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FOR NEW READERS.

THE KAISER is determined fo obtain
possession of the Maldi's huge- treasure
which is hidden in the heart of the econ-
tinent of Africa, and, to do g0, he
employs ‘three desperate Germans named
BARON VON SLYDEN, CAPTAIN
STOOM, and VON SNEEK.

The  papers, however, containing the
secret: of the whereabouts of the treasure
are in the possession of »
CAPTAIN HANDYMAN and CY
SPRAGUE, who decide to go in quest
of the treasure, and to take with them
the -boys of the Bombay Castle, chief
among whom are DICE DORRINGTON,
CHIP, ARTY DOVE, SKELETON,
PORKIS, and PONGO WALKER.

LAL TATA, a cheery Hindu, TOOKUM
EI KOOS, a native wrestler, FLINT
PASHA, a member of the Sudan Police,
are also amongst the party, as well as.
the boys' pets, CECIL, the orang-outang,
HORACE, the goat, and - GUS, the
crocodile.

So far Baron von Slyden and his con-
federates have made several endeavours
to secure the papers containing the secreb
of the Mahdi's treasure, and on each
occasion have met with defeat.

In last week's instalment the baron
hired the services of a rogue named
galeeb, and when the boats containing
the boys were travelling. down the Nile
he endeavoured to obtain his revenge.
But  something went wrong . with the
baron's scheme, and he eventually quar-
relled with Saleeb. A - struggle took
place, and Von Slyden found himself in-
a perilous plight on the muddy bank of
the river. - ; ]
(Read on from here.)

Thé Resuue‘oi the Baron.

Baron von Slyden was in as tight a
position as he had ever been in ‘his life. !
His heavy boots had sunk into a bank,
half - mud, half clay, more - treacherous
than a_quicksand. .
In vain he stretched oub his atms to
grab at the tall papyrus reeds.
In vain he called to Saleeb, his
mutinous Askari, who, in blind rage and
without any real intent to harm him, had
slung him into“the river.
But Saleeb had bheen scared by what
he had done.
Te had taken to his heels, bolting
through the tall reeds like a rabbit.
Saleeh knew very well that his action
in raising his band against bis master
had signed his death-warrant.
He knew that if Von Slyden got hold of
him he was as good as a dead man. .
%o he did not stop to assist his
angered master.
He emerged from the reeds, and took
to the bush bebind, sunning as hard as he
could go.
Sp it happened that fhe haughty Baron
von Slyden was forced: to appeal for help
to the very crowd against whom, a few
minutes before, he had been plotting
murder.
«A¢h, Himmel!” he yelled. “I am sink-
ing! Help! Help!”
Tor n moment Captain Handyman,
steering the long, stow-moving string of
towing-whalers, hesitated.
“I'yo a mind to let the brute stick.n
the mud and go down in the mud!’ he
muttered. “Mud he is! Let him remain
mud!"”
But instinet is stronger than reasom,
and Captain Handyman was a British
sailor. J
He could not leave even a malignant
enemy such as the baron was in .the
furch, although he knew that le might
be running into an ambush on that green
bank by going to his assistance.
He shouted an order that the tow-
ropes should be slipped, and as soon as
the motor-launch was free of her tow she
raced towards the spot where the hapless
baron was slowly sinking in the black
mud. iy
Free of the boats, the launch made
good speed. and- tore towards the shout-
ing man, with a feather of spray at her
| bows.
Even then it seemed as though she
would -be too.late for the baron, who,
-atrugeling and shouting, was sinking fast
into the mud.

“shall smother! Quick—quick, you goodt

English!”

The German had forgotten all his
hatred of the British when he saw him-
self face to face with death.

Like most Prussians of his stamp, he
was an arrant bully and a coward;
ohsequious to anyone who could do him
a. good turm, an utter bully to all who, |
in his opinion, were useless to him,

So the baron yelled to his intended
vietims for help as the launch raced
across the broad river, and his yells died
away in a miserable gurgle as the launch
raced up.

‘The Nile mud had got the better of
him, and his fat face, streaked with mud
and tears, was being pulled under the
water as though he were being dragged
down by somo invisible string.

But Captain Handyman was a swift and
ready boatman. . - o

Ho steered the launch past the unhappy
German; thrusting a long: boathook down
as though he were spearing him.

The. boathook caught in the baron's
braceg, and with. a kick of his boot the
little  captain set .his engines running at
full speed; whilst, with Cy Sprague and
Tlint Pasha, he clung fo the boathook
like grim death.

Luckily for, the baron his braces held
under the strain. i
‘He was literally wrenched out of the
bed of mud, and hauled into the deep
water, where he was safe.

Then Captain’ Handyman slipped o bow-
line over his shoulders, and held him to
the side of the launch, looking down con-
tomptuously at the fat, blubbering face
smeared with black mud.. ; :
There was nothing left now of the
hanghty emissary of the Kaiser in Baron
von Slyden. His nerves had had a nasty
jar.
“Take me on hordt your schippl” he
moaned. :
Captain Handyman shook his head. 2
. “No, sir,"-he. replicd firmly. “It was
you, or one of your mateg, who took that™ |
pot-shot: at us just now. And I took )
many chances in running in here to pull -
you out. I'll tow you to-a bit of hard
‘banlk.lower, down, where you'can crawl
ashore. DBut I'm not going to take you
on-board my ship, you muddy, murder-
ing rufiian!” ;

The baron said no more.

The launch, moving slowly, towed him
to a spot on the bank farther up the
river, where a projecting point of rock
broke up the mudflats. 1

The whalers, tuking to their oars, pulled
after her, the niggers on board gazing
wide-eyed at the miserable pile of black -
mnd that towed behind her.

“Jiminy!” ,whispered Chip to his |
chums, as they ~contemplated this
spectacle. “Doesn't he look a picture of
a mudiark?”: ; ]

Even the tow through the water did
not wash the clinging, black mud from |
the baron. ‘ . i

When Captain  Handyman mently |
brought the. launch alongside the hard |
hanlk, and, loosing the bowline from under .|
the German's arms, allowed him to climb |
np the bank, the scoundrel stood there, |
his white-duck suit converted inte a
pillar of black, slimy mud. 1

And as soon as the baron felt the solid |
ground under his feet again he once |
more became a true German. ]

Entirely ungrateful to the men.who had |
saved ~ his life, he stammered and |
spluttered, and shook his fist at his |
reseuers in impotent rage. ]

“pch! So you will not take me into |
yows boatl” he stammered. “Goodt! |
That I shall - remember! Pig-dogs! |
Pritish scum! You shall pay for your .
insulfs!” 3 = |

The boys laughed, but Captain Handy- |
"man’s eyes blazed, |
" Ihe laughter of the boys seemed to |
irritate the baron more. : 3 ]

“Yon_ shall pay! I tell you all, you |
shall pay!” he stormed. “My so greit |
master, the Kaiser, shall see that I have |
my vengeance on you all—" z i

“¥or pulling you out of tlie river, you
lump of mud?”’ retorted Captain Handy- |
man. “Get oub of this, or I'll bump you |
in -the neck! - Go home, and tell- your
rascally master that Jim Handyman made |
the mistake of his life when he pulle
you out of the mudhank—you lobworm!

“Ach, Himmel! Oh, mein gootness! I

. (Ubntinued on the uext *page..)
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. The Enemy at the Qate

"Here they come!” X
Frank Richards. was standing upon a
bench inside the barred gate of Cedar
lreck’ School.
8 head rose above the level of the
fife, and he was keeping watch on the
that ran- to the school from the
lrettion of Thompson Town.
Behind him; in the playground, a score
il Cedar Creek fellows were engaged in
cited .discussion. |
From the doorway of the lumber school-
lnuse, Black Sally, the cook, looked out
th an almost comie expression of amaze-
kot on her ebony face.
| The happenings at Cedar Creek since
s headmistress, Miss Meadows, had beer™

thing in the history of Cedar Creek.
Under Miss Meadows’ rule, the school
i gone on 'the even tenmor of its way
jith cheerful contentment.
L But there wus a change now, with a
Igeance.
| Cedar Creek was on the war-path!
| A3 Frank Richards called out the alarm
ro was a rush of the fellows to join
im at the gate.
Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclere
limped up on the,pine-bench beside him,
ind looked over the gate into the trail.
‘On the trail there was a clatter of
" hoofs.
iz and bronzed, with a grim brow
der. his Stetson hat, mounted upon a
ge-boned  “ American” horse, came
erilf Henderson of.Thompson,
With him rode Mr. Gunten, the fat-
jlrekeeper, and Ephraim Peckover, the
ity - headmaster of Cedar Creek, the
lleman whom his new pupils refused td
ilmit to the school.

:%%["" | Behind them trotted Big Dave Duckers,
T lle sherifi’s man, & terror to evil-doers in
# iz Thompson Valley.

\There - was a buzz from the schoolboys
i} the sight of the grim, bronzed face of
iz sheriff,

Henderson represented .law and
in the Thompson Valiey, and he was
it & man to be trifled with.
Frank Richards & Co., determined as
liey were, knew very well that it would

t"be so easy to deal with Sheriff
nderson as with Mr. Guntem or Mr
tickover.
say, now the circus is pgoing to
murmured Chunky Todgers, with
gns of uneasiness in his fat face.
1 guess it i3!” said Bob Lawless.
ept off his hat in salute to the sheriff
i the' latter drew rein outside the gates.
“fopd-morning, Mr. Henderson!”
“Morning!" sald the sheriff grufily.

“Nice morning, sherifi!” said Frank

nharfési. smiling cheerily aver the gate.
ni

b

“fo glad to see you here this morning,
If!” said Vere Beauclerc, with great
feness. *“Sorry we can't ask you in.”

‘Order them to open the gate at once,

1” snapped Mr, Gunten.

sherill gave him a stare.
rich storekeeper, post-
er of Thompson, and school trustee,
iy o great man in his way, but Sheriff
enderson’s opinion of him was not high,

he was not disposed to receive
ections from the fat Swiss.
‘You've asked me to come and restore
er here, Mr. Gunten,” said the sheriff,
his deep voice.

The
Alr,

 “Nuff said!” grunted the sheriff.

lr. Gunten began to glare, but he
tocked - himself. He could not *bull-
uﬁ * the sheriff, and he was aware
He choked back the angry retort that
e to his lips.

r. Peckover did not speak, but his
Jtow eyes glinted at the line of faces
or the gate.

'[! Ephraim Peckover's authority was
to established at Cedar Creek, it was
iy to go bard with the schoolboy

But it was not established yet, and

, Peckover had to bide his time.

Sheriff Henderson rode closer to the

te, and fixed his grim gaze on the

youthful faces on a level with his

n 23 he sat his big horse.

“Now, what's all this?” he growled.

{All what, old scout? asked Bob

awlcss,

'l don’t want any chin-wag, Lawless!

hat'game are you playing here?” i

isn't a game, I guess.

ess!”

‘Open that gate at once!™

fBan’t be did!" i

ow, lock here, youngsters,” said Mr,

son _patiently, “this gentleman

Mr, Peckoyer, has been appointed
in place of Miss Meadows, by

ird .of Trustees. You are. under

We mean

o
I

He must be admitted to
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the school
obeyed.”

“We don't recognise him as our head-
master,” said- Frank Richards calmly.
“Miss Meuadows is headmistress of this
school.”

“Hear, hear!” .

“But, Miss Meadows hag been dismissed
by the Board!" said the sheriff.

Frank’s eyes flashed. i

“And why has she been dismissed?” he
exclaimed,  “Becausc she turned Kern
Gunten out of the school for being a
blackguard and a rascal, and his father,
Old Man Gunten there, worked it to ge
her dismissed by the Board so that his
precious son could come backt”

“You insolent young
Mr Gunten.

at once, and his orders

“Oh, you dry up!” said Frank Richards |

unceremoniously, *“What is the Board,
after all—you, and old Grimm, and my
uncle, Mr, Lawless! Mr. Lawless stood
up for Miss Meadows, and you know it.
You and old Grimm had your way,
becanse you're a pair of foreign cads,
and hand-in-glove with one another!"

“That's straight talk!” grinned Bob
Lawless. ;

Old Man Gunten had turned purple, and
he seemed to have some difficulty in
breathing.

Probably the wealthy storckeeper of
Thompson had never listened to such
direct remarks before,

But Frank Richards' & Co. had no
politeness to waste upon him, :

“We're standing up for Miss Meadows!™”
continued Frank. “Miss Meadows is still
Head of Cedar Creck School, so far as
we're, concerned. She's appealed against
the decision of the Board, as we happen
to know, .and she may be reinstated by
the authorities over the head of- that fat
Swiss bounder! - Whether or no, we refuse
to admit any other Head to the schooli”

"“Bravol”

Mr. Gunten spluttered.

“Miss Meadows has put them up to
this!” he gasped.

“That’s not true!” said Frank Richards,
at once. “Miss Meadows left two days
apo, and doesn't even know: that we. have
gone on strike. But we mean business,
and we won't give in till Miss Meadows
comes back!"

“Never!” shouted Tom Lawrence, “So
you can put that in your pipe and smoke
it, Mr. Gunten!”

The sheriff had listened quletly.

As o matter of fact, hé sympathised a

good deal with the schoolboy strikers, as §

he " knew Miss -Meadows well, and
respected that lady highly, and did not
respect Mr. Gunten at all. :

But the law swas the law, and the
sheriff had his duty to do. .

As 8o, often happens in human dis-
putes, it was not a case of right against

wrong, but of one right in conflict with }

another.
“You understand now,
asked Beauclere. ’
“1 understand,” said the sheriff, with a
nod. “That's all beside the question.
I'm here to uphold the law. The Board
has power to dismiss a schoolmistress, and
has done it. It has power to appoint a
new schoolmaster, and has done it. I'm
as sorry as you
Meadows has gore.

Mr. Hendéraon?"

But, as the matter

stands, Mr. Peckover is master of Cedar E

Creek, and you must ohey him,”

“We won't,” said Franky “and there's g7

an end of it!" g .
“I have my duty to do, Richards!”
“And we have ours,” said Frank.
“Qurs i3 to stand by Miss Meadows, and
see that justice is done!” .

ally

of Canadian schoolboys lining the gate.

“Come, come, that’s enough of chewing
the rag!" said the sheriff. “Now, let in
Mr. Peckover at once, and submit to
proper authority, and I have no doubt
that Mr. Peckover will pass over what
has happened, and pardon you all if you
return to your duty at once.”

And the sheriff glanced inquiringly ab
Mr. Peckover for that gentleman to con-
firm his statement.

Mr. Peckover’'s reply came acidly from
his thin lips.

“Nothing of the kind!"™ he sald coldly.
“Every boy who has taken part in this
rebéllion will be severcly punished.

The sheriff made an impatient gestara.

By the promise of a pardon the matter
might have been ended there and then—
at least, the sheriff believed so..

But it was evident that nothing was
further from Mr. Peckover's thoughts
than a pardon for the rebels.

That way out of the trouble was closed
up at once—if it had been a way out, as
Mr. Henderson -theught.

The sheriffi seemed at a loss for a
moment, and-the schoolboys grinned at
him’ over the gnte, rather amused by tho
rebuff “the thin-lipped - gentleman® had
administered,

That specimen of the

new  school-

Magnificent -Néw Long Complete
tory, dealing with the Barring-Out at
the School in the Backwoods.

-~ BY =

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

rascal!" roared’

master’s nature, too, strengthened them
in their determination to resist.

Severc punishment for, what they had
done already was not exactly an attrac-.
tive prospect, and there was mnothing
worse than that to be expected if they
made it a fight to a finish.

“Well,” said the sheriff at last, “with
that I have nothing to do.
is your schoolmaster, my boys, and my
business is to see him admitted here and
placed in authority. Will you open this
gatet”

“Sorry, sheriff.. No!"

“We don’t want trouble with you, Mr.
Henderson, - or with Dave. there,” said
Dick Dawson; “but we're holding the fort
till Miss dMeadows comes back.”

“Holdee outee, you bet!” chimed In
Yen Chin, the Chinee. *“Punchee nosee
if tly to come in, sheliff. Oh, yes!”

“Will you open this gate?” roared the
sheriff, his anger rising at this defilance
of his authority. =

The tougliest “bad man" in the
‘Thompson Valley trembled at the frown
of Sheriff Henderson, and it was too
mtuch to be defied by a parcel of school-

boys.
“No!” said Frank Richards, “Wa
won't open the gate, sherilf! Sorry to

row with you, but there it is.”

“Force will be used.”

“Same on this side.”

And I'll lay my trail-rope about you,
too!” roared the sheriff.

“Go ahead, then!”

The sheriff signed to his man fo
approach. e : A

“(tet in and open the gate, Dave,” he
sald.

“I'm your man, sheriff!” said Big Dave
cheerily.

And he rode his horse close to the gato
and grasped the top to climb over.

The 2nd Chapter.
Holding fthe Fort.
Dave Duckers was a big' and powerful
man, and certainly equal to any four of

boys are that Miss i

“You bet!" said Bob Lawless emphatic-

And there was a cheer from the crowd :'f, 7
[y

the Cedar Creek fellows in single combat.

Mr. Peckover |

down on Dave’s Stetson hat, smashing it
flat on his head, and considerably hurting
the head. h ;
¢+ “That’s a hint!” sald Bob. “Qet back,
or, you'll get-some more,.and -worse!”. - .
“Let that man alone!” shouted the
sheriff;, while Old- Man Ganten snd Mr.
Peckover looked on speechlessly.

“Call him off, then!” said Frank
Richards. - i . S

“Get on with it, Dave!” rapped the
sherift.

“Yooop!” was Dave Ducker’s reply, as
two or three sticks rapped on his unfor-

tunato cranium, *Oh, Jerusalem! Oh,
gum!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

With really heroie fortitude Dave

Duckers essayed to clamber on.

He released one hand from the gate
to punch furiously at the schoolboys
within.

But his arms were grasped by several
Ealrs of hands and held, and he was
elpless.

At the same time Bob Lawless leaned
over and gave the horse below a_fick
with his whip.

Big Dave's horse started and reared,
and another flick sent him jumping away.

Duckers’ - legs were - dragged - from the |

saddle, and he bumped against the gate,
holding on to the top with one hand.
His fingers, seized from within, were

forced open, and he lost his hold, and
dropped with & heavy bump to the
ground. .

There he sat and roared.

“Yah! Oh! Qooooop! Yooooop! Oh,
Jerusalem crickets!”

A yell of laughter from above an-

sweréd him. .
Big Dave Duckers crawled away from
the gate, with more bruises on his burly
person than he had ever collected in a
row with the Red Dog gang in Thomp-
BON.
The sherifi's face was a study.
0ld Man Gunten rode close to the gate,

his fat face purple, and slashed at 'the

gchoﬂlboys with his riding-whip in his
ury.

Bob Lawless howled as he rececived a
lagh, but the defenders of Cedar Creek
were not slow to return it.

Threé or four riding-whips slashed on
Mr. Gunten’s fat face and podgy shoul-
ders, and the storekeeper retreated faster
than he had come, spluttering with
wrath. .

“Come and have some more, you fat
old coyote!” shouted Bob in great wrath.

But Old Man Gunten did not accept
that invitation.

Big Dave Duckers picked himself up,
and stood rubbing his injuries and blink-
ing uncertainly at the sheriff.

He was ready to obe¥ orders, if he
could, but how he was going to do it
was a mystery to him. 1

Mr. Henderson's face was dark with
anger.

The rough handling of this man showed
him that be had taken on a bigger order

than he had supposed, but he did not
even think of retreat. :
" “Come 'and “"have some = yourself,

-sheriff !" yelled Chunky .Todgers, muech-

encouraged by the successful defence.

The two pairs of -hands on the gate |
were mercilessly. lashed, but-in-spite- of |
the lashing the sheriff and his man came |
on grimly. . : Yo it i
They got their chests on the gatve-tops. |
and each got a leg over. A i
The matter was -critical then, for In |
a few more moments  the two brawny |
men would have rolled over. and dropped |
into the -school ‘enclosure. i {
But Trank Richards and Co.
ready. 3
The two legs, as they came over the |
gate, were grasped by many hands, and
shoved up and back. 1
Dave Duckers overbalanced, and hung
down outside the gate, his hands losing |
their hold, and he hung head-downwards, |
only held by the grasp of three or four |
fellows on his leg. |
The sheriff clung on desperately, but he, |
too, was pushed over, still clinging. 4
A fierce rapping on the fingers wun- |
loosened his hold at last, and he lct o, |
and as soon as his ‘hold was lost he fell |
back in a heap on his horse, and slid |
from the horse's back to the ground |
with a bump. |
There he lay for a momeni or two |
quite dizzy. . : o ]
Dave Duckers, held by his leg, was |
howling with wrath and . -apprehension
as he anticipated every moment o tall |

on his head. |

“Let up!” he yelled.' “I mean, hold |
on! Don't you let me drop on my |
cabeza, you young varmints! Oh, gum

“Ha, ha, ha!” 4

“Keep him thera for a bit,” gasped
Bob Lawless.. “It will cool him down.” |

“How do you like it, Dave?” chuckled |
Todgers. .

“Yarooh! Oh, gum! O, holy Moses!"
howled Dave. “8heriff, lend a2 man & |
hand! I guess I shall crack my cabeza |
if I drop! Oh, Jerusalem!” _ ' |

Bheriff Henderson staggered to hls feet, |
and grasped his unfortunate. follower. ;

Then Frank Richards & Co. kindly let |
go the captured leg, and Dave Duckers |
was helped to the ground. A

“Qh, holy smoke!” he mumbled. |
“Sherif, I guess I've had enough of this. |
L really reckon I've had gquite enough,
sheriff.” ; ! i ]

Sheriff Henderson did not reply. o

.He glared -speechlessly at the grinning |
faces gver the gate.

“You jyoung rascals!®
last.

“We warned you, sheriff!” answered |
Frank Richards. |

“I guess you'll suffer for this!™ roared |
the sheriff. .

“We're chancing that.” ; ; |
“Are you going to get that gate
open, Mr. Henderson?” spluttered Old |
Man Gunten furiously. ¢ ]
“Can you tell me how to get It open?”
hooted the sheriff. . |
“That's your business.,”
“Then leave it to me, and hold your |
tongue!* i +1
And with that reply the sheriff turned |
his ' back ‘on "the spluttering storekeeper. |

i
were, |

he gasped at_.

¢f Bottor keep your distance ! '’ palled out Bob Lawless.
range will get hurt1”

He had not the remotest idea that the
boys would venture to dispute his
entrance.

But he was speedily undeceived. ¢
As he grasped the top of the gate with
his -big, sinewy hands, Frank Richards
and Bob Lawless produced their riding-
whips and rapped-on his knuckles hard.

Big Dave gave a yell.

“You young varmints!

Rap, rap, rap!

The schoolboy strikers evidently meant
business.

But so did Dave Duckers, and in spite
of the rapping on his knuckles he threw
a hrawny leg over the gate to climb

over. s

“Will yow get back?” shouted Bob
Lawless.

“I guess not!”

man.

“Then here goes!

cabezn !"
Crasht

Let up!”

ranted the sheriff's

Look out for your

The stock of the riding-whip came

“8hut up, Chunky!” sald Frank. “Don't
cheek BMr. Henderson. I hope you'll go
back to Thompson now, sheriff. Nothing
doing here.” ;

Mr. Henderson squared his jaw.

“Will you open that gate?”

“No fear!” d

“Come on, Dave!” sald the sheriff.
“Back me up, man!” . .

“I'm with you, sheriff,” said Duckers
rather dismally.

Mr. Henderson rode up to the gate,
and Dave Duckers climbed on his horse
and followed him, '

-A-line of determined faces met them.

“You'll get hurt, sheriff!” said Frank
Richards, setting his teeth. “We don't
want to touch you, but you're not coming
in here.” i :

The sheriff did not heed.

Ha grasped the top of the gate and
essayed to ‘pull himself over, Dave
Duckers following his cxample.

“@o for. them!” said Bob Lawless.

Lash, lash, lash!

; :u@-«@’;,/
At .

% This isn't a game, and any galoot that comes within
# Gut down that gate ! ** roared WMr. Henderson. ;
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The 3rd Chapter.
An Attack in Force.

Frank Richards & Co. Tooked watch-
fully over the gate, and waibed. -
. Bo far they had been successful, and
they were much encouraged thereby, - |
' Bheriff Henderson seemed at a loss. |

Ag for Old Man Gunten and Mr. Peck-
over, they walted for the - sheriff to
make some move, leaving him to solve
the difficulty. 'f .

After a time the sheriff spoke to hls |
follower In a low voice, and Dave Duckers
rode round the fence of the echool en- |
closure, evidently looking for some other
mode of entrance.

But he found the ofher gafe fastened
and whenever ‘he looked -over  the “wa

he found that he was watched for.

Half a dozen of the rebels kept pace |
with him inside the high palisade, and
they were ready for him if he
to clamber over. - = - 3 dn Pl i
man moede ad atlempt ad

attemp?ed g

The angry
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lIast, hoping to

inside
before he could be stopped; but as he
came serambling over the wall half a
dozen sticks and stockwhips rained on
him, and he was glad to fall hdck on |

scramhble  down

his horse.

Then he gave it up, and trotted round
to join the sheriff at the gate again.

“I guess it's no go, sheriff,” he said.
“T reckon, sir, that I've got to let up!
I'm feeling bad, I am,” added Big Dave
pathetically, rubbing his bumps.

Sherift Henderson looked again at the
grinning faces over the gafte.

“This is a serious thing you're doing,
young feltows,” he said.

“I guess so,” assented Bobh Lawless.
“Quite serious, sheriti! We mean
business.” X

“I'll tell you what, sheriff,” chimed In
Chunky Todgers. “You fetch Miss
Meadows back, and we'll zll be as quict
a3 lambs.”

The sherif made na reply to that.

He turned to Mr. Gunten.

“I guess 1 can do nothing more at
present,” he said. “You've got the school
into a state of riot among you, and
there’s no getting in now. I shall have
to get more force.”

“det it, and don't lose time!”
Mr. Gunten.

Mr. Henderson signed to his man, and
ihey rode away together at a gallop up
iha trail to Thompson.

A loud cheer from the Cedar Creek
fellows followed them.

The retreat of the sheriff and his man
was an acknowledgment of defeat.

Old Man Gunten shook a fat fist at the
schoolboy strikers,

He was bitterly disappointed by the
result of the sherifi’s visit.

Not for a moment had he imagined that
Cedar Creelk would venture to resist the
representativa of Taw and order.

He had begun to realise that he had
stirred up a wasps’ nest, so to speak,
af Cedar Creek School, and he began to
ha[}'e doubts as to how the matter would
end.

But he was nome the less determined
to have his way.

4s he shook a podgy fist at the rebels,
a_clod of earth from Eben Hacke caught
him. under his fat chin, and he nearly
fell from his horse, s

Mr. Peckover hastily rode back out of
range, and the storekeeper followed him,
spluttering.

They trotted away at last up the trail
In the direction taken by the sheriff and
his man. .

“Looks like a vietory for us, you
chaps!” %rirmed Chiunky Todgers.

“Hurrah |”

“So far,” said Frank Richards soberly.
“But you heard what the sheriff said.
He's gone for more men.”

“Let 'em come!” gaid Bob Lawless.
“They'll find us ready for them. If they
geb in over the fence there'll still he the
schoolhouse, and we can hold that against
all the Thompson Valley.”

Frank Richards laughed.

“I don't know about that,” he said.
“But we can hold it against the sheriff
and his men. We'd betier get ready for
a tussle.” '

Matters were growing serions for the
schoolboy strikers, but there was no
thought of aurrundcr, only of preparation
for the tussle to come.

It was probable enough that the enemy
would effeet an cntrance at some peint
in the sehool enclosure, if they eame in
foree, but the schoolhouse itself was
a stronghold that was not likely to be
taken easily.

In the interval before the sheriff could
return, Frank Richards & Co. improved
the shining hour, as it were, by making
the schoolhouse ready for defence if the
cinérgency arose. i

Black Sally was politely, hut firmly,

snapped

requested to vacate her quarters, which

she did, and the Chinese servant was also
given notice to quit, and the schoolboys
had the house to themselves.

Lumber was ecarried into the honse by
many busy hands, and boards nailed
acrgss  windows inside, and legs piled
against, doors.

In the course of an hour the sehgol-
honse was turned into a veritable
fortress, and only the main door was left

open ont the poreh, all ready to be closed |

and barred if the rebels had to retreat
into the house,

BEvery fellow obtained a stick, a whip,
or a pole to defend the walls as soon
as the attack came; and Bob Lawless
appointed the defenders to their places
with the skill of & horn general,

Meanwhile, Yen Chin was left to keep
watch at the gate, with his c¢yes on the
trail.

All preparations were completed by
the time the Chinese gave the alarm.

e was heard yelling at last:

“Shelift comee! Gettec movee ony”

There was a rush to the gate.

Frank Richards jumped on the hench
within, and Tooked  over.

bunch of horsemen came in sight,
galloping towards the schook.

He recognised them as men belonging to
the town of Thompson, and observed that
most of them were grinning. a

They were the sherifl’s “posse,” citizens
of Thompson who were called upon when
necessary o maintain the law, to lay
somé¢ “bad man” by the heels, or to
rup down a hotse-thief. .

_From their looks it was evident that
they regarded It as a joke their being

resource.

(Continued from the Ereuvious page.)

called up to quell a schoolboy rebellion
at the section school.

Dave Duckers and the sheriff were not
grinning, however; they had had some
painful experiences already which con-
vinced them that it was not a jokin
matter. :

There were ten men in all in the party,
and it was evidently a forece that the
| schoolboys could nof deal with if they
ance got to c¢lose quarters,

Behind the party trotted Mr. Peckover
and Old Man Gunten. )

They were looking much more satisfied
now, in_ the confident anticipation of
putting down the revolt at Cedar Creek.

With a clatter of hoofs: the harsemen
stopped outside the gate, and there was
& general chuckle among them at the
sight of a row of schoolboy faces laoking
over at them. i k

But the sheriff was ¢old and grim.

“Richards! Lawless!” he rapped out.

“Hallo, sheriff! Back again?”

“QOpen that gate!”

“Can’t bhe done!” .

The sherifl raised his hand, and pointed
to the gate. -

“Get over the gate, my men, and lay
your ropes round those pesky young
rascals.”

“You bet, sherifft” )

There was a clattering and crashing as
the horsemen rode close t6 the gate to
clamher over,

But the task was not so casy as they
had supposed.

The defenders were in deadly earnest,.
and their cudgels came into play with-
ouf, mercy, and there were loud yells
among the sheriff’s posse.

“Sock it to them{" shouted Frank
Richards.

“Qive 'em beans!” rgared Bob Law-
less.

“Oh, holy smokel”

“¥ou young rascals! Yaraooh!”

The reception was a little too hot, and
the horsemen backed away from the gate,
with a wild clatter of hoofs and jingling
of hridles,

“Go on! Go on! yelled 0ld Man
Gunten furiously
ing out for? Get on with it!”

“det on with it yourself, you fat
coyote!” roared Dave Duckers. “Go and
et your own gilly cabeza eracked, if you
liked”?
~*“Yes, come on, Old Man Gunten!”
shouted Bob, fourishing his cudgel
“Come an, old sport !’

Old Man Gunten did not come on, but
he addressed the sheriff’s men in language
that was more plain than polite, tilF Mr,
Henderson grufily told him to “shut his
chin.”

The fat storekeeper was jostled out of
the way.

His warlike urgings were, in point of
fact, a little out of place, as he was not
taking any part in the fighting.

He resemhled the famous Duke of
Plaza-Toro, who led his regiment from
hehind, hecause he found it less exciting.

men, who were not grinning now by any
means.

Their first brush with the schoolboy
strikers had convinced them that the
matter was serious,

“Cut down the gatei”
Henderson.

Dave Duckers and another man unslung

rapped Mr,

- woodman's axes from their saddles; they

had evidently come prepared for that last

They advanced to ‘the gate,
started on it with the axes.

The gate was thick and strong, but the
splinters flew fast under the hefty blows
that raimed down.-

“By gum!” said Chunky Todgers, in

and

diemay. “This lets us out, you chaps!”
Crash! Crash! Crash!

But fhe defenders were quick to
retort.

From within, clods of earth and chunks
of wood rained down on Duckers and his
companion so hotly that they retreated at

¢ last, -

“ Better keep your distance!” called out
Bob Lawless, “This isn't a game, and
any galoot that comes within range will
get burt!”

“Cut down that gate!” roared Mr.
Henderson.

He seized one of the axes, and rushed
at the gate, and another man followed.

The erashing blows resounded again,
and the gate creaked and rocked under
the assault,

and the sheriff’s companion

retreated,
yelling. : -

clods of earth struck him like snowballs
from ahaove.

“Get my trail-rope, Franky,” whispered
Bob, as he sent clod after clod down on
the angry, perspiring sheriff.

Frank Richards ran for the rope, and
waa back in less than 2 minute.

Bob neoosed the end, and looked over
at the sheriff labouring below with un-
diminished vigour.

“Look out, sheriff!” shouted Dave
Bab's skilled hand.

The sheriff did not heed.

Cragh! Cragh! Crash!

The last, blow sent the quivering axe-
head fairly through the gate, and it
stuck in the hard wood.

As the sherifi dragged at it flercely to
rclease it, the noose of the lasso dropped
over hig shoulders.

He released the axe then, and jumped
back ; but it was too late, ;

Half a dozen hands dragged on the
rape from within, and as the noose slipped
lower down round the sheriff it tightened,
and his arms were pinned to hig sides.

“What are you back- |

The sherifi rapped out an order to his |

From above came a shower of missiles, |

But Mr. Henderson stuck to it, crash- |
| ing_blows on the yielding gate, while |

Duckers, as he saw the lasso whirl in |

“Pull!" yelled Bob Lawless,

Three or four fellows threw their
weight on the rope inside the gate.

The result was that the sheriff was |

dragged off his feet and bumped on the
gate, suspended on the end of the lasso.

He was dragged frée of the ground, and
half-way to the top of the gate, and hung
there gasping.

Boh Lawless took a turn of the rope
round a post inside, and knotted it.

“You can let go now!" he gasped.

The sehoolboys lined the gate again,

Below them, the sheriff was hanging in
the lasso, which was taut round his arms
nnl? bady, quite unable to release him-
self.

"1 guess that puts the stopper on you,
sheriff " said Bob Lawless,

*Oh, ah, ow!” gasped the sheriff. “Let
go! Let up! I'll skin you! Come and
get me loose, you fools!™. - :

His big boots beat a furious tattoo on
the gate as he swung.

There was a rush of his men to help
him, but it was met by a regular fusillade
from within, and the assaflants fell back

" Again.

Dave Duckers rushed in, knife in hand,
to cut the rope, hut Vere Beauclere had
a lasso in hand now, ready to cast, and
Big Dave dodged back just in time to
avoid being roped.

There was a pause, while the sheriff’s
heels tattooed on the gate like castanets,
and the sheriff’s voice resounded through
ihe air like unto the tones of the Bull of
Basham.

The 4th Chapter.
No Surrender!

Bob Lawless leaned over the gate, and
tapped the raving sheriff gently on the
shoulder.

Mr. Henderson glared up at him.

The grip of the rope round his arms
and body, with all his weight thrown on
it, was hurting him.

“You young villain ! he gasped. “Let
me loose!”

“Boon as you like, sherillf, if you'll.give
your word to light out for Thompson and
let us alone,” said Bob,

“T'Il skin you!” raved the sheriff.

“I guess I'm not laoking out for a
chance of being skinned, sheriff " chuckied
Bob. “Will you let up and light out if
we cast you loase?”

“No!" roared the sheriff.

“Then I guess you can swing there till
you get tired.,”

The sheriff was tired already, to judge
by his wild wrigglings and his flow of
lunguage. .

“Will you come and let me loose, you
pusky fools!” he raved to his followers.

“Come on,” invited Frank Richards.
“We've got no end of ammunition ready.
If you like logs heaved on you, come ont"

“Burround the place, and get in where
you can!” snapped Old Man Gunten.

He wag not heeded, but the suggestion
was good, and the sheriff shouted to bis
“posse ” to do so, and the horsemen rode
round the school fence in a wide circle.

“This is where we beat a retreat, 1
think,” remarked Frank Richards. “We
can't keep them out in a dozen places at
orce.” .

Bob Lawless nodded. .

Over the high fente the heads of the
riders could be seen, surrounding the,
school enclosure, and the defenders were
not numerous enough to man the whole
extent of the spaeious ferce.

On all sides hands were lzid on the wall.

- and grim faces looked over.

Bob Lawless marshalled his men, and

‘ there was a retreat from the gate, but

missiles fléew thickly at the assailants, and
more than one of them dropped to the
ground outside, yelling.

. But one dropped inside at lagt, and
then another and another,

-They came on with trali-ropes coiled in
their hands, with the very evident inten-
tion of administering terrific thrashings 1o
the schoolboy strikers as soon as they
were within reach..

But by that time Frank Richards & Co.
had retreated to the poreh of the school-
house, and were ready to disappear from
sight.

Bob Lawless saw all the others inside,
and was the last to follow:

Big Dave was within a dozen feet of
him, rope in hand, when Bob stepped
ingide the house, and the big doar was
slammed.

A bar rattled into place, seeuring it.

Dave Duckers came on with a rush, and
hurled himself against the door, in the
hope of bursting it open before it could
be fastened.

But the bar was in place, and the big
door stood fast, and Duckers reeled back
ifrom it with a gasp.
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“Not this time, I guess!” called out
Bob Lawless, from within.

“0Oh, you pesky young varmint!" gasped
Big Dave. “Open that door at once!

| You hear me?”

“Go and chop chips!”

Big Dave hestowed a tremendous kick
01 the door, which made it shake, but did
| no damage excepting to the paint.

Then he hurried away to the gate to

him.
Mr. Henderson, cut loose from the lasso

string of emphatic ejaculations.
His remarks prew still more emphatic.

boys had barred themselves in the house.
and were still holding out.

The sheriff strode towards the school-
heuse in & towering rage.

big pine door.

“Let me in at once!” he shouted.

“Not to-day, sheriff!” answered Frank
Richards.

“The door will be broken in!”

“Go ahead!”

“Get  the
Henderson.

“You're doing a lot of damage to the
school, sherift!” chuckled Bob Lawless.
“Mind the trustees don’t bring an action
Tor damages against you.”

“Buck up with those forms!” shouted
Frank.

The garrison were dragging the forms
and desks out. of the big school-room
to pile against the door.

. Outside the axes were already sound-
ing.

But. Inside o solid array of heavy
deskp and forms- was piled up, and be-
hind that pile was another pile, and
behind that another and another, till
the hall was one huge barricade,

A gleam of daylight came through the
door as the blows were plied without
and' the stout wood was split.

As a panel burst open the assailants
ceased to smite, and the sheriff applied
his eyes to the opening. :

“You can see it’s no good now!” he
exclaimed. “Now open the door before
further damage is done!”

Then the sheritf gasped,

Instead of a crowd of schoolboys with-
in, what he saw was a mass of desks and
forms of heavy pine with iron. legs,
extending back to the depth of a dozen
feet or more.

It was evidently impossible for his men
to hew & way through such a terrific
| barricade as that, to say nothing of the
damage to the school property that would
have been entailed. £

"By gum!” gasped the sheriff, quite
taken aback.

“Aire we goin’ bosa?”

Diave Duckers.

Mr. Henderson shook his head.

“No good breaking in the door; we
could never wet through that,” he said.
“Look at it, man!”

Big Dave looked through the split in
the door, and ejaculated:

“On, Jerusalem!”

It was plain that the task was hope-
less.

0ld Man Gunten arrived on the scene
now, with Mr. Peckover, both of them
apparently under the impression that the
trouble was over.

Mr. Peckover was rubbing his thin

axes!” exclaimed Mr

on, inquired

in anticipation of the punishment he was
about to inflict.
Buf a disappointment waited for the
schoolmaster and Old Man Gunten.
“Why is not the door -open?” ex-
claimed Mr. Gunten. “What does this
nensense mean?”
“Why have you not effected an en-
trance, Mr. Henderson?” exclaimed the
schoolmaster. !
The sheriff snorted.
“Use your eyes!” he growled.
0ld Man Gunten applied his eyes to
the orifice, and snorted with wrath.
“The young scoundrels!” he exclaimed.
“You should not have given them time
to build up that barricade, sheriff |”
“How conld I help it?”" roared the
sherilf. *Wasn't I roped at the gate®”
“You shouldn't have been. Do you
call yourself a sheritf, and allow yourself
to be beaten by a parcel of schaolboys?"
raved the storekeeper, who was too en-

raged to care what he said. “What use
are you, 1'd like to know?”
“QOalm_ yourselves!” urged Mr. Peck-

aver. “Pray calm yourselves! The im-
mediate business is to effeet an' entrance
and bring those young rascals to order.”

“It’s got to be done!” snorted Mr.
Gunten.

“I suppose you are responsible for the
damage done, by your Instructions, Mr.
Gunten?” snapped the sheriff.

“Hang the damage! Qet ahead with
your work!”

The sherifi opened his lips for an angry
reply, but he closed them again, and
strode away from the porch. .

“Break in a window!” he rapped out.

Dave Dfickers took his axe and advanced
to the window of the schoolroom nearest
the porch.

The wooden shutters within were
closed, but they were spon shattered by
the powertul blows of the axe.

But as they splintered it was perceived
that thick planks were nailed across
inside.

“Oh, by gum!” gasped Duckers.

“Get on!" snapped the sheriff.

Crash, crash!

planks, leaving a wide gap.

But the defenders were ready inside.

Through the gap a long pole was sud-
denly shoved, and the end of it caught
- Big Dave under the chin.

With a wild howl Dave Duckers
dropped the axe and staggered back.

there was & loud chortle within.

release the sheritt, who- was yelling to i
| o6 last, rubbed his aching arms, with a |

when Big Dave reported that the school- |

He struck with his clenched flst on the A

hands, with a cruel gleam in his eyes, |

The axe smashed through one of the |

The pole was instantly withdrawn, and |

“Come on again, dear bag!™ called

Frank Richards.

" Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!”  howled
| Dnekers, clasping bizs chin with
| hands. " Yow-ow-woop! Sheriff, I gnes

I'm no hog, and I know when Fve g
| enough. Yow-ow!” u3

“Gebt on!  Get on!™ yelled Old M
' Gunten, almost dancing with rag
| coward! Get on, I tell yout™

Big Dave made no reply, but
at Old Man Gunten, took him
" collar, and shook him like a

The fat sterckeeper shook in: h
grasp like a jelly, his teeth chafterin
together. v ! g

“Help!” he spluttered. " Ruffian
. Henderson. help! Yareooh! @hl
Gurr!” 2

Shake, shake, shake!

“Help!" shriecked Mr. Guntem.

Big Dave took him once mere;, and! then
pitched: him awny, and Mr. Gunten rolled
on the groumdl. :

Then Big Dave strode awny towa
the gates to his horse. He . had b
enough of the schoolboy strikers an
Old Man Gunten.

The storekeeper got u%
hardly knowing whether he
lead or his heels. ;

“Sherill I" he spluttered. *Arrest
man! — Place him in custody! Do you
hear!™ o
"lol:. don't be a jay!" was the shesifl's
ply. e

breathle
was an

re
~ What—what?" -

“8tow your chin-wag!” exclaim
sheriff. “Itf you talk to a galoe
that you must expect to be- ki
Dry up!” 4}

Old Man Gunten almost choked: -

Mr. Peckover gave him a Han
assisted him to his feet.

The storekeeper brushed him' aside
way of recompense. Tempers were fai
on_all sides umong fhe attacking party.
Within  the  schoolhouse che
reigned, but it was not reflected with

Mr. Gunten strode towards the sherif
and shook a fat fist under s nose.

Mr. Henderson started back.

“Are you mad?” he ejaculated:

“You insolent rascall” raved Old
Gunten. :

" Whatt" stuttered the sheriff.

The fat storekeeper wus trembling with
rage. . e

“What do you call yourself?”
hooted. ' Sheritf of Thompson!
you're beaten by a parcel of hoysl By
gad, I'll have you sacked! I'll have yo
turned out of the sheriil’s offlec if ¥o
don't put that man into the eal
at once, and if you don't bring
| boys to order! You hear me?” -

' “Mr. Gunten!" murmured the school
master deprecatingly. 3 :

“You hold your tongue!” snappe
Man Gunten.

And Mr. Peckover subsided into sile
with a glint in his eyes,

It served. his purpose to be subse
to his patron, but the sherilt of Thomp-
son was made of very diferent stuff.

He looked grimly at the furious efere
keeper. 3

“By hokey!" he said. “You'll have'me
sacked, will you? ¥ou'll have me. tumed
out of the sheriff’s office? I'il' give yo
. some plain® talk, Mr. Gunten. It's your
own fault that this trouble bhas hap-
pened. It was a dirty trick to dischirge
Miss Meadows for no fault of hers; and
guess you did it because she' turned
f blackguard of a son out of the schoal,
as he deserved, just as the boys say. |
I was a boy here 1 guess I'd stand up
. for her, just as they’re doing. And now,
" Mr. Gunten, as you think I'm no nse,
' I'll vamoose the ranch, and you ecan
handle the affair on your lonesome; an
just as you like.” i

And with that the sheriff called ti

55 with
rage for some moments; then he shrieked
after the sheriff. o

“Come back! Do
baek! I order you!

Sheriff Henderson did not heed.

He strode to his horse and' mounted,
and his men followed his example. =

Probably Mr. FHenderson was glad
enough, in any case, to be relieved of the
difficult task be had undertaken, and
men were certainly glad to be dane with
the rebels of Cedar Creek; but fo Have
the insolence of the storekeeper added
to the difficulty of the task was thel
straw. .

The sherill had washed his hands of =
the business, leaving Old Man  Gunf
and the new schoolmaster to deal with
as they thought fit.

There was a clatter of hoofs dn the
trail as the sheriff and his posse rgde
| oft to Thompson, unheeding the. franf
commands of Old Man Gunten. .

Mr. Peckover stood silent in  disma
The hoofbeats died away on the
From within the barricaded schaol
came a derisive yell.

“Come on, Mr. Gunten!”

“Hurrah!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

0ld Man Gunten did not reply.
seemed to be on the verge of an attack ¢
apoplexy. The_first round of the eantest
was over, and Frank Richards & Co.
the winners.

you hear me? Come
g
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BARKER, THE BOUNDER!

(Continued from the previous page.)

from the Hollies a little after six o'clock,
and scudded back to Hedelyffe.

They managed to enter the guadrangle
Ly the same way ns they had departed,
and reached the window of the Yorm-
rcom unnoticed.

They climbed through the window, and
immediately Bob Travers gniffed the air
suspiciously.

“My hat!" he exclaimed, in amaze-
ment. “Homchbody’s been smoking in
Lere. Can you smell it, you fellows?”

Dicky and Jack sniffed rhe air.

My giddy awvnt!” cried Dicky Turner.
*{ should thime I can cwnell it, and—-
Look! The rotters have left the ends of
their cigarettes round our desks!”

“The cads!” said Bob Travers indig-
nantly. "1 guess I know who’s respon-
sihle for this!"”

“Barker?" said Jack Jackson.

“There's nobody else I know of who
would. be such a rotter!” said Bob
quietly.

“By gum!” roared Dicky 'I.‘umer his

face flushing with anger. “I'll—

Dicky paused, for suddenly there came
},hel\sound of the key being turned in the
ock.

Next instant the door opened, and in
walked Mr. Chambers and Harcourt.

There was a very grim look on the
master’'s face as he surveyed the juniors
and sniffed the air.
~“You young rascals!” he thundered,
“How dare you behave in such a dis-
graceful manner during my absence?
How dare you smoke in the Form-room?”

“W-w-we've not been smoking, sic!”
faltered Bob Travers.

The is. Chapler.
Under the Shadow.

& Silver 1 ;

Mr. Bootles, the master of the Fourth
Form at Rookwood, spoke in a gentle
tone.

Jimmy Silver did not reply.

The Classical Fourth were in the Form-
room, and it was Jimmy's turn to con-
qtrue. but Jimmy was thinking of any-
thing but Latin just then,

Htis usually sunny face was deeply over-
cnst.

His chum Newcome looked glum, too.

The two juriors were giving no atten-
tion to lessons; they couldn't!

They were thinking of their chums,
Lovell and Itaby, whose mysterious dis-
appearance from Rookwoed had caused a
sensation in the school,

“ Silver |»

Mornington nudged the captain of the
Fourth, and Jimmy looked up, his face
reddening,

“Yes, sir?” he stammered.

Mr. Bootles blinked at him very kindly
over his spectacles.

The Form-master was aware of the loyal
friendship that united the Fistical Four,
and he sympathised with Jiminy Silver's

. evident distress.

“Y am afraid your attention is wander.
ing, Silver,” said Mr. Bootles.

“I—I can't help it, sirl® stammure«l
Jimmy, “I—I can’t help thinking about
—abhout—" His voive [altered.

%] understand,” said Mr. Bootles gently.
“If you choose, Silver, you and Newcome
!’I‘I[Lj'" leave the Form-rcom for the morn-
ing.

“0Oh, thank you, sir!® said Jimmy, in
great relief. And Arthur Newcome echoed
his words.

Form work just then seemed a horror
.to the two juniors in their distress of
mind,

Gladly enough they quitted the Form-
room, leaving the rest of the Classical
Fourth to grind Latin.

There was a cheery antumn sunshine in
the old quadrangle of Rookwood, and the
chums were glad to -get into the open
air.,

Save for themselves and one other the
quadrangle was deserted,

The other was a man with a scarred
face, and an empty sleeve hanging by his
side, who was pacing under the heeches
amid the fallen feaves.

“There's Capbain Lagden, Jimmy,” said
Newcome. “May a3z well speak to him
now., 1 don't know whether he knows
what's happened to Raby—whether he
knows he’s missing as well as Lovell, I
mean. He was very frlendly In helpmg us
to lock for poor old Lovell,?

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“He would belp us if he could.” he said.
¢ But it's not much good looking for Raby,
kid, He's nowhere nenr Rookwood, New-
come, old chap, what can have hecome of
Rim and of Lovell?»

“(oodness knows ! muttered Newcome,

The mystery of the juniors” disuppear-
ance oppressed the two chums like a
welght upon their minds and their hearts,

They had had little sleep the previous
pight, since they had learned of George
Rahy's disappearance, following that of
Arthur Edward Lovell.

“Don't lie to me, you disgraceful boy!”

roared Mr. Chambers, striding towards
the juniors’ desk. “What are those
cigarette-ends deing on the floor, and
your lines, where are they?”

“Here you are, sir,” said Dicky Turner,
handing bis lines to the master; “they're
all there.”

Mr. Chambers grabbed hold of the lines.

“Nonsense!" he greund out. “There
isn't half of them here. This is
terrible!l  To think that I should have

a set of _such unruly boys under my
charge! Where have you been all the
afterneon?- Tell me!  Where were you
at five o'vlock?”

Y We—we—we

“I will not listen to lies!”
master, in a rasping voice. “I demand
the truth! Have you been out?”

“ We—we—we left the room for some-
thing, sir,” faltered Dicky Turner,

“You left the school grounds?”

“ We—wo—-"

Dicky Turner broke off abruptly. He
was too Aabbergasted by the strange turn
of events to offer an explanation to the
angry Form-master.

*Bless my soul!” muttered Mr. Cham-
berg. “It is hardly believable that boys
could behave in such a blackguardly
manner! To leave the school without
my permission was a serious enough
offence, but to indulge in the vile' habit
?f smeking, and in the Form-rcom,
00—"

“We did pot smoke!” exclaimed Bob
Travers & Co., in indignant voices.

“Nonsense!" thundered the master.
“Nobody else has been here except you.
You alone are to blnmo

said the

The two juniors moved towards the
becches, where the captain was pacmg
to and fro smoking a cigarette.

The grim scars on the capbain’s face
gave him a forbidding look; but Jimmy
Silver had found him very kind and help-
ful when the search for Lovell was going
on, and they felt kindly hown.rds Basil
Lagden.

The captain had his back towards them,
and did not obsorve them,

The two Fourth-Formers had nearly
reached the beeches when, looking past
the trees towards the gates they ob-
served a strunger who had just entered,
and was speaking to Mack the porter.

Captain Lagden observed the man at the
same moment, and stopped in his pacing,
his back still to the juniors, and stared
towards the gates,

The juniors could not see his face, but
his sudden stop, and something in his
attitude, showed that he was keenly in-
terested in the man who had just come
in from the road.

The stranger was a short, fat man,
dressed in tweeds, with a bowler-hat and
u hig walking-stick.

He had a rather podgy face, and a
straggling moustache, and shifty eyes of
an uncertain colour., He locked as com-
monplace an individual as the chums of
the Fourth had ever secen.

“1 wonder who that is?” remarked New-
come. “Captain Lagden secms to know
him, from the way he’s staring at him.”

“Looks like it,” said Jimmy indiffer-
ently. “Never mind him, We want to
speak to Lagden.” s

But Jimmy Silver did not have an oppor-
rgnjty of speaking to Captain Lagden just
shen,

The captain, after a long, hard stare
at the stranger at the gates, turned
sharply, and strode away towards the
School House.

He passed within a few paces of the
surprised jumiors, and gave them a short
nod, but did not stop to cpeak, even to
bid them gocod-morning.

He walked with a hurried stride towards
the House, and dlsappeared in at the big
doorway.

Jimmy Silver had cpened his lips to
speak as the captain was passing; but
Basil Lagden was gone before he could
utter n word,

Jimmy losked nt Newcome who re-
turned his glance in surprise.
“My hat!" said Newcome. “What the

dickéns——"

“That's & man he doesn't want to
meeb,” sald Jimmy, with a slight smile.
“The chap looks as if he might he a
collector of bills. Perhaps he's got a little
account for the captain.”

The podgy man had left the porter at
the gate now, and was starting across the
quadrangle,

Jimmy Silver and Newcome had halted
on the path, and the stranger eved them
as he came up, and stopped,

“ Good-morning !” he said pleasantly.,

“ Good-morning, sir!” .said the two
Juniors politely

“Not at lessons this morning—eh ?” eald
the podgy gentleman, his s!ui’ty cyes
twinkling at the juniors.

“No," answered Jimmy, without adding
any explmmhlun of the circumstance, He

You are a set

of young rascals, and I shall make it my
business to see that you are expelled from
the school! Follow me to the Head’s
study!” g

“Excuse me, sir,” said Harcourt, step-
ping in front of the master.

“What is it, Harcourt?”

The captain held out a cuff-link before
Mr. Chambers,

"I have just found this on the floor,
gir,” he said. “If it does not belong to
¢ither of these juniors, it might help to
throw some light on the affair.” /

“H'm!" Mr. Chambers frowned seriously.
“1 think sufficient lizht has already been
thrown on the matter,” he said coldly.
“Doea this link belong to either of you
boys?”

Bob Travers &
negative,
inspection.

“Now I come to think of it,” remarked
Harcourt quietly, “I remember seeing a
link like this in a ecuff belonging to
Barker, of the Fourth, whom I was com-
Selled to punish for ingolence the other

ay."”

“I hope you are not attempting to

shift the blame from these unruly boys,”
daid the master acidly.
. “Not exaetly, sir,” replied the captain.
“But I consider the matter should be
thoroughly investigated before they dre
pronounced guilty. It seems strange to
me that if this link was lost before this
afternoon, somebody should not have
found it."” .

Mr. Chambers thought for a moment.

“Very well,” he said, at length. “Please
be good enough to fetch Barker, and
bring the boys who share his study, too.
They may be useful as witnesses.”

Harcourt. departed at once, and re-
tu%led a few minutes later with Barker
. Co,

There was a gloating expression on the

Co. replied In the
and held out .their cuffs for

bounder's face as he entered the Iorm-
room.

“Does this belong to you, Barker?”
asked Mr. Chambers, holding out the' cuff-
llnk before the bounder.

“I—I—I— Yes, that's mine,” replied
the bounder disrespecttully.

“It happens that it has just been founrl
in this room,"” said the master slowly and

fiemly. “I  am wondering, therefore,
whether you bhave been here siuce
dinner.”

“0Oh, no, sir!" replied the bounder
pmmptly. “I've been out all the after-
noon.

“You haven't been smoking in this
room?” 3

“Smoking, sir!" said the bounder inno-
cently, whilst Mason and Harris moved
uneasily from one foot to the other. “I
shouldn’t dream of deing such a thing!
I had no idea that boys at this school
indulge in smoking. - It's a disgusting
habit—"

"I am well aware of that,” said Mr.
Chambers icily. “You—-="

“Don’t you think it would be best if
you inspect the juniors’ hands, sir?”
sugrested HarcOurt. “Whoever has heen
guilty of smoking hére is sure to have
stains of nicotine on his fingers.” -

“That is a pgood idea,” said
Chambers. “Each boy here will
out both hands in front of him.”

Bob Travers & Co. immediately shot out
their
them critically,

But there were no stains on the fingers
of Bob Travers & Co.

The Form-master switched round at
once in the direction of Barker & Co.

The latter were looking decidedly un-
comfortable, and they held their hands
behind them. -
m"_[hey had not expected anything like

is.

Mr.
hold
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did not see that it concerned the podgy
stranger in any way.

“And so this is Rookwood?” went om
the podgy man, in a chatty way. .

“Yes, this is Rookwood,” answered
Jimmy.

“Fine place!” said the stranger, with
a glance of his shifty eyes over the green
quad and the grey old buildings.
“ Historie, and all that—what?”

“ Yes,"” said Jimmy, smiling.

“1 dare say that building's a hundred
years old,” remarked the podgy gentle-
man, with a nod towards the old _Hchool
Hﬂu‘;e

“®Nearer six,” answered Newcome, with
seme pride.

Classicals at Rookwood were very proud
of the antiquity of the school.

They assumed lofty airs on that account
towards the fellows on the Modern side,
in Mr. Manders’ House; Mr., Manders'
House being anything but ancient, like
the Modern side generally.

“You don't say so!” exclaimed the
visitor, in great admiration. “8S8ix hun-
dred years old, and as good as new! Well,
my word !”

“ Better than new!" said Jimmy Silver,
smiling again. He found the podgy
gentleman rather amusing.

“Just as you say—better!” agreed the
stranger. “Very interesting these old
places to a man from the city—very!
And you young gentlomen are going to
play cricket, I supposei?”

The young gentlemen grinned.

“ Nextb summer—certainly 17 said Jimmy

Silver. “Foothall happens to be on just
now.” .
“Quite so—quite so! My mistake!

Many a long day since I was at school,”
said the podgy pmentleman. “I never was
at Reokwood—never; hadn't the advan-
tage of attending a public school myself.
Great advantage that! Lucky young
fellows—what ? Once a Rookwcoder,
always a Rookwooder! Never quite lose
sight of the old school—eh?®

Jimmy Silver nodded.

The two juniors remained where they
were, as the podgy gentleman seemed dis-
posed to be chatty, out of politeness.

“Lots of the old boys come down at
times, I suppose? Old Boy matches, and
all that—what?»

“0h. yes!” said Jimmy.

"ﬁ\?nd you play the Old Boys at cricket

“The seniors do,” said Jimmy, with a
smile. “Juniors don’t figure in the 0ld
Boys' matches. We're in the Fourth.”

“Y -zee—I[ see! Quite so! But you
watch the games—eh?—and cheer the
huundary hzra. and all thati»

“0h, yes!

“Yery intereatmg—-very' Charming
old place! I dare say you young gentle-
men come in contaet with quite a crowd
of Old Boys, comiug down for one thing
or another.” <

“Bometlmes.”

“Yes, yes; of course! In fact, T dare
say you'd see any Old Boy who hap-
pened to drop m arpund the place.”

“Very likely.”

"I‘rlend of mine waa here some years
back,” said the podgy gentleman genially.
“Name of Baumann. I dare say you've

make of

seen that young here at
times?" . .

“ Baumann!” repeated Jimmy Silver.
“There_was o fellow of that name here
once. ' He was the chap who shut up
Lagden in the abbey vanlts, when they
were juniors here. Years before our
time,”

“Qh, yes!
down sometimes
Boys—what "

“Never seen him!" said Jimmy.
_“He's never been to Rookwood in our
time, so far as I know,” added Newcome.

geutleman

But no doubt le comes
with the other 0Old

“Perhaps you mightn't have heard the.

name, but might have scen him all the
same,” remarked the podgy gentleman.
“Great friend of mine--very! Man like
that to look at.”

To the astonishment of the juniors
the podgy gentleman whipped a photo-
graph from his pocket and held it up for
them to sec, his shifity eyes watching
their faces keenly the while.

They looked at the photograph.

It was that of a man about thirty,
with a somewhat heavy face, and rather
unprepossessing features.

“You know that face—what?”

“No,” suid Jimmy, looking at it more
closely. “There seems something about
it a bit familiar—about the eyes, I think.
But I've mnever seen the man that I
know of.”

“ls that Baumann?" asked Newcome.

“That’'s him; that's my friend Bau-
mann! The fact is, I've lost trace of
him, and thought I might get news of
him here,” exelaimed the podgy gentle-
man. “1'm calling on the Head for that
reagon—that very reason. © You young
gentlemen don't think you've seen a man
like that about the place—hayt”

“Sorry; no.”

“It's a pity—very. Never mind. Good-
moerning to you, young gentlemen!”

The visiter slipped the pholograph back
into his pocket and started for the House,
with his quick, jerky walk.

“Well, my hat!"” said Newcome. “That's
a qGueer fish. Blessed it I know what to
him! What are you thinking
out, Jimmy?”

Jimmy Silver'a

Tul.
. “It's  jolly queer,” he said—*jolly
queer! That man's after Baumann, who
used to be here; and he's not a friend of
his, either. Looks to me like a plain-
clothes' detective, Newcome, There was
one came hers about that affair of Bulke-
ley last term; and they all have the same
look, I believe. He was pumping us, as
plain as anything. He sprung that photo
on us suddenly, to zee in our faces
whether we knew it.”

“A detective after an old Rookwood
chap!” said Newcome, with a stare.

“Well, Baumann was a Rookwooder;
but it's a German name, and I dare say
he was no elass,” said Jlmm} “Sergeant
Kettle remembers him, and den't think
much of him. And that trick we've
heard” he plaved on Lagden—shutting
him up in the abbey vaults—was a dirty
trick, . Anyway, that fat fellow was
pumping us, though he was ass enough
to think we didn't see it. Let's go and
see; Laxden now.”

And Jimmy Silver and Newcome went

face was deeply thought-

hands, and Mr. Chambers eyed"

Mr. Chambers.

forth their hanas, and next instant Mt
Chambers uttered an exclamation. "¢

a cluteh at DBarker’s

“&'011 have been in this room, after
all?”
“N-n-no, sirt I—"

your
“Yours, too, Mason and Harrig!
heavens!
had the audacity to-enter this room an|
indulge
amnkmg, and, not content with that, yo
have endeavoured to put the blsme o
three of your schoolfellows!”

“I am convinced of your guilt. A
three boys will follow me to my study ab

once,
do me another two hundred lines -each
for leaving the school without permission
You may go!”

when, a little later, they heard dism
‘moans
study occupied
smiled with satisfaction. -

plainly that Mr, Chambers had punishe
the cads severely for their cunning plot

obtain his revenge on Bob Travers & Co.
and failed.

yet!

of this splendid new serial in next Mon
day’s issue of the Boys' Frignn. 1 should
be glad if recders would write and let m
know what they think of thiz new ﬂary.)‘_

cheerily as Jimmy Silver tapped at ths
door of the Oak Room.

sofa under the window, and he gzave {l
juniors a iriendly nod as they entered.
morning,
“We—we're a bit worried.”
of you to give me a look-in."”
the quad, but—"

captain,
sleeve. .
weather's damp.
for a bit, I'm afraid.”

had come indoors se suddenly,

remembered  his
had heen avoiding the podgy stranger,

Captain
matter.
itseli® felt,
twinges in the bad weather.
{mnd tlmt You have something to B,
0 me.” =

looking for poor old Lmell sir—"

lad mi,(:ht still be abcout Rookwood some-
'whe*c 5 :

scarch of the place.”
eaid Jimmy

gone away suddenly,”
very extraordinary.”

“I—I suppose he's gone away!" ad-
mitted Jimmy Silver. “But I can
understand it.”

have heard m)t.hmg of him—same 23
Lovell’s,” said Newcome. ;

207"
saw of him [ should have thought he wi
happy here.”

sir,”
what may
been foul play of some sort.”

tain Lagden thoughtfully.
have happened to Raby within the wuill
of the Schonl House?”

said Jimmy.

beats me--bcats me hollow!
me feel that my head's turning round.
But there’'s heen foul play of some sort,
and we're going to get to the botfomel
it somehow !"

gir,
investigation.
Laovell
dormitory to come down here and p]uy
a trick Un you.” 'm
sure you've forgiven him for that, si

was going tc-‘to play that trick with
said Jimmy.
about in the dsrk he mizht have spilk
some, and wé wight find the traces. Hy

that's hardly ever used.
out, and. found that Bhe had spilt soms
of the ink, as we had supposed. He loff

into the House and made their wny tl:l‘
the captain’s quarters.

foupd anything out yet, then, to glw
you any idea——-"

“It was simply a misunderstanding, buf
Lovell had taken n dislike to me.
mind that.

“Hold out your hands!” commsnde‘

Very slowly the three cads brought.

he cried, as he. mad
stamed fingers.

“Bless my soul!"

“Then what are those stains domgu
fingers?” demanded the master.
Goo

This is amazing! You hav

in the disgusting habit o

“No, sir, [—" began the bounder. -
“Silence!" rapped out Mr, Chambérﬁ
0

Travers, Turner, Jackson, you wil

Bob Travers went willingly cnough.
They returned to  their study, an

coming from Study No. 2—the

by Barker & Co.

For those moans told them only- to
Once again Barker had endeavoured ti

But the bounder was not done Wlth

(Another magnificent long instalmen

The 2nd Chapter.

The Veil of Mystery.
“Come in!”
Captain Lagden’s

voice called onb

The captain was stretched upon

“Not at lessons?” he, smiled.
“Mr. Bootles has let us off for:th
sir,”  answered Jlmmy Silver..

Very ‘l-;lud
“We were gmmr to speak to you iu'
sudden twinge,” sa.ld,t.hu,
with a nod towards his enipty

“I always get It when the
I shall have to lny u

“I understand. 8it down'

“I bhad a

The juniors were sympathetic at oncB.
They understood now why the capluf

Jimmy felt a twinge of remorse as li

“Nothing to speak of, of course,” said
Lagden, making light of tl
“But the loss of a limb mak
you know—you get by
But nevi

“You were kind enough to help us.in
“Yes; you had an idea ‘that the paol

said the captain, with a-smil
“I think we made a pretty thorough
“Yes; I've hﬂd to give up that ides,
“ But—but now Riby—
The captain became very grave.
“I heard this morning that Raby ha
he said. " “Ifis

“Have his people heard?”
“The Mead's telephoned, but his people

“It’s very odd. Why should the hn}'
said the captain, “From what,

“H(' never went of his own  accon :
said Jimmy. “I can't even gues
have happened, but -there's

Newcome nodded assent. p
“That's rather a queer idea,” said Cy
“What coul

“The same that happened to Lovell

“And that—"
“I don't know,” confessed Jimmy. "lt‘

It makes

“I wish you tuck, my boy! Have youl

“That's what we wanted to teli yo
Last night we were making a sorb
You remember poor
when be disappeared, had left thy

Jimmy celoured.

“With all my heart!” said the captai
Never
“Well, he had a can of Ink that lig- S
“We thought that getting

by the little oak stairea:
We traced ib

came down
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marks here and there, all the way
is room.”
(iptain Lagden started.
lo this roomi¥”
es. I1t's clear that he got ns far as
door,” said Jimmy. “There was a
of ink, just perceptible, close to
door-handle, and ZLovell mugt have
'to the very door and taken hold of
landle. We'd found that much out
i-night; when, finding the door was
iid, and not being able to make you
ar; we thought you must be ill, and
it down to call Mr. Bootles. Raby
jied outside your door, and when we
g up you told us he had been gone
e minutes. Well, he never came to
dormitory that. night. He's never
a9 seen since.. After leaving you he
gply vanished ! : o
‘Extraordinary !” i
‘e were going fo tell you what we'd
d out ahout Lovell, you see,” went
Jimmy Silver. “It's extraordinary
i he had reached the door of this
m, and then ° disappeared; and it
ply knocked us over ‘wlen we found
~Raby had done exactly the same

Is it possible, sir, that Lovell
id- have entered this room the night
‘tome here?” -
e captain looked very thoughtiul.
f"was asleep in the next room, I
gose,” he rémarked. ™8I certainly did
wake up and hear him. He could
ely have entered without awakening
I shiould think. I rather fancy he
cup the idea of playing such a triek,
i went back. = Then he appears to
i left the house. I hear that a
ow was found open in the morning."”
nmy Silver nodded slowly.
‘But Raby, sir?” he said. “He didn't
e the housc—at least, it can't be
wd out that he did.”
ut he must have gone, as he 1s no
ger here!™ gaid the captain, with a
it smile. “I am afraid it will turn
f that there was some scheme between
~m for running away irom school
ther—some romantic idea—and they
probably be found together in a
edays.” L .

Jmmy Silver shook his head.
‘They wouldn't run away, sir; and if
d had any idea of that kind, they
dn't have kept. it secret from us”

naster.
Gool

id.
‘But what is the explanation, then?”
ied the captain, “Dr. Chisholm is of
i opinion.” E
'['can’t guess what has bappened, sir,
iept that there’s been foul play,” said
nmy. “But we shan't rest till we've
wid out, everything.” -
Jimmy's eyes gleamed as he spoke, and
aw squared.
zed and perplexed as he was, there
o doubt of Jimmy Silver's deter-
Sition to probe the mystery, and dis-
ier what Lad become of his missing
i, !

wish you every
Citain Lagden cordially.

red.

success!” said
“Any assist-

i pp} to give.  I've got to lie up here
day, and ,I ghall think the matter
r as hard as I can, and if anything

e here.” |

itefully. .
1 can feel for your dis-
X * gaid the captain. “There
fery little I would nof do to help
Mizht I ask you to take a message
e Head for me, to inform him that
o not feel quite well enough to come
am to lunch to-day§”
ertainly, sirt”

533,?: e two juniors left the Oak Room,
smile iptain Lagden taking up a book.
ough Their faces were clouded as they went

nstairs. .
faiptain Lagden had been so kind in
ing them help before, that they had
il & vague hope that he might have
e suggestion to make, but evidently
as at as great a loss as themselves.
ey proceeded to the Sixth Form room
talke the captain’s message to Dr.
holm,” and in the corridor they
untered ‘Tupper, the page, with a
nad grin on his face.

lle was coming away from the Sixth
m room.

s the Head there, Tupper?” asked
mmy.

Topper’s grin widened.

“No, Master Silver, he ain't! I've jest
in a gentleman's card to 'im, and
5 gone to his study,” said Tupper.
[ was waxy, sir! He don't like being
errupted when he’s on Greek and sich,
don't.” Tupper chuckled. “But I 'ad
ytake the ecard in, seeing as the gent
 very pressing, and him a detective,

0
‘0h!” said Jimmy, remembering the
lzy gentleman. “How do you know he
2 a detective, Tuppy?”
fasn't it in print on the card?”
rined Tupper. “* Mr. Brown, Criminal
stigationl Department, Scotland Yard.’
"Dht'hem means a detective, don't it?”
“And the 'Ead was waxy!” grinned
i J:per. “Oh, what a wax!”
nd ''ipper went his way to the regions
dow, evidently with the intention of con-
fing to his friends there what a “wax”
e Head was in.
Jimmy Silver and Newcome proceeded
he Ilead’s study, and Jimmy tapped,
geiving 2 very sharp “Come in!” in
sponse.
e opened the door a little timidly.
When the Head was in a “wax,” it was
lvays advisable to give him as wide a
h as possible, but in this case Jimmy
~dier had no choice, as he had the
tain's message to deliver.
The podgy gentleman was in the study,
id his shifty eyes rested on the jumior
he ilead glanced sharply at Jimmy
er.

ell 2 rapped Dr. Chisholm.
Jimmy delivered Captain
anent luneh.

ery welll” '
ind Jimmy retired from the study, glad

Lagden’s

can render I shall be only oo |

s to me, I'll send you & message to ‘

“‘Toure very kind, sir,” said .Iimm]:"

Dr. Chisholm’s face was set, and it was
only too evident that Tupper was right
ahout the revercnd gentleman being “in
a4 wax.”

Jimmy and Newcome walked ouf into
the quadrangle, where they discussed, for
the fiftieth time, the mystery that
puzzled and worried them, without coming
any nearer a solufion.

Lovell and Raby had disappeared from

melted into thin air, and their chums
were utterly bafled and mystified.

The 3rd Chapter.
. Wanted !

Mr. Brown’'s shifty eyes stole hack to
the Head as the door closed aiter Jimmy
Silver. !

The Head was very calm. amd self-
restrained, but the - “wax” -was guite
apparent to the podgy gentlenian’s shifty
eyes. Lo
“Now, sir, you were saying—-" snid
the Head abruptly. Rt o

“Sorry to be taking up your time like
this—very!” said Mr. Brown cheeriully.
“Duty, sir! 1f you can give me any
information—" .

“I{ 1 can give you any information to
assist you in vindicating the law, it is-
my duty to do so however unplepsant it
may be,” said Dr. Chisholm, *Ior that
purpose, my time is at your disposal. 1.
only beg you to be as brief as possible.”

“Quite so, sir! To come to the point,
there was a lad named Baumann at this
school some years back.”

“That is s0.”

“Not a lad of good character, T under-
stand?”

the Head sharply. “He was compelled-to
leave Rookwood when his character
hecame known to me. ' In short. he was
Egp{gﬁlled irom the school for gamibling and
eft.” .
“Then T take it that he has never
visited the school since?”
“Certainly not!”
“No old friends here, {'rinstance—"
“Most decidedly not.”

“Not to your knowledge, of course,
sir,” said Mr. Brown. “Quite so! You
cannot tell me, therefore, where to put
L my finger on Mr Baumann?”

“I have not the faintest knowledge of
his movements since he leit Rookwood
more than ten years ago. I heard some-
thing to the eftect that he had gone to
the bad, but I never knew the facts.”

“The facts are simple enough, sir,”
sald Mr. Brown. “Baumann did go to
the bad—he became a hanger-on at races,
a tout and welsher, and after that he
served a sentence for forgery, and aiter
that, sir, a sentence for manufacturing
counterfeit banknotes,”

The Head shuddered.

It was bitter enough to him to learn
that a fellow who had once heen at
Rookwood School had had such a record
in later life.

“This is news to me, Mr. Brown,” he
gaid, in a low voice. “I am shocked—
very much shocked! However, I do not
see——"'

“Mr Banmann had served his second
sentence when the war hroke out,” said
Mr. Brown. “He came very near serving
another over a matter of trading with

regard the Germans as enemies, heing of
Glerman desecent himself. But he was still

a free man when conscription was
instituted, and he was taken into the
Army.”

“Hardly a profitable transaction for the
Army, I should think,” said the Head
drily. R

“Quite s0!” assented BMr. Brown, "His
military record was a bhad one. His
cariiest exploit was to steal an officer’s
cheque-bool, and pass falge cheques upon
tradespeople. He was at the Front when
that was discovered, and he would have
been dealt with in the wsual way, but in
an attack during the Somme fighting he
was wounded. From that time it was
not easy to trace him, but I have ascer-
tained that he was sent home with a
bateh of wounded, put in hospital, and
deserted from there, Three months ago

liz disappeared, taking with him al_l he

human ken as completely as il they had-

YA lad of very bad ebaracter, sir,” said’

Carthew sat on the corner of the table with

the enemy, though perhaps he did not

could lay his hands on; and he is wanted
for theft, forgery, and desertion.” That
is Mi. Baumann’s record, sir,”
“A  disgraceful record!" the
Head. )
“Yery ! assented Mr, Brown.
"E:‘,till, 1 do not quite sce your object:

said

“L will explain sir. Althoush Banmann
has not heen heard of since, his work has
been leard of. 1 have nientioned that
he was sentenced once for counterfeiting
banknotes. Lately, sir, there has been ' a
flcod of counterfeit paper money—bank-
notes and currency notes—and experts
lave recognised ihe undoubted hand of
Mr. Baumann. He is at work again.
WWhere, is n mystery; but he is at work,
and turning ouf hundreds of pounds in
excellent forgeries, which pass muster
almoest ‘everywhere."”

“Shocking! But—" i

‘1 have_ twice had the pleasure of
arresting Mr. Banmann,” resumed, the
podgy gentleman. “I am looking forward
to that pleasurc a third time., In shart,
I am on the case, gir. That is why I am
liere."”

Dr. Chisholm raised his eyebrows.

“Surely, Mr. Brown, you have 1o
expectation whatever of finding that this
urmitigated rascal bas kept up his can-
nection
¢laimed. *Really, sir—"

“Not at all; bub in the “absence of any
clue, a man must not neglect the
slightest chameces, sir. - Banmann © cer-
tainly was here in his schooldays, and he
must have acquaintances among Roaok-
wood men of his time. My objeéet is to
inquire whether you, sir, have heard any-
thiug of the man.” :

*Nothing whatever.”

“Whether Le has Deen seen
neighbourhood—"

“I am certain that be has not.”

“And whether you can give me the
names of some Rookwood men of his
time, who may possibly know something
of his later movements.”

“1 fear that I can give you no assist-
anea there, sir”

Mr. Brown coughed.

in  this

¥t was plain to sce that the Head was
shocked and annoyed by the whole story,
and only wished to hear the last_iof
Baumann, and to sce the last of Mr.
Brown himself at the earliest possible
moment. )

Mr. Brown could understand that per-
fectly, but he hiad no intention of gratify-
ing the Head on that point. DBusiness
came flrst.

“Quite so, sir,” said Mr. Brown. “DBut
a singular circumstance is, that the man
has certainly been in this direction.”

“Is it possible?” :

“Banknotes and currency notes of the
undoubted Baumann brand have been
passcd in certain places ‘during the last
weck,” said Mr. Brown calmly, “all at a
distance from Rookwood. But—here is
ihe singular cirenmstance—they have been
traccd in towns lying, as it were, in &
circle round “the school. The nearest is
Lantham, to the west—ten or twelve
miles away, I think.”

“‘That is hardly sufficient to connect
the rascal with Rookwood in- any way.”

“Quite so; but the notes have heen
traced in a town fifteen miles enst—and,
again, in distant towns north and south,”
said Mr. Brown. “The inference is that
the man is working from some centre,
and goes as far as possible aficld to pass
the products of his sccret press; a very
natural proceeding—very! The singular
circumstance is that, tracing his move-
ments on the map by means of the
discovered counterfeits, I find that the
centre of his fleld of operations is Rook-
wond School.” A

“Bless my soul!”

“Not this bnilding precisely, of course,”
said Mr. Brown, with an agrecable smile.
“1 mean, of course, this vicinity. -Judging
hy the distribution of counterfeit notes
within the past week, the raseal cer-
tainfy has his headquarters within casy
distance of this school—his old school,
sir. That fact, taken in conmection with
the fact that he was formerly at” Rook-
wood, has' brought me here. He must
he known by sight. to several persons, at

with bhis old school!” he ex- |

_thinking it ount.”

least, here, and he may have been
seen:” . :

“I have heard nothing of it =nid
the Head, looking very distressed. “I1f
he dared to present himsclf here I should,
of course, immediately hand him over
to_the police.” = - : 4

“Naturally. Buof, under the circum-
stances, my work -will naturally lie in
this neighbourhood,” said Mr. Brown.
“I trust that you have no objection to
my looking about me here—that you will,
in fact, allow me the freedom of the
place.” - i

Dr. Chisholm pursed his lips.

“You will please -yourself,” he said.
“It appears to mc useless to look about
you here, but you will do your duty.
I am aware that you bave the power
to insist—"

“Oh, sir!” murmured Mr. Brown depre-
catingly.

“In any case, I should certainly nod
place any impediment in your way. I will
give instructions for you to come and
ga as you please.”

“Thank you very much, sir.”

"I,have-leﬁ. the Sixth Form to see
you."

“1 will-detain you ne longer, sir,” said
Mr. Brown, rising, and taking his bawler
hat. |;;'I am very much obliged to you—
very! ¢

And the podgy gentleman eheerfully:
took his departure, leaving the Head
biting -hig"lip. -

For with all Mr. Brown’s polit¢ness, it
was-quite clear to the Head that ha fully
expected to pick up some clie to the
man -he was- secking near Rookwood
School, if not in the school jtself.

Pr. Chisholm was very thoughtful as he
returned to the Form-roam, and the Rixth
Torm of Rookwood had the pleasure that
morning of discovering for themselves
that their headmaster was in a “wax.”

"The 4th Chapter-.
Mr. Brown is Busy.

“Jimmy, old chap, is there any news?™
Tommy Dodd, of the Modern Fourth,

his ashplant handy, whilst Jimmy Silver worked hard at the
cleaning process. 3 s Y

asked that question when fthe juniors
wero released from lessons.

Jimmy Silver shook his head,

“What on earth do you make of it?”
asked thc Modern junior. “The fellows

.are saying ‘that Lovell’s run away from

schaol,

him.”
“1 don’t believe it,” said Jimmy.
“What da you think, then?”
“I don't know what to think.”
Tubhy Muffin chimed in:
“T think I've got it, Jimmy!

and that Raby’s gone to join

I've been

Jimmy Silver smiled faintly as the fab
Classical spoke. .

He had little faith in Tubby's power
to unravel .a mystery which bheat him,
Jimmy Silver, hollow.

“Well, Tubhy?” he asked patiently.

“Lovell's -run away to hecome a
pirate!” said Tubby Muffin impressively.

“Wha-at?" ,

“And Raby has gone to bhe hls first
mate!” said Tubby. _

“You duffer!”

“Look here, Jimmy—"

“You’ sifly, fat chump,”? _ exclaimed
Newcome, in disgust, “don’t talk out of
the back of your silly neek!”

Tubby Mufiin frowned.

He did not Ilike having his brilliant
suggestion received in  this  ecavalier
manner, and Tubby had generously given
the matter a great deal of thought, too.

And Tubby rather prided himself upan

being a hrainy chap.
““Well, that’'s how I Inok at it,” he
said obstinately. “Fellows do run away
to" be pirates, don’t they?  I've read
ahout' such things.”

“Ass! said Tommy Dadd politely.

“Onh, yon're only a Modern duffer;
wouldn't be able to think it out,
Tubby. “I've thought it out.

said
My belief
is, that when Lovell and Raby are found,
they'll be aboard a rakish schooner.”
*Ha, ha, ha!”?
Jimmy and Newcome, worricd as they

were, could not belp laughing at the
idea of their chums turning up as pirates,
on* hoard’ a’ rakish-schooner.”

- “Mind, I don't say it's really

i and try to be burglars and things.

 bright ideas.

‘ he said,

Tubby sniffed.
“Well, you mérk my words,” he said
selemn!y. “It will turn out just as I
say. I'm o brainy chap, you know; I
think things out, And "I shouldn't
i‘:‘{gﬂadgr if you chaps knmow it all the
ime. :
“What!" ejaculated Jimmy Silver. And
several jumjors near by stared at Tubby
_M‘uﬁin in surprige. . o
LWelk,” said Tubby argumentatively,
you four chaps were always chummy,
and never had any secrets from one
another, If Levell and Raby have run
away, they wouldn’t be likely to do it
without telling you two."
]E';':([{I'l.e:iﬁ shows they haven't done it, fat<
3 g} ™
“Well, 1hey’re gone. You can't deny
that they're gone. Looks to ‘me as if
the lot of you-are going, one at a time,
to‘ avoid being spofted and collared.”
B ' My only hat!” ejaculated Mornington.
Go on, Tubby; this Is really very
bright.”
Tubby grinned complacently; he theught
himself that it was rather bright."
“That's it, depend upon it!” he said.
4 possible’
to he a pirate these days, especially in
war-time. But silly kide——" .
“Who's a silly kid?”-snorted Newcome,
“Nothing persgnal, you know,” said
Tubby hastily, backing away a pace.
“Speaking generally, silly kids do -silly
things. Chaps-wlte go te the picturcs,
too, zet all sorts of ideas in their heads,
Now
you four .were: very fond of the pic:
tures.” . 1
“We went to the cinems somctimes,”
sald  Jimmy Silver, hardly knowiug
whether to laugh or te punch Tubby's
obtuse head. “But—" :
~ “That’s it!” said Tubby triumphantly.
“I've read in the nmewspapers ahout chaps
whko go to the pictures, and then go and
try 1o do likewise. I've got a strong
suspjcion, Jimmy Silver, that you four
have arranged to bunk, one by one, and
mect gomewhere, and go and be pirates.
Naw, own upi” -
“Own up to what, you howling ass?”
gasped Jimmy Silver.
Tubby gave him a fat wink.

“I've bowled you outl” he said. “Next

- thing we shall” hear is that you've dis-

appedred, or Newcome's disappeared.
All through golng to the pictures!”

“Ha, bz, ba!”

“You crass idiot!"” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver wrathfully, -
. “Own up, old chap!” said Tubby reprov-
ingly. "*Now, I thipk—~ Yaroooh!®

Jimmy 8ilver's patiende was exhausted.

He took Tubby Muffin by the eollar,
and instead of stating wiat ‘he- thought,

| the fat Classical uttered a wild howl as
' he was shaken. '

- “There, you ass!” said. Jimmy. *XNow,
| don’t be a funny idiot any more!” !
“Yarogh! I wasn’t being funny! I've

howled you out, you know—— Yooop!™;
“8it down!” growled Jimmy Silver. |
Tubby Muffin’ sat down; he couldn't:
help it.
He sat and roared, and Jimmy Silver:
and Newcome walked aw:qi; They had had
more than enocugh of Tubhby and his’

“Hallo; - there's that beggur Brown-!"‘

| exclalmed Newcome suddenly, “He's still
au’? B

hor o
The two chums had walked into Liftle
Quad, feeling rather “down ” &na nob-in'
a hmipour for the company of the other
icllgws, N ‘ !
In Littla Quad they sighted the podgy;
gentleman in tweeds, with his bowler hat
pushed back on his bullet head, and his
hig walking-stick under his arm. :
Mr. Brown was strolling round, his
ghifty Jittle eyes very bright, apparently
takinig stock of his surroundings.
He smiled and nodded as he saw the
juniars, and came towards them. ;
“gplendid old place, young gentlemen !”
“Quite o treat for me to he
permitted te inspect such an historic
place! I've been enjoying a little con-
versation with the school sergeant. Rare
old character!” s .
“Oh, ripping!” said Jimmy Silver, o
«Thrqugh the Boer War, and all that,”
said Mr. Brown. “Medals and things.
Fine ¢ld specimen of the British soldier—
what? And he remempers my old friend
Baumann, who was here years before
your time—long ago, very. Enew his
photagraph at gnee. Fine old character!”.
“Zo you've been pumping the sergeant, *
as you were pumping me!” said Jimmy
Silver deliberately. o
Mr. Brown started. : .
“Pip-pip-pumping " he stammered. s

“Yes. don't know whether it's
struck you, Mr. Brown, that anybody
conld see a mile off that you are al

detective!” said Fimmy. ‘e

l'Mr. Brown stood guite still, blinking at
him. ]
"You--g'nu think——" he mumbled,

“1 don’t think—I %kpmow! Your.eard
was geen, for one thing. And anybody
could see it, too!*- sald Jimmy coolly.-

| “ Anybody could see that you belonged

to the police, Mr. Brown. You've got it
all gver you!” - !

“Well, my word!" said Mr.
evidently taken aback. e o

The two juniors walked om, grinning;
Jimmy fecling that he had repaid Mr.'
Brown for Lis attempt at pumping.

The podgy, gentleman blinked . after,
them for a moment or two, and then
nhurried to. .overtake them. il

“Very sharp of %ou. young gentleman—,
very}”® “said Mr. Brown amijably. *“The,
fact of the matter is, it's mot a seeret,
my young friend, and I never had any
idea of concealing.the fact, that I belong
tq the police. As you are so sharp, you,
have no doubt guessed that I want fo,
find WMr. Baumann for professional
reasons.” . ;

“Naturally!” . i

“Yau don't happen to know anything
that would be of use to me?’ said Mr.,
Brown persuasively.

“T don't know that I should tell you
if I did,” said Jimmy Silver coolly. “It's
not, my business to act the informer. But
I don't know anything about Baumann,

Brown,'
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‘ ) . “He wbuld have told ns, at.. least, lsir.” But Carthew had .seen them, and he { since! Where is he? Whera"_s Haw{'

-E[E ms‘nﬂe FHEWCOME' said Newcome, with conviction. called toglimmy to stop. come?"” i

) : . 0 i " “I'mentioned this to the Head, and he “Silver!, Stop at once! You heard m “Goond heavens!" muttered Mornings

: =Y : thought. it probable,” remarked the cap-'} call, you young rascal!” | ton. “You don't mean to say—" '

and that's the fact, 1 don't helleve he's
ever heen to Rookwoad since he left ten

or fifteen years ago.” R B

“Nabody here who remembers him, ex-
cepting -the masters and -the school® eer-
geant,” murmured Mr. Brown.

“Captain. Lagden does,” sald Newcome,
“Baumsinn shut’ him up in the abbey
vaults once, when they were boys here
together.”

“Captair Lagden!” repeated the detec-
tive. "“A visitor to the schooly”

“Old soldier, disabledi” said Newcome,
“He!s come kere. as football coach. He
lost "his arm on the Spmme.”

“Poor genttemanl!” Said Mr. Brown.
“Splendid man, though! Splendid! And
he. knew Mastér Baumann when he was
here. Friend of his, perhaps?” 4

**No fear!” said Jimmy Silver, smiling.
“They weré study-mates, but not friends.
Baumann was & bad lot, and Lagden Is
one of the best.”

“Yes, ho was a bad lot,” sald Mr.
Brown, shaking his head. *“I learn that
he used to break bounds here at night
and consort with low characters. A bad
lot, very!"”

Mr. Brown had evidently pumped
Sergeant Kettle to some effect.

“And he used to get in and out of the
school in a very cunning way,” went on
Mr. Brown. *“Nobody quite knew how
he did it, and it was never found out, Mr.
Kettle says. Very extraordinary—very!
And he-shut up a boy in the vaults, did
ke? What vaults?”

“They're under the old Abbey, in the
sehool grounds.”

“I wonder whether you young gentle-
men would care to show them to an
interested stranger?” said My. Brown,
with a smile. “I should tnke it as an
aetof kindness.”

-"Out of bounds for us,”

“But I have your headthaster’s leave to
go where I like. With me—"

“0Oh, all right!” said Jimmy Silver. He
did’ not care’ whether he showed the
stranger round or mnot; but time was
hanging heavy on his hands, and he
assented. " Youwll wanb a lantern.”

-“I bave a little pocket-lamp,” smiled
Mr. Brown. .

“That will do, then. This way!”

Jimmy and Newcome led the way to
the old Abbey, their companion chatting
all the time with inexhaustible cheerful-
nesa.
+"You'll have to ask the porter for the
key,” said Newcome. “The vaults are
kept locked.”

i Mr. Brown stopped at Mack's lodge,
and the porter, who had received his
instructions from the Head, handed him
the key without question, but with a
very curious look. . ; .
~A few minutes more, and the door of
the abbey vaults wad unlocked, and Mr.
Brown - entered, flash-lathp in hand, fol-
lowed by the juniors. :

Mr. Brown's curiosity and Intercst were
~unlimited/ 2
.ile. explored the long series of vaults
most' thoroughly, and-it was time for the
juniora to go in to dinner before he was
finighed. - AT Hagnp

‘They lett him still in the vaults, and
went back to the School House.

After dinner, curious to see whether
Mr. Brown was still exploring, they
visited the abbey ruins; but the door at
_the bottom of the steps was locked.

“He's gone!” said Newcome.

+ The two joniors sauntered away, and
near the gates old Mack called to them.

“Is the gentleman done with that there
key?” he demanded. “I've got the 'Ead’s
orders to be careful with that there key.”

“Hasn't he given it to you back?"
asked Jimmy, in surprise.

“I ain't seen him.”

Well, the vaults are lecked up,” said
Jm;m{ Silver. “Hg must have gone off
with the key in his pocket.” .

“Careless
phatically.
_And, having detivered that opinion of
the gentleman from Scotland Yard, old
Mack retired, grunting, to his lodge.

Mr. Brown, apparently, had gone out,
as he was not seen about Rookwood
Sehool that afternoon.

" It was close op locking-up time when
he tapped at the door of old Mack's
lodge, and the porter opened it surlily.

" Mr. Brown held out the key of the
vaults, with an apologetic look.

" “Walked off with it in my pocket,”
said Mr. Brown.. “Careless of me—very!
But'here it is, Mr. Mack, and thanks to
you”

“Lucky as you ‘aven't lost L{!” said
Mack, with a grunt. “I've 'ad trouble
enough with that key, what with the
young gents horrerin® of it without asking
leave, {o risk their blessed necks .ex-
ploring the vaults, and eo forth. And if
a .man asks for that key. he's bound to
carry it off in his pocket and forget it,
antl make a man worrit! They can't ever
remember to bring it back!”

Mack was crusty; but Mr. Brown only
smiled in a genlal way.

“They!" he repeated. “You don't
mean that some other visitor borrowed
your key, Mr. Mack, and forgot to bring
it back? That would be a queer coinci-
dence!” .

“Well, it was so!” snapped Mack.
“Twice it's ‘appened, and I ‘'ope that
nohody won't want that blessed key any
more!” ' e ?

“Dear me!” said Mr. Brown, his shifty
cyes brighter than ever. “What a very
cuéinus rcoinclciencﬂ. Mr. Mack—very?”

runt

hass!” said old Mack em-

(Continued from the previous page.)

“You don't remember -the other man
who borrowed fhe key, did you say2”

Mick stared. .

kind!" ‘he answered. "I g'pose. I remem--
ber, when it only "appened last week.”:

“I.see
a taste for exploration.™
. “IL lent it to.a gentleman what's stay-
ing "ere,” grunted Mack. “And a very
nlee gentleman, too, if you ask me. I
ain't grumbling. am 13"

“Why, certainly hot! The Head has
several visitors staying herg now, I be-
lieve.” ) ¥

“Nof that I knows on,” answered
Mack., *“There ain't nobody but Captain
Lagden, that I'm aweor ot.” -

“Oh, I see? A splendid man, sir, Cap-
fain Lagden!” said Mr, Brown. “ Disabled
in his country's service—an old Rock-
wooder, too!  Very natural for him to
bhorrow your key, and revisit some of
his boyhood's haunts—very!” !
““Weil, I ain't much- of a-taste for
slugs andl spiders myself,” said old Mack.

“And the captain forgot to return you
the key, just as I did?” smiled Mr.
Brown, “Quite a coincidence. Shell-
shock, perhaps; bad memory.”

“Nothing of the sort.
same as you did. Now, if you're not
wanting anything else, sir, I'll just shut
them gates.”

“Quite so—quite so! Good-evening, Mr.
Mack!” )

Mr. Brown, with his stick under hia
arm, walked away in the gathering dusk,
and the gates clanged behind him.

The shifty eyes were glittering.

His hand slid into his pocket and felt
a key there—a key that was an exact
reproduction of the key he had “for-
potten ” to return to Mack before he
went out, and which Mr. Brown had had
made at a locksmith’s that afternoon at
Lantham.

Tt was for that purpose that he had

“forgotten " to return the vault key,
'thnu,%h old Mack was far from suspect-
ing it. )

“Curious!” murmured Mr. Brown, as
he walked on in the dusk. “Odd! Very!
Used to know Baumann—study-mates—
hum! FYorgot to return the key, just as
I did. For the same reason? I wonder!”

Mr. Brown was deep in thought as he
walked to his inn_at Coombe.

And it was his intention, the next day,
to make the acquaintance of Captain
Lagden at Rookwood.

The Bth Chapter.
Jimmy Silver's Suggestion.

Jimmy Silver and Newcome had gone
inte the Form-room with the rest of the
 Fourth that afternoon,

They did their best there; and Mr,
Bootlés, who understood their worried
frame of mind, was very easy with them,

That day there had been telegraphing
to and fro between Rookwood School and
Raby's home, the missing junior’s father
being very anxioWs about his son, but
unabls - to - come-+te the —school;
detained by important war worle: - -

But he could have-done nothing if he
‘had comne. =7 >

The Head's bellef was that Raby had
left. Rookwood fo join Tovell, tha two
‘having  planned the escapade hetween
them; and the Head's feelings on the
subject were of worry and angeri -
—There seermed no’ other explanation of

. the absence of the two juniors.

Indeed, in the Fourth, Tubby Muffin's
theory was rather favoured. .

The fellows did not, like. Tubby, think
that Lovell and Raby had bolted to be-
come pirates, as a result of seeing the
“ pictures,”

But they concluded that the two.juniors
“had left the school of thelr own accord,
possibly with some idea of trying to get
into khaki,

Lovell, who was a big fellow for his age,
had been heard to say once or twice that
he believed he would be able to squeeze
in if he tried; and that careless remark
was remembered now.

Jimmy Silver himself wondered whether
it was possible that his chums had gone

“with that wild idea in their heads,

It was barely possible, yet it was incon-
ceivable that they would bave gone on
such an escapade without letting him
know,

He clung to his belief that there had
been foul play; hut when he tried to
think out what it had been, and how, ke
was completely floored.

The chums were glad when lessons were
over, and after tea they ventured te call
upon Captain Lagden again, in the Oak
Room,

The captain was there, sitting over his
big map, on which he was moving the
little flags which indicated the British
front.

He seemed pleased to see the juniors.

“You—you haven't thought of—of any-
thing, sir?” said Jimmy, who had been
nourishing n vague hope that the captaln
might have “thought it out,” ag he had
promised, with some result,

“I'm afraid not,” said Captain Lagden.

Lovell made to me one day,
some light in on the matter.”
“What was that, sir?”" asked Jimmy
curiously. . T
¥ Lovell asked me whether I thought he
was biz enough to pass into the Army as
u recruit if he gave his age as eighteen,”
Jimmy started. s J
“Did he?* he exclaimed. .
“Yes. I answered laughingly,” said the

It may let

captain, with a smile. “But it has
oceurred to me since that he was serious,
an’ “tut be may have pone with Raby
B an attempt to get into the
Army.? '

“Course I didn’t say anything of the’

o0 sent 1t n SRR wiLh _around Rookwood,” said Jimmy.

He jest forgot,,

being |

, good-natured chap.
_done early.”
“All T can think of is a remark young |

tain, “If is merely- an idea," of ‘course.

You see, there Is no possibility. of foul-]

play in the mytter, az it seems to me.”

«I feel sure of it, sir,” said. Jimmy
Silver. “T'll find out yet somehow. I was
going to ask your advice—-"

“ o ahead, my boy.”

“Theté Is a detective chap hanging

wondeting whether I could speak to him

“about; it.”

The captain’s scarred¢ face was very
graveé, o .

41 should advise not,” he said. “¥ou
see, your headmaster is convinced that
foul play is Impossible—and "I mist say I
agree with' him.” 1f he thought so for a
moment he would,.of course, call in the
police. As he has not done so, you could
scarcely do so on your own responsibility.”

“No, I—I suppose not,” said' Jimmy *

reluctantly,
His face fell.
at the-idea of getting the opinion of a

‘professional detective.

But evidently ‘the captain was right.
Dr. Chisholm certainly would , bave dis-
approved very strongly of_'the " juniors
taking measures he had not seen fit to
take himself.- . - :

“I’'advised you before,” went on the cap-
tain, “not to mention in the school your

theory of .foul play. It would make the

Head very angry.” -

“We haven't spoken of it among the
fellows, sir.” )

“That is right! It could do no good,
and might do harm. We can work on that
theory ourselves, without confiding it to
others.” | |

The two juniors nodded, feeling rather
flattered. at being put, in this way, on &
footing of equality with the captain.

Captain Lagden asked a few careless

.questions regarding Mr. Brown, and the

juniors told him all they knew of that

‘gentleman, and rose to go, -

Jimmy Silver's glance -was wandering

-round the old, dark, oak-panelled walls of

the room, and the captiin noted it.

His eyes rested very sharply on Jimmy's
face.

“What, are you thinking of now,
Silver?” he asked, : i

Jimmy coloured.

“Only—only a thought that came into
my head!” he said, stammering, ©«Ilt—
it's rot, of course.”

“DBut what was it 7* smiled the captain.

“Well, we know that Lovell got as far
as this room that night,” said Jimmy, I
~I was wondering if—if—»

@ Well, if—>» .

“There’s an old story that there’s a
secret passage in the School House run-
ning from the house to the abbey vaults,”
said Jimmy Silver, his fiush deepening, for
he realised what a wild idea it was that
had come into his head. “I—I was won-
dering—whether—If Lovell had foul play,
it must "have been  somebody—some
stranger—who collared him. How could
hée have got in?”? i :

“The answer to that, I'm afraid, is that
nobody got im,” said the captain, smiling.

% Yes, -but—but if somebody knew the

secrét passage——>

Which 1s not even known to exist for
certaln??
.~ *Well,-yes.” Jimmy was crimson under
the c_ﬂpbnile'}% amused smile, “But sip-

'pose it exlsted—suppose it was in this

Vary room’ aii\d Eovell got as far as this,
we know=—7 % ' ;
. Qaptain” Lagden burst Into a hearty
laugh, and Jimmy broke off confused.
“I—I know it sounds rot!* he confessed.
“My dear lad, you are letfing worry
prey on_ your mind,” said the captain
kindly, ' “ But I will tell you what. Come
up here this evening, and we will make a
complete examination of . the - room  to-
gether, Who knows but what those old

‘oak panels may cover up some secret??

He smiled. ' “It will amuse :me for the
evenlng, at all events. Don't mention it
to anyone, however, or I am afraid we

+shall “be ~“thought - three—ahem!—to be

plaln—threo silly asses!?

*You're very good, sir,” said Jimmy
gratefully, . “It's a shame to hother you
and take up your time like this; but you're
80 kind—> .

“Not at-all, my dear boy. Goodness
knows I would do anything in my power,”
said the captain. “Now I must get ready
to dine with the Head, and after that [
will come back here.. If you come here,
say, at nine——» 8

“Qh, yed, sir|»

“But remember it's our little sceret
said Captain, Lagden, laughing.

“Yes, of course, sir!?

Jimmy Silver and Newcome left the Oak
Roem. s -

Newcome' grinned 4 little as they made
their way to the’end study. in the Fourth.

“You are piling it on a bit, Jimmy,”
he said. ©The captain Idoked as if he
thought you were a bit barmy.”

“Well, T Enow the idea's rot,” said
Jimmy. «But—but, you see, there simply
isn't anything to take hold of ; and there's
a millionth part of a chance—>

“It's jolly good of the captain to take
it seriously,” said Newcome. “He's a
Let's get our prep

F1

And the two juniofs sat down to prep
in the end study. ..

The 6th Chapter.
The Mystery Deepens,
119 Fag !!) N

Carthew of the Sixth was calling, in a
very unpleasant tone of voice.- SE

Jimmy Silver and Arthur Newcome were .

about to turn into-the corridor leading
E) the Oak Room when the prefect spotted
1em, - :
“Buck up!” whispered Jimmy,
The Fourth-Formers had no desire to
fag for the bully of the Sixth just then.

“I was:

' He had felt encouraged

¢ Carthew was striding
the two juniors stopped.

“Look here, Carthew,” we can't fag
H%W'.” exclaimed Jimmy Silver irritably.
“You can find somebody else |?

Carthew gave him a scowl. i ;
.. “I've-found you!” he answered. «Some-
body has been playing tricks in my study.
You‘:are guilty, likely as not!»
- “I've not been there!" growled Jimmy.
“I've got ' something else to ‘think of{”

“Well, my armchair’s full of gum, and
it’s pot to be cleaned!”  said -Carthew.
“Cub along to my study, Silver!”

“Look herg——-"

after them, anq f

pleasantly. He had an. ashplant under
"his aroi, and he let it slide down into his
hand. - i

Jimmy sct his lips.

_It was impossible to refuse to pbey the
prefect, especially when the prefect wad
within reach, and Jimmy made up his
mind_to the inevitable.

1 ’l'ﬁut along, Newcomg!” [e whispered.
“Tell the captain I'm kept away, and:

I'll come on and join you as soon as I

“Right-ho "

“What are you whispering about?” de-
manded Carthew, in his most bullying
tone.  “If you don't get a move on,
Jimmy Silver, I'll help you along!”

“I'm coming!” growled Jimmy.

“You'd better!” .

Jimmy Silver accompanied Carthew to
his study, leaving Newcome to make his
way alone to the Oak Room. ;

Carthew grinned as he shepherded in
::_h%treluctant junior, and turned om the
ight. ¢

“Now wire in!” he said. “If you

haven’t ‘got it-done in a quarter of an
hour, look out!” o
“Br-r-r-ri”  was Jimmy's reply, not

very Intelligible, but expressive of the
state of his feelings
; He set.to work on the gummy armchair,
a piece of handiwork® that was due to
the misplaced humour of Flynn of the
Fourth. : i

Carthew sat on the corner of the table
watching him, with his ashplant ready
in case it should be wanted. 1

But Jimmy worked hard at the clean-
ing process. . :

He was anxicus fo get it finished, and
to join Newcome with the captain in the
- 0ak Room. : -

The armchair was cleaned at 1ast, and
Jimmy Silver was warm and ‘a little
breathless, and considerably gummy him-
self. s ; :

“That's better!” said Carthew approv-
ingly. “You'll think - twice before you
gum wy armchair - again, my pippin!
You can get out.”. - it :

Jimmy Silver got out gladly enough.

He hurried down the .passage to the
staircase, to go up stairs and- join his
chum, but he paused as’he saw Captain
Lagden, standing in the lower hall in
conversation with. Mr. Bootles. - 4
- Evidenbly the’ captzin was not in his
TOGIL. i
and gave the junior a pleasant iod.. .

“You did not pay me the visit in my
quarters, my boy,” he eaid. 2

“1 was wanted by a prefect, sir,” said
Jimmy Silver. . “Newcome came, though.”
- Did he?” exclaime@ the captain. "By
gad, then he must be waiting for me
therc! Too bad!” . =
He made a slight movement, but Mr.
Bootles had not finished his little chat

yet, . ;

Mr. Bootles had his own idecas about
smashing up the German Line,:. and
he was letling the military. gentleman
have the benefit of them. AT

Mr, Bootles went on regardless, so to
speak, and the captain had to hear him
out. F y

Jimmy Siiver, after waiting a moment
or two, went up the stairs, and hurried
to the Oak Room to flnd. Newcome. .

To his surprise the room was in dark-
ness when he opened the door. )

“You here, Newcome?" he called out.
‘ There was no reply from the shadowed
roont. ; :

It was unlikely that Newcome could
be there in the dark, and Jimmy Silver
turned away, supposing that his chum
had got tired of- wailing for the captuin
to comc up. . .
+As the captain might come up any
minute now, however, he hurricd to the
end study, expecting to find Newcome
there.

The end study was dark and empty,
however, and Jimmy Silver went down to
the Common-room.

He glanced over the crowd of fellows
there, bhut Arthur Newcome was not
among them.

“Any of you fellows seen Newcome?”
he called out. >
. “He was with us in your study twenty
minates ago,” said Mornington. *“Haven't
seen him since.” e
a squeak from  Tubby

There was
Muffin. .
“Newcome! I say, Silver, bas New-

come “holted, too?”

Jimmy Silver gave a violent start.

The blood rushed to his heart, and his
face became so white that two or three
fellows sbepped towards him in alarm.

For the first time it came into Jimmy
Silver's mind that eomething had bap-
pened to Newcame. : !

The bare thought of it that his chum
“had - gone -the mysterlous way of the
gthers—that some unknown and unseen
hand - had  clutched: him from all who
- knew him—struck Jimmy liké a blow.

Erroll caught his arm.

“Jimmy! Are you ill?” he cxclaimed.
" “What's the matter?” i

Jimmy panted.

. “Newcome! I—I left him when Car-

thew called me! I—I haven't seen him

“Are’ you going?” inquiréd Carthews]

ecan.” 4

Dasil Lagden glanced up the atnir‘case i

“He. inust be .somewhere aboub!” oxe
claimed Oswald. “Let's -1o0k " for the
chap!” Buck up, Jimmy, old man!* =

There was a rush of the" juniors from
the Comman-room. 4 e
. The Fourtlh Form, studies werp visited
‘at once, and thenm- the other junior”
studies, i Gl

Other rooms, passages, every recess and
cranny, was searched for Arthur New-
come, ‘but ‘searched In vain, = 0

As the discovery. was made, beyou
doubt, that Newcome was ‘missing, ‘thera.
was 2 buzz of excitement among the
‘Jurilors. © 1t 5pread from ‘the Fourth to
the ‘Shell aid the Third, R
' Two. or “three fellows cut over to Mr.
Mandlers’. house, and .came back o te
port that Newebme had not 'been s
on the Modern side that evening, =~ =

He was not there; he was not Iy the'
Schiool House'; he was not in the quad.

Where was he? ™~ s

Jimmy Silver, pressed
throbbing tempies “and
Wheré was Newcome? Where ‘were,
other chums? - What _ borrible thing had.
"happened to them? o

+A’hand fell on his shoulder. [

“Silvert”

It was Mr, Bootles. S

Jimimy looked up with a haggard face,
from which cvery vestige of colour ad

fled. X
happened?.  What

Ahis hands to hist
groaned aloud.

e

“Silver! What has :
Iz all this noise and excitement?” =
“Newcome !” groaned Jimmy Silver.

“Has something happened to  News
come?"” E el

“He—he's missing, sir!™

“What " <

“Missing I" Jimmy Silver's voice broke.
“He's gone—gone like the others ' New-
come's disappeared, sir!” S
“DBless my soul!” said the astounded
Mr. Bootles. “Is—is it possible! You—
you have looked for him—" I
“We've searched everywhere, sir!” sl
Conroy. ! 3
“Heé's gone!”
hushed voice. P
Jimmy Silver choked back a sob.
-“Come with me to’ the Head, Silver
said Mr. Bootles. “This is a matter for
the police, I think. Come with mel”
Jimmy - Silver followed him, dumb with
misery; * : e
The. juniors were left in & ‘buz
amazement and alarm, some ‘of the f

lows’ still keeping up the search for t
missing junior. - - R
As Lovell had

But search was vain.
vanished, - as Raby had  vanished, so
from he

said Morningtunr &

Arthur Newcome had vapished
eyes of those that knew him.

*-THE END,

© 'NEXT MONDAY.

“THE MISSING TRIO!"

. By OWEN CONQUEST.
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'S THE BOYS WHO BEAT THE KAISERIS:
. By DUNCAN STORM. *
(Continued . trom  page 34

. s
The boys listened with eager ears
the: chiallénge ‘as It was: translated.
“Are you going to have a ;shot at
him, Arty?". asked. Dick :Dorrington.
Arty picked up the glove, which had
been - thrown -~ dowo at his' feet, and
grinned. e, g e
“I've never scrapped with a live king,*
.he said, "I think 1 may as well havea
(turn with his. Majesty King Muck.: Tell
this nigger. that we'll see his governor
about it when we come up. the river, and"
iLL fight

that- Arty, the Strong. Boy, wil
him for his hoots—if hie’s got any.”
The message was transtated to the
nigger heérald, who stalked off, leaving
the challenger’s glove behind him. .
“What’s that nigger doing in camp?®
demanded Cuptain  Handyman's - voics
from the launch. ey
Arty winked at his chums.
“Only called with a friendly
from his master, sir!" he shouted back. =
The captain made no answer. .|
Up in the tree the baron was listening
with ail his ears. ! - el
His scheming brain was already spin:
ning a web of intrigue, in which  ths
sporting challenge of “the " niggér king
should- be turned $o his advantage.’ ]
But of a sudden the baron . stopped
thinking, for a puff of acrid blue snoke
came curling up into his retreat. 0
Pongo had cast upon the fire which he
had starfed- a huge bundle of resinous
branches, which gave out a dense smoke.
The baron wished to sneeze. S
He resisted the-first attack of snees
ing, and thé seecond.. SR
Then the boys leaped to their feet and:
gazed up at the great palm-head above’
them. | . i
“ A-tichoo! A-tichoo! A-tichoo!”
The head- of the palm was shaking
under the snoring sneezes that shook: ths
fat German. And in sneezing the baron
suddenly lost his perch. | s
“Look  out!” shouted Chip, and rolled
back just in time o avoid a buge body
that eame hurtling through the air,
It was. thé barom, who hit the .ground
like an indiarubber ball, driving his-head
into a huge earthenware jar of native
‘heney. D ; - 74 el
(Another wiagnificent long instalment
of this amazing serial in next Monday’s
issue of the BoYs' FRIEND. I should he
glad if readers would write-and let-me
know what they think of this new story)
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