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3 e The 18t Chapter.

4 '*:?'-f}' "'I"ha Roockwooders at Greviviars.
B We bat.” said Jimmy Silver.
r.fg'_-'“ B And where do ol come in?’ in-

- gyired Arthur Newcome.

:ﬁ :' r' 6t L‘dai IJ}
B Neweome made a grunac _
.!-ﬂ__; 0 Junmy Silver & C;'D.- GL Hookn ood
B S chool, wvere on the Greyfriars
f wmund i the sunny June morning.
U, Jlmnw, hayving won - the toss, had
i elected to bat, and Harry Wharton’s
-"- § loan were FOINT mio the field.
> & Juuuly rave the Grevfiiars cricketers
ik 5 very Keen slance, and then looked
away towards the school gates.
--i;--..'~ “1 wisth Morny were here,” he ve-
2 *‘;Wmmiked |
¢- * b e Wel] hp isn’t,” remarked Lovell.
““Oh, give Mmuv 4. pestalt
‘ \eannme, with just a touch of im-
}Jd,ilt;llbe, “We can manage without
“‘»10111
| "\*’iomv may come along yet,” said
" rroll hopefully. “He was going 1o
" ask for leave.” '
. Jimmy b]ivar nodded.

,r“

B T lmpe s0,”’ he said., * 1f Morny
| {Of:‘:h come along m time  for the
__:1;311111gb, it’s understood tihat he

B-[, F‘{E:,‘? J. pld.r:fi::u
Wit but cricket comes. first, you know.’
B ““Oh, all vight!” said Newcome re-
g ;blgned]y “I know you only put me
B i as stop-gap, Jimmy. 'm
v "Lqullv ohhged to you., It’s so com-
'7_ ,f ‘plimentary,

' 1bu@11ﬂd 17

sald

Soriy, Newcome, old Lhdp,; |

and. I feel mo- end ]

|

lordship doesn’t turn up.
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luck !’
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"‘Yf}u see, old mar———

“ My decu" man, I sgee!” nter-
rup ted Newcome. * Morny {‘ill{‘d 850
much about this match that he got
himself detained for il‘m day, and
couldn’t come, so his place i8 to be
kept open for him. in cage Mr.
Bootles lets him off, and I"'tn to hang
around in case Mormington doesn’t.
come, as 1 shall be wanted if his
I under-
stand.”’

“ Morny will come 1if he can,
Hrroll,

““He could have come, anyway, if
he hadn’t cheeked Mp. Bootles, and
got. himself delamed,” answered
Newcome tartly. 1 think _it’s all
rot to make tht&. tuss about ﬁornmg»
ton. Other fellows can handle a bat
as well as Mornington, I suppose.’

“VYes ; but—-—" said Jimmy.

i (rlﬂ}fl"lcllb are waiting for us,
observed Tommy Dodd, *‘Is thls
cricket-match or a m:wm‘s"uzimlef?”

“1'in  sorry, Newcome,’  said
Jimmy Suver. “Buat 'mm bound to

lay Mornington if he comes in {ime.
Jlou can see that Wharton's lot are
111 toppmg form, and 1hﬂy won't be
easy to beat, anyway.” "

7 sa1d

Oh It any comes, he will walk .

all over them!” said Newmm& SaTe
castrcally. ‘It will be the win of
the seasc}n—-—ﬁf “‘vIc}rny comes.  We
shall have an innings to spave, and a
thousand runs or so 1o the

The wounder is that Morny isu’t

ook thﬂl"ﬂ”;
was a shout from the Rookwooders,
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cricket caplain, than his
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Valentine Mornington came up bmathlass!y.
cut away and SO0 tha taxi-man.

(] I i ] s
e 2 - s i _.1: A

bagged for the county. He's
on school matches!”

Jimmy Silver mdlcmubiy made no
reply to that His chum was a little
*edre-wise,’
to he wondered at. Jimmy signed to
Lovell. and they went in to open the
innings for RD{)L“ ood.

Newecome stood with the waiting

batsmen outside the pavilion, with a

rather glum countenance. -
His p{)bltmu in the Rookwood team
was not a wholly gratifying one.
Certainly 1t was Valentine Moin-
ington’s own fault that he had not
come over to Greyfriars  with @ the
cricketers,

fnl indeed whether hi:s Horm-master
would rvelent, and give him leave io
follow the iteamn.

Newcome had been put 1 his

place pro tem, as ifi were.

If Morny was not able to get away,
Newcome was to play; but if Morny
turned wup in time to bat, Newcome
had to remain a 5pectator |

It was the best arrangement that

~could be made in the circumstances,
as there was a chance, at least, thu,f

Mornington might ceme. |
But, maturally, Newcome did not

see .quite eye to eye with his Sli‘ip{}ﬂl'
~in the matter.

Morny was one of the best junior
bats. at Rookwood, and that fact
welghed more with Jimmy Silver, as
personal

* which was perhaps not

He was under detention
at Rookwood, and 1 was very doubt-

““ Mornin
‘“ In time 7 " he asked.
| didn’t stop {0 pay him—1 dare say he thinks he’s got a bllk 1Y said Morny breathlessly.
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A nimble ﬁgura was running at top speed towards ths cricket
exclaimed Jlmmy Silver.
plied Jimmy,

gton !
€& Juﬁt B

l"
el e e

wasted | fiiendship for Newcome, 'That was

just as 1t should be, of course; but it
was natural that Newcome tailed 1o

‘see the great superiority of Morn-

ington io himselt as a r*rml{eter..
Mﬂr had lost his place in the
wiltul mperversity ;
and as he was out of it, Newcome’s
idea. was that he oug ht to be left
out, and the match pluyed without

,mgard to Mornington at all.

“Never mind, old chap,’”” said
Raby LDIJbG]Il]g]Y Raby had come
over with the Rookwood cricketers,
though he was not in the eleven
3 TLII to one Morny won'i tum up.’

Newcome grunted.

“1I wouldn’t play hini, if he chd if
I were skipper,” hu said, < If Mmu
wanted to play, he shouldn’t hanv

got himself detained.”

“Tt 1sn’t what Morny. wants, you
see,” remarked Raby. *Jiminy
wants to beat Gleyfrmrs, that’s the
point.”’

Slantt L bdi"”
come,

“ Ahem ! HE%* but——-"

“You're not up to Morn& s form,
old chap,’”’ observed Conx

““Bosh ! said Newecome.

“Jimmy thinks so.”

“Jimmy’'s . an ass,
another !’

Cmn*oy laurrhed i

*“Mr. Boot [ea won' i let WI@rny off,”
continued Newcome., “If he comes

demanded Neiv-

e

over heve to-day, 1t will mean that

‘Fﬂ‘n” #«iit“ t‘ . ‘ - :!:
(1% S B4 a..i l‘:‘,_‘“p | ’

ground, There
‘* Oh, what a little bit of
‘“ One of you fellows @

: .I‘...:_._ ._dl. __..-- 'r'_;'- -' ¥ n.'-l-..-ll" 'ﬁ h' "l | 'F ...,_ " _!_i"*. *-4-

he’s cleared off without leave, and
that means a row.”

“Jimmy won't play him in Fhat
case,” said Raby; “he .fctuuldnt’

U iew ol he know?” orunted
Newcome, “ Mornington woi’t tell
him he’s broken {lﬂtﬂntmn.

“Junmy will ask hin.”’

“And Morny will stuft him up
with a varn, 1if he  thinks' it's
needed !’ growled Newcome.

““Rubbish!”  broke 1 EKiroll
sharply, “If you mean that Morny
wmﬂd tell lies about 1f, Newcoine,

s

‘“You know he would, vather than
be left out of the match,” retorted
Newcome.

“1 don’t kunow anything of ihe
kind ¥ exclanned  Wrroll angrily.
“And you don’t, either., I think
that——"

“Ozxder ! IIIHI‘IIIﬁI‘Ld Raby,

“Don’t begin ragging, you ff‘llﬂhs.-

Ten to one Morny won't come, ‘any-
bhow. Lok at Jimmy! Tha 2t will
be a three, at least!” |
Newcome did not look at the bats-
man. He was feeling very sore.
“Tt’s rot!” he said. = “Hanging
around 1 case a chap doesn’t turn

7 - up, when he could have come if he'd
and. you're i

liked. I've & jolly good mind to

borrow a bike and go for a spin!”

* Well, 1t all

you want to, do; it'’s

pight,” said Rdb},r, with a Lbnu,:;htful"

look. “ I can take your mfwe in the
team, 1f you're wanted.”
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“Well, I was only ﬂﬁermﬁm”-’

¥ Brrrr!”

Raby gmnned His kind offer was

%}Wdemly ot acceptable.  Newcome
?wg:g vﬁery -'r_?een on playmg 1 the
‘match, if only the

Memngt{m failed 1o

| .‘" .'?-_ﬂdﬁ Tmnm Dodd
3 ﬁf"‘?rthur*lndwdrd Lovell carried out

0N it ;ﬁ-*E&t for three. Tommy Dodd,

A Vi ei,*%;tv;j'_'..\_va,s next on the list, was qmtay

1;';. 141 'y rﬁfﬁdi { !

1o »_;_*:__ ity o1 'a;léd Tuck, old tﬂp”’ he said, as

B s T ;f:) assed Lovell. ¢ But you ble,am

| eall chaps  really  can’t  bat, you
know.”

And Tommy Dodd %E’;]’}L to the
*ﬁa el before Lovell could think of 2
jtably emphatic reply.

itf. -H--,; f “a " The 2nd Chapters
!;.-,wh !q't&ﬂ ¥ A Lats Arrival.
iy i, -E_I'. ! élﬂn:rl Silver was batting 1o Zreas

style. lt was as a bowler that Jimmy
¢hzefly shone, but he was a good and
i, rellable b&mm&n and he was doing
R o b&st now. Jimmy was rather
| worried by the loss of Mornington,

ghe of his best Hien 5 150 much so,

#
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?Hi Neummea grmvamce

Rt Bsba %“Jimmy was very eoxasperated with |
O Mornmgton, who was to blame l:f’m‘*
Ve ut

A ne Imfﬂrtunate state of affairs:

“at the same time he wonld have been
very glad to see the dandy of Rook:
wood arrive,

But even if Morny succeeded 1n
softening the heart of Mr. Bootles,
and guttmg away to follow the team,
it was a matter of tramms, and \f[nrny
couldn’t possibly arrive till an hour
after the rest,

It was necessary for the first
mnimngs to hang out an hour, there-

\ fore, if Morny was 10 ¢ome 1n even
as last man-—if he came at all, '

Lovell had lost his wicket m the
first five minutes, which *was not a
good augury.

Toramy Dodd took Tovell's place,
with ra,thcr a fourish. = Tommy
Dodd, being on the Modern side at
hmkwoﬂd he intended to show all
the imiverﬁe, as 1t were, that what
was wanted was a Modern chap at
the wicket ;
o contrdst

“very favourably with

Lovell’s.
But it didn'’t.
Tovell had been dismissed for

three : and, much to Tommy Dodd’s
chagrin and astonishmerit, ho was
turned out for two.

It really was hard Tuck for Tommy,
and very painful, considering there
had been just a touch of swank 1n
his manner when he replaced Lovell.
His face was pink when he camo to
the pavilion.

“Who. can’t baft now?” inqguired
Arthur“HEdward Lovell, um&tmﬂly

3\13& Tommy Dodd made no reply.

CMan inl”

Tirroll was next man 1in, "

He joined Jimmy Silver at the
wickets, and then things looked up
tor Rookwood. -

Hrroll’s ﬁlchet proved {o bhe an
impregnable  rock, and = Harry
Wharton put on it hest bowlers in
turn without damaging 1.  Squift
and 'Nugent, and Hurree J:I.II‘lﬂﬂt
Ram ‘amgh of Greyfriars, tackled
Frroll in turn, only succeeding
swelling his score.

Jimmy Silver smiled with satigface
tion, well pleased to play second
fiddle to Ermll so long as the runs
piled u '

Virroll was still going strong when
Jimmy Silver was caught out by
Harry Wharton, and he was still
going strong while the other batsmen

camse and went.

Tiven Conroy. the Australian, bad
bad luck, and was dismissed for
seven. Towle scored a duck’ﬁ egy,
and Rawson scored ten. = Fortu-
nately, Jimmy had put on a good

wmber, and Erroll was piling up

s, Thero was a shade of thought: !
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his 'innings was gofhg |

in |

fulness on Jimmy Silver's brow, a8

1 the wickets went down.

him rather

Newcome regarded

1 sarcastically.

He knew' tha,t Jimmy was thinking
of Mornington, ' and  wondering
whether Morny ‘would turn up after
all, and hoping thal he M}uld

But tlme Was getting close now,

~and 1t looked asg if Newcome wmﬂd_
have to come in at_ the tail-end of
the innings, to keep Krroll company ;
for it was pretiy vlear that ]brmll
. would not be shifted.

Newcome was quite ready, and
keen to’ play. But he would have
been better pleased if Jimmy Silver
had been kewn about it, too.

“Man in!’

Eight wickets wete down, and Cook
There was a wrinkle in
J1miny Sllvera btow.
| “-We.ll_ shall I be  wanted,
Jimmy ?” asked Newcome, gruffly.

“T'm afraid so; old chap,
answored Jummy Silver.

““What are you afraid of ?”

b II!m '!'

join hxm, “ o long

sard: J Immy.

A8 you can keep the innings open for

him, it will be a.ll right. Cook ought
to be stone-walling now, the -fat-
head! Can’t he understand that he’s
only got to keep Hrroll going?”

Apparently Cook did not under-’

r-.tq,nd that, for he was hitting out
in great style, with the unhappy result
of landing the ball in the ready palm
of Bob Cherry of (zreyfriars.

“Just like a Modern ass!” growled
Lovell.

“ Anyhow, Cock’s: b eped four to

your three !” growled Tommy Dodd. |*

for goodness’ sake!”’
(¢ NDW',

have to

“Shut  up,
said Jimmy Silver crossly.
then, Newcome, you'll

play.”

“TLll do my best, though I'm not'

Morny 1” said Neucome

“])0, old fellow,””
- “Hallo! ' Look . there!”
Lovell.

A nimble figure was running at
top-speed towards, the cricket-ground,

There was a shout from the Rook-
wooders.

Li any 2N

Newcome's face fell.

“ Mornington !” exclaimed
Silver. = “Oh,
luek ! Morny-—-—Mc}rlly '
just in time !”

Valentine  Mornington came . up
breathlessly. |

im t1me} 2” 'he aﬁked

e Just )33

“One of you fellows cubt away and

shouted

J Imimy

Buck up—

| see the taxi-man, then,” said Morn- |

mgton. ‘“I didn't stop to pay him.
I dare say he thinks he’s got a bilk.
Tsay, 1 hadn’t time to brmg my
clt}bber—m |

“ Newcome-——-""

“Well 7>’ said Newcome brtterl

Jimmy’s heart smote him as he saw
the expression on his chum’s  face.
What was a joyous relief to him was
something quite different to the dis-
appointed cricketer.

“0ld chap, you knﬂw 'm sorry,”
he said. “ But we’re nine down for
eighty-six. Morny must play—Morny
and Erroll together will make the fur
fly. T.end Mﬁrny vour clobber. You
can have my bat, Morny.”

“Come on, Morny,” said New-
come, with an effort. ;_
He led the way into the pavilion,

and Mornington followed him.

There was a little delay before,

“last man in” appeared at the
wicket, and the field wa,lted,
wmldermg

But Mermngtou changed 1n record
time.

He came qumk]v out of the pavilion
i Newcome’s flannels, and took
Jimmy Silver’s bat and pads.

Thﬂn he strolled dﬁwn to the
wicket, receiving a joyful smile of
weémme from his chum at the other
en

Nawcome came out of the pavilion
in Htons, with a glam fa.m
his gloom lightened a little as he
watched the game.

There was no doubt that Mnrmﬁpb
ton and HKrroll together were, as
Jimmy Silver etpressed it, making
the fur fly.

Morny seemed' at the top of his

Play up to Erroll, if you

what a little bit of |

But |

THE

form, atad erc}ll had already pmved
himself & tower of strenzth.

The two batsmen seemed 1o bid |

defiance to the bowlers and to the
field.

Hven ]Iurroe Jameet Ram Singh,

| the best junior bowler at Greyiriars,
| seemed una,bla to make any impres-

sion on themi.
Jimmy Silver’s face was full of de-
light as he watched. The group of

Rookwooders cheered every big hib {
vociferously, and there were cheers {

from the Grevfriars crowd, 10o.
Tt was a wonderful innings.
Harry Wharton & Co. were given
an amﬂunt of leather<hunting that
tht{bt{l were: very unaccustomed to.
e Rookwood scoré guickly passed
the hundred, and the bat-;mm:t were

{ still going strong.

“Ysn't this ripping?”’ e:{clalmed
Jimmy Silver, addressing the fellow
5tandmg next fo bhim, w 1thout look-
ing at him.

“Oh, gorgeous!” answered New-
come, With a shrug of the shoulders.

Jimmy glanced at him.

“You see for yourself, old
chap——"" he said. '

“Oh, quite!” answered Newcomse.

“1 couldn’t bat like that, and I dmn’t -

make out I could. All the same——>’
“Well, you ge@s—"’
“1 suppose 1t's worth a vrow ab
Rookwaod, if we beat (Greyfriars?”
“T don’t &oe why there should be

a row at Rm}hvfmd over it, New-
come.”” |
“Do ' you think Mr. Bootles let

Morny off, then?”
Jimmy started.
“1 suppose 8o,

26 he's here.- 1

» | meant to ask hlm, but there wasn’t a i

Eecond to waste, and I forgot;
L)

“We]l I don’t believe he’s gclt
leave,” answered Newcome. He's

f&hen French-leave, and 1 shouldn’t

| be surprised if Mr. Bootles sends a
prefect to fetch him back w ‘hen he'

misses him. In fact, he's pretty cetr-

{ tain to. T shall be surprmed 1 Morn

e

| ing lunch,

mgtﬂn bats in our second innings.’
‘Which was a rapher unpleasant con
sideration for Jimmy Silver.
“He—he wouldn't be
fool!”” he muttered.
“You know he would.”

“ 1t can’t be helped now, if it’s the

¢case. I-*I c:}ug'ht to have &Skbd him.
.of course

“:HL wnuld have qtuﬁod you up, if

1, had.”

" “Perhaps. But - Dash it all, 1f
we lose a batsman in the semnd.;
INnings i '

“Now will, and | 1t’s © your own

faulf,” said Newcome.

.Innmy Silver made no reply, but
his brow was troubled now asg
looked on at the game. [t was Erroll
who, at last, fell tn a smart throw-in
from Ha.rry Wharton, in a gallant
attmupt ot fouy. Mormngfon was

“not out '’ at the finish; and the
Rookwood score for the innings stood
at a hundrod and seventy—a hgure
which it was pretty certain Gre fnara
would mnever beat.,  But—if New4
come's suspicion was well grounded,

and Morny were taken mlt of the
eleven before the second mnings was

played--Jimmy Silver was thinking
nf 1hut when the crmketers went to
lunch.

[

The 3rd' Chapzter.
Morny’'s Escapade !

Valentine Mornington contriveds to
avoid speech with Jimmy BSilver dur-
and after lunch he dis-
appeared with Hrroll, till the time for
the Greyfriars innings to open.

| Jimmy, who was anxious to ascertain

BOYS’ FRIEND

with him, but he Wmn’t taking

it was no good tryin’

that

such &

he

- After Carthew got back,

under what circumstances Morn had
left. Rookwood, looked for 111111 but
did not find him. In a quiet corner of
the old Cloisters of Greyfriars, Morn-
ington was chatting cheerily with
Krroll, who looked a good deal graver
than his chum.
“Then you didn’t geb
Morny ?”" said Kit FErroll,

leave,
with 3

trouhled look, |
“Did you think I should 2" smiled

Mornmgton.
““No; but I hoped =0.’
“Bﬂotle% Was adama,nt 2 sand

“T tried it on
any.
The dear old boy had hls back up, and |

Mornington coolly.

I really tried; but,
’'m not a good hand at
kow-towin’, He took 1L for cheek,
and caned me. So 1 bolted.’”

“But how——""

“ Bootles was called inte the passage

ruffled plumes.
dash it all

| to speak to the Head, and I shid by

~way of the vmdo“ explained
Marnington. “I got out my bike,
and fairly flew.”

“Them’]l be an awful row over
this,”

“T suppose §0."’

“But,” went on Ermll, with 2

worried look, ““I can’t 1magine Mr.
Bootles takmg such a defiance tamely.

I should have thcm rnt he would sgnd
a prefect after you.’

“He did. e sent Carthew of the
Sixth, to collar me before I.could get
the express at Latcham.”’

‘“But you got away ?”’

dall managpd to wreck Carthew’s

bike,” grinned Mornington. “He had
to wheel it home from Rookwood. I

‘dare say he landed there later than I
{ landed here .

Erroll looked at his chum almost
aghast.

i There’ll be an awful row,” he
said. |
“* What's the cn::d of thinkin’ ‘about
now !’ drmwled Mornington.
“WNo good: nmetln troubles half-way.”

1 wonder you've got the nerve to
play cricket, and pla,y 1t so well, *mth
tha.t pmspect hanging over you.’

“Tve got nerve enough for any-
thin’, dear boy.

“T helieve vou have—too much,’
sazd Erroll. “I wish you hadn’t done

Morny. It can’t’ be less than a
ﬁnggmg when you get back. But—
but that i1sn’t all. You're sure

Carthew went back to Rookwood ?”
I ripped his tyres

“ Pretty certain.
for him.”

“DBut Mr.
you came on here "

“ Naturally.

“Isn’t the hkr:aly to send a prefect
here for you?”

Mc}rmngi(}n shook his head.

“1 don’t think so. It's too jolly far.
iIf a prefect
started then, he couldn’ b got lmm till
well on in the afternoon. Bootles is
pretty certain to let it stand over till

we come back to Rookwood,”

“Mr. Bootles might ;
the Head knowsg?”
¥ Baotles would tell h1m
ally.”
“1f the Head knows, he w 1].1 send
for you,” said Erroll decldedly ol )

but I suppose

natur-

'Chlshoim 1sn’t the man to allow you
{ %0 play in a ¢ricket-match in defiance

of your Form-master. He will send
Bulkeley or Neville for you, if not a
master,”’

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, I don’t tlnnl{ 1t’s hikely
if he dtd a prefect couldn’t get here
till pretty late, and 1if our second
innings 18 over by that time, 1t won't
matter. I'll ask Sllver to send me on

early, so that my innings will be over |
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I any case.
in if he likes, and 1'll go home with
him hke a gmd little bny gnlds

And Mgrny chuckled.

Greyfmara may dake a good time
over their imningg-—-—"

“My deéar man, why meet tmublea £

ha,lf-wa,y 2%

Y&wnud Mornington.

“Silver was jolly glad to have me in.

the first innings, anyhow.”
“But he doebn’t K oW eama??

“Ie’s not going to know. I'm

dodgin’ the dear boy now,” grinned

Mornington.  “HExp 1&11::1.Lmns can bhe
left till la,ter If 1 hanr
our second innings, he can play a sub-
stitute in the field for me after T'm

gone—Newcome would do.
looked rather down

solation prize for him.”
bi Bu.t‘“'""‘"* 24

* Dear boy, you're full of buts

take a--
squint at the field. We've got fo turm
up in time, but I don’t want to give
Jimmy Silver time to wag his chin ab
me. He is so crammed with righteous-

e o

said  Mornington. * Let’s

ness and integrity that probably
wouldn’t play me if he la.new Id ’r..-mkeﬁ
French leave at Rookwood; and 1'd

rather not tell him any w huppers 1f b

can be helped.”

Mormng’rﬂn strolled along

however. Fle was

the Greyfriars innings, and Morny
could see Jlmm

6% Mﬂ
few mmuteq Hrroll.”
“Let's get along now,”

into the field. At

Newcome
in the mouth =
when I turned up. It will be a cofsd =~

ths', 2%
Cloisters, to get a view of the cricket- =
ground, without stepping into view

himself,

anxious to avoid an explanation withi
Jimmy Silver.

The cricketers were gaﬂwrmg fw'

Silver Jﬂn](ln'-"?‘ about. i
as well be getting alc:-ng 110 Sy sl

said erll :
“No hurry; watt till they're goin’
present T should

not enjoy Silver’s deh htful conversa-

tion; and I know ha’s
questions ready for me.’’

And  Mornington deliberately

called on all sides.

He came into the field with Drmll |

to  meet a frowning glance fI‘ﬂIIl
Jimmy Silver. -

“Where the thump have you beem
Morny ? I wanted to speak to you ! ‘”'
LXLl"LIIIlE‘d the Rookwood skipper.. |

** Strollin’ round the dehg htful @Icﬂr
Cloisters,”” said Mornington. “The ‘re
awfully interestin’
tastes for antiquity.”

- T wanted to ask you——""

“So sorry I've ke b you' sy Elltlll
Silver. Hd,llo’
to open the innings.’

Jimmy Bilver waved Morny fo hlﬁ
place.. .

Jimmy was no fool,

guessed by this time that Mornington

had d@hbem’fely dodged an explana-

tion with him. But there was no help
for the matter now. Mornington was
i the team, and -whether he had run
away from Rookwood ar not, that
could not be altered.

got a lot of

1‘6-.“- .
frained from rejoining the cricketers
till his name was being nnpatlently

tm a chap u1th.

Here comes W h&rtan '-

and ‘he had

Then Bulkeley can blow = =

to leave afber

vergiL

it was. Imt difEes v

cult to see that Newcome was righty

that

and Morny bhad run

was a8 good as an admission.
hardly knew whether to be
SOy 1lmt he had played Mormngtau
without thinking of questioning him.

Wharton and Vernon-Smith opened
the innings for Greyfriars, and Jimmy
soon had more important matters than
Morny’s reckless escapade to think
about. The maior part ﬁf the bowling
fell upon him--that was his own par-

ticular line, and he did not spare him- =
He soon forgot even the worry-
prefect fromi ¢

soll.
ing possibility that a
Rookwood might dawn suddenly and

digastrously upon the scene and inters =

rupt the match,

Harry Wharton & Co. put in a gmﬂ&
innings, but they never looked like
beating the R{}{)kw ood score,
gallant struggle, Greyfriars were all

down for a hundred and twenty-
good  nums e

seven. There were 3a

ber of Greyinars fellows looking

on at the game, and Newcome locked =

on with them, not feeling very cons
tented with himself or things geners
ally. Poor Newcome had to acknow-
Iad e that Morny

the side than ever he could have done,

but that was not a complete consolar

tion, by any means. And he veflected,
‘too, ‘that if Morny was taken away by
a refect before the end of the ma.tcl‘i
Jimmy Silver might have done battel
to play his own chum after all. |

Before the Rookwood
innings started, Jimmy
ceeded 1n speakmg
giving, that rather wily ‘youth ne
chance to dod ge him this time. = #

“Did Mr. Bootles give you lcave tc:.
come here?”’ he asked abruptly.

seec-nd
Silver suce!

grin.

“1f I say ¢ no,” what are you goma
to do?” he asked.

away. the gama NOW,>

had done more for

o =
A1
g

,.'l

QWY =
Morny’s avoidance of an expianatwnl;f-}' !
Jimmy.
glad/ ouiE

After a '.- -

% g

to Mrnmmgtﬂn? w

Mormington lmkﬂd at hlm wﬂ:h e};

“You can’t drop * "*"
me out of the team without chuckm’;‘}‘ ._;_: 4

1

"o
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malicious satisfaction.

Wxvas

and he waited

19/6/20

“.Ihknﬁw that. If T'd known you

b(}lt‘ed, I TNDHIdT]_!ﬁ have pla}red }r{:}u’:?

said Jimmy. “ Now you've played,
you'rve bound to finish out the match
Do you can tell me the truth.”

“ Willingly, dear. ‘boy. Bootles
never gave me leave, and Fve no
doubt he’s tearin’ his scanty hair
about my boltin’, and takin’ it out
of the other fellows with the pointer.”

“You utter reckless ass!” ex-
claimed Jimmy = Silver. | “If T’d

krniown-2

“It you'd known, you'd have lett
your best man out and played a dud,”
sald Mornington. *‘Hor the sake of
our cricket record, you can thank
goodness you didn’t know.”

“Do you think 1t’s likely a prefect

will be sent after you as far as Grey-

o driars?”

S
Ir gyl

S Noa 1 don’s.”

*“If the match were interrupted, it
would make us look awful asses before

‘the Greyfriars fellows,” said Jimmy

Silver.. ** And—and we might get
licked, after all.”
.. “Put me on to open the innings,
of accidents,” suggested
Mormington. “If the Head himself
sarled 1n after I'm done, it wouldn’t
hurt anybody.” .
“T'll do that,” said Jimmy.
. And Mornington weunt on
Jimmy Silver when the second innings
opened for Rookwood.

Newcome stood looking on for 2

hitle time, but he walked away at
last, and left the cricket-field. He
was “fed > with looking on at a game

m which he had hoped to distinguish -

himself. As he strolled out of the
cates of Greyfrairs, he heard a shout
from the distance.

“ Well hit, Morny!”’

“Good old Morny ¥’

Hividently Mornington was @ still
doing™ well for his side. Newcome
gave a grunt, and walked away down
the road. '

The 4th Chapter.
Newcomae Does His Bit.
“ Newcome !”’
1

Arthuyr Newcome gave a jump.

in @ morese and discontented mood
—all the more morose because he was
rather ashamed of it—he had walked
a good distance from Greyfriars
wchool, on the read to Courtfield,

Nowcome had been very keen on
playing in the match; but he was still
Kopner on  his school beating Grey-
frinrs, and, in actual fact, he was not
ab all sorey that Mornington was theve
lo pub up a big gamo for his side.
At the same time, he was annoyed
by it, and disappointed—rather an in-

consistent frame of mind, but natural
Thea

enough m the circumstances.
real trouble was that he couldn’t have
put up such a game as Morny was
doing, aud nobody was to blame for
that. So Newcome did not blame
anybody, but he felt disappointed and
anpoyed and morose generally, He
was walking along with his hands in
his pockets and a frown on his brow,
when his name was called in a
tamiliay voice. His walk had taken
hun all the way to Uourtfield, and he
found that he was just opposite the
station, as he looked up and saw
George Bulkeley, of the Sixth Worm
at Rookwood, coming out of the

building, Lo

“Hallo, Bulkeley!”  ejaculated
Newcoms in surprise.

But his  surprise  was  only
momentary. The next instant he

knew why the head

pretect of Rook-
wood was there.

Evidently he had come
Mornington, to take the truant home.
- ¥or just a second Newcome was
conscious of something very like a
This was to be
the sudden end of Mornington’s
triumph; he was to be collared on
the Greyfriars ground, swalked off by
the prefect under a hundred staring
eyes, his game unfinished-—walked off

with Bulkeley’s grasp on his collar, |

like a disobedient fag.
That feeling in Newcome’s breass

gone the next moment, and he
ﬂuﬁ_hed,‘ ashamed of his brief
satisfaction.

Bulkeley was coming towards him,
| for the captain of
Rookwood to come up. He saw that

the prefect was going to question
him.
Bulkeley was uot looking wveny

pleasant, 1t was a long journey from

Rookwood, and he did not like

wasting the best part of a day pursu-

mg a cheeky junior from one county
to another.

“Have you seen Mornington, New-

come?”’ the BSixth-Former asked. as
he joined the junior. .

. Newcome hesitated before he re-

- plied.

“Yes, Bulkeley.”” he said at last.
“1Is he at Greyfriars?”’

¥ Yesl |

“Playing cricket?” :
“Yes,” said Newcome, for the third

time.

Bulkeley's lips set é*rim}'y,

with |

after i
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“He came after all, then? I hardly
thought he would have the nerve.
But Silver ought not to have played
him, 1f ' he knews=——r”

“Jimmy didn’t know Mornington
had bolted,” exclaimed Newcome
hastily.  “It was arranged that
Morny should beg off if he could, and
follow us.”

“ You seem to know.”

“Well, I guessed,” said Newcome.
1 knew Mr. Bootles wouldn’t let
Morny off. ¥You see. Jimmy’s busy
with the cricket, and 1'm not, and
I’ve thought it over. I had lo stand
out for Morny when he came.”

“Dilver ought——""

** Morny came just in time to play
—last man m for the innings,” said
Newcome. ““Jimmy was too flustered
to think about 1t then. He had to
rush Morny into the game. The
Greyfriars chaps were waiting.”

Bulkeley smiled slightly.

It was plain that the junior was

1ot feeling pleased about his own ex-

clusion from the game, and yet he
was thinking first of all of exonerating
his chum from blame.

“Well, well! Nover mind that!”
satd the Rookwood captain. I have
from the Iead to take
Mornington - back immediately, and
Silver will have to suffer for acting
thoughtlessly; he will lose his man.
You know this place better than 1 do.

e T e e

:

1*eg&rd , and although, as a sp01=ts~:
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prefect farther and farther away

may, he would not like mterrupting { from Greyfriars at‘every step.

a cricket match, he had no choice in
the matter. :
But if he could be kept away.
“Well, Newcome?’ exclaimed
Bulkeley impatiently.
- 1—I don’t think you’ll get a tax:
here, Bulkeley.” said Newcome.
“But I could show you a short cut
to—+—"" :

“That’s the next best thing, Come
on!”’

“Right-ho !

The senior and the junior walked
away quickly together.

There was a half-formed thought in
Newcome’'s mind, which® was quite
formed and decided before the two
were clear of Courtheld.

Putting his own private grievauce
aside, Newcome was only thinking of
saving the match for Jimmy Silver &
Co.

Somehow or other, he was going to
contrive matters so that Mornington
should have ample time to finish his
innings, however long it was.

In that rather peculiar way, ol
least, he would be having a hand in
helping Rookwood to win, though he
had not been: able to do so as a
cricketer. * "

The senior and junior came out of
the town on the long white road that

Can I get a taxi anywhere to carry | led to Greyfriars.

{ him : »

What would happen to him when

Bulkeley discovered the facts, he did

not know; and he did not care very

much. He expected to have to pay
| a penalty for trickin

a prefect; but,
so long as he succeeded, he was pre-
pared to ‘‘face the music.”  All the
while Bulkeley was tramping across
the common, Mornirggton was bat-
ting for Rookwood and piling up the

runs.  That was Newcome’'s coii-
solation. i
A mile across the gorsy common

had ' been covered, when Bulkeley
spoke again, after a long look round

“We ought to see the school
this time, surely?”

“l don’t think you’ll see it just
yot,”” answered ‘Newcome. _

“Youre sure you haven’t missed
the way?”’

“Couldn’t mass this path,”
Newcome.

sald

enough,”
“Well, put on speed a little, then.”
“ Right-ho!”
Bulkeley was taking very long

strides, evidently anxious to get to |

Greyfriars and capture the truant,
and got his nnpleasant mission over.
Newcome had to trot faster to keep
pace. But he had uno objection to
putting on speed,  Every step was

A @

by |

“It’s  marked ' planly
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NEWCOME'S SHORT CUT !

‘“What the thump !
“Oh, my hat !’ murmured Newcome.

exclaimed.
Newocome 7 **
could not be misled any tupther,

grimly. ¢ Yes!*

me to Greyfriars?
I believe,”

“ Pretty long,”” said Newcome.

He paused.

The taxi which had taken Morning-
ton to Greyfriars some hours bhefore
was not to be seen; doubtless 1t wis
oft on another journey, and there was
no vehicle at the station, excepting
an ancient hack with an  oguually

It’s a long walk,

~ancilent horse, which certainly could

not have saved Bulkeley any time,

Newcome thought rapidly.

His annoyance at giving up his
place to Mornington was by no means
gone, but he was thinking of Jimmy
wilver and Rookwood’s prospects in
the match,

If Morny was still _
doubtless he was—Bulkeley's arrival
woukd be disastrous for the Rookwood
side, :

Morny's mterrupted mnings might
very easitly mean deteat.

He was probably good for [érly or
fifty runs, and if

so, 1t would probably make all the
difference.

| Bulkeley had strict instructions from | big | )
| the Head, which he could not dis- | knowledge that he was taking the

batting-—as

Ll

ho felt rising in his cheeks.

he was stopped
when he had taken only a dozen or}

done so, certainly.

caught sight of a finger~post.
it’s not four

‘ You young rascal, have

miles from Courtfield itaself !

Bulkeley and Newcome covered another mile, when the former

he

‘““ Qreyfriars, four miles !’
What does this mean,

It was pretty evident that'the Rookwood captain
you been pulling my leg 7' asked Bulkeley
‘““ What ? °' gasped Bulkeley.

“Where's that short cut?” asked | making it more probablé that Morn-

Bulkeley, “when they had {followed
the road for about a qguarter of a
mile,  Newcome was trotting to keep
pace with Bulkeley’s long, vigorous
gtrides., | | _

“Turn off here,” said Newcome.

Ha kept his face away from Bul-
Kkeley as he spoke,  afraid that the
Rookwood captain would see the flush

But the ®ixth:Former had
suspiceion,

Ho turned oft the road with New-
come, following a track that Iled
away among the gorse across Court-
field Common.

Where the 1track led, Newcome
did not know: but he knew that it
did not lead to Grevinars.

e had spoken the exact troth
when he told Bulkeley that he could
show*him a short cut. He could have
But it wasn’t

110

his witention to do so.

What he was really showing

Bulkeley was a remarkably long cut.

He trotted on by the side of the
Sixth-Former, happy in  the

=

’

=7

1

1

1

I

~clatmod.

mgton  would be left to fimish his’
| innings undisturbed, . -

Another mile was .covered, and

they came out into'a lane, where .

Bulkeley caught sight of a finger-
POst.

“Greyfriars, four miles!” he ex-
“What the thump! It’s
not four miles from Courtfield itself!
What does this mean, Newcome?”’

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured New-

| come.

He stopped, It was pretty evident
that the Rookwood captain could not
be misled any further.

Bulkeley turned upon him angrily.

“You crass httle 1diot, you’ve mis-
taken the way!”’ he exclaimed.

Then, as Newcome’s flushed face
brought @ fresh suspicion into his
mind, he grasped the junior by the
shoulder. _

“You young rascal, have you been

pulling my leg?””

Newcome looked at him fearlessly,

“Yes,” he answered,

“ Wha-at 2" o

“ Morny's batting for Rookwood,”
said Newcome sturdily, 1 'wasn’t

B
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.approval.

Jo

going to have him stopped before

he'd finished. You wonlt get to

Greyfriars in time to stop him now.
And-—and now. you can lick me. if

you hke!”’ -
Bulkeley stared at him. gr
For a moment his face was very
dark, and he came near to taking the
junior at his word and givineg him a
tremendous licking there and then.
But he reframed. Bulkeley was z
sportsman, and he comprehended the
junior’s motives; and, probably, he
was conscious that, in . Newcome’s
place, he would have done as the
junior had done. .
“You cheeky little sweep!” he
said, at last.  * You-—you've given
me a long framp for nothing—and
now I've got four miles to wallk—-—"
It said wvery much for Bulkeley’s
good-temper and self-restraint that he
did not collar the Fourth-Former and
give him the licking of his life.
Fortunately, he didn’t. Fe turned

away, and stavted alone the lane for

Greyfriars, goimg at almost a run.
- Newcome drew a deop breath.

“Good old Bulkeley~always a
sport!” he murmured, * k

Newcome had fully cxpected =z
record hckimgs but he was glad to
have escaped it.

He sauntered along the lane after
the Rookwood captain, his hands in
his pockets, and a cheery expression
on his face. Although' he had been
left out of the cricket, he felt that
he had *done his' bit,” and there
was satisfaction 1 that. AR

M s S i i

The 5th Chapter,
Bulkeley Arrives.
=~ £0ut ab last!”’
“ Thank goodness!” |
Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry

- made those remarks simultaneously,

. great relief, on the junior cricket-

ground at Greyiriars.

Mornington was out to a very
tricky ball from Hurree Singh, after
a tremendous nnings. - ~

Morny had knocked up sixt§ ruifs -
off his own: bat—a score that made |
roar” with delighted

his comrades

Kive batsmen had come: and gone
while Mornington was at the, wicket,
and Morny had rveally secmed set for
the day; but his fate had overtaken
him at last.  As he tucked his bat
under his “arm " and lounged away
o the pavilion,  the Ropkwooders
greeted him with a cheer,

“ Well done, Morny !’

“(x00d man!”’

“ Brave 1’ |

Jimmy Silver clapped himi aon the
shoulder 1 exuberant delight., -

“I'm glad you came,” he said, 7
—L'm almost glad vou broke bounds,
Morny ! It’s ripping !”’
o Topping!” said Lovell heartily.
“You've done splendidly, old chap,
and 1t doesn’t matter now if the Head
comes along and vopes you iy !

g B oo T R

" Man inl” said Jimmy Silvey,

rroll went in to join Riwson ab
tho wickets. Morninglon stood in an
casy attitude, apparently’ not much
tatigued by his :r:l‘{‘m‘t:-.ﬁ. Fle was feel-
ng very elated. Jimmy Silver had
already batted, beine out for a dozen.
All the Rookwood bats had found the
Greyfriars bowling very searching,
exceptt Mornmgton, though it had
even found him out at last |

‘iWelre = safer for ia
Jimmy Silver remarked.
Jjolly nearly equal our first innings,
and Greyfrars won’t come nedr it,
I fancy. They didn’t in their first.
Thank goodness you came, Morny !
I only hope you won’t get into a
jolly row at Rookwood. But I sup-

Wili

-pose you wall,”

“No doubt about that,
Mormungeton.
that I  haven’t
Thinkin’ it over, it .seemed - very
likely that the Head would send a
prefect after me. But he hasn’t.”

, | answered
“ What surprises me is

“Well, he would be here before

this if he was coming at all,” agreed
Jimmy.- ' U'm jolly glad. We don’t

want a scene here. Thouch, of
course, 1t wouldn’t matter if a prefect,
| came mnow: you could go away.

quietly, without the fellows noticing
anrything.’”’ | :

Mornington shrueoed his shoulders.

“If you're so jolly particular about
a scene, let's bope a merry old pre-
tect won’t come,” he said. “T cer-
tainly should refuse to 'be marched
back to Rookwood with a
paw on my shoulder.”” |

“ I don’t suppose Bulkeley would
take much notice of your refusine,
old" top!” garioned Arthur Edward

t Lovell. “1 fancy he would carry you
- off if you wouldn’t

go when vou were

told.” ‘
Mornington’s eyes cgleamed. °
“Well, you’ll see, if Bulkeley

comes ! he retorted. j
= Talls offangels ! broke in_.Tﬂmm:gg

chowt
' We shall

been - fetched.

prefect’s

B
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Dodd. “Here comes cheery old
Bulkeley, as large as life!”

* Phew !”

* Hook
Conroy. |

Mornington shrugged his shoulders
and stood. where he was.  His lofty
pride would not allow him to scud
away.

Bullkeley came striding on the field,
looking very dusty and rather tired,
and considerably cross.

“So here you are, Mornington
he exclaimed angrily.

“Here I am, old top!’”

“Come with me at once!”

“Morny’s played a jolly good game
for Rookwood, Bulkeley,” wventured
Jimmy Silver. |

“He had no right to be playing
here at all; and you had no right to
play him, if you knew——"

“Silver didn’t know,” said Morn-

-

it, Morny!” breathed

1"!'!

ington. *‘ Lay itall on my shoulders,
old man: I can stand a&!?’ "
“Shut up, Morny!” muttered

Jimmy Silver. ‘I say, Bulkeley, you
—~yoy couldn’t wait a bit, and give
Morny time to finish? We want him
in the field 1n the next mnings.”
“No!” snapped Bulkeley. 1
have the Head’s orders to obey. I've
lost enough time already, owing 1o
Newcome’s tricks——"

“Newcome !” repeated Jimmy.

“1 met Newcome in Courtfield, and
I should have been here an hour ago,
but the young sweep led me out of
my way.’’

“Oh!” ejaculated Jimmy.

His eyes danced.

* (rood old Newcome!”
Lovell heartily. ‘I shouldn’t have
thought old Newcome had so much
sense.  Why, Morny would never
have put in anything like an innings
for us if you’d got here an hour ago,
Bulkeley !

“I’'m waiting for you, Morning-
ton!”” said the Rookwood captain
grimly.  “Do you want me to take
vou away by the ear?”

“Thanks, no. I’ve got Newcome’s
clobber on. Can I change into my
own things?’ asked Mornmngton
meekly.

“Be quick, then! There’s a train

' _'Grﬁunﬁ Tumbling.

I wonder how many of my readers
have ever considered tumbling as an
pxercise ! Not many, I dare say; 80
that to the majority these hintg and
suggoostions will come as a novelty.

As an exercise for the promotion of
health and strength you’ll have to
travel a long way before finding one
that i its combination of usefulness
and interest can beat tumbling. "The
worst of a goodly number of exercises
is that they're apt to be dull and flat,
Dumb-bells, for instance, are all very
well, but dumb-bell work can become
most  frightfully monotonous. It's
just work. That's where tumbling
geores. Itis work and play combined.
Oh, vyes; there’s any amount of
amusement to be got out of tumbling,
and although the exercise 19 one that
1sn’t going to develop those big,
knotted muscles such as you sgee on
the professional strong man-—and
which aren’t of much good, except for
the performance of a few *heavy”
feats—it will do a tremendous lot of
good to you in other ways. |

It is an exercise remarkably good
for the internal organs—and you
know 'that unless these are kept in
first-class working order there i1sn’t
any health to brag about—and il’s
simply splendid for the joints and
tendons, which are the long, gristly
etrings in which the muscles end. If
these are not elastic the muscles
won't expand and contract quickly
~and easily. Tumbling is just the kind
of thing to make them supple and
elastic. Therefore, tumbling 1s an
exercise which anyone who takes up
boxing eeriously can’t afford +to
neglect, because the boxer wants to
be able to use his muscles guickly—
the quicker the better.

There’s another advantage aboub
tumbling which no other kind of exer-
cise possesses, It teashes one how to
fall. We all of ug do a lot of falling

and slipping about, and sometimes
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exclaimed |

and undoubtedly

to cateh.”
“TII buck up !’ -
Mornington ran into the pavilion.
He disappeared into the Rookwood

dregsing-rom ; and Bulkeley watched

the oricket while he waited for him
Lo emerge.

Ruawson was out, and Towle joined

Krroll, and the innings went on.
Krroll was stall in great form, though

e was not equal to his brilliant

chum. The result of the match was
a foregone conclusion in the eyes of
the Rookwooders, ' though Harry
Wharton & Co. were still hoping
great things from their innings to
corme. . The loss of Mornington did
not matter now. He was not wanted
to bowl, and Newcome or Raby could

. be put into the field as a substitute.

Bulkeley
at last,

“Mornington!” he called out.

“He's a jolly long time,”
Liovell, exchanging a glance with
Jimmy Silver. Both of them were
wondering what was in Morny's

turned round impatiently

| mind; they had not forgotten his re-

manrks. ;
‘(3o and ftell him to come at once,
Lovell I’ snapped Bulkeley.

Arthur Edward Lovell went to the |

Rookwood dressing-room.  He came
back in a couple of minutes, with a
yather pecublar expression on his face.

“Well, where’s Mormington?” de-

- manded Bulkeley.

“T don’t know 1”

“Jan't he in there ?”

“No.”

“He hasn’t come out————"

“The window’s open,” answered
Liovell,

“By Jove!”  Bulkeley breathed
hard., “I'll—FPll—" He broke oft
and ran 1nto the pavilion.

It needed only a glance to assure

- him that Valentine Mornington was

cone, and that he had escaped by the
window.

Bulkeley came out again with a
knitted brow and looked round. But
nothing was to be scen of Morning-
ton.

He had had plenty of time to make
his escape, atter changing his clothes,
he had slipped

&R R e

said |

The Roockwood captain was at a
loss. | _

To search for the elusive junior was
not of much use, and 'to return to
Rookwood without him was oul of
the question. 1f he left Greyfriars
before the match was over it was very

| probable that Morny would turn up

again to field for Rookwood in the
last dnnings. There was nothing for
George Bulkeley to do but fo wait,

He could not leave till the junior
cricketers left.. He took a seat out
side the pavilion, with feelings that

were almost too deep for words,

The Rookwood jumiors exchanged
grinning  glances; but Jimmy Silver
was looking semous enough; and go
was Hrroll, when he came off the
pitch and learned what had happenad.
reckless defiance
filled to the brim the cup of Morning:
ton’s offences, and added to the heavy
reckoning that was awaiting him at
Jimmy
Silver could not help teeling worried
about it, and it detracted from his
complete,
when Rookwood were all down i the

This last ‘act of

Rookwood on liis return.

satisfaction,  othevwisge

second innings for 115.

I i

The 6th Chapter.
Rookwood Wins.

Jimmy Silver & Co. went wnto the
field when Greyfriars batted again,
Bulkeley looking on, with a grim
Newcome had eome in, tived
and dusty, and he grinned ag he saw
And he
learned with greal satisfaction that
his device had enabled Morny to put
up ‘a record mnings, and that the

brow.

Bulkeley at the pavilion.

match was safe.

Greyfriars were putling up a gal:
lant ficht in their last mnings, and 1t
The sun was sink-
ing behind the pgrey old tower, and
the shadows were lengthening as the

was a long one.

batsmen came and went.

For a long time Bulkeley remaincd
watching the cricket, but at Jast he

rose and walked away.
Mornington had mnot

again, and 1t was

had gone back to Rookwood.

been

§Oe
probable that - he
: Bulke-
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i from Courtfield we've just got timel guietly away, and was already outside
| the precincts of Greyfriars.

1
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ley had waited t1ll the game was close
on its finish. Jimmy Silver glanced
after him from the field as he went.
He understood how angry Bulkeley
was, and did not wonder at it. And
he understood, too, how angry the
Head would be when he reccived the
prefect’s report. The reckless Morn-
ington had put a rod in pickle for bis
own back, and Jimmy wondercd
whether it would mean the sack for
the defiant junior.

It was Jimmy Silver who took
(freyfriars’ last wicket.  Greyfriavs
had knocked up 109 runs in  their
socond innings, but a wide margin of
victory was left to Rookwood.
Jimmy Silver & Co. were elated, and
they did not forget that i1t was to
Mornington that they owed the guota
of runs that made the difterence
hetween victory and defeat,

Harry Wharton & Co. took their
defeat cheerfully; they had c¢nough
successes in their record to be able to
afford’ a defeat with 4 good grace.
And Jimmy Silver & Co., tired but
very cheery, started for Courtfield for
. rather late train, most of them dis-
cussing Moranington, and what could
have become of him.

Their surmises on the latter
were soon ‘set ab rest.
cricketers were waiting for their
train, Valentine Mornington strolled

point

| on the platform and joined them.

““ Oh, you’re not gone home, then?”
Jimmy Silver exclaimed. e

Mornington shook his head, with a
smile.

“No: T hoped that Bulkeley would

clear, and I'd have' come back,” he
Sard.
dish me. I saw hun come along and
go into the station half an hour ago.
He was lookin’ quite cross.”

“Jolly savage, you mean!”
Lovell.

“As you so elecantly and graphic-
ally expvess it, jolly savage,” agsented
Mornington.  *“ He seemed to think

that T oucht to have let him lead me"

home, like a naughty little truant.
Bulkeley always was rather an ass. 1
needn’t ask you how the mateh went
~you won?”

“Hands down!” said Lovell, with

great satisfaction.

if you are in nesd of any advice concerning health and genoral fitness write fo
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(A Splendid Series of Articles on the All-Important Subject of Muscular Development.)

By PERCY LONGHURST. :

theso fulls lead to nasty accidents.
But the chap who has learned
tumbling will be able to fall without
ranning any of these risks. He'll
have learned to fall in such a way
that no damage is likely to result.
And it's o cheap exercise—no small
advantage in itself. There’s no, need
to spend a penny on outfit. No
spocial clothes, no apphliances. You
can tumble in your shirt, trousers,
and socke, on any square of thick
orass when 1t 1s dry; on a mattress,
o thick rue : on sand, or on sawdust.

N

et ey LT

A simple exercise for the feet.
Figure 1.

You can tumble by yourself, and
vou can do it with the help of others.
And if you'll follow the directions I
aive you and use ordinary care thero’s
no more risk of injury than in walk-
1me upstairs. |

Next week I'll describe some pre-
liminary tumbles, with drawings, to
make the way to perform them quite
clear to you. -

Feot.

We all of us walk, more or less,
though some of us a good deal less

than 1s good for us, befinng too ready

to take tho first "bus or tramecar, even
for a short distance; but it is not

until something goes wrong with
them that wo are able 1o believe

how 1mportant a part of our make-up
cur feot are. | |
Heet that are all they ought to be—
without cornsg, that is, not getting blis-
tered if we happen to walk a couple
of miles at a decent pace; naturally
shaped, and without toes crossed or

doubled up; that haven’t fallen flat;

or the ankles of which aren’t weak-—
ate by no means common. 'The war
proved to us that even a strong and
healthy man often has weak fest.

Any number of men were rejected }

because of defective feet. |

Well, our feet are largely what we
choose to make them.
way of saying that most foot troubles
can be prevented and prevented a
lot more easily and cheaply than they
can be ecured. It certainly pays to
take care of our feet, and the younger
we are when we begin the better.

The first care is scrupulous cleanli-
ness. None of us can help getting
dirty, but it is possible for all to get
clean. © Water 1s cheap. The feet
should be washed every day—cer-
tainly overy day during the summer.
Whether you use hot or cold water
doesn’t matter. To some people put-
ting the feect into cold water is a bit
of a shoek : but cold water is better,
because 1t deesn’t make the skin soft.
Salt in the water helps to toughen
the skin, and so reduce blistering, and
of course, -there are several tips the
runner has for preventing this
nuisance. As good a one as any i
soaping the inside of the socks at toe
and heel. Powdered starch inside the
socks 18 good, also. So is the melted
wax of a candle, melted into one’s

That’s another

palm and worked soft with a tiny

drop of spirits of wine.

The nails are often a trouble; bub
they wouldu’t be if they were
attended to regularly, cut once a

week ; cubt squarely across, not fol-

d| 'h ¢

lowing the outline of the toe.

latter is lhikely to cause ingrowing -
one
NUISATICes,
cutting a small V-shaped nick in the
middle of the nail,

of

the most  troublesome
Should this develop, try

There are two tip-top, very simple
exercises that help to keep the fool

a good shape and prevent weaknesses
developing.

They ought to be per-
formed at night, on going to bed,

and they needn’t take more than two
or three minutes. The first
dare
nothing more than raising on the toes
as high as possible and slowly sink-
ing back. _
rest on the heels as they touch the
ground.

Eopia |
say, an old friend, for it is

But don’t let the weight

This exercise helps to get

Three Hnl

| most careless about thie prospect.

While the

“He seems to have waited, to |

said |}
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“Good! Would you have done it
it I hadn’t come, Silver?’” |

Jimmy shook his head.

" “Noi:; Newcome couldn't have
knocked up so many, by half, as you

did-—eh, Newcome?”

Newcome laughed.

“Admitted !” he ssid. Meorny's
won the matech, and so have I--by
keeping Bulkeley ofl the grass.”

“That was a bright 1dea!” grinned
Mornington. ' Well, perhaps dear
old Bootles, and the magnificent old
Head, will forgive me ecverything
when they hear what a toppit’ vie-
tory we've won. What?” '

“Not hkely!” said Raby. |

“Well, T suppose it isn't likely,”
assented Mornington. 1 shall have
to face the music. Terrific, isn’t it?
Hallo, here’s the train!” | ’

The cricketers piled into the train. -
All of them were thinking of the re-

~ception that awaited Mornington at

Rookwood School; but certainly the
scapegrace of Rookwood seemed the
f te
chatted and joked cheerily on the way
home, and his galety was evidently
not forced. He had enjoyed his day
out, and he was in a merry mood. Yet
the matter was very serious. |

“Here we aresagoin!” said Morn-
ington airily, as the  returning

cricketers were admitted by old Mack
at the gates of Rookwood. *“ Quilc
late horme for once. . Hallo, here’s
Bulkeley! I hope you got home all
right, Bulkeley, without my c¢are, .and
that you didn’t pine too much {or my
fascinatin’® company.”

Bulkeley came through the shadows
with a grim brow. e

“You're to come to the Head at
once, Mornington!” he said grimly.
- And Morny, withi a wink at the
cricketers, which made some of {hem
chuckle, 1n spite of the seriousness of
the situation, walked away with
Bulkeley to the School House, fol-
lowed more slowly by Jimmy Silver
& Co.

THE END -

(Another long, complete story of
Jemmy Stlver & €o. next Monday,
entitled *‘The Rookwood Rebell’’
By Owen Conguest, Be sure and
read it!)
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rid of the cramping effect of the bools
or shoes; it makes the whole foot

expand.  Awnd 1it’s a grand exercise
for the legs. Laft yourself thus

twenty-five times —increasing to fifty
—overy night of your life, and
you'll ‘get a pair of calves you'll be
proud of. ' | :

The second exercise is to sit on a
chair, knees bent, feet flat. Keep
heels finmly on the ground and raise
toes towards the shin. Lower toes,
press them firmly into the: ground
while raising heels, arching the in-
step as mucly as possible,

i o mma cwmocen

A Pair of Strong Hands.

No need to spend time telling vou
how useful 1t 1s to possess a pair of
strong, well-developed hands: you'll
have found out for yourselves what
an advantage ‘a powerful grip is to
you. And it 16n’t necessary to own
2 No. 10 hand, either, to have a

strong grip; small hands may be »

strong.

There are plenty of ways of de-
veloping a powerful grip, such as
clenching the fingers strongly on a
paper wad, or a small indiarubber
ball. Don’t forget, however, after

- each closing of the hands to stretch
the fingers well backward, and as far

apart as paossible. I do, however,
warn you against spring-grip dumb-
bells. - They’re bad. KEven if you hap-
pen to have a pair, leave the gripping
alone when using ae dumb-bells.
They cramp the fingers, and arve
likely to make them permanently
crooked.

One of the best of all exercises for
strengthening the grip and at the
game time thoroughly well develop-
ing the muscles of the forearm, is the
following. = The apparatus 1is very
simple; you can make it for vour-
selves at a merely trifiing cost.

Get a broom-handle, or similar
stick—but not thinner or thicker than
a broom-handle—two lengths of stout
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| Frank Richards made & spring into

b j%hﬂ tpaill |

trail,

.,'w::rE_ Thompson, and his g _
ghowed. that he was hard hit.

19/6/20

(e e
AT s o, S
-4ﬂ”;¥#’ET$*'§ﬂ¥?r = ,fﬁﬁgﬁaﬂff : . A

4. ..r“f;w_r,-*__;;- : i

e
il
*-f" g ’F":ﬁé’ "rr_"'._.- ! ’-:;f

iy
A
7

‘‘‘‘‘

The 1st Chapter.
A Hot Chase.

Crack, crack, crack ! |

S Cuns 1 exeluimed Bob Lawless.
- The bell was vingine for morning
Tessons at Cledar Creek School, and
boys and girls were trooping towards
the lumber schoolhouse, when the
sudden fierce outburst  of
rang on the trail by the gates.
‘Mingled with the sharp crack of
the rifies was a wild trampling of
hoofs and imgling of bridles.
Fveryone 1n the playground turned
at once to stare towards the open
gateway. .

- On the trail withoul, a horseman
appeared in sight for a moment, dash.
ing by at top-speed.

111s hat was off, his har blown oul
in the wind; 2 streak of red showed
on his cheek where a bullet had torn
the skin., |

It was only for a moment thaf the
hordeman was seen; but it was long
chough for recognition. |

“ ive-Hundred-Dollar Jones I ex-
claimed Frank Richards. f

The name was repeated all

(1l

wrdes, -

“ And the sheriff’s men after him,”
said Vere Beauclere. |
-~ Five or six horsewmen, in a gallop-
ing bunch, showed up outside the
gates, hot on the trail of the outlaw.

Two or three of them were hmng
as they galloped.

The chase swept past the gates of

(Cledar Creek, and disappearved from
sight; but the crashing hoofs and

the ringing Fiflog could still be heara
by the startled crowd in the play-
ground. |

Erank Richards & Co. made a rush
towards the gates,

Some of the other fellows followed
thom, eagoer to wateh the chase of the
outlaw: while others, headed by
Chunky Todgers,  dodged into the
schoolhouse to get out of the way of
fAying bullots,

“Indoors  at once !’ exclaimed
Miss Meadows, coming -+dnto the
porch.,  *“ All of you-~iuto the school-
TOON ationoe e uo
But the fellows who were headine

for the gates were deaf to the voice.

of the Canadian schoolmistress.
Frank Richards was the first at the
cateway. and he looked eagerly along

{he trail towards fthoe creek, along
which the outlaw and his pursuers
had vawmshed,

The horsemen wore out of sight
beyond the timber, but the trampling
hoofs still echoed back,

“Tt  was  Mive - Hundred = Dollar
Jones!”  breathed Bob  Lawless.

“They’re hot on his track thig tune !

I wonder if he’s hit "
“Somebody’s.  hit!™ muttered
Beauclere, as a loud and terrible cry

‘rang beyond tha cedar-trees,

Tramp, tramp !
A horse was coming baclk along the
ocalloping furiously, and the

chums of (Cedar Creek watched

breathlessly for its re-appearance.

 The frightened ammal came fear-
ing round the timber, into the open
space before the school gates, with a
wounded rider clinging feebly to its
back, unable to control his ‘steed.

It was Big Dave, the sheriff’s man,
chastly face
The
fleeing outlaw had returned the fire
with eftect. St s

Close by the gates.-the wounded

man dropped from his horse, but his
foot was still in the stirrup, and the
geared anumal, rushing on, dragged

him along through the grass.
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rifle-fire |
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It was no light matter to Spring

I'into the path of the frantic horse, but

Frank did not stop to think.  1le
caught  ab  the fying reins, and
dragged with all his strength, and
the horse. drawn aside by the pull,
framped round him in a cicele, snopt-

ang and foaming.

Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclere
were on the spot in a moment. i

Bob lout Krank Richards help with
the struggling horse, while Beauclere
seized the fallen man, and dragged
him clpar. '

The horse was rearing and snort-
ing wildly, but the two schoolboys

succeeded in quietening 1t at lash,
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"HOT ON THE TRAIL!

of Five-Hundred~Dollar Jones.

and Bob tethered it to a tree by the
relns. -

Beauclere was kneeling by the side
of the fallen man in the grass.

Big Dave was still conscious, and
he grinned feebly at the schoolboys
as they zathered round him.

“T guess that was slick, young
Richards,” he muttered. * By gos@!l
I rockoned T was a gone coon ™

Hrank Richards shuddered.

The vigion of the wounded man
dragred along by the stircup  was
atill before hig eyes, and it made-him
fapl stk with horror. It seemed
almosgt a miracle that Big Dave had
been rescued from a fearful death.

“YVoulre  wounded,  Davel’ mut-
tored Bob Lawless huskily.

“Tive guess I've got it,” answered
the sheriff’s man. “In my shoulder.

That cuss can shoot, you bet—slick

as lightning on the trigger, 1 guess.
But 1T don’t carve if they rope him in.
I guess Wive-ITundred-Dollar Jones 18
riding on his lasgt trail 17

- Miss Meadows appeared in the
gateway, |

" The schoolmistress had hurried on

1 e

A Splendid, Long,
| FRANK RICHARDS & Co,,

CEDAR CREEK SCHOOL.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

| pupils;

the scene to rebule the schoolboys

Complete
Story of s |
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severely ; but the sight of Big Dave's
rescue had quite changed, her imten.
f1ons.

Her face was pale as she hurried
ouv. ' ST

“ Richards ! she exclaimed. °*'My
dear, brave boy, are vou hurt?”

“No, ma’am ! gasped Frank. He
was shaking from head to foot; but

it was only the reaction after the
oxcitement. - “I-—D'm all right.”
“Pave must be taken an,” said

Miss Meadows. * You are wounded,
my poor fellow!” |

“T euess so, marm,’” sard Big Dave
fantly.  “But don’t you trouble

your purty head———"

‘f Keep your eyes peeied @ °’

“ Remain with him for a moment.”
sid Miss Meadows: and she turned
back to the gates.. * Mr. Shimmey-—
Mr. Shepherd !’ U

The two masters hastened ‘out.

In a few minutes BPig Dave was
carried into the schoolhouse and laid
on a bed, and Mr. Shepherd was
riding at top-speed to Thompson for
the doctor. '

My, Slimmey called the schoolboys
in to ciosss and it was a wildly-
oxcited crowd that gathered in the
school-room, |

Miss Meadows did not appear; she
was attending to the wounded man.
My, Slimimey had a hard task with
Cedar Creek that morning.

Once oy twice, from the distance,

thero was a sound of firing again,
showing that the puvsuit of the out-

law was still going on, and that Five-
Hundred-Dollar ~ Jones was  still
evading the sheriff and his men

among the timber.

Mr. Slimmey did his best with his
yub there was ouly the barest
prefence of lessons thut mornmg  at

Cedar Creek. The school-room was

&

A RIPPING STORY OF THE BACKWOODS—INTRODUCING FIVE-HUNDRED-DOLLAR JONES! |
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It was full five minutes before Bob Lawless ventured to raiss his head a litile
and peer through the waving grass towards the stockman’'s cabin, Qutside the
cabin the hitched horse belonging to the outlaw was still nibbling the grass.

Prios

in an almost incessant buzz of excited

voices. Probably Mr. Slimmey was
as glad as the rest when the time
came for dismissal.

i - i

The 2nd Chapter.
Still at Large.
Frank Richards & Co. crowded out
of the schoolhouse, still in a state of
considerable excitement.

They were intensely eager to know
! \ C
For weceks |

the result of the pursuit. 1
past, Kive-Hundred-Dollar Jones had

been the only topic in the Thompson

valley. That usually quiet and
opderly settlement in the Canadian-
West had been thrown into an uproar
by the arrival and the exploits of
the man from ’Frisco,

Frank Richards & Co. took a more

ospecial interest in the rascal, from |

the fact that they had come into close
contact with him more than once. 1t
was Frank who had discovered that
tho outlaw, whose hiding-place was a
mystery to the whole valley, had
found refuge at Cedar Creek School
itsolf, having obtained a *“job”
there, Miss Meadows being, of course,
it complete  ignorvance = of  his
identity. | '

16 was Frank who had unmasked
the rasoal, and compelled him to flee
in such hot baste that he bhad
abandened thig plunder. Since then,

Five-Ilundred<Dollar Jones had been

at Jarge, bul the incessant pursuit by
the sheriff of Thompson and his men
gave him hittle vest. 1t was 1mpos-

gible for the outlaw, cunning as he

was, Lo play the same trick again,
for every stranger in the Thompson
Valley was subjectod to scrutiny and
questioning now; and, indeed, 'more
than one luckless “hobo,” tramping
ap from 'the railway had been col-
lared. and detained for daye while his

identity was - ostablished - ‘beyond
doubt. | |
Kive-ITundred-Dollar  Jones  was

driven to the woods, and even there
the pursuit was oflen hot on his trail.

Not a sign was to be seen

1 guess we’ll wriggle round the cabin a bit,"” sald Bob in a low voice.

Many of the etizens of "Thompson
“opined " that the outlaw would
vamoose from the section, after

I making 1t so hot for bhimself, while

he had yet time.,  But that morn-

imnge’'s happenings showed that the des. |

perado had not vamoosed. |
“I'hey must have got him!” Bob
Lawless remarked, as he looked out
on the trail, *MHe was hiv, anyhow.
I saw 1t on his face as he passed the

gates. I guess they've got him this

time.” |
tlihiope 80,27 said Brank. ¢ But

-I---.-.-:----” ;

Chunky Todgers came up breath-
lessly. g !

“The doc's coming to see Big Dave

~again this afternocn, you fellows,”

he said.  “ He can’t be moved vet.
Miss Meadows 1s going to nurse him
till he's well enough.
says he had a narrow escape; he was
badly hit,” | o |

“Lucky it’s no worse,” satd Beau-
clerce. It might have becn—it would

have been bui for you, Frank.”

stopping the horse, Richards,” said

 Threo Halfpence

him

- son, the sherlE of Thompson.

S man,

- marked Beauclerc.
- narrowest shave of his life to-day.”

“fime, and try our luck.
1 you fellows are.””

I say, the doc |

Todgers. ““Just what I should have
done in your place.” i

“Just!” said Frank, with a grin.

“T wish I'd been out on the trail
when that bulldezer came by l” said
Chunky regretfully. -

“What wonld you have done?”
asked Frank.

“btopped him, you bet!”
Chuuky emphatically. “1
have madé one spring—-—""

“Ha, ha, ha!l” | (o

S One spring at his horse’s head,”
sald Chunky firmly. * And then——7"

There was a sound of hoofs up the

sald
should

 trail,

“"Then here’s a chance for you,
Chunky ! exclaimed Bob Lawless.
“Here he comes back ™

“* Wha-a-at !’ %

Clatter, clatter, clatter! -
- A rapid rider was aboutl to appear
past the clump of timber up the trail.
It was not very likely that it was
Five-Hundred-Dollar Joncs, but the
bare possibility was enough for
Chunky Todgers. He made a bound
back into the gateway.

“Hold on, Chunky!” roared Bob
Lawless.  “ Aren’t you going to stop

Chunky Todgers did not veply. He
had no breath for replying : he needed
it all for the frantic sprint he was
making towards the shelter of the
schoolhouse. |

oA phas g e

The horseman came in

' | - sight a
minute later. It was Mu.

Hender-
He
looked dusty and tired, and his
bronzed fuce was very grim as he
drew rein at the school. |

U Have youw ot him, gheriff 777 ex-
claimed the thvee schoolboys in eager

| chorus.

The sherift shook lns head.
“He's got away, but he's hit,” he

saicl. ** But——"" He chocked him-
self.  “Did you sce anything of my

Dave? He was wounded, and
his horse got away with him.”
“Iie’s here !
* Oh, good!”
The shevift dismounted, hitehed his

- horse, and strode iuto the school.

Frank Richards & Co. exchanged
glances.

oot away ! said Bob Lawless in
deop  disappointment. “That bull-
dozer has no end of lacl 1™

1 shouldn’t wonder if he cleavs
oul of the section after this,?? re-
“He's had the

“1 guess he’'s got some reason for
staving.” said Bob. * He could have
gone, 1f he’d bked, when he was
cleared out of Cedar Creek. T won-
der-——"  He paused uneasily,

“Well?” said Frank Richards.

T Ho was awlully vicious af your
showing him up, Frank,” said Bob
Lawless. 1 faney it would be bad
for you if you came across him again.
fle had a safe hiding-place here, and
1ty protty plain he meant to: stick
bore, passing himself off as a man-of-
albwaork, while he was- playing  his
tricks up and down the Valley. He
was howling out threats when he rode
away that time.?”’ s
rank Richards smiled faiutly.

“You don’t think he's hanging on
e Chis gection on my account?” he
neked.

Y1 ghouldn’t wonder; and out of
bravado, too,” said Beb. ¢ Anyhow,
you've got to be careful to keep clear
il kS L g i

“Not: quite 1 said Frank, laugh-
g, L was just thinking that as
he's got away from the sgheriff it
wouldn’t be a bad 1dea for us to take
a band. The Valley woen't be safe
till that villain is rounded up. Some
of the kids are not coming to school
now on his account. If he's not
roped 1 by Saturday-—-we're free on
Saturday-—e—"’ A

“You awful ass!” said Beauclerc,
“Tf Miss Meadows heard of sach a
scheme i e

“Well, we're not going to tedl Miss
Meadows,” said Irank, laughing.
“We can get our horges on Saturday
morning, if he’s not roped in by that
PI'm game,

Bob's eyes glistened. |

“0Old man, vou've hit 16!” he said.
“That’s just what we’re going to do.
What do you say, Chernb?”

“Oh, I'm on!” said Beauclere, with
a smile. ‘“We're three silly asses if
we try it ony but I game,’

“Only we shall have & keep 16
dark:”  suid v Earde ot S Well - tell
everybody when we brng Five-Hun-
dred-Dollar Jones home, tied up like
a turkey.” ' _

“When !” said Beauclere, laughing.

Necdless to say, I'rank Richards &
(lo. were very keen for news of Hive.
Hundred-Dollar Jones for the re-
mainder of the week.

There was news, and plenty of it,
but no news of the outlaw’s capture.
News came from Silver Creek, where
he ‘“‘held up 7 the hotel one day,
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after the ficrce pursuit the schoolboyvs
had witnessed, and carried off all the
plunder he could lay his greedy hands
UPON. And there was news from
White Pine, where the outlaw had
stolen a  horse, and left his own
animal, which had fallen lame. And
there was news ‘in Thompson itself,
where the sheriff ‘had been awakened
at midnight by a fusillade of bullets
upon his windows, a reckless defiance
fromy the hunted outlaw. But the
news was all of the deeds of Kive-
Hundred-Dollar Jones, and his cap-

ture seemed as far off as ever when:

Saturday dawned.

The 3rd ¢hapter..
The Qutlaw’s Track.
Frank Richards and Bob Lawless

rode away from the Lawless Ranch

at an early hour on Saturday morn-
ing and joined Vere Beauclerc on the
trall. Not a word had been spolken
outside their own select circle on the
subject of the intended expedition, a
very necessary precaution. Certainly
“they would not have been allowed to
start had their intention been known.
The three chums were, as a matter of
fact, feeling a little uneasy in their
cdonsciences on that account as they
rode over the greem prairie in the
early sunshine. But they felt that,
- much as they hoped to fall on the
track of the outlaw, they had little
chance of success, and_that the ex-
pedition would probably end in
- nothing but a day on the plains, such
an outing as they had often enjoyed
Defore. And the fresh morning of an
ecarly Canadian summer was so enjoy-
able on the grasslands that they conld
not help teeling in high spirits as they
tode away t{ogether with Singling
'.bl':idleﬂﬁ 73 :

Bob Lawless had his lasso on his
saddle. and a rvifle, and Frank and
Beauclerc both had their rifles. In

any case, they needed them for shoof.-.

mg’ game for their dinner. Whether
they would have a chance of a pot-
shot “at Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones
was a much more doubtful question.

The outlaw had last been heard of,
so far as the chums knew, in the
meighbourhood of White Pine, be-
- yond the border of the Thompson
Valley settlement to the north-west.

In. that divection accordingly they

turned their horses, proceeding at an
easy gallop. It was a good many
miles 1o White Pine, and the sun was
high in the heavens when they sighted
in the distance the thin column of
‘smoke rising from the lonely stock-
man’s cabin, the only building for a
‘leagne or more.

"~ We may got some later news
there,” Hrank Richards remarked.
pointing with his riding-whip to the
column of smoke from ,the as yet
unseen chimney., |
 “I¥s two days since Five-Hundred-
Dollar Jones bagged a horse from
Smith,  the stockman.” ‘said Beau-
clere. = “TIf you’re looking for a trail
Bob, old man, you're trying your
eves for nothing.” _ i

Bob' Lawless had been silent for
some time while his comrades chatted.

Lhe pancher’s son was riding with
his eyes on tho ground, apparently
examining the rich grass, and now Le
drew rein and jumped from his horse
and dropped on his knees. ;

His comrades pulled in their horses
and sat watching him, with rather
sainused smiles,

Bob Lawless’ <kill on the trail was

great; but his chums did not expect

him toe learn anything from a track
two days old, even if he found it
But. Bob’s expressich was very
earnest, and for some minutes he was
examining a track in the grass, which
to his chums’ eyes was almost imper-
ceptible. |

He rose to his feet at last. -

“Well 7 said Frank and Beauclerc
together. |

“1t's hitn !’ said Bob tersely and
ungrammatically.

“Not the Jones
Beauclerc.

““I guess so0.”

Frank closed one eye at Beauclore,

man i’ asked

“You've found Jones’ trail, Bob??

he asked.
i A
* How old 272 |
CNot more  than <an  hour, T
reckon.’ | | |
“(xo easy,” said Frank, with a
smile. “ HFive-Hundred-Dollar Jones
changed @is horse two or three days
ago, and his new gee 1sn’t likely to
have the same track as the other.”’
But Bob’k face was very: serious,
1 know the track of the new one,
Trank,” he answered. “It was last
Wednesday Jones held up the stock-
mauw’s cabin, and robbed him of his
best horse. On Thursday night he
shot up the sherift’s house in Thomp-
son, and he was on his new horse
then. It rained Thursday night, and
on Friday merning-a lot of galoots
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deep
that——-"

reckon.

come back

place for a meal.”

were out looking for Jones® trail.

You rvemember Billy Cook brought:
us the mnews irom Thompson early, |

and I rode over to Thoempson before
school yesterday morning.”

Krank Richards nodded.

“ But—="" he began.

“ You're as full of buts, Franky, as
a Mexican goat. The Jones man left
his tracks on the mud outside Thomp-
son, and 1 saw them——~"’

“But they were mixed upwith a lot
of others, and you didn’t know which
was which,” said Frank, with a gran.
“That’s how you told me, anyhow,
old scout.” .

“Sure!  Five or six galoots had
vidden out of Thompson in the rain,
and Jones was only one of them,”
sald Bob. sk |

*“Then how can you tell 5

“1 made a note of the ‘tracks,
though I didn’t know which was the
Jones man’s. One of them 1s here.”

S h1>

Frank and Beauclerc were interested
by this time. They dismounted and
examined the trail. | S

IHere and there, in the rich grass,
softened by recent rain, lay the prints
of a horse’s hoofs, though to Frank’s
oyes there was little that was dis-
tinctive about them. But he knew
that his Canadian cousin read more
i a trail than he could read. |

‘““One of these horses that went cut |

of Thompson the night Jones ivas
there has come along here only an
hour ahead of us,” said Bob. “I’'m
quite certain of that—I’d swear to

that track. Now, it 'isn’t often
galoots ride  to Smith’s cabin at
White Pine—precious few @ galoots

have business there. But this horse
is heading for the cabin as plam as
anything.
track from two miles back. T noticed
1 i:]_re’sﬁrst; minute or two that we hit
on 1. -

“But 16 might be any of' the
galoots 7 \ |
EWait . a minute. ) X At was a

Thompson man 1t would naturally
come from the divection of the town,
wouldn’t 1t #7’

“1 suppose 50,

“ Well, Thompson’s cast of here, as
you know, 1 suppese.  This track,
when we fell in with it, came from
the west.” |

2@ 127 isadd Brank

“d'hat 1s, 16 came irom the un-
settled ‘distvicts, where a horseman
daesn’t ride once in a dog’s age,”
sald Bob. ¢ Every now and then a
cattleman rides out, that’'s all, Of
course, it may be that very cattleman
was in Thompson that night, and this
18 his track,  But it o't likely, [t's
about a hundred Canadian dolary 1o
a Mexican peso that it was Hives
Hundred-Dollay Jones on hig now
horse.”

Instinctively the schoolboys swept
the horizon with their eyes.

But there was na sign of a rider,

(O My hat 1Y savd T rank, | wibth, @
breath. “If yon’re sure, Bob

“Bure as can be,” .answered Bob
guietly. ‘‘It’s about ten to one, I
But there’s something more
—this 15 the track of a big, heavy
horse, and 1t was a big horse that wag
stolen from Stockman Smith.”

“ Then—but why should the outlaw
here ?”’ asked Frank.
“He ofm’t want another horse from
Smith.”’ |

“He may want something. It’s a

lonely place. and he may think him-

self safe'here,’” said Bob. *‘You see,

he’s got no shelter in the Valley ; he’s

living rough in the woods, and 1
guess he’s sometimes hard put to 1t
for a meal. He robbed a store at
Silver Creek last week, taking
biscuits and bully beef and things,

| which shows that he’s hard up for

food. He may have come to Smith’s

“1t’s possible.”

“T guess 1t's possible enough 1o
make us keep our eyes peeled,” said
Bob.  * Suppose we’d ridden up to
Smith’s cabin, and found the Jones
man there without expecting it. I
ouess he would have potted the three
of us without saying a word. He
hasn't forgotten how He was cleared
out of Cedar Creek, vou can bet.”

Frank Richards whistled.

“We're mnot - turning  back,
though,”” he said, |

“MNope! We're going on—buf
we're going to be jolly careful.

Liook to your guns first.”

The chums of Cedar Creek were
feeling a thrill of excitement now.

They examined and loaded their
rifles very carefully.

Frank was about to remount his
hovse, when Bob caught bim by the
AL

“On foot,” he said. | 3l

“Tt’'s a good mile to the cabin vet.”

“1 guess so; and better a mile on
foot than a bullet through the head,”
answered Bob Lawless. “I guess.

Five-Hundred-Dollar ‘Jones, 1if +he’s ! the cleating behind - the cabin, a

Tk

We’ve been following the |

|

the house.

Trank.
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there, will have an eye open for | trod on till"they were close to the

horsemen on the plains. He's had
more close shaves than any other
rustler in the West, I reckon, and he
hasn’t pulled through by keeping his
eyes shut,”

*“ Right-ho ! | ' .

“We’'ll lead the horses, and hitch
them 1n the next timber clump.”
Bob.  “We’'ll have to crawl the last
bit. Come on.” |

With theiwr learts beating. the
chums of Cedar Creek led their horses
onward#through the grass, following
the trail that ran at their feet.

" Here and there 1t was lost on a
patch of hard or stony seoil, but it
always recurred, and evidently it led
directly to the stockman’s cabin.

Three or four cedars grew by the
cabin, shutting 1t off from their view,
but the sloping roof came into sight
between the branches. "

In the timber c¢lump the chums
tethered their horses, and then crept
cautiously onwaxd, rifle in hand.

It was with a thrill of excitement,
though not of fear, that they crept

closer and closer through the thick

grass to the lonely log cabin. :

More clearly it came into view be-
tweenthe cedars.

Bob Lawless uttered a low, sudden
exclamation.

“ Look-—~the horse!” e

The door of the stockman's cabin
was wide open. Outside 1t was
tethered a big chestnut horse. The
chums exchanged glances. Hyvidently
it was the horse whose tracks they
had followed so far, and it remained
to be seen whether it had been
ridden by the outlaw, and whether

Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones was with-

in the cabin.

‘“Come on!” breathed Krank.

AN o) D) |

Bob panted out the word, catching
Frank's arm and dragging him deeper
into the grass.

At the doorway of the cabin a
figure had suddenly appeared, rifle in
hand, sweeping the plain with a pair
of keen, searching cyes——the cyes of a
hunted man incessantly wary.

And Frank, as he crouched in the
erass, muttered :

“Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones !”

B = T R Y i =

The 4th Chapter.
Sharp Shot.

Frank Richards & Co. lay throbbing
in the grass, scarcely daring to move.
They knew that the outlaw could not
have geen them yet, but if a head had
been raised, it would have becn
enough for the keen-eved man grom
"I'rigco. A head raised above the
prage would hove fallen back with a
bullet through 1. *

They waited, broathiloss,

The outlaw was in the lonely stock-
mnt's oabin, probably  enting  and
drinking, and his secustomed caution
had causod him 1o step to the door

sald

prinicln,
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thick 1gg wall. *

Bob Tawless examined the wall
closely, and made a sign to his chums.
He had found a rift between two of
the logs, where a winter gale had

a view of part of the interior of the
little building.

The chums of Cedar Creek pecred
in breathlessly.

The man they sought was within
four feet of them, sitling with his
back to the wall, facing the open
door. |

He was seated at a table, on which

were the remains of a meal, A re-

I volver lay on the table beside him,

and his rifle was leaning on his knee.

There was one other occupant of the
cabin—the stockman, Smith. Ile was
waiting on the outlaw at his meal,
evidently inn a state of terror.

The outlaw was pouring whisky into
2 tin cup from a bottle, and the gurg-
ling liquor reached the ears of the
schoolboys without.

“1 guess this 1s real goods tangle-
foot, pard!” The outlaw was spealk-
ing. “T guess you won't puind 1f 1
take the bottle away, eh?” "

“You'll do as you like, Mr. Jones,”
was the stockman’s reply.

“SQure!” - he assented.’ “*But |
ain’t moving yet. I guess I'm not
- a . . [ ;
moving till sundown, and you're

going to have the pleasure of my coms-
pany all' day, pard. You don’'t get
many visitors hyer, I reckon.”

“Hardly any.”

““Perhaps I'll drop 1in and see you
again some day. Yowll be always
glad to sece me, I know.”’ |

The stockiman made no reply to
Jones’ ferocious banter. FKive-
Hundred-Dollar Jones gulped at the
whigky. | '

“P’rlaps you reckon you'll have the
sheriff’s men hyer some day, ready for

me,” pursued Five-Hundred-Dollar
Jones. ‘' Don’t try 1t on, pard. They
will want a hew stockman on this
section 1f you do. I'd keep on your
trail for a year, if it was necessary, if
you played wne. a trick. There’s a
little cuss at Cedar Creek I haven’t
forgotten. I guness Il make him
feel that he made a mistake 1n going
for Kive-Hundred-Dollar Jones afore
I quit this valley. ¥You bet!”

Bob Lawless nudged Frank. The
schoolboys heard every word, and

they knew who was the “little cuss 7
Erank |

Mr. Jones alluded

Richards’ eyes gleamed.

1o,

The schoolboyvs drew back from the
wall, so that they could whisper with-

aut donger of being overheard by the
ruffian within,

“We've got him dead to-rights!”
whispered Bob  Lawless, - ** Mind,
wo've got to shoot, e would wing
ug at sight as soon as he would squash
a mogquito.  You heard what he said
about you, Kranky.”

1 heard.” muttered Frank bes
twecn his sel teeth; “‘and he would

and scean the plaios for a possible | shoot down that stockman like a

IOy, --
INive-dlundrod-Dollar  Jones  was

coertain to “shool ot mght,” and they

had come very near to riding unsus-

l

’

coyote if he tried to defend his be-
iongings. We needn’t stand on cere-
mony with such a beast!”

“We've gobt to get round to the

piciously right up to the cabin. Bob | door quietly. We show up suddenly

Lawless' discovery of  the %nil had
undoubtedly saved their lives. But
their task was only beginning. '
It was full five minutes before Bob
Lawleosg vontured to raise his head a
little and peer through the waving
grass towards (he stockman’s cabin.
The doorway was wide and empty

further. Outside the cabin the
hitehed horse was still nibbling at the
grass. Notb a sizn was to be seen of
Kive-Hundred-Dallar Jones.

“T gucss we'll wriggle round the
cabin a bil,”" said Bob in a low voice.
“We've got lo keep our eyes peeled,
I can tell you. Mind, you're to shoot
straight., "[He will. And I'd rather
wing that bulldozer than a prairie
wolf any day.” | '

The chums wormed their way on-
ward through the grass slowly and
cautionsly. Slowness was necessary,
for an unaccustomed motion in the
grass would bave been enough to.
warn tho oublaw 1f he had observed

it; and certainly Mr. Jones, though | st hand.

out of #ight, had his eves on the open
doorway, aud on the window, too.

It was towards the blank side of the
cabin, where there was neither door
nor wincdow, that the chums were
working their way, and once out of
sight of possible observation, they
made more speed. But they . were
very watchful as they crept on, and
again Bob warned vhemn in a whisper,
and they dropped out of sight.

“What 18 1t mow?’ multered

“tla’s tooking round the corner of
| I saw his hat,!”
The comrades waited agan.

Another five minutes clapsed, and #

then. they resumed their way. It was
with great rehef that, reaching the
end of the long grass, they entered

i
now, and he raised his head a little | whole skins.”

1
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- with rifles at the level!”

zsald Bob
cautiously. “If he chooses to put up
his hands at a word, good! But if
he touches the revolver, let fly with-
out wasling a second. It's his life or

ours then!”
“Right!”
“We mayn’t come out of this with
said © Bob. ‘‘le’s a
wild-cat, and no mistake. But we’re

chancing 1t, and we're not taking on
any extra chances for the sake of that
villain. Let fly if he lays his finger
on a gun. Ready?”
“We're ready!”
clerc.
“Clome on, then !”

In a few moments more the three !

rifles would have been levelled in at
the aoorway, and Five:Flundred-
Dollar Jones would have been
covered, and at the mercy of his foes.

But at that moment tho figure of
the outlaw suddenly emerged from

the doorway.

He had no suspicion that foes were
[t was sumply his accus-
tomed caution that led hin to step

from the cabin at intervals and take

a survey of the surrounding grassiand.

He stepped out quite easily and un-
suspiciously, his eyes on the distance,
and gave a violent start as he found
three foes close at his elbow,

Five-Hundred-Dollay Jones was
seldom, 1if ever, taken by surprise,
but undoubtedly he was taken by
SULPrise ROW. |

- He spun round towards the school-
boys, the expression on his face
almost ludicrous in its amazement.

The three chums were surprised
loo, for the moment; they had not
loaked for the sudden appearance of
the outlaw.

But in a second their rifles were

up, just as the outlaw was lifting the
revolyer he had in his right hand.

multered Beau-

| shaken them, and a narrow shit gave

-
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. volver

19/6/20

Crack!

There was no time for talk: 1t Hwas;..
a matter of life and death. DBob Layw-

less pulled trigger first, as the wxe-
swung up; and

air.. There was crimson on the butt
of the vevolver as it spun away and
crashed to the ground. |
Crack-ack ! -
Frank and Beauclere fired a second
after Bob, but they were in haste;
the outlaw’s sudden appearance had
startled them.

ruffian entirely ; the other grazed his

- cheek, drawing blood. W

The outlaw sprang back, his eyes
ghttering, his expression fthat of a
cornered wolf.

All that happened in the twinkling?

of an eye; yet it was evident that
the outlaw’s first thought was to rush
into the cabin for his rifte, and that
ho realised that he would be clubbed
down before he could reach it—the
three schoolboys were springing at
him with butt:ends up. His intention
instantaneously changed, and he
dragged at his horse. As he whirled
the animal from the doorway, Frank’s
pifle-butt smaote him on the shoulder,
and he staggered; but the horse
received  Beauclercd’s butt as 1%
plunged, and saved its master. DBob
Lawless was cramming n a {resh
cartridge now. | [l e

The startled horse dashed off at
a mad gallop, with the outlaw cling-
ing to 1ts back, striving to c¢limb into
the saddle as he went.
Beauclere rushed after 1t, but they
were hopelessly outdistanced.

“*Stand clear!”

It was Bob Lawless’ voice, sharp
and steady. - |

He had dropped onm one knee, his
rifle at the shoulder, his clear eye
glancing through the sights.

The muzzle bore upon the fleeing
outlaw. |

Frank and Beauclerc stopoed, and
jumped dside, to give their chum 'a
¢lear aim. |

Crack ! * ;

Frank Richards gave a shout as the
outlaw’s horse plunged forward and

fell on 1ts kunees. The outlaw was
flung heavily over the horse’s head,
and he rolled 1n the grass.

Bob Lawless sprang up,-gritting his
teeth.

Once more Five-Hundred-Dollar
Jones’ luck had held good. A plung-
ing leap of his horse had saved him,
and the bullet intended for the rider
was driven deep into the steed.

“Toad — load!”  shouted ' Bob.
“He'll geti away yet!”

The hoise rolled over, kicked, and
Ifive-I{undred-Dollar -

lay still.. But
Jones wag on his feet, springing away
inte the grass, bending low ‘as he
plunged mto it. With lot haste.
Frank Richards & Co. rveloaded and
fired, and the bullets splattered round
the outlaw as he fled. ]

“Mhe horses !”. mmttered Bob.

The ‘outlaw was already al
tance, dodging away desperately dn
the long grass and the belts of
thicket. To pursue him on foot was
almost a hopeless task; and the
chums of Cadar Creck cdashed away

to the timber clump where they had

left their hoises.

Ten minutes later they were 1 the
saddle, and riding back to take up
the quest.  The trail was easy to
follow-—bhent and trampled grass, and
torn twigs, and spots of blood marked
where he bhad run at desperate: speed
—a, speed the schoolboys could never
have equalled on foot.

They rode on the track as fast as
they could ride without missing the
trail, and for a mile or more they
followed the track, {ill 1t ended m a
deep hollow, at the bottom of which
flowed a creek on its way to the
Thompson River. There the outlaw

had taken to the water, and there the

{rack was lost. But 1t was not till
sundown that the chums gave up the

search and turned their horses’ heads?

homeward.

L] i) (-] #

Tate that evening _thc& Elleriﬁ' {ﬁ'_:
was surprised by tliree

Thompson
dusty and fatigued riders, who
stopped at his house in Main Streeb
withh the news that Five-Hundred-
Dollar Jones, disarmed, dismounted,
and wounded, was almost at the end
of his tether in the White Pine
wilderness. ; R
And then Frank Richards & Co.
rode home, not dissatisfied with the
result of their day’s work. They had
failed to capture the outlaw; but

they had come mnear to success, and
Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones was re-
Disarmed. and

duced to extremities.
on foot in the wilderness, his chance
of escape was shght, and they 4ully

| expected to hear of his capture the

next day. But much was.to happen
before 1he man from ’Frisco was

“roped ¥ into the net of the law.
| .~ THE END, AL

~ the bullet
struck the weapon in the outlaw’s,
hand, sending 1t spinning through the

One bullet missed the

Frank and

o disd
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