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The 1st Chapter.
Rough on Mr. Manders.

*“roo! Isn't 1t cold®”

“Pernsiing 1™
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The nsmg-bell was clanzine out its
sinil summons o all Rookwood, and

in the Fourth Form dormitory there

were loud lamentations

* That bell goes earlier and eaglier

every. biessed meornine

srumbiled

Jimmy Silver. *““We shall be gettine

gp in the middle of the nizht soon !

4 Tm gzoin' to follow the

[Week Ending October 11th, 19189,

e |

Tubby Muffin bhad just concealed his plump buik behind the screeﬁ when Mr. Manders rustled in.
* Bless my soul!"” spluttered the master, as he surveyed the empity tray. Anger and amazement

were mingled in his exclamation.

“Some young rascal—-some unprincipled person—has had the

effrontery to consume my breakfast!” Tubby Muffin trembled so viclently that the screen shook,

LN

Personally,” said Arthur Edward
Lovell, with a vawn, “I intend to
take another forly winks!”

“Same here ! murmured Newcome
drowsily. |

The juniors seemed
hurry o be up and doing.

Mornington. was the first fellow to
got out of bed, but a eold zust of air
caused Morny's teeth to chatier.
Then, after a glance at the frosty
window-panss. he promptly hopped
back between the sheets.

“Not zood enough ! he drawled.
“TIt's . positively . freezin’, by !
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example of Lovell, an' take another
forty winks !

The last' note of thie rising-bell died
away, but there was no sign of
activity 1n the Founrth Form dorma-
tory,

This wintey morniog bad dawned
quite unexpectedly.

The autumn mownings had
chilly, but fairly tolerable.
Jack Frost had suddenly =zot busy,
and he was in evidence not only on
the window-panes, but down in the
quadrangle, where the puddles were
glassy aud frozen.

*“*Just like~ this
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And now

climage !  growled Conroy,
changes without any warning. TFirst
we get a baking summer dav, and
then we're irozen to ithe marrow '™

And Yan R¥n, in the next bed io
Couroy, started singing something to
ihe effect that 16 was nxe to get up
i the morning, but nicer to stav in
bed,

For penhaps five minutes n
stirred.

Taen came the sound of approach-
g footsteps, and Bulkeley of il
EL“:E]: looked 1n. .
BalXeley stared 1n astonisbment at

the two rews of occupied beds,
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Up vou get!7 he said teisely.

“Have mercy, Bulkeley !” groaned
Kit Erroll.

:“Yf:'::. ratber I said Jimmy Silver.
“Lonsider our frail and delicate eon-
stitutions. vou know!®
“I'll consider the advisability of
bringing my bool into play, in

' ! ;._:!"'r‘u'.'lt?ll Hlﬂkéiﬂ}'. “1 ve
had to suarn out EE] l[1.:‘:-:" L‘u]t]_ and vou
kids can do the same. Tumble oui.

Taa

--------

ail of you!

Most of the juniors showed sizns of
complymg. and Bulkeley went on his
away, apparenily satisfied thkal his
warning had taken roof,
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With blue faces and Ehiﬂ;r:-i'ingl

Fourth-Formers turned

forms, the
cut.

By .the fime another five minutes
had elapsed, the only fellow still in
bed was Tubby Mufhin,

Not ‘only did the Falstaff of the
Faurth remain in hed, but he almost
shoolt the dormitory with his un-
musical snore.

“Buck up, Tubby!” gaid Jimmy
Silver sharply.-

Spore !

“Better trv the. effeci of a
gponge ! murmured Momington.

Jimmmy Silver promptlry armed him-
self with 2 soaking sponge. which
he squeezed out over Tubby Mufhin's
slumibering form. '

A cascade of water shot-downwards,
and the victim gave g vell which a
Red Indian might have envied.

“*Yaroooch ! Gerraway, Silver, you
beast ! |

“Shake a lez, then!” said Ji!ﬂl‘ﬂif
Siiver. “The breakfast-gong will
sound in a minuie, and Bootles will be
on the warpath if vou're late I”

* Bless Bootles !

“Bless him by all means. 1 wasz
simply advising you for your own
good. porpoise.”

Junmy. Silver's advice, however,
fell on stonz zround.

Even the tempting prospect of
steaming eggs-and-bacon could not
drag Reginald Mufiin from his bed.
He was sl.t;ug hzimi warm, ;:Jdege was
nungry; bué s hunger, he reflocted
ol 1% sapeeatod Iater. 4

The cartatd the Classical Foublll
od his shoulders, and continued

B retbe Mufin d the

v L monppe water
from his flabby face with a handker-
chief. and settied down again,

“The silly ass!” growled Lovell.
“He'll get 1t where the chicken got
the chopper.!™

*His blood e on his own head!”
sald Jimmy Sikver. *“ If he chooses to
ignore my zood advice, he can stand

racket |”

One by one, the juniors quitted the
dormitory.

Even Townsend and Topham, the

dandies of the Fourth, who usvally |

devoted a good deal of time to their
totlet, were finished at last.

Tubby Mufin dropped into a doze.

When he awoke again, and blinked
round the dormitory, he saw that Le
was its sole vecupant. _

“My bhat!” he muttered. “I sup-

Lge beastly gong has sounded for
kker ages aco! Why couldn't the
beasts have told me?”

The fat Fourth-Former beaved him-
self out of bed with an effort, and
started to dress.

He had been hungry before he
dozed ; he was simplv ravenous now,

The terrible thought that he might
miss breakfast caused him to hurry.

The fat jumior scrambled through
his ablutions. He had a whclesome
dislike of soap and water at all times:
and he used them very sparinzly now.,
His wash was what the jupiors would
have termed a “cat’s-lick.”

Finally, with hair wnbrushed, and
bootlaces dangling, Tubby Mufiin
rushed downstairs.

IIe was puffing and biowing by the
time he reached the Hall. And when
he floundered inside, he found that
the fellows had finished breakiast.
_Tabby Muffin dropped info his
place with a grunt,

“1 say. you fellows, where's my
brekker 7"

: L:iﬁcq stolen,
grimned Conroy.

e # ha- hﬂ :“!

AMr. Booptles, at the head of the
table, locked up sharply.

*Muffin, why _are you so late?”

“I—1 was delayed, sir, in the
dorm."”

“Indeed ! And what, prar, was the
cause of the delay?”

“I—1 was mugging up the Latin
lesson, sir!™

Mr. Booties stared. This statement,
coming from Tubby Muffin, was
extraordinary. It took more swallow-

or strayed?”

=

ill%" than the leathery bacon had done.
ubby Muffin paid as little atten-
tion as possible to his lessons, even
in the Form-room.

“You surprise me, Muffin!™ said
Mr. Bootles grimly. *1 trust vour
explanation is correct, though I very
much fear the reverse is the case,”

“Y—I assure vou, sir—"’

“That will do, Muffin " :

“Ahem! Can—can 1 have some
breakfast, sir?" ~

“You should arrive 1n Hall at the
allotted time, Muffin. DBoys are not
allowed to wander in at their leisure.
You will forfeit vour breakfast, and
I trust it will be a-lesson to you!”

“0Oh erumbs " '

Tubby Muffin looked the picture of
despair.

How could he possibly survive until
digner-time ?

?he Fourth were grinning from one
ennd of the table to the other. They
had no sympathy to waste on the [at
junior. Indeed, they considered it
vould do Tubby Muffin good to go
without his breakfast for once.

Tubby Llinked at his schoolfellows’
plates.  Like his own, they
empts. .

“I’s a hLeasily shame!” he mut-
tered. **I'm wasting away already.”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Shortly afterwards, the fellows filed
out of Hall.

Tubby Muffin rolled disconsolately
along the passage. Ee felt that the
world was a very unpleasant place to
live in. The idea of going through
morning lessons  on an empiy
stomach was appalling.

*Excuse me, Masier Muffin !”

One of the maids was coming along

with a laden tray, and Tubby Muffin's |
huge bulk obsts - R

ted her progre

“The fat junior squeezed
agamst the wall so that -ihe:';]:lrl _
pass. He blinked enviounsly at the
tray, which contained het rolls and
butter, ezgs-and-bacon, marmalade,
and coffee.

“1 sav, where are vou taking that
little lot!” ingquired Tubby,

“Tt's for Mr. Manders,” said the
maid. “ He's breakissting in his
study this morning.”

And she passed on.

Tubby Muffin's hungry eyes were
riveted upon the girl and the tray
until both vanished round a distant

corner.,

“0ld Manders is a lucky dog!” he
murmured. * That's the hest of being

« master. You can have your brekker |

when and where vou like.”
Instinetively Tubby Muffin followed
in the wake of the maid. He dodged
into an adjoining Uoorway as she
emerged from Mr. Hnndﬂrs"““ study.
When her footsteps had diod away
Tubby came out to mvestigate.

The door of Mr. M_n_pders.‘ study |
was ajar, and an appetising odour of

fried bacon was wafted out into the
PEt‘E‘ei.nf: cantinusly iqt{; the study,
Tubby Muffin saw that it was empty.

%
:

-

-
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EVERYONEand every-
cne should enter. You
may not think your hand-
writing good but it -isn't
the *‘ copy book’’ style
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and characteristic. No
entrance fee. All par-
viculars in
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__THE BOYS® FRIEND

“ Manders hasn’t turned up vetf,” he
said to himself. *Perhaps he's for-
gotten all about his brekker. I
ghonldn’t wonder !™ gt

Becoming bolder, the fat junior
stepped into the study, closing the
door after him.

The steaming breakfast locked even
more nviting than when Tubby had
first seen if, Uy

The voice of the tempter whispered

in his ear:
Wolf the whoele lot while

“Pile in!
vou've got the chance! The edds nre
nothing

that . Manders will know
about 1t."”

In the ordinary way Tubby Muffin
would not have dreamed of raiding a
master's study—for that was what it
amounted to. But he was hungry—
: y—and it was a shame to
spoil goed faod by letting it get cold.

The fat junior drew a chair up to
the table;, planted his weight upon 1t,
and got basy.

The bot rolls were delicious. Thex
seemed to melt in his mouth. And
the ezgs-and-bacon were done to a
turn.

“This is prime!” mumbled Tubby,

L with his mouth full,

He had been deprived of his break-
fast m Hall 3ut what did that
matter? Breakfast in Hall was a
miserable affair by comparison with
this. Thiswas a feast of the zods

Tubby Muffin disposed of the good
things with amazing rapidity.

The tray had been cleared, and the
fat junior was about to lean back In
his chair, when the sound of approach-
ing footsteps caused him to start up
in alarm.

“Manders ! Lhe muttered.

There could be no doubt that the
approaching person was Mr. Manders,
the sour, unsporismanlike master of
the Rookwood Sixth.

Tubby Muffin’s heart beat over-
time.

He was fairly trapped, unless—-

There were two ways by which he
might posstbly avoid detection. One
was to plunze beneath the table; the
other to hide behind the screem.

The latter seemed the better plan.

Tabby Mufin had just concealed
his plump " bulk behind the screen
when Mr. Manders rustled in.

*“ Bless my soull”

Anger and amazement were
mingled in the master's exclamation.

Scarcely daring to breathe, Tubby
Muyffin-crouched -in his place of con-

surveyed the empty
tray, and frowned. His frown
ened, and his anger speedily over-
came his amazement.

“Some young rascal—some un-
principled person—has had the efiron-
tery to come in here and consume my
breakfast 1" ha fumed.

Tubby Muffin trembled so viclently
that the sereen shook.

The Eat junior was almost paralysed
with funk., He knew that if e were
canght he c¢ould expeet no mercy
from Mr. Manders. The latter would
come down like a wolf on a fold. His
wrath wouid be ferrible. Tubby
Muffin felt, in fact, that he would be
unable to face it.

Mr. Manders paced to and fro in
the study. He was muttering to him-
self during his peregrinations. Tubby
Muthn distinctly. canght the words
“fHoggmg,” and “make a public
example. "

By this time the Fourth-Former
was feeling decidedly uncomfortable.
He wanted to sneeze very badly. He
pressed his handkerchief over his nose
and mouth, but in vain. That sneeze
was defermined to make itself heard.

When it did come, it came with

m-a\il
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“ Atishum! Atishoc-oo-00!”
The fat was in the fire now with a
vengeance !

Mr. Manders sirode towards the
screen, and Tubby Muffin, terrified by
the expression on the master's face,
bounded to his feet and scutiled out
of the study.

For a moment Mr, Manders' siood
speechless.
door and shouted along the passage.

“Muffin! Come back—come back
at once! Do you hear me?”

The only answer was the sound of

scurrving in the direction of Mr.
Manders' study !

Tubby Muffin was scared out of his
wits, and his ane object in life at that
moment was to put as much distance
h-et*nrﬁlen himself and Mr. Manders as

ible.
 After the feast comes the reckon-
mg; but Tubby had not watted ior
the reckoning,

Th=2nd Chapter.
Missing !

Mr. Manders stood 1in the doorway,
breathing hard.
Like Moses of old, he looked this

way and thut way, and there was no

man.

Tubby Muffin had exercised all the
speed at his commmand, and he had
fled down the passage as if a thou-
sand furies were at his heels.

*The audacions voung rascal!™
snorted Mr, Manders. “ He shall be
punished most severely for this out-
rage !”

Mr. Manders was far too dignified
to. think of giving chase to the
Fourth-Former. He was content to
bide his time. Sooner or later Tubby
Muffin would fall into his clutches;
and when that happenéd Mr. Manders

wonld not display the quality of
mercw.
Meanwhile, the enraged master

sent for the mayd and ordered another

breakfast to replace that which re-

posed mside Tubby Muffin,

In due course the bell rane for
morning jessons.

Jimmy Silver & Co., who had heen
punting a football in the quad,
flacked into the ¢lass-room. M.
Baotles was a mild, good-tempered
sort as a rule; but he expected
punctiality, from his pupils.

“Where 15 Muffin?” he asked,

glaneing at that junior’s vapcant place.

. The juniors shook theirheads. No
breakfast ;

= Silver " rapped out Mr. Bootles.
“ Do vou not know where Muffin s

“T haven't the fozziest notion,
sir ! said the captain of the Fourth.

An expression of annoyance came
over the Form-master's face.

“Can anvone suggest where he 157”7

“The tuckshon's the most likely
place, sir,” said Lovell

* Nonsense, Lovell ! Sergeant
Ketile wonld not think of serving a
junior during echool hours!™

“Silver!” said Mr. Bootles, after a
pause. ‘“Kindly go and bring Mnffin
tn the Form-room if vou can find
him I

“*Very well, sir!”

‘one. hud seen Tubby Muffin since
f

Jimmy Silver did neot anticipate |

either a longz search or a difficult one,
He expected to run the missing
junier to earth in Study No. 2 On
reach'ne that apartment, however, he
drew blank.

“Mv hat!" muttered the cantain of
the Fourth. *“Where can the silly
ass have got to?”

Greatly puzzled, Jimmy Silver tnok
up the search in real earnest. He
migclit have been a slenth-hound, by
his methnds. He loked into every
studv., and he examined the foor as
he wen:. Tubby Muffin could usuallv
be tracked down by means of a trail
of erumbs.

But on this occasion there was
nothing doing. There was not a
single clue as to the fat junior's
wheroabouts,

Jimnmy Silver made inguiries at
the tuckshop, but Sergeant Kettla
declared that he had not had the mis-
fortune of seeing Tuhbypiuﬁn that
morning. g

The gym, thé Cloisters, and the
library were visited in turn, but with
no result. :

Jimmy Silver gave it up at lasg,
and went back to the Form-room.

“No sign of Muffin, sir,” he re-
poried.

Mr. Bootles looked amazed.

‘‘Have you searched everywhere,
Silver 2"

““ Practically everywhere, sir.”

“And there 1= no trace of the
bOF?"

* None whatever, sir.”

There was a buzz from the class.

The sudden disappearance of

Tubby Muffin was startling, to say |

the least of it.

Then he strode to the |

| Kit Erroll.

e

“Y should hardly think so, sir,”
said Jimmy Silver.

_“Muffin had nothing on his mind,
sit,” said Newcome.

_But Newcome knew nothing of the
little drama which had been enacted
in Mr. Manders’ study.

There was silence in the TForm-
room for some moments—the silence
of sheer astonishment.

“*Will you ascertain, Silver,” said

| Mr. Bootles presently, *““ii Muffin's
| capd and coat are hanging up in his
. study 77

scurrying feet—and they were not | v

Jimmy Silver nodded, and® quitted
the Form-room for the second timne.

He -returned in a few moments,
excited and breathless.

“Well, Silver?™

“Muffin's cap and coat are not
there, sir.” .

Mr. Bootles compressed hie lips.

*1In that case there can be little
doubt that my surmise is correct.
Muffin has run away from school.”

“1 can't believe it,” murmured
*He'd never have the
nerve !

“ No joily fear!”

“He's scoffing grub in some guiet
corner,” whispered Conroy: .

“*That’s about it."”

0
Mr. Bootles was debating what

‘should be done, when the door of the

Form:room opened., and -everyoue
looked up expectantly.

But it was not Tubby Muffin who
entered. It was My, Manders.

Mr. Bootles darted a guestioning
glance at his colleaguwe. He did not
like Mr. Manders. That gentleman
bad done little to win the affections
of either masters or boys, And he
had only himself to thank for his un-
popularity. ‘

“Ah, Bootles!"” said Mr. Manders.
“T locked in for the purpose of
requesting Muffin fo report teo me
after lessons.”

“*Muffin is not here,” said Mr.
Bootles shortly. |

“Not here!"

“No. He hes unaccountably dis-
appeared.”

“ Bless my soul! Where is he?"

“1 am not in the habit of repeat-
ing my observations, Mr. Manders.
1 ﬁare already stated that Muffin has
disapneared. Beyond that)'I know
nothing." _ _

The sour face of Mr. Manders be-
came even mors £o.

* Muffin must be found at once.”
he said “1 wish to admin
chastisement——"" B

Mr. Bootles stared. oo

“*Has Muffin offended you, Mr.
MandersT®"”

“Offended me! Ok no! Not in
the least!™ said Mr. Manders, with
crughing sarcasm. “He merely
helped himseli to my breakfast, and
then had the audacity to run awav
from me, and to ignore me when I
repeatedly called to him to come
back !" '

There was a gasp from the class.

“It's clear as daylizht now.”™ whis-

pered Lovell. “Tubby’s frightened
to death of Manders, and he's
scooted. ™’

“That's so,” agreed Newcome,
gotid voce. ;

Mr. Bootles turned fo ‘his ccl-

league.

“You may leave this matter in my
hands,' he said. “I will commum-
cate the facts to Dr. Chisholm, and
asrertain his wishes ™

“Oh, very well!” spapped Mr.
Manders.

And the muaster of the Sixth
stalked out, evidently in @ very bad
temper. 2

Shortly afterwards Mr. Bootles
went to make his report to the

Head. He left the Fourth in a state
of secthing exeitement.

*Faney = Tubby bunking !
claimed Jimmy Silver.

“That's just what I can't fancy!”
said Kit Ercoll. *“Tubby hasn't the
pluck of a tame mouse.”

“But he's gone!l”

* Absolutely !

“ Vanished off the face of  the
earth, by gad!" said Mornington.

“His cap and coat have vamshed,
#00,"” said Lovell.  “That's pretty
conclusive evidence that he’s bunked.
Ha knew he could expeet mo mercy
from a tvrant like Manders, so he
ran away." s

“He can’t bave got very far,” re-
marked Raby.

*About as far as the bunshop in
Coombe, 1 should say!™  grinned
Newcome.

“Ha, hHa, ha!”

“Weonder if they'll send aut searel-
parties?” mused Jimmy Silver.

“Hope so,” said Conrov. “I'd
rather hunt for Tubby Muffin than
for the meaning of some of these
Latin words!™

“Yes, rather IV

“Jolly  thoughiful

ex-

of Tubbyv

“Is it possible,” said Mr. Bootles, | Muffin to run away,” said Pecle. “It

at length, “that the foolish bov bhas |

run away from school2”

means a holiday for us.”
But Peele was unlucky.

4
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When Mr. Bootles returned, the
first ‘thing he did was to detail a
search-party. But Peele was not in-
Cluded. Neither were Lattrey nor
Gower. Whereat there was a pgreat
deal of grumbling,

“I have arranged with Dr. Chis-
holm.” said Mr. Bootles, *that two
gearch-parties  ‘shall be sent out
Bulkeley will conduet a search in one
direction, and von, Silver, will be In
charge of a junior partyv.”,

*Oh,# good ! murmured Jimmy
SH‘I'E‘I- ;

“You may take six boys with
yvou,” said Mr. Bootles

And almost every fellow m the |

Form jumped eagerly to his feet.
The chosen six proved to be Lovell,

Publishsd
Every Monday

Raby, Newcome, Mornington,
Erroll. and Conroy. _ R
“¥You will proceed in the direction |

of Coombe,”” said Mr. Bootles.
effort must be spared to bring Muffin
back to Rookwood. It will be advis-

i Kﬂ |

able to make exhaustive inquiries of |

. passers-by, and others.
reckless and foolbardy bov will be
found.”

“Relyr on us,
Stlver confidently.

And the members of the search-
party, to the envy of their school-
fellows, marched out of the Form-
TOON.

They had never been so grateful to
Tubby Muffin as at that moment.

&

sir !’

The 3rd Chapter.
Some Person Unknpwn.

said Jimmy
. office

I trust the |

ey e — S S——— 0

“Mind you don't get up to any |

Jlarks 1™
Bulkeley of the Sixth shook a re-

proving forefinger at Jimwmy Silver & |

(‘0. as the two search-parties, senior
and jumior, parted company mn the
gateway of Rookwood.

“We never lark, Bulkeley,”
Mornmgton, “when we have some-

sa1d |

thin® thrillin® an’ excitin’ to occupy

our httle minds. ™

“Hear, Thear!” said CConroy.

“We're going on the track of Tubby |

Muffin, and we're not going to rest
till we find him 1™

“He's coming back to Rookwood
_undez escort,” said Jimmy Siiver.

“Our escort, you mean!™ said
Balkeley, with a smile.
- RE.'L‘.% ris

The juniors headed for the village
of Coombe, and the seniors moved
off in the opposite direction.

“Mustn't let the Sixth score over
vs.”" remarked Lovell

** No, rather nct !

“Tubby Muffiin's big enough to be
seen,” said Mornington, “an' it's
qunite on the cards that we shall spot
nim. "

Jimmy Silver & Co. launched m-
quiries 28 they went.

“] sav, have you seen a human
barrel of lard?” asked Newcome, of
the driver of a market cart.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The driver asked for further par-
ticulars;, and then shook his head.
He had seen no one, he said, answer-
mg to the description of Reginald
Muffin.

Another man—a hungry-looking
 wayside tramp—said he had not seen

i o . e

‘Maffin, but would be glad to sample |

half a dozen.

“We're not 1n the habt
hot muaffins about with
Mornington.

. “Tf you want work,” chimed in

Jimmy Silver, “apply to the squire
at Uoombe Manor."” =

The tramp gave a shudder.

“ Bless yer "eart.” he said. “I don’t
want work—unless it's a three-hour
day. with two hours off for grub !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

‘The juniors passed on into Coombe.

of carrvin’
us,”  said

!

They wisited the bun-shop first, of |

course, but Tubby Mufhn bad not
been there.

None of the tradespeople seemed
to have seen the missing junior.

“Better try the railway-station,™
suggested Lovell. *“If he's gone by
train, someone 1s sure to have seen
him | N

The little station at Coombe was de-s
serted save for a porter who sat
crouched before a blazing fire 1 the
waiting-room.

The porter’s head was nodding, and
he was on the point of dozing off
~when Jimmy Silver bellowed in his
Sear.

SHit™ ~

The man started up so suddenly that
his chair tilted backwards. It bore
its human freight with it, and the
porter alighted with a pamnful thud
~on the floor of the walting-room.

* Acrohatics while you wait ™ mur-
- mured Kit Erroll.

“Ha, ha, ha "

Slowly the porter picked hiroself up.
“Wodyer want ™ he growled.

Jimmy Silver put the now familiar
. question regarding Tubby Muffin;
“but he put it in vain.

#Which nobedy from Rookwood

"2s boarded 2 train this morning,™
grunted the porter.

“How do you know.” asked Lovell,
“when you've been fazt asleep and
snoring all the time?”

The porter glared.

“The lirst train "asn't gone vet!”™
he said.

e Uh:::‘

The juniors
zlances.

Tubby Muffin had mysteriously dis
appeared from Rookwood, and he
must have carefully covered up his
tracks, for not a =ingle clue was

baffed

Exchanged

| available.

T

“No go " said Jimmy Silver, turn-
ing on his heel

**We shall have to give it up,” said
Neweome.

“Looks hke 161"

*We could advertise,” said Conroy.

“How ™

“By getting some posters printed,
and having them stuck up all over the
village.™

Jimmy Silver nodded thouzhtfully.

“It may lead to a discovery,” he
said. *“Come on':™

The juniurs wWent .'-llnug to the little
where the loeal paper was
printed, and where printing of all
sorts was undertaken.

Between them, they conceocted the
following poster:

.....
al .
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The production of the posterz was
left 1 the bhands of the printer, and
the members of the search-party re-
turned rather dolefully to Rookwood.

They did not like poing back empts-
handed. 1t was very humiliating w
think that a stunid fellow like Tubby
Muffin could eutwit them so eastly.

Curionsly enougzh,. Bulkeley's
search-party returned at the =same
moment, from the opposite direction.

“Any luck., yvou kids?' inguired
Bulkeley. :

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“ Muoffin's vamished off the map!”
he said. “We've asked questions il
we're husky, but we've got no for-
rader.™ |,

“Whers on earth can the kid be*"

*Ask me another !™

Sentors and juniors passed through
the quadranele, and Jimmy Silver
& Co. went along te th® Form-reom
to make their report to My Bouotles.

The "Form-master looked surprised
as the joniors trooped in. = He ex-
pected to see Tubby Muffin following
lr-rhirui__ Like Mur}"a little lamib,

“Do yon mean to say, Silver,”

satd Mr. Bootles, *“that vour search
has proved fruitless 2"

“That's so, mir!"”

“Iid you scour the village?™

- = =
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portant capture.

go down! | refuse!

with cold.

Qld Manders will get hold of
me !’ The fat Classisal sat by the nhi-?nnay, bl:u

In searching for the football Kit Erroll ‘
had stumbled upon a far more im-

The shrill voice of Tubby Muffin
could be heard, raised in expostulation. 4

1 won’'t

“LOST, STOLEN, OR STRAYED!

“WHEREAS Reginald Muffin,
alias Tubby, has mysteriously disap-
peared from Rookwood School, leav-
ing no clue as to his whereabouts

' A REWARD OF S8IX D(}t.'-GH-

— ——m

NUTS

will be given to any person or persons
who can supply such information as
may lead to the capture of the missing
porpoise.

*“ All communications should be ad-
dressed to James Silver, Fourth
Form, Rookwood School.”

*That hits it off, I think,” said
Lovell.

“There's only one drawback,” re-
marked Mornington.

“What's that?"” demanded Jimmy
Silver warmly.

“The reward

Yy
"

enongh !

L-LRataI!l

*“ A fellow’s not gair’ to take np an
exhanstin® chase for the sake of
baggin® stz doughnuts,” =aid Morn-
ington.

*You can make it a hundred dough-
auts 1f you hke,” growled Jimmy
Silver, “on condition that vou pav
for ‘em!” :

This suggestion, however, left Val
Mornington cold.

isn't * tempting

]

g

" Absolutely, sir ! said Mornington.

“And nothing has been scen or
eard of Muffin "

The juniors shook their heads.

“Blass my soul! This is most ex-
traordinary [ murmured Mr, Bootles.

“I knew this would happen.
sneeved Peele.. “The wrong fellows
were chosen for the job !™

“Hear, hear!" muttered Gower.
*“Now, if we had undertaken the

search 3

“}quﬁl.l would have been run to
earth m next to -no time!” said
Lattrey.

“ Precisely I

Mr. Bootles stroked his chin in per-
plexity. |

“Very well, my boys,” said
Horm-master, at length. “1I can see
that vou have done your best. Other
methods will have to be adopted.
You may go to vour seats.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. sat scowling at
the desks during the tzil-end of morn-
ing lessohs.

They =zoon remembered, however.
that it was to be a hali-holiday. and
that a high ten was to be given in
Jimmy Silver’'s study. These things
took the edge off their disappointment
at not finding Tubby Mufhn.

When morning lessons were aver,

a sigh of relief ran round the Form-

= Foonn
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Jimmy Silver & Co. promptls pro-
duced & foothall,” and indulged in =2
rough-and-ready game in the guad
until dinner-time.

The juniors ate very sparingly in

Hall, for there were ample supplies |

walting to be sampled in Junmy
Silver's studs.
“Ind vwou get everything in,

Jimmy ?"" inguired Lovell.

“Yes, rather ™

“You dida’t forget the rabbit-pie 2
queried Raby. -A

“Of course not! My brain is a
water-tight compartment—not a leak-
ing tank, like yours!™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“1 think we'd better go alonug to
the study,” said Newecome. “and
make sure that our Jimmy¥y's dene the
needfiul !

*Why, you — vou doubting
Thomas!” roared Jimmy Silver.
“*The cupboard’s simply stacked

with good things! Can’t you take my
word for &7

“Oh, adl right,” said Newcome,
“don't get huffy. “We'll go along
to the footer!™

Footer happened to be the order
of the day at Rookwood. Very

shortly a big match was o be plaved |
Classical and Modern |

between the
jantors; and Jimmy Sitver & Co.
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meant to leave no stone unturnad in
their efforts to ** wipe up the ground *
with Tommy Dedd & Co.

A praclice-match was plaved. and
for mmety minutes the juntors i
dulged in a muddy and breathless
seramble.

Their first feeling, on the conclusion
of bostilities, was ene of intense
hunger.

“Lead on, MacDuff !” said Morn-
ington, giving Jimmy Silver a gentle
push from behind.

“We're simply dyving to tackle the
wood things!” said Conrov.

“Yes, rather !’

The muddy _footballers trooped
along o Jimmy Silver’s study. -

Sparkling eves were turned towards
tie cupboard.

“There's enotigh to feed a whole
regiment I there!” said Jimmy
Silver,

“Good 17

*Trot out the merrvy provisions,
Jimmy 7

Jimmy Silver dramatically threw
oper: the door of the cupboard as if
he were drawing stage curtains aside,

iil-
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. “J—I haven’t!
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Then His expression suddenly
changed, and he Ig}'};ve a startled gasp
—a gasp which was echoed by the
other occupants of the study.

For the cu was bare!

The shelves, which had been well
stacked, were now barren of  pro-

il ]

| vISIONs.

All
Silver.

** You—you said vow'd laid in sup-
plies!” hooted Newcome. - “What do
yvou call this?”

* Explain!” came in a chorus from
ibe others,

Jimmy Silver rubbed his ‘eyes, as
if to make sure he was not dreaming.

 E | Blest if I can under-
stand it!” he gasped :

“You've let us down, by gad!”
sald Mornington severely.

There was plenty
of tuck here this moming. Somebody
must have raided the cupboard!”

“Oh!”

“Modern cads, most likely!” said
Lovell. *They've pranced off with
the rabbit pie, and everything else
besides,™

“We'll go over m force, and tax
them with it,” said Raby.

But the mission proved futile,

Tommy Dodd & Co. flatly and
finally denied having made a raid on

eves -were fixed upon Jimmy

Jimmy Silver's supples.
*“We know nothing about 1t,” said
' Tommy Dodd. * Honest Injun!™
And when the leader of the

- Moderns spoke like that there was no

doubting _h.LS word,
_“What's to be dome now!” sai
Kit Erroll. said

“*We must lay in a fresh stock,
that’s all!™ growled Jimmy Silver.
“And if I find out who’s heen

tampering with our grub, I—I¥
burst him!"” ;

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

The Classical juniors retired from
the -scene, with the laughter ‘of the
Moderns ringing in their ears,

Another feed was duly arranged,
but it eould not compensate Jimmy
Silver for the loss of the former one.

Diligent search was made that
evening for the unknown raider., but
nothing eame to light. And Junmy
Silver & Co., when they at lemgth

retired to thelr dormitory, lhad to
admit that they were completely
baffied.

The 4th Chaptesr.
“Tubby Muffin Turns Up.

There was a vacant bed in the
Fourth Form dormitory that night.
Fresh search parties had been sent out
in the afterncen, but although thex
had scoured the countryside, they had
found no trace of Tubby Muffin. The
fai junicr had vanished as completely
and mysteriously as if the earth had
suddenly opened and swallowed him
[+13 5

The Head was thoroughly alarmed
by this time, and so was Mr., Bootles.

Mr. Manders was not alarmed. He
was farious. His quarry had shpped
through his fingers He badly wanted
to castigate Tubby Muffin for having’
burgied his breakfast '

The arrangements for the' castiga-
tion were complete so far as the cane
and the executioner were conocerned,
but there was no victim !

Jimmy Silver & Co. were awake
half the night. They expected at any
moment 1o hear the sound of foot-
steps ori the stairs, and to see Tubby
Muflin brought inn under escort. But
they were disappointed.

Moming came, but not Tubby
Muffin.

No minformation had come to hamd
as a result of the poster which had
béen displayed in the village. It was
obvious that the missing junior could
not be in hiding there.

The Head sent for Mr. Bootles
before breakiast.

**Is there no news of Muffin, Mr.
Booiles?™

The Form-master shooic his head.

- “Dear me! This is most bewilder-
g 17

The Head stepped across to the
telephone and rang up the local
police-station.

A weary voice sounded over the
WIres.

“*Who's that?”’

*“1t is Dr. Chishoim speaking.”

The voice became lively at once.

“Oh, yes, sir! Anything wrong up
at the school®”

“1 am oconsiderably worried con-
cerning the disappearance of one of
my junior boys—Muffin by name.”

“1 see! Has he zun away from
school, sir®?

“1 fear such is the case. Will yon

. 1nstitute inquiries, and report.any de-

velopments io me?”

“Very good, sir! TIi won't take us
long to get on the track of young
Crumpet—I mean Muffin.” ,

:IE‘.E -sergeant sogke  with
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confidence. He anticipated no diffi-
culty whatever in catching the run-

aWa
i

{m much obliged to you!™ said
the Head. - - e

And he rang off.

‘:I,W}Es EE:E l?qt hba long now!” he
sal > brightening.

But Mr. Bootles did not share the
Head's faith in the abilities of the
iocal police. :

“Where search-parties have failed,
1 do not anticipate that the police will
succeed,” he said. ‘

“That remains to be seen,” said
Dr. Chisholm. *We must hope for
the best.” _

Mr. Bootles nodded, and went in to
breakfast.

The familiar figure of Tubby Muffin
was absent from the table. _-M-_nst of
the juniors did not mind this in the
least. The absence of the Fourth's
champion eater meant a bigger
supply of food all round.

““Jt's a treat to be without our
tame porpoise!” remarked Lovell

““* All the same, he must be found,”
said Jimmy Silver.

“My hat; yes!"”

All Rookwood was interested by
this time in the fat junior's dis-
appearance.

Hansom, of the Fifth, who rather
fancied himself as an amateur detec-
tive, had followed a number of
imaginary clues. Needless to sfate,

Hansom’s deductions ended precisely |

where they had begun.

Breakfast over, Jimmy Stiver & Co.
decided on a further bout of footer
practice.

Time did not permit of the juniors
going down to the football groune,
so they played up against the wall of
the gym.

A goal was chalked on the wall, and
the game proved very absorbing—
except to the goalkeeper, who hap-
pened to be Conroy.

The Colonial junmior was bombarded
with shots from close range, and
whenever he missed the ball with his
hands, it struck some eother part of
bis anatomy, causing him to hurl ex-
pletives at the m en.

“Steady on, you fellows! TYoure
not having cocoanut shies. you
know!” ‘

“My dear chap,” said Momington,
“vou should stop the ball with your
hands, not your chivyy!”

“1 should like to see you siop a hot
drive from six yards out!” growled

“I'd take it on with pleasure,” said
Morny, “but I'm afraid of sollin’ my

!l‘"
t‘:‘g'aﬂt-::----!*!"'

] game waxed fast and furicus.

Conroy was for ever fisting out
shots, or beinz bowled over by them.

And then Kit Erroll took a flying
kick, and the ball was ballooned high
over the wall and out of sight.

The jupiors waited anxiocusly for it
to bounce down again. But it never
came.

“It's stuck between the roof of the
gym. and the roof of the mam build-
mg,” said Jimmy Silver.

Kit Erroll nodded.

“T'm awfully sorry——"" he began.

b o o oo ]

|

Broadly , the shots I do
not like are those which 1 am unable
to stop, and which find their way to
the net! That is perfecty natural, and
vet, 1n a manner of speaking, it is
not quite true, for I have known the
day when I was beaten by a shot
which in the ordinary way 1 should
have put down as the sort 1 like.
Most ple make mistakes some-

times, however, and the worst of it’

is that one mistake on the part of a

£ _ r may mean the absolute
defeat of his side.
In this ect the man * between

the sticks ¥ s in » position different
from that of auy other player on the
field. If the half-back lets a forward
through, the full-back is there to stop
him; and if the full-back makes a
g}unﬂer if 1s always bin the cards that
e goalkeeper mav be in a position to
redeem the mistake by dashing out
and saving an swkward situation,
But if the goalk
which he cught to
is no hope. All he can do is to turn
round, pick the ball cut of the nef,

} =
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“Bless your sorrow! You booted
the ball up there, now you can joliy-
well go and get #£!”

“Hear, hear!”

Kit Erroll scanned the towering
wall. 3

“How the merry dickens am 1
going to climb that?” he exclaimed.

“Get a ladder, fathead!” said
Lovell.

**Oh, all right!"” grunted Errvoll.

And he sped away fo secure a
ladder.

He returned in a few moments, and
th:ﬂ ladder was propped against the
wall.

With the agility of a monkey, Kit
Erroll started to climb. ;

“Keep your eyes open, in casa
there are anv beaks or prefects on
the prowl!” he called down.

“That’s all right!” sang out Jimmy

Silver. “Go ahead!” {
Kit Erroll continued to eclimb.
When he reached the top and
clammbered over .the fHaf, narrow

situated between the two roofs,
tﬁ_e juniors down below heard him
give & sudden shout.

“What's un?”
Silver. :

All eyes were turned upwards.

Presently the excited face of Kit
Erroll peeped down.

“I've found him!”

“What?”

“Found whom?” exclaimed Lovell.

“I've found Tubby Muffin!”

“Myv only aunt!

There was great excitement down
below, ae well as up above.

In searching for the foctball, Kit
Errcll had stumbled upon a far more
important capture.

The shrill yoice of Tubby Muffin
could be heard, raised in expostula-
tion.

“T won't go down! 1 refuse! Old
Manders will get hold of me, and
then ?

shouted Jimmy

The voice trailed off in dismay as

Kit Erroll urged the fat junior to

descend the ladder.

Tubby Muffin came down gingerly,
and Erroll followed.

“You silly fat porpeise!” said
Jimmy Silver. “ You'll get 1t in the
neck for this!”

“You'll be simply slauglitered !

Tubby Muffin, who locked blue
with cold, slizhted at thé foot of the
ladder. _ : _ |

“F—I gzay, _F-:m {ellows—"
stammered fecbls. _

“Talk about luck!” said Kit Erroll,
who hed forzoiten to bring down the
foothall 'n his excitement. “Tubby's
been hiding in the flat space between
the roofs. He took his cap and coat
up with him, and he's been having a
beanfeast, to judge by the amount of
crumbs up there!”

“Qur feed !” hooted Lovell.

Jimmy Silver scanned the roaf.

“How on earth did he’ get up
there?”’ he exclaimed.

“By n ladder. of course!” said Kit
Erroll. ““And he pailled the ladder up
after him !"

P 5]'? hat 1

“Then—then he hasn’t been away
from Rockwood at all?" gasped New-
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“SHOTS I DO NOT LIKE!
By R. G. WILLIAMSON.

"

and feel as litile displeased with him-

gelf as may be.

However, the subject I am supposed
to be tackling is that of shots T do not
like, and there are three or four kinds
which come under the head of shots
which are particularly difficult to deal

with. In the first place, there is thut |

shot which rno goalkeeper likes—
taken from the penalty-kick spok

I sometimes think there ought to be
a new rule in football which shall
decree that the playver who gives away
a penalty kick should also be the man
to stand between the posts to try and
stop a player from scoring from that
kick. It wouldn't work, of course ; but
I certainly get that feeling-when 1
stand there fucing a man with the ball
on the spot only twelve yerds away. 1

feel as though the chances are about
being

a hundred to one sgainst my
ything except pick the

able to do an
ball out of the net, and I can assure
you it is distinctls not pleasant to
feel that you have no sort of sporting
chance with a shet.

Anocther sort of shot which 1 do not

he.

- .

Manders!"" he said quietly.

“Doesn’t lock hike it, does it?”

The juniors stared at Tubby Muflin.
He locked the picture of misery. He
was snuffling and snivelling.

“T—I say, I feel i11!” he zroaned.

““1 don't wonder!” said Mommg-
ton. “If you've scoffed that rabbit-
pie, and goodness knows what besides,
you musé be thoroughly bilious, by
gad !Ii-

“1 don’t mean’ that,” said Tubby
Muffin.

“Soaked ! gasped Jimmy Silver.
“What do you mean?"

“It rained in the might, and there
was nothing to shelter me.
down once, and {ried to find a sheet of
tarpaulin or semething, but I had no
luck. 1 was soaked to the skin, and
I feel awinl1?

Jimmy Silver stepped forward, and
felt Tubby Muffin’s clothing. '

“My het ! he exclaimed. “ You're
wet through! You mad idiot! You've
been’ fairly asking dor a dose of
pneumenisa 25

(1 o Dw I“

The conversation had reached this
stage, when there was a rustle of
gowns, and Mr. Bootles and Mr.
Manders came unp. Their eyes were
nearly bulging out of their heads as
they surveyed Tubby Muffin.

“What—what does this mean?”
rasped Mr. Bootles.

Jimmy Silver explained the situa-’
tion.

“NMuffin,” snapped Mr. Meanders.
when the cantain of the Fourth had
finished, * you will come with me!™

Mr. Bootles nromptly intervened.

“The wretched boy will do nothing
of the sort!” he said. “He 1s 1ll!
He has been exnosed to the elements,
and he must be taken to the sana-
torium at oncel”

“But I insist i |

¥ Your insistence, Mr., Manders, 1s
futile! This boy s net in a fit state
to receive punishment. He must be
put to !‘iadl without delay, and the
doctor must be summoned.” -

Mr. Manders almost tore his hair,
which would have been a pity, es he
haed none too much to spare.

* You—you dare o cross my wishes,
Bootles?'' he snarloed.

“In an urgent case like this, yes!”
said Mr. Bootles,  “Silver, Lovell,
Maomington, prav assist Muﬁﬁn to the
sanatorium at once!”

The juniors thus addressed prompily
obeved, 3= R,

Tubby Maffin was taken to the sana-
torium. and it was soon obvious that
he was not shamming. His tempera-
ture was high. and the doctor, when
he came, stated that the fat junior had
contracted a bad chill

Dr. Chisholm wae duly informed of
what had transpired. and he was very
lenient towards Tubby Muffin. He
considered that the junior’s iliness
constituted an adeauate punishment.

“T will punish Muffin later!”
snapped Mr., Manders,

The Head, who hanpened to over-
heay this remark, turned round upen
the master of the Sixth.

“ Kindly do nothing of the sort, Mr.
“ Muffin
has behaved verv foolishly, but he is
peying the penalty. I must ask you

legs. of a crowd of players into the
goal, It often springs from a cornher-
kick which has Leen only pn.rtmhg
cleared. and the ball is crasbed back
by one of the players who happens to
be waiting on the edge of the crowd
surging around the goal.

The chief difficulty for the goal-
keeper over this kind of effort arises
from the fact that he seldom sees 1t
in time to make preparations for its
coming. It is on him, and sometimes
past him, before he gets half a chance
to deal with 1t. I always ask my full
backs to give me plenty oi reom, for
that is the frst essential towards
saving a shot—to be able to see 1t
COming.

I never mind how hard a man
shoots, provided he is a fair distance
out and I can get a decent view of the
ball, becauss 1t 1s a fact that among
the saves which generally bring quite
a lot of applause for the goalkeeper
is the one which comes at a terrific

| pace about body high. This is about

the easicst type of shot to save of all,
for if the goalkeeper should fail to

| ‘Erasp it truly, there is still his body to

cep the ball from going into the net.
I confess that 1 am not in love

with the high dropping sbhot which |

has to be cleared somehow with a
crowt]l of plavers doing their best to
prevent the clearance. To attempt to
keep ons eye on the opposing for-
wards and one on the bell is not easy,
and under such circumstances the
goalkeeper who doesn’t keep his head
15 lost. Even if he does keep his
head he may be lost. for one of the
hustling forwards may brush him off
the ball just as heqas in the act of
saving. .
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“I—=I'm soaked, you know." |
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not to take any action against him on
his recovery ™
- Mr. Manders scowled, and muttered
something under his breath. But the
Head’s word was law, and he would
be unable to exact vengeance for the
stolen breakfast. ‘

Skilled nursing soen punlled Taubby
Muffin through, and in a few davs he
was able to sit up and take lots of

nourishment. His rash escapade was

SELBORNE.

The Village of Gilbert White.

By CLIVE FENN.
BN ANAANNANNANNE

There are, I believe, a few—not
many—readers of the Boys' ¥RIEND
who despise anything to do with
Nature. They deem it soff. 1 be-
lieve that is the term; but, anyway,
it is as inaccurate as that. the best
margarine was the favourite scrape of
the late William Rufus. Well, I hope

those fellows will skip this short |

articie. Contrariwise, I know that
there are many enthusiastic supporters
of the old Green 'Un who ask for a
bit more about birds and butterflies
and bugs, and they will not mind
luncing at a few words about the old
ﬁmne of Gilbert White, the famous
student of bird life who lived at Sel-
borne in the long ago. 1 expect a
cod many supporters of this paper
ﬁn.ve read his letters, and appreciate

| the character of the wise and splendid

man who. left a work behind him
which will be a classic and a book to
be appealed to for ever.

He was writing in the days when
George the Third was cccupying the
Throne of this country, in the times
before the first Great French Revolu-
tion changed the face of ell Eurepe, in
those years when the Court of I'rance
at Versailles was the most brilliant
place .in the world. But a whole
crowd of things which were happen-
ing round about in the countries which
lay bevond the “ccunty of Scuthamp-
tonshire,” as Gilbert White called i,
had no special interest for him. He
was studying birds, and he would
spend hours in the httle summer-
house under the centuries-old beech-
tree in his garden, takini notes, and
Ainding out things which, but fof him,
might ‘have had to wait for another
kundred vears. W ok sy Thll :

Selborne is a little bit of a village,
and has changed very slightly since
the time of Gilbert White. Such
cannot be said of the house itself, the
old parsonage, where Gilbert White
lived. 1 heve freéquently staved at
this house. 1t has been enlarged, but
in the days when my friend owned it
the place was still in many .
homely, and you could sce exactly
how it looked In the past. There
were the low-pitched rooms, the old-
fashioned kitchen, the quaint little
casement-windowed corner where the
creepers had things all their own way,
and if you rese early cf a summer
morning there was plenty in the scene
to make vou fancy you had stepped
back into these old times of George

|

over, and he was preserved from the
vials of Mr. Manders’ wrath.

And Rookwood chuckled for many
days afterwards over the exciting
events which had arisen in connection
with The Vanished Schoolboy!

. THE END.

{Another long, complete story of Jiny
Silver & Co. mnext Monday, entitled
“* Rookwood 1o the Rescuel!’)

] Eus}' tripping the dainfy minuet as

Fersailles, and not dreaming of any
such things as revolutions, ete.

Thére was the narrow
brick path between ftwo
lawns. - This path led down to the
Eimt beech near the hanger. The

anger :
slopes of the steep hill which close in
the house that side. On the left is »
¢edar which 'is certainly the most
magnificent specimen of its kind 1
ever saw. It was worth while look-
ing round in the dawn-time, when the
birds are tuning-up. You have to
choose an summer morning for
that pleasure. It 1z such a concert
as you never get any other way, and
it 15 all free. DBird life has not been
driven away from this sanctuary.

little ved
spreading

is 2 miniature forest cn the .

Of course, you get the challenging, .
{ clarion cuckoo-call; but Hampshire 1s

prolific in birds, and, luckily, Hamp-

shire remains unspoiled by builders.
You can like Selborne because of

its memories, because of what old Gil- |

bert White said concerning the raven
and the periridge and the weasel and -

the black-winged stilt, but Selberne
as it is to-day has a myriad features
which charm.

and it 1s difficult to get to, for Alton

The wvillage is finy, °

is miles distant, and East Tisted is 2 |

station which does not beoast of many
trains, but that does not matter.
Selborne is a fragment of Old Eng-

land, the real Oid England which |

Alken depicted, and Turner loved,
and Georg

¢ Morland. It 1s in many .

details as far away as in the days of -

Gilbert White.
and not laid on !
tean? mects rival teams on the ex-

Water 1s pumped

cellent ground lent by the. present
By the way, <

owner of the old house. B
the front of the house is flush an the

High Street, if you can ecall it that,-

and just over the way is a bufcher’s
shop which always reminds me of a

picture out of ** Pilgrim's Progress.” |

The Lith is a hill walk which is a

The village ericket- -

mass of flowers, and the Plestor—the

apen space in front of the picturesque
church—is just as of old. The chuich
is interesting, too, to those who like
anctent buildings and their histery.

1 was looking the other day at an
oid print of the house where Gilbert

White lived. and 1t was interesting to .

note that the little terrace where the
wagtails made themselves at home

and where my friend and I sat rnc[ :

watched one afternoon, has not been
altered in the least. Naturaily, new
days bring sweeping
That iz inevitable. But, in the main,
the old features are still existent. As
to the famous hanger, let's hope
nothing will ever alter that. Such 2

alterations. .

spot as can never be forgotien with

its strange beauty and its wealth of

the Third, and when they were stili | bizd life.

When the ball is dry and the ground
hard, the goalkeeper has a much
easier time of it than he has when the
ground is seoft and the ball slippery.

And, talking of a greasy ball reminds |-

ppened

me of an inecident which ha
years ago in a cup-tie, when [ allowed
myself to be beaten by a shot which 1
certainly ought to have saved.
We—that 1s, Middlesbrough—were
playing Manchester City on a slippery
ground, and that very fine outside-

R. G. WILLIAMSON.

Middiesbrough’s

Famous GQoalkseper.

riihi., Meredith. took a corner-kick,
which he placed with quite remark-
able accuracy. Through the air it
came, dropping just in froat of the
pest. I really ought to have caught
the ball 1n my arms and thrown it

|

L]

away, but in a weak
thought I wounld be clever.
So 1 applied one of my fists, mean-

moment 1.

Nike is that which comes through the

ing to give the ball a terrific blow, .
forgetting that it was about as slip-

ry as an eel
and backwards
thereby we lost a goal which 1 cught
never to have allowed. |

Incidentally, in that hittle story you
have a golden rule for all goal s,
It 1s this: Never fist at the ball when
there is time to catch it.

The former way of dealing with a
shot may L? more spectacular, and if
1t comes off will bring forth quite a
lot of applause; but the other way is
much more sensible and much safer.
And, as I explained at the outset,
safety must be the first consideration

It shot off my fst

in the mind of the good goalkeeper, -

becauss one mistake will be fatal.

A cross wind, or the sun shining
full in the eves, increases the diffi-
culties of the g=alk r's tion ;
and I confess that 1 don't like' deal-
ing with & cross shot from the wings
which may be curling all over the
place in the wind. A
of the two sorts of shots; T prefer,
generally speaking, the high ones to
the low ones. It s much easier to
fiing out the arms than the legs, und
to save & shot by throwing vourseif
full length demtﬁa:t:wkablolube accuracy
of timing on eeper's pari.

[ like goalkeeping fpuong.h, EII tho
same. Between the posts a man is
all on his own, and so long as he does
what he 15 put thera to do—that is,

stop all the shots he can—there is no |

necessity for him to worry about the

other fellows; whereas the forward, .

must be part of a machine. .
R. G. WILLIAMSOXN.,

into the net, and

from this,
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The 1st Chapter.
Algernon’s Baggage.

“School to-morrow, Franky!” re-
marked Bob Lawless,

Frank Richards nodded.

The two chums had come out of the
ranch-house after dinner at the Law-
less Ranch. There was an autumn
mist on the plains, and the distant
summits of the Rocky Mountains were
shrouded from view.

*1 guess,” continued Bob, * that
we'll ride over and see the Cherub this
afternoon. I want to see how that
. cousin of his 15 getting on.”’

“T'm on!” said Frank, with a
smile.

And the cousins went for their
horses. .

At Cedar Creek, the other fellows
were already back at scheol; but Miss
- Meadows had given a few days leave
- to Frank Richards & Co., to allow
them to meet Vere Beauclerc’s cousin
on his arrival in British Columbia.

The Co. had brought him frem the
railrcad town, up the Thompson
Valley, and landed him zi Mr. Beau-
clerc’s eabin.  And both FrankK and
Bob were very curious to know how
he was getiing on there.

For® the Honourable Algernen
Beaurlerc was most decidedly a fish
out of water in the Canadian West.
A vouth who looked as if he had just
stepped out of a Bond Street fatlor’s
was likely to have some . startiing
experiences in the Thompson Valley,
tlie chums considered.. It was true
that the -Houourable Algy considered
himself very wide awake indeed, and
rather prided himself upon being “all
. there.” But it was also true that he
was as green as grass; in {sct, what
Bob Lawless described as a jay from
Jdavsville.

Exacily how such a youth would be
geiting on in the frontier cabin was
quite an interesting question. It was
probahle that Vere Beauclerc and his

father, the remittance-man, had their
hands full with their guest.

Frank Richasds end his Canadian
cousin trotted chearily away acress the
plain ‘towards Cedar Camp, on the
oulskiris of which was the Beauclerc
clearing. As they came in sight of
the Cedar Camp traml, ihe
waggon from the south came into
view.

“Hallo! They've goi a load on to-
day 17| remarked Frank Richazds, as
ke glapced at the waggon.

Bob Lawless burst into @ chuckle.

“It's the teuderfoot’s baggage [ he
exclaimed.

&k .-l-hu what 77

“Alev’s truck!” said Bob. *“We
leit 1t at Kamloops, vou remember,
for his tutor man to como on with it,
And there they arel”

“Ha. ha, hal”

I'rank Richards
laughmge,

The baggage piled in the post-
waggon was imposing to view. There
were trunks, there were portman-
ieanx, there were bags and cases and
hat-boxes. The “truck ™ made quite
a hittle hill in the waggon.

Seated beside the driver was a bony
gentleman whom they recognised as
Mr. Toots, the tutor of the hopeful
Algernon, who had brought his
charge out to Canada.

The chums rode into the trail., and
trotted cn beside the waggon., which
was heading for the cgbin by the
ereak. . They raised their Stetson hats
in polite zreeting to Mr. Toots.

That geuntleman acknowledged the
salute, with a ver¥ unhappy look. The
bumping and joltihg of the post-
waggon on the rough trail had not
been enjoved by the tutor. The trail
was marked only by the ruts of wheels

Nat-

could not help

and hoof-prints of horses and cattle;

and the waggon traversed it In a sue-
cession of jumps and jerks. And at
every jump and jerk, poor Mr. Toots
jumped and ierked in his seat, and he
probably had more aches and pains
than he could count in his hapless
bones by that fime.
scemed rather amuged by his expres
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sion and his occasicnal ejaculations;
and Frank and Bob, though syvmpa-
thetic, could not help smilmg.

“You've got a cargo on board this
time, Hank !" czlled cut Bob Lawless
to the dnver.

“Search me !” said Hank. :

Whicels implisd an  expressive
affirmative. _

‘“ All for the Beauclercs' shack?"

“Correct! 1Is Old Man Beauclerc

starting a store, young Lawless?"” in-
ouired Hank.

“Ha. ha! 1 think that's his
nephew's truck,” anstvesed Bob.

*“Merely schoolboy’s outfit, Hanpk.”

*YWaal, search me!” said the
driver, more emphalically than
before.

“Are we very far from our destina-
tion now ?” inguircd Mr. Teoots, 1n a
feeble vrice.

“Nope!” said Hank. * Another
mile. sir. You'll live through i, if
you hang on careful.”

Mr. Toots suppressed 2 groan. He
was rather doubtful whether he would

B},- . o

ARTIN CLIFFORD.
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“Where's Algernon?
with a grin.

*He's not down yetl™

“Not down 1"

“Well, not up,” said Beauclere,
with a smile. -'

“Not up at three in the after-
noon !” roared Bob Lawless.

“Ho was tired after his journey,”
explained Beauclere. “He's had
breakiast and lunch in bed.”

“Great gophers [V

“This s & new country to him.,”
said Beauclere. " He's not used fo
two davs’ ride on end, vou know, I'm
afraid he's a bit disappointsd with
Canada, tco. He seems to have ex-
pected cabs and country mansions.”,

asked Bab,

“Pcor old Algy'!” said Frank
Richards.
“He's wvery anxious about his

bagrage, and I’'m glad it's arrived,”
said Beauclere. *J—I1 den't know

where it's going to be put, though.
“Jond a hand with this truck!™
said Hank.

“Certamnly

beds in it. - One of the beds was made;
but the other was occupied by the
Honourable Alsernen Beauclerc, the
younger son of Lord St. Austdls

Algernon was sitting up in bed,
with a/lugubrious expression upon his
tired face.

The room was well furnished for a
cabin in the Thompson Valley: but
certainly it must have presented a
striking cortrast to what the Honour-
able Xloy was accustomed fo at home.

*“0Oh, it's you, Toots!” said Alger-
non.

*Yes, my dear boy.™

“ How are you feeling now, Algy?”
asked Beauclerc,

“* Rotten !

ad I-:I.h !3-.'~

“Tired !

“You'll get over that.”

*“*1 don’t believe 1 shall.”

“You'll feel as right s rain to-
morrow,’”’ said DBeauclere encourag-

ingly.

I Hﬂt:" .

Beauclere coughed.

Algernon © groped round, and

jammed his eveglass into his eve, He
blinked at Beauclerc and the tutor.
“Don’t think me an ungracious
rotter, Vere,” he said. **T’m no end
grateful for your hospitality, and all
that.™
“We'll try to make you comiort-
ie,” sard Vere. -
*Yaas, I've no doubt you will.”

Algernion’s tone imnlied that he did

not think Beauclerc would succeed,
however,

Vere Beauclerc left his cousin and
the tutor together, and descended to
rejoin his chums.

**Shut the door, Toots, wall you?”
satd Algernon.

“It is shut, Algermon.™

“Sit down, if you can find anything
to sit on.”

Mr. Toots sat down.

“Nice hole this, ain't
Algernon dismally.

1t said

ALGY EITS OUT!

shricked Algy.

¢ Help 1™
greenbacks ! "' growled Dry Billy.
fist at the dirty face above him, and Mr. Bowers gave a howl as his red nose caught the blow.
" We're coming ! "' came an answering voice ovar the dusky plains.

yelled Algernon.

“*Oh; shet your yaup-trap, and hand out the
For answer Algernon struck out with his

¢ Heip 1 ™

live ihrough it, if the journey was
much prolonged.

“1 guess rather locky  we
meseyved along, Franky ! mormured
Bob Lawless. **Thev'll want a hand
with all that truck when it arrives.”

“Where the thump will it all be
put *" asked Frank.

Bob chuckled. =

*“ Ask me anocther, old chap. Mr.
Beauclerc’s got a nobby new cabin
built, where the old shack used to
stand, so there's more room—but I
guess his cabin won’t hold that lot.
Perhaps they'll stack it up in the
timber.”’ '

*Ha, ha, ba'!"™

The waggon rolled and jolied om,
leaving the direct trail to cui across
the praine towards the creek. As a
rule, passengers alighted on the trail,
and baggage was handed down there,
and carried if 1§ had to go farther.
But Hank's present carzo could not
be carried, and the postdriver was
making an excepticn in its favour.

The cabin on the clearimg by the
creek camre in sight.

Vere Beauclerc stepped out at the
doorway, as the post-waggon rumbled
up. He smiled and nodded to his
chums as they jumped from their
borses.

“Glad 1o =£e you, vou fsllow
enid. “ My hat! That locks 2

-
B

lot of baczage!

T
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Beauclere helped Mr. Toots to
alizht, aud thon the schoolboys lent
their aid to the post-driver in landing
the baggage. LA

1t was rather 2 long task.

When the “truck” was landed, it
made an imposing pile outside the
cabm. Mr. Beauclete, who wes awey
at work down the clearing, was not
there to aid. but Frank Richards &
Co. piled in with hearts ggédwill, and
the truck was all stacked outside the

| cabin at last.

*I gacss I'm glad to get rid of that,
and the hesses, too!” grunted Hank,
s ‘he climbed back - into his seat.
* Yoo coming on to the camp, sir?”

Mr. Toots shaok bis head, and Hank
drove away witly the joling waggon,
The tutar blinked at Vere H{hmmﬁ'r.

“1 must see Algernon  before I
leave,” he said.

“Come 1n, sir!”™ answered Beau-
clere, -

And the tutor followed him to the
Honourable Algernon’s quarters.

The Znd Chapter.
Powiul for Algernon !

Vere Beauclerc
cousin’'s door.
“Come m!” vawned a tired voice.

The Cherub opened thie door, and
asitored My, Toots into the room.

it was a little rootn, with two camp-

tapped at

his

*“Your relatives seem very hospit-
able,” said Mr, Toots,

Algernon groaned.

“* Hospital enough,” he answered.
“Vere is a really decent chap, and
hiz father ain’t a bad sort, I believe,
But I'm not going to stay here,
loots.™

* My dear boy

Algernon sat upright, and trans-
fixed the tutor with his everlass.

“Can I stay here?” ‘he demanded.
“The pater must have been fairly off

- |

b |

nis rocker to think of sendin' me
here,  He ought to have known
befter. If's a pratical joke on the

pater's part, that's what it must be.
He can’t intend to strand me here.”

“1 think iy

“*XYou've really got instructions to
take me back with vou, baven't you.
Toots?" =aid Algernon beseechingly.

“Not at all.”

“The pater can’t know what it's
like. Do vou know, there isn’t a bell
in this room?” pgroaned Algernon.
“And if there was a bell, there’s
nobody to answer it. I shall have io
brush my own clothes if T stay here!”

“Bless my soul!”

“And my boots!” said Algernon,
in a thrilling whisper of woe. *“}
shall have io black my own Dboois,
Toots 1™ 3

*Good heavens!™

*If they're done for me, Vera w1l

el il

—

L= _ kg

| the shonlders.

can’t have thai. I can’t be 2 cad!
But how,can I black my own boots,
Toois?™

Mr. Toots gave a hopeless shrup of
He scemed to find
that problem too much for him, 5o he
gave 1t up,

" What the governor was thinkn’
of,” groaned Algernon, “I cat’t ima-
gine! | Can you, Toots?”

Mr. Toots coughed.

“Lord St. Austells considered that
a drastic change would be beneficial
to you,” he remarked. * He thought
that you would learn a great deal by
roughing it a little.”

“A little!” gasped Algernon. *1
dor’t mind roughing 1t a hittlte. I
have roughed it in my time. I

travelled second-class once. But this
1sn’t roughing it a little, Toots. This
will K3ll me!”

“1 hope not, Master Algernon,”
murmured Mr. Toots

“I'm comin’ back with wou,
Toois.” .
Mr. Toots shook his head.

“His lordship's mstructions—" he
becan, .

“Rﬂtﬁ!"

“*Master Algernon!”

“Jevver hear of such an unnaturzal
parent!” groaned Algernon. “It's
worse than the babes in-the wood.
I'm a babe in the wood. that’s what 1
am—only worse! I'm comin’ homse
again.”

“ Impossible, Master Algernon!”

“Are you stickin’ here, Tocts?”

“No. I am stayving at the hotel in
Cedar Camp till I have recovered
frorg my dreadful journey. “Then 1

. am going back to Kamloops, to taks

the train.”

“Tm comin’ with vou,”

* Impossible I

*Look here——"

“I will leave wou now, Master
Algernon,” said Mr. Todts, rising.
“I must not risk darkness setting m
before 1 reach mx hotel. 1 tremble
to think of what might happen in that
case.”

“Don't leave me, Toots.™

“1 muss, Master Algernen.”

*Lock here, Toots, old chap——"

But Mr. Toois seemed deai. He
guitied the room, and the door closed
after him.

“You're a rotter, Toots!” roared
Algernon.

Mr. Toots was deaf even to that.

“Oh, my hat!” groaged Algernon.
*What am I goin’ to do?  That's
whot T want to know.  What the
merry thamp am T-goimn’ to do?™

And as there was no answer o be
found to that question, Algernon laid
his weary head on the pillow, and
groaned again.

The 3rd Chapter.
French Leave,

Frank Richards and his chums were
busvy now with the Honourable
Algernon’s baggagze.

Piece by piece it was carnmied into
the cabin, and the trunks and port-
manteaux were stacked wherever
there was room for them.

Mr. Beauclerc came in from the
fields while they were so engaged.
The remitfance-man stared at the bag-
gage, but made no remark upon if.
He greeted Mr, Toots when the latter
came downsiairs, Mr, Toots eyeing
him with some curigsity.,  He weas
aware that the remitisnee-man was
hrother to Lord St. Austells, but cer-
tainly the roughly-clad, muddy-booted
man &id not loock much like a member
of the nobility just then. Mr. Toots
politely declined the hospitality of the
cabin; he was anxious to get to his
hotel. And Mr. Beauclerc walked
with him to Cedar Camp, Mr. Toots
being sublimely ignorant of his bear-
mgs., In those unaccustomed sur-
roundings the tutor hardly knew hs
right hand from his: left, which was
also the state of the hapless Algernon.

“Isn't 1t about fime Algernon came
down?” grinned Frank Richards,
when the remittance-man and MMr.
Toots disappeared down the trail fo-

gether,
“1 suppose so,” said Beauclere,
with a rather embarrassed smile.

“He's doing as he likes to-day. 1It's
school for all of us tu—mnrn}w, you
know. Algy's a bit of an ass, of
course.”’

“He’ll pull round,”™ said Frank.

“Oh, ves; I'm sure he will! He's
not a bad chap, by any means.”

“I wish we had him st the ranch,”
said Bob Lawless, laughing. *“T'd
get no end of fun out of Algy.”

“The poor chap i=n't in much of a
humour for fun, I fancy.”

“You remember when vou first
came to Canada, Frankvy?! I made
yvou turn up at Cedar Creek in Tions
and a silk topper. Ha. ha! The
galoois nearly had fits!1”

Frank Richards lsughed.

“Yeos, wvou ass.” ke

grrstyered.

| have to do them,"” said Algernon. “I | '“But Beaun isn't going io play tricks
f



He's got

like that on his cousin.
more sense than vou, Bob."”
“But what a chance, Cherub!”
urced Bob. ‘I've been counting the
hat-boxes. I believe the galoot has
four or five toppers with him. Sup-
pose vou made him believe it's a

custom at Cedar Creek to wear two

ab & time.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“1 don't think Algy’s quite soft
enough for that,” said Beauclerc.

1 guess he's soft enough for any-
thing. Anyhow, you can get him fo
put on his very best dude nig to come
to school to-morrow.” '

Beauclere shook his head.
. “Think of the sensation he'd make
in topper and Etons and nice white
eollar,” urged Bob. “And the eye-
rlass; that will be something special.
edar Creek School has never seen
an eveglass before. Do it, Cherub.”

“No fear,” answered Beauclere,
laughing. “I'm g-ni:xi to keep Algy
within bounds i the matter of
clothes, as far as I can.” ¢

“It's an opportunity wasted.”
grunted Bob Lawless.” “It would be
no end funny, and guite a treat for
Cedar Creek. Anghow, Algy had
better come down now. Shall T go
and yank him out?™

“No, no!” |

“Well, I'l wake him ap, anvhow.”
_Bob Lawless went fo the foot of the
little staircase, or rather ladder, that

led to the upper-rooms of the cabin,

“Fiee ! he roared, with all 'the
atre of his Jungs. “Fire! FKire!”
“What the thump are you at?" ex-
claimed Frank., . W -
o Waking up Algyr.”
Yon ass. thepe isn't & fire—"
“Yep. there iz—in the _stove.
Fire! Fire!: Fire!" roared Bob.

There was a sound of hurried move-.
e .

A e
came hurrying down the stairs. But
the ‘stairs were rather steep and
narrow for hurrying, and Algernon,
enveloped in ‘a blanket, caught his
foot and rolled down, Bob Lawless
canght him at the bottom,
“All serene!” he exclaimed.

Algerndn gasped.

“Help! - %%‘Eera's the fire? Oh
crikev !V

“Ha, ha. ha!”

“Why. you ass!” shouted Alger-

non. “There isn't any fire! Whete's

the fire, then, you silly fathéad ¢ *
EﬂYb Lawless pointed to the stove.
ou

 silly idigt | rcared
Alzernon. |

“Only waking veu up, old scout.”
said  Bob Lawless  soothingly.
“Jerusalem! You've forgotten vour
?Eﬁglm! You'll catch a cpld without

ok Rat! !1‘!

Algernon  stalked
trailing his blanket. But he did not
go back to bed; movements above
announced that he was dressing him-
self at last.

o ing more 1 can do for your
cousin, Cherub ?” asked Bob Lawless
genially. .

*No, you ass; you've done quite
ennt'tl-{.;lh," said Beauclere,

“Then come for a ride?”

Beauclerc hesitated.

“1 don't know whether Algy may
want me——"'

“Oh, bother! Ask him.”

Beauclerc stepped to the stairs.

*Algy !" he called up.

“Hailﬂ !l]

“Like to come for a ride?!”

HE‘EEIF r

“Ahem! Do you mind if I run out
for an hour "

“ What roi! No!”

. “Right-ho, then!”

Vere Beauclerc was glad enough to
lead out his black horse, and join his
chums in a scamper over the prairic.
He had spént the morning lookin
uﬂ;rﬂ‘hi: I::nusin as well as he conld,
and the change was welcome.

Frank Rmﬁards & Co. enjoyed a
long gallop tinder the aftéerncon sun,
and it was growing dusk when they
rode back to the clearing on the
creelk. Frank and Bob locked in to
sav goodbye to Algernon before rid-
ing on to tha ranch.

It was dusky in the cabin, and
Vere Beauclerc lighted the lamp,

The light fell upon a sheet of paper
~evidensly s leaf from a pocket-book

upstairs again,

, and fiving footsteps:
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—pinned to the pine fop of the
table.

Beauclere started as he saw it.

“*My hat!” | :

“Hallo! BSomebody been in
and leit 2 message ! said Bob.

Beauclere picked up the paper,
and held it up for his chums to
see, with a troubled. brow.

It was scribbled on in pencil; and
the message ran:

“Dear Uncle and Cousin,—Please
don't think me ungrateful for vour
hespitality, but I have decided to go
home. Good-bye.

* ALGERNXON Bravcino.”

“Gone ! ejaculated Frank
Richards. :

“*Oh, Jerusalem!”

Beauclerc ran quickly up the stairs.
He came down again in a minute.
The room above waz empty.

He locked at his chums with a
startled face.

“He's gone!” he said almost help-

lessly. *“Cleared off while we were
out riding. - My father hasn’t come
back yet—what on earth am I to do ?™
* Blessed if I wouldn’t let the silly
gopher go!"” growled Bob Lawless.
Frank Richards looked very serious.
"1 can’t let him go, of course,”
said Beauclere. *‘Father will be dis-
tressed if he sces this. Oh, the young

ass ! He's in father's charge now, now

his tator's gone; his father’s trusted |

him to us.”
“He mav land himseli into bad

trouble, wandering out on the prairie |
by himgelf,” said Frank Richards,

with kmited brows. * He can’t even

have a horse. Yon had no spare
horse here®™

l-lNu.!‘I

“Then he's gone on fool!” ex-

claimed Bob Lawless. *' Has the utter
idiot. started trying to walk to the
railwar? Oh, gum! He will be lost

on the plains as soon as night sets

* . r.

H1. | ,
Beauclere compressed his lips.

" He's got to be found and brouzht
back.” he said. *“ There are plenty of
rough characters in this section that
he might fall in with, and——" He
broka off. “"I'm going to look for
him‘l‘l' N

"We're coming with wou,” said
Frank. “Very likely Bob can pick
up the voung duffd’s trail. What a
silly trick, syeaking off like that when
no one was about.™ ’

“He knew that he would not be
allowed to go, as he #s here by his
father's orders,” said Beauclero,
“He's got to be found. Anything
may happen to him—éven if he didn’t
lose his way and die of hunger on
the plaips. uffer!
Come on.”

The chums of Gedar Creek hurried
out for their horses, :

The sun had" almost disappeared,
but ‘the moon .was rising over the
mountamns, and there was  light
enough ior Bob Lawless’ keen eves
to pick up the trail left by Algernon’s
nobby riding-boots.

Evidently he had started on foot.
for'the tracks of his boots were found
leading away towards the post-trail.

But the hapless Algerncn had not
even been able to find his way to the
post-trail, for his track wandered off
to the prairie before the trail was
reached.

“Can you pick it up, Bob?" asked

The awiul young

Frank Richards, as the rauncher's son

stonped, scanning the ground care
fully. |

“Xep! We shall have to walk our
horses for a bit. We've struck a
stony patch. DBut we'll run the young
gopher down !

And Frank Richards & Co, followed
on the track of the elusive Algernon,
as fast as the faint track and the dim
bight would allow.

The 4th Chapter.
Algy Finds Trouble

“My luck’s in!” '

- Dry Billy Bowers made that re-
mark.

Mr. William Bowers was tramping
aoress the grassy plain, under the
moonlight, in the direction of Cedar
Camp. Mr. Bowers looked very way-
wort., @ he generally did. Fe had
been at Silver Creek looking for
work. He had been looking for it,
apparently, m a chicken-run belonging
tc a citiven of Silver Creek. who had
found him there. and, being of a Jis-
trustful turn of mind, had imagined
that Mr. Bowers was looking fop
chickens. With the aid of a heayy
oot and a rding-whip, the Silver

{an oppressing effect on him,

Creek atizen had helped Mr, Bowers
to depart, and the hapless * hobo™
was on his way to Thompson-  with
several severe aches in his' bony
person, and in a very pessimistic
frame of mind,

And then he came suddenly upon
the Honourable Algernon.

Dry Billy +ad ' never -seen the-
Honourable Algernien before; and he
could scarcely believe his eyes when
he saw him now.

It was the eveglass gleaming in the
moonlight that caught Mr. Bowers’
attention at first and made him jump.
Billy Bowers had seen monocles be-
fare, cerfainly; but not in the
Thompson \"a!i:y of British Columbia,

Algernon had stopped.
| He had tramped some miles, and
he was fatigued ; and he had not the
tfaintest idea of the direction he should
alze.
of him loomed vaguely, almost ter-
rifyingly. The boundless space had
Mr.
Bowers weas glad to see him, but
Algernon was more glad still to sce
Mr. Bowers.
glad to see a Red Indian just then, to
break the oppressive silence and soli-
tude.

“"Wilham, my boy!” murmured
Mr. Bowers. “Your luck's in! Ii
ain’'t a dream. If you'd been samplin’
| the tanglefoot at Silver Creek, T
should reckon this was snakes in a
| new variety, But it ain’t. This
yer dude has stepped out of his band-

ox jest to oblige you, William.”

Thus apostrophising himself, the
loufer advanced towards the Honour-
able Algérnon.

" Evemn', sir, Dry Billy
| affably.

Y Good-evening,” said Algernon.
_“Stranger i these hyer parts,
gir :

“Yes, " gasped Algornopn, “I—-I—I
think I've lost iy way."

Mr. Bowers grimed. 1ie did noi
need telling that, His only wonder

|

said

was, how the elegant Algy came to.

be there at all. Such “‘eritters’ did
not grow i the Thompson valley;
Mr. Bowers knew that,

“P?I::‘}JE I can help you, sir,” he
suggested.

* You're very kind,” said Algernon,
“1 hope vou can. 1 want to et to
kamloops, to fake the tramn for the
cast,” | :

U R-k-Eamloops 1T ostotfered Dry
Billv. ““Thut’s donkevs' miles from'
hyer.™ ' !

*“1 suppose it is,” sighed Algeriion.
“1I know it was a thunderin® long
ride up here from the railway. Can't
1 get & coach, cr a trap, or somethin’
to take me there, somewhere 7"

#*1'd give wou a lift myself, sir,
but I've left my carriage an’ pair at
home,” said Dry Billy.

Algéruon gave him & suospicious
look, "Mr. Bowers’ appearance was
not reassuring. He was sober, for
onice 1 a way, but there was a strong
smell of late drinks about him. His
coppery, stubbly, uuscrupulous face
had a rather unpleasant effect upon
the Cherub’s cousin, Algernon
backed away a little.

“But I guess T can
gir,”” sadid Dry Billy,
have to pay for 16"

I could do that ! said Algernon.

"P'r’aps 4 buggzy would serve your
turn, sir,”’ sugpested Mr. Bowers
amicably. *“P'r'aps you'd like to

you a lift
‘g&um. you'd

drive yvou down to the railroad.”

“T'd be jolly glad. Look here, Fou
show me where I can get a vehicle
and T'll.atand you sométhin’ for your

trouble.”
“Tell you what, sir,” said Mr.
Bowers, ““You take a rest hver, sir,

under this hyer tree and I'll fetch
the buggy to take you on.”

Algernon's faece brightened up.

“By gad! That's a jolly goed
idea !" he excluimed.

Mr. Bowers held out a dirty

*Fifty dollars for the bugey, and
say five for me!” he suggested.
“How daoes that strike youft”

Algernon Beauclere was green. But
a2 much deeper shade of green than
Algernon'’s would bave been required
to make himm trust Dry Billy Bowers
with fifty dollars.

“Tll pay the man when he brings
the trap.” he said. |

1 guess Tl bring 1t myself, sir”

“Then I'll pav vou after the drive.”

#1 guess I'll have to put the money
down for the bugev when I hire it in
Cedar Camp,” said Mr. Bowers per-
suasively.,

Algernon shook his head.

“Are we far here from
Camp?" he asked,

“Jest o few miles,™

“Well vou suide me there, and Tl
give vou your five dollars, and I can
hire some vehicle there myself ™ | °

Mr. Bowers™ pureeable smile faded o
litsle. He had hoped to extract a
handseme *“stake ™ irom the dandy

Cedar
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The dim prairie on all sides.

hire a bugey for, say. hfty dollars, to |

hand. .
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I Te would have been |

!

e

|

‘tongue only. But he was guife

{ fatigued he

o

tenderfoot by means of the use of his

pre-
pared to use other methods if his
tengue did not prove efficacious. Mr.
Bowers was thinking of the flowing
fire-water at the Red Dog Saloon in
Thompson, and he was not likely to
stick at trifles. He was too dry for
that.
“Can’t vou trust me, voung feller-
me-lad ?” he demanded, in a very gruff

tone, 'and his eyebrows® knitted
tareateningly.
Algernon backed awey another

pace.

. ““Look bere—" he began.

~ “Kin you trust me or kin you not?”

roared Mr. Bowers, following him up,
“Well, no, I can’f, if vou want 1t
ain,” answered Algernon; ““and 1
ow I'm jolly well not goin’ to any-

how. 8o now you know!™ l

Dry Billy blinked at him. Algy’s
answer showed that he was not want-
ing in courage, whatever might be
said for his intellicence. Persuasion
had failed Mr. Bowers, and bullying
seemed to fatl, tco. But Dry 'Billy
had still other resources.

He raised o hornv fist, and bran-
dished it under the Honourable Alger-
non's aristocratic nose.

“Hand it over!” he said.
up! And be spry!™

“Eh—what

“TI'm letiing vou off,” said Mr.
Bowers, ‘*at fifty dollars. Not.a cent
less. Ponv up, if you know when
you're healthy ™

*“Confound your cheek!"” exclaimed
Alew hotly. “ Why the dickens should
I gzive vou fifty dollars?™

“Because I'll mash you into a pesky
jelly £ vou don’t!” answered MNr.
Bowers darkly. “Got that!”

Algernon clenched his hands. There
was 4 thrill ag his heari, as he backed
further away from the rufhan’s
threatening face. 1t was bome 1u.
upon his mind that he would have
done better to remain in the eabin on
the Beauclercs’ clearing, in spite of
the fact that there was no bell in his
roont and no footman to answer it..
He realised that he had run into
danger, and : he bud been less
would probably have
thrown his loftiness to the winds, and
taken to his heels. But he know there
was no chance of escape by flight.

The loafer waiched him savagely.
assuming as ferovious an expression
as he could: - Dry Billy was not an ill-
natured man in his own wav, and he

“Pony

would have preferred not o
“handle ™ his victim.
But Alsernon was not to be

frightened by black looks into handing
over his money.

“Are vou going to pony up?!”’ de-
manded Dry Billy.

“{30 and eat coke!” retorted
Algernon undauntedly,
* What ",

L2

“1 won’t give you a cent

“Then I zuess I'm goin’ %0 make
catsmeat of you, you pesky dude!”
roared Mr. Bowers. “‘And hyer goes
to start!™ }

He rushed right at Algernon.

To his surprise, the dandified
tenderfoot st up to his rush, and
hit out, straight from the shoulder.
Flight being impossible, Algernen
was making a fight for it. and he had
plenty of pluck. And there was a

ood deal of strenzth behind that

tve. It caught Mr. Bowers by sur-
prise, and sent him staggering back-
wards.

*“Yooooozh I
astonished ruffian.

Crash, crash!

Algernon followed up the attack
with right and left. His hope was to
knock out the ruffian for long enough
to enable him to maXke his escape.
There wias a keavy bump as Mr.
William Boweds landed on his back
in his grass. > | '

Then -Algernon scuttled. 1

But the loafer was up in a twink-
ling, and, rushing after him, his hard
face inflamed with rage.

Before Algernon had taken a dozen
steps Dry Billy’s grasp was on his
shoulder, and he was swung round.

“Now, then!” panted Mr. Bowers.

Algernon struck out desperately,
but Dryv Billy was not taken by sur-

rise this time. Unheeding the blows,
Ee threw himself upon Algernon, and
bore him to the ground in a powerful
Crip.

“Help!™ shrieked Algy.

The cry came instinetively io his
lips, and it rang theough the dusk of
the prairiee.  Dry Billy grinned
savagelv. It was not likelv that a
cry for help would be heard on the
lonely plain.

He planted a knee on Algernon’s
chest, and pinned him down on the
rourh rronnd.

“Help!” yelled Algernon.

“0Oh. shet gyour sauptrap!™

spluttered the

Priss
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srowled Dry Billy. “ There ain’t no-
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Now then, turn out vour greenbacks ™’
Instead of turninz out his cash,
Algernon struck up at the brutal faee
above him, and Mr. Bowers gave a
hiow! as his red nose caught the blow.
_ The next moment blows were rain-
imng on the h:ﬂea' Algy. |
He struggled and squirmed and™

of furious blows. His nese was
streaming red, his senses swimming.'
“ﬂh—gh, help!” he shricked.
“Now then, you pesky dude, p'raps
ml‘ll » N : ]
“Help!"” £
To Algy’s joy and Mr. “Bowers’
astonishment an answering czll came
back through the dusk of the plains.
" We're coming !” o

The Fifth Chapter.
Algernon Qives In

Frank Richards & Co., following the ™
dimly-marked track in the mnnnfight,
had heard the despairing cries of
Algernon from the distance. And as
soon as they heard them they under-
stood.

“That's Algy!"” exclaimed Beau-'
clerc, stopping and listening. :
“Hurry up!” exclaimed Frank.

-

=

The horses fairly raced through the

CTASE.
“Help. help !™
“We're coming ™
The schoolboys

urged
horses.

yelled frantically, dazed by the shower -

s

on their

. e
Dry Billy Bowers, with a muttered

curse, leaped up from his victim, -
His bleared eyes stared through the '

dimness towards the shadowy figures ..

thet loomed up. He cursed again.

In his rage and disappointment the .

rufian bestowed 2 kick on  the”
prostrate figure at his feet, and then
darted away into the gloom.
sat up dazediy.

““Here he is!" exclaimed Bob, drag-

Algy "

aing at his horse. 2

hDr*}' Billy Bowers had vanished into !
the
drew rein round Algernon,
jumped from the saddle.

“0OhRT Ow! Oh, wvou!" 'gasped:’
Algernen. ** I—I—TI"ve been attacked!
I've been nearly killed! Ow !

*“You're bleeding
clerc. * Are vou o

“It's my nose. That beast ham-"
mered me on the ground ! groaned
Algernon. “Ow! 1 feel bad! Ow !

“Poor old chap! Who was it, do
vou know?” '

“A hulking ruffinn, with a whisky
face!” greoaned Algérnon. “He
wanfed to rob me, and I wasn't havin®
it . Ow!” |

Bob Lawless whistled.

* 8o you put up a fight?™ he said.
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“Blessed if 1 thought Baob
Lawless checked himself, realising thas
it would not be nolite to the Cherub’'s
cousiy to state what he would have
expected the Honourable Algernon o
do under such circumstances. -

“Get on my horse, old chan!" said
Vere Beauclere hastily.  *“ We'll soon
get you home.”

Algernon hesitated dne moment, but
only one. The thought of tlie Beau-
clercs’ cabin, from which he bhad fled,
was like the thoucht of a bhaven of
rest and safety, after his wanderings
on tle prairie and his encounter with
Mr. William Bowers. |

“I—I—Tll come!” he stammered.

Beauclere helped him on to the
black horse.

- “You—yon found my note? stam-
mered Alrernon. -

“I've got it in my pocket. No need
for my father to see it; it would only
distress him,” said Beauclerc quietly,
“That is, if yvou'll give me vour word
not to play the fool hike this again,
Algy! My father’s responsible for
you.”™

" Algernon groaned.

“I—I won't hook it agmain!” lie
mumbled *“1—I suppose I've got to
make the best of it! Ow IV

“You'll find it all right ¥ you . do:
that !” said Frank Richards. ~.

Algernon grunted. He did not feel
so sure of that. But he said no maore,
as the schoolboys started for home,
Near the clearing the chume separated,
Beauclere taking his cousin on to the
cabin, and Frank and Bob riding for
the ranch. Y3

"“ A queer customer, that tender-
foot. and no mistake ! remarked Bob.

“Yes, rather!" assented Frank. |

“But he's got pluck, anyhow. -
said Bob Lawless sagely. “I recken
he'll pull round in time."

And Frank Richards could only
hope that his chum was richt. He
could not help wondering what was. -

i |

likely to happen to the Honourable,,

Algernon when he made his frste

pappearance at Cedar Creek School.
| body to hear, "cept it’s the gophers. |

igh grass zs the three riders

They =

*Aley !I” exclaimed Beauclere, o

"' muottered Beoau-

=
Ll

JHE END. il




