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The neweomer took in the situation at a glance, and sprang beldly to
' the rescue of Dr. Chisholm, Right and left he hit out, and two of the
® rascals rolled in the dust,

- | HELP FOR THE HEA

-

i - TR s U e .
Lm
| The 1st Chapter. and finally scattered a chowce selection |  “This isn’t a time to be thinking of | of the end study hurled themselves “1 tell sou——"
Not Qood Enouagh. of blats all over the table, impots IV npon their ieader. Bump!

| Bang ! - ‘:;‘_Imr_ger;_n:e_-u_de._}:‘rﬁl';' J'.::l: ny Stlver's Eﬁ?'::tu'r.li glared at him. 1 Jj:'.::.t:_r f:‘nil-.xzr jumped up and | me::._*: :-;M- struzgied 1r rat
. Jimmy Silver of the Fourth Form ol o 3%1}: ,“ﬂ[lim.m TS (et T I “1've got to write this over again [ | Dacked away, but their grasp was | in the grasp oi his exasperated chums

at Rookwood brought his fist down | 1:, ¢ x "']-113.'1]:' ..-."F:,I, ; '*-’-'-";J‘i'-'!":r .- repeated | Loy ied :"-E_‘-'-‘t:::'ill'lf.'. Hpon _::.un;' and he was ,:."‘:":'“;"'j down | W hat he wanted to tell them was u
- UpPon the table in the end studv. X Il.i.li“':__ ;_'i ”"il u.t._:_ill].'.__-. i . ”_{111, l'II.TEf: upon :::'-":iﬂ"ﬁ'l.. Wity 1he U0, sprawimng I»:I!_.n_‘t‘."- | * }.Lxh}'_ _\‘.--.f.'r*r:_;nn ;_L.‘,'.‘L_I. Love
X KTt's rot weod ernough I’ he 6x- SRR AW JEAE - CAORLEL. | roared | Jimmy Silver brought his fist down | on top ol 11'::3. e T did not want to heac It. Lhey wagre
clatmed. o = .‘l."T_!lH!' _}.'LI’-"EEF-{ T_._-.i'i'i'-h. : upon the +t:1b1+3 OICO Inore, whicl ; Rdh_'-' Cauga : s Iu:‘:i in the i:;l_h}:'-- content '-.‘.'.'Eh 7..-.:-‘.'15-1:.-._: their leader.

The leader of the Fistical Foar had I tell you—— rocked ominously,  cloth, and tea-things, impots, and ink- IT Bump®
bt sitting S e atudie tuble with ‘a “T.oole at ms il_l'llri.'lt -1 g!'-i!'-*flt't; “Y ol vou it's not g-}ﬂii ononeh 17° pot. L%*r-:_:._:-;-:n]:'*.i IO the areplace with ““Y arooh !

'I}l“:‘ E'.‘R"tj’iIlb-‘“ “-E-IEL ‘Et i‘l”r,'i '1_"_-“_:1“. : i ) B F Ll ! | T_. - “[1. i:\l 1":" |:|..'I-I|-J.|i* _1:'..1 -}'ir]_r.-

very thoughtiul expression on his | Raby and Newcome in unison, he. 3 | |
roodL. :_Ii':* 1 210 ;_-.i!l:‘ili'1 -\3’. }:I'I-"?'_-I--L

face, and he had suddenly come out of The leader of the Fistical Four did | heaped in the centre of the table, | ~Ow! Yow!” kowled Lovell, as a | ugio S i, e

hig reverie with that emphatic re- | 10t heed. Lovell's ruined letter, and | danced unc rtainly, and a cup hali- | fiying saucer caugiit Inm tn the back WOOa J00K0E 1 A STHE CEHIR. Oyer .I.'“
mark, which resulted in dire conse- | Raby and Newcome's impots did not | filled with tea shot out into Lovell's | of the neck. handsome face as he gazed on the
quences for his chums. appeal to him in the least. He | waistcoak. | " Yarcoogh!" roared Jimmy Silver, | scene.

Arthur Edward Lovell was writing | fhumped the table again. * There was a roar from Lovell as he | 05 Dewcome sat on his head. ~ What's -~ the " little"game 2™ ke
-' & letder on one carner of the table, “It's not good enough !’ dabbed at his waistcoat with his hand. ~ I'll teach you to ruin my impotI” | drawle
F and Raby and Newcome were scribbl- “1 should joily well sas i v | Kerchief. .“,f%',"lm,p aim L Bump . - oa
ing away at an imposition as if for | roared Raby, holding up his ruined “You burbling chump. Jimmy !” - Ihat's the ideal” ~“XYow! Helpl!l" teared Jimm
dear life. | 1mpot, “1 shall have t ‘ ' .

e

o do the “Collar the ass!" exciaimed Raby Bump ! §NEVOE -

_ The sudden crash of Jimmy Silver's | beastly thing all over again, and | wrathfullv. *“He's  getting danger- |  “Ow;: Stoppit. sou asses. I was] . bet out, Morny,” said Rabs
list meeting -the table was wery | Carthew wants it in half an hour. | cus!” < 3 i oo to sav——"" - | “"Jmmmy has suddenly gone dottr. and
disastrons, both to Lovell's letter | vou burbling ass!” “T'Il teach him to muck up my im- | Bump'@ Were Knocsing a little sense it
and the impots. i . " Blow your impot | pot 1" howled Newcome. “*Yaroowh ! aim.

I'he inkpot danced dsngerdusly, il And with one accord the occupanis | *““Ha, ha, la!” 1 (Continucd on the next! page.)
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.+ colour the proverbial lobster.

. . were sitting
S mdll‘il‘rlﬂllﬂ'-‘ he-held up his hand.

<3

he - done? inquired

“What's
Mornington, with a chuckle.
“He's mucked up my impotl=
“ And mine!” howled Rabj.
“IHe's spoiled my letter 1™

“Leggo, you asses! 1 was only
Saving Yow! Lend us 2 hand,
11{};!:}'1 and drag these chumps off my
neck.™

“He looks as if he’s had enocugh,”
drawled Mornmgton, ‘“and you chaps
jook as if youn had been through a
mangle.”

Raby, Newcome, and Lovell paused
and looked at each other. Certainly
they were in a queer state. Lovell's
collar had parted company with his
tie, which was somewhere round the
back of his neck, and a huge blot of
::‘E. gave colour to the cumplemnn

f Raby, while Newcome's nose was
;aut b-e-c,ame mflamed as he dabbed
at the crimson stain which flowed
irom that organ.

Jimmy Silver sat up breathlessly.
He haun t much breath left, but what
Iittle he had he in g yell
of laughter as he beheld the ludi-
crous s hcleoihjschm

B Hﬂ, hﬂ, halﬂ

Raby, Newcome, and Lovell be-
stowed wrathfel glances upea thesr
leader as he sat on the floor, but their
wrathful glances cha::ged “to merri-

ment as they saw fmnght

Jimmy Sﬁfer .
“Ha, ha, hal”® -
Jimmy' Eﬁm louked up Iinguir-
ingls.
* Shat up,yuﬂm'“
-uHa*
" The léa

:&imthemmum&emmtd

FIECE

“Great 2

Jimmy face had s-uﬂﬂ-eﬂ
considerably n thl.i‘. Iittle scuffle.
~ Evidently the inkpot mast have found

" & resting-place when it left the table,

for the greater portion of the ink
sccemed to have affectionately attached
itself to Ins face.

Jimmy Silver gave a roar as he
saw his reflection. In the scuffle he
had not noticed the presence of the
ink on his face. He had been too

busy, but the fact of its presence now

alarmed hum.

With a rush, he bolted out of the
study, and made for the bath-room,
.and for the next half hour he scrubbed
“away at his face tilll % resembled in
When
-t length he rejoined his chums who
at the table and writing

“1 was going to say——"
T DI"'F up ! R
Junmj’ Silver snorted.

‘“You-chaps remind me of Horatio
‘ﬂ'llﬂ fiddled while Rome was burning.
Your blessed impots can wait!"”

“Horatio!” reared Lovell, looking
up from his letter. *“It was Nero! '"
“Well, 1 don’t care who it was.'
said JImIH}' Silver hastily, * But
vou fellows remind me of ]:IIH'I The
hanour of the Fougth is at stake, and
all you can burble about is impots and

lt_ﬁtl‘s

What g the matter with the
honour of the Fourth?" asked Raby.

- Wh that rotter, Carthew, as

1t a bit too thick ¥

At ihr.- mention of Carthew Jimmy
Silver's chums IBoked up. Mr,
Bootles, master of the Fourth Form,
had been called away to London on
important business, and Mark
Carthew, a prefect of the Sixth had
been placed n charge of the Fourth
during the master’s absence, by order
of Dr Chisholm. He had commenced
hils reign as Form-master with a
Iiberal distribution of canings and
impots. Mark Carthew did not like
the Fourth, especially Jimmy Silver
& Co., and it was in his nature to
take advantage of his position, and
make things hot for the heroes of the
Fourth.

Jimmy Silver & Co had had many
tussles with the black sheep of the
Su;th and generally came off best,
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but it was the prefect's turn now, and
he was making himsell felt.
“Something ought to be done,”
murmured Jimmy Silver.
*“Hear, hear! P2
“Is that what vou were trying to
tell us an hour age ¥ asked Lovell.
Jlﬂ‘lfﬂ'ﬁ" Silver snorted.
“Yes. You —chumps “uuldn t
listen ! }

“Ha, ha, hal”

“It’s up to us—the Fourth I mean
—to squash Carthew,”
Jimmy Silver unheedmgly

“Hrﬁrl st th ti

A suggest calling a meetin

“*Good - I~ agreed Raby
“Let's go and talk to Mornington.”
- And the TFistical Four made their
way to Study No. & woccupied by
Mornington, the junior captain, and
Kit Erroll.

went on

1 -

The 2nd Chapiers
The Meeting.

“Come in ! sang out Kit Emi:l Itu

there came a tap at the donr
Study No. 4.

“J immy E-hlrer & Co. 'wllke:;‘t -IE
ornington, who was
the window, tarned roun Eiﬂl‘-ﬂ |

their appruach,
“Well?7” he demanded, wiﬂ
smile. _
“TI've just dropped in maﬁe a
suggestion,” began Jimmy Silver.
Mornin nodded encouragmngly.
Since he had taken the place 1:{
Jimmy Silver as Jumur ca
had come fo rely
and advice of that unmr | ;
' "‘I‘thmk its Itp to Eh'E Eonrﬂ!la

Carthew down a p&g w'-mt«an
v Silver, &
.f“mzmhem}‘hm&ﬂf”“
. Lovell I" i *“‘"':‘ %
Eﬂvet. - dmng tim hﬁ%}?’
“Brre!®

5 § thmkmuughttouﬂamaft-
ing, Morny, and put it So the vote.

“Yes,” d:mﬂ-ad Mc with |
a gleam in his eyes "rotter

isn’t playing the game. Heuuneﬂmer
this morming for whisthmg in the

passage 1
The F:tl,m:mrhnkad ﬂm—

tic. They, too, had felt tho severity
of Carthew’s canings.
There was silence in the Etudy' jor

a moment.
“Yes, by gad, T ca]l 2 me-ettp' x

{ said Mommgtum aiter a pausc,

1IG_M 1=»

“Jf we can’t think out a way to
make Carthew sit up, I'll eat my hnt %
said Jimmy Silver.

“Don't be so rash, Jimmy, hats
cost a deuce of a price these days, and
even vour mdulgent pater would stmk
at buying you a new one this ferm,”
said Arthur Edward Lovell

* Fathead I ;

Mornington scribbled gut a notice
to the effect that he was calling a
meeting of the Fourth Form in.the
Common-room, and the
walked over to the notice hoard ‘and

pimned 1t up. Instantly the news
buzzed round the Fourth, and dis-
cussion waxed hot. Pruchca!lj' every-
one had guessed that it was to do
with Mark Carthew that the meeting
had been called, and all eagerly
awaited the meetmg which was to be
held after prep. _

As the Fourth tock their places at
prep, Carthew, ash-plant in hand,
strode into the room, and ran his
eve over the form.

A gleam of satisfaction came into
liis eye as he saw the place usually
occupied by Tubby Muffin, the fat
Classical junier, vacant.

“Where's Muffin ¥ he asked, with
a flourish of the ash-phmt.. |

“T'm here, Carthew !” 1

Tubby Huﬁu, books in hand, rolled
in at the door, and glanced nervously
at the prefect.

“Come here !

The fat junior, tremblin
limb, went over to the de

“You're late !”

“0Oh, really, Carthew—" began l
Tubby helpleaslv

”Yuu re late!” repeated Carthew,

In every +

T

| from Muﬂin.

- ¢ Muffin—had
ﬁce, and for-the time being was

pon the ]uﬂgmt; :

Jumiors - liiil-liiliil'llillil!illlliii!l Tl MM

“Hold out your hand!”

“TLook here, —"

Whaeck !

“Yow-ow-ow !'*

Mark varthew brought the ecane
down viciously u nn the hapless
Tubbyv's ample sheo

“Hold nut j'nurkha.uﬂ'"

Tubby Muffin, keeping one eye on
thermi:mdtbeﬁther ugpon thg.fnne
of the furious prefect, heid out his
hand. Carthew, with a glimmer of

a smile upon his face, potsed the cane {

aloft, enjoying the terror he fancied

| the fat Classical was feeling on his

account.

Down came the cane, followed by
a yell; but the yell did mot come
And, to the surprise of
the juniors, Carthew began to dance
about on one leg, clasping the other
tenderly.

“Ow! Yow! You young scoun-
drel ! howled Carthew.

Tubbu Muffin bad not waited for
the cane to reach his hand. At the
critical moment he had puolled his
hand away, and Carthew had received
the full benefit of the stroke upon
the fleshy portion of his leg.

He danced round the &Es“' like a

Dervish, still clasping his mjured Jeg.

“Oh! Ow! My legi» -

HHa hﬂ. hn 122

The juniors were langhing now;
they were enjoving this little scene
enacted by Ca rﬁtew and thev showed

appreciation aecordi: ngly.

“Ha, ha, ha!"
- * o Jt Cﬂrthew' 2
"“Sﬂeuce 1 raared Uafthew. realis-
Ifl‘i: that his dignity was suffering.
*“The next boy who speaks I shall
cane severely I

- The lnughmg died dowmn, and the

junidrs settled down to their work.
fll.ha cause of gll the trouble—Tubbs

anietly rolled to his

gotten;. bué when prep. Was
finished Carthew r.-ullared th& fat

Classical as be was sneaking towards
'ifhu door; . gnd waited till all the
& “juniors had passed ont.

- “Now, yon young scoundrel, I'll
teach you ! roared Carthew.

And the cane to play about
the fat person of the hapless Tubby.

Whack !

“Yow-ow-ow 17

Whack T~ . <+ |
. “Yarcoh! Ow! Yaw ! Stoppit,
pu-u beast 1'" lwﬁ!ed Muﬁu.

Whmk *

Mn mmblg to hts_ feei:, it
ﬁng his_imjuries, and holted for the

Tuhby Huﬁn arrived "at the
bommammm just as the meeting

| wae about to begin.  The meeting
was a crowded one. Almost all the
Fourth was there, and a sprinkling

of the Tig.:ﬂ who had come to see

"ﬁhﬁ fan.

Mornington jhnd appmnted himself
tﬂzmrmn.u, and was standing on one of
the desks in a striking attitude:

“I say, you fellqwz 1" burst ént
Tubby Muffin.

“Gentlemen of the TFourth—"
began Momingion, - '

* Hear, hear[”

. *“Go it, Mormy !"”
' *(ientlemen—>"
_ “Hour.ay i
“This meeting is assembled,” went
on Moraington, in & louder tnne, *“to

........
Qo
------------
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No. 1. Just Qut!

A NEW Sports Weekly

A profusely illustratec jbumai dealing with every

discuss ways and means. of = _ﬂimg on
Carthew 17
“Good egg !
“ Hip-pp- .;Gﬂl'u? ¥
“We have had em:mgh ef the
ratier

“Hear, hear ! =

“And it's up to us tc teach hmm
thai be can’t bully the Fourth!”

“Good old Moray

“Look at Mofhin

“Ha. ha, ha?? . .-

"Rﬁaiiy, you fellows——

“Shut up, Tubby 1™

“Carthew Jaud lt on a hzi too thick
evern for our fat mascot,” went on
Mormington, "and it's time Carthew
was muﬁnﬁcd that we don't want
h.lm 13!‘

The
breath.

“1 know for a fact -that Carthew
and his parasites are having a little
flatter so-night in Knowles™ study. 1
propose that in his absence we
decorate Carthew’s =tudyv. fo begin
with, as token of our respect for the
rotter |#

B

. Cdolly adea !

“1 put it to the meeting. All in
favour of decorating Carthew’'s study
signify in the uspal manzger?”

A forest of hands shof into the air,
and Mormungton, with a amile, pro-
ceeded.

“Gentlemen, the motion is carried.

junior <apiain paused for |

l.-’ﬂl that r#-rnums to be done is to !

carry on with tlie decoratn
*“Hear, hear!” -
The meeting broke up,” and there
was a buzz of voices discussing the
situation: Lovell was
watch' the movemenis of Carthew,
and to report when the coast was
clear. Meanwhile preparations were
being made for the decorations.

i Jimmy
fal-looking

T 122

solution of treacte and
soot, with which he ntended to fill
Carthew’s slhippers. and vy and
Newcome were mixing soms white-

| wash.
I Then Lovell burst mio T.he end
‘-thzdv : ' -
“He's gone . Sl
“Good ! said J mmmy Silver.
And the juniors went over io

i Meornington's stady. - -

“1 just. saw ham -unt”’ said
Arthur Edward Lcn'ell breathlessly,
Mornmmgion nodded as Lovell burst
§ out with ﬁe m :
' It had
Mwﬂh

fmmﬂed mto th&da&'v
The chosen siz were: H-armn n,
Ezrell, Jimmy Silver, Raby. Pons,
the Colomial junior, ard. ﬂﬁwﬂd
Lowvell was to keep a look-out for any
masters or prefects.
} “Then we'd better be movin
&rixﬂed 'Hnrnmptc-u,

And ﬂlﬂ EiX
went over to the Sixth Form
quarters, ~ and = reached Carthew's
study without encountering anyore.

that =ix

jundors cauts

The 3rd Chapter.
Cecorating Carthew’s Study.

Mornington  waited all the
juniors to enter the study, then he
locked the door.

" Now set.to work, you fellows!™

The *fellows” needed no second
| bidding.

bmftlw pat tﬂertlv they got to
work. - Silence was a necessary factor
to their rag. If Bulkeley or a master
came upen the scene there would be
ructions, and, what was worse, a
severe canin

Jimmy '-w:{fwr i:-e-g'*n on the fire-
place. Taking a shovelful of cinders,

Get. YOUR copy Now!

deaaaled to |

Silver was mixing.a doubt- |

ma:t tgrdeewate i

with a glare.
= I—I‘m sorry ! mumbled Muffin.

kind of sport and geame—magnificent articles
and photographs—supert stéries—splendid art
plate of Joe Beckett and his grestest rivals
FREE with every copy ol No. I—a paper you
can't afford to miss.
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 and Erroll unscrewed _one

| was cnmmg

'Whenﬂlegasﬂa.r&dupmmmg

| from anyone.

————

he sprinkled them oveér the ﬂw
Then the tablecloth was dragged off,
and poked up the chimney.
“ Go 1t J:mmy 1*?_whispered Pons.
The St!ldj' table was then up‘g}mﬁ;ﬁ
©
castors, and hid it in the coal-scuttle.
Mornington was busy ﬂhltewashmg
the .walls, and if the effect wasn's
artistic it certainly was vivid. Some-

{ how or other the pictures on the wall

got broken, and reposed . the fire-
place in a heap. But that was enly
a detail.

The jumers paused for a moment
and sarveyed their handiwork.

| fanc:y this will surprise our

friend Carthew !” chuckled Jimmy
Silver.

“YWhat'" about " this enpboard 7'~
suggested Oswald. '

*Good idea '™

The contents of the eupbu.a.rd were
overhauled, and some tarts and a pie
came to hght The task of flayouring
the tarts and pie was lefi to Raby
Lifting the pastry off the

deposited a quantity of t mutturﬂ

Ji unnw Silver had prepared into the

dish, then carefully replaced the
cover. The same he did with the

tarts. The remainder of the sticky
sclution he plamped into Carthew’s
Here's

slippers. TG S
15
| whispered Oswald, pper

* Hallo !

The topper—the pride of Carthew’s
eye—was dmbbled round the study by
the execited juniors, and when 1t

4 finally came to" rest it would have

taken a very clever Carthew to recog-
nise ithe remains as once being his
best topper.

Mornington was busy hanging a
notice over the gas-bracket, and the
J'I.]H.].'D:S stood round Eﬂﬂ I‘Eﬂﬂ the

- :."itf.‘rl_!}tn]n.

It ran:

“ROOM FOR IL[PRG?’EME\T.‘ &

“ Ha, ha ha !
The =ix juniors saw through the
uc-u?!e] meaning Mornington
ied.
Carthew there was ample room
for improvement, and the picture his
study now presented also provided

room for zmprmeme;nt.

terruption. '
of Lovell, who knocked exﬁ:&aﬂ]y at
o Carthew 3 o
% i3
him at the mmgm
M Tine we wers- mﬂrmn‘, then T’%
drawled ﬂmughm
And the %aﬂer a final look
at the wrecked bolted down the

Carthewmhmrdcumga!mg
Down the stairs they scrambled, to

be met bzﬂt nruwd of Founh_
Formers, w mqmmﬂea.geﬂxmtn

ho;" wolmg Jld them a few
mngtm io n
words what the study looked lﬁﬂ, and

themmbnratmtmhamruf

applaunse.
“Good old Morny ! - |
“Cave!” yelled Tubby Muffin.

the pariy split
studies

sight a minute later ﬂm passage was
deserted.
Hhe;nwh:jie Cnﬁihﬂw wae en his ‘E?:
study - ptlﬁ‘hed . open 0
door and walked in. The leg «
upturned table grazed |
and an oat d i
yet he was unaware of - the trans-
formation his study. had undergone.
It was too dark to make things ont
clearly, and with a stride he reached
the gm-braci.et and struck a2 match.

spectacle greeted his g

For a moment he stmd tranefixed,
unable to believe his eyes., -

44 MT hat 1%

Truly the appearance af hls study
would have aroused that minmaimn
It was wrecked beyond
mﬂgnltmn Then his eves caught
eight of the notice over the gas

q brﬂthet

“ROOM FOR IMPROVEMENT !

Lumsden and Talboys, who were
passing along, locked in at the study,
*Great Scott!”

“Gee-whiz!” murmnred Lumsden
“Do you know anything
this?”

mncredulously.
i
““Ha, ba, hal”

{(Carthew turned en them sav
“1 expect it is those young sweeps

' of the Fourth,” said Talboye.

“* Room for 1mprnrcment 27 mut-
tered Lumeden. **Ha, ha, ha! 1
agree with the bounder who wrote
fhlt 123

Carthew pushed his way past the
laughing seniors, and strode tﬂwards
the junior quarters. Reaching the
end study, be flung it uncere-
monicusly open and marched in,

Four juniors were seated there, ang

had

g! I!'ﬁ't :

up and made for ﬂwzﬁ;
When Bulkeley came into

ol
et e .. —

s

i g 4
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the four

three of were writing.

Jimmy Silver w» reading. His book |
was upside-down, 1t 18 true, but the |

exasperated prefect did not notice
that,

“ Which of you young sweeps have |

mucked up my study?"” roared
Carthew.

Silence,

The Fistical Four Jlooked  up,
puzzled. %

“Is vour study mucked up?” in-
quired Jimmy Silver softly.

“Brrr!” growled the prefect, as he
slung out of the study. He was about
to make a tour of all the junior-quar-
ters to find out the culprits, but he
changed his mind. He strode back to
the Sixth Form quarters and
instructed the pageboy to cleay
up his study.

“Look sharp, and get this mess
cleaned up!”

The page-boy scratched his head
rmaditatively. - He couldn’t make up
his mind where to begin.

““You had beter get the boot-boy to
nelp wvou!” growled Carthew un-
graciously.

“Yes, sir,” replied the page-boy
dubiously, and he moved off in search
of the boot-boy.

In Jimmy Silver's study strains of
roerriment could have been heard.

“Did you sea his face?!" asked
Jimmy Silver of his chums.

“*Yes, rather!”

7 expect he will report the matter
to the Head." :

“] don't know, my son,” said
Tovell, “The Head's had too many
complaints already, and he’s getting
a bit fed up.”

“T don’t think he will go to the
Head.” remarked Raby, with a tone
of finality. :

And Raby proved to be right. Car-
thew did not report to Dr. Chisholm.
"After a hurried consultation with his
chums, he had decided to take 1t out
of the Fourth Form at lessons. le
could make things pretty rotien for
the juniors, he knew, and in his own
mind every member of the Fourth was
to pay for that wrecking of his study.
The expression on his face boded 1ll
for the juniors, but a lot was to
happen before he took classes agam.

The page and boot-boy had thetr
work fully cut out to clean up the
mess in Carthew's study, and 1t took
them till long aiter bed-time belore
the room looked anything hike 1ts
farmer self. The latter part of the
cleaning Carthew directed himself,
and great was ‘
Sunday topper came to light.

The boot-boy grinned as he beheld
the remains of the once handsome
topper, but a frown from Carthew
changed that grin to a look of sym-
pathy. _

Carthew looked at his watch, and
saw that it was time for lights out.
Picking up his ash-plant, he left the
study, and strode up to the Fourth
Form dormitory. _

There was a buzz of conversation
going the round as he looked in at the
door. which immediately died down
as the juniors saw the expression on
his face. .

One or two juniors were still out
of bed. and Clarthew’s eyes lit up with
trinumph as he noted this
, Grasping his esh-plant firmly, he

atrode towards the juniors, and seized '

hold of Lovell, who was just getting
into bed.

“*What are vou
he asked grimly.

“ (o and eat coke!”
! Whack! :

The cane descended on his shoul-
ders, and a vell escaped him.

S 0w-ow 1"

“When I coma to put the lights out
I expect to find you all i bed!
growled Carthew,

Whack!

This time Mornington
victim,

“Wharrer you doin’ "
¢ ¥ (ot into bed sharp !”
% There was an angry murmur from
the juniors who had wabched tlus

doing out of bed?”

replied Lovell.

was the

treatment. and Carthew, thinking that

it was time to stop, as he did not want
to risk a mauling from a crowd of
juniors, turned out the lights and lett
the dermmiory.

. “Beast !"”

. “Rotter{”’

These remarks followed him out,
but he did not heed. He was quiie
aware already of his popularity. He
rubbed his hands with satisfaction as
he turned mto his own room.

#“1°11 teach the young rotters!"
mused.

-
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The 4th Chapter.
The New Master.

(lang, clang!
The risinz-bell at Rookwood

‘tlanged out, and the Fourth Form

dormitory awoke to life—that 1s, with |

the exception of Tubby Muffin. The
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his wrath when his’

fat Classical was not a believer. in
. early rising, and he only grunted and
| turned over.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were soon up,

! and thay spéd down to the bathing-
pool with their towels over their arms
\ for a morning dip.
. As they walked back to the school
| ther saw a trap enter the gates of
Rookwood, and seated in the ftrap
| was a bronzed young man of military
| appearance. The newcomer looked
| up as the juniors walked in, and
nodded with a genial smile,

Jimmy Silver & Co. touched their
capa and passed o7,

“Wonder who that johuny 157" re-
marked Raby. .

“Looks like a militars chap,”™ said
Jimmy Silver.

[lis chums nodded in agreement.

In the all-important task of break-

fast thev soon forgot about the
stranger.

Then the bell went for lessons.
The juniors crowded inlo ‘the

Fourth Form-room, and to their sur-
prise Dr. Chisholm was standing in
consultation with a stranger. They
had expected to see the frowning face
of Carthew, the prefect, but Jimmy
Silver & Co. recogmsed the stranger
as being the occupant of the trap theyr
had seen before breakfast.

The juniors took their seats wonder-
inglv.

Dr. Chisholm held up his hand {or
silence.

“Boys,” he began, ‘‘let me intro-
duce wvon to Mr. Cardwell, who 1is
taking the place of Mr. Bootles for a
short time. Mr. Cardwell has just

I AT L L
|| 15 THE FOURTH AWARE |||
M THAT THEY HAVE A
C.ONSCIENTIOUS

OBJECTOR
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- into the study.
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Prisa

Lovell at once settled down to finish
hia latter.

“I say vou fellows!"

The fat face of Tubby Mufhn
loomed 1n tha doorwar.

“ Buzz off, Tubbz!”

1 5P

“Run away!
The fat Classica! advanced further
Muffin was too thick-
skinned to take hints,

“* Have vou heard the news?" he in-
quired breathlessly.

“ What, have you come into a for-
tune ?” said Lovell sarcastically.

“Really, Lovell, if I did come 1nto
a fortune I would take jolly good care
to keep the news away from you!l”
grunted Tubby Mufhin.

“Well, what's all the excitement
gbout !" asked Raby.

“I—] happened to hear the Head
say that Cardwell was an officer in the
Flying Corps, and that he's got a
heap of decorations!”

Tubby Muffin paused.

“(Go on, Tubby!”

“ He's been wounded in the head by
a bullet from a Iun airman; that’s
why he's discharged.”

The Fistical Four looked interested.

Jimmy Silver had great respect for
anvone who had served overscas, and
Mr. Cardwell had evidently done so.

“1 think it's up to us to celebrate
his homeconmng by giving him a
spread |7’ went on Tubby Muffin.

“Jolly good idea!”

“1 am glad you think that, Silver,
old chap—I tell you what I'll do. You
rive me the moner, and I'll guaran.
tee that T'll put the finest feed on the
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“You'd betier write the note,
AMornyv,” said the leader of the Fistical
Four,

“I suppose he wouldn't think it
cheek coming from us? suggested

Erroll.

Tnree Hallpenos
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| Invitation o tea from jumors, but I

L]

It was not an uncommon thing for |

a junior to be invited to tea in a
master's study, but it was rather un-
common for a master to be invited fo
tea by juniors.

After all, as Lovell said, he could
only refuse.

“How shall we begin u?" asked
Mornington, taking up the pen and
cnawing away at the handle by way
of inspiration.

“Honoured sir " beran Rabr.

“That's too formal.”

“Respected sir?” suggested New- |
come.
“Too businesslike!” said Erroll,

with a shake of the head.
“Can’t vou put in something about
meat-pies 7"’ said Tubby Muffin.
“YWhat on carth's that got to do
with the invitation !” inquired Junmy
Silver.

Yeally, Silver, if old Cardwell
thinks he's coming to a twopenny-
ha'penny feed like they have in the
Third, he'll send us a polite refusal.™

“Thero's something m that !™’ muz-
mured Erroll. smuling.

“I've got 1t ! exclaimed Morning-
ton. “Leave it to me!"

And he commenced to write with
great care:

e e ——

“The %ur:i-:-ri of tha Fourth Form |

1o presence of Mr. Cardwell
in the Common-

request t
to tea at six o'clock

I'QOM.

R
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came along with his chums.

A FACER FOR THE FOURTH!

mant.

wrote that!'" he exclaimed.,

The juniors crowded round the notice-board in great excite<
_ " What's all this about ?7'* asked Jimmy Silver as he
Then he caught sight of the notice ary' frowned.

e

“ Beastly cad, whoasver

T —

vou will do your utmost to make him
\ comfortable.”

and all the Fourth Form looked mn-
tently at their new master. Mr. Card-
well was a handsome man of about
thirty, and the majorits of the juniors
liked the It'h_'n!-; l}f him.

p— -

and after a few words of consultation
left the room.

The Fourth
E'Tl!':'*.'?.:.‘.

Mr. Cardwell, with a glance over
the class. clearad his throat.

“My boyvs, I'm sure we shall
on well mgether. You won't find me
a hard taskmaster, You will ind me
just as interested in your sports as in
vour studies, and, as I said before, I
am sure we shall get on well
torether.”

The faces of the Fourth-Formers
cleared. Ther had taken a liking to
their new master! Even Tubby
Muffin voted him a good sort, which
was saying 2 lof.

Lessons that morning went off with-
out a hitch, and Jimimv Silver con-
fided in his chums as they left the
Form-room that the new master was
| a brick. To which Raby, Lovell and
| Newcome added :
| “Hear, hear!”

i The Co. entered the end study, and

-

Form waited expec-

ged

s - T—

Thera was a buzz of conversation, |

The Head turned to Mr. Cardwell,

| —

returned from France, and I am sure | table that's ever been known at Rook-

wood.

“Go and cat coke, porpoisel”

“TFat lot of feed we should see if
vou laid your fat paws on it first!”
said Jimmy Silver.

Tubby Muffin snorted.

“1 tell you—
“PDon't gas so much,” said Raby.
“Give your chin a rest, Tubby I’

“Ha. ha, ha!

Jimmy Silver looked thoughtiul.

““I sav, you chaps, it would not be
a bad idea to invite Mr, Cardwell to
a feed in honour of his homecoming.”

““ Hear, hear!"

“It's a good wheeze,” said Jimmy
Silver; “but how are we going to
approach Mr. Cardwell on the sub-
jeck®™

“Why not write pim an invitation

in good style, and send it to him by
a fag?”

“Good!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Let's get to Mormington™s study and
wriie 1t ount.”

And the Fistical Four. with Tubbs
Muffin trailing along in the rear, made
tracks for Study No. 4.

Mornington was at home when the
janiors entered, and Jimmy Silver, 1n
a few words, detailed the position.

“By gad!” murmured the junior
captain. “That’s a jolly good idea!”

Kit Erroll backed up his chum with
a nod.

- — e

Mornington surveyed his handiwork
with a look of pride,

“How's that?"

“Ripping !”

“We can give it to the
take across,” said Jimmy

“Good egg !"”

And the page-boy was duly found
and despatched with the invitation to

age-b
Silver.

r

Mr. Cardwell's study, whilst the
juniors waited anxiously.
| [ ] L |
The page-boy knocked at the

master’s sanctum, and a kindly voice
bade him enter.

| think I'll g0,” he mused.

_'."Hld lia I_ji.fi

The pagebor return to the
(Classical Houss to ba met by a crowd
of juniora with anxious faces.

“Weil ?" they demanded, n one

braath.
he said 'e'll ba
gaspad out the

“Now, t5 prepare the giddz
spread ! said Mornington.

And the juniors wera very soon
They meant to do thewr master
well—verr well indeed.

The junior Common-room, a fairls
large apartment on the ground floor
was soor the scere of busy prepara-
tions. Arthur Edward Lovell toured
the studies for crockers and chairs.
and Raby Iy managed fo

1. -
L'"".i-"'l"-l‘i

successils
wheedle some clean white rable-cloths
from the House-dame.

Maanwhile Tubbry Muffin, Jimn
Silver, and Mornington, were buss al
the tuckshop. Tubby Muffin's mouti
watered incessantly as he watched the
quantities the two juniors were layninz
in.  With their arms fully laden, they
made their way back to the Commoi:-
room, Tubby Muffin pufing and pant-

- b - = - o
iz with his exertions.

Tha Sth Chaptear.
Trouble for Carthaw,

H.’-’ the time six o'clock rang out
from the clock-tower of Rookwood, a.l
was in readiness i the Common
room:. Ome or two of the juniors had

' decorated the walls with some flacrs,

—— e e o el B

e —— ——
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| done extremely well

and the long table spread with whits
table-cloths groaned under the ¢hoice
selectioneof ecatables that had been
procursed from the tuckshop.

Mornington at the last moment had
eut down to Coombe on his bike, aru
had purchased a case of pipes to ba
presented to the new master. It was
really 2 good idea, so the juniors
agreed, and the junior captain lost n
i carrviog it out. |

He arrived back at the Commos-
room as the hour struck, just in timie
to. greet Mre. Cardwell on his entry.

“Hip, hip, hurrah "

The gathering of the Fourth let
loose a2 hearty cheer, as their guest.
with smiling face, held up his hanad

“Bors,” began Mr. Cardwell, *1
thank vou from the bottom of my
heart for this cordial reception.”

“Hurrah !

And the juniors trcoped to their
places. Mr. Cardwell occupied the
seat of honour as the top of the table,
and very soon made himself at hom«

A cheervy conversation was kept up
throuzghout the meal, and the cat-
ables gradualls bezan to diminish,
Tubby Muffin hardly spoke—he was
far too busy consuming tarts, but
w~hen a” word did escape him, it was
only a reguest for another dish of
eream-puffs. “Mormington and Silve:
vied with each other in keaping tb

L

£y
i

master's piate full Jut all goa'
thingzs com2 to an end, as Tubb
remarked, as he looked hungrl;

around for another piecs of calke,
Mr. Cardwell leaned back n his
chair with a sigh of contentment
For a man of abouyt thirty he had
Perhapas |

-
Jik

he
remembered hiz own boyhood day«
and. the feeds connected with them.
Then Mornington, with the ¢ase ol
pipes in his hand, rose to the ooca

sion, as It were,

Mr. Cardwell took the letter, and |

as he perused the contents, a smile
crept over his face.

“The juniors of the Fourth Form
request the presence of Mr. Cardwell
to tea at six o'clock in the Common-
room.”’

“Yon want an answer, my bor?”

*Xes, mnie!”

“Tell mv hosts I shall be pleazed
to accept their ipvitation.”

“Yes, sir.”

And the grinning page-bor dex-
terously caught a sixpence which was
tossed in his direction, and deparied.

After he had closed the door. Mr,
Cardwell took out the noie and read
it once again.

“71 don't know whether it's

e

“Go it, Morny!"”

“Qie ' commenced the junior cap-
tain. **we feel highly honoured with
vour presence hére this evening., Al
of ua have heard rumours of you
experiences in the Flying Corps, and
wa feel very prrirll] 10 \h:w& YOU Q8%
our Form-master.”

“Hear, hear!”

“We shounld be very pleased,”
went on Mornington, *“if you wou!
acoept this little gift, as a token ol
respect from the Fourth.”

And he handed the master the case
of pipes.

Mr. Cardwell’s f lit
pleasurable surprise, ;

“PBless my soul!” he exclaimed
“This s very good of you, my boys."”

“ Speech !” roared the Fourth :
one breath.

The new master rese to his feet.

#1 shall never forget this occasion,
my bors, and I thank you. not as
master to pll].‘lil, but as man to man. .

#* Hurrah!”

“1 want all of you to losk upon

108 up witn

| mé as your friend, and if yom have

| Juniors
infra |

dig for a Housemasier to accept an

any troubles come to me by al
means. I shall now proceed to mak:
nse of one of these splendid pipes !’

“Hurrah!”

Mr. Cardwell sat down and bega:
to fill one of the presentation pipes
and in a very few minutes clouds o
smoke flled the Commen-room. Thi
1'11:|:_:'1g~5=5i ‘s keep smiling
facea. although tne smoke made then
cough, but they s mised the master



funny. Carthew knew nothing

vof

14
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" {ollowing Carthew to the Head.
The reason of the smoke could be
: ] Jimmy Silver
vinked to his chums. He was going
kd teach Carthew a lesson.
““T'should let the matter drop,
Carthew I
““The prefect sneered.

vuasily explained.

[
i

_['-it_! The Head shall know

was only smeking in appreciation of
their gift. That was the case. Mr.
Cardwell knew 1t was hardly in keep-
ing with the rules to smoke amon

the juniors, but this was & specia
oceasion.

Soon the Common-room was hazy
with smoke, and Mr. Cardwell,
glancing at his watch, rose to go.
After a few more expressions of
gratitude to his hosts. he left them
and made his exit, followed by a
burst of cheering and the strains of
“He's a Jolly Fellow

“He's a ripping sort!” confided
Mornington to Kit¢ Erroll.

*“Hear, hear 12

Then the task of clearing up began,
and the juniors set to with a will, °

Very soen the room was emptied
with thé exception of Mornington
and Jimmy Silver & Co., and they
were about to leave when the Com-
mon-room door opened and the un-
pleasant face of Carthew, the prefect,
looked in. Carthew was sniffing
suspicionsly. The whiff of tobacco
had reached him in the e as he
was passing, and a gleam of malignant
trinumph came over his face as he
saw who the juniors were. He did
not know that Mr. Cardwell had had
tea with the juniors end was respon-
sible for the smoky atmosphere.

Carthew's eyes gleamed
malicious triumph, .

“So I've caught wyou!” he =aid,
advaneing into the room. |

“Caught us?” said Jimmy Silver
meekly, with a warning glance at his
chums. “What do you mean, Car-
thew 727 : :

It struck the juniors as being very
ing about
the visit of Mr., Cardwell, and the
prefect was jumping to conclusions.
Certainly the air was thick with

with

sinoke, and it looked very much as |
_if the Co. had been smoking.

“Fve caught you!” repeated
j-refect. "C% in the very act,
disgracefu

“You've been

can
| of tﬁ's !l'l
“Look here, Carthew——"
“Follow me to the Head!"
“But I tell you—"
“Follow me!"” thundered the pre-
feet. :
The juniors looked at one another.

* There wag not the slightest danger

#19%Y expect you have been at this

rotten game for some time. This
time 1 Bave caught you, and it is
iy duty as prefect to report this

“flagrant case of breaking the rules
“4a Dr. Chisholm.” -
‘¢ “PDon't be an ass ™

‘Follow me!™

And the juniors followed the pre-
‘oct out of the Common-room along
to the Head’s study. .

Carthew tapped at the door.

“Come in!"” came the clear tones
of Dr. Chisholm.

Carthew and the juniors entered.

The Head loocked up in surprise as |

e saw his visitors. -
“Bless my soul, what does this
mean, Carthew 17 .

“I have brought these juniors,™
began the prefect, “on a ge. of
smoking.” .

i "’Thﬂ.t?"

“‘,.:‘I caught these juniors smoking,
=iT.
“Smeking 7™
“Yes, sir!l” .
“Dear me, this is very distressing.
Silver, I am surprised at you [”
“Excuse me, sir,” said Jimmy
t3ilver, “but we were not smoking I®
Dr. Chisholm looked puzzled.
“But Carthew states that he found

vou smoking.”

“Certamnly, siz!” chimed in Car-
thew.

“That is not the case, sir,” replied |

.. Mornington, :

“How very extraordinary,” mur-
mured the Head. “Did you actually
see them with cigarettes in their
hands, Carthew 2
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“No, sir!” said Carthew reluc-

tantly. . “But the room was full of
smoke I -

“Iﬂdﬂ'id 1‘!!

“That's right, sir,” remarked

Jimmy Silver. “But we were not
responsible for the smoke. We in-
vited Mr. Cardwell to tea, sir, and
after the feed he smoked his pipe.”

Carthew’s face was a study. He
iealtsed that he had put his foct into
Dr. Chisholm frowned.

" Mr. Cardwell must be referred
to,” bhe said sharply, and he des-
patched the page-boy for confirma-
tion of Jimmy Silver's story.

“If what Silver states jis correct,
Carthew, I'm afraid you have been
guilty of prejudice and hastiness,”
said the Head, frowning. *“ You
should find out the facts ore Fou
bring anyone on- such a serious
charge to me.”

“ Y-yes, sir!™ stuitered Carthew.

Then Mr. Cardwell appeared.

_Dr. Chisholm explained the situa-
tion, and as he proceeded a smile
came - over the
master.

“Their statement is quite correct, 1

sir. They presented me with a case
of pipes, and if the room was smoky
1 am certainly to blame. 1 am afraid
it was very thoughtless of me 1o
smoke in the junior Common-room.”
“Thank you, Mr. Cardwell!” said
th% ];‘.Iead. Y
e new master quitted the study.
Dr. Chisholm turmned to Imgy
Silver & Co.

“Yon are completely exonerated,

my boys I™
“Thank yom, sir!™
":fuu may go 122 =
Jimmy Silver left the Head's
stu%;' c -%Ocﬁhng, hand Carthew made
as-if ‘to ow them, but Dr. Chis
holm beckoned him to remain.
~“¥You have dome these boys a

The 6th Chapter. 5
Adolphus Qets His Back Up!

*“Your . Smythe 1" &3

The gwddy goats of Rookwood
were seated round the table in
Adolphus Smyﬁie'fs ut]::djr indulging
in a gmet game of poker.

“Your oall I ted Gower.

“T'H bet a fiver, gad ! drawled
Adolphus -

Gower iu-:uked uneasy. A fiver was’

a lot of money to hum, but to the

reckless dandy of the Fifth. a fiver
Cawer hadn't.

counted as nothing,
got a very - hand, -and .up to
then he had been practically blufi-
ing. .

“I'll pass!” he said ungraciously. .

The nuts chuckled, and waited for
Peele to call, But Péele's call nlever

came,
at the door, and

There was a inE
before the astonished nuts could hide

| the imcnminating cards, the face of

Mr. Cardwell, the
looked mito the study.

“Bxcuso me——" began the new
master. Then he caught sight of
the cards and the piles of money
scattered on the table,

A frown came over his face which
changed to a look of disgust, and the
nuts shivered in their seats. '

“Bless my soul! Boys, this is a
peculiar scene ! exclai Mr. Card-
well.

Adolpbus Smythe & Co. exchanged
glances of dismay, and fGdgeted un-
eastly. . .

“1-I-It's only a hitle pame ! etam-
mered f’e&l& weakly. - -

*“So I perceive I replied the master
of the Fourth drily. ¥ Z

“Just a hittle flutter I said Gower,
with an attempt at bravade,

“] shall not report this to Dr.
Chisholm,” said Mr. Cardwell. *]
shall deal with you in my own way.”

The giddy goats looked relieved.
They knew too well the view the
Head would take of the affair, and

new  master,

face of the new

‘savage glare upon

| Bulleley,

_ visions of é:xpu!siun had Boated before

L ak

their eves;

“Why aren’t you at cricket prac-
tice " asked Mr, Cardwell. ;

“We forgot,” muttered the nute in
chorus.

“Don’t lie, my boys! A day like
this should be spent on the playing-
fields, not gambling away in a stuffy
room !"” said the new master sternly.

“Yes, sir,” assented Gower feebly.

“Come with me!” commanded Mr.
Cardwell.

The giddy goats rose to their {eet,
and followed the master downstairs o
his study.

Mr. Cardwell rave them each two |

severe cuts with the cane, and the
nuts doubled themselves up, clasping
their hands.

The master surveyed them contemp-

tuously,
. “You are to go down to the f}lﬂ;ﬁ'-
ing-fields, and report to Bulkeley,”
he said. “I don't want to hear any
more reports of slacking, and I shall
make it my business to see that you
attend games every day !”

Adolphus Smythe & Co. locked sick.
If there was one thing they hated it
was cricket, or any other sport for
that matter; but the gleam in the
master's eye bade them obey his
commands.

“You may go!”

The giddy goats left the study with
furious faces, and trooped over to the
paying-fields. :

*The beast!” exclaimed Adolphus
Smyvthe, -

-“*'The rotter§” roared Gower.
danmy Silver & Co. encountered
them as they walked over fo the nets.

“Hallo, Smythe! Trying to tie
yourself up in a knot?” inguired the
leader of the Fistical Four sweetly.

Adolphus Smythe bestowed a
the humorous
Silver, which was entirely lost.
© *Cheeky ass!” growled Gower.

- “What did you say, Govwer? asked
Lovell. 2

“Oh, rats!™ ' |

The Fistical Four arrived at the
nets, and ilha putahwent over to
who was batting. _

- “Hallo! What do ¥ou chaps want?”
genially, as Adolphus appra ]

“ We've come to play ericket !

Fﬁhtﬁmdf <Pils
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ied VEry
wheni at last he

reverie, 1t was with a

remark.
got itF*

: 2
ig
g5

“T've
M EhT
“Got what®™

“I tell you I've got it,” said

Gower brea Yo' -z
»-*What are you burblin’ about?”
asked Smythe. ets Cogedy

© *T've got 1Y repeated Gower.

“Sunstroke I should say!” mir-
mured Topham.

“ Aog | |

“If ,youll “‘Biste’ a minute T
explain?, said ower excitedly.

“Go ahead !

. ..And Gower went ahead.

“Kver since this master came to
Rookwood I have. been wondering

where I have seen his name before,”

explained Gower. -
. i Well1”

“I remember now. He's a giddy
conscientious objector. I -se%¢ his
name in the paper—A. V. Cardwell—
and the blighter was sermi®£5° Dart-
m_ﬂ : T

“Great Scoit!l”

“By gad!"

The giddy goats grinned at one
another. If such was the cime they
were beginning to see a:way of
making Mr. Cardwell ait ups.

“Can you prove it, Gower, old
sport1” asked Smythe.

“Yesg: 1f 1 can et hold of an cld
file of the ‘Times" at the bookshop
down in Coombe,” rephied -Gower,
with a grin. ;

“Let’s cut down there on our
bikes,” suggested Topham. “We’ll
make the cad sit up if 1t's true.”

“Yes, rather, the beast!”
claimed Peele, caressing his hands.

{Continued on page 335.)
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"BOY " Mc¢cCORMICK,

Holder of Lord Lonsedale’s Champion-
ehip Beit.

Last week 1 dealt with the boxing
paesition and footwork. I
gomng to give vou gome insight on the
udgment of distance and the use of

th hands .

JUDGING YOUR DISTANCE.

This requires specia]l and careful
atiention. It embodies the science of
hitting. A simple way for the be-

gmner to practice 18 to make & mark
upon the wall so that it is as near as
possibie on a level with your chin.
Staml in boxing atéitude, and spar
{ up to the mark just as you would to

an opponent. Lead cff with t{he lefi,
so that when your arm is fully ex-
tended, your gloved hand just touches
the mark. Then try your right haad,
bringing your right foot forward
simultaneously. This will give you a
very good idea of judgment of
distance, so that in bozxing with an
opponent fione, or very few, of your
intended luts will go astray.

When you hkave practised this move-

{ ment a few times, you will notice that

when your glove jands on your sup-
posed opponent’s chin, you are send-
ing out a perfectly straight blow, and
utilising - the whole of your reach,

&nm Now.

|

i

. EoBoy MCoRMICK .

OXING!

.Personal Hints from the Light
Heavy - Weight Champion of

Great Britain.

send a blow to a vulnerable spot with
the whole weight of the body behind
the blow—I can assure you his hitting
powers would not have a very disturb-
e effect.

I- don’t think there has been seen a
more fragile form in the ring than
Jimmy Wilde's. Yet, although only
weighing just over seven stone, he is
able to hit with sufficient force to stop
a bhght-weight. : '

Plenty of practice at the pear-shape
swing-ball will greatly help ron to get
that mechanical tarn of the shoulder
and body that is neces for you to
get your whole weight behind: your
plow. It will also bring out the best
of your punching abilities, and specd
you Gp. | '

THE LEFT HAND.

You will probably understand from
last week’s article that the left hand
1s the chief weapon of attack and
defecce. The importance of possess-
mmg a good left hand cannot be im-
pressed too strongly on the beginner.

Thoroughly master the use of your
left band, and you have gone 3 great
way and evercome a hig difficulty in
acquiring the knowledge of boxing.

I have staied before that when m
boxing pesition, and sparring ap to an
opponent, your left d should be
peinting direct Yo his chin,- You are

A right * lead’ at a mark on the wall, the body turned sideways

from the hips tp increase ' reach.”

thereby keeping out of possible

{ danger of a counter from your oppo-

nent., s

You are hitting, and keeping away
{rom your opponent at the same time !

Probably you have noticed yourseli
in a contest that many intended blows
baxe been wasted, by falling :shart of
their objective, sometigres a maiter of
immches, sometimes even & foot. This
shows bad Eknowledge of distance
judging, and causes a tremendous
wastage of energy and strength. Just
imagine the feelings of a man wko is
continually lunging out with great
force and missing each #ime. He
would scon -become exhausted, and
then is the time for his adversary to
" wade 1n."”

To get your whole weight behind
your blow, and to increase vour reach,
it is necessary, when hitting with
either hand, o turn izur body, from
the bips, so’.that when your glove
reaches your'opponent,” you will be
facing almost sideways. Try this for
yourselves, and youn will find that you
are iacreasing'your reach by a matter
of two or three iaches, and you are
getting full power behind vour punchi

This is the.real secret of punching
power. Mos¥ people are under the
wnpression that becanse a man
happens to passess abnormally large
muscles and great strength, it must
necessarily follow that he hits with

! tremendous farce. - This  is nuiterly

wrong, for if he has not the know-
ledge of the science of lutting—i.e., to

-and just as

(See accompanyiog zrt_!ck.}

.NOW In.a position to istup-n.;:: rash or

attacking movement on His part by
merely shooting your left ocut.” You
see, you.are defending yourself, and
at the same time sconng: pointss also
this metheod, or blow, if applied in the
orthodox manner, will very soomw put
paid to the tactics of a rushing oppo-
nent, and cause him-to act mestly on
the defensive. Fa
Now for leading off with the left.
Stand in the correct boxing positien,
then :ﬂawly-sﬂuh your left-hand cut
wiy draw 1t back. “Re-
member what I have told yvou about
your elbow:; take care that it is point-
ing downward and not ocut. A lLittle
practice like this will soon givé you a
very good idea of sending vour lelt
out, and when you think vou are pro-
ficient enough, try shooting it out
quickly, at the same time bringing the
left foot forward emartly a few inches
and turning the shoulders as explained
in judgment of distance. Take care,
however, that you do not step in first
and then deliver ﬁzur blow; the
movements - must dong simAl-
taneously. . Directly your blow bhas
Ianded, zet out of distance at onee,
unless, of course, your opponent pre-
sentz youn ‘with an opportunity for
ancther dose. :

: R Rt



The ist Chapter.
By the Pacific.

Boom !

Boom ! ,

Frank Richarde listened to the dull,
heavy roar that came through the
thickening dusk.

“Tt's the sea !” said Bob Lawless.

“Tha sea !” repeated Frank.

He peered through the gloom that
surrounded the buggy. On the forest
path leaves were whirling in a fierce
wind. The driver had his collar
turned up, and his cap pulled low
over his brow, as he faced the wind.
In the buggy the chums of Cedar
(reek School were seated.

(‘edar Creek and the Thompson
Valley were many a long mile away
now. Frank Richards & Co. were
nearing their destination, where they
were to spend their summer holiday
on the shore of the blue Pacifiec. The
buggy from the hotel at Pacific Point
had picked them up at the nearest
raticoad stop, and there was a seven-
mila drive before them. As the
vehicle followed the dusky route
- Frank Richards had noted the deep
roar that sounded faintls in the dis-
tance, growing louder and clearer
every minute with each turn of tne

wheels. ' '

“*“The Pacific!” said Vere Beau-
clere, with a smile. ** Not very pacific
at the present moment, I should say.”

Boom ! |

Bob Lawless grinned as Frank
peged into the shadows of the forest
path. - '

“It's a good many miles off vet,
Franky,” he said. * You've never
heard the Pacific in 2 bad temper be-
fore. 1 have—once. It's going to be
a wild night.” .

“It sounds like it,"” said Frank.

The wind was roaring through the
frees, and occasionally there came to
the ears of the chums the crash of
falling -branches, . Bat, deeper than
the roar of the wind or falling timber,
sounded the voice of the distant ocean.

Boom, boom !

“The breakers, I suppose?” gaid
Frank.

“Correct! And thundering big
breakers at that,” answered Bob Law-
less,  “ Bigger than you've seen on
vour little island at home,”

“YI've seen some big ones on the
North Sea in winter,” said Frank.

“You'll see bigger on the Pacific.”

The roar in the trees almost
drowned their voices. They sat silent
as the bugey dashed on.

The darkness thickened.

Frank Richards had looked forward
keenly to his first visit to the Pacific
coast of Cannda. He had thought of
the Paeific as blue and sunny and
smiling ; but evidently it was not to
be ‘thus that he would behold the
great ocean for the first time. For
miles inland sounded the boom of the
great rollers bresking on mighty
rocka,

The buggy slowed down as 1t met
the force of the wind from the sea. I
cama out of the forest path at last,
arid the dark sky was open above the
schoolboys, Hardly a star was to he
seen 3  black clouds were scurrying
aver the heavens, driven by the fierce
wind. Louder and more threatening
‘sounded the breaking waters,

Bob caught Frank Richard’s arm.

“Look " he said.

“Whatisat?"”

“The sea!”

In the black distance there were
broken gleams of reolling water. In
the iidst of the blackness a hight
gleamed and danced.

“ A ship!” said Beaucierc.

“ A ship at sea—in this weather!”
gaid Frank, with a deep breath.

He watcbed the dancing light as if
fascinated.

Not a glimpse of the vessel was to
be had: the achoolboys could not even
gusss whether it was a steamer or a
“windjammer "—a schooner or a full-
rigged ship. But the dancing of the
light showed how it was rolling and
pitching on the sformy sea. -

road.

Lights gleamed on the® ehore, and
the driver turned his head for a
moment.

““ Pacific Point!” he said.

Then he turned to his horse again.

The road was open to the wind
from the sea, and Frank wondered at
times whether the blast would whirl
over the buggy as it swept by. But
the man drove on steadily, and the
lights of Pacific Point drew nearer
and brighter.

A big lumber building, with a
piazza and atepe in front, loomed up
out of the shadows.

“That's the shebang,” said Bob
Lawlesa,

There was little to be seen in the
darkness. The buggy stopped, and
the schoolboys tumbled out, taking
down their bags after them. A door
opened, and a big man, with red beard
and whizkers, came out to greet them.
1t was Bill Hichens, once a ranchman
on the Lawlees Ranch in the Thomp-
son Valley, now landlord of the
summet resort on the Pacific Coast.

“Young Lawless?"” he asked.

“You bet!” anawered Bob,
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“T guess we shall be all right here,”
remarked Bob Lawlesa. * o
looking round for the bell, Franky.
There 13n't one, and nobody to answer
it, if there were.” |

“1 wasn't looking for the bell,” suul
Frank, laughing. *I'm thinking ot

supper., That drive’'s made me
hungry.” :
“Qama here!” said Beaunclere,

“My hat! Listen to the wind! 1
wonder how that ship's getfing on 7"

“ All right, I guess,” said Bob Law-
Jess, “They're safe enough if they
keep well off the coast. 1 pity any
ship that gets too near the.rocks at
the headland. You fellows ready!” .

The chums of Cedar Creek went
down to supper! They found a good
many other guests at Pacific Pont—a
fruit-farmer from the valleys, a
“ drummer ”’ from Chicago, three or
four city men from Vancouver and
New Westminster with their wives, a
mission minister with a large family,
and several others. There was quite a
cheery party at the supper-fable, and
conversation ran on lightly, while out-
aide the wind roared and the waves of
the Pacific boomed and boomed upon
the rocky shore.

A
________
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OYS’ FRIEND

“This window opens on the piazza,
doesn t i,t?"

e YE‘ 7 ¥

“'WFEL let's have a look round
before we turn in. I've mever seen
the Pacific before, you know. 7,
« ¢ will keep till morning. It won i
fow away in the night, you kpow.
said Bob, laughing. _

“But the storm may be Over DF
morning, and we mayn't have anotner
chance of seeing it like this.”

Bob Lawless nodded. |

“Well, I'm game!” he said. “1I
don't know whether Mr. Hichens
would approve, but we neadn’'t tell
him, so that’s all right. By gum,
though, we shall get the wind in here
if we open the window ! Blow out the
candle first ™ :

Frank extinguished the candle, and
the window was opened and the big
wooden shutters unfastened. :

A mighty blast of wind swept into
the room, and there was a raitle and
clatter as several articles were over-
turned. i

“Nvyv hat! This won't do! said
Beauclere. “Let's get outside and
close the shutters again!”

“Right-ho "

The three chums gasped for breath
as they stepped out on the piazza, and
the fierce wind beat upon them.

The shutters:- were closed and
fastened outside, and the schoolboys
stood with their backs to the- wall,
looking out from the piazza towards
ithe sea.

There was still no rain, but black
clouds loomed overhead, and at in-
tervals a forked tongue of lightning
pierced the blackness.

When the lightning flashed they
were able to see the wide ocean, roll-
ing and tumbling with white edges of
foam.

Frank Richards watchad for the
light he had seen dancing on the
waters a couple of hours before; but
it had vanished.

He wondered where was the ship
that had carried the light.

“Come on!” he said at last

- fdﬁwjmffﬁ*ﬁ'ff o
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FROM THE JAWS OF DEATH!

and Frank and Beauclers rushed aiter him.
It was a man, but whether he

his chums lent their aid,

Eud-dnnly
wator. '

Bob Lawless plunged waist-dsep into the foaming
Help me, you fellows
Bob's grasp closed on some object tossing in the surf,
were alive or dead they could not tell.

1" he shouted in the darkness,
and

o ——

-

“1 guess you've had a rough drive
here.”” said the big man. = * Here,
Long Lung, tote this truck in!”

A Chinaman came out and relieved
the chums of Cedar Creek of their
bags, and carried them into the lum-
ber hotel.

Frank Richards smiled a little as he
followed his chumas into the building.

He had been thinking of a seaside
hotel such as he had seen in his native

island. But Pacific Point did not
bear - the . remotest resemblance to

Brighton or Scarborough.,

The hotel was built-of lumber and
logs, and there was no other building
in sight save a few sheds. A ‘h{rh-_:'la}:
at Pacific Point meant “roughing it.’

But Frank had been too long in the
Canadian West to mind roughing 1t.

There was homely comfort, and the
chums of Cedar Creek were quite pre-
pared to dispense with “ trimmings.’

Long Lung showed them to their
room, n which there were three camp
beds in a row, and & big window look-
ing towards the sea. 'But the window
was protected by thick wooden
shutters at the present moment.  The
whole building, firm as i1t was, seemed
¢, shiver in the blows of the wind, as
if smitten by a giant's hand.

1
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The 2nd Chapter.
The Wreck,

““1 guess that racket will Keep us
awake a bit.”

Bob Lawless made that remark
when the three chums went to thesr
room et an early hour. _

The storm was increasing 1In
violence, .2nd every board in. tke
lumber hotel seemed to be creaking
and groaning.

Frank Richards sat on his bed; but
he was not thinking of turning in.

Hiz new surroundings and the close
proximity of the stormy Pacific ex-
cited him, and he did not feel inclined
for sleep.

“Feeling tired?" asked Bob.

“Not a bit!"™

“What are you thinking of " asked
Vere Beauclere, looking at Frank with
a smile. ‘

“(oing out!” said Frank.

“Tha shebang's closed up for the
night,”” said Bob. * And I reckon it's
none too safe out of doors, Franky,
with falling trees and branches. We're
under the wing of Mr. Hichens here,
vou know; the popper's put us in his
I reckon he will look glum
if we go down to go out.”

= =

Every window was shuttered, and
there was no eve to observe the three
schoolboys as they went down the
steps of tho piezza. In front of the
lumber hotel the ground lay open to
the shore, and tho chums hurned
towards the sea, and did not stop till
the spray was lashing in their faces.

Vast, limitless, the great ocean
rolled before them, the black gloom
alternating with ghastly light as the
lightning gleamed.

The foam from the breaking waves
rolled almest to their feet as they
stood and watched the storm-tossed

8.

Frank Richards utiered a sudden
exclamation:

“ Look !"

Overhead, a blinding sheet of light-
ning irradiated the dark heavens. For
some moments the rolling sea was as
clear as by day. And in those lund
moments a vessel came into sight—a
dismasted schooner—driving heavily
on towards the rocks of the headland,
a quarter of a mile from where the
schoolboys stood.

Then deep, dense blackness.

The wrecked schooner vanished like
a spectral vision, swallowed up by the
black night.

. Prsa
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For a moment the chums stood
frozen. Then Bob Lawless panted: °

*“Come on'"

He dashed away over the rocks,
reckless, along the shore of the head:
land, his chums at his heels.

Al three had seen the siartling
sight, and they knew that in a few
minutes—long before they could reach
the spot—the schoomer would crash
upon the - headland. Their only
thought was to get there as rapidly a3

™

they could, to help any survivor
strugzling shoreward through the
WAavEs,

The giimmering foam on their right
was their guide as they raced on
throngh the darkness—stumbling and
falling and picking themselves up
again, bruised and breathless.

Through the boom of the wild
waters Frank Richards thought that
he heard the crash of the striking
vessel, but he could not be sure.

The chums stopped at last, breath
less, on a shingly shore, with the
waters lashing to their feet, A great
bulging rock stopped further progress.
They breathed hard, and waitgd for
the lightning. It came, in a viyu
flash, and showed them the tossuig
sca: but the schooner was noft to be
seen. Sea and sky and wild rocks
were ail that met their gaze.

“She's down—gone down! mul-
tered Bob Lawless.

Frank Richards shivered.

It seemed only too certain that the
schooner had gone down with all
hands, and the chums wera too late
to render aid, if aid had been possible

But they were loth to leave tha spol

whi_!e: the shadow of a chance re-
mained; and they waited and
watched, while the wind buflfetted

Ehem and the waves foamed at their
eet.

And suddenly Bob Lawless darted
away from his chums, plunging waist-
deep in the foaming water.

“Help me, 3you fellows!
shouted in the darkness.

Frank and Beauclerc rushed after
himm. Bob's grasp had closed on some
object tossing in the surf, and I
chums lent their atd. It was a body—
the bods of a man—but whether alive
or.dead they could not tell. The three
schoolbovs grasped it, and draggegd it

e

ha

| dromrthe, water,.the waves thundering

behind them as if hungry for their
prey. - .

Out of reach of the cruei waters,
they sank down exhansted upon the
shingle, their grasp still upon the shup-
wrecked seaman. . '

- The 3rd Chaptler.

_ Tihs Man from the Sea. -

Bob Lawless was the first tc
recover. W -

He sat up, panting.

“T guess that ‘was close for all of
us!™ ‘gasped Bob. I was nearly
sucked away * He broke off. " *'1

wonder whether he's alive, poor
chap?” -
The chums of Cedar Creek stag-

gered up.

Thev were breathless and panting
from their struggle with the water,
but their first thonght waa for the
man they had saved.

He had not moved since
dropped Lim on the shingle.

“{Get him into shelter!” said Frank.

Threa pairs of hands grasped the
seaman again, and he was lifted and
carried into the shelter of a big rock,
which screened them from the tearing
wind.

There he was laid down again on
the sand, gently enough. In the dark
ness it was barely possible to see the
outline of his form. Beb Lawless
groped over him, and felt for the
beating of his heart.

“He's alive!” he said, with a deep
breath.

“Thank goodnes for that!”

“Wea've saved one, at any rate!”
muttered  Beauclerc.  *““But the rest

" He shivered,

“Not much chance for them, on this
coast, 1 guess,” said Bob. *This poor
chap was nearly gone when we pulled
him out. But we've saved lum, any
how. I think ha's coming to.”

There was a faint moan from the
seaman.

Even in the darkness the schoolboys
caught the glitter of his eyes as they
opened—large, glittering, black eyea.

He made an effort to move, and
groaned. _

“It's all richt !"” said Bob Lawless
“You're among friends. You're safe
I:EIW.“

The man gave a violent start at the
sound of his voice. As if called sud-
denly to himself, he sprang up: but
his strength was spent, and he fell on
hiz kneea. ’

“Keep still a bit,” said Frank
Richards. **Why—what—my hat!’

There wa? a_gleam of sharp steel in
the gloom. A knife flashed in the

they

| hand of the shipwrecked man.

i

. The schoolboys started bhack.
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“in his hand.

- Lawless.

The action of the shipwrecked man
was utterly unexpecied, and the fear

came to them that he had lost his

senses in his struggle with death.

“Mind what vou're at!” chouted
Bob Lawless, “Put that sticker away !
You're among friends now.”

“Chi parla?”

“Wha-a-at?"

The chums of Cedar Creek heard
the words in a foreign tongue, with-
out understanding them.

They could guess that ¢ was the
Eﬂg&ﬂ of a Latin race, and that was

The mar was peering at them sus-
piciously in the gloom, the knife still
He was evidently on
his guard.

*“Chi parla—non posso vedersi
¢

“You're in Canada,” said Bob
“Blesz your little heart,
vou haven't got wrecked among Red
Indians or cannibals! You're in no
danger here; wou're among white
Christians, my man. Put away that
sticker I

“Can’t yvou speak English?” asked
Beauclere.

*Inglesi? Capisco.” Si, si, signori !

“Some  blessed Spaniard ar
Italian ! muttered Bob ILawless.

“1I think that's Italian,” said
Beauclere.

“You are English ?” came the voice
in the gloom.

“Canadian—same thing,” apswered
Bob FLawless. “So you can speak
English?” |

“Oh, yes, I speak English !”

Y“ You'd lfh-etter s%eak it, th?n.
our owa lingo is a bit too deep for
us,” said Bob. |

“Put away your knife!” said
Frank. ‘

The man was still peering at them.
In the confusion of his first conscious
moments he had spoken in his own
language; but it was clear that he
could speak Englich as well.  He was
in no hurry fo put away his knife;

but it disappeared into his belt at |

last. .

He rose slowly o his feef.

“Where did
asked abruptly.

- We elf you out of the water.”

“Cospeito! Then you have saved
my life?”

“Something like it.”

“Grazie tanfo!” The words were
gratefal, but the man's tone was in-
dilferent; he was not even looking
&t the schoolboys, but was staring
round him. “The ship—did it come
ashore?” |

“1I guess it’s gone down.”

““Ts anyone else saved ™

*“We've seen nobody.”

The man muttered to himself in a
savage tone. The schoolboys could
not understand his words, but they
had a strong suspicion that he was
cursing. i

“You have seen nobody?” he
asked, at last.

i Hﬂ.“

“Not a man with a brown be
a# big man with a brown
an Englishman 7

“Nobody at all,” said Bob. =

“A friend of yours?”’ asked Frank.

The Ttalian showed his teeth for a
moment mn a strange grin.

“8Si sl 51! A friend! Un amico—
carissimo amico mio! T am very
enxious to find bim. If he is lost—
ah, cospetto!—if he iz lost—" He
broke off with mut..fp{ed curses Iin a
strange tongue. “Tutto perduto!
N-im_itae——niente;:;::: !'l:e Hhe cursed
again. *‘But as come
ashore. He may be found I

“1 guess nothing will be found #ill
dawn,” said Bob Lawless. *You'd
hetter come along with us to the
hﬂt .'!‘.l

The man started. i

“The hotel! There is an hoiel
here?”

“A  summer-holiday hotel.” ex-
plained Bob. “It's some distance
from here—back of the headland.
Thex'll be glad to take vou in and
give yon shelter. Come with us!”

The Ttalian seaman did not answer.
He moved away from the big rock
towards the sea, and stood for some
minutes staring at the turhid waters.

TFrank Richards & Co. watched him

rather uneasily.
They were glad that they had saved
the man's life, but there was some-

you ‘find me?” he|

thing about him that aroused sus-
picion and distrust,

A rather tﬂ‘llgh cusiomer that
galoot, I guess,” murmured Bobh
Lawless. * Pesky handy with his
knife, too. 8&ill, we'll tote him
“along and give him a night's
shelter.” *

The man came back
of it ack towards them

* Lead the way!” he sn'niﬂ.
“Come on, then,” eaid Boh.
the way, what's your name?"”

The foreign = sea hesi
before he replied o e S

2 * Beppo,™ he ‘HHEW«EI‘E&, at last—

Beppo Lazarini.”

It came into the minds of the three
c]l:ums—thcy hard!{ knew why—that
the man was speaking falselv - tha
he had sed to thlgnl: of a {alsg
nn}:;xebhreﬂ urnle nnlsweﬁl::g.

0 wiess led the wav along the
headland in silence. 2 v
The Ttalian seaman followed slowly,

stopping every now and then to look
towards the sea,

: He ?ﬁemettihhall']dly able to take his
yes i{rom the hungry waters that
had swallowed up the schooner.

It was a weary tramp over rock and
shingle, through the fierce wind, back
to the lumber hotel. But the school-
boys reached it at Jast. A single
light gleamed from one of the lower

i BT

windows; and Bill Hichens, in great

surprise, opened the door at Bob's
knock, and stared at the schoolboxys.

* You out of doors!” he exclaimed.
: “t':_['_[herﬂ's&be-enhn wreek,” said Bob

astily. “ A schooner's ne down
on the headland.” 22

““ Bj' gum "

“We've saved one man.™

“Good for you!” :

Mr. Hichens looked curiously a
the Ttalian seaman he entered
with the schoolbovs. He closed the
door, and then had

look at the man who had

at him, too, in the lamplight.

Beppo Lazarini, as he called him-
self, was a slim, lithe fellow, dressed
as a seaman, roughly. He was rather
ome in a dark, swarthy style.

and his eyes were big and black
gleamring.

to their room and get their wet
clothes off : and in spite of the boom
of the storm, they were soon in bed
and sleeping soundly.

The 4th Chapter.

By Whosse Hand ?

Dawn flushed up on the wide
waters of the Pacifie. '

Before the sun fairly showed over

the mountains inland Frank Richards |

were out of bed and down on
| the beach.

Only Mr. Hichens and the Chincse"

& Co.

servants were down when they ap-
peared, and in answer to their ques-
tions, Mr. Hichens informed them
that the rescued sailorman was stjll
sleeping in the barn.

Frank Richards & Co. lost no time |

in getting along the headland to see
whether anything remained of the
wreck.

The storm had almost passed, and
the wind had dropped, but the .
was still rolling roughly. Tulﬁ
waves glimmered in the morning sun-
light, and broke on the headland with
a deep murmur.

The juniors scanned the sea in vain
for the wrecked schooner.

The vessel had evidently gone
down ; but there were plenty of frag-
ments from the wreck floating on the
waves, or strewn along the shore.
Casks and planks, spars and torn rig-
gmng, and a staved-in boat lay along
the shingle, tossed there by the sea.

There were no bodies to be seen,

as they had feared.

“They'l come ashore
guess,” said Bob Lawless. “I guess
there wasn't anybody saved, except-
ing our Italian friend. I wuude:e:r’;m
that chap was that he was speaking
of—the Englishman with the brown
beard? He said he was his friend.”

“He did not mean thal,” said
Vere Beauclere quietly. “ He was an
enemy of the man he of.”

*“That struck me, t0o.” said Frank
Richards. *I—I wonder if there was
trouble on the schooner befare she
went down? That fellow had his
knife very handy, and it locked—"
He paused.

later, 1

e

another long
from fhtsen. Bt Bk b
rom Sea. L |
loaked

2d 'had HBapnene
- Mr. Hic zave him a | previafis

.. ,._;: [1 -. ﬁlﬁr

; his teecth.

" “Che cosa e?”

“I wonder?™ said Bob.
The chums  walked slowly back
towards the lumber hotel for break-
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fast. On the staved-in boat they read

a name—The Eliza Smith. evidently
the name of the schooner that ‘had
gone down. DBeppo Lazarini seemed
fo be the sole surviver of the Eliza
Smith, though it was quite possible
that other survivors had straggled
ashore further along the coast, As

they drew near to the lumber hotel-

the: schoolboys - discerned a crowd
gathered on the bench,

Bill Thichens was there, with mest
of the visiters at the hotel " and
several fishermen. They were
ﬁathered- about some object that

¥ on the sand, and the iuniors
harried up to see what it was

*Stand back, you kids!” called out
Mr. Hichens. | .

“* What is it?” asked Bob.

“One of the bodies from
schooner,” |

ik Oh !TI

“Dead " asked Frank Richards, in
a hushed voice.

i“ YEP 13

There was a buzz of voices in the
crowd round the body. In everr
voice there was a note of horror.
And it dawned upon the chums of
Cedar Creek that there was something
the hotellkeeper had not told them.
They tﬁzsh&d forward, and saw the
body that lay in the sand.

One- glance was enough for them.
and I%ET turned away, sick at beart.

“ Better get away, rou youngsters,™
said Mr. Hichens
~ The schoolbovs were glad enough to
get away. Their  faces were white
as they moved towards the hotel.

“That man wasn'é drowned last
night!” muttered Bob Lawless
huskily. “Youn—you saw——"

“I's hormble!” muttered Frank.
“There must have beea fghting on
the schooner before she went down.
He was killed—"

“1t was a knife-thrust.” =aid Bob.
it a low wvoiee. “And—and that
Italian chap—who was so handy with
his knifeiga_ must know something
about 1t."

“d]EeIE ought ht: ﬁ:ﬁined, and
made to what pened.”

“He will be, I guess. ™

same

the

Faliowed.

] of course, must
know what the facts were. - -
. Mr, Hichens entered the barn, with
the others at his heels,

The Italian was stretched out on a

get | pile of straw, sleeping, but he awoke

mstantly at the sound of footsteps
and started up. ]
His big black eyes turned question-
mgly upon the new-comers. His
dusky hand rested on~his belt, close
to the haft of his knife. :
he asked quickly,
W hat 33 #T .
- “There’s 2 body come ashore from
the wreek,” said Mr, Hichens quietly.

*E dunque 7 s

“It's a man who's been killed in
a serimmage,

Lazarini started.

" Non - capigen niente—1  knaw
nothing of that!” he answezed. .

“Was there fighting on the ship last
nig!lt?“

*No.” b 1§

“Then how was the man killed?”

*Io non so—" :

" Speak English I

“1 know nothmeg—chi lo s2!” =aid
Larzarini. “I myself was in the fore-
castle, nsleep. 1 was thrown into the
gea, and that is 2ll I can tell you.”

“1 guess that isn't. good enough.
You will be detained here, and
handed over to the authorities when
I've sent news of the wreck,” said
Mr. Hichens. . ® Give me that sticker
of vours.  You're better without
ﬂ]ﬂt."

Lazarini's eves gleamed, :

“T am a prisaner?” he exclaimed.

“That’s the size of it."

“And why—why "

“Til you give a good account of
vourself, mv man,” answered Mr.
Hichens. *“1 shall lock you up in a
room in the hotel £l someone comc
to take charge of you.”™

He made & step towards tihe
Ttalian.

Lazarini sprang back, and his knife
flashed out.

“Hands off!” he exclaimed
savagely.

“Drop that!™

“You shall not toueh me—"

Mr. Hichens strode towards him,
heedless of the knife. The Italian
threw up his hand threateningly.

“Stand back!” he s=aid, between
*1 warn you——"

was .
barn where
_ had been given
, with a conple of other men.

It was

' h‘a&'l'f coma

-

i

|

-

i

found. Had it been a mutiny—had a

enough, and

was that he had

B e e ———

Frice

He backed away from the hurly
Canadian, still threatening with the
gnife. The open window of the barn
was near, and, with a saddéen spring.
Lazann clambered theough 1t and
dropped outside, before he could be
seized.

** Stop him ! shouted Mr. Hichens.

Frank Richards & Co. rushed round
the barn. _

But Lazarini was already Beeing at
top specd, and he ran uvp the beach
kxe a honted here.

There was'a shout, and five or six
pursuers dasived on his track ; but the
Italian had a good start, and be
vamshed among the rocks.

Mr. Hichens shouted to Long Lung
for his horse, and in a few minutes
he was riding in pursuit.

Frank Richards & Co. went in to
breakfast 1 an excited frame of
mind. Half an hour
Hichens returned nnsuccessful. Beppo
Lazarini had vanished and ‘was
peyond pursait. That afternoon twe
of the North-West Mounted Police
arrived at Pacific Point, and after
a few nfinutes’ stop at the Jamber
hotel they rode away in search of
Beppo Lazarini. :

The Eth Chepter.
in Direst Peril!

“This isn’t quite the holiday we
were expecting, 1 guess!” remarked
Bob Lawless.

The chums of Cedar Creek were
strolling along the beach, in the
golden afternoon, by the blue sea.

Thie storm was guite gone now,. and
the Pacific rolied m and blue,
shining in the sun, beautiful and blue

s o —
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later Mr. |

1

as far as the eye could reach towards.

the setting sun.

The three chums were not think-
mg much of their planned holiday—of
the nding, fishing, swimming, and
sailing they had arranged to fl1 the
summer days.

The {ragic happenings of the pre-
vious night were in their minds, and
their thoughts resn incessantls uspon
the strange mystery of the sea.

What had happened on board the
ill-feted schooner as she drifted to her
doom on the rocky shore? That was
the question that was on their minds,

to w no answer could be

been - proceedin
; vessel was driving
to her tragic end? 1i scemed bkely
0 it was more than hkely
that whatever crime had taken place
eppo Lazarini had had a hand n it.
S da ot e eteco

A :
ashore. The chums won-
hat had become of ihe big

w

man with the brown beard of whom

Lazarini had spoken. The prebability
found a grave
beneath the treachercas waves of the
Paesfic: but they could mot help
thinking of him, :nd heping that bhe
had, perhaps, reached safety some-
where on the shore. They kept their
eyes well about them as they walked
g by the sea, in the faint hope of
finding some trace of a shipwrecked
SUTViVor.

"1 guess T don’t feel like holiday-
making,” went on Bob Lawless. “I'd
give a4 good deal to find that that
chap Beppo spoke of had got ashere.
Ifﬂppp-c-ﬂe there's iittle enough chance
of1t.”

“I1t's not Likely, but it’'s possible,”
said Frank. **If he was a good swim-
rier he bad a chance. And if he got
ashore he might have landed any-
where the coast for miles.”

Bob Lawless halted suddenly.

"By gum! Look!"” he exclaimed.

He pomnted to the sand at his feet.

Deep in the soft sand was the im-
print of a foot.

The track ran aleng the sand for
some distance ahead of them, and
disappeared round ua mass of high
rocks.

“"Might be anybody——" began
Frank.

Baob shook Lis head.

"“The folks 2t the hotel don’t come
up here,” he said
now from Pacific Pomt. And there
isn't another building along the coast
for a long wav. 1 wonder i

“Let's follow i, anvway,”
Beauclerc. |

“I guess we will'!™

re was a possibility at least that
the track had been made by some sur-
vivar of the wreck, and the chums of
Cedar Creek followed it with keen
interest. It ended where the soft
sand was replaced by a path of rocky,
stony soil.

said

There was no one to be scen as the

chums stared round them on the
mlent, lonely beach.

They listened. but there was no
scund save the scream of a wheeling
sea-grull

* Somebody made that track. and
it's fresh,” said Bob. “ Anvbedy
landing here mught think the whole
coast was deserted 1 guess we're
going to find the galoot who's left

1

s footprints here.  Scatter among
the rocks, and call out if you find any
S ™

“Right-ho ™

The ec¢hums separated, and woere

soon Jost 1o one another’s sight among
the big rocks _

Ten minutes after he bad partcd
with his chums Frank Richards
came on the track again, in a patch
of sand among the rocks. It was a
patch before the openinz of a deep,
shadowy eave in the rocks, and Frank
looked curiously into the dark opon-
ing. _

He was about to whistle to his com-
rades, ‘when there was a quick step
behind him. and he turned.

*“Is that you, Beh? Oh!”

The dark, swarthy face of Beppo

| Lazarind was close to him, grinning

evilly. Frank stared blankly at the
Italian.

He had supposed that Lazarini was
far away by that time, fleeing from

the pursuit of the mounted police.

It was a surprise—and not a pleasant

| cne—to find the swarthy scaman closo

at hand.

Frank jumped. back.

“Tact!™ - muttered the Tialian
threateningly. * Silence, siguorino,

on vour life ! =

His koufe was in his dusky hband,
and the signal whistle died on Frank
Richards’ h _

The swarthy seaman came closer.

“So you have found me ! he said
between his white tecth.

“1 was not looking for you,” an-
swered Frank calmly, though his
heart was beating with great throbs.

“Then what are von doing here 7"

“1 was foliowing a tr:.:i in the
sand——"’

“My trail " said Lazarini.

“1 did not know it ‘was vour trail.
I supposed 7y

: Well, now -you bhave
found me, and vou will not take the
news back to your friends!” said
Lazarini sourly. His black cves glit-
tered at the Enghsh schoolboy, and
his hand clesed on his knife.

Frank’s heart thumped.

“T bhelped to save vour life last
night, Lazarini !” he said.

Lazarini shrugged his shoulders.

“And now you have brought it
mio danger ! he said. “If I am dis
covered here——7 :

“What is to prevent your escape if
Fou chocse 77 : : pe

Lazarini laughed.

*“1 do not choese,” he said. © “1
cannot go till T have found my friend

{ from the schooner—the big Ingleso

“We're miles |

with the brown beard. But I cannot
det vou tell that I am here. I am
8OITYy, signonno, but vou have run
your head into this, and it is your
own fault.” :

He made a step towards Frank, who
backed away, bis hands clenched.

“It was vou who murdered the
man on the schoomer last night,
then!” he said. “You are an
assassin !’

Lazarini did not answer, but he
made a spring forward. The ruffian’s
murderous intention  was  plain

cnongh, but Frank did not lose his -

presence of mind, terrible as the
danger was. His eves were fixed
upon the swarthy ruffian, and he
sprang back, and eluded the rush.
But his foot slipped on a smocth
pebble, and he staggered and fell.
The next instant the swarthy ruffian
was upon him.
fIl;!ut the murdercus blow never
ell.
. There was a sndden whiz, and a
Jagged rock came hurtling through
the air. and it struck the swarthy
face full on the jaw. E

Lazarini uttered a F&H of agonv,
and spun blindly away from the

fallen schoolbov.

The kmfe clattered on the rocks.

Bob Lawless came tearing up, with
another lump of rock in his hand.

“Bob!” panted Frank.

Beppo Lazarini was scrambling up,
his swarthy face black with fury, and
as he did so the seeond rock crashoed
m s face. He rolled on the sand,
and Bob Lawless, bounding forward,
scized the knife and grasped it.

* Now, vou heund——?

The iwo schoolboys rushed con
Lazarini. But the lithe Ttalizn
eluded them, and darted away among
the rocks. Vere Beauclere joined his
chums, and the three followed ihe
fleeing ruffian together, but they pur-
sued hm i vam. Lazarim
vanished amid
Tugged shore, and he was not scen
again.
gave up the pursuit at last. and
turned homeward to Pacific Point..

But they did not believe that they |

£

bad seen the last of the ruffap. -
prove that they -

And events were to
were right.

had -
the rocks of the

The chums of Cedar Creck
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