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BROUGHT TO TERMS!

A Moagnificent New Long Complete Tale of Jimmy Silver & Co. at Rookwood School.

By OWEN CONQUEST.
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The ist Chapter.
A Strange Discovery.

“Hold on a minute!” said Jimmy
Bilver.

“We're late!” growled Lovell.

“Clome on!” said Raby. “The
Head’s coming up from Coombe, and
we don't want him to spot us out of
gates, Jimmy !"”

fBuck up, Jimmy!”
come.

But Jimmy Silver had halted, and
hi chums halted too, in some exas-
peration.

Gates were already closed at Rook-
wood, and the chums of the Fourth
were  supposed to be within - gates
after dark.

They had been over to Latcham
Cimp to sce the soldiers, and they
wire rather late back, but they hoped
to drop in over the school wall in tho
ghorn, and turn up unnoticed in timoe
tor oallovor,

urged New-

i Awescoll mw. ddains snsia dlissneh e ull

And as they came through the vil-
lage they had spotied the stately
figura of Dr. Chi::.’}mlm, the Head of
Rookwood, returning to the school,
and, necedless to say, they had given
their respected Head a wide berth.

They were quite near the gates of
Rookwood now, and the moon,
coming up from hehind Coombe Hill,
glimmered on the fine old buildings,

theé grey walls, and the anciens
beeches.
“What are you hanging about for,

vou fathead?” demanded ILovell
**The Head isn't five minutes behind
us!”

“Get a move on, Jimmy!”

* Look at that chap!” said Jimmy
Silver. “Hold on a minute!: The
Head doesn’t go at our speed, you
duffers, and he won’t be along yet.
Look at that chap'!”

“Eh? What cgap?”

“1Jse your eyes, old scout!”

The Co. looked round rather im-
patiently, and then they saw the man
upon whom Jimmy’s eyes had fallen.
* A figure in khaki etood by the road-
side, Tooking towards the gates of
Rookwood School.

The man stood motionless, as if
wrapped in deep thought, his eyes on
the old walls and tower of Rookwood.

He did not see the juniors, though
they werve within a dozen feet of him,
and his profile was turned towards
them.

As he gtood a gleam of moonlight
fell upon his face, and showed it up
pale and troubled.

Lovell & Co., silent now, stared at
the stranger in surprise. Their voices
had been loud enough to reach his
ecars where he stood, but he had not
moved or glanced towards them.

His face, clean-cut and handsome,
gleamed white in the moonlight. In
age, he might have been anything
between thirty and thirty-eight.
Healthy and wholesome as his clean-
cut face looked, there were lines nupon
it that told of trouble.

There was something odd, almost

- uncanny, in the stillness of the soldier
and his fixed gaze at the school.

“Something wrong with that
gl‘rIuEP,”’murmured Lovell. “ He looks
all.

‘“He seems to be jolly interested in
Rookwood !|” said Raby. ‘“Let’s
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speak to him. HHe may be an old
Rookwood chap home from the war.”

“ No reason why he shouldn’t go in
if that's the case. What’s he stand-
ing there for, staring at the place?”

“I’m going to speak to him|” said
Jimmy Silver,

He moved across the wide road to
the silent, motionless figure. 1t was
not till he was quite close 1o the
goldier that the latter saw him.

The. man gave a start, and madoe
a hurried step backwards, as if to
escape ohservation. But he stopped
again.

“Top of the evening, Tommy!”
said Jimmy Silver cheerfully.

“Eh, what? Good-evening!"
tered the man.

‘“ Anything wrong ?” asked Jimmy.

0 NO, no!”
thought

]

mut-

you looked a bit
scedy,” said Jimmy Silver, “If so,
you've only got to step in yonder,
and we'll look after you A 1. We
belong to Rookwood, you know,” he
added, by way of explanation.

The man looked at him.

“Thank you, I am quite well !I” he
gaid. ‘“‘I—I was——~" He paused,
“You belong to Rookwood, my lad?”

“Yes. Jimmy Silver, of the Fourth

Form !’ said Jimmy, with a smile,

EXPELLED!
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Head.

“Is Dr. Chisholm
master here?”

“Yes. He's been headmaster for
ages!” eaid Jimmy. “ Long before
our time, anyway. You know Rook-
wood ?”’

“Yes—that is, T knew Rookwood,”
said the man hesitatingly.

“Trot in with us, if you're an old
Rookwooder |” said Lovell. * Every-
body at Rookwood has got a welcome
for a chap from the Front.”

“Thank you, but I have to return
to Latcham, I suppose Dr. Chisholm
has changed a good deal?”

““Not in our time,” sgaid Jimmy
Silver.
were at Rookwood—it you were at
Rookwood.”

“Is he well 2"

**Hale and hearty!” said Jimmy.
“Quite an athlete, when it comes to
layihg on the cane.”

“Yes, rather!” said Raby, with
deep feeling, He knew.

The man in khaki smiled.

4 “If you waut to see the Head
you've only gobt to wait here a fow
minutes,” said Jimmy. ‘“‘He’s just
coming up from Coombe.””

The man started.

“He—he is coming—'" he stam-
mered. ‘‘ Here?”

still . head-

“ A bit, I suppose, since you
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% | shall not expel you publicly, Lattrey,” said the
¢t | shall ask your father to call upon me, and
shall explain the matter fully to him.
Rookwood with him, and you will not return!®

You will leave

“Yes; and by the same token,
there he comes!” muttered Jimmy.
“Fxeuse me, We'te out of bounds.
We've got to dodge!”

The juniors promptly dodged.

The moonlight, clearer every
minute, was falling on the road, and
there was no time to scuttle along to
the school <wallk The Head was
already in view, and he would cer-
tainly have seen the figures scudding
across the patch of white. /

The Fistical Four bolted through
the gap in the hedge, behind where
the soldier was standing, and lay low.

The hedge hid them from eight.
Jimmy  Silver = whispered  back
through the gap:

“Pon’t look this way, Tommy!
Don’t give us away!”

“’Sh 1” murmured Raby.

The four juniors lay low, without a
sound, waiting for the Head to pass.

The soldier did not seem to hear
Jimmy’s whisper. It seemed as if he
had already forgottem"the juniora.
His eyes were fixed upon the stately
old gentleman who was coming up
the moonlit road from the village.

Jimmy could see that the man was
hesitating, as if in doubt, strange
emotions - working in his pale face.
But as the Head of Rookwood came

BHBBDDRPBHDDBOHDBBHDEH B g

(&3

up the man appeared to make up his
mind, and he stepped out suddenly
into the road.

Dr. Chisholm halted abruptly aos
the soldier standing in his path
saluted. He looked a4 the man in-
quiringly, The 'goldier’s face,
shadowed by hLis cap, was dim and
indistinet,

“Jixcuse me, sir.”’ The ‘soldier’s
voice was low and clear. “You are
D¢, Chisholm, I think?"”

bk 4 Hd

“1 have some news for you, gir,”

“Indeed !”  Dr. Chisholin looked

A curiously at the stalwart, well-set-up
- 7 figure before him. * Please proceed.”
g “J1t concerns wvour brother, sir
=) Oliver Chisholm.”
2 SN L :
o A grim change came over Dr. (s
B face. The kind expression
M ! e in oan instant ; tho fenbur
"// %’/ “' ta harden, thoe eyes boeenino
” / ] b,
ki 1K 7% T P 0
[} “T have no desire to hear news of
2 !/ Oliver Chisholm,” he said quietly
' and distinctly. “To me, Oliver Chis-
holm is dead. I thank you for the
7 | trouble you have taken, but I cannos
hear you.”
s The man in khaki stepped aside,

without another word, and the Head
of Rookwood, with steady tread,
passed on.

I'or a moment or two the soldier
gtood gazing after‘him, and then he
strode away. His footsteps died on
the road towards Coombe.

In the shadow of the hedge Jimmy
Silver & Co. looked at one another in
amazement, 1t had all passed so
quickly that they had no choice about
seeing and hearing.

But it occurred to them, rather
painfully now, that they had surprised
a socret of their headmaster, for they
had never heard of Oliver Chisholin
before. His name had never been
spoken at Rookwood in their hearing.

And the Head's answer to the
soldier hinted of bitter family trouble,
evidently carefully concealed from
public knowledge.

“My hat!” murmured Jimwmy
Silver at last. ‘There’s a pretty
kettle of fish! T—I wish we hadn’t
been out of bounds, you chaps!”

“ 86 the Head’s got a brother, has
ho?” eaid Raby. *‘Never heard of
him. Fancy our terrific old Head
having family troubles like a com-
mon mortal !’

“ For goodness’ sake, not a word of
this in the school !” se1d Jimmy anxi-
ously. “Weo couldn’t help being
here. But if the Head knew !

Lovell whistled.

“No need to jaw!” he said. ‘ Let’s
goet in! The Head’s clear by this
173

time !

In a rather troubled mood, ths
chums of the Fourth crept.out of the
hedge, and hurried on to the school.

Under the shadow of the tree:
within, they climbed the school wall,
and dropped down inside. They hur-
ried into the School House, just in
time to answer ‘‘Adsum ” to their
names in Hall.

{Continued on the next page.)
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. The 2nd Chapter.
“The Chopper Comes Down ]
“Lattrey !”
¢ Adsum !”

Mr. Bootles, the master of the
Fourth, was taking the roll, and be
gave Lattr‘ey a somewhat curnous
glance as that junior answered to his
name.

The roll-call went on.

When it was finished, and the Rook-
wood fellows were dismissed, Mr.
Bootles called to Lattrey. _

“Lattrey, you will be wanted in
the headmaster’s study shortly.
Kindly come to me in a quarter of
an hour.”

Lattrey of the Fourth started, and
the colour changed in his face. The
Fourth Form fellows glanced at num,

The cad of the Fourth was evidently
booked for trouble.

No one was surprised at that. Lat-
trey’s reputation was bad, and it was
growing worse. He had been sent to
Coventry by the Lower School for
his many rascalities, and his shad};;-
manners and customs were so muc
discussed that it was no wonder
gomething had reached the ears ot
authority at last.

His latest escapade had brought
him into collision with Bulkeley, the
head prelect and captain of the chuol,
and Bulkeley could scarcely have
" failed to report bim to the Head.

Mr. Bootles was moving towards
the door after speaking to Lattrey,
and the junior hurried towards him

mlnunlyf-'—'"f
OMre. Bootlos "
“Well, Lattrey?"”

“The Head wants to seo mesii .4

evoning, siv?”

“Yeou"

“May 1 ask what it is for, sir?”

Mr. Bootles blinked at him over his
plasses. He was not accustomed to
ﬁeing questioned by juniors in his
Form. ’

“Really, Lattrey, you will learn
that when you see Dr. Chisholm,” he
replied, and he whisked on,
Lattrey biting his lip.

“By gad! You've done it now,
Lattrey !” murmured Townsend.

“The game’s up!” remarked Peele,
apparently in the role of Job’s com-

forter. “You were bound to be
dropped on sconer or later, old
scout!”

“Tt’s the finish, I dare say!” Gower
observed,

The nuts of the Fourth seemed to
have forgotten that Lattrey was iIn
“Coventry,” for the purpose of
making those pleasant remarks,

Jimmy Silver chipped in.

“No need to rub it in when the
chap’s down!” he said. *“Let him
alone !™

“Why, vou cheek{ rotter, you've
been more down on attrer than we
ever werel” exclaimed Peele angrily.

“There’s a limit, my son!” said
Jimmy. Silver. “ And it mayn’t be
go bad as that, either; it may be
gimply a licking!” j

“You've said a dozen times it would
be a good thing if Lattrey were

sl
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(Continued from the previous page.)

sacked from Rookwood!” snapped
Gower.

“Well, that's so! I still think so!
But’___-”

* You needn’t trouble to speak for
me, Jimmy Silver,” said Lattrey, with
a bitter sneer. “1 know how much
it’s worth! You’re glad of this!”

Jimmmy -looked at him steadily.

“I'm not exactly sorry,” he said.
“If you go, it's all the better [or
Rookwood. You're not in your right
place here, 1 must say!”

“A reformatory would be nearer
the mark !” grunted Lovell.

“QOr a convict prison!” remarked
Raby. \

* Cheese it, you chaps!” murmured
Kit Erroll. **What’s the good of
rubbing it in?”

“1 suggest passin’ a resolution of
sympathy with Lattrey,” remarked
Mornington, with a grin. “He’s in a
sad an’ moultin’ state, an’ entitled to
our sympathy |”

Lattrey gave the juniors a bitter
look, and strode away. .

There were few, if any, to sympa-
thise with him in his fall. '

Jimmy Silver felt sorry for him, as
he felt sorry for any fellow who was
down on his luck, but even Jimmy
could riot possibly wish that Lattrey
ghould remain at Rookwood.

Lattrey was a ‘““bad egg,” if ever
there was one, and if the Head had
found him out it was evident that he
would have to go.

“But what is the Head after, I
wonder?”’ Oswald remarked. *“He
can’'t know anything about Lattrey’s
trickt with Morny and the banknotes.
That was kept dark.”

“He may know about Lattrey’s
pnllrn with tha nﬁu‘rpnn it the ﬁﬁlp,""
‘ -rl:mm.ri(‘nl Neweome “ualkeloy
';knous, and he was bound to reporu
it,”

“Phew! 'That’s serious!”

“It may have come out, too, about
his going to the Bird-in-Hand,” said
Rawson. *“The Head was there this
afternoon ‘

“The Head?” exclaimed a dozen
voices. :

e | Rawson nodded,
leaving |

“1 saw him going into the place,”
he said.

* Howly smoke!” exclaimed Flynn.
““The Head-—going into the Bird-in-
Hand! Does the Head play banker?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly ass! He must have been
going there to make inquiries about
something !”

“ About Lattrey!” said Vam Ryn,
“T1t looks like it.”

“Then Lattrey’s done for!” re-
.marked Conroy. ‘“Uan’t help feeling
sorry for the poor beast, in a way.
But he fairly asked for it.”

“ And now he’s got it !’ said Lovell.
“T don’t see anything to worry about,
for one. Let him rip!”

The juniors dispersed, discussing
the matter with some excitement.
The general opinion was that Lattrey
of the Fourth had reached the end of
his tether.

There was nothing surprising in
that. The surprise was that the crash
had not come earlier. The kind of
game that Lattrey played could not
be played with {impunity for ever,

though the black sheep’s
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luck had been wonderful for
a time.

Now that Lattrey seemed
to be fairly “landed.” some
of the fellows dropped the
Coventry, and spoke to him
vlvilly.

Lattrey’'s answers were
short ‘and savage enough.

The sentence of Coventry
had been irksome and
humiliating, but it weighed
little in the balance now,
with the prospect of expul-
sion from the school hang-
ing over his head.

At the appointed time he
presented himself in Mr.
| Bootles’ room, The master

of the Fourth rose as he
entered. '

“Ah!
trey?”

“*You told me to come!”

.the counrse
It is you, ILat

“Quite so!” said Mr,
BootIea‘ taking no notice of
the junior’s manner. “You
will now accompany me to
the Head, Lattrey!”

Mr. ootles  whisked

o away, and the cad of the

- Otherwise,

Fourth followed him, with a black and
moody brow, to the Head’s study.

A" good many eyes watched them
as they went. Lattrey stalked on
Iw}thout looking to either right or
eft.

If 1t meant the finish for him at
Rookwood, he had nerve enough to go
through bis ordeal without outwardly
flinching.

Dr. Chisholm was in his study, his
expression very grave and sombre.

“1 have brought Lattrey, sir!”

“Thank you, Mr. Bootles!"

The Form-master gave Lattrey a
commiserating glance, and left the
study. His nce was enough
to tell Lattrey what he had to expect,
and his face was paler.

Dr. Chisholm fixed his severe glance
upon the junior.

* Lattrey, 1 4m sorry to say that 1 |
' have received very shocking reports

c¢oncerning you,” he said.

“1 am sorry, sir.”

“1 have asked your Form-master
his opinion of you, Lattrey. He tells
me that he had found you untruthful,
unscerupulous, and that he had several
times had occasion to punish you for
breaking the rules of the school, par-
ticularly with regard to smoking and
ignoring the food regulations.”

\: Wc-ﬁ, he punished me, sir, as you
say. 1 understood that a matter was
dropped when a fellow had been
punished for it.” : :

“That is true., But if your Form-
master had been able to speak in your
favour, Lattrey, it would have
weighed with me in coming to a de:
cision regarding you., 1 have received
a report from the head prefect of
Rookwood, Bulkeley of the Sixth
Form. It appears that you have made
friends—I might rather say confeder-
ates—at a low resort called the Ship,
a place strictly out of bounds for all
boys belonging to this school.”

“You flogged me for it yourself,
sir,” muttered Lattrey. “‘I—I thought
that was over and done with.”

8o did 1,” said the Head grimly.
“1 considered that a flogging would
be a warning to you. I find, however.
that it is neither over nor done with.
It seems that, by a cunning trick, you
inveigled Silver, of the Fourth Form.
LIRAA LY S L LLLA W Wy T FurEm,
nto the S dnn, m.J catwed him to
be detained Mgre foreibly, and thon
informed DBulkeley that you had seen
Silver enter the place.”

Lattrey compressed his lips.

This was the accusation he had
feared. :

“If Jimmy Silver says——" he
began.

“8ilver has said nothing. It is not
my custom to obtain information from
one boy against another,” said the
Head, frowning. “ My information
comes from Bulkeley’s report, made
in ‘the ordinary course of his duty as
head prefect. Bulkeley proceeded to
the inn to take Silver away, and if he
had found him there it would have
appeared that Silver was a habitual
visitor to the place, and the conse-
quences to him would have been
serious. As it happened, he escaped
from the hands of your confederates.
n very great injustice
would have been done. That was
your intention. Lattrey, this is a
very serious matter—mors serious
than you appear to realise.”
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“Well?”

“ Bulkeley caned me, sir,” muttered
Latirey.

“Quite so, It s not my intention
to punish you; but the circumstances
make it impossible for you to remain
in this school, Lattrey. 8o much
duplicity in one so young is shock-
ing—almost appalling. 1 cannot

allow you to stay at Rookwood, where }

your association with the other boys
may be harmful to them.”

W4 1—-I've been sent to Coventry
by the other fellows, sir. They don't
gspeak to me now,” ]{;attrey muttered.

“MThat shows the estimation in
which you are held by your school-
fellows,” said the Head drily. “I am
not “surprised to hear it—not at all.
There are other grave suspicions re-
garding you, Lattrey. 1 have been
making inquiries to-day. Actual evi-
dence has not been found, but there

18 gr:we suspicion that you have been
ad

icted to breaking school bounds
after lights out, and visiting places of

disreputable character.”

“It—it isn’t true, sir.”

“1 fear that it is true, Lattrey,
and I have no doubt that searching
inquiry among your Form-fellows
would bring the facts to light. I do
not intend to make such an’inquiry.
I would not willingly turn any lad
inito an informer, Enough is known,
beyond doubt, to make your further
stay in this school impossible; That
is what T have sent for you to say.”

Lattrey licked his dry lips.

There was no hope, and he knew it.

The Head’s tone was not unkind,
but it was final.
passion for the miserable fellow who
had chosen to follow crooked paths

B o,

He felt some com: |

when the straight way lay so easily
before him. He was compassionate;
but he had his duty as headmaster te
do, and it would be done inflexibly.
“So—so 1 am going to be ex-

{)elled !” muttered the junior, with a
: i

unted look in his eyes nh

“I shall not expel you publicly,
Lattrey. Had not the head prefect
already punished you, I might have
done so. As the matter stands, you
will leave Rookwood. 1 shall write
to your father, and ask him to call
upon me, and shall explain the matter
fully to him. You will leave Rook-
wood with him, and you will not
return.  That is all.”

He made a sign to the junior to
retire, and Lattrey left the study.

The 3rd Chapter.
A Cad to the Last!

- Backed ?”

Tubby Muffin, of the Classical
Fourth, asked that polite and cheer-
ful question as Lattrey came down
the passage.

Lattrey’s, face was white, and his
eves glittered under his bent brows.
He was suffering for his sins; but
there was no repentance in his breast
only bitter chagrin at discovery and
punishment.

He gave the fat (Classical a bitter
look.

“Is it the sack?” inquired Tubby,
“You look as if it was. Well, you’ve
asked for it, haven’t you, Lattrey? 1
really must say ooooop |

Bump!

Tubby Muffin rolled over on the
floor as Lattrey etruck him savagely,
and the disgraced junior strode on,
and left him rolling there and roar-
ing.

With a quick, savage tread, Lattrey
went up to the Fourth-Form passage.
Many curious glances were cast upon
him there.

The look in his face was sufficient
to tell the juniors the result of his
interview with the Head.

Lattrey gazed at them with hatred
and malice in his face.

. ¥You've had your way, Jimmy
Bilver,” fie wiid. ~ Ve ain faids
now, I'm kicked out of tho school "

“T'm not rejoicing,” said Jimmy
Silver quietly, *“I'm sorry for you,
Lattrey.”

“Liar!”

- Jimmy compressed his lips. But
he allowed that reply to pass. He
would not hit a fellow who was down,

“T'm not sorry!” said Lovell
grimly. “You're not fit for Rook-
wood, Lattrey, and you ought to go.”

“T'm not gone yet,” said Lattrey,

his eyes glittering ; “and if 1 go some

other fellows may go with me.”
“Any fellow ought to be glad of
your company en route,” grinned
ornington. “ But who's goin’ with
you, dear boy?”’
“You, for one!”

“What!”

“Youl” said Lattrey. “I know
enough about you to get you sacked,
Mornington, i'(yl choose to talk.”

““So you are geing to sneak about
other fellows, now you’ve been bowled
out?” exclaimed Krroll.

“Why shouldn’t 17"

“‘.WeIl, you rotter !”’ said Townsend,
with a rather scared look.

“By gad!” muttered
here, Lattrey—-"’

Mornington laughed.

“By gad, Lattrey’s improvin’,”
he remarked. * However, you're wel-
come to talk about me all you want,
old scout. Shall I come to the Head
with you?”

Lattrey scowled savagely, and
strode into his study, and closed the
door with a slam.

IHis words had caused dismay
among a good many fellows, as he
had intended that they should.

There were some fellows in the
Classical Fourth with little secrets to
keep, and Lattrey knew their little
secrets, :

Townsend and Topham, Peele and
Gower, felt extremely uncomfortable.

And when Lattrey’s words were
repeated they caused alarm and dis-
comfort in some of the Shell studies.

Adolphus Smythe, the great man
of the Shell, turned quite pale,
Howard and Tracy and Chesney were
alarmed,

The nuts of Rookwood had sportive
tastes that the Head certainly would
not have approved of, though none
of them were quite down to the level
of Lattrey. Lattrey, in fact, had
been the means of leading them into
half their shady escapades.

“By gad!” said ‘Adolphus Smythe
to a gloomy and worried meeting of
the nutty brigade in his study.  “Did
you ever hear of such a sneakin’
worm?- Now he’s got the chopper,

‘why can’t he take it like a man?”

‘““We wouldn’t give a_chap away if
we got it in the neck,” muttered
Townsend. ‘Why, it’s unspeakable!

Topham. }

1t’s worse than Prussian! I »ever
heard of such a thing!” 7

“The .rotten ‘Hun!” | muttered
Gower. I :

“Wa shall all have to stick to-
gether and deny it,” said Peele des-
perately. “ After all, it will look like
spite—as it 1s, really. The Head
won’t pay much attention to it, Wae
can brazen it out.” - 4

“I’m not goin’ to stand up to the
Head tellin’ a {)a.rcel of lies,” said
Townsend sullenly.

Towny had his limits.

“Do you want to be sacked, you
idiot 2" ;

“I—I"'m not goin’ to, either,” said .

Topham. “I—I couldn’t! What's
the good of lyin’ to the Head? He
sees right through a chap!”

“If anything comes out, we can put

it all on Lattrey,” said Peele eagerly.
“As he is known now as a bad
character, it can all be put down to
his bad influence, if anythin’ comes
out.”

“Oh, draw it mild!”
Chesney. ‘“That's too thick )’

“ Haven’t we got to look after our-
selves?”’ demanded Peele. !

“The unspeakable cad deserves any-
thin’ we can do,” was the verdict of
Adolphus Smythe. ‘He’s simply the
outside edge !’ ;i

“He can’t prove anything, any-
way,” muttered Howard. *‘1 don’t see
that we need be afraid, He can’t
prove anythin’.” ‘ g

“Some things don’t need proving,”
growled Peelo. “They prove them-
selves.  Suppose they searched the
studies, an’ found some things—"

“By gad! My cigarettes are goin’
into J]e fire!”

“An’ my cards after them, an’ the
bridge-markers!” -

“ And that pink paper—where is the
dashed thing 7’ exclaimed Tracy.
“For goodness’ sake, let’s find it an’
burp it!”

There was a dismayed search in
several studies for incriminating evi-
dence, and in a short time the nuts of
Rookwood were making a burnt offer-
ing on quite a large scale.

Peele and Gower went back to their
study later for prep, and feound
Lagtcer glaie thero fivegs S8
nitlon, )

Heo gave his studymoates a mocking
grin as they camoe in, He knew what
the effect of his threit would be.

“Look here, Laftrey, you ecan't
mean to do such a leastly, cowardly,
mean thing!” exclaimed Peele.
“What's the good of givin’ your
friends away? It won’t save your
neck " ;

“My friends joimed with Jimmy
Silver in sending me to Coventry, I
seem to remember,” sneered Lattrey.

“Didn’t you ask for it, you toad?
There’s a limit.”

“ Besides, we were always willin’ 4o
speak to you in the study,” said
Gower. * You can’t say we weren't.
We couldn’t stand out against the
whole Lower School, of course.”

“Why should I go?” eaid Lattrey.
“T’'m no worse than some fellows who
are stayin’. Yo fellows, for

exam
“

runted

le.”

E. come off!” growled Peele.
“D’you mean to say that I'd have
glayed a dirty trick like yours on

immy Silver? I may be a bit of a

sport, but I'm not a
criminal,”

“You’ve done enongh to be sacked
a dozen times, if the Head knew;
and he’s goin’ to know, if I go.”

“How will that help you, gyou
rotter?”’ 1 '

“Well, you fellows might do some-
thin’ for me,” said Lattrey, *“'There’s
Smythe. of the Shell; he’s got a
relation on the Governing oard.
So has Howard—and Townsend. They

plottin’

‘mi‘;ight be got to interfere.”

They wouldn’t.” .
“They might, if Smythe and Towny
and Howard tried hard,” said Lattrey
sullenly. ““Something miiht be done.
I warn you, all of you, that I'm not
goin’ down alone. T'll drag down
anybody 1 can with me, especially
Mornington.” i
“You can do as you like with
Morny, but you might be commonly
decent with your own friends.””

“Let my friends etand by' me,
| then,” said Lattrey savagely. **1

tell
vyou, if I go, I'll make everybody I
can suffer for it; and make as big a
scandal of it as possible, too, for the
benefit of Rookwood. T'll get so

“many fellows sacked, if 1 can, that

it’ll get into the papers.”

Peele and Gower stared at him.-

Their own consciences were some-
what tough, but this was a shock
to them. It was pretty clear that
Rookwood was no place for a fellow
of Lattrey’s kind.

“You'd do that—to your own
school?” ejaculated Gower at last.
41 would—and will1”

“Where does the reptile come
from?” said Peele, in wonder«
“Haven’t you any decency at all,
Lattrey? You'd drag the mame o
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Rookwood through the newspapers!
My only hatt Look here, Gower, I'm
not standin’ that filthy Hun in this
study. Let’s chuck him outi”
“What!” exclaimed Lattrey.

Peele threw open the door.
¢ “Get qut!” he said. *'The proper
place for you is in Prussia. on're

not stayin’ in this study, anyhow.
You make me sick. Go to the Head,
if you like—or go to the dickensl!
Get out!”

“I won't! I——"
;. “You willt” b
i Peela and Gower collared their
ptudy-mate, and Lattrey, struggling
fiercely, was whirled to the door.
‘He landed in the passage with a
crash,

- “Now come back, an' you'll get
some more,” said Peecle, between his
teeth.

The door slammmed on Lattrey.

With a face white with fury, the
cad of the Fourth limped away.

The 4th Chapter.
Woeful Sportamen !

Jimmy Silver & Co. were rather
amused.

It was the day after Lattrey’s sen-
tence had become known. It had
leaked out that Lattrey’s father was
coming down that day, to see the
Head and hear his explanation, and
to take his son away with him,

Lattrey was facing the music with

brazen coolness. !
. He turned up ta morning lessons, as
vwsual, and was impertinent to Mr.
Bootles in class several times. His
idlea appeared to be that he might
a3 well be hung for a sheep as for a
lamb,

Mr. Bootles was very tolerant
towards him, however. He disliked
aning a fellow who was to be turned
out of the school in disgrace that
day.

L.attrey gave his Form - fellows
sowling looks of defiance; and he re-
iniced in- the dismay of the nutty
rigade.

“Jimmy Silver & Co. could not help
beinng a little amused by the un.
wncealed uneasiness of Smythe and
his friends.

'Adolphus Smythe's face was a study
that day. J '

flis frionds shared his appreheng=s

sions, They repeated lo one another
that ' if the expelled junior betrayed
them, he had no proofs to offer.

But that was only a very cold

comfort. ‘
. If they had been innocent of wrong-
doing, they would have laughed at
Jattrey’s threats. Clear consciences
would have carried them through.

But they were not innocent, and
there was the rub. ;

Lattrey couldn’t prove anything;
but facts had a way of speaking for
themselves. In a severe examination
at the hands of their headmaster, they
were well aware that something or
other would be blurted out; they
were not equal to a passage-at-arins
with Dr. Chisholm,

Once the Head was on the track,
and they were called into the dread
presence, they felt that the gamo
was up. They gimply couldn’t lie in
a convincing way with those keen
eyes on them.

And lying, too, went against the
crain’ with some of them, especially
Townsend and Topham, who were
foolish rather than bad.

They would rather have lied than
suffered for their faults, but they
knew they could not lie with Lat-
trey's facility. They would stammer
and blush, and give themselves away;
they were only too sure of that.

The dizmay and apprehension of the
nuts was wonderful to behold, and it
was quite a standing joke in the
Fourth Form that day.

Only Mornington was cool and un:
concerned.

Morny had not turned a hair. True,
Morny Ylad long given up his former
chady ways, entireif or almost en-
tirely, and he had less to fear than
the others, his former associates.

But Mornington was incapable of
fear, in any case. His only reply
to Lattrey would have been a con-
temptpous smile, if he had had the
worst to expect.

After mornn
gathered in a

lessons the nuts
ismal group in_the
guadrangle, and the Fistical Tour
observed them there—with smiles.
The loftiness of the nutty brigade
was gone; the glory had departed
from the House of Israel, so to speak,

Smythe called to Jimmy Bilver, as
thie captain of the Fourth came along.

“Silver, old chap——""

¢« Hallo, how long have I been an
old chap?” asked Jimmy Silver good-
humouredly. ;

“No rottin® now,” said Smythe.
“This is a dashed serious matter for
us. That fellow ILattrey is a scoun-
drel. ‘We've rather dabbled in sport-
in’ matters——"’

“You " have!” grinned Newcome.
¢ No doubt about that!”

% Only in a sportin’ way,” said

Adolphus. “ But if that cad peaches,
we may be looked on as msceﬁly cads |
like him, you know—if the Head be-"
lieves him! Fancy us bein’ put in
the same boat with Lattrey—us, you
know1” :

“Us!” groaned Tracy.

“Well, 1t’s hard lines,” said Jimmy 1
Silver. “ You're not such worms as
he is; I agree to that."

“Look here——"

“I know it’s no good lyin' to the
Head!"” groaned Townsend. ‘I tell
you he seea right through a chap.”

“Can’t you suggest somethin’, Sil-
ver?” demanded Adolphus, * You're
junior captain, an’ that's properly my
job. Well, then, tell us somethin’ to
do. You've got a head on you; I've
always 'admitted that.”

“My dear ass, your Uncle James
is the right fellow to come to for
advice,” said Jimmy Silver heartily.
“I'll make a suggestion, if you like.”

“Go 1t!"” said Adolphus heartily.

“Laftrey hasn’t gone to the Head
yet with his yarn?”

“Not yet.” :

“ Well, you fellows go to him firet,
and get first innings.”’

3 *“Yaas, but what good would that

0?_9.!

“Make a clean breast of it.”

[ X1 ‘Vhat?!’ = .

“(Clonfess everything, and promise
to be.decent .in the future, and the
Head is sure to let you off lightly.”

“You ase!” exclaimed Adolphus.
“That would be all very well if we

i .l
DY

) 4

s« 1 have some newsa for you, sir, concerning your brother,” eaid tha soldier.
naws of Oliver Chisholm,’ said ths Head quietly.

were goin’ to turn over a new leaf,
like good little Georgie in the story.
But we ain’t.”

“No fear!” said Peele.

“Oh!” said Jimmy. “You want
to crawl out of this, and then go
on playing the giddy ox the same as
before, ia that it?”

“Well, yaas,” admitted Adolphus
hesitatingly.

“That’'s it, Silver.”

“Then the best thing you can do is
to go to the Head and ask him to
sack you along with Lattrey.”

“What?”

“You can explain to him that
vou're not fit to stay at Rookwood.
That will be the frozen truth.”

“You silly idiot!” roared Smythe.

“That’'s my advice,” said Jimmy
Silver, and he walked on with his
grinning chums, leaving Adolphus &
Co. in a state of great exasperation.

Lattrey joined the worried group
under the beeches. There was a sar-
donic grin on his hard, thin face.
He whs enjoying the flutter he had
caused in the nutty dovecote,

“Well, what are you fellows goin’
to do?” he asked.

“What can we do?”
Adolphus.

“Some of you have got relations
on the governin’' board. The Head
wonld be bound to listen to them.
You can get them to act.”

“It's impossible.”

“You can try, at any rate.”

“We can’t!” muttered Howard.
“You must be potiy to think of such

"

a thing!

mumbled

“It's my only chance,” said Lat-

trey coolly. “I'm not in a position to
let uny chances slip.”
“Oh, you cad! You worm!
*“You sneakin’ traitor!”
“Hard words break no l)unfis, dear
boys. If you can’t save me you can
go down along with me. Some con-
solation in that for me.”
“You miserable cad!” said Towns-

"

end helplessly. *The Ilead won't
believe you, anyway."”
“What are you worryin' about,

then ?”° asked Lattrey, with a grin.

“We can’t speak to our relations
for you, Lattrey,” mumbled Adolphus.
“It would be like identifyin’ our-
selves with you, an’ backin' you tip.
Besides, it wouldn't do you any good.
They’d take no notice.”

*“ All the worse for you.”

“Look here, Lattrey——=-""

“1 want *Yes' or ‘No)” ! said
Lattrey.
“No!” said Smythe de¢sperately.

“1'd rather be sacked myself than

ask my uncle to chip in for you an’ /

tell him you're my friend an' a peck
of lies to make out you're not the
ﬁl_lr;hy cad I know you are. I can't de
it

“That's enough!” -
Lattroy walked away to the School
House.  Adolphus Smythe gave his
friends a hopeless look. &

"¢ 1e's goin’ to the Head !” he said.

“We've got to brazen it out I’ mut-
tered Peele.

“We can’t!”

‘“Hallo! You

fellows enjoyin’

yourselves ?”* chimed in Mornington,
coming up with a laugh. * You look
happy.”

“Lattrey’s gone to the Head!l”
snarled Peele.

“Good old TLattrey! The
always was a sneak !”

“You'll get it as bad as we shall!”

“T sha'n’t whine if I do!” said
Mornington eoolly. ‘“Come  on,
Erroll! Time for some footer before
dinner,”

He walked away with Erroll, who
was looking grave and troubled. Kit
Erroll was anxious for his friend, who
did not scem anxious for himself.

Smythe & Co. went into the House,
and hung about the end of the corri-
dor on which the Head's study
opened, They were anxious to know
the worst as soon as possible.

Meanwhile, Lattrey had presented
himself in Dr, Chisholm’s study.

The downfallen cad of the Fourth
fully intended to do his very worst.
It was a pleasura to him to make
other fellows suffer as well as himself,
though they had never harmed him.

But the malevolent fellow had a sur-
prise and a disappointment in store
for him. Dr. Chisholm gave him a
cold look of inquiry.

“T did not send for yon, Lattrey.
I do not require you here until your
father comes. You will be called.”

“T have something to tell you, sir,”
s&id Lattrc:y. 37

“You may speak.”

“T think you ought to know, sir,
that I'm not the only chap who has
done some things against the rules.
I’ve had pals,” -said Lattrey bitterly.

fellow

“There’s fellows in the school now
who—"

Dr. Chisholin raised his hand.

“Have you come here, Lattrey, to
make accusations against your school-
fellows 7" he asked sternly.

“I've come to tell you the truth,
sir. You ought to know——"

“I decline to listen to a single
word, Lattrey. 1 cannot trust you,
and I cannot place the slightest faith
in any accusation you might make.
I fear that you are malicious and un-
gerupulous enough to desirve to involve
others in your own punishment. You
may go!”

“ But—but I—"

“Not a word
Leave my study !”

Utterly taken aback, crushed by the
cold contempt in the headmaster's
look and voice, Lattrey slunk out of
the study. ‘

The bitter disappointment and
chagrin in his face did not escape
Smythe & Co. as they saw him. Ile
gave them a furious look in passing,
and Peele caught him by tho arm.

" ¥You've told=——" he began.

“Let mo go!” snarled Lattrey.

He wrenched away his arm, and
tramped away. Adolphus Smythe &
Co. looked at one another uncer-
tainly.

“T—I—I think it’s all right,” said
Smythe at last. “The Iload won’t
listen to him. Of course, he couldn’t,
when you come to think of it. A fel-

more, Lattrey!

“ { have no desira to heap

¢ To me, CGliiver Chisholm is dead!”

low like that would say anythin’, an’
the Head knows it.”

“Good old Head!”
Tracy. ;

The nuts were still feeling a little
doubtful, but the (dreaded summons to
the Head’s study did not come.

It was clear at last that the cad of
the Fourth had not been listened to,
and Smythe & Co. were relieved, with
an exceedingly great relief,

Adolphus was quite chippy after
dinner, and he passed Lattrey in the
quad with a lofty glance of contempt
and an elevated nose.

And if any fellows had felt sym-
pathy towards Lattrey in his down-
fall his last malicious action would
have destroyed it. 'There was not a
fellow at Rookwood now who would
not be glad to see him go.

murmured

The Eth Chapter.
Mr. Lattrey Says 'No.”?

“That’s the johnny!” remarked
Jimmy Silver.

“ Lattrey, senior!” smiled Lovell.
“Well, he looks like it !”’

It was just before afternoon lessons
when the station hack rolled in at
the gates of Rookwood, and o visitor
alighted.

He was a man of middle age, with
a hard, cold, sharp face, and eyes
that seemed like points of steel.
Lueas Lattrey, the head of the firm
of Lattrey & Co., inquiry agents, was
not a prepossessing gentleman to look
at.

There was a good decal of likeness
between his hard face and that of his

son. The juniors easily recognised
him, and they recognised, too, that
Lattrey of the Fourth wes a chip of
the old block.

The bell called the juniors in to
lessons as Mr. Lattrey arrived. They
trooped off to the Form-rooms, but
Lattrey stayed behind to speak to his
father in the porch before he was
shown in to the Head.

Mr. Lattrey gave his son a hard
look.

“So you are
Mark,” he said.
' His voice was cold and hard, like
his face.

“Yes,” muttered Lattrey uneasily.
#T—I——~ It wasn’t so bad, but—-"'

“Your headmaster tells me you are
to leave. 1 have been asked to come
here to-day and take you away with
me,”

“(Can’t anything be done, pater?”
asked Lattrey in a low voice. “I—1
don’t want to go. I've done nothing,
really. It's all humbug. You won't
think it's so jolly bad when the Head
tells you.”

Mr. Lattrey sct his thin lips.

“You will not go,’”” he said. “But
I warn you to be careful, Mark. If I
can save you this time it may not
happen that I can do the same
agan.”

“T shall be jolly careful after this!”
muttered Lattrey. His faco was
brighter. “You think 'you can
manage it, pater ?”

“I hope so.”

“0Oh, gopd!” TLattrey set his
teeth. “Some of the fellows will be
surprised, T think, They want me to
go, hang them! I—"

“(Go in to your lessons, Mark.”

“Yes, fathor.”

Lattrey went into the Fourth-
Form room, his step lighter and his
face almost smiling. Mr. Bootles
gavo him a glance, but made no re-
mark on his being five minutes late.

He was not likely to stay long in the
Form-room, anyway. Mr. Bootles
understood that he would be sent for

in disgrace here,

by the Head, and swhen he left the .

Form-room to obey the summons he
would not come back.
All the Fourth knew it, and they

were suri)riac-d at the new expression
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They could see that his father's
coming had ‘ bucked” him very con-
siderably, and they wondered. Any
other fellow at Rookwool would cer-
tainly have found an interview with
his father under such circumstances
very disconcerting indeed. ‘

But Lattrey had confilence in his
father, Mr. Lattrey did not look on
matters ag most of the felows’ fathers
did. e was not of ther kind, and
his few words had caused the dis-
graced junior to hope for the best.

Meanwhile, Mr. Lattrey had been
shown into the llead’s study. Dr.
Chisholm was there, expecting him,

The Head shook hands with his
visitor, and the gentleman from Lon-
don seated himself. It was a painful
enough interview to the Head. The
task of explaining a boy’s rascality to
his father was not a pleasant one.

But it was his duty, and he did not
shrink from it. Neither did Mr. Lat-
trey show the emotion most fellows'
fathers would have felt at such a
time.

“T understand from your letter that
you have a serious comphint to make
of my son, sir.” Mr. Lattrey’s voice
was sharp and businesslike. *“ Yon
wish me to take him away from Rook-
wood. That is a very serious matter.
It was not agrecable news to me, Dr.
Chisholm.”

“I can quite understand that, and
I sympathise—"

“Yes, ves: but if my son is turned
out of this school under a cloud, sym-
pathy will hardly lighten such a blow.
In a word, what has he done?” :

The Head compressed his lips a
little, and proceeded to explain.

Mr. Lattrey did not interrupt him
once,

He sat bolt upright in his chair, his
hands resting on the handle of lia
umbrella, his eyes fixed upon Dur.
Chisholm with a steady and somewhat
disconcerting gaze.

He was evidently paying careful
attention to every word the Heal
uttered. When the tale was finishe i,
he gave utterance to a sound resem-
bling a grunt.

“ And is that all, sir?”

“That is all, Mr. Lattrey.”

“You relieve my mind vecy con-
siderably,” said Mr. Lattrey, with an
inflexion of sarcasm in his voice. *I
had feared worse, from your letter.
It appears that my son played a trick
upon & boy he disliked—an ill-natured
and malicious trick, T grant. It seema
that this boy was smong those who
sent him to Coventry, which amounts,
in some sort, to provocation. Surely,
sir, a flogging would be a sufficient
punishment for my son.”

“Tf that were his only offence, I
might consider so,” said tha Headl.
“Butb he has already been flogged foz
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transgressing the laws of the school
in the most flagrant manner. He has
associated with card-sharpers and
wastrels—" '

“That seems to indicate some laxity
in the governing of the school.”

“8ir!” exclaimed the Head, colour-
ng. i

“That is how it appears to me, at
all events.”

““It is net possible, Mr. Lattrey, to
institute a watch upon boys. I should
bhe very sorry to see the German sys-
tem of spying and tale-bearing insti-
tuted in an English school. The boys
are, to a large extent, upon their
honour. There is a general super-
vision, of conrse In most cases the
hoys can be relied upon. Boyish
escapades can be forgiven, or lightly
punished. If it becomes known that
o boy betrays vicious tendencies, he
is especially noted—and corrected. If
he persists, he leaves the school. His
parents are the pruper persons to take
charge of him in that case.”

(1) But_____’,

“Lattrey, I am gorry to say, has
chosen the wrong course, and in spite
of warnings and punishments, has per-
sisted in 1t  His latest action shows
a degree of cunning and duplicity
almost alaiming in one so youthful.
He simply carinot remain among boys
whom he may corrupt.” The Head
paused. “I am sorry, sir, to wound
your feelings by speaking thus of your
son, but you have left me no choice.”

“You need not mind my feelings,”
caid Mr. lattrey, unmoved. *“1It 1s,
in fact, hardly a question of feeling.
I have my son’s interests at heart,
naturally, and 'my own. The discredit
of being turned out of Rookwood will
cling to him—it will reflect upon me.
1 desire to avoid that if possible.”

“T regret that it is not possible.”

“Any other punishment, however
severe—I shall not raise the slightest
objection "

“No punishment will meet the case,
sir, Thore im only one course open o
me-—to_ vmove  Lattioy  fram the

school. ”

There was a long pause. Mr. Lat-
trey rose from his ‘ﬁlair, walked to the
window, and stood staring out into
the quadrangle for some minutes, his
brows wrinkled.

Dr. Chisholm waited patiently. Ho
was anxious for the disagreeable in-
terview to end, but he was consider-

_ate. But he spoke at last.

“T will send for your son now, Mr.
Lattrey.”

Mr, Lattrey turned round from the
window.

“There is no hurry for that,” he
said. “Dr. Chisholm, 1 have thought
the matter out, and I eannot consent
to my son being turned out of Rook-
wood.”

“What?”

“I cannot consent!”

Dr. Chisholm looked at him.

“1 am sorry, Mr. Lattrey, but that
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matter is for me to decide,” he said
icily. “T have decided, and your son

i it

TE

(Continued from the previous pase.)

must leave Rookwood with you this
afternoon.”

“My son will not leave Rookwood
with me this afternoon!” said Mr.
Lattrey coldly.

i Sir !”

“He cannot be turned out of Rook-
wood because——"

*“‘Because of what, pray?”’

“Because I shall not allow it!”

The 6th Chapter.
Brought to Terms!

Dr. Chisholm rose to his feet.

Mr. Lattrey’s unexpected words
had given deep offence. There was
a flush in the doctor’s cheeks, an un-
usual sparkle in his eyes. His face
was set and grim.

“Tt 1s useless to prolong this inter-
view, Mr. Lattrey,” he said freez-
ing,l,y. “T have my duties to attend
o 5

“Kindly hear me out,” said the
gentleman from London, unmoved.
“T regret to have to utter the words
I am about to utter, sir, but you have
left me no choice. Frankly, I can-
not allow my son to be expelled from
Rookwood. He has acted badly, 1
admit it. But—"

“There is nothing more to be said,
Mr. Lattrey!”

“There is a gieat deal more to be
said, Dr. Chisholm. My son is not
the only person at Rookwood in need
of charitable forbearance. There are

others here, sir, who have secrets to
keep.”

“ Your son attempted to make some
malicious accusation against his
schoolfellows,” said the Head, with
a scornful curl of the lip. “I declined
to listen to him, and I decline to listen
to you upon the same topie, Mr-
Lattrey.” '

Mr. Lattrey smiled slightly.

“I am not referring to my son’s
schoolfellows,” he said. *“I know
nothing about them, and care noth-
ing.”

““You are surely not referring to
any member of the school staff, sir!”

exclaimed the Head, with great indig
nation,

| UL wan roforving to yourself, sivl”

‘“Wha-a-at?”

“You, sir, have a seeret to keep—
a secret involving the henour of your
name and your position in the
school I"” said Mr. Lattrey, in a voice
like steel. *“I am perfectly well ac-
quainted with the fact.”

Dr. Chisholm’s face was crimson.

“8ir!” he stammered.  ‘“How dare
you? Are you out of your senses,
Mr. Lattrey? How dare you?”

“Do you deny the fact?”

“T have not the slightest intention
of bandying words with you on that
subject or any other, Mr. Lattrey. I
request you to take your leave!”

“T shall take my leave when my
business here is concluded. If you
wish ‘the story of your brother’s dis-
grace to become the talk of Rookwood
School, you have only to say so!”

Dr. Chisholm sank back into his
chair as if he had received a blow in
the face.

The angrﬂ

] and indignant flush faded
from his ¢

eeks, leaving him deadly

pale, and looking strangely old and
WOorn.

“My brother!” he said, in almogt
a whisper. ‘“My brother?”

“Your brother Oliver, sir.”

“What do you know of my brother
Oliver? How can you know anything
of him—you, a stranger to me,
almost?” muttered the Head huskily.

“1 know the secrets of many peope
to whom I am a stranger,” said Mr.
Lattrey calmly. “ You are aware that
I am the head of a firm of private
inquiry agents—in other words, of
detectives. During twenty years, sir,
many secrets have come to my know-

ledge in the course of my work. There

are men holding their heads high in
this country whom I could ruin with
a word. Secrets are as safe with me
as with a lawyer--it is my profession
to know everything and to say
nothing.”

“But—but—""

“The story of your brother’s dis-
grace has been known to me for
years,”” said Mr Lattrey. ‘“The whole
particulars cama to my knowledge
during the investigation of another
matter with which your brother was
very slightly connected. The whole
history is pigeon-holed at my office,
set aside to be used if there should
ever be occasion to use it.”

There was something like fear in
the glance the Head cast at the cold,
emotionless face of the professional
SpY.

“Tt does not seem to me possible
that you know what you claim to
know,” the Head said at last. ‘ But
granting your knowledge, how does
that affect the matter of your son?
He cannot remain at Rookwood.”

“He must remain at Rookwood,
sir,” said Mr. Lattrey quietly. “I
have known your secret for years, and
have kept silent for professional
reasons. There is a saying that one
good turn deserves another. Take a
more lenient view of my son’s offence,
and give him another chance, and
vou may depend upon my silence per-
manently.”

“And if T do not?”

“Then 1 shall speak, necessarily.
1t will be to my son’s advantage if I
lot, it transpire that I took him away
from Rookwood, of my own accord,
because I had discovered the dis-
graceful associations of his head-
master!”

“@Good heavens!”
Head.

“1 am sorry to express myself thus,
Dr. Chisholm. But, naturally, I con-
sider the matter wholly from the point
of view of the advantage of my own
family.” :

“Do you undorstand what “.’i’i;‘;'l'-‘j.?,-‘g}.,,
My, Lattrey? This use you are mnlk’
g of jour Knowledge—it & called
blackmail in law, and punishable by
imprisonment |

““Ap there are no witnesses pre-
gont, that does not affect me,” said
My, Lattrey calmly, "It remains for
you to deaide, sir, whether you will
show some consideration to my son,
and merit consideration at my hands."

There was a long silence. Dr.
Chisholm raised his head at last.

“Qo far, I have only your statement
that you know what you claim to
know,”” he said. ‘“You do not ex-
pect me to take, unsupported, the
word of a blackmailer?”

A slight flush crept into the detec-
tive's cheeks. “Bven his cool, hard
self-possession was penetrated a little
by the bitter contempt in the head-
master’s voice.

But his voice was quiet and un-
moved as he answered:

muttered the

“1 will repeat what I know, if you’
L need convineing,” he said.

) “Your
brother, Oliver, was once at Rook-

wood, He was so much younger than
ou, that he was in the Sixth Form
erc when you became headmaster.
He was guilty of reckless follies, and
ly10u sent him away from the school,
ushing the matter up as much as
possible for the credit of your name.”

The doctor winced.

“He went from bad to worse, but
he had the grace to assume another
name, so that his conduct did not
reflect upon his family. ‘When the
South African War broke out he
joined the Army as a private, and
was in several battles, and in the
march on Bloemfontein. He was
granted a commiseion for gallantry
in the field, and was known as Lieu-

tenant Smith—the name he had
taken.”

The Head was silent.

“Shortly afterwards he showed
that he was quite his old self. He

was found out in treacherous traffic
with a German agent on the enemy
side, was tried by court-martial, and
sentenced to death as a traitor. He
escaped on.the night before the morn-
ing fixed for the execution, and dis-
appeared from the knowledge of
men. Only one officer knew of his
real identity, and he sent the news
to you.”

Dr. Chisholm’s
upon his breast.

“Quch, sir, is the history of your
brother, once a Rookwood boy,”
went on the detective coldly.
“Gambler and rasecal in his school-
boy days, loafer and tout on the race-
course in early manhood, -traitor to
the flag when wearing the uniform of
his country! 'That, sir, 18 your
secref. You know best how your
position here would be affected 1 the
facts became generally known.”

“How do you know all this?”

Mr. Lattrey shrugged his shoulders.

“It was once my duty to investi-
gate a certain affair in connection
with the German spy system in South
Africa. 1 came in contact with the
German agent with whom your
brother had had dealings. From that
source, and others, 1 learned the
facts. 'They could easily be proved.
A brother-officer of Lieutenant Smith
is now in England—a Captain Erroll,
who has a son at this school. He
went to Bnitish Honduras after the
Boer War, but returned to take part
in the present war. He knows the
facts, but does not know that Lieu-
tenant Smith was your younger
brother.” '

The Head sat silent.

“1 am sorry, Dr. Chisholm, but
vou have forced me to this,” said Mr.

head had sunk

Lattrey. “Give my son anphbas

chance, and I am as silent ‘ }

grave."” :
Dr. Chishotm did not apeak

Mr. Lattrey waited quietly.
knew that he wa= successful, that the
Head of Rookwood dared not face
the shame and humiliation that he
was threatened with,

The Head spoke at last.

“And you intend to make a base
use, Mr. Lattrey, of the knowledge
you can only have gained by acting
as a spy?”

“1 have stated my intentions.”

“1—J must have time to think!”
muttered the Head. ‘This—this is
an unexpected blow. 1 had deemed
that miserable story dead and gone.
I never dreamed that it would rise up
against me like a ghost from the past.
Perhaps, if your son shows some pro-
mise of reform——-"

Myr. Lattrey suppressed a smile,

“I ghall speak very seriously to
my son,” he said. “I can answer for
it that he will be more careful in the
future.”

“Then—I—will send for him.”

i troy. . . ]
o shinin® light like mysell couldn’t bo

He

“Thank you, Dr. Chisholm!” said
Mr. Lattrey.
He had won.

L . (] Ly L] L

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at Lat-
trey when the school-page came to

the Form-room to call him to tho
Head’s study.

Lattrey gave them a vaunting look,
and left the Form-room.

“@ood-bye for ever!” murmured
Mornington. “ What a loss!” :
“Good riddance to the cad !” mut.

tered Townsend.

Nobody in the Classical Fourth ex-
pected to see Lattrey again. But a
quarter of an hour later the door

of the Form-room opened. i

Lattrey came quietly in and crossed
to his place.  Mr. Bootles almost
dropped the book in his hand.

“Lattrey !” he ejaculatéd.

“Yes, sir!”

“ What—-what—what are you doing
here ?”

“I have returned for lessons, sir.””

“But—but 1 uaderstood that you
were leaving Rookwood this after-
noon with your father, Lattrey !”

“Did you really, sir?” said Lattrey
calmly.

“I—I certainly " 1

“ My father is going now, sir,” said
Lattrey. There wae. a sound of
wheels in the quadrangle as he spoke.
“Shall 1 take my place, sir?’ 7

“Do you mean to tell me, Lattrey,
that you are not leaving Rookwood 2"
exclaimed Mr. Bootles.

“It appears not, sir.”

“Bless my soul! You
down, Lattrey.”

Lattrey sat down.

The Fourth Form was in a buzz of
astonishment. There was a quiset,.
| sarcastic smile upon Mark Lattrey’s
face.

“My hat!” murmured Jimmy
Silver. ‘““Then it’s all spoof! He's
not going!”’

“How on earth has he worked it ?”
said Lovell in bewilderment.

That was a puzzle,

When the Fourth Form weére dis-
missed, the juniors surrounded Lat-
trey in the passage. They were all
curious, and not pleased.

“8o you're not goin’?” exclaimed
Mornington

“Not at all.”

“The Head’s let you off 7™ ex-
claimed Lovell.

“ Exactly.”

“Why ! demanded a dozen voices,
“ Beotter ask him ! yawnad Lat.
“Perhaps ho thought that »

may sib

!mrml. - Anywagr, 1'm L hob - goin's
Sorry to disappoint you.”

And he walked away, whistling,
leaving the Fourth in a buzz of
amazed discussion. Jimmy Silver &
Co. simply couldn’s understand it.
But there it was. Lattrey of the
Fourth was still Lattrey of the
Fourth. His father had gone, and
Lattrey remained at Rookwood. -

The black sheep of the Fourth had
another chance. ¥t remained to be
seen what he would make of it.
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The 1st Chapter.
An Interrupted Recitation.

*“Rubbish !” :
 That was Kern Gunten’s opinion,
and he did not hesitate to express it.

“Rot!” remarked Keller, who, like
Cunten, was of Swiss nationality.

“"Tain’t a bad idea,” said Chunky
Todgers. * Let Richards alone. Go
it, Franky!”

“Hear, hear!” chimed in Bob
Lawless.

“Bosh! Tosh!” gaid Gunten.

“(3ive a chap a chance,” said Tom,

Lavwrence. *Wade in, Richards!”
Frank Richards coloured a little.
He was the centre of a little group

in the school ground at Cedar Creek.

Some of the fellows were grinning—In

fact, most of them.

Frank was imparting a new idea to
his schoolfellows. Bob Lawless and
Vere Beauclerc backed him, chiefly
beciuse he was their chum, but not
quite because they thought his idea
wasa good one.

CGunten, the Swiss, was always “up
against ” Frank Richards, and he did
not lose this opportunity of expressing
an unfavourable opinion.  Anything
Frank Richards suggested was sure of
opposition from the cad of the lumber
school.
6y . e Teanlwl? soid Rah Tawleas

“Oo 1, Pranky 1" said Bob Lnwlons
pncouragimgly.

“Yep; pile in1” said Eben Hacke.

“And don’t keep us waiting,” re-
marked Dick Dawson. “'lain’t too
warm standing in the snow.”

Some of the Cedar Creek fellows
were snowballing outside the school
fence, but seven or eight fellows were
Frank Richards a hearing.

givin

“Well,” said Frank, “it’s only a
suggestion.”

“And a roften one,” remarked
Gunten.

“Shut up, Gunten!” sapped Bob
Lawless.

“We used to do amateur theatricals
at home, when T was at school in
Kngland,” continued Frank. ‘We
had a stage club in my form. Now
the winter’s here, we've got long
evenings before us.  Why shouldn’t
we start a dramatic club in this
schooli? We can get some props from
Fraser on the railway. The store-
waggon will bring them up the
valley.”

“Who’s going to pay for them?”
grinned Keller.
¢ “The funds of the dramatic society,
of course. Every chap pays a sub-
geription to the club.”

“And you pocket the proceeds!”
sneered Gunten.

Frank Richards’ colour deepened,
and he fixed his eyes on the Swiss.

“You cap speak for or agalust, es
you like, Gunten,” he said quietly.
“But if you say anything like that
again I'll knock it back down your
throat. That’s plain English !”

QGunten sneered, and shrugged his
shoulders.

“Never mind that foreign trash,”
said Bob Lawless. ‘ Get on with the

business, Iranky, before the bell
goes.”

“Yep; stop chewing the rag,
Gunten!” growled Hacke. “You

talk too much!”

The Swiss was angry and silent.

Frank Richards went on:

“There’s lots of fun in amateur
theatricals. I’ve had some experience,
and 1 can coach you fellows, if you
care to take it up. We used to do
Shakespeare and things at home.
It’s a ripping idea, if it’s worked pro-
perly. Subscriptions needn’t be large,
cither. Treasurer will be elected by
all members of the club. you
fellows like the idea, I'll take down
pames of members,”

“¥You can put me down,” said Bob.

“ And me,” said Vere Beauclerc.

“Count me in,” sald Chunky
Todgers. *“1 believe 1 could play
Hamlet a treat.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“More likely
Lawrence,
‘Chicagel”

Falstaff,” grinned
‘““or the fat man from

EVERYBODY

IS TALKING ABOUT THIS SPLENDID NEW SERIES!
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“Look here, you jay——" began
Chunky warmly. A
“But where are we going to act?”

asked Dawson. ‘‘Are you going to
ask Miss Meadows to chuck lessons
ono afternoon, while we use the
school-room 7"’

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“0Of course not,” said Frank
Richards, a little crossly. “We can
act in the school-roam after lessons, or
on holidays, or at any selected place.
We can rehearse here all right, in the
old corral in fine weather, and in the
barn in bad weather. No difficulty
about that. We could begin with
something easy, and take on Shakes-
peare later.”

“Ahem!”

“1f every fellow came into the idea,
a subscription of half-a-dollar a term

would see us through,” said Frank. |

“The girls could join, tgo. They'd
be able to take the girl parts. Later
on, we might give a performance at
Thompson, and charge for admission,
and make a good thing of it.”

“Oh, Jerusalem!”

“No reason why we shouldn’t.
Anyway, it would be fun. Now,
who’s going to put his name down?”

“Hold on!” said Gunten. “Can
you act, Richards?” A

“Well, I have acted at school,” said
Frank. *Not quite like Irving, 1 sup-
Prank, " MN6C qnim's'lilia"liv'mﬁ". § Aupe
pose, but fairly well, T think. r.

“ Plossed is he that bloweth his own™
trumpet ! grinned Keller.

= ‘-_-é/ //://

fellows to take it up. But he could
gee that Gunten was ‘“‘pulling his
leg,” and that the other fellows were
entering into it to “guy " him.

“Well, go it |”" said Tom Lawrence.
“Can’t you act, after all?”

“(Give us Mark Antony’s oration,”
said Dawson, grinning. ‘1 remember
having that at school in Ontario.”

“ Pile to'}™

“Oh, he was only gassing !"” sneered
Gunten. “All he knows about
Shakespeare is his name !”

There was a laugh.

“Look here, you want me to recite
I'll fecite fast enough!” exclaimed
Frank Richards. “1 don’t mind,
Here goes!”

“Qilence for Irving the Second!”
called out Gunten.

Unheeding the Swiss, Frank
Richards began with that celebrated
speech of Marcus Antonius:

“¢Friends, Romans,
lend me your ears.
1 come to bury Cwsar, not to
praise him,
The evil that men do lives after

countrymen,

them,

The good is oft interred with their
bhones.

8o let it be with Cwsar, The
noble—— Yaroooooh!”
NOTHR == WO |

Tllrank was reciting quite well, and

theCedar Creck fellows left off grin-

A Magnificent Long Complete Story, dealing with the
Schooldays of Frank Richards, the Famous Author of
the Tales of Harry Wharton & Co.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

He sat in the snow, gouging out the
fragments of the snowball that had
gone into his mouth, and gasping
spasmodically.

“Yon rotter !” he gasped.
“Groogh! You worm! Ow-yow!”

“Ha, ha, hal” ;

“Hallo! There’s the bell!” ex-
claimed Bob Lawless, grasping Frank
by the arm, and dragging him up.
“Come on! Ha, ha!”

“What  are you—groogh—ecackling
at, you ass?”

“Ha, ha! Come on!”

“I'm going to punch that foreign
beast 1"

“You're not; you’re coming in to
school,” chuckled Bob; and he
dragged his chum away towards the
School House.

Karl Gunten, chuckling, had already
gone in. There were gring all round
Frank Richards as he sat down at his
desk for afternoon lessons.

Chunky Todgers dug him
back from the noext row.

“1 eny, Richards, give us another
recitation after lessons, will you?”

“We'll all get snowballs ready !”
chortled Dawson.

“Ha, ha, ba l”

“Rats !” growled Frank.

“Silence, please !” said Miss Mea-
dows, as she came to take the class.
wod® i GHaE 168 weead sasl Bawethe

And the chortles consed an the
lumber school eettled down to the
serious business of the afternoon.

in the

o

,‘

Just as Frank Richards got fairly going with his recitation, Qunten’s hand came up, and the snowball flew
with unerring aim, crashing on the schoolboy actor’s mouth.

“I’'m not blowing my own trumpet ;
T'm answering a question.”

“Let’s see a sample of it,'”” sug-
gested Gunten, “Give us some
Shakespeare, and let’s see how you do
it.’

Frank hesitated.

“1 guess that’s a good stunt,” said
Eben Hacke. * Get on with the chin-
musie, Richards.”

“ Frank Richards is an education in

himself,” said Gunten, in his sneering |

way. ‘“‘Enlighten us. Give us a
sample.”’

“@Go it, Richards!”

It was a chorus from the Cedar
Creek fellows.

But Frank hesitated.

Heo was rather keen on the idea of
an amateur theatrical elub in the
lumber school, and he wanted the

ning, and listened with growing
interest,

But Kern Gunten had slily stooped
behind Keller for a handful of snow.

Just as Frank was fairly going the
Swiss’ hand came up, and the snow-
ball flew with unerring aim.

Frank’s recitation ceased in a wild
splutter as the missile crashed on his
mouth.

* Gurrrrrgh I

Frank Richards staggered back a
pace, and slipped in the snow and sat
down.,

There was a roar of laughter.

**Ha, ha, hal”

Even Bob and Beauclere joined in
the yell, the sudden fall of the orator
was s iud'icrous.

“ Groogh |” gasped Frank Richards.

The 2nd Chapter.
The Amateur Actor.
After lessons that day Frank
Richards followed Mr. Slimmey, the
assistant-master, t¢ his cahin for his

Latin lesson, which Mr. Slimmey
kindly gave him one evening a week.
Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclerc

joined in the snowballing which went
on in the school grounds before the
Cedar Creek fellows dispersed to their
homea.

There was some discussion of
Frank’s idea among the fellows.
Kern Gunten was loud in expressing
his opinion that the English school-
boy’s sole game was to get into the
limelight, and “swank.”

Gunten was not popular m the
school, and his remarks were not
much heeded, for which reason, pro-

bably, he expressed them with all the
more emphasia.

It was quite evident that if Frank
Richards succoeded in forming the
Cedar Creek dramatio society, Gun-
ten would do his best to make it a
failure.

Beauclero and Bob Lawless joined
Frank, when his hour with Mr. Slim-
mey was up, and they left the school
together,

Bob was grinning,

“8till thinking of the dramatio
stunt, Franky?” he asked, as they
left the school and walked their
ponies down the snowy trail through
the timber.

“Well, there doesn’t ecemn much
keenness about it,” confessed Frank.
“T think it’s a_good idea all the same,
eapecially with the Christmas holi-
days just coming on. I'm going
ahead. The fact 1s, I've already sent
an order for some things to Phipp’s
store at Fraser—grease-paints and
wigs and things, to begin with, They
may come along any day.”

“It's a good idea,” said Beauclere.
“ Never mind Gunten. He would be
bound to throw cold water on it, if he
could.”

“Bless Gunten !” growled Frank,

“Well, we’ll back you up, old
scout I’ said Bob. “ All the more to
put Gunten in his place. That foreign
put Trantan Tn Wiw plaes, TTiy forclpn
trash tollea too much,"

Frank Richards’ eyes gleimed,

“The rotter says I can’tact!” he
said. “T'll show him whether I can
act or not, pretty soon. I've got an
idea about that.”

IPrank and his Canadian cusin rode
on from the fork in the tmil where
they parted from Vere Bmuclere.

Frank was silent as they trotted
home on the snowy trail. = He war
thinking of the new idea that had
come into his mind—of convinecing
Kern Gunten that he could act—and
the other fellows as well. As for
Bob, ke was thinking of hissupper.

At the lumber echool, during the
next few days, Frank Richirds made
no reference to the Thespian scheme.

The other fellows concluded that he
had dropped the idea, and, as nobody
was keen about it, it was not revived.

Kern Guntea felt a considerablo
safisfaction at the dropping of the
scheme. His sneering opposition had
been more effiacacious than he had ex-
pected.

On the following Saturday Frank
and Bob were working on the ranch,
when the post-waggon came along
from Thompson, driven by Gunten,
who was the son of the Thompson
postmaster.’ '

Frank ran into the trail to meet it.

“ Anything for me, Gunten?” he
called out.

Gunten grinned as he pulled in his
team.

“Yep; a parcel from Fraser,”

“Good! Hand it out!”

Gunten tossed a large parcel out of
the waggon, and handed out the
letters for the ranch,

“So you’re keeping up the theatri-
cal stunt, Richards!” he said.

“How do you know?”

“There’s tga.t kind of stuff in your
parcel from Fraser, 1 guess.”

*It's not marked on the outside,”
said Frank drily. “You'd better
learn not to peep into people’s par-
cels, Gunten, or there’lf] be trouble
sooner or later for the postmaster at
Thompson.”

(GGunten scowled.

He wheeled his team and drove
away the post-waggon, and Frank
and Bob carried the letters and par-
cel up to the ranch.

“Let’s have a look at the truck,”
said Bob, when the parcel was taken
up to the room the cousins shared in
the ranch-house.

Frank was eager to open it, and
Bob was interested.

The cord was soon untied and tho
parcel opened. Bob Lawless stared
at the contents—grease-paints in vari-
ous array, artificial moustaches and
wigs, and other xeauirements of the
amateur actor.
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Frank’s eyes glistened.  The
“props” reminded him of earlier
acﬁooﬁ)days in far-off England.

“How much did they stick you for
that truck ?” asked Bob.

“ Nearly all the tin I had saved
up,” said Frank. *Twenty dollars!
I've got the bill. And if the drama-
tio club is ever formed, the stuff will
be handed over at cost price for com-

mon use. If not, I shall have to
stand it.”
“Oh, we'll form a club right

enough!” said Bob. “It’s a new
notion to the fellows, you know, and
they don’t quite catch on. We might

et up something to give them an
idea of what the thing’s like.”

#] was thinking of that,” eaid
Frank, with a smile. ‘ Better get
back to work now, or your pater will
think we are slacking.”

“Right you are!”

But at sundown, when work on the
ranch was over for the hoys, Frank
hurried to his room to look over his
new treasures.

That evening hLe was busy trying
them.

That Frank could “act,” his Cana-
dian cousin ‘soon had proof. Bob's
eyves opened wide as Frank made
himself up in several different char-
acters, one after another—as a lum-
berman, an Indian, a negro, and a
Chinaman,

The impersonations were very con-

vineing, and Bob was very consider-
ably impressed.

“You can work the riffle, and no
mistake !” he exclaimed at last. *I
say, come down like that, and let
popper and mopper see you !”

Frank lhwuaghed.

. He was made-up at that moment as
a negro boy, and though his features
did not lend themselves to the char-
acter, his complexion and his wool
‘were very convincing. Few would
have guessed his race, looking at him.

“ Right-ho!” he said.

He went downstairs with Bob, and
in the ranch-house hall they came
upon Mr. Lawless.

The rancher stopped suddenly, star-
ing at the black boy.

“Hallo] Whom have you
there, Boh?” he exclaimed.

“T'se fambo, sah!” eaid Frank.
And Bob abmost jumped, so complete
Wi 11In~ 4-||:|||F|| illuhinhulnllll'n VOIOo,

“Ohy, yon'y mho y g
A ‘dn‘,t" g}ov'll-S' ’m‘fmu&,"' rﬂ: %'L'tl:? -
said the rancher, puzzled. “ And
what may you be doing in my house,
Mister Sambo?”

“I'se come to supper, sah!”

Mr. Lawless simply blinked at him.

“Thunder! You cheeky young
snowball, you've asked yourself to
supper here !” he ejaculated.

“You expect me to eupper, sah,
dis evening.”

“I? Why, I've never seen you
before !

“Dat a mistake, sah,” said Frank
gravely. ‘“Me work on ranch dis
afterncon, mending de fence for you,
sah.” :

“Th? Either you're dreaming or
I am!” said the astonished rancher.
“I've never seen you before, to my
knowledge! Who is this kid, Bob?"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob, unable
to repress his merriment any longer.
“Tt's your nephew, popper !"

“What do you mean?” exclaimed
the rancher gruffly. “I've got no
nigger nephews!”

“Tt's Frank !"” gasped Bob.

“ What !”

“Jxcuse me, uncle,”” exclaimed
I'rank, laughing. “1 was only try-
ing some theatricals on you.”

got

“Well, by gum!” exclaimed Mr.

T.awless, recognising his nephew’s
voice now. By the holy poker, you
young rascal, you quite took me in!”

And he shook his finger at his
nephew as he marched on.

“It’s a corker, Franky!” ex-
claimed Bob, chuckling. *“You let
the Cedar Creek fellows see you in
something like this. I bet you could
take in the whole school if you
tried !”

“I’m going to try!” said Frank,
laughing.

——

The 3rd Chapter.
Ten to Oneo!

TFrank Richards fastened a large
bag to his saddle when he led out his
pony on Monday morning.

Bob glanced at it rather curiously
as they started down the trail.

“Is that some of the props,
I'ranky ?” he asked.

“Yes. Don't say anything at the

“By gum, what a collection!” he

put one dollar in.

(Continued from the previous page.)

school yet, Bob. I've got a stunt I
want to carry out, first.”
“Right you are! I'm mum!” said
Bob

Vere Beauclerc joined them at the
fork of the trail, and from that point
they walked to the school, as usual,

“What about the theatrical
wheeze?” asked Beauclerc. “ Have
your things come from I'raser yet?”

“Yes; they came on Saturday,”
said Frank, with a smile. “I'm
going to show you pretty soon what
I can do in that line. After that,
we’ll see about the Thespian Club.”

At a little distance from the school,
Frank detached the bag from the
saddle.

“You fellows go on,” he said.
“You might take my pony, Beau.”

“Certainly. But  what’s  the
game?”

“T'll tell you later.”

Frank carried the bag into the

timber, and his chums, considerably
mystified, walked on to the school
with the ponies.

A quarter of an hour later Frank
rejoined them, breathless with run-
ning. The bag was no longer with
him.

“Hallo, where are the prope?”
asked Bob Lawless.

““In a hollow tree by the creek.”

“What on earth for?”

“Oh, that’s a safe place,”
Frank.

“You're up to something,” said
Bob, givinlg his cousin a rather sus-
picious loolk.

Frank laughed, but did not answer.

Kern Gunten was standing near the
gates with some other fellows as the
three chums came in, and he grinned
as he saw Frank.

“How’s the amateur theatricals
getting on, Richards?” he called out.

““ All serene,” answered Frank.

“Oh, you're really beginning that
rot, then?” sneered Gunten,

“Soon, I hope.”

“And you want us to believe that
you can act?” sneered Gunten,

“Perhaps you'll be willing to admit
that I can act when I've given you a
sample,” sald Frank mogestly.

Gunten laughed unpleasantly.

“Perhaps!’’ he said. *But I'll bet
you ten to one in dollars that I
don’t.."

“Well, T don’t bet,” said Frank,
“so I can’t take you on. But I'll
meet you half-way, Gunten. If I
make you admit that I can act, you
put ten dollars in the box at the

mission ; and if you don’t admit iy, 1
sainh snniay ool lias dag Mhaats fade 1 ¥

That's fair.”

“Done!” said Gunten at once.
will cost you a dollar.”

“ Wa shall see about that,”

“Why, you jay !” exclaimed Gunten
derigively. ‘1 suppose you can't
make me admit you can act, if I
don't choose!”

“0Oh, of course you'll be honest
about it,” said Frank gravely.

“Of—of course,” said Gunten,

“(atch Ciunten being honest about
anything!” grinned Dawson.

“PBut you'll have to convince me
that yotr can act, and I'm the judge
whether I'm convinced or not,” stipu-
lated Gunten. :

“Agreed.”

“Well, you're done for a dollar!"”
said Ciunten, laughing.

said

‘IIt

“Yon may be done for ten
dollars!” said Frank coolly, and he
walked on, leaving the Swiss

chuckling.

Gunten was quite assured that that
wager would end in Frank Richards
aying up a dollar to the mission,
‘or whether Frank convinced him
that he could act or not, Kern Gunten
didn’t intend to admit 1f.

The Swiss was not troubled by any
honourable ecruples in the matter.
He simply meant to deny that he
was convinced, whether he was con-
vinced or not. And so far as his
cunning brain could see, thére was
no getting round that. Frank
Richards was simply throwing away
his dollar,

Bob and Vere looked very curiously
at Frank as they went in.

“¥You must be a jay, Franky,” said
Bob, in wonder. ‘ You surely don’t
think that foreign cad will own up,
in any case, do you?"

“I'm afraid he won't tell the truth,
Frank, if you prove to him that you
can act like a new  Irving,” said
Beauclere, with a shalke of the head.

Frank Richards smiled.

““He mayn't have any choice,” he
remarked.

“ Blessed if T see it,”” =aid Bob.

“Tota of things between the
Rockies and the Pacific that you don’t
see, old chap!” said Frank Richards
cheerfully.

“Oh, rats!” grunted Bob. *“You're

simply chucking away a dollar, and
Gunten will have the cackle.”

“Wait a bit and see!” said Frank
sententiously.

Gunten, with a grinning face, spoke
to Frank Richards as the Cedar
Creek fellows went into the school-
room.

“You are sticking to that bargain,
Richards?”’ he asked.

“Certainly.”

“Well, there's a time-limit, I sup-
pose?”

“Oh, yes. Say by the end of the
week, or before,” caid Franlk.

“Right-ho! That’s a cinch!”

Gunten was evidentl greatly
tickled; and the other fellows were
tickled, too, and surprised, when they
heard of the compact., For if any-
thing was certain at all, it was that
Kern Gunten would not *“play the
game."

That Frank Richards should trust
him to “own up ” was a proof that
Frank was a softie from Softiesville,
as Eben Hacke expressed it. But
Frank Richards did not mind. It was
possible that he Lknew what he was
about.

The 4th Chapter,
The Tramp!

‘“ Where's Franky?"”

Vera Beauclerc shook his head, as
Bob asked that question after morning
lessons.

“Blessed if I
went towards the creek.”

Bob grunted,

“Just like ¥ranl.
got a Latin book with him; and he's
going to mug up lessons,’” he said.
“Franky wants to keep up his Latin;
I'd be jolly glad to drop it. Never
mind, let's get some snowballing, to

et us warm for dinner. We'll chase

unten.,”’

“Good!” said Beauclere, laughing.

It was not unusual
Richards to seek a secluded spot
sometimes to “mug” ui) the ol
lesson-books he had brought from his
former school.

Mr. Slimmey, who was a good
classical echolar, encouraged him to
keep up his Latin, and gave him a
weelkly lesson to help him to do so.

Frank's absence from the snowball
game, therefore, called for no special
remark,

The Cedar Creek fellows were soon
going hot and strong, and snowballs
whizzed right and left, amid shouts
of merry laughter.

Bob Lawless made it a special
point to give Kern Gunten plenty of
them, The Swiss wag not much given
to outdoor games; the game he Hl;ed
best wns poker, g

He joined in the anowballing,

Ty win moon An o fuvious lemner. i
he was spoon 1n & Iuriolns temper, 2L

then his treacherous nature showed
itself.

Bob Lawless gave a sudden yell, as
a snowball with a stone in the centre
caught him on the head.

“Oht Ah! Oh!” yelled Bob,
clap ing his hand to his head.
. BVho threw that?” exclaimed

Beauclere fiercely, as he saw a thin
stream of crimson oozing between
Bob's fingers.

“Some rotten pesky coward, I
guess!” exclaimec}) Tom Lawrence.
“Wags it you, Gunten?”

“Nol” growled Gunten.

“You, then, Keller?” exclaimed
TLawrence.
Keller scowled savagely. The

Canadian echoolboys jumped to the
conclusion, as a matter of course,
that the cowardly trick had been
played by one of the * foreign trash.”

“T id not I" shouted Keller.

Bob Lawless rubbed the cut on his
head. [Iis eyes gleamed at Kern
Gunten.

“] guess I know who it was,” he
said, setting his lips, ““and if I had
any proof, Gunten, I'd make you
sorry for chucking stones in enow-
balls t”

“ et out of the game, Gunten!”
exclaimed Dick Dawson.

“TIt was not I!”" yelled the Swiss.

“Who was it, then?”

“How should Iknow, hang you?”

“One of you two foreign truck!”
said Eben Hacke. “'Tain’t a white
man's trick. CGet out of the game!”

Bob Lawless held a handkerchief
to the cut, and Beauclerc led him
out of the soramble in the snow:
Beau’s handsome face was anxious.

“Hurt much, old chap?”

Bob tried to grin.

“Not much. I'm not made of
putty,’” he said. “It's a cut, that’s
all.  Of course, it was that pesky
coyote, Gunten.”

“1 think so0,” said Beauclere.
“The fellows seem to think so, too.
It is like him. Hallo, who's this?"

“A pilgrim and a stranger,” said
Bob, glancing towards the gateway,
where a lad had just entered. “New
chap for the school, perhaps. There’s
a new family sottled down  the:

know! I think he ¥ 10

I'll bet you he’s |

for Frank |

Kern Gunten, no longer taking
part in the snowball game, was
standing near the gateway, talking in
low tones with Keller.

towarde Gunten.
The Swiss eyed him ungraciously as
he came up. He could see that the

And the new-comer’s appearance
did not recommend him to*Gunten’s
favour. Never had Cedar Creek
' School seen a boy who looked more

sadly down on fliﬁ luck. And the
Swiss had no use for fellows who
were down en their luck.

The boy was shabby to the last
degree; his clothes might have been
picked up at a second-hand store for
a sum to be counted in centa.

Though there was snow on the
ground, his boots were worn and torn,
and let in the wet. A rag of a cap
was on his head, looking like a frowsy
rabbit-gkin.

His face was darkly red, as if
hardened and coarsene
to all sorts of weathers. His hair was
long and untidy, and looked seriously
in need of a barber's scissors,

Two or three red marks showed on
his red skin, as if from scratches re-
ceived in the thickets. There was
mud thick on his ragged boots, and
splashed on hia almost equally ragged
trousers.

Beggarg were practically unknown
the Canadian West. In a land
where all men worked there was
enough for everyone to lead a decent
life. But the lad certainly looked
like a beggar, or, at least, a tramp.

Teamps—hoboes, as they were
called—sometimes passed through the
Thompson Valley, but the Cedar
Creek fellows had never seen a hobo
so youthful as this.

What he was, in fact, was rather a
mystery, and a good many of the
ge_llowa ceased their game to look at

im.

Bob Lawless ran his hands through
- his pockaets.

“By gum, I've got twenty-five
conts, and that pilgrim is going \to
have it if he wants it!” said Bob.
“Did you ever seo such a down-
hearted-looking galoot in your natu-
ral, Cherub?” ;

“Poor fellow !” said Beauclere, his
face softening. * He's tackling Gun-
ten—about the last fellow to tackle if
it's assistance he wants.”

Gunten stared rudely at the ragged
lad as he halted, hesitating.

“Well, what do you want hyer?”
he demanded. “This isn't a home
for tramps, or a refuge for down-at-
heel hoboea!” :
“Aro you—are you Kern Gunten 7V
faltered the new-ocomer.

(1] | "
“,l guuu_ghn_t;_”:uv e,

“T ‘am so glad to see you vunce
more, Kern !” exclaimed the stranger
in a foreign accent and a voice of deep
emotion. “ You vill velcome me, I
zink."

Gunten jumped.

“Fh? Who are you? I've never
seen you before!” he exclaimed.

“Hallo, a friend of lem’ Gunty 2"
exclaimed Lawrence, laughing.

“Nol” shouted CGunten angrily.
“1 don’t know the fellow, If he
makes out that he knows me he's
lying {”

“Kern! Kern, mine cousin!”

“Wha-a-at !”

“1 zink if I come to you you speak
wiz me and make me velcome,” said
the boy, with a break in his voice.
“Your fazzer turn me out of de store
when I go to him in Thompson. He
does not vant to sce his nephew I'ranz.
But you, Kern, is it zat you vill not
speak to me?”

Gunten caught his breath.

The sehoo%boys were gathering
round. There was compassion in all
their faces. The healthy, -hearty
Canadians could feel for the miser-
able-looking specimen before them.

But there was no sympathy or com-
passion in Gunten’s look. He was
evidently furious at being claimed as
a relation by this wretched-looking
tramp.

“It's a lie!” exclaimed Gunten
hoarsely. “You tramp! You beg-
gar! How dare you say you are my
cousin Franz!”

“Kern, you vil have pity on me,
isn't it, ven I am starving?” mut-
tered the outcast wretchedly. “I
come to you viz hope in mine heart.
I zink #zat you giff me ze hand.”

“Dash it all, don’t be a beast, Gun-
ten!” cxclaimed Bob Lawless. “If
the poor chap’s your cousin, treat him
decently.”

“He's not my cousin!” shouted
Guuten. “I have no cousin in
Canada !”

“Oh, come off !” said Lawrence.
“T'ye heard you speaking about your
cousin Kranz.”

“8So have 1,” said Bob;
than once, too."”

“Yes, yes, it i3 80! But my cousin

“more

Thompson River, I hear.”

Yranz is in Switzerland, and I have

The stranger who entered looked:
round hesitatingly, and then walkea

new-comer intended to speak to him.

8/1217. (4

not seen him since I was a child!”
panted Gunten. *T was but twa or
three years old when my father came
to Canada. I tell you that Frans
Gunten is in Switzerland.?” .

“It's pretty clear whera this chap
came from, from his lovely accent!™
grinned Dawson. “Swiss or German,
and chance it!”

Gunten panted. :

The new-comer’s strong German-
Swiss accent made the matter clear
enough to the Cedar Creek fellows,
and, indeed, to Gunten himself.

The son of the rich storekeeper at
Thompson had little or no doubt that
this was his Swiss cousin fallen upon
evil days. i

Gunten had no desire whatever to
see relations who had fallen upon evil
days. He was enraged at the bare
idea of this wretched vagrant making
a claim upon him.

He was still more enraged, because
so far as he had known his Swiss re-
lations were well-off, and he had told

| & good many boastful stories of their
by exposure |

wealth and consequence, and the fine
fortune that awaited his cousin Franz
when he grew up.

His boasts were discounted now
with a vengeance.

This seedy, hungry-looking foreigner
certainly did not look as if he had
been reared in the lap of fortune.

But that was not really surprising.
There are ups and downs in the lifo
of a keeper of a gambling-hall, and
that was the noble profession followed
by Gunten’s relations in their native
land.

The wealthy branch of the Guntens
were getting some of the “downs,”
to judge by this specimuvn.

Gunten, hardly knowing what to
say or do, backed away, but the
ragged stranger followed him up, and
the crowd of schoolboys and school-
girls thickened round them.

“You vill not speak to me, zen%"
exclaimed I'ranz, and he wiped his
eyes with a dirty hand. “You are
ashamed of me, like your fazzer, be-
cause I am now poor. But if it was
not zat ve lose our money, Kern—-""

“Gunten would give you the glad
hand if you had the spondulicks fast
enough,” jeered Eben Hacke, in
great disgust. “‘ Give him a welcome,
Gunten, you coyote |”

“He is not my cousin!” shonted
Gunten furiously, determined to deny
the relationship at any cost. “Jle
says himself that my father has turncd
him out at Thompson,”

“Just like old man Gunten, too!"”
growled Bob Lawless. “ He would!”

“Herr Gunten he say he have 1o
use for poor relations,” mumbled
Franz. “But I zink to mineself my
cousin Kern is young, and he vill
have zo hoatt to giff me a veleome,

and he vill help mo_ andg take mo

home viz him and giff me shelter in
zis bad wezzer., Kern, I have tnmp
all ze vay from ze railway to find zis
at ze end of mine journey.”

“Shame !” :

“Play up, Gunten, you toad !”’

“I have no maney,” said Fianz,
looking round. |
Schweiz, and ve come out to Canada,
vere mine onkel do so vell in tmde.
Mine beoples zey- are at Fraser,
yerree poor and wanting help, and I
tramp on to zis place to beg of help
from mine onkel and cousin. T come
to zem starving and freezing wiz
mineself, and zis s ze velcome zat I

get.”” i

“It's a rotten shame!” said Bob
Lawless hotly. “I can’t say I'm
much gone on foreign® dagoes, but if
you've got no shelter for to-night,
my infant, you'll come home with
me,”’ |

“You, a stranger, offair me zo
shelter, and mine cousin he vill not
take mine hand !”’ murmured the cut-
cast miserably,

“(Gunten, you cad—"

“Ie is not my cousin!” panted
Gunten. “If he is, I want nothing
to do with him. But I deny it. I
will not speak to him. I will give
him nothing. If he comes near my
home I will get the dogs on him [” .

And with that the Swiss swuni
away, and strode towards the Schoo!
House. A murmur of disgust and
scorn followed him from the Canadian
schoolboys. The dinner-bell rang out
from the lumber school. '

s e s

The Eth Chapter.
A Startling Revelation.

Franz Gunten, with a drooping
head, turned towards the gates ay if
to go, but Bob Lawless caught him
by the arm. !

“Hold on, my pippin!” said Bob.
“ Ain’t you ilungry? You look it {”

“Tch habe hunger——"

‘ Wha-a-at?” .

“T mean zat I am hungry. I have
hunger, 1sn’t it? But mine cousin he
do not vant to see me,” said the out-
cast heavily, “It is for me to go,
and if I sink by ze trail zat vill not
h.ur’ti him. I vould not treat hira like
Zis,

“We are ruin in

e
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~and get some grub.

~ ting at the outcast again.
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“Never mind your rotten cousin!”
gaid Bob. *“You come in with me,
We're just going
to have dinner here; and if your folk
won't take you in, I'll take you home
with me. My popper will look after

. you a bit till something can be done.”
! .

“T zank you from ze heart. You
are ver’ goot !’ faltered the outcast.

“QOh, rats!” said Bob good-
humouredly. “Come  on! And
don’t you be afraid. There’s no need
for anvbody to starve in Canada. 1If
a chap’s willing to work, there’s
plenty for him, and for his old folks,
too. Come on!”

Bob Lawless piloted the ragged
stranger towards the School House,
Vere: Beanclere walking on the other
gide of him. ,

The rest of the fellows followed,
discussing Gunten’s treatment of his
relation in terms not-at all compli-
mentary to the hard-hearted Swiss.

“Bless my sgoul! Who is this?”

exclaimed Miss Meadows, as the
rancher’s son entered the schoolB

dining-room with his protege.

“It’s Gunten’s consin, Miss Mea-

dows,” said Bob. “Gunten won’t
speak to him because he's down on
his luck. T was sure you wouldn’t
mind my bringing him to feed.”
' “The poor boy is very welcome,”
said the schoolmistress kindly. “ But
I am sure you do Gunten an injus-
tice, Lawless. Is this your cousin,
Gunten 7"

Gunten gritted his teeth.

*No, Miss Meadows. T’ve never
seen the young scoundrel before!™
he said deliberately. *“ He’s a liar!”

“1 rather think we know who the
liar is,” growled Hopkins.

And there was a murmur from the
rest. ] e
| *“Bilence, please!” said Miss
‘Meadows, her face growing stern.
|*“Gunten, do you say that you do not
recognise this boy as your cousin?”’

“1 do not, Miss Meadows. TI've
never seen him before.”

“He have not to see me since zat
ve vas leetle children in Schweiz,” said
the outcast. ‘“‘He lorget me, and he
vish not to know me, T zink, because
T am down on ze luck, fraulein. But
1 ask him for nozzing, nnow zat he vish
not to take mine hand. I go my
vays,”’

T am afraid that tha matter can-
not rost hero, I you elnim to be
d 's cousin, . you o nol,
ou are an impostor!” said Miss
eadows severely. “ You are sure of
what you say, Gunten?”
. Bhe scanned the savage,
face of the Swiss doubtfully.
o “Tm  sure,” muttered
“He’s a tramp and a liar!”
' “Can you prove your assertion, my
bhoy?* asked the schoolmistress, fook-

sullen

Gunten,

“T zink zat is so, fraulein. How is
it zat I know Gunten by ze sizht, if
he'is not mine cousin, zen? He call
me vun liar, and 1 vill giff proof, isn’t
it? I vill tell you zat mine cousin
Kern, he have mark on ze arm made
viz Indian ink ven he was von leetle
‘child. Zat is mark of vun crown viz
zo lettairs ‘K. G.” ™

“Ts that the case, Gunten?””

Gunten paused. He would have
denied it, but many of the fellows
knew of the mark on his arm. They
had seen it when swimming in the
creck in the summer days.

“It's the frozen truth,” said Bob.
“Tve scen it myself when Gunten
was swimming My cousin IYrauk’s
geen it, too. know that.”

“And so have I!” exclaimed
Dawson.
“And I, too, I -caleulate,” said
Hacke.

- Miss Meadows’ face was very stern
‘now,

“Gunten, if this boy is not your
relation, and is a stranger to you, as
you say, how can he know of the
Indian ink mark on your arm, which

is quite invisible when you are
dressed ?" ;
L R | ”
“Youn have spoken falsely, ¢
- Gunten!”

- Gunten snapped his teeth.

“He may be my cousin,” he mut-
tered. “I—I suppose he is. But 1
don’t want to have anything to do
with him. I'm not going to, either,
I ;uppose I can please myself about
it?”

“You can please yourseli, Gunten;

but you should not wish to aet in a
heartless and unfeeling mammer to-

_wards your relation because he
appears to_have been unfortunate,”
said Miss Meadows sternly. “1 am
very much shocked at this, Gunten.
I hope you will think better of it.”

(Continued from the previous page.)

_Gunten muttered something indis-
tinetly. His feeling towards his
cousin was one of poisonous hatred at
that moment.

“You may sit down,” said Miss
Meadows,  “ Lawless, kindly see that
that poor lad wants for nothing.”

“Yes, ma'am.”

“Richards is not present,” said
Miss Meadows, looking round. * Has

your cousin gone home to dinner,
Lawless?”

“No, ma’am. T think he's mug-
ging over a Latin lesson somewhere,”
said Bob.

*Oh, very welll”

Bob Lawless gave all his attention
to the outcast. The latter made a
very hearty dinner, Bob taking care
to supply all his wants.

Gunten watched him malevolently
across the table. He wished devoutly
that his poverty-stricken cousin from
Switzerland had fallen into a snow-
drift, and stayed there, on his way
to the Thompsan valley.

But from nearly every other fellow
present the outcast had compassion
and kindness.

Bob Lawless could not do too much
for him, all the more because he was
angry and disgusted at Gunten’s
heartlessness. :

When dinner was over, and they
rose from the table, Bob looked at
Miss Meadows.

“May the kid stay here, ma’am, till
after lessons to-day?” he asked. “*T'm

oing to take him home to the ranch.
% know my father won’t mind,”

“Certainly, Lawless,” said Miss
Meadows, with a kind smile.

Bob Lawless marched the outcast
out with him. Dark looks were cast
at Kern Gunten as he went out with
the rest. In the school ground the
Swiss strode up to the ragged youth.

“Get out of this, Franz Gunten!”
he said thickly. “T'm not going to
have you hanging about here. Do
you understand? Get out!”

“T have ze permission to stay here,
Kern. I ask you for nozzing. 1 have
found a friend zat is ver’ goot.”

“Get out, you beggarly tramp, or
Tl fire you out!” hissed Gunten,
clenching his heavy fists. “T’ll smash
you if you don’t go!”

“You'll smash me first, you mean
gkunk ! shouted Bob Lawless, push-

ing between them.
coyote !”’

“I want no quarrel
snarled Gunten.
that hobo—""

The outcast pushed Bob TLawless
gently aside.

“Let him come on wiz him,” he
said. “I1 zink zat 1 handle mine
cousin Kern, if zat he wish to smash
me, isn't it?”

“Oh, all right!” said Bob.

He stepped aside rather reluctantlfv.
Gunten, with gleaming eyes, fairly
hurled himself upon his cousin from
Switzerland. DBut the Swiss met with
a surprise.

The slinking outecast straightened
up; his hands went up like lightning.
Gunten’s fierce attack was brushed
aside, and a fist that seemed like a
hammer was planted on his thick
nose. ;

Gunten went down, with a muffled
yell, as if he had been shot.

“Well hit!” shouted Beauclere.

“Bravo!” yelled Bob Lawless, in
great delight. “Get up and have
some more, Gunten!”

Gunten staggered to his feet. But
he backed away. He did not want
any more. Bob clapped the outcast
on the shoulder.

“Come on, you

with you,”
“ But that tramp—

ing!” he chuckled. ‘“Come along
with me, kid. I've got to look for
my cousin Frank, who's lost himself
somewhere. He won’t get any dinner
before lessons if he don’t turn up
soon.”’

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Wha-a-a-at |
ing at?”

“All serene, Bob.” The outcast’s
foreign accent was gone now, and
Bob Lawless fairly tottered as he
heard his natural voice. * Gunten,
you worm, do you admit now that [
(;a..rllI hact?”

ere was a gasping yellt
“Frank Richards 1”g ¢

What are you laugh-

The 8th Chapter,
Spoofed |
“Frank Richards!”
“IFranky!”
“Great Jerusalem!”
“Oh, my hat!”

‘Frank  Richards, alias Franz
Gunten, burst into a roar of laughter.
The amazenrent in Bob’s face was too
much for him.

“Frank!” panted Beauclere, in
utter bewilderment. “Youl Then
who—what—-—""

“1 guess there won’t be any smagh-
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W rite to me whenever you are in doubt or difficulty. Tell mo anout yourself;
DOYS' FRTEND. All readers who write to me, and enclose a stamped envelope or
prempt and kindly reply by post. Al l
House, Farringdon: Street, London, E.0Q

OUR SPECIAL CHRISTMAS

s NUMBER !

On Sals Next Monday, price 2d.

I am confident that every loyal
reader of the Bors’ Friexp will be
delighted to learn that our next issue
will be our Special Christmas Num-
ber. I have striven my very utmost
to make this issue a most attractive
ane, and I am sure that I have suc-
ceeded.

No less than seven magnificent
stories are due to ‘appear in our
Special Christmas Number, and
every one of them is a winner, No
matter whether you prefer bumorous,
adventure, dramatie, or exciting
stories, there will be something to
mterest you in our next issue,

PPerhaps the greatest attraction in
our Hpecinl Christmas Number will
be the splondid doublodength story
dealing with the schooldays of the
famous author of the tales of Harry
Wharton & Co., entitled

“ FRANK RICHARDS’
OHRISTMAS  H
By Martin Clifford.

“(Christmas Eve, and jolly cold,”
remarks Frank Richards at the be-
ginning of this story. He is quite
right, %or the plains are snow-covered,
Snow lies on all sides of them, and is
still falling. It is Frank Richards’
first experience of a Canadian Chrigt-
mas, and, being strong and healthy,
the heavy snow makes a strong appeal
to him,

But a heavy snowfall has its Imrilﬂ
as well as its joys. Frank Richards
and his chums undertake o perilous
journey to bring happiness to a sick
child. The venture 18 a reckless one,
but the chums are undaunted.

They have a stirring encounter
with some rascally rustlers, they ex-
perience real peril from the ice, and
later they have a thrilling adventure
when chased by wolves. It is only
by sheer grit and determination that
they emerge fromx the very jaws of
death, and succeed in their praise-
worthy object.

Needless to. say, this is one of the
finest stories dealing with IFrank
‘Richards’ schooldays that has ap-
peared in the Boys’ FrienD. You
should, therefore, on no account fail
to read it.

The splendid tale of Jimmy Silver
& Co. in our Special Christmas Nuimn-
ber is entitled

s JIMMY SILVER'S GUEST!Y
By Owen Conquest.

Jimmy's guest is none eother than
Lattrey, the ecad of the Fourth.
Jimmy has never despaired of reform-
ing the rascal of Rookwood. Whether
he eventually will is another matter,
However, in our next story he takes
Lattrey to his home for the Christ-
mas vacation, hoping the company

Lattwrey’s character.

Jimmy’s efforts are doomed to
failure, however. A leopard cannot
change its gpots, and it seems that a
.change in the caddish character of the
rascal of Rookwood is a sheer impos-

there will have a beneficial effect on |
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sibility. In this story Algy Silver, a
young cousin of Jimmy's, makes his
appearance. Algy is a weak-willed,
casily-led youngster, and when he
comes under the influence of Lattrey
there is considerable trouble, as you
may guess.

Although perhaps you will not like
Algy for his “nutty ” ways, you will
find him . an interesting character.
Algy does not come and go in this
story. More will be heard of him
later;

The next story in next Monday's
issue i8 a special attraction—a long
complete tale of the Higheliffe juniors,
entitled

“ DE COURCY’S CHUM!”

No doubt many readers of the
Boys' Friexp who are also staunch
supporters of the * Magnet " and the
©Gem " wilé bg_ well nequainted with
Courtenay & Co. and 1%-1‘1'%0:183? &
Co. You will meet them all in this
fino tale,

You will read of a cunning plot on
tho part of Ponsonby and s chums
to obtain their revenge on Courtenay
& Co. You will read, too, of the re-
sult of the scheme, and of how Pon-
sonby and his cronies paid the penalty
for their rascality. E‘his story has
been specially written for our Special
(Christmas Number, and I have no
doubt that you will all vote it a fine
attraction.

Another special treat in store for all
readers of the Boys®’ FRIEND i a
grand long complete tale introducing
Pankley & Co., the chums of Bagshot
School. Many readers have written
to me recently saying that very little
has been heard of Pankley and his
chums just lately. These readers will
therefore receive with approval the
news that Pankley & Co. will appear
in a great tale entitled

*THE OQHOST OF GRASMERE
QRANQGEI”

Pankley takes his chums to Gras-
mere Grange for the Christmas holi-
days, and on the way have an excit-
ing adventure with a number of
juniors who ecall themselves the
*“ Stalwarts.”” The latter score off the
Bagshot juniors, and collar the trap
in which Pankley and his chums are
travelling to the Grange.

Pankley & Co. give chase, and
when they observe that the Stalwarts
are making straight for the Grange
their rage knows no bounds. « Un-
known to Pankley, however, the
Stalwarts are guests of his father’s.
They are staying at the Grange for
the Christmas vacation.

Naturally, Pankley is hent on ob-
taining his revenge on the Stalwarts.
The scheme he hits upon greatly
appeals to his chums, but somehow it
ig not carried through. The ghost of
the Grange interferes, and causes eon-
siderable excitement.

1 am sure all my readers will like
this story. There is a fine, Christ-
massy touch about the yarn, and the
mystery it contains will make a strong
appeal to all of you.

There will be a grand: extra long |

instalment of our magnificent serial,

el

“ THE BOYS OF THE ' BOMBAY
CASTLE'"! "

By Duncan Storm,

in our next issue, My Storm has to
be complimented on this instalment,
far it is ono of the finest he has ever
written. You will  laugh heartily
when you read about the way in
which Mr. Parkins gave a chemistry
lesson to the boys and a number of
the stokers. The latter cause some
rare excitement during the lesson.
Mr. Parkins informs the stokers
that he will show them how to make
a bottle of scent. Mr. Parkins has
done this many times before, but in
next Monday’s mstalment something
goes wrong with the experiment.
Mr. Parkins is amazed, but he little
knows that Dick Dorrington and
lPo: go Walker have mixed up his
Yot

Tht

' market on Friday next,

R
A& g complote tale introdnoing
Digle, Wpsnk, and Joo in our noxs
issue is entitled
“ THE MYSTERY OF THE WHITE
TRADER!"”
By Maurice Everard.

There are countless thrilling inci-
dents in this splendid tale, and you
will read with great enjoyment of the
way in which the little party of adven-
turers put paid to the account of a
cunning German.

The last attraction in our next issue
will be a %rund tale told in the dormi-
tory by Conroy the Cornstalk, and
entitlec

“ THE CHRISTMAS MAIIL!"Y

Conroy relates a thrilling yarn of
adventure in which he took part in
Australia before he came to Rook-
wood. It is indeed a most exciting
one, and 1 am confident that you will
consider Cenroy's tale one of the
finest in the series. :

In conclusion, I wish to urge upon
every one of you the necessity for
ordering your copy of next Monday’s
issue in advance. There is bound to
be a big demand for this Special
Christmas Number, and only those
readers who place an order with their

newsagents are sure of securing their
copies.
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“ THE MAHARAJAH’S BELT! »

penny book form. As I told you last
week, “The Secret City ” ran to such
a great length in serial form that it
has been absolutely impossible for me
to republish it in one volume, There-
fore, T have had to break it into two,
and the first volume, entitled *The
Maharajah’s Belt,” will appear on the
December
Tth. You should ask your newsagent
for No.
Library.

408 of the Borys’ Friexp

This Friday *The Maharajah’s
Belt,”” being the first part of our
recent serial story entitled *“The
Secret City,” will be on sale in three-

.a wash now. 'This com

Gunten’s face was a study.
‘‘ Richards !” he stuttered. * Frank

Richards! You! Then—— Oh!”
B He fairly gasped. ;
“ Richards ! yelled Chunky
Todgers. ‘“Oh, you spoofer!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You spoofing jay!” shouted Bob

awless.

“Sorry, Bob!” gasped Frank. “It
was only a lark, you know. Gunten
said I couldn’t act. 1 think he’s
owned up now that I ean. I've acted
as his cousin from Switzerland, and
I;n's:,:uhnitted I'm his cousin. Ha, ha,

14 .

" You—you hound!” yelled Gunten.
“It was a trick. I—I will not pay
the ten dollars! T will not pay!”

“I never thought you would,” said
Frank contemptuousty. * Bless your
ten dollars! But you've admitted
that I can act.”

“By hokey he has!” gasped Daw-
gson. “That’s a cinch!”

“But — but — but——""  stuttered
Bob. “8o that’s why you didn't

coms in to dinner.”

“But I did come in to dinner,”
;i',frinned Frank Rithards; “and you
ooked after me a treat at table, Bob.
Thanks, awfully !

“Oh, crumhs!”

“Here’s Miss . Meadows!”
mured Beauclerc,

The schoolmistress stepped out of
the porch, Her face was amazed, and

mun-

vory severe, Bho soannod Feanlk's
mndo-up face, .
TR VT2 Vo RS B Y T - JREIS WIT T .

“What is this?”
*1s it possible—" ,
“Excuse me, ma'am,’” said Frank
meekly. “TI'm Richards, made up as a
fat-headed Swiss. Only amateur
theatricals, ma’am. Tt wis a lark on
Gunten, who thought I couldn’t act.
I—I never meant to spoof you,
ma’am; but—but when 1 was taken
indoors, I—I kept it up” he stam-
mered. “I—I'm sure ym wouldn’t
think T meant to be disrespectful,

ma’am.”

“Then—then yon are not Gunten’s
cousin——  But of course you are
not!I” exclaimed Miss Meadows. “I
forgive you, Richards. But kindly do
not play these tricks again. You are
certa.l,ply a very clever actor, how-
ever, .

Miss Meadows stepped back into the
School House, smiling. The school-
boys gathered round Frank, even now
unable to recognise him, though they
knew his voice and his merry laugh.

Gunten, gritting his teeth, stalked
away. The seedy stranger was not,
after all, his cousin, and thav was a
relief; but his brutal and heartless
nature had received a pretty
thorough exposure.

“Well, I can act, can’t 1?” grinned
Frank Richards! “T’m going to get

'fexion won’t
do for school. But what price the
Thespian Club now, you fellows?”

“Hear, hear!” chortled Bob Law-
less. “'The Thespian Club is a go;
and you’re first president, Franky!
I’ve a jolly good mind to puneh your
nose for taking me in, all the same!”

Frank Richards laughed. He was
his usual self again in time for after-
noon school ; and certainly, if he liked
the limelight, he had plenty of it now.
And the Thespian glub, of Cedar

‘reek School, dated from that after-
noon.

she exclaimed.

THE END.

NEXT MONDAY!
“FRANK RICHARDS CHUSTMAS!”

A Double-Length Siory,
By MARTIN CLIFFORD,
DON'T MISS 47!
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New Series of

Short Complete Tales,

Told by Juniors
s at
Rookwood School.

THIS WEEK :

“THE
TWIND

o BYi e
GEORGE RABY.

= et

«] guess {t's your turn to spin a yarn|
to-night, Raby.”

Thus Jimmy Silver a: the Classical
Fourth troopéd into their dormitory.

“You ‘can leave me Gill last,” said
Raby,

“No jolly fear!” said Jimmy Silyer
emphatically. “I know you're simply

longing to tell us a tale!”
“Pon't you be so sure,” said Raby.
“Well, what were you wracking your
brains for in the Common-room this even-

ingl? You were looking like a boiled
owl!”

";Wel[, I was—er—thinking,” faltered
Raby,

“Yes, thinking out a yarn to tell In
the = dormitory,” said /7 Jimmy Silver.
“ And another thing. I saw you scrib-
bling something about a troublesome
twin -on a piece of paper. I suppose
that's the title of the yarn?”

“TIt might be,” said Raby.

“Well, you've got to epin the yarn
to-night.”

% Dh, leave it till next week!"

“Not likely!"” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
“To-night's the night, old son:. Never
put off till next week what you can do
to-night.”

“ Buf—-"

Raby continued tg protest, but it was
no good, Jimmy Silver had passed the
order that it was Raby’s turn to tell the
next tale, and Raby really had no choice
in the matter.

Directly Bulkeley had seen lights out
Raby started to tell the tale of “The
Troublesome Twin.”

The 18t Chapter.
The Twins.

Tom and Dleky Hearle wore twins, but
for all that they dld pot  possoss  thoe
t‘h’t“"&'ﬂ“'\fﬂ‘ad"’u!‘f&}“'!‘.‘t‘ﬁ‘"hd&'“l-,\}ﬂm,‘ss"'u'.\e
resemblance of expression that is usually
¢0 evident in the case of brothers of the
same age.

Tom was fair, Dicky was dark. And
whercas Tom's face bore an open, honest,
straightforward expression, Dicky looked
what he was—an artful, unprincipled
little rascal.

Tom was the champion athlete 'In the
junior Forms at St. Anthony's. Dicky
never played foothall. He always main-
tained that footer and ecricket were not
in his line.

On a half-holiday Dicky was never to
he seen in the preeinets of the school.

A half-hour's walk would have taken
anybody to the Bell Inn, a disrepnfable
public-house, where, without the shadow
of doubt, Dicky Searle would have been
found indulging in a game of cards with
fellows from St. Anthony’s equally as
had as himself and a number of low-
down companions whose “sole business in
1ife was to lead schoolboys on the down-
ward path.

Dicky's behaviour was a matter of
great concern to his twin. Tom had used his
influence to persuade his brother to mend
his ways until he had got absolutely tired
of the non-success of his efforts.

He sat in his study, gazing vacantly
into the fire. He was thus engaged when
Tony Graham, his high-spirited chum,
¢ame rushing into the study,

“My aunt!” exclaimed Graham, pull-
ing up short. “What's up with you,
Tom, old scout?”

“« Oh—er—nothing!" faltered
miserably.

“ PBosh!” exclaimed Tony {mpatiently.
« You're brooding over something. I can
see that by the miserable loak on your
face. Lost that fiver you had from your
guy'nor this morning?”

141 NO.“

“Well, what’s up, then?
tell me quickly, or——-%

Tony Graham had raised a jugful of
water, and was preparing to tip the con-
tents over his chum, when Tom made a
sign for him to desist.

« Knock off, Tony,
Tom. ¢TI don't feel
Tageging just now.

“You'll tell me
then ¥

«(Oh, 1f you like!” said Tom resignedly.

Graham sat down.

“Look here, Tony,” said Tom slowly,
«] expect you'll think me a silly fool,
thut 1 can't help worrying about my
‘brother.”

« Well, I'm blowed!” exclaimed Tony,
% You're always worrying yourself about
4hat little ead. Why don’t you let him
¢o his way, and you go yours?®

«T can't, Tony—I ean’t!” muttered Tom
wquletly. “The silly fool is going to the
dogs fast, and——=

Tom

Come on;

old chap!'” said
in the mood for
Come and sit down,”
what’s the matter,

TROUBLESOME
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Tom Searle stood in the middle of the track and directed the light of his torch towards the racing monster.

“Well, let him go!” interrupted Tony.

“Yes; but if he goes far enough he'll
be expelled, and——»

“And a good job, too, I should say!"
concinded Tony. “He's a nuisance to the
school, a nuisance to you, and a nuisance
to everybody. If he was expelled it
might do him good and cause him to
reform.”

Tom shook his head sadly.

“Maybe, Tony,” he said.- “But If he
was to be expelled from 8t Anthony's it
«would be a terrible blow to my people.
They look upon Dicky as a picture of
innocence, and if they only became
nequainted with  one-tenth  of hin
behnaviour it would worry them no end.”
M Doean't your brother know that "

¢ Doesn’'t your brother know that??

Y en

« And he makes no attempt to reform?”

« Not a bit.”

«Well, I should give him a thorough
good hiding if he was my brother,” said
Tony resolutely. “By the way, where's
he got to this afternoon?”?

« Goodness knows ! said Tom dejectedly.
« 1 haven't scen him since dinner-time. I
expect he's gone out with Arnold and
Gordon.  Those fellows have a regular
mania for gambling, aund Dicky seems to
be getting as bad as they. Dicky had a
fiver from the guv'nor this morning, same
as I, and, if the truth’'s known, he's
gambling it- away.?

« Well, there’'s one consolation—he’ll
have nothing to gamble with when that’s
gone,” said Tony, in his matter-of-fact
sort of way.

Tom shook his head.

“ You don’t understand, Tony,” he said.
“ Just recently Dicky's been paying his
rotten gambling debts with I O U’s. You
know what that means, don’t you?”

Tony Graham whistled,

“«Phew'!” he remarked. “1I didn't know
things were as bad as that.” i

«Well, they are,”’ said Tom. ®Only
last week I gave Dicky a couple of quid
to settle up some debt or other, and I
expect that In a day or two he'll be
coming to me again. And then—-"

“«Then I shouldn't give him anything,”
concluded Tony.

“put think, Tony, old son,” sald Tom
quietly. “It Dicky doesn't pay those
rogues they'll come up to the school, and
—and then will happen the very thing I
don't want to happen.”

“ Dicky will be expelled!®

“Of course.”

Tony Graham did not speak again. He
realised the difficult nature of his chum’s
position, and, think as he would, he could
not see a satisfactory solution to it.

He admired Tom for his consideration
towards his parents, and wished with all
his heart that he could have lent his
chum some assistance. But what could
he do? Nothing—nothing at all!

The two chums were still deep In
thought when suddenly the door opened,
and Dicky Searle, the scapegrace, peered
into the study. There was an anxious,

careworn expression on hls face, and
Tony Graham noticed it.
Tony guessed what was coming. Dicky

Searle was in difficulties again, and bhad
come to his brother for assistance.

«I'm sorry, Tom,” said Dicky, standing
in the doorway. %I didn't know you were
engaged.”

Tony Graham jumped up from his chalr,

«Oh, it's all right!® he said. “I'm
golng now. Bee you ngain presently,
Tom.,”

Tony Graham left the study, and Dicky

Would the driver see the light 7

Searle took a seat by the fire, his hands
closing and unclosing convulsively.
Tom looked him straight in the face,
“Out with it!” he exclaimed rather

harshly., “Don’t let us have any beating
ahouet:, the bush. What's the trouble
now ¢»

“ Look here, Tom, if you're going to be
nasty—-» began Dicky, with an air of
indifierence.

“T shall be more than nasty with you
soon, you little cad!” snapped Tom, his
femper rising. “You've been gampling
again, Don't deny it. I can see it gfrinly
by your face.” AV

Dicky bung his head miserabi ¥

“Yopu don't understand, Tom,”™ he fal

gl of me Lo

bored, © Arnold simply b
e SSRGS -.*.-.-i Ll was el B

go with them, and—and really I couldn't.”

“ Nonsense !” exclaimed Tom, ¢ Haven'f
you a will of your own?  Surely you
could have told them you did not want
to join in their rascally games?”

«[ did, but they wouldn’t take no for
an answer.”

“(h, you weak-kneed little fool!” ex-
claimed Tom hotly. “I'm ashamed of you
—disgusted to think that you're my
brother! If it—was only you who would
suffer, I should be glad for the Head to
expel you! But I've got the pater and
mater to think of. You never give them
a thought, you shady young rascal! You
live entirely for your low-down enjoymengt.
For two pins I'd give you the hiding of
your life!”

Tom's eyes were blazing, and Dicky
shrank back at sight of them,

“1 g-z-say, Tom,” he stammered, “yon
need not rub it in like that, you know.
Anybody'd think I'd committed a crime,
to hear you talk."”

“Jt's pretty well as bad!” snapped Tom
firmly. “ Why the dickens you can't chuck
up those shady games I don't know!"

&1 would, Tom, really T would!” fal-
tered Dick haltingly. ¢ But—but if T do
that fellow Morgan at the Bell swears
he'll denounce me to the Head. As it is,
I owe him three pounds, and—-"

“ What !” exclaimed Tom. “I gave you
two pounds to pay him only last week!”

«1 know!"" muttered Dicky. © But—but
this is another three pounds. You
pee—-"

«1 gee a thorough young rascal before
me!" interrupted Tom savagely, “What
have you done with that fiver you had
from the guv'nor this morning? Gambled
it away, 1 suppose!"”

« Well, you see, Tom-———> began Dicky.
Then he went on: “D'you know, Tom, 1
believe those fellows at the Bell use
marked cards?"”

¢ Of ecourse they do!"” snapped Tom fm-
patiently, “Haven't I told you before
they only welcome you because of the
money they can cheat you out of? They're
a lot of blackguards, and I'd jolly well
like to see them landed in prison!"

“QOh, I don't know!” said Dicky.
«They're not as had as all that. Morgan’s
been pretty decent to me on the whole.”

“ Decent be hanged!” snapped Tom,
¢ You said just now that the man's
threatened to come up to the school. I
don't eall that being decent, if you dot'

« Well, it's not very nice to have money
owing to you, now is it, Tom??”

Tom Searle m:ide an impatient gesture.

« Drop the subject, do!” he exclaimed
hotly. “I'm fed up with it all; and with
you,.for that matter! What is it you
want? Come oti; tell me at once!”

«Well, Torm, I thought perhaps you
might lend me three quid to square

Morgan,” sald Dieky, ®You wouldn't like
me to be expelled, would you? And that

is what it'll mean if I don't pay him
soon."

“1 should be folly glad to see you ex-
pelled if there was no one to grieve abouv
your downfall!” said Tom. “But I've got
to think about the mater and pater. For
their sake, I've really got to encourage
you in your shady ways.” li. felt in his
pocket, and drew out a notebook. ¢ Here
you are,” he gaid, handing his brother
three one-pound notes, ©and for goodness
sake, let this be the last! If you don't
give a thought to the mater and pater
.‘fllll‘ to me, think of yourself and of your
uture,

o~ will, Tom, really T willl” faltered
Dicky, AR

“Yes, you've told me that hefore.”

«But I mean it this time, Tom. Honest
Injun, I'll ehuck up Arnold and his gang
at once!” declared Dicky. “I won’t have
anything more to do with them. I say,
Tom, is there any chance of my getting
into the footer eleven if T practise bard?”

Tom Searle raised his eyebrows and
looked his brother straight in the face.
Next moment, however, he lowered them
again.

“Don't talk to me, you little cad!’" he
exclaimed savagely. “When 1 see evi-
dence of your trying to reform, then I'll
help you to get into the footer team, At
present I don't trust you! You've mno
more desire to play footer than you have
to flyt»

“0h, I say »

Tom waved his hand towards the door.

“(Clear!”” he exclaimed angrily. «If
you stay much longer I shall probably do
you an injury, You've tried my temper
too much already, and—-"

Dicky Searle did not wait to hear the
rest of his brother's remarks., He turned
and left the study, and made his way
towards his own quarters,

Arrived in his study, he gat down by
the fire, and chuckled to himself,

«J worked that pretty well!” he mut-
tered. “But I shall have to be a bit
more careful in future. The old bird’'s
getting his rag out a hit now, so I
mustn't tread on his corns too much.
Take up footer! Phew! He mush think
I'm green if he thinks I'm going to chuck
up Morgan and hisaset and take to play-
ing a kid's game!'’

The 2nd Chapter.

In Direst Peril.

Boom !

Eleven o'clock tolled out In solemn tones
from the old clock-tower at St. Anthony’s.

Tom Searle turned restlessly in his bed.
He had fallen asleep after lights-out, but
it had been a troubled sleep.

He sat up in bed and gazed around him.

The dormitory was as dark as a dun-
geon, and not a sound could be heard
save for the breathings of the sleeping
juniors,

Tom felt for -his coat at the side of the
bed, and, drawing forth his torchlight,
he shone the light up and down the
dormitory.

Suddenly the rays of the light fell upon
a vacant bed, and Tom started as he
realised that it was his brother's bed
that was empty.

“ Great Scott!” he gasped, ©The young
rascal has gone out on the spree again!”

Tom shone the light in the other direc-
tion, and saw, to his amazement, that
there were two other vacant beds in the

' dormitory—the beds belonging to Arnold

|

and Gordon.

In a moment Tom was out of bed and
bending over the sleeping form of Lis
chum "Tony Graham. .

“Tony!" he breathed.

“ (ferraway !? growled Tony sleepll{.
“What's the game? Why, it's dark,
and—-—-"

« Hush!" bade Tom. ©Lcok here, Tony,
old son, I'm jolly gorry to have woke you
up, but—but [ wonder whether you'd care
to do me a favour?”

Tony Graham raised himgelf on his
elbow.

“ What's the game, Tom?” he muttered.

“My brother!” whispered Tom quietly.
“ He's gone out with Arnold and Gordon
I expect they're gambling at the Bell. i
wish you'd come along with me and help
me to drag the young idiot back,'

“1'll come like a shot,” said Tony wills
ingly, “Baut I say, Tom, you won't mind
if I give your brother one on the nose
when I bag him, do you?”

“ Do what you like,” said Tom. ¢ Buk
buck up, for goodness’ sake!(”

The two chums commenced to dress,
and were successful in not disturbing the
sleeping juniors.

At length they left the dormitory, and
made their way downstairs to a window,
through which Dicky had evidently made
his departure, for the catch was slipped
back.

In less than two minutes they had
climbed through the window and over the
school wall, Then they pelted for all they
were worth in the direction of the Beil
Inn.

They crogssed the rallway-lines and them
came in sight of the disreputable public-
house. They had taken a short eut, and
had left the road, but they returned to
the road again about two hundred yards
from the Bell Inn.

Suddenly they pulled up in their stride,
for, coming towards them at a great
speed, were two racing figures,

Tom gazed at them spellbound. They
had come from thé direction of the Tell.
Surely they were not 8t. Anthony's
fellows. Next instant he gave a gasp of
amazement, as one of the racing figures
came level with him.

The fellow was wearing a St. Anthony's
cap.

'll‘lm next instant Tom had turned and
grasped the fellow by the shoulder. He
turned him round quickly, and recognised
him as Arnold of the Fourth.

« Let me go!” pleaded Arnold desper-

ately, “The police—"
« What about them?” exclaimed Tom
hurriedly.

“They've raided the Bell Inn, and—
Oh, for goodness’ sake, let me go!”

« Where's. my brother?” agked Tom
quickly, *He was with you, I know! Has
he escaped, or—-"

«Y-y-y-yes!” faltered Arnold, shivering
with fright. “He came out with us, and
—and I think he took the cut across the
railway "’

« Why, we've just come that way!" sald
Tom. “He didn't pass ug; TI'm pretty
sure of that.”

Arnold attempted to drag his eaptured
arm free.

« Let me go, Searle, please !" lie begged,
«1f the police get on my track, I-—[-—
1 "

“You'll be peked, and o Jolly good jab,
Lol -lj_f.'ﬁiillll‘l| 'l‘nn.\_: :“l‘lu-m ofl, Lo

hsopghba boldas a Maa wais sy

beastly outsider!
to think only of your own skins!"’

Tom released his hold on Arnold's arm,
and the latter dashed off like a hound
from the leash.

The two chums gazed at one another
inquiringly.

« Well,” said Tony, ®what's the next
move, Tom?”?

« Goodness knows!” said Tom despair-
ingly. “It’s no good us going to the
Bell. The chances are that Dicky has
escaped, and if that's the case, we dou'h
want to go there asking for a St
Anthony's fellow.”

« We'd better go back the same way as
we came,” said Tom. “I expect the young
idiot is pelting back to the school for all
he's worth.”

“Right-ho!”? said Tony. And the two
chuma commenced to walk towards ths
school. -

They had not gone more than a hundred
yards when o faint cry fell upon their
ears. It was a pitiful cry—a cry of some-
body in distress:

“« Help! Help!”

“(@dreat Scott!” exclaimed Tony. «It
sounds like n

“Like Dicky's voice,” concluded Tom.
« What ever's happened to him, now?
Come on, Tony!"

The two increased thelr speed, snd ran
in the direction from which the ery came.

“Help! Oh, help!t”

Louder and louder grew the call for
assistance, and faster and faster the two
chums ran.

Ap length they came to the embank-
ment at the side of the railway, and,
stopping, they gazed to right and lefy
of them.

« (oco-ee!” called out Tom; and in an
instant came the reply:

“Help! Help!”

There was no doubt about it being
Dicky’'s voice now; and it came from the
direction of Barnham Station.

Tom and Tony slipped down the em-
bankment on to the railway track, and
broke into a run again,

They had not gone more than thirty
vards when Tony gave a startled exclama-
tion, for, standing in the middle of the
track, was Dicky Searle, calling at the
top of his voice for assistance,

“ What ever's the matter?” cried Tom
fearfully : and in another moment he had
pulled up before his scapegrace brother.

“Tom!” gasped his brother.

& What's the matter?” gasped Tom.
« What are you standing here for¢”

«I'm fixed, Tom!” muttered Dicky, in
quavering tones, “My foot's caught in
the points. I can't move it, and-—
Oh!"

Dicky’s volce dropped to a low groan.

(Continued on page 276, eol. 5.)
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. El Hajar stepped down fromuhis
uttetr of boughs, and pointéd to the
west,

“Command your braves to search

the forest, and bring the white men
prisoners here!”

“It shall be done when the sickn-ss
has departed,” replied the king.

The Arab saw that the black maﬂ
possessed courage as'well as wisdom. |
I will cause this fever

* Very well ! .
curge to abate from this hour!” le
cried, and stepped into the middle of
the clearing.

He made a fine figure, standing
there, with a long covering made
from native grass, and coloured a
brilliant red, falling from his
shoulders.

Around his neck were rows of shells
which jangled noisily as he moved.
Un his fingers and toes were rings end
crnaments of gold; '

“Bring forth the sacrifice!” the
Arab called.

A goat was dragged forward and
Killed, its blood being gathered in a
shining metal bowl.

With the liquid, El Hajar made
sundry marks and crosses on the
ground, after which, in a loud voice,
lie announced that the curse would
depart.

Cuariously enough, the next day
there were no fresh cases of fevor
z}rmthg'f (li:ﬁy came and went, and still
the ovil d¥el Tot wprond. ':l'h'nm-n
tho third day came, the fetihiman
went to the king.

“1 come to demand my price ! he
cried jubilantly.  “8end out your
warriors in their thousands, and have
the white men brought agprisoners !”

The 3rd Chapter.
A Bargain for Life.

Frank Polruan was keeping guard
in the glow of the camp-fire, when the
whole mass of the forest around him
appeared to move,

e ran towards the sleeping gquar-
ters to wake Joe and Dick, uttering a
cry of warning, and discharging his
gun; but before he reached the hut
wave upon wave of black forms swept
about him, and, carrving him off his

feet, surged about the temporary
shelters. /

Against a horde two thousand
strong—a black army which had

drawn its invisible net around them
in the dark—they were powerless.

Before any of them could so much
as cry out, they were gagged and
bound, all their camp equipment, in-
cluding the ponies and the elephant,
was gathered in by their assailans,
and the coming of the dawn found
them prisoners in the native village.

Joe hardly knew what to make of
the situation. Certainly he didn't
suspect Kl Hajar and his band of
tb.ua-ing at the bottom of their difficul-

ies,

“Ilere's a pretty how-de-do !"”” mur-
mured the sailor, as they slung him,
trussed up like a Surrey fowl, into a
dark and evil-smelling hut. “Nice
sorter treatment for an old gentle-
man what has never harmed a blue-
bottle! And, for why am I put in
this pill-béx all on my lonesome?
]’[’Iﬁ,[ This wants a bit of thinking
up !

But the more Joe tried to think
the matter up, the more puzzled he
became.

He did not know that it was by El
Hajar's commands, ‘

“Now, I want you, king,” the
Arab said, when he saw Spageli’s
men returning in triumph, “to put
each of the prisoners in a separate
place, you know—one hut to each.
Leave them together as they're
dangerous. Kach, by himself, cannot
do much harm.”

The king nodded, and with his own
eves saw that the fetish-man’s wishes
were carried out,

“ As these people from the land of
the setting sun worked the evil upon
my men and women and children,
vou will have them sacrificed even as
7" the king suggested, when

the captives had been safely stowed
away.

Il Hajar nodded.

“That’s my notion, king. DBut
first of all, I want them each in turn

‘to speak to me in his own tongue,
As t

ey aro very silent men, I should
like to know of a few of your special
tribal tortures which will make them
do as they are told."”

In a dim sort of way, the simpld
minded Spageli understood that the
prisoners were to be ill-freated after
the dreaded fetish-man had conversed
with them.

This was

not altogether to his

liking, as the few white men he had

encountered had always treated him
well.

Still, what else could he do? He
realised that the future of himself
and of his people depended on this
wonderful  medicine-man, whose
magic had already caused the
dreaded fever to abate.

He did not, however, concede the
point without a struggle.

“When vou haye quite cured us of
this evil, then those who have caused
this wickedness to harm us shall be
given over to the tortures,” he said.

El Hajar was silent for a moment.

He had no intention of killing either
Joe or the boys before one of them
had revealed the details of the plan
entrusted to them by the murdered
THERI GRS e e

But he still uﬂ!ﬂ'% the idea that
if only he could inflict suffering
enough, sooner or later, in the hope
of being spared, one of them would
reveal the priceless secret.

The difficulty, of course, was to get
the king absolutely on his side, and
this he knew could only be done by
curing the tribe of the awful scourge
which had afflicted 1t.

So far good luck had befriendéd
him. It was by sheer chance that no
more had fallen sick, and that several
had made extraordinarily rapid re-
coveries. But supposing the fever
should begin to spread agnin !

“Leave it to me, O king. T will
cure all of them. DBut I cannot allow
anyone to sce how the magic is
worked. You and all your men must
return to their huts, and stay there
until I give the order for them to
como out—all except those placed on
guard over the captives.”

" To this Spageli readily agreed, and
as soon as he felt the way was clear
the wily Arab made a descent on Joe's
medicine chest.

He understood enough of modern
medicine to know that in such cases
quinine is generally an infallible
remedy ; and, aerming himself with
large quantities of the stuff, he made
several of the women administer it in
regular doses to the sick people.

The result was miraculous. By the
end of a week scores of cases had been
cured, while many more were well on
the high road to recovery.

Men who had been shrinking visibly
away with fever burning the life out
of their veins, rose from the shelters
and began to go about their business.

In every way the triumph of the
witch-doctor was complete.

On the night of the tenth day the
king called together all the tribe, and
bade them do honour to the fetish-
man.

. Fires were lit, goats and sheep and
oxen sacrificed, and, to the drinking
of some vile native spirit, the whole
party made merry through the hours
of darkness.

And all this time neither of the
captives had seen the others. They
were kept in utter darkness, fed by
armed guards, who never let them out
of sight.

" Had they been allowed the use of
their limbs there might have been a
chance to exchange messages by tap-
ping in the Morse code, which each
of them understood.

As for Joe, he was well-nigh dis-
fracted.

“Qur number's properly up this
time, and no mistake!” he mused,
when the day broke after the long

=

night'of wild excitement and revelry.
“This confounded jaboree is the last
kick but one. When the next comes
we shall all get it where the chicken
got the axe—in the neck., I suppose
there’s no earthly chance of that won-
derful Bunjik to save us.” ,

As well sigh for the sun to come out
of the sky as to expect the elephant
to rescue them this tume.

Wonderful and sag cious as the lum-
bering fellow had proved himself on
other oceasions, there was nothing he
could do with his voung master also a
prisoner, and more than two thousand
savages standing between them and
freedom. .

And that morning the cloud of per-
plexity was lifted. Joe learned the
worst,

After a very thin breakfast of
mealies and water, the sailor was
dragged into the open, and the
bandage taken from his eyes.

For a long time he could secarcely
see at all, so"strong and dazzling was
the light after the long period of dark-
11088,

At last, however, he began to see
dimly, and he found himself standing
in the centre of an immense ring of
armed warriors, who beat their broad-
bladed spears ceaselessly on their

shields, whilae their deep voices filled-

the air with a
death-chant, :
Joe Bhivc-.red‘, for he knew the mean-
ing of this dreadful sound.
But he held himself erect, and a ray

weird, monotonous

of hope illumined the darkness, when

he realised that the niggers had not
dispossessed him of his mascot, the
Moorish lamp, which still hung about
his neck. ‘ j

Before him, on a number of felled
tree-trunks tied together with stout
creepers, sat the African king.

A little way off was a tall, big
fellow, whose glistening skin had been
painted alternately black and white,
and whose head of hair was orna-
mented with scarlet feathers.

The eyes of the two men met, anda.
strange look crossed the sailor’'s face.
But he said nothing.

Then the king spoke,

0, white man, son of the morning,
thaw hast some Tram the hand of Bt
and  yob hoast smitton many of my
people wth pain and death! What
hast thou to say about this?”

“What have I to say?”’ repeated
Joe, who spoke several native African
dialects: “I haven't harmed any-
body, and what you say, Mr. Chief,
is all bunkum ! Who is my accuser?”

The king pointed with his spear to
the painted figure.

“The great fetish-man who has
cured my people of the dreaded sick-
1184,

Joo swung slowly round, and met
the glowing eyes fixed on lis. |

“So Mr, Zebra, otherwise El Hajar,
the Arab ruffian, this is more of your
dirty work!” he exclaimed slowly.

The other started at the recognition.

“I am no Arab. I come from the
Fast, where the friends of the Gwigi
live. O, king, you have seen my good
work in curing the sick of the fever!
I claimn my reward—to have this white
man and the others put to the tor-
ture,”

Joe’s patience was now run out.

“Don’t you believe him, king. He's
an Arab slave-dealer—like those who
have taken thousands of your men and
women away to the coast, and sold
them to the big ships on the sea. 1f
he’s the medicine-man he claims to be,
let him wash his body in water. The
white will come off, and show that he
lies] There is the test. Let it be
done.”

At this El Hajar fidgeted uneasily.
He knew that once his imposture was
discovered he could expect, and
would receive, no mercy at the hands
of a fair-minded man like Spageli.

“Is what the white man says true,
O witch-doctgr?” he asked, turning to
the Arab.

“It is not true,” he answered
swiftly ; and then, seized by a happy
thought, added: “Have not I cured
hundreds of your people?”

“Cured them, yes,” mocked the
sailor. “But how? I will tell you,
king. Among my possessions was a
case fillod with the bark of the
cinchona-tree. We call it quinine in
our country. It is a certain cure for
all foevers of the forest. There was no
magic about it. He gave your people
quinine, and they became well.”™

The chief scemed impressed.

“What am I to think when both
speak words of truth?” he asked.
“How shall judgment be given
between yout’”

El Hajar langhed.

“Let him be burned in the big
fire,” he sneered. *‘If the white man
is a better medicine-man than I, then
the flames will spare him. Beware
king, lest I bring back the curse on all

your young tnen and women, ‘and
cauge them to die!” 2"

Joe began to feel uneasy. He could
sea thab Eis enemy's words had carried
considerable weight, backed as they
werd by the unmistakable cures he
had effected. .

How could he best El Hajar in this
ficht for the lives of himself and his
friends? : :

There seemed no possible way out,
when something the chief said gave
Joe an inspiration.

“Let all the five prisoners be
brought before me, and I will hear
them all,” Spageli said.

The sailor started.

“There were but four, O king,” he
explained. ‘ Myself, my two white
friends, and a boy of your own

‘colour.”

The king shook his head.

“There were five in all—three
whites and two black. See, each has
been kept under separate guard.”

And he pointed his spear in turn to
the. five hats,

In a flash Joe understood. As the
descent on their camp had been
carried out in darkness, the chief’s
men had made a prisoner of Nobi, his
own son.

“They have not yet seen the light
of day sitice they were brought to my
village. - Now they shall stand before
me,”” Spageli went on,

Joe, however, raised his hand.,

He swung round again, and peinted
to the waiting Arab, :

“This villain here says he is an
African witch-doctor!” he cried con-
temptuously. ““He claims to have
worked great marvels. Very well,
chief, I accept his challenge. I will
work a greater wonder than he.”

““And that is?” questioned the king.

“I will produce your own son!”
shouted Joe.

The old man shook his head.

“No. That cannot be, for my son
wenb aivay, seized with the sickness,
many suns ago. He wandered in the
great forest, and now he is dead.”

“But I will bring him here before
you,” persisted the sailor. “If I fail,
then will I'and all who came with me
die. DBut if I sueceed, then shall that
man be my prisoner !’

And b painted &5 fecusing finge
nt the astounded Arab.

The “thought of having his son
restored to him was too great a
temptation for Spageli to resist.

“The white man has spoken well!”
he cried. “ It shall bhe even as he
says. O, great white man, perform
this miracle 1” i

“ Not while that bad fellow is near,”
said Joe. ‘‘He must be taken away
under guard, the same as I was.”

The king nodded, and summoned his
bodyguard, who led the Arab away.

Directly he was gone Joe turned a
beaming face to the chief.

“Let your warriors surround me,
and take me to the huts,” he said,
pointing to where Dick, IFrank, and
Pie were lying captive,

A minute later Joe had passed from
one to another without a word to the
surprised boys.

In the last hut he came upon the
prone form of Nobi, still bound. In
the darkness no one had recognised
him. He was brought out into the
light of day, and a mighty shout went

up.

p“It is8 Nobi, the king’s son!” was
the cry that rose from a thousand
throats.

No one was more surprised than the
chief himself to see his son again,
Nobi lost no time in telling his father
of the good which the white men had
shown to him.

“Let them be freed at once,” com-
manded the overjoyed king. ‘ And
now, O white man, him who you
claimed is yours!”’

Joe Tremorne gripped the hands of
each of the boys in turn. _

“Come on, you young rascals! T'll

'give you the surprise of your lives!”

he said, pointing to the hut in which
the Arab was imprisoned. *I'm going
to show you El Hajar, dressed up and
nowhere to go, as & medicine-man !”
But the promised treat was never
given. When the door of boughs was
pushed wide the sunlight streamed

“through an opening in the back.

El Hajar had cut a way through,
and so had made his escape.

And it was well for him he had done
so, for Spageli would never have for-

iven the false witch-doctor who had
%eceivcd him with stolen medicine.

THE END.
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“We'll buzz along to the signal-box and
tell the chap to shift the points.” -

his unhappy brother.
coming along. in a moment. :
can hear it coming now! Oh, Tom, Tom,
whatever shall 1 do?”? / :

The deep tumble of the engine’s whesls
could be plainly heard in the distance;
the whistle shrieked weirdly through the
night air.

Tom was shaking slightly at the thought
of the oncoming danger, but he kept per-
fect control of himself,

«'rony,” he said quickly, * hurry for all
you're worth to the signal-box, and see if
something cannot he done. I'm going
along the line to try and stop the train.”

« D-d-d-don't leave me, Tom!" begged
Dicky affrightedly.

“I must, Dicky, old ‘son,” muttered
Tom, his voice shaking. “It's our omly
chance.” ; ,

With that he started off at a run
towards the oncoming train, shining his
torch ahead of him. . i

Louder and louder grew the nolse of the
racing express.  The engine-whistle was
still shrieking for all it was werth, and
Tom's heart beat wildly as he saw the
lights of the engine in the distance. .«

To him they seemed”to glow like live
coals in the darkness: He stood in the

light of his torch towards #he racing
monster. )

Would the driver sce the light? And if
he did, could he pull up In time to save
the helpless lad?

The lgruiu was very mear now., Tom
could feel the track shaking under the
weight of the express, But still the brave
fellow did not falter.

Nearer and nearer and-— With a
spring Tom leapt to the side of the track,
still pointing his torchlight ahead.

it he had remained for another instant
on the track he would have been hurled
to instant death!

But his brother! He would be dashed
to destruction unless—- !

Next moment Tom gave a sgigh of
thankfulness, for the sound that he had
been longing for could be plainly heard—
tho sound of grinding brakes. ;

Louder grew the sound, and, to Tom’s
delight, the train siackened speed.

Next instant Tom started to run apaing
waonlid’ BT AT o
on the Hno?

The thought sent o shudder theoigh hia
whole frame, and he almost thought tho
train would never come to a stop.

At last, howewer, the racing monster
came to a standstill with a jerk, and the
whistle of the engine shrieked lounder than
ever.

Tom pelted towards the engine, and as
he came level with the monster towering
high above him he¢ gave a sigh of greab
relief, for, standing no less than three
vardg in front of the train was bhis
brother, still held prisoner by the catch-
points.

Dicky was at his last gasp. He had
not fainted, but he was very near it. A
moment later there was a d¢lick, and the
point was glipped back.

Dicky staggered towards the side of
the track, and sank unconscicuzs to the
ground. ‘

The driver of the train stepped down
from the footplate and asked for an ex-
planation.
but thanked him with all his heart fer
having pulled up in time.

«Well, voung feller-me-lad,” said the
man kindly, “you can think yourself jolly
lucky that I saw your light, otherwise--
well, you know what would have hap-
pened, them. You ought to keep away
from the lines, you know. ‘It ain't safe.”

The signalman came rushing up with
Tony Grakam at that moment. He also
wanted an explanation. Tom gave it in
halting tones, and in less than ten minutes
the train started on its jourmey once
again,

Dicky Searle recovered consciousness,
and his brother and Tony led him slowly
back to the school. Dicky had received
a tremendous shock, and he was bad for
at least a week to come.

But the shock proved a bleszing in dis-
guise. Never again did Dicky play ecards
for money, and never again was he seen
in the vicinity of” the Bell Inn,

He had learned his lesson, and in less
than a month he was well on the road to
complete reformation. No longer did
Tom regard his brother as the Trouble-
gome Twin, ¥

“ First-class, Raby, old scout!” said
Conroy, the Cornstalk, as Raby econ-
cluded his yarn. “Couldn't tell a better
one myself !” .

“You shall have a try, Conroy,” said
Jimmy Silver promptly. “ We’ll put you
down for the next. Got one ready?”

¢ Br—no,’”’ said Conroy. “But I'll sce
what can be done."” ;

“0Oh, good!”

And Conroy got into bed with the other
juniors, wondering what story he eoculd
spin to the Classical juniors on the
morrow, :

THE END.
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THE TROUBLESOME TWIN! §
(Go‘nﬁnu’ed from page 274,)' j'i.".‘ ‘

% Bear up, ﬁlcky, old éon!”- urgeci 'Tam." :
~ “You can't, Tom—you can't!” moaned

«The train will be
Listen! Ly |

middle of the track, and directed the

e

Tom apologised to the man,
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