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| ' Amid a positive deluga of splintered timber, broken slates, and choking dust, Don Darrei and Derrick Brent
FROM H Aw H hit the surface. The shock of the explosion had dazed them, but the icy chill of the water revived them, and
. they instinctively struck out for the safety of the cpposite bank., ‘‘Jove,that was a near shave "’ commented

the Boy with Fifty Millions, as cool as if in the Form-room at Eaglehurst School.
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The ist Chapter.
A Sudden Attack!

“Hold on!” rapped out Jimmy
Silver, _

i What t}he—“"‘”

“1t’s Bootles!’?

.” O'}l,
KEdward Lovell, 1n dismay.

The lane that ran from the village
of Coombe, past the gates of Rook-
wood School, was powdered with
snow, that ghhmmered in the light of

" the rising moon. Four juniors of the

Fourth Form were trudging home to
Rookwood, when Jimmy Silver sud-
Jdenly gave the alarm. _ .

The Fistical Four of the ¥ourth
wore out of bounds—which made the
sudden sight. of their Form-master
extremely unwelcome,

Fortunately, it was only the back
of Mr. Bootles that they saw.

IHere and there the heavy shadows
of the irees lay across the lane, and
bhetween the shadows were patches of
clear moonlight. And in a clear patch
of moonhight, not twenty yards

Jistant, Jimmy Silver had suddenly.

spotted the well-known figure of Mr.

Pootles, proceeding towards Rook-
wood School at a slow and stately |

pace.
“Phew!” murmured Raby.
have run ito him!”’

“What a surprise!” chuckled New-

COTile,

“Hush * .

The Fistical Four had stopped, and
they watched the little plump figure
of their Form-master with anxiety.
They wondered whether the shadow
they stood in was deep encugh to
conceal them if Mr. Bootles looked
round, ¥ '

But he gave no sign of looking
round. Probably he was in a hurry
to get out of wind and snow, and mto
his warm study. He tru(ﬁed on at
his best pace—which was about that
of a fairly active tortoise.

“This 18 nice—I don’t think!”
crumbled Lovell,
him without being spotted! And if
we follow at the rate he’s going, we
sha’n’t be home till morning!”

‘“We were rather asses to come out
after lock-up!” remarked Newcome,
in a reflective sort of way. ™ It’s jolly
cold, and the wind’s 1cy, and the
snow’s beastlv, and—and——"

‘““And anything else?” 1nquired

Jimmy Silver, in a tone of sarcastic

patience,

“Well, 1t was your 1idea, Jimmy,
and your i1deas are generally rotten!”
said Newcome. ‘‘Now we seem to be
landed !’ |

“Oh, come on!” said Lovell. ‘' He’s
nearly out of sight now. We shall
have to crawl, that’s all!”

‘¢ After all, he’s nearly as blind as |

a bat,” said Raby. “If he did look
round and see us, he mightn’t know
ne,
end study, at prep. Come on; I'm
shivering !”’ '

“Go slow, though,” said Jimmy
Silver, as the Fistical Four started
again; “and don’t jaw! He may
hear !*’

“J know who does most of the
jawing in this Co!” remarked New-

comne,

“Dry up, old chap!”’, -

The four juniors trudged on, very
cautiously now. It was really im-
portant not to be discovered outside
the school walls after lock-up.

Dropping over the wall, and going
for a ramble by moonlight, was quite
a harmless escapade, from the point
of view of the juniors themselves.
But 1t was quite certain that their
Form-master would not look on i1t in
the same. light. BSchool rules were
made to be obeyed—at least, that was
Mr. Bootles’ view.

The juniors’ footsteps were iIn-
audible m the snow, and they took

“We can’t pass |

Naturally, he thinks we’re 1n the

my hat!” ejaculated Arthur |

“Might |

- -
-
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advantage of the shadows of the trees
beside the lane, in case Mr. Bootles
should glance round.

Every now and then the IForm-

' master disappeared from sight mm a

black bar of shadow, but he re-
appeared in the moonlight beyond in
a few minutes.

The juniors chafed at the delay as
they suited their pace to that of Mr.
Bootles—which was not rapid.

Lovell began to hum the “Dead
March . in  Saul,”” with sardonie
humour. Jimmy gave him a forcible
dig in the ribs. :

““Shut up, you owl!”

£é O.‘v, !}?

“Do you want to be spotted, you
ass?”’  exclaimed Jmmmy warmly.
““'This means two hundred lines each,
if not a hicking!” *

Lovell grunted.

“Look here, can’t we take to the
fields, and dodge round him?” he de-

manded. ‘I shall get rooted here, at
this pace!”

“Well, perhaps——"" Jimmy Silver
considered.

‘“Hallo !”” ejaculated Raby suddenly.
““What the merry thunder——""

There was a sudden sharp cry
ahead. ' |

To the blank amazement of the
juniors - two dark figures suddenly
rushed from the shadows of-the lane,
and hurled themselves upon Mr.
Bootles. |

That gentleman was at the moment
in clear moonhight, just beyond a deep
patch of shadow, which still hid the
following juniors.

The scene, not twenty vards away,
was perfectly clear to the eyes of
Jimmy Silver & Co., and for a
moment they stared at it, transfixed,
1n utter astonishment. %

Mr. Bootles, assailed on either side,
gave a sharp cry as he was seized; a
moment more, and he was down 1in
the snow, with one of his assailants

kneeling on him. The other bent over

him, with something in his hand.

“ Footpads!’”’ gasped Lovell.

“Come on!”’ said Jimmy. |

There was no thought of further
concealment now. The sight of little
Mr. Bootles in the grasp of a couple
of rufians was enough for the Fistical
Four.
him.

They broke into a tearmmg run, and
dashed towards the scene. - Mr.
Bootles was spluttering wildly. He
was alarmed, and still more surprised
than alarmed at this sudden attack.

“Release me !”’ he panted. *‘‘ What,
what! Bless my soul! Police! Help!
Yow-ow-ow! Dear me! Help!”

‘“Silence!”

“Help! Police! Grooooogh!”

Mr. Bootles, like the juniors, sup-
posed his assailants to be footpads.
To his amazement, a loop of cord was
slipped over his plump wrists, and
drawn tight. Then he was dragged
ta his feet.

“Quick with him, Gadger!”

Each grasping an arm of the
astoinded Form-master, the iwo
assailants hurried him to the side of
the road.

Mr. Bootles wondered whether he
was dreaming.

It was not robbery that was in-
tended ; it was kidnapping. That was
clear enough, though the reason for
1t was a deep mystery. .

Kidnapped Mr. Bootles undoubtedly
would have been, whatever the

They thought only of helping

A STORY OF THE |

OWEN CONQUEST.

- that service for Mr. Bootles.

reason, but for the presence of the |

Fistical ¥our. They were running
up fast. Their feet made no sound
on the snow, and their arrival was as
great a surprise to the kidnappers as

to Mr, Bootles.

They came on the scene with a
sudden rush, and, without stopping,

hurled themsslves on the two ruffians.

It was a complete surprise.
Jimmy Silver drove his clenched
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fist under the ear of the man called
Gadger, and that individual rolled in
the snow with a gasp. 'The other
fellow sprang clear of the rush; but
in a second Lovell and Raby had hold
of him, and he was dragged down.
Mr. Bootles reeled against a tree, his
hands bound, and spluttered: -

“Oh! Ah! Ow! Help! Police!”

The 2nd Chapter.
it Close Quarters !
There was a desperate struggle pro-
ceeding in~” the road. 'The man
Gadger had scrambled up, darted

through the trees, and vanished from

sight. But the man Lovell and Raby
had dragged down was fighting hke a
wildcat. Newcome ran to his chums’
aid, and collared him, and m a
moment mere Jimmy Silver had a

grasp on the man’s collar,
Four to one was too heavy odds for

the rascal, though he seemed a power-
ful fellow. He was c¢rushed
in the snow, panting. under the
weight and grip of the Fistical Four.

“Oh, oh, oh!” gasped Mr. Bootles.

“All right mnow,: sir!” .+« panted
Jimmy Silver.

“Silver!” exclaimed the
nmaster,

“Yeg, sir! We've got him!”’

“ Bless my soul! You—you juniors
here at this hour! DBut hold him
securely, my boys! Bless my soul,
my hands are tied, and I cannot help
vou! Hold him securely!”

“We've got him, sir!” said Lovell.

“The—the ‘other atrocious rascal
has—has escaped!” spluttered Mr.
Bootles. ‘ But this—this villain shall
be handed over to the police! He
shall receive hard labour for this!
Bless my soul, what—what Will
one of you boys kindly unfasten my
hands? Dear me!”

Raby let go the ruffian to perform
He cut
through the cord with his pocket-
knife.

The man was still resisting feebly,
but the three juniors had him fast.
Jimmy Silver jerked him over, so
that his face came visible 1n the
moonlight. It was not a pleasant
face. _

it was that of a man about forty,
clean-shaven, a hard face with lmes mn
1t which told of an evil life. A beard
was hanging by a wire to one ear.
The rascal had evidently been dis-
guised 1n a false beard, which had
been torn off in the struggle with the
juniors.

.His eyes, sunken and glitlering,
blazed at the Fourth-Formers like
those of a captured wild animal. His
chin, which was sharp and bony, was
marked with a red sear, as if it had
been long ago slashed with a knife.

“A pretty customer!” said Jimmy
Silver. ‘“The rotter doesn’t look like
a tramp, though. He's jolly well-
dressed for a tramp.”

“Let me go!” panted the man
breathlessly.

“That’s likely, yon rotter !”

“Hold hmm!”? exclaimed
Bootles. “Hold him !”

“Safe as houses, sir!”

‘““He shall be sent to prison for
this!” gaid Mr. DBootles, blinking
down upon the rascal, after setting
his glasses straight upon his plump
little nose. *“Year me! What a
horrid-looking scoundrel!”

Crack !

The sudden report of a revolver
made the jumors: start. The man

Form-

Mr.

with the scarred chin had his hand

under him, and he had evidently suc-

down
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“*At him !”” roared Lovell.

The juniors were springing on
again, when -the levelled revolver
locked them in the face.

" Stand back, or 2

The trigger was rising.

Jimmy Silver & Co. paused. The

man was evidently desperate, and
ready to fire.
“Stop!” exclaimed Mr. Bootles.

“Stand back! I forbid you to risk
vour lives! Stand back at once!”
Reluctantly the juniors held back.
The scarred man, panting, savage,
backed to the other side of the road.

Arthur Edward lLovell made a move-.

ment, but Mr, Bootles grasped his

shoulder.

ceeded m pgetting 1t mto his hip-

pocket for a weapon.

He fired at random, and the bullet |

whizzed into the trees; but the
sudden report startled the juniors,
and their grasp relaxed.

I an instant the rascal tore him-
self free and bounded to his feet,

for having been on the

“Stop,- I tell youl!”

Held off by the reveolver, the Reok-
wood jumors watched the rascal back
imto the woods, and then, with a
sudden turn, he disappedred.
heard his footsteps for a few moments
crashing among the {rozen under-
brush, :

He was gone. |

The first man, whom they had
heard addressed as *‘ Gadger,” had
long vanished; and there came to the
ears of the Rookwooders across the

intervening wood the whir of an auto-

mobile.

Whether 1t belonged to the rascals
or not, they did not know, but they
suspected that the mtended kidnap-
pers had had a car at hand.

Mr. Boetles, still

juniors to hurry on to Rookwood, and
he set himself at a quick little trot,
puffing and blowing. ;
Evidently he was not wholly with-
out uneasiness that the ruffians might
return, though they had been think-
ing only of escape after the arrival of
the rescuers. St
“Hadn't we better eut down to the

police-station, sir, some of us?”’ asked”

Jimmy Silver, as he trotted
Form-master’s side.

“No, no!t”?

“But the police, sir

“1 will telephone from Rookwood,”
sard Mr. Bootles. * Let us get to the
school as quickly as possible. You
are 1n danger, my boys!”

“Oh, they’ve cleared right off,
sir 17’ said Lovell.

“Possibly.. But hurry.”

Mr. Bootles was sadly winded, but
he kept up gamely, trotting with a
speed really creditable in a gentle-
man of his age and plumpness.

by the

o o

The gates of Rookwood loomed’ upl

before them at last. |

There they halted, and Mr. Bootles
groped for his key to the wicket-gate.
He blinked nervously back along the
road as he did so.

But 1t lay calm and clear in the
moonlight. - There was no trace of
pursuit by the scarred man and his
confederate. _

Jimmy Silver, indeed, was pretty
certain that the ruffians were miles
away by that time. But poor Mr.
Bootles had been thrown into a ter-
rible flutter by the startling adven-
ture. ° |

He unlocked the side-gate, and the
juntors passed in with him. With a
sigh of relief, the httle gentleman
locked the gate again. |

“Thank goodness !’ he breathed.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at one
ancther i the dimness. Mr. Bootles
had not asked them yet how they
came to be out of gates at that hour.
But now that the last shadow of
danger- was past, that thought
occurred to the Fourth Form-master’'s
agitated mind. He turned his glim-
mering spectacles upon the four
juniors.

‘“T have not yet—ah !—thanked you
for coming to my aid. Ah, hem!”

he said. “It was very—ah !—brave
of vou! Very timely—very timely
indeed! For some reason those
dreadful persons—ah !—intended to
make me a prisoner. Why, I cannot
fathom. You saved me; but what

were you domg on the spot, Silver?
It 1s—ah !—past lock-up by an hour,
at least!”

“We—we i

“You were out of bounds!”
Mr. Bootles sternly.

“We—we went for a ramble in the
moonhight, sir!” stammered Jimmy.

Mr. Bootles gave him a rather
searching bhink. But he was satis-

saxd

fied that the Fistical Four had had no

1ll object in shipping out of school
bounds that evening.

And in the circumstances he could
hardly condemn them very severely
spot to aid
when i the hour of need.

“"This must not occur again,” he
satd. “I will—ah !—excuse you on
this occasion—hem !—as your—your
escapade has had—ah !—such happy
results—what ?—what 7—for me per-

sonally. Hem! But—ah!—t must
not occur- again. You may—er—
go!” |

And the Fistical Four went.
Mr. Bootles, still in a flutter of

Three Halipence

They

: breathless and |
deeply agitated, made a sign to the |

5/2/21

agitation, {rotted into the School
House, where he sank down in bigs
study armchair and gasped for a good
five minutes before he felt equal to
getting on the telephone and calling
up the police at Rookham to listen to
a long, detailed, and rather confused
account of his most extraordinary
adventure,.

-:-'r———-h-l-“

The 3rd Chapter.
A Startling Story!
“Lagged 7
Valentine Mornington asked that
question, as the Fistical Four came up
into the Fourth Form passage at
Rookwood.
“Licked 7’ asked Pully Grace,

“Walloped 7’ chortled = Tubby
Muffin. "I saw Bootles come in,
looking in no end of a bait. Bootles

nabbed you? IHe, he, he!”
* Bootles nabbed us, right enough,”
said Jimmy Silver.. “But it’s all

| serene.  Somebody  else -nabbed
Bootles s
“What ¢

“And we rushad to the rescue like
grddy Paladins!” chuckled Arthur
Edward Lovell. fIn us you behold
the heroes returned from the wars!”

{ ~ Y What on earth’s happened, then ?**

asked Mornington, puzzled.
A dozen of the Fourth gathered
round. to hear the {ale. There were

| exclamations of surprise on all sides.

“Kidnapping = Bootles!” = howled
Townsend. “\What on earth would
?ny‘})ody want to kidnap Bootles
Or‘!I - _ . .

“Couldn’t be to hold him to ran-
som ! chortled Conroy. ‘“A Form-
master’s - screw wowldn’t be worth
their while.” = s '

“Give us an easier one, Jimmy !'¥
suggested Tubby Mufiin. | '

“I've told you what happened,”
answered the captain of the Fourth
curtly. ‘“Make the best of it. I

| know 1t’s jolly queer.” ;

. “They must have wanted to ro
him !’ said Erroll.

“ Well, they didn’t try to rob him,?
answered Jimmy. ‘‘They tied his
hands together with a cord, and they
were yanking him into the weods

when we came up.”’

“Came and saw and conquered,
you know,” grinned Rahy. * Like
giddy old Julius in Asia, or wherever
1t was.” s

“1 believe they had a motor-car in
the lane t'other side of the woods,”
said Lovell.- ‘““We heard one soon
atter they'd bunked.” |

Mornington whistled.

“But who on earth could want
Bootles, and what the merry thump
could they want himi for?”’ he asked.

“I'll give that |
Jimmy. And the Fistical Four went
on to the end study, to begin their
somewhat belated prep.

Prep 1n the end study was subject.
to a good many interruptions that
evening. |

The story of the strange attack on
Mzr. Bootles spread through the school
1 a very short tmnne, and all the
Classical Fourth, who had mot yet
heard the story. looked into the end
study for details. When they were
satisfied there were more to come.
The Shell heard of i1t, and Smythe
and Howard and Tracy came m for
the story, and when they had heard
1t they smiled. Adolphus Smythe was
pleased to believe that the Fistical
Four were romancing.

“T’d write that down and put it in
a magazine, dear boys,” said Smythe
of the Shell. “Quite an excitin’

story.”
“What about copyright?”’ gaid
Tracy. *‘They must have read it in

a magazine !”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

Jimmy Silver jumped up In great
wrath.

“You silly asses, clear off, or——"?

Smythe & Co. backed out of the
study, still grinning. *

“Keep your wool on, old bean!”
satd Adolphus. *“You didn’t expect
us to swallow a yarn like that, did
you? Kidnappin’ Bootles! Oh dear,
no!” |

Adolphus withdrew his nose from
the doorway just in time to escape a
slamming door. Jimmy turned the
key in the lock.

Then the Fistical Four settled down
to prep again. |

The door-handle was tried a dozen
times. Wegg of the Third howled"
through the keyhole, Snooks of the

Second, athirst for information,
kicked the door for a steady five
minutes before he retired baflied.

Hansom of the Fifth thumped the
door a little later, and demanded
entrance, and retired with dire threats
on receiving no reply.

Prep had to be done. and the chums
of the Classical Fourth did it, heedless
of the thirst fer news on the part of
their schooliellows,

But. prep was over at last, and
Jimmy Silver & Co. came down 10

one up!’ ‘sad .
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the Common-reoi, where they were
at once Sur: ouirded by an ingquiring
crowd. Tomumy Dodd & Co., of th-
Modern side, had hen.hi the news, and
bad come over for {urther u-mtmls

from the fmw:iuin-iuﬁazﬂl. A number
of ithe Fifth wanied to know, and

even some of the Rixin Form prefects
looked 1n to hear the storv. Never
had the Fistical Four been 1n such
demand as they wero that evening.
Cavthew of iire Sixth sneered at the

story, anoe remsrked “(mmmmz YRt Oy
his 1!‘1plf_=a.~:-m;l WaYy. 3Jut Bulkeley,
the captain of PReokwood, listened
with grave inierest.

“*You can-ask AMr. Bootles, if you
like, Bulkeley,” added Junmy Silver,
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TAKE COVER!

Silver.

e

life secluded 1n the scholastic shades
of Rookwoad, could have possessed
personal enemies of a bitter and law
less natuve. Rut if the two ruifians
were not - his w»noirsonal enemes, who
and what were !t.he;.-*, and what had
thewr cblect been?

[.._medm Sharpe of Rookham did
not often have the good fortune to
drop upon a deep mystery; the cases
he handled were generally of the
simplest nature. Here was a mystery
that might have puzzled Scotland
Yard, L..li the portly inspector was
not very happy over 1t. Kven the

Fourth-Formers could see that he was
perplexed and nonplussed.
of kidnapping

True, cases for

-

‘¢ [t’s Bootles !’ suddenly ejacuiated Jimmy
‘it Cover—quickly !

BE

T he Fistical Four

immediately sought the shadows of the hedge at the side of the road

when he had concluded the story for
the twentieth titne for Bulkeley's
benefit. 1 don't understand it any
more than vou do, but that's what

happened.”
' saxd Bulkeley.

““1t’s queer enoughn,’
““1 suppose that’s what Inspector
Bootles

about.”’ .
“Has he come?’ exclaimed Loveil.
“Yes: he came on his motor-bike,

with = Mre. Bootles new”

satd the captain of Rookwood. “1I

hope he’ll get the vascals.”

Lovell minor, of the Third, looked
into the Clommon-room.

“You kids are wanted,” he said, to
the Fisti(‘-::l] Moy,

“Kids!" exclaimed Lovell, with a
wrathful glare at his hopefL young
brother. "‘It you——"

“Pon’t jaw, 01 d chap,” said Teddy
Lovell. “Bootles wants you to speak
to the giddy inspector. Get a move
on, and give vour chmn a rest!”

And Teddy Lovell departed just in
*hm to escape a brotherly boot.

‘1 suppose they want us to gwe a
description of the rotters,” said
Jimmy Silver. *“Come on, you
fellows !”

There was no doubt now among
the juniors as to the truth of the
The presence of the
inspector from Rookham was evidence
enough of that. Quite a little army
followed the Fistical Four to  the
study of I‘.;!i'. Booties; but the door
was closed on them when Jimmy
Silver & CG had entered.

The Co. found Inspector Sharpe
with Mr. Bootles, The portly gentle-

man eved them very keenly, and
questioned them very closely, and
took down their description of the
scarred man in his pocket-book. Of
the other man they could tell him

little, exc eptlm; that he was of burly
build, and had been admessed by his
companion as ‘' Gadger.”

The inspector was evidently puz-
zled.
An attempt at robbery he could

have understood easily enough, but 1t

was clear that robbery had not been -

the object of the mysterious pair.
They had bound Mr. Bootles’” hands,
and striven to force him away into
the woods, and it appeared that there
had been a motor-car 1n waiting near

at hand, Why anyone should seek to .

kidnap the mniaster of the Fourth
Form at Rookwood was a simply un-
fathomable mystery. Mr. Bootles
could not et the slightest ray of light
in upon the matter. He had, so far
as he knew, no enemies, and, indeed,
it was absurd to suppose that the
plumip, good-natured little gentleman,
who for many years had spent his

ransom were not unknown:; but such
an explanation i this case was ludi-
crous. Adequate as the salary of a
Form-master at Rookwood was, it
certainly did not suffice to make him
a worthy object of so desperate a
scheme., Kldlmppers with a view to
ransom could easily have found much
wealthier game within a few miles of
Rookwood School or at Rookwood
School itself, for that matter.

But any. other motive for the kid-
napping was unfathomable, and the
inspector questioned the juniors
closely, with a lurking suspicion that
the excited little gentleman had-—un-
intentionally, of course—exaggerated

the matter,

But Jimmy Silver & (Co. corro-
borated Mr. Bootles’ story in every
particular. They had found him with
his hands bound; they had seen the
rufhans attempting to dmg him into
the wood. They bore witness to the
chief rascal’s fa,lse beard and revolver.

The juniors were dismissed after
the inspector had made careful notes
of their statements, and -he turned to
the agitated Form-master again.

‘““ A very curious affair, sir,”” he
said. “ It shall, of {;ourse be most
closely investigated. The dﬁSCJ'IprOilﬁ
of the ruffians shalll be circulated.
We shall do our.best. But if you

could give me the slightest hint as to

why the aitempt may have been
made——"’

Mr.” Bootles shook his flustered
head.

“ Impossible, Mr. Sharpe! I cannot
imagine 2%

“You may, of course. have been

mistaken for some other_  person,
against whom these men have a
grudge,” the inspector said musingly.

“1—1 trust that 1s the case,”’ said
Mr. Bootles, much relieved by the
suggestion. *“1 sincerely hope so!
But they saw me in the clearest
mom’xllght as plainly as I see you
now !”’

“You think they were lying in
wait ?”

“I am sure of it. They had been
watching from the trees, and rushed
out on me as I came by i

“How could they have known that
you were passing at that hour?”

Mr. Bootles started. _

“Bless my soul! I never thought
of that, sir! TUndoubtedly they must
have gained information as to my
movements. Perhaps I was watched
leaving Rookwood, and they laid this
dreadful ambush on the way I had

to return.” Mr. Bootles c*-fhudd@rﬁ»d.
“In—in that case, the—the school
must have been watched on my

'7‘!

account! It 18 terrible!
“1f the school has been watched for
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- and he rose and took his lea,v 0.

L alarmed.

it may be watched for you
and there will ba other
on tho scene,” sard tho in-
ermfortingly. "_[ strongly
you - net o ptw»eed
beyond the school wadls until we have
some definite wtormation, at ieabi.” ‘

“ Most certainly 1 shall not, str. 1
—] am no coward, 1 trust,” taltered
Mr. Dootles.
dreadful and lawless kind to a mamn
of my age, sir, is no light matier. 1

vOou, ST,
ﬂ:gf.]. i fl s
watchnes

sSpeltor

—] fear 1 zhd._ll not sleep soundly to-

night. 1t is the most unnerving.’
“Rely dpﬁl’: us to deal with the
matter, " satd Inspector Sharpe,

Q;I
And

he
puzzlea
though certainly noi so

departed from Rookwood
atd perplexed as Mr, Bootles,
Hustered or

ﬁ'ha 4th Chapter,
Under Jimmy Silver’s Protection!

“ IV Affatve Bootles!” as Morning-
ton entitled it, ‘'was almost the sole
topic at Rookwood the next day.

It was so strahge and mysterious an
affair that it could not fail to becoms
a nine-days’ wonder in the old school.

When Mr. Bootles appeared 1n the
Fourth Form-room in the mornwng to
! take his ¥orm he showed 5igns of
trouble and unrest.

All the Fourth
| him sincer ely en{mgh

This morning he was still aching
from the ongh encounter, and in a

state of unusual absent-mindedness—

of which his pupils mercifully forbore
to take any advantage

When Peecle of the TFourth showed
a disposition to pull the Hustered
little gentleman’s ieg in class, Jimmy
Silver gave him a look which, as
plainl}r as. 'words could have spoken,
warned Peele off the course, as 1t
were., Jimmy’s look meant a ham-
mering after lessons, if Peele per-
sisted ;- and Cvril Peele decided
wiselv to be ﬂood

Seeing Mr. Bootles in
troubled and flutiered state, the end

study had determined that the Fourth

should be on their best behaviour;
and when the fiat had gone forth
from the end study 1t had to be
obeyed. Tommy Dodd & Co., of the
Modern division of ithe Fourth, gener-
ally opposed Jimmy Silver on prin-
mple' hut in this ihstance they were
quite at one with him,. lom*’n_v Dodd
was as ready to hammer a Modern
as Jimmy Silver was to hammer a
Cllassical »who bothered Mr. Bootles
that day. ;

But tessonsg  in that

the T‘éurlh

morning were very desultory, in spite
of the unusual good behaviour of the .

- Form.
Even
(Classical
Form-fellows
merriment,
umida caeclo praecipibat 7’ Into
“noxious wet 1am falling from the
sky,”” Mur. Bootles did not seize his
pointer and siay 11111‘1 Tubby Mufhin
was allowed to *“rin,” and his con-
strue was fearfully ::md wonderfully
made. '
After morning lessons My, Bootleq._
was observed to “take his usual “trot’
in the quadrangle, but he did not go
near the pates. He planced at the

whose
his
for
jain 10X

whnen Tubby Muffin.
“attainments furnished
with much food

construed  °°;

cates, and, seeing old Mack, the
Dmte; there, beckoned fo him. Old
Mack came along slowly, probably

wondering why Mr. Bootles could not
walk the 1111@1‘4!?911111:" distance if he
had anything to say.

‘“Have you $een—er-—anyone-——any
person—any suspicious character—
lurkine nhout ﬂn_ schoo!l this morn-
ine, Mack?'’ asked Mr. Bootles. '

“Bui an affair of this

symopathized with

such a
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Mack Gper.md his. auncient eyves very |

wide.

““ Suspicious pusson?'" he repeated.

“ler*. any ruffian—any desperado
or______'l!

“My heve!” said Mack. “\“'0_. Sir.
I ain’t seed any sich pusson!” And
old Mack returned to his lodge, won-
derine whether -the .master of the
Fourth had been drinking,

—-‘-‘-

!: The B5th Chaptar.
Caught in the Act!

“1t's up to us!”

Ar‘hm ¥dward Lov ell made
I‘Gﬂldl‘k on Saturdav afternoon, with
an air- of pmfom:d reflection, atter
being buried for some time 1in
thought.

There was snow on the ground,
and there was no football that after-
NooIn. The Iistical Four were at
rather a loose end for the half-
holiday.

““What's
Sil'fer.

““ About poor old Bootles.

“ What's the matter with Bootles?

‘“ Thoze rotters tried to bag h:._m

Y LR 8 3 % T :
once,” said Lovell., * Thev had some
IeasGi, thoueh we don’t know what

up to us?”’ asked Jimmy

{hat

' ]itrle cdistance,

1t was, and Bootles. don’t, and Mr.
Sharpe hasn’t found anything ount.
But they had a reason. Owing to us

Lhey l‘a(‘l to hike off without Bootles.
But 1t they uzmi' him, won’t they tly
ﬂﬂ'd.m 8

T | suppose S0, 'wsented
““ Yes, 1t’s. most llkel e

““ And suppose they're still watchmg
1t for a chance at him?”’ continued
f.ovell.

“I—I suppose it's possible. But
their faces would be known—at least,
one of them 2

“3§t1’1f they were disguised.”

“One of the rotters had a false
veard the other nicht. Now, I've
been keeping my eyes open, 7 said
Im'oll in rather a loftv way.

“Yesterday, coming in, I noticed a
fellow with his overcoat collar turned
up, and a iolly

from the gates.”

. ‘1 believe T’'ve seen such tl*rmgs"’
mutmured Raby.

Arthur Edward Lovell gave his
humorous chum a glance of rebuke.

: ihts was not a matiex for jesting. .
he went on, @1

“This morning,”
loafed out of gates, and there was the
same johnny walking in the road.
He pretended to be hﬂ‘htmﬂ' a pipe
as I came by.”

““Perhaps he really was lighting
b7 suggested \ewcome
“ After dinner,”’» continued Lovell,

unheeding, “I took a.squint out of

gates, and the same ijohnny, in the
same beard and overcoat, was sitting
on a stile across the field.”
“Sure?”
“Quite sure!
look suspicious?”

Now, doesn’t that

“Well, it looks as if the fellow 1S
hanging round the school,”’ said
Jimmy Silver. “It's a bit queer,
now you sneak of 1t. Let's take a
walk round and see if he’s on the
scene mow. If there’s a rotten spy
looking for chances at old Bootles,
we’ll ollv well come down on him
heavsr'”

“Good !’

I quite a trivmphant mood Arthur
Edward Lovell led his chums towards
the gates.

Lovell looked this way and that
way, like Moses of old, and fairly
casped :

“There he
noses !’

Across the road was a park fence,
and against that fence a rather burlv
man was leaning. He was muffled
up to his ears in a big overcoat, and
he wore a can nulled low down over
his face—most of which was hidden

is—right under our

Price
T oree Halipenc?

thick beard, leaning
agalnst a tfee not a hundred 3al‘ds

TI'll ask your headmaster to flog

- the mysterious foes of Mzv.

The bearded man drew back as
close as he could to the fence as the
four came m“mﬂ by, but he was not
to escape so ea'ﬂly Quite artistically,
Arthur Edward Lovell stumbled mt
in. front of him, and reeled hea 110113*
against his chest. '

Crash !”

“Oh!” spluttered the bearded fa
breathle~~:,slv “You young fool

Lovell clutched at the ‘beard and
dragged.

To his own amazement—{or he was
hardly prepared for:such a dramatic

confirmation of his suspicions—ihe
beard came off in his grasp.

A clean-shaten, though ratner
mottled, chin was revealed. There

was a howl from the stranger—a yeil
of astonishment from the juniors—
and with one accord they leaped upon
the man, like hounds upon .a stag.
He came down into the road with a
crash in the clutches.

“Pin him!” roared Lovell. *“Got
the scoundrel! Mind he doesn’t ‘oet
at his revolvert!”

“Down him!”’

‘“ Hold his hands——"

“Let me up!” roared the strus-
gling man. “You young rascals, I'll
complam to your headmaster aboul
this! How dare vou touch a pﬁlu{*

| man 1n the emmmon of his duty !’

e \Vha-a at

“Eh?

The man’s can had fallen off, and
his beardless face was quite revealed
now. Jimmy Silver & Co. let him go
as suddenly as if he had become ved-
hot to touch. They blinked, almost
frozen with horror, at the rugged and
well-known features of Insnector
Sharpe, of Rookham!!

“Old Sharpe!” stuttered Lovell.

“ Great Scott!” |

The hapless inspector sat un breati-
lessly, and groved for his beard and
lis eap.

“You young rascals—

“Oh dear!”

“1f—if you sav a word about this
ik & 2 & 25 L
casped the insvector, and he atm;:
ocled to his feet and fatrly bolted,
beard and cap still in hand.

Jimmy - Siiver & Co. gazéd at cach
other sveechlessly. Kvidently tie in-
spector had been on the watch for
B('H‘:HE‘H_.
whom- hé—as well as the Fistical Vour
—suspected might be spying on ih=
school.

“Mum-mum-my

__.,,

hat!” stuttered
“ We—+we—we
pUE our

Jimmy Silver at last.
seem to have—to—io have
foot In 1t this time'!

‘“ You ass, Lovell+—
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JIMMY SILVER &

‘¢ Footpads ! ! yelled Lovell.

€0. TO THE RESCUE!

£ After

‘em ! yelled Jimmy. And

the Fistical Four dashed towards their Form-master who was in
dire peril at the hands of his unknown assmlants.

by a thick, brown beard—save a nose

blue with cold.

Jimmy drew a deep breath.

““ Dash 1t all, he seems to be wa.tch-
ing the )Iace' ’ he said. “If you’ve
1-9:111\, secen that same Ghan hanmng
about before, Lovell

“Three times!”’

“Then we’ll jolly well put it to the
test!”

The juniors consulted in whispers
for a few moments, and then strolled
alon the road. I‘hey turned at a
and came racing back
-—on the further side of the ro oad now,
so that they would pass close by the

“man leaning on the fencc.

“You chump, Lovell-——"

“You fathead, Lovell—"

Arthur Edwmd L.ovell recerved
these three friendly tributes 14
abashed silence. He was dumb-
founded. And the Fistical Four trod
in again at the school gates, sadder
if not wiser Fourth-Formers. On this
occasion at least, they had not suc-
ceeded in solving the mystery of Mo
Bootles.

L SPHE ENLY,

(Now, don’t you miss ©* The Rool
wood Millionaire,” a fine, long
nlete tale of Jimmy Stlver & Co, n
next Monday's BOoYs IfRIEND.) "

-
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The 1st Chaptler.
Diffilculties of a Schoolboy Author!

“Richards !

FFrank Richards did not hear.

Not that Frank was getting deaf,
but he was very busily occupled at
{hat mmoment.

Miss Meadows’ eyes fixed upon him,
and he did not observe it. Just then
the schoolboy author of Cedar Creek
was exactly six thousand miles away
from the school in the backwoods—
mentally, of course.  Physically,
{here he was under the eyes of
the Canadian schoolmistress. Three
thousand miles of ocean and three
thousand miles of continent separated
{'rank’s thoughts from the backwoods
school in the Thompson Valley of
British Columbia.

Miss Meadows was conducting her
class through the mazes of iwrregular
verbs. At such moments she expected
her 'pupils to give attention. Her
pupils did not always come up to her
expectation.

But Frank Richards was generally
quite a good and reliable pupil. Now
he was guilty of inattention to an
unheard-of extent. Not only was he
evidently not paying the shzhtest
attention to verbs, regular or irre-
gular, but he did not even hear Miss
Meadows when she called to him by
name,

fle had a writing-pad on his knees,
under cover of the pinewood desk,
and was scribbling away at a great
rate.

fle had started surreptiticusly,
hoping to escape notice while he
scribbled down these valuable lucu-
brations; but, getting interested 1n
his task, he forgot Miss Meadows and
the backwoods school. Ilis thoughts
were with his old school 1n England,
about which he was wriling a story
for the *“ Thompson Press.”

“ Richards !” |

Miss Meadows advanced towards
41he class. She spoke so sharply and
so near that ¥Frank gave a jump.

He started up, his face crimsoning.

Chunky Todgers gave a fat chuckle,
and some of the fellows grinned. Bob
Lawless and Vere Beauclerc looked
serious enough. They were concerned
for their chum.

“Oh—ah—yes ?” pgasped Frank.
“Yes, ma’am?’’

“What are you doing, Richards?”

“D-d-doing, ma’'am?”’ stammered
Irank.

e ‘&?‘es ! 1y

s _[ I I B

“Kindly show me at once what
yvou were writing under your desk,
Richards ! exclaimed Miss Meadows,
wilth asperity.

“Oh !’

Miss Meadows heid out her hand,
and Frank, aster a brief hesitation,
passed the writing-pad to her.

Then he stood, with a crimson
face, awaiting her comments. Miss
Meadows looked at the close, fine

FPublished
Every NMonday

writing that covered the uppermost”

page, and then she stared at it, and

then she uttered an ejaculation. For
this 13 what she read:
“BULLIVANT'S SCHOOLDAYS!

Chapter 1.

Buliivant of the Fifth came along
the passage, with his hands in his
vockets, walking with the slight
swagger that always distinguished the
progress of Bullivant of the Fifth. At
the corner of the corridor he cuffed
a tag of the Third Form who ven-
tured to grin. Bullivant was a good-
natured fellow, but he was not to be
grinned at with 1mpunity, especially
by fags. He was “ '

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Miss

Meadows. ““What does this mean,
Richards 7’

“It—it—it’s a story,”” stuttered
Frank.

“A what?”’

“ A story, ma’'am. A —a story
about my old school, St. Chrisio-
pher’s, 1mm —in the Old Country,
ma’'am.”’

91 Oh!'}l

“It—it’s for the ¢ Thompson Press,’

ma’am,’” murmured Frank., “I—I'm
awfully sorry, but—but time presses,
and—and A |

“Do you think vou should be
writing this 1in class, Richards?”
asked Miss Meadows, with unex-
pected mildness.

“Nunno ! _

“] am glad you see that. Dear

me! There are half a dozen pages!
I fear, Richards, that I must place
this 1n the stove——"

“Oh!” gasped Frank.

“As a warning for the future,”
said Miss Meadows. ‘I am sorry,
Richards, but there is such a thing
as discipline, as you are, perhaps,
aware. The school-room’ is not the
place for amateur literary work.”

“Jt — it 1sn’t exactly amateur,
ma’am,’”’ submitted Frank Richards.
“I’ve done a lot of 1tf when Mr.
Penrose was running the paper.
Now we're running it ourseives, and
—and :

“ And you think that your lessons
may be set aside——"

“Oh, no! But—"

“Todgers!”

“Yes, ma’am ?”’ said Chunky.
“Take this writing-pad and place
1t in the stove!”
“Yes, ma'am.”
“Oh dear!’”
Richards.

“You will now attend to lessons,

mumbled Frank

Richards!” said Miss Meadows
severely.

“Yes, Miss Meadows,’ groaned
Frank.

Chunky Todgers grinned a wide
rin as he crossed to the big stove
with the schoolboy author’s writing-
pad in his fat paw and shoved 1t in.
He stirred up the logs in the stove
very -industriously.

1t was some minutes before he came
back to his place in the class, and
he gave Frank Richards a fat wink
1N passing.

Frank glared at him.

His valuable manuscript was gone—
gone from his gaze like a beautiful
dream—and he had his work to do
over again. _

He could have kicked Todgers with
pleasure at that moment, though
really it was not Chunky’s fault.

He couldn’t have kicked Miss
Meadows, because she belonged to
the gentle sex, and kicks and Miss
Meadows were not to be considered

in the same breath; but if Miss
Meadows had been Mr. DMeadows,
Frank could have kicked Mr.

Meadows with considerable gurjoy-
ment. '

His face was glum till lessons were
over.

Strive as he would, he could not
take the slightest interest in irregular
verbs that afternoon, were they ever
so 1rregular.

Neither could he work up any
enthusiasm over the transitiveness or
intransitiveness of a verb; and con-
jugations left him cold.

I.ike the bereaved Rachel of ancient
times, he mourned for that which was
lost, and there was no comfort for
him.,

There were certain difficulties 1n
combining the occupations of a school-

A TALE OF THE
CHUMS OF CEDAR
CREEK SCHOOL.

Byll

'MARTIN CLIFFORD.

I

boy and an author, with the occupa-
tion of an editor added.

He was glad when the school was
dismissed, and he did not even notice
that Miss Meadows gave him a severe
olance as he filed oul swith the rest
of Cedar Creek.

R i i |

The 2nd Chapter.
““No " to Mr. Isaacs !

““Poor old Franky!”

“Hard cheese, old chap!”’

Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclere
made those sympathetic remarks
simultaneously, as they came out into
the snow 1n the playground.

“*I-guess 1t-was rather tough,” went
on Bob. “ How much had you done,
Franky 7"

““Nearly the whole instalment,”
said Frank. ‘ And there was all I'd
done vesterday, as well as what I did
in class to-dayv. Of course, I oughtn’t
to have done 1t 1n class. But &

“Never miind! You can do 1t over
agatn,’” said Bob.
off quicker on the typewriter at the
ranch.” !

“We've gol to get to the office
before we go’ home,” said Frank.
““ Come for the horses.”

The three chums hurried towards
the school corral.
Chunky Todgers hatled
they led their horses out.

‘“T say, Richards——"

“* Scat/t” },

“Hold on a minute,” shouted
Churky. *1It’s important It

‘“Rats !

“But I tell yon

““Bosh!”

them as

Frank Richards & Co. mounted
their horses, and rode away in the
gathering dusk, leaving Chunky |

Todueers gesticulating wildly in the
gateway of the lumber school.

The chums of Cedar Creek took the
trail towards Thompson, instead of
their usuval homeward wayv through
the timber.

They were wanted at the " Thomp-
son Press” ofhce. '

Since Bob Lawless, bidding at the
auction by way ot a joke, had had
the newspaper ‘' knocked down ” to
him 1n deadly earnest, Frank Richards
& Co. had been very busy.

Thev had determined to ““run 7 the
local paper, as it had been run 1n
Mr. Penrose’'s time—Mr. Penrose
having shalken the dust of the Thomp-

son Vailey from his boots. And there |

was no denving that they had made

‘a success of it.

The hand-press in the office turned
out a larger number of copies than
Mr. Penrose had ever sold in his
best davs.

Frank Richards did all the literarv
work for the paper, and Beauclerc
did an article or two; and Bob Law-
less had learned to set up type quite
usefully. And the Cherub, too, had
had some success as a commercial

-traveller, “roping in " advertisements

for the paper.

(!itizens of Thompson agreed that
the *“ Press 7 had never been better,
or indeed as good, and although the
population was not numerous enough
to make 1t a very profitable under-
taking, the chums of (Cedar Creek
certamnly made 1t pay. _

But there was one drawback. It
took up all theiwr leisure time—and a
little over!

- For the first few weeks, while the

novelty lasted, that did not matter so |
But 1t began to matter very

much.
seriously.

Trie, Chunkvy Todgers offered to
reiteve Frank of the task of turning
out literature. He offered to turn it

“You'll knock it |
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out in ample quantities, of a much
better quality, But his offer was
not accepted—it was, indeed, declined
in a rather gruff manner,

Fivery day after lessons, and all day
Daturday, the three chums found
themselves hard at work; and all
I'rank’s spare time was spent in scrib-
bling, or in clicking on the type-
writer in his room at the ranch.

Dances at the Mission were out of |

the question * now—sleighing and
sledging there was no time for. For
two or three weeks, the chums had
hardly had their skates on.

‘But they were determined not to
give up the venture; for Bob’s un-
fortunate bid at the auction had cost
them two hundred dollars, which was

a sumn they certainly could not afford

to lose.

Bob, indeed, had suggested rather
vaguely “taking on a man,” but there
were no compositors to be hired in
Thompson, and authors were few;
and to have a man from Vancouver
was beyond the financial resources of
the company.

So Frank, with a great pressure of
work on his hands, had been driven

to encroach on lesson-time, with dis- -

astrous results.
The chums reached the office in

Main Street, hitched their horses in.

the lean-to shed, and I'rank unlocked
the door. The lamp was lighted, and
the chums prepared to put 1n an
hour’s work before riding home. They
had just started when a plump face
with an aquiline nose looked in on
them, and Mr. Isaacs gave them a
cheery nod.

“My cootness!” said Mr. Isaacs.
“Making the fur fly, young shentle-
men ?”

“I guess we’ll make it fly faster
vithout visitors dropping in while
we're at work,”’ said Bob Lawless
bluntly. ‘

Mr. Isaacs laughed.

“T have offered you feefty dollar for
your property,” he remarked. * But
I am a generous man. I cfier you a
hundred dollar.”

“Go and chop chips.”

“We gave two hundred for the
business,”” said Frank Richards.
“We've worked 1t up since then,
Five hundred dollars wouldn’t buy
this paper now.”

Mr. lIsaacs shrugged his shoulders.

“T tell you vat I will do,” he said.
“T will give you the two hundred,
Master Richards.”’

“Good-evening, Mr, Isaacs.”

“Now, listen to me and be reason-
able,” 'said Mr. Isaacs patiently.
‘“ Zere is an opening for a paper in
this vallev—it i1s growing. 1 have
money to run ze puziness. I should
have bought it, but zat young donkey
Lawless bid against me at the auction,
and ran ze price too high. But I
will go up to two hundred dollar, and
I give you shob to write stories for
me, Richards, same as you did for
Mr. Ponrose.’”’

““ Shut the door aftter you, My,
Isaacs.” .
““Look here,” exclaimed Mpr. |

Isaacs, much annoyed. ‘" How much
vou take for zis puziness?”

““ Five hundred dollars.”

‘““My cootness!”

Mpr. Isaacs threw up his hands, as if
he had received a great shock, and
retired.

““ Cheeky jay!”
less. ““ All the same, I guess
He paused.

“We should get our money back !”
remarked Beauclerc. * That’s some-
thing—to get out of the scrape that
ass Bob landed us all 1n X

“But we've worked up the paper,”
said Frank. ‘“The circulation’s 1n-
creased since we tecok it over ’

“Yes, but ¥ .

““ Never say die!” said Frank. ¢If
we could find a man to take on the

growled Bob Law-

1)

printing, at reasonable rates, we
should be all right. All sorts of

ealoots come to the Thompson Valley,
and we may drop. ocn some busted
compositor some dav.”

“Right-ho!” said Bob.

He was thinking of the snowy
plains, and of his unused sleigh at
the ranch. But he stood loyally by his
chum; and as the chief editor
worked, there was no word of com-
plaint from his staff.

The 3rd Chapter.
Taking on a Man !

Saturday was a busy day at the
oftice of the ‘‘ Thompson Press.”

As there was no school that day,
the vouthful journalists rode over to
Thompson immediately after brealk-
fast, and put 1n a whole day’s work.
And it was a heavy day, too. Frank
and Bob had been accustomed to help-
ing on the ranch on Saturdays; and
Beauclere had generally worked on
his father’s clearing that day. But
Mr. Lawless and Mr. Beauelerc—

H
l
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whatever they thought of the editorial
stuni—were kind and considerate, and
the schoolboys bhad their Saturdays
free for the office now. 1t troubled
Beauclere a little, for he knew that
his father needed his aid, having no
other assistatce; but Mr. Beauclere
had told him to help his chums i
their new enteiprise—so long as b
lasted. ¥le did not seem to think,
someliow, that it was likely to last
very long!

~ Bright and early on Saturday morn-
ing, therefore, the chumszs of Cedar
Creek hitched their horses in the
shed, and entered the office for work
on the forthcoming number of the

Press.”” Frank had a story to
finish; Beauclerc an article 1o wrile
and advertisements to arrange; antd
Bob Lawless, already getiing expert
at type-setting, laboured as a com-
positor—withotit giving a thought to
such things as an eight-hour day.
The chums were very busy when the
door opened, and a coppery {ace. sur-
mounted by a ragged Stetson hai,
blinked in.

It was the face of Mr. William
Bowers, otherwise known as Dy
Billy, a gentleman who was reputed to
have the deepest and most unslakeable
thirst between the Rocky Mountains
and the Pacific.

When Mr. Bowerz was not in the
“calaboose,” he was generally io be
seen supporting a post outside the
Red Dog saloon. He had an insiiee-
tive hatred for work of all kinds; he
had tried his hand at many things,

but never for long periods. Work
and Mr, Bowers did not agree. But

at times, when he failed to draw sus-
teniance fromn a hard-hearted worid
without 1t, Mr, Bowers turnied to
work as a last and desperate rescurce.
Then he worked just long enouzh lo
earn the cost of a **bender” at the
iled Dog.

Frank Richards & Co. were not glad
to see him. Frank took hiz fingers
from the kevboard of the typewriter,
and pointed to the street, ‘

“Travel!” he said lacontcaliv.

“Get!” snapped Bob Lawless.

“Gentlemen——" began M-r.
Bowers, taking off his rag of a hat.

“ Shut the door after vou,”’ saud
Deauclerc.

M:r. Bowers shut the door, but nai
after him. Ile remained 1nside,

““ Gentlemen ” he repeated.

“No hoboes wanted here,” said
Bob Lawless. *‘let outi”

“Gentlemen, 1'm looking f{or a
job.”

& Rﬂ{ﬁ!”

“Cut it out!”

“*1 mean 1t,”” said Mr. Bowers
sadly. “I'm up awvamst i, genisl
Boss-iyve, at the Red Dog, wou't

allow an old pard a single drink with-
out spot cash on the counter. 1I'm on
the rocks, gents—fairly up acainst 1t
—and [ guess I'm looking for a job,
Reg’'ler work!’ said. Mr. Bowers.

“*Good-morning !”’

“What you gents want,” continued
Dry Billy, "**is a galoot about my
size. I've worked in a printing-office
in the States.”

“Oh!” said Frank. .

Mr. Bowers waved a dirty hand to-
wards Bob at the tyvpe-case,

“That there work,” he said, “I
could do on my head. Genis, vou
can’t do better than take me on—at
reasonable wages.”

Frank Richards & Co. exchanged
a glance. Was this a chance at lass
of retting the man they needed so
sorely? True, Mr. Bowers was u
centleman of the shadiest character.
Anyone who left a watch, or a gun,
or a horse near Mr. Bowers was ox-
tremely unlikely to see watch, or gun,
or horse again. But the hand-press
in the office was not a prize for a
shady gentleman, and the supplv of
paper was not likely to tempt ecven
My. Bowers. '

“Let's see what you can do,” said
Frank, after a long pause. *‘Take
this page and set 1t up. ”

‘“ Done!” sard Mr. Bowers, at once.

He stepped quite briskly mto Bob
Lawless’' place. Setting type with a
hand that shook like Dry Billy’s was
not a facile task. But the *“ hoboe
soon showed that he knew the trade
at least. KEvidently his statement was
true that he had worked in a printer’s
office at some stage in his shady and
dilapidated career. |

He set up the page briskly, and
pulled off a sheet and handed it io
Frank Richards.

Frank’s face brightened a little,

Undoubtedly Mr., Bowers knew his
work—if he could keep sober enouch
to do 1it. That was a rather delicate
question,

All three of the chums looked mora
satisfied. If the printing were taken
off -their hands they felt themselves
able to deal with the rest of the
business, |

The ¢ Thompson Press’’ wonld
become quite a valuable property as
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that rate, and -without bagging all
their Jleisure time from school. 'They
were very much disposed to give Mr.
Bowers a chance.

“We’ll give you a trial to-day,”
said Frank, at length. ¢ Then we’ll
see. But if you ever turn upe here
lipsy you go oubt on your neck first
shot, - That’s understood !”

Mr. Bowers smiled in a deprecating
anner. 2}
~ “Gents, if Saturday is pay-day 1
shall be sober from Monday to
Friday,” he said. “I guess you're

colng to give me good pay. You're

cenerous young gents, but——"
~ “But you’ll blue it all at the Red

Doe on Saturday night,” said Bob
~T.awless, with a nod. “1 savvy! 1

ouess he will be sober through the
week, Frank.”.

“We’ll give him a trial, anyhow,”
decided Frank. “If we take you on,
Bowers, what do you want in the way
of wages?’”’

‘““ A mere trifle—ten dollars a day,”’ I
said Mr. Bowers.
““ Make it ten dollars a week, and
we'll sce.” IS
Mr. Bowers sighed. -
1 never was a man to haggle for
money,”’ he said, “Ten dollars a
week !’ 18
“1f you’re worth more you'll get
more,’’ said ‘Frank. “Now pile 1.
There’s no end to do!”
Dry Billy piled in.
- It transpired that the Thomson
loafer really knew more about the
business than ¥rank Richards & Co.
did, which was all to the good. And
ho worked industriously till nmdday.
"Then he was given half-a-dollar to
cet his lunch, and he came back and
worked in the afternoon. It was the |
casiest day the chums had had smce
“they had started in their career a‘:a.
_editors and publishers. Mr. Bowers
was an acquisition. There was no |
doubt at all about that. |
[nstead of keeping on till ]Ongl
after dark, Frank Richards & Co. |
were able to get away before dusk, |
thanks to the assistance of Mr,
Bowers. During the afternoon Dry
Billy cave a series of pressing hints
that he would work harder and better
if there was ‘‘something in the jug.”
ut his hints were ruthlessly dis-
regarded. y |
Not till Frank Richards locked up
ihe office did he hand Mr. Bowers
" four dollars for his day’s work. And
then Dry Billy made an mstantaneous
bee-line for the Red Dog across the
street, )
He had disappeared into the
saloon before Frank Richards & Co.

were on their horses. By the time

+_they rode down Main  Street to the

trail, Mr. Bowers had slaked his
‘troublesome thirst to the extent of
exactly four dollars’® worth of fire-
water. |
“He’s all richt, T guess,” said Bob
f.awless confidently. * He won’t have
a cont left on Monday. He will turn
‘upn safe and sober.”

S5 “think 80,
- ““Hallo, there’s old Isaacs!
. evening, Mr. Isaacs!”

“ Coot-evening!” said Mr. Isaacs,
‘smiling = ““ You have taken on assist-
ance in ze office—yes?”’

“Oh, ves, we've taken on a com-
positor,” said Frank carelessly.
- Mryr. JIsaacs grinned as the chums
yode away. | |
‘“He seems to be rather tickled,”
remarked Beauclere, glancing back at

agreed TFrank.

(zood-

My, Isaacs. The monied man of
-Thompson was grinning widely.
“ Bother him!”’ said Frank. ‘ He

wanted to scoop in the paper, but he
wanted it on the cheap. Now he’s
lost his chance. We’re keeping on the
‘ Thompson Press.” ”’

‘“Yes, rather!”

The chums of Cedar Creek were
quite aigreed on that,

ﬁ—_

The 4th Chapter.
Mr. Bowers on a Bender!

Frank Richards & Co. rode over io
Thompson on Monday morning very
early, to call in at the oflice before
ooing to scheol. Dry Billy Bowers
had instructions to be there at half-

. “past eight sharp. Dry Billy was very

snuch ¥ unaccustomed to turning out
at such unearthly hours, and Frank
wondered a little whether he would
be on the scene. If he was there,
and if he was sober, Frank- mtended
to put him to his duties 1in the office,
and leave him at work, and ride
over from Cedar Creek after lessons
io see how he had progressed. All
the “copy ¥ for that number of the
Press was now ready, and the last
advertisement had been arranged.
Most of the type was already set.
Little remained to be done but pulling
the copies and folding them, and
making them up in bundles. That
was an easy day’s work for Mr.
Bowers, #and Frank hoped to find it
done by the time he arrived at the

Publiched
Every WMonday

"Dry Billy bad

office after school. But he had a
lingering doubt that Mr. Bowers
might have repented of his new and
startling scheme of getting money by
earning 1t. Myr. Bowers’ fits of indus-
try were never of long duration.

But Frank’s doubts were soon re-
heved. Mpr. Bowers was there,shright
and early, leaning ‘against the window
of Mr. Isaacs’ office, a few doors from
the “Thompson Press’ headauarters.
Mr. Isaacs was already at his office.
He was an energetic gentleman, and
made a great deal of his money while
less enterprising men were sleepimg.
He was at his window, talking to
the Thompson loafer, and apparently
engaged in an interesting conversa-
tion with him.
as the chums rode up, and Dry Billy
turned from the window and swept
off his rageed hat in polite salute to
his young employers.

“Top of the mornin’, gents!” said
Dry Billy. ““Here vou see me agin,
ready and eager to work !’

“No spondulics left?” asked Bob
Lawless. |

Mr. Bowers shook his head sadly.

“Good!” said Frank Richards.
“There’s a day’s pay waiting for you
when your work is done, you know.”

“Hyer I am, ready and willin’,”
answered Mr. Bowers, but he seemed
{o speak rather sadly. Doubtless the
praspect of a day’s work had a depres-
sing effect upon him, '

Frank opened the office door, and
Mr.: Bowers followed him in. With
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But he disappeared

office,” remarked Beauclere.

DRY BILLY ON A BENDER!

it would only be a question of dis-
tributing the bundles. Half the 1ssue
was to go to Gunten’s Store, the rest
to be despatched by the post waggon
to Cedar Camp, Silver Creek, and the
other settlements in the wvicimty of
Thompson Town. That was ever =8¢
much better than finding a day’s
confronting them after lessons.

As Bob peinted out, with Dry
Billy's. aid they conld easily get
through the work in their spare time
during the week for the next number,
and on Saturday they need not miss
the sleiching or the Mission dance,
which was very comforting.

- Lessons secemed lmlg to the Co. that
day; they were anxious tc get to the

- office.

But everything comes to an end atl
last, and so did the day’s school at
Cedar Creek. ¥rank Richards & Co.
rode away for Thompson in  great
SPIrits.

They trotted down Main Sireeuv to- |

wards the office in the winter dusk.

“Ie’s there!” said Bob, as he
caught the flare of hght from the
office window.

“Folk seem to be interested mn our
From a
distance the chums saw a number of
Thompson citizens gathered in front
of the building.

““ Surprised to see Dry Billy at
work, perhaps,” said Bob:

“Perhaps !”” said Frank uneasily.

ITe accelerated his pace. . There
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Dry Billy,

BOYS  FRIEND

work

sanctum of the “ Thompson Press ?’ spasmodically.

Price

A startling scene met thewr gaze.

~ Dry Billy, no longer dry, was danc-
ing spasmodically round the hapless
office, The type-case was overthrown,
the types were scatbered far and wide.
A huge fivre roared in the stove, and
out of every opening of the .stove
stuck smoking bundles of the
“Thompson Press.”” 'The bench was
over, the typewriter lay on its side
on the floor, and looked as if i1t would
need extensive repairs
typed again. 'The roll-top desk was
in several pieces. The office and 1ts
furniture looked as if they had been
struck by a severe cyclone. Ammd
the wreck rolled a number of bottles—
empty—some broken. And in the
midst of the ruin he had wrought
Dry Billy Bowers tripped the light
fantastic toe, with a flowing bottle
under his arm and his rusty husky
voice raised in triumphant song!

The S5th Chapter.
Sold!

Frank Richards & Co. gazed at the
scene spellbound. A loud chuckle
followed them in from the cattlemen
gathered outside, '

“Oh!” gasped Frank at last.

Dryv Billy ceased his gyrations and
leaned heavily agamst the wall and
blinked at them. Apparently he did
not recognise his employers. When
the wine 1s in the wit 15 out. And
Dry Billy was not well-provided with
wit at any time and a very great deal
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no longer dry, was dancing round the editorial

The pro-

prietors, Frank Richards & Co., entered after a weli-earned rest, to find their office lgoking as if it
had been struck by a particularly large-sized tornado. - ' .

great meekness he received his 1n-
structions from the schoolboy editor.
He promised mmplicit obedience, and

hinted that he would work better if

he *‘whetted his whistle 7 to begin
with. Frank Richards thought other-
wise. |

Once Mr. Bowers had access to the

potent fire-water there was no telling
what Mr. Bowers might or might not
do.
his possession during the day, the
schoolboy editors might have found
him doing a war-dance in the office
when they arrived after lessons. They
knew Dry Billy very well,

So he was left, sad-eved and athirst,
when the chums rode off to school.

In morning classes Miss Meadows

turned g@a rather
Frank Richards.
~ But there was no literary work
done m class that day. Frank
Richards did not want to see any
more of his *“ Bullivant’s Schooldays *’
engulfed in the school stove and
stirred in by Chunky Todgers.
Moreover, since the advent of Dry
Billy he was unot so pressed for time.
really solved the
problem for the schoolboy editors—
if he only lasted! ,

Frank Richards {felt very cheery
and contented that day at Cedar
Creek.

While they were at lessons the work

severe €ye upon

was going on at the office and that

was a very comforting thought.

They were going to arrive there

LB

and find the ‘‘Thompson Press
finished to the last bundle, and then

If a few dollars had come mto

was an uneasy feeling in his breast.
Dry Billy had been left sober and at
work, but All was safe with Mr.
Bowers so long as he hadn't any
money. And where could he have
got any money?
feeling uneasy. |

As they rode up to the office the
schoolboy editors discovered that they
had grounds for uneasiness.

A shadow was moving actively
across the lighted window within, a
shadow that had strange motions. It
looked ltke the shadow of a Red
Indian engaged in a wild, fantastic
dance.

A voice smote upon their ears—the
voice of William Bowers, hoarse and
rusty, raised in song:

“Let 1t flow: that’s the siuff!
I'm going on a bender !

I’ll tell you when I've had enough ]

1y

I’'m going on a bender !

Frank Richards & Co. had heard
that touching refrain before, howled
by a crowd in the Red Dog. Now
they heard it barked from the office
of the ‘“Thompson Press.”

Crash !

A chair came flying through the
window and dropped in the street.
Buster Bill, in the crowd outside,
gave a loud chuckle.

“T guess Dry Billy is up to the
chin !” he remarked. R

Frank Richards jumped f{rom his

horse and tore open the office door.
Iis chums were close behind him.

Still, Frank was:

there

of whisky was evidently ““in.” Where
the rascal had obtained the money for
such an extensive supply of fire-water
was a deep mystery. Buat clearly he
had obtained it somewhere, and he
had chosen the office of the * Thomp-
son Press ' for the scene of a jam-
boree. Q) £ |

“Hyer, you galoots, git out!” he
stuttered. ‘“Wharrer you mean in-
terrupting a gentleman in his private
ofice! Groogh! You vamoose the
ranch afore I git after you! You
hear me yaup?”’

“You boozy villain!” roared Bob
Lawless. |

“Wharrer you call me?”

“You—you—you horrid ruffian!”

velled Frank Richards. ‘“Oh dear!
Everything wrecked and ruined——-"

“The ‘Thompson Press’ won't
come out this week, I guess!” mut-
tered Bob ruetully. '

“Collar him!” said Beauclerc
savagely. *‘There’s a pond down the
street, with ice on 1t. We'll sober
him there!”

“Good !”

The havoc Dry Billy had wrought
was not to be undone. But at least
was ~ punishment for Mr.
Bowers.,

The three rushed at him.

Dry Billy staggered in their grasp,
resisting manfully, -

“Wharrer you mean—handling a
gentleman in his own office! Tl
send for the sheriff, 1 guess—grooogh

1 32, :
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Three Halipance

before 1t

Ow !
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He was not in. a state to put up
much of a fight; but if he had been,
the three enraged editors were not to
be denied. He came down on the
floor with a bump and a yell, and then
he was whipped out of the office. The
cattlemen gave a roar of applause as

the chums of Cedar Creek brought
- him out in a strugghhg, spluttering
heap.

“Go it!”? roared Buster Bill in
great -delight, _

“Bring him along!” gasped Frank
Richards. . ‘_ "

“Yow-ow-woooop ! , Help !”” roared-
Dry Billy. e

But there was no help for him.

After the feast camie the reckoning,
and Mr. Willlam Bowers had to pay
for his merry jamboree in the office
of the “Thompson Press.”” = = 7~

He was rushed down the rugged

street to the pond.
Crash ! :

There was a thin sheet of ice over
the pond. Dry Billy broke it as he
went i headlong.

4
Ha, ha, ha!” roared the cattle-
meil.

- The hapless Mr. Bowers came up
spluttering and gasping and half-
sobered by the shock, He crawled
out dripping. '

“Ow! Let up, gents!” he gasped,

Pm wet! Ow! I'm c-c-cold!

Let up, gents—let up !™

Frank Richards & Co. nobly forbore-
to send Mr. Bowers in again, and the
dripping rascal was allowed to crawl
away, chivvied along the Main Street
by the uproarious cattlemen.

The schoolboys returned tp, the
office. '

_The scene of desolation there was
aismaymng. They looked at it, bus
they did not feel equal to dealing
with 1t then. They locked the door
and returned to their horses.

‘“ Goot-efening !’ said a fat and oily
vorce. ‘‘ You have had vun shock,
I zink. ' Yes'?”

It was Mr. Isaacs.

He rubbed his hands and smiled at
the elouded faces of the editorial trio.

“I am so-shorry !” he said benign-
antly. “It is too bad! Zat man,
he is one ruffian! ‘The calaboose is
too good for him! I am so shorry,
that I make my offer again. 1 give

o

~you ze two hundred dollars for ze

puzimess !’ :

“Oh!” saixd Frank Richards.

Mpr, Isaacs nodded Lis head several
times benevolently,

“1 mean 1t!” he said. “You zink
it 1s all rnght, and you steps into my
office and signs a leetle paper—yes?’”’

“Let you know in five minutes !”
said Bob.

¢ Coot I Rl

Mr. Isaacs returned into his office,
still smiling. Frank.Richards & Co.
consulted, but the result of their con-
sultation was a foregone conclusion.
They were fed up with editing news-
papers. To have that wreck taken
oft their hands was attractive, and
without. Mr. Bowers’ aid their old
troubles would begin again, and with
his aid—that was ncot to be thought
of. Mpyr. Isaacs’ kind offer came, in-
deed, like corn m Egvpt in one of the
lean years. Before the five minutes
had elapsed Frank Richards & Co.
walked into Mr. Isaacs’ office to con-
clude negotiations. "

Frank Richards & Co. had retired
from the business of newspaper pro-
prietors, printers, and publishers.

And 1t was not for some weeks—
not till Mvr. Isaacs had the paper
gomg agaw; in a much extended
style—that the true inwardness, so
so speak, of the happenings at the
“Press ” office dawned upon their
minds., . |

They had wondered where Dry Billy

obtamed that large quantily of fire-
water, which had caused so much
disaster. It dawned upon them. at
1ast_,t that Mr. Isaacs had had a hand
in 1t. -
“1 guess he’s played us!” said Bobr
Lawless. “ Played us for suckers all
along the lhne! He meant to have
the paper all along, and as we
wouldn’t sell he put that rascal Dryv
Billy on to us, and froze us out! [
guess that was the game—shenan-
nigan—all the time.”

And Frank Richards had to admit
that 1t was only too probable.

But there was no proof ;: and when
Mr. Isaacs met the schoolboys in
Main Street he smiled at them be-
nignantly and effusively. = Perhaps
the astute gentleman felt that he had
reason to smile,

THE EXND.

(Mind you read ‘' The Cedar Creek
Ventriloguist,”” a topping long, com-
plete yarn of Frank Richards & ('o.,
in next Monday’s Boys™ FRIEXD. }



