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The ist Chapter,

Lovell's Appeal.

3

“Jimm;

A

tevsely.
 Look here—-'

Jimmy Silver held up his hand, in-
terrupting Arthur lidward Lovell.

“Ive said N. C., old chap, and I
mean N, G. 1" Ie said.  “Ieknow
what you're going to zay. And it's
no good.”

* But, T gay——"

" Drop the subject, old top.” sug-
gested Jimmy Silver. “It's growing
a bore.  Besides, you're neglecting
your kipper.” .

There were kippers for tea in the end
study, and Raby and Newcome were
devoting most of their attention to
that succulent fish. But Lovell was
nof thinking of his tea. :

“Blow the kipper ! he said crossiy,

“No need to blow it—it’s nearly
cold already,” answered Jimmy
Silver amicubly.

“1 was going fo say— .

“T know—TI know !I” sighed Jimmy
Bilver. * You were going to say that
¥ou wani me to put your new pal,
Pecle of the Fourth, into the Rook-
wood junior eleven Lo play Greyfriars,
Youw've said it before. and you want
1o say it again,  As the chin-wagging
johnnies in the Ifouse of Commons
say. the auswer is in the giddy nega-
tive.”

£ But__’) i

“In this case. old top, there aren’t
any buts. It can't be done! I don’t
know that I would do it if T could;
but T can’t, anybow, Why you want
me to play Peele is a mystery to me.”

“I—1 want

“The frilow can play a fair game of
fonter when he likes,” said' Jimmy,
“T admit he's been bucking up lately.
But he's not up 1o rlesven form.  And
he’s a smoky cad and a rank outsider,
anyhow. Uuless you're off your dot, I
don’t kuow what you mesn.”

“Ho wants to keep goal—"

Tt him want!”

“T've promised him to put it before
Jou as skipper—" =

“You've kept your word,” sighed
Jimnry,  “Yow've put it before me,
goodnass knows. often enough. From
early morning till dewy eve, old chap !
Isn't it time you gave it a rest?”

Lovell- did not reply, but his look
was very dark.

Jimmy Silver turned his attention
to his kipper. IIc was hungry afler
football practice.

He was doing his besl to keep his
temper with Lovell; but ho found his
old chum was very exasperating just
now. Lovell’s new friendship with
Cyril Peele puvzled and annoved his
chums, and his urging of Peele’s
claims o a “show ® in the junior
eleven, in scason and oub of SCAS0TL,
added to Lheir exasperation. Jimmy
would not even put Newcome into the
team : and if be left out his own chum
for a better man, ke was not likely to
leave out a better man {o make room
for a fellow like Pecle.

“Coffee, old top?” said Jimmy
Silver, as Lovell remained gloomily
silent.

“Hang the coffee!™

“ Aliem 17

Jimmy Silver went guietly on with
his tea. leaving Tovell o0 come out of
the salks when it should please him to
do so.

Tt was ruther a sileat meal in
end study.

Lovell broke the silence again ot
last.  Llis fuce wus deaply iroubled,
and a little pale,

“T've asked vou several {imes abonl
Peele, Jimmy,” he said, in a low
voice.

sald  Jimmy  Silver

1

ihe

“ And I've said © No” every time.” |

answered tho captain of the Fourth.
“7 almost mean ¢No?’!”
“¥You mighé guess that

I wouldn'i
sk vou without a reason.” .

-

“I don’t see the reason. Nol thai
it would make any dJifference,”

“I've got a rcason.”

“Well, T'll take Your word [or that.
if you say su. I can't play Peole
against Greyirviavs, all the same. 1t's
simply rvidiculons to ask me. 1 sup-
pose you know a football captain has
same duties Lo do¥” said Jinnay, a
little ivvitably. “1 ean’t give away
placc:s in the team with a pound of
tea.’

“I've got a good
asking.”

‘‘Rubbish, old chap !

“Yes, awful rot!” said Raby. I
must say that, Lovell !

I=T explain the reason, if you
like,” shid Lovell, the colour ereeping
into his cheeks.

“I don't see that it matters,” said
Jimmy, “It can’t make any differ-
enee, as I've said,”

“My young brother Feddy——"

“Whal on earth about Teddy 77

“It’'s all aboul him!” muttered
Lovell. “That cad Pecle—-"

“Oh. your new pal’s a cad. is_he?”
said Newcome, with a touch of sar-
casm.

He’s not my pal, only I'm under
his thumb!” groaned Lovell.  “ff
you fellows had had any sense, you'il
have seen that!”

“ Phew 7

“Under  his  thumb!”  repeated
Jimmy Silver blagkly.  “Jlow the
thump ecan you be under Pecle’s
thumb? You've done nothing—"

“Teoddy has.”

i Oh !,,

“Now you know !” muttered Lovell,
with a crimson face. “Poor old
Teddy has been a bit reckless. 1le
never eant any harm, I'm sure of
that. Ie's a good kid, really. I'm
sure that it was Peecle himself who sot,
him to go to the Bird-in-Tland—"

“Teddy has been there!” ejacu-
lated Newcome. *“That awful pub1”

“I’'m sure il was Peele who led him
into it!”

“I’m 1

“Well, what about it?” asked
Jimmy Silver.  “I suppose Peele
hasn't threatened to sueak about him
to the Head, has he ?"

“Worse than that! Ile photo-
graphed Teddy there, shaking hands
at the pate with that boozy blighter,
Joey Hook-—"

“ My hat!”

“He's got the negaiive and a pholo-
graph in an envelope, addressed to the
Head,” said Lovell. “I can’t touch
him. He's given the envelope to one
of his pals, to post if I quarrel with
him. That's why I've been friendly
to the beast. 1 daren’t quarrel with
him, for Teddy’s sake. You know,
pocr old Teddy has been rather neay
the line before. 7This wonld mean the
sack for him. He—he would be
kicked out of Rookwood. * And—and
my people——"

Lovell’s voice trembled,

Jimmy Silver’s face was very grave
now. .

Much as Lovell's curious friendship
with Pecle had astonished him, he had
never dream} of anything liko this,

*“ Peele’s set on playing in the Grey-
friars match,” weut on Fovell, after o
pause.  “Y don't know why. But
he’s keen on it. That's his price for
giving me the vegative. If he doesu’t
play.in the match. he's going to posl
it to the Head the day after we play
Greyfriars.  Ile thinks you might
play him for wy sike, Jimmy."

Jimmy Silver compressed his lips.,

“The blackmailing cad!™ he mut-
tered.

* I knoew what be fs—bul I'm ander
hiz thumb. I—T'd-do anything to zot
hold of ihat photograph. and see
Teddy deur. Tle won't play the fool
like that again. I've ‘talked to him,
and he's fauly scared,” said Lovell
¢ But—bul, if Peele doesn’t play (Groy-
friars, it's going to lhe Head, and
thal’s the sack for Teddr. Jimmy,

reason  for

of Jimmy Silver & Co., at
Rookwood,

By OWEN CONQUEST.

_beating bim.

old chap, if you could do it for me,
Pt

1t can’i be done, old fellow,™ said
Jimmy Silver.

Lovell rese to lids feat,

“If that's your last word, Jimmy
Silver--—" Ile Larned iowards the
door, his face working.

“1lold on !

Lovell turned back silently.

“TI--T'li see what can be done,™ said
“The awiful
There may be sonmn way of
I'll see what ean be
done, al any rate.”

“It's to save Teddy!” multered
Lovell huskily. “ And—and, after all,
even if wo lost' ihe mateh—it’s to save
Teddy.”

Jimmy Silver made no reply Lo
that.

“What am I {0 say to Pecle®”
asked Lovell.  “He's” waiting o
know." .

“Loll him you've told me, and that
I'm thinking it over. I don't know
what to do, but I ean’t leave a pal in
the lureh,™ said Jimmy Rilvor, “ ol
Peele T'll let him know, anyhow.”

“Right !

Lovell's fave was greatly relioved
as e quitted the study,

If no other resource turnad up, he
fell that Jimmy Silver would come to
the rescue, by yielding to Peele's
demand; though how he was to

Jimmy Silver an last.
cad !

“reconcile thai with his duty as foot-

ball captain was rather o’ problem.
But poor Lovell was oo concerned
for his minor, to bestow much
thought wpon thut detail. Iis face
was honeful as he hoaded for Peele’s
stady.

The 2nd Chapter.
Peels is Satisfied.

“ Avthue !

A diminutive figure emerged fram
& shadowy corner in the passage, as
Lovell canfe alonr hy the Fourth
Form studies, and a hand was laid on
his arm.

Lovell stopped, and Jooked down
grimly at the fag’s face. as it was
turned up to him.  Teddy had been
waiting for him in the passage.

“Oh! You!” muttered Lovell,

“I—I wanted to speak 1o you,
Arthur. What's going to bappon?”
mumbled Teddy Lovell “T—I've
been thinking about it cver since you
told me what Peele said, T can't
get it oul of mmy mind."

“1 suppose not. I cau’t gel it out
of mine, 1 know that!” said Lovell

gruffly.  ““A preity scrape you've
landed boih of us in, with your silly
rot!™

Teddy TLovell's sensitive lip
quivered,

“Pmosorry. Artbur,” he muttered.
“I—1 never thought of anything like

this. How could I7 Pecle——'
“Hadn't T warned you often
enough against  that cacdt™  said

Lovell bitierly, *Haven't T told you
o dozen times hw's o bad hat, and
warned you to keep e¢lear of him?
You promised yon woull, too.”

“I—=I—I thought there wasn't any
harm in goivg for a walle with him.
We--we only just called in at the
Bird-in-Hand for a ginger-beer,” said
Teddy. “I swear it was nothing more
than thai. He made me speak io
Hook in {he gavden, and loft me talke
ing {0 him. How wua | to guess he
wits snapshokting me with his camers ?
1 couldu’t.™

“You ought to have kepl clear of
him.”

“l=I know: buk 1 couldi’t know
thal he was such an awful rascal ™"
groaned Teddy. “T've been scared Lo
deuth ever since you told me aboub
the photograph. It means the sack
for se i the Head seis it: he let moe
off once, but he won'l aguin. 1=
sy, think of father-—"

“To you lhink T haven't thought,

of him?” growled | Lovell, wincing.
“ ' doing all T cag Tur you. Haven't
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I les that unspeakable cad chum with
me, lo shut bim ups™

“But—bnt what he asks—it’s uot
much! Why shouldn't he keep goal
for Rookwood if he wants o Ii's
nothing. He can keep gou! all right;
I've seen him at practice. Besides.
what's @ football mateh compared
with my getting expelled?”

“1t’s & good deal, you young idiot !
Why should Jimmy Silver niuck up
his footer teum on your account?”

“Well, he's your pal—="

“Im doing all T can; T think
Jimmy will come round,” said Lovell,
“Lhope he will. That's all 1 cap say.
Now cut off, and don't go vound
moping with a face like an owl.”

Teddy opened his lips, but closed
them again, and moved away silently
down the passage. He passed a
junior who was lounging in the door-
way of the first study. It was Cyril
Peele, of the Classical Fourth, and he
gave Teddy an ironical grin as he
passed, The fag answered it with a
look of hatred. and wenl slowly down
the staircase,

Pecle laughed softly. He did not
care for Teddv Lovell's bitterness;
Teddy was ouly a pawn in the game,
to the asiule young rascal. To him,
Teddy was only a means of influencing
Arthur Edward Lovell; who in turn
was Lo secare him a place in the Rook-
wood  Eleven  for the Ureyfriars
mateh.  Pecle was not a  greal
believer in friendship, oy his own
account; bul he knew the deep loyalty
that uuited the Fistical Four of Rook-
wood, and he counted with perfect
conlidence on Jimmy Silver voming
to Lovell’s rescue. ~ If he did not.
Lovell minor should suffery the cad
of the Fourth was determined upon
that.

He was still smiling when Arthur
Edward Lovell joined ‘him ut the
study doorway: but he looked wary,
too. It was always possible that
Lovell's temper might fail under the
strain that was being put upon it;
and if Avthur Edwird should kit ent
vecklessly, il would he exceedingly
painful for Peele of the Fourth,

“ Well»* said Pecle interrogatively,
as Lovell stopped.

“Tve spoken lo Jimmv aguin,™
muttered Lovell. “*T've told him the
whole_bizncy—il was no good with-
out. Hr wouldn’t listen to me till he
knew my reason far asking.”

Peele shrugged his shoulders.

“[ don’t mind his knowing,” he
auswered. &

“You don't miud if a chap despises
vou move thun a Hun” said Lovell
bitterly.

“Hard words break no bones, old
scout. T only want to know the
result.”

“Jimmy says e will think it over,™

“ Which means yes, 1 suppose?”
smiled Peele.

“I—T hope &o0,"

“You mean vou think sov”

“Well. yes. Jimmy will put von
in_goal for the Grevfriars mateli. 1
believe, rather than leave me 1o face
what would happen,™

C'yril Peele nodded.

“T was sure of it," he vemavked.
“T'I keep my side of the bavgain: as
soon as the wateh is over, if I've
played in it, T'll hand you the photo-
graph and the negative.”

“ Look here, Peelo——"

“Well:

i

“Couldnt  you ask something
else?" mutlered Lovell. “ You don't
really care aboui footer. T suppose

it's only swank, your wanting to
figure in the Greyfriars match. I—
T'd give you anything you asked. I
—I'm uot vich, hut I'd buy {hal
photograph of you jolly dear,”

“T don't want your money.”

“It's ouly foolball you're thinking
about, then,” suid Lovell, puzzled.

“That's all 1" answered Peele, with
a peculiar glimmering in his eyes.
“You know I'm keen on it.”

“You never were &l the  Tast
week.” :
“Tve tuwrred over a uew leaf—

following the noble lead of the end
study, you know,™ said Peele lightly.
“Ii's never ton late to mend. Now,
the Greyfviavs maich comes off next
Wednesday. Lovell. When is Jimmy
Silver gow’ (o give me  hisa final
answer?”

“T—1 dou't know.”

“That will havdly do. | want his
decision at once, so that 1 van make
my arvrangements.”

“What  arcsagementsi"
Lovell suspiciously.

“Tonean, I want Lo kuow, so thak
Locan tell wy Driends I'm playing for
Rookwood on Wednesday., T wunk
them to see me play.”

“Plenty ol time for that,”

“T want Jimmy Silver's answer {his
evening,” replied Peele. * You can
tell him that he's gol 1ill bed-time to
think it cut. Ul ask him in the
dorm if I'm to-play on Wednesday,
If he says * Yes,” well und good. If

asked

he says ¢ No,” that leller io the Head
drops into the letter-box to-morrow.™

Lovell clenched his hands hurd, awel
Peele backed away a pace. Bul the
hapless junior unclenched his hands
again. 1t was difficult to keep them
off Peele; but the consequences of
giving the young vascal tha thrashings
b deserved would have been too
terrible—to Teddy,

“I=I'll speak’” to Jimmy !
tered Lovell.

“Right-ho !,

Lovell walked away with 2 dowii-
cast face, and Peele lounged into his
study smiling. He was sprawling in
the armchair, smoking o cigarette,
when his stody-mates, Gower ainl
Luttrey, came in.

“Hallo! How is it going about
the Greyiriars malch?” asked Gower,
with u laugh,

*“All serene, I think—"

“Hilver’s goin’ to play your? ex.
claimed Lattrey. 3

“1 believe so.™

P believe it when 1
grimed Gower,

“Why shouldn't he:” said Peein
calmly,” “T can keep goal. You've
seen me at praciice.”

“Unless Jimmy Silver's a burbling
ass, he'll guess that it's uwot fooler
you're after,” said Gower contemptu-
ously. “¥f vou keep goal for Rook-
wood, it means that you've got bots
against the side, and you mean to lot
the Lall through.”

“Don’t say that outside this study,
Cower,” said Peele quictly, but with
u glitier in lis eyes.

Y1 don’t mean ro. Bui that's the
fact, .all the sume; and if Silver plavs
vou he's a bigger fool than I chink
him.”

Pesle made no renly to that, con-
tewting  himself with “shrugging s
slim shoulders,  Tle finished his cignr-
ctte, and strolled away to Adolphns
Smythe's study in the Shell for
game of nap with the Giddy Goas
of Rookwood. ('sril Peele seemed in
a very cheery mood that evening.  All
was going well—irom his particuluse
puint of view.

mul-

see it,”

The 3rd Chapter.
Jimmy Siiver Thinks it Out.

Jimmy Silver did not share Peels's
cheeriness that evening—far from if,

Uncle Jdames of Rookwood was
worried.

Loxell's explanation had cleared up
the irritating mystery of bis sudden
and unaceountable fricndship vith the
cad of the Fourth.  But it had given
Jimmy plenty of food for thought aud
worry,

Ou Lovell minor's account he wonl]
probably unot have worried much.
The wilful fittle scamp of the Thivd
had given trouble enough, and so far
as Jiamy himself was concerned, ke
would not have mourned over thn
fag’s departure From Rookwood. B,
on Lovell mujor's account he worriesl
very much indeed.  Lovell was his
oldest and best chum ar Rookwood,
and thers was litile that Jimmy waould
uot have dono fur his sake. And he
knew only oo well what a terribie
blow it wonld be to Arthur Edwad
if bis reckless minor was expelled
from the school.

Iie knew, ioo, that Lovell's Iatier
cared more for his yvounger sou than
for the elder, and that he would wvisit
bitter blame on Lovell's head if such
a disuster happened to Teddy.. Poor
Lovell was  supposed to  be  his
brother’s keeper, and his father did
noi rvealise how diffcult and, indeed,
impossible  the  task  wus for the
Fourth-I'ormer.

Had unything else Leen asked of
him Jimmy would have assented at
once for Lovell’s suke. But a place i
the junior eleven was not his to wive,
niless to o player who could do credir
to the Rookwood colours. To pul a
“dud M in goal was impossible; he had
his duty as {eotball captain, his dutv
fa his followers, to think of. Tine.
Pecle was not a dud. and he had kept
bard at practice lately. aud zhown up
[eivly wel. as il to duspire Jimy
with confidence.  But he was not up
to Rawson’s form i goul. or auy-
thing like it. And Jimmy did ot
trust him. )

Jimmy Silver was a good el
Leener thair his bapless chum, lje
did not quite believe in the sfacke) s
sudden ambition 0 shine as a fout.
haller.

Such  an ambition  was  nuturud
enough, and pruisoworiliv, so far us
that went; and if it meanc that Peelis
wus reformning, his reform was wol-
come.  Bub veform (id nov go hand-
iw-hamd with Peele™s nresent line of
wetion. A fellow who wounld rake w
base advantaze, as Peele was doing,
was cerbuinly nol on the path of ie-
formation.

What, then, was Peele’s hject?
What treachery was in his ming?

That was a searching wyuestion,



15/3/20

Published
Every Monday

THE BOYS® FRIEND

Prics
Thres Halfpenco

67

Junmy Sitver fele that he simply could
vot, consistently with his duly 1o Lis
vinly, play Peelo in the matgh. Bui
it he refused—-—

He could not refuse.  [le could uat
Lei sieh a0 Dlow tall upon puor Lovell,
while it was in his power to proveut
iv.

The capiain of the Fourth was in
u dilenma fvoin which there seemed
1o he 1o eacape, and it was no wonder
that bis Lieow was gloomy thay even-
mg as he turned tho problem over
and over i his mind.

Lovell gluueed at him  anxionsly
several times, but he did not speak.

e had said all he could, und toe
devision had to be left to Jimoy
Silver. Bt when the Classical Fourth
went up to their dormitory that night
there was a deen wrinkle iu Lovell's
brow.

’eote was last in the dornitory, and
lie brought o hnugering sceut of cigar-
citesmoke  with him. e wpodded
cheerily Lo the Pistical Four, hieodless
ai the scornful looks with which his
uoil was received,

“1iallo, Silver!” he said, joining
Jimmy, as the latier sat on his bued
1o take off his boots. *llave you
mwade up your mindi”

Jimmy  Silver  regarded
steadily.

“Will vou tell me why you're so
keen to play in the Greyfriars match
on Wednesday ?"" he asked.

“I'm taking up footer in earnest,
vou know."

" Yon haven't laid any bets on the
mateh?”

(b, no!”

“1 know your boozy pal Joey Heok
laxs bets on Rookwoud matches some-
ties when  there's nothing  botter
duing.”

“Does he?”

“You kunow le does. Ile hasn’t
booked any bets with you about the
mateh on Wednesday 77

" Of course not. 1 haven't seen him
for 4 weeli—in fact, 1 never intend to
see him again.”

“That’s a good thing, if you kvep
to it

*Obh, I mean it, 1 assure you!™" said
Peele atvily, *I'm fed np with playin’
the goat. i turnin’ over a new leat,
like Morny, you know, and I'm stick-

-’ to it like slue. Am I playin’ on

Wednesday 2

1 supposoe you kuow that you'ro
acting like a blackmailing cad?”

Pecle yavined.

gsked you for an answer, not for
a sertuon,”  he remarked, CAm 1
plaxvin’ or not?  It's jor you to
decide.”

A theve’s no other way, it will
have to be yes,” said Jimmy Silver
slowly. " Unless you give Lovell the
photograph and the negative between
now and Wednesday I'll play you in
the Grevimars matel.”

“lu ghall”

“Yos, !

“Good ! saued Peele, with o snobhe,
That setles it, as [ eertainly sha'n't
give Lovell the photograph or the
uegative until after the mateh.”

“Thut's all,” sasd Jimmy., “ Xow,
et avway from me—you make me feel
ruther sick, Peele!™

Cyril Peele langhed
wway to his own bed.  Ile was quite
satighied now. I his exclusion trom
the Rookwond junior team depended
npon bis handing over the photograph
to Lovell he was safe enough for the
Greyfriats maich, for certainly he did
not mtend to bawd it over, e furned
in very contentedly.

Jimmy Silver’s eyes glittered as e
glanced after Pecle.

He had nade a conditional promise,
and Jimmy Silver’s word was lus
bowd. If the photograph was not
handed over he was bound now io let
Peele keep goal on Wedunesday.

But there werve thoughts in Jimmy
Siiver’s mind that Pecle, keen as he
wus, did uot suess,

Peele assuredly would not hand
aver the negalive of his own accord;
but it was 0 Jimmy's mind that that
pecative miight be handed over, all
the e, dn playving sharp practice
on Unele James of Rookwood Peels
was dealing with o dangerous cus-
Tomer.

Sy turned in, but he Kept one
ey ou Peele. und he noted that the
cad of the Pourth did not fully uu-
dress before turning into bed, e
nobed thaty he had more than hall
expocted 1t Peele had his veasons
fur, insisting upon w delinie answer
ihut nighl—four ar five days before
vhe Greyleies march, e, had  his
artangements (o make. And o Jhnmy
Hilver's suspicions were well foundoad,
hi< arrangements were to be niade
with Jooy Llook, of the Bhivd-in-Hand,
al Coowmls,

Pecic had somelines ventured o
that delectable yesort in the day-time
on w half-boliday ; but his visits were
agonevally paid alter lighls oat, by
breaking  dornntery  hounds,  Sned

Iim

and  walked

was steougly ol opinion that
wolig to see Joey FHook thsl
v onighe.  That was why be lad
wanted his definite snswor, if Jimmy
Wars ot deceiving himself,

The watter would soon be vu 10
the test, at all svents,

Bulkeley of the Sixth saw lights ont
for the (lassical Fpurth; and after
tha usoal chatter from bed to bed
the juniors settled down to sieep.

But there was onr, at least, who
Jdid not sleen,

he wa

Jinmuy Silver's eves remained wide
open,  staring  uarestivgly  into who
durkiress,

The hour of {en soanded from the
B wh-tuwer; b was tollowed bx the
B of halfpast. Then there was
a faint sound in the dormitory of the
Classical Fourth of Rookwood.

Jimmy drew aoguicl, silent byeath,

o did not move, bub bhis eves woere
fixed in the Jdivection of Cyril Peele's
hed. 1o the dimness of the starlighs
that ciimioered o #t the high win-
dows he caught faint glimpees ol

o =~ e
;-I;;:, 7
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ey

leads from  the box-room  window.
dropping 1o the wround  feam  the
Irads, seattling away o cliib the
sehool wall, dropning dnto the road,
en roiite for the Bird-in-Hand public-
honse,

Peele, ut hulfpust ion. was onib of
baunds., e would veinrn, probably,
at half-pasi eleven or twelve.  When
he retarned, he would lind Uncle
James, of Rookwood, ready fur hinm.

The 4th Chapter.
Jimmy's Way.
S Oh
Arithnr Edward Lovell vtterad thai
clucnlotion swildenly, as he came oug
of slumber with a start.  He opened
2 eyes and bBlinked up. ile was
ing shaken gently by the shoulder.
“Obt Ah! What— "
“Bhurrup, ass!™
STy T
“Dowt tell all Rookwood!” said

Jiunnws Silver sarcasticaliy.
Lowvll Dlisked @t Bim, 2nd rubhed
s oyes. Scthur BEdward was a sound

EERTNAN(

CAUGHT !

pippin !

“Let mo go!” howied Peale.
Tie the cord on, Raby,” said J
Pgele struggled savagely to release his hands but in spite of his
struggles his wrists were bound with a cord, while he stood on the
leads and panted with rage.

““ Not f’ust yet, my
mmy Silver.

cautiously moving figure. A junior
was dressing hiwself silently in the
gloom.

Jimuy did not skir.

A few moments later there was 2
soft sonnd of stealthy footstons; the
dormitory dooi epened silently, aind
closed agaiu.

The breaker of hounds was gone.

Than Funny Silver slipped notse-
lessly from his bed. felt for a match-
box. and siepped towards Peele’s bed.
Serateh !

The match slimmersd out
darkiess of the dormitory.

Jimmy gave a sturt. Tor a moment
he thought he sew the Jhgure of
sleeper i the Hed, Was i, after all.
sotmcone else?  But the nesi mowent
he understoad, and - tarned back the
coveilei,  Bolstor and  pillow wore
arranged i the bed 1o give ihe
appearancr of a sleeper. e case ol a
curprise visit 1o the dormiiory on ihe
part of masters or prefects.

Jitnmy's eyes flashed as the mwaich
went out,

Cyril Pocle was gove,  Jimmy did
not need Leiling where he bad gone.
By that tine, he was droppivy va the

in the

sleeper, and e did wol  awuken
yuickly. He seemed still hall in the
land of dreams.

Lhe dormitory was davk and silent,
save for the murmer of voiees by
Lovell's bedd. Nobody else seemed to
e awake in the long, lofty room.

S Don’t mmke a yow ! murmured
Jinny  Silver.  *Are you awake
ver? Shall T squeeze o wet sponge
down your neck?”

“Ow! No, you ass!
What's the game®™
drowsily.  *Whay
ap tor? "Tain't r
lighi yet.”

Jimmy chocklod zofuy.

“Tg won't be light for a goud many
houts yof. fathead 1 Ti's still toeday,
not wo-taorvow.  Quarier to eleven, in
fact. There's 1he ebitme voing.”

CWell, what ave yois waking e up
for at w gnarter to eleven?” gronted
Lovell, “Sehool on fire, you rhump?”

Hleel mp ! i

CWhat fer?1

= Peele’s  gope
Jimmy Silser.. |

“That pub-lavnting cad " arowled
Lovell o T dire ~ay be hast [ helieve

' awako!
demanded Lovell
+ you waking me
ising-hell.  “in’t

ont!?  whispered

breaks bounds i mighi once a
1 dow't sce that it

he
week, at least.
mwitters 1o me.”

“You wouldn't!” agreed Jimmy
Silver. “The things you don't ste,

T

old top, would fill big volumes!
“Look here %
=Parn out ! said Jimmy. <[ can’t
jaw here without waking the fellows.

1 tell you there's something on. Get
up !
B Are we yaiding the  Modern

chaps?” mumbled Lovell.

“You ass!  Blow the Moderns!
We're going to catch Peele on the
Doy, and bottle him up! Savvy now?™

“Oh!” ejaculated Lovell

e did not understand {ully, bhut
that was cnough for him. He turned
quickly out of bed, and began to dress
in the darkness.

Jimmy  Silver moved quietly to
waken Raby and Newecome. '[hey
were rather more casily aroused than
Lovell, and they turned out without
usking questions.  They could guess
that Uncle James would not arouse
them.in the middle of the night with-
out good canse.

In a few rinutes the Fistical Four
were dressed. The rest of the Classi-
cal Fourth were still fast asleep, and
a sound of steady breathing  sur-
rounded them, aud aver it resonnded
the wnusical suore of Tubby Muffin,

In their socks the chums of the
Foaarih trod quietly to the door.
Jimmy Silver opened it sofily, and
there was a loud grunt from Lovell as
fre bumped an it in the dark.

“Qoooogh !

“Shurrup, you ass!’
Jimmy Silver feraciously.

“Ow! I've knocked my head—-"

* Bother your silly head!”

“ Look hore——"

*1lalle! What's that vow?” came a
sleepy voice from Mornington’s bed.
“Who's that burbling at this time of
uight

The Fistical Four were very silent,
Lovell rubbed his injured head, and
suppressed -his mumbles. But Morn-
ington was awake now, and he sat up
in bed, and peered towards the door
through the shadows.

“By wad! Jt's
What—"

“Shat ap, Morny ! said Jimmy
Silver.  ** Only little us!”

“Oh! What the thump—-7"

“I's all vight!  Don't wake the
dorm, for goodness” sake !”

“Oh, all serenc!” yawned Morning-
ton, “If it’s a lark on the Modern
blighters T'll come with you, if you
like.”

“It. isn't, old scout. Go to sleep?!”

“ Right-lio!”

Valentine Mornington laid bis head
on the pillow again. Jimmy listened
anxiously, but Moruy's veice had not
awakened the others. The Fistical
Four stepped into the copridor, and
Jimmy drew the door sofily shut after
them.

“ 0w 7 mucmuared Lovell, still rub-
bing his head. ;

= What's the matter?™?

“ My napper—-—"

“1f there was any sense in ybur
napper, vou'd dry up!” zrowled
Jimmy Silver. “Do ¥ou want to be
canght out of dorm by Bulkeley or
Neville? 1 dare say they're still up.”

“Quict!” murmured Raby.

“Cut off the gas, you
added Newcome.

Lovell gave a grunt.

“Tt geems to me that you fellows
are making more row than I am,” he
retorted. My napper’s hurt, too.”

“Bless vour napper! This way!”

Jimmy Silver trod away softly, and
his chums followed him with equal
caution, though quite unaware of
their leader’s object or intentions,
Bui the Co. were accustomed to
following faithfully the icad of Uncle
James. of Rookwood, and they did
not think of demurring.-

The captain of the Fourth led the
way into the lower box-room, to the
surprise of his comrades. They groped
their way into the dark room, and
Jimmy closed the door.

= Well?” bogan Lovell

“Shush 1™

Bump! Lovell collided with a
trunk, and uttered an exclamation.

“At it again!? remarked Jimmy
Silver.

“How the thump can T help bump-
iy into a dashed box in this dashed
darknesz?”’ said Lovell. in suppressed
iones, " I'm not a dashed cai to see
in the dashed dack. you dashed idiog?
Ow! My shin—"

s Never mind your =hing ib's your
cHin you've gob o take cuve of”

= My chin??

“Yes; it's too active!”

There was a chackle from Raby and
Neweome, and & sulphurous snord
from Arthur Edwurd Lovell.

“What the divkens have we come
here for, Jimmy Silver? U we're
=oing o yrope around here among

whispered

somcbody—-

,

knpw !*

these thundering boxes
'd better light the. gas.”

“0Oh, do!” said Jimmy. 1t wiil
shine from the window, and warn half
the county thet wo're out of bed. Do,
by all means!”

“Well, what are we going to do
here in the dark, anyway?” grumbled
hm":‘[l. 1 don’t sce the game al

aml ithings,
)

*You wouldn't !

Jimmy crossod to the box-room
window, that looked out over the
leval leads of an outhouse. The
window was partly closed, but the
lower sash was left auw inch up.
Fridently that was the way Cyril
Poele had left the house.

“ 1 thought so,” murmured Jimmy.

“You thonght what?” wrowled
Lovell.  * Blessed if T sce any seuse in
this at all !

*Are you speaking of your napper
now ¥

Lovell breathed hard.

“No, 'm not! I'm speaking of
this silly stunt of getting up in the
middle of the night aud barging
round a silly box-room. What on
earth do you mean by it, 1'd like to
know?"

*The window’s unfastened.”

“ Blow the window '”

* This 13 the way Peele got out.™

“Hang Peele!”

“ And this is the way he will como
back,”

* Lgp him, and be blowed to him ™

“My dear ass, that's what we're
here for! We're going to meel Peele
when he comes mn.”

“ What on earth for*”

“ To talk vicely to him.”

“Why, he mayn’t be back for an
hour!” exclaimed Lovell.

* Possibly, ™

“My foet are  jolly eold!™
murmured Raby,

“Can’t be helped. When duty
calls, you know ! said Jimmy. “It’s

up to us to meet Peele, and talk to
him.”

“What have you got there,
Jimmy?"” asked Newcome, peering at
the captain of the l'ourth in the
gloom.

A cord.”

“What's it for?”

“Peele.”

_ “Oh!”’ murmured Lavell. “It's o
Jape on thal rotten cad, is it,7”

“Tumbled at last?” asked Jimmy
Silver sarcastically.

“Well, that’s all very well,” said
Lovell. “I'm up against the cad, as

ou know. But I’m not going to jape

im now. He's too jolly dangerous!
T'm not going to put his back up,
end perhaps make him post that letter
to the Head P

“That's what we'rs going to stop,
ass!” said Jimmy Silver impatiently.
“Listen to me, and dou't jaw so
much! Peele’s got my answer this
Heo's playing in the Grey-

evening.
friars match, in goal, unless ke hands
over the negative and photograph to
you before the matceh.”

“1e won't !

“]\}'e’re hero to persuade him, you
see.

“0Oh!” ejaculated Lovell.

“ He's gone out, and you cav guess
where he's gone. He’s certain now of
keeping goal for Rookwood on Wed-
nesday. He’s gone to book his bets
against Rookwood, if I'm not mis-
taken. Hook lays morey on our
matches sometimes. and Peele is out
to make a big voup. Of course, Hook
doesn’t know he's in the Rookwood
team. He never does play for the
school, und the man couldn’t guess
his scheme. TUnless I'm on the wrong
tack—and I don't think I am-—-Peele
is goiug to let the ball through every
time in the Greyiriars match, and win

_a tenner or so on the game."'

Lovell gasped.

*“He couldn’t be such a cad--even
Peele—-" .

“That’s his game, I tell you,”

“By Jove! 1t does look like it,”
nuttored Raby. “¥ancy ap old hand
like Joey Hook being floeced by
Peelo!” 5

“Peele’s got more cunning than a
dozen Joey Hooks. He will maks a
firsé-class c¢riminal when he grows
up,”’ answered Jimmy Silver, *“But
he has come up against Uncle James,
and I think he is going to be floorod !
He is going to hand over that photo-
graph and negative to you. Lovell,
hefore the match. That lets me out,
He won’t play for Rookwood.”

“ Bat he won't~—-""

Jimmmy Silver laughed zoftly,

“He will, unless he wants to be
found in tha morning on the leads,
with his hands tied ap to ihe box-
room window!™”’

“0b, my hail Oh,
gasped Lovell.

“Understand now?"”

Lovel! did not reply. bui he pressed
Jiminy Silver's arm. And the Fistical

Jinuny !

Four waited quietly in the darkness

for=Cyril Poele’s return,

-
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The Eth Chaptler.
When Gireck Rlcets QGreek.

Cyril Peele smiled in the darkuess
as he trod softly towards the outhouse.
1t was half-pest cleven, and all lights
were out i the great building of
Rookwood. Peele was returning from
his excursion, and lLie was returning
i a very satislied mood.

His visit to the Bird-in-Hand had
besn o greot success. Joey Hook had
been quite glad Lo see . The
sporting  gentleman of Cootbie was
quite prepaved to do busiuess.  All
was grist thot comwo fo My, Hook's
mill, and he wus as rezdy to lay money
on a footbell maich as on a race.
Peele hed offercd the odds against
Rookwood for Wednasday’s maltch,
amd Mr. Tock had willingly closed
withh him. He knew thal Jimmy
Bilver's elever was a strong one, aud
that their chances of o win were at
least equad. He wonk! not bave laid
aven money. but ho was quite pre-
pared to aceepns Peele's  offer of
two-to-one againsl Roovkwood.
Peele’s wager he looked upon as ihe
outcoing of the voung rascal’s ennity
towards Jimmy Silver.  The wish: wasy
father 1o the thonght, he considered,
in Peele's caso.  The booknimker was
not likely to guess by what tortuous
treachory DPecle hiwd  sueeeeded i
obtaining a plice for himself in ihe

Rookwood  eleven o place that
{reeyiriars

allowed himi to make a
victory practivally a certainty,

Hock was not likely to know even
that Peele hid played for Gireyfriars.
Tl Kuew  that” Peele was no foot-
Laller, mnl that he was al daggers
drawi with the captzin of the junior
cieven,  Hyvew il he learued lator how
Pecle had * played ™ him, it would not
alter the maller. Peelo wonkl have
von wd pocketed Wiz bet. “The vaseal
of Rookwood stood to win ten pounds
if the home team lost the match, and
he was quite certain ihat it would
Jose., He intended to lake care of
thai~m goal.

Jimmy Sitver Lud promived to play
him, unless he  hawded over the
negative aud the photograph beforve
the match.  As he had no intention of
doing so, he was guite sure of his
place in the deam.  He wondered a
little why Jinmy had made such a
condition. Possibly ihe cuptain of the
Jonrth hoped that he would do ihe
decent thing  befove  the Groviviars
mateh cano off.  Peelo grinned ab the
thought.  If  Jinuny  Bilver was
depending on that. he was leaning
upon w very rotfen reed.

Pesle climbed  the onthouse, and
teod softly across the leads to the box-

roomt window. IL was very dark
there, in the shadow of a great
beech.  He found the window sill

easily epough, however, and pushed
‘up the lower sash of the window.
Thein he pat his hands in, to hold on
andl climb into the window. The
next moment a startled cry broke
from his lips as his weisds were seized
from withiu.
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He made a frantic eifort 1o drag
them away, but they were held in o
grasp of wou.

Peelo pasited.

* Who: -who--what?”

Torrified visions of a watchin! pre-
fect floated before his mind, and in
thought he already suw himself
marched before the Hesd ou a chargoe
that could only end in a flogging and
expulsion from the school.

“Don’t wriggle, old top!”
cheery whisper from within, “You
can’t get away! DBetter not yell,
either, if you dou't want io be bagged
by a prefect.” _

“Jimmy Silver!” gasped Peele.

“ Himself, old secout!™

Peele’s lirst feeling was oue of in-
tense relief. He had dreaded that it
was Bulkeley of the Sixth wailing n-
side the box-room window,

“You!” he stummercd. “Let go
my hands, you fool! This isn’t a time
for your japes!”

“'Phink not?” smiled Jimmy Silver.

“Let me go!”

“Not just yet, my pippin! lie
that cord on, Raby.”

“You het!” chuckled Raby.

Peole struggled savagely to release
his hands. But they were held as if
in a vice, and he was foreed to submit
while # cord was passed round his
wrists and knotled there. His wrists
were hound securely together, while
he stood on the leads, his wrists st
i‘ag'}.

“Now close the sash down tight oo
the cord,” said Jinowy.,  * That will
keep him safe L1l morning.”

Poele guve a suppressad cry.

“&Kilver. you mad idiot! You're not,
going fo shut me out all night?”

“Why not?”

“Don't close the windew ! hissed
Peele. as he heard the sash moving.
“You mad idet! 1f P'm found hers
in the morning, I—I-—1 shall
sacked from the school. The Head
will know—--" .

“Hxactly. You can brot oub of
Rookwood in vompany with T.ovell
ninor, you know,” remarked Jimmy
Silver.

Peale understood theu, and he gave
2 howl.

“0h, vou rotter! You've done this
on Lovell’s aceount,” ;

“rit for iat, vou kunow,” smiled
Jimmy Silver. * You've got the vhip-
hand of ‘Lovell minor. We've got the.
whip-hand of you. Tf the chopper
comes down on Lovell's brother. you
geb it in the neck at the same time.
See? What's suuce for the goose is
sauce for the gander!”

Pocle gritted his teeth in helpless
rage.

“fof me in—

“Rats! Close the window, Lovell.”

“Hold on! What do you want?”
hissed Peele.  “1 know you wunt
something | What s it?”

“Well, if you want us to let you
off—-"" remarked Jimmy Silver. ro-
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"“«CuP SUPERSTITIONS!” |

flectively.

ﬂ@rewj

Y

e M

(Who was
- C

wp. Has played for

1 bavo speut nearly twenty years
i Lest-cluse footlbull aud among fivst-
class Foolballers.  Aund vory happy
vears they have been, too, 1 can
wsstre yoil, Tor the professional foot-
baller, taking him all round, is a jelly
goud rporl, always ready o give and
take in the way of jokes and fun.

My experience it foothall has.cer-
fainly brouzli me to the conclusion
Lkat in vue respect, b any rate, pro-
fesgional  [oothallers ave  just like
ordinary people—lbey ave often
cetitns of superstitions and strange
rancies. ;

Bspecially ave there quite a lot of
superstitions conneeted with the Cup.
Ounly the other day, for instance, this
fact was Drought home by the news
thut the Preston North ¥End players
had been tho recipients of a black cat,
and that from the moment they had
it in their possession the lueck of the
side seemed Lo turm.

At the time of writing these uotes
they are still in the Cup, and, more-
aver, have done much hetler in theic
League matches than they were pre-
viously doing.  Of course, 1 don’t

By J. W. BACHE
Caplain of Aston Villa in 1913 when they won the

e =

England seven times).

balieve that the Dblack eal had any-
thing to do with it. Neither do you
beliove if, but there you arve! I
veckon that ihere would be guite a
feeling  of  sadness  among  these
Preston North' Bod players if any-
thing should happen so that they lost
thelr lucky mascot.

Ju the old daye, beforp the war, it
wus yuite tho fashion for every side
to have some mascot or other. DPer-
sonally, I believe the very best mascot
auy club can possess is a team of real
triers, in which every man is outl to
do the best he can for Iiis side. What
1=t on the field ean’t very well help
you to win football matehes, can it?
And  yet—well, the superstitions
remai.

Quite clearly do I remember an in-
stance, when I was with Aston Villa,
of how a club may be affected by
faney. 3

To play o Cuoplie on one occasion
we had to truvel some distance by
train, but right through the journey
we weve o very happy and contented
fonily. und incidentally quile con-
lident thut we should win cur Cuptie.

Lk Th
want?"”
* A photograph and a negative,’

“What 2

“That’s the price, ald top.
or leave il

There wus no immediate auswer
from Cyril Peele. He was shaking
with passionate rage and chagrin, as
he stood on the leads, his wrist still
held in the cord in Jimmy Silver's
grasp.

The defeat of his rascally schemes
laomed darkly before him. e found
his veice at last.

“Will you play me on Wednesday
if I hand them over?”

“Nao fear!”

“You promised, ifi—"

“1I you didu't hand them over to
Lovell befare the match,” said Jinuny
Silver coolly, **But you're going to
~-unless you want to be found hore in
the morning, end taken lo the Head
for the sack.”

know T do. What do »ou

fl

Take it

“Yes. rather. you cwr!”™  said
Lovell, between his tenth.
“1  won't ! hissed Peele. =1

won't! L--Ican't now ! I must play
on Wedpesday ! [-—"

“Recanse you've laid your bets
against Rookwood, to swindle Joey

Hook,” chuekled Jimmy Bilver.
“Wall, you’ll lose your moncy,
DPenla!”

“lwfel- o Oh, you rolier, you

planned this!” groaned Peele.

“orroct 17 assonted Jimmy Silver.
“You played a dirty, cowardly #riclk
on Lovell and his brother, und I've
playnd you like « lish, and landed you.
Now you can fake your choice—lot
T.avell minor alone, or be sacked from
Rookwood along with hint. Are you
giving m "

“Nao!” lissed DPeele. “Never!
| P

“Close the window !” seid Jimmy
Silver gvinned.

The sash came dowi.

“Stop I

The cry came from Peele ab the last
moment.

The 6th Chapter.
Boaten to the Wide.

Jimmy Silver pushed up the sash
again. His face looked grimly down
on the trembling junior outside.

“We've wasted enongh  {ime,
Peele,” he said coldly. ** You've got
to make up your mind. If I close the
window again, I she’n't open ik, Are
you going to do-as [ ask?”

“Yes!” panted Peele.
mn!”

_“Not till Lovell has the negative.”

“I've mot got it about me, you
fool I”?

“The rotter said 3 was in_an en-
velope, addressed to the Head,” said
Tovell, “He said he’d nut 1t in a
pal’s hands, to post.”

“Then his pal can hand it over.
Where is 16, Peale?”

Poele groanecd.

“Fang you!
right cnough !

“Lect me

It's in the envelope
It’s hidden in my

At the end of the journey, however,
ono of our players happrued to be
chatting with tho guard of the trair,
who kaew who wo were.

“ [ am very sorry,” said the guard,
“but T am afroid you won’t have any
iuck lo-day, as there is a corpse on the
train by which you have been
travelling.”

Now, the particular player was
guite a prey to superstition, and T
believe he was firmly convinced that
our luck would be out. As it hap-
pened, our luck was out.  We losi the
match; and' T don’t suppose that even
to this day the player thinks other
than that the corpse on the train lad
somethiug to do with our defeat.

Most players, in fact, have a dread
of meeting o funeral on the way ta
a match, and quite frequenily when
this has happeuned I have heard some
member of a team say: “That’s done
it! No luck to-day, bows!”

In the sune way, foniballers share
the superstition about the spilling of
salt, and in this connection I recall
an incident which turned oul. all right,
bul whicl for a mnoment threatened
to resuls in sumething serious happen-
ing.

We were Iunehing in a big hotel at
noon on the day of u Cup watelr, when
one al our players spilled some salt.
In order to cowuteract the effect of
this bad omen, ko immedialely took
up a spoonful of salt and {lung 1 over
hus shoulder.

Unfortunately. it wenl right into
the face of an old and vather quick-
tempered pentlemman sitling immedi
ately behiud the thrower. Up he
juwped i a fearful rage, and de-
manded to know the why and the
wherefore of the inyult, ;

One of our fellows had to hold Lim
hack while "we explained that no
insult had been intended, and that
the salt hud been thrown in oider that

study ! Let me i, and L'l gt it for
you—-"

“Don’t be Tunny, old bean! You're
stuying here till we've got it. We
can fird i if yoo tell us where.”

Peele breathed hard. There was
no help for him; he was in a cleft
stick, as it weve. He knew Jimmy
Silver too well to doubt that he was
in grim carncst.

“Look here, Silver,” he muttered,
“1--Fll hand it over, T swear! But
—bui I must play on Wednesday !

“Rals!"

“ =Tl hand you half!” gasped
Peele desperately. “T'll go halves
with vou, Silver! I—I've had to
leave my gold wateh in Me, Tutt's
hands—he's holding the stakes—for
the Dbet, you know. Joey Hook
wouldn’t bet on the nod. I-—[’ve had
to lay twenty pounds to bag a teoner
on the match. Hook had to be given
the wlds. Look here, I'll stand you
five-—- Yaroooh "

Peele howled as a fingor and thumb
closed on his nose from above.

“ Any more coffers to make?"” asked
Jimmy Silver, closing finger and
thumb like a vice.

* (3rovoogh 17

“Yes or no*”

“0Oovouch! No! Leggo!”

“Good 1™ Jimmy | released CUpsril
Peele’s nose.  “Now. where's the
fettor to the Head, with the plunder
in it? Sharp’s the word !”

“Ow! Onoch! TUnder a loose
board in the corner of my study,
behind the bookeuse ! groaned Peele.

" You fellows stay here while 1 go,”
said Jimny.  *“Shut the window and
keep him out till T come back.”

“You bet!”

Jimmy Silver glided away iu the
darkness. The sash was closed down ;
and Peele stood ontside, shivering in
the cold night wind. I seemed a
century to him that he waited ; but it
was not more than ten minutes.

The window reopened at last.

“Tve gob it,” said Jiremy Silver,
holding up an envelope. 15 seems
that even you cau tell the truth, when
you've got to, old scout.”

“Hang you!” hissed Peele. *T—I1
say, Silver, I dare not let thas fellow
keep my watch! 1 can’t call the bet
off. Hook would be suspicious at
onee if 1 hinted at it, and he would
rofuse. Took here, my offer——
Groooooch 1 '

of Peele’s  offer

The repetition
earncd him a severe tweak of tho
noso. Ile spluttered into silence,

“Bure it’s  the  right  thing,
Jimmy ?” asked Lovell anxiously.
“Peele would spoof wus if he
conld-——""

“Do you think T don’t know that,
duffer? T've cexamined il in the
study. Tt’s the photograph of Teddy
at the Bird-in-Hand, and the nega-
tive.  Strike a match and look at
them, and burn them in the grate
when you're satisfied.”

“Good old Jimmy!” said Lovell
gratelully.

we shouldn’t lose gur Cuoptie.  1le
quietened down al this explanation,
amd eventually so far overcams his
wrath as to wish us good luck.

T thik superstition must, to a cer-
tain extent, be held responsible for
the fact that some teams invariably
do badly o certain groumds. No

matter bow well they liave been play-
J. W. BACHE,

Who has'written the accompanying
specially for the BOYS’
FRIEND.

article

ing, they go all to pieces when called
upun io play on o particular pitch.
Porhaps 1t is, however, that they go
an the field lacking confidence, in
view of tho team’s bud record therve,
just in the same way as some sides
wlways do well against certzin other
teams.  They think they will do well,
anid they do, because they have con-
tidence,

Speaking of grounds reminds me

There was a flure of matches in the
grate of the box-room. In a few
minutes Lovell came buck to the
windows, breathing freely.

*OI6s all vight,” he said.
cad’s teeth are drawi now.
in.”

Jimmy Silver untied the covd. and
Peele was allowed to climb hr at tho
window., He stood panting with
fury ; but his rage was nothing te tho
Pistical Four of Rookwood. As
Lovell had said, his teeth were drawn,
angd the cad of the Fourth was harm-
less now.

“ Bettor get back to bed I yawnnd
Jimmy Silver. “We shall be sleepy
in ¢lass to-morrow morning, and we
can’t explain to Mr. Bootles.”

“Ha, ha! No!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. veturned io
the Wourth Form dovmitoiy, leaving
Peele to follow at his leisure.

Tor the remainder of that eventful
night the Fistical TFour slept the
sleep of the just. But there was one
fellow i the dormitory who did noi
gleep,  Uyril Peele's eyes remained
restlessly open il dawn was creoping
i at the high windows. His plot had
failed—his air-castles had erumbled in
ruin round him. His bet hung now
on the chanee of the football mateh- -
and, if Tuck wus with Rookwood, his
rold watch, left as security for the
stakes was gone for ever. How ho
was to explain ity disappearance to his
people was a problem for Peele,

“Phat
Let hiin

The  woext day  Avthue  Bdward
Lovell nught have been secn putting
in some  vigorows practice ab  the
punch-ball,  Now that Peele’s tecth
were drawn, and he was no langoer
under the thumb of the cad of the
Yourth, Arthur Edward was thinking
of veprisals.  Peele had no chance of
cluding the combaf; and be had the
pleasure- -or  otherwise-—of  standing
up to the indignant Arvthur Edward,
till he was able to stand up no longer.,
Pecle’s tortuous ways had earned him
lickings before; but he had never re-
ceived so terrific a thrashing as he
received owm this occasion.

But even that terrific thrashing was
almost forgotten in his anxioty for
ihe result of the Greyfriavs match,
when Wednesduy came round. Raw-
son was in goal; and Rawson keph
goal like » tower of strengih. Pecle
was ou  Little Side, watchivg the
game with an alinost haggard face,

Tt was a hard game, and neither.
side scored in the first half. 1u the
gsecond half, Mornington kicked a
goil for Rockwood—the ouly goal
taken in the mateh. Peele drove his
hands deep into his pockets, and
tramped off the feld with a white
face. Once more it had been proved
that the way of the transgressor is
hard THE END.

(Another splendid, long, complete story
of Jimmy Silcer & (o, at  Reolwood
next Mondaey, entitled: “ The Missing
Mauuscript.”™ By Owen Conquest. Order
wert week’s copy of the BoYs' FRIeND
to-day !}

that there is a curious Cup super-
stition  attaching to the Sheffield
United cnclosure al Bramall Lane.

As my readers may be aware, this
w a line big ground, and for thab
reason has been popular as a veunue
for Cup semi-inals, and other games
when it has been necessary 1o play on
a neutral enclosure,

Now, the stery goes that the dress-
ing-rcony  labelledd  “ visitors 7 at
Bramall Lanc has never been used by
a losing team when the gronnd has
been neutral Lerritory for a Cup semi-
final,

A few years baes Burnley and
Sunderland played a semi-linal on that
ground, and, of course, lhey Dboth
wanted to mse the lucky dressing-
room. Neither would consent to the
ather having it, and as the referes
would not give his opinian, ecither.
there was nothing else for it but that
the captains should toss for the privi-
lege. This they did. and the Buaruley
ecaptain woa.  As his leam also gob
through to the final tie for the Cup, 1.
suppose  the old superstition about
the dressing-room  will romain, and
that every side will want to use il
in a big Cup match f they can
possibly do so.

1 u way, there would almost seem
to be resson behind some of the super-
stitions of footballers. In the dress-
ing-rooms of the Manchester City
club, for instance. there is a certaip
peg which players inuvariably fight shy
of using. Beveral men who have used
this particular peg have afterwards
meb with serious njnry oun the field,
and it is said that at least four players
have been pul out of the game for a
long time after having used this per.
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The ist Chapter.
Qalled Back.

“0Oh gad!”

Algernon  Beauclere  uttered
cxelamation in dismal fones.
"He was leaning agaiust the eorral
ferce at Cledar Creck School, with @
Jelter in his hand and a glum expres-
sion upon his face.

Frank Richards & Co. came along
from the .Iumbdr schoolhouse. and
they stopped 2t the sight of Algy's
dismal countenance.

“Anythivg  up?”
Fawless.

“ ¥t grunted Algy.

= Letter from home?™

n

[Th

thnk

inquired Dob

"Nob'r_sdy il 1 Lope?” asked Vere
Leauclere.
Iis  cousin  Algernon  responded

with a shaks of the head.

“No. Waoarse than.that.”

“(tet it ofi your chest!” suggested
Frauk Richards. “ We're all ready
{o symypathise.”

“1s votten!”  said  Algernon.
“PBeastly, in fact! This is a letfer
from the puter. 1'm to go home!”

“Oh'? exclaimed Frank Richards
wud Bob Luwiess together.  And they
inoked anite concerned.

Phe Hononrable Algernon had boen
rather a queer customer when he fivss
arvived ab the school in the back-
woods,  Elis olegand attive, bis beaa-
tiful ecollurs and Dbis silk hats, bad
hoon @ sianding joke at Ueder Creek.
But all the fellows had come o}
Algy in the loug s and there was
no doubt that Aley bad grvown to dike
Codar Creek, and Lo enjoy he free.
open life of Lhe lreezy Clanadian
West.

Certainly, Algy  had
time to shake down.
shaker down ot lust, and undoubt.
edly backwoods lifo had done 1l
superh young gentleman a great deal
of good. :

S lather mentioned Lhat this morn-
ing.” said Vere Boanclere. ™ He las
had w letter from Lord St Austelis
Don't you want to go back to ihe old
country. Algy?”

Algernon shook lis Tiead agatba.

Y You have to rough it here, yon
know,” rernarked Gob.

“Do son knew, 1 don’t mind
roughin’ it.” said Algernou. “dn
fact, I like it! 1 didn’t at fivsb—--"

“Yeou wanted to holt when you
first come onl!” grinned Bob.

1 did! But 1 don’t want to
Lol pow.  1d like to stick to Cedar
Creek,” suill Algernon. **And the
pater's uwl'ly cheeky!”

“ Wha-at?”

“(heeky ! said Algernon.  “It
seems thet be sent me out here for
sy own good, e says T had lacka-
duisical wa - -

“%o you had when you came ™ said
Frank ~ Richards,  laughing. < The
backwoods have cured yon.”

“That's what (be pater says. Te
csavs unele has given him a jolly good
secvunt ol me.  And now Tve had
some expetience, which bas done mo
rood, he says I'm to go home, and
wo 1o a public school in England.™

“ Poor old ehap!” raid Boh.

Algy grinned.

“The pater  hinks Tve  Dbeen
{hrough some sovers lessans here,” he
explained. “Tle daesn’t know T've
enjoyed it. O course. a fellow lias
to rough it. I've roughed it fear.
fallv. I never heard of o fellow
Dlackin® his own boots before T came
out here.”

“There must be some follews in
Tugland who lave to_black their
own boots,” observed Tiob Lawless
aravely.

(=4 “Of
Algy.
never

taken some
But he had

course there must!™ agrecd
“Lots, [ dare say. Only T
happened to meet them. And
then, ridun’ three miles to schoal in
the mornin’! shouldw’t  have
thought that possible. once.  Bnt
comehow L've found it agrees with

me. Now the pater thinks 1've had

=

-

. ALGY'S :
. FAREWELL!

A Grand, Complete Story of
FRANK RICHARDS & Co.,
. and Algy, the Chums of
The School in the Backwoods.

BY . .
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enough. and T'm to go home. I've
been thinking—-"

“ You have!” cjacuiated Bob Law-
less,

“Yes, yvou ass!”

“ls ihat another thing you've
learned since you came to Canada?”

*Ha, ha, hat?

“Rats!™ said  Algernon.  “I've
been thinkin’ T'd rather stay out

here for w bit. Of course, 1 should
have to go home sooner or later
My clobber won't last for ever.”

“Your what?”

*{othes, you know.” said Alger-
not. “T can rougl it ne end, but
there’s a limit. T couldn’t wear
clothes made hy & Thompson Valley
tailor, if you follows don’t.mind my
mentionin’ it."

“Why, you first-class ass,” ex-
claimod  Bob  Lawless  warmly,
“what's  the matler with  our
clothes?”

“Your

: what?" inquired Algy in
his turn.

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

know. What I may call a refinin’
influence.”

Frank Richards & Co. gazed at the
Honourable Algetrnon.

Algernon had altered a good deal,
and much for the better, since he had
learned to rough it in the backwoods.
But there was no doubt that he was
still Algernon!

“I've still got three big trunks full
of clobber,” resumed Algernon, ap-
parently ot observing the peculiar
oxpressions on  the faces of |is
chums,  *That was my foresight,
you krnow—hringin' plenty of clobber
with me. You fellows cackled when
you saw it frst, stacked up on the
railway at Kamloeps. You sec now
that T was vight. { always was a
very forescein' chap.”

“Oht satd Bob Lawless,

“So youw've prepared to rvough it
in the wild and woolly west, o long

as you can wear clothes made in
Bond  Strecl!”  grinned Frank
Richards.

of Cedar Creck started for the school-
house.  Algernon sauntered along,
quite at his case; but his comrades
wera fecling rather perplexed. They
liked Algy. iu spite of hiz many
original ways, and they weve sorry
he was going. Buot if Lord Bt
Austells had  rvecallad his hopein]
younger son to England. there seemed
no doubt that he had to go. But the
Hon. Algernon seemed lo have his
own ideas about that.

The 2nd Thapter.
Where is Aigy ?

“Whal about seeing Algy off 77

Frank Richards asked that quostion
on Saturday morning.

Saturday was a free day for the
schoolboys of Cedar Creek, so lar as
school was concerned, though most
of them found plenty to do on the
homesteads.

Frapk Richards came out of the
Lawless ranch-touse after breakfast
with his Clanadian cousin as he asked
the question. Bob nodded asseni at
once.

“I guess T was thinking of it,” he
said.  “1 thought Algy would coms:
over yeslorday to say good-bye to
popper and mopper, but hLe didn't.
Not. quite in keeping with bis beau-
tifu! manners, 1 guess.”

Frank looked thoughtinl

“Looks as if he doesn’t mean io
go,” he remarked.

“But he's got io gu,” said Bob.
“The Cherub says the posb-waggzon
is stoppivg on the trail this morniug
to take Algy on hoard with his truck.
Mr. Beauclere 15 going as far as
Quehee with himn on the Cavadian
Pacilic {o see him on the steamer lov
Eugland.”

“Well, we'll sce him off here, at
any rate.”

“Correct [

The cousins mouuted their horses
for their ride to the Beaucleres

cabin on Cedar Creek

o2

S
AL T = 3

LEFT BEHIND !

The baggage was stacked on to the pos 3
Frank Richards & Co. had given up expecting to see him now.

I Mot this journey,’’ answersd Mr. Beauclerc.
And the post-waggon drove off.

Algernon, but
“ No passengers 77 asked the driver.
gage at Kamloops Station.”

““Sure !

t-waggon.

There was still no sign of
“ Land the bag-

©Clothes, yon jay!”

The dandy o Uedar Creek sorted
ont his eyeglass, fixed it in his eye,
and surveyed the indignant Dob.

= Ay dear chap,” he suid, o vou
call those things clothes™

“Why, you—yon—you—"
{eved. Bob. .

“Nothin® personal.  yon  Kknow,”
said Algernou gracefully, *but there
veally is 2 limit! When my clothes
peir out T shall have to go: the stock
can't be venewed in the Thompson
Valley, or in Canada at all. T fear.
That " will he serious.  Bub ass the
mabter stands, I've got plenty of
clobher to see me through. and I
don't wank Lo go back. Besides, I'm
doing good here.” °

stut-

w0, vou're doing good?” askéd |.

frank Richards.

S atx!  One rveally well-dressed
cliap dues a lob of good in a school—
it’s an example for the other fellows.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Without bein’ concetted,” con-
tinued Algernon calmly, *1 must say
I think it does good fo ihe place—
sort of wmodel for Lhe fellows, . you

Algevnen nodded.

“ Kyactly ! he assented. 'Therd’s
no reason why 1 should go home for
months vet, that 1 can see! And I
wunt o stay. The question is, how
is the poler to be boltled up?” )

“T suppose you musi go home if
your father says so.”

“MThat's where your supposer is oud
out of geav, then!” answered Alger-
o, Kor the present I'm satistied
here. and here I stop!™ )

“My dear old chap,” said Beau-
elove quietty, “we shall be awiully
sorry to lose vou, but you must go.
think father is arranging for you to
go in the post-waggon on Saturday
down to the railway.”

“T know. He’s told me.”

“Well, then—-"

“Put, I'm pot goin’!” suid Alger-
non. * Unele can send a letter in-
stead. The post-waggon ecan take

the letler instead jof takin’ me. Quite

2%

simple, isn't it?' }
said Beauclere, looking

“ ";?."', ki
perplexed.

*Hallp, there goes the bell 1"

The school-bell yang, and the chums

Just before sighting the cabin they
came an the post-waggon, halted on
the trail.

The driver was sitting in his high |

seat, smoking, and he culled to the
two chums as they rode up.

“Hallo, young Lawless!"

“Tfallo, Jake!™ replied Bob.

1 guess I was told to pick up a
couple of passengers hyer,” said the
post-waggon man. “L reckon I've
waited hyer five minntes, and T
reckon T'll be laie in at Silver Creck
if T hang around much longer. You
galoots goin’ Lo Old Man Beasuclerc’s
shebang "

“Sure !

“Then you tell them to lhump
themselves, or there wou't hbe any
post-waggon {o give them o lift]”
said the driver.

Y Right-ho 17

“When T'm
pipe I starl.
Beauclere that.™

“ Certainly [ satl Frank Richards.
with a smile.

Leaving the vposl waggon on the

this hyer
Old Man

through
You tell

trail, the chams of Cedar Creek rode
on at o wallop,

In a few minutes more they
arrived in sighl of the cabin ou the
vreek,

Vere Beanclere was  ontside e
cabin, but there was notbing io we
sean of the [lononrahle  Algernem.
He came towards his chums as they
rode up.

“Heen Npy ™ lie ealled ond.
“f]‘}h? No. isw't he here?”
ciattwed Frank Richards.

Beauclere shook his head.

“te went oul on his horss just
alter breakfust. Father thinks fm's
gone over to the ranch to say good:
Iy to your peaple,”

“ e hasn’t shown
ranch,” =aid Bob.

Bieauclerc koitled Tis hrows,

: ';'_f.'hen where the dickens can he
e

Cx-

up ab the

Saving good-byve somowhere clse,
I guess,” said Beb. * Good-morn-
ing, Mr. Beauclere!” Vere Reau-
clere’s father came oul of the cabin
dressed for travel, and nedded to the
schoulbioye. 1 say, the pos-
vaggon's waiting on the trail, and
the driver's in a hwrry (o get on to
Silver Creek.”

* Mv nephew appears Lo have takeu

bimself off,” said Mr. DBeauclerc.
“16 s rather thoughtless of hims.
You have not scen lLim 277 .

* No, s

The chums of Cedar Creek dis-
mounted.  Outside  the cabin were
three large trunks, seversl -smaller
anes, & couple of hat-Loxes, a port-
wanteau, and a vollection of strapped

rugs, umheellas, snd sticks. Al the
Honcurable  Algernon's  belongings

ware packed " ready for departure, Lug
there was no Algernon.

Mr. Beunclere seemed very restive,
atl he watched the praivie anxiously
for the reappearvance of his nephea.

Bul Algernon did vot reappear.

“Will you go and speak to Lhe
driver, Vere?” said the remittonce-
man ot last. *“Ask him to walt as
long as possible.”

" Yes, father.”

Vere Beanclere hurried down to
the trail through the trmber,

16 is really most disconcerting !
suid Mr. Beauclerc.  1I the waggon
i mizsed woe shall have to wait two
days ftor the next. Where can my
nephew possibly he 77

Frank  and  Bob ('x('hilt;ng ES
glunce,
The same ithoughl was iy beth

their wminds—Lhat Algernon’s ab-ence
at the hour lixed for deperture was
not accidental.

Apparvently, the independent Alger-
non vz having lis own way, and

was laking the shoplest means of
avoiding depavture,
Beawclere came  Dack from the

Wil ZON.

“The driver says he will give us
another five minntes, father,”

Mr. Deauvelere trowned.

“AWhere can Algy be?”

“Goodness knows !

“Shall we get the iruck aboard
the waeggon, sir*" axked Dob. *1t's
sot Lo go on.”

My, Beauclere shook his head.

“No. M Algernon misses  the
waggon it is no nse his baggage going
down to Namloops,” he said. **Butl

surely bie will return ™

But Algernen did nob rebarn.

There was a crack like that ol a
pistolshot beyond the trecs. It was
the whip of the post-iriver.

“The waggon's starting !
Beauclerce.

Really, this is very annoying !
said Mre. Doauclere, and he wenl
back into the eabhn.

Algy's departure was postponed for
that day ut least.

The post-waggon rumbled away on
the ronte 1o Silver Creck oinus the
[onourable Algernon and his belong-
ings.

Fronk Nichards aud Bolh Lawiess
remaived chatting with their chum.
rather curions to see Algernon when
Liee veturnedl,

But the dandy of Cedar Creek was
in uo hurry. 5

1t was close on noon when ibere
was a clatter of hoofs on the irail
and Algy rode up io the cabin, with
a cheerg, smiling face,

“Where have you been, you jay 2%
callvd ont Beb Lawless.

said

“Hailo,  you chaps!  Ripping
mornin', =i

“QOh, topping ! said  Prank
Richards. ** Do yon know the post-

waggon hos been gone fur hours?™

“By gad? Has i&?”

= Of course it has!”

“hen 've logt 16! said Algernon
placidly. *“Hallo, uncle! It’s too
bad, my losing the waggon, isn’t 16%"

Mr. Beauclere looked out of the
cabin.

“1t ig really too bad, Algernon!”
L sajd.

“T'm oawPly sorry, uncle!”

“Well, it cunnol be helped nowg™
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said Mr. DBeauclere. “I'he
goes again on ‘Luesday.”
Algernon closed one cye at Frank
and Bob, unseen by his uncle.
“T'Il tell you what, sir,” he ox-
claimed.  “Suppose you write that
letter I suggested o you, and send it

waggoll

by ibe waggon on Tuesday. You
can tell my pater that T'm stay-
ing—-—"

“Tmpossible, my boy ! said the re-
mittance-man. kindly enough. “Your
father's iustruclions must be carried
out.”
“But I don't want to go,” ex-
plained Algy.

Mr. Beauclere made no reply to
that. Apparently, he regarded Lord
Bt Austells’  wishes as  possessing
more weight than those of his son. .

“Well, I shall sce you fellows
again,” said Algernon. “As T'm
held up so nnfortunately till Tuesday,
I shall be at schiool on Monday."”

Frank Richards and his Canadian
cousin werc smiling as they rode back
to the ranch.

“I wonder what will habpen on
Tuesday?” Frank remurked.

Bob chuckled,

1 guess Old Man Deanelere is a
bit, suspicious. 1 faucy that when
Algy wanis fo go for a ride early an
Tuesday mormng he will find his
uncle wide awake.”

“I shouldn't wonder,” assented
Frank, with a laugh. “Poor old
Algy will he hottled, us he calls it, on

uesday morning !”

But they did vot anite know their
Algernon yet,

The 3rd Chapter.
Chunky Todgers is Ploased.

*Tadgers, old fellow 1"

Chuuky  Todgers  Beamed  and
almest  purred as the  {Tonourable
Algernon tapped  hyin on his fat

shoulder and addeessed lom in that
affectionate way.

Te was Monday, it Cedar Creek ;
the lanowrable "Nigernon's last day
ab the backwoods school, as il was
supposed, al least,

Algernon had been very thoughtful
diuring  lessims  that  dav.  After
Irssons, be joimed Chunky Todgers as
the Crdar Creck fellows came out,
Frauk Richards & Co. had gone for

their hogses; hut the Uononrable
Abgernon seemned {0 lind Chunky

Fodgers’ company atiractive.
Which was rathee wisnal,
Clinnky eevtainly had the friendli-

osh feelings towacds the vonnger son

of Lord St Austefi-. Most of the

Cedar  Creel  follows  cared  Hitle

enough for Algyv's title, or his nohle

pater’s; but Chunly Todgers was
not like the other follows. Chunky
was fed on novels from Gunten's Cir-
culating Library in Thompson; and
Chunky’s fondest secret dream was
that he—Joe Todgers—-might some
day turn out to be (he son of a miss-
ing marquis.  So Chunky was natur-
ally attracted by a schoolfellow who
actually was the son of & belted earl.

When  the Hououruble Algernon

addressed him  as  “old fellow,”

Clunky could have purred like a fab

tabby cat.

Algernon bad never shown before
any special predilection for the society
of the wors’hipper of dukes and mar-
quises. In facl, he scemed to be satis-
fied with a very small allowance of
Chunky’s fascinaling company. Now
all was changed. Ile smiled .on the
beaming Todgers in the most cordial
way in the world.

“Hallo, ol scont,”
“T'm awfully
to-morrow !

*“Same here!” assented Algy.

“I jolly well wish I was coming
wilh you!” said Chunky Todgoers
wistfully.  “I'm wasted "here, you
kuow. My aristocratic lastos—-"

“Txactly !™  assented  Algernon,
“I've not seen so much of you as T
should have liked, Todgers.”

“Whose fault is that?”
Chunky reproachfully,

“Mine I suid Algy. “DBut the fact
is, Todgers, TI'd like to see more of
vou! You're an awfully inlevesiin’
chap! You asked me the other week
to come home with you, and put up a
night. Would your people mind 77

“They’'d Le jolly wslad!”  said
Chunky promptly. “Pve told my
folle all about you, Beauclere—-"

“Call me Algy!”

“Algy, | mean,” said Chunky
Todgers. “They'd be jolly glad to
see you. T wish you could come!”

" Look here, suppose T ride home
with you this evenin ?”

»

said Chunky,
sorry you're going

said

“Good !

“You can put me up ¥ )

“Bure !

“Then it's a go!™ suid Algy.
“Mind, nol a word {o the other
chaps.  Just let us two get off to-
gether,  like—like old pals® vou
know.”

beamed like a

Chunky Todgers
full moon.

To be called the old pal of a belted
earl’s son was the seventh heaven of
delight to Chunky.

“Jolly good 1deal” he gasped.
“Lome on, then! T say, lhough,
won't you be late for the post-waggon
in the morning?”

Algy smiled.

“That's all right!” he eaid. “1
can gel along in time if I try! Let's
start, Todgers.”

“What about your horse?”

“Oh!™  Algernon paused.  His
hiorse was in the corral with the rest.
Chunky Todgers’ little fat pony was
there also. Algernon had the best of
reasons for wol wishing his chums
1o know that he was going home with
Chunky.

“I’'ll bring it out along with mine,”
said Todgers. :

“They might smell a rat!” said
Algernon thoughtfully, “I'll tell you
what, Todgers—I mean Joe. You
don’t mind me calling you Joe?”

“Not at all, old secout!” beamed
Chunky.

“Tet's walk, Joe, old chap!”

“Walk!"” ejaculated Chuuky. “I
—I say, it’s a jolly long walk—the
other side of Thompson, you know,”

“ Never mind ! [ shall enjoy a chat
with you, old chap. ['ve been lookin’
forward to a really long talk with
you. You don’t know what an iuter-
estin’ fellow you are!™ :

“My deur old fellow, U'll walk with
pleagure.”

*Clome on, then I

Chunky Todgers came on cheerily
enotgh. ‘The long walk was a little
dismayiizg to the fat Chunky; but it
was more than compensated for by
the company of a helted carl's son.
aml his fattering remarks. The {wo
schoolboys disappeared out of gates
together, and Algernon set a good
pace until they were oul of sight of
Cedar Creek School, )

Chunky Todgers wzs panting by
Lhat {tine.

“I--1 say, lets walk a bit slower !
e gasped. “I-Tm a Dbit out of
brezth, you kuow![”

Algervon glanced back along the
trail.

Cedar Creck was oul of sizht now,
and he consented o slackeu the pace.

*Right-ho!™ he said,

“1 say, won't the Cherub be rvather
surprised at your nol going homs
with him?” asked Chunky Todgers.

T shouldn’t wonder.”

“Waon't your uncle b expeeling
you at home, if you dou't send any
messagn 7"

“Onile likely 17

“Well, [ suppose you know best,”
said Chunky, vather perplexed.

Algernon nodded.

“lanactly I e assented,

“After all, you cau cateh the post-
wasgen ensily enough in the morning.
1f you start early,” said Todgers.
“My father will lewd vou a horse.”

** Easily--if I start early !” assented
Alzxy.

And he walked on cheerily with
Chuuky. The laiter was considerably
fatigued by the time they reached
the Todgers’ homesiead; but he was
feeling  otherwise very happy and
satisfied. The keenness the Honour-
able Algernon showed for his society,
on_his last evening in the Thompson
valley, was very Aattering to Chunky.
It was a proof that the refined
superiorily, which Chunky had always
recognised in himself, was appreei-
ated by a scion of the genuine aristo-
cracy of the old country.

So they arrived qguite cheerfully at
the Todgers' homeastead, whore the
Ilonourable Algernon had a hospi-
table—if somewhat surprised-—
reception.

The 4th Chaptsr.
Baggage in Advance!
“Where's that ass?”
**Where's that jay?”
“Where on ecarth is Algy?"
Frank Richards & Co. were asking

these questions, as they waited, hold-

ing their horses, at the gate of Cedar
Creek.

They had led out their own steeds,
and Algy’s; and they were waiting
at the gate for the dandy of the back-
woods school to join them.

But he did not jein them.

The other fellows were 2ll gone by
this time, and Black Sam had come
along to close the gates.

Fravk Richards & Co. were puzzled,
and considerably exasperated.

“The silly ass has done one of his
vanishing tricks again!” exclaimed
Bob Lawless.

“Tt's  jolly queer!™ said Trank.
“He can’t have gone home without
his horse !

“TLawrence saw him with Todgers
ang——"'

“Chunky's pony is still in the
corral.”

“They've gone off fogether some-
where, I suppose,” said Beauclerc,
very much perplexed. “T's {oo bad
lo keep us waiting like this!”

The three chums led the borses out
on the trail. It was certain that
Algernon was no longer within the
walls of Cledar Creels; and Black Sam
was closing the gates. .

“Well. 1 suppose it's no good wait-
ing any longer,” exclaimed Bob Law-
less at last. * Algy must have gone
home !? g

“He couldn’t have walked——"

“Where is he, then?”

“I=1 suppose we'd better go
home,” said Beauclerc. *“It's jolly
odd! We can sec if Algy is thers,
at any rate!”

And the three schoolboys mounted
and rode down the trail through the
timber.

They were foeling very perplexed.

It was impossible thal anything
could haye happened to Algy; evi-
dently hé had walked out: of Cedar
Creele of his own accord. and appa-
rently in company with Chunky Tod-
gebs. If he had gone home on foot,
without wailing for his friends, his
conduct needed explaining.

At the fork in the trail Frank
Richards and Bob did not part with
their chum as usnal. They rode on
to .the Beaucleres’ cabin with him,
curicus fo krow whether Algernon
had arrived there.

They found Mr. Beauclerc al the
cabin, hut no Algernon,

“Hasn't Algy como home, father 7"
asked Vere Deauclere, as he glanced
into the cabin.

Mr. Beauclere rose to his feet.

L “Isn't Algernon with you, Veret™

.. Nq-"

“What has happened, then*”

Beauclerc explained. and his father
listened with a frowning brow.

“ It is very extraordinary,?” he said.
“Algernon is aware that the post-
waggon stops here at eight in the
morning. [ suppose he has gone
homo with one of his schoolfellows 7

“I--T suppose s0,” said Beauclerc.

Frank_ Richards suppressed a grin.
110 was beginning to “ rumble " now.
This was one more of Algernon’s ex-
truordinary devices for missing the
post-waggon  to  Kamloops. The
astute Algernon had foreseen that his
uncle intended to keep an eye on him
in the morning, and see that he did
not staré on an early ride.

¥rank wondered whether the remit-
tance-man guessed the truth. If so,
Mr. Beauclerc’s face did not betray
it.

"It is really too bad," said Mr.
Beauclere. = All Algernon’s things
are pacled again, and if he misses the
waggon——"" He paused. *“Well, I
suppose it cannot be helped.”

“The awlul jay ! Bob Lawless re-
marked to Frank, as the chums rode
homeward to the ranch. ** He's play-
ing his tricks again. 1y he going to
miss the postwaggon twice a week
regularly 77

Frank Richards laughed.

“ It looks like it,” he said. **1 sup-
pose he’s gone home with Todgers.
Lawrence saw them together. And T
suppose it's pretty certain that he
won’t turn up in time for the post-
waggon in the morning,”

“Ha, ha! I guess that’s sure
enough 1" chuckled Bob. “Old Man
Beauclere will begin to get mad
soonecr or later.  It's rather rotten,
though, that poor old Algy can’t stoy
here if he wants to.” .

“So long as his clobber holds out,
at lewst,” said Frank, laughing.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

The next morning Frank Richards
& Co. were up unusually early. They
intended to call at the Beaucleres’
cabin before school, and learn the
latest movements of the elusive
Algernon.

They trotted away from the ranch
in the dawn, and at eight o’clock they
reachéd the trail that ran withiy a
short distance of the cabin. The
post-waggon was halted there, as they
had found it the previous Saturday.

“Waiting for a passenger, Jake?”
called out Bob Lawless, with a laugh.

The driver nodded.

“1 guess so,” he answered. “ And
I kinder guess that I hain’t waiting
more than ten minutes. You tell OId
Man Beauclere that I ain’t letting my
hosses catch cold hyer.”

“IH tell him!** chuckled Bob.

The chums galloped on to the cabin,

Outside, Algernon’s baggage was
stacked as before, all ready to be con-
veyed to'the post-waggon. Mz Beau-
clere and the Cherub were with it:
but, as Frank and Bob had expected,
there was no sign of the Honourable
Algernon. | |

“Not turned up?” asked Bob.

" No,” answered Vere Beauclere.
“T—I suppose Algy doesn’t mean to
turn up till the waggon’s gone.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“I am afraid my f ephew i doing
this intentionally,” said Mr. Beau-
dere, who sesmed diivided -between

] R

o

frowning and smiling. “It is really
very absurd of him.”
‘;He doesn’t want to go!” grinned

“I am afraid there is no choice
about the matter. At all events, his
baggage is going to-day, and Alger-
non must follow.”

“Oh!” said Frank.

“Lend me a hand with this, Vere.”

“Yes, father.”

Frank and Bob dismounted to help,
too. The Honourahle Algernon’s
baggage was not a light matter to
negotiate.

The remittance-man had borrotred
a hand-cart from Cedar Camp for the
conveyance of Algernon’s extensive
“truck.”  Trunks and boxes and
bags were stacked on the hand-vart
till it was heavily laden.

The cargo was whecled away,
bumping over the rough ground, to
where the post-waggon stood waiting.

“Jest in time, you galoots!” said
the driver. '

The baggage was stacked into the
waggon. There was still no sign of
Algerron; but his friends had given
up expecting to see him now. Algy's
properiy made quite a pile in the post-
waggon, when it was all stacked in.

‘* No passengers " asked the driver.

“Not by this jonrney,” answored
Mr. Beauclere.  **You will see the
baggage * landed  at Kamloops
Station "

* Sure.”

The post-waggon drove off.

Frapk Richards & Clo. rode away io
(edar C'reck School- -where they fully
expected to see Algy again -taking
Algy’s horse witl: them.  And they
were not disappointed.  They arrived
at school just in time for lessons, and
as they came into the big school-room
they found Algernon sitting in his
place. 1o nodded to them with a
chearful smile.

“Waggon gone?" he murmured, as
Vere Beauclere sat down beside him.

g

“Oh, good!" said Algernon., 1
hope uncle isn't ratty »7

“No;y huts=-""

“TI dare say he will write that, letter
to ihe pulor now.” vemarked Algy
thoughtfully.  “ 1 he daesn’t, I'm
afraid I shall keep on missin’ that
dashed post-waggon -—what 77

“Silenve in class!™ said  Miss
Meadows.
And  the llonourable  Algernon

1 smiled. and gave his usual nonchalant

attention Lo his lessons.

The Gth Chapder.
Algy's Farewell.

Chunky Todgers bestowed a beam-
ing smile upon Algeruon as 1he Cedar
Creck follows came out alter morning
lessons,  Butk, to his surprise, bhis
noble friend did not scem to obgerve
it. Possibly the Honourable Algernon
had had enough of Chunky's fascina-
ting society. At all ocvents, he
omitted to see the faut arm Chunky
would have put through his, and
sauntered away into the playground
with Frank Richards & Co.  Algy
seewmed o be in high good-humour
that morning.

“Awfully good of your pater not
to be waxy, Vere,” he remarked. *1
suppose he is findin’ me rather tryin’.
It's really too bad. I'm not goin’
home yet, and that settles it."”

“Your trucl’s gone,” said Bob
Lawless.

“My what "

“Truck—baggage, I mean.”

Algernon gave a jump,

“Wha-a-at!  You don't mean to
say that my baggage has heen sent
on“‘:"” he ejaculated.

“M-m-mum-my baggage gone!”
exclaimed Algernon, in dismay.

“Labelled for Englund,” said
Frank Richards, laughing. “Tt will
be put on the railway tbo-morrow
morning.”

“Oh gad!”

The cheery brightness fuded out of
Algy’s face.  He secmed quite un-
nerved by the news.

“%—T say, that’s ioo thick!” he
ejaculated.  “Has everything gone,
Vere?"

“Everything ! said  Beaucierc,
smiling. **The trunks, the boxes, the
hat-boxes, the portmanteau, the bags,
the rugs, the uambrellas, the gun-
cases, the——>"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

But the Honourable
nol laugh.
now. :

“Oh gad!” he said dismally.
“Why, I sha'n’t even have a shirt o
change into!”

“You can buy a shirt in Thomp-
son, at Gunten’s Store,” suggested
Bob Lawless, with x grin. .-

Algernon seemed to find no com-
fort in the suggestion.

“A shirt—at Gunten’s store!” he

Algernon did
He wus serious enough

said dismally. “My dear fellow, do
you think I eonld wear the shirts theyg
sell at Gunten's store?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—I suy, Vere, have my .collars
gone 17’

* Bvery one.”

“Then--then—then I'sha’n’t even
be able to change my collar!” ejacn:
lated Algernon, in almost awestruck
tones.

“You can gel collars af Gunten's
store,  t00,”  suggested Frauk-
Richards. .

*Oh, don’t be funny, old chap, at a
timeo like this!” said Algy, with a
groan. “I couldn’t wear Gunten's
store collars. I'm prepared to rouch
it, but there's a dashed limit. I--1 -
I say, you're surc the baggage has
really gone?"”

“We helped to put it in” the wag-
gon!” grinned Bob Lawless.

The threo chums watched Algy's
thoughtful face with smiling looks.
It wus evident that the dandy of
Cedar Creek was quite knocked out
by this information. Roughing it
was one thing, but wearing such
shirts, collars, and clothes as were sold
at Gunten's store, was quite another.
As Algy said, there was a limit,

“I—-Im afraid the game's up!”
murmured Algernon. ' I'm beaten!
If my baggage is wone——->=

“And it s

“Then--then [ suppose 1 shall have
to o™ sakl Algernon  dolorously.
“Oh zad, what o blow 1"

Alrevnon walked off o the corral.
s friends followed hini.

“Where are you off 1o now?” ashed
Irank Richards.

“We broaght vour hoese alows, if
that's what you want 1" said Vere.

“That's what [ want. Nothin'
to linger avound Lere for now,™ said
Algv.  “T'm awfully sorry to e
leavin® you fellows; but a fellow can’t
live i one shirt and one soit of
clobber. A fellow can't exist in ono
collar. | can't stay in bed for a day
whilo  this shivt is washed at the
Chinese taundry at Thompson !

“Ha, ! Net™

“The game’s up! Uve gob o go!
I suppose Ud better et in and sy
good-hye lo Miss Meadows.” i

g in? oy Frank. “Wa'll
get ont s our hoese, and we'll ride as
far as the cubin. Mr. Beauclerc wiil
stanel s some dinner.”

“ 1 ruppose T can overtako my hag-
gage b Kamloops, il there's no time
Lest,” waid  Algernon thoughtfuliy.
“That's all L can do now. 1 must
have a change for the journey cast,
Goodnerss knows what, I shall Jdo if
the bageace has gene on by rail bo-
fore T get to Kamloops.  'That would
be a crushin® blow 17’

Algernon bade wood bye Bo the
schooltniztress of Cedar Creek and to
his rchoolfellows. A crowd gathered
at ghe gates 10 see him  off as
he rode away with the ¢hums.

Algy was very silent during the
gallop to the Besuclore’s eabin,  He
was ovidently troubled by the awful
possibility that his baggage might -
have gone on before he could arrive
at the railway-town to recover it

Mr. DBeanclere seemed  surprised
when the hoys dashed un to the cabin.

“Awfully sorry 1 missed your wag-
gon this mornin’, uncle,” said Alger-
non. “I stayed last night with o
chap, vou know. 1 say, 1 SUPPOSO
you're not thinkin® of waitin’ for the
next post-wagron, are you?”

“The next goes on Saturday,” said
My. Beauclere,

“Can’t we ride to Kamloops?™

“Certainly, if you wish

“Naturally 1 wish. I suppose I
can’t travel to Eogland in the clothes
T stand up in!” said Algernon in sur-
prise. " I've got to uail my clobber
at Kamloops.  When can you start,
uncle—if you're ridin’ with me?”

Mr. Beauelere smiled.

*“This alternoon, after lunch—-7"

“Make it as carly as yvou can!™
said Algernon anxiously.

Frank Richards & Co. stayed to the
mid-day meal ap the cabin.  They
tried to cheer Algernon, but he ro-
wained very thoughtful.

“Good-bye, old chap!” said Frank
Richards, as Algy mounted his horsce
at last. “We'll see you again in the
old country some day. Good-bye!”

There was a last handshake all round
and the Honourable Algernon and his
uncle started at . gallop on the
southern trail.  Frank Richards &
Co. waved their hats and vode back
to Cedar Ureek.

- . .

[owas o oweek Tater that o lebter
came  from  Algy, wriitten  from
Wuebee. I{ was a very cheery lettor,
It appeared that the baggage had
been found at Kamloovs, and Algy
had:not been reduced to the awful
extremity of travelling in a soiled
collar. That good fortune seemed
quite to console him for the parting.

THE END.




