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JIMMY SILVER & €0.'S METHOD OF DEALING WITH THE DANDIES!

The 1st Chapter.
Off for . the Holidays.

“l say, Jimmy—" began Tubby
Muffin, . : 4

“Shut  wp, fathead! ' I'm busy!”
~ growled Jimmy Silver, as ‘he packed
.various articles of  clothing into - an'
already overpacked bag.

“But  you've forgotten something,

Jimmy,” said Tubby Muffin earnestly.

“No, I haven't.”

“But ' you——

“Oh, go and eat coke, you fat duffer!”
exclaimed Jimmy Silver. “I'm -doing this
job. If you think you can do it better,
you'd better take it on.”

“I don’t, but—"

“Well, be quict, then!” snapped Jimmy

* Silver somewhat irritably.

Perhaps Jimmy Silver had some cause
to be irritable.

It was the last day of the term, and
the “fellows were just getting ready to
break up for the Christmas vacation. -

Jimmy Silver had lett the packing of
his bag to the last minute.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were
waiting for him Ydownstairs, they hav-
ing attended to the important job of
packing the previous evening.

Jimmy Silver executed very little care
in packing his bag. His main object
seemed toO be to get the various articles

* _in_in the least possible time.

‘He certainly “was succeeding, but the
way he rammed in one article- after
annther was in no way good for the
articles.

He was getbing quite red in the face |
from exertion, and Tubby Muffin's inter-
ruptions did. not improve matters in the

L least.

* Look here, Jimmy-—-"" began Tubby

once more.
- "I gha'n't tell you again to be quiet,”
said Jimmy - Silver wrathfullg.- “You
might' show your gratitude to me for
offering to take you home to my place
for Christmas.”

“I am grateful, Jimmy—jolly grateful,”
declared Muffin.” "I should have had to
remain here for the vac. if you hadn't
asked me to come to your place. . You
see, my people not being at home—"

“I don’t want to hear that over
again!” snapped Jimmy .- Silver irritably. |

“I've heard it about a thousand times |

already. You—"

“I say, Jimmy, if
to come with you—

“I' don't!” - . -

“But—but you wouldn't like me to
stay at the scliool all on my own, now,
would you?”

“That’s why I've asked you to come
to my place,” said Jimmy Silver, closing
his bag with a snap. “Thank goodness
that's done.” d

Jimmy Silver kicked his bag away from
him, and  wiped the per¥piration from
his brow. :

“But—bub you've forgotten something,
Jimmy,” said Tubby -Muftin.

" Forgotten something?" gasped Jimmy,
“Why - 'the dickens -didn’t - you- tell ' me
hefore?”

you don't want me

“I-1 did, but—"

“Well, what is t?”

“A pair of my. shoes,” sald Tubby
g{;umn, holding them before Jimmy
ilver.

“You fat duffer!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver.
my bag. Bhove them in your own.”
“But—but my bag is full:”

“Then you'd better leave the shoes
behind.” - B
“I ean't. I—" ’

“Oh, buzz off !" snapped Jimmy Silver,
picking up his bag. “We shall Iose that
train if you aren't careful.”

“But, I say, Jimmy, I'll carry your
bag if you lct me put my shoes in,”
said Tubby Mufiin. -

“Nothing doing,” growled Jimmy Silver.
“This bag is fastcned up, and I'm jolly
well not going to open it for a Tpair
of your old shoes.”

“They're not old.” ;

“Well, new shoes, then,” said Jimmy
Silver. “I don’t care whether they're
new or old, you'll have to carry them
yourself it you want them. Now get out

of 'the way, fathead, unless you want

me to knock you-over.”

“Ow! Yow-ow-ow-ow!"”  shrieked
Tubby Muflin, as Jimmy Silver’s bag
collided with 'his legs, almost bowling
him over.

“8erves. you right for getting in the
way,” said Jimmy Silver unsympathetic-

ally.

“Ow! Grooooooogh!”

~-“8hut “up that rew!” said Jimmy
Silver, pulling open the door of the

! dormitory. .*You'd better buck up and

“Your shoes aren't coming in

come downstairs; we sha'n't wait for
you.”

“But, Jimmy, there's my bag,
know,” said Tubby Muflin.
study, and—"

-*“Well, you'd better hurry up
feteh it, then.”

“But you've hurt my leg, and—" -

“Oh, rats!” growled  Jimmy Silver,
darting into the passage.

Tubby Muffin gave him a savage look,

you

and then iollowed him out of the dor-

mitory. .

The fat junior did not want to carry
his own bag, but, all the same, he did
not want to be left behind.

Tubby's father had gone across tfo
Ireland on business, and had written to
inform his young hopeful that he would
have to remain at Rookwood for the
vacation in consequence.

Jimmy Silver, however, had taken com-
passion on the fat junior, and asked
him to his place for Christmas.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were
also going, and, incidentally, they were
not at all pleased with the idea of
having Tubby Mulfin’s company thrust
upon them.

But Lovell & Co. did not voice their
chjections in Jimmy Silver's presence.

Being guests of Jimmy Bilver's, they
considered they. had no right to raise
objections to any other guests.

Tubby Muilin .was naturally- delighted
at the thought of spending Christmas at
the Priory.

But the prospect of having to carry

K

“It’s in my |

and |

| for
Jimmy Silver & Co. were waiting for -

his own_bag was not quite so delightful

Nevertheless, as. nobody else would
carry it for him, Tubby realised that if
his. bag was to reach
he would have to carry it himself.

He hurried down to his study, and

1 to_the fat junior.

| then, slipping on his hat and coat, he

made his way to the quadrangle, now
covered ‘with a heavy ‘mantle of snow.

Tubby Muftin's shocs were reclining |

in tfhe capacious pockets of his over-
coat. : .
The fat junior had not yet given up
hcpeh of getting somebody to carry them
iim. .

him outside the. School House door.
“You've come, then,

said Lovell disdainfully.
“I say, Lovell—"
“D'you think we've

got all the day
to catch the train?" .

“You needn't be so beastly disi;,r,rree- ;
able, Lovell,” said Tiabby. reproachfully.

“If it hadn’t been for me you wouldn’t
Eg.yc known that you'd forgotten some-
ing.”. .. - - ] X
“F'?urgottcn something?”  said Lovell.

“But—-" :
“You've left a pair of shoes behind,”
said Tubby Mufiin, 1
gaze in the direction of Jimmy Silver,
who was saying good-bye to Bulkeley,
the captain_of the school. £
Lovell frowned portentously.
“I don't think. I bhave,

(Continued on next page.)’

the -Priory- safely ..

you fat Idiot?”

and be turned hig

he said, -
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commencing to unfasten his bag. “I'm
sure I put them in.*

“You didn't.”

‘“Well, I'll soon make sure, then.”

Lovell unfastened the straps of his
bag with great speed, and then opened
the latter.

He was just turning over the various
articles, when Tubby Muffin reached
down, and forced his own shoes in.

“What the dickens—" began Lovell
engrily.

“There. you are,” said Tubby Muffin.
“Shut the bag up, "

“Why, you burbling chump!” roared
Lovell. “They're not my shoes!”

“That's all right.” i

“It isn't all right!” exclaimed Lovell.
“They look like your shoes.” .

“They are.”

“Well, you can jolly well carry them
yourself!” snapped Lovell.

“My bag's full, and—" .

“Well, eaxry them in your pocket.”

“They'll spoil the shape of my coat,”
said Tubby Muffin. “You put them in
your bag, old man, and—>

“I'll see you blowed first !” said Lovell.
And he threw the fat junior’s shoes across
the quad.

“Lovell, you rotter—> .

“¥ou'd better leave them there until
you return!” said Lovell savagely. .

But Muffin did not intend to leave his
shoes in the snow to rot. - ’

He tore after them, and shoved them
in the pockets of his overcoat. -

Then he returned to the waiting
juniors, an indignant expression on his
face.

Jimmy Silver had joined his chums
again, and was rparing with laughter at
Tubby Muflin’s scheme for getting some-
body to carry his shoes.

“Those shoes are more nuisance than
they're worth, Tubby,” he said. “Why
don’t you léave them behind ?* i

“I'm not going to leave them behind!»
said the fat junior. “Newcome's going to
put them in his bag.»

“I'm not[* said Newcome at once.

“Well, you take them, Raby, old man,”»
said Muflin patronisingly. “There's plenty
of room in your bag.” '

“ And a good job if there is!” said Raby,
laughing. “Makes the bag lighter to
carry, you know.*

“But T say—>

“Do you want {0 be left behind, por-
poise ?”

“Nunno!?

“Well, come along, then!” said Jimmy
Silver, leading the way to the gates,
“We shall lose tlle train if we wait here
all day.» - ’

And Tubby Muflin' was compelled to
follow, looking, extrémely dismal and
amnoyed. " ' ¢

Now and again ‘he gazed down at the
shoes sticking out of his pockets,

Tubby "did not like carrying shoes In
his pockets, hut there was no help for it.
' II those shoes were 1o réach the Priory,
be wouldl have to carry them in his

and—-

pockets; and that is exactly what he did. |

do,
—

Tho 2nd Chapter.
- The Classicals’ Triumph!

“Modern asses!”?

Jimmy Silver uttered the exclamation
as. he reached the gates.

‘He had happened to look round over
his. shoulder, and caught sight of Tommy
Dodd & Co. Tushing across the quadrangle,

The Fistical Four dropped their bags
immediately and picked up handfuls of
ENOW.

‘They were prompted to do this by the
fact that the Modern juniors were armed
with smowballs. ,

%1 say, Jimmy,” said Tubby Muffin con-
cernedly, “hadn’t we better run for it?»

“Make some snowballs, you fat ass!®
muttered Jimmy Silver.

“But— Ow! Yow! Yooooooooop!»

“Berves you right!” said Jimmy Silver,
as a well-aimed snowball from Tommy
Dodd caught the fat junior full on the
nose. .
© %Yah! Classical duffers!® shrieked
Tommy Dodd exuberantly.

. “Modern asses!” shouted Jimmy Silver
belligerently. “If you don't want a good
hiding before you go home you'd better
buzz off 1»

“Same te you, old scont!? chuckled
Tommy Dodd. “There's one to get on
with [» !

The leader of the Modern juniors sent
two snowballs whizzing through the air in
quick succession. ’

One flew wide, but the other landed in
Jimmy Silver's eye.

“ow! Yow-ow-ow-ow ! Grocoogh 1»
spluttered the Classical captain.

“Ha, ha, ha!® chuckled the Modern
juniers.

“That’s your -own fault, Jimmy!» said
Tubby Mulfin reprovingly.” “If you’d run
for it as I suggested— Owl Yow-ow-
ow-ow!”?

Jimmy Silver was not in the mood to
be reproved by Tubby Muffin. He rexched
out with his arm, and pushed the fat
junier backwards into a mound of snow.

Snowballs were whizzing through the
air in great numbers now, and Jimmy
had to keep his weather £ye open to avoid
being hit again.

“Give em beans!” he sang out.
Lovell & Co. proceeded to do so.

Snowballs were flying all round the
Modern juniors, and as they all stooped
down for snow the Fistical Four let fly
with a vengeance,

Whiz!

-The wmarksmanship of the Classical
chums was excellent,

There_came three distinet groans from

And

Tommy Dodd & Co. as each of the Modern

< chums was hit full in the face.
They ceased making snowballs at once

.Jimmy Silver,

: sical chums.

and proceeded to gouge the snow from
their face.

“Charge!” shouted Jimmy. Silver. And
the Fistical Four promptly dashed to-
wards the Modern juniors.

“ Roll them in the snow!»

The Modern chums were quickly eol-
lared, and rolled unceremoniously in the
SHOW,

“ We'll teach you to biff snowballs at us,
you Modern duffers!” exclaiméd Jimmy
Silver. «

“Yah! You wait until I get up, you
Classical idiots!” shrieked Tommy. Dodd,
wrestling with Jimmy Silver and Raby.

“We shall be at the station by the time
you get up!® chuckled Jimmy Silver.

“I'll dot you one on the mnose, Jimmy
Silver, if—>» :

“Is that how you feel, Doddy ?» chortled
Jimmy Silver. “I reckon I must calm you
down a bit. You're just a bit too ex-
cited.» -

“Don’t you shove that smow down my.

neck, you Classical ass!® yelled Tommy
Dodd, as Jimniy Silver picked up a hand-
ful of snow., “I— Ow! Yow! Yooop !»

The snmow was forced down Tommy
Dodd’s neck, and he yelled frantically.

“D'you want any more, you Modern
duffer?» asked Jimmy Silver, % Plenty
more snow here, if——»

“Ow! derraway! Yow-ow-ow-ow!?

Another handful of snow disappeared
down Tommy Dodd’s neck.

Then Jimmy Silver turned round and
gazed at his chums, who were wrestling
furiously with Cook and Doyle.

“How are you chaps getting on?» he
asked,

“All right!” laughed Lovell, *Cook is
a_bit obstreperous, but I'll soon gquieten
him gown. A little more snow, and—-—>

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow! Yo0000p |* spluttered
Tommy Cock, as his mouth became full of
SNOW. 5

“Had enough, Cooky?» chuckled Lovell.

“I— Ow! Gerrup! Yoooooop!?
mumbled Tommy Cook, as his head became
enveloped with snow.

Lovell gazed at Newcome, who was roll-

| ing in the snow with Tommy Doyle:

“ Want any help, old son?” he asked.
“No; I—— That’s got you, you Modern

chumpI* exclajmed Newcome, as he took |

the Modern junior in a firm grasp.

“Get up, ye spalpeen ! shrieked Tommy
Doyle, struggling unsuecessfully. “Faith,
an’ I'll—— Groooooogh !»

“Now
Newcome. “If yon want any more snow
down your neck you've only got to say
50, you know.” -

“Ill slaughter yeo when I get up!»
shouted Tommy Doyle. “I'll— Qw!
Yaroocooogh !»

Tommy Doyle’s head disappeared under
the snow, and next instant- three dis-
appointed Moderns were engaged upon the
t[:laskd of shaking snow Irom their face and

ead. 2

“Detter leave them alone now,” said
Jimmy Silver, rising to his feet.. %I guess
they've had enough!» s ik

“Ow! Classical duffers! Yow-ow-ow-

L aw !* yelled Tommy Dodd figrcely.

“Come on, you fellows!” said. Jimmy
Bilvér. “I think we'vé taught thesze kids
a lessom.” ’ :

“ What-ho I

“I{ap}?y Christmas, Doddy!” sang out

comfited Modern junior.
Tommy Dodd shook his fist at the Clas-

“You wait!” he shouted. *We'll get
our own back for this! We'll— Drop
those snowballs, Silver, you ass!»

“Wish us a happy Christmas, ‘then,
Doddy!» eaid Jimmy Silver persuasively.

“0Oh, happy Christmas to you!» sajd
Tommy Dodd. «And mind you behave
yourselves!»

“Same to you, Doddy, and many of
them!” said Jimmy Silver. “Ta-ta, old
sport 12

With that the Fistical Four tramped
towards the gates, leaving the Modern
Jjuniors scraping snow from their necks,

Jimmy Silver & Co. were thoroughly
satisfled with the manner in which they
had dealt with their rivals.

They were chuckling to themselves as
they passed through the gates.  But they
frowned seriously as they observed Tubby

Ml;]ﬂin standing by their bags, munching
a bun.
“Well, I'm blowed!” gasped Arthur |

Edward Lovell. “That fat burbler takes
the cake! Why didn't you eome and
help us, porpoise?”

“1 had something better to do,” re-
plied Mufiin coolly.

Lovell snorted.

“I've a jolly good mind to toll you
in the snow!" he said. “Come on, yow

- fellows, let us—"

“Get away, Lovell, yon fool!” said the

“fat  junior, rising from the bag, and

- carry it,” sdid Jimmy

perhaps you'll shut up!» safd.

waving his hand to the dis- f

moving towards Jimmy Silver. “Hold
him baeck, Jimmy, old man! Don't let
him—  Ow! Yaroooooogh!

Tubby Muffin slipped up, and next
moment he reclined in the snow.

Lovell grinned.

“That serves you jolly well right !”
he said emphatically. “Perhapsi you'll
come and help us next time we're at-
tacked by the Moderns!”

“What about that train?” remarked
Raby, picking up his bag. “I shouldn't
be surprised if we missed i, and the
one after, and the one after that!”

“Oh, get a move on!” gaid Jimmy
Silver.

The Fistical Four moved away, whilst
Tubby Mulfin crawled to his feet.

“} say, Jimmy,” he said, *“wait for
me!” «

‘No ‘time, Tubby,” replied Jimmy
Silver, with 2 grin. “You'll have to
catch us up.”

"Niee way to treat a guest!” growled
the fat junior. “I've a jolly good mind
not to come with you to the Priory !

“Btay away, old bean!”

“But, I say——"

“Oh, ‘rats!” exelainléd Jimmy Silver, |

as he walked quickly in the direction of
omke. &

Tubby Muffin
departing juniors.

Then he knocked the snow from his
coat and picked up his bag.

Next moment he was ambling after
the Fistical Four as fast as his fat legs
would carry him.

But Jimmy Silver & Co. were walking
quickly, and they were almost at
Coombe by the time the fat junior
reached them, breathing heavily.

“Onh, dear!” groaned Tubby Muffin. “I

never expected fo commence my holidays
ike ‘thisi”

“Go hon!” laughed Jimmy Silver.

“1 say; Jimmy,” said the fat junior, “I
—I wish you'd carry my bag!"

“Wish on, old bird}!” '

“But—but it’s jolly heavy, and—1

“All the more reason why I shouldn’t
Silver blandiy.
the Classical cap-
but next moment

Tubby Muffin gave
tain a withering look,
he heamed once again. .

“Here you are, Jimmy!” he said, hold-
ing out his bag in fronf of Jimmy Silver.
1 know you're only joking.”

“I'm jolly well not!” said Jimmy Silver
firmly. “I'm dead serious, old bean.”

“You won't ecarry it, thenf”

L “No fear! said Jimmy Silver firmly.
“What do you take me for—a blessed
luggage-porter?” .

MCertainly not!” said the fat junior,
‘with an offended air. “I think you're a
jolly decent chap, really.”

“You do?"” =

“¥ea.". '

“Do you think so highly of me that
you would like to do me a favour?”

“Qh, ‘rather!”

“Well, carry my bag, then!” sald
Jimmy Silver, with a laugh. *You can

manage it in the other hand. It'Hl help |

to balance ‘you, you know.”

Tubby Muffin grunted.

“Youw're - an  unsympathetic rotier,
Jimmy 1" he said.’ “If it wasn't for dis-
appointing -your guynor, I'd see you
hanged first béfore I'd-come with you?”

The Fistieal. Four chuckted hilariously.

“You ~won't disappoint my ' guv'nor,”
sald Jimmy Silver.

. know you're coming !*

_ “But—but he wouldn't like it if he
knew you'd left me behind.”

“Don't you be so sure about that.”

“But—but—— Oh, dear!”
Tubby Muffin, letting his bag fall with
a bump to the ground.
another yard!”

“Don’t talk such utter rot, Tubby!”
said Jimmy Silver,
at the.station now! Buck up, and—>

“I can’t!” moaned the fat junior.
“I'm going to faint!. I"m sure I am!”

“Faint on, old bean!” chuckled Jimmy
Silver. “You’d better buck up and get

over it. The train won't wait for you, §

you know.”

“Jimmy, old man—"

“Br-r-r-r!”

Jimmy Silver's expressive snort told
the fat junior only two plainly that he
could . expect scant sympathy from the
Fistical Four.

The four chums
hilariously.

“You rotters!” muttered Tubby Muffin,
picking up his bag once more. “I'm
hanged if I'li come to the Priory with
you now!” 5

But Tubby - Muffin soon altered his
mind. -

When the Fistical Four reached the
station the fat junior was only a few
yards behind them. .

The 3rd Chapter.
Punishing the Dandies!
“My hat!”
Arthur ‘Edward Tovell uttered the ex-
;;lamﬂticm as they walked on to the plat-
orm.

walked on, laughing

shook his fist at the .

“He doesn't even-

groaned §

“1 ecant go |

“Look! We're almost, -

A number of Rookwood fellows were
already there.

Conroy and Pons and Van Ryn, the
Colonial chums, were standing by the
refreshment-room, talking to Morning-
ton and Erroll. ol

Towle and Lacy of the Modern side
were strolling up the' platform, and so
were Oswald, Flynn, #nd Hooker.

But Lovell's attentiot was not drawn
to these juniors. :

Arthur Edward was staring hard at four
juniors who, arm-in-arm, were just pass-
ing him. They were ‘Smythe, Townsend,
Topham, and Howard, the nuts of Rook-
wood.

Each of these juniors had his silk hat
set at a rakish angle on the back of his
head, whilst they puffed away at cigar-
ettes in their mouths. i

“My giddy aunt!” “exclaimed Jimmy
Silver. “What the méffy dickens—"

“1 say, stop that " %ried Lovell indig-
nantly. “Put those rétten fags out, you
cads!” Sl st
. “By gad!” drawled Adolphus Smythe
' languidly. “Did hear “somebody
speak?” vt .

dogﬂn’t know better,”
end.

“Yaas; I thought so,” said Adolphus,
pufing out a cloud ©of smoke. “Don't
take any notice of them, dear boys.”

“No fear!” i .

The nuts rolled jauntily on, leaving
Lovell staring at thém in ‘a warlike
manner. .

“Blessed cheek!” he muttered. “They
wouldn’t do that sort of a thing if a
prefect was aboub.”

“I'm going to biff a few snowballs at
them,” said Raby. “I'll bet you I hit
Smythey’s hat 1" ;

“Hold on!” gaid Jimmy Silver, clutch-
Ing his chum’s arm.

“Leggo, Jimmy! I—"

“No, you're not!” said Jimm Silver.
“I've got a better wheeze than that:”

“What—"

remarked : Towns-

“Listenl!” said Jimmy Silver; and he
expounded his wheeze to his chums.
i The latter- Ilfstened intently as Jimmy
Silver acquainted them with his scheme.

moment later the. Fistical . Four

- dropped their bags on to ths platfarm,
and ‘ then commenced H;,g:':walk on tiptoe
in the direction whidlrithe nuts had
taken. B

The platform heing:eove
they made hardly any :noise.
. The nuts wers quite ignorant of the
- fact that they were being followed.

Neares and nearer the Tistical Four
approached. ° . .

All of a sudden Jimmy Silver signed to
his chums, - 3
. - Next moment four tightly-clenched fists
were brought down on four shining silk
toppers. -

Thud! S

The hats of Smithe & Co. collapsed as
though they were concertinas. |

The nuts shrieked frantically .as their
hats were forced down over their eyes.

“Ow! ~ What_ the— -¥odoooocop!”
L spluttered Adolphus Smythe as he swal-
lowed a cloud of smoke.

*Ha, ha, hal!” o
“Serves you jolly well right, you eads!
said Jimmy Silyer. *Perhaps you'll think
twice again - before you smoke on this

statfom.” :

“F— . Ow! Yarooooogh ! roared
. Adolphus, trying te force his hat from
off his head.

“Doesn’t he look a sight! What's the
matier with you, Towny?”

i Townsend was trying hard fo drag his
hat from his head, but it had become
fixed ov’e]; hil: -ears, and he was finding
it a tough jobh.

"Yougro']tters!" he mutiered. “I'll
make you suifer for this! I'll—" =

“Don't lose your temper, Towny,” said
LEovell mildly, ¢I'll soon get your hat off
fer you! Let me help you!”

Townsend backed away.

The dandy of the Fourth did not wish
for Lovell's assistance, but Arthur
Edward had made up his mind that he
should have it.

“Ow! Get away, you fool!” roared
Townsend, as Lovell took his hat in both
hands. “You're forcing it on! Leggo!
¥ Ow-ow-ow-ow !” o

Townsend looked a worse. sight than
ever now, for Lovell had pulled his hat
still farther over his face, until not only
his eyes and ears, but his nose, too, was
enveloped. . .

The nuta were truly a Iudicrous sight.

Topham and Howard had managed to
relnove their hats, and were gazing at
them mournfully.

Bmythe and Townsend, however, were
wrenching away for all they were worth,
in an eundeavour to remove their once-
shining silk-toppers. .

The Fistical Four roared with laughter,
and so did Mornington and Erroll and
several other juniors who had gathered
round. .

“Poor old Smythey!” said Mornington,

.

b. (e} . i |
S EORRI

R T e e

" Jimmy Silver deferm inedly.

“It's only “'a ‘little ragaprufin  who |

| the nut of the Shell

‘tovered with snow |

L - “Poor old Smythey!" ehuckled Lovell. |

as the dandy of the Shell managed to
remove his hat at last. “I've never seen
you look such a sight hefore. What's
the matter with your hair?” S

Mem-my hair?”  stuttered Adolphus
miserably.

“Yaas,” said Mornington. *“Tt reminds
lTnB very much of a garden-broom, you

aw.” K

Adolphus Smythe gave the Fistical
Four a grim look.

“It’s all your fault, you utter cadsi®
he sajd. “J—= P

“All your fault, you mean, Smythey!”
chort}ed Lovell.  “If you hadn’t been
smoking like a beastly cad nothing would
have happened!”

“I shall smoke where I like!” gald
Smythe defiantly. .
“Good!” said Jimmy Silver. “Light
another eclgarette, Smythey! 1 sha'n'

bash your hat in again.”

“You'd hetter not!"

“But I'll'roll you in the snow!” safd
“We're ot
to put up with that sort of thing!
There's some more snow coming

going
Hallo!
down!"

“You don’t expect it to go up, o
your” gnapped Adolphus, as the feathery
flakes commenced to fall. b

“Ha, ha, ha!" chuckled Jimmy Silver,
“1 suppose I ought to laugh at that
joke! We musn’t disappeint Smythey by
not laughing. Laugh, you fellows! Ha,
ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled the Juniors.

Smythe gazed at them bitterly.

“You're all a set of low-down cads " he
said. “Look at my hat!”

“Oh, save us, Smythey!” said Lovell,
turning away. “It's too awful for words.
I've never seen a hat like that befare. I
suppose you won't wear it any more?”

“How can I wear it?”

“How can he wear [t?” caid Lovell
sublimely. “Any of you fellows kuow
how Smythey can wear his topper?”

“Better wear it on his head,” said
Mornington. “I guess that's the right
Dlace for a hat. Shove it on, Smythey.” -

“You ' rotters!” spapped Adolphus
indignantly. “You know I cen’t wear
this hat. T should look simply awful!"-

“Go  hon! Worse  than'  usual,
Smythey ?”

“I—I—— Oh, you rotters!” groaned
“I shall have to
throw this hat away. I———>

“That's easily done,” said Lavell,
snatching 8mythe’s hat from his hand.

“Give me my hat, Lovell, you beast!™

“But you said you didn't want it.” -

“Yaas, I— :

“Good I gaid Lovell. “I'll soon get rid
of it. On the hall, you fellows!”

Lovell dropped Smythe's battered hat
to his feet, and kicked it across the plat-
form as though it were a foothall. '

Next instant quite half a dozen fellows
tore after the hat, and an exciting
scrimimage took place outside the refresh-
ment-reom.

The tussle was at its beight, when the
local trdin drew into the station.

i Tmmediately there was a rush for the
rain. '

Lovell picked up Smythe's hat, and
made a dart for a first-alass compart-
ment. tin

Towle got there first: but Lovell
quickly shouldered him aside, and took
charge of the door of the comparftment.

Jimmy Silver and Raby and Newcome
were soon inside, to be followed by
Mornington and Erroll.

A moment or so. later the Colonial Co,
came up; they were permitied to enter.

One or two Moderns tried to get inside
the compartment, but s smail quantity
of snow applied to the applicant’s neck
persuaded him to go in quest of another
carriage.

Tubby Mufliin ambled up at length, a
very discontented expression on his face.

“You fellows going to do anything
about the bags?” he asked.

“My hat!” exclaimed Lovell. "I'd for-
gotten all ahout them.”

“You ought to be jolly thankful to me
for looking after them!” waid the fat
junior. i !

“I am, Tuhby, old won!” said- Tovell
cheerfully. “You might go and fetch the
bags, though.”

“T've told a porter to bring them
along."” g

“Good! That’s all right, then!”

“I—Ipsay, Lovell,” said Tubhy AMuffin,
blinking at the juniors. “I suppese you
don’t happen ta be hungry?”

“Not a bit?”

“You wouldn't mind if T went and had
something to eat?”

“Suppose you lose the train?”

“1 sha’n’t!" sald Tubby Muffn. “I'll ba
lolly quick! The refreshment-roow is Just,
overe there.”

“Good!” said Lovell, with a grin.
“Get, on with it; but don’t expect the
train to wait for youn.” ‘

Tubby Mufin did not meve.

"Yﬂu're wasting time, porpoise!” said

vell.

“I—I— But, Loveil, old man, I'm
afraid 1 haven't got any money!” faltered
the fat junior. *“If you’d lend me half-a-
crowp—> : :
“Imposs, old hean!” chuckled Lovell
¥ou— Hallo! Here come Smythey &
Co.! Better ask them for a loan!”

Adolphus and his fellow nuts eams:
striding along the platform, looking
decidedly dismal and forlorn.

Neither of the dandies wore a hat: in
fact, their hats were conspicucus by theie
ahsenge. X

“Poor old Smythey!” said Lovell, with
a sympathetic air. “You'll catch eold in
your noddle. Bettcr come In here with
us.” ¥
Adolphus Smythe_sniffed disdainfully.

“1 wouldn’t. lower myself to mix with
such 2 set of cads!” he said, walking past
the carriage with his nose held high in

“

the air.
“By gad! Neither would 1! drawled
Townsend.

“I'm afraid Smythey’s a bit upset,”
remarked Jimmy Silver. . :
- “No doubt about, .it,” agreed Lovell
“He’ll be a’bit more upset in -2 minote!™

Lovell darted out of the compartment,




t:

. Muffin. “You don't’ mean to say youw're
going to be sugh a fool as to bathe in.

- - chums.

- that.y -
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m:u!1 very quickly made half a dozen snow-:

balls.

. Whiz! y

In quick succession four snowballs shot
swiftly through the air. .

Three of them landed on the back of
the heads of Bmythe, Townsend, and
Howard. . s

There came. a shriek from the nuts,
but they did not turn round to see
whence the snowballs had come.

“They took to their heels and rushed to-
wards the front part of the train.

Next moment a porter came up with
the Fistiecal Four’s bags, . which. were.

quickly taken into the compartment by.

the Classical juniors.. .
“Pheep!’ ‘ 3 d

*,:There came a piercing shriek from the
guard's whistle. . ¥

| “8tand away .there!” - - >

“Come in, porpoise!” . said  Lovell,
beckoning .to Tubby Muffin. ' You'll be
left _behind if' yon aren’t careful!”
“Give me a bob, quick!” said the
junior. “I'll soon pop over to the re-
freshment-room, and—-" -

“You're going to pop in here, old
bean!” said Lovell.. And he dragged
‘Tubby Muflin into the compartment.

. The fat junior sprawled on the floor,
and yelled frantically.

Next moment the train commenced to
move out of the station, gathering spee
rapidly ‘as it- went. ’

The 4th Chapter.
© Snowed Up!

“ Latcham !>

The local train «drew into the junction
at last, and the juiiors poured out on to
the platform. :

Snow was to be seen.on all sides, and
was_still falling.

“By Jovel” said Jimmy Silver. &It
looks as though welre going to have a
frosty, Christmas ¥

“Rather|” agreed Lovell. “I reckon we
.ghall ‘have to break the ice in the pond.
I'm not going to miss my Christmas dip.”
- ®(-C-Christmas dip!” stuttered Tubby

weather like this?”

Published
Every Monday
“ You—you— - Who told you I'd gob
some buns?”®
«[—J—— Oh, I guessed you had!®

“You fat bounder!” snorted Lovell in-
dignantly. ¢ You've been looKing inm my
bag!»- - ; i

“I—I haven't | ;

“You lying. little toad!” exclaimed
Lovell. L can see you have by the way
the straps are done up. I swear I didn't
tie them like, that !» .

«T,say, Lovéll, old man—*" =

«Qh,  rats!” snapped . Lovell. #As
you've been so beastiy inquisitive, I'll
make- you, guffer-for it.. You sha'n’t have
a. single bun.
shall watch me eat these!”
.o &Qhin. .

Tubby Mufiin sat back in his seat and
gasped, whilst Lovell tackled the buns..

Jimmy Silver and Raby and Newcome
had also ‘brought 'some with them, and

oftering the fat junior any.

“I consider .you chaps ought fo be
ashamed of yourselvesi”
Muffin reprovirgly. ©Here am I—”:

«My hat!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver,
gazing out of the window.
getting much thicker here!™

“So it is!” said Raby. “And—and—
Egten! The train's slackening down a

i _.” I

were masses of snow.on the line, and that

quence.
« T réckon we shall be late in getting to
the Priory,” he remarked to his chums.
“The snow may not be so thick farther
on,” said Raby. 2 .
“Quite so. Dut—" -
Jimmy Silver paused, as there came a
" low groan -from Tubby Muffin.
“What's the matter with you now?”
he asked. . B
«(h, dear!” sighed Tubhy Muffin. “I
don't know what I shalL do if the train is
late in gebting to Lexbham.”

“What-ot» gaid Lovell, winking at lis k477

“ Nothing like a dip in real icy
- water, you- know. - It. hucks up the
gystem.  Youdl have to have one, too,
Tubby.”
“«M-m-m-me?* stammered the fat junlor,
“Why not?" said Lovell simply. “It'll
give you an appetite for your Christmas
dinper.? - . g -
“B-b-but I can get an appetite without

“Ha, ba, -ha!® .
. Muffin earnéstly, © you"didn't wriean. what-
you sajd about g dip, did you? It wolild
. kill me, you know, apd——" .
- %¥ou wait and see, porpoise,” said
ovell.” “I'm not going .to waste time

. over argument, ‘théugh. 'If I'm not mis-

taken, that's our train_over there.”
Uit is. It-are!” said Newcome.

Erroll,” said Jimmy Silver.
beckoned to the two juniors, ! -
“Mornington and Erroll ¢ame matching
up. 3 . TN
 «You fellows are coming to my place
on Christmas Day, aren't you?” sald
~Jiminy Silver.

1'was coming with you now; but I must
go an’' see ‘my merry guardian. Beéastly
bore, of course, bit—=

‘&Well, he won’t bore you for long,”
said Jimmy Silver. “You'll only have to-
‘morrow with him.”?

Mornington. - “I shall be bored to teurs
but——

“No need to be; Morny, old son,” said
Kit Erroll, with a smile, - “I shall have
your company.”

%By - gad,” said Mornington, “you’ll
have the comnpany of my guardian and all

y ‘merry cousins, bless 'em! They'll
make you wish you'd stayed at Rookwooed
for the vac.” y

“Well, we shall have to risk that,” said
Kit Erroll quietly. “To-morrow will soon
0, and it won't be long before we meet
se fellows.”

‘We shall be jolly glad to see you,”
nid Jimmy Silver. “ We shall be able to
~ have'some rare fun if this snow lasts, It"s

~¢oming down pretty beavily now, and—*
_ Pheep!

“Hallo! That's the whistle for our
in!* gaid Lovel. “Qood-hye, you
ellows! ~Happy Christmas !? i
[“tS‘n'me to you, old scout!” said Morn-
on. :
‘Next moment Jimmy Silver & Co. were
' seudding towards the train which was to
take them to Lexham.
Very few of the Rookwood fellows were
going in the same direction, and the
Tistical Four had no difficulty in cbtain-
ing an empty compartment.
. They stepped inside, and as they settled
wn in their seats the train moved out
of the station.
Tubby Muflin squatted in the corner of
e compartment, and a doleful expres-
on spread over his podgy face.
“What the dickens is the. matter with
e porpoise?? asked Jimmy Silver.
“My hat!” exclaimed Lovell, in sur-
prise. - “Cheer up, Tubby; you're not
oing to a funeral !»
“I—T—I say, Lovell, you didn't mean
hat you said about that morning dip,
d you?"” asked the fat junior dismally.
. ©Didn't 127 said Lovell at once. “You
wait until to-morrow morning! You'll
“have to come down with us and break
he ice.”. -

“Q0gh!” gt;gfntgﬁ Tubhy Mufin. “I—I

- But"I-say, Lovell, is it wise to
2 dip like that on an empty
tomach 2» y ;

“No fear!”

Oh, good ! said Tubby Muffin eagerly.
d better have a snack now, and get
~ rtendy for the dip. You've got some buns
Four bag, and—"

oy
ol

¥ 1-say,- Lovell, old man,” said Tubby |

“Hetter say pgood-bye to Morny and
And he -

«« Rather {» respdnded MOTHJ.. ] wish |

“Quite long enough, by gad!” drawled {

all day to-morrow. I'm sorry for Erroll,
L gay s : E

And, what's more; you

they also commenced to eat without |

said “Tubby |
“The snow is |
_ Jimmy Silver popped his head out of the

1 window. : 1
To his amazenrent he saw that there

the - train was slowing down int conse-

“I'm pretty sure of it, sir,” said the
guard.  “We can't tun_through that
bank of snow wup there. We shall have
to try and clear it- away a bit.”

“But that will take time.” , -

“Sure to,” said the guard. "I don’t
expect we shall get a move on for some
hours, if then.”

Jimmy Silver turned to his chums.

“Did you hear that, you fellows?” he |

asked.

““What-ho!” said Lovell. “But what
the dickens are we going to do?”

“Well, we can't wait here until they |

shift the snow,” . said . Jimmy ' Silver
sagely. “The train may stick here all
'duy:"

« Buf—=

“We 'shall have to hoof it, old 5son,”
said Jimmy Silver. “I believe that village
‘over there is Mortham. If that’s. the
case, we shall have to walk ten miles,
or a little more, to the Priory.”
~“Phew!" whistléed Lovell. “I can't
say I'm exactly keen, but—"

“It's ‘either that or sticking in the
train,” said Jimmy Silver. “If you .pre-
fer to wait——" !

“No fear!” said Lovell ab- once. Cupd

sooner walk twenty miles than stick here |

and freeze. Better collar our bags, and
get a move on.”

“What-ho!” i

The juniors returned to their carriage,
and found Tubby Muffin Iying full length
on the seat.

“Chuck those bags out, porpoise!” ex-
claimed Lovell.

“B-b-p-bags!” stuttered Tubby Muffin,
jumping up. “Do you want some more
buns?”

“Nog, fathead!

o el .

“8ling them out, you burbling idiof!”

We want the bags!”

said Lovell. “The train’s snowed up,
“and_we're going to- hoof it!”
“Hoot it!” muttered the fat junlor.

“But— I say, Lovell, I ean't walk,
you know.. I'm weak now, and—" .
“Well, you'd better stay behind, then,”

| said

to their amazement, they saw a man
dashing towards them.

The new-comer was only attired in 2
pair of trousers and a shirb.

He had no coat .over his shoulders,

nor was there a hat on his head.
© There was a terror-stricken expression
on his facé, and so startled were the
juniors that they did not move an inch
towards him. >

“Help!” cried the man once again;
but next moment Lo-uttered a low moan
as a huge, hiiry shape threw itself upon
him and bore him to the ground.
. “My hat!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
“D-d-did you fellows see that fearful
beast?” $

“It looked like a gorilla,” said Lovell,
his face pale and get. -

“A—n—a—na gorilla!” stuttered Tubby
Muffin fearfully. *“0Oh, helpl Murder!
Thieves!"” ‘ :

With those startled exclamations, the
fat junior took to his heels, and rushed
to a place of greater safety.

For & moment or two-Jimmy Silver. &

Co. gazed at one another, too bewildered
to move. : ;

From the undergrowth, some twenty
yards shead of them, they could hear
the sound of a struggle, and a man's
pitiful cries for help. -

“We mugt do something, you fellows,”
Jimmy - Silveér, in awed tones.
“That beast may kill—"

“We-—we can't fight a gorilla,” said
Neweome.

“N-n-no,” said Jimmy Silver falteringly.
“Buf—— Oh, _come on, and let's see
what's happening.”

Jimmy Silver led the way towards the
bushes, from which had come the sound
of the struggle. :

But the juniors had. not gone more
than half the distance when they heard
the padding of feet, ahead.

Next. moment they broke through the
undergrowth, and then, to their amaze-
ment, they observed the gorilla rushing
away from them. : .

But what was of greater conccrn was

il
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«¥ou'll have to put up with it like
‘the rest of ug!” :

«But—but I shall starve!® moaned
. Tubby Muffin. *I'm feeling faint already,
unﬂ___1j & .

¥ (Oh, here you are!” said Jimmy Silver.
And he handed a couple of buns to the
fat junior. - o

Tabby: Mufin devoured them  eagerly,

sound which came from him for some
timé. 3

The snow was getting heavier than ever,
and as the juniors gazed out of the win-
dow they could see it mounting higher
still on 'the track. '
.~ An hour or more passed, and still there
was no sign of the fall abating.

The train was fravelling at nothing like

dropped to a crawling pace Jimmy Silver
put his head out of the window once
more. .

“Phew!” he gasped. “We sha'n't get
much farther!”

“What’s that?” demanded Lovell, mak-
ing a bound for the window.

‘“We're snowed up with a vengeance,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Look! It's im-
possible for the engine to pass that bank
of snow in front there.”

. And so it proved to be.

Next moment there was a grinding of
brakes, and the train came to a stand-
stifl.

Doors were flung open immediately,
and startled travellers gazed out at the
scene which confronted them.

“Keep your seats!” called out the
guard.

But the guard’s order was nof obeyed.

line, and Jimmy Silver & . Co. quickly
followed suib.” o

The guard came along, and a number
of inquiries were put to him. 2 '

«I'm very sorry, sir,” he said to one
inquisitive- old gentleman; "“it can't be
helped.”

“You don't think the train will be able

to go om?”

and the munching of jaws was the only |

its usual speed, and when at length it -

A number of people stepped on to the |

said Lovell sharply. “But sling those
bags out, and we'll get a move on.”

© Tubby Muffin passed the bags to Lovell
slowly, The latter grabbed them and
handed them to their owners.

“I say, Lovell, old man,” said Tubby
Muffin, when the last bag had been
handed out. “How long do you think
the train: will stop: here?” :

“About a week,” said Lovell tersely.
“You needn’t worry, though. - You'll be
all  right here. Happy
Tubby!"

“[-T—— Wait for me!” said the fat
junior, as the four chums walked away.
“I think I had better come with you.”

“I thought you would,” said Lovell,
with a grin. “But hurry up; we've got
no time to waste.” - '

Tubby Muffin did hurry up. He
rrabbed :at his bag, and nearly fell on
his nose in alighting from the com-
partment.

The fat junior was not at all cager
to walk the distance to the Priory, hut,
ail the same, he preferred this to sitting

' in a cold, draughty train.

But, nevertheless, he raised his objeg-
tions when at length he drew up with
the Fistical Four.

But the latter were not feeling at all
sympathetic towards the fat junior, and
their curt rteplies eventuaily put an end

to Tubby Muﬂln_'s argumerits.

The 5th Chapter.

Very WMysterious.

“Help !”

The Fistical Four pulled up sharp as
a startled cry teached their ears.
They - had walked at least five miles,
and were just passing through a wood,
when they ‘heard that despairing cry.
-« \What the dickens—-" began Jimmy
Silver. - - . . .
Next. instant there came the sound of
movements in the bushes at the side of
them. 3 5 R :
They turned immediately in thé diree-
tion from which the noise had come, and,

Christmas, |

the fact that the gorilla was holding-

the man in his ‘arms.

The latter was lying In a helpless
position, and the juniors feared that he
was dead.

“Don't ‘make too much nolse, you
fellows,” whispered  Jimmy Silver.
“Leave your bags here; they may hinder
us a bit if there’s a fight!” -

“But—but what can we do, Jimmy?”
muttered Lovell. *That beast may not
be tamed, and—"

“Quite possible,” said Jimmy Silver.
“But we've got to follow it, all the
same. There’s no knowing what it may
do to that poor fellow."

“That's 80.”

“Come on!”

. Lovell & Co.. followed Jimmy Silver
eagerly - enough, but they were some-
what concerned as to what might hap-
pen if the gorilla spotted them.

The animal went quickly on its way.

It forced its way through the under-
growth, and suddenly broke into a run.

The.animal emerged into the open at
last.

In the distance the juniors could see
a large, white . house, which was sur-
rounded by a high wall. .

“Logk!" muttered Jimmy Silver, breath-
ing hard. “The brute is making for that
house over there.” .

“@Good!” said Lpvell at once. “There
may be somebody there with a gun, who'll
be able to shoot the animal.”

“Let's hope so,” said Jimmy Silver
quietly. “But—— Hold on, you fellows.
Let the brute get ahead; we mustn't
run the risk of startling it now.”

“Right-ho!" |

The Fistical Four drew towards a large
oak-tree, and stood there, watching the
gorilla as it wended its way towards
the white house. ;

~4T gay,” .said Jimmy Silver suddenly,
«it’'s making for that house. I won-
der—" Wi

Jimmy Silver paused, as there came a
rustling in - the undergrowth. ;

NWext instant Tubby Muffin dashed into

4 | glad. to see the animal,”

B

L »giew, a scared expression on his plump
ACE. . 2 A
_“Thank goodness I've found you!” he
sighed. —" 2 f
“8hut up, fathead!” breathed Lovell.
“But—but has that g-g-porilla gone?”

{ stuttered Tubby Muffin nervously.

“No, you burbling chump!” snorted
Lovell. “Can't you see it? It's making
for that house over there.”

“Oh!” Tubby -Muffin groaned,
anguish.
you f-f-fellows?”

“You can bunk
Lovell.
to seo what that brute is.going to do
with that ‘poor chapt” : - “ iz

“But, Lovell, old man—"

“Shurrup!” . -

And Tubby Muffin promptly shut up.

it you like,” said

of them. :
|  The gorilla approached nearer to: the
lmil! pates, which were let into the high
wall, ae
Then, to the juniors' amazement, they
saw the gates being opened by a shork
man with a flowing beard, and a smoking-~
cap on his head.

he let the gorilla into the grounds. |

He shut and locked the gates after
the animal bad entered, and the juniors
uttered cries of amazement as he patted
the ugly-looking beast on the head.

For a few moments neither of the
chums spoke. . -

But when the bearded man had opened
| the door .of - the house, and - passed
through with-the gorilla and its victim,
Jimmy Silvsn turned a pale, set fate to
the others.
{ “This beats the giddy band,” he said
quietly. I wonder what the dickens i3
happening over there?”

“Goodness knows!” said Raby. “Bub
it's something jolly mysterious.’

“It’s pretty evident that that chap ‘in

beast—" .
. “And, what's more,” interposed New-
come, “that bearded johnny was jolly

1 T “Phew!”  Jimmy Silver whistled 'in
b amflegment. “I can't make it.out ab allL

Priory, you know.” o o

“Hang dipner!” said Jimmy Silver
promptly. “T want o get to the bottom
of this affair.” 4 4

“But, Jimmy, old man—" _

“Qh, shut up!” said Jimmy Silver
abruptly. “I'm going up to that:house
to find out what that gorilla is doing
there.” : »

“ Dt 1

“You fellows game
-asked Jimmy Silver. ik :

“What-ho!” sajd Lovell & Co. i

“Jimmy, you fathead"—Tubby Mufiin

to ccﬁ:ne with me?”

happen to yours? You left them behind.”
“Blow the bags!" . G
“Bubt we ought to go back and fetch
them, you know,” said. the' fat . junior.
“SomeDbody may pinch them, and—"
“We shall liave to chance that,” said
Jimmy S8ilver quickly.
back and fetch them if you like.”

man,” said Tubby Mufin,” with a sigh.
“If you'll come and help——" - .
“Oh, buzz off, porpoisel” growled
Lovell impatiently. “We've got no time
to waste over you. We'ré going over o

if he comes out again.,” -

Tubby Mufiin shivered with fright; he
had no desire to tackle an untamed
gorilla, { : -

“Come on!" sang out Fimmy Silver; and
he and his chums crossed the open space
in the direction of the white house,

When they reached the gates, Tubhy
Mufin was ambling behind them. The

protection of the Fistical Four. -

«“Pull the bell, Jimmy!” said Lovell.

Jimmy Silver promptly pulled at the
bell, and the chums waited eagerly for
the gates to be opened. -

It was not long before the bearded
gentleman came out of the house.

gickly smile on his face, but his appear-
:mce;.ﬁ did not buck the juniors up-in the
Teast. . SR

There was an evil glint in his eyes,

unlocked the gates. X 1
old gentieman a Happy Clristmas, eh?”
“ Ahem!” muttered 5
fully scrutinising the man’s-face.
The next moment, the gate was opened,

enter. P

The 6th Chapter.
Trapped !

«1 presume you are not acquainted with:
my namef”

‘henign smile. ) 1
“Ahem!” said Jimmy Silver.
came—that is—we saw—L mean, we're
strangers in this part. We—" :
“Lost your way, eh?” Sk o
«Not exactly,” said Jimmy Silver. “We
were going by train to Lexham, and we
—er—got snowed up.”
“Dear me! How unfortunate!”

“YYe. were just walking to Lexham when
—er—er—"' =g :

“When you thought you'd like to pay
an old gentleman a visit,” interposed the
man.’ “I'm very grateful to you, my
boys, for

1 -Follow me!” : s o
Bilas Markwick led ' the way to -the

in
~“H-h-hadn't~we "better bunk,

“We're staying here. We want °

Like the rest of the juniors, he was °
gazing intenfly at.the white house ahead

‘There was a smile on the man’s. face as

“No doubt about it!” agreed Lovell. '

} the wood wanted to get away from the

“Hadn't we better get a move on,
Jimmy®" asked Tubby Muffin tremulously.
“We may be late for dinner at the

raised ‘his_voice angrily—“I've- got-my .
bag, but what do you think ia going to -

“You can go .-

that house. You can nobble that gorilla

fat junior evidently felt eafer under the

He approached the gates with a very

which were fixed firmly on the Rookwood
juniors. e
“Come in, my boys!” he said, as he -

“Come to wish an -

immy_Silver, care-

~ The bearded man uttered the r'qmnrk i
as he gave the five bewildered juniors &

“We

«1 gouldn't carry them ail, Jimmy, old =

and the maen signed to the ‘juniors to

«Tt was rather,” said Jimmy Silver.

calling upon me! . Silas Mark-- =
wick is always glad to receive v;s;f:—ors.
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house, the juniors following him in a
perplexed state of mind.

They were considerably puzzled by the
old man's demeanour.

He seemed so be so kind and affable,
- and yet there was a glint in his eyes
aeie ﬁhat. compelled Jimmy Silver to distrust
- him.

And then there was that mysterious

occurrence in - connection with the
gorilla.
Markwick had certainly been pleased

when the goritla had returned with its
victim, and yet Jimmy Silver had not
the faintest notion why he should have
been.

He was thinking deeply as he strode
towards the house,

Suddenly Tubby Muffin touched him on
the arm.

“Jimmy, old man,” he said quietly.
“This is a bit of luck, isn't it?"

“What the dickens—"

“This old chap might give us a Jjolly
good feed, you know,” said the fat
junior.  “Supposing he dishes up a
dinner of turkey and—"
“Shut up, you fat duffer!”

“But, Jimmy, old man, just think—*
“Br-r-r-r-r!” snorted Jimmy Silver ex-
pressively ; and, realising that Jimmy
thought little of his suggestion, he
turned and imparted the idea to Lovell.
Jimmy Silver was thinking about any-
" thing but food at that moment:.

The mysteriouns happenings of the last
half-hour were weighing on higemind.

He was completely bafiled by what had
occurred, but all the same, he was
resolved to question the old gentleman,
. and to obtain an explanation from him.
“Here we are,” said Silag Markwick,
threwing open the door of the house.
The juniors entered, and found them-
selves in a large, dimly-lighted hall.
There was a somewhat musty smell in
the air, and the impression that the
juniors gained was that the place was
old and badly ventilated.

They were not far wrong in this con-
jecture.

“Come into the library, my boys,” said
Bilas Markwick. “Leave your hats and

coats here; you won't need them for an
hour or two.”

THE CHRISTMAS CAPTIVES!

the previous page.)

The juniors did ag they were bid, and
then followed the man into the large
dining-room.

Té:ere was a bright fire burning in the
grate.

Tubby Muffin Immediately rushed for-
ward, and sat down on the rug in froot
of the fire,

“That's right,” said Silas Markwick,
rubbing his  hands.” - “Make yourselves
comfortable. I will soon get you some-
thing to eat.” -

The man ambled out of the room,
leaving the juniors frowning at one
another in bewilderment.

“This beats the band,” said Jimmy
Silver, in a low voice. +I can't quite
make that old johnny out. He seems
quite decent, but—but—>

“There’s a queer look zhout his eyes,”
remarked Lovell.

“That’s just what I thought,” agreed
Jimmy Silver. “When he looks at you
he seems to see right through you. "He
appeared to be glad to see us, only—"

“But what connection has he got with
that old gorilla?” asked Rahy.

“That’s” just what we've got to find
out!” said Jimmy Silver determinedly.

“Come along, my boys!”

8ilas Markwick appeared in the door-
way, beckoning the juniors to follow him.

Tubby Muftin quickly jumped up from
Téhe hearthrug and made a dash for the
oor.

The fat junior scented grub. He was
never in the background when a meal
was about.

The Fistical Four followed him out of
the library.

They reached the dining-room at length
—a large room, lighted by candles.

There was a long table in the centre
of the room, upon which there was a
large ham, bread, pickles, fruit, cheese,
biscuits, and several other articles.

Tubby Muffin's eyes gleamed.

He was the first to sit down at the
table, but the oihers soon followed suit.

Silas Markwick took a seat at the head
of the table, and commenced to carve
the bham.

Very soon they were all plentifully sup-
plied with food, and the meal commenced,

The old man chatted in a cheery man-

ner, and appeared to he anxious to do
all he could to make the Rookwood
Jjuniors comiortable.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were so
Influenced by the man’s manner that
their distrust of him began to disappear.

Jimmy Silver, however, still remained
suspicions, and kept his eyes fixed on the
man.

The meal had nearly come to an end,
when Jimmy Silver thought the moment
bad arrived to broach the subject.

“You'll excuse me asking you, 8ir,” he
said slowly, “but is that a tame gorilla
you have heref”

Silas Markwick looked up at once, and
frowned seriously.

“A gorilla?’ he ejaculated.

“Yes,” gaid Jimmy Silver; “we saw one
enger your gates just before we— "

Ha, bha, hal® The man laughed
heartily. “Yes, of course!” he said
quickly. “I wondered what you were

referring to for the moment. He's a good
old chap. Peter, I call him, you know.
He's quite an old friend to me.”

“But—but we saw him carrying a
man ! said Jimmy Silver. “And—»

“Did you really?” said Silas Markwiclk,
smiling aftably. “That is unfortunate in
a way, but I trust I can rely upon you
not to mention the matter to anybody.”

“Not mention the matter?” stammered
Jimmy Silver, puzzled.

“Yes, yes!” said the man. “I will ex-
plain matters to you. The man you saw
13 Aubrey Mackenzie, a nephew of mine.
Unfortunately, Aubrey suffers from delu.
sions—his mind is not qulte right, you
Eknow."

“Qn!

“Of course, Aubrey should be in an
asylum,” went on Silas Markwick. “But
I could not bear the thought of his being
in such a place, so I have managed to
keep him here. I have looked after him
like a_mother; but, of course, his mind
being in such 2 state, he has not realised
who I am., On more than one occagion
he has tried to escape from here, but
Peter—good old Peter!—has always man-
aged to bring him back. I'd let yon see
Aubrey, but—well, I'm rather afraid he
might attack you.”

“My bat!” gasped Jimmy Silver, sur-
prised at the man’s statements.

The other juniors gazed open-mouthed
at 8ilas Markwick. They, too, had not
expected anything like this,

“Perhaps you would like to see Peter?™

suggested  the man, “He's a good old
chap. I'm sure you'd like him.”

“Well, we might just as well,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Bul we shall have to
leave you soon, sir, as we've still got a
good walk before us.” :

“Quite so—quite so!” eaid Silag Mark-
wick, moving towards the door. “It
won't take you long to see Peter.”

The man led the way up a flight of
stairs, along a dimly-lighted passage, and
then up another flight of stairs.

At the top of this flight there was g
Very parrow passage,
Markwick erept.

There was less light than ever here,
and it was as much as the juniors could
do to find their way.

At last Silas Markwick stopped before
an iron ladder, which led to a trapdoor
in {he eciling above.

“Here we are!” he said.

“Where the dickens—-" began Jimmy
Silver, nonplussed.

“I always keep Peter In the attic,”
sald Silas Markwick. “1']1 go up first,
and open the trapdoor.”

The man crept up the Iadder, slid back

along which Silas

the bolt of the trapdoor, and passed
through the opening.
Then, after lighting a candle, hLe

signed to the juniors to come up.
- Jimmy Silver was the first to climb the
ladder; the othery quickly followed.

Tubby Muffin was the last. He climbed
the rungs of the ladder very slowly, and,
stopping half-way, looked up at the
Jjuniors.

“Jimmy, old man, can you see that
gorilla?” he asked in a trembling voice.

“Ha, ha, ba!" laughed Silas Markwick.
“Peter is in the next room to this.”

“But—but he won’t go for me, will
he?” stuttered the fat junior.

"0 course not!” said the man at once.
“I've told you that Peter is perfectly
tame. Besides, if you are nervaus, you
need not come into the other room.
Come along, my boy! Deon't be afraid!”

Tubby Muflin climbed the other rungs
of the ladder, and reached the top at
last.

Silas
pockets.
i _“Dear me!” he said. “I have fargotten
the key of Peter’s room! This is a
nuisance! But wait here, my boys. I’ll
go down and fetch it. "I remember now
where I left it.”

Silas Markwick dropped through the

Markwick was feeling in his

opening and stepped down the ladder.

Then, all of a sudden, there was a louci
snap,

The juniors looked down, and, to thelr
amazement, they observed that the trap-
door was shut.

Jimmy Silver jumped forward at once,
with the intention of kicking the flap
open. ;

But at the same moment there came
the sound of a bolt being moved, and
Jimmy Silver realised to his borror that
the trapdoor was locked.

He- kicked on the fioor, hut the trap-
door did not move a fraction of an inch.

"My giddy aunt!” he exclaimed, thun-
derstruck. ~ “What the dickens is that
chap playing at?”

“Goodness knows!” said Lovell. “What
has he locked us in for? Surely- 2

“Let’s thump on the floor!” suggested
Raby.

The juniors kicked and thumped on the
trapdoor, but no answer came.

“That chap meant to lock us in!" said
Jimmy Silver. “I'm confident of that.
I didn't trust him at first, but—but—"

“Jimmy, old man,” said Tubby Aufin
nervously. “S-s-supposing  that old
gorilla comes out!”

"Oh, shut up, porpoise!” said Lovell,
disdainfully. “If the brute did come
out, and collar you, it might be a good
thing for us!”

“Rats!”

“Keep smiling, you fellows!” said
Jimmy 8ilver brightly. “We're prisoners
here; there’s no doubt about that. We
shall have to stick it until—well, until
that old josser sees fit to let us out.”

“But—but he may not let us out!”

“Well, we shall have to get cut some-
how!” said Jimmy Silver cheerily, “It
looks pretty hopeless, I must say, bub
we shall have to do something.”

And so it was agreed.

But after carefully
attic they came to the conclusion that
escape was practically hopeless. There-
fore it could not be wondered that they
at length sat down In dismal moods to
ponder over their unfortunate predica-
ment. THE END.

NEXT MONDAY.
THE MYSTERY OF THE WHITE HOUSE!

By OWEN CONQUEST,
DON'T MISS IT1I

examining the

FOR NEW ¢ ADERS.

THE KAISER is determined to obtain
. possession of the Mahdi's huge treasure
- which is hidden in the heart of the con-
tinent of Africa, and, .to do so, he
employs three desperate Germans named
BARON VON SLYDEN, CAPTAIN
STOOM, and VON SNEEXK.

The papers, however, containing the
gceret of the whereabouts of the treasure
. are in the possession of

- CAPTAIN HANDYMAN  and CY
- SPRAGU®, who decide to go in quest
ol the treasure, and to take with them

. among whom are DICK DORRINGTON,
CHIP, ARTY DOVE, SEELETON,
PORKIS, and PONGO WALKER.

~EL KOU0S, a npative wrestler, FLINT
- PASHA, a member of the Sudan Police,
are also amongst the party, as well ag
the boys™ pets, CECIL, the orang-outang,
HORACE, the goat, and GUS, the
crocodile.

Last. week's Instalment described how,
. after many thrilling adventures with Von
- Slyden & Co., in which the latter were
‘ defeated, the little expedition started
cn the last stage of the journey in the
~quest for the treasure.

*_On the way Chip, Diek Dorrington, and
Pongo Walker left the boats and went
- on land with their rifles, quite unaware
~of the fact that Horace, the goat, was
- Tollowing in their rear. Suddenly there
‘was a rustle in the undergrowth, and
next instant a huge animal come into

view.
“ My “It's a

E hat!” exclaimed Chip.
thino!”

(Read on from here.)

A Bath for Two.
With a shrill squeal of anger the brute
fushed forward.
- Chip fired, and the Lullet smacked on
the huge horn. i
Chip fired again, and leaped aside.
- The rifles of Pongo and Dick rang out
together,
But their bullets seemed useless against
‘Lhe thick hide of the powerful brute.
.~ A perfect fusillade was fired into the
animal, as, with his huge head lowered,
be selected Pongo as his particular foe.
. And at this critical woment the cart-
ridge in Pongo’s rifle jammed.
. “Hop it, Pongo!” yelled Chip, letting

drive at the great head.

- But his bullet ricoche(ted off the great,
bony mass as the rhino tossed his head,

' €hip could hear it whistling away harm-
lessly over the reeds.

- Pongo turned and ran, but the rhino
was after him like an express engine.
Pongo was a good runner, and could run
hundred yards better than most boys.

. He tore for his life. But suddenly a

ussock of rough grass tripped him up,
nd sent him sprawling on his face, with
is useless rifle beneath him. .

the boys of the Bombay Castle, chief |

LAL TATA, a cheery Hindu, TOOKUM |
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Dick and Chip gave a groan.

Pongo was done! 5

They gazed spellbound at their chum as
the huge rhino, squealing like a steam
siren, bore down on him at lightning
speed, ready to trample him to death.

They fired, and two bullets smacled
into the hrute.

But they might just as well have fired
into an express locomotive, for all the
stopping power that their bullets showed.

But though a hungred bullets could not
save Pongo, one runaway lurking goat was
right on the spot, ready for business,

As the great head of the thino was
lowered to gore the prostrate boy the
grass suddenly parted.

“Maw !» bleated Horace belligerently.

He fiew through the air like a bomb-
shell.

He had at last met a foeman worthy of
his steel—or, rather, of his cast-iron fore-
head and curling horns.

Thud!

His head hit the nose of the rhino travel-
ling at a speed of forty miles an hour,
and the huge brute stopped dead, whilst
Horace recoiled, squinting and staggered.

To butt a charging rhino at full speed
was like butting a brick wall.

But Horace was not dismayed. His four
legs were straddled out, and his green
eyes squinted horribly.

He had covered Pongo's retreat, for
Pongo, staggering to his feet, had leaped
aside, and, snatching back the bolt of his
rifle, had slipped the jammed cartridge

into position.

But he could not fire, for Horace was
attacking the rhino again,

Throwing himself into the air with a
tremendous bound, he dived head down
on to the rhino’s massive forehead.

There was a erack, and next instant
Horace was hurled thirty feet in the air.

But the rhino was knocked.

He stood wavering, swinging his huge
head from side to side as Ilorace came
down into the swampy ground which
hroke his fall,

That moment gave Pongo his chance.

Bis rifle rang ont, and the bullet of the
refractory cartridge sped, this time, true
to its billet.

It hit the rhino close under the eye,
travelling through its brain. And the
huge bulk of the brute rolled over, dead
as Pharaoh.

Pongo wiped his forehead as his chums
hurried up. B

“Jiminy!” he exclaimed. “0ld Horace
saved my bacon that time! If he hadn’t
butted in that chap would have rolied
me out as flat as a pancake. I don’t
think I shall go shooting rhines before
dinner again. Look! Here he comes, the
good old chap!» :

Horace looked an absolute disgrace as
he trotted up.

There was hardly any resemblance to a
goat in him.

He was one great ball of black mud,

of the Bombay Castle,

and his horns were festooned with swamp-
weed, )

But Horace was not disheartened by
bis fall into the swamp.

e leaped upon the prostrate body of
the huge rhino, and bleated triumphantly,
as much as to say:

% What do you think of me now?»

The sound of the rapid rifle-shots had
alarmed the boys at the falls.

They deserted their work of cutting a
road for the ecances and the launch
through the woods at the edge of the
falls, and, still carrying the axes and
the saws they were using, they ran to-
wards the scene of action.

Loud were their cheers when they dis-
covered Horace standing on the dead
rhino’s swelling ribs, whilst their chums

| were seated on his tremendous horned

head.

“Who killed him?* asked Skeletom.

“Well,» explained Pongo, “he died of
a variety of things. But it was an attack
of Horaceitis and a bullet through his eye
that put the kybosh on him.»

“ What are you going to do with him?9»
asked Skeleton.

“I should like to have him stuffed,”
said Pongo, with a wink to his chums.

Skeleton sighed pensively as he felt the
razor edge of his huge axe.

“I was thioking,” he said, “that I
would like to eut a steak or two off him
for my luneh. 1 have never tasted
rhinoceros-steak. But, of ecourse, if I
did that, it would spoil him for stufling,
wouldn't it?”

“That's just like you, Skeleton,” put
in Dick Dorrington. ™ You'd sooner stuff
yoursell than stuff anything that we
shoot.”

“All right, old Skeleton,” said Pongo
good-naturedly. “You can have a slice
or two off him. But you've got to eut
off his head for me.” I'll have that
cured, and set up when we get home.”

“Of caurse, 1'll cut off his head for
you," said Skeleton gratefully.

“Will you saw it off, or will you whack
it off with that axe?’ asked Pongo,

delighted to see Skeleton fall into the
trap.

“What rot, Skeleton!” put in Dick
Dorrington. “You can’t cut up a rhino

with that axe or that saw. You might
as well try to cut a steak out of an
iropclad !”

“I'll cut off his head first,” said the
undismayed Skeleton. “Stand aside, yon
chaps, and let me get at his neck!”

Skeleton swung his axe, and the three
who were seated on the great head of the
recumbent_rhino cleared off lhastiiy.

Swish! Whack!

Down came Skeleton’s axe on the huge

folds of the armour of the rhinoceros |

where the great shield of the back
covered the join of the neck. -
Skeleton put all his force into the
blow.

But the axe merely bounced off the tre-

mendous hide, as though he were hitting
at a lump of indiarubher.

Again and again he smote.

But the axe bounced off the rubber-
like armour of the defunct rhino.

Mr. Lal Tata, who had been disturbed
by the shots, came bustling up, butting
in on 8keleton at his grisly job.

“What you try to do, Skeletons, my
buck?” he asked.

“I'm trying to eut this rhino’s head
off, sir,” said Skeleton, Lhe perspiration
dripping off his forehead. “We're going
to have his head for our muscum, and I
am going to have a steak off the back.
I've never tasted rhinoceros, sir,” he
added, “and this chap is as tough 2as a
motor-tyre.”

“Why, you silly fellow, you ecannot
chop off the head of so great a brute

with axe!” exelaimed Lal. “He is not
Ring Charles the First!”
“More like Charley Peace!” put in

Pongo.

“Take hold of saw, Skeletons!” said
Lal, picking up the long two-handled
cross-eut gaw. “I will show you how to
cut up this rhinosplesheros fellow !”

“Think of the erackling, Skeleton,” put
In Dick Dorrington, as Skeleton, seizing
hold of the bapdie of the saw, com-
menced to saw vigorously with Lal

Swish, swish! went the long saw as Lal
pufifed and pulled, and Skeleton puffed
and pushed.

But the teeth did not bite on the
fresh rhino-hide. It was like sawing at
an indiarubber mat,

Lal’s eyes ralled, and the perspiration
poured down from under his tarban.

“This is a most tough old rhino-
splasheros!” he gasped. “But never say
perish, Skeletons, my boy.”

And the two sawed away vigorously,
whilst the boys gathered round them, and
cheered.

Perhaps it was the cheering that
stirred up Horace, or perhaps he re-
garded the defunct rhino as his own
particular prey.

Perched up on the swelling ribs, like
an ibex on a rock, he glared at these two
who were trying to remove the tre-
mendous head.

Then suddenly, without cven a bleat of
warning, he leaped.

Lal dropped the handle of the saw.

“Oh!” he shouted. “Look  out,
Skelctons! This goat fellow is up to
mischiefs again!”

There was no doubt that Horace was
annoyed at having his prey sawn up like
a log of firewood. -

He pawed the ground, and lowered his
head threateningly.

Lal was struck by a sudden inspiration.

“Be calm, Skeleton!” he urged. “Don't
take notices of Horace. Let us make
pretend that we are walking home to
lunch peacesomely. Then he will not
make an attacks on us.”

Lal seized Skeleton by the arm, and

.
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By DUNCAN STORM,

they marched off across the swamp, arm-
1o-arm.

Horace looked after them, surprised by
their sudden, yet calm, retirement.

Their departure took him ahack.

They had started to spoil his rhino-
They had walked off, leaving the

‘two-handled saw across the dead brute’s

neel.

Horace was perplexed.

He did not like the saw, anyway. The
gritting of its teeth on the rough hide of
the rhino had got on his nerves.

8o he Lutted at the saw, throwing 1%
in the air,

The teeth of the preat saw were blunted
by the rhinoceros-hide.

But there was yet a considerable bite
in them as the blade, whistling back
through the air like a boomerang, fell
across Ilorace’s hack, touching him up
like a dozen spurs.

That was enough for Horace.

In a second he was off gfter the retir.
ing Lal, who was walking arm-in-arm
with Skeleton.

Dick Dorrington and his chums whistled
when they saw Horace start off, but Lal
Wwas too busy chattering to Skeleton to
heed their warning.

“You see, Skeletons, my dear fellow,”
Lal was saying, “thars is nothing like
coolness when dealing with wild heasts
like our Horace fellow. He was angry
with us for altempting to extract steak
from rhinoceros. But when we drep saw,
and  walk away, making pretence of
having noihing to do with same, Horace
is bewildered. You see, he will make
butts at saw-—not at usi"

But Horace was not so bewildered as
Lal predicted.

Leaping through the long grass like a
frisky terrier, he was upon Lal and
Skeleton before they were aware of hia
presence,

Lal had turned as they arrived at the
edge of a narrow difch, which ran
through the swampy ground.

He saw the grasses move hehind them,
and thought that this was Porkis follow-
ing them,

“Look out, Porkee, my boy!” he called
out. “Have a care! There is a muddy
ditch here! Bchold! T swing my arms
three times, and make long jumpsi®

Lal and Skeleton stood on the edge of
the ditch, swinging their arms prepara-
tory to jumping, when the swaying grassg
parted, and Horace shot out of cover.

Lal was stooping for the jump when
Horace eaught him,

It was a right and left-handed butt,
delivered at lightning speed, which sent
first Lal and then Skeleton Aying high
into the air.

Then down they came witk a plop into
the middle of an old wallow of the
defunct rhinoceros. .

The defunct rhinoceres had done him-
self very well. . }

hen a rhino digs himself out a
bath, and rolls in it every day, he works
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' BARKER, THE BOUNDER!
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“You—you—— Oh, why don't you
fedve me alone?’ muttered Jack Jackson.
“What cver pleasure do you find in
taunting e like this? Why don’t you.go
your way, and let me go mine?”

“My dear chap,” said the bounder,
“T'm too fond of your company for that.
I've ltﬂkcm a real liking to you, you

ow !”

“Dorn't tell such lies!” cried Jack Jack-
son_hotly.

“But I have, honest Injun!” said
Barker.
“Then why don't you treat me

decently?” demanded Jack Jackson.

- “What do you want to threaten to

write, to your father and get my pater
sacked for?”

“Just for a bit of fun!” said the
bounder, with a careless gir.. “But I
shouldn’t have to threater you if you
did all I asked you to.

|AGAINST
T

A Splendid Long Complete
& Story of
FRANKH RICHARDS & CO.,
the Chums of the School in
the Backwoods.

By MARTIN CLIFFORE

——

The 1st Chapter.
Black Ingratitude!

“Peckaver, by gum”

There had-been a heavy fall of snow
in the Thompsen Valley, aulfl the Cedar
Creek trail was thick witll the white
flakes. :

Frank Richards and Bob Lawless were
trudging through the snow towards
Cedar Creck Sclhool, when Bob suddeuly
halted.

Ahead of the two eschoolboys on the
trail a fur-clad figure had come in sight.

t_was Mr. Peckover, the headmaster
of Hillerest School, with his fur-coat
turned up round hisgchin, the.flaps of his
cap drawn down over his ears, and little
more of his face showing than his long,
thin, red nose. -

But the chums of Cedar Creek knew
that nose.

Ar. Peckover's head was bent against
the keen wind that blew from the smowy
slopes of the Rocky Mountains in the
fur distance.

He was coming towards the Cedar
Creek fellows, but he had not seen them.

“Dear old Peckover!” said Bob Law-
less, with a grin. *“And there's plenty of
snow handy, Franky.”
hFri;mk Richards laughed and shook his

cad.

“Not good enough, Boh,” he answered. |

"“He will come along to Cedar Creek and
camplain if we snowball him.”

“But it’s too good a chance to be lost!”
urged Bob.
ug, and we can take cover, and snowball
him as he Inoseys by.”

“He.can't come yarning to Miss Mea-
dows if he doesn’'t seec us,” argued Bob.
*“And he’s asked for it, hasn't ‘he? Isu't
he down on us, nice as we are?”

“Yes; bu 2

“Don’t but, old chap; get into cover,

. and geb some snowhalls ready.”

Bob Lawless was evidently determined.

The chums of Cedar Creek had had
many rubs with Mr, Peckover, and they
h:s.dtno love for the beadmaster of Hill-
crest.

And really it did scem too good a

chance to be lost.
“Oh, all right!" said Frank. “But——"
“Ifallo!” ejaculated Bob suddenly.

Mr. Peckover was about a dozen yards

away now, but with his head still bent
and his eyes on the trail he had not
gcen the chums of Cedar Creek, so far.

But all of a sudden, as he came abreast
of a thick patch of spruce beside the
trail, Mr. Peckover gave a wild jump.

TFrom the spruce thicket a snowball had
whizzed with deadly aim, and it landed
fairly on the sharp red nose of the
schoolmaster.

There was a sudden howl from Mr.
Peckover as he jumped.

“My hat!” exclaimed Frank Richards
in  astonishment. “Who was that?
There’s somcbody in- the timber!”

Whiz, whiz!

Crash!

From the spruce whizzing snowhalls
came thick and fast.

It was evident that there was
ambush beside the trail, and Mr. Peck-
gver had walked into it.

Frank Richards and Bob Lawless stared
on at the scene.

‘Their snowballs were not wanted.

Mr. Peckover was fairly dancing as the
shower. of missilesscame peliing-from.the
* thieket, smiting him" hip and thigh,

You've got a

“The old bird hasn't seen |

an |

the previous page.)

nasty habit of kicking against the traces,
you know!”

“What eclse do you expect when you
try to make me act like an utter black-
guard?” said Jack Jackson. *“I—"

“I'm not aware that I've done anything
of the kind,” said Barker.

“You made me go into that rotten
inn,” said Jack Jackson. "I reckon it's
an aet of blackguardism for a chap to

being the case, I must ask you to con-
form to my ways. If I hadn’t taken
such a fancy to you, I shouldn’t-dream of
threatening to get your guv'nor the push
if ._v(t)hg'fllidn‘t do as I tell you.”

Jack Jackson groaned miserably.

said Barker. “Let’s go for a

stroll.

enter a disreputable public-house!”
“Matter of opinion,” drawled the
bounder. “I don’t think it is, and that.

“You're making a fuss over nothing,”-

walk will—
ass Bunny!”

The duffer of the Fourth came strolling
towards the old elms.

There was & very thonghtful look on
his face as he approached.

“1 hope you'll excuse me,” he said
quietly. *But—"

“What the dickens do you want?”
manded the bounder curtly.

“1 wish to have a few words with
Jackson,” eaid Bunny simply.

“Jackson's in Coventry,” said Barker.
“Surely you know you aren’'t allowed to
speak to him?” X

“I am quite aware of that,” said the
dutter. “I am afraid, however, that I
must act against the order of the Form.”

“You'll be sent to Coventry, too.”

T shall have to risk that,”
Bunny. “I feel that it 1s absolutely
necessary for me to say a few words {o

Hallo, here comes that

into the depths of blackguardism.” -
“What's that?’ exclaimed Jack Jack-

son hotly, giving the duffer a grim look.
“Please be good eneugh to calm your-

A
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self, Jackson," 1id - Bunny.
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C“Thut’s sauce, if you like!

de- |

said -

Jackson to prevent him from descending

“Even

though your bad habits may be numer-
ous, there is no reason why yecu should
add an uncontrollable temper to them.”

DBy pad!” exclaimed the hounder.
Dot him one
on the nose, Jackson!”

“Jackson would do far better to listen
to what I have to say to him,” said the
dufler calmly. “I feel it is my duty to
urge upon 'Jackson to give ‘up the had
ways he has adopted. Whisky-drinking
is one of the—"

“Knock off, ass!” exclaimed Barker.

“T refuse to do aunything of the kind!”
declared the duffer. “You must be aware,
Jackson, of the results of whisky-drinking.
A drunkard—"

“By gad,” ecried the bounder, “I
wouldn’t stand that, Jacksoun, if I were
you! Give him one on the nose!” .
Juack Jaekson’s fists were c¢lenched tight,
‘and it locked as though he were about to
adopt the suggestion.

“Whilst. I do not think for one moment
that you. are an inveterate drinker,
Jackson,” went on Bunny fervenily,
“there is no_doubt that in time——"

“Go . for him, Jackson!”.

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Bob.
“Yaroooh!”
Whiz, whiz, whiz! .
The snowballers were still Invisible;
the thick epruce hid them from sight.

But their aim was deadly,

Snowballs. smashed all over Mr. Peck-
{ over as he yelled and jumped and dodged.

He lost his footing suddenly in the
snow and rolled over. .

Then there was a sound of crashing in
the thicket as the unseen snowhallers
fied through the timber—still unseen.

“Who the dickens are they?” ex-
claimed Frank Richards. “Not Cedar
Creek chaps, I think.”

“T guess mot!” chuckled Bob Lawless.
“Look there!™

He pointed through an opening in the
timber.

Trom where they stood the chums could
sep three figures darting among the leal-
less trees in full flight.

“Dicky Bird!” exclaimed Frank.

“And Blumpy and Tisher!” grinned
Bob. “Hillerest chaps—pelting their own
| merry headmaster, too!  Peckover doesn't
seem popular with his pupils.”

In a moment or two Dicky Bird and his
comrades vanished into the forest.

On the trail, Mr. Peckover was still
rolling in the snow, gasping and snorting.

“Let's give the old bird a hand up!”
said Bob Lawless good-naturedly.

Mr. Peckover was really in mneed of
assistance. ¥

He had rolled into a drift beside the
trail, and nearly disappcared from sight.

Frank Richards and Bob Lawless ran
towards him,

From the snowdrift a capped head and
a red nose emerged.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow1” came from the half-
buried schoolmaster.

Bob Lawless grasped Mr. Peckover by
the shoulder, and Frank Richards seized

_his arm.

They dragged together, and the angular
gentleman was pulled out of the drift.

He landed gasping in the trail.

“Ow! ©Deoocoop!”

“All right now, sir!” said Bob Lawless,
suppressing hiss merriment. “Sct him on
his tootsies, Franky!”

“Up with you,
Richards cheerily. :

The chums of Cedar Creek had quite
i forgotten their original intention of snow-
balling Mr. Peckover themselves.

Certainly he lpoked as if he was not in
need of any more snowballing.

He was smothered with snow from head
to foot, and looked a good deal like
Father Christmas as the ¢hums set him
on his feet.

He gasped. and.spluttered breathlessly.

“You young scoundrels!” .

sir!” satd Frank

“What?” ejaculated Frank.

“You young rascals!” ;

“Well, I like that!” said Bobh Lawless.
“Ts that what you call thanks for helping
you out of the drift, Mr. Peckover?”

*“1—I—I— You young villains!”

Mr. Peckover glared round wildly for
his stick, which he had dropped when he
* Tolled over.

Frank Richards
handed it to him. ‘

The moment the angular gentleman

picked it up and

grasped it he brought it across Frank's_

shoulders with a sounding whack.

Trapk gave a yell.

“Why—what—you—"

“You young rascals!”
Peckover furiously. “T will thrash you
within an inch of your lives! You—you
dare to snowball me——"

The two schoolboys dodged.

“But we didn’t!” yelled Bob. “We ran
up to help you! It was somebody in the
timber who snowballed you.”

“Don’t tell me falschoods!™

Slash! o ‘

“You silly old duffer!” shouted Frank.
“Keep off, you fathead! I tell you it
was— - Oh, my hat!”

Instead of keeping off Mr. Peckover
rushed on, with his stick flourishing in
the air.

He was under the impression that it
was the Cedar Creek chums who had
snowballed bim, and their denials were
of no use. Mr. Ephraim Peckover was
not of a trustful disposition.

Frank and Bob dodged the stick, with
some difficulty. But Mr. Peckover was
not to be denied.

He pressed on, the stick lashing out;
and he would certainly have done some
damage with it had not Bob rushed in
and butted.

Bob’s head smote the schoolmaster on
the -centre of his fur-coat, and fairly
bowled him over.

He staggered back, and sat down in the
snowdrift from which the chums had
rescued him a few minutes before.

“Yooooop!”

Mr. Peckover's head and feet showed
above the drift; the rest of him was
out of sight.

“My hat! T've a jolly goed mind to
give him some of his own stick!” ex-

claimed Frank Richards wrathfully,
“Leave him .there, anyway.”

“You bet!”

“Yow-ow-ow! Help!” yelled Mr. Peck-
over.

But the chums were not disposcd to
render further help.

They tramped on down the trail, leav-
ing Mr. Peckover to sort himsell out at

his levisure.

shouted Mr.

l'WELL-PLACED FOR PUNISHMENT!

The 2nd Chapter.
Called Over the Coals.

Miss Meadows frowned. .

Cedar Creek was at afternoon lessons,
when there came a loud knock at the
door of the big school-rcom.

The door was flung open, and Mr. Peck- |
over strede in.

Frank Richards and Bob Lawless ex- i

changed a quick Took,
“ After us, you bet!” murmured Bob.
“You fellows been ragging Peckover?”
asked Beauclere, in a whisper.
“No; but he thinks we have.”

“By gum! He looks wrathy!” mur-
mured Chunky Todgers.
Mr. Peckover looked exceedingly

wrathy as he strode down the school-
room towards Miss Meadows.

' Miss Meadaws——" spluttcred the un-
expected visitor.

“Really, Mr. Peckover—"

“I have come to lay a complaint
before you, madam!” snorted Mr. Peck-
OVEr,

This is .peither the .time mnor the
place, sir. You are interrupting my
work,” said Miss Meadows coldly.

“Two hoys in this class, madam, have
assaulted me!” shouted Mr. Peckover.

-He stared round the class, and pointed
a bony forefinger at I'rank Richards and
Bob Lawless.

“Those two young scoundrels, Richards
and Lawless!” he exclaimed.

Miss Meadows set her lips.

“Pray calm yourself, sir! Richards
and Lawless, step ouf before the class!”

Frank Richards “and his Canadian
cousin stepped out obediently.

The eyes of all Cedar Creek were upon
them. .

The two schoolboys were quite cool.

Mr. Peckover was very far from cool.

“Ttichards! Tawless! You bave—"
began the schoolmistress. |

“Not at all, Miss Meadows!”
Frank quietly.

“You do not deny Mr. Peckover's state-
ment " !

said |

“Yes, ma'am.”
“The bhoy is lying!” thundered Mr.
Peckover. “These two young rascals

threw snowhalls at me on the trail,
between this school and Hillerest, and
caused me to fall into a drift.”

“This is very serious, Richards,” saild
Miss Meadows, frowning. “If you have
done this—"

“But we haven't, Miss Meadows,” said
Frank Richards earnestly.

“Did you meet Mr. Pcckover on tihe
trail?”

“Yes; but—"

“Kindly tell me what happened, then.”

“I have told you what happened, Miss
Meadows!” - thundered ~ Mr. Peckover.
“And I demand the instant and scvere

punishment of these two young rascals.”

u_rgéd the

| threw the snowballs.”

| heen aware that Dicky

‘patiently.

bounder, and at the same time he gave

Jack Jackson @ push from Lehind.
Jackson’s clenched fist was lield out in

front of him, and ag he staggered to-

wards the duffer, it seemed as“ithough

he wag
stomach:
At the same moment there came 'a
shout from the quadrangle, and next
instant Dicky Turner came dashing up.
“You rotter!” he cried hotly. “I'l_
téach you to hit a fellow in the stomach!
Take that, and that!” x
Twice in quick succession Dicky drove
his flst in Jack Jackson's face, =
The latter landed with a thud on the
snowy ‘ground, and Dieky Turner leaned
over tum, his fist held forward in a
threatening manner., ° =
“Get . up,. yon ead!™ he excluimed
angrily. “And l&r'll give you the biggest
hiding of your life!” i

aiming a blow at ‘Bunny's

{Another magnificent long instalment
of this splendid new serial in next Mons
day’s issue of the BoY§' FRIEND. [ should
be glad if readers would write and let me
krow what they think of this new story.)

_“If they are guilty of assailing .you,
sir, they will be punished; but, naturally,
I shall hear their account first,” said
Miss Meadows tartly. )
“They will utter falsehoods—" r
“We shall do nothing of the kind!"
exclaimed Frank Richards indignantly.
“And only a-cad would say so.” £
“Wha-a-at!” spluttered Mr. Peckover.

" “You hear him, madam?”

“Bilence, Richards!”

“He has no right to call us liars,
ma’am,” said Frank.
“Tell me what occurred,” sald Miss

Meadows, with a worried look.

“I repeat that I have told you, madam,
that—" ;

“Allow Richards to speak, please, Mr.
Peckover.” 5

Mr. Peckover snorted, but he gave
Frank a chance to speak.

Frank explained what had taken placs
on the trail, Mr. Peckover punctuating
his remarks with a series of scornful
sniffs. : ;

Misgs Mcadows' brow cleared as she
listened.

“Did you see the persons who snow-
balted MMr. Peckover, Richards?” she
asked.

“Yes, ma’am.

“Who were they?” i

“I—I'd rather not mention their names,
ma’am,” staimmered Frank. “Mr. Peck-
over has no right to come bherc for in-
formation.” -

“The boy is lying!” t{hundered Mr.
Peckover. “It was he and his com-
panion wha threw the snowballs at me!”

“I do not believe Richards is capable
of lying,” said Miss Meadows quictly.
“It appears that you di ot, see who

“I saw these boys™ ‘th
shouted Mr. Peckover.

“Oh! You are surel” !

“1 am positive, madam.” EB ’

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Frank:

He was quite taken aback. '

If Mr, Peckover. bad seen who ‘thréw
the snowballs, he "would certainly have
Bird & Co., were
the culprits, and he would not have
come to Cedar Creek to look for them.

Mr. Peckover was, in fact, not .speak-
ing the truth. s

Miss Meadows looked very troubled.

Mr. Peckover's statement was positive
on -one side, apd that of Frank Richards
and Bob equally positive on the other.

The ¢lass looked on breatblessly, won-
dering what the schoolmistress’ decision
would be. i

“You—you are sure that you actually
saw these boys throw the snowballs, Mr.
Peckover?” asked Miss Meadows slowly.

“I have said so, madam,” answered the
master of Hillerest. :

*And you, Richards and Lawless—"

“We deny it, ma’am,” said Frank
Richards steadily. *“Mr. Peckover is not
telling the truth.”

“He is telling lies!” said Bob Lawless
bluntly. :
The Hillerest master trembled with -
rage. - '

“You hear them, madam?” he stut-
tered. *“This is the language your bhoys
use towards me!" . )

Miss Meadows made a gesture. "« -

“ Xllow - me “to speak, -Mr. Peckover.
Richards, I should he very sorry to doubt
your word, but Mr. Peckover says posi-
tively—" . E .

“He is not speaking the truth, ma'am.”

“You say that you saw who threw the
snowhalls?” “hi

“VYeg, ma'am.” |

“Then you must give me their names,
Richards.” i s
Frank and Bob exchanged a -troubled
look. ? =i

It did not occur to Miss. Meadows that
the Hillcrest master had been snow-
balled by his own pupils, upon whom
terrific punishment was certajn to_ fall
if Mr, Peckover learned the facts. )

The chums of Cedar Creck did not

W, them!”

intend to betray Dicky Bird & Co. That
was impossible. L L
But it was impossible, too, to explain

their motive for withholding the mames.

Miss Meadows' brow grew sterner as
they hesitated to speak. \ ;

«They cannot givé the names,” said Mr.
Peckover, with a sneer.- “There are no
names to be given, as.-théy are guilty1*

«] am waiting, Richards!® said Miss
Mendows ominously.

«]—T— stammered Frank.

«] infer, Richards, from what you say,
that Mr. Peckover was snowballed by
some of the town boys,” said Miss
Meadows. “There is no-reason. whatever
why you should not give their names and
clear yourself,” )

% There is a reason—"

“What is it 7

& I‘“‘I-_—:’

“ Well i exclalmed Miss Meadows ime




. better yarn than thati»
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“I can't give the names,” said Frank
desperately, % There is & reason, but I
can’t explain it.”

“That's so!” said Bob Lawless. *But

you know that we are not liars, Miss |

Meadows,” Lol 2
* &1 certainly thought so, Lawless,” saiil
the schoolmistress sternly. - « But if_ you
refuse to take a perfectly easy method of
" clearing yourselves I ‘must alter. my

opinion.  For the last timé, will you
answer my question 7» :
. Bilence,

“Are you. satisfled now?” asked Mr.
Peckover, with a sneer. ;
. “I am satisfied,”"'said -Miss Meadows,

‘frewning. “Richards and Lawless, as yon |

-have nothing to say, I assume that Mr.
Peckover’s 'statement is correct, and I
-shall punish you severely.” .

.- Frank and Bob did not speak.

They did not blame Miss Meadows, who
-could scarcely take any other view; but
their feelings towards Mr. Peckover were
“almost homicidal, - o i

1 will witness the punishment, Mlss
~Meadows,” said. the. Hillecrest master, his
thin lips setting hard.

“'There is noobjection to that, sir.”

Miss Meadows took the pointer from her
_deSk_. ¢ I i . .

The next few minutes were very painfnl

to the two chums,
fliction without ‘a sound. 3
- .Miss Meadows félt: that it was a time |
o be severe ; and though such punishment
was_seldom, adiinisterell at Cedar Creek,
the schoolmistress could be severe when.
‘she thought it necessary. .
-« Frack and- Dob. squeezed their hands
hard, as they wenthack to their places®
‘= Mr. Peckover, with a glimmer of satis-
faction in his eyes, left ‘the school-room,
and lessons proceeded at Cedar Creek.

The 3rd" Chapter.
Yen Chin . Chipa in.

" ®You galoots are a pair of jays, and ]

‘8o mistaka!”. .

‘ ‘That was .Eben Hacke's opinion, de-

divered in the playground, when Cedar

‘Creek was dimissed after lessons, -° |

“Awful duffers!» remarked Chinky
“Todgers. - “Yoit ‘ought to have spun a

¥ What 'do’ you ‘mean, you fa% idiot?”

growled Bob Lawless, TET T R

- Dob's temper was not at its best just

then. i - g 3 ' ; :

54Vell,” sald Chunky sagely, “I guess

you.oysht to have told the trath; bub if .

Fou were going to spin a yarn, you should

have spun a likély one,” ;

%1 caleulate s6'1sald. Hacke. /
" “You silly chumps!” exclaimed Frank
Richards angrily. “It wasn't a yarn; it
was the frozen truth,» |
- “Then why ' couldn't you give the
mames?” asked Chunky Todgers incredu-
lously. '-° G . 4 1
"_““Because they were Hillcrest chaps, you
Tat duffer?? - o | .

.50h!” ejaculated Chunky.

- &1 guessed that,” said Molly Lawrence.
#1 guessed ib 2t once, Frank.»

“You've got some sense, Molly!” said
Frank. “iI was afraid old'Péckover would

- guess ib. But he's an old chump!» h

“My hat®” .gaid Beauclere, with a
whistle. “Who were they, then, Frank?»

“Dicky Bird and Fisher and Blumpy,»

% Phew!” said Eben Hacke. “0ld Peck-
“over would: have gkinned them alive if
ke'd known !»

© “That's why we didn’t tell him, ass!®
“¥ou took a licking instead,” said Tom

Lawrence.

" “Well, what could we do?” grunted Rob,

“The worst of it is that Miss Meadows
thinks we've been telling crams,” said

.Frank Richards. ©That's worse than the |
caning:®? - -

-“Ugly ole Peckover tellee lies!” re. ]
marked Yen Chin, the Chinee, |

% Yes.” !

“VYellee badee man!® sald Yen Chin.
¥ Yellee wicked tellee lies!»

“Well, yon ought to know all about it, .
Yen Chin,” said Bob Lawless. % You never .
tell anything else,» .
~ “Yen Chin . good Chinee,” said the
Celestial. «Me vellee solly Missee Meadee
.tinkee Flanky tellee whoppee. Me makee
all light.» -

“How can you make it all right, you |
silly ‘heathen?” growled Frank. !

Yen Chin grinned.

“Me clevee Chinee—oh, yes! Me makee
zll Tight 1” .

“Rats!” grunted Frank,

The chums of Cedar Creek sat in the
porch to fasten on their snowshoes for
the run home.

Yen Chin disappeared into the house.

Frank and Bob were in a glum humour,
.and Yere Beauclere was sympathetie,

The caning had heen severe, but the
2ffects of that were wearing off.

Butb to be condemned by Miss Meadows
for having spoken falsely was harder. .

They valued the good opinion of the
. Canadian schioolmistress.

“It’s .rotten!” growled Frank. =« We
can't explain: and Miss Meadows will’
think badly of us. I'm going to scalp

., Peckover somchow |»

- #1 pguess we'll..make him. sit
growled Bob wengefully,
cught to be lynched!

up!”
-®T regkon he
I suppose’ he be-

>

But they Lore the in-'{ !

1 Flanky

(Continucd from the previous page.)

lleves it was us; but that's no excuse for
telling thumping lies !” iy

Yen Chin came gliding out of the house 4
with a grin on bis yellow face.

“0le Flanky——" he began, e

“QOh, don't worry !»

“Miss Meadee wantee speakee * to
Flanky and ugly ole Bobh» . 3

“Is that a message, you blessed

henthen 2 exclaimed Lob, ; .
®Oh,. yes! Missee Meadee tellee e
tellce you.” 2 e
“More trouble!” growled Boh. %Come |
on, Frank! We're up against it to-day,
and no mistake 12
The chums kicked off
and went into the house,
The door of Miss Méadows' sitting-room
Wwas open, and they presented themselves
there with glum faces.
- Miss Meadows, somewhat to their. sur--
prise gave them a kindly glance as she
beckoned them to exter. = Moy
I haye just been told something;” the
schoolmistress began. C s
“Yes, mu'am!” said Bob Lawless. re-
signedly. “We're ready.” ' >
Miss Meadows smiled.

their snowshoes,

“1 have nct sent for you to punish you,
Lawless.,” |

“0h!” ejaculated Bob.

“It appears,” said Miss Meadows

gravely, ®that, contrary to my belief, you
were speaking the truth this afternoon

when Mr. Petkover called here.” - 1
“We were, Miss Meadows,” said Frank.

might have some boyish chivairous motive |
for concealing the names of the persons
concerned in attacking Mr. Peckover, Is |
it the case, Lawless, that the. persons
referred. to -belonged to Mr. Peckover's
school 2» AN
Silence. ]
“You: need not hesitate to speak
frankly,” said Miss Meadows. & Mr. Peck-
over-is not here now, and T have no‘inten. .
tion of cequainting him with what' you
tell me.» £ T 3
“Oh!” said Boh,
Meadows, we'll give
enough. It wassome Hillerest chaps who
snowballed him. "We couldn't give ‘em
away to their headmaster, ma'am.» - -
“Their names?” said Miss Meadows.

“In that case, Miss
you the facts fast

quickly, X .
“Bird, Fisher, and Blumpy,”. said Dob, ]
without hesitation. - T
Miss Mendows pursed her Tips. =
“I understand now,” she said, - o
“I hope you believe us  now, Miss
Meadows,” said Frank Richards. .« kinow
it looked ,suspicious our not givinz their
names ; but now you know the reason—— » |
<< 1 fully believe you,. Richards; and T.
am sorty you have been punished; but at
the time you left me no alternative » K
©On, that doesn't matter, ma‘am i» sdiq.
Boh, “We're .not made of putty—=T—-1-]
mean, we:don't mind a bit. But we didn
want you to think we whre L T
“I do npt think so, Lawless, and T am
very glad'that you have been set right in
my eyes Mr, Petkover was—ahem —4
mistaken. . No doubt, in the-excitbinent of ;
the moment, he Tancied that he had 5een |
you throw. the spowbai]s.» - i ;
Tho. schoolboys had their own opinion *
about that, but they did not utter it. |
- They had a~suspicion, too, that Miss
Meadows shared their opinion. 1
“You may go,” said Miss Meadows. .
“Qood-bye, my boys I» - oA
¥Good-hye, Miss Meadows [» ‘
The. chums walked out in great spirits.:
“But how the dickens did Miss Meadows ]|
know 7 exclaimed Bob, as he sat down ]
';gofnge porch 'to put on his snowshoes once
‘Flﬁnl'nk %hnlqkl 'ﬂis head. . ;
.. “ Blessed i Know, Boh! She sa
ha‘dA:Jleen %ol?tsomething." "id she
“Allee  light, oh yes?” Yen
gnrincd ixzto t}]ie porch. . Cthn?
“Yes, it's all right, heathen,” grin
Bob' Lawicss, Iaughing,. - e od;
“What me tellee you?" grinned Yen

Chin. “IMe makee all light, what you
;.ink"cc? Yen Chin good old lascal—oh, -
res !’ e

Trank Richards uttered an exelamation.
“You told Miss Meadows, Yen Chin$”
The Chinee nodded.

“Me tellee,” he answered
light, you bet!
Zood boy." |
_ “You young ass! exclaimed Bob. “As
it happens, Miss Meadows isn't going to -
tell Peckover; but she might have—_»

“Neyee mindee; allee samee.”

“You blessed hecathen, you might have
got Dicky Bird lagged by old Peckover! |
I've a jolly good mind—"

“All's well that ends well,”
Vere Beauclere, with a
turned out all right, Bob.”

“Well, that's so,” admitted Bob,
the same—"

“Bob TLawless ugly ole lascal!” . ex-
claimed” Yen Chin indignantly. “Velly
unglateful. .Go and choppee-chippee !”

“Well, I guess I'm oblized to Yyou, as
it turns out,” said Bab., But if it had
led to Dicky Bird being lagged I'd have
roped you, heathen, and that's a cert!” .

“Bob Lawless velly ugly!” was Yen
Chin's reply as he walked away.

Bob laughed.

“I.guess I'm glad we're all 0.X.
Miss Mendows again,” he said. “But all
the same, we're going to make Peckover
sorry for telling lies and getting us into. |
hot water.”

“We are!”
phatically. -

And Vere Beauclere nodded assent,

The three chums were of one opinion in'
that matter, and as they plided . home-.

" Settee ole
Chinee velly

interposed
laugh.  ““It's

“All

with’

said Frank Richards em-

Prios
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“It did not occur to me then that you }

“In confidence, of course,” she nddeq,

ward _tjjrough the dusk and the snow they

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

A o
were thinking of ways and means for
making Mr. GPcckover of Hillerest duly
sorry.

The 4th Chapter,
« Locking  for Trouble.

Frank Richards & Ca. did some think-
iug on the following day, and their think- .

g wias by no means on the subject of |

their lessons. :

They were thinking of Mr. Peckover.

- Their rivalry. with Dieky Bird and the
other fellows at Hillerest was quite of a
gopd-natured kind, but they did not ieel
good-natured towards the Hillcrest head-
master. i

But how to “go for ” Ephraim Peckover
was rather a. perplexing problem. J

They decided that it liad to he done,
but the “how " remained a problem, and
it was not quite scttled when lessons
were over fof the day. .

The snow was still thick on the trails,
and the chums had.come to. scheol on.
their snowshoes. ]

After lessons the trio glided out at the-
‘gates together, cheerily enough in the:

keen, frosty air.
© UThis way!” called out Bob,
started. 2 e

He' slid off into -the Thompson trail,
whicih led in the direction of Hillcrest
School, for some distance.

His'chums followed him.

as they

“Not going - to 'Thompson?” asked
Erunk.
“Nope; Hillerest!” answered Bob
briefly.
“The Hillcrest fellows will be gone
ome;"

“All the befter; the 'coast will be
ctlear,” said Beb. “I guess it's Peckover
we're’going to see.” -

“But—" began Frank.

T “We're goihg to imake the rotter sit
up for telling lies about us!" said Bob.
“It's gob to be did.”

“But how?”

“We sha'n't find out how by going
home, 1
we'll see.”

“0h, all right!"”

The_three chums moved rapidly along
the thickly-snowed trail, and turned oif
into the path to Hillcrest. 2
They were not long in coming in sight
of the new school. .

The snow was falling iu light flakes,
and the hizh fence 'of the school enclo-

isure was tipped with white, as well as
‘the roofs.of the buildings. .

Dusk was deepening over the wonds,
From™the roofs of Hillerest a column
of ‘sméke rose irom a chimney, and was
lost in the dusk of the cvening. 1 ]
‘The gates were closed and locked. .
Frank and Beauclere lopked rather
humorously at their determined  chum, ¥
So fir as they could see, there was
“nothing doing.” &
. “We're going in," said Bob.
“ But—"

“Peckover lives there In the school-
house, and there's only the man-of-all-
work, “and " hi3 wife #s well,” said Bob.

“Nothing to be afraid of.”

Wi Xes ;. — : o T
“Chuck off "your snowshoes and- follow

‘but—-

-¥our leader, old scout, and.not so much
‘chinwagd” ‘said Bob, who had evidently |

made up his mjind. ,
“Oh, all right!” - . |
The boys took off their snowshpes out-’

side the fence, and, with Bob leading the |

way, they climbed the high fence and

dropped  down inside. 3

. It "was easy enough to approach the

‘house unseen in the gathering dusk, ‘and,

with the thick snow deadening the sound

of their boots. =

As they moved on towards the house
they were unaware of the fact that four
faces rose over the fence from the out-
side and looked after them.

““Dicky Bird, Fisher, Blumpy, and Wat-

son, the chums of Hillerest, were the | .

four, and they were grinning.

“Dear little innocent kids!* murmured
Djcky Bird. “They don't know they've
been spotted. They've a lot to learn at
Cedar Creck.”

His comrades chuckled.

“But what the thunder are they doing
here?” asked Watson.

Dicky shook his head.

“I give that onc up!" he said. «I

-#uess they're after us, but they ought ta-.

know. that school's closed hefore thids
time. We shouldn’t have known they.
were ‘here, even, if we hadn’t happeneil
to spot ‘them coming up. the trail. I

wonder if it's a stunt on Peckover,
though.  They don’t like our head-
master.”
“Any more than we do!” grunted
Blumpy.

“We don’t, Blumpy, old chap; but we
don't allow Cedar Creek kids to rag our
hcadmaster, all the same.”

“No fear!” sald Fisher,

“Cedar Creek’s got to be kept in.its
place. We're the top:notch school of
this section, and the rest are nowhere.

Let's get to Hillerest, and then {'

1 ‘open window.

The Bun-oating Boy, who
borrows bobs and bolts bis-
cuits,

'BILLY
BUNTER,

" Is booméd In the

“ MAGNET,” price 11d.
Every British boy should book

an order with his bookseller
for the “MAQNET." s

I guess we're
a tip about inviting themselves here.
Come after me, and keep quiet.”

Dicky Bird dropped down inside the
fence. i s
_Irs companions, followed him, falling
silently into the thick snow..

Meanwhile, Frank Richards & Co. had
reached the . log . schoolhouse, utterly
oblivious of Dicky Bird's proximity.-

The three chums had raced along the

trails on their snowshoes, and they  had |

not observed the Hillerest fellows in the
dusk of the woods,
observed themselves, .

-For the
unaware of that fact.

“Well, now we're here, Bob,”
Frank Rickards, “what's the game?

Bob Lawless pointed to a lighted
window.

“That’s Peckover's sitting-room,” he
said. “Use your peepers, and you'll see
his rascally old cabeza.”

Frank looked towards the window.

said

The blinds were not yet drawn, and in’

the Iamp-light within Mr. Peckover was
to be seen.

-He. was_warming his_hands at a log-.

fire, and occasionally .taking 1p and sip-

ping. from  a glass that stood on a tabie]

near him. -

“That’s 'the rotter!” agreed Frank.

“Get. some snow. together;” said Bob
in a whisper. “I'll sling a pebble at the
window, and you can bet Peckover will
open it and look out. Then you fellows
can—-" -

A chuckle interrupted him.

“Good. egg!" said Frank. !

“Keep-in cover, though; we don't want
to be spotted, and another visit made to
Miss Meundows.” R

“You bet!” 7

Keeping in_the shadow of the wall, Bob
Lawless erept towards the lighted win-
dowg,'wibh several small pebbles in his
hand.

Clink, clink, clink! . k

The pebbles rattled on the : windoy.
Mr. Peckover, within, gave a -sudden
jump, strode to the window, and threw it
wide open.

He put out his head and peered round
in the dusk. :

“Who is there?” he shouted. “How
dare you!

Whiz! . ;

Two big snowballs flew together from
Trank Richards and Vere Beauclerc.

In the deép dusk they were - invisible
to. Mr. Peckover; but the latter .was a
good: target against the lighted room.

Crash! -Smash!

One of the snowballs burst on Mr.
Peckover's nose and the other on his
chin. 3 ¢
He spun back into the room as if he
had been ‘smitten by canuon-balls instead
of snowballs. :

‘Bump ! ; -

“iIa, ha, ha!"-came In a yell from the
shadows, as the schoolmaster: was "heard

to fall ‘on the floor within.

There was a wild yell from Mr. Peck-
aver. 5 o :
He stapgered dazedly to his (eet.

~As- his heéad showed above the level"

of the window-slll three snowballs

avhizzed in,” and smashed ‘upon his bead {-

and shoulders.
“0Oh! Ah!
“Ha, ha, ha!™ : .
‘Nearly blinded by snow and erimson

with rage, Mr. Peckover’ rushed to the

“‘Whiz, whiz! * Crash! : &
Snowballs fairly rained on him, and he
staggered back from the window, ~ -

He did not ‘show himself:there again, |
1 but caught u

p & heavy stick, and rushed -
fo? the door. S :

“I guess thia 13 where we vamoose!”.

chuckled Bob Lawless.

“‘Ha, ha, ha!" e

It was evidently tinie to be gone.

The three avengérs rushed ‘for the
distant fence, to get back to the outer
world and their snpwshoes.

And there were three gasps of surprise
and dismay as they ran into a group of
shadowy forms, and were seized on all
sides. -

“Loolk out!"

“Down -'em!" chortled Dicky Bird.
“8it_on their necks!"
“Ha, ha, ha!"

And in a second Frank Richards & Co.
were on their hacks in the snow, with
Dicky Bird and his -comrades pinning
them down. 4

The Gth Chapter.

Awful Luckl

Oy 1

“Oh!"

“Uruuurg!”

“I guess we've got you!" chuckled
Dicky Bird, as he planted his knee on
Frank Richards' chest, driving him
deeper into the snow. h

“I guess so!" grinned Fisher.

“Let up!".panted Bob Lawless. “How
the thump did you come. here, you
galoots? - I reckoned you were gone
home.”

“We were going, when we spotted you
on the.trail,”. grinnzd Dicky Bird; “and
we came back to see what your game
was."” * :

“Let up!”

“No fear! We're going to give you a
lesson about showing- your noses in our
quarters,” said Dicky Bird, '“You've been
snowballing poor old Peckover in his owr
shebang.”

“Leggo!" . .

“Nohody is allowed to snowball Peck.
over but our-noble selves,” said Dicky
Bird. “We can give him all he wants—
and a little ;pver!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" - -

“Hallo! That's somebody coming out!"
exclaimed Fisher, as a door was heard to
open violently. " i

“Peckover, I guess!” said Blumpy.

“You jays!” panted Bob Lawless. “Let

going to give those galoots.

but they had been

present they were blissfully

{ was seized,

Who—what——  Yarooooop !" ]
cbéhind them.

| ever, Mr.

. hung en the fence;

‘l‘llpé 'The old jay will be after us in two
icks ™. ;
Dicky Bird locked (Jund in the gloom.

.Tl:erg Wwas a sound of hurried footsteps
truqlplmg in the snow. o 1L

Dicky Bird's first thought had been to
collar “the invaders, snd -rag' them fop

- their temerity in venturing into Hilleress

ou the war-path, but at the sound of Mr,
Peckover's furious footsteps he changed
his mind.

“By-gum! « We'd better bunk!”
claimed breathlessly. :

It was too late to “bunk.”

Mr. Peckover, in a towering rage, was
rushing on-the scene. He hid heard the
souﬁd of voices, and it guided bhim in the

he ex-

dusk. -
Even as the Hillerest fellows jumped up
from their prisoners the master was upen
them.
Mr. Peckover rushed at top speed into -
;gj&;kgmup, laying about him with his
. Frank Richards & Co. ivers

stick. 2
“In the-deep gloom Mr. Peckover could
nob see who the.boys were ; but he gould -
s:p 1\t;nem well enough to lay on with the
stick. ‘

There were wild yells on all sides.

Dicky Bird & Co., ryelling wildly,
Bcattered, and ran for the fence.
“You young rascals!” panted Mr. Peck-
over., “You—you——" . ;
He broke off, with a howl, as his ankle

2d, and he was jerked over. -
The Hillerest master plumped into the
Enow. - < " . - -
“Hook it!" panted Bob.
Trank Richards & Co. scrambled away;
and fled, Tor the fence,
. But Mr. Peckover was up in a second,
an_fi. stick in- hand, rushing in hot ‘pur-
suit. |
Dicky Bird & Co. had reached the

{ fence, and scrambled over hurriedly, fall-

ing- on Iamds

without. .
They. did not stop there, but leaped up

and vanished into the gloom. . ...
The chums of Cedar Creek were: not so

lucky. - T 3
the fence, with the Hill-

and knees in the snow

They reached
<crest master raging only a few yarda

and' caught
and dragged them-

They jumped desperately,
thé top of the fence,
selves up.

Before they could reach the top, how-
ver, Mr. Peckover was below them, and
his stick came into active service,

Whack, whack, whael! %

The unfortunate - chums. were remark-
ably well: placed for punfishment as they
and Mr. Peckover did
‘not spare the rod.

In fact, he showed unexpected powers
‘as an athlete as he lushed at the three
yelling -schoolboys. '

.They. were cloze together on the fence,
and Mr, Peckover, standing helow, Inshed
at one.angd . then anpther, distributing .his
Tavours with great impartiality.

Far in the-distanck the Afleeiniz Hillerest
fellows - paused under the frosty trees,
and listeped. - _ . .

From tho direction of Hillerest they
heatd a sort of Lorrid chorus of woe:

“Yaropoh!” Bk

“Stoppit!  ¥oooop!” .

“0h, my hat! They're catching it!"*
murmured . Dicky -Bird,: rubbing ' his
shouiders. ~ “ We've caught some; but
they——. My word; listen -to them!” ;

“Yaroooh! Oh, déar! Yah! Qcocoop?™

Whack, whack; whack!

Frank Richards & Co. struggled desper-
ately to pull themseélves over the fence.

'They suéceeded at last, and the final
lashes of the. fchoolmaster’s stick landed"
on the ‘palings.) = - : 3

Frank ‘and Bob and the Cherub rolled
over,.and landed in the snow outside, - -
Basping and groaning. :

They had been through it with a ven-
geance. ar ey

They rolled in the snow, and groaned,
too breathless and smarting to do any-
thing else for a minute or two. 5

But the gound of bars being removed
from the gate aroused them. Mr. Peck-
over, apparently, was not satisfied yet,

He was coming out to get to close-
quarters again, stick in hand.

Frank Richards sbiprered: to 'his feet.
“Bolt!" he gmasped:  “The ‘beast is
coming out! - Oh, dear!" it !

The three schoolboys snatched up their
snowshoes, and, without staying to put
them on, fled for the trail.

They put on a good burst of speed, and
Hillerest and its master were soon a
£ood  distance . behind. Then they
slacked down. breafliessly, '

“Oh, dear!” gasped Frank. “You ass,
Bob——" - .~
“Yow-ow-0w!"” groaned Boh. “It would
have been all 0.K. but for thase Hillerest,
rotters turning up! Ow. ow!” -

“Hallo, here they are!"

Tour grinning faces loomed up for a
moment in the gloom. o >
B_“?njoyed your visit?” chuckled Dicky

ird. ~ - ;

Then the Hillerest fellows vanished,
chuckling. Frank 'Richards & Co. were
‘not feeling inelined for:pursuit. . ]

They put on their: srowshocs, . and”
travelled. They had had enough for one
evening. :

“Bob, you ass—* groaned Frank.

“Bob, you dufer—" mumbled tha
Cherub.

Tn which Bob Lawless' only reply wast

“Ow, ow, ow, ow?”.

THE END.
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