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SOMETHING NEW IN
BOYS' PAPERS!

Stand by, boys, for the mammoth coloured boys’
paper which makes its appearance on the market
SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 7th. In size, quality
and quantity

THE RANGER

will rank as the biggest and bnghtest paper ever
atter.pted at the price.

Every reader will enjoy the full-blooded yarns of
adventure.

Every reader with a taste for humour will find his
fill in THE RANGER.

Every reader will receive with:the First Issue

A FREE-GIFT AEROPLANE

that WILL really FLY!

A record sale is predicted for THE RANGER, so we
“ stress the necessity of ordering a copy in advance.
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CHUMS OF THE
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£ Martin Clifford
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A lively complete book-length story, starring FRANK RICHARDS & Co.,
the ever-popular chums of the Backwoods school,
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CHAPTER 1. A man in riding-boots stood in the door-
Called Away from the Sehool. ava, sathor tall, sunbarnt man, with o
o thic beard and spectac]

' ? .
£ I lA”‘O’ eihos that 1 murmured | Vg’ was looking into the sehool.room over
2 hat

his_ glasses, and
School looked | 3 S LML Mendows'

his S

nquiring eyes.

round. 2 g
Codar Creck was at lessons in the big |  “Strangor lost his way, you bet|” grinned
" ‘umber school-room. Chunky Todgers. “He's dropped in to ask

34, Doors and window de open on the |mll to Thompio.\ Miss Meadows'll
\ | the warm, summer aftornoon to lot in the kﬂﬂ‘i i g o
B Brecze from the forest. ot’s hopn Le'll take a long time asking
The big school-room door had suddenly | auestion Frank R)dmrda ‘1f
beeu darkened, and a long shadow fell | some boyls ow him the trail, I'm

sent to

across the floor inside. the man

Miss Meadows glanced round, not looking | _“No, fear!” murmured Bob Lawloss.
very pleased. “I'm the antelope. I'd guide him all the
The Canadian schoolmistress did not like | way to Toronto this = afteruoon  with
interruptions in lesson-time. lea

i that point she diltored from her pupils, | Snme. hore 1" said Voro Beauclere,
1l the members of lior class—boss and | luughing.
irls—wero quite | willing ive geo-

@ vest,
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And Frank Richards & Co. were mute.

The bearded and spectacled stranger ad-
vanced into the school-room, hat in hand,
his manncr very civil and courteous.

excuse  this  interruption,
he said, addressing Miss
“I fear that I have interrupted

is the caso!”
Meadows, a lttlo curly.
g @ thousand pardons.  Pleass allow
ié o, ‘oxplain, name is Smith, and I
am a stranger in this locality, Some dis-
tance from hero c upon o traveller
who had been thrown from his horso and
hurt. He appears to bo a French-Canadian,
and speaks only French. I want to convey
bim fo his home, whorover it i but 1
cannot understand a word he says.
on the trail told me that, T ‘should find &
school_here; and I came here, madam, to
asic whether any pupil who tay bo ablo
%o speak French would accompuny mo to
whore T left, the Frenchman, to learn from
him where ho wishes to be taken.
iss Meadows’ face cleared at once.

“No doubt among your pupils, madam,
there Js one who wnderptands that language,
and can tell mo what the poor fellow is
trying_ to say,” said Mr. Smith “In
the eircumstancos; I hopo you will excuo
this interruption.”

Most cortainly " said Miss Meadows.
“Is the man far from hero?

“About three miles,” said Mr. Smith. “T
intend to convey him on my horse, if I can
discaver where ho wishes to bo taken. I
{imply eed an interpreter. ~ Perhaps some
a

answered Miss

Ho glanced at tho class.

Up fampod Chunky Todgers at once, and
put up a fat hand cagerly.

Chunky knew little more of French than
bo knew of Sanskrit; but he did not think
of that for the moment. What he was think-
ing of was a pleasant run in the shady
woods on that warm afternoon.

“Please, Miss Meadows—"

“Silonce, Todgers! T will cortainly
<end someone with you at once, Mr. Smit
Todgers, you may sit down 1

“But Tl go, ma'am!” said Chunky
“Lm just the antelopo the gontlo.
man wants |”

“You do not spouk Fronch, Todge
ma’am; e
TGy B, oo | Commong

«0

Shunky.

BACKWOODS T

alley voo, mong amey—oui, c\ufbonsou‘
and bonjour—and—and so on, ma'am |
a, ha, b
“Sit'down ot onco, Todgors | raid Miss
Meadows, frowning. |+ Richard

“Yos, ; said Trank Richards ris.
. 1 "ander you studied
Fronch in your, former ‘school beforo you
camo to Canada?”

“Cortainly, Bhes Acadons

o you think you could 3o as Mr. Smith
req\urcsi”

"Ob, yos, T think so, Miss Meadows!” ang
swered  Frank honestly. can_ speakd
French quite well enongh for Shat T

“Then you may go with Mr. Smith—if
ou are willing, of course?” added Misq
eadows considerately.

PQuite willing, ma'am!” answered Frank
promptly. ‘

Frank Richards was more than willing.

5.
Ll

“Very well, Richards, you may go,” said
Miss Meadows graciously.

Envious Inncos followed Frank Richards
as _he left the

Chunky Todger looked quite wrathtul
spectacled stranger, after thanking

Miss eadows warmly, Iollo“ed Fran
Richards into the porch; and Mi:
Meadows® clm geography was again the
order of the

Frank R:chnrds took his hat from
pog, and walked out of the lumber sch
room with Mr.

“Just wait a mmute ‘while T get my pony,
sir,” he said.

“Vory good, m

Mr. Smith \\nlkcd do\vn to the gate;
where his horse was tethered.

In o couple of minutes Frank had his
ony out of the corral and eadd!ed and o
fe joined the stranger at the

—a
led through the timber towards the
ranch, his home, and s, in fact, his cus
tomary homeward w
Until they semcd f,agclhcr Frank ha

bardly looked at Mr, Smith; but now,
they Yoo sido by side, he glanced at him
rather curiously.

is improssion was that Mr. Smith musq
bo a kind-hearted man to bo taking so much
troublo"about a stranger Lo had found in{
jured on the ro

't ‘as o Jooked at tho_ bearded man’s
face he could not help thinking that Mr.
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$ith did ot look like @ epecially kind-
o

cartee

Iiis u)ck were and his
eyes very sharp and '\lm behind
his gl

Outside the school, too, Mr. Smith allowed

cles to slip farther down his nose,

was over them all the time,

so that it did not seem very clear why he
wore glasses at all.

Apparently he did not need them to assist

ode in silence, without a word
of the distressed Frenchman
1 the wood.

ot scem to e a chatty

< R
“Ho wns enjosing. the

ever.
the trail under the great tre

very pleasant change from ilzc school-ro
Thrce miles had been covered before they
Teft the tre
hen the  spectacled gentleman _dis-
1mountcd and Frank Richards followed his
example,
4 Ln Smith led his horsp into the wood,
and Frank followed, leading his pony.
Frank cxpected at every moment now to
ome in sight of the distressed traveller,

riso

into the wood his sur gre
Fo Lxmp nm the trail,
t last

"Dldu t you leave t
Smith?” he aski
“1\'0,” um“crcd ‘\Ir meth

4

Frank pa paused.

For thn first time a feeing of uncasiness
and s on camo upon him.
Ti Mr. Smith had como upon a distressed
(travoller, it must have boen upon the trail,
[not in the heart nf the forest, whero it was
oo thick for ridin

0 wa¢ Intoncates ble: ok be T sonveyed
,t}m injured man so far into the wood as
{this; there was no motive for having done

Yet Mr. Smith was pushing on decper
and decper into the forest, and they were
already nearly half a milo from the trail.

Frank Richards came to a

Mr. Smith ed round. his
searching eyes glinting over bis glas

i

sharp,

“Why are you stopping, my ho
asked,

“Where is the man we're looking for ¢
asled Frank.

A S became sharper and
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brighter s be read tho vague suspicion that
had come into Frank's mind

Ho stepped back towards the boy.

i Gomo ke sai

Y e o con b me,” said Mr.
Smith quictly. Do not b nlnrmcd You
will not be hurt, and I will give you a_re-
ward, if you wich, for your services,

you must ‘come with mo some little distance
farther,”

breathed sharply.
not a question of ‘ must’

are mistaken; it Cnmr' T tell
* The man's voice rose. Lose no

m(“\ome at once! I repeat that you
will not be hurt, and I don’t want to use
force, but_you've got to cm—ne ™

Frank Richards sprang

A heavy hand caught )nm bx the shoulder
as he did so, and the grip of the bearded
man “ns m hard that io almost. uttered a
ery of p:

Yo that iuseular grasp the schoolboy was
powerless,

“Comoe !” said Mr. Smith grimly.

And he led the boy on into ﬂm \vood, nml
Trank Richards, helpless in of
“on, tramped on, with wildly- bcaun" oart

ho an-

CHAPTER 2.
The Gahin in the Forest.
OT for a moment did the grasp on
N Frank's shoulder relax.
M. Smith did not spesk again,
him, ovi-
dontly watching for a sign that markéd the
route he was following through the forest.
Tho lod borses tramped aiter them,
through bush and bram

Frank's heart beat fast.

What this strango mystery could possibly
mean he had no idea, but lio knew that the
man's story of an injured traveller on the
trail vas false,

That ho needed an interpreter who could
peak Trench soomed cortgin cnough . other-
wiso Franls Richards was o ura

ut it was not to learn from an m)urcd
Bl whero ha wisas ke e tatan,
French-Canadian, -in short, was
imaginary, and what Mr. Smith
wanted_was an interpreter for some other
and quite different purpose.
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What that purposo might be was a mys-
tezy to which Frank Richards had no clue.
mile more was covered
belore the strangely-assorted pair came to
a halt at last.
From tho thick forest they emerged into
ough clearing, and Frark saw before him
: rudcly “built log cabi
joor of the cabin was closed, and out-
sido it a man sat on a log, smoking a pip>,
with a rifle across his os.
Ho rose at once as Mr. Smith and Frank
Richards emerged from the trees.
“You got him, boss?” he »uxd with a
glarico at the schoolboy.
“T reckon !” nns“nrcd Mr. Smith laconi-

cal
Kin he talk the lingo?” asked the other,
with a rather curious look at Frank.
“Su the schoolmistress -avsl”
All 0.K., then, I reckon

“Tulm the horses, Bill, and then follow

B My, Smith's horse and Frank's
pony away to the rear of the cal
M. Smith removed his !pectnclcs, and
slipped them curclessly into his
AT ards had lroady guessod,
he, i o e them and had worn them
ouly to chango his appearance.
nk was already pretty oertn{n, too,
that tho ‘man's name was anything buf
ith, and he m-pected that tlm thwk dark
board would have becomo detachied from
the hard face if pulled.
ow, my lad!” said Mr. Smith quietly,
“Jisten fo me. As you know, I've brought
gou hero to ‘interpiet between me an
‘renchman, now now that the

Frenchman isn't en injured traveller; thn

M. Smith shrugged his shoulders.

“Never mind that,” he said. “I wanted
an_interpreter, and I’ve got youl You'| re
going to soo o man in this cabin.  You'r

oing to ask him questions that I “hall
ictate to you, and tell his answers. Under-
stand 1"

“1 understand 1”

»¥ou'ro not to tall him anything, or to
ask him any questions on your own. Simply
gamw,o what I say, and his replies.

oL 0s.”

“Do as T want, and after you've done the
b\\=1nass you ‘shall be sot Irec, to roturn

to your school, or anywhere you like, wﬂ
twenty dollars’ in your pocet. 1 giest
that's good pay

“I don’t want your money!” nnswcrcd
Frank. FT wonrt tonen b either!’ You vd
got mo here on false pretences, and i
your business was honest, you wouldn't hava
needed to do that. If you think I'm going
to help you in any xascality, you're meki

ing a mist
fir. Smith gave him & grim look

“Beus Bill £ o called St

“Comin’,

Tho s reeme round the eabin haviog
tothered up tho borses.

owve got your gun, Bill 1”

“You hetl” geinned Hoous Bill, y

A thrill ran through Trank Richards a
iho rafan drow tho “gun” from i
loather bolt—a largesized Colt’s revolve

“You soo that, boy?” said Mr. Smi
s well ot s word from mo iy galoot i)
Lot difvo o bullet iraugh sour os
Jou were o prairio tebbit!  Get that intd
Jour braln, and think it over i

Trank's hoart thumped.

Yowso in despergio Tands, my boy,
said Sz, Smith, + “But 1 tell you, on
Toro, that if you sorve me fmchlu]ly o
Shall’ not; suffor,
ehin-musto, o you will bo sorry for it 1"

TFrank Richards did not reply.

Mr. Smith unbarred the cabin doo:
was barrod outsid—and throw it open, an
stopped in.

Frank Richards followed him, and_after,
bim cazo Bocas Bil, with tho’sun in his

T

brnnk Richards looked quickly ruund
him, ;‘nsxde the cal
04

nt.
mugh stool, to w}nch
hoe_was bound by a stron knotted cord,
His_hands were shnckled%y a rope loope
to his wrists, allowing him to move the
to some extent, but not to get them free.
A bandage was tied over his head and
part of his forehead, and there was a darl
stain on the bandage, showing that he had
been wounded.
His fac was
the dark' comp!

Faln and worn, and it had
exion and Gallic le:\ture( -

| of the French-Canadian.

Ho looked about tmentyfive, o sturdy
and rather handsomo felloy

_ His dark cycs glittered as "the three came
in.
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“He did not speak, but the look he cast

‘at Mr. Smith spoko volumes.

i “I have returned, you sec,”
Bmith grimly.
“Je ne comprends pas.”

“I think you understand somo English,
my buck,” said Mr, Smith, **whether you
can tpl‘llk 1t or not.

The Canadian wrenched at the
\mnds un lus wrists. But they held fast.

“Coquin—lache!” he muttered. “Quelque

said Mr.

t's enough! Nov o, Richards—your
name’s nmlmds 1 st

“Yes,” said

“ it £ vin, Rmmtd« You
g,mt my questions fo this man in

on understand ¥

“T understand.”

._The French-Canadian seemed to
Frank Richards for tho first time,
glance dwelt on the schoolboy in
astonishment.
+ “Mais vous!” he exclaimed. “Vous etes
igarcon—ccolier, jo crois—vous wetes pas

T ilen

Boc\u Bxll thrust his revolver forward, till
on the mouth of the

will re-
French,

observe
and_his
evident,

. Cut it out!” he sn:
ko man, wis porforco silont:
rank Richards clcnchod his hands hard.
Monsieur—"" ogan_ quic]
Ho wanted to tell the prisoner of the log
cabm tlnt he was a friend, and not an

S"But ‘the hand of Mr. Smith was thrust
‘across his mouth beforo’ e could say more
than_ono wo

o jour mnzuc 7 Tho man's eves

. burned at him. “By hokey

. word apart from my Y orders il By a eails
“yope round you till you ean’t erawl!”

‘Frunk Richards’ eyes gleamed, but ho was

CHAPTER %
In Mmuess Hands,
ed out the words.

T down
o rap,
rank Richarda sat on tho og stool
¢hat, was pushed forward for him

Tacing tho prlsoner
“Now repeat my questions to hin
Rrowled Smuh “Mind, T know cnourvh of

the lingo to tell whother you do it correct

v not, and whether you put anything in."

Frank Richards had Lis own opinion
about_that,

T the man had had even o smatfering of
French, be would not havo been likely to
take the troublo and risk of bringing an
interpreter to tho lonely cabin.

It was, in fact, & falschood, and it
betrayed that Sumh was uneasy as to what
Frank Richards might say in the tongue
unknown to him.

Bt Yeank did not allow his faco tg
express his thou t was more prudent
folloave tho rateal in (ho belief that tho
schoolboy _interpreter was quite amenablo
to his orders.

“First, ask him: ¢ Are you willing now
to tell me what I want to know? ' said
Smith.
gk Richards put the question into

““Monsicur, vouloz vous diro maintenang
ce_quo monsieur desire savoir ?
«Non!” rapped out the Canadian.
That reply did not need translating.
Smith scowled.
“Tall him ho “will die hero if he does not
answer,. »
“Monslcur dit, repliquez, ou vous mour-

i
Alors, jo meurs ici,” smd ilm Canadian,
«“ \\ hat does he say,
“He says he will die hore, then.”
“Obstinate fool! Tell him that T must
have the ten thousand dollars, or his life.”
“ Monsieur demnnde les dix mille dollars
ou la vie,” said Fra

osiour pout Ndomander,” was the

you can ask,” translated Frank.
Bill_uttered an oath, and Smith
clonched his hands cavagely.

The worn, bxnrhg»d (ncc of the I'rcnclx«
Canadian was quite ca

His_eyes met those of tho two rascals
with mtrcpxd defiance.

Question and answer had already given
[‘nmk Richards an inkling of how matters

R Vidently Smith and his companion wero
lanning to rob tho French-Canadian, but
ad not _succceded, and {heir interpreter
was required to extract the nocessary infor-

im.
Even the misk of hi

mation from
Trank
If to

life,
Richards would not have lent him:
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uch a purpose, but for the he
{ollm\rd the instructions of the lermpper

A plan_was already forming in his mind
for learning morc of the prisoner, wit
view to helping him if opportumity came.

“Tell him,” said Smith, after” a pause,
"um he is in the hands of a desperate
i vill not hesitate to kil him xf he
dons not tell us where the. dollars are.”

y this time Frank was quite satisfied
that Smith could not follow the Irench,
and he repeated the question in that lan!
h an addition of his own.

sieur, vous etes dans mains d’un
scelerat, q\u B *hesite pas de vous oter la vie
Je suis ami.”

The last Ahrcc words, “I am a friend,”
added to the rest of the sentence, were lost
upon Smith, as Frank expeeted, but they
\wn. not lost on the Frenchman.

eyes gleamed with intellj cone

Hc understood at once Fra; ol
secking to get into communica on
under cover of question and answer, and
he “played up ” at o

chnb me tuer

garcon,

neo.
Jo vous remerci, mon
says you can Kill him,” said Frank,
without trapslating the last part of the sen:
tence, which was, “Thank you, my boy.”

That addition passed quite_unnoticed by
Smith, who was tvidently quite ignorant of
French.

was clear, therofaro, that it was safe

for Frank to procecd on the same linos.

“Monsicur sait que vous avez laisso lo
sag_ dargent dans le foret—votre nom?”

said Pnuk the last words being “your
pame 7

“Alon, monsicur  sait  assez—Jules
Clement.”

Ho says you know enoughy” said Frank,
did not add that tho Canadian had
eold Lim bis name was Jules Cloment.
“We w

ant _to know more £
sma"ely “We want to Lnov all about it.”
“On tout savoir,” said Frank,

* Peut-on f-ure quelque-chose pour vous?”
He kept onc eye on Smith as he spoke,
but it was quito evident that the kidnapper
did not mspod: that the sccond sentence
meant “Can I do anything for you?”
Frank Ric]mrds felt quite certain of his
round now, and to_ every question from
that moment he added something of his
own.

To give only the English, question and
answer now ran as follows, the first part

THE BACKWOODS!

-

nt the sentence being dictated Ly Smith,
ccond part being added by tho school’
bov interpreter.
“They want to know just where you Lot

the bag of money. \\ hcm are you from 7"

“Let them find it i they can.” T am from
the Cascade mine:

“They will furve you to
did you get here?” .

“They cannot force me, T received news
that my father was ill in Quebec, and I
sold my claim and started home with the

speak. How

lifo is at stake. Are you
wounded 2"

“Let them take it. Theso scoundrels fol-
lowed me from the mines, and yesterday
they attacked me in the forest. I have a
cut on the head.”

“You are warned that they are in dcndly
carnest. Have you any friends in this sec-
tion 17 .

“T defy them. T am a stranger here, on
my way to the railway.” |

“You are lost if you do not answer.
Don’t trust them. They will ot release you
if ou givo up_the moncy,

“Let it bo so, I know m, my boy; I
hid Um bmg safely while they were trackin,
me in the wood, and they will never fin
it

&

“Tor the last timo,
What can I do to help ¥
“T will not speak. Tt'you aro allowed
r o information {o the ncartst

Wi pationce i3 ruming out. T will
ean
T repent that, T will tell them, ——
Bo carelul. Ho is watching yo

“He cays he will put you to Lhe Lortum
to make you speak.

will you speak

prisoner, too, my friends will search fo
me, and may find us bo

<. is tort Es wvll not open my lipa. l‘
hope it may

Wil spoalk under tho torture. Ts d:q
bng hidden far from hore ?
will not speak. About ten miles.”

o food will bé given you. Could you
not put them on’a false' scont to gaig
time 0

“T will starve, then. good idea,
Let me think, But if lhn\' hnd Hlu mcnb),
1 fear they will murder us

“You will be beaten \uth a mul ropd
till you toll them where the bag on
Spin them a yarn to keen them \m,) until
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tomorrow. If I do not return tonight,
there will be a search.”

t this point the French-Canadian’s eyes
g]cnmed and Frank could sce that the
suggested idea was working in his min

“Tell them I could rnd +ho place where
1 hid the mon in the daylight.”

Smith’s scowling face ck‘arcd a little “lmn
that reply was translated.

From oks of the two ruffians, it
was casy to sec that they believed that the
threat_of torture had caused the French-
Cnnadx;\n to weaken.

guessed the galoot would come to his
sen s runarkcd Bocus

Y edlonen s0,” said Smith

Qll(‘tt\on nd answer in_ Ftcncll went on.

They want you fo give directions, not
o gu)d(, them. Dont Cogree. »

“T4 is_impossible
I could find the nlnce
| to-morrow, at
“If you lead thcm on a wild-goose chase
yom punishment will be terrible. Until
found thc money I believe both
mn lives are safe.”

“I will guide ﬂ'cm to-morroy
plumlsa me my nberkv Be sa(x;ﬁcd {huh
. will never find i

“You shall have your liberty as soon as
have the bag of money. Don't trust

directions, but
’Ih\s will gain’time

If they keep their word T am gatisod.
“know _they would take my lifo for their
foty if they fou.ud the money.

“1" guess that's cmc‘h, said Smith,
rising fo his feet. “Tell the galoot he shall
guide us_at sun-up, and if h doesn’t take
us to the right spot, Heaven help him!”

Trank translated that threat into French,
2ddin

,“There's a good chanco that my pals
?may find me before morning; and you,
t
This way, .vourker!” eaid Smith
roughly.

" " Frank Richards was led from the cabin.
The door closed and was barred again on
the outside.
Bocus Bill proceeded to knot the end of a
trail-rope about the schoolboy, with the
ev:dont intention of securing him for the

P Vou told mo T was to go after we had
‘finished, Mr. Smith!” exclaimed Frank.
© man grinned evilly.
uess T can’t spare you yet,” h
answered. “Tho. galoot may bo Troling,

and if ho fs sou'll bo wanted to talk again,

But don’t y afraid.  Afte
Vev dono, with  you O Yo" tronbies
will be over.

Frank’s face did not betray his feclings as
ho heard that remark, the hidden meaning
of which was not hidden from his quink
intelligence.

i u want mo to stay here to-night?” be

sled.
“Corrot!”

“Whero can I sleep, then?

“] guess the carth’s good enough for
you!” nns\verld Smith. “Fasten him to
lhﬂ.t tree,

“You bet, bos

"\Vcl! I lemt mmd camping out on a
summer’s  night Frapk, with an
assumption o corboesn, v one
efore.”

The r was knotted behind Frank’s

back where ho could not reach it, and tho
other end fastencd to a trunk above the
reach of his :

He was & sccure prisoner.

A blanket was thrown to him, and when
the two ruffans prepared their supper a
portion was given to the schoolboy, and he

ate it with what appotite ho could.

Bus it needed all his nervo and courage
to keep up an appearance of unsuspecting
confidence,

Tor he knew that he was in the hands of
utterly dosperato aud unscrupulous rascals,
and that his lifo and the other prisoner’s
were not worth a pin's head in comparison
with their safety.

If the two rascals who had tracked the
unfortunate Canadian from the mines, to
rob-him on his homeward way, sucoecded
in gotting possession of the bag of moncy,
\vlmc would follow ?

The returning miner, tracked by the two
desperadoes, had hidden the bag in tho
forast boforp they had run him down, and
thus made it impossible for them to silenco
him for ever without losing their plunder.

But when the plunder was safe in their
hands, would thoy leaye these two witnesses
to bring them to justice?

As he looked at the two evil, brutal faces
Frank Richards felt that there was only
one answer to that question.

Time had been gained—until to-morrow,

On that interval and what happened in it
depended the life of Frank Richards and
the prisoner of the log cabin,



8 CHUMS OF

CHAPTER 4.
Missing |
UEER that Frank’s not back I”
“Jolly queer!” eaid Beauclere,
with a troubled look.
Cedar Creck School had long
been dismisse:

Boys and girls had gone their homeward
ways, but Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclerc
remaine;

They had waited for Frank Richards to
return; but the dusk of the Canadian even-
ing was thickening, and he had not come.

What could bo detaining him was a

is(my to his chums.

rom what “Mr. Smith ” had said, they
had supposed that Frank had_only to ride
a few miles down the trail, and then return.

He should have been back at Cedar Creck
soon after lessons were over,

o chums stood at tho gates, looking
away down the dusky trail, with anxiety
growing in their faces,

ack Sam came out to bar the gate for
the night, and he blinked at the two in
surprise as he found them still there.

“Mass’ Lawless go home,” smd the negro.
“Mass’ Beauclere, you go

“Oh, bother!” said Bob. “Let’
speak to Miss Mendo“a, Cherub.
jolly queer about Frank I

Tho chums went_into_the school-house
again, and found Miss Meadows sitting in
the porch, chatting with Mr. Slimmoy.

Tho schoolmistress looked at them in sur-

rise,

0 and
This is

B dear boys, why have you not gone
home?” she exclaimed.
“I‘mnk hasn’t come back, ma’am,” said

R:chards has not returned 77

& Thnt is extraordinary !” exclaimed Miss
Meadows, in astonishment. “But pmbnbly
he has ‘gone straight home, instead of
coming back here.”

“I—I don’t guess ho would, as we didn't
know,” said Bob. “He wouldn't leave us
waiting for him.”

“My dear Lawless, ho must have gone
home, as he has not come back here,” said
Miss Meadows. “His talk with the French.
Canadian Jtraveller cannot have occupied

im long.”

“I—I suppose not.”

“You g better go home at once, or
your pancn(s will be anxious,” said Miss
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‘\Iai:do\w “You should not have waited
< Vogy well, ma'am.”

The ~two schcolbo}s went  for their
horses.

A dim crescent of moon was showing
above the forest .|s they rode away from
Cedar Creek Scl

Both of them \\ote looking {roubled.

“I-I guess nothing can have happened
to Trank!” said Lob Im\Ic:s last.
“What do you think, Cherub

Beauclere knitted his brows_

“I don’t sco how nn\tlung could llap'
pen,” he answered. “It beats me! But
feel suro Irank wouldn’t go o, and leo.\e
us waiting. Of course, ]m might have
thought we_should guess

“It's possible, I suppose.”

“He couldn’t have lmd an  accident,”
said Beauclere. “If ho had been thrown
from his pony, tho pony would como home,
He knows his way.

“But he'd go to the ranch,” said Bob,

“not to the sohool.”

“Yes, that’s so. Let’s get on, and we
shall sce whether Frank's at the ranch, at
nny rate. think I'll ride home avith

"Hu:tlc then!” said Bob,

They bioke into a gallop, and cove:
the distance quickly enough. i

ﬁhts wero_gleaming from the LuwI
ranch-house when they arrived there wi
a clatter of hoofs.

Mr. Lawless looked out, frowning.

h, youw've come homo, you young ras-
cals!” 'Ho exclaimed. “I was just thinking
of sending a man to look for'you. Hallo}
Where's Frank 7%

The rancher noted that Bob’s companion
was Bc:xuc!erc, and not his English cousin,

s heart sank.
“Itnt Frank home yet, popper?” ho

ked.
“ Home? Nol”
“Qh1”

“What doos this mean?” asked the
rancher, “Why has’t Frank come home
with you, Bob? THas anything happened 7"

iTas s pony como home, popper 1"

Vhat's happened, I say?”
if T Jnow 1™ sgid Bob dismally.
P something’s happened to Franky,
that’s jolly clear1”
“Come in and
rancher shortly,

atb

tell mel!” said the
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The two schoolboys followed him into
tho_house.

Thero Bob Lowloss explained whay had
happened in the afterncon—the visit of
Mr. Smith to tho lumber sl:huul i search
of ‘someone who couls nch_for
the purpose of aiding Canadian
llmeller injured on the

“¥ S ih ot

interjected the

I guess he was a stranger in this

e rancher knitted s brows.
“I guess it must have " ho
said. “A stranger couldn’t bo supposed to
havo any grudge against Frank. I supposo
y hadu't anything about him worth

¥
nlmlmg
“Only his pony,” said Bob.
The, ranchor siled
thief job,” he_said.
Besides,

“Thts "Rear enough. Frank
could e got home on foot long ‘g0 if it

wag
But—

he

what can

ther.
lmw bccome of Frank?”

1 gue
n,

that beats me—unless he’s been

“His' pony would have como 3
opper. He's found his way homo i
fore now.”
“Truel Got your suppers, boss, and Tl
Ed Bl ook ‘and somof the, Kowtanngs
‘to lnok e e T
abrupt

“You To going to stay, Cherch?” asked
Bob, as his father quiticd the room,

“I'd like to, if a message could bo sont
to,my fathor.

“T can fix

“Then Tll hu ghd to stay. T'm anxious
about Frank.”

o chums sat down to a rather dismal

*EEank Richirds did_not appear,
Mr. Lawless camo in, nfter despatching
the foroman of tho . ranch,
£ a dozen of the cattlemen,
search the trails for tho missing lad.
Tho rancher was puzzled and_ansious,
ad Mrs. Layless hared his ansicty.
and Beauclere would gladly have
oo tho search, but Mr. Lawless bade
them xem

oW

o ra
ng boy conld be found, the
mnlemm "eonld. find hi

Bat they did not find him.
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It was long past the schoolboys’ usual
ed-time_when Bill Cook rode up to the
anch with, the information that o sign
hagd been found ‘of Frank. Richard.
eytdent that nothing more could
bo dons &Il the morning, #n
Yore Beauclero weat to-bed with heavy
carts.
“Whoro e What had
i

their chum?
‘happened tu im?
‘Theso

o questions hat Lroubled their
thoughts ncossantly, a long time
ot them from slamber.

CHAPTER 5.
Could Help Come ?
RANK RICHARDS wis thinkiog of
his chums in those
Ho lay in tho,thick rass clozo by
tho log cabin, in. tho heart of tho
forest, sleepl

Within a 10" “cabin the French- Canadian
miner lay & bound prisoncs, with tho cabin
door barred upon

oeus il was fn u‘e cabin, slecping i
a Dblanket on the
e Qtside, in tho St s R 7

e hae wiigisr a8, algan; the saseal hud
looked at Frank Richards’ rope, and then
rolled 1f in a blanket to :lco

He lay only a few yards from xho school-

boy, and in the deep silence of the night
Fianle could hear hip steady breathing.

But there was no sleep for Fra

The terrible danger of his pesxhon was
moro tlian enough to keep him wide awako
and restless.

Escape was impossible.

He had already tried to reach the k
vopo behind his bacl, but the we
heen thoroughly done, and I\u coul(l naz
cven get his fingers on

To Sras a helpicss prisoner whero ho lay.

ho danger had been averted till lho

ol ml

=3
g

row.
When the rascals found that Clement was
leading them on a false scont—wha

X they found him resoluio in his re
to place the moncy ands, his lifo
e ot e, s Branics no
more.

help camo in the interval thero
w3y but slight hope for him
Could help come
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Frank knew that his chums would bo
thinking of him, that thoy would bo
alarmed by his faluro fo roturn, and that
bo, would be searched for.

ut tho search would bo on the trail;
thoy had 1o reason £o suppose that he had
ponetrated miles fnto tho forest.

Midnight had come, and faintly through
tho grost branches overhead glimmers of
mooniight fltered down.

ore was o sound on the grass near
Frank Richards, and ho turned his_head
quickly, a thrill_rumning through him &t
o thonght that it might bo a wild animal.

But a soft muzle was thrust into his
hand, and thero was a low, affectionate
whininy,

Franis hoart throbbed,

15 was his pony, Brow

A Tongih of repa sl
Biownie's neck.

Frank eat, up, his heart beating,
The  intolligont animal, tethered in
strange place. had known that something
Was amis, and ho had gnawed through the

Yether-tops.

o hind found his master, and was show-
ing equine delight at having found him,
snigglng his cof; mualo into Frank's hand
95 ho sat in the gra

‘Frank Richards past 3 quick look towards
ih ‘motionless fgure rolled in & blanket &
few yards from hi

mith did ot move; he was evidently
sleepmﬁ soundly.

Frank's hand were frce, and he stroked
the pony’s mose softly, mvirmuring endoar-
ing Wwords,

But, there was no time to lose—every
socond was procious.

Brownio was, £ree, 1f he was not, and that
Knowlodzo had brought into Frani's mind
like a fash A new hopo and a new plan.

Ho roso softly and cautiously to his feet,
stll stroking Jho’ borse's meck and mur.
muring to him

Silently ho turned the pony, patted his
head, and pointed to tho forest.

This pong's. intalligent tyss furned upon
him' questioningly; - he know that some.
hing “was wanfed, but he' did a0t under
stand w

The "beidlo jingled, and Trank's beart
thumped,

Ho'losked quicdy, almost in agons, to-
swaxds the sleaping-ruffian

But the man did not move.

trailed from
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Frank pushed the pony away fzom him,
and struck him a smart blow on the flank
with his hand.

Brownie swerved away, whinnying.

He turned back, and there was reproach
in his glistening eyes

Frank Richards raised his hand again.

Then tho pony understood the gesture.

He threw up his head and trotted away
into the fore:t hu footfalls almost in-
audible on the

Frank laid down ngmn, his heart beat-
ing almost to suffocatio

He listened with Leme anxiety.

A rustle came from the forest—a sound
of brushing twigs and brambles, and it
died away.

Brownie was gone.

A fear oppressed him that the affection-
ato animal might creep back to him, but
Brownio evidently understood at last.

The last faint sound of the pony bBRush-
ing through the thickets died away in the
silence of the night.

Frank’s throbbing heart ew calmer.

ar_away_in the forest, the pony was
threading his way homeward, and as soon
as he reached the plain ho would gallop:

TLong before morning he would be at f
Lawless Ranch, and he would come
messenger from the prisoner at the
cabin. 3

From the lone cabin in the heart t:f
forest to the corral of the Lawless Ra
would lie the fresh trail of the pony’s
hoofs.

Where Brownie forced his way through'
the underwood the broken twigs and
crushed foliage would tell their tale, and
on the open plain, wet now with the night.
dews, the tracks would remain to rewar
the keen eyes of a skilled trailer. i

Would Bob understand ?

Frank- Richards thou t that he would.
There was the rope_still round:
Brownie’s neck to show that he had been
tied up, and had freed himself, and that
would show that the pony had beea in
strango hands.

where the pony had been tied up
Bob wauld expecc to find traces, at: least,
of Brownie’s master, and if he followed
the trail—

Perhaps the hope was faint, but Frank
koew well his Canadian cousin’s skill, and
he trus#td to it
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There was hope—a gleam ‘whero all had
been darkness.

Frank Richards closed his eyes at last.

Sleep came fitfully to him through the
long hours, but cver, sleeping or waking,
the hope was in his breast that even in
this terrible extremity his chums would
find him and save him.

CHAFTER 6.
Two on the Trail.

HE full, round moon was high in the

I sky, and the light fell in a silvery

ﬂcud \\émn the Lawless Ranch and
the wide green grasslands.

It wanted only a couple of hours to
dawn.

But there was one at least in the silent
ranch-house who was not sleeping

ob Lawless stood at his open umdmv,
looking out upon the moonlit plain, and the
dim mountains in the distance, and the
dark, silent patches of timber.

Bob could not sleep.

Ho -was thinking of his chum, Frank
Richards, and his anxiety for his missing
chum was too keen to allow him to close
bns eyes.

Where was Frank?

e ridden away from Cedar Creek
school e previous day, and ridden into
the unknown.

From that hour nothing had been scen
or_heard of him.

he shadowy forest had swallowed him
up,zn:md hid his fate from all human cyes.

ob

The rancher’s son turned from the
window as Vere Beauclerc’s voice spoke in
he dim room behind him.
Beauclere  had  thrown

Frank’s bed.

““Yes, Cherub ?” said Bob in a low voice.
“You're awake, then?”

“I haven’t slept,” answered Beauclero
quietly. “Can_you'hear anything, Bob?”
Only the wind in_the larches.”
1 thought I heard a horse.”
“Only the hosses in the corral,

himself  on

then, old

chap.
“I don’t think so.”
Veroe Beanclerc slipped from the bed
and joined his chum at the window.
is eyes swept the moonlit plain with-
out.
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“Listen!” he muttered.
He held up his hand.

strained his ears to hear.

Faintly, from afar, came a low sound,
and as it drew nearér, it could be recog:
nised as the tattoo of horse’s hoofs.

“By you weren't rmshken,
C]xcmh]" antterod Boh, his eyes gleaming.
“It=it can’t be ank, surely ?

The two schoolboys watched e""erly from
the window.

Closer and closer came the tattoo on the
plain, and at last a dim form loomed up
in_the moonlight.

It was a riderless horse, heading for the
ranch-house, as if well knowing its way.

Bob caught Vere Beauclere by the arm.

“Frank’s pony!” ho muttered.

“It’s Brownie!” said Be:mclmc, with a
nod. “And without Frank!”

“I guess I'm_going down!”

“Quiet!” said Beauclerc. “1\0 need to
wake the house, Bob.”

The chums of Cedar Creek qmltcd the
room silently and crept down the stairs.

Cautiously Yawless removed bolt
and chain on the massive door of the ranch-
house.

The fresh night wind blew in as he drew
back the door.

Outside, the pony was whinnying softly.

“Brownie!” called Beauclere.

He ran out and caught the horse.

Brownie rubbed his soft muzzle on the
arm of his master’s chum.

Beauclere stroked the pony’s glossy neck,

Is Tyank's pony, right cnough,”
muttered _Bob  Lawless. “But where’s

Frank? If the brute could only speak!™
. Beauclerc was examining the pony atten-

Bob Lawlest

ively.
“If Franky’s been thrown and hurt,
Beau, it's curious that the hoss didn’t get

home before this,” said Bob.
“Its not that, Bob,” said Beauclero
quietly. “Frank’s being kept away.

“How do you know that, Cherub?”

“Look at Brownie. His bridle’s
taken off; he’s been roped up.
the trail-rope looso round his neck,
Beauclero, “He's been tied up, and hes

gnawed through the rope. Look at itl"
“By gum! Yowre right, Cherub!”
“Whoever roped in Brownie knows

sajid_Beauclere.
and Frank was

what's become of Frank,”
rownie was captured,



him then. Brownie's got away, and

»

But that man, Mr.
Smith, with whom Frank rode away from
Cedar Creek, must be at tho bottom of
it,” said Beauclere.

Bob knitted his brows.

o looked a harmless galoot emough,
Cherub. He comes into the school to ask
after a chap who can speak French to inter-
pret for him, because he’s found a French-
Canadian hurt on the trail.” Bob shook his
head. “It was sheer chance that Frank
went with him. Miss Meadows called him
out from the class. Smith couldn’t have
known Frank would come with him,

erub.  So it couldn’t have been a trick
by _somebody who hnd it up against Frank.”

BAaudom nodded.

“No, it couldn’ t, he agreed.

"\Vcll then, if the man was a sh:\nvcr
to Trank, why should he hurt him

“I don’t know,” admitted Beauc!erc
“But I know that Frank rode away from
school with this man Smith,-and that he’s
not been seen since. I bel\e‘e Lhat |f we
found Smith we should find ¥

“We're going to find Frank,” s‘\xd Bob,
setting his teeth. “If Brownie was taken
along with him, and it looks like i,
Brownie’s como from where Frank is now.
And he's left a trail, Cherub.

I was thinking of that.”

“The dew’s thick on the prmnc » said
Bob, his eyes gll!temn “and zh, light
u as good as daylight. If I can’t pick up

the trail you can call mo a Chinam:
We'll leave Brownie with Billy Cook, and
take tho trail, C'holu What do you sny?"

“CGood man,” said Beauclero.  “That’s
my Adm, too We'll borrow a gun from
Billy Co.

Bob L'mlc:s led the pony away towards
Lhe ranch foreman’s cabin, Beauclerc follow-

e knocked lightly at Billy Cool’s door.
The chums i not want to_awaken Mr.
Lewless, who might vory possibly have de:
murred when he learned of Bob’s scheme;
in fact it was very probable that ho would.
“Hallo!” camo from within the cabin.

“Wake up, Billy!”
‘OII, Bob' Hns Fumkv come home ?”

o5’ bt i pony
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The door opened, and Billy Cook looked
out, rubbing his cyos.

“Here’s the pony, Bill,” said Bob Law-

“We're going to_try and pick up his

Tell popper, will you, and you can

1'believe Frank's in bad

Tess,
trail.
ocrme nfter us.

“You et back to bed,” advised Billy

Cook. “Teave this hyer business to your
elders. Bob Lawless.”

“Take the pony,” answered Bol

I guesa I'll wake your popper, and put
it to him,” said the ranch foreman. “And
I reckon he won’t let you go humping on
any trail beforc morning, and on ybur
own, you young scallywag!”

Bxllv Cook led the pony away, and Bob
slipped into tho cabin.

He knew where the ranchman kept hls
rifle and caﬂ.ndges, and in a few seconds
ho emerged with the rifle under his arm
and the cartridge-belt slung met .h\s shoul-

“Conm on, Cherub!”

“I'm with K Bob!”

The two scl oolboys started at & run.

Where tho gony s hoofs had trampled the
dewy grass the trail was slam and glisten-
ing in the moonlight, and they were able’
to procced at a trot and keep it under
observation.

For a mile or more the trail led them?
without a pause, and they did not stop.

Then a p:n,ch of stony ground brought”
them to a pause,

Beauclerc scanned the ground in vain,

Bob Lawless was deeply learned in the
lore of the woods and the prairie, and he
was not long at fault.

few minutes the young, Canadian
was following the trail again, but it was
at_a snail’s pace now.

For some distance they proceeded slowly
and gﬂutwusly, till the stony patch was
pass

“Here we are agaml” said Beauclere.

- Bob’s eyes gleamed. !

“Lucky we started at once, Cherub! Tt
will bo sun-up in an hour, and then tho
dew will dry. I guess this trail won't
easy to follow then. Put it on, kidl We
can run heral

{1 ran on, without a pause or 3
iault nll the sombre shadows of the timber
received_them.

Then Bob Lawlose halted again.

“Sign” was difficult to find amid the
tangled undergrowth of the wood.
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» But hero and there tho snapped twigs

and trampled herbage showed where the
pony had forced his way, and cven so
slight a sign as the dew shaken from a bush
was enough for the keen-eyed Canadian.

Even when the moon had set Bob Lawless
gtill pushed on, though slowly now, and
with hesitation.

But as tho early rays of the rising sun
penetrated the shadows of the wood his
tagk .was easier.

Slowly but steadily the chums of Cedar
Creck School pushed on into the sombre
depths of the almost untrodden forest.

CHAPTER 7.
The Last_Hope,

RANK RICHARDS stirred and
awoke, Towards dawn the school-
boy prisoner had fallen into an un-
casy slumber, rolled in the blanket

m the grass.

The sound of movements awakened him.
He sat up in tho grass.

Tor a moment or two Frank expected to
see about him the familiar walls of bis
room at his uncle’s ranc

But recollection came quickly of the
strango adventuro of the preceding day.

Beforo his eyes was the log-cabin, in
which the French-f ian miner, Jules
Clement, lay bound a prisoner.

“Mr. Smith” and his companion, Bocus
Bill, were talking in low tones near him,
taking no heed cf the schoolboy.

Frank glanced at them, and then looked
away towards tho sombre woods that sur-
rounded the lonely_cabin.

o thought of  Brownie, and wondered
whether he had reached tho ‘ranch, and
whether the trail he had left would help
his friends to find him.

n that. faint hope everything de-
pended, even life itself.

Bocus Bill left his companion and went
round tho cabin.
A minute later there was a loud ex-la

clamation, and the ruffian came hurrying

ack.
“The pony’s gone, boss |”

“The pony?” repeated Smith.

“Tho kid’s pony.” X

“You fooll Didn't you tether him?”
growled Smith.

“I guess 1 put the trailrope on the

3

critter!” snarled Bocus Bill. *The brute’s
bitten it through and vamoosed I”

Smith strode over to where Frank
Richards lay in the grass.

Quickly he cxamined the rope that
shackled the schoolboy to the trunk of the
ig tree close at band.

. kid had no hand in it,”” he said.
“He's safe_ensugh. e hasn’t moved.”

“Don’t I tell you the critter gnawed
through tho ropei” answered Bocus Bill,
“T guess he's fur enough off by this time.”

“Well, it matters little. ~We're after
bigger game than a horse,” said Smith.

51' guess that critter would have fetched
two hundred dollars in the United States!™
grunted the ruffian,

Smith uttered an impatient exclamation.

“Don’t chew the rag about that, Bill.
This isn’t a horse-thief _game,” he said.
“Qur cl'éttcrs are safe, I suppose?”

“Then it’s all 0.K.”

Frank Richards did not speak. His
heart was heavi.

His hope that Brownie's trail might
lead the rescuers to the lonely log-cabin in
the forest was faint, but it was fainter now
that he saw that the thought did not even
oceur to the two kidnappers.

His hope of safety was their danger, bui
the danger was too slight to trouble them.

As the_sunlight strengthened Smith and
Bocus Bill sat down to a hurried break«
fast outside the cabin.

They did not heed Frank Richards.

When the hasty meal was finished Bocus
Bill untied tho ropo that fastened Frank
Richards to the tree.

he door of the cabin was opened, and
Smith strode in. K

The French-Canadian miner was lying
on the earthen floor, bound securely.

His pale face turned towards the adven¢
turer when he entered.

:Brim)z, the boy here, Bill.”

Frank Richards was brought in.
“I guess I want you to talk to the galoot
in, sonny,” said Smith. ‘“Last night
the critter agreed to lead us to the place
where he hid the bag of dollars. We'rq
taking him along with ug now. Tell him
in his lingo that if he tries any gum-gama
on us it will be the last gum-game he will
ever play on this earth!”
“Qu'est que Cest?” asked the French-
man.
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Frank Richards translated the threat.
Clement shrugged his shoulders,
“‘On verra,” he sai
"\\ m does he say? pgrowled Smith,
says you will sce.
I gut we will, and T guess he will wish

he’d never been bmn if he tries to pull the
wool over our eyes !

At a sign from the adventurer Bocus Bill
unbound the Canadian and led him from
however, still

his back.

Smith proceeded to bind Frank Richards
to_the log-bench in the cabin.

Lyidenily the schoolboy was to be left
there while Clement was taken away by
the two raseals.

Bocus Bill looked in at the doorway, his
hand resting on the butt of Lis revolver in
his_belt.

Trank chivered as ho caught tho oxpros:
sion on the face of the ruffian.

“What's the good, b
Bocus Bill. I reckon we
the younlker.”

7o may want him again,
Smith

“He's done the talking for us, T guess.”
Smith  shrugged  his  shoulders
paiently.
“The Frenchman may be fooling us”
he answered.  “Haven’t you any sense?
we don’t find the dollars we shall want the

muttered
e thromh with

» answered

im-

" assented Bocus Bill.

Smith followed him from the cabin, and
the_door was closed, ;md wedged fast with
a chip of wood outs}

\ Frank Richards sat on the beneh, shiver-

Ins life hung on a thread in the hands
of the two desperadoes from the mines.

Only the fact that he might still be
wanted to translate between them and their
rxvictim had saved him so far.

When he had served his turn, and was
wanted nc longer, he kuew what to expect.
The life of a schoolboy would not stand
between the thieves and safet:

Ten years in prison waited for them, if
Trank Richards could help in bringing
them to justice, and they J’d not mean to
run that risk.

How was this to end?

Frank listened to the sound of rcmdmg
footsteps, and the rustling of
wood as the two rascals dcmned \\nh t‘xmr
prisoner.
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'Ihcn silence fell. ®

mly through the inforstices in tho
rough walls of the cabin the sunlight peno-
trated.

Froma -without came the chirping of birds,
the sounds of the awakening of E;u of the
new day.
hank "Richards thought of Codar Creok
School, of the boys and girls who would
soon be arriving there for lessons, little
dreaming of the tcrnble peril in which
their schoolfellow I

Ho thought of his chums, too—his chums
who would not have shrunk from any dan-
reat, to save him.
ey doin

Brownie arrived at the ranch—had
the gn:mod trail-rope told them tho tale?
Ana wl- ro they oven then secking to pick
up ¢! ail of the pony in the grassy plain
L ‘tangled woods?

he hope was slight, but it was all he
had, and it did not leave him,

Tor some time he made attempts to loosen
his bonds, but the roping had been done too
carefully, and ho desisted ot last, with
aching arms and heavy heart.

Weary and restless, ho sat and wai
c\ ecting soon to_hear the sound of ﬂle

nappers returning, but hoping against
:xope that he would hear the voices of his
rien:

Suddcnlv ho started.

Outside “the cabirf there was a sound—
& low, faint sound-—but he knew that it was
a cautious footfall.

His heart beat almost to suffocation.

Was it the footstep of friend or of foe?

CHAPTER 8.
Tracked Down.

« ¢ FANG it?”
H Bob Lawless
words savagel

.
Beauclerc did not speak; he
“wtc)md his chum in sx]encc
m_the woods told no He

not so skxlled as the (,‘mu\dun lad in wood-
craft.

And cven Bob scemed beaten at last.

Twice he had lost the trail, and found it
again, but now, for the third time, he was
at _a loss,

Right and left he tried, but no “sign”
is penetrating gaze.

muttered the

met
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“Hang it!”

The trailers had had luck so far,
sbut n seamed that their guuk was too good
to

For hnlf an hour now Bob had been

he repeated.

seeking “sign,” and had found none.
Ho stopped at last, leaning against a
tree-trunk. his hands duvcn into his

Eodkcts Billy Cook’s rifle in the hollow of

“I guess it looks as if we come out at
tho little end of the horn this time,

Cherub!” he muttered.  “But we’re not

iving in.  We've beaten Billy Coglk, any-

ow. I reckon he’s on the t lon,
ago with popper, but he's lost it bcforc
this, or he’d have been up with u

Beauclere nodded.

“We've got to find it, Bob,” he said.

“By_thunder, wo're going to find it!”

aid  Bob, bdv\ean his teeth. “Hallo,
\\rhnts that?”

He started forward, as Ius eyes fell upon
‘a tiny object in the hérbag

t was a small green B, wiigaliog
painfully on_the ground,

“Poor thing!” said Beauclera compas-
sionately. “It’s hurt.”
Bob Lawless nodde:

“X guess I'm sorr{ {or Mr. Lizard,” he
“But here’s luck. Put him out
f his pain, Cherub.

ob’s face was bnghte

“That, Jpoer little beast was hurt,” he
‘said. been trodden on, Cherub.
‘What was it trod on him?”

Beauclere started.

“T guess,” said Bob, “‘that we're on the
track again. 1 guess, old Cherub, that it
was a hoss put his foot on that poor old
lizard—Brownie, in fact. He's passed this
way, though the ground’q too bard just hero
to keep a trace of Brownie was

heading for tho ranch—that's west of horo,

So I reckon, Cherub, that if we look east of
hcru o shall pick up Brownie's trail
"lct’s try,” said Beauclerc hopefully.

Bob Lawless glanced up at the sky, and
started. One glance was enough to give
him his direction.

Slowly and carefully hc soarchcd ﬁn—on%h
the wood, eastward of ot where the

unfortunate lizard had bcon oun:
A sudden exclamation of sntisfacﬁon
escaped him.

“Look _here, Cherub!”
Ho had reached a spnl where the under-
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woods were thicker, and he triumphantly,
pointed out a broken twig.

“Somcthmg s pmcd »he said.

Ho pushed o

“Jerusalem cucketsl" he exclaimed, &
fow minutes later.

In a soft hollow of the ground a hoof-
mark showed up clearly.

“That’s Brownie’s size, hay?” grinned
ob.  “Come on, Cherub; this is where
we rake in the stakes.”

Thicker and thicker the wood lay be-
fore them, and they had to y.xsh their way
through, but that was all to the good, for
in the thick underwoods there were ample
traces where a horse had forced its way.

Bob Im\\!csi halted suddenly.

“Quiet ! ho whispered.

Beauclere ]ooked at him,

The rencher’s son raised his hand and
pointed.

Through the opening of the trees they
made out part of the outline of a log-cabin
in, 2] little glade ahea
o cabin!” muttered Beauclere breath-

Bol: nodded, his oyes gleaming.
“T guess that shehnng belonged to some
trapper in the old days,” he whispered.

“But I reckon somebody else is using it
now—el’l7 This looks like the_end of tho
trail, Cherub. uite— Frank’s

there, T reckon somebody elso is there with
hxm, ,and it’s the shooter we shall want

Bob Lawless hurriedly examined the rifle,
and held it ready as he pushed on silently
and cautiously, Beauclerc at his heels.

They cameo to the clearing, their eyes
looking keenly about them.

‘There was no sign of ln!e, save a sound
of horses moving at the back of the cabin.

ob scanned the locality carefully before
venturing out into the open,

'wo horses were te ercd behind the

cnbin but there was no sign of a human

o of them then!” muttered Beau-
clere. must be in the cabin, Bob.”

Bob shool k s hea

“Look at it!” he whispered. 'h
a wedge jammed under the door outside,
“Somebody’s shut up there, but whoever
it is is a prisoner.”

Beauclerc’s eyes glistened.
“Frank|” ho muttered breathlessly.
“We're going to see. ~ There’s nobody
about except the hosses. that’s a cert.”
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The two schoolbovs ventured oni into
the glade at last, and approached the door
of the cabin.
ob's finger was on the trigger of the
rifle now; he was prepared for danger.
But it was pretty cloar that the placo
yras deserted, suva Ty tho prisonor i tho

1o,

fiite wedged door showed plainly enough
that someone was confined within.

Bob Lavless drew away the wedge.

“Open_tho door while I keep e shooter
handy, Cherub—we ain’t taking chances,”
he whispered.

Beauclere threw open the door, and the
barrel of the riflo was levelled in ab the
Little doorway.

hcrs was a shout withi)
Bob! Boau, old man

Pk

Tho two sdhoolboys rushed in

Frank Richards’ eyes dan

i

“Bob!” he panted. “Ob, oot T glad to
sce you! et me loose—gct me loose,
quick; they may come

Beanclerc’s knifo was nlmady at work on
his bonds.

The rope fell in fragments round him,

and Frank Richards, s rang to his fect,
rubbmg his numbed lim|
k. Honven youwve found mel” ho

;mted “How—how did you— _ Was it

rownie’s trail that led you here, Bob?”

“Correct!” grinned Bob Lawless.

“Bless him!” said Frank. “I—I hoped—
but it scemed such a slim chance! ~ Oh,
you chaps it’s a treat to sce you, and no
mistake

“Snme here, Franky!” said Bob.

ank Richards looked hastily out of the

¢ forest lay silent and deserted round
the mleurmg
“They’re not back set!” he breathed.
£ “When' they come—

“I don't know who ‘they’ are” said
Beauclere. ut hadn’t we better clear
before they come?

“No; there’s another chap in_ this fix,”
said Frank, French-Canadian named
Clomcnt We can't leave him to be mur-

ere

Bob Lawless whistled.

So bad_as that, Frank?”
I‘ranL Richards shivered.
Y J\e saved my life,” he said.
to save his. You remember

o
that vil h-n Smith, who came {a the school
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to ask for somebbdy who couId spel‘
Trench to mtergret for him. told
Miss Meadows it was a French tw\cl‘u
injured on the road. That was & lic.”

“I guessed it!” muttered Beauclere.

“There are two of the rotters,” said
Frank hurriedly.  “They bad a French-
Canadian miner here—a chap who couldn’t
speak English. They made me translate
for them. They wanted to rob him. As
they didn't understand French, I asked
him other things, besides what they told
mc to ask him, and found out all epout

“That was cute,” said Bob.

“He was at the Cascade mines, aud had
a claim there,” explained Frank. ““He got
news that his father was ill in the East,
and sold his claim and started- home with
the money on him. Those two villains fol-
lowed him from {he mines, and laid for
him in the forest. He got away wounded,
and hid the bag of dollars in the timber
somewhere, and when they ran him down
and captured him, they ~did not kno\v
where to look for the money. So tl
wanted an mterpmcr to get the uzfonm
tlon out of him.”

“They would have tortured him to mak
him speak,” said Frank, with @ shudd
“But we worked it betysen B caking
in_French—that he should pretend to be
willing to guide them to where the money
was hidden, to gain time. It had to be
left till morning.  Soon after dawn they
started, taking Clement with them. That
was iours ago. When—when I heard you,
L moughc pexhups it was those Villains com:
ing bac That would have been the
finish.” :

Bob knitted his bro“e

“Then the Frenchy isn't gom" to let
them bav the (lnllars7” he_asked.

“No; he’s fooling them.”

”\\hen they find that out—"

“I don’t think they will hurt him till
they've got their hands on the money,”
said Frank. “Smith told Bocus Bill that
I might be wanted uﬁmm so they kept mn

a prisoncr here, ‘1If they find the dollars, 1
believe they will choot him dead, to save
their dirty ekins; bur if they don’t find
them, (hcy 11 bring him back here to tors
ture him.”

“My hat!” said Beauclere, with a decp
breath,
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“They're a pm of xus tlers, the scam of
the mines,” said Frank. “'l]'e;, will Ior
ture him, as they threatened, and keep me
to translate what he says. That’s the
gamo, But if they find me gone \‘lxcn thew

Wck, I don't know what they'll do.
'lhcy 1l know it's not safe to stay here,
and they will have to run for it, and
Clement—

“They couldw’t take a prisoner
them if lhe;y: vamoose out of the section,”

with

said Bob. “I reckon Clement \muld stay
here, with a bullet in hlm, if that’s tho
sort of galoots they are.

“That’s what I think,” said Frank.

“This is \\hcm wo take a hand in the
game, then,” said Bob quietly. “It's up
o us, you fellows. You're game?

“Yes,” said Beauclerc,

"Yo-\ bct”’ exclaimed Frank. = “I'm

glad yow've got a rifle, Bob. Mind, those
rottura will :shoot.

“So shall 1 answered Bob lnconicalls.

“I¢ will be a_fight,” said Vere Beau:
clero coolly. ~ “We'd bottr get hold of
something, Frank.”

_Trank Richards nodded.

‘In o fow minutes the two led cut them-
selves cudgels from the wood,

It was tho best they could do, and then,
with beating hearts, but cool heads,
i ot Cotar Creel watied fov e o
turn of the rustlers.

CHAPTER 0,
For Life or Death!
7 OB LAWLESS closed the door of the
B log cabin, and jammed the wedge into
place again.
uess we'd  better let those
jgaloots think it's all as they left it,” he

id. “They won't know anybody’s been
here till they sco us—and my rifle is the
first thing they’ll see of us.”

“Good!” said Frank Richards,

The three chums, keeping their ‘eyes on
the woods abou them, moved away from
the cab a clump of trees within a
dolon garda ol' the door.

Taking cover in_ the underwoods, they
wmted out of sight, and watching the
cal

Bob Lawless held the rifle in readiness.
-The schoolboys had desperadoes to deal
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with, and life itself dcpcndcd on Bob's
quickness with his weapon.

The log cabin prc.wcnlcd the same aspeet
as when the two rascals had left it at
sunrise.

a7

hey would not discover that any change
had taken place during their absence, until
they were close at hand, and had opencd
the cabin door.

By that time they would be under Bob's
rifle-muzzl

The trio waited anxiously.

Not one of them thought of secking
safety and abandoning the Yrench-Canadian
miner to his fate; but they were grave ani
quiet, iull) xeahsmg the terrible peril they
were facing.
1hey hardly spoke as they waited.

An hour had passed, when a rustling in
the wood came faintly to their ears.

Bob gave his comrades a glance.

“T guess they’re on hand,” he whispered.

o lifted the rifle, and the muzzlo looked
out from the foliage, directed towards the
cabin, the butt resting firmly at his
shoulder.

His hand did not tremble.

Frank Richards drew a deep breath, and
his hand tightened in its grip upon his
cudgel.

The moment was at hand n

From the wood, at a little dxstuucc, three
forms emerged into sight.

ob Lawless and Beauclero recognised
one of them—“Mr. Smith,” who had
come to the lumber school the day beforo
with his lying tale in quest of an inter-
preter.

They could guess who the other two were
—Bocus Bill and the French-Canadian,

:‘That s the crowd?” whispered Beh

I guess T've got a bead on them.”
The French-Canadian was walking be-
tween the two rustlers.
He tottered a little as he walked, and his
face was deadly pale.
His pallor, and the blood-stained band-
ingc about his head, gave him a ghast!

Bob’s eyes glinted as ho looked at him.

Bocus Bill was helping, or, rather, drag
ging, the miner along by one arm.

The ruffian was cvidently in a savage
mood, and Smith was scowling fu!'mui]y

The scarch for the hidden bag of dollars*
had been unsuccessful; probably the twe
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ruffians realised that Clement had been
leading them only on a wild-goose chase.

“Come on, you critter, goldarn you
growled Bocus Bill, as Clement tottered
over a trailing root and almost fell.

He dragged savagely at the prisoner,
and Clement uttered a faint cry.

“I guess youw'll have suthin’ to yapp
about soon,” muttered the ruffian, ‘with
another savage drag at the helpless man.

The French-Canadian did not under-
stand the words, but their tone left no mis-
take as to the ruffian’s meaning.

He tottered on towards the cabin, and
Bocus Bill flung him roughly into tho
grass near the door.

Smith stood looking down wupon him,

with bitter rage and malice.
“You've had your chance, my buck,”
he said. “I guess youw'll bo sorry yow've

wasted our time. You don't get another
chavce.  I'll make you write it down, with
firo burning your feet, 1 guess

yowll tell the frozen truth mext time.”
7 “Stow the chifwag, boss!” grunted
Bocus Bill. “The galoot don't under-
stand.”

“I'll make him understand soon!” said
Smith savagely. “Get the boy out to in-
tcﬂ);'ct, ,\:-'hiln I build the fire.”

The words came clearly to the ears of the

hidden schoolboys.

hey left no doubt as to the savage in-
tentions of the rustlers.

¢ threat was not an idle one.

The. French-Canadian miner was to be
put to the torture till ho told the rustlers
what they wanted to_know.

Smith began to gather a heap of brush
wood in a little pile close to where the
prisoner lay, while Bocus Bill dragged at
the wedge under the cabin door.

“You know what that’s for, whether

ou’ speak English or not, you coyoto!”
hissed the adyenturer, as he threw down
tho brushwood beside the bound man.

“Vous no savez jamais,” said the
French-Canadian faintly.

“Oh, stow your lingo! Bring the boy
out, Bill.”

Bocus Bill strode into the log cabin, and
disappeared from view.

ext moment he came striding out of the
little doorway.
\revolver glittered in his hand now,

and his
clearing.

“Boss, he's yamoosed!” he exclaimod.

Smith’ turned back, his arms full of
brushwood.

“What?” he shouted.

“The kid’s gono!”

“ Tmpos:
yelled Sm

“He's i {
been here |

Tho ruffian was glaring round as ho
spoke, his revolver raised, evidently ready
to_shoot at sight. ‘ !

Bob Lawless hesitated no longer.

Crack!

From the clump of trecs came the sharp;
ringing report, and it was followed by a
fearful yell from Bocus Bill -

The sudden bullet tore through his
brawny shoulder, and the ruffian went reeld
ing back into tho log cabin, and crashed
upon the floor.

ad the rancher’s ton chosen to aim at
his heart it would have been a dead man
that rolled on the floor of the cabin. ¢

But oven at that terrible moment Bob
had spared him. |

from the cabin came wild, savage yell
ing, as tho ruffan lay on the Hfoor,
drenched in his own blood, and holpless
from his wound.

“Thunder!”

Smith spun round, his eyes seeking tha
smoke of the rifle, to find whenco came
that sudden shot. )

His rovolver was raised, ready to shoot. |

Over the glittering barrel his eyes were
glaring. i

The white curl of smoke from the clump
of trees caught his eyes at once, and he
fired shot aftsc shot without a pausel

Crack, crack, crack! A

The ballets’ tors through leaves and]
branches. i

But_the three schoolboys were in cover)
behind the trunks, and Bob Lawless was
hurriedly but deftly jamming a fresh cart
ridge in the rifle. .

Crack, crack

The rustler was still firing.

Bob peered cautiously round the trunld
through the foliage that screened the threo
from sight.

His riflo was raised again.

Five shots had cracked out almost in as
many scconds, and but for the cover of tho

savage eyes, swept round thg

s !
ble!" The door was fastened!”!

) Somebody’d

ith,
it out, I tell you!
i



"THE SCHOOLBOYS' OW

thick tree-trunks the schoolboys would havo
been rid

The rustler was reserving h)s ]ash shot,
and springing for gover Limsel

ut ho was too lat

Even as he sprang tu“:ﬂd.-. the ncarm
tree Bob’s riflo rang out sharply, and
right leg curled under him, and he \\cnt
with @ crash to the ground.

o stirred, and lay groaning.

“I guess ho's got that in the leg,” said
Bob Lawless ccolly, as ho put in a fresh
cartridge,

“Come on!” mattered Frank,

Thoe three schoolboys ran out of cover
smmy _towards the cabin.

mes amis!” cricd the
Canadian joyfully

Smith raised JumscH on his elbow.

His leg had been broken by Bob Law-
loss’ bu)‘ct and he was unable to rise; but
he supported himself on one elbow, and in
tHe other hand he grxppcd his' six-shooter,
his cyes blazing o

“Drop that!” shoutcd Bob Lawless,
duu_‘,nng forward his rifle,

W

Fronch-

Frank Rlch.uds hurled his cudgel even
a3 Bob s

~ The heuvy ‘billet of wood crashed into
Srhith’s face, and he rolled over, his re-
volver exploding harmlessly as he fell.

. “Look out for the other!” exclaimed
{Beauclorc.

Bocus Bxll was still groaning just inside
{the log c:

Bob Lawleas led the way, and his rifle
covered the wounded ruffian. Bocus Bill
thalf raised his revolver, but lowered it
‘again as the rifle-barrel bore full upon him.

“Lsz upl" Jho panted.  “Let up! I

uess I pass!”

“You‘d better!” said Bob Lawless
grlmly “Take away his shooter, Frank!

’Il give him one to get on with if he
dries to_use it!”

But Bocus Bill did not try to use the
reyolver,

Ho was almost fainting from loss of
blood, and the rifie-muzzle within a yard
of his face was too much for him.

Frank Richards took avay his revolver
and the knife from his

Boous T groaned. deopls.
“1 guess I'm a gono coon!” he said
hoarsely. ~ Winged—winged by a

gol
darned “schoolboy !~ Oh, great gophers!”
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W m~od~nnd a good shot, too said
Bob Lawless. “But you're not done for
yet, my bud\ You'll live to serve your
sentence; but yowll bo lucky if you'ra
ever able to use your right arm again!”

'Ihc ruffian gréaned.

“A moi! A moi!” the French-Canadian
was calhn

The three schoolboys hurried out to him.

Smith, wounded as he was, ws try ing to
creap away into the rest; but he was
very quickly stopped.

Beauclere opened his knife and cut tho
Frenchman loose. Sunths hands were tied
with the same cor

Hio lay in the wrass, white wille B s6d
loss of blocd, and his eyes glittoring as
Frank Richards & Co. like a reptile’s.

@ this is our win!” grinned Bob
Lavwless,

Frank Richards helped the French-
Canadian to_his fect as soon as he was
freed from the rope.

» “All serene !” he said, smiling,  “Voici
mes amis, iunsxcur Clewent. Maintenans
vous etes libre.

“Je vous rcmrrme, mon
the French-Canadian quietly,
Bons_ enfants, tout trois!”

Bob Lawless grinned.

“I guess I savvy that much French,” he
said. “Rightho, old scout! We'ro throo

of tho most bon—is that 3 ight, Franky ?—
I mean, t}uce oi the best !

“Ha,

“The chap dccmt scem fit to travel,”
remarked Bob. “T guess you'd better look
after him here while I fetcl snmebody from
the ranch, I reckon I shall find the popper
and Billy Cook hunting for the trail. Sco
that thoso two galoots don’t get away,
Franky. T'll leave you the rifle, and it
they give the least trouble, make ’em ft
for thu coyotes’ supper.”

“ ” answered Frank.

Alnd Bob Lawless starlcd on the home

trail

Jules Clement sat in the grass, his back
resting against a tree, his white face very
bright in the sunlight,

He had passed through the valley of the
shadow of death, and in his relict and
joy he searcely felt exhaustion and pain.

Frank Richards scarched the log cabin.
and fowd food for the Canadian, which
Clement ate ravenously.

a

said
Dieu!

enfant,”
“Mon D!
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And then Frant g'xvu Lis attention to
the two wounded rustlers.

“I suppose wo ought to do something
for them, Beau,” he said.

Beauclere nodded.

“I think s0,” he answered,

And the schoolboys bound up the wounds
as well as they could of the two rascals,
receiving in Teturn curses and savago
scowling, which did not trouble them,
however.

It was an hour later that Bob Lawless
returned,

He did not come alone.  Mr. Lawless
and Billy Cook and a couplc of the ranch
cattlemen were wi him,

‘*Safe, Frank?” exclaimed Mr. Lawless.

“Yes, uncle; thanks to Bob!” answered
Frank Richards, “If e hadn't followed
the trail, though—>

“When I found he w e I promised
him the biggest trmI»mpmg "o s Lifel”
growled the rancher. “But, as it's turned
out, T'm glad ho tried it.”

He turned to the French-Canadian, and
spoke to him in his own tongue. Then he
gave directions to his men.

“Get those two rustlers down to Thom:
son, and em over to the sheriff.
Better stick them on their horscs lmd lead
them. You boys can come wit e’re
going to help Mr. Clement gct back his
dollars,

“(aood"' said Bob.

And while Smith and Bocus Bill were
taken away by the cattlemen, the rancher
and-the schoolboys started with the French-
Canadian through the forest,

ement was smiling and joyful now. In
company with the rustlers Yo had failed to
find the hiding- place of the bag of money;
but he did not fail now.

Within an hour they stopped at a hollow
tree in the heart of the timber, and Clement
turned to Frank.

“Ici,” he said. ‘chlw \'ous-~"

“You bet!” answered

He squeezed himself into the Tollow trunk
and groped for the bag. In a couple of
minutes it was handed out to the miner.

“Good!” said Mr. Lawless. “Main-
tenant, monsieur, vous allez chez moi.”

“Merci, monsieur!” answered Clement
gratefully,

And the miner from Cascade was taken
to the Lawless ranch for the attention he
£0 badly needed.
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Bob Lawless rubbed his eyes when he
rose from the dinner-table.
did’t got much sleep last night,”

“We
o remarked. " *I fool sleepy ! Hallp
popper | What is it?

Bho rancher pointed to the clock.

“School I’ ho answere

“Oh, Jerusalem!” said Bob Lawles

“Blessed if I hadn’t forgotten school.
say, popper, wo shall be a bit Jato for
afterrioon lessons.”

“Better late than never|” answered Mr,
Lﬂ“‘]css cheorfully.

And Frank Richards & Co. rode away to
Cedar Creek School, and the rest of the

alternoon was spent’ in  Miss Meadows’
class.
CHAPTER 10.
A Mysterious Message.

RANKY |”  called out Chunky

F Todgers, as Frank Richards & Co.

rode up to the gate of Cedar Creek
ning.

School in 2}10 mor S
answered  Frapk

“}!1110, Fatty
Richards cheerily‘

“There’s o galoot here waiting to ses
you.”

I‘rnnk jumped off his pon: 5

hap to see me?” he a Eed in surpnse.

(‘hunl\y I‘odgvrs grinned and nodded.

Yepi It’s Injun Dx.ck from nmmpson,
and he’s got a note for > 1

“Blessed if I know whom it can be
from, then,” said Frank. “I don't know
anybody at Thompson Qo send me notes,
Cake my pony, Bob, old chap.”

““Right vou are said Bob Lawless.

Frank ichards walked towards the
lumber schoolhouse, while Bob Lawless anq
Vere Beauclerc put the horses in the
corral.

Frank was surprised and puzzled.

He knew Injun Dick, the Redskin loafer
of Thompson, who was often employed to
carry messages; but it was a puzzle who
could have sent tho Redskin over to Cedar
Creek School with a letter for him.

He found the A%uche sitting outside ‘the
porch, basking in the morning sunshine, hig
tattered blanket draped round him.

Injun Dick rose to his feet as Frank came
up.

P Yowve got o note for me?” asked

Frank.
“You bet ! Paleface give red chicf lette;
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for young white chief,” answered Injun
Dick. “You give Injun Dick twenty-five
cents.”

“Lot's seo the letter first,” said Frank,

Bmiling.  “Tt may not be worth it.”

. Injun Dick fumbled among his rags, and
produced a decidedly soiled envelope,

i Scrawled on the’ outside was “Mister
Frank Richards, Cedar Creek Skool.”

The handwriting was rough and stubby,
d quite nnknows to Frank Richards,

“Injun thirsty,” remarked the Apache.

#Plenty of water in the pump, old man 1"
$aid Frank.

The Redskin made a wry face.
‘vanted something stronger o quench his
thirst.

“You give Injun twenty-five cents’ he
said, in an injured tone. “Injun hump it
long way on trail to bring letter to young
‘white chief. Injun thirsty.”

Frank Richards found a quarter in his
'pockct, and tossed it to the Redskin.

He had no doubt that Injun Dick had
been paid for bringing it on the chance of a
tip at the end.

But Injun Dick had been a great chief
‘once, in the far-away land of Arizona, and
Frank had some compassion for the fallen
warrior,

The Apache grabbed the quarter, draped
his tattered blanket round him, and stalked
®way with great dignity.

i Frank Richards opened the soiled enve-

ope.

There was a rough sheet of paper folded
':i‘hin; not nfotc aper, however, but ?vi-

ently part of the paper wrapping of a
¥hisky bottle.

" Upon it a message was seribbled in pencil.

Erank rcad it, and jumped.

He read it again, staring blankly at the
Fough scrawl, and then he rubbed his eyes.
© “My only hat!” he ojaculated, in blank
faistonishment.

i, "Hallo, what’s the_trouble?” asked Bob
Lawless, ' joining him  with Beauclere.
Somebody sent in a little bill?”

“Nunno I
. “By gum!” chimed in Kern Gunten, the
Bwiss schoolboy. “You getting bills from
the Red Dog saloon, Richards? Better not
let Miss Meadows sec it.”

{ Frank gave the Swiss an angry glance,

| The Red Dog in Thompson was a de-
cidedly malodorous establishment, which
was very carcfully avoided by the respect-
Bble citizens of Thompson,
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Any Cedar Creck fellow who had visited
tho place would certainly have had the vials
of wrath poured out upon him, if discovered
by, the schoolmistress.

“Nothing of tho sort, Gunten, as you
know jolly well I” exclaimed Frank,

“Well, you looked knocked into a heap,”
grinned Gunten, “Fellows hore don’t often
get letters from the Red Dog.”

“Oh, rats!”

Frank Richards walked away with his
chums, leaving Gunten looking after him
very curiously.

““You fellows had better read this,” said
TFrank, stopping in tho playground, “I'm
blessed if I can make head or tail of it.
Some chap off his rocker, I should think !””

Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclere read the
letter togetber, and whistled,

“Deer Mister Richards,—You ain’t come
yar like you promised. This yar won’t do,
and so I tell you plane. If you'd rather I
come to your skool and see the missus, you
can bet your sox that Ill come. Now,
no pesky nonsense! You come yar this
evening, or thar'll be trubble.

“Yours trooly,
*Four Kixgs.”

“Graat jumping gophers!” exclaimed Bob
Lawiess. “What does that mean, Franky 7"’

“That’s what I want to know, Bob.”

“Who's Four Kings?" asked Beauclere.

“ Ask me another |”

“You don't know him ?”

“‘No. Never heard of the name, if it is a
name,” said Frank Richards. *I supposo
it’s a name, or a nickname.”

“Four kings is a hand at poker,” said
Bob Lawless. “It’s the nickname of some
chap, of course. Somo loafer at the Red
Dog, I suppoze, as he's sent Injun Dick with
this letter. He wants you to go to the Red

og and gee him.”

Frank Richards knitted his brows.

The letter simply bewildered him.

Ho had passed the Red Dog in the strect
at Thompson, but certainly he had never
crossed the threshold of that establishment.

o far as he knew, he was unacquainted
with any of the shady habitués_of the
place, with the exception of Injun Dick.

'hy the gentleman who rejoiced in the
Eeculinr name of Four Kings should write
1

m such a letter as this was a deep my
Y him.



“Ho says you promiced to go there”
said. Beauclore, with another glance at tho
letter.

“Ho says so, agreed Frank. “Poity, I
suppose. T don’t even know the man.”

“And if you don’t go, he's coming to
the school to see sts Meadows,” said Bob
Laywless, in wone

‘‘He can come lf 'he likes.”

“Jt’s an invitation for this evening, any-
how,” grinned Bob. *Chanco for you to
o on a bender, and paint the town red,
Franky.”

Frank Richards laughed.

“The man must be mad,” he sai; “If
my name wasn't written here, I should
think the Indian had given me a letter
intended for somebody else. Gunten’s much
moro, likely to know people at the Red

0g.

*I guess that’s so.”
“But here’s the name. What on earth
can it all mean?” exclaimed Frank
Richatds, in utter perplexity.
“The man’s mistaken somcbody else for
you, I clmuld think,” remarked Vere Beau-
Te. ‘hn s the only r'xpldnutmn Any-
t41

“Perhaps Injun Dick knows eonmhmg
about it,”* suggested Bob Lawless.
sco whether }m s gone.

“@ood idea

The three ohums ran down to the gates
to look for tho messenger.

But Injun Dick had vanished.

Déubtless the noble red man was in a
hurry to get back to the Red Dog. with
his twenty-five cents, and expend it in the
purchase of the potent firc-water.

“THallo, there’s the bell I said Bob.

Frank Richards & Co. turned back to the
lumber school, and went in with the rest of
the Cedar Creck erowd for morning lessons.

The letter from Four Kings was left in
the playzround, torn into a dozen picces and
<{n1(lm{"| on the wine

But l*mnk was thmkmg a good deal
about it du he

The incident was mu o inexplicable.

ITe did not know Four Kings, but it was
(‘IMr that the man knew him, or believed

at he knew him, and expected him at
\‘w Red Dog that cvening.

Frank Richards, of course, had not the

htest fntention of going there,
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But he wondered what step Four Kings
would take, if he did not come;

If the man carried out his threat of
visiting the lumber school there would be
a scene, and Frank wondered what would
come of it,

CHAPTER 11.
Four Kings Means Bucincss.
@ AYBE there'll be a visitor for you,

M Franky,” grinned Bob Lawless,

as the chums of Cedar Creek
trotted up to the lumber school
on the follu\\mg ‘morning.

“T wonder I said Frank.

Frank Richards was feeling just a littlo -
excited as.he arrived at the lumber school.

He glanced round quickly as he entercd
the gates.

But there was no stranger in sight.

If Four Kings intended to carry out his
threat ho had not dono so yef, at all
events.

There was a group of fellows inside the
gates, engaged in an animated discussion,
and Frank Richards & Co. joined them. .

‘“Anything on?” asked Bob Lawless.

guess there’s somethin’ on at Thomp-
son,“ said Lben Hacke. “It's that claim-
robber again.”

:‘H.L\Ln ¢ mey caught him yet?”

N

“W]mt’s that?” asked Frank Richards.

“It’s been going on for two or threa
\»cuks, from what I hear,” explained Hacke.
2 galoot goes moseying round the
cluuns on toe creek at night, lifting the
dust from the cradles. I guess there’ll be
shooting if the boys spot him.>”

“It’s a dirty trick,” said Tom Lawrence.
““The miners can't be watching their claimg
all night. When the pay-dirt's left in the
cradles overnight, thcus a chance for a
claim-robber. One of the Red Dog gang,
very likely. They‘ve ml‘o in Shcnﬁ
Henderson, but he hasn’t found the man.”

“Injun Dick, very likely,” remarked
Kern Gunten, “Hc’s the sort of galoot

that would rob o claim, or anything Sso
Frank Richards frowne
“I's not quite feir to say it's Injun

Dick, if thero isn’t any cvidence on the
subject,” ho said.
Gunten grinned.

“Sorry; I forgot he was a friend of
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ours” Le answered. And there was a
augh from the Cedar Creck fellows.

“Bosh!” said Frank. “He's not a friend
of mipe; but- I don't see why a theft should
be put down to him. There are a good
many fellows in Thompson who might bo
doing it.”

““Some galoot who's had hard luck at
poker, and wants to raiso the wind,
perhaps, Gunten,” said Bob Lawless, with
a grin.

Gunten flushed erimson.

He was about to make an angry reply,
but he turned away instead, and left the

group.

Bob looked after him rather curiously.

Gunten’s gambling propensities were well
known, and Bob hag Ecen making a.playful
allusion to them, but without any serious
intention,

He had no thought for a moment of con-
necting Kern Gunten with the mysterious
claim-robber.

‘" But the startled flush of the Swiss struck
him very strangely,

“My word!” murmured Bob, as he left
the group of schoolboys with his chums.
It 1s0’t possible that Gunten—-"

He paused.

“Impossible I said Beauclere hastily.

“He seemed struck all of a heap with
what I said, ard I was only joking,” satd
Bob; “and he seems jolly keen to give the
impression that it’s the Redskin who moseys
round at_night lifting pay-dust from the
claims. But I guess even Gunten would
draw tho line at that.”

{1 should hope so,” said Frank Richards.

“Your visitor isn’t here this morning,
Franky, Looks as if Four Kings is going
to neglect you, after all,” said

lay, hmf.
“sWe! , I'm rather glad,” said Frank.
“We don’t want a sccno heré, though I
suppose if the man camo he would see that
e’s made a mistake.”
Frank dismissed the matter from his mind
as he went in to lcssons.
. But before morning lessons were over at
Cedar Creek there came an interruption.
A coppery faco and a tattered blanket
appeared in the open doorway of the school-

room.
“Injun Dick " murmured Bob Lawless,
Miss Meadows looked round shary ly.
“Please go away at oncel” she e:
claimed. “You have no business here {2
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“Injun bring letter,” explained the Red
skin, ducking his head to the gchoolmistress.

“A letter for me?” asked Mist
Meadows,

““Letter for young white chief,” answered
Injun Dick, pointing a grubby forefingor
at Frank Richards.

“You must not come here during lesson.
time,” said Miss Meadows severely. *You
must leave the letter on the tab{e in the
passage.”

“Injun want answer,

“Then you must wait

“All OX., missy!” said Injun Dick.
“Injun wait, you bet! Injun Dick bully
boy with a glass eye. #

Thirsty.

Miss Meadows took no_notice of that
strong hint, but turned back to her class.

Injun Dick gavo her o sorrowful look, and
stepped oui of tho doorway, and sat dewn
on the bench in the porch to wait.

The lesson wen, o,

good many glances were turned upon
Trank Richards, who sat with & slightly
flushed face,

This was the second time Injun Dick had
brought him o lotter, and the fact wis
enough to excito curiosity.

Frank did not need felling whom tho
Ictter was from, and he was foeling puzzled
and angry,

&lad when lessons wero over that
morning, and ke left the sehoolroom wiih
he rest,

Injun Dick was loaning baok on the bench,
his hoad restiog on the wall of the bench:
snoring.

Tt was probable that the Apache had
already sampled the tanglofoot. at tho Red
Dog that day, early as it was,

Bob Lawless shook him by the shoulder,
and the Tadian awoke.

“You've got a lctter for me,” said
Frank, rather gruffly.
“Cor-rect 1"~ answered Injun Dick,

dividing the word in_the middle, in the
slangy way of the mining-camps.

“Hand it over, then, »

Injun Dick handed over the letter, and
his brown hand remained extended.

“You give njun twentyfive conts” ho
suggested,

Frank Richards did not heed. He had no
more quarters to bestow upon the fallen
chief of the Apaches,

He stepped out of tho porch with the
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letter, and opened it hastily,
followed him out.

“You un ﬂnswer,

“Wait o minute.

“Tnjun wait, Al OIC. | Tnjun Dick bully
rook I’ the red man.

TFrank Richards read tho letter, and
passed it to Bob and Beauclere, his faco
dark with anger.

“That geloot again?” asked Bob.

“Yes; read it.”

The two schoolboys read the letter with
keen interest, and its contents made them
open their eyes. It was as surprising as
the former missive:

" he said.

“Deer Mister Richards,—You ain’t come
and you ain’t wrote, Wort sort of a game
do you cal] this ar? You better not furgit
that T ain’t foolin’. I meen business from
the word go, and don’t you furgit it! I'm
waiting for you at seven o’clock to-day at
the Rei Dog, expeckting you arter skool.
Ii you don't come, you watch out for me
and bad trouble.

“Four Kixgs.”

“Note beney.—The barer of this yar wil
bring me your enser.”

I and
grinned Bob Ln“less “ T‘mnk[y c\ld scout
this is some old pal you've forgoiten.”

Frank’s eyes gleames

"I don’t know the man, and I don’t want

1” he said. “But there’s going to bo a
stoppcr put on his \\'rmng to mel”

Ho turned to the Indian, who was wait-
ing in stolid silence.

\Vho gavc you this letter, Injun Dick?”

ster Four Kings.”
“Wiho i Let”
“Bully boy with a tin enr,”
the Red m
%\What docs he mean, Bob?”
Bob Lavw]

answered

o lingo, my innccent
he replied.  “It only means a first-
chop galoot—a real sport. I daro say
Injun Dick’s idea of a lmllv boy is a bit
dxﬁoront from ours, though.
ou come?” asked khe Indian.
[‘ranL Richards hesitated.
ou wow't go, Frank, surely?”
claimed Vere Beauclere.
“Well,” said Frank slowlv. “I'm fed up

ex-
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ctting letters from tho man. If I
him, perhaps he'll see that he’s mak-
ing o mistake. And, anyway, I can tell
him to chuck it. Suppmo we_ride over
there after lessons? The fact is, I'd like
to know what claim the man thinks he has
on me. It looks to me as if somebndys
been using my name in some way.”

“Well, it won’t do any harm to see him,
I suppose,” said Bob thoughtfully.

Beauclerc nodded.

Ho was a little curious, too. The matter
was so strange and inexplicable that all
three of the chums were curious to
who Four ngs was, and what he \vanted

“I'm coming, Injun Dick,” said Frank,
making up his mind. “Tell Four Kings
that I'm coming at seven, and my friends
with me.”

“You bet

‘”lhat s :;Il ko smd Frank.

Tnjun thirst;

“There’s the crcok i snxd Bob Lawless,
jerking his thumb towards

Injun Dick gave him a rcpmachful Took,
and stalked awa;

Gunten joined the threo chums,

“Do yon mind if I give you a tip,
Richards?” he said, in quite a friendly

with

way, “Miss Meadows has been keeping
an eye on ycu

"]I don’t sce why!” answered Frank
tart

“ \Vell of course, she knows that Injun
Dick hands_out at the id

you know your own

caboose. Of course,
were you I'd keep

business best, but if I
it a

Frank Ri chards flushed with anger.

“I'm not receiving letters from the Red

Dog!” he cvlmmed hotly. “I don’t know
a soul there! I've been written to twice
by a man I've ,never even heard of before,
and that’s all.”

Gunten whxstled

“That's a queer yarn,” he said. “T don’t
think Mlss Meadows would swallow that.
If you've becn on a bender, and got mixed
up“with the Red Dog erowd, it would be

only wise to keep it dark. That's my
advice,”

“Xeep your alvice till I ask tor, it,
then 1” cxd:umc,l Freok angrily. “You

kpow porfeelly w1 that Tve one nothing
of the sort
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“¥ guess I'm only going by what it looks
like,” answered Gunten, with a shrug of
the ‘shoulders. And he walked away.

Frank Richards breathed hard.

“You fellows can see that this man
Four Kings has got to bo bottled up,” he
said. At this rate, I shall have all the
fellows thinking that I'vo been playing
faro at the g.”

“We'll bottle him up!” said Dob Law-
less cheerily,  “Ieep your wool on,
Franky. We'll take a trail-rope, and lay
it round the galoot if you like1”

Frank Richards laughed, and the matter
dropped.

CHAPTER 12,
Not Nice for Frank.
RANK RICHARDS could not help
F observing that day that there was
a good deal of curiosity in‘the lumber
i school on the subject of Injun Dick’s
¥isits.

Perhaps Gunten had been spreading his
own peculiar view of tho matter. It-was
very probable that Frank’s old enemy was
not letting this opportunity pass him by,

After lessons Chunky Todgers rolled up
to the chums as they were going to the
corral for their horses.

Chunky's fat face wore a very serious
expression—an expression that was quite
owl-like in its solemnity.

“Going home, Richards?” he asked.

“Not now,” answesed Frank.

“Look here, I wouldn’t do it if I were
you, Franky,” said Todgers.

“Eh? You wouldn’t do what?"

u won't get any good at the Red
.” said Chunky, wagging his head
sagely. “Co straight home, old fellow, and
let it slide.”

Frank Richards gave him an angry look,
but Chunky’s evident concern for him dis-
armed him,

Chunky was intending to give him a
friendly ‘warning.

# assl” exclaimed TFrank, half
amused and half vexed. “What do you
think T am foing to do, then?”

“Well, folks go to the Red Dog to
faro, I believe,” answered Chunky.
guess I've heard that old Boss-Eye runs
a faro-table there.”

“Wlo’s old Boss-Eye, you duffer?”

“The galogt that keeps the place,”

piay
1
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answered Chunky, “Don’t you know
him?”

+£Of course I don't 1” roared Frank.

“Yet you're going there!”

“Oh, rats!”

“Don’t do it, old chap!” urged Chunky.

“Ob, dry up, and don’t be a silly young
ass!” exclaimed Frank Richards irritably.

“Well, I reckon I've only spoken to you
as a friend,” said Chunky, in an injured
tone. “Gunten says—"

“Bother Gunten [

Tom and Molly Lawrence passed them,
leading their horses from the corral.

Lawrence gave Frank Richards a rather
odd look, and Molly coloured as she caught
his glance.

Frank set his lips.

It was evident that the story was going
round the school that he had boon com-
panions at the Red Dog, and the thought
that Molly Lawrence had heard it, and bo-
lieved it, was bitterly annoying to him.

e stepped quickly towards Tom and his
sister,

“Hold on a minute,” he said. “I sup-
pose yow've heard the silly talk about me,
and “about Injun Dick bringing me
letters 2"

“I don’t believe it, Frank,” said Molly
Lawrence quickly. “I'm sure you don't
know any of those wretched pcople at the
Red Dog.”

“1 don’t,” said Frank,

“You're going_there,” Tom Lawrence
said. “You told Injun Dick you’d be there
at seven, I've heard some fellows say.”

“That’s true,” assented Frank. “Some
rotter has written to mo from there,
threatening me, and I'm going to see what
he means by it. My friends are going with
me. I suppose you don’t think I'm going
to play faro?”

“Fancy old Franky painting the town
red and "bucking the tiger in the Red Dog
saloon1” chuckled Bob Lawless.

“Better keep out of the place, anyhow,”
said Lawrence, “Miss Meadows would be
mad if she heard of it, I guess.”

“Look at that letter, both of you,” said
Frank. He held up the sccond letter from
Four Kings.

“Do you mean to say you don’t know tho
man who wrote this?” exclaimed Lawrence,
in astonishment,

“Not from Adam I”*

“He knows you.”
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“Ho thinks he does,” admitted Frank.

“I think somebody's been using my name,
and. I'm going to find out.

Lmvzcncc no:

o hatn in that,” ho assented.

“You must be careful not to get into a
quarzel there, Frank,” said Molly Lawrence
an‘mu.lv “They're a very rough crowd.”
all be very careful, of course!”

said hran

Frank hards’ brows were knitted as
he led his pony out to the t

It was evidently high nme that Four
Kmﬁs and his correspondence were nipped
in the bud, if Frank did not want to carn
a reputation as shady as Kern Gunten’s.

Frank was silent as he rode up the
Thompson trail with his chums.

The whole affair mystified and worried
him, and he was very anxious to have an
explanation with his unknown corre-
spondent,

Gumcn :md I\eller, who lived at Thomp-
son, ro tr after the three
ehumaand Bopt thets ia sght dll the way
(o the town.

They rode into Thompson close on the

track of Frank Richards Co., and
watched them in the street a'a the trio
stopped outside the Red Dug Sal

hards & Co. hiad no oyes fbr
thcy were not thinking just
r 'two prying schoolfellows.
They_dismounted outside tho#Red Dog,
where Injun Dick was leaning up egainst
a post, draped in his blanket.
ho Redskin was hall aslcep, bub_his
black eyes opencd'alertly as the three ridors
dismoynte
“Injun hold hoss!” he ejaculated. “You
put your dust on Injun Dick! Buily boy
with' a glass eye, you bet! Wah!”
nd the Apache tookthe’reins of the
. while the schoolboys went

three hos
into the saloon.

A man_with inflamed face and dread-
fully squinting eyes was behind the bar,
serving two or three cattlemen with drinks.

This was cvidently the gentleman who
bore the descriptive appellation of “Boss-

The habitucs of the Red Dog glanced
curiously at the schoolboys, whose faces
Jere Tiulios SoF as Hots i

BossTyo looked at them, appearing to
be looking out of the window, owing to bis
affliction.
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“What's yours, gents?” he asked.

Bob Lawless grinned at the idea of being
served with mountain whisky over the bar
of uha Red Dog.

We don’t want anything, thanks!” said
Frank Richards hastily. “We've called to
sco someono here—a man named Four
Kings. Do you know him?”

“Do I know my own face?” answered
Boss-Eye, this apparently being an em-
phatic answer in the affrmative.

“Is he about?” asked Frank.

“l reckon.”

Well jcan we sco him? We've called to
ey i

“You 11 find him in the parlour,” said
Boss-Eye; and he turned away to serve
another customer.

Tho Red Do did not look as if it pos-
sessed such a thing as a parlour, but the
schoolboys discerned a door at the farther
end of the bar-room, and they passed
through it into an apartment which was
evidently the parlour.

t was a small room, with a dirty window
overlooking a yard piled with logs, and
an ntmosp{;ere of stale spirits and smoke.

The room had only one occupant—a ma
in rough garb and red shirt, with a Stet-
son hat on the back of his

As ho was the only pcrson there they
guessed that he was Four Kings, and they
Jooked at him with some interest.

© was not a_ pleasant man to look at.

His clothing chowed that he was not well

off in this world’s goods, and there were
signs that even soap-and-water wero be-
yond bis means—or, at least, beyond bis
inclinations,
. "hcredyvem Svl;)’n.l scars on lnta‘ stubby
ace, and o) s eurs was partly gote,
probably '@ham . s
brawl.

He was smoking a black pipe and sip-
ping from a tumbler of whisky-and-water
when the schoolboys entered.

He returned their glance with interest.

Frank Richards eame up to the rough
tablo at which the man was sitting, his

chims following him,

ro you Four Kings?” he
directly.

“I guess. I'm that same galoot,” drawled
the man withithe bitten ear.

“Then yotre the man who wrote to me
at Cedar Creek  School!  I'm * Frank
Richards!”

some  bar-room

asked
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CHAPTER 3.
A Startling Accusation.
OUR KINGS rose to his feet as Frank
Richards gave his name, his glance
resting very keenly on the schoolboy
of Cedar Creck.

F

“Ho! ~Youre young Richards, are
you!” he said.
cs. You've written to me twice,” said
Frank. “I've come here—

“I reckoned you'd have hoss-sense enough
to come hyer,” saifl Four Kings. *
have done wiser to come 3os!erday, cord
ing to your promise, my antelope.” I ain't
& galoot to be played with, and don’t you
furgit it1”

“I've come here to ask you what the
dickens you mean by it!” exclaimed Frank
hotly. “What do you mean by saying that
I promised to come here? I've never scen
you before !

Four Kings grinned.

“Come off!” he answered. “I guess we
know one another pretty well, Mister Frank
Richar But what~ have’ you brought
these h)cr fellows along for? They ain't
no business here.”

“’lhoy ve come with me to see what it
means,” said Fran] k. “I want to know
what_ fool-game yowro playing!”

“You ain’t keeping it secret, then?”

“Keeping what secret?”

o 'lhat business t}mt I know_about.”

Are you mad?” exclaimed Frank hotly.
“I hn\cnc the faintest idea what you're
talking about

Four ngs stared at him.

The man was cvidently as surprised as
Frank himself.

Amazing as it was, it was clear that he
believed there was a sceret between Frank
Richards and himself.

“Suppose you explain, Mr. Four Kings,”
suggested Bob Lawless. “You can g
qh[cad Frank hasn’t any secrets from his
pals.

“There’s a mistake somewhere,”
Beauclere quietly,

“I guess there ain’t nary mistake,” said
Four Kings. “I s'pose Frank Richards is
Trank Richards, aimt ho? But you take
my advice, Mr. Richards, and don’t let
these pilgrims into it. I know that young
fell he son of Rancher Lawless,
and he ain’t the ;:aloob to Lnow about it.

said

You take my war
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Frank Richards almost gasped with
astonishment.

*Bob Lawloss is.my cousin, and Rancher

Lawless is my uncle” he exc

“Oh! Then I reckon you'd “batter keep
your_gum-game dark your uncle,”
said Four Kings. “From what I've heered
of Rancher Lawless he’s the man to give
you thunder if he knowed about it.”

“Tve never dono anything that I'm
afraid to let my uncle know,” said Frank
disdainfully. “You scem fo be making
somo fathcaded mistake. I’crlmps you've
mistaken me for somebody else.

Tour Kings chuckled.

h, that's the game, is it?” he ex-
claimed.  “Yow're goin’ to deny it? I
caleulate that rooster won’t fight, my young
buvk 1

Deny what?” shouted rrmk

“Waal, if you n out_afore
these two, I don’t m L doid. }Dur Kings,
with a shrug of his shouldcrs “You owe

me fifty dollars. Where's the money?”
* I‘xftv dullnrsi
"C
o )on mad?” exclaimed TFrank.
“What do I owe you fifty dollars for?”

“TFor not taking you to the sheriff the
night I spotted ou down by the creek,”
answered Four K

Frank Richards smcd at the man dumb-
founded.

“The—the—the night you spotted me
down by the creek!” he stuttered.

“ s 50.”

“I didn’t know you’d been down to the
creck at night, Franky,” said Dob Law-
]ess. in wonder.

aven't1”

“Look here, Four I\mgs. what do you
mean?” demanded “Get out a plain
yarn !”

“I guess I'll do that. T spotted Mister
Frank Richards down on the ereek on Mon-
day night,” answered Four Kings. “I'd
haxc took him to the sheriff instanter, but

o begzed off, and promised to come hyer
\u(h fifty dollars. e never did come, so
T sent a Jotter by Injun Dick. That's tho
hull story.”

“T think yon must be out of your mind !”

¢ 1id Frank. “I certainly wasn’t anywhero
near the ereck on Monday m;vht You
knc\v that I was in bed at the ranch,

Boh.”

«T oss s0.” assented Bob,
“Bué suppose I was down by the ereck,
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why_ should you take me to the sheriff ?”
continued Frank. “I suppose I've a right
to go along the creek if I like.”

“Cor-rect!” grinned Four Kings. “But
I guess you haven’t a right to lifs the dust
out of the miners’ cradles, sonny.”

“What!” yelled Frank.

“Lift the dust!” shouted Bob Lawless.

The man with the bitten car nodded
coolly.

¢ guess that was _the game,” he an-
swered. I reckon I was noseying ’long
the creck when I heard him shifting the
cradles. I reckoned at once what he was
doing, and I collared him in the dark. I'd
heard a good bit about the claim-robber,
and I got my hands on him spry.”

“You dare to accuse me of being the
claim-robber ?”” shouted Frank Richards,
ha:dly believing his ears.

ss 50,7

“You Il(ying hound !”

Four Kings' cyes glittered.

“Not so much of your chin-wag,” he said.
“I ain't the galoot to bo called names,
pardner.  Stow it! Ive shot a man for
less than that!”

“Hold on,” said Vere Beauclere, in his
quict voice.  “There’s a mistako here,
Yrank. Keep cool. You say you collared
Trank Richards by the creck, Four Kings 7

p.
“In tho dark?”
“Cor-rect. There wast’t a moon on Mon-
day. | T guess that's why he was monkeying

horo.

“And the fellow you collared gave you
Frank’s name?”

“Yep, his own name, and ho told me he
belonged to Cedar Creek,” grinned Four
Kings. * He begged me to let him off, be-
causo of the disgrace. Well, I'm not a
bad cove, and I let him off, he promising to
call hyer and bring me fifty dollars. One
good turn deserves another, I guess. Fifty
doflars is the figure, and I'm waiting for
i

Tho rascal was evidently
truth, so far as he knew it.
knew was not quite the truth.

“It’s plain cnough, Frank,” said Beau-
clere. “This man found some fellow rob-
bing the claims, and it was some fellow who
knows you, for he gave your name.”

“T suppose that's it,” said Frank slowly.
; “That's it, plain enough,” said Bob Law-
oss.

speaking the
gut what he

“Must have been a Cedar Creek lal
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chap, T should say, to have your name so
b

TFour Kings laughed derisively. .
“Is that the yarn yowre going to spin.
Mister Richards ?” ho jeered. “That cock
won't fight, and so I tell yer! I let you
off for fifty dollars, and you told me 3
could raise the money easy the next
Wot's the good of telling lies? T'm wait-
ing for that fifty !”

Frank Richards gave the man a look of
utter contempt.

“On your own showing you are acting
liko a scoundrel,” he said. ~“If you found
a fellow robbing the claims, you ought to
have informed the sheriff at once. You
were willing to let off a thief for a bribe.
Well, yowve made o mistake, h
fellow you collared was not me, and he gave
you my name to get clear himself. If you
hadn’t been a fool, you wouldn’t have ex-
pected him to give his right name.”

“I guess that's enough chin-wag. I'm
waiting for tho spondulicks,” said Four
Kings.

“You won't get a cent out of me!” an-
swored Frank contemptuously, “Go_and
teH your yarn to whom o8 like; T don’t
mind, ‘ome on, you fellows, let’s get out
of this! ~ That fellow makes me sick I”

The three schoolboys turned to the door.

For a moment Four Kings stood still, his
brutal face inflamed with rage, enraged
more by the schoolboys’s scorn than by the
loss of the expected reward. ’

Then he mado o sudden spring, and placed
himself between the chums of Cedar Creek
and tho doorway. :

“I guess {ou don’t go without ponying
up!” Ea said between his tecth. “Ilet you
off, Mister Richards, for fifty_dollars, and
now you come hz r with a lying tale. It
ain’t good enough, I guess. Hand over the
durocks, or yow're booked for bad trouble!”

i “Get out of the wa; shouted Bob Law-
ss.

“] guess not!”

“Then we'll jolly soon shift you!”

The chums of Cedar Creck advanced or

¢ man,
Four Kings’ hand went to his back, and
came up again with a weapon in it.
The schoolboys started back at the sight
of the rifle. .
At that moment they realised their reck-
le.;‘eness in having entered the Red Dog at

thy
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CHAPTER 14.

Injun Dick Takes a Hand.

RANK RICHARDS & CO.
F breathing hard, facing the ruffian,
Four Kings oyes gleamed ot them

savagely over the repea
“T guoss you'll pony up 1> he &aid botwoen
his teeth,

"“Don’t bo a fool, man!” said Bob Law-
lsg, as calmly as he could.
“Imean_business1” said Four Kings
rinly. VI let the galoot off for Gty
?ollus on his word. I'm going to finger
hem spondalicks, or Tll know the reason

stood,

you it was not I you found at the
creek I” exclaimed Fran!
“T reckon that's a lie |
"Wdl you let us pass?” exclaimed Beau-

[ K Not till Ur Rlchnrds ponies up,” said
Four Kings. d if he don’t pony u
right smart tlus hyer shooting-iron” will

begin to talk. I ain’t tho galoot to bo
swmdled 1 “toll you! Pony up!

. Frank Richards clenched his hands hard.

. Whether the ruffian would, carry out his

threat ho did not feel at all sure; but_he

realised that he and his comrades were shut
up in the roughest den in the frontier town
* ‘at the mercy of the rascal.

I Tt was not much use calling for help,

for tho men in the bar-room were the

Dog crowd, hand-in-glove with Four ngs
rascals of the same kidney.

“Youw'll hand over them dollars now,”

continued Four Kings; “and arter that
yowll hand over more, if I ask for them,
and dont you for et it1”

" “Tf you rol ere we shall go directly
to the shen[f 'l smd Bob.

*«T guess T'll come, too, and tell him
where to look for the claim-robber,” said
Four Kings.

“You won’t get a cent out of us!” said
Frank Richards. “And you can’t frighten
us with your rifle, either! You may as
well put 1t away1”

Ho spoke with assurance, but ho did not
feel so assured within,

Four Kings had been drinking, and ho
was in an ugly moos intment
sad aroused all the evil in his brutal nature.

o three schoolboys kepc their eyes
tensely on tho levelled Tevolve

The ruffian’s finger was on “the trigger,
and with so much of the fiery Red Dog
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whisky inside him, it was quite possible that
the pistol might go off, under his clumsy
finger, without his intending it.

“I ain’t waiting Icng," s:ud Four Kings,
with a savago scowl. going to count
three, Mister Rxc]mrds, and if you ain't
,Yomed up then, T'm _goin’ out for ‘your ear.

ou won't look quite so handsome with a
ear missin’ ! That’s your funeral! Pay-up
and look pleasant1”

Frank Richards shivered a little.

The ruffan’s hand was far from steady,
and it was more than possible that a bullet
intended for his ear might go through his
head.

“One!” snarled Four Km{i{

Frank Richards & Co. exchanged a lcok.

They were calculating the chances of mak-
ing a rush.

But the peril was terrible, for it was
pretty certain that the repeafer would ex.
p]odu in the struggle.

Twol” said Four Kings.

His eyes gleamed savagely over the rifle.

That he intended to carry out his threat
was evident.

At that moment a s]l:ulo\v Ioomed up in
the doorway behind the r

Four Kings, with his back to the' door
way, did not seo it,

Frank Richards drew a_quick breath.

Behind the ruffian, Injun Dick,  the
Apache, looked into the room, with a faint
surprise, showing for once in his stolid face.

Frank’s eyes met those of the Apache oves
Four Kings' shoulder,

The Indian nodded silently,

With the stealthy tread of a panther he
came into thé doorway, close up behind the
ruffian.

The_ word “three” was on Four Kin, s
lips when a dusky hand was thrust over
shoulder, and his wrist was grasped in e
clutcll of iron.

fire-water had not deprived the faller
clnef of his strength,

Four Kings gave a yell of surprise and
pain as his wrist was enclosed in that iron
grip and forced upward.

Crack

The nﬂo exploded, the bullet twhiz
ring up to the smoke-stained plank ceiling.

The Redskin’s left arm was thrown round
Four Kings’ neck, and thu
dragged backwards to the fl
'ho vext moment the Indian’s knee was

his chest, and the rifie wrenched

ruffian  was

on
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away fr
in t]xo f

2 s hand, was looking its owner

Kings dodged his
b u,;"’ ho yelle
roofer m

lad frantically.
Let up, Injun!
Let up, I soy!

said Injun Dick, in his
guttural tox “No shoot. Great white
chicf Henderson come with rope, )o\\ bet.”
“Let up!” groancd Four Kings, “I ain't
no hog; I know when I'vo had enough, I
pass in this hyer deal. Let up!”
“Young mofms camoon the fandh”
Dick, glancing round at_tho
“Dad “place fm young Pale-
3. You light out. Wal
“Good man !” said Bob Ln\&lcts “You
come '\‘nng, I'\jnu Dick. Let that nash
alone won't do any damage now.
The Imh:m nodded, and released Four

Kings.

Tho wffan promptly placed tho_ table
between hi nd the Redskin, keeping
etk e repoater,

Injun Dick made a threatening motion
with the weapon, and Four Kings dodged
down bv hind the table with a howl.

“The Apache motioned to the boys to quit
the room, and followed them out, Four
Kings rifle disappearing among his rags
as he did so.

Glad enough were Frank Richards & Co.
to get into tho street nga n.

“We were silly asses to go there!” mut-
tered TFrank Richards. “Thank you, Injun
Dickl You've dono us & jolly good turn,

chaj

“Injun good Injun!” said the Apache.
«Bully boy with a glass eye, ou Dbet, You
givo Injun dollar. I have sp

Frank Richards ln\xghcd, nnd Telt in his
pocket. He had o five-dollar bill there,
nnd he placed it in the Redskin’s coppery
han

In]un Dick’s black eyes snapped as he
saw it, and without another word he made
a boeine for the saloon doorway.
nk Richards & Co. mounted their
s and rode awey. They breathed
more flecly when they were well clear of
the Red

“T guess e mn cmt of that, Franky,”
said Bob Lawless, Tnjun is the real
white article, and no mnstak«.\ I guess
mud have left an ear there but for him.
]} -, Frank, that
o oves right cnough
m Le collared rob-
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bm" the claims on Monday night. He
won't let it go at ths Wo shall hear from
him again, 1 guc
t the school, o said Beauclere, with a
hog
l‘mnk Richards’ eyes gleamed.
ct him come to Cedar Creck!” ho ex-
claimed. “We can deal with him there—
and Tl be glad of the chance!”
And that chance was soon to come!

CHAPTER 15,
Under Suspicion.
*: HAT'S on?”
Bob Lawless asked (hat ques-

H9ank Richards & Co, had just
amived ot school, end as they, Joied the
group of Cedar Creek fellows in the play-
Sround thera was 1 sudden silenco.

Keen Gunten, the Swiss schoolboy, bad
been speaking, and several other fellows,
too. A discustion was going on when tho
threo chums camo F

But the arrival of Frank end Bob and
Yoo Beavclero Lad the effect of & cold

o

“\\ h;\t s on?” repcated Bob, loukmg at
the group in surprised inqui ou werg
chcwmg the rag pretty Iuoly - mmula

ago.’
“Ahem!” grunted (‘lmnkﬁ Todgere.
Gunten grinned sarcasti

“1 guess T'll tell you, if you like,” ho

“Iu all rot!” said Tom Lawrepce. “I
don’t believe a uord of it! Richards ought
to be told, though.”

“Littlo mo?” smd Frank Richards, with
a -ml!o “Well, go ahead!”

“Cut in, Guntcnl" said Eben Hacke.

«T don’t say I believo it mycelf exactly,”
said Gunten cautiously. “B galoot is
coming here, that's a cort. l"

2 Wﬁ aloot ?”” asked Bob.

“Four Kings, of Thompson.”

Frank Richards started. Ho had reason
to, remember that peculiar name.

ings!" he exclaimed.

“0Oh, )ou know the man?” grinned

Gun!

ten.
“T've met him once” answered Frank
Richards, “He's o thorough rasca
That's a cinch,” remarked Chunky
Todgers,  “He's o bad man, and the sheriff
has hed on eye on him for a long time.
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He'l bo ridden on a rail out of town one
of these days.”
“Tho sooner tho better " exclaimed Vero

Beauclere. “You say that he is coming
here, Gunten?”
“Correct
“Tu see Frank?”
That's it.”
“Well, let come,” said Frank

Richards quictly. “But 1 don’t see how
you know anyihing about it, Gunten—
unless that ruffian is an acquaintance of
yours,”

“Oh, Tsee the fellow about Thompson, of
course!” gaid Gunten carelessly.
starting on the trail when I came to school
this morning. T passed him, as he was on
foot, Ho spoke to me, that’s all. He told
me ha was coming here to show you up.

o rotten mugwump!” growled Pk

$

Lm\-lcss.

“Ho says yowre tho chap who's been
\ifting gold from the claims at night, nd
‘he knows it,” continued Gunten. *He
says ho caught you 2 it He's going =
gire you amay all 7

Richards’ cheeks reddoned.
Very curious glances were thrown at him
by u.e Oedar meek fellows.

It easy to seo that few, if any,
beheved that nllcgacmn. but_it was_odd,
to say, the loast, that Four Kings should
‘come to the school with such a sory if
there was no foundation at all for it
| The unknown claim-robber was a subject
of much discussion in the section, but no
one had thought of suspecting that a school-
boy of Cedar Creck was the guilty party.

. “Heo says that you callod on him at the
Red Dog, in hcm¥I n, to buy im of
went on Gunten ¢ wouldn’t touch your

6T Jerusalem gianlated Tob Tav-
lesse ¥ Els saga that, dae
e e no§ Joserien
Richards,» romarked Chunky
“That's s0,” assented Frank. Ho looked
round 8¢ the, curieus schooiboys, his colour
Jeepening. “TIl tell you fellows how the
Imattor stands. This man, Four Kings as ho

calls himself, wrote to me here. You saw
Injun Dick bring me_his letters. I showed
you ono of them, Lawrence. I went to

the Red Dog to see what his game was.
He wanted to get money out of me.”
“\\'hab for?” grunted Gunton‘ “He’s
got no claim on {ou unless—
“He thought I wys the clmm robber,”
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said Frank quietly. “He was prowling
round the creek one night, he ecxplained
to me, and he caught a boy thero who was
robbing tho claims. He couldn’t seo him
loarly in tho dark, but the fellow told bim

o belonged fo this school, and gavo
him my name, Of course, o gave a fulze

“Isnt that a rather steep yarn?” said

U et think so, If Four Kings hadn's
been a fool, he wouldn’t have supposed that
the thief would give him his own name.”
“Why should ho pick on your namo
cspecmlyz sneered nten.
Frank Richards looked steadily st tho

K54 t!nnk o pmkea o my namo Decause
he's an ,” ho answered
quictly. T can't think of any other reason.
Thoe thief must have been o fellow xho
knew me and my name, and had a
against me. You are tho only fellor hm'e
who answers to that description, Gunten!”

“ wmz.”

“Don’t T speak plainly?” said Frank
coolly. "T}mt‘s what I suspect. I suspect
{het ou avo the clair-robber, Gunten, and
that you gave my name when you were
caught.”

Gunten’s face was almost livid.

Thero was 1o mistaking ank Richards’
me
: ]’{‘hcm “was a buzz among the Cedar Creck
el

Bob_Lavloss grinned. He rather liked
plajn, spcahng sclf.

D on daro to accuso me?” panted
Gunten at last,
“T'm not accusing you,” said Frank. “I
think it's very probable. I shouldn’t have

oken my suspicions it you hadn’t taken
% Tne, Gunten.  But “souwro trying to
throw suspicion on me, and <o I feel entitled
W speak out, though, of course, I haven’t
any proof. But one thing’s certain—if tho
claim-robber was a Cedar Creek fellow at
all, it was youl”

“Straight from the shoulder, by gum!”
chuckled Bob.

Kern Gunten clenched his hands hard.

Ho had been “out” ko as much
capital as he could out of this story, aganst
tho English schoolboy, but ho certainly had
not. expec(cd the tablés to be turncd in this

wa;
? Tv's aid the S\Vhi thickly. “You

kaow x: s a hc. Rxchard



Someone gave my
u're the
* It’s

hing of the sort |
his own, and
licst to do it,” said Lrank.
just one of your rotten tricks, in fact.

Some of the Cedar Creek fellows chucUcd

_ Korn Gunten’s face was quito entertaining

4 that moment,

"As for this fellow Four Kings,” went
on Trank, “le is a scoundrell He wanted
to get money out of mo to keep it dark,
believing that I was the chap he had cau"ht
Jifiing dust from the claims. When I found
out what he wanted I answered mm plain
cnough.  And then he tried to rob us in
the Red Dog, and thero would have been
bad trouble if Injun Dick hadn’t chipped in
and taken his revolver away. He’s no busi-
s to come here. If he thinks I am the

m-robber, he should go to the sheriff
about it.”

“I guess to,” agreed Lawrence.

“If ho comes here, it will be to stick mo
for money if he can, # said Frank, “He il
ain answer, too. Let him como xf

“Talk of angals!" grinned Hopkins,
“’Ire he comes!”

A burly u.nn had appeared in the gate-
way. a\nd tha schoolboys rccugm.-.cd at once
¢ Kings, the loafer of Thom

um‘e straight towards the group

I<rm‘l\ Richards and bis chums eyed
calmly as he came up.

The ruffian fixed his eyes on Frank with
a threatening stave

“I guess sou re my mutton!” he an-
nounced.  “T guess I've noseyed along to
see you, Mister I‘lank Richards, This f;\

r last chance to pony up the ﬁny
you owe me!”

CHAPTER 16.
Frank Richards' Answer.

HERE was a dead silence shen Four

l Kings had spoken.
Lawless and Vere Beauclerc
hc.\ nearer to their chum, in antici-

pation of trouble.

The other fellows looked on, wondering
what was &

ing to happen,

hards set his lips hard.

Tk o evidently believed his own
and that Frank was the fellow be had

it on the ms at night.

that i

for his

was
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attemp to obtain money from_ the school-
boy. His duty was to make his statement
to, chc s}wzuﬂ of Thompson.

ow'd bcLlu By ” continued

Four & Y hicre on col
business. I'm gmng to tho <chool marm.
Arter that, I gue: ? to nosey
round to, Sheriff Ilendcrson Now, what's

the verdict, hay 1"
ou want an answer to that?” asked
Frank.
“Cor-ract.”
“Here it is, then!”
Frank rusiicd forward as ho spoko and
struck o
i blow caught Pour Kings o the polnt
of his brisily chin, ‘and ho wont backwards
Jike a sack of coal.
ra.
Thero was a ronr of rago from the rufian
as ho went down on his
His hand flow t0 his belt, evidently for &
weapon, but ho had no chanco of drawing it,
Lawless was too quick for him, and
m, heavy boot clumpod on tho ascal’s ‘wrish
in time.
A revolver went whirling through the air
and Four Kings uttered a howl of pain.
The next moment Frank Richards’ knee
was on the ruffan’s chest.
Dob Lawless graspod his wrists and held
them fasi
Tour ngs struggled, but in vain.
“Get a trail-ropo, Cherub!” shouted Bob.
“What-ho !
Beauclero zan up with tho trailope,

With the excited crowd of schoolboys
buzzing round him, Four Kings had his
hands bound sccurely together.

icked out furiously, but Bob stamped

on his legs without merey, and he soon gave
that up.

"Now, you brute,” said Frank Richards,

“you could be sent to the calabooso, for
d ing a weapon here! Chuck that pistol
mm thu creek, Chunky!

“You beH” grinned Clumkv ‘Todgers,

“Now yow're going to be cleared out,”
continued Frank Rxcﬁards “Yowve tried
to get money out of me, and you claim to
havo information about the claim-robber.
Yow're going to the sheriff.”

Tour Kings panted.

“Prot out the hnr:cs, Bob"‘

“I—I say, Frank—

“Tm, going (o fako Jum to Sheriff Hen-
Frank Richards resolutely.

me of robbing the claims,
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The three chums eprang baok as Four Kings baoked against tho door of tho
parlour, and took a businesslike grip of his riffe.
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He can make that accusation again before
the s‘hcxiff. You fellows can come if you
like.”

“Oh, we'll come; but the bell goes in 8

minute.

“Can’t be helped.”

“0h, all 0.K.,” said Bob. “Then we'd
bettor get off before Miss Meadows sees this
beauty.”

Beauclere was already leading the horses
out of the corral

“Come along!” said Frank, dragging on
tho rope that bound Four Kings' wrists
together.

“T guess I'll have
velled Four Kings.

“Will you come?”

“Nope

“Yowll be dragged, then.”

The two schoolboys put force on tho Tope,
and the ruffan was yanked along into the
gateway.

The excited crowd followed.

Korn Gunten was looking on with a sneer-
2ng grin. But he did not venture to inter-

cre.

Beauclere _had the horses outside the
?ates. and Frank Richards fastened the
fooso end of tho trail-Topo to the saddle of
his pony,

Then” he mounted.
Four Kings yelled furiously as the pony

started.

As he refused to rise to his feet and walk,
tio waa draggod along on tho rough trail in
a series of bumps.

Naturally, ho very soon had enough of

your lifo for thisl”

hat,

o jumped to his feet and ran after the
rider, to keep pace with the pony, panting
with Tage.

His faco_was inflamed with fury, and if
bis. hands had been freo just then, and ho
had had a weapon, thero was no doubt that
Four Kings would have carned a noose upon
the spot.

g Fortunately. hio was not sblo to do any

amage.

Miss Meadows had come out of the school-
house, but the three chums were gone beforo
sho could reach the spot.

Tom Lawrenco explained tho matter to
the schoolmistress, and tho Cedar Creek
fellows went in to morning lessons in a
state of great excitement.

Meanwhile, Frank Richards & Co. wero
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trotting along tho Thompson trail, Fou
Kings following a the end of the trail-rope.
Half-way to Thompson the ruffian was
panting breathlgssly, -
The strong fire-water of the Red Dog did
not conduce to_physical fitness, and Four
Kings was fecling tho strain of the long

run.

And as they drew nearer and nearer to
the sheriff's residenco the ruffian’s fury gave
place more and more to uneasiness.

Ho had no proof against Frank in the
matter of tho claimrobbing, for his word
was quite worthless, and his attempts ab
blackmail showed that his interest in the
matter was only a rascally one.

Sheriff Henderson was, in fact, tho very
last man in the Thompson Valley whom
TFour Kings was desirous of meeting.

“Let up, gents!” he gnsged at last, as he
trotted wearily after the horses. “Give a
galoot a_chancel”

“Oh, keep it up.” caid Bob Lawless,
glancing back. “This will do you good.”

“ guess I don’t want to go to any’ old
sheriff,” gasped Four Kinge.

1% tay lnte to think of that,” answered
Frank Richards. “You'vo accused me of
claim-robbing, and yow've got to stick to it

“I—I guess I made a mistake,” mumbled
the ruffian. “T nover seed you in the dark
that night. I took it as it was you, seein
as the galoot gave your name, How was
to know 1’ g H

“That’s no excuse for exiorting money,
you_scoundrel I” |

“T calculato I was hard up. T've had bad °
luck with, the keerds, gents. ~ Look hyer;
you let up on & pilgrim, and T'll take it ui

Evidently Frank Richards’ detérmination
to take him to the sheriff had caused doubts
to enter the ruffan’s mind. ¢

hat certainly was not a step that &
guilty party would bo likely to taike. i

Frank did not answer him, and the ruffan
lumbered on wearily after the trotjing
horses. i

The town of Thompson camo in sight af

Then Four Kings made another lepea.l.
“Let up, sirl” he gasped. “I take i
back, and T ’pollygize] A galoot can’t dg
no_moro than that,” }
Trank Richards hesitated, but he shook
his head. |
“You tried to rob us at the Red Dog,™
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ho said.  “You drew a weapon at the
school. You're a dangerous ruffian, and you
ought to bo shut up where you can’t do any

e
“ihe calaboose for you, old man,” said
Bob Laywless.

Tour Kings groancd.

“Don't be hard on a galoot, gents,” ho
pleaded.  “I own up I made a mistake in
the dark. That young galoot gave mo your

name, and I sce now as ho was lying.
guess T got the wrong antolope by the tail.
Let up! clear out of the section, if you
like. I'll go over the line, lionest!™

Frank Richards slackened rein

The ruffian bad angered him, but his
complote gurrender disarmed tho  good-
natured schoolboy,

Tour Kings had evidently come to his
senses, and was convinced now that the un-
known claim-robber had fooled him by using
a borrowed name.

And he had many little accounts to answer
ful, if once he was placed in the hands of
the sheriff on a scrious charge.

I‘nnL looLcd at hiz chum.

Oh, let him go through with it,”

mid

2ol “The sheriff will be glad of &
of n: Lim. = Wo don’t wani his sort
los oose in ( his scction.”

“I'll light out‘ &l

gasped Four Kings,
Frank haltes

“Let's givo i a chance,” ho said, ¢
o clears out of Canada, that's good
enough.” :

“You'ro a

“Ob, all right” said Bob.
softha.ntcd duff Frank, But let the
brute go, if you like.” And Vere Beauclero
nodded

Frank Richards gave the panting ruffan a
stern looius

“You'll "clear_out of this section, over
thy Jino 7 Lo asked.

'\Imd we sball leok for you to-morrow,

and if youro still in Thompson, wo go to
Shio ahendt and rinke & charge against you,”
.sald Frank.

“T guess I'll vamooso instanter,” said_the
ruffian. “Iain’t no hog. I know when I've
had_enough.”

“You can clear, then!” said Frank con-
temptuously.

He unticd the trail-rope, and the ruffian
stood free.

The run aiter the horses had exhausted
him, and he staggered away in tho direc-
tion of Thompson.
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rank Richards & Co. wheeled their
torses, and rode back to the lumber school.

They arrived there an hour late for
lessons.

RARY &

\Xcado»\s quictly told them to go to
their places, and nothing more was said just
then, bub nftm- lessons the schoolmistress
called the chums into her study, and Frank
bad to give an explanation of the whoalo
atfair,

e did so quite candidiy.

“T am sorry you It the man go,” said
Miss Mcadows quictly. “I do not kxue\e
one word against you, Richarde, but I am
afraid somo suspicion’ will cling until the
claim-robber is caught. Howowr it cannot
be helped now. You may go.”

Irank Richards looked very thoughtful as
he, lm the schoolmistress.
He soon found thas

Miss Meadowe was

rig

/\ crowd of follows wanto to know what
had been donc with Four Ki d when
TFrank c‘(’ ained that ho }mJ been allowed to
escape, there was a mocking laugh from
Kern Gunten.

The Swiss did his best to spread the im
pression that Frank had allowed Four l\nws
to go freo because he feared to take him to
iho sheriff, and, although he did not quite
succecd, there was a lingering doubt in &
good many mmds

Trank Ri once was under a
clond at the b1c|\\\ aods school, aud he was
very sifent and thoughtful for the remainder
of that day.

=

CHAPTER 17,
Trice on the Trask.
- NNY for ’em, Franky!” said Bob
P Lawless, when the threo chums
wero leaving Cedar Creek School
alter lessons,
“I've been thinking——" began Erank
Richnrdc, as they trotted down the trail into ,
o timber,
Mv dear chap, you’ve been looking like
a moulimg crow all day!” chuckled Bob
Lawless. Te you worrying about Gunten’s
rotten yarns ?”
“T was thinking of knocking theso yarns
on tlvc head, and perhaps Gunton, too!” said

Frai

“1 was thinking of that,” said Beauclere
q\ncrh “The claim-robber has got to be
found. Frank,”
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“That’s it,” said Frank. “Look here, you
fellows. There’s no doubt that Four ngs

actually found a kid about my ago and size
at the claims the other night, who gave him
I can’t help suspcc(:mg Gunten.
It was just one of his tricks. Who elso
would have thought of giving my name?
Only a felloy who had a grudgo against mo,
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and it looks as if the thief has had a scardh
—and ho has, of coureo, fom Four Kings
having collared him that night.  Well,!

Guntoh knows now. that Four Kings hay
been cleared out of Thompson, and that will
mako him feel casy in his mind again, if it's

Guaten. Well, then, if it's Gunten, he's
jolly likely to hy again to-night!”

and Guntcn s tho only cnemy I've ever ob noddey

had.” “That's so; " ho'll know the coast is clear,
“True, O chief4” said Bob. so far as that spying bulldozer is con‘
“As unten lives at Thompson, it's easy ccmcd > ho remarked.

enough for him to sneak out w thc crecks here’ s .mot}mr reason, too,” added

at night,” continued Fra o fknow | Fran ten was playing poker in the'

he’s a gunbhng rotter, and often -gets hard- | old corral to day. and he To% money It ha

up Lhmui losing his money, Then there’s | makes good his losses by, robbing

the way he's making the seoet of Kittksats placers, ho will be at it again soon.”

against me—] rUy fmm dislike, I'dare say.
Bgfxt I can’ c&l ink mg that he feels it

safer to havess on fixed on somebody. | m,
And he didn’t !oo‘k innocent when I spoke
out to him; ho looked like a fellow found
out.”

“Correct

““Well, T don’t say it’s Gunten, but I think
very likely it is,” said TFrank, “But Gunten
or not, the rotter’s got to be found, or this
yarn will cling to me. We're going to find
hlm if we. can.

“Ay 1den -exactly,” said Vere Benuclem‘

“How. you going to work the ri
Lbough"" ukod Bob (houghtfﬂll
live a thumy mg Jlong way from the creeks,
at the ranc) n won ’t be easy to keep a
watch on e

“That's the' only way, though.”

Bob whistled,

“But that isn’t all,” said Frank. “Three
of us could keep watoh, butstho claims go a
long way al Oni the creeks, and, wp couldn’t
waich a tenth part*of tho ground tho
fobber might come, to; ~But o suspect
Gunten—at least, T doi”

“Same‘here! Cut onl"* #

“ Well, my idea is to watch Gunten’s place
in2 Thompson, and sco whether lo sncaks
ant Tat mgbt » sid Frank. “We can’t
watch all tho claims, but if Gunten gets

Sut it night to go there, wo can watch him,
and catch him at it. I think that’s ;umﬁ-
able, in the circumstances,”
“f guess so1” Bob Lawless nodded. “But
the claim-robber isn’t at work every night;
“not more“than once or twice Jn the week.
It Iooks u if it may be a bj
Tttt Batars ot &
xabbcry at"tho dlaims for nearly o week
now,” said Frank. *That’s a long interval,

“Likely onough,” "
But it wo don's spo b one night wo
may another,” said Feank,  “T'm eady to

wach for a week to catch him at it. . He's

tried to throw it on. me, and it’s up to us

{0 put, the guilt where it beloags. T don's

know what your pater will sty about, our

going out ianight, that's all, Hob.  Uncla
will Lave to know, I supposc.”” :

“I can fix that,” said Beauclore
father's avay ot Kamloops, and I'm alona at
tho shack now. = Stay with me to-night.”

Good man!” exclaimed Bob- Lawless.

T 2 1 Look hore, T dut homo

and tell popper that, e ’re staying the night
at, Beau's, shack. need fo worry him

with details, - And T get my Tasto, in caso

Wo como on’ the claim-rébbor.”

Good 1" said Frank. 4
gnd 0 1 vas armanged

Frank Richards rods homo with Vers'
Beauclere, while Bob galloped on to the
Lavless Rancl

Beauclerc's home—the littlo wooden shack
by tho creek, was deserted now. Th remnits
tance-man was away, and was likely o bo
absent for some days,

Fow fellows would havo cared to sleep
alono in the lonely. shack, surrounded by
whispering woods. ~ But Vere Beanclero did
not thind, Ho was not troubled with norves.!

Biit ho was glad to have his chums with
dhim. all the samo, and 1t was certain that
Mr. Lawless would heartily approvo. of,
Exanl and Bob eeping i compasy wiil
his father was @

Beaucloro and Frank Richards had supper
zeady ot the shack by o timo Bob camo
trotting back fro: e rant

To Tad bioush a bug wifls him, and bis

"My :
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Jasso, as well as permission from Mr. Law-
Ies- for the two boys to remain at tho shack.
“We'll turn in carly and get some slcnp,
said Bob, as they sat down to sup) "
tan get two or three hours' snooze Edorc it's
‘necessary to get a move on. We don’t want
to nod off in class to- -OTIOW, you know.”
“No fear!” agree: ra; If we don’t
catch Gunten to-night, ot to try
sgain. If ho spatted us ncddmg in class he
might smell o rar.’

After su‘sﬂper the chums turned into the
bunks, and it was ecleven o’clock when Bob
Lawless rose and called his companions,

They turned out at once.

Outside there was a glimmer of moonlight
Bbovo the trees, and the creek glistened as
it murmured by the reedy banks.

The threo horses were saddled, and the
hums mounted. and rode away in the direc-
tion of Thompson.
| They came out or the woods into the trail
that ran from Cedar Camp to the town.

A few minutes later a tramping fgure
Eoomcd up in the dim light ahead.

“‘Somebody on the trail,” remarked Bob.

“Four Kings,” said B

“By gum, so it is!”
1, Tho charls faltod as they casis g with
the ruffian.

}, Four Kings was tramping towards them,
is back to the town,

He scowled savagely at tho sight of tho
hreo schoolboys.

So you're off, my pnpmnl" said Bob

Beauelero quietly.

s Ton lighting out!” growled
Four Kings, oyeing thom with loworing
Dbrows, "Comm to look for mc—hcy‘l -
- “Well, T glad to see you'ro going,”
Frank Rmh’\r Y
{ Four Kings gritted his tecth, and
frampod on, And tho shadows of the distance
'swallowed up the sullen rul N
g o schoolboys Tode on fill, the build-
ngs”of Thompion were visibls ia the dis

sodd

f“ Then they dismounted, and the horses
were totherod in & elncke
“Shanks’ pony now,” said B

It was close on_midnight whcn lha chums
lntered the sleeping town of Thompson.
{ There was still a glare of naphtha-lights
from the Red Dog saloom, and a. distant
cho of a drinking chorus came to their ears.

They gave the Red Dog a wide bexth,

ewever,
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Gunten’s Store was closed long ago, and
both the store and the house were dark.

Bob Lawless led the ways to tho rear of
the store.

Behind the store there were several out-
buildings—stables, sheds, and storchouses.

Among them lay a path which led from
the back of the store to the waste land out-
side the town.

unten came out it was certain, of
course, iha.t ho would not venture by way of
the street in front, where he might meet a
belated pedestrian or a roysterer reeling
home to his cabin.

If ho came ho would come cautiously by
tho back way, stcaling along in the shadow
of the out-buildings.

In an open shed, where a cart was up-
ended, the three chums stopped to watch
the path.

They were in complete shadbw, and from
whero they stood they could sco overy possi-
ble way of leaving the storo from the rear.

“I guess this is where we hmg on,” mur-
mured Bob Lawless. aloots can

quat Jdown if you like, un Tl keep

But his chums were too keen for that, and
all three of them remained watching from
the shed and listening for the sound of foot-
stops.

CHAPTER 18. .
Caught!

« ARK1”
H Dob TLailess whispered
word under his breath.
; vas just one o'clack now,
The lights wero out in the Red Dog now,
away across the-main street of Thampﬁon,
and only occasionally- came an echo from
the street of the fgmtslepa of some bclatcd
citizen tramping hi
It was o sound closer at hand that had
caught Bob’s keen ear.
rank Richards and” Beauclero did not
speak; - they breathed. hard, listening in-
tently.
Thero was a faint footfall close at hand.
From the deep darkness of the shed they
watched the moonlight without, -and_their
eves gleamed as a dark figure flitied by.
Dim ns the light was, they recogniscd
Kern Gunten.
Ho passed within six yards of the hidden

the
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schoolboys,
cautiously.
Had not the chums suspected Gunten
before they would have suspected him now,
so stealthy were his movements, and the
ghlnccs he threw to right and left as he
stol
“Follow
“Keey ecp in
back 1™

CHUMS oF

and tramped on quietly and

murmured Bob Lawless.
Ho's bound to look

ght-ho!” breathed Frank.

A.llcntly the chums stepped from the shed
and followed on Kern Gunten’s track,

‘They kept in the cover of the buildings
till the Ialter were left behind, and then
took advantage of trees and bushes to cover
their movements.

Once or twice Gunten dnanpcnrcd
sight, but they knew he was makin,
creck, and it wes casy to pi
again.

Near tho creek there was a bunch of
miners’ shaoks, nnd sunten made a wide
detour to avoid tl

Bob dragged bis~ comrades into, the
shadow of a cabin as Gunten stopped and
looked round him.

The claimrobber did not suspect that he
was followed, but he \\us cautious, and prol
ublv in a state of ner

But the three c.humq were not likely to
Iet the rascal spot them,

Gunten moved on again, and disappeared
into the shadows.

Frank Richards drew a dccp lrc

There's no doubt about it now,”

th.
> he said
in a low voico. “H's gone straight to the

on!”
cover !

from
for the
up the track

placer claims, Bob.”

2 murmurcd Bob,
asso for a cast, apd sceing
v m perfect order. “I guess that
aloot is going to have the surprise of his
ife.  Come on, and not a sound!”

The meon had disappearcd bchmd a cloud,
and darkness lay upon the s

As the chums crept on in e gloom, close
now {o the mining creck, a faint soun.
came to their ears from nhc'\d

It was the jarring of a c.

'11:9 old-thief was mdcmly at_work.

b Lawless' hand tightened on_his lagso

as thcy crept closer on the creek in the
ar]

Theu- hearts were beating with excitement

:mghr as a string !

" Closo by the bank, they wero within a
short distance of the claim-robber, but the
darkness bid him from sight.

THE
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As soon as tho moon emerged from tho
bank of clouds they would sce him. e
was near enough for them to hear his move-

ents.
5 Vit tense feclings they waited for tho
ight.

A dim, silvery glimmer came from above
as the clouds sailed slowly from under the
mo

on,
The light strengthened,

It glimmered on the shallow creek, and
on the beds of sand exposed by the wooden
dams built out into the stream.

Many of the cradles, mostly built of osiers
m the woods, were full of “dirt,” as the
miners called the auriferous sand from the

od of the creck.

With long and laborious toil the
had been gathered up for the guldLn rains
to be washed out in the cradles,

All was as it had been left by the placer
g:mcrs when they knocked off work at sun-

o

Faintly from the ereek came the ereaking
of the cm("b where the gold thief was at
\\Llnk, reaping the fruit cf the labour of
thers,
'lhc chums watched till the figure of the
laim-robber was clear to their view in tho
strengthening light.
Gunten had his back to them, standing .
ankle deep in wet sand as ho worked the
cradle.

Bob Lawless grasped his lasso.
almost near cnough for a cast.

s;g. 5 to his comrades to remain where
they ¢, Bob tiptoed towards tho creek,
Tariat in Imnd

e made ro sound, but if he had done
50 thc crcal\mv' of the cradle was sufficient

xk a.n(l Beauclere watched him breath-

hey caught their breath as his right arm
rose Ior the cast of the noosed rope.

Whiz!

Guntcn heard the sound as he bent at his
nefarious occupation, and he sprang round,
with a panting exclamation of alarm,

As he did so the noosc descended upon

Befmc he knew what was ]mppemng the

loop was over his shoulders, and Bob Law-
loss was dragging it tagt.

1t tightened  round Gunten, pinning his
@rms to bis, sides, and bolding him a help-

less prisone:
He mndo a-terrifie; desperate wrench ab
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fthe rope, and Bob dragged it harder, and
Gunten “went sprawling  over in tha web

[ Gaught 1 shouted Bob.
Frauk and Vere Beauclore ran forward.

: From the bank tho three chums looked
down upon tho wet sund, whero Gunten lay
sprawling helplessly in tho grip of the lasso.
i Ho was covered from_ head to foot with
and and mud, and panting with fear,

As yet he did not_know who his captors
Iw[crc. and he was in deadly fear for his

{ Some at deast of the placer-miners would
ot bave hesitated to drive a bullet through
the l{gold thief if they had caught him at his
worl

. “Our game!” grinned Frank Richards.
“Hureah 1?

CGunten ceased to struggle with the rope,
and looked up at the trio on tho bank,
recognising Frank Richards’ voice, and then

the chums themselves.
“Frank Richards!”

“Youl” ho pan ted
“We've  caught the claim-robber!”
‘chuckled Bob.
i Uuntun staggered to his feot.
i “Don’t try to unloosen that rope, Gun-
;tenl” mlled out Bob. “I'll have you offer
if you do so boforo you can say ‘no sugar
fin mine’ !

“Tt—it's you, Lawless?”

«I guess so. Come out of the creck,
you pcsky rotter |” said “I'm going

you along to the cabins. ~ The

phcm men will bo glad to sce you.”
» G\xntcn panted as ho clambered up the

¢ Hu face was white with tcrtm

he

“You—you won’t give me up?”
breathed,

“Won't we!” grinned Bob. “I reckon
that’s what we're here for, you thief!

ow're going to get your desorts now!
"Bring Lim along, you fellows

CGunten fell on ,
v “lawless,” ho muttered hoarsely, *
Theyl murder me—you know they wil

at do you deserve ?” said

P L ey AU SN
anted Gunten,  “Tako mo to tho sherif
f you like—not to the miners!”

Bob Lantoss modded:
“T guoss, that's 86, ke agreed, ¥T
reckon they’d drown yow in tho creek like’
& mangy dog if they got their hands .on
ou, Gunten. " You can’comb alons and seo
‘the "sheriff.” x

“stop |

e
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"Lct me loose!”
car " grinned Bob. “You mosey

along with us, my [‘nppln, iust as you are—

mud and sand and all. When you start
telling lies, you can explain how you got
wet and aang’ all over, Come on!”

Gunten uu\crcd miserably as he fol-
lowed tho chums, the lasso still pinning his
arms to his sid

Ho was lnd however, wagct farther
away from the miners’ cabins by the croek.

It was only too possible that his life
would have been in peril if he had been
handed over to the hard-working placer-
miners whom he had robbed.

With Gunten slinking in the rear, the
chums of Cedar Creek drew nearer to the

own. X ki
I‘r:mk Richards was looking very bright

.
*Tho dostardly suspicion Gunten had at-
teuipted to throw upon him was done with
o guilt was coming home to roost
o sialt shoniers
ut Kern Gunten, as he slunk after his
captors, was overwhelmed with despair.
He was at the end of his tether.

CHAPTER 19.
CGuaten Makes Amends.

¢ y~y ICHARDS{”
R Kern Clunten gasped out Frank’s
name as they reached tho outskirts

of Thompson. TFrank glanced back

\Iuch as tho wretched Swiss had injured
him, Frank could not help feeling a littlo
compassion as he looked at his white, ter-.
rified face,

“Let me off, Richards!” muttered Gun-
ten. “For mercy’s sake, don’t take mo to
tho sheriff! Think of my people—vhat
they’]] think I

“It’s too late now,” said Frank. “You've
tried to make the fellows at Cedar Creek
believe that I was the claim-robber, Gun-
en. You've got to take the consequences
of what you’ve done!”

“Tll take back all T =aid!” exclaimed
Gunten_eagerly. “Tll clear you at Cedar
Creok, Richards! I—T never meant to mix

jou up in it. But when that brute Four
kmgu collared me that night I dared not
}our name came,into

giye my own name.
y.headand I gave
ugﬁy. ot s thios yow've dono
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your best to make all Cedar Creck belicve
that T was the cldim-robber,” said Frank.
“And there's only one way of undoing that,
and that's showing up the rcal thiefl. I'm
sorry, Gunten, for your people’s sake; but
you should have thought of that before
you became a thief!”

“Tll undo what I've done! I'II—I'll own
ap at the school!” panted Gunten. “I—X
don’t mind that so much;: only don’t take
mo to the sheriff. Pll tell all Cedar Creck
the truth, if you like. They won’t give mc
away !’

Tronk Richards hesitated, and glanced
at_his chums,

Vere Beauclere did not speak, but Bob
Lawless gave utterance to an angry growl.

“Rot!” he exclaimed. “Pesky rot! The
galoot’s tackling you, Franky, because he

ows yowre a soft-hearted duffer; and
you're the fellow he's tried to injure.” He's
going to heriff

“But—I say, Bob

“Con’t you see he's lying? 2imed
Bob impatiently, “He'll say anytling now
but if we let him loose he will deny it all
to-morrow. We've got to nmad kim down
while we've got proof.”

“I supposc that's so,” admitied Frank.
“Wo can't trust you, Gunten. I'd let you
off if I could, but you're too false.”

“I swear it!” panted Gunten. “Look
here, Richards! Take me to the school as
I am—you necdn’t let me loose. T'll stand
that—L'll stand anything. It's not long
to daylight now. Take mo as I am to
Cedar Creek, and tell the fellows everything
when they come to school I

“Qh, Jerusalem!” murmured Bob Law-

less.

“He's no right to ask anything of the
kind,” said Vere Beauclere. “lfluc—hut
there’s his people, Bob. They would feel
this. I don’t think Gunten will try claim-
yobbing again, so far as that goes. He's
rascal  enough, but Lo basn't courage
enough—after_this!”

“I swear 1 won't!”

groaned Gunten.

“P'm sorry I ever thought of it! I'd been
losing money at cards, or I'd never have
done it! DIl never go near tho claims
again 17

Bob Lawless hesitated.

T guess it means a night out for us,” he
&aid. “No reason why we should take so

a voften thic!”
egan Gunte
alonc!” ex

much_ troublo ov:
“Richards—
“0Oh, let Frank,

or

0.
laimed Bol
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sharply.  “He's a_soft duffer, and_he's:
going to let you off if I let him. Look
Lere, Gunten, we'll do it.  But if you try
to hodge at the school you go straight to
Sheriff Henderson.  1f you don’t own up
to the whele story without beating about
the bush, DI yung you right away to the
sheriff without giving you another chance.
Savvy 1"

"lymunn business!” faltered Guaten.

“Mind you keep to that, then!” "

Gunten almost sobbed with relief as the’
chums turncd from the road into Thomp: .
s 3

on,
Tho disgrace and shame at the school lie
could face, so long as he escaped the worse
fate_of being taken by the strong arm of
tho law and punished as he deserved.
“You cut off and get, tho hosses, Frar
said Bob. “I'll keep the pilgrim in ch
and TI take care he don’t get loose.”
Bob and Beauclere walked along tho trail
towards Codar Creek with the captured
claim robber, while Frank went for th

horses,
o overtook them an hour later, riding
his own pony and leading the other two.
Then the chums kept on towards Cedar

Creek,

There was a glimmer of dawn in the
sky when the§ reached the school, but no
sign of life was yet about the F ace.

They had a long wait beforo them ero the
earliest scholars arrived at Cedar Creek. *

Gunten was still securely confined by the
lasso. %

'ho wretched rogne of the lumber school
threw himself wearily at the foot of a tree
to_rest.

Bob took anothe;

him and knotted i

turn of the lasso round
it

Ho did not mean to givo the cunning
Swiss the hair's-breadth of a chanco for
trickery.

Then the chums threw themsclves in the
grass, to rest in the growing warmth of
the rising sun.

rank Richards sat up, rubbing his eyes;
as there was a clatter of hoofs on the trail

Tom Lawrence and his sister Molly came,
in sight, riding towards the school, with
Chunky Todgers and Keller and Dick Daw-|

son.
Frank Richards and Co. jumped up, and,
Gunten struggled to his feet, his face crims
on.. £
t

ment at the

he riders halted in asto
t of the strange group,
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“What the thunder’s this game?” ex-
claimed Lawrenco,
“Wait a bit ” grinned Bob. “Gunten’s
got a yarn to tell as soon as Ul"xc s enough
to_hear it. Take a little rest.”

In great cuuos;tfr the schoolboys dis-
mounted, and soon there was a good crowd
on the spot, as more and more of
scholars of Cedar Crcek camo along the
trail

As soon as the gathering numbered fiftcen
or sixteen—all in a_state of great ammze-
ment—Bob Lawless judged that it was time
for the climax.

He gave the lasso a jerk.

“Go ahead, Gunten,” he said.
member that, nt Llle first lie, slm.!gl\t you
80 to the sherif

ut the rogue of Cedar Creck was not
thinking of lying now, and he faltered out

n confession.

o did not look up once.

“By gum,” said Tom Lawrence, in utter
disgust, ““so Gunten's the gol iefl  And
he was tryi ing to make us think—"

£ ied to make us think it was
exclmmed Molly Lawrence, her
“He ought to be sent to

Frank!”

eyes fashing.
prison !”

“T guoss sol” said Clunky Todgers em-
phatical

T, ‘gave the chums a haggard look,
Bob untied the lasso, and the Swiss stood

“You can vamoose!” said Bob contemptu-

sly.
Without a_ word morn
tramped up the trail for h
Even the thick-skinned \whs fe!t that he
could not face his schoolfellows at Cedar
Creek again.  And so tho backwoods school
knew Kern Gunten no more.
rank Richards received a good many
congzatu!utxous that day.
one had roaIIv ‘believed anything
i mst him, but his friends were very glad
when the matter was put beyond the s\mdow
of a doubt.

Kcm Gunten

CHAPTER 20.
* For the sons of gentlemen?”
ALLO, Gunten ”
ob Lawless called our checrily.
Frank Richards and his Cana-
dian cousin were strolling along

’ H
Main Strect in Thompson, when
they cai ughe sight of Kern Gunten,
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Gunten was about to enter the office of
the ““Thompson Press,” but ha stopped
and looked round us his name was called.

His brows knitted at sight of the two
hu:xy chums of Cedar Creck School.

e two chums nodded genially.

Tm,ro had been a good deal of trouble
between them and Kern Gunten before the
Swiss left Cedar Creek School, but they

id not bear malice for what was past.

Gunten did, however, to judge by his

ook,
% Hallo ” he said sulkily.
dojng in Thompson?
“Shopping,” said Beb. “We're coming
along to your popper’s ctore for some
skates. You don't seem very glad to see us,’
added Bob, with humorous reproach. You
have all the luck; yowre mot at school,
yhile we have to grind every day with Miss
cad

“What are you

I'm going to school again,”
said Gunten.

“Coming h;\cl\ to Cedar Creck?” asked
Trank Richare

‘Canten shrugged his_shoulders.

“I wouldn’t beéfound dead at Cedar
Creek,” he answered disdainfully. “No
\mmul schools on my plate, thanks !”

there isn’t any other school in this
part, S aid Bob, in surprise.  * Yow're not
going to the boardmg school at New West-
minster, are you?”

“Nope. There’s going to be a new school
m l‘hompson, explained Guaten ]ofnl\-
“Something a cut u‘mve Cedar Creek.”

“I guess it will be a topper, then,” said
ob, with a good-humoured laugh.” “Wo
reckon Cedar. Croek takes the cake, for a
backwoods school.”
Gunten was smiling now, in a sour way.
s evidently glad of the chance mdot
ing, which gave lim an opportunity bf
imparting his news, which he cxpected to
have a withering offect upon his former

schoolfellows.

t's & private sc]xoul % hc explained, with
a lofty manner. which made the chum:
Mr Peckover’s start-

ing it here.
“Pccko\crl’ ejaculated Frank Richards,
“I guess so. ‘m Lakmz his advertise-
ment in to the office now,” said Gunten.
“You'll see it in the Press this week.”
o drew an-envelope from his pocket,
and opened it, taking a card therefrom.
ob and Frank looked rather cunously at
the card as he held it up for inspection.
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Mr. Deckover’s advertisement, addressed
to the citizens of Thompson and the inhabi-
tants of tho section generally, was written
there.
It made the chums open their eyes.

n:

“HILLCREST,
HIGH-CLASS PRIVATE SCHOOL FOR
THE SONS OF GENTLEMEN.

E. PECKOVER, HEADMASTER.
MODERATE FEES.”

“Great gophers!” said Bob Lawless, in
astonishment. “That is rather high-falu-
tin for the Thompson Valley, isn’t it?”

“I dare say common fellows would think
60,” answered Gunton, elevating his nose
a little.

“Common fellows|” repeated Bob.

“Yep! National School galoots, f'rin-
stance,” said Gunten coolly. ~ “Peckover's
Private School will be very select.”

“0h, "my hat!” said EFrank Richards.

“And I may as well give you tho tip that
you will not be wanted .there,” grinned
Gunten.”

Bob chuckled. i

“I guess we ehall stick to Cedar Creck,”
ho replied. “T wish you luck in your high-
class xl)rivate school, “old scout! ~ Are you
the only pupil so far?”

“Not at all. Keller's leaving Cedar
Creek, to come with me, and a good many
names are down already. Cedar Creek’s-a
good distance out, and ‘most of the Thomp-
son follows will come to Peckover’s school;
especially as the winter’s just on. I guess
Peckover will make a good thing of | it,”
said Gunten.  ““Of course, all the superior
families will send their eons.”

“Gunten, old man, yow're a funnier jay
than I thought,” said Bob. “And I reckon
that advertisement won't cut much ice in
Thompson.  Mr. Peckover doesn’t know all
this_section yet.”

“I expected you to be jealous!” answered

ten.

unten,
“My hat!”
“You_ were going to tho store, I think
you said?”
“Correct 1
“Well, ‘yowd_better go,” said Gunten,

.. “Don’t take it amiss, but the fact is, 1

don’t caro to bo scen speaking to you.
“Wha-a-at ?”

“At our school we bar your lot

” said
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Gunten. “I'm afraid AIr, Peckover would
be mad if he saw one of his Zupils talking
to @ fellow from a National School.”

wless stared speechlessly at Gun-

ten.
Such sublime check from the son of the

Swiss storekeeper, who had to leave Codar

Creek for rascally conduet, took his breath
way.

unten was evidently enjoying the situa-

&

G
tion :

Ho was much given to “swank,” his
father being the richest man in Thon?xon,
though certainly not the best reputed.

Now there was an opportunity for swank,-
and Kern Gunten was making the most of

i
‘;_\Vcll, search mel” Bob ejaculated, at
ask. v

B B » . B

“Cover !” murmured Bob Lawless,

The first glimmer of dawn.was whiten.
ing the waters of Cedar Creck end the tops
of the pine trees. i

It wes hours yet before the gates of
Cedar Creek School would open to admit
the throng of girls and boys, but already
three of the boys of the backwoods school
were astir. !

Frank Richards and his Cousin Bob and
Vere Beauclerc wers tramping up thé
bank of the cregk, & good distance from
their school. §

Near tho point where' the crock widened
as it flowed into tho Thompson River th
ground roso in an acclivity, and on th
top_of the rise stood the building knows
as_Hillerest.

It was.surrounded by a fence and a
hedge of clipped spruce, and over the gate.
way was a board adorned with gilt letters,

Gilt-lettering was simply, unknown in the
Thompson Valley. When any of the mer-
chants of Thompson wanted to put up &
sign, he generally daubed it himself with
paint on a rough board.

But- Mr. Peckover, the headmaster of
tho new school, was doing things in amaz.
ing style for a frontier section of British
Cojumbia.

“Down East,” in Ontario or Quebeo, the
gilt-lettered sign would not have attracted
a second glance, but in Thompson Vn!lff'
it was stared at blankly by every “pil<
grim” who passed that way.

Indeed, curious “galoots” had tramped
out of Thompson Town end Cedar Creek’
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and Silver Creck just to look at that sign
and comment upon it.

Here and there it was a little sponcd
showing that pIa}ful ttlemen had let of
reyolvers at it in a hummom mood.

Mr. Pocko\cr had had ihat <ign painted
at a town far, far ‘xnuy, ani =c.1t up by
railway and it There was no
painter in the "(hompnu Valley who couid
have prodused it.

The gilt letters
rising sun,
up the hill.

The sign bore the legend:

“HILLCREST.

PRIVATE SCHOOL FOR THE SONS
OF GENTLEMEN.”

It was VIr P ckover's strong desire to
mark a  dis! i his private
school and :he “ranolml” =chaoI at Cedar
Creck.

He hoped by that means to attrect as
pupils the sons of any of the settlers who
felt themselves superior to their neigh-
Dours, doubtless npoctmg to find snobbish
(instincts as well-developed in tho great
\Vcst as in the towns he was accustomed

“In that, probably, Mr. Peckover had
made a miscaleulation.

86 far, Trank Richards & Co. knew only
tro of tho pupils of Hilloresi—Keller and
Gunten, tho sons of Swiss cmigran

Gunten had had to loavo Calas Cresk,
and he, @b least, fully appreciated the
distinetion of belonging to a school loudly
announced as being for the “sons of gentle-
men.”

shono brightly in the
25 Frank Richards & Co. came

He b assumed a lofty and swanky
manner towards his former school-fellows,
which had an exasperating effect on some
of them.e

Gunten's absurd swank, in fact, had
rather prejudiced the Cedar Creck fellows
against the rew school, and that was the
reason why I'rank Richards & Co. had left
home before dawn that morning, and were
approaching Hillerest cautiously in the

light of early dawn.
Bob Lawless had o can of ter, with a

Dbrush sticking in it, in his hand, borrowed

from a shed on the ranch at home.

Ho bad also lawless .designs upon the
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handsome gilt sign that adorned the gate-
way of Hillerest.
But just as me three chums came in
sight of tho glistening sign Bob halted,
chispered warning, and <\|ddcn|y
dragged his comrades into cover of the
timber beside the trail.

“Cover, my infants!” he repeated.
“Somebody’s coming! We don’t want to
meet dear old Peckover just now.”

1 didn’t scc—" " began  Frank

20

Richards,

“Neither did I, my son;
enswered Dol wless, guess
somcbody coming along from the
and more than one. Look!”

He pointed through an opening
thicket.

“Four of them!” murmured Vere Beau-
clerc. “Chaps belonging to the school,
suppose.”

“Queer!” said Igank. “They're carly
up, like us. What are they doing here at
this_time in_the morning?”

“Blest if I knowl But we' I bc ter keep
do"go tili they're gon " answered
“They wouldn’t like what we'ro
go '\" to do 1o Peckover's sign.”

“Ifa, hat Not”

* *Shush 1*

Four _\out}\s of ebout their own age were
coming down m path towards the creck.

They were sturdy-looking fellows, a good
deal like Boa L.m‘os; himself in general
appearance. s

Bob uttered a muttered exclamation as
they came nearer.

“T guess I know those kids,” he e
“Tm d.~p with the curly hail is young

Bir
"Mv hat‘ !nl a merry name!” mur-
mured Frank Rm‘mrds

“I don’t know him very. well, but I've
heard he’s a good sort,” said Bob. “His
folk are ranchers, Yother side ‘Thompson,
The other three are Watson, Fisher and
Blumpy. I've seen them before. IHush!
They're close!”

The youth who rejoiced in the peculiar
name of Dicky Bird glanced round, as if
he had heard somcmmg, but the thickets
screened tho Cedar Creck fellows from
view, and pa with his com-
panions.

Tho footsteps died av

creek.

t'n of the o
one!” said Bob.

but T heard,”
there’s
school,

in the

y in the direc

Come on!”
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- The trio stepped out into the trail again,
and went on their way towards Hillarest

Thero was no sign of life about the
bmldmrrs
v Bird and his comrades had evi-
not come from the schoolhouse,
theug‘\ certainly they must have passed
near
Bob La“lcs! halted beforo the gate and
looked ufp ab the sign over it, which formed
a *ort of wooden arch over the gateway.
It was nearly a dozen feet from the
ground, and e ‘good way out of reach of
the chums of Cedar Creek.
“We ought to have brought a ladder,”
said Beauclere, with a smile.
“I guess we couldn” A have toted a ladder
el this w. ay, Cherub.”
on’t see how we're going to get at
it, though,” remarked Frank Richar
“My dear chap, where there’s a m‘l
there’s a way!” replied Bob Lawless.
“We've got to stand on one another's
shoulders.”

y
“I guess I'm the strongest.”

_ “Cuess again!” grinned Fran

“Well, the strongest chap hus “got to
take tho ground floor,” said Bob.

“You're the strongest, then, by heaps!”
said Frank, laughing.

“Tathead! You get on my shoulders,
and the Cherub can .get on yours, and then
ho oan reach tho sign. Tl hand up tho
tar-pot when you’ te atop, Cherub.”

“Right you are!”

Bob Lawless braced his stalwart form

inst the gate, and Frank Richards
climbed nimbly on his shoulders, first re-
maving his boots.

Smndmg on Bob's shouldcrs, he held
against the gato to steady hims

“Ready, Beau

V'c.n Bcauclurc had a more difficult task

to Frank’s shoulders, But he

THE BACKWOODS !

Only the name “Hillerest” was left id
the gold lettermg
np'peued the
nouncemont in black

“PRIVATE ASYLUM FOR THE
SONS OF LUNATICS.”

startling an-

“I say, hurry up!” came from Bob Larw-
Toss, “Franks Boofs are gcl\‘.mg @ bit
hogry 1>

are Beaws!” gasped Frank
Richards.

Bob looked up anxiously.
Ho was fecling tho weight, strong as ho
was, and he was anxious for the painting
to bo finished.

“Nearly done, Cherub

:“8;1:91" answered Beaucleras  *
“Ymoooh”’ roared Frank Richards sud:

°A’dirop of tar had alightod fairly in hit
mouth as he looked up, and he gavo &
sudden jump.

That *jump was fatal to the human
pyramid. i

Beguclere reeled, and Bob Lawless stag”

gered; and Frank Richards, in the mxddle,
coll?) sed. n i
“Oh, great gophers!”
“By Jovel Oh! Aht”
# YOOBOOOD? : o
ump |
CHAPTER 21.

After the Raiders.
RANK RICHARDS sat up dosodly.
F Ho was on the ground, i
kmowing bow ho had got Here, bl
knoring only too woxf that h
a gollegtion of bumps about his pm'son
Lawless was on his back, gasping.-*
“Beanl" od T

suoceeded and held on to the sign itself.

Then tho tar pot, which Bob held ready
in his hand, was carefully passed up, and
Beauclere took it.

Holding on mbh his left hand, the far-
pot_slung by t o on his wrist, ho
wielded the bru';h with his rig]

Tho beautiful = golden inscription was
very quickly rendered indeciphereble under
the hugc letters daubed over it in glaring

rank.
had the biqgost,fdl, and’
atb the
idea that he might have broken a limb.
But as he glanced round he saw Beau-
clorc_on his feet, unhurt, and laughing
brmth'nsx]y
All seres
Beauclere.
fellows?”
£'¥000000p ! came from Bob.
”Hur! old chap
Bob sat up.

ne? I Jumpsd clear!” s.ucf
“I'm not hurt, How are you'
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“Nope!” he gasped. “I'm ot
not,a bitl I've only had a silly \dmw
hoof bunged in my eye, and anofher silly
hoof jammed on my neck, and I've only
got about five million bumps—nothing_ to
mcnuonv Of course I'm not hurt! I'm
enjoying this!
‘“Oh, deurl"
“Never mind 1"
“But I do mind!” howled Bob. *“What
did_you want o oll over for, you silly

Ow, ow, ow!”
gasped Trank Richards.

T What did you xoll over for, if you
come to that?

“Becauso a silly idiot on my shoulders
rolled over, of course!”

“Well, I did it because a silly idiot
under me rolled over.

“Look here, you jay——

i+ Took hore, you as—»

Easy . does it!” said Beanclore, laugh-
ing.  ¥Dont begin to-slang!  Accidents
will happen.”

“They will, when there’s silly jays
about” growled Bob Lawles, as ne picked
Dimself up.

“They will, when there's Lowling asses
about1” assented Frank Richards.

“By gunt Where's o tar-pot?” asked

“Here you are.

The can had fallen aight way up, and it
was still @ third full of tar. Bob Lawless
picked it up.

“I gudss we're taking that away with
us,” he said. “It might bo recognised as
belonging to ths Lawless, Ranch.” Bob
rubbed his bruises, but his good hamour
was rem)red as he looked up at Mr.
over’s handsome sign, and he chort! ed
guess that will tickle Peckover to death
When he sees it—and his merry pupils,
too! School opens to-day, you know, and
there’ll be quite a sensation when the folks
nrnﬁc and sie that sign!”

Quite satisfied with their handiwork, the
three chums started on the path down the

They haed done successfully what they
had come to do, and the little mishap at
the finish did not worry them very much;
they were used to hard knocks in the
rough life of the backwosds.

Suddenly, as ihey followed

the trail
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ihrough the timber towards the creek, Bob
uttered an exclamation.

“By guml Thero are thoso chaps
again!”
Dicky Bird & Co. came round a bend

in the tr:ul and the meeting was too suds
den for the Cedar Creek fellows to mko
cover.

To their surprise, tho quartette were
carrying a ladder among them.

What they could want with ? ladder
early in the morning outsada tifeir new
<c‘1001 Wwas a puzzlo to the chums of Cedar

" Hallo1” called out Dicky Bird, as ho
sighted them. What aro you fellows
doing here?”

“Pookover | replied Bob Lawless, with

a grin

“W-ha-a-at 1

“We're doing Peckover—or, rather,
we've done him,” said Bob. “What aere
you doing with that ladder?”

“What are_you doing with that tars
cap?” asked Dicky Bird, in twen.

“Youwll scel” grinned

And the trio passed on, dmﬂm% leav-
ing 1the four Hillerest fellows looking
puzzle

“They’ve been up to somo game,” said

Dicky_Bird, casting o suspicious glance
after Frank Richards & Co. I reckoned
we were the only carly birds astir this
mornmg '

“Never mind them,” s Fi
“Come on, or old Peckover \nll be aw:
before we get to work.”

“Ihght}\ol “Mosey on!”

The four schoolboys hurried on up the
trail with the ladder.

They camoe out of the timber into the
clearing surrounding the private school,
and es they did so the daubed sign over
t’legah'\vav burst upon them.

real

t

“Look at that!” yelled Wats

Thoy dropped the ladder, umblounded.

When they had pessed the school gate
half an hour before, in the earliest rays
of dawn, tho gilt letters hqd glxs;cmd
down at them, for ell to zea

“HILLCREST.

PRIVATE SCHOOL FOR TIU‘
SONS O GENTLEM
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And now, in buge, tarry characters,
visible at a great distance, it read:

“HILLCREST.

PRIVATE ASYLUM FOR THE
SONS OI' LUNATICS.”

E}f_v‘(y Bird & Co. ply blinked at it.

hose pesky rotters!” gasped Dicky
“That's what they were up to

Bird knitted his brows.
f ss we're not allowing this,” he
id. “Kera Gunten told us we should

sa;
havo trouble with Cedar Creek, but I

But I reckon
This is up against

aever took any stock of
u

ten vight

was

us,

“0ld Peckever is an old jay!” said Wat.
son. “All tho Thompson Valley is chuck-

¢ over that gilly sign, But this is up
against our school, and we're going to
make them sit up for it.”

“Thoy’re gone,” said Blumpy.

Dicky Bird looked round.

“They had a can of tar with them,” he
said.  “I guess I know what we're going
to do, They've gone to Cedar Creek now,
and we can’t catch them up on the trail,
But T reckon we can get ahead of them
on the creck in the canoc—and the canoc’s
ready. Come on!”

“What about the ladder?”

“Bring it back; no time now for what
we were going to do. That blessed sign
can wait till to-morrow.”

“Right-ho!”

Tho four schoolboys ran back along the
trail to the creek, ladder in hand.

Frank Richards & Co. were long out of
sight.

The four ha
of view i

stily thrust the ladder out

w in tho thicket near the creek,
whence, evidently, they had taken it, and
where it had been hidden in readiness—
for reasons bost known to themselves.

On the bank of the creck lay a bark
canoe, and the four rushed it down into
the water end jumped in.

Four paddles flashed like lightning as
they urged the canoe along aegainst the
current.

The canoo scemed almost to flash elong
#ill they came near the ranids. where it
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was necessary to land and earry the canoce
up the bank.

he “portage” did not occupy them
many minutes, however.

The canoe was launched again above the
rapids, and they paddled on swiftly for
Codar Creek. b

Cedar Creek School soon came in sight.

A singlo column of smoko rose from the
buildings, showing them someone was astir
here.

But the gates were shut, and it was a
considerable time yet before the school
would open for the morning,

“I reckon we’ve headed them off I” said
Dicky Bird, as the canoe was run ashore
in the rushes.

The Hillerest fellows jumped on shore.

Dicky Bird’s keen cyes swept the trail
before the school, but there was no sign of
Frank Richards & Co. i

Three horses were tethered to tho gate,
but their riders were not to be scen.

Trank Richards and his chums had left
their horses thero when they started up tho
creck for Hillerest, and evidently they had
not yot returncd.

“We'ro shead!” grinned Watson. “1
guess wo can ambush them on the trail,

icky.”

Dicky Bird nodded.

“I reckon!” he answered. “We've
beaten them easily in the cance, and I
guess we've got them dead to rights now.
Come on!”

Tho four schoolboys ren into the trail
that led up to the school gates, and took
cover in the timber.

Thenco they watched the trail for the
arrival of Frank Richards & Co.

It was a good quarter of an hour later
that tho three chums came in sight.

They were chatting and laughing as they
came along, Bob Lawless swinging the tar- .
can carelessly in his hand.

Dicky Bird’s eyes glistened.

“Quict|” he murmured.  “Jump on
them as soon as they come abreast! Tako
tho‘;nys by surprise 1”

“You bet!”

Unsuspicious of the ambush ahead, the
chums of Cedar Crock came swinging on
along the trail.

There was a sudden rush as they came
abreast of the ambush.

Before ths trio knew what was happen-
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Ing they were rushed over and sent sprawl-
ing into the trail, and three Hillerest fel-
Jows were siiting on them, and Dicky
Bird had picked up the tar-can,

CHAPTER 22.
A Black Deed.

» Y hatf”
M “Gerroff 1"
“Oh, crumbs!”

Hardly knoing what had hep-
pened, Frank Richards lay gasping
on their backs in the gmss, ‘pinncd down
by Watson, Fisher and Blumpy.

heir captors grinned down at them.
mmrda surprise, I guess!” chuckled
iy Bird,

-
et

“How the thump did you galoots st
hero?” ciaculated Bob Lawloss. “Wo lof
vou_at Hillerest.”

“Were_here, anvhow!* grinned Dicky

Bird. “Keep them safe, you chapst Don't
wriggle, Bob Lawless | If's a-cinch|”

css it's our turn to do somo tar
sing,» said Fisher, with a chuckl.

- la, ha,

Dicky Bird s handling the brush in
the can of tar with a business-like air.

The chums of Cedar Creck cyed him
epprohensively.

Lil-look here, what are you going to do
with that tar?” demanded Bob Lawless
uneasily.

“What havo you been doing with it?”
grinned Dicky Bird. “Painting tho sign
over our school gato! Well, we're going
to Pamt you e

00l

“Wont xt tickle the kids when they
come along to school and sce you?”
chuckled Dicky.

His companions yellod.

The cXple<5I0'lS on the faces of Frank
Richards & Co. wero very entertaining to
their captors.

Dicky Bird, having loaded tho brush
with tar, knelt besidc Bob Lawless, who
struggled under the weight of Harold
Fisher—but in vain.

His hands were held, and a strong kneo
was planted on his chest, and Bob wes
powerless,

41

“Keep off 1”7 he gaepea "Look here,
you pesky gopher— Gro

“Better keep your mouth :huf ”? sug-
gested Dicky Bird. “This is ,ony good
tar, but it’s not rmny fit to eat!

"Gn-ruuuuugh 17

You're bound to get it in_your mouth

if 7gu open it so wide, you know.”

Bob Lawless, with an extraordinary ex-
pression on his faco, closed his lips tight,

Tar outsido was bad enough, but tar ine
side was o good deal worse—and thero was
some inside already.

Dicky Bird, with a methodical hand,
proceeded to tar Bob’s face, from the hair
to the chin, laying it on quite thickly
cnoug]

In a fow minutes Bob Lawless was as’
black as the Dblackest Sambo in South

Carol
e Hillorest fellows yelled with laughtor
as they looked at him.

Bob mumbled fmmly, but he did not
open his lips.

He had had enough of that

“What 2. piobure 15 s Dicky Bird ad-
miringly. “Block but comely, you know!
This will cause quite e sensation in Cedar
Creek. Miss Meadows is bound to admize
you;ﬂcompxemn, Lawless.

““You next, old scout!”

“Look here—" gasped Frank Richards.
“Oh! Aht Ooooooch !”

He shut his mouth tightly.

In a fow minutes his eyes were gleaming
wrath from a face as black as the ace of
spades.

hen came Beauclerc’s turn. .

Vere Beauclere did not speak; ho sub-
mitted phxlomphmlly to the ordeal, as it
could not bo helpe

It was only tit for tat, after ;11 thcugh

the “tit” was more severe than the “tat,”
so to speak.

“There, 'that just finishes it1” said
Dicky Bird, as ho completed the_tarring

of the Cherub’s handsome face—which did
not look handsome now. “I'd have given
you necks to match, but therc’s no more
tar. You oughtn’t to have been so ex-
;mvagnnt with this tar at Hillerest, Law-
oss.
“Mmmmmmmm 1" s
“He's trying to talk Chincse or
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d Watson. “What does it

Mm)mnmmmm 1”
“Oh, ® LOHGE 1Y gaspid ik
Richards. * “Let us go! It's not long to
school now, and we've got to get cleaned,
you beasts |

“No jolly fear!

yon

answered Dicky Bird

emphatically. You're not going to get
cleancd, not bv ]ong chalks. You're going
to school like

EWhat " elled Frank
“Your cheery complexions will match
our sign over the gate at Hillerest, you

ha 1o

“Oh, sou rotter! Oh, dear!”

Frank Richards & Co. began to struggle,
but it was of no avai

They were pinned down.

It w se on time for morning school
at Cedar Creck now, and the crowd of
echolars might begin to arrive at any
moment.

There was a crash as Black Sam threw
open the school gates from within.

Sam went back to His quarters without
looking out, and unconscious of the pecu-
liar scenc in the trail a dozen yards from
the gateway.

Frank Richards & Co. blinked at one
another in dismay.

They had started out from home very
early that morning for a “lerk” on Hill-
crest School, but they were feeling. dxsmal]y
that tho lark lmd turned very much against
themselves now

There was a clatter of hoofs on the
tmx] and Dicky Bird looked round.

“Here they come!” ho grinned.

Up the trail several riders could be seen
—Tom Lawrence end his sister Molly,
Dick Dawson and Kate Dawson, Chunky
Todgers and Harold Hopkins, coming
n.long to school together.

“I guess it’s time we vamoosed,” said
Fisher. “Let's get back to the canoel”

“Mosey on!” grinned Dicky.

Frank Richards & Co. wore suddenly re-
leased, and the four Hillerest fellows ran
down to the areek.

cy did not want to wait till Cedar
Creek arrived in force. There would cer-
tainly have been severe reprisal

In a couple of minutes they were in the

THE
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canoe and pad
or safety.

In the tail Frank and Bob and Vere
Beguclore <ot b, gasping breathle
car” mumblod Fras

ing away at o great speed

This posky stuff’s in my
mouth ! ~wow !”
The lmlmp‘)y chums staggered to their

There was & jingling of bridles as the
oncoming party of school boys and girls

halted  in astonishment at the strange
siaht,

“Hallo! A gang of niggers!” esclaimed
Chunky Todgers, Whero did they spring
from

ggers I” said Dawson. “They’ve got
whm. men’s paws! And they smoll of
tar

g Hn ha, ha!”

“Frank Richards!” shnukcd Molly Law-
rence. “Is it you, Frank

“Yow-ow | YCﬁ Mmlyl Ob, dear!”

“Ha, ha, ha

“Taiwt 2 Iau"hm” matter ! " howled Bob
Lawle: “Look at

“We'ro  looking !”  yelled Chunky
Todgers. “Oh, Jemima! Oh, holy smoke!
You lock lovely gang of sambos! Ha,
ha, ha |

“Oh, rats!”

Frank Richards gave Molly quite a re-
proachful look; but reproach could not bo
nicely expressed with a tarry face, and his
oxpression was so_queer that the girl
shrieked with merriment,

“Oh, Frank!” she gn°ped

o supposo it’s funny!
Richar

“Ha, haI Look at your reﬂcctmn in the
creek, and yowll thmk so,  I'm sorry,
anf, but—— Ha, ha, ha

“Tor goodness sake, get a move on !
cxclaimed Bob Lawless.  “Don’t let Miss
Mcudm\s see us before we get this awful
stuff of

“Ta, ha, ba

Other Cedar C\eck fellows were arriving
now, end they roared with laughter at the
sight of the h’\plc S tl\rce

Perhaps the victims had expected sym-

pathy, but for the pxccmc sympathy was

i and  only i

grunted Frank

reigned.
Tt was useless to think of getting the tar
off in the cold water of the creek-—hot
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water and soap, and plenty of them, were
wanted, and, indeed, scrubbing-brushes as
well.

The unhapy;
of Cedar Cre
laughter.

They hoped to get round to Black Sam's
quarters, whero they could clean them-
selves without being scen by Miss Meadows
or_the masters.

But their hopc was in vain,

As they tore across the playground they
almost ran into Mr. Slimmey and Mr.
Shepherd, taking a little walk together
before lessons.
| “Bless my soul! What—who—what is
this?” exclaimed Mr, Slimmey, his glasses
almost la!hn" off as ho stared at the black-
faced thr

trio hurried in at the gates
followed by roars of

i “I\z‘g.oe; said Mr. Shepherd, in
iwonder. *Aro they new bogs in the school?
Stop, my boys! = Why—iwhat—what—"
Lawless I

“Yes, sir?” gaspod Bob.
Wha-a-at does this mean?”

ot Bob.
—wo—" stutiored Frank,
—yon mbled Beauclere.
0" Miss Moadows burried out of
‘the sehoolhouso. - Bhe had seen the extra-
ordinary trio from @ window. *‘Who are
you? What are you doing here?”

“Oh, Miss Meadows I”

“Richards!” ecjaculated the schoolmis-

tross.
| “Ha, ha, ha!” came in a wild roar from
the crowd of schoolboys coming in at the
tos.
5 “Upon my word|” exclaimed Miss Mea-
dows. “Richards—Lawless—Beauclere, this
is—is—is amazing. You have deliberately
tarred your f.xcos and made yourselves look
.meﬁl) abs

“You utterly foolish boys, why have you
played this oxtraordinary’ prank?” “ex-
clmmed Miss Meadows.

—we didn’s H” gasped Miss Bob
L:mlcss “We—we—we've been tarred by
a gang of hobos for a lark I”

“Four horrid beasts tarred us,
Meadows I” groanod Frank, e—we—weo
didn’t want em to. We didn’t, really I

“I—I suppose so. Go and clean your-
sclves at once!” said Miss Meadows, and
her lips were quivering as she went back

Miss
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to tho house, though she did not laugh till
she was indoors.
Vrank Richads & Co.
dolorously to tho stables.
There the grinning Black Sam provided
them with o tub of steaming viater, plenty
of soap. and serubbing- brusbas.
lock Sams own complexion was a joko
to_thoso of the unhappy three.
In steaming water, Toank Richards & Co.
rubbed and scrubbed at their hcc:, till they
folt as if the skin were peeling
Round them stood a thick circle of sehool-
boys, howling with laughter, and passing
mexty remarls on their complexions.
The for lessons reliaved the hapless
and the

tramped away

vietims of their audience at last,
laughing crowd trooped a®ay

But Frank Richards & Co wero very late
for lessons that morning.

When they appeared in the schoolroom at
last, their faces were as red as newly-boiled
beetroots, excopting where the tar still
lingered, and a good deal of it still lingered

yet.

There was a gust of chuckling as they
took their places, and it was some minutes
before Miss Mcadows coull restore silence.

d all through morning Ics<cms glmmng
faces surrounded Frank Itichar
In fact, there were only ihma fello“s “ut
Cedar Creek who could not sec the humour
of the affair, and those three were Frank
and his comrades.

CHAPTER 2.
Friendly Rivals,
* I GUE}S{S you Ln)s make me smile !’
"’.lhcre s some lovely black spots on
your chin, Bob.”

“And on your ears, Richards.”

These remarks, and a good many more of
the same kind, pursucd Frank Richards &
Co. after morning lessons at Cedar Creck.

The Co. were glad to escape into the
timber and stroll about there till dinner,
to escapo the chipping of the Cedar Creck
fello\\s

“I guess wo shall bo sniggered to death,
said Bob Lawless dolefully. n that
little Chinese beast Yen (/hm is mcLlhw at
It’s too bad! We couldn’t hclp thoso
galoots tarring our faces, c

“We couldn’t,” agreed I
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“I suppose they think it funny,” re-
marked Beauclere.” “And—and I suppose it
is, really.’

“Well, wo started out for a stunt on
Hillerest, and wo do seem to have come out
at the littlo end of the horn,” admitted
Bob. “But one swallow doesn’t make a
summer. Wo're going to scalp those rotters
who_tarred us!”

“No doubt about that!” said Frank,

“W'o'll ride over after lessons,” continued
Bob. “A jolly good walloping all round
will do them good, and relieve our fecl-
ings, anyhow.

“The \vallopmg may come our way, if we
remarked

run into s crowd of thom,”
Frank.
“Oh, 1 guess they'll give us fair play!

icky Bu-d is a whnte man,”’ said Bob.
“Fact is, I guess we'vo misjudged them a

little, o\\"mg‘ to Lhnc coyote Gunten spinning
us yar But we've got to keep our end
up, or we shall never hear the end of
this.

And Bob’s comrades assented,

The three refurned to school just in time
for dinner, and found grinning faces at the

oard.

In the interval before afterncon school
they canoed on the creek, being quite tired
of hearing about their misadventures in the
playground.

There was another steaming wash before
lessons, and that afternoon the victims of
Dicky Bird’s reprisals showed fewer traces
of tar, though here and there a smudge
still lingered.

s soon as school was dismissed for the
day they tock their horses from the corral,
hut instead of starting for home thoy fol-
lowed the trail towards Thompsen Town.

Near tho town they turned off on the
timber trail to Hillerest.

The winter dusk had fallen on creek and
river, but Bob Lawless knew all the nzuls
by light or darkness, and they trotted on at
a good speed.

They hoped to arrive while the Hillerest
fellov\s were_ still on the spot, or to meet

them on their homeward way, but though
they passed some of tho boys of the new
school, Dicky Bird & Co. were not among

them.
“‘Hallo, there’s Gunten!”

suddenly.
Kern Gunten and Keller, the two Swiss,

exclaimed Bob
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were walking back to Thompson, their
satehels swung over their shoulders,
They grinned at the sight of the Cedar
Creek trio.
Evidently they had heard the story of the
tarring of their former schoolfellows.
i Bob drew rein as Gunten called out to
im
Wh:\t are you doing up hcrc, Lawless?
Looking for some more, tar
*“Oh, go and chop chips " grunted Bob.
“Going _to Hillerest?” asked XKeller.
“Tlus trail ieads nowhere else.”

Gumen curled Ius lip, with a lofty ex-
pression of

“T guess wad ‘better keep clear,” ho
said. *Your sort are not wanted there..
I can tell you that Mr. Peckover has
warned us fo keep clear of your lot. We
don’t want to speak to Cedar Creek trash!™

“Low crowd!” remarked Keller.

Bob mado his horse prance, and_ the two
Swiss jumped out of the trail into the

or.

“Xecep off, you fool!” roared Gunten,
his lofty dignity vanishing all of a sudden.
Bob rode after him, with a_grim brow,
and Gunten fairly bolted through the
trees, with Keller at his heels.

“Come on, Bob!” cn.\lcd out Frank
Richards, “Never mind those silly asses!”
But Bob's usually sunny face was knitted
in a deep frown as he rejoined his chums
in the trail.

Gunten’s absurd affectation of superis
ority seemed to have an irritating nﬂwi

"ont” ho said grufly.  “We'll
squash the next Hillerest galoofs we meet
on the traill”

Fortunately, they met no more of t.hz
Hillerest fellows, and they came in sight
of the new school at last in the evening
shadows,

Lights glimmered from the building, but.
the school-room was closed; the last of the
Hillerest fellows was gone.

Bob looked puzzled as he dismounted
near t]\c gates and threw his reins over. a

“\\’hcra are those galoots?” he ex:
c.aimcd “They haven’t left with Lbo
we_should have 1):|<~ed them on'
thc trail. Canoeing, perhaps

“They keep a canoe fore 1 think,” eaid
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Frank. “In that case, they'll be coming
back this way.”

“We'll wait for ’em,” said Bob grimly.

The threo horses were tethered in the
thicket, and the chums took up their stand
under the shadow of a treo near

ates.

In the glimmer of
sco the board over
been given a
morning.

Paper had beea pasted over it, to hido
the tarred inscription, and the namo of
the school had been freshly painted there,
ut only in common paint; the glory of the
gilt letiers had departed.

But though the sign was not so hand-
somo as of old, it still announced to tho
pine-trees and the gophers that Hillerest
was a private school for the soms of
gentlemen.

Bob grinned as he looked up at it.

““After we've finished with Dicky Bird
we'll give that sign another touch or two!”
he remarked. “Peckover must have been
leased when he saw_ it this morning.
EVe'Il pleaso him again to-morrow morn-
ing, the old_hunks!”

Hero comes somebody I

The thrce chums remained quiet in tho
shadow of the big tree, watching the trail
of tho gates.

Through the gloom, four dim figures
camo into view, and, to the surprise of
the Co., they were carrying a ladder among
them, just as when the Cedar Creek
fellows had met them in the morning.

“What the dickens aro_they doing ?”
muttercd Bob Lawless, “Hold on a bit!
Let’s see what they’re up tol”

The chums watched in silence,

Dicky Bird and Co. passed within a few
yards of them, evidently without suspect
g their presence.
|, The four schoolboys reared up the ladder
in front of the gates, which were locked
for the nifht.

It rested against one of the stout posts
supporting the sign over the gateway.

Frank Richards and Co, exchanged sur-
prised glances.

It looked as if Dicky Bird, of Hillcrest,
had designs upon that sign himsolf, and
they were puz:
“That's righ It was Dicky's voice.
“You've got the can_of oil, Tisher?”
“You bet! Here it is!”

starlight they could
the gate, which had
new  inscription  that

led.
61"
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“And the matches?”

“T'vo got the matches,”

“Get come bru
work,” said Dicky
saw, Watson!”
Dicky Bird ascended the ladder, saw in
hand, while his comrades proceeded to
gather brushwood from the thicket.

The astonishment of tho watchers
ereased.

What the object of the four Iillerest
fellows could be they could not imaginc.
But they were soon to sce, however.
Dicky Bird sawed away industriously
at the sign while his comrades piled Lrush-
wood in a hcap a few yards from tha

gate.

The big board was eawn nearly through,
first at one end and then at the other, till
it was held only by an inch or two of
wood.

Then Dicky Bird tied a rope to it, and
descended tho ladder.

“All O.K.!” ho said. “I reckon a pull
will do it now! Get the ladder in the trees
ficst; hido it, and wo can take it away
to-morrow.”

The ladder was thrust out of sight in
the wood near at hand.

Then the four Hillerest fellows returned
to the gate, and laid hold of the rope that
dangled from the sign overhead.

- gum!” murmured Bob Lawless, in
great amazement,

“They—they’re going to yank it do
said Beauclere. “What the dickens—-

“And burn it, that's clear,” remarked
Ii@a?clcxc, “I'm blest if I catch on io
this!”

The chums of Cedar Creek had quite for-
gotten now their hostile intentions to
wards Dicky Bird and Co. Chey. wers
fecling only blank amazement at the pecu
liar proceedings of the Hillerest fellows.

The four tugged at the rope; but the
sign held on to tho posts,

“Put your beef into it!” said Dicky.

Bob Lawless stepped out of the shadow

“Let us lend you @ hand, old scout!”
he said genially.

Thde Hillerest fellows jumped, and sp i
round, lotting go the rope.

“Hallo! 60\1!" ejaculated Dicky

“Us!” smiled Frank Richards,

“What the thunder are you up<to
asked Bob Lawless, “Blest if I can
you out at all!”

said Blumpy
‘m!

shwood whi
Bird. “Hand me that

¢

in-
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Dicky Bird laughed.

“Wo're going to make a bonfire of that
silly foolery!” ho said, pointing to the
sign.  *Old Peckover doesn’t know this
scction, and he doesn’t savvy that he's
making the school a standing joke in the
town. That kind of thmg doesn’y wash in
the Thompson Valley

h!” ejaculated l'mnk Richar
“It's making out nhnt we put on airs

over Cedar Creck, 20 on,” cxplained
Dicky. 4105 all vory. well in ‘the East, of
course; but I guess we'ro all on the same

and wo're not going to
look like

IooLmr' West,
allow Peckover to make us
asses, not if we know it!”
“Fellows in Thompson have been hoot-
ing at us_over it,” said Blumpy, with a
snott. “They think we're putting on side,
all bicauso old Péckover s o thumping

Bob Lawless blushed.

These were the fellows against whom
Gunten had incensed him, and whose non-
sense he had come over to knock out of

hem,

“Oh P e gasped.” “IT—T seol”
“What aro you' follows doing here,
lhouAgh'" asked Wat

hom 1’ Worws . came  to—to—
Nover mind!” said Bob hastily. *Wo—wo
just came, you know, to—to— Ahem!”

“I guess that’s lueid!” remarked Dicky
Bird. “Do you always express yourself as
clearly as that?”

Bob_grinned.

“All serenc!” he said. "Ne\'m‘ mind
what we came for. Now we're here, we'll
lend you a hand, if you like, and part good
friends—what? We'll forgive you for the
bLsmcss under the—the circumstances!”

“Done!” said Dicky Bird cheerfully.
“Wo_should have done this business this
morning, if you hadn’t come round. So
it’s only’ fair for you to help.”

“Here goes, then!” said Frank Richards.

Seven strong pairs of hands were laid on
the rope, and they dragged hard, keeping
well_clear of the gate, fo give the sign—
cquullly obnoxious to both parties—room
to fa

Creak! Crack! Crack!

With a terrific crash the big board came
thundering down, leaving lhe two posts
standing up bare and forlon

Tha tillon sibn was butsed, aid dragged
across the huge heap of Drushwood.
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Two or three blows of an axe separated
it into parts, which were piled up on the
brushwood ; and then the whole ﬁcap wag
drenched with keroseno from a can:

A moment more, and a match was
applied.

Pho schoolbos Jumped back, as a sheet,
of flame soares .

“Gireat, Seott!” ojaculated Bob Lawless.

i That will wake up old Peckover, if any

thing will!
Fie's coming 17 gatpcd Watson.

There was the sound of a furious voico
within the gates, and the grating of a key.!

The raiders rushed into the shadows of
the wood, Frank Richards and Co. unhitch
ing their horses, and leading them along
with them,

The trees swallowed them up, as the gate.
was opened, and Mr, Peckover came rush:
ing out, crimson and furious.

The schoolboys chortled ns they fled, and
their last glance back from the distance
showed them a roaring bom"ne, and_Mr)
Peckover dancing with rage in the lurid
flare of the flames,

CHAPTER 2.
Black Ingratitude.
« ECKOVER, by gum!”
P There had been a heavy fall of
suo.v m the Thompson Valley,
‘edar Creck trail was thick

with thc whxw flakes,

Frenk Richards and Bob Lawless were
trudging through the snow towards Ce
Creck School, when Bob suddenly halted. |

Ahead of the two schoolboys on the trai
a fur<lad figure had come in sight.

It was Mr. Peckover, tho headmaster of
Hillerest School, with his fur-coat turned
up round his chin, the flaps of his cap
drawn down over his ears, and little mora
chd his fm showing than his long, thin,
r

B\\t tho chums of Cedar Creck knew that

"Mr. Peckover's head was bent against
the keen wind that blew from the spowy
slopes of the Rocky Mountains in the fax
distance.

Ho was coming towards the Cedar Creck
ellor but he had not seen them.
said Bob Lawless,

ar old Peckover!”
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with ' grin. “And there's plenty of snow
handy, Franky.”

pelrank Richards laughed and shook his
cad

ad.

“Not_good *enough, Bob,” he. answered.
“He will como along to Cedar Creck and
complain if we snowball him.”

“But it's too good a chance to bo lost,”
‘urged Bob, “The old bird hasn't seen
us, and we can tako cover, and snowball
him as he moseys by.”

“But—>"

“He can’t come yarning to Miss
Meadows if he doesn’t sce us,” argucd Bob.
#And he's asked for it, hasn't he? Isn't
ba down on

us, nico as wo are?”
“¥es; but——»

“Don’t but, old chap; get into cover,
and get some snowballs ready.”

Bob Lawless was evidently determined,

The chums of Cedear Creek had kad many
rubs with Mr. Peckover, and they had no
love for the headmaster of Hillerest.

And really it did seem too good a chance

0 be lost,

“Oh, all right!” said Frank. *But—"
“Hallo!” cjaculated Bob suddenly.

. Mr. Peckover was about a dozen yards
away now, but with his head still bent
and his eyes on tho trail, he had not seen
the chums of Cedar Creek, co far.

But, all of o sudden, as he camo abreast
of a fhick patch of spruce beside the trail,
Mr. Peckover gave a wild jump.

From the spruce_thicket a snowball had
whizzed with deadly aim, and it landed
fairly on the sharp, Ted nose of tho school-
master.

Thero was a sudden howl from Mr. Peck-
‘over as he jumped,

“My hat!” exclaimed Frank Richards, in

1

astonishment. “Who was that? There's
somebody in the timber!”

Whiz, “whiz!

Crash!

From the spruce whizzing enowballs

came thick and fast,

It was evident that there was an ambush
%beside tho trail, and Mr, Peckover had
walked into it.

Frank Richards and Bob Lawless stared
on at the scene.

Their_enowballs were not wanted.

- Mr. Peckover was fairly dancing as the
shower of missiles, camo ‘pelting from the
thicket, smiting him hip and thigh.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob.

“Yaroch !”
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Whiz, whiz, whiz!

The snowballers were still invisible; the
thick spruce hid them from si

But their aim was deadly.

Snowballs smashed all over Mr. Peckover
s he yelled and jumped and dodged.

Ho had lost his footing suddenly in tho
snow «nd rolle v

Then there was a sound of crashing in
the thicket, as the unscen snowballers fled
through the timber—still unseen.

“Who tho dickens are they?” exclaimed
Frank Richards. “Not Cedar Creek chaps,
I think.”

“I guess not!” chuckled Bob Law!
“Look there!”

He pointed through an opening in the
imber.

t

From where they stood the chums could
see three figures darting among the leafless
trees in full flight.

“Dicky Bird!” exclaimed Frank,

“And” Blumpy and Fisher!”  grinned
Bob. “Hillerest chaps—pelting their own
merry headmaster, too! Peckover docsn’t
scem” popular with his pupils.”

In a moment or two Dicky Bird and his
comrades vanished into the forest.

n the trail Mr. Peckover was still roll-
ing in the snow, gasping and snorting.

“Let’s give the old bird a hand up!”
said Bob Lawless good-naturedly.

Mr. Peckover was really in need of as-
sistance.

He had rolled into a drift beside the
trail, and nearly disappeared from sight.

Frank Richards and Bob Lawless ran to-
wards him,

From the snowdrift a capped head and a
red nose emerged. s

“Yow-ow-ow-ow!” camo from tho haif-
buried schoolmaster.

ob Lawless grasped Mr. Peckover by
the shoulder, and Irank Richards seized
his arm.

They dragged together, and the angular
gentleman was pulled out of the drift.

Ho landed, gasping, in the trail.

“Ow! Oooooop!”

“All right now, sir!” said Bob Lawless,
suppressing his merriment. “Set him o
his tootsies, Franky !”

o 1 you,
Richards cheerily.

The chums of Cedar Creek had quito fer-
gotten their original intention of snowball-
ing Mr. Peckover themselves. §

sir!”  eaid Frank
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Certainly he looked as if he was not in
nead of any moro snowballing.

He was smothered with snow from head
to foot, and looked & good deal like
+ Christras as the chums set him

He gaspod and spluttored breathles

“You scoundrels

“Whait claculated rmnk

“You young rasca

«wvell, T Tiko tha 1
“Ts that what you call thanks for helping
5oy 03t of the drift, Mr. Peckov

T T Vou young villains!

Mr, Peckover glared round wildly for
his stick, which he had dropped when he
rolled over,

 rank Richards picked it up and handed

said Bob Lawless.

1

the angular gentleman
sped it ho brought it across Frank's
slders with a sounding whack.

ak gave a ycIL

)

T sealal shionted, M.
“T will thrash you
You—you

“You
Peckover furiously.
within an iach of your lives!
dare to snowball me—-"

young

The two schoolboys dodged.

“But we didn't!” yclled Bob. “W

n up to help you! Tt was somebody in
timber who snowballed you.”

Do tell o falschoods”

!
i You sn!y old dufert” shouted Frank,

“ \ fathead! I tell you it was
()Ix oy hat1”
TTastead of keeping off, M. Peckover

ryshed o2, with lus stick fourishing in the

“o was under the impression that it was
the Cedar Creek chums who had snow-
balled him, and_their denials were of no
wse. Mr. Ephraim Peckover was not of a
trastul disposition.

TFrank and Bob dodged the stick, with
come difficulty. But Mr. Peckover was not
to_be denicd.
sod on, the stick lashing out;
uld certainly have done some dumage

and

of

with it had not Bob rushed in and butted.
Bob's head smote the schoolmaster in th-

centre of the fur-coat,

him ov
hs

and fairly bowled

«d hack, and sat down in ths
rom which the chums had
a few minutes before.
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“Yoooop!”
Mr. Peckover's head and feet showed
.'xbo\'c thc drift; the rest of him was out

u \i Bet! T'voa jolly good mind to give
him some of his own stick!” exclaimed

Frank Rxchards wrathfully. “Leave him

“ch -ow-ow! Help!” yelled Mr. Peck-
®"But the chums were not disposed to
render further help.
They tramped on down_ the trail, leaving
Mr. Peckover to sort himsclf out at his
leisure.

CHAPTER 25.
Cailed Over the Coals,

185 MEADOWS frowned.

M Cedar Creek was ot afternoon
lessons, when there came o lou
knock ' at tho door of the big

school-room.

e door vas flung open, and Mr. Peck-
over strodo in.

Frank Richards and Bob Lawless ex-
changed a quick look.

“Alter us, you bet!” murmured Bob.

“You fellows been ragging Peckover?”
asked Beauclere, in a whisper.

“Noj; but he thinks wo have

“By gum! He looks \»rnllly[" mur-
murcd Chanky Todgors.

Mr. Peckover looked exceedingly wrathy
as he strode down the school-room towards
Meadows.
Teadows

spluttered the unex-

pected v
‘ne‘.uy, Mx Peckover——"
“I have come to lay a mmplnmc before
you, madam !” snorted Mr. Pee
“This is neither the time nor tha place,
sir.  You are interrupting my work,” said
Miss Meadows coldly.
“Two boys in this class, madam, have
assaulted me!” shouted Mr. Peckover.
He stared round tho class, and pointed
a Eomy forefinger at Frank Richards and
Bob Lawless.
“Those two \ang oundrels, Richards
and Lawless e
Neadows st har lips.
ray, calm yoursclf, sir! Richards and
ss, step out before the class!”

La
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Frank Richards and his Canadian cousin
stepped out obediently.
”’ThL cyes of all Cedar Creek were upon

o

The two schoolboys were quite cool.

Mr. Peckover was very far from cool.

“Richards! Lawlctsl You hav
began the schoolmistres:

“Not at all, Miss Mcadcws‘" said Frank
quietly.

“You do mot deny Mr.
statement ?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Tho' bo{l is lying ! thundered Mr. Peck-

ver. “These two young rascals threw
sno“b'nlls at me on the

Peckover’s

trail between this

school and Hxllcmst and caused me to
fall mta 8

his s vsr; serious, Richards,” said
ths Meadows,” frowning. “If you have
one this—-

Bt e haven't, Miss Meadows,” said
Frank Richards earnestly.
id you meet Mr.
trail?”
“Yos; but—r"
‘Kmdlv teII me what happened, ﬂmn »
T have, told you what happoned, Bliss
Meadows 1” t}mndexcd Mr. Peckover. “And
demand the instant and sovero punish-
ment of theso two young ras
“If they aro guilty of assaulting you,
sir, they will bo punished; but, naturally,
I shall ‘hear their account first,” said Miss
Meadows tartly.
hey will utter falschoods—""
“We shall do nothing of the kind!” ex-
claimed Frank Richards indignantly. “Aad
only a cad would say s

Peckover on the

“Wha-a-at " splui'cred M. Peckover,
“You hear him, madam
i Silence, Richards " .
Ho has no right to call us liars,

ma’am.” said Frank.
“Tell me what eccurred,”
Meadows, with & worried look.
“1 L repest that I have told you, madam,

said Miss

“A]luw Richards to speak, please, Mr.
Peckover.”

Mr. Peckover snorted, but he gave Frank
2 chance to speak.
! Frank ex lamed what had taken place on
the trail, Peckover punctuating the re-
marks with 5 sories of ssornful enifs.
e Miss Mendo“s brow cleared as she

nc

55

“Did you sco the persons who snowballed
Mr. Pcckmrcr R:chards’” she asked.

s, ma’am,”

“Who were they ?”

“I—T'd rather not mention their names,
ma’am,” stammered Frank. “Mr. Peck-
over has no right to come here for infor-

‘mation.”

“The boy is lying !” thundered Mr. Peck-
over. “It was he and his companions who
threw the snowballs at me!”

“I do not believe Richards is capablo
of lying,” said Miss Meadows quietly. “It

pears that you did not sce who threw
the snowbails.”

“I saw these boys throw them!” shouted
Me. Peckover.

“Oh! You are sure?”

I am positive, madam.”

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Frank.

He was_quite taken_aback.

If Mr. Peckover had scen who threw the
snowballs, he would certainly have been
aware that Dicky Bird & Co. were the cul-
prits, and he would not have come to Cedar
Creck to look for them.

Mr. Pccko\cr was, in fact, not speaking
the truth

Miss_Meadows looked very troubled.

. Peckover’s statement was positive on
one side, and that of Frank Richards and
Bob equally positive on the other.

'lhe clnss looked on breathlessly, wonder-
ing what the schoolmistress’ decision would

“Youv)ou are sure that you actually
saw these boys throw the snowballs, Mr.
Peckm er?” asked Miss Meadows slowly.

o said so, madam,” answered the
master of Hillerest.

= And ynu Rxclmrds and Lm\lcu—

ma'am,” said TFranl
Rlchnrds skadll\ “Mr. Pecku\'er is not
tellmg the truth.
Ho is tel]xng lies!” said Bob Lawles:
bluntly.

The Hillerest mnster (rcmbled with ragoe

“ You hear them, 7 he stuttered
“This is tha lunguaga )uur boys use to
wards me

Miss Mcadows made a gesture.

“Allow me to speal Peckover
Richards, I should be very sorry to doub
your word, but Mr. Peckover says posi
i vel

e is not speaking the truth, ma’am.”

oy say that you saw who threw n-

snowballs 27
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“Yos, ma’am.”

“Then you must givo me their names,
Richards.”

Frank and Bob exchanged a troubled
look.

It did not occur to Miss Meadows that
the Hillerest master had been snowballed
own pupils, upon whom terrific
punishment was sure to fall if Mr. Peck.
over learned the facts,

The chums of Cedar Creek did not intend
to betray Dicky Bird & Co. That was im.
possible.

But it was impossible, too, to explain
their motive for withholding the names.

Miss Mcadows grew sterner as they hesi-
tated to speak.

“They cannot give the names,” said Mr.
Peckover, with a sncer. are no
names to be given, as they are guilty I”

“I am waiting, Richards!” said Miss
Meadows ominously.

“I—I—" stammered Frank.

“I infer, Richards, from what yo1 say,
that Mr. Peckover was snowballed by
some of the town boys,” said Miss Meadows,
“Th is no reason whatever why you
chould not give their names and clear
yourself,”

“There is a rcason—"

:"‘IVh“t is it

“Well?” exclaimed Miss Meadows im-
patiently.

“I can’t give the names,” said Frank
desperately. ““There is a reason, but I
can’t explain it.”

“That is so!” said Bob Lawless. “But
you know that we are nmot liars, M
Meadows,”

“I certeinly thought so, Lawless,” said
the schoolmistress sternly.  “But if you re-
fuse to tako a perfectly casy method of
clearing yourselves I must alter my opinion.
For the last time, will you amswer my
question 7

Silence.

“Are you satisfied
Peckover, with a sneer.

“I am s ed,” said Miss Meadows,
frowning. “Richards and Lawless, as you
?nvu nothing to say, I assume that Mr.

>

now?” asked Mr.

eckover’s statement is correct, and I shall

punish you severely,”
Frank and Bob did not speak.

They did not blame Miss Meadows, who
dscarcely take any other view; but

CIIUMS OF THE BACKWOODS !

their feclings towards Mr. Peckover were
almost homicidal.

“I will witness the punishment, Miss
Meadows,” said the Hillerest master, his
thin Jips setting hard.

“There is no objection to that, sir.”

Miss Meadows took the pointer from her

k.

osk.

The next few minutes were very painful to’
the two chums. But they bore their inflic-
tion without a sound.

Miss Meadows felt that it was a time to
be severe; and_ though such punishmept
was seldom_ administered at ¢ Creek,’
the schoolmistress could be severe when she
thought it necessary.

Frank

ueezed their hands
to their places.

Mr. Peckover, with a glimmer of satis-|
faction in his eyes, left the school-room,
and lessons proceeded at Cedar Creck.

CHAPTER 20.
Yen Chin Chips

& OU galoots are a pai;
Y no mistake !”
That was Eben Iacke’s opinion,
delivered in the playground, when
Cedar Creek was dismissed after lestons,
“Awful  duffers!” remarked Chunky
Todgers. “You ought to have spun 8
better yarn than that!”
“What _do you mean, you fat idiot!”.
growled Bob Lawless.
Bob’s temper was not at its best just

of jays, and

en.

“Well,” said Chunky sagely, “I guess
you could have told the truth; but if you
Wwere going to spin a yarn, you should
have spun a likely one.”

T caleulate so0!” said H

“You silly chumps|”
Richards angrily. “It wasu't a yarn; it
was the frozen truth,

“Then why couldn’t you give the
names?” asked Chunky Todgers incredu-
lously.

“Because they were Hillerest chaps, you
fat duffer 1

“Oh1” cjaculated Chunky.

“I guessed that,” said Molly Lawrence.
“I guessed at once, Frank. 1 was afraid
old Peckover would guess it. But he's an
old chump 1.

acke.
exclaimed Frank
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“My hat!” said Beauclere, with a
whistle,  “Who were they, then, Frank?”
¢ Dicky Bird and Fisher and Blumpy.”

o
“Phew!” said Eben Hucke, “0ld Deck-
over would have skinned then alive if he'd
known I”
“That's why wo didn't tell him, ass!”
“You took a licking instead,” taid Tom
Lawrence,
“Well,  what could wo do?” grunted
Bob,

“The worst of it is that Miss Meadows
" thinks we've been telling crams,”  said
Frank Richards. “That's worco than tho
caning.”
“Ugly_ole Peckover telleo lies!” re-
marked Yon Chin, the Chince:

“Velleo badeo man!” said Yen Chin.
“Vellee wicked tellee lies!”

“Well, you ought to know all about it,
Yen Chin,” said Bob Lawless. “You never
tell anything else.”

“Yen Chin good Chince,” said the
Celestial. “Moe vellee solly Misseo Meadec
tinkee Flanky telleo whoppe. Mo makee

~all light.”

“Rats!” grunted Frank,

. The chums of Cedar Creek sat in the
. porch to fasten on their snowshoes for the
" run home,

Yen Chin disappeared into the house.

Frank and Bob were in a glum humour,
and Vere Beauclere was sympathetic.

Tho caning had been severe, but the
cffects of that were wearing off,

But to be condemned by Miss Meadows
for having spoken falsely was harder.

They valued the good opinion of the
Canadian schoolmistress.

“It's rotten!” growled Frank. “Wo
can’t explain; and Miss Meadows will
think badly of us. T'm going to scalp
Peckover somehow 1

- uess  we'll him sit up1”
growled Bob vengefully. “I reckon ho
ought to bo Iynched! "I suppose he be-
lieves it was us, but that's no excuse for
telling thumping lies1”

Yen Chin came gliding out of the house
with a iriu on his yellow face,

:‘8{1, “lanky- " he began,

“Oh,

don’t ‘worzy 17
Miss Meadeo wantee speakee to Flanky
and ugly olo Bob.”

“Is blessed

message,
ed Bob.

th j vou
heathen 7 exclaim,

I

&7
“911, yes! Missce Meadee tellee me telleo

“More troublo!” growled Bob. “Come
on, Frank ! We're up against it to-day, and
no mistake!”

The chums kicked off their snowshocs,
and went into tho house.

The door of Miss Meadows® sitting-room
was open, and they presented themsclves
there with glum faces.

iss Meadows, somewhat to their sur-
prise, gave them a kindly glance as she
beckoned them to enter.

“I bavo just been told something,” the
schoolmisircss began.

“Y ’am!” said Bob Lawless re-
signedly.  “We're ready.”

liss Meadows smiled.

“I haye not sent for you fo punish you,
Lawless.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Bob.

“It cars,” said Miss Meadows
gravely, “that, contrary to my belief, you
were speaking the truth'this afternoon when
Mr. Peckover called here.”

“We were, Miss Meadows,” said Frank.

“It did not occur to me that you might
have some boyish chivalrous motive for con-
cealing the names of the persons concerned
in attacking Mr. Peckover. Is it the case,
Lawless, that the persons referred to be-

longed to Mr. Peckover's school 7
Silence.
& need mot_hesitats to speak
frankly,” said Miss Meadows. *“Mr. Peck-

over is not here now, and I have no in-

tention of acquainting him with what you
tell me.”

“Oh!” said Bob. “In that case, Miss
Meadows, we'll givo you the facts fast

enough. Tt was some Hillerest chaps who
snowballed him, We couldn’t givo ’emn
away to their headmaster, ma’am.”

“Their names?” said Miss Meado
“In confidence, of course,” sho adde
quickly.

“Bird, Fisher and Blumpy,” said Bob,
without_liesitation.

fiss Meadows pursed her lips.

I understand now,” she said.

“I hopo you belicve us now, Miss
Meadows,” said Frank Richards, “I know
it looked suspicious our not giving their

names; but now you know the reascn—

“I fully Lelieve you, Ric ond T am
sorry you have been punished; but at the
time you left mo no alternative,
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“Oh, that doesn’t matter, ma’am ! said
Bob.  “We're not a bit of putty—I—I
mean, we don’t mind a bit. But.wo didn’t
want you to think we were liars.”

do not think so, Lawless, and I am
very glad that you bave been set right in
Mr. Peckover was—ahem l—mis-
. No doubt, in the excitement of the
moment, he fancied tlmc he had scen you
throw tho snowballs.

Tho schoolboys had their own opinion
about it, but they did not utter it.

They had a suspicion, too, that Miss
Meadows shared their opinion.

lou may go,” suid Miss
“Good-bye, my boys

The chums \\nlkcd out in great spirits.

“But how the dickens did Miss Meadows
know 7” exclaimed Bob, as he sat down in
the porch to put on his snowshoes once
more.

Frank shook his head.

“Blessed if I know, Bob
had been told something.”

Meadows.

She said she

“Allec_light, oh, yes?” Yen Chin
grinned in the porch.
“Yes, it's all right, heathen,” grinned
Bob_Lawless, laughing.
“What,_mo tellco you?” grinned Yen
Chin.  “Mo makes all light, what you

tinkeet  Yen Chin good old lascui—on,
yes

T fonk Richrds uttered an exclamation.

ou told Miss Meadows, Yen Chin?”

The Chinco nodded.

“Mo tellee,” he answered.
g]anky light, you bet 1
oy !

*‘Settee ole
Chinee velly good

“You young ass!” exclaimed Bob. *As
it happens, Mi: e 't going to
tell Pockover; but sho might bavo_ got

DwI\ Bird lagged by old Peckover! I've
a good min

e that ends well,” interposed
Vere Beauclere, with h,  “Ivs
turned out all right, Bob.”

“Well, that's s0,” admitted Bob. “All
the same—"

“Bob Lawless ugly ole lascall” ex-
claimed Yen Chin indignantly.  *Velly

unglateful. Go and choppee chippee !
“Well, I guess I'm obliged to you, as it
turns out,” said Bob, “But if it had led
to Dicky Bird being lagged T'd havo roped
you, heathen, that's a cort i
“Bob Lawless
Chin’s reply, as

velly
o

ugly I” was Yen

alked away,

CHUMS OF THE BACKWOODS!

Bob laughed.

“T guess I'm glad we'ro all O.K. with
Miss Meadows again,” ho said. *But all
the same, we'ro going to make Peckover
sorry for telling lics and getting us into hot

water,” . .
“We arol” said Frank Richards
emphatically.

nd Vere Beauclerc nodded assent.
The threo chums were of ono opinion in

that matter, and as they glided homeward,

through the dusk and tho snow they wera
thinking of ways and moans for making Mr.
Peckover and Hillerest duly sorry.

CHAPTER 27, v
Looking for Trouble.

RANK RICHARDS & Co. did some

F thinking on tho following day, and-
their thinking was by no means on the
subject of theit lssons.

Thoy were thinking of Mr. Peckover.
Thole xivalry with Dicky Bird and the
other fellows at Hillerest was quite of a
good-natured kind, but they did not feel
good-natured towards the Hillerest head-
master. .

But how to “go for ” Ephraim Peckover
was rather a perplexing problem.

They decided that it.had to be done, but |
the “how ” remained a problem, and it wag
u‘;)c quite settled when lessons were over for

day.

The snow was still thick on the trails, and
the chums had come to school on their snow-
shoes.

After lessons the trio glided out at ghe
gales (ogethcrl cheerily enough in the keen,

Tost
t“’llns \\ay 1” called out Bob, as they
started.

He slid off into the Thompson trail, which
led in the du‘echon of Hillorest Sellool for
somoe distanc

His chums followcd him.

“Not going to Thompson ?” asked Franlk.
“Nope; Hillcrest !” answered Bob briefly.
“All the bulter, the coast will be clear, )

said Bob. I guess it's Peckover we'ro
going to see.”

“But-—" bf‘g:m Frank.

“We'ro going to make the rotter sit up
for tcllmg lies ahout ne 1 gaid Bob. “It's
got to id.”

“Bug how 't

i
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“We shan’t find out how by going home.
Let's get to Hillorest, and then we'll see.”

“Oh, all right I

The three chums moved rapidly along the
thickly-snowed trail, and turned off into the
path to Hillerest

They wero not long in coming in sight of
the new school.

lhe snow was falling in light flakes, and
tho high fence of the school enclosure was
tipped with white, as well as the roofs of
the buildings.

Dusk was deepening over the woods.
Trom the roofs of Hillerest a column of
ke rose from a chimney, and was lost in
the dusk of the evening.

The gates wero closed and locked.

Frank and Beauclerc looked rather
humorously at their determined chum.
far as they could see, there was “nothing
doing.” .

“We're going in,” said Bob.

“But—"

@
S

~* Peckover lives there in the schoolhouse,
and there’s only the man-of-all-work, and
his wife as well,” said Bob. “Nothing to
be afraid of.”

“Yes; but—>

““Chuck off your snowshoes and follow
your leader, old sport, and not so much
chin-wag |” ‘said Bob, who had evidently
made up his mind,

" “Oh, all right1”

The boys took off their snowshoes outside
the fence, and, with Bob leading the way,
they climbed the high fence and dropped
down inside.

It was casy enough to approach the house
unscen in the gathering dusk, and with the
thick snow deadening the sound of their
oots.

As they moved on towards the house they
were unaware of the fact that four faces
rose over the fence from the outside and
looked after them.

Dicky Bird, Fisher, Blumpy and Watson,
the chums of Hillcrest, were the four, and
they were grinning.

“Dear little innocent kids!” murmured
Dicky Bird. “They don’t know they've
been spotted. They've a lot to learn at
Cedar Creck.”

His comrades chuckled.

“But what the thunder are they doing
here?” asked Watson.

Dicky shook his head.

“I give that one up I he said. “I guess
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they're after us, but they ought to know
that school’s closed before this time. Wi
shouldn’t have known they were here, cven,
if we hadn’t happened to spot them coming
up the trail. I wonder if it’s » stunt on
Peckover. They don’t like our head-
master.”

“Any more
Blumpy.

“We don’t, Blumpy, old chap; but we
don’t allow Cedar Creck kids to rag our
headmaster, all the same.”

“No fear 1” said Fisher.

“Cedar Creck’s got to be kept in ils
place. We're the top-notch school of this
scction, and the rest aro nowhere. T guess
we're going to give those galoots a tip about
inviting themselves here. Como ailer me,
and kecp quict.”

Dicky Bird dropped down inside the
fence.

His companions followed him,
silently into the thick snow.

Meanwhile, Frank Richards & Co. had
reached the log  schoolhou: utterly
oblivious of Dicky Bird's proximity.

than we dol!” grunted

falling

the
trails on their snowshoes, and they had not
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o ved the Hillerest fellows in the dusk ot
the woods, but they had been observed them-
sclves.

For the presont
unaware of that fact.

“ Well, now we're here, Bob ” said Frank
Rid B}mds “what's the game?

wless pom(cd toa hgh(cd window.

“That's Peckover’s sitting-room,” ho said.
“Uso your pecpers, and you 'l sco his
rascally old cabez:
Fraik looked to\\ards the window.
Tho blinds were not yet drawn, and in
the lamp-light within M. Peckover was to
bo seen.

He was warming his hands at a log-fire,
and occasionally taking up and sipping
a glass that stood on a table near

they were blissfully

him

“That’s the rotter [” agreed Frank.

“(ot some snow together,” said Bob in
a_whisper. _“Tll sling a pebble at the
window, and you can bot Peckover will
open it and look out. Then you fellows

A dmu[e interrupted him.

“Good egg !” said Frank.

“Keep in cover, though; wo don’t want to
he spoded and znother visit made to Miss
Meadows.”

“You bet I”

“Keeping in the shadow of the wall, Bob
Lawless crept towards the lighted wi indows
with several pebbles in his hand,

Clink, clink, clinl

The pcbb]cs rattled on the window. Mr.
Peckover within gave a sudden jump, strode
to the window, and threw it wide open.

IIe put out his head and peered round
m tlxe dusk,

0 is there ?”” he shouted. “How dare
you! e Yarooccop !”

Whiz!

Two big snowballs flew together from
Frank Richards and Vere Beaucler:

In the decp dusk they were invisiblo to
Mr. Peckoyer; but the latter was a good
torget against tho lighted room.

rash | Smash!

One of the snowballs burst on Mr.
over's nose and the other on his chin.

Io spun back into the room as if he had
been smitten by cannon-balls instead of
snowballs,

Bump !

““Ha, ha, ha!” came in a yell from the

Peck-
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shadows as tho schoolmaster was heard te
fall on the floor within.

Thero was a wild yell from Mr. Peckorer.

He staggered dazedly to his

As his Tnd showed above.the terel of tha
windowsill three snowballs whizzed in and
smashed upon his head and shoulders.

“Oh! Ah! Ooocop!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Nearly Piiagod by snow and crimson with
rage, Mr. Peckover rushed to the opensg
window.

Whiz, whiz! Crash!

Btiowballs Taitly sained on him, and B
staggered back from tho yindow.

id not show himself thero again, buf
cdnught up a heavy stick, and rushed for the

loor.

guess this
chucl.led Bob La
Ha, he, ha

It was evidently time to be gone.

The three avengers rushed (or the H‘stanr
fence to get back to the outer world and
their snowshoes,

And there were threo gasps of surpriso
and dismay as they ran into o group_ of
shadowy forms, and were seized on all sides.

“TLook out 1” i

“Down cm'  chortled Dicky Bird. “Sit

on, thclr neck

Ha, ha, ha"’

d in a second Frank Richards & C
were on their backs in the snow, with Dick:
Bird and his comrades pinning them down.

is whcro we vamoose !
wles:

CHAPTER 28.
Awtul Luck!

Wi
O «On 1
“ (xruxmrg ”
“I guess we've gobt youl”
chuckled Dicky Blrd as he planted his kneq
on Frank Richards' chest, driving hin
deeper into the snow.
“I guess sol” grinned Fishor.
“Let up!” panted Bob Lawless. “How
the'thuship did you come hcrc, you galoots
T reckoned you were gone

“Wo wero going, when o s otlsd you
on the trail,” grinned Dicky Bird, ana we
came back to sc what your fnma was.”

Tt up 1"

“No fear! We're going to give you
lesscn about showing your moses in our
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Bird. “You've-been

quarters,” said Dick;
(Y Peckover in his own

snowballing poor ol
shebang.”

“Leggo 1"

“Nobody is allowed to snowball Peckover
but our noblo sclves,” said Dicky Bird.
“Wo can give him all he wanis—and a
little over 1”

“Ha, ha, ha I”

“Hailo !’ That's somebody coming out 1”

aimed Fisher, as a door was heard to
violently.

“Pockover, T guess|” said Blumpy.

“You jays!” panted Bob Lawless. “Let
ap! Tho old jay will bo afier us'in two
1c} .

Dicky Bird’s_first thought had been to
collar the invaders and rag them for their
temerity in venturing into Hillerest on the
war-path, but at the sound of Mr. P
over’s furious footsteps he changed his
mind.

“By gum! We'd better bunk!” he ex-
claimed breathlessly.

It was too late to “bunk.”

Mr. Pockover, in a towering rage, was
“—yushing on tho scene. Ho had heard the

soul;fl of voices, and it guided him in the

s

ven as the Hillerest fellows jumped up
mtheir prisoners the master was upon

om.
Mr. Peckover rushed at top speed jnto
the group, laying about him with his stick.
Frank Richards & Co. were still gasping
breathlessly in the snow, but Dicky Bird
and his friends had jumped up, and they
came in for the furious lashes of fhe stick.
In the deep gloom Mr. Peckover could not
see who the boys were; but he could see
them well enough to lay on with the stick.
- Thero wero wild yells on all sides.
Dicky Bird & Co., yelling wildly, scat-
" tered and ran for the fence.
“You §oung rascals I” panted Mr. Peck-
over. “You—you—-~"
1 He brake off with a howl as his ankle was
seized and he was jerked over.
The Hillerest master plumped into tho

now.
“Hook it!” panted Bob.

Frank Richards & Co. scrambled away,
and fled for_the fence.

But Mr. Peckover was up in a second,
and, stick in hand, rushing in hot pursuit.
Dicky Bird & Co. had reached the fence,

and scrambled over hurriedly, falling on
hands and knees in the snow.

They did not stop there, but leaped up
and vanished into the gloom.

he chums of Cedar Creck were not so

ucky.
“Tioy reached tho fenco, with the Hillorest
master raging only a few yards behind
them.

They jumped desperately, and caught the
top of the femce, and dragged themsclves

up.

Before they could reach the top, however,
Mr. Peckover was below them, and his stick
came into active service,

Whack, whack, whack |

The unate chums were ¥
well-placed for punishment as they hung on
the fence; and Mr. Peckover did not spare
the rod.

In fact, ho showed uncxpected powers as
an athlota as he lashed at the three yelling
schoolboys.

They were close together on the fence,
and Mr. Peckover, standing below, lashed
at one and then another, distributing his
favours with great impartiality.

Far in the distance the fleeing Hillerest
fellows paused under the frosty trees, and

ed,

From the direction of Hillcrest they heard
a sort of horrid chorus of woe:.

“Yarooh 1"

“Stoppit? Yarroop I”

“Oh, my hat! They're cafching it!”
murmured icl Bird, rubbing his
shoulders. “We’ve caught some; but they
—_ My word, listen to them "

“Yarooh! Oh, dear! Yah! Ooocoop !*

Whack, whack, whack |

Frank Richards & Co. struggled desper-
ately to pull themselves over the fence.

They succeeded at last, and the final
lashes of the schoolmaster’s stick landed on
the palings.

Frank and Bob and tho Cherub rolled
over, and landed in the snow outside, gasp-
ing and groaning.

They. had been through
vengeance,

They rolled in the snow, and groaned, too
breathless and smarting to do anything else
or a minute or two.

But the sound of bars being removed |
the gate aroused them. Kov.el
apparently, was not satisfied yet.

it with a
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coming out to get to closo
quarters again, stick in hans
Frank Richards s(:\gvemd "to his feet.
“Dolt1” he gasped. “Tho beast is

coming out! Oh, dear!"

lho three schoolboys snatched up their
owshocs, and, without staying to put them
on, fled for the trail.

They put on a good burst of speed, and
Tillerest and its masler were soon a good
distance behind, They they slacked down
Lreathlessly.

B“()h, dear!” gasped Frank.

“You ass,

“Yow-ow-ow 1 groaned Bob. “It would
have been all O.K. but for those Hillerest
rning up! Ow, ow I”

mrhr
“Hallo, here they aro

Four grinning faces ooudd cup for'sa

toment in the gloom

i Tnioged your Visit?” chuckled Dicky

Then tho Hillorest fellows vanished,
chuckling. Frank Richards & Co. wero not
feeling inclined for pursuit.

They put  on their snowshoes, and
travclied. They had had enough for one
ovening.

“Dob, you ass— groaned Frank.

“Bob, " you duffer——" mumbled the
Cherub.

'l‘o which Bob Lawless' only reply was:

0w, ow, ow, ow!”
CHAPTER 29,

Hard Luck!

“ ~NHP
O “our:
“Oh, dear !

® I gupss somebcdy s been hurt 1”
grinned Chunky Todgers.

It certainly sounded like

group of Cedar CrceI\ fellows were
swaiting in the trail in the thickening winter
sloot.

Trom the darkness along the trail which
led to Cedar Creek from Hillerest School |
came those sounds of w
Hyor they are!” ehuckled Eben Hacke,
as threo figures came to sight in the dusk
They'vo_been leokin’ for trouble, and,
nder, I reckon they've found it—some ! "’
“Juet a few I chortled Todgers.

The threo were F an }hclmxds, Bob
Lawless and Vere Bezuclere.

CHUMS OF THE BACKWOODS!

They were on their spowshocs, but \vere
going elowly over the frozen snow of the
trail.

They did not look happy.

But’ their pained ejaculations suddenly
ceased as they spotted the Cedar Creek
crowd waiting for them.

“Hallo!” said Bob Lawless gruffly.
£ What are you galoots hanging around

or
“Tor you!” said Tom'Lawrence, lan
ing. “Wo knew yowd gone over to Hil
crest School—
“To rag Mr.
Chunky Tadgcrs

Peckovor ! chuckled

“We waited to sce what
luck you'd have.”

nd now we know! Ha, ha!”
“Nothing to cackle at1” said Frank
Richards. “We've had rather bad luck.
We were fairly caught—"
“Ha, ha, hal” roared Eben
guess I could havo told you that !
better let Peckover alone!”
“We won’t let him alone,” said Beau-
clere. “We've had bad luck this time.”
“You look it! Did he lambaste you?”
“Ye -es.” "
ha, ha !
“Joll iunny. ain’t it?” growled Frank,
Richary

“I guess so. Ha, hal”

“But what happened, Frank?” aske
Molly Lawrence, m her sweet, soft voice,
which had a socthing effect.

“Well, it was hard luck, Molly,” said
Frank. “You know, Mr. Peckover came
over from Hillerest to complain about us,
and actually told Miss Meadows what
\uunt true.  So we went over to—to—"

a cow-hiding,” suggested
Ch\mky ’fodgem
“To make him sit ui somehow,” said
Frank, unheeding the humorous Chunky.
“Wo snowballed him in his own room, and
cleared off, and_then by sheer ill-luck we
ran into Dicky Bird and Fisher and somo
others of that lot, and they collared us.”

“You didn't expect to see them?” said

Chunky

Hacke. “T

Snud

#* W thought they’d gone home, of
course.”

< Thoy dmnt think you had 1

“Ia, ha, h

“The silly heses collared ‘us, and then
Peckover came on tho lot of usl” said
Erank rucfully. “Dicky Bird and the rst
cleared off; but wo were down in t
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snow, and before we could get away—
¢ “Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, cut the cackle I” said Bob Lawless

rufiiy,  “I don’t seo why you galoots
haven't gono home. Nothing ‘to wait for
that I can sce 1”
| _“Wo wanted to know how you got on at
Hillerest,” said Molly, restraining  her
smiles. “It was reckless to go there and
snowball a headmaster. Ho might come

laining to Miss Meadows again.”
i us in_tho dark,

ly,” said Beauclere. “Still, it was a

duffer’s idca,‘fonrs, Bob.”

r-r-r-r 1” growled Bob,

We'll make Peckover sit up, somehow,
the same,” said Frank Richards.
Tell us when you mosey over to Hill-
crest to do it !” implored Chunky Todgers,
“We want to be on the sceno next time; it
will be worth sceing 1"’

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Oh, rats!”
Frank Richards & Co. slid on their way,
and the Cedar Creck fellows took their

homeward route, still laughing. .
i Tho unfortunate ending of the expedi-
ion to Hillerest scemed to strike them as

all
o

mic,
It did not scem véry comic to the three
ows who had taken part in it; they
still aching from the lashes of Mr.
over's big stic
fact, tho oxpedition, which had been
kless enough, had turned out a hopeless
failuro; and the chums of Cedar Creek
00l ‘were sore both in_mind and body.
* “Ow!” mumbled Bob Lawless, as they
&lid on over the snow. “I T'vo got a
lot of bumps and things! That old galoot
Beemed to think that he was beating
‘arpets when wo vere hanging on  the
fence ! X
. “Oh, dean! Y'm aching all over I”
ey Bub we're not done with him yet,” said

' OWN LIBRARY

63
Fathead 1” A
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«
t say_anything I” groaned Frank
Richards. “I fecel as if I'd be put
through a quartz crusher! You're an_ass,
Bob! If you propose going over to Hill:
orest again I'Il biff you 1”
“ erhaps it was.a bit reckless,”
ed Bob. “But it would havo_gono
all right if we hadn’t fallen in with Dicky
Bird.”

“But wo did 1” grunted Frank.

Tempers were a little sore in the Co.,
as well as backs, .

They slid on _in silence for some time,
till they reached the fork in the trail.

“Good-night I” called out Beauclere, as
he took his turning.

“Good-night, Cherub I”

cro Beauclerc disappeared along the
dark trail that led to_the shack by the
creck, and Frank and Bob kept on by tho
main trail for the Lawless Ranch,

They were tired when they arrived home,
and late for supper, and when they sat
down to supper they betrayed an incessant
desire to shift in their scats.

Mr. Peckover had laid on his big stick
not wiscly, but too well, and it was likely
to be some days before the chums recovered
from the infliction,

They were still feoling sore and sorry
when they went up to the room they shared
in the ranch-house. ~

“Frank, old chap,” said Bob, from his
bed, after they had turned, in and the
candle was out. ¥

“Ow1” was Frank’s reply.

‘“Still feeling bad 77

“Ow! Yes,”

“Never mind! _T've decided to leave
Peckover alone. What about you?”
“Same here I””

And, despite their discomfort, the two
chums of the backwoods were soon asleep.



TTHE FIRE-FIGHTERS.

Tﬁlrty-mﬂe an-hour Blnz"s

seall and yowll begin.to got som idan of fhat
!(mpm'v racing, tewifying monster—a forest

S ear atter yoar, during tho baking dronght
that settlos over tho great timber rogions of
Canada and the United States, this menace of
the lives and property of lonely settlers,
soattorod homostoads aad townships takes &
gnm toll, in spite of the fact that a great army

£ picked men, trniaed to the pitch of por-
Section, and cquipped wi % up-to-
iting apparatus in tho world,
55 watch ovor the dangor zones.
casy to realic tho perilous job

havo to tackle, onco the flames gLL
& good grip on tho parchod tracs an
undorgrowth. Tho b sparks, & sy
ing mateh-ond, is quile euough to start a
bl n hwml"’ a fow hours, sweep
through great Tacts of forest-land hundrods of
square miles in extent, loaving nothing but
Dlack ruin end desolation in its pat

Sometimes a dr wind will carry tho
flames before it ab over thirty miles an hour,
chorse, and then
that kills and shrivels
iho raging inforno is

still wniles a

Constant Vi

Stnall wonder that du
fosest dcllors keop a o
n tho ho

g dry woather tho

break e)ghb of
sends the cruising
Givo to warn overybody in tho thr
aroa, Simultancously he signals to the nearcst
Dug’mt, and at onco \\'xrclesa mMEeISAZES A
fla#ied to tho firo-fighting baso, whero sup-
plics of equipmont and materi J
readiress for any cmergeney.

Hoses and motor-pumps, shovels, dynamite
for blowing up trecs, and a complote first-eid

outfit are rushed to the scene of tho fir
rail, motor-boat, car, or special
neroplnneﬂ, the latter Sttod with floats ta
enablo thom to land on the ncarest stret
of water.

Switt though help comos, howover,
iter, and then tho sottle

by

.
thoie anioals can submerge themselvos up
t0 the nock until the dangor is over. There wa3
no such refugo for the victims of a disastrous
forest firo thot startled tho world recently..
It was started by o settler who thought he
would c]oar hisland by burning the bushes and

ay, and bofore. the blazo was got
under chL\al 12,000 squaro miles of forest
had been destroyed and 230 people had lost
their lives,

Two Hundred Fire-fighters Trapped.

That is tho tragic sido of tho picturo,
the other lnnd, wo read of two hundred fire,
Gighters b trap;
Oregon (md. mcn winning their way to saf
th the burned bush as the wind shifl
Two motorists had

.nt ¢ 2 last minute.
qually miraculous escape from death when'
thoy were overtaken by a forest fire. Thopdid
lho only thing possible in tho circumstances—
crouched boneath the  car and - tho
o5 passed overhoa
A forest firo i bad enough, as you've,
1 od, bus an oil-woll ablazo is

< black smoko mako it pragtically im-
siblo for anyone to roach tho flam

Tho one sleader chanco of gcﬂmb the',
holocgust under control: bofore it lays wasto
to miles of surrounding countrysido lies in
smo‘hm ng it with a dynamite explosion or
by roattrolloy-load san
Toshiod o tho wollmouth by woird-looking
Eiures n “gasmasks snd “thick  asbostos
clothing.

Lhills cnough to last a lifstim are crarntacd
into thoso fou nutes, when from start to
finish the mc m:htexs aro up against almost

odds,

8.8,
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