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STAMPEDING THE HORSES!

In the midst of the din a yell went up.

of countless galloging hoots. A ﬁﬂrln? iro‘c‘nkot,.}&ad been thrown
rightened animals poure

carral gates wera wide open! The
mob that no man could have stoppad.

“ The horses—it's a stampade 1

.

into the sorral

d through¢he ghtes in a terrified galloping

Liks thunder cagne the sound
ongst the horses—and the

The 1st Chapter.
Startling Nows !

o Frank
rrived at fho
ool in the

fine Septen
*Ifeard th nauired.
“ Anythir vsked. Frank

» enrliest with

Chun
Evyiden
news ; aud he was to have the pleasura
of imparting if, apd stertling them
with it,

“1 guess sol” he said. "I guess
it’s exciting, tool” *
What's happened?” yawned Bob
Lawless. “ Price of maple ar gone
up?. I reckon you would find that
exciting 1" Ld

Chunly_sniffed,

“1t’s jolly serious!” he said.

“Welf, out with it!” remarked
Vers Basuclero, *“‘Don’t keep us in
suspanss, Chs 1"

p. A
Valles?  What do you

surpr.

y e and exaspera-
s

into a laugh,

homestead has be
driven off! Anytl
less Ranch last
“Ha, ha! No.
“You haven't scen anything of the
ers there?”
ot a hide nor a hiir!” said Bob
Lawless chuclklin “And T guess I
don’t expect to see any cattle-lifters
ihis side of the border, Chunky! Giv‘
us an easier oue!”
“Why, -you, jay, don't you believe
me?” exclaimed Chunky indigna.qﬂ_v

cattle

“Not quitel Did you dream it?”

“And a stockman knesked on the 3
head—-" son is jawing over it tk

“Bravo!" When 1 e

“Wasi't he killed?” asked Bob. my way

with the
Frank Richards, shaking. his head.

“While yow were about it. you could
have

Todgers. Do you think I'm spinning

you a yarn?"” the
“Well, aren't you?" asked Vare
Beauclere, Janghing.
L Nu!‘nl Ivs the molid, frozen
truth " . to

“Pilo it on!"”
“And five or six horses——"
“Keép it up!”

just knocked on the head
utt of o whip.” )
“¥ou could improve on that,” eaid

* Nope;;

viddled him with bulléts!”
Ha, he, ha!”
“You posky ja;

" roared Chunky

much there is in

* Oh,

round G
The Lawren
cleared 'out.

that
Jones wag

¥
Frank Rich
corral,

Jeaving Chunky Todgers in o state of’

great exasp

“Phaw it oub, ar

o
unten’s

bulldozer

id tell us how
" suggested B

Has one of the
steers wandered away fnto

the fac
about it!" grinned Frank
Richards!”
estily.
y news ont on

fnu’ra . jay,
Todger:

through Maiy
hool, th

beén
he time when
Five-Hundred-Dollar
vorting round here, I
'8 a gang of cattle-lifters

s
Just, like ¢

ards & Co. walked on to
leading  their
D It was really too
bad, to be-full of exciting news, and |
his hearers in ihe same

cration.

said
‘You

inyg it over.
nearly

borses,

| fMourished ; but in

sceptical state as doubting Thomas of
ald.
¥rank Richards & Ca.
emiling as they put up iheir horses,
ame across the playground to-
er schoolhouse®
Thompsan

wore still

i e
Canada they . wero
indeed.

But, to their surprise, §
up to the
erowd of cxcite:
tside the porch, dis
Tom Lawrence was in the middle of
the group, and he was talking. The
chums heard his words as they came

up.

“It was nearly a clean sweep—
steers.and horses gone—~—"

“What's that?” howled Bob Law-
less.

A dozen voices answered him.

“1t's & rajd—"

“ Cattlo-lifters——="
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“Haven't you heard——" cattlemen who watched the herds | moseying along the frail about this | come Thome,” he answerad. * Them Mr. Penvose led his horse away, in

“My only hat!” ejaculated Frank
Richards, * Then, it's truc!”

“True énough,” said Tom Law-
rence. ““Thern was a raid on our she-
bang last night, and the stock was
driven off. They knocked the stock-
man on the head, and he crawled up
to the farmhouse to give the alarm,
but when we all turned out, tho cattlp
was gone, and the raiders with them.”

“Great Jerusalem ! exclaimed Bob
Lawloss, “Cattle-lifters in  this
valley ! It beats the Duich!”

“And they haven't been found?”
asked Fraul

Lawrence shook his head.

“No fear! My father and brother
were out at dawn looking for them,
and T rode into Thompson to tell the
sheriff. Mr. Henderson’s out with
his men. He reckons it's a gang
from over the line. The stockman
saw five or six of tho rascals, at least,
and not & man he knew among them.
We might have thought it was some
of the Red Dog crowd; but the stock
man's sure thoy were all ‘strangers in
this section. Ho put up his ritle, and
the leader gave him a sock-dolager on
the cabeza with his whip-butt, and laid

him_out.”

“Phow!"

“What did T tell you, you galoots?”
howled Chunky Tedgers indignantly.
“I tell yon Thompson is fairly buzz
ing with it. There hasn't been any
thing like it in the valley for u dozen
years!”

“I guess T thought it was one o

said Bab, *
reckon, though, the seallyways won'l

find that game Ilaj' in the Thompson
Valley ! They'll be run down before
night1”

"1 hope s0,” said Lawrence. “It
will be pretty serious for us if we
don't get our stock back !”

The school bell rang, and the Cedar
Creek fellows went in to lessons. Miss
Meadows had rather a difficult task
with her pupils that morning.

The sorprising news had startled
and thrilled the school, and most of
the fellows were thinking shout the
catlue—‘_(‘rrs, instead of their lessons.

At dinner-time Frank Richards &
Co. mounted their horses, and
galloped to Thompson, fully expecting
to hear therc that the raiders had
been run down by the sheriff.

t there was no news,

There was a crowd at Gunten's
Store, eagerly discussing the event:
and, from the talk, the c%ums learned
that the raiders had been tracked
across the plains for several miles,
when the trail had been lost in the
vocks of tho foot-hills.

They returned to Cedar Creek in e
serious mood.

“By gum!" said Bob Lawless. "“If
the scallywags et clear off with their
plunder thev may try the same game
on again. We may sea them at our
ranth next. But I guess Billy Cook
and the boys would give them a warm
raception!”

“I suppese they've got the cattle
hidden safely enough in the hills,”
said Frank, *If they're not found, the
whole section will turn out to the job,
same as they did when Five-Ifunrded-
Dollar Jones was here. But they'il
be run down! This isn'i Nevada or
Nebraska. They can’t play that game
for long in Capada!™

There was much suppressed excite-
ment at Cedar Creek school that after-
noor, Al the school was relieved
when lessons were over at last, and
the fellows were free to disperse and
learn ‘the latess news of the catile-
ruiders.

The 2nd Ohapter.

Roped In!
“ Look oul on your way home, you
galoots 1"
Chunky  Todgers called oul to

Frank Richards & Co. as the chums
of Cedar Creek led their horses down
to the gates after school

“ Look out for what " usked Frank.

“1 guess you're going on a lonely
trail,” said Chunky. * You may run
into some of those hulldozers—"

“Not likely,” surd Fravk, with &
smile.

Most. of the fellows went home b¥
way of the Thompson trail. But
Frank Richards & CpoJs way lay
through the timber to fhe south, and
it was u lonely trad in the falling
September dusk.

The chums did not feel uneasy,
however, as they trotted away under
the cedars and firs.

Under the big trees the shadows
were deep, as tha sun sank lower
towards the far Pacific.

At the fork in the trail DBeauclero
left his chums, and Frank and Beb
trotted on towards the ranch.

The Lawless Ranch lay a good
pany miles from - Thompson, to the
south-west, beyond the timber. On
the wide stretches of grassland the
ssitle fed in herds, half wild; and the

were sometimes  absent from  the
ranch for days and uights together.
But on the loneliest stretches of the
great range a rancher had ne fear for
the safety of his beasts. Cattlelift.
ing was not an avecation in much
favour on the Canadian side of the
Line. There had been isolated cases,
but they were few.

* Halt !"

The sudden call came from the
shadows of the trail ahead. and if
startled the schoolboys. The word
was followed by the click of a rifle-
oc!

hy — what —"
Frank Richards.

“Thunder!”

“Halt 1”_repeated the rough voice.

A man § buckskin loomed out of
the shudows of the cedars, with a rifle
to_his shoulder,

The muzzle bore full upon the two
schoolboys, and they drew rein at
once,

They knew enough of western
customs to be aware that there was
no argament with a levelled rifle.

They stared at the rough-bearded
man in buckskin.

ejaculated

“What the thump does this
mean?” exclaimed Frank Richards.
“ What are you stopping us for?”

“Light down!”

st
“@Git off'n them eritters—sharp!"
| rapped out the man in buckskin.

£

“Quick, now, or this trigger may

He mude a threatening motion with
the rifle,

Frank and Bob exchanged a glance
and dismounted.  The man in buck-
skin, keeping the rifle levelled, culled
out: .

“Jo! Mexican Jo!"

“8i, amigo.”

A dark-skinned Mexican came out
of tha cedars. i

“Hyer's two more!”
man n buckskin. g
with the others,”

wgin

* What the thunder is this game!”
exclaimed Bob Lawless indignantly.
“Whe the dickeus sre you?”

“I guess they cail me Buck Benson
when I'm to home,” drawled the man
in buckskin. “ Put up your hands!"

“ What are you stopping us for

The man in buckskin grinned,

“This hyer trail is stopped.” he
explained. ~ * Nobody ain’t allowed to
pass without orders.”

“Whose orders?"”
“Phe cap'n's.”

grinned the
pe ‘em up

n's.
“The captain’s!” repested Frank
Richards bﬁ‘.ikis. “ What captain?”

“I calculate wou're asking too
many questions, sonny. How long
aire you going to he with that rope,
Mexican Jo? I allow there may be
more galoots along the trail arter this
erowd.”

“My hat!”  breathed Trank
Richards, with a startled glance at
his Canadian cousin.  *It must be
the cattleifters. Bob,”

Bob Lewless nodded grimly.

He had already guessed that.

going towards the ranch, Frank,” he
wuttered. *“That means——"

“It means that there’s a raid ou
the ranch.”

“1 guess so.”

T\Tuuk’: heart thn}mpied. " -

The stopping of the irall couid
mean uotl%unl:;‘el.s& Tt could only
mean_thot while Buck Benson and
the Mexican held off all comers, their
assoviutes were at work farther south
on the Lawless Ranch, or were pre-
paring for the ruil.

Bob set his teeih.

Bui there was no help for it: the
levelled rifla wus enough. Mexican
Jo, with a grin on his swarthy face,
Jooped a rope round the wrists of the
two schoolboys, and knetted it. With
the end of the riate in his dusky hand
he plunged inio the wood again.

Burck Benson waved the schoolboys
a mocking farewell as they disap-
peared  into  the irees alter the
Mexican.

Frank and Bob [ollowed ihe dark-
skinned ruffian in sijence.

He led them a couple of hundred
yards inte the timber, where they
halted in a shadowy glade.

The glade was not untenanted.

Two horses were tethered there,
and three men could be seen, dimly,
bound to trees.

Frank peered at them in the gloom,
and recognised them. i

One was Mr. l;el;lr‘asﬂ, ‘!1131: editar
and publisher of o “‘ Thompson
Press o ; another was Chu Chung, the
{thinese laundryman, and “the third
wus Dry Billy Bowers, the best
customer of the Red Dog saloon, in
Thompson Town.

“Hallo! We've got company!” re-
marked Bob Lawless grimly.

“You kids hera!” exclaimed Mr.
Penrose, I was reckoning you'd be

 Aud they're stopping all travellers |

time. They've got you,

“They've got us,” agreed Frank.

“T guess thi< is & cinch!” said the
editorial gentleman dismally. © There’s
mischief afoot farther south, and
they’ve stopped the trail, to keep off
interference. 1 guess there's going to
be 4 catile-raid on Jour popper’s
ranch, young Lawless,”

*I guees so,” said Bob.

The Mexican ran the riata round
the tree to which Mr. Penrose was
tied, and knotred it again. Frauk
an b were now secured to the tree
as well as the editor of the Thompson
Preas.

Leaving them there, the Mexican
plunged away through the trees
again, towards ihe trail, after tether-
ing the schoolboys’ horses.

“How long have you been here,
Mr. Penrose! asked ¥rank.

“Over an hour,” said Mr. Penrose
gloomily. “1 was riding over to
Silver Creelk when they roped me in.
I guess I was surprised some, But,
after all, there’s good business in

this.”  The editorizl gentlemen
brightened a little. * This wili make
something 5 lively for the mnext

num|

“The next what?”

“The next number of the * Thomp-
son Press,”” said Mr. TPenrose.
“ Editor roped in by outlaws! Tied
to & tres while cattle-raid tukes place
—what?" Ir, Penrose would have
rubbed his hands if they had not been
tied iup. “I guess the ‘Thommson
Press ' will go like hot cakes this
time, sonny. Every cloud has a silver
lining, you see.”

Bob Lawless grunted. o

He did not see the silver lining to
the cloud, not having the simo iu-
terests as the enterprising editor.

He was thinking of his home, -and
wondering whether the cattle-lifters
wére already at work theve,

He knew that Billy Cook, the fore-
men of the ranch, was absent up the
range with most of the cattlemen;
and, unless the alarm was given, the
raiders were not likely to meet with
much difficulty at the ranch. 1

He gritted his teeth &3 he thought
of it, und tugged hard at the rope
that held his wrists, But the rope
was strong, and the knots were tied
hard, and he chafed his wrisis in vain,

he gloom settied down deeper and
desper on the timber, and the five
prisoners _conld scarcely seo ' one
another’s faces.

The 3rd Chapter.

In Direst Peril}
* Frank !”

Bob Lawless’ whisper came softly |-

through the silence of the dusky
lade,

“Yes, Bob!” .

“We've got to get.out of 'hie,
somehow !”  whispered Bob. “You
know why they've held up the trail—
there's some devil's work goihg on
farther south. They don't know we
belong to the Lawless Ranch; so they
don’t know we've guessed their little
game, They haven't started in yel
at "nhﬂ nmch-——"

“How do you know that, Bob?"

“T guess there will be shooting;
popper isn't the man fto let  those
rustlers Tun off his steers witheut
pulling a trigger,” said Bob. L {4
there was shooting, T guess we should
hear it from here; the wind's in this
direction.”

“Thﬂt's s0.” i

“i Besides, they’re hound fo wait til}
after dark, I reckon, and it's barely
dark herc: quite light on  the
plains yet,” said Bob. 1t would
be too risky for the galdols till after
the sun’s well down. If we-could get
loose, Frank, theres still time to put
popper on his guard.” )

Frank gave a wrench al his bonds.
But the rawhide rope held him fast.
He breathed hard,

“Ti’s ne go, Bob!”

“Wa've got to gant out sonrehow !”
muttered Bob resolutely.

“Go easy!” came Irom Mr. Pen-
rose, *1 guess that galoot on the
trail would pull trigger fast enough.
You don’t want to be tyrned into
covote's meat, sonny.”

“Pll risk  that,”  said  Bob,
“ RBesides, 1 shouldn't go by the
tratl. I reckon 1 ‘could worm

through the timber withoul those
rustlers being any the wiser.  Can
you get your hands loose, Mr.
o
“Nope.” =
“What about you, Chu Chung?”
. The Chinaman gave a8 whimper.
“Me velly togbl.iitia,” he replied.

“No can loosen. Me velly pool ole
Chinee; velly bad Melican man tleat
pool ole Chinee like this!”

“Brer How are you fixed,
Bowers?”

Dry Billy gruuted. )

“I guess I'm fixod till the cows

galools ain’t taking any chances, 1
calkerlale. It's hord on  me,
reckon. They say ‘that dorg don't
eat dorg, yet them galoots hev gone
for mae. I can tell you, young Law-
less, I'm as thirsty as a fish, I'd
Fiv“ all the.gold on the Yukon for &
ong strong drink !”

““Oh, rats!” growled Bob, =

Tt was evident that the chums of
Cedar Creek had to depend only on
themselves, if they were to get free
end give warning at the ranch of the
intended roid.

But they struggled with the raw-
hide cord 1n vain,

J\]r{exican Jo had done his work too

wall,

Bob Lawless iried his teeth on the
rawhide, but it defied them; he made
scarcely any impression on it by the
time his juws were aching.

“There’s a knife in my pocket,
Frank,” he muttered, at last. “If
we could get it out—""

“How!” said Frank hopelessly.

“Look here, we're mot going to
knuckle under.  Try your teeth on
the [ining, old chap.”

Tl Ary.” -

It was not easy for Frank Richards
to get his teeth on the lining of the
jacket; it was difficult {o get et the
spot at ell.  He nuzled into the
jacket a good deal like & dog, and
felt the bulge of the clasp-knife that
lay in the pocket. Atgiusl he sue-
ceeded in erumpling the jucket lining
in his teeth, and gnuwed.

But the jacket was strougly lived ;
he tore at it 111l his teeth ached. bui
he was almost in despair of success,
when the lining tore at lust.  He
sevursd a fresh grip on the torn edge
and tore it farther. A hole was torn
in tho pocket from the inside of the
jacket, and the claspknife fell
through and dropped.

“It's out, anyhow !"" gasped Frank.

Bob Lawless dropped on his knecs,
groping about in the grass for the
fallen knife, and he felt it under his
knee. By stooping painfully he was
ablo to pick it up n Rig tcot%.

he knife still had to be opencd.
But Bob could get his hands, bound
as they were, to his mouth, and he
took the knife in his fingers and
opened the blade with his teeth, :

Then he gripped the handle of the
knife in his teeth, and sawed his
bonds to und fro along the opened
blade.

Tt was o fetiguing task, but it was
successful.  The rawhide parted al
last over the keen edge.

Bob breathed hard as the rope fell
apart.

“Free!” he whispered.

He grasped the knife now, and in
a minute mere bad cut Frank
Richards loose.

They stepped away from the free,
their hearts beating. No sound came
from the trail, two hundred yards
away, where Buck Benson and the
Mexican were still watching  for
Dassers.

“You young galoots loos!™” mur-
mured Mr. Penrose. T guess you
cun cul me loose now.”

Me, too!” murmurcd
Chung.

“And me, 1 calkerlate.” said Dry
Billy Bowere. “1 guess 1 ain’t gninf
to lose any time in getting a drink
arter ihis.

“Kpep quict!” said Bob_festily.
“I'Ml set you free; but if those
rustlars hear & sound, 1 reckon they'il
shoot. _They won't let you carry the
news to Thompsol if they can
help it.”

Dry Billy chuckled.

“T guess 1 know that, young Law-
less. [ ain't making any toot. Bul
jest you st a galoot free, so that he
can go an' look for a long, strong
drink.”

Boly Lawless cut the threc prisoners

Chu

aose,
Dry Billy plunged away at once
and he

through the timber was
followed by Chu Chumg.  Mr
Penrote pansed & nitmte.  The

Chinaman was leading his horse after

him; Dry Billy was on foot.  Mr.
Penrose unloosed his horse,

“You're going to try for. the
vanch, Tiawless?” he asked.

“Sure!”

“1 guess you'd belter strike foi
Thompeon  with me.  There'll be

morc of that gang around. on the

edge of the timber, and if they spot

you it's & Canadian dollar to a

Mesican peso that they shoot.™
“We're risking it."”

“Yes, rather!” sid Irank

Richards. o
“Well, T guess it's your own
“If you

uneral,” said Mr, Penrose.
#el, through. tell vour popper that
me giving the al
and Ebere‘li be help as fast as horse-
flesh' can bring -it."

larm in Thompson,

“Good!” said Bob.

the direction opposite from the trail.
Bob Lawless listened, . .

erc was no sound from' the”
rustlers,

Lvidently the two ruffians had e

that their pri were
loose agein,

“What sbout the homes, Bob!”
asked Frank. “‘We're pretty certain
to be seen if we ride—"

“We're not going to ride,™ eaid
Bob.  “The horsee will have to bo-
left. Tl lodse them, and they'll find
thoir way home luter: we're nol
leaving them for the rustlers.”

“ Right [

Bob cast the horses loose, and gove
them a start into the wood. There
waus no doubt that sooner or later the
animals would find their way home to
the ranch.

“Keep with me, Frank; you'd
never find your w; n the timber on
your own,” whispered Bob,

“You bet!” answered Frank.

“Come on!”

Bob Lawless led the way through
the cedars and firs end larches, Frank
keeping close Qehind.

Frenk Richards had, by now, a
good deal of experience of the
Canadian West; but he was not yet
equal to finding his way through the
forest by night, far from the regular
track.  But his Canadien cousin
pressed on with hardly e halt.

In u short time the glade where
they had been prisoners was leit far

chind.

The trees thinned, and the larches
grew move patchy us they nesred the
plain.

They staod at last on the edge of
the timber, with the rolling plain
before ihem, a half-mile or so from
the spot where the regular trail ran
fram the timber to the plain,

The sun wes quite gone now, and
stars were sparkling in the sky.

Bob Lawless stared away anxiously
in the dircciion of the ranch, far
away out of sight across the rolling
prairie,

There was no sound in the soft
oveming, save Lhe sough of tho wihd

in the brancbes sround them.

But in the dimness & horseman
might have been within twenty yards
of them without being observed.

] guess the rustlers are not far
away, Frank,” said Bob, in a
whisper. “We might run into any
of them any minute. We've got o
keep low in the grass. Savvy?"

“You bet!”

“Come on, then!”

Bob led the wey again, and the
schoolboys started at & run across the
plain, bending their heads to keep
them ns much as possible on a level
with the high grass.

They soon had reason o be glad
of their caution.

Bob suddenly grasped Frank by
the arm, and dragged him dewn on
hands and knees in the grass.

“Wha * began Frank, in a
startled whisper. )

Bob’s hand groped aver hizs mouth
and silenced him.

The 4th Chapter.
The Attack On The Ranch !
Tramp! B

¥rank Richards lay silent, his

heart beating painfuily.
soil

He heard ihe
horse's hoofs in ik
not seen the rides
Lawless had spotted him in time,

The trot was approaching the two
schoolboys as they crouched in the
thick grass. F

This prass hid them as they lay;
but both of them were wondering
whether the rider had scon them ere
they sank info if.

They were protty
rider was one of U
though it was possi
cowboy belonging to L

The huc[-%@nts came  closer—
loser—and  stopped.  They could
hear the breathing of the horse only
I fect away in the high grass;
they even cought a ghmpse of a
Siclson hat above.  The horseman
had halted only o few feet from
them.

They crouched cluse, hatdly speak-

tramp of a
s, He had

ctain_that the
of rustlers,

the ranck

ing. )

Hoof-beats  awain! They = ap-
proached from the direction of the
timber trail. A voice called;

“That you, cap'n?”’

1t was the rough voice of Buck
Benson. « .

“Yes, Buck.” The voice that re-
plicd was clearer, more cultivated,
nd evidently that of the chjef of the

ttlelifters. “*AlL O.K.7"
Sure! Five galoots on the timber
trail, all told, and they're roped up
in the timber now, cap'n. Lve left
Mexican Jo watching the trgil, but L
reckon there’ll be no more arter
dark.”
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“Good! Bunen  stopped  three
coming Silver Creek,” said

“The const is clear
I guess it’s tima to

r
the caplain,
enough now.
close in.”

“No alarm at the ranch, cap'n?”
There was a seft chuckle

“None.  Nobody's got through.
Qur crowd hasn't been seen yet,
except by one cowboy, who came
riding from the ranch, goirg to
Thompson. And he lies in the grass
vonde roped up and -gagged.

cher Lawless won't got word of
us till there’s a gun looking him in

the face!
“ Hov v at the ranch do you
re than four or five, at
most, I rackon. They're awqy with
the foreman up the range. There's a

crowd of horses in the corral ready

for us, and about thirty head of cows

the home range. But that isn't

The ranch itself is our game.
This isn’t homestead like the
Tawrences' shebang. Rancher Law-
less will have enough in his desk to
pay us for our troul
steers. "

+ Buek Benson chuckled.
“It's a cinch, can'n.”
“Ride romnd and

the boys to close i
“ Bure I™
Buck Benson rode off, and the hoof-

beats died away in the grass.

rank and Bob did not stir.

The captain of the cattlelifters,
motionless on his halted horse, was
still within o few feet of them, so
close that they had heard Bvery word
of the colloguy boefwe the two
rascals,

A match seratched

give the word to

and a scent of

tobaceo reached them. The caplain
had lighted a cigarett
He sat his horse silenily as he

smoked it,

Bob clenched his hands hard. He
ceuld not move without hetruying
himself to the raider, but every
moment was precious.  The ranch-
raiders were about to make their
gwoop, for which such careful and

eluboruio preparaiions had been made,
Doubtless, Mr. Lawless had heard of

ihe lust night’s raid on the Lawrence |

homestead; but it was very unlikely
that he was prepared for this sudden
swoop upon his own ranch. £
t seemed like hours to the two b
before the horseman stirred at last.
The stump of the smoked cigarette
was thrown aw It fell within an
inch of Frank Richards’ hands, as he
crouched in

g
Tho eaptain o on, within a

few feet of the choolboys, vut the

grass and the durkness hid them,

ail

They breathed deeply, pantingly,
as the soft beats of the hoofs in' the
grass died away.

“That was a narrow shave, IMrank,”
whispered Bob, his voice  shakin
“Come on! We're inside the ring
now.  Run for it1"

“Pmoveady ! panted Frank.

Still keeping their heads low,
run through the grass. In the thir
high grass, running was nobt eas
bui they pressed on, without a stop,

ble, without his

As they had expected, everything
presented its usual aspect.  Thers
was no alarm so far, no suspicion
that a circle of desperaie riders was
closing in under cover of the night.

The great pinewood door of the
ranch-house was wide open, and light
gleamed from within.

In the doorway stood Rancher Law-
less, cigar in mouth, looking out into
the starlight. Probably he was won-
dering what kept his son and nephew
so late at school.

He uttered a sharp exclamation as
the comrades came panting up.

“Bob! Frank!" His voice was
stern. ' Why are you so0 late? T was
getting alarmed about you———"

“Popper- panted Bob.

“Where are your horses? What has
appened ?”

“The raiders!”

“ What?”

“They're
Frank.

Mr. Lawlass gave the two scheol.
boys a quick, searching look. Then
he' said quietly :

“Tell me

Bob panted ot a hurried explana-
tion.  The rancher listened, without
a muscle quivering on his steady,
bronzed fas

“How far away did vou leave
—the captain, as you call-him?

 About a mile.

*“And you hes
were closing in?"”

“Ve

The ran

“Very well!

corping, uncle ¥ gasped

arp "

him

rd them say they

ncher knitted his brows.
Go and warn your

mother, Bob, and tell her not to be

alarmesd.  Get the shutters barred
over all the windows, and the doors
closed and barred. Sharp!”

“Yes, dad.”

“Then get your rifles.”

The chums ran inio  the ranch-
house, their hearts thumping with

excitement. They heard the rancher’s
voice calling as they went. It did not
take Frank and Bob long to cary out
the rancher’s instructions, Mrs, Law-
less raceived the news quietly, though
her face became a little pale. Frank
and Bob did not lose a moment; and
when their work was done they came
back to the big doorway.

Outside lay the velvety dimness of a
fine September night, with stars in
myriads twinkling in the sky over-
head. From the deep distance came
muffled sounds, the sounds of horses
in the thick grass. DBob Lawless
peered out into the shadows,

i re coming!" he breathed.

Frank Richards’ grip was hard on
his rifle. He wondered, breathlessly,
what the next few minutes were io
bri It was evidently his uncle’s

intentien to defend the ranch if it
were attacked, and from the talk
between the *ecaptain” and Buck

Berson, the chums knew that it was
not only the caitle that the raiders
wore after. The house itself was to
be raided. startling, almost ineredi-
ble as such an attack seemed, in law-
abiding Canada. The sturdy figure
of Rancher Lawless loomed up befare
the

erm.
“If Billy Ceok and the boys

weren't up the range,” he muttered,
biting his lip.  * But the rascals knew
that, of course. They may ve the
steers, but they won't rope in my herd
of horses, I reckon. But we shall
s00 I

Thud, thud!
“Get my rifle, Bob!”

“Hars it is, father!”

“Good "
The rancher examined the rifle
quickly, and dropped the butt of it

to the wooden step of the doorway,
and stood waiting. Behind him the

chums of Cedar Creek stood, breath-
less. A bunch of horsemen loomed
up in the gloom.

“Halt ! .

It was the rancher's voice that ran,
out sharply.

He raised his rifle to his shoulder.

“Halt! Wheo are you, and what do
you want?” .

A laugh came echoing back.

“1 guess we're visitors for you,
Rancher Lawless. Friends to ses you
from the border.” It was the
captain’s ice.  “If .any man raises
2 ‘hand, that man di My word on
it

"};Iull',
ol ag ot
irigger, rancher !

The horsemen came on.

Crack!

With a steady hand the rancher
fired into the thick of them, and a
loud, terrible cry answered the shot,

The nexi instant the rancher

or I shall shooi!”
i Il be the lasi thing
earth, if you pull

2
2

stopped back quickly, and the great
door slammed. *

It was only in time. .

There was a spattering of revolver-
shots, and the lead whizzed and rang
on the door.

With a steady hand the rancher
jammed the thick wooden bars into
place, securing the door.

Quiside, there was a trampling of
hoofs, and a fierce shouting of savage
voices. Lound and heavy blows rained
on_the door,

The rancher coolly re-loaded his
rifle.  Mingled with the savage up-
roar without came the sonnd of deep
groans. The man who had fallen was
evidently hard hit.

“They know what to exnect now,”
said the rancher grimly. “Steady
my boys! We can hold the ranch till
help comes.”

“The men, father—"

" There were only two of the men
with me. I've sent one riding to
Bilver Creek. He may get through.
The other’s in the horse corral. The
critters are to bo stampeded. It’s the
only way to save them.”

“0Oh, good!" muitered Bob,

C'rash, crash !

Whipstocks were bealipg on the
door the shuttered windows as
raiders rode savagely round
the building. But the stout pinewood
was impervious to such attacks. In
the midst of the angry beating there
came a sudden yell.

“The horses! It's o, stampode!”
thunder came the sound of
countless gallop hoofs. From the
ranch-houso it could not be seen, but
a rocket Harig  amongst the
startled horses in the corral, and tha
corral gates were wide ofen. From
each guate powred the frightened
harses in a torrified, galloping moh
that no man could have smppmi The
voice of the captain was heard, shout-
;m.( curses, as he saw his prey escaping
1.
The rancher smiled grimly.

To rouml unp tho horses on the
plains after a stampede was a long
and diffieult t9#4& for the cowboys.
But it was Daetter ithan letting a
viluabs=hard fill iafs {hs hands of
tho ruiders. The cattle-liftors had no
chance of stopping the wild stampede.
The nlmost  frantic  horses, with
wildly-tessing manes, fled in all direc-
tions in the night, the cattle-lifters
crowding out of their path, to avoid
being carried away in the mob of
scared animals,

Crash, erash!

A voice shouled outside, the voice
of the captain:

“Rancher Lawless, I'll hang you
over your own door for this!"

The rancher shrugged his shoulders.
“Axes hore!” shouted the captain.

Crash, crash, crash! A quivering
axe-head came through the wood, and
left a gap as it was withdrawn. Tha
rancher jammed the muzzle of his rifle
to the slit, and fired. Thers was a
fearful ery without, and the sound of

alling body. ’

Then there was a wild trampling of
retreating feet. And then cama orash

f rifle-fire, and tha bullsts

= L ¥ ‘ & an as 4 !

;P:“ps breath coming in  faboured | spattered like hail on the door.
In spite of themselves, their pace » d i TER ERD-

slackened down: but they ran (Another splendid tale of Frank
. N B 1 Mexican Jo, with & grin on his swarthy face, looped a rope round the wrists of th . e
on as_fast as thoy ceuld, and the A HOLD-UP % iwo schoolboya, There could be no rea’;nancc nuzlnsnn lrvullud vifie In the hands o% Richards & *Co., entitled: * The
ranch-house loomed up before them Buck Benaon'! Schoolboy Hostage,” in next Mon.
at last. » day's Boys' FRIEND. )

THE SCOUTS’
POW-WOW CORNER.

By " Scoutmaster.”

The trained scout who wishes to
a certain picce of open country
hehind a cluster of rocks will
rawl to them on ali fours, or wriggle

his way, snake . on his stomach,
aking very slow prog Ha will

z full zth on the grass and
slowly raiso his head a fraction
of an inch at a time till he can see
the view. It may take him a quarier
of an hour or longer before he has
raised-his head sufi y above the
rock to see the view he 1s after, but
a scout soon learns that patience is
not ouly a virtue, but is a weapon
w ich no scont can take the’|

hout wh
field.
Having gained the position he re-
quires to study the open country, the
scout remains perfectly still, and
showld he see an enemy before him,
he will not move until he is assured
that his head has been mistaken far
a part of the rock. That is where
the scout’s iraining is  essential.
Ths tenderfoot, on seeing the pre-
sence of danger, would quickly with-

draw- his head from view. The

trained scout knows full well that any
sudden movement would very likely
attract attention, even at a consider-
able distance. Thus he appreciates
the value of being able to keep
rigidly still.

1 attach great importance to the
art, of finding cover, and there is no
better way of learning this than hy
studying Nature’s scouts—the beasts
of the field and the birds of the air,

I bave impressed upon you how
essential it is to keep “down wind "

ny beast you wish to stalk, but
there are many other essential points
to note, the chief being that you
must gain a fairly accurate knowledge
aboul animals and their habits.

To all who would learn the true
scauting art there is no better prac-
tice possible than stalking animals
and birds, and as you improve at the
ne it abounds with juterest. You
will be able to study the animals, you
will get to like them, and the more
you see of them the more yom will
realise  the  wondepful work  and
weapons of eelf-defence God has
given them for self-protection. By

this 1 do not necessarily mean their
coth or claws or horns. I mean,
rather, their fully-develpped senso of
smell, sight, instinet, and quickness

 of hearing.

Remembar in your stalking you are
outb to learn, and not to kill." There
is no enjoyment in killing for killing’s
sake. The Chief Scout considers

huuting, or going after big game, is
one of the finest things in scouting.
But he lays particular stress that he
does not. refer to the “kill ™ in the
adventurous life in the jungle, but to
the other advantageons and equally
exciling part of tho hunt.  The
actual shooting the animal in big
game hunting is the very smallest
part of the fun, The fun {ina in the
chances of the animal huniing you
instead of you huniing the animal,
the interest in tracking him up, stalk-
ing him, watehing all he does and
learning his habits.

Vo seout  should ever kill an
animal unless there is some very
Jjustifiabls cause, and then he should
do it quickly and eflectively, so as 1o
give it as liitle pain as possible.

Much greater fun can bo obtained
by going out fully-armed,
weapon being your camera. The
stalkar’s badge is one of the besi
you ean gaim It supplies un-
deniable proof of what efficiency you
have gained. -

However, it is nol the average
scout’s opportunity to journey out
into the wilds of Africa to practise
his stalking; and perhaps it is just
as well, until a little proficiency has
been obtained.  But practically as
much practice can be done by study-
ing all wild animals and tame animals
at_home.

How many scouts sbout their own
native home cannot tell when a horse
is laping, or when caitle require

even how a wild rabbit

water, or
rest and obtains food for

builds its
its family
hJu;L Ias muech satisfaction can be
oblained by practising your stalking
on the home fields and’ woods a5 1
the wildest parts of Africa.

R is just as dificull to stalk a
rabbil or weasel or stoat as it is to
stalk a lion. By careful study you
can learn much about {ame animals,
and the habits of wild animals af
home are much the same as the habits
of the wild animals of the jungle.

There is no more attractive pastime
than to get away from evergbody and
into the animal world. There is a
tremendous amount to learn and wit-
ness. i

Wild amimals’ life_has ite full
share of pathos, tragedy, humour,
and valour, A mother profecting her

g fight for hours on end
against heavy odds, and fight with
her last drop of blood, ontside the
entrance to her nest, refusing escape
up trees or away in the thicket, be-
cause she knows that by so doing sho
leaves her youngsters at the mercy
of her enem,

A stoat will get upon the scent of
a rabbit, and though the chase may
last for hours, whilst there is an atom
of strength in his body he will not
give up the -chase. The rabbit will
dash onward, knowing full well that
escape lies ogly in the strength and
endurance of its limhs. The survival
of the fiftest is the law of the wilds

Here is another striking lesson to the
scoul, another point he must attend

u gain proficiency as a scaut. A
1 bo.chased by another, and it
little if he is caught. A

hunted animal must be able to go “al
# no. He knows full w
captor 1s upon him no
of escape awaits him.

There is no wild a
fear no foes.  Th
is “Ba propared. has_pro-
vided them with various meanis of solf.
preservation. The hedgehogy is a
difficult problem when he rolls himself
into a ball.  Nature has provided
him with practically no means of
attack, but as surc a defence as any
man-made fortress. Hedgehog mest
is very palatablo to most animals, but
when Mr. Hedgehog scents danger,
and objecting to providing a free
meal, he rolls himself into a ball, his
enemy will generally =niff and retire
hungzy and baffled.

Hedgehogs are natural cnemies of
all repi and particularly the
ij “ases have been reported of
hedgehog, finding & viper
asleep in the sun, has seized its tail
between its toeth and rolled into a
ball. The viper cannot escape, and
eventually the hedgehog breaks his
Fat, and sl tle hosbelt up,. b
sleep the sleep of the overfed.

(Another splendid Scout article newt
Monday.)
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A LONG COMPLETE TALE OF THE CHUMS OF ROOKWOOD!

The 18t Chapter.
A Licking for Threo!

Putty of the Fourth put his head
imo the end study.

There was & very sympathetic ex-
pression on his face. It was easy to
ses that Putty was the beorer of ill
tidings.

“You fellows are wanted !”” he said.

Jimmy Silver grunted.  Raby and
Newcome looked worried. They had
been expecting the summons, but that
did not make it apy the more welcome
hen it came. £

“The

“Ves.

“Now for it!” mwmured Raby,
rubbing *his hands in dismal anticipa-
tion. “It was bound to come.”

“Jimmy's stunts generally lead io
something of the kind!" remarked
Neweome morosely.

“Rats " was Jimmy Silver's re-
joinder to that.

“¥ou saw the Head, Putty?” asked
Rab;

Higd?? asked Jimmy.

¥,
ws, He called to me and sent
me for you.”

“Did he Jock waxy?"

Putty grinned.

“A trifle I he answered.

“ Anybody with him?”

“Yes, I\I{' Tasker, the tenant of
Heath Bungalow.”

“1 knew it 1" growled Raby.. “ The
Beak will lay it on this time! Well,
let’s go and get it over!”

“1 suppose you fellows have been
ragging that bounder at the bungalow
again?” asked Putty curiously.

“Yes, in a way.”

“What a pity you didn't ask me
to nanage it for you!” remarked

Putty reflectively. “Then  this
wouldn’t have happened.”

“Fathead " was Jimmy Silver’s un-
grateful re] “Come on, you

fellows! We've got to go through at."”

Jimmy Silver led the way from the
end study, and his chums followed
him with lugubrious faces.

Their steps were slow and relue-
tant as they repuired to Dr. Chis-
holm’s study. It was an apartment
the juniors never cared for visiting.
And the present occasion was likely
to be o very painful ore.

. Outside the Head’s door the three
Juniors paused.

“]—1 suppose it’s no good explain-
ing to the Head,” murmured Raby,
“abhout—about Lasker, and what we
suspecte—'"

“Fat lot of good!” grunted New-
come. “Do you think -the Head
would listen to such a yarn for a
minute?”

“RBut it's true, you know.”

* “Tha Head wouldn’t listen, all the
same. Besides, we've got no proof,
have we?”

“What do you think, Jimmy? I
don't want & thundering good licking
if it can be helped.”

Jimmy Silver shook his head de-
cidedly.

“We're not going to put the rascal
on his ‘gua.r(i. by saying what we
suspsct,” he answered, in o low 'voice.
“Weo knew we were risking a lick-
ing, and now it's come we've got to
stand it. Come on!”

He tapped resolutely at tho Head's
door.

“Conre in "

Dr. Chisholm’s veoice was very deep
and ominous. -~

The three juniers ontered.

The Head was standing by his
writing-table, his brow very stern.
Mr. Lasker was seated.

The latter gentleman glanced ai the
juniors, and his eyes glittered. He
was dressed in black, as usual, and his

swarthy face was lowering and
threatening.  His dyed hair glim-
mered in the eunlight from  the
window.

*Are these the boys, Mr. Lasker?”

A Splendid Story of
JIMMY SILVER & CO.

By OWEN CONQUEST,

asked the Head of Rockwood, in a
cold, formal mannet.

“They ave the boys!” answered the
tenant of the’ hungu{uw‘ i

“Very good! Silver, Raby, New-
come,” said the Head, bending a stern
glancs upon the hapless irio, M.
Tasker informs me yesterday
afternoon you visited his bungalow on
Coombe Heath——""

“¥es, sir”
Silver meekly.

“That part of the heath has been
placed out of bounds, owing tw the
irouble that hos already occurred
betwoen Mr. Lasker and Rockwood
boys,” said_the Head sternly. *“You
have been gnilty of discbediomce to
me personally i going there at all.”

The juniors were silent. There was
no denying the fact, and it was im-
possible to explain to the Head by
what mental processes of their own
they justified their action io them-
selves. )

“Ma. Lasker states that you seized
him at his own gale, threw him down,
and ihrust a wet sponge into his
fuce I” said the Head.

No answer.

The juniors looked, as they felt,
dismal,~ Siated thus by the Head,
their escapade did seem, even to them-
selves, a dreadfully serious affair,

“Are you aware,” continued the
Head, *that Mr. Lasker could, if he
chose, prosecute you for assault and
batlery?”

“C.c-conld he,

“He could!”

“Qh, sir!” murmured

“T hardly know how to deal with
such a case of flagrant delinguency,”
said the Head. *1 need not say that
your punishment will be severe. ¥ou
must realise that.”

The juniors’ looks showed that they

murmured Jimmy

sir?"”  stammered

Newcome,

id.

“1 ghall cane you with the utmost
severity.”

“Oh1

“1In Mr. Lasker’s presence. And I
shall give my word to Mr. Lasker
that, in the event of any repetition of
your conduct, a public flogging shall
be adininistered in the presence of

e whole school.”

“QOh, sir!”

“Does that salisfy you, Mr
Tasker?” asked the Head, turning to
the gentleman in black with cold,
formal courtesy.

“Quite!” he answered.

“Very good! I shall now cane you
in Mr, Lasker's presence. You first,
Silver.” . g

Jimmy Silver stepped forward.

What followed was very painful.
My, Lasker looked on as if he enjoyed
the scene, as probubly he did. The
unfortunate heroes of the Fourth were
very far from enjoying it.

The Head, when he let himself go,
was an expert with the cane. He lai
it on with scientific precision.

Jimmy Rilver & Co. had been caned
before, bui they had never been
through such a licking as this.

When it was over the Head was
breathing rather hard, and the three
juniors were qguite pale,

Dr. Chisholm made =
towards the door.

“You may go!” he said curily.

The three Fourth-Formers limped
out of the study.

They did not speak in the passage.
They were past words. They only
limped -away painfully to their own
quarters, where they sat down and
looked at one another.

Jimmny Silver ivas the first to break
the anguished gilence.

“1¢’s for old Lovell's sake !" ho mut-

gesiure

tered.

Raby and Newcome did not answer.
They were suffering oo much just
then, even to give a thought to theic
absent chum—Arthur Edward Lovell,

The 2nd Chapter.
Lovell Wants to Know!

“Got <:\\ts'.,”E - .

Jimmny Silver spoke in quite
feeble tone as Tubby Muffin put his
fat face into view in the doorway.

“1 say, Jimmy——" -

“ Don’t worry now, Tubby. .

“Rut Pve come to tell yon——r

“ (3o away ! groaned Raby.

“Oh, all right!” said Tubby Muffin
indignantly,  “Nice way to treat a

follow who's doing you a favour, L. i

must say. If you don’t want to
suswer the telephone, Jimmy——

“The telephone?” repeated Jimmy
Silver.

“Lovell's rang you up on Mr.
Bootles' telephene, Bootles sent me

“Oh, 1 seel”

“And if you can’'t even thank a
chap for coming upstairs to bring you
& message—>"" said Tubby warmly.

 Seat [ % "

Jimmy Silver rose painfully.
was half an hour since the licki
the Hend's study, but the pamn was
far from wearing off yet. Still,
Jimmy was_fecling a little better;
and, certainly, if his_sbsent chum
was on the tolephone, Jimmy wanted
to speak to him, R

He went downstairs to Me, Bootles'
study. K

The Fourth Form master gréeted
him with o kind smile. Mr, Beotles
was well aware how Arthur Edward
Lovell was misscd by his old chums,
and he had more than once shown his
sympathy in & kind, quiet way.
“Lavell has rung me up, and asked

on to speak to yom, Bilver,”

o said. * It is—ahem !—rather un-
usnal; bubt you may speak to your
friend on my instrument. As it is o

.tr\mk.(:all, you had better loge no

time.”

“ Thank
gratefully.

Mr. Bootles waved his hand towards
the telephone left the study.

Jimmy picked up the receiver.

“Hallo I s

“Hallo! Is that you, Jimmy?"”
It was the well-known veice of Arthur
Edward Lovell, formerly of the Rook-
wood Fourth, that came over the
wires—faint in the distance, but easily
recognisable,

“Yes, old chap,” said Jimmy.
"l'm'jo'.ly glad to get a word with
you 1"

“1t's rather a cheek, ringing you up
on Bootles’ ’phone,” said Lovell;
“but I thought he'd let us have a
jaw, He's 8 good old gort. It's
rather important, too. You asked me
to send you o photograph of Pilking-
ham, the lawyer who bolted with the
pater’s money., I had to ask father
for it, and he's jolly intercsted. The
police believe now that Pilkingham is
still in England, and the peter thinks
you may have seen something of him,
from your asking for the photograph,
Is there any news, Jimmy?”

#1—1 hope so, Lovell.”

“You haven't seen him 7"

“I've got a suspicion.”

“My hat!”

“I'vo been on the job since the
photograph came,” continued Jimmy
Silver. “A chap can’t ba certain, but
T believe there’s something in it. I'm
going to make sure I'n glad you
called me up, Lov I was going {o
weite to you, and this will save time,
We've not said anything sbout your
affairs here, of course.  Nobody
knows why you left.  But I think
Putty vright be able to help us in
this business—Grace of the Faurth,
vou know, Would you mind if we
told him?”

“"No cbjection that I know of,”
said Levell. “‘He's not a chap to
tattle.  But Tl ask the pater—he's
here.”

Thero was & pause.

you, siv!” said Jimmy

Lovell's voice came through again
at lest,

“You there, Jimmy 1"

w w

“You can tell Putty, if you like—
not to go any farther, of course. The
pater is anxious that my young
brother shouldn’t be worried by know-
ing how we stand. You eateh ont”

“1 understand, oid fellow 1" 4

“ How is my miner going on now I’

“Right as rain.” .

“Good! But do you really think,
Jimmy, that yon've seen some chap
who may be that raseal Pilkinghan,
und that there’s a chance of spotting
him ?

“ really think therc’s a chance,
Lovell, and if 1 find anything out for
certain I'll send you u wire.”

“(ood for you! We're awfully
anxious, of course.  If that villuin was
found, aud the money recovered, ]
could  come back  to Rookwood.
Wouldu't that be prime?”

“ What-ho, old fellow !

“Ilallo, time's up!
Timmy I )

Jirmny Silver put up the receiver
and left Me, Bootles' study. 2

Raby and Neweome looked at him
as he came back into the end study in
the Yourth, with languid interest.

“ Anything fresh from  Lovell®”
aby

Good-bye,

he's rather excited about
that we've seen that abscond-
itor chap. And we can tell

ng sol
Putty .
“What do you want to tell him

ord”

“71 think he may be able to help us
out, He's awfully keen, you know.
And—and "T'm Dblessed if T know
exactly how to nail that villain Lasker
down, even if he is Pilkingham,”
confessed my Silver. * I'dlike to
talk it over with Putty, and see what
he thinks. Not just yet though.
We'll wait for this to wear off.
Jimmy rubbed his hands.
ting a bit better now, but—"

“Ow, ow 1"

“If we're able to get old Lovell
back to Rockwond, we shu'n't mind
this licking much,? said

“Not when it's worn off |

But the lickifg was a long time
wearing off, and for most of that even-
ing Jimmy Silver & Co, were in s

very unhappy state, and, in the end |

study little “was heard but painful
mumblings,

The 3rd Chapte
Puity Agraes
“Groce!”

“ Adsum, dear boy,” said Putty,
with a smile,

“(ome wlong to Little Quad,” said
Jimmy Silver. *I want you to lend
us your chin in a pow-wow.”

“Delighted, old chap! If you're
thinking of going for that cad Lasker
again, count me 1 said Putty Grace
at once, “I'm your man!™

Morning lessons wero over, and
Jimmy hod hailed Grace as the
Fourth came out of their Form-room.
The Co. walked acrcss the quad with
Putty, and they went ‘through the
wrchway into Little Quad, where they
were in quict seclusion on one of the
old caken benches under a beech-tree.
Jimmy was very particuler that the
pow-wow _should not hbe overbeard.
Lovell's full from fortune wus mot
ganerally known at Rookwood, My,
Lovell had desirdd that nothing should
be said about it, chiefly on account of
Lovell miner of the Third Form,
who was still at Rookwood,

“(3o0 ahead, my son,” said Putty,
looking rather curiously at the three
grave inces. “You're jolly serious
about it!

“ Nothing like a thumpin® licking to
make a fellow serious,” remarked
Raby. “The Head's promised us a
flogging in Hall if we go for that
rotter, Lasker, ;tia n.”

Putty Grace whistled.

“Then T'd let him alone,” he said.
“Leave him to .me. Ill take the
matter off your hands.”

“1t isn’t only a rag,”
“It's sbout Lovell—
What's Lovell got to do
sker 7"

A lot, I hope!”

# Blessed if I cateh on!” said Putty.
“Supposo you enlighten me? If
these's anything T can do for old

‘vio only to mfmtinn it, of

said Jimmy,
" .

Lovell, yoi'y
couyse, I'm sorry he's left.”

“IF things go as I hope, he can
come back again,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Wa're telling you a bit of a seeret,

Vi it's to go no farther. Lovell
loft because his father's ruined, and
couldn’t stand his fees here.”

“My hai! Poor old Lovell}"

“1t's u rotten story,” said Jimmy,
“ My, Lovell's soliciter, a man named
Pilkingham, got all his sccurities into
his hands, aud bolte He robbed
Mr. Lovell and several other clients,
Only Mr. Lovell suffered most—he

was nearly cleared out, Tt was sup-
posed that Pilkingham had got out of
the country with his loot; bui the
palice have traced some bonds he got
rid of, and that’s taken as proof tha¥
he's still in England.”

“In hiding somewhere, you know,”
said Newcome.

“And we think Lasker, at the bun-
galow, is the man!” added Raby.

Putty jumped.

“Phew! 1—I say, aren't you
romancing - bit?”  he asked.
* Letting your merry fancy run awuy
with you, you know " i

“We're  afraid the police might
ihink so, if we went to them,” said
Jimmy Silver ruefully. “But we're
not going to them till we've got
proof,  Of course, we've got some
evidence to go on.”

Putty looked keenly interested now,

“Let's hear the evidence,” he said,
“ I bo umipire

“Lasker wag here one day when -
Mr. Lowell called and it struck us
that he was dodging Mr. Lovell see-

g

“Hr

“Pilkingham  is  a  little, grey-
headed,  grey-bearded  man — ani

Lasker has his haiv and whiskers dyed.
A dozen fellows have spotted that,”

ots of peoplo  dye  their
whiskers,”
“I know. But Pilkinghom is a

pale-looking blighter, and Lusker hos
a_dark, foreign-locking complexion.
You've seen him-—"

“Well, that’

“1t's a disg
stnined  dark,
Silver.

*How do you know?"
“Becauss we've put it to the

" said  Jimmy  triumphantly.
at's whet the Head caned i
for. Wo jumped on Lusker at his
pluce to dab his chivey with a wet
sponge, to ses whether his complexion
was real. And some of it came off on
the sponge "

“My hat!"

“8o, you see—""

“You're sure about that?”
Putty

* Quite sure,

“It’s o fact,
o thl!hl]:hl? lic|
we did it."

“There’s some more evidence,”
said Jimmy Silver.  *“You know
Smythe of the Shell trespussed in
the bungalow on a emoking stunt- -
thinking it was untenanted, [
had it from Smythe that he suw whole
bundles of War Bonds on the table
there- 2 e

got bis skin
explaived  Jimmy

asked

said Raby. “We got
ug for doing it, but

“Phew ™
“There were no eud of bonds
among the securities Pilkingham

bolted with,” added Raby. *We had

.that from Lovell.

_“Then_ there's Lasker's secluded
life, as if he were in hiding,” coin-
tinued Jimmy Silver. “With «ll
those Londs, he must be rich, but he
lives i a lonely little bungalow, with-
out keeping any kind of servant.
Never sces a soul, and uever has a
letter--I've leamed that from the
postmar, Then he cuts up rough like
a giddy lunatic if a fellow goes near
his show: that’s to make everybody
keep clear, of course. A!sz the
bungalow always looks, to n passer-
¥, as if it’s nntenanted. Hardly any-
body kuows that a man lives there
Everythi wints to the man
being in hiding ki 36 ol for
gether, Putty, what do you think?”

Putty kritted his brows.

_The chums of the Fourth watched
him rather anxiously.

‘hey had discussed the matier
among themselves endlessly. and they
had made out what seemed to them
an almost certain case, since suspicion
had first dawned upon their minds.
But they were aware ithat -the wish
was probably futher to the thought:
thut the hope of helping their old
ehum had doubtless coloured their
reasonings on the subject.

Jimmy and Raby and Newcome
had, indeed, quite setrled to their own
satisfaction that the mysterious tenant
of the bungalow wuas, in fact, the
absconding My, Pilkingham, in dis-
5111&9 and in hiling. They hadn't a
oubt o the point.

But they realised
themselves  looked
evidence, might
interested ty as tnfles light as air,

Puity wus a clover fellow, as all
Rookwoad knew, aud they wera glad
to have his unbiassed judgment on
the case. Ouly they hoped that his
judgment would be In_accordayce
with their own opinion, If it wasn't,
it was quite probable that they would
not attach very much importance to

_that what to
like convincing
appear to a dis

1t :

Putty of the Fourth was silent for
somo iimo, evidently thinking the
mattor out very carefully.  The
chums waited for him to speak.

“You've told me all you Xnow?"
b asked at last.
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“There's the photograph,” said “Aly dear man, we're not thinking | lnw and order in the room there w |  Thero was a long and a deep discus- | case the rascal belts. For if he relll‘y-
Raby. o of private theatricals now,"” said New- | them. sion, and the chums of the Fourth | is Pilkingham, he will -bolt right

Jimmy Silver took ‘a photograph | come. “What on earth do you mean?” de- | quitted the end study, Patty carrying cnough ! i
from his pocket. “I am!” answered P.g;v._y. manded Newcome testily his bag. Mornington of the ¥ourth | _*“No doubt about that!” agreed &

“on the broast. | stopy Jimmy Silver in the lower

“Tt's Pilkingham,” “Then you're un uss! Putty ¢ 1 himsel

inked the whiskers black, Jimmy Silver gave an impaiient “Li(‘lfeﬂl]m." he =

makes it look just like Lasker.” shrug. Putty’s devotion to theatricals “You!" mumbled
Putty studied the* photograph care- | was his ruling passion, and Jimmy

Iver. ** But if hesboltsggPe’ll
7o'l have the bike on the

in case i
We'll be in cover, and w,

f
uid.
Raby dazedly.
*“ Police-constable Putly!”

assage. X
“ About the feotball practice this | footpath rea

t's wanted. ”
h

ou go

afternvon——"" he began. o
fully. . : Silver very 1ca admitted  that | Grace, with a g « “ Bother the football " said Jimmy. | in, and if you yell for we'll rush
. Excepting for the pale complexion, Grace "of the Fourth was the best | now?  With a thundel big pair “Ehf” in and help. Fven the Head won't 1
it certainly was very like Mr. Lasker | amateur actor he had ever seen; but | of hoots tors in them, 1 shall «7 mean, we shall have to cut it, | rag us for being out of bounds, if we >
of the bungalow, now that the hirsute | he wasn't interesied now in Putiy’s | be a good bit tall | the helmet | Morng.  You look after it for this nail o man that's wanted by the,
adornments were blackenod. histrionic  abilitics. en foothall, | will add to the offect. In + | afternoon, will you?” police1” ¥
** Anything moro?” asked Putty. which was heginning now_at’ Rook- | clothes, well padde shall be nea; “Certainly! Somothing en?"” asked | “Well, I'm ofi!” ? 5

Jimmy Silver & Co. ran the mutter | wood, occupied a very small share of | as fat as Bogys himsolf
over in their minds, adding every | Jimmy's thoughts. His attention was | face, you know I cun
they conld think of. Putty | all given to “the affair of Arthur|a new complexion and whis
listoned with the gravity and atten- l-kJ‘wnrd Lovell. that the Head himself wouldn

Putty walked away under the trees,
wums watching him with great
.

-constable Puity was imitat-

s something rather important.

Ta-ta
And Jimmy

ilver & Co. quitted
ith

i« s e
tion of a judge. . ) ‘T didn't know it was dashed |y, What? Rookwood with high hopes, ing the stately tread of P..c. Boges,
“1t Tooks jolly likely,” he said at | theatricals you wanted to speuk about, “¥ou!" cjaculated Jimmy Silver which were mingled deep misgivings. | of Coombe, and the juniors could
st, “I0 may be all moonshine— | Grace,” saic Jimmy, ising. Y aitenndiip :]"."m; almost U hardly believe it was not a real con-
; likely it is—but any friend of | ** Another time. old chop {06k Ein breath & W - The 5th Chapt stable who was marching loftily to-
Lovell is bouud to look into it and | Hold on! Laok at this R LrE o it o T RES M. wards the lane.
sea if there’s auything in it.” Putty Graco ol eouldiel gel I BN In the Name of the Law! “Come on!” murmured Jimmy.

: apened tho big bag, | Raby.
and, o the astonshment of the thrce Tiehy

juniors, turned out a policeman’s

I trousers,

o carth’s that?” asked

“You think  thero is?” asked

Y Ripping !" The three juniors followed at &
& was a heavty exclamation of | safe distance A
tion from Jimmy Silver & Co. | Putty emc
ripping, there was no doubt

Putty sniffed,
“1 could do it on m

a X, Ldall ged into the lane, and
e good!" said the thiee to-
A

oup of village boys

I he slighte: H | ax he passed o
id their respect for "Leddy the alighiest doubt the et will | hont il | the Co. Tooked on breathlossly, This
i ity was incteased on the clobber, for our mext | i 0 fhe ;:lmulnlxzr‘l g I|;! ‘Chirce howrs had passed since the | was first test. DBut the villagers
updyy J explained Pufty. * r ; e : Courth-Forn: of ) ! ha lance ho sl ice-
Tividontly Puity of the Fourth was vomedy,” explained Putty. *You ro- | | pitlingham, Well, if ho is 1 ¥ourth-Formess had left the school, | ha ed at the sham police

these hours much had hap- | muan.

member we're going to have a comie

llow whose ~opi as w iram, what vill he do ] doutly they s aotlille

a fellow whose ~opinion was worth | policeman, on the lines of Mr. Boggs ., W o 3 i pened, suspicious in_ his  aspect. Putty

usking. 251 b ) of Coombe,” “Try to bolt, I suppose.” Jimmy and Raby and Newcome had | passed on with stately tread. faking
But I don't think it would be | " «Y Yamember, but I don’t vare a Exactly. And then wo shall lave | toion chargo of Putly's bag of | the footpath across the open henth,

much good going to the police-station | yp ™ wid Raby. “Can’t Lother the proof we wanl.’ “props,”’ in the d s of Coombe | which led past the gate of the loncly

with this yurn,” added Putty. It} yhout rot of that kind now.” “Yes. But if he isn't Pilkingham, | Wood, whils the scapegrace of Rook- | bungalow.

sounds—if you don’t mind my saying | = «“Yon don't.catch on-——" alter all——" wood b ] to Rookham, to | * Prime!” murmured Ruby,

soi bit. moonshiny. All the | wAnd wo don’t want tol” snapped | “If he isn’t, he'll have nothing lo | secure the secondhand helmet at ;=| Still keeping their e, Jimmy

ovidence hangs together, but it will | Newcome,  * For goodness’ sake give | fear, and he'll toll me I've mada o | bargain. Putty cume back with a wheeling

i juniors
mdle on his bicyele. He wheeled | followed Police-e iy,

machine into the wood, and joined The low roof of the |
trio, who were u litile tired of | visible over the

bo necessury to get something n bit | oo rest! Blow your silly theatri | mistake, and roport mo ab the police. !
d |
for him. %uf the Fourth

more tangible. Ivery separate bit of | cqlc1» station for bethering . him.’ i
the ovidonce might be explained | “"wT Luyven't got the helmet yet,” | Putty, with n grin. — “Thai
said Putiy calmly. “But, as it's o hurt me. Polico-canstable Puity

w was

{
on stondily
e followers
hes us th

away."”

“But, taken all together, it’s —what
d'ye call it-—cumulative?” said Jimmy
Silver,

“Phat’s so. Bul you want some-
thing cleurer—something solid enough
for a court of law, before you worry
the bobbies on the eubjeet,” snid
Putty. “In fact, you've got to know,
beyond the shadow of a doubt, that
tho maa is Pilkingham.. DBut  that
can bo dene.”

“We're going 1o da it, somehow
aaid Raby. * Why, if the mun's Pilk-
ingham, he's got Lovell's pater's
money there in the busmalow. and it
could be found, and old Lovell could
come back to Rookwood.”

Putty nodded.

“We've got to know the facts,” he
said. “I'm poing into it with you
fellows, of course. 1'd give a term's
pocket-maney to see old Lovell set
right again, though LI've had some
rows ®ith him. Have you fellows got
en ideu for showing tho mun up?”

“Not beyond what we've done
slready,” confessed Jimmy Silver.
“We've got proof enough to satisfy
ourselves—but satislying the police
and making them rest him s
another matter. Awd if anything was
done without actuaily collaring him,
of course, ha would bolt, and we
should be dished, Tt wen’t do to call
ou the police till it’s a cuse of hand-
cufls f‘.-_r the rotter, so that he can’t

fowards it: b
kept

frome tha

alow,

fur Trom the lonely building

fhere wis o [ringoe of willows by the

| Toutpnth, il v cover of these troes
¥ Wilver & Cn. siopped, It

o without

[ o
ndows  of the

pisking heing ohserved.

Alead of them, Police-constable

| Puity tramped steadily on to tha <
i

garden g
Jimmy

o,

Silver felt his heart beating

faster.
T

identity of the mysterious
icrant of the bungalow was to be put
to the test now. 1f he was Pilking-
ham, the absconding solicitor, tho
t could hardly fail to_be dis-
| covered. But o new' thought came
into Jir s mind now. If the man
was @ critmal, in fear of arrcst, what
was he likelv to do when a police
'man’s hand dropped on his shoulder!
What if he were armed? What if ho
sudden fight, with a deadly
nd? It was a grim
bility, wh it had never oc-
1 to the juniors belore,
‘vo goi to get nearer, in ease
wo're wanted,” he muttered o his
chums. ' Putty t get huret, if
he's the man, Come ou! Leave the

mizzl i T bike hore d erawl on your hands
“Wo've got to establish | and koees.  We sha'n’t be seen
4 e Lk “ You'rs my prisoner, Mr. Pilkingham ! '* said ' Police- i
{{-";‘,\11‘}3 said ‘;““! thoughtfully. ABRESTING THE MAN IN BLACK ! Yo Y ey Graca gruffly. * 1 think as ‘ow Il ther
Wa ve gok to.udazio him own up. clap the darbies on!’ Clickl A groan escaped the rasoal as the handeufls closed around his wrists. SR .
}‘,[m\! On all fours, the juniors crept ouf
) “I've got & sort of a germ of an i to the willows, their experie ax

jdea at the back of my head. Tl « them in ‘-ﬁnml

tho metamorphosis Boy Hcouls stanc

ank A o’ 1 half-holiday to-dey, T can bike over to | never show up ab ihe station to be Then IS
l’;&:jdiﬂu‘;‘;.{‘ I?‘I:‘LU‘,‘V':‘,]]l\O'("H.I(;IIZthu:f Rookham.” T kunow where to get o raggzed by the inspector ! menced. ps "u.‘“lﬁjn“"‘f'wro’ bl —_—
aftor diuner. If you've ot thought of | secondhand oue cheap. You fellows | - Jimmy Silver lunghed, ]SS duatter of fnct, Putty’s ubilisies || The razeed shobborite Bty
YAl sight, old chap " can stand part of the expense, and | “It's a good stuntl’ he sail. | in the making-up line had often been | biss -k“[‘j‘ .”"“-'1‘! cifec I"“\ ¥ l-“‘“""f‘
The Fourth.Formers went in o | well put it down o the dramatic | “But—but——" e put Lo a severer lest than this, i cem from the house while they kept
T s in m very reflective | ohub, of course.” - or mind ¢ buts, ” suid Putty. | With his own clothes on, and somo | 10%, )
B i, “Rats1” i ‘I¢'s against the lnw to pnb on @ God: b filled out the old | ‘They cropt on fill they were closa
R matter of absolute fact, Jimmy “Don’t apen_ the door, Newcome. an's clobber, and muke out to well, and made quite a | up to the dilapidated fenco within
gilver & Co. udn't vory much faith | [ hven't explained yot.” o [ e wal Rabys . swktich e shirgtboeios mow, ey
in Putty’s powers of dealing with the “1 tell you we're mnot bothering But wo're gaing to do it to help | © A pair of huge and heavy boots, | Were only four or five yards now from

I O o a1 (hoy. felt | about idiotic theatricals now [ howled | the L, fathead, and that makes all | with * elovators inside, made _hin: | Dutty 13 ho clophod tho _door of
that the end study could rely upon Newcame. * Talk about Nero ﬁ‘l, "h‘]'. difference ! P almosi_lower over the other juniors. tha ‘bunzalow. They remained on
itself for that. ‘Ihoy hud wanted his | dliug while Rome’s burning! T think Yes, if the man is Pillkivghem. | s face was given a rich and rudiy their knees out of sizht, waitiug, hut
judicial opinion on (he evidence; and | FOUTE the outside edge of the limit | But if he isn't— camplexion from his make-up box, | listening intenily. The fear was in
that satishied ithem. Dut they felt that | ™ fatheads! X “1f he isn't, we ghall ]:im»;.' for cer- | ke P Bogws, of Coor And | Jimmy's heart  that Putly might
it was up to them to giv s Putty a “L me explain, all the same. t\ngt and Police-constable Puatty will | his whi ore. no to somo

polite hearing when he propounded ot to s Lasker own, up | ven sh on the >]!0ti, and disappear | Mr. Boges' own, the juniors de . | that extraorinary
his scheme, whatever it was, and they | ¥ e's T itkingham—if he is Pilking- | ouf :{l (-“(Ihl“l‘lll‘l“, and o harm um:vl, ; Jimmy Silver & Co. conld hardly | too late to change the programn
admitted tho possibility that it might | hem=——" X v ]""{- ”“-‘l s w0, ugreed Ruby | beliove ihel oi1 they Jooked st | now. Putty was already knocking ab
be a good one. #Qh, if you're going to talk sense thoughtfully. Putty of the Fourth, after the trans the door.

And when. after dinner, Putiy of | ——' snid Newcome, dropping his | Jimmy Silver nodded, L formmtion was comploted. A window opened.
ihe Fourth whispered that he wanted | hand from the door-handle. “Blessed if we don't fry it he Had not their own eyes beheld the | Through o row opening in the
fo speak to them in their study, [ w it's nob usual for ‘r?’mes to | said. *‘It's risky: but we're regdy to | transforming of their Form-fellow thoy | shrubbery the juniors could see the
Jimmy Silver & Co. repaited to the | talk sense in this studs,” said Putty for old Lovell's sake. Wo're | ¢ never would have dreameil | front of the house. ¢ the
end siudy to wait for him. sweetly. “But I'm going to chance i s g fha was Teddy Grace who stood swarthy face of the man in black
I it, and if I pnt it in words of one we'to game, if it comes to | before them in the dusky wool. looking from the window beside the
syllable, you fellows may catch on.” said Raby, rubbing bis hundg Te looked about forty-five or six | deor. Ho was only four or five vards
The 4th Chaptsr, “Look here, you ass——" reminiscently. * Bui——’ . veurs old; a typical ruddy country | distant from them, and they could
Putty's Idea! “Come to the peint, old fellow!™ | “Yt:n' ike a billy-goat, with your | policeman discern the startled look in his face,
Jimmy Silver & Co. had waited ten | said Jimmy Silver. b e buts "1 remarked Put “Lets | Ho might huve been own brother | though he was evidently trying fo
minates when Putty of the Vourth |  ‘Suppese a policeman walked into wot to business, und leave butting till keep it under contrel.  The kuock

? to_Mr. Boggs, of Coombe.
i |

carmo iato the end study at Jast. Per- | the bungalow,’ said Putty quietly. | afterwards.” 3 P and clinked a rusty | and the sizht of the offi

haps they wore getiiug o little res- “He dabs his hand on Lasker's| Jimmy Iver looked at his chums. of handeuils in his | had startled

shoulder, and says—-—" “It's risky!” he repeated. ** But | pocket. and they

“Rate!” said  Raby. “We've | I think we ought to try it on, for old Shall T do?” he inquired con- | rather di
adently

cial uniform
m_\'rtf:rmus tenant,
that he was

tive.

Putty had a bag in his hand when . v ¢
he came in, and he closed the door | agreed not to call in the bobbies till | Lovell's sake! Let’s seitle the defails,
after him carofully. 'The throo chums | we've got elear proof-—7=5 - fand wire inl”
looked at Putty and at his bag with Ass!" said DPutty politely. “The | Raby and Newcome acquiesced,
curiosity, not unmingled with im- | bobby T am thinking of is in this | throngh with some misgivings. They

s i

4 “What do you wa They

;. hadn’t any doubt whatever | heard clearly the rasping tones of
ould “do.” the man in black.

g Putty’s reply did not sound as if it

pationce. ¥ study at the present moment!™
“What have you got there?” asked “ What?'
« Raby. The chums of the Fourth glanced

‘heat¥ical — props,”  answered [ round the end study, as if half-expect-
Putty. ing to sec a blue-vonted upholder of

had nol yeb forgotten their last visit
to the Head's study and the caning
administered in the presence of the
obnoxious Mr, Lasker. DBul they
acquicsced loyal g

“You fcllows had better T T
the bungalow, at a safe distunc

were in Putty’s voice. He spoke in
doep, gruff tones: «

“Ths 'ere’s Heath Bungelow, sin't
t, sir?”
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“You're Mr, Lasker?” leeped on him tantly, and bnrel A lorrent of savage curses l:ru‘ke! 5
y nime.” him o the ground. | from the man in bluck, He knew \ ]
“Then T've got to see you, sir, if | The bue fow from his hand ax he | ow how ho had been footed, bus il | EAL. "I-:H & |
I be kind cuough to opeu this | crashed down on the weedy path, and | was too late. The Ronkwoorl juniors | >
or. 3 | of terror loft his i had no avthority to arrest him, but | by PERCY
nmn did not move from the ot him!" yelled Raby. it was their hounden |i(§1_\ to kwpl
A Putty came s;ur-sdqu tound the | hold of him till ho could be hamiod 1y oo, arg in noed of any advice concorning heaith and goneral fitnoss write
wab is wanted?” ho asked. huse, his Lranchoon in his hand now. | over 1o the police, now that his | o *The Health Editor,” The BOYS' FRIEND, The Ficetway House, Farring-
‘I let me in, sir, Tll ex- | The man in black was struggling | identity  was  known  beyond the | don Street, London, E.C.4. All querics wiil be personally enswersd by Mr.

plain. T
o lang ‘
“1 um a very busy man, officer.
Kindly cxplain your busincss to mo
at once!” snupped Mr, Lasker,
Putty mopped his_forehoad with
his handkerchief, as if perspiring. i
was guite a natural action, and it
holped to screen his face from the
Leen eyes of the man in black.
“Cau't you let me into the *ouse,

‘of standin’ ‘ere, sir, arter

&l

“ 1 huve already refused to do so,
unless you oxpluin_ your busincss
with nid Mr, Lasker, sourly.
*1 sir, 1 must insist upon
heutering. 1'm ready to shew you
my authority.”

“What do you mean?”’ panted Mr.
Lasker. * How dare you—~" )
Will you open this

Certainly not!”

“You may as well op the door,”
soid  Lhe prendo  constable, more
grufily than ever, iy came’s up,
My, Pilkingham, and ¢ as well
tuke it quict! Vi my dooty to

warn you that anything you say may
Lo taken down to be used in evidence
agin you.”

The man in black cluiched ot the
Jow-frame with feverish hunds: 1t
socmed, for a moment, that ho wes
about to fall back into the room.
1lis eyes almost started from his

igure wt the door.
Raby nudged Jimmy yor.
“He's the man!” he whispered.

It was plain enough now. The
tarror in the face of the bungalow
tenant was nob to i
‘What--what—

1 =

nstaken.
chat did you ecall

, sir, all the
beotter fo was the pgruff re-
joinder got my dooty to do.
‘Are you goiny to open this door? I
arrost you-—'

Slam!

The window closed suddenly, and
the blind drepped over it.

‘Putty drew a deep breath.

It was clear enough now that
Jimmy' Silver's suspicion was well-
founded —that the tenant of
bungalow was the missing solicitor,
Was he going to open the door and
surrendor himself? It was pretty
certain that he was hastily bundling
together some of the more valuable
plunder hidden in the bungalow to
take to flight. Certainly, if he had
Ticen an inteceent man he would have
opened the front door,

Policecanstable  Putly struck a
heavy blaw on the door, which re-
gounded through the flimsy building.

* It you cah prove that

K knock, knack!
Hasty —movements were heard
within, but no footsteps approached

the door.  Jimmy Silve
his comrades, und the;
tha fence to reach the rear of the
building.  Quite regardiess now of
the question of “lbouuds,” the three
juniors squeezed through the broken
fenco into the back garden of the
bungalow. Thoy had na doubt what-
ever that the fenant was intending
flight from the back while the police-
man was knocking at the front door.

Putty continued to hammer at the
door, the kunock echoing through
the silent house. Crouching in cover
of the ragied bushes in_the back
warden, Jimmy Silver & Co. waited
breathlessly.

The kitchen door at the back of the
bungelow opened  softly, and a
scared face poered pryingly out.

The. juniors did not sur,

It was the face of Mr. Lasker,
alias Pilkingham, and the eyes werce
like those of u hunied animal,

e had o cout on now, and a soft.
ed on his head, and o black
«vipped in his hand.

Tis hurried glance having shown
him that there were no police ac
tha back of the house, tho wretched
man came quickly out, leaving the
back door open behind him,

Knock, knock, knock!

Putty hammered on. He had seen
Jimmy Silver’s manouvre, and his
object was to frighten the rascal ont
of the beck of the house into the
hands of the juniors.

In that he succeeded perfectly.
The man in block came running
down the back garden like a rabbit,
panting, evidontly with tho desperate
intention of making a break for the
open heath.

Je passed within a yard of the
thres breathless juniors, and they

signed to
skirted round

ey were fixed wildly upon

wildly.

i ‘}(m!“ he panted, as he recog-
nised Jimmy Silver among his as
sailants,

“Here
Jimmy.

Putiy arrived on the sceno, and
flourished his truncheon over the
seared face of the raseal,

“You're my prisoner, Mr. Pilking-
ham ! he said grofly,  “Give me his

young gents, and Tll clap the
s on!”

he officer!”  shouted

is,

There wos a groan of despair from
tho rascal as the hundeuffs fastened on
his wrists,

The 6th Chapter,
Righted at Last !

Jimmy Silver & Co. released the
man in black, and rose breathlessly
to their fect. Ile sat up dazedly on

i path, panting.  Police-
tty looked down at him

sy
e Pu

was no further doubt now as
to his identity. But although his
actions had been unmistakable he had
us yet admitted nothing. Police-con-
stable Putty's rolo was not finished
yet. 'The last shadow of a doubt had
1o be red before the man was
tuken into custody.

“Pick up that thera bag, Master
Silver 1" said the pseudo constable, in

is gruff tones. “There’ll be evi-
dence in that. Some of the plunder,
1 dessay. Git up, Mr. Pilkingham!”

The man in black groaned.

“Seond these boys away, officer I” he
said faintly. *I want to speak to you
privately.”

“ Stand back yonder, young genis.”

Jimuy Silver & Co. retired out of
hearing. The rascal was secure in
Tutry’s secondhand pair of ** dorbies,”
and ‘there was mno dunger of
making his escape.

“Well, what 'ave you to say, Mr.
Pilkingham? I've warned you that
anything you says may be took down
in— .

“Tet me go!” said the man in
black, in a shrill whisper. * Oflicer,
listen 1o me—"

“I've got to do my dooty.”

“1 will make you rich. A hundred
pounds, a thousand pounds—"
breathed the man in black.

“ Gammon 1"

“T have it in the bungalow. You
shall see it, take it in your hands.
Bank of England notes for a thousand,
ponnds for my freedom !” panted the
man in black. “1 ask enly an hour's
start. ou can easily explain the
deley to-your inspector, and you will
be rich. A thousand pounds in bank-
notes for my freedom.”

Puity smiled.

“1 &' pose there's plenty of evidence
in that there bag to convict you, Mr.
Pilkingham " he rémarked.

“Yes, yes. What is the use of
denisl now?’ groaned the wretehed

i

swindler, “There are a_hundred to
recognisd me as soon as 1 am in cus-
tody. A thousand pounds for my

freedom

“Dooty is dooty!”

i thousand pounds 1  hissed
Pilkingham. I will place the maney
in your hands. Lead me back into
the bungalow.”

“ My dear old top,” said Putty, in
quite u different voice, “although
not o member of his Majesty's Palice
Force, 1 am bound to uphold the

£

hononr of the orce as a iemporary -

member. I'm afraid I can’t accept
your generous ofler of somebody else’s

money. Jimmy, old chap, you can
come along.  The roiter wanis to
bribe me.  Me, you know, Police-

consiable Pulty of the Fourth Form.”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

Pilkingham slared wildly at the
“officer.”

What might have dawned upon him
before but for his terror, dawned
upon him now, and he began to
understand that he had been tricked.

He soon had proof of it.  Puily,
who found himself very warm in the
uniform and padding, stripped them
off now that they were needed no
longer, and revealed himself in his
T.ions, the latter contrasting strangely
with his made-up, whiskerads face.
The swindler watched him with start-
ing eyes.

“Put that sfuff in the bag on the
bike, Jimmy,” said Putty cheerily.
“I'm going to have a wash in the
house. 1've got to be Putty of the
Fourth again_before I'm seen in
public. You chaps keep hold of that
rogue, so that he can't dodge us.”

“Yes, rather ! grinned Raby.

shadow of a doubt.

The juniors did not heed his fury.

Putty’s disguise was s i
bag which was on the bike, and Putty
goon resumed his usual aspeck, with
the assistance of a wash in Mr.
Lasker's bungalow. Then he scudded
away to Coombe on the bicycle, to
give proper information to Mr, Boggs
at the police-station. of the prize that
awoited him at Heath Bungalow.
iy Silver & Co. remained In
arge of the prisoner. They were
not likely to loso sight of him.

The wretched man was taken back
into the house and allowed to sit
down, while he waited for the police
to arrive. He aliernated between
threats and’ pleadings. mingled with
curses, 1o all of which the chums of
Rookwood turned deaf ears.

They were glad when the portly
form of Police-constable Boggs—the
gonuine  articls  this  {ime—came
tramping up the path fo the house.

Raby let him in, and Mr. Boggs
tramped into the room, breathing
hard.  There was a half-incredulous

exprassion on his face, as if ho did
not wholly trust the tale Putty had
told him. But Jimmy Silver had
opened the bluck bag, disclosing a
stack of bonds, and a bundle of bank-
notes to the value of many thousands
of pounds. And the sigiht of that
treasure dispolled any of Mr. Boges'
lingering doubts. And, aithough Mr.
Boggs was doubtless above the temp-
tations of bribery, Jimmy ver

Co. walked with him and his prisoner

to tho station, and saw the rascal
safely within that building before
they lefl.

And then Jimmy fairly flew to the
post-office, to send u telegram to
Lovell.

“Pilkingham capturad. Now in
custody. wots  of loot recoverad.
Cheerio, old bean,—Jiumy SILver,
RaBy, Nrwcoue.”

That was the rather remarkable
telegram despatched by the chums of
the Fourth, It made the young lady
at the telegraph counter open her
eyes, and it made Arthur Edward
Lovell open his when it was delivered,
And Jimmy Silver & Co. walked
home to Rookwood in high feather.

Rookwood School rang with the

story.
Troe, the successful jupiors had
been favoured by chance and luck
but the Rookwooders did not care
about that, They had done it, and
that wos the chief thing. And cer-
tainly there was no doubb that they
had done it! For it was done!

The Head fairly gasped wher

heard of it. But, strict disciplinari
as he was, he did not think of punish-
ing Jimmy Silver & Co. for having
gone “out of bounds " that eventinl
afrernoon. Instead of that, he culled
them into his study « few days later,
after a visit from the inspector of the
police, and  congratulated  them
warmly, chiding them a little, genily,
at the same time. e shook hands
with them when he dismissed them,
and they doparted, foeling very
pleased with themselves and with the
Head.
And Lovell, of course, came back.
Almost the whole of Mr. Lovell's for-
tune was recovered among the booty
hidden in the lonely bungalow, as
well as property Lelenging to others.
Pilkingham, before his flight, had
made a clean sweep. Fortunately,
after his cupture, the police were abie
to make a fairly- clean sweep. And
that change in the fortunes of the
Lovell family naturally bronght
Arthur Edward back to his old school,
and to the end study.

Which was generally - rejoiced in,
ouly Tubby Muffin sheking his head
rather sorrowfully, as he gave up his
last hope of planting. himself in thak
famwous study in the place of Arthur
Edward.

But Tubby forgave Arthur Edward
for coming back, and carried his for-
giveness so far as to appear ab the
celebration which was given in the end
study in honour of Arthur Edward
Lovell’s return, which all the Fourth
Form agreed was an occasion to be
marked with a white stone! And in
the orowded stndy thera were loud

cheers, and the ginger-beer foamed
froely when Arthur Edward Lovell

proposed the health
stable Pulty.
. THE END.
(Be surc you read next Monday's
Rantwaod story, entitled : © At Grips
with the Sixth!’)

of Pelice-con-

ked in the |
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Seizo this opportunity of securing first-rate information and

advice FREE )

The Neod for Slesp.

Working the inuscles uot only
uses them up, but, if the work is hard
and continued, it leaves behind in
the muscles certain products which
stay there.  Some are removed by
ihe blood, but net all.  These pro-
ducts are more br less solid; they are
also poisons; aund it is because they
do stay behind in the muscles chat
the muscles become fatigued.
Fatigue, ,you sce, is a_poisoning of
the muscles. To get rid of some of
these poisons takes quite a long time
—many hours: : from half a
dozen to eighteen. Limnn(r!y they
are dissolved, and are carried away
in the urine,
his is the proc which goes on
while we sleep, aud you can casily see
why a decent allowance of sleep is a
real necessity.

The more getive and vigorous a lifo
vou lead, the more healthy yoi'll be,
because vigorous movement is
quired to develop ihe muscles
keep the organs in proper working
order, On the other hand, this full
exercise causes the production of much
poison in the system, and wore slee
is necessary in order to got thal stulf
out of the system.

Exerciee at Night.

Always, and to everybody, do T
rocommend he making a habit of
doing u bit of light oxereise just
before going to bed. There are
soveral good reasons for this, and the
ost,_important of them is that the
practice helps to secure sound, com-
fortable sleep.

In the summer-time and hot
weather ten minutes’ excreise just
when half=undressed; helps te veel the
body.  Makes you hotter, you say.
Yeos, at the moment, so it does, but
the body gets cooler after, and yow're
more likely to fall asleep quickly. Is it
winter, and you feel chilly? - Ten
minutes’ exercise will warm you up
nicely; you'li get into bed glowing,
and again sleep will come promptiy.
Do you suffer from cold feet? The
exercise will make them warm, and
is ever so much better than piling on
bedelothes. Get warin, stay warm.

Try the following series. It's the
one f’nmkn use of myself every night,
and it won't take more than nineteen
minutes:

Ten dee

Z

breaths, either lying’ flat
on the back or erect, allowing
stomach {o come forward when in-
haling, and squeezing stomach in
when cxhaling.

Twenty movements body bending
forward, touching toes with fingers,
or as near to them as you can.

Ten movements lying on back and
bringing straight l’egs above bady,
Inwering legs until heels almost touch
the floor.

Five to ten movements, sitting up
and bending forward from on-the-
back positien. If you can't keep
heels ou the floor while rising, get as
near to doing so as possible.

Ten to twenty movements bending
body at yaist first to right then to
left, one drm up in air, other along-
side leg.

Five movements to rvight, five
movements to leff, the body above
the hips only turning, arms sideways
stratched and level with shoulders.

Ten brisk chest-expunding  move-
ments.

Ten “dipping " movements, body
sinking until seat touches heels, body
erect all the time.

Finish h iwenty-ive 1o fifly
movements rising on toes as high as
possible and sinking back uniil heels
lightly touch floor,

Two deep breaths
set of movements.

The blood will be drawn from the
head, quickened up about the
stomach, the liver stirred up, and you
ought to sleep like a top.

belween  each

Boxars' Muscle,

It isn't necessaty for me to wasia
space in telling you about the value
of boxing from the health an
exercise point of view. If you take
up the game you know all about tha
if you've no fancy for it, then it isn't,
to be shoved into you by my insisting
that it's one of the best recreations
going for developing your body and
keeping vou in good health.

‘or the moment I'm more con-
cerned with lending a helping hand to
thoge who are fond of u turn with
the gloves to maka thomselves mora
efficient in the ring. 1 want to tell

them where muscle is of the most
use to them, and how to geb it there.
0f couwrse, a bhoser ought to

protty well developed all over, since
there isn't w bit of him ihut doesn’t
do its sl of the work required;
but he particulurly needs good musele
and pleity of it in a few special parts

of his unalomy. he chief of these
parts are about back of the
shoulders und  across the stomach

The first I'll eall the hitting muscle
the second he'll be glad to E

an opponent freuts him to # suc-
cession of helty body-blows.

The be:; doesn’t need io worry
about the development of fine biceps.
That is a pulling musele; the muscles
used in hitting are of the extension,
the thrusting kind, those that
straighten the arns foreibly and give

quickness (o Lhe operation.

Shoving a heavy dumbbell above
the Leed will develop the triceps
pscles—ihose back of the upper

arms—but it's vot the ideal exercise
for «developing the right kind of
muscle, The boxer wants  long,

A Wrestling Problem.
elastic muscle, not the varicty Lhal
curls up into hard knots. He will
get the right kind of muscle with free
exercises, yapid punching ut o seck,
ball, or bag, and resistance cxcreises.

A good exgreise for the boxer is
the arm  extension movement I
described  some  weeks  ago  for
developing the shoulders and extend-
ing the reach. So is the cxercise of
standing with the hands on jambs of
the doorway, letting the body come
forward; and then pushing back to
straighten arms. Sideways bending of
the body, tl ng an arm down as

w

far as possible lowards the ground as

the body is bent over, is a tip-top
exercise for the big mmscle running
from the armpit to the ribs.

This  last  also develops cwaisi-
muscle, 8o useful to the boxer; while
the ground exercises I have alremdy
described  will develop the rauscles
proteciing the stomach.

A Wrestling Problem,

Above is a drawing which con-
tains a problea for those of my
readers who are interested in Cateh-
aw-Catoh-Can wrestling.  The man «
the right has taken a good hold of
his oppoueni, a first-class hold which
goes by the naume of a Head Hold
with a Bar.

For the benelit of non-wrestling
readers, T may point cut that the
arms-of the attecker passed beneatit
the defender’s left arm and_thence
upon kis back consiitutes the Bar, 1o
is & most effectivo holil, one supply-
ing a very powerful leverage upon
the vic

Now, my wresiling friends, buck
up. - Take o thovough good look over
the positions, aud fry to come to a
conclusion as hethor any useful
connter is open ta the dofender, and,
if so, what it is, und how he should
set to work fo apply it have
found the setiing of such problems
as the above of very great utility in
developing interest in  the sport.
Working out such problems helps a
wrestler fo do a lot of thinking for
himself. Put into.z given position
on the mai, and it is possible the
moves proper to the contestants
would at once be clear to him; but
studying them on paper, he is able
to see more, and what he does seo,
more  clearly. Having  worked
out such & problem, proved it by
actuel trial, the next time he has a
bout he is likely to try to get .the
posititm again, well knowing what the
rosult should be.

(Another aplendid * Hewlth and
Exzcreise ™ urticle next Monduy. b




