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The ist Chapter.

A Surprise for Adolphus & Co.!
~ “(@ot the merry smokes?” asked
Asdolphus Smythe.

”Ye*-' i saad Tracy. _
“ And the wicked pasteboards 2

askod Adolphus.

“Ves,” glmne«d Howazxd.

““ Then come on, dear boys!”

Adolphus Smy the & Co of the
Rookwood ‘Shell left their study and
sauntered out of the School Hou%.

It was a bright and sunny after-
eon, though cc:)ld On Little Side
fi;.zmu mlver & Co. were mmproving
ihe shining hour at football. Bat
“mvthe & Co. weren’t thinking of
m-'ner' They had their own way of
CRjOYIRG & half holiday, and it didn’t
vesemble Jimmy Silver’s way in the

fﬂ iwf : ) .
Townsend and Topham of tho
]_;*,-}1 : t*th joined , the three Shell

fallows as they came out into the
fmﬂ{;r nglt. |
“Waitin’ for you, old beans!” said
‘Yowny., “ Bulkeley's heen 1001{111 ab
us from his study window.’
“ Bother Bulkeley "’
A ‘iul phus. ‘““ Lafe’s hﬂ,rd]
livin® with beastly pfe{ects eyein’ a
fellow aboutl”
“They won’t eye us where we're
rOin’ l” grinned. Topham. * Come

!. ?

drawled
Wm th

O3

“YVou've put the lamp ready ?”’

“Oh, yes.” |
".']71'01; onward, - then, my decar
fants 1 said Ado}phus Smythe.

The Ulddy Goats of Rookwood
trotted on. They loafed round the
guad and loafed round the house,
and nfim making sure that there was’
no ¢ye upon them they headed for
the &buﬂy ruing, some dlSIaHCO from
the school bmldm s.

Once in the old ruins they felt safe
from observation.

Adolphus Smythe dcscended the

well worn, old stone steps that led

‘“Quite a nobby idea—what?” he
mmrked as he fnmb]ed with the-
]’ﬁ(ll{}t,l\ on- the old oaken door.

”Da,ar old Bulkeley’s gettimn’ sus-
picious of us, and if we went oul
of rates——"’

“We'd bo stepp ed i tth ” said
Townsend,. “I sawW Bulkeley agﬁakm
m Lhew norter.”

‘And we can’t have a, quiet hittle
qame in the study complained
%m _;th@. “ Neville dropped in yester-
day, and” we only got the cards out
of uwht just in time. Ie was sus-
}‘n ions.,’

““ Suspicious beast !” said Tracy.

“PBut there’s more ways of klllm
a cat than chokin’ it with cream,’
said Adolphus serenely. “I don’t
think that even Bulkele of the Sixth
will suspect fellows of retnm to the
alac ic shades of the abbey vanlts for
a little game of poher—what i

il"f‘ feal.'!!

g Wﬂl the door open?” aska\l
Topham.

“Oh, vaas! The padlock’s been
hroken for donkey's years,” an-
swered Smythe of the Shell.
“There you are"’ e

He threw the heavy QRLOI] door
openn with rather an. effort.
Dark and grim looked the opening
of the a,nment vaults, and a musty,
damp breath of air came irom
within, |
“Not so jolly invitin’,
marked Townsend
“Put safe, dear boy.”
“Yes, thele s that.”
The five juniors entered. Topham
Hehted a bicycle-lamp, and the rays
gg]umnered rmmd on old stone walls
and butiressocs.
Five camp-stools,

18 1t7?? re-

which had been
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placed ready in the rums, were

brought in by Townsend.

Tho lamp was set on a ledge, to.
show light for the ‘little game.’
Some of the juniors shivered a little.
Undoubtedl the Giddy Goats of
Rookwood had found a safe and
hidden quarter for their shady pro-

or dm;mble place of sojourn.

“I—1 don’t ihmk we'll stop a-iolly
long time here,” remiarked '1mvnﬂend
n a thoughtfal sort of way.

“It—it’s a bt coid,” ’nd TO ham
“Yaas, 1t 18 a. bt pm:.{y agrepd
Adolphus. “But what’s a fellow to

do ? ’Pum’b sate in the study, and
in present eires we can’t run dawn
to the Bird-in-Hand. And without
a little game now  and then, s life
worth hivin’1” e o

Adolphus pmpmmdpd that conun-
drum- with an air of great gravity.

Tracy shuffled the cards.

Life not being worth living without
a little game, there was ev 1dem1 no-
thing ior the Giddy Goats to do but
to brave the cold atmosy:hm of the
abbey vaults.

So they bore it with manly forti-
{ tude, and, Tracy having shuffled,
Smytho of the Shell proceeded to
deal. -

and

He stopped suddenly glanced
into the darkness of tho vaults bey ond
the radius of lamplight.

“Pid—did you fel]ows hear scame-
thin” 7 he _,&.bl_aed, m a not quite
steaqy volce.

The Giddy Goats looked
nervously.

“The———the wmd pm.h :ps, ™
} Topham.

“TThere’s no wind here.”

“T—I thought I heard’a sonnd——-"

The cards wmmned idle in Adol-
{ phus’ hand.
uneasy.

round

saidt

‘roamin’ armmd said Tracy, with an
attempt at humour,

“Oh, rot ! Dry up,; Tracy 1"
“Some fag’s sneaked in here,
perhaps,”’ smd Howard,  “ Let’s

rout him out. Weoe don’t want fags

watchin’ us.’

Adolphus slipped the cards 11*_1&11 y
into his pocket.

“That’s. 11" he smd.
("ht,-‘.?!xy fag playin’ d joke. on us.
Fm certain 1 heard somebhody movo
in the next vault. Let’s look.”

picked up the bicycle-lamp,

The others hesitated.

Outside there was broad daylight,
but in the vaults all was d:nk and
chill. Somehow the nuts of Rook-

“Dash it all, what is there to be
afraid o1?” etclmmed Smythe, at
last. “Come. on:

de&rnunatmn Adolphus
advanced 1nto the second vault,
holding up the lamp before him.

His comnmmom followed.

They started, and their blood
thrﬂled as the heard an un-
mistakable sauud in the darkness,
Someone was there, that was certain.
Was it some fag who had learnec

- of great

- of their
come thele to seare them'?

W’hﬂ.u _
“Look 1" panted Tracy suddenly.
A dark shadow moved.

01 e O 1 1

1 of footsteps, something dark loomed
up for an mstant, and the lammp was

FEATURING THE FAMOUS
FISTICAL FOUR.

BY « «

OWEN CONQUEST.

ceedings.: But it was not a com-
fortable quarter. It was cald and
it was gloomy and 1t was rather
CATIO. '%l were safe from the |
prefects, hui} in other ways the
‘abbey vaulls were not an attracuve

flags

sprawled wildly
| escaped, gasping breathlessly,

THE BOYS’ FREF‘ND
TALE OF JIMMY SILVER & Co.

.J«._.,
£ -i

struck from Adolphus Smythe’s hand

with & cras i,

The lamp smashed on the stone
and was instantly extinguished.

66 Oh:!!

“(_)“r i}j

“Run for 1t!” SR

Black  darkness wrapped
startled and terrified nuts. With
ono accord they raced back to the
door, guided by the glimmer of
{]&}11 T:;It. from without.

There was a jam in the narrow
doorwsy as the
crammed. through, and then they
up the steps' and
into

the rums above. |

“Oh gadl” gasped Smythe .of
the Shell, “Oh—-—é}h—-——oh cad !’

Traes y cast a. glance of dread back-
ward at the door of the vaults. Who
or what was in those dark recesses,
he did not know; but he knew that
he was scared.

“Iot’b cut | 7 he breathed.

And Smythe & Co, promptly cut.

The 2nd Chapier,
Beloved WMir. Bootles !

“Exiraordinary fluke!” remarked
Tommy Dodd,. of the Modern IFourth.

r[‘fm}_my Dodd was alluding to the
result of the football match. Jimmy
Silver & Co. came off the field victors
by two goals to one.

“Pow-wow ! rejoined Jimmy Sil-
vor cheerily. “ Likewise, rats! But
if you mean it’s a fluke beating you
hy only two to one, instead of three
or four———""

“(lassical fathead!” said Tommy |

Dodd politely

“ Modern ass!”’ said Jimmy Silver,
with equal politeness.

And the rnivals of Rookwood parted
with that exchango of compliments.
The Fistical Four put on their coats

| and mufflers, and started tcwards the
| house. They were looking very ruddy

He wa3 feeling very |

and cheerful. From a «ifferent

- direction Smythe & Co. were con-

“I-—-I hope {ho phantom abbol isn’t |

. qmne |

He rose from his camp-stool and |

wood felt a strong disinclination to |
venture into those da 119101 ne depths,

verging towards the house, and
Jimmy Silver glanced at them ‘rather
curiously. Thore were
looks among the Giddy Goatls of
Roolwood, and they seemu] breath-
less,

Smythe s{oppud and
Jimmy Silver,

“Just hnished foot*er 77

stared ~at

he asked.

“Just!” answered the captain of

he Fourth.
“Then 1t wasn't you?”
“Kh! What wasn’t me?” \
“In the vaulis,” said Smythe.
“Whet are you burbling about,
Smythey 7¥ inquired Arthur I‘dwald

Lovell. “Have you been 111 the
vaults 27 | :
- “Ya-as. Somebody’s been playm’

tricks there,”

“1 thought it was probably you
l chaps, but i you 've been playin’
L footer Where's Mornington 77

With a beating heart, but a look |

“He was playing, too,” said Raby.,

“Was Putty (Grace pla,ym,,‘?”

“Yes,” grinned Newcome. “If
mmebody s been pulling your silly

| leg, 1t wasn’t Putty, for once.’

Jimmy Silver e ed the nuts.

Co. had had a scare.

“What the thump were you doing

| in the vaults?’’ he asked.

“Oh, we-—wo just went there to—to

| explore, you know, with a bike-lamp,”

plan fc:-r the afternoon and |

| left

The next moment there was a rush |

said &mvmhs-;. evasively, “ Some beast
k1 Gf‘lx&d the lamp over, and—and we

“In a hurry?” grinned Lovell.
“We—we came away,  said Smythe.
“We thought—l mean—wé—we

couldn’t go on exploring without a

lamp, you know. Sa we came away.

the

terrified Goats:

disturbed

said Smythe sourly. |
of the

He |
could see that Adolphus Smythe &

| for lost time.

Pd like to know who the silly ass
was who played that trick on us.”

“Why didn’t you collar him, and
see ?’’

“Well, we—we—we o

“ Scared !”’ chuckled Arthur

Edward Lovcll. “Scared out of your

- wits—if any

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Yon thought you’d run into the
oiddy ghost of Rookwood, what?”
asked Raby, laughing. “Pom old
Smythey! No wonder you're as pale
as a sheet.” |

“I'ma not!” hooted Adolphus. "I
—1 was startled;, As for bein’
frichtened, that’s abksurd. It was—
was just a 1rlck! - If 1t wasn’t you
fellows &

“ Tt might have been if we'd Lnown
yvou were smoking in the vaults,”
said Jimniy Silver, ““and if we hadn’t
been busyi But as a matter of fact
it wasn’t little us, Come on, you
fellows.” TR

The Fistical Four walked on, leav-
ing Adolphus frowning.
glanced at his comrades. |

“The rotter may be siill there!
he said, “buppase—— suppose we take

another Iamp an’ go back an’ hunt
bim out——"

I!?

“I'm fed-upl”" said ’l‘raay ab
once, e

“I'm goin’ in,” said Townsend.
X ot can ga ioacl if you like,
Sinythey, |

J?ownsend and Topham went into
the house Howard and .Tracy
followed them, and then Adolphus
followed, Amm ed as he was, the

great Adolphus dld not feel inclined
to revisit the darhsome 1'aults “*on his
lonely own.”

Jimmy Silver had rathcr a thm; ht-

ful expression on his face, when the

IFistical Four went up to the- end
study to tea. His chums had only
chucl{led over Adolphus & Co.’s ad-
venture in the abbe ~vaults; but
Uncle James of Rc:om”m)d was gw-
ing the matter some reflection.

**It’s rather a queer thing,” he
remarked, when the Classical four
were starting on tea in the study.

“I don’t see it,” answered Arthur
Fdward Lovell. “'The Moderns never
do have a look in agamst little us.’

“Only semetimes,” agreed Riby.

“The Moderns!” repeated Junmy

Silver. “Who's talking = about
Moderns.” |
“Weren’t you speaking about
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“No, ass, I was spea,kmg about
Smythc-—-—-— '
““Oh, bless Smythe,” said Lovell,
losing all his interest at once. * Never
mind that goat.” Pass the marger.”

“1It’s queer, though,” said Jimmy.
“Jolly queer that somebod should
b(} hldden in the abbey v.:ud’t

‘“ Anj y fellow might go there and
scare tﬂOS{—) silly "asses tor a lark,
1 suppose,’”’ answered Lovell. * Serve
‘em rlght' 'l‘hey went there to smolkoe,
of course.’ |

“Oh, serve ’em right, all serene.
But it’s odd. If it was a piactmal
joker, who was 1t ?7”

“Smythe & Co, didn’t wait to see,’
remar hed Newcome. “They
wouldn’t ! \Vhat on earth does it
matter, Jimmy?”’

“Well, I.was thinking

Jlmmy Silver was

n

interrupted.

The door of the end study opened,

and Tubby Muflin rolled in. Tubby
olanced over the tea-table, and
seomed rather disappointed.  Bread
and marger did not tempt him; and
the kippers were already at vanish-

| 1ng point.
i Tog late!” grinned Lovell.
$*On, -1 haven’t come to tea,” said
Tubby. *“I've come to speak to you

chaps about Bootles.”

‘“What about Mr. Bootles?”

“You know he’s coming back to
Rookwood to-day,” said Tubby Muf.
fin. ‘“He’s a giddy millionaire now,
vou know——-"

“Knew 1t before you did,” grunted
Lovell. “You were late for once.”

“Well, I always had an idea that
Mr. Bootles was something a bit out
common,’” said Tubby
seriously. ““Sort of commanding
presence, and—and a noble air, you
know ; that’s *ﬁ.hy 1 always lhiked
and admired him.”

‘“ And never found it out till he |

into a fortune!” remarked
Lovell., “How very odd!”

Tubby Muffin sniffed,.

It was true that his great admira-
tion of Mpr. Bootles had not trans-
pired until after the amazing news
had come out that the Fourth Form-
master had inherited a fortune from
his uncle in South Africa. But then

Tubby Muffin had at once made up

Calie

came a  fervent  admiwrer of Mr.
Bootles, listening to words that
dropped from his lips as though they
were pearls of price, treasuring a
gl‘mce from him as though it were
far above rubles; which made the

Prico
Three Halfponce

Adolphus |

| old ta get marrmd

Tubby.

Immediately he be-'

W ’2 21

Classical Fourth grin, bhecause there
wasg not the remetm*{, ¢ _F.. ance of Tubby
ever getting a fat fincer 1nto any of
Mr. Bootles’ money. But wealth
was wealth, whether Fubby could
touch it or not—it was something to
breathe the same atmos; chere with
a milhionaire.

“To come to the pomt,” said
Tubby gruffly, “Mr. Bootles is
coming back this afternoon. ve
just heard Mr, Greely speaking to
Mr. Wiggins. I happened to be neay
the corner of the passage, and
sreely had a letler, - It’s all gone

atl I‘Iﬂ”h at the lawyer’s office in
L011d0n You remember that lawyer-
johnny, Tulkerton, who came down
here to see Bootles—-"

“Not ikely to fore;at i a woek
or §0”? grunted Lovell. ‘“What are
you driving at, any hsm"‘? You can
admire Bootles-till vou burst, but you
won't see the colour of any of his
eash. ) i ,

“1 hope I'm not the fellow to think
of such things as that, Lovell,” said
Muithin, with dignity.

“Oh my hat !” _

“ But seelng that he’s no end of a
splendid character, and—and that we
all admire him so—ire fact, worzhip
the ground he treads on, and all
tbhat—oughtn’t we to get up a bit
of a celebration?” asked Tubby.
“’Tamn’t every school that bas a
Form- mastel. who - bhecomes a mil-
lionaire, i3 it? Sort of occasion to

be marked with a white stone, you
know. = What about a  sort gf
triumphal proeession to bring him

from the station——"

!‘}?

*“Ha, ha, ha!

“Or an a‘i'c.l “of triumph at the
gates & |

““ Fathead !”’

**I should be prepared to take im_.
lead, and manage the reception,”
said Tubby. “f 1 want to catch
Bootles’ eye-—-—-”

“You may catch his eye, but you
won't catch his quids,” said Lovell.
“So don’t worry.”

i 4 deqplﬂe siich insinuations, Lovell,

Only—only I’ve been thmkmg and-—
and I'd like to hear vou  fellows’
opinion. I’ve  always  regarded

~ Bootles as a sort of—of fatherly chap.

I've respected him as if he were a—
a—3g parent, you know Now,
Bootles 13 a single man, and he's toa
I suppose no girl
at Bootles, wonld
were out of her

mind—-""

“Ha, ha; -hal”
“Yon'd better mention that to
Bootles. 1t will make him_as fond of
you as you are of him.”

“Well, to be wrm us, that’s how the
matter S-,a':llldb, saad "Iubby. “ But
just think, you fellows, what an awful
prospect for poor old B{}otles..”

“Being a lmlllmmne &

“Nunno! Lonely old age, without
—without all tho::.e thmgs that old
age ought to have—handsome, stal-
wart son to stand by him, a,nd all
that. 1 feel for Bontles* I’'ve been
thinking a lot about it,” said Tubby.
“In fact, my heart bleeds for him.
And 1t’s come to my mind—you know
how I think of things—that what

Bootles 1*ea113 ought to do 18 to adopt
a chap.”

“Th 2
“What?”

‘““Some really nice boy, who loves
him and a«dm:req him for his splendid
gualities,” said Muflin. *‘That would
see him thmugh wouldn’t it? Now,
what do you fellows think? What
effect would it have on Bootles if it
were suggested to him to adopt a
really first-class, decent chap like—
hk@m

“Like me?’’ asked Lovell.

Tubby sniffed. |

“1 said a first-class, decent chap,”
he answered.

“Why, you cheeky Iump of bear’s
grease

“Like me, to bhe candid!”

look
she

would ever
she, unless

roared Lovell,

satd
“ I shouldn’t obj ject, and Pm
sure my people wouldn’ L' If Bootlées
cared to adopt me—"

“Ha, ha, h&-f” yelled the Fistical
Four.

Tubby stared at them.

Appa,rently he could see no reason
for this uproarious mmvth.

“Yon silly asses! What are you
cackling at?” he yelled. *“That’s uai.,
how Pufty cackled when 1 a::.ked his
opinion,

“Ha, ha,

hal” shrieked Jimmy

- Sil‘?e&‘ & (}‘0- ; ;.',,:;

“T.00k here——"

The Fistical Four simply howled.
Tubby Muffin’s idea of getting him-
self adopted by the millionaire Form-
master was too much for them.

The end study rang with their
merriment. Tubby ..»Iuﬂm blinked at

them in great 111:119,1aimn

“Hallo! ' Some toppin’ joke on?
asked "Wm*mngton s veice 1n the dﬂov-
way. “You fellows know that
Bootles has arrived?
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Jimmy Silver & Co. jumped up at
Once. y .

- “We'd have met him at the station

if we'd known his tram,” said Lovell.
L] , :

* He might have adopted us ’

““Ha, ha, ha!’

(4 3 ' L $ , 4

He’s come by car!” said Morning-
ton. ““Spankin’ big Rolls-Royce car.
His own. Faiely rollin” in it! “He’s
got a new silk hat and a diamond

Y
pin.

“Dear old Pooties! grinned
Jimmy Silver. “l.et’'s go down and
see his new silk hat and his diamond

£ 2%
pin.

And the Fistica! Four hurried down-
gtairs, followed by Tubby Muffin, who
was eager to be first to greet his be-
loved Booties. With a Rolis-Royce
car, a new silk hat, and a diamond

':!

he'll be here for a week or two, and
I’'m. glad to have him back. 1t’s
rotten being taken by a prefect. But

I was saying when that idiot Muffin

butted in—

“You were
vawned Lovell.
generally are.”

“ Ass!  About that affair in the
vauits——"' ;

“My only hat! Haven’t you for-
gotten that yet?”’ exclaimed Lovell.
“I can tell you, Jimmy, I'm fed up
with Smythe & Co., and I don’t care
twopence who it was pulled their silly
leg and scared them!”

“I've been thinking,” said Jimmy
quietiv. I don’t believe 1t was a
fag puiled their leg in the vaults. I
don't see how a fag could have

saying something?”
‘I
‘““1 beileve you—you

?

3

ALLETy i
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limited financial rssources.

THE HERD OF THE HCUR!

As he

Vir. Bootles was now a
gentieman of almost un-
passed through the smiling

crowd of junioirs ho nodded to Jimmy Silver & Ceo., but e did not
observe Tubby!

pin, Mr. Bootles was more lovable
thanever, and Tubby Muffin felt quite

towards him as towards an adopted

father. .
ings,

Fiam Tubby’s tender feel-
indeed, nobody could

beast Bootles.”
mitlionaire now, and no longer a
beasf.

Tha 3¢d Chapter.
Uncle James is Suspicious !

Mr. Beotles was the centre of quile
a crowd as he came 1n,

Outside, a handsome, big ecar, with
an 1mmpressive chauffeur, was being
admired by another crowd.

Little plumip Mr Bootles was much
the same as ever, personally. But
evidently he had paid visits to expen-
sive tatiors while away in L.ondon.

And now he had come back. Mil-
lionaire as he was, he was going to
take the T'curth Iorm as usual for a
week or two, until another Form-
master was engaged to take his place.

Mr. Greely, the master of the Fifth,
shook him by the hand with touching
cordialily.

Masters and boys seemed to vie
with one another to do Mr. Bootles
honour.

From the doorway to the Head’s
study. Mr. Bootles’ progress was a
¢ind of triumphal march. And in the
Head’s study Dr. Chisholm greeted
hum with great cordiality Even the
Head waz not unimpressed by the
iact that MNr. Bootles was now a
gentleman of almost unlimited finan-
cial resources. As he passed smiling
through the crowd, however, Mr.
Bootles gave a smiie and a nod io
Jimmy Stlver & Co. He had not for-

gotten that those cheery juniors had-

rescued him from the kidnappers.
But he did not observe Tubby

AMufhin.

Muiffin wag eveing him with tender
affection, and Mr. Bootles never
even noticed 1t. .

Plainly . the thought had not

occurred to him of adopting Muflin as
a. comfort for his declining years! So
far, Tubby’s yearning affection was in
vain, like the flower mentioned by the
poet which is born to blush unseen.
“Nice little man!” said Arthur
Edward Lovell, as the Fisiical Four
refurned to their study for the
remnants of tea. ““I'm sorry we're
going to lose him. As Shakespeare
remarks, ] fear there will be a worse
come in his place.”
£ ¢ 0Oh, we'll adncate the next man in
until he's as nice as Bootles,” said
Jimmy Silver, laughing. . “Anyway,

| _ have
guessed that for whole terms he had
spoken of his Form-master as * that
Mr. Bootles avas a |

known they were going there. They’'d
keep 1t dark, as they were going to
dodge the prefects.”

“You think 1t was the Rookwood
ghost?” asked Lovell, with a grin.

*“I think 1t was somebody hiding in
the vauits,” answered Jimmny.

“Eh1”

“You haven’t forgotten that Mr.
Bootles was twice nearly kidnapped
by that scarred villain, who 1it's
pretty clecar 1s his cousin, Moriimer
Stacey,” said Jimmy. “His con-
federate was lagged, and is pow in
chokey at J.atcham. But Stacey got
clear, and hasn’t been heard of since,
though Inspector Sharpe is after him.
Weil, 1t's clear why he was tryving to
kidnap Bootles. He would have in-
herited the millions if Bootles had
atsappearcd.  That was in the old
man’s will.”

“ But——" said Lovell, startled.

“He couldn’t get at Mr. Bootles in
Lml(;ml,” sald Jimmy. “He was
going to put himself under police pro-
tection, and 1t would have been tco
risky for Stacey. But he would know,
of course, that Mr. Bootles would
come back to Rookwood some timo
or another, if only to say good-bye
before he went to Africa. TI've
thought all the time that Stacey may
have been larking in the neighbour-
hood, watching for a chance.”

“But the bobbies ave looking for
him——""

“They haven’t thought of looking
in the Rookwood ruins——"’

“Jimmy !”’

- The Co. stared at their leader. It
was a startling thought to them.

“I don’t say it is s0,” said Jimmy
quietly. “But I think1t’s jolly likely.
The villain had to disappear, and yet
hang about here. He could take rugs
and things and a supply of grub into
the abbey vaults, and simply vanish
from the earth.”

My - hat 1? )

“I confess I shouldn’t have thoucht
of if. DBut Smythe & Co., finding
somebody there this afternoon in g

“1t does look a bit suspicicus.”
said Lovell. “Let's take a crowd of
chaps and search the vaults——"

Jimmv Silver shook his head.

“If he's been there for days, he’s
learned the ins and outs of the vaults
by this time,” he said. ‘ There’s no
end of passages leading goodness
knows where. Smythe & Co. took
him by surprise; he never expected
anybody to come into the vaults. DBut

- he wouldn’t be caught napping a

second time.
easily.”
“Well, then-—"

ITe would dodge us

“YWhether he will find ecut that

don’t believe he will. ™ He tried to use

Bootles is home again fto-day, 1 don’t
know,”” said Jimmy. * Dut it's most
likely. He'll be spying round after
dark, 1f it's as 1 suppose.”
“Then Bootles is in danger here !’
exclaimed Raby.
Jimmy nodded.
““1 beheve so!
getting desperate.
he’'s got much money and he can't
keep up the game for long—probably
he couldn’t pay his fare fo iollow
Bootles to Cape Town—and he will
know that Bootles has to go there.
It’s now or never with him and atter
Bootles’ narrow escape out of gates,
he won't go out aleme again. If be
doesn’t get him in Rookwood, he's
got to drop the whole thing and 1

You see, the man’'s
I don’t suppose

a revolver when he was stopped kid-
napping Bootles, that shows the kind
of ruffian he is. I can’t help teeling
uneasy avout old Bootles.”
“Hum !” said Lovell thoughtfully.
“We've looked after Bootles before—
but—but we came a cropper once
and——" |
“What about geing to the Head?”
asked Newcome.

Jimmy wrinkled his brows.
“Well, he would most likely think

it was a practical joker playing tricks
on Smythey in the vaults,” he said.
‘“ And—and we can’t give Smythey
away, anvhow. The Head would
want to know what he was doing
there. The vaults are out of bounds.”
“Yes, but——"
“There’s an easier way,” said
Jimmy quietly, ‘“We don’t want a
search, and the rotter scared oft, to
try again whei: we're off our guard.
We're going to keep watc 2
(1 Eh.??.‘

“That’s the game,” said Jimmy
Silver determinedly. “If that villain
18 hiding in the wvaults, to come out
and go for Bootles after lights out,
he can come out, and drop into our

hands!”
“Phew !?
“I know it’s risky—"
“0Oh, blow the risk!” said Lovell.
“We’ll take the risk for poor old
Bootles—though we don’t love himm.so
much as Muffin does. But—but
getting out of dorm at night, Jimmy,
and——""
“ And what about losing our beauty
sleep?’” said Raby.
““ And perhaps there’s nothing 1n
it.”? remarked Newccme. It may
only be Jimmy’s rot, you know.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Jimmy Silver gave a grunt.
“I'm going to keep watch,” he said.
“Tf vou felows don’t want to back
me up, I'll ask Moriny and Conroy
and——"
“Fathead !” said Lovell  politely.
“We're game! I think you're very
likely talking out of the back of your
neck, but we'll give you a chance—
and ¥ we keep watch for nothing,
we'll jolly well bump you !”
“Hear, hear!” said Raby and-New-
conie.
And so ib was arranged.

The 4th Chapter.
The Horoes of the Hour !

Night lay upon the ancient pile of
Reookweod School. A keen wind blew
from the sca; and four juniors who
souttled round the shadowy School
House shivered, and pulled up the
collars of their coats.

Rookwood was sleeping. In the
dormitory of the Classical IFourth four
dummies were arranged in four beds,
and Jimmy Silver & Co. had quetly
departed by way of the lower box-
room. In the box-rcom they had
donned coats and caps, placed there
in weadiness. As they scudded round
the dark, silent buildings, they kent
their eves well about them. The

last light had disappeared from. the |

window—it was half-past eleven.
. In the masters’-room there had been

a happy party that eveming—Mr. |

Bootles being lionized by the
admiring staff. But the millionaire
Form-master had retired to his rcom

now the staff were sleeping the sleep |
In all Rookwood, only |

ot the just.
the Fistical Four were awake—and
they were sleepy !

But it was no use being sleepy!
They had work to do! |
cautiously into the abbey ruins, glim-
mering 1n the starlight. |

Silent and ghostly were the ruins,
the silence only broken by the faint
moan of the wind,

Jimmy Silver led the way with heht
steps.
with rather mingled feelings.

But the Co. realised that they were
in for 1t. and they did not grouse.

| With silent stens, they approached the

stone stair that led down to the
vaults. The stair was quite in the
open—the mossy walls were all that
remained of the great building that
had. covered -the spot in ancient times.
Amid the rugged masses of masonry,
close by the stair, the Fistical Four

They ftrod !

and his chums followed him.
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stopped and took cover, and grasped
ithe cricket-stumps they had thought-
fully brought with them.

In the circumstances, 1t was
judicicus not to speak, which was all
to the good. For, as their feet got
colder, the Co. would have been
strongly tempted to grumble but for
the necessity of keeping silence.

An lLiour passed, ,

Midnight had: struck, and
watted for *‘one ” to toll cut from the
ctock-tower. -

It seemed an age before it came.
But 1t came at last.

Poom !

“One o’clock!”
““Oh, my hat!

“* Shurrup!”

Silence again.

“1t's ail rot!”’ whispered Raby.
“There 1sn’t anybody in the vaults;
and that beast Stacey 1s most likely
a hundred miles;away, and 4

“ Hush t” -

Raby’s whisper stopped suddenly.
For itrem the sunken staircase there
carne the unmistakable sound of a
heavy, creaky door openlng. -

7 breathed Lovell.
Jimmy-——""

The juniors thiilled to the very

marrow of their bones.

There was somebody in the vaults—
and he was emerging. They stifled
their breath, trembling with excite-
ment, |

Through a gap in the masonry they
could see the steps, and-they Watc.he(i

-tarobbing, for the figure of the un-

knowit to appear in view from below.

Footsteps ! |

(Cautious, almost silent footsteps,
that crept up the stone stair. Against
the dun starhight a dark figure loomed.

At the top of the steps the unknown
stood, watching and listening. 'The
four juniors, scarce a dozen feet from
him, hardly breathed.

The man was wrapped in an old
coat, and had a soft hat pulled down
over his brows. But in the starlight
tney saw the hard, brutal face—and
the scar! It was the scarred rufhan
who had twice attempted to kidnap
Mr. Booties! -

Ho remained for some moments,
stiti listening, and then turned from
the steps to creep through the ruins.

Jimmy Siver gave his chums a
look. '

The moment had come, and fthe
Fistical Iour prepa-ed to act, with
beating Liearts, but with steady nerves.
As the scarred rufhian moved away
from the steps Jimmy Silver made a
spring towards him, and before the
rascal could make a movement to
escape, a cricket-stump crashed on his
head,

ray.

nere was a sharp, savage cry in
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The struggle went on savagely. But
the man was over-matched, and his
furious resistance grew fainter. He
bit and scratched and tore at the
juniors till Jimmy Silver jammed his
head hard on the flagstones, and then
he lay still He was not stunned,
however, and the juniors hurried to
secure him before he recovered. They
were gasping breathlessly from the
struggle. Jimmy dragged the ruffian’s
hands together, and drew a whipcérd
from his pocket; and they breathed
more freely when his wrists were
bound tightly together.

“Our win!” gasped Lovell, yubbing
his nose, which was streaming red.
“Ow! 'The beast! I got his elbow!”

** Never mind——"

(4 O‘ﬁr!,’ _

“We've got him!” said Jimmy
Silver. “1It’s the scarred man, right
enough! Stick him on his feet! 1
say, there’ll be a bit of a sensation
when we march him in! Kven the
Head won’t grouse at us for being
out of dorm, I think, this time.”

The scarred man was struggling
with his bonds now, and pouring out
savage curses. Heedless of his rage,
the juniors ‘dragged him to his feet,
and marched him out of the ruins.
To an accompantment of savage oaths,
the ruffian was marched to the door
of the School House, where Jimmy
Silver rang a mighty peal on the bell.

Q. L i © 2 &

Mornington sat up In bed in the
Fourth Form dormifory. The light
had been switched on suddenly, and
four juniors strolled cheerfully 1n.

“What the thump——"" ejaculated
Mornington.

‘“It’s you for a flogging in the
morning, then!” remarked Oswald.

“IT think not!” chuckled Jimmy
Silver. “On the contrary 0

“The dear old Head has told us
ve're nice, good boys, only we’re not
to do 1t again!”’ chortled Raby.

““ And Bootles blessed us, with tears
in his eyes!” satd Newcome. ‘‘ We're
no-end great men.” |

“ But what on carth have you been
aoing, then?”’ demanded Morningtorn,
in amazement.

The whole dormitory was wide
awake now, and Jimmyv Silver & Co.
had to tell the story with full details
before they were allowed to turn 1n.
Thll a very late hour there was a buzz
of excited voices in the Classical
Fourth dormitory.

The next morning Jimmy Silver &
Co. were feeling rather sleepy—but
triumphant. With great satisfaction
they watched Mortuner Stacey being

s s

AN AMBUSCADE! 5110900 ite ‘unknown man at the top. of

the stieps

feading down to the oid abbey

vaults. It was the

scarred man who had attempted (o Kidnap their Form-master,

WVir.

Booties !

the silence of the abbey ruins as the
man reeled under the blow.

“Quick !” panted Jimmy.

He flung himself recklessly on the
ruflian as he reeled, and they came
to the ground with a crash together.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were
upon him the next moment. -~

The rufhan strugeled furiously.
But for the fact that they had taken
him by surprise, there might have
been a fearful tragedy in the abbey
ruins under the stars. IKven as he
struggled in the grasp of the four
sturdy juniors he succeeded in drag-
sing a revolver from his hip-pocket.
But Lovell kicked it out of his hand
instantly, and 1t rolled down the
steps, and explcded harmlessly at the
bottonz, |

taken away, with handcuffs on his
wrists, by Inspector Sharpe, of Rook-
ham. From that day {he scarred
ruffian was to he taken exceedingly
good care cf, and Mr. Bootles’ danger
Was over.

And the Fistical Four were the
heroes of the hour. In the Form-
room that morning the millionaire
Form-master was all graciousness to
the hanpy four. And Tubby Mufhfin
realised dismally that if Mr. Bootles
adopted anybody, there were at least
four fellows with better chances than
his fat and fatuous self.

. THE END. e pY

(Keep a look-out for f Tubhy
Wants Adopting!”’ A grand, long
complete Rookwood yarn in nexrd
Monday’'s Boys’ FRIEND.)
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WVir. Packover Misunderstands !

“My hat!”

Frank Richards reined in his pony.

He was riding from the town of
Thompson on the trail to Cedar Creek
Scrlmoﬁ at a leisurely pace, for the
trail was thick with znow. ,

The flakes were no longer fall-
ing; but the snow lay thick on the
ground. and 1t was piled in drifts
against the trees along the trail.

At the corner, witere the Hillerest
path jutted from the Thompson trail,
Frank Richards caught sight of a tall,
angular ficure, mufiled up in coat and
scarf against the wind. '

Muffed up as it was, he recognised
Mpr. Peckover, the headmaster of Hill-
crest School, |

Mr. Peckover was ccming down the
path from the hill, apparently about
to turn into the mamn trail for
Thompson,

And as he turned, a snowball flew
from the cover of the frozen thickets
and smote Mr Peckover full upon his
long, red nose.

It was a large snowball, it was a
hard one, and it was hurled with un-
erring aim,

it crashed on, Mr. Peckover's nose,
taking that gentleman completely by
surprise,

“* Oooboooooch !’ ‘

The Hillcrest master staggered, his

foot slipped in the snow, and he came.

to the ground with a crash.

Frank Richards, who was not a
dozen vards away, looked on, and
%’:I’llﬂed. '

There was no love lost between the
(ledar Creek fellows and the head:
master of Hillcrest; and Mr. Peck-
over's disaster earned him no sym-
pathy from Frank Richards. Indeed,
from the point of view of an onlocker,
there was something quite comic 1In
Mr. Peckover’s sudden downfall. The
comicality was, naturally, lost upon
Mr.. Peckover himself.

He rolled in the snow, spluttering.

He was on rather a steep slope when
he fell, and as he rolled, he came
down the slope, and pitched into the
drift beside the trail,

The next moment nothing was seen
of Mr. Peckover, but thrashing arms
and legs, and a cloud of powdered
SNIOW, |

Frank Richards chuckled.

Bat he remembered that Mr. Peck-
over was a middle-aged gentleman,
and the respect and assistance due to
age, and he jumped off his pony, and
ran to the rescue.

Whoever had hurled the snowball

had not shown up, but a momentary

swaving in the frozen larches hinted
that the marksman was beating a
rapid—and judicious—retreat.

Whether it was a Cedar Creek
fellow, or one of Mr. Peckover’s own
boys, Frank Richards could not guess
—the latter was very possible, for the
headmaster’s snappy severity made
him far from popular in his school.

““ Ovooooch ! -

Mr. Peckover struggled and
plunged in the drift. His hat had
come off, and his scanty locks flowed
in the wind. His clumsy plunges only
landed him deeper in the drift, and he
was badly 1n need of assistance.
Fortunately, Frank Richards was
there to render it.

He plunged actively through the
snow, and grasped Mr. Peckover by
the collar.
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“Yoocop!” spluttered Mr.
over. “Ypou young ruffian——

“Kh! -I'm helping you!” exciaimed
Frank. | |

“ Grooogh!”’

Grasping the thin, angular gentle-
man with both hands, Franlk exerted
all his strength, and dragged him out
into the traul.

There Mr. Peckover sat
snow, and gasped for breath.

Ho seemed quite winded, and his
breath came and went in wild, splut-
tering gasps. . |

“Grocoech!  Oh! OQococh! Ow!
Wooocooop "’ | |

Frank Richards paused to pick up
Mr. Peckover’s hat, and return 1t to
him. He had no time to waste, as he
had to be back at Cedar Creek in time
for afterncon classes. But Frank had
a kind heart, and Mr. Peckover was
in a sadly rumpled and dishevelled
state. The unknown who had hurled
the snowball hal probably not ex-
pected the result o be quite so severe.

““ Can I do anything more for you?”
asked Irank politely.

“Grooch! Ycu young rascal!”

*What?" . % ]

“ You—groogh '—young scoundrel !”
panted Mr. Peckover.

Frank Richards flushed angrily.

He was well aware that Mr. Peck-
over did not like himn—neither did he
like Mr. Peckover. DBut he had
naturally expeccted a word of thanks,
at least, for rendering first aid, as he
had done.

The Hillecrest master staggered to
his feet.

He turned a face crimson with rage
upon the astonished Cedar Creek
schoolboy. |

Peck-
b

in the

“You—you—you shali suffer for
this!” he bellowed.

“For helping you?” exclaimed
Frank.

“You young rascal! You hurled a
snowball at me, and knocked me over
into tho drift!” shouted Mr. Peck-
over. s

“Oh!” ejaculated Frank.

He understood the Hillerest master’s
wrath now.

The unknown who had hurled the
missile had lonz vanished.
Richards was tha cnly fellow to be
seen on the tratl, and Mr. Peckover
had jumped hastily to a wrong con-
clusion.

He made a fierce stride towards
Frank, and the Cedar Creek school-
boy jumped back.

“Hold on!” he exclaimed.
mistaken, Mr. Peckover!
throw the snowball!”’

“Tion't tell me falsehoods!” roared
Mr. Peckover. - '

“T was on my pony, riding, when 1
gaw it thrown-——"’

o IJiES!’,-

“You're

I did not

“T jnmped down to help you!” ex-
claimed Frank indignantly. *If this

is vour thanks, you can help yourseit
next time!”’

“You young rascal! 1 will—will
thrash you!”

Mr. Peckover groped for his stick
in the snow, and started towards
Frank Richards. =4,

Frank dodged away towards his
wailting pony, ¢

“You joily well won’t!” he ex-
claimed. “ Hands off, you ass! I tell
von I did not throw the snowball, and
I don’t know who did.”

“And I tell you that I do not
believe you, and that T am going to
thrash yout!” roared Mr. Peckover.

“Rata!l” retorted Frank.

Frank

‘to the office of the

- A Grand Tale of
the Chums of the
Backwoods,
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By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

He jumped on his pony.

Mr. Peckover was between him and
Cedar Creek, and his escape was cut
off 1f the Hillciest master had the
nerve to stoep a running horse. But
Frank knew that he hadn’t! He put
his pony to the gallep, and Mr. Peck-
over made a hasty jump out of the
way.

* You—you——" he panted.

ke made a swipe with the stick as

the rider passed, but Frank swerved, |

and 1t just missed the pony’s flank,

The Cedar Creek schoolboy laughed,
and waved his hand in farewell, as he
swept on down the trail. Mr. Peck-
over brandished the stick furiously
after him, pouring out a stream of
ejaculations that were quite unfit for
utterance by a schoolmaster, and
which it was fortunate his pupils did
not hear. | | :

Frank Richards swept out of sight
round a bend in' the trail, and Mr.
Peckover, gasping, took his way up
the hilly path to Hillerest, not feeling
disposed to his walk to Thompsor just
then,

“ Hallo, Richards!”

Frank drew in his pony, as a voice
called from the wood, and a rather
scared, boyish face looked out at him.
It was the face of Dicky Bird, of Hill-

grest,

Frani nodded and smiled.
“Was 1t vou?” he asked.
$é X7 - 1
Yep! I—I say, I didn't mean to

‘bowl old Peckover down like that, of

course,”’ sard Dicky Bird. ‘I meant

just to give him a dot on the boko, for

caning me this morning for nothing. |

He didn't see me, did he?"

“No; he thinks 1t was J——""

“Oh, that’s all right, then!” said
Dicky Bird., ‘‘If he guessed it was I,
there would be tantrums at Hillerest
thig afternoon! So-long!”

And Dicky Bird, much relieved in
his mind. disappeared into the wood,
and Frank Richards rode on, smiling,
to Cedar Creek. ‘

W SN RS Semn R

The 2nd Chapter.
Falseo Witness !
“Just Im time!"

: called out Bob
Liawless cheerilv.

““ You're nearly late, TI'rank.” re-
marked Vere Beauclere, as Frank
Richards jumped from his pony at
the gates of Cedar Creek. :

The school-bell was ringing for
afternoon  lessons  when = Frank
Richards arrived at the backwoods
school.

‘* All serene,”” he answered cheerily,
“1 was delayed on the trail.” k

¥rank hastily put up his pony in
the corral, and the three churns
joined the crowd of fellows heading
for the lumber schoolhouse.

“Did you see Isaacs in Thomp-
son ?”’ asked Bob.
las i P

CAng s OK.

““ Right as rain,” said Frank, with
a smile.

The schcoolboy author had ridden
mto Thompson after morning lessons
“ Thompson
Press.”” Thera he had to interview
Mr. Isaacs, the new. proprietor of
that journal, which had been through
so many vicissitudes, and in which
Frank Richards’ earliest writings had
appeared.

““What does Isaacs say?”’
Beauclerc.

)

asked
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““I'm asked to keep on the weekly

story I used to do for Penrose on the
same terms,’”’ said Frank. “ 1 was
glad enough 1o accept., Isaacs will

Price
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pay cash, which i3 more than Pen-
rose always did. Quite a successful
interview, What worries me 1s what
happened on the trail coming back.”

““ What was that ?”’ asked Bob Law-
less. “I guess I noticed you looked
a bit Hustered!”’

I'rank Richards explained the hap-
pening on the trail, and his rather
unfortunate attempt to play the good
Samaritan to Mr. Peckover.

Bob Lawless chuckled.

““ Serve Peckover right!” he re-
marked. ‘*If I belonged to Hill-
crest, I should fee! more like lynching
him than snowballing him, Un-
erateful brute!”

‘“ tle thinks it was I that snow-
balled him!"” said Frank. ¢ Of course,
he didn’t see the other chap!”

““ Let him think so, and be- blowed
to him!"” said Bob.

““ He was in an awful wax!”

‘“Let him rip!”

““ What I mean is that, thinking I
did 1t, he’s pretty certain to come over
here and complain to our school-
mistress.”’ |

“ Lot him!"” satd Beauclerc. ¢ Miss
Meadows will take your word!”

‘“T guess so!"”’ said Bob.

Frank Richards nodded.

““ I suppose so,” he assented. * Of

course, the silly ass can't 'say he saw

me snowball him, as I never did. He

= : » "?'l
can only say he thinks so!” _
““ And that won'’t cut any ice with

Miss Meadows !’ said Bob Lawless

confidentiy. "

The chums of Cedar Creek passed
into the scheol-room. Chunky Tod-
gers had heard their talk, as he came
in with them, and Chunky gave Frank
Richards a fat wink as he dropped
into his seat. .

“Do  youn think it will wash,
Franky, old sport ?”' inquired Chunky.
“ What do you mean, fathead 7"’

‘“ About snowballing old Peckover,
vou know If you ask my adwvice,”
satd Chunky, with quite a paternal
air,  I’'d owniup!”’ ' :

““ You silly owl, I didn’t do it—it
was a chap 1n the timber——"

Chunky winked again.

““I guess I hope you'll be able to
slide ocut on that yarn,”” he said
charitably. ° But do you reckon 1t
will wagh ?"

Frank Richards gave him a glare,
pbut made no other reply. Chunky did
not always stick to the straight and
narrow path of veracity himself, and
he was far from
the credit of doing so. ¥Frank Richards
comforted himself with the reflection
that Miss Meadows knew him better.

Miss Meadows came in to take her
class, and the afternoon’'s lessons
commmenced. In Miss Meadows’ class
attention had to be fixed on the work
in hand; and the recollection of Mr.
Peckover was soon driven out of
Frank Richaras’ mind.

But he was to be reminded of the
existence of that gentleman before
the day was over. |

The second lesson was just finish-
ing, then there was the sound of hoofs
and wheels itn the playground outside.

Miss Meadows' back being turned

for a moment, Bob Lawless stood up !

on the form, and took a quick glance

out of the window. He dropped
quickly into his place again.

Frank pgave him an inquiring
glance. . - '

““It’s old Peckover in his buggy,”
whispered Bob.

Frank Richards compressed his lips.
He had expected that Mr. Peckover
would drive over: and now he had
come. In spite of his knowledge of
his own 1nnocence, Frank could not
help feeling a litile wuneasy. Miss
Meadows was well aware of her boys’
dislike for the Hillerest master, and
she was very severe upon any public
demonstration of tt. If she believed
Mr. Peckover's accusation, matters
were likely to
Richards.. Knocking Myr. Peckover
into a drift was rather a serious
matier. But, after all, Mr. Peckover
could only say that he believed Frank
Rictiards was tho delinguent—and the
possibility that a snowballer had been
hidden in the timber was evident.

There was a loud knock on the
school-room door, and it opened.
Miss Meadows glanced round in sur-

prise as the Hillerest master strode |

i L

Mr. Peckover's brow was knitted,
and his thin lips were set in a tight
line. All eyes were upon him at once.
It was clear, at a glance, that Mr,
Ephraim Peckover had come to Cedar
Creek for vengeance.

Miss Meadows frowned slightly.
She did not like interruptions of
lessons,

““ Mr. Peckover-——"' she began.

“ Madam—I have called—"" began
Mr. Peckover, 1n a rasping voice.

‘“ As you see, I am busy with my
pupils,”” said Miss Meadows coldly.
“If you have any business with me,
Mr. Peckover, surely it can be post-
po::md 30 v el

‘ My business cannot be postponed,

madam !’ rapped out Mr. Peckover.

giving other fellows |

—

_—

oo hard with Trank |
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““ Tt 1s necessary for it to be gone into
before the young rascal leaves for
home !’ |

“Whom arve you alluding to?”

““To Frank Richards.” |

Miss Meadows made an impaiient
oesture. _ _

“If you have any accusation to make
against Richards, I will hear it,” she
said. “‘ T must ask you to be as briet
as possible.”

There was a breathless hush in the
school-room. Mpr. Shepherd’s and
Mr. Slimmey’s classes, as well as
Miss Meadows’, were all looking at
the Hillcrest master. Lessons had
stopped a2ll through the school-room.

Myr. Peckover pointed an accusing
and bony finger at Frank Richards’
flushed face.

““ That 1s the boy!” he exclaimed.
““ He assaulted me on the Thompson
trail a little more than an hour ago
and i

““T was nobk aware that Richards
had been out of school bounds during
the dipner interval,” said Miss
Meadows. ¢ Is 1t the case, Richards?”’

‘“ Madam, 1if my statement 13 not
accepted i:

1 must question the boy, Mr.
Peckover. Richards, have you been
on the Thompson trail to-day?”

“Yes, ma'am! I rode into Thomp-

son o see My, Isaacs,”’
Frank.
way back.”’

““ And assaulted me!”
Mr. Peckover.

*“ Nothing of the kind!”

“ In what way did Richards assault
you, sir?’ exclaimed Miss Meadows
Whether the charge wags cor-

testily. :
rect or not, 1t was evident that the

angry master was using very exag-

gerated language.

: By hurling a snowball”at me !’

] He snowballed you—

“I was knocked flying!"” panted
Mr. Peckover. “ I was hurled dow
a dangerous slope into a snowdrift,
and 1 have caught a cold as well as
sustaining several severe bruises. If
you do not regard that as serious,
Miss Meadows ’

“On the contrary, sir, I regard it
838 very sertous indeed!” interrunted
the Cedar Creek schoolmisiress.

“1 am glad to hear you say so!’
snorted Myr. Peckover.

“ Richards, stand out heve!”

Frank Richards came out before
the class.

‘“ Richards! You are well aware
of the seriousness—-""

‘““I did not do 1t, Miss Meadows!”

““ You do not deny Mr. Peckover's
statement 7”77 exclammed Miss Meadcws.

‘““Yes, ma’am!”’

‘“ Riehards!”’

“ Let me explain, Miss Meadows,"
exclaimed Frank hastily. “1 was
riding along the trail home when I
saw Mr. Peckover knocked over by a
snowball. I jumped down to help
him out of the drift. The chap who
had thrown the snowball did not show
up, and Mr, Peckover thought it was
I, as he could see nobody else on the
trail. I was only helping him.”

Miss Meadows’ brow cleared.

“ Ah! Tt 1s a mistake!” sha said.
““ You hear Richards’ explanation,
Mr. Peckover——" |

““ He 1s speaking falsely!”

““1 know Richards to be a truthful
boy,”” said Miss Meadows coldly,
‘“ and the mistake was a very easy one
to make-—""

Mr. Peckover seemed on the verge
of a fit. To do him justice, he fully
believed that ¥rank Richards was the
delinquent, and the Cedar Creek
schoolboy was lying himself out of a
scrape. The thought that Frank
Richards was to escape punisnment,
after all, infuriated the angry man.

“There was no mistake !” lie thun-
dered. |

““Richards says

“He 18 lying! T saw him hurl tha
snowbali ! shouted Mr. Peckover.

|

k]

The 3rd Chapter.
Faleely Condemned !

IF'rank Richards jumped.

He stared biankly at Mr. Peck-
over.

That Mr. Peckover had“seen any-
thing of the kind wis, of course, im-
possible, since ¥Frank bhad not thrown
the snowball. But for a school-
master to utter a falsehood in an
accusation against a schoolboy seemed
equaliy impossible.

Miss Meadows’ face hardened like
stecel. Even Bob Lawless and Beau-
clerc looked in dismay at their chum
now. Could anyone believe that the

headmaster of Hillerest was uttering

a falsehood ?

Mr. Peckover, as a matter of fact,
hardly realised that he was doing so.
He was absolutely certain that Frank
Richards was the guilty party, and
his statment was only intended to
make that certainty equally clear to
others, : |

If there had been a shadow of
doubt in his mind. certainly he would

ansiwvered
‘“ I met Mr. Peckover on the

thundered
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not have made the statement. But
there wasn’t a shadow of doubt in his
mind—not the slightest.

And so the untruth had leaped to
his lips without his quite realising
that it was an untruth. He had, as

he supposed, seen Frank a moment=

after he had thrown the missile, and
it was only a slight exaggeration to
say that he had seen him at the
actual moment. ..

That was how Mr. Peckover looked
at it, so far as he was cool enough to
lonk at 1t at all.

" But Frank Richards was taken
nitterly aback. He stared at Mr.
Peckover open-mouthed. Fehg
- “Oh Jerusalem!” murmured Bob
Lawlesas.

Miss Meadows® eyes seemed to
olint as they turned on Frank
Richards. The hapless schoolboy
could see that he was already con-
demned by the schoolmistress
Codar Creelk. A

““ Richards, have you anything more
to say?” asked Miss Meadows, m &
voice of 1ce.

Frank gasped.

“Yes, [—I—I—"

““PDo vou deny Mr.
staternent now ¥’ snapped
Meadows.

rank’s face flushed with anger.

‘“Yoa!” he shouted,  “He  is

oo s
}:}'Higl

‘Richaras ; j
“Tt 13 a lie!” exclaimed Franx,

Peckover’s

122

caroloss of his words now. ‘‘He
nover saw me, as I didn’t do it. And

i'm soriy I helped him. I dare say

he thinks I did it, but he knows he |

didn’t seo W’h{) threw tho Enowwbaﬂ E”
* Silence 17
“That i

Afcadows.”

* Salence, 1 Say
3y, Peckover choked with rage.
“ ]—]——" ha spluttered.

the 1iruth,

199

to-—to-—~to—"’

11e choked helplessly. ;
“Calm yourself, Mr. Peckover!”
said Miss Meadows quietly.

“Richards will be severely punished
for- his wantan attack upen you, and

still more severely for *vent}mng to |
east doubt upon your word !’

“Miss Meadows—"" began_F 1‘311}{'
I was prepared to accept your ex-

lanation, not bheing aware that My.

Peckover actually saw you—-"

“He did not! He—-"

“Silence! I cannot cane you for
{ii1g, Richards; .a canirg 18 not sufh-
cient punishment., T shall send a note

to your uncle requesting him to come |

here and administer’a flogging to you
i the presence of the school.
is the only way of dealing with your
offence, - Mr. Peckover, I shall be
¢lad 1f you will be present when
Richards’ punishment is dealt out.”
“71 assure you that U intend to be
present, Miss Meadows!”
iTitlerest master venomousiy.
Prank Richards breathed hard.

“*Miss Meadows, altered, ““ I-- |
Miss Meadows,’ he faltered, ““1

2

1 assure you

““That is enough! Go back to your
1Hace B

Frank
seat, feeling quite dazed. Mr. Peck-
aver gave bim a bitter look. -

The Hillerest master exchanged a
few words with Miss Meadows 1n a
low voice before he drove away in his
gy,

TLessones were resumed ab
( fo -"C;._}.{ . |
Bus the whole school was in a state
- suppressed excitement. .
Frank Richards, when he looked
round at his schoolfellows, could see
that nobody believed his statement
awainst the assertion of the Hilleresf
jnastor. '

ITe was intensely glad when school
was disimssed at last, though bis re-
turn home {hat evening was not
likelv to be a pleasant one. Miss
Meadows called to Bob lLawless, and
f"x} ¢ him a note to carry to his
atner,

[———
-

O

The three chums came out dismal]y |

ito the playground.

T'hey
rode away on the homeward trail.
‘They rode at first 1n dead silence.
When Frank Richars spoke at last,
he turned almost a haggard face on
his chums.

“1—1 suppose you fellows belicve
e ?” he said. , j

“Yes,” said Beauclere quietly.

Bob flushed.

1 guess it’s awfully queer!” he
satd. ““ How—how ecould Peckover
think he saw you if he never saw you,
Frank 77 *

Wrank bit his Lip.

“IHe doesn’t think so0.,” he an-
swered.,  ““He thinks "1 threw the
snowball, and I suppose he thinks he’s
mstified i saywug he saw me do it.
But it’s false.” \ |

Bob Jdrew a deep breath.

“71 believe you, old-chap,” he said.

?

“ But-—but—but you catt hlame Miss |

R
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| gloomily. - | .
They rode on in dismal silence after |

of

Miss |

-that’s nothing ecompared with
rest.

M’iss

“ Miss |
Meadows, this—this boy, he—he dares |

That |

said the |

Richards returned to his |

Cedar

fetched out their horses and

Meadows for not believing you, or-— |

or anybody else.. T—1'm  afraid

| popper will take the same view as

Miss Meadows.”

“T know he will!™ said Frank

that.
Beauclerc left his chums at the fork

' in the trail, as usual, and Frank and

Bob rode on to the Lawless Ranch in
the gathering dusk.
Mrs. l.awless was away just then,

-on a visit to a relation at Kamloops,

and Frank was glad of that now.
But he had his uncle to face. The

rancher noted at once the glum looks |

of his son and nephew when they
came in, and he eyed them curiously.
“What’s the trouble, boys?” he
asked, in his hearty way.
Bob handed him
note by way of reply..

Mr.  Lawless, looking a
puzzled, opened it, and his beardad
faca prew grim as he read the con-
tente, 'The genial expression
quite gone, and Frank’s heart sank
as he moted 1it. The rancher fixed
his eyes at last upon his nephew, with
a knited brow. |

“I'm surprised at this, Frank ! he
sald quietly. “You ought not to
have snowballed a schoolmaster; but

Miss Meadows says that wyou
lied about it, and ihat you accused
Mr. Peckover of lying. Wers' you
out of your senses?”

Frank made his faltering explana-
tion ' '

Miss Meadows |

Little |

was |

the |

l and
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| A TIME

The yrancher listened quietly till he
had finished, and then he shook his
head. A

“Yon are asking me to believe that
a schoolmaster bore false witness
against you, Frank!” he said. ‘' Do
vou expect me to believe such a
thing ¢’

“I-—1I suppose 1if’s nob
believe——"" faltered Frank.

“T gness 1t’s impossible to believe.
You must see that for yourself ! ex-

easy 1o

claimed the rancher impatiently.

Frank did see it. -
“I—1 know how you must look atb
1t, unecle,” he raid miserably. “ But

I've told only the truth. I even
it was that threw the

know who ‘
snowball at Mr., Peckover. 1 met
him as I came back afterwards,”

“Who was 1t?? .

“ A Hillerest fellow.”

“Name?” rapped out thg rancher
sharply. |

Bob Lawless looked anxiously at
his chum. Frank Richards had told
him and Beauclerc, In the extreme
circumstances, would Frank feel
himself justiied in giving Dicky Bird
away? Bob hardly knew what his
chum ought to do; he could only look
at Frank anxiously and wretichedly.

“Tf I give you the naine, uncle,

what Wil you do?” asked Frank at
last. | . 7
“Call upon Mpr. Peckover, and

demand that he shall guestion the

boy, of course,’™

Frank’s bLip’ trembled.

“I supposed so, I can’t give him
:2 -

away.

Mr. Lawless made an impatient

gesture. *
“You had better

say 1O more,
Frank,” he said.

can’t 1magine what’s come over you;
you always seemed to be as open and
honest as . the daylight.

ment nto my hands in her presence.
I cannot refuse.”

YT’ not that T mind,” muttered
Frank, his voice breaking., “I—I'm
not afraid of a licking But—but to
be set down as a har——"" He turned
his face away.
truth—only the truth, though I know
you can’t believe me.”

He left the room with an unsteady
step.
Lawless Ranch that day.

D w e re ey

T he 4th Chapier,
Dicky Bird Chips In!

Afr. Lawless’ horse was saddled,
when 1t was time for Frank and Bob
to start for school the next morning.
When Vere .Beauclerc joined his
chums on the traill, hes found the
rancher with them,
on to (Cedar Creek in grim silence.

| 'The first bell was ringing when they

arrived, and the playground was

t crowded with the Cedar Creek boys
Lawrence gave
Frank a look of sympathy, and came

oirls.. Molly
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‘a glance at Frank Richards.

‘uncle.
the rancher for what was about to
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up {e him impulsively, as the rancher

strodo mto the house to see Miss

Meadows.

“You are making
matters worse mstead of betier. 1

Miss
Meadows has asked ma to ride over
to the school, and taks your punish- |

“And Pve told the

It was a dismal evening at the |

The four rodo |

v

“1 believe you, Frank,” she said.

“It’s a shame—a shame !’ |

“Thank you, Melly!” said Frank,
his voice faltering,
“Here comes
called out Chunky
Mr, Peckover
buggy.
went 1nto the schoolhouse,

old Peckover!”
Todgers,
drove in in his
without
Nearly
all Cedar Creek gathered round the
three chums,

Cedar Creek marehed " into the
school-room. Miss Meadows and Mr.
Peckover and the rancher were al-
ready there, as well as Mr. Shmmey
and Mr. Shepherd. The school took
their places m a griun silence,

Frank Richards went to his place
vith the rest, but Miss Meadows
beckoned to him to ecome out before
the class..

Frank came out quietly, his heart
beating.

Ay, Lawless’ bronzed face was cold

and grim. He had a nding-whip 1n
his hand, which was evidently to be

the instrument of punishment.
Prank glanced -at 1it, and felt a
choking sensation 1m  lhis throat.

Hitherto, he had received only kind-
ness at the hands of his Canadian
And yet. he could not blame
was against

happen. Everything

o hitched his horse, and .

b Enow,”? he said.

! mind—of fhight—of defiance.
| not fear that withheld him.

- fast,

‘amazement,

Price

| him, and My, Lawless was only doing

what appeared to him his bounden
duty.

Miss Meadows broke the painful

silence, | .
“Richards !” .
“Yes, Miss Meadows?” {altered

Frank.

“You are about to receive a flog-
ging—mnot for having attacked Mr.

Peckover, or even for having
spoken  falsely when accused—
but . for your reckless and un-

scrupulons audacity i accusing this
gentleman of falsehood. Mr. Peck-
over will witness your punishment,
as well as your schoolfellows. 1 am
very much disappointed 1n yom,
Richards. I can only hope that this
punishment, and the pain you have
caused your uncle, will be a severe

i lesson to you.”

“J hope so, too!” said Mr. Peck-
over, his eyes glinting at Frank. 1
trust, sir, that you will not exercise
an undue leniency.” | i

“You can leave that to me, Mr.
Peckover,”  said the rancher

L brusquely.

He gripped the riding-whip.

“T'm sorry for this, Frank, as you
“But 1 have my
duty to do. You will bend over this
form.’?

Frank Richards quivered. 'The
thought of resistance came into his
It was
Unjust
as his punishment was, he owed
respect. to his unecle; he owed hin
oratitude for much kindness. = The

“ Stop !’ Qeliecﬂ Dicky Bird as he rushed into the school-room.
Ranchor Lawless was just abeut o commenco his unpisasant
duty, but he stopped and locked round in actonishment at the Millcrest junior.

thought came into his mind—but it
passed away, and he obeyed.

Clatter, clatter! |

There was a thunder of horse’s
hoofs 1n the playground. Then came
a rapid erash of running feet in the
porch and the passage.

All eyes turned on the doorway.

Dicky Bird, of Hillcrest, flushed
and panting, stood there, his face
crimson, his breath coming thick and
At a glance he took 1n the
scene, '

“Stop!” he shouted.

He dashed up the big school-room.

Frank Richards straightened up
again, in sheer amazement. Hope
flushed 1mto his pale, strained face.

All eyves fixed on Dicky Bird In
Mr. Peckover raised his
hand with an angiy gesture.

“Bird, how dare you come here!
How dave you—" ' hy

“I had to!” he gasped. “I—I
heard from Todgers last night what
was gomg to happen.”

“Go!” thundered Mr. Peckover.

The Hillerest schoolboy stood his
ground. ¢ XE P2 T Tl

“I’ve come to own up !’ he gasped.

Mr, Lawless made . a sudden move-
ment., He remembered
nephew had told him at the ranch the
previous day. . He made a stride
towards Dicky Bird. ~ '
“To own up?”’ he repeated. “Then
—then s Wiss |

“Y threw the snowbaill” said

T haroo Halfpence -

“go to your place.
- pletely exonerated.

out of the school-roocm.
slipped awav, smiiing, and mounted

what his |

Dbackwoods. I

Dicky Bird, panting, but his veoice
was very clear. “I-—J

knew he, wouldn’t give me away

“Bless my soul!” muttered Miss
Meadows, |

“I—1I knew Mr. Peckover hadn’t
seen me,”’ faltered Dicky Bird, “I-—
I thought it wouldn’t come out. I—
1 was fairly knocked over when
Todgers told me Myr. Peckover said
he’d seen Richards throw the snow-
ball.”

Mr. Peckovei’s face was a study.

“It wasn’t Richards; it was me,”
said Dicky ungrammatically, but very
earnestly. “I—1  couldn’t = let
Richards be flogged for it, when it
was me all the time. So—so I rode
over. I—I'm jolly glad I got here
m time-—-"’ S

He broke off, panting.
There was a deep silence.

*“So that is it ! Mr. Lawless’ voico
was like the growl of thunder, “ My
nepaew told me last night that it was
a Hillerest boy, but he would not
betray him. 1 did not believe him,
for I thought it impossible that vou,
Mr. Peckover, could have made a
false statement.” |

“Richards,” said Miss Meadows,
You are com-
I am sorry I
ever doubted wvou. Only on My,
Peckaver’s explicit assertion would I
have done so, and it proves that his
assertion was false.’”’
. “Thank you, ma’am!”
Frank, R

The rancher strode  towards the
Hillerest master, the riding-whip
grasped in his hand, and the look in
his eyes made Ephraim Peckover
shrink back. For a moment he
thought the angry rancher was about
to lay the whip on his shoulders, as
iinde-ed Mr. Lawless was inclined to
0.

“Mr. Peckover—--"
rancher in his deep voice. Foieme
“ Keep your distance, sir !’ gasped

faltered

began thg

Mr. Peckover. “ I—I—the—the
law——"" i Y

The rancher laughed contemptu-
ously.

“You have lied, sir,” he thun-
dered, ‘“and you have nearly caussd
me to punish my mmnocent nephew by

| your falsehood. 'This boy, Bird, has

saved him, by ownmg up in the nick
of time—a manly action, which he
cerfainly did not’ learnf from his head-
master.  Youn deserve, sir, that I
should lay this whip about you!”
“Keep your distance!” shriekad
tho hapless Hillerest master.
it yon dare——"’ _
“You will pardon Bird for what Lo

| has done, and you will not punish
- him at Hillerest,” said Mr. Lawless,

Mr. Peckover’s eyes blazed.

“1 will punish him! ° I—-I will
~—  He chcoked with rage.

“He deserves to be pardened for

his courage in coming here to pre-

vent an mjustice. You will assure
him, 1n my presence, that no punish-
ment shall fall upon him, or I will
thrash you, sir, within an inch of
your lhife!” roared the rancher, And
the whip half-rosge,

Mr. Peckover gulped.

“In the-—the ecircumstances, I—T

shall ce-certainly pardon Bird !’ he

stuttered.  *“I—I 'amy, 1in—mn fact,
very mucin obliged to you, B-b-bird
B

“Thank you,
demurely.
“Bird,” said Mr. Tawless, “if vou

sir 7 said. Dicky

should be punished, in spite of Mr.

Peckover’s words, let me know! ¥
do not trust this man. Peckover, if

| you lay a finger on this courageous

lad, I shall come to your house, sir,
and I shall bring a stock-whip, and ¥
will thrash you, sir, before. your
school till you howl for mercy !”’
And with that the rancher strode
Dicky Bird

his horse. He felt quite secure now.

As for the hapless Mr, Peckover, he

scemed rooted to the floor for some
moments. e detached himself at
Jast, however, and DImped away to
the door,.followed by a loud and pre-
longed hiss from all Cedar Creek.

'The buggy was heard {o drive away
- a few mnutes later, and Mr. Peck-
over was gone, without even the con-
solation in prospect of flogging Dicky

Bird. 'The thought of the rancher

and his stockwhip effectually pres
vented that. '

Frank Richards’ face was very
bright that mornming, and 80 were the
faces of his chums, all the more so
when thev reflected upon the pro-
bable feelings just then of the dige

| comfited False Witness. *

THE EXID.

(“The Coming of Mrs. Peclaver!”’
is a grand, doeng talc of Frank
Richards & Co. at the school in the
appearg in uexrt
Monday's Bovs® FRIESD. Order your
copy to-dayl)

: wansed to
keep it dark. I told Richards, but ,I
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