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The 1st Chapter. i
‘Called to Order,
“Morny ! ” | o
Jimmy Silver uttered the name 1n
tones of surprise.

School was over at Rookwood, and | Big
| Jﬂé]immy" Silver & Co. had gone down | #B
W to lattle Side for cricket p
. . J'_..' They'

had hardly
sical Fourth, came along with his.
bat under his arm. R
. Jimmy was surprised to see Hini:
. Mornington had had {}H@ of his,
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noon, and had considerably exas
ated Mr. B,:::.ut‘}les ) the master ot

Fourth. For  which =TeasORS N
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after lessons, and at the present

moment Morny was supposed to 't

grinding Latin in the Form-room."

~ Morny nodded coolly 4o the ca

of the Fourth.

 “Here I am,” he remarked.
“You.oughtn’t to be here,” said

*

" Jimmy Silver, with a frown.

“Why not? As I’'m in the eleven

. for Wednesday, I suppase you expect

me to turn up "at practice. I was
really expecting to meet with your
gracious approval,” drawled Morn-
ington. : i

. “Oh, don’t be an ass!” ‘exclagimed j
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‘said Mornington. _ ¢
with Bootles! Give Bootle§ & 1ést

- Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.
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dia o "'yﬁthlﬁtlme that I*’

o LS .:' -
- Fomyy F
LEben o

u know what an @88 0§ 1

A Y ,” . > : : g ;1.1. WA -- 1;#.11 _'-_J .
-~ “Suppose Bootles sho R
- vou back t

[ ]

B i |
id A%

: L
ﬁﬁ ]hw i
; }

J e 1) . ._a f_’u!-"
[ Y Ll:rl ll}.-:.l-l "IP‘ ---'Ii";l'l\;I
¥

3} «

R

oni?” demanded Arthups

““0Oh, he won’t! Bother B
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Disrespect to a Form-master was

I,'nt:it considered ‘“the thing ” at Rook-'
wood, and Jimmy Silver was very far

fram approving of it.
“Took here, Mormy———-"" he began.
- “Do you want me to go back?”
asked Morny sarcastically. |
“Yes; I think you ought. @ You

| jolly well deserved to be detained,

and you know it; you were pulling
Bootles’ leg in class this afternoon,

and you couldn’t expect him to stand
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‘Whilst Mpr. Bootles talked with the Head outsidé the Form-room, Valentine
Mornington clambered over the window-sill and dropped to the ground below,
A tew moments later he was speeding out of the gates on his bicycle, with old
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Nl ard S Took here,
S quietly.
oblds 1 | st
‘up I can’t be here playing cricket 1 sight

did not bowl.

Any

1 other master would have
Jicked you.

Youw'd better clear oft

8¢ Well, T'm not goin’’ 1o, said

Mornington coolly. “T’ve come here
‘to do some battin’, and 'm gomn’ to

et Who’s goin’ ‘to bowl?” i
" And Valentine Mornington walked

1 €0 the wicket. |
di Cheeky ass!” .
fort W Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.
tadped A,LHQ was on fairly friendly tevms
PiSawith Mornington, who was a zood.

growled Tiovell.

& Ll enicketer, and a valuable member of

But he often

R e i ol -y
60 You, | found the dandy of the Fourth very
A, T GRS B

exasperating. |

Morny.” he « said
| “This won't do. You're
supposed to be detammed, and you

of all Rookwood. You're making me
a party to your cheeking Bootles, and
I’m not having it.
better clear.” =

““Who’s bowlin’?’’ repeat
ington, unheeding. ° You can save

 your breath, Jimmy Silver; I'm not
goin’ in! You bowhn’, Raby?”

George Raby had the ball; but he’
. “*Not to you, unless Jimﬁr}y Says,
s0,” he answered. “Jimmy Silver is
skipper, Morny; a fact/ you seem to
have forgotten.” s
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 Tubby Muf

: Ne WCoIe.

I tell yom, you'd | 1€]
i A if to retreat; but he checked it,

ed Morm-
- Morny was oftener in a scrape than
- any other junior at Rookwood; but
“he had plenty of nerve to ‘‘face the
‘music ¥ when the hour of trouble

was, waibing  for  Mr.

Mack staring after him in blank amazement !
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There was a sudden
1), ¢
“*Look out, Morny !

Here comes

Bootles !”’

““Oh, gad !” ‘ejacu]a,ted Mornington.
For a momeént Morny looked dis-
mayed. '

All the cricketers glanced rf.:i-und in .
the direction of the School House,

from which Mr. Bootles had emerged.
Eyvidently the:master of the Fourth

was not.quite so forgetful as Morn-

ington had supposed. = There was a
dark  frown upon his face as he
‘hurried towards the cricket-ground.

Moy !  exclaimed
“You've done 1t now!!
Bootles must have seen you from his
study window.”

“T say, he looks awiully ratty,”
grinned Tubby Muffin. ‘ Look out
for squalls, Morny! He, he,he!” 7

“You’d better cut,” said Lqvell.

Mornington had made a movement

S5Y o ass

and remained standing at the wicket.

came. His lofty pride would not

allow him to scuttle off and dodge the

Form-master ; he remained where he

Bootles to

arvive, with an air of cool uncongern
i ;

!

howl from: |

me bat, sir?

mLLE r - - i
- I W : ,r.,l ! oy 1. Eonp o ¥

—which he was probably very far
from feeling. My, Bootles was a mild
hittle gentleman; but he was, after
all, a Ferm-master: and Fopm-
masters had to be given their head, so
to speak. |
Mr. Bootles arrived on the cricket-
ground, puffing and blowing a little
with his hurry. |
““Mornington!” he gasped.
“Yes, sir!” answered Morny. ¢
“What are you doing here?” |
o Jdust goin’ to play cericket, sir,”
answered Mormmgton, ° Like to see
Very kind of you to
give us a look.m.” ,
Some of the  Fourth-Formers
grinned. - Morny’'s cool impertinence
was entertaining to them; though
not, apparently, to Mr. Bootles.
That gentleman frowned portenti-
ously. g
“Mornington! You are insolent !’
“Oh,'SiI"I” :
““You are detained,” pursued Nlv,
Bootles. “You have left the Form-
room without pérmission, and - left
vour detention task undone. FHow
dare you act in this manner, Morning-
ton? . Have you mno  respect  for
authority?” '

It was on Mornington’s - lips to

reply ‘“None at all, sir!” but fortu-

nately he checked hiinsalf, . and

remained silent.
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I kuow a chap there—a chap named

we were gomhg onf collecting ducks’

“Whao's the happy man ™ - *

Publishe . - % s ¢ Price -
Ever;ﬂf?lan?iay i : : @YS F RK EN ' Threa Halip&nﬂa i )/6/20
frrrTmm— Dodd. % K.e-ep to matters you unde:- l If "\’Iﬂrn had bE‘.‘ﬁﬂ c:muked it would | 18 was ﬂasy to see that he lmd lllddﬁ ug
! | stand.” | have baer different.  But he was at | his mind. |
| | , “You checky Modern asgs !’ roared | the top o f} his form., It was hiz own “T'm goin’!” he amd as he turnf‘d:

| y Lovell, mmpmg ap. I jolly | wilfulness that had ¢ @d all ‘the | away. ;
e _ o G v trouble. Jimmy cou  help- giving _“Swalﬂa L2 1‘{;11‘1&1‘119(1 PLGIB of the
, * Or -Lg,i’ 1”2 rapped out  Jimmy 111"11 a rather grim, nIJ Jw ’w hu:u | Fﬂurtll “You won't ham th{.. nerve,
tiaued Sﬂvejﬂ‘* eeal g down, Lovell,  Doddy, | 1n the Clommorn-rot *ig: il :JF*"""_'ﬁf._ Morny |
| i .J e gld-man, ia.lss vacant placg h 18 hotwe@n - Mormngton :*flfin_af: __-.-_  u‘?l ‘ " the Morlungmn did not answ for thdt
B A R o Raby ;11111 Nﬁwc ome, hﬁty re the | Fistical Hour, in ?rb"' 1%& ho |'¥ f‘i"lﬂfl‘i‘k though his eyes glittered. 5
ihe BRULEE ., 2ol (el hest. on offer,” 1 pretty evidently w fﬂ qiw e paaned | 1t Was ¢ all t,lmb he needed to u;vnhrm |
i« | ¢ Noweesthat's  utter rot!'  said | him, --Jsrz” -r‘:bt X b in his reckless determinatip
/| previous W N Vommy Umld T oeonld pick oufil  t Abeut Wadm*ﬂd& b ﬁﬁ- 1 Mormn- | Kib 11-*1'1“311 wore a worried look 4 Mfi
__ e 69 | five aor six Moderns better than the mgtmh a4/ everning. ko was a far more #iought-
4 page. ! twr 0 of them put togother !” ) "T've  sottled ihtﬁ«,’l‘i’ r""ﬂ nswered | ful fellow than his chwin, and he
: | N 1 % Bow-wow I o 1 Jimmy Silver ahnrtly. i | could not help thinl.ag of the pro-
1 ‘”Eh(., fear & H,}ruﬂ{]\r wealkened by 1105 “YU“ re th"ﬂun of hla .2 new bable I‘Eﬁu]f':} of *‘JIGLIJ}’ 5 llltﬂllf.{ﬂil
CUh i < | too many (! lrlﬁbli.!llhr-"*-"”' man 1 | escupade,  tla fnew that 1t was use-
“.R:'Lt"" |8 5 ()f GOV R, I H[n'}l";()ﬁn ﬁ‘ﬂ (‘10.11'*, Iﬂﬁ& tﬂ renson w Ith XIUIHIHV"EUH th \
£ | “_th don’t want Raby or New- | think I should take o trﬂ'llm of ten ﬂnﬂffhf«‘rih& ocurred to his llllﬂﬂ ancl
come,” argued Tommy Dodd. ™ If | men over to pluy Clroyiriars,” shortly Weiore bed-time, he tdlﬁpbd ab

the daoy of My, Bootles’ study.

 Bunteea’’ | eggy, of courseee-- But I_ under- 1 % Nowgome, " 6,40111& ol szmd My,
YR gt .‘Hlf exactly & reason for mm}d that wo were gomng Qvev {o “Not mmch good agninst men like Boodtles lxllldly A9 \Vhat-_la, i, my
putting you in the eléy en, 13 1b 17 (rreylriars to play ('11(]1;::13 - Wharton, and Cherry, and Vornons | boy " _
G e R R “They always h;atand you a good | “ Newcome, I think,” said Jxmmj,r 1 Smith  of (;rwl’rmrm b[ il ‘Wal“ftt*d to speak ’E:r; you about
et to tho K onm oo ak onae. f1easan ireviriars. 1 i : 511“’?}“. with an air ”fr df‘Pp rpﬂ@tﬁ?n. f}lthllt‘ Newcome coloured. ":*11 out Mornmgton, bll" sibld 1 rl”011
Mornington!  You will be detained m‘:l.[ﬂ,, ha, ha roared Ln;_m‘f}.ﬁ c Y ou’ g putling Newcome in i I don't ””:I‘“ oul to be up to‘mur 0O nl}umi: 5 A
F i atiw ! ot Naltholiday. as o] & 4o sottles at,  Jimuwy. You : g ’g:lw - forn, Mmuy, Jhe said tartlv ‘Bul ] 'Mlll.' daotle 1001{_ | beuamle less
punishment for this disobedience. Do hﬂ""* lo put hlbh"? in it he can ge Then you're a silly 288 . at lﬁsuat- I sha'n't play the g'rmb and get | Kimaly |

you hear me, sir? Go at once !’

a free tea at Greyfrmrs. What does

1:1 thng olge matter | -

Ehanlceie
P And a frabjous chumn !

detained on the day of the match.

“Wall 27 he said.

My $e rery. sharply | That's gomething.”’ ”Wn re pmng over to play mw-
ot Bootior spoke very sharply | MFGEE SRR, tury e | < dond B TR dtrinulobli it | Sleas s i o Woiina
{0 go His chum Kit Brroll caught ‘ml(] '!"uhbr Muf”"ﬂin. “Ceul l take Lo ‘de a  burbling 3:1bberw0c'lx‘ am aware that you WJII Lw a pood | and Mmuln,r.,frm s needed  in the
him b the slecve. as gettled, J 1mmy v . hﬂ;“md Lommy If,)r:}f:ltl little boy-—theyre all good little Hoys t‘lf’H‘H A he's detained ——" |

“Mm‘ny zet along 1 he whispered * Clertainly.” | Hear, ‘lzem L i‘”d Jimmy Silver | in the end study. Butter wouldn't a8 ho s dt‘ltﬂt:::*d he ynll nut 155
“anxiously. *Come on, iR “idettled  that I'm to play, 1 ﬂf‘ﬁrtﬂ Go it ! melt in  their mouths—if there was | able to go, Hrroll.

Heo fairly dragged Mornington a:ﬁay | mean ?” Ha, ha, ha ! any butter. _ _ It owill be bad for us, if hes left
from the kal}% “Oh, no; settled that you're 11(:-’0.” 'lommy Dodd gave an emphatic “That’s enough.” said Jimmy | out of the eleven, sir. I-T was think-

Moiny shook ‘nff e SRR R “Took here, wou silly ass——" | snovt, and turned to stride out of the | Silver enrtly.  “You acted like o | INg that—that I‘lﬁl‘lﬂlm you would be
bi&;&k bmw it* ot e I%ltt{f}hlow e began Tubby Muffin warmly. . f-;tudv leaving the Fxstxc-a,ll* our grin- | cheeky ass towards Bootles, Morny, kind enough to let him off, siv. v
]»,1 e e ) Elf.; d back to the “TPhere’s a  cushion = near you, | ning. ~and vou’ve .left the team in the lurch. Mr, Bootles shool his hmau.

S e i el Lovell. “Yon might chuck in that cushion | The less you talk about it the better,” “ I am afraid that is impossible.”

n-room, ad it was evident that a

refusal trémbled on his lips, But he

‘.Vnuld Jou mind chucking
i ateMyfin? ™Y © oue

122

as you go ! gllmwd Lovell.

s s

Bt }mven’t left the team in thia

“Wewl'm gure he's:  sorry for

f ‘““ Like a bhnh old chap I’ answered “Ob, cortainly!” said Tommy | lureh,” @&aid Mornington cooll having gone out without lf,am to-da
bioug ,ht bebtan E’f 1L, lnnd X &1%&11;1 awa‘}é 1 Lovell. i b s | ‘Dodéd. “1‘1113{111;1{'1 tooblage Wi i hat’s Wh&t I'm mgntmmn {.-].?F} bll-ﬂ--f” | G
}ﬂwuus the School House with a se | e reached for the cushion, and He stooped in the passage and | matter to wvou for. I'm playin’ on ‘:Dli] he ask vou to fell n me g0 7"
B ‘ 4 1 Reginald Muffin executed a stnteglb picked up tho cushion. ' Wednesday ! PN e :
, T\‘fl‘ Bootles fﬂ]ltﬂ\red 11111], Stﬂ_—ll movement 1into the p&‘iﬁdge 13[Q thU'T . §¢ Yﬂll {’*&Ifir' YC}H’II bﬂ here at “If he {lﬁﬂ*ll‘eq iCl e E’Kf’h“iﬁ‘d dE‘tE*I}-
frowning. s peered ‘reund the door to yellt = Crash! i Rookwood, while we're at Grey- | tion for the sake of a ericket-match, m
“Silly asg!” commented Tovell, | “Yah!" iuto the study in crushing The cushion swept across the fea- | friaps.” ‘ why does he not come o m@ hinmi-

“ Now T%’Im*ny will be out of the team

on Wednesday, z,md woe wanted him to

tones.

and disapneared again before
Lovell could hurl the eushion.

t&ble with  disastrous results to the
croalery, and landed upon the cotin-

i e

“I'm ¢omin’, T tell you!l”
“*What the thump dﬂ mu mean 2’

self 77’ -
Krroll did not answer

‘lay (zl‘vﬂyfl‘mrs. b Now, about that _.ﬂther- man,” | tenance of Artlmr It.(hw. ard Lovell. ! exclaimed Jimmy St lyer irritably. It was not much use @‘{Dldmlﬂ“ 1o
*Has  place will bhe filled,”  said | said Jimmy Silver. “It won't be so | f"Ha, ha,  hal”™ roared Tommy | “Bootlos won’'t let you off. You Mr. Bootles that Morny wag too

Jimmy Silver; but Jimmy wore a ';;olly casy to fill “\{[ﬁrz‘l 's place, huiﬁl liﬂdtl as hv 1.:111.1*4;..{%1 from sight. t know he W*gn’tf” " hdllﬂ'htj' {0 demmrl ]11mself 1:}3, ;145,1-._111~:r

worvied look, L.m:, friayg was one of | it’s golt to be done.: Tommy Dodd | *Oh! Ow! Yow! Ciroog rh? Ohl1i  “Pm comin® to Greyﬁrlarg on W’ed a favour. e,

ihe important fixtures for the Rook- | will want me to put in &nnthf*l‘ Ah " splattered  Lovell. “1—-—--1-1-"1w nesday, anyhow ! . The Fourth-Form mds’far‘ frowned

d Jumor Hleven: and a first-class | Modern, but—-"" 1 e e S ) 17 | “ Breaking detentlﬂ:ﬂ, again, do 3(3,11 ‘a8 Hrroll did not spealk. H 111.-.1(3{3 a

5 e kit TVIr:::‘r*:n*c;f conld not be easily || “Rot!” said Lovell. 1 % 0nly 11t for tat, old sor!’. arinned | mean 22 gesture of dismissal,

spared. i Y ot got on,”  added “Unter 2ot ! seid Ar‘thur New: | Jimmy %MT” “Keep smiling 17 “1 mean ihdt I'm ¢omin’ “Mornington is detained fm' W oc}e
mm}, L qu”} Momy |7 come. ‘“What about little 11{1 7.4 But Al_thl.ir Hdward Lovell was ' “Well, 1f ngﬂgb lets 3;;,11 Oﬁ we'll nesday, and he cannot bﬁ“ﬂ:&:CHHLd

k) Andﬂthe JUNI0LS sottled  downh  to

Pﬁrﬁkoi:, what time Valentine ‘\Imﬁ;_.-.;.--;

ington wag prinding Latin in oo
Fourth  Foyrm roony, ch
‘brow and a b}tﬁer heart. iy

The E'm:l Chapter. o
#The g yenth MRW'}:"'F'

'lubbv Muffin. iooked in i she nul
study, in the Hourth, when  Jiminy
“311%1 & Co. were at tea. . Jimmy

“Take it away and bury it!" sug.

rested Lovell,

| anr]—-—m--* 3
R ﬁg‘r{"ﬁ? Tﬂ’:ﬁ'{ Mufhin. ihxﬁreﬂwﬂmt’ ‘

a blfh g

“We had a good team,” said
Jimmy thoughtiully. * Four Mﬂflefﬁﬁ

% byl

four too mmuy ' remarked fowell,

“Rats! Four
(lassicalseself,  Lovell," | Uonroy,
Van Ry, Trroll, Rawson, and Morn-
ington,  Now Morny's dropped outy
Study 'No. & will want me to put in
]’pmm—ﬁ"

* And ‘the end study will wanti you

The cushion tlew us ihe {ootsteps
teached the cpen doorway, and the

Wlﬂdt-rm :1.1‘1{] dpven |

very far from smiling. He made a
Jjump for his cricket- bat and another
jump tor the passage.  Bul Tommy
Dodd wwas gones fle wyas t00 prudent
to linger in the cnemy’s guarters

fiﬂr df‘]l\'(ﬂliﬂg that Parthian shot.

“mﬂﬁh

"’i.&r 3rd Ghapten, .
To G or Not To Go !
| Jmmw Silver & (o, camo into the

junior Cominon-room after prep, and
found Mornington there, with  his

patel on Valentine Mornington -;tt
the wicket.

Bilver quietly,

--—"'

.fd..!!

he glad for you to come,” spid Jlmﬂw

detention, I “Yimny yvou can go where
you like—to Greyfriars or to the

dickens—bul vou won’t play in the

Groyiriass’ miton, A pretty set of
fooly  we ghould look (if  Bootles
followed yeu and olaved
before & crowd of
fellows 1"’

“ Bootles ﬁﬁuldn t fellow.

C’rl'}:;y trigns’
It's

he said.

“But if you break | subject again.

you | ﬂﬂf

too

{ INnornin g.

“ Kindly do not refer ta t)
You may go, Lreoll
The junior left \the study with
heavy lieart, He found Val lentyd _j"e.
Mornington waiting for” him in /7§
pasiage. oA |
“1 saw you cut 'in ther *H’ grﬂm] _.:‘-.;i.
Mornington.  * HMave you ﬂe.ntyn
to, bew me off, you as PEAIY. i
% es,” answored Threoll qnﬂ:tlv vJ
“I never asked you to, = T'm' no’c;
askin’ fﬂ.'ﬂ'ﬂur‘i of Bootles.”

was thinking more about (:‘l]:r‘}{{?i’ than | to put in Newcome !” said the owner ‘Jh?:l Breoll.  Jimmy had settled the “He might. Anynaw we're not “\Veh“he has refused,” answercd
{ea, as a matter of fact: he was | of that manie,. " - important matter of the eleven at | going to be drawn into a campaign Trroll.  “Tt was a chanee to prevent. . ‘J,\#
annﬂved and worried by t}m oxclusion *“Op R;Lh-y (o6 &;uggf-?s‘ted Gem:sw last, though 1101-1313111‘91? 1»0 hlﬁ OWIl agmnsf Bootles,  simply becapse you | you frmn 111ul~..lng fool of 3{:u1:?e_1f. i
of ‘\Iormnwtom from his team. Mo | Raby. -' l#;ifansfumlun. | don’t choose to behave yauraelf i caid 'ME ny,’ i
had the list of the eleven on the table “Yah ' came a howl frmn the Das- Ehattonin as it 01"1"”111&1113’ ﬁf@ﬂd was | Jimmy Silver angnly. . | ’Zf:ll&-lﬂ‘{f said Mor nmgtun with
beside his plate, and was conning it | sage, as Tubby Muffin's face appeared tho bost that Rookwood juniors could | « 14 ﬂb@dﬂ t worry you. I shall cet | @ ZEL, But P'm goin’ to make a
OVer thoug‘lnftﬂh. Viovell and Raby ¢ for a moment round the door, | W out, and they needed their best | g floggin’ when we come back, but T fool of myself, as you call if, all the
and Newcome were sympathetic, but | Yah!? | nen 1o pja,y Harry Wharton & (*‘{3'1 of | can stand it. I sha'n’t aqlc vou to 551{{1‘5’ 4 i #
they gave their attention mainly 10 “You silly ass, elear off I shouted Groyfriars School. | take it on your 5}1{31114;1@1-51 sneered ! I Im}i}e you I think be tor of 1t by
the Bapors, . Jimmy Silver. _ Jimmy had to athnowledgc that Mornington. W“dges{ﬂy 4 1
“Jimmy. old  son—="  hegan Lovell clutched the cushion. there was no man guite able to fill | JIIIIIH_Y Silver 'made an angry '{_‘Yﬂu I1'see.’? e
Re inald Mufin, as he blinked i 1. “Let him put bis silly nose in sight | Harns s place. Rq’bé;‘? aud Newecome | gesture. | *\T"\Imnv A Ol D 1
| F'- Don’t hother now. rJ.leIJY an- E!E{'HFIII, th&t‘b adl 12?2 Jha bi‘Edtth "l_" are bﬂﬂ.} O(}d d1100 3O Were Putt’"}‘ Lt N o Wﬂﬂt cﬂ.m@ Wli}h 'L}"IE -{Earn IDI‘HIHgt{}H “d“xﬂd d R\ u,y “h-lﬁ' .
swered the captain of the ourth, “My hat! He’s coming back!? | Gilace "*?di Pons and ﬂObWi:ﬂd and | without; My, E Booties’ ﬁ'.rmlssmn, alif] } thing. | i
without looking up. | murmured Raby, as footsteps ap- Lieving of the MME}‘H Hourt h. | that bl ﬁai;}.;:.- ke sai ! If vou hadn t Wy sl
S T0ve '{,m.:' {o Gﬁ.'u, vou #owmo | proached the door. -“L 't hun hfurL But though Raby and Newcome ! ol s b ;;tldl'lt hﬁ vy The ath € I‘i_a,::.:iam'
advice, Jimmy Silver,” answered the | it on the boko ! Wwere diis own special ohuins, Jlmmv Wj e A ﬁ. b?/l"”d"’ - fo e Grfyi’-rl‘ara :
1ok, (Jassic al, T'F.Ifh r,lls:rnliv. “You bet | | was quite avare that neither was PR O I ‘nﬂ on’t |  Jimmy Silver & Co. did not turn in

for lessons as wusual on Wednesday

Pt AL Greylriars vwas a gruﬂd chis
“‘\f[muy‘% lett out  forv W_udm*.‘ﬂ- junior who appeared in sight received | ‘Ilra 1{:%”1“ ‘ifglmm t Ak umgl\ﬂ” t’ﬂ : tance from Rookwood, and the mem-
day !”  pursued Pubby, M '1"m1 Il | it—with his nose. There was a howl | 1eave Mornmgton out, all the mores orn bers of the ecleven were allowed a

have to find a new man, Jimmy."”
“That's what 10 Hllllkltlg r:‘ull,
ass, and you're intérruptuig me .

of astonshment and wrath.
M0k, ejaculated | Lovell,
Daddy !

. £ T-‘.‘S

because it was Morny's own fault.

i whole holiday, instead of: the usual
While the other

half, for the match.
follows were preparing for clags,

sorry, Dodd! I ﬂwughi: Tl 11 1l o the
“'Well I want to help you uut was Muffin " ot more lucky ones were gotting ready
Jimmy, old chiap. Of course, you're i, ha, h¢ &2 for the journey. A dozen gumgﬁ all
- going. to play a bla ssical.  You've “ You silly ass {7 howled T{;mmv _i | told had leave for the day; and it was/
cot four Moderns in the team ‘now- Podd, ]m‘*kmﬂ' 1h@ cushion into the | gu8 VOry cheerful dozen ihut turned oull

])Odd and Cook el Doyle and 'I"w]e

passage and rul;l}mg, his nose. “* Whal

k 1" ! “H}

1,11 the sunny morning. Fhere waﬂj".

—wgmd thaf s four loo many, 11 VOou dufy]?u mm;; 1113 bungimng a cushion at lf}&ﬁ; :h&?i1 Oib G‘Iceptlcin lmf.IIElmll
ask me.’ a 1ellow’s boko ¥ | i = Not looking very cheery: 6 Was,
“1 don’t ask you, Tubby. 4T thoughtrer’ | I'}ﬁd about his chum. ““flmnmgtuu

W IV ol
place,”’ :(__}111.1111..191,1

Y“What you want is a
man-—~good = batsman, g‘{JUd bowler,
and handy in the feld. Tve not
anvihing special on for Wednesday.’

Tubby Muffin.

ﬂ‘{}od all-round

about a man in "’\Imm? o

got_ '

! hmight' the Modern
junior.
of your neck! Yon can’t thinks!™
“Look bhere—-—-"
X ow, sy crowll? A said
Dodd, stilt rubbing his nose.

hooted

Tommy

“*Don't talk out of the back

ke ].,v'@ :

£ "%R ANK RICHARDY ;,,

i ﬂld havdly a word on the subject.
¥ Monday, but Iiroll knew . thats
L ""il}flﬁt changed his wind. i

'{:Lﬁw “ Rather wice fop:
other fellows grindin’ i

“F s el jﬁll,‘j’ gmd l’llilld to mMop. up ’l_‘l‘it‘a j o L e _,;. .’ b % IR -,1;,:_. ‘*}?QC}IH, s L Iﬂuggn;tr !
“I’I;Ln willing to play.” study .with youl ' I came here to | ’ ‘ “ﬂ | ¢hem ﬂ;}l Manders. Hdﬂ”"“
Jlmmy Sllvel 1‘3':'11{_'{?1 U}_'J ﬂt 'thd.« bpedrl'n 1o YOLUL, f,[ﬂllﬂl? ‘Ull\reri g | ;Elllb- }Ju“tpl at hlﬂ L}ts{df _'...::.:é'f:'.u"
with a mn. ol abnad 1 said Jimmy, | qugh-.l e 5 = B icking ahodl s s thme wf@r Iﬁagﬁx;ag and the
19 m?ull Gll ro '&Oﬂd H]‘.] "I'ﬁllﬂd ing. 65 IS ‘l‘tr a bﬂllt [he Gi"},{‘-k{“‘t 7 | : b r = = Lol 4 *- e FAE : 1,:? ' wiﬁu‘it} W‘G]ﬁ"&- gﬁlﬁg ll’lf}f} ﬂl{hi‘
man, 'I‘ubby,” he admitted. “Ye‘*. I hear that Mormngton’ Sl AN IR Bae ey o mth:r_:ut - AU ._1116*-—"#.'1& #Tﬂﬁam, Wllﬁrll \/L;};mnrrton came
L glad you catl see. 1b ” gaid | detained on Wednesday, and won't { Y . Oy e g, SgNeh  funniest ever written. Do ‘3‘3.1,--313“3"*1‘ to the Fistical Four.. -
Declined with thmll{q. ol ,bﬂﬂ&lille i;::: Gome oveL Lu (mrﬁ‘?friar | D e ” o ' not fa1l to read it in .- g“%ril:ny Dilver eyed hlm mthfar
“I mean, go far as circumfercnce is | With the team. [l Tl A S it e SR : | |
mnjegwd sex lained Jimmy Silver. “That's so,’ i 1 [ hordan AN “Time you were in, Momy," hﬂ__
“You're an dll—mund chap, and it's a “You'll want a new man. 1 sug- miimf,rkcd ; |
good walk round, too. But I don’t { gest Lm*mg,- of Ours. Ue 8§ 4 good ’'m umi: goin’ in to lpsscns liic}w 4
yiplay @hapﬁ on their ClthIIlfﬁrﬂllﬂe man.’ | ] TR ﬂw;;, answered Morningion oo ya i
Declined with thanks.” “Moo © many "\f[r::rdm*m already | A RO LEAT0LS S playing ericket at (.xrﬂtvfrmm

“Tiook here, Jimmy, I kavvnf had
a chance in a good match yet,”
urged Tubby Muffin.

Wa.ni; to xQ over to Greyfrmrs, t00.

T specially

said r Acthur Edward Lovell. | |

“Don’t yvou begin, Lovell 1 Talk
about marbles, if you must talk, and
leaye cricket alone [ gr{}wled Tommy

e

School Story Papey

“You're motl?
curtly.

“Not, with a capital N, I'Gﬂ}dihﬁ't]
Arthur dw ard Lm*ell £ And ymu d

artqwered Ji IH‘IIH"?

iten o f*lDf,L from Latcham,’ .,,"_ o |
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better cut off before Bootles comes to

take you by the ear.” R
Mornington did not heed Lovell.
“You’re ' takin’ «Newcome 2 1

“Yes, he's 1in the eleven. b
“And Raby——7" - 7
“Raby’s allowed to come as extra
man.” | Kiciizat ot
“How nice!” sneered Mornington.
“The whole family goin’, I see. You
manage to keep in Bootles’ good
books somechow.”” =
- Perhaps because we don't slack
at  lessons, or cheek Bootles for
nothing 1”7 retorted Jimmy Silver,
“ Bootles is a good sort, and you know
1t quite well. No Form-master would
stand your impudence.”
Mornington shrugged hig shoulders.
“Tho long and the shorti of it is,
that you don’t want me in the Grey-
friars’ mateh,” he said, _
“WNob under the circumstances, Lf
Bootles let you off, I'd be glad to

47

have you. You can ask him, 1f you
like.” |

Mornington was silent  for a
moment. Jimmy Silver devoted his

attention to his crickef-bag. .I‘i_.; was
high time for Mornimgton to be m the
Form-room, and Jimmy wanted him

to go. But he did not go. Y
“Suppose 1 cleared off, sa1d
Mornington, “do you mean 10 sy

that you wouldn’t play me at Grey:

friars 7

“Certainly I do.” -

““T should be takin’ all the risk.”

““’That isn’t the point. Wae couldn™
be & party to your defying Baaotles.

And there’d be risk of ‘a scene at

Gireviriars if Bootles followed you.™

““He couldn’t, you ass. Tow could:

he leave his class?’’

. “He might come over i-nj the after-:
noon, as it's«a half-holiday.’ |
“He wouldn’t know I 'was abt Grey- |

ferays i
“He would guess,

unless he’s an
as8s. - |

“Well, he is an ass !’ said Morning- |

ton.

to let you off, there’s a sportin’ chance

' ithat he may do'it; and, 1f so, you can
- stand out |
then-—for the sauke of the team.” -

conie. Newcome would

5 Published
' Every Monday

| mto the express,

- el

Junection, where they had to change

dozen

The

JuUniors walked to |

Coombe and caught their frain easily

enough; but there was no sign of
Mornington following them when the

| train started.

Jimmy Silver cast a last glance out

of the earriage window, as the local

glided out of Cloombe.

“No Morny !”” he remarked.

“Oh, I was pretty sure Bootles
wouldn't let him off | said Lovell.
“Couldn’t be expected to.”’ _

“1If he gets leave, he may cut across
to Latcham on his bike, and catch us
up there, in time for the express,’”’ re-
marked Krroll.

“Let’s hope so,’

There was a wait of ten minutes at
Latcham Junction, and during that
tirne, Kit Krroll looked out anxiously
for his friend. ° |

But Valentine Mornington did not
appear. |

The cricketers boarded the express
at last, and whirled away for Grey-
friars. Mornington had been left
behind, and they did not expect to see
him again till they returned to Rook-
wood. But them expectation, in that
respect, was not to be fulfilled.

The 5th Chapter.

French Leave !

Mr. Bootles frowned at Mornington
a8 the junior came into the Form-

room, @ good ten minutes late for

lessons,

“You are late,
snapped,

“Dorry, sir 1" answered Mornington
flippantly.

“ (o to your place at once, and take

But

Mornington !> he

“a hundred lines !

Mornmgton went to his place.

% Oﬁ., vatst  If yo_i_i like to ask him ;‘n

Newcome made rather a yy face. | dec

“I suppose 1 would,”jihe saxdi,

Form-master gives me leave to go?”’
asked Mornington sarcastically.

““Noal wiont't, and that’s flat1?’

“Then perhaps I'd better try my
luck with Bootles,” said Mormmngton,
after a patse. ‘1 don’t like eatin’
humble-pie; but I don’t want you fel-
lows to chuck away the Greyfriars
match-———"’

“You're not the only pebble on the
beach, Morny, when 1t comes to
cricket,”” said Newcome. “There are
some other follows in the eleven who
can play just a teifle, you know.”’

“You're nol one of them, though,

old bean."

“You cheeky ass—" began New- |

Fubby Muffin

como haotly.

“1 sy, Mormy!™
came up panting.
me to find you,
the Form-room,

“You're lite already,” said Jimmy
Silyor, -

“Toll Bootlos to go and eat coke,
Muffin 1" snapped Mormington. f

“Heo, he, he ! Not half I’ chuckled
Tubby Muflhin, * 1 say, Morny, you’d
better come. Bootles 1s waxy !”’

“Oh, cuti off " 4

Tubby Muffin rolled @%way.

“Why the thump don’t you go,
Morny 1" exclaimed Jimmy Silver im-
pautiently, **If you’re going to ask
Bootles a fwvour, this isn’t the way to
gobt him mto a good temper.”’

SIS o1y T put it to
Bootles, and 1f he lets me off, Il
follow you fto the station,” said
Mornington, |

“Rightho! We've

“Bootles has sent
You're to come into

got to start

now. | hope Bootles will play up,”
said  Junmy Silver, a little more
cordially.  Certainly Jimmy was

pleased at the idea of having his good
batsman back in the team, if it could
be managed. ““Only none of your
larks, Morny~=~you’'ve: got to ask
Bootles.”

“I've sard L will 1’? said Mornington
haughtily, '

- “Right-he! Go and do 1t !

Morny turned, and then glanced
back.

“If Bootles 18 waxy with me for
bein’ late, I'll put it off a bit, and if I
miss you at the station, I'll come on
by the next train,’’ he said.

““ All serene, 8o long as you arrive in
time at Greyfriars. In that case if we
bat first, I dare say you’ll be in time

. for last man in.”

‘“PDone, then.”

Mornington went away to the
Horm-room.

Jimmy Silver & Co. collected their
belongings, and started for Coombe,
towtake thectrain there for Latcham

you

C M And youscen 't play meiuiiltess my w4 &
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DESPERATE MEASURES !

distance, as he came panting across the field, gave a horrified yell.

The junior did not heed,

he did mot sit down.  He had told
Jimmmy Silver thal he would ask M.
Bootles for leave that day, and he in-
tended to do so; but for the life of
him he could not infuse respect into
his manner. - Asking a favour ab any
time was a bitter pill for the lord!v
Morny to swallow ; and i his present

- mood, to ask it gracefully was simply
impossible for him.

“If you please, sir——"" he began.

“ You may sit down, Mornington.”

“May I speak, sir ?”

“No; sit down,” answered My,
Bootles, with a harshness very unusual
to him. His temper was rather tried
by Morny’s cool impertinence.

“T was goin’ to ask you, sir, if
youw’d be kind enough to let me off for
to-day,” said Mornington, unheeding.
“T ought to be over at Gfreyiriars,
playing cricket——"" :

“T told you not to speak, Morning-
ton.”’ .

“Quite so, sir; but this is rather
important.’’

Mr. Bootles breathed hard.

The mildest-tempered master might

have been excused for feeling angry
at that reply. |

“Well, T will answer you, Morning-
ton,”’ said Mr. Bootles. “I will not
give you leave to-day, under any cir-
cumstances whatever.
detained for the afternoon, and you
will now attend to your lessons.
if you speak another word, I will cane
R
Mornington’s face set obstinately.

“I'm wanted at Greyfriars, sir,”” he
said. | - |

““I see that you.will persistin-inso-

satd Jimimy Silver. |

And

|

fairly in the Latcham express.

~could help it.

You will be

lence until you are punished,

Mornington !”’ exclaimed Mr. Bootles,

taking his cane from his desk. ““ Come
out here at once !” ' "

“You've done it now, old top!”

‘murmured Tubby Muffin.

" Fairly 'asked for it!”  grinned
Peele. “Go and take your medicine,
Morny.” -

y ““ Silence in the class!
Mornington.”

 Mornington  hesifated a  feow
moments, but he came out before the
class. He cast a glance towards the
door, and only one econsideration re-
strained him from ‘‘bolting”” there
and then. It was not fear of the con-
sequences; he was reckless on that
point. But there was no doubt that if
he ““bolted ”? now, a prefect would be
sent atter him to sten him at Coombe
Station ; and Jimmy Silver .would
therefore know that he had faken
French leave. Morny was quite deter-
mined to take French dleave, but if
was necessary for Jimmy Silver not to
know it. He did not want to arrive
at Greyfriars and be refused a place in
the Rookwood eleven.

For that reason he decided not to
act until Jimmy Silver & (Clo. were
M,
Bootles, happily oblivious of what was
passing 1n the junior’s mind, c¢om-
manded him to hold out his hand,

Swish ! = |

“The other hand, Mornington !”’
snapped Mr. Bootles. .

Mornington quietly held out the
other hand.

swish ! |

“Now you may go back to your
place,” said Mr. Bootles, replacing the
cane on his desk., “I trust that this

Come here,

will be a lesson to you !”’
" Vory trustful old bird, isn't he "

With a merciless hand,

of the damage he was doing.

R

THE BOYS® FRIEND _

'F

|

Price

made up his ‘mind to rush for the
door under Mr. Bootles’ very eyes
when his opportunity came.

Mr. Bootles was called out of the
Form-room for a few minutes to speak
to the Head. It was Morny’s chance,
and he rose to his feet. _

Pons called out to him in an under-
tone : '

“Morny, don’t play the goat! The

IHead’s in the passage!”

Mornington . did not heed the
Canadian juntor. - He left his place
cuickly. - --

“You thumping ass!” breathed
Putty Grace. ‘ Come back, Morny !”’
; Mornington did not head for the
OOr. -

The door was ajar, and Mr. Bootles
was only a few feet from it, outside,
talkiig to Dr. Chisholm. The mur-
mur of their voices could be heard in
the orm-room. There was noescape
that way.

Mornington - clambered up to the
nearest window, which was open in
the warm, summer morning. 2

Every head in the class was turned
to watch him, the juniors gazing at
him in spellbound amazement.

. “The awful ass!” breathed Peele.
“He’s hookin’ 1t !

“What will Bootles say ?”

““ And the Head ?”’

““The Head’s there!”

“Morny, you ass!’”

Mornmington' clambered through the
window, and dropped lightly into the

quadrangle outside, without even a |

look at his Form-fellows.

[lis cscape had not been seen by
the masters in the passage. Mr.
Bootles would not ‘discover it till he
returned into the Form-room. How
long that would be Morny did not

d know ; but it was not likely to be
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Mornington ripped the tyres, utterly reckless
Carthew, who saw his action from the
* Mornington !
The knife slashed away savadely, reducing the hapless tyres to rags.

Let that bike alone ! ??

Peele whispered to Gower, and the | many minutes. Ile had not a second

latter chuckled.
Mornington went to his place with-
out a word. . -
He sat quetly through the first
lesson, Mr. Bootles taking no especial
notice of him.

IHis *“‘construe ” 'was remarkably

bad, but the Form-master passed it
over tolerantly.
punish the sullen junior again if he

Mornington was thinking of any-
thing. but P. Virgilius Maro. The
adventures of the “pius Aeneas”

were even more distasteful than usual

to him that morning. He was think-
g how he should escape from the
Iform-room, for he was determined

| not to remain fill morning lessons

were over. FHe had already ascer-
tained the time of the trains from
Latcham Junction, and was aware
that there was an express at 11.15.
This would land him at Greyfriars an
hour and a quarter later than Jimmy
Silver & Co, ; but that was no reason
why he shoyld not be in time to take
part in the match. At all events, he
would have his own obstinate way,
and prove to Cyril Peele, and the rest,
that he bud the necessary nerve to do
as he had said he would do. |

When the hand of the Form-room
clock = indicated ten, Mornington
knew that Jimmy Silver & Co. were
in the Latcham express. It was time
to act now or never.

Latcham was a good distance from
Rookwood, and even by short cuts
on a bike it was a long vide.
was thinking-hard, and he had almost

He did not want to

Morny

to waste,

His heart was beating fast as he
dropped into the quad and ran. He
headed for the bike-shed.

With franiic haste he dragged out
his machine and mounted 1it, fairly
flying cdown the gravel path to the
zates, i

The quadrangle was deserted.
There was no' one to observe him.

- %}lt at the gates he had to jump off.
The |
~momenti Morny’s heart sank. If they

gates were closed, and for a

were locked——- S

His evasion would be discovered
before he could geot the key from old
Mack’s lodge, and if he had to
escape without his bike, it was good-
bye. to his chances of catching the
express at Latcham. But the next
moment he breathed again; the gates
were not locked.

“ Hi, there!” Tt was old Mack’s
surprised- voice from his lodge .as

Mornmgton dragged the' gate open.

“What the—-"
Clang ! |
Mormngton flung the

gate wide,
and rushed his bicycle out.

Old Mack

came scudding after -him, breathless.

: 32

“Master Mornington! What
Mornington was on his machine
again in a twinkling. He drove at
the pedals, and the bike whizzed

away down the lgng, white road, old

Mack standing in the gateway and
staring aiter 3t blankly.

It was at the same moment that
Mzr. Bootles, his talk with the Head

firushed, came back into .the Fourth.
1 fanpels . and.-bat. at: Greyfriars <if he

Form-room.

Three Halfpence

|

I 3 ol
Ry

| the window. Ile caugng

i s
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For the moment Mr. Bootles did
not note that one member of his class
was absent. Qs o

The Fourth sat in frozen silence,
wondering what on @ earth  would
happen as soon as Mr. Bootles dis-
covered the truth. i) |

It was the unusual aspect of his
horrified class that first made Mir.
Bootles aware that something unusual
had occurred. S

He glanced inquiringly over  the
class, and then' made the discovery
that Valentine Mornington was nob

i his place. s _
ejaculated - Mzr.

&

Cledr Vel
- Bootles, guite perplexed.

As he had been outside the Iform-
room door during his absence from
the room, he knew, of course. that
Mornington could not have left that
way, and he was quite puzzled. He
looked round the room as if expecting
to see the missing junior in some
corner. e

“Where is Mornington ?” he .ox~

welatmed at last.  “ Mornington i1s not
“here! Where is he 2 =
There was no  answer.s su  JBEE G0
The juniors locked at Mr. ‘Bootles .
and at one another, but thev did not
speak. Mr. Bootles stepped to the
window, as 1t dawned upon his' mind
what must have happened. His brow
was like a thunder-cloud. 7 % e
“Has Mornington left this room

by the window?” exclaimed My

Bootles, ‘“Answer’ me at once—you,

Osw,ald E.‘!? 3 . ‘J’..!. ir 1
“I—I—" stammered Oswald. . :

“Did you see : Mornington  leave
this room?” thundered the Form-
master. ' 2 oy el

“Ye-¢-es, siv!?

““ By the window 772

“Ye-e-es!1”

“That will do. KXeep orderhere,

please,  while I am gone.” = M.
Bogtles whisked to the door. * Bless
my, soul! Unheard of! = Unparal-
leled! ~'Bless my soul! Upon my
word !> | |

Mr. Bootles whisked out of' the

Form-room and vanished.
“Gone  to the Headd” ' vawnod
Peele. “Two to one they dond a.pre-
fect after Morny.  Ie'll never ' gét to
Greyfriars |” ' i |
“fPhe awful ass 'Y said Oswald.
“lLet’s hope Bootles will o after
him 1’ said Gower.  “That will mean
g whole holidayv instead of half I”?
s o Na suelhrinck 12 said Peelo.

tured to leave hisiplace and look from
| : stght of
sarthew of the Sixth wheeling his
bike across to the gates. e

L Y COarthew’s after him !’ announced

Peele, with a grin.

I © Peele, what are you doing at the

It wus Mry., Bootles®
voice. [le had come back to the
Vorm-room. “Peele, go to vyour
place at once, and take fifty lines!”
Peele went to his place very
aguetly. Kor the remainder of that
morning the Wourth were on their
very best behaviour. For once Mr.
Bootles was in a wmood that was tot
to be trifled with,

window 77
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ks The G6th Chapter,

Desperate Measures.

,|| i V -:. _-r _';_.'.

- Jimmy Silver & Co., whirling away
f i the express through a smiling land-

scape, little dreamed of what was
passmg at Rookwaod behind them..
The cricketors would have been
surprised if they could have seen
Valentine Mormngton driving away
furiously at his pedals, skimming
along the white road to Latcham.
Mornimgton had whizzed through
Coombe, and was scorching away as
if for his life, an o cloud of dust.
Whether he would be pursued or
not the reckless junior did not know.
and hardly nu.rm]]. He knew that he
did not mean to return. |
He had ample time for the train
at Latcham, and if it landed him at
his destination in time to play in the
Greyfriars match, he meant to play...
If Jimmy Silver asked him whether
he had been given lecave But
Morny left that difficulty till it should

arrive. Ile hoped that Jimmy Silver
would not be suspicious, and would
not ask. LI

fle glanced back several times, but
the road was clear. That Mr. Bootles
would guess where he was gone was
certain enough. Mack would report

. that he had left the school on ‘his

bicycle, and Mr. Bootles would easily
guess the rest. e

Possibly the Form-master or a pre-

dect would go down to Coombe

Station, but he was already a mile
past Coombe. 4

He slackened speed a little now.

He had ample time for his train,
and there was no need to pump him-
self out. He had had no time to get
his cap, but he intended to buy one in
Latcham as he passed through.  He
‘had money in his pockets. L

And he eould borrow Newcome'’s

Peele waseright, Peeld vent |
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'
played in the cricket match, New-
come would have to stand out for
him, and probably Jimmy Silver
would be too relieved at regaining his
best batsman to ask many questions.

Morny began to feel quite easy and
usatwhod as. the dusty road ghded
under his whivling wheels. His satis-
faction was nnddun!v dashed, how-
ever, as he glanced back onde moro

A cyelist was coming along the road
et a good specd far lwhmd “and there
wag something familiar in his aspect
even. at that distance. Mornington
looked at him harder, and recognised
Carthew, of the Rookwood Sixth,

His teeth came together hard,

Carthew luur'mwd him, at  the
same timeo, and waved his hand te
him, a bloudl to sgtop.
drove at his pedals again, and his bike
shot forward.

. The prefeet had no doubt, mqullcd
ah Coombe, and fovud ths Lt Lhe, Juniox
had not taken : whaps
there was no tmln And nowW, Ovi-

dently, he was coming on to Latcham™

to catch the yunaway at the junction.

Mornington knitted his brows as he
vaced on.  'When he locked back
again he gaw Carthew more cloarly;
the big Sixth-Former was gaining on
lmn, as wak  ouly o be expv(ted
Carthew waved his hand again, un
heeded; Mornington turned info a
navrow lane, a short ¢ubt on the way
10 Lateham, and Carthew disappeared
from his view.

His thoughts were  bitter as ha
dashed ion. Tt was possible that by
winding through the lanes he mlght
dodge his pursuer, and throw him off
fho track.
for if the prefect lost him, he was
quitel eertain to  head  direct for
Latcham. and watb for him theve. In
his mind’s eye, Mornington could see
himself coll ml and marched back to
Rookwood in ignominy, to face the
ishmiont of his escapade, without
even carried out his pmpm;e
mental = picture made hun

Thiat
desperate.
“Behind him,
sight of the prefoct’s head over allow
TR PSR R R R g R R P WP R R s e PR NP SN RS RNOR

onee more, lie caught

Every Monday

Mornington

But it would be fubile;:

hedge, The was
nearer,

Mornington dashaed on recklessly.
He turned from the lane into another,
and then another, keeping up the

fiight while he tried to think out the

Sixth-Former

problem. If he was o escape, he had
1o stop Carthew’s pursuit somehow ;
and to tackle Carthew was not
feasible.  He was reckless enough;

but hie was no match for the Sixth-
Former. Aund the bully of the Sixth
was not likely to deal gently with him
after that hot chase in the sunshine.
His last look "at Carthew had shown
him o savagely angry face.

He slowed down at last, after
several Lurnings had taken him quite
out of sight of the pursuer. - He
dragged hiy bicyele into a thicket
heside the lane, where it was con-
cealed from nght and ran back te the
lagt corner, some twenty yards back.
There’ ho  sighted Carthew again,
coming on at full pelt, grinding at his
pedalss,  Mornington sat on a fonce
beside the lane, and waited for him to
oMo up.

Carthew jammeod on the brake as he
caught sight of him, and
down.

Ho jumped oft his machine, and
leanod it against a tree by the road-
side, breathing hard.

Mmmm:ton, sitting on the fence at
the (r)p of a high, grassy bank beside
thv ane, watched him coolly.

“Come down from there,
young cad !” shouted Carthew.

(1o and eat coke!”

“Where's your bicycle?”

“Hind outi!” :

“Will you come down?” exclaimed
Carthew savagely

“No "

“Then I'll come for you, and T'll
make you sorry for yourself, you
ymmg sweep !”

Carthew came scrambling up the
bank = furiously, and Mornington
dropped behind the fence. = As the
prefect-reached the fence, he beheld
the junior in' full flicht across the
freld.

He shook an angry fist at him, and
panted in pursuit.

you

slowed |

- was

Mark Carthew’s

‘\Iornmgton crossed the field at top
speed, and crossed another back to
the lane, with the angry prefect pant-
ing behind.

Oarthew was a good distance in the
rear when the junior came dashing
back into the voad, sfraight to tho

spot where Carthew had left his
bicycle. ¢ :
He stopped at the bicycle, his

pocket-knife in his hand,

Carthew had fairly fallen into the
trap ; Motny’s objedt had been to get
at the machine, and he had succeeded
perfectly,

With a merciless hand he vipped

the tyres, ubterly veckless of the
damage he wag doing. |
The. prefect, who saw his action

from the distance, as ho camo pant-
mg aecross the lleld gave & horrified

yell.

“l\Iorningt,ou! Lot that bike
alone 17 ?

The junior did not heed. The

knife slashed away savagely, reducing
the hapless tynes to rags.

Carthew tore on towards him with
a furious faco; and Morny, his worl

done, made a spring to escapo.  He
cleared  the  fonco again, ag the
breathless profect avrived on  the

Thn bike, an ulter wreck so far as
the tyres were concerned, lay in tho
road, and Carthew stopped a8 he
1edched it, and staved at it, with feel-
ings almost too deep for words, 1t
quite cerfain that that machine
would never run again until it was
provided with new tyres..

“The—the—the young
gasped Carthew helplessly.
T'll smash him [ PU—T1——"

He made a rush for the. fence over
which 2\1«)1111)1;r:t0n had leaped. But
the junior was not losing a second.
Me knew what to expect if he fell into
clutches, after what
he had done, He was tearing away
for the place where he had left his
own machitte in the thicket.

His feet scemed scarcely to touch
the ground as he flew., He reached
his machine and dragged it out into
the lane.

wl]am 1

il

.of pursuit;

Carthew was not more than six
yards behind as he put his leg over:
the bar.

“Stop!” panted Carthew.

Mornington’s foot came on the
pedal: and drove it down. = The
bicyele leaped forward as Carthew
almest  reached him. The prefect
made a frantic clutch as the bike and
its vider shot out of his reach, and,
losing his balance, toppled forward
and fell on his knees.

ORI Ow 2

Mornington drove b]’Odthl(’baly at

the pedals, hardly knowing whether
he had escaped or not. But he was
not touched; and, as he felt himself
free, he glanued back over his
shoulder.

Carthew was sfaggermg to his feet,
dusty and furious. . He brandished a
frantic fist at the junior.

Mornington let go® one handle, to
wave his hand back mockingly, and
then he whirled round a corner and
disappeared from Carthew’s sight.

The prefect ran after him a dozen
paces or so, and then stopped, as he
realised the uselessness of pursuit on
foot, He tramped back o his
wrocked machine and 'picked it up.
The bike rested on ifs rimg; and
though it could haw been driven by
o determined rider, Clarthew had no
fancy for viding five miles on his rims
~ogpocially as he could not possibly
have arvived at Latcham, by such a
method of progression, in time to
catch Mornington.

There was nothing "for it but to
return, wheoling his machine; and
even wheeling it was a painful and
laborious task. Carthew was feeling
like a Hun of the most. Hunnish
variety as he started out to wheel his
machine home,

Valentine Mornington pedalled on
cheerfully, putting on speed  to
recover logt time. He' looked back
several times, but there was no sign
it; the prefect was eyvidently
disposed. of for good.

Lateham  at~ last! Mornington
jumped off his bicycle at the station
with ten minutes to wait for the train.
He put up his machine in the station,

Owen Conqupxt

took ]11<z hcket for Courtfield, cmd
strolled out to buy a cap.

A fow minutes later he was sea.ted
in the express, and whirling away
through the sunny countryside.  Inm
the same cheery bumour he reached
Courtfield, and, outside the station,
was lucky onuugh to find a taxt,

“Greyfriavs School—quick as you
can go!” he said, as he jumped m,
and the taxi bore him away.

Rookwood had finished. morning
lessons when Carthew of the Sixth
came in.  For the last couple of
miles Clarthew had succeeded in get-
ting a lift for himself and his hapless
bike in a country cart, He was.
landed at the gates of Rookwood, and
he wheeled in his wretched jigger,
and was immediately surrounded by a
ourious crowd.  Carthew's dusty,
tired, and furious look, and the extra-
nrdmary aspect of hls bicycle, caused
smiles on all sides.

My. Bootles came quickly out of the
Bchool House to meet him.

“Where 1s Mornington?” he ex-
claimed.

“Gone, sir!” gasped Carthew. ¥ He
~he~—he  got at my bike—look at

it l—and got away-——"
Mr: Bootles stared at the machine.

“Bless my soul! Is it possible?
This' is—is—is unheard-of [\ "Then—
then where is Motnington now?”

“In the train for Greyfriars, I sup-
pose. He went on towards
Latcham.” = And Carthew savagely
wheeled bis wreck away. :

Mr. Bootles stood for some
moments in agitated thought, then he
rustled away to the FHead’s study.
Ten minutes later Bulkeley of « the
Sixth, the captain of Rookwood, was
on his way to Latcham, en route for
Greyfriars School, w ith orders to re-
capture the fuglhw and bring him
back to Rookwood without delay.

THE END.,
(Newt Monday’s long, comiplete story of

Rookwood is entitled ** Last! Man In!” l)y
Don't m il )

4
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Thﬁ ist Chapter.

A Disappointment for Chunky,
“You fellows heard?”
Chunky Todgers. -

Chunky was simply bursting with
news when Krank Richards & Co,
arrived at Cedar Creek School on

- Monday morning.

He came along the trail to meet

them in order to be the first to impart

the startling information. :

The three chums chuckled.

As a matter of fact, they had been
before Chunky Todgers on this
oceasion 1 getting the news—a long
way before. |

But Frank Richards made a sign
to his chums, as he pulled in his horse,
and answered Todgers gravely.

“Heard what ?” he asked,

“he news—it’s no end exeiting 17’
gasped Chunky.  “I thoueght you
tadn’t heard-—you fellows never hear
siytiaoe 1 LG

. " But what is 1677 asked Bob Law-
less, taking his cuce from Frank. |

“What's up ¥ inquired Vere Beau-

g poy T '1:{311 us, Uhunky, like & good
“follow. Yhu're always i the know.”

Chunky = Todgers grinned
placently.  He rather prided himself
upon  being always in the know,

And nhew that he had excited tho
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he remarked thoughtfully.

Todgers,
Hundred-Dollar © Jones,
outlaw—the man who held up this

interest of his auditors, he was in-
clined to keep them In suspense a
Little,

I guess I always get in on the
ground floor,” he suid, * Precious
little goes on in the Thomipson Valley
without me knowing,”

- P Well,  what's %mppﬂumd now 7"
grinned Hrank Richards, “Is Black
Dam better now he’s had the doctor 7

4 0h, he’s much the same,”’ |

““ Has the new odd-job man been on
a bender ?’? inquired Bob Lawless.

Chunky snifled,

- Bothep the new man! I’'m not
talking about Jake Hooker,” he said.
* It's something more interesting than

that.”

“Miss Meadows——""
$4 ”j;ajl‘lj'b' about IVIIEE{ Me&dmvs.” i
My hat1? Gsand” Branl. % Have

they elected you to the State Legis-
lature? Is that it, Chunky "

- “They might do worse,” retorted
Chunky. *“But, look here, you
fellows—what about Five-Hundred-
Dollar Jones~—""

+ ““Who's that?? asked Frank inno- |

cently. |
Chunky Todgers gave a snort.
* Don’tt you remember Kive-Hun-
dred-Daollar Jones?” he hooted.
Frank Richards winked at his com-
rades. .
1 seem to remember the name,”

he, Chunky? =*Not a new fellow in
the school, is he?”? '

“You gilly jay!” gasped Chuaky
“T'm tallang about Five-
the *Hyrisco

section last year, and was voped in by

old man Beauclere at the Occidental
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Hotel in Thompson.”

“Oh, I remember !
him 7
- “CGiness I said Chiankymysteriously.

“You’d better tell us,” said Frank,
shaking his head. ,

Well,” waid Todgers, speaking
very slowly m order to lingeér out the
suspense and add to the thrill of his
startling - eommunication. “Five-
Hundred-Dollay Jones--—>"

A al] P L

*“He’s come back 1™

“CUome back!” repeated Trank
Richards. - '

S Ven !l

What about;

Published
Evrr}r Mﬁnd

velled |

COMm-

impressively.

“Who 1s |

crawl telling the news.

“1 thought he went to prison after
he was captured that time——""

“ Do he did—life sentence, "

“Then how can he have come
back ¢

“He’s got away, of course.’’

& t

Oh, 1 see, he's got away!” ve-

marked Bob Lawless, *“And he’s
come back to the Thompson Valley to
give us a look m. That’s kind of
him.”’ ) ' ‘

“Kind of him!” hooted Chunky.
“1 tell you, the galoots in Thompson
are talking about nothing else. The
sheriff has been out with his men all
day Sunday looking for him. He
held up. the post-waggon from Kam-

loops on Saturday afterncon.”

“Did he ?” ejaculated Beauclere.
“He did,” said Chunky Todgers

1
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- A LONG, COMPLETE
STORY OF
FRANK RICHARDS &Cop.

SN
CEDAR CREEK SCHOOL.

3%
e BY o

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

word. The post-waggon was stopped
at the timber-belt between Silvor
sreek and Thompson—ouly a  few
miles from your cabin, IBeanclepm??
Not really 7 said Beanclerc.

Yep, really ! Hank Foskins had
two passengers on .board—I don’t
know whom, but I remembor theroe
were two passengers—two  kids, [

' believe. They were held up by the

rustler, and the waggon was robbed,
and Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones sent
a cheeky message to the sh&ff. |
can tell you, we're going te have
hively times in the Thompson Valley
with that 'Frisco bulldozer cavorting
around,” . said Chunky Todgers
impressively. “ Fancy wou fellows

not knowing ! You mnever hear any- 4 as yet, at least:

thing ab the ranch!”
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"THE TEST!

! ““btopped Hank Hos-
king on the trail, and robbed the post
—five thousand dollars consigned to

the bank in Thompson,
think of that ?”
Frank and Bob grinned. As they

What do you

“had been in the post-waggon when it

was held up by the ’Frisco outlaw,
they naturally knew all about it
before Joe Todgers did. But Master
Todgers was not yet aware of that.

7 X¥ou can’ grin!” said Chunky
warmly. * But it's true. Don’t you
believe me, you jays?’”’

“ Well, it’s rather surprising, isn't
1?7 said Bob Lawless. * Sure youlve
got it right, Chunky 72 |

" Yep!” Hank Hosking was telling

the tale in every saloon in Thomp-

son on Saturday night,” said Todgers.

“The galoots all wanted to know
about it, and Hanle went on a whisky
| He woke up
in the calabooze the next morning,

and I guess he had a head on him )
1t’'s true, every ! excitement to some extent.

hke a pumpkin,

A SPLENDID STORY OF THE BACKWOODS—INTRODUGING FIVE-HUNDRED-DOLLAR JONES !

|

Prioce

The reappearance of Five-Hundred-
Dollar Jones in the valley had caused
excitement everywhere, and little else
was talked of on the ranches and the
frwit-farms, and a% the claims up the
river, | ’ |

‘T'hompson was one of the outlying
sottlements of British Columbia. 1t
Wwas many a long mile from the rail-
way, the telegraph, and the tele-
phone. 1Its chief communication with
givilisation was the post-waggon that
an  down - to Kamloops, on  the
Janadian Pacifiec Line, twice a week.
But it was an orderly and law-
abiding place, as a rule. * Rustlers »
and ° bulldozers,” common enocugh
south of the border, were rare in the
Janadian West, The previous advent
of KFive-Hundred-Dollar Jones—so-
called from the reward set on his head
im his native States—had stirred the
valley to great excitement, and it had
heen a never-to-be-forgotten occasion
when the famous outlaw  was
“rounded up? in the poker-roont at
the Ocecidental.

And now he had come back !

For ten years or more the name
of Mr. Jones had been notorious in
the Western States, _
with hold-nps and train robberies.
He scemed to have made his native
land too hot to hold him, and had
crossed into Canada: but there his
career had been short. Nobody mn
the Thompson Valley had expected to
hear of him again,

But they were heariiig of lum now

—in fact, they were hearing of hardly

anything else.

Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones was a.

name. upon''every lip.. v )
Sherift Henderson and his men
wore searching for him far and wide

~-1n the woods, and up in the Thomp-

son hillg; and 1n the lonely, unsettled
wastes beyond White Pine. |

But no trace of him had been
{found. i

After the robbery of the Bost-
waggon he had vanished on his
horse, and no sign of him was found-—

&

During morning  lessons that day
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gasped Beaucierc.

" Ele, hay ha'l? I

“What ® are you ' eackling = at?”’
demanded Chunky Todgers warmly.
“ Nothing to cackle at that I can
50, |

“You see’ | explained TFrank
Richards, ““Bob and I were the two
kids in the post-waggon———-"

i Eh ?!.'.I

“And we met Five-Hundred-Dollar

Jones,””  grinned Bob  Lawless.
“ You've late this time, Chunky !’

41 Oh I'!‘.‘." : .

The three chums trotted on to the
gate of Cedar Creek chuckling,
leaving Chunky Todgers standing in
the trail staring after them.

The 2nd Chamer.-
T he New Man!

Cedar Creek School was in a state

of excitement that morning.

Fven Miss NMeadows,
mistress, and Mr. Shmuney and My,
Shepherd, the masters, shared in the

There was an angry yell from Jake Hooker as Frank Richards crashed into’
: 1 tanded In a sitting position on the
him, catching at him and at his grey beanrd.
in Frank’s grasp so suddenly that he fell

h-i'm’-. HE \

ground, gasping, and the schoolboy sprawled over
‘" Qreat Bcoott ! °? yelled Bob Lawless. |
back with it in his hand. ¢ Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones !?°

The beard came off

k|

the Cedar Creel boys and girls were

thinking quite as much of HFive-

FHundred-Dollar  Jonés as of the
lessons, | |
Indeed, Chucky Todgers being

asked by Miss Meadows to name the

birgt  Prime Minister of Canada,
answered : % Hive-Ilundred-Dollar
Jones I without stopping to think ;

whereat there was a chorile in. the

class.

the head-

After lessons the Uedar Creelk came
out of the lumber schoolhouse, Mr.
Jones wasg the one topic of discussion

in the playground.  But Frank
Richards & Co. were thinking of

another matter. -
“Let’s drop in and sce how Black

mam 1s getting on?”’ Frank Richards

suggested, and his chuns assenting,

they crossed the playground f{o
Samuel Wellington = Washington’s
cabin, ‘ T

Outside the lhttle ca',bin_.by the

~stable an old-looking, grey-hearded
man was seated on a log, engaged in .

i

in  association

3

{ for 7?2’

of2” asked Frank;

| poor ole nigger had laft,
a1d 1, and shesitff dunno 1’

¥

sard Frank.

K

the back.
rooms 4u the log cabin, all on the

locked !’

honest

Black Sany’s statement,
enough.

tramping in search of wark swhen he
secured  a temporary

value.

LY

when Sam is well 27 -
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setting a saw. Ib was Jake Hooker,
the new man who had taken Black
Sam’s place while the negro was in-
capacitated for.duty. | Aear
Hooker glanced up and touched his
hat to the schoolboys. = i
“ Mornin’ I’ he said cheerfully.
“Good-morning !  said = Frank
Richards, with a rather curious look
at the grey-bearded pilgrim. “Is
wam about yet ?? |
“Yowll find him ® inside,” said
Hoolser. ’ Hanir
“Thanks 1’
. The chums of Cedar Creek passed
imto the cabin, | A
Black Sam was seated there with
his woolly head in bandages. He
grinned a greeting to the chums,’
Samuel Wellington Washington had
had a severe blow on the head, buf
his skull was of African stoutness,
and he was recovering from the
damage, T
. "Feeling better, Sammy?” asked
Bob Lawless. | o,
“Me getting on orlright, Mass’
Bob,” answered Sam. ¢ Nebber go
on a bender agin.,  Soon as I’se well,

I!Eﬂ;’ going to de Mission to swear
off. .
ur[iime i dl L 1 i 12 B 1
“Ltime you did, my black tulip,’

said Bob.  “If you'd been sober the
other night, vou wouldn’t have gob
knocked on the head Sam. Do yoar
know who it was rapped you on the.
cabeza 7’ SRR, AT SN
Black Sam shookhis bandagedhead.
" Nebber see him,? he answered.
G sec  him,” Ju ware
tie come behind poor ole nigger.”
“ I guess you couldn’d have seen
him if he’d come in front, after

‘mopping up the tanglefoot at the

Red Dog,” said Bobh severcly. |
Dant grinned. e |
“ Tow much did 1_143 clear you out

. AN
Dunno who

“Three dollar ! said Sam,

“Hive-Hundred-Dollar  J on e g,
perhaps!” grinned Bob. * You know
that ’Frisco bulldozer is up here

again.”’ |

wam chuckled. |
“HFuve-Hundred-Dollay Jones neb-
aer trouble about poor old nigger
with three dollars,” he said.
 Well, you're getting a rest nhow,”
“How do you get on
with the new man Hooler 7% -
pam’s black face became graver.
Blis expression showed that he did

[ noti care wvery nituch [foy the, new

man who had relieved him of his job,
gt ] MO r . A : :

Berry good, of him fo darry me
home when he fownd me in  de
timber,” he said,  “Ole nigeer much
obliged to him.” Ly

" There's: room Ior both of vou
in this cabin,” remarked Bob.

“Oh, yes, sah. But I’se glad when
T'se well, and Hooker go after ‘nother
Job I” said Sam. ¢ Me no like guna
in de cabin——--""

“Gruns !’ repeated Bob in surprise.

“Mass’ Hooker keep guns in his
room,” said Sam. ‘“‘Me no like dat.
What does Mass® Hooker want gun
for?' No let Black Sam come into
hig roem--swear awful when I’se
looking in. Much obliged to Mass’
Hooker, but I'se glad when Mass’
Hooker go, mou het !” i pEAE

“Which 1s Hooker's room 2” asked
Frank. Lo - e T

The negro pointed to a door at
. There were only three

ground foor,

“"No go 1u,” ' he ““Door

{;-}arth is the door locked

gaid,
“What on

“Mass’ IHooker always keep his
door locked,” wald Sam  sourly.
“P’r’aps he tink ole nigger steal!
Y {}uﬂg‘!; massa  know  ole  Sam

The schoolboys glanced towards the
door of the back room, but did not
approach it. Jake Hooker's room
was no affair of theirs; but they
could not help feeling surprised at
| locked
door in a log cabin was surprising
dJake IHooker had been

atar job at Cedar
Creels School, and he could not be
supposed to possess anything of great
. And  Samuel < Wellington
Washington was as honest as the day.

It was evident that Hooker had
suceceeded in giving deep offence to

the negro, 1 spite of Sam’s gratitude
to him for the service he had ren-

dered in ¢.rrying him home after
hig injury. ' * |

The schooll) ivs left the cabin a fow

minutes later. Jake Hooker was still

setting the saw outside. He glanced
up af them with a pair of keen,
almost rat-like eyes. Frank Richards

paused to speak to him.

“Getting on all right at Cedar
Oreek, Hooker?” he asked. |

* Sure ! answered Jake, |

“1 suppose you'll be ftravelling

- & :
i



- 226

Publish'ad :
Every Nonday

Hooker nodded. |
*“¥Yep. I'm looking for a job now,”
he answered. “Miss Meadows is
kind enough to give me leave to go
after any chance that turns up. 1
hope to get a job 1in/ Thompson
soon.”’ | |
“Oh!” said Frank. “I suppose
you'd been after a job when we met
you on the trail Saturday evening.”
“That’s so. Tramped over fto
Cedar Camp,” sard Hooker.
“Nothing doing there?”

(4 Nﬂpe 1!!‘ | |
“Come on, Franky!” said Beau-
clere. Jakes file was making a

horrid scraping on the teeth of the
saw, and 1t was setting the nerves
of the Cherub on edge.

But Frank did not heed his chum’s
admonition. |

“I should think there would be
jobs ‘going m Cedar Camp, Ilooker,”
he said, with an air of interest.
“The lumbermen there are pretty
busy now.”

Hooker shook his head,

“I asked up and down round the
camp”’ he said. ‘*‘They don’t seem to
want anybody there.” |

The file scraped horribly, and Beau-

olerc caught ¥rank by the arm and

fairly dragged him away.

The 3rd Chapter.
Frank’s Suspicion.

A“Thig way !’ said Frank,

He. headed for the corral, and his
chums followed him in some surprise.

“ Going for a ride ?”’ asked Bob.

“Ves; if you fellows will come,”

“Oh, all right! We can’t go far
it we’re getting back for dinner in
the schoolhouse.”

“All serene!”

The three scholars led ther
horses out on the trail and mounted.
Frauk Richards led the way.

“Not going home, Frank?”
Bob in surprise.

5 INo,
Camp.”

asked

Tet’s ride over to Cedar

“We sha’n’t get back for dinner,

 then.” |

“We can get some grub there,”

“T.ook < here, Frank, whatls the
stunt ?”’ demanded,Bob. i
4P tell you as we go,’
Frank. |

The schoolboys rode off at a good
pace under the leafy branches that
shaded the trail. g

Frank Richards’ brows were knitted
in deep thought, and his chums
glanced at him several times in great
surprise. Frank seemed in no hurry
to speak, however, and the tro
turned into the trail that ran past the
Beauclerc’s cabin,’ on the edge of
the timber, and rode on ftowards
Cedar Camp across the plain,

““ Vou haven't told us whati we'ne
coing to Cedar for yet, IMrank,™ said
Vere Beauclere at last, as the lumber
camp came in sight. M

“We're going to make inquiries,
answered Frank, at last. -

¢“ About what?”’

““ Jake Hooker,””

“My only hat ! Why ?”

“ He said he was looking for work
in Cedar Camp on Saturday after-
noon,’’ answered Frank.

“What does it matter to us?”’

“Tots, very hikely.”

“Blessed if T can see what you're
driving at,” said Bob Lawless. ** You

* answered

seemed to have a down on Hooker

when he came to Cedar Creek last
week. I don’t see any harm in Him.
I suppose that if he said he was look-
ing for work at the camp, he was look-
ing for it.”’

“That’s what I want to know.”

&é "Vhy ? 33

Frank Richards paused. -

“T won't tell you yet,”
length. ““Wait till we know a little
more. Iere we are!’”’ |

The chums rode into Cedar Camp,
and stopped at the Continental Hotel.
The landlord of that far from palatial
building—in spite of its high-sounding
title—was sitting on a bench outside,
in his shirt-sleeves, smoking a short
black pipe. He nodded to the school-
boys as they dismounted.

Frank Richards & Co. joined him
on the bench. From inside came the
musical clink of glasses, washed in the
bar by the Chinese bar-keeper. After
a few remarks on the weather, and on
the lumber business, Frank Richards
came to the subject that was in his
mind. He was quite assured that if a
man seeking work had asked for a job
up and down Cedar Camp on Satur-
day afternoon, the landlord of the
Continental would know about 1t.

But the landlord did not know.

“Never heard of the galoot,” he
said.  “ Who 1s he ?” | ‘

“Old-looking man, with a grey
beard,”’ said Frank. ‘‘He’s in a tem-

porary job at our school now, but he |

says he’s anxious o get something for
the summer. You’'ve not.seen him ?”
“T reckon he’s been giving you

he said at

»
fins

‘Continental fust thing, I reckon.

galoot wascavorting up and down this
ere camp looking for a job, 1 reckon
I’d know. Why, he’d come to %}.E}

e~
sides, there’s plenty of work to be had
here now, with the lumber coming on.
They’d take on any man with two
hands at Simpson’s yard. If he can

work, and he’s willing to work, there’s |

no need for him to ask twice 1n‘Cedar
Camp at this time of the year. I
guess he’s been chewing the rag, and
he don’t want work.”’

That was all Frank Richards wanted
to know. *

He had suspected it already, and |

now he was sure.

The chums went mmto the log hotel

to lunch, as they had missed their
cdinner at Cedar Creek.

It was not till they were riding out
of the camp again that Frank
Richards referred to' the subject
uppermost 1 all their minds. :

“1 thought it would turn out like
that,”” he said. It seems that I was
right, you chaps.”

“But 1 don’t savvy,” said Bob,
mystified. °‘The galoot ain’t bound
to get a job if he don’t want to. Why
should he make out he was looking for
a job, if he 1sn’t?”’ | |

“That’s what he’s done.”

“Sure. But why?”’

Frank Richards paused.

“I think ’'m gommg to surprise |

you,” he said. “¥You remember I
thought, when that man came to
Cedar Creek, that I'd seen him before
somewhere.”’

1T remember you said so.”

“I didn’t know his face, but I
thought ¥ knew his eyes,” said Frank.
‘““He’s got rather uncommon sharp
eyes—a good bit like a rat’s.”

“Well, he can’t help that,” said
Bob. |

“I’"d seen a man before with eyes
like that,” said Frank.

“I dare say.”

“And I saw a man again with eyes
like that~—on Saturday.””

Bob gave a start.

‘“Saturday ! he said.

. “When the  post-waggon ' Ivas
stopped on the prairie trail.” said
Frank Richards quietly.

R ranilcilagiss 7 | |
/Do you guess what I'mean now 2V
- “You're speaking of-~of——"
T Hive-Hundred-Dollar Jones |’
Frank Richards quietly.

lllllllll

e

The Ath Chapter,
Put to the Taeat.

Bob Lowlegs pulled in hig horse,

“Hrank 1" ho goaspod,

The rancher's son stared at hig chum
i blank astonishiment,  Vere Beau-
clore halted {oo,

“You're dreaming, Frank!” he
givicl,

rank shook hig head,

“That's what' we've pol {o find

out,” he said., * Let's stop under
thess trees, and talk 1t over, "

The chums pulled into the shade of
a group of cedars near the crosk, It
was pretty evident that both Beau-
clerc and Bob Lawless considerad that
their chum had allowed hig imaginas
tion to run away with him,

“*Well, go ahead, Iranky,"” said
Bob, with a faint grin. “ Don't pile
it on too thick. You're not making
up one of your yarns for PPenrose's
paper now, you know.”

“1 may be mistaken-——
Frank.

“T guess you are; but run on!”

“Well. look at it,”? said Krank.
“Black Sam was knocked on the head
o his way home from Thompson last
week. Hooker found him on the trail
and carried him home. Perhaps it
was a good turn; perhaps he knocked
poor old Sam on the head himself, just
to get that chance. After what he’d

1)

began’

| done, as Sam wasn’t able to do his

work, he could count on being taken
on as a temporary man, as he was
looking for work.”

“Ves: but why should he
want——"’ ' : _.
“That’s what 'm coming to. You

remember Five - Hundred - Dollar
Jones’ stunt when he was here before
—he lived in Thompson under another
name, 'and swanked about at the
Occidental Hotel while the sheriff
was hunting for him in the mountains.
Just the trick he would play again if
he could. It’s the safest way. But he
couldn’t play exactly the same game
again. Suppose he got himself up as

g man out of work, and found a job in

some quiet spot like Cedar Creek
School——"’

: 3 Oh I!? j :

“That would explain the whole
bizney about Sam. And as he’s sup-
posed to be looking for a job, when
Sam gets well, he’s got a ready excuse
for being away from the school when-
ever he chooses.”

“But—-" |

‘“He was away on Saturday after-
noon, as we knew, at the time the

chinwag,” said the landlord, “If a postavaggon was held up. ‘We met

safdy

THE

“him on the trail—on foot.

Q‘

L]

time—Iless in the public view.”’

L

| We were
surprised to find him on foot so far
from here; he’s explained to-day that
he’d been over to Cedar Camp, look-
ing for work. We've found out that
he hadn’t.” |

“T'hat’s so,”’
fully.

‘“Why should he tell lies like that if
he’s got nothing to hide 7”

‘““ Blessed if 1 know.”’

“Of course, he doesn’t know 1 sus-
pect him, and never dreamed that I
should ride over to Cedar Camp to in-
quire. * It was a good enough yarn for
you fellows.”’ .

Bob grinned.

A Quite so, old scout. [fire away.’’

““Well, what was he doing on Satur-
day afternoon, that he was bound to
tell a pack of lies about?! I believe
that he was holding us up on the
prairie trail—at least, I suspect it.
You heard what Black Sam said. ¥le
keeps a revolver in hig room--Sam’s
seen it. He keeps hig door locked all
the time. Why? What 18 there 1n
his room that anybody mustn’t gee 7"’

“Hum! What do you think,
then 77’

‘“A good many things, if he 18 Five-
Hundred-Dollar Jones——among them,
the five thousand dollars he robbed
from the post-waggon on Saturday.”

“Phew 1”7

“ But the outlaw was mounted when
he stopped the post-waggon,” said
Beauclerc.  *“ Hooker was on foot
when you met him going back to the
school.””

“He couldn’t take his horge thare.
Having a horse wouldn’t agree with
his yarn of tramping looking for work.
Besides, he wouldn’t want il seen-——it
might be recognised. Of course, he
keeps his horse hidden somewhere in
the timber.”

Bob™awless whistled.

“1 suppose it’s possible,” he said.
“PBut—but 1t sounds awfully steep,
Franky.”

“I know it does. But to come
down to facts, we know that Five-
Hundred-Dollar Jones 1s somewhere
in the valley, and can’t be found; and
1t’s just such a trick as he played last
‘time he was here. ' Only 1t’s safer this

agreed Bob thought-

“He would have. to. vamoose "when

Sam gets well.”

‘“That won't be for . a few 'weeks,
and, besides, ‘Bam ‘may get another
knock on the head by that time,”

F ¢ Oh, Frank !

LUK !"Hii i the 'Hrisco outlasw, he
woulda't hesitate ol that--or at pitch.
e the poor old nigger mto the creel,
for that matter,” said Frank.

Bob Lawless whistled,

T guess iU's steop,”" he saad, ' But
but I suppose it's possible, 1 know
he's got eyes like the Jones man; but
—but Jones 1 clean<shaved, and this
galoot 18 as hairy as a gorilla,"

“Hxactly, 'm going to see whelthor
his hairiness is genuine, and that will
gottle 1t,”" said Irank Richwrds, *Lf
he's really got a big beard, he's not
the man—dJones can't have Hrowi i
long beard since we saw him on the
trail on Saturday.”

“Ha, ha!l . Nol" |
“PBul af 1t comes off e  waid
Hrank. *

“But—but you can'l walk up to a
man and yank at his beard ! ex.
claimed Bow Lawless, aghust.
it all, Frank——"

“1 sha’n’t do that. Buf it can HBe

‘managed somehow-—it's gol (o be,"”

said Frank Richards. “Now we'd
better be getting back, or we shall be
late for lessons.”

“Right-ho !”’ |

The three chums rode back to Cedar
Creek School in a very thoughtful
mood. Jdeed

Astounded as Bob aund Beauclerce

had been by Frank Richards’ start- |

ling suspicion, it grew more probable
to their minds as they thaught over
it. ‘At all events, 1t could not be
denied that Jake Hooker was a more
or less suspicious character, and 1t was
evidently advrsable to look into the
matter. & it |

The schoolbell was ringing for after-
noon lessons when the three chums
arrived at the school.

HJust 1n time, you jays!” called
out Chunky Todgers, as they hurried
towards the schoolhouse. “ Where
have you been?”

““Looking for Five-Hundred-Dollar
Jones,”
a grin,

Todgers chuckled.

“Draw 1t mild!” he answered.

“Fact!” said Bob.
going to starel you a chunk of maple
sugar out of the five hundred dollars,
when we get 1t.”

“When!”” grinned Chunky IS{?epti-\-

cally. L

Frank Richards & Co. went-into the
school-room with the rest. Frank
slanced towards Black Sam’s cabin as
he went, and caught sight of Jake

BOYS' FRIEND

“Dash

_of the rascal’s disguise

answered Bob Lawless, with .

“And we're |

Price

Frank was thinking out his problem

during lessons. He had made up his |
-mind to put the truth of his sus-,

picion to the test, but it was not an
easy matter. Miss Meadows spoke to
himr rather sharply once or twice that
atternoon.
elsewhere, and the Canadian school-
mistress little guessed where they
were. £

It was a great relief to Frank when
lessons were over, and he came oul
with his chums. Bob Lawless looked

- at him rather quizzically.

. “Well, what’s the game now?” he
asked. ‘Are we going home?”
““Not yet,” answered Frank.
* Lead on, then, and we’ll follow !”
said Bob. ‘“Are you going to borrow
the Gentle Shepherd’s rifle, and hold

up Jake at the muzzle of it, while |

the Cherub ‘and 1
whiskers ?”’ | __

““ Ass !” said Frank, while Beauclerc
chuckled.

“T'here he 1s now,” said Bob, with
a nod in the direction of Black Sam’s
aabin, - b

Jake Hooker was standing outside
the cabin, talking to Mr. Slimmey,
who had strollod across to speak a
r1endly word with him. The grey-
bearded pulgrim was stroking his long
baard as ho falked to the young
master, Krank looked at the man
keoenly and suspiciously. If he was in
disguise, Krank had to admit that he
was playing his  part remarkably
well.

“We'll hang around till Slimmey’s
gone,”’ said Frank, 1n a low voice.
“Then you fellows chase me, and I’ll
run into him by accident——>" |

“Into Slimmey ?”’ '

“No, ass; into Hooker !

tug = at  his

“Oh, all right!” said Bob, with a
Black Sam -

grin.  “ But look out!
says he swears, and if iyou crash him
over he may shock you.”

“ Fathead!” , _ -

Mr. Shimmey walked away after a
few minutes, and Jake Hooker. re-
mained, filling a pipe. Frank gave
his chums a significant look. . '

There was a sudden whoop from
Bob . Lawless,” and he rushed at
Frank, who took to his heels, and
dashed across the playground. Vere
Besuwelerd joined in the pursuit, shout-
it 7 RN
Hooker glanced at them carelessly,
as they came tearing and whooping
it hig direction.

Ifrank was dashing towards him at
top speed, as if to escapo from his
pursuers, and there was nothing to
idioate that the sudden outbreak was
nob o sachoolboy game,

Frank looked s if he would pass a
dozen fosl [rom Jake Hooker, and the
man cid not shift his position.

Bul, close at hand, Frank swerved,
ane headed stpaight  for the grey-
benrded pilgrim, as if running blindly
without seeing the man standing in
hin paoth, ‘

look

“Hyeor,

llt.pnlml‘. |
But Ifranlk Richards did not look

out,  In another second, almost in

out!”  ejaculated

the same moment that the words left |

he }

the greybeard pilgrim’s
crashed into him.

Crash ! |

There was an angry yell from Jake
Hooker, as he went sprawling under
the impact. He landed in a sitting
position on the ground, gasping, and
Frank sprawled over him, catching
at him, and at his grey beard !

hips,

 The 5th Chapter.
The Flight of the OQutlaw.

“Great Scott ! yelled Bob Lawless.
- Frank’s hand closed on the grey
beard as he sprawled over Jake
Hooker. ; i

If the beard held, certainly Jake
was likely to be hurt, and in that

| case there would have been ample

apologies forthcoming.
But the beard did not hold.
1t came off in Frank’s grasp so sud-

“denly that he fell baclk with it in: ks

hand, and sat on the ground.

‘With the beard off came the mous-
tache and the shaggy whiskers, and
only
shaggy grey eyebrows remained.

But the eyebrows did not disguise

the dark, clean-shaven face. Recog-
nifion was easy now,
| © ““Five - Hundred - Dollar  Jones!”

gasped Beauclerc.

“Oh!” gasped Frank.

He had proved the truth of his sus-
picions 8o suddenly and completely
that he was astounded. Suspicious as
he had been, he had not bheen cer-
tain, and he was taken quite aback

' by the result.

“Jones!”’ panted Beauclerc.

The ruffian, almost winded by the .}
shock, sat on the ground, dazed for:
_ the moment, and perhaps not realis-
‘Hooker, industriously splitting logs. | ing at once’that he was known. For

Three Halfpence

Frank’s thoughts were

the .

a moment or two the schoolboys ‘and

the outlaw stared at one another,

equally dazed. . _
But the rascal was quick to' recover.
He sprang to his feet, his teeth

. clenched, and his rat-like eyes glitter-

mng. | BRI Gt

“Telp here!” roared Bob Lawless.
“It's  Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones!
Help! Help!” s |

Frank Richards scrambled u;ﬁ. The

three schoolboys closed in on  the
ruffian, but they stopped as a re-
volver glistened in his hand. ' ' ¢

“Back!” he rapped out, between
his teeth. ' i
It was Mr.

“Bless my soul!”
Shimmey’s voice. ¢ What—what——-"
o Grack!. - i

Frank Richards sprang away as

TFive-Hundred-Dollar * Jones levelled
“the revolver at him, and fired. |

The bullet missed him by less than
a foot.

“Cover !” panted Bob.

The schoolboys leaped into the
cover of the wood-pile close at hand.
Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones did not
pursue them. He had no time then
to think of useless vengeance.

He rushed to Black Sam’s cabin,

and thrust at the door; but the door

was already barred against him. He
beat on 1t furiously with the butt of
his revolver. .

The ruthan almost foamed with
rage at the barred door. His plunder,

| evidently, was in the room in the

cabin, and he had he6ped to seize
upon 1t ere he fled. But the barred
door settled that matter for him. He
had no time to deal with it.

““Ohn, if 1 only had a gun!”’ groaned
Bob Lawless. “ If—if I’d only be-
lieved you were right, Franky, 1’d
have had a shooter handy——""

“Here comes Shepherd!”

Mr. Shepherd came running out of
his cabin, rifle inhand. Five-Hundred-
Dollar Jones, with a furious curse,
turned from the barred door, and ran.
He had given up the thought of his
booty. He was seeking now only to
save his skin. Mr. Shepherd threw
the rifle' to his shoalder.

* Stop !’ he shouted.

The outlaw, with K a snarl, turned
upon him, and his revolver rang out,

Mr. Shepherd pulled the trigger at

the same moment.

Crack, crack ! - |

The young master staggered, but
recovered himself at once.
laww/ gave a howl, and thk red was
seen streaking down his ‘dark cheek.
The rifle-shot had grazed his face.
Mr. Shepherd’s hat flew oftf from his
head with a bullet-hole through ift.

Frank Richards sprang to his feet,
grasping a billet from the wood-pile.
The outlaw was about to pull the
trigger a second time, when the billet
crashed on his shoulder. He stag-
gered, and the shot from his revolver

- glanced on the ground.

The next moment he was running
away.

Mr. Shepherd was reloading  his
rifle.. As the ‘outlaw ran, there was
a  whooping behind him, a dozen
Cedar Creek fellows rushed in excited
pursuit. He did not heed-them. He

dashed into the corral, and dragged

out the nearest horse, which hap-

pened to be Chunky Todgers’ fat
pony. He threw himself on the
animal’s back;, and drove it with
savage blows into a gallop. |
Clatter, clatter, clatter! ;
“My  pony!’ yelled Chunky
Todgers, from the

shelter of the
schoolhouse porch. B
Clatter, clatter ! :
Mr. Shepherd’s rifle was at his
shoulder again. It rang out sharply
as the outlaw dashed thtough the
gateway, A
But the pony, galloping franfically
under the outlaw’s savage blows,

cleared the gateway in time, and
Five-Hundred-Dollar  Jones = was
gone ! fie
w o 9 e a : 1

(ledar Creek School dispersed that
afternoon in a state of the wildest
excitement.  Bob Lawless rode  at
breakneck speed to Thompson
the news, and the sheriff and his men
were soon 1n hot pursuit of the out-
law. Chunky Todgers’ pony ivas
found loose a few miles from the
school, a pretty plain indication that
the outlaw had another steed con-
cealed in the timber, and had taken
to 1t. In Black Sam’s cabin, when it
was searched, were found the five
thousand dollars taken from the past-
waggon the previous Saturday, :as
well as other plunder. That night

‘and the following day armed men

were seeking by every trail for the

.outlaw, but they did not find him.

Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones, driven
from his cunning hiding-place, was at
large, and the chums of Cedar Creek

“had not yet done with him,

THE END,
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