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“By gum!” he muttered, “If I didn't
think he was out to tomahawk the old
hooker! Runs her into a reef—a death-
trap—after dark, as cool as if he was
driving a taxicab. Brings her up like a
motor-boat, and drops his hook as calm
a8 you peasc with twelve feet to spare
hetween her hows and sndden death. He's
a thonder and lightnin® skipper, that's
what he is.
veck!”

Of course, the boys were cager to get
ashore.

" There was still an hour teft to supper-

time, and a huge moon was rising from |

the castern horizon to light them.
Captain Handyman did not stop them.
A_plank was thrown from the burricane-
deck on to the ledge of rock. y
“(Come along, boys!” he said. “You
call come with me and Mr. Sprague, but
I can’t have
you running loose all over this place. You
are to stick to the rock, and not to step
on any of the sand-drift that you will
find a-top of this little island. 1 want
to leave no trails.”
The boys followed him, walking tight-
rope fashion across the parrow plank.
They were thrilled at this adventure,
and delighted to find themselves once

more on terra-firma in  this unexpected
fashion. | i
Captain Handyman led the way along
the broken, rocky ridge.
Sea-birds, as tame as barndoor fowls,
flopped out of
light.

their way in the wmoon-

The et Chaptervr.
Under 8entence!
“I'm going to the Heard!”

Arthur Edward Lovell wmade that
atnouncement in tones of determination.

Raby and Newcome looked rather un-
certainly at Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy shook his head hopelessly.

“It's no good, Lovell,” he said.

“But--——'-—-l‘

" The Head won't listen to you. He
wouldn't - listen to me. He's made up
liis - mind. And-—" Jimmy’'s voice

faltered.
morning.”

“Yon sha'n't, Jimmy'!” exclaimed Lovell
angrily. “1 tell you I'll go to the
Head—we'll all go! We can prove——"

“He mightn't believe us,” said Raby.

“He won't even listen to you,” said
Jimmy S8ilver. :

IL.ovell snorted.

“I°'11 jolly well make him!” he said.

“Hallo, little ones, ~ what's the
trouble?” asked a cheery wvoice  in the
doorway of the end study. .

“And I'm to be flogged in the

It was Conroy, the Anustralian junior,

who was looking in.
Pons, the Canadian, and Van Ryn, of

Gouth Africa, lonked in over his shoulder.

The Colonial Co. eved Jimmy Silver and
his chums in surprise.

It was but  seldom that the PFistical
Four were seen looking down on théir
fuck. .

But at the present moment the end
study looked as if it had been gather-
ing- up all the troubles at Rookwood
upon its own shoulders.

“Anything wrong?” asked Van Rya.

“Yes,” said Lovell shortly. '

“Well, don’t bite a chap’s head off.)”
said the South African good-humouredly.
“What's the row? Anything about the
footer?” ‘

“No, ass.”’

“Thanks, fathead. We came along to
speak to Jimmy Silver about footer.”

Oh, blow footer!”
crossly. |

“Well, my hat!”

The Colonials looked
well they might.

1t was something new to hear Arthur
Edward Lovell of the Classical Fourth
“blow ” Tfooter! |

“Well.” said Conroy. “if we've dropped
in at the wrong moment, we’ll travel
along. But why not tell your Australian
uncle all about it, and ask him nicely
for his valuable advice?”

Lovell grunted. -
“Therc's not much to tell,” said Hmmy
Silver, smiling faintly, “I've got landed
in a scrape.”

“That’s hiothing new.” %y

“This one-is. 1'm to he flogged to-
morrow morning in Big Hall before all
Rockwood ! said Jimmy Silver bitterly.

“Ye pods! What for?”

- “Nothing !”

The Colonial Co. became grave at once.
- Tt was a scrious matter enough.

Floggings were very seldom administered
at Rookwood, and only for very serious
offences. ' _

The disgrace of the punishment was
waorse in most fellows’ eyes than the
infliction itself—which was painful enough,
And for Jimmmy Silver, the captain of
~ the Fourth Form, and the most popular
~junior in the Lower School, to be sen-

astonished, as

- tenced to a flogging, was a surprise, and

it nceded explaining.

My heart is still in my -

growled Lovell .

It was plain that they had had very
little trafic with men.

Captain Handyman did not go far.

He stepped carefully from black pateh

to bhlack patch, where the black basalt"

rock cropped through the white drifts of
sand.

Even in this savage
vegetation, a few rough tussocks
marrani-grass and fragile sea-popjies.

The boys followed in Indian -file across
the hare expanse, which looked weird as a
lunar landscape in the white rays of the
maool,

Jagged pinnacles of basalt, weather-
worn and scoured to strange buman
ghapes by the scouring of the wind and
sand, cast long shadows.

These locked like hundreds of men
standing silent, watching these intruders
of the loncly islet.

Captain Handyman had
standstill.

He kneeled down, looking at a wide
cxpanse of the white sand.

'The moonlight, casting its strong
shadows across this, revealed recent foot-
prints, the trail of three pairs of heavy
seda-boots. '

And where Captain Handyman had come
to o standstill, and was carefully examin-
ing the sand, lay the print of two hands
and two knees. |

The sand bad been kicked up wherc a
point of basalt projected through the
sand. - .

Cy Sprague koeeled on the rock and
examined these closely. :

spot there was
of

come to a

“Tell us what's happeued,
sittd  Conroy  quictly.

“1 hardly Enow.” said Jimmy. *I was
callecd down to the Head’s study. and
found {hat a trick had been played on
Dr. Chisholn:. HSomebody had ticd a
¢cord across his study, and he went in
in the dark, and tock a tumble. He
looked hurt.”

“Phew!” _

“You didn't play such an idiotic trick,
surely?” exclaimed Van Ryn. |

N »

“But the Head thinks he did,” growled
Lovell.

id “"h}"?”

“Because he's a silly ass!)”

“Praw it mild. Lovell, old chap. The
Head isn’t a silly ass!” said Conroy.

“T say he is!” roarcd Lovell.

“Then you'd better tell him so, old
scout; it's no good shouting at me.
Why does the Head think yeu did it,
Jimmy?”

“They found my silver pencil-case in the
study. It was-dropped there as if it had
slipped from my pocket. when 1 stooped
down to tie the cord. It hadn’t, of
course, as 1 never did Jt. But it looks
ag——" ' '

Jimmy paused'and caloured, as he read

the expressions on the faces of the
juniors.

“] suppose you believe me?” he ex-

claimed hotly. .

“Yes, of course,” said Conroy, rather
slowly. "“But you must admit that it
was pretty good evidence for the Head,
Jimmy. How the merry thump did your
pencil-case get there if you didn't drop
it there?” -

“1 don’t know.” _.

“Ahem! Not much good telling the
Head that!”

“I found that out,” said Jimmy Silver
bitterly. ' “But that isn’'t all.- I was in
the study a short time before, as 1t
happens.”

“Oh!"

“You remember 1 biffed into the Head
when we were playing leap-frog in the
quad: it was misty. He sent me in for
his cane to lick me. [ fctched the ¢ane,
and took it back afterwards. He's got
it into his head that while I was there
I rigged up that trap  for him. Of-—of
course, I had the chance; 1 had an
cxcuse all ready for being in the study,
if T was spotted there. That's how he
looks at it.”

“Blest if anybody wouldn’t, Jimmy.
It dovs look bad.”

"1 know 1t does,” said Jimmy Silver
savagely. “But thit doesn’t zalter the
fact that I didn’t do it, and never even
heard anything about it till Mr. Bootles
fetched me to the Head's study.”

*And your pencil-casc--—-"

“1 dropped it somewhere yesterday, or
left it here in the study. I'm not quite
clear which. 1 know it wasn’'t in my
pocket when 1 felt for it this morning
in class.” |

“Might have been in another pocket you
didn't {feel in, if you don't remember
dropping it.” -

“1t's possible, of course.”

“And you might have dropped it in
the Head's study when you were there.”

“I don't se¢ how I could, without
stooping down—~" Jimmy Silver broke
oft.  “0h, you needn’'t tell me how it
looks.  Perhaps I «dropped the pencii-
case there, and perhaps the Head biffed
his foot against it when he tumbled over,
and Eknocked it along to where it was

THE

Jimmy," 1 found. I don't know.

One handprint was firmly impressed, the
other was light and indistinct. _
“What do you make of it, captain?”
agsked Cy, in an undertone, as the boys
listened with straining ears. _
“The same a8 you do!” replied Captain
Handyman grimly. “It’s the mark of the
Beast. The deep handprint is the sound
arm. The shallow handprint is his
withered arm.” 1’ll bet all Lombard Street
to a China orange that Kaiser Bill tripped
over that bit of rock and tumbled on his
hands and knees at this very spot since
noon to-day! We are right on the track!”
Cy Sprague nodded.

- *Qur thoughts are the same,” he said.
“You arc¢ right in your conjectures,
captain. This is one of the old German
submarine bases, and this madman is
using it on his way South, Hark! What
is that?”’ |

Far away to the eastward there sounded
a dull, thundering report, entirely distinct
from the sound of the surges that were
breaking on the lonely rocks.

It was the deep boom of a gun!

The little group, bunched on the crest
of the jagged, wind-swept reef. turned
their cyes to the ecastern lhorizoo, and
listened with straining cars for a repe-
tition of the sinister sound.

But no further sounds were heard, oniy
the deep booming of the long Atlantic
rollers. which crashed on the windward
side of the reef, and burst in thunder-
ing sprays. '

“Sounded to me like a big gun,” said
Captain Handymau. “The wind has
pulled round to thc east now, and I
make it out as being twenty miles away.
1 have a notion that we have just missed
Kaiser Bill 'and his U-bDoat. Hc must

i have put to sea from hiere before sunset.”
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He Lkneeled again for another look at
the handprints in the sand.

“They are iresh and' clear,” he con-
tinued. .
his nose here fcll after the dew com-
menced to fall to-night. That would have
given the pirate submarine just. about
time tu have made an offing of twenty
miles, and ghe’s fallen in with some ship
out yonder, and got to work on her in the
old style.” - - * |

“I am of your opinion, captain,” said
Cy Sprague. “But wc will take a cast
impressions beforc the wind
obliterates them.”

He turned to Chip, who was at the end
of the Indian filc, who stood upon the
stepping-stones of basalt that cropped
throucvh the sand. L

“Run back to the ship, Chip,” he
said.  “In my cabin, under the bunk,
you will find a tin of plaster-of-Paris.
Bring it bere with a pail of water and
a bowl.” o

Chip darted off on his errand, whilst
his companions stood wondering.

He was soon back again with the de-
pired articles, and  the boys watched
Cy start to work with interest. _

Emptying a quantity of plaster-oi-
Paris in the bowl, he wetted it, whipped
it to the coumsistency of creain, then he
poured it over the hand-prints and the
knee-prints. _
~ Whilst this was rapidly setting ou the
dry -sand, he mixed another bowl of the
plaster, and poured it into the footprints
left by the heavy tread of sea-boots,

Then, drawing a steel measuring-tape
from his poeket, h¢ made a careful
measurement of the distances between
the prints, which he noted in his pocket-
book.

The boys loocked on with somecthing

By OWEN CONQUEST.

tigged up that trap may ive found my
penctl-case, and left it there to tix the
thing on me. Mow can 1 tell?”

“That's rather thick.”

“1 Kknow it is. But I know 1 had
nothing to do with the jape on the
Head, and it could be proved it he'd
listen.” '

“That’s better,” said Conroy.
could it be proved?” '

Jimmy nodded towards his chums.

“Three witnesses,” he said,

Lovell hroke out angrily.

"Jm}my;s heen with us here—-we’ve
heen fencing—aover since we were in the
quad. He hadn't heen out of our sight
a minute before Bootles came to take
him tn the Head. We saw him take the
cane bhack teo the study; he hadn't any
blessed cord with him. He didn't stay
in.the study three seconds. Then he came
up here with us.” Isn't that proof?”

" Plenty!” assented Conroy.  “Then go
to thé Head and tell him.”

“Jimmy thinks the Head won't give us
a hearing,” said Newcome. _

“He's too wild,” said' Jimmy Silver.
shaking his head. “IU've never seen him
In such a wax. He was hurt by his
tumbhle.” -

" These fellows ought to ge, all the
same,” said Conroy decidedly. “The
Head's bhound to listen.” .

“I'm jolly well going, anybow!" said
Lovell angrily. “1’ll make .him listen.
I supposec the Head isn't a dashed
Russian Tsar that's got to be approached
in fear and trembling? I'm going. You
fellows coming?” -
~ He looked at Raby and Newcome, whe
in turn looked at Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy nodded at last.

- MTry i, if you like,” he said. “But
vou're risking a licking if the Head thinks

“How

it’s . a put-up job.”

Snort from Arthur Edward Lovell.

"'}Ve‘ll chance that!” he said. “Come
on!’ -

And Lovell & Co. left the study, the
Colonial. chums remaining with Jimmy
Silver to await their return.

The 2nd Chaptar.
A Friend in Need.
“Come in!” : - |
The Hcead’s voice was sharp and snap-
pish.
Dr. Chisholm was alone in his study,

-seated at his writing-table, but he was

not occupied. i
' He was feeling sore,
angry. .

The sudden fall over the stretched cord
in the darkness had shaken up the old
gentleman badly.

He had bruises on his knees and severe
abrasions on his hands, and a bump on
his ' hcad where it had knocked against
a chair. " '

Such. an outrage against thc majestic
person. of the Head was unprecedented
at Rookwood, and it was no wonder that
he was bitterly anury. :

Indeed, he was reflecting that he had
becn too lenient with Jimmy S8ilver, and
that he should have expelled the culprit
irom the school, instead of sentencing
him to a flogging, when the tap came at
his door. ; o

His tone did not make Lovell & Co. feel
hopeful as they entered the study. .

Neither did his look as he turued his
gritt brow upon thcm..

disturbed, and

Or the chap who |

|

' Seldom or never had they seen the

Illuw uf Hlu d-!'u?.f.nr MY i.itlllliil.‘rf!ijﬁ.

The Head’s face was severe at the best,
of times, but at present it was, as Lovel
said afterwards, a good likencss of the
fabled Gorgon.

His eyes gleamed at the juniors over
his glasses.

“Well?” he rapped out.

" Pleaso—-" stammered Lovell.

“What do you want here?”

“About—about Jimmy Silver, sir—"
stuttered Lovell.

“What?”

“Jimmy, gir—I mean, Silver——"

Dr. Chisholmy raised his hand with a
commanding gesture.

"1 am aware that you bnys are Silver’'s
study-mates,” he said.  “Is it possible
that vou have had the astounding im-
pertinence to come here to intercede for
him?” -

“N-no, sir: but——--" -

“You may go. You can have nothing
to say to me on the sgubjoct. Silver will
be fingged in the merning.”

“But, sir 4 .

“And I trust.” thundered the Head--
“T trust it will be a warning to him,
and to any other boys who may have been
his accomplices!”

“Oh, sir!”

“You may go.”

“But—but we came to say-—-"

The Head pointed to the door.

“We—we happen to know, sir—we were
with him—we & |

“You were with him when he fastened

‘the cord here, over which 1 fell vio-

lently?” exclaimed the Head.

“Oh, no, sir!” gasped Lovell. “Not at
all! 1 didn’t mean that. 1 mean, we
were -with him when he didn’t do it.”

“What! Are you daring to jest with
me, Lovell?” _

“Nunno, sir!” gasped Lovell breath.
lessly. “I mean—"

“I repeat, Lovell, that you can have
nothing to say to me on the subject that
I .care to hear. I have bidden you leave
my study!”

CRAE . BT

“Onc word more and I will cane you!”
said the Head, picking up his cane.

Raby caught Lovell's arm.

But Arthur Edward Lovell jerked him-
gelf free.

He did not mean to leave the study, if
he could help it, without saying what he
had come there to say. |

“I want to explain, sir———" he jerked
out. - . :

Dr. .Chisholm rose to his feet, and the
canc swished in the air.

“I warned yon, Lovell!
chosen to disobey me.
hand!”

“Jimmy  Silver never-—-'

You have
Hold out your

r

“Hold out your hand, sir!” thundered

the Heuod.

And' as Lovell did not obey promp%ly
enough the angry headmaster togk him
by the collar and laid the cane across his
shoulders, with u loud swish.

Lovell yelled, as much with surprise as
pain, , .
“Now go!” exclaimed the Head. “Go,
beforc I punish you more severely for
your unheard-of impertinence, Lovell!"

He pointed with his canc to the door-
way.

Stifll Avrthur Edward hesitated: but
Raby and Newcome took hold of him ind
fairly forced him out of the study.

“The fellow who -tumbled on .

like awe as they saw the great detective

thus going to work mecthodically at his

old profession. |

They had Knocked about now for so
long in Cy Sprague's company that they
were beginning to forget that he had

- bheen chief of the New York Detective

Bureau, and had been counted as onc
of the first three of the great sleuth-
hounds of the world. , o

Not one of them neticed that. as he
pourcd the plaster into the moulds of
the sand-prints. Cy Sprague’s lett hane
closed on @ scarcely perceptible ridge o
sand, from which projected a- lcaf ot
some substanee that might have been
scaweed.

This he carelessly slipped  into hig
cigarette-case as, drawing a cigarette
from the casc, he lighted it with a

tinder-lighter, whilst he waited for his
plaster casts to set.

The sand sgoon drew the water out of
the plaster, and in five minutes Cy care-
fully collected these.

There were two f(ootprints, two knce-
prints, and two handprints.

“Now we will go back to the ship.
boys,” he said. “It is getling near

supper-time.” .

There was 2 lLwinkle In
he said this.

The famous American detective ha}rj.
made 2 most important discovery--a dis-
covery that was to lead the bhoys on the
track of that arch-villain the kaiscr!

+

Cy’s eyes asg

(Adnother magnificent long instalment
of this amazing new serial in next Mon-
day's issue of the BoYs’ IFRIEND. I should
be glad if readers would write and let me

| know what they think of this new &tory.)
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The door closed on them. ‘
In the passage Lovell shook himselS

free,- and - looked at his chums, panting,
his eyes ablaze.

“The rotter!” he gasped.

“Shash!” murmurcd Raby. “"Don’t ba
an ass, Lovell!® He's rather wild now,
but he's not o rotter, and you know itl
Come along!” |

"1'm going to tecil him

“You  silly ass!” breathed Newcowae.
“Haven't you had cnough yet? Do you
want fo be flocged in Hall along with
Jimmy? Come on, I tell youl”

* Look bere, I'm going-——-"

“QOh, rats!” _

Lovell’'s chums seized him agatn, and
walked him away forcibly down the pas-
sa00.

The interview with the Head bad been
a failure, and in thec opinion of Raby and
Neweome i was  thme that  Lovell
“ehhucked it

Coertamly e coulid not bave re-cotered
the Head's study without risking the in-
fliction of severe punishment.

On the staircase, however, Lovell halted
again, |

“Let me go'" he growled. “I'm going
Lo

“Youre not going to sce the Head
again, Lovell!” said Raby decidedly, “1It's
not good enougn, ald top!”

“I'm going to sce Bootles, He's our
Form-master, and he's hound to speak up
for Jimwy when he Knows the facts.”

“Well, that's not a4 bad idea.” assented .
Babv. "“We'll enme with you.”

And the three juniors neaded for Mr.
Bootles™ study. |

They found the master of the Fourth
looking very distressed.

"y

He was in comversation with e,
Maonney., the master of the Shell. who
was also looking very grave and con-

cerned.

The outrage on the Head had breen a
shack to the masters.

Mr. Bootles gave Jimmy 8ilver's chums
a kindly glance.

“Well, what is it,
mildly.

This was a reception very dificrent from
that accorded by tlie Head, but it was
the Head who had “taken a tumble™
over the cord, and that accounted for the
difference, perhaps.

“About Jimmy
Lovell,

“I hdpe, Lovell, that you had nothing
to do with the outrage perpetrated in
the Head's study by Silver,” said Mr.
Bootles gravely.

“Jimmy Silver didn't do it, sir!”

“Lovell I

“And we can prove if, sir, if you'lh
listen to us!” said Lovell eagerly.

“Nonsense, Lovell! The casc is quite
clear.”

“We can prove it, sir!” said Raby and
Neweome together.

“I will hear what you have to say,”
said Mr, Bootles, with a troubled frown.
“You may proceed.” |

Lovell & Co. procecded, and the details
were laid before Mr. Bootles, the Shell-
master also listening very intenily.

It was scarcely possible to doubt that
the three earnest Juniors were speaking
the truth.

Mr. Bootles” brow became more and
more troubled as they procecded.

Perhaps be realised that, though the
copviction of Jimmy Silver’s innccence
was stealing upon his own mind, it would
not he casy to convince the angry head-
master.

“Let us have this quite clear, Lovell,”
Mr. Bootles said at last. "You saw
Silver when he took the Head’s cane back
to his study?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You saw him come out of the study
again?”

“We did, sir.”

“And you are
the room?”

“Only a few scconds, sir!” suaid Lovell
carnestly.  “Just long enongh to take
the eane in and lay it on the desk.”

- Mr. Bootles coughed,

“The cord in the study was attuched to
two gerews driven into the wainscot,” he
sald. “1t must have taken sowme time—

Lovell?” he agked

Bilver, sir——" began

sure e was not long in



If you are sure
Silver could

many minubes, at least.
of what you say, my bovs,

not have done this.”

" We are quite sure, sir!”

“And afterwardg—-"

“Atterwards Jiwmmy came to the end
study with us, and he was there all the
bmw til you came for lum, sir!”

‘i3ess my goul!”
" Somnebody else dui 1t alr”” said Lovell,
“Bub Silver’s per e

“He may have dru])pui it there sir, or
the other fulluw may have put it, there
on purpose.

“Thut 18 a very scrious statement ito
make, Lovell!”

“Well, sir, I know Jimmy Silver didn’t
pit the cord there. He couldn’t have,

as he was only a ‘ew secouds in the
study.”
Mr. Bootles glaveed at Mr. Mooney.

That gentleman conughed.

“1 will think over this, Lovell,”
the master of the Tourth at last. “You
may go now. 1 will speak to the Head
thiis eveming-—ahem, to-morrow morning!
E(}-mf}l‘lﬂw moruing would perhaps be
wst,”

Mr. Bootles did not say that he hoped
to find the Head in a more reasonable
frame of mind in the morning: but the
juniora rnessed that much.

‘You may go now,” added Mr. Bootles

abhruptly.

The three juniers left the study, their
hearts lighter.

They could see that Mr. Bﬁotles be-

leved their story.

fndeed, it was scarcely possible for him
to doubt it: he knew them far too well
Lo suspect Lhut they had concocted the
tale to shield Jimmy BSilver.

After the door had closed,
hlinked at Mr. Mooney over his glusses,
and the master ol the Shell coughed
Cxpressively.

“Your opinion, Mr. Mooney?” asked the
master of the lourth.

“The same as yours, 1 think.” an-
swered {he master of {he Shell. “Silver
is evidently innncerlb Those boys were
pea!\m" the truth.”

“And if they are speaking the truth,
it 1:, impossihile that Silver can be guilty.”
“Precisely !
Mr. Bootles 10:311. oﬂ‘ his ghssos, and

1:'-:1-'\..*‘\. l ‘I Pl LY

winoegd Lhun
He was in

Mr. Bootles

R N PR
fm{l nut 1!1:=rn hack au:.un,
a very agitated frame of
mind.

“Under these eireumstances, it ts un-
doubtedly my duty to explain the matter
to Dr. Chisholm.” he said.

“Tndounbtedly !”

“But--bute——- " mmurmured Mr, Bootles,

“Ift will not be a pleasant task,” said
the master of 1he Shell. 1 respeet Dr.
Chisholm highly, as we all do, but I
have not failed to recognise & strain of
undue firmness in him-—I might eall it,
even, obstinaey: If T may make a sug-
vestion, 1 should certainly not raise the
“matter this evening. In the morning Dr.
Chisholm wil{ he-—ahem !—somcwhat
calmer.”

"My own opinion
Bootles.  “It is my
hov in my Form {rom
justice.”

“1 should eertainly do so if it were a
hoy in the Nhell who was concerned,”
soidd Mre. Mooney. = After all, the Head is
bound to accord vou a «ivil hearing, and
the matter will be set right.”

“Mr. Bootles nodded aszsent, but he was
wot feeling quite so sure of that. |

In Tact, he was looking forward 1o his
intorview with the Head with very much
the same feelings as Jimmy Silver's.

But Mr. Bootles had a strong sense
“of duty, and be intended to do his duty,
unpleasant as it was.

Tt only remained
come of 1t.

exactly,” said Mr.
duty to protect n
an act of in-

to see what would

AT L - -

The 3rd Chapter.
In Suspense.

Jimmy Silver was not looking happy
when hr came down on the following
niorning

The ﬂm, ring in Hall was to tdk{: place
ynmediately before moraning  lessons. 1
the presence of all Rookwood; but it
was not so {:Lrt'un now that 1t would
Lake place.

Lovell & Co.'s xmb to the Head had
resulted a good deal as Jimmy had ex-
peeted it to result: but the mterview
with the master of the Fourth had becn
more suceessful, and th: Fistical Four
cxpected Mr. Bootles to intervene,

They had noted that he was looking
very trnuhlod and clouded at breakfast.

The previous evening, Jimmy Silver’s
.svntencr had bheen the one tu]m in thc
Lower School; and in the morning it was
still  being  discussed  with  unabated
interest.

The Modern juniors were as concerned
asg the (;lassu*als. and Tominy Dodd, of
the Modern Fourth, ¢ame over bpemally
from Mr. Manders’ House to speak to
Jimmy after breakfast aboutb if.

’l*nmmv Dodd was sympathetic.

1t looks jolly bad, Silver, old man!
he commented. T take your word, of
econrse. DBut I hardly think the Head
will.”

“Phere’s  withesses!” grunted Lovell,
“And Mr. Bootles has promiscd to put
in 2 word with the Head.”

“But if Jimmy didn’t lay that littie
trap for the 11L;1{ " sald Tommy Dodd,
“who did?”

“&omaea, rotier,” said Jimmy.

“The Llld,}“l ouz:ht to own up,” aaul the
Modern juntor.  “It's up to him, if you
are coing to get the Bogpging for it.”

“{ don't suppose he will.  He would get
the Homging.”

“A decent chap would,”
Dol '

1!!

::'uid Tommy
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“Well, a decent chap wouldn't have
nlayed such rotten trick on the Head—
he might have hurt him badly,” said
Jimmy Siver. “It was a dangerous
trick, and only a rotter would play 2

trick like that on a middle-aged nian!
The Head fecls a tumble more at his

age than we do at ours.”

“That's so. It was too thu.,h even if
the chap had had g lieking. DBy the way,
do you know any chap who'd just had a
licking frum the Head? That would be
a clue.”

“I had!” said Jimmy,
wry face.

“Oh!”

Tommy Dodd was rather taken ahack.

“The Head had just licked you?” he
said.

“YLS.”

“Joll}-' uniuecky !

*AR the same, T wouldn't have played
th‘tt trick on him.”

“I know, Jimmy; but it does look bad,
and no mistake. 8till, your paly’ cvi-
dence ought to pull you through, if
Bootles mt(,hi*s it to the Head!?!”

“Fhere he goeqf” murmurcd Neweolne.

Mr. Bootles was scen rustling away to
the Head's study-—where the de Wis
probably, just then, seleeting a birch for
the painful ceremony in Hall.

with rather a

Thte master of the ¥Yourth had a
worricd look.
Only his sense of duty wrged him on

to face what he knew would he a very
disagreeable interview.

“Bootles is f goold little goat,” said
Tommmy Dodd. “He looks ahimost os if hie:
wits going to be flogeed himezelf.”

“He’s a good sort!” said Jimmy.

And the iunfors waited in considerable
apxiety after the door had closed on Mr.

Bootles, and lLie was shut up with the
Head.
The Colonial Co. joined them. and

Mornington and Frroli and Tubby Muffin
and several other fellows; all were con-
cvrneri about, Jimmy.

It seemed reasonable to suppose that
Tlmmv 3 sentence would he reseinded, or
at least postponed, after Mr. Bootles’
but—-—

There was a “byt.”

The Rookwood fellows
headmaster, and were ~wed by him; but
some of th(m were well aware
streak of grim obstinacy in his character,
wag rather bevond the limit of
mere firmness. |

“The Head looked awfully ratty this
morning, Jimmy!” said Tubby Mustn,
peritaps by way of comiort. '

"Broree-r ! said Jimmy.,

“1 saw him after he
brekker in  his house,” said the fat
Classtcal. *“He had a face like a gar®
goyle. There’s a bump on his napper,
and [ saw him ruab it.”

18 this what you call cheery conver-
sation, Muffin?” asked Mornington.

Tubby blinked at lLim.

“"The prefects have been told 1o
assemble the whole school in Hall.” he
went on. T heard Bulhr*lev g0y 50 to
Neville and Knowles.”

“Give us a rest!” grunted Lovell.

“l wouldn't like to he Bootlesg!” '

respected their

cam¢ out from

THE

of the |

worat of terins with

rattled on Tubby  cheerfully. 1
shhouldn’t wonder if tlu Head slangs him
no end for chipping in. You sce, he's
damaged and sore, so it stands to reason
he wants to flog somebody. He won’t
want to let you off, Jimmy, uanless there's
another chap to flog. Well, Boatles
can't produce the other chap, can he?”!

Jitnmy Silver laughed.

“I don’t think tha,t s quite the Head’s
view, Tubby.” be said. “The Head wants

to ﬂog thc right chap, not the wrong
one”

Tubby Mautlin ‘EIIODk hiﬁ head know-
mffl:,

‘That’s how he putq it to himself, of
course,” he. agreed. “But I'll bet you,
_Jnnm}, that what he really wants is to
flog somebody because he fcels sore. The
masters are all the same, you kpow.
They make out that they wallop a chap
for his own good, but they never do it
e'-:{mptmﬂ when thev re rattv o

‘A Daniel cothe to judgment!” grinned

Mornington.
“Talking of Daniels,” said Tubby
Muaftin. “Y think Bootles is a good bit

like Daniel going into the lions' den. I
wouldn’t have Bootles’ job for a term’s
pocket-money !™

}iulhelpv came along with a grave face.

‘Al you fags into Hall{” he said.

"1 suy, Bulkeley, is Jimmy Silver really
going to be flogged?” sang out Tubhy
Muffin.

The captain of Rookwood walked on
without answeribg.

“That looks bad,” said Tubby, wagging
his head sagely. “You’d hetter put some
exercise-books in your bags, Jimmy.”

" Br-r-r-r-r!” grunted Jimmy.

The juniors streamed away into Big
Hall, where the school was assembling
for the “execution,” as some of the
feliows called it

llmum SHver received many wmpathetu
glances

- Legeett, of the Modern Fourth, was the
only fellow who did not seem concerned
about the matter at ally indeed, he looked
very checrful,

But the cad of the Fourti: was on the
Jimmy Silver, and
probably he was looking J"urward £0 the
entertainment.

Even Adolphus Smythe, of the Shell,
said it was “hard vlleest* begad, you
know.”

There was a murmur of voices in Hall,
subduetl but incessant.

All the Rookwood fcllows were there,

rainked m their Forms. with their mabtmb
and the prefects keeping order.

They waited for the arrival of the Head
and Mr. Bootles.

But the hand of the big clock was
creeping round, and there was still delay.

And with every minute of delay, Jimmy
Silver's hopes strenﬂt}leued that all would
turn out 1wel] after -.1- -

The 4th Chanter.
N.Q.

Dr. Chisholm did not look pleased as
Mr. Bootles entered his study.

There was 8 birch on the table before
him, upon which Mr. Bootles’ eyes restLd
for a moment uneasily,

The Head's expression was hard and 1n-
compromising. I’erhaps he guessed that
the master of the Fourth had come there
to intercede for the condemned junior.

As a matfer of fact, the doctor was
{ feeling wvery out of sorts that raw
morning, _
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excellent in every way. The tale that
will perhaps appeal most {o readers of the
Boys” FRieap is that entitled

“«THE RIVALS OF ROOKWOOQOD!"

By Owen Conquest.
deals with the arrival of
Jimmy Silver at the school. Ou his first
day at Rookwood Jimmy Silver mukes
things hum, and you are bﬂund to enjoy
reading of his exciting adventures.

The second story will deal with the
chums of Greyfriars, and will be entitled

This story

“BILLY BUNTER’S POSTAL.-
ORDER !

By Frank Richards.

You cannot menlion Billy Bunter wilh-
out thinking of his postal-order that never
comes, But in this particular story four
postal-orders arrive Tor the fat junior. The
amusing incidents that occur when Bunter
endeavoura to cash the postal-orders will
send you inte roars of laughter.

The third tale introduces Tom Merry &
Co. of 8t. Jim's, and will be entitjed

stories which appear in it are.
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The various bumps and bruises
abrasions he had collected in his tumbie
the previous evening seewned to ache morc
in the morning than the night betfore.

One glance at his face was enough to
show that he was in no mvod to listen
to a plea for leniency.

It was not leniency Mr. Bontles was
about to ask for, but justice; but he had
an inward mrehodmﬁ that » his appeal
would fall upon deaf and ohstinate ears.

In fact, Tubby Mufiin's simile was an
accurate one; Mr. Bootles felt a great
deal like Daniel cnterine the lions' den as
he rustied into the HNead’s study.

“Well, Mr. Bootles?” The Head’s voice
was sharp and incisive.

“Ahem!” began Mr. Bootles.

“*You have come to inform we that the
school is assembled?”

Another cough from Mr. Bootles.

This was a deliberate misunderstanding
on the pa.rt of the Head, and the Form-
master knew if.

“Ahem! No¥ emntlv BIT.

“1 have given matructwusww

“The fact is., sir, I have something to
lay before you.”

Dr. Chisholm held up his ]mnd

“Kindly do not utter one word
favour of Silver, Mr. Bootles.
listen to it.”

“But, sir——"

“The subjecet is not once for discussion,
Mr. Bootles.”

The Fourth Form master drew a deep
breath. His task wag turning out harder
than he had cven antwumted

to Hall,"”

“You will accompany me
added the Head.

in
I cannot

“But, str,” murmured Mr. Bootles
ieehly. ,

“There is nothing to be said, Mr.
Bootles!”

And the Head walked towards the door.

Mr. Bootles gasped for breath.

Evenn upon the masters at Rookwood
the Head had a rather terrifying effect,
and Mr., Bootles was not & man of much
force of character.

He was sorely tempted at that moment
to hold his peace, with the feeling that he
had done his hest and failed.

But his heart was too good for that,

and, though with great 1nwald trepl-
dqtmn Ml Dootiecs dared to be a
Daniel.

“Dr, Chisholm,” he gasped, “I  must
speik ! I must rcally request you to
listen to me!”

id Il“‘rll‘l't L Ed)

The Head turned back towards him
majestically.

“Mr. Bootles, 1 think you forget your-
self!”

“1 do not forget myself, sir,” said Mr.
Bootles, with some spirit.  “I have my
l.l‘llt-} to do.” i

“One moment, T&Ir Bootles.

the subject of blhfr, of your Form, that
yon desirc to speak to me?”

“Yes”

“Then I decline to hear yom. I am sur-

prised, Mr. Bootles, that you should even
think of speaking in favour of a hov who
has heen guilty of an unpreeedented out-
rage upon his headmaster!™

“I -am here to ask justice for Silver,
sir!” said Mr. Bootles, with dignity.

“Justice!” execlaimed the Head angrily.
“Strict justice requires, sir, that I should
expel that hoy from the school with every
circumatance of ignominy. I have hecn

lepient-—too lenient—for the sake of his

'.1‘&11 me about :murself
enclose a stamped enveloe
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“TD'ARCY’S DELUSION!”
By Martin Clifford.

Arthur Augustus falls in love with the
girl ut the tobacconist’s. Gussy is always
amusing when jn love, and I am positive
that you will all revel in this story.

On the cover of this week’s Boys’
FrIEND you will find reproductions of

TWO MAGNIFICENT PLATES.
The one of Billy Bunter will be
GIVEN FREE

with this Friday's issue of the © Penny
Popular,” and the other, of Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, will be presented with
the second issue, that dated February 1st,

No reader of the Boys' FRIEND should
Fail to secure thmc splendid issuces of the
“Penny Popular.® They are numbers thiat

| will be remnembered,
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Qur next magniﬂr:ent long complete tale
of the Rookwood chums will be entitled

CBACKING UP BOOTLES'?
By Owen Qonquest.

No doubt all of you have been surpriscd
hy 1he occurrences in this week's tale.
Bootles has been dismissed from
Rookwood, and we are all sorry for him.
Jimmy “Blher & (o. and many other Rook-
wood juntiors sympathise with the Classical
master. . You will enjoy reading of how
“the juniors back up Mr. Bootles, of how
Tubby Mufiin goes on the track, ‘how the
Colonial Co. also get to work, and how a

i certain junior is aceused of an act he

committed, and refuses to own up., I want
to let you all into a secret. The story to
follow this one will be called “Masters
on Strike!’ The one after that will be
“The School Without Masters!” 1 do

not think I néed tell you more 4o -ghow

leb me knuw what ynu think nf the
e or posteard, may be sure of recelving a
“The Editor, the BOYS’ FRIEND, The Fleeiway

PrE st e

you that there are some splendid yarns
of the Rookwood Lllunm 10 cone.

Next Monday’'s grand tale of Fronk
Richards & Co., which is entitled

“QUNTEN ON THE WARPATH!"
By Martin Clifford,

teals 1o o great extent with  ¥rank
Richards and his chumns dodging Gunten.
They have promised not to Iwhb the cad
of Hillerest, and they stick tu their pro-
mise. But eventually Gunten receives a
surprise, and by no meuans g pleasant one.
The nature of this surprise you will learn
next Monday.

In the next instalmceut of our amazing
adventure scrial,

"THE BOYS WHO CAUQHT THE

KAISER!?
By Duncan Storm,

you will read of how the boys get on the
Kaiser’s track. You will he highly
amused when you read of a little suhume
the hoys concoet to scare I\dh Poo, the
Chinese cook. Horuce plays a very pro-
minent part in this scheme, and-— Well,
it will send you into roars of laughter,
nmy chums. Mind you don’t miss it.
Our next 1n=talmcnt of

“"BARKER, THE BOUNDER'”
By Harhart Britton.

describes how Jack :Iaclnon WL aru:ae{l
of being a sneak, how the Fourth-Formers
resolved to pumsh him, how Jack Jack
son defled tho bounder, and how the
outeast junior saved the life ol onc of his
CNemics.

Three Haltpence

and : family.
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A flogging, sir, is an inadequato
punishment for the action he has been
{Tmlty of !

*You mistake me, sir. The guilty
person should be wost severely punished,
in my ﬂhnuon but 1 think that Sitver is
not guilty.”

“Nonsense !

“Really, sir-—-" ¢jaculated Mr. Bootles,
colouring,
“Lagt evening,” said the Head coldly.

"you were present when the matter was
You then agreed absolutely
with iy opinion, that Silver -was the
guilty party. You regarded his denial as
i barefaced falschood, as 1 did. Tor
some reason unknown tu me, };uu appear
to have changed your mind. I have not
changed mine, Mr. Buutle &

“I have learned—

“You have learned that someonc e!ae
and not Silver, was guilty of the outrage
in my study?” exclaunud the He.:.d start-
m-‘f *His name?”

“1 do net mean that.”

“Then what do you mean, Mr. Bootles,
if you mean anything at all?” exclaimed
the Head testily. "

“1 mean that fresh circumstances have
come to my knowledge, WlllLIl to my mind
exonerate Silver.”

Dr. blllslmlm
f'%turfn

“1f you insist, Mr. Bootles, T am hound
to hear what you have to say. Kindly
be briel.”

1t was not an encouraging opening. but
Mr. Bootles made the best of it, and he
went on llulnmlly

“wilver’s study-mates came to me last
Y unm"

TIIL*V came to me, and were guilty of

made an impatient

—————

impertinence!” interrupted the Head. *“1
was forced {0 cane Loveld for sheer
audacity.”

“Abemm! However, they told me——."

“Well, what did they teH you?” snapped
the Head. “Time is passing, Mr. Bootles,
.-.md the school is waiting in Hall.”

“They told e, sir, thdt it was im-
possible that Silver did what was done
in thiz study. They were with him when
he came back here with your cane. and
they bear witness that he was only iu
tlie study long enough to replace the cane
on your desk, and then joined tliem out-
A few geconds, sir.”

“HL was here, at all events.”

“The cord over which you fell, sir, was
attached to two serews driven into the
waingcot.  That required the use of
gimlet and o serew-driver, and must have
taken some time.”

“Toubtless,”

“Well, it Silver was in thie room only
9 few so mnds, evidently he had no time
IUI all this,”

“And what cvidence, Mr., Bootles, s
there that Silver was in the study ouly a
fow seconds?” éxclaimed the Head, witl
an cxpression that was perilousty like
SNCET.

“The evidence of three junior boys,
whom I know to bhe truthful and honour-
able,” said Mr. Bootles warmly.

“Am 1 to understand that Lovell ani
his companions timed Silver with their
watches?”

“Certainly not!”

“At the most, then, they have an im-
pression that he was only a few seconds
in the study—when he may have been
here five or ten minutes, for all they can
remember to the contrary.”

“Certainly they can remember—-"-

“Moreover,” said the Head, in a grind-
ing voliee, “1 attach no lm]]DltdnGB what-
ever t0 the e¢vidence of those three boys,
1 should not be surprised if they were
Silver's ~accomplices.”

“Dr. Chisholm!”

"1 repeat, sir, that I concider it very
probable that they had full knowledge i
Silver’s action at the time. 1am dccidt‘:dh
of opiniont that this story ig concocted by
them simply to save Silver from his jusy
punishment.”

Mr. Bootles Hushed red. He was getting
angry now as well as {he headinaster,

“1 disagree LIItII‘CIV Dr, Chisholm " he

said tartly.  “1 have questioned the hovs.
You are ab liberty to question them if you
ehoosc. | know them—I repeat, sir, that
1 know them to be boys with a high sense
of honour, and I am convineed bha,t they

would not uhtur falsehoods to save Silver
Arom punishment.”

“Nonsense !t

“Sir!

“ I repeat—nonsense! You have allowed
yourself to be deceived by a concoctigd
tale, Mr, Bootleg!”

* ,[ am not so Ed“alh’ deceived, sir!” re-
torted Mr. Bootles. * And 1 am sure that
if you wero in o calmer mood you would
admit—~——?

The Head's brows became thunderous,

The observation was not very tactful,
perhaps; but Mr, Bootles was growing
heated,

“Caliner, zir! Do you imply that T am

capable of punishing an innocent boy from
mere irritation, sir¢®

“QOh!” “'dbpﬂﬂ Mr. Boofles. ¢« (Certainly

not! I—1 merely meant-—-—>»
“ Koough, sir! T am satisfied of Silver's
guilt., If you hold a contrary opinion.

you are at liberty to bold .it. You have
stated your opinion, and I have taken due
note of it. The matier closes here.”

With that the Head swept from the
study.

Mr. Bootles atmd rooted fo the floor.

He took off his spectacles, wiped them,
and replaced them upon his agitated nose,

“ PBless my soul!™ he murmumd

He moved to the door, and halted again,
What to do was a prt}blem Lo the un-
happy Mr., Bootles,

He kpnew that Jimmy Silver was inno-
cent.  He helieved that the Head himself,
in a less exasperated mood, would have
admitted the evidence in favour of the
untortunate junior.

Yet the punishment was to take place—--~
an act of erying injustice from the Form-
masler’s point of view.

His intervention had been brushed aszide
--he was treated as # child-—-and a boy of
his Form, whom he was bound to proteet,
was to suflfer an unjust and dmgmgcful
punishment.

At that thouzht all Mr, Bootle:s’ hesitas
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tion vamnished, and a gleam came into his
Oy Ees.

Irresolute and hesitating as he was, Mr.
Bootles had plenty of courage when it
wias put to the test.

“1t shall not he!™ he exclaimed aloud.

And with a2 very red face Mr. Bootles
Tushed out of the study and hurried o
Big Hall.

e ———— TR

5 The 5th Chapter. f
Mr. Bootles Dares To Be a Daniel.
“ Here comes the Mead!” murmured
Mornington. }

Jimmy Silver drew o quick breath as
Dr, Chisholm entered Big Hall by the
Uupper door.

* Nilence ! called out Bulkcley of tbcl
Dixth.

The -buzz of voices died away, -
~“ Buck wvp, Jimmy !? whispered Conroy. '

Then there was o dead silence.

dimmy gave the Australian junior a
nod and a faint smile; but his heart was
heavy.

- Why had not Mr. Bootles come in with
the Head?

And what was that in Dr. Chisholm’s
hiand, half hidden by his gown?

1t was pretty elear 1bat the Form-l
master’s intervention had failed.

All eyes were lixed upon the Head.

His face was calm and severe, but there |
was an unusual flush in nis cheeks and a
glitter in bis cyes.

- His voice came sharply through the
dead stillness.

“Hilver of the Fourth Form will stand
out 1

Jimmy set his lips.

“Get a4 move on,
Bulkelcy.

Lovell elenched his hands hard. Raby
and Newcome looked utterly miserable.

There was u slight murmur in the Clas-
sical Fourth.

“Silence !™

Jimmy Silver stepped out of thie ranks
ot his Form, and walked up Bigz Iall with
a crimson face byt a steady step,

1t was inevitable now, and he could
only go through it with all 1he fortitude
he could muster. 1

He halted before the Head, his glance
meeting steadily the eyes that were fixed
upon him,

Old Mack, the porter, was present,
ready to take up the cordemned junior
and “hoist ® him for the flogging.

Jimmy did not heed him.

His eyes never wavered ag they met the
Head’s grim glance.

“ Silver *—the Head’s voice was low but
deep, and it reuched every ear in the
crowded Hall-—*“you are about to bhe r
punished for an act uuprecedented in the
history of TRookwood. You have com- |
mitbad what saoounts Lo an assaull upon
your headmaster. It was in iy mind to
cxpel you from the school; hut I have
spared you that extreme punishnoient,
chiefly for the sake of your parcuts. Your
punishment will, however, be severe, and
I trust that it will be a warning to you—
- and to others who may have been your
wonfederates.”

He paused.

“ I did uot do it, sir!”" said Jimumy Silver
sleadily. “ My friends can prove—7
¢ Silence !?

“T protest!”” said Jimmy, a little pale
now, but still steady. “There is proot
that I did not——"

“Take up that boy, Mack!™

“ Yessir!”

The porter came towards limmy Silver,

At that moment there was a bustle at
~the lower end ol the Hall.

The big door swung open, and all eyes
turned in that direction,

Mr. Boolles, i a state of great fiurry
and excitemend, bustled in.

A buzz rose from the crowded ranks of
wrrhoolboys,

The Head s face became thunderous as
the little Yorm-riaster bustled up the
Hall towards the platform.

~ My only hat!” wmurmurcd Conrog,
“ Bootles is going to chip in!”

= {ireat pip!”

»(Jive hint a cheer ! mutiercd Lovell.

« Shut up, you ass {” whispered Morning-
{on, ecatehing hotd of Arthur Kdward's
arm. “You duffer!* Shut up!”

« Silence !? shouted Knowles.

There was silence, broken only by the
rustling of Mr., DBootles’ gowun s lic
whisked along. -

The espression on the Head’s face could
only be deseribed asz awful.

The other masters looked thunderstruck,

Vir. Mooney exchanged a helpless glance
with Mr. Wiggins ol the Secona,

Mr. Bohun gave the Fourth Form waster
an approving look. r

kid!”» muliered

The sympathy of the stafl was withh Mr.
Bootles, though they marvelled al his
andacity. ‘

Mr. Bootles was gasping as he came to
f lalt. _

Old Mack blinked at him, wondering
whal this might mean.

The Head's voice was heard at last, liko
the rumble of distani thunder,

« Mr. Boolles! Kkindly stand back!”

€Nirt”

“You are interrupting, Mr. Bootles!™

“8jp, it is my intention to Interrupt!™
punted Mr. Bootles, his ¢yes gleaming over
hiz specetacles. _

A thrill ran through the crowded Hall,
Heads were craned forward to look. .

There was a sound of deep-drawn breath.

The Head looked dumbfounded.

His sway at Rookwood was ungues-
tioned. Tor his lofty edicts to be dis-
puted by any member of hig stafi was
unheard of.

And here was the little, plump Form-
master, not ot all heroic to look at, dis-
wputing his will, opposing his determina-
» “LIOM. - '

An earthquake in Big Hall could not
have astounded the Head—and all Rook-
wood—mnmiore than that. _

The silence that followed could be {ett.

The Head broke if.
> Mr. Bootles!” 1o was almost gasping.

“Mr. Bootles! Do I hear aright? t—iy
ju your—your iptention, sir, to—to inter.
Tupt
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“Have you taken leave of your senses,
Sir?): .
“No, sir, T have not! I protest in
public, since yon will not bcar me in
private! 1 protest, siv, against this act
of injurtice!” . ;
A gasp ran through Big Hall,

“Good man, Bootles!"”
Lovell, “Right on the wicket !
man—good man!”’

“ Silver belougs to my Form, sir!” pur-
sued Mr. Bootles, gasping., “He is under
his Form-master’s protection, sir. I am
convinced of Silver’s innocence, I will go
farther, sir, and say that Silver’s inno-
cenee i3 perfectly elear to anyone who
chooses to consider the facts calmly. In
these cirecnmstances, sir, I cannot stand
idly by while » hoy of my Form is sub-
jected to a humiliating and wholly unjusy
punishment.!”

'The speech came out in gasps and jerks.

Mr, Bootles was greatly excited, and
almost logt his voice once or twice. But
it came out, to the end. -

The Head’s face had become a little
pale now, and the look in liis eyes was
not pleasant to sce.

But he remained calm. -

“This scene, Mr, Bootles——" ne began.

“This scene, sir, is not to be laid to
my charge. 1 am speaking irom a sensc
ot duty.” |

“Your ideas of duly differ from mine,
sir, and you must be aware that after
this outrageous defiance of authority
your connection with Rookwood must in-
stantly cease!”

“1 am prepared for that, sir. But I will
not remain silent while injustice is done
0 a boy entitled to my protection!”

“Bravo!” came from somewhere in the
Fourth. .

“Silence!” thundered the Head.

“Silence!” cericd the prefects.

“Very well, Mr. Bootles,”
Head, with deadly quietness, “You have
now uttered your protest.  Now, sir, T
bey of you to retire, and vot prolong this
scene, which is a disgraceful one.”

“Before I retive, sir, I desire to know
whether Silver 18 ta be flogged.”

“Most decidedly ™

murmured
Oh, good

said the
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The 6th Chapter.
Sacked! |
. Buokwood was in a ferment that morn-
ing.

What had happened . in Big Hall was
amazing—almost incredible.

Even yet the fellows felt that they
could hardly believe their eves and ears.

In the Classical Fourth Mr. Bootles was
at the zenith of popularity. -

He had stood up for a Fourth-Former
against the Head himself, and that re:
quired a nerve the juniors had never
believed him aémble of. :

And he had succceded, too.
Silver had not been Hogged!

Whether the flogging was only post-
poned remained to be secn; but so {far,
at all events, it had not been adininis-
tered, owing to Mr. Bootles’ courageous
intervention.

The Rookwooders were late in elass that
morning, but the prefcets shepherded
them into the Form-rvoms at last.

In the Fourth Form-roowm therec was
keen anxiety till Mr. Bootles appeared.

That he would have to leave Rookwood
School scethed certain, and the juniors
wondered whether he would take the
Fourth that morning.

Doubts on that point were relieved by
the appearance of Mr. Bootles, very
troubled and agitated, in the Forme.room.

When he came in the Yourth, as if
moved by a comnion instinct, rose to their
feet and checred.

It was a spontaneous outburst, and it
secmed 1o surprise Mr. Bootles.

The little gentleman had only done
what he conceived to be his duty, and
he was sorely troubled by the thought
that he had perhaps gone too far.

He stood and blinked at thé juniors
over his spectacles ag they cheered.

“What-—what?” he ejaculated.

The cheers rang through the Form.
room, and rolled out over Rookwuod with
i Toar.

“Bless my soul!  Silence!” exelaimed
Mr. Bootles, waving his hand. “My boys,
sitence! I bheg you to be quiet! What
will the Head think? Silence!”

The cheering died down at ast.

i

Jimmy |

Price |
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Jimmy, it could not be doubted that the
Head would be inflexible with regard to
the Fourth Form-master.

Willingly' cnough Jimmy Silver would
have taken his flogging to save his kind-
hearted Form-master from what was a
gerious disaster to him, -

But Jimmy was helpless in the matter.

e could only feel distressed and
worried, which was not of much usc to
poor Mr. Bootles,

That gentleman was feeling distressed
enough himself.

He shut himsell up in hiz study after
lessons, and was pacing to and fro, with
a wrinkled brow, when a tap came at his
door. |

1t was Tupper, the page, who presented
himself.

“Yes, yes; what is it—what,
asked Mr. Bootles, much flurried.

what?"”

The ’Ead wishes to speak to you in'

his study, sir,” said Tupper, with a curi-
oud eye on the Form-master.

It was known *“below stairs” that
something very sensational bad happened
in Big Hall that morning.

“Very well, Tupper! Thank you, Tup-
per! You may go, Tupper!” stammered
Mr. Bootles.

And Tupper went. -

The little Form-master pulied himseld
together for the dreaded interview.

He whisked out of the room at last, and
whisked along to the Head's study, morc
jerky than ¢ver in his movements in his
stite of agitation.

He found the Head cold and calm.

Dr. Chisholm’s eyes were like points of
steel as they rested upon the plump
little Form-master in the doorway of his
study.

“Pray step in, Mr. Bootles!”

His manner was studiously polite.

But it was a steely. deadly politeness,
and it told of an inflexible determination,
as Mr. Bootles could =sve.

Yery red and uncomiortable, the master
of the Fourth stepped into the study.

The Head did not ask him to he scated.

“After what has happevned this morn-
ing. Mr. Bootles, doubtless you realise

very clearly that you cannot remain at
Rookwood ! said the Head in Icy tobes.
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“Then, sir,” exclaimed Mr. Bootles, “1
will not retire. | am aware, sir, that 1
shall jorfeit my position in this school,
and that is a serious matter for me; but
8o long as I remain here, sir, 1 am master

of the Fourth Form, and T have my duty

to do, which is to protect any member
of my Form from injustice!™

“Mr. Bootles!” gasped the Head.

“Silver!”  Mr. Bootles turned to the
dismayed junior.  “You belong to my
Form, and you are under my orders.”

“*Yeg, sir! stammered Jimmy.

i 'commund you to leave this Hall at
opee !’

“Hook it, Jimmy!” came the “voice”
from the Fourth once wmore, which
sounded a great deal like Lovell's.

“Silence!” |

Jimmy Silver stood rooted to the Roor.

He was grateful to Mr. Bootles—more
than grateiul. He knew what it must
cost the little gentleman to intervene
like this,

But for Mr. Bootles® own sake he would
have preferrcd to let the Head proceed.

But it was a question of now obeying
his Form-master, who was sacrificing so
much for his sake.

He could not hesitate about that.

And the Head did uot speak. .

It was on his lips to order Mack to take
up the junior for the flogging, regardless
of Mr. Bootles, but the little Form-master
was quivering with angry excitement, and
there was no telling what he might have
done.

Bitterly angry as he wasy the Head did
not want a scuffle in Hall, and that was
protty clearly what it might have come
to.

So he was silent, biting his lip $ill it
almost bled.

“You hear said  Mr,
Bootles.

“Yes, sirt” said Junmy quictly.

He turned and walked out of Hall.

me, Silver?”?

L i, i 2

— o

Mr. Bootles, very Austered and red, pro-
ceoded to business, but lessons were voery
Jdesuitory that morning.

In the prevailivg state of excitemoent
the fellows had little attention to give
to Latin grawar,

Lessons that orningz. in fact, were
little more than pretence, and  both
masters and boys were relicved when the
hour of dismissal came.

Mr. Bootles whisked away to his study,
still in a worricd and troubled f{rame of
mind, while the juniors streamced out into
the quadrangle.

“Well ™ satd  Arthur Edward Lovell,
cxpressing his feelings by that ejacula-
tion. “Well!”

Jimmy Silver was very guiet and grave.

He had been saved, for the present, at
least; but he was deeply distressed by
the thought of what it meaut to Mr.
Bootles,

“It's a shame!” said Jimmy in a low
voice., "Bootles will have to go. I—1
suppose he can’t stay after chipping in
like that against the Head,”

“I—1 supposc not,” szid Lovell,

“It's a shame!”

“Perhaps the Head will come round,”
said Conroy hopefully. “Aiter all, he's
in the wrong, and he may come round
when he’s had time to think it over.”

Jimmy shook his head.

The scene in Hall was fresh in his mind.

Dr. Chisholm’s authority had hcen
deliberately sct at nonght, and a much
more reasonable and calm man than the
Head might have refused to pass tbhat
over. ;

It was impossible that it would be for-
gotten or forgiven by the Head.

After Mr. Bootles was gone, the Head
might, or might not, deal with Jimmy
Silver as he had originally intended.

Perhaps he would take the more digni-
fdhzd courge of letting the whole matter

rop.

But whatever bappened with rezard to

MR. BOOTLES DEFIES THE HEAD!

“Indeed, sir!” aaid Mr. Bootles.

Dr. Chisholm raised his eyebrows.

“That is surely apparent to you!” he
satd.

"1 did my duty, sir!” blurted out Mr,
Bootles.
to have acted with any apparent  dis-
respect towards the Hend of this school.
But you had left me no choice in the
metter.” '

1 do uot carc fo open o discnssion,
Mr., Booties, I have only to say that 1
am prepared to receive your resignation
and aceept it.”

Mr. Bootles blew through his nose.

"My resignatiou, sir!” he snapped.

*Precisely.” .

“Well, sir, I shall not place my resigna-
tion it your bands., To do so would he
to acknowledyge a fault—which I definitely
refuse to acknowledge. 1 shall not, sir,
under any circumstances whatever, resign
my post in this school.”

“Then it only remains for me to dismiss
you, Mre, Bootles.”

“*You have the power in your hands, sir,
to add one injustice to another,” said the
Form-master, with dignity. “But I shall
certainly not make the path of injustice,
gir, eagy to you. I refuse to resign, and
il you care to carry injustice to the
length of depriving me of my position
here, [ leave it to your conscience, br.
Chisholm.”. | |

The llead set his lips hard,

“Very well "—his voice wag
incigive--“Mr, Bootles, vyou
migsed !”

S0 be 16! said Mr. Bootles.

“I expect you, gir, to leave Rookwood
School at the earliest possible moment
convenicnt to you, 'The matter of salary
will be arranged to your satisfaction.”

“1 awm -vob concerned aboul that, sir;
that is a trifle {o which I have given no
consideration whatever.,> said poor Mr.
Bootles. “1 have the honour to hid you
good-morninz, Dr, Chisholm * .

and
dis-

low
CAle

“I was sorry—1 am sorry now--

29

And, more jerky than ever, the little
gentleman whisked out of the study.

- "The 7th Chapter.
The Last Chance!

* Rotten !

That was the verdict in the Fourth
Form, and, indeed; in all Rookwood.

It was known that afternoon that Mr.
Bootles was definitely dismissed by the
Head.

He had done his duty,

He had paid the price; apd it was a
heavy price tor the Yourth Form-master
1o pay.

The looks of the
grave and coucerned.

1t was not dillicult for even the juniors
to see that their sympathies were wilh
Mr. Bootles.

The blow that had fallen upon him was
& very heavy one.

He had been so long associated with
Rookwood, that 1t was his home. the
abiding-place in which all his thougits
aund his feelings were centred. ' '

other masters were

Leaving Rookweood was like the np-
rooting of & tree to Mr. Bootles.
He was worried and flurried by il

mere thought of the ptunge into the great
worid outside, far from his old familiar
associations. |

The quiet old study, with its precious
books ; the shady old beeches under which

‘be had been wont to take his quict walks;

the dusky library where he had spent
many & happy hour; the Masters” Room,
the scene of many a pleasant conversation
—he¢ was to say good-bye to all, and the
fact that it was for conscience sake did
not makce the parting any the less bitter.

And the prospect afterwards—-of seck-
ing a new post at a time when all his
habits had become set and fixed, usad
under the stigma of dismissal for inmsnh-
ordination—it was dismaying enough to
the little gentleman.

Jimmy Silver understood a good deal of
what was passing in Mr. Bootles’ hreast
and in his mind, and his usually sunnp
face was sombre that day.

He would have chosen the floguing
twice over rather than this. and he bad «
migerahle feeling that he was, in part at
least, the cause of the T'orm-master’s mis-
fortune. '

Iy spite of the Head's urgency, it was
impossible for Mr. Bootles to leave at a
inoment’s notice; but he was making his
preparations in a gloomy and despondent
mood., -

In the end study that cevening the
Fistical Four discussed the matter in
somewhat dismal tonces.

There wag nothing they could do. save
to give Mr. Bootles a cheer when he left
-——if that was any usc. |

“1t'0 let him know that weé back Rim
up. anyway,” Lovell remarked.,

Jitnmy Silver smiled faintly.

There was a tap . at the
Conrony, the Australian, came in.
face wag clouded.

“You fellows know ahout Boothes,
course?” he said.

*Yes.”

“"He's sacked!” said Conroy,

“We know., It's rottent”

“Well,” said the Anstralian junior,
“can’t, something be done? 1 don't see
sitting down and secing old Bootles
turned out like this.”

“T'd do anything,” said Jimmv. =1t
wag for my sake he’s got it in the neck
like this. T wish he had let the Head get
on with the flogging.”

“Well, I've been thinking,” said Conroy
quietly. * Look here, Jimmy, you didn'{
play that trick in the Head's study.”

“No.”

“Tf you didn’t, somebody else did.”

“That Tollows, of eourse.”

“Well, who was it?”

“1 can't even guess—if it mattered.”

“1t does matter.” said Conrov. * That's
what I've been thinking of., Soppose the
feliow was found out and made to own

door. and
Hixs

of

up.”

“Well 2

“That would prove that Mr. Bootles
was in the right in  bhacking you up,

Jimmy, and then the Head coyldn’t push
him out like this. He would have tn
admit that Bootleg had saved him from
heitie unjust., wouldn’t he 2"

“l--1 supposc so,”- said Jimiy Rilver
stowly,

“The Head's ratty now. said Conrov.
“But he’s a good sort in the main--—we
know that. Suppose it was proved to him
that somehody else hiad done thati trick,
he would be in honour bound to lot up
on Bootles,”

“Yes. But—-"

“Well, then,”
isn't gone yet.

T

gukd  Conroyv, “ Bootlex
He can’t go for a day or
two, at Jeast. In that time the fellow
may he found. It's up to vs: we've uot
to save Bootles by finding out the smuilty
party, and showing him up, or making
him own up. That will see Bootles ¢lcarv.”

“By Jove!” said Lovell. |

Jimmy Silver's face brightened.

“But how?' said Raby. ‘

“Wce've got to find out how,” answered
Conroy. *“1It's up to us, and we've got to
dn it somehow, We'll all work together,
and set our wits to work, and find out the
truth, and save Bootles.”

“T'm on!” said Jimmy Silver, at once.

And the Co. heartily concutred.

It was a chance, at least, and the anly
chanee.

And from the. moment that JYimthy
Silver & Co, set themselves that task they
lost no time. :

What would come of it—whether any-
thing would come of it—remained to e
geen. '

Buat il they failed, it would not be for
want of striving.

THE F;*ND.
NEXT MONDAY.
“BACKING UP BOOTLES)!™

By OWEN CONQUEST,
DON'T MISS IT1
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?'-"_BARKER THE BOUNDER!|

|

it.

“mad?”

Meceadows is waxy, is she, Chunky?

- Chunky, wag
Frank Richards & Co.

b

(G’antmucd from the prcmom page. )

& Chamhuh iz confldent I've done it, and

he's gone to complain to the Head ahout
He swears he’ll get me expelied!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” The bounder broke into
H) _hf:ill'b}’ Iaugh. “ My dear ehap,” he said,
“don’t worry yourself about a trifle like
that !’ |

“I'm not worrying,” said Jack Jackson
miserably. “I#’'ll be n relief to get away
from a cad like you!”

“Tut, tut!” said Barker,
offended. “ You mustn't talk like that,
old fellow. 1've done you a rcally good
tirn this morning, if you only knew i(.”

“ A good turn!” gasped Jack Jackson.

“You won't have to go before the
Head,” said Barker C{)nﬁdenﬂy. “I've
arranged all that.”

“You?*

“ Little me!”’ chortled the bounder. #*1

looking

happened to know sthat Mason was "(}ing
10 muck up Harcourt’s :tudy, 0

“ How the dickens

“Never mind how 1 knew,” said Barker.
“ And never mind how I've man'wed fo in-
form Chambers. I've done it, and that's
an end of the matier. You've no need to
trouble in the least.”

“ Bute-—» |

Jack Jackson paused. He was com-
pletely baffied by the hounder’s ways.

Barker had tried again and again to dis-
grace him in the eyes of his schoolfellows,
and had succeeded, apparently 1o his
delight.

And now he had gone to the trnuhle of
clpurmg bitn of squwmn in regard to the

ging of Harcourt's study.

‘\Tﬂ matter how much he thought about
the - affair,
purpose.

he could not fathom Barker's h

|

i

The latter was chuckling to hlmﬂ:elr
Evidently the perplexed expression on
Jack Jackson's face amused him.

Clang, clang!

The bell for morning lessons rang ouf
at that moment.

“Come on, old fellow!” said Barker,
linking  his arm  with Jack Jackson's.
“PDon’'t loock s0 beastly downhearted !
You’'ll be as happy as anything presently
when you see Mason with his hands tucked
under his arms.™

¢ Ry Jove,” muttered Jack Jackson
hetween his tueth “you're a deep villain!,
1 Wlill I could tinderstand wllat your gawe
l"‘i- RS-
“Pon’t try, old fellow,” said t-he bounder
cheerfully. “Youlll never succeed.
You’re not tht" first onc I've puulvd by
any meang.’

And-ag he strolled slowly in the direction
of the class-room Jack Jackson was forced
to believe that this was perfectly true.

Mr., Chambers was in a bad tcmpt.r

during lessons that morning.

several of the juniors huﬂ'cred in con-

THE BOYS F‘RIEND
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‘Price .

bequence. but none :;uﬁered 50 much as
Jack Jackson. '

The Iatter wag by n6 means inattentive,
but nevertheless he failed te please the
bad-tempered master of the Fourth.

By the time lessons finished Jack Jack-
son had received no less than three hun-
dred lines. -

When they Ileft the class.room the
bounder did his best to console him.

“ Needn't wbrry about them,” he said,’

“1'H give you a hand i{ you find them too
much of a job.”

“You needn’t trouble,” said Jack Jack-
soh somewhat oﬁ’-hundedly.

“0Oh, hut I will!” said Barker., ©1
Hallo, Traveys!” l:e added as Bobh camne
up. 1 suppose you've heard how Mason's
got it in the neck for mucking up Har-
{,ourt study 2

Bob Travers nodded his head in assent.
- “1 wonder where the rotter’s got to?”
said Barker. <1 reckon he’s had it pretty
hadly. Comc¢ on downstairs. We might
come across him.”

The three juniors went downstairs, and

' came across o group of juniors in the Hall,

Thres Hallpenos

|

381

- ;

Mason was there, {oo, and the exprek-
ston ‘on his fice showed only too plainly
that he -had recently | received a uounu
thrashing.

Suddenly the bul]y of the Fourth caught
sight of Jack Jackson, and he pointed an
accusing finger at the latter.

“There's the rtotter!® he exclaimed
londly. *“There’s. the cad who sneaked to
Cirambers and told hunm that it "was J
who mucked up Harcourt's study !’

Next moment & chorus of hisses and
groans filled the air, and Jack Jackson
flushed to the roots of his hair.

Once again he was accused of somoething
of whieh he was innocent—accused of ack-
ing like a cad and sheaking to the Form.
master, | |

But how could lie prove his innocence ?

(Another wmagnificent long instalinent
of this splendid new. serial in wext Mon.
day’s issue of the BoY& FRieNp. I should
be glad if readers would write and let e
know what they think of this new story.)

FRANK RICHARDS & G0 PREDICAMIENT

A Magmﬁcent New Long Complete Tale of the Chums a.t the School

4

The 1st GChapter.
Caliad Over the Coals.

"‘Eahe-"s as mad as .a hornet!” said
Clnmky Todgers impressively.

“iss \1eulow 97 oxelaimed  Frank
flichards.

“You bhet!”

“What on earth do you mean?”

Frank stared at the podgy schoolboy
of Cedar Creck in astonishment.

He ]md forgotten for the moment that
in Western parlance does not
imply im.mit:y, its English cquivalent
being waxy.

Lnb Lawless indulged in a chuckle.

“I reckoned she would be mad,” he
¥emarked. “Franky, you fathead, haven't
you learned our ldltgllﬂf?e yet?"

“Wrathy, you know,” said Vere Beau-
clere. with o laugh. ;.

“Oh!” said Frank. “I—1 scc!? %r’) Miss

“Mad as a hornet!” repeated Chunky
Todgers. “You fellows are booked., 1
spess I'm glad 1 didu’t come over to
Hlllbl‘ﬂst with you ycesterday afternoon.

. 01d "Peckover has sent Miss Mchows a

note ahout it. 1 heard her say so to Mr,
slimmey. “You've bheen kicking up o
shindv  at ~ Hillerest School!” added
ging a4 podgy forefinger at

croaned DBob Lawless.

“Oh, gum!”
All through that

“We're in for it again!
rottf.,r {(tunten "’

=] umt sec that we wcre to hlame,

' - gaid Trank.

" &iew that 30110011}0\?3 do.

-ﬁmortl-:,d Bob 'Lawlcss.

7 that unruly hoy,
it

“We never are!” remarked Beauclerc.
¥ But schm}lmasters never take the same
I've noticed
that.”

s ® ]G“HP’II‘ riot !” said Chunky Todgers.
1 heard-

“That's w]mt Peckover called it.
Miss Mcadows say so. She said it was

‘that thundering young rascal, Lawless,
vulm was the worst of the lot.”
Ha, ha, ha!”" roared the Co.
“What's the snigger about?” de-

“manded Chunky.: |
“I think I can hear Miss Meadows |

thundering rascal!”
“Go it, Chunky!”
perhaps she didn't usc those
admitted  Chunky. “She  said
now 1 come to think of

calling a chap a

Well
waords,”

- That sounds more like Miss Mcadois,”

in the Backwoods.

remarked Yrank., “As a matter of faet,
Bob, yvou were a hit of an ass.”

. “YWhat elsc -could I do than what I
did?” demanded Bob. “1 suppose 1
couldr’t hear Gunten claiming that he’d
done what you did, could I, without put-
ting in a word?”

“You put in such a thumpmﬂ Iot of
words, you know, and such joliy cmphatic
ones!”

“Well—— Hallo, Molly!”

Molly Lawrcnce came up,
rather serious. e

1t still wanted some minutes to the
fimc¢ for morning lessons, and most of
Cedar Creck were in the playground.
“Miss Meadows wants you,” said Molly.
“I'm afraid it’s about the troublc at Hill-
crest yesterday afternoon.” .
“How many does she want?” asked

looking

Frank, with a smile.

“You three”
~ “Three merry martyes!” said ¥Frank.
“Well, come on, let’'s go in to exccution
and. get it over!”

“1t’s really not quite fair,” said Molly.
“Thero WCTe others there as well.”

“But we're the worst—we always are!”
said Bob with a deep sigh. “But I'm
jolty well going to let Miss Meadows know
the Tacts! She can’t possibly blamce us
wlicn she knows the facts!”

“H'm!" murmurcd Molly.

She seemed rather doubtinl on that
point.

Frank Richards & Co. went into the
schoolbouse, and Frank knncked at the
door of Miss Meadows’ sitting-room.

The schoolimistress's voice was stern as
shic bade them enter.

The trio entered, looking as meek and
mild as they posslbh could, and certainly
thicy did not look like fellows who had

recently kicked up a terrifie shindy at

the new school down the creek.
But Miss Meadows’ face did not relax.
“Richards, Lawless, Beauclere!”™  Her
voiee was very stern. “I have received a
very scrious complaint from Mr. Peck-
over, the headmaster of Hillerest School.”
= Not about us, ma’am!” ventured Bob.
“ About you, and several other boys,

! T.awless: you most of all.”

“Oh, Mi% Meadows!"

“YT am- ashamoed eof you, Lmlen!".
n(}hp:

“You seemt o have acted very badly

+indeed.”

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

- conduet,”

- Mr.

*B-h-but, ma’am—-" stammered Bob,
its checks crimsoning.

“There seems to be no excuse for your
resumed Miss Mcadows, her
eyes ﬁparkhn and a pink spot- glowmg
in her chuuks. “It was an occasion that
called for very special ¢ood behaviour.
Peckover sent a spceeial invitation
to this school for some of my hoys to
vigit Hillerest and witness & public cere-
mony, i recognition of an act of great
courage Inulnrm{,d hy a IIIHLI‘G% boy &

“Buat, ma’am—-—"

“b:lnuce, Lawless! The boy concerned
was Kern Guuten, who used to be at
Cedar Creek, and I had no doubt that
you would be pleased to join the Hill-
crest - School in llullﬂlll‘l]]“‘ one who had
formerly boen your schaolfcllow !

nl?" S hut

“And whut did you
Miss Meadows angrily. “ You,
actually interrupted  Mr.
speech  rudely, and denied the truth of
his statements! There was a disturb-
ance, in which you were all concerned.
I am more shocked than I can say.

The Co. exchanged very uncomfortable
looks.

Certainly the matter seemed rather
scrious, and a little shocking, as it had
been presented to Miss Meadows.

“May we explain, Migs Meadows?”
asked Beauclere.

“l do not sec how you can explain
anything, but I am willing to listen to
any cxcus¢e you have to ofier.”

“Well,” said Dob Lawless, “it’'s true
what Mr. Peckover says—I did interrupt
him, and—-—"

“You admit that?”

“1I felt bound to, Miss Meadows,” said
Bob undauntedly. * Mr. Peckover thought
he was stating the facts, but he wasn't.
Gunten bhad deeeived im, and cvery-
hody, with a pack of lics! He hadn’t
done anything courageous at all,
was getting all that limeficht on falsc
pretences!” .

“Indecd!” said Miss Mcadows. “Are
you surc of that, Lawless?” |

“I guess—1 mean, quite, ma’am.”

“But that is no excusc for your action.
If Mr Peckover was satisticd, that was
his business, not :}uurs Lk

“But it was our business, ma’am!” said
Bob -eagerly. “1f youll let, me teil you
all of-" |

Miss Mcadows

An?” exclainied

Lawless,

Peckover’s

aiud he ]

“I rcally do not sce how you can know
anything about Gunten's action, or sup-

- posed action, Lawless.  Mr. Poeckover
has informed me what 1t was. Gunten,

=1

who was driving the post-waggon from
Cedar Camp to Silver Creek, was stopped
on the trail by two masked men, who
attempted to roh the post-sacks. Ry
great courage and resource he deleated
their object, and brought the post-
waggon safe to Silver Creck. This hap-
pencd on Wednesday alternoon, when you
were in school here, so 1 fail to see Lhow
you can know anything about it.”

“Frapky wasn’t in school that after-
noon, ma'am. You scnt him home for
getting a black eye in a fight with Dicky
Bird of Hillerest.,”

Frank Llichards rubbed his eye.

1 rcemember that, Lawless. Do you
nican to say that Richards was on the
scene when  the  post-waggon was
stopped?”’

“Yes, ma’am!” said Frank.

“And it was Frank who chipped in and
scarcd off the robbers. making them
believe that he had the cowboys {fromn
the runch with him!” exclaimed Bob., "It
was Irank who did the whole husiness,
while Gunten was cowering in the trait
with his bhands up!”

“What?” exclaimed
amazement,

¥Frank coloured. .

“It's true, Miss Mceadows,” he said
quictly, “After the two robbers had
cleared off I went nearly as far as Silver
Creck with the waggon, to se¢ Gunten
sale througl. 1 never dreumed that he
would spin “the ¥ yarn he did. I was simply
khocked over when I ht'd!’d it at Hillerest
yesterday.”

“Tless niy . soul!”

Miss Meandows was silent for a mnment
“Was a,nyone else present,,
“Only the two robbers, who cleared off,

Miss Meadows in

maam.y

 Then there were no witnesses2»

(49 N{}.‘!! ;

“Jt is, then, your statement against
(unten’s as 1o w hom the credit is due.”

Frank Richards flushed.

“1I'm not claiming any credit!” he ex-
cluimed. “I never said g word about i,
except to Bob ;md Yere, and to my um‘le
at the ranch. I shouldn’t have said any-
thing at Hillerest, either, though 1 was
surprised to bhear "that (:unten hdd told
awful whoppers, But—?

v But I did!® coxelnimed Bob warmly.
“ It made me wild to hear that- Swiss cal
elniming to do what Iranky had done.
Besides, it was only fair to tell the truth.
Gunten was cetting o prize given to him
for acting bhravely, and all llt did was to
cower when the rmd agents were on him.
1t was a rotten swindle, ma'am, and [
thought it ought to be showp up!"

“'Phis alters the
ably,” said Miss Meadows. “I was not,
of conrse, aware of this. 1 accept
Richards' word, but I fear that Mr. Peck-

~over will place his faith in {;unten.“

" Meadosws.

“The Hillerest boys don’t,™ said Bob,
“Dicky. Bird told me he Lnew (mutf;,n was
lying ; and the rest think the same.

“In the circumstances, there is great
excuse for your action, Lawless. But I
am sure Mr., Peckover will take the view
that Richards is claiming the credit duc
o Gunten.”

“Tet him!” said Frapk contemptuously,

“ And the fact remains that there wos
a disturbance at Hillerest,” caid DMMiss
“Mr. Peckover haz reguested
me to use my influence to stop these in-
cessant troubles. I have tolkl him 1 shail
do so. 1t appears to me that this dispule
hetween Gunten and Richards is likely to
lead to further trouble, however.”

The Co. were silent,

They thought that very probable them-
selves.

“Now,” said Miss Mecadows, with a
return of severity in ber manner, “[ can-
not permit this. According to your state-
menty, Gunten is not a courageous lad.”

“A mqu funk ! grunted Bob.

b khem' If your ducnptmn of him is
mrrect, Lnawless, he is not I]Lel}f to seek
trouble with you. If therc is trouble,

therefore, it is likely to come from your
side,* '

Lk Ohiij :

«] require you threc hoys, therefore,
to make me a - promise,™ zaid  Miss
Meadows., “For a week from this date—

I will not make it longer than that—you
arc to avoid Kern Gunten as much as
possible.” |

“Willingly, ma’am.”

“ And if you meet him you are not i{o
quarrel with him,?”

“ Very well.”

« And, ahove all, you are not to fight
with him,” said Miss Meadows. ©“ You wiil
all three miake me a soleron promisc to
that effect. If you do so T s<hall be satis-
fied to let the matter drop.”

" Irank Richards & Co. brightened up.

They could not hth; looking on that oz
ay of extric ating thﬂmm

a rather cheap

Richards?™

case very consider-

!

1

S

- Blumpy.

" Guntoen,

L heavy face

- ATInS,

selves from an aflair which lr.}c}hetl vrather
serious.

“We promise, Ml-ﬁ Meadows,”
theee, with one voice,

£ Vury well! T know you will keep your
word,” said Miss Meadows. “You ma)
g0 now,”

Frank Richards & Co
checry when they
lessons. .

The trouble had blown over after all.

They were bound by their word not to
light Kern Guntcn, certainly; and per-
Baps they had heen thinking of giving the
impostor a licking, which he, well deserved.,

But they could well afford {o le}‘}t:Ih*
wﬂh that satisfaction.

“ After all, the pesky cuyﬂhb' (don ¢
matter,” said Bob Lawless. * Let him tell
all the erammers he likes, and be blowesd !
We won't fight hiin; and he’s not likely
to want to Heght us, Um glad #1's all
over!? | - '

“ Hear. hear!” =said ¥Frank, -

And the other fel lows, when they heard
what bad happened, agreed that the
chums of Cedar Ureek were well out of

sabd the

. Jooked much more
went in to morning

- their scrape. *

But were they?

There was an unexpected development
to follow, which Prank Richards & Co.
did vot 10re%f*e, and whicl: ceriainly Miss
Meadows never dreamernt of,

The 2nd Chapter.
| Qunton—~the Hero.
“{rreill Seott ! e
“What the merry dickeng-—"
Frank - Richards and Bob

uttered those exclamations
eously, in tones nf astonishiment.,
It was after lessons, and the cousins

]..Jd “H‘c"-"l
51[11 nitan-

L were riding away from-Cedar Creek,

Vere DBreauclere had gone home, but
Bob had some plrrc!.m:-;cs to make for his
father at the store in Thompson, and
Frank was ridiog up Lthe trail to the {own
with him.

Near thie town the 1itail
which led io HIHCT{;‘“L school.
CY¥rank and Bob halted ab the fork, and
locked up the Dillerest trail a8 a din of

b d.‘!thLd ot

cshouting and laughter reached their ears.

- A ﬂtfttbllnﬂ -1ffh{ mmet their gaze.
~(unten ! {53 exclaimoed Rob, '
There were ¢ix or seven Hilierest Followe

in the trail, and among them the chinw-

recopnised Dicky Bird and Fisher and

But the centre of att raction was hern
who on the previcus day bad
been thu hero of Hillevrest—more or less,
Probably, even belfore his story had been
denied, the Jlillerest fellows had  had
their douhtu about the ht‘FUhI!l 01 Guyuten.
If 1he heroisin was there, il was cértain
that he had never t]]“-r[lh]}ﬂfl it when wit-
nesses  were present, and somo fellows
opined that Gunten was drawing the long-

“how in his description of tht"_ﬂﬂ:h! Wltll

the road-agents.

Then Lhe ftrath. had come ont, and
though it was only IFrank Richards’ word
avalnst Gunten’s, there was not . a fellow

at Hillercest who doubted,

They knew  Frank—anidd thn knew
huutul even more thoroughly, _
Even Gunten's own uhnm Ikellér no

longer affected to believe that there was

a- word of truth in Gunten's story.

The Hillerest fellows were now, appa-
reptly, making it unmistakable what they
thought of the impostor, _

Gunten was standing in {he trail, his
white with passion, and his
eves burning under his thick brows.

Fisher and Blumpy were hu]rlmg_ hix
and Dicky Bird was busy with a
paint-brush, while the other fellows stood
round grinning. ‘

Frank and Bob rode nearer,
what was zoing on,

Dicky Bird was
touches. |

Large letters, in red paint,

wondering
They soon diséovered,
giving the finishing

formeod a

wortl across Gunten’s face, ]:emlmuw al
his right car and m;h‘mm at his left.
Th{_, letters were ratlicr irregujar, as

Gunten’s features were in the way, as it
were hut they were quite plain to read:
“H B R O
That was the word, and it was evidently
not bestowed in admiration.

“Now, that's really artistic,” Teky
Bird remarked, ¢ Gunten being o merry

“hiero, ought to be announced ar one for

all the section to see. You agree io that,
Gunten?™

The Swiss ground hiz fecih.

S 31e'll rub it off, you know,
Watson. ,

“Not before hie gets into Thompson,”
answered Dicky Bird coolly, ¥ He's goinyg
to have hiz paws tied so that he can’t.»

“Let me go!» }Llll‘d (runten.

“No fm_r' You've ¢ot to 11eno a4 leszon
abont lyving and h:.u_rr_rn*lg,j‘ snird DI(‘L’}'I
Bird.. “Mr, FPeckover can  helieve your
varps if he Hhes, az vou're his favourite s
byt we dor't want brogzart: and liavs at

L)

reniavked

Tillepest .2
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“71 told the truth!” muttered Gunten.

“0Qh, comc off, old man! You told
whoppers, you know. We know now that
it was Richards who cleared off the road-
dgents.”

¥ e f—— If Frauk Richards claims to
have done it, I'm ready to drive it back
down his throat ' said Gunten.

“ asy enough to say, as he’s not here! ”’
grinnced Dicky Bird.

There was o jingle as Trank Richards
rode forward.

“But T am here!” he called out,

The Hillerest feliows had been too in-
terested in their own husiness to obzerve
the two riders on the trail. |

‘But "they looked round now, and Kern
Gunten's eves burned at the -1"ht of the
chams of Cedar (Creek.

“Halle, you galoots!" exclaimed Dicky
Bird. “Here's our bero!”

“He. Inoks- it !’ grinned Bob Luawless.

SYWe'll  take - five cents for him!”
chuckled Fisher,

“Too dear at the price, old scout!””

“You've moseyed along juszt in the nick
of time!" chudkled Dicky Bird. “Gunten
is gticking to bis yvarn, and he's ready to
mop up the earth with Frank R]lerdu if
he contradicts it—he says 5o, at least.”

“Well. T do contradict t-——mew “ord 1
said Frank. “Gunten was cowering like
2 rabbit when the road-agents were there,
and he knows it. [ don't blame him for
not tackling them, of course; but there’s

ho excuse l’(}r [rreft'ndmg that he did. It's
spoof from beginning to end,” o

“Oh, we know that. old chap But,
T'1 tell you what.. Gunten! Here’s Frank
Richards! Stand up to Iim the same us
vou -did to the r(ra.d-agmlts. and we'll
believe vour varn - lock, stock, and
barrel, and let you oﬁ‘ ]

Gunten bit his lip hard.

He had tried his fortune with Franl
Richards bf:ior-:.. with Llhabtmm results |

to himself.

He was the bhigger .md nldvr of the
two; but the conrage was lacking.

There was a loud Lj,ug.fh from the Hill-
crest fellows.

“Go it, Gunten!”

“Gef down, - Richards! Give him a
chance.” :

Yrank lauched, and shonk his head.,

“Can't be done,” he answered. " Miss
Meadows has made us protise not to
fight, Gunten for a week to come. But |
don’t think Gunien minds”

“Hig, ha'! Nn”

Guntf!n st.artedd.

"What's that?” he exclaimed, " Vou've

prr;mw-d Miss Moeadows "

‘Yoo, three of us;g h'fuu:_h::rn as woll”
catd LRoh Lowiess.  “You will bave to
hottle up your feracious valonr for a bit,

{riytfen,  Nexat, I'rldcw 1s the
Ldn oblige vou.
“Ha, ha., ha!
l'}u'n'ten drew a gnick breath.
“¥ don’t, believe ‘that!” he said.
“What?"
“1'm ready to fackle Frank TRichards,
Or YOI, i"IthPT‘. Bob Lawless, and T be-
lisve you're putting up o lying excuse

carlicst we

f12

bheeanse  you're afraid!”  =aid  Gunten
deliberately.

Bob's face wag a sturdy.

“Why, you--yeu-you--"  he stut-
tered.

“You cad!” shouted Vreank Richarda,
“HT hadn™t prowised Mizs Meadows, 17
get " down Cand wipe wp the trail with
yau .’

(}un'tf n o anreped.

“Any excuse is beiter than none!” he
I'E,Iﬂ.{"]\f'd
"Why, Feeooe

“T sav, 1~. i, atlfuffht yoods about that

promise?” asked Dieky Bird, eycing the
two chums cautiously.
“Of eourse it istt sald Bob o anorily.

“1Do vou think we tell lies like {iun.tmn L

“Let me go!” exclaimed Guntet,  Let
me et ol them—cither of thum, I don't
care which!”:

“Jolly plucky. all of a sudden!” grinned
Dicky Bird. " Yon galoots were “duffers
to make - that. promise. Buppos¢ you
break ity" .

“We should get iuto jolly had trouble,

I gucss: bt we're not going to break
it.” sald Boeb. | “As tor Gunten, we'll

attend to him at the end of next woek !
“You'll attend to me before then!”
answered Gunten. And be broke away

from the: Hillerest telfows, and rushed at
the two riders.

1t wag  ¢vidently bhis  intenticn to
attack:

Frank and Bob wheeled their horses
away from him.

“Cowards!” yelied Gunicn., @ Stop!”

Bab set, his teeith bhard,

“We've  got to stand that., Franky!

Comec on! My word, T’} make the rotter
sit up for it later! Come on!”

Gunten was dashing at them again, as
hrave as a lion now.

There was no help for it. and the two
chums  set  their " horses to a gatlop,
leaving the Swiss panting in the trail.

If they wor» not 1o ticht Gunten, it
cortainly wouhld not have done to let
Grunten fiecht the ne; and I'LtI'Ldt: was tht,
only resnuree.

But it was a !nttor plll {o ‘;W.,I,llt‘lw

“Cowards!” yelled "‘Gunten after them. |

Roh Lawless slacked down.. -

“Franky! I-—-I guness I'm not {'omrr to
51::;111(1 that-——-""

: :
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; “(.;m;ne on, fathead!" avpswered anL

“Bute—-

“We've given our word Bah.”

Bobh Lawless scemed . to swallow some:
thmg with difliculty. But he nodded,
and the chums rode on to 'I‘hompson to
t.tl]f:l, In o Whltt lleat

_..c

The 3rd Chapter.
Dodging Qunten.

bllly Cook, the foreman of the Lawlezs
Ranc . rubbed his nose. ‘thoughtfully.

It was the following day—xXaturday--
and as therc¢ was no
Frank and his Cahnadian cousin were
‘making themselves usceful on the ranch.

There was always plenty of work to be |

done by willing hands, and the bands of
Frank and Bob were willing enough: and
they generally found plenty to do on
bdturda?h

They had been i the saddlc most of
ithe morning, and were riding back to
the rauch for a late lunch, wl]eu they
.met Billy Cook ou the plains.

Billy Cook was coming from Thompson,
and his expression became very thought-
ful at thc sig ht of his- boqs’-son -and
nephew. -

Th(, two qcllool'm}"b came trotting out
o the grass into the trail. and joined the
ranchman, to ride on with him. :

“Been on the raunges?” asked Billy.

“Yep! You’v* bu,u up to town?”
| asked Bob. -

Billy Look nodded -

*Anything  on' in Thompson?” asked

Frank Richards, noticing the ranchman’ 3
rather’ peculiar cxprebmou ' -

“Nope! . But—" -

. But what?” asked Bob. “I -can- see
you've got - somcthing on your- chest,
Bilh' Get it ot - ;

“I met young {xlmten at the sborc "
“Obh!"” :"I"Lll]"U] Bo

“He guve me a message for you,”
Bitly Cook. “I'd- have laid wmy ropc
- round him, only-——-"" He hesitated. “{

“techkon, Bob Lawless, you ain’t afeared
of that chunk of rurcmn trash‘”

Rob coloured.

I guess not,” he replied. ““hdt are
3011 ;.,bitlnrr at, Billyy™

“Well, said the foreman, “huutcn tr:}rl
me you ‘lit out vesterdav from him, and

~that he’fl wait for voua in T-hompsun this

gfternoon, if you carc to go. He'll he
on the waste Hruund bchmd the store at
tour o'clock.” -
“Oh! Will he?? -
“"Fain't my busincss to carry his
dashed messages,” sald Billy Cook. “But
I. reckoned 'd {ell you., Bob, so-that you
over. and lambaste the im-

Boly Lawless did not answer.

He gave I'rank a look, snd Frank
511’"11L‘.'£:Ld his shanlders in a 1mpc,lt:55 sort
of way.

Neither of the churs had cxpecied this
result, from the promise they liad made
lo Migs Meadows.

It never oceurred to them that Gunten
would take advantage of it in this cxtra-
ordinary way.

They kucw Lhe Swigs pretty well;
they were not prepared for sur.,h
cxhibition of unscrupulous cunning.

Gunten knew very well that their word
was their bond, and  that if they
made a4 promise to their schoolmistress,
they would keep b at all costs.

He knew, too. that if the promisec was
hroken, the penalty weould be  very
Miss Mecadows was not likely to
listen tn any ¢xcusc,

Probably the Swiss would have heen
wiiling to take g licking. to be assured
that Frank and Bob would be shown up.
to  their schoolmistress as  promisc
- hreakers.

Whether they Kept their prnm]br or
hroke it, the. Swiss steod to score unser

bhut
an

the peculiar circomstances. |

The chums rode on in. silence in a
worried frame of mind.

Billy Cook glupeed at them onee or

tm:. ¢, manifestly in o state of surprise.
Ilu ranch catie in sight, at, last.

“Waal. 1 told f:lllltt"!] I’d wive you his

message,” said Billy Cook, breaking the
sitence. “I 1lold him, too, that 1§
I;;({komd youwd take. him at bis werd,
ob

pon; and give him what he was dhixl!lg
or. '

Bob's e¢heeks erimsoned..

"I can’t, Billv!” he answered.

' }{31' ¥
- Bob Lawless explained how the
atﬁﬂf’]
1ull

matter
and Billy Cook nodded thought-

l reckon you shouldn't have let Gun-
ten know you'd passed your word to the
&Lhnnl -marin,” he remarked. -

“Perbaps not; but he would have
heard of it sooner or later: he meets
Ints of - the Cedar Creek chﬂpq at the
store.  Anyway. he knows now.

BI“‘L’ Cook arinned a little,

“1 wuess you're in for & high old time,
Br:rh" he said. -If I know Gunten, lie
won't let you rest now. And though [
take your mnrd. of course.
will think mu re only dodging the calont.
I guess you're going to have a lively time

with that eritter!”

The ranch foreman rode fmav to thE‘
corrals: and ¥rank and Dob went into
the lmuse with rather glhmn faces.

They realised that Billy. Cook was
opportunity pass, now that for a time he
held the upper hand. :

“*We've, 2ot to avoid the cad, that's all,
Bob,” Frank remarked.

Bnh made a restless movement.

“That ‘'means dndgmg him—with the
"gmg rotter ma,klng out al[ t’he tlme

b

Editor should be

school that day,

-said

had’

lots of folks
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‘away from him."

'Loh Lawtess startod

tahle.

¥
'

- right, and that (eunten would not let his |

“Wce shall look precious cowards. And
Billy's right; lots of folks will think that
promise is only a yarn. Gunten himseif
does, or pretends to. Why, the rotter
will be Tairly trailing us down, Franky,
and we shall have to fight hu:u, or run

said
Miss
lias

“Or else lety him  thrash us!”
Frank, with a grimacc. My hat!
\Ieaduws dldnt mean it, but she
landed us in - a precious suape"'

“You're late for lunch,” said Mr. Law-
!ess meeting them inside the ranch-house.

*Your muther $ had it kept hot for _},[)ll,
B(lh Go Jn’

“Yes, dad.” s w
; Frauk’ and - Bob went into the dining-
room, thinking miore about their peculinr
predicament . timn about, . their dinner,
though th:.,y were hunary. |

Tl]m ate i silence for some time.

Before the end of the meal, however,
np, withh a sudden
eXclamation.

“Frank, lock!”

- He pumted to the window.

From the window there was a wide view
of the plaing and the corrals in the
distance, and the trail that ran across the
"I‘db‘-:]dl]d towards the timber.

BOYS' FRIEND

' Y
that we're afraid of him!” he muttered.

Two riders had appeared cou the trail.:

and Frank Lr.nt, i start as he Iecogntlilsed
ill

Gunten and. Keller, tlle two hmss of
erest,

o

Gunten was f'rmnmg as hf} rode to“ards

the ranch.

Keller  seemed to be rather a.mused,'_'
too. -

“My hat!” exclaimed Frank, aghast.
"Bub they can’'t he coming l](}l‘b to kmk'

up a row, surely!”

Boh sct his. teeth. .

“What are they coming fOI’, then?”

" But your father——"

“Well, 1 guess the pop]m willt shiit
Gunten fast mmurrh il he makes himself
unpleasant.. But ‘Llu, cad wants to insult
us before our people, Frank, and we can’t
touch him!” . Bob c¢lenched his hands.
“*Fancy the worm playing such a game as
that, because.we’ve promised——"

The two Swiss disappeared from sight
from the windows, riding on towards the
big dvor of the ranch-housc.

Bob caught his chum by the arm.

“Come on, Frank!”

“Where?” asked Frank,

“We can’t let him see us.  Can't you
sec his game? He's going to ask to sce
usg, and start on us when he’s shown in.,
He's got- ne idea of decency. We can't
stapd  up  and be punched, 1 SUppose,
Let’s get out before he comes iu, and we'll
ride. over and see the Cherub. Gunten
won't. stay long.”

Frank Richards drew a deep breath.

It was humiliating and exasperating to
be dodging a . fellow like  Gunten, whom
e  heartily despiscd.” but  there really
seemed nothing ¢lze to he done.

The chuns quitted the dining-room, and

hurricd out at the hack of, the house, and
they heard Gunten diamounting at  the
front as they went.

Their unfinished meal remdmed on the

They ran ount their horses hurriedly, and

- mounted and rode away from the ranch-

house at a good specd,

“This way., We've gob to get cover.”
sald Bob, jerking his whip towards a belt
of willows.

MCover!” murmured Frank,
from Gunten! My word!™

“We don’t want him to spot vs,
give the whole rauc® the sight of
chasing us, and us running away,”
Bob bitterly.

. Fraonk nodded..

They were soon on the further side of
the awillows, streenerd {rom the ranch-
house, aud there Lthey let out their horses
to a gallop. heading for the distant
timber. | |

“Cover---

and
him
said

= e igr—

T'he 4th Chapter.
Enough for Keller!

Chop, ¢hop!

Vere Beauclere was splitting Ings out-
side the shack by the creek when Frank
and Bob rode up.

The Cherub glanced up, and nodded and
smiled to his chums.

“Hallo, .you fellows!” he satd cheerily,
“You're just in time. T was just going
in to brew some coffee.”

“(rood man!? said Beb,
you. get rid of it.
the logs?”

“Nearly ﬁmshed

“We'lt help
Like some help with

old chap. But what
Arc you tll’Jlll"” here? T thought you were
hu'w on- the ranch tord: Bl

“Gunten's after us. on the war- path,”

explained  Frank Richards. “We just
dodged him at the raneh.”
Beauclerc stared at them.
. |
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“ W lmt arc you drnmg atf ‘iou re not
runmng d,wa:y from that cad!” -
‘We are!” : %
“ But——-" |
“He knows ahout our promising Miss
Meadows, and so he's sta.rted in life as
) 1ermlous fighting-mgn,” said Bob rue-
tully. “You'll be in thc same boat,
Clwruh if the rotter comes across you!”

“My hat!” | |
Py ppa at home?” asked Bob.

“Nou; father's gone down to Kamloops,”
said Beauclere.  *1'm not expecting him
dark., Come in and have

hack before d
some couffee. By the way, is Gunten likely

,t“ iollow  you here 2"

‘We didn’ ¢ let him see
“But e may guess——->"
1 shouldn't wonder! We shall bave to

travel JAagain if he moseys along,” groaned
Bob. |

Beauclere led the way into the shack
and the coffee was hrewed,

The three chums chatted cheerily roun{l
the lire, while the wind sang without in
the pme trees, and a few ﬂakes ol snow
rustled round the building.

Bob Lawless kept one eye onm thf: optlt
doorway.

At was likely enough that, bafﬂed at the

us steaking off.”

ranch, Gunten would come 011 to the
&,lldl}l\ to see: Beauctere. [

The Swiss was eudmtly on the war-
path.

. It, was ball an hour ]ater tha.t- hoof-

_ in the timber, and two
riders came uut on the trail neat
shack. | -
“Here
grunt,
o Be.,luuler(, Lose to llls feet.
“Are we going to run for it?” asked
I ranh haly [dll;..'.'llll]ﬂ' and half exasperated,
"We'd better,” said Bob. “I'm not
going to break m;\« word to Miss Meadows,
and I ecan’t sit down and be licked by
Gunten.’ Come on!”

They ran out to the horscs, and Beau-

tlny are" saul Bolh, with a

clerc, with a.flush in his face, went to the

slted for his own steed.
He brought his hla,{.,ly. horsc out, and the
three Lhums mounted.

sunten touched his horse with the wlu]r.

and came on at a gallop.

" 8top, you cowards!” he shouted,

“Stop!” roared Keller. * Funks!
The three rode out on the plain, with

Gunten and Keller in bot pursuit.
} ob Lawless’ eyes gleamed.

“We can't touch (Gunten,

“But we cap touch he!lar——hard'
'l make him sorry he's called.”
Ht., wheeled his borse.

“Charge them ! he said.
“*Right-ho, Bob!" '
Tlm threc riders, in-a line, rode back

at the pursuers, at full .gallop.
They were well aware that the ftwo

LR ]

he  said.
I guess

'wl% would not have the nerve to stand

.umt the cliarge.
they came  rushing on., Gunten
dragr.:c-l his Lorse to ope side, and Keller
1o the other, leaving them room to pass.

They did net mean Lo risk being rlddﬁn
down.

Bub Laswless spun round after Keller,
his riding-whip in his hand. |
The whip came across keller's shoulders

with a terrific glysh, and there was a wild:
yell from the Swiss,

“Yarooh! Ol! Yoeop!”
L.ash, lash!
KeHer, yelling with pain, ]mt SPUFS 0

his horse, and dashed away in full Aight.
Bob riding as cilesc as he could. casily
keeping pace, and lashing out with the
whip with great vigowr,

Frank Richards and laugh-
ing, réde behind Bob, after them
canme hern Gunten,

ft was not till Keller had been soundly
thrashed and was -I1r1c.}.1ng for mercy
that: Bob Lawless “let up.”

Then the Swiss rode away, still howling
with anguish, and Frank Richards & (o,
galloped on aevoszs the prairie.

Gunten shouted {o Nhis comrade,
who bhad plainly had enough, did
1not cven answer him,

He rode away towards Thompson, howl-
ing and gasping, leaving Kern Gunten to
his own devices.

Bob Lawless looked hack, and waved hl'a
hand teo Gunten.

The Swiss shook his fist furiously in
respohsc, awmd wheeled hiz horse Lo ride
after Kceller.

Beauclere,
and

The 5th Chapter.
Yen Chin Takes a Hand.
Frank Richards & Co. were looking---
and feeling-—unnsnuaily thoughtfui as they
rade Lo school on Monday morning. -
They wondered whether they would see

“anything of Kern Gunten that day.

It seemed only too probable.

Their week of probation was not half
over vet. For seven days their promise
too Miss Meadows held good, and the cun-
ning Swiss was well aware of it.

The advantage he was taking of thelr
predicament nonplussed the chums ol
Cedar Creek. They simply did not know
how to deal with the rascal.

As theyv came within sight of the lumber
school they found a lu}r%enmn waiting in
t,hp trail,

It was Gunien.

He grinned at the sight of the trio.

He was waiting in the middle of the
trail, and they had to pass him to gct to
auhool_—ur be late for lessons.

Gunten, apparently, was rlbhtng being

Iate at Hillerest.,

Frank Richards & Co. &lachenml sr:«eed

“ Well, there he is!” grunted Bob Law-
fecg, =} reckoned we'd see him to-day.
What's the pro-
gramme?”

“*We can't stand much. more of thl‘s"”
growled DBeauclerc angrlly “ And there's

Chunky and Yen Chin ﬂ'rmmng like a pair.

of Cheshire cats!”
“ Blow them!”
- Chunky Tcid;_:ersa and Yen Chin,
Chinee, were leaning against a big
near ('mnben looking omn.

the
tree
And certainly

"l they were grlnmng

the

ptop!”

bt
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They seemed to ﬁnd something entere
taining in Frank Richards & (o.'s pre-

dicament.
“(Come omn, you fellows!” shouted
Chunky. < Are you going to be late?”

Gunten gripped his riding-whip.

“Yep! Come on' ' he called out mdnk-
ingly.
“Hang him!® said Bob savagely*

« Jevver hear of such a mean, pesky cad?

He's going to lay into us with that whip.

And what are we going to do?»
“Gallop, and chance it!” said Iranh
“He can’t follow us into Cedar Creek,

anyway. }E"len’c:,r of fellows there to mop
bim up.”

Yen Chin detached himmself from thé

the t.mil.hehind Gunten,

FYbe Swirs did not heed the litt
Celestial; his e:fea were fixed upon Fra

lichards & Co

- Yrank drew a quick hreath.

* Look, you chaps!. Yen Chip—
hat !’
The little Chinee made a sudden spring,
and reached Gunten, and gripped his foot.
Belore Gunten knew what was happcn-
ing lic' was jerked up and over, and rolled
off his horse on the other side.

Bump! 3
‘There was a fearful yell from the Swiss
as he landed in the trail.

The fall had bruised him considerably,
and dazed bim, and he lay in the grass

yelling.
ahd dashed

My

His startled horse reared
aside. .

With a le..lp like a l}nt Yen Chm landed
fallen Swiss, and his knee wus
planted on Guunten's chest.

*“Me gotee!” grinned Yen Chin.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarced F *;mk Richards
& Co., as they rode up.

“Good old heathen!’ chuckled Bob.

Yen Chin grinned up at them.

“#Me tinkee watchee Guhtee!” he =aid

checrily. “Guntee wvelly bad boy. Me,
Yen Chin, good boy! Oh, yes!?

“Good as ﬂ'olrl" chuekled Frunk,
“ Better, in fact! Ha, ha, ha!®

{(xuntcn began to stru"gle,

- He was a good deal more powerful than
the little Chinee, but he was at a hope-
less d:mdvantage and he could not thmw
Yen Chin off.

“ Let up, you heathen!® he yelled.
scalp you for this! Let up, [ say!»

“{runtee velly had boy!*

STl smash you !” ?

“ No- smashee pool i’ Yen lhln'” said
the Chinee checrfully. *Mce killee Gun-
tee! Me gotee knife!”

The - heathen's bhand disappeared under
lu» loose garments, and reappeared with

a huge [ld‘wp knife in it.

Yen' Chin's eyes glittered down at
Gunten as he pmce:.dcd io open the knife
with hiz teeth.

Gunteén’s face became as white as ehalh,

Whether Yen Chin intended his threal
seriously or nol, bhe certaiily.looked as
if ho did.

“T.et up.” shricked tGuntén.

“You waitee one minute—me killee!"’
chirrnped Yen Chin., “Me cutee oft ugly
ole head —oh, ves!”

“Help!” yelled Gunten. * Help

“My word! I helieve the  beathen
means it !’ stuttered Chunky Todgers, in
dismay. ¢ Here, Yen Chin, you ass, cOmMs

o

Shunky .aurfht. the Chinaman hy the
shoulder, und Yen Chin turned on him
with » snarl and a flourish of the knife,

and Chunky leaped away promnptly.

“0Oh, erumhbs !’

“Yens touchee, and me killee you, Lno,
fat Chunkee!®

“ Oh, dear!
yelled Chunky.

“Help ! roared  Gunten,
Lawless! Help!™

The chums of Cedar Creek jumped down
from their hor:zos,

Yen Chin waz wuch a qgueer fellow that
there was no telling what he might or
might not do, and they dy] not mean t
run any risks of sccing him v killee ®
Gunten.

Frank Nichards canght him by the arny,

by Lebtee gn !’ shonted Yen l'fhiu.

“‘Uome .off, you younz aks!

L ‘\TP wantee klllve Guniee !’

“You young ass! Come off, T {ell mu"'

Frank dragged {bhe Chince up, and
shouted to Gunicen:

“ Hook it while you've got the chanes !

Kern Gunten did-not need telling (wice,
He was nnt thinking of his objecl in
coming there now. He serambled to hig
fect and ruﬂ-hed for his horse.

“ Letee go! siirteked Yen  Clun,
“ Klanky, you letee me go! Me killeo
ﬁuntacu-- r-utee oft ugly ole head you het !
0!1 (w .

lettu. {Iatter' -

Hardly waiting to get his leg over the
saddle, (Gunten dashed away on his horse,
and vanished up the trail to Thompson.

Yen Chin grinned, and closed his knife,
which disappeared into  his ﬂarmpnta
again,

“ Klighten ole
het,!'” he remarked.
tinkee me killee-——oh, ves!  Velly blave
ole ‘posstm, Guntee!  What you tinkee?»

Frank Richards laughed.

“« Gruntee velly bad boy,™ said Yen Chin.
“Wantee fightee  hecawse  sillee  ole
Flankce make silee plomige-—-oh, yes! Me
lookee aftee Flankee, Me, Yen Chin,
velly good hoy.™

And the Chinee toddled on to school
with Frank Richards & Co., evidently ex-
trcmcly well pleased with himself.

THE END.

“ 101
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Stop him, you chaps!”
“ Frank

.....

Guntee one time, vou
“ Rillee dle dufiea
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