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The 1st Chapter.

“Cover!" murmured Bob Lawless,
«| The first glimmer of dawn was whiten-
ng the waters of Cedar Creek and the
tops of the pine-trees.
1t was hours yet before the gates of
“Ledar Creék School would open to admit
Jhe throng of girls and hoys, but already
hree of the boys of the backwoods school
jere astir: .
Frank Richards and his Cousin Bob and
Vere Beauclerc were tramping up the
“hank of the creéek, a good distance from
‘their school.

Near  the  point  where the creek
idened as it flowed into the Thompson
iver the ground rosc in am acclivity,
nd on the top of the rise stood the
uilding known as Hillerest.

At was. gurrounded by a fence and a
edege of clipped spruce, and over the
ateway was u board adorned with gilt
letters.
Gilt-lettering was simply unknown in
he Thompson Valley. When any of the
erchants of Thompsen wanted to put
p a sign, he generally daubed it himself
ith paint. on a rough board,
But Mr. Peckover, the headmaster of
the new school, was doing things in
mazing style’ for a frontier section of
itish Columbia.
| "Down East,” in Ontario or Quebec, the
iit-lettered sign  would met have at-
racted a second glance, but in Thompson
Jalley it was stared at blankly by every
I'pitgrim ” who passed that way.
| Indeed, curious “galoots ” had tramped
mt of Thompson Town and Cedar Camp
d Silver Creek just to look at that
gn and comment upon it.
Here and there it was a little spotted,
wing that playful cattlemen had let
revolvers at it in a humorous mood.
Mr. Peckaver had had that sign painted

a tewn far, far away, and sent up by

i There was no

| The gilt letters shone brightly in the
fng sun, as Frank Richards & Co. came

t 11 SE
The-sign bore the legend:

“HILLCREST.
SCHOOL FOR THE
- OF GENTLEMEN.”

|1t was Mr. Peekover's strong desire to
~wurk a distinction between his private
thool and the “national” school at
edar Créck.

He hoped by that means to attract
pupils the sons of any of the settlers
o felt . themselves  saperior to their
ghhours, ‘doubtless expecting to find
iobbish . instincts as well-developed in
e great West as' in the towns he was
eustomed to.

n that, probably, Mr. Peckover had
de a' miscalculation,

5o far, Frank Richards & Co. knew only
o of the pupils of Hillerest—Keller and
nten, the sons of Swiss emigrants.
funten had been turned out of Cedar
ek, and he, at least, fully appreciated
distinction of belonging to a school
dly- announced as being for the *sons
|, zentlemen.” '

{He had assumed a, lofty and swanky
nncr  towards his former school-fei-
which had a rather cxasperating
~ Ject on some of them.

_Jbunten’s absurd swank, in fact, had
Ather prejudiced. the Cedar Creek fellows
inst the new school, and that was the
son why Frank Richards & Co. had
t home bhefore dawn that morning, and
re approaching Hillerest cautiously in
light of early dawn.

ob Lawless had a ean of tar, with a
sh sticking in it, in his hand, borrowed
~im a shed on the rapch at home.

“He bad also lawless designe upon the
indsome gilt gign that adorped the
bewny of Hillerest.

ut. just as the three chums came in
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with a whispered warning. and suddenly
dragged his comrades into cover of the
timber heside the trajl.

“Cover, my infants!” e repeated.
“Somehody's coming! We don’t want to
meet dear old Peckover just now.”

Frank

I didn't  see—"" hegan
Richards.

“Neither did T, my son: but I heard,”
answered Bob Lawless. “T guess there's
somebody coming ‘alonz from the school,
and .more than one. Look !

He pointed through an opening in the
thicket. -

“Four of them!" murmured Vere Bean-
clerc. *Chaps belonging to the school, I
suppose.”

“Queer!” said Frank. “They're early
up, like us. What are they doing here at
this time in the morning?”

“Blest. if T know! But we'd hetter
keep deggo till they're mone by,” an-
swered -Bob. “They wouldn't like ‘what

we're goin;?' to do to Peckover's sign.”
“Ha, hal No!”
" ’Shush !

Four youths of about their own age
werek coming down the path towards the
creck. '

They were sturdy-looking fellows, a
good deal like Bob Lawless himself in
general appearance.

Bob uttered a muttered exclamation as
they eame nearer.

“I'guess ‘I know those kids,” he said.
“That chap with the curly hair is young
Bird-Dicky Bird.”

mured Frank Richards.

- “I don't know him very well, but T've
heard he's a good sort,” said Bob. “His
folk- are ranchers, 'tother side Thompson.
The other three ure Watson, Fisher. and
Blumpy. I've seen them before. Hush !
They're close!”

- The youth who rejoiced in the peculiar
name of Dicky Bird glanced round, as
if he had heard something, but the
thickets screened the Cedar Creek fel-
lows from view, and he passed on witlt
his companions,

Their footsteps died away in the direc-
tion of the creel.

“Gone!” said Boh. “Come on!” X
- The trio stepped out into the trail
again, and went on their way towards
Hillerest School.

There was no sign of life about the
buildings.

Dicky Bird and his comrades had evi-
dently not come from the schoolhouse,
though’ certainly they must have passed
near it.

Bob Lawless halted before the gate
and looked up at the sign over it, whieh
formed a sort of wooden arch over the
gateway.

It was nearly a dozen feet from the
ground, and a good way out of reach of
the chums of Cedar Creek.

“We ‘ought 'to have brought a ladder,”
said Beauclerc, with a smile.

“I guess we couldn’t lave toted a
ladder all.this way, Chorub.” '
“I don’t see how we're going to get at
it, though,” remarked Frank Richards.
“My dear chap, where there's a will
there’s a way!" replied Bob Lawless.
“We've got to stand on one another’s
shoulders.” '

“Phew !

“I guess I'm the strongest.”

. "Guess again!” grinned Frank.

“Well, the strongest chap has zot to

take the ground-floor,” said Bob.
“You're the strongest, then, by heaps!”
said Frank, laughing.
“Tathead! You gct on my shoulders,
apd  the Cherub.can get on’ yours, and
then he can reach the sign. Ill hand up
the tar-pot when you're atop, Cherub.”

“Right you are!”

Bob Lawless braced his stalwart form
against the gate, and Frank Richards
climbed nimbly on his shoulders, first
remoying his hoots.

Standing- on _Bob's shoulders, be held
against the gate to steady himself.

" Ready, Beau?”

“My hat! What a merry name!” mur- |
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task in mounting to TFrank’'s shoulders.
But he succeeded, and held on to the
sign itself.

Then the tar-pot, which Bob held ready
in his hand, was carefully passed up, and
Beauclere took it.

Holding on with his leit hand, the tar-
pot slung by the hanlle on bis wrist, he
wiclded the hrush with his right.

The beantiful golden inscription’ was
very quickly rendered indeciphcrable
under the huge lctters daubed over it
in glaring black.

Onty the name “Hillerest " was left in
gold Jettering. |

Under it appeared the startling an-
nouncement in black: '

it of the glistening sign Bob halted,

Vere Beaucleré had a more diffcult

" HILLCRI
PRIVATE

ASYLUM FOR THE SONS
OF LUNATICS!" ;

Q\‘

“I say, huarry up!” came from Bob
Lawless. “Frank's hoofs are getting a
bit heavy!” i

“So are  Beau's!” gasped Frank

" Richards.

Bob looked up anxiously.

He was teeling the weight, strong as
he was, and he wus anxious for the paint-
ing to he finished.

“Nearly done, Cherub?”

“Quite!” apswered Beauclere.

“h, wood!?

" Yarooob ! roared Frank Richards sud-
denly.

A drop of tar had alighted fairly in
his monuth as hic looked up, and he gave
a sudden jump.

That jump was [atal

] tu the human
Pyramid,

ASYEUM

Beauclere reeled, and Bob Lawless stag-
gered ; and Frank Richards, in the middts,
collapsed. .

“Oh, great gophers!”

“By Jove! Oh! Ah!”

“Yooooop !"”

BUMP!

The 2nd Ghapter.
After the Raiders.
Frank Richards sat up dagzedly.
He was on the ground, hardly knowing
how he had got there, but knowing only
too well .that he bad a collection of
bumps about his person.
‘Bob Lawless was on his back, gasping,
“Beau!” gasped Frank.
(Lontinued on next page)
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Tteauclére had had the bizgest fall,
and for a moment Frank was alarmed at
}Jlt‘.! idea that lLe might bave broken a
limb.

But as he glanced round he saw Beau-
clere on his fcet, unhurt, and laughing
Breathlessly.

" All serene! I jumped clear!" said
Beauelerc. “1'm net hurt. How are you
fellows?”

“Yoooop !" came from Bob.

““Hurt, old chap?”

Bob sat up.

" Nope!" he gasped. “I'm not hurt—not
a bit! I've only bad a silly idiot’s hoof
bunged in my cye, and another silly hoof
jammed on my neck, and l've only got
about five million bumps—nothing to
mention! Of course I'm not hurt! I'm
enjoying this! Ow, ow, ow!”

“0Oh, dea gaspcd Frank Richards.
“Never mind!"”

“But I do mind!” howled Bob. " What
did you wunt to roll over for, you silly
jay: ;

“What did you roll over for, if you
come to that??

" Because a silly idint ot my shoulders
rolled over, of course!"”

“Well, I did it because
ander me rolled over.”

“Lpok here, you jay—" i

“Look here, you ass——"

a silly idiot

“Basy does .it!"” said Beauclere, laugh-
fmg. “Den’t begin to slang!  Accidents
will happen.”

“They will, when
ahout!” growled Bob
picked himself up.

“They will, when there's howling asses
about!” assented Frank Richards.

“By gum! Where's the tar-pot?” asked
Baob,

“Here you are.”

. The can had fallen right way up, and
it was, still a third full of tar. Bob
Lawless picked it up.

"L guess we're taking that away with
ug,” he suid. “It might be recognised as
belonging to the Lawless Ranch.” Dob
rubbed his bruiscs, but his good-humour
was restored as he looked up at Mr.
Peckover's handsome  sign,  apd  he
chortled, “T guess that will tickle Peck-
aover to death when he sees it—and his
merry pupils, tod! School opens to-day,
you know, and there’ll be quite a sen-
sation. when thc folks arrive and sce
that sign.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Quite satisfied with their handiwork,
the three chums started on the path
down the hill.

They had donec successfully what they
had come to do. and the little mishap
at the finish did not worry them very
much; they were used to hard knocks
in the rough life of the backwoods.

Suddenly, as they followed the trail
through the timber towards the creek,
Bob uttered an exclamation.

“By gum! There are those ¢haps
agpin!” x

icky Bird & Co. came round a bend
in the trai), and the meeting was too
sudden for™ the Cedar Creck fellows to
take cover.

there's  silly

jays
Lawless,

as he

To their surprise, the quartette were

carrying a ladder among them.

What they could want with a ladder
carly- in the morning outside their uew
school was a puzzle to the chums of
Cedar Creek.

“Hallo!” called out Dicky Bird, as he
sighted them. “What are you fcllows
doing here?”

“Peckover!” replied Bob Lawless, with

a grin.
*W-ha-z-at?”
“We're  doing  Peckover—or, rather,

we've done him!” said Bobh. “What are
you doing with that ladder?”

“What are you deing with that tar-
can?" asked Dicky Bird, in turn.

"You'll see!” grinned Bob.

And the trio passed on, chortling, leav-
ing the tour Hillerest Iellows looking
puzzled.
+_ “They've been up to some game,” said
~ Dicky Bird, casting a suspicious glance
after ¥rank Richards & Co, “I reckoned
we were the only early birds astir this
morping.”

* “Never mind them,” said Fisher. *“Come
on, or old Peekover will be awake before
we get to work.”

“Right-ho! Mosey on!”

The four schoolboys hurried on mp the
trail with the ladder.

They came out of the timber into the
clearing surrounding the private school,
and as they did so the daubed sign over
the guteway burst upon them.

“Great Beolt!”

“Look abt that!” yelled Watson.

They dropped the ladder,
founded.

When they had passed the school gate
half an hour before, in the earliest rays of
dawn, the gilt letters had glistened down
at them, for all to read:

dumb-

“HILLCREST.
PRIVATE SCIHIOOL FOR THE SONS OF
GENTLEMEN.”
And now, in huge, tarry characters,
visible at a great distance, it read:

“HILLCREST.
PRIVATE ASYLUM FOR THE SONS OF
- LUNATICSI"

Dicky Bird & Co. simply blinked at-it.
®Those ‘pesky rotters!™ gasped "Dicky

(Continued from the previous page.)
"“That’s what they were up to

“Cheek !”

Dicky Bird. knitted his- brows.

“I guess we're not allowing this,” he
said. “Kern Gunten told us we should
have trouble with Cedar Creek, but T
never took any stock of it, But I reckon
Gunten was right. This is up -against
b

“0ld Peckover is an old jay!” said
Watson. “All the Thompsen Valley. is
chuckling over that silly sign. But this
is up against our school, and we're going
to make them sit up for it.”

“They're gone,” said Blumpy.

Dicky Bird looked round.

“They bhad a can of tar with them,”
he said. “I guess I know what we're
zoing to do. They've gone to Cedar Creek
now, and ‘we can’t catch them up on the
truil. But 1 reckon we can get ahead
of them on the creek in the canoe—and
the canoe’s ready. Come on!”

*What about the ladder?”

“Bring it back; no time now for what
we were going to do. That blessed sign
can_ wait till to-morrow.”

*Right-ho ! :

The™ four schoelboys ran back along
the trail to the creek, ladder in hand.

Frank Richards & Co. were lopg out of

sight.
The four bastily thrust the ladder ount
of view in the thicket near the creek,
whenge, evidently, they had taken it, and
where it had been hidden in readiness—
for reasons best known to themselves.

On the bank of the creck lay a bark
canoe, and the four rushed it down into
the” water and jumped in.

Faour paddles flashed like lightning as
they wurged the canoe along against the
current.

The canoe scemed almost to flash along
till they came near the rapids, where it
was necessary to lund and carry the canoc
up the bank.

The *pdrtage” did not occupy them
many minutes, however.

The canoc was launched again above the
rapids, and they paddled on swiftly for
Cedar Creck.

Cedar Creck School soon came in sight.

A single column of smoke rose from
the buildings, showing that somcone was
astir there.

But the gates were shut, and it was a
considerable time yet before the school
would open for the mprning.

“I reckon we've headed  them off I”
said Dicky Bird, as the canoe was run
ashore in the rushes.

The Hillerest fellows jumped on shore.

Dicky Bird's keen cyes swept the trail
hefore the school, but there was no sign
of Frank Richards & Co.

Three horses were tethered to the gate,
but their riders were not to-be seen,

Frank Richards and his chums bad left
their horses there when they started up
the creek for Hillerest, and evidently they
had not yet returned.

“We're ahead!” grinned Watson. “I
guess we can ambush them on the trail,
Dicky.» 3

Dicky Bird nodded.

“T reeckon!®” he answered. “We've
beaten them eacsily in the canoc, and I
guess we've got them dead to rights now,
Come on !?

The four schoolboys ran into the trail
that led up to the school gates, and took
cover in the timber. ;

Thence they watched the trail for the
arrival of Frank Richards & Co.

It was a good quarter of an hour later
that the three chums came in sight.

They were tchatting and laughing as
they came along, Bob Lawless swinging
the tar-can carelessly in his hand.

Iicky Bird's €yes glistened,
“Quiet!” he murmured.
them as soon as they come abreast!

the jays by surprise!®

“You bet!»

Unsuspicious of the ambush ahead, the
chums of Cedar Creek came swinging on
along the trail.

There was a sudden Tush as they came
abreast of the ambush.

Before the trio knew what was happen.
ing they were rushed over and sent
sprawling into the.trail, and three Hill-
cresty fellows were sitting on them, and
Dicky Bird bad picked up the tar-can,

“ Jump on
Take

|
The 3rd Chapter.
A Black Deeds

“My hat!®

“Gerroff 12

“Qh, crumbs!” |

Hardly knowing what had happeted,
Frank Richards & Co. lay gasping on their
backs in the grass, pinned down by Wat-
son, Fisher, and Blumpy.

Their captors grinned down at them.

“ Rather a surprise, I guess!® chuckled
Dicky Bird.

19 Dh !:l

€« OW!”

“How the thump did you galoots get
here?» ejaculated Bob Lawless. % We left
you-at Hillerest.”

“We're here, anyhow!” grinned Dicky

Bird. “NKeep them safe, you chaps!
Pon't wriggle, Bob Lawless, It's a
- cinch{”

“I guess it's our turn to do some tar-
ring,” said Fisher, with a chuckle,
» & Ha, ha, hat»

Dicky Bird was handling the brush in
the can of tar with a businesslike air.

The chums of Cedar Creek eyed him
apprehensively.

% L-l-look here, what are you going to
do with that tar?” demanded Bob Law-
.less uneasily, ;

“What have you been doing with it?®
grinued Dicky Bird. “ZPainting the sign
over our school gate! Well, we're going
to paint, you.?

‘“Look herg—-—2 ;

& Won't it tickle the kids when they

JFisher.

" Bob Lawless,

. THE BOYS" FRIEND

come . along to school and see you?»
chuckled Dicky. i i

His companions yelled.

The expressions - on the faces of Frank
Richards & Co. were very entertaining
to their captors.

licky Bird, having loaded the brush
with tar, knelt beside Bob Lawless, who
struggled -under the weight of Harold
Fisher—but in vain,

His bands were held, and a strong knee
was -planted -on his chest, and Bob was
powerless, - -

“Keep off!¥ he gasped. ¢“Look here,
you pesky gopher— (irooogh!®

“Petter keep your mouth shut,” sug-
gested Dicky Bird. <This is jolly good
tar, but it’s not really fit to eat!»

“Grerrruuugh 12
. “You're bound to get it in your mouth
if you open it so wide, you know.»

“qrrrrr ! '

Bob Lawless, with an extraordinary ex-
pression on his face, closed his lips tight.

Tar outside was bad enough, but tar
inside was a good deal worse—and there
wis some inside already.

Dicky Bird, with a methodical hand,
proceeded to tar Bob's face, from the hair
to the chin, laying it on quite thickly
enough. 4

In a few minutes Bob Lawless was as
hlack as the blackest Sambo in South
Carolina,

The Hillerest fellows yelled with laugh-
ter as they looked at him.

Bob mumbled’ faintly, but he did not
open his lips. ;

He had had enough of that.

“What o picture!” zaid Dicky Bird
admiringly. “Black but comely, you
know! This will cause guite a sensation
in Cedar Creek. Miss Meadows is bound
to admire your complexion, Luwless.?

“ Mmmmmmmmem |?

“ You next, old scout!”»

* Look here——» gasped Frank Richards.
“0h! Ah! Ooooooch!”

He shut his mouth tight. :

In & few minutes his eyes were gleam-

ing wrath from a face as black as the

ace of ‘spades.

Then came Beauelere's turn,

Vere Beaueclere did' not speak; he sub-
mitted philosophically to the ordeal as
it could not he helped.

It was only tit for tat, after all, though
the *“tit» was more severe than the
“tat,” so to speak.

“There, that just finishes it!” said
Dicky Bird, as he completed the tarring
of the Cherub's handsome face—which did
not look handsome now. “ 1'd have given
you nccks to match, but there's no more
tar. You oughtn't to have been so ex-
travagant with this tar at Hillerest, Law-
less, ™

Immmmmmumm ! .

“He's trying to talk Chinese or
Kootenay,” said Watson. “What does
it mean, Lawless?”

S Mmmmmmminm !

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“0Oh, you rotters!” gasped Frank
Richards. *“Let us go! It's not long to
school now, and we've got to get cleaned,
you beasts !®

“No jolly fear!” answered Dicky Bird
emphatically. “You're not going to get
cleaned, not by long chalks, You're going
to school like that.”

“ What ?” yelled Frank.

“Your cheery complexions will match
our sign over the gate at Hillecrest, you
know."” s

“Ha, ha, ha!»

% 0h, you rotter! Oh, dear!»

Frank Richards & Co. began to struggle,
but it was of no avail,

They were pinned down.

It was close on time for morning school
at Cedar Creek now, and the crowd of
scholars might begin to arrive at any
moment.

There was a crash as Black Sam threw
open the school gates from within.

Sam went back to his quarters without
looking out, and unconscious of the
peculiar scene in the trail a dozen yards
from the gateway.

Frank Richards & Co. blinked at one
another in dismay.

They had started out from home very
early that morning for a *“lark » on Hill-
crest School, but they were feeling dis-
mally that the lark had turned very much
against themselves now, i '

There was a clatter of hoofs on the
trail, and Dicky Bird looked round,

" “Here they come !” he grinned.

Up the trail several riders could be seen
—Tom Lawrence and his sister Molly,
Dick Dawson and Kate Dawson, Chunky
Todgers and Harold Hopkins, ceming
along to school together. ¥
T guess it's time we vamoosed,” said
“Let's get back to the canoe!”

“Mogey on!? grinned Dicky.

Frank Richards & Co. were suddenly
released, and the four Hillerest fellows
ran down to the creek.

They did not want to wait till Cedar
Creck arrived in force. There would cer-
tainly have been severe reprisals.

In a couple of minutes they were in
the canoe and paddling away at a great
speed for safety.

In the trail Frank and Bob and Vere
Beauclerc sat wup, gasping breathlessly.

“0h, dear!® mumbled Frank.

“ (Girooogh !» i

“Yow-ow-ow! This pesky stufi’s in
my mouth! Wow-wow!¥

The unhappy chums staggered to their
feet.

There was a jingling of bridles as the
oncoming party of school boys and girls
halted in astonishment at the strange

sight.

“Hallo! A gang of niggers !” exclaimed
Chunky Todgers., “ Where did they spring
from ?»

“Niggers!® zaid Daw:zon. “They've gobt
white men's paws! And they smell of

tar!”
“Ha, ha, ha!®
“Frank TRichards!® shrieked Molly
Lawrence. “Is it you, Franky»
“Yow-ow! Yes, Molly! Oh, dear!”
“Ha, ha, hal”

S “Tain't o lhunhiug matter ™
b g

howled
“Look ab usl" AR

“We're looking!” yelled Chunky Tod-

gers.  "Oh, Jemima! Oh, holy smokée!
You look a lovely gang of sambos! Ha,
ha, hal” i

“Oh, rats!”

Trank Richards gave Molly quite a re-
proachiul look, but reproach could not
be nicely expressed with a tarry face, and
his expression was so gueer that the girl
shrieked with merriment.

*“Oh, Frank!” she gasped.

“I suppose it's funny!” grunted Frank
Richards.

“Ha, ha! Look at your reflection in
the creek, and you'll think so. I’'m sorry,
Frank, but—— Ha, ha, ha!"

“For goodness’ sake get a move on!”
exclaimed Bob Lawless. *“Don’t let Miss
Meadows sec us before we get this awiul
stulf off I

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Other Cedar Creck fellows were arriv-
ing now, and they roared with laughter
at the sight of the hapless three.

Perhaps the vietims bad expected sym-
pathy, but for the present sympathy
was quite forgotien, and only merriment
reigned.

It was uscless to think of getting the
tar ofl in the cold water of the creck—
hot water and secap, and plenty of them,
were  wanted, and indeed scrubbing-
brushes as well.

The unhappy trio hurried in at the
gates of Cedar Creek, followed by roars
of laughter: *

They. hoped to get Tound to Black
Sam’s quarters, where they could clean
themselves, without heing seen by Miss
Meadows or the masters.

But their hope was in vain.

As they tore acroes the playground
they almost ran inte Mr. Slimmey and
Mr. shepherd, taking a little walk
together heforc lessons,

*“Bless my soul! What—who—what is
this?” dxclauimed Mr. Slimmey, his glasses
almost falling off as he starcd ut the
black-faced three.

“Negroes!” said Mr. Shepherd in won-
der. *“Arc they new boys in the school?
Stcj{). my boys! Why—what—what—
Lawless!”

“Yes, sir?” gasped Bob.

“ Wha-a-at does this mean?”

“I—I—I—" stammered Bob.

“ Woe—we—we—-" stuttered T'rank.

*You—you see—" mumbled Beauclere,

“Boys!” Miss Meadows hurried out of
the schoolhouse. She had seen the extra-
ordinary trio from a window. “Who are
you? What are you doing here?”

*Oh, Miss Meadows!”

“Richards!” ejaculated the schoolmis-
tress. d

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a wild roar from
the erowd of schoolboys coming in at
the gates.

“Upon my word!” cxclaimed Miss Mea-
dows. “Richards—Lawless—Beauclerc,
this is—is—is amazing. You have deliber-
ately tarred your faces and made your-
selves look utterly absurd!”

“N-n-nunno.”

“You utterly foolish boys, why have

you played this extraordinary prank?”
exclaimed Miss Meadows.

“We—we—we didn't!” gasped Bob
Lawless. “We—we—we've been tarred hy
a gang of hobos for. a lark!”

“Four horrid beasts tarred us, Miss
Meadows!" groaned Frank. "“We—we—
we dido't want ‘em to. We didn't,
really !”

“I—I suppose so. Go and clean your-
selves at onee!” said Miss Meadows, and
ber lips were quivering as she went back
to the house, though she did not laugh
till she was indoors.

Frank Richards & Co. tramped away
dolorously to the stahles.

There the grinning Black Sam provided
them with a tub of steaming water,
plenty of soap, and scrubbing-brushes.

BlacE 8am’s own eomplexion was a joke
to_thosc of the unhappy three.

In steaming water, Frank Richards &
Co. rubbed and scrnbbed at their faces,
tg,l they fefv as if the skin were peeling
o

Round them stood a thick ecircle of
schoolhoys, howling with laughter, and
passing merry remarks on their com-
plexions.

The bell for lessons relieved the hap-
less ' victims' of their audience at last,
and the laughing crowd trooped away.

But Frank Richards & Co. were very
late for lessons that marning.

‘When they appeared in the school-room
at last, their faces were us red as newly-
boiled beetroots, exceptihg where the tar
still lingered, and a good deal of it still
lingered yet. i

There was a gust of chuckling as they
took their places, and' it was some
minutes before Miss Meadows could re-
store silence.

And all through morning lessons grin-
Emg faces surrounded Frank Richards &
0.
In fact, there were only three fellows at
Cedar Creek' who could not see the
humour of the affair, and those ‘three
were Frank and his comrades.

The 4th Chapter.
Friendly Rivals.

“I wuess you jays make me smile!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There's some lovely® black spots on
your chin, Bob.”

“And on your ears, Richards.”

Those ‘remarks, and a good many more
of the same kind, pursued Frank Richards
& Co. after morning lessons at Cedar
Creek.

The Co. were glad to escape into the
timber, and stroll about there till dinner,
to escape the chipping of the Cedar Creek
tellows.

“l guess we shall be snigzered to
death,” said Bob Lawless dolefully.
“Even that little Chinese beast Yen Chin
is cackling at us! It's too bad! We
couldn't help these galoots tarring our
faces, could we?” - '

“We couldn’t,” agréed Frank.

“I pupposc they think it funny,” re-
marked Beauclere. “And—and I suppose
it is. -really.” " et "
" Well, we started out fot a stunt.on

Prios
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| Frank.

oit at the little end of the horn,” ads
mitted Bob. *But one swallow doesn’t |
make a summer. We're going to scalp
those rotters who tarred us!” !

“No doubt about that!” said Frank.

“We'll ride over after lessons,” cons!
tinued Bob. “A jolly good walloping all
round will do them goed, and relieve our
feelings, anyhow.” )

“The walloping may come our way, if
we run into 4 crowd of them,” remurked
Frank. y <

“Oh, I guess they'll give us fair play!
Dicky Bird is a white man,” said Bob,
“Fact is, I guess we've misjudged them
a little, owing to that coyote Guntem
spinning us - yarns. But we've got to
keep our end up, or we shall never hear
the end of this.”

And Bob's comrades assented.

The three returned to school just in

time for dinner, and found grinning faces

at the board.

In the intcrval before afternoon school

they canoed on the creek, being guite
tired of 'hearing about their misadvens
ture in the playground. ;
There was another stcaming wash be-
fore lessons, and that afterncon the vie-
tims of Dicky Bird’s reprisals sliowed
fewer traces of tar, though here and =
there a smudge still lingered. :

As soon zs school was dismissed for the i

day they took their horses from the cor-
Tal, but instead of starting for home
they followed the trail towards Thomp-
son Town., | he
Near the town they turned off on the
timher trail to Hillerest. i

The winter dusk had fallen .on, creek
and river, but Bob Lawless knew all the
trails by light or darkness, and they
trotted on at a good speed. ]

They hoped to arrive while
crest fellows were still on the spot, or
to wmeet them on their homeward way,
but though they passed some of the hoys
of the new school, Dicky Dird & Co. were
not among them. '

“Hallo, there's.
Bab suddenly.

Guoten!"  exclaimed

2171208 |

Hillerest, and we do seem to have coms

1

the Hill- |

Kern Gunten and Keller, the two Swiss,
were walking baek. to Thompson, their 1§ -

satchels swung over their shoulders.
They grinned at the sight of the Cedar
Creek trio.
Evidently they had heard the story of

the tarring of their former schoolfellows. |

h'BOb drew rein as Gunten ealled ouf to
im. I

“What are you doing up here, Lawless?
Looking for some more tarz” £

"0Oh, go and chop chips!” grunted Pobh.
“Going  to Iillerest?” asked Keller.
“This trail leads nowhere elge.”

“Yep.” < ‘

Gunten curled his lip, with a lofty
expression of dizdain.

"1 guess you'd better keep clear,” he
said. " Your sort arc not wanted there,

I can tell you that Mr. Peckover hus |

warned us to keep clear of your lot. We

don't want to speak to Cedar Cresk

trish!”

“Low crowd!” remarked Keller.

Boh made his horsc prance, and the
two Swiss jumped out of the trail into
the timber.

“Keep off, you fool!” roared Gunten,
his lofty dignity vanishing all of a sudden,

Bob rode after him, with a grim hrow, @

and, Gunten fairly bolted through the

trees, with Keller at his heels.
"Come on, Bob!”

Richards. “Never mind those silly
asses!” . !
But Bol's usually suony face was

knitted in a deep frown as he rejoined his

chums in the trail. I .
Gunten's absurd affectation of superi-

ority seemed to have an irritatiug'eﬁuct 4

upon him.

“Come on!” he said gruffly. *Well

squash the next Hillerest galoots we meet

on the trail!”

Fortunately, they met no morc of the |
Hillerest fellows, und they came in sight

of the new school at last in the evening
shadows.

Lights glimmered from the building, |
but the schoolroom was closed; the last

of the Hillerest fellows was gone.

Bob looked puzzled as he dismounted |

near the
branch. . -
“Where are those galoots?® ‘he ex-
claimed. “They haven't left with the
rest, or we should have passed them on
the trail. Canoeing, perhaps.” . A
“They keep a canoe here, I think,” sgid
“In that case, they’ll be coming
baclk this way.” :
“We'll wait for 'em,” said Bob grimly.
The three horses were tethered in the
thicket, and the chums took wup: their

gates and threw his reins over a |

stand under the shadow of a tree near. |
| the gates. 4

In the glimmer of starlight they could
see the board over the gate, whigh had
been given a new inscription that morn-
ing.

Paper had been pasted over it, to hide
the tarred inscription, and the nameé of
the school had been freshly painted there,
hut only in common paint; the
the gilt letters had departed.

But though the sien was not so hand- |

some as of old, it still announced to the
pine-trees and the gophers that Hillerest
was a private scheol for the sons of
gentlemen.

Baob grinned as he looked up at it. .

“After we've finished with Dicky Bird '.

we'll give that sign another touch or
two!” he remarked.
have heen pleased when he saw it this
morning.
morrow morning, the old hunks,”
“8hush! Here comes somebody!”

The three chums remained quiet in the

shadow of the big tree, watching. the
trail of the gates. &

Through the gloom, four dim fipurcs _

called out Frank |

glory of '

“Peckover must

We'll please +him again to- |

came into view, and, to the surprise of |

the Co., they were carrying a ladder
among them, just as when the Cedar
Creek fellows had met them in the
morning.

“What the dickens are they doipg?"
muttered Bob Lawless. “Hold on a bib!

Let’s se¢ what they're up to!” -

The chums watched in silence.




& . “Pub-haunter!”

layftupporting the sizn over the gateway.

1 “I've got the matches,” said Blumpy.

he- Dicky Bird ascended the ladder. saw in
"icéhaml. while his comrades proceeded to
,;»Q%‘g:-t.her brushwood from the thicket.
_an‘“ ereased.

18 What the objcct of the four Hillerest

J Bird-in-Hand?

“under

' Little Quad with
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Dicky Bird & Co. passed within a few
rds of them, evidently without sus-
cting their prezence.

. The four schoolboys rteared up the
fladder in front of the gates, which were
jlocked for the nizht.

- It rested against one of the stout posts

Frank Richards & Co. exchanged sur-
prised glances.

@ It looked as if Dicky Bird, of Hillerest,
phad designs upon that sign bhimself, and
they were puzzled.

“That's right!” 1t was Dicky’s voice.
“You've got the can:of oil, Fisher?”

L “You bet! Here it is!”

same hrushwood while I'm at
said Dicky Bird. “Hand me that
saw, Watson !

The astonishment of tbe watchers

fellows conld he they could not imagine.
-They were soon to see. however.

. Dicky Bird-sawed away industriously at
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the sign while his comrades piled brush-
wood in a lheap a few yards from the
gute. {

The big board was sawn nearly through,
first at one end and then at the other, till
it was held only by ‘an inch or two of
wond. 5

Then Dicky Bird tied a rope to it, and
deséended the-ladder. . 5

“All 0.K.!" he eaid. “I reckon a pull
will do it now! Get the ladder in the
trees first; hide it, and we can take it
away to-morrow.”

The ladder was thrust out of sight in
the wood near at hand.

Then the four Hillerest fellows returned
to the gate, and laid hold of the rope
that dangled from the sign overhead.

gum !" murmured Bob Lawless, in
great amazement. =

“They—they're going to yank it down!”
said Beauclerc. *“What the dickens—"

“And burn 1it, that's clear,” remarked
Beauclere. . “I'm blest if I catch on to
this!”

The chums of Cedar Creek had. quite
forgotten now their hostile intentions to-
wards Dicky Bird & Co. -They were feel-
ing only blank amazement at the peculiar
proceedings-of the Hillcrest fellows.

The ist Chapter.
Under a Cloud.

It was Tubby Muflin, of the Classical
purth. who squeaked out  that un-
asant remark.

Tommy Dodd started.

Tommy was walking in the quadrangle
t Rookwood, with a moody frown on his
brow, and his hands driven deep into his
pockets.

He was thinking, and his expression
Cghowed  that  his thoughts were not

& pleasant ones.

He started out of his grim reveric as
Tubby Muffin squeaked.
Tubby grinned at him.
"What's the odds?” lhe proceeded.
Hook lately? He, he, he!”

. ''he Modern junior stared
Tubby. A

“You fat rasecal!” he said, between his
teeth. ** What do you mean?”

Tubby gave a lat chuckle.

' “Pub-haunter!” he - said agreeably.
“Yah!  When did you last go to the
He, he, he!”

Tommy Dadd strode towardg him, his

arimly at

*eves gleaming.

The fat Classical promptly beat a
Of late Tommy Dodd had heen rather
a cloud in the Fourth Form at
Altookwood, and indeed there were few
beside his own chums, Cook and Doyle,
who did not believe that Tommy had

taken to shady ways.

. But being chipped on the subject in the
quad by the fat and egregious Tubby
was rather too much.

Tommy Dodd’s look was quite Hun-

™ nish as he made for Tubby Muflin, and

the fat grin died off Tubby’s face as he

Apparently he had not expected Dodd
o cul up rusty at his agreeable remarks,
but Tommy wus cutting up very rusty
indeed.

“Step, yeu fat rotter!” panted Tommy
odd.

He rushed in pursuit.

Tubby Muftin did not stop: he was as
ikely to stop as if a wild Hun had been

Qﬁguﬂ.er him.

© But the fat and tubby youth wus no

. D;"j:-ru:,mcl‘. and Tommy Dodd gained on him
i

gb every step. .
Tubby blinked round, and saw Tommy’s

th'e*: hand outstretched, and gave a gasp of
, alfright.

He dodged through the archway into
Tommy only a yard
behind.

There was a collision and a roar as
fibhy came charging  through  the
shadowy archway.

On the other side, in Little Quad, the
Tistical Four of the Fourth were standing
in a group, talking foothall.

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not see Tuhby
ill he arrived, and Tubby did not see
liem till he crashed into them.
 _Jimmy Silver received the full shock of
. Tubhy's portly person, and sat down with
4 howl.

Lovell staggered back on_one side, and
Tuhy on the other, and Newcome just,
succeeded in dodging the charge.

Tubby recled back from the shock and
At dowri.

SOw !t be gasped.

Y You futridict!” roared Jiumy Silver.

- "Where are you running to?”

Have you had a hundred up with Joey |

“Yarooh! Help! Rescuc!”  yelled
Tuhby. ’ .

Tommy Dodd was upon' him in a
moment.’

He grasped Tubby Mufin by the

collar, and rolled “him over on the
ground. *

Tubhy yelled dolorously, as, with
Dodd's iron grip on the back of his neck,
his fat face was rubbed in the mud.

“Groogh!  Hoogh!  Yooogh!
Rescue!” spluttered Tuhby.

The Clasgsical chums stared at the
scene in amazement for a moment.

Then they rushed to the rescue.

The Fistical Four were not likely to
look on idly while a Classical was thus
handled by a Modern.

They grasped Tommy Dodd on all sides
and dragged him off.

- “You Modern rotter!" shouted Lovell.
“What are yog up to? Tf you're spoiling
for a fight, here's four to choose from!”

Tubby Mutflin sat up and roared.

Help!

His podgy face was almost un-
recognisable from the mud in  which
Dodd had rubbed it.

“Gerrogh!” spluttered Tubby. “Oh,

dear! Keep him off! Oh, crumbs!”

Tommy Dodd struggled in the grasp of
the Classicals. :

He was so enraged that he did not
seem to care for the fuct that’ they were
four to one, and they found it rather
difiicult to hold him. :

“Let me get at him!" he roared.

“You're not getting at him at present,
my pippin,” sald Jimmy Silver coolly.
*What's he done, anyway?”

“Yow-ow-ow! I only called him a pub-
haunter!” wailed Tubby Muffin. “He is a
pub-haunter, ain’t he? Yow-ow-ow!”

*“You hear him?” panted Tommy Dodd.
“Let me go! I'll smash the fat beast!”

Jimmy Silver tightened his grip on the
enraged Modern.

“You.won't do any smashing,” he- said.
“1 don’t see that Tubby need howl it at
you, certainly, but what he says is true.
You. are a pub-haunter, and a smoky
blackguard, Tommy Dodd!” -

“What?” panted Tommy.

“What's the good of telling whappers?”
demanded Lovell. “Haven't all four of
us seen you smoking at the window of
the Bird-in-Hand, Hasn't Bulkeley of
the Sixth caught you there?”

“It's a lie!”

“Oh, rats! You know it's true.”

“Every word of it!”" howled - Tubby
Muflin, scrambling up, and keeping at a
gafe-distance.  “You're a pub-haunting
rotter, Tommy Dodd! You go.to the
Bird-in-Hand to smoke and play hilliards
and back bhorses! Bverybody at Rook-
wood knows it. Yah!”

“Will you let me go?” hissed Tommy
Dodd.

“No,” said Raby. “You're not going
to touch Tubby for telling you the truth.
It you don't like it, don’t do it.”

“Rescue!” roared Tommy Dodd, - as
Toyle and €ook of the Modern Fourth
came out of the library. Towle followed
them out.

The threc Moderns rushed across at
once. k .

They did not stop to -ask for ex-
rianations; it was enough for them to see
a fellow-Modern struggling with Classicals.

They rushed into the fray at once.

Towmy Dodd had to be released then,
and the Fistical Four werc engaged at

The four tugged at the rope; but the
sign held on to the posts.

“Put your beei into it!" said Dicky.

Boh Lawless stepped out . of the
shadows. !

“Let us lénd you a hand, old scout!”
he sald genially. 3

The Hillerest fellows jumped,
spun round, letting go the rope.

“Hallo! You!” ejaculated Dicky Bird.

“Us!" smiled Frank Richards.

“What the tbunder are you un to?”
asked Bob Lawiess, “Blest if I can
make you out at all +

Dicky Bird laughed.

"“We're going to make a honfire of that
silly foolery!” he said, vointing to the
sign. “0ld Peckover doesn't know this
section, and he docsn't savvy that he's
making the school a standing joke in the
town. That kind of thing doesn’t wash in
the Thompson Valley!"

“0Oh!” eiaculated Frank Richards.

“1t’s makinz out that we put on airs
over Cedar Creck, and so on,” explained
Dicky. “It's all very well in the Kust,
of course; but I gucss we're all on the
same footing West, and we're not going
to allow Peckover to make us.look like
asses, not if we know it!”

“Fellows in Thompson have been hoot-
ing at . us over it,” said Blumpy, with o
snort. “They think we're putting on side,
all hecause old Peckover is a thumping
fool I

Boh Lawless blushed.

and

These were the.fellows against whom

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
JIMMY SILV

ER & CO., the Chums of
Rookwood. ‘

By OWEN CONQUEST.

Moderns.

Tubly Muflin looked on. )

But as Mr. Bootles, the master of the
Fourth, appeared in sight, Tubby dis-
creetly dodged through the archway into
Biz Quad and disappeared.

The fighting juniors did not see the
Form-master, however; they were too
husily engaged for that. >

Mr. Bootles strode upon the scene, with
his eyes gleaming wrath over his
spectacles,

“Boys!” he shouted.

“0h, my hat!”
“Bootles!"”

The-combat ceased.

Right crimson and dishevelled juniors
blinked at Mr. Bootles, panting and still
furious.

" What does this mean?” exclaimed the
master of the Fourth angrily. “How dare
you fight like—like hooligans?”

“Those Classical cads®—"

" Those Modern worms——"

“Silence!" thundered Mr. Bootles. “I
have no doubt you are all equally to
blame. You will follow me to my study,
andul1 .:!]lil”. cune you all!”

“Oh!”

Ioncc in a terrific combat with the four

cjaculated Lovell.

Mr. Bootles whisked away, and the
rival'  juniors, exchanging glares of
defiance, followed him across the quad-
rungle. i

In 'Mr. Bootles’ study, a few minutes
later, there was a sound of steady swish-
ing that lasted several minutes.

When it was over, eight juniors limped
away squeezing their hands, and not feel-
ing, at present, inclined for any further
serapping.

But they glared at one another as they
parted, their wrath unappeased.

The old rivalry of the juniors of Rook-
wood was growing bitter, and the bitter-
ness that had erept into it was due to the
strange stories that were afloat concerning
Tommy Dodd.

That -unfortunatc youth was under a
cloud, and there were few juniors ab
Rookwood, even on his own side of the
school, who did not believe that the
accusation against him was true, and the
angry indignation he displayed was looked
upon as so much *camouflage.”

The 2nd Chaptor.
Spotted !

“Phwat was it all about, intirely?"

Tommy Doyle asked that question, as
the four Modern juniors moved away to-
wards Mr. Mandars' House, looking grim
and discomfited.

Tommy Dodd grunted.

“That fat cad Muffin yelled at me, and
I bumped him,” he answered. *Those
Classical cads stood up for him. He
called me a pub-haunter.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Towle, with a change
of expression.

Tommy Dodd glared at Towle, while
Cook and Doyle 'coked still more un-
comfortable. S

“Perhaps you agrez with him, Towle?”
said Dodd, in a dangerous tone.

“1 don't hold with allowing Classicals
to slang Mod:rn chaps,” suid Towle.
“But-all the same 2

“Well, what?”

“Oh, don’t glare at me!" said Towle
independently. ~Bump the Classicals as
muech as you like for caliing you names,
and T'1l help you; but among ourselves
we know what we know.”

' “that Jimmy Silver isn't a liar.

Gunten had incensed him, and whose non-
zense he had coms over to knock out of
them. :

“Oh!" he.gasped. " I—I—I zee!”

“What are you fellows doing here,
though?" asked Watson.

“Ahem! We—we came to—to—
Never mind!” said Bob hastily. *We—
we © just came, you know to—to——
Ahem!”

“I guess that’s lucid!” remarked Dicky
Bird. “Do you always express yoursclf
as clearly as that?”

Bob grinned.

“All serene!” he said. “Never mind
what we came for. Now we're here, we'll
lend you a hand, if you like, and part
good friends—what? We'll forgive you
for the tar business, under the—the cir-
cumstances!”

“Done!” said Dicky Bird cheerfully.
“We should have done this business this
morning, if you hadn't come arcund. Seo
it's only fair for you to help.”

“Here goes, then!"  said
Richards.

Seven strong pairs of hands were laid
on the rope, and they dragged hard,
keening well clear of the gate, to give the
sign—equally obnoxious te both parties—
room to fall. -

Creak! Crack! Crash!

With a ‘terrific crash the big board
came thundering down, leaving the twe
posts standing up bare and forlorn.

The fallen sign was seized, and dragged
across the huge heap of baushwood.

Frank

“And what do you know?” demanded
Tommy Dodd fiercely.

"We know that Jimmy Bilver & Co.
say that they saw you at the Bird.in-
Hand, with Joey Hook, the billiard-
sharper!” retorted Towle.

“It's a lie!”

“And  we know,” continued Towle,
What's
the' good of giving us that?”

Tommy Dodd clenched his hand.

“And it's not only that crowd—it's
Bulkeley,” said Towle. *He fairly caught
you there; it's pretty well known. He'd
have reported you to the Head, only our
prefeet, Knowles, stood by you.”

"1 was fagzing for Knowles in his study
when Bulkeley said he saw me at that
nub!" said Tommy Dodd, between his
teeth.

“We know Knowles said so.”

“Do you.think our head prefect would
tell lies to get a Fourth Form chap out
of a scrape?”

"I think 'Knowles would do anything
that he thought was up against
Bulkeley,” answered Towle,

*8a you helieve that I'm a pub-haunter,
do you?”

“Of course I do, as you are one!”

Tommy Dodd eclenched his fists, and
advanced on Towle.

"You won't tell me so without putting
up your hands,” he said.

“Anybody else will tell you so,” re-
torted Towle. “I'll back you up against
the Classicals; but I'm not going to pre-
tend that I believe you when I don't.
Nobody else bhelieves you, either. You've
been seen at the place more than once.
If you don't like being called a pub-
haunter, don't he one!™

“You lying rotter—-"
“Kasy does it!” murmured Tommy
Cook, catching Dodd by the arm. *“No

good scrapping on our own side, Tommy.
Keep that for the Classicals.”

“Do you think I'm going to let Towle
or any other cad doubt my word?” roared
Tommy Dodd.

*Cad yourself!” said Towle. “You're
disgracing the Form, and you know it,
and I can’t see what you're putting on
steam for; it’s only humbug!”

Tommy Dodd would have rushed on
him, but the other Tommies held him
back. -

Towle shrugged his
walked away by bimself.

Dodd gave his chums a look of passion-
ate anger.

“What are you stopping me for?” he
panted.

*“No good scrapping. You can't fight
every fellow on the Modern side, as well
as the Classicals,” said Cook.

“Perhaps you bhelieve Jimmy Silver's
lies?” exclaimed Tommy Dodd. fiereely.

“They're not lies,” said Cook. "Jimmy
Silver must have made a mistake, I sup-
pose. It's queer that the four 'of them
made the same mistake; and then
Bulkeley of the Sixth goes and makes the
same mistake. You don't blame fellows
for believing it.” -

“Does that mean that you believe it?”
said Tommy, between his teeth.

“No,” said Cook slowly. “I don't
believe it—I can't! But if you weren't
my pal, Tommy, I should believe it fast
enough on the evidence!”

‘Tommy Dodd breathed hard.

shoulders, and

“Put it to yerself, Tommy,” said Doyle. |

“If you heard that story about another
chap, backed up by Bulkeley of the
Sixth, and Jimmy Silver as eye-witnesses,
wouldn’t you believe it?”

Tommy started. = A

It had not occurred to him to look at
the matter in that light before, and.he
was startled.

“Suppose it was Lacy, or Leggett, or
Towle, and you heard the varn, with such
witnesses to prove it?” said Doyle, “What
then?”

Tommy Dodd did not answer.

But his silence was as good as an
answer.

“You see,” said Doyle. *“It's no good
setting your rag out. We don’t belipve

it; ‘we know you too well.  But—but
it bates me intirely! I can't understand
it at all, at all!”

“It’s not true,” said Tommy Dodd, at
last. “I've mever becn to the Bird-in-
Hand, [ don’t know Joey Hook cxcept by
sight, and I never smoke or nlay the fool
with billiards or races. "You fellows know
I dou't.”

“We—we know, of course.”

“I don't helieve you half believe me!”
exclaimed Tommy Dodd,

Two or three blows of an axe separated
it into parte, which were pilgd up on the
brughwood ; and theia the whole heap was
drenched with kerosenc from a can.

A moment more, and a match’ was
applied.

The'schoolboys jumped
of flame soarcd up.

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Bob Lawless.
“That will wake up old Peckover, if any-
thing willl”

“He's coming!” gasped Watson.

There was the sound of a furious voice
L‘vithin the gates, and the grating of a
cey

back, as a sheet

The raiders rushed into the shadows of
the wood, Frank Richards and Co. un-
hitching their horses, and leading them
along with them.

The trees swallowed thgem up, as the
gate was opened, and Mr. Peckover came
rushing out. crimson and furious.

The schoolboys chortled as they fled,
and their last glanze back from the,dis-
tance showed them a roaring bonfire, and
Mr. Peckover dancing with rage in the
lurid flare of the flames.

THE END.
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“We—we do!” said Cook. “We're
bound to. But it's jolly queer!”

*Awfully gueer!” said Doyle. .

Tommy Dodd gave them a lowering
look.

1t was plain enough that it wae only
their chummy lpyulty that made them
cling to their faith in him.

On the evidence alone they would have
go_ﬁnd hin guilty, as the rest of Rookwood

1d.
“There must be some chap like you in
Coombe,” said Cook, at last, though with
hesitation, for he realised bow wild such
a theory sounded. Some other fellow
who's like you to look at, Tommy. Some
low cad, of course, or he wouldn't be
hobnobhing with that gang at the Bird-
in-Hand.”

“It's not possible!” growled Dodd.

“Is there anyhody — a relation,
f'rinstance—who’s just like you, that you
know of 2"

“Do you menn to imply that I've got
a relation who'd hang round in pubs, with
Joey Hook?" snorted Tommy Dodd.

“Qh, don't get your wool aff!” ex-
claimed Cook impatiently. “Be reason-
able! Some fellow was seen at that pub,
and it was either you or a fellow who
looked like you. That's certain. Have
you got any relation just like you?”

Tommy Dedd sniffed.

“I've got a cousin who's like me,” he
answered. “My Cousin Ralph. Fle's at
school in the North of Lngland, a good
hundred and fifty miles from here.”

“Well, it can’t be him, then. Anyhody
else?”

“Not that I know of.” _

“Well, it's quare!” said Doyle. " Duk
it's no gond getting wild, Tommy darling!?
g‘ht“, fellows can't help thinking as they

0."

“I know I won't speak to anybody who
helieves such a thing of me!” growled
Tommy Dodd.

“Then you won't speak to-anybody &b
Rookwood excepting us.”

" (h, rats!” snapped Tommy.

He swung away, leaving his chums by
themselves.

His face was dark and gloomy us he
wenb out at the gates alone, not feeling
in a bumour for his chums' company just
then.

As a reasonable fellow, Tommy Dodd
could. hardly help admitting that the
evidence against him was strong, and that
fellows could not be blamed ior giving
ear to it.

But he was not in a reasonable mood
just then.

Inmrocent or guilty, be was intensely
exasperated; and, like the prophet of
old, he said to himself that he did well to
be angry.

Coolie and Doyle exchanged glances, and
then followed their chum slowly.

They still clung to their faith in their
pal; but they uadmitted to themselves
that they believed in him for no better
reason than that he was their pal.

Against any other fellpw, they knew,
they would have accepted such evidenCe
without hesitation.

That knowledge made them [feel ex-
tremely uncowfortable, for it amounted
to admitting that they were deceiving
themselves, knowing all the time thab
Tommy Dodd was guilty.

Tommy Dodd was out of sight when
they came out at the gates, and they
walked slowly along towards Coombe,
wondering where Dodd had gone to.

Both of them glanced at the Bird-in-
Hand public-house- as they came in sight
of that unsavoury building.

That delectable resort was the quarters
of Joey Hook, with whom Dodd was sup=
.posed to be on a friendly footing.

As they glanced over the fence which
ran by the footpath beside the inn both
the juniors started violently.

Some distance from them, in the.inn
garden, a fat and pully wan was standing,
with a pipe in his mouth, in conversation
with a junior in an overcoat.

“Tommy !"” gzasped Cook.

“Tommy Dodd!” said Doyle, in wonder
and disgust. ]

They stared at the junior in the inn
carden as il they could scarcely believe
their eyes.

He was a dozen yards from them, and
they could see every feature with per-
feet distinctness in the wintry sunshine
in the garden.

“The thafe of the worruld!" ejaculated
Daoyle. “That's why he left us in a huff
—to sneak ol here without our knowing!
He's put on an overcoat to hide 'his

Etons, the rotter!”
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“And taken
too,” said Cook.

“The sneaking thafe!" exclaimed Doyle,
with breathless indignation. “And we
were sticking to him, against all Rook-
wood, and he was pulling our leg all the
toime.” .

The Irish junior ran towards the fence,
and waved his hand to the two talkers
in the' garden.

“Dodd. ye rotter!” he reared.

Joey Hook glanced round with a start.
and the boy with him removed a cigarette
from his lips and stared at Doyle.

“Hallo!” he answered.

“Ye thafe of the worruld, we've spotted
You mow!” roared Doyle. *We know the
kind of spalpeen ye are mow, bad cess
to yea!”

“Hallo! Ia, that chap potty?”

ofl  his

Rookwood cap,

“Bedad, and I've a good mind te eome |

in to yez, and mop up the ground wid
yez_intirely!” shouted Doyle.

“My Hat!"

“Came away, Tommy!" said Cnok, drag-
ging his chum by the arm. “We're not
‘going to kick up a shindy in a pub,
You ass!”

“Sure, ,and I'Il—"

“Oome away!”

Cook dragged his excited chum away,
and Deyle calmed down as they left the
spot.

Apgry as he was, Tommy Doyle realised
that it would not “do " te kick up a
?'!‘dey in a pub, as bis ehum expressed
it.

“But we know him now, intirely ! he
said.  “The rotter! The awlul spooier!
What he’s doing is bad enough, but to
tell us lies—"

Cook locked very troubled.

“I'd never'have believed it!" he said, ¢

“8ure, we knew it was thrue, though
we wouldn't belave it,” answored? Doyle,
“I'm done with Tommy Dodd now, for
oie.” s
thA?d Tommy Cook nodded assent to
hat.

The happy circle of the three Tommics
of Rookwoed was split up now, with a
vepgeance.

—

The 3rd cha'ptex-.
Qutside !

Jimmy Silver & Co. were in the quad-
rangle when Tommy Dodd came in, as
duysk wus Talling.

Dodd looked tired and dispirited.

The Fistical Four saw him, though he
did not look at them.

They had their own opinion of Tommy
Dodd, hpt they were not inclined  to
“slang ” him in the style of Tubby Muffin.

What he was doing was had emrough,
but he was no worse in that respeet
than fellows like Peele and Gower of the
Fourth, and Smythe of the Shell.

What seemed particularly iniquitous
about Tommy Dodd)s conduct was the
fact that he assulned’indignation at heing
regarded as a black sheep, after he had
fallen te the level of Peele and Gower.

There was nothing to be indignant
abeut in being regarded as what he was,

ardoned &y

ourth

(Continued frem the previous page.)

a3 he does? Gower was a good man till
be cracked up. Mornington used to crock
in a game, when he played the fool as
Dodd is doing now. He may go off colour
in the middle of the Bagshot match, and
let us down.” g

“Pretty certain to, T should say,” re-
marked Newcome. .

“You're a bit of an ass, Jimmy,” said
Raby, shaking his head. “You're taking
risks with the eleven because you don't
likf-:; to hurt the chap’s feelings. It's
soft.”

Jimmy Silver looked worried.

“I shall keep an eye on him every
day,” he answered. *1f he shows a sign
of cracking up, out he goes. But you
can't deny that he scems in jolly 'good
form every time we see him at practice.”

“It'll come, all the same.”

“Well, let's wait till it comes,” said
Jimmy Silver. “1 don’'t want to set up
in judgment on him, though I've got my
own opinion about his silly tricks.”

“Well, I think—" TDbegan Lovell
grufily.

“You think it’s time we went in to tea,
‘old scout,” said Jimmy Silver affably.
“Good! Come on!”

And the Fistical Four went in to tea,
| and Lovell drdpped the subject.

Meanwhile, Tommy Dodd had gone to
his study in Mr. Manders' House.

He found Cook and Doyle there, and
the table showed that they had had
their tea without waiting for him.

Tommy Dodd glanced at it.

“You might have given a chap a few
minutes,” he remarked gruffly.

His study-mates looked uncomfortable,
and neither of them answered.

“I'm gorry T marched off in a huff this
afternoon,” added Tommy, with an effort.
“1 was feeling rather ratty.”

No answer.

"1 suppose that’s enough for a fellow
to say, isn't it?” demanded Tommy Dodd,
his anger begimming to rise agning )

“No need to say anythine that 1 know
of,” said Cook. *“In fact, the less you
have to say to us, the better.”

“What?"

“Don't T speak plain English?" inquired
Tommy Cook sarcastically. “I'1l say it
over again, if you like.  The less yon
have to say to us the better! Gof it
now 2"

Tommy Dodd starcd at him blankly.

“8o you're siding with the rest against
ma?" he exclaimed,

“Yes; now we know.”

“Now you know what?" siouted Tommy
Dadd. ;

“Now we know the kind of rotter ye
are intirely!” exclaimed Doyle. “Ye're
not going to thry and brazen it out now,
are yezl”

“Brazen what out?”

“Faith, and I think it's potty ye are
intirely. Didn't I spake to yez when we
saw_you there not more than an hour
agni” !

“Where?” shricked Tommy Dodd.

“You know where; at that pub, talking
to Joey Hook in the garden.”

and the other fellows looked on it as
#heer hypocerisy, and despised him accord-

ingly.

Tommy Dodd panted.

Tommy Dodd gave the Classical chums -3 :

a bitter look, and was passing on, when J
he changed his mind, and stopped to

epeak.

be said abruptly,

“Go ahead!” answered Jimmy, eivilly @

enough.

“What about the footer on Saturday? §
Am T playing in the cleven against Bug- €

shot 2"
Jimmy paused before he replied.
As junior football captain, he had been

much exerciscd in bis mind on that very §

subject,.
“Will you be fit?" he asked at length,

“Why shouldn't I be fit?” asked Tommy
tl_l.péu?d.r], with gleaming eyes. “Don't I look §

“Yes; but—-

“But what?”

“If you're fit you will play,”
Jimmy. “It's not my bizney to set up
ag a censor of morals, I suppose. But you
know Gower had to be dropped out of
games because he cracked up through
amoking.”

“I don't smpke.”

“Well, well, Iet it go at that. Yowll
be keeping up practice every day, and

I shall see,” answered Jimmy Rilver, #

without arguing the peint. “So long as
rou're fit, Dodd, other matters needn't
interfere with football.”

“Other matiers? k
that-you started about me?” said Tommy,
“between his teeth.

“No need to go into that again,” said
Jimmy Silver drily, )

Tommy gave him g fierce look, as if on
jthe verge of an outbreak of temper; but
he confrolléd himself, and stalked on
moodily to Mr. Manders’ House.

Arthur Edward Lovell gave a snort.

“Blest if I know how you can stand
his  bhumbug, Jimmy!” he exclaimed.
“What's the good ef the fellow saying
-he doesn't smoke, when we've seen him
smoking at & pub?” :

“Not much good, eertainly,” mssented

Jimmy.
" “We don't want that kind of roiter in
the footer.”
“8o long as he plays up well for Rook-
ood—"

“How can be when he's playing the fool

ust a word with you, Jimmy Silver!”

¢ FOR MNEXT

o ~ﬁhe Rookwood chums.

You mean that yarn €

/

8 mile

"})’nu say you saw me there an hour
ago?” *

“You know we did.”

“It's a lie!”

*Oh, don’t play the goat! Doyle called
to you over the fence, and you answered
him,” snid Cook. “What's the good of
Iving now?”

“I've been on the moor,
" the Bird-in-Hand.”
“Cheese it! What's the
"You don't believe me?”
“OF course not! We believe our own
eyes.”

“ 1 don’t know what this game means,”
said Tommy Dodd., “I never expected
you two fellows to join in it against me.
You're lIying, both of you—lying like
rotten Prussians, and if you don't swal
low your own words this minute I'll give
yon somcthing else to swallow! You first,
Cool I .

“Come on if you like!" said Cook dis-
dainfully.

Tommy Dodd came on like a hurricane.

There was a_terrific serap in the study,
and it finished with Tommy Cook on his
back on the rug, gasping for hreath.

. Whetber Tommy Dodd had taken to
shady ways or not, it was clear that he
wis as good a fighting-man as ever.

He turned savagely on Doyle.

“Your turn now!” he snapped.

“1'm your man!” said Tommy quictly.

And they went at it hammer and tongs.

Tommy Cook rose to his feet, dabbing
his nose. .

He had liad much the worst of it, and
he looked on glumly while Tommy Doyle
was getting the worst of it, teo.

Doyle finished on the carpet.

Tommy Dodd was pretty well spent by
that time, and he showed signs of severe
damage,

“Now, what do vou say?” he gasped.

not within a

good?”

Doyle rese rather painfully to his feet.-

“I'll tell y¢ what we say! he an-
swered, gasping. “We say that we won't
have a pub-haunting, Iving rotter in this
study. and you ean’ hop it, Tommy
Dodd ! 2

“L say the same!” exclaimed Cook.
“Out you go!”

“Put me out!” sneered Tommy Dodd.
" We'll jolly soon do that!”

And they did.

Tommy  Dodd, resisting fiercely, was
humped fato the passage, and the door
of the study slammed on him.

The next moment it was flung furiously
opent, and Tommy Dodd rushed in again,

Ite was collared at once by his exas-
perated  study-mates, and huarled * forth
with a crash.

The door closed once more.

It did not open again; even
Dodd was “donc ” by that time.

His bhest friends had turned upon him,
and in all Reokwood the onec popular
%‘_nmm_y had net a friend to stand by
him.

Tuzﬁmy

The = 4th Chapter.
The Marble Eye.

“By gum!”

It was the following day, and Tommy
Dodd, after leaving Mr. Manders' science
class, had stopped at the letter-rack, and
found a letter there.

The other two Tommies
along the passage,
with Tommy Dadd.

Since the “serap ™ in the stody the
previous day they had not spoken.

All the Lower  School  knew  that

Pommy’s two hest chums had done with
him now, und were against him with the
rest. .
The untortunate Tommy was little
better than an outcast in the Tourth
Form at Rookwood.

Naturally, the fact that Cook and Doyle

were ecoming
but they were not

‘had abandoned him clinched the matter

‘not looking at them.

‘for the other fellows. Anyone who had
any doubts gave them up now.

It was quite certain that Tomnmy’s own
pals would not have turned against him
unless they had proof- positive.

Tommy Dodd stopped, with his open
letter in his hand, and he uttered that
sudden cjaculation as he read it.

Evidently there was news in the letter
—startling news, to judge hy Tommy
Dodd's expression. |

"By gum!” he repeated.
by gum! So that’s it!”

Cook and Doyle glanced at him and
paused.

Tommy Dodd was speaking to himself,
in sheer surprise at the contents of the
letter, whatever they were, and he was

* Missing,

But the moody, troubled look that had
baunted Dodd’s Lace for the last day or
two was gone now, and be seemed to be
elated by what he was rcading in the
letter, as well as surprised.

He turned soddenly to Cook and Doyle.

“You silly idiots!” he said.

“What?" exclaimed Tommy Cook.

“You crass asses!”

“Loolt here:

“You think you saw me. at the Bird-in-
Hand yesterday!" snapped Tommy Dodd.

“We don't think we did—we know we
did I” answered Cook. “You can’t stuff
us up any more about it, Tommy Dodd.
We know you now."”

. “You believe that, do you?”

“ Certainly 1"

“And you won't tike my word that 1
wasn't there?” exclaimed Tommy Dodd,
glowering at them.

“No fear! Not against our own eye-
sight!” -

“Keep your opinion, then!”  said
Tomiuy Dodd savagely. “Keep it. and
be hanged to you! I could prove it if I
liked !”

“I'd like to see you do it!” answered
Cook, with a curl of the lip.

"Well, you won't see me do it! Yon
can zo and eat coke! T'll prove it to
you fast enough—when you come to me
and tell me you are sorry for having
acting like suspicious cads!” said Tommy
Dodd fiercely. =

“That's us gond ‘as saying never.”

“Well, you go your way, and I'll go
mine! I dou’'t want to speak to fellows
‘who can’t take my word!”

With that Tommy Dodd turned on his
heel and walked out into the quadrangle.

Cook and Doyle looked at onc-another.

“Phwat does he mean, intirely?” mnt-
tered Doyle. “1t looks to me as il he's
going potty I
 “Blessed if
agreed Cook.
everybody knows to be truc! -
doing it forz"

“He says he could prove it if he liked.”
¢ “Piffle!” ]

“Well, it must be pifile.” said Tommy |
Doyle thoughtinlly. “1 know I'm nat
going to speak to him again till be owns
up that he’s played the giddy ox, and
told lics about it!"” ]

“Bame here!”

Tommy Dodd, ns he walked in the guad-
rangle, tound himself left severely alone
on all sides.

Public opinion in the Lower School was
dead against him.

On his own side he was given the eald
shoulder as much as on the Classical side.

True, he had offers of {ricndship from
other fellows, with whoem he had never
been friendly before.

Peele and Gower, of the Classieal
Fourth, were willing to welcoms him as
a man and a brother, so to speak, into
their scleet cirele, now that his reputa-
tion was as shady as their own.

Ta their surprise and wrath Tommy
Dodd reccived their advances witls seorn
and contempt.

hie ddoesn’t look like it!”
“He's denying things that
What's he

ouse, Farringdon Street,

MONDAY!

“THE CHRISTMAS CAPTIVES!®
By Owen Congquest.

The above is the title of next Mon-
day’s magnificent long complete tale of
It is a very amus-
b ing, and, indeed, an exciting yarn.

1t " deals with Jimmy Silver & Co.,

% accompanied by Tubby Muflin, leaving

W the school for the Christmas vacution.
% Before they reach the station many

laughable incidents occur. Tuhby Muffin
supplics the first wmusing item, then
b there is a tussle betwecn the Classical
y and Modern juniors, followed by a little
disagreement between Jimmy Silver &
Co. and Smythe & Co., the nuts of the
TFourth.

Smythe and his chums act like young
bounders on the local station, hut Jimmy
Silver & Co. upset their little game,
much to the discomfiture ol the nuts. .

Then the journey to Jimmy Silver’s
home is commenced, hut, strange to say,
they never reach the Priory. The train
is snowed up, and they deecide to walk
the last ten miles or so. On the way
they meet with a most thrilling adven-
ture, an adventure that is full of ex-
citement, and when at the end of thé

yarn you find the Fistical Four, together |

with Tubby Mufiin, in a most awkward
predicament, you will, I am eonfident,
long to read the following stery, which
will be in the nature of a sequel to
“The Christmas Captives!” A
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" UP AQAINST IT!"
By Martin Clifford.

Our mext splendid story of the chums
of, Cedar Creek once again introduces
Dicky Bird & Co., the chums of Hill-
crest. 1t also introduces Mr. Peckover—
incidentally, in a very unfavourable
light.

The master of Hillerest accuses Frank
Richards & Co. of an act they did
not eommit, and there is trouble for the
three chums. They know the real names
ol the culprits, but their code of honour
prevents them “splitting.”

Nevertheless, they resolve to make Mr.
Peckover sufter for his misdeeds, and
set ont for Hillerest, with such an inten-
tion firmly fixed in their minds.

Mr. Peckover does suffer, and so do
Frank Richards & Co., in a way that
will amuse you immensely,

“THE BOYS WHO BEAT THE
KAISER!"
By Duncan Storm.

You will obtain many a laugh from
rending next Monday’s grand instalment
of our amazing adventure serial. Lal
Tats and Skeleton have a bath, but not
the kind of bath they would wish for,
and poor old Lal goes through it wit
a vengeance.

_ Horace, the goat, lends his assistance
in getling' the unfortunate two out of
the bath, and although he is success-
dul, he certainly makes things worse
for Tal.- But there is- a lot mere fun

in this instalment, and you wiil be beund

to' vote it onec of the best Mr. Dunean ¢

Storm has so far written.

“BARKER, THE BOUNDER!"

By Herbert Britton.

Recently I have received many com- $
plimentary  letters concerning our &g
splendid sehool serial, and it has given
me immense pleasure to know that the
story is meeting with my readers’ A
approval. Next Monday’s instalment is
every hit as good us those whieh have €
gone belore,

You will read ubout a fierce tussle g
in the dormitory, how Bob Travers was 3
sent to Coventry for standing by Jack
Jackson, of an
place between Barker and Jackson, how
Bunny, the duifer, attempted to give
the outeast ijunior good advice, and of
the surprising results.

A NEW SERIAL.
rs———— e,

In a few weeks’ time it is my inten-
tion to publish a new gerial. T have not
the space to give you full partieulars
this week, but I will tell you that the”
story has something to do with the boys
of the Bombay Custle and that arch-
villain, the Kuiscr.

- teeth were becoming loose in his head.

% vau!

Oh! You rotter! Wharrer you

% at? I'm cnly asking you to put: five
hob on a horse for me—  Yurooop!
Ow I® . i
Bump ! g

% with a terrific concussion, and ‘Temmy

% lHouse,
¢ shoulder as he came on him, going in.

¢ asked genially.

# for me next time he
b Hand.»

P zasped Tubby.
% Yoooop!*

argnment which took §

B captain of the Tourth walked oni

Apparently, though he was going their
own way, he had no desire to go in their
distinguished company. +

Peele's invitation to him to “come up
to the study for a little game " drew a

-reply from Tommy Dodd that made Cyril

P

stare.

You dingy worm!” said Tommy Dodd,
his cyes flashing. “Am 1 the kind of fel-
low to come und play banker in your
dashed study?” :

“EhY I should jolly well gay you were,
from what I've heard!” answered the
astonished Peele.

“Just what I think!” remarked Gower,
“If-you can play billiards at a pub with
i bovkmaker, where's the harm in a little
game in the study?”

“1've said that that's not true!”

“You've told dashed lies, if that's what .
you mean! Here, hands off, you silly
foolI" shouted Pecle. R

Tommy Dodd was comihg for him with
hands up, and a blaze in his cyes. i

Peele and Gower jumped back, but .
Tommy came on, and in a mwoment there
was a fight in progress, one against two.

But the two were weedy slackers, and
not at all fighting-men, and Tommy Dodd
was one of the best in the fistical line,

He left the two. black. sheep. strewn dn
the ground, when he walked away with
a flushed face.

Peele and Gower picked themselves up,
blinking. i
“Ow, the rotter!” gasped Peele, dab-
bing his nose with a handkerchief. *Yow!
The lyin' cad! Ow!” .
“Groogh! Look at my cye! Yow-ow!”

mumbled Gower. .

“0Oh, dear!” |

“Oh, crumbs!” ;

There were no more offers of. friend-
ship from Peele and Gower for the out-
cast of the Fourth. X .

And Townsend and Topham, the nuts
of the Classical Fourth, who had in-
tended to extend the right hand of
friendship to the Modern hlack sheep,
changed their minds when they heard |
what™ had happened. Eah,

It was clear that Tommy Dodd
ever he did outside Rookwood, W ;
desirous of keeping up his old reputation
within the school—un impossible task, |
but one. npon which he appeared to he
obstinately set, i

That evening, when he was coming
in from the quad, Tubby Muflin stopped
him outzide Mr. Manders’ House,

Tommy Dodd gave the fat Classical a
glare, and clenched his fist, ready. to
administer punishment the moment, an”
unpleasant word passed Tubby's lips..

But Muftin was very [riendly, as it
happened, and he'looked very mysterious,

“Hold on, Tommy Dodd, old scout!”
he murmured.

“What do
Tommy, ;

*1 want you to do something for me,
old fellow. I ean’t very well go to the
Bird-in-Hund myself,” whispered Tubby
Mulffin. > i

“ What L

“Too risky, you know.” Sy

“You fat idiot! What are you driving
at??  excluimel the Modern - jupior
angrily, %

Tubby Mufiin sank his voice still
further, after a cautious blink round into
the shadows of the quad,

#I1—T want you to put five
me,” he whispered,

“0n what ¢

“On a horse, you Know—with Joey
Hook. You'll do it, won't you? Strictly
under the rose, of course. I can’t very
well go to that pub myself—might be
seen, you know. But you're always there,
ain't you? You sec Hook for me, uand
put the money on for me, and I'll——
Yarooooh ! g

To his surprise and wrath, Tubby
Muffin was iuterrupted by a powerful
grasp on his collar, :

He was shaken till he felt as if hizi o

what- ©

you  want?®  smapped

hob on'for

“Yooop!® he spluttered. % Leggo!: =

Tubby Muffin sat down in the guad

Dodd strode on into Mr, Manders' House,
leaving him there. £ o

The fat Classical picked himself up, -
gasping, and limped away to the School

mumbling doloronsly. i
the

Jimmy  Silver  tapped lim - on
“What's the row, old porpoise?” ha

“Yow-ow-ow!  That beast Dodd!”
groaned Muifin. “Yow-ow-ow! I—I oily
wsked him to put something on a horss
goes to the Bird-in.

“What?” yelled Jimmy, :

“Yow-ow! And he pitched into mel?
“ Bumped mec over, You
know. T say, Jimmy Silver, you ought
to lick the Modern cad—you ought to——

Tubby Muffin sat down again, hard, in
the grasp of Jimmy Silver.  And. the

“Why, you beast,” howled Tubby, |
“you're as hiz a beast as the other
heast! Ow, ow, ow, wow L?

The 5th Chapter.
Prefects on the Track.

* Silyer ! :

“Yes, Bulkeley?®

Jimmy Silver assumed his meekest ex-
pression as the captain of Reokwood
called to him. k :

He wondered whether Bulkeley had
observed his - drastic reply to Tubhy
Muffin, and the bumping he had adminiss |
tered by way of helping the sportiva |
Tthby to Lkeep to the strait and narrow |
path. : i

But George Bulkeley was not thinking |
of Tubby Muffin. i G

“Cut across to Mr. Manders' Honse,
Silver, and: ask Knowles if he awill slep
into my study after tea,” he said. )
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| Jimmy Silver went out again into the

usky quadrangle, and crossed over to the

lodern side on his errand.

',kln the hall, as he went in, he observed
Jommy Dodd, with a look of moody anger

n his Face.

J Tommy Ceok und Temmy Toyle were

golug np the staircase without a lcok at

(heir former chum,

~ Towle wag going alonyg the passage, and

e gave Tommy Dodid a look, but it was

“tlook of supreme disdain.

- Leggett of the Modern Fourth was

dovering near Dodd, and he was looking

} but Leggett wus w cad of

wite friendly ;
the first water, and Tommy Dedd took
o notice of him, as was his custom,

“Doddy, old chap——-? Leggett was
aying as Jimmy Silver came in,
Tommy Dodd deliberately turncd his

biek on” him, leaving him with a Furious
“ilace, and by that movement came face Lo
Jiee with Jimmy.

¢ @ gave Jimmy Silver a dark look.

do you want here?® he gruntesd.

b ge for  Knowl answered
limmy cheerfully. He was passing on, hut
“Tommy Dodd, old scout!®
snapped Tommy.

O 9'Tadn't my  bizney, of course,” said
S Jimmy’ Silver, in a low voice, “hut—hbut
gouw're in pretty hot water all round.
Ihe gume isn't worth the candle, is it?
Tou used to he a decent chap enough,
n the name of common-sense, old scout,
rhy don't you chucj playing the goat??
C %I dom’t chuck it hecauvse 1 haven't
Jtarted it, you thumping chump!”
“0h!" said Jimmy. “If you're keeping
(bat up, it's not much good my saying
anything, of course.”

“Hold on a minute ! said Tommy Do,
5 he was Lurning away. “You're a silly
“ool, Jimmy Silver, but T admit that yon
Jtan't help that. Um not the fellow you
ww at the Bird-in-Hand, and I can prove

n

Jimmy looked rather troubled.

L %0h, T'm not going te tell you any

lies!” sneered Tommy Dodd.  “I'm not

~lhe chap, and I could prove it if [ liked,

['ve got u letter in my pocket that would

~prove it right up to the hilt, if 1 eared

o show it.”

. “Why don't you, then?* asked Jimumy,

n astonishment.

L “Because [ don’t c¢hueose snid
Tommy Dodd doggedly. “You've chosen

(o believe I'm a liar and a pub-haunting

ctad, and my own pals bave turned

dgainst me.  Well, 'm neot going to say

o word!  When yon've got the decency

o admit that you were mistaken, then

Il prove it.»

| Jimmy Silver looked at him hard.

I I thought 1 was mistaken 1'd admit
0t fast enough,” he s “But 1 don't

think g0, you know. I saw you there. [

Deard that rotler Hook address you by

Jour own name——*

cr s Am T the only fellow named Dodd in

~the country, do you think?” snecred

Tommiy,

“1 suppose there are some hundreds,?

suid - Jimmy  8ilver. < Bt they're not

yactly like you to leok at, T zuppose.”

o “Ome of them js!=

Jimmy Silver started,

 “Tonmny Dodd! Do you mean to say

jou know for a fact thab there’s a fellow

~in Coombe just like you, and with the

~sme name, who's heen taken for you¥®

- “Too thick, isn't it?” jeered Temmy.

o “Well, it sounds rather thick. But il

Jou prove it 4

“You'd nelieve it, then?»

“Yes, if you proved it.»

“Buat you won't take my word?”
Jimmy shook his head.

g 1 “Tt's
teep !

n't!? he answered.
“Then you can go and cal coke!™ said
~Toinmy Dodd. And he {urned and stalked
away.
o Jimmy Silver went on Lo Knowles' study,
and tapped at the door.
. Cecil Knowles, the head prefect of the
Modern side, guve him a sharp look as
e entered,
“Bulkeiey would like to speak to yon
Al you'll come in after tea, Knowles,” said
“the junior.
L O come,” said Knowles laconically.
1 Jimmy  Silver rteturned to the School
Nouse'with that reply.
o Then)! after delivering it
eé‘BuIl\'eJuy, he went up to
o tealt
. There he related to Lovell & Co. what
o Dodd bad said to him in Mr.

teo

to George
the end study

“What rot!® was  Arthur Edward
ovell’s comment, & Half a dozen fellows
ve seen Dodd at that pub! Why, I've
saard Peele and Smythe of the Shell com-
aining because he’s so reckless about it,
hat a prefect might go there for him
any day, and it makes it unsafe for any
other shady ead to go there for a flutter.
Smythe is quite indignant about it. He's
.ikept away from the place Tor a week
‘becauke of Tommy Dodd.”
Timmy Silver laughed,
But Doddy admits the fellow
ere,” he answered. “Only he s
't he, but another fellow Jike h
“Tot ! said Lovell tersely. © Ahout the
st yarn I've ever heard 1
And Raby and Newcome nodded assent,
- While the Fistical Four were at prep
Jitter tea Cecil Knowles sauntered over
from the Modern side and looked into
Bulkeley's study.
‘Come in!™ said the captain of Rook-
wood.  “Squat down, Knowles. I want
1o speak to you ahout Tommy Dodd.”
~: Knowles yawned.
. “There seems to be a lot of tallk ahout
that kid,” he said. *I'm convinced that
there's nothing in it.»
the

being
ys it

. “Nearly every junior in school
cmeems to think there’s something in it,”
‘uid Bulkeley quietly. “The Head's had
Dodd before him, and he doesn't know
yhat to make of it all. He's asked me
Jgpecially to do what T ean, in concert
with you.  The thing's growing into a
Cregular scandal!™

Knowles shrugged his shoulders,

“You told me you'rl seen him at that

[

pub a fcw days sinee,” he remarked,” *1

know that he was fagging for me at the
time, and he could hardly have dodged
out of my study and back again.”

"He must have done go, Knowles, for
I certainly saw him.”
“A  mistake, iny
Kuowles  hlandly.

possible.”

Bulkeley bit his lip.

“Well. I've seen the Tead,” he went
on, “and the Head's view is that Dodd
should be kept under observation. 1f he
should leave the school at  forbidden
Lours, for instance.—..'"

“lie doesn't.”

“3f he does, he should be looked for.
As a prefect on the Modern side, it's for
you to keep an eye open for that. From
what I've ascertained. Dodd has been seer
at that pib hall the evenings this week.”

*Lmpossible 1"

“I've been making . inquiries, and it
seems to he  the  fuct,” said Bulkeley
quictly. “Will yon keep yourself posted
a5 1o whether he disappears in the cven-
ing, and let me know? It's the Head's
request,”

“Oh, 'l do that, ecrtainly!
el

dear
=1t

fellow,” said
really wasn't

Rely on
me!

“That's all T want.,”

Knowles nodded. and strolled ont.

He hardly disguised his  belief  that
Bulkeley was prejudiced against Tommy
Dodd, hecause the latter was a Modern,
and Bulkeley certainly held the opinien
that Knowles was stretehing a point very
considerably in Dodd's favour, for the
BMe reason,

But  Knowles, thongh not  specially
dutiful as a prefect, had some sense of
the duties of that position. and he did
l[ll-,vt negleet to earry out the wishes of the
tead.

Later in the evening he looked in at the
junior study in Mr. Manders’ House
which was shared by the three Tommies.

He found Cook and Doyle there, but
Tommy Dedd was absent,

“Where's  Dodd?”  asked TKnowles
abruptly.
“wnre, and I don't know,” answered

Erroll, or some. other Classical
when the door opened. .

To his surprise. it was Tommy. Dodd
of the Modern Fourth who came: in.

Tommy’s fuce flushed as he caught the
surprised looks the Fistical Four turned
upon him. 3

Lovell turned back to his work grimly.

e had nothing to to the hero of
sportive exploits at the Bird-in-Hand,

Tellow,

“Come  in.” said  Jimmy ver  hesi-
tating,  “What iy it--something aboub
the

footer, Dodd?” i
h said Tommy, in a low voice.

“I--I've bheen thinking,” said Tommy
dd.  his  colour  deepening.  “1—-1've
en tramping abont a bit in the quad.
thinking it out, and I've made np my
mind. U'm going to tell you the facts.”

TOh! said Jimny.

“About time you owned up, I think.,”
grimted Lovell

Tommy Dodd did not reply to that.

“1 had a letter this morning from my
pater,” he said. “It let in a lot of light
un what's happened lately. 1 didn't
mean to tell a soul. But—bhut I won't
speak to Cook and Davle; they were-my
pals, and onght to bave trusted me: but
there's no reason why fellows shoyld,
1 suppose. 1 dare say you've a right to
ask far proofs: Under the cires. it's
natural enough you should bave taken
that fellow at Coombe for me.”

“What fellow?”

“Read that!” was Tommy Dodd's
answer. “That part I've marked.”

He tossed a folded letter on the table,
The Fistical Four, in great surprise, read
t-hia paragraph marked with pencil.

t ran:

“T did not intend to acquaint you with
the foolish action of your Cousin Ralph,
but it has occurred to me that he may
commupicate with you, and in that case
you must inform me at once. Ralph has
done very“hadly at Low Moor, and has
had the folly to run away from school,
1 am, however, afraid that he would have

‘heen expelled had be remained. He has

heen guilty of breaking bounds at night,

to Joey Hook by some other rascal he
knew at Dhis old  school, Now I've
thought it out, 1 4  Blume vou Tellows
for what you beliey It's only my own
palg—-—" "Tommy's voice faltered. *°

CWell, its  jolly steep!” said  Lovell,
“But if .Fimmy believes it. T do. L'l tell
you what, Tommy Dodd -let’s go down
to-morrow and rout that fellow out,”

The adeor-of the end stuly was burst
open- suddenly, and Tubhy Muffin rushed
in, hreathless with excitoment,

“They've got him!” he velled.

“You fat duffer, what
burbling about?”

“They've got him-—they've got Tommy
Dodd ! wpluttered Tubby. not observing
the Modern junior in the study, for the
moment. “Bulkeley and Konowles, yon
know-—they've caught him at the Bird-in-

are  ou

!H:md. and brought him home. He, he,
F he!”

“What?”  yelled the  Fistical Tour
together.

“They've got  him-—come on-—-why—

what—how-—who-—" Tubby. Mufin's jaw
dropped as his eyves fell on Tommy Dodd.
“Why—=you—how--Tommy Dodd-—h-h-bu}
you're downstairs!” babbled the astounded
Tubhy.

“My only hat!" yelled Jimmy Silver,
“Have they collared a fellow who doesn’t
helong to Rookwood at all, and brought
him here.”

“Oh. crumbs!” ejaculated Raby.

There was a rnsh from the study at
once. Tubby Muftin followed the juniors,
his round eyes open wide with wmaze-
ment.

As they erowded down the staircaso
Jimmy Silver & Co. beheld a strange
scene in the hall below.

The 7th Chapter.
Two of Them.

Bulkeley and Knowles had returned.

They had entered the Hchool House,
with a boy of about fifteen walking he-
tween them, with a sullen. savage face.

Mr. Bootles had come out of his study,
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“LET ME GET AT HIM!” SHRIEKED TOMMY DODD.

“Huaz he
suspiciously.

“He's gone out of the study.”

o \:uu don't know where he's gone?”

*No.”

Knowles looked at them very sharply
and left the stuedy.

He looked into the other Modern junior
studies, Shell and Tourth., hut no one
knew where Tommy Dodd was.

That was not surprising, as Tommy
Doddd, not bheing on speaking terms with
his old friends, was'not likely to acquaint
them with his movements.

But it certainly was odd that he was
not to be found in Mr. Manders’ House
at all, and Knowles looked for him for a
quarter of an hour in vain.

He was very suspicious indeed by that
time, and, after some reflection, bhe

out?” asked Knowles

gone

crossed over to the School House to speak
to Bulkeley.

“Dodd
House,”

seem to be in  the
"0f course, he

doesn’t
he announced.

v shook his head.

g t on visiting terms [
the Cla al  juniors,” he said. “He's
getting the cold shoulder on both sides
of the school. I fancy it's pretty clear
where he is.”

Knowles knitted bhis hrows.

“I'm willing to come with you if the
Head asked it,” he suid,

“Then we'll go,” said Bulkeley, “1
haven't the slightest doubt where we
shall find him, Knowles.”

“I'l admit that I'm wrong when we
do find him,” answetred the Modern pre-
fect tartly.

Bulkeley nodded without speaking. and
the two prefects left the School House
together.

/ith any of

The.6th Chapter.
A. Strange Story.
“Come_in!” gung out Jimmy Silver, as
a tap came at the door of the end study.
He expected to see Morpington, or

betting on horses, and econsorting with
low characters, and it had come to his
headmaster’'s knowledge. His  present
whereabouts  are not” known, and his
parents are naturally very anxious. 1f
you should hear anything of him, pleasc
write to me at once.” :

Jimmy Silver looked at Tommy Dodd,

“Well?” he said.

“My cousin, Ralph Dodd, has bolted
from school,” said Tommy. *“I thought
he was at school up in the North, or I
should have known at onee who was that
fellow at Coombe. He’s as like me as a
twin brother, but we're on bad terms; we
never gol on together. He wus always a
bit of a worm. Now that I know he's
left school, and gone off on his own, I
know that he must be that chap at
Coombe. That's all.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.

" He’s been spoiled,” continued Tommy
Dodd. “He has lots of money from hig
father, who makes 2 fool of him. I don't
know what’s brought hLim into this
neighbourhood ; I shouldn't wonder if he’s
been rotter cnougzh to plant himself near
here, to give me trouble because we're so
much alike. He's played tricks like
that before, before I came to Rookwood.
We never did pull together., I haven't
seen the fellow at Coombe, but it must
he Ralph. There can't be another chap
s0 like me. Now do you understand?”

The Fistical Four looked very hard at
Tommy Dodd.

His colour deepened to erimson.

“Don’t you helieve me now?” he ex-
claimed, panting.

Jimmy Silver jumped up.

“Yes, T do, for one!” he exclaimed.
“Dash it all, it’s a gqueer yarn, Tommy,
but I do believe it, every word, I was
surprised at your turning out to be a silly
fool like Peele or Gower, and I do
believe you, old chap!”

“I—I'm glad you do,” said 'Tommy
Dodd, his face softening.  “It's easy
enough to prove, for that matter. The
Tellow is plainly putting up at the Bird-
in-Uand., I dare say he was recommended

and a crowd of fellows—juniors and
seniors—had gathered round.

Mr. Bootles peered at the delinquent
over his glasses.

Bless my soul!” he said. “It is Dodd!
Where did you find him, Bulkeley?”

. "Look here——" began the sullen-look-
ing junior.
Silence, Dodd !

“We found him at the Bird-in-Hand
public-house, sir,” said Bulkeley quietly.
“Knowles and 1 were there  together,
meaning to dnquire; but we saw him at
once. He was in the billiard-room, play-
ing billiards with o man named Hook; and
the French-windows were open.”

“Bless my soul!”

There was a rustle in the corridor, and
the crowd parted respectfully as Dr. Chis-
holm ecame up.

He signed to Bulkeley to continue.

“We stepped in,” went on the captain
of Rookwood. *“The man Hook wanted to
interfere, hut we pushed him away., He—
ahem!—fell down. We took Dodd, and
made him come out.”

“He told us he wasn't Dodd of the
Fourth,” said Knowles. *He seems really
to be a little wrong in his head, sir. He
wanted to make us believe that he was
not a Rookwood fellow at all.”

“ Bless my soul! Absurd!”

Stand  forward, Dodd!"
Head’s voice.

The two prefects released the junior,
who stepped forward, with a sulky, sneer-
ing expression on his face.

The Rookwooders looked

came the

at him in

wonder.  Certainly the culprit, caught
red-handed, as it were, did not look
alarmed.

“You've no right to bring me here!”
be said.  “I don't belong to this school!”

“What!" exclaimed the Head,

“T suppose you're mistaking me for
Tommy Dodd.,” went on the junior.
“Well, I'm not Tommy Dodd! Now let

me et out!”
Dodd?” said the

“How dare you,
Head thunderously.

“L tell you I'm mot Tommy Dodd!”
thouted the junior savagely. "I youw

want o know, I'm his 'cousin; and my
name's Kalph Dodd! Now ['m going!”

He turned towards the deer; but
Bulkeley's band dropped on his shoulder
with a grip of iron.

He struggled for a moment, giving the
eaptain of Rookwood a furious leok; bub
Bulkeley’s grip  hardened, and he was

yuiet.
* Dodd-——— began the Head,
There was a” horeried seuttling of foot-

steps on the bir staircase, and a murmur
of voices that grew to a roar,

Dr. Chisholm turmed his head angrily
at the interruption, and then stared,
dumh.

For, hurrying down the slairease, fol-
lowed iy Jimmy Silver & Co., was Tommy
Dodd of the Modern Fourth! i

The Wead stared at Tommy Dodd on
the stairease. and then at the sullen
Junior pefore him, duomhbfounded.

But for the diflerence of clothes tha
two juniors were oxaclly alike; and it was
clear enough now that the new-comer's
tale was true.

“Dodd!” stamnered the Head.

“Tommy  Dodd!”  stuftered Bulkeley
dazedly.

“Dodd!” said Knowles, with a grin. T
think I was right, after all, Bulkeley.
Dodd was indoors all the time, and this
fellow—--"

Tommy Dodd hurried through the
amazed crowd in the Hall,

“Here T oam, sic!” he  exclaimed.
“Everybody ean sce now that it's not as
they supposed. [ haven't been ont of
gates this evening.”

Dodd!” gasped the Head., * Who—who
is this hoy?” \
Tommy Dodd gave the sullen new-
comer a  glance of the strongest dis-

Fuvour.

“He's my Cousin Ralph, sir,” he said.
“I heard from my father this morning
that he had rup away from school, and
was missing; and then T guessed who it
was that had been secn at the public-
hounge.”

“Bless my soul!” said the Head.

Ralph Dodd broke into a sullen laugh.

“Well, now you can see it's a mis-
take, vou can let me ga!” he sneered.
~1 suppose you can see now that T'm not
Tommy Dodd, and don’t helong to Rook-
wood! Let me go, hang you!"

“Bilence!” exclaimed the Head. “Dodd,
you say that this boy has tun away
from the school he belongs to?”

“¥Yes, gir.”

“In that case, he will be detained here
till he can be handed over to his
parents!”’ ;

“I won't!" yelled Ralph Dodd furiously,
—l-—-- Let me go! Let go!”

“Kindly take charge of him for the
present, Bukeley.”

“Certainly, sir!”

“Dodd!” “said Dr. Chisholm, with =
kindly look at the ModeFn junior. “T am
very glad that your name has heen
cleared iu this way! 1 am sure that yvour
schonlfellows will da you justice now."

“1

“Thauk you, sir!” laltered Tommy
Dodd.

Dr. Chisholm  swept  away, following
Bulkeley and his unwilling charge.

There was no mora freedom to “play
the goat ” for the reckless fellow from
Low Moor.

The roof of Rookwood was to- shelter
him that night. and on the morrow he
wias to be handed over to his father's
charge, whieh was certainly the hest
thing that could have happened to him.

There™ were congratulations on all sides

for Tommy Dodd, and requests for
pardon for having doubted him.
Tommy Dodd answered cheerfully

eneugh, hut, there were two fellows whom

" he did not answer—and they were Tommy

Cook and Tommy Doyle.

He went to his study in Mr. Manders®
House without a werd or a look to his
former chums.

But he had mnot bheen there many
minutes. when the two Tommies came in.

Dodd looked at them grimly.

“Sure, we're sorry, Tommy darling!™
murmured Doyle.

“How were we to know?” said Tommy
Cook pleadingly.

Grunt !

“We take it all back!”

Grunt!

“We're really sorry, Tommy ™

Grunt!

“"Tain’t like you {o bear malice,
Tommy, old sport!” murmured Caok.
“We ought to have believed you; and we
own up!”

Grunt—but less formidable!
Dodd was softening.

“Tommy, old chap i

“You bumped me out of the study!”
said Tommy Dodd.

“You can bump us out, if you like!"

Tommy

said Cook. “Honest Injun: And we
won’t raise a finger!”
“Honest Injun!” repeated Tommy

Doyle solemnly.

Tommy Dodd hurst into a laugh.

“Oh, T suppose you couldn't help being
duffers!” he said. *“Tt's all right, and I'm
jolly glad it's ended all right, too! T
say, there was a remittance in my pater's
letter this morning! What about some-
thing  for supper—the tuckshop isn't
closed yet.”

“Bure, it's a broth av’ a bhoy ye are,
Tommy " '

The three Tommies were united again.
And when Jimmy Silver & Co. met them
the next day, the three were walking with
linked arms in the quad, evidently on the
chummiest terms ance more—which’ the
Fistical Four were very glad to see.

THE END.

NEXT MONDAY.

“THE CHRISTMAS

CAPTIVES!”

By OWEN CONQUESTy
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	BF-915-CC-1
	BF-915-CC-2
	BF-915-CC-3
	BF-915-RW-1
	BF-915-RW-2
	BF-915-RW-3



