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No. 184.—THE SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN LIBRARY.
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Follow the Western Trail with FRANK RICHARDS & Co., the popular

c¢hums of the Backwoods School in the Wild West.
adventures will thrill you throughout

Their nerve-tingling
this magnificent book-length

complete yarn.

CHAPTER 1.
The Guiteless Stranger!

OLD on, sonnies!”
Frank Richards & Co. drew
rein as a horseman rode out of
the trees ahead in the trail and called
to them. ¥

The chums of Cedar Creek School
were riding southward from the Thomp-
son Valley, en route.for the railhead at
Kamloops. Cedar “Creek had broken
up for the holidays, and Frank
Richards, Bob Lawless, and Vere Beau-
clerc were starting for their holiday on
the Pacific coast.

There was a long jowrney before
them, and they were starting on it in
the cheeriest of spiriis.

* Their bags were strapped on behind

their saddles. The bags were to be
taken on the railway, and the horses
sent back from Kamloops in charge of
a8 ranchman returning from the town.

For some hours they had seen nobody,
as they trotted along the, lonely trail,
till the stranger rode cut from the trees
and hailed them. !

“Hallol” sang out Bob TLawless °
cheerily, “Anything wanted?” |
“I guess so!” P

The horseman eyed the schoolboys
rather curiously, He was a big man,
with a long, greyish beard and mous-
taches, and a pair of large spectacles
perched on a hooked nose. He looked
a good deal like a schoolmaster., The,
chums of Cedar Creek returned his,
scrutiny with interest,
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“¥You boys know this trail, I sup-
pose?” he asked,

“Correct!”

‘““Then perhaps you can tell me if I'm
right for Kamloops?”

The three schoolboys smiled.

The spectacled stranger had his back
to Kamloops, which was many a long
mile distant. But Bob Lawless nodded
gravely.

“You'll get there If you ride right on,
In time” he answered.

“Is it far?”

“About twenty-five thousand miles
the way you're going.”

GEnoY

“youll have to keep right on past
the North Pole,” explained Bob Lawless
with great seriousness. “After that
you come down through Russia, I guess,
and keep on to India—"

“What?" .

“Then there’s an ocean to swim and

“I guess yow're heing funny,” sald
_the bearded gentleman good-humour-
edly. “Do you mean that I'm riding
away from the town?”

“Exactly!” said Bob, laughing.

“T guess I'm a stranger hereabouts.
If youll be good enough to point out
the trail—-"

“We're going to Kamloops,” said
Frank Richards.
“0Oh, good! Then I guess if you

don’t object to my company, I'll ride
along with you,” said the stranger, and
he wheeled his horse in the trail.

“I reckon you're welcome,” sald Bob
Lawless. “But we don’t get there to-
day. We're camping out to-night on
the plain.”

“Oh, Jerusalem!"” said the stranger.

Frank Richards & Co. rode on, the
grey-bearded man riding with them.
As they rode he talked voluhly, chiefly
about himself. He explained thaf he
had been wandering for most of the
day on the plains, without meeting a
soul. His name was Ebenezer Johnson,
and he had been a master in a lumber
school at Potter’s Creek. Now he was
poing to Vancouver for the holidays.

There was a simplicity about Mr. John-
son that rather interested the chums of
Cedar Creek, and they good-naturedly
made up their minds to see that he did
not lose his way -again that side of
Kamloops.

The sun was sinking towards the far
Pacific, and Bob Lawless was looking
out for a favourable spot for camping,

He drew rein at last by the bank of &
rippling creek, under a clump of trees.

“I guess this will fill the bill,” he
remarked.

Mr. Johnson glanced round him,

“Stopping here for the night?” hs
asked.

“That’s it.”

“I guess I'm keeping on, if yowll
point out the way,” remarked Mr. Jobn-
son. “I'm not used to camping out.”

Bob Lawless smiled.

“I can point out the way right
enough, but I guess yowll be puzzled
te follow it,” he said. “The trail's
hardly marked In some places, and
there’s no signposts in this section, you
know, You'd better camp with us for
the night, and strike Kamloops lo-
morrow. It's a good step yet.,”

Mr. Johnson looked dubious.

“Tve never camped out before,” he
sald.

“It's easy enough,” said Bob, laugh-
ing. “Don’t you worry, sir. We'll see
you through.”

“your horse couldn't keep on to
Kamloops without a rest,” remarked
Vere Beauclerc.

Mr. Johnsen nodded.

“I'm afraid that's so,” he agreed.
“But I hate to be a trouble to you
young fellows——"

“Not at all!”

“Not a bit of it!"

“It's rather a change for us to be
looking after & schoolmaster, seeing
that we're schoolboys ourselves,”
grinned Bob Lawless.

Mr. Johnson laughed.

“well, you're very kind, and if you'll
let me trouble you, I'll join your camp,”
he said, “But if you are schoolboys,
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surely you are a long way from hcme
by yourselves!”

“We're off for the holidays,” ex-
plained Bob., “We're taking the rail-
way to New Westminster, and then
were going up the coast to Pacific
Point,”

““ And your parents trust you all that
way by yourselves?”

““Ha, ha! Yes, rather! We can look
after ourselves, you know!”

I should think so,” said Frank, with
& smile,

The chums of Cedar Creek soon
showed Mr. Johnson that they knew
how to lock after themselves. They
dismounted, and staked out the horses,
end in a few minutes they had gathered
dry brushwood, and lighted a camp-fire.

Bob Lawless unpacked sandwiches,
corn-cakes, and a cold fowl, while Frank
Richards made coffee over the fire. The
schoolboys' guest rested on a grassy
knoll and watched them.

‘*Supper’s ready, Mr, Johnson!" said
Vere Beauclerc at last.

And the quartette sat down round the
fire to supper.

They chatted cheerily aver the meal,
Mr, Johnson displaying a keen interest
in the plans the chums had laid for
their holiday by the shore of the suany
Pacifie,

*  The moon rode
velvet, and sailed over the trees,
Lawless rose from his log at last.

“I guess it’s lime we turned in,” he
remarked.

And, with their feet to the fire, the
ecampers rolled ihemselves in  their
blankets and setlled down to sleep.

in a sky of dark
Bob

CHAPTER 2.

A Thict in the Night!
RANK RICHARDS awoke
denly.

He had been dreaming of Cedar
Cre& School, when he came abruptly
out of the arms of Meorpheus.

His eyes opened, and he blinked
round him in the gloom,

sud-

For a moment he expected to find
himsgelf In the famlliar room at the
Lawless Ranch. But the cold wind on
his face, as he raised his head from the
blanket, recalled his thoughts.

There was deep silence In the eamp
by the creek, and Frank wondered what
had awakened him.,

Overhead, the moon was glimmering
through a network of foliage, The fire
had died down very low.

He could hear the steady breathing
of his chums close at hand. Bob Law-
less and Beauclere were still sleeping
peacefuily,

There was a sound of a trailing rope
in the grass, and a stir from the horses:
It ceased again,

“Only the horses moving!” Frank
Richards reflected; and he settled down
to sleep again, satisfied that it was some
sound from the animals that had
awakened him.

But he did not slecp again at once.

Beveral times again thers came a
sound of stirring among the staked
horses, and he thought drowsily that the
animals were very restless. The sounds
ceased al last, however.

But Frank wondercd drowsily what
was the cause of their restlessness, and
the thought came Into his head that a
lynx might be lurking among the
branches. At that thought, he started
up from his blanket, and threw an arm-
fu! of brushwood on the dying fire.

The camp-fire crackled and blazed up
merrily.

Bob Lawless' eyes opened.

“Hallo! What's that?” he murmured
drowsily.
“Mending the fire, old scout!”

answered Frank. “The horses don't
seem to be quiet easy.”

“Ql, all right!™

“My hat!” ejaculated Frank, sud-
denly.

He was glancing round for the horses,
and, to his amazement, they were not in
sight.

Four steeds had been staked out with(
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the trail-ropes when the campers turned
in.  Now, there was not a horse to be
seen; and the ends of the ropes lay loose
round the pegs—cut!

Frank Richards gave a shout.

“Bob—wake up!™

“What's the row?”

“The horses—they're gone!®

“What!"

Bob Lawless sprang to his feet.

Frank's shout had awakened Vere

Beauclerc also, and the remittance-
man’s son was on his feet in a twinkling.

They stared round blankly for the
horses.

“Where’s Mr. Johnson?” exclzimed
Beauclere suddenly.

Frank Richards had forgotten that
gentleman for the moment.

He fairly blinked at the place by the
fire where the campers’ guest had been
lIying.

It was empty!

Mr. Johnson was gone!

Bob Lawless’ teeth came
hard.

“Lit out!" he said. “Lit out—and
taken our horses! Oh, thunder! Kick

. me, you galoots—kick me hard!”

“But—but what—"  stammered
Frank. “Perhaps he’s gene aiter the
horses——"

“Can’t you see the ropes are cut?
He's stolen-the horses and lit out with
them!” howled Bob.

“But—but a schoolmaster—"

“Schoolmaster be blowed! He's a
horse thief, and he’s taken us in!”
yelled Bob Lawless. “And we've let
him do it! He's a schoolmaster ahout
as much as his name’s Johnson, T guess
—and he was no more goineg to Kam-
loops than he was going o China! Xe
was after cur outfit—and, by Jerusalem!
—he’s got it!>

“My hat!”

The chums of Cedar Creel looked at
one another with feelings teo deep for
words,

They understood now.

That guileless stranger, whom they
had so kindly taken under their pro-
tection, was a horse thief; and in the

together

three unsuspecting schoolboys he had
seen three innocent victims,
+ Bob Lawless clenched his hands.

“Fooled—by & sneaking horse-thief!1”
he muttered. “Oh, gum! What a
start for a holiday! And I told popper
that we could look after ourselves—and
this is how we've begun!”

]“The awful rascal!” multered Beau-
clerc.

“My hat! We shall have to get back
to the ranch!” groaned Frank, “He's
gol our whole outfit!”

Bob's eyes gleamed.

“I guess we're not going back!” he
said.“Why, we should be laughed to
death at the ranch! I guess I can't
face them and tell them we've started
our holiday by being cleaned out by a
har.;f-thief the first night!”

Bl

“Nuff sald! We've got to get after
that skunk, and get our outfit back!"

Frank Richards looked round him
helplessly. There was no sound from
the trees save the sough of the wind
in the branches. But Bob Lawless did
not lose another moment.

The rancher's son dropped on his
knees, in the depression of the grass
where Mr, Johnson had laid down. He
groped round with his hand, his chums
watching him in silence.

“Good!” he exclaimed, as he sprang
up. *He's not been gone long!”

“How do you know?” .

“Because the place is still warm.”

“Oh, good!” said Frank.

“I guess it's lucky you woke up,
Franky, or the galeot would have got
clear off, for sure,” said Bob. “He's
not far away, I reckon, and we're going
after him. If I had my gun—" He
gritted his teeth. “I reckon he will be
heeled; but we've got to tackle him, and
get our truck back, all the same. There's
no time to lose. Get something in your
fists and follow.”

It was the work of & minute to cut
cudgels in the thicket. Then Bob Law-
less ran out of the trees, and surveyed
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the plain across which the trail ran
southward.

On the open plain the moonlight
shone almost as clear as day, and there
was no moving figure to be seen.

“I guess he went through the wood,”
said Bob. “He’s not followed the trail
inthe open. Of course, he wasn't going
to Kamloops at all—and he weuldn't
ecare to show up there with stolen horses,
anyway., I shall pick up his trail in
the timber easily encugh!*

Bob was as good as his word.

The rancher's soon was skilled in
wooderaft, and to his keen eyes it was
an easy matter to pick up the traces of
the passage of a bunch of four horses
through the thicket.

Bob led the way through the trees
without a pause, his comrades keeping
pace behind him.

The horse-thief had headed west
through (he timber, and the trees were
too thick for rapid riding.

“pr., Johnson * had undoubtedly ex-
pected not to be missed till the campers
awcke at dawn, and by that time he
would have been g dozen miles away,
and far beyond the reach of pursuit.

As it happened, however, the chums
of Cedar Creek were not far behind
him.

In the dim moonlight that filtered
through the branches above, Bob picked
out the track without a moment's hesi-
tation; and Frank and Beauclerc fol-
lowed his lead unquestioningly. They
proceeded at a run.

Bob halted suddenly, and held up his
hand.

“Listen!” he whispered.

‘The three chums strained their ears.
“I guess we're cloge to the galoot!” said
Bob Lawless grimly. “Come on!”

There was no need of picking up the
trail now; the sound was guide enough,
and the three schoolboys ran hard—
stumbling over roots and logs occasion-
ally, and picking themselves up and
dashing on again.

The sound of the horses came more

clearly to them every minute. It
seemed as if Mr. Johnson was having
some trouble with his outfit. Vere
Beauclerc’s big black horse, Demon, was
the most valuable prize of the three,
but Demon was very likely {o glve
trouble in a siranger’s hands. In an
open glade, where the moonlight fell
clearly, the panting boys caught sight
of the horse-thief at last. He was
riding his own steed, with the three
trail-ropes in his hand, leading the
stolen horses; and Demon was rearing
and '“cavorting ' savagely. Again and
again the horse-thief struck the black
horse with his whip, but at each savage
biow Demon becamne more flercely res-
tive,

The whole culfit had come to a halt
in the glade, when the pursuers sighted
it. Demon was rearing and pawing,
and he made a sudden snatch at Mr,
Johnson's whip-hand with his teeth:
The harse-thiel backed away with a
curse, and drew a revelver from his
hip.

The bearded face was aflame with
rage.

Vere Beauclerc gave a cry.

The intention of the ruffian was evi-
dent—to shoot the obstinate animal
and clear off with the other two. Beau-
clerc ran desperalely forward. Al the
sound of the voice the horse-thief
started, and turned in his saddle to-
wards the schaolbeys.

For a moment the rascal stared at
them blankly. The sudden appearance
of Frank Richards & Co. was evidently
the last thing he had expected.

Butl he recovered himself quickly.

The revolver, which had been about
to threaten the black horse, {turned
upon the schaclbeys as they ran up.

“Halt!”

“You roiten thief!” panted Frank
Richary
“Halt, or Il drop yeu in your
tracks!”

The horse-thief's eyes gleamed over
the Ievelled revelver, and Frank
Richards & Co. came o a sudden stop.
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CHAPTER 3.
Rough on Mr. Johnzon!
L TOP where you are!”
The three schoolboys, pant-
ing for breath, stood with
clenched hands, their eyes gleaming at
ihe horse-thief,

With the revolver in his right hand,
and the trail-ropes cf the three stolen
horses bunched in his left, the rascal
looked at them, with a savage grin.

“I never reckoned I'd see you fresh
young galoots again!” he sald. “And
now I guess I've seen enough of you!
Turn right about, and make tracks, or
down you go!"”

“Oh, you rotter!” panted Frank.

Boh Lawless breathed hard.

But it was impossible to rush on the
levslled revolver, and the rancher's son
held himself in check.

The horse-thief was master of the
sltuation, but it was only for a moment.

A sudden sharp whistle left Vere
Beauclerc’s lips.

t was a signal to his horse—a signal
thai Demon knew well, and never failed
to answer. .

The black horse swung round and
dragged at the trail-rope held by the
thief, nearly dragging him from the
saddle with the sudden jerk.

Mr. Johnson pltched forward on his
saddle-bow, the revolver sinking at his
side, and, before he could recover him-
self, the three schoolboys rushed for-
ward as if moved by the same spring.

Crash!

Beauclerc was the first, and his heavy
cudgel crashed on the horse-thief with
a thud.

There was a flendish yell from Ebe-
nezer Johnson.

He reeled in the saddle, and as he
reeled, Frank Richards and Bob struck
at him hard.

Demon was still straining at the trail-
rope, and the pull of it unseated the
rascal as he reeled under the hlows.

There was a crash as he landed in the
BTass.

The revolver exploded harmlessly as
it flew from his hand.

“Our turn now!” panted Bob Lawless.

The horse-thief cast off the trail-rope
as he scrambled to his feet, his face
black with fury,

But three smiting cudgels met him as
he serambled up, and he rolled in the
grass again, groaning.

Bob Lawless crashed his cudgel upon
the revoiver. Tha horse-thief lay
groaning, and the schoolboys gathered
round him, with weapons ready if he
tried to rise again,

“Will you have some more, you pesky
thief?” asked Bob.

Groan! ¢

“I guess we win this deal” remarked
Bob. “And as the pesky galoot roped
in our horses, we'll take away his! He
can hoof it from here to where he hangs
out when he's at home!"

“Good!" prinned Frank Richards.

Mr. Johnson sat up dazedly, clasping
his head in both hands.

He blinked dizzily at the chums of
Cedar Creek, but was evidently not in-
clined to try any further conclusions
with them.

He did not attempt te resist as Beob
searched him for weapons, and took
away a concealed knife, which he broke
off short at the handle l.mder his boot.

The chums secured their horses and
mounted them, Bob taking the horse-
thief's own steed by the reins.

Then the rascal staggered up, pant- -
ing:

“Give me my horse!"

“I guess Shanks' peny is good enough
for you!” said Bob Lawless coolly. “ You
were going to leave us on foot. I @@ckon
we're not going to steal your horse, you
jay: but we're going to let it 1oose on the
trail, and you can hunt for it to-morrow,
if you choose!  Savvy?”

The horse-thiel mutfered a string of -
eurses 2s the chums of Cedar Creek rode
away, lending the captured steed. #

But he did not attempt to follow.

Without his weapons he had no
chance against the three sturdy school-
boys, and there was no help for him.

His savage oaths died away in the




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY 1

timber as the chums rode away and re-
turned to their camp.

The recaptured horses were staked out
again, and Bobh Lawless led Mr., John-
son’s steed out on the open trail. There
a flick of the whip sent it galloping
away to the south.

Bob grinned as he returned to the
camp.

“I guess friend Ebenezer will have a
long tramp before he ropes in that bit
of horseflesh again!” he remarked.

“WWell keep a watch herve till morn-
ing,” said Beauclerc.

“¥ou bet!”

And the three chums walched In
turn till dawn came flushing up above
the distant summits of the Roeky
Mountains.

Bul they were not disturbed.

Evidently Mr. Ebenezer Johnson
knew when he had had enough, and
he did not approach the camp again.

Frank Richards & Co. rebuilt the
campHire In the dawn, and break{asted
in cheery spirils.

They were elated by thelr victory over
the horse-thief, though, as Dob re-
marked, 1t was as much due to Demon
as to themselves. -

They started cheerily en the trail
after breakfast, keeping their eyes open
at first for Mr. Johnson.

But nothing was seen of that gentle-
man, and they soon forgot his existence.
They did not expect to set eyes on him
again, though, as a matter of fact, 1f
they had only known it, they were not
by any means finished with him yet.

It was late in the afternoon that day
when they rode into Kamloops.

There, at the railway hotel, they met
Billy Coek, the foreman of the Lawless
Ranch, who was in the railroad town
on business for Mr. Lawless.

Billy ‘Cook took charge of the horses,
to take them back with him to the
ranch, and that evening the chums
spent loocking round the town.

They were to start for the West on
the morrow, and they returned to their
hotel early to sleep.

As they drew near the building Bob

Lawless stopped, with a sudden exs
clamation.

“By gum, there he is!”

“Who? My hat,” shouted Frank,
“the horse-thief!” 2

A dusty and tired-looking pilgrim was
tramping up the street. and, as the
light from the railway hotel fell upon
him, the chums of Cedar Creek recog-
nised Ebenezer Johnson.

Apparently he had just arrived hi
Kamleops on fooh.

He caught sight of them at the same
moment and stopped. The next
moment he darted away down & side«
turning and vanished.

Bob Lawless made o movement in
pursuit and then stopped.

“After all, we've done with him, T
guess,” he sald, “Let the scallywag
gol”

“It seems that he was coming to
Kamloops, alter all,” remarked Frank
Richards, as they entered the hotel.

Vere Beauclere looked thoughtful.

“Unless he has followed us here,” he
said. “We gave him a rather rough
handling, you know, and he looked
maliclous enough.”

Bob Lawless laughed.

“I reckon he can't hurt us if he Is
following us,” he said, “If we come on
him at close guarters well handle him
again!”

And the chums dismissed Mr
Ehenezer Johnson from their minds and
went to bed.

ity

CHAPTER 4.

On the Train!

. ERE'S the train}"
The hig train was bdoming
into the station from the east,
and Frank Richards watched it with

curious eyes. .

From the far east of Canada the
{rain had come, by the great Lakes, and
over the Rocky Mountains by the Kick+
ing Horse Pass. i
Frank Richards remembered tha
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train from the east which had landed
him at Kamloeps long before, when he
firgt came to British Columbia to live at
his uncle’s ranch.

Now he was to take the train again
on its westward journey, and, for the
first time, to finish the crossing of the
Continen.

As he looked at the shining metals,
stretching away into the infinity of dis-
tance, Frank Richards could not help
thinking of his old homa.

But his old home, in the old country,
existed no longer. His father was in
Indai; his little sister Hilda at a board-
ing school. Bob Lawless' clap on his
shoulder interrupted his reflections.

“Time to get aboard, Franky.”

“Right-ho!" answered
cheerily.

The three chums boarded the big
train, with their bags.

Bob Lawless had been to the Pacific
Coast before; but it was an exciting
experlence enough to his English cousin
and to Vere Beauclere, and they looked
about them with glistening eyes as the
huge train boomed out of the station.

A young man came sauntering down
the central aisle of the train and paused
near the three schoolboys,

“Bob Lawless, I guess?” he remarked,

Bob looked round guickly.

“Hallo! You seem {0
name,” he remarked.

“Y dare say you'll remember mine,”
he said. “You've heard your father
speak of Captain Carker, I dare say.”

“I don't recall the name.”

Captain Carker dropped into an un-
occupied seat, with a smiling face, The
chums of Cedar Creek looked at him.
They were wary enough not to make
friends with strangers, but it was evi-
dent that Captain Carker knew Bob
Lawless, whether Bob knew him or not.
The captain was a young man, certainly
not over thirty, with a clean-shaven
face, save for a small, dark moustache,
and very sharp eyes. He had a very
pleasant and agreeable smile, and wore
his Stetson hat a little on the back of

Frank

know my

his head, He was dressed like a pros-
perous rancher of the West.

He took out a cigaretie-case, and ex-
tended it to the schoolboys.

“Smoke?" he asked.

“Thank you, no!"
rather dryly.

“You don't mind if I do?”

“Not at ell"”

Captain Carker lighted his cigareite.

“I guess youre trying to place me,”
he said, with a smile, "Bub I reckon
it’s years since you saw me. I came up
to the ranch in the Thompson valley,
buying cattle. How's your father?”

“‘Quite well, thanks!™ answered Bob,

“5till keeping the ranch?”

“Oh, yes!"”

“And you're still
Creek School?”

“Correct!” answered Bob.

“ Holldays now, I suppose?”

“That's s0.”

The chums were quite cordial to Cap-
tain Carker now. His references to
Cedar Creek School bore out his stafe-
ment that he knew Mr. Lawless.

¥ Going on to Vancouver?” he asked.

f“No: New Westminster. We're going
up the coast for a holiday at Paclfic
Point,” explained Bob.

The young man nodded.

“Then I guess you'll see me again,” he
remarked. “I'm staying at Pacific Pojpt
for the summer holidays. I'm goifig
there now. My fruit farm is only a
couple of hours' ride from the place. I
guess I'll show you over it any day you
care to ride out.”

“We'll be glad to see i, said Bob.

Captain Carker chatted for a few
minutes, and finished his cigarette, and
then rose, nodded to the schoolboys, and
strolled along the train.

“Rather an agreeable chap, that
fellow," Frank Richards remarked, #s
the captain disappeared.

“I pguess so; though I don't ever
remember seeing him at the ranch,”
said Bob.

“He knows all about you, though."

“¥es, that’s so. I'm rather glad he's

answered Bob,

going to Cedar
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going to be at Pacific Point while we're
there. What do you think, Cherub?”

tVIere Beauclerce did not reply immed!-
ately.

His brows were knitfed a little in a
thoughtful frown. Frank Richards and
Bob regarded him curiously.

“Don't you like the chap, Beau?”
asked Frank.

Mo

“Why not?” asked Bob in surprise,
“He seems a jolly decent sort of chap,
and he knows my father,”

“You don't know him?" asked Beau-
clerc.

“Not from Adam! But he knows
me.”

“you don't remember seeing him
before?”

“Nor you, Frank?”

“Not that I know of,” said Frank
Richards, puzzled. “What the dickens
are you driving at, Beau?”

“I may be mistaken,” said Beauclerc
slowly, in a low voice, “but I think
you've seen him before, and lately.”

“'When?"

“Last night, in the street at Kam-
loops, and the night before In the
timber on the trail.”

“Wha-a-at?"”

“And then he wore a grey beard and
spectacles, and looked like a school-
master,” sald Beauclerc quietly,

CHAPTER §.
Left Behind!
RANK RICHARDS and Bob Law-
F less stared blankly at thelr chum.
Beauclerc had taken their
breath away.

Not for a moment had they dreamed
of any connection between the agree-
able-looking young man and the horge-
thief they had encountered on their
way south from the Thompson valley,

“Beau!” ejaculated Frank at last.

“Cherub!" gasped Bob Lawless.

" ¥ou're dreaming!”

But Vere Beauclerc's face was very
grave.

“It may be a mistake,” he said.
“But his volce seemed familiar to me,
though he’s changed his tone; and as
he sat there I was studying his features.
Think of him with a grey beard and
spectacles, and then picture him like
that in your minds.”

“By gum!" murmured Bob,

“He uses that rig as a disguise, of
course,” said Beauclerc. “It's safe,
He looks like a respectable man; and,
afler committing a theft, he can alter
his appearance and be safe. I belleve
he hasn't forgiven us for the way we
dealt with him in the timber, and he
has followed us for revenge. With all
his smiling, he was as watchful as a
cat; I noticed that.”

“But—but he knows my father—

“He knows what we fold htm while
he was with us, when he called him-
self Ebenezer Johnson,” answered Bealt-
clerc.

O
“Pulling our leg,” sald Frank
Richards. "“Of course—ihat accounts,

We told Mr, Johnson all about Cedar

Creek and the rest. Bul this chap isn't

anything like that greybearded rascal
0

“Hecause he Isn't in disguise now,”
answered Beauclerc. “I may be mis-
taken, of course; but I feel that I'm
right. And if he’s the man I think, T
believe he will try to get us off the train
somehow. He knows we have money
with us, and he is revengeful for the
way we handled him. If he tries to
get us off the train—"

“We'll see,” said Bob.

Beauclerc’s words gave the chums
plenty of food for thought.

It was not very pleasant to reflect
that they were being “stalked” by a
revengeful horse-thief.

During the morning they saw no
more of Captain Carker; but when they
went along to the luncheon-car they
met him again, as agreeable and smiling
as before.

The captain sat at thelr table for
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lunch, chatting agreeably; but the
chums, watchful now, noted that

several times he rubbed his head, as if
he had some injury there. They re-
membered the cudgel blows they had
glven Mr. Ebenezer Johnson in the
timber.

“I guess I'm going to stretch my legs
at the next stop,” Captain Carker re-
marked after lunch. “Friend of mine
lives at Logwood Camp, and he wiil
lend me a horse.”

“Is it a long stop, then?” asked Bob.

“Just over an hour. If you young-
sters would care to ride round, I can
find you some horses, and you can get
back in plenty of time for the train,”
said the captain. “I dare say you're
getting a bit tired of sitting in the
train by this time.”

“That's true enough,” assented Bob.

“Then I'll ix it up with my friend at
Logwood to give you a ride. I'll look
.Ior you at the stop.”

“Thank you, sir!”

“Not at all. Only too glagd to be able
to show Mr. Lawless” son a litlle atlen-
tion,” answered the captain.

The schoolboys returned to their seats
after lunch, leaving the captain smok-
ing in the ecar.

Bob Lawless left his chums, and went
along to speak to the conductor whom
he found outside on the train p]ntform.

“When's the next stop, conductor?”
Bob Lawless inguired.

' *“Half an hour or so, at Logwaod,”
was the reply.

“How long do we stop there?”

“Five minutes for the mails.”

“Is that all?”

“Yep.”

"“No time to get off and look at the
place?”

The conductor grinned.

*“I guess you can hop off if you like,”
he answered. “But if you do, you'll
have to hop on again pretty slick if
you don't want to be left behind.”

“What sort of a place is it?"™

“ Just a water camp.”

“Oh!"” said Bob.

He rejoined his chums, with p very
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thoughtful brow. Frank and Beauclera
listened quietly while he explained
what the conductor had told him,

“I guess the Cherub is right,” sald
Boh, ‘““The pesky captain says we stop
there for an hour, and can ride round
ihe town, and he knows jolly well it's
only a few minutes’ stop for the mail
to be chucked into the train. If he got
us off the cars, we shouldn't get on
again,

“ Just as Beau said!” mutiered Frank
Rlchﬂ.rt(b with a deep breath.

“And I dare say he's got friends
there,” said Bob grimly. ‘“These water
camps are pretty tough places, some of
them. I rather reckon that as scon as

the train was out of the station, we.

should find ourselves knocked on the
head and cleaned out by the captain
and his friends, and stranded, That's
his little game.”

Frank Richards' eyes gleamed.

“It’s plain enough!” he said. “Well,
when he comes along, let’s tell him
plainly that we know him, and know.
his game, and—-"

“And pitch into him,” said Beauclerc,

“Not so jolly fast!” said Bob Lawless,
with a grin. “Play up, and let him
think he'’s pulling the wool oger our

eyes, Play the innocent—same as.he
did when he first lJanded on us. Well
3 i i s
“What?"”

“And get on again at the last tick,
and take jolly goocd care that he
doesn’t !

“Ohl”

Frank and Beauclerc stared at Bob
for & moment, and then burst into a
laugh.

The chums of Cedar Creek were
smiling when Captain Carker came
strolling along a little later,

“Close on the stop now,” the.captain
remarked, “Better get off the minute
the cars stop, and male the most of the
time.”

“That's a pood idea,” assented Bob.

“Hallo! There go the hrakes
already!”

There was a jarring of the trabu
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The long line of cars drew to a stand-
still by & rough wooden platform, with
two or three log shanties beyond it. It
was not a station—only a stop for water
and mails; but Frank Richards & Co.
followed the captain’s lead with great
docility, much to that gentleman'’s satis-
factlon.

The captain jumped down lightly to
the rough wooden planks alongside, and
the {hree schoolboys followed him.

“This way!"” said Captain Carker.

He started across the planks, and the
chums followed. They moved out behind
a wooden shanty; and then, before the
captain even knew what was happen-
ing, the three chums seized him.

Bump!

Caplain Carker struck the ground
with a mighty smite.

The next moment the three school-
boys were racing back to the train,

“Hurry up, there!” roared the con-
ductor wrathfully. “What the thunder
did you get down for, you pesky young
idiots? Do you want to be left behind?”

The train was beginning to move as
Frank Richards & Co. scrambled
aboard.

They laughed breathlessly.

“Pesky young jays!” growled the
conductor, as he went on his way.

The schoolboys did not heed him.

They were watching the planks as the
train moved on, walting to see the
captain.

A halless, breathless man came tear-
ing round the shanty, and raced along
after the train.

It was Captaln Carker,

Bob Lawless waved 8 kRand to him.
He was hopelessly left behind, and he
realised if, for he halted, gasping, on
the planks.

“ Good-bye, captain!” yelled Bob.

“Good-bye, Mr. Johnson!"” shouted
Frank Richards,

. “Ha, ha, ha!”

Captain Carker, alias Ebenezer John-
son, stared at them, with fury in his
face. He shook his flst savagely at the
thres grinning chums.

“You've done me this time!” he
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shouted. “But walt—wait a bit and

The rest of his sentence was drowned
in the distance and the roar of the
train. And the last the chums of Cedar
Creek saw of him was a crimson, furious
face and a brandished fist, ‘Whereat
they chuckled as the cars swept away
westward.

CHAPTER 6.
By the Pacific]
OOM!

Boom!

Frank Richards listened to the
dull, heavy roar that came through the
thickening dusk.

“It's the sea!” said Bob Lawless.

“The sea!” repeated Frank.

He peered through the gloom that
surrounded the buggy. On the forest
path leaves were whirling in a flerce
wind. The driver had his collar turned
up, and his cap pulled low over his
brow as he faced the wind. In the
puggy the chums of Cedar Creek School
were seated.

Cedar Creek and the Thompson
Valley were many a long mile away
now. Frank Richerds & Co. were near-
ing thelr destination where they were
to spend their summer holiday on the
shore of the blue Pacific. The buggy
from the hotel at Pacific Point had
picked them up at the nearest railroad
stop, and there was a seven-mile drive
before them. As the vehicle followed
the dusky route Frank Richards had
noted the deep roar that sounded
faintly in the distance, growing louder
and clearer every minute with cach
turn of the wheels.

“The Pacific!” said Vere Beauclerc,
with a smile. “Not very pacific at the
present moment, I should say.”

Boom!

‘Bob Lawless grinned as Frank peered
Into the shadows of the forest path.

“I{’s a good many miles off yet,
Franky,” he sald. “ You've never heard
the Pacific in a bad temper before., I
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have—ance,
night.”

“It sounds lke it,” said Frank.

The wind was roaring through the
trees, and occasionally there came to
the ears of the chums the crash of fall-
ing branches. But, deeper than the
roar of the wind or falling timber,
sounded the voice of the distant ocean.

Boom, boom!

“The breakers, I suppose,” said
Frank.

“Correct! And thundering hig
breakers at that,” answered Bob Law-
less. ‘“‘Bigger than you've seen cn your
little island at home.”

“I've seen some big ones on the North
Sea in winter,” said Frank.

“you'll see bigger on the Pacific.”

The roar in the trees almost drowned
their voices. They sab silent as the
buggy dashed on.

The darkness thickened.

Prank Richards had looked forward
keenly to his first visit to the Pacific
eoast of Canada. He had thought of the
Pacific as blue and sunny and smiling;
but evidenily it was not to be thus that
he would benold the great ocean for the
first time. For miles inland sounded
the boom of the great rollers breaking
on mighty rocks.

The buggy slowed down as it met the
force of the wind from the sea. I{ came
out of the forest path at last, and the
dark sky was open above the schoolboys,
Hardly o star was to be seen; black
clouds were scurrying over the heavens,
driven by the fierce wind. Louder and
more threatening sounded the breaking
waters.

Bob caught Frank Richards' arm.

“Look!" he said.

It's geing to be a wild

“What is it?”

“The sea!”

In the black distance there were
broken gleams of rolling water. In the

midst of the blackness a light gleamed
and danced.

“ A ship!” said Beauclerc.

“A ship at sea—in this weather!”
anid Wrank  with a desn Beaoth
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He watched the dancing light as if
fascinated.

Not a glimpse of the vessel was (o be
had: the schoolboys could not even
guess whether it was a steamer or a
“windjammer *—a schooner or a full-
rigged ship. But the dancing of the
light showed how it was rolling and
pitching on the stormy sea.

The horse's hoofs rang on a rocky
road.

Lights gleamed on the shore, and the
driver turned his head for a moment.

“ Pacific Point!” he said.

Then he turned to his bhorse again.

The road was open to the wind from
the sea, and Frank wondered at times
whether the blast would whirl over the
buggy as it swept by. But the man
drove on steadily, and the lights of
Pacific Point drew nearer and brighter.

A big lumber building, with a piazza
and steps in front, lcomed up out of the
shadows,

‘“That’s
Lawless.

There was litile to be seen in the
darkness. The buggy stopped, and the
schoolboys tumbled out, taking down
their bags after them. A door opened,
and a big man with red beard and
whiskers came cut to greet them. It
was Bill Hichens, cnce a ranchman on
the Lawless Ranch in the Thompson
Valley, now landlord of the summer
resort on the Pacific Coast.

“vyoung Lawless?”’ he asked.

“You bet!” answered Bob.

“I guess you've had a rough drive
here,” said the big man. “Here, Long
Lung, tote this truck in!”

A Chinaman came out and relieved
the chums of Cedar Creek of their bags
and carricd them into the lumber hotel:

Frank Richards smiled a little as he
followed his chums into the building.

He had been thinking of a seaside
hotel such as he had seen in his native
island. But Pacific Point did not bear
the remotest resemblance to Brighton
or Scarberough.

The hotel was built of Tumber and
1nere and there wae no olther buildinge in

the shebang,” said Bob
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slght save a few sheds. A holiday at
Pacific Point meant “roughing it.”

But Frank had been too long in the
Canadian West to mind roughing it.

There was homely comfort, and the
cnums of Cedar Creek were quite pre-
pared to dispense with “trimmings.”

Long Lung showed them to their
room, in which there were three camp-
beds in a row, and a big window look-
Ing towards the sea. But the window
was protected by thick wooden shutlers
at the present moment. The whole
building, firm as it was, seemed to
shiver in the blows of the wind, as if
smitten by a giant's hand.

“I guess we shall be all right here,”
remarked Bob Lawless. **No good look-
ing round for the bell, Franky. There
isn’t one, and nobody to answer it if
there were.”

“I wasn't looking for the bell,” said
Frank, laughing. “I'm thinking of
supper. That drive's made me hungry.”

“Same here!” sald Beauclere. “My
hat! Listen to the wind! I wonder
how that ship's getting on?”

“ All right, I guess,” said Bob Lawless.
“They're safe enough if they kesp well
off the coast. I pity any ship that gets
too near the rocks at the headland.
You fellows ready?”

The chums of Cedar Creck went down
to supper. They found a good many
other guests at Pacific Point—a fruit-
farmer from thz valleys, & “drummer ”
{from Chicago, three or four city men
from Vancouver and New Westminster
with their wives, & mission minister
with a large family, and several others.
There was quite a cheery party at the
supper-table, and conversation ran on
lightly, while outside the wind roared
and the waves of the Pacific boemed and
boomed upon the rocky shore.

CHAPTER 7.
The Wreck!
“Y GUESS that racket will keep us
awake a bit.”
Bob Lawless made that remark
when the three chums went to their
room at an early hour,

OWN LIBRARY 13

The storm was increasing In violence,
and every board in the lumber hotel
seemed to be creaking and groaning.

Frank Richards sat on his bed; but
he was not thinking of turning in.

His new surroundings and the close
proximity of the stormy Pacific excited
him, and he did not feel inclined for
sleep.

“ Feeling tired?” asked Bob,

“Not a bit!”

“What are you thinking of?” asked
Vere Beauclere, looking at Frank with a
smile,

“ Going out,” said Frank.

“The shebang's closed up for the
night,” said Baob. “And I reckon it's
none too safe out of doors, Franky, with
falling trees and branches. We're under
the wing of Mr. Hichens here, you
know; the popper's put us in his charge,
I reckon ke will ook glum if we go down
to go out.,”

“This window opens on the piazza,
doesn't it?”

“gep.

“Well, let’s have a look round before
we turn in.  I've never seen the Pacific
before, you know."

“It will keep till morning. It won't
flow away in the night, you know!"
said Bob, laughing,

“But the storn may be over by
morning, and we mayn’'t have another
chance of seeing it like this.”

Bob Lawless nodded.

“Well, I'm game!” he said. “I don't
know whether Mr. Hichens would
approve, but we needu't tell him, so
that’s all right. By gum, though, we
shall get the wind in here if we open
ihe window! Blow out the ecandle
first!™

Frank extinguished the candle, and
the window was opened and the big
woceden shutters unfastened.

A mighty blast of wind swept into
the room, and there was a rattle and
clatter as several articles were aver-
turned

“My hat] This won't do!" sald
Beauclerc, “Let's get outside and
close the shutters again!™ .
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*Right-ho!”

The three chums gasped for breath
as they stepped out on the piazza, and
the flerce wind beat upon them.

The shutters were closed and fas-
tened outside, and the schoolboys stood
with their backs to the wall, looking
out from the plazza towards the sea.

There was still no rain, but black
clouds loomed overhead, and at inter-
vals a forked tongue of lightning
pierced the blackness.

When the lightning flashed they
were able to see the wide ocean, rolling
and tumbling with white edges of
foam,

Frank Richards watched for the
light he had seen dancing on the
waters a couple of hours before, but
it had vanished.

He wondered where was the ship
that hed carried the light.

“Come on!” he said at last.

Every window was shuttered, and
there was no eve to observe the three
schoolboys as they went down the
steps of the piazza. In front of the
lumber hotel the ground lay open to
the shore, and the chums hurried
towards the sea, and did not stop till
the spray was lashing in their faces.

Vast, limitless, the great ocean
rolled before them, the black gloom
alternating with ghastly light as the
lightning gleamed.

The foam from the breaking waves
rolled almost to their feet as they
stood and watched the storm-tossed
seR. -

Freok Richards uttered a sudden
exclamation:

“Look!”

Overhead, a blinding sheet of light-
ning irradiated the dark heavens For
some moments the rolling sea was as
clear as by day. And in those lurid
moments & vessel came into sight—a
dismasted schooner—driving heavily on
towards the rocks of the headland, a
guarter of a mile from where the
schoolboys stood.

Then deep, dense blackness.

The wrecked schooner vanished like
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a spectral vision, swallowed up by the
black night.

For & moment the chums slood
frozen. Then Bob Lawless panted:

‘Come on!”

He dashed away over the rocks,
reckless, along the shore of the head-
land, his chums at his heels.

All three had seen the startling
sight, and they knew that in a few
minutes—long hefore they could reach
the spot—the schooner would crash
upon the headland. Their only
thought was to get there as rapidly
as they could, to help any survivor
strugeling shoreward through the
waves. ~a

The glimmering foam on their right
was thelr guide as they raced on
through the darkness, stumbling and

falling and picking themselves up
again, bruised and breathless. ‘
Through the boom of the wild

waters Frank Richards thought that
he heard the crash of the striking
vessel, but he could not be sure.

The chums stopped at last, breath-
less, on a shingly shore, with the
waters lashing to their fect. A great
bulging rock stopped further progress.
They breathed hard, and waited for
the lightning. It came, in a vivid flash,
and showed them the tossing sea; but
the schooner was not {o be seen.
and sky and wild rocks were all that
met their gaze.

“She's down—gone down!” muttered
Bob Lawless.

Frank Richards shivered.

It seemed only too certain that the L
schoonexr had gone down with all hands,
and the chums were too late to render
aid, if ald had been passible.

But they were loth to leave the spot
while the shadow of a chance remained,
and they waited and watched, while
the wind buffeted them and the waves
foamed at their feet.

And suddenly Bob Lawless darted
away from his chums, plunging waist-
deep in the foaming water.

“Help me, you fellows!” “he shouted
in the darkness.

Seca W

i
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Frank and Beauclerc rushed aiter
‘him. Bob's grasp had closed on some
object tossing in the surf, and his
chums lent thelr aid It was a body—
the body of a man—but whether alive
or dead they could not tell. The three
schoolboys grasped it, and dragged it
from the water, the waves thundering
behind them as if hungry for their
prey.

Out of reach of the cruel waters,
they sank down exhausted upon the
shingle, their grasp still upon the ship-
wrecked seaman.

CHAPTER 8.
The Man from the Seal

OB LAWLESS was the first to
B TEecOVer.
He sat un, panting.

“I guess that was close for all of us!”
gasped Bob., “I was nearly sucked
away——" He broke off. “I wonder
whether he’s alive, poor chap?”

The chums of Cedar Creek staggered
up.
They were breathless and panting
from their struggle withh the water,
but their first thought was for the
man they had saved

He had not moved since they dropped
on the shingle.

“Get him into shelter!” sald Frank.

Three pairs of hands grasped the sea-
man again, and he was lifted and
carried into the shelter of a big rock,
which screened them from the tearing
wind.

There he was laid down again on
the sand, gently enough. In the dark-
ness it was barely possible to see the
outline of his form. Bob Lawless
groped over him, and felt for the
bealing of his heart.

“He's alive!” he said, with a deep
breath,

“Thanlk goodness for that!”

“We've saved one, at any rate!”
muttered Beauclerc. “But the rest
——" 'He sghivered.

“Not much chance for them on this
.coast, I guess,” said Bob. “This poor
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chap was nearly gone when we pulled
him out. But we've saved him, any-
now. I think he’s coming to.”

There was a faint moan from the
seaman.

Even in the darkness the schoolboys
caught the glitter of his eyes as they
opened—Ilarge, glittering black eyes.

He made an effort to move, and
groaned.

“It’s all right!” sald Bob Lawless.
“¥You're among friends. Youre safe
now."”

The man gave a violent start at the
sound of his voice. As if called sud-
denly to himself, he sprang up; bub
his strength was spent, and he fell on
his knees.

“Keep still a bit,” said Frank
Richards, “Why, what— My hat!”

There was a gleam of sharp steel
in the gloom. A knife flashed in the
hand of the shipwrecked man.

The schoolboys started back.

The action of the shipwrecked man
was ulterly unexpected, and the fear
came to them that he had lost his
senses in his struggle with death,

“Mind what youTe at!” shouted
Bob Lawless. “Put that sticker away!
Youre among friends now.”

“Chl parla?”

“Wha-a-at?”

The chums of Cedar Creek heard the
words in a foreign tongue, without
understanding them.

They could guess that it was the
f.(lllnguc of a Latin race, and that was
all,

The man was peering at them sus-
piclously in the gloom, the knife still
in his hand. He was evidently on his
guard.

““Chi parla—non posso vederyi——"

“Y¥You're in Canada,” said Bob Law-
less. ‘““Bless your little heart, you
haven't got wrecked among Red
Indians or cannibals! You're in no
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danger here. Youre among white
Christians, my man.  Put away that
sticker!"

“Can’t you speak English?” asked
Beauclere.
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“Inglesi? Capisco. Si, s, signori!”
“Some Dblessed Spaniard or

Italian!” muttered Bob Lawless.

#I think that's Italian,” said Beau-
clerc.

“¥ou are English?” came the voice
in the gloom.

“ Canadian—same thing,” answered

Bob Lawless. *“Sa you can speak
English?”

‘“Oh, yes, I speak English!”

“You'd better speak it, then.

Your own lingo is a bit too deep for
us,” said Bob.

#Put away your knife!” said Frank.

The man was still peering at them.
In the confusion of his first conscious
moments he had spoken in his own
language, but it was clear that he
could speak English as well. He was
in no hurry to put away his knife,
but it disappeared into his belt at last.

He rose slowly to his feet.

“Where did you find me?"” he asked
abruptly.

“We pulled you out of the water.”

“Cospetta! Then you have saved
my life?”

“Something like it.”

#“Grazie tante!”  The words were
grateful, but the man’s tone was in-
different. He was not even looking at
ihe schoolboys, but was staring round
him. *“The ship—did it come ashore?”’

“I guess it's gone down.”

“Is anyone else saved?”

“We've seen nobody.”

The man muttered to himself in a
savage tone. The schoolboys could
not understand his words, but they
had a strong suspicion that he was
cursing.

“¥ou have seen nobody?"” he asked
at last.

#No."

#Not & man with a brown beard—a
big man with a brown beard—an
Englishman?”

*‘Nobody at 21l,” said Bob.

“A friend of yours?” asked Frank.

The Ifalian showed his teeth for a
moment in a strange grin,

“8i, s, st} A friend! Un amico—
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carissimo amico mis! I am very
anxious to find him. If he is lost—
oh, cospetto!—if he is Iost——" He
broke off with muttered curses in a
strange  tongue. “Tutto perduto?
Niente—niente—niente!” He cursed

again.. “But perhaps he has come
ashore. He may be found!”

“I guess nothing will be found till
dawn,” said Bob Lawless. “¥You'd
better come along with us to the
hotel.”

The man started.

“The hotel! There Is an hotel
here?” % a

“A summer holiday hotel”g ex-
plained Bob. “Ii's some distance from
here—back of the headland. Theyll

he glad to take vou in and give you
shelter. Come with us!”

The Italian seaman did not answer.
He moved away from the big rock to-
wards the sea, and stood for some
minutes staring at the turbid waters.
Frank Richards & Co. watched him
rather unecasily.

They were glad that they hagd saved
the man’s life, but there was some-
thing about him that aroused suspicion

and distrust.

‘“A  rather tough customer that
galoot, I guess,”. murmured Bob Law-
less. ‘“‘Pesky handy with his knife, too.
Still, we'll tote him along and give him
a night’s shelter.”

The man came back towards them at

last. »
“Lead the way!” he sald.
“Come on, then,” said Bob. “By the

way, what’s your name?”

The forelgn seaman hesltated before
he replied. ;

“Beppo,” he answered,
“Beppo Lazarini.”

It came into the minds of the three
chums—they bardly knew why—that
the man was speaking falsely; that he
had paused to think of a false name
before answering. :

Bob Lawless led the way along me
headland in silence.

The Italian seaman followed 510“1)’,

at last—
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‘stopping every now and then to look
towards the sea.

He seemed hardly able to take his
eyes from the hungry waters that had
swallowed up the schooner,

It was a weary tramp over rock and
shingle, through the fierce wind, back
to the lumher hotel. But the school-
boys reached it at last. A single light
gleamed from one of the lower win-
dows, and Bill Hichens, in great sur-
prise, opened the door at Bob's knock,
and stared at the schoolboys.

“You out of doors!” he exclalmed.

“There’s been a wreck,” said Bob
hastily. *“A schooner’s gone down on
the headland.”

“By gum!”’

“We've saved onc man.”

“Good for you!”

Mr. Hichens looked curiously at the
Ilalian seaman as he entered with the
schoolboys. He closed the door, and
then had another long look at the
man who had been saved from the sea.
Frank Richards & Co. looked at him,
too, in the lamplight.

Beppo Lazarini, as he called himself,
was a slim, lithe fellow, dressed as a
seaman, roughly. e was rather hand-
some in a dark, swarthy style, and his
eyes were big and black and gleaming.
Mr. Hichens gave him a civil greeting,
but the chums could see that he was
not favourably impressed by the man.

“You young jays had better get off
to bed!” said Mr. Hichens. “¥ou can
leave this man {o me.”

And the schoolboys were glad to go
to their room and get their wet clothes
off, and in spite of the boom of the
storm, they were soon in bed and sleep-
ing soundly.

CHAPTER 9.
By Whose Hand?
AWN flushed up on the wide
D waters of the Pacific.

Before the sun fairly showed
over the mountains inland Frank
Richards & Co. were out of hed and
down on the beach.
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Only Mr. IHichens and the Chinese
servants were down when they
appeared, and in answer to their ques-
tions Mr. Hichens informed them that
the rescued sailorinan was still sleep-
ing in the barn.

Frank Richards & Co. lost no time in
getting along the headland (o see
whether anything remained of the
wreck.

The storm had almost passed, and
the wind had dropped, but the sea was
still rolling roughly, Turbid waves
glimmered in the morning sunlight,
and broke on the headland with a deep
MUrmur.

‘The juniors scanned the sea in vain
for the wrecked schooner.

The vessel had evidenily gone
down, but there were plenty of frag-
ments from the wreck floating on the
waves or strewn along the shore. Casks
and planks, spars and torn rigging,
and a staved-in boat lay along the
shingle, tossed there by the sea.

There were no bodies to be seen, as
they had feared.

“They’ll come ashore later, I
guess,” said Bob Lawless. “I guess
there wasn't anybody saved cxcepting
our Italian friend. I wonder who that
chap was that he was speaking of—the
Englishman with the brown bheard?
He said he was his friend.”

‘“He did not mean that,” said Vere
Beauclerc quieily. *“He was an enemy
of the man he spoke of.”

“That struck me, too,” said Frank
Richards. “I—T wonder if there was
trouble on the schooner before she went

down? That fellow had his knife
very handy, and it looked ' He
paused.

X wonder!” said Bob.

The chums walked slowly back

towards the lumber hotel for breakfast.
On the staved-in boat they read a name
—ihe Eliza Smith, evidenily the name
of the schooner that had gone down:
Beppo Lazarini seemed to be the sole
survivor of the Eliza Smith, though it
was quite possible that other survivors
had struggled ashore further along the
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coast. As they drew necar to the lumber
hotel the schoolboys discerned a crowd
gathered on the beach.

Bill Hichens was there with most of
the visitors at the hotel, and several
fishermen. They were gathered about
some object that lay cn the sand, and
the juniors hurried up to see what it
was.

“Stand back, you kids!™ called out
Mr. Hichens.

“What is it?” asked Bob.

“One of the bhodies
schooner.,”

“QOh!”

“Dead?” asked Frank Richards In a
hushed voice.

“Yep!®

There was a buzz of voices in the
crowd round the body. In every voice
there was a note of horror. And it
dawned upon the chums of Cedar Creek
that there was something the hotel-
keeper had not told them. They pushed
forward and saw the body that lay in
the sand.

One glance was enough for them, and
they turned away sick at heart.

“Better get away, you youngsters,”
said Mr, Hichens.

The schoolboys were glad enough to
get away. Their faces were white as
they moved towards the hotel,

“That man wasn't drowned last
night,” muttered Bob Lawless huskily.
#You—you saw——"

“It’s horrible!” muttered Frank.
*There must have been fighting on
the schooner before she went down. He
was killed—"

It was a knife-thrust,” said Bob in a
low voice. “And—and that Italian chap
—who was so handy with his knife—he
must know something about it.”

“He ought to be detained and made
to tell what has bhappened.”

“He will be, I guess.”

The same thought had evidently
occurred to Mr. Hichens, for he was
Pproceeding towards the barn where the
Italian seaman had been given shelter,
with a couple of other men.” The school-
boys followed, It was evident that some

from the
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terrible tragedy had happened on the
schooner the previous night, and that
there had been bloodshed on the ili-
fated vessel; and Beppo Lazarinl, of
course, must know what the facts were,

Mr. Hichens entered the barn with
the others ot his heels.

The Italian was stretched out on a
pile of straw, sleeping, but he awoke
instantly at the sound of footsteps, and
started up. 4

His big black eyes turned question-
ingly upon the newcomers. His dusky
hand rested on his belt, close to the haft
of his knife.

“Cihe cosa e?”
“What is it?”

“There's & body come ashore from
the wreck,” said Mr, Hichens quietly.

“E dungue?”

“It's a man who's been killed in a
serimmage.”

Lazarini started. .

“Non capisco niente—I know nothing
of that,” he answered.

“Was there fighting on the ship last
night?”

“No”

“Then how was the man killed?”

“I know nothing—chi lo sal!” said
Lazarini. “I myself was in the fore-
castle asleep. I was thrown into the
sea, and that is all I can tell you.”

‘I guess that isn't good enough. You
will be detained here, and handed over
to the authorities when I've sent news
of the wreck,” said Mr. Hichens. “Give
me that sticker of yours. You're better
without that.”

Lazarini’s eyes gleamed.

“I am a prisoner!” he exclaimed:

“That’s the size of it.” :

“ And why—why?”

“Till you give & good account of your+
self, my man,” answered Mr, Hichens.
“I shall lock you up in a room in the
hotel till someone comes to take charge
of you.” :

He made a step towards the Italian.

Lazarini sprang back, and his knife
flashed out.

“Hands off!” he exclaimed savagely.

“Drop that!™

he asked quickly.

$
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“You shall not touch me—

Mr, Hichens strode towards him,
heedless of the knife. 'The Italian threw
up his hand threateningly.

“Stand back!” he said between his
teeth. “I warn you—-"

He backed away from the burly
Canadian, still threatening with the
knife, The open window of the barn
was near, and with a sudden spring.
Lazarini clambered through it and
dropped outside before he could be
seized,

“Stop him!” sheuted Mr. Hichens,

Frank Richards & Co, rushed round
the barn,

But Lazarini was already fleeing at
top speed, and he ran up the beach like
& hunted hare,

There was a shout, and five or six
pursuers dashed on his track; but the
Italian had a good start, and he
vanished among the rocks.

Mr. Hichens shouted to Long Lung
for his horse, and in a few minutes he
was riding in pursuit,

Frank Richards & Co. went in to
breakfast in an excited frame of mind.
Half an hour later Mr, Hichens returned
unsuceessful. Beppo Lazarini had
vanished, and was beyond pursuit. That
afternoon two of the Mounted Palice
arrived at Pacific Point, and after a few
minutes’ stop at the lumber hotel they
rode away in search of Beppo Lazarini,

CHAPTER 10.
In Direst Periil

” HIS isn’'t quite the holiday we
I were expeciing, I puess,” re-
marked Bob Lawless.

The chums of Cedar Creek were stroll-
Ing along the beach in the golden after-
noon by the blue sea.

The storm was quite gone now, and
the Pacific rolled calm and blue, shining
in the sun, beautiful and blue as far as
the eye could reach towards the setting
sun.

The three chums were not thinking
much of their planned holiday—of the
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riding, fishing, swimming and sailing
they had arranged to fill the summer
days.

The tragic happenings of the previous
night were in their minds, and thelr
thoughts ran incessantly upon the
strange mystery of the sea.

What had happened on board the ill-
fated schooner as she drifted to her
doom on the rocky shore? That was
the question that was on their minds,
and to which no answer could be found:
Had it been a mutiny—had a deadly
struggle been proceeding while the
hapless vessel was driving to her
tragic end? It seemed likely enough,
and it was more than likely that what-
ever crime had taken place Beppo
Lazarini had had a hand in it,

No more bodies had been washed up,
though a good deal of wreckage had
come ashore. The chums wondered
what had become of the big man with
the brown beard of whom Lazarini had
spcken. The probability was that he
had found a grave beneath the treacher-
ous waves of the Pacific; but they could
not help thinking of him, and hoping
that he had, perhaps,- reached safety
somewhere on the shore. They kept
their eyes well about them as they
walked along by the sea in the faint
hope of finding some trace of a ship-
wrecked survivor.

“1 guess I don't feel like holiday-
making,” went on Bob Lawless, “I'd
give a good deal to find that that chap
Beppo spoke of had got ashore. I sup-
pose there's little enough chance of it.”

“It’s not likely, but it’s possible,” said
Frank. “If he was a good swimmer he
might have landed anywhere along the
coast for miles.”

Bob Lawless halted suddenly.

“By gum! TLook!”™ he exclaimed.

He pointed to the sand at his feet.

Deep in the soft sand was the imprint
of a foot. :

The track ran along the sand for some
distance ahead of them, and dis-
appeared round a mass of high rocks.

“Might be anybody——" begam
Frank,
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Bob shook his head.

“The folks at the hotel don't come
up here,” he said. “We're miles now
from Pacific Point. And there isn't
another building along {he coast for a

long way. I wonder—" y
“Let's follow it, anyway,” said
Beauclerc,

“I guess we will.”

There was a possibility at least that
the track had been made by some
survivor of the wreck, and the chums of
Cedar Creek followed it with keen
interest. It ended where the soft sand
wsﬁ; replaced by a path ef rocky, stony
soil.

There was no one to be seen as the
chums stared round them on the silent,
lonely beach,

They listened, but there was no sound
save the scream of a wheeling sea-gull,

“Somebody made that track, and it's
fresh,” said Bob. ‘“Anybedy landing
here might think the whole coast was
deserted. I guess we're going to find the
galoot who's left his footprinls here.
Scatier among the rocks, and call out if
you find any sign.”

“Right-ho!"”

The chums separated, and were soon
lost o cne ancther's sight among the
big rocks.

Ten minutes after he had parted with
his chums Frank Richards came on lhe
track again, in a patch of sand among
the rocks. It was a patch before the
opening of a deep, shadowy cave in the
rocks, and Frank lcoked curiously Into
the dark opening.

He was about to whistle f{o his
comrades, when there was a quick step
behind him, and he turned.

“Is that you, Bob? Oh!”

The dark, swarthy face of Beppo
Lazarini was close to him, grinning
evilly, Frank stared blankly at the
Italian.

He had supposed that Yazarinl was
far away by this time, fleeing from the
pursuit of the mounted police. Tt was
a surprise—and not a pleasant one—to
find the swarthy seaman close at hand,

Frank jumped back.
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“Tacl!”  muttered the Italian
threateningly. “Silence, signorino, on
your life!”

His knife was in his dusky hand, and
the signal whistle died on Frank
Richards’ lips.

The swarthy seaman came closer.

“So you have found me!” he sald
between his white teeth.

“I was not looking for you,” answered
Frank calmly, though his heart was
beating with great throbs.

“Then what are you doing here?”

".'["wes following a track in the sand

“My trail!” said Lazarini,

“I did not know it was your trail, I
supposed i

“Chi lo sa? Well, now you have
found me, and you will not take the
news back to your friends!” said
Lazarini sourly. His black eyes glit-
tered at the English schaoolboy, and his
hand closed on his knife.

Frank’s heart thumped.

“I helped to save your life last
night, Lazarini,” he said.

Lazarini shrugged his shoulders.

“And now you have brought it into
danger,” he said. “If I am discovered
here—"

““What is to prevent your escape if
you choose?”

Lazarini laughed.

“I do not choose,” he said. “I can-
not go till I have found my friend from
the schooner—tihe big Ingleso with the
brown beard. But I cannot let you tell
that I am here. I am sorry, signorino,
but you have run your head into this,
and it is your own fault.”

He made a step towards Frank, who
backed away, his hands clenched.

“It was you who murdered the man
on the schooner last night, then!” he
said. ““¥ou are an assassin!”

Lazarini did not answer, but he made
a spring forward. The ruffian’s murder-
ous intention was plain enough, hut
Frank did not lose his presence of mind,
terrible as the danger was. His eyes
were fixed upon the swarthy ruffion, and
he sprang back and eluded the rush.

3
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But his foot slipped on a smooth pebhle,
and he staggered and fell.

The next instant the swarthy ruffian
was upon him.

But the murderous blow never fell.

There was a sudden whiz, and a
jagged rock came hurtling through the
air, and it struck the swarthy face full
on the jaw.

Lazarini uttered a yell of agony, and
spun blindly away from the fallen
schoolboy.

The knife clattered on the rocks.

Bob Lawless came tearing up with
another lump of rock in his hand.

“Boh!” panted Frank.

Beppo Lazarini was scrambling up, his
swarthy face black with fury, and as he
did so the second.rock crashed in his
face. He rolled on the sand, and Bob
Lawless, bounding forward, seized the
knife and grasped tt.

4 Now, you hound-——""
The two schoolboys rushed on
Lazarini. But the lithe Italian eluded

them and darted away among the
rocks. Vere Beauclerc joined his chums,
and the three {followed the feeing
ruffian together, but they pursued him
in vain., Lazarini had vanished amid
the rocks of the rugged shore, and he
- was not seen again. The chums of
Cedar Creek gave up the pursuit at last,
*7 and turned homeward to Pacific Point,

CHAPTER 11.
A Message from the Seal

e HAT is it, Bob?”
\ x / Bob Lowless did not answer.,

7y He was standing on the
rocky.headland at Pacific Point, shading
his eyes with his hand and looking away
towards the sea.

It was a bright and sunny morning,
and the wide waters of the Pacific glim-
mered blue in the sunshine. The waves
broke on the rocky Canadian coast with
a deep -murmur, Frank Richards & Co.
were clambering along the headland, ex-
ploring for iraces of the schooner when
Bob Lawless halted and fixed his eyes
upon the sea. Frank and Vere Beau-
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clerc followed his glance, but they could
see nothing but the glimmering blue
waters. Far out at sea a rocky islet rose
barely to view on the horizon, and over-
head the seagulls were wheeling and
calling. But that was all. E

But Bob Lawless evidently saw some-
thing more, for he stood shading his
eyes and gazing at the sea with an n-
tent gaze. Frank Richards tapped his
Canadian cousin on the shoulder.

“What are you looking at, Bob?"” he
aslked,

“I guess it’s a bottle!” said Bob at

ast.

“A bottle?” ejaculated Frank,

“Fep!®

Frank glanced at the shining sea
again. He made out a small object
that rolled on the waves, occasionally
glittering as it caught the rays of the

sun.

“What the thump does it matter?” he
asked. ‘‘Nothing in a bottle to bother
about that I ean sce!™

“It’s floating!” said Bob.

“That's curlous!” remarked PBEeau-
clerc. “II the cork were out, it would
sinlet”

“Then the cork’s in,” said Frank, “It's
a bottle from the schooner that went
down, 1 suppose. What about it?”

“ Franky, old man, you didn’t learn to
think at Cedar Crcek School!” said Bob
Lawless reprovingly. “If that bottle
were full, it would sink; and if the cork
were out, it would sink. I guess it's an
empty bottle with the cork in—see?”

“well??

“Well, you Jay!” exclaimed Bob.
“Why should anybody put the cork in
an empty bottle before chucking it into
the sea?”

“Blessed if I know!™

“Exactly!” said Bob. “But I'm going
to know. It’s drifting in on the water,
and I guess I'm going to see that it's
not broken!”

Bob Lawless ran down to the water's
edge, and his chums followed him.

The bottle, dancing afloat on the in=
coming waves, was plainer to the view
now, and the chums of Cedar Creek
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walched it as it came on. Bob stood
ready to wade in to save it from collision
with the rocks if necessary.

“There's & good many bottles from
the wreck strewn along the shore, Bob,”
said Frank Richards. “What does one
more matter?”

“I guess that's not from the wrzck!”

“Why not?”

“It's two days since the schooner went_

down. Everything that was coming
ashore has come by thils time. That
bottie has been afloat all the time it's
been in the sea, and if it had come from
the wreck, I reckon it would have heen
ashore long age. I guess it's not been
in the water so long or else it comes
from a menter distance.  And lhere's
something in it

“Whi perhaps!” sald Frank,
]aughmg

“Whisky would sink it!"”

“Then it’s empty, I suppose!”

“Correct so far as liguor is con-
cerned. Buf it’s corked, or it would go
dowinl. Haven't you ever heard of mes-
sages from shipwrecked sailors shut up
in a bottle and thrown to sea, fathead?”

On!” exclaimed Frank.

He was interested now.

Three pairs of eyes were fixed upon
the bottle as it danced shoreward on
the waves.

Closer and closer it came.

The chums of Cedar Creek School
watched it eagerly.

The possibility that the floating bottle
contained a message from a shipwreck
excited them.

And unless it contained something of
the kind; it was difficult to see why an
empty bottle should have been so care-
fully corked.

Bob Lawless tramped into the sea as
the bottle was tossed close, and grasped
it and bore it ashore in triumph.

“MNow I'l guess we'll secel”
marked.
© The chums of Cedar Creek gathered
eagerly round the prize.

* The bottle was a common one, and
had evidently contained spirits at one
time, but its light weight showed that

he re-
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it contained none now.” The cork was
driven in flush with the top, so that it
could not possibly escape.

“Anybody got a corkscrew?"

“That’s about the last thing I should
fiave thought of putting in my pocket,”
said Frank, laughing.

Crash!

Bob Lawless knocked the neck from
the bottle on the edge of rock.

Inside the bottle a foided paper was
seen.

Bob Lawless drew i¢ out with fingers
that trembled with excitement.

The paper was a single leaf, appar-
ently from a pocket-book, and it was
written on in pencil.

And the first word that caught the
eyes of the chums of Cedar Greek was
T Help!” E

CHAPTER 12.
Benedetto!

hat!”  murmured Frank
Richards. “You were right,
Boh, it's a message from a
shipwreck!”

YT guiess so!”

Bob Lawless unfcided the paper and
spread it on a flgf rock in the sunshine,
and the chums Bf Cedar Creek ben*
their heads over it together, eager td
read the strange message from the sea.

It ran:

“Help!"”

“Whoever finds this bottle is begged
to send help to save a shipwrecked man.

“I am the sole survivor, so far as T am
awarae, of the American schooner Eliza
Smith, a coasting trader beldnging to
Seatile. I took passage in her from tha
North, returning from the Klondike.
The crew learned that I had gold-in my
possession, and mutinied during a storm,
and the ship struck while the struggle
was going on.  The ringleader was an
Italian named Benedetto. I was thrown
into the sea when the schooner sank,
but I found a spar and clung to if. This
morninzg I found mpyself cast upon a
rocky islet. Where I am I cannot tell,
but I can see mountains to the east=

“

X

£
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ward, s0 I conclude I must be near to
the Canadian coast., I have found
water in a gully, and the eggs of sea-
birds, but there is no other foed, gnd I
must perish. miserably unless am
speedily rescued,

“Send help! I will divide my gold-
dust equally with whoever shall save me.

“Help!

“ROBERT OAKE.

Frank Richards drew a deep breath
as he finished reading. The chums of
Cedar Creek looked at one another.

“The schoorer that went down here
was the Eliza Smith,” said Frank. “You
remember the name—it was on the
heoat.”

Bob Lawless nodded,

“And the Italian who escaped from
the wreck—the man we dragged out
of the sea,” sald Frank, ‘““He called
Thimself Lazarini, but——"

*As likely as not the man mentioned
here, I guess,” said Bob. “It's plain
enough he was one of the gang who
tried to reb this poor chap, Qake, on the
schooner. And that's why he’s hanging
about Pacific Point, though the
Mounted Police are after him. He's
still after the Klondike gold.”

“That's it.”

Bob Lawless looked away towards the
sea, and pointed to the rocky islet that
rose fust above the blue waters in the
distance.

“He's there!” he said. “Thatl's the
jsland he mentions, I'll bet; it’s the
only islet near this part. He put this
message in the boltle and threw it into
the sea, and the water's brought it

. across the bay.”

“My hat! Then we-—1"

“I guess we'll have a boat out to-
day, and visit the island,” said Bob.
“If he’s there well find him. Well
take this paper to Mr. Hichens at the
hotel, though.”

“Lazarini spoke of an Englishman
with a brown beard who was on the
schooner,” sald Frank. “‘I shouldn’t
wonder.if this was the man. Of course,
That's why Lazarini
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was 50 anxious to know if the English4
man had come ashore—it was the gold,
he was thinking about.” :

“Clear enough.”

“And the poor chap’s stranded on
the island yonder all the {ime, most’
likely,” said Vere Eeauclerc. “If that’s
the case, we can soon have him off;
And the sooner the better.”

Bob Lawless spun reund suddenly, ag
there was a sound among the rocks.

COnly a few yards away a dark and
savage face rose over the rocks—the
face of Beppo Lazarini, the Italian’
whom the schoolboys had saved from
the wreck.

His black eyes glinted at the chums
of Cedar Creek,

The expression on his dusky face
showed that e had heard every word
uttered by the irio.

“Lazarini!” ejaculated Frank.

“Or Benedetto!” said Bob Lawless.:
“That's his right name, I guess; and
now we'll collar him, Come on!”

The chums of Cedar Creek made a’
movement fowards the Italian,

Lazarini did not retreat,

He came clambering over the rocks
towards them, a heavy bludeeon in
his hand, )

The chums were unarmed; they had
never dreamed of meeting the ruffian
on the headland, so near to the hotel:
But there were loose rocks at hand,
and in a twinkling each of the school+
boys had hold of a jagged lump.

The Itallan halted.

“Gilve me the paper!” he sald,

Bob Lawless shoved the paper into
his pocket.

“Come and take itl”
coolly,

The ruffian showed his white teeth,

“Listen to e, signorini,” he said.:
“I have heard you speaking; I saw
you take the bottle from the sea, and
I watched you and listened. I am
Benedetto, and if I am laken, my life
Is_forfeit for what happened on the
schooner, I am o desperate man. Is
it true that Robert Oake is on -the
islet across the bay?”

he answered
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“Find out!™

“Give me the paper!” shouted
Lazarini, or, rather, Benedetto, to give
him his true name,

“I guess not.”

“He is there—I know he is there!”
hissed Benedetto. “Has he saved the
gold he carried in his belt?”

Bob Lawless shrugged his shoulders.

“Will you give me the paper?”

“Nix!"

The Italian seaman made a spring
forward, the bludgeon whirling in the
air,
But the chums of Cedar Creek were
ready for him.

They separated and dodged the
«avage blow, and at the same moment
the lumps of rock were hurled,

Orash! Crash!

There was a yell of anguish from
the ruffian as the heavy, Jagged mis-
siles struck him,

He staggered back, the bludgeon
dropping from his hand.

“Collar him!” sghouted Bob Lawless.

The chums of Cedar Creek rushed
forward.

In a moment more their grasp would
have closed upon Benedetto; but the
Italian, eluding them, dashed away
pmong the cliffs and disappeared.

“After him!"”

Frank Richards picked up the
bludgeon, and the three chums rushed
in pursuit.

But the rufflan was gone.

“We'll let them know at the hotell”
gasped Bob Lawless, stopping at last,
“Not much good hunting him among
these rocks—like looking for a needle
in a haystack. Come on!”

And Frank Richards & Co. hurried
guf,‘kt to the lumber hotel at Pacific

ointt,

CHAPTER 13,
The Castaway!

R. HICHENS, at the Paciflc
Point Hotel, removed his pipe
from his mouth and whistled,

85 he listened to the story of the Cedar
Creek chums,
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“Then that Eyetalian is still nang-
ing around,” he said. “I calculated he
had vamoosed the ranch; the Mounted
Police haven't been able to find hide or
hair of him, You younkers had better
keep around the hotel, I guess, till he's
laid by the heels.”

Frank Richards & Co. smiled.

They had little enough intention of
keeping “around” the lumber holel.

“I guess not, .Mr. Hichens,” said Bob
Lawless. “I reckon we've got a cruise
on this afternoon.” W

“A cruise!” repealted the MFmdlord.

“Correct! We're taking the canoe
out to the island, to ook for the galoot
who put that paper in the bottle.”

“What-ho!" said Frank.

Bill Hichens glanced at the sea and
the sky, and nodded,

“I calculate there won't be a blow
to-day,” he remarked. “¥ou can go
In the canoe If you like; the .dago-
won't  be ablg to swim arter you, I
reckon., Good'luck to you!”

And after lunch at the hotel the
chums of .Cedar Creek ran out fhe
cance, and embarked.

The Pacific was as calm, as glass,
and the little craft was safe enough on
the sea in the hands of experienced
canoers like Frank Richards & Co,
They had done a great deal of canoe-
ing in the creeks and on ilie river in
the Thompson Valley. As for the
Ifalian, they gave him no thought.
Benedetto might be dangerous ashore,
but at sca he could not reach them.
And several men from Pacific Point
were already searching the headland
for the elusive mutineer of the Eliza
Smith.

Three paddles leehed infto  the
water, and the canoe glided away
swiftly across the bay,

Out in the wide bay the roll was
wider and heavier, and the chums had
to be careful.

In the distance the rocky islet rose
more clearly to the view,

One or iwo sails piswanered on the
sea—coastwise vessels going south to
Vancouver or the Californian ports;
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nd far out on the ocean they sighted
the smoke-stack of a steamer.

.Bob Lawless glanced back towards
the land.

Pacific Point was only a spot now,
and behind the shore the mountains of
Britisli Columbia rose in great masses
against the sky.

Near the headland a boat was pull-
ing out to sea, with a single man at
the cars,

Bob gave it only a careless glance.

There were several fishermen at
Pacific Point, and the chums had often
walched them In their boats on the

ay.

The beat was following the same
track as the canoe, but at a goed dis-
tance.

“I guess that's the island of the
bottle galoot right enough,” said Bob
Lawless, * He mentioned that he could
see the mountaing, east, so he couldn't

be so very far off the shore. I reckon
we'll find him on Gull Island.”
“I hope $0,” sald Frank. “We ought

to see something of him when we get
a bit nearer.”

The chums glanced incessantly at
the rocky isle as it loomed up larger
and clearer.

There seemed little of it but precipi-
tous rocks, amid which numberless
gulls had built their nesta, and a score
of the sea-birds could be seen wheel-
ing in {he air above it.

“Look!” exclaimed Beauclerc sud-
denly.
He pointed,

On top of a big rock, close by the
sea, a spar stood upright, jammed in
a crevice of the rock, and from the top

-of the spar fluttered a shirt,

It was evidently a signal of distress
~the only one that the shipwrecked
gold-seeker had been able to erect.
X guess that settles it,” remarked
Bob Lawless. “There’s somebody there,
at any rate.,”

The chums paddled on with great
vigour, and the canoe glided swiftly
towards the islet,

Round the islet the sea rolled
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roughly, and the cancers looked out
cauliously for a safe landing.

There was a sudden shout in the
calm, sunny air, and the figure of a
man appeared on the rock beside the
distress signal, waving his arms wildly.

“Help!”

Across the sea the shout floated to
the schoolboys.

Eob Lawless waved his paddle in re-
sponse.

‘The cance glided closer to the big
rock, which rose sheer from the water.
There was no landing there, however.

Bob Lawless stood up, and shouted
to the man above.

“We've come for you!"”

“Thank heaven! Paddie round the
rock on the south side, and there’s a
good landing.”

“Good!"”

The canoe passed on, and floated
round the towering rock. A beach of
shelving shingle came into view, upon
which the waves broke softly.

“Here we are!” said Frank Richards
cheerfully.

The canoce glided close to the sandy
shore, and the figure of the castaway
came speeding down to the water's
edge. He waded into the sea and
helped the canoe ashore.

Irank Richards & Co. jumped out.

They regarded the castaway with
curiosity. He was a big man, more
than six feet in height, with a thick,
brown: beard. His face was bronzed by
exposure to the sun and weather. His
clothes showed plain signs of long im-
mersion in the sea-water, though they
were now dried by the hot sun.

“You're Robert Oake?” asked Bob
Lawless.

‘Yes;
away.

Bob smiled.

“We're schoolboys on holiday from
Cedar Creek, in the Thompson Valley.
‘We found your hottle on the headland
this morning. That was a good stunt,
Mr. Oake, and it's turned out well. The
Eliza Smith went down by the head<
land, but nobody reckoned that a sur<

and you?” asked the cast-
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viver would have landed s¢ far away
as this rock.”

“I guess I was hours clinging to the
spar before I was thrown ashore,” said
Oake. “T had that little spirit-bottle
in my wallet, and I've heard of such
stunts, and T reckoned I would try it.
Was anyone saved from the wreck?”

“Only a dago,” said Bob. “Lazarini,
he called himself, but he's owned up
that he’s Benedetto.”

The brown-bearded man his
teeth.

“He was the leader of the mutling,”
he said. “The skipper gave me a pas-
sapge from the coast up north, and the
rascally dago found that I had gold
in my belt. There were only six hands
on the schooner, and they followed his
lead—excepting one, who was killed in
the struggle. They would have killed
me, but the vessel struck. And so
Benedeito escaped?”

“We pulled him ashore afler the
wreck,” said Frank Richards. ‘“He
was nearly gone when we got him out.
The Mounted Pelice are searching the
coast for him now. But we've got some
grub in the canoe for you, Mr. Oake—
we brought a basket from the hotel”

The basket was taken out of the
canoe, and the chums of Cedar Creek
busied themselves attending to the
wants of the Klondike miner,

He ate almost ravenously, and the
colour tame back into his pinched
cheeks as he did so.

“I guess there's enother galoot com-
ing out for you, Mr. Oake” remarked
Bob Lawless, with his eyes on the sea.

‘The man from the Klondike glanced
round.

The hoat the schoolboys had seen
pulling out from the headland was
drawing near the island now.

The sun sireamed down on the man
who sat at the oars, pulling away
steadily—a bareheaded man, with
thick, black hair.

As his back was to the island, the
schoolboys could not see much of him,
bui it struck fhem that there was

seb
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something familiar about the thick,
\,hlstezmg, jet-black halir.

“I guess I've seen that black poll be-
fore,” sald Bob suddenly. “That
ism't the top-knot of any of tha
C'm'xdlan fishermen, I gues

“Lazarinil” exclaimed Fran.k Richs
ards, with a jump.

Oake sprang to his feet.

“Benedetto!” )

As if he knew that his name had
been spoken, the man in the boat
looked round towards the islet, and the
chums of Cedar Creek recognised the
swarthy, savage face of the man they
had saved from the sea.

CHAPTER 14.
Face to Facel
& ENEDETTO!”
B The man from the Klondike
muttered the name between his
teeth.

His hand went to his hip-pocket, and
a deadly glitfer came into his eyes as
he watched the Italian in the boal.

The boat pulled steadily on for the
islet.

“The hound!” mutilered Bob Law-
less. *“He must have taken that hoal
from one of the fishermen—it’s one of
the Pacific Point hoats. Whal’s he
done to the owner, I wonder?”

“Let him come a little nearer!”
Ozke grimly.

He had taken a revolver from his

said

hip-pocket, and was examining It
carefully.

Frank Richards & Co. looked at him
quickly.

“Youre not going fo fire at him?"
exclaimed Frank,
Oake nodded.

“I guess so!” he answered coolly.

“What do you think the dago is com-,

ing here for?”
“He heard us talking, after we had
found the paper in the bottle—"
“And he knows I am here?”
“Sure!”
“He is still after my gold-belt!” said

A
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ihe Klondike miner. “I reckon il's
something else he-is goinz to get!”

“But—"

Oake held the revolver ready in his
fand, down at his side, so that the
Italian should not observe it, and
watched the boat.

Frank Richards & Co. looked at one
another,

They knew the Klondike man’s Inten-
tions.

They knew, too, that Benedetto
was pulling to the islet with murder-
ous intent—that he was a mutineer
and an assassin, and that he deserved
his doom. It was for the sake of
Oake’s gold-belt that he had roused the
mutiny on the Elza Smith, and thus
caused the wreck of the schooner; it
was for that that he had lingered at
Pacific Point, instead of making his
escape inland. And it was plaln
enough that he would stick at nothing
when he landed on the islet. But it
went too much against the grain to
see him shot down defencelessly.

The chums of Cedar Creek stood,
trolibled and undecided, as the boat
pulled nearer. The broad back of the
Italinn, as he bent to the oars, offered
an easy. targef, and the man from the
Klondike was only wailing for a
favourable moment.

“Hold on!” exclaimed Frank Rich-
ards, as Oake raised his arm,

Bob caught at his wrist,

“You can't shool him!” he said.

Oake uttered an impatient exclama-

tion. It was pretty evident that he
had been used to rough ways on the
Klondike, where life was held cheap.
- “I guess I've two thousand dollars
in dust in my belt,” he said. “Half of
it belongs to you youngsters, for com-
ing here to me, ‘That's what that dago
is after. He’s going to get lead instead
of gold.”
- “We can't claim any reward for
coming here for you,” said Bob, “But
—you can't shoot a man in cold blood.
Let him land, and we'll rope him in
and take him back to Pacific Point a
prisoner.”

*II he has a shooter about him—

“He hasn'tl He'’s lost his knife,
teo,” said Bob. “We shall handle him
easily enough when he lands.”

The man from the Klondike gave a
grunt.

“You've saved my life,” he said.  “I
should have starved to dealh here bug
for you. Youre a fool, but I guess
Tl let you have your way. But if he
resists, I'll drill him on the spot!” -

“That's all right,” said Bob.

The boat was very near now.

Benedetlo had seen the landing-place
and the four figurcs standing there by
ihe canoe, and he came on, as if intend-
ing to land in the same spot. But at
a distance of a dozen yards from the
shore he stood up in the boat, and his
black eyes fixed on the Klondike miner,

Oake eyed him steadily, his hand be-
hind him, with the revolver in its grasp.

“Cospetto! So you are still alive,
amice mio,” said the Italian. “ You also
have had good fortune.  And the gold
—that is still in your belt, non e vero?”

“T guess so,” answered Oake quietly.

“Listen to me, then. Throw the belt
into the beoat and I will pull away, and
leave you in peace,”

The man from the Klondike laughed,

“¥ou refuse, signor?”

“I guess so. <Come ashore.”

“I shall come fast enough, mi amice,”
said Benedetto. " And neither you nor
the boys will live to tell of what has
happened."

“I guess that galoot is a cool custo-
mer,"” murmured Bob Lawless. “There’s
four of us here, and he’s unarmed.”

“Is he unarmed?” muttered Vere
Beauclerc. ‘“He must have faken that
boat by violence; and he may have ob-
tained weapons.”

“He wouldn't be fool enough to attack

four of us unarmed” said Frank
Richards, “He must have a weapon,
Look out!”

Benedetto stooped in the boat, as it
to take up his oars again to pull ashore.

The next moment a rifle glinted over
the gunwale,
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It was evident that the Ifalian was
armed.

“Yook out!” shouted Oake.

Crack!

The Italian fired quickly, but the man
from the Klondike was on his guard. He
dropped on his knees behind a spur of
reck, and the bullet whistled harmlessly
over his head.

“Cospetto!”

A curse from the Italian floated over
the water.

Frank Richards & Co. had darted into
cover instantly.

As the report echoed and rang among
the crags of the islet, the eastaway and
his rescuers were out of sight, and the
Italian stood in the rocking boat, with
the smoking rifle in his hand, gritting
his teeth.

“1 guess it’s my turn now!”

Calre multered the words grimly.

He raised his head cautiously above
the rock.

The Italian was quickly reloading the
rifle in the boat, his eyes glinting to-
weards the shore as he did so.

Crack!

Oake's revolver rang out: but the
Italian, quick as a cat, dropped on his
knees in the boat,

Crack, crack, crack!

Three rapid shots pumped inte the
boat, but the Italian was lying bhelow
the ginwale, and there came no sound
from him. But that he was not hit
was soon proved. The barrel of the rifle
rose into view over the gunwale, glim-
mering in the sun, the Italian kecping
out of sight. HEE

Cake watched grimly. !

Frank Richords & Co. peercd out of
ile cover of the rocks, and watched
ihe boat.

They noted that it was drifting nearer
to the shore on the undulating waves,
and it was only a matter of minutes
before the crouching Itelian would he
exposed to the revolver.
m'l‘he man from the Klondike was wait-

I
He did not waste & shot. Only two
bullets remained in hkis revolver, and
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he had no more ammunition. He could

' not afford to waste another ball.

There was a sudden movement in the
boat, and Benedetio rose into view, and
the rifle rang out. The revolver an-
swered it at the same moment.

Crack-ack!

There came a scream of pain from
the boat, and the Italian dropped the
rifle.

The Klondile miner stood unhurt.
‘The rifle-ball, fired so hastily, had gone
near enough to clip a fragment of cloth
from his shoulder, but that was all.

"I guess that’s got him!"

The Ifalian was clasping his right
arm with his left hand, and his fingers
were red.

The rifle lay in the bottom of the
boat, smoking,

Oake ran down to the water, with the
chums of Cedar Creek at his heels, The
boat had drifted very close now, and
they were able to wade to it in the
shallow water

“Hands up, Dago!” shouted Oake, as
he strode into the water to the rock-
ing boat.

His revolver was levelled.

Benedetlo, with a snarl like a wild
beast, threw his hands above his head.

“Our game, I guess!” grinned the
man from Klondike. “Ah, would you!”

Benedetto had made a sudden spring
from the boat. The revolver rang as
he did so; but the shot was hurried, and
it missed the Italian by an inch or more.

The next instant the grasp of the
ruflian was upon the Klondike miner,
and they were struggling furiously in
the water. :

CHAPTER 15,
Fer Lifo or Deathl

PLASH!
S Splash!

The struggle was fierce, but it
was brief. Before the chums of Cedar
Crecit could Iend their aild to the Klon-
dilte miner it was over.  For a moment,
it had looked as if the big, brown-!
bearded miner would crumple up the'
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slighter Italian in his grasp; but his
foot slipped in the sand under the
water, and he went backwards. The
water closed over his head, and the
Ttelian sprang free,

With the water washing to his waist,
he stood for a moment, his black eyes
glaring at Frank Richards & Co.

But he did not attack them.

He scrambled back to the hoat, and
clambered in, as Oake rose, panting
and spluttering, from the water,

*Seize him!*’ panted the miner,

He splashed towards the boat. Frank
Richards & Co. were already wading to
it as fast as they could. Their object
was to seize thle Italian before he could
relond the rifle.  But Benedetio was in
the boat again now, and an oar whirled
in his grasp. He aimed.a savage blow
at Oake, and the miner sprang back,
splashing.

The oar swept round, and the school-
boys floundered back cut of reach. Oake
had the empty revolver clubbed in his
grasp, but it was useless as a weapon till
he could get to close quarters, and the
whirling oar drove him back,

Benedetto did not heed the rifle.  He
would have been given neo time to reload
it, and he knew it. He shoved the oar
against a rock under the water, and the
boat sprang out from the shore.

Ouf of reach of his foes, the Italian
seaman seized the other oar, and began
to pull.

His black eyes glittered back at the
four as he pulled g&way from them. The
blood was running down his wounded
arm, but he did not heed the wound.
Oake mutiered an oath between his
teeth,

.“He’s getiing his distance, to pot us
from the boat,” he said bitterly. “If you
had let me drill him at first—"

“Tumble into the canoe!” exclaimed
Bob Lawless. “I guess the cance can
bkeat that boat any day. He won't
get us yet.”

. ¥1 guess that's a good idea.”

Frank Richards & Co. and the miner
tumbled hurriedly into the canoe as the
Ttalian pulled off.
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The chums of Cedar Creek flashed out
the paddles.

There was no paddle for Oake, and
he sat watching the Ifalian, with the
useless revolver in his grasp.

As the cance glided out into deeper
water the Italian ceased to pull. The
boat was fifty yards distant, and he
had time now. Laying in the cars, he
picked up the rifle, and loaded it
methodically.

‘There were tense faces in the canoe
now.

Oake was muttering between his teeth.
The Italian had been at his mercy, and
the schoolboys had held his hand. But
it was too late to think of that now. The
Italian was preparing to fire.

“I guess we'll beat him yet!” mut-
tered Bob Lawless, “Once we get a
start, he’ll never get near us in that
heavy boat.”

“Look out!” muttered Beauclere,

The Italian, kneeling in the boat, was
taking aim ot the canoe. The rifle was
far from steady. The ruffian’s right
arm was hurt, and the wound wasg pain-
ful, and the boat was rocking on the
sen. Benedetto dwelt long and care-
fully upon his aim before he pulled the
trigger.

Bob Lawless muttered directions to

is comrades. The three paddlers-
acted as one man.

Instead of proceeding in a direct line,
the canoe wound and twisted like a
snake on the calm surface of the sea,
zigzagging its course, and the evil scowl
on Benedetto's face showed how the
movement baffled him in taking aim.

He fired at last.

Crack!

But the rzigzapging canoe was six
yards from the line of fire when the
bullet flew.

The ball
harmlessly,

“Good for you!” exclaimed Oake.

“Now,"” panted Bob Lawless, “go itl
Put it on, like thunder!”

His eomrades did not need bidding.

They paddled with every ounce of
their strength {0 put a greater distance

splashed into the waves
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tween the canoe and the hoat while
the Italian was reloading his rifle.

The canoe fairly flew over the shining
waters.

“Look out!” callcd out Oake,
taking aim again.”

“Play up!” said Bob,

The cance resumed
course.

It was a good hundred yards and
more from the boat now, and the
Italian’s task was more difficult than
hefore. Only by chance could ihe bullet
strike the occupants of the rapidly-
twisting little craft.

Crack!

The bullet ploughed up the water a
dozen yards from the canoe, and the
chums of Cedar Creck burst Into a
laugh,

“Now put it onl” exclalined Bob,

Again the canoe flew on at top speed.

The Itallan, standing up In the boat,
was reloading the rifle as fest ns his in-
Jured arm would permit. Had he
possessed o repeating-rifle the result
would probably have been different. But
the fisherman's gun he had stolen with
the boat was an old-fashioned one,
Before he was ready to fire again the
canoe was almost at a safe distance.

Crack!

“I guess he won't hurt us now,”

“He is

its ziggaging

grinned Bob Lawless. “Where did
that one go?”
“About twenty yards off,” said

Beauclere, with a smile.

“He's rowing now,” said Oake.

Bob Lawless chuckled.

“Let him row. I guess we can beat
that old boat in this canoe, and not
half try.”

Bob Lawless was right.

Benedetto had taken the oars again,
and was pulling desperately after the
canoe, But at every stroke of the
paddles the distance bctween the two
cralt was increasing.

Pacific Point was in sight now, and
the schoolboys could see moving figures
on the beach, among them a mounted
man in uniform. It was one of the
Mounted Police. Benedetto looked

ON THE WESTERN TRAIL!

round at the canoe, and, with an oath,!
relinquished the oars. He was losing
instead of gaining, and the sight of the
mounted officer on the shore gave him
pause.

He seized the rifle agaln, and loaded
and fired as rapidly as he could. But
the canoe was almost out of range now,
and the bullets flew wide. And from
the shore there came the crack of a rifle,
and a ball flew very near to the Italian's
boat.

A furious dusky fist was shaken after
the escaping canoe as the Italian aban-
doned the chase,

He threw down the rifle, and took up
the oars again, pulling away to sea. For
his life he dared not land, and he had to
take his chance on the open ocean.

Frank Richards locked after him. and
he was not sorry to see the boat vanish-
ing into the haze of the sea. Benedetto
was gone, and Frank wondered whether
he had scen the last of him. The gold
bell for which the ruffian had plotted
and shed blood was safe from him now.
Five minutes later the canoe ran on the
sand, and Frank Richards & Co. jumped
ashore.

The next day the man from the Klon-
dike started for Vancouver, but on land
this time, on a horse borrowed at
Pacific Point. And for several dnys"‘
afterwards horsemen were riding up and
down the coast In search of Benedetto.
But the Italian was not found; and
Frank Richards & Co. concluded that
his boat had drifted out upon the
Pacific, and the deep blue waters held
the secret of his fate.

CHAPTER 16,
Fha Ocean Trampl

u AT about a run down the
\x{ coast?”
Bob Lawless asked the
question.
The chums of Cedar Creck School

were seated on a big boulder on the
rocky headland at Pacific Point,
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‘The wide Pacific rolled before them,
deep blue to the utmost verge of the
western horizon.

It was a blazing afternoon in the
hot Canadian summer, and the shadow
of the big rock close at hand was
grateful and comforting to the three
+gchoolboys as they sat and watched
the sea.

Down in the bay a brig was at
anchor, and a boat had gone off to the
lumber hotel.

“A run down the coast!” repeated
Frank Richards. “IMy dear chap, it’s
too hot for running anywhere.”

“Fathead!” was Bob's reply. “1
megan a run dm‘m the coast in a vessel

on the water.”

“Not a bad .u:lea." sald Vere Beau-
clere. “It's jolly here for our holi-
days, but I'd like to have a lock along
the coast if it could be managed. But
how?”

Bob pointed to the brig anchored in
the bay,

lmt craft Is going down to Van-
couver,” he said, “She's from the
ports " up mnorth, trading along the
coast. Her skipper would give us a
passage for a few dollars.”

Frank Richards sat upright and
looked down at the brig with some
interest.

The brig was an old vessel, a good
deal in need of new paint, and locked
generally the worse for wear and
“tear. Three or four of the crew
could be seen loafing about her deck,
and a man was sitting on the bow-
sprit smoking a pipe and spitting into
the watler every other minute.

“It’s not a passenger ship!” sald
Frank.

Bob Lawless laughed.

“No fear! It's a cargo tramp,” he
answered. “But these craft take pgs-
sengers when they can get them. Of
course, the accommodation’s rough
and ready. You dig in somewhere
aft, and take your chance. You mess
with the captain and the mate, and
the grub won't remind you of a first-
class hotel at Vancouver or Toron.b.
But you see sommething of ship life,
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and you see the coast and the sea,
and—and it’s a jolly good idea to go,
I guess.”

“Which means that you've made up
your mind, and we'd better see about
booking our passage, said Frank
Richards, laughing.

Bob Lawless rose from the boulder,
grinning.

“¥ou've hit it!” he sa:d “But only
if you'd care to go——"

“Oh, I'd like it all right!”

“Same  here,” said  Beauclerc.
“We've only been on the sea in a
boat and a cance so far. IS will be

simply ripping to have a run in a sea-
going vessel. If it's rough and ready
thal won't hurt us. We're not soft.”

“Then it’s a cinch?” asked Bob.

“Oh, yes!”

“¥es, rather.”

“Come on, then!™

And the chums of Cedar Creck
started along the headland for the
lumber hotel, where they were staylng
for their summer helidays,

“We shall have to ask Mr. Hichens,”
remarked Bob. “We're sort of in his
charge here, but I guess that will bo
all right.”

The three schoolboys arrived at the
lumber hotel and found a stranger
there, seated on the piazza. From his
seafaring attire they guessed that he
was the skipper of the brig. He was
a big, lanky, loose-jointed man, with a
little grey beard like a goat, and very
sharp grey eyes, He was smoking a
big Mexican cheroot, blowing out great
cleuds of smoke, not wholly to the com-
fort of the other hotel visitors, wha
were taking it easy on the piazza.

“That’s the johnny, I suppose!™
murmured Frank Richards.

“You bet!”

“Let's tackle him, then!™

“Come on!" answered Bob,

The three chums mounted the
piazza, and saluted the sea captain
politely. He blinked at them through
the smoke of the Mexican cheroot,

“Good-afternoon, captain!”™ gald
Bob Lawless cheerily,



32

“*Arternoon!”
laconic reply.

“Your ship in the bay?”

“My brig.”

“Looking for passengers?”

‘'Nope!”

Bob Lawless coughed. The Ameri-
can skipper was evidently a man of
few words., He stared past the school-
boys and continued (o blow out smoke
in great volumes.

“Could you give us a passage down
to Vancouver?” asked Bob, coming to
the point.

eptn

“Good!” said Frank Richards.

“When do you sail?” asked Bob,

“When the water’s aboard.”

“When will that be?”

"I guess half an hour.”

“Then we'd better get our bags,”
remarked Beauclere.

“Hold on a minutel Whatl's the
charge, captain?”

The big man reflected. He blew out
smoke for a minute or two, and then
answered :

“Twenty dollars & man, all found!”

“Done!” said Bob.

“Be ready for the boat!” said the
skipper briefly. “I guess the Qcean
Queen don't walt for any galcot!”

“Right-ho!”

The chums of Cedar Cheek went into
the hotel and sought Mr. Bill Hichens,
the proprietor. They were more or
less in charge of Mr. Hichens during
their holiday at Pacific Point, many a
long mile from their home in the
Thompson Valley, Mr. Hichens looked
thoughtful when they explained their
intentions.

“Waal, I guess you won’t come to
any harm,” he remarked. “I know
Captain Finn; hes a good man.
You'll land at Vancouver, and come
back up the coast. None of your
games, you know, ¥ou're not to go on

to California.”

“We'd like to,” sald Bob, smiling.
“But we won't, We’ll be back in a
few days, Mr. Hichens—sooner than

Jou want to see us, in fact!™

was the skipper's
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“Waal, you'd Dbeiler
truck!” said Mr. Hichens,

And the schoolboys, much delighted
with the prospect before them, hur-
ried to their room to pack their
“truck.”

The *“truck” did not amount to
much. A couple of bags containing all
that the chums thought they would
need for a few days at sea.

They were walting for the boat on
the shingle by the time the long-
limbed skipper came down from the
hotel,

A couple of dago seamen were in the
boat, with several big kegs that had
been filled with waler at the creek be-
hind the lumber hotel.

“Tumble in!” sald Captain Finn.

The schoolboys ‘“tumbled” in, and
the captain sat down in the stern, and
the two dagoes pulled off.

A few minutes later Frank Richards
& Co. were climbing the side of the
Ocean Queen, and In a guarter of an
hour more the anchor was up, and the
brig was rolling out of the hay.

pack your

CHAPTER 17.
Life on the Ocean Wave!"

RANK RICHARDS & CO.remained

F on deck, looking about them

with much interest as the Ocean
Queen rolled out into the Pacific,

“Rolled” was the right word. The
old brig rolled her way through
the water, and the chums could see
that in rough weather she would be a
far from happy home. But at present
the Pacific was smooth and smiling,
and a gentle breeze off the shore filled
the palched old brown sails.

There were seven men to the crew,
as well as the captain and the mate.
Four of them were dagoes—seamen of
Latin race. The boatswain and two of
the foremast hands were American.

The cargo tramp was not exactly
cleanly, as the chums soon observed.

Mops and holystones would have im-
Jproved its appearance considerably, to

‘|
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say nothing of fresh paint. There
were several casks and packing-cases
about the decks and a coop of fowls,
who cackled and clattered incessantly
as the brig “walloped 7 out info deep
water.

The old brown sails were so patched
that they looked like containing more
patches than original canvas. Cap-
tain Finn was owner as well as
skipper, and whatever profits he made
by coast trading he evidently did not
expend much of them on the adorn-
ment of his brig.

Frank Richards & Co. went below
at last, snown to their quarters by a
Chinaman, who was cook and cabin-
boy. 'The chums of Cedar Creek had
expected it rough on the coasting-
tramp, and they found that they
would have to rough it, beyvond the
shadow of a doubt. The companion-
ladder led into a dusky region, where
there was an old table with the frag-
ments of a meal still adorning it, and
a stuffly smell; and from this cabin
the “slate-rooms” opened. There
were four of them—two belonging to
the skipper and matle, and the other
two were at the service of the pas-

sengers. One of them contained two
bunks. = All of them were filled with
cargo—trading “‘notions” of various

kinds, which the Chinaman shifted out
to make room for them.

"He left a great deal of dust behind,
and plenty of smell, which he did
not seem to think mattered at all,

Frank Richards looked round the
tiny cabins, and whistled.

Bob Lawless made a grimace,

“I reckoned we should have to rough
it,” he remarked.

“And you were right!" said Beau-

clerc, laughing. “Never mind, We
can stand it.”
“I guess we shall have to now, any-

how. ©Oh, by gum, cockroaches!”

“In the bunks!” murmured Frank
Richards.

“By gum! That Chmaman has got
to do some cleaning!”

Bob Lawless went out into the
cabin and caught the cook by the
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pigtail as he was departing. The
Celestial turned round with a howl.

“What's your name?” asked Bob.

“Wun Pang! You lettee go!”

“Well, you'll get more than one
pang if you don’t clean up our cabins,”
said Bob. “Cockreaches in the bunks
are not good enough. See?”

The Chinee grinned.

“Allee samee,” he replied.
plenty  cockloach
good killee!™

“Well, you can try the eflect of
killing a few hundreds,” said Bob.
““Herc's a dollar for you, you heathen.
Now start in!”

“ Allee light.”

Invigorated by the dollar, Wun
Pang started work on the state-rooms,
and thoey were considerably benefited
by his cforts. There was a holocaust
of cockroaches, and the chums hoped
to see no more of them. Roughing it
was one thing, but sleeping with cock-
roaches was guite another.

"I guess this place is a bit stuffy,”
remarked Bob Lawless, when the
Chiness had departed with his mop

“Muchee
everywhere. No

and bucket. “It's making me feel
quite queer.”
“Same here!” said Frank.

“I-was just going to say the same,”
remarked Beauclerc, “I've got quite
a gueer feeling inside.”

“Better get back on deck.”

The chums went up the companion,
where the fresh sea breeze made them
fcel a little better. But they scon dis-
covered that it was not wholly the
stuffiness of the regions below that
made them feel queer.

“Youre looking quite pale, Frank,”
Bob Lawless remarked suddenly.

Frank breathed rather hard.

“I'm feeling a bit rctlen,” he
answered. “I—I think this blessed
old tub is rolling a lot.”

“The old brute seems to be playing
pitch and toss with the Pacific,”
grunted Bob. “I—I feel— Ohl”

Bob made a rush for the taffrail.

IIis chums joined him there a few
minutes later.

The next hour was not enjoyable to
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the chums of Cedar Creek. Their de-
sire for travel on the ocean wave was
dead and gone, and they would have
given all the gold-mines in British
Columbia to have their feet set upon
the firm, dry land of the Thompson
Valley once more. They were in the
throes of misery when Wun Pang came
along.

“M=ass' Finn sayee dinneel!” he sald.

“Go away!” said Frank Richards
faintly.

“Nicee dinnee,” sald Wun
“Nicey loast pork——-"

“Go away!”

“Sheer off, you .horrid heathen!”
groaned Bob Lawless.

Pang.

“Nicee fattee pork——"

“Kill  him!”  murmured Frank
Richards. “Pitch him into the sea!
Oow!”

“Nicey gleasy pork—-"

“Grooog !”

“Oogooch !

Wun Pang grinned and retired,

leaving the chums of Cedar Creek in
their anguish. And Frank Richards
& Co. did not join Captain Finn at
dinner.

CHAPTER 15.
Picked Up at Seal

UMP!
B “¥ocoop ¥

Frank Richards started and
awoke.

It was morning, and the sun was
streaming down on the wide Pacific.
There was not much sun or air in the
little state-room Frank was sharving
with his Canadian cousin.

:?lut Frank woke up fecling quile
w

ell.
‘The deadly seasickness had passed
off avernight, and the terrible uncer-
tainty he had felt inwardly was over.
“Hallo! What's the row, Bob?” he
asked drowsily, as he listened to the
disturbance in the bunk below.
“Yow-ow-ow!”
“What the dickens—""
“Oh, dear!” Bob Lawless rubbed
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his head. “There was a cockroach on
my neck when I woke up——"

“Oh, my hat!”

“And I jumped and banged my
head! Owl”

Frank Richards turned out of the
ounk hastily.

The massacre of the cockroaches by
the Chinee had cleared the state-room
the previous day. Now the cock-
roaches had returned, and there were
dozens of them. Frank Richards
grabhed at his clothes, and cock-
roaches fell out of them as he did so. .

“Oh, dear! Oh, crumbs!” he
gasped. "“Is fhis a life on the ccean
wave? Give me dry land!”

“Ow, ow, ow!”

Bob and Frank shook out their
clothes very carefully before they put
them on. Then they emerged from
the state-rocom, and found Vere Beau-
clerc in the main eabin,

“Found any roaches?” asked Frank:

Beauclerc made a grimace.

"*About a hundred!” he answered.

‘Wun Pang came up grinning.

“Bleakfast?” he asked.

“¥ou haven't killed all the roaches,
you heathen!” said Bob sternly.

“No can, Plentee muchee loaches
in hold, comee back allee samee,” said
Wun Pang.

"“We shall have to get used to them,”
said Bob, as cheerfully as ne could.
“Never mind. Think what it must be
like in the forecastle, and thank your
lucky stars youre not sailing before
the mast.”

‘The keen air of the sea had given
the chums of Cedar Creek a good
appelite, especially as they had eaten
nothing, as yet, since coming aboard
the Ocean Queen. Wun Pang set out
their breakfast, and though the fare
was rough they did it full justice.
After that another dollar induced the
Chinaman to make a fresh raid on the
cockroaches, while the chums of Cedar
Creek sunned themselves on deck.

The Dbrig was ploughing her way
southward before a good breeze.
Captain Finn gave the schoolbbys a
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and Mr.
the meate, bade them good-
The old patched sails were
nd drawing and the Ocean
s making gcod way. Over-
head the sun blazed from a sky of
cloudless blue.

The Co. found plenty of interest In
watching the seamen at work, and in
looking at the vessels that nppcured
in sight—n good many “wind-
Jammers,” like the one they were on,
and a few steamers that left a track
of black smoke against the blue
horizon. Afar in the distance the dim
outline of ountain summits against
the sky told them wherz the land was.

Towards eight bells the chums
noticed that Captgin Finn was gazing
with a very intent expression across
the shining water, in the direction of
the distant mountain summits.

They followed his gaze, but discerned
nothing in the distance save the roil-

«ing waves and the dim mountaing be-

Yyond.

'I‘he skiz Jpel looked round suddenly.

“Here one of you fetch up my
‘binoculars from the cabin!” he called

ned when they came up,
Bunce,

out.

''Right-ho!” said Bob.

He ran down the combvanion, and
returned with the glasses.

The skipper clapped them to his
eyes, and walched the sea again, Then
he lowered the bincculars and rapped
out an order to the helmsman.

“There's something up!” remarked
Bob to his comrades.

The Ocean ueen  changed her
course a liltle, bearing away to port,
and the chums of Cedar Creek
watched the seca keenly with some
excitement, wondering what the cap-

tain had geen,

“I guess il's a beoat!” said Bob Law-
less at last,

Before long they could see it clearly.

A boat was dancing on the waves,
apparently unoccupied—at all events,
no oceupant could he seen.

But as the brig bore down on It
Frank Richards discerned a form that
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lay motionless in the bottom of the
boat. -

That was evidently what the skipper
had scen through his binoculars.

All hands on the brig were looking

towards the boat now, and Irank
fii‘ulmi‘ds & Co. walched it with deep
nierest.

Closer and closer the brig drew, till
the molionless form in the boat was
cle:tﬂy made out.

“Dead, I reckon,” they heard Cap-
lain Finn remark to the male, who
had come up from brlow ut I
guess we'll make sure.”

"Ay, ay, sir?”

“Paor chap[" murmured Franlk
Richards. ‘Some sailorman from a
W k, I suppose.”

That’s it!” said Bob. “Goodness
knows how long he's been in that open
boat. I—I hope i

“We shall scon see whether he's
alive.”

The brig was close now, and the
DO‘\L crocked on the swell from the
Mr. Bunee stood ready with
0 nn in the chains, and as the brig
rounded to he jumped into the boat
and made the line fast. The boat
drifted alongside the Ocean Queen,
and Frank Richards & Co. lookecC
down into it as the mate examined
the motionless man.

“Waal?” called the skipper.

“Alive, T reckon!” ecalled back Mr.

Buncu “But purty far gone”

guess we'll take him aboard,
then."”
The boat drew close under the

chains, and the unconscious man was
handed up.

He was quite insensible, and his face
showed plain traces of the grim priva-
tion he had been through.

“A dago, I guess!” remarked the
skipper. “But, dago, or nol, he's wel-
come to the Ocean Queen,”

;;]My hat!” muttered IFrank Rich-
ards. ’
He stared blankly at the drawn

ducsky face of the caslnway.
Changzed ns Il was by privation and
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suffering, Frank Richards recognised
it. He had seen that swarthy Italian
faclcl: before, and learned to know it
well.

“By gum, I've seen him-—-—" mut-
tered Bob.

And Vere Beauclerc said quietly :

“Benedetlol”

CHAPTER 19,
The Mutineer!
o ENEDETTO!"
B Frank Richards & Co. re-
peated the name as the eaptain
picked up the wretched, shrunken
form in his powerful arms and carried
the castaway below.

Mr, Bunce glared al them.

“You've seen Lhe man before?” he
asked.

“I guess so!" answered Bob Law-
less, “He's an Italian seaman named
Benedetto, and he’s wanted by the law
for mutiny."”

“Bure?”

"Qulte sure!™

‘Oh, Jerusalem!™ said the mate.

Captain Finn was busy below with
the wretched man for some time, the
mate takinz his watch on deck. The
skipper came up the companion at
last.

“I reckon he'll pull through,” said
the skipper to Mr. Bunce. “He's
come round. Says his name is Picelni,
and he's the survivor of an Ifallan
steamer that went down with all
hands in the stform a few days since.
I reckon he’s had a bad time.”

Frank Richards & Co. exchanged
glances. It was clearly their duty to
tell the skipper what they knew of the
castaway; Benedetlo was loo danger-

“The youngsters say
seen him before, sir,” said Mr. Bunce.

that they've

"I guess thal’s sgo, caplain,” said
Bob Lawless. “He's a dangerous man
and a mutineer. You ought to know,

I guess.”
“Hey—whal's that?” ejaculated
¢Caplain Finn,
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Bob Lawless explained.

“He was a_ seaman on a scheoner
called the Tliza Smith that was
wrecked at Pacific Point in the
storm,” he said. ““He was the ring-
leader of a mutiny, and he's being
hunted by the Mounied Police ashore.
He stole that boat from a fisherman
al Paclfle Point and fled to sea. 1
suppose he's been drifting about since
—il's two days since he dizappeared.”

“Sure of thal?”

“I'd know him
wcu]cl my friends.”

"“8pin me. the whole yarn.”

Bob Lawless told the story of the
encounter with the mutincer, the
skipper listening attentively,

He blew out a big cloud of smoke
when the Canadian schoolboy had
finished. .

“I guess I'm glad you've told me’?
he remarked. - “Mister Benedetto will
go ashore in irors at Vancouver. There
was a rifle in the boat, Mr. Bunce?”

“Yep, and a belt of cartridges,” sald
the mate. “I've brought them aboard;
sir,”

“You can cast off the boat.”

The brig had resumed her south<
ward course, and the captain paced
the afterdeck for some time in deep
thought, smoking hard; ecvidently
;:ll;inkmg of what Bob Lawless had told

im.

He went below at last. The cast
away was lying on a matiress on the
floor of the cabin, eating from a bowl
of soup brought him by Wun Pang,
He was already looking much better.
His dark eyes fixed on the caplain ab
once as hie approached.

Captain Finn stood loocking at him
for some momenis in silence. Then
he spoke abruplly.

“You told me your name Wwas
Piceini?”

“8i, signor.”

“Of the steamer Marce Polo, Leg-
Torn?”

" 8i, signor.”

“¥our name isn't Benedetto by any
chance?”

anywhere, and sq
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The Italian started violently, A
glitter shot into his black eyes.

“No, signor,” he muttered.
. “You didn't sail on
Smith?”

The dusky seaman payted.

“Who told you?” he rhutiered.

Captain Finn called up the
panion.

“Step down here, you youngsters,”
he said.

Frank Richards & Co. came down
Into the cabin. Benedetto started
again as he saw them, and set his
white teeth, At the sight of the
chums of Cedar Creek he understood
that further deception was fulile.

# “You know these young gents, I
guess?” remarked the skipper of the
Ocean Queen grimly.

The Italian did not reply, but his
black eyes glittered at the schoolboys.

“You_ know us, Benedeito,” sald
Frank Richards. “We saved your
life after the storm at Pacific Point.”

“¥ou—here!” muttered Benedetta.

the Eliza

com-

“I guess il's a clear case,” said
Captain Finn. “As soon as you're
better, my man, youre going into

irons; and in a couple of days you'll
be landed af Vancouver and handed
over to the police. And if you give
any trouble on board my vessel—-"

The skipper paused and drew a
revolver from his hip-pocket, and held
it up fer the Italian to see. **Look
at that! Any of your iricks on my
ship, and I'll lay you out as dead
as a cockroach. Keep that in mind,
Mister Benedetto!”
| The captain replaced his revolver,
and returned to the deck, followed by
Frank Richards & Co.

Benedetto was left fo his thoughts,
which were probably not pleasant ones.

When the chums came down a little
later Benedetlo was still stretched on
ihe matiress, and he looked weaker
than when tfmy had seen him before.
He called to them in a faink voice,
*'Signorini |
“Hallo!” answered Bob TLawless,
and the schoolboys appronched (he
castaway.
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“Signorini,” said the Itallan faintly,
‘it is true that you saved my life after
the wreck of the schooner, and I—I at-
tacked you afterwards. Now that I
am dying, I ask your pardon.”

Frank started.

“Dying!™ he exclaimed.

“Presto, presto!” mullered Bene-
delto.  “TI have been without food—
without water—in the blaze of the
sun. I feel that I am sinking. I shall
not see another sun rise.”

“It's not as bad as that, T hope?”
said Vere Beauclerc, with some com-
passion.

“1 feel that it is so, signor. It
matters litile; but I ask your pardon
before I die.,”

“Of course we forgive you!” said
Frank Richards. “But keep your
pecker up, 1Benedetto; youwll pull
round.”

The Italian shook his head feebly,
and sank back on the mattress. The
chums of Cedar Creek ate their
dinner in silence in a rather sombre
mood. Desperado as Bencdetto un-
doubtedly was, stained with many a
crime, they could not help fecling
compassion for him now. When they
returned to the deck Bob Lawless in-
formed the skipper of what the Itallan
had said.

Captain Finn shrugged his sheulders.

“He's been through enough to kill
many a man,” he said. “I guess it’s
all the better for him if he pegs out
here, There’s a rope waiting for him
on dry land, I calculate”

“I—I suppose 50,” sald Bob.

Frank Richards & Co. looked at the
Italian again befere they turned In
for the night. He was lylng sllenlly
on the mattress breathlng faintly,
and certainly looked In o serlous con-
dition.  He glanced up ot them, and
smiled faintly.

“Addio, signori!” he mutlered. *I
shall not see you again, Ahlme! E
giusto-e! Gilusto! Addlo!"

The Ilalian closed his eyes, and the
chums went o thely slale-rooms in a
subdued moodl,
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CHAPTER 20.
A Merciless Mutineer!
RANK RICHARDS opened his
eyes.
He had awakened suddenly;
he could not tell why.

In the lower bunk Bob Lawless was
sleeping soundly. It was warm and
stuffy in the state-room; only n
breath of air came in"from the sca at
he ¢pen porthole.

Frank lay with open eyes, wonder-
Ing what had awakened him. From
the captain’s room he thought he
heard a slight sound.

e listened.

Again there came a slight sound,
and he started Into broad wakefulness.
For, faint as it was, he thought he
distinguished the sound of a groan.

My hat! What—

Frank slipped {rom the bunk.

His .movement awakened Eob Law-
less, who opened his eves and blinked
at his chum in the gloom.

“Hallo! Wharrer marrer?” mur-
mured Bob sleepily.
“I heard somebody groey, Boh.”

“Eem'dettc, I suppose.”

“¥es, perhaps. But I thought it
camn from the captain's rcom

“More likely the Italian, If he's in
pain we ocught to see to him, I guess.

I'll come.”

Bob slipped from his bunk, and the
chums dressed quickly, Again there
was a sound, and both of them were
sure that it was a faint groan.

Frank Richards slid back the decor
of the stateroom, and put oul his
head. As a rule, there was a swing-
ing lamp in the main cabin, but it was
exinguished now, and all was dark,

“Got a match, Bob!”

“I guess so.”

Bob Lawless struck a match. The
chums glanced towards the mattress
which the Italian had occupied. -To
their amazement, it was emply, Bene-
detto was no longer there,

here——" began Bob blankly.
“Hark!”
The door of the skipper’s state-room
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was partly open, and this time there
was no mistaking the faint groan that
proceeded thence. The match went
out, and Bob Lawless struck another.

He lighted the lamp, and Frank
opened the skipper's door, The light
ifrom the main cabin glimmered into
the little room.

A sharp exclamation left TFrank’s

DS,

Caphm Finn was Iying in his bunk,
his face deadly white, and a splash of
blood across it. The crimson oozed
down from under his thick hair. He
Wwas unconscious, but at intervals a
moan escaped him. :

The skipper of the Ocean Queen
had been stunned by a terrible blew
on the head, dealt apparentiy while he
was sleepmg

Fran}:— What——"
" mutlered Frank.

“ Good heavens!”

The schoclboys gazed at the fearful
scene in horror. Bob Lawless caught
his chum by the arm,

“Benedette!” he muttered. *“That
awful villain—-" .
ut—hm he was dyingl Ha
Fooling us!” said Bob fiercely.

“‘Fooling us, to get a chance for this!?
On the villain!”
“The awful

Frank,

“Let's wake the Cherub.”

They hurried to Beauclerc's state-
room. In a minute Beauclerc was
wide awake and dressing, while his
chums explained in breathless whis«
pers.

“Where s he?"” multered Beauclere:

rouer!”  muttered

“Betler warn Mr., Bunce,” said Bob
in a whisper. °

“But where—-"

The chums moved towards the

companion-way. The Ifalian was not
below; but he could scarcely have got
lo the deck without being seen by the
walch. ‘Where was he? What was
he doing? 4

Even as they wondered the Itallan
stepped from the companiorn, almost
within touch of them. :
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rhe schoolboys started back.

Benedetto was still pale and worn-
Jooking, but he had evidently re-
covered very considerably, His move-
ments were lithe and tigerish, and
there was a glitter in his black eyes.
His right hand held a revolver, which
the chums recognised as the captain’s.
And thegrevolver was levelled at them.

** Silel 1" said Benedetto,

A mocking grin came over the
Ifalian’s dusky face.

“You understand?” he said. “I am
not to be taken into Vancouver fo be
quite, signorini. ¥You
capitano?”

“Yes,” muttered Frank.
“You, and he, bhelieved I was
dying!” Benedetto grinned. “But

I shall not die yet, signorini!”

“You scoundrel | muttered Bob.

. “You saved my life after the wreck,”
said Benedetto, “I will spare your
lives for that—if you make no re-
pistance. Lift a finger, and I will
shoot you dead. ¥You know me! Go
into the captain's room.”

“But—"

“Obey me!>

The trigger moved a little, and the
chums of Cedar Creek backed into the
captain’s state-room. There was no
help for it.

“wyou should not have wakened,”
grinned Benedetto. “I was in the
companion and I saw the light, and

came back. You will not glve the
alarm, signorini, Silence, on your
lives!”

He slid the door shut on the school-

VS, it

They were left alone, in the dark-
ness, with the injured man in the
bunk, from whom low moans escaped
‘at_intervals,

There was a sudden sound in the
main cabin,
“¥ou dago!
Ohi”

Crash!

There was a door between, but the
chums knew what had happened, as
well as if, they had seen it. wun
Pang had come upon the Italian, and

Whattee you wantee?
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the butt-end of
stricken him dowi.

Silence foliowed.

“We can't stop here,” muttered Bob
resclutely. “Goodness knows what
thal villaln intends, but we've got to
warn the others. I'm going to chance
his revolver.”

“Same here!™ sald Frank,
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the revolver had

Bob slid back the door. The main
cabin was in darkness; the Italian
had put out the lamp. The school=

boys stumbled over something on the
floor, It was Wun Pang, lying sense-
less where he had been stricken down.
They groped their way towards the
companion ladder.

They were careful to be silent. Af
any moment they expected to hear
the ring of the revolver. Bob Lawless
led the way Into the companionway.
Overhead the hatch was open, and a
square of starlight showed. But the
starlight was broken by a crouching
form. %

Benedetto was there, crouching just
below the level of the deck. He was
waiting and watching. Wwild as his
scheme gseemed, there could be no
doubt that the ruffian intended to
attack the walch on deck, and was
waiting for a favourable opportunity.

The risk of giving the alarm was
terrible.  Bob knew that the first
shout would probably be answered by
a bullet from the ruffian crouching at
the top of the ladder in the companion-
way. But fo allow the watch on deck
to be taken by surprise by the mur-
derous ruffian was impossible.

“Danger! Mutiny!”
Bob Lawless” heart beat as he
shouted.

There was a multered foreign oath
above, but the Italian did not turn.
Ins%tead of that he sprang out on the

eck.

The revolver rang out sharply, and
the shot was followed by & cry and a
fall on the planks.

“Come on!” mutlered Bob.

The schoolboys rushed up the com-
panion-ladder.

There was a buzz of startled and ex-
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cited voices on deck. Bright, clear
starlight glimmered over the brig and
the calm sea. On the after-deck lay
Mr, Bunce, the mate, groaning feebly.
He had fallen to the bullet from the
mutineer's revolver,

He made & threalening moticn with
the revolver.

A marlinespike came  whizzing
{hrough the air towards him. Bene-
detto dodged the missile and fired In
return. A seaman dropped to ‘the
deck, groaned, and lay still,

The three other seamen put up their
ham.s promptly enough.

“One of you to the wheel—sharp!"
rapped out Benedetto,

The seamen stared at him. In the
surprise of the unexpected attack the
helmsman had abandoned the wheel
Benedetto made another threatening
movement with the revolver, and the
seaman went back to his post.

“Keep your hands up, you cthers!”
snapped Benedetto, “I am master of

the ship now! Remember that!”
“You durned dago——" began one
of the seamen.
Crack!

The seaman rolled over wjth a bullet
in his shoulder.

The other man kept sﬂent, and kept
his hands up, although his eyes were
gleaming. The watch below were turn-
Ing out of the forecastle—three dagoes.
They put up their hands promptly
enough at the sight of the revolver.

“Helmsman!” rapped out Bene-
detto.
The man glared at him, The re-

volver swung round towards him, and
the helmsman gasped,

“Ay ayl”

“Hard aport!”

Benedetto rapped out orders to the
amazed crew. Two men, as well as the
mate, lay wounded on the deck, and
cne was at the wheel. There were
only four to obey the new captain's
orders. But they obeyed promptly
enough, in fear of their lives. Bene-
detto’s eyes glittered at the three
schoolboys whose startled faces looked
irom the companionway,

“You, there!” he snapped. “Tumble
up and lend a hand! You'll come in
useful—I shall be short-handed.” He
grinned. “Tumble up! Tumble up!
Do yeu hear me?”

Frank Richards & Co. turned out on
deck. There was bitter wrath in their
breasts; but for the time the Ifalian
was masler of the situation.

The chums of Cedar Creek lent
what ald they could to the crew.
Benedetto, on the after-deck, watched
with glittering cyes and ready re-
volver. The mutineer was master of
the Ocean Queenl!

—

CHAPTER 2f.

In Merciless Hands!
AWN flushed upon the wide waters

D of the Pacific. .
A glimmer of light on the seas,
a rosy flush in the eastern sky, and
then the red sun was above the waters,

and it was day.

Frank Richards & Co. were still sleep-

ing.

They had slept little during the night,
while the brig Ocean Queen was
ploughing her way westward over the
wide ocean. But towards dawn the
chums of Cedar Creek, overcome by
weariness, had sunk into slumber in
their chairs, their heads resting on their
arms on the cuddy table,

There was a step on the companion..
the Italian,

ladder, and Benedetto,
came down.

The dusky face of the Italian showed

signs of weariness; he had not closed
his eyes that night. Bult weary as he
was, the mutineer of the Ocean Queen
was keenly on the alert.

His revolver was stuck in his belt,
ready to his hand if he needed it—and
1t was likely endugh that he might
need it at any moment. Single-handed,
the mutineer had taken command of
the brig, and he dared not sleep. His
dusky face wrinkled into a grin as he
locked round the cabin.

The three schoolboys, sleeping ﬂﬂ
the table, were not the only occupants,

. o



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY ‘41

The mate of the brig and two
seamen layg on matiresses on the
floor, bandafcd and helpless. Frank
Richards & Co. had done what they
could” for the vielims who had fallen
under the Italiann's revolver in the
struggle for the briz. Wun Pang, the
Chinese cabin-boy and cook, was seated
near the wounded men, rocking to and
fro, and rubbing a huge bruisc on his
pigtailed head. He blinked at the
Italian with a look of terror, but
Benedetio paid him no heed.

“Wake up!”

Frank Richards started out of his
sleep.

He rubbed his eves and stared rather
dazedly at the evil, mocking face of
ihe mutineer.

For the moment it was difficult for
Frank to remember where he was, and
he expected to see round him the
familiar walls of his room at the Law-
less Ranch, in the distant Thompson
Valley of British Columbia.

But the dusky face before him
recalled him to himself,

He started to his feet, his eyes
gleaming.

Bob YLawless and Vere Beauclere
awoke at the same moment and rose.
They eved the mutineer grimly,

Benedetio touched lightly the butt of
the revolver his belt. It was a hint
to the chums af Cedar Creek to be
careful, and it was not lest on them.

The mutlineer was master of the
situation,

In the skipper’s state-rcom, Captain
Finn .s Iay unconscious from the
terrible blow the rufiian had dealt him
in his slumber. His revolver was in
Benedetlo’s possession—and it was the
only firearm on board the Ocean
Queen.  And the Italian had already
proved that he was a dead shot.

“Buon glerno, signorini!” grinned
Benedetto,

The schoolkoys did not answer.

-“Ah, you are sullen!” sald Benedetto.
“It will not serve you, signorini.” He
touched the butt of the revolver again,
“I am moaster here, You have seen me
shoot.” . He made a gesture towards

the mattresses.
them?*

IHe smiled, as the chums of Cedar
Creck were still silent.

“There is no other firearm ¢n the
ship.” continued Bencdetto. “There
was a rifle and the mate's revolver—I
have dropped them into the sea. You
understand? Every life on board is at
my mercy. On shore, in Canada, you
know what awaits me.”

“Do you wish to join

“A rapel!" growled Bob Lawless
savagely,

Benedetto nodded.

“E vero!” he assented. “And So

vou understand, signorini, that I shall
not stick at trifles, Cospetto! You
have seen that already! The brig is
shorthanded now, and I shall require
your services on deck now that I am
in command of the ship. You will turn

to and pull and haul with the crew.
You understand? Otherwise—"

He tapped the revolver again.

“We understand,” said  Frank

Richards curtly. “¥ou have the upper
hand now, Benedetto.”

“I mean to keep iL! he brig will
serve my turn, and land me somewhere
on the coast of California, where I am
net known. For some days I shall need
it. After that, you can go where you
please. Bul if you raise a finger
against me while I am aboard, I shall
shoot you down like a dog. XKeep that
in_mind.”

The Italian passed on and entered
the skipper's state-rgom.

Captain Finn still lay unconsclous In
his bunk.

Frank Richards & Co. looked at one
another as they heard the Itallan In
the skipper's stale-rcom at work. He
was breaking open a locker, and they
could guess that he was in search of
plunder. The mutineer did not mean
to leave the brig emply-handed when
he made his escape from her,

“The awful rascall”
Beauclere.

Frank Richards clenched his hands.

“He's got to be downed somchow,”
he whispered,

“Take care, old

muttered

chnp; he means
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what he said.
enough of that.”

“I know!”

Bob Lawless made a grimace.

“I guess this is a tophole holiday
for us,” he said dismally. “I never
reckoned on this when we came away
from Cedar Creek School for a holiday
by the Pacific. I—I say, I guess I've
landed you fellows in this. It was my
idea to have a run down the coast in
& tramp brig, and this is how it is
turning out.”

“It may turn out better yel,” sald
Frank. “I{ will be some days before
Benedetto can get ashore; he dares
not go near a port.”

“What a life—~whilo it Insts|"”

‘t‘SVe may turn the tables on him

et.

“Hush|"”

Benedetto came out of the captain's
Blale-room, which opened upon the
ruddy.

He called to the Chinee.

"Wun Pang!”

“Allee  lightee!*”
Pang. ‘“Me comee.”

* Breakfast.”

“¥ou bet—me getteee—allee light.”

There was no doubt that the Chinee
would obey the orders of the new com-
mander of the Ocean Queen. He was
trembling in every limb as the black
eyes of the Itallan glittered at him.

Benedetto returned to the deck, mak-
ing the chums of Cedar Creek a sign
to follow him there.

There’s been proof

whimpered Wun

;
CHAPTER 22.
Playing 'Possum!
RANK RICHARDS & CO. looked
F round them as they ecame out on
the deck of the Ocean Queen.
The wide Pacific lay glistening in the
morning sunlight, and a light breeze
played over the waters, and filled the
palched canvas of the old ocean tramp.
The brig moved through the waters
due westward, and the Canadian moun-
tains had leng sunk out of sight below
1he horizon. Round the vessel lay the
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waste of waters, with a sail or two dot-
ting the blue In the distance. Bene-
detto rapped out an order to the man
at the wheel—a Mexican half-caste.
The Italinn was very careful to keep
out of halling distance, and as far as
possible out of sight of any other
vessel.

Thero were flve men on deck, inciud-
ing the helmsman—all that remained
ol the crew, Two lay wounded below in
the cuddy, with the mate. And the
seamen had evidently given up any idea
of dispullng the Ilalian’s  aujhority.
Mosi of them were dagoes, and though
qulck enough in a quarrel, with fist or
knife, they were not of the kind to
reslst a resolute and merciless ruffian
like Benedelto. He was prepared to
shoot them down at a sign, and they
knew it.

Benedelto fixed his black eyes upon
the chums of Cedar Creek.

“¥Yes,” said Frank.

“Take your truck into the fore-
castle. You will berth forward with the
hands now.”

"Oh!” said Frank.

“Get the wounded men moved Into
the forecastle also, And the sconer the
better.”

“They are better where they are,”
said Frank anxiously, “There's
precious little room in the forecastle,
Benedetto, and it may be dangerous to
move them.”

Benedetto shrugged hi§ shoulders.

“Obey my order!” he“answered,

ettt

“Listen to me, signorino. T shall not
repeat my orders to you. Take them
into the forecastle, or throw them into
the sea, if you choose; but the cuddy
must be left clear.”

“Very well,” said Frank quietly.

The Italian’s orders had to be
obeyed. Frank Rlichards could guess
his object easily enocugh. He inténded
to have the after part of the brig to
himself, for safety’s sake.

The crew lent assistance, and the
wounded men and the uneonscious
captain were brought up and conveved
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into %hs stuffy forecastle, and laid in
the bunks there. Then the schoolboys
took their own bags into the foc's'le.
Only the Chinese cook remained in
the cuddy; from him Benedetto had
nothing to fear.

The Ttalian descended for breakfast,
the hapless Wun Pang waiting on him
in fear and trembling.

The crew muttered together on the
deck while he was below, and one of
the half-castes showed a knife, and his
teeth at the same time. But they werc
alert and obedient when Benedetto ap-
peared on deck again.

The Italian glanced at the sea, and
up at the sails, and rapped out orders
to the crew. The course of the brig
was changed again. Now that the
vessel was far oul of sight of land, she
was put upon a southerly course, the
Italian’s intention being to run her
ashore in some lonely part of the coast
of Oregon or California, and escape
with the plunder he had secured.

‘What happened to the brig or her
crew after that he did not ecare.

As the sun rose higher, blazing heat
poured down upon the Ocean Queen.
The Italian stood leaning upon the
tafirail. his eyes alertly about him.
Bul weariness was cvidenfly pgaining
upon him, and Frank Richards & Co.
noted it with satisfaciion. Sooner or
later the rascal must slcep, and then

Benedetto slid into a sitling posture
at last, his back against the taffrail,
and his chin dropped on his breast.

Whether he was asleep was uncer-
tain, but his eyes were closed nows,
though the revolver was now in his
hand.

Frank Richards at his
chums.
© “There are marlinespikes here,” he
said In a low voice. “What do you
fellows think——

“Look!” muttered Bob.

One of the crew was beginning to
move stealthily towards the motionless
Italian. It was the boatswain—a big,
broad-shouldered New Englander. He
had a marlinespike in his hand. If he

glanced
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came within reach of the sleeping
Italian it was clear encugh what he
intended to do.

The chums of Cedar Creek watched
him.

None ventured to make a movement,
lest the Italian should awake,

Benedetto did not seem conscious of
his danger.

His head remained sunk forward,
and his breathing was regular; his
face was in shadow, but his eyes
appeared closed.

Closer and closer the boatswain drew,
silently, and the crew watched him in
tense stillness.

Frank Richards could almost hear
his heart beating as he watched,

If the Ilalian slept one minute more

The big boatswain was within six
feet ¢f him, the marlinespike gripped
in his powerful hand. But at the next
step there was a sudden movement
from the Italian.

His right hand swept up, with the
revolver in it,

Crack!

The hoalswain staggered back with
a cry, and fell upon the deck, the
matrlinespike crashing to the planks.

“Oh!*” panted Frank Richards,

Bencdetllo sprang to his fect, the
smoking revelver in his hand, and his
glittering glance swept along the deck.

There was a mocking grin upon his
swarthy face.

He was prepared for a rush, but the
rush did not come. The half-caste
seamen scuttled forrard,

Bob Lawless clenched his hands.

“Playing ’'possum!” he muttered
between his teeth, “It was a trick—he
was never asleep—"

The Italian laughed lightly.

“Richards!” he called out,

Frank appreached him.

“Pitch that carrion into the sea.”

“What!”

The wounded boatswain was groan-
ing at Frank Richards’ feet. The ball
was in the shoulder, and he was com-,
pletely disabled.

“Throw him overboardl"
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Frank's eyes flashed.

“I shall do nothing of the kind,” he
answered, setling his lips. “Are you
mad, Benedetio? Do you think you
can make me into a murderer like
yourself?”

The revolver rose to a level, and
Frank Richards felt a sickness at the
heart as he looked at it. He was look-
ing death in the face. But nothing
would have induced him to obey the
savage order. The wounded boatswaln
groaned again,

For a moment the Italian looked as
if he would pull trigger. But perhaps
some recoilection crossed his mind that
it was Frank who had helped to save
him from the sea—or perhaps he re-
membered that the brig was danger-
ously shorthanded now. He lowered
the revolver wilh a light laugh.

“Carry him away, then,” he sald.
“Let him live! I think these rogues
have had their lesson.”

Frank drew a deep breath,

The Italian turned away, rolling a
cigarette, and the wounded boatswain
was carried to the forecastle. A little
later Benedetto sat in the shadow of
a boal swinging at the davits and
closed his eyes again. But he was not
likely to Dbe attacked this time. The
crew of the ocean tramp had learned
that the mutincer slept with one eye
open, and whether asleep or awake,
Benedetto was mnot likely to be
attacked again.

CHAPTER 13.
A Dcaperate Attempt!

HE day passed in a shimmering
l blaze of heat on the blue Pacific,
Frank Richards & Co. worked
with the remainder of the crew at the
orders of the Italian, but there was
little to do but trim the sails. One of
the half-casle scamen was kept at the
helm, and the brig rolled and ploughed
on her way southward. Salls appeared
in the distance, but the watchful

Italian aveided coming near them.
% D;Jsk set in at last, and relieved the

heat.
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Captain Finn had recovered con-
sciousness, but he was ill in his bunk
in the forecastle. The chums of Cedar
Creek spent a good deal of their time
in tending the skipper and the wounded
seamen. The stale of affairs had been
explained to Captain Finn, but he was
too badly hurt to think of making any
atltempt to recapture his ship. All the
wounded men were badly in need of a
doctor's care, but there was no chance
of that LUl land was touched—perhaps,
Indeed, nol then., Frank Richards &
Co. were In dread that one or another
of them might sink under his injuries,
and that the shadow of death might
Iall upon the Ocean Queen. Bui as
yet the worst had not happened.

Glnd enough were the chums when
cvening  descended upon the ocean;
the twilight guickly deepening into
darkness.  With her lights glimmering
into the gloom, the brig forged on.
Benedetlo was still on deck, peering
occasionally Into the shadows of the
sea. Frank Richards and his chums
drew forward, near the foremast, and
spake together in low tones,

“This can’t go on much longer,”
Frank muttered. “There will be death
in the forecastie if the men there don’t
get proper atltention. Something's-got
to be done, you fellows.”

“The crews won't raise a finger
again,” said Vere Beauclerc.

“Not likely, I guess,” remarked Bob
Lawless. “We've got to handie. the
dago, if he’s going to be handled at all.
‘We could make the land in a few hours,
if we got rid of him. But how- 3

Frank Richards wrinkled his brows.

He was getting into a mood of
desperation, as were his chums. The
three schoolboys were in a mood to
take risks, if there was any hope of
success. Indeed, as matters were, their
lives were not worth much, for at any
time the reckless mutineer might break
out inte murderous ferocity. During
the afternoon he had been below
several tlmes, and the schoolboys had
heard him rummaging for valuables,

“The brute won't even close his
eyes,” multered Bob Lawless; “or, if he
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does, we can't tell if he's asleep. I guess
it’s no go, Franky. Can't argue with a
loaded revolver, In the grip of a erack

shot Iike that dago. It's only asking
to be drilled.”
“I wonder——" muttered Frank.

“Well?”

“When he goes below again 1

“Harder to tackle him below than
on deck,” said Bob, with a shake of the
head. “He would have us at his
mercy there”

“I wasn’t thinking of that. I was
thinking that when he comes up the
companion-ladder—it's dark now—the
moment he puts his head out on deck

Frank paused.
-Bob’s eyes gleamed.

“I—I wonder!” he said. “If we
failed——
“If we failed, it’s death!” Frank

Richards shivered a little.
be that, anyway. How do we know
what he intends? When he runs the
ship ashore, what may he do then?”

“He will vamoose, I reckon.”

“ And leave us to set the police after
him?"” ’

Bob starled.

"By gum! I guess——"

“You've seen what a villain he is.
He's much more likely to scuttle the
ship and use his revolver on us, than
to leave us to help bring him to
Justice.”

“The awful villain!
likely enough.”

“We'll try your scheme, Frank, if we
get a chance,” said Vere Beauclerc
quietly. “The lives of everyone on
hoard may depend on it.”

“That’s what I was thinking. Get
hold of something to use as a weapon,
and keep it hidden.”

“Right-ho!l*

The chums separated; they did not
wish Benedetto to observe them talk-
ing together too much.

They were in a subdued mood, but
quite delermined. Life or death hung

“But it may

I guess il’s

upon & chance now, and they were
quite ready to take the chance,
Bob Lawless found an iren bolt,
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which he concealed about him, and
Frank a short, thick billet of wood.
Vere Beauclere slipped into his pocket
a big clasp-knife belonging to the boat-
swaiil. So far as they could prepare
for the struggle, they had prepared. It
?nly‘remumcd to watch for their oppor-
unity.

The opportunity was long in coming,

Benedetio seemed in no hurry to go
below,

Master of the briz as he was, his
situation was full of terrible peril, and
e realised it clearly,

The crew remained on deck, the fore-
castle was crowded with the wounded
in the bunks, and, besides, Benedetto
did not allow them to go off watch. His
rest in the afternoon scemed to have
refreshed him, and he paced the after-
deck tirelessly, occasionally rapping
out a direction to the hali-caste at the
wheel. Wun Pang, the Chinee, put his
pigtail out of the companion and an-
nounced that subper was ready, and
then at last the Italian went below.

In the glimmer of the stars Frank
Richard & Co. exchanged a quick look:
The heur had come.

The chums of Cedar Creeck were
tired, but they did not think for a
moment of sleep. Before their eyes
closed again their fate was to be put
to the test. They stole quietly aft, and
gathered round the companicn-hatch.
Inside the companion a small lamp was
burning, and Bob Lawless silently ex-
tinguished it.

Then the schoolboys waited,

The few members of the crew on
deck had observed their action, but
they did not speak, or make a move~

ment. If the chums of Cedar Creek
tackled the mutineer, they had to
tackle him by themseclves, though,

doubtless, the kmives of the half-castes
would be ready if they succeeded.
They waited with beating hearts,
Below they could hear the Italian in
the cuddy, and occasionally his voice
was audible, snapping an order to Wun
Pang. The scent of a strong cheroot
came from below at last. Benedetto
was smoking one of the captain’s
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Mexican cheroots after his supper.
They heard him push back his chair
and rise from the table,

“Now!” whispered Frank Richards.

“Hush!"”

The footsieps of Benedelto were
heard below. They heard him mutter
to himself in Italian, douktless because
the light in the companion was out.

Then his footsteps came up the
ladder.

In the shadow of the hatch the
chums of Cedar Creek walled, their
weapons in (heir hands, their hearls
thumping.

Beneadetto stepped lightly out on deck.

Crash!

The iron bolt, in Bob Lawless' hand,
crashed fairly in the dusky face of the
mufineer, and he reeled back with a
scream of pain.

His revolver was in his hand the next
instant.

But before he could use it Frank
Richards struck with the wocden billet,
and the Italian’s arm dropped paralysed
te his side.

Crash!

The deadly weapon dropped to the
deck and exploded there, the bullet
whistling away harmilessly.

Benedetto was staggering,
half recovered, and plunged towards
the revolver. Beauclerc struck at him
with the clasp-knife as he did so, and
the blade hacked along the Italian’s
shoulder. Benedelto leaped back, lost
his footing, and rolled down the com-
panion-ladder, landing with a crash at
the boitom,

but he

CHAPTER
Cornerad!

FRANK RICHARDS made a spring

24.

for the revolver.

It was that deadly weapon
that had made the mutineer master of
the brig, and now it was out of his
hands.

Frank caught it up with throbbing
heart,
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‘“‘He's coming!"
"Stand ready!

‘Give me the shooter, Frank.”

Frank handed the revolver quickly
to Bob Lawless. The Canadian scheol-
Loy gripped it. and his finger was on
the trigger. Benedetlo, hurt as he
must have been by his fall, was com-
ing furiously up the companion-way,
and as he appeared in sight there was
a gleam of steel. His knife was in his .
hand, and savage fury in his face,

Bob Lawless did not hesitate.

The mutineerhad no chance of using
his knife.

The moment he appeared in sight Bob
Lawless opened flre with the revolver.

Crack, crack, crack!

As fast as he could pull the trigger
Bob Lawless pumped out the bullets.

There was a yell of agony from the
Ilalinn, and he disappeared into the
companion again. The first bullet had
struck; the other {wo crashed info the
woadwork over his head as he dis-
appeared.

The chums heard a fall below and a

panted ’ Beauclerc.

groan.

“I guess that lets him out!” panted
Bob.

Groan!

“Come down
ed Frank.
Hold on! The pesky skunk may be
playing ’'possum again—it may be a
trick to get us in his reach!" exclalmed
Bob hastily. “Remember his knife.”

Frank Richards stopped in time.

““You're right, Boh.”

““Cospetto!” The furicus voice of the
mutineer came from below. “But I will
kill you for this—cospello!”

And he groaned again.

The seamen were coming aff now. As
It by a miracle their dreaded enemy
had been beaten, if not overcome, and
they were ready to help. The four half-
castes had their knives out.

But as they looked into the dark-
ness of the companion they paused.
The Ifalian could be heard moving
betow; he was wounded, but he was

and collar him!” ex-
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evidently not disabled. The glimmer
of light from the cuddy lamp was sud-
denly extinguished. In anticipation of
an attack, the Italian had plunged the
cuddy into darkness. And no one cared
1o tackle the desperate man in the
darkness of the close quarters below.
“We've downed him, anyway,” sald
Frank Richards, with a deep breath of

satisfaction. “Keep the pistol handy,
Boh.”
“You bet! He gets the lead through

his cabeza, if he shows it over the level
of the deck,” said Bob. “I've got two
bullets left, and one will be enough for
Mister Benedetio!”

Leaving his comrades to waich for
the Italian if he should emerge, Frank
Richards hurried forward. He entered
the forecastle and found Captain Finn
sitting up in a bunk, arcused by the
firing. Frank hastily explained what
had happened.

“Jerusalem!” said Captain Finn. “I
guess I never reckoned you youngsters
would have handled that bulldozer like
that. I guess I'm obliged to you,
sonny.”

“The ship’s yours again now, cap-
tain,” said Frank. “Do you feel well
enough to get on deck?”

“I guess 50.”

Captain Finn clambered out of the
bunk. His bearded face was pale, and
his head was swathed in bandages. But
he walked sleadily enough as he came
on deck. The news that the mutineer
had been defeated, and that he was in
command of the brig again, seemed to
have given Captain Finn new life. He
proceeded aft, where Bob and Beau-
clerc were watching the companion—
and Bencdetto's voice could be heard
below, muttering curses in his own
language.

*“Give me the shooter, kid!” said the
skipper.

Bob Lawless handed it over.

“There’'s two carlridges left, sir,” he
said. " Benedello's gol the rest about
him, I guess. It can't be reloaded.”

“I guess one will be enough if I get
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a bead on him!” said Captain Finn
grimly, and he shouted down the com-
panion ; “Benedelto, you black-
visaged swab, tumble up!”»

A deep curse from below was the only
answer.

“Will you tumble up, Benedelto?”

“No, signor.”

“Walt there till daylight, then, and I
calculate we'll rout you out, you mur-
dering dago! You're going ashore in
irons, after all, Benedetlo!"”

“Credo no, capitano,” came the
Italian's reply. *“The irons are not
forged that will hold me!”

“I guess we shall see about that,
We're going to head for Vancouver,
Benedetto, and I reckon we shall see
Canada at dawn, Put that in your
pipe and smoke it, you mutinous thief,”

The captain stepped back.

“I reckon we're not going to give him
a chance with his knife,” he said.
“Batten down the hatch!”

“ Good stunt!” said Bob.

The hatch was closed and kattened
down. -

It was impossible now for the Italian
to come up to the deck if he wished,
not that it was likely he would run the
risk. Without a firearm he was at the
mercy of the crew, and they would cer-
tainly have shown him no mercy. He
was too dangerous to be atiacked in the
cuddy in the dark, but he was as good
as & prisoner there. His teeth were
drawn.

Captain Finn, in a state of great
satisfaction, in spite of the aching in
his head, gave orders to his crew, and
the course of the brig was changed
once more. Frank Richards & Co. lay
down to sleep in some canvas on deck
with light hearts. When the sun rose
again they hoped to see the mountains
of Canada on the eastern horizon.

Below there was no sound from the
mutineer.

It was possible that hls wounds had
overcome him, or that he was sleeping.
Somewhere below, too, was Wun Pang,
the Chinee, doubtless hiding in terror
in some obscurce corner. In the glimmer
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of the stars Frank Richards & Co. slept
the sleep of deep fatigue.

The sound of knocking roused them
from slumber later in the night. They
started up.

Knock, knock, knocl!

“It's {he Italian!”
clerc.

The knocking proceeded from the
companion hatch. Captain Finn walked
towards it with a grim smile,

“Bignor!” came in a shout from
below.

“Belay, there, you dago trash!"

“Abh, it is you, capitano! I will make
terms with you!” came the Italian’s
voice, muifled by the closed hatch,

“I guess I'm nol making any terms
with a dago mutineer!”

“Listen to me, signor. Glve me a
boat, and I will leave your ship.”

The captain grinned.

“Ynull leave my ship in irons, Bene-
detto, when we drop anchor in port"’
he answered.

“Cospello!
signor.”

" You're welcome to the cuddy till the
morning. Then I guess I'm coming
down for you, and if you don’t sur-
render, you dog, I'll shoot you in your
tracks!”

And the captain walked away, with-
out paying further heed to the Ital

“I guess Mister Benedetto is feeling
where the oe pinches now,” grinned
Bob Lawless, “His jig is up, I reckon.”

And the chums of Cedar Creek settlcd
down to sleep again.

They did not waken again till the rosy
dawn was flushing over the Pacific. As
they turned out Bob Lawless pointed to
the eastward, with an exclamation of
great satisfaction.

“Land!" he said.

Dim in the distance the mountain
summits barred the sky. It was many
a long mile distant, but it was land—
Canadian land. And il cheered the
hearts of the chums of Cedar Creck
to see the misty summits against the

But I am not taken yet,

ng

And now for Bencdetto!” said Bob
S5, .

exclaimed Beau- |"
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CHAPTER 28,
The Last of Benedetto'l

APTAIN FINN called the hands aft
as the sun rose higher and day-
Seas.

light streamed down upon the
The hatch was opened, and ths
skipper locked down into the com-
panioen-way. Tie revolver was in his
hsmd now.
“Benedetto!” he shouted.

There was no answer frcm below.

“Benedetto, unnblc up!

Sncnce

“I guess I'm ccm,ng down for you,
then!" called outl the captain. “Liit a
finger, Benedetlo, and down you go!
That's a warning!”

“Hallo, he's coming!” Exclalmed Bob
Lawless.

There was o scutlling of feet below,
but it wos a piglailed head that rose
inta view.

“Get ont of the way, Wun Pang!”
growled the caplain, as the Chinaman
scuttled on deck. N

“Me so fliphtened!” gasped Wun
Pang. “No sleepee! Hidee in coal
lockee! Pool old Chinaman flighten!"

“Where's Benedetto?”

“Lie no savvy.”

“Haven't ycu seen the Italian since
dawn?” asked Frank Richards.

Wun Pang shook his head.

“No see,” he answered,

Finn looked puzzled.

he can’'t be in hiding,” he
said. “There's nowhere for him to lie
in ambush, the skulking sea-lawyer!
Anyhow, I guess I'm gein’ down to rout
him out some!”

"And were after you!" sald Bob
Lawless.

“You youngsters had beifer keep out
of danger, I calculate.”

“Wou may want our help, captain.”

Captain Finn grunted, and bcgs.n to
dﬂawn(l the com anion-

them \v'm o wes A
couple of the erew lollb\\’ﬂd armed with
capslan-bars.

Desperate as the Italian was, he had
little chance of resistance now. There




In a flash Benedeito’s revolver was in his hand, but before he could use It Franlk
Richards struck with the wooden billet, and the Italian's arm dropped paralysed to his
side. Crash! The deadly weapon dropped to the deok.
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were enough to deal with him, even if
he escaped the captain’s revolver, which
was not likely.

The cuddy was deserted.

The table was littered with cap-
tain’s stores, which the mutineer had
apparently turned out, and the frag-
ments of a meal could he seen, but
ihere was no sign of the mutineer,

“Keep your deadlights open!"” sald
the skipper abruptly. “I reckon the
pesky polecat is hiding in some corner,
ready to jump out with his stickor,
Don’t give him a chance.”

“You bet!” sald Bob Lawless,

Every eye was wary as the search
began for the Itallan.

The state-rooms were examined and
the lazarctte, and every possible corner
where Benedelto could have hidden
himself, but the Italian was not dis-
covered.,

But Frank Richards noted that the
cabin window was open, and he looked
out at the sea creaming away in the
wake of the Ocean Queen.

In the woodwork there was a stain
of blood.

“Captain Finni1»

“Waal?”

“Look here!™

“Jehosophat ™
skipper.

The searchers gathered round the
cabin window. The bloodstain told its
own story; it indicated where the
Italian had climbed out in the hours
of darkness.

“He's gone, then!” muftered Beau-
clerc.

Frank Richards shivered a litile as
he gazed down at the sea deep below.
Evidenily the Italian had taken to the
waler, knowing that he had no means
of escaping arrest in the morning. Had
he plunged down to his death in the
cdeep walers, or with some vague hope
¢f reaching the land, and yet escaping?
It was impossible to say. But it was
rlain that he was gone, and the deep
fic held the secret of his fate,

Cantain Finn nodded his head with
frim satisfaction.

ejaculated the
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“I guess the pesky varmint preferred
Davy Jones’ locker to a rope on shore,”
he rc%a.rked. “Ireckon he's taken some
focod with him and a flask; thal’'s what
he’s been turning out my stores for, I
calculate. But he eouldn’t swim leagues
of the Pacific. I guess he's gone down,
and a good riddance to him for a
mutinous dogl"

And Captaln Finn put his reveiver in
his pocket and returned to the deck.
Frank Richards & Co. followed him
more slowly,

There was little doubt as to the fate
of the mulinecr.

e hod entrusted himself to the sea
as a last chance, perhaps not aware of
the real distance of the brig from land.
The risk, great as it was, had doubtless
seemed beller to him than the certainty
of being sent on shore in irons as soon
as the brig droppedl anchor, to take his
trial and his just punishment.

“I guess he had pluck, anyway!” Bob
Lawless remarked. “I supnose there's
a bare chance he might be picked up
al sea?”

“Not much,” said Frank, “especially
wounded as he was. I'm afraid I can’t
feel very sorry for him.”

“I guess net, Still, he had plenty of
pluck.”

The chums of Cedar Creek returned
to the deck in a thoughtful mood.
Whatever had been the fate of the
mutineer, he was gone, and there could
be little doubt that the blue waters of
the Pacific had closed above his head
for ever,

. B W i B z

The following day the Ocean Queen
dropped anchor in Canadian waters,
and glad enough were the chums of
Cedar Creek to set foot on dry land
again. They remained some days at
Vancouver, and then journeyed north-
ward to Pacific Peoint to finish their
holiday by the seca. And in the cheery
days that followed they soon forgot
their {ragic experiences on board the
acean tramp. And when the time
arrived to return to the Thompson

i
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Valley and home, they boarded the car
on the Canadian Pacific in cheery
mood.

“I guess we've had a good time,” Boh
Lawless remarked, when, on the last
day of the journes) home, they rode up
the Thempsen Valley trail. “We got
more than we bargained for, but we
came cut right end up. We shall have
a yarn to spin the fellows at Cedar
Creck next week.”

And a few days later Frank Richards
& Co. rede up the familiar trail
through the timber to Cedar Creek
Scheol, and their school life commenced
once more,

CHAPTER 25.
News for the Cherub!

RANK RICHARDS & CO. halted
where the trail forked on the
prairie. The sun was setting to-

wards the far Pacific.

“Here we are again!” remarked
Frank.

“Home at last!” said Bob. “I guess
I'm rather glad. I shan't be sorry to
see popper and mopper again. Coming
on to the ranch, Cherub?”

Vere Beauclerc shook his head with
a smile.

“No; I'll kecp on to the shack. Pather
will be expecting me. Good-bye till
to-morrow, you fellows! Il ride over
in the morning.”

“Right-ho!”

“ So-long !

Frank Richards and Bob Lawless rode
away. on the trail to the Lawless Ranch,
and Beauclerc trotted on towards the
timber.

The chums of Cedar Creck School
had had a rather exciting but enjoy-
able time by the blye Pacific; but they
were glad to see the old, familiar
Thompson Valley again,

Vere Beauclerc's handsome face was
bright as he rode through the timber,
heading for the little shack where he
lived with his father. Vere's father was
what is termed in Canada—somewhat
contemptuously — a remittance-man.
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That is, he did no work, but lived upon
money which was sent out to him from
England. The sole income of Beau-
clere senior was the allowance made ta
him by his brother, Lord St. Austells,
an English peer of the realm.

Vere came along the trail under the
big trees a rapid trot, and the silvery
creek burst on his sight.

Then he suddenly drew rein, in shecr
astonishment.

“Why, what——"" he ejaculated.

The little lumber-shack, where the
remittance-man had dwelt with his son,
had vanished.

In its place stood a solid-locking,
well-built cabin of timber, from the
chimney of which smoke rose in the
evening air. It was a good-sized cabin,
with two stories—two rooms above and
two below. Afltached o it wasa lumber-
cookhouse, from the doorway of which
a fat little Chinaman blinked at the
new arrival.

Beauclerc stared blankly at the trans-
formed scene.

His home—the only home he had
known in Canada—wns gone. What did
it mean? His father could not have
abandoned his holding during his ab-
sence, and yet—-

He rode on again, a prey to a strange
uneasiness, and jumped from his horse
outside the new cabin.

“Father!” he called, as he ran into
the building.

“Vere! You are back!”

Lascelles Beauclere rose, with a smile,
to greet his son. The room in which he
stood was not much like that in the
old shack. It was large, freshly painted,
and furnished with what was evidently
“store ” furniture from the town at the
railhead,

Father and son shock hands.

“I'm glad youre back, my boy!”

“I'm glad to be back, father! But
—but this—-" Beauclerc stared round
the room. “I—T didn’t expect that—-
‘What has happened?”

“8it down, my boy. You'll want your
supper, and I'll explain while you eat
it
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Lasecelles Beauclere stepped to the | here, and it only needed work to make
door, and called: il pay. Wece've had a good season. I've
“John!* had money in the bank for a long time
“¥es, Mass’ Beauclerc?” now, and I add to it instead of drawing
“Sunpcr. from it. And it's all your doing, Vere!”
* Allee light!” “My doing?” ejaculaled the school-

well, my hat!” murmured Beau-
1 “I T thought for a minute, dad,
at you had chnn«ed your quarters,
and somebedy else had seltled here.”
“I thought you would be surprised!”
said the remittance-ma n, with o smile.

“T—I was astonished! What has hap-
pened, father? Have we suddenly be-
come rich?” asked Beauclere, laughing
a little.

“Not exactly. But let me show you
to your room.”

*“Oh, dad, this beats it!”

In ihe old shack the remittance-
man’s son had not had a room o him-
sell had heen very crowded
quarters. Now there was a little room,
with the pine floor sitained, the walls
painled, and a couple of plclulc‘; hang-
ing, and two camp-beds ranged along
opposite walls.

“¥Your room!"
watching his son
with a &

1[ /i

sald Mr. Beauclere,
from the doorway,
miling face. ‘“How do you like

ipping 17

"Th" other bed is for a visitor we
may be getting later. I will tell you
about that at supper.”

Mr. Benuclerc descended the stair
or, rather, broad-stepped ladder—that
led below, and busied himself there,
with the help of John Chinaman. When
Vere Beauclere came down, he found a
savoury supper ready for him.

He sal down to it with great enjoy-
ment.

“It’s like a tale of Aladdin,” he re-
marked. “And you've done it all while
I was away, dad!”

“Not quite with my own hands.
at work, too,
nittance-man,

‘' But e

“¥ou see, we are not so poor as we
were, Vere,” said Mr. Beauclere, ¢olour-
ing a little “I have a good holding

T've
7 smiled the re-

hoy, in astonishment.

“¥es. For il was you that drew me
from my old ways—ways of weaste and
folly,” said the remittance-iman, his
brow clouding. “I have wasled many
years, Vere. I could never guite forget
my old life. ¥ou, I suppcse, have very
slight recollections of the Old Country?™

“I remember England.”

“And your uncle?”

“Slightly,” said Beauclere, with a
smile. "I remember Lord St. Austells
as a rather grim, stern old gentieman,”

‘*Do you remember your cousin?”

“V faintly—just a remembrance
of a little kid,” said Beauclerc. “Little
Algy—he wasn’t o bad kid. Idon’t think
I met my older cousin at all—his elder
brother.”

“Ah, you do remember Algernon?™

“Oh, yes1?

“I have several things to
Vere,” said the remittance-man slowly,
“In the first place”™—he paused—
“Vere, I am no longer a remittance-
man. When I finally broke with my
foolish way of life I—I made up my
mingd to that. It is some months now,
my boy, since I wrote to my brother in
England, and informed him that I re-
quired his aid no Ionger. I intended
to tell you as soon as the matler was
settled, but Lord St. Austells’ reply was
not what I expected.”

Vere drew a deep brealh.

His handsome face was very bright.

“Oh, father, I am glad—glad! But
what did my uncle say, then?”

“I had thought that he lo
me as a burden, and would be
be rid of it,” said Mr. Beauclere, flush-
ing. “Instead of that, he wrote {hat he
was pleased to hear of my suce

tell you,

urged me to keep the r tances
untit T was quite sure. I ~m(mered
him that I was sure, and that

wanted no more assistan'e. That w’\s
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after you Ieft on your holiday. So ycu
wera away when his next letter came”

“¥es, father.”

It was a surprising letler, Vere. He
has asked me to take charge of bis
younger sen for a time—your cousin
Algernon.”

Beauclere staried.

“My cousin Algernon here
backwoods!” he ejaculated.

“¥es.” Mr. Beauclerc smiled slightly.
“Now that Lord Sti. Austells knows the
change in my life he does not hesitate
to trust his son to me. It is a proof
that he believes in me. But he always
knew that you were good and true,
Vere. -You remember he once offered
to take to his charge, and have
you cduc ‘ated in England with his uvm
son, Bub yeu refused to leave ix

g .t Algernon here!” gaid Beau-
clere, in amazement. “Surely my uncle
at it is like here to

in the

does’ not know w
think of that?”
“It is beeause he knows what it is
like, that he has
Mr.

thought of it,” sald
Beauclere. “A]gz‘rnon has heen
im anxiety. He is a good boy,
eve, but lacking in strenath OI
r—given to slacking and self-
I rather think that my hrother
and realises
doing him harm, and still

will,
is over-indulgent with him,
that it is
cannot make up his mind to by severe.”
“On!” snid Beauclere.
“A few months roughing it in the
Wwild West may give him the tonic ha

needs to brace him up. That is what
Lord St. Austells thinks”

“Has he been to school in England?”

“No; he has had a tutor at home,
but I fancy he does very much as he
likes. He works when he pleases-
and does not often please. But at Cedar
Creek——"

Beauclere slarted.

“Is he coming to Cedar Crc".ﬂ"

“That is his father's wish.”

“My hat!” mutiered Beauclere, “Te
will have to rough it. The fellows there
will be down on any nonsense.”

“VWhich may do him good?”

“¥es, that’s likely enough,”
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‘I am under too many obLgaUcus to
my brother to refuse, Vere,” =aid the
remittance-man. 1 sionld have liked to
consult you, but you had slarted on
your holiday.”

“Oh, I don't mi

e remitlance-man nodded.
“When is he commg, father?”
“Lord St. Austells is answ nrmp,r by
cable. The answer may come any day.
If he decides to send Algernon, the boy
will arrive in time for the new term—

in fact, must have already left
England. His tutor will bring him to
Canada, and leave him here. We have

to meet him on the railway, that is all

—at Kamleops. You and your friends

might ride down to Kamloops to meet

him, Vere—it would give you an oppor-

tunity of maling friends with him.”
And so it was settled.

GHAPTER 27,
Cousin Algorront
ALL O here comes tlm Cherub!™”
1

iz

\.hcn came
the trail on his big, black h

So far, Vere had not mer
¢ouisin to his chums, {hou
scen them- geveral times sinee their
return from the Pacific Ceast. He had
waited for the matter to be scttled be-
yond doubt, by the receipt of the cable
from Lord St. Austells.

“You're up early, Beau!” said Frank
Richards, as the remittance-man’s son
dismounted. Frank and Bob had not
long had breakfast.

“ Anything on?” asked Bob.

“Yes; I'm off to Kamloops to-day,”
said Beauclerc.

Bob raised his eychrows.

“That's two days’ ride,”
“And school's In two days.
school, old scout?”

he said
Torgoticn
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Beauclerc shook his head with a
smile.

““No; but my father has asked Miss
Meadows to give me leave, as I'm going
to meet a new kid.”

“Wha-a-at?"”

“A new kid at Kamiloops!” ejacu-
lated Frank Richards.

“Yes; he's coming from England.”

Frank Richards and Bob stared
blankly at Beauclerc,

“ A new kid coming from England to
school in British Columbia?” yelied Bob.

“Lxactly ™

“Wandering in your mind, old chap?”

Beauelerc laughed.

“I'll explain,” he said. “My cousin
Algernon is coming to stay with us for
a few months, and he Is going to Cedar
Creek School while he's here. I have Lo
meet him when he gets off the rallway,

ond pllot him up the Thompson
Valley, See?”

*Oh, I seel” sald Frank,

“What's his name?” asked Bob.

“Bame as mine—Beauclere, Algernon
Beauclere!”

“Stunping name!” said Bob, with a
grin. “How many titles has he got?
I believe your nobby relations over the
water wallow in titles, Cherub!”

“None,” said Beauclere, with a smile.
“He is simply the Honourable Alger-
non, being a younger son.”

“Your popper is an Honaurable, isn't
he?” asked Bob.

“Yes; but it wouldn't be much use
here,” said Beauclere, laughing, “I
think perhaps Algernon may leave the
Honourable at Kamloops,”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I want you fellows to come with me,
if you will,” said Beauclerc. “I'd like
you to make friends with my cousin.”

“Jolly glad—but what about schogl?”

“Miss Meadows has given leave for
three—my father asked her. Yeou'll have
to ask Mr. Lawless, of course.”

“Oh, that’s all right, I guess,” said
Doh confidently. “I'll go and tackle the
popper now. We'll come all right!”

“Yes, rather!” said Frank Richards.

Mr. Lawless gave his consent cheer-

fully, and Frank and Bob prepared for
the ride to Kamloops.

The three chums started together,
camping the first night half-way tao
the railnead town, on the bank of the
river,

The next day they rode into Kam-
loaps.

They arrived there soon after noon,
but the big train that eame down from
the Kicking Horse Pass was not due
for some hours, and they had to wait.

They occupied the time in lunching,
and then riding round the town, and
they were still at some distance from
the railroad when they eaught sight of
the long line of cars swinging down
towards Kamloops,

“There's  the
Lawless,

And they rode back.

The cars were going on before they
reached the depot, and, leaving their
horses outstde the station, they hurried
in to look for the new arrival. A stack
of baggage—""truck,” as Bob called it—
cgtught thelr eyes, and they glanced at
i

train!” said Bob

There were several large and very
expensive leather trunks, a number of
portmanteaux, and several hat-boxes, as
well as a number of cases containing
they knew not what.

“That lot’s from the Old Country!”
grinned Bob Lawless. “Party o
tourists landed here, I suppose!”

“There's the same initials on the lot
of them,” said Frank Richards, “and
the initials are ‘A.B.”

“Algernon  Beauclerc!™
Cherub, with a slight smile.

“Phew!”

“You—you don't mean to say your
cousin has brought all this truck from
over the pond, Cherub?” ejaculated Bob.

“Looks like it!”

“We shan’t get it up the valley on
horseback, that's a cert!” chuckled Bob
Lawless.

The chums locked round for the
owner of the baggage.

At a little distance a youth of about
their own age was standing, in conver-

said the

1
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sation with a middle-aged, rather tall
and thin gentleman dressed in black.

The ycuth riveted their eyes at once.

He had riveted the eyes of most of
the people about the railroad depot, too,

He was a rather tall youth for his
age, of a rather elegant figure, and
dressed with immaculate care.

He was dressed in riding-clothes that
looked as if they had fust come, newly-
pressed, from Bond Street.

A diamond gleamed in his tie, and
in his right eye there glittered a rim-
less monocle.

He carried a riding-whip with a silver
knob, and he was sucking that knob as
he talked to the thin gentleman.

The chums of Cedar Creek looked at
him—and looked again.

If this was Algernon Beauclerc, his
proper place certainly was not a back-
woods  school up-country in British
Columbia. Certainly his fine feathers
w}sre likely to get considerably tarnished

ere.

“My hat!” murmured Vere.

“Great gophers!” grinned Bob Law-
less. “Cedar Creek will faint when it
sees this beauteous vision.”

“The dear boy will tone down after
& while,” said Frank Richards. ‘“‘He's 4
bit of a greenhorn to begin with. So
was I when I first came here, Bob.”

v “You-were, old chap!” grinned Bob,

“Let's go and nab him!”

The youth’s voice came to their ears
as they approached.
' “Oh, gad! Can’'t I get a cab? Oh,
gad! Now, look here, Mr. Toots, what
are we goin' to do—what?”

“Algy ™ sald Beauclere.

The youth started, and jammed his
monocle a little tighter into his eye and
blinked at him.

“Hallo!"” he said.

“Don’t you know me?” asked Beau-
clere.

“Dashed if I do!”

“I'm your cousin Vere, and I've come
here to meet you,”

“Oh, gad!”

o Bless my soul!” said Mr. Toots.
T am so glad you have come! I was
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afraid we had missed you in this—this
dreadfully wild place!™

Algernon Beauclerc shook hands with
his ecousin, and then with Frank
Richards and Bob, as they were intro-
duced. He seemed a good-natured fellow,
but certainly a little vacant.

“Now, look here, you chaps,” he said.
“Toots says we can’t get a cab here.
What's goin’ to be done?”

“Youre going to be done, if you're
looking for cabs!” grinned Bob Lawless.

“Youre coming up the valley on a
horse!”
“Oh, gad!™

“You ride?” asked Frank.

“Dear boy, I can ride anythin’ on
four legs. But what about my luggage?”

“¥oull have to leave your truck
here,” said Bob.

Algernon blinked at him.

“If I had a truck I'd put the lug-
gage into it,” he said, “But I haven't
any old truck.”

“Baggage is truck In this country,”
said Beauclerc. “It's all right, Algy.
The baggage can come on by the post-
wagon to Thompson.”

“Thompson!” repeated the Honcur-
able Algernon. “Don't know him.
Friend of yours?”

“It’s our post-town.»

“Oh, gad! Town named Thomp-
son!” ejaculated Algernon, evidentiy

astonished. “Pullin’ my leg—what?”
“No, no! That's the name of the
town.”

Algy smiled knowingly.

“Don’t you think I'm green because
I'm new to this country!” he said.
“I'm all there, begad! TUp on the
mountains I asked the conductor chap
the name of thal pass, and he told
me it was the Kickin' Horse Pass. I
said to him, ‘Old man, you can't stuff
me!” Ha, ha!”

“But it was the Kicking Iorse Pas
said Frank,

Algy winked with the eye that was
not occupied with the moenocle.

. “Draw it mild!” he said. “I'm wide,
very wide! Can’t stuff me, you know—
not this mornin’, you know! I say, it's
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jolly goed of you fellows to come here
and meet me—awfully good! Imnoend
grateiul! But Toots says there are no
cabs. They've been stuffin’ him, of
course. Poor old Teots is always bein’
stuffed, ain't you, Toots?”

“My dear Master Algernon—-"

“They stuffed him on the train no
end,” said Algerngn. ‘“‘Made him be-
licve that the coppery chaps who sold
you beads and things were Red Indians,
Ha, ha!”

“Well, they are Red Indians,” said
Beauclere.

Another wink from Algy.

“Dear old man, I'm not a green-
horn,” he said. “I'm not bein’ stuffed
—not this mcrnm’f I say, where's the

ranch?”
‘“What ranch?»
“Don't you live in a ranch? I

thought everybody in Canada lived In &
ranch.”

“We live in a cabin, and it's two
days’ ride from here,” sald Beauclere,
smiling.

“Oh, my sainted aunt!”

Algernon seemed quite overcome by
that information. The chums of Cedar
Creek led him from the station. It was
arranged that Mr. Toots should remain,
and come on in the post-wagon with
the multifarious baggage, while Frank
Richards & Co. took charge of Master
rHon. ‘They had brought a
e horse from the ranch for him.
omewhat to their surprise, Master
Algernon was able to ride the horse, and
he mounted and rode away with the
chums of Cedar Creck in a very good
lrumour.

CHAPTER 25,
Roughing 1
RANK RICHARDS & CO. could
not help smiling as they started
for the Thompson Valley
the youth from the Old Country.
Master Algernon was rather a new
cxperience to them.
it wns evident that there was a con-
sldernble amount of simpliclty in Algy's

with
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make-up, though he prided himself
upon being vety ‘‘wide.’

He was too “wide” to credit that it
was impossible to get a cab home from
the station, but he cheerfully consented
to going on horseback.

He rode very well, too. Bob Lawless
had been careful to bring a quiet horse
for him. As the sun set westward,
Algernon rode on very contentedly, talk-
ing a good deal of the time. The sub-
ject of his conversation was chiefly
himself.

The governor had had the idea of
sending him to Canada, he explained,
the ‘governor' being his fatbcr Lord
St. Austells. Algerncen himself looked
upon the idea as no end of a lark. The
chums wondered whether he would find
it such n lark when he settled down to
the rough-and-ready life of the Thomp-
son Valley.

As ihe evening came on Algernon
looked about him a good deal, at the
darkening plains and the hills grow-
ing misly in the distance.

“Near home yet?” he asked at last.

“Not till to-morrow afternoon,”
answered Beauclerc. .

“ Gammeon, you know.”

“We shan’t get home till to-morrow,
really,” said Beauclerc.

“Oh, gad! Youre not stuffin’ me?”

“No, no!™

“Then where are we goin’ to put up
for the blessed night?” inquired Alger-
non, “I don’t see any hotels.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Lawless,
“We shall come to the hotel at darlk.”

“We carry our hotel wilh us,” ex-
plained Frank Richards. :

“Oh, gadl I say, what about my
baggage? I've left all my clobber with
old Tools, you know. What about
dressin’ for dinner?” asked Algernon
anxlously. :

“Dressing for dinner!” repeated Bob
Lawless dazedly.

“Yaas. I suppose—" "

“wWalt till you see the hotel, and then
yeu won't worry about that,” sald Frank
Rtichards, laughing. 3
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“I don't see any sign of it yet!”
grunted Algy.

The darkness was setting in now, but
the schoolboys rode on at a good pace.
They wished to leave camping as late
as possible, so as to arrive home in good
time the following day. But a halt was
made at last.

When the chums drew rein on the
border of a wood near the river the
Honourable Algernon gazed about him
in perplexity.

“What are we stoppin’ here for?” he
Inguired.

Bob Lawless pointed to a big tree
with his riding-whip,

“There’s our hotel,” he explained,

“Eh—that's a tree, ain’t it?” ejacu-
lated Algernon, turning his eye-glass
upon it in amazement.

“Exactly! We camp under it.”
“C-c-c-amp |
“Correct1”

“Ir. the open air!” yelled Algernon.

“It’s the only kind of air we've got in
the Thompson Valley, you see.”

“Oh, gad!”

Algernon seemed dazed. At first he
had a fear that he was being “stuffed ”;
but when his companions dismounted,
and staked out their horses, he was
constrained to believe.

Baoh staked out his horse for him, not
trusting the animal to Master Alger-
non’s management.

The scion of the Old Country's
nobility sat on a log, and watched his
companions in amazed silence as they
built a camp-fire and prepared the
evening meal.

“I say!” he ejaculated suddenly,

“Hallo!”

“We're really campin’ out here?”

“I guess s0.”

“Then what am I to do for a bath
in the morning?”

Bob Lawless jerked his thumb to-
wards the river,

“There’s your bath!”
“Isn’t it big enough?”

“Oh, gad!” said Algernon.

However, the Honourable Algy joined

he answered.

BT

the chums at supper, and ate with a
good appetite,

After supper, he looked round again
with an uncertain expression,

“Where's my bed?” he asked.

“Give him his blanket, Franky!”

“Oh, gad!” said Algernon., ‘“‘What
about sheets?"

“Didn’t you bring any sheots from

England?” asked Bob Lawless, very
gravely,

“ Nunno!*

“Ah! That was an oversight! You

ought to have brought them, and a
four-poster bed, too! As you've for-
gotten, old scout, I'm afraid youll have
to sleep rolled up in a blanket on the
ground!”

“Sleep on the ground?” said
Algernon.

Syept”

“You're stuffin’ again’, I suppose?”

“Ha, ha! Not a bit!"”

“Suppose I catch cold?”

“It’s a free country; you can catch all
the colds you like!”

“You silly ass!” shrieked Algernon,
“Suppose I die of it—what?”

“That's all right, the river’s handy!”»

“Why, you—you—-"*

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“My dear chap,”
“we're roughing it, you know!
find it all right!”

“Oh, gad!” groaned Algernon. “I
say, Vere, do you always sleep on the
ground at home?”

“Ha, ha! No. We're camping out
now. You could have travelled In the
post-wagon, and put up at the lumber
hotel at Silver Creek. But this is really
mare comfortable.”

“What about my boots?”

“ Boots?”

“Yaas; there’s no door for me to
put my boots outsidel” suld Algernon
helplessly.,

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Well, I darg say 1t seems very funny
to you,” sald Algernon warmly. “But
I'd like to know how my boots are going
to be cleaned!”

“They'ro not going to be cleaned till

sald Beauclere,
You'll
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you get home, old chap!” said Beau-
clerc.

“Oh, my hat! 'Theyll be rather a
corker for the servants, then. But I
don’t mind!”

“ For the what?” ejJaculated Beauclere.

“The servants!”

“We don't keep any servants at the
cabin, Algy!”

Algernon sat up.

“You don't keep any servants!” he
articulated.

“None, exeept a Chinaman, who does
the cooking. But he's not a servant;
he comes along to cook and clear up!”

“¥You're stuffin’ me, of course! 'Tain’t
possible to live in a house without ser-
vanis!" said Algernon sagely. “'Why, o
fellah would have to clean his own
boots, and make his own bed.”

“I guess yowll get used to that in
the Canadian West, old scout!” grinned
Bob Lawless.

“we'll make 1t as comfy for you as
we can, Algy,” sald Beauclerc. *““We'll
manage about the boots and the bhed,
But surely your father told you you
would have to rough it out here?”

“¥aas; but—— Oh, my hat!”

And the Honourable Algernon fell
into silence, and rolled himself in his
blanket. Frank Richards & Co. followed
his example. As they were settling
down to slumber, the voice of the
Honourable Algernon was heard again.

“Vere, old man——"

“Ves, Algy?™

“You might call me at ten, if I don't
wake upl™

There was an explosive chortle from
Bob Lawless. The Honourable Algernon
was going to be called considerably be-
fore ten in the morning. Blissfully un-
conscious of the fact, however, Algernon
went to sleep..

CHAPTER 29.
Nice for Algy!

o AROOCOOP!"
Y Thus the Honourable Alger-

non, at slx in the morning,

1o had awakened suddenly,
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The suddenness of his awakening was
due to the fact that Bob Lawless had
grasped his blanket, and relled him out
of it Into the grass. The Honourable
Algernon sprawled in the grass, and
blinked.

“Wharrer marrer?
pened? I—I didn't know you had
earthquakes in Canada! O©Oh, gad!”

“Time to get up, dear boy!” said
Bob Lawless, “Can't you sce the sun
over the pines?”

“Oh, gadl It's early, aln’t it?”

“No fear! It's past six!”

Algernon sat up in the grass,

“Slx!” he shricked.

“Slx 1" assented Bob.

“You thunderin’' ass! Do you think I
can get up at six in the mornin’?”
roared Algernon. “I asked you to call
me at ten!” 4

“Wwe're starting In an  hour, old
chap!” said Beauclerc. “We've got to
get home to-day, you know!™

“I suppose a fellow’s got to have a
nighi’s rest, hasn't he?”

“You've had it1”

“I've never been up at six in my life,
and I assure you I'm not goin’ to begin
now!” growled Algernon. “I suppose
you're stuffin’ me. I don't like these
jokes in the middle of the night. Be
quiet!”

And Algernon rolled himself in his
blanket again, and closed his weary

What's hap-

eyes. Frank Rl(‘l]ards & Co. looked at
hin.
“Well, by gum!” said Bob Lawless.

“We've got a handful in your cheery
cousin, Cherub. Shall I jump on him?”

“No,” sald Beauclere, laughing. “I'll
wake him!”

He shook his cousin by the shoulder,
and Algernon’s cyes openegd again.

“Lemme alone!” he murmured.
“Wanter sleep!” -

“But u,s time to get up, Algy!™?

“Raots!”

“We're starting soon!™

“Rot "

Algernon snored.

“Leave him till brekker's ready,” said

Frank Richards.
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‘The. Honourable Algernon was left,
while breakfast was prepared. Even the
appetising scent of fresh fish, newly
caught in the river, and broiled over
the camp-fire, did not cause Algernon
to move. He was sleeping the sleep of
the just. When all was ready, Beau-
clere shook him again, and was
answercd only by an irate grunt,

“ Gerroff 1™

Frank Richards & Co. ate their break-
fast, and then prepared the horses for
the journey. The Honourable Algernon
continued to sleep peacefully in his
blanket. Frank Richards locked at his
chums with a perplexed grin.

' “What are we going to do with him?”
he gueried.

“I guess I know what I'm going to
do!” said Bob Lawless. “We can't
hang about here all day while that
slacker snores!”

He seized the Dblanket, and rolled
Algernon out of it again., This time
he rolled up the blanket, and strapped
it on the horse. Algernon scrambled
to his feet in great wrath.

“¥ou silly ass!” he roared.

“Were ready to start, Algy,” sald
Beauclerc mildly. “We've really got to
get on the trail, you know.”

“Well, I'm not ready!”

“Here's your brekker!”

“I haven't had my bath yet!” said
Algernon suddenly.

“¥oull have to cut that now!”

“Can’t!”

The Honourable Algernon walked
down to the river. He had consented
to get up, though it was barely seven;
and he evidently considered that he
had made concessions enough. Frank
Richards & Co. stood in silence, while
the cheerful Algernon stripped and
plunged into the water.

Bob Lawless had rather an exasper-
ated expression; but he forbore to
speak, from consideration for the
Cherub,

“ After all, he's new here!” sald Frank
at last. “He will shake down In time!”

Algernon came back from his plunge
in a good-humoured frame of mind, and

dar, Sz
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did justice to the breakfast—not even
remarking on the absence of silver forks
for the fish!

After breakfast he mounted his horze,
and the party were able to start again
by half-past eight.

They pushed on at a good rate that
morning, and camped at high noon in
a clump of timber, for lunch and rest.

Algernon  was standing the rough
Journey well, though he was now shiow-
ing a good many slgns of fatigue.

“You fellows stariin’ again?” he
asked, when the chums of Cedar Creek
began to saddle-up.

“Yes. We ought to get home before
answered Beauclerc. “My
fa‘,g}er will be anxious if we don't turn

“Oh, gad!” groaned Algernon. I
can tell you I'm gettin® pretty sore
from thaf saddle! "This is roughin’ it,
an’ no mistake! Isn't your pater goin’
Lums,cnd a trap or somethin’ to meet
us?

“I'my afraid not.

“Oh, gad!”

Algernon jerked himself upon his
horse, and the chums resumed their
way. Bul the Honourable Algy was not
so cheerful now. The chums came out
on the trail that ran to Cedar Camp
and Thompson, and sighted the post-
wagon coming south. Alsernon's face
brightened as he saw it.

“Couldn't we get a lift In that?” he
inquired.

“It's going south, and we're going
north,” answered Frank Richards.
“That's the post-wagon.”

“Perhaps the man would turn round
if we asked him.”

“0Oh, my hat! He wouldn't!”

“Suppose I offer him five pounds?"

“Ha, hal I guess that wouldn't
wash!” chuckled Bob Lawless. “Keep
your pecker up. We're not far off home
now.”

Algernon suppressed o groan,

As they came nearer to the post-
wagon, the driver leoked at them and
grinned. A night's camping-out had
dimmed Algernon’s lustre a little, but
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he still looked a picture that would have
delighted a tailor's heart, He seemed
to move the wagon-driver's risibility.
As they passed the wagon the driver
curled his whip, and jerked off Alger-
nen’s handsome Panama hat.

The hat fluttered into the trail, and
the driver gave a loud guffaw as he
drove on.

“Why,
Algernon.

“Only a little Joke, old chap,” sald
RBeauclere, jumping down into the trail
to pick up the hat,

“Cheeky. rotter, by gad"‘ exclaimed
Algernon 1\mthfully “Why, he's
marked the hat with his thunderin’
whip! I'm goin’ after that chap to
speak to him, by t,ndl"

“I say, hold on—"

“Rais!”

what—what——" gasped

The Honourable Algernon wheeled his
horse, and dashed up the trail in pur-
suit of the post-wagon, IHis comrades
rode after him, expostulating. The
‘rough joke of the post-driver meant no
real offence; but Master Algernon cvi-
dently took it seriously.

The driver looked back at the thun-

dering of hoofs in the trail, and
grinned at Algernon.
That wrathful youth rode alongside

the wagon, and fixed a lofty and in-
dignant glare upon the driver through
his gleamlni monocle.

“I say!"” he shouted.

“Haw, haw!”

“Youre a
Algernon,

“What?”

“A rude fellow—a very rude fellow!™
shouted Algernon crushingly, And he
wheeled his horse and rode back,
leaving the driver staring after him
as if transfixed.

The Honourable Algernon smiled a
satisfied sm}le as he rejoined Frank
Richards & C

“I fancy that settled him!"
remarked.

rude fellow!” roared

he

“Settled him!” muwmured Boh
Lawless,
“Yaus, Took the wind out of his
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sails & bit, I think,” said Algernon,
with a chuckle. “¥You don’t think I
was too hard on him—what?”

“0Oh, Jerusalem! Too—tco hard on
him!” stuttered Bob., “Nunno! I—I
guess the man will survive that! I
really guess he willl™

Tae chums rode on, smiling; Algerncn
evidently in a satisfied frame of mind,
feeling that he had quite “settled ” the
post-driver. Frank and Bob took leave
of their companions on the Cedar Camp
trail, and Beauclerc and his cousin rode
on to the remittance-man’s home to-
gether. They came in sight of the
handsome new cabin—which had sur-
prised and pleased Beauclerc so much
when he saw it for the first time, on
his return from his holiday. But it did’
not have the same effect on the Honaur—
able Algernon,

“What are we stoppin’ for?” he asked.

“Home!” said Beauclerc.

Algernon blinked.

“Home!” He glanced at the cabin,
“I see, this shed belongs to your place.
But where's the house?”

‘““That's the house!”

“Eh? What?”

“That’s the house, old fellow.”
“That—that shed!™ said Algernon
faintly. “¥You—you—you don't Ilive
there?”

fiyves”

“Oh, gadl”

That was all the Honourable Algernon
said. It was all he cculd say. He
almost tottered into the remitlance-
man's cabin.

CHAPTER 30.
Algernon's Bagzagp!l
CHOOL to-morrow, Franky!” re-
marked Bob Lawless.
Frank Richards nodded.

The two chums had come out of the
ranch-house after dinner at the Lawless
Ranch. There was an autumn mist
on the plains, and the distant summits
of the Rocky Mountains were shrouded
from view.

“I guess,” continued Bob, “that we’ll
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ride over and see the Cherub this after-
noon. I want to see how that cousin
of his is getting on.”

“I'm on!” said Frank, with a smile.

And the cousins went for their horses.

At Cedar Creek, the other fcllows
were already back at school; but Miss
Meadows had given & few days’ leave to
Frank Richards & Co., to allow them to
meet Vere Beauclerc's cousin on his
arrival in British Columbia.

; And both Frank and Bob were very
curious to know how he was getting on,

It was probable that Vere Beauclerc
and his father, the remitiance-man, had
their hands fuil with their guest.

I'rank Richards and his Canadian
cousin trotted cheerily away across the
plain towards Cedar Camp, on the out-
skirts of which was the Beauclerc clear-
ing. As they came in sight of the
Cedar Camp trail, the post-wagon from
the south came info view.

“Hallo! They've got a load on to-
day!” remarked Frank Richards, as he
glanced at the wagon.

Bob Lawless burst into a chuckle,

. “Is the tenderfoot’s baggage!” he
exclaimed,

“The what?"”

“Algy's truck!” said Bob. “We left
it at Kamloops, you remember, for his
tutor man to come on with if, And
i, there they are!”

' “Ha, ha, hal”

Frank Richards could not help laugh-
ing.. *

The baggage piled in the post-wagon
was imposing to view. ‘I'here were
trunks, there were portmanteaux, there
were bags and cases and haf-boxes,
The “truck ¥ made quite a little hill in
the wagon. -

Seated beside the driver was a bony
gentleman- whom they recognised as
Mr. Toots, the tutor of the hopeful
Algernon, who had brought his charge
ocut to Canada.

The chums rode into the trail, and
trotted on beside the wagon, which was
heading for the cabin by the creek.
They raised their Stetson hats in polite
'greeting to Mr, Toots.

6l

That gentleman acknowledged the
salute, with a very unhappy look. The
bumping and jolting of the post-wagon
on the rough trail had nol been en-
joyed by the tutor.

The trail was marked only by the
ruls of wheels and hoof-prints of horses
and cattle, and the wagon traversed it
in a succession of jumps and jerks.
And at each jump and jerk, poor Mr.
Toots jumped and jerked in his scat,
and he probably had more aches and
pains than he could count in his hapless
bones by that time. The post-driver
seemed rather amused by his expression
and his occasional ejaculations; and
Prank and Bob, though sympathetic,
could not help smiling.

“Youwve got a cargo on board this
time, Hank!"” called out Bob Lawless to
the driver.

“Search me!” said Hank.

Which implied an expressive affirma-

tive.

“All for the Beauclercs’ shack?”

“Correct! Is Old Man Beauclerc
sterting n store, young Lawless?’ in-
quired Hank.

- ““Ha, ha! I think that’s his nephew’s
truck,” answered Bob, “Merely school~
boy’s outfit, Hank.” .

“Waal, search me!" said the driver,
more emphatically than before,

“Are we very far from our destination
now?"” inquired Mr. Toots, in a feeble
voice.

“Nope!” sald Hank. “Another mile,
sir. You'll live through it, if you hang
on careful.”

Mr. Toots suppressed a groan. Ie
was rather doubtful whether he would
live through it if the journey was much
prolonged.

“I guess it’s rather lucky we moseyed
along, Franky,” murmured Bob Law-
less.  “Theyll want a hand with all
that truck when it arrives,”

“Where the thump will it all be put?”
asked Frank.

Bob chuckled.

“ Ask me another, old chap. Mr, Beau-
clerc's got & hobby new cabkin built,



where the old shack used to stand, so
there's more room—but I guess his
cabin won't hold that Ict. Perhaps

they’ll stack it up in the timber.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

The wazon rolled and jolted on, leav-
ing the direct trail to cut across the
prairie towards the creek. As a rule,
passengers alighted on the trail, and
baggage was handed down there, and
carried if it had to go farther. But
Hank's present cargo could not be car-
ried, and the post-driver was making
an exception in its favour,

The cabin on the clearing by the creck
came in sight.

Vere Beauclere stepped oub at the
doorway, as the post-wagon rumbied up.
He smiled aud nodded to his chums as
they jumped from their horses.

“Glad {o sce you, you fellows,” he
sald. “My hat! This looks-rather a
lot of boggage!"

“Where's Algernon?”
a grin.

"He's not down

“ Not. down?”

“Well, net up,” said Beauclere, with a
smile.

“Not up at three in the afternoon!™
roared Bob Lawless.

“He's tired after his journey,” ex-
plained Beauclere. “He's had break-
fast and lunch in bed.”

‘' Great gophers!”

“This is a new country to him,” said
Beauclere.  “He's not used to two days®
ride on end, you know. I'm alraid he's
a bit disappointed with Canada, too.
He seems fo have expected cabs and
country mansions,”

“Poor old Algy!™
Richards.

YHe's very anxious aboui his bag-
gage, and I'm glad it's arrived,” said
Beauclerc. “I—I don't know where it's
poing to be put, though.”

“Lend a hand with this truck!” said
Hanl.,

“Certainly !

Beauclere helped Mr. Teots to alight,
and then the schoolboys lent their aid

asked Bob, with

yet.”

said Frank
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to the post-driver
gage,

It was rather o long task.

When the truck was landed, it made it
imposing pile outside the cabin. Mr.
Beauclerc, who was away at work down
the clenrluz{, was not there to aid, but
Frank Richards & Co. piled in with
hearty goodwill, and the truck was all
stacked outside the cabin at Jast.

“I guess I'm glad to get rid of that,
and the hosses, too!” grunted Hank,
as he climbed back inte his seat. “¥You
coming on to the camp, sir?”

in landing the bagz-

Mr. Tools shook his head, and Hank
darove @ ¥ with the jolting wagon, The
tuter ked at Vere Beatclere.

“I must see Algernon before I leave,”
fe said.

“Come in, sir!” answercd Beauclerc.

And the tutor followed him to the
Honourable Algernon’s quarters.

CHAPTER 21,
Awful for Algernon!
ERE BEAUCLERC fapped at his
V cousin’s door,

4 “Come in!” s’a\anad a tired
voice.

The Cherub opened the <door,
ushered Mr. Toots into the room.

It was a little room, with two camp-
beds in it. One of the beds was made,
but the other was occupied by the
Honourable Algernon Be the
younger son of Lord St. Au.

Algernon was sitting up in hed, with
a lugubrious expression on his tired
face.

The room was well furnished for a
cabin in the Thompson Valley; but cer
tainly it must have presented a striking
contrast to what the Honourable Alzy
was accuslomed to al home.

“Oh, it’s you, Toots!” said Algernon.

*'¥es, my dear boy.”

“How are you feeling now,
asked Re'mrlcrc.

“Retten!”
“Oh!”

and

Algy?”
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“opired!?
“¥ou'll get over that.”

“I dan't believe I shall”
“Yc:u’ll feel as right as rain to-mor-
said Beauclere encouragingly.

ot 1™

lerc coughed.

Algernon groped round, and jammed
his eyeglass into his cye. Ile blinked
at Beauclerc and the tutor.

“Don’t think me an ungracious rotter,
Vere,” he said. “I'm no end grateful
for your hospitality, gnd all that.”

“We'll try to make you comfortable,”
sald Vere.

“W¥aas, I've no doubt yvou will.”

Algernon’s tone implied that he did
not think Beauclerc would succeed,
however.

Vere Beauclerc left his cousin and
the tutor together, and descended to
reloin his chums.

“‘Shut the door, Tools, will you?” said
Algernon.

‘It is shut, Algernon.”

8t down, if you can find anything
to sit on.”

Mr. Toots sat down.

“Nice hole this, ain't it?” said Alger-
non dismally.

“Your relatives scem very hospit-
able,” said Mr, Toots.

Algernun groaned.

“Hospitable enough,” he answered.
"“Vere is a really decent chap, and his
father ain't a bad sort, I belicve. But
Im not going to st'w here, Toots.”

““My dear boy—"

Algernon sat upright, and transfixed
the tutor with his eyeglass.

““Can I stay here?” he demanded.
“The pater must have been fairly off his
rocker to think of sendin’ me here,
He ought to have known better. Iisa
practical joke on the pater’s part, that's
what it must be. He can’t intend to
strand me here.”

“I think

“You've rea
me back with you, haven't
said Algernon beseechingly.

‘“Not at all.”

“The pater can't know what it’s like.

1y got instructions to take
vou. Toots?”
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Do you knaow, there isn’t a bell in this
room!" aned Algernon. “And if
there was o bell, there's ncbody to
answer it. I shall have to brush my
own clothes if I stay here!”

‘“Bless my soul!*™

“And my boots!” said Algernon,
o thrilling whisper of woe. “I
have to black iny own hoots, Toots!”

““ Good heavens! ™

“If theyre done for me,
have to do them,” s:ud Algernon, YT
ean't have lhat, T ean't be a cad! Bu t
how can I black my own bools, Toots?"

Mr. Tools gave a hopeless shrug of
the shoulders. He seemed to find that
problem oo much for him, so he gave
it up.

“What the governor was thinkin’ of,”
groaned Algernon, “I can't imagine!
Can you, Toots?”

Mr. Toots coughed.

“Lord St. Austells considered that a
drastic change would be benecficial to
you,” he remarked. “He thought that
you would learn a good deal by roughing
it a Iittle.”

“A little!™ pgasped Algernon. “T
don’t mind roughing it a little. I have
roughed it in my time. I travelled
second-class once.  Bui this isn't rough-
mg :Lb a little, Toots. This will kill
me!

“I hope not, Master Algernon,” mur-
mured Mr. Tools. .

“I'm coming back with you,

Mr, Toots shook his head.

in
1all

Vere will

Toots.”

‘“His lordship’s instructions—--" he
began.
“Rats!”

“Master Algernonl!”

“Jevver hear of such an unnatural
parent!” groaned Algernon. “It's
worse than the babes in the wood. I'm

a babe in the wood, that's whal I am—
only worse! I'm comin’ home again,”

“Impossible, Master Algernon.”

“Are you stickin® here, Tools?”

“No. I am staying at ihe hotel in
Cedar Camp till T have recovered from
my dreadful journey. Then I am going
back to Kamloops, to take the train.”

“I'm comin’ with.you.”
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* Impossible.”

“Look here—"

“I will leave you now, Master Alger-
non,” said Mr. Toots, rising. “I must
not risk darkness setting in before I
reach my hotel. I tremble to thmk of
whatl might happen in r.hnt case,’

“Don't leave me, Toots.”

“I must, Master Alwernon n

“Look here, Toots, o]d chap—"

But Mr. Toots seemed deaf. He
quitted the room, and the door closed
after him.

“You're
Algernon.

Mr, Toots was deaf even to that.

““Oh, my hat!”™ groaned Algernon.
“What am I goin’ to do? That’s what
I want to know. What the merry
thump am I goin’ to do?”

And as there was no answer to be
found to that question, Algernon laid
his weary head on the pillow, and
proaned again.

a rolter, Toots!” roared

~
CHAPTER 32.
French Leave!

RANEK RICHARDS and his chums
F were busy now with the Honour-
able Algernon's bagpage.

Piece by piece it was carried into the
cabin, and the trunks and portman-
teaux were stacked wherever there was
room for them,

Mr. Beauclerc came in from the fields
while they were so engaged. - The re-
mittance-man stared at the baggage, but
made no remark upon it, He greeted
Mr. Toots when the latter came down-
stairs, Mr. Toots eyeing him with some
curiosity.

He was aware that the remitlance-
man was brother to Lord St Austells,
but certainly the roughly-clad, muddy-
hooted man did not look much like a
member of the nobillty just then. Mr.
Toots politely declined the hospilalily
of the cabin; he was anxious to get to
his hotel.  And Mrv, Beauclere walked
with him Lo Cedar Camp, Mr. Tools
helng sublimely ignorant of his bearings,
In those unaccustomed surroundings
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the tutor hardly knew his right hand
from his left, which was also the state
of the hapless Algernon,

“Isn't it about time Alzernon came
down?” grinned Frank Richards, when
the remittance-man and Mr, Toots dis-
appeared down the trail together.

“I suppose s0,” sald Beauclerc, with
& rather embarrassed smile. “He's
doing as he likes to-day. It's school for
all of us te-morrow, you know. Algy's
a bit of an ass, of course.”

“He'll pull round,” said Frank.

‘“Oh, yes; I'm sure he will! He's not
bad chap, by any means.”

“I wish we had him at the ranch,”
sald Bob Lawless, laughing. “I'd get
no end of fun out of Algy.”

“The poor chap isn't in much of a
humour for fun, I fancy.”

“wou remember when you first came
{o Canada, Franky? I made you turn
up at Cedar Creek in Etons and a silk
topper. Ha, hal The galoots nearly
had fits1”

Frank Richards 1aughed

“Yes, you ass,” he answered. “But
Beau isn’t going to play tricks like that
on his cousin, He's got more sense than
you, Bob.”

“But what a chance, Cherub!”
Bob. “I've been counting the hat~
boxes. I believe the galoot has four
or five toppers with him. Suppore you
made him believe it's a custom at Cedar
Camp to wear two at a time.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

®

urged

{

‘_a!

“Idon't think Algy's quite soft enough

for that,” said Beauclerc.

“I guess he's soft enough for any-
thing. Anyhow, you can get him to
put on his very best dude rig to corie to
school to-morrow.”

Beauclerg shook his head.

“Think of the sensation he'd 'make tn
topper and Etons and nice white collar,™
urged Bob., “And the eyeglass; that
will be something special. Cedar Creek
School has never seen an eyeglass be-

fore. Do it, Cherub.”
“No fear,” answered Beauclerc, laugh-
ing. “I'm going to keep Algy within



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

bounds in the matter of clothes, as far
as I can.”

“It's an opportunity wasted,” grunted
Bob Lawless. “It would be no end
funny, and quite a treat for Cedar

Creck. Anyhow, Algy had better come
down now. Shall I go and yank him
ocut?”

Y No, mo!"

“Well, I'll wake him up, anyhow.”

Bob Lawless went to the foot of the
little staircase, or rather ladder, that led
to the upper rooms of the cabin.

“Pire!” he rvoared, with all the
strength of his lungs. “Pire! Fire!”

“What the thump are you at?” ex-
claimed Frank.

“Waking up Algy.”

“Yeou ass, there isn't a fire—-"

“¥ep, there is—in the stove. Fire!
Fire! Fire!” roared Bob.

There was a sound eof hurried move-
ments above.

A door opened, and flying footsteps
came hurrying down the stairs. But
the stairs were rather steep and narrow

- for hurrying, and Algernon, enveloped
in a blanket, caught his foot and rolled
down. Bob Lawless caught him at the
bottom.

“All serene!” he exclaimed.

Algernon gasped.

1

Where's the fire? Oh,

“Why, you ass” shouted Algernoen,
“there isn't any fire! Where's Lhe fire,
then, you silly fathead?”

Bob Lawless pointed to the stove.

“You silly idiot!” roared Algernon.

“Only waking you up, old scout,” said
Bob Lawless soothingly, ‘‘Jerusalem!
wou've forgotten your eyeglass! You'll
catch a cold without it."

““Rats!"

Algernon stalked upstairs again, trail-
Ing his blanket. But he did not get
back to bed; movements above an-
nounced that he was dressing himself
at last,

“*Anything more I can do for your
cousin, Cherub?” asked Bob Lawicss
genially.
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“No, you ass; you've done quite
enough,” said Beauclerc.

“Then come for a ride?”

Beauclerc hesitated.

“I don't know whether Algy may want
me—"

‘‘Oh, bother! Askhim!”

Beauclerc stepped to the stairs.

SAlgyl” he called up.

‘" FHallo!
“Likc Lo come for a ride?”
““No."
“Ahem! Do you mind i{f I run out
for an hour?”
“What rot! Nol”

“Right-ho, then!”

Vere Beauclerc was glad enough to
lead out his black horse and join his
chums in a scamper over the prairie.
He had spent the morning looking after
his cousin as well as he could, and the
change was welcome.

Frank Richards & Co. enjoyed a long
gallop under the afternoon sun, and it
was growing dusk when they rode back
to the clearing on the creek. Frank
and Bob looked in to say good-bye to
Algernon before riding on to the ranch.

It was dusky in the cabin, and Vere
Beauclerc lighted the lamp.

The light fell upon a sheet of paper—
evidently a leaf from a pocket-book—
pinned to the pire top of the table,

Beauclerce started as he saw it

“My hat!”

“Hallo! Somebody been
left a message!” said Bob.

Beauclerc picked up the paper, and
held it up for his chums to see, with a
troubled brow,

1t was scribbled on In pencil; and the
MEESNEE TAL:

in and

“Dear Uncle and Cousin,—Please
don't think me ungrateful for your hos-
pitality, but I have declded o go home,
Good-bye,

* ALGERNON BEAUCLERC.”

“Gone!"” ejaculated Frank Richards
“Oh, Jerusalem!”
Beauclerc ran quickly up the stairs.
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He came down again in & minuts.
room above was empty.

He looked at his chums with a stariled
face.

“He's gone!” he said .almost help-
lessly.  “Cleared off while we were oub
riding. My father hasn’'t come back
yet—what on earth am I to do?”

“Blessed if I wouldn't let the silly
gopher go!’ growled Bob Lawless.

Frank Richards looked very serious.

“I can't let him go, of course,” said
Beauclerc. “Father will be distressed
if he sees this. Oh, the young ass! He's
in father’s charge now, now his tutor's
gone; his father trusted him to us.”

‘““He may land himself in bad trouble,
wandering out on the prairie by him-
self,” said Frank Richards, with knitted
brow. "He can’t even have a horse.
Ygu had no spare horse here?”

WO

The

“Then he’s gone on foot!” exclaimed
Bob Lawless. ‘““Has the utter igiot
started trying to walk to the railway?
Oh, gum! He will be lost on the plains
as soon as night sets in.”

Beauclerc compressed his lips,

“He's got to be found and brought
back,” he said. ‘“There are plenty of
rough characters in this section that he
might fall in with, and »?  He broke
off. “I'm going to look for him.”

“We're coming with you,” said Frank.
“Very likely Bob can pick up the young
duffer’s trail. What a silly trick, sneak-
ing off like that when no one was
about.”

“He knew that he would not be
allowed to go, as he is here by his
father’s orders,” said Beauclerc. '‘He's
got to be found. Anything may happen
1o him—even if he didn’t lose his way
and die of hunger on the plains. The
awlul young duffer! Come on!”

The chums of Cedar Creek hurried
out for their horses.

The sun had almost disappeared, but
the moon was rising over the mountains,
and there was light enough for Bob
Lnwless' keen eyes to pick up the trail
loft by Algernon’s nobby riding-boots.

Evidently he had started on foot, for
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the tracks of his Loots were found lead~
ing away towards the post-trail.

But the hapless Algernon had not
even been able to find his way to the
post-trail, for his track wandered off to
the prairie before the trail was reached.

“Can you pick it up, Beob?” asked
Frank Richards, as the rancher's son
stopped, scanning the ground carefully.

“Yepl ‘We shall have to walk our
horses for a bit. We've struck a stony
patch, But we'll run the young gopher
down!”

And Frank Richards & Co. follewed
on the track of the elusive Algernon, as
fast as the faint track and the dim light
would allow.

CHAPTER 33.
Algy Finds Trouhlel!
i Y luck’s inl”

M Dry Billy Bowers made that

remark.

Mr. William Bowers was tramping
across the grassy plain, under the moon~
light, in the direction of Cedar Camp.
Mr. Bowers looked very wayworn, as he
generally did.  He had been at Silver
Creek looking for work. He had been
looking for it, apparently, in a chicken-
Tun belonging to a citizen of Silver
Creek, who had found him there, andé 2
o

being of a distrustful turn
mind, had imagined that Mr. Bowers
was looking for chickens. With

the aid of a heavy boot and a
riding whip, the Silver Creek citizen
had helped Mr. Bowers to depart, and
the hapless “hobo ” was on his way to
Thompson with several severe aches in
his bony person, and in a very pessis
mistic frame of mind.

And then he suddenly came upon the
Honourable Algernon.

Dry Billy had never seen the Honour-
ahle Algernon before, and he could
scarcely believe his eyes when he saw
him now.

It was the eyeglass gleaming in the
moonlight that caught Mr. Bowers’ at-
tention at first and made him jump.
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Billy Bo.ers had seen monocles befare,
certainly; but not in the Thompson
Valley of British Columbia.

Algernon had stopped.

He had tramped some miles, and he
was fatipued; and he had not the
faintest idea of the direction he should
take. The dim prairie on all sides of
him loomed vaguely, almost terrifyingly.
The boundless space had an oppressing
effect on him. Mr. Bowers was glad lo
see him, but Algernon was more glad
still to see Mr. Bowers. He would have
been glad to see a Red Indian just then,
to break the oppressive silence and soli-
tude.

“William, my boy,” murmured Mr.
Bowers, “your luck's in! It ain't a
dream. ‘This yer dude has stepped out
of his bandbox jusi{ to oblige you, Wil-
Liam."”

‘Thus apsstrophising himself, the
loafer advanced towards the Honourable
Algernon.

3 g, sir,” said Dry Billy affably.
" Good-evening,” said Algernon.
“Stranger in these hyer parts, sir?”
“Yes,” gasped Algernon. “I—I—IL

think I've lost my way.”

Mr. Bowers grinned. He did not need
telling that. His only wonder was,
how the elegant Algy c¢ to ke there
at all. Such “critters d not grow
+ in the Thompson Valley; Mr. Bowers
knew that.

“P'r'aps I can help you, sir,” he sug-
gested.

“Youre very kind,” said Algernon.
“Ihope you can. I want toget to Kam-
loops, Lo take train for the east.”

“K-k-kkamloops!” stuttered Dry Billy,
“Thal's donkeys’ miles from hyer.”

“I suppose it 18,” sighed Algernon, “I
know il was a thunderin’ long ride up
here from the rallway. Can't I geb o
coach or a trap or somethin' to take me
ihere, somewhere?"

“1’d give you a lift myself, sir, bub
I've left my carriage an' palr at home,"”
said Dry Billy.

Algernon gave him a suspicious lock.
Mr. Bowers appearance was nob reas-
suring. He was sober, for once in a
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way, but there was a strong smell of late
drinks  about him. His coppery,
stubbly, unscrupuleus face had a rather
unpleasant effect upon the Cherub's
cousin.  Algernon backed away a little.

“But I guess I can get you a lift, sir,”
sald Dry Billy, “Course, you'd have to
pay for it."

"I could do that!” said Algernon.

“P'r'aps a buggy would serve your
turn, sir,” supggested Mr. Bowers amic-
ably. “P'r'aps you'd like to hire a
buggy for, say, fifty dollars, to drive
you down to the railroad.”

“I'd be jolly glad. Took here, you
show me where I can get a vehicle and
I'll stand you somethin' for your
trouble.”

“Tell you what, sir,” sald Mr. Bowers.
“You take a rest hyer, sir, under this
hyer tree and I'll fetch the buggy to
take you on.”

Algernon’s face brightened up.

“By gad! That's a jolly good idea!”
he exclaimed.

Mr. Bowers held out a dirty hand.

“Fifty dollars for the buggy, and say
five for me!” he suggested. “‘How does
that strike you?”

Algernon Beauclerc was green. .Bub
a much deeper shade of green than
Algernon’s would have been required to
make him trust Dry Billy Bowers with
fifty doliars.

“I'll pay the man when he brings the
trap,” he said,

I guess I'll bring it myself, sir.”

“Then I'll pay you after the drive.”

“I guess I'll have to put the money
down for the buggy when I hire It in
Cedar Camp,” sald Mr. Bowers per-
suasively.

Algernon shook hils head.

‘“Are wo far here from Cedar Camp?"™
ho asked,

“Jest o few miles.”

“Well, you gulde me there, and I'll
glve you your flve dollars, and I can
hire seme vehicle there myself.”

Mr. Bowers' agreeable smile faded a
little. He had hoped to extract a hand-
some ‘“‘stake” from the dandy tender-
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foot by means of the use of his tongue
only. But he was quite prepared to
use cther methods if his tongue did not
prove eficacious. Mr. Bowers was think-
ing of the flowing fire-water at the Red
Dog Saloon in Thompson, and he was
not likely fo stick at trifles. He was too
dry for that,

“Can't you trust me, young feller-me-
1ad?” he demanded, in a very gruff tone,
and his eyebrows knitted threateningly.

Algernon backed away another pace.

“Look here——" he began.

“Kin you trust me or kin you not?”
reared Mr. Bowers, following him up,

“Well, no, I can't, if you want it
plain,” answered Algernon; ‘“and I
know I'm jolly well not goin’ to, anyhow,
50 now you know!”

Dry Billy blinked at him. Algy's
answer showed that he was not wanting
in ecourage, whatever might be sald of
his intelligence. Persuasion  had
failed Mr. Bowers, and bullying seemed
to fail, too. But Dry Billy had still
other resources.

He raised a horny fist, and brandished
it under the Honourable Algernon's
aristocratic nose.

“Hand it over!” he sald.
And be spry!”

“ En—what?”

“I'm leiting you off,"” said Mr. Bowers,
“at fifty dollars, Mot a cent less. Pony
up, if you know when you're healthy!™

“Confound your cheek!” exclaimed
Algy hotly, “Why the dickens shouki
I give you fifty dollars?”

“Because I'll mash you into a pesky
jelly if you don’t!” answered Mr, Bowers
darkly. “Got that!”

Algernen clenched his hands. There
was a thrill at his heart, as he backed
farther away from the ruffian’s threat-
ening face, It was borne in upon his
mind that he would have done better
1o remain in the cabin on the Beau-
cleres' clearing, in spite of the fact that
there was no bell in his rocom, and no
foolman to answer it. He realised {hat
hie had run into danger, and if he had
been Jess faticued he would probably

“Pony up!
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have thrown his loftiness to the winds,
and taken to his heels. Bui he knew
there was no chance of escape by flight,

The loafer watched him savagely, as-
suming as ferocious an expr: on as he
could. Dry Billy was not an ill-natured
man in his own way, and he would have
preferred not to “handle ™ his vietim.

Bul Algernon was not o be fright
by black locks into handing over his
money.

“Are you going to pony up?”’ de-
manded Dry Billy.

“Go and eat coke!” retorted Algernox
undauntedly.

“What?"

“T won't give you a cent!”

“Then I guessl'm goin’to make cats+
meal of you, you pesky dude!” roared
Mr. Bowers. ‘“‘And hyer goes Lo start!”

He rushed right at Algernon.

To his surprise, the dandified tenders
foot stood up to his rush, and hit out,
straight from the shoulder. Flight being
impossible, Algernon was making a fight
for it, and he had plenty of pluck. And
there was a good deal of strength behind
that drive. It caught Mr. Bowers by
surprise, and sent him staggering backs
wards.

“Yooooogh!” splutiered the astonu
ished ruffian.

Crash, crash!

Algernon followed up the attack with
right and left. His hope was to knock
out the ruffian for long enough to en-
able him to make his escape. There was
a heavy bump as Mr. William Bowers
landed on his back in the grass.

‘Then Algernon scuttled.

But the loafer was up in a twinkling,
and rushing after him, his hard face in-
flamed with rage.

Before Algernon had taken a dozen
steps Dry Billy's grasp was on his
shoulder, and he was swung round.

“Now, then!” panted Mr. Bowers.

Algernon struck out desperately, but
Dry Billy was not taken by surprise this
time. Unheeding the blows, he threw
himself upon Algernon, and bore him
to the ground in a powerful grip.
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“Help!” shrieked Algy.

The ery came instinctively to his lips,
and it rang through the dusk of the
prairie. Dry Billy grinned savagely.
It was not likely that a cry for help
would be heard on the lonely plain.

He planted a knce on Algernon’s chest,
and pinned him down on the rough
ground.

“Help!"” yelled Algernon,

“0Oh, shet your yaup-trap!” growled
Dry Billy. “There ain't nobody to hear,
‘cept il's the gophers. Now then, turn
put your greenbacks!”

Instead of turning out his cash, Alger-
non struck up ai the bruial face above
him, and Mr. Bowers gave a howl as his
red nose caught the blow.

The next moment blows were raining
on the hapless Algy.

He struggled and squirmed and yelled
frantically, dazed by the shower of
furious blows, His nose was streaming
red, his senses swimming,

“Oh—oh, help!" he shricked.

“Now then, you pesky dude, p'raps
you'li—

“Help!”

To Algy's joy and Mr. Bowers’ aston-
ishment an answering call came back
through the dusk of the plains.

“We're coming!”

=

CHAPTER 34,
Algernon Gives [n]

RANK RICHARDS & CO, follow-
F ing the dimly-marked track in the
i moonlight, had heard the despair-
ing eries of Algernon from the distance.
And as soon as they heard them Lhey

nderstood,

“That's Algy!"” exclalmed Beauclere,
ptopping and listening.

“Hurry up!” exclalmed Frank,
. The horses falrly raced through the
grass.

“Help, help!™

¥We're coming!'"

The schoolboys urged on their horses,

Dry Billy Bowers, with a muttered
purse, leaped up from his victim, His
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bleared eyes stared through the dim-
ness towards the shadowy figures that
loomed up. He cursed again.

In his rage and disappointment the
ruffian bestowed a kick on the prostrate
figure at his feet, and then darted away
into the gloom. Algy sat up dazedly.

“Here he is!" exclaimed Bob, drag-
ging at his horse.

Dry Billy Bowers had vanished into
the high grass as the three riders drew
rein round Algernon. They jumped
from the saddle.

“Algy!" exclaimed Beauclere.

“Oh, ow! Oh, you!” gasped Algernon,
“I—I—I've been attacked! I've been
nearly killed! oOw!"

“Youm b]cedlng"’_ mutiered Beau-

clerc, “Are you——"

“It’s my nose. That beast hammered
me on the ground!” groaned Algernon,
“Ow! I feel bad! Ow!"

“Poor old chap! Who was it, do you
know?”

“A hulking ruffian, with a whisky
face!” groaned Algernon. ‘‘He wanted
to rob me, and I wasn’t havin’ it. Ow!"”

Bob Lawless whistled.

“So you put up a fight?” he said,

“Ow! Yes”

“Blessed if I thought——" Bob Law-
less checked himself, realising that it
would not be polite to the Cherub’s
cousin {o state what he would have ex-
pected the Honourable Algernon to de
under such circumstances.

“CGet on my horse, old chap,” sald
Vere Beauclerc hastily,. “We'll soon
get you home.”

Algernon hesitated one moment, but
only one. The thought of the Beau-
clercs' cnbin, from which he had fled,
was like the thought of a haven of rest
and safety, nfter hls wanderings on the
prairie and his encounter with Mr, Wil-
llam Bowers,

“I—I—I'1 come!" he stammered.

Beauclerc helped him on to the black
horse.

“You—you found my note?” stam-
mered Algernon.

“I've got it in my pocket, No need
for my father to see it; it would only
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distress him,” said Beaueclerc quietly.
“That is, if you'll give me your word
not to play the fool like this again, Algy!
My father's responsible for you."”

Algernon groaned.

“I—I won't hook it again!® he
mumbled. “#“I—I suppose Ive got to
make the best of it!  Ow!”

“Youll find it all right
that!” said Frank Richards.

Algernon grunted. He did not feel
so sure of that. But he said no more
as the schoolboys started for home.
Near the clearing the chums separated,
Beauclerc taking his cousin on to the
cabin, and Frank and Bob riding for the
ranch.

“A queer customer, that tendericot,
and no mistake!” remarked Bob,

“Yes, rather!” assented Frank.

“But he's got pluck, anyhow,” said
Bob Lawless sagely. “I reckon he’ll pull
round in time.”

And Frank Richards could only hope
that his chum was right. He could not
help wondering what was likely to hap-
pen to the Honourable Algernon when
he made his first appearance at the
Cedar Creek School,

if you do

—y

CHAPTER 35,
In Style!

i HEY'RE late!”
I Bob TLawless and Frank

Richards dashed up along the
trail through the timber, and reined in
their horses at the fork in the trail.

It was school that morning after the
helidays, and the chums were on their
way to Cedar Creek.

But Vere Beauclere was not wailing
for them at the fork, as of old, and he
was not in sight on the branch trail
that ran through the trees towards the
creck and the Beauclercs' clearing.

“I reckoned they'd be late!” said
Bob, with a grunt. “The Cherub was
always as punctual as a dago cow-
p;ulu;lmr on pay-day. DBulb thal cousin
&} 1R’
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Frank Richards laughed.

“The Honourable Algernon may
not be up yet!” he remarked.

“Then the Cherub’s a jay to wait
for him!”

“Well, as it's Algernon’s first day
at school, I dare say Miss Meadows
will go easy if he's a little late.”

‘“"More likely a lot than a little!”,
growled Bob Lawless. “What's it to
be? Are we going on, or calling for
the Cherub? Thal'll make us late.™

*‘Let's chance it.”

‘'Oh, all right!”

The two schoolboys turned into the
branch trail, and rode at a gallop to-
wards the Beauclercs’ cabin.

They came in sight of the Beau-
clercs’ cabin at last, without meetmg
their chum on the way.

0ld man Beauclerc could be seen at
work on the clearing, a diminished
figure in the distance. In the open
doorway of the cabin Vere Beauclerc
was standing, holding two horses. He
was ready to start for school, but hig
Cousin Algy, invisible in the cabin,
evidently was not ready.

““Hallo, Cherub!” shouted Bob Law-
less, a5 he rode up with Frank,

Beauclerc looked round at the sound
of hoof-beats.

“Hallo, you fellows! ¥You'll be lateX

“We've come for you.”

Beauclerc made a grimace.

“I'm waiting for Algy!” he said.

“Isn't he ready?” asked Frank.

‘“‘Not yet.”

“What's he up to, then?”

‘“Brushing his topper!™

“Wha-a-at?"

“Brushing his topper!” said Beau.
clere, In a tone of resignation. I
rather wish the Dpost-wagon had
tipped his baggage into the creek. But
it didn't, and he’s got no end of clothes
here, and—and—"

He shrugged his shoulders.

Bob Lawless chortled.

‘“Oh, by gum! You're working off
that stunt on him, then, same as I
did on Iranky when he first came ta
Canada. You're lelting him go fo
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school rigged up in Bond Street style.
Ha, ha, ha
“'No, you ass!
him not to——
“Then it's his own idea?”
“Yes.”

I've tried to persuade

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Bob.

“I'm blessed if I quite know what
to do,” said Vere Beauclerc, with a
worried look. “As he's a guest, I can't
dictate to him. I've ftried to glve
advice. But he knows best. He thinks
he does, at least. Perhaps you fellows
may be able to persuade him to—"

“Let him rip!” chuckled Bob.
#Cedar Creek School will be no end
delighted with a real dude.”

“Dry up, Bob, you duffer!” sald
Frank. “We can't let Beau's cousin
make an ass of himself, if it can be
prevented. Let's speak to him.”

“It's spniling a good joke,”
bled Baob.

“Rats”

“Here he comes!” said Beauclere.

The Honourable Algernon came out
of the cabin at last.

Frank Richards and Bob Lawless
blinked at him.

For the moment they could only
blink.

The Honourable Algernon Beauclerc
was rather a good-looking fellow, and
he certainly looked very nice. At some

grum-

really select scholastic establishment in |

the Old Country he would have locked
quite the thing, perhaps a little re-
markable for fastidious elegance, but
1o more than that.

But in the backwoods of Canada he
was .a vision to make the oldest in-
habitant rub his cyes.

He was dressed in Etons—Etons of
an exquisitec cut and fit, His white
collar, lately unpacked, was spolless.
Hie tie was tled as only an expert In
ties could tie a lie. His cufls were
things of beauty, and his bright boots
were joys for ever. Handsomest of all
was his tall silk hat, It was not the
only topper ever seen in the Thompson
Valley, for Frank Richards had brought
one there with him, in his early bliss-

ful ignorance of the place. Frank's
topper had long ago gone the way of
all toppers. It was his Cousin Bob's
sense of humour that had caused
Frank to sport it once, only once, at
the backwoods school. But Algernon’s
topper was being sported, not as the
result of o practical joke, but from
Algernon's own scense of the fitness of
things. And it was polished till it
reflected back the sunshine.

Bob Lawless shaded his eyes with
his hand, as If {his vision dazzled him.

“Is 1t real?” he murmured.

Algernon extracted an eyeglass from
his waistcoal pocket, and inserted 1t
in his eye. That gave him the finish-
ing touch.

“Help!” gasped Bob.

“Shurrup!” murmured
Richards.

Algernon turned his monocle upon
the two riders, and nodded.

“Good-mornin’!” he remarked.

“Good-morning, old scout!” said
Frank. “Youwll have to hurry up and
change for school, won't you?™

Algernon started.

‘“‘Change?” he said. g

“Yes. You see—-"

“I have changed for school.”

“OR

“Algy, old chap——"
Beauclere helplessly.

“I'm ready!” snid Algernon.

“But, I say- .

“Thig my gee"”

“¥es. But—-"

“Do you always ride to school?’*
asked Algernon.

“Yes. We—"

“I'd rather drive,
dressed for ridin."”

“Why not dress for riding, then?”
asked Frank Richards.

“My dear man, I'm goln' lo school”

Y We—we—wo don't dress In Etons ab
Cedar Creek, you know."”

“Bo Vere says. You ought to.”

HER

“If you fellows don't do the right
thing there's no reason, why I ghouldn’t,
is there?”

Frank

murmured

I'm not really
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“Nunno! B-b-but——"

“Let's get goin’!"” said Algernon.

“We don't drop our final g's at Cedar
Creek, if you den't mind my mention-
ing it,” murmured Frank.

Algernon stared again,

“What a country!” he said.

“‘But, you see—ahem!”

“It's time you learned,
suggested Algernon.

“Ahem! Look here, if you're really
coming to school like that—"

“Like what?”

““That!” gasped Frank,

“I suppose youre jokin'!” sald
Algernon coldly.  “Can't say I see the
Joke myself. Anylthin® wrong with my
c]obbcr?"

“Nunno. But—but in the back-
woods, you know——-"

“You said I was keepin' you wait-

isn’t it

ing, Vere. Now I'm ready, you don't
seem ready fo start,” said Algernon
severely. “I understand that your

headmaster is a lady—I mean head-
mistress. It's rather no class to keep
a lady waltin’, if you don’t mind my
sayin’ so. Are you comin’?”

Algernon climbed on his horse,

There was no help for it. With a
hopeless glance at his chums, Vere
Beauclere followed Algy’s example, and
the four schoolboys siarted at a gallop
for Cedar Creek School.

CHAPTER 36.
Algy at Cedar Creek!
Iy ERE they come!” said Chunky
H Todgers,
The fat and cheerful
Chunky was standing at the gateway
of Cedar Creek. It was close on time
for the bell to ring for classes, and
Chunky had been wondering what had
become of Frank Richards & Co.
Four riders came in sight on the trail,
riding very fast. Chunky looked at
them, and recognised his three old ac-
quaintances, and saw one whom he did
net recognise.
Chunky looked at hin

—and looked
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again, and
tones:

“Oh, Jerusalem!”

then said, in emphatic

“"Great gophers!” ejaculated Tom
Lawrence. “Wha's that? ‘What's
that? Great jumping gophers!”

'“Vellee nicee, what you tinkee?™
chuckled little Yen Chin, the Chinee.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's a dude!”
“A dude from Dudcsville!
hal”

Hacke’s roar of laughter brought a
dozen fellows out of the playground to
look.

Ivery eye was fixed upon the
Honourable Algernon.

Cocme of the Cedar Creek fellows
looked astonished; all of them. looked
amused. There was a grin on every,
face as Frank Richards & Co. rode up.

Three of the newcomers looked
rather red, but the Honourable Alger-
non was calmness itself.

His garb was certainly distinctive,

Ha, ha,

but Algernon did not mind that, He
rather liked being distinctive.
“yell, here we are again, you fel-

lows!"” said Bob Lawless, as he jused
{rom his horse.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Hacke. *“Is
this another of your jokes, Bob? This
is how you brought Richards to school
his first day.”

“QCh, dry up, Hacke,” answered
Bob. “Bring your cousin in, Cherub,
and let him see Miss Meadows!"”

“Jump down, Algy,” said Beauclere,
as he dismounted.

Algernon alighted.

He held out his rein to Eben HMacke,

Hacke stared.

“Toake my horse,"” said Algernon.

“What?”

 See hes properly looked after.”

“Hay

“Whut are you dawdlin’ for? Why
don’t you take it?" exclaimed Algermon
sharply.

Hacke looked at the new boy as {f
he would eat him.

lgyl™ exclaimed Beauclerg

roared Eben Hacke. .
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sharply, “what are you up to? Bring
your horse in to the corral.”

“Can’t the stable-boy take it in?”

*“The—the what?”

‘“‘Stable-boy?” roared Eben Hacke.
*Who's the stable-boy?"”

Algernon looked surprised.

“By gad! Am I makin’ a mistake?”
he asked, with perfect coolness. * Aln't
you a stable-boy?"”

S Why—I—I—I'1l—-"

Wrath overcame Master Hacke, and
he could only splutter. Vere Beauclerc
hastily took his cousin’s arm and led
him in.

Hacke stood spluttering. He was too
taken aback and overcome to proceed
to action just then. The fellows round
him were roaring.

“Algy, you ass——"" stuliered Beau-
clerc.

“Isn't he a stable-boy, then?”

“No, you fathead; he's a Cedar
Creek chap!”

“Oh, he loocked a horsey fellow—I
thought he was, naturally. Never
mind—only a mistake.”

“I don't think Hacke enjoyed the
mistake,” said Bob Lawless, rather
dryly. ‘“He looks rather mad.”

Algy started.

“Begad! Mad! Is this an asylum?”

“Mad is American for ratty,” said
Frank Richards, laughing.

“Oh, my hat! What a language!”

The horses were put up in the
corral, and the four schoolboys turned
towards the lumber school-house. A
crowd of Cedar Creek fellows came
round them—all interested in the
Honourable Algernon. Eben Hacke
had his big fists clenched, and was
evidently meditating vengeance; but
Just then Mr. Slimmey, ihe sceond
master of Cedar Creck, np?om‘od on
the scene. Mr. Slimmey’s gold-rimmed
glasses almost fell off at the sight of
Algernon,

“My cousin, sirl”
colouring.

“Oh, ah,
Siimmey.

sald DBeauclere,

yes!” stammered Mr.
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He shook hands mechanically with
the boy.

“Your name is Beauclere, I think?”?
he said.

“Yes, sir,” sald Algernon.

“Is your sight defective?”

“Eh? No!”

“Then why are
glass?”

‘I nlways do, sir.”

‘Nonsensel!  Take
diately "

“Begad!”

Algernon seemed indisposed to obey
Mr. Slimmey's order, but Bob Lawless
kindly Jjerked at the cord of the
monocle, and 1§ left Algy's eyes quite

you wearing @&

it off imme-

suddenly.

“Beauclerc, you should have ad-
vised your cousin to dress himself dif-
ferently here,” said Mr. Slimmey
severely.

“I—T—-" stammered Beauclerc.

“This attire is quite suitable for an
English school, but utterly unsuited to
Cedar Creek. You must be well aware
of that, Beauclere,”

#“Ye-gs, sir, but—but—-"

“I am surprised at you, Beauclere.”

And Mr. Slimmey, evidently under
the belief that Beauclere had been
puiling the leg of his tenderfoot cousin,
shook his head severely, and walked
away.

““Queer old bird, that!” commented
Algernon. And he replaced the
monaocle in his eye.

The quartette went on towards the
School House, near which they en-
countered Mr, Shepherd. Mr, Shepherd
blinked at Algernon.

“Is—Iis this your cousin, Beauclerc?™
he exclaimed, !

“Yes, sir,” groaned Vere.

“Ohl Ahl  You-you had better
toke him In to sce Miss Meadows, I
think,” stuttered Mr. Shepherd,

‘“Yos, sir.”

Algernon was plloted into the lum-
ber schoolhouse, and Beauclerce tapped
rather nervously at the door of Miss
Meadows' sitting-room. IHe was won-
dering uneasily what the Canadian
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schoolmistress would think of this
exotic. .

“Come in!" zaid Miss Meadows' low,
pleasant voice.

Beauclere marched his cousin in,
Frank Richards and Bob remaining in
the passage.

Algernon held his handsome silk
topper in his hand, as he walked in to
be presented to his schoolmistress.

Miss Meadows looked at him.

A slight smile played round her lips
for a moment, but it was replaced by
&8 severe expression.

“My—my cousin, ma’am—aAlgernon
Beauclerc!” stammered Vere,

Y1 am glad to see you, my boy!”
said Miss Meadows.

“The pleasure is all on my slde,
ma’am!” replied Algernon politely,

There was a gurgle from the passage.

“Oh!” ejaculated Miss Meadows.
¥ Beauclerc!”

*Yes, Miss Meadows?”

“I am surprised at your not having
Informed your cousin that his school
attire at ho,:.nc was not suitable here.”

“I_J

“Kindly see that he is differently
clad to-morrow, Beauclerc.”

“Ye-es, ma'am.”

“Excuse me, ma’am,” said Algerncn
pelitely. “If it is all the same to you,
I should prefer to dress as I am.”

“It is not all the same to me,” said
Miss Meadows sharply. “ You may
take your cousin to the school-room,
Beauclere!”

“But, I say—" began Algernon.

“Come on!” whispered Beauclere.

He dragged the Honourable Algernon
from the room.

In the passage there were twenty
or more Cedar Creek boys and girls,
and they were all smiling—with the ex-
ception of Eben Hacke. That burly
youth was in a towering rage.

He thrust a huge, clenched flst under
the Honourable Algernon’s startled
nose,

“Where will you have it?” he de-
mnnded.

“Begad!™
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‘“Hold on, Hacke!”
clere hastily.

“Stable-boy!” said Hacke sulphur-
ously. “Giving me his critter to hold!
Why, I'll smash him into a jelly! I
guess I'll—r'll—I11—

“Hacke!"” .

It was Miss Meadows' qulet voice.
Eben Hacke dropped his clenched fist
suddenly, as Miss Meadows leoked out
of her doorway.

“Ohl Ah! Yes, ma'am!” he gasped.

“Kindly behave yourself, Hacke!”
sald Miss Meadows sternly. “If I find
you quarrelling with the new boy,
Hacke, I shall punish you very severely !
I shall keep an eye on you. Mew go
into the school-room!”

And Hacke, suppressing his feelings
as well as he could, went. Algernon
walked cheerfully into the school-room,
leaving his hat hanging up on a peg,
along with a crowd of caps and Stet-
sons, in the lobby.

Beauclerc found a place for him,
and he sat down betweensghis cousin
and Frank Richards. Miss Meadows
came in, followed by Mr. Slimmey and
Mr. Shepherd, and classes began. But
there was not very much attention
given {o lessons for some time. The
attention  was bestowed upon the
Honourable Algernon, and Miss
Meadows' class was ln a state of semi-
suppressed merriment all the morning.

exclaimed Beau-

[—

CHAPTER 37,
Chunky Is Too Funny!
LGERNON, under the peculiar
A circumstances, might have been
expected to betray some sign of
self-consclousness.

But he didn't.

Not a sign of it. If he notlced that
he altracted unusual aliention, he
probably took it as his due. He was
quite at his ease during the morning.
Only once did he wake up, as it were,
from his serene repose. Miss Meadows’
back being turned for a moment, Eben
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Hacke took advantage of the oppor-
tunity {o lean over his desk and give
Algy a fiereg whisper,

“You pesky dude! I'm going to
smash you after lessons!”

Then Algernon looked round ecalmly.
The big and burly Eben was almost
twice as large as the slim Algernon,
gm—. Algy certalnly was not alrald of

im,

“'Did you address me, my good fel-
Iow?” he asked.

Hacke choked.

“Good fellow! G-g- ~good fellow!
Why, I—T guess TH—TTl——

“If you did, perhaps you wouldn't
mind explalnin' what a dude is!” sug-
gested Algernen. “‘I've never heard
the word before. Is it American or
Canadian?”

“I—you—I—I'm going
up into little pieces!”
between his {eeth.

Algernon shook his head.

“I don't think you could, really,” he
answered.

“I calculate I'll show you!™

And, by way of a hint, Hacke
reached over and grasped the Honour-
able Algernon by the shoulder.

Unforiunately for the bully of the
lumber school, Miss Meadows furned
back to her class at that moment. The
schoolmistress’ brows knitted at the
scene that met her view.

“Hacke!” she rapped out.

Eben Hacke released Algy's shoulder
as if it had suddenly become red-hot.

“This is the second time I have had
to speak to you, Hacke!” said Miss
‘Meadows coldly. “You will be detained
an hour after lessons. If I find you
quarrelling with the new boy again,
your punishment will be more severe,”

Hacke sab sllent and furious.

His lltlle scheme of “‘smashing”
Algernon  after lessons had to be
dropped new. Even for ihat pleasant
experience he did not dare to Iace the
wrath of Miss Meadows.

Algernon calmly brushed hils shoul-
der with his handkerchief, as if Hacke's
grasp bhad left a stain there—a pro-

to break you
sald Hacke,
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ceeding that made the other fellows
L&rin, and made Hacke almost foam.
When the school was dism!ssed after

morning  lessons, Hacke had the
pleasure of remaining, kept in, till
dinner-time. He cast a fierce glare

aller Algernon as the latter went, but
Algy did not even notlee it. He seemed
to have forgoilen Eben Ilacke's un-
important existence already.

He walked cheerfully out of the
lumber  Schoolhicuse  with  Frank
Richards & Co. In tho midst of a

His topper was still on the peg,
which rather surprised Frank Richards
& Co., for a number of the other fel-
lows had been out before the leisurely
Algy, and the chums rather expecled
to find the topper in use as a football
in the passage.

But there it was, and Algernon put
it on his head.

“He, he, hel”
Todgers.

Chunky had been first out that
morning—contrary to his usual custom.
He was generally slow to move, but he
had a reason for hurrying himseif that
morning. The reason transpired after-
wards.

Algernon glanced at the fat Chunky
as he heard the chortle.

But he disdained to take any further
notice of Chunky, and he waiked out
into the playground with his friends.

Frank Richards and Bob went down
to the creek with thelr canoe, and
Algy was left with Vere Beauclere.
Beauclere did not feel that he could
desert his cousin, though the sensa-
ilon Algy's appearance was making
considerably disconcerted him.

“I don't disllke this place, after all,
Vere,"” Algy remarked,

“I'm glad of that, Algyl"

“The chaps seem to be rather

came from Chunky

rufllans—-"
“Eh?”
“And the schoolmistress doesn't
seem to have much sense—"
“What?"

“But I dare say I shall get on all
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right. The school work is easy enough
—not Iike the stufl I had to cram with
my tutor, old Toots. But I suppose

Miss Fields——"

“*Miss Who?"”

“Fields—isn't her name Fields?”

“ Meadows—"

“Oh, yes—Meadows! I knew it was
somethin'  grassy. Miss Meadows,
then! I suppose Miss Meadows was

only spoofin’ about my havin’ to wear
different clobber to-morrow—-—"

“No, of course not! You can’t dress
like this in the backwoods!”

“I'm goin’ to!”

“You heard what Miss Meadows
sald.”

Algernon nodded.

“Yaas! 1 regard her as exceedin’
her authority in the matter. I'm not
goln' to take any notice of such rot.”

“Algy!” exclaimed Beauclerc, In
great distress,  “Don't you understand
that you're at school now? You have
to do as your schoolmistress tells you.
She ecan’t indulge you as your tutor
used to, even if she wanted to—and, of
course, she doesn’t!”

“There’s a certain amount due to
myself,” said Algernon loftily. “I can’t
make myself look a guy—like you, for
instance!”

“Wha-at?”

“You're dressed like a stable-hand,
Vere. I can't dress like that. I don't
criticise your taste, of course. Not my
bizney, But I'm the best judge for my-
self. I shall come to-morrow just as I
am to-day!”

“Miss Meadows will be angry.”

“I hope not!” sald Algernon care-
Jessly.

“But she will be!” exclaimed Beau-

clere.
“Well, let her, then! Can't be
helped. Where do we have lunch?”
""We have dinner here—all the fel-
lows who live at a distance do. But
look here, Algy, suppose we ride home

quick, and change clothes—you, I
mean—-—"
"Rot!"

MQan't you see that you're making
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every fellow in the school chuckle?”
exclaimed Beauclerc, losing patience.

Algernon shrugged his slim shoul~
ders.

“Let ’em chuckle!” he said.

And with that he swung away,
apparently having had enocugh of his
cousin’s plain English.

Beauclere compressed his lips, and
went to join his chums by the creek.
Algernon  paraded the playground,
quite satisfied with dsimself and the
attentlon he was receiving. Chunky
Todgers and some other fellows kept
him in sight all the time, with grin-
ning faces.

“I put it under the lining, you know,”
Chunky murmured to Dick Dawson.
“IL will work out soon—ihere was
plenty of it—red Ink, you know. He
will be the colour of a Kootenay soon!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Algernon gave % chuckling school-
boys a haughty glance, and turned
way. Down his forehead several red
streaks were already showing, but the
superb Algernon was unconscious of
them.

That was the reason why Chunky
Todgers had scudded out so quickly
after lessons that morning. The
humorcus Chunky had been unable to
resist the temptation of the topper.

“By gad, it’s rather warm!” mur-
mured Algy. “I'm actually per-

- spirin’!”

He felt the damp ocozing out from
under his hat upon his forehead, But
it wasn't perspiration, if the Honour-
able Algernon had only known it; it
was red ink. He brushed his forchead
lightly with his hand, smudging the
red across with a very striking effect.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a roar. i

Algy's get-up had already provoked
smiles, but now the Cedar Creek fel-
lows seemed to be nearly going Into
convulsions when they looked at him,
The sight of red streaks coming down
under the silk topper was irresistible,

*Ha, ha, ha!”

Algernon’s haughty glance In renly
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to the laughter was erushing, but its
effect was quite spoiled by the red
streaks that marred his faces

The Cedar Creek fellows yelled.

Algernon walked away angrily.

He came upon Miss Meadows near
the Schoolhouse, and the schoolmistress
stopped and stared at him blankly.

“Upon my word!" she claculated.
“Beauclerce, come herel”

Algernon stopped, and raised his stk
hat to the schoolmistress very grace-
fully, The ralsing of the hat revealed
a forehead smothered with red ink,
and the effect was extraordinary.
There was a howl of laughter from all
directions.

“Bless my soul!”

exclaimed Miss

Meadows. “What ever have you been
doing?*

“Doin’?” repeated Algernon, In sur-
prise.

“Your face is red—"

“That is not surprisin’, madam, con-
siderin’ the dashed impertinence I've
met with this mornin’!” said Algy.

“But—but what—— Bless me, it is

ink! FHave you been silly enough to
put ink into your hat?” exclaimed
Miss Meadows,

Algernon jumiped.

“Ink!” he stuttered.

He stared into his hat. The lining

was dripping with red ink.
T “Oh, gad!” gasped Algernon.

“You utterly absurd boy!”

“I—I—I didn't do it!” shrieked
Algernon. ‘“Somebody has been playin’
tricks with my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bilence!” Miss Meadows exclaimed,
as severely as she could, though her
lips were twitching. ‘ Beauclere, you
had belter go and wash your face! It
is streaked with red ink!”

“QOh, gad!”

“Todgers, take Beauclere Into the
house, and show him where {0 wash!”

“Certainly, ma’am!” grinncd
Chunky. ‘“This way, dude!”

Algernon, with a furious face—ag
furious as it was Inky—followed the fat
€Chunky into the lumber Schoolhouse,

leaving the playground echoing with
laughter, Eben Hacke was coming
out of the school-room as he entered,
and at the sight of Algernon he
clenched his big fists. But he un-
clenched them again the next moment,
and burst into a roar.

‘Ha, ha, hal”

Unlil dinner-time Algernon was busy
washing-—washing hard. He found the
red Ink rather clinging. And his face
was still very red—though the ink was
gone—when he jolned the Cedar Creck
fellows at dinner.

In the course of the next few days
Algy had to put up with a good many
rough jokes of a similar nature, but he
pgradually began to settle down to his
new life.

CHAPTER 28

In This Style, Fifty Cents!
H A, ha, hal”

H Frank Richards & Co. looked

round as that sudden burst of
laughter rang through the playground
at Cedar Creek.
I guess,” murmured Bob
Lawless.

And Bob was right.

Vere Beauclere frowned a liitle, as
his two comrades smiled. The Honour=
clere did not exactly enjoy his cousin
which made some difference. Beau-
clerc did not exactly enjoy his cousin
Algy being the abject of merriment.

“What's up now?" said Frank.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I don't see—" began Beauclere,

“Well, here he comes.”

The Honourable Algernon Beauclere
was sountering across the playground
townrds the lumber Schoclhouse, out-
slde which the Co. were standing.

Nearly every eye In the playground
was on him, and cvery face wore a
grin; but for the moment the Co. could
nol see ihe cause,

True, Algy's monocle was gleaming
in his eye, but Cedar Creek was used
to Algy's eyeglass by this time. Algy
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had been at the school a week or more
now, and they had had time to get
used to it.

Algernon was very nicely dressed, it
was true. He had been prevailed upon
at length iv abandon his Etons, and
his topper, and his high white collar.
But his clothes, though in more accord-
ance now with his surroundings, were
very elegantly cut, and of a beautiful
fit. And nothing could induce Algy to
part with his monocle. He had parted
with his topper with a pang, but part-
ing with his eveglass would have cost
him teo many pangs.

He strolled gracefully towards his
friends, swinging a light cane, and,
apparently, unconscious of the Ifact
that he was the centre of a sudden
eruption of mirth.

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Eben Hacke.
#In that style, how much?”

“Fifty cents!” yelled  Chunky
Todgers.

“Dear at the price!™

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

“I guess I don't quite see the joke,”
remarked Pob Lawless, a little puzzled.
“What's this game, Algy?"

Algy shook his head.

“Don't ask me,” he yawned. “IL
haven't the faintest idea. Perhaps it's
your necktie, old scout.”

“What?"”

“Somethin’ seems to be excitin’ the
general risibility,” said Algernon. “Un-
less it's your necklie, dear man, I really
can’t guess what it is.”

Bog Lawless turned pink.

“What's the matter with my neck-
tie?” he breathed.

“Nothin' at ﬁ]l—really nothin’. But
the way it's tied—
“The way it's tied?” sald Baob.

“Yaas; and the colour——-"
“The colour?”
“¥aas; and the stuff it's made of

“The—the stuff—"

“¥aas; there's a certain amount of
room for merriment in that necktie,”
snld  Algernon, fixing his eyeglass
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upon it. Still, it’s rather pﬂrsonal to
burst out‘baf.klmg like this.”

Bob Lawless stared at the Honour-
able Algernon. That it was Algy who
was the subject of that outburst of
mirth was quite clear, but Algy either
could not or would not see it. He pre-
ferred to attribute it to Bob's necklie,
wh certainly was not such a thing of
joy and beauty as Algy’s.

“well, you—you——" murmured
Bob, almest overcome by the cool
check of the dandy of the lumber
school.

“IHa, ha, ha!” came from the play-
ground.

Algernon  Beauclere turned round,
jamming his eyeglass a little more
firmly into his eye, to survey the
laughing schoolboys.

As he did so, the cause of the out-
burst dawned upon Frank Richards &
Co., as Algy's back was turned towards
them.

On Algy's elegant back a placard was
fixed with a hook.

On the placard—evidently borrowed
from a store in Thompson Town—was
the inscription in bold black letters:

“IN THIS STYLE, 50 CENTS.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co. in
chorus.
“Begad!” ejaculated Algernon.

He spun round at the unexpected
burst of laughter bechind him. His
placarded back was exhibited to the
crowd in the playground once more,
and there was another roar:

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“What are you fellows laughin’ at?”
inquired Algernon. *“ Anythin’ ticklin’

1 you, Frank Richards?”

“Ha, ha! ¥es.”

“In_that style,” fifty cents!” yelled
Eben Hacke.

“Now, I wonder what that bounder
means by’ that?” exclaimed Algy.
“What is fifty cents in real money,
Vere?"”

“About two shillings in English
money,” answered Beauclere, laughing.
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““And what does it mean?”

Algy look® round at the laughing
crowd again. Just then Miss Meadows
stepped out at the porch.

“Beauclerc!” she exclalmed sharply.

Algy turned round.

“Why are you carrylng that ridlcu-
lous card on your back?” exclaimed
the Canadian schoolmistress.

“Y, madam?” exclaimed Algy In
astonishment.

“Yes. Take it off at once!™

Algy blinked.

“Is—is there anythin’® on my
back?” he ejaculated. “Take it off,

Vere!
ass?”

Vere Beauclerc reached out his hand
and unhooked the placard. Alger-
no.u‘bs face was a study as he gazed
at it.

“‘In this style, 50 cents!’” he mur-
mured dazedly. *“Oh, gad!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a shriek from
the playground.

“By gad! That's why that ruffian
Hacke pushed against me—he was stick-
in’ this on my back!” exclaimed Alger-
non indignantly.

He made a rush towards Eben Hacke.
That burly youth was doubled up with
merriment, roaring. But he roared in
quite another way as Algernon sud-
denly seized his nose between a finger
and thumb.

“QOooooooch!?

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Hacke tore his nose away the next
moment, and jumped at the dandy of
Cedar Creek with clenched fists. Miss
Meaddws ran quickly between them.

“Stop!” she raprped out.

spluttered

“I—J—he—he—I——"
Hacke.

“¥ou should not play such tricks on
a new boy, Hacke,” sald Miss Mendows.
**As for you, Beauclere, If you act in
-this - manner again, I shall punish you

Why don’t you take it off, you

severely!”?

“The rotter Was impertinent,
‘madam,” said Algy.

“gilence! Go into the schoolroom

and wait there till lessons!” ,

-
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Algernon looked rebellious, but he
had learned by this time that Miss
Meadows had to be obeyed, so he
walked into the schoolrcom and sat
down there.

Eben Hacke rubbed his crimsoned
nose savagely as Miss Meadows went
into the house.

“I—I-I guess I'll make cold meat of
that gol-darned dudel!” he spluttered.
“Pulling my nose—my nose, by James!
I—I—I gucss——"'

“Did it hurt?” grinned Chunky
Todgers. “You yelled as if youwd
caught it in a gate! He, he, he!”

The bully of the lumber school gave
the fat, cheerful Chunky a glare. He
was not in the humour then for
Chunky’s chuckles,

“Did I?” he gasped.

“You did. Ha, ha—yarooooh!”

The next moment Chunky Todgers
was yelling too as Eben Hacke smote
him.

Eben Hacke stamped away angrily,
leaving the fat Chunky sitting in the
playground, roaring.

CHAPTER 39,
Algy is Ready! g
BEN HACKE gave Algernon a
E ferocious glare as he came into
class with the rest of Cedar
Creek a little later. Algy did not even
notice him. He was depositing his eye-
glass very carefully in his pocket. Miss
Meadows did not allow him to wear
that adornment in class, though Algy
sometimes sported it there from habit.
He put it away as the schoolmistress
came in, however.

Hacke sat down with a black brow.
More than once the bully eof the lum-
ber school had been on the point of
“lambasting " the Honourable Alger-
non, as he expressed it; but Miss
Meadows had an eye on him. His
bullying ways were well known, and he
was not allowed to wreak his wrath on
the new fellow, which Eben regarded
as very hard lines indeed. He was
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half as large again as Algernon and.

twice as heavy, and Algy could cer-
tainly not have stood up to him, which
Eben regarded as being quite sufficient
reason for licking the Cedar Creck
dandy, aparb from his somewhat exas-
perating manners and custoems. And
now Eben's prominent nosc had been
pulled, and it was the last straw.
Ebenezer was thinking of his in-
Juries as he sat in class that morning,
and he gave Algernon many black
looks, of which Algy Beauclerc was
blissfully unconscious. The lofty Algy
had pulled Hack's nose for hils
‘‘dashed impertinence,” and there he

apparently considered the matter
ended. But it was very far from
ended.

When the Cedar Creek fellows ¢ame
out, after lessons that day, Ebenezer
Hacke came up to Frank Richards &
Co., his eyes gleaming at Algernon,
who was with his friends.

“¥ou pesky dude!” said Hacke.

Algernon extracted his eyeglass from
his pocket, jammed it into his eye, and
surveyed the burly Eben calmly.

“Begad! Did you address me?” he
agked.

“yept»

“Do you want your nose pulled
again?”

“Shurrup, Algy!” murmured Frank
Richards.

Hacke thrust his face closer to Algy,
as if deliberately placing his prominent
nasal organ in danger.

“Pull it, you pesky dude!” he re-
torted. “Do you think I wouldn’t have
mashed you like a potato if Miss
Meadows wasn't interfering? I'lli be
glad of the chance. Puil it!™

#I'll oblige you, by gad!”

Algernon  was stretching out his
hand when Beauclerc caught him by
the shoulder and pulled him back.

*“Chuck it!” he said curtly.

“But he's askin’ me to pull his nose,
dear boy,” said Algernon.

“Well, don't do it. Don't play the
gonbl" ‘
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“But I think—"

“Dry up, you jay!” said Bob Law-
less. *Can't you see that Hacke wants
to get you into a scrap?”

“Well, I don't mind.”

‘Oh, rats! Come away!”

Frank Richards & Co. did not want
to see the elegant Algernon being
mauled by the bully of the lumber
school.  Vere Beauclerc slipoed his arm
through his cousin’s to lead him away.
Algernon shrugged his shoulders.

“Anythin’ for a quiet life]” he re-
marked. ‘Take your nose away, Hacke.
It really isn't a beautiful thing to look
at, don't you know.”

Eben burst into a scoffing laugh.

‘“And that critter's a Cedar Creek
chap!” he exclaimed contemptuously.
“A soft galoot that can't scrap, and
can't ride, and can’t——"

Algernon looked round.

“My dear man,” he said, “I'll ride
anythin’ on four legs in Canada.”

It was Algernon’s weak point that
had been touched. With all his soft
ways he was a good rider, as Frank
Richards & Co. had found, rather to
their surprise. There was good stuff in
Algernon, as Bob Lawless had observed,
but it did not show on the surface.

“I guess you couldn't ride my,
horse!" said Hacke jeeringly.

“What rot!"”

“Will you try?”

“Yaas, cerfainly!”

““Hacke’s horse is rather a tough erit-
ter, Algy,” said Bob Lawless, a little
uneasily.  “You'd better leave it
alone.”

Algernon smiled.

“Let him trot it out,” he answered.
“If there’s a gee in Canada that T
can't ride, I'd be glad {o see it. My
dear man, I could ride Hacke's horse’s
head off!”

“I guess you'll back down when you
see the critter!” sneered Hacke.

Algernon fixed his monocle upon
Hacke with good-humoured contempt.

“My dear kid, that remark is in your
usual good taste!™ he said. “If you
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out

“Business?" asked Hacke, ns if still
sceptical.

“Oh, yaas!” said Algy carelessly.

“I guess I'l bring him out on the
trail, then.”

“Right-he!"”

_Eben Hacke strode away towards the
corral to fetch his horse, with a grin
on his hard face. Algernon walked
towards the school gates to wait for his
challenger on the trail outside. His
companions went with him, Frank
and Bob feeling rather ill-at-ease. Vere
Beauclerc did not seem uneasy, how-
ever, and he smiled reassuringly at his
chums.

#It's all serene, you fellows!” he said.
“Algy is a good many kinds of an ass,
but he can ride.”

“Thanks!” yawned Algernon.

“I don't like the look in Hacke's
sye,” said Bob Lawless. “He means
mischief, that pesky galoot does. His
horse may be savage to-day.”

“I think Algy will manage him all
right.”

“Well, he's in for it now,” said Bob.

Frank Richards & Co. waited on the
open ftrail, and a good many of the
Cedar Creek fellows gathered round.
They were curious to see an exhibition
of buck-jumping, with the dandy of the
school in the saddle. Hacke's horse
was well known as a rather vicious
brute, very different from the hand-
some pony Algy rode to schopl. Alger-
non, being plentifully supplied with
cash, had selected the best pony to be
bought in the Thompson Valley for
his own use, and it was a really hand-
some “critter,” Very different from

‘want to see me ride your horse, trot it
ut.”

the big, raw-boned, savage-lempered
brute that belonged to Ebenezer
Hacke.

In a few minutes Eben Hacke led his
horse out at the gates. Algernon sur-
veyed it critically through his eyeglass,

e horse was a little restive, but not
looking specially vicious just then. It
was ready saddled and bridled.
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“Hyer he is!” announced Hacke,
“And I guess you'd better keep off him,
tenderfoot, and own up you can’t ride
He don't like strangers.”

“Gilve him to me!”

“Waal, here he isl”

“Look out!” called oub Tom Law-
rence, “That critter will begin buck-
lj-nliml’:’lng a8 5001 a8 you get a leg across

m.

“Yaas, all serene.”

Algernon examined the glrths and
shortened the stirrups. Iben Hacke
watched him with a sarcastlc smile.
The horse stared away uncasily as
Algy touched the girths.

“Quiet, old boy!” said Algernon.

“Like a ladder to get up with,
Algy?” called oul, Chunky Todgers.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

I bunk you dude?”
grinned Eben Hacke.

“Rats! Siand back!”

The horse was shying nervously, and
there was a growing irritation visible
in his looks. Algy did not mind, how-
ever. If the creature had been really
dangerous, the Honourable Algernon
would not have backed out at this stage
of the proceedings. There was plenty
of pluck hidden under Algy's soft and
elegant manners.

Appearances were doceptive, as Lhe
Cedar Creek fellows were to discover.
The general expectation was that Algy
would roll helplessly off the horse's
back at the first jump.

Algy vaulted into the saddle with an
ease and grace that rather surprised
the schoolboys to begin wilh.

“He can mount a eritter!” re-
marked Dick Dawson, in a tone of
wonder, and ihere was a laugh,

“Hold on to hls ears, Algy!” yelled
Chunky Todgers.

“Hn, ha, ha!"

“Oh gadl” sald Algy. “I think you
must be a lttle loose In the erumpet,

up,

Hacke. There's nothin' in ridin' this
horse.”
‘“Jest you seel"” grinned Hacke, “If

you keep on him three minutes I'1 esk
my hat!”
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“youll have to eat your headgear,
then, dear boy. I'll run him up and
down the trail”

Algy touched the horse lightly, and
trotted up the trail towards the creek.

For a minute or two-the horse trotted
on obediently, and gave no sign of
trouble. But as Algernon wheeled him
in the trail to ride back to the school
gates, he began. He came round with
a whirl, and suddenly his forefeet flew
into the air, and he stood almost per-
pendicularly on his hind legs, pawing
the air.

There was a gasp from the watching
crowd. This was the beginning of the
expected display of “buck-jumping "—
and it was beginning in style. Almost
every one of the spectators cxpected
to see Algernon go spinning over the
horse's lashing tail, and there were
exclamations of alarm from several.

“It’s too bad!” e'(clahned Lawrence.
“He may be hurt—-="

“He asked for it!” grinned Hacke.

Crash!
Algy was still in the saddle, his
knees gripping the flanks of his

mount. The horse came down on his
forefeet with a crash that made sparks
fly from the stones in the trail. And
Algernon was still in the saddle.

CHAPTER 40.
Tha Buck-jumper|

RASH, crash!
C The buck-jumper was going on
in deadly earnest now.

The crowd of schoolboys watched
ihe scene breathlessly.

Hacke's horse was growing wildly
excited. Up and down he wenf, first
on his hind legs, then on his forefeet,
withh his nose almost touching the
ground. It seemed a miracle that the
rider was not pitched out of the saddie
ke o pip from an orange.

But he sat tight,

Crash, crashl

"My hatl”  murmured TFrank
Nichards, “Dash it all, I can ride,
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but—but I'd rather not be on that gee
Jjust now.”

“I guess he's a real mnkdolagcr"'
sald Bob Lawless. “There’s something
wrong with the brute. I've never seen
him as mad as that before.”

“Only buck-jumping,” said FEben
Hacke.

Vere Beauclerc compressed his lips.

“Have you been doing anything ta
the horse, Hacke?'’ he asked.

“Eh, what?”

“That isn’t ordinary buck-jumping.
The brute's seems nearly mad.”

“That's only his temper, I guess.”

“He ought to be shot for a temper
like that!” growled Bob Lawless.

“The dude asked for it, didn't he?"”
sneered Hacke. “If he can't ride, he
shouldn’t have got on the critter.”

“Look out!” yelled Chunky Todgers.
“He’s coming!”

“Oh, Jerusalem!”

There was a sudden scattering of thel
crowd outside the school gates.

Hacke's horse, after two or three
minutes of frantic bucking, had sud-
denly burst into -a furious gallop,
straight at the watching crowd.

The schoolboys scattered on all
sides.
If the raging horse had burst

through the cmwd there would have
been serious injuries on all sides, if not
fatalities.

Some of the fellows rushed into the
playground, and others swarmed an
top of the fence. The trail was empty
almost in an instant.

Clatter, clatter, crash!

“Hold him in!” yelled Hacke from
the top of the gate.

But the rider could not hold in the
furious horse at that moment. His grip
was like iron on the reins, but the
horse was beyond control.

Algernon sat in the saddle grimly.
His cyeglass gleamed in his eye; his
hat had blown off, and his hair was
loose in the wind. But he was perfectly
cool and collected.

Even a good rider might have failed
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to keep his seat on the horse in its
present mocd. But Algernon was keep-
ing it.

.The galloping steed swept by the
gates and thundered on towards
Thompson Town at a terrifle burst of
speed.

“Great Scott!” ejaculaled Bob Law-
less, dropping from the fence again,
“What the thunder is the malter with
the critter? ¥e locks mad! Did you
see his eyes?”

“There’s something wrong with

him,"” said Beauclerc = between his
teeth. ‘Hacke has played some trick
“Eh? What trick could he play?”

“I don’t know; but the horse is mad
al  this moment!” said Beauclerc,
#That's mnot buck-jumping! The
animal’s frantic!”

“I guess it does look like it,” said
Bob soberly.

“Here he comes!” yelled Chunky,

Clatter, clatter, clatter!

Algernon had succeeded in wheeling
the horse on the Thompson trail, and
he was coming back at a furious
speed.

From various coigns of vantage, the
schoolboys watched him, safe out of
the reach of the animal’s hoofs.

Algernon was still firm in  the
saddle.

His face was a little pale, and his
teeth were set, his lips drawn in a tight
line. His brows were wrinkled over
his gleaming eyeglass. But he was still
as cool as ice,

“Look out!” he shouted, as he came
thundering up.

But the warning was needless; the
Cedar Creek fellows were looking out
sharply enough.

Vere Beauclere watched his cousin
with a white face,, There was no help
*for Algy. It was“s struggle between
him and the infuriated horse, and it
had to be fought out to a finish.

That there was something wrong
‘with the horse was clear now to all
eyes, It was mnot merely a vicious
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temper that was the matfer with him
—though what the matter was, was a
mystery.

Close by the school gates the horse
stopped with startling suddenness, and
Beauclere gave o gasp as he locked to
sec Algernon shot over ilhe lowered
head of the animal. Bui Algernon was
well back in his saddle, the stirrups
almost at the herse's neck as he sat
back. With his nose to the_trall, the
horse was flinging up his hind legs,
looking every moment as If he would
roll over head-foremaost.

The quality of Algy's rlding was
pretty evident then. There was hardly
a fellow in the watching crowd who
could have sat the frantic horse
through that ordeal; and Algy was sit-
ting him as if born to “witeh the world
with noble horsemanship.”

“By gum! He can ride!” mutfered
Bob Lawless.

“Jump down, Algy!” shouted Frank
Richards as the horse, as if exhausted
by his own fury, stocd for a moment
or two nearly motionless, panting and
steaming.

Algernon did not heed.

“Get down, you fool!” roared Eben
Hacke, whose harsh face was pale and
perspiring now. *“Take your chance!"”

But it was loo late, if Algy had
wanted to take his chance. The horse
glared around with blocdshot eyes at
the little group, then leapt forward like
a shot from a gun.

Crash, crash, crash! rang the hools
on the hard trail.

“Oh, my hat! How {8 this going to
end?” mutiered Frank Richards.

“He'll be killedl" groaned Chunky
Todgers.

Crash, crashl

The schoolboys gazed on,
bound.

. The horse was exclted now to a pitch
of fury that was terrible to look upon.
More than once he had reached round
with his teeth, snapping at the rider's
legs, but Algy was on the watch, and

spell-
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the
touched him.

Now the animal rose perpendicularly
on his hind legs, and, instead of com-
ing down on his ferefeet again, rolled
rds into the trail, his legs
thrashing the air.

Reauclere suppressed a cry. It
geemed a miracle that Algy was not
pinned under the weight of the horse.
But he had leaped clear at precisely
the right moment, keeping_ the reins in
a grip of iren. As the frantic horse
rose again, Algy was in the saddle once
more, and the horse leaped up with
the undaunted rider on his back.

Crash, crash, crashl

The movements of the animal were
almost too rapid to be followed by the
eye as he reared, and jumped, and
kicked, and plunged. He burst into the
furious gallop again, and once mere
tore slong the trail in the directlon
of Thompson. In less than a minute
horse and rider had vanished - from
sight.

“Let’s get our horses!” gasped
Frank Richards, “We'd better follow.
Goodness knows what will happen
now!” ’

“Correct! Come onl!"

Frank Richards & Co. rushed to the
corral for their own mounts. In a
couple of minutes they rode out on
the trail, and storted in pursuit of the
vanished buck-jumper, The rest of the
crowd remained round the school gates
in excited, breathless discussion. Not a
feilow there thought of starting home-
ward till the resuit of that strange
ctrugpgle between horse and rider was
known,

The three schoolboys rode hard up
tie Thompson trail, with the deadliest
feavr in their hearts for Algy.

“There he isl”  exclaimed Boh
Lionwless at last.

“Dismounted!” exclaimed Frank,

The buckjumper was quiet at last.
1o sbood In the trail, trembling in every
limb, Algy holding the rein and sooth-
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white, snapping teethh had not :ing him, The saddle lay in the grasd.

Frank Richards & Co., as-they rode up,
could see that the girths had burst.

Algernon  glanced round as they
arrived. He was breathing hard, but
looked quite cool,

"“Thank goodness you're safe!l’ ex«
claimed Beauclere.

“Bafe as houscs, old scout! The
girths burst,” said Algernon. “A jolly
good thing they did, too!™

“But you—-"

‘'Oh, I landed on my {feet, old chap.
I believe I mentioned that I could
ride,” drawled Algernon.

“Well, you can ride; no mistake
about that,” said Bob Lawless. “The
critter looks quiet enough.”

“He's not bein’ tormented with a
bunch of thorns now,” said Algernon
quietly. “Look at that.”

He pointed to the broken girth, and
then to the horse’s heaving flank.

“Jerusalem!” gasped Bob Lawless.

“It was Hacke's little joke,” said
Algernon, ‘“He saddled the horse
before he brought it out, you know,
and he put thai bunch of thorns well
under the saddle-girths. You can
figure out for yourselves what the poor
brute felt like when the thorns began
to work into his skin.” And Algernon
smoothed the horse's dripping neck
soothingly,

Bob Lawless' brow was like thunder
as he picked up the bunch of thorns,
stained with blocd now. Under the
girth the horse’s skin had been cruelly,
scored.

“By thunder!” said Bob Lawless,
between his teeth. “By thunder!- Of
all the dirty tricks! The poor horse

“I'm goin' to thrash the rotter for
that!” said Algernon. “I don’t mind
for myself, but think of the poor old
gec—-1

“Let’s get back,” said Bob abruptly.

The chums walked their horses baclke
to the school, leaving Hacke's saddle
lying in the trail, Bob Lawless res
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marked that Hacke could fetch it if he
wanted it. And a shout grected them
as they arrived at the gates of Cedar
Creek,

———

CHAPTER ai.
Rough Justice!

-4 ERE they are!” squeaked

H Chunky Todgers. “The ten-
derfoot ain't dead!”

“He's off the hoss, though,” re-

marked Lawrence,

Eben Hacke stepped towards his
horse as the new-comers halted, with
A rather uneasy expression.

#Where's my saddle?” he demanded.

“Half-way to Thompson in the trail,”
answered Bob Lawless. “You can see
ihat the girths broke.”

“And you left it there?” shouted
Hacke.

# Yep!”

“#Why, you gol-darned jay——"

“And lock at that!” said Bob Law-
less, holding up the bunch of thorns.
“Look at that, all you fellows!”

Hacke bit his lip hard. He had not
expected his trick to come to light.
But it had come to light now, with a
vengeance.

“What on earth’s that?” asked Dick
-Dawson.
i fAnd
'sald Bob.

' Phew!”

“Hacke put those thorns under the
girth when he saddled up,” said Bob.
#'That's what made the critter so wild.
Algy might have got his neck broken,

< for all Hacke cared.”

I reckoned he would get thrown
off,” said Hacke sullenly. ''He
needn'tghave stuck on so long if he
hadn't ‘wanted. I never reckoned he
‘would get hurt, ‘copt a bump or two.”

“¥ou cowardly rascall” exclalmed
Frank Richards hotly. *And what
.about the horse?”

#1It’s my horse!” growled Hacke,

+There was a buzz among the Cedar

look at the critter's flank!”

Creek fellows ag they crowded round
the now quiet animal, There was in-
dignation on all sides. The remarks
that were addressed to Eben Hacke
made that youth's ears burn.
Algernon pushed back hls cuffs.
“I'm goin' to Iick that brute!” he
sald. “You've been lookin' for a scrap

with me, you rotter; now's youn
chance!”

“I'm ready for you, you pesky
dude!” growled Hacke.

Bob  Lawless pushed the warlike
Algernon back.

“Hold on!” he snapped.

“I'm goin' to thrash himg I {ell
you!” exclaimed Algy.

“My dear chap, you can ride, but
you can't thrash a fellow twice your
slze,” szid Frank Richards. “Leave
him to us!”

“I'm goin' to try.”

“‘You're not!"” grunted Boh Lawless.
“Hacke is goin’ to get worse than you
could give him, you jay! Y¥You fellows,
you see what the brute's done. He's
risked breaking a chap's neck. And
that’s not the worst. Lock at the hoss!
Hacke’s going to smart for it!”

“I'm ready fto fight any galoot
here!” growled the bully of the lumber
school.

“That isn’t what you're going to do,
though,” sald Bob. “Youre going to
be ridden on a rail, and ducked in the
creek.” -

“Yes, rather!”

Hacke clenched his big fists.

“I guess I'd like to sece any galoot
ride me on a rail!” he roared.

“Youll see it sqon. Get a rail,
Franky, will you?"

“You  bet!” answered  TFronk
Richards.

Bob Lawless tethered the horses,
Hacke made a stride towards his
steed, nnd was  unceremoniously
shoved back. Vere Beauelerc and Tom
Lawrence collared him by the arms and
held him.,

“Let me go, hang you!” sald Hacke
between hls teeth, struggling in their
gasp.
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‘“Hold him!™ said Bob.

Hacke was held fast enough. The
whole Cedar Creck crowd were exas-
perated by his foul play, and therc
were plenty of hands ready to hold
him.

Frank Richards returned in a couple
of minutes with a big rail. Half a
dozen fellows held it in readiness for
its rider.

“Get on, Hacke!” rapped out Beb
Lawless.

“I won't!” roared Hacke.

“Stick him on!”

Hacke struggled savagely, but three
or four fellows had hold of him, and
he was pitched astride of the rail. The
rail was swept into the air, and Eben
Hacke nad to clutch at it with both
hands to save himself from a fall as
it was lifted shoulder high.

“Let me down, you pesky jays!” he
howled.

“Go ahead!” called out Bob Law-
less.

“Stick to i, Hacke!™

“Ha, ha, hal”

The crowd surged away fowards the
creek, shimmering at a distance in the
setting sun. Hacke roared and howled
as he clung to the rail. He jumped
from it once, and stumbled and
crashed on the ground, with a howl of
anguish. He was promptly collared
and flung on the rail sgain, and it was
lifted once more. After that Hacke
decided that it was wiser to keep his
place, and he clung to the rail with
hands and legs, gasping and splulter-
ing.

“Let me down!
oh, owl”

The crowd came along the bank of
the creek, Eben Hacke riding the rail
in their midst.

“In with him!*

Oh, you jays! Oh,

shouted Bob Law-

loes,

“Stoppit!” roared Eben Hacke.
“You pesky galoots! Stoppit! I—I—
1 puess—— Oh! Oooochl™

Bplnshl

The rail was tipped, and Eben
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Hacke shot off into the shallow waler
by the bank of the creek.
He disappeared into two feet of
water and mud with a mighty splash.
“I guess thatl's good enough for the
galoot!” said Bob Lawless.
“Qooooooch!™

Eben Hacke's head and shoulders
rose from the water. He had sprawled
in thick mud at the bottom, and ha
was almost unrecognisable when he
came into view again. Mud was thick
on his face, and in his nose and mouth
and ears, and thick in his hair, Mud
and water streamed from him as he
splashed towards the bank.

“Oh, oh, ow! Groogh! Qooooch!™
he spluttered.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, you galoots! Ow, ooch! Oh,
Jerusalem!” gasped Hacke. “I guess
I'll— Ow, ow! Grooooch!”

“I guess youll think twice before
you play a dirty trick like that again,
you low-down skunk!” said Bob Law-
less. “It's not good enough for Cedar
Creek!”

* Groooogh!™

The crowd, laughing, turned vack to-
wards the school. Frank Richards
& Co. untethered their horses, while
Hacke, crawling from the creek, limped
up the trail after them, shedding mud

and water at every step. His appear-

ance was greeted . with loud chuckles
by the Cedar Creek fellows. The bully
of the lumber school stopped outside
the gales, squelching mud, and shook
a wet and muddy fist at Frank
Richards & Co.

The chums of Cedar Creek had
mounted their horses, and Beb Lawless
had taken the reins of Hacke's steed,
as if to lead it away.

“Glve me my critler,
howled Hacke,

Bob Lawless shook his head.

“I guess I'm taking your -critter
home with me to the ranch,” he
answered.

Hacke jumped,

you fooll”
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. “Taking my critter home!” he splut-
tered.

“I1 puess so. He wants seelng to,
and I'm going to take him to the ranch
for the vet to see him,” answered Bob
Lawless.

“¥You crazy galoot!” yelled Hacke
furiously. “He's my critter, ain't he?”

““¥ou can have him again when he's
got over your rotten trick,” sald Bob
Lawless coolly. “He's not fit to be
saddled now, and won't be for a day
or two. I'm taking him home.”

* Hacke spluttered with fury.

“How am I to get home, then?” he
howled.

“Walk!”
laconically.

“I'm going to have my hoss!”
roared Hacke.

“Rats!”

answered Bob Lawless

The chums of Cedar Creek started
Hacke made a rush after them, amid
loud laughter {rom the schoalboys now
starting for home. He grasped the
reins of his horse, and held on to them.

“Let go, Bob Lawless, you galoot!”
he panted.

Bob Lawless had his awn reins and
his riding-whip bunched in one hand.
He let the reins go, and gripped the
whip, and- brought it down across
Hacke's knuckles with a sounding
lash.

There was a wild howl from Hacke
as he released his horse.

“Yow-ow-o00p!”

“Have some more?"”
grimly.

“Yow-ow!”

*Come on, you fellows!” said Bob.

And Frank Richards & Co. rode away
up -the trail into the timber, with
Hacke's horse troiting beside Bob.

Eben Hacke stood in the trail, look-
ing after them, panting with wrath.

* The chums of Cedar Creek disappeared
into the timber, and the bully of the
lumber school turned slowly away,

“I guess that will be a lesson to that
galoot,” remarked Bob Lawlpss, glanc-
ing at his grinning chums. *'I suppose

asked Bob
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you jays think I've been a bit high-
handed. But the critter wants looking
to, and it’s precious little looking to
Hacke would give it. He thinks he can
do ag he likes with it because it's his

own horse. Ils time he learned
better.”

I'rank Rlichards laughed.

“Quite rlght, old scout,” he an-

swercd.

“¥aas,” remarked Algernon, with a
nod. “Right on the wicket, dear boy.
But you should have let me thrash the
rotter, you know.”

Whereat the chums of Cedar Creek
chuckled. While they rode cheerily
homeward with the led horse, the hap-
less bully of Cedar Creek had the
pleasure of tramping a mile along the
Thompson trail to recover his saddle,
and then of heading for home—on
foot. And by the time he trudged into
his home il was possible that Eben
repented of his sins.

CHAPTER 42,
Algy on the lea!

'M comin’, dear boys!”
“Ahem!”

I “ Looks rippin’, doesn't it?” said
Algernon of Cedar Creek.

The creek did look ripping, as Algy
expressed it; the waters that bubbled
and sang past the backwoods school in
the summer were frozen hard now, and
the creek was covered with gleaming
ice.

Morning lessons were over at Cedar
Creek, and a crowd of boys and girls
had come down to skate on Lhe frozen
stream. And with Frank Richards &
Co. came Algernon Beauclere, Algernon
turned his eyeglass upon the creck wilh
satlsfaction in his glance., Apparently
he was looking forward to the skating,

Bob Lawless grinned, Frank Richards
coughed, and Vere Beauclerc looked at
his cousin from the Old Country very
dublously. The elegant Algernon did
not impress Cedar Creck as a fellow
who could do things. He had shown
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that he could ride, and ride remarkably
well; but the chums of Cedar Creek had
not seen him on the ice yet, and they
were exceedingly doubtful as to whether
he could maintain his perpendicular
there.

“Looks simply toppin’!” continued
Algernon. “‘I've been looking forward
to some skatin’.”

“You skate at home?" asked Vere
Beauclere.

“waas, a little bit, you know.”

“Well?” asked Frank.

“Well, I can keep up if I'm held, you
know,” said Algernon confidentially.
“I'm sure you fellows won’'t mind
holdin’ me.”

“on1r

“Two of you could do It,” said
Algernon. “I suppose the ice is thick
enough to stand it if we come a
mucker.”

“The fact is, old scout, we haven't
come along to fall down and roll,”
explained Bob Lawless, *“We're going
to skate.”

I dare say I could give you some tips | g
in skatin'.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I1 help you, Algy,™
Beauclere, smiling.

“I want two to help—these chaps,”
sald Algernon. “They're sironger than

said Vere

you are, Vere, Strength may be
needed.”
Vere  Beauclerc looked  rather

comically at his chums. Frank and Bob
exchanged a glance, and nodded.

“Oh, all right! We’ll give Algy a run
before we begin,” said Bob Lawless.
“Try not to bring us down too hard,
Algernon.”

“1'1 try, old top.™

“put your skates on then'”

Algernon glanced round.

“What am I to sit on?” he asked,

“The bank!"
“Oh, my hat! That will soll my
“Would

bags, you know |’
“Awfull” said Bob Lawless.

yvou likke me to ride over to Thompson

L&.WI_: nnd Lote along an easy-chalr?”
“Yoasl"
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“Fathead!” exclaimed Beauclerc:
“Sit down and put your skates on, and
don’t be an ass, Algy!

“And look spry"’ grinned Chunky
Todgers, “We want to see you at it,
Algernon. It will be funny!”

“Make a knee for me then, some of
you,” said Algernon.

“Here you are!” said Boh.

Bob Lawless made a knee for the
dandy of Cedar Creek, and Algernon sat
on it to put on his skates, As soon as
he was comfortably seated Bob jerked
his knee away.

Bump!

“Oh, gad! Wha-a-at—"

"Ha, ha, ha!”

Algernon sprawled on the bank roar-
ing. There was a howl of laughter from
the Cedar Creek fellows.

““You silly ass!” shouted Algernots,
sitting up. “What are you playing the
goat for? Yow-ow-ow!"

“You can sit on the bank now, old
scout!” chuckled Bob Lawless. “¥You
won't gather up more dust than you've

gathered already.”

And Frank Richards & Co. sat down
to don their skates;
able Algernon, with a frown, followed
their example. Mest of the fellows
were on the ice now, but they were not
skating away. They kept near at hand
to watch the performances of the:
“tenderfoot.” There was a general
expectation that the dandy of Cedar
Creek would cut an extraordinary ﬂguro
on the ice.

"Ready?“ asked Bob Lawless,

“Yaas

“Why don‘t you get on then?”

“I've got my skates on.”

“Well, come on!™

‘“How can I get up without help?”

“Oh, Jerusalem! Take his othex
ear, Franky!”

“Yarocoh!”

Frank Richards, laughing, grasped
Algernon by his arm, not by his ear as
ithe playful Bob suggested. The new
fellow was helped on to the ice.

“Now look out for freworks! ’ﬁ
chuckled Tom Lawrence.

and the Honour- .|
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“Go it, tenderfoot!™

“Let him slide, Lawless!
start!”

Bui now that Algernon was on the
ice, Bob Lawless loyally supported him
on one side, with Frank Richards on
the other. Vere Beauclerc hovered near,
looking rather anxious,

Algernon proved even more helpless
on the smooth Ice than the chums of
Cedar Creck had anticipated. His feet
persisted in travelling in different direc-
tions, and he clung frantically to his
helpers.

“D-d-don't I-1-leggo ! he gasped.

‘Hold to me!” said Frank encourag-
ingly, “We'll socn get you going. Oh,
my hat! Don't throttle me, you ass!”

Algy flung his left arm round Frank
Richards’ neck, and held on as if for his
life. It seemed to be his object to get
Frank’s head into chancery.

‘‘Here, give a grip, and don't quite
kill Franky!” exclaimed Bob Lawless.

“Oh! Ah! Yaas! Oh!”

Algy's right arm wound round Bob's
mneck. The rancher’s son was dragged
nearly over, and he roared.

Give him a

“¥ah! Go easy! Stoppit! Hold
on!”
“I'm holdin’ on, ain’t I?” gasped
Algy.

“I mean, leggo!*™

“Can’t! I'm slippin’!™

Algernon certainly was slipping. His
skates were beating a sort of tattoo on
the ice. The Cedar Creck fellows
crowded round and yelled with merri-
ment. Algernon was providing great
entertafnmen.‘ for his schoolfellows.

y hat!” gasped Frank

Rlchards. “If I'd known this was
coming—oh, dear! Let me breathe, you
howling ass!”™

“Can't!™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Go easyl” shricked Bob Lawless:

“Can't!”

“Oh, crumbs!” howled Chunky
Todgers. *“Ain't he a sight for sore
eyes! Go it, tenderfoot! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Keep on your skates, you idiot!”
gurgled Bob Lawless. “Don't put your
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silly feet in the air and hang on me!
I'm not a derrick!"”

"'Oh, begad! The—the—the ice seems
slipperyl”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

""Get him going somechow!" splut-
tered I'rank Richards. *‘Oh, deari”

Frank was bent half-double with
Algy's arm round his neck and Algy's
welght on him, and he tried In vain to
get his head up. Il was wilh difficulty
that he kept his balance. Algy's fedk
were going like lightning, as if he
intended to act as a human lece-breaker.

Cragsh, clatter, crash! )

All of a sudden he started. He shot
across the ice, and Frank and Bob were
fairly dragged after him by their necks.
Naturally enough they pitched forward
and sprawled on the ice with loud and
furious yells. Algy shot away from them
fairly across the creek,

Oow!™

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

Frank Richards and his Canadian
cousin were sprawling and gasping; but
all eyes were fixed upon Algernon. He
was shooting across the creck like an
arrow, and everyene expected to see him
crash into the opposite bank with a
terrific concussion.

But he didn't!

Within a yard of the steeply rising
bank Algy whirled round on his skates,
just excaping a collision, and came
whizzing back. And there was a yell.

“Look out!”

And the skaters scattered to avold the
charge,

e

CHAPTER 43,
Algy's Little Jokel

B OOX out!"
L “Stand clear!"

“Oh, Jerusalem|™
Whiz!  Algy's arms were waving
wildly in the alr, his brows were
corrugaled over his eyeglass. His ex-
pression was fixed, At any moment he
was cxpecled to go sprawling and spin-
ning—hbut he did not. Iis skales were
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nppurex‘y running away with him, but
he keply on them.

L out!”

With wyells of laughter the skaters
scattered. I'rank Richards and Bob
were dragging themselves to their feet
when Alpernon came charging down on
them. They had no time to get cut of
the way like the others, and it looked
as if a terrific collision was inevitable,

‘“Algy!” yelled Beauclere.

“Help!"” shrieked Algernon.

“Ha, ha, hal”

At the last moment, when he was
almest upon the two serambling school-
boys, Algy’s direction changed, and he
swerved round them. He made a clutch
at Frank Richards as he passed, as if
to catch on and stop himself; but he
only caught Frank’s hat, which he
dragged off and carried away with him.

“There he goes into the bank!”
roared Eben Hacke. “Serve him right!
I guess he’s'going to get smashed!”

The bully of Cedar Creek would not
have been sorry see  Algernon
smashed, as he expressed it. But Algy's
Iuck held good. He seemed booked for a
crash on the bank—but he swerved
again at the last moment and whirled
round, and came whizzing directly at
Eben Hacke.

“Look out, Hacke!” yelled Beauclere.

fOh, great gophers!”

Eben Hacke fairly took to his heels—
or, rather, to his skates. He fled away
down the frozen creek at top speed. A
crashing collision would have been pain-
ful. Hacke was a good skater, and he
put on speed and vanished promptly
round a bend of the creek. And he did
not come hack.

Algy whizzed after him almost as far
as the bend, and then he whirled again,
Agnin  the skaters scattered as the
flgure with wildly waving arms came
whizzing back. Frank ang Bob were on
thelr feet now in great dismay.

“T gucss we've got to stop him some-
how!"” pasped Bob Lawless, *He'll do
soine domage at thls rate.”

“1fp will, to himself, if he hits the
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bank going at that rate,” said Frank
Richards. ‘““Come on!"

“Help!"” yelled Algy.

Vere Beauclerc started after his
chums; but he paused, a slight sl
breaking out on his face. If the
Honourable Algernon was really as help-
less on the skates as he appeared to be,
it was marvellous that he had kept his
footing so long. It was, in fact, a little
too marvellous, and it dawned upon
Beauclerc that Algernon was not quite
50 helpless as he was supposed to be.

But that fact had not yet dawned
upon his. comrades, and they rushed to
the rescue.

“Now then, Algy—""

“Help!”

“Collar him, Franky!”

It was not easy to collar a skater
going at full whiz; but the chums
essayed the task. One of Algy's wildly
waving arms smote Bob Lawless across
the chest, and Bob sat down with a
bump. Frank Richards just dodged
the other arm, and then Algernon was
past him. But, to Frank’s amazement,
he found his hat jammed back on his
head as Algy passed. Algernon had
replaced it there while he was going in

full career.

“Mum-mum-my  hat!”  stuttered
Frank. “Why, the rotter, he's spoofing
us all the time! He can skate!®

“I—I—I guess he can skate!” gasped
Bob Lawless, ‘“Pulling our leg, the
cheeky jay! Why, I'll skin him!"

It was pretty evident now that
Algernon could skate. He had ceased
waving his arms and yelling for help.
And he was cutting figures of eight on
the ice, with a good deal of grace.

“Why, he—he—he’s skating!” ejacu-
lated Chunky Todgers. “Here, I say,
look out! Kcep off!”

Algernon  cireled  round the fat
Chunky and picked oI his hat. He
circled round again, and replaced it
backwards. Chunky’s expression was
extraordinary during that performance.

“Collar him!"” roared Bob Lawless.
‘‘He's been fooling us! We'll give him
fooling! Collar him!”
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“Ha, ha, ha!™

Algernon kissed his hand gracefully to
the incensed Bob, and whizzed away
down the creek in the direction Eben
Hacke had taken ten minutes before.
In a twinkling almost he was out of
sight round the bend.

“ After him 1" roared Bob,

“Hold on!” exclaimed Beauclere,
wiping his eyes. *“Hold on, Bob! Ha,
ha! We really asked for this, you know,
We took it for granted that he couldn’t
skatel”

“The cheeky jay! I guess Tll—I'l

»

“Go easy!” sald Frank Richards,
laughing. ‘“ After all, we did ask for it
in a way. Let him rip! Come on, Bob,
Molly’s waiting for us!”

And Beb Lawless turned back.

Meanwhile, Algernon was speeding
down the creek, enjoying his rapid run
on the smooth ice, with a contented
smile on his face,

LY

—_—

CHAPTER 44.
In Deadiy Perill
e ¥ gum, here he is!”

B Eben Hacke started, and his
' eyes glittered under his bushy
brows.

He had had a run down the creek as
far as the ice was safe. As the stream
approached the rapids the ice was
thinner and broken in places, and at
that point Hacke turned back. And as

he came gliding up the creek he caught |

sight of the Honourable Algernon.

+ Algernon was coming down the centre
of the stream at a good pace, his eye-
glass glinting in his eye.

I guess this Is my chance!”™ mut-

tered the bully of the lumber school, set-
ting his teeth,
! Hacke had been far out of sight
during the scene on the ice, and he was
not aware that Algy's clumsiness on the
skates had been a joke on his school-
fellows., e was surprised, indeed, Lo see
Algy keeping his balance as he came
whizzing along.
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There had been trouble between the
bully of the backwoods school and the
new boy; and only the intervention of
Miss Meadows had prevented Hacke
from “hammering ” {he elegant Algy.
LEben was debarred from that method of
wreaking his vengeance. He thought he
saw another way now.

He ploced himself directly in Algy's
path as the new boy came skating
merrily along, Algernon looked at him.

“‘Stand clear!” he called out.

“I guess not!" grinned Hacke.

He intended to avoid the rush as Algy
came closer, and to clutch at him and
drag him over as he passed. But 1t did
not “pan out” quite like that. Algy
came closer and closer; but, at the last
moment, he swerved and went round
the burly Hacke. As he passed he
Jerked off the bully’s hat and went on
his way waving it in the air.

“Oh, Jerusalem!™ spluttered Hacke,
whirling round after him in amazement
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and rage. ‘Give me my hat, yo’ﬁ Jay1»
“Come and fetch it!" called back

Algy.

“I guess I'll smash you!” roared
Hacke.

He sped after the new boy, not doubt-
ing for a moment that he would run
him down with ease. But it did not
prove to be easy. Algy looked back
over his shoulder, and smiled at the
exasperated Eben as he kept easily
ahead. But the cracks in the ice warned
him to. go no farther at last, and he
circled back, and Hacke rushed at him
as he came,

Algernon smiled cheerily, and dodged
the rush of the lumber school bully,
eluding him with ease. He glided on,
and Hacke, unable to stop himself, went
whizzing past the spot where he had
stood.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Algernon looked back again, laughing.
But the laugh died on his lips the next
moment. Hacke had rushed right on,
and as he whirled round there was a
loud and threatening crack of the ice
under his feet. In his rage and excite-
ment he had not observed how close he
was to the thin ice, and now he was in
danger.

The rage died out of Hacke's face
suddenly as he realised his peril. Algy
iurned back in alarm.

“Look out!” he shouted.

Bul the warning was useless, FEben
Hacke saw his danger, but it was too
late to escape it. He came tearing
desperately back, with the lce cracking
under his feet. The catastrophe came
suddenly. A spurt of dark water came
through the cracking ice as Eben
Hacke’s skates went through, and in the
twinkling of an eye the burly American
schoolboy was waist-deep. His hands
clutched at the lce about him, but it
erackied in his grasp, and he went down.

Algernon stared at the black, widening
pool in the ice in horror,

Hacke's head reappeared In_a
moment, his face deadly white. His
hnnde, nlrendy half-frozen through his
thiek gloves, clutched at the ice,
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“Help!"” he shoutled hoarsely.

“Oh, gad!”

Algernen tore at his skates. They
came off quickly enough, and he left
them on the ice and ran towards the
hole. Under his feet came ominous
cr?cks from the ice.

‘Help!”

“T'm comin’!™

The current under the ice was tugging
at Hacke, as he clung on desperately,
the thin edges crumbling in his grasp.
His face was white and despeiring.
Already the bitter cold of the water had
penetrated to his very bones, and he
was chilled to the marrow. His teeth
were chattering.

Algernon dropped softly on his knees
and crept to the edge of the black, swirl-
ing pool.

Hacke's eyes were fixed on him wildly.
He was almost fainting with the bitter
cold and the fear that was in his heart. .
But he knew that in venturing thus on
the thin ice Algernon was taking the
risk of sharing his fate. And there was
no help in sight. The Cedar Creek
erowd were more than a mile away, out
of sight, and the nearest building was
the Hopkins’' homestead, hidden from
sight by the timber along the bank,

But Algy did not seem to be thinking
of his danger.

“ Give me your fist!” he sald.

f#'Help1"

“Give me your fist, you ass!” i

Algernon grasped Hacke's hand
firmly. It was only In time, for the
frozen fingers were losing their grip on
the broken, crumbling iee.

Algy's grasp pulled Eben Hacke up,
and hlis shoulders came well out of the
swirling water.

Under Algy the ice creaked ominously.

“oOh, I'm donel” moaned Ehen
Hacke.

“you're not dene yet, old top!” said
Algy between his teeth. #I'm goin’ ta
get you out somehow.”

He cast an almost wild glance round.

He could support Hacke so long as his
strength lasted; but he could not drag
him on the already cracking lce. And
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at any moment his frail support might
give way and plunge him headlong in.
And then it was death—death for both
of them in the black depths of the
stream. Over the timber on the bank
rose the smoke from the chimney of the
Hopkins’ farmhouse. But there was no
one to be seen on the bank or in the
leadess timber.

“Help!” shouted Algernon, with all
the strength of his lungs. “Help!”

Hacke was past shouting now. He was
numbed and blue with cold, and but for
Algy’s grasp he would have gone down
like a stone. He was fast losing his
consciousness.

“Help, help!™

Algy's voice rang through the frozen
timber.

e

A voice answered from the bank at
last. The frenzied shouts had reached
Mr. Hopkins at work on his clearing
near the creek. There were heavy foot-
steps in the timber, and the farmer
came out on the bank, staring round
him. He started as his eyes fell on the
kneeling figure by the gap in the ice
holding up the almost unconscious
Hacke.

“'Old on!” shouted the Cockney
emigrant. “I'm comin’!”

He ran back, and reappeared again in
a few moments with a hurdle in his
grasp. A few moments more and the
hurdle was laid on the ice, and Mr.
Hopkins and Algy between them
dragged Hacke upon it. Eben Hacke
sank into insensibility as he was pulled
from the water,

“Thank you, sirt"
“Only just in time!”

Hacke was lifted In the farmer’s
strong arms and carried to the bank
and straight on to the Hopkins' home-
stead. He was laid, still unconscious,
in the bed that belonged to Harold
Hopkins of Cedar Creek, and the
farmer and his wife attended to him
kindly enough. Algy warmed himself
by the kitchen fire till Mr. Hopkins
rejoined him.

gasped  Algy.
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“How'1s he, sir?” asked Algy.

“Oh, he'll pull round all right,” said
Mr. Hopkins, with a rather curious
glance at Algernon's eyeglass. “I'm
going into Thompson, and I'll ask Doc
Jones to call and see him, But he'll be
all right—only a chill. I guess he won'
get out of 'Arold’s bed to-day, though,
You belong to Cedar Creck?”

“Oh yaas!”

“Then you'd hetter tell Miss Meadows
wots 'appened, and tell her the hoy is
safe and sound ’ere,” said Mr, Hopkins,

“Right-ho!” said Algernen,

And the dandy of Cedar Creek re-
turned to the ice, where he put on his
skates and giided away cheerfully to the
school.

—

CHAPTER 45,
Conglemned!

RANK RICHARDS & Co. had gone
F off the ice and were returning to
the lumber school for dinner when
Algernon came speeding up. Algy re-
moved his skates and followed them to
Cedar Creek School, where he immedi-
alely proceeded to Miss Meadows’ sit-
ting-room to take her the message from
Mr, Hopkins. When he came away
after delivering his information to the
Canadian schoolmistress, he was joined
in the passage hy Frank Richards & Co,
Algy adjusted his eyeglass, which he
had removed before entering Miss
Meadows’ presence, and glanced at the
three chums with a sweel smile.

“Enjoyed your skatin’, dear boys?”
he asked.

“Oh, yes!”™ sald Frank, laughing.
“T've a jolly good mind to punch your
head for spoofing us, though.”

“You spoofed yourself, old top. What
made you suppose I couldn't skate?”
demanded the Honourable Algernon.
“Naturally, I pulled your leg. The fact
is, dear boys, you go around askin' to
have your legs pulled.”

Algernon strolled Into the dining-
room before the Co, could think of any
reply to that statement. They looked at
one another, The tenderfool of Cedar

L
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Creek was surprising his sch@elluws
in a good many ways of late.

“My word!("” said Bob at last. “Of
all the cheeky jays! Cherub, old man,
I took your cousin at first for the biggest
Jjay that ever moseyed out of Jaysville,
I'm beginning to think he’s the
cheekiest monkey——-"

Beauclere laughed.

“There is more in Algy than meets
the eye,” he remarked.

“I guess there is,” assented Bob.

But after dinner, when the school-bell
rang for afternoon classes, Chunky
Todgers remarked that Hacke was not
in the efowd that headed for the lumber
Schoothouse.

“Hacke's late,” Chunky remarked.
“Gone home, I guess, and started back
late. He will get a chinwag from Miss
Meadows."”

Algy glanced at Todgers.

“Hacke isn't comin’ this afterncon,”
he said.

“Why not?” asked Frank Richards,

“He can't, you know.”

“Nothing happened to him, is there?”
asked Bob Lawless.

“Yaas.”

“What's happened
a dozen voices.

“Iece busted, you know. Hacke was
rather too heavy for it,” said Algernon,

to, Hacke?” asked

“I say, the bell's stopped. We'd better |

be gettin® in.”

“Hold on!" exclaimed Bob Lawless,
calching Algernon by the arm. “Tell
us what's happened, you goat!”

“But I've told you, dear boy.”

“I remember you went up the river
after Hacke,” said Bob. “Did you have
& row with him along there?”

“Yans."

“And what happened, Algy?”
claimed Beauclerc anxiously,

“Don't I keep on tellin’ you?" sald
Algernon in surprise. “Hacke chased
me for some reason, an’ ran on thin ice
nnd went through. That'’s all.”

‘' Ho fp]l in the water?"

"Ynna,"

" And what did you do?” roared Bob

Livwleen,
&
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“What could I do, dear boy?”
answered Aluernon raising his eye-
brows.

Bob Lawless compressed his grasp on
Algy's arm, and shook him in his excite-
ment. His eyes were gleaming.

“¥ou didn't do anything, then?” he
exclaimed. -

“My dear chap——"

“Do you mean to say that you stood

y and saw a fellow drown without lend-
ing him a hand?” shouted Bob.

Algy jammed his eyeglass a litile
more tightly into his eye.

“1 don't mean to say anythin’,” he
answered.

“ Algy—" exclaimed Beauclere.

“Time we were goin’ in, I think,” re-
marked Algernon. “There’s dear old
Slimmey blinkin’ at us. Comin’, sir.”

“*Answer me, you fooll” .shouted Bobh.
“Is Hacke drowned?”

“My dear fellow——-"

“Oh, you awful rotter!” exclainfed
Chunky Todgers, “You stood by and
let a fellow drown!"

“Algyl”

“Funk!”

“¥ou mean coyote!”

“Begad, you seem awf'ly excited
about somethin',” said Algernon -calmly.
o Ha( ke was go*n‘ for me, you know

“That’s no reason why you should let
him drown!” roared Lawrence.

“Isn't it?"

“No, you rotter, It isn't!”
“Algy!” exclaimed Beauclerc in great
distress. “You didn't do that—you

couldn’t! ¥ou went in for him, atleast

“Hig clothes ain't wet,” said Chunky
Todgers. *He's not been in the water.”

Beauclere was stricken silent. It was
evident cnough that his cousin had not
been in the water.

“Praps the poor rotler can't swim,
though——" said Dawson.

“Are you alludin’ to me, dear boy?”

“¥ep. Can you swim?”

“Oh, yaas! Toppin'l”

“¥You can swim, and you never went
in for Hacke after he'd gone through the

P
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ice!” exclaimed Frank
credulously.

*“Just so!”

““Algy, is this some idiotlc joke?” ex-
claimed Beauclerc,

‘“‘Not at all.”

“Well, my hat!” said Frank Richards.
HI—I——" VWords failed Frank.

“It's mot a Joke,” said Chunky
Todgers. ‘‘Hacke hasn't come hack, has
he? And I noticed the dude went in to
speak to Miss Meadows as soon as he
came in. Miss Meadows has gone out
now. She's gone to see poor old Hacke,
of course—to see if the body’s got out
of the creek.”

“Did you tell Miss Meadows what had
happened, Algy?”

“Yaas”

. Mr. Slimmey came out to the excited
‘crowd.
- “My boys,” he said mildly, “it is past
school-time. Go into the school-room at
orice, please.”
't ;;Cermhﬂy, slr,” sald Algernon cheer-
ully.
' The dandy of Cedar Creek walked
into the school-room.
F was quite calm and cheerful.

Richards in-

1 wless drew farther away from
! an usual on one.side, and Frank
‘Richards on the other. Algernon

glanced at them alternately.

“Anythin’ up with you fellows?” mur-
mured Algernon. “What's bitin’ you,
Lawless?”

“Don't speak to me,” growled Bob in
angry disgust.

“Why not?"”

“QOh, shut up!™

““Certainly, old top, if my conversa-
tion bores you,” replied Algernon
‘politely. “Richards, old scout—-"

“Dry upi”

“You got your back up, too, dear
boy?”

“I'd rather you didn't speak to me,”
‘muttered Frank,

““Oh, gad !”

“Coward!” came In a flerce whisper
Arom several desks.

“Well, my hat!™ sald “Algy, “I

SCHOOLBOYS' OW“IBRARY 5
wonde! 1at they are callin’ me names

for? Do you know, Lawless?”

“Silence In class, please,” said Mr.
Slimmey. “Boys, you must give your
attention to your lessons. This whisper-
ing must cease.”

And there was silence In elass. Bub
the looks of the Cedar Creck fellows
were cloguent, though thelr tongues
were silent; and it was amazing that

Algy bore them with o much
eguanimity. But he did.
e
CHAPTER 46, L4

Light at Last]

HERE was & good deal of restless-

I ness in the school-rcom that afler-

noon. Mr. Slimmey found I{ no
easy task to keep Miss Meadows' class
at work, Mr. Shepherd was taking the
other two classes together, and he found
them whispering and buzzing almest as
much as the senior class. The two
masters were aware that there was
something unusual “on,” though they
could not guess what it was,

And lessons proceeded till hoofbeats
were heard ide announcing tho
return of Miss¥ilfeadows, The Canadian
schoolmistress came in, and M,
Slimmey willingly relingtiished the class
to her,

But Miss Meadows did not proceed to
business at once.

‘“Algernon  Beauclerc]"
quietly.

“Yaas, madam?”

“When you informed me, Beauclore,
that Hacke had fallen into tho ecreck
and hed been -taken to Mr, IHopkins'
cabin, you did not acqualnt me with nll
that had happened.”

“There was nothin' to tell you, Mies
Meadows,” murmured Algernon,

“Nonsense! ‘Hacke has told me that
he was {rying to run you down on the
ice, and he has expressed his regret for
doing s0," sald Miss Meadows. * He has
also told me ihat you saved hls life,”

“Oh, gad]”

' Mr., Hopkins hos told me the same.”

-

sha sald
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*“Oh, dear!”

“8-s-5-s-saved his life!”
Boh Lawless.

The whole class - blinked at Miss
Meadows. That was about the last
statement they had expected to hear
from the schoolinistress.

“‘Saved his life!” stullered Dawson.

Vere Beauclere's face lighted up.

“Oh, Algy,” he stammered, ‘“you ass
—you silly asg! Why couldn’t you—"

‘“Siience, please!” sald Miss Meadows.
“I wish the whole class to know what
Algernon Beauclerc has done. He has
acted ,very generously and courage-
cus}y."&%

“Oh, crumbs!™

“After Hacke had fallen through the
ice and was unable to climb out, Alger-
non Beauclerc ventured upon the thin
ice and held him up till help came,”
said Miss Meadows. “He ran the
greatest possible risk of going through
the ice, and, in fact, was exposed to the
most terrible peril all the time he was

murmured

&
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supporling Hacke till Mr. Hopkins was
able to comesfo their assistance.
dear boy, you,
and . nobly, and your schoolfellows
should be proud of you!”

“Oh, my hat!” stuttered Algernon.

He sal down with crimson cheeks.

Vere Beauclerc squeezed his arm.

“Algy, you awful ass!” he whispered.

“You thumping idiot!” said Frank
Richards. * “Why didn’t you tell us?”

‘‘Silence, please!” said Miss Meadows:
“We will now resume lessons.”

And lessons went on. , But when
Cedar Creek was dismissed that after-
noon a swarming crowd gathered round
Algernon as he emerged from the School
House. A dezen fellows wanted to shake
his hand all at once, while a dozen
others thumped him heartily on the
back—much to Algy's discomfort. .

“You silly gopher!” Bob Lawless
roared in his ear. “Why didn't you tell
us? Why couldn’t you—"

“My dear ass, I told you what you
a.sked me,” answered Alge.rnon.

“You let us think—"

“I'm not responsible for what you
think, old top. My idea is that you
shouldn't start thinkin’,” said Algernon .
calmly. “ You're not used to it, and——"

“I've a jolly good mind to punch your
silly head,” said Bob Lawless. “You
were pulling our legs again——""

Algy chuckled.

“Lettin’ you pull it yourself, old
scout,” he answered. “That’s all
Hallo, what are you fellows at? Oh,
gad!”

The Honourable Algernon was seized
by hall a dozen fellows and hoisted
shoulder-high and paraded round the
plnyground amid thundering cheers.

h, crumbs! Mind my bags!
You're rumpling my bags!” wailed
Algernon.

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Hurrah!"

And the Honourable Algernon, in
splte of his fears for his elegant “ bags,™
enjoyed his triumph.

THE END,

8.3,
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LOST
and
" FOUND.
st

ANCY losing a buneh of keys in

the middle of a desert, and then,
several months  laler, arrviving
accidentally nl  the very : ¢ spol

and finding them again!

This extrnordinary experience belell
a R.AF, pllot, Bquandron-leader H. M.
Probyn, when he was on serviee in the

5L, ving over the deserl one day,
Prob und his engine needed atten-

landed (0 the middie of a
sandy wasle Lo put the trouble right.
(Fhe repair mude, he took off {gain, but
later found he had Jost a bunch of
keys. |
Some time alfter he was Nying over the

».same desert when once again the
* engine, “conked,” HMe lnnded, and on
getting out of hls, machine the first
thing he saw was the missing keys!
°  TherAngler’s Luck,
' Freak cases ‘of 'losl and found”

like the one related are ulways crop-
ning up. Here's one that occurred at
famous seaside holiday resort.

A man fishing off the end of the pier
leant over the balustrade to look nt the

" waler below, and his walch fell out of
his pocket into' the sea. Of course,
there was no way of recovering !, so

., the man went en fishing,

A few minutes later he pulled up au
big fish. When he took il home and
had it cut open, there was the watch in-
side the fish—and" 1t was sUill going!

A watch flgures in anolher extra-
ordinary coincidence that a fmrmer re-
lated to a newspaperman some lime

* ago. This farmer lost his watch while
plougt in a field one day. He
looked Yor it everywhere—even digging

i
up thound at the spot where he

must have lost it,
A year later he was ploughing the
same field, when he turned up the watch

1and chain. The field had been ploughed

four times and harrowed Lwice in the
interval between losing the watch and
finding it again!

The Rudder Returns !

~But all these incidenls scem in-
significant compared with a strange
happening that befell Sir Ernest

Shackleton on one of his expeditions Lo
the Antarctic.

Sir Ernest’s exploration sh’uti Jjust
reached South Georgia, which llu‘
nearest inhabited land to the Soull
Pole, when the boal’s rudder became
detached and floated off. Before it
could be recovered the bay in which
the ship was lying became filled wilh
ice. which blocked the entrance to the
outer sea.

Unable {o retrieve the rudder,
Shackleton and his men took shelter @
in a cove. Three days later came an
alteration in the tide. and sirong cur-
rents. aided by wind, cleared the bay of

ice. What wed scems almost like
a miracle. The rudder,” says
Shackleton, ith all the Dbroad

Atlantic to s in, and the coasts of
two continents to search for a resting-

place, came lobbing back into our
cove.”’
That grim joke of Nature has iis

counterpart in the story of a Hudson
Bay fur-trapper caught upon an ice-floe
which broke away from an ice-fleld and
floated out to sea. . .

For a day and a night the trapper
was borne into the unknown on his un-
usual raft, without feod, fire, or shelter,
in a temperature that never rose above
sixty-four degrees of [rosl.

‘Then the wind and tide turned, and
the ice-floe was carried bpack to its
starling-point. 'When rescued ihe fur-
trapper had frozen feet and his blood
had almost Lturned to ice in his veins.
Bul he lived lo tell the tale of the land
which was lost and found.

N e,
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