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The ist Chapter.
. A Collision on the Line!

“Here he is!” grewled Arthur Edward
Lovell.

Teddy Grace of the
round quickly.

Fourth fooked

The new junior at Rookwood was
sauntering down to the gates, after
Iessons, when Arthur Edward's dulcef

tones fell upon his ears.

“Stop ! ealled out Jimmy Silver.

The new junior stopped. He gave the
Fistical Four a4 nod and a cheery smile
as they came towards him, but his look
was very wary., - .

For the expressions of Jimmy silver &
Co. boded trouble.

Trouble was not a new experience, to
Teddy Grace; indeed, he seemed to bhe
horn to trouble as the sparks fly upward,
so to speak.

“Coming out for a run?” asked the new
junior, as the Fistical Four came up.

“No!"” grunted Lovell.

“We've been looking
Jimmy Silver. .

“Well, now you've found me.”

“Mind be doesn’'t dodge,” said Raby.

Teddy Grace backed away a little.

Raby and Newcome moved round him,
to eut him off irom the gateway, while

for you,” said

Jimmy Silver and Levell were evidently |

prepared to collar him if hie tried to bolt,

when . you begin on

“Anything the matter?” asked Teddy
mildly.

“Lots!” answered Jimmy Silver.
haven't been at 'Reookwood long, Teddy

“Yon

GGrace.
when you first came

“I'm e¢alled Putty because 1'm con-
sidered rather soft!” murmured the new

We thought you were rather soft

2

Junior meekly.

“But we know better now,” continued
the captain of the Fourth, unheeding.
“And the fact is, Grace, you have oo
much nerve for a new kid. And you're
too funny.”

“Much. teo funny!” concurred New-
come. _ )
“We don't mind you playimg your

monkey-tricks on the Modern ehaps,” said
Jimmy Silver, “‘and you ecan pull Mr.
Bootles’ leg, or play tricks on Carthew
of the Sixth, as much as you like, But
us, it’s time the

stopper was put on. See?” :
“Oh!” murmured Putty of the Fourth,
“Tricks—on you! I really shouldn't

have the nerve. Really important people,
like you chaps, have to. be treated with

respect.”

“None of your cheek!” roared Lovell.

Putty raised his eyebrows.

“But I'm only acknowledging your im-
portance., old man,” he said. *'Isn’t that
what you want?”

“Don’t -waste any chin-wag on him!”
crowled Loveli., “Bump him!

give you i

That’s ™

| what he's been asking for ever since he

came.,”

“Wait a bit,” said Jimmy Silver. “ We

‘had a pie in our study cupboard, Putty.

We've just taken it out, and we've found
that there's nothing but an old boot
under the crust. We thought of you at
once.”

“ Just one of vour games!” said Raby.

Putty of the Fourth looked more wary
than ever. -

“So kind of you to think of me.” he
murmured. “I really take that ' as

Ariendly, Silver,”

RO
Jimmy.

we  looked for you.” continued
“We've decided that you are too

funny, Master Pulty, and that you've got

to be reduced to a  proper state of
seriousness.”

“Thank you so much!”

“The best method we can think of is to
jolly’ good ragging.
understand ?” |

Teddy Grace nodded.

“1 think I catch on!” he assented.

“I thought I'd explain  first,” said
Jiminy. “Next time you can’t resist
being funny, yon c¢an select some other
study. "'The end study 18 taboo to
practical jokers. See?”

e,

“And now bump him!"” exc¢laimed Arthur |

Edward Lovell impatiently. a
“I'm gorry, Putty,” said Jimmy Silver,

You

“hut yvou've got to have your lesson. 1
really hope it will de you goed.”

“That's very kind of you.”

The soft answer is said to turn away
wrath, but Putty’s soft answers seemed
to have the reverse effect upon the
Fistical Four of Rookwood.

“Nail him!” snapped Lovell.

And he made a stride towards Teddy
Grace.

That cheery youth made a sudden jump
away at the same moment, in the
direction of the gateway.

He ' collided with Raby and Newcome,
who collared him at once: but the new
junior slipped through their” hands like
an cel. - Newcome staggered away, and
(reorge Raby sat down with a sudden
bump.

And Putty of the Fourth was fleeing for
the zates at top speed.

“Oh!” gasped Raby.

“After him!”’ roared Lovell.

The Fistical Four rushed in pursuit.

Putty's flight had been so sudden that
he had gained a start, but Jimmy Silver
& Co. rushed hotly after him.

Paity was quite as fleet of foot as the
Tistical Four. however, and he kept his
lead, and reached the gateway well ahead
of his pursuers, He went through the old
stone gateway like a deer.

But Teddy Graece’s luck was out.

It was unfortunate for him that some-

1 one¢ was about to enter the gates jush
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Helter skelter Jimmy Silver & Co. dashed out of the door, and behind |
them came Sir Leicester, raging, and whacking away with his cruich.
“Run for it!"” shrieked Love:l. *“He’s mad! Rum for your lives!”
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as he sped out with full steam on. It
really was a thing that could not be fore-
seen, especially in the hurry of the
moiment. :

A tall gentleman in & white hat and. an
eyegiass was just.-turning in at the gates,
and Putty saw him—too late!

Crash!

Bump!

Right upon an ample white waisteoat
the new junior crashed, a good deal like a
battering-ram.

Jimmy Silver & Co. halted suddenly as
they heheld that awtul catastrophe.

“Mum-mum-my hat!” stuttered Lovell.
“That’s Sir Leicester Stuckey! Oh,
crikey!”

“Hook it!” gasped Raby.

The Fistical Four *“hooked it ™ af great
speed.

Like the gentlemen in “Macbeth,” they
stood not upon the order of their going,

but went at once.

In a moment almost they had meived

away from view,

Putty of the Fourth would have been
glad to melt away, too; but he had no
chance.

He tottered dizzily from the shock upon
the well-filled white waistcoat of Sir
Leicester Stuckey, gasping for breath;
what time Sir Leicester staggered back
and sat down in the road.

Sir Leiceéster’s white hat went in ong;

(Continued on next puge.)
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direction, his eyeglass in another, and the
baronet hlmself sat in the: road and
spluttered.

“Oh! Ah! Groogh! By gad! Hoop!
Yoop! Begad! Ow!”

“Oh, my ha,t'” murmured the dismayed
Putty, s Pl SOLTY, Bips—md

“Yow-ow-wooop!”

Teddy Grace recovered his breath, and

dodged round the seated gentleman to |
| says, sir?”

flee.. From the expression .oun Sir

-Leicester’s face, he judged carrectly that |
- a prolonged mterwew with him would be |

of a painful nature.

But the baronet was active, for his '
As #Teddy Grace dodged, Sir |

Leicester reached out with his kamg-

stick, and hooked him with the crook of |

the handle.
“Stop, you young rascal!” he panted.
Teddy Grace had to stop, for his leg

< was hooked from under  him—and he
| smpped on his hands and knees.

Sir Leicester Stuckey scrambled up, and
gripped the junior by the back of the
collar, jerking him to his feet. Still hold-

ing the unfortunate Putty in an iron grip,

l:le collected up his hat and his eyeglass |
L Leicester.

| indeed!”
| “But it was an accident, Mr. Bootles!” |
pleaded Putty.
| “You should not have such accidents, |
Grace!”

with the athcr hand.
painfully in his grasp.
“I—~1'm really sorry, sir!” he gasped.

Putty wriggled

- “1t was an accident——"

“Ow,! Oh! Begad! Ooocooh! &
“I didn’t see vou, sir——"

“You should have seen me!” roared Sir

Leicester.
HI __I I____‘- :
“Come with me, you young rascal! T

shall take you to your headmaster!” |

thundered the baronet.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Putty.
assure you, Sir———"

“Come!”

e I—--I

on hls cﬂllaur.

The 2nd Chapter.
Catching it!

“More trouble!” grinned anmfrt{)n..
“Putty again!” Lhuakled Tc:wnsend
(18 Ha ha, h&fﬁ

me all directions the Roc}kwood fel- |

lows looked on as Putty

Sir Leicester Stuckey’s grip on his collar.

Sir Leicester was well known at Rook- ,'

wood, though Putty, as a new fellow,

- had never seen him before.
He was a governor of the school, and |

Stw:k

his place, Croft, was Gl‘ll}’ a

mile from Rmkwmd He was a rather:

lofty gentleman, and was known to have
a temper—-—mdeed disrespectful Rook-

- wooders had described him as an old

Hun. Certainly he looked rather Hun-
nish as he marched Putty of the Fourth
towards the School House.

Teddy Grace went quietly and meekly :
there was nothing else to be done. But
lie was not feeling happy.

Sir Leicester did not heed the stares _;
and grins on all sides as he progressed |

across the quad. The Rmkwooders had

never seen a Rookwood ifellow marched
along by the collar before, and they were _

interested.

“Putty’s in for it, and no mistake!” |

remarked Mormngton, a8 the baronet
stalked into the house with his victim.
“What on earth has he been up to, I
wonder?”

- “Some of his tricks!” grunted Higgs |

“He’s always up to some- | gyjlty; it was a case of a dog with a

“He, he, he'” came from Tubby Muf- (L B,

fin. “He biffed into old Stuckey ..uz the |
_ gates! I saw him! Knocked him over!

thing. A licking will do him good.”

He, he, he!”

“I~1 say, sir,” gasped Putty as he

entered the S{.,hml I:'l;c:auf-:e with his con- |

ductor--"1 assure you it was an acci-
dent!”

“ Nonsense !”

“On my word, sir——"

“Hold your tengue”’

“Oh, dear!” groaned Putty.

“ Bless my _smﬂ! What is this?” ex- |
claimed Mr. Bootles, whisking out of his |

study.

The master of the Fourth blinked at
the baronet and the junior over hig
glasses in great surprise. \ |

Sir Lelces’oer halted.

#I8 « this boy
Bmtles ?” he demanded.

“Yes, certainly! What—what-—-"

“Then, sir, I hand him over to you for

pumshmeut' He has assaulted me, sir— |

assaulted a governor of the school!”

roared Sir Leicester, In great wrath and |

indignation.
“Bless my soul!l’

unhappy - Putty.

Sir . Leicester. “The boy rushed at me,

gir, like a mad bull—like a ferocious bull,

sir! Look at my hat! Look at my waist-

coat, sir! I have been rolled in the |
dust ! I, sir, a governor of the school!” |

ﬁmd Sir Leicester spluttered.
“Pray come into my sthdy, sir!”

gasped Mr. Bootles, with a glance at the |

crowd of Rmk\moders gathering round.
"Boy! Go Into your master’s study!™

Putty cast a longing look at the door- :
way on the quad, but there was no |
escape for him. He walked meekly into

Mr. Bmtles study, followed by Sir
Leicester, whe had released his collar at
la,st WTI‘ Bootles whisked in after them
in- a state of great agitation. Mr.
Bmtles was 2 nervous httle gentleman,

great a permnage g o
Stuckey.

Teddy Grace set his cc:&lldr straight, and |

looked as meek as he could.
“Now, sir—" murmured Mr. Bootles.

The baronet pointed a podgy forefinger |
@t Teddy Grace. -

| accident.

' claimed Mr,

| foolish practical jokes

or Ink in his sllppers

" Bootles.

in your me Mr, |

“It was an accident, sir!” faltered the |

“That boy sir, rushed at me and

knocked me spinning—me, sir!

mlf;ncef Jhe most condign pumshment
SIE "

\]r Bootles took up his cane.

“Have you anything to say, Grace?”
he asked. :

“Yes, sir! I—=" |

“What does it matter what the boy
snorted Sir Leicester,  “I
have told you what occurred!”

“Really, sir——"

“The bm will speak untruthfully, He
has done so already!”

“That’s not true!” exclaimed Putty in-
dignantly.

“What—what !” . b s

“I've told you the truth—it was an

pified on you--l-—1 mean, before we col-
lided.”
“You should not have been rushing

- about at such a speed, Grace, as to col-
lide with people you do not see!” ex- |
Bootles severely. “l shall |
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certainly punish you—— _
“1- should think. so!” exclaimed Sir
“*Begad!

“But, gire—s
“Hold out you hand!”
There was LVldL,Iltf]}T nothing more to

i be said.

Swish, swish, swish!

With Sir Lemester looking on, purple
with indignation, his wlute moustache
bristling with wrath, Mr. Bootles laid

' | on the cane with unusual energy.
. And Putty of the Fourth was lﬂd[‘Cth |
in at the gates with a grasp like a vice

Swish, swish, swish ! |
Putty of the Fourth had been caned

betore—not undeservedly—but he had
- ifever had anything like this.

Swish, swish!
“Yow-ow-ow !™
‘Even Sir Leicester &tmkey was satis-

fied with the infliction, as he testified by
a4 deep grunt, which was to be taken as |
4 a sign 01 approval
~ His angry face cleared a little as he |

of 1hs Fousth lett the Form-master’'s study and strode

was marched across the quadranﬂle, with |-

away to the Head’s quarteérs.

Mr. Bootles laid down his cane.

“You may go, Grace,” be said quietly.
“1 warn you, my boy, not to play these

3

“Ow! But really, sir—— Yow!”
“You must learn, Grace, |
your unruly sense Of humour,” said Mr.
Bootles severely. “Yesterday my cane

in the Form-room was splite I suspect |

you of this outrage, Grace.”

“Oh, sir!”

“But  this latest prank passes all
bounds—an  actual assault upon a
governor of the school!”

“But I assure you, sir——=" -

“You may go.”

“Yes, sir. But—"

“Leave my study. Grace!” snapped the
master of the Fourth.

And Putty left it, rubbing his aching
palms, and with a decldedl:y lugubrious
expression on his face.

His unruly sense of humour, as Mr.
Bootles called it, had landed him in

‘trouble before, and was probably destined
i to do 8o again.

Whenever a fellow found
a boot in his pie, or gum in his inkpot,
he thought of

Putty at once. Putty wasn’t always

“Hallo, whrats the matter with you?”
Jimmy Q‘.ilver came into the School Hnuse
and discovered Putty of the Fourth going

. through what looked like a weird series

of ﬂ}mnastws “Got a pain anywhere?”
“Yow-ow !” said Putty dismally. “It’s

| all your fault! I've been licked! Ow-
L ow-ow !”

“Hor biﬂl‘lng old Stuﬂkey?” g-rinned the

' captain of the Fourth.

“Ow ! OYes. He marched me in to
w17 |
“Why didn’t you dodge him?”

“Yow! I couldn’t!”

Silver.
you'd dodged.”

“H’e hoaked me with his walking-stick |

R I LR

“Ha, ha, hal!l”

“What are you cackling at, you silly |
“I've been n jolly well | tc
| there without bein
| out on his neck,
| fine place, too!” said Tubby.
¢ it through the gates.
. end wealthy—flunkeys, and all that, at
- Stuckey Croft.

a837"” hooted Putty.

skinned-——-"
“Wasn’t it funny-—old Stuckey hooking

vou with a walking-stick?” demdnded

| Jimmy Silver.
‘arace, what—what | .

“Yow! WNo: it wasn't! Ow!”
“Ha, ha! That’s the weakness of you
merry humorists—you mnever see the

| . . humour when it's up against yourselves!” |
“It was not an accident!” thundered | |

orinned Jimmy. “Think over it, old

- infant, and you'll see that it's qmte

funnv'”
“Yow-ow-ow!” was Putty’s reply.

Possibly 1t was funny; but for the pre- |
sent, at least, the humour of it was qulte :

lost on the humorist of the Fourth,
The 3rd chaptar. |
Putty’'s Little Scheme.
“Whoop !”

“Putty again!” grinned Arthur Edward |

Lovell.

It was the following day, which hap- |
. pened to be Wednesday, a half-holiday at
Rookwood. The Fistical Four were stroll- |

img in the quad after dinner, discussing

| 1oy hat was to be done with the afternoon,
and easily flustered: and he wus very

much ﬂu&tered now by the wrath of s=o
Leicester |

howl under the old beeches.
It was Putty of the Fourth-—evidently
in trouble again! ¥He was wriggling in

the grasp of Knowles of the Modern Sixth, |
and the Modern prefect was laying on his
| ashplant with considerable vigour,

I didn’t—I  wasn't _'

iy Whtmp * Yoop!
—? yelled Putty.

o0il in my ink- lmttle”"

I demand |
the most severe punishment for his in-

| sical chaps.

I didn’t see you before 1

I should think so, | doubt »

| Four as they velled.
| see the humour of the bltuatlon.

fh &5 9

to restrain

| butter anybody
i Stuckey’'s leg a lot to get on with him.”
“My dear chap, you're not so hrwllt _
. as you think you are!” chuckled Jtmmv -
“We dodged, and we thought |

THE BOYS’

Whack, whack!
“That’s for the gum in my Hllpp&l"*«”’
said 1‘3..110“’1(:“‘* .‘Vhd{ {'a., by Th{it

i | (]Idﬁ U

Whack, whacki

“And that's for being
gait:”

“1.1?00011

“Here, ho]d on, Knowles!” exclaimed

Jimmy Silver, « Moderns can’t cane Clas-
Put the brake on!”

Knowles scowleqd at the captain of the
Fourth, and bestdwed another sounding

a4 cheeky young

whack on Putty, as if to show that he |

could cane Classicals, in spite of Jimmy
Silver’s opinion to the contrary.
Then he tucked the ashplant under his

| arm and strode away.

“Ow, ow!” gasped Putty.
%)\E‘ a ,]olly good mind to go to Bulkeley
w12

“ Bulkeley would give you another lick- '

ing for playing tricks on a prefect!”

| grmned R.:iby

“1 haven’t !” roared Putly.
“ Bow-wow !?

“It’s all put down to me!” gasped the |

unhappy humorist. “I haven’t been near
EI’]OWlﬂb study. Some silly Modern duffer

| has been playing tricks on him, and he

Llilllk“- o

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell.
what comes of being such a jolly funny
merchant. You get the benefit of the

Putty glared indignantly at the Fistical

“I'm getting fed up!® he growled.

L “You cackling asseg—w—?

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

«T'll jolly well make you all sit up |

somehow-—?

“You can't, old bean!” chuckled
Lovell. & Everv time you let your giddy
sense of humour get out of hand we shall
know it was you, and you’ll get it in the

neck. And every time it 1~an’t you, you’ll |
L get 11t anyway. Serve you jolly well right,
] ‘bm b

“‘H& ha, ha !»
The Flatual Four walked on, laughing.

| The woes of the humorist atru(:k them as

funny.
Putty wriggled painfully, and there was

quite a thoughtful expression on his face |

as he moved away.
He was feeling very much injured.
But as he reflected the cloud left his
face and a smile took its place.
The glimmer in his merry. eyes showed

| that some new idea had come into his
¢ fertile brain, and that the trouble that

had fallen upon him had not had much

| effect upon his cheery proclivities.

“By Jove!” he murmured. “What a
wheeze! What a thumping wheeze!

| Bootles—and Knowles—and those silly |

iqaez—-ﬁmd old Stuckey! Oh, my ha,t’ Ha,
4 q 9

“Hallo! Do you like being licked?”
asked Tubby Muffin, joining him under the
beeches.
selt, Putty.»

with you, Tubby. You know everything,

“don’t you 9%
ke fancv I know most things that go on |

in (Ii{mkwood anyway,” said Tubby, with
pride

“You always will, old fellow, so long as
they make keyhﬁles} to doars 7 agraed
Putty.

“ Look here, you ags———?>

“ About old Stuckey,” said Putty. <JI:

hear that he’s a governor of Rookwood

and lives near the sehaol‘?”
“That’s so. I know all about him,”

answered Tubby Muffin. “His place is

called Stuukey Croft—off the Coombe
Road. He’s a jolly old Tartar, too! The

Head doesn’t really like him dmpplng in |

at the school the way he does; but he } olasses.

the telephone—a

can’'t say so, ag the old donkey is a
gOvVernor. He ‘he, he!®

“1Isn’t he a nice man?”

“A regular Hun!” answered Tubby im-
pressively.

at his place, and all that?”
Tubby stared.

the Sixth there, I believe. Knowles is

“Still, he'd be pleased if a fellow
dmpped in to tea, I should think.”
Tubby Muffin ehuclaled

“1 shouldn’t like to be the fellow*f” |

he answered.
“Why not 27

¢ Well it -would be cheek—and old

Stuckey's about the last man in the world

to stand cheek.
asked, he would go
1 should think. 1It’s

I'd go if he asked me.”
“ But he hasn’t?” _ .
“Nunno. He's not a nice man.”

| “But if a chap came in there in a |
| friendly way—suppose 1 did, for example |
| —to have tea with him-—--?”

“Don’t you be such a silly ass, Patty,”
said Tubby Muffin warningly. ¢ He would
lay a stick about you as likely as not!”

“Oh! Then I jolly well sha’n’t honour

| him with my company!® said Putty, |
| laughing.
' And he strolled away to the gates. He |
i passed Carthew of the Sixth in “the gate-
' way, and Carthew gave him a scowl. |
i Putty was not on good terms with the |
| bully of the Sixth.

5 Hallo Carthew! Hafve you lost some-

thing ?” asked Putty, stopping suddenty.

Carthew stopped. | e
“Lost something? Not that I know of.

. “rrhﬂ,tr“mn
when they heard that loud and ldmeutd,blc

“1 think mn have.. ihf}uf’h »
“1f © wou've found mmethu‘l that

_ befongs to me you can hand it mer t? said
{ the Smth Formel

tarmg at him.

is it2”
“1 haven't found it—but 1 think you’ve

} lost it.»

“What is 1t 7
“Your temper, old hean.®

for the |

| was at a safe distance.

| games.

“ The ]JELlHt 3.

F closed,

“That's |

L usual t S,
Afram he failed to | i oy

i occupation for the afternoon.
| about time, as Jimmy suggested, that
| another number .appeared of

“You seem to be BII]OVIHg yOur- |

If a fellow walked in |

“I've seen |
Old Stuckey’s no |

“What |

Price

Carthew made a jump towards the
Fourth-Former, who scuttled out into the

road and fled.

Putty did not drop into a walk till he
His cheery face
wore a happy smile as he sauntered on to

- Coombe. |
%Iriwd in the Hlldgv he entered Lam-
| son’s, the establishment that supplied
| m{}at of the Rookwooders with bats and

halls and other paraphernalia of outdoor

cricket-bat, however, He politely re-

| quested pEImlkHIOH to use the teleph(}ne

Lamson’s telephone was not infre-

'quentl} used by Rookwood fellows, and |
| Putty’s polite request was at once dweded |

1 0.

He was shown into a stuﬁ little office
at the back of the shop, and left to his
own devices there.

He sat down at the instrument after
seeing that the door into the shop was
He was very desirous that his
little talk on the telephone should not be

- overheard.
Probahly Mr. Lamson would not have

been so obliging if he had known why,
and to whom, the humorist of Rookwood

| wished to talk on the telephone. ¥or, |
i tunately he did not know.
Put-t-y removed the receiver from the |
! hook and called up the exchange. And

the number he gave was the Head's

| number at Kookwood, and the voice in
| which he spoke was remarkably unlike his |
He bhad assumed for the |

occasion a deep, bass voice, which was

| astonishingly like the gruft tones of Sir

Leicester Stuckey, of Stuckey Croit.

The 4th Chapter.
J:mmy Silver & Co. are Plaased.

“Silyver 1”

“ Hallo, Rawson ?”

“You're wanted—Head’s study.”

Jimmy Silver did not.look plemed

The Fistical Four had decided upon an

Silver's Journal.” The paper shortage

| had slain that enterprising publication

in the bloom of its youth, as it were;
but Jimmy remarked that the paper
shortage was getting easier now--and

! Raby remarked that that shortage would

probably have disappeared entirely by the
time the “Journal ” was ready for press,
however long it lasted!

“We can make a beginning, anyvhow,”
Jimmy observed. And that decision had
been come to, apnd the Fistical Four

were about to repair to the end study, |

when Rawson came along with the

mesgsage from the Head.

“Now, what the thump can the Head
want?” demanded Jimmy Silver. “I’ve
done nothing-—simply nothing! If Putty

- has been up to some game, and the Head |

is putting it down tc: me——-—-—”

“Was he waxy, Rawson?” asked New-

| come.
"‘Just thinking of you, old bean!” an- |

swered Putty cheerfully. “1I want a chat )

“No: he.looks quite tame,” answered
Rawson, “But you'd better get off,
Jimmy : the Head doesn’t like wa,ltmﬂ 6

Jimmy nodded.

“We have to humonur thesa head-

} masters!” he remarked. .

“We do—we does!” ffmmed Lovell.

And Jimmy Silver made his way to
Dr. Chisholm’s study. with the kind
thought of humouring his headmaster—

‘which really was quite necessary.

- He was relieved to find the
apparently in a good humour. There was
no reason why the Head shouldn’t be in
a good humour, for that matter; but a

| junior visiting hlS study was always pre-

pared for the worst.

“Ah! I sent for you, Silver,” said Dr.
Chisholm, looking at Jimmy over his
“1 have received a message on

| Silver.”

“Indeed sir,” sald Jimmy, in great |

“ Doesn’t he often ask the fellows to tea | astonishment.

“Yes, Silver. Sir Lelcester Stuchew

| has rung me up, and asked ‘;HL to sp e%k

¢ & | to you. You and your friends appear to
f

No mlly fear! He's had Knowles of | have made a rather favourable impression

1 rather a slithy f;hap.r and he knows how to | Wpon Sir Leicester.’

You have to pull old | Jimmy.

Apparently Sir Leicester thought more
} of him that he did of
| was rather surprising, as Jimmy had |
' aware that a minute later the tele-
- phone-bell rang
L over on the Modern side, and if he had
| heard what followed.

“I—-I'm glad of that sir,” stammered

certainly not exchanged more than a
dozen words with the great man while
he had been a Rookwood fellow.

“Sir Leicester Stuckey would be pleased,
Silver, if you and your friends—Lovell,
Raby, and Newcome-—would visit him at
Stuckey Croft this aftemmn g

y L)[y ].]rl"} ti - “

“Eh? What did you say, Silver?”

“N-n-nothing, sir!” gasped Jimmy.

“You seem surprised, Silver. This is a

| very courteous action on the part of '
I am sure that you and |}
| your friends wﬂl accept the invitation.”

L Sir Leicester.

“Oh, yes, sir,” said Jimmy.
Whether he wanted to dCCLpt it or not,

there was nothing else to be said. An g
- invitation from a governor of the school
was like an invitation from Royalty, and |

amounted to a command.

“Sir Leicester says he will be glad |
to entertain you to tea at ha,lf past five |
| sure!”

precisely,” said the Head. “You and
vour friends will take care to be punctual,
Silver.”

“Oh, certainly, sir.”

“That is all, Silver. You may go.’

t  Jimmy Silver left the Head’s Study :

| In a state of great astonishment. i
There was nothmﬁ' surprising in the:
{ invitation in itself, but It was very sur-

prising as coming from so crusty and

Tartaric an old ﬂentleman as Sir Leicester |

Stuckey.
“Well?” asked Arthur Edward  Lovell,

| as Jimmy rejoined the Co. .
Jimmy Silver explamed and the three |

juniors whistled.
“Well,
Stuckey can’'t be such a Hun as we’ve

! supposed. Why has he picked us mﬂ: ol B
" wonder?”

Three H&If_péneo i

| said Jimmy Silver,

Putty was not in search of a new |
*there; he sucks up to old Stuckey—ahem !

- unusnally presentable.

. Bootles.
| day in*your study

It was |

“Jimmy |

| respectful young rascal-—-—

sbe abie to call in.

Head

somewhat gratlfymfr |
I message-—concerning you and your 1r1ends,

Sir Leicester! ' 1t |

| trouble——

| very good.
' that I should like to see him at half-past

my word!” said Lovell. “Old'
‘Teceiver.

biinides

“Nicest chaps at R ookwood ! suggested

| Newcome.

“I don't sece how Stuckey knows that,™
laughing.' “We've
got to go, anyway : couldn’t 1efuseq. May .
he A ﬂ'ood tea, too g

£ Well he wuldll t do less than stand
us somethmﬂ decent, if we're going to
walk a mile fnr it,” remarked Raby.

“It’S rather a di&tlnatlen, t00.,” said
Lovell. “Precious few fellows fret asked
to Stuckey Croif. Knowles 'has been

—] mean Sir Leicester. After all, the
old fellow’s looks may be against himy
Asking chaps to tea looks decent.”
‘May have quite a good time,” said
Newcome; “and grub’s a bit short in the
study, 1;00 i
Upon the whole, the I‘istlcal F[ﬂll" were

| ft,elmg pleased.

There was a good deal of time to
elapse before half- past five, so they re-
paired to the end stuuy to get on with
the “Journal 7 ; but when thc time drew
nigh to start for Stuckey Croft they
devoted some time to making themselvua |
_ It was, as Lovell
mmarked an occasion to be dressed for
a bit. And the Fistical Four donned their
best bibs and tuckers, at it were, in
honour of that very special .ﬂccasiﬂn.

The 5th Chapters
Kind -Invitations.

’
Buzzzzzz! _
Mr. Bootles laid down his book as the y

| telephone-bell rang in  his stud:ﬁ, and
| picked up the receiver,

“Ha“ﬂ”’
“Hallo! 1s that Mr. Bootles?” came

| a deep, somewhat gruff voice along the

mres
“Quite so.’
“You know my voice, T plesume, Mr,
I was bpmkmﬂ* to you yester-

“Bless my soul! Is it Slr‘ Lemester
Stuckey?”

‘Good~aftern0011 Mr. Bootles!”

“Good- dftemoan, Sir Leicester!”

“I am afraid, Mr. Bootles, that T
SIlﬂWed-_allﬂm!ms-oﬂle little heat on the
occasion 1 referred to. I was very much
~hem !—annoyed.” -

“Not at all, Sir Leicester,” ansWerei‘i

. Mr. Bootles, L{mmdembly surprised that

SO lmportant a personage as Sir Leicester
Stuckey should have rung him wup to
render .an apology. “Not in the least!
The boy—Grace—was a most—hem !|—dis-
What didl
you say?”
“Could you
afternoon, Mr.
a4 very busy man
“My dear ' sir

yossibly spare ‘me this
(wtles? I know you are

9 murmﬁ-red the

flattered Mr. Bootles.

“1f vou could make it GGI‘.I."JEIIIGH‘[) siT,

4o visit me this afternoon I should be

delighted to receive you.”
) Bless my soul!”
“1 have lonﬂ degired to have a cone

I versation mth you, Mr. Bootles, but 1

have been afraid of trespassing upon
your time.” |

“Dear me!”
- “As te-day is, I understand, a half«
holiday———-"

ﬁmte so—quite so!”

shought, therefore, that you wmight .

It would ba a very
great pleasure to me.”

Mr. Bootles grinned over the teleplmna.
from sheer satxsf&ctmn

Courteous attentions like this from a
great man like 8ir Leicester did not often

come the little Form-master’'s way.

“My dear Sir Leicester, I shall be de-
lighted—honoured!” he exclaimed. @ “1%
will be a wvery great pleasure to me to
call--a very reat pleasure indeed.”

“Thank you very much, Mr. Boat]es

I am sure you do not mmd my rmﬂ'mﬂ'

you up in this informal way.”

“Not at all—not at all—a pleasure—an
honour!”

“Shall T gxpect ' you, t-h-en,- at  five

| o’clock?”

* Undoubtedly.” i

Mr. Bootles almost purred as he put
up the receiver. His chubby little face
was full of gratification. He was very

' pleased at that moment to reflect that

he had properly punished Teddy Grace

| for “biffing ” the auvgust baronet, who

had become 80 gra.c_:i{::-us all of a sudden.
Probably his satisfaction would not
have been so complete i1f he had been

in Mr. Manders’ room

Mr. Manders, the Modern master, gave

; 4 snort as the bell rang and startled

him out of an abstruse mathﬂmatiﬂal cals

| culation.

He jabbed the receiver off the hook

I and snapped  mnto the tmnsmlttf-_,ri

“Well?”

“Is that Mr. Manders?” !

“}?es What is wanted—who is speak
ing?”

“Rea.lly, Mr. Manders suppaﬁed _
knew my voice. 1 wish to  ask CLCI[ |
Knowles, of your House, to ws1t me at

| Stuckey ‘Croft.”

fon! ARTE Yesl? | Mr. Mander& acid
'vma,e became as sweet as honey at once.
“My dear Sir Leicester, quite so-—quite
so! RKnowles will ‘be deligchted, 1 am
“Pray excuse me - for giving ‘:_m_u‘ ' tha

“Not at ali! It is no trouble! Tt is.

| in,fact, a pleasure, Sir Lu{,e&ter' Pray

command me in any way.”
“Thank you, Mr, Manders. You are
If, then, vou will tell Knowles

four to tea——-"
“T will tell him immediately.”
“Thank you! 1 shall expect him, then."
“You may be sure, dir Leicester, that
Knowles will be delighted. I will tell him
immediately.” -
Mr. Manders’ voice was sweet, but his
look was rather sour, as he hunfr up the
He really didn’t see. whv the
wealthy baronet conld not ask him to tea.

i He would have walked to Stuckey Crott
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man was a thing
served; and Mr. Manders at once called

to a fag, and sent his message to Knowles
of the Sixth.

_ wanted

12/4/19

with the greatest of pleasure to bestow
his fascinating society upon the wealthy
gentleman. Apparently Sir Leicester did
not know how fascinating his society was.

However, the slightest wish of the great
to be scrupulously ob-

Knowles was in his study, with Framp-
ton and Catesby, when the message
reached him, by the medium of Tommy
Deodd of the Fourth. Knowles smiled, and
Catesby and Frampton gave him envious
glances.

“Couldn’t take a pal, I suppose?” asked
Frampton, when Tommy Dodd was gone.

Knowles langhed.

“I'm afraid not, without being told.
Old Stueckey is a bit of an old corker—
like as not to hite a fellow’s heaad ofl.
I have to treat him veryv carefully. He's
worth keeping up, though; he’'s got pots
of money, and the pater says he will be
useful some day when I leave school. He
talks awful rot, but 1 give him his head,

~and let him jaw!”

“Your deal, Knowles,” said Catesby.

Knowles looked at his watch.

“Lots of time before four,” he remarked.
“Time ior another round or two, any-
way.”

And the game of banker went on in |

Knowles’ gtudy. .,
Another game was going on in another

quarter. The telephone-bell rang in the |

prefects’ room, in the School House—the
(lassical side—and Bulkeley, who was In
the room, went to the instrument.
“Is that Carthew?” came a gruff voice
on the wires.
“No—it's

:r:'.n
-

Bulkeley ! Is Carthew

*Oh, Bulkeley! Kindly ask Carthew
whether he would care to come to tea at
Stuckey Croft this aifternoon.”

“Certainly! Carthew!” Bulkeley called
to Carthew of the Sixth, who was in the
window talking to Neville. *Sir Leicester
Stuckey is asking you to tea.
better come.”

Carthew came like a shot.
His voice was as honey-sweet as he

accepted the invitation.

“] ghall expect you at four o’clock,
then, Carthew!” came the deep, grufl
voice on the wire.

“Certainly, sir—delighted, I'm sure-——
indeed Hallo, he’s rung oft!”

Carthew gave the other seniors In the
room a rather boastful look as he left
the telephone. Whether it was a pleasure
or not, it was a great distinction to be

- asked to tea by Sir Leicester Stuckey.

Carthew’s satisfaction, like that of some
other persons at Rookwood, would have
been considerably diminished if he had
seen the *“baronet” at the other end of

'It‘he Wil‘e:

Teddy Grace, with a sweet simile, rose
from the stool in Lamson’s office, and put
the receiver back on the hook. He had
finished telephoning for that aiternoon.
With really noble self-denial, he had re-
sisted the inclination to ask the Head
himself to tea at Stuckey Croft—even
Putty of the Fourth felt that that would
be going a little too far.

He passed out through the shop, and
thanked Mr. Lamson very sweetly; and
sauntered down the village street with
a smile upon his face, which showed that
he was placidly at peace with himself and
all the world. He was feeling quite
orateful to the inventor of that wonderiul
instrument, the telephone.

The 6th Chapter.
Visitors for Sir Leicester.

Mark Carthew, the first on the list of
Sir Leicester Stuckey’s distinguished but
unexpected guests, arrived in good time
at Stuckey Croft. Carthew was looking
very pleased with himself, and he was
sporting his best tail-coat and his shiniest

hat. He glanced at the extensive and |

well-kept grounds, as he came up to the
magunificent portal, and was still more
pleased. Sir Leicester Stuckey was un-
doubtedly an acquaintance worth cultiva-
ting, even if it did require no incongider-
able amount of buttering to keep him in

" a good humour.

He gave his name to the footman who
admitted hira, and was rather surprised
that he did not seem to be expected. His
name was taken in to Sir Leicester, who
was in the library, and the footman re-
turned with a lurking grin of impertinence
upon his smooth face. ' -

“8ir Leicester is sorry that he cannot
sce you, sir.”

Carthew stared and reddened.

“Sir. Leicester is expecting me,” he ex-
claimed warmly. ‘“My name ig Carthew

—Mark Carthew. Sir Leicester asked me |

to call at four o’clock.”

“Sir Leicester’s gout is bad to-day, sir,
and he is not receiving anyone.”

“There's some mistake,” said Carthew.

. “Sir Leicester telephoned to me person-

allv, asking me to call at four o’clock.
Perhaps he has forgoetten.”

The footman gave him a doubtiul look,
but he returned to his master. A deep
voice was heard from the open door of
the library.

“Show him in!”

The voice did not sound agreeable, but
Carthew was relieved. He had begun to
feel very perplexed and uncomifortable.
The footman showed him into the library,
where Sir Leicester Stuckey sat by a huge
tire, with one foot propped upon a
cnushioned stool. His red face was a little
redder than usual, and his eyes had a far

from hospitable glitter in them. Carthew,

considerably abashed, approachcd him in
some trepidation.

Sir Leicester fixed a glittering eye upon
him. -

“So--what is your narhe?”

“Carthew, Sir Leicester; you—you tele-
phoned i

“When did I telephone?”

“This afternoon, sir——"

“1 did not telephone this afternocon!”
snorted Sir Leicester. “I am not in a
state to telephone this afternoon. Yow-

ow!” That ejaculation, apparently, was

Every NMonday
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due to a twinge in Sir Leicester’s gouty
leg. *What do you 'mean, boy, by com-
ing here. with a statement that 1 tele-
phoned to you, wheun I did nothing of the
sort?”

“But—but—but-—-" stammered the be-
wildered Carthew. °“You-—you did——"

“What!”

“At least, 1—1-1

“James!” roared Sir Lelcester.

James appeared.

“Show this young gentleman out,
James! As for you, Carthew, or what-
ever your name ig, I shall mention this
to your headmaster. Yow! A schoolboy
joke, I presume—a joke—yow!—on me!”

“Oh, no, no!” gasped Carthew. He
would as soon have thought of joking with
a tiger in the junzie as with Sir Leicester
Stuckey. *1-—-1 was rung up——-"~

“Bhow him out!”

“T assure you, Sir Leicester, I--I

“Show him out!” roared Sir leicester.

James touched Carthew on the elbow,
and the prefect of Rookwood almost tot-
tered out of the library. Sir Leicester

-0

gave a snory of angry contempt, followed |

by a yelp, as he caught another twinge
from his leg.

The footman was grinning as he almost
pushed the Rookwood prefect out of the
door. Carthew wondered whether he was
on his head or his heels as he almost
limped away down the drive.

Sir  Lelcester Stuckevy snorted, and
snorted again. His tembner was never
good, and when the gout had the upper
hand, it was worse than ever. He re-
gretted that he had not laid his erutch
about the Rookwooder who had disturbed

his lofty repose that painful afternoon.

And when James—a little nervous him-
self—announced another visitor, at half-
past fonr, Sir Leicester indulged in a
snort that could be heard in the hall by
Knowles of the Modern Sixth.

“Have I told you, James, that I can-
not see anyone, or have I not?’ he de-
manded.

“Master Knowlesg——-"

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

cgood for a gouty leg: but Sir Leicester’s
temper had a will of its own, and was
not to be deniecd. And Sir Leicester had
reason to be wrathful. He could only
conclude that he was being made the
victim of a concerted practical joke;
which, in the case of so important a
person as himself, almost amounted to
sacrilege.

It was in fear and trembling that James
announced Mr. Bootles, when that gentle-
man arrived, chubby and cheerful, at five
o’clock.

“Mr. Bootles,
Leicester.”

Snory !
“Have I not told you, James—
“But Mr. Bootles, sir, says it is a
special appointment——-"
“ Nonsense!”
“That you telephoned, Sir Leicester

—_— e

“Telephoned!” shrieked Sir Leicester.

He grasped his crutch and raised him-
self from his chair.

“Mr. Bootles! Telephoned--telephoned !
Mr. Bootles!” he spluttered. *A—a
master—-a schoolmaster—entering into a
schoolboy rag! (utrageous! Come here,
Mr. Bootles!” roared Sir Leicester,

Mr. Bootles heard that roar in the
hall, and came to the doorway of the
library, surprised by such a
summons, but still chubby and smiling.

He stopped in the doorway, however,
Sir Leicester's look was not exactly
imviting.

“Mr. Bootlesg——"

“My dear Sir Leicester——

“So 1 telephoned to you, too, did 1?7
roared Sir Leicester.

“Ye-es, certainly——

*“Are you not ashamed, sir, to lend your-
self to such a ridiculous prank?”

SRS

“At your age, gir, and_in your position!”
roared Sir Leicester. *“Have you no sense
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of dignity—of propriety:

from Rookwood, BSir

e
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The 7th Chapter.
Nice for the Fistical Four.

“Hallo! Yoa fellows look in great
form!”

Teddy Grace smiled cheerfully at the
Fistical Four. The c¢heerful new junior
was hanging about the lane, not far from
the entrance to Stuckey Croft, when
Jimmy Silver & Co. came along.
Certainly, the Fistical Four looked un-
usually spick and span. Their jackets
were nicely brushed, their trousers nicely
creased, their ties nicely tied, and they
wore their best hats and their best smiles.
It was a distingnished occasion, and the
chums of the Fourth were doing justice
to it;

“We're going to make a rather special
call, you see,” explained Jimmy.

“Dropping in to see Sir Leicester
Stuckey, you know,” remarked Lovell
negligently.

" “Not really?” exclaimed Putty.

“Yes; he rang us up this afternoon,”
said Raby carelessly.

“Lucky bargees!” said Putty enviously.
“Could you take a pal in?”

“Not quite!’ grinned Jimmy Silver.
“By the way, you young sweep, have you
been playing any tricks on Bootles?”

“Bootles?” repeated Putty.

-~ “Yes: he passed us in the lane a few
minutes ago looking jolly queer.”

“1 thought he looked rather gueer when
he passed me,” said Putty demurely. “ Per-
haps he's feeling sorry for caning me
vesterday.”

“Fathead!" answered Jimmy, and he
walked on with his chums; Teddy Grace
glancing after them with a smile.

- Jolly decent place, this!” remarked
Arthur Edward Lovell, as the TIistical
Four walked up the drive. *“Shouldn’t
mind coming here sometimes. Tea on
the lawn would be all right, wouldn’t
627

“Topping!” said Newcome.

“Old Stuckey can’t be such a bad sort,”

!

‘ PULLEB "P § Toddy Qrace dodg‘ed round the seated gentieman to flee, but Sir Leicester reached out with
s )

his walking~-stick and hooked him with fthe crook of the handle.

‘““ Stop, you young

rascal !’ he panted. Teddy Grace had to stop, for his leg was hooked from under him !

“ Another boy from Rookwood! What
does he want?” i

“ Ahem ! Master Knowies says you tele-
phoned, Sir Leicester——"

Sir Leicester sat holdly upright, and
yelped as his leg twinged.

“Telephoned!” he thundered.

“Ye-e-es, Sir Leicester——-"

“Begad! Telephoned! Show the young
rascal in!” gasped Sir Leicester. *This
is a piece of concerted insolence—what
they call, T believe, a rag. Htf;.';a.rl,_l’ll
rag them! Show the young scoundrel in!”

The young scoundrel was shown in.

Knowles of the Sixth advanced towards
the baronet with an insinuating smile
upon his face—but the smile became a
little frozen as hie saw Sir ieicester's
purple face and the expression upon it.

“So I telephoned to you, did 1?7 thun-
dered Sir Leicester.

Knowles jumped.

“Ye-es—certainly——

“You young rascall” r

“Wha-a-at!’ stuttered knowles. '

“Telephoned! By gad! 1 shall cer-
tainly telephone to your headmasgter, and
report this insolence!”

Knowles blinked at him.

“But you—you asked me to tea,” he
stammered. * You—you telephoned to—to
ask me i

“How dare you stand before me and
utter such falsehoods, boy?” thundered
Sir Leicester. “1 am very well acquainted
with your motive—I am aware of what
you call a rag. A rag, by gad! James,
turn this fellow out!” ;

“B-h-h-but-—"" spluttered Knowles, In
blank bewilderment.

“Kick him out!” roared Sir Leicester.

James took Knowles by the arm and led
him away. He deposited Knowles, as.it
were, outside the great door, and closed it
on him, leaving the unfortunate Rook-
wooder wondering whether he was dream-
ing. ' It was several minutes before
Knowles recovered himself sufliciently to
limp away.

Sir Leicester fumed and puffed in his
chair. Excitement was decidedly not

>

Mr. Bootles gazed at him, traunsfixed.

“I-—1 trust so!” he gasped. *“I—I cer-

tainly trust so. I--I fail to understand
you, Sir Leicester. You telephoned——"

“I did not telephone!”

“Bless my soul! You asked me—invited
me———"

“I asked you nothing!”

“I-—I-—really, sir--really this rcception
—this conduct—really, Sir Leicester
Stuckey-—really——" babbled Mr. Booties.

Sir Leicester pointed at him with a
hand that trembled with wrath.

“You have lent yourself, Mr. Bootles,
to a schoolboy prank. You are the third
persou to come here and insult me! 1
shall complain to Dr. Chisholm! By
Jove, sir, you will see that I am not a
man to be treated with insolence—not
with impunity, Mr. Bootles—not with
impunity!”

“I--I assure you, I—J]-—-"

“T did not telephone to you, sir, and 1
had not the slightest desire to see you—
not the slightest! Why should I have,
by Jove? Mr. Bootles, you are an
insolent knave!”

“Bless my soul!”

“Now 1 have told vou what I think of
vour conduct, sir, leave my house, or, by
Jove, I will have you thrown out of the
door!”

Mr. Bootles backed away into the hall
in alarm—the baronet's crutech looked
quite dangerous. He really looked as if
he would have used it as an offensive
weapon if Mr. Bootles had been within
reach.

“Bless my soul!” gcasped Mr. Bootles.
“Upon my word! I1I--1—1 have never—
never- Bless my soul! Extraordinary!
Outrageous!  The unfortunate man must
have been drinking! Bless my soul!”

Mr. Bootles was so overcome that James
had to take him by the elbow and lead
him out. He mopped his perspiring brow
as he went down the drive. And he made
up his mind that he would never, never
accept an  invitaticn again  from Sir
Leicester Stuckey, if he ever received one,
which was doubtiul. |

went on Loveil.  “It's really decent of
him to pick us out and ask us to tea.

- Well, here we are!”

Jimmy Silver rang.

He observed a rather peculiar ex-
pression on the well-shaven face of James
as that well-fed menial opened the door.
James was possibly getting fed-up with
visitors from Rookwood School.

“Sir Leicester is ¢xpecting us!” Jimmy
Silver cxplained, as James showed a dis-
position not to open the door very wide.

“Sir Leicester cannot see anyoue this
afternoon,” said James.

“He is e¢xpecting us. Take 1n our
names!” answered Jimmy rather sharply.
“Silver, Lovell, Raby, Newcome.”

“Sir  Leicester has given instructions
for no one to be admitted——"

“What rot!” said Lovell. “He must
be expecting us, as he telephoned——-"

James gave a start.

“Telephoned!” he repeated.

“Yes, to Rookwood!”

“If this is a joke, young gentlemen
—" bhegan James.

1 don’t see any joke!” said Jimmy
Silver, surprised. and not plecased by the
footman’'s manner. “Take in our names
to Sir Leicester at once!”

“I'm afraid I cannot———"

“1 tell you Sir Leicester telephoned to
us to come at half-past five!” exclaimed
Jimmy angrily. “Come on, you chaps!”

And as James showed no disposition to
crant a passage the Fistical Four pushed
him aside and entered. The man’s con-
duct was really amazing, and they could
not help suspecting that he was not quite
sober.

“Now, show us in at onece!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver.

“1 tell you, young gentlemen—-——""

“Where is Sir Leicester?”

“In the library, sir. But——-"

“Well, we want to see him. It’s an
appointment, man! Don’t you under-
stand?” snapped Jimmy.

James stood nonplussed. He could see
that the iuniors were there in good faith,
but he simply dared not announce them
to his irascible master. A bell rang, and
James hurried to the library.

Thres Halfponcs

119

“What is it, James? Is it some more
of them?” came a gruff, ferecious voice,
which made Jimmy Silver & Co. blink at

one another,
“Yes, Sir Leicester!” gasped James.

“Four young gentlemen from Rookwood

e I N Y

“Begad!”

“They—they say you telephoned, Sir

Leicester——-

“Telephoned! ”

It was a roar, in a voice like unfo the
voice of the bull of Bashan.

“Show them in! Telephoned! Begad!
_I‘l} give them telephone!  Show them
in!”’

James made a sign to the amazed,

juniors, who entered the' library.

Sir Leicester Stuckey was standing by
the hearth, leaning on his -  cruteh, his
face purple.

*So0—s0 you have come fo—to sce me?”
he gasped, with a glare at the Fistical
Four.

“Yes, sir!” stammered Jimmy Silver in
d_ismay; *We—we——we've come to tea,
ST’

“You have come to tea! You-—you
have come to—to tea! I--I presume I
telephoned—what?”

“Yes,” answered Jimmy Silver. “You
telephoned to Rookwood——>

"By gad!”

What happened next was like an earthe
quake to the astounded juniors.

Heedless of the twinges in his gouty
leg, the angry gentleman strode towards
them, grasping his crutceh.

“Telephoned!” he spluttered. “Tele-
phoned, by gad! T-t-tut-telephoned—-"

Whack, whack, whack! ;

*Oh, my hat!”

“Yarooooh!”

“Yooop!” S

The juniors jumped right and left, with
yells of astonishment .and anguish, as Sir
Leicester started in with the crutel.

Whaeck, whack! Biff! LT

“Yaroooop !”

“Help !” g

“Run for it!” shrieked Lovell.
mad! Run for your lives!” @

“0Oh, crikey!” R

Helter-skelter the iuniors scattered into
the hall. Behind them came Sir Leicester,
raging, with brandished crutch.

“Telephoned! I'll give yow telephone !
By gad! Young rascals, sweeps, scoun-
drels, take that—and that! Telephoned!
Take that!” |

Whack, whack! Crash!

“Ram ior it!”

How the unfortunate juniors got out
of the door they never knew. But they
ot out, and went down the drive as if
they were on the cinder-path! Lovell’s
hat remained in the hall, Raby’s on the
doorstep, and Newcome's on the drive.
But they did not stop for their hats.
They would not have stopped for the
treasures oif Golconda.

They ran'!

The lodgekeeper stared at them as they
came whooping down the drive, They
bolted frantically out into the road.

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Lovell, pausing

éf He!s

to gasp for breath at last. “What—
what—what the thunder—--"

“Ow!”

“Oh!”

“Yow-ow! I'm hurt!”

“Oh, dear!”

The chums of the Fourth had not en-
joyed their visit to Stuckey Croft. But
Teddy Grace, to judge by his look when
they passed him again, was enjoying
himself. |

[ ik 3 * ]

The mystery of the telephone remained
a mystery. After a visit from Sir
Leicester Stuckey the following day the
Head made a stern inquiry. Nothing
came to light—ofticially. But unoflicially
Jimmy Silver & Co. came 4o 2 conclusion
on the subject which caused them to
pay a visit to Putty’s study. and without
stopping to ask questions fall upon that
youth and smite him hip and thigh.
Which was some solace to the victims
who had been sold again!

THE END.
(Another splendid ecomplete tale of
Jrnmy Silver & Co. next Manday, entitled

| “ Rookwood’s Hero!” By Owen Conquest,

Don’t miss it!)
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The 1st Chapter.
In High Fezther.
“Herg’s Gunten!” said Bob Lawless.

Frank Richards & Co. were on their
sunowshoes, in the trail out of Thompson,
within sight of the snowy roofs of the
cabins,

The chums of Cedar Creek School were
early astir that morning.

Dicky Bird and his friends had passed
them, going to Hillcrest School; and the
Co. were about to start for Cedar Creek
when Kern Gunten came in sight.

They stoppbed at once.

Kern Gunten, once their schoolfellow at
Cedar Creek, now of Hillerest School, was
an object of great interest to the three
chums just then. ol

Gunten came tramping along through

the snow from Thompson town, his eyes
on the ground and his brow wrinkled in
thought.
“ A smile; played over his heavy face
occasionally, making it clesr that his
thougnts, whatever they vere, were of a
pleasant nature,

Frank Richards & Co. exchanged a
smile.

“Gunten seems in high. feather!” re-:
marked: Vere Beauclere. ,

“No wonder, when he’s stguck 'a
valuable bonanza on the island 1n the

creek!” chuckled Bob Lawless. **Gunten’s
dreaming dreams of millions of dollars. 1
guess he’ll never see the dollars. But he
doesn’'t know that yet.”

“Ha. bha, hat”

The merry laugh of the Cedar Creek
chums reached Kern Guaten’s ears, and
he looked up quickly.

“Oh! You!” he said.

“Little us!” smiled ¥rank Richards.
“Yoeu seem quite cheery this morning,
Gupbten.”!

“I've had some good luck,” said Gunten
airily.

“Struck a gold-mine?” asked Bob.

(runten nodded.

“*You've hit it,” he answered coolly.

“You don't say so!” exclaimed Beau-
clere.

runten gave another nod, and eyed the
chums oi Cedar Creek in a ratlier lofty
manner,

As the son of the richest storekeeper in
Thompeson, Kern Gunten was a little
given te “swank”: but his swank had
grown upon him since the chums had
seen him last.

His visions of wealth had got into his
nead, so to speak, and he already looked
upon himself as a person of very consider-
able conseqguence.

His nose, which was a little elevated by
nature, was very much elevated now by
coneelt and seli-satisfaction.

“Quite a ‘bonanza!” he said, with
assumed carelessness. I don’'t know how
many dollars to the ton it will work out

at; I haven’t had it assayed yet. But
it’s a rich strike. One of the biggest
strikes ev® made in the Thompson

Valley, 1 reckon.”
" “What luck! Where is it~—if that’s net
a secret ?”

“No secret now; I've got the claim
registered in proper. style,” grinned
Gunten. “The Prime Minister of Canada
couldn’t take it away from me now. It’s
properly protected by law.”

5 “That’s wise,” .  said Bob
solemnly.

“I guess I'm not the antelope to let
the grass grow under my feet,” said the
-Swiss boastfully. “As soon as I'd made
the strike, I moseyed along to the
sheriffés oftice, and put in the claim. My
father helped me through. It's all 1n
order now.” '

“And where’s the ten-strike?”

“On the island in the c¢reek.”

“Honest Injun?” asked Frank.

“You bet! You fellows saw me there
the other day. whem you were skating.
You remember?

“Yes:; Dicky Bird and his erowd were
with you.”

Gunten flushed slightly.

“They hadun’t anything to do
striking the benanza,” he said hastily.
did that, quite oun my lonesome.”

AR ’

“They went back to school, you know,
white I moseyed down town to gev the
claim registered,” remarked Gunten,

*And they haven’t a share in iv?”

“None at all.”

“Dicky Bird passed us here, ten minutes
220,” said Bob Lawless, eyveing Gunten
very curiousiy. ‘“He seemed to think he
had been {rozen out.”

Gunten sneered.

“Oh, he's been talking that rot to me!”
he answered, “Ho thinks he hag a claim
it 4 share in my gold-mine,. simply
hecause he bhappened to be on the island
at the time I made the strike.”

“It wasn't Bird who made the strike?”

“Certainly not!”

“He seemed to think it was,” grinned
Bobi i)

H11 he

Lawless

with
gl |

can prove that, he may be able
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to upset my claim,” sneered Gunten. *“It
would mean a'lawsuit, with my poppa’s
money and influence on my side; and 1
aon t calculate Dicky Bird's folk will take
it on. The claim’s mine in law, and I'm
sticking on to it.”

“Ha,Ha.'hal

“I don’t see anything to cackle at, my-
self,” said Gunten. *“I dare say you're
envious. 1 shall be rieh. It's a tip-top
strike—a regular ten-strike, and no mis-
take! In a few weeks’ time, Bob Lawless,
I should be able to buy up your father’s
ranch without missing the money.”

And with that remark Kern Gunten
tramped on, with his nose in the air.

The Cedar CGreek chums chuckled.
~ “He doesn’t know we know all about
1t,” grinned Bob Lawless. “ Blessed if 1
should ever have thought this, even of
Gunten—dishing his own schoolfellows,
and simply rabbing them! I shouldn’t be
surprised if they lynch him at Hillerest
to-day. They ought to.”

“He is an awinl rascal, and no mistake,”
sald Frank Richards. *“Hallo, here he
comes again!”

The chums stared along the trail.

Gunten had tramped on into the patch
of timber near Hillerest School House,
and now he came speeding back, kicking
up clouds of snow as he ran.

The cause was soon apparent.

Three fellows were on his track--Dicky
Bird, Blumpy, and Fisher., :

The three had evidently lain in wait, in
the timber, to catch the Swiss on his way
to school; doubtless to. argue out the
matter of the island claim.

Gunten came tearing along, panting for
breath his face crimson with exertion.

“Stop him, you galoots!” yelled Dicky
Bird.

Gunten came pounding
Richards & Co.

He gave them a terrified, beseeching
look as he came; and they made no move-

past Frank

'ment to stop him.

He sped past, panting.

“You silly jays, why didn't you stop
nim?” roared Dicky Bird angrily.

He did not wait for an answer, but
rushed on in pursuit of Gunten, with his
comrades at his heels. - :

“Time we got to Cedar Creek,” chuckled
Bob Lawless. “1 guess Gunten won't go
to school this morning, if he's got any
hhoss-sense.” |

Gunten and hieg pursuers vanished among
ite spnowy cabims of Thompson, and
Frank Richards & Co. started for Cedar
Creek, chuckling merrily.

Gunten had “bagged ” the claim on the
island and left hig schoolfellows out—a
cunning stroke of rascality which sur-
prised the Co. even in Kern Gunten; for
thie Hilleresters had been gold-seeking In

company, and it was actually Dicky Bird:

who had struck the claim. It seemed
likely that the cunning Swiss, though he
had wade his position secure in law,
would have to pay for his rascality in
ways unrecognised by the’ law, if Dicky
Bird & Co. could get hold of him!

Indeed, it seemed improbable that
Gunten would be able to venture to
school at all, under the circumstances.
The schooliellows he had swindled were
not to be appeased, naturally.

And the cream of the joke—from the
Co.'s point of view—was that the claim
on the island was not a gold-mine at all,
but a *“salted” c¢laim prepared .by the
humorous Bob for a joke on the Hillcrest
fellows.

if Kern Gunten could have known that,
lie would not have been dreaming those
dreams of great wealth. But he did not
know it—vet!

L e S S

The 2nd Chapter.
Not Wantied !

“You fellows heard about Gunten‘f” :
Chunky Todgers asked that question
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breatitlessly, as ¥rank Richards & Co.
arrived at Cedar Creek School.
Chunky Todgers was full of news.
“My dear kid, we know all about it,”
sald Frank Richards, laughing. “Gunten is
goihg to be a millionaire—perhaps.”
“Perhaps!” chortled Bob Lawless.
“I say, it's right enough,” said Chunky

Todgers. “It’'s the talk of Thompson.
There's been a bhig strike made on the
island in the creek. 1t's odd, too, be-
cause I've explored that pesky island,
and never found anything. Lots of-
galoots have. Gunten had all the luck.”

“He’s welcome to it!”

“Well, I don't know:; it’s rotten for
that pesky Swiss to bag such a bonanza,”
said Chunky. “And the other Hilleres?
fellows say he’s diddled them. They say
they were all hunting for the claim to-
gether, and Bird hit on it, and Gunten
sneaked away early to put in his word
with the regisirar, while the others were
pegging out the claim.”

“1 guess that was low-down, even for
Gunten, if it's true!” remarked Lawrence.
“I guess it's true enough!” said Bob.

“Well, the gold-mine is Gunien’s by
law,” said Chunky Todgers. ‘'Galoot who
registers the claim is the man. Of course,
the others could go to law about it, if
their people would take it up. But
Gunten’s got his father on his side, and
he's rich; he could afford to get a first-
rate lawyer. 1 caleulate Gunten will nail
the claim all right.”

“He ought to be
Eben Hacke.

“He will be, jolly nearly, if Dicky Bird
gets held of him!” said Bob., “We've
just seen the galoots chasing him back
to Thompson. They seem to be quite
wild about 1t.” :

“No wonder!” ejaculated Todgers.
“Why, I—I1'd wring his Swiss neck if he
played a trick like that on me! 1It’s a
thing a Digger Iniun wouldn’t do!”

“But is the claim worth anything?”
asked Lawrence,

Bob closed one eye.

“Gunten thinks it is, or he wouldn’t have
swindled the other chaps out of their
whack.” he answered. *“ But what Gunten
don't know about gold-mines would fill
the public library at Vancouver. 1 don't
really reckon Gunten 1is going to be
wealthy enough to bhuy British Columbia
out, lock, stock, and barrel.”

The bell was ringing, and the Cedar
Creek feilows went in to lessons.

There was an interruption to lessons
that morning. |

While Miss Meadows was busy with her
clags there came a knock at the school-
room door, and, to the surprise of all
Cedar Creek, it apened te give admission
to Mr. Gunten, storekeeper and post-
master of Thompson.

The fat gentlemnan strode in, with
Kern Gunten, looking very uneasy, at his
heels.

Miss Meadows looked at them.

“0Old Man Gunten!” murmured DBob
Lawless. “What's this game, 1 wonder?
He can’t be going to ask Miss Meadows
to take Gunten back.”

iynched!” growled

“Qilence in elass, please!” said Miss
Meadows severely. “Mr. Gunten, may I
inquire—" ¢

“@Good-morning, wadam!” said Mr,
Gunten, with greaty politeness.

“Good-morning! But—"

“Some time ago, madam,” pursued

Mr. Gunten, “there was a certain dis-
agreement, and my son left this school.
You refused to take him back.”

“Well, sir?" said Miss Meadows coldly.

“Madam, some time has elapsed since
then, and my son’s conduct since that
date has  been exemplary -— quite
exempiary. He is prepared to apologise
to you, madam, and promise complete
amendment. Under these circumstances,
Miss Meadows, I trust you will accept
him once more as a pupil.”

EST
SCHOOL TALES WRITTEN.

IN THIS WEDNESDAY'S
ISSUE OF “THE GEM.”

FRIEND

“TWO OF A KIND!”

A Story of the Chums of St. {ims,
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

Price

The Canadian schoolmistress looked

perplexed.

“But 1s not your son a pupil of Mr.
Peckover, at Hillerest?” she asked.
Mr. Gunten coughed.

“1 am not satistied with Hillcrest,” he
sald. “Madam, I should take it as a very
great favour if you would receive my boy
back into Cedar Creek. Considering the
time that has elapsed since his fault——-"

Miss Meadows’ face hardened.

“Does that mean, Mr. Gunten, that
your son has been sent away from Hill-
crest, as he was sent away from here?”
shie exclaimed.

“Certainly not, madam!
him away.”

“For no reason?”

“The fact is, he does not get on with
the' other boys, for some reason,” said
Mr. Gunten. *“There is a set against
him. For the lad’s sake, Miss Meadows,
I hope you will give him a chance here,
even for a few weeks.”

The schoolmistress hesitated.

It was a considerable “climb-down ”
for the fat and pompous storekeeper to
come to Cedar Creek and make that
humble request, and Miss Meadows was
inclined to be lerient.
| Bkob Lawless gave his chums a grim
00K,

He knew that Mr. Gunten must be well
aware why his son was not safe at Hill-
crest among the schoolfellows he had
swindled; and Bob did not inean to see

I am taking

Miss Meadows deceived and an un-
scrupulous young rascal “planted” on
Cedar Creek School. Cedar Creek had

had enough of Kern Gunten in the past. -
Bob Lawless jumped up. |
“Miss Meadows——" he began.

113

“You sit down, Lawless!

“Mr. Gunten hasn’'t told you why his
son is in trouble at MHillerest, Miss
Meadows,” said Bob firmly.

“Really, Lawless 2’

“Ask him, ma’am, whether it isn’t
hecause Kern Gunten has swindled haif a
dozen of the chaps,” said Rob.

Miss Meadows started, and kern Gun-
ten gave the rancher’s son a bitter look.
Old Man Gunten frowned portentously.

“Miss Meadows, kindly take no notice

of that insolent boy!” he said. *“I trust
that you—--"
“I will make an inquiry into the

3y

matter, Mr. Gunten,” said Miss Meadows
decidedly. *“That is all 1 can say now.”
“My son may as well reimnain here——
“He cannot remain for the present,
until I am acquainted with all the cir-
cumstances of his leaving Hillerest.”
“Really, madam-——"
“That is my last word, Mr. Gunten!”
The fat storekeeper coloured with
anger; but he yielded the point. It was
no use to argue further, as he could see.
He gave a snort and marched out of
the school-room, with Kern Gunten at his
heels, and the door closed on them.

1

The 3rd Chapter.
Light on the Subiject.

- “Cheek!” growled Bob Lawless, as the
Cedar Creek fellows came out after
morning lessons.

“Neck, and no mistake!” agreed Frank
Richards.

“1 suppose Gunten must go to some
school or other,” remarked Beauclerc,
“But there are only two in this section,
and Gunten seeins to have made both of
them too hot for him. O0ld Man Gunten
will he driven to sending him away to a
hoarding-school.  Still, this trouble at
Hillerest will blow over—when the fellows
there find out the facts.”

Bob Lawless laughed.
“1 guess we may as well mosey along

to MHillerest and see them,” he said.
“We’ll tell Dicky Bird as a secret, and

et Gunten run on with sticking to the

claim and getting a2 mining man to come
and test it. We don’t want to deprive
hirn of his pleasant surprise when hLe
finds out what it’s worth.,”

“Ha, ha, halt’ |

And the chums buckled on their snow-
shoes and started down the frozen trail
for Hillcrest.

The Co. considered that the little joke
had gone far enough, so far as Dicky
Bird was concerned; and they were
anxious, too, not to run any risk of the
obnoxious Swiss being planted in Cedar
Creek again.

There was a buzz of voices in the play-
eround when they reached Hillerest
School and looked in at the open gate.

Dicky Bird & Co. were there, with most
of the other Hillcrest fellows; evidently
discussing the iniquities of Kern Gunten.

The Hillerest fellows took Dicky’s word
as to the facts; besides, there were five
other fellows who had been in the gold-
seeking party, and they all backed up
Dicky’s statements.

Three Halfpence
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Kern Gunten was condemned on all
sides; and he had made himself a pariah -
in his school, universally despised and
scorned.

“He hasn’'t come this morning,” Dicky
Bird was saving, as Frank Richards &
Co. arrived. “But that won’t do him any
good. - He's diddled us over the claim,
but he's not going to enjoy it quietly.
Hallo, you Cedar Creek galoots, take your
faces away.”

Bob Lawless held up his hand.
"“rruce, old scout!” he said. “We've
come for a little pow-wow with Yyou,
Dicky.”

“Br-r-r-r!” said Dicky Bird.

“We've got news—about the claim.”

“Oh!” said Dieky Bird, showing some
interest. “You can pile in. Of course, if.
we dispute Gunten’s ownersinip, you
fellows are witnesses. You were there
and saw us. 1 don’t know whether we
can do it, though.” _

“Mosey along with us a minute, and
you'll hear,” said Bob. A,

Dicky Bird and Fisher and Blumpy
came out on the trail. They regarded
the chums of Cedar Creek curiously.

The Cedar Creek trio were grinning.
They could not help it. "Considering what,
they knew, this storm over the island
claim was comic enough. * _ |

“1 guess I'm geing to surprise you,
Dicky,” began Bob Lawless. _“You see,
we spotted you gold-prospecting on the
island %he other day—before you Kknew
it. And we knew you were going to :‘s'trlkai
ile the next day——" P ek
“What rot! Vou couldn’t know it!

“But we did!” chuckled Bob. “You:
see, we made the gold-mine all ready
for you to strike.” |

“What!” |

“ A dollar’'s worth of bronze-powder and
a squirt!” explained Bob Lawless. |

Dicky Bird looked at him.

“Wha-a-at!” he stammered.

“Bronze-powder!” murmured Fisher.

“«Catch on?” asked Bob cheerily.
“Haven't you ever heard of a salted

laim, Dicky?” : _
y ?‘!Awai—a zaltcd claim!” stuttered Dicky;_
Bird. 1 |

“Yep

“Why, you—you—you~——

“We moseyed along to the island over-
night, and salted the roek, all ready f?r
you!” said Boeb. “We reckoned you'd
make a ten-strike, you know. Of course,
we never dreamed about Gunten stealing
a march on you, and registering the claim
in his own name. That was really too
rich !

And Bob roared.

“Oh, gum!” exclaimed Dicky Bird, star-
ine blankly at the rancher’s son. *You
mean to say you planted a salted rock
there for us——"

“Correct !”

“ And there’'s no gold there at alll”
yvelled Dicky Bird. _

“Nary a speck! My dear jay, that
island’s been prospected a hundred times,
and if there was any gold there, it would
have heen found before this.” |

The Hillcrest fellows looked at one
another. | |

That lucky strike, so casily mag!e, was
explained now; the ten-strike and its wons
derful wealth was gone from their gaze
like a beautiful dream.
eT—J—1 say, is that
though?” asked ¥isher.

“Honest Iniun!” said Frank Richards.

“You can mosey along to the island,
and hack off a chip of the golden quartz,”
snggested Bob. “Take 1t to any mining
man and ask him what it’s worth to the
ounce.”

Dicky Bird nodded.

He did not doubt now: indeed, Bob
Lawless’ explanation enlightened him as
to many little circumstances connected
with that lucky strike on the island in the

creek.

He gave Bob Lawless a very peculiar
look. |

“That is what you call a joke, I sup-
pose?”’ he remarked.

“The ioke of the season, old scout,”
answered Bob. “But the cream of the
joke is Gunten bagging the claim. There
will be a surprise for that pilgrim when
he brings his expert along to test it!™

S Ha. by hal -

Dicky Bird and his comrades burst into
a roar.

“We ought to scrag you for playing
such a trick on us!” said Dicky Bird. *“IL
guess I've a good mind——"

“Go ahead!” |

“Well, I reckon we’ll let you off,” said
Dicky Bird magnanimously. “I'm jolly
glad there’'s nothing in the claim, as
Gunten has jumped it. We were going
to take ,a crowd to Gunten’s store and
mob him, after lessons. He doesn’t dare
to show up at school.”

“Well, you needn’t mob him,” said Bob
Lawless, laughing. “He will feel pretty
sick when he finds out what he’s robbed
you of!” i

“Ha, ha, hal'®

Dicky Bird’s eyes glistened.

“We'll go to the store, all the same,”
he said. *I reckon I've got a stunt, too,

3

straight goods,

%

We’'ll offer Gunten terins, and let him
buy us off chean.” |
“Oh, Jerusalem!”
“You f{ellows cowme, teo0,” said Dicky

Bird eagerly. “We'll all drop in at the
store after lessons, and see him. He’ll
think we've come to lynch him, and then
we'll make terms—easy ternis——-"

T Ha hal hal’ :

“And he can keep the claim!” grinned
Dicky Bird. *“After all, he’s welcome to
it. If we want a heap of rocks, we can

ick 'em up anywhere.”

Gt = £ e | |

The rivals of Cedar Creek and Hillerest;
separated on the best of terms, for once.
Franik Richards & Co. slid homeward to
Cedar Creek in merry spirits. | |

After lessons they were to meel Dicky
Bird and his comrades at Gunten’s store
in Thompson. And they were looking for-
ward with happy anticipation to that
collective call upon the schoolboy clain-
jumper, |
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The. 4th Chapter.
Cheap !

. Kern Gunten comprebsed his thick lips.
The Swiss was in charge of the store
when the dusk was fd,llmg aon Thompson.
Ag therse was no school for him that
day, the storekeeper's son had been

making himself useful at home; not very

willingly.

Gunten’s early satisfaction over his
clever stroke of business had given place
10 mixed feelings.

He had no scruples about the trick he
kad played on his schoolfellows; and his
legal hold on the island claim seemed
secure enough against all that his rivals
could do. But there were other consider-
ﬁti%m that he had not thought of at

rst.

Certainly he could not go back to Hill-
crest School while Dicky Bird & Co. were
in such a mood as at present. Kven Mr.
Peckover, the headmaster, could not pos-
sibly have protected him against the
schoolboys he had so unscrupulously
swindled.

Cedar Creek School was closed to him;
there was little doubt that aiter
Miss Meadows had made the ‘“inquiry,”

she would refuse to take Gunten back on |

any terms.

if the gold-mine panned out well, as
Gunten expected, there was no reason
why he should not be sent t® an expen-
sive boarding-school south; but at present
he had to remain at home.

Remaining hoine meant working either
in the house or in the store or the wood-
yard ; and Gunten did not like work. .

Moreover, though he was not ashamed
of his action, he felt the contempt it
had brought upon him. It was not
pleasant to be hooted out of his school
as a common swindler; and the story was
spreading in Thompson, too, and Gunten
had heard many unpleasant remarks on

t%m subject among the customers at the
SLOTC.

He was not wholly without fear that
the sheriff might take the matter in
that the registration of the
claim  might possibly be rescinded
though, in that case, if the claim turned
out a valuable one, there would be legal
action, supported by his father's wealth:

for Old Man Gunten was certainiy no more

scrupulous than his son.

With those  thoughts in his mind,

Gunten was not quite happy; and he folt |

still less satisfied, as there was a tramp
of feet in the doorwah and a crowd of

scheolboys poured in. |
Gunien compressed his lips as he recog-

nised Dicky Bird & Co., with Frank
Richards and his friends in thelr com-

- pany.

He guessed at once that th::- heroes of
the rival schools had made common cause
against him.

Tht, SWIiss nmde a8 movement to leave
the store,
to deal with these unwelcome customers.
Dicky Bird shouted to him.

“Hold on, Gunten!”

The Swiss gave him a savage look.

“1f you’ve come here to kick up a row,
Bird, you’'ll get fired out, on your neck!”
h'e acnd

“I've come for a friendly talk,
boy 1'!!

“Just a little chat, old scout!”
Boh Lawless. “Dicky’s going to make an

arrangement with you about the claim.”

L We re all witnesses!” said Frank
Richards.

“There’s no arrangement to be made,”
gsaid Gunten sulienly. “The claim’s mine,
and that settles it!”

“I don’t reckon you'll get all Thempson
to believe your version of the yarn,
bunten, said Blumpy, shaking his head.

“J guess I've got the claim rwlstered e

“That can be disputed, too,” said Dicky
Bird. “But suppose we agree te let you
have the claim without dlapllti' (runta,n ik

“*Will you?”

“Well, we don’t want to be kicking up
2 ahmdy,” said Dick Bird placably. And
yvou don’t want to keep away from school
because you're afraid of getting lynched,
I guess.”

“I'mm willing to make friends,”
Gunten, eyeing him. “I don't want to
cut up rusty, I'm sure. In fact, I don’t
mind agreeing to let you chaps hme some-
thing when the mine’s working; but it’s
understood that it’s a pu_,seﬁt “and you
can't make a claim.”

“Well, a bird in hand’s

my

sald

worth two iIn

the hmh » remarked Dicky Bird reflec- |

tively. “When do you expect the mine
will start?”

“dome time yet, of course. The expert’s
¢oing down to-morrow to test it. Father’s
paying his fee,” said Gunten. <A lot
depends on his report.”

“0Oh, by gum!”? murmured Bob I.J,Wle:a'i

He wondered how Old Man Gunten
would like paying the expert gentleman's
fee—when he received the report !

‘It was a just punishment on the store-
keeper for backing up his son’s dishonesty.

“But it may be some time before the
mine gets going,” said Dicky Bird gravely.

“ Some weeks very likely.”

“You don’'t want to stay away from
school all that time.”
Gunten scowled.

“No., I don’t; but I'm not coming there
to be ill-used. I'm willing to make friends,
if you come to that; dnfl I'll treat vou
well if the mine pans out as 1 expect.
That’s more than some fellows would do
after the way you've chinwagged me.”

“Well, the mine seems to be yours
legally, whatever may be sald about it
morally,” said Dicky Bird. “We don't
want to keep up this trouble. What's it
worth to you for us to withdraw our claim
10it?”

“ Not much,” said Gunten cautiously,

“ Will you come to the office and registery
{he mine afresh 1 all our names?”

“NOPG'” |

“You'd rather we went to the sheriff
and entered a protest against the regis-
tration, with these fBHOWb as witnesses 27

1t wouldn't do you any good,” ca.u}
Gunten uneasily. -

| $hat

intending to call his father ;

said |
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“1 guess it would show you up to all the

mllev for what you are, whether it did

s any ,r.sood or not,” said Dicky Bird.
« But we've come here to make terms if
you choose. If you don’t, say so, and
we’'ll mosey along to see the sheriff,”

Gunten hesitated. |

It was certainly worth :‘-,,{Jnfleth111@r to buy
off the hostility of the fellows “he had
tricked, and to save himself from being
pomted out in the streets as a common
swindler.

But though he fully believed that he
had robhbed Dicky Bird & Co. of their
shares in a wvaluable gold-mine, which
woiuld doubtless pan out tens of thousands
of dollars, the meanness of his nature was
uppermost, and he was inclined to drive a
h.ird bargain.

“0Oh, come on!” said Frank Richards, as
(tunten hesitated. “Come along to the
sherifi's! We're your witnesses.”

“ Hold on !” exclaimed Gunten.

“Well, get a move on, quick!” said
Dicky Bird impatiently. “We baven't
come here to waste time or to jaw with
you till the registrar closes his office!”

“Wait a minute or two while I speak
to my father.,” said Gunten.

“1 don't see the need. 1It's not his
mine.”»

“J won’t keep you long.”

“0Oh, all right! Hustle, then!”

Gunten disappeared into the parlour
hehind the store-counter,

Dicky Bird & Co. kept up grave coun-
tenances, They were quite aware that
several glances were cast at them round
parlour door .as 0ld Man Gunten
lisbened to his son’s explanation.

The Swiss schoolboy came back into the
store av last.

“I guess I'm willing to do the right
thing,” he said.

“(o ahead!”

“I'm readv to stand you five dollars
each,” said Gunten.

There was a howl at once.

“Kive dollars!?

“ For our whack in a gold-mine!”

“This isn’'t a joking matter, Gunten!”

\\\\
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influence you, really, but in your place
I should accept Gunten’s offer.”

“1 guess 80,” said Bob Lawless, with a
nod.

“That’s hoss-sense!” sald Gunien
provingly. “ Why, the mine may turn out
to be worthless, for all you Know,”

« We've seen the gold, and so have you,”

answered Dicky Bird.

“ Still, there's chances———"

« Make it ten dollars.”

“Five’s the figure!” answered Gunten,
“And I want your written paper in ex-
change for that, too!”

Dicky Bird cast another look round,

“J leave it to you chaps,” he said.

“0Oh, take the offer!” said Blumpy.
“We can't work a mine, anvhow: and, as
Frank says, our folks haven't the capital
to take it up. It means getting up
m:achinery by railway, and all that. Let's
take the money and give Gunten the
paper he wants.”

“That's my 1dea,” said Watson.

“PDone, then!” sajd Dicky Bird, in a
grudging tone, “You're as pretty hard
driver in a bargain, Gunten,”

“Here's pen and paper,” was Gunten's
answer.

“What do you want me to write?”
asked Dicky Bird, taking up the pen.

“ A plam statement that you fellows
resign all claim to the pegged- out mine on
the island in Cedar Creek, signed by the
lot of you, one after another,” said
Gunten, |

“All right!”

Dicky Bird wrote to kern Gunten's dic-
tation, and the Hillerest fellows signed
the paper one after another.

Gunten watched them with glistening
eyes.

“Now you chaps as witnesses,” he said,
looking at the chums of Cedar Creek.

“I’'m willing,” said Bob,

And Bob Lawless, Frank Richards, and
Vere Beauclerc hlgned their names as

witnesses to the paper of renunciation.
“Cash !” said Blumpy.
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“ | trust, Miss Meadows; that you will accept my son as a pupil once meore,”’ said Gunten.
satisfied with Hillcrest—there is a set against him there,””

ap-.

‘Miss

e

Bob Lawless jumped Fe

Price
Three Halfpence

having secured the services of a mining
man well known in the Thompson Vd”{‘}'
for the purpose. |

What the mining man would say when
he found that he had been brought miles
to look at a “salted ” rock the school-
boys wondered, and they wondered, too,
what Old Man Gunten would say. it
wag certain to be something W‘ﬂ'}‘
emphatic. -

They intended to run down to Thomp-
son to get the news from Kern Gunten;
it was sure to be interesting news.

They were in good time, and they met
the Swiss on hl% way home irom Hill-
crest for dinner at the store.

“Hallo, Gunten!" called out Bob Law-

lms “All O.K. at school?” :
“Certainly,” answered Gunten, with a
lofty look. “Why not? The tact is, the

f@!lowq have got too much sense to qumrel
with a chap who's going to be as rich
as anybody 111 the Thompson Valley.”

‘4 Oh {93

“Keller's been grousing.”
with a shrug of the shoulders. “He
reckons he ought to have won*vthmg: but
I don’t see it. Friendship docsn't mean
whacking out a gold-mine.”

“1 cuess not." agreed Bob. “You won't
fnrf-‘et your old friends at Cedar Creek
when vou're rolling in money, Gunten?”

Guhten sneered.

“I sha’'n't forgcet what. you said to
Meadows when 1 came with my
father yesterday,” he answered. * And
vou needn't be so jolly friendly, Bob
Lawless. I know what it's for, and 1
know what it's worth.”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured
Richards.

“You grow mnicer and nicer, Gunten,”
said Rob Lawless admiringly. “Have
yvou heard the report of the mining ex-
pert yet?”

“Nope; 1've been av
ing. I want to hear it, though,
can't waste time on you galoots.”

And with that polite remark ' Kern
Gunten sped on tewards Thompson.

said Gunten,

school all morp-
and 1

‘““I am not
‘¢ Ask hirn, ma‘am,

whether it isn’t because Kern GQunten has swindled haif a dozen of the chaps there ! he cried.

“T'm not joking,” said Kern Gunten.

“You mean five hundred?” suggested
¥Frank Richards.

“I mean five dollars!?”

“And you expect to make thousands
out of the mine—our mine!” exclaimed
Dicky Bird indignantly.

“Well, there are lots of chances In "oh!
mlmng,” said - Gunten. ‘Wc——-1 mean, 1
made a good strike. But we're nob c‘»;-

perts. I'm taking the chances.”

¢ Something in that, Dicky,” szaid Bob
Lawless ﬂ'ravely

“VYep. But five dollars—five mecasly

dollars ! said Dicky Bird, in diﬁgust.

«Take it or leave it!” said Gunten.
“My poppa’s willing to advance me that
much to settle the trouble with you; but
not a cent more—not a continental red
cent. That’s a cinch!*

“Five dollars!” repeated Dicky Bird,

jooking at his companions.

Gunten grinned as he thought he de-
tected the signs of yielding.

“ And you galoots will have to sign a
paper, witnessed, giving up all claim on
the mine,” he said. “That's a condition.”

“No need to s1gn a paper; our word's
cood enough, 1 guess,” dmwered Fisher.

“T1’'ll have your names in black and white
as well, if you don’t mind,” said Gunten,
with a laugh..

“We can't let it go for five dollars,”
said Dicky Bird. “ What would you advise,
Frank Richards?”

Frank assumed a very thoughtiul look.

“« Well, as Gunten says, he's taking the
cha ncea,” he rt*marhed

“That’s so!” assented Gunten eagerly.

“Then the mine will want capital to
develop, [ suppose,” continued F¥Frank.
“« 0ld Man Gunten has got the capital, and
you fellows haven't. Your people mightn't
be willing to put cash into a gold-mining
proposition. And I don't see how you
could sell the mine, with an ownership
dispute hanging on te it. I dont want to

Kern Gunten went into the p
again, and came out with a buckskin bag
in his hand.

IFrom the bag he counted out thirty
dollars-—iive each to the six Hilleres{
fellows.

‘Then the signed paper was handed to
Lim,

“ Anything for us, Gunten?”
Lawless, with a grin.

“Nope !” snapped Guuten.

dsked Bob

“Then we may as well mosey along.”
said Bob. *Good-night, Gunty! 1 hopco

you'll become Premier of Canada when
you're a millionaire.”
“Ha, ha, 'hBa !>

And the schoolbays crowded out of the

store, laughing, leaving kern Gunten very
well contented.

He knew that Dicky Bird & (o. would
keep to the bond, and that he had nothing
to fear in returning to Hillerest School;
and that was a great relief to his mind,

He would not have felt quite so con-
tented, perhaps, if he had beard %the re-
marks exchanged = among the merry
Canadian schoolboys as they went down
Main Street.

Fortunately for his peace of mind he did
not hear them.

And the next morning Kern Gunten
started for school, and he found the Hijll-
crest, fellows quite urbane when he met

them, though they smiled to an extent

¢laim on the island, Ola Man Guaten

that perplexed him,

L s e e

Thée 5th Chaptler.
Qunten Bisillusioned !

Frank Richards:s & Co. came ouy with
their snowshoes after morning lessons the
next day at Cedar Creek School.

That morning they knew Mr. Gunten
and the mining expert were to visit the

pariour |

“Follow your leader.,” said Bob Law-
less, with a chuckle. “Gunten’s geing to
get a shocek, and we’re going to see him
geb. 16"

“Ha, bha, gt

And the chums of Cedar Creek slid
along the snowy trail after Kern Gunten.

The Swiss lost no time,

He knew that his father and the mining
main must have returned from the claim
on the island before this, and he was
anxious to hear what the expert had
reported.

He had no doubts as to the richness
of the mine: the only question in his
mind was whether it was worth thousands
or millions of dollars.

Gunten’s golden dreams were growing
more and more golden.

That was natural, as his title to the
mine was undisputed now. It was his,
and his only. with all the wealth that
was 1n 1t!

He seemed to be walking on air as he
went into the store in Main Streets

Frank Richards & Co. left their snow-
shoeg outside and sauntered into the
store.

They wanted to see the denoucment, tor
they knew what sort of a report the
mining man must have given to Old
Man Gunten.

Gunten had disappeared into the back
parlour, and from that apartment there

came the sound of excited and angry
vVOlces, _,

Tliere were several customers i the |
store, and they were glancing towards
the parlour door in astonishment and
some amusement.

“T euess,” remarked Dry Billy, as he
rested his tattered boots on the stove—

“I reckon Old Man Gunten has got "em!
I reckon that old gent is on the war-

path to-day.”
“Sounds like it,” 'murmured Bob Law-
less, Y Not ‘asiil lie’s

'01’ the richest gold-mine between

- grinned Bob.
few dollars.

after

Frank

was safe,

father of the owner
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the
Rocky Wquntam:} and the Pacific Oeean,

Franky.”

Frank Richards chuckled.
“And he's had to pay the expert, too,”

“Must have been a good
That's the penalty of being
a swindler. Honesty is the best pullm
gil.”’

“Here comes Gunten!” murmured Vere'
Beauclere.

The parlour door opened, and the Swiss
schoolboy came back into the store.

His face was pale, his lips trembling
with fury. His eyes blazed as he looked
at Frank Richards & Co., and he shook
a fuarious fist at them.

“This is your work!”

“What is?” asked
cently.

Gunten panted.

“You know it was a salted mine 011

he hissed. |
Bob Lawless innoe

~the island!” he. shrieked.

“Salvedd”

“The mining expert says it’'s salted
and there's no gold on the island a’o
all,” hissed Gunten

“My word!”

“You knew it!” said the Swiss, hiting
his thick lips with rage. "1 cau see now
that it was a plant.”

“Hardly worth your while swindling
Dicky Bird and the rest, -was it?” asked
Frank Richards.

“You knew it !” snarled Gunten. “DPon’h
deny it, you rotters!”

“My dear chap, we don’t mean to deny
it,” chuckled Bob. “We salted the rock
as a Joke on the Hillerest chaps. We
never guessed that you'd steal a march

on them and rob them of the mine,
o bk Al i
Gunten shoeok his fist at them
- furiously.
“They've robbed me!” he howled, “I've

paid them five dollars each to give up
their.claim on ‘i mine that lsnt worbh
a red cent.”

aal? ;e v TR B e

There was a roar of laughter in the
store.

Dry Billy Bowus was fairly doubled
up hefore the store, howling with mirth.
Even Injun Dick, the A[}dbhe who wasg
warming himself there, grinned.

All Thﬁmpson knew of the gold-mine
on the island in the creek by thls time,
and the foul play Gunten had been
accused of; and this ending to Gunten’s
golden drcam struck everyone as funny-—
except Gunten.

He was writhing with rage and ma.lwa
dnd disappointed avarice.

“"Next time youre going to jump a
claim, Gunten, make sure there’s somes
thing in it worth jumping,” said Beais
U]E*I‘L‘, langhing. . ,

“Hang you! You—you—- T'm thirty
dollars out of pocket!” wailed Gunten.
“‘It’s me that's been swindled !”

*“Ha, ha, hal

CAoure 11{:}1,@;;110 first galoot who's gone
for wool and come back shorn,” said
Bob Lawless consolingly.

“Hang you!”

There was a step in the doorway, and
Dicky Bird, of Hillcrest, walked cheerily
into the store

He nodded to the Cedar Creek fellows,
dlld smiled at Gunten.

“Heard the mining man’s report yet 2
he asked.

“Hame you!”
“Wha-a-at?”
“The mine’s worthless!” howled Gun- '

ten. *““There’'s nothing in it. Those silly
Jays salted it for a silly fool joke!”
“Ha, ha, bha! ¥ound thdt» out, have
you?” roared Dicky Bird. “They +told
us yesterday, old scout.”
Gunten looked at him with an  exs
pression that the fabled Gorgon might

have envied.
He realised now that the Hillerest
facts when they

chums had known the

had come to bargain with him in the
storc the previous day, and he had paid
over hard dollars for their claim teo a
share in the “mine.”

He ecould not speak; he could only
stutver with fury as he glared at the
cheery Dicky Bird.

That youth drew out a buckskin bag
from his coat, and the greedy eyes of
the Swiss fastened upou it at once. He
recognised the bag.

Dicky, with a ]aurfh tossed it on the
store counter, and there was a metallic
clang as it landed there.

“There’s your dollars, Gunten,” he said.

“The--the dollars!” gasped Gunten.

“Ha, ha! We were only stuffing you,
you siily jay!” roared Dicky Bird. “You
are the only swindler at Hillerest, old
man. Count out your dollars, and seég
if they’re right.”

With a trembling haud Kern Gunten
clutched the buckskin bag. The dollars

were all there, and he gasped with relief.
His gold-mine had vanished into the
region of dreams, but his own money
and that was a consolation,

Dicky Bird, grinning, walked out of
the store with Frank Richards & Co.,
and Gunten had the pleasure of heare
ing their merry laughter as they went.

& & & & & L] L,

Gunten—still a schoolboy, and not- g
wealthy mine-awner—turned up at Hille
crest the next day, to be received with
great merriment. He Dbore the derigive
chafi of the Hillerest fellows as best he
could: It was likely to be a long time
before either Hillecrest or Cedar Creek
forgot Gunten’s gold-mine.

THE END.

NEXT MONDAY. |
“TOO0O MUCH OF
A JOKE!”

By OWEN CONOQUEST.
DON'T MISS IT!




A SPLENDID NEW
ADVENTURE SERIAL
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DUNCAN STORM.
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"FOR NEW READERS.

The astounding news that the KAISER
has escaped in a super-U-boat reaches
CY SPRAGUE, the famous American
- detective, and
CAr1AIN 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, PORKIS, and PONGO
WALKER.
LAL TATA, a cheery Hindu, and

T00KUM EL KOOS, a native wrestler,
are also amongst the party, as well as
the boys’ pets, CECIL, the orang-outang,
E?RACE,, the goat, and GUS, the croco-
ile.

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

Later ' the boys captured Baron
. von Slyden, one of the Kaiser’s agents.
Captam_ Handyman told the boys to take
Slyden in hand, and they dressed him in
Etons and forced him to do ordinary
school work with them. An expedition
to the Peak of Teneriffe is organised,
but on the mountain the boys fall into
the hands of a rascally Spanish brigand,
known as the Terror of Teneriffe. He
18 Just explairing what he will do to
them, when Dick Dorrington shouts: “Go
for him, boys!” Dick fells the Terror,
a second brigand is dealt with by
Horace, the goat, and Cecil, the orang-
outang, seizes a third in his terrible aTip.

(Read on frome here.)’

The Wrecked Toboggan.
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Whilst it lasted, the fight between the

hoys and the bandits was a very pretty
little scrap. )

Its duration wasz but two minutes.

Two of the bandits escaped, leaping
over the piled rocks of the gorge like
goats, eager to put ~half the island

between themselves and these terrible
English boys and their equally terrible
companions.

- They had seen their chief, the Terror,
Zo down under that tremendous lick: on
the point of the jaw from Arty’s massive
fist. And that was enough for them.

The Terror was now lying on the floor
of the cave, flopping slightlv now and
then like a fresh-canght fish, but other-
wise showing no signs of life.

The bandit, who had taken Horace's
massive head straight in the stomach.
was leaning up against the wall of the
cave in a pale and collapsed condition.

A third bandit, who had hit up against
Dick Dorrington, and who Lad received
a blow on his nose that caused him to
see green stars and pink streaks, was
sitting on the floor of the cave holding
his head in both hands, wondering what
sort of earthquake had hit him.

But the attention of the . boys was
centred on Cecil, who had pinned the
fourth man, and whoe, with blazing eyes

and snarling mouth, was doing his best

to throttle him with his great paws.

In the ordinary course of things, the
orang, brought up amongst human beings
since he had been big enough to feed
from a baby’s bottle, was the mildest-
mannered chap in the world. The boys
could always do anything with Cecil, and
they had almost forgotten that he was
dangerous when roused. ,

. And Cecil was roused now at seeing his
¢hums attacked in this fashion.

“Look out, you chaps!” called Dick. the
first: to see the danger. “0ld Cecil is
doing that chap iu!” |

The man’s eyes were roiling wildly in
his head, full of terror and entreaty.
His face was biue-black, and the veins
stood up in great knots on his temples
48 he strove in vain to twist out of
Ceeil’s grip and to loosen the strangle-
hold of the orang’s great paws.

“Let go, Cecil!” ordered Dick.

Cecil gave a low growl as Dick, seizing
his enormous, hairy wrists, struggled with

him.

“Hi, Pongo! Quick!” urged Dick.
“You can manage Cecil! T ean’t! He's
got his shirt out this time!” |

Pongo pushed through the boys.

Pongo did not struggle with Cecil. He

put his hand in his pocket and produced
2 bar of chocolate, which he shoved in
Cecil’s grinning teeth.

Cecil loved . chocolate. He serunched
up the bar of chocolate in a style that
nearly made his Spanish captive faint.
But he was not going to let pleasure
interfere with business, and he still
retained his stranglehold on the bandit.

Then the artful Pongo slipped a whole
packet of chocolate into Cecil’s teeth,
wrapping, silver paper. and all.

- “Here you are, Cecil,” said he calmly.
“You let Uncle Pongo hold this chap
whilst you get that chocolate out of the
paper.”

Cecll immediately let go as Pongo
grabbed the bandit about the throat. The
chocolate in the paper was too much for
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A CRASH COMING!

‘“ Stop engines ! ’’ yelled Lal.
no stopping the toboggan now.
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, Prica

‘““ The machine he runs away with us !’ There was

‘* Qet out of the way, Horace !’ yelled Skeleton.
The goat made a last despairing effort to outpace the flying toboggan.

his curiosity, and he knew that his
enemy was quite safe with Pongo.

And, indeed, this was the ecase, for no
sooner had Cecil released his hold on the
half-strangled bandit than he fell for-
ward into Pongo’s arms in a dead faint.

Pongo laid his man down on the floor

of the cave, whilst Iﬁflif:k_ and Chi_p
devoted themselves to roping up the
Terror of Teneriffe before he should

recover from Arty’s soothing-syrup.

When he at last came to himself he
stared round wildly, His hands were
securely bound behind him, and a turn
of the boys’ climbing-rope was round his
neck.

“Ha!” he exclaimed. “Where am 1?7
What is this that is happened?”

Arty grinned. |

“You are our prisoner now. Alfonso!"
sald he. “If there are any ears to be
cut off we are going .to do the cutting
this time. And what has happened to
you i8 that you have had a thump on the
Jaw which put you to sleep!”

The Terror of Teneriffe groaned.

“It’s no good making a song about it,
Terror!” said Arty cheerfully. “Two of

yYour crush have escaped, and the oOther

three are prisoners. One has been half
strangled by Cecil of the elutehin’® hand.
The other has had his proboscis dis-
located. And that gentleman, leaning up
against the wall trying to be sick, has
had one from Horace. Now, as soon as
your pal has recovered, we will rope you
all up and convey you as prisoners to
our camp!”

The Terror said nothing. He was fed-
up. Yo think that he, the one famous
bandit that the Island of Teneriffe had
known for the last hundred years, should
have been nobbled and captured by a few
Eriglish schoolboys! It gave him a pain
1 the stomacl. i

The fainting bandit was restored with
wine, for the boys picked up the evil-
smelling goat-skin, and, turning on the
wooden tap, allowed its contents to splash
over his face till he was restored.

Theo he was roped up with his com-
panions. Four of the hoys picked up the
blunderbusses of the band, and formed
themselves into a prisoners’ escort, march-
ing their captives off through the moon-
light.

They retraced their steps over the
patches of snow, when they had climbed
out of the rocky gorge, for they wanted
to approach the sleeping camp quietly.

But Mr. Lal Tata had awakened. in his
tent. and heard their feet crunching over
the frozen snow.

“Ha, you boys!” he called. “What do
you .do out of camp? You shall all do
me tremendous impots for this! Where
have you been?  What have you been
doing?” | :

The boys cane to a standstill before lis
tent, and Lal shoved his head out into
the moonlight. He was wearing his
turban for a nightcap, and it was tipped
rakishly over his left eye.

He gave a gasp of astonishment when
he saw the four dejected bandits stand-
ing there with their hands tied behind
them and the climbing-rope looped about
their necks like a chain-gang of slaves.

“1f you please, sir,” said Porkis, “we
couldn't get to sleep hecause Horace had
nightmare. So we went out and captured
some bandits.”

“What ioolsomeness iz this?” demanded
Mr. Lal Tata, unable to believe his eyes.
“There are no bandits in Teneriffe!”

“There aren’t now, sir,” put in Dick
Dorrington. “We’'ve broken up the band!
This gentleman with the rope round his
neck is Terror of Tenerifie. Half an hour
ago he had us prisoners, and was going
to cut ofi our ears!”

“Then we turned upon him and smote
him, sir,” put in Pongo: “and we pre-
vailed against the murdering hooligan!
And he 18 one the Kaiser’s paid hands!”

Lal nearly jumpead out of his tent.

“How do you make yourself aware of
this?” he asked.

“Because he told us so himself,” replied
Pongo Walker, with a grin. *“He thought
he had got us safe, and was just going
to lead us out to execution when we
turned upon him and we smote him., We

got up against him, and Horace and Cecil
lent a hand—and here we are!”

“Maw!” bleated Horace, as though
corroborating Pongo’s recital of their
adventure. | :

Captain Handyman, from his tent, had
heard what was going on. He turned out,
wrapped in his blankets, and surveyed the
discomfited emissaries of the Kaiser.

“Well done, boys!” said -he, surveying
the depressed Terror. *“We need not be
bothered with this pal of Kaiser Bill's.
He is wanted by the local police for a
stabbing job which will keep him safe in
gaol for the next three years.® So we’ll
say nothing of his attempt on you. We'll
just keep him and hand him over, and
claim the reward that is out for him.
Now, I'll hand him over to the Kroo boys to

watch for the rest of the night, and you

chaps had better get into your tent and
have a few hours’ rest.”

At the captain’s call, the Kroo boys
turned out and took over their Ilittle
string of bandits, carrying them away to
their shelter, where Quashy stood guard
over them with a Jloaded shotgun,
amusing himself by making nasty little
signs indicating cut-throats, and desecrip-
tive chokings suggestive of hanging.

But the boys did not feel like turning in
in that dark tent of theirs again. They
made up a good roaring fire of brush,
and, hauling out their blankets, camped
round it in the dry, {frosty air till a
paling m the eastern sky told them that
the sun was coming up. |

A red line like a red-hot wire spread
along the edge of the wonderful cloud-
sea that lay at their feet. It stretched
and stretched. Then it finally broke into
a glorious. ball of flame which made their
sleepy eyes blink.

Behind them. in this wonderiul sunrise,
the towering snow-crested Peak turned to
a pink-red heat, as though it were afiame.
The flat sea of c¢loud broke up as the
sun gathered the cloud into misty veils.
Then the chill of the night went off, and
soon the bhoys felt the sunshine striking
hot on their faces. |

The Kroo boys turned out, and were
soon busy with preparations for break- |

fast. Only one of them stood fast, and

this was Quashy, who stood guard over |

their prisoners.

Quashy was thoroughly enjoving him-
eli. There is nothing that makes a
nigger laugh so much as the thought that
someone is going to be hanged. And
Quashy, leaning on hig shotgun, laughed
till the tears ran down his black cheeks.

“Bress ma soul, Mr. Terror!” said he.
“You an’ your pal, be shuah you make
a good breakfass! Soon you will get a
rope necktie, an’ you will dance on
notings!”

“Shut up, Quashy!"” said Pongo, stroll- |

ing up with his' hands in his pogkets 1o
view their prisoners.
patients!” | |
Breakfast was soon  ready. Cocoa,
coffee, biscuits, and fried bacon weére
handed round, and the Terror of Tene-
riffe with his hooligan f{ollowers ' pro-
bhably made a better meal than they had
tasted since they had taken to the mcun-
tains. |
skeleton, who was always hospitable,
even to his enemies, made them fancy

sandwiches of meat-paste, and took them
agreat hunks of bread-and-butter thickly .

spread with marmalade. :
Three of the rufiians looked gratefully
at him.

lade rudely from Skeleton’s hand.
The Terror was not yet reconciled to

the fact that the seven thousand pounds |

in German money which had been as good
as in his hand a few hours ago  had
melted into thin air, and that all

imprisonment in the gaol at Tacaronte.

The Terror of Tenerille was not the |
first person to rue the fact that he had |
had dealings with his Imperial Majesty |

the Kaiser.-

And before breakfast was over, a little |

group of men came marching through a

wisp of cloud that was drifting across |

the hill slope. _
They carried rifles,

~ecountrymen,

“Don’'t tease the |

But the Terror only scowled, |
snatching his slice of bread-and-marma- |

he |

had te look forward to was three years’ | another three

and they wore!

queer-shaped, square hats that marked

them as the dreaded Guardia Civil, the
Spanish Military Police.

They marched up to the campfire, and
the sergeant in charge, addressing him-
self politely to Captain Handyman, asked
bim if he had seen any ‘paisanos,” or
knocking about on these
upper slopes of the Peak.

“We have come up to guard you and
the yvoung Ingles senores, capitan!”
sald the sergeant. *“There is at liberty
on these slopes a bandit of the most
dangerous—a! cut windpipe—a son of tlie
devil. His name is Juan Cabrera, and

he calls himself the Terror of Teneriffe. |
1t was.feared by the authorities of Santa |

Cruz that this terrible fellow might fall
upon you and your party. Therefore we

started after you in great haste, but you |
unabile |

travelled so fast that we were

to overtake you last night!”
Captain Handyman’s eyes twinkled.
“That's all right, sergeant!” said he.

“If you want the Terror, you'll find him

round the corner of the big eanvas tent |
bread-and-marmalade. |

yonder, scoffing

My boys went out and captured him last
night !”

‘The sergeant of the Guardia Civil rolled |
his eyes, and nearly dropped his rifle in |

astonishment.

“Yes,” said the captain easily: “the | _
| sthe orang, and he was in the highest

young rascals were running loose over
the mountain in the moonlight, and they
spotted his campfire.
saucy on them, so they pinched him!”

The sergeant would not believe this

story till he had seen the prisoners. Then
his eyes rolled respectfully on the bhoys
who had accomplished in a night what
he and his armed police had been striving
to compass for the past three months.

“Come along and make yourselves com-
fortable, sergeant!” said Captain Handy-
man hospitably. *“Your ‘man is safe
enough under guard. Shall we make you
& pot of tea?” ,,

The sergeant shook his head. The
Spaniard only takes tea as a medicine.
If he gets pains inside, he goes to a

chemist, gets a small pinch of tea, boils |
it in ‘water, and takes doses out of 3

spoon.

But he and his men appreciated the
bacon and eggs and the marmalade and
the raspberry-jam, which the boys hos-
pitably handed out to them, and Skeleton

was greatly 'interested in the sergeant, |
who had never tasted raspberry-jam in his

life before.

He insisted on presenting the sergeant
with a pot for his own use. and, greatly |

delighteq, the military police departeq
alter breakfast down the mountain, car-

| rying their prisoners with them.

Then the camp was struck, and AWAY
the party started for the Peak. the mules
and donkeys scrambling up the eternal
slopes, till at last they came to the edye
of a clifi, at the foot of which, stretching
away to the foot of the inner cone a
mile away, lay a yellow, flat plain, which
iooked intensely hot and barren.

The sun was well up now, and was beat-
ing down on the patches of snow, refleet-
ing a scorching heat back from this white
surface which baked and cracked the
boys’ faces in a most alarming fashion.

Porkis turned the colour of a freshly-
hoiled bheetrecot, whilst Skeleton’s great
heak of a nose began to colour up as
though it were painted a post-office red.

They had come as far as they were
able to bring the mules and donkeys.
The rest of their journey must be per-
forined on ioot.

Cy Sprague pointed out to thein how
the cliff on which they were standing was
the lip of the old enormous crater of this
extinet voleano, whilst the great 'snow-
covered cone which rose above them for
thousand feet had been
forced up irom the centre of this crater
by some more recent eruption.

Lunch was packed up. The animals
were left in charge of the six Kroo hoys,
and the party, carrying ropes and alpen-
stocks for the climb, descended by a break
in the clifi on to the yellow plain, which
turned out to be a mile of broken pumice-
stone, the froth of the last eruption.

Three Halfpence

fied atmosphere.

He turned a bit |
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atid it seemed pretty well red-hot as the

boys marched acress it in single file.

Each boy carried, in addition to his
10ad, a plank of 'a tobaggan, which Skele-
ton had constructed on the ship. 1t was
an ingenious toboggan, for, by means of
nicely-turned screws and bolts which he
had coaxed out of the engine-room stafl
of the South  Star, it could he put to-
gether in the space of o few minutes.

It was a heavy toboggan, too, for each

Plank of 1t was made from a fine piece of

teak.,

1t would take six fellows, and Skeleton
looked forward to tobogganing on an
island where, in the valleys below, sugar-
cane and coffee-trees and oranges and

lemons were growing in profusion.

But, as they toiled over the red-hot

pumice with the sun beating down in a
flood of heat, the boys began 1o wish
Skeleton and his teboggan at Jericho.
- “Look here, Skeleton!” said Dick, as
he toiled along under one of the runners
of the toboggan. *“What's the good of
hauling this silly thing up to the roof
of the world? 1I'm going to' chueck i
away!l”

“I think it is mest foolsome thing to
climb wup high mountains!” pufied Mr.
Lal® Tata. “*We could have obtained
splendid views of the Peak of Teneriffe
from the ship, and we could have bought
picture-postecards. When we shall get
to the top we shall obhserve nothing but
clouds and sea. I call it most rotten-
some funs!” |

“Be a sport, Dick!” urged Skeleton.
“Be matey! . 1It’s only three thousand
feet now to the top of the cone. And
think how jolly handy the toboggan will
be for coming down!” -

Dick grunted. They were nearly across
the sea of pumice now, and were reaching
the foot of the snow-slopes of the cone,
which stretched up unbroken against the
brilliant blue sky, save where here aund
there a mass of rocks stood up, savage
and black, through the white, winding

- sheet of dazzling snow.

Horace was toddling on far ahead.
They could sec him, a little speck in the
distance, hopping up the snow-slopes.

The boys panted and puffed in the rare-
They were now ever
nine thousand feet above the level of the
sea. -

The glare of the snow was-blinding as
they trudged on, and Captain Handyman
insisted on their putting on the smoked-
glass spectacles which he had provided
for them.

“I'm not going to Lave you all laid up
with snow-blindness!” said he. “And
you’ll be pretty sorry for yourselves if yon
find yourselves to-morrow with yvour heads
in a sling.” |
- The climbing of the cone was fairly
easy. Only once did they have to use
their climbing-ropes, and then Ceeil came
in very useful as they were confronted
by an ugly wall of rock that cropped out
of the snow-banks. Cecil, with the rope
tied round his waist, went up the wall of
rocks like a bluebottle, assisting to haul
liis companions up one after the other.

The seat of Cecil’'s sweil Eton trousers
was entirely gone now. The patent-

leather shoes of which he was so proud

had dropped off his feet in tatters. But
the mountain air appeared to agree with

spirits.
The boys got him to carry most of the

toboggan on his back, and he hopped up

the dazzling swow-slopes in front of them.
trying to overhaul Horace, till he was
hundreds of yards ahead.

The rest of their journey was just sheer
plugging up the crusted slopes of the
thick snow, and at noon the boys raised
a cheer. |

Horace and Cecil had come to a stand-
still on the little platform at the head
of the towering Peak of Terneriffe. They
were 12,180 feet above the level of the
sea ! - |

To celebrate the oceasion.  Porkis
promptly gave Horace a snowball to eat.
Horace bolted it greedily, coughed, and
feeling the North Pole in his stomach,

promptly butted the waggish Porky off the

top of the Peak.

This started the idea of snowballing,
and the party was divided into two forees,
one to hold the extreme point of the
Peak and the other to attack it.

Mr. Lal Tata took charge of the de-
tence. |

“Now, you see, you hays!’
trinimphantly. “"You will
these positions against us.
will be too much for you!”

A well-directed snowball of heavy
calibre from Dick Dorrington wiped out
Lal’s face with a splosh., and sent his
turban flying. Another hall caught him
between the ear and the neck.

But the defenders rallied. and’ drove
the attacking party back down the slope,

“Never mind about Lal!” said Dick. who
was leading the attack. “If you want to
take the Peak, soek Horace and make him
mad. He'll soon clear the top. Horace
hates old Lal!” " _

This ruse was promptly adopted. The
attacking party crept up to close range,
and were received with a heavy volley
of good, hard, nutty snowballs whiech had
a bit of tooth in them, for the sun-baked
snow bound up like a brick.

Mr. Lal Tata was beaming.

“Ha, ha. boys!” he shouted. intoxi-
cated by the exhilarating mountain air.
“You are beaten! We are kings of
castles! You shall not evict us  from
our mountain fastness!”

But the attacking party held their
firec, and instead of going for the de-
tenders, centred all their fire on Horace.

Slosh ! |

A good juicy ball smacked on Horaco's
ugly dial, square between the horns, fill-
ing his evil. green eyves with snow.

“Maw!” bleated Horace defiantly.

“Maw-waw-woof!” he coughed, as a
snowball hit his mouth, choking him with
SHOW. -. Wb -

Then Horace danced angrily. A snow-
ball took him behind the ear. He looked

he cried
Never ¢carry
Horace and 1

There was enough pumice-stone in sight ° round suspiciously at Lal, whe was dane-
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i'uf-r like a madman on the top of the Peak

45 he encouraged the defenders.
Cosh !
This 1ast

h'-'_IIF

shot was well
and the
simply

Péd ttd( kt""r

getting 1:115 range,

snow. Plug! Cosh! Slosh! Plug! Bifi!

Then Horace lowered his head ,.md lost
his temper.
mad-

exultantly Illit‘ i

And this nettled Horace.

vas  encouraging

< “boys on to attack him.

) :'

fhe summit.

.said Lal gloomily.

with' a single bound,
Lal in the seat of his baggy Indian p.;mts
like a battering-ram.

- Lal yelled as 11{* shot out from the top

-0l the mountain in a fifty-foot stride.

He hit the slope below and plunged
through it in a cloud of snow; but before
hurlmg himself
down the slope, was on him. -
- The boys gave a horrified gasp as they
' osaw L-:ll bousted agaln, flyilng down the
slope 'in tremendous leaps, with Horafze

“ Jeave him,

He lowered his head. took

the Peak of Tenerifte would allow, and.

e could stop, Horace.

aiter him.

‘And every time Lal hit the

boost, downhill.

The boys cheered and 5houted with

-t faughter as Horace pursued their ﬂ}mﬂ'
plﬁb&ptﬁf

And not till Lal was a good seven hun-
did Horace

v his lunch
leaping back over the snow-

dred -feet helow

slopes as plm,gt,d with himself as a goat
with two tails.
- “Youve done it now. Horace!” ex-

clatmed Skeleton reproachfully, as Horace

n;aahed the top of the mountain again.
“You'll get ymurst,lf into trouble!”
The ‘boys ate their lunch and watched
~Mr. Lal Tata, foiling up painfully from

- the lower elevation to which Horace had
- coased him.

There was no view from the
greatt pinnacle to which they
climbed—just a sea of clouds stretching
away to the blue horizon of the sea
and hiding all the Canary Islands from
their sv*rht But they agreed that it was
worth climbing up to the summit of the

Himalayas to see Lal chivvied down the
_ mountain-side by Horace.

14l was pretty sulky when he reached
He scowled at Horace, who
had seated himself tranquilly in the snow,
and was greedily devouring all the sand-

_wich-papers within reach.

“That goat ought to be spifiicated!”
“He is most unfit

for human societies. He thl presently

! '*hn the cause of great accident.”

HERBERT

bhrother
CJdackson.
o him o ab
some
J?ﬂd]‘{l‘lltb oft
quarters (%

“*Well, he’'s not coming on

screwing his portable toboggan together

and slapping down the nuts on the bolts
~ with a spanner.

“*We are going to show
some of you chaps how to go home
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 SYNOPLIS.
The story opens with a stormy inter-

view between Jack Turner and his father,

in which the latter informs Jack that he
is removing him from Beecheroft School

at the request of the headmaster, wlm
stigmatises  Jack  as “undesirahle.”
tealising that his son 18 a hardened @

voung scapegrace, Mr. Turner decides to
send him to Redelyfie, in the hope that
he may be steadiced by the good infiuence
of his twin brother, Dmks——d, boy ot the
right sort..
| a,ppreuatt, this arrangement,
not get on well with Jack, but promises

his . mther to do his best.

Dicky Turner does not much
as he does

Jack begins badly at Redelyfie by
15ing his ft,t,t, contrary to all the laws

| _0t fair-play, in a fight with a boy named
Drake.

His Farm-mahtel allots Jack to
Study No. 5, which is shared by  his
Dick.® Bob Travers, and
first, and the scapegrace, after
hitter words with his brother,
indignantly to . find other

(.H-{fﬂ{{:{. O f}"f_};}:;__, hf?‘ﬂ,;)

planted In
sinother r:d

Homcc with balle wiiich hit his head one
after the other and burst in showers of

He saw Lal dancing in front
~“of him, yelling
- iman.

| | He did not
<. like Lal at the hest of times, and he sus-

- peeted  that Lal the

.. as long a
- 1Tun as the small platform of the top of

he was off. hltt!n“’

tons!”

“nip in

SNOW |
- Horace was there to give him another

had |

L of the tobog ggan.

| very PYDLI‘IBHLBd in tobowanm :
' to do a lot of tobogganin’

this |
' t-obaggan!” sald Skeleton, who was busy

| They

Jack
The two latter refuse to admit

lookad in,
sitting at the tea-table.

- tentously.

“Mind you don't show ‘em how to tuke
a short cut to the cemetery!” put in
Captain Handyman. *“You are all right
it you Lkeep on the left-hand side of
yonder rocks. You are all wrong if you
get on the right-hand side!”

And he p¢ sinted to a eluster of great
rocks that broke through the snow f,z.buut
a mile downes the *«h:npa_,. -

“Right you are, sir!” said Skeleton,
as he placed his completed toboggan on
the ridge of the slope. * Now, you chaps,
who's coming down the ice with me? 1
can tvake four of vou—and Cecil.”

“1T'HE go!” said, Pongo.
frightened without me.”

“*Are you <c¢oming,
politely asked Lal.

Lal hesitated. He did not like the
look of that tremendous snow-slope, which
stretched away at a sharp angle for a

sir?2” Skeleton

| matter of three miles to the edﬂe of the

pumice-stone sea.

“Ha, you will ]u very careiul, Skele-
said he. “1 am mnot :funksome
but I do not wish to break my spinal
columns by silly dSSOHlﬂIltbh’”

- “That’s all right, sir,” said Skeleton
reassuringly. “W(, want a bit of weight
behind to m ake her travel. If you will
there behind Pongo, and Cecil
comes next to me, we shall be all Sir
Garnet-ho!”

Lal climbed on to the sledge.

Horace, the goat, seeing that things
were  getting ready for a  start, and

having eaten all the sandwich-papers that
were left, was hopping off down the
slope, leading the party. Chip and Porkis
crowded on to the back of the toboggan
to make up the crew. Skeleton twisted

the steering-cords round his wrists.
“Now we are all ready!” .. said ' he.
“When I give the word to push off, just
shove her off with your feet, and “she
And you are

will soon get under way.
to have the time of your lives,

1']"01111’!‘
you chaps You will be the first chaps

| who ecan say that they have tobogganed

down the slopes of the Peak of Teneriffe.
Push oft!”

Away the. toboggan went with her
shqut’ing, MErry Crew.

Cecil was a bit mnervous when she
started, and chattered and hung tight
with his great paws to hhnletans
shoulders. .

“Ha, be very carefulsome, Skeletons!”

Lal Tata from the centre
*‘heep well 1o leit of

warned Mr.

tlmsu rocks.”

“Trust me, sir!” said Sheleten “1T am
We 1sed
in the brick-
field behind my house at hiome.”

“This is not brick-fieids!” called Mr.
Lal Tata, as the toboggan struck a harder
patch of snow and started to gather
H[jiﬂfiki “This 1s jolly steep mountain.
This 1s more stifl than roofs of houses!”

There was no doubt now about the
slope . of the famous Pico de Teneriife.
had travelled beyond the slight
buige of the cone, and the toboggan was
ﬁumﬂ' over vhe great snow-field like a
fast mat@r’-ca,r. Mg,

“Cecil will be

l

them .as he peg sged down the slope,
‘Ing’in a bee-llnt towards the spot Whem

mile on
head-

Horace “had “'eained half a

*}mllmmm of feet below, the string. of
mules and donkeys were

Iiroo boys for their descent of the moun-

tain.
He heard the cheers of the toboggan
crew, and he turned round and looked

at them for a moment, snifling the crisp,
clear air LOHB(‘HIDtUﬁlhI%

All that Horace saw was a speck-_
traveiling rapidly down the mountain-
side in his direction.

He trotted on.

He trotted a bit
neared him. Skeleton,
steering the toboggan over Horace's trail.
He knew that Horace would have picked
out a good line of country. |

So he traced Horace's little footsteps
through the snow as the toboggan swung
down thie mighty slopes.

“Now she’s going!” he shouted tritm-
phantly. - =

His voice was lost on

the wind that

.whistled past the cars of the shouting

crew. 'They werce all® shonting but Lal.
He was hanging-on like grim death about
Pongo’s waistline.

The tobogean was now doing forty
miles per hour, and the snow-slope was
fizzing away from under her like a table-
cloth whipped from a table.

Horace was beginning to misdoubt the
intention of the toboggan.

He was travelling down the mountain
in great leaps a few hundred
ahead of them.

Boosh !

The toboggan
of ice-covered lava
through the snow,

1t %lm‘b ten feet into the air, and Lal
closed his eyes as tlmz planed through
SI}L{L‘(‘ ) "

Swish ! Down it came #again, ﬂght
side up, travelling with increased impetus,
siaking Lal’s &bmlmrll into his throat.

“Stop engines!” yelled L.a,l “The

machine he runs .:wn} with us

But there was no stopping the toboggan
now. It charged down on Horace, who
was legging it like a Derby winner down

the icy track.

hit a
rock that

Skeleton seemml hypnotised by Horace's |

back view.

He could not steer the toboggan .round |
the flying goat.

“Get out of the
yvelled,

Horace made one despairing effort to
outpace the flying toboggan.

But it got him with a rush, hurling
him hi¢gh in the air, where he tumed
a dozen somersaults at high speed, then
tumbled right into the crew, falling
between Lal and Porkis.

The toboggan took a sudden swerve.
Instead of going to the left of the rocks
indicated, it
and started down into a steep field oi
snow. where the thawed surface had
hardened into what was practically a
sheet of ice laid up on end with the
pitch. of a. house-roof.

“Now  we shan’'t be

way, Horace!l” he

long !

tremendous. ice-slope at terrific speed.

There were nearly two miles of it to

fily over, and there was no need to worry
about a track, for the great, smooth

slope lay blue and cold in the shadow of

the |

the great Peak for acres in extent,

The Kroo boys, far away over
pumice-field, were 1running about. like |

wild ants with ex
They saw a d

sitement.

train., towards the
which,

an  express

mounds of snow having slid from
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waiting with the )

§

faster as the cheers
very cleverly, was'

small projection |
¢ropped

switched .oft to the right

velled
Skeleton, as the toboggan fiew down the |

’ flying down the  side |
of the mountain, ﬂ}mﬂ* with the speed of |
great

‘shoulder,

't.hmf‘f&' -
‘he bummd and smashed into ten thou-

Price %

the slope 1 the form of an-wﬁhmc]'}e
earlier in the season, were laid up. at
the foot of the slope in'a big, melting,
rolling  switchback.

Hnmw' settled  on ' the sledge,  was
very good. He did not kiek or struggle.
He sat as one paralysed, jammed be-
tween Lal’s back and Porkis.

His fore-heoois were sticking out over
Lal’s  shoulders. Horaece : 'had © npever
wravelled so fast in his life. The wind of
the flying toboggan roared past his ears,
and 111:-; heard flew back over | his
tickling Porkis’ nosc, which
Was frmen oW w:th the speed of theu
descent.

o Lial ﬂ'manﬂd
This “is limits!

“This puts lid on all
Soon we  shall

sand’ pieces! * We are done in! ' Ho,
Death, where is thy sting?” k)
If the tolmmdu had hean cleeked 1t

would have been discovered that the last

mile of that terrific ice-slope was covered

in fitty-three seconds. |

Then Lal closed his eyes.
at the bottom of the glope,
them were huge undulations of
bundreds of feet in height.

Up they shot over the first of these
switchbacks. just missing a huge three-
cornered black rock which had

They

SNOW
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%1)1utteunﬂ* and r'i;uffhmg, ‘ﬂﬂ‘w
at the edge of a c¢révasse in
field with his eager paws

Cecil,
Hrahbmﬂ
the slush

Slowly he pulled himself out :-mu bdt iu :

the sea of sluzh. shwe,rmﬂ

Ceeil had fairly done in his B mn'* aﬂlt
this time. Only one trouser-leg was' left.
He had lost his school strawvard, with
its gay riband, and his collar was twisted
up-like a piece of -dirty mewspaper.

The ' Kroo  boys, yelling and* waving,
were getting close to them now. They
were carryinge coils of rope as they came
staggering up the doothilis of siushy
SNOW.

Skeleton ~ pointed to the “toboggan
proudly.

It lay where it had fallen, its shining

| %tu]-almd Funners gleaniing like silver in

! tlit‘

wera |
and shefore |

heen |

SUIn. |
“1 ecall that
he, *“That's

a jolly good sledge !’ said
real ship- work-—-—ﬁmd sound

teakwood, and fine, strong steel and
copper bolts, I bet there’'s nmot many
tnl;n_ﬂ‘*‘!;:mﬁ that. would have come down

where we've come down without getting

smashed to firewood. That last bit was
a fair corker!” pursued Skeleton.: **Pon
my word, when she took off from the top
of that hill ot snow I really didn't kunow

| where we were going!: It's a gosd job
that we fell soft. Supposing we had hit
anything hard! We should have Dbéen

brought down by the avalanﬂhe from the |

mnunt&m side.

Pown they Tlpped again into a
valley. Before them was the last hill of
snow, an almost precipitous ascent of
some three hundred feet.

“Hang on, boys!” yelled Skeleton,
taking a good hold of his steering-ropes.
“This will take the wind out of her!
This is where we stop!”

The toboggan tore up the slope, which
ended abruptly in a last broken tumble
of slushy, melting snow.

To the top of the slope 1t went.
its road failed it. It leaped clear

T_htr n
into

| the air twenty feet, like a porpoise jump-

ing out of the top of a wave.
The Kroo boys yelled.

dﬁﬂp:

smashed up like a pot of bloater-paste!
You could have spread us on bread-and.

L ‘butter!” :
“That's all right!? said’ C,l‘ii[}.-' “But

whem Pongo and Lal‘f"’ | Lyl
]’mlﬂ‘o answered the question., There

They were racing full speed across the |

sea of pumice that fringed the snow.
They saw Lal and Horace fly high
with the toboggan,

heels like acrobats. They saw the rest

of the boys shooting through the
right and left.
Then slosh they all came down, like

a handful of pebbles hurled together, the
melting snow splashing up where they
hit it, and disappeared in its depths.

Chn was the first to come climbing
out of the hole he had punched into the
snow when he had tallen.

Chip, being a light-weight, had
buried himself about five feet deep.

He crawled put of his hole and looked
around.

Close alongside him was
cavity, Irom ewhich sounded
bleat. .

“Maw !” remarked Horace. His horned
head popped up out of the cavity as he
looked around him in great astonish-
ment.

Then Porkis crawled out of the snow
where he had fallen.

“Hallo, Chip!” exclaimed Porky, rub-
bing the back of his head and feteching
out great cobs of half-melted snow from
the neck of his shirt.  “Anyone killed?”

Skeleton’s legs were kicking from a
snowdrift, and they pulled him out.

Skeleton sat up and puffed.

“1 told you chaps U'd bring you down
the mountain in record time!” said he
proudly. “If the snow had only lasted

only

a tunnel-like
an angry

down to the sea we should be on board
the ship by now!
- Qecil?”

Why, where's old

-FM_ =
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Dicky Turner glared fiercely at his scape-
grace brother.

‘“You bounder!’ he exe

“Ahem! Quite s0,” said Jack Turner,

claimed. ‘“What have you been doing now 27
No Luck ifor the Scapegrace, - Neither of them was at all pleased to

Tap by

Jack Tuarner tapped lightly on the dmr
of Study No. 4--the apartment shared by
‘Lpplehy and Hawkins.

“Come in, fathead!” sang out Appleby

clieerily,

boy opened the door and
to find the two Fourth-Formers

The new

Appleby and ‘Hawking Jfrowned por-

}

}

he remarked,
well-furnished study.

sev the new bhoy. as their looks suggested.
Bat Jack Turner appeared to be quite
unconscious of. the fact that his entry

was meeting with disapproval..

“You chaps look awliully comfortable!”
with a glance round the

“Go hon!” said . Appleby.

“And only two of you, toc,
new bhoy. £ g

SQuite
biuntly.

14

sufiicient ! said - Hawkins

said the

stepping into the study.
youve no
room with yvou.”

he remarked.
vou chaps, too.
on pretty well together.”

“But 1 presume
objection to my sharing the

“Eh$”

Appleby rose to his feet quickly and
glared at the presumptuous new boyv.
Jack Turner leaned against the easy-

chiair,

1 ke the appearance of this study.”
“And 1 like the look of
1 reckon we uuﬁht to gr:t

turning head over

air |

o— L mE R T em— = —r

TEE TR o

‘down. !

on the others’ |
“Who told you to come to this stud;y?’*-

‘rag over that gang.

was a heaving up of a pile of snow that
the sun’s rays had shaped like an: Esqui-
maux’ iglo, and Pongo _Wdlhur hmke
through ‘the crust. |

“Crikey 1* he exddlmed i t]mu ht

I'd gone through to Australmﬁf 1
tumbled right through into @ ' snow
cavern. This heap is l:(}llow_ The snow

has melted away from ‘underneath, and
the water tuns down and driains away
twrough the pumice. Are we all here?2”
“Yes!” said: Porky, looking round.
“We are all here, except old Lal Nﬂw,
where has old Lal got mv“ |
- “Let’s give him a hail!’
i ]'md an idea that I saw
through the air, close alongside Horace,
when ' the -toboggan sm.rted aviating.
But goodness knmw where heé  came
Lal weighs a lot, *yon Kknow.
He'd  carry farther than Horace.” |
“Let’s give him a shout!” echocd Chip.
“He must be somewhere about in the

said I’on 20
-him ﬂymg

SNOW. We can’'t track him, Dbecause
there are so many pot-holes in the stuft.”
Then, putting his hands to his nmuth
he shouted:
“1}115-&1‘ Lal "Pa-ta! Where—are—
}-ur.!ﬁ'

But no answer
chaos of snow.

He had disappeared somewhere through
the crust, as though he had beui qpmted
away by fairies.

“That's .a  licker!” said Pm'kv" “0ld
Lal must have tumbled thmu“h the snow
to Australia, or comewhere. Give him
another shout!” | |

The boys shouted. |
But no answer came from Lal. Only &
a mocking echo from the great . alom

dljﬂV{i., which mmhuwly answered baek :

“Mis-ter Lal Ta-ta!  Where—are—
Yerd §

came from the tangled

(Another magnificent lowg instalment
of this amazing new serial in next Mon-
day's issue of the BoYs' FRIEND. I should
be glad if readers would write and let me
Lnow what ng think af thla new atwy)

“There's something wrong with your
reckoner,” said Hawkins, wllu had also
jumped to his feet.

“l—]—1——" faltered the new . boy,
taken aback by the warlike mpre&smnﬁ
races

demanded Apl}l@b&

“Nobody; [---" |

“Chambers didn’t send mq here "

“No; e told me I was to share btudy‘
No. 4.7

“Well, you'd better go t—hem then,”
sald Appleby abruptly. “No. b is next
door.™ G

*1've bLeen there,” said Jack Turner.

“But I couldn’t think of remalining there.
The . chaps are absolute rotters! . They
wanted to chuck me out, until they ‘dis-

covered 1 was Dicky Turner’s brother,
and then-——-" | Wy

“T-0-Turner's brother?” stammered
Appleby, In astonisiment. '

Y eR.T

“1'm sorry  dfor Dicky!” erunted
Appleby. | |

“What did you say?” asked the new
boy. P

“Oh-—er—nothing !”  faltered &]}pleby

“But I say. you 'd better go 1 with your

brother, you know.”

Jack Turner snitted disdainfully.

“No, thanks!” he said. “The less I see
of him the better I shall like it! " I've
got no use for him or his pals!
lot of stuck-up prigs, and——-"

“They’re not!” said Hawking, at ﬂmze.
. He was very loyal to Bob Travers &
20,

The a sickly
inanner, | |

“You don't know them.” he said. “ But
all the same, we don’t want to chew the
If you don’t mind,
“"11 sit down and have tea.”

i E;H we do mind!” said Appleby ﬁrmly.

EC 11.?}33

“11 vou'rz hooked for Study Nﬁ i
you'd bhetter go there!” said .Applﬁby:

new  boy . grinned in

br usquely.
“Haven’t 1 told yﬁu I don’t want to

mix with those rotters?” demaunded Jach
Tmner. -
“Well, you're not going to mix w:th us,
old bhean!” said Appleby, with emphasis.
“What the dickeng——-—"

“"We're not at all keen on having young

cads with us!” said Appieby plam‘g,

They're a

Ak



KKKKKKK

_you like!”

.
=t
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i Ymmrr C-C- cads9”
boy, in surprise.

“I believe that was what 'I said!” ex-
claimed - Appleby, in. an. outspoken
manner. “You're a young cad, and—-"

“Look -here—-""

“We've got no use in tlns study for
chaps  who = can’t fight: fairly!”  said
Appleby.

stuttered the new

tion.

“If 'you mean to. suggest that I'm a
rotter——" he began. |

“I do,” replied Appleby, “and that’s

why 1 refuse to allow you to remain in
this study. You can buzz off as soon as

“1 won't!”
il 6 gk

“I’'m here, and I'm jolly well going to

st-ay.'llere!” sald Jack Turner dehber-
ately.

“You refuse to go?”

“0Of course I do!”

“Oh, good!” said Appleby, naddmg to
his chum. “You've made up your mind
not to hop it?”

1 YES b

“Well, we've decided that you shall!”

said Amﬂehy, and, reaching down, he
picked up a pair of tongs from the
fe_g.(lier.l ‘iNouLthen,. buzz off!”

Jack Turner backed away.

Hawkins picked up the poker, and the
two juniors, well-armed,
wards the obstinate new fellow.

“Better go quietly,” advised Hawkins,

swinging hiS poker in the air.

“Look here,”
towards the door
fellows want to kick up a fuss like this

Jor!”.

“Hop it!” said Hawkins. And he
prodded the new boy in the ribs with his

pﬂkﬁl’. !
- *“Ow! You rotter!” exclaimed Jack
Turner, “I-—I-—— Ow! Yarooooogh!”
* Buzz off !”
S P | Ow-w-w-w-w-w!”
‘“Bunk !”
“Ow! You beasts! You—-— Grooooogh!”’

Appleby pulled the door open “and
pointed to it with the pair of tongs.

“Better hop it while you've got the
chance!” he said. “If you stay another
second——"

“0h, you cads!” roared the new boy.
“I'Il' make ' vou suffer for thisg!
Ow!  Stoppit! Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!”

Hawkins lunged at the new boy.

The latter staggered throngh the door-
way. and landed with a
hard and vnsympathetic passage.

Next moment the door was shut with a
bang, leaving  Jack
threats of vengeance in the passage.

He .scrambled to his feet, and, after
bestowing a hefty kick on the panels of

the door, he slonched on down the |
passage. |

Jack Turner was in an extremeh bad
temper. |

His quest for a study had met with
failure.

Moreover,
and in need of his tea.

He stopped before Study No. 2, and,

the door.

nd Wilson were iust about to | : S
Mason and ilson were 3 b t | as you like !

clear the table.
Mason glared fiercely at the new boy.

“Hop it!” he .said curtly.
I'EI—___I SﬂY"""‘—"“"—,

“(Mear off!” exclaimed Mason belliger- |

ently, picking up a cushion from the easy-

chair.
“But  I-—-I want to—— Ow!

Yarooooogh!”.
Mason had hmled the cushion with un-

erring aim,

It caught Jack full on the face, send-

ing him backwards.
Wilson rushed forward

re-enter the roomn.

Study

“ A fellow who can't fight with-
out using hLis feet is an absolute rotter!”
Jack ’l‘urner 8 E}be ‘blazed with indigna-

that!”’

advanced to- |

said Jack Turner, backing
“l don’t see what vou |

. aback. Then he added quickly:
only just proving to you that I'm one
_ﬁf your sort!”

'l

bumn on the |

Turner muttering

he was feeling very hungry

Yow! a

and shut the §
door, just as the new boy was about to §

Published
Every Mcmd'ay

tﬂ hlm to have gamed admittance to
No. 1.

He started on ‘bread and-butter, then
partook ‘of some peaches and apricots.

- Next he decided to sample the plum-cake.

He was just preparing to cut himself a
slice wlien the door of the study opened,
to reveal four well-dressed juniors on the
threshold.

Jack Turner remﬂmsed them imme-
diately as-the {four nuts who ‘had tied
him to the trolley.

“Come in, you fellows!” he said affably.
“1I hope youn didn’t mind my starting tea

without you!”

“By gad!” drawled Drake, stepping into
the study. “What colossal cheek!”

“Cheek !” said Drury. *“It’s worse than

He advanced towards the boy.
“Who told you to come in here?” he de-
manded.
. “Now, . dnnt get ratty’” sald Jack
Turner. “There’'s no need for you to be
like the other chaps here. They're all a
lot of cads, and——

“ Just db()llt: your mark, I should think,”
sald Drake meaningly.

“Oh, 1 say!” said Jack Turner. 1 m
:-1wfully sorry for Kkicking you this after-
noon.- I lost my temper, you know. But
I was wild with you for fastening me to
that trolley.”

“Tt served you jolly well right!” said

'Drury unsympathetically.

i B o | Well, I suppose it did!”

| said Jack, in an endeavour to ingratiate

himself in the eyes of the nuts. “But
look here, can't we let bygones be by-
gones, and-——--"

“By gad!”

“I'm perfectly willing to forget what's
happened, so that we can be friends.”

“What!”

“You’ll find me a jolly decent chap to

get on with when.you know me,” went on

Jack Turner. “I smoke, and——"
“Blessed cheek!” ekclaimed Spooner,
“1 play cards——-"
a4 Ehi}”

“I don’t mind havmg 4 quid on a horse
occasionally, and——-"
“You cheeky cad!” exclaimed Drury.

“What the dlchens do you want acquaint-

g us with your habits for?”

“I I—1] " faltered Jack, taken

“Our s-s-8- -sort ! stuttered Drury.

“Yes,” said Jack. “1 know you chaps
are sporty.
ally, and—— ‘Here, what’s the game?”

Drury had audden]v stepped forward

‘and gripped Jack by the arm.

“I'm just going to show you the way to
the door,” said Drury calmly.

i le—-—} O U’

“You're far too Sporty for us!” said
Drury blandly.

to other fb“OW‘S grub.”
' “Look here—-"

“Are you going quwtly or have we got

to put you out?” demanded Drury. “'I‘hls
18 not a home for thieves, and-——" _
“Th-th-th-thieves!” stuttered Jack |
Turner. |
“Well, a chap who helps himself to |

- somebody else’s grub is a“thief, isn’t he ?”

without. troubling to knock, threw. open | remarked Drury.

. this study, it stands to reason we don’t

“As we bar thieves' in

want you here. You can hop it as soon

b6 1 I' I s 3y

“Dwuwy, old boy,” said Drake Ilan-

i guidly, “hadn’t we bettah warn the other

fellahs against this young repwobate?”
Drury looked at his ehum questioningly.
“I'm afraid I don’t catch on!” he said.

‘Turner indignantly.

provingly. | ;
wupt a gentlemman when he’s speaking..

6 I was |

You like a smoke occasion- |

| “We don’t mind an occa- |
sional smoke, but we don’'t help ourselves

THE BOYS' FRIENI]

. ‘Well he’s pwoved himself  to
thlef, hdsn t he?” sald Drake.
“I'm. not'.a 'thiell”
“1 only——-
“Be quiet, deah boy!” said Drake re-
“It’s bad mannahs to Intew-

: B

As 1 was sayin’, Dwuwy, old boy, we
ought to warn the other fellahs against

this chap.”

“Well, I'm hanged if I'm going to chase
round all the studies to—-"
“No need,” caid Drake, with a grin.
“There’s A much casier way of doin’ it
t!hfln txhdt
“How——-
“Listen!”
Drake placed his mouth to Drury's ear,
and imparted his scheme to his chum

1>

in a whisper that was not audible to Jack |

Turner.
Drury walked- quickly across the room.
Jack Kept his eyes fixed on the dandy,
and when he saw: the latter pick up a

long rope from the corner of the study, |

he uttered an eilaculation.

“What the dickens—-"

“Collar him, you fellows!" exclaimed
Drury, and Spooner and Slade promptly
obeyed the order.

Drake had found a large piece of white
cardboard, and was soon busy pencilling
words on it In large capitals.

Drury stepped towards Jack
with the length of rope.

“You cads!” shouted Jack
struggling in the grasp

Turner

Turner,

(lundie:e;. “Let me go! Let me——"
‘You're going all right!” chuckled
Drury, tym Jdck’ wrists together. *In

faet, you're going: very quickly. Ha, ha!
Bm,k up with that'card, Drake!”
“Hha’n’b be a minute, deah boy!"”
Having tied Jack’s wrists together,
Drury proceeded to fasten the unfortunate
junior’s arms toihis sides.
Jack struggled and kicked, and yelled

at the tep of his voicee.

But the nuts were in a relentless mood,
and' his chance of making an escape was
absolutely hopeless.

“I'm ready, deah boy!”
Drake, holding out the card.

The other d&ndlea roared with laughter
when they saw the words that were in-
scribed on it.

remarked

“Hand it over!”
The card was passed to Drury, who
pinned it to Jack Turner’s chest.
“Now,” said Drury, wagging a finger
at the mptwe junior,  “this is to tefich
you not to be so cheeky, and to lcave
other ~ fellows’ grub alone. Out  with

| him, you fellows!”

Jack Turner was hustled towards the
open doorway.

Then the four elegant nuts planted
their elegant boots in the middle of the
new boy's back, and he was sent spinning
into the passage.

The door of Study No. 1 closed with

' a bang, and Jack Tu'ner was left alone |

in his misery..
Truly his quest for a study had proved

;1 ldlll]I‘G-—-Z]. most dmmal failure, in fact.
Jack Turnar s Find.
“Ow! Grooogh!”
- “What the merry dickens 7 ex-

claimed Dicky Turner, jumping up from
.lus chair 1in Study No. 5.
“Ow! The rotters! Yow-ow-ow-ow'"
“Sounds as though somebody’s been

through it,” remarked Bob Travers, as
there came another dismal howl from out-
side the study.

“1f that’'s my munrf%rotherw-—-—” bLEEdIl-
Dicky Turner, frowning seriously,

be a

exclaimed Jdack,

of the other )

“That’s topping!” said Drury approv-
ingly. --

‘my’‘arm!”’

? hoard,
| doing 80,” said Dicky.

Jack made a rush at the

hurled it open.

“Look here. you Lgm——-w—" he began.:

door, and @

erte tn me whenaver vou arm doubt r dlfﬁcult Tll me ahot . oumpf lat
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He did not have time to finish his re-
mark, for next moment ‘the door of the {
atud’y opened to reveal Jack Turner on'

the threshold.

His arms were tied to his sides, and
Dicky glared as he caught sight of the
card on his brother’s Lhest

For these were the words that Dmhe |

had scrawled in large capitals:
“TAKE WARNING!
THIS PERSON 1S A THIEF!

DON'T LET HIM GE i 4
| PROPERTY !”

Bob Travers and Jackson were grin-

ning. |

They guessed that the new boy bhad
fallen foul of some fellows in the |
Fourth, who had japed him in conse-
quence, ,

Dicky, however, was glaring fiercely
at his scapegrace Dbrother. |

“You bounder!” he exclaimed. “What
have you been doing now? What—--7"

“Cut me loose, you fathead!” shouted
his brother. “Can’t you see I'm tied
up‘)ﬂ

“I've a jolly good mind to IG&YL you
lilee: : aidgi 2 4t mld - Dicky disgruntledly.
“You’w: made a jolly mnice beginning
here.”,

Y0h,
9, SNeer.
place.
rotter, and-——-"

“You—you—you——" Dicky was almost
heside himself with rage and annoyance.
He had just about had enough of his
brother for one day.

draw it mild!” said Jack, with
“T wish I'd never come to the

Bob Travers picked up a knife from the |

table and handed it to Dicky.

“Here you are, Dicky, old son!” he
gaid. “Better cut him free, He’ll get the
cramp in ‘his arms.soon if you don’t

| buck up.”

“Serves him right all he gets"’ grunted
Dicky.

“0Oh, does it!” smd Jack disagrecably.
“I'd like to know how you'd care to be
tied up like this.”

“1It’s your own fault!” growled Dicky, |

a8 he cut the ropes that bound his
brother’s armas.

“M-m-m-my fault?”

“If you’ve been thieving other people’s
property, you must expect to sufier for
it,” said Dicky.

“I—1 jolly well haven’t!™

“Look at this!”

Dicky took.the card from his brother’s
chest and placed it on the table.

Jack read the words which had been
{-you go on as you've

inscribed by the dandy.
His eyes f{fairly dilated in anger and

astonishment.
“The rotters!”
“T’11 smash them for thls'

_holding ' his

“You've got
day. I'm

“No rear!” .said  Dicky,
brother in a firm grasp.
into enough trouble for one

not ﬂ'mnﬂ‘ to allow ‘vou to get into any

more.’
“I tell .you I'm going to smash those

| rotters!” said Jack, breathing hard.

“And 1 tell you you're going to remain
here,” said Dicky
let you go,” he added, “ynu*ll only dis-
grace yourself still more.’

“D-d-d-disgrace myself!” stuttered Jack.

“Well, to judge by that bit of card-
It looks as though you'we been

”Thd,ts all rot!”

ma know what you thmk of the

“Hallo!

gcase.
“T’'m ecoming in here,”
“T haven't had: any tea, and-————"
“"That’s vour own look-out!”

& B]lt“"""""‘""‘"”
Biff ! - _ LS |
Mason burled the Latin dictionary )

swiftly through the air.
Jack Turner saw it coming,

being hit.
Hf; was about to enter the study again,

however, when, to his chagrin, he heard

the sound of the key being turned in the €

lock.
Thuﬁw—-th amp—vhud !

Jack Turner kicked and thumped on the
he received §
ecame In thz form of hilarious chuckles €

# bhackwoods.

door, but the only answer

from the occupants.

A5 l ot wanted in Study j
He was certainly not wante udy K the japer finds he has to pay for his llttle

NOo. 2,

He gave the door one last savage kick, 3

and them determined not to be outdone, “ THE BOYS WHO CAUGHT THE

he passed on to Study Ne. 1.

Jack poked his head round the door,
and, to his amazement,
room empty.

But his tace lightened up as ‘he gazed
at the table, which was ldl{l all ready
for tea. |

There were a host of good things read}' i
\ @& tricks again, and is duly dealt WIth by
There was a large plum 2 Dick D{}rrmgtt}n .

to be eaten.

cake, several Kinds of jam, a tin of sar-
dines, plenty of bisecuits and bread-and- §

butter, and some stewed peaches and @€
apricots. ;

Jack’s mouth watered at sight of the ?
spread.

Without hesitation ne sat down at the €
¢ of the true metal that is in him, though

table and cominenced eating.

The fact that he was eating food which @
| dld not befon to him did not worry him 3%
in the sllghtest

After receiving such cool recentions in €
¥ for many a long day!

the thef‘l studies, it was a g relief
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You again?” said Ma;gn, }fm?— *."f;
bing a Latin dictionary from the book- ¢ Tt A LA,
» FOR NE.XT Mﬂhﬂﬂ’h

said the new boy. ¥

he found the § our grand adventure story,

£ week with the further exciting incidents
¥ in which Lal Tata and the boys are con-
8 cerned

§ Herbert Britton’s

The title of Owen Conquest’'s next fine

school yarn is
H ROOKWOOD’'S HERO ! »

. and it is full of delightful humour, with
and shot @

quickly out into the passage to avoid ¢ 0 the 1Ia
AR ey ! ® that it numbers a real hero in its junior

a fine piece of rescue-work as the central
incident. Rookwood wakes to the fact

ranks, and when the identity of the hero

& hecomes known Rookwood gasps—in sheer

amazement !
“TOO MUCH OF A JOKE "

is the title of Martin Clifford’s next coms-
plete story of the famous school in the
Frank Richards has rather
an emharrassing time, but in the upshot

ioke.

KAISER !
deals next

leave Santa Cruz.
gets up to his

before they
Von Slyden, incidentally,

In our next instalment of

i THE SCAPEQRACE OF RED-
CLYFFE!”

poweriul school serial,
Jack Turner begins to show the first signs

obscured, as a rule, by his unprepossessing
manners. Bob Travers gives him a lead,

b and he “backs up ” like a good 'un—the

first sign of grace shown by the scapegrace
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CONCERNING VALENTINE

L frte R papel =g

R AR L R S RS TR R IEE

From the evidence of my postbag lately
a large number of my chums are evine-
ing an increasing interest in Valentine
the somewhat dandified, yet
cool and competent, junior in the Fourth
Formm at Rt}ehwoc}d
several occasions latelv, has shown in no
uncertain fashion of 'what sterling stufi
he 15 made, and there is no queqtlon but
that he is destined in the near future to
play an increasingly important part in
the affairs of the Fourth Form at Rook-
wood. One letter that 'reached me
recently, signed “Three Faithfiul
Readers,” even suggested that “ Morny »
should {rhdllenﬂe Jimmy Silver's acknow-
ledged mptdmcy of the Fourth Form.
This suggestion opens up some very in-
teresting possibilities, and I should be
glad if all my chums interested in the
matter would drop me a line and let me
have their views. In the meantime some
very interesting developments are pend-
ing at Iookwood s0 my chums may look
out now for a "-HC(‘C:;‘EIOI‘I of particularly
fine stories from Owen Conquest’s gifted
pen,

MY EVER-GROWING POSTBAG.

Among my Ietters are those fmm a
smart young fellow whose work lies in a
colliery region. He is a thinker, too, and
he often tells me what his impressions are
as he goes through the heavy routine of
his working-day.

I am glad to have all such letters.
They come from those who have followed
the BoYS§ FRrIEND for years, and whose
one wish '18 to have the old Green 'Un
published dailly! |

These are the real letters, the letters

& Gotch, Litd.:

IJ_,.-

Mornington, on |

are not What are

that is, they are not mncemed with one’s %

play, but they come from some € ally.
doubt or another as to which is the best €
course to pursue in choosing a career, or @ Lravers.
in deciding whether to abandon some 3

wage-earning certainty for a more glitter- € the cheroot into his Dﬂ'ﬁhﬂ he moved

g along the p&%d”{‘
these letters. It €
¥ scapegrace’s face as he
p stairs to the Fourth Form dormitory. but
whether they Keep rahblts or cr:}ller*t
& had left that chumt in the passage, and

¢ had not placed it in his pocket.
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,. '-"fglumunmﬂﬁ“‘ b

~worth having, like those Whldl came n*um

my, friends on active service during ‘the € Young scapegrace 111 a most diplomatic

war. I'was asked to write back to Some- . g nanner.

where in France, and I have always
obeyed the mandate by return. Duty

bpecame a pleasure once more, as it always '

should be.
division between the two.

drummer from the North who wanted to
hear about Manchester, and, knowing

city on the Irwell edhlly enough.

I have correspondents from the Sunny
South ; others who want help in lan-
guages, in history, in m*erythlnﬂ almost
under the sun.

And then there
touching notes from fellows who are pass-
ing through the period of depression,
feeling that they are not getting on well
enough with their work, or else they are

experiencing the inevitable lanelmess of #

a first departure from home,

I am always ready to give advice. As § a large cheroot lying in the Ceﬂtrt., of'

the passage.

scme of the WOI'L:L difficulties
called physical ones—

you all know,

work or

ing but less sure prospect.

I welcome them all,
is a pleasure to hear what my
doing, whether they

friends are
are nathmllbta

butterflies.

One of my most mmtant COITespon-
dents is a soldier in the Italian Army,
who for many months was a prisoner to
the Austrians.
managed to get a postecard thmu‘gh
London, ! _

THE EDITOR.

Thma Haltpence

NEAR lUUR

Every fellow I come across is a

would say if he knew how
| acting?

he e'{ch,1med angr_lly.
'l Leggo.

determinedly. He |
forced his brother into a chair. *“If I

versation, and
€ o remarkable change had taken pldm., in

There should be no marked & Jack Turner.

There was a @

he led the way out of the study.

3 l—l-—--nq—.

marked Bob with a grin.
¢ shall have to be in this.”

But, prisoner or not, he § this splendid new school serial in next Mon-

addressed to the Companion Papers in & day’s issue of the BoYS' FRIEND.

» be glad if readers would write and let me

12/4/19

“Well, responﬁible' for the'
%cmwl‘?” |
. Jack Turner leaned back in his chair-
and snifted. |
"'Esome silly ass who can’t pronounce .
his *ra. " hc replied carelessly. ' *“He's
a blessed fop, like the rest of his pals.”
Dicky Iruwn{,d thoughtfully.

o1 didn’t know we’ had any fops I.rICI'G o

Who’ :

' he remarked.

1 expect they're those new. Ehd!’la 1

| told 'you about)”’ sugoested Bob meerm

' By Jove!” e}u.,lmmt,d Dicky. * Were
they those chaps who tied you to the
trollay"”
"> They were.” Ibphed Jack sharply.

“H’m!” Dicky thounﬁht for a moment.
“Now, look here, Jack,” he added firmly,
“those fellows were a lot of cads to tu,
}ml to the trolley.”

‘T know they were, and yet-~—"
““But you were a cad to start kicking
when fighting the rhap you tipped off
the tmller » said Dicky, with emphasis. .

“1f you're going to give me. a SUT=

mon—-—" l}egau Jack indignantly.
» o T'my moty” s said | Dieky. |4 1'm ¢ merely
| trying to thrash this matter out. Those

‘new fellows had no right to fasten you to

.the trolley; all the same, You were at

fault 1n fighting with your feet. Now,

%hwant tf) find out who's to blame fm'
1S5

Dicky pointed to the DIE{‘E; of card-
board.

“If you thmh I'm to blame——" began
Jack.

“Well, whv did they tie you up and
stick that card on you ™. |

3 ”\Ierely because 1 tucked in to their
grub,” explained = Jack. “There was
11oldmdy in the room, so I helped myself
and-—— -

“Helped Vaurself?” ~

“Yes; I was jolly hunery,” said Jack.
“1 didn’t think they’d object. but when
I suggested that I shared their study
they piled on me and tied me up.” |

Dicky smiled bitterly.

g Well I can’t say I blame them,” he'
said. “You'll get handled worse if you
don’t mend your ways.” |

“M-m-my ways?” -

“Yes,” said- Dicky. “You've behaved
like a cad ever since we left home this.
morning. What do you think the pater
you'd been
You promised hlm to turn over
a new leaf—-o-"

“And I intend to keep the pmmm”"'
broke in -Jack hotly. He appeared to
resent the suggestion that he had broken
his word. |

Dicky sniffed disdainfully.

“Well, you certainly won't do so: it
qtartﬂd * he sald.

“Oh, rats!”

“ Look herg——-" - | h

i | SAY,. Dicky, old son,” exclaimed Bol
Travers, “what about some tea for Jack?
He must be jolly hungry after—after-—-"

“He doesn’t deserve to have any tea!l”
growled Dicky. - |

*And, what’s more, I don’t want any—
‘at any mi«e, in this study!” said Jack.

“0h, that's  all piffle!” said Bob
Travers, in an earnest endeavour to pour
oil on the troubled waters. “I'll soon

¥3

{ make you a' hot cup of tea!”

“It's no good trying to soft- -s0ap  me
—" hegan Jack resentiully. LR

ST Lt lberad, T DieRy I W ia
patience almost at its! last gasp. . || He
moved quickly towards ' the door. “1’1[
be back in a few minutes, you ifellows,”
he said. “I'm’ just going to. pay Jlmmy
Wren & Co. a visit.”

Next moment. Dicky had dlsappeared
down the passage. -

There 'was 110 doubt he had done the

_-' wisest thing in leaving the study.

Had he remained he would surelv have

had a bitter guarrel with his brother.

Dicky had realised this, and to prevent '

{ such an ‘occurrence he had’ taken his
I departure.
) Moreover, he knew that Bob Travers

$ wonld raise no objection to having Jack
| 3 left. in his charge-~knew, too, that Bob
, would be able to handle his brother in a
A more tactful manner.

The plan certainly worked very well.
Bob Travers ‘and Jack handled the

They kept up a cheerful, flow or c¢on-
when bed-timme arrived

The  sulky, rt,hf.,lliaua expression  had
vanished from his face, and he was look-

ing bright and happy.
Manchester as I do, we wuld c-hat of the § ‘ ] ‘ 1

said Bob, as
'L WE}"

“Come along, old son!”

Bob bmkt, off abruptly, for just as he

} opened the door several figures flashed

%'by, bearing a large hamper.
come those always Ys A i b

“Looks like a dormitory feed!” re-

“F reckon we

“What-ho!” said Jackson. |
Jack Turner did not say anything. |
His attention had been drawn towards

He I'JlClxﬁd it up and gamd at it cr1t1c~

“Come along, Jack!” sang out Bob

“Coming !” replied Jack; and, slipping
pag

a very pleasant smile on the
mounted the

There was

he was to have great cause to wish he

(Another magnificent long 'i-r:-zst-almﬁﬂt of

I should

know what they think pf this new story.)

The Flaetway House, Farringdon Street,

London, E.C. 4 .
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