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JIMMY SILVER SEES IT!

A dim figure—

. ’ --‘1!.- ! '

The 1st Chapier.

What Tubby Muffin Saw.
‘Oh!”
rash !

“Help '”

'The door the end study m
the Fourth flew suddenly open, and
Jimmy Silver & Co. started to thew
feet in surprisc and wrath as Tubby
Muffin rushed 1.

It was close ‘on bed-time, and the
Fistical Fqur had been demelishing
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THREE HALFPENCE.

a supper of toasted cheese,
chatted over the study fire—their talk
running on the Christmas holidags.
Rookwood was to break up for Christ-
mas in a few dayvs, and that subject
naturally occupied the juniors’ minds.
The chat was suddenly interrupted by
the studv door flying open, and Muffin
of the Fourth rushing blindly in 1n a
state of wild exeitement. ¢ collided
with the study table, and set it rock-

| ing; and toere

was a roar irom |
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while they 1 Arthur Edward Lovell as a plate

laden with toasted cheese went to the
carpet.
“You silly ass!”

“Help !

““ What's the maitel, iat
duffer 7” exclaimed. Jimmy Silver. J'

“Keep it off !” shrieked- Tubby
Mufhin.

S"What?”’

“ Save me !’

Tubby Mufic dodged rougd the |

".{.HE

5
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The ghost!”

rocking
Jiminy

wide-open eyes he glanced round.
and unconsciously half-rose in bed!
a figure in white, with flowing robe—a figure that moved with a soundless, gliding motion! “Wake up, you fellows!”
panted Jimmy Silver. ©
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table,
Siver.

frantically.

A [{t'*'.'};J it off f”_ he }‘E-”E:].
“keep what off, you ass?’
Jimmy Silver.

potty 77
“T'he

“Toe
Tubby.
Jimmy
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e = A # ¥z
TWELVE PAGES!
S G

RS © GHlED

. .. 1Y

AN

|Week Ending December 27th, 1919,

Some slight sound in the dormitory had awakened Jimmy Silver, and with
Then, suddenly, he caught his breath,
In the doorwav—what was that?

: =Gl

and
He

clune to him

roayed

“Let go! Are you

spluttered |

:‘L-ih?f] 1’1{‘;113 of 1

dver & Co. blinked at the |
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fat Classical. Tubby, still clinging to
the captain of the Fourth for protec-
tion, stared with distended cyes at
the oven doorway, as if in dread of
seeing some grisly phantom present
itseif tiiere from the passage.

*The '__{']r-‘._r.'-[ TPt ated
blankly.

“Ow! Help! Keep it off!

“Potpy !’ said George Raby.
“Kick him out, Jimmy!”

“T1l lend a hand-I 1ecan a foed ™

Lovell

122




“Now, then.

N CWCOme.
all ir-’f:{ft['lt"r', and kick hard 1"’

remarked

The — the
“You keep

Lock the
vou lock the

" Yaroooh ! Help !
ghost ! shrieked Tubby.
m _{ront of me. Jimmy !
door!  Why don’t
aoor ?”

" What's the good of locking doors

agamst ghests ¥  grinned  Lovell.
“They can  come through doors.
Besides, we're going to shing  you
out !”

“Yow-ow-ow ! D-d-don’t!"
.."Hold on, you chaps,” said Jimmy
Silver, looking very curiously at
Tubby's fat and f{rightened visage.
Sometihing's scared the silly ass.
Some chap playing ghost perhaps.”

T wasn't! I6-Sit was  the
zhost of- Rookwood "' babbled Tubby.
“T=—F—1. was frightened !
(}".\' !"

“You needn’t tell us that,” grinned
Jovell:  “ We can see that. Hallo, is
that the ghost coming along ?”

There were footstens outside the
eivd study,

Lubby Muffin gave a wild vell, and
bolted under the table. But it was
not &  ghost; it was Valentine
Mornington of the Fourth who looked
1 at the doorway.

“"What on carth’s up?” asked
Mornington, staring in.  “Tubby's
just bolted past my door as if a Hun
were alter him. 1 thought he came
in here-—-""

“"Ha, ha, ha! He's there!”

Tubby peered out from under the
tabla.

“Oh! Is it you, Morny? I-—T
thought 1t was the—the g1g-g1g-
(Zhost: -’

“Tubby's seenr 2 ghost ! explained
Jummy  Silver. “OF course, we all
knew that Rookwood was haunted.,
but Tubby’s the only chan who has
seen the giddy spectre. What was it
like, Tubby "

Mornington chuckled.

“Go 1t, Tubby; let’s hsar what it

S-8-3-50)

was like! Was it a fire-breathin’
demon with hoofs and horns and
tal 2

“"Nunno !”

“Not really 7"’ arinned Lovell.
“It—it was the abbot’s ghost!”

cgasped Tubby Muffin. “You—you
know they sav that Rookwood is
haunted by the old abbot, in spotless
white. He turns up at Christmas,
and —and—and——"

“Oh, we know—we kuow!" said
Junmy Silver. “He was killed in the
Wars of the Roses, but though he's
dead, he won't lie down !”

“T-—1 say, "tain’t a laughing matter,
Jimmy.,  Of-—of course. I don't be-
lieve ‘in ghosts. I'm not afraid of
them, anyhow—="

“Xa, ba, ha!”

“But 1t was awful!” said Tubby
Mufhn, regaming courage a little now,
as the appearance of the phantom
abbot was still postponed. *I—1 was
juse gomg into Peele’s study, in the
darrk-.._....‘:” ~ :

* What were you going into Peele’s
study ‘In " thHe dark for?” demanded
Newceome.,

“ 11 —-"

“Oh, that’s plain enough !’ =aid
Jimmy Silver. *“*Gower had a parcel
to-day, with a pudding in it. and
Gower shares Peele's study. Tubby
was after the pudding !”

“I-—I may have been going to—to
glance into the cupboard,” said Tubby
Muffin“cautiously.  *‘I—I max, or 1
mavy not.”

“With the odds on the mayv ! ob-
served Mornington.  * What else ¥
=1 had ovened the deor,” caid

Tubby., with ‘a shiver, “and—and 1
was gouig 1o creep to the eupboard—
I-—T' meau, 1 bad sfepved in casually,
and then [—I saw it !”

And the fat Classical shuddered.

“Good! What was ‘it ' like 27

It was the—the ghost! The—the
abbet, you know—cowl, and robe. and
all that—white as snow!” gasped
Tubby. “I—I think there was a smell
of sulphur and brimstone—--"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

*I—P'm not sure about the smell of
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( Continued from previous page. )

| he saw a reflection  of

sulphur, but I know I saw -him—
white and silent, and—and awful—
and he raised his hand and pointed at
me ! Oh, dear! T—I was so fright-
ened—I—I mean, I was startled. So
I—1 strolled aloug here to tell vou,
Jimmy-—-—-"

“My bat! You rather put on speed
for a stroll,” said Mornmgton. *‘If
that was a stroll, what are you like
when you're sprinting ?”

" And now you're in the light, you
‘now you only fancied 1t, | suppose 7"
sutd Jimmy Silver, laughing.

b=l cidn’t! . Jb. was
awiul, unreal phantecm——"

real—an

“Real and unreal at the same
time 77’

“You know what I mean !” roared
Tubby Muffin. “I-—1 say, suppose

we sée 1t to-night in the dorm——"’

“Fathead! ILet's go along to
Peele’s study and see if there’s any-
thing up,” suggested Lovell.

“Good egg !

The Fistical Four and Mornington
left the end study, to investigate,
Lovell called back to Muffin :

“Come on, Tubby !”

“I—1'd rather stay here, Lovell
I’'m not afraid, of course, but—-"

“Ha, hay hal?

The five juniors went on their way,
and Tubby Muffin remained alone in
the end study, still shivering with
fright. But he was not shivering too
much to finish the toasted checse.
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The 2nd Chapler,
The Black Sheep.

Jimmy Silver threw oveu the door
of the first study tn the passage, which
belonged to Peele. Gower, and
Lattrey—the three shady * blades ”
of the Classical Fourth. The
juniors were wondering a  little
whether Tubby Muffin had really seen
anythmg in that study, though they
were quite assured that he had not
seen a ghost.

% - Ulertamly, most of the Rookwooders

did not scoff, or only scoffed very
mpildly, at the storyv of the phantom
abiot. " Nobody had ever seen the
phautom abbot going his rounds ; but
a specia!l ghost belonging {o. the
resnhectable pos-

scnool was o verv | |
session —the ghostly abbot was part
of the traditron of Rookwood. There

were small fags 111 the Second Form
who. half-believed in him. And
although the oldest inhabitant had
not actually seen him, there
legends of former inhabitants who
had. On winter evenings the story
would be told round the Common-
room fire, or after lights out in the
dormitories, with a proper sghivery

offect. And it was often related that
some fellow. who had left -or some
master no longer at Rookwood —

had beheld the phantom stalking the
corridors in trailing robes of white.

But even if the restless spirit of -

the ancient abbot found any solace in
stullking the corvidors or groaning in
the vaults, there seemed no reason
why he should haunt a junior study

it the Fourth Form passage.  As
Lovell remarked humorously, the
phantom abbot could not be sus-
pected of being after (Gower’s
pudding.

“Well, here we are!” grinned
Mornington, as Jimmy threw the
studv door open. ‘“‘Now, where’s

the giddy ghost? Hallo, Lattrey !”
1'he study was lighted now.

Mark Lattrev, of the Fourth, was
seated at'the table, with a cigarette
in his mouth, and a sporting paper
in his hand.

He glanced up. none too amltably,
as the juniors looked 1n.

The blackguard of the Fourth was
not on good terms with Jimmy Silver
& Co.

“Well, what do you fellows want ?”
he asked sharply.

“ Looking for the ghost,
Jimmv Silver,

Lattrey stared.

“The what ?"”

“Ghost.”

“What the thumn do you mean 7”
asked Lattrey irritably,

" Were you here when Muflin came
m a  few minutes Hgo?”’ asked
Lovell. *“*He said it was dark, and
e saw a ghost.”

“sl’ve only just come up.” answered
Lattrey.. “I found the study dark.
I didn’t see any ghost. Are you
pulling mv leg?”

“Well, Tu’bhy' says he saw a ghost

© o dnswered  Jimmy  Silver.

here,”
“We came to investizate. | dare 30y
the ssnow 1in

iy

answered

were.

THE BOYS' FRIEND

l the quad, and took it for a figure in

white.”

Lattroy laughed,

“I dare say he did! Shut the
dootr after you. |

*Sold again!”
“*Come on!”

Jimmy Silver paused in the door-
way, and looked at Lattrey. The
cad of the Fourth wis re-lighting
his cigarette, which had gone out.
Lﬂifrﬂ}-’ met s glance witil a sneer-
mg smile.

“You’d better chuck that rot,
Lattrey,” said Jimmy Silver quietly.
“I'm not going to interfere with
you—1 don't want a row. even with
you, just before we brealk un  for
Christmas. But for yonr own sal

remarked Lovell

S KEe
you'd better be a bit more coreful.”

Lattrey shrugged his shoulders.

“The prefects are a bit more wide-
awake than wusual,” said Jimmy
Silver.  “You may get spotted, T
mean.  You don't want a flogging
just before the vae,”

“Oh, rats!”

Lattrey blew out a cloud of smoke.

Jimmy hesitated. e was greatly
inclined to take Mark Lattrey by the
scruti of the neck and rub his head
in the coal-locker. But the ameliorat-
g influence of Christmastide was
making itself felt in the Fourth Form
at Rookwood, gnd Jimmy restrained
mmself. He did not want to wind up
the term by thrashing Lattrey.

“What makes you think the pre-
fects are getting sharv?” asked
Lattrey suddenly.

“I know they are-Bulkeley and
Neville especially. It's common
talk® that a fellow-—a junior—has
been seen sneaking out of bounds,
and sneaking aloug to the Bird-in-
Iand--your fevourite resort.” said
Jimmy  Silver scornfully. “The
prefects don’t know who it is, but I
can guess,”’

*And vou're
sneered Lattrey.

“XYou know I'm not. I'm warning
you that if vou keep on playing the
goat till we break un vou mav take a

going to tell them?”

flogging home with vou for the
Christmas  holidays, There was

somebody trotting about the corridors
last night when we were in the dorm.
and that loaks to me as if some of
the prefects are on the look-out.
Bulkeley of the Sixth knows that
some young. ass. has been out of

bounds at l}] hi, qd if he spots the

tellow you Khow %hat will happen.”
“He won’t ne,” said fl,att.re}'
carelessly,
“Well, vou know Your owl pusiness
best, I supnose.”
“Hes that just occurred to vou?”
inquired Lattrey sarcastically.
Jimmy Silver turned awav without
replying, once more restraining his
impulse to take Mark Lattrey b the
seruff of the neck. Lattrey shrugged
his | shoulders as the door closed
after the cantain of the Fourth. He
finished liis cigarette, over the sport-
g paver, and threw the stump into
the fire. Then he rose and paced
the study, with a thoughtful line in
his brow. Lattrey was quite resolved
to go on his own shady wav, and he
was not thinkmg of repentance: but
the primrose path was not ajl DIrim-
roses, so to sneak. There was, if the
cad of the Fourth had only realised
it, more worry aund anxisty than
pleasure in plaving the amateur
blackguard at a school like Rook.
wood. The little card-parties at the
Bird-in-Hand might be enjoyable -
from Mark Lattrey’s peculiay point
of view; but the risk of detection
was great, and the punishment in
case of discovery was severe. And

if Lattrey was caught some night
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come everywhere,

breaking bounds after lights out he
would—— |

Lhe door opened, and Cyril Peele
looked in.

“Dorm !V he said.

And Lattrey locked up his sporting
paper and his box of cigarettes and
followed hLis chum to the dormitory.

The 3:rd Chapter.
Mysterious !

1 tell vou I saw it!™

gy ha, ha!” |

"1t was real!” |

*Ya, ha, ha!”

There was a rinple of laughter in
the dormitory of the Classical Fourth
| of Rookwood. |

Tabby Muffin hiad told, and re-told.
hiz story, and the moré he told it
the more wonderful it became, and
the less the juniors believed it. Out-
side, the quadrangle and the old leaf-
less beeches were thick with SHOW,
,ﬂu] the juniors did not doubt that
I

-

e . —
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—

Tubby had caught some reflection of
the snow at the window of Pesle's
study, and talen it for a figure in
white.  But Tubby Muffin stoutly
maintained that he had seen what he
and perhaps, with the
desire to convince the doubting
T'homases, he had drawn upon his
fertile imagination for convincing
detals. Sut the Rookwood Fourth
found the details far from con-
vineing.

From Tubby’s latest description of
his thrilling adventnre, it appeared
fuat the ghost had been a towering
figure in white, with clanking chains
on, that his eyes had glittered with |
an unearthly light, and that he
breathed sulphurous flames. Putty
(rrace pointed out, very reasonably,
 that sulphurous flames belonged 1o
a_ department which no respectable
abbot would vigit after his demise.
Then Tubby Mufin withdrow  the
sulphurous flames, but held onto the
clanking chaing and the ghttering |
| eyes. Finding, however, that this |
| concession had no effect upon the
doabting Thomases of the Fourth,
Tubby re-introduced the sulphurous
flames, afid defiantly added a glow of
unearthly light which had played all
round the ghostly figure. © And, to his
great exasperation, the juniors only
chortled more and more.

“You can chortle .now.” ~said
Tubby impressively, “ But you jolly
‘VWPH on’t chortle when vou.ged it 1™

had seen,

1.

S Wehen'!” geinned Conrov,
“If you wake up to-night™with an |
| 1y finger on vour nose ¥ ?
“Hashao hal” |
I “Or hear the phantom groaning |
under yvour bed - -"

Il keep 4 boot handy for him !’
said Van Rwn.

“Ha, ha, ha !” |

“Was he groaning in Peele's |
studv 7" asked Jimmy Silver, |

Tubby Muffin had not thought of |
that, but he nodded at once, GGiroans
seemed to fit into the nicture.

" Yes, rather! Groaning like—like
—like one o’clock ! said Tubhy.

" Well, I've never heard one o'clock
| groan,” said Jimmy thoughtfully.
“What was it like 77

“You can cackle!” snorted Tubby.

“Ha, ha! We will!”

“Not in bed vet”” said Bulkeley of |
the Sixth, coming into the dormitory.
“Now then, time'!” i
“Tubbyv’s been

telling s zhost

stories, Bulkeley,” said Teddy Grace. |

| “We're all a-tremble ™ ‘

*“Hn, ha, ha !”

(- Bulkelev lauched. |
“Tumble in!” he said. i
The Fourth-Formers turned in. and

Bulkeley put out the licht and te.

| tired. Then there was an immediate
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- of bed, Lovell awoke

| Sixth
- swarmed down the bicr staircase.

| said Juimmy Silver.

- in the anad.

head

Tubby.

| and--——

- covered that morning

breaker of bounds.
feets of the Sixth, in their lofty wav.

27/12/19

demand from several beds forfubby
Muffin’s ghost story over again, and
Tubby retold his thrilling tale, with

still - more  thrilling details ¢ added
tlwreunm._ This time the ghost had
been shrieking, and wringing his

hands in despair. And the juniors,
still unimpressed. chuckled themselves
to sleep,

Thl}l'u Wds 10 alarm in the Fourth
Form dormitory that night. The
phantom, if phantom there was, " did
not disturb the healthy sleep- of the
Rookwood juniors. When the risine-
bell rang, and the Fourth turiied out
Tubby Muffin
by dabbing a wet sponge on his fat
lttle nose.. Tubby started up with
a wild vell.
<" Yarooooh ! Keep it off !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tubby sat up, blinking wildly.

;U Keep it off ! I-1 say, something
ey touched me—-—"’ 8

“Ha, ha!” roared Lovell. “1t
wasn't a phantom finger, Tubby—it
was a wet sponge !”’

" Ob!” gasped Tubby.

" Look out, Tubby, there’s some-
thing behind you !’ shrieked Grace.

The fat Classical spun round in
bed. i T

“Wha-a-a-at  was
Grace?” he spluttered,

Al right—only the bed-head !”’

“Yah! Beast!”

"Ha, ha, ha!”

Tubby Muffin turned out moroselv,
The Fourth Form still regarded his

behind = me,

‘ghost story from a humorous: point

of view ;

and, indeed, in the daylight
Tubby

was beginning to havée some

| doubts himself. Somehow. a phantom

figure did not seem so probable in the
clear frosty morning as overnight.
But when the juniors canre down,
they made the discovery thit the
night had not been so unevendtul as
they had supposed. Bulkeley ' of the
came to meet them as they

CAny of vou Kids out of veur dor-

. mitory last night 7"’ he asked.

e 1 Not that I khow of.”
| " Anything up?”’

*“Oh, never mind ! |

Bulkeley said never mind. but as a,
matter of fact the juniors did mind.
The Rookwood captain’s question hd
made them ecurious. And soilie of
them were still more curious when
they came on Carthew of the  Sixth

No!

Cartbew was walking about Wwith a
jr‘r]{»' step, and his face was pale and
troubled. He scowled at the aniors,
and turned his back on then: and
they stared after the prefect as he
walked away.

“What's the his

matter wrth

' ibs?” gaid Arthur Edward - Lovell.

"He's always beastly, but he seenis

& bt more beastly than usual this

morning.”’

" Looks seedy !
Stlver.
“1  know!?
Muffin excitedly, =

“Well, what do you know, fat-

remarked Jimmy

exclaimed “Tubby

"He's seen the ghost!?”? suid
Ha, bha, ha'!” P E TN |
" You can cackle I howled Tubby.

“T'Il bet vou that’s it! Some of the

prefects have been prowling round

after lights out, to see abauf thsat
fellow who's supposed to have broken
beunds. Well, Curthew was prowling
round, and he’s secen the phantom

“Bow-wow [V |

But, amazing as it was, it was dis-
that "Tubby
Muffin was rvight. for there were in-
quiries by the F¥orm-masters, there
were remarks and whispers among the
seniors ; and before lessons were over
that day, all Rookwood was in’
possession of the story. ey

Carthew had seen the ghost!

S0 far as Jimmy Silver & Co. were
able to learn the details, Carthew had
been on the dormitory staircase when
the thing dawned upon him. What he
had been doing on the dormitoiv stair-

case was pretty clear; heé had been

for ghosts, hut for

watchmeae—not
Possibly the pre-

were ungware that the junigris Lknew

so much, but. as a matter of fact. the

Lower Scheol knew quitr:: Elfj:{‘é't'*” SR

the Upper that a fellow was suspected
of breaking bounds at night, and that’
- the Head had. requested the prefects
o exererse unusual vigilance, A ppar-
ently Clarthew,
: o s _ i AN 5N
taking hi§ turn on duty, and so he had

| seen the ghost !

as a prefect, had been

What Carthew hzd done whlen ftha

- ghost dawned upon him wasn’t clear,
1t was/certain that he hadn’t tackled
it. It was fairly certain that lie had
bolted.
was understocd that he had burst into
Bulkeley's room and awakened the
| captain of Rookwood.
juniors
mained quaking there while George

Carthew was not a hero. It

And someofthe

declared that he had 1é.:

=

L
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Bulkeley went to look for the phan-
tom with a ecricket-bat. Buyt pos-
sibly ' that an  exaggeration ;
the juniors did not like Carthew.
Anyhow, certain it was that
Bulkeley hadn’t found anv ghost,
aud no window had been found un-
fastened, and no fellow missing from
his dormitory, so it seemed clear that
neither a ghost nor a breaker of
bounds had been abroad that night.
The Classical Fourth learned with
surprise that their dormitory had
been glanced into about midnichi to
ascertain whether anvone was absent.
It ‘was the first Jimmv Silver & Co.
knew of the cirenmstance.

“Lueky for you vou didn't 20 On
the tiles last night, Luttrey,” Jimmy
Silver remarked. to the cad of the
Fourth, after lessons. *‘‘You'd have
been spotted safe as houses this time.”’

“Rot !” was Lattrey’s reply.

There was endless discussion in the
Junior studies, ‘and  Tubby Muffin
assumed the manner of a fellow who
had been grievously doubted and mis-
utiderstood. He was not alone in his
glory now, so to speak. Ile had seen
the ghost first, but a Sixth Form
tellow had seen it second: and one
look at Carthew’s pallid face was
enough to show how deeply disturbed
he had been.

" Scared out of his senses—if any |
was the way Lovell put it.

" Carthew won't be watchin’ again
to-nmight ! grinned Townsend. “ Hard
lines on C(Carthew, watchin’® for a
breaker of bounds—keeps him away
irom pub-hauntin’ himself.”

“Carthew thinks it was a fellow
playin’ a trick, though,” sai:d "Topham.

**I1 heard him say so to Brown
niajor.”’

“That's why he bunked into
Bulkeley’'s room, what ?”

“Ha.oha,  ha 1

" Things are different in the day-

light !’ said Arthur Edward Lovell
sententiously. *“I fancy there’ll be a
good many fellows peering round
corners after dark.”

And in that Arthur Edward was |

right.
When the gloomy December even-
g set in, quite a majority of the

Rocokwood fellows took to avoiding |

shadowy corners, and went about the
passages in twos and threes.

A fellow who, with a misplaced
sense of humour, turned the light cut
on the stairs, was bumped till he
howled for mercy. And when Putty
Grace gave a deep groan suddenly

outside the Common-room, Putty
(irace was seized by half a dozen

fellows, and he groaned in a louder
key when they had finished with him.

Practical jokes weren't wanted just |

then, and all the Fourth looked
serious when they went up to their
| g 5
dormitory.,

Ot course, they didn’t believe in
ghosts. Nobody did., All the same.

there was something eerie in the at- |

mosphere. And fellows who had
hitherto been proud of the Rookwood
ghost, as one of the school’s

cherished  possessions, now began to |

wish that Rookwood, in that respect.
was as prosaic as Eton or Harrow,
and ghostless.

The 4th Chapter.

The Qhost Walks!

Jimmy Silver awoke suddenls,

He bhad been dreaming of ghosts,
and in dreamland was a horrid spectre
in - clanking chains, and ponting
a skeleton finger at him. Jimmy
canmie out of that disagreeable vision
with a start.

The dormitory was silent, as the
captain of the Fourth glanced round
him with almost a nervous glance.

Through the high windows came the
clear starlight of a fine, frosty winter
night, glimmering on the row of
white beds. |

Gither his startling dream, or some
slight sound in the dormitory had
awakened Jimmy Silver, and he
awakened with the ghost story fresh
in his mind.

With wide-open eyes he glanced
round.

And ‘then suddenly he caught his
breath.

Unconsciously, he half-ross in bed,
all his nerves quivering. The dormi-
tory door was open.

And in the doorway—what was
that?

Jimmy quivered.

A dim figure—a figure in white,

with flowing robe—a figure that
moved with a soundless, gliding
motion,

It was only for a moment or two
that Jimmy’s starting ¢yes were fixed
upon the figure.

Then 1t vanished.

Then Jimmy Silver found voice and
mc:;ition. He rolled breathlessly out of
bed.

“*Wake wup,
pantod.

“Nharrer marrer ?”
fraom Lovell's Led.

you fellows!” he

came sleepily
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“Hallo! What's the
yawned Raby.

“The ghost!”

“Wha-a-at ?”’

Six or seven fellows a wakened, and
sat up 1n bed, in startled amazement.

Jimmy  Silver dragged on |his
trousers.

“I'm going after it!” he ex-
claimed.

“But——  Hold on! What——"

stuttered Lovell.
“1It's the ghost !

“You've been dreaming, old
chap,” said Conrov.
“Yisaw it, I tell’ you! .It's a

trick I exclaimed  Jimmy Silver,
" Are you fellows coming with me ?”
% l say, 1t's cold——"’
“Well, I'm going!”
Jimmy - Silver ran to the door.
For the moment, as he stared at the
startling figure in the doorwayv,
Jimmy had been scared and dumb-
founded. But his solid common-sense

. had come guickly to his aid. As thers

certainly were not such things as
ghosts 1n existence, it followed that
the phantom abbot was some sort of
trickery ; and Jimmy Silven intended
to "warm  the trickster for startling
him.

As he dragged open the door, and
ran 1mto the corridor without, half a
dozen fellows turned out of bed to
follow him. They came out into the
shadowed corridor with a breathless
rush.

“ Where is it 7"’

“Where 7"

" Look ! panted Jimmy.

Lle pomted in the darkness.

At a distance, just disappearing
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LAYING THE GHOST!

c¢hap got up !’ gasped Lovell.

down the back staircase, was a bl
white 1n the shadows.

“Great. Scott |7

“It's gone !”’

“Oh ¢rumbs! I'm going back !”

“Follow me !” panted Jimmy.

He ran along the corridor. Lovell
& Co. followed him, and then
Mornington. Then came Krroll and
one or two more fellows ifrom the
darmitory. -

The white figure had vanished from
sight, as Jimmy Silver groped his
way down the back staircase.

His comrades groped and blun-
dered behind him in tho dark. But
Erroll, always thoughtful, brought a
candle with him, and there was a
glimmer of light on the scene.

“I've got him!” shouted Jimmy
Silver, as he ran into something that
moved, 1n the lower passage.

A grasp like iron closed on Jimmy
Silver,

“Got you, you young rascal!” said
a deep voice.

Jimmy gasped.

“Neville !”

“Yes,”” came Neville’s voice. “So
it was you, Silver, and I've caucht
you out of your dormitory !”’

Junmy laughed breathlessly. Tvi-
dently Neville of the Sixth had been
“prowling ¥ for the mysterious
breaker of bounds, and fancied that
he had caught him—in Jimmy
Silver!

“Let go!” gasped Jimmy. “I’m
not A
“Hallo! A crowd of vou!”  ex-

' claimed Neville, in astonishment, as

ur of |
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row 77’ i Erroll, with the candle. came down

the stairs, with a crowd at his heels.
“What are you all doing out of your
dormitory 77’

It dawned upon Neville that he had
not caught the breaker of bounds
atter all.

“Lookin’ for a merry ghost!’" said
Mornington, with 4 cnuckle.
“Jimmy's seen a spook, and ‘we're
atter 1t !”

“*You YOuIg asses. Neville 1re-
leased the captain of  the Fourth.
“Take fifty imes each, and go back
to bed at once.”

*What about the ghost?
Conroy.

“Don’t be an ass.
ghost !

“There was something, Nerville,”
satd - Jimmy - Silver  guietly—* some-
thing in white. I saw it in the dorm.
and 1t came in this direction. Didn’t
you see anything of it ?”

Neville started a little.

“1 thought 1 saw something white
it by a few minutes ago.” hLe said.
“What was it—seme silly kid plaving
a trick 2"

“I'don’t know ; but=——

“It was the ghoest!” grinned
Mornington. “Didn’t vou hear him
groaning or rattlin’ chains, Neville %7

“No, you young ass!” growled
Neville.  “T1t must be what Carthew
saw last night. Wait here till T get a
lantern, and you can help me look for
it, whatever it is.  Some ‘little idiot
playing the fool, of course.”

Mornington closed one eve, in the
candle-light, as the prefect strode
away, to fetch a bike lantern from his
study.

“ 1f hels so jolly swre it's a kid play-
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floor.

ing a trick, why don’t he look for it
alone 7’ he murmured.

"1 say, i1t can’t be a real ghost!”
said Mark Tattrey. -

Morny glanced round at Lattrey;
he had not mnoticed the cad of the
Fourth among the juniors who ran
out of the:dormitory. Lattrev was

fully dressed, even to a pair of
rubber shoes.

“Hallo! You out, too?” said
Mornington. “1 - shouldn’t have

thought you had nerve encugh to
turn out after a ghost, Latirey.”

Lattrey shrugged his shoulders.

" Perhaps I've got as much nerve
as anybody here,” he said.

" More, in some ways,” said Jimmy
Silver. “Well, you can show vour
nerve by helping hunt for the ghost,
when Neville comes back.”

" Ull hunt for him as long as you
do.”

Neville of the Sixth returned with
a bike lantern gleaming. His face
was grim and angrv. The task of
keeping late hours and watchimg for
a truant junior was unpleasant
cnough; and the ghost alarm had
made Neville's 1!}.{11 a vain one, for
that night, at least.

* Did you see the gt:ln‘ht, Xﬂ‘-'illﬂ?”
asked Lattrey, with a grin.

“*No!” snapped Neville.

“ What woke you up, then?»

“1 was awake,” said the prefect

curtly. “Come on!”

“We - found  Neville here.”  gaid
Mornington.

“Here!. What the thump was

Aeville dein” here, wmore than an hour
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Lovell held up the
‘“ Why, that blessed robe’s made of old sheets pinned

Jimmy Silver had seen it.

Price
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after ‘bed-time ?” asked Lattrey, with |

well-assumed - astonishment.
Neville made no remark.

He did

not intend to explain his object in |

"’ the passages after dark.

“prowling
quite wunaware that

He  was

ob ject,

I'or a quarter of an hour the stairs

and passages were seaiched.
Bulkeley came out of his room, and
Neville briefly explained to him, and

the |
juniors were well acquainted with his |

the ‘Rookwood captain joined in the

vhost-hunt. Then Mr. Bootles turned
up, aud Neville had to explain again,
and the master of the Fourth joined
1. But there was nothing to be dis-
covered.

The phantom—if phantom
had been—had vanished.

there |

The juniors - were sent back to their

dormitory at last; whether the Form-
master and the prefects continued the

seareh. they did not know.  They
were not sorry to get back to bed ; the
wide passages, on a December night,
were distinetly chilly. Tubby Muffin
was wide awake when they came in.

and he blinked a wild and startled
bimk . at .the disappointed ghost-
hunters.

“D-d-d-d-did you . find him?”

gasped Tubby.
© Wasn’t anything to find,” yawned
Conroy.
“1 tell you
Jiunmy Silver.
" You were dreaming,

&5

“*Tathead !

I saw 1t!” growled

old chap.”

“Same to you, old top., and manvy
. - s :

1)

of them !

ill

“Ow !

7

'
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In a breathless crowd, the juniors surrounded Jimmy 8Silver and the spectral
form stretched on the

candle. ¢ It—it's somae

together ! ¥’

night !”  mumbled Tubby Muffin.
“This is awful, vou fellows! I—I
say, leave the light on! You beast,
Silver, what are you turning the light
out for? [ say——"
“Dry up!” grunted Jimmy.

"1 sha’n’t be able to sleep!” said
Tubby pathetically.

“Rats !”?

The jiniors turned in. and for some |

time there was a rather excited dis.
cussion on the subject of the ghost.
But Tubby: Muffin’s fears as to in-
somnia . were unfounded; before the
discussion ended, Tubby’s deep and
unmusical snore was resounding
through - the Iourth Form dormi.
tory.

The 5th Chapter.
Uncle James Thinks It Out.

There was excitement at Rookwood
the next dayv.

The : Christmas holidays, thoucgh
now only a few days'off, quite faded
into insignificance as a topic.

The “ghost of Rookwood was the
one subject of interest: and if g ghost
could nave been laid by chinwag, as
Arthur Edward Lovell remarked, the
phantom abbot of Rookweod would
:.:tﬁrtuinly have been laid for gead and
all.

It did not seem to be g0 much of a
laughing matter now. 'Tubby
Muffin’s ghost story had been voted
tunny; but since then, Carthew of
tiie Sixth had seen the ghost, and nay

Tubby

And the Australian junior turned
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was an ass, and Carthew might have
been nervous; but Jimmy Silver was
not troubled with nerves. What he
sald he had seen, he certainly ha
seen. And even Neville of the Sixth
admitted having caught a glimpse of
something white.”

Was Rookwood haunted. after all?
Hn!uw of ‘lhr_' ih"“f_ﬂ‘h':’- El:-‘»l-:!.'d 1’11{‘1'!]—
selves that question seriously, as the
grim darkness of December yight
i!l'}__filll to tfall 01l H{Jﬂ}i‘.‘a'uﬂd
.t"_':L'iu}ul.

[t was not a }Jl-:'e_':-:'zil:l' tllui}gilf.

S ¥ 1t’s a ili'”u'x“n' :{Jlit}'illf._f i, 1i‘il"k, I
i'ulu'}.* he will chuck 1t now. There’s
been too much fuss !” Mornimgton re-
marked. Jut——-" |
sut 1f i18's a ghost !” said Higgs.
“Well, 1t asn’t!”

“1—I—I say, shall we ask Mr.
Bootles to let us have a light in the
dorm  to-night 7 quavered Reginald
llliffi[;.

Do, and we’ll squash you!” said
ouroy wrathfully. Do you wang
Moderns to j:*t'l‘ at us tor fllliks,
you tat porker *”

“1—1 dou't like g-g-chosts in the
dark I mumbled Tubby.

b don’t sec u'h}' Wwe r-‘iiullldt:'[- have
a haeht,” said JTownsend., *‘not that
we're afraid, of course. but——°

CBut rats I’ said Conroy.

It was decided not to ask Mr.
Bootles to allow a hght. Most of the
Classical Fourth would have faced a
legior of ghosts rather than kave
allowed Tommy Dodd & Co.. of the
Modern Side to hint that they were
wanting in nerve,

I the :-l'l?d}-‘
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K ' _ Jiﬂ]ln}' Silver did his prep 1n a very
1 sha'u't .ﬁh‘:t’tp agaln - vo- |

thoughtful state of mind.
After prep was over, the Fistical
Four discussed the ghost, and baked

F i‘h'r“:-ﬂftult:i Gt ﬁtt‘ sd Il iil]u.‘.

* Blessed if 1 sha'n’t be lad to got
away for the Christmas vad!” &iid
Arthur Edward Lovell, * I'in getting
fed up on ghosts?  Of course, a chap
ISIt € Nervous———

" OL course not !” agreed Ra by.

“But this kind of thing—other
tellows being nervous, T mean—is apsk
to get on a fellow’s nerves in the long
run,  said Archur Edward. '

" lixactly ! said Newcome.

“That's what I thisk.  What sre
you grinning at, Jimmy Silver, you
sraveln image !

“Was I grinmng

" Yes, you were ! If Yeu think I'm
nervous about gliu,-i{:- s ;}C‘f__;'tlll
Arthur Edward Lovell, in wrath.

“Not at all, old chap!” said Jimmy
Silver soothingiy. *“Nervousncss is
catching, but vou won’t catch it !”

Lovell looked at him suspiciously.

“If the Fourth had a captain who
was any good, he would be catehing
that ghost and stopping his rame [
sald Lovell. “If there's anything in
it, it must be a trick. A\ Forme-cap-
tam who was any zood <
- *Oh, draw it mild !’ said Jinnny
Silver. “I’'ve been thinkivg it out.”

“Any result?” grunted Lovell.

“Well, look at it,” said Jimmy re-
Aectively. ** Let's go through the
facts, so far as we know them. First
of all, Tubby Muffin saw the ghost
in Lattrey’s study——""

" That’s ancient history !”

“Peele and Gower were in the
Common-room at the time, and when
we went along we found that worm
Lattrey there——

“What on earth about it?” asked
Lovell, with a stare.

" Next circumstances, a prefect—
Carthew—sees the ghost while prowl-
ing round watching for Blades break-
ing bounds——"

“Well 27

""Last of all, I see the ghost—-"’

“Or dream von do!”

“1 see the ghost,” said Jimmy, un-
heeding, “in the Fourth Torm
dorm.,” _

“Are you coming to any point ?”
inquired Lovell sarcastically,

*“I hope so. Hunting for the ghost,
we f{ind that Lattrey’s out of the
dorm, and Lattrey surprised us all by
showing enough nerve to join in a
ghost-hunt.”

“He’s got more pluck than T ever
thought,” said Lovell. “But I don’t
see what that's got to do with the
picture,”

“The things you don’t see, old
chap, if put end to end, would reach
irom Bedlam to Colney Hatch !”’

“Look here——" roared Lovell.

Jimmy Silver made a soothing
gesture,

““S’hush! XKeep smiling, old top !
Den’'t you see anything in what I’'ve
just been saying ?”’

- “Only gas!” answared Lovell.

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“Well, possibly there’s sometliing
more than gas in it. We shall see.
Halle! Here's Tubby to tell us it's
bed-time !*

And the Fistical Four left the end
study  for the dormitary—Jimmy
Siver's chums in rathar a puzzled




-~
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frame of mind on the subject UE{

Jimmy’s rather cryptic remarks.

But the captain of the Fourth
made no further allusion to.the sub-
ject, so Lovell was confirmed in his
impression  that “Uncle James’ ”
observations had been “gas’—
merely that, and nothing more.

The 6th Chapter.
The Qhost’s Last Walk.

Bulkeley had seen lights out for the
Classical Fourth, and after a longer
interval  than usual, the juniors
dropped asleep one by one. Pro-
bably a good many of them dreamed
of grisly spectres and of groaning
ghosts. But there was one who did
not think of sleep

As soon as all was silent in the dor-
mitory Junmy Silver raised his head
from his pillow, and looked round
hin,

Outside, the skv was overcast with
clouds charged with snow, and there
was ouly the faintest glimmer of star-

light.  Within the dormitory the
shadow was deep. ;
Jimmy  Silver bundled up  Tis

pillow and bolster, and half sat up in
bed, with eyes wide open.

Whether the prefects were still
keeping up their watch for the sup-
posed delinquent, he did not know:
but Jimmy Silver certainly intended
to keep awake that night.

It was not easy to dodge slumber,
after' a long day, lessons, and foot-
ball practice. But Jimmy Silver was
determined, and when Unele James
of Rookwood made wp his mind, he
was not accustomed to falter.

With luek, Jimmy hoped to solve
the mystery of the phantom abbot
that night; though how he expected
to do so by sitting up in bed would
bave puzzled his Form-fellows had
they known of his vigil.

Eleven o’clock rang ont from the
clock-tower, and Jimmy rubbed his
eyes softly, and supypressed a yawn.

He was listening—more intently
than ever now.

He felt a slight thrill, as there was
a low, faint sound in the silence of
the dormitory. |

It was the creak of a bed.

Jimmy Silver smiled in the darlk-
1188,

I have often wished that some of
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[Tad he been asleep, that faint
sound certainly would not have
awakened him : but he was not asleep,
He was very much awake, and he
listened more intently than ever, his
hand grasping his pillow as if with
the intention of using it as a missile.

Creak !

Then a fainter sound. indefinable,
but unmistakably the sound of some-
one moving caytiously,

Jimmy Silver strained
but he could sce nothing.
was thickly overcast,
glimmer came 1In
dows,

Jimmy moved at last.

With infinite caution, taking the
greatest care that the bed did not
creak, he slipped out of the bed-
clothes on the side furthest from the
faint sounds he had heard.

His bare {eet touched the floor
without a sound.

Still soundless, stealthy as a Red
Indian in the presence of foes, Jimmy
Silver crept round his bed towards
the door. Noiselessly he reached the
door.

He did net open it; that was not
Jimmy's intention. He stood with
his back to it, the pillow grasped in
his hand, and his eyes peering watch-
fully through the darkness towards
the beds.

Nothing was to be seen, not even
the shapes of the beds, in the deep
gloom. But the faintest and vaguest
of sounds reached his listening ecar,
telling him that someone was dress-
g cautiously in the dark.

Suddenly there was a glimmer of
white.,

Jimmy's heart beat,

Vaguely, looniing up spectrally in
the dimness, a figure in' white ap-
proached the door. In spite of his
nerve, in spite of his fixed belief that
he had to deal with trickery, Jimmy
Silver felt an cerin thrill at his heart.
But he did not falter; only his grasp
closed more tightly on the pillow in
hiz hand. |

Closer and closer came the spectral
ViSion,

It was close to the door now, close
upon Jimmy Silver, and the pillow
was silently raised. Then the figure
suddenly stopped, as if it had caught
Jimmy Silver's suppréssed, hurried
breathing.

There was an instant’s breathless

his  eyes,
The Sky
and hardly a
at the high win-

pause, and then—-

- Crash !

The pillow swept through the air,
straight at the cowled head of the
ghostly figure in white,

*Yooooop !”

:
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| later as to my own ideas of what

those people with fine heads for { constututes a good corner-kick.

higures:' who comnile the excellent |

football annuals would include one
new set of fhigures. And those new
figures would, to please me, show the
number of corner-kicks taken during
the average football season in first-
class matches, and the number of
goals scored from those corner-kicks,

I fancy such a tabie would give
most people a shock. They would be
surprised at the comparatively small
number of goals scored from corner-
kicks. 1 myself doubt if the pro-
portion would work out at one goal
from ten corner-kicks. Certainly, I
am quite sure that I have played in
manyv a match when I have taken
ten corner-kicks myself and not one
goal has been scored from them.

Of course vou may retort—or at
least the other players of the teams
I have turned out for might retort—
that 1t was partly myv fault because
I didn’t place the corner-kicks right.
Such a reply would be one up against
me, and I should be the last person
in the world to contend that all my
corner-kicks are ideal. However, I
shall have something to say a little

. For the moment it
interesting to inquire why so few of
them produce goals,

Certainly, the average football
spectator at our big matches expects
goals to result from corner-kicks.
When a side gains one, there is a
sort of expectant hush among the
onlookers. ~ They hope a goal will
come to their side. Very often, how-
ever, they are disappointed. They see
the ball worked away time after time
—etther punched out by the goal-
keeper, or booted out by one of the
defenders.

In a way, the disappointment which
so often comes to the spectators as
the result of corner-kicks which do
not bring goals arises from the fact
that they put rather too high hopes
on these kicks.

It should alwavs be remembered
that when corner-kicks are taken the
odds are always on the defending
side. In the first place, the defenders
have a goalkeeper who is allowed to
use his hands, and in the second place
those defenders have only one
object in view—to get the ball away
from their own goal.

On the other hand, the attackers

might be

A wild howl awoke the echces of the
dormitory.

IFor a ghost, the phantom abbot was
unusually solid. T'he swiping pillow
had met with a resistance that proved
the existence of something more than
a spectre imside the ghostly cowl and
robe,

The ghost of Rockwood staggered
bun‘r]{.

Jimmy Silver rushed in with the
pillow, grasping it with both hands,
and swiping wich all his might.

Crash! Bump!

Down went the phantom abbot
with a bump, on the dormitory floor,
and a loud and anguished howl.

Jimmy Silver chuckled breathlessly.

Startled fellows sat up in bed on all

sides. A dozen voices called out at
once,
“All serene!” called out Juumy

Silver, “I've laid the ghost !”

*The—the ghost!™

“Ow! Help!” squeaked Tubby
Muflin, and the fat Classical dived
under the bedelothes.

“What 1s it——"

“Who i1s it—"

“What—what——"

“Get a light!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver. “Ah! Would you?”

The last remark was addressed to
the ghost.
trying to scramble up.  The pillow
swept down, and the ghost howled
wildly and collapsed upon the floor
again,

Lovell seratched a mateh; a candle-
end was lighted. All the Classical
Fourth were out of bed now, with the
exception of Tubby Muflin, whose
muftled accents were heard, howling
for help, under the blankets. But no
one heeded Reginald Mufhin.

In a breathless crowd, the juniors
surrounded Jimmy Silver and the
spectral form stretched on the floor.,
Lovell held up tho candle.

The Roockwood Fourth stared
blankly at the strange apparition.
Seen gliding along a dark corridor, it
would certainly have been a terrify-
Ing vision. Seen sprawling on the
dormitory floor, and gasping for
breath, the phantom was far from
terrifying.

“It—1t’s some chap got up
gasped Lovell.. “Why, that blessed
robe’'s made of old sheets pinned. to-
gether———"

“And ‘the giddy cow! iz white
dusters sewn up!” excleimed Mern-
1Rgion. |

“Oh, my hat !”

“Who 15 1677

Jimmy BSilver stooped and jerked
the concealing cow! from the head of
the hapless phantom. *

Then there was a howl.

**Lattrey !”

The Ghost of Rookwood was Lattrey
of the Fourth !

1M

The 7th Chapter.
The Qhost is Laid.
“ Lattrey !”
“You silly ass!”
“You spoofin’ cad !”

have not only to get to the ball, but
in order to be successful they have to
guide it into the narrow goal-space.
To do this with one’s head when
there are three or four other plavers
hustling around is by no means easy,
and even when a member of the
attacking side gets his foot to the
ball and makes a shot it very often
fails to count, for the simple reason
that there are so many players
packed between him and the goal
that the ball never gets anywhere
near the haven.

But although it is true that at the
taking of corner-kicks the odds are
against the attackers, I think it is
none the less true that fewer goals
result from them than there should,
especially among the class of foot-
ballers with whom my readers play.

Just as there are right and wrong
ways of doing most things, sc there
are right and wrong wavs of drop-
ping the ball in from a corner-kick.
One big reason why more goals are
not scored from -corner-kicks is that
too many of them are put behind the
zoal. I must confess that [ myself
1ave put a few there in my time,
but never do I place a corner-kick
behind without having a feeling that
I ought to be kicked for doing so.

You see, the good corner-kick is
not necessarily the one which is
dropped just in front of the cross-
bar, and that being so, it i1s not a
good policy to run the risk of placing
a corner-kick behind the goal.

I know that a corner which does
come down in front of the cross-har—
almost grazing it—gets a lot of
applause from the average man in
the crowd. but my experience is that
fewer goals are scored from this type
of corner-kick than most other types.
The goalkeepers of these days are
generally pretty eflicient in dealing
with a situation like that, and they

The phantom abbot was

THE BOYS®” FRIEND

-

Price

“Ow! Ow!” Mark Lattrey sat up.
gasping for beeath. Pillow-swipes
might not have damaged the genuine
article 1n ghosts; but the ghost of
Rookwood had been rather severely
damaged. e seemed in rather @
dazed condition, as he rubbed lhis head
and spluttered for breath.

“"Yow-ow-ow! Help!” came from
under Tubby Muffin’s blankets.

“Shat that silly ass up!” exclaimed
Jimmy Stver.  **We don't want the
prefects up here.”

Lovéll dragged off Tubby's bed-
clothes. There was a shriek from
Reginald Mufiin.

“Yoop! Keep off ! Help! Ghosts!
Yarooh———"

“Shut up!” gasped Lovell. “It's
only Lattrey playing ghost, you fat
chump! Look at him !

P 0

Tubby Muffin rubbed his eves, and
blinked at the captured ghost. He
was reassured at last.

“ Lattrey !” he sputtered. *“You—
you spoofing beast! That'e lLow I
came to see 1t in Lattrey’s study the
first time! Yah, you spoofing rotter
—don’t y8u think vou tcok me in! 1
guessed all the time it was you!”

““Ha, ha, ha !”

“Now, Lattrey, you silly worm,
what have you got to say for your-
self 777 demanded lLovell.

“0w! Ow! Wow!” Apparently
that was all Mark Lattrey had to say
for himself. *“Groogh! Oh! Ow!”

“How the thump did you know it
was lattrey, Jimmy Silver? How did
you catch him?”

Jimmy Silver grinned,

“1 explained 1t to you in the end
study this evening, fathead !” he an-
swered.

e "E:I_l -;; 13

“Don't you see, ass?” inquired
Jimmy Silver politely. *““The ghost
turned up first in Lattrey's study—we
found Lattrey there. Of course, he
had been trying on his ghost rig, when
Tubby came sneaking in after Gower's
pudding and caught him.”

“1 say, I wasn't after the pud-
ding——""

*¢S8hut up, Muffin !”

“That's how Lattiey was out of the
dorm last night,” continued Jimmy
Silver. *“ He was the ghost, and when
we got atter bin, he whipned off the
rig, and stwek it away somnewhere, and
then turned up—you noticed that he
had all his e¢lobber on.” ,

“I thought be’'d stayed behind to
dress,” said Lovell

“You can't think, old chap,” an-
swered Jimmy Silver affably. “That
was what made me suspicious, when I
thought about it afterwards. Then 1
thought 1 tumbled to ‘the game.
Lattrey’'s got appointments to keep
aftor lights out—he was nearly spotted
pub-haunting one night, and the Head
has set the prefects on the watch.”

“We know that, What’s that got
to do with Lattrev?”

“Ass! This ghest rig was a dodge,
to keep him from being recognised,
if anybody should spot him outside

the dorm.”

are so well protected by the rules,
too, that any attempt to hustle them
over the line when they are making
a save from a corner-kick so placed
1s usually greeted with a shrill blast
of the referee’s whistle.

No, I think the corner-kick which
bas the best chance of leading up to

J. RUTHERFORD.

The famous Arsenal and Enalish In-
tsrnational outside right, who is ones

of the best ‘‘corner-kick’ men in
England,
a goal 1s the one dropped, say, ten

or a dozen yards in front of goal.
Such a kick is. too far out for the
goalkeeper to reach by running out
of his goal, and it gives the forwards
the best chance of beating the
defenders.

For my part, too, I alwayvs try to
drop the ball over to the further side
of the goal from that where the kick
1s being taken. The advantage of
this lies in the fact that when they

Three Halipance
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“By gad!” exclaimed Mornington.
A jolly good dodge, too! T iiever
thought of that!” o

“Well, I thought of it, old=top !
sald Jimmy Silver. I can't say [
thought of it at once; but it came
mto my head at last. Lattrey in-
vented tnis ghost bizney so that he
could sneak out of bounds unrecog-
msed if he was seen—especially as anv-
one who saw him was more likely to
bolt than to investigate., Carthew
would have had him the other night
but for his ghost rig.”

Yhew 1

“Just a dodge for breaking bounds,”
granted Conroy. *“ And he was try-
ing it on again to-night, because he
couldn’t get clear last night or the
night before.”

“ Exactly. I thought he would.”

“ Well, you ain't such a silly ass as
I thought you were, Jimmy Silver.”
said Arthur Edward Lovell, after some
reflection. |

“Thanks! T wish I could say the
same of you, old fellow.”

" Look here—-—7"

Lattrey scrambled to his feet at last.
his face sulky and savage. As he did
so, there was a sound of footsteps
without,

o

“Cave!” murmured Mornington.
" Prefect! Lattrey, you ass, get that
foolery off—quick.”

The Fourth-Formers had been on
the point of punishing Lattrey for
playing ghost. But the footstep out-
side  changed  all  that. Nobody
wanted to give away even the black-
guard of the Form to the powers that
were. Jimmy Silver himself lent Lat-
trey a hand in dragging off the

ghostly robe, and it was stuffed into a

bag—which was already open beside
Lattrey’s bed. The bag had just
closed on it, when' the door opened,
and Bulkeley looked in. |

“I thought 1 heard a row here.”
sald the Rookwood ecaptain grimly.
“What are you all out of bed for at
this time of night ?”

“The ghost " sald Jimmy Silver,

“What?” |

“Jimmy thought he saw a ghost,”
sald Lovell, with a grin; “but it's all
right—there wasn’t any giddy ghost !”

Bulkeley frowned. :

"“(Get back to bed, and don't let's
hear any more of this nonsense,” he
sald.

“Right-ho !”

The Fourth-Form turned in, and
Bulkeley, frowning, closed the door
and strode away. The ghost was not
likely to walk again that night.

And indeed, the ghost of Rookwood
did not walk again at all.  In the
morning, a severe bumping was ad-
ministered to the phantom abbot: and
Lattrey of the Fourth was still aching
from 1t when Rookwood School broke
up for Christmas.

THE END.
(A delightfully amusing story of
Jimmy Stlver & Co. is on the Pro-

gramme for next Monday, entitled,
“Uarthew’s Tea-Partyl’

have to get their heads to the ball the
forwards can meet it in such a Way
that they are able to head at a con-
venient angle.

It 1s at the taking of corner-kicks
that the value of one or two iall
players in the side is realised, and I
know some teams which possess a tall
half-back who send that half.back
right into goal when a corner-kick is
being taken, and allow a smaller
forward to fill the half-baclk’s
position temporarily.

Then again, if the maximum
benefit is to be obtained from corner-
kicks, the forwards must place’ them-

selves in the best positions for
recetving the ball. As far as possible
they must get away from the

defenders, and in addition it is just
as well to have one or two men on
the edge of the crowd which SuUrges
round the goal at the taking of
corner-kicks. Very often the ball is
only partially cleared, and if there
18 a man on the attacking side wait-
ing on the edge of the scrimmage
there oftenn comes to him the chance
to erash the ball backwards towards
the net.

But even with all the precautions
and the arrangements which can
possibly be made at the taking of
these flag-kicks, the fact remains
that they should not be expected to
bring too many goals. After all. it
must not be overlooked that the
other fellows are generally about as
efficient in preventing goals being
scored as your men are in the scoring
of them.

e
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A MACNIFICENT NEW TALE OF THE WiLD WEST!

A Thrilling New Story of a Young Cowboy’s Adventures in the Wild West.
By GORDON WALLACE.

THE OPENING CHAPTERS
 GRAND STORY'!

Steve Emberton, a yovth of about nine-
teen summers is offered a job at the
Double-Horseshoe Ranch, in the West of
America, which he accepts, H's acceptance
18 largely influenced by the fact that the
ranch, which is run. by Basnett, a blind
man, really belongs to his father.

John Emberton's uncle had made a will
making over the ranch to him, but when
Steve's father became aequainted with this
his uncle was too far gone to remember
where he had hidden the will, Previous to
this he had made a will in favour of
Basnett, who was then his foreman, and
that will was held valid in the absence
of the other, "Steve's plan iz to work at
the raneh with the intention of keeping an
eye open for the missing will, He chums
up with a fellow cowboy named Bily
Steele, at the samne time incurring the
enmity of Jose Pascales, a Mexican half-
breed.,

Billy and Steve capture Black Mc¢Knight,
a daring cattle-thief, who is duly handed
over to the sheriff of Big Horn. Later
they witness an amazing night raid on the
court-house, which is led by Simon Basnett
himself! Billy Steele gives the alarm, and
in the f'n.x*ufrlg -'!:t-lﬂuﬂyff-! .HL'-Hi!ff;hi. 18 shot
dead, while both the chuws are slightiy
wounded.

They are riding over to Big Horn, with
the intention of acquainting the sheriff
of Stinon Basnett’'s part in the affair, whea
they are captuered by Jose Pascales and
two rufians. The two “punchers manage
to slip _their bondz, and Jose and hs
followers suddenly find themselves caplivg
instead af captors. “Cateh the hsryes,
Steee,” zaus Billy., “and we'll ride imto
.Ui.f_i' Horn I:"r:ffi flLpse .’i;?'tie";”!

{' N ow read On. J

Justice !

- oteve got busy. Jose was pushed
i befween his confederates, where
he stood in as undignified a position
as they did. But he was not mut-
tering curses; oddly enough, he was
prayving as hard as though the suints
ha was calling to would have heeded
him.

Steveswent to Diabolo, who whin-
med dehightedly, and stood as still
a8 a post "n."l'iﬁ{} tiae -‘;-‘H'[:‘H'ﬂih':;* lariat
was untwisted from his neck and fore-
toet, where it had been cunningly
thrown. Diabolo laid back his ears.
bared s teeth, and locked like savag-
ing the men who had put this indig-
nity upon him; but Steve quietly
controlled him, and, instcad of carry-
ing out his equine desire, he followed
Steve like a dog while that youth
went behind the boulders and took
the hobbles off three horses that stood
there, one of them being Jose’s.

““Now,” said Billy, *‘as they did
my horse m—pocr old Mike!” and
he glaneed sadly at his own broncho,
lving still now, and free from all
pain, “I'll have to use Jose’s. That
means Jose can ride behind Shanks,
an’ Roberts can have a whole hoss to
himself. I reckon, Roberts, you'd
ought to think me guite the gentle-
man !’ He grinned, and Roberts
spat out a curse at hium.

However, mdignant, sulky though
they were, the threc prisoners had
no other choice than to obey when
they wcre ovdered to mount two of

the horses. When on their backs.
their fect were tied beneath the
horses' bellies by the laviat, which

Steve unhesitatinzly eut for the pur-
pose. - 1Then these horses were tied
head to tail. and they had to follow
Steve aud DBilly as the chums set off
acgain on.the trail for Big Horn.

It was; about ten o'clock at mght
when they reached the railroad town.
There wereg, however, several people
still about as the procession trotted
111, Nerther Steve vor DBilly had
troubled gbout the feelings of their
prisoners to any cxtent on the ride
11, Jose¢ was nearly shaken to
]Jh:t:c*:‘-:_ for the sccond L‘{'}Eitiuu On a
horse's. erupper, when  that: horse
canters over rouch trails, 18 no com-
fortable one—especially if the second
rider has his feet tied bencath lum

OF THIS { at ' the same time.
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Shanks and
Roberts were cursing {reely, but they
were leoking somewhat haggard
about the cheeks, while Shanks, with
both his injured hands hanging to
his sides, secemed on the point of
faintine.

Sheriff Dawson, as it happened,
was sitting outside on the veranda,
of the main hotel. The huge, fat
mar came ponderously to his feet as
Steve, Billy, and their following pro-
cession came to a halt oppqsite him.

“More prizoners for yve, sheriff !”
grinned Billy Steele, “Whar'll you
have "em this tuime? - Ye'll put ‘em
somewhere safern ye put Black
MceKnight, I reckon!”

Sheriff Dawson looked annoved at
this reference to the incident of the
previous night.

ROPED TOGETHER!

“Who are they, and what have they
done ?” he demanded sharply.

“A whole bunch of crime here,”
Billy remarked. *“All three cou-
nected with las’ night’s gaol-breakin’
episode, too !
to your court-house, and fix 'em up.
Guess we gof a whole heap of mfor-
mation te give ye! We'll want the
distrie’ attorney on the job, too, be-

cause we both--Steve an’ me—got
some aflidavit-swearin’ to do.
Ssavvy 77

“Not pullin® my leg, I suppose?”
satd Dawson doubtfully, not at ali
sure about the seriousness of Billly’'s
words, |

“Nary a pull, shenff!
busy ! said Billy.

Followed by about half the popula-
tion of Big Horn, the party proceeded
to the court-house. In the sheriff's
private room the prizoners were lined
np, and the doors were closed on the
mguisifive citizens.
ve d oughtor

g{“ll

L.ot's

" (ruoss knew.” said

Biily, *““that we've onearthed about |

the worst thing mm the way o' plots
that's happened since this State of
Montana was merely Indian terrvitory.
S V——

The district attorney—a youngish,

&

oay, sherifl, let's get

J
!

Sulky as they

keen-faced man, interrupted Billy's
loquaciouns story,

“Let's get right down to brass
tacks, Steele,” he said quietly. *‘ No
trimmings !’

Billy blushed boyishly at being
pulled vp. He hummed and ha’d a
little, then at length jerked his thumb
over to Steve.

“Guess my pard can tell the story

best,” he ‘'said. “He knows it
better'n me, too!”’

The district-attorney smiled av
Steve Emberton.  Steve cleared his

throat, and set to work to tell a
story that astounded his listeners—
probably astounded the prisoners,
too. |
“These men,” he said, ““are moem-
bers of the rustling gang that has
peen worrying the State a lot. I can

swear to that. They also were parties ]

to the gaolbreaking that took place
here last might. I saw them, and
I know them arain.”

“Yes?” said the district-attorney,
writing.

“The chief of the rustling-gang 1s
Simon Basnett, present owner of the
Double-Horseshoe Ranch,” Steve con-
tinued quretly.

“Sunon  DBasnett!” eried Sheriff
Dawsou. Tuen, holding his fat
sides, lay back in his chair and roared
with laughter. Steve bit his lips
and flushed pamfully, and glanced
across at the distriet-attornev. The
latter was eyveing him with puckered
eves, his hps pursed doubtfully, tap-
ping s nose with his fountain-pen.

“Your statements——" he began
doubtiullv,

“Wil you put ine on my ocath?”
asked Steve sharply. *1 want ro
swear an  afhidavit. I know what

['in saving, sir [

The lawyver shirugged bhis shoulders.

“Goon!” he said briefly.

“Simon Basnett also led the gang
that broke mmto the gaol last might.”
Steve  continued, “aud murdered

Black McKnight |2

|
l

THE BOYS’ FRIEND
|

S s S—

were, the three prisoners wers
their feet tied beneath the horses’ bodies.
to tail, and so they sot off after Steve and Billy on the trail for Big Horn.

The sheriff stopped laughing, and
stared at the spealer,

“But Simon Basnett's as blind as

a bat!” he exclaimed. *“*Sav. Mr.

swaller all thus !

Hodge, we cain’t
“Go on!” said the lawyer agan,

bl’ieﬁ}*,
S Stmon Basnett is not blind by
nght, Steve continued, and the

lawyer started and eyed him closely,
“I1 have enocugh evidence to prove
that. I also belicve 1 ecan prove
that Basnett is a usurper, that he has
no right to be owning the Double-
Horseshoe Ranch. That is to say,
I hope soon to be able to prove that.”

“And who should own the ranch 7”
1 by . M
asked the lawyer, smiling a little
grimly,

"My father,” answered Steve,
“That, however, is not at present
the point. Whet I demand now is—
1s the arrest of Simon Basnett, and I
mysclf will charge him with being
tho leader of the gaol-breaking gang

last, nizht. Pascales, here, 1s his
right-hand man. These others are
members of the rustling-gang. My

friend, here, will substantiate every-
thing I say.”

And Steve stopped, breathing hard,
A vision of Aguila Gray before his
eyes.  He had spoken the words now
that would tell the girl of her step-
father's villainy, He sighed a little,
and was sorry for the girl.  But it
had to be said. Justice demanded
that DBasnett should answer for his

SIns.
Many were the searching questions

asked by the keen-faced lawyer, who,
t'li}li I}t-i."'d Steve 'y

It  was obvious,
story. But Steve stuck to his state-
ments, and Billy Steele loyally backed
him up in every detail. At length
the story was reduced to writing, and
stened by Biilly and Steve,

“Right,” sgid Hodze at length,
zathering torvether his papers. *“ The
sheriff knows what to do now,™

placed on the two horses, and

The animals were then tied head

“1 got to arrest a blind man?”
asked Dawson blankly, “ Arrest
Simon Basnett 7"’

“Yes,” said the lawyer. “I’d ad-
vise you o go now !"

“Waal, if that don't beat hen-
huntin’ ! execlaimed Dawson.

Pascales, Shanks, and Roberts were
thrust into barred cells, The dis-
tress of Jose was painful to see as
the great grids clanged shut on him.
He gripped the bars and stared
through them at his enemies, and
prayed his saints and mmplored the
sherift to disbelieve his enemies’ story.
But they were left under guard, and
Dawson ordered his horse, turned out
a posse of bhalf a dozem men, and,
with Steve and Billy in their midst,
rode back to the Double-Horseshoe
Ranch.

It was very late when they reached
there—well on n the morning.
Everything was still and quiet. There
was no light burning anywhere. save
in the cook-house. The sheriff dis.
mounted, and stumped up the veranda
steps. He tried the door. and entered
the big ranch-house. His posse fol-
lowed him. Steve and Billy re-
mained outside. As they waited,
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Wing, the Chinese oook, stood besid
Steve. |
“You loockee for Boss Dasnctt?
asked Hop Wing softly.
" Shore,” gaid Billy.

=

‘Him lide away. Him velly, ba

marn, Him killee Batty Ann,
t'ink, before go.”
“What?” asked Sieve sharpls

and grasped the Chinaman by th
arm, and stared at his imperturbabl
face in the moonlighi. |

“I t'ink Batty Ain dead: n
sure,” answered Hop Wing. * He
In my cookee-house hight now. Yo
come 7"

Steve strode rapidly to the onll
building that showed a light.
glance at Hop Wing's bed told hir
a great deal. The old madwomar
Batty Ann, was lving there on th
blankats, her face covered by a hanc
kerchief, She did not appear to b
breathing. Steve gently lifted th
tandkerchief away., and looked a
the poor woman's face. The nex
moment he recoiled in horror, fo
Ann's features were nothing mucl
better than pulp. |

“Did Basnett do that?” he aske
hoarsely, “The hound!”

“Him do thig, t00,” Dbleated th4
Chinaman, pointing to a dark bruise
that now showed plainly on his fore

head. “Him do that when 1 th
siop him flom liding away witl
Missee Aguila, hanging acloss  his

saddle—Ilikee s0.”
He indicated an empty flour sac
that was hanging on a nail in the

o0 Khouse.
Steve and lookedd
other bhlankly,

Silly al each

The Flight of Basnett.
Hop Wing appeared not to be j,.

terested in the surprice he had
created within the minds of Steve
Emberton and Billy, but chufiled

over to his bunk again, and there

squatted on hiz heels, eyeing the
disfigured face of Batty Anu

silently, mtensely.

“What d'vye make of all that?”
Billy asked his chum.

Refore Steve replied, he walked
over to the Chinaman, and grasped
himm somewhat roughly by the
shoulder. Hop Wing never took his
eves from the woman's face,

“NWhar were the other boys while
atll this was  happenin™”  he
demanded,

“No come m then,” Hob Wing
answeired.  **Out now, leoking for

Mistel Basneti, Very angree, the
bovees,”
Steve  nnagined the ““boyees ™

would be very angry indeed at any
: il - R 340 o
such news as this which Hop Wing
had given them, Though no others
of the personnel of the Double-
Horseshoe Raneh were aware of the
true character of their employer,
they one and all were devoted to the
bright, plucky girl who had the mis-
fortune to be Basnett's stepdaughter
and motherless. Also, they all had
a. great affection for the poor half-
mad woman who now lay so still
there in Hop Wing's bunk.

Anybody who laid hands on either
of those women, boss or mno boss,
would incur the just wrath of the rol.
licking, clean-white = boys  who
manned the ranch, Jake Collinson,
the foreman, included. Indeed, it is
possible that old Jake would have
been the angriest of them all, for he
loved Aguila as though she had been
his own daughter.

“Was Miss Aguila unnconscious,
Hop?” Steve asked the Chinaman.

“No savvy. Missee lay velly still
—velly much likee so.”  And the

Chinese cook again indicated the
empty flour-sack that hung on the
nail, ‘‘Mistel  Basnett had blue

glasses on him eyes, I see him bhng
his horse out of the stable, aftét himi
stlikee Missee Ann, then bling Misseo
(xlay out, and sling her acrosses
saddle—so. 1 run to stop him. Hoe
stlikee me, and I go allee sleepy for
long, long time, till boyees come
back.”

“Then this beats four aces,” Billy
sard. ‘‘What about Ann?”

He examined the woman’s injuries

closely. She had been most shame-
fully, brutally knocked about the
head and face. Her clothing was

torn 1n places, as were her finger-
nails. Shrewdly Steve Emberton
cuessed that the half-demented
woman had fought like a fury in the

defence of her girl friend—that
Basnett had lain rough hands on

Aguila on her return to the ranch
to report to hin_l his own and Billy's
position when in the hands of Jose

Pascales ' and his gang. But, of
couree, 1t was only guesswork, Ann

was 1n. no condition to say anything.

“he was, however, still alive,
which Steve was glad to notice. As
he and Billy attempted to make her
open her eves, Shemif Dawson and'
his posse came 1nto the cookhouse,

there was a shufhing sound, and Hop | Sherif Dawsen was looking annoyed.,
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The 1st Chapter
Christmas Eve.

Jingle, jingle!

L

The  sleigh-bells
through' the frosty air.

The early dusk of the Canadian
winter -had closed in, and the stars,
as they came out one by one,
glittered like points of fire in a sky
of stecl.

Round the Lawless Ranch the plains
lay white under a winding-sheet of
sticw. There had been a heavy fall
for several days, and light flakes were
still fluttering down in the starlight
of Christmas Eve.

Frank Richards looked out of the
doorway of the ranch-house, and drew
his fur collar closer about his necl.

rang  merrily

“Here's the sleigh!” he’  said
cheerily,
Bob Lawless followed him out.

The big sleigh, with its three steam-
ing horses, was ready. - Rancher Law-
less stood in the doorway, and glanced
rather urneasilv at the sky.

“1 guess there’'s more ¢oming
down,’. he said. ** You'll have to be
careful, Bob. 1 hardly thinlke vou
ought to .go." |

“But we’ve promised to call for the
Lawrences, popper,” said Bob Law
less.. “And Molly will be waiting.”

“And we've got to call for Beau-
clere, coming back,” said Frank
Richards.  *““ We can’t leave them in
the lureh, uncle.”

Mr. Lawless nodded.

“1 know  vou're a careful driver,
Bab,” he said. ‘‘Look out for the
drifts, and don’t take risks.”

‘““Nary a risk!” said Bob cheerily.
“Safe as houses, popper. Haven't I
driven a sleigh from here to Fraser in
nud-winter?”’

“Well, of wyou:  go!” said the
rancher, still rather dubiously. *‘if
it wasn’t for the dance -at th
missiop——"" '

“But 1t 1s!” said- Bob brightly.

“The big dance of the year, popper,
and Molly waiting in her glad-rags.
Think of that!”’

The rancher laughed.

“Well, take care—that's all!” he
sard., *““Off with vou!”

The chums of Cedar Creek climbed
imto the sleigh, ‘and Bob Lawless took
the *“‘ribbons.”

Thick rugs were wrapped round
them, 1 addition to fur coats and fur
caps that covered head and ecars and
left little more than the nose visible.

Billy Cook was holding the horses.
He let go at a signal from Bob;. the
whip cracked, the bells jingled, an:
the sleigh was-off.

Out on the smooth snow the sleigh

chided, gathering speed as it went.
- The rich grassland was deep under
snow, which stretched for miles on
all’ sides: in  the distance, leafless,
frosty trees loomed shadowy.,

Clatter, clatter! Jingle!

“Ripping, 1sn't 1t, Frankyv?” ve-
marked Bob - Lawless, when the
ranch-house had vanished behind, and
the sleigh was skirting the timber on
its way to the upper vallev.

“Topping!”” answered Frank,

“The popper’s a bit of a weather-
prophet, but I guess he's off the mark
this. time,” said Bob. *“*The snow’s
slacking, off. - "A few flakes like this
wou't hurt even Moliv.”

““No fear!”

“There’s - the Cherub’s shebang,”
sald Bob, ‘pointmng with his whip as
a light gleamed out across the snow.

The sleigh ran within a hundred
vards of the Besauclerce cabin. TFrani:
and Bob were to call for their chum,
Vere Beauclere, and his. cousin Algy,
ou their wayv' back from the Law-
rences’ homestead. It was a great
ovcasion.at the mission—the dance on
Christmas Kve, when My, and: Mrs.
Smiley entertained all the voun
of the section, and the boys anf girls
of Cedar Creek School turned.up in
great force.

“Hallo!”  exclaimed
denly. ““There’s Beau!l”

Frank sud-
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A fur-clad figure was running to-
wards the sleigh through the snow
from the direction of the remittance-
man’s’ cabin.

Bob Lawless pulled in his horses.

Vere Beauclere came up, panting.

“CUoming along?”’ asked Frank.

“You’re going over ta the Law-
rences?’” asked Beauclerc.

" Yes—to call for Molly and Tom.”

“Father says the weather’s likely
to be thick to-night,” said Beauclere.
“He doesn’t seem to think it quite
safe——""

“Just what popper
think,” said Bob cheerily.
let us come, all the same.
along with us, Cherub!”

“1f you're going, I certainly will.”

“Jump in, then!”

“1I thought I'd tell vou what father
sald,” remarked Beauclere. * But he

seemed to
“But he's
You come

said that if Mr. Lawless let you go, I |

could go, too. If you fellows come a
cropper, I'd rather be with you.”

“No - croppers  this  journey.
Ready?” .

And - Bob cracked his whip again,
anel the sleigh rolled on.

“Jolly glad you’re with us, Beau!”
satd  Frank Richards. “Where’s
Algy #”

Beauclere laughed.

“Sorting ouf gsome  beautiful
evening-clothies that he brought from
England,” he answered. *““ He's going
to turn up at the dance in style.”

““Ha, ha,ha!”

“Gooed old: Algy!” chuckled Bob.
“His- evening clobber will make a
at ‘the mission dance—as
much as his top-hat did at Cedar
(Clreek.. ~ All .the girls will want to
dance with Algv. T guess we shall
be left out in the cold.!”

And Bob drove ou merrily.
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T'he Thompson River, frozen fast
and hard as iron, was left on the
right, and the sleigh-bells jingled
cheerily through the main street of
Thompson, past the ‘Press” office
and the Occidental Hotel and
Gunten’s store and the Red Dog.

Then out on the north side of the
town by an mnvisible track that Bob
Lawless followed without a fault.

Lights gleamed ahead at last—the
hights of the Lawrence farmstead.

With a jingle of bells and a fusillade
of whip-cracks, Bob Lawless drove up
to the farmhouse, and stopped his
steaming team. .

There was no need to knock; ihe
farmhouse door flew open at the sound
of the sleigh-bells, and ruddy firelight
gleamed out into the snow.

Molly and Tom Lawrence
ready.

Molly's pretty face showed prettier

were

AT ) desperado, fiourish-| =
- 7, ling his revolver at the schoolboy driver. Bob Lawless e
= | did not reply. He made a sudden lash with the whip, st
— and caught the ruffian full across the face. X
— )
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i than ever among her furs as she came

out to the sleigh. Kate Dawson
came with her, and brother Tom
followed. The sleigh was large, but

1t was well filled. But there was still
a corner for Algy if that ‘elegant
vouth was ready when the sleigh
passed the Beauclerces’ cabin en route
to the Mission Hall. *

“Hustle along!” called out Bob.
“Can’t keep the horses standmmg!
Now, then, all aboard?”

*“ Buck up, Molly !” said Tom La &-
“Give Frank a shove!”

rence,
& . 1 - -.‘
Lots of room,” said Frank
Richards, laughing. *“ Here's vour

cloal, Molly. Here's vour rug, Kate.
Now, then, Tom ; squeeze 1n!”’

Tom Lawrence squeezed in next io
Kate Dﬂ:n'f-‘ﬂl'l. Old My, Litwr'li‘l'u-{r
tucked rugs round the young people.
and Bob's whip cracked again,
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Aund  the sleigh whirled away

through the flakes.
The 2nd Chapter.
Heid Up ! |

“ More snow ! remarked Beauclere,

The light, fluttering flakes had
thickened, and snow was coming
down more heavily, as the sleizh

glided back through the main streat
of Tnompson town. A fat ﬁ;_-::nru ap-
peared, and waved a fur-gloved hand
at the sleigh, and velled:

“Stop for me!” |

“ Chunky Todgers!”™

~Give sl e ot Bob!l”
Chunky Todgers.

Again the sleigh halted.

“Roll i, Chunky! You'll have fc
let Algy sit on vour head when he
gets 1. The more the merrier!”

“J.say, it’s jolly cold, atin’t 1t?"
gasped Chunky Todgers. ‘“Give a
chap room! I've got a bag here.
Mind vou don’t drop it, Franky!”

“What on earth are you taking a
bag for?”’ demanded Tom Lawrence.

Chunky gave a fat wink.

“Grub !’ he answered.

e Ba, chatl

“There’s refreshments , at the
Mission dance, you fat clam,” said
Bob Lawless. “Old Smiley always
does us well.”

“1 guess there ain’t refreshments

roared

:

coing and coming back, though.”
dlIlswe l'ed Ct.h un ]{V d | Eﬂig('fl'ﬁ sag El‘}'.
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“1 haven't got much

“It only weighs about a
remarked Frank Richards.

“Well, theve's a2 ham, and some
corncakes, and a pudding, and some
sausages and things,” said Chunky.
“It’s nearly an hour since I ate any-
thing.” -

““HMa, ha hal”

“T was hungry last time 1 went, T
know that,” said Chunky Todgers
warmly. *“You give me my bag.”

ton !”?
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* Halt !’ shouted the

And ‘the bag reposed on Chunky’s
tat knees as the sleigh rattled and
jingled on again.

The snow thickened as the. party
turned out of Thompson, and glided

along by the frozen river. Thick
clouds were blottine out the stars

now, and Bob Lawless glanced once
or twice anxiously at the sky. It
was pretty clear that Mr. Lawless’
ioreboding had been well-founded,
and that there was a heavy fall com-
ing on. But the rancher’s son had
driven through a heavy snowfall
betore,

“Hallo! What’s that?” exclaimed
Tom Lawrence, as the sleigh turned
irom the river, and struck across the
plains for the three mile run to the
Mission Hall.

**““What's which?”’ asked Frank.

“We're being followed !

“My. hat!” :
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|

s —

L in tanglefoot, or

Frank Richards looked back.

The snow-clouds were blotting out=
the stars, and a dim fnilighta
reigned ou the plains. Through thes
dimness s form was seen—the fcure
of a cloaked horseman, looming up
eerily. 3 Y

Cslly jay, to be riding in this!”
sald Chunky Todgers. *“ What the

o

ad

thundey is he following us for?” J
" Lost the track, and using the/
sleigh as a guide, perhaps,’” said?
Frank Richards. *
"1 guess that’s it.”
As the sleigh ran on. the litile!

party looked back several times at!
the lonely rider in the mist and snow..

“He's overtaking us,” said Beau-
clere presently. |

With a thudding in the snow the
horseman came alongside the dash-
mg sleigh, and a hoarse voics
shouted :

i E-LUP:,}

Bob Lawless did not stop, but he
glanced round.

“What’s the trouble?”’ he called !
back.

“ Stop !

“Stop be blowed!” answered Bob, |
with more force than elegance. “QGo |

and chop chips, whoever vou aré!”
“Stop!”  shouted the horseman
again. ‘“Do wvou want me to drop
your leader?”
There was a glitter of steel in the

faint light as the horseman’s hand

came from under his cloak.
Molly Lawrence gave a crv.
“My hat!

Frank Richards.

“He’s trying to
hold us up.

My only hat!”

“It’s Keno Kit, of the Red Dog,” |

sald Vere Beauclere quietly, *
you going to stop, Rob?”

Bob Lawless set his teeth,

" Nary a stop!” he said tersels.

The whip cracked and the reins
shook, and the team galloped on.
For the moment the horseman was
left behind. But the schoolboys and
schoolgirls, peering anxiously = back,
saw the dim figure riding on furiously
through the falling flakes,

Crack ! ' |
__Through the frostly air and the
nngling of the sleigh-bells came the
sudden report of the revolver.

The bullet sped through the air
high over the sleigh, It was &
threat—so far.

Bob Lawless drove on savagely.

It was a race now.

Keno Kit, as the man was called,
was one of the loafers of the Red
Dog Saloon in Thompson; and no
doubt he had expended his last cent
i the game of
at the Red Dog, and was
out ” to make a *‘raise ”’ by any
means that came to hand.

The desperate ruffian was reckless
of consequences.

Probably he was celebrating
Christmas in his own way by a
“bender ”’ at the Red Dog, and his
dollars had run out, and he was des-
perate,

His object was to go *through ™
the Christmas party in the sleigh—-
perhaps to steal the horses and
sleigh, which were worth a very large
sum,

It was evident that he meant busi-
néss, at all events

He drove on his horse savacely
with whip and spur, and drew along-
side the sleigh again at last.

His hard face was flushed with
rage. He rode beside the tramplinw
team, and flourished his revolver at
the schoolboy driver.

“Halt!” he shouted.

Bob Lawless did not reply.

He made a sudden lash with the
whip, and caught the ruffian full
across the face,

There was a wild yell from Keno
Kit as he reeled backwards sin the
saddle. L LT

His horse stumbled in the snow and
went over, and the ruffian landed on
his back.

“Bravo!” shouted Frank Richards,

Bob Lawless drove on furiously.

It was less than a mile to the Beaus-
clercs’ cabin, whither the highway-
man would scarcely dare to follow,
Keno Kit scrambled out of the snow,
pouring out a string of savage oaths,

Crack, crack, crack!

He was firing recklessly after ¢he
gleigh,

There was a sudden whinny of pain
from the leader, and he went plung-
g wildly into a drift, dragging the
other horses down with him.

The next instant the sleigh waz on
its side, and the occupants were poll.
ing into the snow,

euchre,

1

The 3rd Chaptor.
In Deadly Peril.

Bob -Lawless scrambled up, and
rushed to the kicking, plunging
horses.  His first thought wae for
them. Frank Richards and BReau-

clerc helped the two gzwls to their
ieet,
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It’s a thief!” exclaimed
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“MHe's coming!”

yelled Chunky

Todgers,
‘_FI'II‘UH"']}. the snow, new falling in
thick masgses, came the horseman,

l'Ldlrz ful""ﬂlir]‘l- his horse linas'-u-{.lmi-r
1N sNOW, L]]Hl‘””lz.} 1t up as he rushed,

*Look out!”

Chunky Todgers' bag Lad burst
open by the overturned sleigh, and
M]{F‘tm 0 “f:I‘U-U ” and - a stone
h{}.tu had I'O”F:‘Li imto  the snow,
Frank Richard spotted the stone
bottlr- and lﬂﬂ”hi 1t up.

“Look out!” yell -E.L{J Chunky.

“That’s my peppermint!”

‘But Fr&i‘|k Richards did not heed.
Chunky Todgers’ supply of pepper-
mint was not an important matter at
that moment.

As Keno Kit came plunging up
through the suow, Frank Richards
hurlﬂd the stona bottle with a deadly
aim.

The ruffian received the missile full

in his brutal, stubbly face, and it
struck him like a bullet.
He gave a gaspmng howl, and

plt ‘hed off hig hms{.
"On to him!” panted Beauclerc.

Bob Lawless was too busy with the
horses to help, but the other fellows
rughed at iho fallen ruffian, They
knew that their enly chance was to
tackle him before he rose.

VYere Beauclere was the first to
reach him. and he hurled himself
upon the dazed rufban.

Keno Kit, who was making a t]h};

effort, to r'm Was ﬂunn' h:ul-. with
Beauclerc's knee o1 his u‘leﬂ

Tha next moment the other
fellows were upon him.

The ruffian sank into the snow

under a shower of blows. Tom Law-
rence grabbed away his ‘revolver,
d!‘!l] the' butt of the weapon crashed
1 Keno Kit's head.
'Thn horee, frightened by the
fracas, was dashing aw ay through thae

snow, with traﬂmu rems and dang-
hing stirrups. Keno Kit squirmed 1n
the snow, struggling feebly, and

hnmlmfr for mercv
x1ve me the f-rhf,{}tm' Lawrence.’
}:e;_'e Beauclerc grasped the revolver.
Now, you scoundrel, hoof it!"
He jamn'iud the muzze Keno
Kit’'s ear.

to

“Let up!” gasped the ruffian, “I
guess I aive m. Let upf"

“ Get out, vou rascal!” said Frank.

Keno Kit staggered up.

There was no fight left in him.
and Beauclere's ﬁrli""*i was on the

and his look
was quite ready to

trigger of the revolver,
showed that he
shaoot,

Keno Kit staggered away dazedly
on the track of his runaway horse,
and the snow and the twilicht swal-
lowed him up in & few moments.

“I guess we're clear of him]
puntr-d Lawrence. ‘“Cheer up, Molly,

s all right ! a

“V&ell be going again in a few

minutes,” said Frank.

7%

““1 sayr, where's that bLoitle?”
howled Chunky Todgers. ** Look
heré, Richards, my peppermint’s
lost !

“Bror-r-r!”

“Why couldn’t you chuek some-
thing else at him ?” demanded Tod-
gers, mdignantly. “Look here, yvou
help me Jook for that bottle—it's

tmmped into the snow somewhere
Y arooooh !’

Frank Richards took the fat and
wrathful Chunky by the collar, and
sat him down in the snow.

Then he ran to help Bob Lawless.

During the tussle with Keno Kit,
Bob had succeeded in cutting free the
injured horse, and getiing the other
tWo upon ihmr fect.

The schoolboys gathered vound the
Blmfrh to sct it ri ght.

oo 1. au‘}ph’ fa{‘u Was Very grave
as. hp wamined 1t

“ Apything up?” asked Lawrence,

“Ome of the runners is smashed,”
answered Bob quietly. |

“Phew !”

“1 guess 1t «

i 011 "3'!

“W e re only a mile or o from my
home.” said Beanclerc. “We can got
help there—-"

Bﬂb Lawless looked at the falling
ENOW,

The whole sky was blotted out now.
Sunow was coming down in gréat
masses, and piling up round the almrrh
and the horses, "The injured 1'101‘-'&{:'
already at the point of death, was
covered with 1t. 'The chums of Cedar
Creek looked one another with
ELi"iOUB faces.

1 he bl(‘lgh was hopelessly wrecked,
ang only two horses ;emmrmd. and the
u;-;,ﬂ'»‘sh,hlli Was hurh coming on now.

“Hang the man!” muttered Bob,
1‘}!‘*;\’LL:' l‘liE- tﬂ'l“tll “We should have
vecn close Lo i_ul}m by tlll: time,
&vd | zucss it would have been fr‘n,}
thick for us to get on to the Mission.
But now-——u-"!

He broke off.

S Can’'t we. walk to the cabm?”
asked Molly Lawrence, in a low voice.

dan't be moved. ™

at

ghall have sometning to say a livule !
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Bob did not answer.

Well he knew that it was il‘:'r}';ﬁb:':ibli}
to cross the nlain on feot and bhve.

“There are the bhorses!” muttered
Frank.

*Reno Kit's done for. if he doesn’t
ﬂlhl his ilul =6, £ .lid .awrence,

“ Berve hnn 1.zrht muttered DBob.

“He's the cause of all this! Most
hh lv he’ll be under six feet of snow
by the morning. But we~——"

“We can’'t stay here!” whispered
Kate Dawson.

Chunky Todgers came un, with g
stone bottle in 111- hand, and a cheery
smile on his fat visage.

‘T've found 1t!"” he announeced.

‘Found what?” snapved Bob.

“My peppermint !

“You silly chump !”

“Ohn, I sav! 1 was afraid Frank
had broken the bottle, biffing it at the
bulldozer,” said Chunky. **But it’s
all night! 1 say, what are you all
looking so jolly serious about? Is my
grub lost ?”

“Oh, dry up, for goodness’ sake !”
sard Bob crossly. " You fellows, you
can sce the snow—nobody could get
through that on foot. Look how if‘
coming down., There's the two horses

but-—-"
He stared into the shadows.
“Lwo of us could go for help on the

horses,” said Beauelere,
Bob Lawless nodded.

' After this blow 1s over ! he said.
“Get mto the sleigh m_mwit'ﬁ all

the shelter we've got "

It was almost a blizzard that was
raging on the plains now. An 1cy
wind from the frozen slopes of the
Qockies came across the flats like a
knife-edge, and heavy flakes whirled
in it. 'The (‘]i‘dtl horse was hidden
fromi sight now; the two remaining
animals shivered and whimpered. On
horse or on foot, it was impossible
to get through the snowstorm. Molly
and Kate were wrapped in rugs in
the sleigh, their faces very pale now,
Bob Lawless and Frank ‘covered up
the horses with cloths as well as they
could, and followed their companions
into the slanting sleigh., Thicker and
thicker the snow came down, and its
level rese higher and highér round
the wrecked sleigh.

There was a gmnf from (]1111111}"
Tod gers, as he drove his teeth into a
corn-cake., Whatever might betide,
Chunky Todgers was not likely to lose
his appetite.

Bob Lawless uttered a sudden ex-
clamation.

“Stop that !”

“Th! Stop what?!” ejaculated
Chuuky.

“ Stop gorgmg, you fat clam.  We
may want every ounce of that!”

“Oh Tyl

Bob Lawless took the bag away

from the fat Chunky, whe bhuked at
him SD?EL] lessly, A chill fell upon
the party in the sleigh. Up to that
moment, they had not looked at the
situation as it was—it was too terrible
to realise. But they realised it now.
They were snow- buund on the open
plain, and if help was long delayed,
it was the ahd&ow of death that huntr
over them !

The 4th Chapter.

Snow-bound !
Thicker and thicker the snow came
down. -
Black darkness, broken only by the
glimmer of tlu., SNOW, enwrapped the

sleigh.

There was a dﬁﬁp silence.

Kate Dawson was crying softly;
but Moily was calm, though very
quiet. ']'lm blizzard was growing
fiercer, and even a well-found sleigh,

with an experienced driver, could not
have won thml h the storm then.
For the Cedar ( l'evh party, t-hf-'rrf-} Was
wothing to do but to w i hope !
I'rank Richards & Co. thuught of
the Mission Hall—of the rafters hung
with lanterns and holly, of the light
feet pattering to the strains of the
wheezy Mission piano and the fiddloer
from Karaloops. 'The dance at the
Mission was in progress by that time,
though the rough weather would have
made the attendance unusually thin.
Aud within a few miles of the merry
scene, here they lay—snow-bound and
in grim peril.

The night grew older.

Still the snow was coming down,
thickly, heavily, 1t was round the
sleigh like a sea of white, several feet
deep. The horses were almost buried
in 1t., as they shivered under their
coverings. There was nothing to do
but 1o wait~-and waiting was dreary.

Sleep came to their help at last,
Molly Lawrence, with her head

H]E‘[ﬂ'

resting on Frﬂrk‘s shoulder,
nem}ﬂfull , and gradually the others
errU{l

Chunky Todgers, after m vain en-
deaveouring to reclaim his provisions,
resigned hIH‘[HG]f to slumber-—the next
| best thing, in Chunky’s opinion.

Ul the orner nand,
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e arttackers ¢ witn a

Frank Richards was the last to
sleep.

[t was wazrm enciugh m the closely- |
packed sleigh, under the thick fur
cloaks and rugs. 1t was not till the .
dim mo: nin sun was ghmmering

thruurrh the SHOW flakes that the Cedar
Creek party awoke.

job Lawless rubbed his eves.
looked round him.

The wind had fallen, and the snow
was coming down lightiy; the bliz-
zard had passed off in the night.

The two horses were no longer to be
Seell.

Y

I'he bitter cold had keen too much
for them, and they had sunk in the
snow, and lay frozen like 1ron under
the spotless covering.

tound the sleigh was a sea of snow
and mist, which blotted the sight at

a chistance of a few yvards.

Bob Lawless rose to his feet, and
stepped {rom the sleigh, upon the
frozen body of a horse with a {oot of

snow over 1t.

Molly opened her eves

1 syl ( mllll-..v rﬂ:]gf-rs Was
awake now. *I say, isn’t it lucky 1
brought some grub with me! 1I'm
.-.Ju*’ull” hungry! You give me my
orub, Bob Lawless. Tl whaek it out
u’lﬂl vou fellow 8, of course !’

”"'_uhlu rup ! grunted Bob.

“Put, T say—I'm hungry!”

“Drey up !”

Chunky Todgers gave a snort of
indignation. As a matter of fact.

Chunky was not the only member of
the party who was hungry.

“Uhristmas morming !” said Beau-
clere, with a shiver.

“What will our people be think.
e 7”7 muttered Lawrence.

“Tt 18 useless to thinh of that.”

“They'll be searching for us, any-
how,” said Ldulmwv “What the
thunder are we going to do, Bob?
Where are the bhorses?”

Bob pointed to thr' SNOW.

“Ohl We—we can't get away,
then ?”

“1 guess a korse couldn’t get

through thesa drifts, anybow.”
“We're landed.” said Frank

Richards, as cheerfully as he could.

“We've wot to md]"q the best of it |

“TI'm fiot ﬂfld.l 1 murnured
MGlLv.
“Nothme to be dfmid of.” said

Bob sturdily. “'W
to get help!”
“*That's all!” murmured Frank.
“1T've been snow-bound before.”
said Kate. *“ But that was in a cabin,
with fire, and *'OL('L and shelter.
here——" She shivered.
“*We've got mnd_. said Bob. cheer-
fully. “Thanks to ('inn:’n._x for that !
I guess it's lucky he’s such a greedy
clam,” '
“liook hmv R

“There's enongh

e—we've only got

1)

bvgun ("hunky hotly
i Chunks’s bag

to last us a rulzplv of days, on strict

rations,” said Bob., *“We may as
well begin now.”

* Striet rations !” murmured
Chunky. ¢“Oh dear!”

“Lucky we  gave you a lft,

Chunky I grinned Bob.

“Ye-e-0s, 1sn’t 1t ¥ said Todgers,
rather doubtfully, however.

Bob Lawless examined the supplies,
and handed out the rations. It was a
frugal breakfast, but it made the
snow-bound party feel better. Chunky
Todgers sighea deeply when Bob
wrapped the remainder of the pro-
visions 1 the bag. His eyes followed

them mournfully. Chunky was a
good fellow. and was quite willing
“ whack ” out his supplyv. But he

really cousidered it would heve been
wiser to whack 1t out more liberally,
and trust to luck for the morrow,
Bob Lawless was leader, lLowever,
and Bob was not iy the habit of trust-
ing to luck tor tlw MOrrow.

“1 say, Bob.,” murmured Chunky,
“1've got an ided~——"

“Well2”

“Buppose we fimsh up the grab |

now,”’ suggested Chunky., *“It—it
will give us strength, you know, to—
tO-*'tu-—-—-”

“T.et me catch vou trying to fiiush
up the grub!” growled Bob. “]_)1-},

. Chunky, and go to ‘sleep !’
““'t':]l. ] may as v.'LlL I guess,”

said Chunky. “I ecan bear hunger
better when 1'm d‘-].{_‘:t"}) L

And Chunky’s melodious snore was
soon heard § R 1.

While C hJle:-
Richards & Co.

held a consultation
outside the sleigh.

“We ‘rﬁ got ta et hely said Baob
guietly. “They're :(1:11'{31‘11115* for us,

was snoring, Frank

of course, ulwmh but thev don’t
l oW ﬁ.l"!it" to H"'"‘Ix fl.J}‘ 'l'!ilt‘:-. '1‘1'{:}
of s lud better try to get through
""l"rl ’
11...!3-

Frank Richards gave an almost
hopeless look at the sea of snow.

“Y know what You're thmkmwh
it's as good as ffOI'“f to a f[llll*lﬂl
said Bob. *“1It can’t be helped. The |
erirls have got to be saved somehow.
It’s about

SITUALION IIKE L,

DBut |

and |

!
|
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o wmile to Beauclere's she- |

bang, and if we can struggle through,
W u' e all 0. K. 1'm gomg!”
“1'm  coming with vou,
$Q.! IJ K an
“And I!7 said BumnTuw quietly.
“Count me mn!” said Tom Law-
relnce,
]JHLJ smiled | faintly.
‘No good all going,” he said.
* Besides, someb udx’ . got to take care
of the giris while we're gone.  You'd
better stay, Lawrence, as you're
Molly’'s brother. Chunky stays, any-
way. We tluu:s Il try it ! 22
Frank Richards turned back to the
sleigh, and Moelly’s c¢yes met his

anx lnl’h]i

“We're going for help, Molly.,”
E-E'titl Frank quietly, *Most likely we
before longz. Don't

then !

:.‘-il]&“ i‘tt:. bu(!li
worry 1%’
“You cannot

pemd \Iu?hf

cet through!” whis-

“We're gomng to try. Keep in the
sleigh and l{:’:t.-p warnl. Tom and

Chnn}:v will ¢lear away some of the
SNOW lmrf: so that vou’ll have room
to move. Keop your pecker up !”

“Oh, Frank !”
“Good-bye, Molly! You’'ll sce us
d“ull: goon !’
And the three chums of C(Cedar
(reek prepared for the . desperate

venture,

Bob Lawless led the way, through
1[1“ {llIrL;'Itl“' mist that hung over the
plain, and his comrades followed him
unquestioningly. The snow was like
a soft barrier that had to be tramped

and pushed aside to allow progress to |

be made, and it was heavy work,

As the three schoolbovs proceeded,
they left a deep gully i the snow-
carpet behind them.

‘You're sure of the way, Bob?”
Frank Richards asked at last.
His Canadian cousin gave him

rather a grim look,
“Almost !” he answered briefly.
They tramped on.
Taking 1t in turns to lead, and force
a way through the snow, the three
chums pressed on.
They could not see the sun,
wintry  light glimmered

but
faintly

through the thiek, hanging mists.

Fatigue drew upon them, as they

fought their way onward ;

flerce, determination they stuck to
their task.
Fer two heurs or more they

struggled on; and still the snow was
thick about them, ansd the mist ¢losod
suffocatingly 1n upon themi. Vrank
Richards stopped at last.
*“1-—1 ean’t keep
gasped. *“I-~I'm doi
Bob Lawless bm.!t:.md hard.

“1 guess it s the same with me.”

Lob,” he

O,
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but wwith |
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he muttered. ** We haven't doune a
quarter of a mile yet. We=~we can’t |
'I'i]t u”l ) U “-ll s

'I'L".-;n._n help us!” mutiered
Beauclere.

The three schoolboys sat in the

snow, too exhausted almost to speak.

IIn e was dyving in thelr breasts.

Bu‘r th-&' did not think of returning.
To craw] back through the gully they
had made in the snew, and to let the
girls know, by their return, that they
had failed. and tbat. there was n
hope, was 1mpossible, Somehow,
they would contrive to keep on—when
thev narl rested. But in their hearts
thoy knew that there was no keeping
on for them.

And 1t was Christmas Dey !

Frank Richards thought, fully, of
old Christmases—of the merrv season
in his earher vears in the Old Country
He thought of his sister and his
father, far away, hittle dreaming that
he was snow-bound and doomed on
ttldt rlllﬁtlﬂdh Dﬂ. II@ Strubblf}d
to bis feet at last.

“We've got to try again !” he mut-
tﬂl‘ﬂd.

Cl‘dt‘k f

Suddenly, through the silence of the
mists, came  an echoing rcport—the
report of a rifle!

e — A TR

The Gih Chapter.
Algy to the Flescue!

I'rank Richards & Co. started, and
stared through the mists. The re-
port died away in a thousand echoes
round them. They looked at one
another blankly.

“A rifle!” breathed Bob Law less,
‘It’'s somebody-——-"

“A signal, perhaps, muttwrod
Boaue Iml. *“1f they are searching
for us. it may be a signal-——"’

“Shout !’ said Frank.

The mist was full of echoes, and
they could hardly define the direction
from which the shot rang.

“Help !”

The three

schoolboys shouted to-

| gether with all the strength they could

Hiuster.
Crack!
As if 1in answer,
por t.
Beauclere utter wl an exclamation,
“The revolver!

came a sccond re-

e RS . - =

i
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He felt in his pocket-hastily.  1le
still had the revolver that had becn
taken from Keno Kit.

“"Good!” exclaimed Bob jO\ fully.
“They'll hear that——"

““There are two cartridges ‘in it,”
satd Beauclere.

“Let them go!”

Vere Beauclere pointed the revolver
into ‘thf:' alr and pulled the trigger
twice 1n rapid succession.

Crack! Crack!

The reports rang loudly deross the
SNOW,

Then the chums listened.

Had the signal been heard? Had

it been understood 7

Bob Lawless grasped Frank's arm
suddenly, squeezing it in his excite-
mmlt

‘Listen ! be breathed.
“Bells ! shouted F tanl«.. “Sleigh
bells ! ;
Jingle, jingle!
Never - had the merry sound of

sloig Hbvl]s sounded so mllah‘dlly 11
t‘w ears of the chums of Cedar Creek,
Jingle, _]u:glv tinkle, tinkle!
“This wav !” shouted Bob.
“Help. h*:.lp {e
Through the mists the heads of two
steaming horses loomed up, plunging
tmmlqh the snow.
‘ Look out !”
“By gad! Here they are!
It was the voice of Algernon Beau-
clere—the dandy of Cedar Creek.
The horses plunged to a halt, and the
bells ceased to jingle. The three
chums crushed tlnouﬂ'h the snow to-
wards the sleigh.
“Algy !” shouted Beauclere.

L

An cyeglass glittered from the
sleigh. Algy was alone in it, hana-

A rifle lay beside him,
17 osaid Cousin

line the reins.

¥ Hallo, you fellows !
Alav, Hu‘nwﬂv “Glad to see yvou !
\Imw Christmas, by gad !”

“That blessed tenderfoot!’ stut-
tered Bob ILawless. “Whe'd have
thought he could even handle a
sleigh? By gum!”

Al" v r"l‘ll]lled

Ft‘und sou—~what?”’ he asked.
S \\ here have vou been, hay 77
‘Snow-bound.,

“*Yaas, I thought so. No end of
a row goin’ on at the ranch !’ yawned
Algernon. * Your pater’s out in a
Eilt'*ij.i;lh Bob. and the cattlemen . arse
69 I'f'-hi‘.'l“ il‘.'td my 'l."!u"lu I.}'L‘Elll{J

s 2T 15
with them. and Old Man Lawrence—

no end of a big fuss. 1 offered my
sprviees, and what do VOR tl]i 1k lui‘
said 1 Bettes stay at home and keep
my feet warm!”

**Ha, ha, hs E”

“But I didn't ! 7 ermued Algy, “X

trotted down to J.m,ilﬂl:-:'.*.*:l, and hired
a sleich and cgun, and here I am.
My wdea to pop off the rifle every now
and then as a signal, you know. You
heard 1t—what ?”
“Yes. and we were jolly glad tq
hear 1t !’ gasped Frank.
* Yaas, 1 suppose so!
are the others?” |

“Left with the sleich—we were
gomg for help!” said Bob.

“You’ve found help, old top! ILet’s
go and round up the rest of the giddy

But where

party,”” said Algernon. *" You ecan
drive if yvou like. These gees are a
bit skittish, and they've made my
arms ache., Hungry? I've no end

f stuff 1n the sleigh!”

“Well, my hat!” said Frank.

‘The three schoolboys clambered in,.
and Bob took the reins. With light
hearts they drove back to the wreeked
sleirh, and the jingle of the bells
told Molly and her companions that
help was coming. Progress was slow
thlm gh the heavy snow, but the
snow-bound camp was In 51frht at last,

“ Hurrah !” shouted Tom Lawrence
as Algy’s sleigh came plunging up.

“Bravo!” yelled Chunky Todgers.
‘Haveryou got any grub?”

“‘Ha, ha, ha!”
Algy touched his fur cap to Molly.

and Kate, whose faccs were very
bright now.
“Merry Christmas!” he  said

“Can I help you to change
Then we'll move on.”
Todgers’ mouth was full,
jaws were busy when the

party were crammed into

Algy’'s sleigh, and the whip eracked,

and they rolled away to a merry

jingle of bells.

politely.
LEII‘!‘M.”'{“- 7
C hunLv
and his
whole

Christmas Day was cheery enough,
after all, at the Lawless Ranch., The
dance 21 the Mission had been missed

y Frank Richards & Co., but there
Wwero tj!m! = tIIUII”’h to fUIl{H\ AT t} M

ranch during ¢he Christmas festivitios,
dlui Molly and Kate, and the chums-
of Cedar Creck, emoyed trl.]elllﬁt.‘i‘s es
immensely ;. and Chunky Todgers,
though he did not worrv much about
dancing, found plenty of enjovment
in a way he hiked better, and for
weeks afterwards Chunky's ‘face wWore
an ccstatic expression when he re-

ferred to the Christmas pudding.,
1HE END.
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