ﬁsroundmg Pebaviour of the New Junior! 4

Teddy Grace geko into Hot Wak
, Does. He Gel’ His Own Back9

J

New Series.)

[Week Ending April 5th; 1919,

=SS5 \“

AWKWARD FOR HIGGS!

The tst Chapter.
Astonishing the Natives.
“Great Scott!”

“Let go!” roared the bully of the Fourth,
“I'm afraid I must pull you off the table, old bean!” he
“Jt may damage the floor, but that can’t be helped}”

uml tud\ hlomuv ouf ( xrfln \\ K uuum“

@ puif of smoke that mddL Jimmy Silver

Lower School who smoked,
bold they were, they were ‘xl\mya eare-
ful. to do it in the privacy of their studies
or in,huu] the wood-shed—somewhere, at
\.lmro thu could not be spotted

shaking In~ he uI

“Uarthcw ol’ f.l
he catches you—

hixth---a prefect !

exclaimed Jimmy “Vuu \llly ¢1~.~."’ "ak[u’d J!mm}

’ ¢jaculated Tubby Muf- “And serve the silly ass
Imotlu may come alon" ab 1
dt any moment a master or
mwht haye come along—even
sti

back along the pa
geore ,of pairs of «

Hls u)ol nerve was almast unnerving.
" palled out Tubby

A 7 turned the corner into
o. had come in from N

dlru tion of the

dnw llu 1 in- the
2e \nvl then xlulr >urprl~ul

juniors, a little surprised to see so miny
feilows gathered there.
Then his eyes fell on Teddy Grace.

Tubby turned a fat, excited face upon
s nodded cheerily to Jimmy Sifver juni

)0, » comes Carthew!”
Jimmy Silver was de

whether to take the

juni and bump him

It 'was not only’ that

seemed alarmed,
did not remove the- ci
ips, but went on smeking with
perfect calmmess under i

y ating in his mind
‘\ |||||,u1 ul Un Fourth Form wus

floor as a warning.

as bad form by*the juniors { > ejaculated Carthew blankly.
A ;' strode towards the ]

l)nut \ou knmv you may \(.:.. (dl‘th(,\\."

exclaimed l‘.xh\

llL‘ul!‘.’(ﬁd to him.

.md wits ~Il~.|l}(tul nl xmnk

'8 ul the ]uml\\«nmh s, 3 X
Hlu same luull:h
l_\\;:rn vou thu( Mr.

astounded them was that i
i s hetween his lips.
ras smoking quite checrily and

! ou \Lr.u”ht vu(h me to the
You'll get it in the neck)” l’ut t}..lt muck awayi” uh\u” he ~uam-ud

Putty grinned at him

“Certainly !

“Bring tln cigarette with
"(Ih 5
Bv gavl !

you!”
I haven't finished it yet!™
You'll find pretty soon,

Grace, that this kind of cheek won’t do

for Rookwood !”

aid’ Carthew.

And. the Sikth-Former marched }’mtv

of' the Fourth away towards Dr.

Chis-

holm?*s study, still with a grip upon his

ghoulder.

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.

“That  me:
Grace!” he re

emarked.,

jolly good licking for

“Serve him jolly well right!” growled

Tovell. “I mever, heard of such

cheek !

Wh\]\ even Pownsend or Lattrey wouldn’t

Mol in public!”
‘Blest if I can unde
re nmvkul Mornington.

st

jokin® ass, but 1 thought he

avd the chap!”
‘He's a practical
had some

sense. [ fancy this will be a publie

floggin’.”

“He's asked for it!” said Conroy.

“An’ helll "get, .it!”
The.  juniors, woundering

what,
going 'to lhappen in the Head’s s
gathered at the corner of the
to watch and wait o for Teddy
return. ‘They expected to see

passa
- Grace's
him come

along the corridor wringmg his hands, if

not wriggling ‘with anguish.

And they

listecned for the expected sound of wee

L. and wailing from the Head’s

(Continucd on next page.)

study.
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THE SCAMP OF ROOKWOOD!|

(Continued from the previous page.)

The 2nd Chapter,
_ Quite Innocent.

“Come in!”

Carthew threw open the door of the
Head’s study and marched Putty of the
Fourth into that dreaded apartment.

Most of the Rookwood juniors entered
the Head's study in something like fear
and trembling, but Putty of the Kourth
walked in echeerily enough. It was evi-
dent that the cool young gentleman ex-
perienced no unusual trepidation in . the
presence of the Head.

He held the half-smoked cigarette be-
tween his thumb snd forefinger now, and
it _was still emitting a enrl of smoke,

Dr. Chisholm's eyes seemed glued on
it for a moment.

Then he glanced at the prefect.

“Well, Carthew?”.

“l have brought this / junior to you,
sir,” said Carthew. “I f und him smok-
ing a cigarette in the Form<room pas-
sage—parading about  with it, in ifact,
as if he wanted to show that he cared

nothing for the rules of the school!”

Dr. Chisholin’s glance was almost ter-
ritic a8 it fixed upon Putty.

I'hat  innocent-looking yduth looked
wore innocent that ever. His mild hlne
e¢yes wet the Head's terrific - glance eon-
fidingly. Never had a schoolboy looked
more as if butter would not wmelt in his
muuth

“Grace!” exclaimed the Head,

“Yes, sir!

“You have dared to smoke a ecigaretie
in this school—and actually in publie—
in a public place!”

" Certainly, sir!” -

“Kindly hand me my cane, Carthew !

Carthew obeyed cheerfully. Carthew
had a fixed belief that the more the
juniors were caned, the better it was for
them; and he never, in discharging his
duties as a prefect erred upon the side
of sparing the rod.

Teddy Grace looked surprised. .

“Are you going to cane me, sir?” he
atammered

“Came you!” repeated the Head angrily.
“Most certainly 1 am going to cane you,
you silly and digreputable ‘hoy! You will
jearn than you cantiot, with fmpunity, in-
troduce the customs of a tap-room into
thlescthm;l.
‘But, sit——

“Hold out your hand, Grace! I shall
cane youn with the reu.best severity.”
“Qertwinly, sir, if you wish; but it
seems rather hard that 1 should be cuned
for doln,z as my father told me——"

he He rted.

"Yoar mther?" he ‘repented.

M‘, flﬂw\' gir!”

Wfa! That clgaretbe-——
'l'he fafotest of gring dawmed upon
tt n simple face.

t tsn’t tobacco, sir!”

v"Whut' Not - tobacco?”

“Of course not, sit! I should think it
very wrong to smoke tobacco, sir,” said
Putty meekly.

The Head seetned at a 16ss for speech
for a moment or two. Carthew of the.
Sixth could only stare.

“Grace,” stuttered the Head, at last,

“if that cigarette does not contufn "to-
baeco, what does it contain?”

WA mhedicated mixture, sir.”

“A —a—a what?"

“Medicéited mixture, sir,” said Grace
cheerfully. . “It's for keeping off influ-
enga, sirl”

“Influenza !” murmured the Head,
'“Yes, sir—it’s a Misinfectant. Father
said I was to be Yvery careful not to
cateh the *fiu,’ sir,” said Putty simply.
“He gave e these medlcskad cigarettes
to keep it off.”

“Bless my soul!” murmured the Head.
“He loo{u.dlhard at Pu:t]y‘s hee, but
only sgiling lonoeence met his gaze

)(),1& ufu the ugarette"' he said

abruptly. «

Putty laid the arette, now extm-
guished, on the ‘wri 341!.1316» The Head'
picked it cup and ‘exiufined  it.

Carthew set «his teeth. His look was

m)tl pleasant a¥ 6 dwelt on ‘the new.
unior.
" He tealised ‘that he had been a little
hasty in marching Putt \)I W Eb:gnolfr
nto the. H utudy. Ee :
;.Iw new ;ﬁoﬂ Pra g

i‘:mtslu.msi1 u:‘zim;’ elet 'é’ upos him bhut.j i
'"rﬁfe 1s certain]y not tohncu. " sald

L It mlxs

the Head, after B

tur;‘ ort h:rnrg;n’
a disinfectan

“T wasn't inhnnn‘?
Putty meekly. { dusm!ectlnu the
mouth with i, sccording to the pater’s |
instructions. My father is rather an
authority on influenza, sir.”

“You must be aware, Grace, that ‘your
action was -liable < to misconstruct
said the Head.

“Yes, sir,” said Putty. “That is why I
have shown the¢ cigarettes to M,
Boottes, my Form-master, and explaine
the matter to him.”

“Oh!_ You have told Mr. Bootles?”

“Yes, sir; 1 was afraid of being mis-
'uud(‘rstood said Putty innocently.

“You had hetter write to your father,
and request him to send you
something else in the place of these medi-
cated cigarettes,” said the Head abruptly.

“Certainly,  sir! ”I hope you are not

oing to cane me
B0t said the Head testily.

“Of course not 1
“1t was a mistake. You did quite right
Carthew ; but

in bringing the boy to me,
on another vceasion, 1 suggest to you to

the, smoke, “Eir,” n.id-‘

be a little more carcful. 1t will save

you from wasting my time and your
own.”
“Yes, sir!” gasped Carthew.
He lett the ileud s stud

rather hush}jy
Instead of commendation for his effi-
cieney in discharge of his prefectorial
duties, he had received. what amounted
to a wigging; and his temper was not
pleasant as he strode away. He did not
stride very far. e was anxious to in-
terview the cheerful new boy, as soon
as that exasperating youth was outside
the Head's quarters.

“You may go, Urace!” snapped the
Head, as the new junjor still Hugered
within his study.

“Thank you, nh‘" said Putty dcmm‘el{ll
Dr. Chisfiolm dropped his eyes upon h
pupen but he looked up again, as Putty

ingered in the study.

“Why do you not go, Grace?” he rapped
out, nhuplv.

“J—=l—=I'd rather give Carthew time to
uet clmr before 1 go, if you don’t mind,
sir!

“What 7" i
“1—1'd rather——"

“What utter nonsensel!” extlaimed the
Head angrily.

Teddy Grace did not quite agree, He
had noted very clearly the look in Mark
Carthew's eyes as he went out.

Dr. Chisholm was about to speak again,
but he checked himself, rose to his feet,
and put his head out at the door.

A dozen feet from the doorway stood |
Carthew of the
knitted and his teeth
tude of grim ‘waiting.

He made a step forwnrd as the study
door opened, his fists clenched and his
eyes gleaming—under the belief that it
wag Teddy Grace who was coming out.

Then he stopped, almost paralysed, as
he saw that it was the Head.

Dr. Chisholm’s glance fixed upon him
5rlmly He could eee at once that

set, in an atbi’

utty's apprehensions were  not without |

grounds,

“Well, Carthew,” ln.'. rapped out, “what
are you waiting for?”

“Oh, sir! I—I—unthlnlf &

“ls it possible,” o\ululmud the Head,
,“that it. was your intention te_punish
Grace, atthough 1 bave stated that he
was not to be

“Oh, no, sir!
Carthew.

“Then what are you waiting for?” |

“I—1--1 wanted to speak to the boy.
sit—that—that's all. I—I was going to
o 9 i

“Well, ‘to what?”

Punlskud?"
Certainly not!" gasped

rettes, in

medlenbed ¢
sirl” gasped W,

nd
the Hend's 3
m tumed back :
“You may go, Gmoel" h«, snld onrhl).
"Thunk i'ou. girl”
And Putty of the Fom'th awent, with &
smiling face.

——

The 3rd Chapter
A High Tea.

Jimmy Silver & Co. met tlie néew junior
at the vorner of the passage, in great
perplexity.

Carthew of the Sixth had passed them.
with a savagely scowling tuoe. and hi

=

hestowed a cuff on 'lubhy a8 he
passed—Tubby’s fat ear bﬂp “handy.
Apparently something had jewrong
in the Head's study. When Putty of the
Fourth came along, smiling . And’ serenie,
the juniors surrounde (,maﬁ
ot licked?” exol mn.

Putt, opened hig e

* Licke 0. Why ?” ) ;

“Well, my mw cmm J:mmr
Bilver. “Not lick ot ufter march:

Form -TOOIN Passage

"()h. you muanderstwtlr*-]uat a8 Car-
thew did!” said Putty cheerily. nmd g
ex¥Luxned

OrE Was u»ohontlu amon the rmmn
when they undétstood: 4 :

1t was tlear now wly Carthew of tlié
Sixth ad padsed them with an expres-;
wion which ™ Lovell Hlmwd to that of a
demon in- a4 pantoni

“You thuky hounder!”  said Jimmy
Silver.  “You've' been” pulling. Carthew's
leg, thuu mukin{z it make @ fobl: vl
Jiimself—

mg u'p nnd down

W Wi i w:rt, Tor cuilg nipnm chi
Uy, -

just then!” giid Putt
“ Any prefe«,t who' had © come” along
A have m i dto
daid it
Putty. n
W Yes; l mﬂax expwted tbat.." }go
said. “It's rnther a joké to pull
préfect’s. leg. ‘1 thought - it mtaht hie -
Bulkeley who would catch me.
pulled Bulkeley’s leg yet.”

T-haven't

“1'd rather advise you to leave the’|:
captain of the school alone!” said Jimmy |

Sllver warningly. “The fact is, Griee,
you're a little too funny for Rooktvood.
It may land you in trouble.”

Dear me!”

“Carthew won't {forget this; he will
find a chance of scalping you,” said
“Jimmy. “You can expect to be cuned.
on to fag for Lart,h%w and when you're
in his study you'll find that he's got a
good reason for using his ashplant;
nothing to do with this, of course, but a
jolly good brand-new excuse, which will
be good enough for the Head if neces-
sary

"Oh'" ejaculated Putty.

He looked a Jittle dismaged.

Putty of the Fourth was rather a

peculiar vouth in somé respects, and he

segmed to have been born with a japing i

Bixth, with his brows |’

“To-—to. warn him not to umoka his

kmk in his nature. A practical Joke hasl
‘ua irresistible attraction for him; and 3
reflection generally came too Iate—-ns in
the present ipstance.

He had succeeded in making an enemy
bf a prefect of the Sixth—which’ was' cer-
tainly not a good beginning for a new
junior in any school.

The Fistical Four grinned- as Putty’s
face lengthened.

“Not so funny now—what?” chuckled
Lovell,
“Can't be helped"' said Putty philo-
sophically. “After all, it was a good
joke. Besides, 1 explalned the matter,
and Carthew ought be satisfied. The
Head was.”
“The Head's a bit more innocent thau
Carthew)” = chuckled Jimm Silver.
“Carthew knows you were pun ng his leg.
And ‘you will Liear-of it again,”

“And T s say,” remarked Arthur:
Bdward Loven. “that it will ‘serve you
rtgut Grace. 'r ere’s such a thing as

m
P %ﬁ’,{ P o s s
e ew, leayin, o
Fourth, to ‘Mﬂ

derive what ion ' he

could from.
The hew ‘finior remuumh for - some

migutes in thonght.:

But, his face cleared very soen. 6 was

given to reflection, and he

not. believe meeting

m ¢
“Bother vthew"' he murmured.
And with* % remark lie dismissed the
bully of the Sixth from his mind, and
walked cheerily away.

Tubby Muffin met him at the foot of
the hig staivease; qmd laid a podgy hand
on his sleeve

“What aboup. tea?” he asked. “You
haven't forgotten ?”

“Not at  all!” said Putty cheerﬂgx
“It's up to me! A high tea at sharp sl
—that was the arrangement.”

“It’s getting on for six now,” said
Tubby anxiously. .*1 have not seen you
l"do: any shopping. Can I do it fof you? |
1 don’t. mind! 1In-fact, Id glad to
oblige you, Putty !’ " O i1
Putty grinned. oy
“My . dear chap, -the . shopplng' atl
done!” he said. —“You tubn up in ‘the
study at slx. and you'll ﬁnd th% high tea
all ready.

“Cat’ t, I help you: wlth f.he cookmg("
asked ‘Miufiin.

“ Leave' it to me,, my h{. ppgux

And | Putty went: cheerily: upsta.irl
Tubby Muffin was leﬂ, vnt,h @ \ery cheet-
ful exgremnn on lifg fat face

Tuhby had a fixed bgl’k‘
entétt’md glve-.‘g the -

o
‘that

, remarks,

M
eluad*'

{'not_be called ag reeab ble.

Higgs gave him a rather mrly look.
: ully of the Fourth Hed had his
tub%’ with the mew junior already.

“Tea ready?” he demanded.

“Ready, amy lord!” ' answered TPutty

ohuorfullv “You fellows don’t mind if
1 don't stay in to tea® 1'find I've got
another engagement.”
“ What rot!” said Jopes minor. “If
you're atandmg the spregd, stay in and
have a whack it 1"

“Certainly,” mud mggl “I1f there's

plenty. 4 any
I v ﬂ;‘lﬂ kx\ow“uhgyt ém:ty, md
t tbere’s more

study‘ fu!& y
=Pt : “Fou
stairs rabher hastily: as thf-y wefth.
He 'seethed 1o be in ratheér, a hurry to,
kee his other engagement.
‘The thiree juniors entéted btlvi\gw o

amd Aheyideoked tath
study “taetile \was b
wis Trothing.

gié strude : Wl
the wover from the dish. 'l‘ 0, Hexy |
momoéumt h;Wed back, wluu gasp.

'l‘herngb u Kipper 10 the digh.
1t was not a new lupper, by any means.
1t looked like a kipper thuit had been on
Jactive service for.a very long time. And
the scent that proteeded from it could

“ What the——* asped Jones minor.
There was a howl from Tubby Mufiin.

, the wttef! That's the high tea—

it's nm of "his rotten jokes!”
Alfred Higgs glared at the ancient

I-ﬁs brain did not work swiftly; but it
dawned upon himw at last that this - wis
the “high” tea Putty had arranged; and
it could not be denied that the kipper wis
ver: “hlgh mdeed, it wag more than
A

"'l‘h:.—-the—’bbe cheeky uiiot!“ gasped |
Higgs. “ Why, P{—1"11-1'11
Words failed him,  He }mrkd ‘the dish-

cover into. the gratc with .« terrific

crash,
search

and rushed- irom the study
of Putty of the Fourth,

The 4th Oh‘ptel'
Catching a Tartar.

“Grace!”
Mr. Bootleés, the master of the Fourth,
was taking the roll at calling-over.

Ther

e

Teddy Grace's name had been called.

All the rest of the Fourth were there,

but PuttI\; had not put in an appearance.
e

He ha

d

in-

was. a moment's pause after

en missing since the high tea

in Study No. 2; and Alfred Higgs had

hunted Ior him up and down Rookwood
in vain.

“The silly ass will

mured

Arthur Edward

whlt wtt: trick he
dmr openeil nmy, And Teddy.

Gnne
ranks

ll
of

%ot lagged!” mur-
vell “I wonder

dodged into the |

"nr-w" repented “Mr. Bootles, raising

- his voice.

"Adlnm" uuwcnd Teddy cheerfull

Mr. Bootlés, after a gltnce in

direetlon, went on with the roll,
! Higgs fixed a deadly look on tie new
He knew that- Putty had. been
dodging ‘him; but it was imposdible to
escape (.ulling-over, and Putw kn.d been
obliged to turn up at last, -

Higgs did not mean to lose snght of hlm

junior.

again,

his

When the Rookwooders were dismlssed'

from
Teddy

the Hall, Higgs
Grace going out.

hurried to join

Putty sauntered atter the Flztioll Four

into

Aollowed him there /
“Now, you rotter!” exclnlmed mggs,
m'ldlng towards h

about that high~ tea, you rotter?"

the Common- roolm pnd

“Didn't you like it?”

“Lik

¢ it!" gasped Higgs.

{Higgs

Putty looked at him 3

“Hallo, what's bhe trowble‘{" asked |
Jimmy Silver.

“HBlessed if I know”’ said  Putty.
“Higgs appears to he annoyed ahout
something. I hope I haven’t offended
- you, Higgs.”

“I'll jolty well show  you whether you
have or not!” roared “Higgs. - “ What

“You seemed pleased when T sngraested

& high
as hml

“And 1

tea,” said Putty simply
i ds I could make it.

t was
‘m going to give you a thunder-

ing good hldmg for your high tea!”

mm,'tm

interpd
thanks
“(iet

‘ ok Whub‘%go

“mahog

Tfu_

{ Higys.

on!

jeing,  “Is that what
for Imlpitullt | lﬂggt?"

e
F a ed uu!" hnwled Tabhy M
called a hlgh tu was a

uffi
hi

table,

any
b

¥ of the Fourth dasbod' ‘ln pur-
But at that game the nlmb!e new

exclaimed Jlmmy Silver.
you call

n,
gh

junior had a great advantage. 'nm.amu

Alfred

the rest of the
laughter as they went round and round
the big table.

“Stop him!" howled Higys

was. goonh .panting. for ‘brea
Fourth howled W

“You cackiing idiots, stop him!”

“gdtel him!”

laughin,

“&to

bush

Higg:
MOTe,:

I’utt
N {l
o

‘ﬁﬁ

o P2 8 | B
Higgs sprawled inrmusly acmﬂ ﬂ

y ol gotting.

“My n, stop him at onee!”

{ where you are, Tuhby!”

*Go
Here we go round the mulber

5 rnshed in
und

hwm “of laught

» :hz rdured,

smaah “youl” 4 T
ahead!” 45 e

It was the
enemy.

m. ‘old beant”: ummi

It.h

at last.
answered Jlmmy Silver,

said
Jimmy 8ilver, taking the fat Classical by
thu collar.

I sy, Jimmy——"
‘Shurtup!” chuckled Jimnry.
‘Hlnga.

it,
ry-

{mnult of Putty once
junior: - circled

activaly round the tahle. Twice round |

th?iy ﬁni:nt aml

an o
He shpok

er, /]

F mﬁus m aﬁ Putty urm

As he sprawled uu:ou!,l’u.tt.y wh peﬁ
il the tabls, with lightving. speed and

4 edge o! tlze
| break

“Ha
tabie

ceased

ankles, which.Putty was holding high;
and if ho slid off the table, the resulf
was likely to be exceedingly painful to

Higes®
The

Nobody seemed

h)

mut

tho

"no you want

my net,k'. you m:d duffer2?

nowy and -pa of

suddenly, He could not frei

héad, hard as it was.
juniors yelled with

His sﬁmg%es

to

ha,
}nggs shuulders and head weré on the
his back=—ijust
enongh of him to keep his head from
crashing down to the floor.

laughter
‘inclined to go to the

enraged Alfred’s help. He clutched at
the table with his hands, but the smooth

mahogany off
Putty grinne

“Let

e¢d no hold,
at him cheerfully,
Higgs.

2o!” roared

" “Not this evening, dear boy!”
“You—you-~you----"
“lm afraid I must pull you off, old

bean,”
floor.

said Putty.
That can’t be helped.”

“It. may ddmuge the

“Hold on!” shrieked lhggs, in great

alarm.

“What., fur‘? 5
“You-—you erpss idiot, you'll .erack my
skull il you land de lmndﬂnt on the

floor 1" raved Higgs.

“What does it mut,t.eﬂ" )

“Ha, ha, hal” ;
“Legio! You—you vﬂliin-—le 0!
Higgs wriggled apalmodicall.y e Was

terrified at the idea of the back of his
head coming down with a crash.to the
“floor. And no wonder!  Certainly #t
would have meant a serious case for the
sanatorium,

“Muke  him leggo!” wailed -Higgs.
“Jimmy Silver, you chortling idiot, make
him . leggo! Lovell, you oacklmg ass—
Morny, you frabjous chump—

"Are you a.l\vayn lite as that when

you're asking- favours?” inquiwd Putty.
a, ha; ha!”
eqgol” .

# My at! Your feet are a good weight,
Higgs,” remarked Putty. “Do you take
e]evﬁm or filteens?”

“He

“Make 1t pnx!" su«gested I’utty.

“I'l1-gmpsh you!”

“You lgok like getting the smashing,”
rematked Putty, keeping Higgs' wriggling
feet well up, “Lfyou damage the floor
with your mepper, it will most likely
be pot down your bill, too. Make it
pax, old hean, or I'm afraid 1 shall have
to floor you.

“1—1 won't!” uaspcd ng&s,
“Then heré goes! "

“Stop!” mprea‘ “You mad idiot,
hold on! Y o & gnre, it “pax.”
* Hay? ha hat &
‘Honeat Injun hsked Putty. %
l!'is!" yroaned Higgs. “Oh, you

! Konent Injunt”
" sald Putty cheerfully.

A'nd he reléased Higgs' ankles, and the
bully of the Fourth.was allowed to slide
to._the floor, right end uppermost.

Higgs stood pantm" for some moments,
while the juniors howled with Iaughtu‘
He scowled savagely at Putty and
_clenched his fists—hard {

“Pax, you know!” murmured Putty.

nggl ave an apgr: snort and strode
away. “Pax” was binding ¢ act,
even on the bully of. thc Fourth, utty
smiled cheerfully -as the burly Ifred

stamped out of the Common

He seemed quite satisfied w‘th the re-
sult of the arghment, Higgs was mot
satisfied, certainly; but then it was im-
possible to satisfy everybody.

..
The 5th Chapter.
Fagging ior Carthew,

"FB 1 .
sixth“ called’  out

Cart e'w of ' the
sharply.

It - was bhe following afternoen, and
it ed to be w bslicholiday at

cw X
al of er fe WS M Gur-

thdw cull scuttled off in %ﬂn Fec-
tions; nobody. wns anxious te %mr
,Oarﬁhw, especially on & half Y.
‘But the prefect was too near Putty for
the latter to acntm off, and his eyes
were fixed gﬂml on the new boy.

“Fag! Come here, Grace!l”

'l‘ed y Grace looked at him:
“Diy you want me, Carthew?” he asked
mee‘%ly 1 t 4 f:

“Yes; you young sweep! 1 want a ”
grinned Carthew, The Sixth Form pre?gw
wag guite within his rlnl.lbs in ecalling on
2 junior to fag, though whether € ?gh
really wanted a fag juet then was a qlns-
tion, Grace had a suspicion that what
»11«. really wanted was to wipe off the
“geore of the pfevious duz

“Well, here am,” said Putty, with a
s1g

“Go to my mmx atb once. £

“Yes, Carthew.”
d ti- 1 come.”

Wit
“Very. well,” T

into the sinny qutd-

pear and ¥

Putty 2l
fm' kng,hheudemr the prefeut's ﬂ!r
d the preﬂx‘.t follow him

H
g there 0 e.xpluin what duties weére re-.
*but he

quired of him; in
no hurry.
Putty waited  about five minutes, and

R,
AT
1

\‘ seemed,

-at, the end of the
Knowles of ‘the

L X
[y Hicd eyed them knpationtly for
“sume minutes, buh Carthew , dm not look
in s dirputﬁh\

The new . :m&rmwmt to him at

M ;
Wit Al 5 you, YA for, Carthew:”

Yl_e pret eboed Yi'lzlmg at thntm
ol ve, Wa
h :{Lﬁﬂl‘ga w i he answe

G e g Bmg I e“t"'gu“ Npitys
fo% eTe, ow <
demanded Puit; o i

b 5.1 B ¢ ooma.?:

“Whet - are Jou voming, then:"

“Presentl

“Look here -Carthew—-"

“Go_back into the study at once, and
e quiet!” rapped out the prefect,

Teddy Grace. looked rebellions; hut he
obeyed. He understood well enough now
that he was not really wanted to fag—
it was a way of detaining him‘ for the
half-holiday, and spoiling any little ex-
cursion he migh t have planned. This
was Carthew's tit-for-tat for the affair
of the cigarette.

Doubtless the situation was humorous,
from Carthew’s poilnt of view; possibly
he wanted to show the humnrist of the
Fourth that he could be humorous, too.
But, like many humeorists, if mot most
of them, Putty did not fully appreciato
humour when™ it was directed against
hiniself.

He did bot see anything funny at all

in remaining shut up v Carthew’s study,

2o

-
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-+ when he wanted to be out of doors in
the shine. ' Besides, he had arranged to
join the Fistical Four that afternoon in
a ramble on Coombe Heath.

He went to the study window and
looked out, debating in his mind whether
to drop out and “cut ” for it.

* Hallo, young 'un!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. came along
glanced up at Putty, eurprised to
him at Carthew's window.

“Aren’t you coming out?’ asked
captain of the Fourth. “We're
going to start.”

“Carthew’s told
here,” growled Putty.
to kevp me  indoors.
fag.”

Jlmmy Silver whhtll nl

"’l’hat s hard cheese,” he said.

‘Your own look nut my boy,” grinned
Arthur Edward Lovell. *You shouldn’t
be so jolly funpy with a Sixth Form pre-
fect! Keep your little jokes for your
own Form,”

Putty grunted.

“Well, I'm not gnim( to stick it much
longer,” he said. “It’s no joke to spvnd
an afternoon in a study doidg nething.”

“Ha, ha! Perhaps Carthew’s pulling

< your leg this time,” chuckléd Raby. “It's
a Roland for an Oliver, you know.”

“Oh, rats! What would happen, Silver,
if T cat for it?” asked Putty. "I could
drop from this window.”

“A jolly good licking,” answered Jimmy
Silver. “You have to fag for a prefect
if ‘he requires it.”

“But, it's only spoof :
keep me bottled up here!”
savagely.

“He would make out that he wanted
you, my boy. You'd bett.vr stick it.” ad-
Vised Jimmy Silver. “When Carthew’s
done with you, come along to Coombe;
you'll find us somewhere on the heath.”

“Ta-ta!” smiled Newcome,

The Fistical Four went on their way to
the. gates.

and
find

the
just

me to wait for him
“1It’s only a trick
He doesn't want a

he only wants to
said Putly

They were sorry for Putty; but they
could not help feeling. that, if he was
woing ‘to be so humorous himself, he

must expect a little sardonic humour in
others.

¢ Putty of the Fourth walked about rest-
lessly i the study for some time, Mark
Carthew showing no sign of putting in
Jan - appearance.

It, was really . impossible for the
energetic Junior to keep idle for long,
and he was soon improving the shining
hour by pouring ink into Carthew’s clock,
and gum into the inkpot.

He had  just finished the latter
ioperation when Carthew, at last, appeared
in the doorway of the study with a
s.lrdmuc grin on his face.

Hallo! Have I kept you waiting?” he
asked.

“Yes, you have!” grunted Putty.

“Don't scowl ax me!” snapped

cleared his

“easy to see thut

excuge  for a ‘licking.” Tt was o
of the wolf and thc lamb over again.
* “That’s hetter,” jeered Carthew. “We're
going to_teach you how to hohavc your-
self at Robl;wood my pippin!”

“Thank ‘you Carthew!” said Teddy
Grace meekly.

“Eh?”
“Thank you so much!
you!”
Carthew scowled. 1f Putty expected
the soft answer to turn away wrath, he
was doomed to disappointment. ]

“Doén’t give me any of your jokes,
Grace,” said the Sixth-Former. “Now, I
shall’ want you for a good bit of the
afternoon. Were you going out?”
“Yes; and T'm late already.”
“Phat’s too bad: I'm afraid you'll be

case

It is so kind of

» bit later,” grinned Carthew. “I hope
you're not lazy, Grace.. I've a way of
making lazy fags industrious. T don’t
mind how much trouble I take. In fact,

1 enjoy it. Now, I've let my fag off

for the afternoon: I'm always kind-
hearted to fags. You're going to take his
place. See?” i

Putty was silent. :

“1t’s three now,” said Carthew, looking
at his watch. “ At four, or soon after, I'm
coming in to tea. You're to tidy the
study, and make it as spick and span ag
a new pin... If I see a speck of dust any-
where, I'll skin yvou! Got that?”

“Yes, thanks!”

Carthew smiled.

“You're to -have tea ready at four,” he
continged. *I shall require a rather good
tea—say, eggs and rashers, and a cake,
and some biscuits, and you'd hetter get
some ham, too, and " a few trimmings.
Knowles ‘and Frampton are coming in to
tea, and T want a good table.”

“Yes,” growled Putty.

“If you don't do exactly as you're
told.” went on Carthew agreeably, “I
shall skin you! You can ask Wegg of
the Third what he gets when he annoys
me. It may be a lesson to you."

“You're doing this because you made a
fool of yourself to the Head yesterday,”
said Teddy, between his teeth.

Carthew raised his eyebrows.

“That little matter .of . the influenza
cigarette?” he smiled. “Not at all! I'd
forgotten about it. Didn’t you hear the
Head .say that you were not to bhe
punished. for that? A prefect of the
Sixth Form, my hoy, has to carry out
the Head's orders, not oppose them.
That matter is entirely closed. I am now
dealing. with you as a fag.”

“Oh, T understand!” . grunted Putty.
“You've got your yarn all ready in case
I should mmplam to the Head.”

“T really don’t know what you're talk-
ing abont,” said Carthew. “In fact, you
talk too much. Shut up, will you? Now,
remember tea—a good spread—ready at
four o'clock, or you'll wish you'd never
been. born!”

And Carthew turned to the door.

“Hold on!” exclaimed Grace.

“Well?” said Carthew, looking back.

“You've forgotten the money.”

“What money?”

“If T'm to get you a big spread, I sup-

pose I shall have to buy the things,” said
Putty. I can't get them on tick,
suppose ; so you'd better leave me the
money. hadn’t you?”

Carthew shrugged his shoulders. Putty
did pot know the Sixth Form bully yet.
It was no new proceeding for Mark
Carthew to order his fag to prepare tea
without providing the necessary funds.
In such a case, the fag was supposed to
manage somehow. He could use his own
money, or he.could raid some other fag's
study .cupboard, or he could lay in
supplies . on . “tick "—in fact, he could
do anything he liked so long as he did

not disappoint the bully of the Sixth at.

tea-time. Carthew was not particular, so
long as he had his tea.

Teddy Grace did not understand all that
yet, -and he waited for the prefect to
hand -over the cash. Carthew made no
motion to hand cver any cash.

He turned to the door again, as if the
matter was settled.  Putby, perplexed,
followed him.,

T can't get the things without money,
Ca 1” he exclaimed.
“Can't you?” asked Carthew,

back,
ki course I can't.”

“ You'd ?wttf‘r manage,
have' the spread ready.”
bully «of the Rixth.
otherwise.”

Putty understood then,
flashed.

“Do.you think I'm going to stand a
spread for your tea-party out of 'my
own. pocket ?” he howled.

“My dear kid, I don’t think about it
at all,” grinned Carthew. *“All T know
is. that if there isn’t a first-class spread
ready at four o’clock, there will be weep-
ing -and wailing and gnashing of teeth!”

“Why, yon thumping swindler!” ejacu-
lated Putty.

“What!” roared Carthew.

He strode back to his study, snatched

T

looking

somehow, to
remarked the
“I'm sorry for you,

dand - his eyes

)"

He tidied ) the mautc fcoe - firsk,” by
sweeping off . everyt ¥ it contained
and. landed. the books on the floor in. a

.an inkstand. from-the table und a bottle

since making the latter’s estimable ac-
quaintance, and what he had learned of
him had not inspired him with respect
for the “bullying prefect.

If ‘he had been commanded to fag for
Bulkeley or Neville, Yutty would have
done - his fag’s duties without repining,
like any other junior at Rookwood; nut
with Carthew it was quite a different
proposition. Bulkeley or Neville would
not have ordered him to supply a spread
at_his own expense.

Putty had plenty of pocket-money, but
he was not in. the least degree inelined
to spend it on Carthew.

He had the prefect’s orders to carry
out, ‘but he intended to carry them out
in his own way.

As he did inot intend to provide the
required spread, it was certain that he
was booked for a severe licking; -and
as that was ccrtain-anyway, Putty made
up hig mind to earn it tu!ly, on the prin-

uulu that it is as well to pe hung for
a shucp as for 'a lamb. . , - oy
Carthew  had -told him to tidy the

study, and Putty; procecded to-tidy it’-
on _original lines.

into the fender, wnth 2 terrific crash.

Then he [)Itthld the bookedse forward,
shower. To the heap of books he added
oi. gum, with the cork ont.

He was grinning by this time.

The scamp of the school seemed, . in
fact, quite in his clement in fagging ‘for
Carthew in- this style.

A fat face glimmered in at the door-
way while he was thus engaged. Tubby
Muffin gazed in. amazement and horror
at th: havoe in Carthew’s study.

* Wha-a-at are you up to, Putty?” he
gasped.

“Fagging for Carthew.”

“My hat! He'll skin you alive!”

]

'hu.nnK\ummm
~—

A HIGH TEA!

Higgs lifted the cover from the dish and then

staggered back with a

‘There was an ancient kipper on the dish—and the scent of it could not
be called agreeable.

gasp. ‘ Qoooch! **

up his ashplant with one hand, and col-

lured the unfortunate fag Wwith the
other. )

Whack, whack, whack! .
“Yaroooh!” roared Putty, struggling

frantically in the Sixth-Former’s. power-

ful grasp. “Oh! Ah! Ow! Stoppit!”
Whack, whack, whack!
“Yooop! Leggo! Stoppit! Oh,; my

hat!” |

Whack, whack, whack!

“There!” gasped Carthew, pitching the
hapless . Putty across the study. “Is
that enough, 'or do you want some
more?”

““Yaroooop!"”

Putty sat .down .upon the. hearthrug
with a bump, gasping for breath. He
blinked dizzily at the. big Sixth-Former.

“Do you want any more?” roared Car-
thew.

“Ow! Yow! No! Wow!"

“I thought I'd bring you to reason!
You mustn’t bandy words with a Sixth-
Formi prefect, my boy!” grinned Car-
thew. *“It doesn’t pay. You'll find that
out;,in the long run. Now set’ to work,
and’ don't forget tea at sharp four |
You're such a funny merchant, Grace,
that you ought to sec something’funny
in this.”

Carthew himself evidently saw some-
thing funny in it, for he laughed loudly
as he went down the passage.

Putty apparently did not.

He sat on the hearthrug and gasped
for breath, and rubbed his shoulders rue-
fully, feeling for 'once like anything
but a humorist.

The 6th Chapter.
A Little Rag. .
i Putty of the Fourth rose to his feet at

Carthcw Imd gone over to Mr. Man-
ders’ house, to see Knowles and Framp-
ton, and probably to play banker in the
seclusion of - Knowles” study. That was
one of Carthew’s delectable amusements
on a half-holiday which was whispered
of in the Lower School. The black sheep
of Rookwood was carcful-—hce -had neul

to be—but it was impossible for his shady’

pursuits to -be quite concealed. Putty
had heard a good deal about Carthew

howled Tubby “Why, this will mean a
preiu,tb licking, Putty, you silly ass!”

“Come and lend me a hand!" said
Pug:tv “I've got to get the carpet up
yet

“The kik-kik-carpet!” stuttered Tubby.

“Yes; there’s: lots < to be done.  You
see, I'm going to have a licking' anyway,
and this won't -make it much ' worse!”
said Putty cheerfully.’ “Come in and
help !”?

“No jolly fear!” gasped ’I‘uhhv Muffin.

And the fat Classical scuttled away,
terrified at the' idea of .even being: near
at-hand to such a scene of catastrophic
havoc.

Putty = grinned
labours.

-« Hejerked -out- the" tubie-drawu. which
was full- of books, * papers, ‘and other
articles. .

He emptud it by the sdmple procesa of
lefting it fall ‘'on the flobr with a-crash.

There was o flat’ $in. hox among the
articles, ‘locked, ‘but it_burst: open' as it
crashed on the floor.

The lid flew open, and Several arhcles
rolled out on the ¢arpet.. *

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Pubty.

He ‘had not meant to proceed to the
length of ~ breaking a lock, but the
damage was done now, and could not be
helped.

He glanced at a folded pink paper that
had fallen from the burst tin box, and
gave - a jump.

The title prmted on the pink - paper
was “Racing Tips,”

“My only summer
Putty.

He fairly blinked-at the racing paper.
He had lieard hints and whispers about
Carthew, - but this was a  clincher.
He understood now why the tin box had
been locked. The discovery of such a
paper in a prefect’s study at Rookwood
meant a very painful interview with the
headmaster, probably to be followed by
immediate departure from Rookwood.

Putty grinned as he picked up the pmk
paper. - If he  had been -inclined ' to
“sneak,” he held the bullying prefect.in
the hollow of his hand. now.

There were - scribbled < words * on the
margin of the paper, next' to a list . of
horses—notes’ made by the amateur

and  continued  his

chapeau!” . gasped

| Carthew. glared out of the gates.

punter regarding the form of the “gee-
gees,” cvidently for gnidapce in laying
bets. There were plenty of papers about
the study with Carthew's writing on
them, and at a glance Putty saw that
the marginal notes on “Racing Tips "
were in the prefect’s hand. Naturally,
Carthew had never expected a paper in
a locked box to come to light. He had
not bheen careless enough to leave it in
the drawer without precaution.

Putty stood amid the wreck he had
made and examined the pink paper with
an interested eye.

He held in his hand evidence enough
to get the bully of the Sixth expelled
from Rookwood—or, at least, enough to
get  him  severely reprimanded and
punished, and degraded from the rank

of preiect

Putty did not intend to make that
evidence.  known. Carthew certainly
deserved to be exposed; but the junior
had : no intention of betraying him.
Whatever Carthew deserved, it was not
his business to “sneak.”

But he realised at once th.e: use that
}Jrat incriminating paper might be to
him

“My hat!” murmured Putty. “I fancy
I sha'n’t get that licking .tftu' alld”
He looked “at his wateh. “Half-past
three!, Lots of time yet.”

He thrust the folded paper into an
inside pocket and sauntered out of the
study, . shutting the door after him.

Tubby Muffin met him with a scared
face, as he went up to his- own study
iu the Fourth Form passage,

Finmsmd 2" gasped the fat Classical.

“0

"b.arthcw 11 boil you in oil!”

“My dear old porpoise, Carthew won't
touch ‘me,” smiled Putty. “1f he comes
inquiring after me, teM him 1've gone
down to. Coombe, and sha'n’t be  back
till _call-over.”

“Oh, crikey!” gasped Tubby.

Putty went into his study, and came
out in a few minutes, smiling cheerily,
The  annotated racing-paper was in a
safe place now.

The new junior walked contentedly ouv
ot the School House and away to the
gates. He ‘had nearly reached the
gates when there’ was a sound of run-
ning feet from the direction of Mr.
Manders’ house.

Putty looked round quickly.

Carthew of the Sixth was speeding
after him, with a red and angry face.
He had spotted the junior from Knowles’
wulduw

“Stop!” shouted Carthew.

“ Another time, dear boy!” called back
Putty.

01 5 o st

“Go and eat coke, old top!”

Putty dashed out of the gates at top
speed, with Carthew rushing on his
track. He was well down the %ane when

"Onme: back"" roared Carthew furi-

Carthéw made 4 stride out of bhe gates,’
but. he stopped and turned back. It was
not much usé to think of-pursuing the
ldumvc, junior up and down the country
anes

His wrath had to be bottled up till a
more favourable opportunity. But Putty
had to return by locking-up, and then he
could be dealt with. And Carthew’s
plans for dealing with him were almost
blood-curdling.

He returned to Mr. Manders’ House;
and at four o’clock he took his friends
to his study in the School House, with~
out much expectation. of hndm;z that
Putty had leit tea ready for him. It
was only too plain that the fag had
mutitied. 'Carthew did not quite expeut,
to see a spread; and he was very far
indeed from  expecting to see what he
actually did see.

When he threw open the door of his
study and glanced in, he could not believe
his eyes at first.

Knowles and TFrampton looked in and
whistled.

“What the thunder——" said Knowles.

“Have the Huns been here?” grinned
Frampton.

Carthew stuttered. )

“I—I—I told him to tidy up the
study!” he gasped. “I—I told him not
to leave a speck of dust—"

“By gad! He's left a good many!”
grinned Knowles. “You don't seem to
keep your fags in much order on this
side of Rookwood, Carthew, old sport.”

‘He—he—he’s  wrecked the study!”
gasped Carthew dazedly. “Look at the
mantelpiece—and the fender—and the
carpet—and my hooks—-'lnd papers! My
hat;' 'l—rin—rn—

“I shouldn't lick him,” said Knowles.
“1'd take him to the Head and get him
a flogging! That’s better.”

“I—I will!” I'll have him flogged! 1'll
have him expelled from Rookwood, it '
can!"” gasped Carthew. “Treating a pre-
fect's’ study like this—a prelects. you
know! He must be mad! I'll make him
«ile‘Im Iu}Jl thm muck on his bended knees.

Carthew’s voice failed
fairly babbled with rage.

“You'd better come to tez with me,
after all,” remarked Knowles, repressing
a grin, “This study really doesn't look
inviting.”

Carthew nodded speechlessly.

He went back to Mr. Manders' House
with his friends in a state of mind that
would 'have done credit to Von Tirpitz in
his Tirpitziest days. His enly consolation
was the thought of what was to happen
to Putty of the Fourth when he came in.

But Putty of the Fourth had his own
ideas about that.

him, and he

The 7th Chapter
The Trump Card!

Jimmy Silver & Co. came back to
Rookwood in the talling dusk, with Putty
of the Fourth. The new junior had joined
them on the heath, dll(l had enjoyed a

ramble ‘among the old quarries. The
juniors came home together in a cheery
mood ; Putty the cheeriest of all.

Jimmy Silver was looking rather grave.

Putty had told him of the way he had
fagged for Carthew, and Jimmy was
thinking of the consequences.

“You don't seem to understand that
it’s serious, Grace,” he said, as they came
up to the gates of Rookwood. *“Carthew
will be as mad as a hatter.”

“1 shouldn’t wonder,” assented Putty.
“I'm rather a hopeful chap, as a rule,
but I never expected that Carthew would
be pleased.”

“He will skin you!” said Lovell.

“1 hope not.”

“I'm afraid he will take
Head,” said Jimmy Silver:
afraid it will mean a flogging,

Putty shook his head.

“Well, what do you think Carthew will
do, then, you ags?” exclaimed. Raby.

“I don’t think he’ll do anything.”

"()I!. you're potty, then!”

“Wait and see!” gaid Putty,
grin.

Putty

you to the
“and I'm
Grace.”

with a

walked in cheerily with Jimmy
Silver & Co.—the Fistical. Four feeling
very mueh  perplexed. . Fhey.. were. not
aware of the existence of Putty’s trump-
card—in the shape of *“Racing Tips,”
gecurely hidden in his study.

A good many juniors were waiting
the doorway, and they looked very
ively at Putty as he came in with
the Fistical Four, [‘uhb) had spread the
news of the ragging of Carthew’s study.

“Carthew’s  waiting for you,” said
Tubby Muflin. “He's hanging about
waiting for you to come in, Putty.”

*How very kind of him!”

“Here ‘he comeés!” murmured Jimmy
Silver.

Carthew of the Sixth was not far away.
He came down to the crowd of juniors
near the big doorway as he saw Putty.
The prefect’s brows  were  knitted, his
face pale with suppressed fury,

“So you've come back, Grace!” he said,
between his teeth.

“Yes, thank you,

“1  suppuse you
booked for.”

“Am 1 booked
Carthew ?”

“I'm not going to lick you mygelf—"

“Thank you so much!”

Carthew trembled with rage.

“I'm going to take you to the Head!”
he went on, almost choking. “You're
going to get a flogging, young
rufian! Come with me!”

“I'll come with you with pleasure,
Carthew,” said Putty meekly, as the bully
of the Sixth grasped him savagely by the
shoulder. “I want to see the Head! I
want to ask him what I had better do
with a copy of *‘Racing Tips’ I found
in a prefect’s study—"

“What "

Carthew’s grip suddenly relaxed.

He stared blankly at Teddy Gmce, who
Te his: i Vee

Carthew!”
know what you'rs

for anything, pleasc,

you

I'm

20 satt. you know B ean
thmkim: that it’s against the rn!ea for
a Sixth Form prefect to have racmg
papers in his study——"

“ You—you—I—I—"

“Especully marked in his own hand-
writing,” pursued Putty gently. *Do
you think it is against ‘the rules,
Carthew? As a prefect, you ought to
know.” .

Carthew gave him one look, and rushed
away to his study. There was a buzz
among the juniors who had heard Putty's
startling words.

SIIVLI‘ caught him by the arm.

Is that true?” he asked breathlessly.
» Putty smiled.

“True enough,” grinned Mornington. I
fancy Carthew’s rushed off to see whether
his merry racin’ paper is missin’. What
a game! Putty you funny idiot, yon
take the cake, and no mistake!”

There was a shower of questions, buti
Putty did not answer them. He did not
intend to give Carthew away more than
was abgolutely necessary for the purposec
of saving his own valuable skin.

Carthew had not reappeared when the
juniors went in to call-over. Jimmy
Silver chuckled at the thought that the
Sixth Form Lully was searching frantic-

.ally among the debris in his study for the

racing paper that was not there.

After call-over, Putty of the Fourth
sauntered along to Carthew’s study. The
Sixth Form bully turned a crimson and
furious face on him, his hands twitching
with the desire to seize the cool, smiling
junior and smite him,

Putty stepped coolly into the study
and laid three-halipence on the table.
Carthew watched him with glittering
eyes.

“I'm sure you don't mind selling me
that old paper at cost price, Carthew,”
said Putty gently.

Carthew panted.

“Have you-—have you
you?” he asked huskily.

“Should I be idiot enough to come in
here if I had?” smiled Putty.

“Where have you hidden it?” hissed
Carthew.

“In a safe, place, old bean.”

Putty strolled to” the door, Carthew
watching him a good deal like a tiger.
The junior glanced back in the door.

“That merry paper won't come to light
so0 long as you beliave yourself, old nut,”
he said sweetly. “But don’t be-a bully
any more, Carthew. I shall be angry if
you do. Besides, it's bad form.”

And Putty of the Fourth sauntered
away, whistling. Carthew did not follow
him. Not for a King's ransom would he
have dared to lay hands, just then, on
the scamp of Rookwood.

THE END.

got it about
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The ist Chapter.
Looking for Qold!

“Hillerest  galoots!”
Lawless.

Cedar Creek was frozen hard; from its
source in the foothills to its outlet in the
Thompson River it was one sheet of ice.

And, naturally, Frank Richards & Co.
had turped out with their skates after
morning lessons at the backwoods school.

Most of the Cedar Creek fellows were
on the ice, near the school, getting a keen
appetite for dinner: but the three chums
had gone farther afields

They were speeding along the frozen
creek towards the little island which lay
half-way between the lumber school and
Hillcrest School.

Possibly they surmised that they might

meet, some of their old rivals on the ice;
they were generally ready for a “row”
in a good-natured way with Dicky Bird
& Co., of Hillerest.
. The three schoolboys slowed down, and
Bob Lawless spoke, jerking up his hand
to point to the rocky island a little
distance ahead.

On the islet two or three fellows could
be seen, and among them the Co. recog-
nised Dicky Bird himself.

“They’'ve come out skating, like us,” re-
marked Vere Beauclerc. “Shall we give
them a look-in?”

“May as well bump them over, iust to
show that Cedar Creek is ton school in
this section!” said Frank, laughing.

“That’s a cinch!” agreed Bob.

And the chums of Cedar Creek kept on
for the island.

But they slowed down again as they
neared it. i

Through the frozen, leafless thickets
among the rough rocks of the island, more
fellows came into view, and they saw
that there were seven or eight.of the

. Hillcresters. mé B
ote thicre with Dieky mh a'utj'b mgtm'
were there, w y Bir umpy
#and Watson and Fisher and'aﬂothérn;ne
or twc.
A pile of skates could be seen on the
shore, The Hillcresters had apparently
taken them off to explore the island.

Why they should want to explore that
barren spot, was a mystery.

Certainly there was no bird’s-nesting
to be done at that season of the year,

“They're up to something,” remarked
Bob Lawless. “But they're rather too
many for us to bump over, Franky. The
bumping would be on the other side, I
guess!”

“They've seen us!” said Frank. .

Dicky Bird ran quickly to the edge of
the ice as he saw the three chums from
Cedar Creek.

His face was rather excited.

“You galoots can vamoose!” he called
out.

“Anything on?” called back Bob.

“Little kids shouldn’t ask questions!”
was Dicky Bird’s reply. “Make yourselves
scarce before we come on the ice to
you!”

Kern Gunten looked round.

“Clear those rotters off !” he exclaimed.
“Don't let them land here, Bird!”

“No fear!” answered Dicky.

“But what's the game?” exclaimed
Frank Richards, in  astonichment.
“Nothing on the island we mustn't see, 1
suppose 7

“Don't tell them!” called ‘out Gunten.

“Shurrup, Gunten, you jay!” said Dicky
Bird hastily. “Now, you galoots, are you
going on?”

“1 guess not!” answered Bob.

“Then we’ll come along to you.. Roll
up, you fellows!”

* Half a dozen of the Hillcresters came
running out on the ice, with evidently
warlike intentions.

Frank Richards & Co. grinped, and
waited till they were quite near, and then
started skating again.

The Hillcresters were left hopelessly
behind as the three chums shot onward
over the - ice.

Their merry laughter floated back as
they went, and the Hillcrest fellows were
left standing, shaking their fists,

A hend of the creek left the island
behind out of sight, and Dicky Bird &
Co. with it.

Then Bob Lawless slacked down.

“Hold on. kids!” he said.

. “We've time for a ruon as far as the
rapids and hack before dinner, if we
buck up.” answered Frank.

“Never mind that. T want to know
what those galoots are up to,” answered
Bob Lawless. “They were exploring the
island.”

“Blessed if 1 can guess what for!” said
Frank, stopping. “There's nothing there
but rocks and ice, that I know of.”

“Correct! But it's pretty plain that
they think there may be something else

- there,” answered ‘Bob. “And I reckon 1
know what they’re after.”

“What’s that?” asked Beauclerc,

“Gold!”

exclaimed Bob

DICKY BIRD'S BONANZA(

.. Gold!” exclaimed Frank, in surprise.
“Is there any gold there?”

“Not a cent’s worth. But a good many
pilgrims have ‘panned ' on the island
Iookmg_ for it,” said Bob, with a grin.
“There's gold on the Thompson River, and
some hopeful galoots have looked for it
on the island here. They've never found
any. But I remember Gunten going there
to search when he was a Cedar Creek
chap. He’s still got the idea in his silly
head, and he's taken that crowd along
to help him. That's why they didn't
want us.”

Frank Richards laughed.

“They won't find anything,” he re-
marked. y

“Not unless it's put there for them to
find!” chuckled Bob. “But I want to
know for certain what they're after. I've
got a stunt in my head. You fellows
skate back and give them a yell as you
pass, while 1 scout round on the other
side of the island and put an eye on
them. They won't tumble.”

“Oh, all right!”

The chums of Cedar Creek turned back.

Frank : Richards and Vere Beauclere
went skimming past the island the way
they had come, and they shouted defiance
at the Hillcrest fellows as they passed—
answered by derisive yells irom Dicky
Bird & Co.

Meanwhile, Bob Lawless skated quietly
to the lower end of the island, the
thickets and rocks hiding him from the
Silﬂlt of Dicky Bird & Co. on the other
end.

Bob removed his skates
ashore into the frozen thickets.

The island was small, and in a few
minutes he was in the middle of it, keep-
ing carefully under cover.

Clang ! :

,](, wae

and - crept

the sound o

r why the Hil

Dozens of times hopeful gold-seckers
from the Thompson Valley had searched
the island for traces of pay-dirt, without
success; and Dicky Bird & Co. were evi-
dently taking up the quest, probahly
rather to kill time than in the actual
hope of “striking ile.”

The rancher’s son stole quietly forward
through the thickets, and stopped as he
caught sight of moving forms and heard
voices.

Keeping behind a tree, Bob Lawless
“watched the Hillerest fellows through the
openings of the thicket.

Dicky Bird was wielding the pick.

Chips of rock whizzed under his doughty
blows. .

“I guess there’s nothing here, Gun-
ten!” said Dicky Bird, stopping at last,
and resting on the pick.

“I guess we haven’t half looked yet!”
answered Gunten. “Injun Dick’s been
bringing gold to sell at the store the past
week, and when he was drunk he let out
that he’d been on the island.”

“Gammon, most likely,” remarked
Fisher. “Injun Dick’s more likely to have

bagged it on the river claims, and talked
about the island to put folks off the
scent.”

“It’s possible, of course,” said Gunten.
“8till, there's a good chance. Lots of
miners have searched here for gold.”

“They've never found any.”

“I tell you there’s a chance,

These

fellows’ quest had hrought a lttle scheme
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rocks are just like the rocks down the
Xullcy, where they’ve found nuggets and
ugt.”

“Well, it won’t hurt us to look!” re-
marked Digky Bird. 1t would be all
right to strike a bonanza. Would they
let  schoolboys stake out a claim,
though?” p

“Our fathers gould stake out the claims
for us, if we found gold!” answered
Gunten. *“That's easy enough.”

“Share and share alike, if we find any-
thing!” said Bhumpy.

“Of course—that’s understood!”

“Of course,” gald Dicky Bird, with a
nod. ‘Look here, we’ll give it a trial.
We'll come along to-morrow and spread
over the whole island, and hunt it all
over. It's understood that anything
that's struck belongs to the whole crowd.”

“That's fair.”

“I guess we'd better be getting back
to Hillcrest now, or we'll be late for
dinner, and old Peckover will scalp us.”

The Hillerest fellows left the island,
donning their skates and speeding away
for home.

Bob Lawless kept carefully in cover
till they were gone. )

Then be moved back to the bank and

ut on his own skates, and started for

edar Creek.

There was a merry grin on: Boh's face
as he skated away. %

He had not much faith in gold being
struck on the island in the creek; he
had, in fact, looked there for it himself
once, with the usual want of success.
But the discovery of the Hillcrest

into Bob's active mind—a_ “stunt” that
made him chuckle loud and loug:
séklmmed back over; th :

»

for r—— :

“I tell you 1've thought of 8 stuntsi—"

“Dinner!” " said  Frank Richards and
Vere Beauclere together, laughing.

And they took Bob Lawless b
arms -and rushed him to the
House. 3

The “stunt ” had to remain unrevealed
for the present.

But Bob Lawless was grinning cheerily
over his dinner. He was evidently
gtreatly pleased with his stunt, whatever
it was, ;

“Come on!” he said, when the Cedar
Creek fellows came out of the lumber
school after dinner.

“Skating again?” asked FraWk.

“No; get your snowshoes. We've got
to get a quick run down to Thompson,
and get back before lessons.”

“What the dickens are we. going to
Thompson for?” exclaimed Beauclerc.

“No time for chewing the rag, or we
sha’'n't be back in time, and Miss
Meadows will snatch ws baldheaded,”
answered Bob.

“Yes, but—-"

“Come on, I tell you!”

Frank and Beauclerc acquiesced, and
the three schoolboys put on their snow-
shoes at the gates.

The long trail before them was white
and thick with snow, and they had not
brought their horseg to school that day.

Chunky Todgers came up as they were
starting.

the
chool

“You fellows——" he began.

Chunky did not get any farther.

The three chums glided off, leaving the
fat schoolboy staring after them.

“1 say, where are you going?” shouted
Chunky.

No answer.

“1f you're going to Thompson, you can
bring me back some maple sugar!” roared
Chunky.

But Chunky Todgers’ words were lost
on the wind, as the chums of Cedar Creek
sped away.

There was no talking en route; the
pace was too swift for that.

1n fact, there was no time to lose, for
it was a long run to Thompson, unq it
was necessary to get back by the time
the bell rang for classes.

Bob Lawless had been very keen to tell
his chums the “stunt,” when he had
come in from the island; but he did not
speak now. He “kept on at a .t,crnﬁ_c
speed, and Frank and Beauclerc did their
best to keep pace with him.

They arrived in Thompson at last, and
removed their snowshoes to walk down
Main Street. X

“Where now?” asked Frank. i

“The store down the street,” answered

b

ob.

“0ld Man Gunten's store?”

“Nope! Might meet Kern Gunten
there; 1 think he goes home for dinner.”

“What does it matter if we meet him?”

“Lots!”

Bob Lawless, with that laconic reply,
led the way into a store in Main Street,
his chums following him in perplexity.

Bob’s purchases perplexed them still
more.

What Bob Lawless could possibly want
with a squirt and a packet of bronze-
powder was a mystery to his chums; but
such were the articles that the rancher’s
son bought, for hard cash.

He slid the packet into one of his
rockets and concealed the squirt under
1is jucket as they left the store. .

* Now tell us what all this means!” said
Frank Richards, when they were in the
street again. .

“1 don't.know that we've got time!”
said Bob loftily.

“Fathead ! 3}‘.‘{; it off your chest.”

“Well,” said Bob, releiting, “I.found
that Dicky Bird & Co. are really hunting
for gold on the island in the creek, and
they're going there again to-morrow to
keep it up.”

“Let them, the duffers! But what—"
“They didn't find any gold to-day,” con-
tinued Bob.

“They won't to-morrow, either.”

“That's where you make a mistake,
Franky. They willl”

“Do you mean to say there is gold on
the island, then?” exclaimed Beauelerc.

Bob Lawless shook hig head.

“Not at present,” he answered. “But
we're going w’

- you understand
" Blussed it

L .

o1 ¢

Bob grunte: Y ~

“Ylaven't you ever heard of salting a
¢laim?” he demanded.

“Salting a claim!”

“Yep! Don't you remember we were
nearly swindled once by a Mexican man
who salted a claim for us and nearly
bagged our dollars? You squirt bronze-
powder into a rock, and it looks like gold
to any fellow who isn't well up in
mining.  It's often done by knowing
galoots to swindle tenderfeet.”

“Well, we're not going to swindle any-
body, are we?” demanded Frank Richards
in astonishment.

“Ha, ha! Nope! We're going to do it
for a joke on Hillerest. They’re looking
for a gold-mine—and we're going to help
them find one!”

“Oh!” exclaimed Frank.

He comprehended at last.

“Got it?” grinned Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The chums of Cedar Creek chuckled.
. Bob’s chums understood the- “stunt” at
last. Dicky Bird & Co. were going to
“strike ile” on the island in the creek—
and they would bhe welcome to all the
“ile " they struck!

“Fancy ’'em pegging out claims—and
going along to the sheriff’s to register
them!” chuckled Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And faney their faces when they try
to get real gold out of the claimg—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

The chums of Cedar Creek chuckled as

-2

they started for the school on their snow-
shoes.
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9l,t.er,m that. Now do |

Their faces were very bright in class
that afternoon.

It was agreed to keep the matter very
dark; pot a hint was to be allowed to
escape which might possibly .reach the
ears of Dicky Bird & Co., and warn them
that their leg was to be pulled.

Chunky Todgers was looking for them
when they came in, but they were only
just in time for class, and they hurried
into the lumber school.

After lessons, however, the fat Chunky
joined them as they came out.

“You went to Thompson?” he asked.

“Correct!” answered Bob.

“Did you get it?”

Bob started.

. “Wha-at!” he exclaimed. “You fat
] ]tl.)’ how do you know anything about
iy

Chunky Todgers stared.

“1 guess——" he began.

Bob Lawless took him by one fat ear.

“Not a word!” he said warningly.

“Eh? Ow!”

“If you so much as breathe a word for
the Hillerest fellows to hear, I guess I'll
sealp. you baldheaded!”. said Bob  im-
pressively.

Chunky Todgers looked bewildered.

“What does it matter if the Hillcrest
galoots know?” he demanded.

“They’d tumble to the stunt at once,
of course.”

“What stunt?”

Eh?”

“gh

“Blessed if 1 know what you're talking

about,” said Chunky Todgers. “Leggo
my ear! 1 don’t see why the Hillcrest
fellows shouldn’t know that you've

brought me some
Thompson—-"
B“lMum-mum-maple sugar!” ejaculated
0b.

“Yes; that was what I asked you.”

Bob Lawless stared at the fat school-
boy for a moment, and then burst into
a laugh. It was evident that Chunky
did not, after all, know anything about
the intended stunt.

“Well, did you get it?” asked Chunky
impatiently.

“Ha, ba! No.”

1 say——

maple sugar from

»

“Oh,

But Frank Richards & Co. did not
stay for Chunky’s further remarks.

They had work to do before they
started for home, and Chunky Todgers
was left to waste his sweetness on the
desert air.

The 3rd Chapter.
Cheap Qold!

Dusk was deepening into darkness as
Frank Richards & Co. put on their
skates and started down the creek.

Most of the Cedar Creek boys and girls
were on their way home, but for the
three chums there was business first.

The dusk did not trouble them; the
| knew every foot of the way, and . e§
talided swiftly nlon¥ the /frezen .,
ight belore they reached the
i ¥ <bright stars were: coms
mered over the tree-tops along the bank,

There was quite light enough for their

purpose,
“Here we are, my sons!” said Bob
Lawless, as he slowed down. “Kick off

your skates and follow your uncle.”

The chums landed on the island. )

They had no fear of being interrupted
there by the Hillcrest fellows; Dicky
Bird & Co. were not likely to visit that
lonely spot after dark.

Bob Lawless looked round him, seeking
a favourable spot for “salting” the
rocks.

He stopped on the spot. where Dicky
Bird had wielded the pick earlier in
the day.

“I1 guess this fills the bill!” he re-
marked. “They’re most likely to start
again from here, I reckon. And when
they come cavorting round here to-
morrow there'll be a pleasant surprise
ready for them.”

And the chums chuckled.

At a short distance from the chipped
rock Boh Lawless made his preparations.

The squirt was loaded with bronze-
powder, and then its contents were
ejected with full force at the rough sur-
face of the rock.

In the glimmer of the stars the sur-
face of the rock showed a thousand
yelow gleams.

Thrice Bob used the squirt, till the
supply of bronze-powder was exhausted.

Frank Richiards struck a mateh and
held it up. ’

In ‘the light the rock gleamed, to an

the precious yellow metal,

’ {i‘ob Lawless dusted the surface care-

ully.

It was necessary to leave the yellow
grains only in the rough crevices of the
rock, net scattered on the surface.

When he had finished, another match
wag struek; and Bob surveyed his handi-
work with great satisfaction.

“1 guess that does the trick!” he re-
marked.
~ “Ripping!” said Frank, laughing. “My
hat! If I'd come along and found that,
Bob, 1 should have thought 1'd struck
a gold-mine.”

“80 would ’'most anybody,” replied
Bob. “Even old miners have been taken
in by that dodge before now. When
you're swindling a greenhorn you do it
a bit more thoroughly, that's all; but
this is good e¢nough for most pilgrims.
We're not selling the clatn, to Dicky
Bird, you know.”

“Ha, ha!”

“It isn't everybody who provides a
gold-mine for a chap to dizcover,” went,
on Bob. “The Hillcrest chaps onght to
be grateful, but I doubt whether they
will be when they come to work their
claim.”

“My hat! 1f they
claim!” grinned Frank.
“And register it!”
laughing.

Bob chuckled.

“And they will!” he said.

The chums of Cedar Creck skated away

stake out the

said Beauclerc,

from tue island in great spirits.

| ing oup in the sky, and a moon glime

inexperienced eye, rich with streaks of

B e
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They changed into their snowshoes ut
the school and started for honie—Vere
Beauclere for the shack where he lived
with his father, the remittance-man, and
Frank and Bob for the Lawless Ranch.

Mr. Lawless met his son and nephew
when they came in at the ranch.

“Late!” he said.

“We've been doing a good deed,
poppa,” answered Bob meekly.

“You mean you have been up to some
mischief, I suppose,” said the rancher.

“We've been doing the Hillerest chaps
a good turn, uncle,” said Frank Richards,
with a smile. -

“Good! You are usually rowing with
them, I believe,” said Mr, Lawless.

“Now we've taken a lot of trouble to
give them a pleasant surprise,” said Bob.
“We're feeling quite pleased with our-
selves, poppa. It’s such a nice feeling
to have done a good deed.”

The rancher laughed,
inquire further.

The next morning Frank Richards and
his Canadian cousin started for school
in great spirits.

Vere Beauclerc met them at the fork
of the trail, as usual, and they glided
on together over the frozen snow.

“Not a word in the school,” said BoB
Lawless, as they came in sight of Cedar
Creek. “It might get out; the fellows
meet the Hillerest galoots sometimes.”

“Not a syllable!” agreed Frank. “We
may as well go along the creek after
lessons, though, and sce whether Dieky
Bird has struck oil.” .

“Ha, ba! You bet!”

“You fellows look very
morning,” observed Eben
the Co. came into school.

“We're thinking what nice chaps we
are,” explained Bob.

And the chums walked on,
Hacke staring.

Morning lessons seemed
usnal to Frank Richards
morning.

They were anxious to get along to the
island in the creek, and learn whether
Dicky Bird had yet “struck ile.”

It is to be feared that they did not
that morning give their whoie attention
to Miss Meadows’ valuable instruction.

However, they escaped the vials of
wrath, and they came out of the lumber
school in cheery mood.

Chunky Todgers joined them as they
took their skates and started for the
frozen creek.

“Hold on a minute! I'm. coming, you
chaps!” called out Chunky.

Bob Lawless hesitated.

He did not want the talkative Chunky
on the scene until the stunt was fairly
on its way to success.

. “Qh, good!” said Frank Richards.
“Just the fellow we want, Chunky! 1If
the ice will stand you, it will stand any-

. You don’t mind goiug ahead when

cheery this
Hacke, when

leaving

longer than
& Co. that

we. et near the island, do you?”
¢ ﬁ%ﬁh sy Zh i ".ka;;
o . 'you ) 5 e i
B ! s u}”z nﬁ"‘?&g

wrathfully, *do’ you "thin

- to get drowned to show you ‘whether the

ice round the island is safe or not!”

“It would be good-natured of you,”
urged Frank.

Chunky glared at him.

“Good-natured!” he spluttered. “th’,
you—you--you howling idiot! I'm jolly
well not coming!”

“But think of the risk to us if you
don"[f, ltr;y the ice for us!”

“yan!”

With that emphatic, if not elegant,
reply, Chunky Todgers turned back.

The Co. chuckled, and went on the
ice—not followed by Chunky Todgers.

They skimmed along the frozen creek,
;ntldl tl;e island loomed up ahead of them
o ast.

There were moving figures on the
island. Dicky Bird & Co. had already
turned up there to pursue their quest.

The sound of excited voices reached
the ears of the three schoolboys of
Cedar Creek.

They exchanged clances.

“Looks as if somebody’s
valuable discovery already!”
clere, laughing.

“Well, it sounds like it,” grinned Bob.
“Let’s get on and see.”

They skated nearer to the island.

As they came closer the voice of Kern
Gunten was heard, in tones of jubilation
and tilijumph.

“ m

made a
said Beau-

“HMurrah !

It was a loud cheer from the Hillcrest
fellows on the island. \

Dicky Bird & Co. had “struck ile.”

The 4tir Chapter.
All That Glitters is Not Qold !

Dieky Bird was in high feather.

So were his comrades.

They had come along to the island im-
mediately atter morning lessons, to pursue
their gold-seeking wlere they had duitted
it the previous day.

Probably they had ounly very faint
hopes of success; the island had been so
well explored by earlier hopeful pro-
specters.

But there was a chance ab least; and
it was as good an amusement for leisure
hours as any other. "

But the faint hopes of the Hillerest
prospecters were speedily turned into
golden certainties.

It was Dicky Bird who found the gold-
streaked rock, almost in the middle of the
island, only a few yards from the spot
where he had wielded the pick the
previous day. .

The yellow gleam caught Dicky's eyes
as he searched among the rocks, and his
exeited shout brought his comrades to
the spot.

Kern Gunten was the first to arrive,
his heavy face full of exeitement.

“Yound anything!” he exclaimed,

Gunten looked and gasped.
“Gold!”

And the Hillcrest fellows cheered loudly
as they gathered round.

Dieky Bird raised his pick and struck
the rock. Splinters flew off, and the Hill-

‘and  did not

cresters gathiered them up and examined
them with blazing eyes.

Bvery splinter showed tfaces of the
golden grains.

Kern Gunten was breathing hard.

The sight of the gold roused every
greedy instinet in the nature of the grasp-
iu%i hard-fisted Swiss.

e was almost trembling with excite-

“CGold!”

ment,
“@old!” he repeated.

N "l?'uld!" chirruped Blumpy. “What
uck !”
“And lots of it!” said Fisher, “Look

hére,
along.”

“It will want crushing,” remarked
Watson. “I'd rather have found nuggets.
Machinery is wanted for this kind of ore,”

Dicky Bird laughed gleefully.

“My dear kid, machinery will be easy
enough te get,” he answered. “Why, this
ig ae rich a claim as any along the
Thompson Valley, to judge by its laoks.
The rock i fairly thick with it. Ounces
and ounces to the ton, when a quartz-
crusher gets going!”

“Hurrah!”

“Al we've got to do is to peg out the
claim,” said Dicky Bird. “This is un-
claimed land, so far. The island ‘isn’'t
much bigger than a single mining claim,
80 it will be easy enough., Of course, it's
got to be registered in the names of the
lot of us.”

“Oh, of course!” said Blumpy.
and share alike, like, good pards.”

“That's it!”

Kern Gunten started.

There were seven Hillcrest fellows
there; and if the claim was registered in
the names of seven, only a seventh part,
naturally, fell to the share of the Swiss.

Even so, judging by the look of the
rock, it would werk out at a handsome
figure for each participant.

But a seventh part of that glorious
“bonanza ” did not satisfy -the greedy
Swiss.

“I—I say-——" he began.

He stopped abruptly. :

If he had been about to dive utterance

you can follow the veins right

“Share

Dicky Bird+ did not that
question.

It was very neceeuar{ uot to let any
outsider suspect what the Hillerest party
were doing on the island.

“Cedar  Creek galoots ain’'t - allowed
here,” he answered. “We're coming along
to scalp you.”

“Won't you let us come on the island?”
asked Fr'nnk Richards,

“Nopel”

“Why not?” smiled Frank.

“Dogs and Cedar Creekers not ad-
mitted!” said Fisher., “Come on, you
chaps; it's a long time since we've licked
Cedar Creek, and it's time they had
another lesson!” )

“You bet!”

Six of the Hilleresters rushed on the
jce, Kern Gunten remaining on the
isiand. The Swiss was ‘hot a fighting-
man, when he could help it; and at the
present moment he found it difficult,. too,
to_tear limseli away fromr the gold,

He stood and eyed the rock with the
golden veins showing in.its rough surface
with greedy eyes, that w greedier as

he looked. DI

Dicky Bird & Co. littlp  sugpected the
dark and cunning thoughts that were
}N?lrking in the brain of their Bwiss sehool-
ellow. i

They weré not thinking of Gunten at all
just then. +

Greatly delighted as they weré with the
“big strike,” they were only thinking just
now of “mepping up ” their old rivals of
Cedar Creek.

But as they rushed to the attack
Frank Richards & Co, glided away on
their skates. i

Dicky Bird grabbed “up handfuls of
snow from the bank, and his comrades
followed his example, and a shower of
.(u\JnnwhuIls followed the c¢hums of Cedar
reek.

Frank Richards gave a howl as two or
three snowballs crashed 'on his back, and
hé pitched forward.

The next moment he was rolling on the

answer

ice.
“Collar him!” roared Dicky Bird.
Before Frank could get up on his skates

in "his eyes. He started as they came
up.
“Why didn't you come and lend a
hand?” demanded Blumipy.

“Have they gone?” asked (Gunten, un-
heeding. N

“You bet, and glad to go!” chuckled
Fisher.

“They don’t suspect— -"

“0f g¢ourse they don't!” answered
Dicky Bird. “Why should they? Now
we'll see about pegging out our claim,
you fellows. Lucky we brought our lunch
with us, and haven't got to go back to
school fer dinner. We needn’t turn up
at Hillerest till lessons. We've got lots
of time to get through here.”

“I've got to go home for dinner,” said
Gunten hurriedly.

“You can have some of our grub,” an-
swered Dicky Bird. “We've got plenty.”

Gunten shook his head.

. “My father's expecting me to dinner,”
he said.  “He would row me if I didn’t
ﬁukm upe~ You kmow what his temper’s

e.”

“But I thought it was arranged for you
to stay with us!” said Dicky in surprise.
“We're going tq prospect till time .for
classes.”

“I don't want to be jawed by my
poppa,” answered Gunten. “You fellows
get the claim pegged out. You don't
need my help. 1t isn't much to do.”

“Oh, that's all right. But mind, not a
word in Thompson about what we've
found !” said Dicky Bird warningly. “Just
a whisper would he enough to bring a
score of pilgrims cavorting about here.”

“I'm not a silly fool!” said Gunten
impatiently.

“Well, no, youre not a fool, what-
ever you are!” agreed Dicky Bird, with
a grin. “Pile in, you chaps, and let’s get
on with the pegging out.”

The chums of Hillcrest set to work,
while Gunten departed for his home in
Thompson.

Dicky Bird & Co. were joyfully busy on
the island till it was time to start for
Hillerest for afternoon lessons. Mr.

Peckover, their new master, was mnot
amiable to fellows who were late.

THE HILLCREST FELLOWS’ WONDERFUL FIND!

Gunten looked—and gasped ‘‘Gold ! "’

There was a sudden excited shout
from Dicky Bird.
The Hillcrest feliows cheered loudly.

“ Look ! Look1!?”
Dicky Bird had struck goid!

to the greedy thoughts in his mind,
prudence restrained him.

“Well?” said Dicky Bird.

“Oh! I—-1—"

“Share and share alike, of course,”
said Dicky, quite misunderstanding him.
“I'm not entitled to any more than the
others just because 1 happened on the
strike. It was agreed that we all stood
together. Tt you'd found it, it would
be just the same.”

“Oh! Of—of course!” stammered
Gunten, “It—it’s us seven—"

“Well, Keller was with us yesterday,”
said Dicky Bird. “Perhaps we ought to
let him in, though he was too lazy to
come along to-day.”
“He’s no right to share! He's not here,
1 don't agree!”

“He's your chum~—-—"

“This is business. 1 don't agree to let-
ting anybody in. Seven’s too many to
share!”

PDicky Bird shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, we'll see about that later,” he
said, with a far from admiring look at the
Swiss.  “We've got to get the claim
staked out, and registered in Thompson.
We can go to the sheriff’s when we go
home from school, and lose no time about
it. Hallo, there’s somebody on the ice!”

“Cedar = Creek chaps!”  exclaimed
Blumpy.

Gunten jumped.

“Don't let them get wind of this!” he
exclaimed.

“No fear! Keep them off the island!”
exclaimed Dieky Bird hurriedly. “We've
got to keep this to ourselves till we get
the claim registered.” .

The Hilleresters rushed to the edge of
the island.

Frank Richards & Co. had stopped on
the ice, and were looking towards them,
with smiling faces.

“Hallo, you fellows here again?” called
out Bob Lawless. *“What on earbh are

you doing on that island?”

\

“What rot!” exclaimed Gunten sharply.”

lt\_vo or three of the Hillcresters were upon
v,

He was grasped on all sides, struggling
furiously.

Bob and Beauclerc came whizzing back
at once to the rescue.

They charged into the Hillerest crowd,
and sent them spinning right and left;
but unfortunately went. spinning tliem-
selves, )

At close-quarters six were to many
for three—two to one wag long odds.

In a couple of mintes Frank Richards
& Co. were down, with the grinning Hill-
cresters pinning them on the ice.

“Got 'em! grinned lgl Bird." “Now
we'lt tefeh them mangerst

“Let up!” gasped: Bol Lowhess. -

“Not just yet.

“Hay hay a0 y

The chums of @edar Creek roared and
spluttered as snow was rubbed in hand-
fuls over their faces.

Dicky Bird & Co. left them splutter-
ing, and retired to gather more snow-
balls.

Whizzing missiles crashed and smashed

ronnd the three schoolboys as they
sprawled breathlessly on the ice.
“Ow! Yow!” sped Bob Lawless.

“Let's get out of this! Wow!”

“Whiz, whiz! Smash!

The three chums gerambled .up at last
and got going, with snowballs fiying after
them in volleys.

They dashed away up the frozen creek,
with snowballs bursting on their backs
as they fled.

A howl of langhter followed them as
they escaped at last round a bend of
the creek and got out of range.

“I guess we've done with Cedar Creek
for a bit!” grinned Dicky Bird. *“They
won't come along this way again in a
hurry!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Hilleresters returned to the island.
“They found Kern Gunten still inspeet-
ing the gold-claim, with a greedy glitter

Give ‘em gome snow!”

They expected to see Kern Gunten at
Hillerest, but they did not see him. For
reasons best known to himself Gunten was
absent from lessons at Hillerest that
afternoon. .

The 5th Chapter.

The 8harpness of Kern Qunten,

“Oh, my hat!”

“Phew !

“Grooogh !”

¥rank Richards & Co. slackened speed
when they were at a safe distance from
the  island.

They were breathless and snowy and
damp and discomfited.

*We didn't get the best of that, did
“wé?! murmured Bob Lawless, as they
headed at a more. moderate pace for

1 Cedar Creek.

"

“We didn’t, that's ecertain agreed
Frank Richards ruefully. “Yow-ow!
I've got tons of snow down the back of
my neck!”

“Never mind,” said Beauclerc. “We
shall have the laugh of them to-morrowy
at any rate. It’s pretty clear why they

were determined to’ keep us off the
island—they’ve struck oil!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

That reflection restored the merry

humour of the heroes of Cedar Creek.
* It was plain enough that Dicky Bird &
Co. had found that valuable go'd-minc,
and were keeping the secref of it ver,
carefully till they could get their claim
registered at the office in Thompsin.

The three chums roared at the thought
of the jubilant Hilleresters registering a
worthless heap of rocks with half 2o
dollar’s worth of bronze-powder squirted
into them.

They arrived at Ceder Creek in time
to make themselves tidy for dinner, and
their smiling fuaces drew some inquiries
as to what was “on.”

But the chums discreetly rgfrained
from telling the story yet. Not 2 word
until' their old rivals were* completely
victimised.

“They'll register the claiin to-day,”
Bob Lawless remarked, as ‘the chums
started for home alter lessons. “ Dicky
Bird won't let the gruss grow under his
feet with such a valuable gold-mine as
that lying round loose.”

*Not likely!” chuckled Frank. “I dare
say they're at the oftice now.”

And the chums chuckled at the
thought.

. On the way home it was arranged that
t}xey should start earlier than usual in
the morning, to go by way of Thompson,
and meet Dicky Bird on his way to
school. They were very keen to learn
whether the claim bhad actually been
ofiiciully registered.

Bright and early in the morning the
three chums were astir.

The sun was hardly up when they
started, and in its earliest light they
were  speeding on  their snowshoes to-
wards ‘I'hompson.

1t wés yet early when they came into
the trail near - the town, on the side
towards Hillcrest School. By that trail
Dicky Bird & Co. were accustomed to

go to school, and they werc not due 7yet. '

Frank Richards & Co. waited.

1t was a quarter of an hour later that
Bob Lawless exclaimed :

“There they are!” .

Three figures appeared on the showy
trail—Dicky Bird and Blumpy and
Fisher. They were tramping along
silently, and even at a distance it could
be observed that they were not in happy
spirits. As they came nearer the Cedar
Creek chmms saw that their faces were
darkly clouded.

“Oh!” murmured Bob. “Have they
found out already what their gold-minc's
worth, 1 wonder?”

Dicky Bird & Co. glanced up as dhey
came near the Cedar Creek chums, buj
their zloomy fuces did not clear.

“Hallo!” said Bob Lawless aftabiy.
;‘ You don’t look very cheery this morn-
ng.”

i)ick:,‘ Bird grunted.

“We've been sold!” he said.

“8old!” said Bob gravely., “Do you
know, Birdy, that i almost suspected
yesterday that you fellows had struck ile
on the island.”

“It's no secret
glumly. “We did.

“You struck ile?” exclaimed Bob.

“Yes; and a regular bonanza!”_ said
Blumpy. “One of the richest claims
hereabouts, I reckon.” .

Frank Richards & Co. stared. Frowm
the gloomy looks of the Hillcrest trio
they had expected that the discoverers
nad learned thut the claim was a
“salted ” one, and worthless. But that
was evidently not the case.

Dicky Bird & Co. still believed  thab
they had struck a bonanza. In thosg cir-
cumstances it was difficult to see why
they were so downcast.

“You don't look 'very gmppy over it,”
said Frank Richards, !

; Dhmtﬁmted. A By

now,” said Dicky Bird

RV treen - soldd”. b £ 1
_say, that fellow Gunten was tume% “out
" of Cedar”
. crest, Wash't he?”

ek before he came to Hills

“Correct!” said Bob.

“1 wish you'd kept him!” said Dicky
Bird savagely. “The rotter—the swindler
—the thief!”

“8o you've found out what a nice chap
he is, have you?” grinned Bob.

“We're not going to stand it!” ex-
claimed Dicky Bird fiercely. “I don't
know what we can do, but we're going
to do something.  That foreign villain

{ isn’t going to swindle us like this!”

“Why, what has he done, then?” ex-
claimed Frank.

“He made out that he bad to go home
to dinner while we grubbed on the
island !” gasped Dicky Bird. “Would you
believe it, we were going to the office
to register our claim on our way home
from school—well, Gunten went home
at dinner-time, and what do you think
he did?”

“What on earth did he do?”

“Went straight to the office and regis-
tered the claim!” howled Dicky Bird
furiously. “Not in our names, all of us,
as we'd agreed, but in his own mnamc!
His poppa went with him. The claim’s
his now—his in law. We haven’'t got a
look-in! Who'd have suspected such a
thing? He's dished us—swindled us out
of our shares! And it was [ who struck
the claim, too! And—and now it’s regis-
tered as Gunten's claim. And it's his—
his only! And—and he says we've got no
claim to a share®at all! Actually looks
us in the face and says it's his! So it is
in law, 1 guess. But—but .

Words failed Dicky Bird.

The Hillerest tellows tramped on, leav-
ing Frank Richards & Co. staring. 1t
was some minutes hefore they grasped
the full purport of bDicky’s information.
Bob found his voice at last.

“Oh, Jerusalem!” he gasped. , " Gunten's
dished them, swindled them, and bagued
the whole claim! Bagged it! Ha, ha!
Aund it’s worth its weight in cobbiestones,
damd not, a red cent wore! Oh, Jerusalem
crickets!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Frank Kichards,

The chums understood Dicky Bird's
glum looks now.

. Gunten had swindled bis comrades and
bugged the whole claim! The gold-mine
on the island was Kern Gunten's!

Gunten had made himself a pariab,
despised and scorned, among his school-
fellows, to bag that gold-mine for himself,
and it was worth—- When they re-
flecced what it was worth Frank Richards
& Co. fairly yelled. There was a surprise

waiting for the rascally Swiss when
further investigation was made into

Dicky Bird’'s Bonanza!
THE END,

NEXT MONDAY.
P —

“ QUNTEN'S GOLD-MINE !™
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
DON'T MISS IT!
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- THE BOYS

WHO CAUGHT
THE KAISER!

A SPLENDID NEW
ADVENTURE SERIAL
-~ - BY - -

DUNCAN STORM.

&i‘,’;_ Sy
FOR NEW READERS.

The astounding news that the KAISER
bhas escaped in a super-U-boat reaches

€Y SPRAGUE, the famous American
deteetive, and r ¥

CAPTAIN HANDYMAN, who resolves
to go in search of the arch-villain and
bring him to - justice. ;

They leave the London docks in ' a
vessel called the South Star, taking with
them a merry band of  boys, . chief
amongst whom are DICK DORRING-
TON, CHIP PRODGERS, ARTY DOVE,

SKELETON, PORKILS, and P
WALKER. ’ i
LAL TATA, cheery Hindu, and

TOOKUM EL KOOS, a native wrestler,
are also amongst the party, as well as
the boys' pets, CECIL, the oran s-outang,
f;‘,';%uACE' the goat, and GUS, the croco-

‘ll, has already been described how
Captain. Handyman = discovered a large
submarine base belonging to the Kaiser,
and blew it up.. The Kaiser, however,
hiad got away on a super-U-boat.

Later . the  hoys = captured  Baron
von Slyden, one of the Kaiser’s agents.
(;:uxt.ulIJ. Handyman. told the hoys to take
Slyden in hand. The boys were delighted
with such. a task. They dressed the
baron in Etons, and after being beaten
in a fight with Arty Dove, Von Slyden
was forced to do ordinary school work
with the boys. He succeeded in making
his_escape, but was recaptured and con-
lined to his cabin, Meanwhile, the boys
20 oft on an expedition to explore the
Peak of Teneriffe, and after sundry
adventures they leave the hot lowlands of
the island to climb the snow-clad Peak.,

(Kead ou Jrom here.)

fhe Terror,oi‘ Tenerifie !
Up and uyp the donkeys and mules

it e siteerin

o
By four in the aftern they ha
- 'y

alteady passed out of the stifting lava
valleys, -with tne cacti and orange-
trees, and had climbed up into what
Skeleton called “Scotland,” for they were
passing over a helt of beautiful common-
land smothered in tall heather.

1t was cooler up here. And soon, after
the excessive dryness, it became quite
moist, for the little procession, with its
string of mules and donkeys, popped into
a - belt of  white clond which hung
along  the mountain-side, where the
heather suddenly eeased and they came
on u desert of stones and hard grouud,
sprinkled with large, straggling broom-
bushes.

The cloud struck quite cold and chill
as mules and- riders suddenly turned to
shadowy outlines in its mist.

“Jiminy I said Porky’s voice from the
mist. T wish T had ot my overcoat
on . after all. 1t's parky up here!”
~'Then there was a crash in the mist
followed by decp lamentations from Mr,
Lal Tata, whose donkey had put his foot
in a pot-hole and stood o2 its head.

“Ho!” groancd Lal’'s voice from the
siother. My donkey he stands on lis
head, and he has broken my neck. 1 call
this the most foolsome adventure 1 have
ever  undertaken. We  climb  out of |
nice,  warm  climates into  Greenland’s
parky mountains, and our silly ass donkey
people stand on their heads!”

The boys slipped from their saddles and
groped around in the mist. :

They found DLal sitting . between a
couple oi big rocks, rubbing his head
and looking reproachfully at his donkey.

“Not_lurt, are you, sir?” asked Dick,
obsequiously picking Lal up and dusting
him down.

“Hurt! My dear Dick, 1 am broken
intoslittle pieces!” moaned Lal. “I was
a donkey-fellow fo come on this so silly+
exeursion !”

They hoisted Lal on to his donkey
again and followed the shadowy forms
of their companions as they rode ever
up and up through the cloud.

_And, all of a sudden, they popped out
into glorious sunshine again, which
warmed them through and through.

Ahead and above them rose the grand,
snow-covered Peak, glittering in the sun-
‘light, whilst’ away to their left the crest
of a long mountain-ridge snaked away
above a snow-white belt of cloud which
broke against it like a sca of surf and
foam.

Behind and below them the cloud-belt
lay like a calm sea, stretching away from
the mountain-side till it touched the pale
blue sky, hiding the sea and land and
the world which they had left below, save
where, far away in the distance, the
neighbouring 1Island of Palma broke,
purple-coloured, above it.

On Shey went, till they got to an ele-
vation of eight thousand feet, where the
camp was to be pitched for the night.

The sun was going down now bhehind
the Peak in a sky blazing with green and
pink and golden tints, whilst, against this
brilliant background, the Peak stood out
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“BOCA A TIERRA!”

As the throatening‘ call of the Spanish ‘brigand rang out, the boys' put up
their hands, and the ruffian advanced with the ugly beli-mouth of his blun-
derbuss covering the little group. It was the Terror of Tenerifie!

blue-grey in colour, looking as though
it were only an hour’s -walk away. i

As soon as the sun went down the air
bhegan to get very cold. Porkis, whose
teeth began to chatter, dug into his bag
and put on two waistcoats and a cardigan
jacket. Then he wrapped himself up in
a couple of blankets, which he wore like
1 poncho.

The scene of the encampment was a
hard, stony slope, sprinkled with the large
bushes of broom, beneath which lay wide
patches of snow.

The boys and the Iroo sailors sct to
work to cut these bushes down, and to
chop them up into. tirewood , and  into
stufting to lay under the ground-cloths
of the tents, to take off the hard edge
of the stones.

To save the small supply of water they
had brought with them, the Lettles were
filled with snow. Then big camp-ires of
the broom wers made up, which, blazing
splendidl
Ariengly .

up wit 2

it amongst them for wavmth, as
the last of the sunset died away and the
stars shone out like jewels in the  deep
blue vault ahove. As a matter qt faet,
Horace was cold. The nipping air took
all the spirit out of him.

And when the fires blazed up and the
kettles were singing, and the air was filled
with the pleasant scent of coffee and
cocoa, Horuce butted in amongst the
circle of boys who were gathered round
the fire in a merry group, and, shoving
Porkis aside, squatted down, blinking av
the flames of the crackling broorm.

“(to away, Horace!” exclaimed Porkis.

But. Horace showed no intention of
leaving the glow of the fire.

He lowered his head and gently boosted
Skeleton out of the light, and made him-
self thoroughly snuyg, his drowsy, green
eyes glowing like opals in the reflection
of the flames.

It was Cecil, however, who most fflt
the change of temperature at this bigh
altitude. Cecil was absolutely whimper-
ing with coid, for his smart Kton suit and
cotton shirt did not proteet him much.
So the kindly boys tilled hottles with hot
water and packed them round him, and
they covered him up in Jayers of blankets
and pulled a Balaclava. helmet over his
head, so that everyone declared. that he
looked the very double of the famous
Ole Bill.

“There was - a- topping  supper of " hot
soup and hot roast heef, which the Kroo-
boys cleverly warmed up in a portahle
tiu oven. The boys washed this supper
“down’ with jorums of  piping hot cocoa
and coffee, and Skeleton, beaming with
hospitality, preduced his nosebag, hand-
ing round ‘iced wedding-cake, pies, and
jam-puffs, oranges, and bananas. 3

The boys did not care mich for the
-oranges. . They were frozen hard,. and
the bananas suffered from the same ‘com-
plaint. So these were thawed out in the
embers of the fire and fed to Horace and
Cecil, who never said “No " to anything
in the shape of fruit.

Everyone was very comfortable and
happy,- and they would have remained so
as they sat, yarning round the fire under
the brilliant stars, if Skeleton had not
been struck with a brilliant notion for
making Cecil a little bit warmer. !

Not, that there was anything the matter
with Cecil now. The orang’s great teeth
had ceased to chatter like castanets. He
.was full of hot coffee and cocoa till he
was as ¢omfortable inside as a hot-water
bottle. *

But Skeleton, overflowing with the milk
of human Kkindness and hospitality and
thought for others, could never leave well
alone.

1 know how we can make old Cecil
a bit more comfy,” said he. “I got a
tip from a chap once who had lived out'a

rock to warm you up when you are cold.
I vote that we make a good old slab of
rock hot in the fire. Then we will sit

old Cecil on it, and wrap him up wel] in

y, drew even Horace to  their |

- G T e iy éﬂi
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‘goats - you shall

long time in the North of Canada. He,
said that there was nothing. like a hot

blankets, and h«'e'll be as snug as a bug in
a‘rug!”

The boys fell in with this suggestion.
They ‘heayed a big slab of' lava into the
embers of the fire, and piled on great
armfuls of Drush till thée flames shot
up .a good fifteen feet into the .air.

It was a splendid- glow, -and Horace,
snuggled up amongst the hoys, blinked
and said “Maw!” with great approval,
as much as to say, “That’s the jolly
game, boys!” )

The rock was not long in warming up,
and. when the blaze of the broom had
died out the rock was fished out of
the embers . and placed ready. for the
chilly Cecil to sit on!

“Come along, Cecil, ‘old chap!” said
Skeleton.  “T'nele Skeleton- is going  to
make you thoroughly eomfortable. All
you have got to do is to hop up. and sit
on this nice warm stone.”

Cecil rolled his eyes and looked grate-

< arranged  his

fully - at’§ ton, who
blank ’%%m; shionld

Ay

il sitting position.” k.
*There, Cecil!” hie exclaimed.
that'll warm you!” 4

Cecil's teeth chattered /as he | sat on

the stone.

“Cold,  old asked  Skeleton,
“Never mind; warm ‘up in a
minute !”

Cecil tried to rise; but Skeleton shoved
him down #gain. . :

“Stay where you art, old chap. Don't
be silly!” said he. *You must let ug
do our best- to make you comty., - We
don't. mind taking any amount’ of trouble
over an old pal like you, Cecil!”

But all of a sudden Cecil leaped into
the air with a tremendous howl.

The rock was a bit hotter than Skele-
ton. had thought for. It had hitten the
orang hard, and the air was filled with
the smell of burnt wool.

Cecil ‘leaped into the air, chattering
and howling. .

He came down with his feet on the
stone, and with another yelp sprang high
into the air again, falling on Horace
and rolling him over.

This was too much for Horace.

With a bleat of anger he leaped (o
his. feet, just as Lal eame running into
the group from his fire.

“What is all this foolsomeness, boys?”
demanded Mr, Lal Tata. “If you play
write me- tremendous
impots. You shall*write cssays describ-
i{;g your visit to Peak of Tenerific!

chap?”
you'll

‘Lul's threats. were cut short by the
angry Horace, who, seeing his old enemy
dancing abo@t between himo-and-the fire,
suddenly, ltowesed: his Head and charged,

Lal doubled ' up with a tremendous
howl, znd the hoys gave a yell of horror
as they caw him tumble backwards into:
their fire, senk ug -up ‘a huge shower of
sparks that plopkéd like the last :show'
of ‘a firework? display. :

Horace glared -into the red embers with
a “There you are! Don’t you do that
again!” sort of  logk son- his ugly dial.

“Helps! Helps!” yelled Lal, rolling in
the fire. “1 burn’ like grilled chops!”

/. The boys leaped into the fire and
dragged their preceptor out of the fiery
glow of the broom embers.

Luckily for Lal there was not much
substance in-the stuff. But he looked
like a burst squib as the boys set him
on_his feet and rapidly patted out the

-smouldering patches<en his clothes.

“That -goat fellow is too wicked!” ex-
claimed Lal. “I will have him executed
to-morrow morning. Ha! He shall die!
He shall die—"

“Lum-tiddley-um-tum! Tiddley-um-tum-

ti!” put in Porkis by way of chorus, for
he well knew, that all Lal’s bloodthirsty
threats dgainst the recalcitrant Horace
ended in smoke.
" “Porkis,” said Lal severely, “you will
write me twenty thousand lines when we
get off this ‘horridsome mountain and
back to the ship. ~ You will write me
twenty thousand times ‘ Thou shalt not
make impudences at thy master ’!”

Porkis pulled a face and turned away.

“I'll let. his tent down in the night!”

" “Never m’ﬁt‘t’i’?

too handy with - his impots. And what
sauce, talking about killing old Horace!
1'd like to see him try it on!” .

“Now, boys,” said Mr. Lal Tata, “it
is time that you .shall retire to your
tent. We are up very carlee in the morn-
ing.”

He went off to his own camp-fire. The
boys did not want to go to bed in their
stuffy little tent. The strong air of the
mountain and the keen, bracing stillness
of the frost made them feel as lively as
crickets. And, further, the moon was
rising from helow that great level sea
of cloud, which stretched still and silent
like some great frozen sea as far as the
eye could reach.

But orders are orders. p

They crawled into their tent-and lit a
candle which was attached to the tent-
pole. %

Cecil crawled in with them. Cecil was
in low spirits. ‘That hot rock had n!gbl;t
finished out the seat’ of his natty Eton
trousers, of wj;,iqh_&%»w&s_- very  proud,
wl v Y s,

Ic b

Skeleton, patting him on the shoulder as
Cecil ‘cricked his neck ‘trying to see how
much damage was done. “I'll give you
a nice new pair of trousers when we get
back to the ship—a pair of tronsers with
a pattern like a cheéssboard, something
saucy and glad!”

They stowed Cecil up in.his blankets,
making him comfortable. .

Then a hormed head was shoved into
the tent, and Hordce, shaggy and di§-
reputable, with a nasty gleam in his
green eye, leaped through the opening.

“Hi, Horace! Get out of 'it! We are
thick cnough in here as it is! We don’t
want a flavour of goat all through the
tent!” said Dick, sitting up in. his
blankets.

But Horace would not go out. The
frost was stinging outside, and when he
had tried to shelter with the mules and
donkeys a mule had kicked him hard in
the ribs. To which Horace had replied
by a butt under the chest of the dis-
agreeable and uniriendly mule which had
turned that agimal over on his back.

He: intended to -spend the . night - with
the boys, and they knew that they could
not throw .him out without a struggle
that would- bring the tent down.

So Horace snuggled down between Arty
and ‘Skeleton, and a flavour of goat per-
vaded the: whole tent.

There was one thing about Horace—
he was warm enough to warm up a
Polar cxpedition.

The candle was extinguished; and the
boys settléd down to sleep, Soon' they
were all, more or less, in the land of
“dreams.

Outside, one by one the lights of the
camp disappeared, and soon it was sleep-
ing tranquilly in the light of that magni-
ficent  moon: which shone on the upper
levels of the clouds and on the white:
patches of snow around them with"a cold,
frosty light. . p

Above them rose the tremegndous
shadow of the Peak—that great spike of
rock - rising from the old crater of an
extinet voleano. S

Presently Horace started to snore,

Horace had a horrid snore, enough to
wake a whole-parish. )

“Snaw-haw-maw !” snored  Horace.

Dick Dorrington woke up. }

“Chuck .it, Skeleton!” he grumbled.
“You are sunoring like a police band!”

“Snaw-haw-maw!” snored Horace, as
Skeleton turned restlessly in his sleep.

Skeleton wds dreaming that he was
“locked up in a palace of almond-rock, and
that all he had to do was to eat hig'way
out of it. He was just wondering on
which pillar of the palace he would start
when he was awakened by a thump on the
~head' from the boot which the irritable
Dick Dorrington had picked up. 2

“Hoy!” said Skeleton, sitting up and
rubbing his head. “Wha's that?”

“It’s me!” replied Dick. “You were
snoring like a bassoon!”

“Snaw-haw-maw!” snored Horace un-
easily.

“It wasn't me!” said
aggrieved  tones, “It’s

Skeleton, - in
that beastly

he' muttered sourly. “Old Lal's getting

goat !

it

“So it is!” replied Dick, in a whisper.
“I"am sorry that [ thumped you over
the head!” :

“And T was having such a topping
dream, too!” exclaimed Skeleton re-
proachfully.

Horace, apparently, was having a dream
atso. Perhaps ‘it was a dream of the
goat he had fought that morning on the
pier at Santa Cruz. Perhaps it was
dream of the mule which had kicked him
in the supper just before bed-time.

At any rate, he hit out with his hools
and caught Arty a crack on the head.
Then he butted uneasily at his neighbour.

Arty woke up gwiftly, and hit out in
the dark, catching Horace on the nose,
and - Horace woke up with a plaintive
bleat.

Then the whole tent woke up.

“What's all the row about?”
Chip, sitting up in his Dlankets. .

“Why, as usual, it is Horace!” replied
Arty. “He's been having nightmares. 1
expeet that last bunch of frozen bananas
hins gob across his chest.”

“Well, he's spoiled our beduty-sleep
now!” said Dick. “I'm going to have a
look out at the door of the tent.”

He unfastened the cords which secured
the tent-ly, and peeped out at the
wonder-world outside.

The moon had soared high above the
cloud sea now.. . The long slope of the
mountain, bathed in its white light, and

asked

‘ backed by that towering pinnacle of the

Peak, four thousand feet above them,
looked like a scene from amother world.

Then Dick was seized by a sudden in-
spiration. :

““1 say, yon chaps,” he said, “we
shan’t go to sleep again! Let’s have a
ta-ta round the mountain in the moon-
light. 'Tt's a regular nib, outside. It’s
wonderful !”

“Old Lal won't fox us, will he?” .asked
Porkis. “I don't want to get another
twenty thousand lines ahout disrespect
to masters! [I'll be writing lines all the
way round the world, if I do!”

Lal answered the question for himself
as the boys crept out of the tent into
the wondertful radiance of the night.

From his dark tent there sounded a
snore like a trombone.

“He’s off to bye-bye all right!” grinned
Dick. “Come along, chaps, we'll do a
toodle-oo over to that big range of rocks
yonder. And here’s old Horace and Cecil.
They are coming. too!”

Horace did not mean to he left behind
if there was any fun going. Nor did
Cecil, who hated to be left alone in the
dark tent by himself.

He came sloping along wrapped up in
his blankets, and shoved his cold paw in
Skeleton’s hand, like a little boy who
wants to he fussed over.

“Come along, litfle Ceecil!” said Skele-
ton pleasantlv, “Give your other paw to
Uncle Pongo!” LA

Cecil handed out his other enormous
paw to Pongo. and they swimg him along
in’the moonlight which was as %& el

wagthey made thelr way o “the
snow -« patches towards on
savage range of lava rocks, which jutted
up like a row of tumbledown houses on
the far-side of the slone. 7

“This is some place !” said Pongo, look-
ing ronnd admiringly. “This is the
Back of Beyond! This is the Never-
Never Country! Do you think we shall
find a lot of ghosts ranning ahout behind
those rocks, Dick?” he added.

Dick langhed.

“T expect, if you asked old Lal, he’d tell
you that only a lot of Inglish echaps
would he fools enough to climb up here
above the clouds and on to the snow-
line. I het there are not many of the
inhahitants of Teneriffe who have heen
up here in their lives!” he replied,

They reached the great ridge of lava-
rocks—s - terrific jumble of huge stones,
many of which were as large as railwav-
carriages. The pl:
aptly remarked, like a voleanic railway
collision.

They were a good long way from the
camp now. So, whistling merrily, they
started to climb the piles of rocks.

Horace was wonderful when it came to
climbing rocks.

He just gave a leap and a bound, and
up he went ten feet or twelve feet at
a time, never missing his footing.

And Ceeil swung himself up over the
great black houlders in fine styte. His
great, hairy paws’ clutehed the rock and
the ‘walled rock faces like a huge fly in
a pair of burned-out Eton trousers,

The boys made him useful. ! b

When he had climbed up ahove thew
Dick threw him up the coil of the climh-
ing-rope which they, had brought with
them. Then Cecil’ pulled them up, one
after. the other;, hauling them up the stiff
rock faces as easily as possible with the
great strength of his enormous arms and
powerful paws. :

Over the ridge they went, well out of
sight of the camp. Then they found them-
selves on the side of a steep gorge, through
the bottom of which tinkled the waters of
a little stream fed by the water which
ran down from the suow-slopes up above.

Dick gave a whistle and Horace bleated
suspiciously as they looked down into the
dark abyss below, which was so narrow
that it shut out the white light of the
moon.

Dick had seen the glowing embeérs of 3
fire which dimly lit up the jagged mouth
of a cavern in the lava. Horace had
scented men.

s someone down below there,
!” said Dick. “Let's go and pay
them a visit !

“They’ll probably be goatherds,” ' ob.
jected Pongo. “And if Horace gets
amongst their goats there will be trouble,
He'll be chasing their billygoats all round

_the Peak!”

“That’s all right,” replied Dick, who
always liked to have his own way, <1l
put a bit of rope round his neck when we
get to the bottom of the gorge. And I
don’t see what goats would be doing so
high up the mountain. Goats will eat
'most anything. but they can't live on
rocks and snow and that scanty broom

inviting and .

e looked, as Skeleton
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stuff. 1 expect the fire belongs to another
party that has come down from the Peak.
We'll conie and have a look-see, at any
rate, They may be able to give us some
tips about the snow up there.”
The boys clambered down into the
© gorge.” And rough clambering it was, too!
Horace leaped from rtock to rock, bub
Pougo Walker came near breaking his
neck, for he fell over the edge of a deep

chastn in the darkness, and swung therg_

suspended by Cecil's @reat paw: ¢

It was a Dappy thing tor Pongo that he
wits “holding Cecit's paw at the moments
for Cecil stuck-to-the roek like o Timpet
with his great fect, and, with a mighty
jerk of his tremendous armng, pulled Pongo
back into safety again. .

* Thanks, Cécil, old chap!” said Pougo.
“You suved my little bit o' bacon that
time. 1f 1 had gone down there I'd have
had no more bones lefy than a sausage.”

Little did the boys dream that, as they
climbed noisily down ' the rocks, six pairs
of eyes were gazing wenderingly into the

. dark shadows of the thmbled chaos down
which they wete couling.
Av a matter of fuct, no mountaineer in
lis “senses would haye come over that
ridge in daylight, Yet .alone at night in
thosé black, uncertain moon shadows. But
English boys out for, a lark will do things
that the most experienced and hardy
people will not do, and, what is more, will
come through safely.

Down in the bottom of that dark gorge
were six men who were greatly astonished.

The, leader of these was Juan Uabrera,
baudit, otherwise known as the Terror of
Tenerifle, A coal-heaver by trade and a
smuggler by profession, the Terror of
Yeneritie had come into collision recently
with the guardias civiles, or military
police, of the Port of Sants Cruz. Having
nearly killed a policeman, he had taken
to the mountains, to lurk in the fastnesses
of the Peak with five other companions
wanted by the police, till things should
blow over a bit, and the{ should get a
c¢hance of slipping away from the island
on one of the small coasting boats.
The Terror of Teheritfe knew that these
could not be the military police. A
Hpanish police do not attack a bandits
. stronghold; whistling chcertull_’ or shout-

ing at the top of their voices: :

3 » ] o, you silly 2 or

¢ of

u ; A the }
,%idve their | cave. nd the of

Al ¢
efieriffe chuckled ds hé cocked the trigger,

of his vetierable bell-mouthed blunderbusg.

He - knew now. . These weré English
voung . gentlemen—young gentlemen who
would he stiff with money. He would
collar them and hold them to ransom.
They would pay a lot of money for their
freedom, especially when he started to ¢ut
off their ears and send them down to the
. town by his trusty agents as a ‘hiot' to
* their friends to burry up and pay the

i
.SBAPEERAGE
REDOLYFFE!

A GRAND NEW SCHOOL|
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BY 5 .s

HERBERT BRITTON.

SYNOPSIS.

+Lhe story ‘opens with a stormy inters
view between Jaek Turner and his father,
in which the lattér informs Jack that hc
is removing him {rom Beecheroft School
at the request of the headmaster, who
stigmatises , Jack . as-  “undesirable.”
Realising that his_son is a hardened
“ young scapegrace, Mr. Turner decides to
send him to Redclyffe, in the hope that
~he may be steadied by the good influence
_of his twin brother, Dicky-—a boy of the
~yight ' sort. Dicky Turner does not much
appreciate this arrangement, as he does
. ‘mot, get on well with Jack, but promises
his father to do his best.

On the way to Redclyffe Jack gives
his brother the slip, and falls in with
" Drake, Drury, Slade, and Spooner, four
“nuts ¥ who are also going to the school.

Arrived at Mervale Station, the four
“nuts ” make use of Jack by tying him
up to a porters’ trolley loaded up with
their luggage. Drake seats himself on
the pile of bags, and Drury and Spooner
e¢ncourdage the unfortunate Jack with
prods from their sticks. In this fashion
they proceed in the direction of Red-

That was the Terror ol Teneriffe’s way
of going to work,

Nota'sign of him or his five pals showed
41 that dark gorge as the boys approached”
the smobldering embers of the brush-fire
whith glowed at the mouth of the cave.
w“My word! . This is tepping!” ex-
vlaimed Dick, as he peered into the caye,
which was faintly illuminated by the dim
firelight. “It's a robber stronghold, and
thiere’s no one here. g

‘His remuarks were broken short by -a

oATse* yoice from the darkness;

“Boc o tierra !”

¥-was the cull which is the “Money or
your life!” of the Spanish brigand.

The boys leoked round helplessly. They
werg. unarmed. They saw evil, slinking
figuges rising from the rocks about the
niouth of the cave, and also realised that
they were standing in what little light
there was, covered by the blunderbusses
of their captors.

% Plit your hands u%,
Dick, under his breath,
be in'no end of a funk{?
' There were two members of the party
whe hiad not walked into this trap.

Horace had sloped off, and was camou-
ﬂu%g, amongst the outer rocks.

Horace really knew more about life than
the boys. le was a goat of the world,
and had known better than to thus tamely
walk into this bandit’s trap without even
being asked to do so.

And with Horace wag Cecil. Cecil, too,
had hung in the background, for his in-
stinct ' told him that there were men
hiddén wnongst those rocks,

The boys put theit bands up, and the
Terror of Tenerifie stepped forward, a
huge, hairy ruflian, with a red handker-
chief tied round his head and great gold
rings in his ears.

He spoke English did this bandit, and
quite clear English, too.

As a coal-heaver, he had lived amongst
the ships in the port, and was a master
of lanquage.

S Hallo!™ gaid he, advancing, with the
ugly bell-mouth of his escopeta, or blun-
derbusg, covering the little group. “ You
Ingles boy 2
© “Yes, sir!® replied Porkis, looking as
frightened as a boy could look. :

As a matter of fact, Porky was none too
| comfortable. - He did not like the look of
the Terror a hif, Ch i« y vold

boys,” whispered
“and pretend to

- The.. bri Tound ;
“group ‘in 3‘ ring of bmnde:'f ¢
were nasty-looking ~wéapons, and
gentlemen behind ‘them looked 'perfectly
cupable of usiug them, A ody
“@Go into my ecave, senores!” said the
Terror, in mock politeness, $
“CWHL you walk into my parviour? said
" the spider to the fly,” echoed Pougo, nnder
his breath, as the boys, with their hands
upliftéd, marched into the cave or gplit
in_the laya rock. 7 X
he  domestic ' arrangements  of  the
re simplé enough.

Terror of Teneriffe we

(Dewn on your face.)’

“his ugl; 'Iface, revealing -.a ‘row

There were a few earthen jars for holding
water-~énough water for the brigands to
drink, for' it was plaih that they never
washed. There was also a goatskin full of
red wing, one or two drinking-cups, a few
loaves of bread and onions, and a black
Spanish ham, which can be eaten raw or
cooked, according to the taste of the ¢on-
sumer,

And these things, with a few rough beds
of broom:=scrub and a few borse-<cloths,
were all' the furniture of this rough ahede.

¥ Welcome, Ingles gentlemens !” said the

| Terror mockingly, as 'he shepherded his

captives into his stronghold and lit a
cheap tin oil-lamp.. “So you come to visit
de Terror of: Teneriffe 2%

And he rolled his eyes.

“ Are’' you the Terror, sir?” asked Arty
respectfull

Ll R exc{a{imed the bandit—“1I am Juan

Cabrera; de Terror of Eenerifie]”
And he looked roundion the boys, who
shivered respectfully at ghe dread name.
“And you shall be my paptives!” he
LR + PANARE K

added. i 1
“ Well, dir,” said PoNigo ully, « we
i “g 3 thc'{op of

*were thiftking of
~the

- to-morrow .
no objection.”

The bandit, smiled m&&ﬁ'ﬂy.

" Dos¢” who tall into the hands of the
Terror do net longer dvish, to visit de
Peak,” he replied significantly; ¢ Dey sba
in dis little "ouse; and'd.
deir friends in town. ir. i

and T tell dese to send me moneys !”

“Oh!” replied Porgo "regtly nterested.
“And supposing the rich friends of your
captives don’t send the dinero—supposing
they don't stump up ¢» : u

The Terror sighed, and rolled his eyes,
shrugged his shoulders and spread out
his dirty hands. .

“1 am too sorry!” said he. “T cut off
one ear and send to fricnds—de rich
friends of mi clients!"”

“That ought to make 'em sit up,” agreed
Pongo, without any show of enthusiasm.
“But shpposing they don't pay up then?”

s

The Terror wriggled with delight, and

rolled his eyes as though he was going to
have a fit.- His thin lips widenedo:'acr(‘qss
is-

coloured teeth that were like the fangs of

a wolf, ; ;
“I 'cut off some more ears and some

more _fingers—two ear, two fingef! Dey

enough, Deéy always pay!” :

“Oh!” said Pongo.

Then for a momént theré was silence,

Then Pongo folded his arms,

“T'don’t want to peer into any of your

trade  secrets,  Mr., Terror,” he said

politely, “but how's the market in

British boys just now?” {

Dick kicked: his pal softly.

“Don’t ehip him, Pongo,” he whispered.

“He's un ugly-looking devil, and he might

turn rusty on us.” (i

But the Terror shgwed nio si
rusty. ./

-of turn-

Wy he
mark Dk - Dor
and:eleven three 8,
away with a piacket of pins.” *
Pongo did tot notice the sudden gleam

eyes at the name of Dick Dortington.
HAfid—you - young' Ingles gentlemens,”
he asked, “what make you in Teneriffe?”

“We don't’ maké anything!' replied §

Pongo, mystified,
"I‘nean. what you do?
here? asked the Terror,

Why you ¢ome
s \VL.b.are your

. you have.

which had come into the brigand’s evil |

| Germany, -and [ hate England, who is

friends, and where do I send messages
for my money?”

© Dick took on himself to answer ‘this
question.

“I suppose we shall have to pay up
and look pleasant,” said he. I you
must know, we are doing a tour round
the world on a British ship called the
South. Star, which now lies in the road-
stezu,i at Santa Cruz. We are out for

Dick hesitated now. He could not very
well say that they were out to catch
the Kaiser.

“We are out for pleasure,” said he,

Which was-not telling a lie, for nothing
would have given the boys more pleasure
than to have caught that evil genius of
the German Empire.

But a strange look had flitted across
the face of the -bandit.

Juan Cabrera was on a hi(zger thing
than he had at first imagined. Alread
he was commissioned to do away witl
‘these boys. One of the countless spies
of Teneritte during the late war, he had
been in the pay of the German Govern-
ey TOr VW . - s bbigaurnin

He was onie of the lesser agents of the
German . Government who traded in
murder, Durinﬁ the piping times of the
war hig job had been to betray shipe
the' Allies to the lurking submarines tha
hung about round the islands, and which
found shelter in the deep bays amongst
its rocky lava-cliffs, Or he was ready,
if ‘chance offered, to slip a time-bomb
into a ship’s bunkers, neatly done up in
a spurious lump of coal. * g

And, still  close in touch with the
Germans, he knew that here was a hit
of luck that would make his fortune.
These were the very boys that his en-
forced absence from the town of Santa
Cruz had cauged him to miss.

He had arranged the whole affair, if
the South Star had called at the port
whilst he was in the town. A quiet knife-
thrust or two in a quiet street whilst the
boys were ashore would have settled the
whole business. He could have managed
that sort of affair éasily, and would have
left the Spanish Government to explain,

From his German friends he would
have collected a thousand pounds per
head on the inquest on any of the boys,
or of Captain Handyman, or Cy Sprague.

He had gnashed his teeth over the
loss of this chance when he had been
obliged to fly to the mountains. To think
that he was losing the chance of a life-
time all over the knifing of a mouldy
Spanish policeman!

But here his victims had absolutely
come and sought him out. Seven of
them! Seven thousand English  pounds!
A hundred and seventy-five thousand
pesetas. Enough ‘money to make him
rich for the rest of his life.
Pleasure!” he muttered

b digty

unshaven: ¢hig v
sypd diis.d

rubbing - his

47 e e

The evil: fight Hamed up
of ‘the spy. He was dyihg to gloat aver’
liis victims, and to let them know whe Ie
was, and the stagey swank of the
Spaniard’ was topmost in him.

“"1t is you who pursue-his great Majesty
of Germany!” he exetaimed,

“What  do. you know ‘?bout it, it we
do?" ‘demanded Dick holdly.

“The great Kaiser—he
mine. am a  son of Spain.

is friend  of
T love

always friend to France!” exclaimed the

CHUCKED OUT!

doorway of the study, and hi

“ Swing him !’ shouted .\ib Travers. Ja&k Turner was sw;lng through the open
fiying form went orashing into another junior in
the passage. ‘‘RBy Jowve!'’ éxglaimed Jackson. - It's Dicky !

An Unfortunate Spill,

“ Gee up, theah!”
- Drake sat cross-legged on the pile of
bags and portmanteaux, and, reaching
forward, prodded Jack Turner in the ribs
with his walking-stick, x

“Yés, get a move on!® sald Drury,_
striding quickly along -at the side of the
trolley.
- «Just like an old cab-horse, isn’t he?»
chuckled Spooner. “Let's tickle him up

tlytie School.
' A (Read on from herel)

a bit—what ?”

“.(Good idea!”
' The nuts advanced towards  Jack
Turner  with their walkifg-sticks oute
stretched,

Jack Turner glanced,over his sboulder
at his tormentors. 1/

His eyes tairly blazed 'with anger.

The odds were against him./

He was tied to the hiandle of the trolley,
und could not raise a hand in his own
defence. :

The nuts had hiny @t their merey, and
the knowledge that ~he was absolutely
helpless caused his temper to rise,

“Ow! Yow! Yaroooooogh!” he yelled,
as Drury, Spoonet,-and. Slade all jabhed
him with their walking-stieky at the sanie
mwoment. \ ¥ ;

“Go it derh  Hoye ™ sangdout  the
lordly. Drake, from hisperch gy‘kﬁc port-

¥

manteaux, “(ive him gome more like
that !*

Prod, prod!

Again and again Jack received the. busi-
ness ends of the nuts’ walking-sticks in
the small of his back.

At each prod he leaped forward, drag-
ging the unwigldy trolley after him.

But every time he endeavoured to stop
the nuts advanced with their walking-
sticks held out threateningly.

“You mustn’t stop, old hoss!” chuckled
Drury. *'This is a.non-stop run to Red-
clyfie, and-—-»

ot

brigand. “And France is the énemy of
Spain.” .

*All vight!” said Dick. “There is no
need to make a song about it.”

“80 you shall die this night!” said the
bandit, flourishing his hand dramatically.
“You shall nof see the sunrise ahove the
Pico de Teneritfe. I shall kill you
to-night, and I shall put your bodies in
the lava-cave where the snow and iee are,
and I shall receive great rewards when
your death ig proved!”

“Oh, that's your game, is it?” de-
manded Dick. “You are going to murdpt
us, and you are going to stow our bodies
away in a natural ice-house until we are
identified by your German pals down
town. Then you will ¢laim your blood-
money!”

The Terror nodded. His hand was on
the hilt of an ugly, leaf-shaped knife

which stuck out at his red sash. There
was no merey in his eye.
“What will they pay you- for our

death?” asked Dick calmly.

“One thousand pounds each,” replied
the handit.

" Supposing we
suggested - Dick. :

A cunning look came into the murder-
oQus eyes ag the bandit shook his head.

“The collgeting of ransoms, it is always
dangerous,” he sneered. “But  the
thousand pounds is safe. Many a bandit
has, been caught whilst getting his money.
+80; Ingles hoys, you shall die quickly and
byl the kuife. The gun it is not safe.
Your friends are not fur away, and in
this' mountain air the sound of guns
travels too far.”

Then he turned, and called in Spanish
to one of his followers.

“Ho! TPepe! Come and bind fhese
English!”

Dick understood what he said all right,
As they stood their hands were still free.
The Terror of Teneriffe, contemptuous of
a few unarmed British boys, had not
taken the trouble to secure them.

“Go for 'em, hoys!” he shouted; and
up went his fist before the bandit
realised what was happening.

He staggered against the lava wall of
the cave, and partially recovered him-

go to fifteen hundred?”

gelf, The knife flashed out of his sash.
“My turn!” breathed Arty.
And the Terror of Tenerilfe took a

smack on the point of the jaw that would
have smashed up a cab.,

With a heavy thump he fell on the
floor of the cave "before his bewildered «
followers realised what had happened.

One of these put up his blunderbuss.
But before he could take aim theré was
a rush in the door of the cavern—a rush
like a train coming through.a tunnel.

It was Horace to the gescue. Horace
travelling Iike the 830 King’'s Cross to
Edinburgh. And “Horace's massive head
took the bandit squire ’\;ln the waist-
coat, !\,‘ 'S ;

A

" They, g the doorwat thire/ a
“Cebil was taking a hand’ in the game,
too. "Heé had seized a third man_in bis
terrible grip, and was choking the life
out hiny, d

(Another magnificent long instalment

this splendid serial  in nexzt Mon-
day's issue of the Boys' FRIEND, I should
be glad if readers would write and let wme
know what they think of this new story.)

high-pitehed voice. “8top it, or<— Ow-
wWewewsw 17

“Ha, hg, 'ha!” chuckled the wvubs, as
Jack jumped iu the air from another prod
in the back.

The' trolley twisted unsteadily on the
uneven’ road, almost causing ' Drake to
slip off 'Bis perch.

“ Be careful!” exclaimed the dandy, *1
shall fall if—-"  He just managed to
save Mimselt by holding tight to the top
hag of the pile. “By gad, Dwuwy, old
[ hoy, 1| wish you'd kéep that old hoss
fwém Luckin' !»

“He don’t seem to understand whal
[ he's got to do,” Jaughed Drury.

o "Pwod him in the wibs, old boy." said
Draké,  “Keep. on pwodding him, in
fact!”?

Jagk had almost lost confrol of his
stemper by this time, :

Me caught sight of the nuts’ laughing
f:u'l:_{g\\nd then, biting hig lip in his rage,
fie WGk into a-trot.

e tooHey rattled along bebind him,
and Drake was compelled Lo hang on'lika
grjm dgath to  prevemt hims frony
alling: <. g p
o BBy cwadyt . chockled  Driry,  “we're
o ving nowd “Keep it up, old hoss!”
JProdl e P ]
" Qitge ‘miore Drury dug bis walkingstick
into Jack Parner’s ribs,

Bub it was for the last time,

Juck was in a bitter rage.

An idea had Hashed across his mind for

) getting his own back on the nuts—or, at

any ratg. on the lordly Drake-and he
proceeded to carry it out.

From a trot he broke into a run, cause
ing the trolley to twist from side to side
of the road.

Drary, Spooner, and Slade kept pace
with it for a4 time, but when they came to
a down slape, and the trolley gathered
still move speed, they pulled up short,
roaring with langhter.

And the cause of their laughter was
their own chum Drake. ¢

The notion of riding to Redclyfle on
the pile, of portmanteaux had greatly
appealed to the dandy.

. Drake was afflicted with laziness, and
L aever walked when he could ride,
. But now he fervently wished that he
had decided to walk to Redelyfle.

For, as the trolley swayed and twisted
down the slope, he was flung full length
on the topmost bagz.

%“You cads!” yelled Juck Turner, in a

His zilk topper and walking-stick flew
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iuto the air, and lunded in a diteh at the
gide of the roud.

But Drake cared ldittle about the loss
of his property at that moment; he was
wore concerned for his own safety, d

And his chums were almost doubled up
with wirth as they watehed him clinging
tike grim death to the pile of portinan-
teaux,

v By gad,” exclaimed Drury, “poor old
Drake’s going through it with a ven-
gcance !”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

And there was no doubt that the dandy

was * going through it.”

But his troubles were not yet over.

Jack Turner was well on the move. *

He tore down the slope, tully intending
Lo unseat the lordly Drake if it were at all
possible,

He glanced back for a woment, and a
grin spread over his face asvhe observed
the spread-cagled dandy.

* Stop, you boundah!™ shrieked Drake,
“You'll bave me off in a minute if you
don’t stop this sillay game!»

“Rats!” shouted Jack Turner, loud
enough for the dandy to hear.
“By gad,” exclaimed Drake, <11}

m-m-make you suffer for this when we get
to—— Ow! Yaroooooogh !"

The dandy uttered a frantie yell as one
of the front wheels collided with a large
stone, causing him to bump his chin on
the bag and bite his tongue.

At the same moment he slipped down
the pile of bags.

He felt himself falling, but by a
strenuous eflort he managed to regain his
balance,

But still his position was by no means
secure,

Had there heen a small space on the
top of the trolley on which he could have
stood, all would have been well.

But the bags and portmanteaux had
heen piled in the shape of a pyramid, and
a fall meant that he would be sent sprawl-
ing.on the muddy road.

And Drake wished to avoid this at all
costs, if only for the sake of his well-cut
clothes,

But it looked very much’as though ke
was finding it a hard task to do so.
Redelyfie came in sight at last, and still
Jack did not make any. atter to pull
up. In fact, he appeared to be striviug to
increase his speed.

He was hreathing heavily under the e¢x-
ertion, but his. determination to unseat
the lordly Drake appeared to lend him
strength, and he eareered madly along the
road in the diréetion of the szhool.

Drake Was Abnost gig- ‘o 90r breath,

W s hoamidah 1Y ahe ron rod,
v i—and Dregk my {

Ik
“Piffie)”

“TH give you a thunderin’® good higin’
when we. get to Wedclyffe!”

“Sha'n’t be long getting there,” said Jack
Turner, His temper had-almost subsided
by now, and he saw the humorous side of
the affair.

it out.

Bob Travers took the knife, and pro-
ceeded to’ eut away the ropes that held
Jack to the' trolley. %

The latter rose to his feet, rubbing his
injuted limbs.

He gazed around him, frowning fiercely,

“Where's that rotter?” he exclaimed,

“Oh, dear! Groooogh! Yarcoooooghi”

Loud  splutterings came from the
direction  of the diteh, and next moment
Drake, covered in mud from head to
foot, scrambled up the side of the bank.

His -appearance was greeted by loud
chortles from the Redclyfie juniors stand-
ing in the gateway.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .chuckled Bob Travers.
* Apparently there’s a little mud in that
diteh.” . .

“This ehap’s found it, at any rate,”
said Jackson,

“More “than he wants, 1 bet!”
marked Jimmy Wren, with a laugh.

“Where’s that low-down cad who hurled
me into this wotten ditch?” said the
muddy figure. *“1’'m going to give him a
thunderwin'  good hidin'! Oh, theah
be is!”

Drake gouged the mud from his face,
and advanced towards Jack Turner with
clenched hands.

Jack saw’ him coming, and backed
away.

“Come "heall, you cad!” exclaimed
Drake. *You're not goin’ to dodge me!
Put up your fists—d'you heal ?”

Jack Turner glanced towards the gate-
way, it the hope of being able to dodge
through.

_ But the Redclyffe juniors stood there
in a group, and it was impoSsible for Jack
to pass through them

Jimmy Wren gave him a slight push in
the back.

“Stand up to him, new kid.,” he said.
“If the chap wants.to fight, fight him!”

* Yaas, stand up to me, deah hoy!” said
Drake. “Of course, if you funk me—"

The suggestion that he was funking was
to Jack Turner as a red rag to a bull.

He clenched his fists hard and made a
rush at Drake. : 5

The latter flung up his hands to defend
himself, but he was a fraction of a second
too late.

re:

Jack caught him two stinging blows on
the head; which sent him reeling back-
wards, 4 S 4

But the muddy dandy quickly recoverqum

Thimself, :
SAund then, to the amazement of the
fedelyile juniors, Drake squared up to

himselr on e
round the neck.

Then he pummelied away at the latter’s
back.

“Break away!”. shouted Bob Travers,
stepping forward.

But Jack took no notice.

His temper was out of hand, and then,
not satisfied with punching his untagon‘ist
in the back, he commenced to kick with
his feet. |

The result was'a  piercing shriek from
Drake, and an indignant shout from the
Redelyfte juniors. . g

“Stop that game!” exclaimed Jimmy

dandy, and gripped him

Wren - angrily. “Fight fair,.for good-
ness’ sake!” |
oW Dwaggimoff!  Yow-ow-ow-ow-

ow!” shrieked Drake.

Jack punched and kicked for all he
was worth,'

Bab Praversstrode forward, however,
and gripped hini Yeund the neck.

Then ‘he pulledy

The attack was unexpected, as far ag

| foreed to release His hold on the dandy.

Drake fell batk, and proceeded to rub
his injured shing. R

Jaek struggled in Bob Travers' grasp.

“Let him go!” he shouted.- ~“Let me
get at him! I'll—" % 2

“You'll do nothing of the kind!” said
Bob, with emphasis. - “Den’t you know
how to fight properly?”

*Oh, rats!"” e

“For two pins I'd give you a sound
thrashing for behaving like a cad!” said
Bob.

“It wouldnt pay you to!” said Jack
defiantly, “I should complain to the
masters then.” ;

“Cheeky young
“Pile into him!”

Bob Trayers hesitated.

His gaze had became fixed on three well-
dressed: juniors who had just come in
sight down the lane.

Jaek Turner caught sight of the: fellows
at the same moment, and, with a twist
and a wriggle, he managed to -escape
from Bob Travers’ grasp, )

+ Then, .before anybody could stop him,
he darted through the gateway, and tore
on in the-direction of the School House,

“ After him!” exclaimed Appleby of the
Fourth.

“0h, let the cad go!” said Bob Travers.
“We can settle with him some other
ti‘r:iae. 1 suppose these chaps are new

o : 3

DEury‘ Spoor
: h\%l up. :

cad!” said Jackson.

ner, and Slade came march-

s withi ‘amazement at sight
Drake. - X
xelaimed Drury. * What
kens has happened?”
lained, “and  Bob  Travers
nto when he ' learned

“RBut I'm going to have you |

[ with you yet.. I'm waiting.”

Oft your” perch ‘bhefore we arrive at the
school!” he flung back at the dismal
dandy.

“For goodness’ sake stop!” * yelled

Drake frantically.
chumps at the gates! They're woaring
at us, and—— Ow! Yooonooop!”

Once again the front wheels of the
trolley came in contact with a Jarge stone,
with results that were not at all pleasing
to the dandy.

Jack looked up, and saw a group of
Redclyfte juniors standing at the gates,
roaring with laughter.

He broke into a last desperate spurt.

The trolley swayed worse than ever.

Drake was rocked from side to side.

-He shrieked at the top of hig veice,
elinging desperately-to the portmanteaux.

*“Look out, you duffer!” 3

Bob Travers, the captain of the ¥ourth
¥orm, uttered a warning shout from the
gateway. 4

But Jack Turner was not in the mood
1o look out. ) s

He dashed on madly, unaware -of the
fact that danger was near at hand.

" Crash! e

The trolley came into violent contact
with a stone post, just outside the gates

f the school.

Drake “was sent hurtling into the air,
to land in a ditch at the side of the
tane.

The bags and portmanteaux’ flew- in all
directions. ° 3
. The trolley twisted round quickly, and
the handle, catching Jack Turner full in
the back, sent him reeling to the ground.

“My giddy aunt!” exclaimed - Bob
Travers, in astonishment.  “This is a nice
way to arrive at Redclyfle! T wonder
who the dickens these dulfers are?”

“Lend me a hand!” muttered Jack
Turner, breathing heavily. The fall had
been a severe one, and his temper was
rising in consequence. ' Don't stand
there like a lot of stuffed dummies!”

*“Cheeky young cad!” said Jimmy Wren
of the New House. I suppose he's a
new kid, and has never heard the word
* pleage,’ ” . %

“Can't you see that I'm tied up?” ex-
claimed Jack Turner inipatiently.
© *Seems to me that you'd better remain

tied up,” said Jimmy Wren  blandly.
“When you've learned manners, we
might M

“Oh, lend me a knile, somebody!” said
Bob Travers. with a grin. “I haven’t
got mine with me.”

“Here you are,” said Jackson.

“Look at ‘those sillay :

dack in splendid style, and commenced

i d did Wiy
The New House junior's remark stung.
Jaek Turner. - ;
Somewhat dazed by the two blows he
had received on the head, he' made no
attemipt. to continué the fight. -
“By gad!” muttered Drake languidly.
“He’s funkin’ me! He=_-" i
“I'm jolly well not!” cried Jack hotly.
“Then eome on, déah boy,” said the
dandy coolly, I haven’t half fihished

Drake did not have to wait long.

}m 3 3 1‘. 3
do, do you?” he said. *May

- T as at business it is of yours?” =~
“Fol—d===" " Bob ' faltered,  tuken

hack. p hAg

“1'lL_frouble you not to addwess me.
again!” sald the  dandy loftily. “Come
L ‘on, deah hoys!” he.added, turning to his
chums.
fwom these fellahs the bettah!”

And, picking np their bags and por-
manteaus, the nuts passed through the
| gates and on to the School House.

The Fourth-Formers' gazed at ‘them in

His eyes: gleaming, Jack Turner flung

amazement.

“Jack Turner wys goncerned, and he was .

¢ the new junjor to

“1 think the soonah we get away |

“We've got a loyely bateh of new. kids

this term!” remarked Bob Travers. “One
can’t. fight  without ‘kicking, and the

others appear to be a lot of stuck-up
prigs! It seems to me that we shall'bave
to take them jn hand.”

© “What-ho!” agreed the others.

The excitement over, the jumiors left,
the gates, and made their way to.their
studies. )

It was getting very ncar tea-fime.

Not Wanted.

“It’s time Dicky was here!”

Bob Travers uttered the remark.’

He and Jack Jackson had been making
themselves busy in Study No. 5. They
had each brought several belongings from
home, for the purpose of brightening up
‘their study. S5

These consisted chiefly of . pictures,
photo-frames, and’ ornaments. ;

“Phey - bad made it their first job to
place these articles in attractive positions:
in the study.

This task finished, they had turned to

| preparing tea.

Now the table was laid, the bread-and-
butter cut, and the kettle boiling merrily
on the fire. .

And Dicky Turner had not put in his
appearance. . ’ i

“Perhaps he's still. searching for' his
brother,” suggested Jackson.

“By the way,” said Bob Travers, “I
wonder what's happened to the kid?
There are a host of new Kids this term;
he may already be here.”

“1 met a batch of them in the Hall,”
said Jackson, “and asked if Jack Turner
wias amongst them. But they hadn't
heard of the name.”

“Poor ‘old Dicky!” said Bob .sym-
pathetically. “He may be still Kkicking
his heels op Meringham Station.”

“Well, I don’t envy him with his job,”
said Jackson. It must be rotten to have
to take a young scapegrace in hand,
and—" ;

“He won't be the only -one, at any
rate,” said Bob. “We've got to take a
few chaps in hand. For instance, there’s
that young cad who Kkicked that silly
ass who can’t prosomee his ‘r’s’!

“A jolly good hiding would do him
good!” said Jackson, quite unaware of
the fact that “the young cad” was Jack
Turner—Dicky's twin-brother. “I almost
wished you had—— Hallo, ‘who's this?”
The door of ‘the study -opened, and the
figure of a junior appeared ‘on the
threshold. : 7 : .
There was a sullen, disagreeable ex:
pression -on the new-comer’s face.

Boh Travers recognised the latter, and
pieked up w cushion from the easy-chair.

“Buzz off I” he said sharply.

“This is
Jack .

8 W

“tween his teeth,
*No fear!” said Jackson.

study.
“Hop it!"” said Bob Travers command-
ingly. *“We don’t want you here!”
“Mr. Chambers says——"

“Chambers can say what he likes,” said
Bob. “You—-" :
“Me. ‘Chambers says I'm:to share this
study ! exclaimed Jack. “And I'm jolly
well_going to share it!”

“You're not!”  declared Bob firmly.
“We don't -want a fellow here who

t
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FOR NEXT MONDAY!

Our next, splendid complete story of the
chums of Rookwood deals with the further
activities of Teddy Grace, the new junior
in the Fourth Form, who is known as
“ Putty » because, as he himself modestly
explaing, “he is so soft!”  Jimmy Silver

& Co. decide that it is time the new junior ,
was put in his place, and they point out :

to him—somewhat foreibly—that whoever
else he plays his little pranks on, he must
inot_jape Jimmy Silver ‘& Co.! " The Fitle
-of the story is 3

““SOLD AQAIN!"

By Owen Conqucst,
and my chums will ~wonder, perhaps,
whether it is Teddy Grace or Jimmy
Silver & Co. who are “sold ”!

In the next grand complete story of
Frank Richards & Co., of the sclrool in the
backwoods, entitled

"¢ QUNTEN’S QOLD-MINE! "

By Martin Clifford,

Kern Gunten, of Hillcrest School, lays his
plans, as sole owner of the island gold-
mine, for the amassing of* wealth beyond
tlie dreams of avarice. - The -only thing
that worries him at all is the fact that
¥rank Richards & Co.. ge about smiling!
Gunten does not understand this at all--
until later! He is not at all repentant
for the piece of sharp practice by means
of which he “ jumped » Dicky Bird’s claim,
<0 that the chums of Cedar Creek, and of
Hillcrest—who join forces for once—have
no compunction in “pulling his leg” to
the fullest extent, and inflicting a very
sharp lesson upon the unscrupulous Swiss
junior.

In next -week’s -instalment of
splendid new school: serial,

our

Wg-i é to me whenever you are in doubt ér- difficulty, -

.. All readers who wri

All
B.O. 4.7

‘““THE SOAFIGVRI’OE OF RED-
CLYFFE!"

By Herbert Britton,

Jack Turner falls into further trouble.—
as can only be expected of a fellow of his
calibre ina first-rate school like Redelyffe.
Wherever, he . goes he finds he is “nog
wanted *—and"it is not until the chums
of Study No. 5—following the hospitable
lead of Bob Travers—take pity on him,
that he finds #gywhere to lay his head,
as it were, even temporarily.

The efforts of " Di Turper to “stick »
his scapegrace brother are far from befti
an ungualified” sucékss, -and, as my chums
wilk. find, the %"oun'g‘ black sheep of the
Turner familyhag arvery hard row to hoe
at Re%{;lyn’e_as’yet. 5 y

In the next instalment of
“THE BOYS WHO CAUGHT THE

G\ enm——
KAISER!”
By Dufican Storm,

the chums of the school afloat, after an
exciting struggle, complete the discom-
fiture of the ruffianly Terror of Teneriffe.
Cecil, the orang-outang, in fact, has to
be restrained by Pongo, as, in his en-
thusiasm for the fight, he is inclined to
earry matters too far.

A glorious toboggan-trip is undertaken,
and Horace, the goat, has a special little
bit of excitement all .to himself; while,
to ‘crown a_most exciting succession of
-adventures, Lal Tata entirely disappears!
My chums will find this next instalment
of this grand adventure story a wonderful
cure for the blues!

A NATURE-LOVING CHUM.
There letters,

are. letters—and some

el} me about yourseélf; let me know what you .think of the
te to me, and enclose a stamped envelops or posteard, may i

sure of receiving a

letters should be addressed: *The Editor, the BOYS' FRIEND, The ¥leetway

which Dbring a little of that inspiriting
human ‘thought which brightens life,
others which contain merely some sort of-
an old grumble reflecting a passing mood.
. I am -disposed $o smile at the remark
of some that ‘the art’ of letter-writing is
dead, It may be—as an art. But,then
the best letters, the letters that live, were
ot written by those who sat down ex-
pressly to write thein—that is, ornamental
show letters, with an eye to publication.
: Good legthe.rs a;e accidental. 'fhe writer
1as somtething to say—something about
his! interests, his hobbies, his sympathies,
or those troubles from which some of us
are mever free. . He has something to say—
something which is a bit. of himself and
his character—and in that way what he
sets down is better. than any invented'
work, for it is life itself. ? y

I amalways pleased to hear from my
chums, There is one loyal reader who
writes t0 me regularly, and I have ecome
to look for his well-written communica-
tions. They are full of the keenest
observation. He is a bird-lover, ‘such” as
Richard Jefferies was many years ago. He
studies the countryside, and sees thé
wondrous life of the copse and the hedge-
row. I should say nothing escapes him.
He knows all ahout the redpole, the buil-
finch, and the tits. He is really in-
terested, just as old Gilbert White, of
Selborne, was interested as he sat: under
the hig beech-tree in his'garden and gazed
at. the green hangar which shut in his
pleasant old cottage home.

Now, that ' correspondent has a hobhby
which will last him his life and render
his life nobler for its possession,

THE EDITOR.

Study No. 5, isn't it?” ed
i i B .»% ,

doesn’t. know how to fight fair. A" kick-
ing cad—" :
“0Oh, zo and eat coke ! exclaimed Jack,
sinking into the easy-chair.
“What?"

“1 said go and ecat coke!” ‘repeated
the new junior. *“Go into another roow
if you like. I'm staying here—" = ¥

“You're mot!” x ;

“You'd better try and put me out,
then!” said Jack Turner defiantly. “I
shall- probably “kick you worse than I
did that other chap!”

Bob Travers fairly gasped.

If the new hdy lacked pluck, he cer-
tain[ly possessed any amount of cheek.

ook her¢!” said Bob, after a
mmﬁent’s pause. “Are you going out?”
“No.”

o

“You want us to put you out, then?

“You wouldn't darc %

“Collar hiin!” said Bob Travers, and
he made a grab at the new boy.

Jackson lent his assistance, and Jack
Turner was hauled out of the easy-chair
on to the hearthrug.

“Pick him up!” said Bob.

In spite of his struggles, Jack Turper
was picked up and carried to the door.

“Let, me go!” he shouted. “I’ll smash
you! Pll—”

“Swing him!” |

Jack Turner was promptly swung back-
wards, and then pitched out of the open
doorway into the passage:

At the same instant as the new boy
left the chums’ hands, the figure of
another junior came in sight through the
doorway.

. Jack Turner’s hurtling form crashed
into him, and the two fell with a bump
to the floor.

“Ow! “Yow!
new boy.

“ Yarooooogh !” roared the other jumior;
and Bob Travers and Jackson started as
they recognised the voice.

"By Jove!” exclaimed Jackson, “It’s
Dicky !

Bob Travers moved forward at once,
and assisted his chum to rise to his feet.

“8orry, Dicky, old son!” he said apolo-
getieally, “We didn't know you were
coming along the passage. ‘We——"

s 'I‘IYou silly chumps!” said Dicky wrath-
ully.

. “We were just chucking some rubbish
into the passage that we didn't want,”
explained Bob, with a grin.

*8-g-s-some rubbish?” stammered Dicky,
as his eyes lighted on the new boy, now
scrambling. to” his feet. ;

“Yes,” said Bob. “He wanted to stay
in_our study, and we didn’t want him.
So we chucked him out. He’s a new kid,
and a cad into the bargain!”

“A-a-a-a cad?”

‘1 should just say he is!” said Bob, -
o ad a fight with a new fellow, dnd -

Groooogh !” muttered the

“The tiew. boy walked coolly into the |

ack?” g :

*You -you «
now him, Dicky?” el
w him!” said Dicky, with a bitter
laugh, ought to, considering he’s my
twin brother!” /.. g A
This statement fell like a bombshell on
Bob and  Jackson; they were
astonished to do anything but gasp.

“XYour  b-b-brother?” stuttered = Bob,
after a moment’s pause.

“Yes,” said Dicky, with a gesture to-
wards Jack. “What do you think of
him ?” )

“F--J--T—— Oh, come inside, Dicky; old
sou!" said, Boh awkwardly. “Tea’s. all
ready. You must come in, too, Jack, [
—er—-didn’t, know' you' were Dicky's
brother.” ¢

“Bring him in. Dickw!"” urged Jackson,

Dicky faced his brother, s :

“Have you seen Mr. Chambers yet?” he
asked.

“Yes,” replied Jack sullenly.”

# ):'ha(f study are you booked for?"

“No. 5.7 ;

“Oh, well, yow'd better come inside,
theu!” said Dicky. *“But you’ll have to
mind your ‘p’s’ and ‘q’s’ now I'm here!™

“Draw it mild!” said Jack, with a

sieer.  “1I'my not in the mood for a .
sermon !”
“TI—I~T--—- Oh, get inside, for good-

ness’ sake!” said Dicky, his temper rising.
“You've heen just about enough trouble
for one day!” ’

“Are these fellows going to “stay to
tea?” asked Jack. jerking his thumb in
Lthe direction of Bob and Jackson. -

“Of course they are!” snapped Dicky.
“They're my chums!”

“Your chums!” said Dick, in a Jofty
manner,  “You're weleome to them! < 1
wouldn't rob you of such delightful com-
pany !” ?

And with that Jack Turner strode along
the passage, leaving Dicky staring after
him, dumbfounded.

Bob Travers darted Yorward.

“Fetch him back, Dicky, old son!” he

urged. )
“No fear!”
“But—but—— T say, . Dieky, we're

awfully sorry for chueking him out of the
stud,y!" faltered- Bob. *“We didn’t know

“There’s nothing to be sorry about,*
sauid Dicky, shutting the door of the
study. “Let the young bounder find other

quarters. T can’t be bothered with him
just now!” 3
But Jack Turner’s quest for other

quarters was not to be a successful one.
Some unpleasant surprises awaited the
scapegrace.

(Another magnificent long instaliment
of this amazing new serial in next Mon-
day's issue of the Boys' ¥RIEND. 1 should
be glad if readers would write and let me
Lnow twhat they think of this new story.)
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