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The 1st Chapter.
A Surprise for Jimmy Silver & Co.

“Another new master!”

“Oh, my hat!"

Jimmy Silver & Co., of - this Fourth
¥orm at Rookwood, chuckled.

They were strolling in the quadrapgle
after morning lessons, which had been
taken in the Form-room, with Bulkeley,
the prefect, in charge.

For the present the Fourth Form
lacked a Form-master.
That @ new man was coming, in a

hurry, they kpew, and  the sight of a
stranger at the gates, speaking to Mack,
the porter, interésted them at once.

They guessed that this was the new
master of the Fourth.

And the Fistical Four pausged, at a
respectful distance, to look at the "new
man.”

He was a short. plump man, with a

little fat noge and a very rich - com-
plexion. -
Good-nature beamed from his  plump

face, and in that respect he contrasted
very strongly  with the récent new
mazter of the Fourth, who had come and
vone since Mr. Bootles was dismissed by

_the Head.

“Looks rather a jolly dog.," remarked
Arthur Edward Lovell. “Not like the
last man."

Jimmy Silver looked thouvghtiul,

-

| THE NEW MASTERS DISAGREE!

“Blessed if I like the idea of ragging
that chap. He looks so good-tempered,”
he remarked. “But we've agreed to rag
everybody. the Head puts in Bootles'
place, till he lets Mr. Bootles come back.”

“Yues, rather,” said Raby.

“But, I siy, that's rather hard on the
new man, if he's decent,” observed New-
come, “He can't help the Head bheing a
rather obstinate mule, and he probably
don't know anything about Bootles being
sacked, and the-other masters reésigning
in sympathy."”

Jimmy nodded.

“Yes: perhaps we ought fo give him a
chanee,” he said. “ Anyhow, we needn’t
be in a hurry.  Hallo, here he comes!™

The stranger left Mack at his lodge,
and came along across the quad, towards
the four juniors.

As he evidently intended to speak to
them, Jimmy Silver & Co. waited for him
to come up, and “capped " him respect-
fully.

“Good-morping, my boys!” said the
plump gentleman, in a rich, rolling voice.

*Good-morning, -sic!"™ said the Fistical
Four cheerily.

”]":m you belonz to the Fourth Form:”

il FE_E‘!

“Then 1 am your new master,” said
the plump gentleman, with an expansive
smilé. “My name is Whibbs, my. young
friends.”

And, somewhat to the surprise of the

&

chums of the Fourth, Mr. Whibbs shook
hands with them one after another, in-
quiring their names-as he did so.

Mr. Whibbs seemed bubbling over. with
good-nature.. Indeed, Jimmy Silver & Co.
had never come in contact with so veéry
expansive a gentleman hefore,

The juniors’ counld.not help liking him,
bit, at the sume time, they could'not
help thinking that it was a little odd.

*[ hope we shall be very good friends,”
snid Mr. Whibbs, “Delightful old place
—what?" he added, looking round.

“We're rather prond of HRookwood,
sir,"” assented Jimmy Silver.

It was true that Rookwood was a de-
lightful = old "place, "yet the remark
seemed to come oddly from the new
Form-master. .

*And delightful boys, I am sure,”
tinued Mr. Whibbs.

“0h, quite so, sir,” said Lovell gravely.
“And in us, sir, you. behold the pick of
the bunch.™

“I am sure of it,”" said Mr. Whibhs
heartily. “Delizhtiul! Undoubtedly.
So yvou have lost vour Form-master?”

“He's left, sir.”

“Mistak® on his part,” said ¥Mr. Whibbs,
shaking his head. “Delightful . place,
Delightful boys.  Delightful: headmaster,
I'm: sure—eh?” '

* Q-quite s0!" stammered Jimmy; more
and more surprised by the effusivencss of
Mr., Whibbs,

con-

L. e e
“Why did: he leave?" -asked - Mr.
Whibbs. *“Unsatisfactery—what? Drank,

perhaps? Sad IL'l.E]iu-,: in a'man.”

The Fistical Four almost jumped, ot
the bare idea of Mr. Bootles drinking.

“Not at all,” said Jimmy hastily.

“No! I'm glad. It's foolish of a man
to put an enemy in his mouth to steal
away bhis  brains,” " said. Mr. Whibbs
solemnly. “My dear boys, never look on
the wine when it iz red. Never touch
the cap that inebriates! You will grow
o be sorry  for it. It may rmn your
career. It may lead to infinite difliculties
in securing a berth. Mark my words.”

“0h, my hat!” murmured Raby.

“Why did he leave, then?” asked Mr.

Whibbs. “Does the headmaster drink®™”
“Eh?*
“I hope mot. It's a sad failing in a
man."”

“I—1 suppose you're joking!™ gasped
Jimmy Silver, while Lovell and Raby and
Newcome stared at Mr. Whibbs blankly.

“Eh? Oh, ves. Of coursc. Ha, hal!”
sald Mr. Whibbs. = “Let me see. You
were going to tell me why your late

Form-master left.”

Jimmy gave hizs chumz o quick look.

This seemed - an excellent opportunity
for acquainting the new master with the
state of affairs at Rookwood.

“Mr. Bootles didn't exactly leave, sir,”
s:!id Jimmy. “*He was dismissed, but

He's  staying In

he hasn't really gone.
the village.™
“By gad!
“The Head was down on him,” porsaed

1z he?™

Jimmy. “It. turned ount that he was
wrong, but he wouldn't change his mind,
s0 Mr. Bootles had to go. Nearly all the
other masters went on strike, and re-
signed, as a protest.”

“My word!"” said-Mr. Whibbs.

“They're all staying: at the jion ag
Coombe,” pursved Jimmy Silver. * And
a new lot of masters have come in. They
—ahem !—they're not quite like -the old
masters. They, seemmed to have been ecne-
gaged in rather a l:arry.”

Mr. Whibbs starced. =

“Oh! That accounts'™ he ejaclated.
“I was engaged in rather a hurry, too.
But for that—ahem! Pray proceed..

“The man who came to take the Fourth
had to gzo, and we've heen takeéen by a
prefect since,” explained Jimmy Silver.
“The other men are still here, but they
don't get on with their Formas, Al the
fellows want their own Form-masters
back."

“0Oh!" sajd Mr. Whibhs. “And youm
boys want your own Form-master back—
what ¥

Jimmy hesitated o moment.

It did not scem exactly polite to tell
Mr. Whibbs that they did not want him.
But he felt bound to state the fact.

(Continwed on next page.)
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“Well, yes, sir,” he said frankly. “We
—we don't like to sce another man io
Mr. Bootles' place.” :

“Quite natural,” said Mr., Whibbs,
with & nod. "Loyal, and all that. Ha,
ha! I'm sorry for Mr. Bootles. Sorry
for them all. On strike! Ha, ha! What
an ideal! Very worrying for the head-
master, I'm sure. But perbaps he had
his reasons for clearing them all. out. He
may have discovered that they drank.”

“Wha-n-at!" -

“1t’s a gad failing in & man,” said Mr.
Whibbs, blinking at the astounded
juniors. “For inatance, take the case of
a man with his M.A. First-class man in
every respect, suitable for any position;
but he drinks! No beadmaster will
engage him. Can't be expected to. He
can't get an appolntment. Can’t do any-
thing but borrow money from his
friends. Live from bapd to mouth. If
he bags an appointment he loses it again.
Can't even bag an appointment, unless
somebody’s in a hurry for a man, and
can’t stop to inquire into his antecedents.
Boys, remember this all your lives.
Never touch the frst drop! If you do
you'll never touch the last drop. Bear
that in mind!”

And, with ap aflable nod, Mr. Whibbs

‘trotted off to the School House, leaving

Jimmy Silver & Co. rooted to the ground,
more astounded than they had ever hecn
ip their Lives, _

T ———

The 2nd Chapter.
The New Master,

“Is he potty?”

Arthur Edward Lovell was the first to
recover his voice, and he gasped out that
question hlnnﬂlr.

“My *only hat!" murmured Jimmy
Hilver. “If he isn’t potty, he's so near it
that it makes no differénce.”

»Seems a good-natured chap, though,”
gald Newcome,

“(Good-natured enough! But—"

Jimmy Silver wrinkled his brows in

ught.

“1s it possible?” he murmured.

*Is what possible?"”

“He—he seemed jolly excited!” said
Jimmy. “"Tain’v vatural for a Form-
master to talk like that! And—and oe
was harping on the subject of drinking!
LCan it be possible that—that—"

“That he dropped into the Bird-in-
Hand op his way here?” grinned Lovell.

“Well, it really looks—" e

“Form-masters don't do such things,
said Raby. :

“Well, you beard what be said. And
he's been engaged in a bhurry,” said
Jimmy Silver.” "I can’t help suspecting
that that johnny has had an uproarions

st, and he's kept it dark; and the

1&'& been in too big a Iul:;ry to .'.““J
“0Oh, - my e sald Lovells

ercome by the idea.
 wBlegwed if 1 know what to make of
him!" said Jimimy Silver. “We had an
idea of n_lggi.ug the new man, till he was
fed up, and left, But—but I don't like
the idea of ragging that chap.”

“Give him a chance, anywiay.

The dinper-bell rang, and the Fistical
Four went into the School House, in a
thoughtiul mood.

Certainly the new Form-master was the
quecrest customer they had ever met,
and they wopdered what lessons would
be like in the Fourth Form-room that
afternoon.

They wondered, too, what impression
he would make upon the Head. :

If he displayed such exuberant spirits
in Dr. Chisholm’s study., it was pretty
certain that the grave old gentleman
would be greatly scandalised.

For once the Fistical Four were rather
keen to get in to leasons.

“1 gay, Jimmy, the new man's come,”
said Tubby Muftin, joining the Fistical
Four ag they were making for the class
room.

“ Late, for once,” grinped Lovell. . We
bhad the pews before you, Tubby! We've
seen him.” :

“Seen bhim!" exclaimed Mornington.
“What's he like?"

“Like nothing we've secn before!™ said
F:ﬁl’ll with & chuckle. “Merry as a
ark !"”

“Oh, gad!” said Morny.

“Chirpy as a cricket!” grinned Raby.
“1 shouldn't be surprised to see him
cake-walking in the ¥orm-room!™

“Eny"

“Something wueer about the new

man " asked Conroy.

“Well, be's not cast in the usual mould
of a giddy Form-master,” said Jimmy
Silver.  ~Still, he mayn't be any the
worse for that. Let's give him a chance.”

The juniors bhad scarcely taken their
slaces  in  the Form-room when Dr.
‘hisholm entered with the new master.

Jimmy Silver & Co. eyed them very
curiously. ;

To their surprise—perhaps to their dais-
appointment—Mr. Whibbs was as grave
as a funeral mute. :

Dr. Chisholm presented the new master
to the Form, with a few quiet words, the
juniors listening very respectfully.

“In case of any difficulty with your
Form, Mr. Whibbs, you will send for
me,"” copcluded the Head, with a warning
glance at the Fourth. :

scertainly, sir!” said Mr. Whibhs,

Y do not- anticipate any difileulty,
however,” said the Head. "I will leave
you now to your Form.”

And the Head rustled out.

Mr. Whibbs accompaoied him to the
door, and bowed him r1espectfully out,
with a gravity of manoer that was
almost mﬁ-lik&.

The moment the door had closed upon
Dr. Chisholm, however, his manner

d. Evidently it cost Mr. Whibbs
an effort to remain serious for long.

nlmﬁiﬁ'

RMY TIMES!

(Continued from the previous page.)

He turned to the juniors with an ex-
pansive smile. .

“Now, my boys, we are going to
work!" he said briskly. ;

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy Silver, as the
Form-master seemed to expect an answer
from somebody.

“Work hard, and play hard, that is my
motto,” said Mr. Whibbs, beaming.
“Hard work, however, has onc draw-
hack. You feecl the need of a little
stimmulant. Let me warn you mnever to

feld to that craving, bowever. 1t may
ead to your being sacked—I should say,
dismissed—and to endless dilliculties in
securing another post.”

“0Oh, my hat!" murmured Mornington.

The Fourth-Formers starcd, and per-
haps their stare recalled Mr. Whibhs to
himeelf, and helped to fix his wandering
mind on the business in hand.

At all events, he became grave ::&ain.
and the Form plunged into the alter-
noon's work. ;

Jimmy S8ilver & Co. were again sur-
prised at finding that Mr. Whibbs was
quite equal to his work with the Fourth.

From - his manner they had not ex-
pected that his scholastic attainments
would be great.

But they found that he krew his work,
and wag evidently accustomed to the
position he was In.

They  could not h'ﬂﬂ wondering, how-
ever, wllg' he had left his former appoint-
ment, wherever that had been.

And it was impossible to help drawing
certain conclusions from what be had
gaid in the guadrangle.

However, they found their new Form-
mmaster a wvery agreeable man to: work
with, and for an hour or &0 everything
went well in the Fourth Form-reom.

Matters were going better there, in
fact. than in some of the other rooms—
especially the Third, whence there came
at intervals loud noises that were not
quite in- keeping with the pursuit of
knowledge. ' \

The ' new master of the Third had
proved unequal to dealing with the fags,
and, fag-like, the Thi were - taking
advantage of the fact. et

There was quiet pursuit of knowledge
in the Fourth Form-room; but it was to
be ohbserved that as the afternoon wore
on ‘Mr. Whibbs became curiously down-
cast and thoughtful.

He moved restlessly about, and. his
temper began to fail him.

He snapped several times at Tubby
Muffin, who was obtuse, as usual; and
even rapped Higes over the knuckles with
a rualer. X

He looked at his watch at last.

“Bless my soul! It is time I took my,

medicine I"™ he exclaimed. “Silver!”
“Yes, sir?™
“You are head-boy o tPla Form, 1
bollewe Py e man s IR
:.“Gh-r Jr | ﬂ TJ*___.‘; 3 -\.__1 l.- i .
11 _shall Resvd you in“charge-for a -few
minutes. ;1 have to take my medicine at.

this hour—doctor's orders.
quiet_here while I am gone!™

“Certainly, sir!"

Mr. Whibbs left the Form-reom with a
hurried atep.

And the moment he was pone a buzz
of voices broke out in the Fourth Form-
room.

‘Pray keep

L

The 3rd Chapter.
A Happy Afternocon.

“What grlca a rag?" asked Mornington.
*“ Hear, hear!"

“Might lock him out!™ suggested
Morny. :

“0Or put ink on his stool!” said Oswald.

“And gum bhis books!” soggested
Tommy Dodd.

“Good egg!” : :

“Hold on!" exclaimed Jimmy 8ilver.
“I've been left in charge of the Form,
to keep order, you know.”

e Rutﬂ!"

“Bosh!"

“Bure, haven't we agreed to rag the
haste, and make bhim quit, s0o that
Bootles can comeé back? exclaimed
Tommy Doyle.

“1 think the man ought to be given a
chance,” said the captain of the Fourth.
“He's not a bad sort, and we¢ don't want
to get him into trouble with the Head.
He's done nothing to us."

“He's rapped my knuckles!™ growled
Higys.

“He's jawed me!"” said Tubby Muffin.

“You're enough to make any wman
jaw!" answered Jimmy. *Look here, you
fellows, kKeep qiet, and give the man a

chance ! .

“0Oh, any old thing!" yawned Morning-
::‘"“;.. “1 wonder what be's gone out
or?

“To take his medicine, he said,” an-
swered Jimmy. : 3

#“He's a joliy long time taking ft!»
grinned Mornington. L

Which was true.

The clock-hands were travelling round,
and Mr. Whibbs did not return.

Tommy Podd jumped up at last.

“Time we got off,” he said. * We're due
for our chemistry with Manders,”

And the Modern jumiors left the Form-
room, to head for Mr.. Manders' House,

The Claszical:s remained, to await the
return of Mr. Whibhbs.

Footsteps were heard outside at last.

The buzz died away as Mr, Whibbs came
in. All eyes were fixed uwpon -him.

There was 2 deep flush in his face, and
his eyes had a fshy glitter in them,

Even the most unsuspicious member of
the Classical Fourth conld not help having
a susgpicion as to thé nature of the “ medi-
cine® Mr. Whibbs had been taking.

As if the medicine had “bucked ® him,
he was quite good-humoured again, apd
his flushed face wore an expansive smile.

“I am glad to see,” gaid Mr, Whibbs,
@ {hat you bave kept good order during

haye never.- Lutped ljnbi
Ry Won ihe o

my shsence, You are a good little boy,
Silver!®

“Thank you, sir!? murmured Jimmy,

Mr. Whibbs blinked over the class.

% Are pot some of the boys absent?®
he asked,

“ Only the Moderns, sir.”

“The whatt”

“The Moderns,” : =

“I do not understand you, Silver,” said
Mr. Whibbs gravely. “ You do not mean
to imply that some of my class are more
modern than the others? Do you mean
youngeri»

“0h, my hat!® murmured Jimmy.

“What did you say, siivert?”

“ Ahem ! I-=I mean, some of the Fourth
helong to the Modern side, sir,” explained
Jimmy Silver, *“They've gone to stinks—
[—I mean, chemistry—in Mr. Manders
House, sir.”

Mr, Whibbs wag silent for a [few
moments, as if weighing that explanation ;
and the juniors watched him,

“Have they the headmaster’s permis-
sion to ﬁui th ni'?ﬂ }Lﬁ us!-:edtat, len

“Yeg, sir, It—it's usual."

“In that case,” said Mr, Whibbs, *1I
ralse no objection, 1 have not yet made
the acquaintance of Mr. Manders. Does
he drink ?®

“ Wha-at?” _ :

“] sincerely hope not,” said Mr. Whibbs.
“It's & sad failing In a man, It may lead
to a painful scene with one¢'s headmaster,
and the loss of a valuable appointment.”

“ Indeed, sir!" gasped Jimmy.

%It s true, my boy,” said Mr. Whibbs
blinking at bim. *Shakespeare— 1
trust you boys read Shakesptarg——"

# Ye-e-e8, sir.? _

“I*am glad of that. A great man,
Silver—a very great man—though I have

a suspicion that he drank.”

Hﬂ :!"

“A sad failing in -20 great a ma
Silver!™ said r. Whibbs, while Lt}

Fpurth sat breathless. © Very sad indeed !
However, as [ was saying, Shakespeare
remarked, with his usual per-per-perspi-
cacity, *Ob, that men shoul ut an
enemy Into their mouths to steal away
their brains!' ™ ;

“ Ded-did he, sir?® stuttered Jimmy.

“He did, Silver! Doubtless he was
speaking from uxgnrhm:a, for I have a
5 f::{:]lg ﬁllapiulﬂn that he drank.’

“ A man who drinks,” pursugd the poor
gentleman, “is a lost man! It is the first
glass that does the mischief, Remember
that, Silver!” ]

Jimmy Silver of the Fourth was not
much in need of such a warning, and he
could only gaszp. !

“Look at me!" continfied Mr, Whilihs,
The command was unnedessary, for all the
‘ourth were staring_at/Mr. Whibbs as if
their gaze was glued ﬁpcin him. *“Look
at me! After that exceedingly painful
seene at Wooderoft Sechiool, when the bead.
master addreseed me jh terms that I can
only describe. as ungéntlemanly,. T deter-
mined never ouch alcohol a

wedieal man.” oA ; _

“0Oh, gad!” murmured Mornin

“ We will now resume,” said Mr. wg ha,
changing the subject . quite suddenly.
“What s the next lesson, Silver? I
think you said your name was Bilver?®

4. ¥ea, air.”

“What is the next lessom, my young
friend ?” asked Mr. Whibbs, with ap agree.
able smile.

His “young friend  gasped, while the
rest of the Fourth grinned.

“J—] think we should have.geography
next,” etuttered Jimmy Silver at last.

#“Quite 0! A most valuable study.®
sajd Mr. Whibbs. “There are doubtless
books here, my young friend, relating to
this important branch of study #®

“Ye-g-3, sir !

“ Will you have the goodness, Copper
I think you sald your name was Copper?”

% Bilver, sir!"” stammered Jimmy.

“Quite so! My mistake!™ said Mr.
Whibbs. *“ Silver is a much more valuable
thing than copper, my boy, Coppers, in.
deed, are sometimes excessively objection-
able. A copper was mixed up in the un-
pleasant transaction which preceded my
departure from my former apl!.vpintmeut.“

“ A—a—a copper!® gasped Jimmy.

“ Otherwise a ;;mnn.-emauzﬂ said Mr,
Whibbs. “Ha, ha!?

“Ha, ha!” echoed the Fourth.

% However, to return to our subject.®
said Mr. Whibbs, “the next lesson, I think
you said, is on the subject of geography?”

“ Yes, sir.®

“Will you bave the kindness to hand me
a book and point out the place?®
* & With pleasure, sir!®

Mr. Whibhs took a book; but ag he held
it upside down, it did not seem likely to
prove very useful to him, ; .

He blinked at it, bowever, with great
seriouiness,

« Silver!® he rapped out suddenly.

“Yes, sir2®

“Keep stilll® -

“J—1'm keeping still, sirl? 5

“ And tell your brother to keep sti]l!®
exclaimed Mr. Whibhs severely.

“ My—my brother, girf® ;

] presume that the other hoy who is
so like you is your brother,® said Mr.
Whibbs, staring at him. #*Bodth of you
keep still!™

Jimmy Silver could only stare.

Certainly there was flo other fellow in
the Fourth much like Jimmy, and it was
very plain that Mr. Whibbs! “medicine ®
had causged him to zee two Jimmy Silvers.

“What iz vour Christian name, Silvert™
agked Mr. Whibbs suddenly.

% Jimmy, sir—I mean, James.=®

# And what is your brother's name?”

That was rather a poser, ]

“ J.J-James, too!” gasped Jimmy at
last.

“ How very singular!® said Mr. Whibbs,
in surprise. “You are both ngmed James!
Eamis tho First and James the Second!
Ha, ba!", -

“Ha, ha!? gasped the Fourth.

“Very singular indeed!” - =aid- Mr,
Whibbs. % s . your father drink,
Sllvert® £rh

g:jn._ alll -, :
E a
f

“N.-no, sir!"

“T am glad of that—very glad indeed!
Are you older than your brother, Silver®”

“Nunno, sir! J-j-just the same age!"

“Ah! Then you are twins! Pray Keep
still, Silver, and tell your brother to Keep
atill @lzo, It is very disconcerting to =ce
the pair of you whirling about-in this
extraordinary manner,’”

“Oh, my hat!*®

“We will now,” said Mr. Whibbs, “en-.

large our knowledge of geology. I think
you said geology, Silver?

“Geograpliy. sir!”

“You certainly said geology! Once

for all, Silver, is the next lesson geology,
or geography?" :

“Geography, sir.”

“Very well; I will aceept your state-
ment, Silver, though you appear to be
a very absent-minded boy."”

The Form-room door opened at is
point, and a little dark French gentle-
man entered.

It was Monsieur Blanc, a new master,
who had taken the place of Mossoo Mon-
ceau, who was “on strike " with the rest
of the Rookwood gtafl.

The time that should have been de-
voted to geography was past, and it was
time for the new French master to take
the class.

Monsicur Blane bowed to the Form-
master and came in.

The jupiors sat breathless.

The 4th Chapter.
On His Neck,
Mr., Whibbs turned to the French
master.

He returned the foreign gentleman's
bow with great politeness.

“Good-afternoon, eir!™ he said.

“Bon jour, monsicur!” answered Mon-
sleur Blanec. : i

“Very kind Indeed of you to give me a
look-in!" said Mr. Whibbs politely. “Pray
take a seat.”

The Frenchman looked puzzled.

“l have come to take ze cluss, mon-
sleur,” he replied. It is ze hour.”

“You have come to take my clags?”

o EI'IIariaHmﬁ; nmnaiﬂlin”d

“T fa comprehend you, sir,” said
Mr. Whibbs m:rldli “Do you imply that
the Head is dissatisfied with my method
of condueting my class?"”

Monsieur Blanc raised his eyebrows.

“It is trois heures et -demi,” he ex-
plained. '

“I am quite aware, sir, that it is half-
past three, You wander from the point.
Is the Head dissatisfied with my methods
of conducting my class, or is the Head
not dizsatisfied with my methods of cons
ducting my class?" = demanded Mr.
Whihba,

“Je n'en 2ais rien—1 know nozzing of
L zat," mswered the-surprised Frencnman.
““1 take ze class in French,' . _
+ “¥You will do nothing of the sort, sir!”

“Comment” i

[

-can- fome and teth me so. 1 refude to
have my elass taken out of my bands in
“this’surreptitions way!" '

“Mon Dieu!™

“1 do not regard it, sir, as playing the
game!" zaid Mr. Whibbs severely. “The
only “explanation I can think of is that
the Hend drinks.”

wE vat'!u

*Retire, slr!” said Mr. Whibbs, waving
his hand.

*Mais—mais—-"

“There, sir, is the door!™

“Mais—but I have come to take zis
class!” ejaculated the astounded French-
man. “It is trois heures et demi!™

“We have French at hali-past three
to-day, sir," ventured Jimmy Silver.

Mr. Whibbs spun round.

“Did you speak, Silver?”

“Yes, gir. It's timé for the French
lesson.”

Mr. Whibbs seemed to bo considerin
that statement with deep gravity, bu
eévidently the sense of it did oot penetrate
his confused mind.

He turned to Monzieur Blane, who had
gone to the master's desk,

“What! Are you still bere?” he ex-
claimed.

“Mais oul, moosleur.”

“You persist in your Intention to take
my class?"

“Mais oni!*

“Then, sir, I shall allow you to do
nothing of the kind!" said Mr. Whibhs.
“My belief, sir, is that you are intoxi-
cated.”

“Mon Dijeul™

“Ha, ha, ba!" yelled the juniors in-
voluntarily.

“You are exciting the boys to merri-

ment, =r!™ said Mr. Whibbs. *“Retire
from this Form-room at once!"
“ Mais—je .dojs—" :
“Retire, sir! Otherwise,” cxclaimed

Mr. Whibbs wrathfully, “I shall be com-
pelled to eject you!™

“Mais, vous etes fou, jo croix!™ ex-
claimed the amazed French master. “1
come here to give ze lesson!™

“Go!™ thundered Mr. Whibbs, advane-
ing towards him.  “There, sir, is the
door. Heturn to the headmaster, sir, and
tell him from me that I refuse to have
my class taken out of my hands!™

“ But—but—=""
“You will not go?™ shouted Mr.
Whibhs.

“Non, certainment!” gasped Monsicur
Blanc. “Absolument non! I come here
—;ru, sufs, ici. Mon -Djen!”

ke Freoch gentleman was Interrupted
by a powerful grasp upon his shoulders.

The Fourth Form sat stupefied as Mr.
Whibbs whirled the Frenchman to the
doorway. :

Monsieur Blanc  resisted, - as  was
natural, and there was'a struggle, bat
the plump Form-master was too weighty
for the little forcign gentleman.

The latter went whirling into the pas-

Eage. 1

Bump ! s
Mr. Whibbs stood gaspipz in the door-

EE have )
tered Monegienr Blanec.

W=""the HL‘% quite mad, e take me by shoulder and

way, and the borrified jumiors,  looking !

past him, had a view of the French
master sitting in the cerridor. -

He remained therc only a few seconds,
however.

Then he picked himself up, and bolted
along the corridor like a scargd rabbit.

The Fourth-Formers looked at one

another. :

mﬂgtﬁr that it secemed time for the skies
I:l. § 5

_Mr. Whibbs came back towards the

silent Form, whose gaze was glued upon
him in wonder and alarm.

“My young friends,” he said, “you have
observed what has happened.. That man
was under the influence of drink. I have
heen compelled to eject him. Take this
lesson to heart, my young friends; regard
that unhappy man as the Spartan boys
were taught to regard the drunken
Helots, as a terrible warning. Do you
mark my words?"

“ Ye-g-es, sir,” stuttered Jimmy Silver.

Mr. Whihbs looked at Lis watch.

“It is now time for me to take my
medicine again,” he observed.. “ Gold—
Is your name Gold, or Silver?”

“Silver, air.” ;

“Very good.  Silver, I leave you in
charge of the class. I ‘shall -return in a
few minutes—a very few minutes. . If
that foreigner should *return, be wery
careful with bhim. The unfortunate man
drinks."

And with that Mr. Whibbs quitted the
Form-room. =

“Well, my only bat!” breathed Lovell.
“How is this going to end, Jimmy?®"

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoolders
huﬁulnsﬂp. _

dﬁ had no idea how it was going to
enda.

“Somebody ought to tell the Head,"”
said Rawson.

“1 fancy Mossoo will do that!” grinmed
Morningten.

“Poor old Mossoo!™ chuckled Lovell.
“What a sarprise for him! No wonder
he thought Whibhs was *fou.®"

“We're jolly lucky in our Form-masters,
and no mistake!" remarked Newcome.
“If there's mueh more of this I should
think the Head would be glad to let
Bootles come back.” =

“'Shush! Here comes the Head!"

There was a rustle outside, and Dr.
Chisholm swept into the room, with Mon-
gieur Blanc at his heels, quivering with
excitement and wrath, ‘

“Mr. Whibbs!" exclaimed the Head.

Then he looked round in  surprise,

noting that the oew Form-master was
not there.
“Silver! Where is your Form-master?”

“He~he's ‘gone to his study, I think,
sir,” stammered Jimmy.

“Indeed! Have you any Idea why he
left. you?" ; :

“To—to take bhis medicine, sir.”

“His what?" s
“Mle said it was to take bis medicine,
sir. .
“Bless my soul!™

een zrow out of r

“at n, who is

row me in passage—bump! I-am hurt!
[ am injure! T do not suffer xis, sir.
Is it zat at zis school a gentleman he is
zrow out of room—bump?" -

“Calm yourself, Monsicur Blane.”

“Zat is ferry well, sir; ferry well in-
deed ! exclaimed Monsieur Blane, ges-
ticulating wildly. “But 1 am injure!
git ‘down on floor wiz bump! 1 do not
comaé to zis school, sir, to be zrow ont
of room by one madman, and sit down
on foor wiz hum{-, If it i3 zat shall
happen here, sir, I have 2o bonour of to
give you resignation.”

“Really, monsieur—"

“Je dis encore zat 1 asm injurc!”
shrieked Monsieur Blame., “Am I one
playball to be zrow out of room—bump?
Is it zat zat man =all play fectball, wiz
me for ze feetball?”

“No, no! Cerfaiply not! I do mot
comprehend—-" o :

“Mais moi, Je comprends parfaite-
ment!” hooted Monsieur Blanc. “Zat
person he is one madman, and I do not
stay in ze house wiz one madman, One
madman he is ferry dangeorus. I gocs
wiz myself out.™ :

“ Monsieupe—" 4 -

There was a heavy step in the passage,
and monsieur jumped.

“Zat madman, be come - back!™ he
shouted.

Mr. Whibbs appeared in the doorway.

The silence of stupefaction’lay on the
Fourth Form. i

What was going to happen now was
past their guessing, but it was evidently
going to be something of an alarmipg
nature.

e

The 5th Chapter.
Nice for the Head.

Dr. Chisholm fixed a cold, stern glance
upon Mr. Whibbs. ;
~ That gentleman, however, did not heed
him: he scemed pot to see him.

His eves rested upon Monsieur Blanc
with a deadly look.

He had recognised his supposed enemy,
and the new dose of “medicing” he had
just taken rendered him Jess likely than
ever to listen to the voice of reason.

“8o you are here!” he exclaimed,

Monsieur Blane dodged behind the
Head for protection as Mr. Whibbs strode
towards him. - '

“Zat you keep off !” he howled. *I will
ﬂut vunce moré be zrow out of zis room

ump ™ s :

- %]Ir Whibbs!" thundered the Head.

£ jr :1! -

“What does this conduct mean?"

Mr. Whibbs blinked at the scandalised
doctor,

“Conduct, sir!
conduct ™

“1 am alluding to your astounding con-
duct, Mr. Whihbs. [ demand to know
at once what you mean by it!"

Mr. Whibbs pointed a fat™ and shaky
forefinger at the French master.

“I have removed that man from the
room  once,” he said. *“As be has Te-

What do you mean by

yn " splute

il
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turned, T shall remove him again., He is
under the influence of drink.” ;
~ “Mon Dicu! Have I not said zat he
is one madman!” wailed the French
magter. . “Keep zat madman away!”

“Stand back, sir!” thundered the Head.

“With all respect for you, sir, I can-
not  allow that man to remain in the
room,” said Mr. Whibbs. “He drinks!
Az master of this Form, sir, I am bound
to consider the effect upon my boys of
this shocking spcctnulu! 1 must remove
him from their sight, lest by his
example he should teach them to put
an. enemy in their mouths to steal away
their brains.”

“The man is mad!” gasped the Head.

“Not at all, sir—simply under the in-
flucnce of liguor,” =aid Mr. Whibbs,
apparently supposing that the Head was
referring to the French master. “How-
ever., I will remove him!"

“Mr. Whibbhs! [ command you—-"

“Pray leave him to me, sir.”

Mr. Whibbs dodged round the Head
towards the French master, who dodged
round on the opposite tack, so to speak,
to escape him.

Dr. Chisholm stood rooted to the floor.

He war wondering  whether he was
awake, or whether this was some dreadful
dream.

“Here we go  round the mulberry-
bush!" murmured Lovell, and there was
a subdued chuckle in the Fourth.

Twice Mr. Whibbs chased the elusive
Trenchman round the petrified Head, and
then he caught him.

“A moi!" shricked Monsicar Blane, as

AMr. Whibbs' grasp closed on him.
“Help! I vill not be zrow out! 1 am
injured! I leave zis school!  Monsicur,

I resign me!
Help ™

Bump! _

Monsicur Blane landed in the passaze,
with a concuszion and a-terrific yell.

As he sprawled there Mr. Mobsby came
running out- of the Third Form-room in
alarm.

“What ever is the matter?”
claimed.

He looked in, and Mr. Whibbs strode
to. meet him.

“Have you any opinion to offer with
regard to my conduct in this Form-room,
gir?” he thundered.

“Wha-a-ot?"

“Perhaps, sir, you have come to take
thisz elass ont of my hands:™

“N-m-not at all!” gasped the astounded
Mr. Mabsby. “I—I assure yon—"

“Then. retire. sir!” said Mr. Whibbs.
“Your Interference is totally uncalled-
for. 1 am capable of managing my class,

I goes avay toute suite!

he ex-

sir, without outside interfercnee. My firm
opinion is that you are under the
influence of drink.”

|IEhli:lll

“A  shocking - spectacle!™ said Mr.

Wihibbs s¢verely. *“Had you belonged to
my former school, sir, you would have
been gubjected to a  very unpleasant
: apenlga”n;!t.h your headwaster, in which a
“poHeeman, probabli e [ R [
involved, Take warning, sir, and do not
put ‘an enemy in your ‘monuth to steal
away your bralns—that is, if you have
any, which, judging by your counten-
ance, 1 consider very doubtful.”

“Bless my soul!” stuttered Mr. Mobsby.

He beat..a rapid retreat to his own
Farm-room.:

Mr. Whikbs, with a snort of contempt,
turned away from the door, and came
towards the dazed headmaster.

A red ‘and breathless French gentle-
man lpoked in for a mement.

“Monzienr le docteur! I resign me!™
he ghouted. I stay mnot in zis school
one ozzer moment! I go—I fly! I am
injure! I vill not stay in ze house wiz
one madman!™

“Are. you still. there?™
Whibhs., turning round.

But the French gentleman was  no
longer there. He was fleeing for his life.

“Mr. Whibbs!" gasped the Head, find-
ing his voice at ‘last. “This conduct—
this violence—"

“This is the sccond time, sir, that you
have mentioned the word conduet,” said
Mr. Whibhs sternly. . “Am 1 to under-
stand, sir, that youn find anything in my
conduct? to which you have reason to
take exception?”

“Bless my soul! Most certainly!l”

“And upon what point, sir,” said Mr.
Whibhs, with ¢laborate politeness, “do
vou take cxception? am, I think,
entitled to.a full explanation. Have I
not done my duty ¥

“Oh!" gasped the Head.

“1f *anyone, sir, has cause for com-

roared  Mr.

plaint, it is I1,” pursued Mr. Whibbs
warmly. “In the execution of my
duties, I am interrupted by men the

worse for drink. Is that the manncer,
sir, in which a public school should be
conducted? My firm belief, sir, is that
vou yoursell are under the influence of
drink.”

“Sir! Man! How dare you:” .
~“I'am bound, sir, to specak my mind.
I am sorry to see this—in a2 gentlcman of
your years, too! A shocking spectacie,
gir'™ said Mr. Whibbs, wagging his head
seriously at the doctor. “In my earlier
days, sir, I regret to confess that I have
been addieted to a similar indolzence,
and in such cases I found it advisable to
sleep it off. [ recommend you, sir, to
go to bed.”

“Wha-a-at "

“Come, sir,” said Mr. Whibbs kindly,
taking the dazed headmaster by the arm.
“Let ‘me assist you! It Is somewhat
difficult to walk in this room, owing to
the wncertain state of the floor.. You
may have observed, sir, that the floor
is ' ‘endued with- a curions wobbly
motion—a very remarkable circumstance.
Pray be carciul how you step.”

“Mr. Whibba! TUnhand me at once! 1
insist—I command you! Bless my =oul!
I-—I—I will send for the policc!™” stut-
tered the Head. ey

“In that, sir. you will simply imitate
the utterly indefensible conduct of my
former headmaster. But T warn you,
sir, that mno minion of the law shall
remove me from the place of my duty.
1  zhall show' fight, s&ir!" thundercd Mr.

¢ “been

Whibbs, so suddenly that the Head
jumped away in alarm. “I shall fell
him, sir! I will not be -dictated’ to,

sir!”

“RBless. my soul! Mr. Whibbs,” almost
croaned the Head, “pray calm yourself,
1 beg of you!” ]

Afr. Whibbs waved his hand.

“Say no more, sir,” he said, his ex-
pansive mood returning.  “I1f you apolo-
gise, that is sufficient, from onc¢ gentle-
man to another. 1 forgive you; 1 over-
look any little unpleasantness there may
have been.”

“0h, dear!”

Mr. Whibhs took out his watech, and
looked " at it solemnly, if.a little un-
certainly.

“Bless my soul, it iz time I took my
medicine!” he exclaimed. . “Perhaps, sir,
you will be good enough to take charge
of my clgss for a few minutes. 1 -dare
not negleet my medicine; my . health
depends on it.”

= Pray—pray go!” gasped the Head.

“Thank you very much, sir,” said Mr.
Whibhs, shaking him warmly by the
hand. “You are a gentleman, sir. 1
am very much obliged to you. 1 shal be
cone a few minutes, that is all.”

“Yes, yes, please gol”

Mr. Whibbs went a little uncertainly
into the passage, and the Head breathed
more freely, with relief at having got
him out of the Form-room.

But Mr. Whihbs looked in again the
next moment.

‘] am much obliged to vou, sir,” he
gaid. "I wish there to be no misappre-
hension on that point. I am very much
obliged to you.”

“Yes, yes.'

“The lesson now in progress, sir, 18
geolagy. You are eqoal, I trust, to
taking my Form in that somewhat

ahstruse subject®”

“Yecsg, yes.- Pray go!”

Mr. Whibbs went, and the Head wiped
his perspiring brow.

But once more the. plump,
looked in at the doorway.

red  face
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A thunderous look came over Dr. Chis-
holm’s face.

“SBilver, yon are Impertinent!” he oX-
claimed.

“0Oh, sir!™

“Upon sach a point, Silver, I am not

likely to consult a junior boy in- the
Fourth Form. A new master will be
appointed to the Fourth Form in due
course. -Hold out vour hand, Silver.”
Dr. .Chisholm picked up the Form-
master’s canc.
Swish!
. "] shall send a prefect to take this
class.” he went on. frowning at the
juniors. - “Do not let this scene. be made

the excuse for any unruliness. Anprthing
of the kind will be severely punished.”

And with that the Head swept from the
¥Yorm-room.

He¢ went directly to his sindy to tele-
phone to the police-station at Coombe.

Jimmy Silver rubbed his hands.

“Poor .old Jimmy!” =aid Lovell. “The
Head ain't iIn a reasonable temper just
now. He might do worse le
Bootles come back.”

“He has done worse!™
Silver.

“That's the second new master we ve
had this week!™ grinned Momington. =1
wonder what number three will be like.”

“This one isn't pone vet.” =aid Erroll.

“Goin', though,” grinned Momy. “Two
to one the Head's gone to "phone for 2
bobby.”

& F
LA i

growled Jimmy

“Phew '™
“Poor wretch!” . soid Rawson com-
paszionately. ** What an awiul come-

down for a ‘man who's been in a good
position. No wonder he was pushed out
of his last school.” He must have Kept
that awiully dark, somehow.”

“It was bound to come out, though,”
remarked Lovell. “The Head would
have sacked him nas soon as he Knew.
My only hat! Herc he comes!™

ns  Mr.

The junpiors became silent
Whibhs stepped in unsteadily.

The wretched man  blinked  dizzily. at g
the class,

“Let me out!” came the sulphurous
voice of Mr. Whibbs from within.
wias brought here, zir, under the impres-
sion that this was the Fourth Form-room.
I find that'it' is nothing of the sort. 1
find that it is & study—my own study, In
fact!"

“0h, my hat!" said Bulkeley.

“1 refuse to remain here for one
moment: longer, sir!” bawled Mr. Whibbs,

“Please be auiet, sir.”

“1 refuse to be quiet, when. I am
locked: in a room, with an earthquake
in progress. I demand to be released at
once !

Crash! Bang!

“What iz it., Bulkeley?®' exclaimed the
Head, arriving on the scene.

“That—that man, sir. He's locked- in

“Thank goodness!
proper step to take.
oh any account.”

Bang!

“I have telephoned for a policeman,”
s2id the Head. “This is a most—most
enhappy occurrence, Bulkeley.
very unfortuonate, owing ‘to the
pressing “need for engaging new masters
without loss of time.”

~-sZome of the fellows, sir, think that
if an accommodation was made with the
old masters * said Bulkeley resolutely.

The Head's manper froze atf once.

I canpot listen to your opinjion oOn
that subject. Bulkeley,” he said.

“Very well, sir,” said Bulkeley quietly.

“Prav go to the Fourth Form-room at
once, Bulkeley. For the present 1 must
ask you to take charge of that Form.”

That” was a very
Do not release him

B 1)

“] am willing to do so. sir; but 1 felt
it my doty to tell you my opinion,” said
the ' ecaptain of  Rookwood. And he
walked away.

Bang! Crash!

“Pray be quiet, Mr. Whibbs!™ called
out. the Head, in utter distress. "1 beg

of vou, gir, to be gumet.”
“Ha! You are there,
plied Mr. Whibbs.

are you?®" re-
*Waijt till I get at

e ——_
e
i,

HERE WE GO ROUND THE—HEAD!

“One word more, sir,” said Mr. Whibbs.
“In cage yvou should be compelled to leave
the Form-room, in order to take your
medicine—strictly by  doctor’s orders—I
recommend yon to leave Silver in charge.
Silver is a very good boy."

n"fcs’ ._TE-"-”

“His knowledge of geology, sir, is quite
astounding,” said Mr. Whibbs. *“His
metallurgical acquirements are also very
great.”

“Yes, yes. Please go.” "

“I am going, sir,” said Mr. Whibbs,
clinging to the doorpost. “1 am simply
waiting a moment for the floor to steady
itself. There is a very unusual commo-
tion, sir, proceeding in the passage, and
the floor appears to be decidedly wobbly.
The foundations, I think, are wunsafe.
However, I will risk it."

Mr. Whibbs risked it, and dizsappcarcd
at last.

———

The 6th Chapter.
Exit Mr. Whibbs !

Dr. Chisholm mopped his brow, while
the Fourth. Form sat. silent.

It was some minutes before the head-
master recovercd himself.

His ‘wlance swept over the Form, and
the juniors weré very careful to keep
their faces serious.

“ Boys,” said the Head at last, “a most
seandalous scene has taken place in this
Form-room, I have heen deceived jn that
man. Doubtless he deceived the agents
who recommended him to me. I am
sorry that you should have witnessed
such a scene. Needless to say, the man
will be- removed from Rookwood at
once."

Jimmy Silver stood up.

“May I speak, sir?” he asked.

“You may speak, Silver.”

“Might JI-—ahem—suggest, sir—ahem—
that our Form-master, Mr. Bootles,
should be allowed to return to Rook-
wood 7

Jimmy Silver had heen wondermg
whether il was a favourable opportunity
for making that suggestion.

He scon learned that it was nok.

“Is this the Fourth Form-room?" he
asked.

“No, sir,” said Townsend; “this is the
Sixth.” 3

“Rlegs my soul! I 'am looking for the
Fourth Form-room, but owing to the un-
certain state of the floor, 1 appear to
have wandered inte the wrong quarter,”
gaid Alr. Whibhs.  “Perhaps you ' can
direct me to the Fourth Form-room."

Townsend jumped up, grinning.

“Certainly, sir,” he answered.
with me.”

He took Mr. Whibbs' arm, and led him
from-the Form-room.

“What the dickens is Towny up to?"
muttered Topham.

The juniors waited. Townsend came
back in about five minutes, chuckling.

“Come

“What have you done with -him?¥"
asked Jimmy Silver grufily. :
“I've taken him to his study,” grinned

Towny. * Bootles' old study, you know.
He went like a lamb.

“He won't stay there,” said Lovell.

1 think he will. I put the key in the
outside of the door, and locked it.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“We've had eénough of him here,” said
Townstnd, “The beast might start on
us next.”

“Hark!”

There was a sound of loud hammering
from: the distance, :

“He's found out he's locked.in,” said
Townsend ecoolly. “1 shonldn't wonder if
he wrecks Bootles' study.”

Crash! Bang! Crash!
The juniors left their places, and
crowded to the doorway.
From the direction of the Form-

master's study came incessant crashing.

Mr. Whibbs, locked in the stndy, was
hammering on the door, apparently with
a chair. :

Bulkeley, of the Sixth was on his way
to the Fourth Form-room, by order of
the Head, but he stopped as he heard
the uproar, and changed his direction for
the Form-master's study.

Bang! BRang! Crash!

The prefect tapped on the door.

“What's the matter?” he called out.

you, sir!
features.”

“Bless my soull”

Bang! Crash! -

Dr. Chizholm hurried to the door in the
hope of seeing Police-constable Boggs, of
Coeombe, approaching. :

But there was no zign of Mr. Doggs so
[ar.

Like Sister Anne, the Head waited and
watched, in a state of anxiety and dis-
tress such as he had never expericnced
before.

The crashing continued In the study.

At last, to the Head's intense relief, a
fat figure in blue was seen approaching.

Police-constable Boggs came up the
steps, and saluted the Head respectfully,
hut with a very queer expression on his
fat face.

The Head’s appeal for succour, on the
telephone, had caused quite a flatter in
the village police-station.

Certainly Mr. Doggs, in his wildest
dreams, had never expected to be sum-
moned to Rookwood School to take charge
of a master in a state of intoxication.

“Thank goodness you have come, Mr.
Boggs!” exclaimed the Head. “There is
a—a—a person here—>"

“'Orrid conduck, sir, for a school-
master !” said Mr. Boggs sympathetically.
“I'm s'prised, sir! But you never Knows
em! Is it Mr. Greely, &ir?»

“ No, no, no!»

“Mr. Bootles, p'r'aps, sir?”

“No, no!” exclaimed the Head. ©A
new master—he arrived only to-day. I
have been deceived regarding him—not
really a_ Rookwood master at all, Mr.
Boggs—simply a-—a—a person who suc-
ceeded in concealing his antecedents—a
most rufianly persop—->~,

Crash ! :

“Is that 'im, sir?”

“Yes, yes! Pray come with me!™

“1s he wiolent, sir?? .

“[—] fear so, Mr. Boggz. This way!"

The Head led the way, Mr. Boggs fol-
lowing rather slowly,

The fat officer was not, perhaps, anxious

I will alter the shape of your

I have,

=

to tackle 4 violent gentleman armed with

a chair,

-

They arrived at the door of the study.

Crash!

« I will unlock the door,” said the Head,
= and vou will secure him, Mr. Boggs.”

«'0Old on, sirt® sajid - Mr. DBoggs
cautiously. “Pr'aps it would be better
to wait till he's a bit calmer, sir. This
‘ere state of mind lLe's in, sir, will pass
off, as I dessay you koow from hexperi-
£0ce, Si0.°

< What—what!* gasped the Head.
= Certainly 1 have had no experience of
such things, Mr. Boggs! What ever do
YvOu mean;”

Crash!?

“Werry wiolent, sir!” said Mr. Boggs.
“ [mion’'t want to 'ave to use my truncheon
if it can be ‘elped. Course, sir, if -I "ave
to take "im in charge, it will be In the
papers arter, and that ain't pleasant for
you, sir, if I may make so bold. When
he's guiet he'll g0 1'I'LJEI."[1}'. Elr, you take
my word.”

The Head started. ;

The thought of a - caze ” in the papers,
and Rookwood School and its good narme
draged in the mire of police-court re-
ports, made him shudder.

He had pot thought of {hat. :

“ Quite—quite so, . Mr. Boggs!™ bhe
gasped. ©1 certainly do not wish to give
the man into custody, if he will only
depart quietly ‘from the school. That Iz
certainly all I wish, Perhaps—as You
suggest—it would be better to—to Wwait
until he is calmer,” L 70

“Ypu take my word for it, sir,” said
Mr. Boggs. “I'll wait "ere, sir, with plea-
sure, till he cools down. The ‘ot fit Is
always follered by the cold fit, sir. Bless
yer, I knows 'em!”

“Thank you very much!™
the Head. :

He pressed a pound note into Mr. Boggs
fat hand, and left the police-constable on
guard. : .

For some time the uproar continued in
the study, but it died away at last,

Then Mr. Whibbs' voice was heard from
within, in plaintive tones, and finally he
was heard weeping pathetically.

Mr. Boggs listened with stolid com-
posure, As he had told the Head, he
« kpew them,” his experience baving been
very difierent from that of Dir. Chisholm,
who certainly did not know them at all.

Meanwhile, leszons finished in the Rook-
wood Form-rooms, and the Rookwooders
came out from classes, " 53

Jimmy Silver & Co. were going out into
the quad when Tubby Muffin came up, his
fat face ablaze with excitement.

“He's going !” announced Tubby.

“ Who's going?”

“Poor old Whibbs:
him !®

“ Poor wretch!' said, Jimmy.

“He's not going to be locked up, I
think,”? grinned Tubby Muflin. “I heard
Boggs suy something to Bulkeley about
zeping Dim off the premises. Somebody
els¢ has packed hiz things, and the box's
corded up in the hall. Poor old Whibby's
weeping I

“ Here they come 1-';&‘“11;111:;1:& E.'.nh}'.

Mr. . Boggs.appeared.in & dodrway,
with o firm grip %mt’f-‘thﬁ-ﬁrﬂf of-"Mr.
Whibhhs.,

The latter was evidently sobered now,
and he looked pale and ill.

A hot flush suffuséd his face as he
caught the looks of the juniors turned
upon bim. 2

The sight of his shame touched Jimmy
Silver's heart, and he turned away at
once.

Without a word, with howed head, the
unhappy man accompanied ithe police-
constable to the gales:

Probably he was as glad to get out of
the sight' of the Rookwooders as the
latter could possibly be to see¢ him go.

Mr. Boggs and his charge disappeared
together, and old Mack closed the school
gates after them.

“Blessed if I ‘ain't sorry to see him
go!” remarked Tubby Muflin reflectively.
“ He jawed me, but it was much better
than lessons this -afternoon. I say,
Froggy's cleared off!  We haven't a
French master now. Fancy that!®

Jimmy Silver & Co. went up to the
end study to tea in a thoughtful mood.

« 1 fancy,” remarked Jimmy Silver,
¢ that the Head won't engage another
master in a burry., I fancy he's had
enough of that!” -

“] should jolly well think so!® grinned
Lovell. “That means that we shall be left
to the tender mercies of the prefects.”

“We'll soon make them tired of usl!®
grinned Raby.

“What-ho 1™

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“« There's been enough of this game!l”™
he declared.. “The Head's in the wrong,
and he ought to make it up with the
masters. They ought to come back.
Everybody's fed up with the new lot.
They know they've bagged other men's
jobs, and they ought not to stay. I think
we ought to set to work to make them
tired of Rookwood.”

stammered

Boggs Is taking

“8chool  without ' masterz again!”
chuckled Lovell.

“No—school with the old masters
again!® said Jimmy. “Bootles and the
rest ! We'll call a meeting of all the
Lower  School—and the Fifth, too, it

they'll come—and make np a plan of cam-
paign. I believe the Head would be glad
to get out of this scrape if he could.
Well, we'll help him.”

# Hear, hear!? zajid the Co. heartily.

And that evening there was much dis.-
cussion among the junijors of Rookwood,
and many mysterious whisperings—of
which the result was shortly to be seen,

THE END.
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The 18t Chaptenr,
The Track in the Snow.

“Cherub’s not here!™

“Late for once!” said Frank Richards,
with a smile.

It wusa a gharp, clear morning, and there
wag a light powdering of snow an the
trails, glistening frost on the frs and
larches.

Frank Richards and Bob Lawless, on
their way. to school at Cedar Creek, rode
up to the fork in-the trail where they
wero  accustomed to meet their chum,
Yere Beauclerc.

As a rule, Beauclere wag there first,
ready to meet his chums, but on this
particular morning he was nob to be
Eeen.

The schoolboys drew rein at the fork,
and looked along the branch trail in the
direction from which the Cherub wonld
cOne,

But Beauclere waz not in zight.

From the fork they could see a third
of the distapee to the lonely shack whera
Beauclere dwelt with his father, the re-
mittance-man, but the trail was clear.

“Late, by gum!” said Bob Lawless. “I
wonder what's keeping him? He can’t he
seedy ; was all right yesterday. Better
trot along and meet him, Franky."

Frank Richards nodded. ?

The cousins turned their horses into the
Cedar Camp trail and rode towards the
Beauclercs' shack.

They fully expected to meet Beauclere
on the way, but to their surprise no
rider came in slght, and they came in
view of the shack at last.

The little structurc of logs and lumber
stood near the creek, and the clearing
round it was powdered with snow.

The door of the shack stood open on
ita leather hinges, and the glow of a fire
came from within. ;

“There's the Cherub!™ exclaimed Bob

" Lawless, pointing with bie ridigg-whip. "}
“And Mr. Beluclére!" saild Frapk in
wonder. “What the dickens are they up

tol”

At a distance from the shack the re-
mittanec-man and his son could be seen,
bending low, and apparently examining
the snow on the ground.

They looked as if they were searching
for a trail. :

Bob Lawless put his hands to his mouth
and shouted.

“Hallo, Cherub! Hallo!"

Vere Beauclere sprang up at once, and
waved his hand to his chums.

His father glanced up for a moment,
and then continued his examination ot
the powdery snow.

“Come on!"” said Bob.

Frank Richards and his copsin trotted
across the clearing towards the father
and son.

“What's the row, Cherub?” asked Bob
ags he ecame up. “Looking {for bear.
tracks?®™

Beauclerc shook his head.

“Man-tracks,” he answered.

“Spomechody been mnosing about the
shack in the night?" asked Bob.

“That's it." ;

Bob Lawless whistled.

“That's queer,” he said. :

“80 queer that we're looking into it,”
said Reauclerc. “I found the tracks
when I came out for my horse to start
for school. Somebody has been about
the place daring the night, and left
trackz, but the snow's not thick enmough
““‘to show much.”

“What an earth could he want, whoever
he was?" asked Frank Richards in
astonishment.

“That’'s what we want ito find out.
The horses are safe, and there's nothing
elss here to steal. 1 can't understand

“Yaou'll be late for school, Vere,” said
Mr. Eeanclere,. looking up. “You'd
hetter get off with your {riends. There's
nothing more to be found out here.”

Beanclere hesitated.

“Someone was here last night, father,”
he said. “It can't have been a {friend,
and it must have been an enemy. You'll
he careful to-day, father. - Yolu—you

. haven't forgotten what Poker Pete
tried on—" 2

“I ghall be eareful, Vere. But I don't
think there is any danger. [fancy it was
some horse-thief, and he found the shed
padiocked, and gave it up,” said the
remittance-man. “Poker Pete cleated
out of thiz section, you know."

“1 thought so, father, but—"

“He has not been seen in the valley, :

Yere”

“But I don’t believe now that he's
wone, father,” sald Beauclere earnestly.
“You know the Flour-Bag Gang were
rounded up yesterday, but their leadef
escaped, after shooting down the sheriff
of Thompson. I believe it was Poker
Pete. I am sure it was!”

“ Yolly Jikely, I think!™ said Frank
l{irlmrg‘#.

Mr.. Beanelerc's face clouded.
The meation of the gapg of -Toad:

.;'5'.-_‘.7-
-

agents, who had haunted the Thompson
Valley for several weeks past, brought
bitter memories to hiz mind.

“1f Poker Pete was the man who shot
down the sheriff, Yere, he is not likely to
linger here,” he said. “Mr. Henderson is
lying between life and death, and if the
man who wounded him was found he
would most likely be lynched. If it was
Poker Pete, I fancy he is a good many
milez away by this time.”

“He is, H he's pot any hoss-sense,”
remarked Bob Lawless. “But Bay,
Cherub, we're late already, and Miss
Meadows will be getting anuoyed.™

“Go at once, my boy!" said Mr. Beau-
clere. “Yon need not fear for me. I
shall be indoors, too. There i= no work
to be done in the fields thiz weather.”

And Vere Beaunitlcrc fetchied his horse
and rode away with his chums, but his
hrow was clouded with thought.

The three schoolboys rode at a good
pace, to make up for lost time, and they
did not speak till they were nearing
Cedar Creek Scheol.

“All serene,” said Bob. “We sha'n't be
late after all, and we shall hear the bell
from here. No need to break our necks
over it. Cherub, old scout, yau're look-

-ing doleful.”

Beauclerc smiled faintly.

“I'm a bit worried over what happened
last night," he said. “Of eourse, it may
have been only a harse-thief, looking for
a chance. But I don’t feel easy in my
mind. I'm certain that the leader of the
Flour-Bag Gang, the man who cscaped,
is Poker Pete; and you know he tried
to shoot my father from the timber.”

“But he must be miles away, most
likely over the border in the States!™
said Frank Richards.

“Yes, 1 suppose sp.  After all, my
father's on his guard now.”

The three chums arvived at the school

They put up their horses, and joined
the crowd of Cedar Creek fellows heading
for the lumber schoolhouse.

Frank called to Chunky Todgers before
they went in.

“Any news from Thompson, Chunky?”

“Only the sherifl’s in a bad way,” said
Chunky. “Dr. Jones was looking jolly
serious about it. They're talking about
lynching the road-agent, if he's caught.”

“But he's not been caught?" asked

Eab.

“Nope. Bul—" Chunky Todgers
glanced at PBeauclerc, and stopped
abruptly.

“But what?"™ asked Frank.

“Nothing !" answered Chunky evasively.

Chunky's fat face reddened, and he
hurried into the schoolhouse, without
saying anything further.

_ Frank Richards & Co. looked after him
in surprise.

Chunky Todgers was generally willing
to talk, and he prided himszelf on know-
ing the latest news, but just now he
seemed embarrassed, and desirous of
avoiding guestions.

“What's the matter with Chunky?™
asked Bob Lawless in wonder. *“He
doesn't want to wag his chin. If there's

bell’, began, 4q ring Ior gorning
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any news, I don't see why he can't tell
uE.

“Let’s ask Lawrence,” said Frank.

Tom Lawrence and his sister Molly
were coming in, and the Co. turned to
them. .

Chunky Todgers' mysterious manner
had rather surprised them, and especially
the peculiar leok he had given Deau-
clere.

“What's the news, Lawrence?” asked
Frank. “Is there anything going on in
Thompson ¥

Lawrence coloured, and Molly looked
confosed.

“Only )
Lawrence hesitatingly.
a word of it."

a lot of silly u:hinwn;,.:,“ said
“1 don’t belicve

“Tt is all wicked nonsense!”™ said Molly.
“But what i3 it, then?” cxclaimed
Frank.

“0Oh, nothing; only rot!"

Lawrence hurried into  the school-
house, and Molly followed him, evidently
to aveid further gquestioning. -

Harold Hopkins came along,
clapped Beauclerc on the shoulder.

“Don’t you worrit!” said the Cockney
schoolhoy.  “It’s all balderdash, that's
wot it i3, 'and I ain't believirg a word
of it.”

“What on earth do you mean?' ex-
claimed the astonished Beauclere.

But Hopkins went io without any
further explanation. ;

The bell had ceased to ring, and Frank
Richards & Co. had to go into the school-
ToGm. 7
They weént in in a state of astonishment
and wonder. |

Something, evidebtly, was the talk of
Thompson, and the fellows who came
from that quarter knew what it was,
EI;I: I;lnd an lﬂf lut 'ﬁﬁljmtinn to telling

chums what ghey knew.
- It was no wo that Frank Richards

and

[ Co, were mysdiligd. :

THn'u"rE’nr.l Chapter.
A Strange Mystery!

Miss Meadows' cye lingered for =
moment on Vere Benuclerc, as he took
his place in the class with his chums.

It was only for a moment, but the
Canadian schoolmistress's glance was
very kindly, almost tender.

l"i'a.nh Rtichards noticed it, and he knew
at once that the schoolmistress was
aware of the secret whatever it was.

Whatever it was, it concerned Beau-
clere, that was clear. Hopking' words
were a proof of that.

And if further proof was needed, it was
soon forthcoming.

Vers Beauclere was the object of un-
usual attention in class that morning.

Every few minutes a glance would be
turned on him.

Both Mr. Slimmey and Mr. Shepherd
glanced round at the boy onee or twice,
and the members of their classes did so
a good many times.

Beanclerc could not fail to observe that
he was the centre of attraction in the
school-room, =0 to speak, and it made
him vneasy and a little angry.

He could think of po explapation of it.

The agtention he received was far

e e
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from hostile. Most of the glances turned
on him were kind and friendly and
sympathetic. ¢

But why should he be an object of
sympathy?  That. was a perplexing
puzile.

His sense of uneasiness deepened as the
morning wore on.

He was thinking, too, of the mysterious
footprints near the shack.

In the circumstances, his attention to
lessons wag a little random; but Miss
Meadows found no fault with him that
morning.

The schoolmistress
gentle and Kind.

The three chums were anxious fpr
lessons to end, so that they could dis-
cover what it all meant. They were de-
termined to have an explanation from
somebody. : .

Lessons seemed interminably long to
them that morning. :

At last the hour of dismissal came,
and the Cedar Creek crowd poured out
into the playground.

Frank  Richards collared . Chunky
Todgers at once, in spite of the desire
that fat vouth evinced to escape.

“Now, Chunky—-" began Frank.

“[-=I say, I--I've got to go out,” stam-
mered” Todgers. “I'm going to see a—a-
Hillereat chap.”

was unfailingly

“You're not,” sald Frank. “Tell us
what it all means.”
“Eh?" sald Chunky vaguely. "1 say,

lesgo my shoulder, you know."

“Not tiill you've explained,” said Frank
sharply.

“[-—I say, weren't the Flour-Bag Gang
dished yesterday?” said Chunky Todgers.
“You know, they made up gold sacks with
nothing in them but:quartz powder.”

“1 know that." : :

“One of them got away, with four of
the buckskin bags—the leader, 80 the
Thompson folk say. Fancy his face when
he opens the buckskin bags, and fnds
only old quartz in them!"” grinned Chunky.

“Keep to the point, yon duffer! What's
soing on in Thompson?” exclaimed Bob
Lawless,

“The sherif’s pretty bad. Bullet in
the chest.”

“We know that. What else?

“Oh, same as usual,” said Chunky.
“Gunten’s store was open when I came
through this morning.”

“Bother Gunten's store!
news?”

“News!" said Chunky Todgers reflec-
tively. “Oh, no! Nope! Not that I know
of. 1 say, ¥ranky, do let go my
shoulder.”

“Will you tell us, or not?" demanded
Vere Beauclere angrily. AR

“No, 1 won't!" said Todgers, driven into
}Ihﬂ[ nh:in at last. “You wouldn't like it
f

““Why ghouldn't-Llike it, you duffer?”

“Oh, I—I don't know? ~i-say, do.¥you
think the creek will freeze flits after-

neon, !«‘mki o
 “The creek)” repeated Frank... *

“Xts. IT 1t docz: we -can ‘get some
mora~ skating. Y What about going along
to Hillerest on the ice, and having a
row with Dicky Bird and his crowd?”

Frank released the fat schoolboy in
disgust. .

It was pretty clear that no information
was to he got out of Chunky Todgers.

The three chums looked for it in other
directions.

But, to their amazement and exaspera-
tion, every fellow they questioned was
as non-committal as Chunky.

The fellows who came from Thompson
evidently knew all about it, and pretty
clearly had told the others.

But they did not want to tell Frank
Richards & Co., and they did not tell
them.

It was clear, too, that it was Beauclerc
whom they wanted to leave out of the
gecret, not his chums, and that their
motive was {riendly.

It was so perplexing that the chums
did not know what to think, but a sense
of deep uneaginess was growing in their
breasts. :

Whatever it was that was going on in
the frontier town, concerncd Beauclere,
and the fellows, in refusing to reveal

Iz there any

what it was, were actuated by motives
of kindness.

NEXT
FRIDAY!
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That much was clear, but-it only made
the whole affair more perplexing.

Even: from Molly Lawrence nothing
could be extracted,

The girl was so obviously distressed
when questioned that the Co. did not
persist, and they gave it up.

Vere Beauclere walked away to the
corral, his brow knitted, and his chums
followed him.

“There's something up,” said Beauclerc
abruptly. *It Ilooks like something
serious. I'm going to ride over to Thomp-
son. 1 shall have to miss dipner. That
can't be helped.”

“We'll come with you,” said Frank.

“I'll bag a corn cake from Black Sally,
and we can munch it as we go along,”
suld Bob Lawless. “Bother dinper!”

And in five minutes the chums led out
their horses, and started on the Thomp-
son trail, eating the substantial coru
cake as they rode.

As they came in sight’ of the town,
three schoolboys came into view on the
trail—Dicky Bird and Fisher and Blumpy,
of Hillerest.

The three exchanged glances at the
gight of the Cedar Creek fellows, and
Dicky Bird ran out into the middle of
the trail, and bheld uwp his hand as =
signal to halt.

Frank Richards & Co. drew rein.

“No larks now, Bird,” said Frank.
*We're in & hurry.”

“You're going to Thompson?" asked
Dicky Bird, his eyes lingering on Vers
Bnru;'ll;ler:.:'ﬁ handsome, set fuce.

an {"slql

“1—I say, T guess I wouldn™,"” said
Dicky. “I‘ll tell you what. Come along
to Hillerest, you fellows, and have a look
at my new sleigh. It's a regular beauty,
1 can tell you.”

“Well, my hat!" said Frank.

Dicky Bird's object was so palpable
that the chums of Cedar Creek could
only stare at him. '

Dicky plainly wanted to prevent them
from going to Thompson, and certainly
from a friendly motive.

“We'll see your blessed sleigh another
time, Dick,” said Bob Lawless. * Bleased
ift I don’t think everybody in the valley
is going off his roof! What's going on
in Thompson?"

“I say, I want you to help me try my
gleigh,” said Dicky DRird persuasively.

“Yes, do come,” said Fisher.,  *Any-
way, you come, Beanclere. Mo rows to-
day, you Enow. We'd really like you to
come.” ;

“Jolly glad if you would!™ said Blumpy
heartily. =~ We'll et you gome dinner at
Hillerest, woo.” :

“Thank von!™ said Beauclere. “Bub 1I'm
going to Thompson.'

And he rode on, his chums following.

Beauclere's face was pale now.

There was bad news for him to hear in
Thompson. He knew that now,

Even his old rivals of Hillecrest School
had tried to Keep him away from the
nly for his own sake.

"hat did ® all mean?

Personally, there was nothing going on
in. Thompson that could concern him. It
must be something in connection with his
father.

What danger, then, could be threaten-
ing the remittance-man?

For that wasz the only explanation Beau-
clerc could think of.

There was a pang in his heart as he
rode on at a gnlluapi

The three schoolbovs rode into Main
Street at last.

The street was crowded, and there was
a hnzz of incessant volces,

Outzide Gunten's store the crowd was
thickest.

As the schoolboys were seen there was
a sudden shout :

“That’s his son!®

And men with execited, angry faces
surged round the chums of Cedar Creck
as they drew in their horses.,

The 3rd Chaptor.
Black News!

The three riders drew close together,
the horses tossing up their heads, startled,
as the crowd surged round. *

The reception was a surprising one,

= That's his son'»?

“That’s Old Man Beauclerc's boy 1#

Vere Beauclere's face was pale and set,
but hiz eyes glinted.

He needed no further proof that the ex-
citement in Thompson that morning was
in connection with his father.

What did it mean? What terrible peril
was impending over the remittance-man?

“Here! Stand clear, you galoots!" ex-
claimed Bob Lawless sharply. “ Do you
want to be trampled on? Stand clear!”

“You shut your ¥ap-trap, young Law-
less!” bawled a big, bread-shouldered
rough, whom the chums rvecoghiszed as
Four Kings, the “King-pin ® of the Red
Doz erowd. “This hyer ain’t your funeral!
I guess you know what Old Man Beau-
clere bas done!®

“My father bas done nothing!™ Eaid
YVere Beauclere, in 4 olear voice. * And
you, least of all, have any right to call
him to account, you ruflian!™

“YWhat?" roared Four Kingsz.

He made a grasp at the remittance-
man’s son, as if to drag him from the
saddle.

Frank Richard: pushed his horze be-
tween, and Four Kings was shouldered
roughly back, and nearly fell.

Mr. Gunten, the fat storekeeper, ealled
out from his doorway:

“Hands off the boy! He's not respon-
gible! ILet the boy alone!™
“Look hyer——" yelled

furiously.

“Reep your hands off the boy, my
man!® It was Mr. Penrose, the news-
paper man, who spoke, as he pushed
through the rough crowd. “The boy's
done nothing!  He can't help what his
father’'s done!®

%I guess he's had his share in-what the
old man brought home off the trail!»
shouted Buchre Dick.

“XNonsense! Men of Thomp:on” eéx-
claimed Mr. Penrose, “you will nolt see
& schoolboy ill-uzed!®

Four XKings
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The crowd surged back.

Most of them were miners from the
claims along the creek, or cattlemen {rom
the ranches—a rough crowd, but decent
men in the main.

Four Kings and his worthy confreres
of the Red Dog were in a very small
minority.

“Le¢t the boy alone!” came a dozen
voices. “It's not bis fault!®

Beauclere, white to the lips, called to
Mr. Penrose as the latter was stepping
back towards the store.

“«Mr. Penrose, what bhas happened?”

The newspaper man gave bim a glance
of pity.

“You shouldn't- be bere, Beauclere,” he
gaid, in a low voice., * The people are €x-
cited—the sherift’s life is in danger. Get
.out of the town as fast as you can. But
=—hut don't go home!®

“Why not go bhome?¥®

“ Better not. Take him home with you,
young Luwless; that's best—or go back
to school, and keep there.”

“Put what's happened, Mr. Penroze?”
excluimed Frank RBichards.

“You know the sheriff was shot down
yesterday by the road-agent who got
Wwiy s

“Yes, yes! DBut what—»

“The man's name iz known—at least,
it'z believed s0," said Mr. Peurose.

Beauclere pressed bis hand to his bearb
for a moment.

For one terrible instant it seemed that
the chill of death itself was there,

“ Notenot—-=" he ianl;l:d. “Mr. Pep-
rose, do they think—are they mad
enough, fools enough, to think that it was
my father?? _

Mr. Penroze nodded without speaking.

Beauclere rteeled in his saddle, und
Frank Richards' arm caught him,

The remittance-man’s son was almost
Overcome with horror.

This, then, was the news.

Thiz was what all Cedar Creek knew,
gnd would not tell him—what the Hill-
crest. fellows kpew, and bad tried to pre-
vent him from learning—that his father s
name was bandied about in the town as
that of a. robber and an attcmpted
murderer ! -

That was the secret!

Beauclerc.drew a sobbing breath,

“ My father!® he whispered. =0h, it's

all lies—all les! ‘As if my father—"
" He hroke off, and pulled himself together.
“Mr. Penrose! Answer me! Who says
that it was my father——=

“ Everybody scems Lo be saying 20,” an-
swered Mr, Penrose. .

« But somcone must have started itl”
exclaimed Bob Lawless, “Ig all this row
simply on a rumour? lIso't there any
evidenep¥®

ik ‘l‘l‘.:‘-.”

“ And what's the evidence?”

“ He was seen—at least, it's saud he was
seom,” answered Mr. Penrose reluctantly.
“There's o man in town who 2ays e saw
himi  Iast night-f—ia:-th m’:ui;:, mtln:.fri
uffer, ths, hung the road-agents.
don't T:i‘:' it's trur:?l'-f'n:i" y—bhut Keno Kib
swears to it—"

““ Keno Kit—a dronken rufMan—one of
t]im Red Dog crowd!" exclaimed Beau-
clere.

“That's so. But he says he saw Mr.
Beauclere taking off the flour-bag in the
timber. You know the road-agents wore
flour-bags over their faces for disguise.”

w1t is falze! He never saw it "

“ e says so, and he's believed, I—i'm
afraid there's a lot of prejudice in the
matter, too,” said Mr. Penroze. * Your
father—" He paused. © But you neecn't
fear, my boy. He will bave a fair trial.”

“ A—a trial 77

“ Yoz, I understand that the deputy-
sherifl is going to see him, and—and—-"
Mr. Penrose broke off again.

Beauclere set his lips.

“]z my father to be arrested?” he
asked. g .

“ He i3 to be quéstioned, and Mr. Oakes
will take him into custedy if he thinks
fit. You'd beiter keep off the scene, my
hﬂ}'-“

Beauclere's lip curled disdainfully.

“ My place is with my father!™ he
uu:'-wureJ.

Thepe was a
street: .

“ They're starting!®

The clatter of hoofs sounded down the
street.

Mr, Oakes, the deputy-sheriff of Thomp.
gon, was riding out to the trail with three
of the sheriff’s men, and all of them
carried rifles.

“ They're going to the shack?” asked
Bob Lawless hreathlessly.

Mr. Penroze nodded. .

A crowd followed the deputy-sheriff and
hiz men—a couple of dozen riders, and a
larger crowd on foot.

It was pretty certain that the zearch at
ihe shack for evidence of Mr. Beauclere's
guilt would be thorough, 3

Viere Beauclere glanced at his comrades.

“1'm going home,” he said. *You
fellows had better get back. Tell Miss
Meadows I can't come back to school.”

“Wea're coming with you, fathead!® an.
swered Frank Richards. :

“ You'd hetter not. If there's trouble
I shall stand by my father, and—and
there may be danger—"

“Come on!” was Bob Lawlezs’ answer,

Beauclere said no more,

The three schoolboys rode after the
sherifi’s posse, and joined the crowd pour-
ing out on the trail.

A good many glances were cast at
Beauclere, the son of the suspected man,
but no one offercd to interfere with him.

In sombre silence the three chums rode,
and they were close behind Mr., Oakes and
his party, when they arrived at the shack
by the creek.

shout in the crowded

The 4th Chapter. .
The Search at the Shack!

Mr. Oakes dismounted from his horsoe
outside the shack.

The crowd that had followed from
Thompson kept back a little, leaving the
proceedings in the bands of the deputy-
gherilf and his men.

John Oakes was a shorl, thick-set man,
with a square jaw, and a very determingd

look, not at all the kind of man to allow
the “bull-dozers ™ of Thompson to inter-
fere between him and his duty.

He was a farmer in the Thompson dis-
trict, and he had been called away from
his land to take on the sherifi's duties,
now that Mr. Henderson lay helpless ob
a sick-bed.

He was looking very grim, and perhaps
a little morose: but Beauclerc and his
chums were glad that he was there.

_ There was no dnnier of lawless proceed-
ings where Jolin Qakes was present.

'he clatter of many hoofs on the hard
trail had doubtless reached the ears of
the remittance-man in the shack, for the
door opened, and Lascelles Beauoclerc
looked out as the deputy-sherif dis-
mounted.

Mr. Beauclere raised his eyebrows at
the sight of the crowd from Thompson.

There was a deep murmur at the sight
of him.

“Keep hack there!™ called oot John
Oakes, as two or three of the Thompson
men pressed forward.

And hia order was obeyed.

But Vere Beauclerc rode oo, with his
chums, to the doorway of the shack.

Vere's place was with his father then.

Mr. Oakes gave him a glance, but took
no further notice of the schoolboys. He
returned the remittance-mman’s saluotation
grimly.

‘tAnything wapted?™ asked Mr. Beau-
clere.

“I guezs =0." answeéred Oakes laconic-

ally. *“You're wanted to apswer a
question, Mr. Beauclerc. Have you had
anything to do with the Flour-Bag

Gang?™

Mr. Berapclerc started.

“1—1 don't understand.,” he faltered.

“I gues=z I'll put it plain. You're not
charged vet, and I'm speaking to you as
a neizhbour, so far. Yesterday three
men in flour-bag masks stopped  the
post-wazgon on the prairie trail., Two

Poker Pete is af the back of it, I supposs.
This is his vengeance. But there is Do
danger, my bor. 1 am inpocent, and
there is law and order in Canada, eéven
in the Thompson Valley. If the rascals
have counted upon raising a cry of Judge
Lynch, they will be disappointed.”

“That must mave been the intention,”
s3id Vere Beauclere. “Kepo Kit's evidence
is pot good epough for & court of law.”

“But it will fail, my boy. You npeed
bave no fear for me.”

Oakes aod his mea came out of the
shack.

The littls beilding had been searched
thoroughly, and it did not take very long.

No evidepce had been found, so far, to
coppect the remittance-man with the
Flour-Bag Gang. and, as he had had no
warning, there was a good chance of find-
ipg evidence there, if it existed.

The shed where the horses were
stabled was next searched.

It was drawn blank.

The remittance-man's horse did not re-
semble the steed upon which the leader
of the Flour-Bag Gang had been mounted,
but that steed, doubtless, had been dis-
guised with paint.

But no trace of paint was found upon
the horse, and no paint was discovered
about the bullding.

Frank Richards & Co. hoped that the
affair was at an end, but Oakes and his
mén wers not dope yet.

15 there a ladder here?” Oakes called
out to Mr. Beauclere. ™

“Yes: you'll find one behind the shed.”

Oakes went round the shed, and re-
turned with a rough ladder.

He s#et it apainst the
mounted to the roof.

Frank Richards & Co., and the Thomp-
son crowd, watched him breathlessly.

“What on ecarth doez he cxpect to find
there?” muttered Frank.

Bob's lips tightened a little.

“You remember the road-agent got ofl

shack, and

to start, and there was a buzz in the
crowd below, as bhe took out his Enife,
and began to hack at the thatch.

It was clear that he had found some-
thing.

Frank Richards and Bob exchanged
startled glances, and - Beauclerc's face
paled, :

The unhappy boy [elt a contraction at
his heart. -

What was it the deputy-sherif bad
found ?

He caught his father’s sleeve and looked
into his face. But there was only surprise
in Mr. Beauclere's face as he watched
Oakes at work. 2

Certainly there was no trace of guilt or
of fear.

Mr. Oakes raized his head and looked
down. There was a hush as be called out
to hiz men below:

% 8ejze that man!®

And the grasp of the sherifl’s men
closed upon the arms of Lascelles
Beauclerc! 2

The 5th Chapter.
Undor Arrest!

Dead silence reigned as Mr. Oakes came
down the ladder from the roof of the
ghack.

He carried a package in his hand, and
as he came closer it was seen thai it was
a folded flour-bag of rough texture.

Lascelles Beauclere looked at it, and,
in spite of himself, his bronzed face paled,

Quietly the deputy-sherifi opened out
the package, and the flour-bag was held
up 1o view, , 2

There were three holes cut in one side
of it, evidently for the mouth and eyes
when it was used as a mask.

And that was not all.

bhags had

Four small buckskin been

wrapped up in the flour-bag.

Frank Richards had secen them hefore.
They were four of - the little bags stolen
from the post-waggon, which the road-

THE TRACK IN THE SNOW!

F

were captured, one got away after shoot-
ing down the sheriff.”

“1I'm awure of that.

“"Keno Kit,
know hifim?¥"

“1've scen him at the Red Dog,” said
the remittance-man, his face flushing.
“What of him?" .

“He atates that last evening, in the
timber near here., he saw you taking a
flour-bag mask off under the trees, on a
steaming horse, as if you'd come from a
hard ride.”

“It is falge!”

Mr. Oakes nodded.

“Like as not,” he said. “Keno Kit's
word is about as good as that of a Digger
Injun. But there it stands, and the
Thompson folk are excited about it. 1've
come to look into the matter. I won't
minee words with you, Mr. Beauclerc.
Remittance-men are not jn the best savour
in this section. and I reckon it wants
looking into.”

“I'm ready to answer all your questions,
Mr. Oakes. Doeg this mean that I am to
he arrested?” asked the remittonpce-man
quietly.

“Not at present. Keep where yon are
while we search the place,” said Oakes.
“No objection to that?"

“None at all.”

“.‘!:'ﬂ'r.!l' E'Md.“

One of the sherill's men was told off to
keep watch on the remittance-man, and
Dakes, with the rest, proceeded to search
the shaek.

Some of the Thompson men were rather
keen to help in the search, but the
deputy-zherifl sternly ordered them back.

The search went on very thoroughly,

Vere Beauclere had dismounted, and
he approached his father, who gave him
a reassuring smile.

“Why are you not at the school, Vere?”
he asked.

“1 heard this in Thompson, father, =o
I came. Father, why has Keno Kit told
this wicked lic about you?" asked Vere,
in a low voice.

Mr. Beauclére's lip curled. _

*Ho was a pard of Poker Pete, and

But—-"

of Thompson—— You

with the buckskin bags, that he thought
had gold-dust in thém,” he said. o |
ruess that’s what Mr. Oakes has got in
his mind, Franky.”

“But there was only quartz powder in
the bags,” said Frank. " The Flour-Bag
rotter wouldn't keep them, when he knew
what wasz in them."

"He might have hidden them away
before opeéning them, perhaps. He had
no reason to suppose they contained any-
thing but gold-dost.”

“Yeg, I suppose £0.”

Bob knitted his brows.

“Depend on it that's what's in Oakes'
mind,” he sald; “and there's the flour-
Bag, too. If Mr. Beauclerc was the man,
he would have that about the place some-
where."

“*The fools!"” muttercd Frank.
ought to know he's not the man.”
Hob Lawless nodded without speaking.
Frauk glanced at his Canadian cousin,
startled a  little, and Bob avoided his

eyes.

Frink Richards realised, with a chill,
that suspicion had found root in Bob's
mind, for the moment at least.

But Bob shook himself, as if to shake
off the wretched thought.

“It's impossible!” he muttered.

“Quite impossible,” zaid Frank warmly.
“Dazh it all. Bob;: he's Vere's father!
He's done a lot of reckless things, I know,
bt thige—""

“You're right, Franky. I wasz a beast
to let the thought come into my mind
for a second,” muttered Bob.

The chums -moved away from their
horses, to join Mr, Beauclere and his son,
and they remained together while the
deputy-sherill climbed on the rooi of the
shack.

The timber roof was thatehed with turf
and branches, and it would have been
ecasy enough to make n hiding-place for
a small packet there, If it had been
desired.

Mr. Oakezs was making a very careful
search of the roof, all eyes below being
fixed upon him intently.

“They

~__Suddenly the wan on the roof was seen

agents had believed to contain gold-dust.

The buckskin bags were fastened, and
it was not possible to tell whether they
had been opened.

The deputy-sherifi’s look showed what
his opinion was—that the gold-bags had
heen hurriedly bidden, unopened, by the
robber, who had just escaped from a fles-
perate chase, and who, in fear perhaps
of further pursuit, had not yet ventured
to take them from their hiding-place.

A deep, savage murmur came from the
Thompson men as they looked at the
deputy-sherifi’s discovery.

akes fixed his eyes upon the troubled
face of the remittance-man.

“You see that, Lascelles Beauclerc?®
he said quietly.

“1 see it!" .

“You saw me take it from where it was
hidden—in the roof of your shack? It
had been shoved in under the loose

thatch.”
“ He's the man!®
“He's the road-ageni—ihe man who

shot the sheriff "

There was a surge forward of the
Thompson crowd. ;

Lascelles Beauclere did not flinch.

He stood facing the angry crowd quietly,
gtoadily.

Vere Beauclere pushed closer to his
father's zide.

The discovery had chilled the boy's very
heart, but his faith in his father did not
WILVET,

He was ready to stand by the remit.
tance-man to the death, if it came to that.

But John Oakes waved back the crowd
angrily.

“ 8tand back!” he rapped out,

“ Lynch him !® came in a roar from five
or six throats.

Oakes picked up his rifie.

“Who zays lynch him?” he =aid calmly.
“Let him stand forward. He will have to
walk over my rifle first.” The deputy-
sherifi’s eyes glinted. “Stand back!®

And the ecrowd surged back again.

Oakes turned to Lascelles Beauclere.

“Have you anything to eay ¥ he asked
abguptly. .

% Yes,” answered the remittance-man, in
a low but eclear voice. =1 never placed
those things in my roof. I've mever seen
theéem before.?

“Anything else?” asked Oakes, with a
shrug of his massive shoulders. It was
clear enough that he did not believe a
word of that statement. h

“Yes. This morning there were tracks in
the snow round the shack, which showed
that someone bad been prowling bere
last might while I slept. I thought it was
perhaps a horse-thief, 1 know better now.
Whoever it was that left those tracks hid
those bags in my roof. Ii was easy enough
for him to get the ladder.”

“ Any proof of the tracks in the snow "

“ My son found them first."

The deputy-sheriff shrugged his shoul-
dérs again,

“ Your son's evidence don't weigh much
in this affair, I reckon,” he answered, * = It
may have to be proved that he was not
hand-in-glove with you."

“ We can prove that much, Mr, Oakes!» :

exclaimed Frank Richards eagerfr._ “We

came up while they were examining the

iracks.”

Bh I guess we're witnesses of that!” said
ob.

The deputy-sheriff gave them a glance.

“ That's as it may be,” he said, “1 gueéss
it don't prove much, either way. 1 guess
I don't see any reason why the road-agent
should hide his plunder in your rcof, Mr.
Beauclere, if you're not the man.”

“ It was hidden there to bring this sus-
picion on me,” anzwered the remittance-
man steadily. *“I knew nothing of it. I
have heard of the trick that was played
on the road-agents—the bags contain vnly
powdered quartz. 1t cost the rascal
nothing to leave them here after fndiog
that out. I believe I can tell you the
man's name, too.” .

“And the name?”

“ Poker Pete—the man who attempted
my life because [ guessed him. to be the
leader of the Flour-Bag Gawg and warned
bim to clear out of this section,” sajd Mr.
Beauclerc. *] reporied it to the sheriff
at the time.”

“ Poker Pete hasn'i been seen in this
section for weeks.”

“I know it. I believed he was gone;
but I think now that be was only lying
low,” said the remittance-man bitterly.

“ That’s all you have to say?”

“That is all.?

“You'll have a fair trial,” said the
deputy-sherifi. “Mr. Henderson’s lying in
Thompson with a bullet-wound jin his
chest, and he may pot recover. If he
doesn't it's a rope for the man who pulled
trigger on him. don't say you're the
man. But it looks like it, and it's my
duty to take you into custody to stand
your trial.” :

The remittance-man bowed his head,

“T Know that,” he said. *“1 am ready.”

“Secure him !” said John Oakes curtly.
- Mr, Beauclerc’'s eyes glinted as his
wrists were drawn together and a rope
passed round them.

For a moment he appeared to think of
resistancesbut -he thought better of it,
and submitted nquistly, :

Resistance was hopeless, and the deputy-
sheriff, too, - was only executing his
ounden duty.

“0h, father!” muttered Vere Beau-
clerc, with a haggard face.

The remittance-man smiled at him.

“ Courage, my boy! I am innocent, and
I shall have a fair trial. You need not
fear for me.”

“ Bring out his horse ! said John Cakes,

Lascelles Beauclerc was placed upon his
horse, and the sherill’s men gathered
round him.

Some of the rtougher spirits of the
Thompson crowd surged forward again.

Four Kings flourished a coiled trail-rope.

“Lynch him!” he shouted. “This hyer
is a case for Judge Lynch! Gentlemen
and galoots, byer's a rope, and hyer's a
iree handy n

Crash!

Deputy-Sheriff Oukes made a stride to.
wards the shouting rufian, and struck
him fair and square on his stubbly jaw.

Four Kings rolled over as if he had been
struck by a bullet.

Without another glance at him, Oakes
threw himself upon his borse, and rode
away with the sherifl's posse, the prisoner
in their midst.

Frank Richards & Co. rode after them.

Four Kings staggered to his feet, drag-
ging at the revolver in his belt, his brutal
face red with rage.

His friends gatherad round him, how-
ever, and held him back. ]

The ruffian would have fared ill if he
had made an attack upon the deputy-
sheriff. !

Without even turning his bead, as if
forgetful of the bull-dozer's ™ existence.
John Oakes rode on with hiz men towards
Thompson.

“Mr. Oakes!” Vere Beauclerc rode
close by the deputy-sheriff. “May I go
with my father?®

Oakes glanced at him.

“Your father's going into the cala-
booze!” he answered curtly.

“I know—I know! Can I go—*

Ak E’D ! i |

Beauclere looked at his father.

surrounded by the sheriff’'s men, Las-
celles Beauclere could not speak to his
mn.thut he gave him a smile of encourages
ment.

The unhappy boy dropped behind the
cavaleade with his chums.

Frank Richards and Bob Lawless could
utter no word of comfort, though their
hearts ached for their chum.

In grim, sad =ilence they rode after the
sheriff’s posse into the streets of Thomp-
son, where the door of the log calahooze
clozed upon the remittance-man and shug
him from the haggard eyes of his son.

THE EXND.
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BOUNDER!

A Splendid New Serial, in-
troducing Bob Travers & Co.,
the Chums of Redclyfic.

HERBERT BRITTON.

THE CHIEF CHARACTERS I[N
THIS STORY ARE:

Eﬂ{i TRAVERS, DICKY TURNER,
JACK JACKSON, and BUXNY, the
chums of Study No. 5.

MASON and HAREIS, the bullies of
the Fourth, ‘who share. Study XNo. 2
with

BARKER, the bounder.

MR. CHAMBERS, the master of the
Fourth Form.

JIMMY WREN & CO., the chums of
the New House.

In recent instalments it was told how
Barker, the bounder, having been de-
feated in a fight with Jack Jackson, re-
solved to make the latter’s life a misery,
and- disgrace him in the eyes of his
sclioolfcllows.  Barker discovered that
Jackson's father was employed by his
own -father, and threatened to secure
Jack's father's discharge if he did not
obey his—Barker's—orders.

It has been described how Jack Jack-
soh was accused of drinking whisky, and

was sent to Coventry, and how RBob
Travers was 'sentenced to the same
(bunishment for standing by the con-

victed jumnior.

Juck Jackson saved Harris' life, and
very soon afterwards the Fourth-Formers'
attitude towards him underwent a change.

Barker was indignant, and asked Jack-
s0n ‘to break bounds, and accompany him
to the Plougb and Harrow. Jack replied
by IE}m:mli,lrrf,{ the bounder's nose.

The next day Jack Jackson received
a letter containing the information that
m_sn father had been discharged from his

e
- (Bead on from here.)

Jack Jackson Amazes the Juniors.

The junior footballers stared at Jack
Jackson in amazement.

Jack had gone ghostly white.

The leticr “he had-recéived lay on the
ground; pot one of the Fourth-Formers
cared to pick it up.

Bob Travers moved to his chum’s side.

“Bad news, old son?” he asked softly.

Jack Jackson looked round quickly, as
though he was almost unaware of the
Fourth-Formers' presence,

*l—l——— Oh, Yyes; it is rather bad!"”
he said haltingly. 7

“Excuse me, young sir,” said the man
who had brought the note. “1'm sorry
jor what's in  that there note, but if
you'll give me an answer 1'll s¢e about
‘opping it.”

“There’'s no answer,” said Jack Jack-
s0M.

The man did not move.

*But 1 uwnderstood there was one,” he

(T Py

said. *Your father, '¢-says to me——"
“Yeg, 1 forgot,” said Jack Jackson

quickly. His mind was in a bewildered
state, and: he hardly scemed capable of
collecting his thoughts. "Tell my father
1'll meet bim at the place he mentions.”

“Werry good!™

A moment later thée man: had disap-
peared from the juniors’ view.

Not that the latter paid muech atten-
tion to the bringer of the bad news: they
were more attentive to the receiver.

Jack Jackson looked as though he had
received a severe blow—as, of course, he
had—and there was not one junior there
who wifs not- deeply sorry for him.

They looked at Jack Inquiringly, hoping
that he would take them into hiz con-
tidence, s0 that they could offer him their
asajstance.

“I—I'm jolly sorry, old son!™ said
Jimmy Wren sympathetically. “If I
can help you in any way 1 should be
only too glad to do 50.”

“Same here!™ sald Lucas and Lane.

“And here!" chimed in several others.

Jack Jackson smiled faintly and shook
bis head. ,

“It’s very Kind of you fellows,” he said
quietly, *“but—but I'm afraid there's
nothing you could do.”
coSure?” asked Jimmy Wren. “Just
think for a moment, and——"

“It would be no good,” said Jack Jack-
gon hopelessly.

“ But—-—"

“It’s no good my Ekeeping everything
to myself,” said Jack Jackson confidingly.
1. might just as well tell“you fellows.
The long and short of it is that my
father has been sacked from his frm!"

“Hacked?" 5

“Yes: and it's all my fault!” said Jack
Jackson bitterly. “If only I'd—"

Jack Jackson paused and hung
head. :

The juniors gazed at him in perplexity.

“What the dickens—" bhegan Dicky
Turner. who was as puzzled as the rest.

“If only I'd done as the bounder
wanted me to,” muttered Jack Jackson,
“this wouidn't. have happencd, and—and
~ ——-0h, dear! I've been a fool—a silly
. I’ﬂ'ﬂ]!" 2

“The—the bounder!” gasped . Dicky
Turner in bewilderment. “What  has
Barker got to do with—with—"

his

IN DEADLY DANGER!

“Oh, T'll tell you!" said Jack Jackson
miserably. “I've been bound to sedrecy
all ‘along, but now that the rotter has
carricd out his threat there is no need
for me to keep quiet.”

“What rotter do you
Dicky Turner.

* Barker?”

“The bounder:™

“Yes!" sald Jack Jackson, raising his
Volce. “It's all his fault that my
father’s lost his job! It's all his fault.
too, that you fellows thought badly of
me!”

There. came a whistle of
from the juniors.

“My hat'”

“Do you remember that time I had a
fight with him?" asked Jack Jackson.

“Rather!” responded Dicky “Turner.
- 1'13'1!1 gave him a jolly good biding, and

mean:” asked

Amazement

“Yes: Il he had licked me everything
might have turned out differently,” said
Jack Jackson sadly. “As it was he was
bitter to obtain his revenge on me.”

“The cad!”

“He found out that my father was
employed by his guv'nor,” explained Jack

Jackson, “and he threatered to zet my
father the sack if I didn't do everything
he ordered me to.”

The juniors” breath was almost taken
away at this statement.

“But—buot how the dickens could he
have done it?" asked Dicky Turner curi-
ously.  “Surely Barker senior isn't as
had as his precious son?”

“Apparcntly he is,” said Jack Jackson.
“Barker showed me a letter from ™ his
guv'por, in which the old man promised
to kick my father out of the firm if I
upset the bounder.”

“My hat!”

“1 had*to obey the rotter, and—="

“I'm hanged if I would have done:”
said Dicky Turner with emphasis.

“It was either that or running the
risk of getting my father the sack,” said
Jack Jackson glumly., *“The guv'nor told
me more thaan once that his crib was a
jolly good one, and that he wouldn’t
lose it for anything. 1 couldn’t hear the
idea of being the cause of getting him
sacked, so J—]—"

“80 you did everything the bounder
told you to¥”

“I had to!" Jack Jackson's eyes
blazed with anger as he thought of all
that he had to put up with from the
hounder of the Fourth. "I know you
fellows thought me to be a rotten pub-
haunfer—"

“Ahem!”

The juniors shifted uncomfortably on
their feet; they did not like being re-
minded of this fact.

“1t's all right,” said Jackson, as several
of the fellows coloured from shame. " “1
don’t blame you now. If 1 had been in
your  position I should probably have
thonght the same as you did.  But per-
haps you'll believe ‘me now when 1 tell
you that I didn’t go to the Plough and
Harrow of my own free will,”

“The bounder made you' go?”

“Yes!" said Jack -Jackson hotly. “I
hepged of ‘him to-let me off, but the
beast wouldn't do it! He simply re-
velled in. making me act likxe a black-
guard !

“The cad!” exclaimed Dicky Turner.

“The utter totter!" cried the others
in chorus.

“Every time I went to that disreput-
able inn it was Barker who foreed me
to go,” went on Jackson. “That bottle
of whisky that was brought to me here
was ordered 'by the bounder!™

“By gum!” exclaimed Dicky Turner in-
dignantly. “The unscrupulous cad! He
ought to be horsewhipped! He——"

“You chaps can imagine how T felt,”
interrupted Jack Jackson, “when you all
accused me of being a whisky-drinking
pub-haunter. I knew I was innocent, hut
I couldn’t say a word in my:own defence.
The: bounder's threat was always over my
head, and—"

“My hat!” excjaimed Jimmy Wren. I
wonder how vyou stood it!"

“I 'stuck it until you
round,” said Jack Jackson. « “Then I
conldn’t stand it any longer. I .felt
that. having regained your friendship, I
couldn't run the risk of lesing it again.

fellows  came

Barker asked me to break bounds the

other night. and go with him to the
Plough and Harrow.”

“And you refused?”

“Ye< ™ sxid Jack Jackson, *I refused,
and Barker. rotter that he is, must have
writtén to his guv'nor at once, apd got
my father the sack. That note I just
received came from my father. He's
come down to Mervale, and he Wwants me
to meet him near the old quarries be-
tween half-past two and three.”

Jack Jackson reached down, and picked
up the letter-he had received from his
father. -

The
looks.

Their anzer, however, was not directed
towards Jack Jacksom, but towards
Barker, the fellow who had so cunningly
contrived—and, apparently, succeeded—-
in bringing disgrace of the heads of Jack
Jackson and his fathor.

“I'm afraid I ‘shall have to miss footer-
practice,” said Jack’ Jackson regretfully.
=1 mustn't ‘kKeep father waiting, and

juniors watched him  with angry

s
“You're not thg only one who's going
to misz footer!” Enid Dicky Turner. refo-
lately. “I'm =oing to hunt ot that
rotter Barker, and §give him the soundest
thrashing of his gl =

Good idéa!™. ;§rf_-m.i- Jimmyy. W rels.
“What's more, I'lltend you a hand?™

“And 1! chorused several other Fourth-
Formers.

“Good ! zaid Dick Turner. “Come on!
I don’t suppose the rotter’s gone out just
yet. We'll just be in time to nab him !

But Dicky Turner wasg wrong there.

Barker had. left the preecincts of the
gchool by scaling the side wall. :

The bounder had had a special desire
not to he detained that afternoon, and,
fearing that the juniors might stop him
were he to try and pass’ through the
gates, he had adopted an  unorthodox
method of ‘leaving the school.

Dicky Turner and otheras hunted high
and' low for *the bounder, "~without
SUCCERS,

They- were: deeply: annoyed at not find-
ing the ecad, but when they at length
gave up the search as being hopeless,
they were resolved to increase Barker's
punishment upon hiz return. :

The bounder’s hour of - reckoning was
very near at hand now!

The Taunting Bounder !

“Ten past three!™
~Jack Jackson muttered the words in
an undertone of impaticnce.

He was standing: near the edge of the
f:t[_lt, disused quarry, gazing to right and
(& i £

In one direction the school stood out
prominently ;  in apother, it was possible
to =e¢ the village of Mervale.

But po sign was there: of any: human
being.

The whole countryside seemed bleak
and. desolate: and Jaek Jackson turned
up his coat-collar as the wind freshened.

He " had rteached - the old quarry, ex-
ﬁruti_ng to dfind his father waiting for
Mm.

But, although he had tramped wearily
up and down for fully half an hour, his
father had failed to put in an appear-
Ance. g
Jack took out the note he had-woeived,
and read it over again.

It had occurred to him that he might
have made a mistake in the time he was
to meet his-father.

But, no; there it was plain enough—
between half-past two and three.

And now it was nearly quarter-past
the hour, and still there was no sign of
his father. :

Jack gazed around, and his brows
knitted suddenly as he observed a short
figure. leave the road, and take the path
leading to the quarries.

Jack uttered a grunt of annoyance as
he recognised the figure.

It waa Barker, the bounder!

Jack made up his.mind there and then
that if Barker had come to- taunt him
he shonld suffer for it.

He eripped his hands hard, and waited
for' the bounder to approach.

Barker sauntered up, with. his hands
dug deep into his pockets, and  his nose
held ‘high in the air. A ;

“Cheero, old fellow!™ he said jauntily.

“Why didn’t you let me¢ know you were 8 “Now, therc’'s no reason why this l

strolling in this direction? . I would have
come -with you.”

*1 should have asked you-for your com-
IT.'.il.ilj' if 1I'd wanted it,” said Jack Jackson
icily. .

Barker glared at him; he understood
the meaning of Jack's remark.

Jut  next  moment  the bounnder’s
features curved in a cynical grin.

“1 suppos yon haven't heard from your
guv'nor lately?” he remarked, in a care-
less manner.

Jack Jackson gave his cnemy a grim
look. ;

*You  cad!” he muttered  hetween
hiz teeth. *“You know I've heard.- You
know that my father huas been sacked
from your guv'nor’s firm!”

“Really?” =aid Barker innocently.

“Don’t talk like that. you rotter!” ex-
claimed Jack. “You know very well that
}-‘t‘lrl;l'rl: respongible for my father losing his
job:"

*Not at all, old fellow!™ sald® Barker.
“1f you had broken bounds with me as 1
sugeested, this woulidn't have happened '™

" No™ csald - Jack Jackson, in a shaky
voice. - “If T had agreed to-act like a
blackguard, and disgcrace myzell and the
school as w;»l!. you would :never have
carried out your‘threat.”

"Inaﬁa 50, 4 aaid Barker.  "Mind yon,
I'm awfully zarry for you! 1t must be
rotten to know that your gmv'nor is out
of a joh!™

“Yon—you——"

“1 supposc you'll be leaving Redelyfic
now 7" {

“*Leldeave Redelyfie® stammered Jack
Joackson.. “Why should 1¥"

The hounder made a . gesture.

“Well, I suppose  that's bound to
happen now that your father’s got the
push!™ he said triumphantly.

“0h, you cad—youn taunting cad!™ eried
Jack Jackson miserably. “Haven't yom
done enough to me already? Aren't you
satisfied—"

“My dear fellow—" .

“0Oh. leave me alone!™ murmured Jack.
“My father will be herc soon.”

“T don’t think he will,” said Barker
casually.

Jack Jackzon started.

“What?" he exclaime:l.

“1 don't think your.guv'nor will put in
an appearancée—at least, I'm " sure he
won't!” gaid the hounder.

“"How do you know?" demanded Jack.
“My- father’s staying in Mervale, and-——"

“He's not, old fellow!” said Barker.
with a arin. “Your father is many miles
from. here -at' the. present moment. 1
shouldn't be surprized” if he's slogging
away in the office, and not even thinking
of vou.”

“ But—buat—"

Jaek Jaekson was too Aabbergasted to
made a coherent remark.

Barker laughed heartily. _

“Aly dear fellow, vou needn’t look so0
scared®™ he said. “If you only knew,
you've got nothing to worry about.”

“TLook here——"

“That letter you received was not
written hy your father,” zaid Barker.

“Not—not—" stammered Jack Jack-
son. Then he added: *Who could have
written it, then?"

“Little me,” sald the bhounder coally.
“I' suppose’ you'll admit that I imitated
your guv'nor's. writing pretty well?”

“You imitated my father’s handwrit-
ing!" said Jack Jackson incredulonsly.
“You've forged his signature, and——"

“Tut, tut!” =aid Barker, with' a wave
of the hand. “Don’t put it like that.”

“There's no ather way of putting it,”
said Jack Jackson heotly. “I suppose
vou helped yourself to one of my father's
letters, o that you could——"

“Never mind abont that,”  said the
bounder. = “The fact is, I've given you
a jolly fine scare.”

“Yeg, . you cad!" eried Jack Jackson
flercely. “You—-" .

“Really, you ‘ought to be jolly grateful
to me for not writing to my guvnor

to sack your father,” said Barker calmly.

“I did write a letter, but I tore it up.
I decided to give you a bit of a scare
to see if I couldn’t bring you- to reason.
You ‘must confess that it would be rather
rotten il yon received a genuine letter
from your father, sa¥ing that- he had
been: given the boot.”

“¥You—you—" Jack Jackson's temper
was rising.

should happen,” said Barker. “I°1l give
you. still one more chance-—"

“I don’t want it!” spapped Jack Jack-
son irritably.

“That's all rot!” said Barker. *“Think
of your father. Do you want him to lose
his job? Don't forget he's getting on in
years, and that he might find it difficult
to abtain another decent erib.”

“That's no business of yours."

“It  concerns you, though,” said
Barker. “You ought to think a good
deal about your father's future. There
would be no need to worry if only you'd
listen to reason, and do as I ask you.”

“Yes, if I lower myself to follow in
your blackgunardly ways."

“You needn't put it like that,” said
Barker. "All I want you to do is to
break hounds with me to-night, and go
down to the Plough and Harrow."

“1 won't."”

“Think, old fellow. Just—-"

“I.%tell you I won't go with you!"
said Jack Jackson, in a high-pitched
voice. “'I'd rather be drowned before
I'd do anythinz of the kind!"

The bounder remained silent for a
moment.

“Then you'll sacrifice your father in-
stead?” he  remarked.

“What do you mean?”

“It's plain enough, isn’t asked
Barker.

“You mean that if T don't obey Fou,
you'll get my father discharged?”

“Most decidedly,” said Barker. “1've
heen jolly lenient with you, but I can’t
be lenient any longer. Come with me
to-night, and—""

“I'll do nothing of the kind.”

“Then you ecan regard your father's
fate as zettled,” said Barker tauntingly.
“Ineidentally, your own rate will he de-
cided. Just think of it, old fellow.
Your father sacked, yvou forced to leave
Redelyife, and perhaps carn your own

ite"

living. = Then—"%
“Yon cad!” exclaimed Jack “Jackson.
gripping bis hands harder than ever.

*You utter cad!™

“It isn't a nice prospect, is it?" zaid
Barker airily, “Just think for a moment.
You can casily prevent—— Herc, don't
you dare to lay hands on me:"

Jack Jackson had advanced on the
hounder, shaking his fists threateningly.

“Put your fists up, you cad!” he cried
vchemently.

" Look here—-"

“Put your hands up!

rLI_I_l__"

Smack!

Jack Jackson's fist landed full on the
hounder's nose, sending him hurtling to
the ground. -

“0w! You
‘elled DBarker.
,i.-"l‘,}{:t, up.-you cad.” cried Jack Jackson
licveely, “and I'll give you some more!"

e bhounder, his face red with rage,
gerambled to his foet,

He rusbhed towards Jack Jackson, and
threw his arms round the latter's body.

Juok tried- to®hit out- at his oencmy,

D’you heart”

heast! Yaroooooogh!”

but Barker held ‘on like grini death.

The two swayed backwards and for-
wiards on the slippery ground.

At “the commencement of the tussle
they were fully a dozen yards from the
edre of a yawning elitl.

But they gradually surged ncarer, and,
seeing this, Jack Jackson utiercd a warn-
ing shout.

“Look out, you fool!"™ he chouted.
“You'll have us over the edge if you're
not carcful!™

But Barker was incapable of listen-
ing to reason. !
He bheld on to Jack Jackson in an

erideavour to throw the latter to the
ground.

Jack tried his utmost to drag the
bounder away from the edge of the elif.

ltut Barker was in o savage temper.

Jack bhad defied him; he was deter-
mined that the junior he had perse-
cented should suffer for his deflance.

Backwards and forwards . the
swayed.

Nearer and nearer they approached to
the clitf-edge.

Time after time Jack Jackson uttered
warning cries, all to no purpose,

He tried to drag himsclf free from
the hounder’s cluteh,

But it .was no good; he was held as
though in a vice. A, -

“Be careful, yon idiot!” he shricked
frantically. *Another yard, and—"

Jack Jackson broke off abruptly, as his
foot slipped on the edge of the _-'::Il,lf+

Barker felt him going, and instantly
released his hold.

An instant later, Jack Jackson had dis-
appeared from sight.

He had dropped over the edge of the
cliff!

Barker fell back to thé zround, and
for a few scconds he remained there.

He had so completely lost control of
his temper that he barely realised what
had happened.

But slowly he calmed down, and began
to zaze around.

“Jackson!” he muttered. *Jack—"

And then it dawned upon him.

Jackson had fallen over the edge.

The bounder went pale, and drawing
to the edge of the cliff, looked down.

The side of the eliff was perpendicular,
and there was a sheer drop of a hundred
feet.

But of Jackson he saw no sign.

The bounder shook from fear.

He realised what he had done.

He had sent Jack Jackson reeling over
the side of the eliil—sent him, perhaps, to
his death helow.

“Jackson!™ ho shouted.
you?"

But there was no reply. ;

“Jackson!” repeated Barker again and
again.

No answer came, however.

Jack Jackson had disappeared as
though into thin air.

But Barker knew what had happened
to him.

He had fallen down, down, down—-

Hiz' mangled body was possibly lying
below.

Small wonder, therefore, that Barker

two
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BARKER, THE BOUNDER!

(Continued from the previous page.)’

quivered from head to foot, as the
thought surged through his mind.

“Oh!" he groaned. “1 never meant to
do it! 1—"

No, the bounder had not meant to
eXact such a terrible revenge,

He had made Jack Jackson suffer. He
wmd meant to make him sulfer still more.

But this-——-— _

In his wildezt longings for revenge,
Barker had mever thought of causing his
‘nemy any bodily injury.

But he had done it,

He had sent Jack Jackson to a terrible
lcath. He had—
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FOR NEW READERS.

The astounding news that the KAISER
has escaped in a super-U-boat reaches

CY SPRAGUE, the famous American
detective, and

CAPTAIN HANDYMAN, who resolve
to go in search of the arch-villain and
bring him to justice,

They leavé the London docks In a
vessel called the South Star, taking with
them & merry band of  boys, chief
amongst whom are DICE DOERING-
TON, CHIF PRODGERS, ARTY DOVE,
SKEELETON, PORKIS, and POXGO
WALKER.

LAL TATA, a cheery Hindu, and
TOORKUM EL KOOS, a native wrestler,
are also amongst the party, as well as
the boys’ pets, CECIL, the orang-outang,
HORACE, the goat, and GUS, the croco-

dile.

In recent instalments Horace, the
goat, ran away from the ship, Dick
Dorrington, " Pongo Walker, and Porkis
left the ship, and landed on an island
named St. .fur.rn's Rocks, with the inten-
tion of searching for their pet.

They bhad not gone far before they
were. captured by the Kaiser and three
other Germans, who took them to an
underground prison. The boys were left
alone, and in seouting round Dick Deg-
Fington made the amazing discovery that

* (ermans  had - constructad a sub-
marine baze dn the heart of--8t: Jago's
Locks.

The boys also discovered the- Kaiser's
intention to:depart in a submarine. They
fixed a towline to the propeller guard,
and when the submarine began to leave
its hase, ‘they beld on to the line.” With
a sudden jerk they were drageged under
water, but they clung madly to the
aquivering line, with -the firm hope that
thelr desperate venture to escape would
meet with success.

{fiead on from here))

Three in Danger.

Dick Dorrington, Porkis, and Pongo
Walker had the experience of their lives
a5 they were towed by the huge German
super-submarine  through whit Wils
nothing more or less than a submarine
tunnel, two_hundred yards in length,

As they elung to the long line of stout
insulated copper cable, which Dick had
attached to the rudder-gnard of the sub-
marine, they were conscious only of the
tremendous strain upon their arms, and
of a tremendous pressure upon their
bodies.

Porky afterwards declared that he felt
exactly as if he bad becn shoved between
tha rollers of & huge mangle, and was
being wrung-out like a wet disheloth.

Dick said ‘it was much the same aj
having a tooth out with gas. .

All he remembered of their experience
was that he clupng to the cable as the
submarine jerked them from their perch
on the cave wall.

Then, when he could hang to the line
ng longer, it tore from his grasp, and he
popped up to the surface, to find himself
bhobbing about in a clear, fresh, moonlit
gea, with Porky and IMongoe swimming
close alongside him.

And this was all that happened.

The boys had been jerked out of the
cave by the tremendous power of the
submarine, which carried them deep
down helow the surface, ‘

If they had hung to the line a few
seconds longer they would bave become
Insensible,

As it was, half-asphyxiated by the pres-
sure of the water, they had released their
hold, and popped up to the surface out-
gide the cave.

There they' lay on their backs, pad-
dling in the long swelis, and drinking in
the pure, fresh night air.

When they looked round them they
found that they were not more than fifty
{Lﬂnﬂﬁ from the black walls of St. Jago's

0Cks.

“Are you chaps all right?” panted Dick
Dorrington, as he swum to his chums.

“NMy arms feel as if they had been
pulled out of my shoulders!™ replied
Pongo, “My hat! T don’t want to hang
on to the back of a big submarine again!
1t's as bad as haoging on bchind a rail-
way train!™

He turned over and began to swim, and
Dick and Porkis followed bis example.

There was a good old swell runoing on
thic side of the igland, bursting up in

_THL‘ bounder groaned in his .agony of
mind.

He wanted to peer, over the edge of
the clilf once more, in the hope of catch-
ing a sight of Jack Jackson.

But Lie wag stayed by the thought that
his eyes might light on a battered human
shape. 1

He sat for a while, gazing vacantly
ahead of him,

What should he do?

Jack Jackson's disappearance would be
bound to be noticed very soon.

The police would commence to search
for him.

L]

the

great surges against the walls of
black basalt rocks.

And as the great waves, all & molten

“and shimmering in the moonlight, heaved

them up, Dick gazed out to sea for any
gilgn of the Kaiser's pirate submarine,
which had so ohligingly towed them out
of the death-trap to which they had been
condemned.

But nothing broke the great moon track
on the sea.

It was evident that the Huns were In
the habit of making and departipg from
their secret base, running submerged.

Then Dick looked for some shore mark
which would show the entrance to the
CaAvYern.

It was there right enough, a white
patch on the rocks, which, to the careless
eye of a Pnsntng ghip, would have be-
trayved nothing.

There were similar white patches of
incrustation all over the black bagalt of
8t. Jago's Rocks.

But this particular white patch, when
viewed mnear at band, was diamond-
shaped, and above it, slightly Inland, rose
one of the queer pillars of basalt which
were dotted all over-the*toniely rocks.

This pillar was similarly whitened, and
it was plain emough that a submarine,
picking up these landmarks with her
periseope, and--Keeping the apex of the
dizmond in line with: the whitered pillar,

“could plunge and pass into the submergdd

entrance of the cavern with absolute cer-
tainty.

“You chaps have get to save your
breath,” said Dick Deorrington. “I've
marked the entrance to the cavern, but
we've got to swim round yonder point
hefore we can find water smooth enough
to let us get ashore. If we tried to land
hereabouts we'd get knocked into putty!™

This was apparent enoungh.

The walls of weathered basalt, worn
into a thousand spiky rocks by the ron
of the eternal sea, presented no sort of
landing-place.

Three hundred yards farther on was
the end of the ridge, over which the hoys
had c¢limbed on "the previous morning,
ta stumble into their wonderful adven-
ture. :

This ‘projected into the sea in a. pile
of fantastic arches and towers and spires,
through which the sea thundered with a
deep roar of surf.

“If we get round that headland we are
all right!™ called Dick.

He struck out, and his chums swam
on either hand, keeping well beyond the
white water which was thrown back from
the jagged rocks.

The tide was running strong o their
favour, and the strange, weird pile o
rocks seemed to be sliding of its ow

THE BOYS® FRIEND N\

They would find his mangled- bYdy and

Then they would begin to sesrehior
the cause of the tragedy.

They would find him, and he would he
accused of being Jack Jacksop 8 mur-
derer.

Barker made up his mind quickly.

Coward that he was, he could 2ot bring
himsalf to face the music.

Had he -ssed a vestige of Pluck, be
would - have searched for JacPk Jackson

there and .then. : 3

But heroics were not in ths bounder’s
line.

Personal safety was the gieatest con-
cern to him, and thus, hasing decided
to save his own skin at all s0sts, he rose
to his feet, and walked ip the direction
of the sehool, i

He tried to pull himself together.

CAU

aceord over the gark, rolling sea towards
them. ]

Soon they wergTounding it, and Dick
headed in for the'shore, swimming with
a strong hreast-strake. } M

Behind the sheltéw of this f:rmn-:tmn
cape he had seen a fgretch of white sand,
which seemed to of¢r them a landing-
place.

If they could onlyget ashore there they
could make their ¥ay overland to the
gpot where the En“ﬂ-h Star was hidden
away in her spug WRTDOU.

But. alas for thisplan! they soon dis.

covered, as they hotbed past the stack
of jagged rocks, thal they were in the
grip of a current, wheh ran like a mill-
race, and which set ©ff the end of the
wint out to sca. X,
’ In vain they stiffened their stroke and
struck in for the inviting pateh of sandy
beach, which showed whte under thg
dark shadows of the rocks

“We sha'n't make it!" Miped Porkis,
as the beach went sliding past: like the
beach of a dream. “The Tide 023 gEOt
us! It's setting us off from the jand!

“Tired?" asked Dick rather anxjoudsly.
——u7liddling ! replied-Porkis bravely

To tel'~the truth, Porkis: had neatly
had enough o .
That tremendous™hattering under the

taken tiie wind out Gr Liedl Oare thandio
would admit. L '

* Look here, Diek,” he added, " yon ard
Pongo fight through. I'l turn over o0
my back and go-on drifting. Bunk :OF
the ship as hard as you can when WU
get ashore, and tell 'em to send oy* &
boat to search for me. You'll kiow
pretty well where I've drifted to, If I
am still afloat.”

And Porky rolled over on his byck
exhausted, ~

“Rot!" replizd Dic “We aren't g.\lng
to leave you in the cart;®orky, old chap
If you're done, we'll sta
the eurremt sets round on thi
island in a <ort of eddy.
water, so: I'll keep your head up.

Dick supported the exhausted Pors
whilst Pongo. paddling round them like &
friendly seal, gazed anxiously inshore..

Al of & sudden Pongo gave an exclama-
tion.

Far ipshore of where they were ha
econld desery against the dark rocks s
white shape, which bobbed and danced on
the water like a cork.

“It's one of our boats!"™ said Pongo..
“1 suppose sbe is patrolling alongz the
rocks, 'ooking out for our bodies, Half a
mo! Tl just get a bit of breath into
my Ings, thén I'll let them have a
shout ¥

L o ]
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water, as. they had been plugked ouy of
the “cave by the flying gw:uinm JHTH:

Rut; in spite of allibis efforts, his teeth
were chattering as he walked up the lane,
ing to the gates of the school.
sknees were knocking together, too,
sight of M=ason and Wilson
gh the gates did not tend
g condition. :

Maszpon gave Nm a curious look.

“By gad!” he .J;E]uimcd. “What's the
matter with you® ™.

“ N-n-n-nothing ' faWered the boumder.

“You look as thougiRlyou're frichtened

and t
coming th
to improve

out of your life,” said B n. “Jackson
been pummelling you, - or—=&-
Mason broke off abruptly, amazed

was he by Barker's appearance..

The bounder strode on, and entered the
gates, :

His one aim was to pack hiz bag, and
get away Irom Bedcelyffe as quickly as
possible.

--B?--

DUNCAN STORM.

Pongo laid back*for a moment, fOlling
up his lungs.

Then, as & big swell swung him high,
he let loose a yell, which aroused the
echoes of 8t. Japgo's Rocks above the
thundering of the surges.

It was not exactly a vyeil.

As a matter of fact it was Pongo's

imitation of a fox-terrier which has had

its tail shut in a door.

“Yab-hoo! Yah-hoo! Yah-hoo! Yah.
hoo! Yip, yip, ¥ip!"™ vyelled Pongo,
waving his arm from the crest of a great
huddling swell.

The wave glid from under him, and he

dropped- into the wvalley between the
water hills alongside his two chums.
*They've heard us!" he gasped. “I

thought that'd fetch 'em!”

And, sure enough, plain over the waters
eamé the school howl of the DRombay
Castle, accompanied by the rattle of oars
in the -rowlocks.

The next wave that swung them up
showed them the whaler of the Squth
Star, tecaring over the water towards
them at a racing-stroke.

In her hows stood a tall black figure.

It was Tookum-el-Kdos, the nigger,
whose eyes, catlike in the darkness, were
better than any pair of glasses,

Good old Tookum had spottesd them.

He was waving directions to the stecrs.
man, and soon they could hear the smack

~of tie whaler as she {cli”into tiie hollows™

of “the waves,

And in another minute there she was,
dancing -about alongside them, sidling up
cleverly in. the huddled scas, s0 that the
exhausted  swimmers should take no
harm of her.

A figure plunged over her side carrying
a coil of line, and Chip Prodgers, swim-
ming roond. the exbausted Porky, made
the line fuast about his chest.

Then, one. by one, the panting and
exhaust¢d boys were pulled into  the
whaler, and sank, dead to the world,
upon her floorboards.

Dick Derrington looked round, blink-
ing his eyes.

He was awsre that Nah Poo, the
Chinese cook, was bobbing about on the
floor of the boat in front of him, whack:
ing ' his- yellow head, with its coiled pig-
tail, on the boards,

Nah Poo was blubbering with relief.

“Me too muchee glad you come back,”
sohbed Nah Poo. “Me tink you all gone
ta-ta for keeps. Me tink you deaders!”

“Yes. By Jingos!" put in Lal Tata's
vojee from the group in the stern of the
~boat. “We have been making great
mournings for you boys. We have ‘put
dnst on our heads, and our livers have
turmmed to water, We have made great
sorfowings! We have come out to look
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GAPTAIN HANDYMAN BAGS A GERMAN SUBMARINE!

n e

The sooner he had shaken the dust® ef
Redelyfle from his feet the better his
chance of escaping punighment.

He broke into a run as he entered the
quidrangle.

Bufanddenly a crowd of juniors came
tearing 'out of the house, shaking their
fists at him.

“Here he is!™ shouted Dicky Turner,
at the head of the juniors. *“Here's the
rotter! Collar him, you fellows!™

Next moment the angry Fourth-Formers
rushied towards the bounder in a body.

(Another magnificent leng instalment
of thiz splendid new serial in next Mon-
day's issue of the BoYs" FRIEND. [ should
‘be glad 1f readers would write and let me
“F:n.aiu& what they think of this new story.)

Em* your corpse bodice. Where have you
een?”

Dick was too exhausted to laughs ° ..

He sat on the floorboards and panted.

Captain Handyman was ruinmaging. in
a locker astern for a bottle and a tea-
spoon, as the boat was turned and
rattled off at full speed towards the spot
where the South Star lay. : :

“Come out of the way, Lal! Tbhe boya
will be corpse bodies, indeed, if we don't
look after 'em!" said the captain.

And, lifting Porky's head, he spooped
some mixture from the bottle between
his lips. '

Whatever the mixture was it did
Porky good, for he sat up and sneezed.

Then Captain Handyman dosed Dick
and Pongo.

Cushions were next thrust under their
heads, hot-water bottles were packed
round them, and they were rolled in
warm blapkets.

“Now, liec there!" ordered the little
captain, “And not a word, any of you,
till you are safe on board the South
Star. You can tell us all about your
adventures when you've had something
to eat.”

And Dick, with his two chums, was
very well content to lie there during the
half-hour in which the whaler played
pitch-and-toss- over -~ the long, tumbling
seas, coasting round the island to the

-seeret. herbeur- of -the-Sonth Star:-

Presently the water smoothed, and she
shot in under the dark shadows of thée
rocks with a sharp twist and turn,
which brooght her alongside the hidden
ship in her smooth harbour.

The crew gathered up the boys,
blankets and all, and carried them up
to the chart-room, where they were
Maced in ready-warmed hunks.

Then Nah Poo brought them warm,
stimulating soup, and the c¢hill and ex-
haustion of their swim passed away in
a warm glow.

The three of them were in  top-hole
eondition, and the young blood gsoon
came coursing back through their veins.

They demanded their clothes and more
to eat.

Nah Poo was delighted.

He brought them their clothes, and
feteched up from the galley a noble sea-
die, piping hot, with layers of oniops and
ard-bofled eggs, meat. and gravy.

And when Porky had had two helpings
of this he said that he felt good enough
to swim round the island three times and
stand on his head on the top of it.

Then Skeleton turned up with a huge
plate of raspberry jam pulls,

Skeleton said that there was nothing
more restorative than jam puffs and
collee.

And Nah Poo came bouncing up into
the chart-room with huge pots of coffee-
whilst the boys gathered
round, eager to hear the adventures of
the three truants,

But npot a word did they reveal till
Captain Handyman and Cy Sprague
made  their appearance in the chart-
room. '

“Now, boys,” said Captain Handyman,
“let us hear all about it. We made
certain that you had tumbled off the
rocks somewhere, or that, worse still, you
had been captured by some Germans,
who had remained hanging about in some
seoret hiding-place.”

“That is just what did happen to us,
sir,” said Dick. “We climbed over the
big ridge of the rocks yonder, and we
arrested a German between us, a chap
you will all know,"

“Not——" began everyone, in choros,

“It was, though,” responded Dick, en-
joying the excitement he was creating.
“It was Kaiser Bill. He was sunnipg

himself outside his burrow lik j
rabbit!" Al

“Then what happened?” asked Captain
Handyman eagerly.

“Why, we thought we had got bim
safe, when we found ourselves surrounded
hy Germaps,” explained Dick. “They
hopped up a hidden stairway in the
rocks and nobbled us. Horace tried to
save us, and boosted the Kaiser himself.
But didon't you hear the shots that they
fired at Horace when he gobt away?™

Captain Handyman shook his head.

“The wind was blowing stropg this
morning,” he said, “and there was a good
et of sca oo the outer rocks that wounld
have drowned the sound of shots.” :

“Well, they didn't hit old Horagce,” re-
sumed Dick. "Bub they carried us away
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down a lidden  stairway carved out of
the rock, ioto the great underground
cavern, which is fitted up as a complete
submarine base and repair shop, and
which has an outlet into the sea through
a tupnel in the roek. It is just a natural
cave, but it is fitted vp with everything
for repairing submarines—a regular little
dockyard!”

=1 thought as muech,” muttered Captain
Handyman.  “And they shut you up
there ¥

Dick told his story of the submarine
that was repairing, and of the return of
the Kaiser's ‘great four thousand-ton
submarine-cruiser.

He told how they had escaped, and
finally he produced the notes he had
taken from the charts, and the jewels
they had taken from the tins.

Captain Handyman's eyes bulged with
astonishment as the boys, omndoing the
bags they had secured round their necks,
poured forth the shimmering jewels thiey
had collared from the Germans' hidden
stores.

But his eyes bulged still more when
Dick, unwrapmng his precious notebook,
showed him the pencilled notes he had
faken from the Kaiser's secret charts.

The bovs stood thunderstruck as they
regarded the pile of sapphires, rubies,
diamonds, and pearls that lay on the
chart-raom table,

. They would have given anything to
have shared this adventure with the
lucky three.

But Captain Handyman and Cy Sprague
- were absorbed in Dick's notebook.

“My word!” exclaimed Captain Handy-
man. “You boys have done pretty well.
You - have, managed to eollar a Tair
share of the pick of the German crown
jewels, but you have done more than

that. This notebook is a clue to-every
. German submarine base in the seven
scas. The rascals must have spent

millions on these places before the war.
- And it's a clue to that rascally pirate,
Kaiser Bill, as well.- He may have given
us the slip this time, but, with the help
of this little book, we can. track him
all round the world and back again.”

He held up the shabby little notebook
with shining eyes.

“*We will scotch this base first, boys,”
he said. *And we'll set about it at once.
Do you think you can find that mysterious
hidden doorway into the cavern . again,
to-might? Do yon feel up to iti”

Dick and Pongo and Porkis -sat up.

. All the wearhiess had gone from them
. HOW,
. “Let us have a - try, sir,” =aid: Dick.

S We may be a bit groggy on our pins,
but we can get across the island all
right.”

Captain Handyman  looked  rather
doubtfully at the pale faces of the three
hioys.

. The tremendous strain they had under-
sone was plain to his eye.

“I am not quite certain whether you
ought not to be rolled up.in bed with a
sleeping ﬂrﬁught," he said,

“Don't  be afraid for us,” pleaded
Dick. *We can stand another turn.”

. “Right!” answered the little captain.

“But we'll carry you across the rocks.™
And he would hear nothing of the pro-
- testations of the three boys that they
could walk it easily enough.

Three stretchers were produced—* St.
Jago's taxis,” as the little captain called
them.

The boys were bundled on. these, and

surrounded by a heavily-armed party.

"~ Then they marched off in style across
the weird patch of sand and basalt
columns.

Lal Tata insisted on accompanying the
party.

Lal was armed like a bandit,

He bad three revolvers stuck in  his
belt, and he carried a heavy elephant
rifle, big enough to put a locomotive out
of action, let alone a German.

And, as he hopped along over the
rocks, Lal was muttering what he would
do to the Germans if he caught them.

- *“Tf ‘I -lay bhands on German rascals”™
he aaid, “I will shoot him like rat fellows.
I will show no mercies.: I will detonate
him into the middles of next weeks, Ha!
I will hit him some jolly good kicks!"

And Dick, reclining at ease on his
stretcher, laughed.

“We shan't find any Germans,” he
gaid.  “They have all cleared out. I
doubt if we shall find the entrance to the
cave again by this light, or, for the
matter of that, by daylight. There are
~ thousands of those bits of basalt stick-
ing up in the valley beyond the ridge,
and they are all alike. All 1T know is
that two of the columns are cut, and if
they are rolled aside they show the
secret entrance to the cavern. But they
will . be as difficult to find as Aladdin’s
cavel”

“Then we shall call for some Genil of
the Ring!" said Cy Sprague, with a
laugh. i

“¥ou will have to do that part, sir,”
said Dick.

But Cy Sprague shook his head as they
mounted the regular basalt columns of
the high ridge. 4 ;

=1 am only a detective,” he said. “I
am not a magician. If the entrance to
the cave is hidden in this sort of stuff,
T am afraid it will be beyond my skill
to find it. Bot luek sometimes plays its
part in these matters.”

The Submarine's Fate.

The boys insisted on getting off their
stretchers as their bearers breasted the
ridge.

As Captain Handyman had foreseen,
their trying experiences during the day
and their swim for life bhad taken it
out of them more than they had be-
lieved, and now that the natural reac.
tion had set in, all three of them were
shaky on their legs.

But, supported. by their chums, they
managed to elimb down the basaltic rocks
of the wvalley, where they had found
their . enemy, -and Dick led the party
down to about' the spot where he
thought they had stumbled upon the
Kaiser.

The place had looked uncarthly cnough
in the bright sunlight, but now, with
the moon casting its long, black shadows,
the huddled blocks of basalt gave every-
one-the impression that they had entered
i dead world.

“"0Ome of the Demon King! Acét One—
Scene - One!™ laughed Arty Dove, as he
supported Dick on his powerful arm.
“Mind vour eve, Dick, or you'll tumble
ol your nose. Do you think that it was
here that you found the Phantom Kaiser,
Bill of the Clutching Hand?”

Dick looked around him, puzzled and
distressed. His head was spioning and
dizzy.

“1t must be here or hereabouts,” he
said, ' “When they fired at old Horace,
he hopped over the ridge yonder.”

Cy Sprague was casting about like a
slenth-hound amongst the rocks.

Dick and his two ¢hums had seated
themaelves, and were looking round the
wild spot  hopelessly.

“All cats look grey at night,” mut-
tered Pongo. “But, my hat, I don't
know if it's becansze I've got a head on
me like a concertina after our day out,
but every one of these bits of basalt
looks alike! Our cave is lost, like a
needle in a bundle of hay!"

“It was hereabouts,” said Cy Sprague,
suddenly straightening s back., ™ Look,
here is an empty German cartridge-case!
It iz, iresh. and mnew, and must have
fallem here when it was cjected from
the rifle of one of thoze chaps who were
potting at Horace."

“And here is another!” eried Chip, who
was casting ahout near by.

“And, behold, I alsa hay® found car-.
tridae-cases,” putin—Lal, -holding-np-a
small brass cylinder hctween his. fhgers
“Rehold, Mr. Sprague;, I also am some
Sexton Blakes!™

“The Téllows who fired must have heen |

standing here,” said Cy. “Now, boys:
do yon think you can point out the
rocks that the rascals rolled aside?”

Dick pointed to two lumps of bhasalt
which looked like those which the Ger-
mang uzed to hide =0 carefully the
entrance to their lair.

Cy and the sailors stryggled to shift
these sidewayvs as the boys instructed
them.

But they might just as well have tried
to shift St. Jago's Rocks themselves.

“Either those are not the particular
lumps of basalt, or we have not got
the open-sezame,” muttered Cy Sprague.

He stood up and looked at the spot
which ths hoys had indicated @& the
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pla T."ﬁ here Horace had disappeared over
o,
4 Ihl‘ﬂ he gave an exclamation.

‘Het: comes someone who may help
us,” B~ sajd. “It is Horace himself.
I suppuse he is feeling lonely knocking
about the rocks on his own. Look, he
has scebted us. He is coming this way.
Don't feare him, boys, or disturb him.
Horace may prove a finer detective than
I am. He can smell Germans; I can't.”

Horace\stood out on the ridge of rocks
boldly agginst the moonlight.

It wasg plain that he recognised the
little gro who were gathered in the
rocky valléy 45 friends, for, after sniffing
the air, he came tripping down the rocks
likﬁ a fairy:

¢ approashed the group with a
friendly blea, which said plainly as
words:  “I" hud enough of being on
my own. . I'll \ome in and be good!"

Now and then he stopped and sniffed
%hu"rucks a5 tough he was following a

rail.

Chip laughed. :

“Look at thy ¢ld rascal!” he said.
“He's playing 3 Fedro, the sleuth-
hound !" i -

Slowly Horace advypeed, his green
eyes shining like opals {n the moonlight.

It was plain that he was following
some trail, and that he was out after
an enemy.

The hoys could tell that by the twist
of his tail. ¥

When Horace waggled his tail in this
fashion he was out for hlood.

Bt his ¢memy was It in the group.

Lal shrank back a% the huoge goat
approached. !

“That  goat is going {o play seme
hankdm-pankum tricki® he muttered.
“I don’t put trusts iy Horace when he
makes signal with gjs tail in  those
faghions.”

But Horace took jo notice of Lal.

Dropping his masjiye head, he singled
out .a lump of rek which stuck up
black in the moonlight,
ﬂ“Thnnf with a sudien rush, he charged

The seamen gave | yell.

The carth scemed to open and swallow
Horace up as the jpparently solid rock
shifted on its fouwjdation.

They heard a thumping as though
someone was fallpe down many stairs.

Then followed ay angry bleat from the
bowels of the efrth.

“Well,” ‘exclsimed Captain Handyman,
“if that doesn't heat the band! Horace
has, got the open-sesame all right.  This
is the cave 5f the Forty Thieves, and
Herace has fumbled Into it!"

The pitty pressed forward, and there,
SUYe €raygd, Horace had revealed the cut
rock and its neatly balanced bronze

castors, with the eircular opening of the
stiirway 'ying Hlach like a coal-linle S

its shadow.

Enni.‘ ¢y Handyman fasfied his electrie-
1amp t’nt-n,' the oprring.

(Thefstairway into the submarine base
“Vamfas thiyPoys had deseribed-it; neatly

Fat in thizyock with a-bronze-handrait

riving Aecess to. the store-room’ below.

A zeniry was posted at the entrance.

Down in the dark chamber below they
‘ound Horacc, rufiled and indignant with
9is tumble, sniffing in every corner of
the chamber at the trails of the Ger-
Ihans, his tail cockdd just like a terrier
Oh the hunt for rats.

It was plain that Horace knew the
SCent of the men who had fired at him,
ad meant to geb—e bit of his own
bick.

He rattled down the lohiz, dark, sloping
Passage whiclr led to the great cavern.

And Captain Handyman, flashing his
lymp arcund on the walls, fave an ex-
slamation of wonderment at the skill
and persistence and the absolute dis-
fegard of cost with which' this lonely
hunch of rocks had been crested a secret

 tubmarine base.
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FOR NEXT MONDAY.

Dr. Chisholm, the Headmaster of Rook-
wood, has been extremely unfortunate
with his new masters, and in next Mon-
day's story, which is entitled:

"THE MASTER WITH A pAST!”
By Owen Conguest,

it can hardly be said that fortupe <omes
his way. Certainly Mr. Egerton, the new
master, is suceessful in managing the
Fourth Form, and winning a certain
amount of favour with the juniors.

But Mr. Bootles makes the astounding.

statement that Mr. Egerton was  dis-
charged from his last school for theft,
much to the annoyance of Dr. Chisholm,
who declines to believe such an accusa-
tion. But Mornington makes a startling
discovery, and—— Well, when you' learn
what he sees when hiding behind a
screen in the new master’s study, you
will, T feel sure, vote this story a
splendid one, and look forward to its
sequel, which appears the following week.

"““LYNCH LAW!"
By Martin Clifford.

The above is the title of next Mon-
day's splendid long complete, tale of
Frank Richards & Co. Lynch Law! The
two words have a terrible, mepacing
meaning in the Far West. Hanging is
a bad enough death, but when Judge

Lynch plays a part, it is wolse—far
WOTse, 1

Small wonder, therefore, that Vere
Beauclere experiences some very anxious
moments when he learns that the men
of Thompson ar¢ resolved to l¥ach his
father.

In spite of the junior’s pladings,
Four Kings, Euchre Dick, and the other
ruffiang are determined to Dneh the boy's
father. Are they soccessful in earrying
out their brutal schem&® Wor the answer
to this question you igr. pmake a point
of reading “ Lynehr Law’ 2V

The next instalment & our amazing
serial, y.

" THE BOYS WHO CAUGHT THE
KAISER! "
By Duncén Storm,

is full of humorous incidents. You will
be introduced to & number of Kroo boys,
and -you will read of an exciting adven-
ture the black boys have with Horace,
the foat. Thken something happens that
will, 1 am_confident, greatly appeal to
you. Thk: boys manage to get Baron
von Slyd{em into their hands. Captain
Handyr an tells them to dress the ras-
cally «erman in an Eton suit, and to
take him in hand. You may be sure
that this idea pleases the boys. There
are some amusing results.

There are some interesting develop-

ments in next Monday's instalment of

“Jingo” he exclaimed. - “The ruffians
must have spent thousands and thou-
sands of pounds on this job.”

He came to a sudden stop at a door
which barred the passage half-way down.

It was a door of solid stecl, adapted
from the watertizght doors of some battle-
ship or cruiser, for it bore the stamp
and numbering of the Schichau Steel
Works.

At the foot of the door lay a Key,
which had been pushed through a spy-
hole drilled in the steel.

It was this door which had been locked
against the boys when, by the cruel
deeree of the mad Kaiser, they had been
left entombed.

The key had been pushed through the
hole in the steel plate for the future use
of anyone possessed of the secret of the
hidden entrance.

Captain Handyman grinned as he
picked it up and fitted it in the well-
oiled lock of the doors, examining the
great steel plates as be swung them
back on their hinges.

“They made eertain of you, Dick,” he
sald, as he examined the massive plates.
“You might have found tools down below
there to break this open, but I think
you'd have starved before you were
through with the job.”

He paused and looked at Dick and his
two chums.

“Look here, boys,” he said. “We've
found our way into this pirate's nest all
right. Don't you think you had better
get back to the ship and turn in¥”

But Dick and Pongo and Porkis all
declared that they were feeling ever so
much better. _

They wanted to show the captain the
cave in which they had been imprisoned
and the bolt-hole through which they
had so miraculously escaped.

And they wanted to sece more of the
creat secret cavern from which the das-
tardly pests of the sea-had been launched
in their desperate fight against the crush-
ing sea-power of the Grand Fleet of
Great Britain.

“Have it your own way,” said Captain
Handyman. “I don’t want to leave you
out of the fun,”

They went on down the dark paszage
till they emerged on the wharf.

The great cavern was black as pitch
now, and as silent as a vast tomb.

The, only sound that broke the silence
was the dripping of water here and
there, and the =cuttling of crabs over
the weed and rocks of the mighty hall,

The seamen leoked round them, silent
with awe, at this great subterranean
dockyard, as Dick pointed out the where-
abouts of the submarine tunnel, through
which the pirate submarines had passed
in and out of this cave.

Then he led them into the engine-room,
whmsa.the all-engines attached to the
dynamos weré quredy set running.

The light of the electric hand-lamps
they carried was lost In the vast gloom
of the great cave. -

But scon the electric arc-lamps fizzed,

.ﬁmrl dit-up the whole vast expanse with

heir blue light.

Then Dick led his companions through
the offices and sleeping-quartcrs l't-ﬂ- the
cave where they had been locked up.

He showed the captain how they had
found the way through to the cupboard
in the Kaiser's room, and how they had
cscaped through the crevasse into the
great cavern, to he hauled out by the
Kaiser's own craft when she made her
exit.

The sleeping-rooms and the officez had
been cleaned out of every scrap of paper
and every bed.

All that the Germans had left behind
them were the dockyard -stores, locked
chests, and tools, and one¢ of their big
submarine guns, with its pile of neatly-
arranged shells.

The gun was mounted on the wharl at
the edge of the black expanse of the
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“"BARKER, THE BOUNDER'!"
By Herbert Britton. '

Things do not run smoothly with the
bounder. His hour of reckoning . is near
at hand, and he suffers for his many
misdeeds in the past. 1 am sure you
will agree with me that this is as it
should be.  Barker has schemed and
plotted against Jack Jackson, and if he

(5 paying the piper now he is only get-

titg his just deserts.

L nr
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Readers of the Bovs' FRIEXD are
bound ta appreciate this Friday's jssue
of the I}hgli,\' Popular,” for in it appears
a grand lomg compléte story, dealing
with the early adventures of Jimmmy Silver
& Co., entitled: :

“THE RLUBELS’' RUSE!"
By Owen Conquest.

Thiz story deals vith a great barring-
out. I know you :re all fond of this
type of yarn, and thgrefore, unless you
want to miss a real tzeat, I would urge
von to order your copics of next Friday's
*Penny Pop." at once.

The other stories in next Friday's issue
are “The Head's Secred,” by Frank
Richards, and “Branded s Coward!" by
Martin Clifford. Each of them is a yarn
none of you should fail to read.

YOUR EDITOR.

captaind™

cavern, ' and when the tarpavlin was

stripped from it, it was jound to be im |

perfect condition, and ready for instaat
use.

“It's one of their spares,” said Captah
Handyman, as he examined the weapos
and ‘tested the training-gear. “I suppos-

1/319 ©

they kept one or two here to replace any.

guns they had knceked out in their fighis
with her gnn-crews.”

He was busy with the gun, when sul-
denly Dick, who was seated on the whaif,
resting, lifted his head and listened i

tently. .

Their imprisonment in the cavern lid
made him familiar with the sounds of
the cave.

It seemed to him that, apart from tie
clatter of the oil-engines and the pur-
ing of the dynamos, he could hear tle
sound of other engines, which seemed ‘o
rise from the black pool of the cavern.

“Listen, Porky!"™ he whispered o}
Porkis, who had taken 4 seat by his sid.
*What do you make of that row?” T §

Porkis listened intentiy.

“My hat!” he exclaimed. ]
to me just the same asz when the lig
submarine came in from the sea. I.'s
ope of those scoundrels coming back !™

Dick nodded. .

“It's not the Kaiser’s craft,” he zail,

“It's probably the one that was under j

repairs. < . Maybe she has gohe wroig
again, and has put back.”

“Quick " gasped Dick.

The two boys along tle®
wharf.

Captain Handyman,
crew, were slipping a
breech of the big gun. .

“What's that?" he asked incredulously, 5

atumbled

with

shell  into  the

as Dick ran up to him. i

“It's one of the submarines coming
back, sir!” said Dick breathlessly, * May-
be the¥'ve found that bit of wiring at-
tached to the big craft, or maybe thas
Kaiser has missed his jewelsl”

Egpt:tin Handyman rubbed his bands.

(L] ‘mp
light,” he said, “or the rulians may smel
arat! We've got em!" ,'

The breech-block of the gun cloged with ®
a click as the purring of the dynamnos
died away and the cave was plunged inta®
gloom,

Captain Handyman pamed a gup-crew,
who gathered round him behind the gun-
shield on the wharf.

“1t sounds °

-

two of 3}

the oil-engines and cut off thﬂ-

“Let's tell tha g

Shells . were laid handy, and the rest ol

the party were ordered to shelter in thef
tunnel. i

Now that the oil-engines and the dyna-==

mos were stopped they could hear the
gound of the approaching submarine
clearly as she returned to her lair. :

“She's a lame duck!” said Captain
Handyman in a low voice as he listened.
“One of her sets of engines has gone
wrong."

the “cave like distant thunder. .

Low as he spoke the little captain’ -
vaice echoed through the vast vault uﬁ

The silence in the gloom grew ot

oppressive-as they stood and waﬁM:

the German U-boat that, all unconsciors
of “its" doom, was now -eptering the sub=
merged mouth of the cavern.

Louder and londer came the throbbing

of its engine tlrough the black, silent” |

pool of the water.

Captain Handyman wetted a phos-
phorus mateh and rubbed it on his gun-
gights, and these tiny wavering specks
of biue light were all that showed in the
intense blackness.

Then beneath the dark water of the
cavern showed a dull glow, and there
was a rumbling and bubbling in the:
depths.

The greasy black water of the .cavern ;

broke and moved.

A few white patches of bubbles showed,
and the long, lean snout of the gun
swung slowly round and down, till it wasg
covering the spot at which the sub-!
marine would break water.

The rumbling increased, and the glow
of the light strengthened, till Captain
Handyman could plainly see the black
tube of the gun outlined against the
luminons pateh of water which showed
the submarine's whereabouts.

Fountains of white water started to

lay.

ETJ;mn slowly the top of a periscope
showed above the water, followed by the
shape of a steel conning-tower. 3

It was the smaller submarine, plainly
cnough.

By the glow of light thot was reflected
from her ports the boys could see the
red- oxide patch of the new plate which
had been fitted into the side of the con—
ning-tower. :

And it was on that plate that Captain
Handyman was dirccting his gun at' &
range of less than a hundred yards.

Slowly the conning-tower rose amidst &
bubbling of broken water.

Then the outline of the hull appearcd
above the surface. ] ;

“Now!” hissed the little captain. s

The blinding flash and stunning  erash.
of the gun and shell came almost simuls
tancously.

The U-boat quivered, and rolled up on
her side like a stricken whale.

A fountain of water rose about her.

Her bow and torpedo-tubes lifted high
in the air.

Then with a plunge she sank, with her
crew of pirates, into the depths of the
erim cavern which had been her lair
leaving only a wide-spreading ripg «
foam and oil to mark her last restiu
place. :

Captain Handyman, with set tecth and

blazing eéyes, watched her go. =

He had won his heart's desire. He
had sunk a German submaring! \

(Another magnificent long instalment
of thiz amazing new serial in next Mon-
day's issue of the Bors' FrIEND. I should
be glad if readérs would write and let me
know what they think of this new storyl)
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