&= WITH

-

WHICH IS

INCORPORATED THE “PENNY Po?un__AR.” FVART!MEPRIC;E

No. 911. Vol. XVIIL. New Seties.]

THREE HALFPENCE,

‘[Week Ending November 23rd, 1918,

B ===

A =

The ist Chapter.

: Missing !

“Impossiblo

Dr. Chisholm, the Head of Rookwood,
rapped out the word angrily.

Mr. Bootles coughed.

‘“I regret to say, sir—" /)

. The ‘Head rose fromr his chair, his
brows knitted. Mr. Bootles coughed
again apologetically. FHe could not help
\being the bearer of unpleasant tidings.

. Dr. Chisholm, fixed his eyes upon the
master of the Fourth.

“You say that Silver, of your Form,
saunot be found, Mr. Bootles?”

“Quite so, sir!”

“He iz not in the dormitory with his
Torm?%” '

“No.”

“Hag he been searched for?”
“Everywhere.”

~*It is extraordinary!” exclaimed the
Heall, biting his lips. *“He has, of course,
Ieft. the school witlout permission, as his
three . friends have already done.. I{ is
unpardonable!” : +
Another cough from Mr. Bootlea.

=
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“Two boys of the Fourth, sir, have
made & statement to me,” he began.
“They are Mornington and Erroll.” .

“Have they any knowledge of this
affair?” snapped the Head.

“So they say, sir.”

“Admit them at once, then!”

Mr. Bootles turned to the door, and
made a sign to the two juniors, who were |
waiting in the corridor.

Mornington and Erroll entered the
Head's study. -

Dr. Chisholm glanced at them sharply.

“What do you know of Silver's
actions?” he asked. “Were you aware
that he intended to run away from
school ?”

“We know fhat he has not run away
school, sir,” said  Mornington

“8omething has happened to him, sir,”
said Erroll.

“An accident, do you mean—within the
walls of Rookwood?” exclaimed the Head,
in astonishment. “If so, where is he?”

“We last saw him enter the Oak Room
—Captain Lagden's sitting-room, sir.”
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“Indeed! When was that?”

*“About half an hour before bedtime.”

“And after that?”

“Nothing after that, sir,” said Morning-
ton. “He never came out of the Oak
Room !”

“Do you mean to say that all this dis-
turbance i3 about nothing, and that Silver
has visited Captain Lagden, and simply
forgotten bedtime?” ’

“No, sir.”

“8ilver is not there now,” intcrposed
Mr. Bootles. *After Mornington told mc
this, I called on the captain at once, and
found him alone.”

“Then what does Mornington mean?”
exclaimed the Head testily.

“Explain to Dr. Chisholm, Mornington.”

“Certainly, sir. Since Silver's chums
disappeared, sir—Lovell and Raby and
Newcome, one after nnother—we've heen
keeping an eye on Jimmy,” said Morn-
ington. “I1 had a suspicion that some-
thing might happen to Jimmy Silver, too,
ain(llltwe hardly ever let him out of our
sight.”
© “Indeed!” saidl the Head, in surprise.
“Whén he went fo call ‘on Captain

smrara

Tagden in the Oak Room this evening,
we went as far as the landing window
and waited for him,” said Mornington.
“He couldn't have left the Oak Room
without our sceing him. He never left
it. We cut off to the dorm at half-past
nine, expecting Jimmy to turn up there
before lights out. But he never came.”

“Undoubtedly he left the Oak Room
after you left your post,” said the Head.

“Then what became of him, sir?”

“He has left Rookwood, 1 suppose. His
{riends had already run away, and he has
gone to join them!" exclaimed the Head
angrily.

“He hasn't run away in this weather,
without his cap or his coat, sir,” said
Valentine Mornington.

The Head started.

“What do you mean to imply, Morning-
ton? 'That Silver is still in Captain
Lagden’s quarters, although Mr. Bootles
says he is not there? Are you out of
your senses?”

“T think Captain Lagden might be able
to explain, sir.”

. “Nonsense! -However, T will see Cap-
tain Lagden,” said the Head testily. “1

(B)’DUNCAN STDRM,

&m——

helleve hie was on friendly terms with this
boy, angd lie may have some suspicion of
his intentions.”

The Head, cvidently in a very irritated
mood, left his study Lastily.

Mr. Bootles coughed.

“You rmay go to your dormitory, my
bo,vs#” he said mildly.

“Yes, eir.”

Mornington and Trroll left the study.
but they did not go to the dermitory of
the Classical Fourth.

They followed Dr. Chisholm to the Ouk
oom.

Quite unconscious of the fact that the
two juniors were at his lheels, De.
Chisholm tapped at the door of the Oak
Room, and entered. a

Captain Lagden was in_ hiz dressing-
gown, the right sleeve of which huny
empty at his side. 4 ]

Apparently the capbain bad been going
to bed when he was disturbed by Dr,
Chisholm's visit. = . !

“Pray excusc this infrocton, Lagden,
my dear fellow!” said the Head. ;

“Not «at all, sic! You are disturbed

(Continued on the next page.)
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about Bilver's peculiar conduct, I sup-
pose?” i
. “Exaetly. Two boya state that he was
in this room up to bed-time.”

Captain Lagden nodded.

There was a thoughtful expression upon

his searred face, and he looked  very |

concerned.

“Bilver ecertainly called on me this
evening, sir,” he answered, “I had made
fricnds with the hoy. That, I suppose,
was his reason far confiding certsin cir-

- ¢umstances to me, which, in view of what

* hut they started up

looked round him in the dimness.
was still exbausted by the struggle with 2
, the kidnapper. i B

It seemed like an cvil dream to Jimmy §

has happened, I feel hound to tell you of.
He confessed to ma  that his friends,
Lovell and Raby and Newcome, have left
Rookwood with the intention of trying to
eslist in the Army.”

“I suspected as much,” said the Head.
“And Silver actually confessed this?*

“Yes; and admitted that it was
arranged that he should join them for
the same object. I carnestly dissnaded
him,” continued the capfain. “I thought
I had suceeeded. When hoe left me he
promised not to carry out his intention,
but to write to his friends, and to urge
them to return to school. But for that,
I should have felt it my duty to come
to you at once.”

“Quite so. But—-" .

“I am afraid that Silver has broken his
word,” said the captain slowly., *“Having
ecpfided the matter to me, and found
that I disapproved strongly, no doult he
guessed that I should warm you of his
intentions, and, fearing o be stopped, he
has lelt Rookwood without a moment’s
delay. Dut certainly he gave me the im-
pression that he bad abandoned his
intention.” der

Dr. Chisholm compressed Lis lips.

- "I understand perfectly,” ha said. 1
@o not blame you for relying on the boy’s
assurance.”.

Moruington and Errell were outside the
half-open door, and they cxchanged a
quick glance.

The captain’s manner was perfectly
natural, "

It scemed fimpossible to suspect the
searred, one-armed man, bearing the signs
of honourable wounds received at the
Front, of treachery and duplicity: -but
Mornington, at least, was certain in his
awn mind that Jimmy Silver had never
leftthe-Oak Room. S

Yet what. could have happened?

Why should Captain Lagden, a retired
oflicer of the Loamshire Regiment, en-
raged as football coach at™ Rookwood
Sehiool, harm  Jimmy Silver of the
Fourth? . '

The question wag unanswerahle; hut
Mornington's conviction remained un-
shaken. *

His glance roved over the oak panels
that formed the walls of the Oak Room,
one of the oldest parts of Rookwoed
School, and he was wondering what dark
secret those old panels might hide.

Captain Lagden madé a sudden maove-
ment ag he perecived the two juniors at
ihe doorway.

The Head, Tollowing his glance, turned
his eyes upon them, and frowned angrily.

“Mornington! Brroll! What are you
doing here? Go to your dormitory at
onge.”

“But, sir—" hegan Mornington.

“Go!” thundered the Head.

Mornington set his lips, but Erroll
drew him by the arm, and the two
juvniors departed.

They returned to the dormitory, where
the_ Classical Fourth wero in a buzz of
exeitement.

“Any news of Jimmy?” calied out
Tuliby Muflin.

TN P A !

Bulkeley looked in.

“Tarp in!” suid the captain of Rook-
wapd tersely. “You're a gmood bit past
bed-time now. Enough tallk; turn in!”

The juniors turned in, and Bulkcley
put_out the light and retired.

But it was a long time before tha
;,-‘xuted diseussion ceased in the Fourth
Form

e

The 2nd Chapter.
In the Hands of the Kidnapper!
“Jimmy !
“Lavell
“You here, too!”

Jimmy Silver, panting for

Silver, .
In the powerinl drip of the kidoapper

-he bad been carried down the spiral 2
the panelled §

stone stair, lidden behind
walls of the Oak Room.

. Hia strength was spent, and he was ¢
helpless io the iron grip of the Ttuffian. §

He -was flung into the vaulted ecell
helow Rookwood School,” and the iron
grating had closed on him, the key turned
in the padleck.

The dim glimmer of an oil lamp showed 3

ilirough the grating, faintly lighting up
ithe eell,

There was a clink
shndows. N s
‘There, In the obscurity, three forms
lay on a heap of sacking, hali asleep:
as the pgrating
clanged shut on the new prisoner.
Jimmy - Bilver recognised his missing
clinmg—Lovell and Raby and Neweome—
pate and gaunt from their long confine-
ment in the vault.

One by one the Fistical Four of Rook-
wood had fallen into the hands of the
seeret kidnapper; Jimmy Silver was the

last,
~ Jimmy sat on the stone flags, panting.
. -"You,

too!” repeated” Raby, with o
groan. “Then it's all up!”
“You, too!” wuttered Newcome.

| e SECRETwn\V/AULTS

dormitory and sleep visited the
ceyez of the juniors. Sl

breath,
He g

of chaing In the €

CONQUEST.

the previous page.)

Lavell clenched his hands.

The three juniors had never last the
bope that their chum would semehow,
saoner or iator, help them.

But that faint hope of rescue was
dashed to the ground now, N

Jimmy Silver bad failen a victim like
the rest of the Co.

Jimmy looked at his pale and haggard
chums. .

They were seeurcd by heavy chains
that wore fastcned to iron girdles round
their waists, rusty old fctters left in
the eell for many long years unused.

Jimmy was not so secured, however;
the kidnapper had departed hastily after
flinging him in, and elosing the grating
on hin. .

Evidently the raseal was anxious to
geh back to his room above as quickly
as possible, tc keep up appearances there
if any dnguiry was made for the cap-
tain of the ¥Fourth Form.

“So you're here, you fellows?” said
Jimmy at last.

“Tt seems like years," muttered Lovell
“We—we hoped that you would get us
out of this somechow, Jimmy. And
now—-"

He broke off with a groan.

“Now I'm landed as well!” said Jimmy
Silver grimly.

“And it's all up!? said Raby.

“Keep smiling!” said Jimmy, though
without mueh conviction. *“ While there’s
[ifc there's hope.”

He rose to his feet, and examined the
grating that closed in the only opening
of the vanlted cell..

It was old and rusted, the rust of hun-
dreds of years was thick upon it, bhut
the bhars were thick and strong, and
defied his strength.

Out of reach, beyond the ison hars,
the lamp hurned dimly, and beyond was
black darkness.

He turncd back to his chums, and
examined their fetters. :

The iron girdles, which in old days had
“sccured unhappy prisoners in  those
gloomy depths, were locked upon them.

“Well, this=is a go!” =aid Jimmy.

Something like despair was creeping
into his own courageous heart, but he
tried to keep up a cheerful tone.

“We're done!” muttercd Lovell. “0h,
Fimmy, I thouﬁht you might somehow"
-get to suspect that villain and keep clear
of this”

“1 did balf suspeet him.” said Jimmy,

“I—1 was caught, though. But—but
who ecould suspeet an Army captain of
being a kidpapper? And even now I
. can't make out what his object is.”
- “I don't believe he's an Army captain
at -all,” said Lovell. “There’s more in it
than: we understand. When he collared
me, I found out that he was not one-
armed, as he pretended. If Captain
Lagden of the Loamshire Regiment lost
his arm at the Front, that man can't
be Captain Lagden.” }

“Some swindling impostor,” said Raby.
“T'm surc of that.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

It secmed the only conelusion.

When the captain had seized him in
the Oak NRoom, Jimmy had wmade the
startling discovery that the empty sleeve
was a lie and a cheat, and that the
supposed eripple was in possession of all
his limhs. 3 ;

The diseovery had almost dazed him.
If the man was not Captain Lagden,
who and what was he, and what amazing
deception was he playing at Rookwood
School 7
“You found him aut first, Lovell,” said
Jimmy. “Tell me what happened. that
night when you went down from the
dorm to play a trick on him in his
Tonme.”

Lovell shivered.

“We traced you alterwards as fav as
the door of the Oak Roow,” said Jimmy.
“But there we were beaten,  We couldu’s
sugpeet—-="

“Then all of & sudden—-"~
. and shivered again.

~And after kidnappin

[ brought down here.

‘already,” he sald.

“I suppose you ecouldn',” said Laveil:
“Yon didu’t kpmew what I knew. When
I got down to his rooms I found them

- darlk, and [ supposed that he was in bed,

and I went iuto the eitting-room. I
thought he was in the next room—ihe
bed-room, of course—and I was going in
quictly to pitch the can of ink over him.
He hroke off,

“Then?” asked Jimmy. .

“All of a sudden there was a elick,
and I heard somebody in the dark.
The next instant the light was turned
on—an_electrielamp he had in his hand
—and I saw a big panel in the wall wide
open, and Captain Lagden coming out.
He saw me at the same moment. I-1
was so stunped that I stood quite still,
half thinking I was dreaming. I—I had
thought he was asleep in bed, and there
he was, coming ont of the secret door in
the wall. He war as startled as I was,
but in @ sccond he jumped on ma like
a tiger.”

Lovell's voice shook.

“Even then,” he went on, “I thought
I had a chanece, as he was one-armed;
but I found out fast enough that he had
two aring, and he was as streng as a
tiger, though he pretended tao he
wounded. He handled me like a baby.
I hadn't a chance even to call for help—
not that aayone could have heard me.
He dragged me down here, and chained
me up like this. I've lived om bread
and water since—alone here, till Rahy
came,”

“And you, Raby?” asked Jinimy.

“You remember you leit me outside the
dgor of the Qak Room,” said Raby.
“Captain Lagden opened the door gud-
denly, and asked me what I wapied. I
told him we had been thinking ho was
ill, and he said he was feeling faint, and
asked me to step in and help him into
his bed-room. I stepped iu, and he
collared me. That's all.”

“When Raby ecame,” said TLaveld, “I
knew that the villain meant to eollar
the lot of us. He's playing gome game
at Rookwood, some deep game, and he
was afraid we should spot himn of
course, if he'd Iet me go, after I’d geen

| the secret panel open, if wonld have bheen

all up with his game, whatever it was.
me he was bound
to finish with you fcllows, for he knew,
of course, that you'd never rest till you

<found me."”

“I knew that—too - latel” said Raby.

“And I!” said Newcoms ruefully. “I
walked into his room withont suspecting
anything at all, and as soon as he knew
I was alone he seized me, and I was
I—I was afraid that
you might follow me ta his rooin, Fimmy,
and follow me here, but you ncvér eame.”

Jimmy Silver drew 2 deep breatln

“I've had some narrow escapcs of this
“I can see it now.
T understand now. The rotter kept it up
to the finish that he was trying to help
me. 1 went into the abbey vaults with
him to explore them, and he pitched
into Mornington because he followed us—
I know why now, 1i I’d gone into the
vaults I should never have come oOud.
I know now why ha wanted to keep it
all dark from Brown, the detective, too.
What a fool X've been!”

“You couldi’t know,” said Lovell.

“YI suppose 1 couldn’t, BEven now I
can’t guess what he’s at, Bub'it's clear
that when he was at Rookwood as a boy
he discovered that secrct pagsage which
is supposed to exist between the School
House and the abhey vaults, and when
he came here now as football coach he
got the Head to give him the Oak Roam
as his quarters, beeause e knew of the
seeret panel.  Bubt why—why?  What
game is he playing?”

“@oodness knows!”

“He must be an impostor of eome
kind,” said Lovell. “He keeps up appear-
anees well enough, but he's ng Army
captain.”

“But—hut he must be an old Rook-
wooder, as he makes out, or he eouldn't
know, anything about the sccret panel in
the Oak Room.”

“That's true!”

“Tt heats me!” said Neweome., “Hark!”

There was a step in the darkness.

“He's.coming back!™ muttered Jimmy.

s

~me that you intended to speak to the

“I am sure of it. ¥You are some Now -3
g 3 dent's. ow he had done so, and that was al
_is]cagggg}'ei who . has barrowed Lagden's ihiEe i ARG L i

ingly. “Did I not ask the Head to 2ssign | apout i. __
' the Qak Room to me for my quartersf |
And, as you see, I knew of this old | Mﬁ‘fgg}}é{‘g“’“ and  Erroll were

| prison ceil, and the fetters that have now

F helieve you are Basil Lagden.

"not answer. g

' the wman was engaged upon work of some

| every night he comes down into the vanlts,

- place,

. night.”

muttered Newcome.

Listen to me—I must whisper!

pened to-you fellows, might happen fa

me," whispered Jimmy. “He st out to

Leep an eye on me, and -hardly -ever

me. He may know—— He knew I

coming {o the Oak Room this cvening

see the captain, and he may kpow.”
“Oh!" muttered Lovell. -

"1 don't, know whether he was keepin;

it up, and whether he may have follg

mé there,” said Jimmy. “But he m
-have. Anyway, he knew & was there,.
- he may guess,” e

“You krew I went there, but youn
guessed,” said Lovell. -

Jimmy was silent again.

The thread of hope was a slight
but he would not part with it; it waa
only glimmer of light.in the darknes

The juniors threw themselves upon,
sacking wearily., - ; Sy

t was an hour later that the kidnap
- came back, and placed the lamp by

grating, and disappeared. :

Jimmy Silver & Co. were sleeping

The eyes of the four juniors were fixed
on the grating. . i

Into the dim radius of light from the
lamp stepped a figurc they knew well—
that of the kidnapper, who was known to
all Rookwood as Captain Baeil Lagden.

Iiis searred face looked in through the
JDars with a grin smile.

He unlocked the gratieg, and stepped
into the cell.

Jimmy Silver clenched his hands hard.

But his fettered chums could not help
him, and the hopelessness of a renewed
struggle with the powerful ruffan @ was
only too clear, :

“You villain!" muttered Jimmy.

Lagden did not speak. 55

He laid a strong grasp on the junior's
shoulder—a grasp that was like iron, and
showed at once the futility of resistance.

Jimmy was dragged to the nearest
stone pillar, to which was attached one
of the rusty chains and iron girdles.

The captain of the Fourth struggled,
thongh without hope, as he was dragged
to the fetters; but he resisted in vain.

The iron girdle was locked round his
waist, and he was a prisoner like his
chums.

“0Oh, you villain!” he mutterad.

Captain Lagden burst into a laugh.

“All here now!" he said. “You were &
little too sharp, Master Silver. But not
quite sharp enough, as it turned out.
You should not have come and warned

easily in the vaulted cell

Tha 3rd Chapter.
Maornington®s Decision.
Morning  dawned upon  Hookw
School. :
There was only one topic that mor
among the Rookwood fellows, -and fi
was the disappearance of Jimmy Silver.
Every fellow at Rookwood, en
Classical and the Modern eide, was
man from Scotland Yard.” ing of it. e
“I did not know you were a rascally | Not that there was any mystery
kidnapper, then!” said Jimmy Silver dis- | it
dainfully. :
“You know it now!” said the captain,

about

-Capt.ain Lagden's statement tt's_
Head was known to the school, and

unmoved. 1!’%% na cld;l]ht. oln the suhljlectis 5 ld :
Y T L ; was already generally believe

youI }‘,ﬁ.gw ﬂfr%‘g};m{gﬁt g:allénm}irflhmast( ‘ Lovell and Raby and ‘Newcome had

wmgc‘{y_ “You are m';ﬁ Basil Lagden away from school to make an attempt

join the Army; and some of the fello
‘ had suspected that Jimmy Silver was |
the scheme, and intended to joil
chums as soon 28 the coast was clear

who was at Rookwood fiiteen years ago.”
Lagden laoked at him curiously.
“You think not?" he asked

Buf there were two fellows in the
Classical Fourth who did not share the
general opinion, though they said nothing

“Yet, as you see, I am well acquainted |
with the place,” said the captain mock-

They went into class with‘the'_i'e'atv 8
the Tourth that morning, but they
certainfy not thinking much aboul

come in so useful.”
“You must have heen at Rookwood,”
said Jimmy, puzzled. “But I do nob} yalgable instructions imparted by
- sPasl A MU } Bootles in the Form-room. ©
who had. been distinguished at the Front | “'ppe"twa chums were glad when |
wou}l’d not turn eut such a villain as ¥0U | ware aver, and they were free t
are, i 2 out the problem that weighed on the
The eaptain laughed again, but he did } Marnington drew Erroll away, a
He left the cell, locking tho grating

: Fourth-Formers streamed out after
3 | ( fng lessons, - : Nin
after him, and picked up the lamp, and They retired to a quiet corner of Lil
-dignppeared in the vaulis beyond. .. | Quad, while most of the other fél
~From beyond the stone pillars that hid | went down to the footer ground.
him frem view came the glimmer of light, “¥You fellows slacking?” Conroy calle
and low sounds which the juniors could s
not. understand, but which showed that |

after them.
“Yaas,” said Mornington.
“You'll be wanted for

the Baglah irt

kind. Ry _— *. | match, you know; somebody's got
. “What is he doing there?’ muttered | Jimmy Silver's place.” - e S
Jimmy. - z “Perbaps Jimmy will be hack in fi

“1 don't know,” sald Lovell. “Nearly -gortlhe Bagshot mateh,” answered Morn-
ington.

~“Not likely, if he's gone off ta:try
enlist,” said the Cornstalk jun
laughing.

“You never cau tell!” answered Mo
ington,

Y Well,
- Conroy, and he joined the others on d
way to Little Side.

Mornington and Brroll sab- downon
hench under the leafless trees in Litdl
Quad, and Morny's face became -yer
serlous. e

*“Thig is up to us, Erroll,” he said.’

Kit Erroll nodded, W

“I think it is, Morny."”

“You see, I was righti ahout Jimmy dis
appearing after his pals,”™ went on Mom-
ington. “We oughtn't to have let hinr
out of our sight.” i

“We couldn't follow him into ‘Ca
Lagden's room.” S

“No. But that was where he
appeared, Erroll.” e

Erroll knitted his brows.

“1t looks like it,” he said. “Bat-
it's imposgible, Morny. How could he
appear there?  Why should Captai
Lagden harm him?”
“X don't know! But he has!"
“Morny "

and we hear him at work. It's some kind
of hand-machine he's using.  Goodness
knows what it means. But whatever it |
is he's doipg there is the reason why he
came to Hooliwood.” ; .
“It's something against the law," said
Raby, “and he knew this was a safe
being an old Rookwooder, and
knowing the secret of the vaults, Wel
should never have known anything about
it but for Lovell happening to find him
coming out of the secret door that

I'm sticking to fonter‘;" eaid

!

*And no one but us will ever know P’

“We can't be kept hera for ever!” said

Jlmmﬁ. ., .
“What's to prevent him from keeping
us here as long as he likes?”
- Jimmy was silent,

But he broke the silence at last, speak-
_ing in a low whisper. .

“There's a chance for us, you fellows!
Morny
and Erroll may guess—" i

“Why should they?” !

“Morny had an idea that what had hap-
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“TUBRY MUFFIN'S BENEFIT!"
By Owen Congquest.

For humorous incidents next Monday’s
\ magnificent long complete tale of the
Rookwood chums would be hard to beat.
Tubby Muffin is an inveterate borrower,
» but ueually he does met endeavour to
borrow more than half-a-crown at a time.
But in our next story the fat junior asks
g the Tistical Four for flve pounds!

Needless to eay, Tubby does not get
& this amonnt, but Jimmy Silver shows some
sympathy towards the fai junior when
he discovers that Tubby is in difficulities.
Jimmy hits upon the idea of holding an
entertainment for Tubby’s benefit, and to
Tubby Muffin’s deliglit the tickets sell
like hot cakes.

Tommy Dodd & Co. are not asked to
take part in the cntertainment,
nevertheless, they decide to do so, They
do not help Jimmy Silver and his chums,
but——  Well, T must not: tell you what
part the Moderns  play; this will come
as a pleasant surprise to you. There is
also another surprisc awaiting you right
at the very end of the tale, a surprise
that is conneeted with Tubby Muffin.

All g_nu a“I‘Ji 2 di(:ﬁhtg ur'dlmcl.;lty.l t d lope or posteary
readers who write to me, and enclose a stamped envelo >

All Jetters shauld be addressed: *The Editor, the DOYS" FRIEND, The Fleetway
ouse, Farringdon Street, Lonqon, B.0. 4.
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but, |

Te]i e about yvourselfy let.‘ me know what you think of the

“There’s more in that fellow than m

B the I'ront, and everybody was pre
like him and admire him. Love
he was a distant relation, and el
{ him at once, and he gave Lovell
» marble eye directly. —He acted b
b towards Lavell, too. My helief is tha

d, may be sure of receiving a

*A DESPERATE 3 VENTURE 112
By Martin Clifford.

In next Monday’s splendid tale of Frank
Richards & Co. you will find that the
strike is still in_existence at Cedar Creek.
But food i3 short—very short.  Bome
must be obtained in a short time. and
Bob Lawless and Frank Richards embark
upon a desperate venture. They manage
to secure the necessary food, hut before
they reach Cedar Creek again they have
a most thrilling adventure. The nature
of this adventure you will learn next
Monday. ‘

“THE BOYS WHO BEAT THE
KAISERI"”

By Duncan Storm.

Our amazing adventure serial has now
reached a most interesting stage, and 1
am sure you will all vote next Monday's
‘instalment one of the best that hasg so
far appeared. To get away from the
palace of Booloo is a most difficuit task.
A pool which is infested by crocediles has
to be crossed. How this is done, how
Ohoh el Mook funks taking what is known

———————

as tho King's Leap, and how Horace %
plays a very prominent part in persuad-

ing him, makes most interesting reading. ¢
You will -also rvevel in the amusing incl- 2
dents which follow, The hoys take the }
native king under tbeir “wing, so 1q §

speak, and—— Well, there is some rare § ;’;J":ﬁ‘ ?&“Eigﬁf"“mﬁ they were

g o e b Lit, K1 Lovell's frends
L, “Think of it, Kit! Lovell’s friendsha

** BARKER, ‘THE BOUNDER!" disappeared, one by one, and
By Herbert Britton. ¥ them was somewhere abont the Oak R
The next instalment of our splendid ¢

wh:a!n he vanished,” o 1
sehou] serial describes how Jack Jackson ¢ pys w%%%wm;?ﬁté éf,jgl’{’f_-‘.‘k?' i
was forced to accompany Barker to the 2 © Wiyyat heats me!” confessed Moml
Plough and Harrow, how the bounder B toy “Unless the man’s mad, I e
carried qut a echeme for disgracing Jack- § ocoq what it, means.” o
gon_In the eyes of his schoolfellows, how € © Ty 1o gaod suggesting it to the 1
Jackson returned to Redelyffe in a dazed @ njomy.» > g
state, and how tha Fourth-Formery & = uf gpow that; he's jawed me enous
accused him of heing the worse fof B ,jready,” raid Mornington, with a gr
drink, » “And we can't do anything alome. ‘B
b we're golng to take professional advice.
Erroll started. ;

% didn't want any fellow with o righ
& stcp into his quarters.’ . BT

“But he made friends with Lovell's
afterwards.” i

“Only after Lovell disappeared. Tl
had a hand in that he would natutal
want to know what they- thauﬁijs‘[ iy
akin

“Brown!™ said Morningion = fersel
“Brown the detective is still at Coomb
o and he’s hanging about the school-e
day. He's lcoking for that man Bats
E————, mann, the counterfeiter, who used

£ at Rookwood when he was a ho
his cheek to be hunting for I
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i mever mind that now. He's a
otland Yard détective, and he must
alive some sense. My idea is to go to
Im,"make him listen to the whole story,
i tell him what we suspect, He can't
fuse {0 hear us."” 4

'I'm afraid the Head will bo ratty if
b hears of it.” .

I know he will, buy I'm willing to risk
lat, for the eake of the fellows who've
en  kidnapped—if  they’ve been kid-
ipped. If it turns out that they have.
lly tun away from school, we shall

. But—" :

I think you're right, Morny. Let's
to. Brown; it can’t do much harm,
en if it doesn't do any good.”

“(tood!” said Morny, rising. *“Come on,
en, and let's lose no time.”
(lhat decision having been reached,

ornington and bis chum started for the
ites at once, ’
Captain Lagden was gauntering in the
mdrangle, and he came towards the two
mors as he sighted them, with a
rasant nod. -
Morny gave Krrolt one quick look.
The thotght was instaptly in his mind
b the captain wanted to ascertain
iether they harboured any suspicion.
| But Morny’s face expressed nothing of
it thought to the captain, and Erroll
5 only 1goking quiet and greve.
“No news of your friend yet?" asked
ht captain, with a smile,
immy Silver, de you mean, sir?”
skeil Mornyg.
"Yes; lie nppears to have gone away
b join the others, after all. I did my
st to dissuade him,” said the captain,
inking his head. "I certainly thought
had given up the idea when he left
t night.”
‘I’ haven't heard from him,” said
brnington.  “Fancy Jimmy Silvér play-
g ‘the goat like that! If he's at
lntham, though, he'll be brought back
t enough; I hear that the Head has
deploned to the police there.”
‘The sooner the better for the foolish
oy, said the ceptain.
“Well, he must be dmr nss if he thinks
tcan wedge Into khaki at his age,” said
proington.  “They wouldn't have him.”
Captain Lagden Jaughed.
No; I think not,” he agreed. "“But
bably he will not venture to face the
ad when he failg, and he may not
urn immediately.
ke that he will. 2 3
‘Well, I should think he would come
k in time for the Bagshot footer--
mteh,” said Mornington gravely.
f hope s0,” said thé captain, with a
mile. .
‘He nodded, and walked on, and the two
niors went out of gates.
(it Erroll glanced inquiringly at his
as. they went down- the lane
ther towards Coombe.
“Morny, old man.” he said, “I. can't
lieve it—I can’t suspect it! He spoke
e—like what we've always supposed
i to be—fair and above-hoard.”
“He spoke es I expected him to,”
ered Mornington quietly. “He
nted to know whether we were sus-
and I've made Lim believe that
gere'not,  And he put in a reason why
mmy ‘should not return to the echool,
feuse  he  knows  that  Jimmy won't
tlorn, and he wants to account for it In
iy wnCe. I feet more certain than ever,

The two juniors walked on in silence till
clied Coomhle, and there, in the
anda of tie Coombe Arms, one of the
t persons they saw wus Mr, Brown of
doblanid Yard, reading a newspaper.
“There’s our man!” said Mornington.

The &th Chapter.
An Astounding Discovery!

\f. Brown locked rather grimly at
mington as the two juniors joined him
athe veranda of the village inn,
He thought he recognised Morny 28 one
the juniors who had *accidentally”
whed him over in the lane a short time
ore.~ !
Mornington, like most of the Rook-
moders, had been exasperated by the
wovery that Mr. Brown was in the
ighbourhood lecking for an old Rook-
wder who had fallen foul of the law,
‘Baumann, once a Rookwood fellow, had
n expelled from the school in  boy-
iod, and that was disgrace enough for
5 stheol, without Mr. Brown assuming
ut - the fellow had any further con-
wtion with Rookwood
“Excuse wus, sir,” said Mornington.
an you spare us a few minutes? We've
mething to tell you."
Mr. Brown's po(dgy face cleared at once.
Certainly I he said. “If you have any
mwledze of Baumanp——-"
'0h, bother Baumapn!t™
“What?"
I-I1 mean, it's not ahout Baumann,”
il Mornington hastily, “Quite a
Ciferent matfer, We believe there has
ien kidnapping—"
“Come  infto  my
tective briefly.
Mr. Brown's room opened on the
rnda.  The juniors followed him in,
d the detective motioned them to be

room,’”” said the

aied,

“Now,” he szid, "I have heard some
from Rookwood boys, and I am

re that three juniors have left the

ool under somewhnt peculiar circum-
ices. I have offered the Head my

vices in the matter, but he appears to

lieve that the boys hdve run away to

ke an attempt to join the Army.”

All the school believes that—or nearly

"‘Btltt you do not?” asked the detective
arply.

“No.”
“You helieve the three hoys—"
ourt” said Mornington, “Jimmy

Iver ‘disappen last night.”

The detective mave a start.

Is it possible? And you believe—"

1 believe they've been kidnavped,™
il Mornington-
And why 2

a pair of asses for our pains, I know

I hope for his own |

“I can't guess,” said Morny frankly.
“You, being a detective, 'may be able to
se2 light when it's all dark to me.”

Mre. Brown smiled: i

That tribute was not displeasing to the
podgy gentleman from Scotland Yard.

“Possibly,” he assented, "I may say
that the affwir has interested me, You
suspect, then, that your friends may have
made some discovery which endangered a
certain person, and that he has secured
their silence by kidnapping them.”
tl"{ suppose it would be something like
hat."”

M Baumann!” exclaimed Erroll suddenly.
“Morny, what if that man is really in
this neighbourhnod, as Mr. Brown sup-
poses—Jimmy Silver muay have fallen foul
of him!”

“Tosh, old chap!” said Mornington.
“Jimmy Silver & Co. disappeared at Rook-
wood, and Baumann isn't at the school,
wherever he may be.”

moment,

“Whom do you snspect?” he asked.

1t was evident that’ Mr. Brown took a
very deep interest in what Morningion
had to tell him. - .

Dr. Chisholm would have angrily pooh-
poched the matter - ut ‘once, for the

to eye with a Scotland Yard detective.

“Captain, Lagden!” answered Morning-
ton at onces

“What?2"” i

“You've seen the man,” said Morny.
“You called on him—-" . .

“1 did, with some difficulty,” said Mr.
Brown. “Owing to ill-health be was
unable bo se¢ visitors, but I called on him
at last.”

“Ho don't look much like a chap in ill-
health,” said Morny. “1 shouldn't wonder
if he was not specially keen to meet a
detective.” ]

Mr. Brown emiled.

Perhaps that thought had already been
somewhere in the back of his mind.

“But Captain Lagden is & man with a
very honourable record,” he said. “I
understand that he was formerly at Hook-
wood, that he. had a distinguished carecr

in the Loamshire Regiment, and he lost
his right- arm at the Front in the fghting
on the Somme, when his facé received
the sears he bears now. Surely such a
man is above suspicion.”

“I know!" said DMorny.
But—-"

“Tell me what you think, my boy.”

“Well, Captain Lagden has two rooms
at Rookwood. One of them, his sitting-
room, is called the Gak Room, because the
walls are panelled in old oak.” :

“That is where T saw him,” asscnted
Mr. Brown.

“That Toom had been disused for years,
but it was specially prepared for Captain
Lagden,” went on Mornington. “He
must have askod the Head specially to
let him bhpve it, for all that trouble to
be taken.”

“Why should he wish for that room
especially?”

“Well——" Morny besitated. “There's
an old story at Rookwood of a secret
passage from the School House to the
abbey vaults. When that fellow Bau-
mann was at the school he used to get
in and out without anybody knowing how
he came and went, and some of the
fellows think he-knew of the secref pas-
sage, since there's been a lot of talk
about him, you know. Well, Lagden was
Baumann’s study:mate when they were
both at Rookwood, a dozen or fifteen
years ago. If Baumann knew of the
sceret passago he may have told his study-
mate.”

Mr. Brown looked very curiously at
Mornington.

“Then you thiok Captaln Lagden knows
of a secret passame, of which the opening
is in the Oak Rpom?”

“I—I know it sounds thick,” said Morny
falteringly. “Buf—Lovell first, and then
Raby, then Newcpme, now Jimmy Silver,
vanished—in the Oak Room or near it!”

“Is that so?”

“Lovell had gone there one nicht to
play a trick on the captain,” said Morny,
“He nover came-back. Raby was lnst scen

“I know!

outside the door of that room. The last

The detective's eyos glistened for a |

scholarly- old gentleman  did not see eye |

that was known of Newcome was that
heugrédr Eone into the room,”

“8Since then we've been looking after
Jimmy, and last night we ‘waited for him-
oulside the room when he called on the
captain. He never came out!”

"By gad!”

Morningion went on fo explain fully,
and Mr. Brown listened with the keenest
interest, putting in a guestion here and
there, till he kpew all that Morny knew,
and perhaps a little more,

He was silent when the junior had
finished.

“1 know it sounds thick,” said Morn-
ington, encouraged by the detective's
ovident interest, “It looks, from what ['ve
said, as if Lagden came to Rookwood
and specially got hold of the Oak Room
because he knew of the secret passage
there, for the purposc of kidnapping the
Fistical Four one after another. Unless
he's mad it can't be so, I know. But he
may be mad, for all I know.”

*Or suppose,” said Mr. Brown—"sup-
pose he Wwere carrying on some nefarious
scheme of some kind, and Lovell hap-
pened to make a ditcovery by coming
into his quarters unexptctedly at night?”

Morny brightened.

“Yes, that's so,” hc said. “Buot—but
what could he be doing that Lovell

mightn't see?”

t"'Mr. Brown did not answer that ques-
ion.

“In that case the secret passage was
ready to his hand,” he remarked. “And
he may have chosen that room becanse
his secret occupation—granted he bad one
—required to bc carried on in a secret
piace. Lovell’s disappearance would then
be followed up by that of his friends,
because they were anxiously bunting for
him, and making endless surmises as to
what had become of him, and might have
hit upon something like the truth in
time.” .

Morny gave Erroll a triumphant glance,

“Just what I thought!” he exclaimed.”

“You are a very keen lad, Master Morn-
ington,” said Mr. ‘Brown, with a smile.
“I am glad you came to me this morn-

ing. Yon have rendered me assistance
beyond what you can possibly have
thought of.”

“1 .donlt quite see that,

sir,” said
Morny, puzzled.

“1 wanted you to help

us find Jimmy Siiver. I don't sce how
I've assisted you.” .
“You will see shortly, no doubt. Cap-'

tain Lagden!" The detective spoke the
name slowly and thoughtfully. “Right
arm missing, face badly scarred. 0ld
Rookwooder. - H'm! TFool!” Mr. Brown
was apparently addressing that uncompli-
mentary epithet to himself. “Fool! You
knew that Banmann had his headquarters
somewhere near the school; you even sus-
pected that he was utilising somé know-
ledoe gained in boyhood of a secret den
among the ruins; you even uascertained
that Captain Lagden had had a key made
to fit the door of tho abbey vaults. Yet
you never suaspected—-" -

The juniors stared blankly at Mr.
Brown. Bl

He was talking to himself, not to them,
and his words astounded them.

“Remaln herel” said the detective sud-
denly. 4

There was a telephone in Mr. Brown's
room, and he erossed to it and took up
the receiver.

Iis podgy face was almost ablaze with
excitement. .

He gave a number into the transmittor,
and Mornington started. -

“Kit!” he muttered. “Did you hear
that? That's a War Office number.
1 remember hearing my uncie use it."”

Brroll nodded, a little excited now.
Doth the juniors guessed that Mr. Brown
was about to make inguiries at the War
Office concerning Captain Lagden.

The detective spoke rapidly into the
transmitter when he was puf through.
His words did not all reach the junjors’
cars,

But suddenly they cams out loud and
sharp.

“Killed 2"

And then——- .

-plain.

“Let there be mo niistaka. Captain

Basil Lagden, Loamshire Regiment, was
killed in action on the Somme?” p
A tense pause. !
*“Thank youl”
The detective put up the receiver and
turned to the juniors.
l_MDruingtun made n hasty step towards
1im.
“Mr. Brown! Captain Lagden—"
“Captain Lagden, a brave and honoured
officor, fcll six mionths ago,” said Mr.

Brown.
Then—then that man

“Good heavens!
at Rookwood ok

“Evidently an impostor!" smiled Mr.
Brown. “Being an old Rookwooder him-
self, he. adopted Captain Lagden’s name,
knowing, of course, all about the unfortu-
nate- officer. And the scars on his face
¢nabled him to pass mustér,
Lagdern, if he had recéived such wounds,
would not have been recognisable.”

“But—but "—Mornington stamimered—
“he must be an old Kookwooder, or he
wouldn't konow all he knows!”

“Quite s0.”

“And—and as he’s been wounded he
must have been a soldier.”

“He was wounded in attempting to
escape to the German lines, to join the
cnemy,” said Mr, Brown coolly.

“You—you know—" stuttered Erroll.

“I know mnow.” Mr, Brown smiled.
“Poor Lagden was known to have lost his
right arm, which is why the impostor
keeps an empty sleeve. I suspect very
strongly that he will be found to have
two arms, my boy. Lagden was killed by
a shell at the dressing-station. The
rascal knew that be was ‘dead, and bor-
rowed his name. By gad! You young
fellows have done me a service! I've got
my man!” .

“Your mant" stammercd Mornington.

“I will come back to Hookwood with
you,” said Mr. Brown. “I have only to
call ot the police-station for two or three
constables.  Cheer up, my hoys! 1In a
very short time now, I think, you will
see your missing friends.”

Morningtan and Erroll, in a dazed frame
of mind, followed the podgy gentleman
irom the room.

“Wheat does this mean ?" exclaimed Bulkeléy of the Sixth. ¢ What is Captain Lagden treated like this for?"

The 5th Chapter.
Brought to Book.

“Really, sir—" oxclaimed Dr.
holm warmly. i a2

Mr. Brown, plunip and podgy and smil-
ing, opened the door of the Oak Room
without a knock and stepped in.

The Head was in the capbain's sitting-
room, chatting with Lagden. He' had
called on Basil Lagden to accompany him
down to lunch.

He rose from his chair with an indig-
nant frown as Mr, Brown came in unasked
and unannounced.

Captain Lagden also rose, his sharp
eyes on the detective,

“Really, sir—"

% Please excuze me, Dr, Chisholm,” said
Mr. Brown calmly, <I have called om
rather important business with your
guest,”

“That is no excuse for this intrusion!?
exclaimed the Head.

“1 am afraid the business could not be
deferred,” said Mr. Brown, with a smile.
%I am sur¢e you will admit it when I ex-
You are aware, sir, that I have
been for some time in this neighbour-
hood, under the belief that Baumann, the
forger' and counterfeiter, was somewhere
in the vicinity of Rookyood.”

“What of that now?”? .

Captain Lagden's brows came together
in a knitted line,

He moved, as it were carelessly, from
his chair, along the panelled wall, and
stood with his hack leaning against a tall
panel.

Mr. Brown did not appear to note it.

Chis-

“T have already asked Captdin Lagden |

if he could wgive we any information
regarding Baumann, whp was his study-
mate at this school many years ago,”
Mr. Brown continued.

“1 have replied that T was sorry T could
not, Mr, Brown,” remarked -the captain.

“'That is very curious,” said Mr, Brown,
with a cheerful smile, “T have reason to
believe that Baumann's career is not quite
unknown to you.”

as poor-

“ Really, sir—" 2

“ Nongense!” extlaimed the Head em-
phatically, 3

“Baumann, after leaving prisom, was
taken into the Army under the Conscrip-
tion Acts,” said Mr, Brown. “He was
shob down while leaving the {renches with
the obvious intention of deserting to the
Germans—being of German descent him-
sell. His injuries were chiefly in the face
and it appears now that they rendered
him so unrecognisable that I have talked
;V_lbh‘,hilfl face o face without knowing
b

The captains left hand had disappeared
hehind him, s if feeling over the panel
behind his bacl. :

Still "‘Mr. Brown, usually. so sharp,
seemed to be blind to bis movements.

“ Baumann, once at Rookwood, seemed
to have made some discoveries while he
was a boy bere;” resumed Mr, Brown, still
addressing the amazed Head. “Is it nok
a fach that ho was expelled from this
school, sit, for certain actions, such as
breaking bounds at night,” gambling In
low resorfs—"

“That is true, But I do not see—2»

“And it was a matter of conjecture how
be contrived to enter’ and leavé the scheol
on s0 many occasions nnd for so long &
period without being detected

“Quite so. But—"

- “jt nevéer occurred to you that he had
by chance discoveret the secret passage
which was supposed to exist between the
School House wnd the abbey ruins?®

“Certainly I never thought of any such
nonsense !” g
" “Yel it was true, sir.?

“Wha-at 1" ;s
. “For which reason,” pursued Mr. Browa
calmly, “he came back to Rockwood, as
a safe refuge, under an assumed name,
to carry on his work of counterfeiting
banknotes in the recesses of the hidden
vaults, to which only he knew the mode
of ingress,” E

“ Are you joking, sirg®

“Not at all. He assumed for that pur-
posé the name of a brave man who was
kitled on the Bomme, who had once becn
his study-mate at Rookwood—in whose
name he came here unsuspected. The dise
figurement of his face made the deception
easy. And it was easy, too, to affect the
loss of an arm by wearing an empty
sleave.”

“Are you mad?® exclaimed the Head
huskily. §

Click !

Dr. Chisholm spun round.

The panel had opened, and the Head
was just in time to see Captain Lagden
disappear through the wall.

He stood translixed.

. The detective sprang forward, and his
foot was in the opening in a moment.
Bnt the captain had vanished down the
spiral staircase hidden in the thickness
cof the ancient wall,

¢ Good heavens!™ stultered the Mead.

“ Hayve you any further doubts, sirg”
smiled Mr. Brown,

Dr. Chisbholm passed bis hand over his.
brow.

“1 eannot have,” he said. © What does
this mean? This—this man is—is Ban-
mann, calling himself Captain Lagden®®

“Exactly 1

“And you have alloyed him to cscapo
you!” gasped the Head.

“ Not quite!” smiled Mr, Brown. “The
abbey wvaults, of which he knows the
secret, are guarded, The moment he
emerges he will be seized. I saw to that
precaution, sir, héfore 1 came berc. Now
he has kindly revealed the secreb entrance
to the vaults from this side, we shall
have no difficulty in finding the juniors
whom he has kidnapped.”

“What !” stuttered the Head, amazed
by that statement as much as by Mr.
Brown's astuteness.

“‘Ihat, however, can wait—frst I must
see to my prisoner,”

Mr. Brown called iu a constable from the
corridor, and posted him on guard at tho
secret panel in case the desperate rascal
should double back., 'The podgy gentle-
man from Scotland Yard was leaving
nothing to chance.

Then be hurried out of the Oak Room
and down the stairs, the amazed Head
following bim like & mwan in a dream,

Outside in the quadrangle there was a
buzz of agtounded voices—or, rather, a
roar, .

Half Rookwood was gathered round a
staftling group—two constables, who held
by the arms a handcuffed prisoner, whom
they were bringing to the House.

It was the man who had been known at
Rookwood as Basil Lagden.

His scarred face was white and tense,
his eves gleaming with rage and hatred,

Mr, Brown smiled as his eyes fell upon
the exposed cheat.

“You've got him!» he said, with satis-
faction.

“Yes, sir,” said one of the officers. ©He
came out of the door in the abbey vaults
and tan fairly into our arms. He unlocked
the door from the inside.”

“Quite so!™ Mr. Brown rubbed hia fat
hands, making no attempt to conceal his
satisfaction.

“ Bub what does this mean?” exclalmed
Bulkeley of the Sixth hotly. <« What is
Captain’ Lagden treated like this forg»

Mr. Brown did not heed. His shifty eyes
were fixed upon the sullen, desperale face
of the prisoner, ;

“RBaumann, I arrest you In the name
of the law!® he said, %I warn you thaé
whatever you say will he taken down, and
may be used in evidence against you.” k

Baumann—to kive him his own pame—.
burst into a bitter. sardonic laugh. :

“The game's up!” he said. “But how
did you find it out, hang you? T thonght
I was safe here—safe and sound in this
quiet corper! Hang youl» .

“Take him away!" said Mr. Brown.

“ Baumann ! repeated a dozen wvoices.

“TIs that man Baumann?® stammered
Bulkeley. g

“Just s0}” smiled Mr. Brown, <“Bau-
mann, once of Rookwood, afterwards of
several of his Majesty's prisons, deserter
from the Army, spy of the Clermans, and,
in fact, ‘& prebty thorough scoundrel—-
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the

kidnapper
Lagden lost his life in Flanders, and that

among rest.  Captain
rascal asswined lis name. And now, if
some of you eare to come with me, I
will show you where to find Silver and the
other hoys who have been missing.”
“Wha-at!1»
A crowd of fellows, in utter amazement,

~ followed the detective hack to-the Oak

Room. But Mornington and Erroll had
been before them.

The 6th Chapter.
At Last!

“Hark [»

Jimmy Silver nttered the word,

In the dim vault the captain of the
Fourth hurried to the grating, his chains
claniing as he moved.

. There was a sound of hurried footsteps
somewhere in the darkness beyond the
iron grate.

Apd from the darkness came the sound
of a volce—a voice that sent a thrill to
the hearts of the kidnapped juniors.

For it was mnot the voice of the kid-
napper—the only voive they had expected
to hear in those gloomy depths,

It was the voice of Valentine Morning-
ton of the Fourth Form,

"% This way, Erroll! There's a light!»

“ Morny !* roared Lovell,

“Morny ! shouted the four together,
in joyous amazement,

Morington's veice came ringing baek
from the shadows:

“Jimmy  Silver! Where
Jimmy 7%

“Here !

“This way!»

Into the radius of the lamplight came
Mornington and Erroll, breathless and
excited,

‘The Fistical Four stared at them
through the iron grale, scarcely able to
believe their eyes.

are  you,

By OWEN CONQUEST.

(Continued from the previous page.)

good to be true to the kidoapped juniors
of Rookwood.
“Morny!” panted Jimmy Silver.

Mornington  grinned ~ through  the
grating, g
.H{‘rc we are, old hird! How goes

it i
“Look out for that rascal!” panted

Jimmy. “Captain Lagden—he will attack
you if he—-"

“All  serene, Jimmy!” -said Erroll,
smiling. “Captain Lagden 1s a bit too

bugy to think of us just now! He's trying
to get away.”

“And  you're cxelaimed
Mornington.

“AlL of usl? said Newcome. “Oh, by
gun, it does us good to see yon fellows
here 1”

“It’s like a dream,” said Raby. “I'd
given up hope! Buf what’s happened?
How did you find ug?”

Mornington  was shaking the
grating, but he could not open it.

“We shall have to wait tilt wo get the
key,” he said. “That villain will have it
ahout him, and he's bagged—bagged as
safe as houses!”

. And Morny cxplained to the amazed
prisopers what had happened.

“He's not Captain Lagden at all; he's
that Tun beast Baumann!” he said.
“Lagden wag killed in Flanders, aud. that
rotter Lorrpwed his name to come here—
his face being disfigured made it all safe.
Even Brown talkéd with him without
guessing whao he was, though he bas
arrested him twice. The Head never had
the slightest suspish. Nabeody might ever
have had, if Lovell hadn® blundered into
his hands and been kidnapped, aund if
the rotter hadn’t thought to make all
safe by bagging Lovell’s pals after him.”

“My hat!” said Loveth.  “And now
he's »

“Now he’s scudded off by the secret

all  herei”

iron

The sight of their friends seemed too

panel,” grinned Mornington. “There’
way out in the abbey vaults, of colitse,

and there’s two bobbies waiting there for
him—in faet, they've got him  before
this.” :

* Hurrah !*

“We ecame up to the Oak Raom after
Browney. There’s a bhobby im charge
there, and he didn't wanf us to get
through the secret door: but we insisted,”
grinned Mornington. “ We were rather in
& hurry to see you chaps, so we pushed
him out of the way, and came. Ha, ha!”

"I don't think I've ever been so i‘ouy
glad to see anybody!” said Jimmy Silver,
with a deep breath., *“Good old Morny!
If you badu't gone to the detective—"

“But I did!” chuckled Mornington.

Clink, clank! Clank, clink!

The chains - rattled and rang 3s the
Fistical Four exceuted a war-dapee in
their cell in the exuberance of their
delight.

A light gleamed, and there were voices
and footsteps.

The podgy gentleman
Yard came up the grating, with
Bulkeley and Neville and a crowd of
other fellows at his heela.

There were exclamations on all sides as
the Fistical Four were scen behind the
grating.

“Good-morning, Mr, Brown!” sang out
Lovell.

Mr. Brown grinned.

“We'll goon have you out of that!” he
said.

He produced a bunch of rusty keys
which he had taken from the handeufied
rageal above.

The grating was uniocked, and the
Rookwood fellows swarmed inta the
vaulted cell, surrounding the kidnapped
juniors with loud congratulations.

Mr. Brown unlocked the fetters one by
one.

g Jtimmy Sitver & Co. were free again at
ast.

from Bcotland

It seemed almost like a hap?y dream
to Jimmy—and more especially so to
Lovell & Co., who had heen ko much
longer in the hands of the ruthless
kidnapper.

Mr. Brown left the cell, evidently to
make investigations in the hiddeén vaults,
of which the existence had not heen
previously known at Rookwood, sgve to

probably, of an aceidental discovery,
The former Rookwooder had
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FOR NEW READERS.

THE EAISER is determined to obtain
possession of the Mahdi's huge treasure
which I8 hidden in the heart of the con-
tinent of Afriea, and, to do so, he
employs three desperate Germans named

B VON SLYDEN, CAPTAIN
STOOM, and VON SNEEE.

The papers, however, cantaining the
seeret 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 DICK DORRINGTON,
CHIP, ARTY DOVE, SKELETON,
PORKIS, and PONGO WALKER.

LAL TATA, a cheery Hindu, TOOEUM
EL KOO0S, & native wrestler, FLINT
PASHA, a member of the Sudan Police,
arc also amongst the party, as well as
the boys’ pets, CECIL, the orang-outang,
HORACE, the goat, and GUS, the
erocodile.

So far Baron von Styden and his con-
federates have made several endeavours
to secure the papers containing the seerct
of the Mahdi’'s treasure, and on ecaci
occaslon have met with defeat.

In recent instalments Arty Dove re-
ceived a challenge to a bhoxing match
from a native king named Ohob el Mook,
The fight came off, and Arty was not long
in landing an effective blow. But Ohob-
¢l Mook did not mean to lose that fight.
He had seereted a lump of lead in one
of Dbis Doxing-gloves, and last week's
instalment- concluded with him rushing at
Arty, detérmined to give the boy a tre
mendous hlow with his loaded glove.

‘(Read on fram here.)

King Obob’s Defeat!

King Obob did not catch Arty Dove
napping.

Arty suddenly lifted his right knee, and
King Oboly's flat noseé eame into collision
with it with a soft thud which sounded
fike the smack of a cricket-bat on a suet
pudding,

At the same moment Arty stopped ihat
terrible right flst with his left, and
punched up at the bullet head.

The impact was terrific. o

Arty went fiying, but King Ohob had
the worst of the collision.

He turned a complete somersault, and
came down flat on his huge back, with a
thump that shook the great harn to ita
foundations.

A yell went up from the niggers ag
they saw their master stretched on the
ground with his flat nose spréad all over
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his face, and his great chest heaving
slowly. )

Arty was on his feet in 4 second.

He knew whbat he was up against now,
for in stopping the nigger king’s right he
had felt that mass of steel-hound lead
which was hidden in his opponent’s glove.

Obobh sat up and put his glove his
nose.

He gat up on his hands and knees and
erawled across the beaten-earth floor
towards Arty, making noises like a wild
animal,

These noises were supposed to frighten
Arty.

Obob had used them before with great
effect on frightened niggers, whom he in-
tended to murder,

But Arty refused to he frightened.

With a smile on his face, he hacked
awny round the ring, King Ohob crawling
after him like a fat black crah, slapping
the ground with his huge glove, and roar-
ing like a hyena. :

“Look out, Artee, boy!” yelled Lal
Tata, “He is most dangeroussome fellow!
Behold, he rtoars like one who has
swallowed lions! Hit him some jolly good
kicks in his stomachs¥”

The hoys looked on spellbound. They
had never seen a fight like this.

COn the throne lay the famous diamond
belt, its huge stones glimmering and
glittering in the red flare of the cressets,
as thongh the belt itself were aflame.

And round the ring backed Arty, fol-
lowed up by that huge crawling shape
that looked more like some antediluvian
monster than a human being,

“My hat!” muitered Porkis, as he
watched the erasling, erablike king with
fascinated eyes. “Did you ever see such
an ugly brute? He'll soon get tired of
playing bears like that!”

The words were hardly out of Porkis’
mouth when King Ohob, finding that he
conld not manceuvre Arty into’ a cormer
by his usual fricks, suddenty rose from the
ground with a tremendous leap,

The boys gasped as they saw a huge
hlack {oot shoot out, kicking at Arty's
head with a forée that would have felled
an ox, whilst the huge right-hand glove
whistled through the air with the stroke
of a steam-hammer,

Arty took punch after panch in this
wild flurry.

Some of the wild kicks he dodged;
others he stopped. But that fatal right-
hand glove never touched him,

Ohbob's niggers were yelling now like
madnien.  They thought that-their re-
doubtable master was winning, !

They clapped their hands, they laughed
and smacked their stomachs with theip
hands in token of applause.

And belind the sereen of these niggers

Baren von Slyden stared at the fight,
grinning.

It seemed impossible to him that the
boy could withstand the onslaught of this
nigger hooligan. .

“Ach!” he muttered. “These English,
who are so fond of the box, shall find
their master here in der nigger. Obob
shall. der I:ugy kill:- Und Obob shall
answer for jt. So- we shall not appear
in der matter. Ach! Goot¥’

This exclamation was drawn from the
baron_ s, peering over the shoulders of
the niggers who swayed in front of him.
he saw Arty stagger before a terrifle blow
Irom Obob’s left.

“Ohob he vin!” said the haromn, gazing
at the lighted arena as though he were
witnessing somae thrilling play at the

theatre.
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Baumann in his schooldays—the result, |

remem-

bered that discovery in latér years, and
undoubtedly it had been the eause of his
coming to Roolkwood, under an assumed
name.

In the next vault was found the handi-

 work of the counterfeiter—the dies and
stamps and other appliances with which
ke had produced the forged notes.

In addition, bundles of notes, ready to
be passed as soon as opportunity came—
opportunity that would never come now.

That was the work upon which Lovell
& Co. had so often heard the kidnapper
engaged, and which had so puzzled them,
_But while Mr. Brown, in a rtate of
simmering satisfaction, was taking pos-
sesfon of the counterfeiter's outfit, and
making his notes, Jimmy Silver & Co.
were conducted to the upper air by the
erowd of delighted Rookwoodera,

Dr. Chisholm met them when they
emerged into the Oak Room.

The Head shook them by the hand, and
welcomed them in a voicé that treinbled
with emotion.

The juniors had never seen the good
old Head so deeply moved.

And after that, the Fistical Four were
given a tremendous ovation when they
reappeared among their schoolfellows,

Only Tubby Muflin looked a little
blank.

“8o0 you hadn't run away, after all,
Jimmy?” sald Tubby.

“Not quite!” grinned Jimmy.

“You've really been kidnapped?”

“I faney so.”

“Jolly queer!” said Tubby Muffin,
shaking his head. I must Dhave heen
mistaken, then!”

“{o hon!”

“I—I mean, that on second thoughts,
I really began to think that you must
have been Lidnapped,” said Tubby. “The
fact is, after turning it over in my mind,
I felt pretty ccrtain that you hadn’t
bunked off to try and squeeze into the
Army, and so I thought—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

napped, and I was getting suspicious of
Captain Logden! You remember I said
something of the sort to you. Morny—"
“That I jolly wéll don't!"” chuckled
Morny. s
“Perhaps it was to you, Erroll.”

“Well, I'm jolly

elad

you're out agsin,

Von Sneek, to whom Le spoke, shook
hig bead.

Von Sneek had had some experience of
Alﬁy and his friends,

He would not admit that
beaten till he was laid out flat.

“Heep back, Herr Baron!” he pleaded,
' phacking at the baron’s coat-sleeve as the
German craped forwdrd to see more of the
contest, “EKeep back! It is not good
that the English shall see us hero.”

The baron shook his arm free of his
companion's grasp,

was not afraid of being seen.

It was dark at this end of Obolrs great
hall, and the Dlinding fave of fhe
cressets was between them and the little
. group of boys. s

The baron was excited hy the fight.

German though be was and ¢on-
temptuous of boxing, e could but admit
| that Arty was making a splendid fight of
it against his giant antagonist.

But, Obab’s weight and power were tell-
| ing now against the boy,

Arty had taken some heavy punish-
ment, and his breath wes coming fast
and thick.

e had, it Is true, not encountered the
blow of that terrible right glove, hut he
had taken kicks and punches and butts
sufficient to smash up a powerful fighting-
man,

‘Yet he was still smiling as he faced
Obob for a last round,

Obob was sure he was going to win,
and, pigger-like, all his vanity camec to
the top.

“Hoosh!” he yelled, waving his huge
arms. “Behold, my people, I, Obob,
eater of elephants, am about to destroy
tha! white boy who has dared to meet
met”

Arly was

Then, standing in the middle of the
wide, earthen floor, he pumped with that
tremendous black arm, at the end of
which the loaded glove swelled like a
prmpkin.

He mocked Arty, who stood panting and
heavy-eyed, but still watehful,

“Come, English boy!" he langhed,

inting to the great diamond helt which
ay on the throne. *“Yonder is the belt of
Ohob! Why take ye not the helt? Ye
have but me to pass, Obob, the terrible,
Uhob, the menslayer! Hoosh!”

And Obob capered like a madman.

He was tempting Arty to come -on for
hiz death-blow.

Arty watched the swing of the right-
hand glove as Obob waved his great, arms
like a windmiil.

He noticed that Obob's huge right aim
was muscle-bound and fat, so that the
mighty glove swung in a eertain circle,

Arty had eyes only for this fact.

Ho felt groggy and shaky, but there
wus atill some fight left in him.

With a great effort he, pulled himself
together, and a yell went up from the
niggers as they saw him advance to the
great figure whieh barred the throne and
the flaming belt.

Arty moved quickly, and the yelling
Oboh had scarcely time to reeeive him.

But the nigger's great face split with a
grin of triumph as he swung up his huge
righy arm, i

Down whistled the glove with the blow
of_a pile-driver. -

But Arty, with a swift movement of the
bead, avoided it, and in the next second
Qbob, the- manslayer, doubled up like a
cheap jack-knife, rolling on the ground

" helplessly,

Arty had accepted his invitation to take
the championship belt of all Afriea.

ould have erumpled a sheet of boiler:
plate.

“ Wﬂuﬁy’

-tremendous celebration in the end st

“I thought you must have been kid-

“No, it wasn't!” said Erroll laughing. |

- {riends.

- a8 they saw the nigger bruSser . rollli

| again.

| eyes as Obob el Mook tossed an

~down under the shelter of the thi

L and kneea.

- Royal decree, which forbade any arm

| to me.

Jimmy !" said Tubby Muffin hastily. “A
if I bappened to be in funds, I'd stand
study spread to celebrate it. If you eou
lend me bhalf a govereign, Jimmy—

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

Tubby Mullin did not get the hall
sovereign. But he got a good deal of
satisfaction, for he soon convineed h
self that he had suspected the real f
all along, and he ecalled upon a o
many fellows to admit that he had ol
};herg so—which they wouldn't do, in i
east.

. . . “ [3

Tlhe mystery of Rookwood was .
mystery no longer, :

The Fistical Four were restored {o |
friends, and that evening there wa

which overflowed into the possagi—
Moderns as well as Classicals comin
crowds.

Meanwhile, “Captain Lagdep,” ali
Baumann, was in the hands of the I
and not likely to escape them again
a good ten years to come.

Ar, Brown had deparied in a mosd ol
supreme satisfaction.

He had bagged his man, and e
mitted that he owed his success in
to Jimmy 8ilver & Co., and agpe
Mornington. L

The Fistical Tour folt ihe effe
their imprisonment for somo day
thg?_r soon pulled round, anc they W
quite flt again by the time.the Bagsho
match came round. - s

By that time the kidnapping and fhe
imprisonment in the eecret vault ceemad
like an evil dream of the past to-tl
chums of the Fourth. But they wou
never likely to forget that it was mainb
due to Mornington that they had re
covered their freedom, and that the kids
napper had been brought to book:

THE ERD.

NEXT MONDAY,

“ TUBBY MUFFIN'S BENEFIT
By OWEN CONQUEST.
DON'T MISS iT1

The word came out of Ohob. like
punctored motor-tyre as he relleg ¢
an:d aver, grabbing at Arty's feet,

But Arty slipped away, and, step
up to the throne in the face of gl
nigger assembly, took the huge helt
diamends. :
+ Then, throwing it over his shoulder, I8
staggered down the hall towards

What a cheer went up from ihe

L groumd il
aves and feet, and trying te i
“Bravo, Arty " yelled Porkis,
“Three_jolty hearty eheers for Arfyll
shouted Lal, threwing his turbas w
the rafters, and catching it on hja ki
B “That’s the stull to give
Hit him jolly good kick punches i
stomael, he did! That makes him
cough! And the belt is oursi”
The crowd of negroes at the far
of the hall seemed to be paralysel Iy
the fate which had befallen their g
pion and their king, %
They simply could not helie

m{er and over, slapping the
g

and rolled on the floor, trying fo
back his wind. - A

They had made so eertain that
wlhite bay would be killed.

But a harsh, grating voice, shoul
in their own tongue, brought them
thelr senses.

It was_ Van Slyden, who, croue

ol piled boxes and carpets, pulled
together,

“Treachery!” he eried. “AMen of
loo, stop the white men! 'They steal
helt of your lord, and with the belt
the strength of Booloo!” ;

Immediately a shout rose in the
of the hall.

“Death to the white men!”?

Obob, who had heen sprawling ul
gasping in  the midst of the w
earthern floor, suddenly got lhis
hack, and rolled over on to his

He was quick to pick up ihe ery.

“Stop them!  Death to the wlild
men!” he bellowed. “0-0-0-0! T
have stolen my helt!  They take
beautiful diamonds. The white hoy
magic against me. He has made
liver turn to water, and has stelen
strength of elephants!”

This was Obob's explanation of
drive which had knocked him ont.

But it was good  enough for
followers.

There was a rush out at the back
of the great hall, for, in obedience ta

be brought into the Royal palace of
Ohob ¢l Mook, they were all unarmed

But spears and clubs and clumey
pipe guns were leaning close at
against the outer walls of the palace

In a secand the mob came streamiy
back again. i

Obob, still on his hands and knes
was mouthing and roaring at the litll
group, which had drawn closer togetls
around Arty and the captured belt.

“Kill them!” he wheezed. “Oh, mih
liver and my. lungs! My breath rebums
I will fight again!” 1

And Obob was just about to spring
towards Arty, to wrest the fiaming hd
from him, when there came a enddd
clatter of hoofs at the far doorway i
the hall hehind the little group of whit
men and boys.

“Great Seotch!” groaned Lal.
in some very tight vlaces. And herell
Horace! He has made his escape fnl
boats, and come to see funs!"

And, sure enough, it was Harace, whid
havin.g nibbled through his bhonds, i
leaped ashore from the whaler af {li
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“Ie may he able to tell

iping to his feet.
ass! I'll— (e
Hold on, Dicky, old son!” urged Boh
vers, taking his chum hy the arm,
But-e—" .

| “Dear me!” sald Bunny, with a sigh.
It seems ilkat I have made a mistake,
ips 1 should not make a good for-
d, after all. I have not read enough

rvers.
“Yes, that’s right,” said the duffer.

take that position, ang—>

Do,”

t into goal, fathead! I'll be a for-

d for once, and I'll show you what it's

ke to have a ball bunged at your head.”
mnny was quite unperturbed
ky's veiled threat.

R T 1T

Tl tell him® roared Dieky Turner,
“E11 slaughter the |

, THE, BOUNDER

 (Continued from the previous page.)

ut the duties of a forward. I rather
cy I should do hetter as a ballkeeper.” |
Goalkeeper, fathead!” corrected Bob |
If you have no objection, Travers, I

gaid Dicky “Turner promptly. |

by °

. . PN
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e took up his position: between the
posts,
Dicky drove it towards

Strange to say,

hiim,

however,

Junicr team, and, taking caveful aim, he
sent the ball through the air at 1
speed,

It was donbtful whether Bunny saw ile
ball after it left Dicky's foot., Never-
theless, he felt it, for it
terrific foree fnll in his face.

-of the goal.
The juniors roared with laughter,
“That serves you right, you gilly
teack you not to bun
fellows’ heads again1»
“0w! Groocogh! Yooooop!” muttered
the duffer, as he scrambled to his feet.
“Ha, ha, hal® roared the juniors,

P N . SR 5 T S e
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g_ht!ling i

Bunny landed with a bump in fhe back ]

determined to .stop the ball as |

‘the dufier did stop the |
{ ball, Init not in the orthodox manmer, |

Ianded with

chump ! exclaimed Dieky Turmer. «7Tt']] |
g balls at other |

1 ®youre jolly

“D-d-d-did” I- do -right?? sbuttered
Eunny, rubbing his hend ruefully,
There was another burst of Lilarious

§ Iaughter.

* Look here, Bunny,” caid Bob Travers,
Jolly keen on picking up the game,
aren't youy»
“ Very keem, my dear Travers,”
“Well, the best thing you can do fs
to stand on the. touchline,” said Bob
Travers kindly. “You will pick up the

3 { game much quicker if you watch it a bit,”
Dicky was one of the best shots in the |

L0, good = : ol
Bunny took up his position on the touch-
line, and grinned at the junior foothallers
in spite of an aching head, .
T]’lm‘ i
ment, and very soon the praclice com-
mencéed. - ] ?
Bob Travers kept his eyes on the foot-
ballers, watching Jack Jackson and Wade
particularly.
. Tho vacant place in the eleven was to
go to one of thera juniors, and, being
captain of the School House Eleven, it
wis up to Bob t0 choose the better man.
There was still a serious, anxious expres-

| slon on Jack Jackson's face; butf, meyer-
k] ?

theless, he played up well.

ST T T
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He was very anxious to sceure a place
in the junior-team, and he was now play-

Rt T SR ST S A A S B o o e

juniors-recovered from their merri-

ing ‘iz best in tho hope of
inelnded,

The practice- continued to within ten
minutes of the time for dinper, and then
Bob TPravera broucht the same to an end,
. He walked over o Jack  Jackson, and
patted him on 1he baelr. =

“Jackson, old son,* he said cheerily,
I shall want yon tlis afternoon.
Appleby will drop to right-half, and you'll
take hia place af ingide-right,” )

Jack Jackson smiled pleazantly.

He - had achieved his amlilion and
qbdt-nincd a place in the School House
side,

Hoe reselved io do his very best in the
House match that afternoon, with ihe
hope of securing a trial in a junior mateh,
. With tbis resolve firmly “fised in his
mind, he marehed back to the school with
his chums,

He went np fo the dormitory to change,
and was eoming downstairs alone when
he came face to face with Barker, the
bounder of the Fonrih, .

Barker grimned at him sardonically.

“Cheern!” he sald, “I understand
rou're in ihe team to play against the
New House this afternoon ##

being

° “H'm!" said Barker, pursing  his Jips:
“It’s rather mrfurtul:tafc-gj Lhat.g you wog’ﬁ‘ i
be able to play.» i R

* Won't be ablé to play 7> faltered Jack =
Jacksgon. i . j i
“No,” eniil the bounder coolly, “I'm
going 1o the Plough. and Ilurrow this
arLogmoun, and I want you to accompany
ne,

“Ohl» .

“You don't mind, ©of course?” .spld
Duvker eynically,

“You rotter!> exelaimed Jack
hotly, “I shall have to play.
mised Teavers, and-—>2

“Pravers will have to get onut of the
difficulty as best he can,” suid Barker.
“You're coming with me.» o

Jaek Jackson's eves gleamed with anger,i -

“I won't come " he eried, bl

“You will, my “dear chap,” raid the
bounder coolly—¢ unless, of course, you
want me to carry out my threat!»

_ Jack Jackeon started, and his face paled
noticeabiy.

Jaglison
I'vg pro-

L

(Another magnifleent. long instalment
of this splendid new serial in next Maon-
e BoYs’ FrIEND. [ should

“Yes,” replied Jack Jackson, miving tle

hounder o hard looi,
on A T s o

N A,
TN W e

day’s issue of th
be glad if readers would write and let me
7.::.\_0_;;{ what they think of this new story.)

Magnificent New Long
Complete Tale,

Dealing with the Barringe

Out at the School in the

Backwoods.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD
-The 1st Chapter.
No Qrub for Yen Chin!

ool Lil' Chines welly hungly, oh,

hus ¥en Chin, the Chow of Cedar

ek, in pitecus tones.

| The Chinesc was sprawled on the floor

‘il the lumber schoolhonse,

rank Richurds & Co. were in deep con-

ersation by the window, and did not

r Yen Chin’s remark.

There were serious expressions on the |

aces of the threg chums.

he present state of aflairs at the

o0l in the backwoods gave them

ity of food for thought.

he Jumber school had gone “on
againgt the dismissal of Mias .

G.unten and Mr. Peckover—the
uster who was to take the place of the

| eCesg.

0 in the future, providing they could
Had Chunky Todgers heen there the
ur or five.

| The fat junior had succceded in spend-
~had been sufficient for Chunky to
With wrathinl indignation some of the
| Yen Chin proposed killing him, and, for
Needless to say, Chunky had hecome
e school, and streaked for home as fast
laghter, but-the smiles soon disappeared
they were to carry on with the
tained—and quickly, too.
away from the school for the purpose of
fall foul of two rascals named Fonr
Now day had dawned onee again, and
empt to get away before nightfall,
d tn pacify them. A ot
Bty Frank Richards telt a clateh
‘Chinee hungly,” said Yen Chin meekl:\r.

hoolmistress—had endeavoured to force
Frank Richards & Co. had held the fort
ihiain sufiicient food  to satisfy their
vation would have been far more
was Chunky who had created the
iz a short time alone in the kitchen.
nlish off * pretti{ nearly all the remain-
uniors had suggested lynching Chunky
(e sake of a little humour, the other
error-stricken at such a suggestion.
his fat’legs could carry him.
mm thelr faces as they discussed the
siege, and force Old Man Gunten to
uring the previous night Frank
lenishing the larder.
gs and Dave Dunn, and had been
the fear of being captured hy 0ld Man
canwhile, there were aching pains in
mall wonder, therefore,
it Liis arm, and turped round, to find Yen
“Well, you're not the only onel”

juniors into surrender, without
inst all comers, and were prepared to
ctites.
irious, for Chunky always ate enough for
od shortage. "
But, however short the time had been,
g stock of food.
dgers.
Junlors had backed him up.
In fear of his life, he dashed away from.
had left: the junmiors rearing with
Jresent food situation.
e to their demands, then food must
ﬁich:lrds & Co. had made an effort to get
hey had had the misfortune, however,
reed to return.
uten made it risky to make another
. juniors' stomachs, and not enongh
hards-and his chums were looking. very
in standing beside him.
. replied Frank: Richards shortly.
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“Pool III" Chinee telly hungly
the Chow of Cedar Creek.

“I guess poor little Chinee will have to
Temain hungry!” said Bob Lawless, with
a grim. “Grob’s short, and—"

“Poor 1ill’ Chinec velly, velly hungly!”
said Yen Chip.  “Wantee foodee velly
hadec! Boh gettee me some, oh, yes?”

“Look here, kid,” said Bob Lawless
firmly, “it can't be did! We've got just
about cpough for one meal. We shall

have o hold on to that till we get some |

more,”
"1 guess that's hoss %ensc!” said Ehen
Hacke,

“II we cat up all our grub, how the
merry diekens are we going to hold ont?”
said . Boh Lawless grimly. “We shail
have to ehuck in our checks to Old Man
Gunten then.”

“We're going to do nothing of the
kind, Lawless!” saild Eben Hacke. I
you suggest—-"

“I don’t,” broke in Bob Lawless. “I'm
merely telling the Chink what will happen
If he starts scoffing the grub.”

“Pool HIl" " Chineo fallee i1 if o
eatec!” whined Yen Chin. “Getteo velly
badee—pelhaps die!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” chuekled Boh Lawlesa.
“We echall have to risk that!”

“Handsome Beb no wantee pool Il
Chinee to die!”

“Might be a good thing!?

“Yelly badee thing!”

“T guess I'm not so sure about that!”
said Bob humorously. “If you kicked
the hucket, we should have one less 1o
feed!”

“IIa, ha, ha!”

“Handsome Bob mo tellee the {luth,”
said Yen Chin. “Handsome Bob velly
funny! dGettee me some glub.”

"Come back again this afternoon,” said
Bob Lawless. “We'll see what we can
do for you then.” -

“Poor lill' Chinee helpce himself fo
glub, then!” said Yen Chin. “Lili’ Chinee
krow where glub keppee.  Chinee goee
and—"

Bob Lawless made a grab at the Chow’s
chonlder and dragged him hack.

“I guess you'll do nothing of the kind!”
he said emphatically.

“Lettee me go!”

“You're staying with usl” )

Yen Chin turned a pleading look in
Frank Richards’ dircetion.

“Handsome Ylankee gettee me glub?”
he asked.

“8orry, kid; grub’s too shorh!?

“Handsome THeau,” said the Chinee,
smiling affably at Vere Beauclere, “you
gettee pool 1ill' Chince glubf?” 5
5 V;re Beauvclere grimned, and shook his
ead. £
“Better ask Bob,” he replied. “He's in
charge of the kitchen.” s g

“TUyly Bob velly obstinaie,” said Ven

sighed

Chin, "“No gettec — ;
“What's that, you Dblessed heathen?”

““Owl Yow! Yaroogh!' yelled Mr. Peckover, as Bob Lawless pla
the new master’s back,.

ilgll?muded Bob wrathfully. “What am

“Velly obstinate,” said the Chow of
Cedar Creek. “Ugly Bob! Yaht”

“By gum!” exclaimed Bob Lawless
flereely, making » clutch at the Chinesc.
“I'll show_you whether I'ia ugly!”

Bob made a dash towards the Chinec.

But Yen Chin was wily. He dodged
between the desks, taking eare that he
did not get near the fellows grouped by
the window,

“¥Yahl” he shouted. “Bob no catchee
pool lili* Chinee! Bob no see! Eyes allee
squintee! No lpokee straight!”

“You let me eatch you, yon blessed
heathei\'é: yelj'ed Bob Lawless. “I'll lynch

you!
“No lynchee!” said Yen Chin. “Taly
Bob too muchee gilly! Got lats in

belfly !»
“I'll show you whether I've gob rats
in my helfry!” roared Bob savagely,
“I'll slaughter you! I'll— Ow! Yow!
Yooooaoop !

Bob Lawiess nitered a picreing shriek.

In taking o quick turn, his knee had
caught the edge of a desk. 2 )

Next moment Bob stood on one leg,
holding the other with his Lands, and
uttering deep lamentations.

“Hard luck, Bob!” said Ehen Tacke
sympathetically.  “T1° guess the galoot
deserves Iynehing !” 3

“1'll Iynch him !” shrieked Bob Lawless.
“Ull— Ow! My leg! Yow-ow-ow!"”

“He, he, he!” “chortied Yen Chin.
“Servee ugly Bob light! Allee own fanlt
fol notee getiee pool 1il* Chinec gluh!?

“Come Lere, you little beast! Pll—

“My hat! Took!” exclaimed Frank
Richards, pointing out of the window.
“They're going to attack againl”

“What?” ejaculated Bob Lawless, for-
getting abont his aching knee and dart-
ing towards the window.

“There's somebody coming along the
Hai!," said Frank Ricbards. “It leoks
ike—"

“Jernsalem erickets!” said Eben Hacke,
in surprise. “It's an Indian!”

“1t is, by gum!” cjaculated Boh Law-
less. “It’s Injun Dick! What the MErry
dickens does he want?” ]

“I wonder,” said Vere Beauclere.

The ' juniors waited eagerly. by the
window, whilst Tnjun Dick jumped off his
';;orsr: and strolled towards the school
ouse. -

The 2nd Chapter.
Two Fateful Messages.

“Great  jophers!”  exelaimed Eben
Hacke, as the Indian, drawing his tatternd
blanket round him, neared the window.
“Ile’d got. a note.”

Injun Dick waved a Jetfer in his hand.

“Perhaps Old Man Gunten’s given in,

nted his broom in the middle of

| skin.

and sent us a note to say- s0,” §ug-
gested Vere Beauclere. :

‘ '}r slipping to

if . “Youll take a thum

-{Bob Lawless .quickl

TN R e R R

“Come here, yon cayote!”
! -the ground.

“Injun take fifteon cents.”
p on the cabeza if
you're not eareful!”  exclaimed b,
making a grab at the Redskin, “Give
me that note! D’yoa heart” et
§ " Younz white chief welcome to note,”
Injon Dick, realising thap further

roared Bob,

spid |

m'J.' arguinent wonld avail him little, “Injun

still thirsty 1" X
“Oh, rats!” growled Bobh. Lawless,
snatching the note from the Redskin's
hand, and commencing to read the words
‘1t _contained. > o
Next moment he stazgered back, drop-
ping the note ifrom his hand. &g
“Bab!” ‘muttered Frank Richards.'

“What—what’s the matter?”

- Dob Lawless pulled himsecl? together
1§ anickly.
“My popper!” -he muttered,

“¥’s -true, them, Bob, what TInjun
Dick s2id?” murmured Frank Richards,

“Yvery word,” said Bob Lawless, in
broken .tones.  “He's been kicked In the
stomach by his horse at Purville, He's
not_expected to live, and—" s
T “Babi . ;

“I—T must go to him at once,” sald
{.j"l\!y mother |” he
n,

added, turning to an Dick. “Have
you told her? Have—"

“Injun  tell  youn white chief's
mothier,” said the Redskin solemniy.

“8he go see 2reat white chief. :
"0h, dear!” moaned Bob Lawless. “I
shall have to go home for my horse,
and—"
“Injun lend young white chief borse,”
sald tho Redskin, with unusual willing

“Cheer-ho, Injun Diek!” sang out Frank -
Rielords, ~What's the gamd?”

“Injun  thirsty,” said. the Tedskin,
molstening his dry lps with his tongue,

“0h, rats!” exclaimed Frank Richards,
“Yon're never otherwise.  What's that
note you've got in your hand?”

“Letter lor young white chief,” said
Injun Dick, pointing a grubby forefinger
ab Boh Lawless.

“For me?” exclaimed Bob.

“o-rect !

"Hand i, over, thon.” |

Injun Dick made no attempt to do so.

“Injun thirsty,” he said, |

“Plenty of water in the creek,” said
Bob Lawless shortly. “If that note is
for me, you'd bettér bapd it over.”

“Give Injuu twenty-live cents,” said
the XRedskin, “Injun bully boy with
glass eye, Ride like the wind to bring
note to young white chiet.”

“I dow't think!” said Beb Lawless
dishelicvingly. -

“Injun_hirg lorse in Parvilla,” went
on the Redskin, still holding the note
firmly in his hand,

“What the dickens were you doing
in Purville?” demanded ¥Frank Richards,
“That’s twenty miles away, isn't  it,
Bob§”
_UNearly,” said Bob.  “I guess Injun
Dick’s pilling our legs. He dpes't
sudlly pet much farther than the Red
Dog at Thompson.” - - .

“Injup  work,” said  the Redskin.
“Injun meet white ehiel’s father.”

“¥You et my [ather?” demanded Rob
ineredulously,

“Co-rect,” gfaid the Redskin, “Great
white chief’s father meet with accident,
Bully boy with glass cye try save him.
Injun too late”

“What?? gjaculated Bob Tawless, lis
face turning pale. ,

“Injun too late to save great white
chief,” went on the Redskin,. “Fell off
horse. Forse kick great white chief in

stomach.  White chiel bad—write note
for Injun.” )
“By sum!” exelaimed Bob

Lawless.
“Yow're dreaming—you're—?= .

“Injun tell irozen truth,” said the
Redskin, “Young white chicf read note.
See Injun speak trnth.”

Bob Lawless’ face was deathly pale

DOW.
“Well, hand the note over,” he anid
impaticntiy.
“Injun thirsty,” =ajd the Redskin.
“Hang our  blessed  thirst!” ex-
elaimed Bob Lawless .rritably. “II you
don't give me that note, 'l jolly well
eome out and take it from yon,"
“Injnn wanf, drink,” insisted the Red-
“Injun dry.” .
By gum!” cried Bob Tawless. “I'm
not going to put up with any more
of this}? ) ;
Bob slid his leg over ithe window-ledge,
Iajun Dick backed away.
““Injon take twenty ccnts,” ho said,

eSS,

Boh Lawless briflatened ap at ones.

“Good!” he said. “Whero is 1b?” ;

“Injun want ten dollars,” gaid the
Redskin craftdly, “Infun poor man.
Loso work if no horse.” :

“Ten dollavs,” snid Bob Lawless, feefing
in his poeckets. “I-I've only got fve.
Will you take thesa?”

“No take less,” spid the Redskin, shak-
ing Dig head. “Injun poor. hut Ipjun
generqus.” .

“Oh, dear)” pgroancd Boh Lawless
“How the dickens—*

“Here you are, Bobt” gang out Frank
Richardg, holding out a handinl of money
to_his chum. “Take this, old son.”

Bob Lawless took the moncy eagerly,
and_gave his cousin a grateful look as
hie did so. ] ;

“I—I don't know when I shall gob
back, you fellows,” he said, in broken

tores, “But whatever you do, stick it
out. Don't give in to that galpod
Gunten,” ol

“No fear!” sang eut the junpiors. .

Frank Richards reached ‘eut of the
window and eripped his chum's hand. |

“Gooit luck, Bob, old son!” he said 2
cheerfully as possible. "I—I hope _yon
won't find wuncle so bad as Injun Dick .
£AYS, !

“I hope not,” said Bob Lawless.

But as he followed Injun Dick to-the
gate therc was no donbt that Bob's
hopes were fechle ones.

All thoughts of the barring-out were
dismissed from Bob Lawless’ mind. i 4

Iis one aim was to get to his father
a3 soon a8 possible, and very soom he
was cantering down the trail at a qulek
spead, hoping against hope that he would
find his_ father still "alive when he
reached Purville,

. Meanwhile, there were anxious faces in
ihe lumber schaolhouse at Cedar Creek,

Bobp Lawless' trouble was shared by all
the juniors. ‘ £

ancher Lawless wns a favourite with
them all, and the thought that Bpb's
father was ill—might even die—weighed
heayily on their minds. - i

“Ob, Jerusalem!” eaid Eben Hacke.
“1 guess I didn't expect this!?

“It's rotten—jolly rotteni” said Frank
Richards dismally, “I do hope Bob's
popper wiit pull through.” i

“Sp do 1," sajd Vere Beauclere.

“It ain't much good going on with the
strike,” said Vben Haeke miserably.:
“There ain’t many of us left, andw—"",

“We're going on. with it,” gald Frank
Richards determinedly. “D’you - think
we'ré going to knuckle under to that
rotter Gunten just becanse we've lost
old Bob?” .

“Noj buot—" .

“If yoa've had enough, Ha
Frank Richards, “you can huzz off ¥ - |

“I guess I an't vamoosing the ranch
yet awhile” said Ebep Hacke at once.
"Ii you galoots are honging on, Eben
Hacke don't intend to Mght out.”

“Qoodd* -

“Anybody clse want to throw up tlio

- spohge?™ asked Frank Richards,

Me wantec glub,” whined Yen Chin, :

cké;f' sald -
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“NMe velly hllngg Handsome I‘lanky‘,
get. me glub, an

“Well, I think we may as well have a
little,” said = Frapk * Richards.- - “We
:,hant he able to fizht Gunten and his
gani oh empty stomaghs.”

“That's true”

4“1t won't bo much of a feed,” sald

Frank Richards. “It"t filt a corner,
thnuoh, and help us to carry on for a
while.”

The juniors troopgﬂ into the kitchen,
and_ partook of a Httle of the stock of
food remaining.

1t conld lmrtlly be called a meal, buf,
nevertheless, it “helped to appeasc tho
rebels’ pangs of hunger,

“The , spirits of the schooiboy strikers
were 4t very low ebb, but under Frank
Richards’ cheery influénce they improved
wonderfully, -

And when -|£ len«th the “meal” con-
cluded, the juniors were_resolved to carry
on the strike until their demands were
aceeded to and Miss. Meadows was re-
}.nst.llfed as schoolmistress ot Cedar

Tce

The 3rd Chapter.
§ Surrénder ! )

“Jerusalem crickets! Here's that Injun
agajn!”

Ihen Hacke made the remark as the
juniors arrived at the window of the
schoolliouse once agaln.

Injun Dick was not walking ag ptraight
a3-before.

There was a decided lurch In his gait,
which told the juniors only too plainly
that he had been imbibing in frewater
with' the money he had received from
Bob Lawless,

He pulled up before tho window, Il!ld_

gave, the juniors-a sickly grin.

“Injun come again;” he said. -~
_ <“Well, what the dickens do you wanb
ihis . time?”
sharply,
. “Injun wnlk long teail, " gaid the Red-
skin, swaying uuateadlly on  his feef.
“Iifjun, meet beautiful mtssy. Beaut[ful
migsy. call Injun” :

o EOH, atop that mt"’ growled Fra.nk
‘I{mha‘rda. *Come 0 - ; el
~shijun . ¢oming,” " sald the " Redskin. .
"In]tl;l tell - frézen  groth, . Beautiful
nn:gy gwe In}un note.  Injun  thke
tiote——"

7 "th the merry dickens are you
referring to?” demgnded Frank Richdrds,
* “Missy ' Meadows'” sald Injun  Bick.

“Bhe wait. for bn;z[:y take her to Thomp-
son. . She in great hurrv«gnmg long
]c.uma). Walkr o1 hizve spokeni” -

“You've spaken a- loglof Tot, i that's

anything!” said Frank Richsards.
n,{un spenﬁ waords of wisdom, . Injun
bring npte for youni white chiefs.”
vR pote fiom Miss Méadows?” .~ -
Injun; Dick nodded*his head in nssent.
AWell, hand it over, then,” s:ud Frank
.mhards ﬂrml}' -
.- “Injun - thirsty,” aid thc Redskm
** Injun want t“enay -five ' cents,” . Eiid
injun®  Dick ’ determinedly. " Missy
Meadows say yoyug white chiefs gi_v_e
Injun  twenty-five = cents. Injun wait.
Iruun Dick bully rook!”

“Oh, ratst” said Frank Richards dis-
c‘ainfully “Miss. Meadlows wouldn't ask
us-fo give you money -

“T guess oot;™ spid Eben Har,kv.

. “Béautitul mis v Writé down on paper,”
said the Redm n. “ Al (}K
iruth; you bet!”

“Well,
I‘runk Richards. “If Miss Meadows says
you're to have the money, we'll give ib
you. :1f not——"

Frank Richards pauscﬂ as Inmn Dick
drew a.piece of.paper irom the folds of
}nuﬂblaul\et and proceeded to douﬁlc it in
half,

Then he me.!d the folded rote in front
of the juniors.-

Frank Richards” read the words on the
paper, words which had been serawled in
pencil, and which were hardly legible.

A eerious frown came ever his face as
he at length deciphered the last word in
tha note, for this is how the message
Tam 3 :

“Give Injun Dick twenty-five cents.
Injun thirsty.”

“My hat!” exclalmed Frank Richards,

giving the Redskin a hard look. "Mms
‘\I(-'uiows didn't write those words.”
“Missy write,” said In}uu Dick. “Missy

in ilurr}—\\rltc ;}m

“Bosh!” exclatmed Frank Richards.
“Miss Meadows could write better than
{bat with her eyes shut. You've written
those words yourgelf.”

“Injun no can,” gatd the Redskin, back-
ing away slightly. He did not guite like
the angry gleany in/Frank Richards' eyes.

“Well,” you won't get a penny out of
us,” said Frank Richards. “You're a
scheming. rascal; Injun Dick, and I guess

you'll find }'mlr‘self in the calaboode one of
these:dnys if you aren’t careful!".

“Injun. honest. - Injun bully boy with
glnss eye,” said tha Redskin,

“Don't "talk such-utter rot!” snapped
1<r'mk Richards, "leu me that note
you've gdt there, or—"

“Injun wait for twenty-five cents,” said
tha Redskin.  *“Young white chief give
Yow?! Yooooooop !

Before Injon Pick could move Frank
Tichards had shob. through the window,
and huried himself at the Redskin,

With a thud the two” landed on the
ground, Frank Richards uppermost.

Frank made a snatch at the note in
Injun Dick’s hand, and, rising to his feet,
commenced to read tle message it con-

° tained.

Next o instant his face changed co]our,
wnd he utt,ered -afr-exclamation of surprise.

asked Frank thhard&_

41— ow!

Injun tell_

show us, tiru note, then,” said’

“What's the matter, Frank?” asked
Vere ‘Beauclerc. ;
- “7My hat!" exclaimed Trank Richards. |
"’Ihm noto s from Miss Meadows, and she
Sy g——

“ Miss Megdows," said. Lben Hacke.
“Then that thaire Injun was tellin’ the
truth, after all.”

“Well, nbout the first part of the.
Jdetter,”  said  Frank, Richards slowly.
“That's in Miss Meadows' handwriting.
The bit about the money Injun Dick
wrote himself,” ;

“Injun Dick no write,” said the Red
man. “Injun no can.”

“I guess you'd hetter vamoose fhe
n:nch, In]un Dick,” said Eben Hacke,
“You ain't exactly welcome hyer. Read
out,_the note, Richards!”

“Right—lm"'i aaid Frank. “This is how
it runs: ‘My dear boys,—Whilst I very
much appreciate your loyalty to me, I
must say how much I resent the means
you are adopting to get me reinstated as9
schoolmistress ab Cedar Creék. In fact,
wera you successtul in your efforts, I could
not think of returning to the school after
the way yon have behaved. I have
asecepted a post at Montreal, and, there-
fore, am leaving Cedar Creek for good I
ahmtld advise you to cense your dis-
graceful belaviour, and accept Mr. Peck-
over as your headmaster. Othérwise,
your actions may have most unpleasant
resulis.—Yours sincerely,

@ B. Meabows,'”

For a few moments none of the jl.lmors,
spoke, so thunderstruck were they at the
tone of the letter Frank Richards had
read out. e

“Surely Miss Meadows didn't write
that?" asked Vere Beauclere, at length.
-“(an't be much doubt about that,” said
Frank  Richards dolorously. “Have a
lock nﬁ it. - I%’s her writing right ]

4 encugh.”

" The. juniors at the window took Clla!‘"B
o[ thé note and inspected it closely.

They shook their hends sadly, for there.
wag no doubt in their minds that the
note had been written by Miss Meadows

“¥oung white chiefs no like letter,” re-
marked Injun Dick. ]

“Jerusalem crickets!” e\claimcd Eben-’
Hacke, looking ups  “Why ain't you
vamoosed the ranch, Injun Dick?” :

“Injun stony,” said the Redskin, “Injun
wait Tor tweniy-five cents.”

Eben Hagke grabbed abt a broom which
rested against “the wall, and .held i6 in
ifront of the red man in a thren_tcningl_
manper. :

“Now ars you golng to absqu'ltu!atc?“ 1
he demanded,

“Injun absqu&tulatc
chiets give Injun twenty-flive cents.
Yowl Yooooocop!™

“Ihe broom caught the Red man full in
tlm face, bowling him oyery

“Injun “Dick' did, not “8top o press h[s‘
claims any further. He drew his tattered.,
Blanket round him, and darted towards
.the gate.

“Now that mopher's gone, we 't dlscuss_
things,” seid Eben Hacke. “"Hev you
decided_ what to do, Richards?™ 2

“Dont ses  whaf we can do,” sald
Frank Richards dismally. . “If = Miss

ff young white
Injun

. Meadows refuses to come back, it ain’t:

much good.carrying on the strike.”

“I guess that’s so,” said Eben Hacke)
. “We shall have to pub up with that
rotter Peckover!” said Frank Ricliards,
“1 suggest that we give him a trial, and
if he comes it too much we might chuc.k
bim out, and-strike for a new magster.”

“Not 2 bad  notion,” agreed- Eben
Hacke. . 'L Zuess— - Jetusalem! 1f T
ain't blind that s Kérn Gunten coming in
at _the gate,”

The juniors looked In the direction of
the gate, and observed a boy of their own
ngv, crossing the quadrangle.

“It is Gunten,” said Frank Richards. |
“T wonder whaf he wan!

“Perbaps he thinks he's coming bacl
to school,”

“We won't have him!”

“No fear!”

Gunten, the fellow Miss Meadows had
expelled frem the school for ~black-
guardism, . éame striding towards the
rebels, quite unperturbed by the angry
expressions on the juniors” faces.

“I've come back, you seem he said,
with a confident air. §

“You can jolly well buzz off!* said
Frank Richards firmly.
you, you ead, and we refuse to have you
here t*

“T guess you haven't much choice in the
matber,” said Gunten triumphantly. “Mr.
Peckover is coming along now to take
chargo. ” He—— Here he comes!”

At that moment there was a clatter of
horse's feet outside, and an instant later
Mr. Peckover and his horse entered the |
playground, k s

The 4th Chapter.
Mr. Pockover Surprises the Jumora

% (ood-morning, boys!”

Mr. Peckover jumped off his horse and
greeted - the ~juniors in a - most alfable |
manner,

On the previous occasion on “hu:h he
bad spoken to the jumiors: Ire - had
addressed = them ' most abruptly. The |
change in hix manner therefore came as
a great surprise to Frank Richards & Co.

«Y undétsband that Miss Meadows has
departed” from the district,” said Mr_
Peckover, in kindly tones.

“We knew that alréady!® said Frank
Richards brusquely.

“Quite so—quite so!” sald Mr. Peck-
over. “Np doubt you hoys are very dis-
appointed,”

“We are!" said the juniors.

“] quite appreciate your disappoint-
ment,” sasxl Mr. Peckover, .in his polite

“We're done with |

one on top of the . other,

manner, “© At first 1 was mnlmed to blame

you for taking the course you did, but |

now I understand how annoyed you must
have been at the dismissal of yeur scheol-
mistress,”

“ e were !

© I must say I disapproved of the way in
which you treated me,” said the new
master, smiling genially. - “But I will for-
give afl that under the circumstances,
and I hope you will accept me as your
new headmaster.”

“ph, Jerusalem!” muttered Ehen
Hacke, astounded by DMr, Peckover's
affability.

“1 trugt that you will not bear me any
malice,” said the new master, “and that
we shall always remain on the best of
terms, I one of you boys will epen the
door we will prepare the school for after-
noon lessons,”

Frank Richards hesitated:

“There’s one thing we've got to settle
first,” he said. “Is that cad there going
to return to the school?”

TFrank Richards pointed to Kern Gunten,
whose face still bore a cynical smile. a

“ Don't you wish him to return?® asked
Mr. Peckover.

“] guess not!” said Eben Hacke. “He
ain't the sort of galoot we want here!l
Th(fia ml'lboose is the place for him,
and—-"

& YVery well, my boys,” said Mr. Peckover
condesnendmgly “1 will. grant your
wishes. Gunten shall leave the school at
once, and nof be allowed to Teturn.”

S say » hegan C(unten, giving the
new master a savage look., -

«That is sufficient, Gunten,” said Mr.
Peckover, turning to the cad of Cedar
Creek, 41 must uphold these boys in
this matter. If they do not want you
here I cannot allow you to remajp.”

“ But my father——"

® Your father has mnothing to do with
this matter!” said Mr. Peckover sharply.
“Take your departure at once, my boy(®

Mr, Peckover pointed towards the. gate,
and at the same time he gave Gunien o
meaning glange.

The junlors did not ohserve the look.
Had they done so their suspicions might
possibly have been arounsed.

The look was sufficient for Gunten, how-
ever, He understood what it meant. ‘and,
after giving the juniors e savnge glu.re.
he turmed on his heels and strolled dis-
consolately towards the gutes.

Mr, Peckover' beamed on the jun[or

“ Bad hoy, that 1 he said. “Itisn't rights

" that he should mix with boys like you.

He sha'n't come here whilst I'm master !”
“ But—but supposing 'his father kicks
up a row?” remarked Frank Richards.
“My dear boy, I'm quite capable of
dealing ‘with Mr. .Gupten,” said the new
master ﬂrmly
bully, and
mysell to be dickated to by

shall certainly nob allow
im.

so that I'may énter the school?”

The. juniors did mot move.

Mr. Peckover gave I'rank Rlchards .'|.
‘beaming 'smile..

asked

“I'm wondering what will happen, sup-'

posing Old Man (mn’ccn comes along, and
—and~——"  ¥rapk Richards pauvsed.

““You're afraid that Mr. Gunten will
walnybhis revenge for the manner in which
yoi '‘have handled him??
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“Ha, ba, ha!? Mr. Peckover broke
into o hearty laugh. “My dear boy,” he
said, “you have no nced fo be concerned
on that score. I do not think Mr, Gunten
will give the matser further thought.»

« He will when he learns that you won't
have his son in the school,” said Frank.

“You must not worry about {hat, my
boy,” said the new master.

“We're nob worrying about it,» said
Frank Richards grimly. “We're quite
capable of dealing with Mr. Gunten i he
sbarts browbeating us again. All the
same, we dom't want to give him an
advantage.”

“An advanfage?” said Mr, Peckover
slowly., I don't understand what——=

<1 mean that if we shift away the things
from the door we sha'n’t he able to defend
ourselves against Mr. Gunten,” explained
Frank Richards.

“My dear boy, you have no need to feel
anxious about that,” said the new master,
patting the junior on the shoulder.. “We
can soon barricade the door again if Mr.
(Gunten makes an nttempt to attack.”

“Wel» e_faculabed Trank Lichards, in
surpriue

“ Yes, we,” sail Mr. Peckover prompily.
« T ghall be only too pleased to assist you
in dealing with Mr. Gunten. X am stand-
ing by. you, boys, no matter what
happens.”

# Jerusalem crickets!” exclaimed Ehen
Hacke. %I guess that's straight tallk.
Open the door, Richardat!»

“Right-ho!”  said Trank
moving towards the window. Will you
lend me a hand, Bean?”

“ Cerbainly t» Said Vere Be'\uclerc. And
he -and. I'rank Richards climbed through

Richards,

1 the window of the lumber schoolhouse.

The rest of the juniors remained in the
playground conversing with Mr, Peckover.

Trank Richards and Vere Beauclerc did
not find it ‘an ‘easy job to remove the
barricade in front-of -the door.

That barricade had been built to with-
stdnd any form of attack,

Forms and desks and chairs were piled
but Frank
Richards and Vere AILeaue’Ierc set about
clearing a path to the door in an earnest
maniner, -

. «Well, this 15 a _nice finish to our bar-
rmg-out"" remarked Frank Richards
regretfully.

“Can't be helped » said Vere Beauclere.
&1 had no idea Miss Meadows would glve
in like that L

@ Neither Had T, faid Frank Richards.
« And neither did I think that old Peak’
over was such & decent sort,”

«You think he's decent; Frank??

« Well, he seems: all ‘right,” said Frank
Iﬂch-lrds.

“He is a braggart and &

Would-
one of you boys mind opening the door

‘ig}'hy do you hesitate, my boy?" he |

“Tar dlﬂ.'crcnt fmm whcn e B

soni{”

came’ up with 0ld Man Gunten, We must
have been mistaken, Beau.”

“I don't know,” said Vere Beauclere
thoughtfully.

¥Frank Richards looked at his chum In
surprise,

“Surely you don’t think that Peckover’s
taken us in?” he said.

“I shounldn't like to say,” sald Vers
slowly. “He scems all nght. but—but L
can’t for ct what a brute he seemcd when
we wouldn’t let.diim and Old Man Gunten
enter the school.”

. “Well, the chap mlght have been o |
hit w:ld, you know,” said Frank Richards.
“We weren't exactly kind to him, end

“Are.you ready, boys""

The two chums looked up, and ob-
served  Mr. Peckover looking at them
through a broken panel in the door.

“Sha'n’t be a minute, sir!” said Frank
Richards; and he proceeded to clear away
the remiining articles of furniture.

At length the door was opened, and
Mr. Peckover and the rest of the juniors
cntered.

The new master was Iooking as affablo |
and cheerful as he possmly could.

“Lend a hand, boys!” he said. “If you |
have no Oh_](.‘(.bloll we will tidy up the
class-room and place the forms In posi-
tion for afternoon school. I understand
that most of the boys and girls will be
returning then.”

The juniors lent their nssistance, and
t‘,0|1y soon the schoolhouse was perfectly
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Thls task finished, the juniors partook
of the remaining stock of food in_the
kitchen, and at Mr, Peckover’'s suggestion
they went out into the playground to |
wait for their schoolfcllows to arrive. for
afternoon school.

Although they were disappolnted nb ths
result of the barring-cut, the juniors
were considerably comtorted by Mr. Peck-
over's nffable manner. :

The new master was by no means the
tyrant they bad thought him to be. '

The Sth Chapier.
No Luck for Mr. Peckovar.

“Vergt”

Vere Beauclere looked rouml as he
heard his name called ; to- find Yrank
Richards strolling towards him.

Vere was standing at  the gate, o
thoughtful look upon his brow.

“I wondered where .you'd got to, oM

gaid Trank Richards cheeriu.ll,y
“What the dickems—" - :

¥rank Richards paused as he hcard the
sound of horse's feet on the trail,

He looked out of the gate, and ncxb
instant he uttered an cxclamation. ¢+ ]
"My, hat?? ho ecried. “It's Bob Law-
fess! .I wonder—="

‘Trank Richards did not have time to
say anything more, for Bob Lawless came,
tearing up, and jumped oft his horae - m
front of lis chums.

“There was & setand 'mtmuq ctprcs—
sion on Bob's usually sunny face. s
. “What the dickens are you galoots
doing herg?!" he said- brc.tthleas!y

“How's your father, Bob?” asked Vere
Beauclere, feeling that this matter was
far more important than their being out-
side the school.

. “Popper’s righf as rain!” said Bob Law-
1ess quickly. “It wasall a put-up job.

I'll lynch that galoot of an Injun when
I seo him againi” -

-4 A—n put-up job!” stammercd Frank
Richards in perpluxit_';. 3

“I guess so,” sald Bob Lawless. #I
shouldn’t bo surprised if that galoot Gun:
ten wrote that mote, and paid Injun Dick
to bring it herc, so’as to get me away
Has Gu.uten made an attack?” g

Frank Richards shook his head.

“No,” he said. “The barring- Dub [s
over, old son.”

“Over?” gasped Bob mcredulnus[v.

“We had a note from Miss Meadows,
saying that she had gone to take a job
at Montreal,” leamed Frank Richards.
“She advisod us to - -give in, #nd - wo
thought it best to do'so. 0ld Pcckover's
-u-r:ved and— Whab s the malter,
Bob?

Bob Lawless® face was a atmtv'. .

“You dunderheaded galoots!” he roared.
“Who’s in there?”

Boh Lawless poinfed towards the schooi-
house.

“Mr. Peckover,” said Frank. “The
school's ready for aiternoon lessons, and
“ “Qreat gophers!” broke in Bob L.m!css
“I never met such o lot of simple galoots
in my life! You've been taken in, and

“Taken in?” gasped Frank Richards.

“Yes, taken In!” said DBob Lawless.
“Miss Meadows habn't gong away. I met
her on the trail, and she said that she
hoped to be back at the school soon.”

"But——but we had a nntc {from her sar-
ing—"

“Grent pip!” roarcd Bob. “That must
have been a fnrgnw. like the ono I re-
ceived! Ii's Gunten's work, and—"

“Bob "

“0ld Man Gunten's done this, I'lIl bet!”
said Boh Lawless.” “I saw a lot of those
Red Dog gcoundrels in Thompson talking
to Gunten., T'll bet you an{thmg you like
that they're coming here to take charge
of the aclmol and force us to give in!”

Frank Richards was finbbergasted by
Bob's statements.

“But  Bob,” he said, “Peckover's n
pretty decent chap,. really He says that
if we have any trouble with Old Man
Gunten he'll take our part!”

“What!" roared Bob. “Peckover—that !
chap who behaved like a blessed tyrant
when he. came here with Gunten?”

“Yes; but—"

"Yau—ﬂ:mnlc jay!” exclaimed Bob Law-
less. That galoot has taken you in!
He’s put on his best manners in order
to geb into the school. T suppose you've
moved all the desks and forms?"”

+ ¥ e

“Well, “e ve ¢ jolly well got to put them

b:mk nga n

'Hoh! your'-cabeza  etill!

“But—but what aboub Mr. I’ec!mver?"

“You leave that galoot to me!” au.[d
Bob Lawless. “I'm going to put a few
questions €o him. ¥ou geb all the fellows.
together, and gome in after me. Thers
may be a bit of a dust-up.”

Next mst,un[. Bob Lawless. darted fo

wards the lumber schoolbouse, leaving =

frlﬂul: Richards bewildercd .and thoughﬁ-
u

Meanwhile, Bob had enfered the echool

He walked in quietly, and found. Mr.
Peckover, n grim, set expression on his
face, standing by the window.

Bob toughed as the master did nni
hear him approach.

Br. Peckover turned round at once, ani
gave gave Bob a savage glare,

“Well,
claimed slmrply

“I want to have a chat with you, i sa!d
Bob Lawless. “I understand you're the
new headmaster.”

“I am!” snapped Mr. Peckover 'mgn!r.
“I'll trouble you to speak to me a littls
more politely, boy.”

“Who told you to come bere as head-
master?” ‘asked Bob coolly.

“Boy!" bhundered Mr. Peckover.

“How
dare you—-"

“Aud who'told yon that Miss Meadows - i

had gone to Montreal?”

“You disgracetul
the ncw master, ¢ Itss Meadows told me
so herself, and—-"_

“Great gophers!™ exclaimed Boh, dart-
ing towards Mr, Peckover. = “That's
enough! Come omn, you galoots!”

Next instant Frank Richards and the,
other juniors came tushing into tha
schoolhtuse. -

Mr. Peckover lnd bnw!cd himself om
by stating that Miss Mcadows had ac-
quainted him with her intention to tako
up & post in Montreal.

This was a deliberate untruﬂrx _and the
funiors realised now that Mr. Peckover
had" {ricked theém.

“Stand hack!” roared the new master,
as the juniors dashed at him. “I—
Ow! Yowl Yoooocoop!”

4

what do you want?” he et- .

roung liooligan!” cried

]
i

With a thud Mr. Pegkover !a,nded o

the floor, with half a dozen juniors. nnk --‘

top of him. -

YA rupe—qulck!" crted Bo'h_ }

“Let me {0, -you young scezmdre,[s"
ruarcd Mr, Peckover fioreely.
: "You joliy. well won't!” deelared. Dob
firmly. “Gof that mpu? Good!
then, Peckover, we'ro going to tlo mlr
hands bﬂ!xind vou.”

“You won't! I—

“Turir -him - over ¥

.

crlcd Ikh. Arld

Mr. Peckover was promptly turned over,-.

It was fhe, work of an instant. to s
the new master's hands bebind him..

“Now, givé me that dunce’s hat,”
Bob’ anlcss.

Eben Hacke pmcurcd tha hat’ and
handed it to Bob.

S 4Dont you dare to put; that- thlng on

my head!” thundered Mr, Peckover.
“Kim up?” exclaimed Bob cheerfully,
“Yon hayen't got any’ chojce in' this
That’s 0K
Y Jift him up, you galoota!'"
The, new master was promptly ralsed;
“Now run ‘hilg " ouk to. the trailt”
shouted Bob, giving Mr, Peckover 4 l'su.k
to shart him on his way.

closcly . followed by the excited juniors,
who armed themselves with breoms and
rulers and sticks, and any other weapons

| that t.l:cy could hy their hands on.

C 0wt Yow! Yarooocogh!” - yelled Mr.
Pcckowr. as Boh Lawlesg planted hig
lgmrlwm in the middle of the new master’s

aCH. ! :

“And don't you show your:
chivvy herc again. Savvy?”

Mr. Peckover made no reply, exeept to 8

shriek and roar.

But “ e understood, and when ha

reachied tho gate he tore down the trail |

as fast as his Tegs could carry bim.

The juniors watched him go with satis
factiom, but suddenly - Bob Lawless
uttered a warning cry. 5

“Hear that, you galoots?” he asked.

The juniors listencd, and plainly te
their ears cume the sound of horses' [eeﬁ
on the trail.

“That's 0ld Man Gunten and his gang
for a cert!” said Bob Lawless.
the schoolhouse, you galoots,
those barricades up again!”

“Wlm&-lm "

and gei_

The- juniors tore back to the hlmbm‘

school, and were soon busily cngaged in’
"ottmg the barricades into place once
more.

They had just Gnished their task \\rben .

a number of horsemen dashed into tlu
playground.

Thump!

Somcbody was banging on the barred
window of the schoolliouse.

“Too Iate, you gophers!”
Lawless. “Come back another time!”

“Open this window, d'you hear! roared
01d Man Gunten furlausly

MNo fear!” chortled Frank Richards.

sald

“Hurry up, you swindling galoot!" exv A
claimed Bob.

shouted Bnb_ “ad

p

."Ill ~I'll :_

Out of the door eghot the new master.

L

“Backto

f“We've done you hrown this time, Gun-

ten! Your forged letters haven't exactly
worked out all l'l""llf: for you. Better try
some. other dudr'r:

OI—I-I—"

Mr. Gunten faltered and spluttered, He

I

=

wag too overcome by the failure of his

cunning. scheme .to make a coherent ré-
mark. He had heen beaten all along fha
fing, and when ot Iength, thoroughly
discomfited "at not being ablé to gain
cnfrance {o the schoolhouse, he moved
away . from the barred window, it was:
with the knowledgo that the. rebels uf
Cedar Creek were still holding out.
- THE END.

i NEXT MONDAY,

“‘ A DESPERATE VENTURE! i

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
“DON'T MISS 1T’

--Printed and published weekly by thé ngl‘:letorl at The Fleetway House,
ney,'

Austratasia: Gordon & Goteh, Melbourne, 8

dnhidaEBrlabane. and Welimgtcn N.Z,

Farringdon. Sbreub

rnl News® Agency,

undb:i, En{f}!nd Snbscz-jpt.lon. B4, ,iﬂd ncr agoum, - chlnuerad for transmigslon to Osnhada 'ab Magazine Postal Rates.
uth - Africa Oent: Lbd., Cape Town and Johannesburg.
ditor  should -be addreaaad—"Edltor THE: Bou anmw. Tae Fieahww House, Farringdon- Street, London, E.C.4."

Satucday, November

Agents for -

23rd, 1 lb‘ r‘ommu;ql_catmnb for ihe




	BF-911-CC-1
	BF-911-CC-2
	BF-911-RW-1
	BF-911-RW-2
	BF-911-RW-3
	BF-911-RW-4

