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The 18t Chapler,
John Qarvery’s Strange Will,

Old John Garvery was dead.
Certain people in the City were not
surprised at that. They remembered

Ihe ghiny, shabby gentleman with the. | .
L of the firn:.
' withered little man with spectacles.

thin, white beavd,  He was as diney
a2 his offieos, and for o month or two
he had been looking very frail. o

the outside world, and even to many

i the inside world, that porfion of |

»

Lm‘tdim known as the ¢ City »
place . of mystery. And

and considered that to hire a taxi-
£ab was a wicked waste of money, had

left something like a couple of millions |
| | kindness.’
“ones who pretended to be surprised |

behind him, there were some wise

that he had not left more, and others

equally wise and just as astonished |

. that he had lett anything at all,

© The will had been proved by {he
Chirm of Darkwell, Brayburn & Ressit.
solicitors, .of Chancery  Iane.
Governmient, of course, had taken a
huge shiece out of the fortune.
{hancery Lane can be a gloomy place,
but for once the sun was shining

 read John Garvery's

183 |
when ' 1t |
hecame known that John Garvery, |
who grudged a shilling for his lunch,

The |

¥ there, and even the dusty windows of
| the solicttors’ office could not keep out
| s0Ine or 1t, |

There was no My, Darkwell and no

My, Ressit, though their names: ywere
{ engraved on the brass doorplate. My,

Brayburn was the lasl ropresentative
He sat at his.desk, a

Without turming round, he began to
will in 3 quiet,
dry voice, | '

“*To my faithful housekeeper,
Jane Mullins, I begueath a sum
sufiicient fto  provide bLer, free. of

honesty, and

22

goodness,

“Oh, the deav. kind master I’ said a
wornan, 1 a choked voice. | |

My, | Brayburn read ou.  There

| was an annuity for his garvdeney, with
| an exvra sovereigy a week added tor |
the keep of the testator’s fox-terrier, |
| Lottus ; this weekly payment to cease

at  the death of the dogag T
solicitor's voice droned on further, t1li
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mouthed astonishment at each other.

Bennet Qarvery, stood face to face,

} Archgray?”
‘the lawyer, “Ylogme, it doesnot seem

e I ST T s -
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logaciey,  Then he swung round in
hig chaiy, | |

“The vest of Mr. John ‘Garvery's
will 1
“that [ have thought it my duty to

that the will is quite in order and per-
tectly logal. |
charges on the estate I have read to

| you, and the charges for death dutics,
| etc., the remainder of the money is
| left to the testator's nephew.”

Mr. Brayburn  paused. John

Garvery had two mnephews—Bennet |
| Garvery and Richard Archgray. They |
imncome-tax, with an annuity of five |
L pounds per week, as a reward for her
' unfailing

were sittang with their backs to the

. window, Bennet was nearly eighteen.
L He was dark, lean, and pale, but
| much stronger than he looked. Arch- |
- gray was three years younger, a clean-
| limbed,

tair-haired boy.

 “Which nephew?” he asked,
shaky voice,  *“Is' it for me or for

i

: A
- / 5 ,-? ﬁ:‘. '\':I:lu o L

- Mhat has vet to be decided” said

e had come to the end of the smaller | quite’dair, 45 you, Bennet, have an

]
-

Bennet |
| clenched his hands nervously, as well |
- hie might with such tremendous things
1 at stake. | ' |
g g
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Rick and Jack Rarby slid from their ca
wirecked machine, stood two men.
glow of the tossing flames and amid a stench of burnin
For there, in the ﬂ
both equally astounded

b ey

A third figure lay prone on th

Hllf

mels and ran forward.

r LK i ! o I'_ J e gt R et '1--. l.'.-_1.ll.‘--- P -..

b advantage in age. I pointed this fack
' out to the two eminent counsel I con-
1 sulted.
S0 extraordimary,’ he said,

Your uncle was an eccen-

! tric person, though a most capable
| | man of business. |
aglk for the highest expert advice. I |
am  told ou the greatest authority

He was a great

| traveller, as you may know. At one
| time he would be in Japan, buying
b siiks,
After paying out the |

the heart of
His fortune is

s1lks, at “another in
Siberia, buying furs.

| o go to the nephew who proves him-
L self to be the most resourceful and
| capable.,
| the spouls will belong
| The task must be completed within
eight manths.

He has set you a task, and
to the victor.

: Should you both fail,
vou will each receive only the sum of

| {ive thousand pounds, and the rest of
| vour uncle’s great fortune will go to
i various charities.””

collusioir.

| Richard Archgray:.
§ was not a nervous youngster, but bis
| hands were not too steady as he broke
| the seal. His uncle had been almost
I & svranger to him.
' were steadier than his cousin’s ag hs
! pulled out, the single strip of ' papsy
| the envelope contained, and read:

'I)erviﬂh_ 1)
! Perils and the broken pillar Whers

 mad !’ he said. ;
“I can only vish you luck in this { Tigmarole meany?
b very curious adventures © J have: to
- warn you hoth that there mustibe no
By the terms of the swill |
L vou | can clfie  to no arrangement |
{about dividing the money.
 traorchnary, as I have said betore; |
i the strangest and oddeatgmill & have
¥ everdBalt with, %" L & ', |

T aaid Diek.

Tt is ex- ¢ f
l very dithoult,

' .' [

L Mr. Brayburn took a couple of | fzowning, puzzled eyes on Dick.
| scaled envelopes from a drawer. |
21 have to gave you vhese,’ he waont:
i 011,

[Week Ending June 26th, 1920.
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in the glow of the flames, well clear of the ¢
e sand at their feet.
canvas and petrol, two people were staring in opan~
eart of the dessrt, Richard
at this undreamed-of mesting !

The next momant, in the

Archgray and his cousin,

“;"'r-.f': o LT T -',.' hE,

‘1_.-3:-!I:.,.ir-.1....-. f._ i "l.l £t

{o
| Bennet Garvery, and the other to

| He_hﬁnded one of the envelopes

Dick  Archgray

But his hands

“Fist cue.  Siwah.! Poter the
The Well of a Thousand

the eighth shadow falls at lark.rise.

_ L6.6.6;”¥I. &.”

That was all. The two papers svere
- Bennet Garvery fixed hyg

“ Why, he must ‘h%‘;,f been raviag
' B d R | e -
“ Whiaty wdoes " this

“Wou had bettor ask me another,’
* I¥s worse than Sanscrit
to' me. " ‘What "does 1t ‘1hean, My,
Brayburn?’® IS

S Pm afraid 16 means someshing
nyy oy, ‘qaid ' the

lowyer. ' “Eeidepdly  wvour uncle

| wished ‘hiy  forbune Yo go io the
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_ ‘Three Haltpenes
- “Oh, no, sir! I was simply statiu"~|
a fact.”

“Have you any excuse to offer for
your extraordinary conduct to-day,
Momington ?” said the Head, e¢yecing
the junior very curiously.

Morny was rather a puzzle to the

26/6/20

if the Ilead had flogged h.”
chuckled Tubby Muffin. gl
Mornington gave the fat Classical
g glance. Tubby  drew - quickly
behind Jimmy Silver. He did not
hike the look m Morny’s eyes.
CBut youw're nol ket off, survely?”

. THE BOYS' FRIEN

.
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The tst Chapter.

|

fag of the Second Feorm came along
the corridor.

A LONG, COMPLETE
STORY OF | 4
JIMMY SILVER & Co., |.
AT ROOKWOOD SCHOOL,
By OWEN CONQUEST.

Carthew had given him that order to
cover his refreat, as it were, and he

Head.

“ Certainly, sip [”?

“ I am willing to hear you.”

“I was wanted in the cricket team
at Greyfriars,” Momington explained.
“ As a, member of the eleven, 1 fels
bound to play if I could. Jimmy
Silver will tell vou that the team
would have been
turned up.”

“Do you infer, Mornington, that
you may set law and order in the
school at defiance for the sake of a
cricket match 77’ -

“ It was rather an important mateh
1o us, sig.”’ ;

“Then you are not sorry for your

- conduct 27

“I'm sorry if you are displeased
32

with me, sir,”” answered Mornington,
with much humility. “1 felt bound

licked 1f I badn’t

grunted Jimmy Silver

exclatmed lovell,
b .NO..:}
“Then what's going o hapren
exclaimed *Krbert breathlessly.
“1'don’t knowd! -

“ Didu't the Head tell xeu 7 asked

Jimmy Silver.

2 15 t{}ld me I was to have a pulglia:

floggin’ In the mornin’.”

c Well, that’s 'wihdt's | going
happen, then,” said Lovell.
don’t know 7%

“I don’t kunow,’”? answored Mormv
coolly. “ I’'m not sure whether I shall
take the floggin’.” .

64 Eh ?:: ;

“I don’t see how you can help it.”’
“T'he Iead
won't let you off. You've asked for

1t, and you'll get it.”

/ F”“”Q“t Beforo the Renk ! Mornington secundns joined the | did not expect 1 to he obeyed. i(.}_{ﬁ.{*t as I did.” | _ Morny’s eyes gleamed. Kl
~ Morny, old man "’ " Fourth-Formers, his chubby little face § Juimmy Silver remained where he * You felt bound to leave Rookwood | “That isu't atall certain,” he
Mormington  of the Wourth was very distalisat) | was, waiting for Mornington to we. | against the strict orders of your | answered.
1\-‘::Liting il'l th,,_} DaSsa e {]l.ltJHiLIE} thﬂ EVi(]GHtIy thﬂ NEeWSs Of B’IUrniﬂg* appear erIH ﬁh@ Head?ﬁ Eif'.u[ly_l ]1‘{}rll1-111ﬂ5t-{"!1‘, "d:fld Lo ﬂ]lldﬁ t.h{!& pre- “A].'Er}'{}l,l gﬂilﬂl’ 6 ElHl{. u”} I’.I{'ﬂd {0
Head’s ' study at Rookwood, when | trouble had reached the ears of - fects sent to bring you back-—sent by | have the gloves on with

Jimmy Silver came up quickly.
Morny glanced round, and nodded
coolly. :
“You haven't seen the Head yet?”

asked Jimmy. $ET afraid kid,” answered | 1 " A 1 : ; oaual to answering in the afficmative; | tho erowd of juniors broke ump,
" Not yet. I'm wailin’ to be called ]im]rzlj;} S?i?:‘;d ‘?%[mrn}?abolted'*wii-h- bl%%ght t’f‘_‘e. d@h.?q‘-l@l?l}tiI‘Tiﬁﬂ hig Hhtlltlb‘- und he would not answer i the _Jimn'lv"Sth:-er & Cla, weri religved
: 4 e A T e o & : S Wi o 3 ' AU O ANCe 16 could Dhe seal thatl yvien b v e - %:h L T8 s
m for execution.” said Mornington, | T &g negatve, | to ‘hear that Morny was not to be
brﬂugtlt me }IEI‘E&, &Ild h{*’}’ﬁ g‘ﬂtlﬁ il’l tO li.::[ Sa.rﬁrt him o0 .’ E-f:l-id ) erert' '”'I H’I%gry' | -_' . i’h1][][113_['-[;1{}[,]('1; ; | ﬂﬂggi11g1 itt was thﬂ lfﬂlﬁt h(:q. ﬂﬂlﬂd
TRt o AR o B ; : Lhe Head was a stickler for dis- 1 Eee . T T headmaster of | have expected for his defiance of _
S : o h 2t was lookin' out of the winder of t_he cipline and . certainl Y asting i RITCe L ave been headmaster of | have expected lop Nis JESRRIIGCCL G s
wait. E:?, like a ’;gm)d ap’  dutiful | qo.0nd Form-room, and I saw him Mlorniﬂgton had tkmmﬁ’.&“ df it _]‘-.1 | Rookwood School | have never known | authority. Ag for Morny § statement
yogthz 'm wattim’, | streaking across the quad. T've been 1o the win Els %h-a;t; e WEIPAG 1 wioh ‘un instunce of lmpertinence and that it was not at all certoin that he
“It's a  serious matter, Morny, A FAs e - ALY

said Jimmy Silver, in a low voice.

his cousin in the Second Form.
“Where's Morny?” asked the fag.
*“With the Head.”
“Is 1t a yow "

waitin’ for him. to come back. 1
s'pose he’s going to be flogged.”

The 2nd Chapter,
The Head’s Sentence,
Dr. Chisholm looked at Mornington

with a stern brow, as My, Bootles

His dark frown,

] however, had ne
perceptible effect

me personally 2’ ejaculated Dr. Chis-
holm.
Mornington did not reply to that.
lven his cool impertinence was not

digrespect,” he said. + ** Yet you are
not ashamed to look me in the face,

Peele, with a grin.

you?" asked

“ Ha, ha, hg!1”
Mornington walked away withous
replymg. - Exroll followed him, and

would take the  flogging,

et 2y, Jimmy
Silver paid no heed to that.

When

1 z . SARET \ . i 1l .[\*h}rtfn tOon. e 8 | 3 N/ v Rxy P ; ey ot -

The murmu of Vor0es could be I suppose 80, said Jimmy. . Phe Sonisristesd T 1{? b Is{fmnlngl.fm., Morny was hoisted on the sergeant’s
heard from the Head's study. Mr, ‘Krbert peered along the passage | haad woll o L 1 with his “ No, syl bl‘?fld back, and the Head "““started
¥ k . f A ] ] . .=~ o : ; ] . ) s .'l .-' 1‘_' \ A e 3 ] A ; s

Bootles was there, /dodbtless explain. | yowards the Head’s door. The iuniors P, nis eyes meeting 1y, “LOven in my preseénce you seem to | W7 with his birch, Moy would havo

ing to Dr. Chisholm that Valentine
Mornington had returned after his
reckless escapade. There were few
feliows, 1n  Morny’s position, who
would not have been feeling uneasy ;

but Mormugton looked as cool and

nonchalant as ever.  Apparently, he

had no dread of the coming interview

with his headmaster. |
“‘Serious!” repeated Mornington.
I know it, dear boy. Can’t you see
how serious I'm lookin’ and feelin’.”
" Morny, this isn’v a time for play-
ing the goat,” said Jimmy earnestly.

L

i of

were too far away to hear the sound ..c&hnn,ess.

of volces, and they wondered uneasily
what was going on.

More and more fellows came along,

to join the little crowd at the corner.

Before long nearly half the Classical
Fourth had gathered there, all dis-
cussing: the fate of Mornington, in

J.'.; ] oW vOolCes.

- “What' the thmmp are you fags

hangin’ about here for?”

Jt was the harsh voice of Carthew
the Sixth. ]

“Waiting « for

l

Mornmgton, Car-

sternly,

Chisholin’s. with rather exasperating

- Mornington,” « 'said “ the  Heuwd
! Uyous bave ' this  day  been
guilty of a breach of discipline which
15 absolutely unparalleled.” -
- “Indeed,  sir.”  said Morningtaon,
apparently not very much NP eosel
by this weighty exordinm. |

M, UBootlas informs me that \ OU
quitted the Form-room without per-
mission, during lessons.”?

‘6 Ye:'-a, ,--'IE;E-}:‘-}} R PR |

“ You. loft » Rookwood, “and "pro-
ceeded to Greyfriars

el P e T

glovy 1 whyt yow have done.”
“Not ati all, gir; I only remarked
that [ telt bound to act as 1 did.”
Mp. Bootles was blinking at Morn-
wmgton over his spectacles with’an ox-
pression  of horrvor that was almoss
comie in ity intensity.  When o junior
spoke to bis headmaster in this steoin

1t wgsotime f 01 i;.h"ﬂ..ﬁliiﬁs {o fall, in My,

Bootles” opinion. | | |
Dy. Chisholm breathtd hard for a
niorent. '
Y ery avell AMaommngton,’? he sald.
“1 will speak to yeu no further.

-

It~

ey

No. 4 a hittle later.
Hrroll were therve—Irroll workine at
‘the table, and Mornington stretched

no choice about the matter. Bevond

that point even Valentine Morning- -

ton could not carry his defiance. Bus
even yet Jimmy did not gquite realise
of what the reckless junior was
capalkle.

-y "

The 3rd Chapter.
Morny's Resolve.

Tubby Muffin looked into Study
Mormmeton and

w39

el £
AR

the thump do you mean by saying vou

LR : A v g _ ‘ ¢ wehool, wherve a | & A Al _ _ m the armchaiv with a clouded and
Hl*gd% ‘E dffﬂ&%& 51“3“'_ t.lru‘ug,_angl‘ t_l'fe (thew,”™ answered  Jimmy  Silver t;rle}{et match was being played by i ® only my "-f'-'1'1}551'&3*?*371%";1‘”1 tor yOWr thoughtful brow. e scowled as tho
ead’s bound fto be waxy. Don’t fry quietly." __ junior eleven.” . e uncle and gunavdigu, Sir Rupert Stac | g4 and grinning face of Reginald 5
s {G% mt{l Il”m' 1t you f"llee,]f him |« Oh, Mornington ! said the pre- " Yes, sir.” poole, that prevents me from sendivg | Mufin appeared in the doorway.
0 ’?Flain)e il ; :'fl 1:;:,1;? j'ffl-,y(;u' 1d dect, knitting his brows. “Do you “ A prefect, Carthew of ‘the Sixth 3"0"'”"1“'&}' ]i'l'U'Illl'l lR{;:u_{;ﬂ:. }wm‘ii‘ at once. L “All  sereme;  old  scout,”  said ‘
*]’""1 - H?]é:; on ﬁ n;-,.ff 118 Sfﬂuw@}’s- kiow that young cad wrecked my | Form, was sant  to stop  you gt 5"1{-1- Ly i T;‘ “ﬂ‘i”-'t’ “il-]“* i]‘-‘!:ffél-ﬂéé- Tubby.  “Pve come to gIve you a
L/ ’ -r. i"“. ’ i i .-' ; . . AT ) o R 1 I e -} £ 7 e F ¥ 14 3 il l " . : LU s ! -:’ " { p ks
& .1-_1;':111_% ‘_“:f‘:_g i‘ ek '} ?}_}0‘“ 11,:,.;11.11, bike when Mr. Bootles sent me after '~ Latcham f’tﬂt”-?ﬂs andl by a trick vau 'i;‘r['{]”‘ i Ll ”“’f” i bas : ap. .
Mr. | 3ootles Ioo]:ﬁd out, “He told us 8o at Gireyfriars.” | forced to walk hack:” [Head 1mpressivel Yoo 0 Sows will be | ogaal 22 growled Mornington, unigrate-
“%mrnu_igi;?u 1 he said curtly. Tve0 R S T T A S P “T hope Carthayy wasn't vory tived, | flogged 1 hall before the agsemhlod Fully, i
i ?-""‘?'l. ,. A . : 71- . .. . . . i . il -‘._ 5 e ] ' . . ‘ F 1 T P y ._._- I & 4 A ' . !
unaimnisped cheerfulness.

2 Drs Chisholm will see you now.
You may enter.”

“Thank you, sir!” |

Jimmy Silver gave the dandy of
the Fourth almost an imploring look.
In  Mormy’s vpresent mood, Jimmy

‘was alarmed asto what might happen |

i Sl HOAa : J& VP . : i ey : gLk . . 0 i : | RN . §iir

;.11} | the H.ead_s study. ?»-l.mr}}r SOYE OF ihe SiR R DAL s A elnded him, and Bulkeley had to { and the Head in opveat wrath. only mentioning the fact. T can put A
i .1111 _,H’ wink ‘lll retlirn, and '}.OHOWEd that 'In&nner IJY q, fag of J[he Semnd _ i‘gi‘;}lrﬂ alone tﬂl R;:Jﬂli Wf&f}d.” W mrningtm] walked down the YOour uyp Lo: 4 dmlge,” <aicad I\ilﬂfﬁl'l.

Mr. Bootles into the room. Bl : * L really didn’t ‘thinl he svould | passage, and smiled as he reached the | “1've got. some old oxercise-bools i

Jimmy turned away as the door

closed on him. with a clouded brotw. -

He went quietly down the passage,
to where Lovell and Raby and New-
come awere walting {for him at the
corner. The Fistical Four were all
congerned for Moty mnow, though,
as a rule, they did not care much
about that rather lofty vouth.

“He's gone in?” asked Lovell,

“Yes, I'm afraid he’s looking for
trouble,” said Jimmy, “If he’s silly
ass enough to cheek the Head as he
did Pootleg-e-"

ST6owill be the sack instead of a
flogging, if he doos,” said Raby.
“I'm sorry, after the game he put up
- at Greyfriars to-day.”

Kit, Erroll came up and joined the
Figtical Four.  Hrroll's face was
deeply troubled.

“Is he with the Head, Jimumy ?” he |

“Unless I'm greatly mistaken the

- Head will kick him out of Rookwood.

He ought to have been kicked out

long ago, i my opinion.”

“Well, your opinion ain’t worth !

much,” grunted Mornington TI.
Carthew stared at him. ;
It was the first time that Carihew

“ You cheeky little cub ! said Car-
thew.
a prefect?”’

“You let Morny slone, then.” re-
torted "Wrbert undawntedly. “ You
ain't it to clean Morny's shoes, you

w

i bt
Some of tite juniors grinned.
Lattle *Erbert’s devoted attachment

to his superb cousin: was well known

at Rookwood, and he was always
ready to ‘“fire up’ in defence of

Valentine Nornington. |

i Carthew made a stride towards the

ag. |

. Jimmy Silver signed to his chums,

and the Fistical Four ¢losed round

"Erbert. | |
“You can let the kid alone, Car-

thew,” said Jimmy Silver codlly.
“Stand aside, Silvey !

“Is that the way to speak to

" Bulkeley of the Sixth Form wwas
sent to Greyfriars School to bring vou
back, and instead of coming with him,
vou eluded him,?”

I dodged him, sir [V’

" You eluded him,” said the Head,
who. was apparently unacquainted
with the verh “to dodge.”  “ You

enjoy my company on the way home.
sir,” gaid Morpington meekly.

“What ?"

- Mornington=-—"" murmured My,
Bootles,

“Boy ! ejaculated the Head.
vou think you
pogition by studied impertinence
your headmaster?”

“Do

10

!

ment will have a prover offect upon
your hardened insolence.  You may
g{.} !?.'.'

Momington left the study sithout
a word.

The two masters yemained in dis-
cussion on the subiect of Mornington
Mr, Bootles in o state of dismay.

corner and found half the Classical
Fourth there,

" Hallo, old scouts,” he said lightly.
“Why this mervy meeotin’ ?”?

“What's happened ?” asked Jimmy
Silver.

* Nothin:? ,

“You're not——7" bogan rroll,

“We should have heard him howl

T T Py
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when he’s come to do you a favour,”’
said Muffin warmly. |

“Oh, clear off 1"’

“You're going 1'.1}”1';e flogged t1o-

WL votr . gét out 2
Mornmgton angrily.

“I'm not rubbing it in, old scout—

muttered

13 .

* What't" -

“lHalf o dozen,” said Tubby., “Ive
been keeping themt in case they might
be needed; Hogging might happen to
any chap, you know. Now, my 1des
1§ that you should put them in your
bags to-morrow—-"

“ Fathead !”’

“T'll lend them to you, and licly
yow lix them up,” said 'Pubby. * Hult
9 dozen  exercise-books, propeuly
arranged, will take the edge off «
flogging., you know. I'll lend them to
you, and help you fix them up, for
nothing. I'm not asking to be paid
for them.””

@ ldiot ! |

“ But you can lend me a4 hob, if you
like,” continued Tubby. '‘One good
turn deserves another, Morny. You

see that?”

~asked. . SURats !l - _ SCut off; Tubby.”  sdid ! Epvoll,
BrEn i O s G £ PR . M
Y est Carthew clenched his hands.  Morny doesn’t want your éxergise-

Xl ihope | helll © have | getnise
enough to keep his tongue in check,”
said  Mrroll. ~ “He was awfually
cheeky to Mr. Bootles, when Bulkeley
brought him in. Tt may be some-
thing worse than a flogging, if he’s
not careful.” B

There was probably no other pre-
fect at Rookwood to whom Jimmy
would have answered “‘Rats!” But
the bully of the Sixth had never suc-
ceeded In mnspiring the juniors with
respect. o

Hrroll and Conroy and Grace. and

Dclicious, tasty, sugar-coated biscuits that
cvery boy and girl simply loves. 250 hoxes are
to be givenin a simple competition every ﬁrt;:ﬂk.
It you don’t alrcady know “PLAYTIME?

SISCUITS

haoks ™,

“That's ' all ' rot,” swid Tiblhweraetd
know Morny says he 1sn't going to
be Hogged, but that’s only hig zas.
He will be tame enough when ihe
Head tockles him in the morning.”

Mornington’s eyes glittered,

“We'll wait”for him here.” said | two or three more juniors, cathered this is the time to begin taking it in, Ask for A taunt, EVBllrfl‘m’H 50 Wmportant

iy, “He can’t be long svith the | round the Fistical HFour, with the Nl - e a person as Lubby Muflin, svas

Head.” | avident intention of backing up Nk ;,.. sufficient. to rouse his angry pride.
The juniors waited, in a VEry un- e

easy moad. e
Fhere never was auy felling what
Valentine Mornington might do or

Jimmy Siuver if Carthew proceeded to
hostilities. ;
Carthew paused. _-
“Follow me to my study, Silver!”

] r i
b . I/—.—-r
r- £
e
i)

“T'm net goin’ to be flogged ! he
sald savagely, | |
Tubby winked.

“My dear chap.” he said, ““yvou've
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say when he ' was in o reckless | he sgapped, gt last. “1 shall \cane | Every Wednbsday. ;f"‘ ?e;ﬁ’qdi%%%ﬁ]é ?3:: c’;‘; dt -h?;};
temper, and the Head of Rookwood | you! | | wouldn’t  be fogged, and the 3’1*@ !
.was not a man to be trifled with. And Carthew strode away, followed i P -‘ Y |

- "Hallo! Here’s ‘Erbert I”” mur-
mured Arthur Edward Lovell, us a

RPERP

by a jeering chortle from the juniors.
Jimmy Siver did not follow him,
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chortling over it no end i1 bis study.
Peele l’la,% O-ﬂ-‘z'l'_{id tenn tc one that
yowll be as gquiet ag a lamb when
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the Head stprts in, but Lativey Ill-l_ldll
Now,

Gower won't take his bet,
gassing  apart, Morny, you’d rbetter
have  those exercise-books. . I'm
willing tows—?? '

Tubby Muflin broke off suddenly as
Morington sprang from the chair
g made a stride towards him.

The fat Classical dodged out of the

sludy yvery ouickly.

Moviy slammed the door.

He roturned savagely to his chaiv:
bt a conple of minutes later the door
was cautlously opened a few inches,
and Regimald Muffin peered .

1 say. Morny--—m’

“Will vou clear off, you fat fool?”
hissed Mornington.

" About those exercise-hooks-

Moruineton’s grasp  closed o a

i

cushion.
1 let vou have them for unine-

poence,’’ said
Fenerousty,
up. Morny.

Whiz !

The cushion flew with @ rood aim.
a1t smote  Regmald Muffin full
upon his faf little nose.
~ There wus a heavy bump as Muffin
sati down an the passage.

* Yow-ow !l roared Tubby.

" Now cloar: off, or 1'll come out
o you with a cricket-stump!”? said
Mornington, . a tone of con-
centrated 1age.
~ Tubby Muftin serambled to his feet,
He put & fat and furious face i at
the doorway for a moment.

“Yah! I won't lend them to you
nows vou beast! 1 hope the Hesd
will give you u jolly stiff flogging!
I shall laugh when [ hear you
howling! Yah!”

With that Pavthian shot, Tubby
Muffip. fled.; and only just i time,
for Morny was springing to the door
with favy in his face.

Mornmgton kicked the door shut
suvagely,

S Dow’t nnd him, old c¢hap,” said
Irroll soothingly.  “What does it
matter what ' an idiot like Muffin
says?”’ :

Momny’s only auswer was @& surly
arowl. |

“ Aren’t you

prep, Momy??’

: £ NO'J? '.

“Well, 1t doesn’t matter. Boolles
will let you off m the momineg,
considering.’”’ :

Mornngton sneered.

“ Considerin’ that I'm goin’ to be
flogged?”’ he asked. *“ Well, I'm not
gom’ to be flogged, Erroll! Peele
would bhave lost his bet if the other
cads had taken him on.”

* Morny, old chap, don’t think of

Tubby = Muffin

Make 1t mmmepence—’

gomg to do your

playing the goat to-morrow,’’ said
i ey B L ' 3 5
Erroll in alarm. “You've done

enough to be sacked from the school
already.” e
ot m nob gown’ to be flogged !’
sald Mornimgton doggedly., *T'm not
o’ to be made a show of before
the whole schoeol.” :
“ 1t can’t be helped,
“You’'ll see.” |
Jrroll lawd down his pen.

oldi.chap.’”

He was worried and alarmed by

this mood of his chum. Moeeny, in
his present savage and unreasonable
tempet, was lkely to commit himself
to 2 line of conduct which was ini-
possible to pursue without disaster,
and which his lofty pride svould not
allow him  to abandon afterwards.
Hrroll saw very sorious troubvle ahead
tor the scapegrace of Rookwood.

Morny moved about the study rest-
lessly, his hands driven deep into his
pockets.  Hreoll did not speak, and
Moy looked at him at last,

“You thimk I sha'n’t have the
nerve to retuse to be Hogged?”' he
siiapped out.

“No; 1 think you've gob rather
too  much nerve than too little,
Movny.  But I hope you'll do the

seusible thing.”

“Toi not goin’ to be flogged !

“ But, old fellow, the Head- -’

“ Bother the Head ! |

“Tt's that or the sock,” suid Frroll.

“liet 1t bo the sack then,' growled
Mormington, 1 dou't care two pins
whetber 'm turned out of Rook-
wood or not! I'm fed up, anyvhow!
The world’s wide enough for n fellow
who knows how to look after himself.
My unele’s fed up with me: all my
Stacpoole cousins would be glad to
- hear that he'd goft me off his hands.
'm sick of bein dependent on a
relation who doesn’t like the sight
of me. 1 was the richest fellow at
Rookwood betore my money went.

Now T’ the poorest--as poor as
Tubby Muffin. I can tell you I’m
ted. T'd just as soon walk out of

Rookwaood fo-morrow as not.”
“1 don’t want you to go, Momy.”
*0Oh, you wouldn’t miss me for
more than a day or two:”” satd Mor-
ington bitterly. ** Youw're the ounly
friend I've got m the school, and all
the fellows think you're a fool to puat
up with me. They say s0.” =
T don’t mind what they say.’”
“1'm not goin’ to be Hogged! 1

4
/ ]
¢

Published
Every WNonday

aid vight in going over to Greviriars.
The mateh wonld
without me, as Silver himself says.
Bootles ought not to have detained

have been lost

#

a, defiant expression. But Kit Ewoll | Jimmy Silver glanced towards
kept his eyes on his books,
S Xou heard ‘what L

Peles

s

told him, | and found that it was empiy.

Mornington’s bed, as he turned out,.

“I know you're hard
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me.
matter drop.”

' to do as you choose, the other fellows

would
suppore,

S
]ﬂﬂ o)

rotd
savagely.
the Second who came in. 4
_-;1’5;1[::':“].[?‘5'}' L "It"l. {'“]”[I_

you loolkin® weelul about?
troubles in the wiyerse dropped on

Tastruction

rather sweird modm of sposch.

anyhow "

W e e

Morny more kindly.

cheerfully.

eve?” asked Mornington,

and-a-~dawner 1 the Horm-room arvter
prep.

54y !
tag sturdily.
0S8 How !

ot my account, kid.”’ he. said.
all right
floggin’.’

left the scudy with a very cheeérful
tace. |

The Head ought to let ihe

“He couldn’t. If you were allowed

clam  the same right, 1 i
“ Bother the other fellowws!”
“There must be subordination in |
E:'-t".l‘.lm)]. olck t;‘l’li’t].i.”
il 2 (Y (R | f
Hvroll was silent. % was. notb of |
wch wse attempling to make Morny
reuson s in his, present mood at
lrroll  turned 1o his work |
while  Mormington roamed
the  study  vestlessly and

e furned with a scowl
s the door opened, and  his @ fists
lenched.  But it was only ‘lrbert of-

gaill,

Y Hallo, Kid ! said Mornington, as
S Wiliat mare

All the

our shoulders all of o sudden?”

2 ¥l .

rbert: was  indeed looking swoe-
paone.

“m o worritin' about you, Morny,”
o soid,

“Youuye whot?"

“ Worpitin®," “waid  poor CEibert.
ot Rookwood had not
uite cured tho onedime wail of his

CIE you mean worrying, say what
- | L | i

Ou  meéan,'” ;-.*;r'uni'.ru‘i Pv‘lm‘lllluzi.rm.
And what are you woreying about,

Hrbert's lip quiverad,
“(ouldn't nothin!

( TS done,
Ioruy?™ he asked,

1M yotn was 1o
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Erroll 2’

“1 heard.” .-

“What do you think of it then?”’

“1 thmk you're an ass, Morny !
Now. you've told 'Erbert’ that, you'll
think it necessary to stick to it, and
it will mean bad {rouble.” |
let ag!? madd  Mormington
ditfferently. | |

And he strolled out of the study.

1
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The 4th Chapter.
Loft in the Lurch !

In the (lassical Wourth dormitory
that might Mornington was the object
of many glaneos and some smiles,

U owag known all over the Lower
School, now, that NMornington  had
declared that he would not toke a
flogging from the Head, |

Most of the fellows looked npon the
declaration as *‘swank,” aud expedtod
to see Morny *“climb down © quickly
enough when the hour of trial carne,

Possibly, Mormugton, when he had
had time to grow cool, realiged that
he had spoken rashly. It was ousy,
i a moment of heat, to declare {hat
he would defy the Head; it was not

L1

| 50 easy to do it when the Uime came,

But the fellows who know Maorny b st

sloeping, 1
“Poor old Morny!
him.¥ "

« Mufhn.

“Hallo, Morny's down already!”

he remarked. :
- T don’t supposa he folt much like

-

n the cires,” swid Lovell.
I’'my sorry fox

“Berve him  vight!” said Tubby
“ He pitched inte me yvester-
day when I offered him my excreise-
bhooks to put in his bags. = And he
says he’s not
He. he, he!”

“Rather a come-down for Morny,

wlew he has to eat his wordg, with
~all of us lockin’ on!” grinned Peele.
“We'll' chip ‘hint "about it after-|

wards,” chuckled Gower. .

“You can let him alone,” growled
Jimmy Silver.  “If Morny does the
sensible thing, all the betier,
got 1o take his medicine. 1f 1 cateh
you chipping him, 'l bang your
heads together!” LB

4 Rate ! rvetorted (fower, ¢ Ho
shouldn’t blow off steam if he doesn’t
want to be chipped.”

Jimmy Silver & Coo looked Sor
Mornitigton when they came down.
But Morny was not to be seewn. .

They did not find him 1 the guad-
rangle, or about the passages.
Fistical Four went into the school

: o 1l L -y : iR G & JaT by aif
were anxious about whal was Lo ]ul, .| shop, which &@18*@’1111@1%‘3ﬂh— had just
pen in the morning.  For good or ill, | opened. |

Morny wag a fellow of hig swaord, I-I.lu,i

the last fellow in the world to {uce
the mockery of hig schoolfollows Ly
futling to live up to hin high wards,
More than one fellow had been hogrd
to say that he “wounldn't stond ™ this
or that; but foellows alweays would,
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surprised 72 ' * Yes, yes !
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R%EURN ! Egiﬁgeggva a start as he heard the sound of

; i e oalled out,
whisper, and Erroll recognised the voice.

““Morny ! he ejaculated blankly,

"m glad you’ve come back, Morny ! " exclalivied Ervoll,

“Naen  Mornington, . sergeant?”
ankad Jiunmy.
My, IKettle nodded.
“You: he's beéen  here,  Master
Milver," he answored, “Koocked me
up, he did, afore I had the shop
apon, "
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the door oEaning softly in the

“Bhush ! came a cool
U Himaelt, old top ! Are you
Halt the Fourth had

awalened, and the fellows wers sitting up in bed pesring through the darkness. Mornington could not be séen

very distinctly, but his voise was well known.

go to the "lad and say *you was

i R L

bk !](‘

[ avasl tol go talithe | Hads?

mimicked Movmington, 1 should tell
him to go and eafl coke.”

W Ohy v Moty

“But don’t yvou bother, kid,” said
“Tu's all right.
ne not going to be Hogged."
'Frbert’s face brightened, but he

looked at his cousin very doubtfully.

“You know ‘ow to gel off?” he

asked.

O :
Y es

eure ! fasked | Brbert,  more

* Quite.”’

S Pm jolly glad to ‘ear 1t Mowny,”
saud the fag brightly. I was worrit-
i’ about vou, old

_ chap. I'd ten
mes rather the 'Kad give it to me.”’
** What’s the matter with your
There was

‘Eabert’s

darke *f ' under

mouse

left eve.

The fag griimed. ©
*Young Snooks said it served you

ght,”” he repliedy ¢We ’ad a up-

e '[ {j}.lﬂllght VOu wers g‘l‘{i’:-‘:i.t chume

with Snooks of the Second.”

“So I am, but he am’t going to
anything agin you,” said the
*You should see his
& Worser nor my eye.”
Mornington lapghed.
“ Wall, don’t fight any more fags
& IL?S
; ‘there 1s0’t goin’ to be any
Aund  he

“Good ! said Hrbert.

Momington glanced at Errvoll wiih |

to his escapade.

could, and did stand whatever the
Head imposed, all the same. It
remained  {o  be o seen  whethop
Valentine Mornington would suit the
action to the word, and live up Lo liig
boast. ‘

The smiles of some of the
had a very ivritating effect on
mgton, and served to conlivm him in
his rash intentions,  Thev did not
believe him now, but they should see.
That was the angry and bitter
thought in his mind.

juniors

Mo -

*That's tuthov queer,” said Jimny,
L ST e, “id Nlorny want a
tend before Inoklker?” |

T should #ay 8o, Irom the amount
he's been buying, ' said the scrgeant,
with w gim. “CHae laid  out two
pounds with ane this morning, Master
Silvar”’ | R

SNy bt

T'he  Fistical  1Your
vory much puzzled.

Why  Mornington  should have
vigad the tuckshop at an early honr,

Sl H A gl i el
vaikked away,

Hrroll had not sought auy further | g lay i that extensive supply of
to reason with hig unreasonable chum. | fudk, Was a mystory to them.  How-
He hoped that, after sleeping upon | ggever Morny  miight have. heen

it, Morny would come to a
sepsible frame of mind: but his hope
was slight., He wag alarmed by the
outbreak of restlessness om Moriy's
purt, which had led in the frst place
Momy was a tellow
of changing moods, which were not
always easv to understand.

ors

ocoupied, that swas the last thing they
would have expected to hear,

They did not sce Mornmmgton wiil
broukfast-time, when he came 1n a few
minutes late and sat down at tho
table with tho rest,  All eyes wele
tiurned upon him immediately,

Morny ate his brealfast with & good

When the rising-bell rang out in | appetite, secemingly unconsciouns of
the mormng, Jimmy Silver & CCo. | the dnterest with which he was te-

turned oul in o logs choery mood than
usual.  Nobody=-with ‘the exception
af Mornington——could deny that his
punishinent was just, <and not  too
soverey for  his  oftence; still, it was
sevore, and the scene was likely to be
a paintul one. "It Morny had defied
the powers for any other reason, he
would have had little sympathy : bhut
it was the fact that the Rookwooders

had won the crickev-mateh at Greys
frars

_ owing to  Momy's 'ml{ing
French leave. That was a great point
in his favour, from the juniors’ point

of view, though natuvally it did not

weigh with the Head. There was

| consequently plenty of sympathy for

Morny—if that was any use to hun,

garded on all sides,

After breaktost, when My, Bootles
rose, he addressed the dandy of the

Fourth.

X ol wallcotne Lo v study al

nine o'clock, Motnington,” he said,
“The rest will wo mmto Hall.”
Morny did not answer.

“You hear me, Mornington?” eaid

My, Bootles, -vaising his voice a little.
CT hear youy st Why am 1 s
come to your studv?”’ asked Mormn-
imgton calmly. o g
“I am to take youw in to
the Head’s instructions.”
“Mo be flogged??> . |
“Yes, Mormington, T am  soiry,
my boy,” added Mr. Bootles kindly.

going 1o bhe flogged!

The

RS I S |

Theras Haltpence

f

He's'1.

H:Izlll,' by -

upper door,

You know,” said Lovell,

245

“But you must recognise thal you
have brought it upon yourself.”

“Not at all, sir; I don’t recognise
atythin’ of the sorl,” answered Morn-
ing, with cool impertinence.

“If the

same thing happened over again, I

should do just as I did yesterday.”
Mr, Bootleg flugshed.
“That will ~do, Mornington,” he

eard curtly.

“Perbaps T ought to meniion to
vou, sir, that I'm nob going o he
flogged.”’ et |

“Whar-a-at?” |

“I'm not going ta be flogged, sir!”

repeafed Mornington, in the midst of

a breathlése hush. | ;

Mr. Bootles: blinked: at, the junior
over his glasses. It was  some

moments hefore he found his voice to

reply. i
Do 1ot bandy words with me.
Morpington,” he said,. at last. *1
should cane you for what vou have
said, but 1 am unwilling to add to
your punishment. But you must not
lry. my vatience too far.. Kindly
ol | i ,

Movmington went, with a shrug of
the shoulders that very nearly caused
Mr. Boolles to stride after him and
box his esrs. But the Form-master
refrained, ‘and affected io notice
nothing. Morny's punishment was
close at hand now, and that was
enough,» |
. The juniors gathered yound Mormn-
migton a8 he zauntered out into the
quadrangle with his hands in  his
pockets, |

Bt kespin® it up, Merny?” gaid
Peele, with a grin.

“Yes, still kesping it up,' angwered
Mornington lightly. '

“Are you going to kick when the
sorgeant hoists you, Morny?” asked
Tubby Muffin breathlesaly,  ““T say,
that will be fun!  But the Head will
take it out of you, youw know.”

Mornington did not answer Muffin
e walked away, only Erroll going
with him.  The two chums walked
under the trees till the clock in the

tower indicated @ few minutes to
11111, Then the Rookwood fellows

bBegan fo stream towards Big Hall,
where the word had gone forth for

‘the whole school to 'aa%s&'rﬂ'ble? from

the " Bixth to the Second.
Silver called to Erroll.

“Pime, Brroll!”’

“1T'm commg !” called back Erroll.
And us the Fistical Four started for
the School Houde, he iurned to bis
chum again, *It's time for you to
go to Mr. Boaotles, Tﬁlfﬂ'ﬂl}’.”
“Cut off, and  don’t
answered Mormmngton.

“What ave you going to do
Lirroll wneasily,

“ Better tor vou not to know.
may be asked,”

“ I vou're thinking of cleaving off,
old' chap, 1t’s no good,” said Hrroll.
“The gates arve locked,”

“I know that.” S

“It would only mesn more trouble,
Morny—-" |

“ Oyt off, old scout; you're the last
fellow out!  You'll get wigged if
vou 're late.” MY ol

Frroll vehuctantly quitted hig chum,
and went into the ﬁghmﬂ House after
the rest., He took hig place in Hall,
in the ranks of the Fourth, The
whole  scheol was assembled now,
(lassies] aud Modern, with the ex-
coptions of the Headi Mr. Bootles,
and Mornington. There was a slight
buzz as the Head enterad by the
It diod away at onoce

Jimmy

-:f:. 0
L]

asked

Y ol

info silpnee, |

Do, Chisholnr  glanced. yound, ap-
patently expecting to hind the culprit
present. M. Bootles, looking tathe:

fAustered, came in by the big doors.

He blinked across over hig spectacles.
“ I3 Morningtou present?” he called
Cut. .
“No, sir,” auswered Bulkeley of
the Sixth. el
EBlesy Ty soul Lz ol sl i
“ Mr. Bootles, will vou have the
kindness to bring Morminglion here
at once?”’ said the Head, with' some
asperity. % )
.My, Bootles gave a gasp. m
“The boy did not come to my
study, ag 1 commmanded him, sir. I—

Th

e .,;-.ml"_-*- A +

| 1 concluded that he would be here,
| but———"’ |

A thunderous expression came over
the Head’s brow. o

“ Bulkeley, will you kindly look for
Mornington, and bring Kim here. at
once?”’
; B;z]imley of the Sixth quitted the
Aall, | - | |

The Rookwood fellows exchanged
glances wonderingly. "

“What the thump 1s this game?”
muttered Jimmy Silver. *Is Morny
stavin’ out till he's fetched? What's
the good of that?” ki

“Keeping it up till the last minute,
| - Poor old
Movny. he don’t like caving' in!
Bulkeley will be back in a minute or
two, with his pig by the ear.”

But Builkeley was not back in a

mind me,”

¥
.

H‘I
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THE RGOKWOOD REBEL!

(Continued [rom the prevtows page.)

Five minutes had

minute or two,
elapsed when the captain of Rook-

wood entered, and then he came
alone. The Head, who had waited as
still as .a statuwe, with a perfectly
impassive . and | expressionless face,
glanced at him inquiringly.

“Well, Bulkeley?”

“I—T can’t find him, siv. [ thought
T'd better come and tell you before
looking for him any farther.’”
' “You cannot find him?"
éhe Head.

i

repeated

L

, SiI

¢ Surely the boy has not the auda-
city to be hiding away? Kindly look
for him again, and take the other
prefects to, assist you.”

The excitement in Big Hall was
growing breathless, as the whole body
‘of Sixth-Form prefects marched ouf
to Jook for Mornington.

Merny’s nerve fairly took away the
breath of his Form-fellows.

Would even Morny have the nerve
1o go into concealment, and leave the
Head waiting for him in vain, and
thus turn the whole impressive pro-
ceedings into ridicule?

Phe juniors could hardly believe it.
But minute followed minute, and
there was no sign of Mornington,

_The stillness was growing impres-

sive.

Not a fellow dared to whigper; no-
body present wanted to run the risk
of eatching the Head’s eye just then.

The big hand on the clock crawled
round; minute followed minute. A
faint flush wag creeping into the
Head’s impassive face. e was pei-
fectly conscious of the humiliation he
was subjected to-——wailing in the
presence of the assembled school for a
Junior who did not choose to appear.
The situation was growing ridiculous,
and the Head realised it.

Bulkeley came in at last,

| temper that morning was a little try-

Ty v e e T AR
Bulkeley came 1n ab last.

“We carnnot find him, sir,” he said.
“PBless my soul!” stammered Mr.
Bootles.  “Perhaps the audacious
hoy has gone out of gates—-—"

“Pyve asked the porter, sir. Ile
hasn't seen him. The gates are
locked.”

“You will continue to look for

hini. Bulkeley,” said Dr. Chisholm.
“When he is found bring him to my
study. For the present the school is
dismissed,” )

The Head disappeared by the upper
door, moving a little more quickly
than usual. He was anxious to get
out of the sight of so many eyes in
the peculiar circumstances. Morn-
ington had made the august Ilead of
Rookwood look foolish, a sin that was
not likely to be forgiven him. Jimmy
Silver drew a deep breath as he
walked out of Hall with the Fourth.
. “Tt's all up with Morny now,” he

caid.  “The Head will never look
over that, It’s the finigh here for
him.”

And Jimmy's opinion was general.

After what had happened there was |
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only ome conclusion to be drawn—
that Mornington’s carveer at Rook-
wood was at its close,

The Sth Chapter.
Atter Lights Out.

During the morning theére was a
restive spirit among the Rookwood
fellows. The juniors were thinking
more of Valentine Mornington than of
their lessons. .

Mr. Bootles ware a worried look in
the Fourth Ferm-room.

Several times he quitted the Form-
room during lessons, evidently to in-
quire whether Mornington had been
found. ;

His expression when he returned
was enough to tell the Fourth that
the junior was still missing.

Occasionally a voice floated in at
the open windows of the Worm-room
—the voice of one or ancther of the
prefects, still hunting high and low
for the culprit.

Apparently the Sixth-Form prefects
spent most of the morning deprived
of the valued instructions of the Head.

Probably they were not sorry io be
out of class just then; the Head’s

ing.

When Mr. Bootles dismissed his
class the juniors came treoping out,
eager for news.

Jimmy Silver observed Bulkeley
and Knowles talking together in the
big doorway, and he bere down on
them, !

“ Morny fonnd, Bulkeley?* he
ilﬁlfl‘d'.

“My hat! Has he bolted?” asked
Lovell.

“1t looks like 1t,”” answered Buike-
ley shortly.

*“Phew |

The precincts of Rookwood had
been searched fav and wide, up and
down, and round about, without re-
vealing the lost junior.

The general conclusion was that
Mornington had “bolted,” and the
juniors had learned that Mr. Greely
had gone to the station to make in-

it}

guirvies there, When My, Greely, the
Guiries there. When Mr, Greely, the
Fifth Form-master, came back, hewas
eyed almost hungrily by fellows anxi-
ous for mews. He went into the
Head’s study to report.

Five minutes later there was news
—through the medium of Reginald
Muffin.  Tubby had appavently ap-
plied to the keyhole for information;
at all events., he informed the Rook-
wooders that nothing had been seen
or heard of Mornington at.the village
station.

“Tle would cut across country to
Tateham,” Avthur Edward Lovell re-
marked. ¢ That’s the junction.”

Jimmy Silver looked thoughtful.

“Wouldn’t e have taken his bike?”
asked Raby. :

“His bike's at Latcham; lic left it
there yesterday when he came after
us,” said Erroll. .

“He could have borrgwed another
fellow’s if he was going all that way,”
said Jimmy Silver. :

‘¢ Porhaps he has,” suggested Tubby
Muffin ; and Tubby rolled away to the
bike-shed to ascertain.

“The gates were locked,” remarked

Newcome. ' How could he have got
a bike out, Jimmy?”

“Might have got out at the back
gate, or lifted it over.”

“He hasi't!” announced Muffin,
coming back hbreathlessly. = “ There
ain’t a bike missing!” °

“He would have taken one if he'd
been going f{o Latcham Junction,”
said Jimmy Silver.

“But ho must have gone there! He
didn’t go to Coombe,” said Lovell.
“1 suppose he’s going home, as he's
run away from school.”

Jimmy shook his head.

“ What would happen when he got
home?” ho asked.

“I suppose old Stacpoole would
send him back here to be licked.”
answered Lovell, afler some reflection.

“Just so. L shouldn’t think he’d
go home.”

“Then where the dickens would he
0?7

“T wonder,!” suid Jimmy.

“TI'say, perhaps he's run away to
seal!l”  exclaimed  Tubby  Muffin
brightly. “Morny's just the chap to
run away and become a pirate—-"

*Ha, ) hay hel®

“Well, I think it's jolly likely!”
said Tubby, rather exasperated by the
burst of merriment with which his
suggestion was received. ‘1 shouldn’t
wonder, when we hear of Morny
agam,whe will be the-~the Red Rover
or——~"

“Or the Pink Pirate!”
Lovall.

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Tubby Mufin's suggestion was o4
taken seriously; but the Rookwood
fellows wondered, and diseussed, what
had become of Mornington. It was a
topic of undying inferest,

After dinner Hrroll was sent for to
the Head’s study, He was surrounded
by questioners when he came out with
a grave face.

“ Any news 77 askod w dozen voices
eagerly.

%*‘Jrroll shook his hewd.

o What did the ITead wani, then?”

“Only to ask me if I kuew any-
thing of Morny’s intentions, as his
study  mafe. e telophoned fo
Latcham, but Morny hasn't been
noticed there. And he's telephoned
to Sir Rupert Stacpoole, but Morny's
nob home—yet, al any rate. Sir
Rupert 18 coming down here about
it Poor old Morny !  He's landed
himsell in trouble this time.”

* He svon't go home,” said Jimmy
Silver, i :
L think not--be wouldronly be
sent. batk to Rookwood. And he
would never submit to that.”
| Clle will haye Loy i w prefect gets

chuckled

turns up ab home,” Arthur Edward
Lovell remarked presently.

“He won’t do that,” said Hrroll,

* Where will he go, then?”

“1don’t know. I'm afraid he may
have some idea of going out into the
world on his own. Goodness knows
what will happen to him !*

“ Had he much {in ?” asked Raby.

*Only a few pounds, at the'most.”

“Can’t have much of that left,
after what he spent in the tuck-shop
this moerning,” remarked Newcome.

“In  the tuckshop?”
Erroll. ;
‘“Morny laid i a supply of grub
this morning at the gergeant’s,”
Jimmsy Silver explained. ¢ That's
what T’ve been thinking about. I
d(in’:t believe he's left Rookwood at

“Phen where is he?” demanded
Lovell. ““The place has been searched
high and low for him.”

Y Hvery nook and cranuy,”
Newcomie.

“He didn’t lay in two quid’s worth
of grub for nothing,” answered
Jimmy. ‘‘He's made up his mind to
hide somewhere, and of course he
can’t live without food. That's the
idea, I think very likely he nipped
out over the school wall this motm-
ing to keep out of reach while he was
being searched far. e could stay
out all day—in the wood, perhaps,
But T think he hasn't gone for good.
He wouldn’t buy a stack of grub to
go with him.”

Frroll nodded thoughtfully.

1 think that’s very likely,” he
assented. “Tf he’s out of gates now
he may get in after dark and take up
his quarters in some nook, I shouldn’t
wonder. But he’s only making
matters worse for himself: he can’t
expect this to blow over. If he’s not
found before night ihe Head will be
in an awful wax.”

“ Petter mnot mention it outside
this study,” said Jimmy. * We don’t
want to be the cause of his being
found if he’s lurking sbout Rook-
wood somewhere. 1t’s not our bizney
to find him.” / .

During that evening there was
hardly any topic discussed at Rook-
wood ~ameng the juniors, at least—-
bt the disaprearance of Valentine
Mormingtan.  Farly in the evening
Sir Rupert Stacpoole arrvived, and he
was shut up with the Fead in his
s study fow some time, o The juniors,
who watched the bavonet on his
arrival and departure, announced that
he' was #lookinel fmo end waxy.”
Maornington had given his guardian
4 good deal of trouble in his time,

said

“1le will have fo, it w prelecl gets
him. by the ear,” remarked Peele,
with o grin,

Nothing had been heard of Morn-
ington by the time the Rookwoeoders
went into the Form.rooms again.

Adter lessons were over for Lhe day
a good wany fellows oscupied thems

selves in rwmmaging  about  add
corners and nooks of the old school,
looking for ‘the missing junior., The
Abbe ruins  wore  ransacked,  but

there was no leace of Mornington
there. The fellows who believed that
Morny wag hiding somewhere about
the school gave up the idea at last,
with the exception of Jinuny Silver.

Trroll came Lo tea in the end study
with the Wistical Pour. Irsoll was
in a worried and dismayed {frame ot

mind on his chum's aecount, which
was the cousiderate reason why
Jimmy asked bLin (o fea. Ile was

not very good company; he hardly
spoke, his thoughts being all with his
absent chum., Jimmy Silver & Co.
did their best to cheer him up, but
without much effect.

“1 suppose we ghall hear it Movny
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“and it was nmo wonder if the old

gentleman was growing ‘‘fed” with

L« seaneorace nephew. _

lis scapegrace nephev. bl
What steps: the Ilead and Siv

Ruport were taking in (he malter
the juniors, of courge, did not know ;
but they were aware that some search
for the rissing junior was still going
an.

At hallpast uine  thab
Fourth-llormers were very
to go to their dormitory ; indeod,
Tubby Muffin gwent so far as to
inguire of Mr. Bootles whether they
might stay up till theve was news of
Marmington. My, Bootles’ veply was
1 most decided negative, and Bulke
loy, of the Sixth, shepherded the

nipht the
reluctant

After lights out there was an in-
cessant buzz of talle in the dormitory
‘il past ten o’clock.

Then even the various surmises con-
corning Morningtow’s fate failed to
keep the juniors awake, and they
dropped off to sleep one by one.

Frroll did not sleep, however.

[lis distress on his chum’s account
banished slumber from his eyes, and
he lay awake in the silent dormitory
L staring at the dark ceiling and think-

P

repeated’

Fourth off to the dormitory, as usual,”

of the hapless,” ‘headstrong junior
“whoso restless temper had brought
him %o such disaster..

He gave a start as he heard the
sound of the door opening softly m
the darkness. . :
| There' was a soft footfall, ‘and the
daor closed again. Tho soft footfalls
came towards the beds. )
Frroll, his heart beating, sat up
quickly. /
C“Whe's  there?” he calied wout,
peering through the gloom.

“Shush 1
It was a cool whisper in responsey
and Erroll recognised the voice.
“Morny 17 he ejaculated blankly.

« . Himself, old top! Are you sur-
prised 27 |
“Yes, yes! I'm so glad youve
come back, Morny!” exclaimed
Erroll, in great, relief. .
“What's that? Morny?? Tt was

Jimmy Silver’s voice, and the captain
of the Fourth sat up in bed. * Is that
Morny 77

“Yes, old top!”

“My hat!”

I1alf the Fourth had awakened, and’
the fellows were sitting up in bed,
‘ peering  through  the darkness.
Mornington could not be seen very
distinctly, but his voice was well
known, ;

“So you've come back 777 exclaimed
Lovell,

“Pro tem., old top!”

+ “What do you mean by pro tem.,
you ass?’

Mornington laughed softly.

“1 haven’s come back to stay, vou
see. I don’t see why I should camp
out when there’s a bed made for me
here. I'm turning in for to-night. T'm
going again before rising-bell.”

“What ?” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

“Oh, my hat!”

“ Morny, you ass-———" i

“Sorry to inflict my company apon
you if you don’t appreciate 1t,”
drawled Mornington. *“May I beg
of you, as a favour, to kick up a little .
less row? I don’t want a prefect to
come hopping in and find me here.”
“But you're going to show up in

the morning 77 exclaimed Jimmy
Silver.
f“Not at all.”? /
“You mean to clear off before

you're ween

“Exactly 17

“Then you ocughtn’t to have come
back.” said Jimmy Silver grufily.
" You've pufting us all in a roften
position by this. Mr, Bootles will rag
us’ for not letting him know you're
here.” f

“You can go and smeak, if you
like

*Oh, cheese if

Morninodion fuvrad S aonita aosllv

Mornington turned in, quite coolly,
and was heard settling down in his
bed. There was a buzz from the other
bedss the Fourth were wide awake

142

now. Mornington’s cooluess in turn-
ing up in the dormitery while the

goarch was going on for him outside
tookwood astounded  the juniors.
Yot he was safe enoagh there; the
search for the missing junior was not
likely (o extend to the Fourth Form
dormitory after lights out. | I

Jimmy Silver fried {o imagine
what the [ead would say, and think,
when he leurned on the morvosw thut
the niseing juunior bad possed the
night in the Pourth-Form dovmitory. -
But e couldn’t; it was past imagin-
ing,  Jimmy was &lill  wondering
when  he  fell  asleep-—long after
slumber had sealed the eyes of the
seapegrace of Rookwood.

THE BND.

A here il be another long com-
‘plete stary dealing  wilh Valentine
Mornington next Monday, ontitled
“In Hiding!” By Owen Conguest.
Don’t miss il!) Y
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“ (Yot a sleep in if you cam, Dick,
for we shall be on the move all
night,” advised Jack Dmb}; “ (ot
ting used fo it, aren’t you!

Yy frying to, Jack, but I feel a
bit like a herring on a grill”
answered Dick, “It’s wonderful how
you stand this furnace. You and
Horridge must be made of asbestos,
or somethine ficeproof. Phew! Oh,
for the photograph of an iceberg, ot
any stuff that’s cool like that!”

Deprived of his -share of the
umbrella, Tim Horridge made o back-
_yest of one of the camelsy and filled
his pipe. High against the glaring,
doudless blue of the sky hung a
solitary dark speck, a vulture watch-

¢
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THE GOLDEN TRAIL!
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; (Continued from page 3.) ;

ing- the desert in hopes of a meal.
Dick fanned himself, but even the
little energy it took to do that made
him feel hotter. And so the hours
passed, with the flaming sen moving
slowly westward, till it hovered ab
lust on the edge of a distant line of
sandhills like a huge golden globe.
Then came o breeze, and the camp
awoke, The sun vanished, and the
darkening sky blazed with stars.
“f.oad  up, boys? cried Jack
Darby. “We've a long way fo go,
s0 sel aboub ib1” i
Horridge and Noakes were accus-
tomed to the wilywaysof camels. Dick
wiis also growing used to the peculiar
rolling gait af the animal he zoge.

squealing {hey set off in the star-
light.

“We'll have the moon in an hour,
Dick,” said Jack Darby. ‘1 like the
desert by moonlight.”

The moon came up, and turned the
wastes of sand into silver. It was
much cooler. Darby unslung his
field-glasses, and looked ahead at a
second ridge of sandhills. Jack had
not thought it necessary to employ a
guide.

“Waelre on the proper route,” he
said,  “ I can see the gap in the
hills.  Once through we’ll be oun the
old cavavan trail, and that will take
us straight to Siwah.  Before this
time to-morrow, Dick, we ought to
know something. Even if it’s a
hoax you'll have had a decent sort of

holiday. Great Scott! I say, Hor-
ridge, what's that?” he asked
abruptly.

The lean man pricked up his big

ears. They checked their camels, and
listened.  There was a faint droning

note in the air.

“That’s a *plane, siv,” said the ex-
batman. “I's a big bumble-bee a-
buzzing, bul I car’t see her.”

3

After o good deal-of gruntmg and,

Dick wwas the first to-make out the

)

aeroplane. The machine was flying
high and at great speed, and travel-
ling towards theum.

“f wonder where the beggar is
making for?? said Dick. “This is a
funny sort of place to meet an aero-

plane.” i
“There’s still a camp at Den-
wallah,” said Darby. * She’s making

for.it with dispatches, 1 expect. And
there’s something wrong, too.”

The booming noise of the engines
suddenly cedsed.  Growing larger and
more distinct, the ’plane took a
sudden groundward slant and an ugly
spin.  She flattened and righted, but
continued to descend. :

“[ingine gone wrong,” said Darby,
“They may land safely if they’re
lucky. Make your old hair-trunk
move, Dick!”

their two followers behind. "The aero-

certain she was down.

As they loped side by side through
the gap iu the sandhills, they saw
a glave of light. The aeroplane had
crashed and was “ablaze. I

v
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Dick and Jack Darby swiftly left §

plane was out of sight, buf it was

In the
zlow of the flames well clear of the I
_ma.chine stood twormen, A third

e
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figure lay proue on the sand ot theiv
feet,  Dick and Jack Darby shd
from their camels and rvan forward. .

The uext moment. in the glow of
the tossing flames and amid a stench
of burning canvas and petrol, fwo
people were staring at each other in
open-mouthed amazement. For there,
in the heart of the desert, Richarvd
Archegray and his cousin,  Bennet
_Garvery, stood face to face, both .
equally astounded at this undreamed- -
of nieeting.

DON'T MISS

Next Monday’s
thrilling intalment of this
amazing New Serial.

Tell all your chums to
read
SIDNEY DREW'S
latest Story,

' THE GOLDEN TRAIL!
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‘A THRILLING STORY OF CHUMS!
' ' W '

The mwiessengor was Injun Dick.
~old Apache sat on a bench in the
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The 1st GChapley.
. Copy Required. - _
“ Frank ! | AR
There was a thump on the door of
Frank Richards’ room at the Law-
less Ranch, and Mr. Lawless’ deep

yolce was heard outside.

KFrank Richards raised his head
from the pillow, and yawned.

“Ves, unce!?” v

sl out,. my - boy;
maessage for you.”

“Right-ho !’ -

I'rank Richards yawned again, and
turned out of bed.
on the apposite side of the room, his
cousin, Beb Lawless,  sat up and

there’'s a

,L’Lll_f;hul] }lild 0y (H,

It won long past the hour a6 which
Mrande wd '::1'1': uuialdly  turned oot
-u? ‘I.t- ik Buodey woorndng, and for
CHL I'ih.ﬂ,? wern I-Il.u-i.l'lu lL1I Ouny, The
1‘_11&;1\-1[}11“ [.’lu.j,' |,p['.1l'-t}.r ltusll ll"llJ:L]E"Il vy
a Jong  wile, and thoy had come
home late and fatigued, And they
did not need fo start for the mission,
for the Bunday morming service, till
ten, |

“*Blow 1?2 remarked Krank, as the
rancher’s heavy footsteps went down

the pinewood stairs.  “Who  the
thump has been sending e &

message ! I wanted an extra sunooge
this morning. Tired, Bob?” |
“Just a few ! yvawned Bob Law-

less 4 But T'll turn ot af “you da.
Perhaps 1t’s o 1nessuge from the
sheriff about Five-Hundred-Dollar
Jones.’’ |

“They  can't have caught him
already.”

“1 shouldn't wonder.”

Frank Richards ywas soon down-

stairs, and he found the messenger
waiting for him, in the shade of the
ranch-house porch, Qutside, the sun
of the hot Canadian summer was
streaming down on the wide grass-
lands that surrowmnded the h”ﬁﬁe'
4 16

porch, with his tatteved blanket
draped round him.  He rose to his
feel as Frank, Richards came out.

“ Letter tor little white chief,” he
gaid. | |

“From the sheriff 77’ asked Irank.

Injun Dick shook his head.

“Letter from old  newspaper
galoot,” he soid gravely, as he sorted
out an envelops from among his
rags.

“Oh, Mr. Peurose!” said Frank,
recognising the editor and proprietor

“You bet,” said Injun Dick.

Fraonk " Richards took' the letter,
not very good-hurmouredly, e was
tired from his hard riding of the day
before, and he wanted another hour

“in bed ; and he did vot see why Mry.

Penrose wanted to communicate

“with him specially on Sunday morn-
o
weekly contributions
rose’s paper; but Sunday was not a
4 Moveover, Franlk’s

sbill

O

doing his
Mr. Pen-

Frank was

day for business.
“copy ” had been duly delivered at
the office in Thompsou.

But M. Penrosge's lettel

| It deult with quite
another matter. | |

“Dear Richards,—I bheard last

- pight about your stunt i going after
' Five-Hundred-Dollar
- ’PFrisco outlaw.

talking about it in the bar-voom at

_ Jones,  the
The galoots were

7the Occidental. T hear that you
actually cormered Jones, and ex-

changed shots with him. If that's L Thompson Press.”

.‘I

In the other bed ’

G g . ; ny e
. rsoon saw, did not refer 1o Krank's
- weekly story.

A5 f"’ 4 T304 A, far
e .:: 'IE-I'E..E" 7 ‘fi‘."{"! .'.;".. ‘-:f '8

. ot the ° Thompson Press,” by that
. description. |
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the case, T want a deseription for a
special edition of the ¢ Press.” Come
at once; don’t stop for your
breakfast. I'll have some ready for

yvou. Hustle I-—Yours,
S P RNBOSH:
“0Oh, rats!” was TFrank Richards’

ungrateful comment upon that im-
portant communication. 5 |
“What's the row, Frank?’’ asked
Bob  Lawless, out of -the
ranch-house. |
Ifrank handed him the letter, and
Hob grinned as he read it. |

*Penrose

coming
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came whizzing

is real frozen business,
ain’t he?” he remarked. 1 sup- + Thompson.

A  Splendid, Long, Com-

plete Story

RICHARDS & Co., of
~ CEDAR CREEK

MARTIN

|

0 ¥ Whiz! Frank Richards was on his guard, but h
- from the cover of the irees,
his reins, but at the same moment the laop of the lasso setiled over his shoulders,

in the buggy, later on.

-

of FRANK

SCHOOL.
By . G
LIFFORD.

“T guess you'd better go, Frank,”
he said., * You can’t refuse to oblige
Mr. Penrose. I don’t like your nnss.
ing service on Sunday; but you can
come to the evening service with e
Bob can go
without you this morning, ag you ve
arranged to meet young Beauclero
on the trall.  Get your breaklast
down, and go, Frank.””

“Right !”? said Frank.

"And Injun Dick was despatched
with Frank’s answer to Mr. Penrose,
and Frank went in to breakfast,

Flalf an hour later, Frank Richards
mounted his  horse to zide {o
1t was left to Bob to
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_THE FRIEND
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The door of the shanty office stood
wide open, and within, Mr. Penrose
was busy. The wrregular click of a
typewriter that was mot in first-class
working order, sounded from the
bench. Mzr. Penrose looked up over
the machine as Krank stepped in,
and frowned.

“You're late!” he grunted.

1 caine at ' once after brekker,
Mr. Penrose,” answered Frank,

with a smile.

“Didn’t T tell, you to nusy that 77
grunted My, Penrose. 1 had some
breakfast ready for you.”

tle jerked his thumb ftowards an
up-ended bhox, on which lay a chimk
ot corn-cake, a slice of finned beet,
and a jug of cold coffee, tastefully
arranged on a spread newspaper.
Krank felt glad that he bhad stayed
for breakfast at the ranch.

eWell - here I ani i he Fsaid
aniicably. — °Now, what's the

game ! _

“1 heard the talk about vou at the
Occidental  last night..  Now, you
jost tell me what really happened

yosterday. Sharp’s the word.”
4 3l b It o ; 4 ) EO i 1
‘Nothing much,” said Frank,
“MThe thiee of us gob after Kive-

Hundred-Dollay Jones at the stock-

man’s cabin up at White Pine. He
gol away.”

“But what happened ?”

“The = outiaw  was  wounded

shghtly, T think, and his horse waus
killed. Ho got away on foof.” ;
1 guess I've heard that, and
more,”  said Mr. Penrose, ‘with a
grant.  “That 1sn’t enough {for a
special edition of my paper. Youll
have to put in some {riminings.”
“PBut T can only put in the facts, I
suppose 7 said Frank, with a stare.
Mr., Penrose gave him a pitying
look. . -
“You don's know newspaper busi-
ness !’ he snapped. ‘' I've no objec-
tion to facts—mo newspaper man has
—i1f. they go far enough. = 1f they
don’t go far enough, they have to be

P -0 e B T

e was not prepared for the eudden coil that
e knew the whiz of a lasso, and pulled on

There was a sharp tug,

and he was plucked from his saddle like a flower from a stalk. He bumped down heavily into the grass, and his

pose you'll have to go, Frank? This
is what comes of Dbeing a pesky
author.”? | ‘
“I’'m not going without my break.
fast 1’ sard Frank warmly,
Bob chuckled. | #

¥ guess I wouldn’ts but T'll have

yvour geegee brought round ready for
vou. You can stick Penrose for ten
dollars for an arvticle on the outlaay,
Kranlk.

1 was going to the mission with

vou and Beauclere. !l said  Hrank,
$1o0ak here, Peurose can ywaih il
to-nmorrow.

““Ho-morrow's school,” said Bob.
“If Peurose is getting out a special
edition. | wvow'll bs tod  late., Ask
popper swhat he thinks.”

- ““Yes, that’s a good 1dea.”’ |

Mr. Lawless smiled when the
muatter svas pub .before him. The
Canadian rancher was rather amused
by hig nepnew’s early caveer as an
author, and he always read *St. Kit’s
Wellows v m' the pages of the

meot Vere Beauclerc on the Mission
trail, o

lu  the sunny,  ftresh morning,
Frank rode across the plain in cheery
spivits, having quite recovered from
his momentary ill-humour. He felt
that 1t was up to mm io oblige Mr.
Penrose.  Newspaper busiuess in a
place like the Thompson Valiey had
its ups and downs, and Mr., Penrose
was not making a fortune. It he
could score a success with a special
edition of the ‘*Thompson Press,’
Frank felt that he was bound to
render him any assistance he could.
1t was, atter all, owing to My, Pen-
rose that he had been able to “ com-
mence author.”

He rode 1nto the ssuuny Main
Street. of Thompson, much quieter
that wmorning than -oin week-days,
Many of the citizens were not xef
out of bed, but Frank caught sight

of Buster Bill plodding to the Red

Dog saloon for his early morning
S nip.”  He dismounted at the door
of Mr. Penrose’s office, and hitched
hig reins toothe post outside.

| newspapers sell on facts ?

horse, startled and frightened, dashed on through the timbaer !

think
, Sit down
al this machine, and give e two
thousand words, with & punch in
every other hine.”

SOy my hat L

Mr. Penrvose vacated his seat, and
Frank took his place, putting a {resh
sheet. of paper m the machine. |

“1 want some really good deserip-
tive stufl,”’ said Mr. Penrose impres-
stvelys . ¥ You get busy, while T run
down to the Ocardental, I've got to
e dran. il

Aund NMere. Penrose walked oul of the
office, leaving the schoolboy author
Lo, get sy, -

helped  out—see? Do you

L

- ekl =

The &nd Chapter.
Roped in!
rank Richards smiled and set to
works  The “wman My, Penrose had
to see was undoubtedly  the |
Keeper ats the Occidental, and the
sditor was hkely to be away some

L.

|
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the kews click under his fingers with
their usual  facilityv. In doing lus
weekly story he drew largely on his
imagination, which never failed him;
but m describing an actual event for
the mformation of the public he did

not feel entitled to draw upon his:

imagination, 1 spite of Mr. Pen-
rose’s demand for “trimmings 7’ and
a “‘punch ” m every other hne. ‘

The episode at White Pine hbad
been exciting enough while it lasted,
and Wive-Hundred-Dollar Jones, the
‘Wrisco outlaw, had had the worst of
the encounter, which was an 1nterest-
g e of news; but Krank did
not miterd to enlarge upon it.

[l gol going al last, but rather
slowly.  Sticking to the actual facts
was rather a handicap in conmpasition,
which is probably the explanation of

the peculiav manners and customs of

the jonrnalistie fratermity, .
Krank Richards had® finished his
article half-way down the page, when

Mr. Penrvose drifted into the office
once more, with a very rich com-

plexion and a shightly glazed eye.

1 puecss you've had plenty of
tune,” he remarked. ““TPve got to
get 1t set to-day, to pull it off m the
morumg.  Let's look at it.”

Frank Richards handed over hia
article, and Mr. Penrose looked gt it,
and gave a snort.

“Call” this Jan « article?”
quired. "

“dis a description of what hap-~
pened at White Pine vesterday,” an-
swered Frank Richards mecekly,

U Ivs only a quarter-length, you
young jayv, and there isn’t a punch in
the whole business. Pub in another
sneet, and 1’1l help you. The begin-
mng will do, and ‘then jest hyer:
‘ Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones fell on
hig knees——--" 7 |

* But he didn’s.”’

“Never mand whether he did o
not. You jest type as 1 tell you,”
said Mr. Penrose. ¢ He fell on his
kunees.” Got that?”

* But——”’

he m-

“There isn't any time 1u this office

far chewing the rag, voung Richards.
This 1s a place of business, not a can-
versazione. ' Hive - Hundred - Dollar
Jones fell on his kneecs as he looked
into the muzzle of the rifles ¥ Spare
me 1 ne cmed.” (ot that?”?

S0 my gt 1 | a ;

“f Kor the sake of my aged father,
who knows nothing of the evil wavs
imnto which his once intiocent son has
fallen——o: Five - Hundred - Dollar
Jones says that—sec?” |

" But he didw’t say
yvelled Franlk.

“ What does that matter?”

“Welil, T should think it matteyed
2 lttle I exclaimed  Trank, rising
from the typewriter. “There's the

a  word!”

tacts, Mr. Penvose, and you can put

i the trimmings and {the punches
vourself, it vou want them. You can
give Mr. Jones an aged father, and
an aged grandfather, too, if you like,
if that's the way you learned tews-
paper  busigess i Chicago.  I'm
off 11

“ Lool hyver----"

Frank Richards went out to his
horse. Mr. Penrose gave a loud and
emphatic snori, and took the seat at
the typing bench. As Frank Richards
mounted his hovse he heard the click
of the machine. Mpr. Penrose was
already putiing in the trimmings and
the punches. Frank laughed as he
tode away down the sunnv street.
He was glad to get oyt of the
shanty office, which was stuffy with
the odours of dust and paper and
printer’s k.  He loocked at his little
silver watch as he cantered down the
street. - by

“Tinie to mecet Bob and Beauclere
coming back from the Mission,” he
satd to hmmself, ancd he broke ihto &
gallop on the

SO11.
Clatter, clatter ! |

Half a mile from the town a horse-

man came in sight on the trail,
rding  towards Irank at almost

breakneck speed. Trank glapeed at
nim as he came neaver, gnd recog-

man, of Thompson. The Chinarnan’s
face was pale and set, his almoned eyes
wide open with terror, and he was
driving on his galloping horse with
incessant laoshes. ' |

Frank drew to the side of the trail
as he came thundering by, wondering
what was the cauge of Chu Ching’s

frapntic haste.

Clatter, clatter ! i

The Chinamwan came thundering up,
and Frank called to him: |

“ What's the matier, Chu Ching?
Aunything wrong on the trail 7

The Chinaman glanced at him wiih
a terrified eye, and shouted some-
thing as he passed; but he was gene
like the wind, and Frank did not
catch the words., | |

In his excitement, Chu Ching had
shouted in his own language, and if

But Frank 'Richards did not--find ! Frank had distinguished the words,

trail outside Thomp-

nised Chu Ching, a Chinese laundry-
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s would Dbave told him nothmg
uexl moment Chu Ching was
. loaring away towards Thomp-
M‘l i thunder of hoots.

¥ ouly hat!”
i l&nmnhm i
IR vk 10 the stirrups, and swept
Wl bofore him with his eyes.
00 oan he could see, there was
Wl (o account for the: laundry-
s aliem, .

e him the plain  stretched,
I the 'Mhompson River g,hstonmg
" diltumn towards the east, the
\ prasilunds broken up by helts of
! _* ‘1' ~vodar and lareh aud live oak.
f ‘ m('winu forms of a herd of steers
l llr to tho Lawless Ranch, far
l‘ intunce.

e willy wse ! murmured Frank

ll' 0 YT suppose he thought he

ly ny or pomething. I'm going
OW.

I ho el his horse in motion

\I:J onloulatod where to strike
ll nr. trudl, to be sure of meet-
s ohums o their return from
Iy ion al '\h. Hmiley’s, and his
Worons the plain, through the
of  seattored  timber. Whe

J‘f" Wil ngood five miles
i1 (i

o il ol the Dot sun into o
b, wtd Wlowed down a
b b vode under  tho  thick,
il bennohes, !
eLf" gu wirlead trail through
Frank  know  his
y und he rode

fLon frlm ught of

| Lo kopt

1w he rode

| mﬂa nlmwo 0
o Lowi,

m ut i e cum'ld.

't

lodl ’n'mf

vabe, und | m

round

Mrhum hailﬂgumslmd
' pasped d Frank.

" M)W» runmngf from  the
) mpma up fho lagso as he

o und Keeping the vope tauf, so
,»U‘rnme could not loosen the

- Ahumped.
e did not need a second glance.
I,e Ioiow the hard features and rat-
“1 oyvos  of  Five-Hundred-Dollar
ones, e outlayw.

16 wag the "Frisco outlaw who had
roped him in !

Prank @ ser ambled up, tearing
furiously at the tightencd noose. Bub
o gharp jerk on the rope sent him
ml{mg again, and he was spmwlmg
hnlplessly in ihe grass, when Iive-
Iundred-Dollar Jones. came up.

e

0

“"‘i‘f’he 3rd Chapter.
" Held by the Enemy.

S0 guess you're my mutton L

Eive-Hundred-Dollar  Jones stood
looking down at his vietim, with a
savage gleam in his deep-set eyes.

The ' outlaw was a good deal
changed in appearance. He was far
from’ looking ' the clean-shaven,
dapper “sport ¥ who bad once been
known as ‘Poker Smith * at the
Ocaidental, in Thompson.

His lmnted Iife in the woods and
the sierra had told upon him.

His clothing was torn aund dusty,
his Stotson hab a rag. There was u
dirty, Dblood-stained bandage round
one of his wrists, and » ragged cut
in his sallow cheek, and his chin was
covered by a stub’oy growth of hmr
His only weapon was a bowie-knife in
his belt; in the encounter with Frank
Richards & Co. at White Pine (he
previous day, the outlaw had lost s
horse and his rifle.

Frank Richards sat in the grass
breathlessly, and stared at him., Fis
heart almost died in his breast as he
caught the grim. cruel glance of the

ejaculated Frank, |

ng living was to be seen, save.

he said.

auk Richneds vode at a

%"‘a"

fhe wight of him Frank's hearﬁ

{ little eud & the horn, and T owe it to

outlaw’s rat hLe eye: "It was “to
Brank Richards more than o, any-
one else that Five-Hundred-Dollar
Jones owed his present plight, and tho
suhoolhov of Cedar Creek did not
expect mercy from him.

‘You know  me, T rveckon?’
gnnncd Tive-Hundred-Dollar Joneﬁ

Yo" gasped Ifl‘dllls

“(lad to see me again, eh?”

Frank Rmhdrds chd not, a;xnwex

“CGet u

Frank %rambled to hxs fect,

To his surprise and intense velicf,
Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones did not
touch the bowie-knife in his belt.

He drew the scheolboy into ibe
timber, aund gruffly or dered him “to
stand back against a sapling. TPravk
obeyed quietly ;* he Lm.w what. to
expect if he refused.

Then the outlaw drew.his. mee but
it was only to cut a length from the
rope. ' He knotted it to one of Frank’s
Wwrists, passed it ‘round  the' mphng,
and ‘knotbed it to ‘the other.

“1 guess youll Wdlﬁ there for me,’

Then he hurried away into the
timber.

Frank Richards was left alone.” Ile
heard the trampling footsteps of the
outlaw’ among the trees dying zmay
in the distance,

Five-Hundred-Dollar ~ Jones = was
ovidently in search of Frank’s horse.
A horse was the vuffian’s greatest
t:eed, and Frauk could guess that he
had been | lying in waib in the timber
in the hope of securing a mount from
Some passer-by. | Frank understood
now the tevrified flight of Chu Ching,
the laundryman. Ev xdently the China-
man had narrowly escaped the out--
law’s lasso. and fled for his life.

Krank Richards stirred as goon -as
the outlaw’s footsteps had died away.
le struggled  with the rope. that
und his wrists.

What « Bive-Hundred-Dollar Jone%

Intention towards him might be
oould nol guess; he had expecte
stunt death, but the rufhan had held
iy hund o far. 1t was no feeling of
Uavey that had made him spare the
nadioalboy, Hrink was assured of that
lennw how bittor wus the outlaw’s
trod and vovenge. Urank struggled

ik cthe, (some 4 “1 |

helhd

mg
not show a |
law s mtty

gold
1an will | bf~ m Thon

Il be wore ﬂrﬂOOLa
along whe ater, but I reckon 1
can’t wait for them, with that gol-
darned Can telling  the tale . in
Thompson.: = T guess I've got to
travel. - You weren’t looking for me
hyer this® morumg, I reckon young
Rl(,ha,rds il

e NG

“What are you h,)cr for i

“Twas coming from Thompson and
going over to. hhe \hssmn tLa.li to
meét my friends.”’ )

2 They'll "be’ !ookmg fc,r you, FaL
veckon 777,

“ ¥ suppose. so.’

il chess tbev won't : Gnd. you.
You’re going to do a leetle paseo with
me,”” =axd ‘the’ outlaw, with a’ savage
grin. )

Frank stared ot hnn :

“What do’ you “ant mth me ?
he asked.”

“““Quoly your’ company 5 said ‘qu-
Hundred-Dollar Jones, with a jeering
laugh. “It’s lonely in the mmber,
and I reckon I want your companv

Frank dm not reply.

1 guess.” continued the outhw,
“ohat you know what T owe to you,
Richards. 1 had & safe place at Cedar
(resk School, and you found me out,
and I had to git in s hurey. You
came down on me nt Wlnbe Pine, and
1 owe this to you He held up his
bandaged wrist.  “ Now they’re hunt- |
ing me like o wolf, and Dve no horse.
T can’t even get away from the Valley
if I want 0. But I guess 1 don’t
wont to.” e g'round his teeth.
“PI make the ompson  Valley
curse the day F‘wa Hundred-Dollar
Jones  came  over iue  border. 1
Laven’ t deue with them yet. not by
long chalks, But hyer T am, at the

o2

|

B

o, lel T guoss yo 'w Ing 1o
fough it in llmﬁ';c'aodlyw “ '

M\ S
- veekon | sholl make use o nr. 1l

if you Hit o fnger - look
L}{O tpped tﬂfa l.mmdo-knlh i hig

‘Frank Ric hm'dn
heart was dul;, ’5
the power ol the il
vas 1o 1‘(&19

Five-Hundrol: Dﬂﬂnr meu reloased
him from the supling, aud hound his
wrists togethar Bohind his bick, Then
he lod him vy thigough the thnber,

The alurm had been  given, un-
doubtedh, by Chu Ching, by that
time, and ﬂw ontluw, vockloss as be
was, dared nob linger.  Keeping’ in
the cover of the fimber belt. as far as
‘extordod,  Five-Hundred-Dollar
Jones lad iy prisouer away. On the’

ge of the timber Lo stopped and
scanned’ the platin, i the distance, in
the direction nf ‘hompson, moving
figurey could be seen, which Frank
Richavds know tmust be horsemen.

“1 guess lhov vo after me already.
But  they won't find me—or you,
exbher, Mister MunL Rxdmwls This
way !

A deep hulluw, with a shallow meek
yunning at the bottom, led agross the
plain, and the ontlaw plungcu into 1t
with his prisoner. Fronk Richards
bad no ¢hoice but to go. They waded
in: the shallow water, following  the
course of the creek, “keeping 'their
heads ldw in order not to be observed
from  the plain.  Frank Richards’
hear( sank as they tramped, splash-
ing, onward. The water left no trace
of their passage, and the. searchers,
when they arrived in the timber-belt;
would be left at a loss. - More than
once Tlranlc’s feet slipped in the water,
and he fell, and the outlaw’s rough
hand chaaged him up again. He was

\vu pllant;  his
yi o Ho was in
n. wnd (heve

wet t}nongh ‘and ~aching w1th fatigue

when - Five-Hundred-Dollar = Jones
came to a halt at last. :

" The 4th Chapter.

In ‘Merciless Hands.

“Thud, thud,’ thud‘

Fhmk Richards heard tne beating

of hoofs on the plain a dozen fegt

i ~of the ravine, at the
thie ureck flowed.

g np/t i
ow beah of]t e

&ud his captor
water.

Yo 2y Wil

mre‘Fr&nk Richar
crc»ucheJ knee-deep .
‘The outlaw’s tecth. came togethier

i hard, and his eyes glittered (xt Lis

prisoner, - He. easily vead the new
=T guess not, sonny | he muttered.
ey find us, I reckon you'll be
gpa ‘meat for them ' to find! Just
make » sound—only one—and it will
be the last vaup yoi'll ever give !”
He half-drevy the knife from his
belt, and ‘then shid it back to his
sheath. Frank was silent.
U4 guess they've seen this  hyer
riz\ 1e, and they're goin’ to look into
i, said Five Hurdred- Dol!ar Jones,
“Tf only I'had my rvifle I He gritted
his teeth.: “ But T hain’t,; and T guess
T've gob to lie low. Jest you be care-
ful'to Leop quiet, young Richards, or I
gueéss I'll make, you quiet enough 13
He plunged onwards towards a
clomp. of thicket that | mev» out of the
nmuddy ‘bamk. half ‘in the water.
Steoping  low, Five-Hundred-Dollar
Jones pushed into the bushes. draw-
ing his yrisoner after him. = To keep
i cover they had to kneel in the
shallow  w ater, leavi mg only their
heads * above . the Sded(’C, their
heads screened by the bush. Five-
Hundred-Dollar Jones kept ‘his left
hand on Frank Richards shoulder.
and in “his right be held the drawn
knife. One cry from Frank Richards
would have betrayed his hiding-place ;
but that (*nf would have boen 1he
schoolboy’s last.

The hoof beats drew closer.  From
where " hie crouched. Frank' could
catch | glimpaes through the leafy

screert over his head of the orumblmg
miuddy slope of the.ravine. « On ‘the
slope  three horsemen  appeared
against the sky, and they haited their
horses and sat’ looluug down the slope
towards the stream. They were not
more than a dozen yards away from
the unseen figutes crouching in the
water. !

Not '8 sourid or tnovenent camo
from the little clump of bush that
hid the catdas pod his prisoner.

With the knife almost at his throat,
Frank Richards was silent, auurcnly
dalmg to breathe, .

_view of any rider on the plain;

‘ranch, eating

- flushing, in the schoolboy’s face. |

Regcue was at hand,’ if it could
hove vesched him: but long eve the
viders could have answered a cry for
help, the kuife of the outlaw would
have silenced his tongue for ever.

Franl’s heart was Theating almost
to suffocation.
. e could hear s raunu
as the horseman sat their steeds and
gazed up and down the ravine, They
did not ride down the clope to the
water, however. The bank was soft
and crumbling; in the wiiter the

whole of the hollow was filled with
water to the surface of the plain, and
the summer heats %ad not yeb dried
the ‘banks hard. = Frank Richards
wondered how long the horsemen
would remain there; 'but at last theye
was a jingling of bridles. a clatier
of hoofs; and they rode oft—without
a ‘suspicion that the ’Frisco outlaw
was close at hand. .

Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones drew
a hard, almost sobbing breath. The
01dea had told even on his iron
nerv

/ “Tf T'd had my rifle!” he muttered
again. “Don’t stir, gold -darn youl
We ain't moving yet.”

Prank’s teeth were chattering now
from the cold contact of the water in
which He was immersed. But the
outlaw did not stir unti] the last
echo of the hoof-beats had died away
in the direction of Cedar - Camp.
Then, still with alert, watchful eyes,

e emerged from the bush, and they

»of voices

ross out of tha water, which still
flowed round their knees.
But  Five-Hundred-Dollar  Jones

seemed at a loss how to proceed. The
creek, if followed far enough, would
have led him to the banks of the
Thompson river, and thme he dared
not venture. And leave the
ravine was to expose hlmsel& to ‘the
and
1t was quite possible that the hunt
would be kept up till sundown. It
was in a .desperate attermnpt to pos-
sess hirnself of a horse that the
Oslifornian  outlaw had ventured so

near the settlement, and, instead of

succeedmg, he = had
hornets’-nest about his cazs.
“I guess we got to lie low for a,'
dpell,” he muttered at las o Thxs
hyer water is giving e f
‘Ho scanned the sloping
Tavine keenly and  trampe
II@ sLopymc,& w a hollew of the bank,
jart] b A of stunteld

awakened a

streamed down on them as thev lay.
[ guess this will dry us, pardy 5

Five Hundred-Dollar  Jones.
¢’ve. hanging on hyer il sun-
domr, 1. guess, and ‘then you're
coming on your leetle paseo with me.
Don’t you wish you was howme at the
g yowr Sunday dinner, or
listening to the chin-wag galoot at the
mission? Don’t you?” He chuckled.
“I guess there’ll be a lot of things
happen afore you see the rsnch agin,
Mister . Rlchalds, if you ever do. 'I
should smile!"

Frank Richards made no rteply to
the jeers of the ruffian.

He was glad to lie and rest in.the
sur, ~which speedily dried his. clothes.
and. in spite of his position. he found
himself at lasi nodding off into sleep.
Shimmering heat lay upon-the plains
as the sun sailed high overhead and
streamed down into the ravine. Mos-

quitos hummed among the reeds: and
bushe-s, and some of fhun found out

the two vecumbent figures in the
hollow of  the muddy bank. For
hours they lay in the heat, till the

sun was sinkuig down towards the
distant Pacific.

Brank Richards was glad when the
coolness of the evening came on.
He had dozed by fts and starts
through the weary afternoon, but he
was wakeful enough mow. He was
thinking of, home, and of the alarm
of his friends when he failed to re-
tern. . Bob Lawless would -probahly
ride over to Thompsou to inquire for
him * at ' My, Penrose’s office, and
would find that he had left the place
before "noon. Probably his horse
would be - found—even 1f it did not
wander back to the ranch of lits own
accord. Would his friends guess what
had happened?

At all events they woulv.l know that
some  mischance had ‘befallen Lin,
‘and they would search for Dim tar
and” wide. But whero would he he
while they were searching?  And
even if they came upon lim, could
they save him from the vengewnos
of ‘the desperate ruffinn inlo whose
hands he had fallan? The spark of
hopa had almost  died  out in hix

Shadowx longthenod
where the hupted

lndde\nlwnh l{:: r T T
W o, [ Wi
dm-lzm Ll }u Iy 1&:%

Hundved Dollue Jones towe
fonl,

out{: “\\M? '.“

“I guess we’re going on our lestl
paseo now, pard,” he said mockingly, -
t e

‘Ain’t vou sorrv now tha

thought of gpttmvr on "’H.‘y tté,ll am‘l

looking for my scaip, ¢h?”
l*umh compressed his lipss.

fNo,” he answered quietly.
had
he'ld ;ye<tn,rddy at

Bol’s
- your

oily wish

tarough

White 1P
er outlaw

P Cerae on fRyer 1

bullet

e

gone

he said, and he

started up. the bank for the plain.

Frank | P.,rclmrds

him in, silence.

The outlasw tumca o

snarl.
& Come T tell

Once

voul

tramped on with

he lingercd
behind with the desperate thought of
aftempting flight i the dusk, even
with his hands bound as they were.
)um with a

Frank Jumped back and Leg«m to

Tun.

less, but he was desperate.

a dozen strides the outlaw was upoi .

He knew the attempt was hope-

In hult

him, and a savage blow sent him
rolling on the earth.
*Git mp!” snapped Five ~Hund1ed

Dollar J ones.

Frank staggered to his feef;
“Try that game

outlaw savagely,

my/knife next time!

agin,”

‘and I guess Tl use

I ain’t wasting

trouble on  you, Mister  Frank
Richards.” ; 3 .
In heavy silence the schoolboy

tmmped on with his captor, his heud
dizzy and ringing from the blow he

had received.

He had only the vaguest idea of the
direction taken by the: oublaw, but

Five-Hundved-Dollar Joues

at no loss.

keemeu o

At last, the ground . rising under,
his feot, and the greater fatigus of

the :

march,

The

sensible ‘to fatigue;
without a pause, and B
and scrambled after him in an
dazed state of mind.

The- stars came o

velvety sky one
glimmering ligh
law and' his =
Pwrk the d

b

showed him that they
were entering the foot-hills. !
Trisco  outlaw

SeLr

fan my Wi side was
ready with a curse or a blow, and

he trampq (01l

Frank forced himself to keep pace
with the man from "Frisco.

“1 guess we're home now,”
Five- Huurhed Dollar Jores mod\mcr'

voice in the gloom.

Frank Richards,

came

‘“Halg!”

overcome with

weariness, sank down on a boulder.
Five-Hundred-Dollar
appeared for a moment or two, and
then a light gleamed out in the

darkness.

That.

Jones

apparently]
lurking-place: . a

It came from a lantern,
highted in a narrow cave that opf\ned
among the rocks. i
was the butlaw’s

secure retreat, for the roc kv glmmrl

over which they had tramped was too.
hard and stony to retain traces of -

footprmi:

“Come in, pard!” said the outlaw,:
in the same jeering tone:
dragged himself

to

tottered into the cave,

The outlaw sel;

ledge of rock.

“We've had
Richards,
Frank

the cave,
Hundred-Dollay

speaking, he plunged i

The Bth Ohapler,
. Mvr. Penrons s Batls
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T hompean

forngnﬁlm

My, l"a
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his

And Frank
and

foot

the lantern ov ‘a

There wat n hiver-
sack in a corner, pmbublv confalning
a store of food, but nothig elw was
to be seen save a coupla of Mmpged
old buffalo-robes on the ground ;
loatln

ko,
griuned  Fiye-Hundred Dallur dites.
“We're at home now, Misler ,A\nk

our

Jarios

e

Ty
b

How do you lile it 1"
Richards
He sank down on the v
and almost

10 ]y
y l! 5

dis-

said the |

s o
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{iﬂ ( Continued from previws page.) . .
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EIX Er-*':& iesiesinsiashiste st s T eyttt
imndrgnant Skeleton. ‘I knew the
beast was only all the

shamning

Gus was strapped up in ]na cricket-
bag, and Skeleton was hurried off to

Im bed in the Glory Hoaole, where he

was packed away under a huge load
of blankets.

And as the Bombay Castle steamed
away across a wide ice-free sea to-
wards the coast of Greenland, the
boys all slept soundly, and only an
ocrasional flop from Gus’ cricket-bag
showed that the water-bottles were
dome their good work.

The boys slept late on the following
mornimg, for Scorcher Wilkinson had
himself given orders that théy should
not he dighurbed after the 'i'mlq and
the excitements of the previous day.

And when they woke the sunshine
was pouring in bright at the port-
l‘*r;les of the Glory Hole.

Skeleton was thor oughly restored,
and did not fteel a bit 1110 worse for
his ducking of the previous night.
J". nd as for Gus, when they opened “the

cricket-bag 1o see how he whs getting
-:m they found that he had eaten both
the rabber hot-water bottles, and was

as lively as ever.
Tt was past ten o’clock when they
tound their way to the saloon for a

late  breakfast. And the 'bmakf.asts
that Skeleton put away atter his ex-
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hausting adventures would have made
an Tskimo sit up and take notice.
When they went up on deck they
found the Bﬂmbav Castle steaming
fast . through a2 smooth, blue sea,
which 1111ﬂhi have been the Mediter-
ranean Jtutﬂf had 1t nat been for a
couple of icebergs .that were floating
past like white sailing-ships, and a
tougn- lDt}hIl’lﬁ‘, iron-bound coass which
showed on the horizon with a blink of
snow. aud 1ee showinge over its chiffs.
This was the coast of Greenland,
and Captain Handyman was steamin
alone it at a distance of about fiftcen
miles from the shore, lookingefor the
entrance of Nuvik Fiord, where he
was to find the seftlement of Eskimos
who would supply the ship
guides and hunters and dogs.
Here and there a puft of TapoOur
comng up from the caly surtace of the
seg, like the spray of a ghot, showed
that there were whales ‘about. and
Skeleton hoped thay they would get a
chance of whaling.
Skeleton  had hoard that swhales’
skin wagsvery good 1o eat, something
hke a good cut of calve's head. '-,.:'ltld
he wanted to tey it. -
But, of course, fivst ho would have
to catch a whale—and whales are not
quite so easy to catel as walruses.
As they drew nearer in to the coast
{hev could see that the Gréenland
coast was not’ quite so savage or so
sterile: as it had seemed at first. sight.
There were patches of green grass on
the cliffs, and, though stroaks t:}f ui-
melted snow Lw m the hollows of the
hills, there was a feeling of summer in
the air. '

(Another grand instalment of. t?ms
33}?#:}?{??3 serial next Monday.)
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.. PERIL! (ﬁi*’
(Gﬂr:tfnued’ from page 250 ‘J (ﬁj

fu:,mlum&n had found it .a {vymg task

10 pub _m:, “irimmings 7 and  the
“punches ”’ into :Brank Richaros

articles,
{guez]r*e.

Bob Lamms galloped hore, i1 {he
hope that Frank had turned up there
during his absence ; but there wuas no
news of him:* Then he rode across to
the Beauclercs’ cabin; but neither
Vere Beauclerc nor his father had
any news for him.

That nightthere was deep anxioty
al the deimm Ranch.

- On ’\Tnnda.;' came’ news ' that
deepeﬂenl it furiber. Five-Huundred-
Dallar Jones had: been seen near

Thompson. Lhu Ching, the laundry-
man, had seen him; and n&rrmﬂy
ea(,apf-d and had.seen Frank Richards
near .the spot where the outlaw.-had
lirked in’ the tiinber. 'The search for
the outlaw had been in vam. As socon
as’ the .news from Chu. Ching was
known the cattlemen of the Lawless

Banch searched the timber and the

surroundimg plain, and later that day
frank Rl("hctl‘t]"‘ horue was  found,
w:athmzt the ride:

Neodless taf&a:) Bob was not at
Cedar Creek School that day.
Beauclerc, he w as taking part in the

11'?81’3

Al lpttms should be. H ..
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of all paragraphs pu:}hshed

“ THE GOLDEN TRAIL!”

By ‘tho time you glance threugh
thiy (Jhul I take it thut vou will have
rnm] the opening mstalment. of {he

OV uﬂrnml new  adventure  gorial,

IM. Calve bt Loty e, 1 golng Lo ilt!'-

new ciriema. serial 1s Iilduded in the

list of good things tor next Monday,
in Whlf"h Joo Fosdyke, Phil Fernie,
and the rest of the party set out on

the quest for the lost pyravuid that 18

Csupposed o ba the hidingplace ull i
vist  hoard  of  treasiwe, With,

{ L
&

Currayed,

premises, and. stirred W o1 L
bamboo H‘:t{k “ 1161'1 ready for sale,
it 18 placed on dirly pieces of c mh,
presenting o  cdistasteful appearanca,
and a great contrast to ouwr lw;rlmh
duinties  which are w0 rq;;‘pt:ng]v

e waron consint of oulbes

and’ ha Was Cross i condo-

With
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Price

sacked, . with the terrible fear of find-
ir'l.g--’-ﬂ,.- dead. body lidden somewhers
in its depths. The next dayv the
Sear eh We .{lt 01, T...mt ihem was no dis-
Govery. |

Frank Richards had mzumhed as LF
t]w eavth had opened and swallow
111111 up.

Bv’ W edne“ddv in the [a%e.fu week
Mr.. Penrose Aivas  sharing in. the
{:m'aeral anxieim.' Frank R,u; hards’
“eony  for his paper was due; and
1t was not forthcoming. which swas
more than enough to nmlm an enler-
puising . publisher @ anxious. : On
Wednesday evening  Mr. Ieurose
it Lo the  trouble of borrowing a
horge and riding over o the Lasloss
Ranch on a mission of inguiry.

Ie found Bob Lawless there, with
a. dlonded face, resting affer a long
and hapeless ride on the plc..,]..m Bob

sbarted p eagerly as he came in.
“You've heard of Frank— *'-:.. ;
iNope, " answered: My, Penrose.
L guess 've come to you for news,
voung Lawloss, « Where is he?”
“Bob made a gesture of dE“’dei]‘
“oodness Tenoves'! He's
appeared! He must have
with, the uuilu,w, but we can’t find
QTLY -1 10 Yo Bob’s voice faltered.
IR Cthat w]lum had killed hini, we
should  have found i out by " this
T'he rascal must have taken
away.  Goodness  knows 11*}13-" -
1f ﬂ chap only kiew uhere 10
~Boly broke off again miser-

dlsi—

him
Ohb,’
a.bly.

My, Penrose [rowned.
“That's  all very woll,

thare is nnthmg 80 mu*rrratmg Or SO
I”HIHHH'L]]I&:‘ g% the real letter-~the

INISSIVe W hich holds the bost thought

[

i

THE G-wm ffmais ol

of the writer. ' A erowd of people say
that there are no letter-writers NOWY-
adays.  How do they know that? = It
fannm be true. - 1f vou look back you
find that the talented letter-writers of
the past were never heard of, as s
rule, untit ages aftter they had Zone
avway. -Then w:mmbmly dﬁcm'ered the

bundie of old Tetters in a desk cor ner,
and gave them to the world.
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myrinds of questions which cannot he
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deaulo . with  propesly. with a
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“ELR

be able to pﬂt the bi{JlY i ﬂ:m W LcL
at any rate.’

“Tlang the stony.
satd l:‘-uh ‘suvagely. _ i

S hat'g el very  well 5 but—=e=
My, Peurose appearved to. refleét.
“Never mand! I guness T can turn. i
to account., © This will be as cood s
the story. or betfer! ¢ Our schoolboy
anthor roped 1 by Five-Hundred:
Dollar * Jones, the  fire-bug from
'Frisco > Mr. Penrose rubbed his
hands. T guess'that tops the stack!
T guesst the ' “Fress! »will: oo ihis
week ! Yes, sir.” g

F You—you gasped. Bob.

‘Mr. Penrose did niot heed. Tle fuirly
ran back to his horse. That night he
was busy setting 134;::-. On the iuhmun
g {].«.:Ly fhe o Prosd uppmr‘ﬂl, a9
EI‘:’LI’IL RI{?;QPH'L]H W Bt’"k}} Bl E'"ﬁf:-‘-_."'ff
was absent, but i its place was
startling news for . ihe i;t::‘w-r.'zs o f
Thompsout. ¥ .

and ‘yow, {one

"5

e QTP DR ‘% FELLOWS; 11"-
i mnk Richards, unavoidably held,
over this week. Our favourite &uth«ar
has been ROPED 1IN by. I*IEV{},«HHT}-
dred-Dollar Jones, the ’Frisco Fire-*
bug.’ Is Frank Richards ALIVE- OR
DEAD? SEE \EXT YITVBLR O

}
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KAﬁﬁtberﬁ of this sm‘eﬂdm series

 of Backwoods Stories in next

Monday’s issue of the “ Bg. s’
Friend.’’ DCN’T MISS IT.:

b ]m 5¢11d J O d’ﬁf‘ Ymrr_ Cﬁp}f’ E&rﬂy)

Of ENoT N lrrml reuder
says that the old times |
stupid  with their stiff and narrow
ways, their side-whiskers, anel
that. 1t 1s merely a matter of taste.
But very few individuals waonld care
to go back. They very wisely sce
that the best of thu shitit of ihe
bygone iz offered now and agam a5

kind ' of nspiration aml g’ tallvinge

- sense to the & age W hl(h 15 p&%mg NOW,

26/6/20

recess -ﬂ{}f-- the  timber-belt « svas - ran- i “Butl what about my {;Giw ? 1 sha's'b !j

were bad aud
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