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Read Our Grand, NEW CINEMA SERIAL--Just Commencing!

l TUBBY MUFFIN IS ALARMED!

The ist Chapter.
A Sudden Scare.

“ANathn I

“What the dickens—"

* Fubby. you ass—"

Jimwy Silver & Co. halled in blank
aatonishment.

The chums of the Fourth were
einntering dowt 1o the school gates,
when thev sighted Tubby Muftin.
Tubby was loaling iu the galeway
lelping himself occusionally from a
wore of iofiee in his pocket, appar-
ently al case with himself and all the
wortd, Suddenly—tor no reason thut
Jimmy Silver could see—the fak
junior turned from the gateway, and
caine bolting across the quad.

3o sudden and lheadlong was his
flight from the gates. that he had
no time (v see where e was gomng.
ile came charging straight at tho
Teistioal Four, Bis fut little-legs going
like machinery.

0 ubby_"____h‘

“Stop!”

“What the thunp-—--"

The Distical our sepuraied
Tubby charged them down,
avoided the rush.

as
and

behind it.

Jirmny Silver caught him by the
collar to slop him.  Bul it was nob
cusy to stop Tubby in {ull caveer. Tu-
clead of stopping, he swept round
Jimmy Silver in a civele, as Jimmy
wripped his coilar, aud Jimmy had to
revolve upon his uwn axis, 28 it were,
to keep from faliing.

Sk bbb d o MuBin

" h‘u E?I %

1t was uo joke to

neet a charge with Muflin's weight |
b demanded.

As Muflia swept by, breatblessly,

§ terror secmed

|
|
|
|

Vet aw ful beuet, Jimpaz, legge .
l - :

“You ags——""

“Leggo! He's after me !

“Fh! Who's after you?”

“Leggo!”

Tubby Muffiu strugeled to free him-
gelf

* What on earth’s the matter with
the fat duffer *” exclaimed Lovell iu
anazement.
“ON his rocker. T shounld thwk.”
saich Jinmy Silver. U Whal's  the
matter with vou, you potey porp

“leln ! Leggo! He's coming !

“Whe's coming?’ hooled New-
come.

“Boggs! leugo!™

“Bogegs? Dobby Dougs. do pou

mean 2’ exclaimed Jinnuy Silver. Mr.

Boggs was ihe policeman of Coombe—

in fact. he was the whole police-
force of the village. Bave to un-
muzzled dogs, Mr. Beggs was not a
dangerous character,
inexplicable to ihe
Fistical Four of the Fourth.

“Yes! Leggo!”

Jinnny Sitver did not let go. e

! felt that this required explainiyg, He

tighicned his grip upos tho eollar of
the gasping fat junior. )
~{What have vou been doiug?” he

“Ow! Nolbhing! Jeguo'” :

»ilave you been robbing an-
{ orehard 77 demanded Raby.

“Nunno! Lezggo!l”

~He's been  out  without = his

muzzle 1 said Newcomu.

“Ma, ha, ha!”

“Leggo!” yelled Tubby. Mullin.
*Pre gal Ly bide—he's after niet

ecp akill, you dufiar, Boggs

Tubby Muffin’s i

won't huet you.” said the captain of
the Fourth. **Hallo, there he is!”
Tie portly figure of Tolice-con-
stable Boggs lvomed up outside the
gules,
Tubby Muffin gave a gasp of terros.
ITe made an effort to take cover
behind Jimmy Silver, whick was not
easy. as Tubby was a mood deal
wider than- the captain of the Fourth.
“Ow! Tts all up!” he gromed.
“Le's not coming inl” sald Lovell.
*Wha-a-at "
* Look, vou duffer!”

“Oh ! gasped Mubin,
Mr. Bouwps, with a stately slride,

was pussing the gafes; and he did
ot even glanve in.

Lividenily the villuge policemun was
werely maiching on his beat, without
a thought tu s head of Reginald
Muffin of the Classical Fourth.

Tubby watched him with bulging
cyes.

v a few moments Mr. Baggs dis-
wppesrved from sight, and his heavy
footfalls died away up the road.

“Oh 1" spluttered Muffio. “He—he
—he's not afrer me! I—I saw him
comitg, you krow. so [ thought he

was comiug here, fo—{o-—-"
"Ta what 77 demnanded Jimmy
Silver.

“Eu! Nothing 17

Tubby Muflin was beginuing to re-
cover himsell, as he realised that his
feurs had Leen unfounded.

Jimmy Silver velessed hiny, and
tho fat  Classical pul s  collar
straight. vasping for breath the while,

The Fistics) Four regarded him
very suspiciousiy. =

all f!l}?

A CONVERSATION

OVERHEARD !

does  this
Jimy

whal
ashed

Now.
Muflin?2”
yuietly.

“*Meuan 1" stumuered Muffin.

“Yes. Why did you think thu
bobby I“‘as afwer you?”’

(el i

“What have you done ™

* N-nothing I

“Then why did you think the
policeman was after you:” demanded
Lovell,

“1—I didw'L!™”

* What 77 '

* Nothing of the sort,” said Muihs.
The fat Classical was quite recovered
now. “What an idea, of course, T
never thought anything of the kind.
Why should 177

“Why, von—you—vou—— What
did vou bolt for. then?"

“1 wasg just pulling your leg, you
know,”

“Pulling my leg!”
Silver dazedly.

“That’s it1  Just stufling you up,”
said Tubby Muffin. “T'll bet T made
vou think I was afraid of old Doggs!
He, he, he!” ~

“Why. you-~you
blessed Prussizn—yon—you-

meau,

said Jimmy

Aranigs—you

suid Tubby Muffin. “ Anybody can
stutf you! Ile, he, he!”

And with ihal Reginald Muflin
rolled away lowards the School

Tlouse Jimme Silver & (fo.
after him biankly.
The 2nd Chapter.
Up to Urcle James!

slareny

| {u] expression on his-face when ke

Silver.

“You fellows are awfnlly e-:imple,”b

Jimmy Silwer had a very thought. A

came into the Form-rupm for lesons

that afternoon.
Pucle Junes of Jtookwood wae
feeling ratlios wormied, and it was

Fubby Muflin who was the vause of
the wrinkle in his brow. 2

1L was not exactly Jimmny's business
il the fat Classical landed himsalf in
@ sorape, but as caplain of the Pourth,
end Uncle James geverally, Jimmy
feli, a certain amounnt of responsibility.

For the past wwo or three days
Tubby Mufiin had been relling in
money; simply reeking with curreney
notes, as Arthur Ldward Lovell de-
seribed it.

As Tubby was the most Iinpecuni-
ous fellow al Rookwood. that fact
was in itself sufficiently surprising.

What was more than surprising and,
indeed, alarming, was thal Tubbr
could give no account of the source
of kis sndden wealth. Hea bad made
five or six different statoments, éach
vouflicting with the rest. All that
was certain was Uhat he had .an
apparently unlimited supply of pound
notes.

Jimwy Silver had beeu very uneasy
on tbhal score, for it seemed certain

that 'I'nbby could not possibly have

acquired that exsraordinacy wealth
by any means that would bear in-
vestigtion,

Now, the incident of Tubby's
flight {rom the policemuan puu the Iuf
on, as <Jimmy would: have expressed
il

Only 2 guiliy vonscienoe conld have
mrade Mufhin fee in dire terror at the
mere sight of P.-e. Boggs.

At the sight of that portly zentle-
mat, 2oding majestically towars the
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schopl gates, Tubby had jumped to
the terrified conclusion that Mr.
Boggs was coming to Rookwood—
after him !

There could be no further doubt on
the matter, and, naturally, Jimmy
was worried, L

If Tubby had obtained these pound-
notes surreptitiously, as seemed cer-
tain, discovery and exposure could not
long be delayed; and it was distinetly
unpleasant to ihink of the police
visiting Rookwood in search of a
thief.  Mareover, if such an awful
thing happened ou the Classical side,
the Modern [ellows certainly would
never let the (lassicals hear the end
of it.

Jimmy Silver glanced several times
at Muffin in class that affernoon.

Tubby seemed quile at his ease
again.

His fat brain could not take in more
ihan one thing at a time, and, having
been relieved of his terror, he had
apparently dismissed it from his mind.

Tt was Tubby who was in a scrape;
but.evidently he was Jess concerned
about it:than Tnele James. |

Jimmy-Silver did not give his whole
attentton:, t¢ Mr. Bootles that after-
noon, : He thought out the problem
of Mufin during class. and made up
his mind that something had to be
done, and that it was up to him to
~en to it.

After lessons, Jimmy joined the fat
(lassical as the Fourth came out of
their Form-room. 1le tapped Muffin
on the shoulder.

“Conte no to my study, Muffin!”
he said guietly,

Tubby-eyed him suspiciously.

“What for?” he inquired.

1 awantto spenk to you serionsly.”

“Rots! If you're going 1o begin
your rofien suipicions again you can
leave e  alone” rvetoried Tubby
Muffin.. “ Besides, I'ra going to have
eg with Peale.” ¢

“You'd better—"

“Rot !

Tabby Muffin rolled away, leuving
Lthe eaptain of the Fourih nonplussed.
1 was not easy io help u fellow who
wad 0 amazingly obluse as Reginald
Menffin

Muflin juined Peele and Laitrey
and trower in the passage, und went
up the staircase with then.

Peele & Co. were very cordial to
Tubby. "Pheir inanners 1o him had
been quite honeyed ever since his re-
murkable accession to wealith. The
black shieey of Roolwood had niade
quikts @ ~good thing out of Muffin
durty? ths: last day or two. Muffin
had thdeding quite 2 “*sport,” and
revelled in banker sid nap in Pesle's
study, with the result 1that a consider-
able murnber of his mysierious pound-
notes had passed inle Peele & Co.’s
keeping. -

“*Penny for thent, old seont!™ said
lovell, clwpping Jimmy Silver on the
shoulder.  ss the captain of ihe
Fourth stood in deen thought.

Jimmy Etarted. !

“T1 was thinkine about Moffin-——"

“Oh, boiher Muffin?! Come along
to thé cricket."”

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“Bamething’s zob to be done about,
Muffin, Loveil.” he said. “Yon saw
what happened this aflternoon?”

“Muffin thought he was fouud
out, "™ mid. Arthur Bdward, with a
chuckle, "% He wasn’t, as it turned
out ™"

“But he will be.”

“Very likely.”

“Ha ron’i have come by all that
money honesily, "
eourse ha can't! Every follow
rirth kas made npr his mind
3 id Lovell.  *“Even Leg-
gott won't teuch his money. Fellows
won't even let him square up his old
debts with it.  Only Peele. and I
fancy Deele will be sorey for it when
the truth comes ouh.™ .

*ubhy’s such g silly ass. gondiiess
knows what he way have donre,"” said

1

hun.

Jimmy. “I'm going to see if I can
do anything. Come along with me!

“What about the cricket?”

“ Bother the cricket!” |

“Oh, all right!” said Avthor
Edward, with a yawn. )

And he followed Jimmy Silver up
to the Fourth Form passage. .

Thete was a sound of cheery voices

in Peele’s study. Jimmy knocked at’

the door, and turned the handle: but
the door was locked. He rapped
again sharply. s ]

“YWho's there?” called out the voice
of Cyril Peele. '

£ n the door!”

“That you, Jiramy Silver?”

“Ves. Let me in!”

“You're not wanied here,”
answered Peele coolly. “Drop in
somewhero else, where your com:

pany's wanted, old top.”’ 2

And there was a chortle in the
study. i

“1f you don’t open this door at
ouce, Poele,” said Jimmy Silver, very
quietly, “PIl give you the licking of
your life presently.” !

“What do you want?!”’
PPeele. “We're busy here.”

“1 know that! I want Muffin!”

“Oh, go away, Jimmy Silver!”
cane Muffin's voice. “I don’t want
any more of your gas. You buzz
off 7

“J.et me in at once. Peele.”

There was some hesitation in the
stully, hut Cyril Peele unlocked the
door at last. Jimmy Silver strode in,
followed by Lovell.

growled

The 3rd Chapter.
The Exact Facts!

Tubby Muffin was seated at the
table, and there was a “hand ° of
cards in his fat, grubby fingers. Pegle
and Lattrey and Gower were stand-
ing, and they were looking black.

“Well. now you're here, what do
you w7 demanded Peele, his
narrow eyves glittering at the captain
of ihe Fourth.

Jimmy kicked the daor shul hehind

“Put ihose cards away ™ he said.

* Look here e

“You'd better!™

“Do you want to be chucked o
of this study on vour neck? de-
manded Lattzey belligerently.

“Yes, if you can do il said
Jimmy contempivously. “Try it on,
thae three of you!"

“Do!™ grinned  Avibur  Bdward
Lovell, pushing baek his cuffs,

Peaele & Co. scowled, bat they did
ot “try it on.”” They had had ex-
perience ot {lie hard hiiting of Uncle
Janes, of Rookwood, and 1t was not
an experience they cared to repeat.

Peele gathered up the cards, and
threw thew into the table-drawer.

“Well, what wow? he said,
belween his teeth.
“look here, Jiunmy——" began

Tubly Mufin.

“You fat idiot——"

1 say, Jinmy, you sit down and
fake a hand,” suggesied Muffin. “Be
a sport, you know—Dbe a man—like
me!”
< “You erass duffer ! said Jimmy.

“Well. thon. louve a chap alone !
snid Muffin. " It's no bizney of yours
it 1 have a iitlle Hutier. [ suppose.
I can affovd if.”

“Can you!" said Jimmy Silver
grimly. “Suppose | were {0 tell you
that Bobhy Boggs 1s downsiairs, ask-
ing for you?”

“Wha-a-ar ™

Tubby Muffin leaped to his feet, his
fat face blanching.

“Oh! Ow! D-d.dan’t tell him I'm

hers!” he gasped. “I-1 say,
Jimmy, stand by an old pal! I-I
say-u—'’

“He's not  dewnstairs,”’  sajd
Jimnrv.  “ He's not at ‘Rookuwood al

all. you chump!”

“Oh ! gaspwed Muffin,

He sank into his chair again, palpi-
tating. '

“You—yon rolter io scare me lize
that!” he stultered.

“Why should v scare you?” asked
Jimmy caustically.

“ Tt—it, doesn’t, of course. I—T was
ouly joking.” Tubby Muffin blinked
uncasily at Peele & Co. “Don't you
follows take uny mnotice of Jimmy
Silver. He's only talking out of his
hat.”

Bui Peele & Co. were looking star-
tled now. Tuhby's sudden terror had
impressed them: queerly.

“You fellows have been
money out of Muffin,” said
Silver quietly.

“We may have won a little,”
Lattrey sourly. “No bizney
yours!”’

“It may be the business of the
police.”

& ‘iihat?ﬂ

“That money does not belong to
Muffin. 1 suppose you know that
currency uotes are numbered, and
can be traced? If you pass z single
note that you've got from Muffin you
can be arrested along with him when
the police get on the track!” .

“The palice!”

“ Arrested!”

“Good gad!” §

Peele & Co. were grave enough
now, /

“T—I say—"" hegan Muffin.

Peele intorrupted hin

“Do you mean to say that Muffin
stole those notes, Silver?”

“Where else could he have got
them?” snapped Jimmy. “Cortainly
he never camo by thern hanestly.”

‘HI___I say 5

“He told us—"
looking very scared.

“He's told no end of varns, all dis-
agreeing with one another. He was
frightened out of his wits by the
sight of a policeman to-day. You all
saw how he luoked when I mentioned
Bobby Bougs just now.”

Pecle gave the fat Classical a
bitler look.

The black sheep hed taken a good
deal of trouble to relieve Tubby of
his pound notes: and it: was not agme-
able to learn that they had to part
with their plunder for their own
safety, :

“Where «id vou get the moncy,
Muffin?” asked- Peele.

“ My uncle sent jt—" .

“You told us your father,” growled
Latirey. =

“T—I mean my {fathey—"

“You all know that Muffin's people
are poor,” =zaid Jimmy. “And i
they were rich, his father wouldn’t
tet him have a stack of money like
that.  Muffin, why don't you have
sense cnough to own up? Can’t you
see I'm trying to help you?”

“Look hore——""

“You tust ake thal woney to Lhe
police-station,” satd Jimmy Silver.
“ Al the sooner the better. Or vou
can go to the Head.”

“You silly ass!™ howled Tubby
Muffin.  *1t's my money !"

“He saya il's his,” said Gower, “{
don't soe how he can have stolen it
How could he?”

Do you ihink I'n o thiel, Jinmy
Silver?” hooted Muffin.

“1'm blessed o T know what to
think I answered Jimmy., 1 know
ithe moncy isn’t vours, and T kuow
yoir ave afreid of a policeman coming
afier you for . Tell me the trath,
AMufin, for your own sake. Where
did you gel it?"

“NHhe—the fuct je—-""  Tubby
paused.  “Now, I'm going to fell
vou the exact facts, Jimmy, The—
the other duy. in Rookham, 1—I—I
mel a kind old gentlemsn—-"" .

“\What?”

“A kind old gentleman—same as
vou read of in story-books,” said
Tubby. ‘‘He patted me on the head,

elting
immy
* said

of

s
began Gower,

and told me T was like hiz own dear
little boy

“Ehv?

“ And gave me a hundred pounds,”
said Tubby.

e juniors
Tubby Muffin.

Tubby was well known to be the
biggest duffer at Rookwaod: but that
even Tubby should suppose that a
yarn like this would go down, was
amazing.

“You—you met a kind old gontle-
man,” said Lovell dezedly. *'He—
he patted you on the head and gave
you a hundred pounds.”

* Fxactly '

“Well, my bat!” said Peele.

“Now I've explained, perhaps
you'll let the matter drop,” said
Tubby Muffin, with dignity.

stared blankly at

“You—you—you—there isn't =
word for yon!" 'stuttered Jimmy
Silver, ““Peele, 1 suppose you can

see now that Muffin is lying, and the
money doesn't belong to him.”

“I supnose so!” growled Peele.

“You'd better give him back the
notes youw've welshed from him,”
grinned Lovell. “Otherwise, you'll
go to chokey with him when the time
comes,”

“You haven’t anything more to tell
me, Tubby?” asked Jimmy Silver,
not unkindly.

“Nothing; I've told you the exact
facts now.”

“Well, if you won't be helped, I
can't help you,” said Jimmy. *‘You
will have to take your chance, Come
on, Lovell1”

The captain of the Fourth quitted
the study wilh his chum. Tubby

"laoked relieved when they had gone,

and bestowed a genial grin on Pecle
& Co.

But ihe black sheep of the Fourth
did not look genial. They were not
al all particular: bul they did not
dare to touch money that had
obviously beeén obtained by 'ways
that are dark.”

The three young rascals were moing
through their pockets now. They
were feeling deeply thankful that
they had not. as yet, passed any of

the pound notes they had obtamed”

from Reginald Muffin,

“Shell ont!” said Peele gloomily.

“Yes, rather! JI—I say, we've had
rather an cscape!™ gasped (fower.
**Suppose — suppose  they'd  been
found on us, by the bobhies——"

“0Oh gad!” said Lattrey,

Tubby watched the three juniors in
surprise, 28 they threw the pound
notes on the tabie Lefore him. There
was qguite a pile of them.

“Wha-a-at's ihat for?” asked the
fat Clussteal.

“Take thepy up

“PBui—hut —"

“Take them up, every one. or 1'll
wring  vour fat neck!”™ said Peele
savagely,

*Oh, T osad

Pueele made a arride towards Muflin,
vud the fae Classical hastily gathered
up the notes, . 3

“Now wet out of ‘this study, you
far thief !™

“T—] say. ain't we going to play

pn

snapped Peele,

bauker?” exclaimed Muffin.
“No, you crass dummy!  Cet
oul !

“But—bui I say—here, hands off,
vou beast!™ roarod Muffin, as Cyril
Peele grasped him by the collar,

Tubby Muffin wenl spinning {o the
door,

“Kick hitn oni ! shouted Peele.,

* Yarooooh!™

Tubby Muffin serambled up in the
doorway, and the three yvoung rascals
rushed after him. It was some solace
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| possession of the police.

to Peele & Co.; after the loss of their:
plunder, to “take it out ” of Reginald -
Muffin.

Three boots landed together on’
Muffin’s fat person, and he went head-
loxg into the passage, roaring.

ecle slammed the door after him.

“What a go!” mumbled Gower,
“I—T"m rather glad Silver caine herc
and—and told us—"

“We're well out of that, anyhow,”
said Peele. *“ But thst fat idiot—he's
been changing the notes at the school
shop and at the tuckshop in Coombe.
He will get lunded !

“Berve him right!”

“Yes, rather!”

“Yah! Rotters!” came 2 howl
through  the  kevhole. “Yah!.
Welshers! Yah!™ :

And then Tubby Muffin departed..

The 4th Chapter.
The Blow Falls!

“Old Sharp!”

Momington of the Fourth made the
remark, zs he glanced out of the-
doorway of the School House, :

Tubby Muffin was coming along’
from the staircase, and he gave a
Jump as he heard Morny's words.

“Old Sharp!" he repeated faintly.

“It's lInspector Sharp, of Reok-
ham,” said Erroll. *“What's the
matter with you, Muffin?”

Tubby Muffin blinked at him-
dazedly. His fat face had changed
colour, and his podgy knees were
knocking together,

Valentine  Mornington
hin::i with a griut.1

L suppose  he’s comin’ for you, -
Muffin, what?”’ he said g\éhiilly.
“This is what comes of gettin’ rich
quick.”

There was a chuckle from some of
the juniors. Tubby Muffin did not
eed. He dragged himself to the
dogrway aud looked out. The tall
Ligure of Inspector Sharp, of Rook-

looked at

“ham, was in fnll view, striding from -

the gates towards the house. - “Tubby -
Muffin jumped back. g

“Is—is—is he coming herei” he .
gasped.
~ "'Yes, he's comin’ |
mgton,

“Oh dear!™ 5!

Tubby Muffin scuttled away along
the passage. The juniors looked at
one angther,

“Well, my hat!" gaid
Grace.  “That looks—-"

“Wae shall know now, soon, where
Muffin got his vast wealth from !”
chuckled AMeornington,

Tubby Muffin had taken cover in a
recess in the distance.  But -he peered
out, and discerned Tupper, the.page,
s}wo;’;ing the inspector lo thé Head's
stuay. :

The police-inspector from Roakham
had come lo ser Dr. Chisholm! For
what ? : i

It scemed to the wretched Tubhy
that he could already feel the cold
coniact of handenfis on his wrists!

He crept out of his hiding-place,
and blinked aloug the corridor on’
which the Heod’s door opeved. It
was  empty:  and Tubby., taking
courgge 1 both hands, as it were,

grinned Morn-

Putty

i crept along the passage to Dr.. Chis-

holm’s door. I felt that he had to
know. And Tubby was not particular-
about  the method by which he
abfained information. 3 o

As he crouched, palpitating, outside: .
the study door, the deep voice of the
Rookham  inspeetor  was. - plainly
audible from within. i

“Wour notes bavesbeon traced—-"

“Burely not in cannection with
Rockwood !" interrupted the voice of
the Head,

1 am sorry to say—yes.”

“ Bless my soul !” .

“You will doubtless remember, Dr.:
Chisholm, the arrest of a couple of
counierfeiters in 1his neighbourhood,
A guantity of forged curreney notes’
was found, but it was known that"
more existod, and one of the prisoners
confessed that he had thrown away
several packets of ‘them in his flight,.

i on Coombe Heath, Some of them

have been found, but not, I tinnk, all, -
The notes recently passed in Coombs. .
are clearly the work of the same.
gang.,  Whether a ronfederate is
still at lurge, or whether someone has
found the forged notes, is what ws
have to ascertain.”

Tubby Muffin trembled.

“RBut———"" began Dr. Chisholm.

“Four notes were passed at Mra,
Wicks’ shop in Coombe an Wed-
nesday afternoon,” gaid the inspectar.
“These notes arée now -in the
They were
passed by a Rookwood boy.”

e it possible 7 His name

“ Muffin I” .

“There is 2 hoy here of that name,
in the Fourth Form. But surely it is
not possible———" ;

“Unfartunately, there is np doubt
about ihe miatter:  Mrs. Wicks 1s
positive.  She was greatly surprised .
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at finding so much money in Muffin’s
possession, as she states that Le is
generaliy far from flush with money—
he has often souzht to run an account
at her shop. On this occasion he had
an apparenily unlimited supply.”

* Bless, my soul!”

“Of course, the boy may have come
innocently into the possession of the
forged notes. It is—ahem !—possible.
But I must see him, and——"

1 will send for him at ouce

Tubby Muflin jumped away from
the [lead’s door, and darted down the
Passage.

To get away—to hide himself some-
where—that was the only thought in
the wretched junior’s brain.

He scuitled up the stairs two at a
time. and fled along the Yourth-
Form passage,

Jimmy Silver & Co. were al tea,
when the door of the end study was
burst suddenly open, and the fat
Classical bolted in.

“ Jimmy-—"

Tubby recled breathlessly against
the table. There was a yell from
George Raby, who was raising a tea-
cup to his lips, ¢ tea went into
his collar instead of his mouth.

“Yooon! You fat villain!”
howled Rabv., jumping up.

“Jimmy 1

“1old on, Raby, old sport!” said
Jimmy Silver, restraining his excited.
chum, “there’s something tho matter
with Muffin ”

“There’s going to be! I'il—"

"“Hold on!”

“Jimmy !”  Tubby Muffin fell on
his fat kmees. “I—1 say—Jimmy—
save me, old chap! Hide me some-
where 1"

The Fistical Four were all on their
foet now. Even Rabyv restrained his
wrath, as he saw the deadly terror in
Muffin’s blanched face.

“What on earth’s the matter with
the drmmy?” he execlaimed.

“Hide ma!” babbled Muffin.

Jimmy Silver hastily closed the
studv door. He could see that the
climmax had come at last.

“What's happened, Muffin?”* he
asked quietly,

“He—he—he’s here!”

“ Wha's here ?”’ -

“0ld Sharp—Inspector Sharp, from
Rookhrm ! . :

“\Well 2

“He's after me!” moaned Tubby
Mufiin.

“What for?”

*The—the counterfeit notes!”

L1}

The 5th Chapter.
Uncle James Does His Best.

** Counterfeit notes!”

Jinmy Sidver & Co. repcated the
words in a sort of chorus,

Tubby Muffin groaned.

“I—l didn’t know they werse
counterfeit—till I heard Bulkeley
telling Neville last night. Oh dearl
1—I thought they were all right.
Now I shall be sent to prison! Oh!"”

Jimmy’s face was very grave.

“Why couldn’t you tell me the
truth when I asked vou, you utber
idiot?” he muttered. *I wanted to
help you. Now it’s too late !”

“Ow! You—you can hLelp me,
somehow—hide me—"

“You can’t be hidden, you duffer!
How do you kpow Inspector Sharp is
here after you?”

“I've heard him speaking to the
Head. The Head's going to send for
e

* Phow ! murmured Lovell.

Jimmy compressed his lips.

*“Tell me the truth now, Muffin— |-

quick! Where did you get the
notes ?” -

“I—I found them 1"

“Found them!”

“Yes, last Wednesday, on ihe
heath.” Kven Tubby realised now
that is was time to be explicit. “Yoau
fellows remember—I. came after you
for the picnic, and you dodged mie.
‘Then some of the Baﬁshot Bounders
got after me, and I fell into a lLollow
—and there=it was a packet, you
know, '‘and I found it, and—and’
opened it, and it was chock full of
pound notes. I—I never knew they
were forged notes—I’d forgotten all
about those counterfeiters—that was
months ago——"

Tubby Muffiu gasped, out of
breath.

“You thought they were genuine
noles ?”

“Yes, yes!”

“And you kept them?” shouted
Lovell. :

“I—I—findings keepings, you
know.” stammered Muffin.

* (Good heavens ! muttered Jimmy.

For once even TUnecle James, of
Rookwood, was faken utterly aback,
und hopelessly nonplussed.

I1ad he been dealing with anv other
Rookwoeod fellow, Jimmy would have
washed his hands of the matter there,
and then, But with Tubby Muffin it.
was different. Unscrupulous young

rascal as he confessed himself to be,

b

Jimmy knew that it was rather crass
slupidity than dishonesty that had
actuated him. The wretched pretext
of “findings keepings ” had been
enough to impose on Muffin’s abtuse
brain, and silence the voice of con-
seirnce,

Jirmmy feit that Lie conld not leave
the young rascal to his faie. RBug
how was he Lo help him?

“You've passed some of the notes,
haven't you?” said Raby, aghast.

. “Ye-e-s, four, in Coombe. The
mspector's got hold of those mow.
And about six at the school shop—-"*

“ And the rest 7"

“I've got the rest in my study
and o

“You say Inspector Bharp is here
now ¥

‘*He's with the Head.
talking—I heard #

There was a step in the passage.
Tubby Muffin, with a gasp of terror,
bolted under the table.

The door opened, and Dulkeley, of
the Bixth, looked in. e glanced
round the study.

it all,

They wero

“Muflin not here? Dash
where has the fellow got to? The
Head wants him at once. Tf you see

Muftin, Silver, tell him he's wanted
in the Head’s study immediately.”

Without waiting for a_repoly, the
Rookwood captain passed on along
the passage.

Lovell shiit the door softly.

“Oh dear!"” came a groan from
under the table.

“He's gone; you can come out,
Muffin,” muttered Jimmy Slver.
“What on earth’s going to be done,
yout follows ?" )

Arthur Edward Lovell shook his
head.

“Blessed if I know! We ean’t heln
him. He'd better go to the Head and
make a clean breast of it.”

Tubly Muffin crawled out from
under the table with a face like chalk.

“1—1 can't go to the Head,” he
whimpered. “I1—1 shall be arrested. |
I—I can’t, you know !”

“You sce, he's passed the no@.es,:’
said Jimmy, helplessly. “ He didn’t
know they were forged, but he knew
they weren't his. I—I don’t know
what they’ll do to him. Take him
into custody, 1 suppose.”

There was a dismal howl from
Tubby.

“C-c-can’t you help a fellow,
Jinmy 7" he stutlered. “I say, old
chap, il’s up to you, you know.
You help me out, old fellow. I—I—

‘T'll neverdo it sgain.”

Jimmy wrinkled his brows® in
thought.
“I1f only you'd been decent enough

to take the notes to the police-station,

as you ought—" he multered. = I
suppose you're more fool than
rogue ! But now—-— Hold on;

you say you've got all the notes, ex-
cepting six you've handed in ai the
school shop, and four in Coombe?’

“Yes, Peele’s given me back all
he won!”

“That’s tep missing,” said Jimmy.
““We can get the six back frowm the
sergeant at the shop. Tl see him.
Muffin can sell his bike later and
pay hun—--"

H1—T1 say, Jimmy—-"

“Well 27

“I—I don’t want to sell my bike.
C-¢-pouldn’t you sell your bike?”

“You fat fool!” satd Jimmy
Bilver, in concentrated tones. “ Do
you want to be kept out of a reforma.
tory, or not?” :

“Ow! Ye-e-es, of course! TI—
I'll sell my bike—""'

“You're nob supposed Lo know, so
far, what the Head wants you for.
They don’i know you were spying al
the keyhole. If you could get clear,
and take the notes io the police-
station in Coome, now—-""

“IE1” said Lovell.

“We've gol Lo belp the fool some-
how, you fellows; he can't help being
a born idiot; but a magisirate
wouldn't kaow him as we do.
here "—Jimmy Silver spoke rapidly

~—*this 'i1s the best I can think ot.

T'll cut down to the school shop and
get the notes back from the sergeant.
You got Muffin’'s bike oul on ihke
road, Lovell 2

“And what then ?”

“Muffin must sneak out by the
back slairs, without being seen, and
buzz down Lo Coombe, and hand in
the notes at the police-station. That,
¢ all he can do now. He will have
to face the imspector, and the IHead
after, But it will be something
his favour il he's doue the right
thing--whal he ought to have done
ab first.

“Yes.” gasped Muflin, 1= sup-
poss T shall have to paci with 1hem,
IVs ralher hard !

“What *” yelled Jimmy.

“I-1 meun, I'm anxious to parl
with them!” gasped Muffin. *'That’s
what T-—T meant to say.” g

10 you dan’t do.exaclly as I tell

You nodarstand, Maffin»*

Rab

you, T'll leave you to face the music
on your owpn,” said Jinnny Silver,
with campressed lins.  “If vou've got
any sense, you may gel .off with a
flogging; but if vou play the ox,
you'll go 1o a reformatory. . Under:
stand 77

‘A(ka!”

“You cut along to Muflin’s study
and gel lhe notes, Raby. Tell him
where they are, Muffin, . I'll see tha
sergeant, Wait here till I come
back, and keep under the table if any-
body comes along.” ;

“Ye-ees!” gusped Muffin.

Jimmy. Silver hurried cut of the
and study.

He realised very clearly that he
was taking a risk in -helping the
wretched junior whose greed had
landed him in such a scrape, but
Uncle James of Rookwood: felt that
it was up lo him. Tubby's punish:
ment, in any case, was likely to be
severe enough.

Downstairs, & mencral inquiry was
going on for Tubby Muffin. Great
excilement  reigned among  the
Juniors.  Jimmy Silver hurried out

of the School House, and cui across
to the shop in the old clock-tower.
kept by Sergeant Ketlle,

| MH!_!II

‘The old

i

I

counterfeit notes, which Raby had
{faiched from their hiding-place in his
study.

“Here you are, Muffin—put these
with lhe rest!” said Jimmy Silver.
5 va”you’ve got to get to Coomba
as——

Arthur Hdward Lovell came into
the siudy.

“I've put the bike out on the
road 2

“Uoud! Now Tubby’s got to gev
out withoul being seen. Come on,
Tubby. You watch ab the end ot
the pasage, Newcome!”

“Right-ho !

“I-1 say!” stammered Tubby.
“BSuppose I'm seen—-""

“You've got to risk that!”

“0Obh dear!”

Mornington was in the passage
when the juniors came out of the
end sludy. He grinned at the sight
of Mufhy, but! made no remark.
Jimmy Silver led the fat junior
hastily down by the back stairs. That
gave access to the unexplored regions
“below slairs,” where, of course, the
seareh for Tubby did not extend. In
a few minutes Tubby and Jimmy
were in ihe kitchen garden, and

TUBBY’S APPEAL!

—save me, old chap !

Muffin.

Sdimmy 1M
fat knees,
Hide me somewhere !
Four were all on their feet and were startied by the terror in
the fat junior’s blanched face.
with the dummy ? » exciaimed Raby. ‘ Hide me !'' babbled
‘* What's happened ? * asked Jimmy Silver quietly.
‘' Old Sharp—lnspector Sharp from Rookham—he’s here ! ™
howled Tubby.

Muffin fell on his
f l—l—say—Jimmy
The Fistical

““ What on earth’s the matter

>

sergeaniicame out of his litlle parlour
as Jimmy ran in., Jimmy lost no
Lime-in explatning. .

* Muffin’s changed soms notes with
you lately. sergeant—--*"

*Yes, Master Silver.”

“Haye you still got dhem ?”

“They've in the  till, Masler
Silver,” said the sergeant,’in surprise.
“I ’ope there’s nothing wrong with
them !

“The fact is, there is. J—I'm
afraid they're . not good,” =aid
Jimmy. “Muffin never meant to

pass bad moncy on you, of course.
He didn't know. Will vou give them
te me. sergeant? Muffin's going to
take them to ihe police-station. Tl
see that' you are paid the amount.
You can take my word, My, Ietlle?”

* Certainly, Master Silver. If
they'ro bad, [ don't wani them, buf
I can’t afford to lese the money—"

“My word on that, sergeant.!”

AL vitghi, Mastey Silvor; T know
| van trosk yon- -which T wonldn’t say
the svme ol Master Moflin.™?

Amd ihe sergeani sorted out lhe
falf-dazen ponnd notos, and handed
them to Jimmy Silver.  Greally re-
Tieved, the captain of the Fourlh
hurvied baek Lo the Bchool House.
In & few minutes he was in his study,
and Newcanie were theve, wilh
Tubby Mufie. Tubby's pockets

were bulging with the puckages of

Jimmy helped ihe fal Classical out
over the tradesmens’ gate.

Tubby grunted, and dropped into
the road auiside.

“Now cut off! Lese mno dime,
Tubby 17
“Ow! All right!”

A minute later, and Tubby was
heard grunting over his handle-bars, -

Jimmy Silver returned slowly
to the School House. He had done
all he could. Tt was for Tubby
Muffin to face the rest.

The 6th Chapter.
Muffin's Reward !

Y Where's Muffin 7"

“Whern on ecarth is Muffin 2"

Fellows wore asking that question
up anid down and yound about, and
nobody scemed able to give an
answer.

Bulkeley and the other prefects
were searehing  for  Muffin, with
frowning faees,

Dr. Chisholm, in his study. was
wailing for Mufliv-—acinally waiting
for a junior of the Fourth Form
Inspuctor Sheaep. of Reaokhamn. was
waiting with him; but that did not
maller o much. '

Bt Muffin was not 1o be found.

The follows who knew anything
about him were cavefal to keep their
owy counsel, and Bulkcley of the

Sixth had to return’ to the Heads

study at last with the. information
that Muffin could not be found.

“Doubtless the boy is out of gates,
Mr. Sharp!” the ¥ecad remarked,
when Bulkeley was gone. “If you
would care to wait-——7

“I am bound to wuit,” said Mr.
Sharp. *“It is absolutely neceasary
for me to see, Muffin. .. 1t may be
necessary for me to take him away
with we.” .
Whereal the Head bit his underhip
ard,

So the inspector waited, and there

was a dismal intermittent eonversa-
tion in the 1lead's study for some
{lime.
A shout in the quadrangle drew
the Head's attention to the windew
at last. He glanced out. © The fat
figure of Tubby Muffin was rolling
towards the house, and a crowd of
fallows were gatherine round him.

“You're wanted, Mufin——--">

“The Head-—-—"

fellow !”  said

“Don’t shove a
Tubby Muffin. “Tf the Head wants
me, I don’t mind going!”

“Old Sharp’s with him !
Peele, uneasily.

“T don’t mind!” said Tubby
Muffin airily. '

Ile rolled into the house, where he
found Jimmy Silver & Co, waiting
for. him with anxious faces.

HGo to the ITead at once, Tubby !”
said the captain of the Fourth, in a
ow voice.

“T'm going.”

“Tell him the whole truth—"

“T hope you don’t think I'm likely
to..lﬁ’hél?!'mthﬁl]’ Silver.”

said

“T've nothing to be ashamed of, T
suppose,”” said Tubby Muffin, blink-
ing at him. “T've done the right
thing, haven’t 1? If you ask me,
Silver, T think I come out of this
affair with eredit.”

Jimmy Silver stared. i

“Well, I hope the Head will think
$0.” he gasped. “Mv hat!”

“You leave it to me,” said Muffin,
“It’s all right!” And he rolled on
towards Dr. Chisholm's study,' evi-
dently well satisfied with himself.

The TFistical Four exchanged
glances.

‘!The fat rotier seems to have pot
his nerve back,” said Raby. “Has
he made up some yarn to spin to the
Head "

“Blessed if T know! T hope he
won't be taken away lo chokey, that's
all—not that he doesn’t deserve it!"

Jimmy Silver & Co. waited at the
corier of the corridor. A number of
other fellows gathered round, and
there was a low buzz of voices as the
juniors discussed the situation. Every
fellow there concluded that the in-
spector was ““after’” the money Tubby
Muffin had been showing off of late’:
and Algy Silver, of the Third, stated
his opinion that Tubby Muffin was
going to leave Rookwood, like
Fugene Aram, with “gyves upon his
wrist.” All the fellows wers intensely

- curious, and rather anxious, Lo learn

how the affair would end.

“He’s coming!” breathed Lovell
at last, as a door opened down the
corridor.

Tt was Inspeetor Sharp who came.

Tha tall gentleman passed the
breathless crowd of juniors and dis-
appeared; and he went alone.

“Here comes Tubby !” -

Tubby Muffin emerged from. the
Head's study, and came along the
corridor, looking quite cheerful. He
grinmed as he reached the corner of
the passage, and came to the waiting
eoowd, : ks

“Well 7 exclaimed Jimmy. -

“ Not licked, sacked, or arrested ?”
asked Mornington, with a chuckle.

Tubby raised his fat eyebrows.

“ Nothing for me to be licked for.
15 there?” he asked. “I’ve done
nothing. I explained to the Head
hOW ”n

claimed Jimmy.

“Clertainly 17
C“And what did you tell him?”
inquired Morntizglon. =

“The exact facts,™

“That your uncle sent you a hun-
dred pounds—-""

“That a kind old geutleman patted
you on the head and gave you—-"
. “Nunno! You fellows know hew
it was,” said Tubby Muffin hastily.
“I found a packet of currency notes
on the heath. I didn’t know they
were forged mnotes—how could I7?
T've just taken them to the police-
station, ‘the proper place for them.
T've told the Head so. That's all 1*

“Yon've been spending the fiotes !
yelled Morningion.

“Not at all. Only four wera miss-
ing—Jimmy got the others back from
old Kettle~I mean only four wers
migsing,” said Tubby. ““The bobbies
liaye them already—got them from
Mys. Wicks. So.that’s all right.

“You told him the truth?” ex-j'

-
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Inspector Sharp asked me why T had
not taken them to the police-station
immediately T fonnd them. ™

“And what did you tell hixa?”

“The truth. of course—I had to
get back to-Rookwood for call-over,”
said Tubby. *‘After that I thought
it out, not knowing what to do with
the stuff, and congulted Jimmy
Silver, as head of the Form. Jimmy
advised mo to take ihem to the
police-stalion, ‘so I took them. The
Haad said I ought to bave taken
them earlicr. Sti]f as I'd taken them
it was proof positive that T never
m%ilaf;‘ ‘1"2 keep them, wasn't it?”

Jimmy Silver gazed blankly at the
fat, self-satisfied ‘Tubby. Tubby
Muffin did not seem to be sware thal
he had departed in any way from the
straight and narrow path of veracity.

“ 8o it was simply a question of the
four notes that wera given to Mrs.
Wicks. ou Wednesday,” rontinued
Tubby Muffin calmly. “That was
easily explained, of course. With my
pockets full of currency notes, '1

mixed some of the counlerfcit ones
with wy own-—""

“Wha-at?"”

“Aned handed the wrong ones io
Mrs. Wicks by mistake,”

SERETY b °

M Simply a4 mistake.  Any fellow
might make a mistake like that,
might’t be? But what do you
thizk *”" added Tubby Muffin warmliy.
“‘Phat inspector ¢hap looked as if he
didn'e half believe me!”

“1)-d-did he?” stuttered Lovell.

“IHa did! Distrustful beast, you
know. Asif a Rookwood ¢hap would
fell any rotten whoppers aboui such
a thing.!” said Tubby Mufin. “Of
course, 1 said I was eorry for the mis-
take, and I shall pay Mrs. Wicks her
four pounds immediately. Some of
you fellows can lend me the monaey,
as I happen to be short of tin. It
wouldn't be right, to let a poor woman
suffer, would it? That inspettor

chap glared at me like a hawk all the
ftime, though I explained everything
in the frankest possible way. I asked

Py
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himm if I was going to have any
reward.”
“Reward !  ejaculated Jimmy
Silver.

“Yes; for iinding the noies, you
know, and laking them 1o tho palice-
station,  "Toin't everr fellow who'd
do it. Some fellows,” said Tubby
loftily. '“would have said thal {ind-
{ngs were keepings, and stuck to the
ot

“Aly only hat!”

“Bo—so-e0 you've got off?”
gaspod Lovell,
“Gob off? OFf course! Tihaven'

done anvthing wrong, have I'?" asked
Tubby Muffin, in surprise.  “1 think
what's happened is very much to my
credit. Old Sharp didn'i seem to
think s0.”

“Well,” snid Jimumy Silver, with
a deap breath. “I’'m glad you're nof
zoing to chokey, though you deserve
to. But I think you ought to be
flogged, yon young rasenl. I don't
believe the Yead will let you off.”

Tubby Muffin sniffed, '
_“The Head said he would think

" (A Splendid Series of Articles

How  many of my readers would
like to wall 400 miles in twelve days
over the fing and almost perfect roads
of England? - Work out the number
of miles per day that one would have
to average on such a walk, and you
will ses that it would take some
doing.  But consider what such a
walk would be over.lonely desert land,
following at times '» bealen, uneven
track, broken up with deep ruts, and
lying. under many inches of grey,
choking dust, called a road; or keep-
ing alongside or walking between the
rails of the railway for company; or
more often -than not finding one's
way ~over strange and waterless
country by the aid of a small pocket
compass !

To walk across desert country and
average thirty-three and a third miles
-per day for twelve days in succession
indeed lakes some doing, but that is
what a friend and I accomplished in
South Africa, when we tramped
across the Great Karoo in Capeo
Colony,

This was the only occasion on
which 1 had auother walker for a
companion, and the tasie he got on
that journey was enough for himn, and
he “gave up.” We had to return
for the time being to Cape Town,
‘from where [ sef out later alone,
taking another route on my' march
northward. My friend was a walker
of 'some note, and it had been his
amBition 16’ keep me company during
my African 'tour.

We set out from Cape Town in the
carly mortiing of a certain day. under
most promising conditions, accom-

paniet by 'a well-known sportsman in'

South Africa, who walked the first
tive niles with us.

The days were stiffing lol, and the
nights were cruelly eold. The pierc-
ang cold winds that always eprang
up st nightfall at this time searched
out the wery marrow of our bones
and froze it.  Although the days were
so unbearably hot, there was always
a heavy frost at night, and in the
early morning we would wake to find
our ‘blankets deep under a white
mantle of frost. Wo only carried one
blanket ¢ach, and so at night we lay
close together, covered by our iwo
kaffir blankets, thin, highbiy-coloured,
and. almost useless articles. The
blankets were on the small size, and
would nst cover two »persons com.
{ortably, so that whenever we moved
to slightly change our position in the
night the other would instantly be-
come uncovered, and ab such .times
tempers would be going. cheap, and
language not always carefully chosen.

About midnight it would become
ioo cold to sleep, however tired we
jwere. and towards two a.m. the tem-
-serature would becoma so unbearable
{we would bave to rise, stiff, miser.
Cable, and aching in every limb, and
stamp about until the sun arose and

deal of eare,

train would he upon us.

*MO- NO!IDID NOT WALK ON THE WAT

By LESLIE WILSON.
dealing with the Author’s Experiences in Different

Parts of the World.)

became warm enough to case our
torture. : '

Night after night we would lay in
the early hours of the evening lalking
of various things—discussing the
day’s walk, our future plans, or even
the: desert around us.

QOur first experisnce of note oc-
curred one dark night soon after we
had crossed the Drakenberg Range.
We were finishing a long day’s walk,
und were walking along in the dark
trying to locate a certuin Duteh vil-
lage. 1t was carly evening, and
should have been moonlight, but
heavy clouds obscured the heavens,
and the darkness was intense. It
was about nine o'clock, and as usual
at that hour it was beginning to get
very vold. As we had lost the poor
track that we had been following all
the afternoon soon after dark, the
finding of the railway track seemed
a godsend to us, and we decided to
follow up the line to our destination,

The rail Jay on the top of a high
embankinenl, with not enongh room
at the sifles for walking. so we had to
make our way in Indian file between
the rails.

The track was o very bad one, and
i consequence we had to step from
one sleeper (o auother, & very uring
way to get along, and one needing a
Ordinary couservution
was oui of the question, and after we
had been walking for somo consider.
able time in silence, my chum, who
was just behind, called {0 me, *1
suy,  take care jyou keep to the
sleepers!  Don’i step in between, for
Heaven’s sake!” J instantly stopped,
for I, too, had noticed something
peculiur about the track we were on.

It did not take wus long, by care-
ful fecling around, peering into the
darkuness, and listening, to come to
the conclusion that we were on a
long bridge of some sort, though of
what description we could noi tell.
Far, far below we could hear the faint
noise of swifli running water, bul
nothing could be seew, cven the
sleepers were not easy o discern in
that pitch bluckuoess.

There was no rail or sides ta the
bridge, and nothing belween the
sleepers and the river far below. It
gave us a bit of a shock io realise
our position, and, to make matters
more uncomfortable, we saw in the
distance bchind us the headlights -of
an approaching train. We knew that
already we had walked a2 good dis-
ance across the bridge, but we had
no means of knowing how far we
wore from the other side.

We decided to go ahead, trusting
to reach the farlher side before the
Picking our
way carefully, but as rapidly as pos.
sible, from sleeper to sleeper, every
now and then turning to note the dis-
tance . of  the  rapidly approaching

train, we made our way. Soon we
heard the faint roar of the fast on-
coming train, and shortly alter we
experienced & new and horrible sensa-
tion as the train reached the bridge
and we felt the tremble of the struc-
ture.

Behind was the train, ahead 2 wall
of blackness, and nothing to show

how near to safely we iight be;
beneath a black void, and somewhere

far below a"swilt-running river. It
left ys no choice but to decide quickly
what we were woing to do, and
within a second our decision was
made, and we were trying to clinb
beneath the bridge.

1 learnt afterwards of the terrible
experience my chum went through,
but he was more foriunate than I,
for he happened by luck to be just
above one of the few supporting
columng of the bridge, and on climb-
ing boneath the bridge he was able
to get astride of a steel girder, io
which, though neurly thrown off at
times, he managed to cling until the
train had passed over his hend and
beyond.

I was less lortunate than my chum,
for on loweving myself from the
givder supporting the sleapers to tha
full length of my arms, 1 was only
able to get the {ce of my jeft foot
on a slight projection—the head of
a nut, I believe—after fceling around
with my feet for some seconds of
dreadful torture.

The pain in my arms and fingers
became greater every moment, and
the cold sweat of fear stood out on
my forehead as T felt my fingers
slowly slipping from their grasp.

over the matier. and decide how fo
deal with me,” said the fat Classical.
“Uhat means lie’s thinking of bhand-
i me a reward, of course. 1 helieve
old Sharp would lave made a fuss,
like a suspirions beast, only for his
respect for the Head. DBlessed if 1 sre
why., Ile's got the notes mow, and
that’s what he wanted; and it was [
that found them. 1 think the IXecad
is going to give mo a reward—or at
least, some sorl of a testimonial.
Don't you, Jimmy? Don’t you think
I deserve it?”

“Oh erumbs! I only hope you
won't geb what you deserve ! gasped
Jimmy SBilver. * Thai's all !

But Tubby Muffin did get what le
deserved.

It did not come in 1the shape of a
reward or of a testimonial.

It came in the shape of a flogging
in Hall,

The Head had thought over the
matter, ag he had promiged, and de-
cided how to deal with Master Muffin.
And that was how he decided !

R e R L

It is a wonder T did"not go mud in
thase minutes of agony, minutes by
the clock, but an eternity as to suffer-
ing.

I bad just decided that it would be
impossible to hold out another minute
in that position, when the terrible
irain went thundering by overhead,
the Hying wheels being but a fow
inches from my hands. My gnp
during this time must have instine-
tively’' become tighter, for it is
nothing short of miraculous how I
managed to hold out. The noise of
the flying train was like dreadful
thundcr, and the wind caused by its
passing rushed at me as if deter-
mined to tear me from my frail hold.

I would have been unable to get
back on to the bridge without the
assistance of my chum, who was able
from his own position to casily regain
the top of the bridge, and he was
just in time to render me aid.

Wa did not stop on the bridge,
though both of us were near a state
of collapse, but, picking our way
aguain from. sleeper to sleeper, we at
last arrived at the end of that awful
bridge, and then, within a few yards
of the line,. we throew ourselves down
on to the ground, absolutely done for.

After we had heen lving there for
what seemed a long time, the moon
ramd from behind the clouds, and we

Thad our firse sight of the bridge, and

the great valley it crossed. and the
sight wo had of that scene only made
the safe crossing of the bridge and
the successful ontcome of our terrible
adventure seem all the more won-
derful.

On the second occasion when I seb
out from Cape Town—this time alone
—1 walked along the south coast io
Port Wlizabeth, and from there I
turned northward once more. Atb
George Town I went ithrough the
wonderful Montagne Pass to Oudt-
shoorn, the greatest ostrich farming
district in the world, returning again
through the pass on my way fo

1 Kuysua and ils forest, where one will

find elephants even 1o ihis day.
UProcceding norih from Port, Kliza-
beili, T passed through Grahamstown,

| Bast London, inta ihe uative lerri-

tory of the 'Lranskel.
1 had a wonderful paiive guide
through most of the Transkei, who

Jouly asked 2¢. 6d. per week wages,

and ls. worth of mealies per week
for food. I hud a nusty stretch across
the Orange River Colony io Bloem-
foutein. but I received such a wonder:
ful welcome in this town-—ithe capital
of the siate—that all the bardships
I had beeu through seemed worth the
while, jusi to experience the wonder-
ful hospitality and kindness of the
people.

And sa it was all through South
Africa, with few exceplions—the
“glad hand” everywhere. and =
wealth of kindness so great 1hat I
never before could have believed one
man could receive or deserve.

Natal came in for u visit, then Pre-
toria, Johannesburg; down to Pot-
chefstroom, and {rom there across ohe
of the most barren stretches of
country T had yet experienced;
through Ventersdorp and Litchens-
burg to Mafeking. This stretch of
country reminded me of some parts
very similar. in India on the plaind.

Mafeking is a name no doubt
fawiliar to all of my readers, for it is
closely associated with the name of
the chief seout-master, Sir Robert
Baden Powell! 1 heord a good many
tales  here. first-hand, about Sir
Robert and his doings in that fown
during irs siege in ihe Boer War. but
space will not allow me o set them
down here. Boon afler leaving Mafe-
king I eniered (hat greal native

*

Al the details of the matter the
Ieod could not know. and Tubhy's
explanations had  been plansible
enoughs but it was clear that the
Head did not consider thai he hac
come ont of the pffair with eredit.

Tubby Muffin's howls were both
loud and deep, aud his indignation
was deeper siitl. By soma mental
process peculiar to his own fat hrain
Tublby had decided 1hat his conduet
throughout (he whole affair was ex-
tremely meritorious, and the Rogzing
came a8 quile o shoek to him.  Bus
there was a plemiful lack of syim-
pathy for the fat eufferer in  the
Fourth Form. The juniars agreed
{hat Reginald Muffin had received
just whiat he wanted, and they clarit-
ablv hoped that it would be a lesson
to him, Certainly Tubby was likely
to think twice befora he dedided, on
another accasion, that Gndings were

keepings.
THE END.

(Next Monday's long, complele
story of Rookwood ¥s entitled, A
Stolen Name!” By Owen Conguest.)

{erritory, Bechuunaland, the home
country of Khama. '

To Khama [ carried an introduc-
ftion, written in his own language.
All speach with this chief had to be
done through an interpreter, for
though the old fellow could both
wnderstand and speak English. he
liked to pretend that he could not
understand any lunguage but his own.

I was made very welcome in his
country, and took part in many. sheot.-
ing expeditions, and recqivell an
authority to hunt in his territory. A
native dance was given in my hanonr,
and when T finally took my departure
into Southern fhodesia 1 received
many native presents from Khama
and the lesser chiefs.

In Southern Rhodesia 1 had an
experience that I shall long remeun-
ber. Here I had r ““boy.” or native
guide, to take me up - the. easlern
side of the railway-track thfough the
bush to ihe Matopo Hills, where lies
the grave of Cecil John Rhodes.

It'was the grave of this gréat man
that I wished very much to-see.

When I could follow the trail my-
self my guide walked a little in my
rear; and one moonlight night we
were walking in this fashion when
the native, who had silently crept up
to my left side, suddenly snatched my
revolver from iis holster, which T
carried on that hip, always loaded,
and ready for instant use. '

Directly the native got possession
of my weapon he turned and ran for
a hill a short distance away, with my-
self ¢lose on his heels. We raced up
that hill in and out among the bushes.
tho native getting a slight lead, and
near the summit I lost sight of him
for a few seconds: but on coming
ou! inte a small clearing on the top
of the rise [ found my guide at bay in
the cenire.

Now, [ knew that for a native, my
guide—who, by the way, 1 called
“ Sixpence ""—was well educated. He
hud beeu through the mission schools,
and had acted on a greab number of
oceasions os  guide to  big game
hunters in the vorth. T also knew
that he was fairly proficient i the
use of firearms, aud even if I had not
known before 1 saw rhen, by the way
he stood and held the weapon, thas
he kuew ihe way to handle a ve-
volver.

The mounlight was shining very
bright, and the scene was almost as
light as day.

It was maddening to be held up at
the point of my own revolver; but

L &7 b T
.;k'i’ e
i R T Sy

There is no comparison in watking
through the beautiful English country
and that of a ionely desort land !
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<he ist Chapter.
Grand Opera at Qunten's Store!
“I guess half Cedar Crock’s here 1™

“Looks like it.”
Richards.

There was a erowd swarming into
th» side cntrance of Gunten's Store,
in Thompson, that Saturday after-
noon.

Frank Richards & Co. had ridden
over early, and they were among the
first.

Chunky Todgers and a dozen other
Cedar Creek ifellows were round
them, and a crowd of the citizens of
Thompson Town.

‘roin within the Assembly Roomi—
as the big room at Gunten's Store
was eulled—came faint strains of
. music. ;

The orchestra was tuning up.

The door of the Assernbly Room
wus not yot open, and the arriving
crowd was wedged in the passage,
which was full to the outer door, and
there was a crowd in the strect out-
side.

The attraction which drew so many
to Gunten's Store that afterncon was
annonnced on larga coloured posters
on the doad walls in Thompson.
Tt was a performance by a travelling
opera  company. - which — greatly
daring—~had ventured up the valley
from thé railway, in the hope of
“making a strike” by breaking up
new ground.

“Carmen.” performed by the
Grand European Opera Company.
was billed all over Thompson, and
crowds of citizens had called in al
the store to take their tickets—prices
from one dollar to five.

Grand opera was an unknown
mystery to most of the Thompson
folk, and it had the charm of novelty
for them.

Cedar Creek School was very well
represented in the crowd.

As Bob Lawless remarked, -half 1he
school bad come, and there was also
a contingent from Hillerest School.

Cedar Creek fellows and Hilloresters
mproved the shining hour while they
waited hy cat-calling to one another
and  exchanging uncomplimentury
remarks.

“Time the blessed door was open.'
suid Chunky Todgers, who, Being
short and fat, was at rather a dis-
advantage in a pressing crowd. “I
say, guess it's jolly warm here!
You fellows hammer on the door.”

“It won't be long now, Chunky.”
said Vere Beauclerc. “ They're tuning
up inside.”’

*“Is that row {uning up?” askad

smiied Frank

Chuuky.
. “Bounds like it !
“Oh gum! I thought they were

 playing something classical. It sounds
JJust like the Smileys’ guartette at the
mission on a musicul eveping,”

“ Betier lot the Smileys hear that !
grinned Frank Richards. “You
won't be asked for any more musical
evenings, vou fat bounder!”

“Hallo—doors’ opening I

The big wide doors of the Assembly
Room were flung open from inside,
and there was a rush in.

Wealthy citizens, who had taken
five-dullat reserved seats, carefully
numbered. wera in no hurry; but tha
common fry were anxious to bag
seats, as 1t was prelty certain there
would not be enough to go round.
Frank Richards & Co, were numbered
among the common fry, and they

scuttled into the big room in great |

haste. Dob ILawless, especially, was
bent upon having a_front seat.’ 1lo
hrad his own reasous for that—reasons

which made his chums chuckle. For
it was not speeially “ Carmen 7 that
Pob had come to see: it was Miss
Clarissa de Vere, who played the part
of Bizet's heroine.

Bob Lawiess, for the first time in
hig youthful caroer, had become aware
of the existence of that Lroublesome
little god, Cupid; and for the present
Miss Clarizsa de Vere hlled up the
whols horizen for the rancher's son.
It was vather ridiculous—poor Dob
was painfully conscinus of that bim-
zelf, If he had not been conscious of

it. certninly the remarks of his chnms
would have enlightened
But there it was!

him.
For the present,

LTED!

A LONG, COMPLETE
STORY OF
FRANK RICHARDS & Co.
AT
CEDAR CREEX SCHOOL.

--.-.«..{:3-..,‘-.
. By .
MARTIN CLIFFORD.

The orchestra had finished the pro-
cess of tuning. It was not a large
orchestra, There was a vicloncello,
three fiddles, and a cornet, with a
piano to give “body > to it. The
piano  belonged to the Assombly
Roonm:, and had seen service. Oun or
iwe of Lthe keys refused to move when
touched, whick was perhaps a litile
disconcerting to the Grand Buropean
pilanist who was scated at the instru-
nient. : :

The staze was of planks, raised &
foct ur so above the level of the floor.
The enrtains of rumpled canvas wera
warked by & couple of men in red
shirls in full view of the andience.

start, and his ever were glued npon
Miss de Vere - if that was her name,
That was the name, at all eventa,
which appeared on the bills.

Miss Clarissa made o very charm-
ing Carmen, and her voice, a very
agreeablo contralte, was pleasant to
hear.

Perhaps Bob was not wholly plezsed
t sen the charmer with a cigarctte
in her pretiy mouth ; et he reflerted
that that wos a part of the play, and
soon recovered from fhe shoek.

When  Carmen  prececded  to
“eanvedle,”  as  Chunky Todgers
exlléd i, with Don Joso, Bob frowned
Ior o moment. But hé happily re-
fectad that Me. Charles do Vere, who
plaved Don  Jose, was Clarissa's
brother, and that it was thercfore
only stage business. Had Don Jose
been anybody else, Bob would have
suffered pangs.

Not a word did Bob speak during
the whale perfermance.

His eves were glued on the stage
while the play wus going on; and in
the intervals botween the acts he sat
perfecily mum.

When the last scone came, the ex-
citement was intense. Don Jose, in
his {atters, -had rounded up Carmen,
80 to speak, at the entrance {o the
arenn, and there was a knife in his
hand--just as in the rehenrsal which
Frank Richards & Co. had interrupted
a few days before in the wood.

With his eyes glittoring, the jealous
lover gripped his knife and closed in
on Carmen, who, as Chunky deseribed
it afterwards, had made him wild by
giving the Toreader the glad eye.

Then there came came a sudden
interruption.

A big red-shirted genileman in the
same row with Frank Riclhiards & Co.
had been watching the scene with
hreathless attention, and as Don Jose
drew his knife and closed in on Car-
men, ihe redshirted gentleman
jumped up, e grabbed a Navy re-
volver feom his Liolt as ho rose.
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HONOUR, INDEED!

‘* My dear, brave boy !" said Carmen softly.
Bob Lawless dared not meet Carmen's eyes as he held out his scratehed wrist

to be tied up. With a deiicate lace handkerchie! Clarissa do Vere bound up the slight injury, Perhaps it
. was as well that Bob did not dare to look the charming voung lady In the face.
" paints on Carmen’s charming countsnance showed up very distinctly, and considerably detracted from her

charms.

‘Lot me bind up your wound.”

At clase view, the grease-

Bob was Hullering like a moth yound
u candle—Miss de Vere being the
eandle ! -

Probably Miss de Veve would have
Lsun greatly amused if she had known
of it Fortunately, she didn’t—sc
far, at all events.

The front heuches in the Assembly
Room were numbered. for the re-
served  seats: but the chums of
Cedar Creek School secured the frst
of the unreserved henches. They sat
in a row there, und Chunky Todgers
wedged in beside them, and Tom
Lowrence and his sister Molly, and
sorme more of the Cedar Creek crowd.
With a ceaselsss frampling of feet, the
crowd pourad in behind, and the seats
Alled rapidiy.

And when the eeats were filed, the
crowed ¢hill came in, dill all available
standing room was laken,

Bvidently the lirst performance of
the Grargl Euvopean Opera Company
 was going to be o suycgess, sa lac
yas the lakings were concerned,

Bui details like that wers of no con.’
sequence; tho opera goers of Thomp-
SOIF Ware 106 particular,

The orchestra had turned on the
merry prelude, to an accompanithent
of seraping boots, creaking benches,
an-d muffled voices. Monsieur Mungo,
manager and conducior, wus cen-
ducting. in evening-clothes—and the
audionce admired his evening-clothes
more than his conducting. “B'iled ¥
shirls were very unconunen in the
little {rontier tuwan of British
Ceolumbia. . ¥

Bob Lawless' cyes weve lixed upon
tho stage, which had been revealed
after some little difficulties with the
curtain had been oveccome.

He was waiting for * Carmen.”
© ¥raonk Richards and Beauelere were
smiling.  They had.come to see the
“show,” but they wern guile aware
that theiv chum was indifferent to the
show, ;

Ifar his eves, only Clarissa existed,

When Carmen enlered Bob gave a

¥ lands up!”
Don Jose gave a jump.
There was a bozz in the Assembly

1.
The red-shirted gentleman, known
locully as Buster Bill. made a bound
through the orchestre. knocking the
agtounded fiddlers righs and left.

With another bound he was on the
atage.

Hiz rovolver bore full upon the
startled Don Joge.  His finger was
oo the trigger.

“Hands up!” he thundered.

The 2nd Chapier. )

A Good Pull-up for Carmen !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

’lhir:mk Richards & Co. burst into a
sell.

Buster Bill was probably paying
lig first visiz o o theatrical perform_
ance, and he had evidently taken the
stage business tvo seriously.  That
wus partly due to the simplicity of a

plainsman fresh from the plains: and
partly, perhaps, to the poient Hre-
water with which he had been re-
freshing himsalf from a Hask at fre-
quent intervals during the perform-
ance,

“Wha-a-at 1™ stammered the
astounded Don Jose, as he looked
into the muzzle of the revolver.

“Hauds up!” roared Buster Bill.
“You low-down, goldarned var.
mint, do you caleulate you are going
to stick that purty critter under my
eyes?”’ s

“Oh, Lord!”

“Drop that sticker, and put up
your paws, or I guess I'll make a
colander of ya!” &

“Ha. ha, ha!™

“Order 17

“3it down !

“lood old Busier!”™ came a roar
from a group of cowboys at the back
of the crowded room. “Go it,
Buster !”

Buster Bill did not need the en-
couragement. Ho was going it. His
eyes gleamed at Don Jose over the
levelled revolver with a deadly glare,
and his flinger was on the trigger.

Don Jose gasped.

There was no help for it. Ha
dropped the knife with a clank on
the stage, and elevated his hands over
his head.

He did not belong to the West,
but he knew enough of Western ways
not to attempt to argue with a
levelled revolver, with a ‘excited
man's finger on the trigger.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Frank
Richards. g

Carmen was shrieking.

Don Jose's dagger had not scared
her; she was used to that; she had
died 2 hundred times by the sume
dagger, so she was naturally accus-
tomed to it. But Buster Bill's re.
volver scared her very much. She
was not accustomed to that.

**That's  Dbetter you  skunk!™
growled: Buster Bill, as Don ‘Jose put
up his hands. *‘Keep them wup, or
T'll deill you before you dun say “ No
sugar in mine! 7 4oE s

“ You—you—" gasped Don Jose.

“You shet up! I don’t want to
hear you chew the rag. Keep your
hands up, or you’re a dead galoot!”

*Go it, Buster !

“Wing him, Buster!”

The cowboys were bawling frem
the back in grest delight. Monsieur
Mungo was waving his arms in wild
excitement, aud jabbering incompra:
hesible French. “A nous! Helps!
Clest un fou! Policemans! Envoyez
policemans! Vat is all zat? Allez-
vous-en! (o avay viz you! Na tirez
pas! Mon Dieu!” 5

Beohind the scenes all ‘the startled
company: were peering out in amaze-
ment and terror.

Buster Bill held the stage.

Influenced by mingled chivalry and
fire-water, he looked very much in-
clined to make a terrible example of
Don Jose an the spot.

“Don’t you be afearded. miss!” he
said veassuringly ta Carmen, “Ive
got him covered. He won’t hurt you
now.”

“Oh, by Jove!” stuttered TDon
Jose. “You drunken fool, get off
the stage!”

“What?” i

“Clet off 17 L

“You call me yames, you skunk!™
rosred Buster Bill in greut indigna-
tion. *1 guess—-" 2

“Order!”

“Uvo it, Busier!™

“Help!" shrieked Carmien:

Bob Lawless jumped up ,in his
place. Two bounds landed him eon
the stage, and he sprang towards
Buster Bill.

He seized the big catlleman's arm
and dragged it down. i

Crack!

The revelver rang out.

Whether Buster Bill intended to
fire al the hapless Don Jose or notb,
the revolver esploded as Lils arm was

dragged down.  Tortupately, the
buliet only ploughed through the
planks.

Most of the sudictice were yelling
with laughter, but with the potent
ire-water working on Buster Bill’s
excited brain the joke might very
easily have become a tragedy,

Bobr Lawless seized the revelver in
the caftleman’s hand.

“Tet go, you voung fool!” rared
Bustsr Bill furiousls, struggling to
fres his hand.

Crack ! i

The revolver rang oub again.

“Bob 1™ shouted Frank Richiards.

He leaped on the stage. with Beun
clerc only a second behind him.

Mr. Gunten jumped on at the same
moment, and Charles de Vere—
ovtherwise Dou Jose—rushed at the

excited Buster,
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‘i'he revolver was jerked away from
hitn aund pitched oul of harm’s way
into the wings.,

Buster Bill, protesting in a Yvoice
like unto that of the bull of Bashan,
was huystled ofi the stage. The cur-
tain was wrung down, and it came
jerkitys  and rnmpling  across  the
stage. “Caymen” had como to a
sudden end in the middle of ihe final
seene. :

“Bob. youre
Frank Richards.

“Only a serateh—-" ‘

Therp was a strcal of red on Bob
Lawless' wrist. 3

It was only a seratch. certainly,
but it might easily have been some-
1thing worse.

Don  Jose
ehoulder. ’

“Vou're a plucky kid!” he said.
“That drunken ool might have
blown my  brains out!”

“My dear, brave boy!” T& was
Carmen’s soft voice. *Let me bind
up vour, wrist:”

Rob Lawless trembled.

He dared not meet Carmen’s eyes
as he held out his scratched wrist {o
be tied up.

With a delicate lace handkerchief
Clarissa de Vers hound up the slight
injury.

Perhaps it was as well that Bob
did not dare to look the charming
young lady in the face. At close
view the grease-paints on Carmen’s
charming countenance showed up
very distinetly, mul very considerably
detracted from hev charms.

Carmen pressed his hand as she
said good-bye i a sweel voice.

1 iy so much obliged tb you. You
have perhaps saved my brother’s
lifa!™ she murmured. .

“I—I was thiukiug of you!™ stam.
mered Bob. B[ was alraid that
—ihit—"

Clarmen smiled.

hurt " exclaimed

Japped him on the

“You are a good, brave Loy ™ she
said.  *Good-bye I )
Frank Richards drew his chum

from {he stage through the rumpled
curiain: ;
The audiénce were clearing off. At

1the back of the room a group of-

laughing  cowhboys surrounded {he
Buster, and were explaining matters
to hiu,

Frank Richunris & Co. quitted the
assemibly-room, Bolr Lawless walking
tike a Fellow in o dream.

Clarissa had called him a good.
brave boy. Clarissa bad admired him
and thanked him. 'That was more
ihan encugh te translate Bob Law-
less to the seventh heaven of delight.

“iWell, it has heew an evening!”
chuckled Frank Richards, as they
cume oub into the Main Street of
Thompson. ~The best part of the
performance was uurvehearsed.”

“Hha might have been hurt!” mut.
tered Bob Lawless

“ Lucky therns was a giddy hero

ready on the spot fo rush to the |

yeseue 7! chuckled Frahk.
“(Oh., don’t be an ass!”
“Jlere's the horses!’ said Beau-
clere, .
The chums mounted for the ride

ome,

Boh Lawless did uot speak a word
@n the ride Lhome to the ranch. He
rode with a rapl expression on his

fare.

Evidently he was thinking of Car-
Toen.

Onré Franl Richards saw him rvaise
his tied wrist io his lips, and press
there 'thic lace handkerchief belong-
ing “to Clavissa.

But Frank'made no remark. Bob
T.awless: was past reasoning -with;
and ‘Frank could only hope that he
would recover from the state of semi-
idiocy fe which Clarissa’s bright eyes
had reduced him.

The 3rd Chapter.
A Wild Schems.

“Where's Bobh?"

frank Richards asked that guesiion
tha follawing morning, Sunday, at
the ranch.

Bob Lawless had gone oul immedi-
ately altor breakfast: and Frank had
been occupied in his room [or some
1taie, having sowme proofs lo correct.
Frank was still doing hjis contribu-
iions for the ' Thompson Press.” He
came down in time for the ride to the
mission for morning service; but Bob
was not 1o be seen,

“To wenl ont on his hoese,”™ Mr.
Tawvwless gpid, 1 dare say you will
find hitn on the trail to the mission,
Frank.”

Alr, and Mrs. Lawless wora acens-
{omed to driving 1o the mission in the
buggy; Frank and Bob preferred
viding. Irank Richards left {he
ranch-house, and led out his horse
and mounted. He was rather pugeded
by. Bob's abscnces

On the mission trail he met Vere

Beauclere, but Bob Lawless was not
to be seen.

“Pob's not with you, then, Beau?”
he exclaimoed. .

“Noj; 1 thought he would be with
you!” )
“He's vanished somewhere !’

Beauclerc smiled slightly. e

“He may be gonc to 'L'hompson,
he remarked. .

“Thompson !” repeated ¥rank.

“Possibly ! He bas friends there,
your know.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Frank.

The two chums rode on io the
mission logether. Possibly they gave
less attention than usual to Mr.
Smiley's sermon. They could not help
thinking of thgir chum, and wonder-
ing where he was,

Bob Lawless had not turned up
when the service was over; and.
instead of riding home, Frank ra1m-i
Beauclerc galloped to the town. 'The
opera party were at the Ocoidental
Hotel, and they half-expected to see
their chum there. T
disappointed. As they came trotiing
up Main Strect, Bob Lawless came
out of the Occidental. -

He flushed as he saw his chums.

“Hallo! So here you are!” ex-
claimed Irank Richards. :

“What are you fellows doing here
iu Thompson 7> muttered Bob, appa-
rently not very gratified. y

“We came to look for you.”

Bob's flush deepened.

“Y don't see how you guessed T was
heve.”

%My dear ¢hap, don’t we know that
a bright particular star shines in the
sky herc?” chuckled Irank. .

*0Oh, cheese it!”

“Tt's really about
it, Bob, old chap!
the giddy goat!”

“Igca.l!!reg on Miss de Vere to ask
how she was, after her fright yester-
day,” said Bob gruffly. *Only civil,

I su f}ose?” : )
“Oh, certainly! How is her
A

brother ? .
“ R h? T don't know. 1 haven't seen
o

time you cheesed
You're playing

im,

“But he had a worse tright than the
lady—wouldn’t it have been only civil
3 1

“QOh, dry up!"”

Bob Lawless mau Dbis e
rode out of Thonilison with his chums,
looking back seVéral times till the
Occidenlal was out of sight.

He was very silent at dinner; after

nted Lis hovse, and

that smeal was over, he went out of -

{he ranch-house, and Ifrank followed.

“Not going to Thompson again?”
Frank asked, with & smuilo.

“ Nope !

“ You seem rather down, old chap.”

Bob granted.

“T guess I feel down!
going i the morning I

“Who are?”

“The plavers!”

“Qh! 1 thourht they had booked
the Assembly Room from Old Man
Gunten for o week.”

“They had; but what happened
yesterday has fed them with Thomp-
son. Mungo, the manager, is

They're

frightened out of his silly wits. He.

thinks there may be real shooting
another time.”

Frank Richards lTaughed . - .

“Buster Bill was only being chival-
rous,” he said. “He thought Miss
de Vere was in danger, you know.”

Bob grinned faintly.

“The silly ass! Of course,-he lad
too much five-water on hoard. Old
Mungo didn’t quite know the frontier,
now he's afraid to hang on here;
Busler Bill has haunted his dreams, 1
think. The long and the short of it
is, that ihey’re making tracks in the
morning for the. railway again.
They’ve had enough of touring in the
‘Thompson Valley. They’re going to
stick to the ratlroad towns after this.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Pob Lawless did not laugh. His
sunburnt face was very grim and

gloomy. i

“Well, what does it matler?”
Frm}!k Iinqui’red.

w Well ?”

“T—1 shan see ler again, thai’s
all 1’ blurted out Bob, his face crim-
son. *I--]-—" He broke off. -
Frank Richards looked at him very
gravely. .

“Boh, old fellow,” he said, “it’s tha
best thing thay could happen. for you
not o sce Miss de Vere again. You
must see that you're playing the
goat, You're n kid of fiffeen—and

" ”

“ Ahout iwenty !™ said Bob.

“ My dear old chap—"" ;

* Perhaps twenty-one!”

“She couldn't be such 2 goud
ackress, or singer ecither, at Lwenty-
one. Pob. She ¢an’t be under thirty,
anvhow!”

“Rot!”

“Butb in any case——-"

“0Oh, I know I'm a silly ass!” said

»

- Bob moodily, kigking & tult of grag

They were nob-

almost savagely. “I know that!
But—but she's o mnice, Frank-—she's
—— (Oh, it's no good talking! ['ve
never seen anyone like her Dbefore.
I—1—I only want just to see her—just
to speak to her sometimes, and—and
to do things for her. vou know. I—I
almost wish Buster Bill had sent that
bullet through me yesterday, so—so
that she’d know——— I say, Frank,
what’s it going to be likd when she's
one 77
“The same as it was before she.
came. 1 suppose.” .
Bob Lawless glanced round him,
and the sunuy, grassy plain strelching
away to the. thick woods, with the
snowy caps of the Rocky Mountains in
the far distance. Thut scene had
always contented him; it might have
contented anyone. But— :
“] sha'n’t be able to stand it!”

{

he said. “Took here, Frank—"
“Well, old son?” said Frank.
patiently.

“I'm going to sec old Mungo—Lthat
silly old Frenchman who was scream-
ing at the show yesterday, you know,’
and—-"

:: ﬁremﬁmber. = i o

¢'s the mpnager. I'm going to
see him, and—and ask bim—" %}ob

used.

“ Ask him what 2”” exclaimed Frank, |
in astonishment. bl

“ Ask him.to give me a job.”

“ A—a—a job?'

“Sure !”

Frank Richards gazed at his cousin
blankly. !

“A job in a travelling show com-
pany ?” ho stuttered.

“Yes. I guess I should be useful—
shifting scenery, and so on—lookin
after the horses and waggons, and al
that. I'm hot afraid of work!”

“You awful ass!” exclaimed Frank.
“ And what about your people? Do
vou think your father would let you
ro

Bob Lawless looked dogged.

=1 shall speak to father afier I've
asked Mungo. If he doesn’t agree—
but never mind that now. ve made
up my mind !”

“Pob ! exclaimed Frauk aghast.

“YU's no use talking. Let's go for
-tide! T must do something !”

* Right-ho!™ .

The matler was not menlioned
again between the clmms; and Frank
could only hope that Bob’s wild
scheme had passed out of his mind.

But the next morning, on the way |

to Cedar Creck School, Bob Lawless
puiled in his-horse on the trail.

“You fellows keep on,”” he said.

“But you're going ito school?”
asked Beauclerc, in surprise.

“1 shall ba late to-day.”

“ But Miss Meadows--——""

“You can tell Miss Meadows 1 shall
be late.”

“Took  here, Bob!”
¥rank Richards.

“ Bo-long I :

Bob Lawless turned his borse, and
dashed off by 2 path through the
{imber. Frank and Beauclerc looked
at one another blankly.

I suppose he's gone to say good-

bye to the players,” said Beauclerc,
ab last. “T hear they're pulling up
stakes this morning.”

“Tf that's all—" muttered Frank.

“Mhat’s all, I suppose. We'd better
get on. We can hake some excuse
for him to Miss Meadows.”

Frank Richards nodded. and they
rode on to Cedar Creek. But both of

exelaimed

‘them were in a very troubled mood.

The 4th Chapter.
French Leave!

Miss Meadows inquired after Bob
Lawless when she came into the
Inmber school-room to take her class,
The schoolmisivess of Cedar Creek
was a sticlkler for punctuality.

Frank Richards could not help
wondering what Miss Meadows wounld
have said if the exact facts bad been
stated to her.

Fortunately, Miss Meadows did not
know how matters. stood; she was
the last person who was likely to
learn. ‘though a rumour of Igob’s
amazing infatuation was spreading
through Cedar Creek School by this
time, To Cedar Creck it was a
screaming  joke, aund the fellows
chortled over it without limit.

“Where is Lawless. Richards?”
the schoolmistress asked.

“Jf you please, ma’am, he. wants
you to excuse him for an hour or so
this morning,” answered Frank
meekly. “Some {riends of his are
going away to-day, and he wanted

to say good-bye.”
“Oh, very well!” paid Miss
Meadows,

And the subject dropped.

Frank Richards and Beaudlere gave
more thoughts to Bob than to their
lessons ‘during - the nest hour. They
were very anxioua to see him come
into the school-room.

Bob’s words of the previous day

‘lingered in ¥rank's mind, and they

' so vidiculous that the

worried him considerably, If Bob
carried out his wild scheme«-—-if he
left. Thompson with the players—
how on earth was it to be ex fained
to his pcople at the ranch? It was
certain that his father would saddle
his horse immediately to follow lim,
and that Bob would be fetched
ingloriously back—that was quite cer-
tain. But Frank comforted himself
with the reflection that Miss de Vere

would scarcely allow the schoolboy

to “play the to s=uch an
extent. .

He was very glad, however, when
the school-room door opened at last
and Bob Lawless came quietly in.

Bob looked very tired and very
“down.” He went quietly to his

lace, and did not mect Frank

ichards’ glance as he sat at his
desk.

When. lessons were over, and the
school was dismissed, Frank and
Beanclere joined their chum going
out. Chunky Todgers joined them,
with a grin on his fat face.

. “Tave they gone, Bob?” Chunky
inquired.

“Yop!” answered Bob curtly.

“Did you proposel’  roared

goat

1 Chunky.

Bob Lawless started. Then 2 flush
of anger came over his face, and he
made a fierce stride towards the
humorous fat youth,

Chunky Todgers jumped back in
alarm.

It was evident that “chipping"
was not welcome to the rancher’s
son on this tender subject, and that
it was likely to be a dangerous
pastime for the chipper.

Frank caught his chum's arm just |

in time.

“Hold on, Bob, you ass!”

“IU-I'l squash the fat idiot!”
gasped Bob. *I[ guess T'II—111—"

Chinky Todgers did not wait to be
squashed, He travelled.

Bob Lawless shook himself {ree
from ¥rank’s grasp, and strode away
with a2 lowering brow. But his chums
followed him. =~ They judiciously de-
termined not to leave RBob to him-
self just then. They rejoined him
as he stood leaning against the school
palisade with his hands shoved deep
into his pockets, and a wrinkle in his
brow,

“They're gone!™ said Bob, with-
out raising his eyes from the ground,
“You can cackle——"

“Wea're not cackling, old chap,”
said Frank mildly.

“I--T saw old Mungo.
him i

Frank -whistled.

“¥You asked him for a job in the
show?” ’

it YBS.,”

“Bob!"™ murmured Beaaclerc.

“I'd bave taken any job if he'd
said yes,” said Bob dogpredly. “He
was kind enough—he said he could
do with a lad to look afier the horses,
at least, so long as they were in this
region; but I suppose he knew my
father’s a rancher here; he asked
me if my father was willing——"

I asked

. Which, of course, he wouldn't
e‘ﬁi '
“No. So Mungo said T was {o

ask my father. Of—of course, he
didn't know what I wanted. Ho
thought I was stage-struck,”

“If you ask your father—"

“He'll say no,” said Bob moodily;
“1 know that. But—but I cen't
stand it! The company’s gone south;
they’'re staying to-night at Silver
Creelk, and on the railway to-
morrow. They zive their next show
at Silver Creek, and then they’ro
done with this section, That fool
Buster Bilj--—-"

“They'd have gone in a week, any-
how.”

“1 know,”
Bob fell moodily silent,
Frank Richards ang Beauclers

looked at onc another, not knowing
what fo say. The whole affair was
ey wore inclined
to laugh; but the evident trouble and
pain in Bob’s downcast looks rve-
strained them. Poor Bob was quite
aware himself of the ridiculous side
of the situation, but, apparently, he
conldn’t help it.

“1 can’t stand it vepeated Bob,
after a long pause.

“You'll forzet all about it in a
fegf dayls,., old fellow,™

“ Ahem 1"

“TLeave me alone for a bit,” mut-
tered Bob. “I—I’'m not coming in
to dinner. J—I want to think a bit,”

His chums obediently left him,
divided in_feeling between econcern
for the wnhappy youth and o desire
to laugh.

Bob did nok cothe in for Jdinaer in
the lumber school.

His absence was not remarked on,
as the fellows woere at liberty io vide
home for the midday wmeal if they
liked. Doubtless Miss Meadows sup-
posed that Bob had been called to
the ranch for sqgme regsom,,

After  dinner, Frank and Deaw-
cler: locked for him, but Bols wa-
not to be seen in the playsromid.
It was close on iime for aflernocoin
school, when they discovered that his
horse wis missing from the corral.

“Gone for a ride, 1 suppose,” sai:l

Frank, with a smile. *“I hope he'll
come back in time for lessons. Miss
Meadows won't excuse him a second
time.”
. “Poor old Bob!" said Beauclere,
laughing, “He was no end tickled
when Chunky fell in love with Moliy
Lawrence.  Now he deesn’t seemr
able fo see how funny it is in his own
case. :

The chums walked away to ‘the
gates to look out on the trail for
Bob,  There was no.sign of hin
there, '

Yen Chin, the Chinese schoolboy,
came up to them in the gateway a
few minutes before the school-bell
was Limed to ring, He had a note
his hand. -

* Lettee for Flanky!” he said.

“Letter for me!” repeated Frank.

“¥Flom ole Bobbee.”

“From Bob! What the thump bas -
he sent me a letter for?” exclaimed
Frank Richards, in some amazement
and alarm. “When did Bob give it
to you, lud?” .

“Befole dinnee, when Bob gocy
oul.”

HYou young ass! Why didn't you
give it to me before, then?”

“Bob askce me givee mnow,” ex-
plained Yen Chin, ~ “No giveo,ill
tivee minute befole school, Bob
sayece, Savvy?”

Frank Richards jerked open ithe
envelope, with a troubled brow. I
Bob had left a note for him, it could
only mean that he was not coming
back to school that afterncon. Ancl
the dolivery of the note was timed
too late fur his friends to follow
him.

What wild idea was Tob bent on
carrying out now, Frank wondered?
The letter furnished an answer io
that guestion, 5

1t was hastily scribbled in pencil,
and 1t ran: )

“Dear Trank.—I ean't stand it
here, and 'm going. Make the best
you can of it at home, and tell them
I am safe and all right. T shall see
you again-some day. Good-bye, old
thap, and the same to Beau.—Bop.™

Tranic Richards passed the noté 1o
Beauclerr: withont a2 word.  Beau-
clerg read it through quickly, Theu
tue chums  looked 2t each other,
Yen. Chin had glided away, and
they were alone.

“IHe—he's gode!"” muttered Fraok.

“ Afer the players!™

O eourse !

“He nwst be out of his senses!™
muttered Beauclerc.  “His father
will be awfully wild. Ie’s sure io
ride after him.”

Y Bure to. And then——"

“There’ll be an awful row.”

Frank Richards wrinkled his
brows in thought. The school-bell
was beginning to ring, and the Cedar
Creok fellows were streaming  to-
wards the lumber schoel.

“Beau, we can’t let him make n
fool of himself hike that! We can’t
have any trouble between him anid
hts father. The awful ass—"

Beauclere nodded quietly.

“We can zo after him, Frank.
We  know where he's rone—the
players are at Silver Creek now
But—" ;

“Let’s got the horses out.”

“But., Frank, he won't come back
for us.”

Frank set his lips.

“I know he won't come back for
us, Beaw. But I'm going to speak fo
Miss de Vere, D'l ask her 1o make
him come back. She can’t know
what a silly ass he is makine of him-
selfl. T'll speak to her. I supposn
it will make Bob ratty, but that
can't be helped.”

“Right-ho ! szid Beauclere.

No more was faid: the chums ran
to the ¢orral for iheir horses. The
bell was stil} vinging 2s they lugrriedl:
leql their steeds our of the wates. 16
meant. cutting lessous for the after-
noon, and purishment to follow. bul,
for ihe sake of their erring chum,
they were willing to fake that on
thf:;i:l s]l{ouiders.

dallo, yoa galoots!”  yoared
Chunky Todgers, as they clambered
on their horses inx the trail. “Can's
you hear the bell? You'll be late!”

The chums did not reply, Without
even  looking et ihe  astonished
Chunky, they rode awav on thne
timber-trail, leaving Chunky Todger-
staring oper-mouthed in the gate-
wuy, While the Cedar Creel fellow
were poing in fo  class, Frank
Richards and Vere Beanclere wwern
riding hard on the trail to the south
| on the track of their missing chum,
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