THE IDEAL WHITSUN HOLIDAY COMPANION

[Week Ending May 29th, 1920,
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A VISITOR FOR JIMMY SILVER! BULKELEY HOLDS HIS OWN!
The 1st GChapter. oot to know such a disreputable, “Wha-a-at ?* his fat”shoulders, and sat him down [ doorway on the quad. DPecele was
An Amazing Visitor! - frowsy bounder?* “ And he’s jolly waxy at being kept | on the landing. That was his grati- [ heading for the Commonroom, and
“My dear chap, I don’t know any | wailing,” continued Lovell. *“He | tude for Reginald Muffin’s {riendly | Latirey culled to him.
“ Jimmy, you ass—"" frowsy bounder—present corapany ex- | suys he'll wait outside the gates five | advice. “Let’s go oub and sce the fun,
“ Hallo ! cepled, of course!” minutes for you now, and if you don’t “Ow!” gasped Tubby. *“Why, | Peele.” o
“Jimmy. you chump~—7= “QOh, don't be a funny ass!” | come, he’s coming in.” you cheeky rotter! Yow! T hope “We can seo it from the window,”
“What thp dickens—-"" growled Lovell. “T tell you you'd “Phaw!” murmured Newcome. [ the Head will see you with him now! | answered Peele. .
“ You—you fathead !” i better go and see him, and keep him | “Jimmy, you ass—-" Ow !” “Why not be on the scene?”” asked
Arthur Edward Lovell spoke with | off somehow. He said he'd. come in | *“Jimmy, you duffer—" said] Jimmy Silver hurried down the | Gower. “A lot of the fellows are
considereble emphasis. Jimmy Silver [ if you didn’t go oul, and he looked as { Raby. stairs, unheeding. going out—=* :

was in the end study, with Raby and
Newcome, when Arthur Edward
loomed up in the doorway, and ad-
dressed him,

“ Vou silly ass!”.continued Lovell.
¢ What do you mean by it?”

“By what?? demanded Jimmy
Silver. “If you're not off your
chump. old man, tell me what you're
talking about ?™

“Lucky I was at the gates,” said

Lavell. *Suppose he'd spoken to the
porter {??

“Ho! Who?”

“Suppose the Head had seen
him ?”

“Whom 7" roared Jimmy Silver.

“Him; of course! But don't stay
here tdlKing! You'd better go and
see him at once. Ho says he's com-
ing in'if you don't go as you pro-
mised.”

Jimmy Sjtver blinked at his chum.

“ Has somebody called to see me?”
he asked.

“Yes, you awful ass!"

“Thon why doesn’t he come in?”

Lovell gave a snort.

“Pietty row there’d be.if ho did!
1 wonder what Bootles would say if

he saw that merchant coming in?’

You ptter ass, how on earth did you

.enough,” said Lovell sarcastically,
- “and you know him by sight, any-

if he meant it. It would mean a
terrific row.”

“But who is it?” shrieked Jimmy
Silver. “If you’re not wandering in
your raind, tell me what your mean!”

“ He says his name is Larry Tigg.”

“* Never heard of it.”

“Well, ho knows your name well

how. TI’ve seen him about Coombe
before. He's a stableman at the
Bird:in-Hand pub.”

“A—a giableman. at the Bird-in-
Hand pub!” repeated Jimmy Silver,
“ And you say he’s called to sec me!”

“He's waiting at the gates for you
now.”

“My only hat!"”

“What on earth does he wanf with
you, Jimmy ?” asked Raby, in great
astonishment.

“Blessed if I know. It must be
some mistake. I've never even heard
of tha man.”

“Then how did you come to
promise to see him to.day?” asked
Lovell.

IJI didn’t'!),

“He says you did, and that he
waited at the slile for half an hour

v

‘Muffin sagely. “I'd meet them some:

before cowing on to the school.”

Jimmy Silver rose {o his fect.

“T tell you I don’t know the man,
and haven’t the faintest idea why he’s
come here,” he said. “1 suppose
there’s a mistake of some sort. I’Il
go and see him, and you fellows can
come. 1f he makes out that I know
him, he’s going to get my boot.”

And Jimmy Silver, with a knitted
brow, left the end: study, and strode
away down the passage, his chums
following him.

Tubby Muffin was coming up the
stairs, and he stopped Jimmy on the
first landing, catching at his sleeve.

“T say, Jimmy-—-v"

“Rats! Don’t bother now ”

“I say, there’s an awful bounder
lounging outside the gates,” said
Tubby, in  great  excitement.
“Mack’s been out fo him, and told
him to go, and he won’t go. He says
he wants you.””

“Y know! Let go!"

“J say, Jimmy, it's awfuily reckless
of you to have acquaintances of that
sort coming up to the school,” said

where elise if I were you. ”

i !ll

To Tubby Muffin’s surprise and in-
dignation, Jimmy Silver took him by

Peele and Laitrey and Gower were
lounging at the foot of the staircase.
Laitrey and Gower were grinning,
and they grinned still more when
Jimmy Silver appeared. Evidently
they know of the extraordinary visitor
who was waiting at the gates for the
captain of the Fourth. Buvt Cyril
Peele was looking rather serious, and
he came quickly towards Jimmy.

“8ilver, there’s a man——"

“T know—""

“Yor goodness’ sake keep him oub
of gates!” said Peele, in a low voice.
It may, mean the sack for you if Mr.
Bootles sees him.”

Jimmy gave him a fierce look.

“Do you think I know anyihing
about the man?” he demanded.

“WWell, I suppose you do, as Muffin
says he’s asking for you, and won’t go
away.”

“Well, I don’t! I suppose the fel-
low has been drinking.”

“Well, it’s your own bizney,” said
Peele, shrugging his shoulders. “I'd
keep him off the grass, though, if I
were you.”

And Peele walked away. Jimmy
Silver had c]e.n:hed his hand for a
rmoment; but he uttered an impatient
exclamation, and strode on to the big

“Belter keep indoors,” said Peele.
“We don’t wunt to gel mixed up in
a row."”

“YWhy not?”

“Well, T don't!
yourselves.”

And Cyril Peele went inio the
junior Common-room, one of the
windows of which commanded a view
of the gates. :

“Whal rot!” said Labtrey.

Lattrey and Gower joined tho fel-
laws who were heading for the gates.
The news that there was a peculiar
character there, demanding ‘fo sce
Jimuny Silver, and refiiing 5 go
away, naturally caused Zom® eXcite-
ment among the juniors. . .

Jinmy Silver hurried down to the
gates, unheeding the curious glances
that were past on him from all sides.
e did not even look to seo whether
his chums were following. But they
were close behind. Jimmy’s brows
ware knitted, and his lips set. His
usually serene lemper Wwas consider-
ably ruffled by this time.

“There he is!” breathed Y.avell.
“Rowing with old Mack! ©Oh, you
are an ass, Jimmy!”

“Irathead 1 growied Jimmy Silver.

And he hurried on.
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The 2nd Chapter.

The Order of the Boot !
“Houtside !

Mr., Mack spoke emphatically. 1

erusty countvuaiice was almost crim-

Ilis

son with indignant wrath. Fiitcen or
sixteen fellows already had gathered
about the old gateway, looking on at
thc‘ i:cene. -

“1 ain’t going!

< I tell y(gj;u—c—”

“And I tell vou 2

* Chuck him out, Mack !"" called oul

Mornington of the ourth encourag-,

ingly: “We'll lend you a hand if
you like!”

“1lear, hear!™ griumed Tuthy
Grace.

The gentleman at the gates stood

his ground. e looked a very unusual

sort of visitor for a schoal like Rook-
woud. He was a short, squat man, n
dirty clothes and gaiters, a red muffler
in the place of a collar, and a dented
bowler hat on the side of his head.

-The flush in his stubbly face hinted

that he liad refreshed himself at the
bar of the Bird-in-Iand before pay-
ing this cxtraordinury visib to Rook-
wood Sclicol. e had a straw in the
corner of his mouth, and a short,
thick stick under his arm.

“T ain's going!” he repeated stub-
bornly, with a scowl at the grinning
crowd of schoolbovs. “I've called to
see younz Silver i

“You aiv’t no business with no
young gentleman at this *ere schoo) !

said old Mack indignantly. “You've
been drinkin’, that's what’s the

You clear off afore

1

matfer with you!
something *anpens io you
~ “Not.without seein’ young Silver.”

¢ Chuck him out, Mack!” .

Old Mack hesitated.

The ruffan was rather a hefty-
Tooking - fellow. and 36 was doubi-
ful wheiher the school porter was
wual to the task of haudling him.
Moroaver, the wan was just outside
the males, on the public road, where
auyone had a right to be if he chose.
0ld Muck Larred his way n.

“Flalle! Iere’s Junmy Silver!”

“(Gentlemun to sec you, Silver!”

callodd out Tommy Dodd of the
Modern IFourth, and therc was a
laugh.

“Silver don’t look pleased ™ mur-
mured Mornington. ) .
“Some old pal of yours, Jimmy!

. grinned Townsend.

“Ha, ha, hat” .

Jiminiy  Silver pushed his way
throigh thé crowd, unhecding, his
brow growing darker. He did not
scem to find the scene so entertaiming
as the other fellows did.

0Old Mack turned to him.

“This ’ere man says he wants to
sen’ your,” Mastor filver.” he said.
“ Colirse, you. don'f know 'in®”

“0Of ‘cowrse I~ den't!” snapped
Jimmy. !

“That's what I've told him. But
he won't go!”

Jimmy: Silver fixed his eyes on the
horsey-looking man,

“Well, I'm Silver,” he said. “Now,
what do yon want with me?”

Larry Tizg staved ab him.
*“You're the young cove, are you?”

. he said.

“I'm  Sitver, if that’s what you
mean..  What the dickens do you
mean by coming here and asking for
me?¥, exclaimed Jimmy angrily.

“¥oy. never come along to the stile,
as arranged,” agswered Mr. Tigg
sullenly. “That’s why I come ’ere.”

“Are, you off vour chump?” ex-
claimed Jimmy. “1’ve never arranged
to see you anywhere! I don’t even

know you!”

“That be blowed for a tale!” an-
swered Mr. Tigg. 1 let you orf last
night .on your promising, word of
honeur, te see me at the stile at "arf-
past five to-day. Tt's past six now!”

Jimmy Silver blinked at him.

The man was speaking quite seri-
ously, and he seemed to be under the
impression that he was stating the
facts. There wus evidently a mistake
somewhere, though where and how
Jimmy could not guess.» The juniors
in the gateway exchanged curious
glanees. i

“Better oo down the road a bit,
Jimmy 1" whispered Lovell.

“What for. you ass?”

‘match

“Suppose the Iead or DBootles
should see—"

w .‘\és !’,

“Qr a prefect. Bulkeley’s in the
quad; I saw him—"

“Do you think I care?” exclaimed
Jimmy angrily. “I don’t know this
man from Adam, and I've nothing to
say to him that the Head couldn’t
hear. 1 suppose he’s intoxicated !”

“Iere comes Bulkelcy!” mur-
mured Mornington.

“Laook out, Jimmy——'

Bulkeley of the Sixth strode on the
seene.

“What’s the row?” he demanded.

Mr. Tigg backed away a pace or
twa. The big, athletic captain of
Rookwood was a more dangerous cus-
tomer to dedl with than old Mack.
Builkeley could have handled Mr, Tigg
with the greatest of ease, and the
horsey gentleman was quite aware of
1t

k3

*This *ero tramp——"" began old
Mack. i

“No offence, sir,” said Mr.. Tigg
more civilly. “I've called to sec
Master Silver—""

“Do you knmow this man, Silver?™

“Uertainly noi !’

“ Y should hope not!” said Bulkeley
arimly.  “I think I've seen you
beforc, ‘'my man, hanging about a
ﬁuhlic-house in the wvillage. You'd
etter got back there!™

“I amn’t going|”

“VYour mistake; you are!" imter-
RAY

rupted Bulkeley deeisively. ‘ You've
no business here! Clear off I

“I ain’t~—~—"

Bulkeley advanced, and Mr. Tigg
had to retrecat, or come into collision
with him. Apparently he did not
want to come into collision. He
backed away into the road.

“Lock ‘ere, young man,” he ex-:

claimed, “I've called to see thab
young rin! Ile owes me money !”
“Do you owe him monev, Silver?”

“0Of course not!" shouted Jimmy.

Silver. “How the thump could I owe
him money when I don't even know
the blackguard?”

“Quite so! I only asked, kid. The
man’s heen drinking, T suppose. Now,
kindly travel off at once, my man!”

“I ain’t Legpo!” yelled Mr.
Tigg, as Bulkeley took him by the
shoulders. “’Ands off, I tell yer!”

Bulkeley tightened his grip, and
Tigg struggled in vain. He was no
for the big Sixth-Former.

Bulkeley spun  him  round
maurched him a few paces alung the
road, Mr. Tigg wriggling furiously in
his grasp.

“I don’t want to burt you,” said
Bulkeley quietly. “But you can’t
kick up a shindy at the school gates,
and you ought to know it. Are you
going? Or do you want my boot?"”

“1 won't go!” roared Mr. Tigg.
“T'll go to the 'Ead—I"ll-~"

“For the last time?” exclaimed
Bulkeley impatiently.

“No, I won’t! I—— Yoooop!”

Thump !

Bnlkef:-:y's boot came inte contact
with Mr. Tigg's vperson, and the
ruffian staggered forward twe or throe
IJ([CCS.

“Hurray!” chortled Marnington.
“Well hit! Right on the wicket!”

“Fla, ha, ha!”

Mr. Tigg vecovered himself, and
spun round.  ¥le made a spring at
Bulkeley, witih his stick whirling in
the air.

“laook  out, velled
Jimmy Silver.

But DBulkeley did not need the
waraing.

Iz was looking out,

With a guick side-siep he elurded the
slash of the stick,+and hit out. Mr.
Tigg caught a sct of iron knuckles
with his ear, and spun over into the
dust.

Crash!

Mr. Tigg measured his length in the
road, the stick clatterinz down.
Bulkeley picked it up and tossed it
over the trees.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!” mumbled Larry
Tige, as he sat yp in the dost and
gasped.

“I'm sorry to have to hit yon,” said
Bulkeley quietly. “You ssked for it.
Now, will you go without [urther
trouble?”

“Ow! Wow!”

Mr. Ti %staggered to his faet, back-
ing carefully away from Bulkeley as
he did so. He had one hend to his
damiaged car, and he shook the other,
clenched, at Rookwood generally.

and

Bulkeley !”

Then he took himself off.

{ said Bulkeley.

‘The 3rd Chapter.

Very Suspicious Circumst: !

Bulkeley turned back into the gaies
as soon as Larry Tigg had disap-
peared, with a frowning brow. -

“All right now, Mack,” he said
shortly. “1 dor’t think the man will
come back.”

“Thank you kindly, sir!” said
Old Mack. “I couldn't ave ’andled
him like that! That’s jest what he
wanted !

And old Mack ambled.off to his
lodge, grinning.

“Come with me, Silver!” added
Bulkeley.

“Yes, Bulkeley.”

Jimmy Silver followed the captain
of Rookwood into the quad. The
crowd at the gate broke in lively
discussion of  the extraordinary
episode.

Bulkeley did not speak till he was
out of hearing of the juniors. Then
he stopped, and fixed his eyes on
Jimmy.

“What does this mean, Silver?” he
asked abruptly.

Jimmy coloured, -

“I don't kmow, Bulkeley,” he an-
swered.

“You don’t know that man?”

4t NO »

“Yver scen him before?”

“I've seen him hanging about the
village,” said Jimmy. “[’ve never
spoken to him, and never knew his
name till to-day.”

“Then, why did he come here £

“1 don’t kuow,”

“Ti's extraordinary thaf a'man you
don't know should come lere and
insist on seeing you, and say that you
owe him money !*

*T know it 18.”’

“Of course, I take your word,
Silver.  Otherwise, I shonld bave
taken that rogue in to see the Head,”
“If X thought you
had acquaintance with such a
character, I should have to. I believe
you; but you can sce yourself that it’s
Jolly queer!”

“I suppose he was tipsy,” said
Jimmy. =

“That doesn’t account for it. He
wanted money, and he scemed to
think e could get it from you. If it
was just an attempt to extort money,
it’s queer that he should come up to
the school. 1Ie ought to have known
it was no good.” '

“T conlt understand it,” confessed
Jimmy Silver. “It beate me!”

“Jf you give me your word that
you know nothing whatever about the
man, Silver——"" said the Rookwood
captain, after a pause.

“My word of honour, Bulkeley,”
said Jimmy Silver, flushing.

Bulkeley nodded.

“That settles it, then.”

And the captain of Rookwood
walked away, satisfied so far as
Jimmy Silver was concerned, but evi-
dently very much perplexed.

Jimmmy shared his porplexity, for
that matter.. 'That Mr. Tigg had
bheen drinking was donbtless  true.
but that alone did not account for his
canduect. Tovell and Raby and New-
come joined him when Bulkeley was
gone.

“YWell 2
together.

Jimmy Silver looked at ihem rather
dourly. )

“Well 2 Tie answered.

“¥You awful ass, Jimmy—-

“Took here, Tovell, I-—7

“TF you wanted to sec that ruffian,
why didn't you keep the appoint-
ment?"” demgaded Arthur Edward.

“You silly chump!” exclaimed
Jimmy angrily. “I never had any
appoimtment with him. I don't know
the man.”

said the three juniors

"

“Then, why did he eome here?”

“How should I know¥”

Lovell & Co. exchanged glances.

“If you fellows can’t take my
word,”  said Jimmy, his  voice
trembling a little, * you can do the
other thing. But in that case, you
needn’t take the trouble to speak to
me again.”

“Don’t be an ass!” said Raby, un-
comfortably. “Of course, we tako
your word. But it's jolly gueer!”

“ Awfully queer!" said Newcome,
shaking his head. “If you give us
your word, Jimmy, that eettles it, of
course; but I own up I don’t under-
stand f,t And—and the other fellows

as

“They won’t swallow it,” said
Lovell.  “I suppose we're bound to
swallow ib, but the other fellows
won't."”

“Let them go and eat coke, then!”

_growled Jimmy Silver.

And he strode into the School
House with a very ruffled brow. He
was perplexed and puzzled himself,
and extremely annoyed by the

culiar incident.

“Now Jimmy's got his back up
murmured Raby.

“Well, he shouldn’t do these
things !** said Lovell dogmatically.

“But ho says—""

“That’s all very well—

“Dash it all, Jimmy don't tell
whoppers |” said Newcome. “Ti's
jo]ly”quecr; but it's just as Jimmy

says.

“That’s all right,” assented Lovell.
“If he says he don’t know the man,
he don’t know him. But-—"

“But ” murmured Raby.

“Let’s go in and have tea,’
gested Newcome.

The chums of the Fourth went in.
They found Jimmy Silver in the end
study, still looking very ruffled. Tea
in the end study was not so cheery
and chatty 28 usual that day.

L

? sug-

'l'ho‘ 4th Chapter.
Tubby Muffin is Shocked !

“All alone—eh?”

Valentine Mornington strolled into
the cnd study after tew, with his
hands in hia pocketa.

Jimmy Silver wag alone there.

Lovel] and Raby and Newcome had
gone down ithmediately aftor tea; the
atmosphere of the end study was
rathor chilly just then. '

Jimmy remained'in the study. Ie
knew that the fellows downstairs wore
discuseing the visit of Mr. Larry
Tigg, and he did not want to hear
anything- of it. Ile was in a rather
worried mood, too, trying to think
out what the incident meant, and he
was wondering uncasily whether the
last had been seen of Mr. Larry Tige.

He was not specially pleased to sce
Morny just then, but he nodded.

Mornington regarded himy with a
curious look, and Jimmy did =ot
quite like it.

“1 suppose you've been hearin’ a
lot about that bhounder comin’ along
to Rookwood,” Mornington re-
marked.

“More than I want to hear!™ an-
swered Jimmy,

“Perhaps I could help you out.”

“T don't quite see b

Mornington smiled.

“You see, I've been there,” he ex-
plained. “Before Irroll came to
Reokwood the Bird-in-lland was not
oxactly unknown to me. I can’t say
I ever had anythin’ to do with the
stable continzent ; hut I used to know

the place. Erroll's kept me on the
strait and narrow path since. I

daren’t have shocked him!”
“ All the Detter for you!” grunted
Jimmy Silver.
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“Agreed! Now, U'm spezkin’ to
you as a brand snaiched from the
burnin’,” &zid Mornington, “ Like
the gentleman on ihe tub at 1he street
corner, I used to be everythin’ that
was bad, and mow I'm a perfect
model.  As an example to youth,
consider myself second to noné!”

“What on earth are you driving
at?”

“T'd like to help you out, oid top,
that's all.””

* L dow’t need any help that I know
of,” said Jimmy Silver, slaring at
him.

“I mean, about that frowsy waster
who came here to-day———"

“You surely don’t know anything
about that!”

“Nothin’ at all; and don’t want
to. But, havin’ been there myself.

can make allowance for misguided
youbh ! explained Mornington.
“You've always been supposed to he
a solemn old judge; but even judges
kick over the traces at times, I
believe. And you’re inexperienced—
you get yourself landed. VYou were
an awful ass to get mixed up with a
brute like Larry Tigg. You sce, a
waster like that has nothin’ to lose—
no appearances of any sorb to keep
up.

“But, you ags—-""

“The best thing you can do is to,
get clear as soon as possible, and keep™
dear. That’s where I can help you.
If it's ‘money, I'm in funds just now,
a.n:ﬁi 1 (:a;:’\’ lend you some.” -

“1I it’s not money,” said Morny un-
perturbed, “ull the better. Whatever
you ows the man. you'd better pay,
and I'm willin', if you like, to take
the matter in hand for you. After
this, you'll have to be jolly ‘careful,
of course! T'll see the man, if you
like, and seitle with him ”

Jimmy Silver stared blankly at the.

dandy of the Fourth.
_ It dawned upon him that Morny
intended to be kind, that he supposed
the captain of the Fourth to be mixed’
up in some shady transaciion, like-
his own escapades of old, and was
offering to help him out.

“ You—you—you silly ass!” ejacu-

lated Jimmy, at last. “
Mornington nodded.
“Quite so. Tagree. Anyhody’s an

ass who bothers his head aboul any-
bady else’s troubles. Quite!™ -

“I don’t mean that.” .
Y do. But, asinine as it is, T'd
like to help you through. You’re
really not made for these litile games,
and I'in an old sinner, and know-the
ropes. Sea?"

Jimmy Silver burst inta « Jangh,
_““I suppose you think I've been get-
timg mixed up with that gang of,
rogues at the Bird-in-Hand, aud back-
ing horses, or something of the sort,”

he said.

“No bizney of mine. T haven't
formed any theories at all. I'm only
advisin’® you to gel clear, and keep -
clear.” '

“L suppose you're nol meaning o
insult me?” said Jimmy.  “1 dare
suy [ oughi to thank you for your
ofter.”

““ Not necessary at all.  Just lel me
take the matter in hand, and see this
Tigg merchant, and choke him off for
you. Is it a go?” . .

“T'm very mueh obliged,” said
Jimmy Silver, with a touch of sar-
casm. “But 1 really haven’t heen
playing the goat. I haveu’t spoken
1o the Tigg merchant till to-day. 1
don’t owe him any money, and J
haven’t the faintest idea why he came
to Rookwood.” :

“Bo that’s it7” smiled Morniuglou,:

“That’s it.”

“I wouldn’t hint. of course, that
your stalemenis aré not equal in
veracily and value to those of the late
Jamented George Washington.  But,
seriously, Siiver, do you think that
chicken will fight?” .

“If that means that you don’t
believe me-—-—-**

“My dear old bean, I'm prepared
to believe anythin’,” said Morning-
ton, with 2 yawn. “You dow’t want
my help, and you want me to mind
my own bizuey. - Done, then! " Ta-
ta!”

And Valentine Mornington lounged
out of the end study.

Jimmy's brows contracied darkly,

[t was only too clear that Mormng-
ton did not believe a woid of his
denial, and only supposed that he
wished Lo keep his own secrats.

Jimwmy half-rose, but sat down
again, with a grunt of impatience.
I—Xf‘o could hardly pick a quarrel with
Morny, when the latter had only come
there to oblige him—as he supposed.
And—looking at the matter from an
outside point of view—dJimmy could
see that the ecircumstances were
curious enough to cause doubt.

“By Jove! If that boozy bounder
Tigg should come here again!” mut-
tered Jimmy, between his teeth.

“y say 1
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Tubby Muffin rolled in.

The fai Classical did not come in
very far. He remained strategically
near the doorway, prepared to reireai
ab 2 moment’s notice. There was an
expression of owl-like seriousness on
his fat face, aud it was plain that he
had not come, like Morny, to sympa-
thise and oblige. Jimmy Silver gave
him an impatient look.

“Well?"” he snapped.

“I’m going io speak quito plainly
ta you, Jimmy Silver!” said the fut
junior sternly. “‘I feel bound to!”

“What do you mean, you faf
idiot?”

“I'm shocked at you!”

“What?”

“8hocked!”

“You—you babbling jabberwock
—you ol

“You needn’t try to get out of it

by calling a fellow names,” said
Tubby Muffin, with dignity, “I'm
shocked at you, James Silver. I've

said so, and I mean it. Haven't you
jawed me, and even ragged me,
because I've smoked a cigarette now
and then, and had a game of banker
in Peele’s study? And now you go
on like this!”

“Like what?"” yelled Jimmy Silver.

“This! Bad scquaintances! Low
pubs!” said Tubby Muffin. “I'm
surprised at you—surprised and

shorked—I may say disgusted!”

Tubby Muffin raised a veri fat and
not over-clean forefinger, and pointed
it accusingly at the enraged captain
of the ¥ourth.

“T'm1 shocked ! he repeated firmly.
“I may have been a bit of a dog at
1imes myself.  But this is the limit!
You're captain of the Iform, and
you've lectured fellows—feliows like
me! And all the while you've been
a whited what-do-you-cali-i62”

“ A—p—a what?”

A whiled thingummy,” said Tubby
Muffin, with great severity, probably
meaning a whited sepulchre, “A
blessed humbug! That's what you
are, Jimmy Silver! And I’'m shocked
ab you!” 'Y

Jimmy Silver’s temper had been
sorely tried that afterncon, Now it
failed him.

He jumped up, and made a bound
for Tubby Muffin.

Reginald Muffin scooted out of the
doorway at a wonderful speed, con-
sidering the weight he had to carry
along with him.

“Yah! Keep off!” he yelled, as
he.fled.

But Jimmy Silver did not keep off;
he was wrathy, He rushed into the
passage after the fleeing Muffin.

Biff! -

Tubby Muffin had, as he stated,
been shocked; and now he received
another shock, still more painful, in
the shape of a boot landing upon him
from behind.

“Yaroooh !”

“There, you fat dummy!” panted
Jimmy Silver. *“‘And now, if there's
any more of your rot——""

“¥ah! Oh! Ooocoop!”

Tubby Mufiin went down the
Tourth Forip passage as if he wera
on the ciuder-path.« He did not stop
1ill he reached the slairs; then he
paused, and blinked back, and ascer-
{ained that he was not being pursued.
Jimmy Silver was glaring at him
along the passage, that was all.
T.ubby panted for hreath.

“You hear me, Silver?” he howled,
from his safo distance. *I'm shocked
at yon| Hear thet? Shocked!”

€4 I-‘l]___'_”

Jimmy started along the passage.

“ Shocked !” yelled Tubby Muffin
defiantly; and he fled down the siairs
two ab a time and vanished,

The 5th Chapter.
Under a Cloud.

Jimmy Silver was not in a genial
mood that evening. ,

“Keep smiling” was  Jimmy's
favourite maxim, and he generally
succeeded in living uwp io ik: bub on
this particular evening his smiles were
conspicuous by their absence.

The affair of Mr. Tigg would have
worried and perplexed him, in any
case; and the way the other fellows
1ook it magde it much more annoying
and exasperating.

Some of them, like Morny, were
sorry to see Jimmy ‘‘landed ” like
this—some of them were surprised
and shocked, as Tubby Muffin
declared that he was. But, apart
from his own chums, there were few
who. credited the statement that
Jimmy was wholly ignorant of Mr,
Tigg and his motives in coming lo
Rookwood.

Iu was, as Townsend remarked in
ihe Common-room, all vol. Why
should a man Silver didp’t know
come and ask for a fellow he didn't
know, and say that fellow owed him
money? There wasn’t veason in tha
view, said Towuy sapiently; and

many agreed with him that thero
Wasn

Unless Tigg was a lunaiic, he must
have had some molive; and if he was
2 lunatic, even, why had he picked on
Jimmy Silver?

Aud Topham remarked that there
was no smoke without fire. Smythe
of the Bhell averred, with great
wisdom, that you never knew a fellow
untit you found hin: out. And Tubby
Muffin observed, wauy times, aml
with jucreasing emphusis, that Jimmy
Silver was nothing more or less than
a whited what-d’ye-cail-it.

Lovell and Raby uand Newcoma
accepted Jimmy's assurance on the
matter, as they were bound to do;
but they did not feel easy in their
minds about it. Larry Tige was un-
doubledly a malicious raseal, but evern-
a alictous rascul would mot e
expected to act in a perfectly pur-
poseless manner. Supposing that the
fellow had lied, why should he lic
about Jimmy Silver, whom he did not
know, and could be supposed to have
no grudge against? Lovell & Co.
tried hard to pub implicit faith iws
Jimmy's denial, but they were sorely
troubled. B )

Jimmy was sorely troubled, too.
He realised how the maiter looked to
others, and could hardly blame the
fellows for the view they took, More
exasperating than anything else was o
show of symipathy and understanding
from the black sheep, Lattrey and
Gower. Cyril Peele kept his distance,
bui Gower and Lailrey fuvoured

B
woke up and saw your bed empty.
Where were you then?” -

“1t was such a fine night, T thought
I'd have a siroll,” said Pecle blandly.
“1 walked about a bit admiring tho
beanties of Nature.”

“Draw it mild I

“ What about asking Silver in here
for a little game?” asked Tallrey,
after a panse. *“ Now he’s found ont,
I suppose he needw’t go on keeping
up that blesesed humbug.”

Peele shook his head hastily.

“Nothin’ of the sort!” he ex-
claimed. “You'll get a dot on the
nose if you ask him anythin’® of the
kind.” .

“I don’t see why he should be
ralty. Iie’s found cut!”

“ Drop the idea. you ass!”

‘Stuff 17 said Lattrey obstinately.
“Pm goin® to ask him! I he can
back Tworses with a frowsy blighter
like Tarry Tizg, be can play nap in
this study, I should think. I'm goin’
to bo friendly with him.”

“T said a civil word to him in the
(ommon-reom, and he scowled at me
like a demon in a panto,” said Gower,

“That was before the fellows; T'm

‘goin’ to tiv him the wink quietly.”

And Lattrey strolled out of the study.

Peele shrugged his shoulders.

“Do you know anythin’ about this
man Tigg, Cyril?” asked Gower
curiously,

“Nothin’ at all!”

“¥You've been about the place more
than I have, you know.”

“Tigg's never seen me there. Ile

amicably. “Don’l scowl at your old
pals, you know!”

“"Tain’t our fauli, old top,
mured Raby.

“T'm getting fed up with this,”
said Jinmy Silver savagely. * Ialf
the fellows think I've been playing
the giddy goat like that cad Lattrey
or DPeele.”

“More ihan half,
murmured Newcome.

“Yon shouldn't—"" began Lovell,
and stopped.

“Shouldv’t  what?”
Jimmy Silver fiercely.

“N-n-nothing ! Don’t geb waxy ™

“You fellows don’t half helieve
me vourselves,” said Jimmy bitterly.

“Oh. yes, we-—we o, you know,
We—we ounly think it's jolly queer,
thal’s all,” stammered Lovell.

“My only hat ! There’s that fellow
again !” ejaculated Raby.

He pointed to the gate.

Jimmy Silver spun round, with an
exclamatioi. The school gates were
still locked, at ihat early hour; but
outside, through the Dronze bars,
could be seen the untidy figure of Mr.
Larry Tige. He was holding two
of the bars in his dirty hands, and
peering in.

He made a movement as Jimmy
turned, and he saw him.

“Hi!” he shouted, .

“Take no notice,” whispered Lovell
hurriedly.

“T'll speak fo him,” said Jimmy,
between gis set lins.

»” mur-

I'm afraid,”

demanded

REWARDING A ROGUE!

But there was no help for Larry Tigg-—there was. only stern justice,
with Lovell, Raby, and Newcome grasping him forcibly.
the stump. Whack ! whack ! whack ! ¢ Yoop-yow-ow !’ yelled the unfortunate Mr, Tigg.

“ Put him over the stile, face down ':’Elsai'd Jimmy Silver grimly. ¢ Yes,

p!
He was collared and flung over the stile,
Then Jimmy Silver commenced operations with

rather 1°’ gasped Lovell. ‘ Leggo!

Perlice !'* howled Mr. Tigg.

Jimmy with smiles and nods, evi-
dently in the belief that he had turned
out to be a bird of the same feather.
They were prepared io welcome him
mto their own shady fold, i fact,
and to make much of him as a vecruit.
Jimmy replied to their overtures with
savage frowns, which did noi discon-
cert them very much, however,

“Now he’s found oul, he may as
well own up,” Lattrey remarked, in
the study shared by tho precious irio.
“No good his trying lo keep up
appearances ufter a show-up like
that !”

“No good at all,” agreed Gower.
“What do you think, Pecle?”

Peele laughed.

“The high-aud-mighty and spotless
vouth is bowled out at last, it scems,”
De said, “Funny. isn't 62"

“He's kept it awfully dark,” said
Latirey musingly.  “We've Dbeen
about the Bird-in-lland @ good bif,
ourselves, and we've never seen any-
thin’ of him theve. Joey Ilook’s never
mentioned him to moe. either,”

“ He seems to have chummed up in
the stables.” griuned Gower, *OF
course, that fellow Tigg was a go-
between, 1 dare say he mannged
Silver’s business wilh Hook., He's
lieen bhacking horses, of course, That's
the only way Silver could he owing
the man money 1"

“ Toaks like it 17 arinned Peele.

“Yon ought 1o know more about
it than we do. Peele; won were at
the place last night,” said Gower.

" Yoyu're mistaken; L wasn't!"
“ Den't spin that Lo 1me, old chap; 1

sleeps over the stables, and T never
go anywherc near the stables,” said
Pecle. “He’s no idea that I've ever
been near the place. I'm too jolly
careful for that!”

“ Pity for Silver that he wasn't as
careful,” said Gower, laughing.

Pecle laughed, too.

“Hallo, avhat's the row?” ex-
claimed Gower a few minutes lafer, as
the study deor opened to admil Mark
Latlrey.

Lalirey came in, holding his hand-
kerchief to his mose. There were
stains of crimsen on the handkerchief,

“Given Bilver your invitation?”
grinned Peele.

“(aroocogh !

“Iiua, ha, ha !” roared Gowor.

Evidently Lallrey had delivered bis
invitation io the captain of ilie
Fourlh witlh disastrous vesults to his
nose.  \Whether Jimmy Silver had
been “found out > or not, he had
made it clear that le did nol seek
admission to the honourable civele of
the “Giddy Goats 7 of Rookwood.

In the Fonrth Form dormifory that
night. there wwere thany curious
glances at  Jimmy Silver; which
Jimmy affected not Lo nolice.

s face was clouded when
Ltarned .

When the vising-hell elanzed in the
morning, Jimmy Silver tuned ont,
and left the dormitory fiest, withoul
a word Lo i‘}le other. fellows.  But
Lovell and Raby. and Newcome were
very soon after him, and they found
him in the quadrangle

“Cheero, old fellow ! said Lovell

he

He harried down to the gate, his
chums following him. Lazry Tige
grinned as they arrived.  Jimmy
Silver fixed his eres on the ruffian,
through the bars of the gate.

“Have you come here for me ?” hLe
asked quiclly. &

“Wotto I

“ And what do you want?”

“ My money—two guids it is,” said
Mr. Tigg. “A quid was what T said
on Monday night, but I'm goin’ to
'ave two now, arter wot [ went
through ‘ere yesterday. Got it about
you?”

*“No,” said Jimmy quietly. %I
haven’t two pounds about me !”

“Youw'd better raise it somewhere,
then,” said Mr. Tigg, in a bullying
tone,  “I come ‘ere this morning to
leave a message for you with the old
bloke in the lodge. If you don’t want
trouble, vou’ll ‘amd me that litile
sum to-day. T can gel off my job this
arterncon. if that will seot? Say the
word, Three o’clock wilt soot you,
at ihe stile?”

dimmy Silver was silent.

“Make it three, at the stile,™ said
Mr. Tigg, “ouly don't play me up
again, voung feller. TE von ain’t
there, U'm coming on o the school
agin, amd seein” the “eadmaster.”

“I'll come to the stile at 1hreo
o'elock this alternoon,” said Jimmy,
ST can do it as it's a half-holiday.”

Mpr. Tigg vave a nod of satisfaclion.

U be there ! he said.

And with au impudent wink, the
rascal shyffled off down the read,

195
The 6th Ohaptur;.h A

Rough Justice.

“Look heve, Jimm; Lovell
burst out, as the captain of the
Fourth turned away from the gate.

“Well 7” said Jimmy Silver quietly.

“Are you going 1o meet that
fellow 3 !

“h 1’85. » &

‘;And”you say you don't know him
angd &

“I'vo told you so.”

“What «oes this mean, then?”
demanded Lovell hotly.

. “IF you weren’t the silliest ass in
Rookwood, you'd guess,” answered
Jimmy Silver. “T want you fellows

»

to come with me this afternoon. Pm
going to tako a cricket-stump.”
*What on ecarlh for?”
“To give that rascal a good

hiding,” said Jimmy. * [ don’t know
who he is, or why le thinks he has
any hold over me; but I know he’s.
trying fo get money.ont of me by
threats, and that's cnough. TE you
fellows will come and help, T'll give
him a lesson that will make him tired
of Llackmailing Rookwood chapa!”

“Oh!” ejuculated Lovell.
_ “Got tlat wio your bram at Jast 77
inquired Jitnmy Silver sarcastically.

“Then—then you're not afraid of
his seeing ihe Tiead?”

“ Why should I be afraid, you silly

ass 77
“OR! All vight!”
©#¥ah!”  That sudden cjaculation

came from Reginald Muffin, who was
hovering in the offing. *1 saw yon,
Jimmy Silver! Yah! ¥m shocked
at you! Yah!”

Junmy made an angrv stride to-
ward the fut Classical, and Tubby did
not stay to tell him that he was a
whited thingummy; he fed.

During morning lessons that day
Jimmy Silver wore a thoughtful look
——perhaps thivking as much of his
coming meeting with Mr. Tigg as of
his lessons. Ile was glad when lessons
were over. After dinner most of the
juniors were thinking of cricket; but
for once Jimny Silver had no time
for ericket. He came out into the
quadrangle with his chums, and with
a stump under his arm, at a querter
to three. Tt was time io start to keep
his curious appointment.

Lovell & Co. were looking very
cheerful. Jimmy’s drastic intentions
with regard to Mr. Tige could not fail
to convince them that the raseal had
no real hold over Uncle James, of
Rockwood. 5

The Fistical Four left the school
and walked down the road towards
Coombe. Half-way to the willage
there wag a stile in a lano off the
road; and on ihat stile a frowsy
figure in gaifers was leaning, smoking
a short, black pipe. %

“There he is!” said Lovell, in a
low voice. B :

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“Come on ! he said.

The juniors turned inta the lane
and stopped at the stile. Larry Tigg
iouched his battered bowler with an
air of mock respect.

“You've come !” he said.

“Yes, we've come.” said Jimmy
Silver. “I've Drought my {iriends,
and I've brought this stump. See?”

My, Tigg started a little.. |

“And what’s the stump for?” he
demanded.

“To thrash you, you rascal!”

“Wh-a-at ?”

“If I were big enough to handle
you, I'd give you a licking, .as Bulke-
ley did wyesterday,” said Jimmy
Silver. “As tho matter stands, I'm
going to thrash you with this stump.
See? Ready?” :

* And wot abouf what Pl do arter-
wards?” sneercd Mr, Tigg. *“Tike
me %o walk up to the scliool and in-
tervoo your ’eadmaster, eh?”

“¥You can if you like.”

“Yon don’t mind?”

“Not in the least, Dr. Chisholin
won't be very much down on me for
thrashing a Dblackmailing raseal, I
faney 1”

“I don’t mean that. What about
your little wame on Monday night?”
said Mr, Tigg jecringly.

Jimmy locked at him attentivelv.

“On Monday night I was fast
asleep in my dormitory at Rook-
wood,” he said.  “What are you
driving at?'%

Larvy Tigg winked.

“You can tell that to the Marines,”
be said. “I know where you was on
Monday night—near midniglt, too,
you young rip !>

“Phew ! murmured Lovell.

“Well, where was I?” asked
Jimmy contemptuously.

“You was chimbing the school wall
io get in, and you Lknows i&!” said
Larry Tizg savagely, “Von kuows
well enough that L came along the
road and found you doing it, and
caught you by the aukle and stopped
you getting over!”

“My only-hat!”
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“Qh, that makes you change your
iune, does it?? snecred Mr. "Ligy.
“Well, if you don't ’and over the
money you promised me to keep it
dark your ’eadmaster will know all
about it, I promise you that!”

“ Vou're making a mistake—""

“0Oh, come off!” L

“You say it was nearly .midnigh
on Monday 7" i

“ Jest about,™ said Mr. Tigg. “The
Bird-in " And  was closed, and I'd
Leen up ihe road 1o Woolecot with
some pals. I was coming back when
i see you.”

“ And what was I doing?"'

“Climbing over the school wall,
as you knows very well. It give me
wn start, at first, and I thinks it's a
bueglar; but then I sees it’s ouly a
kid. Then I knowed what it was—
a young rip getting in. arter being
out of bounds at might,” =said Larry
Tige. “I thinks to myself that {his
is worlh something to me, I thinks,
so I catches you by the ankle and
‘olds you. And you give a ‘owl!”

Iovell and Raby and Newcome
lnnked at Mr, Tigg, and then at their
chum. They underetood now why the
rascal supposed that he had 2 lhold
over tho captamn of the Roaokwood
Fourih.

“You—you weren't out of bounds

: X \
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that night, Jimmy?” esclaimed
Arthur ldward, breathlessly.

Jimmy shoolk his head. ‘

“1t was pretty dark on Monday
night, Mr. Tigg,” he said. ** There
wwasn't a moon, How do you know
who it wazs climbing over the wall?
You couldn’t have seen him very
elearly.” L

“ o that's tho varn, is 1t 7" sneered
Mr. Tigz. “I know it was you,
‘eause your name’s Jimmy Silver.”

“Did the fellow have Lis name on
a label?"” asked Jimmy sarcastically.

“0Oh, don’t give me any back-
chat!” growled Larry Tigg, “I ‘ad
old of your ankle, and you was a-
trembling like a leaf. I says as I'd
’old vou and ring the porter’s bell,
and you offered me o quid to Jet you

zo and keep it dark. ‘Done/’
I says. ‘You como along to-
morrow with the quid and Tl

be at the stile.” I says * What's
your name? ‘Jimmy BSilver,” says
you, ‘I'm Silver of the Fourth, Form.”
I knosred that name ; I've ’eard speak

of you, and secn the name in the local

paper.

“Well, Jimmy Silver of the Fourth
Form,” 1 says, ‘ you come along to-
morrow and ‘and over the guid. and
vou're all right,” I says, ‘ but if you
don’t turn up,” I says, ‘you can

e
S ey =

expect to see me at Rookwoad,” 1
says. And then I lets you go, and you
‘ops it.” g i "

Jimmy Silver listened quielly, with
a contemptuous smile on his face.

“] dare say it happencd as you
say.” he remarked. “You haven’t
brains enough to make up a yarn like
that, But I suppose it didn’t occur
1o you that a fellow in a fix like that
wouldn’t be likely to give you his own
name ?"’

“YWatcher mean?” growled Mr.
Tigg. ““You give me your owi name
—1I know your name’s Jimmy Silver.”

“ Quite so; but I wasn’t the fellow
on the wail on Monday night. It was
someone else, and he gave you my
name instead of his own.”

“(Chuek it!” said Mr. Tigg.

“VYou don't believe thai?”

“Course I don’t! The fellow give
me the name of Jimmy Silver, and it
was you, right enough. Feller just
about your size, too, and in the same
clothes.” i

“We're all dressed much alike in
tho };!:r}urth. and moro or less the same
size.

“That chicken won't fight!"” said
Mr. Tigg. *“’And over the cash,
young feller-me-lad, or I'm going

et )
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to . your ‘eadmaster—and I've ’ad

enough jaw on the subject, too!™
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By

LESLIE WILSON.

(A Splendid Series of Articles dealing with the Author’s- Experiences. in Different

I have 10ld in previous articles of a
number of my adveutures, and 1 have
vet more to tell; but as you yead
them I want you fo remeraber that
these expericnces oxtended over a
peried of five years and seven mounths,
walking alone nearly the whole of that
titne in strange places, and among
strauge peoples.  So that it is not so
- very wonderful all these things bap-

pened to me, is i§?

Now, this week T shall commence
by going back for a time into Cape
Colony, and. tell you of a littie adven-
ture 1.had in that beaufiful strip of
country that lics south of the Draken-
berg - Range.

Writing from memory, I cannot tell
of the-exact spot of this episode i
1oy tour, but remember it was some-
where near Humansdorp, on the way
from Knysoa 1o Port Elizabeth.

I was on a long stretch that day—
i lorty-odd-mile walk—and I had not

" seb out until closc on cleven o'clock
in the morning, owing io very heavy
rainslarms overnight. .

The afternoon turned out beautiful,
ithough - hot, and towards 4 p.m.
found that I had made excellent pro-
aress, thonugh the walk was somewhat
tiring, owing, not so much on acconni,

of the heat, as fo the great number of
flooded spruits I had to cross.

Abbut the hour mentioned I came
io a «vosscroad that I had been told
overnight marked the entrance io a
picee of land thut by crossing would
save mo four or five miles walking at
the day’s end. =

I could not mistake the place! be-

cause T had to get through a fence of

cactus and stones.

T found that crossing this land was
not so easy as I was led to beliove it
would be, as il was rather a trouble
keeping the right direction, owing to
the small bushes and irregular nature
of the ground. But. with the aid of
the sun amd sigus, helped out now
and again by a glance at my pocket
compass, I got along fairly well, ahd
had travelled about two tniles across
iho short cut when I noticed, about
twenty-five: yards off and, walking to-
ward me, a male ostrich.

[ had alreacdly been all through the
famous. Oudtshoorn district, and had
walked among thousands of these
birds during the vast few weeks, but
T had never seen before such a tre-
mendous bird as the one now advanc-
ing to@ard me.

About fifteen vards off he came
from round a small bush into an open
space, and I saw then that there was
an iron collar riveted vound his left
leg just below the knee-joint.

1 stood still to beiter admire the
bird and marvel at his size. T did
not know then that this particular
bird was insane; had I known I would

Parts of the World.)

not have stood within a few fcet of
him calmly admiring his build nor
anything else about him. .

Within about twenty feet of me he

stopped, and then, for the first fime,-
L suspected that he was not a normal

bird, for 1 read murder in his eyes—
and T road aright. Ile paused for a
sccond or two, then, after a prelimin-
ary beating up the dust around with
his wings. he suddenly sireaked for e
like a Hash of lightnime. Although his
ayeos had telegraphed to me something
of his intentions, I was not expecting
such a sudden attack, and, conse-
quently, was somewhat unprepared.
Within a fow fect of moe he stopped
so suddenly that his feet threw up a
cloud of dust, and then he lashed out

A pause in the march,

a murderous kick with one of his
dreadful fect.

Some of you boys who have only
seen ihese huge birds in a zoo may
think that u kick from an ostrich
would nol be very dangerous; but
when I tell you that with one kick
thoy can disembowel a horse or bul-
lock, and that many men have heen
kicked to death by these birds, you
may alter your opinion.

An ostrich can only kick forwards
and downwards.

Fartunalely, Instinct stcod me in
good stecad on this occasion, and
before the deadly foot eould land 1
had "jumped slightly to the left just
ont of danger, at the same time,
bringing up my walking-stick, T aimed
o blow at the most vulnerable part
of the bird—bis neck. But T was too
short, and the blow missed; but,
swiftly recovering, I tried a second,

blow about half-way up the neck, and
before he could move J?gnt in another
successful swing, though this one was
lighter than the first. Before I could
strike again he had turned and ruu
off about $wenty feet, and stood with
his mouth' open, panting for breath,
all the time eyeing me evilly.

It was no wse my running off, for
stidgs, and there was no shelter
within ,;many miles, while the bushes
and bdulders in this part were inade-
quate to form protection.

I knew that in such a case as this
T could lje gown flat on the ground,
for in that position these birds can-
nof, kick ono; but, instead, they come
and sit on the top of one, or even on
occasion jump on one.. And as a full-
grown ostrich weighs anything be-
tween eight hundred and nine hun-
dred pounds L did not fancy this
method. :

1 stood watching for his next move,
and I bad not long to wait, for aftor
about two minites’ rest he turned,
toak two or throe slow steps toward
me, and then as swiftly as before he
came for e again. . This time I was
ready for him, and as he came up to
kicking distance 1 sprang to one side
and sli;iht!y forward and got in two
more blows with my stick, this time
very violent blows with ihe full
strength and weight of my arm, and
I caught him higher up the neck.

These two blows would have killed
an ordinary ostrich; but this chap was
a real hard case, for, as before, he
ran off to about twenty feet, and
stood gasping for breath.

- The first real dread came to me
then. I thought that he meant to
atlack me a third time. I felt that,
should he come for me again, I would
not be so fortunate as before, and the
insane ostriclt would have his revenge,

As he stood there recovering his
Lreath I noticed some fair-sized flints
an the ground, and, collecting them
as quickly as possible, T began throw-
ing them at the huge bird.

Fvidently the bombardinent came as
a surpriso to him, for, instead of
attacking, he began to walk slowly
away, every few feet pausing for a
few moments Yo turn and watch me,
as if debating whether to rush me
again. But, luckily for me, he was
satisfied.

I would not trust him, and did nos
move until T could just see him in
the far distance; then I moved—and
moved quicklz—to get away from that
quarter, and I never felt really safe
until I arrived at my destination that
same night. :

Tt was in Khama's counlry thai T
had my first real introduction fo a

and this time caught him a st.inging.

the brute would overtake me in a few .

“Same here!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Well, it wasn’t I you caught on
Monday night, Mr. Tigg. I can guess
who it very likely was—but that's
peither here nor there. You caught
a fellow in a scvape, and you've tried
to bully money out of him—only
you’ve got hold of the wrong mman.
You can go to my hcadmaster, if
you like, and as soon as you like.
You're a blackmailing rascal, Mr.
"Tigg; and when you go to my head-
aster with your yarn you ean also
tell him that you had a first rate
thrashing for your dishonesty. Collar
him, you fellows!”

HI‘uok ’em_—?’

. “Pile in!” grinned Lovell

“’Ands. off” roared Mr. Tige.
“Tll—— Oh erumbs! Leggo!”

Mr. Tigzg hit out furiously as the
juniors collared him.

Lovell gave & howl and dropped on
the road, but Jimmy and Raby and
Newcome grasped the ruflian, and
pinned him against the stile. Arthur
Fdward jumped up and rushed in.
In four pairs of hands Mr. Tigg found
that he hadn't much chance.

“Put him over the stile, face
down ! gaid Jimmy Silver grimly.

“Yeu, rather!” gasped Lovell.

“Loggo! 'Elp! Perlice!” howled

Mr. Tigg.

South African tiger, a species of
leopard.

t was before T met tho chief. I
was walking alone at the time, well
to the east, and on one scorching hot
day I had been resting near a poor
water-hole in the doubtful shade of a
Boabab-tree until the afterucon sun
robbed me of that small shelter. So
T ook to the trail again, feeling very
hot and uncomforiable.

I had only walked some few hun-

dred yards when I ecamo out upon a
clearing, which I crossed; but found
on the [urther side a eircular shaped
bush that 1 had to circuit, as it was
too dense for me to push my way
through.
Ungcrfnot was heavy sand, and my
footfalls made little or no noise.  Also,
having done such a lot of walking
through bush and wild country, I had
acquired the art of wullking surely
and silently. T was now walking
slowly round the bush, when suddenly
T came face to face with a tiger, which
had been walking round the bush to-
ward me.

On sighting one another we stopped,
with less than ten fcet soparating us.

I don’t know how the leopard felt,
but he looked rather surprised; as for
myself, to say that I was surprised is
putiing it very mildly, for I was so
astonished I don’t remember having
any feelings one way or another. All
T could do was to -stand and look at
the animal in front of me.

We must have stood in that position
looking at one another for about
thirty seconds, when the leopard sud-
denly turned aside and .wa.gkerl into
the bush. Fortunately for me, I had

Crossing a spruit.

heen too surprised to use my revolver,
as any movement on my part may
have raised the ire of the animal, with
perhaps disastrous results tn myself.

After he had disappeared 1 moved
on my way, giving that particular
bush as wide a berth as possible. ex-
pecting every moment that [ would
be altacke.

The worst of 1& was, T had fo camp
out that night, and had to make the
camp bhefore sundown. As the bush
was rather dense in this district I
made little headway in the afternaon,
and, as a consequence, I bhad to make
my resting-place for the night within
a comparatively short distance of the
afternoon’s adventure. I collected
enough wood for the night, and got
a emall fire going; bub as the night
was very dark and the fire but a
smal]l one, T did not feel too comfort-
able.

And it was terribly.lonely for.

But there was no help for Tarry
Tigg; therr was only stern justice.
The stile was excellently placed 1o
“hoist” him; Larry Tizg hung over
i, face down, with his boots. on the
step on one side, his hands on tho
step on the other. ILovell and Rahy
and Newcome, grasping him forveibly,
kept him securely in that position.
while Jimmy Silver commenced
operations with the stump.

Whack! Whaek! Whack!

The dust rose from Mr. Tigg's
frowsy garments in clouds; and from
Mr. Tizgg himself there rose a series
of yells, But Jimmy Silver did not
ran any risk of spothng Mr. Tigg by
sparing the rod. He laid on a dozen
of the best, and he was a little breath-
less when he had finished.

“That will do!” he said. “Now he
can como up to Rookwood if he likes.”

Mr. Tigg went rqlling over the
stile, to land in a bed of notiles on
the other side. And his frantic howls
followed the Fistical Four for a goml
distance ag they walked lome to
Rookwood.

THE END.

(Next Monday's long complele
story of Rookwoad Sechool is entitled
“Saving a Seamp!”’ By Owcen
Conguest. Don’t miss it!)

me in the heart of that bush, know-
ing that a tiger was somewhero in the
vicinity, and most probably watching
me all the time.

I was in very good fettle about this
time, my health was perfect, and my
nerves in good order, so, although I
did not like the thoughts of Mr. Tiger
watching for a favourable opportunity
of attacking me, I determined that I
was not going to let that thought
rob me of my sleep. I was extremely
tired, so late in the night I concluded
to take my ochance, and so, after
nmaking up a huge fire, I lay down
with my revolver to hand, and almost
at once I fell asleep. In the early
morning 1 suddenly awoke; it was
very still and dark, and my fire had
got very low.

Resting on _one elbow, I kopt as
still as I possibly could, ai the same
time searching the darkness with my
eyes, and listening intently.

In times of danger, such as anyone
coming ‘nto my bed-room at night or
an animal prowling close to my camp
in the bush, or anything at all
threatoning me during sleep, I possess
an instinct, or intuition, that warns
me, wakes me, and puts mo on the
alert.. The instant I awake 1 possess
all my faculties, and am ready - for
action, with all my wits about me.

I knew that my iustinct had nob
failed me on this eccasion, and so that
is why I kept very still and moved
only my eyes. I never saw this par-
ticular danger, but I knew that it
was in the bush and close to me. I
knew it was there as certain as if ¥
could actually see it. L never had a
doubt about it. And so, while T felt

| the danger was near, I kept still, but,

on the alert. After a few minutes T
felt that the dengpr, whatover it was,
had moved off. And then I got up.
kicked the fire into a blaze, piled
on a heap of fresh wood, and lay
down agatn, and slept unfil the sun
bhad begun to show his jolly face
above the tree-tops.

I have told vou about this incident
of my tour, firsé, becanse tlis was my
introduction to the carnivorous will
animal Iife in Africa. and, secondly,
beranse I wanl vou to remember n
reading about wild animals that they
do not always attack a muan on sight.
Niue tirnes out of ten, if 4 man does
not  interfere  with  carnivorons
animals, they will not ivterfere with
him. have travelled many
conntries. and was seventeon months
doing Africa, and I consider that I
know something of wild animal hife.

During my trip in Africa, I camie
upon lions on many oceasions and
many other so-called dangerons
animals, but, with the exception of
one occasion they never attacked me,
the reason being that, keeping my
wits about me. I never interfered
with them in the first place. 1t 1s
only pafural that when a lion or any
other carnivorous animal is hunted
and  havried, and . espacialle  when
woundad, that it will often attack and
try to do injury to whoever interferes
with hin

[ am not dmplying ihat all these
wild animals are not dangerous, be-
cause an old man lion or lone lion is
always dongerous; and all the cat
tribe, such as the leopards and tigers
of India, are more or less danrerous,
because they are of a treacherous
breed.

T have been chased on sight by
wild-pigs and a rhinoceros. These
animals are herbivorous and net car-
nivorons, and they possess ahout the
highest order of courage among all
the animal kingdom.
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The ist Chapter.
Nothing Doing !

“1t's Bob 17

“Geod 17

Frank Richards and Vere Beauclero
were riding at a galiop through the
long grass, their faces to the south.
It was lute afternoon, and at Cedar
Creek Schocl Miss Meadows was dis-
wissing Ler pupils. !

Three of Miss Meadows® pupils had
been absent from the scheol in the
baclewoods that afternoon, and there
had been much comment at the
himber school on the absence of
Frark Richards & Co. But certainly
nobody at Cedar Creelt was likely to
guess tho real reason why Bob Law-
less wis absent, and why his chums
had ridden in pursuit of him.

Frank Richards shuded his eyes with
lis hand, looking steadily acress the
expanse of high grass. glunmering in
the westering sun.  Far ahead was
the figure of a rider trotting, and
Frank wasg cortain that he recognised
his nuissing clonmn.

“16's Bob right cnough.” he said.
“We're only a couple of miles off
Silver Creek now. Wo shall catcl
hiin before he gets there.”

“All the befter,” gaid Beauclerc.

“We'll make him come back with us,”

tou-,,

Vel
donbtfully.

And the chums rode on faster,
urging their horses fo their greatest
speed.

Bob Lawless became plainer to the

"view as they gauined on him.  His
horse Lad dropped into a walk as he
drew nearer to his destination. Far
away, where the creck glistened in the
sun, the lirst vabins of Silver Creek
could be seen.

Bob did not look back. He did not
scem to think of pursuit.

1lis brow was wrinkled, and his eyes
downcast with thought as he rode on
through the grass.

It wus not till the sound of horses
close hehind Tim startled him that he
looked gnickly round.

Then he started viclently at the
sight of Frank Richards and Vere
Beauclere coming on at a gallop.

He gripped his reins harder as if
about 1o ride off at a gallop, but
changed his mind and wheeled round
to meet his old chums. His look was
auything but welcoming.

“You here!” he exclaimed.

“Veos!” panted Frauk, as be came
up breathlessly, and pulled in lhis
horse.  “And thenk gooduess we've
foundd you 1””

Bob gave him a gloomy look.

“What do you want 7" Lo asked.

“You, old chap.”

“You got the note T leflt you at the
school, T suppose 27

“Yes; that’s why we're after yon.”

“Then you've cul school this after-
fioon.” ;

“We had 10.” said Beauclere.
“ But it’s all right if you ride back
with us now, Bob.”
© Bob Lawless’ face set hard.

“I'm not coming Dback,
wswered. Yon  shouldn’t
‘ollowed I'm keeping
Good-bve

“¥old on!” exdaimed Trank
Richards. “ Bob, yo're playing the
goat, You kuow you cau’t Liolt Iike
thig ;

“Your
(‘Ef‘r“,

try,” said Frank rather

7 he

have
me. an.
T

father——" bezan PBeau-

“T've {hought it all oul,” inter-

rupled Bob Lawless. “1 guess I’ve
made up my mind. I didn’t knew
wvou fellows knew where to look for
me- B

Frank Richards smiled slightlv.

“We  knew that  tha  Grand
Turopean Opera Company had started
for Silver Creek when they turned
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out of Thompson,” he said. “We
knew they’re stopping at Silver for
the night, and they're giving a per-
formance there to-day. So we knew
where to {ind you, you ass[”

Bob frowned,

“Does Miss Clarissa de Vere know
ihat you are following her?” FErank
dernanded,

“Of course not!” muttered Bob,
flushing deeply. -

“What will she think of you, you
awful duffer, when she knows?” said
Frank, hardly knowing whether to be
angry or amused with his chum.

Bob ILawless’ infatnation for the
operatic singer was serious enough in
his' own eves, but, naturally, it seemed

anything but serious to his chums,
It was so unlike 3ob to *play the

Good-bye! Don’t [ollow me. T don’t
want to quarrel with yon chaps, but
we shall quarrcl if you follow me any
farther,”

With ‘that, Bob Lawless rode on to-
wards the camp.

“My only hat!” muttered Frank
Richards.:

Beauclerc shrugged his shoulders in
an exasperated way.

“What are we going to do now?”
he asked. “I suppose il’s no good
having a row with the silly ass!”

“No fear!”

“But we cun’t go back without
him ! i

“No. Tm going to see Misg de
,Vere, and tell her how the matter
Istands,” said TFrank determinedly.
“8he will make him act sensibly, I

The little wizencd  Frenchman
grinped at him amiably. Bob Law-
Jess had made the uscquaintance of
the touring company in Thompson,
where he had rendered them a service
which Monsier Mungo had not for-
gotten.  Bob jumped off bis horse.

The Grand European Opera Com-
pany was camped on a vacant plot in
the single street of Silver Creek, next
to the log hotel. There was a big
tent and several staller ones, and
stacked wagons. Irom the big tent
proceeded the sonnds of music.

A performance was being given,
and the big tent was well filled. Mon-
sicur Mungo was slanding at the
entrance, apparently being door-
keeper as well as impresario. ]

“You come fo see vunce agaiu,
isn’t it!” said Monsieur Mungo.
“Zat you entree. You sall nob payer
—oh, no! You goes in.”

“JIs Miss de Vere singing?” asked
Bob.

“Mais oui! Clest la derniere acte
de ¢ Carmen’ maintenant. Vat you
say, last of acts?’ said Mousieur
Mungo. “Tie up your cheval ici,
and you go in wizoub pay, yes.”

Bob Tawless thanked the kind
little gentleman, and tethered his
horse to one of the posts outside the
tent. Monsieur Mungo waved himn
in, but Bob paused in the entrance.

“I—I'd like to go in, sir,” he mut-
tered; “but—but there's something
else. T asked you in Thompson if
you'd give me a job in the company—
looking after the horses, or any-
thing—""

Monsiedr Mungo smiled.

“Cest vral,” he assented. “I tell
you to ask permission of fazzer, isn’t
it? Now you have come for zat job?”

“Yes,” said Bob.

“Bon! Zen you remain. if you sall
like,” said Monsieur Mungo. “ Now
you may go in.”

“Thauk you, sir!”

‘* Miss de ‘Vere wants to see you,
“Thanks ! gasped Bob.

A MESSAGE FROM CLARISSA!

'’ he said gravely.
He cut off

‘ No. 7

waggon, chuckling the while.

Charley de Vere found Bob Lawless helping to stack a waggon
with operatic prope. He tapped the schoolboy on the shoulder.
room in the hotel yonder. .
at once, and Charley took his place and helped io stack the

Mosey along!”

gout” in this way, that his ciuma
could not really understand it. Bat
they understood that Bob was making
a fuol of himself, and that tiey were
going to save him from his fully—if
they could! | ;

* [—I'm joining the company, to—
ia_belp with the horses, that's all.”
said Bob.  “0Old Mungo is willing to
give we 7 job. Clarissa—I—T mean,
Miss de Vere—don’t know, bug—--—"

“Thore™s still time to come home,
old  chap,”  said  Deauclere  per-
suesively.  “If wao ride back now,
your father need not know anything
ahout it
- T tell you T'm nob coming bhaek 1

“Bub what are you going to do,
then 2

“T'm goihiz with the players.”

“But you can’t—you know——-"

“T'm going to !

There was 2 short silence. Frank
Richards wnd Beauclere exchanged
a hopeless glance. Bob whesled his
Lorse towards Silver Ureek again.

“Grood-bye!” he said.

“PBob 1”? :

C“You can ilelf father TH write.

should think.  Anyway, there's a
chance.”

“ Bob will be awfully wild.”

“Let bim ! said Frank. “Is for
his own sake. There'll be no end of
trouble if he dvesi’t comne home.”

“That’s troe enough; bni——"

“We'll get into Silver Creek lator.
and find out where the singer is
putting up, and ea2ll” said Freank,
* No need 1o sre Bob again—till after-
wards. ™

“Rightho! I suppose
best thing to be done.”

And the ehums rode onslowlr. Doh
Lawless had long heen out of sight
when they eame inie Silver Creck in
the falling dusk.

it's the

3 The 2nd Chapter.
Bob Takes the Plunge!

“ Ah, €'est toi. petit!” .

That remark greeted Bob Lawless
as he came into the little town on the
creek. Tle looked round quickly, and
raised his Stetson hat to Monsieur
Mungo. the manager of the CGrand
European Opera Company. 5

i

“Pas du tout.™
Bob Lawless entered the tent, his
heart beating. :

The die was cusbt now !

Monsieur Mungo apparently took it
for granted that he had his father's
perniission, since he lad followed the
compauy to Silver Creek. Naturally,
monsieur did not suzpect the school-
boy of beiug in love with his leading
lady.

Bob fonod 1he tent crowded, and he
had to stand at the back, awmid a
crowd of the Silver Creek © galoots.”

The last act of “Carmen ' was
drawing to its close, and Miss Clarissa
de YVere was on the siage.

Bob's eyes were fixed upon her at
anee.

How .beautifn]l she looked in the
light of "'the naphtha lamps, which
served as {ootlights.

.The stage and all its appuriances
were very rough-and-ready. The
Grand European Opera Company
roughed it very considerably in its
tour in ihe Canadian West. Al Sjlver
Crevk everything was inuch rough-

and-roadier than even in-Thompson.
But in the midst of it all Clarissa
looked beautiful. sweel, a Lright, par-
ticular star. ©= Bob Lawless watched
her with his heart in his eyes.

The last bars of music died away,
and the scene was over. DBob turned
with the buzzing crowd that came
tramping out of the tent.

He skirted round the big tent, in
the hope of seeing Miss de Vere
leave, He guessed that the leading
lady would be putting up at the hotel,
not camping out with the smaller fry
of the company. From an exit at the
back of the tent sevpral members of
the company emerged, in the dusk,
and Bob started and irembled, as a
graceful figure emerged, in company
with a man, chatting and laughing as
they crossed the vacant lot towards
the log hotel, hall & dozen yards away.
It was Miss Clarissa who spotted the
schoolboy. and she started as she saw
him, and smiled. Bob Lawless raised
his hat nervously.

“Hallo, that kid!" said Charley de
Vere, with a stare, as his sister
stopped to speak to Bob.

“Wait a minute, Charley—"

“0Oh, you come on!” said Charley,
and, with a very brief nod to Bob,
he walked on to ihe hotel. The per-
formance had made Mr. de Vere
thirsty, and ke had pressing business
in the bar of the Silver Creek IHotel.

*“ My dear boy, what are you doing
here?” exclaimed Clarissz, as she
shook hands with Bob Lawless, her
bright eyes resting upon his face with
a rather amuscd gaze. Possibly the
beauteons Clarissa was not wholly un-
aware of the fact that the rancher's
son - worshipped the ground she
walked on with her dainty fect.

“1—1I came—~"" stammered Bob.

“To see the show once more!™
smiled Clarissa. “You must have
taken a long ride. 1 feur you will be
lale home.”

“I—I'm not going home.”

(llarissa raised her eyebrows a little.

“Mr. Miungo’s given me a job in
the company,” explained Bob Law-
less, Aushing. *“I—1—U'm going to
help with the horses.™ -

"‘Camc. cume !t said Clarissa.

“But you are not poor,” said
Clarissa. [ understood you were u
schoolboy. You bLelong in a ranch.
You are uot in need for a horse-boy’s
job. Whai does this mean, then?”

“T—1 wanied to come. You-—yon

" don’t mind my coming?” statnmered

Bob.

Clarissa langhed. .

“No; why should T? But it is very
slrange. You will not find the life
easy ov pleasant.” o '

“T dow’t mind 1hat.™

“I 1hink you will soon change your
mind,” suid Clarissa, siiling, and.
with a nod, she went on-fo the log
hotel. 2 canl

Bob Lawless walched her 1ill she
disappeared, and fhen huzned away,
with & dreamy Jook in his eyes.
Clarissa's voiee still scuiled 'in his
ears like music, How beautiful she
was; hew kind!? o

“Mon petit! DBoy! Gargoni”

Tt was Monsieur Mungn's voice.

Since Bob bad entered his eniploy,
there wus worle to be done, and Bob's
dAresmy meditations wore inlerrupted.
He was called upen to help.avith the
ienl, which had to be sitnek and
packed. Boby piled in, vigorously,
and made bimself vory useful, so
nruch so that he earned a word of
comnieidation from Moysienr
Muango.  But all ithe while:ho worked
two bright eyes and a sweel smile
danced hefore his viston, - .. -

Two,riders came along the rugged
‘streel. as Bob was labouring with the
canvas and teut-poles, and they
spotted him, and rode on. Bob Law-
less did not see Frank Richards and
Beauclere,  But they had seen, him,
and ihey realised thak there was no
time 1o be losi.  The Grand Buropean
Opera Comupany was iaking the. road
in the morning, and their neit horse-
boy would be going with ‘them,
nnless his chmuns could prevent it.
While flob was labouring with the
tents and waggons, his chumws stopped
at the log hotel, lethered theirhorses,
aud entered. ooy

The 3rd Chapter.
Frank’s Appeal ¥
“1t will be all right, Trank1*
ST hope so.”
The chums weve waiting.
" Frank' Richards. had soon ascer-
tained, from a Chinese servant of the
hotfel, that Miss Clarissa de Vere was
there, and 2 tip of a dollar-had easily
inducer] the Chinee to carry a note tn
the prima donna. The chums were
waiting for the answer now.
Frank had quite determined upon
his course, which seemed the only one
to Lo taken. There was only. one

5
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In Chase of a Chum.

way of saving Bob Lawless from his
own folly, and that was by enlisting
the aid of Miss de Vere, and Frank
was determined Lo make the attempt,
at leasi.

“Here he comes!” multered Beau-
clerc.

The Chinaman came back grinning.

“ Missy sayee you comee!” he suid.

“ Wait for me here, Beau!”

“Right-ho !” 4

Frunk Richards followed 1he
Chinaman along a passage. '"The
Silver Creek Hotel had only one
floor.

The Chinaman tapped abt a door,
and opened 1if. Frauk was shown
into a rudely-furnished sitting-room.

Miss de Vere rose to greet him.

Her glance rested very curiously
upon Frank.

The schoolboy ccloured as he met
her eyes. He realised that his mission
ihere required a certain amount of
nerve, He could nol help wondering
how the singer would take it. Tut
he did unot falter.

“You said in your note that.you
wished to see me, and that you are a
a TIriend of Beh Tawless,” said
Clarissu de Vere. wilh an amused
smile. “ What is 1k, then?”

“I~I hops you will excuse me,”
stammered Hrank.

“Certainly ! Yon may sit down. I
can give you a few minutes,” said
Miss de Vere. “Bubt I must pack
soon.”

The young lady was still in the
costuine she had worn as Carmen
in the performance, with a shawl
aver her shoulders, and a doak round
her. 8he looked very charming.

“I—T hope you won’t he offended,
Miss de Vere.” stammered, Frank
“but—but I—X think you can help
me. It's about Bob. ~I—I suppose
you know that he has come here?
He-.;s got a job with the company
anc *

“Yes, T have seen him. He is a
very good, brave boy,” said Miss de
Vere. “Flo ran a great risk when
that dreadfsl man made a disturbance
at the performance at Thompson.”

“¥You don’t know why he has fol-
lowed you, miss?*

Miss Clarissa raised her eyobrows.

“I sappose he wanted a job.”

“Oh, no! His father is a rich
rancher—my uncle,” said Frank. “I
—I hardly like to tell you, miss, only
~-only poor old Bob has got to come
home, or there will be trouble. He—
he thinks—**

“Dear me! What does he think 7™

“He—he thinks,” stuttered Frank
—*“he—he—he thinks he’s in love
with you, miss.”

It was out now!

Frank Richards sfood with a
erimson face, his eyes on the foor.

There was & moment of silence, and
then & sitvery Jaugh from Clarissa.

“That little boy ! she ejaculated.

Frank wished that Bob could have
heard that !

“1 kuow it’s silly, miss,”” he said,
“But—but Bol's rather an ass, and
he thinks it's awfully serious.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Frank laughed too; he was glad
that Miss de Vere was taking it so
good-humouredly.

“I know it must seem awfully
ridiculous to you,” he said. “But—-—
but it's made Bob cut school this
afterndon, and—and he’s left home.
His father would be very angry if he
knew.- Of course, he will fetch Bob
home, if he won’t come back with me,
But—but I thought that if you'd
speak a word to Bob, and tell hiin not
io play the goat, I—I mean—"
Frank faltered. “I know its a
cheek, miss.”

Clarissa laughed again.

“Not at all,” she said. “I am
sorry! Your friend Bob is a dear,
brave boy; but he must not be
aliowed to be such a donkey. I will
cortainly speak to him.”

“Thank you so much !” said Frank
gratefully. . .

“You shall wait for him, and he
shall come home with you,” said Miss
Clarissa, smiling. ‘I will send a mes-
sage to him, and he shall come here.
1 will sell him that he is fo go home.”

“Thank you! You—yow’ll excuss
me for—for my cheek in coming
here 22 ‘

(Continued from the previous

page.)

“Not at all! I am glad you
came.”

And with that, ihe leading lady
of " the Grand Kurcpean Opora
Company dismissed ¥Frank Rich-
ards.

As Irank went down the pas-
sage, Charley de Vere came along
with a cigar in his mouth end
entered the sitbing-room.

Yrank rejoined Beauclerc.

"“Well 2 asked the latter.

“It’s all right, T think,” said
Frank. *““Miss de Vere is a real
brick. $he’s going to speak to Bob,
and toll him 1o come home.”

“(rood 1”7

“We'd better hang about for a bit
and see. Better not let Bob see us
again yet, I think. Let’s go and get
some grub.”

“That's a good idea,” said Beau-
clere, smiling.

And the chums adjourned to the
dining-room.

Meanwhile, Charley de Vere had
entered the prima domma’s sitting-
room, with the big cigar still glowing
in his mouth.

“Hallo! You're wasting time, old
girl I’ was his first remark. *You
ought to be packing! We start early
to-morrow,”

“1ve something to see to first,

Charley. I want you to find that nice
litile boy—7
“KEh? What boy?”

“Lawless—yon remember—"
“(Oh, yes! What about him?”
“Bring him here!”

“What on earth for?” demanded
Charley. He extended a cigarette-
case to Miss de Vere, who accepted a
cigarelte, and lighted 1it, with a
thoughtful air. “ What do you want
the kid for?”

“To speak to him.”

“01d Mungo’s taken him on to look
after the horses. What the thunder
do you want to speak to a horse-boy
for 1 '

Clarissa laughed.

“He has to be sent home. . You

see, he did not come after us, it

sees, to look after the horses——"

“ What for, then?” '

‘" ..NIQ -[,, l

Charley stared at Misg de Vere for
a moment blankly, and then burst
into a roar. -

*“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“I{ is very amusing,” confessed
Miss do Vere. “ DBut he is a nice boy,
and you, must not say anything td
him, Leave him to me.”

“Ma, ha! The Ilittle idiot!”
gm‘gleé Charley. “How old does the
young ass think you are? About
twenty-five, I suppose.”

“I don’t think I look more than
twenty-five.”

“No more you do, old girl,” said
Charley loyally. “But the little
ass—— Ha, ha! Never mind, go
easy with him. He was really plucky,
the way he chipped in when that
boozy ass at Thompson was handling
his revolver. TI'll send him along.
Shove that cigarette away before he
comes—ha, ha!—and don’t let the
Chinee bring in your whisky-and-soda
while he’s here. Ha, ha, ha!”

And Charley walked out, still chort-

ling. :
He looked out for Bob, and found
him helping to stack a waggon with
operatic props. He tapped the school-
boy on the shoulder.

“Miss de Vere wants to see you,”
he said gravely. “No. 7 room ia the
hotel yonder. Mosey along.”

“Thanks ! gasped Bob.

He cut off at once.

Charles de Vere took his place, and
helped to stack the waggon, chuckling
the while.

The 4th Chapter,
Poor Bob!

“Come in I

It was Clarissa’s sweeb voice, as
Bob Lawless tapped timidly at the
pine door.

Bob’s heart thumped as he entered.

“Carmen " looked very beautiful,
with the lace shawl over her head, the
candle-light in the room being very
merciful to the grease-paint; more-
over, Miss de Vere was turned a
litlle from the light. "

“Shut the door!" said Clarissa.

Bob obeyed.

“Now sit down 1™ ,

Bob sat down. S

Miss de Vere shook an admonitory
finger at him. A

“You are a bad boy!™ she began.

“(h, miss ! gasped Bob.

“] believe you have run away from
school, and from home,” said Miss de
Vere. “Isn't that the case?”

“QOh 1”2 gasped Bob.

.pale, troubled face.

He wondered how Miss de Vere had
guessed. having no suspicion that
Frank Richards had been seated on
that sanie chair only half an hour ago.

“You are a very foolish boy,” con-
tinued Clarissa, smiling. “Now, tell
me why you have done this?”

Bob’s face was scarlet. He tried to
speak, but he could not.

::% am waiting.”

13

“Yes?"

3 '[___I___I_”’

“Was it because you wanted to see
me again?”

“Yes!” gasped Bob.

“ And why?”

({3 I_IMI___‘__J’

“(ome, you mnust teil me,” said

Clarissa. “Speak to me just as if I
were your—your old aunt, you
know.”

Bob jumped

“Oh, I couldn’t! You—you’re not
old enough to be my aunt!” he stui-
tered.

“How old do you think T am?”

“ About—about twenty, I suppose,”
stammered Bob.

Miss do Vere gave him a very sweet
smile. .

“Older . than that,” she said—
“much older! I am afraid you are a
very foolish boy, Bob.” )

"Bob Lawless smiled. He did not
mind Miss de Vere calling him a
foﬁliih”boy so long as she called him
“Bo

“How old are you?” she asked. _
“Qixteen next birthday!” said

ob, .

That birthday was a long way off,
but Bob had a strong desire to be as
old as possible just then.

“ And why did you wish to see me
again?”

o

“You must tell me.”

“Because I—I "-—Bob's throat felt
dry, and he gasped—“I—1— Oh,
Miss Clarissa, can’t you guess?”

Then he trembled, almost scared
by his own temerity.

“Yes, I think I can guess,” said
Clarissa, laughing. ‘“For that reason
I have sent for you to tell you you
must go home at once.”

Bob's face fell.

“Go home " he repeated.

“Yes, at onre.”

“I—I can’!”

“You must, my dJdear boy,” said
Miss de Vere gently. “And you
must put this folly out of your
thoaghis. "

Bob Lawless shook his head. °

YT can't?” he said. “I—I sup-
pose you think I'm a fool, Miss de
Vere. But—but you don’t know—
vou don't know what I think of you.

.

b | I knagw it’s a check, but—but—"

Bab's ‘voice faltered. “Don’t send
me away! I won't bother you; I
won’t even speak to you if you don’t
like. I—I only want just to see you
sometimes and hear you sing.
I—~— It will break my hcart if you
send me away! Don’t!”

Bob’s face had become guite pale,
and his voice trembled.

Miss Clarissa’s face was very grave.

She had “roughed it ” for lenger
than slie cared to remember on a
tenth-rate stage; but in Bob's eyes
she was a fairy being from fairyland,
a visiting angel among common
mortals. Such simplicity of belief
wént to her heart, and her glance was
very kind as it dwelt on the boy’s

My dear boy,” she said
“if you knew me as I am——

“1 know you are everything that is
good and beautiful!” said Bob, sur-
prised at his own eloquence, “T shall
always lnow . that. I—I can't go
away, Miss dé Vere. Let mo stay.
I won't come near you unless you
wish. Only let me stay.”

“¥You must go!”

“T can't!”

There was a long pause.

Miss de Vere sighed.

She would gladly have sent the boy
home with a beautiful image still in
his memory; but it was very clear
that so long as the beautiful image
lasted, the boy would not go, or
would be very unhappy if he did, and
Clarissa liked him too much for that.

She liked him for his loyal devo-
tion and his simple faith, but it was
necessary to save him from his folly.

There was a way—which she did not
care to take, But taken it was, all
the same.

She threw the lace shawl aside, and
turned her face to the light. Bob
started a little.

The stage-paint showed up very
strongly in the light, and the lovely
fairy did not look so lovely now.

Miss,de Vere raised her hands and
fumbled with the long. lovely hair
that Bob looked at with admiring
awe.

“You do not mind—-
mured.

“What?" asked Bob.

“If 1 remove my wig—"

gently,
”

? she mur-

“Wha-a-at 7

“Because I have to pack it, you
know,” said Miss de Vere cheerfully.
“I never travel in my stage hair, of
course. It js tco expensive for that.”

Bob could only blink.

It had never even occurred to him
fhat his charmer’s lovely locks were
simply appurtenances of the stage.

Miss de Vere removed the beautiful
locks, Bob sitting dumb.

She threw the shawl over her head
again, with a rather tremulous smile.

Bob did not move or speak.

In her own hair Miss de Vere was
still a very charming lady. But Bob
no longer thoughi that she was not
old enough to be hiz aunt!

She turned to him again.

“Will you call to the Chinaman?”
she asked.

“Sure ! gasped Bob.

“Tell him I am waiting for my
whisky.”

“¥Your—your what?"

“Whisky 7

s 011 !E,

Bob Lawless staggered to the
door.

He found the Chinee at the end of

o passage, and gave bim the
message. Then he came back.

Miss de Vere greeted him with a
charming smile. She smiled through
the haze of a cigarette.

“You do not smoke?” she asked.

“Nunno ! ;

“That is good; it is bad for you.
I never smoked till I was thirty,”
said Miss de Vere. “I am used to it
now, of course.”

Bob sat dumb. If Miss de Vere
had never smoked till she was thirty,
and was used to it now——

Bob’s fairy visions were erumbling.

The Chinaman came in with® the
whisky on a tray. Bob watched the
prima donna of the Grand European

era Company as if fascinated,
while she poured out a good *three
fingers,” and added very littlo water.
It was a dose that Buster Bill, of
Thompson, would not have disdained,
and Miss de Vere swallowed it with
evident satisfaction.

“Now I shall have to send you
away,” she said, with a charmiug
smile. “I must pack. ™

“Ob!” gasped Bob.

He stagerered to his feet.

“You wil go home?” sgaid
Clarissa, her eyes resting upon the
bhoy's face rather wistfully. It had
been painful for her as well as for

his eyes. “My dear boy, you see
now how foolish you have been.
How old do you think I am now ?”

“I—I don’t know.”

“] shall be forty in two years!”
whispered Clarisba.

‘lgh!fl

Bob stood rooted to the floor.

¥le understood dimly that the kind-
hearted woman had urideccived him
for his own sake, and that it must
have cost her much to do so. Iis
folly was past; comimonsense had
come to the rescue now. But his
feeling towards Miss Clarissa was
grateful, tender, and admiring still.

She held out her hand.

“Good-bye, Bob!” she said softly.

Bob vressed her hand in his own.

“Good-bye!” he said huskily. "1
know I’ve been g fool-—1 know! But
—but 1 shall always think of you as
the best woman I’ve ever met, Miss
de Vere! Good-bye!”

He stumbled from the room,

Clarissa, de Vere sighed again as
the door closed upon hiun. Something
of the freshness of youth and inno-
cence had come into the room with
Bob Lawless, and scemed to have

one with him. She remained in very
geep thought, with a sad shadow on
her face, for a long tire. It was the
entrance of Charicy that roused her
from her reverie.

“Well?” grisned Charley, “Iallo!
Is that whisky?"”

He helped himself. :
g me?” he asked,

£ Yes-!

“All serene! Hallo! You're look-
ing down. Anything wrong?”

“Nothing ! said Clarissa, with a
sigh. “He is a nice boy, and I'm

lad he’s gone home cured. I—I told

im T was nearly forty.”

“¥ou ain't nearly forty!” said the
loyal Charley. *“ Barely thivty-eight.
Well, he’s a silly kid; but there an’t
on¢ woman in a thousand would have
told him that—or anybody! Now,
you come and feed.”

There was a, sound of hoof-beats in
the street outside.

‘the Bith Chapter.
: All Berene!l
* tJallo, Frank !”
Bob Lawless stumbled oubt of the
assage and almost rapn into Frank
%inhards and Vere Beauclerc.

b +You here?” he said.

poor Bob to let the acales fall fromn

Bob's faco was still a little pale,
and his brow troubled. But there was
a change in his look, that his chums
noted at once.

“Yes. We've just had supper,”
said Frank cheerily. “You'd betier
com;: a&rxd do the same!” "

* on’t _want any supper; 1’
rather get of.” o

“Where?”

“Iome!”

“(Oh, all right! Come on!”

Bob's chums did not ask any
questions. A

They left the Silver Crecl Hotel
with him, and took their horses.
Bob’s horse was among the animals
belonging to Monsieur Mungo’s com-
pany, and he had to fetch it, and
make some explanation of his sudden
departure to the little Frenchman.
That was not a difficult matter:
Monsieur Mungo was quite indifferent
whether his new recruit stayed or
went.

A little Jater three schoolbovs rodo
out of Silver Creck on the dusky trail
under the stars.

It was a long, silent ride.

Hardly a word was exchanged
among the three as they galloped
back under the stars towards Thomyp-
som.

Frank Richards and Beauclerc were
only too glad that Bob had come to
his senses, and they were deeply
grateful to Miss de Vere. As for the
particulars, they did not care to know
them.

Near the Beauclerces’ cabin Vere
called “Good-night !’ to his comrades,
and rode off in the gloom. Frank and
Bob trotted on towards the Lawless
Ranch.

It was close by the ranch-house that
Bob spoke at last.

“T’ve played the fool, Frank!"”

“Yes, old fellow,” iurmured
Frank.

“ But she is a splendid, gnod sort,
Frank! I—I was vight to admire her.
Of course, it’s all over now, as far as
Einymg the fool is concerned. I—I——

ou sce——" Bob broke off. “I—I
suppose there’ll he a row about cut.
ting  school.  That don’t matter
much.”

‘: We can stand it,” said Frank.

“I wonder—I mean, you necdn’t
say auything at home. We're rather
late, but——"

““Not a word, of ecourse!™

“We’ve heen la‘o before.
on, Frank, let's gt in.”

“You young rogues! T was getting
anxious about you,” said Mr. Lawless,
2s his son and nephew came in.
‘“ Never mind, your supper's ready.
I suppose you're ready for ii—eh?"

“Oh, yes, uncle!” said Frank.

. Bob, rather unexpectedly, did fuil
justice to the supper. That nighi,
before Frank went to sleep, Bob made
one more remark :

“She’s a jolly good sort, I'rank !

“TI'm sure she is!” said Frank.

And that was all.

The next day Bob looked very
much like his old self when he rode

Coma

to Cedar Creek, School with his
chums. The brief romance was over,

and Bob Lawless was a cheery school-
boy again, for which his “devoted
chums wero duly thankful,

THE END.

1000D STORIES!

k-

AN

ONE FOR HER! ‘
¢ As my wile, at the window, one

ay
Stood walching a man with a
monkey,
A caré came by with a broth of &

0Y, - .
Who was driving a stout little
donkey,

To my wifec I then spoke, by way
of a joke,
¢ There’s a relation of yours in
that carriage.’
To which she replied, as the donkey
she espied,
¢ Ah, yes, a relation—by mar.
riage!” "

CRIPPLED

Tramp (sitting on step): “Please
help a poor cripple!”
eutllemau: *“Certainly ! lere you
are! But how are you crippled?”
Tramp (as he pockets the coin):
¢ Financially, sir.”

The Sire: “You seem proud of
vour disgraceful conducy at college.
You ought tu be too ashamed to be
proud of it.” ‘

The Son: “On ithe contrary, T'm
ashamed .of my conduct, and L'm

proud to be ashamed of it.”



