedar
Cdmp trail had their horses dmgylsf.,d_
Cwith patches of white pamt father.”
‘\i:rr."”
‘There was a dead %llcnw as the so imnl—
woy finished clecaving: down the horse.
Then he Dlew our the lght, and fol-
lowed his father hack to the shack.

I.ascelics Beauclere mechanically stirred

theflogs on the hearth.
The flames !vap{-d ujr,

'pafe fuces, #5 hatlut dmi hun faced cach

other.

M‘!" Beauclere hmkr the hllE‘l‘l(‘

“Vere," he said 11u-k1h, '“\'vh;’lt“-\‘.]hlt
l’if'} vou. know?”
“Fother!”

The utter misery and shame in the
hoy's voice scemed tu apr to the heart of
the remittance-man.

“Vere! My boy!” -
o Tt's come to this, father! T knew it
‘meant cvit when I gaw Poker Pote coming
to the shaek .arn.un'

*.uu inta this?™ .
“Vere. how can vou kupow? muttored

the remitiapce-man brokenly. Y ou have

inst come from se hfn:ﬂ' ‘

L et By hatds, Re,Was, iy
I'rrnm heil ﬁu.h nl'il rnnan.t

Fl mk Bichards!  Then
| TR

[L was Frank Richiards
rupted vou,” sald Vere hitterly.
yonl had fired——"

The remittance-man bowed his lead. _
I should not Have fired, Vere. 1 have
not fallen to that.
in danger., He had a party
the cattlemen fraqm the ranch. [ think.”

“He was alone.” said Beauclere,  He
lhas told me what happencd., That was &
tirick (o mﬁarﬂ ithe thieves away trom the
poqt Waggan. '

"0 if ha:i knewn !

“Would you bave. harmed him,
mutternd Beauclere,

“N0,” said tlm remittance-man.
tdeep breath, * Never! What Poker Pete
might have done [ don’t know!. But he
wag ‘seared: the bov struck him . down
with the butt of his whip, and he did
not stay Lo look twicr., He thought--as 1
thought--that the Lawless Ranch men
were ypan us. Yere, m*,r poor. hoy- ——-"

Hi’s voing hroke,o -

i, wias--\uas

who
CrerAud i

with him..-

father?”

“Father,” said Beauclere  wretchealy,
“ LT was &0 happy when [ thought you
had given ap the - company of those
seoundiels ; and---and now--— " '
Re could not go on. -

[u spite of himself, the tears welled
freem his fj:;t,a, dl’ld btl’[‘?lﬂl"‘l‘l diwn his

pale face.

The remittance-1man qtuod mlth huncd
head.

“Vewe,”
e bad asz vou think!
for want of mouey.”

“Poker o2und cuchre and faro!” said
Beauclerc hitteriy. ™ And thewn this! And
if vou should be discovered--oh, Tather!
Prison and disgrace! 1t would kill me!”;

“I'm unof so bad as you think, Vere!”
muttered Lascelles Beauctere. " Even when
you camc in 1 was thanking Heaven, from
the bottom of my heart, that the robbery
had been prey vented. T swear it to you,
Vere! 1 was mad when I allowed Poker
Pete to draw me into it. Ji---if I had not
gonme, he would have found another com-
panion-—~-Euchre Dick or one of them.
But--byt after it was over I was glad we
had failed. [ swecar to you, Vere, that [
was glad, and that I vowed never to have
& hand again in such worh It 18 the
truth, my hoy!” -

Beoauclere's E:l!ﬁtl"lll“ Iau., brightened a

he said, at last, ©J—T am. not
I—1 was desperate

little.

It 'was. evident that the remittance-man
was speaking the troth-—that he was
almost - overwhelmed with remorse and
shame. | -

*(y, father. if you mean that

“You shall sce that T mean it,” said the
remittance-man quietly.  “Poker Pete
will be here soon.” | -

“Here!” exclaimed Beauclerc.

“We fled in different dircetions: we
supposed the cowboys were after us., . 1
stopped in the thicket to wipe the paing
from my. horse.  Poker Pete is sure: to
come here, to sec if T have escaped. He
will fecar my tongue if [ were caught,”

said the remittance-man bitterly. “Hurl\’ "

Ll i
i .
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lighting the.
shack, and playing ‘strangely on the two

inter-

That man has led

-Andd the bev was uot.

wikly &

T

state of

~he Tfollowed
{ Meadows dismissed them.

Ewr‘y Mondny

you do, Poker Pete!
~mount ; you will not énter here!”

Pumlihecl

+ .

" (Continued from the previous page. )

There was 'a clatter of horae 8 lwois in
the ‘darkness without. .
A, horseman halted at the door ot tl*

slmth 3
“PBeauclerc!t” mlled out a hushr voice. |

Lascelles Beauulerc took - a red: hrand

from - the fire, and ' stepped out of le

slrack, followed by his son.
Pul\ur Pete, breathless, luokcd down- aﬁ
him from his steaming horse in the light

~of the brand, = . -

“mxfe then!” he Lxddnmd
‘As you gee,"” answered Mr Beauclerc

quwtl;
"By gad! It was a close call'” Sdld
Pnkeg Pete, with'a deep breath.
“Not so close as you think, " gaid the
rcmittunw man, with a curl of the lip.
“"We were sr.,ared away by & sclloolb03—~

alonet”

Poker Pete swore a turious oath.

"That whelp, Rithards!' It was
Ridmrds———-m" : | A =
“Yed" - - | R S >
 ~And - he qtrutk uw* I)ll  remember
him! 1'I)-I'Nl~-—" The sport: of Thomp-,

~aon round his teeth.

*You will not seek to harm. I*Iank

Richards,”  said the remittance-man
quietly, “You will reckon  with me it

You need not dis-

“What?"

“There lies your road,” said Tascelles
Beauclere, =1 was - -a madman to have a
single word with. you. L will not have
another! You are 8uished here. Go ,}-'our
way, and leave me to go mine!”

The sport Inoked down at him umier,
dowering. hrows: -and . then, with a curse,

he wheeled his horse and rode away.

th{- night.
i‘lw remlttancu-man turncd to lns sun
*Are you satisfied .now, Vere?” - :

And:Vere Beauclerc's: Jook: of gmtltud{,f
and hap unr:s% WaSs answer ennugh. ' :

The 3rd Chapter.
An Invitation to Hillcrest,

Frank Richards and Boh Lawles
for school in‘cheery spirits on tHe fnllnn--
ing morning.

Frank's eye was still a heautiful purpie,
and it still caneed Him some discomfort.
byt Bob's message from Miss Meadows
had comforted him.

He was not to |
until the Dlack eye had dizsappeared.

And it was difficult for healthy. youth .

not. to he cheerful on that hnﬂht irnat*.

mnrnmg

, ._ , g :
ln the fork in the teall, where Vere Jican-

clere met them as usual,
Beanclere: was. lanking

his  ws ualu wt“

though there was a thoughtful: expmsmn :

on his handsome face.

He hardly spoke durmgl th nclg t{]'?

Cedar Creek. . |

He was thm]\m;, of the scene iw th-“
shack v provious cvéaning,- hut his heart
was no longer heagvy.,

The attemopt on the post-waggon
failed : that mad, reckless act had never
heen carried into effect,

or that the remittance-man’'s:
devontly thankful, and he knoew
Father was thankful, too.

The incident was closed ;
Been saved, in spite of himszelf. He had
hroken with Poker. Pote, and, as was usual
with the unbappy wastrel when the mood
of roepentance was on, Lascelles Beauclere
had turned to work that ‘morning with
areat enerzy, instead ‘of riding away .te
the Occidental Hotel to join a morning
poker-party.

There was great comfort in that for
Vere  Beauclere, and he counld only pray

01T Was

{ that the identity of the attempted rnhhers

wonld never tram]nre

There was little change of that.

Their faces had not been seen, and the
musk and the paint on the horses had
vanished, leaving no clue to connect Poker
Pete and the pemittance-man  with the
two reoad-agents. S

Fraunk and Bob. oblivious of what was
in their chum’s mind, discussed the alfair
ol the post-waggon as they trotted along
to school,

The trio arrived at Cedar Lreek cheerily
enoygh, and Chunky Todgers met them :‘tt
the gates.

“You're in for it, you three!” he said,
wagging a  fat furcﬁnger at the thrée
uhul_ns. . _ ;

“What's the raw?” asked Bob.
“Miss Meadows told me to tell you te

gh i 48 soon as you came,” grinned
Chunky. “You're ip- for a Jaw' My
word!  What an eye you've got. this

mprning, Frank Richards! AH the colours
of the rainbow! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Do you want one like it?” demanded
Frank wrathfolly; and Chunky retreated
promptly, to indulge bis merriment at a
safer distance. ,

The Co. presented themselves in Miss
Meadows’ sitting-reom before lessons.

They found the Canadian ﬂf-hoolnmtres-a
looking very severe.

All 1hree lookerd as meek as possible as
Miss Meadows delivered her little lecture,

It lasted exactly five minutes, as Bob
Lawlesks remarked afterwards., He had
:;inw]d it by the clock over Miss Meadows’
105 ( s -
DMiss Me‘ulmh certainly was not aware
of that as she impressed upon the three
zschooiboys the necessity of livin in peace
and concord with the Hillerest |

Having reduced the three to a pr:)ptr
seriousness, and warned them

® with Hillcrest would
severe measures, Miss

that further “rows
by

< Chmp, I call it!” remarked 'Bob when
thvy were out of hearmg of the suhc}ol-

ﬂﬂ
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i

started:

stay at humr in disgrace .

had

that his -

- hualrd wil) ' agreed Frank,

“duntlh

|

_tllut

clatter of heofs, and Fisher " of Hillerest

‘ elahomte

.. (9 1 ve

~an act of great courage,

!
i

"R

his l‘la,tl:mr had 1

1 it is ftting t.hat the ceremony shou}d .‘bu

mistréss. “If it had. beﬁn old 'Pﬂbl'uﬁl PI‘
it would have bleen the gamc.  Mlss
Meadows is a brigk. ~And<~look . here!

We'll try our very hardest not to i'ot'f mth

Dicky Bird for a week or two.”
“He's a good

and =0 are thc others, - excepting
and Keller. ““And we can glw
those two WOrms u ‘ﬂ-ldL bherth.,”

With' which 'excelient resolution for thr..
fkltuu, ¥Frank I{whanla & Co. “ent in to
s i

- But the l}{-}ab laid" schemes *uf mice and
men do not always turn out as intended ;

sort,

‘afd so'it ' was with those good reaulutwn

as it was destined to prove,

Frauk's darkened eye was the cause of
a good muny glances and smiles in class
anorning, and at the dinner-table
afterwards.
$ iven . M{Jr}l.;}r Lawrence scemed to find
something amusing in it, which sowmchow
dld not please Frank.

- After dinmer, as the ¢chums w ere comlng
out into the playground, there was -a

School,.rode up.

True to their rvesolve, ]_*r.mk Rlcl]dlﬂ:
& Co, saluted the Iil_llcrebb fellow with
civility, and Fisher grinped
cheetily in-response. B

“Miss Meadows about?” he asked.
got a note for her. Irom olcl PELL-
over.* ..

Miss *Mmdm\wsteppul mto 1_1]8 pnrch

'.und todk the note.

b Pleasu, I'm to take hauh an answer,
ma'am,” said Fisher. -,

“Very well;: wail. a moment !

Miss MEdd{)Wb read the note, and IdlaEd
her eyebrows o little, o

~ Very good,” she said. ¢ Tcll Mr, Peck-
over ilmt I shall he Very plt:u sed to do
is he wishes, Fisher.: ' .

“ Yes, Miss "\Tudduu

Figher rode away. - oy

Y¥rank lnuh,,trda & Lo could not help
wondering what it was . about.
. They were. avware that there

hiaster of Hillerest.
"~ As soonh a3 the school
fuor afternoon m-fe:.» they
was " on.*

Instead nf {:OIIHIIEHLIH“” Jessans .15 usuat
Ml‘h Meadows addressed her elass,

Was a.c::cmhltd
le‘arned what

“ T have hud a note from Mr. Peckover,
of Hillerest,” she safd. “You will be
picased to lmm my boys, thalt Kern

Gunten, who usml to be ab jthis school,
has performed an act of great hratery.”
v Great gophers 1P e;aculatul Bob Law:
len' invoeluntarily.

e wandly he hthzrnt Lawless 1

“ Yoe-e-cs, ma'am ! '

v Gunten has distinguished himself by
<0 .Mr. Peckover
tells me,” resumed Mis: Meadows., = This
action is tn be recognised in public at
Hillorest this afterncon. As Gunten used
to be at this school, Mr. Peckover thinks

tf:} he present.”
Y 0Oh? murmurced Frank [mhards.

G Ml‘. Pg{]{ﬂ“\,ﬁr thercforoe reqﬂe:le lﬂi

to . leg, a amber of ‘my pupily go over' to.

H Ht'r%t thiy “ufternoon,” said - Migs
eadows, . < shall Lie very Plﬂgﬂ.ﬁﬁd 10
Aty do. Of course, I eannot legsvou atl o,
hut: T ane sure it will pleast ‘Gunten to
hive some of bis old schoolfelldws present
an snch o gratifying occaxion. . Y will call
ol the names of those L vave decided
to send, if they care to BO.” '

There was not much dnubt that thm
would care to-go. '

» Lawless, Beauclere, Law rem,c Hop-
I\Hmw Dawson, ]h.harti Molly L.w.rt,mfy
and Kate Daw:on, said Miss Meadows.

“You may all go if you wish.®
. Oh, thank you, Miss Meadows G

And thr lucky elgllt left the : rhool-ro"wn
at once, '

“ oI say, Mla.:. Me uim’sa v exclaimed
Chunky Tmlgﬂrb “Can't 1 go??

“I have sent my best pupils,” said Miss
Meadows. *“ They are not likely. to miss
an afternoon’s lesson.so- much as the rest,
It 15 i reward for attrndmg to work.™

“ But—but ain’t I one of the best pupllh,
mta'am ?” ventured Chunky.,

“ No, Todgera, you aru one ~of tnc,_

worst |
“Oh!Y mumhlerl Chunkw qurto cruh,hed .
Frank Richards . and - his | Lompanmns

wend cheerddly for their horse

-They were feehng mther mutcd and
interested. .

How t:unten who hd{l heen known: at
Cedar Creek: as little hetter than a funk,
had. performéd such an act of hravery as
to call for public recognition was @ mys.
tery to them.

“Ten't. it sUrprising ?» ﬁ\(‘:ldlm?{l Molly

Lawrence, as they rode out of Cedarv Lreeh

in a cheery crowd.

by the Pruprietors at The Fleetway House, -Farringdon Streef,
South Africa:

‘Editor should be addressode- Editor, THE Boys' FRIEND, The Fleetw &y House,

“] guess s0,” said Bob Lawless drily.
S Buat it must be true!” said Molly

« Must be if Peckover says so!” grinned
Bob., “I'm blest if 1 can make it out!

Can you, Franky?”

|| [
Do You Like Laughing ?

Of course you do!l
Th‘en read about

S BILLY BUNTER

the funniest, fattast,:
and most tanmous
schoolboy in fir;tion!

BUNTER IS IN
w'g:gs GEM, léd.
' ORDER NOW.
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- Hillerest School.
put, up most of the dollars to start the

t yawnegd Fisher.

Was Do

The - tldttf‘rlﬂ}, hmt heats died away m: love botween Miss Mcadows and the he.ld

e t 1Ink-= it will glve you plensiire

} a good eflect,

' looked like anything but a hero.

énde

% Ask ine. anothur"’ was. T‘rank 8! reply

< ‘Well, I diess, on sécond: tt;;mght that
1 can make it out a hit,” said Bob Te e,
tively. “0Old Man lrunten has. a stake in
It’s no secret that he

plac¢e. “Gunten is old Peckover’s Tavourite
for that reason. Peckover has got up
this little affair to stroke Oid Mar’ Gunten
bhu right way.”

“RBut there must he b{Jﬂ]{:tllng in it,”
said Beauclere. * He couldn’t get up a
scene without unmethmg to go on.? v -

= "l‘h..Lt’:-. s0. Dut Bob looked: very:
seeptical.” - “ Sonmre -silly: triffie they're
makinginto a bhig thing—a mountain out
of a molehill, I-guéss. inyhnw if Gunten |
has  dohe- anybhfmg plucky, we've bLEHJ
JoHy well mistaken .1bout him,» .

“Well, we'll see “hat we'll see!l™ said’
Bob, unconvineed.

And about that, at lefv-t Lhere LOU]CI lJe
no doubt.

|

P s i,

. The 4th Chapter,
A Hapless Hero.

Dicky Bird & Co., of Hillerest, mct the
Cedar Creek party “hen they a,rrned .«.LL
the pew school.

Apparently- lessons weére! ‘not" gom‘g" on
at Hillerest that alternoon,

“Hallo!  You're just. im time, for the
circus !» ‘idld Dick
“ Have you'vome over fbr ity

% Yes,” answered ¥rank, noting, with &
grin, that both Dicky's cyec vuf,re purple.
o When docs it start?y - .o

“Three sharp. No end of a c-irbus”’
“Old Man Gunten is bere,
looking as pleazed as” Punch,
Cin hatg,® b

~OBut what's Im déne 7™ *f'&ked Bob

H;,net t you heard?” |

~Nope! We only heard: therc s to be
) mérrv'wrmnom cdnd Mr.
asked our :sl:hoolmi:at-rcs-.-: to let
us come over for it.” :

Dicky Bird chuckled.

"‘U-unte s  Peckover's favourtte,” bhe
said. ld Man Gunten.is no.end of a
“hig gun in this show, It's going to be &
regulr cerémony.  Gunten's to be pre
ssented with a pew rific as a memento., My
‘helief 1s that Old Man Gunten is s tantlm;,
the ritte, -though it’s supposed to come
froin Peckover.” |

“ But what the thump—s—"

“It*s the talk of Thomp=on,” said Dicky
Rird, “T1 wonder you baven't heard. . 1t
seems that when Gunten was driving the
post-waggon yesterday-—— Hallo! Heve's
old Peckover! &

The huudnmutﬂr of Hilierest eame out

*» AD boys march into the school-rooin 1
he called ﬂl.l{. And the Hillerest fellows
ohediently marched in,

Mr. Peckover greeted the Cedar Creek
party with a rather dry politencss, and

wOme- of

“]’iU‘ﬂrtjd them w hrrc tf:r trthur their horses..

'Wi'

.'. '.‘?
ot Imul roam,
Krank Richards & Co. teok their
atong with the Hillerest fellows in
of wondering anticipation.
Mr. Peekover went to his high desk,
Bezide: the desk.:
Htﬂl‘l"]\f‘f‘f}t ¢ of Phoh pmn ‘Was standing.

places
a state

remarked, as pleased as Punch,

Gunten was standing in his place among
the Hillerest feltows, and the start he
gave at the sizht of Frank Richards &
Co. showed that. he at least had had ng
“hand in the invitation,

In fact, his jaw dropped as he saw them,
and he looked the plr*turn of dismay.

" That lot here,” He muitered to his
“chum Keller, - |

“ I suppose Peckover's asked them.” said
‘Keller, - ~“What doss it matter? ' Rather
I guesue.,™

~(Oh '» muttered Gunten.

“Keller looked at him rather oddly,

“ 1 say, Gunten, is there anything fishy
ahout t“"’. “he whlﬂpere(i “Did  you
really "

“Oh, ahut up ! snapped Guntm

Iieller shut up, hut he was Ioohlng very {

cl rinils,

b ‘pilence please ? came from Mr Peck
OVer. '

There was sllene-e in the suhmoi-’mqr’n. -

veved the attentive-crowd over his desk.
“My boys,” he said, after clearing hls
throat with a little preliminary  cough,

to your schoolmate, who has distinguished
himz=elf hv an act of great .courage .ﬂld
devotion.?

There was 4 murmur of npplause as Mr. |

PLEkDV(‘ paysed.
it, 0 it was given.
S Gunten, please stand out !”

tlxern Gunten advanced with a fdltermg
BLE

(lnI} a few minutes hefnre he had had
a lofty, not to say swanky, look. But,
#ince Frank Richards & Co. had arrived
the starch seemed to have gone out of
Kern Gunten somehow,

Certainly, at tbe present moment he

He seemed to e\pec’u

my boy!”™ said Mr. Gunten

“Yoiu have deserved well
Kern, and your headmaster
it in a fitting

“Come on,
enmuragmglv
of your school,

about to recoghise
manner <

Giunten dragged himself forward, with
"the corner of his cye, as it were, on the
Uedur Creek group.

“Boys,” resumed Mr, Peckover, “some
of you may not he aware of the splendid
act performed by your schoolfellow
Gunten—especially those who are strangers
within onr gates, You are doubtless
aware that on Wednesdays Kern Guuten
drives the post-waggon for his father,
Mr. Gunten, one of our most prominent
citizens, who holds the honourable post of
postmaster in Thompson. Yesterday, as

Gunten was driving the post-waggon from |

Cedar Camp to Silver Creek he was

. stopped on the trail by armed ruffians,”

y Bird," with; a grin. [

L at full speed,

- pursuit and firing aftm Chim,» qald Mr.
JPeul;ow;,r _

And I&Ern""_
(;uut,eu Iuolu ey if he mmtq i largt,r ume_-

‘Peckover-

T, . Gunten, mhetrich',l

The fab Swiss was looking, as Fisher hagd™]

A L

HF

T'HE _BOYS' FR!END i

L

'lug to the other.

Gunten !

who chlnpt‘-d in- and

| (runte

' a disturbance here ?

g

Mr. Peckover rose to his feet, and sur- |
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(:unten uthted uncomfortably from cma

All the Hillcrest fellows noted how Bis-
“gas” seemed suddenly to have evapors
ated, and they wondered why. 5 3

They were soon to leazn. B e o
Peck-

« The po-.t.waggmn “ went on Mr. _
| over after an impressive pause, “avas
pped by these armed ruffiuns, whoyent

open the post sackys. A con-qdcmbk*l
quantity of gold- du-ft the fruits of the
labour of the "l‘homp-ﬁn miners, lay at
the mercy of ‘the thieves, Gunten was
alone and undrmed. But he feélt that it
was hits: duty to risk his life, if need
were, in defence of the” property entrustmi
to his charge.®

Frank Richards’ 93{3:: opened wide,

‘He remembhered Kern Gunten cowering
on the trail with Lnut,kmg knees, and. tw
was astounded.

“Then,” went on Mr. Peckover impres-
sively, - “ Gunten seized his opportunity,
~While one. robber was busy mth the post
sacks Gunten sprang upon him and hurled
him fromr the waggon——3>

* Great Seott!” zasped Frank Richarde,

“The other robber was holding the
horzes, but Gunten lashed them -into a
gall()p, a'nd the man "was hurled aside
u .-............ . i

Hulled aside!™  stuttered Frank
Rlchardﬂ - “The—the man was hurled
mld Was he? Oh, my hat!”

Then Gunten drove on the post-waggon
with the robbers riding .in

B@b Lawless mm hed I‘ranka arm.
S Wranky, am I awake?® he gabptd

»% Blest if-1 know ! Oh, erumiys!® .

“ Fortunately, Gunten was not bitt,
though one bullet went through his bat,>
said Mr., Peckover. “The robbers gave
up the chase, and he brought the post.
waggon safe to Silver Creek. DBy his
courage and resource lhe. saved over a
thousand dollars’” worth of property, and
defeated the design of the lawless rmaf-
fluns. For that splendid act, my boys, we
are met togethcr to do hunuur fo Kern

I pause for a cheer for this
brd.\ ! ]-itl e i ;

“ Hurrah !” rouarcd all }hihreat

“ Bravo, Gunten !”

“ As o memento of “this occasion,” con-
tinued Mr. Peckover; when there was
silence, * 1 hiave pleasure and pride in pre-
s’entin" Korn Gunten with this rifle, and T
{rast—-—  Bless my soul! tht,—unhat

— g

Boh Lawless,  nnable to restrain his
wrath and dizsgust, rushed jorward. -

Gunten =cemed to shrink a size smaller
235 the wrathinl Bob rushed up to the
master's desk, his face ablaze.

There was an angry exclamation from
Old Mun Gunten :

~Stand baeck, dele T

An excited murnur rose.

“It's not trne!™ roared Bob Lawless,

“Jf Gupien tolr_l them that at Sihns:r Crnek

rnnk e urd«
rirm ¢ off the road.
agents; and he’s here {o prove it !”

“What 2" thundered Mr. Peckover.

“Boy! How dare you!® ghrieked 0lg

Man Gunten Turiouzly. |

- Bob's .eyes blagéd: at the miserable here. .
rc:-f Hillerest.,
: “I'm- telling the truth*‘ ‘he =hnuteﬁ
= Frank FRichards did it, and he can tell
You so himszelf! He's hcre* Come and
tell them, Franky '

The murmur grew to a. rﬂar

. This was news to Hilleresh! =apd' knowing
as they did, they hPllyvad it much
more ecasily than they had helieved - th:e

story of Gunten’s heroism,

“8o that's it!™ chuckled chky Blrd
“J knew it was fishy! Ha, ha, ha !* "

“Come. and tell them, ¥ anlur”’ roared
Bob Lawless. “Come and show up that
Iying skunk !

“Ha, ha, ha!» -

Mr. Perh‘over s eves met Mr, Gunten’s

‘Probably both of them realised that tlre:
indignant, Bob wag stating the facts. RBut
if they did thm certainly did not mtend
to anknowledrre it

Mr. (rIlIltan strode forward.

“Leave "this school!” he thundered!
“ Outside—at once! How dare you make
Go! Peckover, hav
them put out if they will not go!»

CONH, we'll go fast enongh!® said Bob
dl“-d&mf‘ll]]} W Ive told you the truth!
Look "at that worm, and jyou can see

Mr.

| . whether he was lying! R
Yyou, are ;:athercd together to do ’honnur '

“ Put. them out ! roarsﬂrl Gunten

« Boys of Hilltrest, will you see your head;

master insulted? Put them out!t®

The Hillerest fellows probably’ did pot
care much for their respected headmaster,
hut they were ready for a row with CEddF
Creek, anyhow. |

There was a rush and a scufile.

Dicky Bird and Fisher, however,
escorted Molly and Kate with greab pohte-

ness from the school-room.

“Ta-ta, you fellows!” sang out D:ck?

Bird, as the Cedar Creek party mounted.

*-‘We know it's true, LHWIE"“E“I]a

ha*

“0ld Man Gunten wont own it, but wWe

know! We'll tauke ten cénts for our
hern!'>
-~ Y% Ha, ha, ha!”

Frank Richards & Co. rode away, most

of them laughing, but Bob still indignant,

Picky Bird and the rest returned to the

school-room  for the conclusion of the

somewhat impaired ceremony in recogni-

tion of the no longer admired hero ot
Hilicrest.

THE END.

o

‘NEXT MONDAY.

|

FRANK RIGHARDS & CO'S

Mr, Peckover paused to give due eﬂet.t t

to this announcement
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