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SCHOOLBOYS IN THE DESERT!
B

Across the burning desert rages the simoom, tearing up the sand into gigantic

-5

, overpowering clouds, and lashing

qnd whipping at the little caravan that erouches fearfully near the ground in its path. In that caravan are the St. Frank's,
ddventurers—experiencing yet another peril on their eventful African journey!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Fearful Ordeal !
ERHAPS they're all dead by
P this time!” said Handforth

be so
gloomy ! gro“led Watson.

“How can I be jolly, you ass, if I'm
gloomy!” demanded Handiorth, who
was K\ars ready for an argument .
wish you'd speak decent English!”

The truth was that the whole party
was in a state of nerves. They were
trekking acrose the African desert on
camelback—Handforth and five . other
juniors, two seniors, and Dr. Brett,

Umlosi and Simon Grell.

Their destination was the oasis of El
Safra, and their object was to find the
treasure which, according to the mys-
terious gold locket belonging to Sir
Crawford Grey, was lying buried there.

Nelson Lee, Lord Dorrimore and my-
5(-:f had gone on in advance, by aero-
plane; and, had Dr. Brett's party but
known it, we had already “lifted  the
treasure. The camel-riders, however, did

jolly

not know this, but they knew that our lot

enemy, Captain Nixon, had tampered
-with the controls of our acroplane
before we left! They had had word of
this dastardly deed from Nixon’s own
confederate, Jake Starkey, who stopped
short of murder and so had managed
to convey a secret warning. Thanks to
Handforth’s forgetfulness, however, the
warning reached them after we
started on the flight. Hence their ter-
rible anxiety regarding our fate!

If they had only known that the
guv'nor had detected Nixon’s villainy !

But they didn't know, and their
greatest wish was to arrive at the oasis
as qguickly as possible. Therefore the

T TERROR o /- DESERT

ANOTHER STIRRING LONG COMPLETE TALE OF THR

camels were urged to go their fastest—
and this was not a very easy task. For
camels are obstinate brutes, and will
only go if the fit takes them.

The march was quite successful during
the greater part of the first day. Brett
reckoned to be at El Safra by the fol-
lowing morning if all went well. It
seelrlned however, that all would not go
we

For the sky began to look ominous
soon after midday had passed

“Wau! I like not the appearance of
the sun, my master!” exclaimed Umlosi,
who was riding next to Dr. Brett at
the head of the expedition. *Methinks
there is trouble not far dmtnnt I am
sorely disturbed in mind.”

“There’s a sandstorm bromng some-
where, Umlosi,” said Brett. “But it
will very probably miss us altogether
Let’s hope so, at all events.

Through the afternocon the party con-
tinued its trek across the endless sands.
And_the air became hotter and more
humid. Everybody was in a state of
discomfort, but the water supply was
plentiful. And this eased matters a

When the sun was getting low in
the heavens the first real sign of the
approaching trouble became manifest.
The camels were irritable and restless—
although, of course, there was nothing
very remarkable in this. Camels are
never particular about their manners,

But just at present they were more
obstinate than usual, and it was quite
clear that they knew more about the
weather signs than we did. The Arabs
with ue, who had been plodding along
gallmly all the afternoon, advised a

alt.

(Copyright inthe United States of America.)

EARLY ADVENTURES OF THE BOYS Or
NARRATED BY NIPPER OF THE REMOVE,

ST. FRANK'S,

“What’s up now?” demanded Hand-
forth, who was with the other juniors.
“What the dickens do we want to stop
here for? We're not going to camp
now—there’s hours of daylight left.”

Simon Grell, who was near by, looked
at the sky.

“I reckon there’s something bad on
the way, sir,” he remarked. “I don't
like the look of the sky at all. We're
going to have a change for the worse—
an’ I reckon it'll be a mighty quick
change.”

“Oh, it's nothing, eurely ?" zaid Grey.

But the Arabs knew more about it
than the St. Frank's juniors. The hori-
zon on all sides had vanished into a
thick, coppery haze, and it was difficul$
té say where the s‘:&_v ended and where
the desert began. They secmed to be
merged.

And the sun, low down in the heavens,
had taken on an ominous, bronze hue.
The sky itself was dull yellow.

“I fear that dizaster will overtake us
if we do not make all haste to afford
ourselves protection,” said Umlosi
solemnly. “It is not my wish to cast
gloom over all, but these signs in the
heavens are too plain to be ignored.
We are in a strange country, and I
like it not.”

“It isn't very pleasant,
said Fenton.

“Ere long this dreadiul calm will
vanish, and then a wind, even as the
breath of a drngon, will come sweeping
down upon us,” said Umlosi. “Thou
art wise, ,my master, in making pre-
parations.”

“It'H be a sandstorm, I'm afraid,”
said Brett. “And they are ugly cus
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tomers in this region. We shall be
lucky if we come out of it unhurt.”
“Wise words, O man of medicine,”
said the Kutana chief. “Even as thon
sayest, the luck will be great if we
live to see another dawn.”
“Cheerful bounder, isn’t he?” grunted

Morrow.

“Well, I don’t suppose he's far

wmﬁ,” said Handforth.
- “My father once told me about a
sandstorm, my dear {riends,” put in
Nicodemus Trotwood. ‘‘He was travel-
ling in the Libyan Desert—which is a
long way from here—and he nearly lost
his life.”

“Let’s hope you don't
Nicky,” said Handforth.

He was to remember those words not
very long afterwards.

The juniors tried to appear careless
and unconcerned. But, of course, they
were all rather scared. And the signs
in the sky were really enough to scare
anybody. And they had been in Africa
long enough to know that a simoom is
a dreadful phenomenon—an awful ex-
perience to pass through.

It was a comfort to know that sand-
storms are, as a rule, of short duration.
They are frequently quite long enough,
however, to kill every member—animal
and human being—of a large caravan.

The terrible heat, and the suffocation
caused by the fine sand, is always the
reason for death. The fine sand is
driven with appalling force by the high
winds—and there is no shelter in the
open desert.

Great hills of sand are moved com-
pletely during a simoom. And woe be-
tide a party which happens to be near
—for the sand will come and bury them
many feet below the surface.
death, in that case, is inevitable.

The preparations were swift. Each
member of the party was provided with
a huge, closely-woven canvas bag, the
top of which could be sealed. Air was

mitted through a specially constructed
filter. And in each bag, near where
the head would lie, was a flask of pure
water, with a valve-cap. The water was
:ﬁute intact, but by simply sucking at

e mouthpiece one could obtain the
precious fluid.

And the party only just got into their
bags in time. If the sand came in huge
quantities they would™ all be buried
alive—but that would have to be
chanced. They were far safer protected
from *the blinding sands.

The sun had disappeared completely,
and premature twilight had fallen—a
deep, dense gloom. And the heat was
almost euffocating, even before the
storm struck the party.

The roar of the storm became louder
and louder—and then, all in a second,
it seemed, the terrible simoom was upon
the adventurers. It took them by sur-
prise, even though they had been ex-
pecting it.

It seemed to rage for hour upon hour.

The heat had increased almost twenty-
fold, and life seemed impossible. And
the wind—like the blast of a dynamite
charge—was absolutely scorching. The
air was filled with clouds of fine, chok-
ing sand. The clear atmosphere of the
desert was changed into a nightmare of
fog—a fog caused by the sand.

Nobody really knew what happened,
for nearly every member of the party
became dazed and bewildered. But for
those flasks of water, placed so handily,
it is probable that several members of
the expedition would have choked to
death.

But the storm was over at last.
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lose yours,

And it had not really been one of the
worst of its type. The Arabs, who were
well accustomed to such delightful epi-
sodes, were not particularly worried.
They seemed little the worse for their
adventure. :

But the boys and Simon Grell were
nearly unconscious when the storm had

. Brett was dazed, but he had all

is wits about him. As for Umlosi, he

was disgusted with the whole thing—and
really none the worse.

Everybody’s clothing was filled and
choked with sand. Their hair, ears and
noses were filled right up. Everybody
and everything was & ered. 1f the
storm had lasted much longer death
would have been certain.

“Well, my hat!” gasped Handforth,
shaking the sand out of his ears. “If
this is a sandstorm, then that storm the
chap wrote about in the book was a
giddy picnic! He didn’t know anything
about simooms.””

“ Are you keen to go through another
one, Handy?” asked Morrow.

“No jolly fear!” said the redoubtable
leader of Study D. “Not me! Once is
enough for anybody, 1 should think.
It’s & wonder we ain’t all dead! Can’t
we have a bath somewhere?”

They really needed a bath; but all
they could do, under the ecircumstances,
was to strip themselves and drink their
fill of water.

It was difficult to see, for the sand
had entered their eyes, and everything
was blurred and indistinct. But it was
glorious to know that the storm had
passed, and that the danger was over.

Grey and Watson declared that they
saw curious flashes of lightning near
the ground before the storm actually

d | commenced—they saw the flashes in the

distance. That lightning had probably
been caused by the friction of the sand
on the air.

“It lasted about two hours, didn’t it?"
gasped Watson chokily.

“Two hours!” exclaimed Dr. Breit.
“You may be surprizsed {o know, Wat-
son, that the storm only commenced
twelve minutes ago!”

“Oh, you must be mistaken, sir!”

“The actual simoom was not longer
than five minutes in duration” said the
doctor. “It seemed like hours, didn't
it? But now that it is all over we can
gsoon get on the march again—and 1
judge that we shall have a cool, clear
evening.”

“That’s ecomforting,
said Watson.

It was really surprising how quickly
the storm had passed. The sky had
become clear again, and the evening
sun was shining with much brilliance.
The spirits of the party rose greatly.

And then came a dreadful shock.

“T don’t see Trotwood,” said Brett,
a few minutes later, looking round him.
“Do you know where he is, boys?”

“Trotwood ! echoed  Handforth.
“Why, I'd forgotten all about him! He
was_here when the storm started—"

“You need not tell us that, Hand-
forth,” interrupted the doctor. * Per-
haps the poor lad was overcome by the
heat, and he might still be in his bag.
We must look for him.”

“Begad!” exclaimed Montie, with
much concern. “I hope nothin’ has
happened to the dear fellow. It would
be shockin’ if——"

But Tregellis-West did not finish his
sentence—he was really afraid to.

And an immediate search was made for
Nicodemus Trotwood. Everybody was
quite certain that he would be found
within a few minutes. But the minutes

o ]

anyhow, sir

f;:aed,_ and still there was no sign ol

missing junior.
And then the anxiety gave place £
real concern. Bearch as they would,
they could find no trace whatever of
the junior! It was surmised that he
had Leoome partially boried in the sand.

And the immediate neighbourhood of
the caravan was searched closely and
diligently. All to no purpose.

A great of excitement was
caused by the a of the huge
biplane. Nelson , Dorrie and 1 were,
in that. But, owing to the curious
atmospheric conditions, we did not see
the caravan. :

But they saw us—and they also sa
us dip down and disappear behind a

at hill of sand a mile or two away.

fore any determined effort could be
made to reach the spot, the aeroplane
soared up again, and made off in the
opposite direction.

It was mysterious, but the party was
greatly relieved in one sense. For they
knew that the aeroplane was in perfect
working order, and that Captain Nixon’s
vile plot had failed.

But Nicodemus Trotwood had gone.
The sandstorm had not passed without
claiming a victim. The only possible
explanation was that he had been buried
deep in the sand, and that death had
come swiftly.

Until darkness descended the search
was continued, although everybody
knew that it was hopeless. The very
fact that Trotwood was not visible
proved beyond question that he had
perished—for he could not live under
the sand.

And when the caravan moved on-
wards once more they were a downcast
collection of human beings. All the
spirit had been taken out of them. One
member of the party had been claimed
by the desert, and the shock was
terrible.

Dr. Brett scarcely knew how he could
break the awful news to Nelson Lee.
But he had done his best to protect the
lives of all those in his charge. And
no man could do more than his best.

But it was a ghastly affair, and Dr.
Brett was looking years older as he
led the party onwards towards El Safra.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Qut of the Frying Pan—

P ELSON LEE turned his head.
N “Ready ?” he shouted.

“Go ahead, guvnor!” I

roared. * Everything's O.K.!”

The engines roared with all their
enormous power, and the great biplane
moved swiftly across the somewhat un-
even ground, and then took off beauti-
Euliy-far better than we had hoped
or.

“Excellent!” shouted the guv’nor.

There were still a few hours of day-
light left, and our idea was to fly over
the desert, searching for a sign of
Brett’s party, which, we believed, had
walked right into the arms of the.
simoom. =

It was a glorious sensation to be fly-
ing over that grim plain of sands.
Modern civilisation had conquered, and
the deserts were no longer impassable.
And it exhilarated one to feel that the
great sand plains were no longer places
of slow and tedious travel.

The sky was not so clear as we should
have liked it, and -from above a rather
curious phenomenon was apparent.
There was a kind of haze over the
ground, and objects were rendered dull

and well-nigh invisible—unless we were
passing immediately overhead.
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Yet the haze was only visible in
patches.

And we found that at a thousand feet
a stif wind was blowing, although all
was now calm on the ground. So
Nelson Lee descended fairly low, for
we didn’t wish to be blown out of our
course.

We searched for a considerable time,
the engines running at half-power. But
we saw nothing; there was no sign of
any human beings on those baking
plains. And we were almost beginning
to think of going back.

We had travelled a good distance
from the oasis, and we should be in a
fine way if we were compelled to descend
now.

Lee was wondering if it would be safe
to land. It did not seem that it would
be—until we all three noticed that the
boy below was walking without his feet
sinking in. ;

There was a considerable stretch of
smooth surface, and Nelson Lee shut off
the engines and glided down. As it
turned out, we landed perfectly. It
was as though we had descended upon
a specially prepared lawn.

And then we saw that the boy was
Nicodemus Trotwood!

“Thank Heaven you have come, sir!"”
he panted huskily.

“How is this, Trotwood?"” asked
Nelson Lee, as he looked down. “Where
are all the others?”

hollow. The storm went over me after
that, and I was saved.”

“But what did you do
simoom had passed?”

“I wandered about, sir, and I was
still wandering when I saw you,” eaid
Trotwood. “That's all I know, Mr.
Lee. I—I must have lost myself; but
the others can’t be far off, unless—
unless——"

“They're all buried?” asked ILee
quietly. “Well, I don’t think that has
happened; but we must make certain.”

“How, sir?” 1 asked huskily.

‘““We shall ascend to a great height,
wind or no wind, and it will be possible
for us to see the desert in every direc-
tion—and far more satisfactorily than

when  the

IN THE HANDS OF CANNIBALS !
unarmed, they did not attack.
to the camp.

“In order to get back, I shall have
to climb high, so that we may see our
objective,” said Nelson Lee. “It_will
be quite visible from here, Nipper, if we
get up to five thousand feet.”

“But we must search for—"

1 paused, and caught my breath.

The ground beneath me was haz$, and
everything looked drab. But, as we
were flying over a kind of =and valley,
the floor of which was perfectly plain
and smooth, I saw a human figure!

“Stop!” I yelled. *“Stop, sir! There’s
somebody down there!”

“Yes, 1 saw him, my lad,” said Lee.

He banked the machine over, and we
swung round. Then, dipping lower into
the sand valley, we recognised the figure
as that of a schoolboy. He was certainly
one of Dr. Brett's party.

“Great Scott!” I yelled.
the others?”

I was filled with concern; but Nelson

“Where are

Instoad, the s
‘* Make no attempt to

The blaekl“o_hflrgcd up to the party, but as soon as the

ded Nelson Lee &

Trotwood was certainly looking bad.
His eyes were bloodshot, and his face
was sickly in hue. But he managed
to climb up the chassis, and scrambled
into the passenger seat where Dorrie
was lounging.

“Qut with it, young manl!” said his
lordship, with a queer note in his voice.
“What has happened to Umlosi? Where
is Brett? Where are the others?”

“I—I don’t know, sir,” said Trot-
wood, terror in his eyes. ‘A sand-
storm came upon us, and we got into
bags for protection. But mine didn’t
close properly, and in the thick of the
storm I was nearly suffocated.”

“What did you do?” asked Lee.

“]I staggered about for some time,
sir,” said the junior. “I don’t remem-
ber much. The air was so thick that
I didn’t know anything. I just dragged
myself along, helped by the wind. Then
I tripped, and rolled deep down into a

urr
resist, boys ! '’ called out Nelson Lee.

saw that the white men wers

Co. and hustled them over the rough ground

(See Chapter 2.)

aimlessly flying about near the ground,”
said the guv'nor. “We are fortunate
in having such a fine stretch of esand
just here.”

“There are plenty of stretches the
same, sir,” I said. “We needn’t have
been scared about being forced to come
down in the desert. This old bus is
capable of anything—she’s a ripper!”

The engines were still ticking over,
and after opening the throttle, Lee
taxied the machine for some distance,
turned, and then opened right out. We
took the air without trouble and soared
aloft.

Trotwood was almost beaten, and he
had collapsed beside Dorrie, who was
busily administering brandy and water.
Meanwhile, the guv'nor and I were
eagerly searching the ground beneath

us,
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we should fight against the wind—and | for the night. The short twilight will

We found that the haze was not so
apparent when we got high up. But
after reaching an altitude of a thousand
feet the wind was really bad. Not par-
ticularly strong, but gust{_.

It sent the aeroplane reeling over from
side to side, and Nelson Lee had all he
could do to keep us on an even keel
Higher and higher we rose, and then
our terrible fears were allayed.

For, right away in the west, the haze
was clearer, and through it we could
see many tiny dots in the desert. Quiver-
ing with excitement, I seized the binocu-
lars, and applied them to my eyes,

The little dots sprang into camels and
human beings. I could even distinguish
the white people from the Arabe.

“I can see Brett!” I jerked out.
“Yeg, and there’s Grell, and old Umlosi,
and Fenton, and Morrow!”

“Good!”’ said the guv’nor. “But
what about the boys?”

““There are five, sir—that’s all of
them,” I ejaculated, with great relief.
“That means to say they're all O.K.
Thank goodness! Steer over in that
direction, sir, and let ’em see us.” )

“It sounds easier than it actually is,”
said Lee grimly.

For the wind was getting more gusty
with every minute that passed. And
we now began to experience a new sen-
sation. Clouds seemed to be forming,
for we continually passed through masses
of mist.

In order to avoid these, Nelson Lee
rose higher. And by the time we had
attained another two thousand feet the
desert was lost. All we could see was
thick masses of misty cloud banks a
thousand feet beneath us. But we were
flying in comparatively calm air,

“I'm afraid we've got ourselves into a
fix, Nipper,” said Nelson Lee. “We
can only steer by compass now—ang it
is certainly hopeless for us to find the
caravan, However, we know that all
are safe, so it does not matter much.
Qur main concern is to locate the oasis.”

““Perhaps these clouds will disperse
soon, sir,”” T said hopefully. ‘*Anyhow,
wouldn’t it be as well to dive through
them 7’

““Perhaps you are right, young ’un,”
agreed the guv’nor.

And so we dived down rather steeply.
But before we actually reached the cloud
banks something seemed to take hold of
out machine underneath, and to pitch
it over sideways.

Dorrie and Trotwood were nearly flung
out, and I only just managed to save
myself in the nick of time.

e aeroplane tipped over, rolled on
its wing tips in a most sickening manner,
performed a nose dive, and then Nelson
Lee managed to get her back on an
even keel—with the wind behind us.

And what a wind!

It pushed us along at a speed of about
two hundred miles an hour—and I am
not exaggerating, It was a roaring gale,
and none of us had been ready for it.
I suppose it was an after-effect of the
simoom, but only affecting the upper
air. On the desert a dead calm reigned,
probably.

We swayed terribly, dipped this way
and that, and bumped about in the most
terrifying manner. Lee attempted to
climb the machine higher, but the wind
was altogether too violent.

To descend into the cloud during that
gale would have been madness, so we
could only continue as we were going.
And we were travelling away from the
oasis all the time.

Once Nelson Lee tried to turn, so that
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so get back to El Safra. But that once
was quite enough. Before the turn was
half made the wind took hold of us.

The giant machine was lifted like a
straw, in spite of the fact that the
engines were running ‘‘all out.”” Over
we went, and we should have performed
something like a loop if the guv’nor
had not been smart; and looping on such
a machine is not exactly a safe game.
A twin-engined biplane is not made for
“stunting,” like a bantam scout.

We got back to our proper position
with difficulty, and then continued our
headlong flight.

“Where the dickens shall we get to,
sir?’ I asked at last. * )

““Heaven alone knows, my boy,” said
Nelson Lee, ‘*But we shall have plenty
of petrol, in any case. We are using
very little now—I have throttled down
considerably—and two of the tanks are
still quite full. No matter where we
get, we can easily fly back to Zambi, or
direct to the coast. The great difficulty
will be in landing—and darkness will
soon be on us.”

““We’re in an unholy mess ! I declared.
“Who on earth dreamed that this little
tornado was raging up here?”

Another ten minutes elapsed, during
which time the speedometer indicated
that we were travelling at one hundred
and eighty miles an hour. It was the
wind which was carrying us along,

But, while there was still a fair amount
of daylight, we noticed that the gale
was losing its strength. And the clouds
looked thinner, and more filmy.

“We'll chance it again!” said Lee
grimly.

He was anxious—and this was not sur-
prising. Our height was about eight
thousand feet, and the clouds were only
two thousand feet below us. And once
more we dived downwards.

This time all went well.

The wind was now merely a high
breeze, and not very bumpy. We dived
down grapidly, and struck the clouds.
Through them we plunged, and for a
while we were flying through dense fog.

Then, as quickly as we had entered,
we emerged on the under side. And
now I could tell that the air was almost
dead calm. The wind was only blowing
above the cloud-bank.

But a tremendous s

““‘Great goodness!”
downwards. g

For, as far as the eye could reach,
there stretched mile upon mile of dense
forest country! A river, looking like a
silver band, lay almost beneath us, and
here and there were patches of clear
grassland.

_Of the desert there was not the faintest

sign!

“By gad!” shouted Dorrie.  “That
oasis has grown, ain’t it?"’

Nelson Lee turned to me and smiled.
There was really no reason for us to
be alarmed. We were safe, the others
were safe—and Lee had left a message
at El Safra for Dr. Brett.

“It is easy enough to realise what
has happened,” shouted the guv’nor.
“That wind carried us along at an ap-
palling pace, and we have left: the desert
behind, and are now over the dense
forest. Owing to the clouds, we could
not see where we were being taken; and
our instruments have not been on their
best behaviour, owing to the atmospheric
wm}?i.ﬁmi;‘t shall do 7" T gasped

“But what shall we do, sir 7’ H

5 d, of course—and make an
attempt to discover our location,” re-
plied Lee. ‘““We must also make camp

rise awaited us.
yelled, staring

soon be here—and we must not be slow,
1 dread to think of our predicament i
we do not land in the daylight!”’

“We should come down into these
trees, sir,”” 1 said. “My hat! We'd
better get down as soon as we can—it’s
getting dark already!”

And so, after flying along for a mile
or two further, we sighted something
which pleased us immensely.

A river flowed serenely along, and
upon one bank stood a large native
kraal. The other side of the river was
;}arg—a beautiful stretch of smooth grass-
and.

‘“As good as Brooklands, sir!” I
shouted. ‘‘And a village handy, too!
We can dig with the giddy chief to-
night, and ask directions.”

“‘Exactly I’ said Nelson Lee. ‘‘And
there will probably be a few white men
in a large settlement of this kind.”

We saw numbers of excited blacks run-
ning backwards and forwards. And
Nelson Lee lost no time in making his
landing. For we did not want the
grassy meadow to become filled with
humanity. If that happened, we should
have to seek another landing-place,

But it didn't.

We swept down, and touched the grass’
lightly. A short run forward, and we
were at a standstill.

“Rippin’]” said Dorrie admiringly.
“You’re a top-hole pilot, Lee. But
where the dooce have we got to? I'd be
awfully obliged if ‘you’d tell me.”

“Perhaps we shall know before long,”
said Nelson Lee, as he descended to the
ground. ““We must be thankful that we
are safe, and that the aeroplane is un-
harmed. We have been very lucky.”

‘“Rather, sir,”” I a . ‘“And the
others are all right, too. They’ll find
your message on the oasis, and they’ll
return to Zambi. So there’s no need to
worry at all.”

But I spoke rather too soon!

Even ag we were about to move away
from the biplane a swarming crowd of
nearly naked blacks came rushing
towards us, They certainly did not look
as though they had been in very close
contact with civilisation.

Trotwood was close to me, and he was
quite calm. He had recovered from the
effects of his terrible experience to a
certain extent. His simple-looking face
was showing colour again,

‘““‘Quite a handsome throng, my dear
Nipper!"”” he murmured.

“They’re not eo bad as they look,”
I said reassuringly.

But the blacks charged at us, yelling
like fury. They all carried spears, and
for a moment {thou ht that it was all
up. The savages did not use their
weapons, however. They saw that we
were unarmed, and they simply flooded
round us. The next moment we were
parted, and each of us-was held by a
jabbering, excited mob. And then
Nelson Lee’s voice came to my ears,

“Make no attempt to resist them,
boys,” he shouted. “I’'m afraid we have.
fallen out of the frying-pan into the

. These blacks are known as the
Beejee tribe, and they have never been
subdued. They are hostile, and we must
be careful. recognise their lingo.
Keep your heads, and trust to me!”

Almost immediately afterwards we
were hustled away towards the kraal
And I cannot say that we were very
cheerful. For I knew that our position
was bad. The Beejees were known to
me by repute, and I had heard all sorts
ofthe blood-curdling stories concerning

m,
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~. They were cannibals, and their
favourite recreation was to sacrifice every
white man they could lay hands on. So
it did not seem that the gale had blown
us to a very healthy spot!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Attack Which Failed !

EANWHILE gloom had settled
M upon Dr. Brett's party.

The caravan, struggling on,

reached the oasis of El Safra

just before noon on the day following

the terrible sandstorm. And now

another anxiety was added to their

troubles.

For the night had passed, and also
many further hours of daylight, and yet
we had not returned in the aeroplane.
What did it look like to them at El
Safra? The party half believed that we
had been compelled to descend in the
desert, owing to the darkness, and that
we had crashed.

‘““The whole position is bad, boys,”
said Dr. Brett gravely, ‘‘We saw the
aeroplane last night, and it went into
the distance. Shortly after that the sky
became overcast with thick clouds; and
it seems only too certain that Mr. Lee
lost his bearings, and was compelled to
descend.”

“It’s—it’s awful, sir,” said Watson
miserably. “What's happened to poor
old Nipper? If the machine was all
right it would have been here before
now—the weather’s been glorious all
day 1

““And we were growling about our
luck; because we didn't go in the aero-
plane!” said Handforth, his voice husky.
*It seems to me we're the lucky ones to
be here—safe and sound.”

Everybody -believed, in fact, that some
terrible disaster had occurred.  And,
apart from the fate of the aeroplane,
there was Nicodemus Trotwood to re-
member. Nobody in Drett's party knew
that Trotwood had been picked up.
And he had been given up as dead long
since. Not a shadow of a doubt re-
mained regarding his fate. Dr. Brett
was absolutely positive that Trotwood
was buried beneath the sand—and every-
body else was positive, too.

*“Yes, poor old Nicky has paid deariy
for his trip,” said Watson sadly. *‘Poor
old son! He was one of the best, too!
I can’t make out how he was buried.
All the rest of us were -all right.”

“Things do happen like that, dear old
boy,” said Sir Montie, shaking his head.
“You read of boatin’ accidents, where
five or six people—all rippin’ swimmers
—are thrown into the water. An' all of
them get saved except one, An' that
oue, as likely as not, is the best swimmer
of all. It’s fate, begadl”

“Well, it’s terribly cruel,”’ said Hand-
forth soberly. “‘It's ghastly—that’s what
it is] I—1 feel like blubbing—and I
ain't ashamed to say so, either! I shall
be thankful when we get back to the
vacht. Heaven kunows, this rotten
treasure has cost enough lives—four at
least!”

““Including My, Lee and Nipper!” said
Grey, with a gulp.

“I—I don’t believe it!” burst out
Watson. “I don't believe that Nipper's
dead! It's—it’s too awful! I say, let's
ask Umlosi! He seems to know a lot
about what'’s happening in other places.”

So the Kutana chief was consulted.

“Thou hast asked me strange ques-
tions, O white youths,"” he said gravely.
“*I am not permitted to know what is
passing beyond the reach of my vision.
But my snake tells me that—""

“Your snake, Umlosi?"’ asked Grey
curiously.

““He means his instinct,”” said Watson.

*“My snake tells me that all is not
lost,” went on Umlosi, unperturbed. I
see my master, Umtagati—I see N'Kose,
my father—I see Manzie, the nimble one.
And I see them living and active. I do
not see them lying cold in death. Nay,
it is early to despair. Be thou of good
heart, and all may yet be well.”

“Good old Umlosi!” said Handforth
huskily,

And the Kutana chief’s words had un-
doubtedly cheered the juniors up con-
siderably—although it was rather a false
cheer which inspired them. For in their
hearts they were ready to fear the worst.

They wanted to get back to Zambi,
and back to the yacht. They felt lost—
isolated—out in this dreadful desert. Dr.
Brett’s plan was to start the homeward
journey at daybreak on the following
morning. Everybody needed a rest, and
Brett would not hear of returning
earlier.

Nelson Lee’s chalked message had been
read. And it was understood clearly
that the treasure was on the aeroplane.
Thus, thero was no object in Brett’s
party remaining. If disaster had befallen
the machine, Brett argued, its occupants
would make straight for Zambi, and not
for El Safra. 8o the doctur refused to
give up hope until Zambi had been again
reached,

Some further excitement was brewing,
however, quite unknown to the party.

For Captain Nixon was not quite
beaten yet. He fondly imagined that the
aeroplane had gone to disaster, and that
he only had Brett’s party to deal with.
Az it had turned out, his caleulation was
right., Dr Brett was not likely to get
any support from Nelson Lee!

The journey across the desert had not
been difficult. Nixon and Starkey had
undertaken the trip, accompanied by two
dozen outcasts of the desert—a mixed
lot, including Arabs and Bedouins.

Nixon’s plan was to attack Brett after
the treasure had been recovered from the
sand. It was quite a simple idea, and
Nixon saw no reason why it should not
work. He had gone so far in the matter
now that he could not abandon the
treasure without making a last final
attempt to seize it.

And so it came about that the en-
campment on the oasis of El Bafra was
disturbed that night. The plan was to
surprise Brett and his party, to weize
them, and to overpower them before they
could offer resistance,

Then the treasure could be taken, and
the rest would be easy. Nixon would
certainly make sure that his victims
would not reach
Zambi again until he

intentions ? Truth to tell, the doctor was
so concerned in mind that all else seemed
of little or no importance. Had he re-
membered, he would have posted a
watchman. But Brett sat in his tens,
smoking and thinking. He wondered
how he could return to the yacht; he
wondered how he could break the ter-
rible news to Sir Crawford Grey.

And, meanwhile, the hostile party was
preparing to act.

On the outskirts of the oasis they
hovered. The lights of the encampment
were visible, and everything was peace-
ful and quiet. Nixon had already given
his orders, and he was highly pleased
with himself.

“We're going to win to-night, Jake,”
he said, rubbing his horny palms to-
gether. ‘“‘There can’t be no bloomer—
it's a dead cert! All we've got to do is
to overpower the whole crowd and lifé
the booty!”

Jake Starkey grunted.

““Without any killin’?"" he asked.

“You fair make me sick!”” snapped

Nixon. “What difference does it make
now? Lee an’ them others are finished,
an’ it don't matter to me if these

heathens settle the other crowd. They’ve
got their orders, an’ it ain’t likely that
they’ll ask questions fust. They’ll use
their blades, Jake—an' be polite arter-
wards.”

“Yes, I s'pose it’s the best way,"
said Jake slowly.

“Glad to find you're learnin' a bit of
sense,”” said the skipper. ‘‘What we've
got to do is to creep for'ard, and then,
at the right moment, we'll spring.”

“Fine!" said Starkey.

Shortly afterwards the attack coms-
menced. From all sides the Arabs crent
forward towards the encampment. Jake
went forward with them. But now his
chance had come. Alone, he did not
stick to the general plan.

He moved forward swiftly, like a snake
wriggling through the grass, And he
succeeded in reaching the only tent
where a light showed. A moment later
he crawled in beneath the canvas—
fearful of opening the flap.

“For ’eaven's sake, sir, listen to me
he gasped, in a husky whisper.

Dr. Brett started up out of his chair,
startled by the face which had sud-
denly appeared under the canvas. And
the doctor’s hand flew to his revolver,
and he remembered, abruptly, Nelson
Lee’s warning.

“What the thunder " he began.

““Not so loud, sir—not so loud!"”’ hissed
Starkey. ‘I ain’t an enemy, sir—I'm

(Continued on page 12.)

himself had had time
to get away.

Dr. Brett had been
warned by Nelson
Lee to keep strict
watch and guard.
But Brett was care-
less in his worry—and

3d. A DAY.

he could hardly be
blamed. He con-
sidered the possibility
of an attack to be
very remote, and did
not even trouble to
post a man on the

watch.
Why should he?
How was it possible
for anybody to come
out of that bare
desert with hostile
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A SCHOOL IN REVOLT! m H :
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Message !

- OW many - missin’ 7’ asked
Cardew, of the Fourth.
“Ten!” said Tom Merry.

“Poor old Clive's one of
them 1” said Levison of the Fourth, “It's
rotten !”

Tom Merry, the leader of the St.
Jim's Rebels, had just called the roll in
the garrison in the barricaded School
House, and ten members did not answer
their names. Those ten had been cap-
tured by the enemy whilst on an expedi-
tion for food.

“Can't be helped!” said Monty
Lowther, “There's lots of us left to
hold the fort; and they haven't got
Tommy, that's the main thing.”

“They’'ve got my minor!”
Manners.

“1 wish them joy of him, old chap!”

Manners grunt,et{

“I wonder what they'll do with Blake
& Co.?” mused Monty Lowther. “Send
them home, as they did Figgins and his
men.”

“That's what Railton said would
happen to anyone caught,” replied Tom
Merr{ anxiously. “I feel I'm the cause
of a lot of pain and trouble.”

“Rats |” said Cardew. *“Don’t bother
your little head about that. We're
standing by you, Tommy, because the
Head wants to sack you from St. Jim's
for theft. We know you didn’t pinch
old Rateliffi’s money, and this is the only
way we can show the powers that be our
humble opinions.”

“ Thanks ! said Tom Merry.

“I admit we've had a few knocks in
this barring-out. But we've also had a
fine time,” continued Cardew. *“We
have also lost the lower part of the
House, and we are also short of grub.
Byt are we downhearted 1" ¢
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said

“No!” came the yell from iLe rebels.
“That’s the stuff !”

“I'm with you to the end,” said Fatty
Wynn, “But I wish there was more
grub. Anyone feel inclined for a light
lunch #

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lunch was decidedly light in the
besieged School House. Ratians had

been growing stricter and stricter for
some time; but though some of the
garrison indulged in the ancient British
privilege of grousing they did not think
of giving in on that account.  Fatty
Wynn, chief of the commissariat, did
wonders with what resources there
were; but Fatty's soups were growing
thinner and thinner, and Fatty's plump
face was growing longer and longer.

Tom Merry & Co. were quite cheerful,
however.

It was agreed on all hands that the
barring-out was a tremendous “lark "—
an episode that would not be soon for-
gotten in the history of St. Jim's. And
the rebels were confident that the Head
would have to “come round.”

It was as clear as daylight to Tom
Merry's friends that Tom was innocent
of what was laid to his charge, and they
expected the Head to see it in the same
light sooner or later.

And they felt, too, that matters must
come to a head before long, for Lhe
opening day of the new term was now
close at hand. St. Jim’s could not open
the term with the School House in the
hands of rebellious juniors, and the
masters barred out. The Sixith and
Fifth Forms could not return to the
school at all until the rebellion was at
an end. ns could scarcely begin in
the Form-rooms downstairs while the
upper part of the House was held by
the rebels.

Evidently the Head would have to
come to some decision, and the rebels

ENEMYS

The St. Jim’s Rebels are alimnost
starving — something must be done lo
relieve the painful situation! And it
is Jack Blake who comes to the rescue
when things are looking black for the
weary garrison!

By

Martin Clifford

( Author of the well-knowen stories of

TOM MERRY & CO. OF ST. JIM'S,

appearing the * Gem™ every
Wednesday).

hoped that he would decide that he had
made a mistake, and rescind the
sentence of expulsion passed on Tom
Merry.

Unless he did so they were prepared
to hold out—all through the new term,
if necessary. Only the pressing question
of the food supply had to ge settled
somehow—and somehow or other that
would be settled. 2

So the St. Jim’s rebels kept up their
spirits, and played leapfrog in the upper

assages, and exchanged chaff with
gergeant Stuckey & Co., the old soldiers
whom Mr. Railton had recruited to quell
the rising, over the barricaded stairs,
and waited for the Head to “come
round.” Indeed, there were few of
them that were anxious for the barring-
out to end before the new term began.

There was more entertainment In a
barring-out than in grinding Latin and
maths in the Form-rooms.

All day the rebels watched for an
attack, but it did not come. The enemy
seemed to be at a loss.

“Goin’ to starve us out, perhaps!”
Cardew suggested. “That will take
some time. atty Wynn will last us a
week—if we come down to that!”

Fatty Wynn did not smile.

Fatty Wynn was as determined as
ever; but the shortage of tuck led him
to very, very serious. With the
diminution of the food supply, Fatty
felt that the glory had departed from
the house of Israel, as it were.

Tom Merry was thinking deeply over
that pressing question. He had no ex-
pectation of seeing Blake & Co. again.
His belief was that those cheery youths,
along with the other prisoners, had
already been caned and sent to their
homes. He was in blissful ignorance, so
far, of the fact that Jack Blake & Co.
had escaped and were now outside the
school.

Half a dozen of the enemy could be
seen in the corridor at the foot of the,
dormitory staircase. When the dusk
came on, they lighted lamps there. Gas
and electricity had been cut off from the
School House, on the rebels’ account,
and Sergeant Stuckey & Co., in the
lower region of the House, were reduced
to oil and candle like the schoolboys
above. Qil for bike lamps had run out
in the schoolboy stronghold, but there
were still candles, which shed a dim
glimmer over the stairs and the long

pamages, 5 s <
Occasionally a missile whizzed down
the barred staircase, or the pea-shooters
canmie into play; and the enemy hgd
learned to keep at a respectful distance.
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The juniors would not have been sorry
%0 see them attempt to rush the stairs.

But for the present the attack was
holding off. Probably Mr. Railton was
puzzled to know what step to take next.
His position was full of difficulties, as
the rebels cheerily realised. Mr. Rat-
cliff was quite useless in such a posture
of affairs, and the Head could do litle
but deplore the sad pass things had come
to at St. Jim's. -

All the warlike operations depended
upon Victor Railton, and for the present
it was obvious that Mr. Railton was at
a loss.

Crash ! ’

There was a sudden sound of splinter-
ing glass, and a pane flew from a
window in fragments.

“Great pip!”

“What the dickens—"

“Some silly ass throwing stones !” ex-
claimed Manners. Y i

A jagged hole showed in a window
at the end of the dormitory passage,
at a distance from the stairs.

A stone had come through, thrown
up from somewhere in the darkness
outside, and rolled along the floor after
smashing through the window.

“Rijlly asses!” commented Lumley-
Lumley. “They won't hurt us by
chucking silly ~ stones through the
windows !”

“1 guess I'll look at that stone!”
remarked Wildrake.

The Canadian junior strolled along
the passage, with an electric torch in
his hand. He turned the light hither
and thither till he found the stone that
had come through the window.

“Don't throw it back,” said Tom
Merry. “Throwing stones is a rotien
trick. ight have caught some fellow
on_the napper.”

Wildrake grinned.

“This giddy stone didn’t come from
the enemy,” he said.

“ Must have,” said Manners.
“There's not likely to be any stranger
within gates chucking stones at the
windows, I suppose?”

Wildrake came back into the liii[lt
of the candles on the landing. e
Leld up the stone, and there was a
general exclamation from the juniors
as they saw that a paper was wrapped
round it.

“What the thump—" said Levi-

son.
“T reckoned somebody might have
had & reason for heaving that rock
in at the window,” remarked Wil-
drake. “It's a me: e, of course.”
“A message! My hat!”
“But who—" said Tom Merry.
“T guess we'll see soon enough.”
Kit Wildrake unwrapped the paper
from the stone. It had been wrapped
very carefully, and tied with twine.
As it was unrolled_, the juniors cou!d
see that it was scribbled on in pencil.
“Blake’s fist!” exclaimed Levison.

“Blake! Then he’s not gone!” ex-
¢laimed Tom Merry.

“Good old Blake! What does he
say?"”

The rebels gathered round eagerly
to read the missive. It was in Jack
Blake's “fist,” and was a sufficient
proof that Blake was not far away. It
ran:

“From J. Blake, Chief of Convoy,
to T. Merry,
“Commander-in-Chief of the
t. Jim’s Garrison.
“Dear Tommy,—Study No. 6 eare
getting on with it, as per contract.
We've got the goods.”

“Hurrah |” ejaculated Fatty Wynn at
this point.

“Shurrup, Wynn 1”

“Get on with it, Tom!”

The juniors were eager to hear the
rest. Tom Merry proceeded with read-
ing out the letter:

“We've got the goods. No end of
stuff. All of us loaded up to the chin.”

Fatty Wynn's plump face beamed. He
looked quite his old self again.

“There’s ten of us. We took your
missing duffers along tc help us carry
the stuff.”

“Oh, good!” murmured Fatty Wynn.
“I hope they haven't forgotten the
sausages.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Shurrup 1

“We're coming back by the trapdoor
in the roof,” the%etter went on. “ Never
mind how we're going to manage it;
leave that to Study No. 6. You fellows
had better be on the look-out for us.
Show a light in the window to let me

ow you catch on. Same window
where the stone came in.—Yours with

the tuck,
“J. BLAEE.”
Levison picked up a candle and
hurried to tEe window where the jagged

hole showed in the pane. He held the
light steadily to the window. Somewhere
in the darkness without, it was evident,
Blake of the Fourth was watching for
the signal.

“1 guess that's O.K.,” remarked
Wildrake.

“Good egg said Tom Merry
heartily. “If they get through with it
we'll let Study No. 6 call themselves top
study as long as they like! They seem
to have been jolly lucky "

“Good old Blake!”

Leaving Talbot of the Shell in com-
mand of the barricade, Tom Merry
hurried up the upper stairs with a dozen
fellows. There was a ladder to the
trapdoor in the roof, which was sup-
posed to be used only in case of fire. In
a very few minutes the trapdoor was
open, and Tom Merry & Co. were out on
the leads, in the dim glimmer of the
stars. There they waited for the arrival
of J. Blake, Chief of Convoy.

!'J

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Qussy Takes a Hand !

ACK BLAKE crouched in the gloom
J under the leafless old elms, watch-
ing the windows of the School
House. Blake was in a mood of
considerable satisfaction. So far, Study
No. 6 had done well. They had deserved
well of their country, so to speak. Cer-
tainly, luck had befriended Study No. 6
to a great extent, but Blake was not
inclined to attribute his suecess to luck.
He put it down to his own masterly
strategy. Outside the walls of the school
the “convoy »’ was waiting, while Blake
crept within the precincts of St. Jim’s to
convey a message to the garrison. ¥From
under the dark elms he watched for the
answering light signai.

From the glimmering doorway of the
School House a tall, angular figure came
into view, and Blake recognised
Sergeant Stuckey. Private Brown fol-
lowed him out into the quad.

Blake could guess that they had heard
the crash of breaking glass, and had
come out to investigate. He kept close
in cover,

. “Only some of them young rips break-
ing a winder |” he heard the voice of the
sergeant. :

And the two men went back into tha
House. Blake grinned quietly in the
darkness.

From a window in the School House,
previously dark, a light began to shine.
It glimmered out into the dim winter
evening.

“They've got it !” murmured Blake.

The ‘candle in the window was his
answer. He was prepared to cut back
to the school wall, when there was a
sound of footsteps close at hand. Blake
made himself as small as possible, hug-
ging the trunk of a tree as the footsteps
clame along the gravel path under the
elms,

. Two figures came dimly along, pacing
in & slow and stately manner. To
Blake’s horror, he heard the voice of the
Head.

“The new term is so close at hand
now, Mr Railton—"

Blake scarcely breathed.

. Evidently the two masters were tak-
ing a stately promenade along the path
under the elms in the quad, discussing
the unprecedented state of affairs now
obtaining at St. Jim’s, and little dream-
ing that one of the rebels was hidden by
the floorn within sound of their voices.

“I have done my best, sir.” It was
Mr. Railton’s voice.

“I know—I know! It is most dis-
tressing, Mr. Railton. The boy Merry
has much to answer for! I should never
have dreamed that such a lad could
exercise so much influence over his
schoolfellows. It is a very painful dis-
covery to me.”

“Nevertheless, sir, it shows a fine
spirit in the boys, to take such risks in
support of a schoolfellow whom they
ltfhe\'e to be innocent !” said Mr. Rail-

n.

. “Nodoubt! But this belief in Merry's
innocence is sheer wilful obstinacy, after
the conclusive proof of his guilt.”

“I cannot hc&p saying, sir, that from
the first I could not help having some
doubt on the subject. The faith of
Merry’s schoolfellows_in_ his honour is,
in its way. evidence in his favour.”

“I do not see it in that light, Mr.
Railton!” said the Head dryly. “Wa
must—"

The Head broke off suddenly.

“Who is that?”

Blake’s heart almost stopped bealing
for a moment. The two masters had

stopped quite near to him; and for the
moment he supposed that he had been
observed.

But the Head was standing with his
back to the junior, and peering over
his glasses on the other side of the path.

There was an exclamation from Mr.
Railton.

“It is one of the boys!
him.”

_“Bai Jove!” came a sudden exclama-
tion.

Blake breathed hard, as he recognised
the voice of his noble chum, Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. Arthur Augustus had
been left outside the walls, with the
convoy, with strict orders to remain
there. Obviously, Arthur Augustus had
seen fit to disregard those strict orders.

Mr. Railton made a sudden stride,
and then came back into the path, with
his grip on a collar, and Arthur
Au‘gustu,s wriggling in his clutch.

“Yow-ow! Leggo! Bai Jove, you
are wumplin’ my collah ! Pway leggo !”
wailed Arthur Augustus.

“Oh, the awful ass!™ breathed Blake,
in silent wrath.
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Dr. Holmes peered at the captive.

* Bless my soul! Who is it, Mr. Rail-
ton?” i

“D'Arey of the Fourth Form, sir!”
said the Housemaster, still keeping his

ip on Gussy’s collar. i

“I’Arcy ! What are you doing here?”
exclaimed the Head.

“I must wefuse to answah that ques-
tion, sir”

“What .

“Sowwy, sir, but I twust you will
wecognise that, undah the cires, I cannot
vewy well give information to the
enemy.”

“Bless my soul

“You absurd young rascal!” ex-
elaimed Mr Railton, bestowing a power-
ful shake upon the swell of the Fourth.

* Gwooooogh 1" "

“No doubt D'Arcy was secking to
communicate with the boys in the House
yonder,” said the Head. “You will
gecure him, Mr. Railton.”

“Bai Jove! I wefuse to be secured !
If you do not welease my collah, sir, 1
ehall be undah the painful necessity of
hackin® your shins {”

AMr. Railton tightened Lis grip.

*Are you alone here, D'Arcy?"” he
asked.

“Eh? Certainly not!”

“Who is with you, then?”

“You, sir, and Dr. Holmes,” answered
Avrihur Augustus innocently.

“You absurd boy!” exclaimed Mr.
Railton. “I mean, are any of your
schoolfellows with you here?”

*T must wefuse to weply to that ques-
tion, Mr. Wailton. I uttahly wefuse to
give Blake away.”

“Blake! Is Blake here?”

“Pway do not ask me questions, sir:
I cannot weply to them!” said Arthur
Augustus firmly. “You can lick me if
you like, but 1 certainly shall not
acquaint you with the fact that I came
in to look for Blake.”

“ Bless m{l soul 1” said the Head again.
Probably the old gentleman was some-
what struck by Gussy's method of refus-
ing to impart information. “Take him
to the New House, Mr. Railton. Blake
can be looked for afterwards.”

“Certainly, sir.”

Dr. Holmes continued his stately
peregrinations, and Mr. Railton started
for the New House, hooking the reluct-
ant junior along by the collar. Jack
Blake turned out from under the tree.
He was strongly inclined to leave Arthur
Augustus to his fate. as a lesson to that
noble youth on the subject of “butting
in ” against orders. But {riendship
came first; and Blake determined upon
punching Gussy’s noble head later on.

Blake was quick to act.

Exactly what happened, Mr. Railton
did not know. There was a sudden rush
in the darkness, and something hard
butted him, and he sat down on the
gravel with a gasp. Involuntarily he
released Arthur Augustus as he sat
down.

Blake grabbed the swell of St. Jim's
by the arm, and dragged him away.

“Hook it !” he whispered fiercely.

“Bai Jove! Blake >

“Run, you ass!” howled Blake.

Mr. Railton, with a wrathful expres-
sion, was jumping up. Blake fairly
dragged the swell of St. Jim's away
among the elms.

“It’s all wight, deah boy!” gasped
Arthur Augustus.  “Donlt dwag at a
fellow like that. I came in to look for
you—""

“Come on !"” hissed Blake.

“I'm comin’, deah boy. You see, I
was wathah alarmed at your bein’ so
ong—
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“ Stop !” shouted Mr. Railion.

“Hurry up, you fathead!”

The two juniors raced for the wall,
even Arthur Augustus appearing io
rcalise the necessity of speed, as Mr.
Railton’s heavy steps rang in pursuit.
Blake and (Gussy reached the wail, and
Blake bunked his chum up desperately.
Arthur Augustus clutched the coping
and climbed on the wall, and Blake
clambered after him.

“You young rascals!” Mr. Railion
loomed wp in the gloom below.
“Desgend from that wall, at once!

Apparently Mr. Railton realised that
the juniors were not likely to descend
at his command, for he rushed away,
with the evident intention of getting out
at the gates, and cutting off the retreat
of the fugitives outside the walls.

“Come on |” breathed Blake. *“We've
got time to get clear. What are you up
to, you frabjous chump?”

He clutched at Arthur Augustus, as
that aristocratic youth was preparing to
drop back within the wall,

“It’s all wight, Blake!”

“You dummy| What—"

“I've dwopped my eyeglass!”

“What !” shrieked Blake. :

“My eyeglass, deah boy. I'm goin’
back for it. What are you holdin’ on
to my arm for, Blake?”

“I—I— * babbled Blake. “I—I'il
smash you! Come on, you chump!
Come on, you frabjous cuckoo! Railton
will be round under the wall in a tick!
Get a move on! Jump I?

“But my eyeglass!” gasped Arthur
Augustus,

Blake fairly swung him off the wall,
and Arthur Augustus had to jump. He
landed in the road with a thud.

Blake jumped after him.

“Hook it, you dummy !” he gasped.

“My eyeglass—"

Blake grabbed his arm, and rushed
him away, as Mr. Railton came pound-
ing up through the gloom

Arthur Augustus had to run—in spite
of his anxiety for his eyeglass. Blake
had an iron grip on his arm; and his
arm had to go; and Arthur Augustus
had to go where his arm went.

The two juniors vanished in the
gloom. Blake plunged through a gap in
a hedge, dragging Arthur Augustus
recklessly behind him.  The swell of
St. Jim's stumbled and fell on his hands
and knees; and a fearful yell indicated
that he had discovered the locality of a
bed of nettles,

“Come on!” hissed Blake.

“Yawoool ! Leggo! Oh cwubs!”

“This way, dummy !”

“Yow-ow! You are dwaggin' out my
arm—"

“Hurry up !”

Blake raced across the field, dragging
at his chum, and Arthur Augustus
accompanied him in a series of
kangaroo-like jumps. Sight and sound
of Mr. Railton died away behind, and
Blake stopped at last. In a narrow lane
at the farther side of the field several
shadowy figures rose to view

“All serene?” asked Dig.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow " gasped Arthur
Augustus.

“Gussy put his foot in it, as usual #"
asked Wally of the Third.

“Gwoogh! Weally, Wally—"

“Why didn’t you fellows sit on his
head ?” demanded Blake wrathfully,
“You know he oughtn’t to be allowed to
wander.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I wegard that wemark as offensive
and idiotic, Blake. I should like to
know what would have happened if I
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had not come to look for you!” said <
Arthur Augustus warmly.

“ You—you—you—" gasped Biake.

“Howevah, 1t is all wight,” said
Arthur Augustue. “I've got my eye-
glass. It did not dwop, aftah all—it is
still on the stwing. So it’s all wight.”

“Don’t put it in your eye for a
minute !’ breathed Bla'ze.

“Eh! Why not?”

“Because I'm going to punch you in
the eye.”

“Bai Jove |

Arthur Augustus dodged away. For
scme reason unknown to Arthur Augus-
tus’ noble brain, Blake seemed to be
rather excited just then, and not amen-
able to reason. So Arthur Augustus
retired from his immediate neighbour-
hood rather bhastily.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Blake Delivers the Goods !

“ EADY, yon fellows!”
“Yon bhet|”

“Waiting | said Wally.

Blake & Co. had allowed an
hour to elapse, Blake considering that
judicious, after the alarm that Arthur
Augustus had given by his ill-timed in-
tervention. It was not agreeable to wait
in the shadowy lane, swept by a keen
winter wind, But Blake was inexorable,
So far, Study No. 6 had been successful
in their enterprise; and Blake was not
taking unnecessary chances,

The “convoy ” was well supplied, if
only they could succeed in getting the
supplies within the walls of the
beleagiiered School House. Every one
of the ten juniors had a rucksack
strapped over his shoulder, crammed
with comestibles, and every pocket was
filled to its fullest capacity. Blake &
Co. had done ahog ing in Wayland on
quite a considerable scale; and there
was a supply of good things that Fatty
Wynn would have contemplated with
beatific ecstasy. It only remained to
convey the goods to the School House
garrison, the most difficult part of the
enterprise. But the chief of Study No. 6
had his plans ent and dried.

He gave the word at last to start, and
the shivering juniors were glad to get
going. They crossed the field, and
entered the road, and with great caution
approached the school walls. There was
a faint glimmer of stars in the cloudy
sky, barely sufficient to show them their
way. They stopped outside the wall,

“Bunk me up !’ whispered Blake.

“Pewwaps I had bettah go first,
Blake—"

“Dry up !*

“You wemembah we came wathah a
muckah last night, Blake, thwough you
goin’ first!” said Arthur Augustus
mildly.

“Kill him, somebody 1" hissed Blake.

“Bai Jove !”

Julian and Reilly “bunked » Blake
up the wall. He sat astride of it, and
peered into the shadows within. From
the distant Houses there came glimmers.~
of light; and from the School House,
Blake could catch the sound of a chorus.
Apparently Mr. Railton’s old comrades-
in-arms were making merry there.

‘““All  serene!” whispered Blake.
“Come up, you fellows, and don’t make
a sound.”

“Yaas, wathah! Pway wemembah
not to nttah a word, deah boys. If any
fellow begins talkin’, <it may give the
whole show away.”

“Will you shut up, Gussy?"” asked
Blake, in concentrated tones.

“Weally, Blake—"

“Dry up, old chap,” said Clive. “Uyp
you go|” ]
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,One by one the juniors climbed the
avall, and one by one they dropped down
on the inner side. Thef.arer_s within the
precincts of the school I?Mn. There
was a sudden clink on the frosty ground.

“Bai Jove! One of you fellows has
dwopped somethin’!”  said thur
Augustus. * You may give the alarm if
you are clumsay, you know.” i

“You've dropped it, you duffer!
grunted Herries. E

“Bai Jove! It must be that tin of
corned beef. Pway don’t gwouse, Blake.
1 did not. dwop it intentionally, you
know. Show a light heah, somebody.’

“A light!” gasped Blake.

“Yaas; my electwic torch is played
out.” e
“Do you want to announce our visit
to Mr. Railton, Gussy?” asked Julian,
with sarcastic politeness.

“Certainly not, deah boy. I want to
look for that tin of corned beef.”

“(Come on, you born idiot!” gasped
Blake. “Never mind the tin.” And he
grasped Arthur Augustus’ noble arm
and jerked him onward.

The “convoy ” did not approach the
School House. They had had plenty of
experience of the vigilance of the
enemy. Blake led the way cautiously
through the gloom towards the Head’s
house. That building, which adjoined
the School House on one side, was dark
and deserted. ol

In term time it was the residence of
the doctor and Mrs. Holmes. But it
was vacant now ; Mrs. Holmes was away
for the vacation, as the Head would
have been, but for the barring-out which
had followed the sentence of expulsion
upon Tom Merry. i

At the beginning of the barring-out
the Head's residence had been used as
a base of operations by the attacking

arty, as it had a door into the School
Elouse. Dr. Holmes had taken up his
quarters in the New House, across the
quad.

“SJafe as houses I” murmired Blake, as
he halted in the shadow of the building.

“Weally, Blake—"

“Don’t you begin, Gussy !” murmured
Wally.

“Nobody here,” said Blake, peering
in at a dark window. “You see, in cut-
ting off the gas and electricity from the
"School House, they cut it off here ‘as
well ; so the jolly old Head had to stick
in the New House over the way.”

“Good for us!” murmured Clive.

“Yaas, wathah! But—"

“You remember those blighters got
out on the roof, and got to the School
House roof, and tried to invade us that
way !” chuckled Blake. “That's the
idea now; what's sauce for the goose is
sauce for the gander!”

“Yaas; but—"

“Fiftecn minutes’ interval, while
Gussy exercises his chin!" said Levison
minor; and there was a chuckle from
Wally and Reggie Manners. ‘

“Weally, you young wascals—"

. “Shurrip ! whispered Julian.

“Yaas; but—"

“Will you dry up?” breathed Blake.
“You'll have the whole gang down on
us with your blessed chinning !”

“Yaas; but I was goin’ to say that
the place is locked up, you know. How
are we goin’ to get i, deah boy? We
cannot get out on the woof unti’ we get
inside the house, you know.”

“Did you work that out in your head,
Gussy?” asked D" minor, with
great admiration.

“Follow on, and don't jaw!” said
Blake.

. “If you wefer to my wemarks as jaw-
in', Blake—""

“Br-r-rr ”

Blake led the way round the house to
the rear. He stopped under the kitchen
window. '

There he inserted the blade of his
pocket-knife between. the sashes, to push
back the ratch.

Blake had laid his plans carefully; he
was rather proud of the way he had
map) this out.

All was plain sailing—as Blake had
mapped- it out. Forcing the catch of
the window gave admission to the
Head’s deserted residence—the trap in
the roof gave access to the leads, and
thence it was only a step to the leads of
the School House. That was the way the
assailants had come, on an occasion
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when the schoolboy rebels had
very nearly been caught napping.

Unfortunately, the best-laid
schemes of mice and men gang
aft agley, as the poet has told us.
Pushing the window-catch with
the blade of a pocket-knife is an
casy thing to arrange. In actual
practice, it is not often so easy.

Blake fcrced the blade wup
through the sashes. He found
the catch with it. But the sashes
fitted too tightly together, and he
could bring no leverage to bear
on the cal;c%l.

That was unexpected. DBlake
really was not to blame, as he
had had no experience as a
burglar. But there it was!

“Finished, deah boy?” asked
Arthur Augustus, after a minute
or two. »

“Cheese it, fathead |” Blake's
voice sounded a little cross.

“Weally, Blake—"

“Shut up !

“If you are goin’ to weply to
me gvith uttah wudeness, Blake,
1 vn'T!' say no more !” said Arthur
Augustus, with dignity. “I will

Jack Blake & Co.
came up to the
top landing with a
breathless rush,
Blake jammed the
steps into position,
and one by one the

juniors swarmed
up and scrambled
through the t

out on to the N
Before the last of
themm went, the
stairs were crowded
wnb&:nutn.
(See pter 3.)

only wemark that we are waitin’ for you,
and that it is vewy cold; and that
pwobably, soonah or latah, the enemy
will dwop on us, and—yow-ow-ow [

Arthur Augustus’ remarks were cut
short by an elbow jamming suddenly
in his noble ribs. Blake appeared to
have lost patience.

“Ow! Wow! You uttah wuffian!™
gasped Arthur Augustus.

“Quiet I” breathed Clive.

“Yaas, but—"

Snap !

“All right!” said Herries. “There
goes the catch!”
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“That isn't the catch!” breathed
Elg}te. “That's the blade of my pocket-

nife.”

= Oh, my hat!”

“Let me try,” said Reilly.
say I can do it.” X

I dare say!” said Dlake in con-
centrated tones. “I dare say you're a
wonderfully clever sort of idiot, and I
dare say I'll give yo: one in the eye if
you shove near this window !”

Snap !

“Is that the catch ?” asked Julian.

“No, you frabjous ass! It isn’t the
catch—it’s the other blade of my knife!
Any more fool questions to ask?”

Julian was discreetly silent. © Blake
really seemed to approaching a
dangerous state of exasperation.

“Well, what is the pwogwamme ?”
asked Arthur Augustus, after a painful
pause. “I am quite willin’ to stand
heah, Blake, though it is vewy cold;
but I cannot see that we are gettin’ any
neawah the woof.”

*“ Hush !” breathed Julian.
body’s coming !”

There was a footstep, and a muttering
voice. ‘

“Oh, rot!” It was Sergeant Stuckey
speaking.  “I never 'card nothing. You
fancied it, Brown.”

“You wouldn't ear anything,
sergeant, not with that old wooden *ead
of yourn,”  said Private Brown
pleasantly. “I tell you—"

The juniors stood still as mice. Blake
set his teeth. His plan had been so
beautifully mapped out, that it was
simply cruel to f)e stopped at the last
moment like this, by an unexpected
triflie.  Private Brown broke off sud-
denly at the sight of shadoyy figures
huddled by the window,

“What did I tell you? There they
are—"

Crash !

Exasperated, Blake found a victim in
the too-watchful Private Brown. Before
Mr. Brown could finish, Blake smote
him, and Mr. Brown sat down with a
suddenness that knocked all the breath
out oft.“"m. The] next moment the
sergeant was struggling in the grasp of
half a dozen pairsg %f hslnds. .

. He reeled back in the clutch of the
juniors, and crashed on the window.

Crash! Smash!

“Oh, my hat !” gasped Clive. “He's
done it !”

“Yoooop !” roared the sergeant.

The sergeant’s head had done it.
There was no more need of Blake's
pocket-knife. Sergecant Stuckey’s head
lad crashed on a pane, and sent it

“] dare

“ Some-

flying in fragments into the room

within,

The alarm was given now with a
vengeance,  There wera shouts in the
distance, and the sound of running feet.
" B]I(ake thrust ‘;lis h;le]g Ehrough the

roken pane, and gras the catch and
forced it back. A second later, the
window was open.

“Quick !” he panted.

Sergeant Stuckey went with a bump
to the ground, crashing down on Private
Brown, who emitted a breathless grunt.
While the two hapless old soldiers were
sorting themselves out, the juniors
clambered into the window with des-
perate haste.

They rolled and stumbled inside.
Blake flashed on the light of his electrie
torch, and led the way. Like rabbits,
the juniors scampered up the stairs.

d shouts rang out behind them:
some of the enemy were clambering in
at the window, others dashing round to
the doors. But Blake & Co. had a start.

They came up to the top, landing with
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a breathless rush. Blake jammed the
stega into position, swarmed uE them,
and hurled open the trap in the roof.
One after another the juniors scrambled
up, and out on the leads.

“All out?” gasped Blake. *“Good!”

He slammed the trapdoor shut—almost
upon the head of a pursuer. There was
a shout from the adjoining roof of the
School House—the voice of Tom Merry.

“That you, Blake?”

“What do you think?” chuckled
Blake. “Get going, you fellows—I'll sit
on this trap till you’re all clear.”

The juniors scudded away. Tom
Merry & Co. were ready for them on the
School House roof—ready for the
enemy, too, if the enemy followed. But
the enemy were thumping on the under-
side of the trapdoor on which Blake was
calmly sitting—his weight keeping it
from opening.

“Sing out when you're all clear!”
called out Blake. “They'll be after me
a tick after I leave this cosy corner.”

“Right-ho ! sang back Tom Merry.

He hurried the juniors down into the
School House, remaining to the last
himself.

“All clear, Blake.”

“Good I

Tom Merry descended last. Blake
rose from the trap, and scudded across
to the School House leads, and clam-
bered in. A moment after he was gone,
the trap flew up, and a head appeared.
But the pursuers came too late. Blake
was safe in the School House. Tom
Merry dragged the trap shut, and it was
bolted underneath. ~And the disap-
pointed pursuers, after thumping on it
a little to express their feelings, retired
the way they had come.

- . B - .

Fatty Wynn's face beamed like unto a
full moon.

That night, there was a supper of the
gods in the besieged School House.

Fatty Wynn was master of the cere-
monies; and the supper he turned out
was a feast that beat all records.

“Going to starve us out, you know !”
grinned Blake, as he helped himself for
the fifth time. “Think we’re bound to
S:e in when the tuck’s gone. I heard

Head tell Railton so. They

reckoned without Study No. 6, what?”*

*“Yaas, wathah!”

“1 don't want tp swank—" said
Blake, looking round.
. “You don’t?” asked Monty Lowther
in surprise.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“No |” roared Blake

“All right; my mistake! Go on.”

“But what I say is this—Study No. 6
is the s,” said Blake. * Y{ru soe,
you fellows, I had the whole thing
mapped out from start to finish——"

“This is what com~s of having a
strategic brain,” said Monty Lowther.
“You planned that bit about falling
into the enemy’s hands last night?”

“N-n-no—not that bit,” said Blake
hastily. “That was a—a—merely an
incident—"

“Merely that and nothin’
grinned Cardew.

“We got out of that!” said Blake
warmly, “and the whole thing went like

more !"”

clockwork—planned from start to
fini i
“Wonderful brain!” said Cardew.

*No other fellow could have planned it
out for Sergeant Stuckey to bu'st a
window just in time with his head—"

“Oh, rats!” said Blake. “There was
—uwere slight incidents—but we've
delivered the goods.”

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augus-
tus. “We've delivahed the goods, deah

creepin’
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s—there's no gettin’ out of that! ’

What do you think, Wynn, old chap 7"
"“Splongnd !” said Fatty Wynn. .
Oh! You think it was splendid, old
fe!!ow?" .asked Blake cordially.
" 'Certainly,” _said  Fatty Wynn.
Simply splendid! I'm going to have
another.”
“Eh! Another what?"
“ Another soss.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Apparently it was the sausages that
Fatty Wynn was alluding to with such
enthusiasm. But it was agreed on all
hands that Siudy No. 6 had done re-
markably well, and that they had a
right to swank, which they did just a
little, perhaps more than a little, Tha
barring-out was stiil going strong, and
Tom Merry & Co. were full of cheery
confidence—and still unconquered.

THE END.

(Look out for another topping long
coupl_ele tale of Tom Merry & Co., of
St. Jim's, next week, entitled: “THE
TRIUMPH OF THE REBELS I”)

O
THE TERROR OF THE DESERT

(Continued from page 1.)

UL TR T T HTH TN

betrayin’ my own side, an’ you’ve got ta
listen !”” -

“Speak up, then—quick!”

“Nixon and two dozen cut-throats are
towards the camp at this
moment, sir,”” gasped Starkey. *They
mean—murder! That ain't my game,
an’ if I can save you an’ the boys I
don’t mind if I die for it—I ain't much
use, anyhow! I was a fool ever to leave
old Simon Grell!”

‘‘Starkey, you’re a man!” szaid Dr.
Brett warmly. “You have come for-
ward, at the risk of four own life ta
give me a warning. know that you
are speaking, sincerely, and you wiil
never regret this night's work!”

Solely owing to Jake Starkey’s timelv
information, Dr. Brett was able to get
his forces together.

Then, at the right moment, six great
flares were igni
things which turned the night into day.
Each flare was made to burn for half
an hour, and they had been especially
bmuil.lt for use in the event of a night
attac

Every one of the attackers was revealed
with startling distinctness.  There was
no cover, and the whole murderous force
was exposed,

“Fire!” roared Brett.

Crack ! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Five or six revolvers spat out their
venom, and the shots were continued.
All the bullets were aimed high, and
they flew harmlessly into the night. But
the attacking Arabs were scared out of
their wits—and they flew, without even
attempting to make the attack. .

Captain Nixon fled, too—and knew the
worst. Starkey had betrayed him! It
would be useless making any further
attack—even if he could get the Arabs
to do so. For the party was now on its
guard, and would not be caught nap-
ning again. Captain Nixon, in spite of
his blind fury, had sense enough io
know whea he was beaten

His last ecard had failed—and he was
almost mad with a lust for revenge.

THE END.

(“IN MERCILESS HANDS!” is the
title of next week’s rousing story of the
St. Frank’s Boys in Africa.)

roaring magnesium _

4



THRILLS GALORE! -

With everyone against him, and ready to shoot on sight, the

Rio Kid risks his all in an altempf to prove to the men of

Gunsight that he is not the Unknown Roider for whom
they are looking !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hands Up!

ON FELIPE SANTANDER
D dropped the black Mexican
cheroot from his lips, slid his
dusky hand under the folds of
his serape, and grasped a revolver.
His swarthy face set, and his black
eyes glittered at the horseman who
had pushed out of the timber into the
trail ahead of him. Don Felipe had
come into Texas to buy cattle, and was
heading for Gunsight, but he was ten
miles from the cow-town, and his way
lay across a wide prairie dotted with
timber islands. In the Mexican buyer’s
saddle-bags was a sum that might well
have tempted the raider, who for
months past, had haunted the trails
within a wide radius of Gunsight.
And in the horseman who suddenly
appeared ahead of him the man from
Mexico had no doubt that he recognised
the raider. He slackened speed and
rode his pinto on at a walk, tha re-
volver gripped in his hand under the

ample folds of the serape.

The Rio Kid glanced at him and
pulled in his mustang.

The Kid was not hoping to meet up
with strangers on the trails. It was
better for his health to keep out of sight
while he was riding the Gunsight
country. But the timber had hidden
«the Mexican, and the Kid was almost
upon him before he saw him. But
there was nothing to alarm the boy out-
law in the sight of a Mexican cattle-
man, and he drew in his horse beside
the- trail and saluted the stranger
civilly as he came up. The Kid did
not think muoch of “ Greasers,” as a
rule, but his manners were always
polite.

Don Felipe halted within a few paces
of the Kid. Over his pinto’s head his
revolver suddenly leaped into view,
aimed at the surprised face of the Rio

id.
“Thunder !” said the Kid.

#Not this time, senor bandit!”

grinned Santander, over his levelled gun.
“Put up your hands, ladrone.”

The Kid’s handsome face flushed at
the word.

But the Mexican’s finger was on the
trigger, and the gun looked him full in
the face. Slowly, with a glint in his
eyes, the Kid elevated his hands over
his Stetson hat. For once the Kid had
been taken off his guard. He had not
looked for danger from a fat, swarthy
Mexican cattleman.

“Say, feller, what's this game?”
drawled the Kid. “You sure don't
look like a hold-up man.”

Don Felipe laughed, showing his
white teeth through his black beard.

“You know me?” he asked.

“Not from Adam,” answered the
Kid, “and I'm sure honing to know
why you're pulling a gun on me."”

“But you were watching this trail
for me?”

“Guess again,” said the Kid.

“Todos los Santos!" said Don Felipe.
“You cannot deceive me, senorito. You
are the Rio Kid.”

“Right in once,” agreed the KXid
cheerfully. “You figure on earning the
thousand dollars they’re offering for me
at Frio?”

“No, senor. I figure on saving the
dollars in my. saddle-bags,” answered
the Mexican. “I have heard of you—
they talk of nobody else at Gunsight.
To-day you are riding without a mask
on your face, but I know your horse, and
1 have been warned to watch out for
you. Your description is well known,
amigo.

The Kid knitted his brows.

He understood now.

Once more he was being called to
account for the desperate reputation
of the secret bandit who was riding the
Gunsight trails under his name.

“Keep your hands up, senor,” said
Don Felipe. "I am giving you time
to say your prayers before I fire.”

“Shucks!” said the Kid. #You
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reckon you're going to shoot me up,
you durned greaser?”

“8i, senor,” answered the cattleman
with perfect coolness. “I am not riding
on to be shot in the back after I leave
vou. I know your ways, amigo. You
have shot six men in this country in the
last few months; but—por los Santos—
you will not add another notch to your
gun on my account.”

The Kid breathed hard.

The revolver was steady; ihe
Mexican’s eyes glittered over it. He
was ready to pull trigger at the first
movement of the Kid to reach for a
gun. The Rio Kid had been in many
a tight corner, but he realised now that
he was in one of the tightest corners
of his life. But he was quite cool as
he watched the cattleman’s swarthy,
determined face over the levelled gun.

“8ay, feller,” drawled the Kid,
“you've sure got the drop on me, and
it’s your say-so. But I guess you want
to let me put you wise before you begin
burning powder. I'm telling you that
I ain’t the galoot that’s been shooting-
up the guys around Gunsight. That
galoot is a rancher, who's borrowed my
name to ride under. That’s sure why
he covers his face with a mask.”

Don Felipe shrugged his shoulders.

“I'm giving you the straight goods,
dog-gone you!” said the Kid. “That
hombre paints his horse to look like
mine, and sports goatskin chaps, and
calls himself the Rio Kid; but if you
Baw him"with his mask off you wouldn’f
see me.

Another shrug from the cattleman,
K:‘dYou ain’t taking that in?” asked the

1d.

“No, senor,” grinned the Mexican.

“Dog-gone you,” said the Kid
angrily, “if I was here to hold you up,
do you figure that I'd have let you get
the drop on me like that-a-way?"”

The Mexican looked perplexed for a
moment. It was not like the desperate
rider who had been raising Cain in
the Gunsight country to ride into a trap
as the Kid had done.

But Don Felipe shook his head.

He was not taking risks. He had ten
thousand dollars in his saddle-bags and
only one life to lose. And the masked
man who robbed on the Gunsight trails
was ruthless, and few men in the section
doubted that if he was seen without his
mask it was the face of the Rio Kid
that would be ravealed. If the
Mexican was dealing with the desperate
bandit there was only one thing that
could save him and his dollars, and
that was to shoot while he held the
drop. And that was what Don Felipe
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fully intended to do. TIf there was a
doubt, he could not afford to give the
Kid the benefit of it. :
Neither could he afford to make an
attempt to take the ouilaw prisoner.
The Rio Kid was known to be lightning
on the draw, and half a chance would

be enough for him. _ )
“1 am sorry, senor,” said the Mexican

with ironical politeness. “1f, as you
say, another ladrone has been riding
under your mname, you will suffer for
his sins. 1 cannot take chances. 1
have but one life, and, carambo, it 1s
dear to me! If you have a prayer to
say, lose no time.”
The Kid’s eyes gleamed.

The man meant to shoot, and the
levelled gun was only six feet from the
Kid. To reach for a gun was futile;
there was mno ' time, even for the
lightning-like Kid. The Kid did not
reach for a gun.

“1 guess it’s your say-so,” he drawled.
“You've sure got the goods on me,
greaser. Shoot, and be durned to you!l

Crack! :

But even as the Mexican was pulling
the trigger the Kid flung himself back-
wards over his horse’'s tail and went
with a crash to the earth, and the
bullet that had been intended to crash
through his brain tore a lock of hair
from his head and spun his hat across
the trail. It grazed the skin, and a
trickle of blood ran down the Kid's
face.

“Carambo !”

A swift leap saved the Kid from a
second bullet that crashed into the sun-
baked earth an inch from him as he
leaped.

The Mexican had no time to fire
again; for the Kid's fist crashed into
his ribs like a lump of iron, and hurled
him from the saddle with a stunnmng
crash to the earth.

The pinto flong up s head and
dashed away down the trail with empty
stirrups swinging.

The dazed Mexican raised himself on
his elbow, his right hand still gripping
his revolver. But the Kid's gun was in
his hand now, aimed at the [urious,
swarthy face.

ilep itt!!

And Don Felipe Santander let his re-
volver fall into the grass.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not a Hold Up!

‘“ ARAMBO!”
“Aw, cut it out!” snapped

the Kid. “Swearing won't

buy you anything, you dog-
goned greaser. Thunder, 1 guess 1've
a hunch to spill your juice. Get on your
féet” and, if you fouch a gun, you sure
get yours so sudden you’ll never know
what hit you.”
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Don Felipe serambled up.

*“*Put up your paws, feller.”

The Mexican -shrugged, and lifted
his hands above his head. He was at
the Kid’s mercy mnow, and still dazed
by the sudden turn of Fortune’s wheel.

The Kid dabbed at the trickle of crim-
son on his face. His ecyes gleamed
at the man from Mexico.

“You dog-goned greaser!”
he growled. *“I guess there:
ain't a Mexican born yet that
could put it over on me. DBut
it sure was a close call. And
now, why shouldn’t I fill you
full of holes, you goldarned
geek?7”

“Servor——" {altered the
Mexican, his swarthy [ace
growing white.

“Aw, forget it!” growled
the Kid. *“I ain’t shooting,
vou durned locoed mosshead !
Now, you figure that I'm that
fire-bug that rides this section
with a rag over his face; and
calls himself by my name*”

The cattleman nodded.

“Well, I guess I'll prove up
that I ain’t, clear enough even
for a bonehead like you,” said
the Kid, his good humour re-
turning. “ You was hitting for
Cunsight ?”

*“ 81, senor.”

“‘To buy cattle, I guess:”

“Si1, senor.”

“And you got a good-sized
roll in your rags?”

Santander nodded.

“ Well, you goldarned gink,
you can ride on to Gunsight,
and take your roll with you,”
growled the Kid. “Pick up
your gun, and get to your
cayuse, and hit the trail.”

I'he Mexican stared at him blankly.

" Senor—"" he faltered.

The Kid picked up the cattle-buyer’s
revolver by the butt, and shoved it back

mto the holster wunder Santander’s
serape.

“I guess you'll want that, if you meet
up with the galoot that’s been riding
under my name,” he said.

The Mexican could only gasp.

**And I'll put you wise to this,” added
the Kid. *“If Poker Poindexter, of
Gunsight, knows that you're riding this
trail with a big roll, you’ll meet up with
that fire-bug sure enough. I’m telling
you that Poker Poindexter, of the Poin-
dexter ranch, is the galoot who rides
in a mask. You get me?”

Don Felipe stared. '

*“1t is to the Poindexter ranch tha
I zo, genor, to buy cattle,” he said.

The Kid laughed grimly.

* Poindexter’s expecting you to-day?”
he demanded.

“8i, senor.”

“Then you want to watch out,
between here and Gunsight,” grinned
the Kid. “I guess if Poindexter’s wise
to it that you’re ridinﬁ the trail to-day
with a fat roll, you’ll want all your
luck to get that roll safe into town.”

The Mexican could only stare.

“ But, senor——"" he stuttered.

“Oh, quit chewing the rag, and beat
it,” interrupted the Kid. *I'm through
with you.”

The astonishment in the cattle-buyer’s
face was almost ludicrous. He could
not doubt that his life and his roll
were to be spared, as the Kid waved
him away; but he did not understand.
Poindexter he knew as a rancher who
had- sold him cattle more than once, and
the Xid’s accusation seemed wild to
him. And though the Kid spared him,
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and spared his dollars, he did not be-
lieve that the outlaw of Frio was not
the masked rider of the Rio Claro. He
did not know what to think; and he
could only stare at the Kid blankly.
The Kid made an impatient gestuve.

“Beat it,” he repeated. “There's
your cayuse—beat it—and you can sure
tell them jaspers in Gunsight that the
Kid ain’t the all-fired fire-bug they
think he is.”

““Si, senor,” gasped the Mexican.

His pinto had stopped at a distance
on the plain, and was cropping the
grass. The Mexican started towards
the horse, but with more than one back-
ward glance. [

Plainly the fear was in his mind that
the outlaw was somehow fooling him,
and he more than half-expected a shoi
to ring out.

The Kid watched him grimly.

He had set himself the task of prov-
ing that the bandit who used his name
was not himself. If he had doubted thas
the task was difficult, he realised it
now: for the cattle-buyer from Mexico,
although his life and his dollars were
spared, still doubted him. Again and
again the Mexican glanced back
doubt and uneasiness, his look betraying
only too plainly that he believed this
was some trick to serve some unknown
purpose of the trail-robber.

Ho reached his horse at last and
leaped into the saddle.

Instantly he set spurs to the animal
and dashed away at top speed.

The Kid smiled a- grim smile. The
man was not giving him a chance to

change his mind. The Mexican rode
hard, and took a course that placed the

timber ieland between himself and the
boy puncher of Frio. )
*The pesky gink!” growled the Kid.
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A TRICKY CUSTOMER!

(See Chapter 1.)

The galloping lLoofs died away on the
praivie: the Mexican vanished beyond
the . timber.

He was gone—and gone in the belief
that he had narrowly escaped the ruth-
less trail-bandit of the Gunsight coun-
try. That was all the impression the
Kid had made on the mind of Don
Felipe Santander,

The Kid rubbed his head where the
Mexican’s bullet had grazed the skm.

“The dog-goned geck !” Goldarn him
and all greasers!” growled the Kid.
“But I reckon he will be put wise. If
Poker Poindexter knows he’s on this
trail with a big 7roll, he won’t get
through to Gunsight without being held
up. That’s a cinch.”

The Kid remounted his mustang.

He knew—and he alone—that Poin-
dexter was the secret bandit. And his
chance had come at last for getting the
goods on the desperado who had used
his name and blackened it in the sight
of all men. He rode at a gallop in the
direction the Mexican cattle-buyer had
taken.

It was impossible to keep the man in
sight. The country was one of high
grass and rolling ridges, broken by
timber islands and bunches of post-oaks.
But the track of the Mexican’s horse in
the grass was more than enough for the
Kid. Once or twice he had a glimpse
of the cattie-buyer’s big sombrero bob-
hing over the grass a good distance
ahead. The Mexican was heading for
(Gunsight as fast as his . pinto could
stride, perplexed by his escape, but keen
to give the outlaw no second chance.

That he would reach Gunsight safe the
Kid did not believe for a moment. The
Kid would have laid a hundred dollars
to a red cent that the masked rider was

‘laying for him on the trail. The dollars

cottonwoods. And t1'1e bark of the re-

" Shoot, and be
durned to you ! ”’ drawled the Kid. Crack ! But
even as the Mexican was pulling the trigger, the
Kid flung himself backwards over his horse’s
tail, and went with a crash to the ground. lay.

' and the pinto made a convulsive leap,

| Kid!I"”"

in the cattle-buyer's saddle-bags were a

prize that the desperado would never
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“I guess that’s what they call me, to
haoame in the Frio country, and if you've

miss, if he knew—and he knew, since |-heard of me, you -sure know that you

Poker Poindexter knew.

Suddenly, from the rolling plain ahead,
came the loud bark of a revolver,

The Kid laughed grimly. )

The Mexican’s trail, before him, ran
into a timber island, shadowed by big

volver told the Kid that that
clump of timber was the
cover the masked outlaw had
picked for holding up the
buyer, who was going to Poin-
dexter’s ranch with dollars in
his saddle-bags. A gun leaped
irto the Kid's hand, and he
ave his horse the spur.

“0Old hoss, I guess we've
got a cinch on that fire-bug !”
said the Kid, and he dashe
on at full gallop.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Man in the Mask!

i N UESTRA SENORA !

stuttered Don

Felipe Santander.
He was taken

utterly by surprise. -

Da.nyger, he believed, was
behind him; and he was
riding through the timber at
a gellop, where the trail
wound under the vast branches
of tall cottonwoods, anxious
ofy to put a greater distance
between himself and the out-
law he had escaped. Danger
ahead he did not dream of.
But it was ahcad the danger

ffrom an opening in the
timber a horseman with a
mask on his face emerged
into view, with revolver raised.

Santander stared at him. The levelled
revolver was a warning; but the Mexican
did not halt, He drove the long
Mexican spurs into the ‘pi'ntu"s flanks,
and dashed on desperately, risking his
life to save his roll. The revolver rang,

and crashed down in the grass. San-
tander was hurled half-stunned from the
saddle.

““You durned greaser!”’ came a savage
voice from under the mask, as the horse-
man rode closer, his eyes glittering at
Don Felipe through the holes in ihe

mask. ‘‘Put up your paws, you geck,
afore I drive a bullet through your.
cabezal” !

The Mexican struggled dazedly to his |
feet. He lifted his hands over his head.
His horse lay dead in the trail, killed
instantly by the bullet that had crashed
into its brain. The gleam in the masked
rider’s eyes told that he was inclined
to send a second bullet crashing through
tha Mexican’s head, and Felipe San-
tander knew that his life hung by a
thread,.

He made no effort to reach the gun,
which the Kid had replaced in hie belt
under the serape. His dusky hands went
promptly over his sombrevo.

“Senor! Hold your hand!” he
gasped. “‘I will not resist.”

The masked man langhed scoffingly,

“I guess you're wise, you gol-darned
greaser! I reckon you wouldn’t live
long, if you aimed to pull on the Rio

The Mexican started convulsively.
“The Rio Kid!"” he gasped.
“Sure!”’

“You—you—yon, senor, you are the
Rio Kid!” stuttered the Mexican,

better not play any tricks!’’ snapped the
masked man.

““Por todos los Santos!’’ gasped the
Mexican,

He stared at the man. Ile was of slim
build, not unlike the Kid. The mark
of his grey mustang was black; the
animal looked a twin to the Kid's steed.
He wore goatskin chaps, like the Frio
puncher, There was a band of silver
nuggets round his Stetson hat, the well-
known sign of the Rio Kid. But for his
late meeting with the Kid, a few miles
back on the prairie trail, Don Felipe
would have had no doubt. But he knew,
now that the masked man was lying;
he knew that this could not be the Rio
Kid, whom he had left behind him on
the trail, '

The Kid had told him the truth; that
a secret bandit was riding in his name.
Felipe Santander knew that now,

The masked man eyed him grimly.

“I guess I ain’t no time to wasie!"™
he snapped. *“Jud Blake is riding the
prairie to-day, I reckon, and I ain’t no
hunch to meet up with the marshal of
Gunsight. I reckon I know you,
greaser—you're Felipe Santander {rom
Chihuahua, and I guess you've got a
good-sized roll, Where you stacked it,
say 7" _

The Mexican made a gesture towards
the fallen horse.

“In them saddle-bags?"” demanded the
outlaw,

““8i, senor.”

“I guess you want to sort it out, and
you want to do it quick!” snapped the,
man in the black mask. *‘‘Pronto,
hombre!”’

““8i, senor!"’ [altered Don Felipe,.

“Keep in mind that I’'ve got you
covered,”” growled the (trail-robber.
“You try any tricks, greaser, and you
get yours sudden.” '

“T am at your mercy, senor,”” said
Santander.

““Sort out that roll, pronto.”

The Mexican stepped to the body of
the horse, and knelt in the grass beside
it. The revolver in the outlaw’s hand
bore full upon him, a ready finger on
the trigger. The Mexican’s mannper was
all obedience; but there was a glint
in his black eyes. The loss of the dollars
in his saddle-bags meant ruin to the
cattle-buyer; and with all his submissive
look, he was prepared to take the moss
desperate of chances.

He fumbled at the saddle-bags. The
horseman rapped out an impatient oath.
“Pronto, ’'m telling you!”’

““Si, senor,”
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Through the holes.in the mask, the
horseman’s eyes glittered to and fro,
The trail, winding through the timber,
allowed little view in either direction.
It was a good spot for a hold-up, hidden
from all eyes. At the same time, any
rider on the trail could not have been
seen till he was close at hand. And the
outlaw knew that the marshal of Gun-
sight was riding the prairie that day—
there was little that went on in
cow-town that he did not know.

He was almost feverishly impatient.

“Pronto!”’ he snarled. ‘“By the big
thunder, you waste one second, greaser,
and I'll lay you in the trail as dead as
Abe Lincoln.” e

The Mexican submissively opened the
saddle-bags. From one of them he drew
a thick wad of notes, and the eyes
through the mask glittered at the sight
of it. He step) to the horseman and
held it up—and at the same instant he
reached for the gun hidden under his
serape and flashed it out.

The masked man fired instantly. -

It was a desperate attempt—and it
failed. Before the Mexican could pull
trigger, the masked man’s bullet struck
him down.

With a loud cry, Felipe Santander fell,
his revolver dropping from one hand, the
wad of notes from the other, into the

ass,
‘rThe horseman glared at him over the
smoking gun.

“y gguess you would have it!” he
snarled.

The Mexican sank bank, with a deep
an. A crimson stream reddened the

gﬁ:l of the serape over his breast, and
his dusky face was white. :

With a curse, the horseman sprang to
the ground, to help himself to the loot.
At the same moment there came the
thunder of horse’s hoofs on the trail
through the timber.

The masked man started, and spun
round towards the sound.

The approaching rider was not yet in
sight, but was close at hand, screened,
so far, by the trees along the winding
trail. A fierce oath dropped from the
masked man.

A second more, and the Rio Kid was
riding down on him, and the gun in his
hand was rattling. But the masked man
had already leaped back into the saddle,
and dashed his spurs into the flanks
of his mustang. Even as the Kid burst
into sight and began to fire, the masked
man rode desperately in the opposite
direction, and vanished round the wind-
ing turn of ‘the trail.

In the grass lay the wad of notes,
unheeded, close by the nerveless hand
of the man he had shot down. A
second's delay would have scaled the
outlaw’s fate, but he did not delay the
fraction of a second. Hp rode madly.
plying whip and spur, and vanished
from the sight of the Rio Kid round the
winding trail, though, swift as he was,
the rapid shots of the boy puncher went
very close.

The Kid's glance turned on the nfan
who lay in his blood in the grass of the
trail. His impulse was to ride on, in
hot pursnit of the outlaw, to ride him
down and force him to stop and fight for
his life. It was the chance he had long
sought, and swift as the masked man’s
steed was, the Kid would have relied
on his mustang to win the desperate
race. But as he reached the spot where
the cattle-buyer lay, the Kid drew rein.

The ountlaw had shot down the hapless
man, and to leave him weltering in his
blood, unaided, was not the Kid’s way.
Reluctantly he drew rein, and with the
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fleeing hoof-beats of the outlaw still in
his ears, bent over the Mexican. If the
man was dead, it was but a moment
lost—a moment that would be swiftly
regained by the fleet-footed mustang.
But a groan from the Mexican told
that he lived.
“Dog-gone it!" growled the Kid.

e stood for a moment undecided.

The hoof-beats of the masked trail-

the | robber were faint in the distance now.

He was riding madly to escape, and
beyond the timber lay the open plain.
A few minutes, and he would be riding
the prairie, screened by the dotted
timber and the clumps of mesquite. The
Kid made a movement to remount his
horse, but he turned back to the
Mexican. Santander’s eyes were fixed
on him. The Kid could not resist that
appeal.

“Dog-gone the luck!” he snapped.

“Senor,” came a faint whisper from
the Mexican. .

The Kid sighed, To let his enemy
escape was bitter, but the Kid would
not stand for deserting a wounded man
—perhaps dying. He dropped on his
knees in the grass beside the cattle-
buyer.

Santander tried to speak again, but
his voice failed. He sank back heavily
in the grass, and his eyes closed. The
Kid, whose life had taught him some-
thing of rough surgery, stripped aside
the serape and the velvet jacket under
it, and examined the wound in the
cattle-buyer’s breast. That the Mexican
would live, with care, was likely, but it
was plain that only prompt care could
save him. With his own neck-scarf,
torn in strips, the Kid staunched the
flow of blood, and bound up the wound.
He worked swiftly and carefully, and
all that he could do for the wounded
man was methodicallq done; and while
he tended the outlaw’s victim the hoof-
beats of the masked man died away in
the distance and were lost,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Close Cali!

HE Rio Kid rose to his feet.

He had done all he could, and

he had saved the life of the

. Mexican cattle-buyer. But Don

Felipe Santander lay senseless in the

rass, and the Kid was perplexed. To

ift him on a horse was to reopen the

wound; all that could save him now was

to be carried in a litter to Gunsight,

where the cowboy doctor could tend

him. But that was not in the Kid’s

power, and to ride into Gunsight to

bring help for him was to ride into a
hornets’ nest.

“I guess this has got me beat!”
growled the Kid.

But the Kid was not given time to
think out that problem. There was a
sudden shout from the timber.

“Put "em up!”

“Oh, shucks!” ejaculated the Kid.

Three men had leaped out from the
cottonwoods, and = three  levelled
revolvers covered the Kid. Half-way
to his gun his hand stopped, just in
time to save his life, V\’itﬁ a grim face
the Rio Kid put up his hands and faced
the marshal of Gunsight and his men.

“You sure win, Jud Blake,” he said
coolly.

“Keep 'em up!” said the marshal,
finger on trigger. “We've got you now,
by the great horned toad!”

y ‘;You Sl‘lil‘e have,” said the Kid bit-
erly, “and you've sure the bi
bonehead of Texas, mnrshﬂ “

The three Gunsight men gathered
round him—Jud Blake, the marshal,
and Tex Clew and Mohave, of the Poin-
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dexter Ranch. While the marshal held
his gun almost jammed in the Kid's
face, Tex and Mohave disarmed him.
And Tex ran a trail-rope round him,
and bound his arms to sides. The
Kid made no resistance. The marshal’s
finger was on the trigger, and a bullet
through the head d have been the
answer. The marshal of Gunsight was
taking no chances with the Rio Kid.
Not till the Kid's arms were bound did
Jud Blake shove his revolver back into
its holster.

“Cinched!” he said, with a deep
breath. “You durned coyote, you're
cinched good, with the man you've shot
up at your feet! You sure ain’t showed
your hoss-sense this time, Kid, T guess
you might have figured that that shoot-
ing might be heard, but I reckon you
never knew we was riding the prairie
so close. Clinched at last, Kid.”

“You dog-goned galoot!” said the
'}}{lid._ I:;Yloi;'ve suli? snea.ke? Athmﬁgh

e timber like a pesky gang of Apaches,
but you wouldn’t have got me if I
hadn’t been the prize bonehead. Yo
figure that I shot up that Greaser? You
goh:larned locoed gink, he was shot up

y the man that's riding under my
name, and I sure was here to help him.”

The marshal grinned. )

“You won't get away with a yarn
like that, Kid,” he said. *“Durn my
boots, you made me near believe that
you was square when you talked turkey
to me the other day, and allowed that
you wasn’t the firebug that’s raised Cain
round Gunsight. You sure did! Now
I've rope you in good, and enough
evidence to hang every rustler in
Texas.”

“It sure is a cinch,” said Tex. “That
galoot allowed that it was our boss,
Jim Poindexter, who was riding the
trails with a mask on his face, and here
we've got him dead to rights, with the
man he’s shot up lying at his feet. I
guess there ain't any more doubt,
marshal.”

“There sure ain't,” said Mohave,
“and I guess a rope and a branch is
what the guy wants, and wants bad.”

The marshal nodded.

“Git your riata, Tex,”
briefly.

*Sure ¥

Tex went back through the timber.

The Kid smiled bitterly. While he
had cared for the wounded man, he had
been caught in this deadly trap. The
marshal and his men had left their
horses.and crept on the scene, guessing
from the sound of shooting that there
was a hold-up in the timber. And now
they had him! The senseless cattle-
buyer could not speak, and nothing that
the Kid could say would save him

“Jud Blake, vou’re a durned lococd
mosshead,” said the Kid. “I'm telling
you that I never shot up that Greaser,
and if yon look at him you’ll sure sece
that I've bandaged him good.”

“That won't let you out,” answered
Jud Blake. “If you've bandaged the
guy, you sure shot him up first, and
that’s a cinch. Why, there’s his dollars
lying in the grass this minute.”

“T tell you—"

“Forget it!” interrupted the marshal.

Tex came back through the trees with
the lasso. He threw one end over a
high branch.

The Kid's face paled a little.

“You ain't toting me into Gunsight 7"
he asked.

“I sure ain't,” answered the marshal
emphatically. “It wouldn’t help vou
any if I did; the boys would Iynch you
on sight. But you're too dog-goned
slippery for me to take chances with

he said
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vou, Kid. You've been roped. in befors,
and you've got clear—more’'n once,
reckon. You're caught in the act, and
you're going up, pronto.”

“Y guess you're in a powerful hurry,
marshal,” said the Kid quietly. ‘‘Wait
till that galoot's able to speak, and he’ll
sure tell you that T saved him from the
man who shot him up.”

Jud glanced at the insensible Mexican.

“We ain’t wasting time on you, Kid,”
e answered. * You've shot six galoots
in this country, and you've tried to put
it on that rancher Poindexter—and I
guess you talked so well, you near made
me believe vou was giving me the
straight goods. You got the gall to
stand for the same story, with that guy
Santander lying at your feet? Shol
You sure take me for some soft Rube,
vou sure do!”

“TLet him speak

“You make me tired, Kid,” said the
marshal. “I guess you get yours here
and now, pronto. Put that rope on him,
lrex.il

“You bet!” grinned Tex.

“(Qh, search me,” said the Kid. “It
sure gets my goat to go up at the hands
of a Lunch of prize boobs, it sure does!
(io ahead with the funeral, marshal,
and be durned to you!”

There was a groan from the wounded
Mexican. His black eyes opened, and
stared wildly on the scene.

A flush of hope came into the Kid's

»”

face. His eyes fixed anxiously on the
wounded man.

“You sure seem hard hit, Santan-
der,” said the marshal. “But I guess
we'll ict you to a doec when we're
through with this galoot. You're going
to see him strung up.”

The Mexican started.

“Senor! He saved my lifel”
gasped |

“You mean to say it wasn’'t this
galoot shot you up?” roared the mar-
shal of Gunsight.

“No, senor|”

“Waal, carry me home to die!”

“It was a masked man—who called
himself the Rio Kid,” said the Mexican
faintly. *““He shot me—and this hombre
came to my aid! He bound up my
wound—he saved me——"

“Dog-gone my cats!” said Jud. He
scratched his head, perplexed. ‘This
here galoot is the Rio Kid, Santander.”

“T know! The man who shot me up
called himself by the same name!” said
the cattle-buyer, “He was masked—he
rode f(z}- his life when this hombre came
ap—

The Mexican had half-raised himself
in his camerness.

“He iz the Rio Kid, but he saved me
from the outlaw!” he said faintly.
“If T live T owe him my life.”

There was a long silence. The mar-
shal of Gunsight looked at the Kid,
and then slowly threw aside the riata.
He made a sign to Tex, who released

he

w

the boy puncher’s arms. The marshal
pointed to the Kid’s horse.

“Beat it!” he said laconically,

The Kid smiled.

“I reckon you're wise to it now, mar-
shal, that I ain't the pesky fire-bug
that’s called himself by my name,” he
said.

*1 guess that’s proved,” answered the
marshal.  “There’s sheriffs in Texas
that want to rope you in, Kid, but I
guess that ain’t my funeral. You ain't
the fire-bug we want, and you've got
into this cinch by helping a man what
was shot up by that ﬁre-gug-. I reckon
I ain’t got no grouch agin you. There’s
your hoss, and there’s your guns—and
you want to hit the trail.” Jud Blake
hesitated a moment, and then held out
his_hand. ‘“*Shake, and beat it!”

While the marshal and his men wera
making a litter of branches to carry
the wounded Mexican to the cow-lown,
the Rio Kid rode out of the timber.
That night, all Gunsight heard the news,
and knew, beyond doubt, that the
masked outlaw who had made himself
the terror of the section was not the
Rio Kid. But who he was was still un-
known—though the Kid was resolved
that it should be known, before he rode
out of the Gunsight country.

THE END.

(Don’t miss—“THE RAIDER'S LAST
TRAILY!” next week’s roaring long com-
plete story of the Rio Kid. It's full of
thirills.)
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WHE BOY WHO TRIED TO MARKE MONEY!

; & thinks Harold Skinner, the cad of the Remove, and forthwith proceeds to puf info action @

scheme on those un'?s.
= .

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Skinner, the Business Man!

o OVEREIGN for Sale!
S Study No. 11, Remove.”

That rather unusual notice,
written in the thin, clear hand of
Skinner of the Remove, was pinned on
the wall of the junior Common-room at
Greyfriars.

A good many fellows stared at it.

Sovereigns were few and far between
at Greyfriars. Sometimes a fellow had
a sovereign, or a half-sovereign, and
would show it about to other fellows
quite as a curiosity. But nobedy re-
membered a sovereign being offered for
sale before.

“Now, I wonder what that means?”
Bob Cherry remarked, as Harry
Wharton & Co. looked at Skinner's little
notice. “Why the thump does Skinner
want to sell a sovereign? He could
change it at any shop. Shops are glad
to get hold of genuine quids.”

“It's an odd thing,” remarked Johnny
Bull thoughtfully. *If you take a half-
sovereign to a shop and spend it, you
never get it back in change for a pound
note afterwards. Pecople seem to stick
to them.”

“I don’t see why,” said Nugent. “A
quid’s a quid, whether it’s paper or gold.
35(3:.1 can only buy the same stuff with
it.

“It’s simple enough, though,” said
Monty Newland, who was loocking at
the paper on the wall. The Famous Five
all turned to Newland Monty was sup-
posed to know all about finances, his
father, Sir Montague Newland, being a

reat man in the City, and director of
mmnumerable companies,

“ How's that, Newland 7"’ agked Harry

Wharton.

“You've probably never heard of
# Gresham’s Law,” 7 said Newland, with
B smile.

“Never! What is it}”

T'ee Porurar.—No. 532.

“Ti’s the rule that a bad currency will
drive out a good one,” said Newland.
“In the old times, when kings were
short of money, they used to falsify the
coin, putting in alloy instead of gold.
In modern times they print paper money
instead. It comes to much the same
thing. When a man got hold of the
good currency, he kept it, when he got
the bad currency he passed it on to the
next man. So the bad currency drove
out the good.”

“But you can buy the same stuff for
a paper quid that you can get for a gold
sovereign,” said Nugent.

“That’s so. But the gold in a
sovereign is worth five or six shillings
more than a paper pound, which means
that printing paper money has reduced
the value o? the pound to fifteen
shillings or so. Goid is a commodity
itself ; paper isn’t. Gold always keeps. its
value. Taking a sovereign as a lump
of gold, it's worth twenty-five ghillings
or more in our modern paper money.”

Bob Cherry rubbed his' nose.

“But a shopkeeper won't give you
twenty-five shillings’ worth of tuck for
it,” he said

“No; but a %'oldamith would give you
tw?,nty-ﬁva shillings—if he were allowed

“QOh!” said Bob.

“So they've passed a law that you
must not sell a sovereign above its face

value,” said Newland. “I suppose
Skinner doesn't know that. Lots of
people don’t. Anybody whg sells a

sovereign for as much as twenty shil-
lings and sixpence is breaking the law,
and liable to be fined or eent to
chokey !” ;

“I—I see,” said Bob slowly. “But
for that, people would be grabbing up
the genuine quids right and left, and
melting them down to use as gold.”

Monty Newland nodded.

“But why shouldn’t they, if they’re
their own sovereigns?” asked Johnny

.

But there's many a slip 'twixt the cup and lip, as Skinner soon discovers !,
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“You mustn’t always do as you like
with your own,” eaid Newland, smiling.
“You have to think of the country.
man who owns a house can't charge any
rent he likes, you know—the law stops
him. The man who owns a sovereign
can’t charge any price he likes—the law
steps in again.

“The country needs a gold reserve.
As a matter of fact, there are a good
many shady people going about trying
to geot hold of sovereigns, and u_ﬂ:‘ering
a premium for them. But it's illegal.”

“Any chap who has golden quids
ought to pay them into a bank or a
post office—then they go into" the
national gold reserve. But lots of

eople have real quids put away—
lC)h'eshmn‘s Law, you know; the worse
currency driving out the better one.
Some day the gold currency will come
back, and then, I rather fancy, some
millions of sovereigns will come out of
their hiding-places.”

“It’s rather fatheaded to lock up
quids,” said Bob. “If you puk. them
into Savings Certificates you get interest
on them.,”

“But nervous people do if, all the
same,” said Newland. “Nobody knows
how many sovereigns have been locked
away, but there must be some millions,
at least. And people who don’t object
to breaking the law sell them at a
profit.”

Wharton gave a start, and looked at
Skinner's notice again.

“You don't think that that's Skinner's
game ?” he exclaimed.

‘“0f course it is. If he wanted twenty
shillings for his quid, he could take it
to Mrs. Mimble at the tuckshop.”

Wharton frowned.

“It’s rather mean, even if it wasn't
illegal,” he said. “8kinner ought not

to do anything of the kind.”
“He had better not let the Head hear
of it, at any rate,” said Newland. “It

would mean trouble for him.”

“It ought to mean trouble for him, if
matters are as you say,” said Bob
Cherry. “The law ought to be observed
—that’s only playing the game. It's as
fair for one chap as another. ILet's go
and see Skinner, you fellows, and ask
him what he wants for his quid.”

“Let’s,” assented Wharton.

And the Famous Five repaired to
Study No. 11 in the Remove, They

4 found Skinner there, engaged in discus-
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4zjon with Fisher T. Fish, the Trans-
atlantic ornament of the Lower Fourth.

“] guess I can go you tweqt-y-two-and-
six,” Fisher T. Fish was eaying.

“Twenty-five !’ said Skinner.

“Qh, come off!” growled Fisher T.
Fish. “Twentyfive is the outside
limit, and I couldn’t get more than that
myseif by going round Courtfield look-
ing for a galoot to buy it.”

“That depends,” said Skinner. I
heard of a chap who got twenty-seven.
T'wenty-five’s my price.”

“Qh, guff !” said Fisher T. Fish; and
he walked out of the study as the
Famous Five came in. 5

Skinner gave the chums of the Re-
move a cheery nod. = el

“Looking for bargains in quids?” he
asked.

“No,” said Harry Wharton. “Are
you asking more than a pound for that
sovereign, Skinner?”

“More than a paper pound, yes. I
want twenty-five bob.  You sce,” ex-
plained Skinner, “my uncle gave me n
sovereign last holidays, and I've kept
it ever since, But I'm hard up, so I'in
going to sell it. What offers?” .

“None from this little party,” said
Bob Cherry. “Newland =ays it is
against the law.”

“Dear me!” said Skinner.

“QOh! Youn knew that, did you?”

“My dear man, there are so many
laws,” drawled Skinner. “Six hundred
busybodies gather togeiher at West-
minster and keep on passing laws so fast
that it makes a fellow's head swim.
They really can't expect me to keep
pace with their jolly old anties.”

“So that's how you lock at the laws
of the country you live in¥” asked
Harry Wharton. S

“Just like that,” assented Skinner.
“Twenty-five bob if you wuni the quid.
There's the door, if you don’t.”

“The Head would be down on this,
Skinner,” said Harry.

“Are you going to sneak
Head 7 sncered Skinner.

“Yon know I'm not—but you know
jolly well that you ought not to be
doing this.”

Skinner smiled genially.

“You always do cxactly as
ought ?” he asked.

“Well, I—I suppose not; but—"

“You see, cven a perfect character—
a model for the school—doesn't always
keep up to the very pitch of perfection,”
smiled Skinner. “So what can you ex-
pect of an imperfect character like littlo
me?”

Harry Wharton & Co. left the study.
It was not of much use arguing with
Harold Skinner. A little later Sidney
James Snoop came in, with a frowning
brow.

“You're selling a quid, Skinner " he
exclaimed,

“Just =0.”

“Fishy says you're asking twenty-five
shillings for it?”

By “It's worth it, dear boy. Worth more,
as a matter of feet—but I never was
close with money.”

“So that's why you toock my gold
qnids the other day and gave me cur-
rency motes for them!” exclaimed
Snoop.

Skinner nodded ccolly.

“That’s why,” he assented. “You
were glad to get the money for them,
Snoopey. I asked you if you were sure,
and you said yes. You've got nothing
to grouse about.”

“T never thought about the quids
being worth more than paper money.”

“1 did,” said Skinner.

%“You've done me,

io the

you

I'd jolly well

make you give me the quids back, only
I've spent your notes,” growled Snoop.

Skinner langhed.

“You ought to stand me something
extra, Skinner.”

“Even his Magnificence, the great
Wharton, doesn’t always do just as he
ought—he’s just owned up to it,”
grinned Skinner. “And I never do.”

“Well, youa're 2 mean rotter,” said
Snoop.

“Thanks !” -

“Newland says what you're doing is
illegal.”

“I’'m not askin’ Newland to buy the
qunid.”

“You =pun a yarn about your uncle
giving you the sovercign. You know
that's a rotten lie.”

“Go hon!” sneered Skinner.

“You know jolly well that some
fishy-looking johnny wanted ns to row
him across the river the other day,”
said Snoop, “and that you bargained
with him.”

“And he gave us five giddy sovercigns
for the job,” drawled Skinner. “ And
Queen Anne's dead.”

Snoop glared.

“Oh, don’t rot!”-he snapped. “Why
the silly idiot wanted to get across in
such a hurry, I don’t know. Dut he
paid us handsomely for it. And you,
you rotter, took my share of the quids
and gave me paper money for em.”

“Quite true,” said Skinner mock-
ingly. “And you’re sayin’ nothin’ to
the fellows. You've had your half, and
you can shut up. If there was anythin’
fishy about that fat johnny, you're as
deep in the mud as I am in the mire.”

“I'm not saying anything. All the
same, it’s rotten !” grumbled Snoop. “I
suppose your e is to sell the quids
one after another, at intervals—making
out they were tips from relations.”

“ Just that.”

“You'll make an extra twenty-five
zhillings on the five of them, at that
rute.”

“That’s what comes of havin® a busi-
ness head,” said Skinner coolly. “The
reward of ability, you know.”

Bolsover major came into the study.

“Trot it out, Skinner,” he said.

“You're after the sovereign, Dol-
over 1

“Yes; I'd like it as a curiosity,” said
Bolsover major. “I'm going to wear it
on my watch-chain. I don’t mind giv-
ing you a guinea for it, if you like.”

“I'm asking twenty-five shillings.”

“Well, you're a blessed Shylock!”
said Bolsover major, in disgust. “It's
only worth a pound, isn’t it?”

“If you buy the same amount of gold
from_ a goldsmith, old man, you'll have
to give at least twenty-six shillings,”
said Skinner. “You're making a prolit

in getting this one for twenty-five.”
“Is that &0?” asked Bolsover
dubiously.

“¥You can ask Newland—he knows all
about money values. His father’s a
rich sheeney in the City.”

“Well, I’ll have it,” said Bolsover.
“I'll take it down to Courtficld to-
morrow and have it bored to put on my
chain. There’s your money.”

Bolsover major laid a pound-note and
two half-crowns on the table, and left
the study with Skinner’s sovereign in
his possession. Skinner emiled cheerily,
and Sidney James Snoop scowled.

It was soon known in the Remove that
Bolsover major had bought Skinner's
sovercign. But Skinner’s notice re-
mained pinned on the wall in the Com-
mon-room.

In answer to inquiries, Skinner ex-
plained that he had another sovercign,
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given him as a tip by a kind aunt. One
sovereign had been eold; but there was
still a sovereign for sale in Study No.
11 in the Remove.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Light at Last!

o RANKY, old man—" f
Harry Wharton's  brows
wera  knitted  in thought:
Nugent looked at him in-

quiringly.

“What's the trouble?” he asked.

“This game of Skinner’s—"

“No bizney of ours, Harry,” said
Frank Nugent. *“Skinner’s a toad, if
you like—a regular tick—but it takes
all sorts to make a Lower Fourth Form
in any school.”

“It isn’t that, Frank,” said Wharton
gravely. “But where did he get the
gold coins from 7"

“He says his unclo gave him_ the
quid last holidays. Nothing surprising
in that”

“Noj; bat he’s sold one, and he's got
anaother for sale, and says that bis aunt
gave it him.”

“Well, what abont it 7 asked Nugent.

“It’s too thick, Frank. Skinner never
got those quids from his relations. You
remember that fat johnny the other day
offered us sovereigns to row him across
the river. We asked Skinner whether
he had rowed the man across, and he
said ‘ No.” But it looks to me now——"
Harry Wharton paused.

Frank Nugent gave a whisile.

“I hadn't thought of it,” he said.
“But _it's clear enough, now you men-
tion it. Of course, the man came on
Skinner and Snoop in their boat, aficr
we turned them down. and gave them
money to row him across. That’s where
Skinner's quids cameo from.”

“Tt seems likely, Frank.”

“Jt seems jolly certain. Still, it's not
our bizney 1f Skinner chooses to take
tips from strangers.”

“The man was a rogue, Frank; we
thought at the time that he must have
robbed a bank.”

“I know; but we've watched the
papers since then, and there’s heen
nothing shout a bank being held up in
this part of the country.”

ITarry Wharton nodded.

“That’s so; and if it had happened,
it would Le in the papers, of course.
can't guite make it out; but the man
was a rogue. It oceurred to me that he
might be a coiner.”

“Not likely. I fancy coiners of gold
miust have gone out of business since
paper money came in,” said Nugent.
“I'here are spoof half-erowns and
florins ahout.  And I've read in the
papers that there are forged currency
notes. But it stands to reason that a
coiner wouldn’t turn out sovereigns.
You can’t change a sovereign in a shop
without getting some attention; and a
coiner doesn’t go round trying to attract
notice to his goods.”

Wharton laughed.

*“No. Anybody getting a sovercign
now looks at it twice, at least. I saw a
man change a sovereign at Chunkley's
the other day, and the shopman rang it
three times on the counter. 1 suppose
the merchants in spoof gqnids must have
gone out of business.”

“Pretty certain,” said Nugent.

“Then what the dickens was that
man, Frank? He was escnping from
something, and he seemed to have a
pocketinl of sovereigns.” 5

“Might have been only an eccentrie
character—perhaps a little bit off the
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top. Anyhow, he wasn't a bank’mbbe:,r,
or the matter would be in the papers.

“1 can't help feeling bothered about
it, Frank. It would be a frightinl dis-
grace for Greyfriars if—if—"

“Well, Skinner's bound to disgrace
his school xoorer or later,” said Frank.
«Still, it would be rather thick for a
Greyfriars chap to be had up as a re-
ceiver of stolen goods. Grooh!

“It's beastly of Skinner; but, 05
course, we can't give a chap away,
said Harry. “But it's on mny mind,
Frank. 1f that man was a thief of
some sort, and it looks like it, it must
have been the police he was scooting
from, and they must want to know
where he was scen last. If there'd been
a report in the paper of a bank-rob-
bery in this part of Kent we should
have known what to do. But look
here, Frank, we know Inspector Grimes,
at Courtfield. Supposc we ask him
about it—without mentioning Skinner,
of course. If that man is wanted by
the police, it’s pretty certain that they
have his description at the police
station in Courtfield. We can ask Mr.
Grimes about it, and set the matter
at rest.” )

Nugent made a grimace. i

1t \%ns “'ednesdug and a hali-holiday,
and the Famous Five had intended to

o for a long cycle spin that afternoon.
flnt as he saw that the matier was
troubling his chum, Frank assented at
once.

“We can take in Courifield on our
way, Frank,” said Harry.

“Right-ho! I don't mind.”

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and
Johuny Bull and Bob Cherry being
agrecable, when consulted, the Famous
Five wheeled out their bicycles to ride
to Courtfield. :

They found Bolsover major of the
Llemove, starting in the same direction.

“Seen my quid?” asked Bolsover
genially. “I'm going down to old
Lazarus to have it put onmy chain.”

* Let’s see it,” said Harry.

“ Here you are.”

Polsover major handed over the sove-
reign. Harry examined it very keenly;
certainly it looked like a genuine coin.

“Sure it's a good one!” he asked, as
he handed it back to Bolsover major.

The latter gave a start.

“Eh! Why shouldn’t it be? Skinner
got it as a tip from his uncle last hols.”

“1f he did, it’s all right, of course.”

“Well, he says he did. It seems to
ring all right,” said Bolsover major.
“ Auyhow, I'll ask old Lazarus; he will
know.”

And Bolsover major tucked the sove-
reign into his waistcoai-pocket and
]wja!lsd off. The Famous Five rode in
the same direction. Bolsover major
stopped at Mr. Lazarus’ shop, Harry
Wharton & Co. riding on till they came
to the police station.

Leaving his chums to wait for him,
the captain of the Remove, entered the
station, and asked the constable on duty
for Inspector Grimes., He was shown
into the inspector’s room, where the
stout and florid Mr. Grimes greeted him
with a genial nod.

Good-afternoon, Masier Wharton!
What can I do for you?”

Wharion coloured a liitle.

“I'm_afraid I may be wasting your
time, Mr. Grimes,” he said. “But
there's something I think I ought to tell
vou—or ask you, rather. If there's
nothing in it, you'll excuse me.”

“Certainly,” said Mr. Grimes, with a
rather curious look.

And Harry Wharion gave a succinet
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account of the meecting with the run-
nini man on the river the previous
week.

Inspector Grimes listened rather care-
lessly at first, but as Harry proceeded
his attention became concentrated. He
did not interrupt the schoolboy ; but his
look graver and grimmer as
Harry Wharton proceeded with his tale.

“I'm glad you've come to me, Master
Wharton,” he said. “I wish you'd come
earlier. When did this happen exactly 1"’

“Last Wednesday.”

“A week ago,” said the inspector,
He sorted out a bundle of papers from
a pigeon-hole. *“Now, give me his de-
scription carefully. A stoutish man of
about fifty—"

*“Yes,” said Harry.

“Wearing glasses,” said the inspector.
“Horn-rimmed."

“No; gold-rimmed I"” said Harry.

“He would change them, of course—
a second pair in his pocket,” assented
the inspector. * Light brown eyes—"'

“I never noticed *he colour of his
eyes.”

“Well, you wouldn’t, I
Five-feetsix high——"

“ About that.”

“Running hard up the river from the
direction of Friardale.”

“Yes,” said Harry.

“And he badly wanted you to row
him across?”

“He offered us money—gold sove-
reigns.”

Inspector Grimes chuckled.

“No doubt; they zame cheaper to him
than half-crowns to another man.
don’t suppose he had many currency
notes about him—but he may have had
hundreds of sovereigns. Well, Master
Wharton, it’s pretty cleaf that the man
you saw last ay was John
Smith, alias George Robinson, alias
Peter Williams, alias Gilded Jim !""

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated the captain
of the Remove. “Then ke was a rogue
of some kind, as we thought!"”

“He was—and is. Gilded Jim was
traced last week on the railway from
Canterbury to Lantham,” said the in-
spector. *“‘He was traced from Lantham
on the local line to Friardale. The
detective’s hand was nearly on his
shoulder at Friardale, when he dodged
down a back street and got away.”

“Oh!'" said Harry.

“He was scen running on the tow-
path; and the London detective was hot
on his track,” went on Mr. Grimes.
“But the rogue was cunning—he crossed
the stream by a plank bridge, and threw
the plank into the water. That got him
clear, The man behind him lost an
hour, and lost the track into the bar-
gain.  Afterwards the river-bank was
searched, but it secmed pretty clear that
he got across the river somehow., It's
known that he cannot swim, and every
boatman between Courtfield and Friar-
dale has been questioned; but nobody
knows anything of the man. He got
clear away on the other side, and I had
guessed long ago that he had spotted
some pleasure boat on the river, and
asked for a passage across.” -

“He asked us,” said Harry. “But we
\;'ere suspicious; it seemed so jolly fishy
that—"

“You were right; but somebody else
did not have so much sense, I imagine,”
said the inspector. “When you go back
to your school you might ask whether
any other lad had a boat n}: the river
that day, and saw anything of the man.”

Wharton was silent

“Any information you can send us
would be usecful, of course,” said the

suppose.
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inspector.  “Of course, any Greyfriars
boy would be glad to come forward
and tell anvthing he knew, in a erasa
like this. The man is a professional
swindler, and has been wanted for two
years.”

“Then—then . it really was stolen
money that the rascal offered us!” ex-
claimed Harry.,

The inspector smiled.

“Oh, no! It was his own. You see,
he made it himself!” '

“Then he was a coiner!”

“Yes, and the most skilful coiner in
the country; that's why his associates
call him Gilded Jim."”

“And the sovercigns were—"

“Duds!" said the inspector.

“But—I thought of that,” said Harry.
“But surely a coiner would not try to
pass spoof sovereigns in these days,
when you get so much attention if you
hand out gold in any place.”

“You don’t know the wicked ways of
the world in your school, my boy,” said
the inspector, with a smile. *“That was
Gilded Jim’s game in the old days
before the War. It wouldn't pay him
now—the first spoof sovereign he
changed in a shop wonld most likely
give him away. But there are people
who buy up sovereigns to melt down;
they give more than twenty shillings
each for them. It's illegal, but it's
done to a very considerable extent. Of
course, it has to be kept very dark; a
shady merchant buying sovereigns over
face value knows that he is breaking
the law. Gilded Jim's game in these
days is to get himself up as a country
shopkeeper or farmer who has a dozen
sovereigns that he's been keeping in a
stocking or a locked box; he gets into
touch with one of the gold grabbers,
and sells the quids at twenty-two or
three shillings each.”

“Phew”

“Youn see, he's a skilful coiner, and
he puts good value into the stuff—ten
shillings’ worth of gold at least in each
quid. He can afford to be on the safe
side, as he sells them at a premium.”
The inspector laughed. “There are a
good many gold-ﬁrnbbing merchants in
the country who have dealt with Gilded
Jim, and have had rcason to be sorry
for it!"

“So—s0 that was it exclaimed
Wharton. “I—I never thought of any-
thing of that kind, of course!”

“Naturally you wouldn't,” said Mr.
Grimes. “But that's the game. Gilded
Jim used to swindle the general public
before the War. The introduction of
paper money spoiled his business, till he
worked out this new stunt. Now he
swindles prople who are something like
swindlers themselves; at least, what
they do is illegal. I dare say it serves
them right when ther get landed with
his dud sovereigns: all the same, the
law wants to get held of Gilded Jim.
We want him very bad!”

“I understand,” said Harry.

“He would have been nailed last
Wednesday, if some unthinking ass had
not hel him across the river,” said
Mr. Grimes. “That gave him a fresh
start, and he got clear. But it would
be useful to know for a fact that he did
get across. It would narrow down the
search to some extent. Let me know
anything you may hear.”

Harry Wharton rejoined hiz chums,
who were waiting in the street. The
Famous Five had plenty of food for
thought as they pedalled away in the
sunny afternoon.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Bombshell for Skinner!
KINNER of the Remove was in
S high fcather.
In Study No. 11 in the Remove
he had gathered a select little
party of friends. .
It was but seldom that Skinner
“stood ” a spread; generally he was
careful to limit his expenditure to him-
self. But there were occasions when
Skinner appearcd as the hospitable host
—rare occasions, perhaps once in a term.
And on this special occasion Skinner
was “doing ” himself and his friends
uncommonly well. Having received
twenty-five shillings from Bolsover
major for a sovereign that had cost
him nothing, Skinner felt that he could
.'(«'la::'iely spread himself a little. And he
id.

There was a heavy footstep in the
Remove passage, and the sound of a
panting breath. Somebody had come

upstairs, apparently, at a great rate of
8 The heavy footsteps came along
{o Study No. 11

“That’'s Bolsover,” grinned Snoop.
“I'd know his fairy footsteps any-
where.”

Crash! i

The door of Study No. 11 flew wide
open. With so mnng guests in the
study, No 11 was rather overcrowded,
and Billy Bunter was within radius of
the opening door. As it flew open, it
collided with Bunter, and there was a
yell from the fat junior.

IIWhDop l!l

Bolsover major strode into the study.
Billy Bunter was staggering in his way,
and the burly Removite shoved him
roughly aside, and Bunter collapsed. in
a corner.

Bolsover major's face was red with
rage and fury. He glared over the
table at Skinner.

“You swindler!” he roared.

“What?"” howled Skinner,

A LESSON FOR A RASCAL!

“ You—you—jyou thief 1

“0Oh, my hat !’ murmured Hazeldene.
“What's the trouble now? I'm not
staying for this show!” And Hazel
slipped quietly out of the study behind
Bolsover major. And Fisher T. Fish
backed out after him.

Skinner rose to his feet, his thin face
pale with rage.

“What do you mean, Bolsover, you
bullyin’ cad? What do you mean by

callin’ me names, you rotter 7”
Bolsover shook a huge fist at Harold

\

8kinner shuddered.
Oh crumbs!

.

Skinner over the tea-table. The remain-
ing members of the pariy backed their
chairs hastily.

“You spoofing rotter!” bellowed
Bolsover, and his bull voice drew
curious fellows along the passage. “I'm
having it back! See? I'm having my
money back, or I'll make you squirm!”

And  Bolsover major_ crashed a
sovereign on the table. It rang there
and spun round, and rolled to the
carpet. Skinner glanced at it.

“What are you driving at?” he said,
between his teeth. “I'd take the
sovereign back, only I've spent the
money. You bought it of your own
accord, you rotter, didn't you?"”

“] thought it was a good onec!”
roared Bolsover.

“It’s good enough.”

“If it's good enough, take it to the
tuckshop and change it, and I'll take the
twenty shillings you get for it, and say
no more ut it!” scoffed Bolsover

Yarooop ! ™
grasped him, and got his head into chancery.

major. “Mean to say you didn'_t know
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it was a bad one when yeu Lunged. i
on me 7
“A—a—a bad

1

one stuitered

“Oh crumbs!” murmured Snoop.

This was news—startling news—to
Snoop, as well as to Skinner. But
Sidney James grinned. Skinner had
““done ¥ him in the deal over the gold
coins; and it looked now as if Skinner
had done himself still more completely.
And Sidney James was glad that he
had already spent the currency notes

5\

" Are you handing me back my money, or shall |
wallop you first, and then go to the lice-station with your false money 7 *
demanded Bolsover.
it up later—1'll—

““1-1 tell you I never knew ! 1'll make
Skinner broke off as Bolsover

(See Chapler 3.)

he had received in exchange for his half
of the bribe.

Skinner stood stuttering. The sur-
prise and rage and dismay in his face
calmed Bolsover major a little.

“You didn't know 1" he demanded.

“You rotter!”  hissed Skinneg
savagely. “Do you think I'm a passex
of counterfeit money?”

“Well, you passed it on to me,” said
Bolsover major. “And you're such a
deceiving blighter, Skinner, that I don’t
believe you didn’t know it. It's just one
of your tricks. Anyhow, it’s all right if
you give me my monecy back. There's
your precious quid on the floor.”

“I can’t give you the money back
when DPve spent nearly all of it
already!” hissed Skinner. “And the
soverelgn’s & good one. Who's told yon
it's bad 7”

“Mr. Lazarus at Courtficld!” roared
Bolsover. “I took it to him to have it
put on my chain. He fairly grinned
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at me, blow him! He told me al once
it was a dud.”

“He's an old fool—" )

“He said it was an unusualiy well-
made one, with an unusual amount of
genuine gold in it,’" said Iolsover

major. *“He says there may be ninc or
ten shillings’ worth of gold in it. Ile
advised me to take it to the police

station and tell them where [ got it—
and so I jolly well will if you dou't give
me my money back.”

“He, he, he!” came from Snoop.

Skinner's face was white. He rcalised
that Bolsover major must be stating the
facts; old Mr. Lazarus, at Courtlicld,
knew what he was talking about. Ile
was a dealer in coins of long cxperi-
ence. It was a terrible blow to the
hapless Skinner,

He had parted with two
shillings to Snoop in _exchange
sovereigns that turned out to
“duds —coins that he could not pass
without risk of arrest. .

For some moments Skiuner's brain
was in a whirl,

Bolsover major had come round the
table now, and was towering over the
wretched Skinner. i

“There's your dud quid on the focor.
Give me the twenty-five bob.” ”

“J—I don’t belicve it's a dud——

“You knew it was!” roared Bolsover.
“You said you got it from your uncle—
and you've got another from your blessed
aunt—I don’t think! Are your rclations
a gang of coiners, then? They must be
if they can hand you out spuof quids for
tips.”

Skinner panted as a laugh came from
the passage. He scemed caught at every
point now. Vernon-Smith Iogkod into
the doorway with a grin on his face.

“Nabbed at last, old man,” he re-
marked. “But I say, Skinney, this is
rather thick, even for you.”

“You rotter! I never kfiew—-"

“Own up, old mut!” said Smithy.
“You bought those quids cheap some-
where to paln off among the fellows.”

“T didn’t !” shrieked Skinner.

He fairly quivered with terror as he
realised the fearful suspiciou his conduct
had laid him open to.

“Arec you going to give me back my
tweniy-five bob?* roared Dolsover
major.

“I—I've spent it!” gasped Skinner
desperately, “I—I'll make it up. T'll
let you have the money some time.”

*“This ycar, next year, some time,
never ! chuckled the Bounder. And
there was a laugh from the gathering
crowd in the Remove passage.

“That's not good enough !” shouted”
Bolsover. “Are you handing back my
money, or shall I wallop you first and
then go to the police station with your
false money ?”

Skinner shuddered.

unds ten
for

“I—1 tell you I ncver knew. I'll
make it up later. I—1'li Oh,
crumbs! Oh, dear! Yooop! Gerroff!
Yaroooooooogh !

Bolsover major had grasped Lim.
Skinner struggled ﬁorcuﬁ'. But the
bully of the Remove was not to be
denied.  Skinner’s head went  into

chancery, and Bolsover punched at his
features with terrific vim.

The hapless Skinner's yells rang along
the Remove passage.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Pays the Piper !

o ALLO, hallo, hallo! Is that
murder{ or only man-
slaughter?” inquired Bob
Cherry.

Harry Wharton & Co. came up the
Tue PorurLar.—No. 532.

~had no idea that

Remove stawrcase.  They had ridden
home at once from Courtfield, instead of
going on the intended spin. Wharton
was anxious to sce Skinner and warn
him of the peril he had placed himself
in and recommend him to go to
Inspector Grimes and tell the whole
story. But Bolsover major was back
first, as the Famous Five guessed when
they heard the fearful yelling from
Skinner’s study.

“Bolsover's found out it was a spoof
quid!” grinned Johnny Bull. “He's
taking it out of Skinner.”

“Berve him jolly well right!” said
Nugent.

“The rightfulness is terrific,”” said
ITurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “But we
must not let him manslaughter the
cstcemed and detestable Skinner!”

And the Famous Yive ran along the
passage to Study No. 11. Therc was
a crowd round the door, buzzing with
excitement. Inside tho study Bolsover
was hammering Skinner without mercy.

“Iold on, Bolsover!” + The captain
of the Remove ran iuto the study and
caught Bolsover’s powerful arm and
dragged it back,

“Let go, Wharton! Ile’s sold me a
spoof quid, and Le won't give me the
money back! Palming false moncy on
the fellows—pah I”’

“I—I—I,” babbled Skinner—"I—I
never did 1?

Wharton gave the wretched fellow a
compassionate glance. It was well for
him that Wharton was able—and will-
ing—to bear out his statement to that
cxtent,

“You know how he came by the
money, Wharton?”’ asked the Bounder.

“Yes,” said Harry. “He ought
never to have taken it, and he ought
never to have sold it; but I'm sure he
it was counterfeit

money, He wouldn't have taken it

from the man if he’d known that, I'm’

certain. The silly fool thought he was
being very clever when he was being
spoofed by ihat awful rascal!”

“Tho too-cleverfulness was terrific!”

“That’s all very well " snorted Bol-
sover major. “But if Skinner doesn't
hand back my cash I'm going to Mr.
Quelch, if not to the police!”

“You need not go to Mr. Quelch 1™
said an icy voice at the door. *“Mr.
Quelch is here !”

The Remove master looked in at the
doorway. The crowd of juniors had
fallen back as he came up the passage.
The din in Skinner's study had reached
official cars.

Skinner looked at his Form master
and groancd in utter misery. A

“It's all up now 1”

“You'ro bound to make a eclean
breast of it now, Skinner!" said Harry
Wharton quietly. “We found out the
facts from Mr. Grimes, and I was going
to advise you to go to him. Tell Mr.
Quelch all about it, and we can witness
that you never knew it was counterfeit
woney. And that’s the main point.”

“I  understand nothing of this,
Wharton,” said Mr. Queleh.  “Kindly
cxplain.”

Skinner stood dabbing his nose, with
his wretched knecs knocking together,
while the captain of the Remove made
his cxplanation. Even Skinner realised
now that his only hope lay in frank-
ness and in the witnessing in his favour
by the Famous Five. The fellows at
whom he had gibed and snecred, whose
decont ways he had made a subject of
mockery, whose integrity he had re-
garded with cynical disdain as “soft-
ness "—these were the fellows who
stood by him now and made the best
they pould of the dingy affair for him.
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“Give me the sovereigns, Skinner!I”}

sa;]n.:‘lh Mr‘.i Quelch when he had h’enrt:li all.
¢ five soverei were placed in

Mr. Quelch’s hand. = .

“8kinner, I shall now take you to
Inspector Grimes, at Courtfield, and
you will tell him everything. What
steps he may take I do not know; but
you must take your chance of that. I
cannot believe that in helping the
fugitive to escape you had no suspicion
of his character; but I am willing 1o
believe that you did not know that he
gave you false money. But in selling a
gold coin above its face value you have
broken the law, and you must answer
for it! Come with me!”

There was a hush in the Remove as
Mr. Quelch led the wretched Skinner
away. -

. L

Harry Wharton & Co. spent an
anxious couple of hours while Skinner
was away with his Form master. What
those hours werc like to Skinner they
could hardly imagine. What was going
to happen to Skinner the Remove fellows
could not guess. It was a great relief
when a taxicab brought the Remove
master home with Skinner, and they
saw that at least he had been allowed
to return to the school.

Skinner came into Study No. 1 a
little later, where the Famous Five
were waiting, His face was white, and
there was not a sign of his usual
cynical impudence about him.

“I—I'm obliged to you fellows!”
stammered Skinner. “I know you did
your best for me.”

“How’s it ended ?” asked Harry.

“It's all right. Old Grimes isn't a
bad sort! 1—I owned up to every-
thing,” said Skinner. *“Of course, I
never knew anything about Gilded
Jim, as they call him; but I knew he
wasn't simply wanting lo get across

the river to sce a sick relative—I
admitted that. As it happens, the man
has been arrcsted at Brighton; the

news has just come through by tele-
phone. 1 was jolly glad to hear it, I
can tell you! Mr. Grimes heard all I'd
got to say, and said that I'd better be
dealt with by my own headmaster.
“You're lucky,” said Bob Cherry.
“I know I am. Snoop was in it, too.
But I was fool enough to take the
sovercigns off him for currency-notes;
I shall never sce the money again.
I've got to pay Bolsover back, of
course. I'm to be flogged to-morrow
motning for sclling Bolsover the quid
above value, and Bolsoyer’s got five

hundred lines for having bought it.’
| Serve him right! But know I'm
lucky !” Bkinner shivered. “It might
have been mwuch worse! But for you

fellows, the whole Form would have
believed that 1 was passing counterfeit
money. I couldn’t have stayed on at
Greyfriars. Quelchy might have be-
licved that, too—and the Head. I'm
sorry I've been rather a cad to you
chaps, and—and you've played up like
real bricks!™

And Skinner white and shaken, went
his way.

“I'm glad he's pulled through ! said
Harry Wharton: and his comrades
nodded assent. Theyv did not, and could
not, like Skinner; but they were glad
hﬁ bad pulled through all right, after
all, :

THE END.

(You'll geh a long lungh over mext
Tucsday's rollicking long story of the
Greyfriars Chums, enlitled : “BUNTER,
THE RAIDER!



ROORKWOOD MASTER IN TROUBLE!
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Mr. Greely certainly ashs for trouble when he inierferes with a fellow oulside his Form. And trouble he does ge &,
of a nature that sends Rookwood into roars of laughter —but Mr. Greely into roars of wrath!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Just Like Mr. Greely !

i OVELL!”
' “Yes, sir!”
“Hold up your shoulders,

my boy.”
“What #”
“And take your hands out of your
pockets.”
Arthur Edward Lovell, of the

Classical Fourth, simply stared at Mr.
Greely. Really, he could scarcely be-
lieve his ears.

Had his own Form master addressed
him in those words, it would have been
Lovell's duty to sit up and take notice,
so to speak, though 1t would not have
been pleasant.

But Mr. Greely was not his Form
master. Horace Greely was master of
the Fifth Form. Portly and ponderous,
Mr. Greely was rolling across Big Quad
like a galleon under full sail, and he
had heaved to, as it were, to fix his lofty
glance on Lovell, of the Fourth, and

“~udmonish him in his deep, rich, fruity
voice.

“You should not slack, my boy!”
he continued. *Slacking is a bad thing
for men and boys alike, Slacking
undermines the—ah—character; it is
the beginning of a general—ah—de-
terioration.”

This was a sample of Mr. Greely’s
trite wisdom, which he rolled out as
impressively as if it were a new dis-
covery, the fruit of long meditation.

“I’'m not slacking |’ shouted Lovell.

“What| Moderate your tone, Lovell,
mederata your tone! You should not

e mA|

A ROLLICKING LONG COMPLETE STORY OF JIMMY SILVER & CO.,
THE MERRY CHUMS OF ROOEWOOD

By Owen Conquest.

raise your voice in
master.”

Repetition of his remarks was one
of Mr. Greely's ponderous and ex-
asperating ways.

The general opinion at Rookwood
was, that Mr. Greely’s remarks were
not really worth hearing once. Hearing
them twice was altogether too thick.

“I. am speaking to you for your own
good, Lovell—entirely for your own
good,” said Mr. Greely severely. “It is
shocking to see a boy slacking and loaf-
ing—yes, loafing! Hold yourself up,
my boy; take your hands out of your
pockets |”

And Mr. Greely, with a severe shake
of the head, rolled on, leaving Arthur
Edward Lovell rooted to the gravel

ath, and in a state of wrath that would

ave done credit to a Hun.

“The—the ass " gasped Lovell. “The
cheeky ass! The fat old duffer! Talk-
ing to me as if I were a fag of the

addressing a

Second!  The—the—the priceless old
ass!”

Luckily Mr. Greely was out of
hearing.

Still like a galleon under full sail,
he was pursuing his lofty course along
the gravel path towards Little Quad—
stately and solemn and slow. It was
fortunate that he had passed out of
hearing.

rtainly it would have been

a blow to his dignity to learn that &
junior of the Fourth Form regarded him
as a priceless ass.

“ Priceless old ass!” repeated Lovell,
finding solace in saying to himself what
he could not venture to say to the Fifth
Form master.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell stared round.

That burst ot merriment apprised
him of the fact that the little scene had
aad witnesses and hearers.

Three juniors of the Modern Side
were grinning at him: Tommy Dodd
and Cook, and Doyle. That they had
neard Mr. Greely's ponderous admoni-
tions, and thoroughly enjoyed them,
was clear. If anything could have added
to Lovell’s exasperation, and put the lid
on his wrath, that would have done 1t,
to be grinned at by Moderns after beins
slanged by a priccless ass. He glare
at the three Modern juniors.

“Don’t slack, my boy!” said Tommy
Dodd, with a cheery imitation of Mr.
Greely’s fruity voice that made his
comrades yell with laughter.

“Hold up your shoulders!” gasped
Tommy k.

“Take your hands out of
** shrieked Tommy Doyle.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

The three Tommies yelled.
Tue PoruLar.—No. 532, .
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“Funny, isn't it?” snorted Lovell
furiously

“8lacking
general character |
Dodd.

“It is the beginming of a—ah—
general deterioration I”’ hooted Cook.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You cheeky Modern frumps!” roared
Lovell .

Tommy Dodd held up an admonitory
hand, quite in the style of Mr. Greely.

“Moderate your tone, Lovell—"

“What?”

“It is—ah—exceedingly bad form to
raise your voice—"

Tommy Dodd got no further than

undermines  the—ah—
howled ‘Lommy

at.

Arthur Edward Lovell, in a state of
blind fury, rushed on the three Modern
juniors, hitting out right and left. The
roars of laughter changed to roars of
quite another kind.

“Q0Oh, my hat! Whoop!”

“Qh! Ow! Oh, crumbsi”

“Yarooh!” 2

Lovell, in his wrath, did not count
odds. But he soon discovered that the
odds were there. The three Tommies
reeled right and left under his doughtv
punches, roaring; but they recovered,
wnd hurled themselves upon him as one
man.

And then Arthur Edward Lovell
found himself collared, and swept off
his feet, strugghng and wrigghng un-
availingly ip the grasp of three wrathful
men of Manders' House. \

“Duck him!"” yelled Tommy Dodd.

They were quite near the fountain
in the quad. Lovell, struggling wildly,
was rushed to the fountain.

Splash!

His hcad went in, and Lovell gave
a suffocated howl. It came out again
drenched and dripping.

Splash | -

In it went again, and out it came
once more, streaming. Then, with a
heavy bump, the Moderns set him down
on the ground, and walked away, laugh-
ing. And Arthur Edward Lovell sat
and streamed, and gasped, and splut-
tered, in a state of wild wrath, com-
pared with which the celebrated wrath
of Achilles was a mild joke.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Vials of Wrath !

IMMY SILVER came out of the
school shop with Raby and New-
come, and glanced round for
Lovell. Arthur Edward Lovell

had left his chums in “ quarter ” to take
a book back to the school library in
Little Quad; and they had expected him
to join them afrerwards in the tuck-
shop. But he had not turned up.

“ Seen Lovell, Morny " asked Jimmy
Silver, as Valentine Mornington of the
Fourth came along.

Morny grinned.

“Yes—he's been taking a wash in the
fountain. He looked quite cross when I
spoke to him, though I only offered to
fetch him some soap if he wanted it.”
And Morny went into the tuckshop,

grinning.

“Something’s  happened to  old
Lovell,” said Jimmy gll\'cr. “Come on,
you chaps!”

The three juniors hurried away to-
wards the fountain,

There they discovered Arthur Edward
Lovell.

Arthur Edward was dabbing at his
face and hair with a crumpled hand-
kerchief, and his wet face was crimson,
and his eyes sparkled. His cap was
floating in the big granite basin,
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“What on earth——" began Jimmy
Silver.

“Where have you fellows been?”
hooted Lovell. “Leaving a chap on his
own to be ragged by a gang of Modern
chumps.”

“0Oh, you've been ragging with
Moderns, have you?” said Raby. *“I
say, it’s rather thick, ducking a chap’s
head in the fountain.”

“Too thick!"” agreed Newcome.

“Well, I jolly well punched them,”
said Lovell. “I fancy Tommy Dodd will
have a prize nose to take into his dashed
science class, and Cook and Doyle got
some knocks.”

“ But what did you tackle those three
Modern cads for?” asked Jimmy Silver.
“What had they done all of a sudden?”

“They cackled.”

“Mustn't a fellow cackle?” asked
Raby, with an air of polite inquiry.

“Look here, Raby—"

“Well, look here, Lovell—"

“Shush! We'll look for them after
class, and rag them,” said Jimmy Silver.
* Moderns mustn’t cackle at Classicals.”

“It was that old ass, Greely—"
Lovell dabbed his face, and panted.
“That priceless ass, Greely.”

“Old Greely butting in again?”
yawned Newcome. * Well, he’s always
fiussing somehow. What did Greely

07"

Lovell, in tones of thrilling indigna-
tion, explained. To his surprise and
wrath, the three Classicals grinned.
Apparently they, as well as the Modern
trio, saw something funny in the
episode.

“QOh, you think it's funny, of course!"
snorted Lovell. “But 1 can tell you
I'm fed-up with Greely—fed right up
to the chin! Can't Dicky Dalton
manage his own Form without Greely's
help? He's always gassing and butting
in. He told Selwyn of the Shell the
other day to give more attention to de-
portment—deportment, you know! Who
but a priceless old ass like Greely ever
used such a word? I wouldn’t even
put it into a oross word puzzle. And
now to talk to me about slacking—me !
Am I a slacker, I'd like to know?”
hooted Lovell, with a challenging glare
at his comrades.

“Nothing of the kind, old fellow,”
said Jimmy Silver soothingly. *Any-
how, it's no business of Greely’s.”

“Well, he can jaw the Fifth as
much as he likes, but he’s not going to
jaw me,” said Lovell. “Next time he
butts in, I shall jolly well tell him what
I think of him. Who the thump is
Greely? Priceless old ass!”

“What?"

It was a deep, fruity voice behind
Lovell.

“QOh, my hat!”
Silver, in dismay.

Lovell spun round.

Mr. Greely, purple and indignant,
stood there, within a yard of him, fairly
glaring.

“Lovell1” he gusped.

“0Oh! Yes, sir!” mumbled Loveli.

“You were—ah !—alluding to me?”

Lovell wrigg]ed‘ Certainly he would
not have told an untruth; equally cer-
tainly an untruth would have been
futile.

“Yes, sir!”’ he gasped.

“TFollow me, Lovell!”

With a lofty gesture of command,
Horace Greely aaifed towards the House.

Lovell looked at his chums.

“For it, now " he murmured.

“‘Better go, old chap,” said Jimmy
Silver uneasily.

“He's not my Form master.”

“ Better go, all the same.”

murmured Jimmy
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Lovell nodded; he realized that he
had better go. Rcluctantly he followc}j
oir. Greely towards the House, hke 4a
uttle skiff in the wake of a stately
gaueon,

_Mr. Ureely did not head for his own
Form-room; he sailed ponderously into
the Kourth-room, where Mr. Dalton was
busy with papers at his desk.

“ Mr. Dalton!”

The Fitth Form master’s deep, {ruity
voice echoed through the room, and
wlong the corridor outside. The fellows
in the corridor grinned, and even
winked at one another. Disrespect-
tuily, Hansom of the Fifth remarked
to Latboys that old Greely had Ins rag
out. in such terms did Edward Hansom
aliude to his IForm-master’s stately
wnath.

Rachard Dalton, master of the Fourth,
glanced round from his desk.and his
papers. He looked surprised.

* Well, Mr. Greely?’

“This boy "—Mr. Greely indicated
Lovell with a plump forefinger—" this

boy of your Form,; Mr. Dalton—this
Junior——"
“Dear me! What has Lovell done?”

mquired Mr. Dalton, with just the
slightest trace of impatience.

regret, sir, to have to make a
serions complaint,” said Mr, Greely. “I
regret it very much. You will re-
member, Mr. Dalton, that as an older
master, more—ah—experienced than
yourself. 1 have spmetimes advised you
to—""

“Please come to the point, Mr,
Greely. My class will be waiting for
me in & few minutes,”

“Very well, sir—very well!” said
Mr. Greely with dignity. “I am not
here, gir, on this occasion to offer you
advice, much as I may think it needed.
This boy Lovell alluded to me, sir, in
my hearing, by an opprobrious epithet.”

““Surely not " exclaimed Mr. Dalton,

*1 neard him, Mr. Dalton,” said the
Fifth Form-master. “I have not taken
his punishment into my own hands. 1
am reporting him to his own l'orm-
master. But I consider—"

“Lovell, have you been impertinent to
Mr. Greely?”

“Hem 1"

“What
Lovell 2"

“ I_I_"

* Answer me at once!”

“Priceless old ass,
Lovell.

Mr. Dalton jumped, and Mr. Greely
turned more purple than ever. From
the corridor came the distinct sound of a
chuckle.

“You—you applied such an expression
to a Form-master at Rookwood ¥"’ ex-
claimed Mr. Dalton.

“\ou—ycu see, sir—"

“ How dare you, Lovell #”

i "‘L!r. Greely was butting in, =ir,

“Upon my word! Silence! Mr.
Greely, I apologise most profoundly for
this insolence on the part of a member
of my Form,” exclaimed Mr. Dalton,
looking more perturbed and annoyed
than he had ever been seen to lodk®
before.

Mr. fat
hand.

“1 accept your apology, Mr. Dalton.
I leave the matter in your hands with
confidence—with full confidence.”

“Remain a few moments, Mr. Greely,
while this impertinent junior reccives
his punishment,” said Mr. Dalton,
taking up a cane. "“Lovell, bend over
that desk!”

Mr. Greely looked on with plump ap-

roval, while the Fourth Form-master
aid on the cane.

erpression  did - you use,

sir!”  gasped

]

Greely waved a gracious
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Bix successive whacks sounded like
?:)tol-shots through the Fourth Form-

m.

Lovel! wriggled and writhed and
gasped.

* Now, Lovell—"

’60w ll)

“You will apologise to Mr. Greely.”
“Yow1”

“You hear me, Lovell 7"

“I—I—1 apologise, sirl” stuttered
Lovell,

“I trust, Mr. Greely, that you are now
atisfied 7 said the master of the
Fourth.

“Quite, sir!” Mr. Greely was
racious. ‘““Oh, quite! I approve, sir—

fully approve! I do not always ap-
prove, as you know, of—"
¥ Good - morning, Mr.
Greely 1"
“ Good-morning, sir!” said Mr, Greely
rather stiffly. And he rolled out of the
Fourth Form-room.
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Lovell on the Warpath!
IMMY SILVER & CO. were sympa-

J thetic. -

Most of the Classical Fourth
were sympathetie.

So far as sympathy went, Lovell was
comforted in his affliction.

Unfortunately, any amount of sym-
pathy, however sincere, did not make it
possible for Arthur Edward Lovell to sit
down that morning with any degree of
comfort,

Like the young man of Hythe, who
was shaved with a scythe, he did
nothing but wriggle and writhe.

Third lesson seemed almost endless to
Lovell that morning.

He had always hiked Dicky Dalton.
Now he felt that he quite disliked him.
Towards Mr. Greely his feelings could
only be described as Hunnish.

Lovell was quite a placable fellow by
nature. It was very seldom that he let
the sun go down upon his wrath, Per-
haps he was sometimes rather quick to
take®offence, but he was equally quick
in forgetting all about offences. ow
he did not forget. That hefty “six ”

~ helped him to remember, of course.

When the Classical Fourth came out

after third lesson Lovell was walking

quite painfully. Indeed, Smythe of the

Shell, passing him in the corridor, stared

at him, and asked him if this was a

new thing in cake-walks,

In the quad the Fistical Four came
on some Modern fellows—Towle and
Lacy, and Leggett, and some more.
They all grinned at Lovell and told
him to hold his shoulders up, and take
his hands out of his pockets, and warned
him that slacking and loafing de-
teriorated the character. Ewvidentl§
Tommy Dodd & Co. had told the story
all over Manders’ House.

Lovell breathed fury.

“I'm fed-up with that ass Greely!”
he told his chums, “ Fed-up to the chin |
I shall never hear the end of this.”

Jimmy Silver smiled cheerily.

+. “Keep smiling,”” he said. “The
~ fellows will forget about it in a day or
two—a jest never lasts long.”

“I've had six from Dalton, bother
him, and I've had to cough up an
apology to that-priceless old ass Greely.
And now I'm going to be chipped to
death by those asses from lsnnders’

House !”” hissed Lovell. “I'm jolly well
going to take it out of Greely somehow.”
‘‘Better let it drop,” advised Raby.
“You can't really take it out of a
Form-master, you know.”
“I'm going tol” 5 0
“You don’t want another six from
Dicky Dalton ?'?

“Blow Dicky Dalton |

* He was bound to come down heavy,”
said Jimmy Silver. *“This has really
given old Greely a pull over him, you
know, and he doesn’t like it.”

“The old ass will be giving him ad-
vice about managing his Form,” said
Newcome. ““He will trot you out as
an awful example, Lovell.”

Lovell gritted his teeth,

“Meddling old ass!" he said.

*Yes, but—

“I'm jolly well going to make him sit
—

That seemed to be a fixed determina-
tion with Arthur Edward Lovell, and
his comrades wisely did not argue the
point.

By the following morning Lovell had
given the matter so much concentrated
thought that he had evolved a plan of
campaign. Jimmy Silver noticed him
grinning in second lesson, and he was
glad to see it, For a whole day Lovell
had been understudying that ancient
king who never smiled again.

In “quarter’” Lovell strolled out into
the quad with his comrades, with quite
a cheery expression on his face,

“You fellows on?” he asked.

“What, how, and which?” inquired
Raby.

“Dicky Dalton’s gone to speak to the
Head,” said Lovell. “A fellow can nip
into his study and use his telephone.”

“What the thump do you want to use
his telephone for3”

“ Greely |

“Oh

“That old ass is jolly keen on deport-
ment and things,” said Lovell. *“It
hasn’t occurred to him that he's in need
of any instruction himself. Well, he’s
going to have some.”

Lovell’'s chums looked mystified.

“ What—" began Jimmy Silver,

“Come along,” said Lovell. “Dicky
Dalton ' will be with the Head now,
and you know the old boy won’t let him
off under a quarter of an hour. We've
got the whole quarter, Come on!”

Lovell led the way, and his comrades
followed him in rather a gingerly
manner, Lovell marched into Mr.
Dalton’s study, and with some hesitation
his friends followed him in. It was
probable that Mr. Dalton was safe with
the Head for a time, but—— Lovell
did not allow for “buts.”” He took a
slip of paper from his pocket and sat
down to the telephone. On the slip
of paper were a number of names and
addresses, with the teléphone numbers
opposite them, apparently selected and
copied out of the local telephone
directory.

Lovell rang up the-exchange, while
his chums stood in considerable uneasi-
ness and watched him. Jimmy Silver
kept the door ajar, with one eye on the
corridor.

. “Latcham, 101,” said Lovell into the
transmitter. A few moments later: “Is
that Latcham, 101—Purkiss’ Academy of
Dancing and Deportment? Can I speak
to Mr. Purkiss? It’s rather important,”

The Co. gazed at him in wonder.
What business Lovell could possibly have
with Purkiss’ Dancing and Deportment
Academy at Latcham. was a deep
mystery to them,

“ Good-morning, Mr., Purkiss !”
Lovell, to the further surprise of his
chums, was speaking now in a deep bass
voice, obviously to give Mr. Purkiss tha
impression that a man, not a schoolboy,
was speaking to him. "I understand,
from your advertisement in the ‘ Coombe
Times,” that you are prepared to call
and give personal instruetion in deport-

ment. Could you make it convenient to
call this afternoon? Mr. Greely—
Horace Greely—Rookwood School.”

“QOh, my hat!” murmured Jimmy
Silver blankly.

“The fact is, Mr. Purkiss, your in-
struction will—ah—be very valuable to
me,” went on Lovell in his deep voice.
“My training has been—ah—somewhat
neglected in this—ah—direction. No
doubt we could n.rrnnﬁa terms quite
satisfactorily if you could ecall this after-
noon. Would three o’clock suit you?
Thank you very much! You will ask
for Mr. Greely, in the School House.
Thank you very much!”

Lovell rang off and grinned at hia

chums.
“What price that?'’ he asked.
“You awful ass!” breathed Raby.
“Can it!” grinned Lovell, and he
rang up another number.
“Mr. Montgomery Smith? Good-
morning, Mr. Smith. I understand from
your notice in the * Coombe Times ’ that
you give careful instruction in manners
to backward boys. No, dancing lessons
will not be required. But the personal
training you allude to in your adver-
tisement—exactly ! Can you undertake
to give the same instruction to a man
of middle age? Yes, yes; Mr. Greely,
Fifth Form-master, at Rookwood School,
No doubt you are surprised, Mr. Smith,
but you will allow that I know my own
business, and it unfortunately happens
that my training has been very much
neglected in this direction. It 1s never
too late for improvement, you will
agree—"
“Lovell!” gasped Newcome.

“Shut up, you assl =

“But, you dummy—

Lovell gave his chums a glare and
went on:

“This afternoon, at half-past three, if
you can arrange it, Mr. Smith. If you
will give me this afternoon some instrucs
tion, we can then discuss terms for &
whole course. Thank you very much {
Half-past three. You will ask for Mr,
Greely, in the School House.”

Lovell rang off again.

He looked at his paper, evidently for

another telephone mnumber. immy,
Silver, Raby, and Newcome fairly
hurled themselves upon him and

dragged him away from the telephone.

“Let go!” howled Lovell.

“You frabjous ass! You've dona
enough already to get you bunked
from Rookwood,” gasped Jimmy.

“] don't care. I ”

“Well, we do! 'Nuff’'s as good as &

feast, or better. This way!”

“Leggo !

“Bring him along!”

Three determined _youths fairly
hooked Lovell out of Mr. Dalion’s

study. Arthur Edward resisted all the
way down the passage, but he had to
go. The opinion of his comrades was
that he had done enough, if not too
much, E

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Deportment !
R. GREELY, master of the
M Rookwood Fifth, took his
accustomed stroll in Big Quad
after dinner that day.

That day was Wednesday, a hali-
holiday, and after his stroll in the quad
Mr. Greely settled down in a deep arm-
chair in his study, with a newspaper, to
enjoy his leisure. From his seat by the
window of his study, he naturally could
not see into the corridor upon which
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masters’ studies opened and he was

nite unaware that a number of the
Ellssicnl Fourth were gathering in the
big bay window in the corridor, nearly
opposite his door.

The Fistical Four came first, and
annexed the window-scat; and then
Morny arrived, and Oswald, and
Towny and Toppy, and several more
follows. Quite a little crowd had
gathered there before three o’clock.

And they were all smiling.

Arthur Edward Lovell had started
by telling two or three fellows about
bis little rag. The news had spread.
By that time nearly all the Form knew
that Mr. Greely was to receive un-
expected visitors that afternoon, and
they were deeply interested. They
wondered what would happen. .

From the bay window in the corridor
they had a partial view of the quad,
and just before three they sighted a
tall, lean gentleman, in a tight-fitting
frock-coat and silk hat, advancing
towards the House. )

“That will be Purkiss!” said Lovell.

“He's really come!”” murmured Raby:

“Of course he's comel Rather a
catch for him to get a Rookwood master
as a pupil for his giddy deportment. -
- “What on earth will Greely say?
mfirmured Mornington.

. “] wonder!” said Lovell. “Anyhou;.
we shall hear from this place—Greely's
toot carries like a megaphone.”

The juniors chuckled. 1

A minute or two later Timothy
Tupper, the House page, appeared in
the corridor, conducting the tall, lean
gentleman. He conducted him to :
Greely’s door, tapped, and opened the
door. )
. “Mr. Purkiss, sirl”

Mr. Greely glanced up from his paper.
He glanced in surprise at the lean
gentleman, in his tight black coat, with
his silk hat in his hand, and an aggres-
sive smile upon his rather cadaverous
features.

“Mr. Greely—"

The gentleman from Latcham stepped
in, and Tupper closed the door and
retired, i

Mr. Greely rose politely; he was
always polite in a ponderous way,
though he was surprised and not very
pleased by this visit,

“My card, sir!” said Mr. Purkiss.

The Fifth Form master glanced at the
card, which informed him that Mr. Pur-
kiss’ academy at Latcham gave instruc-
tion in dancing, deportment, and drill.
ot being, so far as he was aware, in
ueed of instruction in those branches of
¥nowledge, Mr. Greely was very gu;zled_

“You will excuse me, Mr. Purkiss,
but I do not quite understand—"

“Naturally, sir—naturally,” agreed
Alr. Purkiss. *'A little instruction will
make all the difference.”

“But I do not see—" recommenced
the puzzled Form-mastor.

“My dear sir, we will begin at once,
if you wich. Not a moment shall be
Jost,” said Mr. Purkiss. “Do not be
discouraged by the fact that vou are—
hem !—perhaps a little clderly.”

“What ?*

= _Ea is no bar, sir, to improvement,
provided that the pupil be keen and

painstaking.”

"Tho—tﬁe pupil 2

“Exactly, sir,” said Mr. Purkiss, with
an agreeable smile. *“Even at your time
of life, sir, deportment can be studied
with the greatest advantage.”

“Deportment!”  said Mr. Greely
dazedly. i

“Deportment, sir!” assented Mr.
Purkiss. “A very

important subject,
Tuz Porpurar.—No. 532

.

sir—very
you have asked me to lose no time,
your present attitude—"

(‘Eh ?,l

“Defective, sir—very defective,” said
Mr. Purkiss. “Not a word, sir—with-
out instruction, no one can be expected

to master the important art of eﬁortf
gn_rtent. Now, sir, the chin up a little
11—

“ Wha-a-at 2”
:‘é[:ln'a right leg a little forward.”
ir |

“Your hands, at the present moment,
hang at your sides in the most ungrace-
ful way. Not a word, sir. Of course,
you have not observed anything of the
kind. How should you? It is my busi-
ness, sir, to enlighten you—"

“What? What?” stuttered Mr.
Greely, wondering dizzily whether he
had a lunatic to deal with.

“Now, sir, the left hand—"
~ Mr, P'urkiss advanced with the bow-
ing grace of a dancing-master, and
took hold of Mr. Greely's left hand.

The next moment Mr. Greely's right
hand came into action,

With a violent shove, he sent Mr.
Purkiss toppling back; and in his sur-
prise the dancing-master of Latcham sat
down on the study carpet with a heavy
bump.

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Purkiss.

Mr. Greely glared down at him.

“Are you mad, sir?” he shouted.

“What 77 ;

“If you are not insane or intoxicated,
what do you mean ?” roared Mr. Greely.
“How dare you come here, sir, and play
such anties in my study 7"’

. Purkiss stared up at him.

“What? What? What?” he stut-
tered. “Antics? Sir, I was instruct-
ing you—I was, upon my werd !”

Mr, Purkiss picked himself up and
backed away from Mr. Greely. He was
feeling alarmed. This was not the re-
ception he had expected from a middle-
aged pupil who was anxious to study
that important branch of knowledge,
deportment.

Mr. Greely pointed to the door.

““(;:.Ior' s(l'rl”] he IxIDoted.

. Greely! resume there is no
mistake? You are %ir Greely—"

“I am Mr. Greely! Gol”

“Then there iz no mistake! Am I to
understand, Mr. Greely, that you do not
desire to receive instruction from me in
deportment, in spite of your very
evident need of it?”

“You are to understand, sir, that you
are to leave my study this instant and
take your absurd insolence elsewhere!”
roared Mr. Greely.

“I will leave your study with plea-
sure, sir!" exclaimed Mr. Purkiss,
quite enraged now. “I have no desire
whatever, sir, to waste my instruction
upon a man with the manners of a
Hun, sir—the manners of a particularly
savage 'benr, sir. But I have no inten-
tion, sir, of coming here from Latch-
man for nothing, sir. T shall charge
you, sir, with my taxi fare, sir, and if
you do not settle the account, sir, I
shall bring a summons in the County
Court, sir!”

And with that Mr. Purkiss flung out
of the study, slamming the door behind
him, jammed on his silk hat, and
departed. )

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Alarming !
3 H, my hat!” gasped Jimmy
Silver.
Every word in Mr. Greely’s
booming voice had been heard
by the merry group in the corridor.

important! Ngw, sir, since |
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“I say, it’s rather a shame on
Purkiss,” gasped Newcome. “He's
had his trip over here for nothing.” *

“That's all right, if he summons old
Greely in the County Court—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. waited quite
anxiously for half-past three, when Mr.
Montgomery Smith was due to call.

Mr. Greely, in his study, was quite
unaware that another visitor was almost
due. He had almost collapsed into his
armchair, in a state of wrath and
astonishment, to which no words could
have done justice. Unless this man
Purkiss was a lunatic or wildly intoxi-
cated, Mr. Greely could not comprehend
this amazing episode at all.

Mr. Greely breathed wrath; and it
was quite a long time before he was
able to settle down with his newspaper
again.

He settled down at last, however,
though occasionally he gave expression
to an angry snort, indicating that all
was not quitle calm within.

He looked up angrily at a knock on
his study door.

“Come in!" he snapped.

Tupper opened the door.

“Mr. Smith, sir!”

“Mr. Smith!” repeated Mr. Greely.
“Kindly inquire his business before
showing him in, Tupper. I do not—"

“He said it was an appointment,
sir,” said Tupper. “He’s ’ere, sir.”

Mr. Montgomery Smith bowed him-
self into the room.

He was a large, plump, portly gentle-
man, not unlike Mr. Greely himself in
figzure. He had a happy smile and a
jocular manner.

Tupper retired, and was closing the
door when a foot stopped it. He stared
round at Lovell.

“That’s all right!” whispered Lovell.

And the page departed, lcaving Mr.
Greely's door ajar.

“Good-afternoon, sir!” said Mr.
Montgomery Smith, bowing. “Mr.
Greely, I presume?” -

“Quite so, sirl” said the Fifth Form
master. “But to what—"

“1 was afraid at first, sir, that I
should have to telephone and defer -
this interview,” said Mr. Montgomery
Smith. “Nevertheless, T am quite at
your service, Mr. Greely. Dancing, T
understand, you do not wish to study.”

“Dancing 1"

“But general deporiment——"

“Deportment ?”

“Quite so. Reassure yourself, sir,’
said Mr. Montgomery Smith, with a
wide wave of a large hand. “It is
never too late to mend. I have had
one pupil, sir, of a more advanced age
than your own—a war-profiteer, sir,
whose manners were, I regret to say,
unspeakable, infinitely inferior to your
own, my dear sir—but in a single term
at my establishment the change was
amazing. I made him, sir, into a
gentleman. I have not the slightest
doubt that I shall be able to do as much _
for you, Mr. Greely!”

Mr. Greely gasped.

From the -corridor
suppressed sound.

“Are you a madman?” roared Mr.
Greely.

Mr. Montgomery Smith jumped.

there came a

“Eh? What? What did you say,
Mr. Greely? I—I do not quite
follow——"

“Or are you dronk?”

“What!”

Mr. Smith backed away.
* Calm yourself, sir, calm yourself!™
he urged. “My intention is to help
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you, to help you in every way. No man
“ever more I my_ help, if I may
say so. Bit down a few minutes, sir.
Perhaps I can get you a glass of water
to—— Calmness, sir—calmness, I heg.”

Mr. Greely Bpluttered

“I am bound to mention, sir, that
you gave me no hint of this,” said Mr.
Montgomery Smith, rather warmly.
“I was led to believe that your
defective manners were simply due to
neglect—to want of training. No hint
was given me that I had an inebriated
man to deal with.”

““In-in-inebriated I
Greely.

1 should have been told so; it would
have been more frank on your part, Mr.
Greely, to warn me that I had to deal
with a man unfortunately a slave to
dnnk—

hlll

\lr Greely suddenly interrupted him.

This man, whom he had never seen
before, had not only butted into his
study ‘unasked and insulted him, but he
was actually accusing Mr, (.xreely of
being intoxicated !

He sprang at Mr. Smith, and with a
mighty swipe sent Mr. Smith spin-
mug’ as far as

‘Whoop "’ roared Mr Monigomery
Smith as he landed.

““Now, sir, take yourself off " boomed
Mr. Gmly “If you do not desire me,
sir, to kick you out of this buﬂding.
take yourself off and piay your foolish
pranks, sir, wpon someone who is in
a humour for ridiculous fooling! I am
not, sir—I am not!’

“Oh dear! Ow! Wow.!”

Mr. Smith felt his nose, to ascertain
that it was still there. It felt as if .it
was not.

stuttered Mr.

He lim to his fest, and Mr. Greely
el e . h e

and, doubtless, to help Mr. Smith mh
the passage. But that terrific punch on
the nose wae rather more than Mr.
Montgomery Smith was disposed to take
patiently. As Mr. Greely crowded him
Mr. Smith in his turn hit out, and the
Fifth Form master of Rookwood came
down unexpectedly on his own carpet.
“Ohii()w!" Smith he o
Mr. Montgomery ith tore t loor
open and hurried into the corridor. Mr.
Greely was up in a second, blazing with

wrath, and he fairly bounded after Mr.
Smith.

“Rascal! Ruffian!” he spluttered.
“*Scoundrel! I-I—I—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. were almost in
hysterics now.

The sight of Mr. Greely chasing the
astonished and alarmed visitor into the
corridor was too much for them,

They shrieked.

‘“Ha, ba, ha!"

“Help!” panted Mr. Smith, as he
rushed down the corrider with the in-
furiated Mr. Greely on his track.

Fortunately, fear spurred on Mr.
Aontgomery Smith faster than wrath
spurred on Mr. Greel What would
have happened had tia enraged Fifth
Form master overtaken him cannot be
suid. Fortunately, Mr.

Smith won that exciting race.

He left the House, with his hat in
one hand and his umbrella in the other,
and ran for the gates.

Mr. Greely, perhaps recalled to a
sense of propriety by the yells of
laughter that echoed down the corri-
dors, halted at last. and strode back to
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his study. Jimmy S:h(’r & Co. melied

away before his approa
ll’ Greely strode :uto his study, and
slammed the door with a terrific slam.
In amazement amd wrath, he paced

his study, utterly perplexed by these
strange happenings, utterly shaken out
of his usual ponderous compesure. And

when, later on, he rolled into Masters’
Common-room to tea, he was conscious
of lurking smiles on the faces of his
colleagues—smiles that broadened when
Mr. Greely excitedly described the weird
happenings of the afternoon, and asked
his colleagues what it could all possibly
mean ?

In the Fourth Form passage the Clas-
sical Fourth fairly rocked with laughter.

Putty of the Fourth, past-master in
the art of leg-pulling, freely admitted
that Arthur Edward Lovell was a great
man.

It was agreed on all hands that Mr.
Greely had had just what he had asked
for; and Lovell was no longer chipped—
the' great jest on Mr. Greely succeeding
him as a general topie.

Which was very satisfactory to Arthur
Edward Lovell; and it was still more
satisiactory that Mr. Greely, much as
ha punlod over the affair, never dreamed
of suspecting that it was a Fourth Form
rag. That was a relief to the end study;
for undoubtedly Arthur Edward Lovell
had risked a Head's flogging in Going
for Mr. Greely.

THE EXND.
(Anather topping long tale of Jimmy

Silver 4: Co. next week, chums, entitled.
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