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~ The 1st Chapter.
M». Bootles is Wrathy !

“ Morny'b o I8 rotten'!”’

Wit Brrell, of the Classical Fourth
at  Rookwood, was speaking as
Jimmy. Silver & Co. came along the
Form-toom passage. Lt was close on
time for afternoon classes, and the
juntors were gathering round the
doorway of the Fourth Form-room. -

Mornington, with a stump of chall
in his hand, was serawling on the big
oalk door, and some of the fellows
were chuckling  as they looked on.
Only. BErroll, Morny’s best chum, was
remonstrating, and Morny did not
heed his chum. -

“\What’s: Merny’ up 10?7 asked
Jimmy Silver, as he joined ' the
Zroup. _ | - '

“Playing the goat!” said Iirroll
tartly. ©* Chuck it, Morny, you ass!
Mr. Bootles will be coming 11 a few

mmutes.”
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[ drawing the head and shoulders of
Mr. Bootles, much to the entertain-
ment of his Form:fellows. Probably
| ~nobody but Morny would have had
**And 1t’s rotien, anyway M tl‘lﬂ nerve to do it ‘f.".r"l_lf:!ll Mzr. Bootles

might have walked along the pas-

RO B i | § sage ab any moment; but Morny was
(5 ¥ » 11] ; el . 1- - k|
2 = A, . :._':'. h{ﬂl E-" : 2 e,
Jimmy Silver pushed thiough the recklessness itsolf.

crowd ot Fourth-Formers, and looked B o (% Tk o7
over Mornington’s shoulder.  Then Rather a  likeness, what?” re-
Ao : marked ‘Morny, with ‘a grin’ at
i _ _ : . Js [t o P b [§
SRR R R o L O Jiummy Silver, as the captain of the
oo vas g CalICa LG Ok il L Q O s urth - looked  over s  shoulders
thie respected master of the Ifourth Ty 7 i
the oaken door. - e  hked and respected My,
Morny - could draw well when he Bootles, and ]'}iﬁ was quite :.;t-'f:ll aware
chose to take the trouble, and hie was th%i" & th‘i {I‘”‘f“fmim'” > ’ijf(‘ﬁt’
yutting all his skill info this work of: *??lm&“.fyi il SR T
art.  ‘Lately Mormington had been :{*feiewe‘* v arl ,_ g ;
called rather severely to account by 3051}: said J mmy. "Rub 16
Mz, Bootles, owing to one of his | out! .“‘-h&ﬁiﬂdﬂ you want to rag old
periodical fits of slackness, and | Bootles for?’ A
Becagse hels such a dashed old

Morny* resented . being = called” fo | 1 such L ol
account for anything, ke was now | Hun !’ grunted Moernington. *1This

“Let him come ! angswered Morn-

ington, wathout tarning his head. |
*Therellltbe a row i
Y Rats |

e

_did not move as he was called upon to run.
junior and flung him between the waiting rows. . _
the hapless dandy of the Fourth had to ‘run. He panted along savagely, with swipes raining upon him from both sides,

4 Only

ey li’:-rllf_-_ (LTI

‘‘ Form up,yoy chaps ! said Jimmy Silver. The juniors formed up in a double row for. the *f pun,”’ M-m;ni“ngtun
‘““Start him !’ said Jimmmy. Conroy and Pons collared the obstinate
The fellows nearest to Miorny started lashing out with socks and

will ‘let bim know what we think of
haim.” | i | |

“We don’t think anything of the
kind of him." /

“*“*Well, I do!”

“You're an ass, then!”

“hanks G

Jimmy Silver pushed open the
Form-room door, and Morny had to
suspend = hig artistic work for
moment. But he resumed 1it, with
‘the door open.  The Fistical Kour
went into the Form-réom, and most
of the juniors followed them. It was

and they did not want to be on the
ot when the Fourth Form-master
ciscovered the caricature. Mild hittle
~gentieman' as Mr. Bootles was, it
was certain that he would be very
HANRZLY.
wiltul  chum, ~vatching bim  with
- greab uneasiness.

I -

scout 7’
a

near fime for Mr. Bootles to arrive,

Brroll  remained with his?

i

e
i
i

Phere was 1o doubt  that the
ceavicature was comic, but it did not
‘make Frroll smile. e was thinking
of the wrath to come. .

There I suid Mornington, step-
ping back at last and surveying his
handiwork with great satisfaction.
“What do youw think of that, old

'“\B:Qj;teﬂ 1!? | |
“How complimentary you are!”

“You oughtn’t  to insult ~Mr.
0l T ! » { . 92
Bootles. He’s a good sort.

““He caned me this morning.”
“Well, you chesked him.”
“Krroll, old cliap, youw're a good

t boy, but vowre too much given to

preachin’”? yawned = Mornimgton.
“Let’s go  an ‘before you get to

{ seventhly.”

~ ““Let me rub that nonsense off the
door first.”” | '
sRot e Tetat aloned i v |
Valentine Mornington took his



and wallked iu_tn the
The chalked caricature
greeti  Mou. I,iur.}t.lea’

chuni’s arm,
Form-room,
remained to
eyes when he arrived.

Mornington went to his place, but

Erroll did not follow.
. He took a duster from the black-
board E&ijl and turned back to the
door.
~ Morny called out to ]um sharply.
“What are you goin’
ass?”’
“Save you from a
head I”
ook KO s

flogging, fat-

Mornington jumped up angrily as

Brroll went towards the door.
Jimmy Silver made a sign to his
chums, and at the same moment he
2rasp od Morny by the arm, and
Lovell Raby, and TWW( Ome Rraspec
him also. ‘In iflic grip of the Fistical
Four, Morny was held i his place.

He str uggled angrily.

“Let me go, vou foolg!”

*Sit where wou are, old top!”
answered ArLlnn' i dward Lovell.
e slet rae ol

“Not just yet,”
N ou uﬂ no  right Yo
Bootles.”

*“You qlllv agg !’

“PBesides,” remarked Tubby
Muffin, “if old Bootles gets his rag
out we shall all come in for it this

ga1d Jimmy Silver.
insult Mr.,

afternoon. You should do these
stunts after lessons, Morny, not
before.” | | |

SOWHl you  rotters, let me go?”

hissed Mornington, struggling in the
grasp of the I*ltha,l Faur.
$No fear 'l -
Mornington sat he}plpas, gritting
his teestﬂ, while Erroll went to the
door and began to rub at the chalked

figure. But he was a little too late.
He had given one rub with the
duster, wlwn Mr. Bootles Imﬂmed up

in the doorway.

Mr. Bootles blinked at the ]I'II'H(}I"
over his spectacles, and then at the
chalkked carie ature.

*Erroll 1"’ he e] dr-n]ﬁ‘ref]

ECh Y. N BE e R
Erroll. ,

“Stand back !’

The junior stood back, and Mr.
Bootles approached the door . more
closely, pearing at Morny's workman-
ship through his glasses.

HMis brow kmtﬂzﬂ

Trroll had not had time with the
duster, and Mr. Bootles had fhe
ﬂleaﬂurt} —or otherwise—of surveying
his own caricatured features under
the Prussian helmet. The likeness

stammered

was quite near enough for recog-'

nition, though the features
co mma,lly eadpgerat@d

In the Form-room there was silence
as of the tomb, Jimmy Silver & Co,
mleawd Mornington, and sat down
in their places. Morny shrugged his
shoulders. THrroll’s interference had
~come. too . late, and_ the storm was
going to burst,

“S0,’ smd Mr Bootles, in a very
deep voices'‘go, Hrroll, this 18 your
regpect for your Form-master !”

Erroll started.

Mr. Bootles, not mmd’rumlly in the

circumstances, had jumped to a
wrong f‘ﬂl](‘hlﬁiﬂﬂ All “the other
fellows being in their places, he took
it for granted that Frroll wag the
author of the chalked caricature on
the door.

“T—T was rubbing it out,
stammered Erroll.

 “No doubt. After amusing your
Form-fellows 1in this disrespectful
wav, I have no doubt you wished fto
prevent me from seeing it.
may now rub it out, Erroll.”
- Brroll, with a crimson face, rubhed
the chalk . from the door. Mr.

WEre

Bootles motioned him into the Form-

room, and then followed him in,
The 2nd Chaptoer.
For Another’s Fault!

The Fourth Form looked on in
silence. _

M, J;yQOtIEEJ standing by his desk,
fixed hisieyes upon Hrroll, who s stood
before him with dcawncast
face.

simmy ilver glanced
pressively at Mornington.

It was fm Mﬂrny to spealk

very ex-

to do, you

sir 17

You |

'Et'mll a mther ogrim olance as he

crimson -

and

Publisheo ! T
Every NMonday

i ’
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tinved Mr. Bootles.

detained for your half-holiday

in the passage as wusual.

- emph

remove the I‘mm master’s misappre- |

hension before punishment fell upon
his chum, 1t was certain that Erroll
would 1ot explain,

But \Im*mngtﬂu did not speak.

He looked on with a grim,
donic smile. He shrugged  his
shoulders as he met Jimmy Silver's
glance, and that was all. Lﬁdently
he did not mtend to own u

Mr. Bootles broke the ﬁiﬁance:
 “THrroll1”

“*Yes, sir??” faltered Krroll.

“I am very much surprised and |

shocked.

I have always looked upon
you, Krroll, as one of my best
pupils, and 1 have certainly never
suspected that you could be guilty
of this utter want of proper respect.
What reason have [ given you,
Brroll, for acting like this??

Erroll did not speak, He did not
even look at his chum. :

He expected to hear Mornington’s
voice; but he did not hear it. He
closed his lips a little, If Morning-

| ton chose to }E‘EL‘VE} him to bear the
| blame, he would not speak.

“1 am not, surprised 1ha,t
nothing to say, Krroll,” qald Mr.
Bumtlah, after a pause. “7 trust vou

are propmly ashamed of your
action,”

Hrroll was still silent.

“1 cannot allow this to pass,” con- |

“1 do not wish
to cane you, Krroll; but I cannot let
this pass unpunishmi You will be
to-
morrow, and I shall set you a task
in the Bnmlmom You may go to
youyr place,”’

Without a word, Erroll went to, his
place. '
He passed Mornington, and his.

eves met s chum’s for a monicit.
Morny smiled mockingly.

T rroll sat down quietly.

“Morny, you rvotter!’” breathed
Lovell, = “Get up on your hind-legs
and own up, you cad!”

“ Mind your own husinesg!”

A TE you coing to let Krroll-—.
“Hilence in the class!”
Mr. Bootles.

Atid there was silence,
During lessons that dffhfllﬂﬂil there
were a good many whispers m My,
Booties’ class,
reached Morny’s ears.

The Fourth Form did not leave
him m any doubl as to their opinion
of his conduct.

For a fellow to sit silent. while
another fellow took his punishment,
wag guife acainst all the unwritien
laws of Rookwood.

It was surprising, too, in Valentine
Mornington, Morny was too reck-
loss to care much about mmhhmenf
and Wrroll was his best chum, = But
the wilful and obstinate side of
Morny’s rvather peculiar nature was
uppermost now.
to  inferiere with him, and Hrroll
could take the consequences. That
was how Morny was looking at it;
but it wag a view with which nobody

else In the Fourth was likely tm
Hym}mthl 50,
Aftor lessong, when Mz, Bootles

digmissed the class, the juniors were
surprised to see Kiroll join his chum
" Perhaps
Mornington was surprised, too, for
he Imok{ad very curiously at Erroll’s
quict face and compressed lips.
“You're in fnr it, old blrd”’ he

remarked. | .
Hrroll nodded.

“Latin  conjugations  to-morrow
afternoon, instead of crlchet 7 said
Mﬂrmnrrtc}n

ﬁ‘Yes.!!

‘“ All vour own fault, isn’t 1t?”
“You o don’t mind?? i orinned
Mornington. |

a ND !-'.'.l

My, Bootles came alﬁnﬂ‘ the pas-

sage, and passed the juniors, giving

Poor Erroll was evidently
Form-master’s black books

passeq]
m his
Nnow.

When Mr. Bootles was gone, a

good many of the juniors <ra,thered
yound. Mornington and Brroll. .
 had

only been whispered in the
Form-room could be said alond in
the passage, and it was sald with
asis. |
“Mﬂrn?, vou P b0 P
“ Morny, you snealcw ?
! Morny-—=—"’ ~
“Tallo!? sald Mornington agree-
ably. * What a rush for my society
all ai‘ once! Dear boys, is anythin’

the matter?”

THE

| emla,lmed Jimmy

sar-

queer
Bilver quxetlv
1t go on,

because 1t’s
vou find |

gy

rapped ok

and most of them

-(il‘ﬂh Way l}nfnln

| ”"Qt ]r":]lU”

Hrroll had chosen |

What |

“You know what's the nlatttar?”
Silver. “Why

didn’t you own up when Bootles was
ragging Hreroll?” 4

“I: That a conundrum?’’

“Are you going to let h:m- be de-

| tained to-morrow aftermoon in your
place?” demanded Lovell hotly.

ﬁl'r Wh llﬂt?,’

i Wh nmtf” repeated' Lovell.
“Why you do, you're a rotter-—
that’b why not! And a cad! And
& WOILN’

“Don’t run through the whole l]i‘it
old top! You're eloquerlt but yeu re

_ ra,ther a hore!”

Wy,
Lovell,
“1 suppose this is one of your
jokes, Morny,”” said Jlmmy
3 But you can’t let

you—you——" " stuttered

to-morrow afternoon.”’ -
“Better tell Bootles g0, &

“Yau"va got to tell Bootles the
truth |

“Rats'” |

“Won't you?” exclaimed Conroy

“Not unless- I choose, at all
events,”’ answered + Mornington
coolly.

“For goodness’ sake let the matter

rest!” exclaimed FErroll. “I’m not

cc:rn'xplammg eina??
“You're an ass!
“A silly ags!” agreed Newcome.
“You've got to own up, Morny,”
satd Jlmmv Dilver, “Not only
decent, but Erroll’s in the
Hleven for the B&rrshmt match to-
morrow, and he’s wanted to play.”
“Deoar me!”’ sald Mornington non-
chalantly. *“1I'm afraid I'd quite for-
gotten the Bagshot match.”
“You cheelay ass!” roared Lovell,
““ Besides, I'm 1in the eleven, ain’t
1?27 pursued Mormngton.  “If I'm
detmmd instead, you lose a gmd

{27

remarked Ra by

“man from the ted,m 72

“That's awkward!” said Jimmy.
“Tt can’t be helped, though, I’d
rather lose you than Erroll.”

“mMhanks !’

“There’s such a thm;ﬁ, as justice,

too, and fair play.

“Ts there ! dahml Mornington.

“To cub it short, are you going to
Bootles to own up about that silly
caricature?”’

HN)EH

With « that, Valentine Mornington
turned on his heel and walked out
mto the qnmirfmf‘-*lp )

A hiss followed 1111]1 from the
JUnIars.

TrmU after some hesitation, went
up the staircase to his study, « The |

Cjuniors uunmnwl 11 an um:ltel rroup,
aseus sing

the  sitvwation.  Jimmy

Silver’s brows were knitted in angeer,
* He will h"l"h’-[‘ to own up, Jimmy,”

sa.1l Lmrr-” "Wo can’'t have }tﬂ{}“

left out of the gamo toanorrow.

Jitnmy nodded.

“1ean 't understand '\Imr‘y ? he
saic. ““He's nover acted m this cad-
[]{" = {}f hT"-: fuu]h
an j ‘Duiv of them : but a thing llkﬂ-
{hig ri § rolten, moan 12

“Renstly 1 "

‘“ Anvhow, he's got to own up, and
off | I'm not
lose & 000 man onb af the Kleven to
pleaso him,”

g 1 say, Jummy, 1) can set that
right, pnt in Tlﬂ“}b‘? Muffin ea*"‘fellv
“1 soy, Morny wont own up
too 1:::-1]1; obstinate. But T can  tell
YOI wlﬂmrﬂ to find a better man than
Erroll,”

‘“ Where. fathead?”? =

Reoginald Muffin smacked his podgy
chest,

“Hore !" he answered.

“You sgilly assl” howled Jmmw

Silver, as hv strode away; apparently !

Grroll c:an’i: be detained l

coing to §

hr\a.

BOYS FRIEND

=

!

Price R0
Thrﬁa lﬂaﬁpanca 8/ ‘D/ 20
with mno intention ef El(l‘(,{_,pﬁlﬂg' Way. It belonwnd to Reg lnd,lcl
Lubby’s generous offer to fill leil 1+ Mufiin, of the Classical Bourth
place in the junior eleven. - “I say, Morn~——"7 o
“Cul 1” snapped Mm‘mngtmn i

The 3rd Ohammﬂ-
A Pacuhar Pal.

Jimmy Silver left the end study,
after prep that evening and came
along the passage towards the stairs.
He stopped ab the door of Study No.

4.
The door was half-open, and Morn-
in gton and Krroll conld be seen, work-
gr ab the study table.:

study.

Mortiington’s face ware its usual
careless, nonchalant expression,
Krroll, thnugh perhaps a little quieter
than usual, did not look in any way
resentiul.  PProbably there was no
othor study at RGGkWﬂOd where such
an incident as that of the afternoon
lwciuld not have caused a rift in the
ute

Both the juniors glanced up as
Jimmy leoked in.

“Hallo, old top I’ said Mormngtmn

pleas: mtly “Done your prep?’
“Yeos,’
“Tacky bargee! You always gel

throu gh bt“f ore I do.”

il clon’t slack at it,” said Jimmy
| deily.

Mornington smiled,

‘““A hit—a very palpable hit!"” he
remarked.  “1 stand corvected! If
I could only follow your shining ox-
ample———""

“Oh don't rot!
speak to you—-""

“Go ahead; no charge for m-lmia-
sion.”’

“T'm putting Putty Grace into thﬂ
eleven to-morrow, in your place.”

“In Krroll’s plac:r.-, do you mean?”’

“1 mean what I say.”

Mornington's brow darkened for a
moment.

“Then I'm not playing 2’ he asked.

“You can’t, when you will be de:
tamed.” |

“I'm nol detained !

I looked in to

“NYou will be, when Mr. Bootlles
knows the facts,”

“Are vou goin’ to tell him?”
sneerod Mm‘mngton.

PO el eorngttay el i
answeted  Jimmy  Silver quietly.

“You've got the rest of the evening
to do 1t 1n."”

and ar 1 don (77

“I hope you will 1"

“ Hopo sprivgs oternal  an
human  breast!” {.,mmﬂd

Marning-
ton. * But supposin’,

for the sake of

argument, that I don't !

“MThen we Ea]hl“ talk to you in tli{*
dorm to-night.”

“T understand. Go and eat dole 177

satdd Mornington, and he {urned hLu 34
to his work.

“You've filled my place, Jimmy ?”’
asked irroll, as the captain of the
Fourth was hmung away.

“No; that’s not nocessary |

“But T'm detaimed-—m iy

“Mr. Bootles will let vou off when
he knows the fﬂvh-.- of the case.”

“ But: hut

“Morny's going to tell him,
Jimmy Silvor.

And with that Jimmy walked away.

Trroll glanced at his chum for a
moment, but Morny’s oyes were bent
on his books.  He resumed his work,

gmd for some time there was silence
in Study No. 4.

B

azl,id

Prep was over at last, however, and
- Mornington rose to/ his feat.

e
stood for same munutes leaning on
the mantelpiece. regarding his chum
with a curious glance,

A fab face grinned in at the deor- |

| o e
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TO-DAY 1| Ask for

here was no sign of trouble in the |

and

the .

. “Nowre going through it" said

| Tubby Muffin, impressively, wagging |
C e podgy fﬁre[mpur at the dandy of -
If you don’t own up, , .
we're going to give you a high old

the Fourth,
We )

time in the dorm to-night.

been hmldmg a meoting on the subject
in the Common-room, l can tell yﬂu_'

A1) i’

Mornington made an angry stride
and Tubby Muffin

towards the door,
promptly baocked into the passage.

“You wait for dorm, Morny,” he

hooted.

“You're going to be put
through it.

Yah! You b{‘dﬁt ity

Tubby Muftin fled, just i time to

escape a lunging hoot. Mornington
slammed the door of the study.

Erroll had risen from the tab!e

“Goin’ down ?” asked Mornington.

i M&y as well.”’

“ Shall T come??”

“Of course!”

Mornington burst mtn a laugh.

*You're a gueer fish, Krroll. Mc}r;t
f{'\l ows would be serapping with me
1O, far whati happoned this after-
noon.’

" Perhaps I'm not like most fellows,
ihc‘-n "7 gald Hrroll, with a faint smlle

“T'm certainly not going to scrap

with you, Mr:my'”
“You don't feel ratty?”
it Nﬁ; >3

ARy re missing a cricket- match to-

I’]]ﬂl‘l"f)'\’tf

I suppose it can’t be helped.”

“Yvorybody else in the F{Jurth has
been calling me some pretty names,’
grinned Mornington. “H&ven t you
any to add to the list?2??

Hirroll shook hls head.

“1I know you 're only playing
goat,” he said.
you've acted meanly

““ And you dnn t‘?” i

i

“T think you’re playing the goat, '

as I said. 1t's only your silly obstin-

acy.
or detention. You'd 'have
Bootles: before this,
your back up.”’
“They're goin’

gmm e}

to rag me in the

dorm  to-night, if 1 don’t go,” re-

marked Mornington.

“Well, you can’t blame them': thev g
and

don't uudm’atcmd you as 1 d@
don’t make allowaneces.’

Mornington® laughed - and Ioﬂ .im

study,  Erroll followed him, and they
came into the Juntor. Common-room
tmgviher

1t was a2 surprise 1o the mnwa o

see  them  still  together. and on
evidently fr iendly terma Dark looks
weore cast at Valentine Mor nington on
all sides.
thom. He strolled carelessly into the
room, and chatted with 1‘-}1*rﬁll ap-
parently regardliess of the fact that no
one else s ](}]{E‘ a word to him. .

Bulkeiey of the Bixth looked in at
was o a

{there

and

half-past nine,
general move.

Then Jimmy Silver came me ko'

M ornington,

“Have you been to Mry. Bﬂﬂ)ﬂ s"“”«

he asked,
LA 1y O i

“Then 1he~m 5 just time to cut in
betore dorm.”’

“(Go hon t”

“Are you going 7

“Nob at all 17

“Very well 17
pregsed hig ]lpH and turned away.

Mornington glanced at Erroll with
a smile; as the juniors crowded out of

the Clommon-room. HFrroll’s face was

clonded,
to happen in the dormitory,
was deeply troubled.
Mornington sauntered into the Fourth
Form dormitory with perfect cool-
noess.  Whatever was i store

and he

dandy of the Fourth had nerve
onough to go through with 1t.

The 4th Chapter.
Brought to Book ! -

Bulkeley put out the hght and tha:"'

door closed.

In the dormitory of the Clossical

Fourth all the juniors were i bed,
and were supposed to be settled fc:'r

the night.

But thotugh Bulkeley was
aware of the fact, they were very

far from settled.

The prefect’s
1 bed.

out softly.

TN o bet 177
grunt {rom
Bdward Lovell.

“Turn out !’

“What-ho ™ g

“Not too much row!” remarked
- Putty Grace, “We dnn*t Want
Bulkelcv coming. back.”

““ Anvbody got a candle ? ‘?”

“ Here you arel’” :

the  bed of Arthur

the :
“The fellows think -

You're not afraid of a licking =

but yt}ul ve gob ,_

He did riot seem to observe |

Jimmy °.’>1]1.rt'=r coOm-

e knew what was going
and V&]ﬂﬂti]’l"f} |

for
him, there was no doubt that the -

not .

footsteps had hardly
died away down the passage, when '

Jimmy Silver sat up
 “Ready, you fellows?” he Lﬂ-llbd:

came an em hﬁtm"

Mg = ARy T

';s!

|
!
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I‘mu‘ _ ﬁ*v candle-ends were

C}I‘

lirrhted and they shed a glimmering |

fig sht inthe long, lofty dormitory.

| The Fourth-formers were quickly
out of bed, with the exceptions of
Valentine Mnrnmge;lﬂn and Tubby
Muffin. Tubby preferred to watch
the nro{*eedmgs from his bed, and
Mornington appeared to be qmte un-
conscious that anything unusual was
going on., Jimmy Silver glanced at
Erroll.

“You needn’t take a harid in this,
Erroll, 1f you don’t like,”” he said.

“Tt's a Form ragging !” exclaimed
Higgs. ‘“Erroll ought to take a hand
along with everybady else 17

“Rats 17 You can turn in, Brroll.”

Krroll shook his head, and sat on
the edge of his bed. Cﬁrtﬂmly he
was not likely to take a hand in rag-
cing his c*hum* and still more cex-
tainly, he mulci not hope to be able
{o  help him.  Mornington had
brought down his punishment upon
‘himself, and there was no averting
1t.

Brroll’s quiet face expressed only
distress,

““Mornington !

Morny did not move or speak.

“Get up, Morny !”” rapped out Con-
rOY.

No answer.

“Turn him out!”
Silver.

Morny’s lofty indifference to their
proceedings had a rather exasperat-
ing effect upon the juniors.
were not prepared to stand any of
Morny’s superb loftiness just then.

Half-a-dozen fellows rushed to his
bed and rolled him out, bedclothes
and all, upon the floor.

Buma’

here was a howl from Valentine

mington as he landed. It was
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said  Junmy

M

rather a concussion upon the hard

floor. ;
“1le, he, he!” <chortled Tubby
Muftin, “Give him beans!”’

BE

“Btand up, Morny-!” said Jimmy

Silver,

Mornington s%rugrrled in the bed:
clothes. . [for a moment his face was
like that of a demon, All the evil in
his nature-—and there was a good deal
of l==was aroused just then. .

He serambled to his feet, and
looked for a moment as if he would
rush at the juniors, hitting out right
and left,

Buat he controlled himeself,

His indifferent: mannor returned,
and he stood with his hands folded

across his chest, an insolent smile
on his face,
“Well, what’s this kid’s game?”’

he mquired, with a sneer.
“Kid’s game! T’ll give vou kid’s
22

game!” howled Lovell. ‘71—
_“Order”’ rapped out Jimmy
Silver.  “This isn’t a dog fight, old

chap. Mornington, you know what
the Form expects you t.cs 6 Lo i
““Blessed if I care,”

“You chalked a silly picture of Mk,
Bootles to-day

it,” said Jimmy, ‘It wm up to you
{o speak vp at the {im

““Any decent Evllr:-w would have
cdone t”’ orowled Lovell,

“You didin't do 1t, Morny
tinued Jimmy Silver, ¢ You ve been
given all the evening, and you
haven’t done it. It you choose to act
rottenly towards your own chum 113’
your biznoey but as 1t happens,
rroll's wanted in the cricket eleven
to-morrow. That makes a difference.
lirroll’s got to be let off.”

“ =<l say, you could fill my place,
Jimmy ! mterrupted Erroll. ,

“1 davesay ‘L could, but I'm not
goimg to,” answered the captain of
the Fourth. “I’m not going to leave
one of the best bats out of the game

!!

con-

becaugse Mornington doesn’t ehmqe‘n'

to do the right thmar:. P’m skipper of
the olevellwnt}t Morny, and Morny
can’'t run the show at his own sweet
will.  Now, Morny, we df}l'l t want to
take roug h measures

MOh don t mind me!” yawned
Mormngton.
“Willi you promise to go to M.

Bootles 1 the morning and tell him
the fdctﬁ and see Hrroll clear?”

“,N{j.g}

Morny’s answer canie short and
sharp, and there was an angry buzz
from the Fourth-formers.

Several of the juniors macde a
movement towards Mornington, who
stared at them with angry defiance.
But Jimmy waved them bacl,

“Told on! Give him a chance!”
he said. “Morny, will yvou do the
sensible thing? You don’t want the
whole ‘Form to despise you a3 a
sneaking cad-—"

“0Oh, I don’t mind!”

- “Tf vou don’t care what Roeokwood
thinks of you——""

SSINO A bt

“Very well,” said Jimmy, as there

was another angry growl. “If that’s

They |

, and he thought it was |
Hrroll’s ‘WOIlﬁ,. and cdetamed him for
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"no cry had left Morny’s lips.

e

'}

Yf:m re going to he ragged till you
promise to own up to Bootles in the

morning.’

EERatS !l‘?
I!!

ANuff  jaw ! howled  Arthur
Edward Lovell angrily. ¢ Collar the
cad, and put him thmurrh 1612

Eollar him 1 said Jimmy Silver,
And there was a rush.

Mornington’s hands went up like

lightning, and he hit out furiously as
the juniors closed round him.

Arthur Edward Lovell was the first
to reach him, and he was met with a
drive on the point of the jaw that
sont him spinning. Lmrell crashed
into Jimmy Silver, and bowled him
over, and they went to the floor to-
ether.

Raby was down, and Newcome
ﬁi;aggered_—-—hut then a drive from
{Jm]lroy flung Mornington across his
HOC

The next moment five or six pairs

of hands ‘were upon him, and he was

secured,.

Jimmy Silver scrambled up.

“Ow! Owid Ow!” came from
Arthur Edward Lovell. He sat on
the floor, nursing his chin. “Qw!
Ow! Ow!”

Mornington was strugglmrr furi-
ously. J1mmy Silver ran to grasp
him; but the dandy of the Fourth
had no chance. Lm'ell staggered up,
and. holding his chin with one hand,
held ’\rlm‘rws neclk with the other.
The dandy of the Fourth gasped help-
lessly.

'THE

|

‘not easy to endure in silence.

, “I—Ie.re it 151”
“Good! Tay on while I count !
“You bet! '”

Mornington struggled despemtelv
as he was laid face down on his bed.

123

But resistance was vain with each |

arm and leg held in three or four
hands. He was spread-eagled on the
bed, and Newcome stood over him
with the shpper. _
“For the last time, Morny!” said
Jimmy Silver. |
Mornington gasped.
“(o and eat coke!” |
“Very well. Go it, Newcome !”

Whack ! Whack ! Whack !
Whaek ! |
Newcome “went it”> with a vim.

The slipper rose and fell with sound-
g thwacks upon Mormngtc}n.

Whack ! Whack! Whack !

Mornington set his teeth hard.

His pride would not allow him to
utter a cry. But the castigation was

“Slip-

pering ” was a severe form of pumsh-
ment, very nearly as severe as a
flogging from the Head.

With his teeth shut hard, Morny
bore it in savage silence.

“Fifty !” ' counted Jimmy Silver,
““Chuck it, Newcome ! Now, will you
do as the Form wants, Morny ?”

“No!” choked M@rmngtmn

72

“Giive him another fifty!” suaid
| Higes
¥ Hie, the, fhel Give him five

hundred'” chuchléd Tubby Muﬂin
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Jimmy kmi,ted hls brows.
“Youwll run the gauntlet -next,

‘then,” he said..

[5!

1 won’t stir! |
“We'll see about that,”
caplain of the Fourth curtly.
up, vou fellows!”
(S *3 T
Jimmy—-"" began Erroll appeal-

ingly.
Stand back, Erroll !

“Shut up!
Erroll  was pushed badi and the

said the
“Horm

-_]unu::rrs {ormed up in a double row for ‘
Muffin

o8 A b Even Tubby
turned out of bed, and stuﬁed a sock,
to have his “whack?” at the victim.
Mornington did not move, as he was
called upon to run.

“You hear, Morny?”
Jimmy Silver.

“(to and eat coke !”’

“Blart him !”, said Jimmy.

Conroy and Pons collared the
obstinate junior without ceremongy,

and flung him betneen the wmtmg-

YOV S,
The fellows nearest to Morny
started lashing out, with socks and

and the hapless
He

pillows and slippers,
rltmnhr of the ¥ourth had to run.

puni,m] along savagely, with swipes

raining on him from both sides.
Tubby Muffin, in his eagerness, over-
shot the mark, and missed Morning-
ton, and
upon the nose mth his stuffed sock.
There was a bellow from Higgs, and
he rushed upon the fat Classical, who
flecl fr m}twally among the beds.
Maocnington

CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENGE !

Form-master blinked at the junior over his glasses and then at the chaiked figure.

¢ 80, Erroll, this is your respect for your Form-master!?’

wase tha authur of the caricature, as all the other junmm were in their places.
| sir 1 ¥ stammeraci tha jumnr awkwardly,

“Tang you! Let me go! Hang
youly b
“Keep the cad pinned!” said
Jimmy Silver. “Hallo! Keep off,
Brroll, you ass!  What do you .
fmt;‘f”

Hrroll, with nale, set face, shoved
into the group.

“T.ot Morny alone!” he said.
“1lo's my pal, and I’'m standing by

him. Let him go!”
“You silly ass'! ' Stand back !’
“Sheor off 17

[Orroll shoved on, and four or five
fellows collared hml rushed him back
to his bed, and hurled him upon it,

| breathless. Then they gathered round

Valentine Mommgton agaln,

The 5th Ghaptm*,
A Form Ragging!

Moinington stood in the midst of
Jn1s c'uptﬂra his face flushed grimuson.
and his eves glittering. Ile was still
feebly resisting, and the juniors had
to keep a firm grasp on him. But

One

shout would have brought a. prefect

.

1o the dormitory ; but Morny did not |

Walful and
Tie was

thinle of uttering it.
wrc}nghhf.,aded as he was,
“oame’” all through.
“ Now, you 51131:* s 1ee-hv ass 7" said
J iy Silver gnmlv “Now vou're
lf{:}}l]tl‘ Loy trct 3(;1].11' 1}*1*{1{‘1*11]&?
get it il you give your word ‘u:} oW1
n to Bootles in the morning. - Lay
Tnm across his bed, youl fallows ! [}ld
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,
S0, We Imay as w ell gel 1o buame&s. | you bring the shppm, I\ewwrnﬂ "‘_

You'll |

t,

L
L
"

quickly Tm ards him.

door when M.

“The cheeky rotter hasn’t yelled yet.

It’s like his cheek not to yell 17

Jimmy Silver hemtafed |

Kifty “* whacks ” with a slipper was
a severe punishment, and he would
have given a good deal for Morny to
abandon his attitude of wWrong- hBﬂ.de
obstinate defiance. But nothing, evi-
xlvnf]y, was further from Morning-
ton’s thoughts.

" Am I to go on 97 asked Newcome.

“A dozen more,’

al 1.LHL

The slipper rose xand fell

sl no sign from Marnmg-tﬂn——nf},

sign and no muud Newcome gave
tho last strolkes lightly, in spite of
himsgelf, Ele was as exasperated as
anyono by the obstinacy
Whﬂ' was utterly

J]uvL and endurance
SThat will do,? said Jimmy un-
easily. Lt the silly ass go !’
“But he hasn’t promised—"
began Lovell. |
“If he doesn’t,
cgauntlet.”
oo L .
Mornington  was released,
volled, panting, off
rather  unsteadily,

he s]:_la.ll run - the

uhd hl“
the bed, and stood
Frroll

22

“Lv:w me al{mﬂ 7 auttered Morn- |
igton. 1 won’t promise, and T
won’t do anythin’ I don’t choose-=siot
if I’'m cut in pieces! So you can pub
ih];?t N your pipe and snwhe it, J1 immy

MAVEL .

' said Jimmy Silver

of a fellow
i the wrong ; ‘but he:
ould not help admiring Morny’s grim:

alae

iVir. Bootles took i1t fer

1

4

J Arthur

The door of the dormitory openod,

Kit Erroll was about to rub the chalked caricature from the
Bootles loomed up

in the doorway. 'The
¢80 !’ Le exclaimed.
granted that Erroil
‘¢ 1—1 was rubbing it out,

&

g blows descending on him, and as

he reached the end of the lines he

staggered and fell,

Erroll ran to his aid.

* Now———"bhegan Lovell.
dward was interrupted.

and Bulkeley of the Sixth appeared in
the doorway:. “Running the gaunt-
let” ‘was rather a mnoisy form of
ragging, and the commotion in the

“dormitory had reached other ears.

22

“What the thump——-"" exclaimed
Bulkeley angrily, as he surveyed the
starthing scene in the glimmering

candle-light.

“Cave!” howled Putty.
The juniors bolted to their beds, like

7 dbbltH to their burrows.

Tubby Muffin, thus p]‘ﬁ*»‘idﬂﬂtidl]ﬂf
rescued fmm the vengeance of Alfred
Haggs, plunged into bed, and drew

- the blankets over him, bursting into
1 a snora as he did so.
that that snore showed gmat presence
of ‘mind.

.
|

J ubby thonght

Bulkeley Sif{)db into the dormitory.
Ouly Hrroll and Mornington re-
mained cut of bed. Wrroll was help-

noe hts ehum to his feet.

“YWell, what do vou mean by this
vow after lichts out?” demanded the
captain of Rookwood. |

“ Ahem ! Only a-—a—a little rag,
Bulkeley,” murmuared Jimmy Silver.
£ Do vou  know 1t's’ nearly ' ten
o’clock 7 snapped Bulkeley.

“ Ahem L
1ol into bed, Mormmngton, and

Luo}.l &

exclaimed

staggered on, with rain-

Thnaa Halfpenca

i e

[ ] .

caught Higgs of the Fourth

- his head on the pillow to sleep.

2 mule.
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i Certmnl old top!” answered
Mornin ton, ‘with all his old coolness,
and he limped to his bed.

“Now, what i1s all this about?”

| demanded Bulkeley,

No reply.

R0me nf the fellows expected Morny
to speak, but he did not. 'As in the
Form-room that afternoon, he disap-
pomted expectation, though i a dif-

ferent way.

“Well, turn in!” grc}wled Bulkeley.
“Hvery kid in this dormitory will take
two nundr&d lines !’

66 Oh !:3

“And if there’s another sound from
this room to-night. I shall come back
with a cane, and then 22

Bulieley did not compiete the sen-
tence; he left the rest to the imagina-
tion of the juniors.

He collected up the candle-ends, and
blew them out, and quitted the
cdormitory.

Tubby Mufin Geased to snore.

23 50, who’s going to do my
lmes 7 Muftin inquired. * Are you
going to do them, Jimmy? I was
only backing you up, you know.”

Y Bropa-p 17

*“1 say, let’'s make Morny do ihe
lot,”” said Tubby. “It’s all Morny’s

falﬂt, VOl lmmw E

“Are we going on,

Jimmy 7’ asked

Lovell. : ; __
¢“No. Bulkeley will be keeping his
ears open after this,” answored

Jimmy Silver.,  ““Besides, Morning-
ton’s had enough.”’

“ But ha hdsn’t promised to own up
to Bootles.” |

“I know. There’s a limit, though,”
said Jimmy. “He’s had a Form-
rageing, and a jolly good one. I'm
done with him !”

And with that, Jimmy Silver t-ur%ed

he
restt of the ¥ourth followed nis
example; but 1t was a long time be-
fore sleep came to Valentine Morn-
ington,

The 6th Chapter.
Morny’s Littie Way.

Jimmy Silver did not speak to
Mornington, or look at him, when the
(Classical Fourth turned out the next
aay.

Some of the juniors avere inclined
to renew the ragging ; but Jimiy sot
his face against ’Lh{m: and he had his
Way.

Mornington had sinned againgt the
Jaws and customs of the ]iomlﬂwml
Fourth, and he had had his punish-
inent ; and there, so far as Jimmy
Silver was concerned, the mabter
ended.

The ragging had certainly had no
effect npon his obstinacy. But JImmy
did mnot think that another ragging
would be of any more use i that
respect. Valentine Mornington coul:d
not always be led ; but he could never
be driven.

IMornington had some aches and
pains that day, though he made no
remark on the Eubj{%Lf? indeed. no-
body was very much inclined to histen
to remarks from Mornington, or to
answer them i1f made. M{}rny was
sometimes popuiar, but his uncertain
temper made 1t impossible for him to
be popular for any length of time, and
undoubtedly his popularity was now
at 1ts lowest ebb.

He did not seem to care.

He strolled elegantly . out S8 the
dormitary, his easy manner nol be-
traying in “the least that he was feelhing
ﬂwf,rely the uﬂecta of the overnight's
ra2ging.,

Somea dark clances were cast aiter
him. and that was all.

i He ought to have another dose of
the same medicine’!”’ muttered Arthur

| -I_dwal d Lovell gruffly.

Jimmy Silver ahnoh his head.

“It wouldn’t make any difference,”
he said. ‘“Morny is as obstinate as
He's had his medicine, The
ti'ﬂuble 1s, that I shall have to 'fll
Hrroll’s }*ﬂd(-u in the team.: There
isn’t another man as good!?”

“ What, aholl little me ?”” grinned
Newcome,

“Next: bestiletaaicl  JHmn) v, i
Morny doesn’t do the decent thing,
vou’ll have to go in ingtead of Frroll,
Newcome !’

“Then I’ll look for my bat !”

Jimmy Silver had httle hmpe NOW
that Mornington would do the decent
thing, as ho termed it. He was almost
imclined to explain te Mr. Bootles.
himself how the matter stood; but
that was nol quite feasible. He oave
Morny a grim look when they went
into the Form-room for morning
lessons, and the dandy of the Fourth
came to him,

“You've decided not tfa play me
to-day, Silver?” Mornington. asked.

4, tht, 1”7 said Jimmy curtly.

“Why lose two men inst'e:ad of only
one 7’

“Grace can take your place pretty
well; and you lumw that you ﬁught




|
!
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to be detained instead of Er roll
leaving you free to do what is right.”
“Oh rats!”’ -
J1mimy Silver turned his back on
him, aml went_to his place. He had
had enough of Mornington just then.
Mr. Bootles came into the Form-
room, and the buzz of taltk among the
juniors ceased. It was noticeable that

_Every Wonday
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I'm | the game was to begin very soon

after. | |
. Kit: Erroll stood in the School
House doorway, watching  the

cricketers as they started foyr Little
Side, with a {*l{:mded brow.
pleasant to give up a cricket-match
on a sunny afterxmﬂn for detention

Mr. Bootles had lost his wusual { ing Latm. And he l{nr=w too, that
urbanity in dealing with Erroll. He | his presence was mqmr@d on the
had not forgotten the incident of the | cricket-field. ~ But it could not be

previous day.

When lessons were over, and the
Fourth-Form were going out, Mz,
Bootles called to the junior in dis-
prace. . .

‘* Krroll 1”2

S ¥ias s

“Vou wwill come to the Form-room
at two o’clock, and 1 shall set you

- your  task. You will remain il
five.”

“Nery  well, “mir!” said Erroll
guietly:

And he ft}lluwﬁd the vest out of the
Form-room.

“And you're going to let him be
detained, vmu utter rotter!” Lovell
muttered fiercely to Mornington, in
the passagoe. |

Mornington did not seem %o hear.
He walked away with his hands in his
pockets, whnt]mg

He came in to dinner later with a
smiling face.

Unpﬂpulﬂrilv 18 not easy or pleasant
to bear, as a rule; but to judge from
Morny’s looks, hie really appeared to
be enjoying it.

After dinner, Jimmy Silver & Co.
gave their attention to preparations
for the cricket-match. The Bagshot
sricketers were expected at twn, and

4 0l
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(A Splendtd Series of Articles dealing with the Author’ s Expemences in Dzﬁemm

It 15 not for
derful Austraha to iny readers; my
job is to  tell of my- experiences,
especially the more thrilling
and yet I would like to write about
this beautiful country and all the
many wonders to be seen there.

(roing mnorth through Victoria, 1
struck a farm that was a very won-
derful place i ifts way, for th(}ugh
the farm was bul a small one,. 1t pro-
duced among other tlnngs——-*wl'lmn
corn, lucerne hay, potatoes, .pigs,
applns, pears, lemons, oranges,
cherries, olives, figs, grapes, and mul-
berries.
cated country of Golburn Valley,
and Northern Victoria is, I believe,
‘he most splendidly 1111ga.ted wunhy
i the world.

When I recall the names of Sey-
mour, Hangalove, . Iuroa, Violet
lmm [%u{{dugunnp ancl Helmlla 1
get g great longing to tell you of
these pretty places, and the very
good people L met 1n them. At
Buros [ arvived fairly done up, the
soles of my bools were gone, and
my {eet were in a dreadful state.
The heat had by now tannerl me &
dark brown, and the grey dust of the
road had pmmirafed my clothing to
the skin.
good rest, and a pair of new boots.
,AS I centered Wuroa a vicious
mongrel, on the prmmple of ‘Mt &
‘man while ho is down,” flew out at
'me from behind a mttage I was pags-
g, and before I had realised what

had happened he had fastened his’

teeth in my frousers at the back of
my thigh, and had totn a piece about
six inches' square vight out of the
right leg. T turned swiftly, but was
ot smart enough, for the brute spun
round in a flash, and with the cloth
in his evil mouth and his long tail
tucked well down between his legs
he smmply faded out of sight in a
cloud of dust down the lnng road.

A gentleman who had seen the
successful attack of the canine enemy
now came up to me, and courteously
invited me to go on to his placs,
whare the necessary repairs could be
made. I accepted his kind offer, but
when we came to a beautiful hﬂllse
and I saw three young ladies play-
ing croguet on the lawn, I felt 51mply
rotten.  The blood rushed to m
face, my feet seemed to have sud-

!

helped, and he turned away with a
sigh.

punctually, and Mr. Bootles came in a
minute later and found him there.
With a cold face and freezing voice,
the Worm-master set him his task.
Mr. Bootles was very much offended,
and he did not conceal that fact. And

It was not

in a dusky old Form-room, and grind-

THE

he hecame aware that the Form-room
door was half-open, and that Morn-

He was in the Form-room at two |

Irroll, painful as it was to him to fall-

in the opinion of a master he liked
and respected, could not explain.
was for M()rnmgtnu lo explain; and
Morny had declined.

”You will remain till five, Erroll!”
concluded Mr. Bootles, ‘I shall ex-

pect yvour task to be completed by

that time.”
- “Very well su_*' i
Mr. Bﬂotlm ruatled out of the

Form-room.

Frroll rosge, and glanced from the
window, which gnve a view of a part
of the ecricket-ground. 'The green
field was dotted with white-clad
fioures, and a crowd of fellows was
gathering to watch the game. Bag-
shot lma just arrived, and J1mmy
Silver nst greeting P&nl{léy and
Poole. Krroll gazed at them for a
minute or two, and then returned
qmet]y Lo his df‘ﬁha As he sat dﬂwn

wE i

et

me to deseribe won- |

Lones,

Thig farm was inn the irri-'

) Mm

' hou became do acute that t

ity
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By LESLIE WILSON.

Parts of the Worid.)

the toes of my right foot were fresh
air fiends, and Would persist m show-
ng ﬂmmseln es—while my 1mas.:~nm—
the hole
111 the back of my trousers grew so

| that by now the seat seemeéd all gone,

and my hand not big enough to con-
ceal the damage. Bul my new
friend was a strategist worthy of the
secasion, and got me into the hrmse
by methods that roused my admiva-
tron.

Those three young Jladies were
danghters of my friend, and real

trumps they turned oub tor be.

This gentleman was a }nunmwnt
fownsman, arnd through his energy
and interest a lecture was arra ngf‘*d
1 small publie hall, where. a couple
of nights’ later., [ stood up and told

walk ‘I had already done. and what
I hoped to accomplish.  There were
no expenses attached to my lecture,

¥ s0 the wlmle of the ecollection iaLeu

that evening was handed over to me
untouched. [ was able with the pro-

(,eeds of this lecture to buv 4 new.

L badly l‘lef’dﬂd a bath, a |

] necessities,

pair of boots, breeches, and other
and when, a day later, 1
“wanted to set off on the 10110* trail
again, my new friends ‘wc-ulcl not hear
of my leaving until my feet were in

* mmd Cﬂlldltl()llwﬂllm in their estima-

| t10n,

or a month’s time. I gave my feet

thiree more davs, and one week after
[ entered Buroa I left again on the
trail, well shod and decently clothed,
buti with sincere 7regaets—on both
sides~—at having to' park from SO
many good friends.

Upon this road I was much pes-

; tel‘etl with grasshoppers; that season

there was a very bad plague of them

all over the country. As I tramped
along the road, or through the fields,
my passage would dlatmb millions of
these insects, which. would arise in a
great and continuous cloud all around
me, striking me all over the body and
head in their flight. Hundreds of
them would clmﬂ' to my clothing, my
bare QIS and my face, and not f}nlv
was theére the unpleasant sensation of

it |

|

|

|

l

|

denly grown to elepbantine mzeﬂall

the gﬂﬁd folk of the town of the little

would be in about three weeks

q'l--

ey e e D g

a few hasty words he told me i:}mt‘1
his little son had just:been bitten by

these insects striking me confinually

in the face and on my arms, but [
was kept going, almost w ithout cessa-
tm-n durihg

g the time I was actually

citeery old Moses
lookin’

ling.

Jl.

the stables.

BOYS® FRIEN

ington was standing there, regarding

‘him with an amused grin.

at the cricket—like
on the mountain,
Promised Land!”
“Teelin’ pretty

“Been lookin’

at,  the
grinned Mornington.
dowtv——w.ﬂmt ?”‘ |

¢ A little,” said Krroell.
“ All my fault—what ?” |
N "

“Why don’t you row with me?”

Erroll smiled.

“1 don’t want to row, Morny.
Clear off, there’s a good fellmw and
let me rret to work. [’ve got a cer-
tain amount to grind through.” s

“Best wishes for a happy after- |
noon !’ grinned Mornington, and he
strolled out of the Porm-room whist-

erl.l set. patiently to work.

He had always borne with his chum
with a patience th e other fellows found
a little difficult to understand; and
perhaps, at this moment, Erroll won-
dered whether he was a little too
patient with Mornington. Friendship,
ever such deep and sihcere friendship
as his own, had its limits. Morning-
ton was not likely to keep another
friend.  Bul. that reflection was
enough to determine Krroll to
loy a,l to his trying chum. With a
clmuded brow he worked at Latin;
but his thoughts were with the fellows
on the oriohﬁt-ﬁeld. -

“ Krroll 17

Hrroll started to his foet, as Mr.
Bootles came hastily infto the Form-
room.

“Yeou, gip?"”

study and confessed,” Lie replied.
seems that 1t was Mornington who!

be |

“YDu foa]mh boy s e*ﬁc('lalmed Mr

i

walking 1 brushing L]. “ereatures off
my flesh.

One hot, muggy day, as I was rear-’

mge small farmhome to ask for a !

drmh of water. 1 noticed a man run-

ning toward the house with a child

in s arms,
out 1m
within,
Verge

broke into a run, in case I could be

at the same time calling
agonising  tounes to semeonc
I felt that here I was on the

of some help. |

A few seconds brought me to the
house. At the same time the man
whom I had seen running came to

the door, scemungly in great distress,

W Qure,

.

Si‘(ﬂwl?tq e
&* Sipe QE e,
: It'z.%i—iime.rﬂ_in

‘\’."?*\f’

SNVl relalion To
N \ \\A"ﬁ?za, botid

A compact little outfit for combating |
the deadly bite of a snake.

and when he first saw me I noticed a
look of relief pass over his face. In

a deadly snake, and he asked me,
would I mind wmbmw with his wife
until he could fetch a ‘doctor from the
nearest township. I readily con

sented, and asse-*-d on into t:he house,
while ‘the far‘mer made his way to
I hurried into the front

of witnessing a tragedy, and I |

Felce

Bootlas, 1n a moved voice. e Wh - did
you I’l{)t tell me the facts ye sterdayf"

I could not guess that you were
‘shielding another!” AR e
i 60 ol | e guaped Brroll. “ You—

yOIl e

Mr. Bootles gave him a very kind '

smile.
“Mornington has just come to my
[ It

chalked that disrespectful picture on
the door, and you were only trying
to save him from his foolishness, when

I came in, and supposed- You
should have told me, Krroll 1?2

Li ‘[ I - |

“I—Ic}wever, I  understand your

motives,” said Mr., Bootles kindly,
“You may go, Hrroll, Your deten-
tion is, of course, cancelled,”

“Thank JOM, o) el L7
Erroll.

His face was very bright now.

It was not only that he was free
to join the cricketers; but his c¢hum
had done the right thing; that was
what made Ermllﬂ face fush with
pleasure. ,

Mornington followed the Korm-
master into the room. Hrroll's sen-
tence had been transferred to hm ;
he had expected that, Ie grinned at
his chum as Turroll came from his

desk,
* Cut fo ? he whis
just goin’ to begin !”’
£ ‘»‘lcarn}? E}Id (,hal}
yOUu-——

““lad you're goin’ to Iﬂay oricke
Cut off, Lheu‘” 2

“(Had vou’ve done theright thing,
Morny, I was wrong to donbt you
for a moment.”

yared, “They're

'm awfully glad

fellow on a bed,
terrified mother,
Now, only a fow days before this, I
had had oiven to me by & g@ntlnumn
in, I’thlnk Wangarratta, a remedy for
E‘JH’IL&,*bItP This consisted of a small
double-edged, razor-like blade of
steel, .:meut ﬁve-elghths of an inch 1n
len rth fixed in a oylinder-shaped
hHI‘(ﬂﬁ ‘made of boxwood. A little

wooden shoarﬂl fittad over the blade

atid serewed on to
the handle by a small ihwsd COTTe-
sponding in both parts. The handle
was hollowed out at the bottom, and a

when not in use,

little cap, which also .:_f::uz-wa_d off,
made a little nest or box 1n tHe
handle, This hollowed-out part was

filled with & disinfectant in the form
of brown crystals, and the whole in-
strument was very neat and compact,
and could be carried in a small vesi
pocket, being less than two inches in
length. &3t Vi

Dirvectly 1 saw the boy 1 remem-
bered the precious instrument i my
pocket, and, as every second was
extremely precious, I rather roughly
took charge of the boy from the
mother, and having by now the blade
bare, ready for “i.tmi I took the little
follow’s rlgllt hand in: my left (the
hite ‘was on the back of the wvight
wrist), getting his right - arm under
my left, so that he could neither see
what I was domng or stop me.

T made a number of rapid incisions

=

{ oud of his body. ') i &

| glad to slip away,
{air of a new and perfect morning.

| while'and joined me. 1 |
) the overwhelming gratitude that the

room, where I found the voor iittle

over and all around the bitten part,
and then, apn]vimr my lips to, the
wound, I sucked it like o bat, and
then l*ubbed the cryvstals into the cuts.
I worked on the little fellow until 1
thought all the blood had been drawn

I ordered the poor mother to make
plenty of hot water and strong coffee ;

L

and, watleching together from four
! o’clock 11 the aflernoon until five
o'clock  mnext morning, when the

’dné:atnr arrived in charge of the hus-
band, we were able to keep the little
chap alive, awake, and in fairly good
conditiomn.

Neither the doctor nor the husband
—who, by the way, could not find n
doctor at the first township, and had
had to ride twenty-cight miles to the
‘next place, a distance of fifty-six miles
altogether-—expected to “find the boy
Slds Al whisn the nrofessional
man announced that with ordinary
care the ‘boy would soon be out of
| danger, the .pent-up feelings of the
voung {*unpl* gave way, and I was
out inte the fresh

The hushand came out in a little
I will pass over

farmer and his wife showered on me.
The medical man warmly com-
plimented me, and gaid that I had
sfwed the boy s life; but I think a
good number of things contributed
to that end. One, the good friend
who gave me the snalke.bite cure;
the next, the pluck of the little fellmx.r
A salE ot hm mother. While as for
me, it was Fate thal gent me to that
homestead—~1 was but the imtrument
of Fate.

It was just the season for grapes,
and hereabouts I passed enormous
vineyards, Sometimes the hill, as fav

Thl‘é& nalfpanﬁa

atammered

supported by his

|

4

ang out for

seemed something

seemed to have rent the very
in twain and let the rain ﬂut I was

olad to rush for the low doory ay that
-I had espied a few yards off. |

215 /20
Morny’s face softetied.
“T was only keepm’ it up, to shoW"
I didn’t care for theiwr silly rdn‘gm‘

You should have known that
“1 did know 1t, Morny

3

“Wlornmgtun‘” It was Mr.
Bootles’ voice.

ED T

Erroll hurried from the IF 01‘11’1 1‘0011’1
with a last grateful glance ‘at his
chum. As he went, he heard  Mr.

Bootles’ volge mstruvtmg Mornington
in the task that was to occupy him
tll five o’¢lock..  With a hight heart,
Erroll ran down to the cricket-field.

Jlmm %Ilvw and T\lt Erioll were
at the W'J.{JLELE, in Rookwood’s second

mnings, when Mornington strolled
down to the cricket-field a few
- minutes after five.

“How's it ‘goinl, “INewcome?”

drawled Morny, joining
by the ropes.

Newcome nodded to him, Erroll's
presence in the team was a suflicient
indication that Morny had done the
right thing, and Newcome only won-
dered why he had not done it earlier.

“Thlrt all 1in the firgt innings;
second, Bagshot 40, Rookwood 37,
and three wnket’s to fall 1’ said New-
¢come. |

“Good egg ! We're goin’ to win !”?
said Nlﬁrnmgton cheerfully. **Oh,
well hit, Brroll! Well hit, old man !”

And Valemme Mormnn;tuu Jamed

that youth

loudly in the ringing cheer that
gr eeted the winning hit,

THE END,
(Next Monday's long complele
story of Rookwood 13 r’:tﬁatlfff
“ Pubby . Mufin’s Freasurel’’ By

Owen Conguest. )

as the eyes could see, would be hidden
altogether under green vines heavily
laden with luscious fruit.

1t was while in the wine di*trict'

that I had a fairly trying experience
that was on the borderline of
tragedy.

{ was walking one day along a
rather dangerous road, that at times

approached the edge of a fairly deep

gully, through the bottom of which
flowed a swift and noisy river.

The sides of the gully wherp the
road approached were very steep and
dangerous, and thers was no fence or

rail to make the road more safe at
these places. Indeed, at one or two
parls, portions of the road itself had
,{11%&.}}ppared, gone 1 some recent
landslide caused by heavy rainstorms.

It was about three o’clock in the
afternoon., when the weather, which
had been bedutlfuily fine all the moy-
ing, suddenly changed. _,

Within a few minutes from very
hot the atmosphere changed to bitter
cold; the sky rapidly became over-
cast, uyntil 1n a short time 1b swas
almost as dark as night. The air had
a very slight movement, and in the
distance 1 could see the storm ap-
proaching by the rapid play of Light-
ning in the sky, ..:.,nd the far- GII. angry
murmur of thunder:

I did riot relish being ﬂuught on this
road m a tropical storm, and therefore
I quickened my pace, until at last
broke mto a tim all the while look-
sheltar. The storm was of
such 4 violent nature that it was easy

to mark 1ls approach by the play in

the heavets,
that 1
saw ahead, and a little on my left,
a long, Loty building right up against
the road, With {eeli lings of thankfuL
ness I raced for the shelter.

Just as I reached within a fow yards
of the building a tew heavy drops of
vain fell; and then, as I was looking
for some kind of entrance, a terrific
clap of thunder broke very low, and
just ovarhead. 1t was stagg-erlng i
1t shattering detonation, and I felt a
little stunned and ummentmﬂy be-
wildered. And, before I could gather
tmy wits, a flash of vivid sheet light-
ning it e whole countryside up in
an. unearthly glare, and showed me
every detail in a few brief seconds of
the hmldmg before me. |

Hyven in that startled g]&nca there
sinister 1n  the
place.. There was an @ old and
mysterious look about it that under
those conditions I did not fancy. But
as the thunder and lightning had

heavens

and Just as 1t seemed

Only a few yards to go.

_ But the
rain fell bodily

in a solid mass, and

by the time I reac:h{»}d the door 1 was
My hat

smlply sopped to the sgkin.
was gone, when and where, T knew
w0b, and already my teeth were chat-
termg with the (‘ﬁld |

I pressed against the dooz, and,
much to my surprise, it opened, and
I stumbled inside.

The shneking wing,
to have been released bv the thunder,
tore around the building like &

WS def-tmed 10 ba cau ‘*“1113 I_

that seemed



fi

e
.

viffle, and that’s enough.

ang.

The 1st Chaplev,
Chunky Starts.
g rontil?
hunky  Todgers met  Frank
Richards & Co. as they avrived at
Cedar Creek School one sunny morn-
mg, with that announcement. There
was a beaming smile on Chunky’s fat.
tace, and ho im!d up a paper in his
podgy hand--the latest number of the
“Thompson Press.”
Franlk

““What's® ont?”
Richards. |

* My advertisement " gaid Chunky
Todgers loftily.

“Oh!”? ejaculated the three chums
together.

Important as that advertisement
was to Master Joseph Todgers, it had
been quite forgotten by Frank
Richards & Co. Now, as Chunky
held up the paper for inspection, they
chuckled. |

* Blessed if T see anything to snig-
ger at!’ said Chunky crossly. = “I
tell you I’ve been reading all about
lfoxy Ferrett, the detective, and I
can beat him. at his own game. If
only ar murder would happen in the
Thompson Valley, you’d see that I'd
got the gift. Didn’t I find Molly
Lawrence’s watch when 1t was lost,
owing to my wonderful skill?” .

“ Wasn't . that  an, acecident?”
grinned Bob Lawless. -

“ Certainly not. 1 found a clue,
and followed it wup, and—and there
you are !”

“What was the clue?” asked Vere
Beauclere.

“No good going into that:
fellows wouldn’t understand.” said
Chunky Todgers. “1 worked the
I wish 1
get a really serious case to

cpuired

vOu

t:{}uh']

handle—a murder, or a kidvapping,
A o
But folkd are so pesky |

or something, sk
law-abiding 1 this section. What do
vou fellows thmk of the advertise-
ment?”’ |

rank Richards & Co. surveyed it
with geriing faces,

Chunky’s latest *‘stunt’’ seriously
as he took 1t himself, only moved his
schoolfellows 1o merranent,  The
wonderful  exploits of Foxy Ferretr,
the deteotive i the latest novel from
Gunten's Cirenlating ITabrary, ‘had
moved the fat and fataons Chunky to
emulation, But there really was not
much geope for an amateur detective
at tho mﬂlmnl i the backwoods: and
oven along the valley, and out on the
ranches, crime was almost unknown,
which was rather & disadvantage for
Todgoers the Detective.  Certainly,
the other Cedar Creek fellows ivere
not likely to credit Chunky’s. claims.
They were only likely to chortle at
his absurdities,

The advertiserment was really strik-
My, Penrose had put it guite
prominently i the “Thompson
Press,” ‘perhaps lopking upon it as a
good joke. Irank Richards had
stood a dollar for the advertisement,
after much persuasion from the en-
torprising Chunky., It ran, in ‘evi-
dent 1mitation of advertisements
Chunky had seen in newspapers from
(Chicago:

“THE DETECTIVE YOU WANT !
TODGERS!

DO Y0U WANT ANYBODY
- WATCHEDY

LOST YOUR WATCH? = TLOSE
YOUR BONDS?  LOST YOUR,
PET RABBIT?

CALL ON TODGERS !

"TODGERS DELIVERS THE
GOODS !

Any
Taken Up and Put Through.

Wirite to Todgers, or Look In.

TODGERS. CEDAR CREEK
SCHOOL.”. -

¢

Publishea
Every WNionday

-_.MF__F_H

\

kind’ of Detective Business

''''''

-‘.

'THE BOYS’ FRIEND

Frank Richards & Co. chuckled
loud and long. How Chunky could
possibly expect anybody to come to
a  school for a detective was a
mystery to them. Any citizen of the
Thompson Valley who happened to
want a detective was not likely to
look for one in Miss Meadows’ class
at Codar Creek.  But that obvious
fact seomed 1o be lost on Joseph
Todgars.

“ What are you cackling at, you

silly  jays?”  Chunky demanded
warmly,  “Tan't that a jolly good
advertisement "
- MOh, mipping " said Frank, laughe
ng.

Y Doesn’t 1t touch the spot?” do.
manded Chunky.

“lda, hal!l  Sure!” Bob
Law!loss. Wids, e, ancy

roarod

ha !

Chunky watching anybody when he |

VI W)

A LONG, COMPLETE STORY OF
FRANK RICHARDS & CO, OF
- CEDAR CREEK SCHOOL.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

‘only half fees.

rs
i

o
LA

._-"

“Ten dollars and expenses. But
T'll do 1t cheaper for personal friends.
If you fellows have missed anything,
I'll take on the case, and charge you

There !”’ |

“You're too generous, Chunky,”
said Ifrank Richards, as seriously as
he could.

“MThe fact 1s, I mean
generous,”’  said Chunky

to be
Todgers,

“Besides, 1 want to show what [ can

do, Now, is there anything going?
Flave you fellows missed anythimg?”

'rank Richards closed one eye af
hig comrades.

“Wall, I missed something yestor:
day,” ha said slowly. '

Chunky's eves glistened.

Ho jorked out w notebook and a
stump of pencil, being alveady pro-
-vit'lmll with  those indispensablo
adjunots of a detective,
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THE TRIALS OF A

out of the window. Two men in rough
showing undernoath the crape masks.
ow-~ow~d~don’t ! '’ howled ‘lodgers.

————— Em [T

¢an be seen a mile off !  You're
rather too fat for a shadower,
Chunky. You’re more substance than
shadow.”

¥ You watch out!” said Chunky
digdaintally. :
my chance. There may be a robbery
at the bank 1n Thompson, or the IRed
Dog crowd may go on the rampage
and shoot somebody; then you'll see

me wade 1 and nail the man. You
watch out!”

Ska, ha, hal”

“1 guess I'in  expecting some
answers to this advertisement, © ['ll

take up any case to begm. Of course,
I can't expect a murder to happeh
around here just to please me.”’
“Nunno! - That would be expect-
mg a lot,”” chuckled Frank Richards.
“I—1 suppose you fellows haven't

missed ~anything lately?” @ asked
Chunky.

* Missed anything?”’

“Yes., I guess I'll undertake to

find any lost property for you—at the
usual fees,”
“The nusual

123

foas !

I Lawless. *What are they?”

- “; - .--'ﬂﬂl'lu-ﬂ;:r#l,'
“p Ff"_"_"‘-"’f.ﬂ"f" A

o
Y
..'il"'

ﬂtﬁ—b a ST e el /0

BETEG?EVET Two masked

went spihning to the floor.
homespun were bending over the startied Chunky, their black beards
' Slay him 17 growled one, flourishing his dummy revolver. ¢ Yow-
‘*’Tis Todgers, the detective !

“You -walt till' I get |

grinned Bob

.
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A tarcet.” |
““A—a what?”’ -

YA target,” said Frank Richards |
o

cheerfully.  “Bob stuck it up, you
know, and we were practising with
our rifles, T missed 1t.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Lawless.

Chunky Todgers’ face was a study
for a moment.

“You-—you pesky jay!”' he ex-
clammed at last. ‘Do you nrean that
you were shooting at a target and
missed 117 ;

“ Kxactly.”

“You silly ass!” roared Chunky.
“That wasn’t what I mean at all.””

1t was what I meant,”  saud
Irank, chuckling.  You asked me if
1I'd missed anything, and I told you.
Aren't you going tlo take up the
onge !’ - |

Sl ha, hal”

(‘hunky Todgers jammed the note-
bhook and pencil back into his pocket,
with a withering look.

“You silly chump !’

“Hallo! There’s the bell!”
Yore Beauclere.

And Ifrank Richards & Co. strolled
on to the lumber school-house, smil-
ing: and the amateur - detective of
Cedur Creek followed, with a snort.

sard

The 2nd Chapisr.
A Very knjured Youth.

Chunky Todgers’ latest = stunt
epusod a good deal of merriment at
Jacluy Crack, and for some days there
was much laughter on the subject,
and Chunky received plenty of c¢hip-
ping from his schoolfellows. e bore
i all with' lofty seremity.  He was
waiting for his chance to come, and
whon that chance came he was going
o show these doubting
what his quality really was.

Unfortunately, the chance seemed a
long time coming. |

No doubt Chuuky’s famons adver-

tiserment had been read by a good
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““Yoop ! Keep off !

i

“1I'm your man!” he said briskly.
“ Let’s have the details, | You missed
something yesterday?”

Y s

“Where, and when?” asked
Chunky, i the brisk, snappy manner
that was Foxy Ferrett to the life.

© After I got . home yesterday,”
saicd Krank. |

“What time?”

“ About six.”

“Where did it happen?’”

“ About a hundred yards from the
ranch-house, on the prairie.”

“ What did you miss—some pro-
perty?” . o

“¥Yes; not mine. It belongs to Mz.
Lawless, my uncle.” |

*That's all right. T’ll find it for
hin,” said Chunky Todgers.  Now,
give me an exact description of the
article missed.’’

Irank

AL was crownd)’) vrsand

Richards gravely, while his comrades
“ About eighteen inches
in circumference,’”’ |

chuckled.

R .
“ Marked with painted circles.”
“What on earth was it, theni”

= o g o

men rushed in at the doorway, and Todgers

| the editor of the * Thompson

His red-bearded client bolted

Slay him 1??

ALy
them, probably, taking it for a joke of
ress.

If anyone took it seriously he did
not call on Chunky for his services.
Indeed, 1f any Thompson ‘ galoot ”
had wanted a detective, it was very
mprobable that he would have called
al Cadar Creck for one.

The week slipped by, and Detective
Todgers had not had a ‘‘case” placed
i s hands. |

For some days Chunky lived in
hope, but as day followed day with-
out the advertisement bearing fruit he
became rather more serious.

It was true that there were no
murders or baunk vobberies in the
Thompson Valley, nothing that Foxy
Ferrett would have cared to handle.
But Chunky was prepared to take up
the case of a lost dog or a missing
shirt. HEven such {rifiine cases did
not come his way. It peally besan to
look as if the Cedar Creck detcctfive

Thomases
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=

of the Thomnson folk—most of

was born to blush unseen and waste

his sweetness ou the desers air.
Frank Rachards & o, ingquired

- said Chunlky.

“an 1njured party.
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tive work ‘was getﬁing" on, i and
whether Chunky had put Foxy FHer-

rettanto the doep shade. But Chunky

only replied with grunts. He had no
news for them. - |

But on Friday, the last school-day
of the week, he tackled Frank Rich-

arvds & Co. after lessons.

“I haven’t had an answer to my
advertisement yet, you galoots,” he
told them in the playground, with a

VEry serious visage.

“Naot really 7 askell Frank.
'“Nﬂ%}ﬂl” |

“Did you expect any, you chump?’’

‘nquired Bob Eawless.

“The fact is, one advertisement

180U mnch good,” explained Chunky.
“You have to keep it up. You've
got  some money: in the bank,
Richavds. I’'m relying on you to see

me through.”

““Oh, my hat!”

Frank Richards’ money in the bank
scemed to haunt Chunky Todgers.
somehow Chunky seemed eonvinced
that if @ fellow had any money in the
bank he, Joseph Todgers, had a good

claim to some of 1, Chunky was a

httle bit of a Socialist withoiit know-
ing it |

*My 1idea 1s this;” said Chunky.
“You como along with me to Pen-
rose's office and fix it up.. We'll
arrange for a standing advertisement
for six months i

“Will we, by

Jove?” ejaculated

Hranlk Richards.

“¥Yep! That will only cost you
about twenty-five dollars.” -
St owon't!”? answered Frank.

“1f you're going to be mean

“1 am, old scout!”

“Of course, if yvou wanted to do the
really proper thing wou’d stand me,
say, a thousand dollars,” said Chunky.
“What I really want is to take an
office 1n Main Street at Thompson
and-——" | ;

o Phew !, .

SCAnd furnish it with a roll-top
desk, and so on, from Montreal, aud
engage a clerk i '

“Oh orumbs !’

“And a typist.
1 propex style.”

i e

“UTaim’t ecasy, beginning a serious
business while a galoot’s shll at
school, you know,” said Chunky, with
a sage shake of the head.

“ Has that just occurred to yoult”
sald Beauclere, with a langh.,

“And—and I can’t begin at home,””
1 couldn’t have my
clients calling therg——"

“Your whut?”’ velled Bob Lawless,

“My chients. I couldn’t have them
calling there. Popper wouldn’t under-
stand. He might give me the cows-
hide W,

wol g hal gt

“And 1t looks a bit unbusinesslike
to give the school as my address in

22

Then T ém‘uld sbart

‘my advertisement, doesn’t it?”

“Ha, hatiJust o few 1’

“Bo it Frank wiil do the deéens
thing and start me in an office in
Main Streef———-7" | ;

“ HWatheact?? | |

“Do you mean te say you won’t
Frank Richards?” demanded Todgers,
with deep and sorrowful reproach.

*Yes, rather!”

“You've got money in the bank
and 12

“1It’s staying
Frank Richards cheerfully.
night, Chunky !”’

“Hold on! 1T haven’t finished yet,
O rsess?? .

“We have!” answered Frank,

And the chums of Cedar Creeck de
parted.

They did not see Chunky Todgers
again till Monday.

On Monday at Cedar Creek the fat
veuth was looking less cheery than -
0f vore. |

He met the Co. with a reproachful
look, more of sorrow than of anger.
Bvidently he locked upon himself as

there!” answered
“ Good-

ey )

There was mo advertisement of
Todgers, Detective, 1n the current

number of the “‘Thompson Ppess.”
And Frank Richards had money in
the bank! These two facts taken to-
gethev, impressed Joseph Todgers

with a deep sense of injury.

His wondertul gifts ecould not find
free play and bring him fame and
fortune because Frank was® keeping
his money in the bauk, ins_teaE of
handing 1t over to Chunky! No won-
der Master Todgers looked sorrowful
and reproachful. 2

Naturally, Chunky was not silent
about his injuries, especially as he was
much given to chinwag.

The following day ¥rank was sar-
prised when Molly Lawrence asked
him : ;

“What have you been doing to
Chunky?" | '

“ Nothing that T'm aware of,
swered Hrank. | %1s
matter with Chuanky ?”

“He says you've
badly,” | |

“Does he?” ejaculated Frank.

23

' an-
anything the

treated him

‘every now and then how the detec- |  *[l¢'s telling all the school,”” said
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FIRST CASE!

“T suppose it is only his
nonsénse !’
_ Prank staved.

“T'm blessed if T know that I've

Molly.

done anything!” he said. “T’ll ask
the fat duffer. Thank you for telling
me.””

And Frank
Chunky. v

He found him addressing two or
three fellows by the porch of the
lumber schoolhouse, and as Frank
came up Chunky was saying :

“Mean, T call it! I’d never really
have thought it of Frank Richards;
but he’s treated me very meanly—
jolly near dishonestly, in fact %

““What's, that?”’ roared Frank,

Todgers junped.

“Oh, T didn’t see you, old chap!”
he stammered. ““I-—1 was just telling
these fellows that—that——"’

*“That Richards treated you meanly
and® swindled you!” grinned Eben
Hacke. ‘

“Now, what have I done, you fab
idiot?” demanded Frank, glaring at
Chunky.

Chunky glared back.

“You know what you’ve done!” he
rotonted. ‘“Keeping money locked up
in the bank when a chap’s badly in
need of the use of it; 2

gL n) hia 12 /

* Blegsed Shylock, T call you!” said
Todgers.

NIy,
Franl,

Y1 only asking for a thousand
ol o’

Richards looked | for

you—you——"  gasped

SOuly " vosred Hacke, ““Only a
(houmind — dollars? — Is  that  all,
Chunley i

SThat's all.. And, of course, T

should pay 16 baeke in o fow weeks.
But Richavds i 8o jolly moean——
Cuyonanal 1

Chunly won oub short os the ox-

waperpbod eanl cnught B by the
i

)
'imﬂ milu | PP TR PO (e

Chunlky  wus cub short ws the ox-
asporaled Wrank caught him by the
collar,

Rap, rap, vap !

Chunky’s bullet head was rapped on
the porch three times, and there were
three separate and fiendish yells from
Joseph Todgers.

Then Frank walked away with a
flushed face.

Ohunky rubbed his head.

“Ow !l Worn! Oh dear!”

And for some time Chunky was too
busy rubbing his head to proceed with
hig vecital of the sins
Richards. .

The 3rd Chapter. »
A Client at Last.

“Hallo! What’s the row?”

“Anything up, Frank?”

Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclerc
spoke together as they met Frank in
the playground. . Frank Richards’
face was flushed, and for once he was
looking quite angry.

“I'hat idiot Todgers——"" growled
Frank.

Bob chuckled. :

“What's he up to now?”

Hrank Richards explained, and,
rather to his annoyance, his chums
burst into a roar of laughter.

“It’s not such a joke,” he ex-
claimed.  “That silly ass is going
round telling everybody that I've
treated him meanly, because I don’t
take my money from the bank and
give it ©o him! Jevver hear of such
A ass

¢ Just'like Chunky ! chuckled Bob.

“The silly ass!” said Beauclerc.
“Fe can’t help being a born idiot!
He will get fed up with this stunt in
the long run. He always does.”

“J guess I've been thinking about
that I” said Bob Lawless. ¢ Chunky
hasn’t had any answers to his adver-
tisement. Nobody has put any cases
into his hands. 1t’s rather a shame.
I’ve been ' thinking that it’s about
time he had a case.”

“Tathead! How could he have a
i
case?

“We might {ind him one.”

¥ Ass! Nobody would give a school-
boy a case, would he, even if there
was anything doing.””

Yes, we might. My dear chap,
vou're demse!” said Bob. “Lend me
your ears, as we say in the play. It’s
some time since the Cedar Creek
Thespians did any stunts. We used
to be rather strong on theatricals.”

“ What the dickens——?

“You can make up, old chap. Why |

of Frank

(Continued from the previous
page.) %

not make up as a client for

Chunky Taodgers, and give him a

cage 77’

Frank started.

“My hat! What a wheeze |”

“If it fed him up with his de-
tective stunt it would be all to
the good. And it would be fun,
anyway.”

Frank Richards chuckled,

The three chums sfrolled out to the
bank of the creek, there (o discuss the
scheme unheard by other ears.

They were smiling when they came
in to afternoon lessons,

They smiled still move when they
saw Chunky Todgers, unimpressed by
his reproachful and scornful looks.
Chunky was still labouring under his
deep sense of injury.

The next day there was a surprise

1 for Chunky Todgers.

Cedar Creek School had been dis-
wissed from morning lessons, and
most of the fellows were in the play-
ground, when a tatiered figure stalked
i at the gates. It was Injun Dick,
the old Apache, who carrvied half the
messages for the citizens of Thompson
Town. The old Redskin looked round
the crowded playground, and came
towards Joseph Todgers.

There was an envelope in his dusky .

hand.

Chunky Todgers started as he saw
him, and his face flushed with new-
born liope. Was it possible—-—

“That for me, Injun Dick?” he ex-
claimed eagerly.

'The Apache nodded. /

“Letter for little white chief,” he
said. ““You give Injun half-dollar!”

“I—1 say, TIU—TI1l settle later.
Give me the letter!”

Injun Dick drew the letter back
from Chunky’s eager grasp.

SNo« pay, no  letter!”
tersely.

“Ohidear! TWrank Richards! I
say, Wranky, old chap, lend me half
a dollar ! gasped Chunky. “ There’s
o letter for me. I feel certain it’s
from a elient 1

“Right-ho ! said  Trank,
lough,  “ Herve you ave |
Ho tomed o couple of quarters to

he ' said

with | a

Chonley, wha handed  them o tho,
Hoilaliin, anl toale the labter, T

Diede  dvaped s ntierads blonkat
lough.  *“IHore you ave 1™

He tossed a couple of quarters to
Chunlky, who handed them to the
Redskin, and took the letter. Tnjun
Dick draped his tattered blanket
round him, and strode away. Chunky
tore open the envelope with eager
lingers. :

Half a dozen fellows gathered round
him as he read the lefter.

“Well, what’s the news?’ asked
Bob Lawless. . “Is it a client at last?”

Chunky looked up with a serene
countenance. )

“Yep!” he answered!

“ Gammon 1” said Eben Hacke in-
credulously.

“Youll see later!” said Chunky
Todgers haughtily.
bound to keep this letter a secret.
My dlient insists upon secrecy.”

“Ma, ha, ha!” roared Hacke.

“ You can cackle I snorted Chunky
Todgers.. ¢ You watch out, that’s
all.”  And Chunky rolled away, to
peruse the /precious epistle again in

| privacy.

rank Richards & Co. looked at
one another, and grinned. Rvidently
the bait had taken.

Chunky Todgers withdrew’ to a
secluded quarter of the playground,

' and read his letter with gloating eyes.

It was a “case ” af last.

There could be no doubt about
for the letter ran:

“Dear Sir,—Seecing your advertise-
ment in the ¢Thompson Press,’ I
should be very glad if you would
grant me an interview on important
business. It is a matter of life or
death, and the strictest secrecy must
be maintained. ‘I dare not come to

the school, for reasons which I will'

oxplain later. Can you meet me after
school, say, at six o’clock in the
timber? T will wait for you in the
old clearing near the schoo Then
you can tell me if you are willing to
take up the case~—Yours truly,

“N. O. Boppig.”

“Oh Jerusalem !” murmured
Chunky Todgers, almost in ecstacy.
“1 wonder what Bob Lawless wonld
say if I showed him this? Tsn’t it
ripping? T've a good mind to show
him, too, but Mr. Boddie says it must
be strictly secret, I've a good mind,
though., But I'll show him later., I
~1 wonder what fee 1 shall get??

When the bell rang for afterncon
lessons Chunky Todgers seemed to be
wallking on air, as he entered the
Jumber schoolhouse.

The Cedar Creek detective was in
the seventh heaven of delight.

“ At present I’'m

that,

@

Not ouly was there a “case * in his

hands at last, but it was a deeply- |
‘mysterious

case, involving  the
strictest secrecy.

If Chunky had selected a case fon
himself, according fo his taste, he
could not have selected a more agree-
able one.

Who Myr. Boddie was, he had no
idea.  He pictured some hapless
person beset by secret enemies, or in-
volved in the mazes of some fearful
mystery, e¥actly the kind of case that
Chunky was keen to handle! :

It was not easy to put his mind
into lessons*that afternoon. In fact,
he could scarcely keep patience with
Miss Meadows.

Lessons seemed a shocking waste of
time, in the mysterious and exciting
circumstances. \

But school was over at last, and the
detective of Cedar Creek was froe.

Frank Richards tapped him on the
shoulder as he rolled out of the school-
house.

“Youwre looking very chippy, old
fellow,” Frank remirked, with a
smile. -

Chunky Todgers gave him a lofty
look: -

He was not in need of assistance
now to begin his carveer as a detec-
tive. His first case, which was going
to be a great success, would start
him, and Chuuky already saw fame
and fortune ahead of him in his

mind’s eye !

*“ Don’t stop me, Richards,” he said.
“I'm rather busy!”
“ Why, what’s on?”

“Dve got a client to see,” answered |
Chunky Todgers calmly.

“Oh! My hat!”

“A  chap in difficulties, rather

mysterious circumstances,”  said
Chunky carelessly. ‘T may tell you
all about it later. = At present I'm
bound to keep the strictest secrecy.”

: “Gammon I” murmured Bob Law-
ess. ’

Snort from Chunky Todgers.

“You'll see whether it’s gammon !”
he said. “Later on I may he able to
tell you. Af present, mium’s the
word! Go and chop chips!”

And Chunky Todgers rolled away,
with his fat little nose very high in
the aiv.

Bob FLawless chuckled.

“May as well get a move c¢n,” he
remarlked. “It will take some time

| getting ready for dear old Chunky.”

R, ha, bt

Ieunle Richards ‘& Co, did not vide
home as wsun! wfter sehool. Thoy lad
NGRS W R BOTITE VIO

- gelting roady fov dear old Chunky,”

‘e, ha, ha !

Irank Richards'& Co. did not vide
home as usual after school. They led
their horses out on the trail, and rode
about a quarter of a mile, and then
turned into the timber.,

Meanwhile, Chunky Todgers was
hanging about Cedar Creek.

As bis mysterious appointment at
the old clearing was not till six, he
had plenty of time on his hands.

It was not till the last fellow had.

gone that Chunky Todgers led his
pony out of the gates, and walked
through the timber towards the old
clearing, at a short distance from the
school..” Ho left his pony tied on the
trail, aud tramped into the clearing
on foot, His heart was thumping
with excitement as he approached the
ruined hut in the clearing. And at
the sound of a movemens in the hus,
he jumped.
The 4th Chapter.
A Very Thrilling Case.

(11 Hu !’)

It was a sudden exclamation.

In the doorway of the old cabin a
figure suddenly appeared, and Chunky
Todgers started back a little.

His eyes simply devoured the
stranger. )
He  saw rvather a short, stout

“galoot,” 'dressed in shabby buck-
skut, his face almost hidden by a
thick red beard, moustache, whiskers,
and eyebrows. A ragged Stetson hat
was pulled down over the brows.

“Ha, Todgers, the detective!” ex-
claimed the stranger.

“That’s me!” said Chunky,

“Hnter!”

The red-bearded pilgrim = stepped
ba¢lk from the doorway, and Chunky
Todgers went into the cabin.

His heart was still thumping.

As a matter of fact, Chunky was
feeling a little nervous. Thé red-
bearded man did not look a very
pleasant or peaceable individual, and
Chunky noted with some uneasiness
that a big Colt revolyer was sticking
in a leather holster attacked to his
belt.

But, after all, what was there to be
afraid of? This was his client-—the
mysterious client who was in mneed
of his professional assistance. Surely
there was nothing to be afraid of,

“Todgers, the detective,’” repeated

. the red-bearded pilgrim, fixing his

eyes upon Chunky.

“Bure!” answered Todgers. “I've
kept the appointment, you see.” Qut
came the, mnotebook and pencil.

“ Now, let me havea few details, M,
Boddie.”

He sat down on a log in an easy
aftitude, and wetted the stump of
pencil ready for business. !

“Listen!” said the %ed-bearded
man, in a deep voice. *Listen,
Todgers! Tam in peril! Deadly foes
are seeking me!”’

*(tood 7

M Wiant 7

11 mean, I'm just the man you
want,”’ said Chunky. ‘Give me the
details of the case. Who are you?”

“I am the rightful leir to a duke-
dom in the old country. My wicked
uncle seeks my life.”

Chunky’s eyes glistened.

Fo could not possibly have been
offered a “case more to his taste.
[from the novels in Gunter’s Circu-
lating Library he knew all about
rightful heirs and wicked uncles.

“lven now,” continued the ducal
heir, ‘“even at this moment, while
we speak, they are seeking me. Did
you see any masked men in the
wood?”’ s

“ Nunno,””

“1 am assured that they are at
hand. At any moment they may find
mo-—and you! Your life will not be
worth a moment’s purchase.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Chunky.

The Cedar Creek detective cast a
rather uneasy glance round him.

A thrilling and mysterious case was
vory attractive, but it semed to have
its drawbacks, too. Chunky Todgers
was prepared to solve any mystery,
big or little, but he had no desire
whatever to fall in with a gang of
blood-thirsty emissaries of a wicked
uncle.  Chunky placed a very high
value upon his skin.

“But you are not afraid?”’
cluimed the red-bearded man.

“Nunno! N-n-not at all!”

“NT'hen hear my story.”

CGegego it !”

The red-hearded man gave a sudden
start,

“Ah! They are here! I fly!”

With 2 bound he was through the
window aperture of the ruined
cabin, and disappearing into the wood.

Chunky Todgers jumped to his
feet.

Two masked men rushed in at the
doorway and crashed into him, and
Todgers went spinning to the floor.

“We have him !” ;

“Slay him !

“ Yarooooh !’
Todgers. * Help!”

He sprawled on his back, with a
heavy boot 'plavited on  his  chest,

TNy

“Yaraoooh [ rowred
Todgers. “Help !

He sprawled on his back, with a
heavy boot planted on his chest,
pinning him there.

His startled eyes blinked up at two
masked faces that' looked down on
him.

Two men in vough homespun, with
crepe masks over their faces, through
the eyeholes of which their eyes
glittered, were bending over him, and
two revolvers glistened over him.
Thick black beards showed under.
neath the crepe masks. :

“Yoop! Keep off! I-—T say-—?

“’Tis not he!” exelaimed one of the
masked men. ’Tis not the heir of the
Duke of Ditchwater! ’Tis another!”

“Slay him!” /
. “Yow-ow-ow! D-d-don’t do any-
thing of the kind!”. howled Chunky
Todgers. “I can tell you the sheriff
will jolly soon be after you.”

“Who are you?”

13 I.“I___I"-_”

‘’Tis Todgers, the detective

“Slay him!”

“I—I—1 ain’t a detective!” howled
Chunky Todgers. “ Honest injun, I
ain’t! I—-I—T'm a schoolboy !’*

“You lie!” exclaimed one of the
masked men fiercely. “You are
Todgers, the detective-—the rival of
Foxy Ferrett! You must die!”

“Slay him!” repeated the other

ex-

roared = Chunky

Chunky

masked man, whose vocabulary
seemed to be somewhat limited,
“Slay him!”

“Yow-ow-ow !

“Tell me!”  The masked man

fnelt &n Todgers’ plump chest.  “I'sl]
me, you dog! Whither is he fled —
your client? The heir of the Duke-
dom of Ditchwater must die!
Whither is he fled?”

It was certainly Chunky Todgers’
duty, as a detective, not to betray his
client, but the Cedar Creek detective
was too terrified to remember that
just then. He pointed to the window.

“He—he’s vamoosed fhat way!”
gasped Chunky. “‘I-<1 say, you get
after him, and leave me alone! T—
I'm giving up the case! I am,
really [”?

“Slay him

“ You must die, Todgers !’ said the
masked man solernly.,  © We dare not
let you live!l With  your wonderful

12

abilities, your astounding sagacity, |

you will soon track us down and bring
us to justice—>
ST won' !

howled Chunky. “Tll let you off!

| I will, veally! Oh dear!”

Laros iy e 102
ay your prayers !
“Yaroooop 122

I swear I won’t!” |

The masked man xose from
Chunky’s chest.

“You have one minute to live
he said. 1

133
““Make the most of it!

“Slay him 177 :

“Yow-ow-ow !’

The fwo masked men stepped to
the window, apparently forgetful of
Chunky Todgers for the moment,

Chunly did not lose the oppor-
tanity.

With one bound he was upon his
feety with another he had bundled
out of the doorway, and was flesing
for his life.

“Hal He has escaped-—=—?’

“Slay him 1

There was a vush of heavy footsteps
in pursuit.

Chunky flod frantically,

" Through bugh and briar he fled,
breathless, panting, towards the trail,
his heart thumping. His hat was
gone, his hair blow ouf in the wind.
Still behind him sounded those heavy
footsteps.

Never had Chunky Todgers put on
such a burst of gpoed before.

He came bouncing out of the timber
upon the trail, and staggered and fell
from sheer breathlegsness. Wrom the
irees behind him came a yell :

“Slay him 17

Chunky scrambled up wildly.

His fat pony, tethered on the trail,
was browsing a few yerds from him.
Chunky bounded to the pony, dragged
the trail-rope loose, and clambered
frantically on the animal’s back.

Without even stopping to get into
the saddle, he howled to the pony,
and started at a gallop up the trail.

Thud, thud, thud !. i

The frightened pony galloped off at -
full speed, with Chunky eclinging
breathlessly to his back.. He had
covered half a mile before he was
able to drag himselt into the saddle.

By that time there was no sound of
pursuit behind.

The Cedar
escaped ! !

Whether his client also had escaped
was a question Chunky Todgers did
not even ask himself till he was safe
within the ' fence of the Todgers’,
homestead.

Creek detective had

And  while ' the Cedar @ Creck
detective was fleeing breathlessly for
his life, two magked men and @ red-
bearded pilgrim joined in the shadow
of the timber, and roared with
laughter,

They laughed so mwuch that thei
maslerang, beavds cam, off S 4l
bowvded pilgrim joined in the shadow
of the timber, and voaved with
laughter,

They laughed so much that their
masks ancl beards came off, and if fho

Cedar Creek detective had heen
present then, he would not hayva
needed the penetration of Toxy

Herrett to recognise Wrank Richards
& Co.

“Oh dear!” gasped Bob Lawloss,

Slaha ha e

Frank Richards took off This pod
moustache and eyebrows, and wiped
his eyes.

“Oh dear! Poor old Chunky! I
wonder if he will go to the sheyift and
tell hgr’n there are assassins around
in—-"

“Ha, ha, hal? ¢

“Looking for the rightful heir to
the Dukedom of Ditchwater—-

“Hay ha, ha 1”

“We'd better clear,” said Beau-
clerc, langhing. “ Poor old Chunky !’

And having peeled aoff their out-
ward garb, and became Cledar Creel
schoolboys again, Frank Richards &
Co. quitted the clearing. They had

left their horses' near at hand in the |

wood, and they mounted in a merry
mood, and rode homeward, feeling
preftty cortain that they had cured the
Jodar Creck  detective |

And they were yight.

There was no search for the masked
ruflians, Chunky Todgers told his
thrilling tale, but his thrilling tale -
was not: believed. As Chunky per-
sisted that it was true, Mr. Todgors
had recourse to the family cowhide—
and then Chunky held his peace.

But the next day at’ Cedar Creclk
Chunky told the tale again, amid
roars of laughter. Of all Cedar
Creek, Chunky was the only fallow
who believed in the existence of the

mysterious masked men and the g
vightful heir of the Dukedom of
Ditchwater.

But he did not follow up the case.
He had had quite enough, and he was -
content to leave the cage fust where it
was, and to let the rightful heir take
his  chance without professional
assistance. And he did not agk Frank
Richards again to finance his stavt as
a detective.

Chunky: Todgers ! was  tired ‘of -
detective work-—and Chunky’s First
Case was also his last !

THE END,
(There will be another long com-. :

| plete story of Frank Richerds & o,

neaxt Monday, entitled SBob Lawless®
Folly!” By Martin Clifford. Be
sure and read #6!l)



