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NEW READERS BEQIN HERE.

JOHN GARVERY, deceased, has left @
most extraordinary will, the terms of
which are, that the nephew who proves

himself to be the most resourceful and,

fortune,
pounds.

his
million

persevering  shall  inherit
amounting to over a
Various clues have been
different parts of the globe, and
two nephews, RICHARD ARCHGRAY and
BENNET GARVERY, are each given five

hundred pounds to set them on their
travels. Hicht months is allowed  trom

the day of starting to colleet all the
clues together.  The successtul nephew
15 to inherit the fortune. '

JACK DARBY. an ex-officer of the
British Army, 1s the affianced husband of
CHERRY. RICHARD ARCHGRAY'S
sister, and he offéers to accompany Dick
on bis quest. G

TIM HORRIDGE and SANDY NOAKES,
two of Jack’s retainers in his Army days,
also offer their services, and are taken on.
©  CHRIS TORVEY, a rascally bookmaker
" who has Bennet Garvery in his power. He
finances Bennet's party on the condition
that he takes a half-share in the fortune,
and also enlists the services of a Greek
aviator named Davri Archelos.

The firgt clue is to be found at Siwah,
in.Egypt, and Dick and his party are
crossine the desert one night when they
see an 4aeroplane in dificulties. The
maching crashed, and as Dick rushes for-
-ward, he finds himself face to face with
his cousin, Bennet Garvery, who had
been a passenger in .the machine! '
it (Now.read.on) |
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an attempt would

L

Peter the Dervish.

While the cousins were still staring
at each other in mute wonder, the
stirred, and Jack
Darby dropped on one knee beside
He was the pilot of the agvo-
plane that had carried Bennel Gaxr-
very and his companion from Alex-
andria. He had been knocked sense-
less when the machine crashed, but
was coming back to consclousneds,
and luckily he had escaped without
any broken bones. A little brandy
from. Jack Darby’s flask quiekly
brought a tinge of colour into his
cheeks. His eyes opened, and he sat
up and began to cough.

“Jack,” sard Dick Anrchgray, re-
covering his voice, ‘ wonders will
never cease. Here's my cousin, Ben-
net Garvery.”’ -

The flames were dying out, leay-
inr the aeroplane a charred and glow-
1z wreck, but the summer moon was
clear and bright. Jack was master of

himself whatever he may have felt.
He held out his hand t6 Garvery and

spoke very quietly.

“T  congratulate  you,” he said.
“You got out of this pretty lnckily.
It shook vou up, didnt it? 1§t was a
nasty bump.”’ -

. Just then Tim Hm::idQe and Sandy §
| Noakes camg up. lorvey seemed very

that

to Siwah.

THREE HALFPENCE.

TWENTY-SIXTH - YEAR!
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dune brandishing pistols and rifles, and closed in. °° Hold up your hands, boys !’ shouted Jack Darby
have been like suicide., 'They were surrounded on all sides i

dazed and shaky.
like the gay, sprightly Mr. Torvey
Dick had met in the teashop In
Chancery Lane. A little Dutch

ccourage supplied from Jack Darby’s

flask did him good, and he tock
plenty of 1t. He looked at Dick in
the moonlight and began to twirl his
little moustache. Al R
“It appears to me, Ben, dear boy,
we’'ve muddled 1t,> he said.
“We've lost all our luggage, ‘and a
shock of this sort isn’t good for a
follow’s nerves. It’s a joyful surprise
and all that sort of thing to meet an
old friend, Mr. Archgray, a great and
unexpected pleasure, so to speak.
But the question 1s, Ben, my unlucky

old bean, what 1s going to happen to

us ?”’

“You're a good thirty miles from
Siwah,”” said Jack Darby quetly.
*“What do you expect us to do?”

“1I don’t know,” said Bennet (Gar-
very suilenly. ‘1 suppose you’re not
going to leave us here?”

“But we must,”” said Darby. °° We
can give your pilot a mount on our

spare camel, for he 1sn’t well enough

to be left. We'll give you water and
rations. Thisis the old caravan route
When we reach there we'll
send a couple of camels back for you.

- Youw'l come to no harm in the mean-

-

He was not at all | time.

. Ben.

Your bad luck 1s our good
fortune, you see. However Dick may
feel about 1it, you can’t expect me

to allow him to throw away such a

splendid opportunity.  First come,
first served, you know. If you were
in any real danger, it would make a
dii‘fﬁwence; but there’s no danger' at
q '3!

“Unless you forget to send the
camels,” said Bennet Garvery. 1It's
so easy to forget a little thing like
that, isn’t 16? It’s as good as murder-
g us. We can’t plug thirty miles

through this stuff on foot without

dropping dead.’” - |

Jack Darby shrugged his shoulders.

“Tll send the camels,” he. said.
“You have my word for that. Your
luck is out, and ours is in. I don’t
forget my promises.”. o

“Glad to hear it, sir,” said Torvey.

“It’s unfortunate and most un-.

pleasant for us, but there you are,
I'm a man of the world, you
know. We're beat on the post, so to
spealk, so we've got to grin and bear
it, and grousing will do no good. Fair

is fair, dear boy, all the world .over.

If: the case had been the ather way
about, would we have slung our
chances away? No, no; the thing
ain®t reasonable. We’re busted: but

U'm sure Mr. Archgray is a ‘sporb.

[ek ,ﬁ.

allowed to,” said Dick.
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"There came a chorus of fierce yells and thé thud nfl hoofs. Flinging up the sand, a score of dark-faced horsemen came galloping over the

» %t We can’t fight this crowd ¥ Such

There’s nothing in the old chap’'s will

to say that the winner can’t pay the
loser’s expenses that I'm aware of.
You won’t mind fooling the merry
Little bill, eh, My. Archgray?”’

“T’ll do that with pleasure if I'm
Y1t does
seem rough «luck. Major Darby s
running this show, Bennet, and any-
thing he likes to do I must agree to.
You’ll get your camels right enough,
as he has promiged them. We’ll ses

to ,Jthaﬁ. 22

The pilot of: the wrecked machine
bhad not uttered a word. Jack Darby
asked him if he could ride a camel. =

“Oh, yes, if I am not seek!” he
answered. ‘' My head it is seek and
buz round, but I can 4ry to hold my-
self on.” |

‘Then he began to cough again.
Jack felt his pulse, and it was very
jumpy. . It would have been cruel to
leave him behind to face the blazifig
heat of the morning in that arid
waste. Horridge and Noakes made
a rearrangement of the baggage and
mounted the airman on the spare
camel, Then Dick held out his hand
to Bennet Gawvery, S8y

“I ean’t help being a bib sorry,
Bennet,” he said #‘It seems a mean
thing toldeave you, but-we can’t take

Jou.’*
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The 1ist Chapter,
The Runaway.

Clang, clang, clang! i
The rising-bell rang out over Rook-

. wood School in the clear summer
morning.

In the dormitory of the Classical
Fourth Jimmy Silver sat quickly up
in bed as the vising-bell roused him
from slumber.

His glance turned at once towards
Valentine Mornington’s bed.

Jimmy half-expected to find that
bed empty, and he was relieved to
gee that Mornington was still there.

Morny was still asleep.

Doubtless his extraordinary proceed-
ings of the day before had tired him ;
at all events, he did not open his
eyes as the bell rang.

Jimmy  met Xit Hrvoll’'s glance,
and he saw that Erroll, too, was feel-

*ing relieved to find Mornington still
present.

“Thank goodness he’s still here!”
said Jimmy, as he turned out.. ‘“He
BRICE QUIIIILY, wE 0o turnea Hun. o
said he was going to c¢lear before
rising-bell.”

“ Moiny still here!” exclaimed
Arthur Edward Lovell, as he jumped
out of bed.  “My  hat!  Hallo,

Morny! Wake up!”
“Still here!” ochuckled Tubby
Muffin.  “I told you fellows he was

only gassing. Hallo, he’s waking
p!)’ A
The rising-bell had ceased, but the
voices around him had awakened
Valentine Mornington.
He sat up in bed and rubbed his
Cyes. ; g
“Well, here you are still, Morny!1”
grinned Lovell. ‘‘Thought better of
it—what ?”
“Better stay mnow and see it
- through,” said Jimmy Silver persua-
sively.  “It’s only a flogging, after
all, Morny, and it’s soon over.”
Mornington uttered a startled ex-
clamation.
“Has the bell gone?”
“Yes, and stopped,”
“0Oh gad!”
Mornington was oul of bed with a
beund.
In a twinkling he was hurrying on
_his clothes.
Erroll quickly came towards him,
his face very anxious.

“Morny, I wish youw'd—=" he
began.

“No time for jdw now!” said
Morny, still  hurriedly  dressing.

“You might have given me a call!”

B i

“T was gding before rising-bell,
Suppose a dashed prefect should hop
along and see me!” growled Morn-
ington. ‘I shall have to scud for it
now ! !

“B‘.lt_‘—”

“Bother! Dow’t tallk now!"”

“Then yowre  really going,
Morny ?” exclaimed Jimmy Silver,

“Yes, fathead!”

“T’ve half a mind to stop you!”
exclaimed the captain of the ounth,
“We shall all get ragged for letling

3

you go.

&‘Ratsli’

Evidently, Valentine Mornington
was - mot = very much concerned

whether the Classical Fourth were
ragged or not on his account.

He dressed in record time.

The juniors watched him,
very curious e¢xpressions.

They were thinking of what the
Head would say when he learned
that Mornington, who had run away
from Rookwood the previous day to
escape a flogging had returned to
slecp in the dormitory, just as if
nothing had happened.

It had been Mornington’s inten-
tion to leave again before the other
fellows were awake, but he had slept
$00 soundly. _~

Undoubtedly the Head @ would
blame the juniors for not detaining

with
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the runaway; and especially Jimmy
Silver, the captain of the Korm.

Jimmy was wondering whether it
was, in fact, his duty to collar the
recalcitrant junior, and detain him
by forece until a master or prefect
came to take charge of him.

He know that the Head would
think ‘it was his duty to do so, but
he was not so sure of it himself. He
had ‘a natural disinclination to have
a hand in delivering a culprit over
to the * beaks.”

“He oughtn’t to be allowed to go,”
sdid Raby, looking at Jimmy Silver.
“1f he’s run away from school he
shouldn’t come back here and put us
all into a false position.”

“Who’s going = to stop me?”’
sneered Mornington.

“You'll be stopped: fast enough if
Jimmy gives the word!” exclaimed
Newcome.  “What do you say,
Jimmy ?”’

Jimmy Silver hesitated.

“1 don't know——""he began.

Mornington hastily ﬁnishc,{f lacing

Morninglon hastily fintshed laoing
hig boots, and started for the 'door.
In spite of his defiant mood he was

“well aware that he had no chance of

here !I””  exclaimed = Cyril
Peele.  “You oughtn’t to let him
go, Silver, as head of the Form, We
may all get detention for this.”

“Very likely!” grunted Lovell.

£Oh, let him go!” said Jimmy.
“1 don’t know that it’s our bizney.
If we gel wigged we can stand ‘it.”

“T’'m not going to stand it, any-
how!” exclaimed Peele. “I'm jolly
well goin’ to call a prefect!”

“Look here, Peele—-"

“Rats!”’

Cyril Peele ran for the door, and
reached 1t at the same time as Morn-
ington. :

Morny’s hand was on the door
first, however, and he turned on
Peele, with a glitter in his eyes.

“Stand back!” he snapped.

“P'm goin’ to call Bootles——

“Stand back!”

“I won’t!” shouted Peele.

3

Morny - released the door and
closed in on Peele. His hands were
up, and Peele retreated, yelling,

before a shower of blows. A drive
on the chin laid him on the dormi-
tory floor on his back, roaring.

Then Mornington opened the door |
and stepped out into the corridor.

Y Ow, ow, ow!” gasped Peele, sit-
ting up on the floor in a dazed state.

“Ow! Oh, my eye! Oh!”
“Serve  you right!” growled
Erroll.

“Tll stop him!”  panted Peele.

He scrambled up and dragged
open the door. Mornington was
scudding away as Cyril  Peele

shouted :

“Mornington! Mornington’s here!
Prefect! Prefect!”

“Sneak I” howled a dozen ~voices
from the dormitory. ,

“Prefect ) yelled Peele.

Bulkeley of the Sixth came up the
stairg two at a time as Peele yelled.
Mornington had disappeared into the
box-room at the end of the corridor.

“What’s that?” exclaimed Bulke-
lesy, as he came up breathlessly.
“Did you say Mornington——"

“He’s herel” panted Peele,

“Where?”

“Just gone into the box-room——

Bulkeley did not wait for more;
he scudded along the passage at
great speed. He ran quickly into
the box-room. = The window -was
open, aud as he looked out he caught
sight of Mornington dropping from
the leads outside.

¢ Mornington {”  shouted Bulkeley.

Morny was on the ground now,
and he looked back. Te waved his
hand coolly to the astonished prefect
at the window. /

“Ta-ta, old top!” he called out.

‘were “not in it”

‘“Come back at onco!
roared Bulkeley,

“Rats!”

And Mornington  scudded away,
and vanished vound a dorner of the
school buildings.

Stop 1

‘The 2nd Chapter.
The Vials of Wrath.

Jimmy Silver & Co. came into the
Fourth Form-room that morning in
a rather uneasy mood. The news
that the runaway junior had spent
the night in the Fourth-Form dormi-
tory was: all over Rookwood now,
and it had created tremendous excite-
ment. Morny's nerve fairly took the
Rookwood fellows’ breath away. The
previous day  Morny had ¢ cleared
off » while the whole school waited
in Hall with the Head for the flog-
ging to take place, aud the school
had had te be dismissed without the
flogging.  Search’ had ' been made

for the missing junior in all direc-
Tor tho misping  junior i el divec
tiong; but he had wob been woen
until, after lights out, he had turned
up in the dormitory. That he should
venture back into the hon’s den, as
it were, in this way, was amazing,
though 1t was really just like Morny.
Bulkeley had reported the circum-
stances to the Head, as in duty
bound, and the Fourth were expect-
g to hear from Dr. Chisholm on
the subject.

Hence their uneasy mood as they
came into the Form-room that morn-
ing. And they were not disappointed.
The Head came in along with Mr.
Bootles, the latter looking very grave
and the Head very wrathy.

“Now look out for squalls!” mur-
mured Arvthur Edward Lovell.

Dr. Chisholm glanced over the
class with a stern brow. All 'the

Classical juniors kept their eyes on
their desks, not caring fo.meet the
Head’s glance. The Modern juniors
congratulated themselves that they

“Silver!” rapped out the Head.
“Yes, siv?” answered Jimmy.
“Tt appears that Mornington, who
ran away from school yesterday, ve-
turned to sleep in the dormitory.”
My L)
“Were you aware of thig?”’
“We woke up when he came in,
siv.”
“He remained all night?”
“Yes,: sinil
“And left again after rising-bell?”
“Yes, sir,” murmured Jimmy.
“Why did you not detain him?”
“Ahem !”

“As head boy of the form, Silver,
you were perfectly well aware that
it was your duty to detain a boy who
had run away from school and defied
the authority of his headmaster,” ex-
claimed Dr. Chisholm angrily.

Jimmy Silver was silent.

Doubtless the Head was right, from
his own point of view, at least. But
the headmaster and the Fourth Form
did not always see eye to eye.

“You have all done very wrong,
and especially you, Silver,” said the
Head. “By allowing Mornington to
leave, you have, in fact, made your-
selves parties to his conduct, and
leagued yourselves with him in his
defiance of authority. You, Silver,
will be caned, and the whole Form
will be detained on Saturday after-
noon. You may come here, Silver.”

Jimmy came quietly out hefore the
class,

Mzr. Bootles picked his cane from
the desk and banded it to the Head.

Swigh! Swish! Swish!

Jimmy Silver fairly wriggled under
those *swishes. They were exceed-
ingly well laid on. The Head ran
no risk of spoiling the junior by
sparing the rod. /

The Fourth stood in silence while
the punishment was
Jimmy Silver was silent, too, though
he was a little pale.

“You may go back to your place,
Silver,” said the Head harshly, as he
handed the cane back to Mr. Bootles.

Jimmy obeyed without a word.

“If Mornington should be seen
again,” continued the Head, glancing
over the silent class, “you have my
strict commands to detain him unti
he can be secured. If my commands
are neglected, the consequences will
be serious. Kindly bear that in
mind.”

The Head turned towards the door,
still amid a grim silence. There was

san impression among the juuiors that

he was “taking it out > of them be-
cause Valentine Mornington was be-
yond his reach, and some of the fel-
lows looked sullen. As the Head
reached the door, Temmy Dodd, of
the Modeiis ok Ly 050 gtk
the "Modern Woultii wpoke, T Vilry
rospectful tones,

S you please, sie

The Head glanced round sharply.

“Well, Dodd?”

“Ts the whole Form detained, sir?”

* Clertainly.”

“Moderns cas well as  Classicals,
sir ¢ asked Tommy Dodd, with an air
of respectiul meeckness that was just a
little impertinent.

Some of the juniors grinned. The
Head had spoken in haste, owing to
his exasperated frame of mind, and
had, in fact, made a mistake. The
Modern juniors, whose quarters were
in Mr. Manders’ house, had nothing

"

to do with Mornington or his
proceedings,
Dr.  Chisholm  paused. A faint

flush crept into his cheek, and he

coughed.  Mr. Bootles chimed in
meekly. 1
“The Modern boys were not

present, sir, ‘when.—-—" |
*“Quite so,” said the Head hastily,
“T was referring only to the Classical

| boys. They only, will be detained on

Saturday.”

“Thank you, sir,” said
Dodd demurely.

The Head quitted the Korm-room
rather  quickly. Tommy  Dodd
winked cheerfully at Jimmy Silver,
who smiled. Tommy Dodd’s wink
implied that he had taken a vise ouf
of the old bird, as he would have
expressed it in the peculiar language
of the Fourth Torm. '

Unfortunately, Mr. Bootles caught
that playful wink as well as Jimmy
Silver. Ile rapped out suddenly :

Tommy
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administered.

“Dodd 1 .
Tommy Dodd jumped.

55X oy el

“What do you mean, sir, by thak

extremely disrespectful  action?” ex-
claimed My, Bootles warmly.

¢ Whi-i-ich, BIET stammered
Tommy Dodd.

“You winked at Silver, sir,”
thundered Mr. Bootles.

¢ Mum-mum-my oyelid twitched,

sir,” faltered Lommy Dodd.

“You must not allow your eyelid
to twitch, Dodd, on an occasion when
your headmaster has just addressed

29 2
you.

¢ Nunno, sir.”

“In order to impress that upon
your memory, Dodd, I shall cane
you. Come here at once, siv!”

“Oh, lor!” murmured the hapless
Modern junior.

Swish ! Swish!

“There!” said Mrt. Bootles. “If
your eyelid twitches again, Dodd, I
shall repeat your punis‘hmcnt.”

Tommy Dodd’s eyelid did
twitch any more that morning.

not

The 3rd Chapter.
Carthew Looks In.

Valentine Mornington had not heen
seen again when the Rookwooders
were dismissed after morning classes.

The juniors learned that Bulkeley
and the other prefects had been
hunting for him, but they had hunted
L vain.

Tubby Muffin also discovered that
Police-constable Boggs, of Coombe,
had beeun to see the Head, and Tubby
surmised that the Head had offered
him a reward for the capture of the
missing junior.

What had become of Mornington
was a mystery.

Certainly he had not gone home,
and the fact that he had veturned to
school to sleep the previous night
showed that he could not be very far
away, wherever his hiding-place was.

Jimmy Silver & Co.s belief was
that he was hiding somewhere within
the precincts of Rookwood itself;
: #V,{m&,am fwmmwhmnvﬁhw{
they hud ot fm?wmu i wapply of
tuele Moy had pucchused ot the
sehool shop the previous duy.

“The ass!” Arthur Ydward Lovell
remarked, when the juniors wume out
after dinner. *he flogging’s still
waiting for him, and he will have to
turn. up sooner or later. = It won't
improve by keeping.”

“I fancy the Head will get more
and move’ waxy,” said Raby. “Hoe
was pretty wrathy in our Worm-room

this moning. Nice for us to be
detained  on  Saturday  afternoon

for that goat Mornington.”

“1 feel inclined to find him out
and punch hiy silly nose!” said
Jimmy Silver, frowning. “I dare
say he's sticking in the Abbey ruins
all the time.”

“They’ve
Newcome.

“Morny was oubt of gates while
they were searching, of course; then
he came back. They’re not searching
inside the school to-day, so he’s safe
enough,” said Jimmy. It would
serve him right to rout him out. If
he shows wup it the dorm to-
night——" He paused.

“He won’t,” said  Lovell, © “He
couldn’t risk it a second time with-
out being caught. Depend on i,
they’ll keep an eve on the Wourth
Forni dormn tonight. It's Carthew
doing lights-out for uy this weelk, and
Carthew would be glad to nail him ;
he doesn't like Morny., I shouldn’s
wonder if he comes sneaking into our
dovm dfter lights ous to see if he’s
there.”

Mornington’s place was still vacans
that afternoon in the Form-room.

Wherever the missing junior was,
he was very careful fo keep from
discovery.

Bome of the juniors made it a point
o waylay the Head in the passages.
1o watch him and see how the “old
sport 7 was taking it. But they did
not learn much from the Head's

searched there,”  suid .

ooks.

Df. Chisholm did’ not allow his
features to betray his feclings for the
entertainment of the Fourth Form.

Still, as Lovell observed, there was
106 doubt that the IHead was “no end
waxy,” whether he looked it or not.

In the circumstances the Head could
scarcely fail to be extremely waxy.

During the evening prep was inter-
rupted, in the junior studics, a good
many times by fellows coming out to
ascertain whether thero was any news
of Mornington.

But there was no news.

"Lowards bed-time the question was
keenly debated in the Classical Fourth
whether Morny would have the nerve
to turn up in tho dormitory again.
It was risky, cerlainly, but there was
Hever‘ax}y telling what Morny might

0.
Carthew had the duty of seeing

lights out for. the Classical Fourth,



and when he came into the dormitory
he favoured the Fistical oup with a
very suspleious look.

“Have you heard anything from
Mornington  to-day, Silver?”™ he
asked.

Jimmy glanced at hun in surprisoe.

“No, Carthew,” he answoerod, “notl
since ho cleared off from the dorm
this morning.”

“The Head cined you, I undoer
stand, for letting him go?" said thoe
bully of the Sisth, with a sneoring
grin. |

Jimmy did nol angwer,

“Do 'vou hear moe, Silvepr?” ex.

claimed Carthew, in his most bullying |

tone.

“T1 henr you,” answered Jimmy.

“ Anugwer me, then!”

“1 really don't know whatl you un.
derstand, or what you don't!”
ansgwored Jimmy coolly. *“IU's w sur-
prise to me thal you understand anys
thing, Carthew.”

Some of the juniors chuckled, and
Carthew scowled.

4 Tts my belief, Silver, that you are
hand-in-glove with Mormington, and
helping him with this trickery of his,”
~said the prefect. “If I find you out
for certain, look out !’

Shhayvks 172

“Do you know whether Mornington
intends to come back here to-night?”

“How should I know ?”" -

“1 believe you do.”

“You're welcome to your helief,
Carthew, if it’s any comfort to you,”
said Jimmy Silver. *“T know nothing
whatever about Morny or what he iu-
tends, and don’t care twopence !”’

“T1 don'’t believe a “-'arcfpnf 16 177 said
Carthew grimly. “If he comes,
you’re 1o come down to my study at
once and tell me.”

Jimmy made no reply to that,

He did not believe that Mornington

would be rash enough to come, but if
he did, certainly Jimmy had no imten-
tion of giving him up to the bully of
Rookwood. |

Carthew coyved the ecaptain of ‘the |

Fourth angrily and suspiciously, but
he put out the light at last, and left
the dormitory.

- Arthur Edward Lovell
when he was gone. 3 |
. “He knows you won’t tell him if
Morny turns up, Jimmy,” he re-
marked. . “T'm pretty certain Car-
- thew is going to nose around the dorm
for some tinie to-night. He would
‘wot no end of credit with the Iead
if he marched Morny to him by th
collax.” A
T sure ot 1ttt vsaid D Jimmy
quietly. ““I think we shall be able to
pull Carthew’s leg. Ile can’t {ako
my word, it seems, the cad!  I'm not
going to sleep just yot.”

Jimmy Silver stepped softly out of
bed.

He trod away quictly to the door
and remained there wilh his ears on
the alert.

“What arve you up to,
called out Putly Grace.

“Wailing for Carthew 1”

Jimmy walted @#bout ten nunutes,
while the juniors chatted from bed to
bed. Then he opened the dormitory
door, keptl 1t open a tmoment or two,
and closed 1t again with a snap.

‘“Wha-a-at's that?”  ejaculated
I.Jf}\f'(‘.*”.

“ Shush 1" |

Jimmy dived into bed.

In less than a d
opened and Carthew of the Sixth
came in and switched on the light.

" There was a doep silence in the
dormitory; judging by appearances,
the Classical Fourth were all deep 1n
the arms of Morpheus.

Carthew glanced grimly along the
row of beds. EHis prompt appéar-
ance showed that he had not been

Jimmy ?”

far away, and that he had heard the

closing of the door.

He came quickly up to Morning-

ton’s bed. The bed had been made

veady for the missing junior if he |

should' return.  But it was sl
empty, and Carthew was disap-
pointed. He glanced along the beds
dgain.. - | - , |
“Don’t try to make out that you're
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chuckled 1

minute the door

that.
painful to allow him room for re-

" bowled him over like a ninepin.

\ L)

asleep, you young sweeps!” he ex-

claimed. « **I’ve come here for Morn-

mgton ! Silver 17 ' :
snore ! | |

“Silvert” roared Carthew:.

Jimmy opened his oyes abt that.
He rubbed. them, and: blinked at
Carthew in the light.

** Hallo,
Carthew 77

“You. know it i8, you . young

rascal I snapped - Carthew.

'*1I know 1t is now 1 look at you !”
admitted Jimmy Silver.
at firgt 1t was socme horrid phantom !
You see, you look ¥ "

“I don’t want any cheek,
Where 18 Mornington ?”’

Ll o

“1 know he is here—I distinetly
heard the door shut!” said Carthew
with a toumphant sneer. . 1. knew
you were in league with him. Where
18 ho hiding now ?” = .

“I'm sure I don’t know, Carthew,”
angwered Jimmy meekly.

Silver.

CGarthew !  TIs ﬁla-t you,

“1 thought

on the other side, the pillow still in | ing his bolster, and Carthew rush

his hands. He was prepared for
further hostilities.

The Sixth Former slaggered to his
feet at last.

“You—-you—you——>"  he  stut-
tered, glaring at Jimmy Silver across
tha'beg. - “You-—you——— Ill-—T'll
———  Come here!” = |

“Catch me!” Baid Jimmy = des
risively. G M

farthew came round the bed with
a rush. _
for him to get to close quarters.

He made a flying leap across the
next bed in time to escape the pre:
fect’s angry clutch.

Again the enraged senior cireum:
navigated a bed, but again Jimmy
eluded him with a leap across tho
next.

The Clossical TFourth were all
sitting up in bed now, walching the
chase with great excitement aud loud
laughter. . |
- Carthew, with a face that Lovell
likened unto that of a demon in &
pantomime, rushed in furious pursuit,
and Jimmy cleared bed after bed, the
occupants lying low to keép clear of
his feet.

But at the end of the long dormi-
tory he was cornered, and Carthéew
closed in on him with a savage look.
Jimmy grasped his pillow and turned
at hay. - As Carthew rushed 1 on

- him he hurled the pillow, and Caps

thew caught it on his nose,  Before

FOUND !

glimmaered into his undergroun

“Don't tell me hies, Silver 17

“Oh, go and eat c¢oke!” said
Jimmy. I you stuck a bit closer
to tho truth yourself, Carthew, you

wouldn’t. suspect  other fellows of

13

lying.
Uarthew strode towards his bed.
“1 think I said that I didn’t want
any cheek,” he remarked. *That
isn’t the way to speak to a prefect,
Silver ! ' | '
‘“A prefect shouldn’t talk like - a
blackguard, if he doesn’t want to be
answered straight I’ retorted Jimmy

- Silver. 5

Carthew made no -rejoinder in

| words, but he laid hold of the captain
of the Fourth, and began spanking.
Jimmy Silver gave a yell and grasped

his pillow. 1t was against all rules

to “pillow 7 a prefect of the Sixth,

but Jimmy did not stop to think of
Carthew's spanks were too

flection. |

He grasped the pillow in both
hands and smote. The smite caught
Mark Carthew full inh the face and
Car-
thew staggered back and sat down
with a bump, and there was a de-
lighted howl from the Classical
Kourth. | 0 fee

“Well mt, Jimmy! ¥a, ha, ha!l”

The 4th Chapter.
Nice for Carthew !

» Carthew -sat and gasped. He was
more surprised than hurt, But he was

hurt, too. Jimmy dodged out of hed:

Jimmy Silver did not wail |
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him and seized him, =
“Rescue !” yelled Lovell.
“ Rescue—pillows ! shouted Jimmy
Silver. | |

Half the Classical Fourth were out |

of bed now, and they rushed on Cax-

thew. He had only time to give
Arthur Hdward Lovell one terrific

spank when a dozen hands seized
him.
“Let go!” shrieked the prefect.
CDown him !’ |
“Bump him !”
(Urash ! ? e
Carthew went over, with five or six
juniors sprawling upon him, Prefect
alid Fourth*Formers ‘were mixed up
i a struggling heap one the floor.
There was a step in the doorway, and
Mr, Bootles blinked in ‘over his spec
tucles, with horror and amazement in
hig stortled face. |

A i

Y What—what—what is this  dis-
burbance?”’ exclaimed My, Bootles
breathlessly. ¢ Boys! Cease this up-

roar abt once! Do you know that you
can be heard over the whole haouse?
I command you-———"

“Cave!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
Jimmy had Carthew’s ear in his
srasp, and was knocking the prefect’s
ﬁmuf on the floor with a series of
what a novelist would describe . as
sickoning thuds. But he dutifully let
@O 1 I'mu]m:m.l Mr. Bootles’ voice, and
Jumped up.

A Dbreathless

¢rowd of excited

A bloyole lamp was burning
Valentine Mnrningtﬂn+~-—ruading.
retreat.

Movrnington was at that moment.

i

on a small box, and cloge b !
He turned his head as the door opened, and the daylight
Mever was a fellow more completoly
He stared up at the two prafects, blankly.

i g

full

wound round him' and was 11
thght again.

'T'here was a roar of encouragement
from the Iourth.

“Go it, Jimmy! o Put it on !’

ibkag gy ha 12 '

“TJ—T"1l—""  spluttered
thew, breathless with rage.

“Go ity Jimmy 1"

The prefect rushed in pursuit agatn,
amid howls of laughter from the
Classical © Fourth. ~ Jimmy  was
cornetred again at the other ond of
the dormitory.  Carthew. was close
upon him when a pillow came whiz-
zing through the air, catching him on
the back of the neck.

That unexpected attack in the vear
sitched the prefect forward, and he
}ell on Jimiy Silver, instead of grasp-
ing him. . | ; _

Jimmy promptly shoved him aside,

L

and he rolled on the floor, and before

ha could gain his feet Jimmy wag in
flight again, |

SRl S hay ha s

“Who threw that pillow?”” roared
Carthew.

There was no.answer to that ques-
tion. Carthew rushed after Jimmy
Silver again, and this time three or
four pillows flew, and a bolster or tywo
followed them. The Classical IFourth

were entering into the spitib of the
} thing now. |

Carthew was'caught. tight and left
by the missiles, and he ceased his
putsuit and: turnecd oun  his
assailants. o J .

Lovell was just in the act of hurl-

new

D R

|

A

it on a rug and a coat lay

taken by surprise than

| ho could recover Jimmy Silver hud [ juniors faced Mr. Bootles. Garthew,

with all the wind knocked out of him,
gtill lay on  the floor, gasping 1n

anguish,  Then Mr, Bootles perceived

him. -
W Bless miy seul! Carthew!” ex-
clpimed  Mr, Bootles, in horrified
fones. I am surprised—astounded—
shocked to find a Sixth ¥orm boy
joining - in this noisy horseplay in. a
junior dormitory. Carthew, what do
you mean by it, siz?”

“(Groooogn.!” |

“Hxplam yourself at once, or 1
shall report this to the Head!” ex-
claimed: My. Bootles, * Youw are sup-
posed to keep order in the dormitory,
Carthew, and I find you playing a
noisy game with juniers at ten o’clock.
Are you not ashamed of yourself?”

“ Gurrrrrg !’ | *

Jarthew was trying to speak, but
he had not got his second wind yet.
He was only capable of a guvgle.

The juniors grinned ; they could ot

help 16, Mr. Bootles’ misapprehen-
sion struck them ag funny.
“Clarthew ! Get up at once!
him up, Silver !”
Jimmy Silver demurely helped the
damaged prefect to his feet, being re-
warded with a homicidal glare. Car-

Help

thew sank on a bed and spluttered.

Mr. Bootles eyed him like a basilisk.
“Now, Carthew, before 1 take you

to the Head, explain what you mean
by this disorderly and unheard-of

conduct.”’
“Grooogh 1

Carthew. |
“ Spealk 17

[—]—=" -s_i:uttere'd

Threa Haliperice

od at

| routed out.

Head is so anxious
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T They—they sect on me,
sir!” gasped Carthew, ‘‘It—it wasn't
a game; I was being attacked-——
Ow-yow !”’

“Oh, I perceive!” said My. Bootles,
his brow clearing. *‘IHowever, that
does not explain what you are doing
here at all.” |

“Groogh! I—grooghle came here
for Mornington—-—"’
“Mornmgton! . Is  Mornington

here?” exclaimed the Form-master.
“Has that boy returned, Silver?”
“No, sir.” S B
“He’s here!” gasped Carthew, I
heard him come into the dormitory,

and came for him, and then Silver—-

1!1 .

ooooch

“Sil:.;er says that he is not hera

§ Qromee

“Silver’s  lving ! spluttered Car-
thew. ‘I heard him! FHe hasn't lett
the room since. He’s hiding under
one of the beds, I think.”

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
Bootles. ‘“The dormitory must be
searched! If you have spoken un-
truthfully, Silver——"’

“T haven’t, sir!” _

“Well, we shall soon see. You will
search the dormitory, Carthew, while
I stand at the doorway.”’

“Yes, sir!” gasped Carthew.

- Mr. Bootles took up his stand at
the doorway, to cut off the escape of
the supposed intruder—if hoe  was
Carthew proceeded to
rout him out. But he had no success
—which was not surprising, as Morn-
ington wasg mot there. Ie looked
under every bed in turn, and into
every corner of the dormitory, while
Mzr. Bootles remained on guard. To

Carthew’s surprise, and Mr. Bootles’

annoyance, the search was a failure,
Carthew had to give 1t up at last.

“l—I—1 don’t see him, sir!” he
stammered.

“The boy is evidently not here,”
said Mr. Bootles, frowning. * You
have made a disturbance, at this hour
of the night, for nothing, Carthew !

““1 heard the door open—-—" A

‘““Nonsense! How could you have
heard the door open, if no one opened
16?72 said Mr. Bootles testily.

There was a chortle from some-

where, and Carthew, looking round on

the grinning faces of the juniors, was
enlightened. | |
“I—I1—1 suppose one of these young
villaing——~7" _ B
~ “These what, Carthew?’ inter-
rupted Mr. Bootles very severely.
“These—these juniors, sir—one of
them owened the door, I suppose, to
—to pull my leg——" - |
“Indeed! Do you mean that you
were on the watch? You could not
have heard 1t from your study.”
“I thought 1t my duty to kesp a

look-out for Mornington, sir, as the
11

“Nonsense! You have made a dis-
turbance for nothing,” said Mr.
Bootles 1mpatiently. *Really, Car-
thew, you should be more careful!
You have accused Silver of speaking
falsely, and the event vroves that he
was speaking the truth. A prefect
should weigh his words more care-
fully. You had better go to your
room.’” 5% |

Carthew opened his mouth, and
closed it again.  Mt. Bootles was too
angry to be argued with. The prefect
passed out of the dormitory, My.
Bootles waiting for him to go before
he turhed out the light. Then the
light went out, and the Fourth Horm
master retired and closed the door.

And then there was a ripple of
laughter through the dormitory.

“1 rather think we got the best of

that,”” chuckled Arthur HEdward
Lovell. “I wonder if dear old Car-

thew will think 1t his duty to come
back again, as the dear old Head is
so anxious about Morny? If he does,
we’ll - take him - for a burglar, and
pillow him again !’

““Ha, ha, ha!”’

But Carthew did not come back.
He had had enough pillowing ; and hig

- sense of duty was allowed to slumber.

A -
e

The 5th Chapter.
On thé Track. |
day was Saturday, and

The next

that day there was a very considerable.

L

amount of ‘“grousing 7 in the Clagsi-
cal Fourth. Saturday afternoon was
always a hulf-holiday, but this Satur-
day there was no holiday for Morn-
ington’s Form-fellows. The Head's
gentence kent them detained for the
afternoon; and the prospect of ap
afternoon at detention tasks in the
Korm-room, instead of on the cricket-
field or the river, was not agreeable.
The remarks made on the subject of
Mornington were ‘frequent and pain-
ful and free.” With the exception of
Erroll, every fellow in the Classical
Fourth had something uncompli-
mentary to say about the missing
junior. They felt that it wag rather

klunjust of the Head to detain them

¥
]
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%
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for not having ‘“collared > Morny ;
was not much use to inveigh
agaimst the Head; that great per-
sonage went on his serene way, like
the stars in their courses, unmoved
by, and, in fact, oblivious of, Fourth
Horm comment. 8o the exasperatéd
Fourth “took 1t out?” of Morny in
emphatic words, and at least halt the
Form promised most solemnly fo
punch Morny’s = nose when he
“showed up ” at last. |
After dinner that day, instecad of
dispersing to enjoy themselves, the
hapless  juniors had to hang about
walting to go into the Form-room.
It was a very fine and sunny alter-
noon, and the green pitch seemed to
call to the ericketers, which made the
sttuation all the more exasperating.
“The silly chump!” said Arthur
FEdward Lovell, referring, of course,
to the ‘missing junior, *“The howl-
iy ass! What is he plaving this fool
game for? I suppose he doesn't think
the Head will forgive him if he plays
the burbling goat long enongh, does
he?” |
“It’s just cheek !” growled Raby.
“Cheek, pure and simple !’ snorted

Newcome. ‘““We were going 1o play
the Moderns this afternoon. Now

‘we've got to grind Latin, under old

Bootles’ eagle eye. It’s sickening !”

“Bootles will lose his half-holiday,
too, ' remarked Putty Grace. * That’s
one comfort!” |

* Yes, there’s that!” agieed Lovell.
“But ’'m fed with Morny! When he
turns up I’'m going to wallon him.”

“ He didn’t come to the dorm after
all, last night,” remlarked Conroy.
“ He’s camping out somewhere. He's

not gone home, or the Head would

have heard from his guardian, old
Stacpoole. He must turn up sooner
or later; and I fancy it will mean
something  stiffer than a flogging,
after the trouble he's given.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“The Head won’t let him stay after
thig,” ' he said. “He couldn’t! It
means the order of the bhoot,”’

“You'll loge your pal, Erroll,” re-
marked Pecle, with a sneer, “Jolly
good riddance, too, if you ask me!
Ulere—leggo !  Lovell,  yvou beast !
What are you up to? 1 wasn't epeal-
mg to you. Loggo!”

Instead of letting co Arthur dward
Lovell tightened his grip on the back
of Peele’s neck and proceeded to
shake him, a good deal like a terrier
shaking a rat.

“Krroli didn’t ask
worm !’ said ILovell.

you, you
“Keep vour

valuable opinion till it’s asked for, or
3 i

3

you'll get shaken——

o Legg(l 2 i

“Ualke that—"°

“Yurrrggghh 1”’

STAnd that—-

“Yoooooow !

“And then bumped over,” con-
tinued Lovell. ‘‘Like that!”

Bump! |

Peele sat down at the fool of the
School House steps.  He sat there and
spluttered.

“Now,” said Lovell, “all you fel-
lows jump when I do, and see how
many of us can land on Peele! When
I say three! One—two—-"

‘Before Lovell could say *Three !

Cyril Peele had scrambled up and

fled. © Erroll went into the house with
a clouded brow. He

vEEL b

did not heed
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£ HEALTH AND EXERCISE. ;
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I  (Continued from page 256.)
94t aaaas s e TSR ERSSERTETASIRY 3¢
1t - produces that condition which is
known as being ‘‘muscle-bound.”
There are advertisements fto lure
the unwary into taking up weight-
hifting, and no doubt it is fine to be
able to say that you can lift with one
hand.above the head a bar-bell that
the ordinary fellow is barely able to
shift from the ground; but it is not

so satisfactory, when, later in life, it
18 learned that the heart has become
weakened by the terrific strain placed |

upon it-—weakened so greatly that
taking part in all healthy, out-of-
doors games requiring = strenuous
movement is out of the question.
Don’t be misled by weight-lifting
records. I knew, some fime ago, a
young fellow with a magnificent mus-
cular development, which was the
outcome of his having taken up
welght-lifting exercises when he was
no more than twelve years of age.
He was fine to look at-—and at two-
and-twenty he hadn’t the strength of
a lad of fourteen. If he ran fifty
yards he got breathless, and his heart
started palpitations. ' If he walked a
mile in, anything less than half an
hour he felt tired. He couldn’t last
two minutes in the boxing-ring, or on
the wrestling-mat. He was frightened
to attempt football. His health was
rotten ; and, altogether, he was a
miserable object. 4 |
He had learned what was the cause
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Peecle’s sneer wvery much; but his
heart was heavy for his wilful chum.
Ele felt that the opinion of the
juniors was well founded; the Hcead
could not let Mornington remain at
Rookwood after his mutiny. The
flogging that Morny had refused to
submit to would be rescinded now,
doubtless, because the dandy of the
Fourth would be sent away from the
school as soon as he was found. |

Tubby Muffin came up to the group
on the School House steps with an
expression on his face that told of
news. |
1 say, Jimmy! T’ve found some-
thing out |” exclaimed Muffin breath-
lessly. '

“Whose keyhole have you been
favourmmg now ?”’ asked Lovell, with
a Snorte |

“I’ve been talking to the sergeant,”
said Muffin, unheeding. ‘‘I’ve found
out that Morny bought two pounds’
worth of tuck at the school shop
before he sloped. What do you fellows
think of that?”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

" We Lknew that & yesterday,” he
answered.
day, in fact.
old top !

“And you never told me!” said
Tubby reproachfully.

“No.
said Jimmy. “Of course, we ought
to have told you; it would have been
as good as shouting it from the house-
tops.”

“Of course, I'm not going to tell
anybody,”” said Tubby. “But look
here, Morny didn’t want all that grub
for nothing. He couldn’t have wanted
to carry it away with him. It shows

You're late for once,

that he’s hiding somewhere around,
That's

and hasn’t cleared off at all.
what I think. I shouldn’t wonder if
he's skulking in the abbey ruins all
{the time.”’ '

Ard! Tubby Mufin blinked at the

Fistical Four in triumph, as if de-
manded their admiration for his
sagacity.

“Ass!” was Jimmy Silver’s only
remanrk,

“Don’t you think so?” demanded
Lubby. |

“Yes; I think wvou're an ass!”

“L mean, don't you think that
Morny is hiding somewhere about
Rookwood, as he laid in a supply of
grub to last him a long time.”

“Never mind what 1 think,”
grunted Jimmy Silver. “Keep your
silly tongue quiet, Muffin; it’s not
our bizney to give Morny away.”

“*If the sergeant guesses what
Morny wanted the grub for he will
give him away,” said Muffin,

“Well, he hasn’t guessed. Morn
might have been shopping for half a
dozen fellows, for all Kettle knows.”

2 But he wasn’t,” said Tubby. “TI'm
jolly svell going to look for him. Of
course, I'm not going fo give him
away I wouldn’t; I'm too honour-
able ! But if he’s hiding in the abbey
ruing-—-—" |

“Shut up I breathed Jimmy Silyer’

siuddenly.  Carthew, of  the Sixth,

was coming towards the School House

and he had already caught Tubby
Muffin’s words.

But Tubby had his back to the pre-
fect, and he did not see any reason for
shutting up. | - |

“The abbey ruins is the most likely
of his troubles, and he was_quite sin-
cere when he said to me: “I wish

that when I was a youngster someone.

had warned me of the folly T was
committing, and prevented me from
going on with it. It’s too late now.”
Those heavy lifts‘of which he had
been so proud had ruined his health
and drained his body of all energy
and vitality. |
When I have seen youngsters ten

and twelve years of age encouraged

in the raising of heavy weights I have
felt sorry for them, and wished I had

the power to send to prison those who.

encouraged them.
An Old Football-case.
Have you got such a thing?

Just the outside leather casing of a
ciscarded Association football, If
you have the chance of"getting one,
take 1t like a shot, for you are in
luck’s way. That old case can be
converted into a means of exercise
valuable for maintaining health, and
at the same time of benefit to the
muscles. . -

Ifivst of all, set to work and sew up
any gaps in the stitching, using a big
needle and a bit of waxed thread.

This done, get a bit of canvas, or

such material, about six . inches by
four inches, just big enough, when
the ball 18 filled, to shove inside and
smoothly cover up the slit where the
lacing comes. An old leather boot-

lace will serve as a lace, if this is.
Tmissing.

Now fill the ball. It doesn’t matter
a great deal what you use as filling

| all”? gasped Tubby.

“The day before yester-

That was an oversight,”

say grub !

together.

Do
you know where to get hold of one?

strengthen
you a fine chest, and develop your
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lace,” continued Tubby. You see, | “He had to take his medicine sooner

l ﬁr:} cleared off while they were hunting

tor him 1m Rookwood, + and—stop
stamping on my foot, Lovell, you
beast '——and came back afterwards.
What ate you making faces at me for,
Jimmy Silver 2"

“ Mufhn !”  Carthew came up and

took the fat Classical by the shoulder.
Tubby Muffin spun round with a
Fasp.
; “OQ, I—I didn’t see you, Carthew !
“Were you speaking of Morning-
ton 7" asked Carthew, with a glitter in
his eyes.

“Nunno.”

“Whom were you speaking of,
then 2"

ESI I I e

“ Answer me!” snapped Carthew,
shaking Tubby by the shoulder.
“0w! I-—1 wasn’t speaking - at
“1—I1—1 was
just. histening to Jimmy Silver, you
know. He was jawing. He’s always
jawing, you know, Carthew! Ow!

Stop shaking me !

“You were speaking of Morning-
ton,” said Carthew, with a glare at
the fat Clagsical. **You think he is

| hiding in the abbey ruins?”

=Ohimol. 1 I'm ~sure i he isn’t!”’
stuttered Tubby, ‘“I don’t think for
a moment that he’s anywhere near
Rookwood at all, Carthew. He got
the grub for a~—a—a picnic, I think.”

o What grub 2”7

“Eh? Did L say grub?” gasped
Tubby helplessly., *‘1 didn’t mean to
Leave my

say grub-—yvaroooh ! ear

| alone, you beast!” wailled Muthn. -

Carthew did not leave Tubby’s fat

ear alone till he bad given it an
| agonising

twist, which elicited a

fresh how!l from Tubby. Then he

{ turned to Jimmy Silver & Co. with

“ You knesw that Mornington was |

hiding about Rookwood 7’ he said.
“Wee. know nothing about it,”
answered Jimmy curtly.
“But you think so?"

“What we think 18 our own busi-

nesgs,”

Carthew glanced round, and called
Bulkeloy of the Sixth, 'who ‘was
coming aloug the path with Neville.

“ Bulkeley, will you come with me ?
I’ve reason to suppose that Morning-
ton 1s inside the walls of Rookwood,
after all.’”

“The place has been pretty well
searched,” said Bulkeley. = .

“Ie could have come in after the

‘search was over, while éverybody was
|

in the Form-rooms.” gl
“Well, I suppose he could,” said

y { the captain of Rookwood doubtfully.

““Where are you thinking of looking
for him?”’ '
“In the abbey ruins, first.”
“Well, I’ll' come, of course.”
- The two prefects walked  away

Jimmy Silver &
olances.

“All U P with “Morny, if he’s
there,”” said Lovell, with a whistle.
“T suppose he's there. After all,
where could he be ? Somebody would

Co. exchanged

“have -seen him by this time if he’d
left, and he must have had some sort
of shelter last night.”

“Well, he couldn’t keep up this
cgame for ever,”

satd Jimmy Silver.

so long as you get the

case
thoroughly filled, so that it is
thoroughly firm when you have

hinished, just as 1t would be if it had
the airfilled bladder inside. What
does matter 15 the weight of the ball
when filled. It shouldn’t be more
than five or six pounds., A combina-
tion of sand and sawdust would do
very well, the sawdust giving the
bulk while the sand furnishes the
weight.  The great thing is to get
the case quite havd and the weight
correct. Be careful in adjusting the
canvas over the lacing slit. Tace the
ball tightly, and {uck in the loose
end. :
You have now whal is known as a

«medicine ball, and one quite as ser-

viceable as you'd have to pay about
thirty shillings for at an athletic out-
fitters. It won't be quite so big, but
good enough, With the medicine
ball you can get amusement and exer-
cise without limit.  You can use it by

-yourself, and just as well when you.

can get half a dozen other chaps to
enter into the recreations There’s
nothing monotonous about its use.
It will 1mprove your carriage,
heartt and lungs, give

muscles,  The big and important
muscles of the front of the body, and
all over the back, are called into play
without the slightest fear of strain-

ng.

But exercise out of doors with it if
you can. A six-pound ball dropping
on the bed-room floor is by no means
good for the ceiling underneath,

I wonder what made me |

F'
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or later. But if that fat duffer had
held his tongue—-"" | |
“Well, 1 Ilike that!” exclaimed

Tubby Muffin indignantly, rubbing |
“ Wasn’t I keeping 1t dark?

his ear.
I’ve had my ear pulled because 1
wouldn’t give Morny away. Ow!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. waited for
Bulkeley and Carthew to return.
They had little doubt that the pre-
fects would bring the missing junior
with them, -and that that day was the
last Valentine  Mornington - was
destined to spend within the old walls
of ‘Rookwood,

The 6th Chapter.
AL Sentenced,

“No  sign of him' here,’ said
Bulkeley. i

He was glancing over the mossy
ruins that had once been Rookwood
Abbey. Save for the birds twitter-
ing in the trees that grew among
the old masses of masonry, there was
no sign of life about the place.

““He would 'be out of sight, of
course,” said Carthew. *“I'm going
to look in the vaults I've found ous
that he laid in a supply of grub; and
that looks as if he had a hiding-place
somewhere close by,”.

“Well, let’s see.”

The two Sixth-formers descended

&\

the old stone steps, to tho opening of

the vaults. The oaken door was
closed, and Carthew, as he examined
the padlock, grinned. The padlock
had been forced.

He threw open the door suddenly.

There was a glimmer of licht
within, instead of the intense dark-
ness that might have been expected.
It showed that the vault was tenanted.

And tenanted it was. A bicycle

lamp was burning on a small box,
and close by it, on a rug and a coat,
lay Valentine Mornington—reading.

He turned his head as the door
opened, and the daylight glimmered
mnto his underground retreat.

Therve were signs of a meal on the

stone floor about him. Mornington
had lunched, on the supply he had
laxd in—and which had been the-
means of betraying him.

tion In the vault tiresome enough,
though his obstinate pride would not
allow him to surrender. Two- or
three books lay about; the only

| means he had of occupying his mind
m his solitude.

Mornington stared up at the bwa

prefects, blankly.

Never was a fellow more c¢om-
pletely  taken by surprise, than
Valentine Mornington was at that
moment.

He bhad supposed that his rotreat
was  pertectly secure; having re-
mained outside the walls while the
scarch for him was zoing on. And

“having given the impression that he

had run away from the school, he
had not expected another search.
Neither would one have taken place.
but for the too-active tongue of
Regmald Muftin. But the runaway
was fairly caught now: and Carthow

grinned with satisfaction at the sicht

of him. |
1 thought so!” he remarked.
“Oh!” exclaimed Mornington.
For a moment or two he stared,

The ball is used for throwing one
to another, if several are taking part,
and for lifting by various movements,
if exercising alone, In any case, try
to. keep position shown in the dia-
gram for standing and holding the
ball. | v

Next week I will explain some of
the exercises.

Muscle Tricks.
Here is a test of muscle—there is

something of ‘a trick in it also— that '

two chaps may get some amusement
out of.  Kach sits down on the
opposite sides of a rather narrow
table.  Kach then places hig right,
upper arm across the table, elbow
firmly planted, palm facing towards
the left. The two arms should ba
opposite, so that the hands meet and
cross flatly, palm against palm, Each

takes a firm grip.

ach then pushes away to the left,
so as to force his opponent’s arm over
until the knuckles touch the table,
bemg careful that the elbow does not
rise from the table-top during the
process. It is not allowed that either
leaves his seat during the contest.

The winning trick is not to make
any eftort to force over
opponent’s hand as soon as the word

“Go ” i1s given, but just to concen- |

frate on holding the original position.

Then, when the other fellow shows |

signs of relaxing his effort, to put in
all the strength one has.

Try this. Sit down on a chair,
with the longer part of the thighs

extending beyond the chair edge,

NG

T hree -Halfpencs

Probably

he found his sclf-imposed incarcera-

the

| right.
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blankly; and then, dropping his
volume, he made a spring, with the
evident intention of fleeing up the
vaults. | _
But Carthew was too quick ' for
him.
‘He leaped af the junior, and
grasped him as he rose. Mornington
struck out fiercely, and Carthew
yelled. \
Lend

““ Bulkeley ! me # hand,

«can’t you?!”

“I'm coming.”

Mornington was fighting like a
wild cat, and Carthew, alone, might
not have succeeded in holdine him.
But Bulkeley’s powerful grasp was,
?G{OH added to that of the other pre-

ect. i

“ Better come quietly,” said the
captain of Rookwood, grimly.

Mornington panted.

“Hang you! Let me alone!””

He still struggled and kicked.
Bulkeley gripped his collar, and half-
led, half-carried him out of the vault,
still struggling.

“Take his other arm, Carthew.”

“I’ve got the young cad,” growled
Carthew, twisting Mornington's arm.
" Now, be quiet, you cheeky little.
beast.””

kb Oh:
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“You needn’t twist his arm,
Carthew,” " said Bulkeley, sharply.
“We've got him safe enough. He
will get enough from the Head.”

Carthew gave a grunt; and the two’
prefects led Mornington out of the
ruins, with a tight grip on his arms.
They did not mean to give him a
chance to break loose and escape.

There was a shout as they entered -
the school quadrangle, with the
prisoner marching between them. -

‘A dozen {fellows gathered round
at once.

“Morny! It’s Morny !’

“Morny, by gad!” cjaculated
smythe, of the Shell. “Dear old .
Morny, led like a lamb to the merry
slaughter,” .

Mornington’s face was crimson, as
the prefects marched him towards the
School House. A crowd followed.
them, gathering in numbers every

you cad!” gasped Morning-

moment. The news spread quickly

that the runaway had been recap-
tured. _ |
~Jimmy Silver & Co., met Morn-

ington’s glance, as he came up the
steps.  They were looking serious. Tt
was only too clear what was going to
happen to Mornington, when he was
handed over to the Head. -

Mornington’s lip curled.
“They’ve got me, you sce,” hs
satd coolly, / S |
It was bound to come, socner or |
later, old chap,” said Jimmy Silver,
“But Pm sorry.” :
" All the same, I’'m nat goin’ to be
flogged !””. saidd Mornington, “I said
I wouldn’t, and T won't!”’
Jimmy Silver made no reply to
that. He was pretty certain that it
was something more serious than: s .
flogeing that Valentine Moruington
had to expect now. g
There was. a step in the dogrway,
and the juniors backed away as the
Head "appeared. Dr. @hisholm had
seen the procession across the quad,
from his study window.
(Continued on the back page.)
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Invite your chum to sit down imme-:
diately opposite you, and with @ his
Knees close ' together.  Open your.
Knees, and enclose his, inside of your.
Knees close against the outside of his
knees. Now challenge him to IMOVe:
his knees wide apart, without shifting .
his feet, against the inward pressure
of your knees. If he thinks he can
do this easily, it is more than likely
that he’ll come up against a serious
disappointment. )i A
. This is also a first-class exercise as
well as a muscle test, one that
develops muscles otherwise not often
brought fully into use. |
Get hold of a fellow who believes
he has a strong neck. Tell him you
¢an force him to go backwards using
a single finger. He won’t believe you,
If you insist that you can, he’ll pro-
bably challenge you to try. Agree,
provided that he takes up the posi-
tion you suggest, It is to stand per-
fectly upright, feet close together.
Tell’ him he may tense his muscles,

j‘&ﬁpecially those of the nack Al la

chooses, but that with your forefinger
yowll be able to inove him back-
wards. ' ek
- So you can, by pressing with the
edge of your finger upon the narrow
bit of cartilage that separates the two
nostrils.  Don’t press mto his face,
but into the cartilage and upwards,
as though you meant lifting his nose
off his face. He’ll go backwards all-

(Be surc u'ﬂ,a’, read newxt Jfgndgy’g
splendid article. ) B8




THE
i ADVENTURERS!

%:} (Contintued from previous page. )
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superstition. And, as they sped for the
shore, amidst the fleet of admiring
and seared canoeists, Lal tried to ex-
plain the principle of the steam-engine
to  Fishook m the few words of
Eskimo which he had already picked
~up with the veadiness of the Bengali.

But Fishook was a little shy of Lal,
He could not understand why Lal was

black, but had made up his mind"

- that Lal had lived in his igloo for a
long time, and had got covered with

the soot of the lamp, and had not had

a wash. |
This made the boys laugh when it

was explained to them ; for up in these

cold seas Lal was not too fond of his
bath.

“Ah, you have  found = him,
Bulkeley !” he ‘exclaimed. :

“Ves, sir! He was-in the abbey
- vault.” |
~ “T found him, sir,” said Carthew,
with a sour look at Bulkeley. The
bully of the Sixth did not mean to
lose the credit—such as 1t was—ol
having recaptured the runaway. I
asked Bulkeley to come with me."”

SRR s corebe; il st At Bega
Bulkeley, * Carthew found out gome-

diffioulty.

NEXT MONDAY’S ATTRACTIONS.

There will be another splendid
instalment of our grand new serial
on the programme for next Monday.
Now, I want all ‘of you, mniy chums,
to let me have your opinion of this
new gtory, and that you can do by
dropping me a postecard bearing
your candid criticigm in as fow words
as possible, You see, it i8 a difficult
proposition to ~cater for the many
thousands of my readers, and I have
selocted thig magnificent noew story
with the idea that it will satisfy all
tastes. You all know Mr., Bidney
Drew. When 1 say that, I mean
thati you all have read from {ime to
time his splendid storics, and per-
haps it 18 worth mentioning, this
brilliant author quictly told me that
this latest work of his 18, in his
opinion, the finest that ever fHowed
from hig pen. IR

That sounds jolly promising, doesn’t
it? I want you all to give Mr,
Sidney Drew such a hearty welcome
back to our pages asg he is never
likely to forget, and the best way of
showing your appreciation is to tell
vour friends of this new attraction

in the old “Green *Un,” and advise

them to start reading at once

“THE GOLDEN TRAIL !’
By Sidney Drew, -

Next on the list of good things is
a ripping complete story of Rook-
wood $Hchool which brings the reck-
less' junior,. Valentine Mornington,
into the limelight, as 1t were.
the title suggests, he receives the full
sentence for his misdeeds, but Morny
1s as cheerful as ever. Be sure and

read

““SACKED! " |
By Owen Congusest.

Another thrilling instalment of our
cinema, serial will interest all the fol-
lowers of Phil Fernie and his quest
for the hidden treasure. T.uke and
Paul Carney prove themselves to be
very  resourceful foes, and Joe
osdyke and his party are continually
up against their cunning plans. You
Wﬂ}:i discover how they fare when you
vea

“THE STAR OF THE FILMS !
By Tom Bridges,

Also amother splendid, complete
story of Frank Richards & Co., of
Cedar Creek,is on the programme for
next Monday. Mr. Penrose, the
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plain the generation of steam dn

| the 1gloo. .

Write to me whenever you arw in doubt or
All letters should be addressed:
“Mha BEditor, the Boys” FRIEND, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C, 4.

As

| off.

S0 when My, TLal 'Tata had
Houndered about a bit, trying to turn
a piston-rod into Eskimo, and to ex-
a
tubular-boiler, he gave it up as a bad
job, and promised to give. Arty a
hiding if he did not stop laughing.

Soon they reached the beach and
the water-front of Narvik. It was a
rough-looking place, consisting of a
number of groups of stone igloos and
storehouses, roofed over with stones
and turf. -

Fishook swas evidently the swell of
the place, for his house had a window
of skin m il, and was very stylish.

He said that they must all come in
and see Mrg, IMishook, who was nside

An Eskimo igloo, whether it be a
snow or a stone igloo, has no front
door. It 18 approached by a tunnel,
over which 18 stretched a curtain of
walrug-skin, |

Kishoolk went down on his hands

and kneos when he reached his front- .
door, and one by one the boys crawled

how that he was in the abbey ruins,
I don’t know how.” |

“T am vory glad of it, Carthew.
Mornington——""  "The
his stern eyes upon the mutineer.of
the Hourth.

NMornington met them calmly.

His obstinate spirit was still unsub-
dued., The c¢rowd of Rookwooders
looked on in silence. "

“Hoere | am agam, sir,”
Mornington, flippantly. **Sorry

said
to

show up 1n such a grubby state, but
the vaults are not over-clean, and I
was rather short of a change of
clobber, " |

“Morny,” whispered Erroll, who
had come out on the steps, and he
gave his chum & beseeching look.

editor of the “Thompson Press,” en-

deavours to increase the circulation of
his paper by an ingcmous wheeze.
Whether or not the scheme mate-
rialises you will learn from |

““THE HIDDEN HUNDRED ! **
By Martin Clifford. ' .

And a long instalment of our
gchool-ship serial - dealing with  the
adventures of Dick Dorrington & Co.,
15 full of exciting nterest. Mu.
Iishook proves himself to be a very
lively [ and Arty, the

G 'm.l‘uct_er,i _
gtrong boy, provides a thrill for the

“boys by challenging the Eskimo to

a bout of fisticuffs. You must not
i3 [N |

“ THE SCHOOLBOY ADVEN-
TURERS ! |

By Duncan Storm.

JIn addition to this full programme
there 1s another instructive article on
how to keep fit. All of you, my
chums;, should make a point of read-
ing these splendid articles, as they
will prove very useful to you. If
any of you are in need of advice con-
cerning your health, write to our
Health KEditor, who will answer all
queries FREK! Don’t miss this
splendid opportunity. In conclusion,

let me advise you all again to read

S HEALTH AND EXERCISE !
By Percy Longhurst.

.

AN ISLAND OF CHARM.

“This 18 a wonderful little 1sland
of ours. |

- “Small 1n reality as it may seem {o
be on the nlap, it is, nevertheless,
rich and gifted in old shistory and
traditions, many of which have in-

-spired the famous Manx asuthor, Sir

Hall Caine, with material for his
delightful books. |

“Let me begin with a very in-
teresting old superstition attached to
the Church of St. Trinian’s. Three
times a roof has been erected on the
church, and thrice the roof has fallen
The older islanders attribute
this fact to the work of the fairies.
Impossible as this sounds, the strange
superstition still holds goad, and no
further attempts have been made to
finish the building. |

““Another curious superstition is
attached to the Castle of Rushen, a,
fine, well-kept structure in the south

9

Head fixed

g

on their hands and knees, following
in the wake of Mr. Lal Tata.

Mrs. Fishook, an extraordinary fat
HEskimo lady, was seated in the igloo,
though it was a bright and .sunny
day, sewing by the light of a blubber-
lamp. She
same as Fishook, in a deerskin aateah
or shirt, which is made of the deer-
skin, with the hair turned inwards,
and 1s worn by the Hskimos in winter

THE BOYS' FRIEND

was dressed much the

and summer. - And she wore a pair of

sealskin trousers and neat boots or
kamiks of sealskin, soled with the
heavier leather of the square flipper-
seal. . Over her shirt she wore the
same hooded jumper or kooletah as
her husbhand wore.
time, this was made of sealskin, but
for winter it 15 made of fox or deer-
skin..

At the sight of Lal’s black face
crawling in through the tunnel, Mrs.

Being summer-

i, Ty ey

Kishook dropped the fur boot she was

chewing, to supple it, and let loose
a yell like a foghorn.
For a moment the boys were taken

Ky 'y

Moruy nodded to him coolly.
The Head’s brow darkened.

“1 find you as flippant and disre- | You will be confined in the punish- |

spectful - as ever, Mornington,” he
said, harshly. “However, you will

not find much further scope for your

mpudence at Rookwood. I shall not
administer the flogging to which you

were sentenced 7
“Oh, good,” said Mornington,
coolly. -

"“ Because,” said the Head, raising
his voice a hittle, *“because it will not
be necessary to chastise you, Morn-
ington, as you are leaving Rookwood
to-day, for ever.” '

Mornington did not finch.

“Leavin’  Rookwood!”” he
peated, calmly. *1Is that so?” '

“Did you expect me to allow you

re-

of the island which has stood the
slege of Robert Bruce. |

“The legend has it that on wild
and stormy nights & woman haunts
the outer gates of the castle.

“A gentleman who was noted for
hig veracity was sure he saw a
woman taking refuge by the gates
one wild evening. :.f-

to remain in the school after your |
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“Thinking it strange that anyone
should seek shelter in such an open

spot, he crossed the road, but mme-
diately the apparition  disappeared
throtigh the locked gates.

“An interesting feature of this
castle 18 the old clock presented by
Queen Klizabeth, which still keeps
good time, and 18 the recognised town

clock.
“Verily, the wvisitor to Castle
will find much to interest

Rushen
him, FHere, too, we have Peel Uity,

the old-fashioned but pretty fishing |

‘part of the island, the place from

Zealand: Messrs, Gordon & Goteh, Ltd,

which Sir Walter Scolt gained in-
spiration for hig * Poveril of the
Peak,” o fact which will probably
mterest Scofeh readors,

“T'here are countless more attrac
tive places of interest, not thoe least
being the capttal itself, Douglas,
famed throughoult the British Isles
as one of the prettiest and sunniest
holiday resorts. By the time this
appears in print—if the Ed., is kind
enough to confer that honour upon

me-~the Isle of Man will have
thrown aside the cloak of winter,
and overywhere will be seen the

signg of summer, the green ficlds and
trecs, the peaceful and {ranquil
waters of the bay, dotted here and
there with fishing-smacks, and the
gay promoenades, reminding all that,
although small, the island is not
behind its fellow-resorts in the way
of sweetness and charm.”

pent i by Arthur Moore, 2.
Marina Road. Douglas, I.O.M., to
whom I am forwarding the sum of
half-a-crown, | ,

W R ]

THE FIRST SUBMARINE.
“Mﬂfl_'ly people think that the first

submarine was invented about the
year 1800. This, however, is not
correct, for a suomarine was de-
signed as early as 1620 by a man
named Van Drebbel. His  sub-
marine consisted of an ordinary
wooden boat encased in a  well-

greased leather jacket, and was pro-
pelled by means of oars which passed

; 21'

throngh holes made watertight by

flexible collars. When submerged,
alr was admitted through a hollow

mast projecting above the surface of

the water. 'This submarine was sup-
posed to have made a voyage under
water from Westminster to Green-
wich, a .distance of about -eight
miles.” |

Sent 1n by L. F. Herbert, 5, New
College Liane, Oxford, to whom I am
forwarding half-a-crown.

d Press, Limited, The Fleetway Bouse, Farringdon Steet, n‘ndnn.E.{l 4, Advertixem
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GARDENING.

ang. They ‘call it grovelling.

Price

aback. Then they realised that Mus.
Fishook had never seen a black man
before.

As a matter of fact, Mrs. Fishook
did not go out of her house, and was,
therefore, a bit behind the times, so
she had never seen or heard of a black
man before.

“Yoo-hoo!” she yelled, starting up
from*her seat in the igloo, and coming
near upsetting the lamp of blubber
that burned in the carved stone basin.

Then she had another.look at Lal,

‘and liked 1t less than the first.

“Yoo! Hoo !
bellowed.

Fishook, in a setream of ginger-
beer-cork language, was trying {o
assure Mrs. Fishook that l.al was not
Puniak, the Evil Demon, come to eat
her up.

And Lal himself tried to create a

Hoo! Hoo !” she

better imptression.

“Mprs. Fishook, my dear madams,”

said he, “‘don’t be frightsome of
me. I am Hindu gontlemans, M.

Chaterjee Lal Tata, M.A.,

Jaleutta

conduct? I shall certainly not do so.
ment-room , until your guardian
arrives to take you away. [ shall not
trust you to go alone; I shall hand
you over. to your guardian, and then
my responstbility towards you will

ington to the punishmentaoom, lock
him in, and bring the key to my
study.”’

“Yes, sir,” said Bulkeley.

He drew Mornington, gently

enough, imto the house as the Ilead
retired. Kit Hrroll pressed. nearer

to his chum.
““Morny, old chap!” he whispered.
A2
gald

Al

serene-—1'm  game,”

MEXICO.

“Mexico, to most people, almost
mstantly suggests a vague sense of,
mystery, surly looks, picturesque
clothing, revolver-shots, and hot and
dusty plains. For the romantic
young it holds delightful attraction
and speculation; but for the old or
practical little else but contempt at
its shallowness. R

“But a future certainfy awaits it.
Its 1napproachable fertility, = the
luscions glamour of its scenery, and
ite great mineral wealth together will,
whenever its hot-headed inhabitants
settle down to peaceful employment,
instead of having a blood-telling revo-
lution every few months, carry it to
the forefront of producltive nations.

“In the dim, misty past a native
wople  called  Toltecs  inhabited
&\/Imim, and very little evidence of
their customs and ways of living have
survived the ages, We know, how-
ovor, that they worshipped the sun
and snakes, that they made human
snorifices, and were religious in their
own way, covering the country wilh
their  temples, Aztecs, o much
stronger people, arrived and con-
quered the Toltecs.  Mhen comes the
dark stain i the history of Megico-
the absolutely horrifying story of
Spanish  generals-con:
guest. How he arrived in an appa
rently peaceful search for gold, then
round on the unsuspecting
Aztecs, and slaughtered and slaugh-
tered until the natives cowered down
i complete, terrified subjection,
Then a very nightmare of an exist-
ence was tendered to the vanquished
Aztecs by their Spanish conquerors,

~and lasted nearly three hundred vears

until 1820, when the Mexicans,
goaded 1nto a positive fury of hate,
fung oft the cruel Spanish voke for

once and for all time.”

Sent in by John J. Quin, Barn-
bank, Penicuik, N.B., to whom I am

forwarding the sum of five ghillings.

[Ee—— —y

- dome People simply hate garden-
Well,
that 1s just how you look at it. Of
course, you cannot have all the beds
raised on trestles, like high desks, for
convenient working.
drought would be horrid, as the mois-
ture would all drain off. But there
are thousands of attractive features
about gardemng, if you take the busi-
ness seriously. ' T'he processes of
plants are so many miracles. . There
are worse things than mowing.a lawn
as a recreation after a day in the City.
It sort of steadies the nerves. And
there is room for thought and origi-
nality in the business. The old idea
of a front garden in the town districts
was of a stretch of turf, and a few
beds arranged with Ilobelias, pyre-
thrum, begoniag, and  scarlet gera-
niums, with a dash of yellow calceo-

If you did the

Thres Haifpsnce ’

Bulkeley, kindly take Morn- |

~a whole lot of rough-looking

.

University. I am quite peaceable
persons and I do not bite exeept when
I eat my dinners!” i |

But Mrs. Fishook was still greatly
afraid of Lal and his black face and
his pink turban. She yelled again and
again. And at the sound of her yells
| skimo
dogs, that looked more like a pack of
wolves than a team %©of respectable
sledge-dogs, rushed into the igloo to
see what was the matter. And as the
boys and Lal and their hostess pretty
well filled the igloo already there wag
not much room for a dog-fight.

But they had one pretty soon, for
Tootik, the leading sledge-dog, sud-
denly discovered his rival, Kotuk, in
the 1gloo.

Without a bark of warning he flew
at Kotul’s throat, and started to tear
him to pieces, and as soon as the fight
started, the rest of the dogs joined in
a terrible, all round, go-as-you-please
cup-tie of a fight. ’

(Don’t nuss next Monday's long instal-
ment ofthis magnificent story. ) |

Mornington, “I rather expected the
chopper to come down! I don’t care!
I'm fed with Rookwood, anyhow.”

And Mornington disappeared with

‘the captain of Rookwood. The bell

was rimgmne now, and the Classical
Fourth went to their form-room for
their detention. But there was no
wrath now towards the cause of their
detention: there was hardly a fellow
in the form who did not feel sorry for
the wilful, hapless youth, locked in
the punishment-room, there to wait
the swiftly-approaching hour when

he was to lcok his last upon Rook-

wood School. |
| THE END.

(Next Monday's long, complete story of -

Roakwood is entitled * Sacked !’ by Owen
Conguest. Be sure and read it!)

larias in the middle. It is all very
well in 1ts way, but not a very good
way, and most monotonous at that.
You get a far more interesting cffect
far cheaper with a little care and 4
few packets of seeds, or a chance
bunch or two of perennial plants from
a working gardener.

- What’s the matter with a bed filled
with scarlet Tom Thumb nasturtiums,
or another brilliant with pink and
crimson sweet williams? @ As a rule,
the rockwork corner of @ suburban
garden 1s a failure.
wretched after a season or two. Ferns
set 1n three feet of good soil in a
shady corner will serve, but a garden
wants looking after. It is no good

allowing .a few ugly-looking laurel-'

bushes to grow on season after sea-
son. ' They must be ruthlessly cut
from the top, to
growth to have a chance.

Gardening is  simple, aided by
such a book as *“The Hobby Garden.”
a capital little book, written by A. C.
Marshall. ° The smallest plot can be

turned into a gem garden with a

little. attention and knowledge. Your
“lawn 7 may be only a few yards
square, but if you sink it a foot or
lwo, and arrange to have some
clugter-roscs round it in a trellis,
which, yow can make yourself, you
will have something to look at the
sutnmer through, which will make the
world seem all the brighter.

FOLLOWING IN FATHER'S
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A corvespondent from  Stoke-on-
Lrent writes: © Some time. back I
mtended wriling to you, but do so
now belore postage goes up, as 1
thought you would be interésted to
hear that my husband has been a
reatder of the Boys’® IRIEND since his

bhoyhood, and now our childeen fol-

£

low in father’s footsteps. It is a

regular seramble to get the paper. T

am as bad as the rest. Being a bed-
fast invalid, reading 1s my only plea-
sure. I have been 1ll in bed seven
years, being only thirty-two when laid
aside, so you will guess what a book
1s to me.. We have a well educated,

well read, and very clever old gentle-
man who comes to tea once a fort-

night. His one topi¢ is books. My
husband asked him whether he had
read some of our favourite stories,
but our friend made scornful remarks,
He was persuaded to look at the tales,
and a fortnight afterwards he was
asked if he liked them.
man !’ he cried.

indeed to your publications!”
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- look. for him..

The 1st Chapter.
Two on the Trail.

Bob Lawless jumped off his horse
outside the Beaucleres’ cabin on the

creek, 1n the glimmer of the early
. osuntise. | -
Over the distant snowy summits of
the Rocky Mountains to the east, the
sun was ghmmering red m the dawn
of a summer day.
Farly as the hour was, the door of
the cabin was open, and Vere Beau-
clerc came out quickly to meet his

chum as the rancher’'s son dis- |
mounted. e

“Any news of Frank?” he asked
eagerly. | --

Bob Lawless shook his head.

“Nope. It’s pretty clear that

Ifive-Hundred-Dollar Jones has roped
him in, Cherub.”

“Ulear enough,” said Beauclere.
“But, you're mnot going to school
to-day, Bob?” '

Nt el I rank
tound,” answered  Bob . & Lawless.
“Popper’s asked Miss Meadows for
lewve for me. 1 guess I couldn’t
think anuch of school work while swve
don’t  know what’s happened to
Hranlk, You're not going?”

N
 “LUve got an wdea,” continued Bob.
“The sherifi and his men have been
hunting  for  Five-Hundred-Dollar
Joues for days now, and they haven’t
found a trace of himni.
think he’s lighted out of the valley
for good.”

“1t looks lLike 1t——r

“l guess not. When we had the
tussle with him at White Pine his
horse was  kiled and he lost
vifle.  He hasn’t bheen able to get
another horse. Every galoot in the

3

valley 18 on the watch for him now, |

and 1f he was heard of anywhere it
would be reported in Thompson at
once. I guess he’s lying low, Cherub.
And, wherever he 15, 1 guess IFrank
Richards is, too-—a prisoner.”
Beauclere nodded.
“But where?” he asked.

- Bob  Lawless made a gestuie
towards the dark mass of ' the

Thompson Hills, in the distance.

“He must have taken to the hills,”
he said. L guess he’s lying low up
among the rocks, like a hunted wolf,
waiting il  the  sewrch  for him
slackens down. Then we shall hear
of Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones again,
you bet. ., But IL've got an idea,
Cherub.”

el LY

[ of
said Bob determinedly.  “I'm: going
to camp out there and keep on the
trail till 1 find out something about
Frank. Will you come?”
~ Beauclerc looked wvery thoughtful.

“1’ll come, vight enough,” he suid,

“But my' father——"
o811 haven’t teold. popper.,” said
Boh, colouring a little. ‘“I've lefl a
note with Billy Cook to give lim.
I’ve told him I can’t rest while poar
old Frank is lost, and I'm going to
Iy can’t do anything
else, . Cherub—I've got to go.
I’ve brought nmiy rifle and some grub,
enough for a few days. Where's
Your popper now?’”’ o |
 “Gone down to Kamloops,” an-
swered Beauclerc. ‘‘“He won't be
back for a couple of days.”

“Then come with me, . You may
be back before he comes home. Any-
how, you ‘can’ leave a message lor
him.”’ y iy

“T’'m game, Bob.”

4 Then hustle, old chap, and let’s
et started.” -

“Right-ho!”

In a few minutes
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law knew that the search for him

_}E{.,. -

left a written message pinned to the |

pine table for his father, and had led
He locked up

mounted their horses and rode away
across the green plain, glinmering in
the wising sun. Both of them were
looking servious enough. It was no
hght matter to venture
trackless recesses of the: foot-hills 1m

search of the desperado who for weeks

had heen the terrov of the Thompson
Valley. : |

But neither of them hesitated.
Frank Richards, if he still lived, was
a prisoner in the hands of the out-
Jaw, and there was little « that his

MARTIN

the

imto the |

By . : .
CLIFFORD. .

¥

his chums, Bob Lawless and Beau-
cler¢, would be searching for him far
and wide, and for a day or two he
had hoped that they might succeed,
somehow, i tracking the ’Krisco out:
law to his lurking-place in the foot-
hills of the Thompson range. But
that hope had nearly died away now.

Frank’s face was pale and worn as
he rose slowly from the buftalo-robe
and began to kindle a fire of brush-
wood and pine-cones at the mouth of
the cave to prepare the morning
meal. That task had been imposed
on him by his captor. Five-Hundred-
Dollay Jones did not allow his hap-

~Dollar Jones, with a grin.

e Coe

-

less prisoner to remain idle.

4 Prics

was going on actively, and that it
was necessary to lie low.
search mnever came near the lonely
ravine high up in the foot-hills.

“I guess you're sorry by this time

~you ook a hand in the game, Frank

Richards,” sa1d the
malignantly. LRl
“No,” said Frank quietly.
“1 ouess you will be, then, afore
we're done,” said. Fi-ve-—iizndred-
s soon
as L can gets o horse, we're lighting
out of this for the north-west, and
you're coming with me. When we
part company, you’ll be left among

outlaw

the Injuns on the Yukon, and you’ll y

liever see white men agin, I guess.
You'lll have plenty of time to be
sorry for goin’ after Five-Hundred-
Dollar Jones’ scalp, I reckon. I'm
ol ”L'If:rwn imto the valley to-day

| oo

Ifrank looked up quickly.

“And you’d better hope that I
come back safe,” grinned the outlaw.
I T don't, I guess yowll be a gone
COON., il

Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones finished

his  breakfast, and rose’ from the
boulder upon which he had been
sitting. He stepped out of the

narrow opening of the cave, and

Krank Richards made a step in the

same  divection. The outlaw turned

upon him with a snarl, his hand

dropping on the knife in his belf.
“Stand back " |

Frank Richards stepped back into

the cave again. For a moment the
desperate thought was in his mind of
springing upon the outlaw, but he
checked himself.  While there was
life there was hope—though the hope
seemed very faint now. o
Outside the opening of the cave,
which was barely two feet across,
stood a huge rocky boulder. Five-
Hundred-Dollay Jonesg grasped 1t,
and, bencding all his great strength
to the task. rolled it close to the cave

chums ‘would mnot have risked to | The outlaw quitted the cave to fill | mouth. - The great boulder com-

-

RESCUED !

the inside ! ”?

““ Hurry up, old fellow-—he might gome back ! |

. Shove away at it, and I'tl help vou from*”
The chums seized upon the great boulder and exerted their strength, while

Frank Richards shoved from inside the cave. The boulder, which had defied Frank's exertions alone, yvielded

. to the eombined force of the three sturdy schoolboys.
open. ‘fFrank!?® said Bob. *‘ Oh Franky, old chap!

"

rescue him. They rode on' without
a halt, and long ere the sun had
reached the meridian, their horses’

hoofs were ringing on the rocks of

the foot-hills.

- 2

The 2nd Chapter.
The Qutlaw’s Prisoner.

“Wake up!’’ | i

A shove from a heavy boot accom-
panied | the . 'words, | and . Hrank
Richards started and awoke.

IHe sat up i the ragged buffalo-
robe which was his only bed on the
floor of the cavern.

Qutside the cave
olimmer of, sunshine

{here
through

- Was el
the

pines in the deep and rocky ravine.:
again, the fifth

It was « moming
sinee  Irank Richards had been a
prisoner 1w the hands
Hundred-Dollay Jones, the outlaw.
During those long and weary days
the schoolboy of Cedar Creek had not
been allowed to stir from the cave.
What was happening at home he
did not know. He was assured that

of Hive- |

‘“No ! breathed Erank,

a tin can at the rivulet that rippled
annd splashed down the steep ravine.
rank looked after him with burning

eyes, and then his glance wandered
{ down the ravine, where the little .
stream leaped from rock to iock on

its way to the plains. Many a time

had Frank’s eyes turned longingly in-

tnav direction during the weary days

he had spent in the outlaw’s cave.

‘He was broiling fish i an iron pan

over the brushwood fire when Hive-.
Hundred-Dollaxy Jones came back to

the cave.
The outlaw looked at him with g
grin. | :

“I guess vou're learming to make

yourself useful, pard,” he remarked,
“This 1s a bit of a change from
Ceday Creek School, eh?”’

Hrank Richards did not answer.

He was wondering desperately how
long this was to last. Since his im-
prisonment in  the cave,
Hundred-Dollar Jotes had hardly left
his retreat for more than an hour at
a time.

rolled 1nto 1ts

Five-

It was evident that the out-

it rolled bheavily aside, and the mouth of the cave was
We’ve found you at last, and you’re not hurt ? *’

pletely blogked the narrow opening
of the cave, save for an inch or two
above, through which the prisoner
within could catch a glimpse of the
sunlight. The thud of the boulder
rolling into ils place was like a knell
to Frank Richarvds’ heart. |
Well he knew that he could not
move 1t from within ; on several occa-
sions already he had been shut in—
when Hive-Hundred-Dollar Jones had
left him for a brief space, and he had

-already tried his strength on the rock.

But the big boulder, which taxed” all
ihe outlaw’s strength, was far beyond
Frank’s power to move.
The twilight of the cave ‘was
changed to darkness as the boulder
place. et e
Frank heard the movements of the
outlaw from without for a fow
minutes, and then there was silence in
the ravine. i
Five-Hundred-Dollar  Jones
gone,
- Where he was gone Frank could
guess—down into the distant fertile

L Was

. Three Halfpance

But “the |

that blocked the entrance.

| glimpse of
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valley of the Thompson River,: there
to attempt to steal a horse from sonic
outlying " ranchland.

Frank moved restlessly about the
cave, '

IHis heart was heavy.

Compared with the dead silence and
solitude that weighed upon him now,
even the company of the ’Frisco out-
law would have been almost welcome. -

Hope was almost dead within him,

Kscape seemed i1mpossible, and
rescue still farther off. So far as ho
could sce, he was to remain the out-
law's = prisoner till Five-Hundred-
Dollar Jones was prepared to flee to
the north-west. And then-
~Frank knew that the outlaw’s threat
was not an idle one. |

His hatred towards the schoolboy
was bitter. It was owing to Hrank
Richards that he had been discovered
in o safe retreat at Cedar Creck,
where he planned to live in disgnise
while he carried out his raidsg in the
valley. But for Frank Richards he
would have ‘been safe 1n his cabin at
Cedar Creek, his identity unknown,
instead of being a hunted fugitive in
the mountains, subsisting upon game
and fish from the stream, and unable
even to flee into a safer quarter.

As soon as he was in possession of

a horse and arms he intended to start

under cover of mght, for the wilds
of the north-west, taking his prisoner

with  him—and  Frank Richards
‘shivered 'as he thought of that
 prospect. . i

Ile came back to the mouth of the
cave, and bent against the boulder
Vain as
he knew the effort to be, he strove
once more to move the great rock.

But it was m vain. The boulder
did not stir under his greatest efforts.
He desisted at last, and sat on a
chunk of rock i the cave to rest.

Behind him the cave, widening con-
siderably, penetrated some distance
into the mountain, Frank had
already explored i1t to 1ts farthest
recess, -in the hope of finding some
other outlet; but there was none.
The cave ended in a wall of rock.

The minutes passed on lcaden
wings. Save for the glimmer of light
through the narrow glit above the
boulder at the cave mouth, the hap-
less prisoner was in darkness. |

By putting his face close to the
rock, bo could sce a marrow strip of
the 'ravine outside, and catch a
the foaming, leaping
torrent. The murmur of the waters
and the cries of wild birds came to his
cars 1n the cave,

Otherwise, the silence was cdeep and
unbroken; and he found himselt at
last longing to hear even the return-
ing footsteps ot the ruffian from
'Frisco. .

But the day wore on in silence.

When he looked through the rift
above the boulder, he could see that
the shadows had letigthened in the
ravine, and knew that 1t was late
afternoon. Another day had almost
passed. What were his friends doing
—-where were they at this moment ?

Krank Richards groaned aloud. The
silence and solitude were terrible;
and if only the outlawy would re-
tarn———-— .. /. -
As that thought passed through hig
mind there came, from outside the
cavle-, the sound of a footfall on the
rock.

Lo i

‘The 3rd Chapter.
- On the Track. ,

* Daylight!” said Bob Lawless,
“Up with you, Cherub!” b
Bob rolled out of his blanket.
The sun that glimmered that morn-
ing into the ravine where Frank
Richards was held a prisoner, crept
over the pines on a rocky plateau
lower down the mountain, where Bob
Lawless' and Vere Beauclere had

camped.

Their horses were staked out in a

thicket among the rocks, and the two
chums had slept, tolled in their
blankets, on’ the hard ground.
- The first day of their quest in the
foothills had passed without result,
and they had camped out, as darkness
came on, to wart for morning, ¢

At the fbirst glimmer of the rising
suin over the pines Bob Lawless
turned out. | L

A hard day’s trailing had .led to
nothing, but the chums of Cedar
Creek were prepared for another day
—and many more days, till they
should find Frank Richards, or, at
least, learn his fate. | i

There was no clue to guide them
in the rocky recesses of the hills, but
there was a chance, at least, of
coming on some “‘sign ” of the lurk-
ing’ outlaw. « Toe that chance they
clung hopefully. | _

“ Better not light a fire,” remarked
Bob, as Beauclerec threw his blanket,
aside and rose. ¢ If that rustler is
anywhere around we don’t want to
give him warning. Cold bully is good
enough for'us.”
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“Quite I’ said Beauclerc.

Bob’s wallet was well stored with
corn-cake and cold beef, and the two
schoolboys made a good breakfast,
washed down by cool, clear water
from g mountain stream.

By the time they had finished the
sun was showing well over the pines
to the east, and it was light enough
to take up the trail again.

“The horses wan’t be any use
higher up in the mountain, Cherub,”
Bob Lawless remarked. “If we're
going higher, I guess we’ll have to
leave the critters here, What do you
think 77

Beauclerc nodded.

“Y was just thinking, Bob. If
Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones is hiding
in the foothills, he hasn’t gone where
horses can follow, I should think, as
he’s on foot.”

*“Correct I’ said Bob. ‘I know,
old: scout, that this is a good bit like
looking for a needle in a haystack,
bat, after all, the bulldozer is some-
where. 1It’s days since he was secn,
and I guess he is running short of
grub—if he has any at all.  And if he
goes out trapping or fishing, we may
come on him, or find his tracks.”

¢ Not much  chance of finding a
track here, Bob,” remarked Beau-
clere, with a glance round at the
rocky waste, shadowed by peaks that
surrounded the schoolboys.

“ Not on the rocks,” answered Bob.
“But where there’s water there’s
sand or mud, and that keeps a trail.
Let’s stake the horses out here and
keep on afoot.”

 Right-ho 1”

“1 guess we can leave them where
they won't be seen if any pesky horse-
thief should come in this direction—
which 1sn’t likely, unless it was Five-
Hundred-Dollar Jones himself.”

The horses were loosened, and the
cAums led them along the plateau to
a spot where therc was a clump of
timber beside a stream.  They were
led into the timber and tethered
there, quitclout of sight from the hill-
side. . The animals weve left on a
long tether, so that they could find
food among the trees.

Wl "f?u‘m "m‘;d}iw'“mwl YOI T lr
Ynn Potlior, wo thint Chey eould A
fooud wmong the troos,

Thoen Bob and his comrade emerged
fram the timber,

Their way lay now up the barren
hillside, and the path before them
was steep and broken, too difficul for |
cven the sure-footed Canadian horses
to traverse.

As tho sun rose higher the hsat of

the summer day set in, and the great
rocks veflected it back. At noonday
the comrades struck upon a leapmg
torrent from the upper hills, and they
were glad enough to quench their
thirst in it, and bathe their heated
faces in the cool water.  There were
no trees at hand, but they sat in the
shelter of a big rock to rest and eat
their midday meal.- The torrent,
splashing from the steep rocks higher
up the migged hillside, formed a pool
at' their feet, and flowed on foria
dozen yards or so before it fell afresh
over. the rocks to a lower level.
' The running waters had washed out
a deep hollow where the pool lay, and
in_ the depths the schoolboys could
sce the fish swimming, probably never
vet disturbéd by the hand of a fisher-
man, unless that of some wandering-
Indian, : f

Thick reeds clustered vound  the
pool, and in the midst of them there
were several nests of wildfowl.

Tt was a wild and lonely gpot, seem-

ingly mever before trodden by a
human foot. :
" Here ‘and there among tho rocks
van straggling bushes, stunted in their
growth, barely drawing life from the
stony soil.

Bob Lawless, as he sat and munched
his corn-cake in the shadow of the big
vock, had his eyes well about him.

' Scarcely a moment had passed during
the day when he was not looking for
1 Sig]’l. 7

‘And suddenly the rancher’s son rose
to his feet and looked round him with
a sharp and suspicious glance, }

His eyes followed the torrent which
camo leaping down from a shadowy
ravine cleft in the rugged mountain-
ok
b Beauclerc rose quickly, as he noted
the gleam in Bob Lawless’ eyes.

“Well, Bob?”’ he asked breath-
lessly. ki

%Y guess we're not the first pilgrims
here, Cherub,” said Bob, in a low
volce. “Didn’t I tell you that where
we found water we might find tracks?
Tiook here!” :

He was examining the straggling
bushes with a keen eye now, and
Beauclerc followed his glance. .

“Somebody’s passed this way,’” said
Bob quietly—*“somebody who ‘shoved
thraugh this bit of thicket. = Some-
body who was coming down from the
ravine  yonder—he couldn’t descend
without passing by here—and he came
through this bush. Iook!”

“Beauclerc looked doubtful.

¢ The few broken- twigs that had

riveted Bob's attention did. not im-
press him to the same extent.

““Some animal,” he suggested. ‘1
dare say animals come to drink ab
this pool, Bob—a bear, perhaps, or ja
coyote.”

Bob Lawless shook his head.

“I guess not! But let’s look
further. Great govhers! What do
you think of this, then? Was that a
bear or a coyate, Cherub?”

He held up a fragment of thread,
which his keen eye had  detected
cinging to a thorn. ¢

It was only a fragment, but the
sight of it made Beauclerc as keen as
his comrade.’

“That's from a man's clothes, I
reckon,” said Bob, his eyes gleaming.
“It came off a coat. Come on!”

The chums were excited now, and

they searched along the pool for
further  ‘“sign,” forgetting . their
lunch.

Their search was soon rewarded.

In the reeds close by the water,
where the ecarth was softened by
damp, was the track of a boot.

Several crushed reeds lay broken,
and in the mud was the print of the
heavy boot, partly filled with coze.

Bob's eyes blazed.

“Look at that, Cherub! 1 guess
whoever made that track was along
here this morning. Some galoot came
down from the ravine, along the
stream, and passed by here, and
stopped to take a drink of water at
the pool. It’s as clear as daylight.”:

1t looks like it,” said Beauclerc.
“But don’t jump too fast, old chap;
it might be only some "prospector.
They come up into the foothills here
sometimes, looking for pay-dirt.”

Bob Lawless nodded.

“I know-—I know! I:/don’t say it
wa$ Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones that
was here, but it might be. If it was,
he was going down the hill; and if
we'd come this way a ‘few hours
earlier we’d have liggted on him. T
guess we're following this up, Cherub.
Got a move on 1 y

“You bet!” C

“And keep your gun handy,” said
Bob.

r""‘fl»ﬁ“'i“i"\‘a‘f”‘“ R Ce b A U PR L

U And keop your gun handy,' sald

Iob,

The comrades turned {heir faces up
the stream and started.

It was difficult work clambering up
the steep bank of the torrent into the
ravine. ot

As they proceeded Bob’s eyes were
keenly about him all the time, and
again and again he found traces—
slight, but sure—of a man’s passage
down the vavine. It was cerfain that
someone had -passed that way that
very day, and, whether the track was
that of some lonely prospector, or of
the lurking outlaw, the comrades were
determined to trace it to the: spot
where it had started.

It was a  clue, even though a
dubious one,: in the trackless wilder-
ness of the foot-hills. '

Such traces as Bob discovered, were
all downward; there was no sign. of
the unknown man having returned.
But if the track had been’left by
Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones, its start-
ing-point could only be  the - secret
lurking-place of the outlaw—and it
was that that the chums of Cedar
Creek sought. For there, if he was
still living, they hoped to find Frank
Richards.

They came upon a level at last, and
stopped to rest. Beyond this spot the
ravine narrowed .to a ‘mere cleft in
the rock. Bob’s keen eyes were scan-
ning every side, and he uttered a
sudden exclamation, as he pointed to
a thicket. In a dozen places the
thicker branches had been torn away,
ovidently for use as firewood. Bob
examined the thicket closely. The
gashes where the wood had been torn
away were fresh; the' weather had not
had time to darken thems

“There’s been a camup-fire close by
here, Cherub,” said Bob, in a low
voice. ‘“That’'s what we've got to
look for mow.”’

“Tt ought to be easy to find,” said

Beauclerc.  “ Come on! But—-"

He broke off. .

From the silence : of the Ilonely
ravine there came a sudden sound—
the sound of a voice. 4

“Bob!”

Tt was the voice of Frank Richards!

“The 4th Chapter.
Rescued ! -

Bob Lawless jumped.

Ie stared about him breathlessly.

The voice of his lost*chum sounded
in his ears clearly; but, so far as he
could see, the ravine was utterly de-
serted, save by himself and Beauclerc.

“(Cherub! You heard?” he gasped.

“It's Frank!” muttered Beauclerc,
staring about him, in amazement.
“In the name of all that’s wonderful,
where 0 :

“Y¥rank!” gasped Bob. ‘Where
are vou, old fellow?  Show yourself!”
“Bob! Beau!” = ° . i

1t was Frank Richards’ well-knowg
voice, and it was close.at hand. The

two chums stared dazedly round them
at the rocks. .

“This way, Bob!” came Frank’s
voice again.  “Hurry up. old chap!
That villain may come back——"

“ Where are you?” gasped Bob.
“I—I can’t see you't”

“In a cave v

“Where?”

“Behind * the' rock! This
Follow my voice !”

. “Well; this beats the whole deck !”?
cjaculated Bob Lawless.

He succeeded in “placing ? Frank
at last by his voice, and the two
schoolboys cume up to the big boulder
that closed in the mouth of the:cave.

Not for a moment would they have
dreamed that there was an opening
in the cliff behind it, but for Frank
Richards’ voice coming from within.

“Frank!”  exclaimed Beauclerc.
“0ld chap, how on earth——-"

“It’s a cave!” said Krank. - His
eyes were on his chums through the
rift above the boulder, and they were
dancing with delight. “I'm shut in
by that big rock! I can’t move it!”

“But how——-"

“Five-Hundred-Dollar * Jones »shut
me in when he left this morning.”

“Oh!” gasped Bob. * Then it was
Jones’ trall—-"

“Hurry up, old fellow; he might
come back! Shove away at ‘it, and
1010 help you from inside.”

“Right you are! ' Lend a hand,
Cherub!”

The chums seized upon the great

boulder, and exerted their strength,
while Frank Richards shoved from
inside the cave.
The - boulder, which had defied
Frank’s exertions alone; yiclded to
the combined force of the threc sturdy
schoolboys.

It rolled heavily aside, and the
mouth of the cave was open.

Frank Richards staggered out.

“Frank 1” said Bob. *‘Oh, Franky,
old chap! ' We've found you—and
yow're not hurt!®
'No,” ‘breathed Erank, “Oh, you
chaps, 'if you only knew how I felt
when I saw you-——?

I think 1 guess, old fellow,” said
Tomps, - poa anry WHOW  now 1 felh
when L snw yopee-

1 think § guoss, old fellow,” said
Beauclere, pressing his arm.  “But
how did you see us, shut up as you
were——""

“There was a rift left above the
rock .where it shut up the cave,”
explained Frank. “I heard a foot-
step, and looked out, thinking it was
Five-Hlundred-Dollar. Jones ., coming
back. And then I saw Bob, stand-
ing only a few yards away from me,
I—-T thought I wus dreaming for a
minute. How on carth did you fel-
lows get here?”

‘“We've been hunting for you since
dawn yesterday morning,” said Bob.
‘“We've come up into the hills on our
own, and thank goodness for it, as
‘it’s turned out. It was Five-Hun-
dred-Dollar Jones who roped you in,
as we thought?”

Ve

“And
here )

“Iver since.”

“Where is he now, then?”

“He left this morning, looking for
a chance to steal a horse and es-
cape,” said Frank. “If you’d come
vesterday you'd have found him
here.” J

“T wish we had, then!” said Bob.
“But better late than never. What
was the bulldozer going. to do with
you ?”’

Frank Richards explained.

“I gtiess his little game is nipped
in the @ bud,”  said Bob Lawless
grimly. “I knew he "had his knife
into you, Frank, for showing him
up at Cedar Creek and clearing him
out. And if ho kceps loose he will
try his game on again, T reckon.
You expect him back here?”

“Unless something happens to him
he’s bound to come back here !” said
Frank. “When, I don’t know.”

Bob reflected & moment or two.

“We, could light out easily
enough before he came back, and
save trouble,” he said. *“But I guess
Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones is  too
dangerous to. be left loose.  You
fellows are game to tackle him?”

Frank Richards’ eyes glittered.

“Only give me a chance!”’ he said.
“T'd rather stay here and tackle him
alone, with your gun, Bob, than
leave him free!”

“Good man! Then we'll stay and
give him a welcome home!” said
Bob Lawless.  “I guess we'll keep
in cover in the thicket yonder, where
he seems to have got his firewood.
Put this rock back in its place, so
that he won't see there’s anything
amiss when he comes up the ravine.
Then we'll wait for him.”

“@Good!” said. Frank,

The big boulder was shifted back
to the mouth of the cave, as it had
stood when the rescuers had arrived,
‘and the schoolboys took cover in the
thicket, six or seVen yards away.

Theére was nothing to be seen that

way !

3

youw've been a | prisoner

could put the outlaw on his guard
when he. returned to his hiding-
place. ; i

The rock at the mouth of the cave
stood just as he had left it, and there
was no_doubt that Five-Hundred-
Dollar Jones, when he came back,
would suppose that it had remained
undisturbed, and that his prisoner
was still within.

In the thicket by the stream Bob
Lawless and  Beauclere kept  their
loaded rifles ready. The three chums
waited. ‘ ; .

The  shadows were thickening as
the sun sank lower fowards the dis-
tant Pacitic, and still no sound broke
the silence of the lonely ravine.

Darkness fell at. last.

Still -the chums of Ceodar
Waited patiently.

Sooner or later the hunted outlaw

was certain to vetuvn to his lair, and
they ~were prepared to wail any
length of time to make sure of the
capture of Five-Lundred-Dollar
Jones.
- The moon came out over the hills,
and a silver light shimmered into the
ravine, and glimmered on the leap-
ing water of the torrent.

In the thicket the schoolboys
munched a supper of corn-cake and
becf, still keeping a sharp look-out.

There was a sound at last lower
down the ravine, the sound of a
heavy boot scraping on the rocks.

“Hush !” whispered Bob Lawless.

“He's coming!”

In the moonlight a dark figure
loomed suddenly into view, striding
towards the rock at the mouth of the
cave.

It was Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones
at last! ;

Creek

The 5th Chapter.
. Lagged at Last!

The outlaw stopped at the big
boulder, and the schoolboys, a few
yards distant, heard him mutter a
curse, The puffian from 'Frisco had
evidently returned fatigued, and in
a far from  satisfied: temper. Ap-
e A A
w fur from watislod tomper,  Ape
parently his expedition had been o
tailure.

The ruffian grasved the big boulder
with his hands and rolled it aside.
Then he stood pecring into the dark
mouth of the cave. 3

“ Asleep !” he exclaimed savagely,
addressing the supposed prisoner
within.
a light!”

Only the echo of his own voice
from the cave answered him.

A savage oath rang out again.

. “Frank Richards! Wake up, you
fool! By Jehoshaphat, I'll take the
skin off your back with my belt!”

He strode savagely into the cave.

There was the scratch of a match
in the ecave, and Five-Hundred-
Dollar Jones lighted the lantern that
stood on a ledge of rock.

Then he glaved round the cave in
search of his prisoner, with savage
malice in his eyes. !

“Hands up, Five-Hundred-Dollar
Jones!” !

* Great gophers!”

The outlaw spun round to the en-
trance to the cave, thunderstruck,

There against the moonlight stood
three figures—Bob Lawless in ad-
vance, with levelled rifle; Beauclerc,
with his rifle levelled over Bob’s
shoulder; and Frank Richards be-
hind, with Bob's hunting-knife in his
hand. :

Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones stared
at them like a man in a dream.

Never in all his lawless career had
the man from ’Frisco met with so
complete a surprise.

His eyes seemed almost to start
from his head as he stared al the
levelled rifles.

Bob’s finger was on the trigger.
and his eye glittered along the barrel
of his rifle,

“Put up your hands!” he rapped
out. “‘Put them up, you rascal, or
T'll drive a bullet straight through
you!”

Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones panted.

“You—yow and-—— Oh!” He
grasped the knife in his belt, his only
weapon, and made a savage and
desperate spring forward.

Crack !

Bob  Lawless | fired
moment’s hesitation,

It was his life or the outlaw’s now,
and there was no room to hesitate.

Beauclerc fired a second later.

Both bullets struck Five-Hundred-
Dollar Jones as ‘he' came springing
forward,” and a terrible cry rang

without a

" through the cavern.

The outlaw staggered back.

His knife went with a clatter to the
rocky floor, and Five-Hundred-Dollar
Jones reeled against the rocky wall
of the cave. /

Bob Lawless lowered his rifle.

“He asked for it,” he said.
look out!' Look out!”

Wounded as he was, and. severely,

14 Ah,

' from . ’Frisco.

“Wake up, hang you! Get'

the outlaw, like a wild beast at bay,
was game to the last. ~ He came
springing  forward again, and was
upon the schoolboys in a second.

With savage energy he drove his
way through the three of them, aund
sprang out of the cave.

““After him!” shouted Bob furi-
ously. '
He crammed a fresh cartridge into
his rifle as he turned after the man

Crack! | /
.. Five-Hundred-Dollar Jones, leav-
ng a trail of crimson on the rocks
as he ran, was leaping down the steep
rayine..' Bob’s' bullet missed him by
a foot or more as he leaped.

The next moment, the
swallowed him up.

[ After him!” said Frank between
his teeth, 4

They could hear him ahead of
them, tearing through the “thickets,
leaping from rock to rock, stumbling
and falling, and clambering up again,
But his - strength was failing, and
they were gaining on him.

The sounds of flight suddenly
ceased. !

“I guess he's down!” said  Bob
breathlessly.

They came on the outlaw quite sud-
denly.

Overcome by his wounds, he had
fallen at last, and lay on the rocks,
gasping and groaning. ;

His eyes glittered at them as they
came up. Savage to the last, his
clutch had closed on a jagged rock,
but his nerveless arm’ lacked the
strength to hurl it at them as they
came up.

“I guess you've done me!” he
panted. “I guess——

. His voice trailed off as he sank into

msensibility.
ive-Hundred-Dollar ~ Jones,

outlaw, was captured at last.

shadows

the

I'rank Richards & Co. camped, for
the remainder of the night, on the
spot where the outlaw had fallen into
their hands.

They did their best for the wounded
maii, ‘t_koagh onlv_to veceiva savaoo
[RETRINAR KIS O

They did their best for the wounded
mal, though only to recetve savage
snarls in response, Five-Hundred-
Dollar Jones’ wounds were bound up,
and he was made as comfortable as
possible on a bed of leaves and twigs
and a blanket.

When morning dawned, Five-Hun-
dred-Dollar Jones, though weak, was
quite conscious, and seemed to hasxe
recovered his coolness. He watched
the schoolboys as they prepared to
take the trail again, every now and
then hurling a savage curse at them,
of which they took 1o heed.

“I guess we can’t carry him down
the mountain,” 'Bob Lawless re-
marked. “One of us had better stay
with him, and the others ride dowiy
to Thompson, and tell the sheriff.”

“Tll stay,” said Frank.

“Right-ho! TIll leave you my
rifle, though I reckon that even that
bulldozer —won’t give any more
trouble now.”

And Bob and Beauclerc went down
the mountain to the spot where they
had left their horses the previous day,
to ride back to the valley, leaving
Frank Richards to watch over the
‘wounded outlaw, and {o attend to his
wants as well as he could. Before
noon the sheriff of Thompson was on
the scene, with much grim satisfac-
tion in his face when his eyes fell
upon the prisoner.  Five-Hundred-
Dollar Jones greeted him with a
mocking grin, ;

“You've got me at last, sheriff 1”
he remavked coolly.

“Looks like it, Mr. ' Jones,”
answered the sheriff sedately. “1
guess we'll take care of you this time,
too.”

And in charge of the sheriff and his
man, the captured outlaw was carried
wway to Thompson, and lodged in the
calabooze, his arrival causing tremen-
dous excitement in the town.

L : : / / ‘

“Bob, you young rascal!”

That was Rancher Lawless’ greet-
ing as his hopeful son came into the
ranch-house on the atternoon of that
eventful day. DMr. Lawless was
angry, as indeed he had plenty of
reason to be.

“You found the note 1 left for you,
popper?” said Bob.

“Yes, and I promised you a cow-
hiding if you came home safe,”
answered his father. “ And now—-"

Bob grinned.

‘“But I've brought somebody home
with me, dad,” he said. = “Trot in,
Franky, old scout!”

“Frank!” exclaimed Mr. and Mrs.
Tawless together, in amazement, as
Frank Richards came in.

“And Iive-Hundred-Dollar Jones

_is in the calabooze ‘at Thompson!”

announced Bob. ¢ Popper, I reckon
you can put away the cowhide.”
And Mr, Lawless decided that he
would.
: THE END.




