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Under Opders !

Thinking, as T did, that Nelson was
speaking of our own old Queen Char-
Iotte. I could make no meaning out
of thisi but my father told me after-
wards that both Nelson and Lady
Hamilton had conceived an extra-
ordinary affection for the Queen of

Naples, and that it was the interests
of her little kingdom which he had so

strenubusly at heart. It may have
been my expression of bewilderment
which attracted Nelson’s attention io
me, for he suddenly stopped in his
quick quarter-deck walk, and looked
me up and down with a severe eye.

“Well, young gentleman !” said he
sharply.

“This is my only son, sir,” said
my father. Tt is my wish that he

should join the Service, #f a berth

‘can be found for him, for we have

all been King's officers for
generations.”

“Bo you wish to come and have
vour bones broken?’’ cried Nelson
roughly, looking with much dis-
favour at the fine clothes which had
cost my uncle and Mr. Brummell such
a debate.  “*You will have to change
that grand coat for a farry. jasket if
you serve under me, sirl?

many

I was so embarrassed by the abrupt-
ness of his manner that 1 could but
stammer out that I hoped T should

do my duty, on which his gtern mouth -

relaxed into a good-humoured smile,
and he laid his little brown hand for
an instant upon my shoulder.

“T dare say that you will do very
well,” said he. *“1 can see that you
have the stuff in you. But do not
imagine that it is a light service which
you “undertake, young gentleman,

when you enter his Majesty's Navy.
Tt 1s a hard profession. You hear of
the few who succeed, but what do
you know of the hundreds who never
find their way? TLook at my own
luck! Out of 200 who were with me
in the San Juan expedition, 145 died
in a sigle night. 1 have been in 180
engagements, and I have, as you see,
lost my eye and my arm, and been
sorely wounded besides. Tt chanced
tbat I came through, and here I am
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The ist Chapter.
Monsiour Monceau's Masterpiece !

Monsieur Monceau, the excitable
hittle Ifrench master at Rookwod
School, rapped sharply upon the desk
with his pointer.

“Zat you attend, Peele!” he ex-
cluimed  vehemently. “Zab is ze
second time I see you yawn wiz your-
self I

The class of juniors, the Classical
Fourth Form at Rookwood, was
proving somoewhat of a irial to the
French muster this sunny spring after-
noon. Monsieur Monceau was doing
his best lo drive into their heads the
salienl facts of the great Irench
Revolution—a  sabject of absorbing
iuterest to himself, but apparently of
sinall moment to the Fou-rt‘h-Formﬂ'e.
‘I'he starcely-concealed yvawns of Peele
had thoroughly exasperated the little
Frenehioun, and had caused him to
cull the offender 1o order with unusual
sharpuess,

Pecle, however, seemed in ne way
ubushed hy the rebuke. Ile vather
reemed to enjoy Monsieur Monceaut's
exasperation.

“Was I yuwning with myseif, sir 77
he asked, i a tone of mild surprise.
“1'm sorry, sir, of course!”

Monsieur - Monceau eyed him
rharply, while the form suppressed
its chuckles.

“Zen zat will do, Peele!
<'il vous plait!”

“Cortuinly, siv! 1 thought T was
only just vawning, s !

This Lime there were several audible
chugkles from the Form, and Mon-
sienr. Moncean gazed round wildly.

“Silence ! Keep gquiet wiz your.
selves I

tle turned to his Look agaiu, look-
iy decidedly flustered.

“Vaw-w-w !

Monsieur Monceau bounced
his seat.

“You are yawning again wiz your-
scll. Peele ! he shrielked.

Peele looked at him coolly, and
siiook his head.

“LExeuse me, sir, I was not yawn-
ing with anybody. sir. T think you
are mistaken, sir!”

Peele was an adepl at pulling the
little French master’s leg. It was a
fairly safe pastime, as a rule. for
Monsieur Monceau was a mild, if
somewhat excituble little gentleman
in class.

But this time Peele had gone too
far. Monsieur Moncesu sprang down
from his desk, and rau across to wheve
Pecle was sitting, grasping lis
pointer,

“Zat vou hold
Peele!™ he gasped.
I nevaire see !

Peele  looked rebellions for a
momeni. then he held out his hand.

Monsieur Monceau aimed an ener-
wetic blow at it, and there was a wild
howl.

“QOw! Al! Mon Dieu!™

The howl did notl come from Peele,
it came from Monsieur Moucean ! Ifor
at the eriticel moment Peele had with-
drawn his hand, and the pointer had
come down upon Monsieur Moncean's
leg with a soundimg thwack.

* Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a shoul of laughler {from
the Fourth-Formers. Thoy could not
help it. The sight of the little French-
man hopping round and round, grasp-

Attend,

from

oul your hand,
“Such insolener
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ing his injured leg, and exclaiming
energetically in voluble French, was
too much for their gravity.

“Garcon !” he shrieked. ““Villain!
Zat 1 trash you wiz myself !

CGrasping the pointer, he made a
rush at the grinning Peele. Peele,
alarmed, dodged-—but too late!

The next moment the litile French-
men’s grasp was upon his collar, and
the powter was making rapid play
upon his hack.

Thwack, thwack, thwack!

“Ow! Help!” roared Peele lustily.

Thwack, thwack, thwack!

“Yow! Draggimoff!”

Thwack, thwack, thwack!

“Ow! Yow! Yarooh!"

Peele tore himself loose al last,
thorouglily sorry by this time that
he hud ever embarked upon the leg-
pulling game.

Mousieur Mounceau marched back to
his desk gasping.

“Zat you behave yourself now,
Peele I he gasped severely. “%e
next boy .zat speak, I send him in to
z¢ *cadmasler |

Mousiewr Monceuu liad no more
trouble with his cluss during that
Jesson. -

The TFourth-IF'ormers felt  that,
thanks to the way Peele had baited
him, he was not in a ressonable frame
of mind, and it would Lie highly un-
safe 1o make uny more attempts Lo
rag lhim.

He ook them through the highly
complicated  history of the Trench
Revolution witheol [urther untoward
incident.

Monsiewr Moneeau was particularly
interested in this. period  of J'rench
history. He was, in fact. writing a
book upon it, which was, in Monsieur
Monceauw’s opinion, deslined to be-
come a standard work upon the sub-
ject. 1L was his great hobby, and he
regarded the partly-finished manu-
seript of his “masterpiece™ as his
most cherished possession. I wus
now almost completed, and Monsieur
Monceau was looking forward with
pride {o the time when it would be
published to the world, and he would
be hailed as a genius.

It is to be feared that the Fourth-
Formers, for the most part, regarded
the French Revolution simply as a
bore. Buf one or two of them look a
genuine interest in history, and of
these Jimmy Silver, the junjor captain
of the Fourth Form, was @rl:aps the
best-informed. For this reason he was
vegarded with particular favour by
Monsieur Monceau. *

When the clock struck the welcome
hour of dismissal, Monsienr Mon-
cean's class shut their hooks with an
air of relief.

Y Zat you ure dismissed, garcous,”
said  Monsieur Moncean, perhaps
equally  relieved. And the class
Lrooped from the room.

As  Jimmy Silver passed the
master’'s desk, with his book under
his arm, Monsicur Monceau beckoned
to him with a smile.

* Perhaps you would like to sec my
so rare hooks about ze Revolubion,
Silvairer” Dbe said kindly.  *VYou
take ze interesl—uol like 7l Peele—
is it not 77

“ Cerlaiuly, sir; ibank you very
nuch!” spid Jimmy Silver brightly.

The T'rench master was known to
have a number of rare books daling
from Revoluiion iimes. which only
the most privileged of his puapils
were allowed to see.

Jiuamy Silver was due af lew in the
end study in five miuutes, but he
would nol have huri the kind-hearted
little  Frenchman’s feelings for
worlds, and he was genuinely in-
terested to see ihe famous books, too.

“Zen follow me to my study. Sil-
vaire.”

Jimmy Silver spent the next
quarter of an hour looking ab
Monsieur Monceau’s old books with
great interest. The Freuch imnaster
took great pride in displayirg them,
and he even allowed the junior, out

of the kindness of his heart, a
glimpse of the manuscript of his
great work upon the Revolution.

“Zure it is, Silvaire, my master-
piece, ze beloved child of my brain!”
e exclaimed dramatically; and
Jimmy Silver looked at the mass of
closely-wriiten pages with something
like awe.

The litlle ¥French masier discussed
volubly upon his favourite theme for
a further ten minutes, at least, before
the precious manuseript was carefully
wrapped up and returned to the

private drawer in his desk.
Jimmy Silver, who. greatly in-

terested as he was, was also Lungry,
seized the opportunily to take his
leave,

“ And thank yeu very much, sir; it
was awfully interesting,” he finished,
genuinely grateful.

Monsienr Moncean waved his hand
gracefully.

“1It is nozzing, Silvaire! But you
huve seen ze masterpiece, zat no vun
else has seen!
gavcon, Silvaire, and you have ze
proper undersianding of ze great
French Revolution, is it not?”

“*Yes, sir; thunk you, sir!” gasped
Jimmy, and made his escape hur-
riedly.

But Jimmy Silver's interest in ihe

Trench Revolution réceived, it is to

be feared, scant sympathy in the end
stmdy.

“Borry U'm late, chaps.” he said,
as he swung into. the siudy. “2Mon-
sietr Monceau has been showing me
his old books and thingzs, wund I
couldn’t get away before.”

There was & ¢horus of grunis frem
his chums, Raby, Lovell, and New-
come.

“Lot of rol!” grunted Raby.
“ Your eggs are cold now.”

“Doing the * good little Georgie”
stunt in yowr old age, Jimmy?"” in-
quired Lovell, with heavy sarcasin.

“Oh, rats!” .

“Forgot all uhout your tea. T sup-
pose, in the excitement of the French
Revolution,” said Newcome, with a

rin.

“Don’l be asses, you chaps,' said
Jimmy, unruffled, seiting to work on
his tea. “Monceau’s a good little
ass, and he showed me some awfully
interesting  books, including s
precious manuscipt.” he linished,
with a smile.

“AMy hat! Did

! he show you
that?"” said Lovell.

“I thought it

had never been seen by any buman,

eye but his own.”

“Well, your Uncle James has seen
it. anyway ! DPass the salt, Raby.”

“Here you ave.”

“ And chuck ihose savdines over,
Newcome. I'm hungry!”

And Jimmy Silver. his appetite
sharpened, apparenily, Ly his extra
dose of the French Revolulion, pro-
ceeded to make an excellent tea.

The 2nd Chapter.
Mossao on the Warpath.

* Pass, Raby !

“ Here you ure !

“Punt 1t in "

I was  the Tlollowing momn-
ing, i quarter of an hour before
morning school began. and Jimmy
Silver & Co., with Tommy Dodd
& Co. of the Modern Fourth, wera
puniing a football abowi in the quad,
by way of [illing in 1ime before ihe
school bell went,

Jimmy Silver was dribbling ihe
butl up towards ihe goal, and Tommy
Dodd was running to Lackle him,
when there was a sudden shout from
TLovell and Tommy Doyle together,

“Hullo! What on earth- ---"*

o Be jabers!  Whai ihe dickens
S

From out of the door of ihe School
House an  extraordinary appariiion
had suddenly burst, and was dashing
towards the group of juniors with
extraordinary speed,

“My hat!”

* Look out!™

But you are a bon-

“It’s Mossoo, on the war-path!”

All 1he juniors, with the exception
of Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd,
who were engaged with the football,
were now garzing al the apparition
with siartled eyes.

And well nught they be siartled!
For the apparifion was none other
than Monsieur Monceau, the French
master, commonly known as Mossoo.
But it was quite a different Mossoo
from the mild liitle French gentle-
man the juniors were accustomed to.

His hair was liserally standing on
enrd ; his gown was flying behind him
as he pounded along; he was shout-
ing at the top of his voice, and in his
hand he brandished a stout stick !

Mossoo was certainly on the war-
path, or else he had gone out of his
mind !

Straight for the group of juniors
the KFrench master dashed.

“Aha, Silvaire! You wicked
villain of a garcon! I vill trash you!
1 vill flog you! Mon Dieu! Ven I
catch you, Silvaire!”

Jimmy Silver, all unknowing, was
dribbling  the ball cleverly past
Tommy Dodd, when he was startled
by loud yells of warning from all sides
at once:

“Look out, Silver!”

““ Mossoo’s gone mad!"

“Mind your eye, Jimwny!"

“ Look out--quick !”

Jinuny Silver paused and glanced
round. Then he almost fell down.

There, only & few paces from him,
was the frautic form of the French
master, bearing down upon him with
glaring eyes and wildly-waving stick !

“My hat!” gasped Jimmy.

He did the only thingD possible
under the circumstances. Dodging a
blow from the stick which would pro-
bably have brained him had it caught
him upon the head, he took to his
heels and fled incontinenily.

(o it, Jimmy !”

“Ylop it, Silver!™

“Puck up!” .

With a shriek of rage MMonsieur
Monceau dashed in pursuit. He
pounded along at a great pace, but
Jimmy Silver could run like u lare,
and he did not mean to get within
striking  distance of that wildly-
brandished stick.

Round the uad they flew, and
round again, smidst checrs from the
excited and emared crowd of
juniors,

* Hurrah 17

“Keep it up, Jimmy 17

“Go 1f, Mossoo !”

% [Ig, ha, ha ™

No oue had the slightest idea what
was the matter with Mossoo, least of
all Jimmy Silver. But it was quite
obvions that he was in a very ex-
cited, not td say dangerous, frume of
mind, aud that it would be highly
unwise on Jimmy Silver's part to
stop and attempt to argue wikh him.

Such an ides did not enter the
junior’s mind, ecven.
The extraordinary scene was

attracting a great deal of attention
by now.

Bulkelexr of the Sixth came out of
the School lHouse and stood transe
fixed at the amaziug spectacle.

“What---what on eartl’s the matter
with  Monsicur , Moncean:”  le
gasped.

“Cioodness knows!” said Lovell
excitedly.  “He dashed out of the
House straight at Jimmy, waving
that stick.”

“He—he must be mad !

“Anyway, Jimmy dido’i stop to
argue. He just bolted !” grinned
Newcome. “He's safe enough
Alossoo will never catch him "

“Look at that!"” yelled Raby.
“Good boy, Jimmy! That's done
him !

“ Hurral !

“@Good old Jiminy !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver, having gained cou-
siderably on his pursuer by an extra
spurt, had suddenly stopped zt an
angle of the wull. where the car-
penter’'s shop  joined on to the
gymuasiun.  Belore Mossoo realised
the meaning of this move, Jimmy
had grasped the rainwater-pipe
which ran up to the roof of the
carpenter’s shop, and swung himsell
nimbly up it

In a momeni he was perched npon
the low rool, gazing down upon his
panting pursuer eight feci below.

There was & rush to the spot, where
Aonsieur raved, gasved, and
choked. 'The crowd of juniors,
excited as they were, took particular
care not to gebt within reach of
Mlossoo’s stick, however.

“Ah, mon Dien! Ven I catch you,
Silvaire I”

Bulkelev, with u grim brow, was
linerving across to the seene, when
the bell went for school.

“In vou go. kids, all of you—and
sharp ! he shouted. “Any of you
who are late will get reported io
the Head I :

1

There was a rush for the School
House door. In a buzz of excite-
ment and speculation, the juniors
streumed into their class-rooms.

Bulkeley strode up to the panting
Mossoo. S

*‘Monsieur Monceau, what is the

meaning of this, sir?” he said
sharply.
Bulkeley was the .captain of

Rookwood, tall and stalwart, and
much more than a match for the
Little Frenchman. 1If the latter were
mad, as DBulkeley really thought
must be the case, the school captain
was prepared to tuckle him.

Monsieur Moncean turned to
Bulkeley with a wild look, almost
sobbing.

““Ah, Bulkeley, you do not under-
stand! Zat perfide gargon-—my so
precious masterpiece—mon enfant!”

And poor little Mossoo quite broke
down, and sobbed as if his heart
would break.

Jimmy Silver, wide-eyed and em-
barrassed, looked down wupon this
amazing scene iu silence,

“Come, Monsicur Moncean, sir, let

me take you to your room !” said
Bulkeley laying his hand upon the
master’s shoulder. “Silver, ecome
down from there now. I'll see you
in your study about this.”
- Poor Mossoo allowed himself to ba
led iuto the School Ifouse witnout
resistance, and  Jimmy  Silver
scrambled down from his perch with
his head in a whirl

IIe was a2lmost dazed with surprise.
Unless Mossoo were mad, or had
been drinking, he could think of no
possible explanation of his amazing
conduct.

IIe made his way to the end study
in a state of stupefaction.  Ilis
chums were in school, of course, and
Jimmy Silver sat down to await
Bulkeley and to try and think,

He was not lelt long in suspensc.
Ten minutes later Bulkeley came i,

“You're to come with me to the
Head, Silver,” he said briefly.

“What is it all about, Bulkeley "
said Jimmy. “I'm absolutely in the
dark. 1s Mossoo off his dot, ur
what?”

“The Head will explain. Follow
me ! was Bulkeley’s only reply.

Two minutes later Jimmy Silver
stood before the ITead.

Bulkeley stood beside him. Mou-
sienr Monvean was not there,

The 3rd Chapter.
Up Against it!

Jinmy Silver met Dr. Cliskolm’s
stern gaze fearlessly. Fle had no
idea what he was about to be
accused of, but aus far as anything tu
do with Monsieur Monceau was con-
cerned he had a perfectly clear
conscience.

Dr. Chisholm cleared lLis throat,
and began to speak in his impartial,
direct way.

“I have just been made acguainted
with the fucts of a very peculiar and
distressing matier, Silver, in which
you appear to be implicated,” he
satd. “J havo learued from Bulkelev
something  of  the -ah -—unprece-
dented scene ihat has just tuken
place.”

“Yes,
demurely.

“I have also seen Vousieur Mon-
ceun,” continned the doctor.  * He is
very much-—ali | --distraught, as doubi.
less you are aware, and has retived
to his rooni. ¥rom what he has iold
me, vou are probably well aware of
the reason for Mousicur Monccau's
distress, Silver.”

“1 huve not the least idea of if,
sir!" satd Jimmy Silver as calmly as
he could.

Dr. Chisholm looked at the junior
long and searchingly with his keen
and penctrating gaze, and Junmy Sil-
ver did not shrink from it.

The good old doctor’s face took on
a somewhat puzzled expression as he
went on gravely:

“Listen to me, Silver! T gather
from Monsieur Monceau that he
showed you only yesterday the manu-
seript of his partly-completed work
upon the Freach Revolution.”

Jimmy Silver started slightly, and
the doctor’s brow became a triHle
sterner as he notod ii.

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy swonder-
mgly, “that is so, sir.”

“Tle replaced the manuseript, in
your presence, in the private drawer
where it is usuvally kept. Fe assures
me that he has never shown it to
any other boy in this school—that
you, in faet, as far as he knows, are
the only person who knows where it
is kept.™

“Yes, sir?” queried the junior.

“This morning.” continued the
doctor gravely, “ Monsicur Monceau
found that the manuscript, which js
to him of irreplaceable value, is
missing 1"

“ Missing, sir ¢ cried Jimmy Silvery
startled,

sir,”  said  Jimmy  Silver
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THE MISSING . .

{Continued from previous page.)

MANUSCRIPT!

satd the Ilead
“The manuseript which re-

“Yes, missing!”
sternly.
presents many months--even years—
of patient work on Mousieur Mon-
ceau’s part, has disappeared! Bome-

one has ohviously taken it. And sus-
picion, I am bound to tell you, Silver,

points to you as the probable
culprit 17

“Me, sir?” cried Jimmy Silver,
stuggered.

“You are, as far as is known, the
ouly person who knows where Mon-
sieur Monceau is accustomedl to keep
the manuscript.  You saw it as re-
cently as yesterday. Tell me, Silver,”
went on the doctor carnestly, “do
you, or do you not, know anything
of this matter?”

Jimmy Silver took a deep breath.

* Absolutely nothing, sir, on my
honour!” he said guictly.

Dy, Chisholm looked somewhat non-
plussed as he scarched Jimmy’s open
countenance with hkis keen glance.

“I am bound to suy,” he went on,
“that Monsieur Monceau gives you a
yoery good character, Silver—indeed,
you appear to have been hitherto a
Tavourile pupil of, his. For my part,
alse, 1 have always found you a truth-
Tul boy. I am therefore all the more
reluctant to believe you guilty of such
a tespicable action.”

*“1 should never be guilty of such
a cad’s trick, sir!” suad Jimmy Silver
hotly. “I like and respect Monsieur
Monceau very wuch.”

“Wo must face the facts, how-
ever,” said the Ilead 4 trifle drily.
' Monsienr Monceau himself appears
io have vo doubt ab all that it 15 you
who, for some reason hest known o
yourself, huve removed his precicus
manuseript.  His chief—1 may say his
only—anxiety is to regain possession
of it. The question of the punish-
ment of the offender is, o him, a
comparatively uuimportant detail. I
have thercfore decided to postpone
furthey nquiry into the matter until
to-morrow trorming, in the hope that
the missing manuseript may turn up
~—or bo returned—within the next
twenty-four hours. 1 wneed hardly
appeal to you, Silver, if you have any
kuuwledge of the whercabouts of tbe
nranuseript, to lose no time in return-
g it to Mounsieur Mouccau, and thus
relicving the terrible disiress of mind
which is at present presirating him.

= 1f the manuseript has not turned
up iu the next twenty-four hours it
will be my duty to institute the fullest
possible inguiry into the whole affair,
and to tako very drastic action indeed
against the culprit, if he should be
discovered.  1lluve you anything to
say, Silver?™”

*[ have alrcady said, ‘sir, that T
kinow nothing about the matler!™

suid Jimmy Silver proudly.

“Very well. Youn may go, Silver.”

And Jimmy Silver quitted the
Head's stndy, leaving Dr. Chisholm
in close cousultation with Bulkeley.

After school there was earnest
vouncil taken in the end study.
Jimmy Silver had told his chums the
whole facts as far as he knew them.
In fact, the news had spread all over
the school somehow that Mossoo had
lost his precious manuscript, and that
Jimmy Silver was suspected of know-
inz something about it, and had
twenty-four hours in which to return
it

“0Of course, the whole thing is
ridiculous.  As if Jitnmy would be
likely to do a caddish thing like
that!” said Lovell indigrantly, for
the twentieth time.

“Quite so,” said Newcome, who
had a very clear head. ** At the same
1ime, there’s only one thing to do to
suve Jimmy any further unpleasant-
wess—and that 15 to find the beastly
umnuscript. before to-morrow.”

* Hear, hear!”

“That's so0,” said Jimmy thoughi-
fully. “That’s the problem this
study’s np against for the next
twenty-four hours, Now, let’s have a

. bard think.”

*Right-ho! start;”?

You said

Lovell, who had great faith in
Jiunmy’s thinking powers.

“Well, the manuscript is gone, I
did not take it. But someonec did.
The only question is—who?”

“Yes, that's the only question, of
course, fathead !” growled Raby.

“Shush! Now, there aren’t many
people at Rookwood capable of doing
a dirty trick like that, There
oughtu’t to be any, of course,” said
Jimmy Silver. *But let’s put down
the names of every possible candidate
we can think of.”

“Good!” said Newcome.
Peele, for one.”

Jimmy Silver sprang up suddenly
and paced rapidly to and fro in the
study, his hands in his pockets. 1is
chums watched him in patient silence.

It was clear tha$ Uncle James was
thinking !

At last he sat down again.

“I think 1 have it. you {ellows!”
he said quietly. *““Newcome men-
tioned Peele. [ don’t think we need
look much further than Peele for the
culprit, as a matter of fact, Loaok

* There’s

The 4th Chapter.
‘Uncle James® Plan.

Half an hour later the Fisticel Four
—as the chums of the end study were
called—strolled calmly into the junior
(‘'ominon-room arm-in-arm,

The whole room was fuli of juniors,
in 3 buzz of talk on the subject, of
course, cf Mossoc’'s missing manu-
seript.

At the sight of Jimmy Silver & Co.
there was a shout and a rush.

“What’s the latest, Jimmy ?** asked
Conroy & Cd., the Colonial juniors,
anxiously, aud in a breath.

“ Are you going to be expelled 2"

* Where's Mossoo?”

“What are you going to do3”

Questions  rained uwpon  Jimmy
Silver from all sides, but Jimmy only
smiled.

* Perhaps you've found Mosseo's
manuscript ¥** said the sneering voice
of Peele, who was standing with his
pals Laitrey and Gower, of the
Fourth, and Adolphus Smythe, of the
Shell.  *“You're supposed to know
where it is 1

Jimuny Silver smiled sweetly,

“Well, as a matter of fact, T have
found it. Pecle ! he said,  “ At least,
I think I have!”

“What ?” roared a score of voices.

The Fistical Four kepl their eyes
on' Peele. Iis face went white, and
his eyes almost started from his head
at Jimnmy Silver's cool announcement.

He took a step forward, and peered
closer at the title-page.

“By gad!” he muttered. “That’s
it! How--how the dickens—"

“How the dickeus do you know
that's i, Peele ¥’ said Jimmy Silver
cheerfully. *‘[lave you ever seen it
before 2*

“Yes—I—I mean, no, of course
not! What do you mean?” said
Peele, startled and stammering,

while a {rightened look came over his
face.

*Oh, nothing!” said Jimmy cave-
lessly. “ But we want to have a word
with you in the end study, pleasc,
Peele! Come along!”

The Fistical Four closed round him,
and Peele struggled.

“Here, Lattrey, Gower, Smythe!
Rescue 17

“ Look after those cads for us
said Jimmy Silver over his shoulder
to the Colonial Co. And the next
moment Van Ryn's powerful grasp
was upon Lattrey; Pons had Gower
by the collar; while Smythe went
staggering from a push from the
sturdy Conroy.

Pecle was conveyed to the end
study.

“We know vou did it, Peele,”
said Jimmy Silver cheerfully. “We
have proved to our own satisfaction
that you’ve seen the manusecript
before—this is the dummy copy of it,
and you recognised it. That means’
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vou probably looked through the key-
hole when Mossoo was showing it to

-

MOSS00 ON THE WARPATH!

the excited and amazed crowd of juniors.

Round the quad flaw Jimmy Silver, witlr Monsieur Monceau
in hot pursuit—and round again! There were cheers from
“ Hurrah ! Keep it up, Jimmy !’ ¢ Qo it, Mossoo "’

how Mossoo pitched into hine yester
day.”

My hat, yes:i”

“There's the motive right off---
revenge. Lt would be just like Peele
to do a caddish trick like that. too.
And there's another thing, teo.”

“Go ahead, old mun!”

“When I got away from Mossoo's
study yesterday, I bolted down tihe
passage, as I was in a hurry to get
here to tea, and I remember now that
I passed Pecle quite close to Mossoo’s
door. 1 thought he must have just
come [rom Lathom’s study.”

“By Jove! He'd been listening
outside Mossoo’s, and looking through
the keyhole, probably,” said New-
come excitedly.

“0Of course; clear as daylight!”
said Lovell. “It was Peele!”

Raby got up.

“Clome on !” he said.

“Where to?” said Jimmy Silver
impatiently.

“To rag Peele Dbaldheaded, of
course ! said Raby.

“8it down, ass! We must go care-
fully with Peele, he’s a cunning
bounder ! said Jimmy Silver. “ We
have no proof at present, though I
fecl pretty certain about it.”

“Rather! It’s a cert!”

“Well, I've thought of a plan to
puil our suspicions about Peelw 1o the
test,” said Jimmy. *“Listen while I
expound !”

And, as usual, ibey listened while
dimmy Silver expounded. :

Theu he stepped {orward, his lists
clenched convulsively.

“1 don’t believe it ! lLie said, with
asneer. * Let’s see it, if you’ve found
il

“Righbt-ho!” said Junmy Silver
calmly. ** Here it is, [ think!™

And he tugged at a fut wad of
papers which was bulging out of the
pocket of his Eton jacket.

Beneath his calm exterior his heart
beat fast us he tugged.

The moment for the tesiing of
Peelc had come, The wad of papers
he was tugging at was, as a Inatter
of fuct, a wad of old impositions, cut
to approximately the same size as
Mossoo’s manuscript. The top sheet
wus a replica, as far as Jimmy could
remember it, of the title-page of the
manuseripb.

Now for the tesi!

The wad came out of Jimmy's
pocket at last, and he held it np for
all to see.

'There, in large red-ink capitals, was
the title:

“LA REVOLUTION FRANCAISE,
Par GuitLaume Moxceau.”

“My hat! Ts that it2"”

“That Iooks like it !

“ Are you sure?’”

There was a babel of voices speak-
ing at once, but the Fistical Four
kept their eyes on Peele.

He seemed unable to believe the
evidence of his own eyes.

nie, and saw where he put it. He
gave yvou the pointer in class yester-
day-—you wanted to gen your own
back on him.  Also. it suited vou to
have me suspected of sneh o caddish
trick. Am I right o far?”

Peele gritted his teeth.

* Find oui, hang you!” he snarled.

“Right! We're going to!  And
we are also going to find out what
yon've doue with the missing manu-
seripl, my lad! Now, will you tell
all these little secrets?”

“Rats!”

“That’s not a proper answer at ali,
Peele !” said Jimmy Silver chidingly.

“You see, untit you recogmsed
Mossoo’s manuscript—we all saw
plainly that you did, didn’t we,

chaps 7

“We did !’ chorussed the Co.

“[nti! you recognised it we
¢ouldn’t do anything, as we weren't
sure of our ground. But now we are
sure of our ground, Peele, so we are
going to do something.””

“lemme go!”

“Not just yet. You see these two
asi-plants, Peele? 1've just cut them
half an hour ago, for your special
benefit!” said Jimmy Silver blandly.

“What are you going to do, you
fool 1 asked Peele, alarm growing in
his face.

“Your Uncle James is going to
thrash you with one of the ash-plants
unti) you confess, or the ash-plant
breaks. If it does 1 shall use the
other. If that also breaks before you
confess, 1 shall go out and cut half a

dozen more, while the others keep
you here, Bee?”’

Peele ground his teeth in helpless
fury.

*Hang you, Silver—"

“Over with him!’ suid
Silver sharply.

In spite of his struggles, Nowcome
and Lovell and Raby between them
had no difficulty in persuading Peela
to adopt an attitude convenient for
the reception of corporal punishment.
He was held as in a vice, lightly
stretched over the edge of the table,
face downwards.

Jimmy Silver swished the limber
ash-plant through the air.

“This is really all for vour own
good, “Peele!” he remarked magis-
terially. “ For you are an awful cad,
you know; but we'll try and thrash
some of your caddishness out of you
for you.”

Then Unele James gob on with the
job iu hand.

Jimmy

Peele was no Sparvtan, and long
before the first ash-plant was used up
he plainly intimated his readiness to
give Jimmy Silver the reguired in-
formation.

That junior completed the round
dozen strokes, well laid ‘op, before
Peele was allowed to alter his posi-
tion and make lis miserable confes-
sioti.

It was just as Jimmy Siiver had
suspected. Peele huad lorked outside
the French master’s study, deter-
mined to get his own back on him
for his diberal use of the pointer in
class thal afternoon. while the pre-
cious manuscript was being shown to
Jimmy Silver. He had managed to
observe where Monsicur Moncean
placed it in his private drawer. Later,
while the ¥rench master was at tea,
he had extracted the manuscript
and thrust it up the ¢himney in Mon-
sieur Monceau’'s vwn study, where it
rested upon a ledge well out of sight.

And there it was subsequently
found, to Monsicur Monceau's inex-
pressible joy, blackened. bnut fortu-
nately otherwise undamaged.

Peele had to confess to Monsieur
Monecean that he was the author of
the cruel * joke "—for ho atiempted
to pass it off as such—and in dne
course the truth of the natter came to
Dr. Chisholmt's ears. Pecle’s subse-
¢uent interview with the head-
master was one which he is not likely
to forget. Dr. Chisholn told him
just what he thought of his action,
and made no secret of the fact that,
but for Mousieur Monceau's urgent
intervention, u public flogging, fol-
lowed by expulsion, would have been
Lis portion.

“¥You appear to be possessed of a
natnral and most unfortunate per-
verseness of character, Peole,” said
Dr. Chisholma in conclusion.  “Such
boys are, fortunately, rare in my ex-
perience. But when I have et
them J have invariably found ihat
there is only one effective way ta
appeal to them, and that is by thrash.
ing them soundly.” - i

. Chisholm was, of course, quite
unaware that this conclusion was
much the same as that which had also
been arrived at in his wisdom by
Uncle James of Rookwood & shorg
time previously.

T must therefore ask you, Peele
T went ou the doctor, selecling a
stout cane from the stock he Kept in
his study.

But here Peele broke in:

* Please, sir, I've heen ihirashed
alreadv!” he said sullenly. *“Silver
thrashed me with an ash-plant !”

Dr. Chisholm stepped ucross
study and rang the bell.

* Request Sergeant Rettle to come
hoeve, please!” he said to the maid
who answered 1t.

A minute later Sergeant Ketilo
made his appearance.

“Bir?” >

“Kindly prepare Master TPeele
here, for the birching I am about to
administer, sergeant!”

Dr, Chisholm was a just but some-
what severe headmaster, and Peele’s
present offence was one that he re-
garded very seriously. Consequently
hie did not err on the side of leniency
in laying on the birch.

When, ten minutes later, Ieele
crawled from his study he was sore
in miud, and still sorer in body, and
for many days after il was observed
that he could not sit down with any
degree of comfort.

He had had more than cone severs
lesson in the course of his career at
Rookwaod, but the one, perhaps, thut
in after years he was least likely to
forget was that which he received as
a reward for his share in the remark-
able episode of the Missing Munu-
seript. ¥

the

THE END.

{ Another long, complete story of Rook-
wood School in mext MNondey's Bovs”
FRIEND, entitled: ** Bogging Beresford.
Baggs!’X By Owcn Conguest.)
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The 1st Chapter.
A Surprise for Cedar Creek!

“Hallo! That's some galoot in a
huorry.” .

(Clatter, clatter, clatter!

Frank Richards & Co. were split-
ting logs in the playground of
Cedar Creek School, partly in order
to make themselves uscful, and partly
to keep themselves warm,

The winter snows were over, but
the weather was still vory vold; the
trail that ran past the school gates
was frost-bound and as hard as iron.

There was o stack of logs inside the
gehool fence, at which the chums of
Cedar Creck were working away
cheerily. The sudden beat of horse’s
hoofs ocutside the high palisade made
them pause in theiv work.

Clatter, clatter!

The hoofs rang @l echoed an the
hard ground as a hovseman passed at
a furtons gallop,

+ The three chums looked up.

The timbor palisade was too high to
allow them lo see the horseman riding
past outside: but they caught =
{ilimpse of a-Stetsun hat as it whisked

¥.

Whiz!

At the sume moment something was
tossed over the wall from withoul, and
there was a sudden howl from Frank
Richards.

The “something,” whatever it was,
had landed on his head, with a sharp

rap.
Frank Richards stsggered, and
clapped his hand to his head. The

object that had struck him volled at

“Oh!  Ow!” ecjaculated  Vrank,
“What silly ass——"

Clatter, clatter!

The hoof-beats died awavy up the
trail, sz th: horseman galloped on.
The echo rang among the trees for a
few, moments. and then all was silent.

Frank Richards rubbed his head,

The unseen rider was gene.

“Well, by gum!” exclaimed Bob
Lawless. * What galvot was that, I
wonder, and why was the pesky jay
shying things over the wall——"

L 01\" [”

“ Hurt your cabean, old scout?”’

Y Well, it waz a thump!” said Frank
Richards ruefuily. *“I'd like to geb
near the silly ass who chucked it over!
Somebod,y larking, I suppose.”

Vere Beauclore shook bis head.

“He couldn’t hove seen you from
the other side of the wall, Frank. The
thing bit you by aceident, | think.”

Frank Richuards grunted.

“I'd hit him—not by accident—if T
was within hitting distance ! he said.
“RBother hin: !

“What was it he chucked over?”
asked Bob, lookiug round.

“Here it is.”

Beauclere picked up the objazet that
had fallen to the ground.

The three chunis gathered round it
rather euriously.

It was a =mali leathcr pouch, evi-
dently containiyg something weighty.
It was fastened by a thin strip of buck-
skin, used as a cord, and pulled tight
and knotted.

gum ! ejaculuted Bob Law-
“What did the jay chuck that
over for? It's worth a dollar in a
store, I guess!™

“There’s something in it said
Beauclere, weighing the pouch in lus
hand. *Feels \like 2 chunk of rock.
Are we cntitled to open it?”

“I guess so!” said Bob at onece.
“Tf the galoot, whoever he is, chucks
it at Frasnk's head, it belongs to
Franky. 1 guess you can open it,
Frank.” '

Frank Richards teok the buckskin
pouch as Beauclere handed it to him.

He could not help feeling curious;
but he hesitated to unfasten the cord.

“Perhaps we'd better sce whether
the chap 1s atiywhere around,” ho re-
marked. “There might be something

- valuzble iu this.”

RANK RICHARDS
TRUST!

A Grand, Long, Complete Story of the

Chums of the School in the Backwoods.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

1 guess not, or the galoot wouldn’t
have thrown it over the wall!”

“Blessed if 1 understand why he did
it!” said Frank. * But let's look out
?f the gates. He may be coming back

or it."”

“Well, I guess we'll look!” agreed
Bob.

Yhe three schoolboys hurried along
to the gate.

The truil outside was deserted, save
by Chunky Todgers, the fat youth of
Cedar Creck.

Chunky was standing in the middle
of the trail, seemingly rooted there,
and staring up the route towards
Thompson, in which direction the
mysterious horseman had vanished.

“ Chunky " called out Bob.

Todgers looked round.

“Did you see a galoot pass?”

“1 gucss so!” gasped Todgers.
“He jolly nearly ran ine.down, the
pesky jay! Rode by like thunder!
Some pesky liorse-thief with the
sherifi"s men after him, I guess!”

“Which way did he go?” asked
Frank.

**Up the trail to Thompson.™

The chums of Cedar Creek stared
up the trail; but there was no one in
sizht, The rapid rider had long dis-
appeared. ) :

“Well, my only hat!” exclaimed
Frank Richards, in perplexity. “This
beats me hollow! Why the dickens
did he chuck this pouch over the

f wall??

Beauclere lookod grave.

“If Churnks's right, aud he's a thief
with the sheriff's rmen after him, it
may bhe stolen property ihat he
wanted to get rid of,” Le suggested.

“Phew!"”

“I guoss we'll take 1t Lo the
sheriff, iu that case,” said Bob. *“‘But
——Hallo, here come some more!”

Up the trail from the south—the
direciion from which the flecing horse-
man must have come—came a sudden
thunder of hoofs.

Tour riders came inta view in the
timber, in a bunch, riding hard.

Frank Richards & (o, stured at
them as they came thundering up, aml
Chunky Fodgers jumped hastily out of
the trail.

The ¢uartette were riding hard,
with whip and spur. .

It was cvident that the four riders
were in pursuit of the man who had
galloped by the palisade und tossed
the buckskin pouch into the Cedar
Creek playground.

At a planee it could be seen that the
four riders were not Canadians.

Their durk faces and black eyes told
of Spauish blood, mixed with Indian.
i “(reasers!” cjaculated Bob Law-

ess.

“ Mexicans,” said Beauclere. “or
native Californians! What the dickens
are thoy doing up here, on the north
of the Line?”

, Tho bunch of riders swept by at full
gallop; but they perceived the group
of astonished schoolboys as they
passed. One of them wheeled his
horse, and rode back, and drew in his
panting steed within six feet of Frank
Richards & Co. The others drew rein
in the trail farther off, and waited for
their comrade.

The man who had halted was a
dark, swarthy fellow, with handsome
Spanish features. But his good looks
wore marred by a scar that ran across
one swarthy cheek, from the mouth
almost to the ear. The scar was {resh,
and had cvidently been made by a
bullet. He called out to ihe school-
boys ns he dragged in his steed :

“Has he passed? Have you seen a
horseman ride by?”

Frank Richards & Co, exchanged
glances, and did not reply. They were
not disposed to give information to
the *Greaser ' until they knew a
little more about the matter. DBut
Chunky Todgers piped at onee:

“Yes, rather! 1 guess so!
scen him!”

Lve

“Muy bien! Which way did he
0

Chunky Todgers was about (o reply,
when Bob  Lawless grasped him by
the collar and shook him, and
Clhiunky’s reply was cut short. In-
stead of answering the greaser,
Chunky gave « suffocated howl.
“Yow-ow-ow-owwwwggy !

The 2nd Chapter.
Cabrera, the Californian!

“Ow! Leggo!” .

“Shut up. you silly jay:"” growled
Bob Lawless. ; 0
what the man wants, or who he 1s?
Let up!”

i00w57’

The horseman knitted his brows.

“Answer me!" he exclaimed.
“Which way did he go?”’

“(Grooogh 1" .

Chunky Todgers could not awswer
with Boly's grip on his collur.  And
the other fellows were not inelined
to unswer. 'Three or [our of the
Cedar Creek fellows had come out
of gutes now, aud were lookiug on
in astonishment.

The scatred man rode a litfle
nearer to Frank Richards & Co.” 1t
was ovident that he was suvagely
irritated by the delay i the pursuit.
His swarthy hand closed hurd ou his
riding-whip.

“Will you answer me?”  ‘he
panted. | Did he ride wp the trail,
dows: “towards  tho  areek?
Quick I

Bob Tawless Tooked at him cooliy.

“Whut are you after the galoot
for?”? he ‘inquired. ‘It depends on
that whother we answer vou,”

“That does not coucern you.”

“f guess it concerus us a good
hit,” answerad Bob independently.
“T don’t like your looks, M.
Menxican.”

The scarred hocsemuu scemed on
the verge of a savage outburst of
vage, bubt he controlled himself.
More and more of the Caedar Creek
fellows were gathering abt the gate
now, attracted by the strange sceue.
There were more than a cdozen fel-
lows on the spob now, and perhaps
the scarred  man  realised  that
violence would not sorve him.

‘You can tfell us what
after  the man for.” said TFrank
Richards quietly. “You can’t ox-
pect us to tell you anything without
that.”

“1 have no time to waste--—"

“You're wasting i now. I guess,
Mister Mexican,” said Bob Lawless
coolly. "I guess you can take your
choice. You don’t get anything out
of us unless we know the reason.”

“] am not a Mexican—I am a
Californian——""

“I guoss it's the same thing.”

“Listen to me, The man has
something—something that belongs
to me-—-"

Frank Richards’ hand closed over

you're

the buckskin pouch he was still
holding.
“What is it, then?” he asked.
“Carambo! That does mot
matter! It is enough that he has
robbed me,” exclaimed the Cali-

fornan.

“ Not quite, if you can’{ describe

the stolen article,” said Bob Law-
less. *“Looks to me us il you're
movre like the galoot to do the
robbing.”

The scarred man gritted his
teeth.

But his black looks did not daunt
the sturdy Canadian schoolboys.

There was a sudden call from up
the trail. One of the horsemen had
dismounted, and was examining the
ground, evidently looking {for hoof-

prints. He shouted to the scarved
man. :
“Cabrera! Carlos Cabrera! This
way!”
The scarred man wheeled his horse
again.

“Y¥You have found the trail?”

“How do you kuow’

“8i, si! He has ridden on.”

“Muy bien!”  But again the
scarred man checked his horse, and
callad  oul 1o the schoolboys:
“Whers does this trail lead?”

“Thompson Town " avswered Bob
Lawless. ) ’

“A town! Is il fwr?”

“Two or three miles.”

“Madre i Dios! He will reach
safety before——7

The Californian did not finish, but
pul spurs 1o his horse, and dashed
on after his comrades, who were
alreudy riding ou.

With a clatter of hoofs ringing on
the trail, the four ridets vanizhed.

“ Phow 1" murmured IPrank
Yichards.  ““Now, what the merty
dickens is all the row about, you
fellows?"”

Bob. Lawless shook his head.

“I give thut up,” he answered.
“But if there's been any robbing,
1 guess it, was that gang that's done
it.  They look like a crowd of
rustlers. . I’'m  glad we didn’t tell
them anything. That galoot they're
after will bave Lime Lo get safe to
Thompson.”

“And this pouch,” said Frank.

“1 guess there's something valu-
able in it, and he chucked it over
the wall because he eapocted those
rastlers Lo ride him down.” said
Bob shrewdly. “ [ reckon we ought
to keep it for him.”

“Tf he’s an honest man, T suppose
he’ll come back for it when he’s clear
of that gang,” said Trank.

“Bure!”

*Iallo, there's the hell!”

The Cedar Creek fellows went in
at the gates, and Frank Richards
put the buckskin pouch into an in-
side pocket.  Exactly what 1o do
with it was a question, but he felt
that he was bound to keep it until
the owner turned up -if he ever did.

During  afternoon  lessons  the
thoughts of some of the fellows in
Miss Meadows' elass were wandering
a littls, ¥rank Richards & Co, could
not help thinking of the mysterions
horsemun who had  fled past the
schonl, and wondering whether he
had escaped his pursuers,

The 3rd Chapter.
The Mysterious Pouch.

I'rank Richards & Clo. came out of
ths backwoods school after lessous.
and  crossed  to  the comml for
thetr horses. Thery was a thought-
ful expression on Frank’s handsome
face.

“You fellows in a hurry to get
home?” he asked.

“Nope,” answered  Bob. e !
reckon 1 know what's in your mind,
Franky."”

“1'd like to know what beeame

of that chap,” confessed  Frank.
“Weo might as well ride home by
way of Thompson. and ses whether
anyihing  has been heard of him
there.”

“Good idea!™ suid Beauclere,

And instead of taking the howe.
ward route. the three chums rode
up the trail towards the fronfier

town- the way the fugitive and his
parsuers had ridden  sowme  hours
h('{()l't'—.

They could not help [eeling keenly
curious shout the strange uffaiv, and
they were interosted in the fate of
the fugitive.

A good many ol the Ulndar Creek
fellows weni homie by way of the
Thompson 1'rail, but FFrank Richards
& Co. were first. They rode at a
good pace up the trail. Shortly be-
fore reaching the spot where the
Hillerest path branched off, Bob
Lawless suddenly drew in his horse.

“T guess there's been trouble
here,” he said.

“What?”

“ Look I"

(Ylose by the side of the trail. hali-
hidden by fiosiy thickets, lay the
dead erease of a horse.

The chums of Cedur Creek dis-
mounted at once.

The carcase was frozen hard, and
on the frozen hide it was essy to
see where two bullets had struck the
unfortunate animal.

. “Shot down from behind,” said
Bob Lawless, in a low voice. *This
isn't one of the greasers’ critters.
I guess it's the critter ridden Ly that
guloot who was levauting, Frank.”

“Theun they caught him up,” said
Beauclere,

“They came near enough fo shoot
his horse. And I guess-he wouldn't
have much chance on foot.”

“Then what’s become of him*”

“(oodness knows!"

The chums faces were very grave
now.

What tragedy had taken jplace
under the frost-bound timber while
they bad heen seated quietly in class
at Cedar Creek?

“[ gnessed that greasers were a
gang of rustlers, from their looks,”

“that he hes not been killed,

muitered Bah. “They shot down
bis horse, aud--let's look.”

Tt was nol easy-to pick up sign on
the frosty {rail. But here and there,
where {here was mud in the ruls,
Bob's keent eye vearl the sign,

““UPhere's been a struggle heve,”
ho i “You e¢an we0 where
ihey've tramped to and fro.  The
larches are toru. ion. The fellow
put up a good fight against the
crowd of them.”

“But they gol him,” said Frank.
* Liooks like it.”

“IF there was a struggle. it shows
They
could have shot him as eusily us the
horse.”

“T guess so.’

“Thed mugt bave wanted to kid-
nap him.” «Md Frank in perplexity.
“But whal on earth for?”

“Ask me ancther!” gmid Iob,
utterly puzzed.  “We don’t even
know who the galoot was, or whether
he was a greaset like themaclves.
There’s no sign of him about here.
They must have taken him away with
them,”

they

¥

“Then
Thompsou 7"

“I guess not!™

There was a clatter of hoofs on the
trail, and the chums of Cedar Creck
started and spun round. But it was
only Chunky Todgers who came in
sight, trotiing home from school ou
hig fat little pony.

Chunky jumped down at the sight
of the three chums gathered round
the dend horse,

never went omn to

“Oh, Jerusalem ! exelutimed
Chunky. “I've seen that eritter be-
fore. It's that pgaloot’s who nearly
rode me down !

“Ths man the greasers woeze
after?”
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“That setties it 1" suid Bob. “We'd
better get on 1o Thompsen and let
the sheriff know. You'd better come,
Chunky.”

Aud the schoolboys rode on into
Thompson {own, and stopped at the
sheriff's house.

Mr. Henderson, the  sherifl  of
Thompson, listened to their tale with
cousiderable surprise,

“1 guess nothing’s been heatd of
the gang in the town,” he said. ** Bug
you've done quite right {o come to
me. You say vou never saw the man
who was escaping?”

“Ouly u Stetson hal, over the
fence-—-""

“1 saw him !’
Todgers. ““1 was in the trail,
nearly rode: me down !”

“What was he ke, Todgers?”

©“ A big galoot. with a long beard.”
said Chunky. **He was a white man,
fon—nob a  greaser, 1 saw thal.
That's all 1 saw. Ile was past me
like o fash.” ¥

“1 guees ['ll make mguiries about
him.” said the sheriff.  “Ila may
have got into the town on foot. It's
gueer his throwing his pouch over the
school wall.  Looks as if he eapected
toy Le run down, and was anxicus lo
save it”

“What ought I to de with il sirz”
askerl Frank.

“ et me sen it.”

Trank Richards laid the buckskin
pench on the sheriff's table. M.
enderson laid aside his pipe, and
tuck np the pouch.

“1 guess there may be some chie to
the man inside—perhaps his name,”
he said. “I'll see.”

He unfastened the cord and opencd
the pouch.

The ¢hums of Cedars Creck watched
hiin breathlessly. )

Frem the buckskin pouch a shiniug
object rolled out ou the table, and
Bob Lawless utlered an exclamation,

KGG!)]d !ll

“ My hat i”

It was o, gold nuggel of almosh pure
metal. Tt glimmered as it lay on the
table. The sheriff picked it up aud
weighed it in his hand.

»

interrupted Chunky
and he

“Six ounces, at least,” he said.
“Nearly pure metal. too. T guess
that nugget’s worth o hundred
dollars.”

*Oh Jerusalem ! murmured

(.Jhunkiz Todgers.

“There's something else——"

The second article from the pouch
was a fragment of dressed buckskin,
abeut ten inches square, It was of a
whitish colour. and ou the surface
what looked like a map was drawn.
The sheriff regarded it with a puzzled
look.

“Nothing else hyer,” he said. “ A
gold nugget and & map—that’s ihe
lot. Nothing to learn from that.”
The sheriff replaced the nugget and
the map in the pouch, and refastened
the cord.  “1 guess you'd better keep
this. Richards, in case the man turns
up to claim it. 1t's pretty clear that
he threw it away to save it from the
greasers. Take care of it. The map
may be of value, and the nugget cer-
tainly is.”
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Frank Richards replaced the ponch
in bis pocketl in great wonder. Fhe
schonlboys ook their leave of the
sherifi. The matter was in his hands
now, and there was no doubt that im-
mediate search would be made for the
hapless rider who had fled from the
Californians.

4 say, IFranky——"  Chunky
‘Fodgers began, as the scheolboys rode
pust Gunten’s store in the main street
of Thompson.

“Well, Chunky ¥

“Old Gunten would buy ihat nug-
get. 1le buys from the miners, you
Lnow-——

“1t’s 1ot mine, ass!”

“The mun chucked it at you, you
lnow,” said Chunky argnmeuntatively.
* e hast’t come back for it. So it's
yours, you know,”

“ 1ththead 1™

“But if you ain’t sulislied that it's
yours-—-"

“T'm pot!”

“Then yon ean hand i Lo me,”" sug-
gested - Chunky Todgers. “You can
keep the old map. T don’t wany that.
You hand me the nugget-—->

“What ¥

“And I'll take the whole responsi-
bility,”  said  Chunky  Todgers
genvrously.

Frauk Richards laughed.

“l keep the nugget and ihe re-
sponsibility, too!” he rerdurked.

= Now, look here, Richards—"
began Chunky persuasively.

But the chums of Cedar Creek
turned into the homeward trail, and
rode away, and Chunky's persuasions
were lost on the desert air.

The 4th Chapter.
An Unexpected Visitor.

Frank Richards & Co. thought a
good deal about the strange affair
during the following davs.

They were keen for news of the
long-bearded man Chunky had seen,
and of the four greasers who had
pursued him.

But there was no news.

- Beyond the body of the horse,
frozen in the trail, not a trace re-
mained of either pursued or pursuers.

The sherifi had investigated the
affuir, so far as bhe could. It was cer-
tain that Carlos Cabrera and his fol-
lowers had ncb entered the town.
dince they had ridden away from the
wgates of Ceder Creek School no eye
saeemed to have fallen on them.

Neither had the long-bearded man
been seen.

The horse remained, dead in the
teail, but the rider had vanished. .

Kvery day Frank Richards expected
the stranger to arrive at Cedar Creek
to re¢laim the buckskin pouch he bhad
tossed over the school wall in his
flight. But no one came.

The pouch, with its conbents, was
snfely locked up in Frank Richacds’
yoom at the Lawless ranch. Theve it
awaited the claim of its owner,

Putl the owner had disappeared as
completely and mysieriously as the
wwarthy rascals who had ruu him
down. :

The woods had been searched for a
good distanen on either side of tha
(rail, but without resnlt,

Ti the fugitive had fallen in his fight
with Lhe greasers, his body should
have been found, but there was no
irace of it. A

Amazing as it seemed. it appeared
cevtain that the long-bearded stranger
had been seized and kidnapped by the
swarthy.  quarbetie. With  theoir
prisoner, they had vauished from the
Thompson Valley,

Whenee and why they had come,
and  whither they were gone, re-
mained a mystery.

After a week had elapsed Trank
Richards & Co, debated whether they
had a right to leok upon the buckskin
Lag as their own, and to examine the
map. which exeited their curiosity a
great deal.  Bob Lawless snggested
that it might be the map of the claim
where the nuggel had been found,
aud Bob's suggestion seemed probable
enough., Butb, after some discussion,
the chums decided that the unknown
anght to be given a chance of reclaim-
ing his property. Mr, Lawless was
also of that opinion.

“Keep ib for a month, Frank,” the
vancher said to his nephew. “If the
man doesn’t lurn up in that time, T
guess you can consider that he's noi
coming Lack.”

Aund Frank Richards assented.

Mter the first week, howover, {hera
was news, thongh it was vague
enough. A settler near Silver Creock
kad been awakened in the night by a
bunch of horsemen riding past his
log cabin, and he had looked out, and
seen five riders in Lhe moonlight  two
af them mounted on one harse. They
had ridden on and disappeared, and
nothing further scemed to have been
soen of them,

“Tt was the greasers, and they had
the man with them:, a4 prisoner,™ was

Bob  Lawless” opirdon. “If they
passed Bilver Croek, they were going
south - back towards the border.
They're over the line, in the States,
lony before this. The puzzle is, what
they ever came np into Canada for.
I guess we shall never know.™

“The chap may have belonged to
this section,” said Frank. ' May
have been a Canadian. But what did
the greasers want with him?”

“The map!” said  Beauclere
quietly.

“If it’s the map of a gold-mine
down in Califorma-—" said DBob

Lawless breathlessly,

“It’s likely enough.”

“And the greasers wanfed to jump
the claim. 1 shculdn't wonder! By
gum,” said Bob, *'il. the galeot
doesn’t turn up, we're at liberty to
look at the map, and use il, if there's
any good in it! But we'll give him
time, as the popper says.”

Ancther week passed by, and the
affair had been almost forgotten by
mast of the Cedar Creek fellows. But
it was suddenly brought back lo their
triinds.

Cedar Creck was at lessons one
morning. when there was a clatter of
hoofs in tlie plarground, and a rider
halted as the door of the schoolhiouse,
A few wminutes laler Black Sally
opened the sehool-room door, and her
ebony face looked in,

me iz in this school, and 1 have come
to claim ig!”

1 ode not understand you !”
Miss Meadoivs tartly.

I will explain, senorita,” said
Cabrera  smoothly, “Two
since @ buckskin pouch was thrown
over the school wall by a bhorseman
in passing. Doubtless it is still here.
It 15 my property, and I have called
for it!” ’

“Oh! Richards!™

“Yes, ma'am?”

“(Come here!”

Frank Richards came out hefore the

said

class. Miss Meadows had heard. of
coul the story of the buckskin
pouch.

“You heard what this gentleman
has said,” exclaimed Miss Meadows.
“You have the article in question,

1

‘Richards 1"

“ Yes, Miss Meadows.”

“Please give it to the owner,
then !”

“I've been waiting for the owner
to claiin it, Miss Meadows,” said
f'rank quietly. “Dut this man is not
the owner.” -

Y How do you know that?"

“The man who threw it over the
wall was escaping from this rotter
and his friends!” exclaimed Frank.
“This man is Cabrera, the Cali-
{fornian, the man the sheriff wants!

weoks:

siride towards Frank Richards, his
hand diving into his hip-pocket.  Fis
hand came out again with a revolver
in it, and Frauk Richards gave a

gtart as the deadly tube Ioukn@ him‘

in the face.

“Hand over ihe ponch, Senorilo
Richards!"” said the Californmian, with
a sieering grin.  “1 am not io be
trifled with. Hand it over!”

The 6th Chapter.
Cabrera’s Dofeat !

Miss Meadows stood transfixed.

Frank Richards’ face palad a little,
but he faced the swarthy ruffian
calmly. The class looked on spell-
bound., 1t was an amazing scene in
the school-rcom of Cedar Creck., a
scene from a lawless  Californian
mining-camp, transkerred to the quiet
school-room. The boys and girls in
Miss Meadows’ class could scarcely
believe their eyes. DBut the Cali-
fornian was in deadly earnest. His
eyes glinted suvagely at Frank
Richards, over the levelled revolver,
and  his dusky finger was on the
trigger.

“Hand it over! Yuou hear me!”

“I could not hand it over. if [
wishe,” answered Ifrank Richards
quietly,  “Tt is not here!”
: exclaimod
“Where i 1027

Yon lie!”
savagely.

Cabyera

HOT ON THE TRAIL!

mixed with Indian.

Up the trail from the south came a sudden thunder of heoofs, and a few

moments later four horsemen came into view riding hard.

it could be seen that they were not Canadians. Their dark faces and black eyes told of Spanish
i “ Greasers !*’ ejaculated Bob Lawless.

lance
lood,

At a

Miss Meadows glanced round im-
patiently.

The Canadian  schoolmistress did
not like interruptions in lesson-time.

“CGuenelman to see missy!” an-
nounced Sally.

“Tell him 1 cannob see anyone ab
preseut ! answered Miss Meadows
sharply. ““ He may call after twelve
o'elock "

But. Bluck Sully was pushed aside
the next moment. and & swarthy waun,
with a scarved cheek. strode into the
sehocl-reom. %

Irank Richards siarted from his
seal.

“The Californian.”
breathlessly.

“By gum ! murmaved Bob Law-
less. *“H's Carlos Cabrera cowe
back 1"

The chums of Cedar Creck stared
blankly at the scarred Californian.

They had been half-expecting the
owner of the buckskin pouch to turn
up at the school sooner ar later, but
certainly they had not expected to see
(‘arlos Cabrera there. But here he

he exclaimed

was.
Cabrera  did nob glonee ar the
chume. He did nol observe them

amoug the crowd of boys and girls in
Miss Meadows' class. He took off
his  sombrero  politely to  Mjss
Meadows.

* Sevoritn——" he bogan.

Miss Meundows interrupted him.

“You huve no right Lo enter the
sehool-room, sir! T can't sce you
during  lessons.  Kindly retive at
once !

The Californian smiled.
“My business will
madam ! he answered. ** But I shall
not keep you mere than a few
minutes. Something thal belopgs to

not  wait,

He wouldu't, dare to show himself in
the street at Thompson.”

“1 guess not!” exclaimed Bob
Lawless.

Miss Meadows looked perplexed.

“This man has called for it,” she
said,

“How does he know that it was
thrown over the school wall?” ax-
vlaimed Frank. “He did not kupow
when he was here u fortuight ugo.”

“The man it balongs to hus told
me, and bas sent we for it,” said the
Caltfornian smoothly. thcugh his
black eves glinted at Frank Richards.

Frank’s lip curled.

*“It’s prebty well kuown that yon
and your gang kidnapped the man,
and that you’ve taken him away from
this section,” he answered. *“ Let the
man speak for himself.  Where is
lle?”

“That is not your husiness, uino.
Your business is to hund me the
pouch.”

“I will do that when the sheriff
tells wme yon are entitled to it,”
answered Irank. " You can call on
Mr. Henderson.”

“He will be” giad to see you!”
grinned Bob lLawless.

“ I am here for the pourh,” said
the Culifornian, sefting his ieoth. T
shall not leave without it, now that
I know in whose hands it is!”

“You won't get it from me!”
answered ITrank  Richards disdain-
fully.

Miss Meadows nodded assent.

“You are right, Richards. This
man ovidently has no claim to it
You will keep it !"

“Yes, Miss Meadows."

“ o back lo your place !’

* Stop "

The scurred Caliornian

s

made a

“Locked up at home.”

“Carambo! And where is your
home?"

‘At the Lawless Ranch.”

Cabrera muttered a savage oath.
He vould see that Frank Richards was
speaking (he truth, and i was an un-
expected check.

ST must have it!” he said. ' Yon
will come with mae, nino. T shall hold
you till the pouch is delivered up Lo
me! Youwr people, perhaps. will be
glad to make the exchunge.”

TPrank stured at him.

“You arc vot in California now,”
he ssid. ““ You are in Canada, where
rustlers of yonr sort, are soon rounded
up! You had better get out while
you have the.time!"

The Californian did not reply, bt
he stepped towards Trunk Richards,
the revolver still in his dusky hand.
It was evident that the desperado was
in deadly earnest. and that he cotnted
upon the fear of his weapon to pre-
vent interference.

Bug in that he was mistaken.

Bob Lawless, at his desk. had
gripped a heavy ruler. As the scarred
ruffian stepped towards Frank. Bob’s
hand came un with the ruler in if,
and the next instant it was whizzing
throngh the air.

It strick the raffion on ihe side of
the heud with o crash.

Cabreva. nttered a yell. and stag-
gered Dblindly, half-stunned by the
sudden crashing blow.

He was uot given time to recover.

Bob Lawless was npov him with a
spring like u lynx. and Beaucierc was
only a second behind.

Aimost before the ruffian knew
what was happening. Bolys grasp was
on his arm. dragging it down so that
he venld not use the pistel.  Peaudere

seized his other arm.  Frank Richards
wius prompt to back up his chums.
As they gruspad the reeling ruffan,
Frank sprang forward, and struck out
Avith both fists. planting them fairly

1 u ithe swarthy face.

The Californian lurchad back, and
went with a crash to the flonr, Boh
and Beanclere clinging 1o him like
cabs.

*(zo0d
Meadows.

“Pile on him!” gasped Bob law-
less. *“* [’ve got his shooter ! Dilo on
the skunk ¥

He wrested the revolver from the
veryveless grasp of the ruffizn, as ha
sprawled on the floor.

* Caratnbo 1

“ Clollar him " panted Frank,

Three or four fellows rushed out
from the desks, and Mr. Slinuney and
Mr. Shepherd. who had been gazing
spellbound at the scene, came rushing

heavens!”  panted Miss

‘The Californdan was assailed on ull
sides.

Ho struggled desperately in iha
midst of his assailants.

“Pile in!" roared Bob Lawless.

With a desperate offort Carlos
Cabrera dragged himself to his feet,
and wrenched away from the grasp
of the excited schoollboys. y

lie nade a bound for the open
door of the school-room, evidently
thinking now only of escape,

*Alter him 1" yelled Bob.

“Boys—"" gasped Miss Meadows.

But forr once the voice of the ('edar
Creek school mnistress was nnheedod.

I a yelling mob the Cedar Creek
fellows rushedsin pursuit of the pant.
ing Californian,

Lle recled 1o the doarway, and theic
grasp was altnost upon him. He re-
covered himself, and Lounded out
stile the porch.

*After him!”

C The Californian’s horse was staiul-
ing outside the porch, where he hud
left it. Iortunately for him, iL was
not tethered. With a breathless leap,
Calsrera threw himself into the saddle,
and whirled the horse round. ‘

The mob of schoolboys rushing oul
of the porch. backed away from the
lashing  hoofs, as Cabrera whirled
round his horse. The nexl moment
he wus riding for the gates.

The gate had swung shut after lis
entrance, and now it was closed.

“Welll have him  yet!” panted
Frank Richards, “ Come on 1?

But the Californian did not attempt
to open the gate. His horse rose to
the leap, and cleared the gates with
a bound. The hoofs clailered down
on the frosty trail outside,

The next moment the ruffian was
riding away furiously up the trail into
the tunber.

DBob  Tawless dragged 1be gate
open, and the schoolboys rushed out,
But the scarred ruffian was, alveudy
twenty yards distant. and riding
fiercely.

Tor a moment or two the Aesing
rider was seen, and then the timber
swallowed hint up from sight.

Carlos Cabrera was gone!

. - - L5 - .
That day and the following dayx
armed men were searching up and
down the 'Thompson Valley [or the
scarred Californian.

But he was not found.

Lividently he had ridden, without
stopping 1o rest, on the southern
trail for the border, and he was gone.

He was not likely to return. His
deseription was known far and wide
in the valley, and he would have mot
with short shrift if he had reappearnd
on the banks of the Thompson River.

'st desperate attempt  to possess
himself of the mysterious map was
not repeated. The map remained in
the hands of ¥rank Richards, and its
possession was to lead Frank into the
strangest adventire he had knoun
since his coming 1o the school in the
backwoods, 3

THE END.

NEXT _MONDAY'S
“ BOYS’ FRIEND "

will contain another
long, complete story of

Frank Richards & Co.,

entitled

« BRONZE BILL'S
— BONANZA!” —

By
MARTIN CLIFFORD.

Order your copy of next
Monday's BQYS' FRIEND
in advance.




