REMORSE !

- The 1st Chaptey.
- Broaking It Qently !

L

“Ileve he come: " lneathed Tobby
Muftin.

. Tubbr Muffin wus atambing in the
gateway of Rookwood, as the dusk
thickenod over the cld achoul.

There was great excitement in
Tubby’s fat face. LEvideutly he wys
wailing for someone ta coma in, and,
cqually evidently, hce was bursting
with ucawe,
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Tupper sct down the tray
looked at his brother.
at that moment.

[ Two ligures appeated on the roail,
| vomtng  towards the school - Jimmy
Silver and Avthur Edward Lovell, ot
the Classical Fourth. |

I was upon Loveil that Tubby's
eves were fixed. |

it was for Arthur: Fdward  Lovell
that he hdd newse—startling news,
‘Tubby Muffin was delighted 1n being
the bearer of news- ospecialle of
startling news, and he was gquite reve!-
ling in the prospect of kg Mrchury
I Edwerd Loseld junmp,
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on the Jittle table and withdrew. Arthur Edward Lovell
If ever a boy leoked plunged into the depths of misery. it was Master Edwin Lovell
“You've done it now!"” muttered Lovell, wretchedly. The fag had not looked up: and he
¢ started at the sound of his brother's voice. “How is he ?” he asked.:in a low voice. “Hel! Who 2" “Young Silver—Jimmy's cousin. .

: I—-I—-1 never meant to hurt him like that, Arthur.

Tlis round eyes glimmered with ex.
citement, ux the two juniars came up
to the gates.. Lovell was looking very
cheery, _—

The chums bl been busy talking
foothall, and that interesting  topic
had dvisen from Acthur Edward's
mind, for the piresent, the remem-

hrurwce of bis troublesome minor,

Tuiddy.
“love:l.” squeaked Tubby Muffin,

as the twe. jumurs camp o at the

gt

%

[Week Ending December 6th, 1919.

How is he 2"

Jimmgs Silver and his chum walked §
on, unheeding.

“ Lovell!” howled Tubby., * T.ovell
major! I say, Lovell—."

**Ohy don't bother!" s3id Lovell.

Tubby nade a cluteh at his sleeve.
He wax determined that the startling
news should be umparted by himself-
he had been waiting half an hour to
impart it.

“1 T-1 say, Lovell, you
—= " he gasyexl,

“Let gul™

know

S anger died away as he

.......

.....
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*Your minor, you know—"" splut.
tered Tubby. ) ¢

[.ovell stopped at that.

“lel o my sleeve, vou fat duffer,”

he  growled. “*What about iy
minor ¢’
*Youny Tedds. you Lnow—zou

haven't heard, I suppoxe?”
“Ieard what?” snapped Jovell.
“About T'eddy.”
Lu\'o,'m!' VAL glenmed. Hao xrasped
Tubby und shook him foreibl-. -
“You thumpy’ wdiot, <ot it out!™



‘F.dward Lovell was not at all

482

“Has anvthing hap-

1@ growled.
¥ened to my minor?”’
1 0‘, !”

**Anawer me, sou chump!”

“Wow !" gaspad Tubby.

““You fat dummy——"’ )

“Perhaps he wonld answer better of
vou left off shaking him, old scout,”
suggested Jimmy Silver.  “Tubby’s
vather short of breath, you know."”

**Groooogh!”’

“Will you speak, you ass?” shouted
Lovell.

“Ow! Wow! J—=I=I'm trying
to!”” spluitered Tubby. * Leave off
shauking me, yon beast! Groo! I'm
only trying to do you a. good turn,
ain’t [-—breaking it gently to you———
Groooh!”

“ Breaking what?" asked Jimmy
Silver. “Whut do you mean,
Tubby ™

**Grooogh!”

Lovell’'s face was dark and anxious.
Ho seemed inclined to box Tubby’'s
enrs right and left, but lhic refrained.
Ho was anxious for the news, and he
left off shaking the fat Classical.

*“Now tell me!” lie said in concen.

trated tones.

. [’-.-I wag waiting for vou, to tell
vou,” said Tubbs hreathlasls. “1=
| wanted to bircak it gently, you
know, to save you from a <hock, If
sote of the other fallows told you
suddenly, you sce—--"

“Told ma what?" shricked Lovell.

‘““ About Teddy, you know.*'

“You—you fat 1idict " breathed
Lovell. .. “Will vou tell o what's
bappened, or shall I smash you?”

“If you think vou can stand the
shock: old chap "

“Fell me, voun fool!"

“I—] say, T don’t think you ought
to call me pames, Lovell, when I'm
doing vou g good turn like this,”
said Tubby Muflin reproachfully.

Lovell clenched his hands hard.

Muffin backed away a little.
was onlv too

It
clear that Arthur
rateful
for Tubby's.kindness in breaking it
gently, whatever it ' was.

“Get it out, vou silly ass!" ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver impatiently.

“Young Toddy. yon know,” said
Tubbry Muffin, with a wary eye on
Lovcell, “'T'here’s been a row, you
kunow ”

“I« that all, rou idiot?"* -

“Teddy was rowing with Jimmy's
cousin in the Third Form-room—
young Algy Silver, you know———-"

* Anything elso?” growled Lovell
savagely. .

* And Algy Silver was licking him,
vou know-—-"

“Well ¥

“ And Lovell minor landed huin on
the napper with a ruler——"

“What?’ exclaimed Tlovell
Jimmy Silver together, aghast.

Tubby Muffin grinned.

He had made an impression, that
was cJcar. The two Yourth-Formers
stared ot him blankly,

- *“Landed him with a ruler?” re-
peatad Jinmuny Silver.

*“On the head,” said Tubby, with s
nod. “ Stunned hun !”

“You Iving fut rascal!” shouted

and

Tlovell.  “How duare you ray any-
thing of the kind? I'll---*

Tubby Muffin jumped back in
alarm..

“It’s truc!” he howled. *‘Really,

you know ! Silver Il 1 in bed, in
the sanatorium now, and the doctor’s
been.” -

“It can't bo true!” muttered
Iovell, his face pale aud dismayed.
“You're lying, you fat worm! . |
know you're dving- ~--"

“Tm breaking it gently.,” said

. Tubby. “1 haven't told vou the worst

vet, vou know. If vou think yOUu can
stand the shock, I—— Yarooooh!”

Lovell jumped ut the fat Classical
and grasped him by the neck. Thero
was @ bang as Tubby's hoad was
knocked against the gate,

“Ow! Oh! Ow! Yah!”
Tubby.

“Now, vou fat rascal—"

roared
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“It's true!” yelled Tubby Muftin.

i

i Head.

“Yah! [ won't break it gontly now!
Ow! He's expelled! Yah!"
“\Who’s expelled ?** shouted Jimmy

Silver.
“Yow-ow! Lovell mmnor! Ow!
Leggo! And I'm jolly glad!”

howled Tubby. *Catch me telling
you another time—and breaking it
gently, too! Yah! le's sacked from
Rookwood, and serve him right!”

Lovell stared blankly at the fat
Classical for a moment, as Tubby
rubbed his head. Then his arm roase,
and he smote, and Tubby Mufhn
rolled on the ground selling.

L.caving hun there, Lovell atarted
towards the School Houso at a run.
Jimmy Silver dashed after him, ‘

“Tovell, old chap—"’

Arthur - Edward Lovell ran on,

breathless, unheeding.

The 2nd Chapter.
Lovell Minor'es Sontence.

There was a buzz of voices in the
School House. l.ovell blinked round
in the hight, as he ran in from the
dusky quadrangle. All eyes were
turned on him at once.

Lovell's face was quito white. He
stared round him for a moment, and
ﬁ“ﬁd to Mornington, who was in the

all.

“Morny, has—hag anvthing hap-
pened while 1've been out?”

“Yes. old fellow,” said Morning-
ton, very gently. “I'm afraid—that

“Tell me—quick

“ Your minor’s been up before the
Head,” said Mornington, *and—snd
—and—he’s geing to leare Raook:
wood.”

“ Do you mean he’'s cxpelied ¢

“Ye-¢x. I'm awfully sorry.”

Lovell staggered.

tlo had hoped ugainst hope that
Tubby Muffin had teen drawing the
long-bow; but he could not Joubt
Mornington's stautcment.

» Raby and Newcome came towards
him quickly.

“ Buck up, old chap:”™ muttered
George Raby. ' It's not your fault.
Buck up!” ’

*\What has he done?" breathed
Lovell huskily.

“Biffed Silver of the Third with a

ruler!" said Newcome. *“ There
scems to have been a row in their
Form-room."

“Where's Silver 11"

“Tu sanny,”

*Is—18 e really hure:™ .

“Only a bad bump, I beliere,” said
Raby. ‘““He was stunned.”™ -

“Stunned? Good heavens:”

“Tt’'s awfully hard on you, old
chap!" mutiored Raby. " I'm sorry!
But—but © ‘

*“ Where's iny minor?”

“Jocked up n the punishment.
room,”’ '

*““Oh, heavens!” muttered Lovell.
“What will the pater say~-and the
mater, too? Tecddy——— Oh!"™

He moved blindly away. Jimmy
Silver spoko hurriedly to Raby and
Newcome, and then ran out into the
quadraugle aguin, hecading for the
schonl hospital.  Il{e was concerned
for his chum; but, naturally, at that
momeunt his first thought was for his
young cousin, It was by Jimmy's in-
torvention thut Algy Silver had taken
up Teddy lLovell, the outcast of the
Third Form; but for Jimmy they
would wever have come in contact.
And it had ended i this!

Arthur Edward Lovell moved away
with uncertain «teps towards tho
Head's studv. He had to ree the
He felt that he muat learn
from 1%. Chisholm’s own lips that
there was no hope.,

He tapped at the Head’s door, and
the doctor's deep voico bade him
enter.

Mr. DBootles. the master of the
Fourth, wuas in the study with the
Head, and both the masters looked
compassionately at Lovell as he came
in unsteadily.

The junmior’s white, stricken face
showed how terribly the,blow had
fallen upon him,

“Tovell—=" said tho Hcad,

“[—]——  Excuse my troubling
you, sir!” muttercd Lovell. “I~I'vo
just heard that—that my brother—"'

His voice failed lum. |

“I am very sorry, Lovell!” said
Dr. Chisholm, kind[‘:v enough. “I
can se¢ that vau feel your brother's
disgrace deeply. But there is nothing
to be said.”

“J-1 was out'!”. muttered Lovell
. }

i

|

|

_confusedliy. .*" [=] had gone out! I—

I’ve just heard! Ol, sir! Ix Teddy—
I micen, my brother—is he really
going fo be sont away from Rook-
woold ¥" |

“There ix no alternative, Lovell!
He leaves in the morning !

“But, sir—"" '

‘ He has been guilty of an unheard-
of outruge!” satd the Head, “In
uarrelling with another boy in his
‘orm, he seized a heoavy ru‘lt't'..ﬂﬂd
struck him on the head, Silver
eccundus was stunncd. 1le lies now In

I the 'sanatorium, and will be unablo

to rejoin his Fovm for some days. A
boy with so ungovernable s temper
is quite out of placc at Rookwood:
He will not be expelled publicly,
Lovell; he will lecave quietly in the
morning in chargo of a prefect, who
will take him home, My poor boy, 1
em sorry for vou: but there is nothing
moro to bo raid!”

Lovell looked at the Head’s face. It
was compassionate, but firm as a rock.
There wus no hope w be read there.

In silence the Fourth-Former loft
the study.

Two or three fellows spoke to him
in the passage, but he did not seem to

hear.

In stunned silence he made his way
up to the cnd study in the Fourth.

" . { Raby und Newcome wero there.

Both the juniors were looking miser-
able enough. o

Little as they liked l.ovell minor,
they were dismayed by what had hap-
pened; they knew Lovell's afioction
for his brother, and his look showed
plainly how the nows had bowed him
down. '

Lovel threw himself into tho arm.
chair without looking at his chums.

He sat in frozen alence, und Raby
and Newcome did not spesk. There
wus nothing they could say.

Jimmy Silver came into the study
at last. 1lis fauco was a little pale, and
his browxs were knitted.

Loveil looked up.

““Secen vour cousin ?** he asked.

Jimmy shook his head, . '

“No3 | couldn’t see him: I've seon
the matron.*’

*How is hie¥” - L

“It’s not 0 bLad as they thought at
firnt,” svd Junmy. *“The doctor
said that he will he all rnight. Ho
might hauve been badly hurt, though.
He was stunned when that youug
scoundrel=I—I mean—I ”

Jimnyy starmmpned. § o

“Oh, don’t migd 0" said Locell
bitterly. . * I .Know whut Teddy’s
done!. Hc's acted like a heaxtly Jittle
hooligan! 1 don’t expect you to seo
any oexcuse for him:”

1 don't sce how anylbody could!”
said Jimmy. “Pve been speaking to
somc of t{w faga—Crant and Wegg
and Stacey, and they've told me what
happened. I got Algy to speak to
your minor, because the Third had
sent him to Coventry. and your rinor
picked a quarrel with him. Ho was
to blame all along.”

“()f course youd think that!” mut
tered Lovoll.

“It’s the case, old fellow, Good-
ness kuows, I wouldn’t be hard on
your brother: but the way hc's
acted—=~"Jimmy checked himself.
“Jt seems young Teddy found out
that I'd promised Algy & new footer
if he'd see the little beast—ashem—1I
mean if he'd sce Lovell minor through
his troubles in the Third, And, -

stoad of being decently grateful, heo
taunted Algy with it in tho Form-
room, and let all the fags know. Algy
unched hita—1 think anyboedy would
ave—and then he lrt out with a big
ruler!" .
Jimmy set his lips
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“He couldn’t have meant to hurt
him!” muttercd Lovell.

“Hc didn't stop to think about
that. He didn’t care!” waid Jimmy
savagely. *“ He might have injurcd
Algy seriously. As it is, the poor kid
is laid up. He’s to stay to-night n
sanny, perhaps to-morrow, with a
lump on his head as big as an ogy.
I fcel that it's my {fault for ever
asking hima to champion tnat little
hooligan!”

“Rub 3t in ! said Lovoll.

“J—1 Jdou't want to do that, old
1 know how you fecl about
Teddy. But-—but you must admut
that Rookwood isn't the place for your
minor!” '

*“Lot of use shat I think about tho
matter!” pgroaned Lovell. *‘He's
going to be kicked out to-motrow!
Poor old Teddy! e ncver meant
any harm. It was just his temper—"

“Oh, dash it sll!” cxclaimed Raby.
“If s chap loses his temper to the
extent of cracking a fellow's nut with
a ruler———"

“You're
course !™

“What the thump do you expect,
then?? exclaimed Newcome, * There
isn't a fcllow at Rookwood would
have done such a thing! Even Lat.
trey or leggott would jib at a thing
like that !’

Lovell did not answer.

His face was working, and he sud.
denly let his head fall into his hiands.
His chums looked at him, startled.

“Lovell, old chap~—" muttered
Jiunmy Silver.

'*I—] say——"" mumbled Raby.

Lovell did not look up. And Jimmy
Silver & Co., after an uncomfortahle
pause, quitted the study quietly. It
was better for poor Lovell to bo left
to himself for a littlo while.

all against him, of

The 3rd Chapter.
A Late Repentance’!

Tupper, the school page, came along
the pessago with a tray in his hands.
Bread and cheesn and a cup of cocoa
were on the trsy. 1t was supper for
the prieoner in the punishment-room.

‘This disngreecable apuartment was a
room al the top of a httle staircase
some distance from the studies. Thero
wis & yanudle on the tray to light
Tupper up the stairs, As he ascended,
Lovell of the Fourth followed him up
quictly. _

Tupper stopped on the landing
abuve, aud iclt for a key. The door
of the punishméht-thom wa#” locked
au the outade. The page gave s
sturt ax Lovell's shadow loomecd up
close to him,

. “Lor',” ojaculated Tupper,
give me o start, Master Lovell !"

“1 want to go in, Tupper!” mut-
tered Lovell.

‘Tupper shook hix head.

** Agin orders, sir!” he ubswered,
" “I've got to speak to my brather,
Ho's being turued out of the school
to-morrow.”

“feel know, siv, but——’

Lovell slid a half-crown into Tup-
per's hand, but the page still looked
undectdoed.,

“1 must see him, Tupper ™

“Well, p'r'ups vou vould for a fow
minutes.” said Tupper. “I'll let you
stay till I come hack for the tray,
Master Lovell.”

“Thanks, kid!”
- T shall ‘ave to
C AN right 2

Tupper unlocked the door.

"FOU

lock you in.”

FLovell

passed in quickly, and the page fol-

lowecd with the tray.

A pas:hmner was lighted in the
room. It wes a barely.-furnished
room, and a bed had been freshly
wade there. ’

" b DI
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Teddy Lovell was sitting on. the
cdgre of the bed. VR
His attitude was onc of utterdejec-

tion and misery. .

There was deen anger, as well s
concern, in Lovell's breast: but his
anger faded away us he looked -at his
brother. '

If ever a boy looked plunged inta
the depths of miserr, it was,Master
Edwin Lovell st that moment.

Tupper set down the tray oun the
little tablc, and withdrew from tho
room. |

“I'm comin’ back for the tray in
ten minutes!” he said. and he drew
tha door shut after him. aud turncd
the kev in the lock outside.

“Teddy!" said Lovell,

The fay had not looked up. and bo
started at tho sound of his brothoer's
voice.

“ Arthur!” he excluimed breath-
Jessly. - .,

“You've done it now, Teddy:!”
muttared [ovell wretchedly.

"Teddy shivered. '

" “How is ho!” he asked, in a low
voicn, C

“He! Who!"

“Young Silvee—Jimmy’s cousin.™
Teddy's voice tremblod.  “ I—I tover
meant to hurt him like that, Acthur,
How is he now?” e

Lovell's face softened still more.

He had fully expected to fing the
wilful. sellish fag thinking only of
himself, labouring under a scome of
injury, and giving no thoupht to
anyone but his own precious self. Hiz

ucstion was a sign of grace., It
showed that Lovell minor could epare,
a¢ least, a thought for his victim,

“Silver II is getting on all rizht,
Teddy. He's hurt. He’s got.a biud

bump on his head, but ho'll be;sbuut

s8zain to-morrow.” .
“J=I'm glad of that! JI—Liwas
afraid—="" Tecddy's voice faltered,
“Ob, if 1'd really hurt him——". Heo
broke off. *‘I was a beast to lut.him
with the ruler! I wouldn’t havg donc
it, only I was wild. 1=l didn't think
“Tte all up waw. kid - said 1avell:
“I've been to tho Head, and hals «79
hard as iron. [ couldn’t expect any-

thing else, of course,” .
“And I've got to go?” e
(1 ‘fcs. .4 | f "
Teddy drew a long, tremulous

breath. L
*What will father sav!” he mut-
tered. .
*(Goodness knows " |
Thero was a pause. Lovell pushed
tho tray towards Teddy, but the fas
tu:ncd away his head.  He couly not
cot. - .
“After all, you wanted to l;.;hrc
Rookwood,” said Lovell awkwardly.
“You'll huve your way now, at any
rate 1" B
“l1—] didn't wient to leave-like
thia! Ndt in disgrace~turned out of
the schooll” groaned Teddy.
dow’t know that 1 reully wanted. to
leave so much, either. I—=T1'vo Leen
thinking a lot while I've been sitting
here. I—1 never rightly underxtood
Iu:fore, but—but I've been rathan a
brute, Arthur. ] can scc that. Yogung
Silver meant well cnough by ine. - Ho
meant to be kind, and 1—=I—1—33)
“Oh, if you'd only had a little bhit
more seuse!”  muttered  T.peldl
“Fethor and mother, they’H be,out
ap néd end, when you get home,-and
the Head’s letter with vou!” »
“J~I suppuse I've got to yol: -
¢ \rcs.n v .
“It's rotten! I=I'm veally sorry,
tov. You needn’t pile it on, Arthur.
1 kuow I've been a beast. I've been
& beast to you, 100!” said 'Teddy re-
morecfully.  *I'm ‘sorry for that!
It’s not any good now. What did You
vome here for, Arthur?”
“Only to speak to you, kid.”
“T—] supposo vou can’t think of
anvthing—anxything to be dane? | |
don't want to be turned out of Rook.
wood ! faltered T'eddy. *“If I hael
gnother chance, I wouldn't play tho

goat again: I wouldn'r, really. T--

I'd do anything to have another
chance, just to--ta show T'm uat

really 3 beaat like all the fellyys .

think. J've never really lm]‘ a
change, cither.” o,
Lovell was silent. S

"1 never had a chance!” repeated
Teddyv. *“They called me a snemk
because | went to the Head. l‘:’ut
father never ueed to shut e up it 1
went to him complaining, and I 51
never thought! I—I was only gaing
on here the same as at home. And [
was wild when the fellows wouldn’t
spoak to me———-"

* ] know ; but—e="’ -

“Bur | was a rotter, too,” s3id
Teddy miserably. *‘Beastly tcmper,
I suppose. It didn’t -scem like thot
then: but now—now I'm hero! [ was
wild with voung Silver, and he only
meant to be doing mc a good turn,
in his way. 1 suppcec I was a fool !

.\l _[ :
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I vou could only have scen all
that a8 bBit sooner!” muttered lLovell,

“I ought to have. [ wish I had. Y
~[ say, Arthur.” The fag's eves
sought Lovell's face hopefully. * Can't
anything be done? Supposo you were
to spea!‘? to the }Head —" .

*['ve spoken to him. It's no use.”

**I wouldn't mind & licking so much,
But to be kicked out of the school,
that's awful!” Teddy ehivered,
* And—and thero’s the pater, too. 1
don’t mcan about his being waxy with
me; but he'll be cut u "

[.ovell looked at his brother in
wonder. Teddxy's reflections 1n the
«rim solitude of the punishment-room

had evidently done him goad. He
had becu able to sce things morc
in their rvight light, at last, Buat it

came too lute, uas repentance so often
does.”

*Cun’t you do anything, Arthur?”

Lovell groaned.

‘There was somcthing almost in.
fanitle in the fuyg's appeal to his g
brother to do something » to save
him from what he had brought upon
hitnself. "The appral went straight to
l.ovell's sheart. and he writhed with
the sensa of his own helplesaness.

Thent'swas a grind of a key in tho
lock. Vupper was rcturning for the
‘ta}q‘ -"‘l'

“Yow' haven't had your supper,
Teddy ™ _

1 don't want any.”

“You'd better cat.”

*1 cm'e!”.

Tupper cane in. He gave [ovell 2

warmng glance, aud the Fourth-
Formermoved 10 the door. ‘

“Godd-night, Tedds!” he said
huekily

'I‘cdd;'s eves turncd bescechingly on
hin,

“ Arthur, vou'll try to think of
sonicthing—something to help me,
now I'v¥ down?"

“ T2 There's nothing

“1'll zo differently after thie if 1
have shother chance,™ zaid  Teddy
eazoerly. ** You ouxht to be able to
do sombthing to help me, Arthur.
Father said you'd always help me
through, 1rs to think of something.”

“l-I'l  trx!’ mutlered  lovell
wretchedly,  ** Good-night, kid &7

And he left the punxhment-room.

1°

The 4th Chapter.
No Help!

Jiminy Silver aud Raby and Ne.
come \\":_'rc at prep in the end stady
when Arthur Edward Lovell returned
thither. Lovell gave a glance of dia-
taste 'at the books on the table. He
wus aog in much of a humour for
preparation now.

Jimmy glanced up.

“*Teed up to prep, Lovell?”

[ 49 .\'_“.D' .

“Tuare xsv you cen cut it. Dootles
won'tiavorey vou in the morntng after
what's happened.”

“I ehall cut it, anyway!™ grunted
Lovell.

**Right-ho!" ,

Lovell sat down, anud watched his
chuins gloomily, ux they continued
to work.

TIfs ‘wind was bLusy with harassing
thoughte, :

Teddy’s appeal was still ringing in
his eturs, and he was trving ru think.
tryving to imagine some way in which
tho wretched fuzx cauld still be saved
from the consequences of his folly.
lovell was very far from  finding
oxcuses for whiat Teddy had doue.
But there were extenuating ciecum-
stangd 1 the caxe, and he felt 4 too,
that. given apother chance, the haplesa
Third Former would do bettar, But
how "was that other chauce to he
gained Jor him?

Joovell was helpless in the matter,
There seemad no poesibility. ~ But his
old {aith in Jimmy Silver's sagacity
bad naot Jefy him, If Jimmy could
hely: him think out that pwroblem, and
if he woulde—e— It was Jimmy’s
couyjiy who lav in *sanny " now, and
Jimmy's fecling towards Teddy could
not_he very kind, Dut—

*Haven't vou finithed yet?” Lovell
asked, at last. |

*“Nearly.”

“1 want to eprak
you'le dane, Jinuny.”

“Right-ho!”

The three juniors were finished at
last, and Raby and Newcome went
down o the Conunon-room. Jimmy

to you when

Silver remained o thy end study with

Lovell.

“ Go ahead !” he rewarked.

Jovell coloured.

“Pye seen Teddy,” he said.

“OL ! Jimmy rowed his eye.

o st ’ 1 ”

bhrdvws, lsn't hie locked m?
_ 'Tupper let me in to speak to
hun.” )

“Yes,"” satl Jimmy, wondernng
what was coming.’

“He's sorry for whai he’s dane,
Jimny.”

“Veey  bkelr.”
Bilhver, rather daly.

asgerled Jiminy
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: out,” said Lovell dejectedly.
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,“1 mean, noi. only beeauss of the
consequences, but—but becauso he
knows e’z done wrong.”

“T'm glad of that.”

“1lu doesn't want to leuve Rook-
waoord. Be naticnt, old chap!” mut-
teredd Tovell. “ You know this 1s o
rot:en thing for me.”

“I know.” said Jimmy: “but 1t
can’t be helped, Lovell,  The Head
couldn’t possibly Ict him stay.”

“He's thinking about (the pater,
too,” said Lovell. *1 never thought
he would, but he 1<,  lHe's not so sel-
fish as vou think.”

Jimiuy made no reply to that.

“T—=1 ruppoce vou're feeling bitter
becausoe vour cousin i

** Not bitter,” said Jimmy; “but—
well, lovell. yvou know [ can't feel
very kind towards your minor, after
what he’s done. It's not really to be
expected, 15 18?7

“lI—1 s~uppose not. Then
won't help me¥" .

Jimmy shifted uncomfortably.

*1 can't help you,”” he said.
“There's nothing to be done. The
IHead's sending him away from the
school. aud 1 think he's might. But
if L didn’t think 30, what difference
would it make®”

“1f Teddy could have another
chance——" -

*“Not. lkely!”

“] suppoac i1t's a cheek to ask you
10 Lielp, as it’s your.rousxin he knocked
“* But
—Dbut, after all. we've alwuays been
pals, Jimmy. Youn mght stand by
a chap when ho's dowun.™

you

it’s no gouwl.

“I—=I'll vako your word for lt

lovell. You kiow him bettcr than
I do,” ~aid Jimny Silver uncomfort.
ably.
had bas done hiin gowd. 1t must
have, if ho's not a horn i1diot,  tIe’ll
start better somewhere c¢lse.”

*I want him to start better hore.”

There was a long silence.

“Then you ean’t think of anything,
Jimmy?" oskad Lovell, at last, much
discovraged. 3

“T—I can’t! T would if I could.”™
said Jinny hovestly., “ U 1 were 1n
Algy's place—ii the young idiot had
biffed me instead=but ho didn’t! 1
can’t ask Algv—=" Jle pauwml.

- “What were yonu thinking of ¥

“Well, Algy’s the injured party.”
eald Jimmy Rilver slowly. “Jt's
possible, I suppose. that if he put it
to the Head—but he wouldn™t.  Dasi
it all, he's lvine in bed with o lomp
on his napper! o must be feeling
pret:v savage, and he's got a right
to.”

Lovell's brow clauded.

“If thut's what vou're gunking of,
Catceh him spraking «
word for my minor, even if 1'd ask
him!” Lovell rose rextlessly from
his chair. 1 suppose it's no goud.
Pve got to stand 1t.”

“I'in sorrr. old chap.”

Lovell nodded, and quitted the
studv. He went out into the dusky
quadrangle to eoscape the curious

eyes of his Fovm-fellows.
Jimmy Silver retppined alone in
the end study, thinking. -
For Teddy he did not care two

“1 dare say the lesson bhe's

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

“Wauit and xee.” anawerend Jimmyv. '}

i

Perice

“PTIL see bhim, - wayway. Th:
matron's sure to Jet me speak” to
him. as he's my cousin.”

Lovell nodded silentdy, and the
captain of the Fourth made his way
towards the gurden of the school hos-
pital.

Mrs. Maloney, the matron, was in
charge of Algy Silver there, and
Jimminy found her in a god humour.

“*How's my cousin, Mrs.
Maloney ?*" Jinmnny asked.

“Much better this morntng,” said
the matron. with a smile. “He's
having his bronkfast in bed.” |

“Can. b scoe haim?” |

“You can xce hun for a feow
minutes, Master Silver. Cowe this
wiay )’ '

“Thauk xou. ma’nin!”

~Jimmyv Silver followed the matron
n.

Silver of the Third was sittang up
in bed, with & bandage over lus head,
his face very pale.

Bur ho was quite himself, and he
nodded to his cousin Jimmy with lus
usual checky grin,

** Hallo. old ton!
ing abont early.”

“How do von feel this mormng,
Algv ™ asked Jimmy.

“Pretty rotten! My head aches
where that little beast latided me,”

You're wander-

answered Algy Silver, “*T've gor a
Inmp Jike a football.  Stll, I'm

getting out of lessons to-day, and
verhaps. to-morrow.  Things might
be worse. The matron’s going to

TEDDY LOVELL’S APOLOCY!

juniors entered.

“So 1 would, hke a shot,’”” answered

Jimmy  Silver. “ But—but—=—bhut
there’~ nothing dumng, Lovell. What
can be donel”

“T1—=I don’t  kpnow.” confessed
Lovell. 1 kunow it will be ewfuily

rotten for the pater and mater .if
Teddy fgoes home in disgrace.
They'll very likely think it’s all my
fault, somclhow. Not that that
matters. I—[ thought yvou miche he
ghle: to thiuk of ;jome way out.’™

Jimmy drew a deep breath,

“1 couldn't,”” he rud. “I1-I
would if 1 could, Lovell, to plruse
vou, okl chap; but there tsan’t any
way out.”

“1 suppuse young Mgy is feeling
verv bitter about 1t?”

“Well, ha can't ho fecling plessed.
Not that he's likely to bear malice,
if vou mean that. | dare say he
will forget the whale hizney m a
week, after yonr minor's gone.”

l.ovell winced. '

“1 don't want hun to go. Jinmy,”
he muttered. *“I—1 know he's sovry.
1 know he incans 1o do better 1f he
weta another chance. It's a shame
for him to have to go, when he's
wade up his mind to that. There's
lot. of good i Teddy, if vou c¢ouldd
only sec it. [ wean, if he got o
chance to try aguin to get on at
Rookwood, he wouldn’t act ugain
ax he's done—there’'s no danger of
that.”

(1Y HUL""""‘,

*You believe that, Jimmy:”’

‘“ Hatlo, you again, Jimmy.
bedside with crimson face and downocast eyes.
1 biffed you with the ruler and i-} hope you will look over it.”

I

S
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Propped up on the pillows, Algy of the Third was reading the
** Holiday Annual,!’ and he looked up
My hat, is that young Lovell there 2

“Jalegny, I'm lot off—'" stammered Teddy.
" That’s all right,’”? said Algy.

in surprise as the two
Teddy came to the
““1'm sorry

straws.
feel kindly towgrds the young rascal
of the Third. But for Lovell he cared
a ‘good deal, and 1Teddy's expulsion
fromm Itookwool was a harder blow
to Lovel]l than to tho fag himnself. If
the wretehed fag could. be saved—if
it were vet possible ! Jimmmy Silver
pnt in some hard thinking i the in-
terval beforo dormitory.

The Gth Chapter.
Uncle James Does His Best.

Junmy  Silver  was. still  very
thoughtiul at beeakfaxt the following
]nt_lrllilll.'{. , '

He bad made up his mind to
do his best. for lLovell's sako: but it
21 remuained (o be seen whether
wunvining could be done.

Laovell was palo and hrrassed look-
iy that, mormny.

Lo was the object of a wood deal of
svympathy on the purt of the Clusical
Fourth, though he did not notice 1t.

After breakfast he followed Jivuny
Silver into the quadrangle. He had
scarcely touched his food at the
1able. .

“He's  going  thix  morning,
Jimmy.'' he wuttered, *fafter we'ra
at lessong, I think. Bulkelev of the
SIxth is going to ke him howme, [
hear. Jimmy, old chap, J—]—"
“T'ni going to see Algv, if I can,”
:aid hmmy Silver quietly.,
“Algv! But rou can't ask
L1Y e

He could not bo expected to 1 ket me the ¢ Holiday Annual ' to read

in bed, so I'm not grumbling.”

Jimmy sinded. .

The crack on the head had ap-
parently not robbed Silver s¢cundus
of hix cheery spirits. |

“lland me the marmalade, old
kid,"” went on Algy. 1 sav, hike
some of this cake? 1I've got cake
with brekker, vou know. because ['m
s giddy invalid. Mrs. Maloney asked
ine if my appetite was good. 1, ha!
1 zapd, * try ' 3t”

And Algy helned himsclf liberally
to marmalade. |

“What's happened lo that young
rufhan?” ho added.

“Tovell minor?”

¢ X.'P,.
him out.” *°

*“ He's leaving this morning. Algv.”

*Good ! said Silver 11, with rather
disconcerting satisfaction. * Tiwe
he was kicked out of Rookwogod—
what?”

“It's Lavd on hix people,” smd
Jimmy.

“Yes. They should have brought
him up 8 bit more carefully, shouldn't
they ¥ - Rather serves them right—
what?"” | :

“Oh,” ~aid Jimmyv, “I-T1 :ay,
Algv. Lovell's feeling it o lot!” :

“llo alwavs was u silly was about
hiz minor,” agreed Suver 1I. ¢ Seill.
he ought to ‘glad to be shot of
him. Can't"be verv pleasant. having
a voung volter hke that hangwng
about him.”

Three Halfpance '
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“He takes it rather to heart.™
*> “Bit of an ass, Lovell, isn’t he?
Ow! P’ve got an ache m  my
napper.” said Silver I, with & wry
face. “I'm sorry young lovell's
going so soon——"' ,

“Are  you, really, kd?”
Jimmy hopefully.

“Yes; I'd like to punch his head
before he goes ™ |

" (,h :!9

“* Still, I dare say he's got enough,™
remarked Algy Silver cousiderately.
“He will very likely get a3 walloping
fromi hys father. T kvow Pd wallop
him if [ was his father—getting
kicked out of schoo)! Littlo cad!
Jolly goml thing he’s going! Cut
the cake for me, Jimmy.”

Jimmy Silver cut the cake.

“This is jolly good!™ said Silver

ra1d

LI, with his mouth full. “You
ougcht to have some.  What, are you
looking like n solemn owl abont,
Jimmy ?”

“Th? Wax J*"

“You werc—and ase!l” grinned

Algy. *What's the row?”

Jimmy  Silver paused.  Aley did
not muwd., He was going‘ shead ex-
cellently with the cake. »

“Algy ! said Jimmy at last.

“Firec away, old nut .”

“"You dJon't bear malice, of
course ?” -

“Not a4 bit! T'd like to punch
[ovell minor’s head, that's all. - But
I don’t mind so long as he's kicked
out.”’ .

“Hum '™

“What about ‘that
Jimmy 1™
- Bh”

new footer,

{

“1 was 10 have a new footer if 1
madu tt all right for Lovell minor in
the Third. [ tricd, realls. 1 got
this. [ supposc it's all off ubout the
footer?” aaid Algy regretfully,

“You shall have i, all the-same,
Lid.™ e .

2 Good mau !l You ain'c ¥ Pad sort,
Junmy, thowgh you're & tetions gld
[ owl. I think you're a duffer ot to
try this cake.” '

“\lgy, old chap,” said Jimmy, in

” & low voice, ** Lovell’s seen bis minor.

and ho saxys Teddy 15 sorry fop what
he did-—--—- | R

*Shouldn’t wonder!  Fd make
him sorvier if he was nuear’éhough t”

" You dun’t fecl inclined 10 say a
word for him?*" DO
"1 say somethinug pretty -strong
if he was here. What the merey
thump are you driving at, Jimmy 7"

Algy blinked rather . ourionsly - at
Junmy over the cake. He eould sce
that the captain of the Fourth had
something on his i,

“ Better buck up.” he added. *Qld
Maloney will come in aud turn you
out 1n two ticks!”

“Algy, you've been treated bLadiy;
and young Lovell was an awful ¢ad to
act as he did.  Lovell savs he’s sores.
Look here, kid, it's an awful blow to
old Lovell, and he's my best chum.
g‘hte Hl‘ii;ld says Teddy 1s to go, but—

u ' .

* But what, ass?”

’
ad /

I suppose thes're hoofing {
!

~ "“You’re the injured party. you
Know. If vou'd put in a word four
Teddy with the Head ho might let
lim off with a Hogging.”

Silver secandus stared.

“Me put in a word for that ithun-
dering little hooligan?  Are vou off
Your sour rocker, cousiz Jimmy 2"

Jimmy's face full.

“I—=1 suppose you wouldn't?" he
saul. - |

“Catch me!”

“Well. it's not to be expected, T
suppnse,”’ satd Jinuny sadly. * Poor
old Lovell is awfully knocked over by
this——e?” .
*Well, I'm sorey for Lovell,” aaid
Silver I1. ' Ho's a silly ass, but not
a bad sort. DBnt it wouldn't make
any difference if 1 spoke to tho Head.
Of course, 1 forgive the little beast,
Af it comes to that. But he might
l:lay the »ame kind of trick again if

o was allowed to stop. He might
land out at any fellow's nappee.”

" Lovel} thinks not—="

_ " Well, a flogging might be a warn-
mf to him. But the Head wouldn't
take any notice of me,”

- “There's just a chance——"
O, rot !

~Jimmy Silver sighed. There waa
st a chanoe~if Algy could be in-
duced to plax up. But Jimmy felt
that he had no right to urge the fag
to do s0. If Algy choss to do the
generous thing, so much the better:
but it had to bs left at that.

“Well, never mind, kid,” said
Junmy at last.  “ After all, it's a lot
to ask pof you—with that lump on vour
head, I hopo vou'll he better soon.
Good-bye for the present!” ’

“ Hold on!”

Jimmy turned bhack.

“I don’t bear the littlo beast any
malice, as far as that gocs.” suid
Algy. “I’'m sorry for T.ovell, too.
And I was punehing the young roiter

| rather hard when he let out with the

L
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ruler. 1 say, 1'll speak to his nibs if
you like.”

Jimmy Silver's face brightenced.

“That's a good kid, Algv: I'd be
ever g0 much obliged, for Lovell's
sake —" -

“Well, 1’d ratbee carn that mateh
footer if - going to have t!"
gunned Algy.
cad going to be kicked out?”

“Thix morning cariy, T think,”

“Then 'l ask Mrs. Maloney to
make the Head come. Ta-ta!” '

“Thanks, kid!” - o

* Bow-wow "

Jimwmy Silver {oft, fuching more

hapeful, and Algy Guixhed his ceake. .

Mrs, Maloney camu to the bedsidee

“I waut to see the Head, mma"um,”

«ud Aluy Silver cheerily.

The matron smiled.

“I'mm afraid vou cannot sce Dr.
Chisholin at present,” she, answerad.
1 will send him a messago later--—"

“T want to sce him now!" snid
Algy coolly. “Yorr send him a mues.
sage at once, there's a duck ! It's
important. 10 w stuut, vou know.”

“A-—a—a whut?”

“1'm gomnyg to be a dear,
hov!” explained Algy, with a wink
that made the matron jump. I
want. to ank the Hend to let off that
sncakinge cad who bhiffed me on the
uapper, Sce? it will “be too late
presently. 1€ the [ead don’t come, 1
shall go to bhin.  Aud you don’t want,
me to walk into the Sixth Form-roon
-wrapped up in a blunket, do you,
Mrs. Maloney ?” ’

“My dear childee—"

“Well, T'll get uvp, then.'” said
Algy. “'DPve got to sce the Ilead
hefore youug Lovell is buzzed off,
or | cun't work off the forgivencss
stunt. See? T |

11 -1 w il send 2 ;h(essagoi"
claimed Mra, Maloney. *“Lic down
at oner. The doctor sava you are not
to move,*”

“1f the Head is’t hece before
desrons [ shall miove fast enough,”
sabd Alew. - ' Buek up. wen't you,
twaanmy, there's a good =oul v” :

“Nirs, Maloney siailed, and * bhucked
upt S ten umnutes  Ieter  the
Head of Rookwoosd wax <danding
bestde Silver seeuwtedine” bisd, fistening
m smazement (o what that cheery
vouth had 15 sav. :

oo little

U

Tho 6th Chaptor.
Anothar Chance for Teddy.

“The 1lead I murvisured 1aby,

Arthur Edwand Lovell deew a gasp-
ing breath.

The Futical Four of the Fourth
were hanging about the deorway of
the Schoo! [louse, when Dr. Chiz
holny ¢amie ont and walked away, and
their exes followed him es he dis-
appeared m the dicecettion of the sana-
toriun.

“He's gone to e Algy, thenl”
said Newoolue,

1t is safe to say that practicslly
cvery footbsller who in his youth
shows some <gns of ability at the
game dreams of the foture.  Pos.
aibly he sece himzelf playving on
the ground of a First l.ecaguce club
Lefore a crowd of fifty thousand spec-
tators or so, and ulso he may sco, 1n
imagination, the day when he will be
considered good enough to be choaen
to play for his country.

That there is a glamour about big
foothall which makes B wide appeal
no one will denv. Fspecially just
now. too, therce is a chance for the

yvoung footballer who shows ability |

over the ordinary, Practically every
foothall-luly munager is on the look-
out for promising material.

The war plaved havae with the tried
footballers,  Many of the first-claus
men fell in the great, grim guame,
while othery, of course, ave consider.
ably older, and, in consequence, much
nearcr the time when they will bo
too old to hold their own with the
hest. Hence the frantic sewgch for
voung players of promise, for, of all
games, football is for the young, the
healthy, and the strong.

In the past we have seen hoys of
cigchteen and nincteen playing in the
very tap class of football. Tom
Browell, for instance; who &till
appears ot centre-forward for Man.

¢

* When iy the young |

q
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“l1-1 suppose s0!” muttered
| Jovell. *I--1 wonder what will comin

of it. Jimmy, old chap?”

“}lope for the best.” gaid Jimm)'.

Silver. * Keep smiling.”
Lovell smiled faintly.

It had scemed a forlorn hope to

think that Algy Silver would spcak
up for the reckless young rascal who
hud jured him.  But thst much at
lcast had been gaimned. But it was
etill & very doubtful problem what
cffect it would havo upon the !ead.
Dr. Chishohn had made his decision,
and his decizsion, once taken, was not
to be altered lightly,

Pour T.ovell waited about in a
mool of alternating hone” and fear
till the tall figure of the llead was
secn returning.

Iovell darcd not approach him,
but he scanned his face as he passed.
In the cali, impassive face of the
headmaster there was lttle to be
rend. DBut Lovell thought that the
expresston was softer thau usual,

In the Houze, Dr. Chisholin stopped
to speak to Bulkelev of the Sixth,
and then went on to his study.

Bulkeley ascended the stairs, ,

“He’s going for Teddy ! mut.
tercd Arthur Edward hoskily, *‘1s
it—13 it to start for home with him?"”

“Laet’s hope not!” said Jimmy.

*I—1 must know!”

Lovell ran up the stairz after Bul-
kelev. He overtook the captain of
Rookwood a¢ the door of the punizh-
ment-roomn.

* Bulkeley !™ he muttered.

“Cut off 1" said Bulkeley, glancing
round.

“Are yon takin!g my brother away
from Rookwood?" panted Lovell.

Bulkoley's expression softened,

“I'm taking him to the Head's
study, at present,” he answered.
“Dr. Chisholm asked me to.. That’s
all T know."

“Oh!" said Lovell, in rolicl.
He could still hope.

Bulkeley unlocked the door of the

punishmeont-room, and entered. In
a couple of minutes, Teddy Lovell
cumo out with him.

The fag's face yas almast haggard.
I{o looked as if ha had slept little in
the night, HHe glanced at  his
brothev.

“Arthur, old chap, is thero any
chanwe ?” he breathed. ‘

1 don’t know,” wroaned Lovell.
“P've done what T could -Junmy's
done what he could, 71 think there
may be 3 chance, kid. For goodness’
suke. bo cureful when vou're with the
ITead! Mind vou don't cheek him !’

Teddy Lovell grinned faintly, The
wiso counsel was not required. Teddy
was not likely to cheek the Head.

Teddy had learned more since he had
been shut up in tho punishment-room
than cver before in his life,
“All right!” ho muttered.
Bulkeley;

“Come on,” euid and

Rl T
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chester. City, was scoring goals in first-
class  foothalt when he was only
cighteen, and there have been cases in
the past when a plaver has been
“capped © before he has becn out of
his teens. These, however, are the
¢xceptions, and, generally speaking, a
player is ut his best at or around the
age of twenty.five,

You may take it from me, however,

thot the footballer's calling is 110t one

big bed of roses. There are pitfslls
i the way, and temptations to ba
svoided, if the young player is to
realise all his dreams,

In the Grst place, knowing as much
as I do now, | should adviso every
young player who is given the oppor-
tunity of signing-on for a first-class
rlub to ponder well hefore he does so.
Especially should T advire him not to
give up a job if that job promises at

all well.

Thank goodness, the days seem to
Dbave passed when the footballer did
unthing bhut play football for a living.
Most of the men now have some
other ovcupation for theitr hands and
minds during the week, and it is as
well that they should have. The
football does not suffer; and when the
rough time oomes to the man who haa
been in the himehight, then he 1t not
left without somie mean: of carning
hiz living.

| Teddy.

he led the fag away down the stairs.
Arthur Edward Lovell followed as
fac as the lower hall, whcro le
vrejomned his chums. It was not vet
timo for moming lezsons, and it had
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been -understood] that 'eddy was to

bo sent away after the fellows wero
in the Formaovoms, Why had the
Hemd sont for him so carly? Wae it
a sign of hope?

Lovell waited in  the
prey to hope aud fear.

Ihs minor followed Bulkeloy of the
Sixth to the llead’s study. e left

himi thero in tho prezencu of tho
Haead, - |

Teddy stood before the headmaster,
feeling the keen eyes fixed upon him,
but not during to ruiso his own oves
{from the carpet. -

“Lovell minor!”
The deep, stern voice mado Teddy
red.

shiver,

“Yes, siv,”’ he alinost whis

“Lovell minor, vesterday T decided
to se:ul you away from the school, for
an act of outrageous rufianiaen,” said
the Head sternly.  *‘1 still think that
you arc deserving of the most swevere
ﬁunuhmcm. Dut this morning 1

avo scen the victim of your bmu.
tality. To my surprice, I found that

he was anxious on your account!"
T'eddy atarted.

“Oh, sir! 1—I'm sorry 1 hurt
him!"” he exclaimed, with a break in
his voice. *‘I—1 never incant——-"

“Whatever you mean, . Lovell
minor, I know what vou did, and
that is cnough. But the generous
lud who now lies "in the =chool
hospital has interceded for you.”

“Oh, sirt” |

V' Silver II assures me that ho for-
gives you for the injury you have
done him, and he has told me that
he provoked you to a certain extent,”
eaid the Head. *“‘That, of course, is
no excuse for you or for what you
did. But ho hus begzed me not to
cexpel you from the school on his
anccount, and ho hse stated that he
thinks you scted under the influence
of excitement, scarcely knowing what
vou were doing, Understand 1ne,
Lovell minor, there is no possible
sort of excuse for your conduct. But
1 feel bound to take some notice of
what Algernon Silver has anid,”

“Oh, sir!” mumbled Teddy.

“I wae surprised, aod ccrtainly
pleuscd, to find Silver [1 capablo of
so much generosity towards oo who
had injured him,” said the llead,
** For his sake, rather than for yours,
Lovell mmor, [ have promised to
take the matter into cousideration
afrceh.”

“Yes, sir,” whispered Teddy.,

“16 T could feel sure thut you
would never again bo guilty of such
8 savage outhreak of temper—"

“I I=~I promiee, :ur!" gaaped
“I'm sorry, air—awfully

pilexage, 3

Only the other day,
heard

however, [T
of a cazo where a youny fonl.
baller zhowed himself very foolivh.

club in Londun, and, at the same
time, ouc of the directors offered to
tind him quite 4 Jdecent job, with good
proapects, in his office.

This young player replied, however,
thas ho was perfectly willing to
become a professional. but that he did
not want any other work as well—=he
wanted to muke cnough out of the
game s0 that it would not he neces-

lo was agked to siﬁn on for a hig

| sary for him to have any other job.

So this young footballer was signed
on, ut a fair wage per weck.

Suppase for a moment, however,
that ho fails to make goad, or that he
meets with an accident which puts o
sudden end to his career as a foot.
baller. He will be left with nothing
to fall buck upon, and tha popular pet
of the footballlloving public will
ceventually find himself where many
other once-popular men are to.day-—-
an tho very verye of starvation,

Henoe, although 1 don't wrgue
against any young player hecoming o
professional footballer, | du strongly
advise him not to give up a job with
progpects.
work as well. Then he has two strings
to his bow. 3

Now wo comc to the next step, in
which we supposc that the jyoung
player has mgned on, und, haviug bheen
given a chance to shiow his skill, has
become quite a favourite with the
people who attend at the ground
whercon he plays. Then the pitfalls
really begin to yawn in front of him.

In the firsl place, the temptation to
have a bad attuck of what is called
‘“‘swelled head ™ 13 often tuo strong to
bo resisted. DBocauss the plaver has
done well in two or three matches, thn
people make a hero of him, and |

could tell you of many a youth whe |,

has allowced praise to turn his head
to rach an extent that he has baen

|

Let him play football, and |

sorry—and axhanoed,
thinking about it all night!” .

The Head's keen «¢ves rcarched
Lovell minor's pale, worn face, and
his look softened a little,

There was repentance to De read
therc—rcal repentance.

“Well, Lovell minor,”
lHead, after a pause, *"for Algernon
Silver’s sake, and becauso 1 <hall be
«lad to spare your parents a patnful
shock, T shall reconmder iy decision,
and zive you another chanco in this
school.’” '

Teddy ygaspad.

“'bank you, sir! J[—]—="

“For what you have done T ghall
administer & severe flogging,™ sail
Dr. Chisholm. * You will be flogged
in Hall before lessons, Lovell minor,
I hope that by vour future conduct
you will prove yoursclf deserving of
my leniency.”

“I—I will, sir!" muttered Teddy.

“You may go now."”

Lovell minor left the study,

In the pagsage, a minute later,
Arthur Edward Lovell caught him
by the arm.

“What-—

“Teddy !'" he breathed,
‘what "

Teddy triod to sinile,

“I'm not going,”” he said.

‘“ Not sacked, after all?” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver.,

“I'm going to be flogged instead.”

“Oh, gOOd!”

“You'ra jolly lucky,” miid Ruby
drilv.  “ Better mind your p’s and
q’s In the future. You won't get off
so well another time.”

“Thank  roodness!”  muttered
Lovell. “You can stand a flogging,
Teddy. Besides, you deserve at.”

“I—I know I do,” said Teddy
humbly. “I-1 don’t care very
much, I—=U'm jolly glad I'm going
to stay at Rookwood!"

He moved away, and turned back,
hiz face flushed. :

“Jimmy Silver———""'

Heo heaitated.

“*Well, kid?” gaid Jimmy, kindly
cnough. |

Ho was beginning to have a better
opmmion of Lovell minor.

" Youtr cousin spoke up for me to
the Ilecud,”” muttered Tedds.

“1 know he id.”

It was awfully brickish of him, 1
don't know why he should do it. I -
1 sy, could [ see him? 1-—-1'd like
to te!l him I'm sorry -—"

Teddy’s voice faltered.

Jimmy Silver gavo tho fazr a rather
queer look.

“Como along with me,"”
abruptly.

Toeddy Lovell followed hnn across
tho quad to tho eanatorium. ‘The
wmatron sllowed them to enter, and
they approached Algy Silver's bed.
Propped up on pillows. Algy of the
Thitd was reading the * Holiday

ho smid

carcer on the ficld.

To imagine thut you know every-
thing about the game just because
you have plaved in a few first-class
matches and done well in them is a
fatal failing. A\ much safer principlo

THE DARLING OF THE CROWD.

-y

The accompanying article throws.

interesting light on the tricks and
temptations which beset the path of
the popular professional footballer.

15: ' Keep on learning new tricks,
and, abovo all, keep on taking a lot
of caro of yourself.”

'That brings us automatically to
another temptation which the popular
plover has to fight—the lure of the
public-hous», in which will be found
many people ready to stand treat to
the hero of the day.

Here, again, however, there is some-
thing to be thankful for. The pro-
fessional  footballer of te.day has

absolutely vpoilt right at the threchold | travelled a long distance during the

Price
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1 -I'va been | Annual ?” with a grin on’ his face.

lle glanced up.

“Hallo! You agam, dJnnmy! [
say, this is good! My hati ;15 that
young Lovell thern?” e

'l‘cﬁdy camo {o the bedsido with a
crimson face. Algy stared at hun,

“I—1 say, I'm et off,” stammnored
Teddy. |

“Moroe than ryvou deserve!” euid
Silver 1! caustically.,

“It was awfully decont of you to
speak up for me,” mumbled lovell
minor, “JI—=I—I'm sorry 1 Liffed
you with the ruler.” *

**So you ought o be,” . .

“Well, I am, you know,” astam-
mered Teddy., *“I—I'd give any-

thing rot to have done it. 1-1
hope you'll look over it.” |
Algy stared ut him, amnd then
grinned.
“Oh, 1t'a all right!” he sad.

“You'll have a bad time: in the
Third to-day, 1 cxpect: but that
serves you right. I'l make theo
{ellows treat you deoently when I'm
nbout agwin, You try to bo decent,
young shaver, and I'll sco you

through.” |
“You're a Dbrick!” said Teddy
1

Lovell gratefully. ° .

“Ob, all nght! You bunk now.
want to read about Bunter.*

Aud Algy Rilver dropped his eves
to his book aguin. Jimmy Silver
left tho ward with Teddy, Lovell
was waiting for them ontxide, and he
took hia mninor away. Jimmy Silver
rejoined Raby and Newcome.

| believe there’s a streak. of good
somewhere 1 Lovell's mwor, after
all,’”” he said.

“Then porhaps it'll be
some duv!” srunted Raby.
“Let’s hope so,”” said
charitably, "
Ton minutes later there ‘was an
as:oembly in Hall for o floggmg.
Teddy Lovell was the hapless victim,
and the llead of Raskwood did not
spare tho rod. Tho fag wasr not
bappy thet morning in the Third-

Vo

on vicw

Newcomo

Iform room, .

’ . ™ ® & .

The next day Algr Slver waas
up sgamn; aucl, to the surprise of the
Third Form, he procceded to take
Lovell mnor under s wing.,  "The
Thind didu'rt even pretead 1o under.
stand it; but Algy had s way, und
Lovell mmor wa~ given another
chauce, by his Form as well as by
the Head, And Junmy Silver & Co.
could only hope that he woukl mahke
the most of it, 1

THE END.

(Another long, complete story of
Jtmmy Sileer o Cn. nert Monday,
catitled, * The Unatery of Mossov!™
By Owen Conguest,) X
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of what promiscd to be a wonderful

last twenty ycars. He used to spend
the greater portion of the weck, when
hn was not actually traning, leaning
aver the Lar of the public-house which
happens to be nesrest to the “ground
on which he played. The profesmsional
footballer of to-day, however, has
much more respect for himself.s speak.
mg generally ; but even now 1 could
tell you of young and promising
players who have vomne to the end of
their career much sooncr than they
would otherwise have done had they
been able to 1esist the Jure of the
public-house bar. |

- . feature of present-day football
which worries everybody who has the
real welfare of the gnmo at heart ie
the increase in gumbﬁng on the game.
This indirectly affects the player, and
18 the source of another grave temnpta-
tion. |

Alreade  we  have had yproved
cases where footballers have . been
*bought * to arrange the resuls of a
particular match, A financial indvce-
inent has heen hicld out to this or that
player to let his 8ide down, and in one
or two cascs he has been unable to
resist  the temptation to “got rich
quick,"” o

In this gambling element, which has
crept into footbell until it alrcady has
a strong hold, there is a real danger
to the game ax well ax to the men who
play it. Foothall which is net genuine
will soon lose its huld on the public:
and when it loses that hold it will
naturally ceaye to be a profession
worth having or following, hecauso
there will be no money in it for the
cxpert, .

Summed up, then, my advice to the
young player who receives his chance
to shine in the best class of football
is: “Kceep your head.”

(Next Monday's footry arlicle is
entitled, ' Holding LU'p the For.
wards!” Ny K. Longiworth, of
Liverpool, and AU England fame.
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS OF A CREAT NEW SERIAL!

A 'I;'hrilling N,ew: Story of a Young Cowboy’s Adventurcs in the Wild Wes.t. .

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

By GORDON WALLACE.,

wooo. |
THE OPENING CHAPTERS OF THIS
| v GRAND STORY?

Stere Emberton, a youth of about ninr-
trem qupnoners s prospecting with  hig
Jather iu the West of Canada, where ke
comes into contact with a party of cow-
hoys flohe the Double-Horseshoe Ranch,
The foreman, Jake Collincon, iz xo fm-
pressed with the (nd’s horremarship that
he offerg, Steee a job af the ranch, After

havring talked the matter ocer with N

Jather! *Steoe  accepta the offer. Iix
geerptanee is laorgely infiaenced by the fact
that thesranch, which ix run by Baanelt, a
LIiRd mun, really belongs 10 his [ather.

John Emnberton's uncle had made a will
making orer the ranck to Ko, but when
Nteee's JatRher became acquainted with this
Ris unele vas tao jar gone (o rewmienmber
where We had hidden the will. Precious to
this Ae had made a witll in favour of
Basnett, who was then Nis foreman, and
that wfl was held ralid tn the absence
of the other. Ntece's plan is to work at
LAe rqesh wish the irsention of kecping an
rye open for the minsing will, Me chuma
up with a fcllom cowboy ramed Billy
Steele, at the same (ime incurring the
enwity of Joae Pascales, a Mexican half-
breed. Steve wakes a good start in his
new job by rescwing Aquila, the step-
daughtse of Basnetl, from being precipi.
tated dter a canyon Ly & pair of rungyroy
bugay-Norser; but Basneclt dora not proce
hirwaelf eory grateful. g

Miss JAguila inrites Steve orer to the
howre, and on his arriral the lad is gur-
priacd 4o find the pirsce tn darkness® He
hearx yroices gnd is about to knock at the
door f;pm whence thea proceed, wwhen gn
angry ‘voice ratsed fn profest arzafls Ais
rars. M Yon're Iying, Josel I can see it
in yor face!® It was the voice of Simon
Bosnett ! |

(Now rrad on.)

Moro Myastory !

“* None other but Simon Basnuett,
the Double-Horseshoe
Ranch, would-a2 dare to call-a Jose
Pascales dut!” came another voice,
woftlvaraibilantly ; and «8teve. as he
istenad, coutld imagine the Mexicun
fingermyg his knife as he spoke. * But
vou and Jowe, bore, know.a tono much
about cach other to quarrel.  Is it not
€0? +3ut | am not lymy, senor.”

The conversation, whatever it was
about, was none of Steve’s affair. lle
had no wish to pluy the eavesdropper.
o Be osure, the remark of the
rancher’s struck him #s odd. Ior a
blind man to say he could see tho lio
in Jose's face was strange,

Accordingly, Steve raised his hand
again, and rupped sharply on the
door. It came open at once, and
Stevesaw that his first gue:a had been
correat. There was no light in the
roonr,- another reason for causing
Stewr-to think his emplover's remark
strange,

It'vcas Jase who opened the door.
The Mexican struck a match and
held iv aloft. He snarled as he recog-
nised Steve standing In the hallway.
‘I'’hen he sncered.

“So0, my fine DBritisher, he is spy-
ing,'ss it not!"” he usked.

Stéyo fushed. The insult was
ulmost too much for hun. 1lis fingers
itched to strike the dark face €0 near
to him. But he realised that it would
be a foolish thing to do. to start &
figltg in the house of his cmployer on
the firet night of his stav at the
Dowble-Horsexhoc,

Iic stared straizht into Joee's fuce,
‘then dhifted his gaze, and logked over
the Jloxican’s shoulder. and into the
room. He saw the blind rancher had
stood up now, was holding the flame
- of & match he had struck to an oil-
lamp, . The rancher was shading his
drcudful Ccyes with one hand.

But what surprised Steve most was
that Simon Basnett had  writing
materials before him, and a quill pen
was held between his lips.

A blind man, writing, snd in the
dark !” mascd the Britisher. ‘¢ Well,
Y'm dashod! What can 1t all mean?”

{ - , o

-snd—aud the lLousckeepoer.™.

|
|

“Who i< that, Pascales?’” asked the
blind rancher, turning his strange
tyes in Steve's direction. .

“The new hand, senor,” answoered
the Mexican, grinning evally.,  *1
caught him with his car to the key-
hole--spyiug t¥

“That’s a lio!” cricd the Britisher
hotly. *Why should | spy on yon?
I came here becsuse Miss Aguila

sent an invitation to ma to ses her,
b

He remembered then that he did
ot know  Bawy Ann’s proper
L.

The rancher reached out a long
arm aud seized Steve’s in'a grip liko
a steel vice. S0 powerful was it that
Steve had {o bite his hps to keep
back 4 cry of pamn. Big and tough
though the British lad’s biceps were,
they seemed like putty in .tho blind
man's pra=p. Nor ‘did Basnett ro.
loz;.?o him, but drew hin towards himn-
self.

Agatn, far tho sccond tiine that
day, thoe voungster felt the long,
tupering fingers pugs up and down his
fece. e tried to draw himself
away, for' there was sowething
shout this touch that was very res
pugnant to himm. Bat he might have
stved himself the effort. leo. was
held auito fast.

“What did you hear?” demanded
Basnett.

“1 heard you cnll Jose a lar!"
rephed Steve. “Aund T nust say |
agrre with you, sir, wo!”

** What cﬁ:-e‘.’"

The ranchier shook the lad roughly.
Steve clenched his free hand.  DBut
before he struck out with it, he re.
membered that for the present his
policy wus to act with eautioy. Ho
did not care to risk dismiscal from
the ranch st yot. Jle had a groeat
deal to dg. It was his duty to keep
on the Double-Horseshoe, tn order
that lie might search the place
thoroughly for the missing will. To
havo dono as he felt inclined, would
hiave meant the spoiling of his and
his fauther's plans entirely.

Accordingly, he uneclenched his fist
and let his arm hang to his side.
But his fato was xcarlet with rage.

1 heard nothing else,”” heo said.
“Now, please, 1f you'll let my arm
go. I'll get out of the room.”

Basnctt relcased his cruel grip, giv-
ing tho lad » thrust at the same tim~.
which sent him reeling towards Jese
Pascales. Tho Mexican siyly thrust
out a spurred foot., with the result

that Steve staggered against the table

and ahnost fell to the floor.

The lamp tottered, then fell avar
with a crash. Fortunately for the
Double-llorseshoe  ranch-house, it
was onc of those patent self-ex-
tinguishing lamps. therefore, beyond
the fact thag a hittle coal-01l was spilt
on the tabic, there was no damage
done. ) |

The room was plunced into instant
darkness. -

“Confound vou for a blithering
idiot ! cried Steve, shaking his fist
in the direction of Pascales. * Wait
till I get & hight! I'm fed up with
you! I'll—"

e fumbled in his pocket for his
matchbox, but before he could strike
a match, a light appeared in Joso's
hand. But before the Mexican could
apply the flame to the lamp again,
the rancher stretched out a long arm
and knocked it out of Jo:o'< hand.

“Wait!”  said Simon  Banett.
“No light yet! Ah! Come here
again!”’ ,

Once more he seized Steve in his
ternble grip, and the lad felt his
head bemng  turned towards  the
rancher. Then, as Steve wondered
what 1t was all about, a dcep silence
prevatled for several seconds Tt was
weird. Steve could fecl the breath

of the raucher fulling on lns faco
somowhat unevenly. At length,
though, His arm wus free agam.

“ A light, ascales,” he smd.
“This man can get out. [ havo had
a start. For & moment I thought [
had inct o ghost!"” , '

“Senor!”  cricd  Jose © Pascales
hastily. **Take-a caro! You spuuk-a
more than is wiwe, wmaybe!”

lle struck _ another mateih us ho
spoke, and, as the lamp-glasy was
ouly cracked, set the !ainp upright

»
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things he had exporiciiced since hus
entry nto the house.

The Double-Horseshoé Ranch., he
dectded, wax a very mysterious place,
This was the second timo. since has
arrival that he bad come to this
decision.  Aud thero were strange
people in 1. There was a blind man,
who tatd and did odd things for a
sightless perzon to do, und thera
scemed to bo an intimucey between
the “boss” of the ranch and a
scurrilous,  oily-haired,” evil-cyed,
halt-bred Spaniard.

“Well, maybe i1t's none cf my

Throe Halfpsnce

business—and mavbe it's gol a lot to
do with my job here,” he mattered.
“However, for the present. I'd hest
have another shot at finding Misa
Aguila and the old gifl.”™

The Truth Will Out®

Just then a door across the hallway
cemo open. and the weird-looking
figure  of Dattyvy Ann  was il
houetted against the light that poured
out of auothor room. The lLight fcll
oi Steve, and sho saw him.  She
beckoned to him with u talon-hke
finger. Steve removed his hat, and
stepped acrosa tho hall. A moment
later he was m a plainly, bus cosily-
futnished room, in tho presvnce of
Miss - Aguila amd the strvange old
womai:,

"*“You sent for me?”’ he said quietly,
looking at the girl.  “Sorry 1 was so
Iong“ coming, but your f{ather stupped
me.

Aguila Gray snnled, and’ held out
hor hand. Steve took it, and returncd
the pressurc.

* Anu here would insist on knowing

e

CATCHING A CATTLE THIEF!

the fallen horse, and as he did so, Steve's hat went fiying.
rolled over on to his side, and fired at tho fad.

was not quick to answer.

Stovo drew hard at the rein, and Dinbdlo, oxcited by the firing,
With & prodiglious boun
For the stranger with ingoredible awiftnoas had
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know.” -suid Aun clearly, “as if you
were his own zon.” :

Nteve started slightlv, and met the
woman's gaze for a moment; but he
soon took hiz cycs away from her
face. lle felt distinetly uncomfort-
able.  Perhups Aguila noticod him,
and wished to egpare hun the coufusion
he was feeling sud showing.

“Can you play tho piano?” sho
asked. . | \
- “Not much,” Steve admitted.
“But I'm >ure vou can. Will you:"

Heoe was glad to {ind anv excuuwe to
lh"m the old woman’s attention from
1,

The givl sat dowu to .thp piano that
stood in a corner of the room. Bhe
played very well, and, us Steve did

nut often have the opportunity of he-.
| tening to goud musie, he suon was

eujoying the naveliy to tho full; ho
forgot for tho tine the strange, mys-
tevious thinga that secmed to bo
goiug on around him here at tho
Daouble Horseshoe Ranch. At any
rate, he told himsclf, here was some-
body—Aguila~==who was open and
abovo bourd. There was nothing i
tho way of a iyatery attachod to her,
he docided, She was just a [rank,
hostest givl, one of the gort it was well
worth knowing.

Later, when she pressed him to do
go. he »ang. Ile had a plcarant hari-
tono vorce, and rha accompunicd him
well. It got far later before he knew
it than he imagined, but at Jength
he realisod that he would have to get
back to the bunk-house. o hc arose,
Then it was that he became aware
that Ann's stravge eéyes were agiin

e ——

he cleared

and soon the room was again filled
with light. Steve noticed. as ho
looked towards his employer, thae
Basnctt agsin was holding bis hand
in front of his eyes.

“Go!” said Basnett to Steve. ™1
believe you heard nothing: Dbut if
ever you arce caught trymng to over.
hear what’s notl ncant for your ears,
remember you will be very sorry for
it

A® bitter retort sprung o Steve's
|ip&. But he L‘upl. it down; instead,
he turned to the door. As hie pa-sed
'ascales, he was prompted to do a
very huasty thing: and he did it.
Ho doubled his fi-t and deslt the
Mexican a heavy blow in the lower
ribs, muking Joze gasp. Out came
Jose's knife, but Steve took no notice
of it. Instead, ho went out intg the
hallway, and closed the door after
him. Then he stood fgr a moment,
pondering. his next move, and the

A

stepped

you us soon s [ told her how you
saved my life,” she said. ** Ann and
I are grect friends. you know.” °
“I wish you'd forget 1 did anything
for you!” suid Steve clumsily, ** And
I'm not so <ure T saved your iife. You
got un awfu] shuking up as 1t was."”
“You zaved my life,” the girl said
firmly, " so please don’t trv to make
light of ! “It's not very flattering,
anyhow, to me {o xay it was nothing!”
Sieve blushed hard.  Rativ Ann
in front of him, and surveyed

him closely. She had strange, piere-

_inr; eyes. And, oddly enough, Steve
t,

felt, as she gazed at him, as he had
felt  those few momenta in thd
darkened room where the rancher and
the Mexican were, when all had been
silext.  Then, as now, it had felt as
tho:jtgh his very innmost soul was being
read.

“You arc as hike a man I uged to

fixed on him. Iler lips were moving
slightly.

“Good-night, and thank vou'!” he
said to Aguila. ‘*You're very kind
to let me come in and hear mueic
wgainl” . .

*“Good-night!” rhe said, with a
gmile. " * You'll have to vome in hers
often. You sing very nicely!”

1Io turncd to the old woman. She
did not appear to see his ontstretohed
hand. Instead of taking it, she laid
both hicr hands on his broad ehoulders
and turned his face towards the light
of the lamp.

*“I know a man like you once—the
unage of you,” she said. ** His name
was John Emberton.: You might be
his son, so Jike him are you. Tell
me, arc yvoux John Emberton’s sont”

Steve bit his lip. But she was
again  scarching hun through and

through,

Also, Steve had never bold_
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a lie in his Iife. e had come to the
Double Tforse<hoe Ranch under an
agsumed name to enuct a lie. But this
dircet “question was too much for his
honesty. To be asked point-blank af
he wero .JJohn Fiberton™s son was i
thing he bad never caleulated on.
“Yes,” he said simply,
Thene he became aware
dJoor of the rovin was open.  Standing
e the dovrnway was Simon’ lagnett,
while, out i the hall, Jose PPascales

stood behind hun.

e

Billy Steelo is Puxz'ed.

There was only o cyunical smile Onk
the blind rancher’s hps as he stepped
further mto thoe room.  Iiwis huands
were outstretched until they touched
the back of o chair. llaving found
what he sought, he sat Jown upon
it. Dascalea stood on the threshold,
looking very sulky ; it was patent that
the prescuce of Stevo in Miss Aguila's
private sitting-roosn did not  please
him at all,

“I hope you have had

pleasant evening, Emberton!”™
the rancher, with a xoft laugh.
- Steve bit his dip s vexation. IHe
felt that the cat was properly out of
tho bug. He maede vo reply. He sow
thero was a query written i Aguila’s
face. He felt mean.

“1 hope your futher’s quito well?”
Bastett continued. “This 1s very
mtererting, mecting your father's
son. I wied to know John Emberton
quite well.”

Steve pylled himself  together.
After - alf;. why  should Basnett
associatc the assumed name Stevo had
. adopted with any such mission as the
Britisher had in hand?

1 had a good reazon for calling
mysclf Llarris, sir,” he said quietly.

My dear boy,” saia the rancher,
with another sneering smile on his
thin lips. “‘1 have not asked you for
your privote history. Indeed, 1 did
not come heéro to sco you at all. I
aan 10 seo you, Agaila,”

e held out something that Jooked
like a &heque-buok to the gird, It
was opcn.”  The girl took it, and,.
without a wond, *wrote her namo at
tha fout of the topmost form,

Thix did not strike Steve at first
as anything stranze. FHer stepfather.
beind blind, no doubt entrusted her
with the signing of all the rancher's
cheques. "And then it struck Steve
agamr as  odd  that, if he  had
recently surpried Basnett with wrib. §
ing materials in frout of him and a
pen, sUl wet with ink, in his mouth,
the rancher, who obviously to Steve
could write, should not he ablke to do
auch a simple thing a3 sigzn & cheque
for himself.

When the girl handeld the cheque-
hook back to her stepfather Simon
Basnett came to his feet, and, till
gropimg. with his hunds, lefe the room.
e appearcd to take no further notico
of Steve, but, before he shut the door,
ho handed the cheque to  Jose
Puscales. :

2teve turned again to the girl. She
was a'thing at the table. with a« wor-
rted look oun her face. Steve did not
think the worry wos on his behalf,
She was looking at notlijng in par-
ticular. At length she'shiook her head,
gighed, and smiled ag the DBrnticher.

“*Good-night " the seid.

Steve went out. without another
wotd, and -felv very much ashamed
of hiumself. 1le blamed DBatty
Amn for showimng him up as a man
hving uuder falwe ypretences to the
girl, 1lle cousidered her a Jdangerous
one to know, and he decided she had
better go down an the list of people
ou the ranch he had mude who wauld
require wateling.  1F shie had let hin
down at the very beginning of his
stay on the ranch, then she might leot
Inm down wor-o inter,  In which con-
chision, as it happened, he was
cutirely wrong.

He turned into his bunk and iried
to sleep. 1t had been # hard day, and
he was very tired: but sleep would
not come to him t]l well past mid.
night, ana when it did ha dreamed
unpleasuant dreanis, in which the blind
rancher, the half-mad woman, Jose
Pawales, and the ron-fingerved China-
men were all jumbled together as a.
body, determined to {rustrate him in
his endeavour to trace the missing will
which would, if found, make the
Double Horseshoe Ranch his fathor's,

All hands turned out bright and
enrly the following morning. Jake
Collinson, the fercman, detailed Steve
and Billy to ride together on the
sduthernmost boundarv-linn of the |
ranch. The time of the fall round-up
was approaching, when all hands
cvery efloryt would be needed to gather
togciher all the stray cattle that had
vandered all over the plains since the
previous round-np m May,

Just ‘now work was comparatively
euev, but the grass of the prairie was
growing somewhat scant, and it was
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Af bhnd,” xaid
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“one of the cowboys’ duticr to see that
the cittle got the hest grazing it was

pssible for them to get.
1t wax asx they rade along at a8
brisk, loping cunter that Steve sud-

“depnly lhalfaaurned iy his saddle, after

ten ininutes’ silence, and put a ques-

, 1 tion to hix friend.
hat tho }

“Billy,” he ruid, *“about Simon
Baxnett—is ho renlly bhnd?¥*t

“Te b blind?' repeated  Billy
*Waal, J should say =
Queer question to ask, ain’t it?"

“1 sup 20, said the Britisher

-

"thoughtiully, **but he xtrikea me as

being # man not so blind as people
make out!” And he recounted s
adventures of the previous  night
whilst in the rauch house, Billy
listened seriously.

** Scems to mo there's no reason why
a man <houldn’t b able to write, even
tha Canadian. I
guess | could train myself to do t.”

“Then, of Basnett can, why slw_uld
he get, his step-daughter to  sign
cheques for im? He got Miss
Aguila o sign 8 cheque last might.
and it was some cheque, too, 1 saw
the amount—ten thouzand dollars!™

“Whew "' gibiluted Bily. **Ten
thousand of the best! Didu't know
the ranch could have stood a cheque
hke that., Did ye see who it was
made out to?”

“No,” replied Steve: *“but he
handed it to Jose afterwards |”

“Waal,” said Billy, =1 guess I
wouldn't trust Jose with ten thousand
grains o' wheat, let -alone dollara.
Yeo're right, pavd, there’s somethny’
funny round these parts.”

“And who's Bauy Ann exactly
asked Steve. |
cident in which he had given his
identity away. ‘Is she as mad as
she looks?’"

“Son," said Billy, smiling, “ you're
getting  quecer notions ‘about the
pcople oun the Double-lloricshoe,
Take it fromn me, Batty Ann’s all as
batty us she looks. But she's a good
sort, is Ann. She's almost a ruother
to Miss Agmila, and =she’s a lifelong
institution on the ranch. [t's a way she
has, though, to ask straight questions
so pat that you have to answer ’emn
before vou want to. She caused ve
to maki: a bad brealk last mght, but
it appears as Simon Baxnett don't
take mmch stock of what' your nameo
is, or may be. Ilowevor. T'd keep my
wits about me if I were you when
Batty's hangin' round.” g

“If <she knew my father years ago,
she probably knew somcihing about
the will that my great-unclo made in
my father's favour,” said Steve
thoughtfully. **T'll have to try pump-
ing her some das.”

“*Where d’'ve figure to start lookin'
for that will 2”* asked Billy.

Steve shhrugpred *lus shoulders.

“T don’t know,” he said, “but T
think ] shall explore the whole of Lhat
ranch houxe thoroughly firast. And
that’ll he a job, with all the people
there ave in 1t.  llowever, 1 suppose
I've still got to carn mmy wages, pro-
viding 1 don't zot the =ack. Are those
our cattlet” |

He pointed to e fair-sized herd that
was grazing half a mile sway. Billy
Stecle nodded, and the two cantered
briskly up to about three hundred
head of red steers.and heifers that
were peacefully eating theie fill of the
sun-dried grass.

*‘That's the red herd,” said Bally.
“It's the suiallest herd we bave on
tho place, but it lovks to me, rome.
how, as though it ahould be a8 bit
bigger. Should be seven hundred of
om. . An’ cattle this time o' tho
vear don't scatter so badly. I saw
this hernd four davse ago, aund they
wero Lnice as many then.”

“Meaning " asked Steve.

“Heope there amin't been no :tam-
pede,” said Billy. ** Been no weather
or such-like trouble as I knows of to
start that up, though. But—-"

He counted over the cattle. Qn the
western plaing an experiencad cow.
puncher can tell at a glance whether
his herd is as it should be.  Thie red
herd was Billy Steele’s own  care.
The Canadian’s brow grew puckered
at length.

*There’s four hundred odd shoit
somechow,” he szid. *This'll be joy-
ful news for Basnett when T report it
to him. DBut we'll just do a bit of &
scout round first, before we gets the

wind up. Maybo they have just
strayed !”

They set their horses off at a brisk
gallop across the plains, making wide
sweeps for about an hour. Save for
an odd straggling beazt here and
there, they found nothing. Then, at
Billy’s suggestion, they turned due
south, and soon crossed the boundary
of the Double-Horseshoe  Ranch,
which also was the cdge of the good
grazing. land. They soon struck a
stretch of land whero thero was very
hittde or no grass. In a short while the
ground turued (o loose sand, hot and

Ile recounted the in- |

f

dry. for there had been no rain in that
part of the country for over a month.

It was here that Billy drew rein on
hix horse, snd Stevo did the same with

Diabolo. Ylor a while they proceeded
at a walk-pace, while Billy leaned
forward in the saddle.  All at onee hio
‘gave, o shout. Steve, riding ahonut
fiftv vards from him, cantered over
to him,

Billy pninted to the ground. The
sandy soil was very uch disturbed,
It seemed as though countless hools
had recently pasxed over it.  Tilly's

face was hard-looking as Steve glanced |

inquiringls at i, ,
“Thero has been a stampede I'" the
Canadinn annouvncwl.  * And Tl bet
my summer's puy it's the red herd,
too. But it wasn't no ordinary
stampede !V .

“\What then 77 asked Steve, excited
by the expression in Billy’s face.

Billy rode forward a few moro
paces, and' pointed agaun.

“There's horses' footmarks on the
flanks of the steers)” he said. “The
red cattle huve been run off 1"~

“ Run off 2" repeated Steve, ¢ You
mean—7"’ . ) ,.

“I'll lay odde they have been
rustled.” said Bille, *There’'ve béen

cattle-thicves at work herel”

‘The Capture of Black McKnight!

“They must have happened quite
recently, tov,” said Billy, pointing o
the tracks on the grouml. * Probably
last night. Waal, there's bren quite
a bit o’ this work goin’ on round here
lately, but thix is the first tiine they've:
visited our vanch!”

“1 thought the country was too
civilised theso duys for cattle-rustiers
o have much chance,” said Steve.

Billy laughed. '

“\We all thought it had died down
for good, but ubont two years ago Is
scemeyl to start all up agamn,” he said,
“Some o' the ranchers have loss
hundreds. But this ecems to be t}’l?
biggust scoop they've made yet. I
lay u hen all them four hundred red
steera were in that bunch.”
~w Are the uxtlers known ¥ asked
. Steve. - .

“Not exactly known, but there's

L1y

THE BOYS FRIEND

| puft

Price

ignre it front, but for a while the
latter did not appear to notice ho
was being followe(f. |

Then he turned his head, and appar-
ently saw Steve and Billy,  Ax he
did =0, Billv lev out 4 loud veli, an
order for him to halt. . There was no
response, but the pace of the ammal
in front géemed to, quicken,  Billy
rammed apurs havider into his broucho,
Disbolo, who needodl no  spurs,
lengthened his stride o keep up, and
Steve. wondering what had got into
his friend, allowed the gallant black
to o Its own pace.

They slowly gained on the man in
fron.t, who timuo and again kept look-
ing backwards over his shoulder. The
distance between theni lessened from
the original hundred yards, & yard
at a t:me, until there were barely as
many feet between them, and the
man's features, when he turned his
heud, could plainly be scen.

“Thought I was
Dally, aus - the wind
Steve's ears, “ILi!
up, son!”

“What's it all ahout ?”
Steve. *“*Who is he?” ,

Just then there was a puff of smoke
imediately in front. Steve dJducked
involuntarily, as he felt smnct-him&
zip startlingly past his head. Anothe
of smoke, and another, and each

Billy
Stecle and the Britisher.,

*Somcthing queer here,'' muttered
the Britisher, and dragged his own
revolver from its holster. e did not
take aim at the man, though, for
the paco Diabole was going at would
have wade his aim uncertain ; besides,
he did not yet know why he was be-
ing fired at, and hesitated abuut ' re-
turning the man's shots, Steve had
not always * packed 22 a gun, as his
friend had.

But Billy had no such hesitation
abeut hiin. He flaghed out his heavy
colt, and it spoke once—twice.
at once, the horse m front secmed to
stumble; then it went forward on its
noee, There wad a great uprmising of
alkali dust as the beagst went flat
on its side, kicking wildly, scuding
its rder flying afar. '

Steve drew hard at the reins, but

whisrlml
Halt thur!

past
Pull

shouted

titne bullcta pussed between

L)

some as is sepocted very '—‘t'l'.'o"gh Diabolo, probably excited by the
gau(l] l?illl.{. ” Ti!‘l‘:?r : 03)0 '[;:-m:;ntéwuﬁi; sogu;\d of the revo vcinll- ﬁr{nm fwas m:’t
4 denmiciy xnown 1 ’ ' >} quick to answer, e shot forward,
name’s Black glfc.h"'!!]‘l:- I lg}’;t“t&":,_ and—for he waz almpst on top qof the
rustlin’s: gon over ha MONT 4 fallen  horse—gave & prodigious

tana. and there's gaugs all over the
place. There's a lpader of ‘em some.
where: but nobosdy’s yet becu able to
guess who the leader 5. Waal, whgt
abont ridin’ « bit further on? There's
a chance wo might be able to get
sume len where tlus lot’s been driven
off to0.”’ ,

They rode on southwards for several
miles,  following  the tracks  quite
clearly for so far.  But soon the
country hegan to change agamn, and
the tracks were loat n -the short.
crepped, sunburnt grass, At length
Bilt' drew renn, .

“Not much uxe, 1 reckon,” he said.
“This'll mean' night-guards for us
putichers from now on.  Jake Collin
son never set us on mﬁht-\.mrk bd-
tween round-ups before, but at’ll have

to be donc. Blame the rustlers, sags
I' I like my Led's well as anyonk
elsat” :

“What's the next move?” asked

Steve, who was only to.day attached |

to Billy for instruction in the cow-
puncher's work., “Get back to the
ranch to report?” _

~ “H'm yes ! But we ain’t far from
Big Horn just now, so I think we'll
pay that place u” visit and inform
Sheriff Dawson. Maybe he'll be uw
terested in 1ge newse  Jlo ulwayy
opined as  the l)(-llblcxllurwslrod
woyldn’t stuyiunmnlcstcd for ever!”

‘They st their horsey at 8 canter
aguin, angling slightly east.  DBig
Horn township was ubom six mley
off now. But before they reéached the
town, thes came across a trail, and,
standing at the point where they met
it, was a shanty. ) .

*“ Belongs tu the U.bar-U' crowd.™
said Billy, *“though it's only uecd on
round-ups.  Somehody there now,
though. if the smoke from the stove-
pipe's anythivg to go by. Yep, there’s
a man just cemin’ out.”

Seeve saw & man appear from tho
shanty. While they were still a
matter of n hundred vards away, this
man mounted a hotse that was stand-
ing outside. lle did not shut the
door, but turncd hix horse’s head for
the trail, which led due east und west.

“Qomething 1 seem to know aBout
that horee,”” said Billy, loocking after
the man. “Bay and white picbalds
gin't vers common in these parts.
The last man I knowed who rode one
was ~—" '

Ile sudden'y olapped spurs to his
horse, and sct off at a gallop after the
mian goiug cust, Steve, not k'nowing
what was ip Bille's mind, allowed
Diabolo #lso to stretch out, amd sude
by side the two chuiny drummed

vacrersy the pluin. They gained on the |

" Steele this thine,

i
a

bound, and clcared it Ag he did 20,
Stove's hat * went  flying, for the
siranger, with incredible  xwiltatess,
and being entirely unhurt by hie fall,
had rolled over on to his side, and
had fired at the lad.
At Jength, Dialwlo, snorting, his
ncstrils showing blood-red. came to a
stand:till; but not for long, for xtill
shot waa fired=—at Billy
Then Diabolo’s hot
temper burst out. lle gave a spring,
and jumped right on top of the
fellow. There wax a vell. and when
Stove managed to curb lis steed, the
stranger was Ilving on his Jback, Ins

another

.mouth wide open, a bristly, black

besrd pointing skywards. His hands
were clutching Ins gun, snd Steve
could x¢ce that he was spasmodically
jerking the trigger, though the gun
was empty.
“Sav.” roared Billy Steele, point.
ing straight down on the fcellow with
hic colt, * just put your dands up,
mister! That s, -1 vou're not too
badly smashed up. Put 'em up!”
The fellow showed he was naot
seriously hurt, for he st upright sud-
denly. both hands, one <holding the
gun, held straight up. :
“Thought ax much!” grunted
Billy. dismounting quickly, and np-
pronching the fellow. **Just throw
vour gun away, and keep set thar.
bike that, with vour hands up.
Guess vou're Just the feller Shenft

LS

Dawszon’ll be glad to see ! o
“Well, who is he?" asked, Steve,
s the f[ellow obeved, and sont his
revolver far enough with a jerk of
the hand.
“ Mr. Black McKnight, the rustler

‘1 was talkin’ ubout."” eaid Billy, **It's |
Black McRnight, the only one of the

rustlers as is knowit to anybody, and
then not to many. 1 guess 1 knows
him well enough, anvhow. Shenff
Dawson will be pleased: and :o
should the boss. 1 goess. let's sce
if ve're hurt much, pardner.™

IHo stooped over the rustler, who,
when he knew he was recogmsed,
seemed to go as white in the face as
a bushy. black beard and moustache
and eyebrows, that overhung, would
let him. A quick examination showed
that, though Diabolo had landed
right on top of himy, he was ounly
badly bruised. There were no bones
broken.

“That’s better for vou.” remavked
Billv. * Now. try an' stand up.”

He jerked the ruscal te his feet.
The blsck-bearded one broke out
into & {orrent of oaths. e anly
stood on once leg. A sheke from

right ! velled |}
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Uilly vat short bis swrrurinr:.-"mul ilf‘q;
began, instead, to grin and liss witl
pau; as ho teredl 1o bear somo _\s'eigh;
ou his other foot, v

“Waal,” sid Billy, «1'fepfraid
ve cain’t walk, and your own horzo
ain’t (it to carry vou far.,” O~

As & matter of fact, the Ppustlor's
owil horse wax in a very bl way.
Bteve exanuned it and found AL had
a leg broken. lie therefore -put un
end .o its migery by sending a bullet
from his revolver through its brain.

“So up ve gits on {o my plag, an’
no monkey-shines, éither!” said
Billy.  And he hoisted MceRnight
into the saddle.  Then he swong hime.
relf up behtud, and, at a2 slow joy-
trot, the purty cuntinued their way

to Big lorm.

They reached there half an hour
later. Tt was lhigh noon then. and
the hittie cattlodown was busy., When
Steve and Billy, with their prisonor,
trotted in, there were manvy wlth saw
them, and curious faces were turned
towards them. A crowd on fout fole
lowed them as they zaw the party
were heading for the brick building
which was dignified by the title of
court-house. For Big lorn was tho
cupital town of .-\lfanu County, and
here the sheniff had his headguarters;
also, the county gaol was therey

Many questions were asked the two
chums ax they escorted their prrioner.
But Billy refused to mmformmthem
who their caprive was. 167 roddo
straight on, and Hually cameto the
court-lionse, where hoe slid from s
horse's back and drogged MoKaight
after him. Then, thrusting & “hand
under hix arm, he dragged him in.
side.  Steve tied the two horses to o
hitching-post, and followed. <«

The shoriff was sitting at a table
rivate office. He was & very
large, tat man, with a jolly, dvuble-
chinned face, thas was all wrjskles
and smiles as Steve first saw ‘hin,

He sported 8 greag ailver star’dli the
breast. of his bluce shirt, whila. about

his waist was strappeill a carlridge-

4

be glad, sheriff.”

“things here.”

- forward, and snapped a pair of

belt that sunported o huge revelvoe.
ono that dJdid not at all appear-to fit
his smiling face. '
“Waal?’ he said, “an’ what’s tho
trouble thiz time, sonny?"” ..
*Got Black McKmght here,l’ said
Billy Stecle quictly. * You oughtoer
~ .
Sherill Dawson’s jaw dropped. and.
hs eyes looked like popning vut of
his bhead. He lugged the hugnt srun
out of his belt: but when he ohserved
that the prisoher was unarmed,: that
Billy had a good grip on hix-meck.
he repouched 1t, stood up, and eyed
McKnight over. el

“Wanl,” he said. **1 allus surmi-ad
Black McKnight looked hke a blame
tough, and, by heck, T believe T was
right. though thix is the first tiphe 1
sct cves on him! Waal, thig’is o
surprise! Guess | got 2 niceidnag
cell for you. my Jad. Guess we'lt Lo
able to make vou talk some, :dow,
about the rest of vour rustiin’ pang
before we've finiched with yon.(*We
have a way of makin’ peoples:ay

The man McKnight onrsed vokably.
He strugzled in Billv's grip, almost
got louse from htm: bnt the shyvwill,
with an agility that was trulv amaz-
ing in & man of his bulk, j mpnzld
and-
cuffs over his wrists. Then, at a
whistle from  Dawson, a  deputy-
sheriff strolled into the voom.
McKnight was hustled to the back
of the building, and a moment later

was safelv locked behind iron bars.

“J guess thar’s a heap of hgpest
ranchers round these parts as’[l- bo
mighty pleased at what ye've dgne,
son,”” remarked Sherid Diawsou,, s

he  took  down  particulars - of
MceKnight's capture from_ Billy ; and
Steveas '

* Boss DBasnett uughh‘rr he =0,
{00,”” opined Billy Steele. ' Gueas
I' have somethin® clie to regort,
rheriff—ananpidiy, four hundred o (the
Double-Horseshoe red herd heve bin
run off, cither last mght or the night
before.” '

ot ’
“So¥" asked Dawson, lifting hix
evebrows, ** Waal, 1 allus calculuted

s DBasnett’s luck with the rusgors
wouldn’t hold out for cver. Four
hundred, ve 33id? Some bunch, for
one rustle—ch?” |
“It sure ix,” said Billy.  “GQuess
T'll get hack to the ranch an® inforin
Basnctt about it. So-long. shenff!
Ye'll kngw where to find me it »o
want me."’ _
He and Steve left the court-hopse,
and. without staving to accept . the
many invitations to refreshs them-

selves fired at them by the ¢itivens

of Big Horn, ¢t off at a round
gallop  for the Double-lorsczhoe
Ranch.

( Another cxciting instalment of (his
splrndid Wild-Wext story in nexrt Mondaw’a
isaur of the BOYS YRIFND,  Order next

‘week's copy (9-duy frow your aewiazent. )
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- The 1st Chapter.
Not According to Programmeae,
“Snow  again!”  said  Frank
Richarde.

It was coming down in thick, in-
cossang, flakes, as the Cedar Creck
fillows came out of the hunbgr school
after morning lessons.

* AJl the better !” said Bob Lawless
cheeridy.

Chunky Todyers grunted,

"1 guess 'mosticking 1o tho stove ™
lie remarked.

"] guess you're a fat clam!” re-
torted;Bob, ** Who's coming over to
Hillerext?”? L

*Not me!” said Chunky, promptly
amd amgrammatically, and he dis
ap;mre«f in the direction of the stove.

Frunk Richards & Co. stepped out
into the falling snow,

“What are we going to Iillcrest
for?"..asked Vere [3ranclere.

“What for?" recpeatod DBob.
“Didn’t Franky catch s first-class cold
throwgh the Hillerest fellows snowball-
ing him into a deift? Of course, he
wus 8. silly juy to tumble into the
drift--—"’

““ Fathead ! eald Irank Richards
politely. | ) .

“ But we're bound to make the 1hill-
crest galootz sit up for it!” continued
Bob.. . “1f,we hustle along on the
«nowshoes we shall catch Dicky Bird

soingi, home to dinuer, Who's
comw " . .
“Oh, I'll come!” eid Beauckre,
Jaughing, “Jt will keep us warm,
=uvhaw.” - .
“ ““Yiou're coming, Franky?”
cJust ar you like,”" sand Frank
Richards. “But you know Mr. Poeck.

over ¢ttue over here complaming to
Miss Mcadows last tune i

*Oh, blow Mr. Peckover!”

“Rlow him as much as you like;
but: Mdis Meadows——"

*“My dear chap, come on. and don't
chew' .the rag!” =aid Bob lawless.
*Wae shall miss IDicky Bird if we
stand here tulking !’

“Qh, all right ™

The three chums buckicd on their
«nowshoes, and startied,

Through the falling flakes they
glidodd ant of the wates of Cedar
Creek, and out upon the Thompson
trailiv :

Bob l.awlees led the way -at a
{erfic burst of speed, and Frank and
Vere Beanclere did their best to keep
up with him. | -

The snowshoes covered the trail at J

a great rate, the chums of Cedar
Creek whizzing merrily aleng through
the firas=ty atmozphere, -

Phe smoke of Thonpson was rising
ovad' the trees abead, when they
stopped at a fark in the wruil. Ahead
of them lay the town of Thompon,
and on the left, towards the creck,
the trail that ran through the froeen
timber to Hillerest Schoul.

Bob Lawless. looked hegnly along
tho path to Hillcrest.

*No tracks there” he :aid. “They

+ it might have

huten't passed vet.”

“I'he spow’s falling
coveved them up,” suggested I'rank
Uichards.

T tel!

“Not in the time, fathcad!
voxtr- they haven't passed.  Cover!”
satd Bob. *They might be along
any ‘minute now.” -

* Rixht-ho!"

‘he three chums whipped off thetr
snowshoes, and took up Mieir position
behind a clump  of frost-blackened
Jarches close by the fork of the trail.
And whilo they waited they prepared
a pile of snowballs, all ready for the
Hillcrest fellows when they passed.

There was soon a pile of ammuni.-
tton ready to their hands, but there
was 1o sign of Dicky Bird & Co. ou
the tranl. :

Bob Lawless began to look puzeled.

“They're wlly lat¢e” gomg  to
dinper i’ ho remarked.

> And we shall be late back. fpr
Jimner at this mte i remarked Frank

Richards, .
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“My dear chap, I'm hunary.”

“Xamo here!” wrinned Beauclere,
“Bab, olid fellow, | think the MH1il.
crest fellows must be staying at the
=hool,”

“I guess not, They don’t have their
dimner at the shool a» we do, a3
they're 20 clove to the rown,” said
Bob, shaXiug his head., ** Ble::cd if
I savys why they're so late! They
can't have spotted us and gone
astother way.”

“1f they spotted.us they wouldn't
go another way : thev'd go for us!™

“Correct! They'll come along.
vight cnough!” :

Bob Lawless peered through the
lsrches along the trail.  But there
was no sign of the Hilleresters.

“Sister Anne, do you see anvone
coning ¥’ chuckled Frank Richards.

“Oh, bother:” said Dob crosly.
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THE BOYS’

A Grand, Complete Story of
FRANK RICHARDS & Co,,
) introducing

their rivals of
Hillcrest.

.'.
U e

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

o,

fcllow = appeared nmonge the trees. and.
amid Joud sheuts of laughter, gnow-
balls rained upon the herves of \edar
Creek, It was only too evident that
the astute Dicky DBird had spotted
them on the trail. and led his follow ers
round throurh the timber to attack
them from behthd.

Frank Richards & Co. atiempted to
return the fire, Lut the fustllade was
too hea vy, ' -

Under a whizzing shower of snow.
balls they woere driven thoough the
crackling  lorches, and ont on  the
9.1, leaving their snowshocs behiud

them.

“Oh, the rotters:” gasped Dob.
“sStand un to it' Qoacoch ™

“(Give ‘em tocks!” yelled Dicky
Bird. |

"4 Hjs, ha, he )"

The Hillerest crowd followed up the
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retreating trio, pelting thom wich in-
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lives, leaving the ficld of battle in
pogscssion of the Hillereet crowd.

The 2nd Chapter.
The Trophy of Victory!

*Oh, dear ™

“Ow!"”

** Ooovoch "’

Thus Frank Richards & Cu., as they
arvived. breathleas, at the jates of
Crdar Creck School. .

There was no one in the play-
gronnd. Cedar Creek was at diner
in the lnmber schiovlhouse.

“What & rotten sell ™' waxped Bob
Lawlesa, “Come on: we sha'n't get
any dinner a¢ thix rate!l”

. 0h, you ass ! mumbled Fraok
Ricluirds.

“ It wasn't my fault, fathead!”

“Qh, vou'ro a chump!” gosped
Frank. 1y thet what you enll going

| on the warpath? It was .ju:-:c pic to

those Elillerest bounders.’

“Let's get” in to dinner,”  sadd
Beauclere. .
“Naot if Yrank bhawn’t  finighed

wagging his chin,” sauid Bob Lawless
sarcastically.
“Oh, come on!” grunted Frank,
The chums of Cedur Creek srrived
ftushed und breathless in the dining-
rooni. Dinuer was well on its way,

"and Mits Meadows, ut tho head of

the table, gave the: late-comers a
soevero glanee as they entered.
“You are late!” zhe satd sharply.
“ We—wo—wo wére delayed on the
trail, Miss Meadows!” stammered
Bob. |

“You should not have been delaved
on tire trail, Lawless.”
“Ahem! We—we've

]o‘.-t- Olli‘

suowshoes, and it was rather diffi.
cult getting back, ma’am,” aaid
Frauk.

LA

IUI.-.
-
-----

a qgun
Bob. Lawless was not so fortunate howover.
and his teeth closed —fortunately upon thick homespun !

in his hands.

in the light of the house Mr. Peckover could be seen striding out with
Frank and Beauclere

As they clambered up the dog rushed in
8ob qave a yoll as he was bumped backwards

jumped desperztely for

in the snow. ‘“Who is there 7 ?* shouted the schoolimaster. '""Stop! Stand! Hands uvp!?”

Al

“They’re pot in sight.  What the
thunder makes them go late to-day 3”
Whiz, whiz, wlhic! Smash, smash !

“Hallo! Look out!” yelled Frank
Richards. .
‘There was a sudden fusitlade  of

enowballs, but not from the direction
of the {rasl in front, It came from the
tiniber bLelund,

The Cedar Creck fellows spun
round in amazement and alaim, with
snowballs  smadhing on  them in
volley s, ' -

Through the fresty trunk< behind
them. six or seven grinning  faces
could be scen, the fuces of Iicky
Bird, Fisher, Bluinpy. and a ¢rowd of
the Hillerest  fellows, They  had
artived, but they had arrived {rom
the wronyg dircction. and tuken the
ambush in the rear.

“Oh Jerusalem I gasped Bob Laws
less.  “The rotters! They spotted us
after all—"

Smash. sinash. srhash !

“Groogh!” gasped Frank., as he
caught 8 sonball with s month,
another with his nere. and o thied in
his eve.  ** Quuoooch !™

“Co for them ! roared Dicky Bhied,

““Tha. ha, ha!”

Whirz, whiz! Smash!

More and wore of

e Iiillorect

cessant snowhalls,

teal, but 3t was in vaiy. The odds
were 90 great, and the volleys too
heavy.,  They were driven back to-
watids  Cedar  Creek,- casping {or
Dhrrcath, stnd half-blinded by the snow
that smuartied in thetr faces.:

They fairly run for it &t Jast,

*“Oh, by zmn ! gasped Bob Taw.
less. as thoy stovbed at last, ont of
range. ' Oh, dearv, what a xelll”

“Oh, you ass’” snluttered ﬁ"ramk
Richard-. as he vouged smow from his
coxes. I yvou ever " ‘

“Let's get back!”

“Ila, ha. ha!” camne it. & vell from
the Hillerest crowd.  Didky Bird held
up a bundle of snowshoex, |

“Are yvou coming back for them?”
he vealled. -

*Oh, my hat'! They've got our
snow shoe<!” stuttered Frans, “We've
got to zet them hacki—-7 .

“Come on!” said Bob deeperately,

The three Cedar Creek  fellows
charecd. ‘They wore met by o ternific
valley of snowbiulls that fairly rolled
them over in the tratl. Then the 11:il-
crest erond rpushed 1o clota gquarters,
pelting them il they stroggled up
and e, Mivws  their snoWaRUCs,

Franh Licharde & Co, ran for . thow |

Trank Richayds &

Clo. u‘t'l!lll!itl‘ll to make a stand in the o

“Very well, vou may st down.”

Forumstely Alisz Mceadonws asked
ne  further  questions. I'rank
Richards & Co. 20t down to dinuer.
Chunky Todgers leaned over towards
Irank. |

“Did vou get o licking :” he asked,
in a stage wihnsper. '
e Shurrup!™’ -

“Then vou did!™ grinned Chunky.
“Have the Hillcrest guloots hagged
your smpowshorns ¥

* Brovererar ! |

“ He, he, be ! chuckled Todgers.

There were grinmng faces along
the crowdwml table, as the hapless
raiders ase their dinner, The Cedar
Creek fellows did not need telhng
that the raiders, who had gone for
wool, had yveturned shorn. A« the
school came out after dinner. Frank
Richards &i.Co. were surrounded by
questioners,  Aund instead of sym-
pathising, the Cedar Creck fellows
only ronred with langhter when they
heuard the result of the expedition.

“Hegud: 1 ought to have come’
with  vou, dear boyvs!”  remarked
Ageenon Beauclere,

“ A= ! was Frank Richards” veply.

“I'll come nexe zime. and see vou
tarough,” satd  Chunky Todgers,
comfoctingly.

“Chuump "

-

l

{

“Frank sarcastically.

45
“And they've got ryour snow:
xhoea !’ chuckled Ebcn Facke.

“Thes'll never let us hear ¢he end
of this. You galoots had better take
i back seat, and leave llillerest to
nie."”

*Oh. cheesa it !

Frank Richands & Co.- cicaped
from  the crowd, leaving them
chuckling. In the gateway of Cedar
Creek thoy stopped to discusa the
mmatter.

“TI=1 supposc we gol the warst of
i, said Bob Lawless.  *And the
worst iz, that they've got our snow-

‘*aluws._ and  they'll keep them as
trophies. We've got to get them
Lack somchow, "

“Jat's o over agamn.” suggested
“The three of

“us ean wop up all Thllereste1 Jdon't

|

~* Frank folt

e e o

think ¢

Just Dbefore afternoon lessons, a
dusky Red:kin came up the trail
from. Thompson, and looked in at the
school gates. In was Injun Dick, the
Apache, and evidently he had o
messace for somebody.  Thero was
an cuvelope i his dusky hand.

A snow-fight was going on in the
plavground, and the Indisn stoppesd
to look on. Mr. Slimmey. who was
coming from his cabin, stopped to
speak to the old Apache. .

“What Jdo von want here?” R

Injun Dick lield up the letfer.

Mas’

“Tnjun,  bring letter for
Richards, " he said. .

“Oh, Richards!" called ont Mr.
Slimmey. ‘*There is a lettec {or
vou {” |

Prank Richards ran up.

“Thank you, str! Hand it over,
Injun Dick!”? ’

Mr. Slimmey walked .on- towards
the schoolhouse, end Frank ekl out
his hayd for the letter. But Injan
Dick held out his empty hand, i his
turn. |

“You give Injun quarter,” he said.
in hiz pockets, and
found & quarter, 1le could not guess
whom the letter was from: but Injun
Dick was entitled to his fco.as letter-
carrier,.if the missive was delivered.

Saveral of the Cedar Creek fellows
gatheridd rcund, as Frank, having
peid over twemy-five cents, received
the letter. Inwin Dick Jraped bix
tattereq Dblanket round . him and
stalked awny., g

“What is it, Franky?'" asked Bob
Fawless, “Old Penrose wanting yoau
to do some more stunts f[or the
* Thompson Press.’?” a

“ Blessed if 1 know.”

Frank Richards opened the letter.
e stared as he Jonked af it.

*My hat! The checky rotter!”

“What js 1t?”

“The checky, bounder!™ roarcd
Frank. *I've paid twentv-live «cnts
for this blessed Hillerest cheek 1

“Pillerest ! Let’s look!”

Bob l.gwle:rs jerked away the lettar,
and a dozen Cedar Creck fcfll_m\'s read
it at once, It was  wnitten in
Dicky Bird's somewhat  sprowling
hand, und it ran:

-

“Dear Richavd:.—~We're hungiug
the rnowshoes up in the plivground
at Ilillerest. Como und {ctch them
—if you can.—DICKY BIRD."

“The cheeky jay!™

“1t's up to you galoots!”
Eben lacke.
tf vou can!”

“T guess weo will!" growled Bob-
lLawless, |

Clang! Clang!

It was thic school-Uc¢ll, calling Cedar
Creels to afternoon lessons. Frank
Richurds & Co. started for the lumber
schoollivuse. DBut in Migs Mcadows’
cigss that afternoon there wera three
fellovwe. et least. who were thinking
more of the trophy of victory at il
crest than of the valuable mistruction
they were  recceiving ~ from  the
Cunadian schoolmistress,

grinned
“(io and fetch them—

The 3rd Qhapter.
On the Warpath,

Frank Richarde & Co. were glad
when echool was dismissed that after
noon, The dusk was falhng over ('edar -
Creek when they came out of the
lutaber school.

Most of the feilows startod for
Jhiome at once; but the thiree chums
lingered. -

Without their «nowshoes it was a
long and weary tramp home through
the snow; and besides that they were
not at all inchned to leave the
trophies in the hands of the llillerest

Chunky Todgers grinned as he
passed them on his way to the gutes.

“Jl.eave 1t till to-morrow, and ‘I
guces I'II" manage it for you some.
how,”  suggested the = chcerful
Chunky. ‘ |

Bob Luwlexs's reply was a whirzing
rnowball, which  cavght  Master
Todgers on his fab little nose, and
Chunky velled and depurtad.

Black. ¥am came out to close the

fellowe.

1 xates, aad thw three chums stopped
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in tho irail outside. Algernon Hali an hour pussed. on leaden
Beauclore stopped with them, wings, and muttering grumbles

*You cut off, old chap,’ said Vere
Beauclerc. * You can tell my father
that I shall be a little late."

* I{adn't I better ser vou through,
dear boy?" inquired the cousin from
the old country.

Bob Lawless picked up a handful
of snow.

“Where will you have it, you
cheeky young tenderfoot?’ he in.
quired.

Algernon Beauclere decided not to
nave it at all. He grinned, and
sturted on his homeward way.
three chums were left together.

“We've got to get back our snow.
shaes suinchow,” said Bnb Lawless.
“ 1t will be no end of a tramp getting
home without them. Better start
{or Tlillcrest now,"

“The gutes will be locked there.”
remarked Frank Richards, as they
tramped up the duky trail.

‘*1 guess we can chmb themn,”

“That's s0; bute——"

“My dear chap, we've got no
choice.  We're ot going to havo
IIillcrest sniggering at ns.”

‘““No: but—-"" :

“You're as full of butts as a billy-
goat, Franky,” said the rancher’s
son crossly, *Save your breath for
walkmg.™

ad Blut___'l

“Therp you go agam!”
Bob. & €

“Give a8 chap a chance to speak !”
exclaiimed Frank. * Dicky Bird savs
i his letter that he's hung the things
up in the playground-—e—*’

‘““That's all right, ‘Wo shall find
them there.”

ad n“t“" .

“My hat! Are there any billy-
soats in your branch of the fumily,
Frank?"

“But listen to me, ass! 'Tho Hill.
crest fellows will know well enough
that we shall como over, and moet
likely a crowd of them will be waiting
for us,"

“Let "om wait,”

“If wo drop into a dozen of them,
wa sha’n't get the asnowahoes—wo
ahall get snowballs, instead.”

*“Oh!” said Bob.

And ho was very thoughtful. On
conaideration, it seemed highly pro-
bable that,Dicky Bird & Co. would
linger at therachool, in case tho chums
of Cedur Creck madoe an attempt to
recover the trophice. In fact, it was
pretty certain that they would.

“Can’t be helped,’ said Beauclere
at Jast, “We'vo got to get them
back. But I don't think we'd better
let Bob lead ua into a trap again."”

“Why, vou jay——" began Dob
LLawlces weathfully,

“Just what [ was thinking,' said
Frank. “Wo'll get to Hillcrest. But
we'll hang around until the bounders
anro gone, if thev're there, which is
suro enough.  Then we can go in
after our things.*

“That’e a good
Bob.,

The three chums tramped on in the
thickening dusk, and arrived in sight
of Hillcreat at laat, a black mase
ugainat the dark sky, Stars were
coming out now, and there was a
glimmer of light in the frosty timber.

The Cedar Creek fellows kept their
eves woll about them as they ad.
vanced. The school gato was closnd,
and evidently locked for the night,
and it was unlikely that Dicky Bird
& Co. were inside the fence. Mr.
Peckover was not likely to allow
them to remsin within the precincts
after the gates were locked.

**There they are!” murmured Bob
at lost.

On the white snow outeide the
closed pgates five or six shadowy
figurea were discerned in tho distance.

Frank Richarde & Co. took cover
at once.

They had not come over for
another fight against heavy odds,
Dicky Bird and his comrades were
waiting for them, and the chnums
of Cedar Creck inteuded to let them
wait till they were tired.

Keeping in cover among the frosty
troe-trunks, the trio advanced as near
as they could, without giving the
alarm. As they stood in cover, the
voices of the Hillcrerters reached
them. )

Bl“The,v can’t b(: f.omin;i." It was
umpy’s voice. ‘1 say, I'm getting
jolly cold !”’

“*They won't be long," said Dicky
Bird. ‘‘They can't get home without
their snowshoes."

**May have borrowed some,” raid
Iisher. )

“Oh, they'll come right enough!”

“I guees it’s cold."”

*“Oh, never mind that!”

Tho Hillerest fellows were stamp.-
ing to keep thoir feat warm, Frank
Richarde & Co. remained very quict
in tho ehadow of tho trees,

- It wae ookt cnough for them. as
well as for the herces of IHillcrest:
but they waited patiengly.

howled

1dea,”” assented

The |

k

reached them from the IHillerest
fallows,

“TI'm jolly well
Blumpy at laat.

And he went.

Dicky Bird guve a grunt, but he
followed with the rest of the crowd,
cvidently making up his mind that it
was useless to wait any louger.

The Hiiluresters teamped away
through the snow, and disappeared in
the shadows towards 'Fhompsou.
Frank Richards & Co. were glad
enouxh to seo them go.

The tramp in the snow died away
at last,

“Thank goodness!™ said Bob Law-
less, with 3 shiver. I gueas |
should have been froze if we'd had
to wait much longer.*

“Groozh !” murmured ¥rank,

“Come on!” -

Tho trio issued from their cover,
and approached the desortod gates.
Bob Lawless was “bunkad " up by
hix comradee, and sat aatrido tho
gate, and helped the others up from
above. In a faw minutes they
dropped down insido the walls of
Hillerest School. -

Snow was falling lightly, and tha
playground aud  buildings were
covercd with spotless white,

From tho houzn a gleam of light
came from Mr, Peckover’s window,
and another from the window of the
kitchen. |

“Carcful now!”

going !" exclaimed

murmured . Bob

Lawless. “We don’t want to wake
up Puckover. lo hasn't a nice
temper,”

“Where are the blessed snow-
shoes?”’ zaid Beauclere,

“Lot's look*" .

There was a glimmer of starlight
on the anow, sufficient to show the
invaders their way about. Close by
the house was a barn, and on the
barn door, sure cnough, three pairs
of snowshorsa were hanging.  The
chums of Cedar Creck were glad
onough to hind them so eansily,

“All 0. K. nwow,” rcmarked Bob
Luwleas, as  he took down the
trophies. *‘Thoso jays will be rather
aurprised not to find them here in
the. morning.” |

“Hark !"

“Oh Jerusalem!”

There was a sudden bark of a dog.
A shadowy figure camo whisking
through the gloom, barking furiouels.
-~ “Bunk!” said Frauk hastily,

The three chums made a rush for
tho «ate.” The doz, harking vocifer.

ously, followed them., There was the

eound of an opening door. Light
stccamed from the house, and the
angular form of Mr. Eﬁhraim Peck-
over was frumed in the doorway,
looking out. |

“Cesar! Cmsar!” called out My,
Peckover sharply.
.Tha dog barked furiously, and
mado a rush at the schoolboys as
they resched the gate. They had to
faco round to kcep hiin off, and Bob
smotn him forciblv on the nose with
the snowshoes. The dog howled
and retrcated, and poured out a ter-
rific volume of barking, From the
distance camo the voico of Mr. Puck.
over raised iu alarm.

“Jane, give mo my gun—quick!
There is someonc in the grounds.
My gun—quick!” '

gasped TIrank

“Oh, my hat!”
Richards.

“Up you get!” panted Bob,

Frank made a desperute jump, and
caught the top of the gate. The dog
rushed on again, and a kick drove 1t
howling back, Bob handed up the
snowshoes to Frank, who d d
thom in the snow outside the wally,

Burk, bark, bark, bark!

“Buck up!”™ °

Frank rcached down to help hia
chums up. As thev clambered des.

rately, the dog rushed in, and
eaped at Bob, His teeth closed—
fortunately, only on thick homespun

clothing. There was a yell from
Bob. ‘
Ile bumped down in the snow, and

the dog howled frantically as he re.
ceived the weight of the rancher’s
gon, The animal squirmed away,
barking without cesaation.

In the light of the howe, Mr.
Peckover could be scen striding out
with a gun in his hands.

“Who 15 there?” shouted the
sohioolmasler. *¢Stop! Stand!?
Hands up!” .

Bang!

The 4ih Chapter,
Cornered.

| * Frunk Richards & Co. dropped in-

stinctively into the spow as the
schoolmaater’s ehotgun came up to a
level. TI'rank could have dropped
outside, but he would not abandon
his chums, Mr, Peckover was not a
brave man, and 8 gun was not very

eaflo in his hands, The uproar in the |
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vard convinced him that thieveas were
breaking in. Visions of the Flour-bag
Gang, who hud once haunted the
Thompson Valley, danced in Me.
Peckover's excited brain, He pulled
the trlgger, ‘and a charge of smill-
ehot whistled over the schoolboys as
they threw themselves down, ond

pinged upon the gate.
gasped Frank

*Oh, my hatl!”
Richards,

“Ureat pip! The silly old idiot is
shootinug !”” . splutterod Bob Tawless.
“Get out of this before he loads
again, . Ile can sce us on the snow.”

Mr. Peckover was at a distance,
and he could sea very dimly the
shadowy forms  sprawling on the
white snow. Perhaps  dreading
return fire from the supposcd thicves,
Mr. Peckover dodged back into the
vover of the porch to reload his gun.

The schoovlboys jamped wp and
ran.

There was no chanee of getting over
the gata now; the woul§ have been
hopcleasly c.xpose(r to a charge of
shot #h attempting to climb  over.
And Mrz. Peckover was in that mood
of excitement and funk when he was
liable to shoot first, and mako in.
quirics afterwards. :

On the inner side of the Ligh timber
fenco the chums of Cedur Creek ran
for their lives. .

In a few seconds they were out of
Mr. Peckover's sight, and in cover of
the barn. ,

There they paused to tako breath.

The dog was following close at them
heels, still barking at s great rato.
An occasional lunge with a boot kept
Jumping back, but he did not go
far. Tle voice of Mr. Peckover was
heard in the distance; -
M Mike!  Where are you, Mike?
Come at once! Thero are thicves
about the houso!”

Mike was the man.of-all-work at
Hillcrest. A
lightful accent was heard in answer.,

“I'm comin’, sorr!”

“Oh crikey ! Two of the silly idiots
now !  groaned IFrank Richards.
* How the thump are we going to get
out of this!™

“Goodness knows !'"

“They went by the barn.™ It was
Mr. Peckover's voice again. * HHavo

You got your gun, Mike ?”
“Sure, I've got me shillelagh,
sorr !” o

“You had beticr get 8 gun—-"
* “Faith, if 1 get a lick at thim wid
me shillclagh, sore, they won't want
another !"

“Belund the bam, T think—"’

“P’'m arter 'em, sorr!”

“Get nside, quick:” murmured
Bob.
The three - hapless schoolboys

dodged into the barn, and there was
a fresh burst of harking from the
dog to boetray the way theyv went,

“*After them, Mike! have the
gun ready—"

'* Don’t shoot, sorr " howled Mike.
“Sure. I don’t want a charge of shot
in the back of me head intoirely !

Mikn’s huge shadow fell across the
open doorway of the barn. Behind
him came Mr. Pockover, with the
gun at his shoulder, his finger trem.
bling on the trigger.

Evidently Mr. Peckover was ceady
to shoot 4t the slirhtest movement.

‘There was a ladder to the loft over
the barn, and the three hunted
youths “shinned” up it at great
apeed. ' .

They crawled into the loft above,
hoping to escape observation there.

.But the dog stopped at the foot of
the ladder, barking away us if for a
wager,

‘“Sure, thev're In the Joft, sorr!™

“Cornered I exclaimed Mr. Peck-
over, with great satisfaction. ““We
whall be able to scize the rascals now,
and hand them over to the sheriff I

“Oh. my hat!” murmured Frank
Richards.

Mike stopped at the fool of the
ladder, wit{: a boot on the lowest
step, and flourished tos cudgel.

“Come down wid ye, ye¢
peens !” he roared,

The chums of Cedar Creck were not
hkely ®o obeyv that summaonse,

“T will get a lantern!” exclaimed
Mr. Peckover. “See that they do
not cscape while I am gone,
Michael.”

“Yis, sorr.”

Mr. Peckover hurried away.

AMike remained cn guard. grinning
at the bottom of the ladder. Iic
seemed quile unxious to get at some-
body with his shillelugh.

In the_loft, the chums of Cedar
Creek lay low, in a state of utter
dismay. This nocturnal alarm had
not entered into their caleulations at
all—and certninly not into those of
Dicky Bird & Co. . ,

** What the thump are we going to
do now " murinured Vere Beauclere.
*“We can't get past that Trishmuan!”

‘Iz there a window—"" muttcred
Frauk.

deep - voice with a de.:
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spal-

|

“Only that slit—barred !™

“Oh. my hat!"

*“And there isn’t 3 trapdoor to shut
over the ladder!” grunted Bob Law-
less.  ‘‘Bless them! Blow them]
Oh Jerusglem !

There was s dancing light in the
playground now, Mr. Peckover way
coming back with a Jantern.

He cntered the barp, flashing the
light round him.

**Have they come down?”’ .

*No, sorr; they're hiding in the
loft !"" said Mike.

“(0 up, and—"" |

“Mayhe you’d rather go up first,
sorr, sceing us you have the gun,”
suggested the man-of-all-work. .

“You may take the gun, Mike!”

“I mixdoubt I couldn't ’andie it
gorr,”’ said Mike. *llow many did
you see of the spalpeens, sore?’

“Three—three hulking ruffians!”
Mlt! Mr Peckover, tlrm\‘ing oit his
excilexd unagination a little,

Mike gave a grunt. .

Apparently he was not eazer to
penetrate into the shadowy loft., and
there encounter three hulking ruffisne.

“Goup!” exclaimed Mr. Pockover.
“I will stand here with the gun, and
shoot-if they show themsclves.”

“Faith, and I'd rather be behind
ye, sorr, when yo blaze away wid
that gun!”

‘“Nonsense! Go up at once!”
Mike hesitated.

“ P't’;ys they'll come down!" he
suigost .
And he shouted up to the loft :

“Come down wid ye, ye omad-’

hauns! Do yez hear? If ye don't
come. down, sure I'll come up for
yez !’

Frank Richards & Co. made no
reply. and they did not move,
unwillingness of ‘the onemy to attack
made them hope that they might still
remain unrcecognised until a chance
of escapo presented itscif.

“Go up~~go up!” exclaimed Mr.
Peckover. “I'll cover you with the

un; if they show themsclves 1 will
fire at once. It ir quite xafc!”

He hung the lantern on a nail in
the wall, und presented the shot-gun
at the trapdoor above,

Mike coved hin very doubtfully,
geemingly more afraid of the shot-
gun in Mr. Peckover's hands than of
the three hulking ruffians in the loft,

IHowever, he made up his mind at

Jast, and holding his cudgel above

his head.to ward off a possible blow,
he trampcd up the ladder.

Th§ Gth Chapter,

Caught!

‘“ Now, ye spalpeois !™

Mike's head and shoulders camo
through the trapdoor. .

Bob Lawless, behind him, reached
out with his boot, and: chimped
heavily on the unfortunate man-of-all-
work’s neck.

There wus a startled howl from
Mike, and he went shthering down
the ladder., :

Crash! :

With a terrifie roar, the bulky Irish-
man landed on the floor of the barn.

Bang : : |

A charge of small shot whistled up
through the opening of the trapdoor;
but Frank Richards & Co. were very
carcful to keep away from the open-
ing. - ' -

The shot scattered over the roof
asbove them,

“Ow, ow! Tare an'" punds!”
groaned Mike, as he picked himself

up. ‘' Sure, I'm eovered wid brauises
intoirely. Wow!”

“Go up again——

Mike gave an emphatic snort.

“Faith, 1'll hould the gun while
you go up, but T ain't going up any
more at .\l, at all!” he sard.
. . Mr. Pockover uttered an impatient
oexclamation, as if exasperated by
Michael’s pusillinimity: but he did
not offer to take the lead in a fresh
‘attack. Mr. Peckover was cvidently
of opinion that a communder-in-
chicf's place was at the base.

Mike rubbed his head and shoulders
and elbows, and growled.

“Well, they ave safely cornered,™

apid Mr, Peckover at Jast. “They
cannot escape!”

“Sure, they can’t, sorr!” suid
Mike.

Frank Richards & Co. were boﬁin-
ning to feel the same. But they had
not given up hope yct.

“I will remain on watch with the
gun.” continued Mr. Pcckover.
* You can hurry down to the town {or
the shoriff, Mike. Tell him that 1
have three desperate ruffians cornered
in the loft, and ask him to send six
of hix men—gix at least—"

“Oh. my hat!” murtured I'rank
Richards. “8ix of the sheriff's men
to collur poor little ue!” ~

“Yis, sorr!” said Mike.

‘I will shoot, if they show 30 much
as an evebrow !" suid Mr. Peckover.
“Hurry, Michael!”

“Yis, sorr!” )
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| Peckover remained on
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“Thix won't do!” murmured Bob
Lawless, “Thoro’ll be a thunderin s
row ghout this, an how : and-.if wo
get {,lm;h;;pﬁ and his men h?p....q !

“We'd better own up 1™ eaid Beau-
clere.  “That old idiot Peckaver is
excited cnough to riddle us* witi -
shotl! ' i

“I—1 guess wc'd better!" mut.
tcl;f!ili Bob.

here was evidently nothing rlso
to be done. The chums aof Cedue
Creck were cornerel; and if Mr,
i watch “with
the shot-gun till the sheriff's’ men
arrived, cscape was impossible;  And
tho Jfonsequences  of  fetehiug  the
sheriff's posse out to ILHerent for
nothing, were likely to be rather tuo
serious, '

| The bapless schaolbhoys ma}l‘:-' ﬁp

their. mind< to it. Rob Lanloss
approached the opening.

“Hiu! I can hear them moving !
exclaimed Mr. DPeckover, fiuger on
trigger. “ Ruffisus! Show - ‘vour-
sclves, and I will riddle vou, [~

“Mr. Peckover!"” calied out Lob,
taking caro to heep out of range till

the schoolmaster learned his identity,

66 Eh ?’,

“You can
growled Bob,
Creek chape.”

“What?" ejaculated Mr. Peckover.

“I's only us, sir!" called out
¥Frank Richards,

“I know that voice!
Richards ?”

“Yes, sic!”

“Good heavens! I have always
known that you were young ruffians -
but an uttempted robbery—--"

“You old lghol ™ roaretl Bob Law-
less, forgetting evorgthing else’jn hiy
wrath. *‘ Do you thmk we camo hero
to rob your shobuug, you dummy

Tgorc WAS & t-!n;cglehfrom t;\.lilu-.

“Sure, it's only the =schoothors
sorr ! he said. d . "905 ’

“They are young ruffians ! snarled
Mr, Packover. *‘[ have had to com-
plain to Miss Meadows for their.hurl-
ing snowballs at me. What are you
doing on my premiscs, Richards?*

“Wo—wa just came over, sir.”

* IFor whut reason ?” demandeyd Mer.
Peckover grimly., ‘he acid-tempered
gentleman was reluctunt to givg mp
his suspicion of attempted robbery.

“To—to. get some snowshoes. that
were  left  here, sir,”  stummered
Frank. ** We—wc happened to Iravo
them with Dicky Birr!.” oo

“I will ask DBird to-mogrow
whether that statement is copsect,
Richards. You may come dowu! ”

The disconsolate trio descended the
ladder into the barn, Mike grinned
at them, apparently bearing no malice
for his tumble down the ladder.  But
therec was plenty of malico in 'Mr,
Pockover's thin, ill-favoured comten-
ance. | N

“You have entered my premises.
after dark, without pertission, -and
cat:ed an alnrm,” he exchumed. -
*Kven if you came for the regson
you state, your proccedings wiere
utterly lawless " "o

“There wouldn't have been' any
alarm, .if you hadu’t been in a’ Wun
funk ! retorted Bob recklessly.

Mike guffawed, and Mr. Peckdyer
glared.at him, .

““How dare you laugh! I.cave the
barn at once! Now, Lawless.’ you
will not leszen your offence by inxo-
lence.” . B

“Oh, rats!"” said Bob. * We know
you're coming over to-morrow to
worry Miss Mcadows sbout it, and
that's enough. Let's get out "

“Jeave my premiscs at ongel'
snap Mr. Peockovaer. * Michael,
sce them s::fol?' out of gates.”

“Yie, sore!” g}
“I. shall call a3 Cedar Creck fo-
morrow morning,” said Mr, Peckovee
bitterly. * You will not uscape une
punished for this outrage. Gol”
“Br-r-r-r!” growled Bob.
The three schoolboys left the barn.

Mike. grinning, opencd the gate
for thewn, and they passed ont, the
gate clunging shut hehind them.

“What a go!" murmured Béau.
clere. N

“Well, here's the snowshoes.” wiia
Frank Richards. *‘We've got them,

al all ovents "

“And a thundering row to follow
in the morning !” growled Bob Law-
lrss. " Bless old Peckover! And I
wuess I'll jollv well gave Dicky Bird
g prize nose for this!”

“Let’s get off I smid Frank.

And the chums of Cedar Creck
buckled on  their snowshoes. and
slarted for home—with decidedly un-
pleasant anticipations of what wwaited:
them at the school next morning.

18E END, -

( Aunther .of)fcndid. complele story
of the Chuma of the Baekwoods nert
Monday, cntitléd, ' The Redskin
Rasderz!” By Martin Clford.
Don’t mess it ) .

put that zun uwway '™
“We're only Cedar

Is that you,

b
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b:'%ummary of the Previous ! |
instalments. '

St, Clive's 18 & famous =porting school, '
whose headmuster, Dr. Brooks, wus o
preat nthilete in his day., ’
_ Ruynham, the captain of the school, is
idohisixl by the junior boys, hut hns some
cnerofes  among  the  seniors, notubly,
Purker and Bates,

A _new games instructor comea to St
Clive's by the name of Roberts, but lis

pewetay-f sliort ptthe achool,~ Ho-tirms vub -
to be an cacuped eonvict, and the polico

attempt Lo aurrest him.  Roburts cacapwes,
howdver, leaving the schaol in o #tate of
wild conicrture.

D Brookx has cuuse o cxpel Parker
wid Bates, und the two bhullies revide in
Bantord with the fixed intention of being
nvenged on 8t, Clive’s in general, '

A dny of erussoountry ramnng ks fixed
for: the schood, s Ravnham, the ot to
Jeave the tape In the hig race, I8 running
snmothly wnd ensily along o bune, when
Dan Cullen, gea-ping u shiort, thick stick,
sleps out from the shadow of u hedge and
confeonta Wlip, > Now, Mr. Raynham," he
growle, “ I've got yee, I think ™

{Read on from here,)

Roberts to the Roscuo!

! Y ®land away, aud let me posx !
said Ravuham firmly, * Your threats
don’t frighten me !

He moved forward, but vven as ho
moyed, the caward aimed s Jown-
wurd blow at his head with the stick
ho held. It was a blow which would
have laid the boy senseless at Cullen’s
feet had it landed, perhaps even have
Kkill¢d him,

‘Raynhwn leapt nimbly away, how-
evir, and tried to dodge the hrute. |

~ But Cullen was quick, und the

lanc was narrow. Ntoiking blow after
bloWw, the villain tried his utnrost to
heat the schoolboy down. He failed,
Riyuham, cool, culm, collected, but
marvellously agile, dodged, duacked,
sidi-stepped.  causing  the blows o
mizs, sometimes avoiding fem by
sheeg instinet alone, until, at last, the
villain paused for breath, erouching
and glaring at the boy.
- Could Rayoham have passed him,
he vould have done so, and have run
on, knowing that the big. beefy nien
would never bLe ablo to kecp pace
with hin.

(‘ullen, however., barred the way;
he took care of that, and there was
no passing him.

They faced cach other three or four
paces apart.

“Wait! ' Kill vou!” snarled the
mai,

1 thiuk not: but if vou do you'll
hang for 1t!" answered Raynham.

'The words ungered hix  enciny.
With u roar. he advanced again,

Bat before another bLlow could he
uimed at Raynham’s  unprotected
heud, one who had bheen watching |
the thriling but unequal struggls,
tervened.  Long before Ravubum
had catered the lane, a wmnn had con-
céisled himself behind tho hedge,

‘This muen had followed Cullen up
from  DBanford. had waited and
watched while the Lrute selected his
rtick from the hedge. and ent and
teimmed . llc bhad waited and
watched because he bud giessed what,
wa3z going to happen. le had uot
mnterfered befose because he saw that
the boy was equal to the ctuergency,
and, besides. the coolness amd clevar-
ness of the school camtain  hai
fascinaied him,

" But when he realized that thepe
could be but une end to the struzgle, |
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he emerged from his: hiding-
place. and, leaping between
the villam and his victim,
ordered Cullen back.

* Leave the boy alone. and
trv that game on me!"” ho
cried, standing. with clenebed
fiste, and cyes fixed
Cullen’s face,

“ Roberts ! exelaimed Cul-
len, falhing baeck a step. <

Raynham uttered a low cry, and
stared at the late instractor of St
Clive’s with wide eyes.

'He had never expected to see him
there, had believed that he was miles
away from Banford Town,

“Don’t trouble about me, sir, I'm
not afraid ! said tho boy.

B —-
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up under the osher’s guard, and sent
a smashing left-hand - blow homo on
tho fuce. Cullen reeled, and as he
stood unbalanced, the instructor got
home with left and righe. |
Cullen shivered to the heel, and
svung the atick again.
- As bt swung back, Raynham leapt
at humn, scized the cudgel in his steong
hands, and wrenched it away from
him, swinging it sideways into tho
wom]. '
“Thanks !” panted Roberts.
Cullen uttered a roar of anger,
Curse the luck ! Was it never to
go his way?
“Run, boy, ruan !’ ealled tho in.
structor, but Raynham, who had
passed Cullen, besitated.

timing a right-hand upper-cut beauti.
fullv. he nearly lifted the villain’s
head off his shoulders.

Cullenr rocked on his heels, and tho
next monent went down, hit clean.off
hix feel by an electrifving punch thit
carne with lightuing hike swiltness,

He fell heavily, turning to glare up
at the man who had beaten him, out
of savage eyes,

“Tt'x u farr fight thia time, Cullen, ™
sald  the school - instructor, with
infinite relish, * When yow're ready,
vou ¢an have same more, "

Clullen stowly raised himscelf on his
hands, then groped. Rayuham saw
his fingers close over a big stone,

“Be careful, sir ! he pantad.

Iven as he spoke, Cullen =prang
erect, dashing  the stone full  at
Roberts’ [uce. Raynham ' expected
to sec his chawpion fall.

But no. He just lowered hits head,
and the stone crashed harmlessly
among the trees. 'T'he next moment
the two men were locked in a tight
embrace, and wrestling desperately
for the mastery. -

‘This way and that they tugged and
fought for the mastery, every now
and then loosing an arin to send home
a telling half arm blow. - -

Raynham could hear the dull thud
of the blows, und came forward to

mterfere as ho saw Roberts bent back-

wards. llis friend would be beaten.
Cullen, with his advantage in height,
weight, and reach, would win.

No. Hc saw Roberts recover hix
balance, and slide out of the deadly
hold: saw him make plar with his
feet us he slipped his Eumls np the
other's bady in a real Cummberiand
and Westmoreland grip. .\ twist, a
turn, a deft wse of the hip and the
arms, and he saw Cullen’s Kuge boxly
lovered 1nto the air, and thrown six
feet away.

Again the villsin fell heavily, hig

o

DENOUNCING A VILLAIN!

with me in Banford gaol!l

‘One moment!?”

you take him too!?”

Roberts raised his
Indicated Cullen, who recoiled with a snarl.

He etcapoed a day or s0 before | did. Now that you've taken mo, suppose

manaocled wrists, and
“* That man was

Roberts smiled grimly, and nodded.
Grey he looked, and wispn and old.

Years secmoed to hive been udded
to his age since Rayaham had scen
him last, and there wa: a hunted ex-
pression in his eyes which tuld of
mental suffering.

“It’e nll rizht. my lad.) wax the
quict unswer.  ** I'll hold this yvillain
off ; you run the moment you yruot the
chance.  Slip mto the wood there.
You can pass him that way,™

Cullen Jeapt, with stick upraised.
hoping to catch Roberte off liis
guard, ‘ |

**Look out!” came a warning cry
from Ruvnham. *

The blnw descended,
Raoberts’ head.

Tho lithe, active man ducked, caine

bLut . ot on

}

single-handed.

N Eni——

Knowing the desperate characler

of the villain, he had no desire to go

and leave Robertx alone with him.
The two of them coukl deal with the
seoundeel, whereas it was improbable
whether Robherts could manage him

“1 think I-TI wait, sied” he
cried.

“No. Go on—-""

Ah!  Cullen rushad, striking out
savagely. ’

Rasnham  stoond  and  watched,

breathle<s in his admiration, for the
istructor  did  not  bhadge.  With
bﬂdyl lmuutifnll:; !ll)i!ﬂ'l], he gnarded
the savazo blows atmad at him, and

-
Raberts’ left

hit back.
Once, twiece, thrice,
landed on Culleu'’s face, and then,

ugly face driven into the yielding
soil of the laune.

He wits badly shaken, and not a
Iitle cowed. 1t was some ~econds
before he rocovered suffieiently to
zize.

On to his hands he got, then on |

to one knee, breathing deeply, mutter-
ing fierce and ugly threats. '

Then, with a spring, he rushed at
Robert:.
was rcady for him. and met the rush
with a hit full in the face, another,
and another.

At the third blow he dropped, and
fay still,

Roberts, ~toopug over him, looked
down, a dry ~mile curving his lips.

“T don’t thimk hoe'll want any
more,” he said.

But the school-instructor
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“Yon've beaten him. sic. I'm
glad. [t was wonderful. But you

mustn’y stay here. [ isn't safe.”
“1'm all neht. iny bov. 1 can take
take of myself, 1 think. Go after the
others. Yauw've lost a lot of time., 1
wanht you 1o win thoe race, you know.”
*No chance of that now, er. 1
suppose you know the police arc after

vou? s true. They'se been up at
the school. You must lecave BRan-
ford. If vou don’t they'll have yon

“Not vet!”  And Roberts looked
a: the boy with a kindling rmile,
“103 hueky T got to kuow that thie
bruti: wax going to e in wait for vou
tu-da}‘.”

“Then you knew? You were here
to suve me?”

“Yes. I thought it the better way.
llhj"?. coming round. Run along, my
ad,’ o

* Will you go. too, sir

“Yea: after 1've scen yon safe.”

“You promise?”

(1) "eg.’, ’

Raynham extended hiz hand.

“I"d like you Lo shauke hunds with
me, st he cried., *1 don't Lelieve
the ugly things they say of vou. I
saw  vour first mecting with Dr.’
Brooks, when you came to the school
that nmight. you know, in convict's
clothes. 1 knew all tho simo. -Bug I
¢can't believe that you ever did any-
thing to be ashamed of.™

The convict gripped the boy’s out-
strotched hand.

“1 don’t kuow about that.” he said,
frowning gloomily. “I’'ve bLeon a
rough diamond. snd made a 1mees of
my hfe. Stll, I'm not all bad. Some
day. perhaps, vou'll know the teath.
Don't ley anyone know you've scen
meo., my boy, not even Dr. Brooks.
Will vou protnise ¥

. \ch'n

“Thank you! Now go!”

Cullen was stirring, rolling on the
ground. ot

Ragnham pave him anc Jook, then,

‘trning, swang inta g tride, and

spod oft along the lane. At the bend
he turned, and looked back.

Cullen was still Iying upon his aide.
e saw Roboerts, the conviet, the
hunted man, leap for cover, divo into
the hedge. and disappegy. 'Fhen, sith
a feeling of intense reliefy e ran on,
quickening his pace, qnd | cierging
from tho lane, ent-red apun open
gtound, where the trald lav 10 marh
the course, R
LY B

Firot Man Honmo!

Ravuham had loet a4 pood deal of
tume. so much indecd that it s¢cemned
hopeless for him (o attempt to catch
up with his ficld. -

Yot, although so much had hap-
pened, it had happened rapidly,

IFrom the 1noment Cullen stepped
from cover 4}l Ravnham restuned his
running a bare minute had passcd.

It had scemed like ten—iore.

J

!

It wus only aftcrwards, when he
looked backward and recalled the
vivid nature of the steuggle, that
Raynham realised that Roberts must
have hit Cullen harder thay ever he'd
Lelieved a man could hit,

His blows had been like the blows
of a sledgchammer, e¢lso he would
never have heaten Cullen into 2 state
of insensibility.

Many and many a time Raynham
thrilled when he remembered,

Now he vay intent unon his run-
ning, and although the case sremed
hopeless he aped on, running  with
casy, ruking stride, untl, as e came
within =ight of the poiut where the
juniors had turned for home, he saw
Leake and lHume in frount of him,
and just beyond them a bhutch of
runners. -

Tally-ho. tally-ho! Hia  heart
bounded within him, and. enconraged
by the sight he raced up 10 his
chume. caught them. hung on for a
brief half-minute, and then Ginding
that they were not moving  foat
enough. swuny past them, swept by
the others, and crowiling on the paco
left. them far belnnd.

On and on he raced. catching the
ficld by twos und threes, until hLe
began (o .realise that, after all, he
rmight be able to win.

On and on until he left lane and
ficld behind, and emerged once more
on to the hard road.

Through the little villaga he sped.
past the tuckshon and the pond. aud
g0 to where the crowd loomed in
front of him, and the zchool gates
came 1nto view. )

lle «aw four or five of the runners.
their legas spattered with mud. their
limbs  moving  sluggishly.  tired,
between him und those cates, und
heard 3 whoop from the onlookers.

He made o swift calculation, and
knew that, fast as he was going, he
would need W run faxter if he wantad
to overtako' them: before- they got
home, '
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Shutting his mouth and clenching
hie teoth, he quickened his stride.
He'd gainod his second wind a long
whilo back. His stride was still casy
sand natural. Ile was still up on his
tors, while they were running fAat-
footed, * and  roling from eheer
fatirrue, ;
He paxed one, two, three, four, five.
Amid a storm of cheering he passed
the gates, and saw JMollison pacing
down the drive in front.
cheers,

Mollison. hesring
turned his head, and, looking behind
him. caught sight of Raynham.

With a last effort ho plunged on.

“1{urrah! Raynham wins!
Mollison—Mollizon !**

The words rang from the lips of
the excited 1univrs who bned the
route from the gatee to tho fAnish.

the

They watched the runuces des.
perato]}'. .
Raynham was gaining, gainmng,

gaining ! Yes: but Mollison knew tho
danger, and was running fast.

IFor a. moment he held his own,
then began to come back.

The stand was in sight, and behind
1t 8 crowd of masters and monitors.

Ravuham, with a eupreme effort,
aped on, finishing as if e were round-
ing off a two-twenty. Mollison was
twenty yards ahcad. ten, five. They
wern level, vunning shoulder to
shoulder.

For a few strides Molliron managed
to keep up with his captaw.

Then, with a sobbing c¢ry, he
5toopo(f. punged, eteadicd  himself,
recovered his balance, and recled on,
whilst Ravnham, urms up, aund legs at
full stretch, bounding Lke a deer,
Rashed to the fwnish, and broke the
worsted to one of the biggust cheers
that had ever echocd through the
echool crounds,

Aa he recled sideways, a boy ran up
to him. T¢ was Bobby Tate,.

“ Bully for you, Raynham!” panted
the fag: 1 knew you'd dait. 1 said
vau'd win. Youire knocked ‘vm
silly.”’ |

But Raynham. whose elfort had
been wouderful, far mare wonderful
than any of them ever knew, pushed
the junior aside with a smile, and
unzed down on the turl, where he
aat leaning upon his hands, his mouth
azapn fo suck the air,

“Iave 1 won?" ho gasped.

Won? Great Christopher?

Revenge !

The thrashing which  Charles
Roberts had given Cullen was nol
half a thrashing. Every blow the
grim amd determined nstruetor had
landed had shaken the bigger and
heavier man to the hecis .

The punch which had sent lum
flving headlong on to his back at the
cnd waz the heavieat, the mighticst
Rarnham had ever scen any man hiat,
oc believed any man coulld hit.

And Cullen lay where he had fallen,
shoulders raised, s ugly face buried
in the ud -lay there for some
moments, while his vanquisher went
one war, and the schoolboy ran the
other.” |

It was just os Raynham ias turn.
ing the bend in thi narrow lane that

Collen raised his head. blinked round,
* and saw hin.

Stufing

The boy had got away, _
to lns

ihe imprecations which leapt

lips, Cullenn staggered up, and xtood
swayving unsteadily & moment.

Then, as his head cleared, and he
remembered Roberts, felt the hurt of
his blows upon facc and body, anger
surged within hnu.
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IIc must get even with the instruc-
tor. It didn’t mach matter about
Raynham now. .After all, he could

always find the boy at the »hool if

he wanted to. whercas the other—
well, that was different.

The police were looking for him.
He must be in hiding somewhere
near.  What then?

Cullen knew. He must find out
where the escaped convict was hiding,
and inform the police. Then the
solice would arrest him, drag him
ack to gaol. It would bresk the
man's hcart. ,

Cullen knew. Obh, yes, (Cuollen
knew, for he'd watched the well-bred

and loncly toff in cxercise-yard or.

chapel, had spoken to hiin sometimes,
atd been eebuffed for e, 1lle'd
always hated the man—hated hun in
prison, hated him mnore out of it. It
wax class prejudice, he supposcd, for,
whatever crime llawes, alias Roberts,
ex-convict 83, might have committed,
beo was an educated man, while Cullen
was Cullen—low, vulgar, a bully and
a brute,

“Supposing I send him back to
gaol—=what then? Will he blab about
me? And if he docs, what then?
Bunford ain’t the only place whero a
man can carn a hiving. 1'll mike to
Liverpool. There are docks there,
and ships. I might even be able to
cscape abroad. What's it matter? 1
ain't =0 swect on staying in this hole
of a country. But first I've got to
find my man.”

His head was clearing rapidiy. e
was feeling better, stronger.

His natural low cunning returned
in full foree, and, plunging into the
wood, led by the footprints he saw,
he dodged from tree to tree, keeping
the tearl an view, until at last, with a
chuckle of delight, he saw from the
shelter of & hedge Roberts walking
briskly across an open ficld, but hicad-
mg away from the town.

“Got him " muttered the spy.

e followed hun ('lé\'crl_\’. l&é('p-
ing out of sight until Bauford was
lefe behind ; und as the shadows came
creeping across tho fticlds, the two
men entered  the small  and  pie-
turcesque little village of Spedmaor.

Cullen :aw Roberts make straight
for a small iun or ale houvse—a de-

hightful Jittie bulding which bhelonged

to another time, and-which bore the
dnte-mark 1719. .

Culdn  approached as  Roberus
cutered the open door, saw the man
he meant to betray exchange a few
words with tho landlord, a red-faced
man in shirtsleeves and apron, and
then pass besond the sanded bav.

Ie waited, pecping through the
roundu} windows of the inn st the
healthydooking, round-faced yokels
who were dunking there;  then
walked along the street and back
again.

At [ast, convineced that Roberts
would be :afely ocut of the way for a
while, he summoned up courage to
enter the bar, and called for a pint of
alc in a tankard.

Having made a few casual re-
marks, which were rebuffed by the

landlord, who did not like the look®

of this stranger, Cullen ventured an
opcn question.
“Is that gent who just come in
staving here?™ he inquired.
“What's that to do with
Why do you want to know *™
“'Cas he reminded me of 8 chum 1
once knew,” answered Cullen, quail-

You?

ing before the lrudlord's steady
stare,

“Him a chunm of vours!” ex-
claimed the landlord  derisively.
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“You don't expect me to believe
that, do ver? Now. get out. 1
donw’t want you nosing round here,
for T don't like yvou, and you'll have
no more refreshment in my house !”

Cullen wmiled sullenly, drank  his
beor, and left the bar.

“'The landlord smells o rat. J.ooks
as if ‘e knows xomething,” thought

the spy.  “So much the better. Tl
‘make sure, and then notify the
police. But I mustu’t bring 'em over

'eree on a wild-gooege chase. Wouldn't
do.”

He bung about for an hour with-
out achievirg any success, and then,
as the potinan came out to set up the

shutters, Cullen taskled lum.

''he man was taciturn, alinost
J‘!busivc, but half-a«rown  soothed
1im.

“Yes,” he said, “the gent’s stay-
ing ‘cre right coough, (‘ame the
other day, and amn't going to move
vet awhile.  Him and the guv'nor
scem to be a it thiek hike.”

“What name did vou g3y he went
bv 27 asked Cullen. * Waen't Roberts,
was it, Roberts being the namo of
the chum T took him to bhe?”

“No. Name ' o' Anson,” answered
the potman. “But | can’t talk no
more. "Fre comes the guv'nor.”

“Right-ho " murmured Cullen,
cdeing awayr. “Right-ho. S'long!”

e moved into the night, trudged
out of the village, and zped towards
Banford Town at a five miles an hour
walk. and on hia arrival there headed
straight towuards the policc-station.

‘““ The Bost Laid Plans !

* Are you quite sure of what you
tell us?” usked the inspoctor, cveing
Cullen doubtfully after the eager
villain had told his story.

The convict looked pained. and in-
dicated tho bruizes on his faco and
the mud on his clothea.

“What & question to ask an honest
man . he growled. * Didn't 1 mert
“im o the lane when 1 went ont to
gre those chubby boys fromm the big
school run their paper-chase? And
didn’t 1 rekernise “tm in a flash fromn
the desceriptions that have been pasted
up outside your police-station? And
Lesides, you've got to remember that
'im and me have ‘ad wards before,
even when I never suspected that he
was Conviet Hawes, ™

“And do you mran to say that he
marked you like that?"

"“Yes. And vou can’t blame "im,
[ supposc. You ace, | ried to arrest
him and bring ‘im into Banford
single-"anded, anxd he was desperate.

{
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Picked up a great siake he did. aund |

bunged me over the ‘ead with it;
kicked me and butted me besides.
But I'm going to git me own back.
Foller "im I did all the way to the
Little Inn at Spedmoor, where "o's
staving under tho name o’ Anson.
If you seud some men over there,
Mr. Inspector, vou'll cop ‘un for a
cert, and T would’t lose no tune
about 1t vither” |

“It's too late to send to-night. 1

! don’t want to upset the houschold.

We'll ins estigate to-morrow, and you,
Mr. Cullen, shusll come along with

ag. "’

The convict's jaw dropped. Ile
hadn’t bargained for this.

He wanted to have Robertz laid
by the heels, but he bad no desro
to witneas the arreest, hecause il might
come of it, so far as he was conucerned.

Forcing a smile. he suid;
“Me, come with vou and the
We'll

What for? You're joking!”

*It's no joke, T sssure rou.
atart at scven o'clock. and be over
there soon after raybreak. \We'll
drive over by car. You'll report
at the statton at a’ quarter to seven.”

“You don't Went me. lle's staying
there I tell yer——"" |

“Quite so. [ shall want you W
identify him !”?

Cullen's heart dropped. and his jaw
with it. He argued, pleaded, tried to
persvade. |

“Why don’t vou want to come?
Is there any reason?  Are you con-
cealing something, or afraid-e"

The villain reabised that 1t would
be better not to urgue any further,
and gave way.

* Right ! he said. “ I'll report “ere
at a quarter to scven.”

So the neat morning Cullen, with
cap pulled down over his boetling
brows, and shivering in spite of the
heavy clothing he wore, reported
bimself at the Bsuford police-station
at a quarter to seven. Qutside stood &
big grey car, with lamps alight.

A moment later the inspector and
four constables apperared.

The oflicer, with a enri word of
greeting. led the yeay inta the street.
They got wlo the car, wnd started
upon, their journey, whilst the grey
Ly that lowered sbove thewm grow
lighter cvery moment.

The journey was swiitdy accom.
plished. 1t was broad daylight when
they entered tha villagn of Spedmoor.

(Contitued on rogc $U02.)
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I STAN HOOPER.

I gave vou last week a few hints
and simple éxercizes to fit yourself for
the acrious boxing practice in store,
and in this article 1 will endeavour to
oxplain the corrcet pose and first
principles of hitting.

Many champions of tho pust and
present day have their fuvourite
boxing attitudes. Geuerully speaking,
the Americans favour the crouching
position, whilst British boxers uxually
adopt the old English upright style.
1¢ 13 common knowledye thut the
Fronch used to use their feet ay a
method of sclf-defente until recent

years, when the more—shull we say¥—

civilised sport of boxing was intro-
duced by Knglizhmen.

In an imncredible short space of time
the noble art became ouormously
popular ¢ll over France. and, in
quicker time than it takes to teld, tho
Fronchmen adapted themselves to the
English style of boxing with a certain
amount of success.

Professionul boxers from  thia
counrtry hastened with sll speed over
the Cluumel, to receive lirge xuns
of money to instruct in the French
schools that were very quickly
formod, Aud =0 thinga went on for
a while, until the time cume when
International matehes wern  ratified
between British and Freach boxers,

Our men made u serious mistake in
holding the Frenclhimen too cheaply.
They thought it was not ueceszary to
train asstduously ** to beat those ernde
Frenchmen,” and  the cousequence
was that Great Britain’s boxing pres.
tige received a scvere setback.

Defeat after defeat was registered
against the British boxer, until we
began to thake ourselves and probe
for & reason. .

Two obvious fucts presented them.
solves, and these were that  the
Frenchmen, full of pluck, trained

‘heart and soul, with the one word,

victory, as their objoctive: whilst our
representativey, over-confident, did
not view the prospective matches with
the sumo amount of keenbess, and
ultimately paid the penalty

Untdl the war France hud conjoyed
on¢ of the greatest boxiug booms of
modern times: and now _we have
emerged victoviously und unitedly
from the greatest “scrap ™ of all, wo
must prepare oursclves : for furiher
contlicta, happily of u different kind,
with these wonderful Frenclunen.,

W hen the boum in France was at its
height, svwarms of .Mnerncan *mt-
slingers ° fnvaded French soil. there
to do battle with tho best that France
could produce. It must be admitted
that the Yuuks, protiting bs our nns-
tukoey, weoere, to o certali eatent, more
successful against these new-comers to
the fistic world. But the Frenchnien
ultimately gained in expericnee what
‘they bad lost in prestige by being

initiated into a new style of boxine,

hitherto  unkunown  to  them,  and
eventually they were wise enough to
combine the two styles—DBritish and
Americann—the mixture  of  which
attained gratifying results. .
From a# spectacular point of view,
the English method is wnch  the
hetter, and T wilt go as far as to suy
that, if carried out to perfection, will
triumph over any other.  Neverthe-
less, it must be admitted that, with
the exception of a few men, such as
Jimy Driscoll and Jolhinny Bashan,
the making of a champion it is cssen-
tial to combine crouching and in-
fighting with the English methad of
out-fighting and upright pose. Very
few men indeed have attained cham-
pionship honours without these noces-

sary qualificaiions,

I'he bhrst thing the beginner must
\eurn, howeser, 1s the upright position
aml the straight loft; the other will
follow i1n «due course from either prac-
Lice or experience.

b ]

‘The Correct Boxing Position.
The best way to get the correct. box-
ing position is to stand upricht m an
attitude of attention, with Lecls

Threa Hallpénoe
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[ togethor. Now make a balf right
turn, and advance the left foot from
twelve to twenty inches, just accord-
mg to thu length of loy. Stand uice
and casy, equally dividing the weight
of tha body on both feet, and bend
the knees a trifle, so that you are
ready tu attack or got out ofircach
'quickly. just us woccasion may; cull

for. , ,
Now for the hands, The left iand
ewelvo

should bo extended  ubout
inches from the body, with the. fore-
arm parallel with the floor. = The
‘thumb of your glove should be held
uppermosrt, and your clbow should Lo
kept fairly well into tho body, point.
ing downwards, not out, -
The right arm ix hest placed: dcross
the bodyv, so that the glove 13 neuarly
on a level with the left :houlder,
Keep tho right ann about two inches
from the Lody. and hold both arms
loosely and easily. You will find from
this position of vour guard that vour
right glove forms a certain amonunt of
protection from a right swing on the
part of your opponent to the'jaw,
whilst the right eolbow acts in a
similay way as a protection [rom o
left swing to the body. &
You have now attained the ideal
position, and, by inclining the body
slightly forward. you are rcady for
attack or defence.

e

The First Principles = Hittlhg.
It i3 necessary, when taking your
first boxmg legson, to learn to deliver
a blow succes:fully to some part of
your opponent’'s anatomy, at tho samo
r time being able o avoid his counter,
temember alwavs that (uickness,
combiuved with punching ability, in-
variably svell suevess Tt i exsential
ut all times that you should take your
opponent by surprise when delivering
a blow, and to attain this end you
must cndeavour Lo step iu, sending
your blow simultancously., without
any apparent effort ocr preliminary
tiddling of drawing tho arm back first.
The more clean-cut and quickor the
blow, the more your opponent will bo
ballled and *‘Oummuxed.” You will
then be able to regain your podtion
arul prepare for another atiack. ~ -
' Avoid that nervous fiddling belore
striking. It i3s  rcully  unnccesary,
and puts your opponent on his guard :
in other words, you ‘“‘telephono.l. to
him your intention of hitting, and- you
will find him fully prepared for you.
Now for a few word- with regaxd to
hitting power. It iz entirely acmis.
taken . Jmpression that large muscles
aro pMductive of heavy ponehing
ability.  Bulging musxcles sy look
showy, and aro a decided ssset to a
weight-lifter, but they aro of no
earthly use to the boxer. Your punch
should come frawn the body, not from
Wic biceps. Ta uther words, you ruust
learn to utilise tho whelo of your
weight scientificglly  when  hitting.
Yor instence, if you are leading out
with a straight 1eft, be sure that it
is straight, o that, whea j»our glove
lands, yvour thumb should stll be
uppermnost, with the clbow pointane
downwards us mdicated.  The left
shoulder should be brought vell
rountd, so that you are able to vtiise
ihe whole of your reach, and you wall
“{eel ™ the exlra power that vou will
be enabled to pnt behind your blow,
Exactly tho same thiug applies when
sending out a vizht, only in this case
vau bring sour right shoulder raumd
for the purpose of transferring jour
weight to this particular side, h
Canstant practice with the pear-
shape swing punchball will apprci.
ably help in wetting that guick
turn of the shoulders which 1s undens-
ably the secret of hitting power. -
Don't puy too much attention. to
faney blows when learming ; they will
come loter, after you have mastered

the use of sour left. hand.

correetly  your position, guawnl, and -



NEW., READERS COMMENCE
HERE.

The famous school-ship, the Bombay
Castle, izon her way to the South Scous,

having on hourd onr old fricnds, Dick
Dorrington, Chip. Sheleton, Porkis, Chu,
Tongo Waulker, Captain Boues, and thelr
pet  antmals, Dy, Crabhunter is the
Head of Lthe flontinz school, with Lul Tata
and “Xcorcher  Wilklnvon as his sub-
ordinates, .

News of vast treasure secreted on Skull
I-{and is brought to the boys by Captain
Rones, and it 18 the {nttention of the little
patlty o explore Skull Islund leefore sail.
iy for home.

The ship uochors off Ghost Island, and
thic hoyn fmlruc}' ashore, only to fall into
the hand- of a4 gang of Chinese pirates who
take them ahonrd theis junk with the
nation of“hiolding them to runsom., Chu
manageS'to drup the entire crew by doping
their  grog,” and afterwards releascs thic

boys from Lhair staity peison tn the hold.
Arty takes commuand of the junk, and has |

his luands full navigating her. A jagged
point of rock shows up in the distance,
uand it 100k cectuin that the junk will run
ageonnd. Arty throws over the tiller, aud

L ealls torghe boys Lo hautl in tho sheets,
~ Liace heg donn !

Make her truvel, or we
are doney ™ he erles.

(Now read on.)

v

Life Aboard the Junk.

The wiud suddenly freshened to a
rquall, und the ehadow of a great roll-
g, black cloud cameo racing across
the lagoon. |

Arty looked up to windward,

*IHuyyml, bora!™ ho cried. "* This
little lot 1s cither goiug Lo save us, or
it's guimi to capsizo us. llang onl”

The advice was well timed, for as
tho squel) hit the labouring vessel she

leeled over ut an alaring angle,

. goingito be drownedl,

“The wid  junk

Sharp, eoteep ecus, born of the
shallow water through which she was
ranuing, hit spitefully  aguinst hee
bluff Lows, sending clouds of spray
flxing the leugth of her decks,

Captain Boues, losing hie footing,
rollad down the decks, which stond ut
the angle of a roof top, and fetched
away oy his back in the lee scuppers,
waving-his wooden leg helplessty in
the sy . .

“Dou’t make mo Jaugh, Captain
Bones,”. shouted Artx., “I've got a
split hpt?

The.uld junk, light ag she was, with
only a-light ballusting of pearl-shell,
and a anvall load of dried tripang, was
now satlmy, us Arty expressed it, *‘ on
her cuv.”? .

There was a crash and a4 vell from
the storn cabin where thoe Chineso
crew were imprisoned, as tables and
slrepers carriedd away oun the roll, and
were stscked up i a struggling mavs
to leeward,

“Tliat's wukoned those lads up at
last," -outid Nrty comfortadly. “They
muxt be sitting on the cabin ceiling
now, .and they all think they wo
Now, wil} 2ho
ceay st or won't she?” ' ,

This questicn was giddresw<ed to the
lust awir] of white water, and the kgt
maes of jagged rock thut stuck up
from the lagoon.

Boyund this the water was dark and
deeps.vith a few whito horses run.
mng phosphorescent in the darkness
of the. cloud-shadow,

The yuestion wiss answered quickly,
leaped  aml  seraped
along-that last tail of the reof, They
{elt lier stout etdes grinding over the
coral trash.  But «e did vot actuatly
strike; gud 4 few seconds Liiter <dw way
leaping over the wiyes that woere now
runnyg i the deep channel of tha
Jucaon,

“Dy.my hatudoms, fair -sive,” ox-
canmed Aetv, wiping lis  forchead,
“yon.way a scurvy close shave, and
metlunks wo had o near escspe of
frapprg this tall ship. lase those
sheets, vou lubbers! This tunber
baulle -of a Qller 1s hreaking my
l_l:lc'L' L

He ealtarcd the course of the junk.
heading het up the lagoon, and, the
boyx susing off the shoots, the junk
nghted herself, and went roaring
away np the lagoon, leaving a moon-
It track of white water in her wake,

The brief wpuall had pas~ed over
now,:and there wus every preepect of

-~ a4 thoroughly enjoyable szl home to

the Bombay Caastle.

The. Chinese they had lashed to tha
!nmst had now awakened under the
ifluence of tho fresh wind and the
FpraYye. w Inch had dashed over them.
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Theso looked up it dull wonder-
ment at the group of laughing boya
who were gathersd about the tiller of
the junk.

‘I'hen their eyed followed the swell-
ing of the battened »ails, which were
steininye under the fresh breeze.

“Where you go?'” asked one of
them,

“Don’t know, John,” replhieil Arty
fromn the tiller. “If there's many
more reefs liko that last one cropping
up out of thia lagoon, it strikes mo
that we :huall all go to Davy Joues'
locker ! | .

The Chinese they had locked up in
the cabin were waking up now, after
having been rolled in a heap on the
sido of the cabin when the junk had
lurched over under the squall.

Somo of these were hammering on
the yreat teak doors of the cabin, =nd
velling all sorta of thrests and abuse.

Luckily. the junk was built with
tremendous solidity everywhere. The

down a bucket of tar which hung
from a heluving-pin.

Then he cautiously approached tha
broken skylight.

The Chinese who had fired the
Iarge pistol bad handed it down 1o
be relouded, and another ugly weapon
of a similar pattern aud  calibre
was paszod up to him.

Arty waited, breathle:s, with the
bucket of tar in his hand for that
shaven head to pop up again.. It was
a very small heaud, and would just
ship throuzh the bars of the skylight,
and he kuew that the owner would
have to put 18 up fucther this tune if
he was gotnge to fine at Pongo
Walker, who was crouchiag down ag
tho great tiller, stecring tae junk on
hix hands and kucos.

The Chinee, os, Arty  had  ex.
pected, poppied up-his head, levelling
the weapon in the direction of the
tiller.

But before he could fire, Arty, with
a loud cry of delight. :lapped down
the bucket on the head of the would-
be assassin, blotting him out. in a
coudle of gallons of tar. which de-
seended I great ropy serings ot the
group of bluecouted Celestials who
wore gaping up below the akvlight.

Arty jumped back to the tiller, for
I’ongo’s steeving was not very great,
and the juuk was yawing wildls as
she xpod on before the wind, which
rechied to be increasing.

*“ It take that lad some timo to get
that juice out of lns pigtail !"' he cried.
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“ Now, you chnps, haul that tarpaulin

too near it us you do z0."
The boys were swift to obey his

' over the skyhight quick, and don't get

[
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| QUITE EFFECTIVE!

dosconded in great ropy strings

!

doors were ae solid ns the Jdoors of a
bank, and the hovs hiad screwed them
well home with long six-inch brasa
serews,  And the locks had Leen made:
eartnewlicre about the year dot, us
large and heavy us the doors of
stronw.-roon:,

There were a fow dull veports in the
interior of the cabin, whieh showed
that some of tho mab in thera were
sti!] armed. and were teving to hlow
the lurk off the door. But it wounld
have taken a machine-cun somo time
to blow out that greut hox of cut steel
and brass. There werce sinazhes, tao,
at Lhe skvlights, aud a ehattering of
g].‘u“i. ’

Then the head of a Chinec showed
i the skylight, tryvinge to force up the
heivy bronze gride that covered i,

This raseal wias evidently stunding
on- the shoulders of aunother man, and
he vould just get a glimp:se of Arty as
he stood at the niller,

Saddenly he put up his hiand ont of
the skylight, holding «w pistol as ey
is 4 Wy cannon, | -

This exploded with a tremendous
repoct, and a lurgro bull went whizxing
through the air close by Arty's head.

“Hokl 1thc tiller a moment,
Pongo,” smid Artv, “and keep your
head down if you don't want it
knocked off.  I'Il eoon settlo that
Party with the popgun,”’

Crawhng almast on e hands and

| knees, Avty tado for the rail and took |

in the direction of the tiller.

' Ili.dl.[illﬁ.
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up across the sea towards
Island.

The squall which had saved them
from tha reef had baen o forerunncer
of this patch of weather, and now the
main cloud wax rising rapidly m the
sky astern of them, blotting out tho
stars swiltly. |

Far away up the greatl expanse of
the Iagoon flashes of lightutng were
glimnering.

The wind, of a sudden, fell light,
and the satls of the yunk emptied, as
the great cloud drew over tho sky,
blotting out the moonlight. |

Chvw, who had been rummaging
round the junk for some supper for
the huugry Shkeleton. returned with
somo ship's biscuit, a tin of bully-
beef, and a bottle of Ynglivh pickies.
And  Skeleton, scating himself lhy
Capta:in Bonces, who was sitting smok-
lag on an upturnced
meneed his simplo repast.,

“It’s jolly good of you, Chu!™ said
he gratefully,  “All yon chaps are

jolly good to me. T 't help got-

titg hungry when we are having ad-
venturces like this.  It's the excite-
meont that puts such a twist on my
appetite,” |
“Well, it strikes me that vou will
want feeding again to-might,” rephad
Arvty with a langh.  ** You had better
ill up a noscbag for another supper.
We are going to get some more ex-
ctitoment. goon.  Sce, tne wind is pull-
ing right round, and s beginning to
blov into the thunder.cloud.  That
shows we zhall catch it m a few

minutes,
It

Arty peeped into the binnacle.

wus an  old-fashioned woeoden box,
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on tho group
skylight.

and strong, vhich wag without deubt
a hatchcover from wome  looted
steaner, was hituled over the skylight,
blinding it under its houvy folds,
And to make certatn that the (Chinese
below should not slush throngh it, it
was folded cight thwmes, and lashed
down to the skylight with ropes.

S Now we ean have some wpper,”
suid  Skeleton  comfortably.  *I'm
feching  awfuily  peckish  agein. |
worder  where these (Chinese keep
thieir pantry " he added.

“Don’t you go abous looking lor
pantries,” siad Arty. g only a
couple of hours agoe that vou had
cuongh supper to last you fur a
week,”

“But P g0 awvfully
Artv.” pleaded Skeloton. L

“Well, tet Chu find o2  some
geub ' vepied Acty, e knows his
way about tlis. sort of ship better
than any of the rest of us. Weo had
better keep towether here cloge by tho
tiller, for | may want you chaps to
shorten zail =soon. The weather s he-
ginning tu louk o bit funny agam,
and that last squall was @ o Pune?”

1t was as Artv said.

The Pacific is by no meanx the
peaccful ocean Lh=t its nome Jdenotes,
rid, more cspecin!ly armong.the 1dunds
which stud 3tz vast expanse, is liable
to sudden squalls and local storme,
Atd such a storta was rapidly cominy

hungry,

A large tarpaulin, heasy [ lit by a

:

R

The Ghince, as Arty had expocted, popped up his head, lovelling the weapon
But before he could fire, Arty slapped down
the bucket on the head of the would-hbe assassin, blotting him out In a couple ot qgallons of tar, which
of blue-coated Celestials who were gaping up below the

e S —

smoky lamp, and in it was
placed a needle floating in a saucer of
witer, on two straws - the oldest com-
puss 1n the world.

. bBut it way uot much good consnlit.
mg this ancient compass. for the dis-
tant lagoou shover were biotled out
i the darkness which bad fallen, and
the  occasionnl flashes of lightuing
astern only dazzled the eyes of the
young navigatoss,

“Haoul in the sheots, boys ! called
Arty, as the wind suddenly freshened
att set tho two gecal-battened sails
slatting like thunder. *The wind’s
coming straight ahead now..”

The bovs bent their hacky to the
heavy tackle and hauled in the sheots,
Ihe sails Glled, aud the junk started
tiwking acro=s the wide lagoon, hecl-
g down to a<freshening breege.

So far as :Arty ‘kuew, the lagoon
way about'iive milex wide, but he
dared not sail the junk far in towards
cither <horé lest hie xhould run ber on
the “mat,” or the nner reefs of the
lagoon,

So far as he knew, he was well in
the deep-water channed  wiinch  van
right theough the fifty odd miles of
this creat enclozed gca lake. DBut
thiz channel was neither baoyed nor
lighted. |

Io figured out th:t the Bombay
Castle was yet tifteen miles to wind-
ward of them, and he longed sbove all
things to Lring his prize zafely home.

bucket, comne

. Threo Hallpence
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So he bext up the lagoon in short
tacks, turning the junk ecvery four
minutes, and trusting that he was
keeping well in the channel. '

But the night was now as black as
Ntch, save when u flush of lightning
it the whole lagoon with an intense
fliave, which left them all blinded tems-
porarily,

Tremondoux rolis of thunder, like
the ronr of heavy artillery echoed
across the lagoon.

Then came the rain.
could hear it threshing
through the heads of the palus ashor:
aud smoking across the lagoon. Then
down it eamwo in such a plump of
water that 1t nearly Lknocked the
breath out of them.

‘Thoxe  who have never seen a
tropical xtorm have no idea of rain.
In a few seconds the decks of the
junk wero filled six inches deep, not-
withstanding the spouts which were
pouring out through the =scuppers.
‘The rain blottod out the wind as it
thundered down, roaring on the deck
of the junk and making the great
hull reverberate like a drua,

It blotted out Lhe lightning-flashes
m  ats falling  veila, It soaked
Skoleton’s bigeuits before he could get
them 1o his mouth.

The boys could feel it pouring down
their backs in a trickle. and [?ouring
out again at theic heels.  But, luckily,
it was warm, tepid rain, and they
minded it no more then a rhower.-bath.

The rain knocked down the wind.
The sails emptied, and the junk
drifted slowly through the alternatinz
Hashes of lightning and intervals of

itch darkness,

Then  Skeleton,  Jooking'  aloft,
gasped 1 astontshient, not unmixed
with fear.

At the foremasthead of the junk
shono. & vivid, greemish incundescent
ball of firc as large as an «¢léctrio
are-lamp.

“Crikey ™ exclaimed Skeleton, for-
getting to bite the soaked biscuit

which wus hall.wav to hi:’illl()llt_h.
oreimaet

“The hghtning has set the
alight !”’

Aud the words were llardly out of
his mouth before sinilar balls of tire
appeared at the truck of the main-
muxt and on the peak of the muinsml.

“My - hat!” exclaimed | Dick.
“Jlave you ever scen anything' like
this before, yen chapsy™ 0

“They'lIl be Ste Julimo lights I snd
Captain Bones, Jistening to the boyy
descriptions of these wueird lights,
“They’ve what sailors cell corpee.
candles. But there's no “arm i ‘em,
If yvou leave a corpsc-candle alone,

‘e’ll leave yon alone!” - ~
“I don't like the beastly thiugs,
anyway !” said Skeleton rather dole-
fullv. 1 wish they'd go away, and
I wish tlhis rain would dry up. My -
vest 13 working un -all round my

chest like a disheloth !

Cecil waus the ouly member of the
party who. was dry. [le” had been
disguised in an oilskin amd a souw’-
wester when Chu had brought hini on
hoard. But the ram was too much
for Ceell. Ile saw an empty hogs
head by the lightning ashes, wlich
was secured close by the stern of the
junk, and he made for iv guietly to
tako shelter from the storm.

The hogshead had probably served
na a dog-keunel jor the junk's watch.
dog. But there wus no dog eboard
now. Perlhiape tho mirates had caten
it. or perhaps it had dicd of the
bilgy smell of thoe Junk of o
Thousand Celestial Perfumes.

At any rate, the empty hogsheaa
offered Ceal shelter, and he inade
for it, dropping on his paws and
crawling mnto it,

Then the boys gtarted, for, zlbove
the roar of the ram there sounded a
disanal howhng from the interior of
the groat barcrel, and Ceall was seen
struggling in the cntrance, whilst
a Jargo sea-boot planted on his ugly
face pushed him politely but firmly
back.

Clup, who had run alt to digcover
the cause of tha howlx, bugsl ont
laughing, for, safely atowed zway in
the depths of the bhogshead. was
Chow, the pirate boy. who strongly
resented (Cecil coming into his narrow
quarters, and was howliug a Cluuese
verston of “T wouldu’t leave my
little wooden hut for you !

But Cecil, who was thoroughly
covcd by the hgbtmings and the
mystericus cornse-lights which were
burning at the um.-d.heads aud on tho
rigging of the junk, struggled to get
into the hogshead: whilst Chow,
stowed up n the head, firmly re-
sisted his ontry, shoving bim back

with the sole of his great sea.bLoot.

IBut tho fato of Cecil’s lodgings was
settled 1 a sudden and abrupt
muanner. _

(Nan’t niiss next werk's instalment of
this grand adcenture serial.  Qrder yowr

| copy now!)
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fAn AN a2, voice trembling with excitement, Ho made a motion. Lour strong | villain. 1lis lips tightened, and his | “Ilo was with me in Bunfoxd raol.

$. THE SPORTS OF
§ ST. CLIVE'S!

(Continued from page 420.) é

*that’s our man! Don't waste time!
Arrest Jum 1V

The nspector gave Roberts one
piercing glance, and amiled.

He was a man of exnerience, and

knew that Cullen had spoken the

hiunds gripped the unlucky couvict by
the amns, s swrists were wrenched
forward. .

Click, dick ! A pair of handcuffs
were mapped home and Roberts was
lwlploss.

eyes snapped, | -

Cullen moved forward. It seemed
to him that Roberts, alias lfawes,
was going to take things lving down,
Why, he hadu’t tho pluck of a maouse.
There was no kick tn himm. An over-

He's tho man who escaped o day or s0
before T di). Now that vou've tahen
me, auppceing sou faho him, Tf F'm
to go to gaol, take i, too!”

He laughed. Cullen, with an oath,
leapt bLackwiurds,

AN VANANAN WANAAANY teuth, for the attomupt which Raoberts “We've a car waiting, and will | whelming desife to score off the man The 1nspector, quick Lo aer,

) had _made to disguise himseif wus | drive you bLack in that,” said the in- | who had defied himi. relused to be | motioned his men, who ygot between

~larket  waggons wero lumbering | focla indeced. spretor geuflly, making a motion of { blackmuiled. came to him. the villain und retreat. ,
throvgh  the  streets,  the  market- “Come with me.” said he, touch- | the hand. “Well, Mr. Roberts,” he cried, “Now, Cullen ”—and  Roberta
plaico was packed with stalls und ing Cullen on the arin, ““Stand byp, Roberts looking round him, suw the | laughing triumphantly, *vhat have | smmled  serenely, cool.  calm, and

carts loaded with the produce of the
land. (attle filled the pens.

NSo they drove to the inn, the car
bemng stopped within sight of it, and
gout out,

Aud as they apiproached to the ring
of merry lunghter and the loud echo
of deep-toned ~voices, Cullen saw
Roberts talking to the landlord as
they stood together at the door,

The scbool mstructor was cvidently

just about to start out for a walk-—

might cven be leaving the iun for

men! Don’t let him get avway. Hand-
cuff him, for he muy prove dauger-
oui.”’

‘Yhey wero almost up to Roberts

when a startled exclamation from the |

landlord causcd the instructor to look
ronund,

As he saw the police closing in on
hini & hot Hush rushed up to his fore-
head. then died awax, leaving ham
dcathly pale,

“Charles Roberte. alias llawes”
vaidd the inspector, ** I arrcst you as an

landlord’s startled face.

*“Don’t worry about me,”” he cried.
*And thanks far all your kindness!”

He Ba<hedd & look at the inspector.

“Mr. Lreen ” -and his voice was
clear. cmphatic=* kunew  nothing
about m bevond that [ asked for
shelter, and pawd for it !™

His nePs rested on the simster figure
o his enciny, Dan Cullen, who, with
cap drawn down to screen his face
and cout collar turned up, for he lmcj
wished to avoid being recognised-—

vou got to fay now? llow do you
tke 1tY You'ro gomy to prison!
You thought you were clever defying
e, bnt 1've zot ver beat.”

e thrust his ugly face close o
Roberts. exultiny in his trinmph.

“wtand away there ! cried the in-
spector roughly.  “We want to get

our man away.”

“One moment!” Roberts’ voice
rang out as Cullen recoiled with o
anarl. " Before we o I've zot soiie.

(AR

thing to suy about this maun !

collocted ae ever durine this time of
crisia. I think we are guits.” |
**1lic’s telling lies! 1've pever seen
the side of o gaol? 1 wasn't with
him at Banford, He's said this bee
cause | gave lim away. Don’t be-
Jieve ' a ward he savs!”  Cullen was
punting with excitement, his fucy red
with anger.

“We'll take care of you just {4
make aure.  You've been  undee

suspreton | Arrest that man!™
( Anvothey long instalment of thix fine

’O(_)d. ‘ l(,mg“p(,d convict. and advise tou to atood a puce ot two away. In a ]. I’!f' raised his manacled wrists, and | serial will appeur in next Mondug's itsae
" Look,"” eried Cullen, pointing, his * give us no trouble!” moment tho insiructor knew  tho 7 indicated the coward. of the Bory FRIEND.)
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market. Tell all your friends about R. Griffin, 424, Stretford RRoad, Old %@@@@@@3@%@@%@,

FOR NEXT MONDAY !
A reaily splendid story of Jimmy

Richards & Co.. the chums of the
Sehoot an-the Backwoods, malies de-
lightful reading. Dicky Bisd and his
followers of Hillerest, the rival school,
Yay s promincny part m this fine
varn, cntithed

“ THE REDSKIN RAIDERS !
By NMartin Clifiord.

i
Alzo o long instahnent of our
gporting school seriul,

I« THE SPORTS OF ST.CLIVE'S "
By Arthur 8. Herdy. -

Lo

A
- "

i

And a splendid instalment of our
grand adveuture serial,

“SKULL ISBLAND !

STARS OF FILMLAND.

ANl thase of my Joval readers who
are also supporters of our companion
paper, “Chuckles.” or those of
you who have vounger brothers and
sisters following the exploits of Pouyo
and the otlee animals, will be de-
hghted to learn that on and after
December 6th will be tneluded in its
pages portraits of Cinema Stara in
colonred  design.  This’ uew  feature
has been introduced by special request
from manv thoumands of readers of
the Bert Unloured Coime on the

B ‘." - 2 - P Yy

it aud make suroe of your own copy.
l)?]n't, forget the date—December
6th! '

A YORKSHIRE HOLIDAY CAMP.

**QOsmotherley, in. North Yorks, 13
where our troop of scouts camp.
We havo a splendid time.  The place
19 thirty miles from our town. There

e wilim

CORRESPONDENCE WANTED.

CASH PRIZES FOR READERS !

OUR NEW WEEKLY COMPETITION !

ity e S W Sl Sm—y-es §

The iollewing readers of the Clame
pianuon PPapers desive correspendence

with fellow-roaders .

R, 8. Ellis, &, Oxford Street. Kdin.
burgh, wiants members for ** Aanateur
Railway Club ' magazine, Staomped
addressed eygvelupe.

The 1Irish  Correspondence  Clab,
head  office,- 7, Reguont  Steeet,
Bugenalstown, Co. L’urluu', Ircland,
wants embers from al! parts of the
world. Magarzine issued,

~ . o - . g -

(No Entrance Fee required)

Have you tried our nouvel cmn-j

"MYSELF!"

I meant. 1o tell vou all about

Trafford, Manchester, with readers -
terested in picture postcards.

Miss Irene Newton, 63, Otway
Street, Chatham, Icut, with readers
anywhere,

Alfred Hall, 42, Devereaux Drive,
Poulton, ‘allasey, Cheshire, with
Arican aud American reuders.

A, Rice, junr,, 12, Queen’s Row,
Walworth, london, 8S.[. 17, wanta

contributions for amateur maganne,
alsoc members for Curvespondence
Club, ' .

B, Coupland, 21, Wiliard Groze,
Nottungham, hus rome forcign stiunps
for sale. '

L. Tomlingon, 120, Cremorne Street,
Mceadows, Nottinghaw, has for salo
spar¢e Mcccano parts.

HHurry Dickman. Covlon Cotiage,
9. Cunstitutional Stecet, Cape Town,
South Africa, with readers anywhere.

M, Stubibs, 33, Elwy Street, liver-
pool, with readers hiving in the dis
trict. :

W. II. Neale, The Nidus, High
Burnham, Bucks, will exchange Com.
panion Papers for lantern and shides,

1. Tingle, 40, Firshill Road, Shef-
ficll, has for sale a cinvmatograph
with filims in good candition,

o Andrews, Crawford Post Office,
Upholland, Wigau, wants readers to

3 CINEMA NOTES. &
%@c@@@@@@@@%m&@%

At last we are to .w'c some of tho
torues of boys’ fiction on the screen,
The Pollock-Daring Filtn Co. have

- Silver & Co. 1s on the programnce By D are very few hedges: only brick walls, | readers for *Queen’s Gazette,” post | vommenced on n series of ' Jack,

* . ncan 3 0 . ’ . - . . | » ] y ) : . b
for next Monday’s issue of the Bovs’ y ARe torm the bncks just piled on top of one | free, 3id. | Sam, and Pete " storive, from the
FRriexp,  Monsicur  Monecau, the Next on the list of zood things is another. We visited the ruins of Iadward Cantor, De Rust, Dist. | [winous stories by S. Clarke Hook

The °0r. 3 . TR T I S 8 M Grace Piiory and y of the hid - ) rovinee., S appearing in the * Marvell™ “Jack
French master, i3 the central figure, §agother splendid article by Stanley | Mount Grace Priory and some ot the | Oudtshoorn, Cape  Province, South | #PPraring 1¢ U alarvel ;
this story with great smusement, a8 | Fssex and  the Fustern  Counties. | V1anging Stone. near Thinbley, you | stamp collecting. Age 13-15. the producer, wha is a "m:»;k_’l‘of,"".ll
well as deep innterest.  You will enjoy § which will provo very uwscfu! and in. | can ww York Minster with  the SANVAMATAAN W AL M AN AAAA AN, a famous l[tr'lg-l‘ltlof; Kain re
. teresting (o all lovers of the noble | 2lasses, slso a group of trees close to Write to me whenaver You are in § played by Eddic  Willey. who, has .
“THE MYSTERY OF MOSSOO!" 1,1 Sqanley Hooper has had a wide | Vateles Bridge. There is w quaint doubt. or dieulty. Al letters heen -”"m"gh. many perilons adyen-
By Owen Conquest. cxperience,  thereforo his ka.owlcdgé Inscription over the Chequers 1un, st <honld be uddreased : # The Editor, tures in the (rreat \\;;zr? Y Pete 7 s
g . o is hirsthasad luss Slapestones. It runs: the 1ovs" FrRieNDd, The Flectway ]_ﬂnyud by Erncst Frimingham, a
Fhe - next magnificent long instal- | 13 tiest-haiud and firstclass, o Houae, Farringlon Street, London jolly, Dblack giaut from Bermuda;
ment of our new serial will again | a\l.uln another  fine  fouter ar:u'l": “Be not in haste, O A ' whose feats of strength are to bo
].','l'lp "ll |l‘}' rcad(‘rs. b'tt‘\'(.‘ l‘;lul)(_‘l‘- h!x“\la -v \‘If‘l"v" fO;' th" 0Y8 5""’ AT 'J“(l tﬂh-tc "f’“'l‘.‘rﬂ Or tbe Bors’ FrIiTNDp are $ ln;‘r‘-u"pll at, Tl"s \°i”"i" 0[ thp
top hea become g aniversal favourise, | FRIEND by I Fongworth, the famous Ale for nothing to-morrow.” 5 B s ot e e iginal series s plaved by Caplain Jaek
indging by the shosls of letters | fullbuck ~of  Liverpool, and Al That is t) ; - whie paracraphis of mencral intercst for 3 Kelly, the xix.f ) -k' i\ Yy
f ve alecady receive | f H ove Englund renown, entitledd Fhat is the sort of to.morrow w }."“h g bublication on this e, Cish § poys i, xix-loot - atock-w i ng'..'
1ave alge -’ld:i. recetve _ rom nll over never comes. At the inn there g a prizes of fiva <hillings and o half- $‘ -_I""l\' "'l"?lll[':!- tho ldl_-;llt-“ Mght Dox s
the country in pra:sc of 1 HOLD'N\?M;Jgg nT.HE FOR- pceat fire \\'l;ich has' not been out for | ; :;.-rml'n;dmiﬁctmll:;g toughgu.[wi:: $ !llg ( l‘ml'n])l(ml pf ll]ue \\'orld, hax an °
) \ ! twa ls ) vesrs” ¢ awapnded 1o the achders of « tnportant pert m the serics, -'
“THE DOUBLE-HORSESHOE | .. . . . “.‘l!l'.“"l‘-'"'f. Careranh comes from ¢ paragraphs published. porant | s :
RANGH ! 7 I'his ia an article vou must not ns httle paragraph  comes from With such & wonderful oast as the
; nriss ! ) Marold Nodilingz, 3. Milton Road, PANARAPANAL AN AR A AR | aliove  for the “Jack, Sam. and
By Qordon Wallace. l _______ West Hartlepool, to wham | am send- Siduey Oliver, Bay MHouse, Bryn | I'ote ™ storica,  no yeader of  the
\nother ripping. story of WFrank . mg & cash prize of halfaerown, Street, Newtown, Moutgomery, N}utsi Bova’ I'mienn can atford to  inies

these ripping pictuees, The thrilling
stints thesc llll".'l.' hovanssy g4 g lhrmn_:h .
will mske any  sport-loving  Britich
boy thrill when he sces them on the
serecon. [ will announce the release
dister as oun as poesgbie, | '

We ave promi=od snncining new in
ptetures  in ' Around  the Town,”
which the Cuvmont il Compnrry
will release in December of this year,
These are a weekly series, and cach
part. will tnclude  oteresting  ntere
views with distingmisliced pt-upi’l'- in the
worlds of Art, Literature, Secience,
Theatre Land. and Sport; Quite a
novel venture,

Jack Dickford's first national will
bhe Bl Apperson’s i3oy,™ the story
of & young man who could not
tolerate snother waman in his dead
mother’s place. This is a typichl
Jack Picklowmd pietare. R .

‘This little itcin of vews will Interedt.

4 . . By Arthur Edward Lovell, My«elf 1 this brief puem; § jeit the Unitrd Boys' Asscciation. | gf ' . « O RUFLY
tition yet? Juixt glance down tho| | Y ) - . . ’ - : g the fair readers of the ¢ RB.F.
:::“&t mlusl-lm and m-nlt‘n up your mind I'n Jimmy Silver’s pal, you know, But then, there is no need to shout 3end stamp for particulars. “Little: Women ™ has  now  been

to enter for this simple and yct In-
teresting featnre.  The Rookwood
Rhymester, who gained such popu-

We have been chnns together
Through storm and shine, through
rain and snow,
And every sort of weather,

My virtues, for you know ‘em!
I'm just a law-abiding cove

Whom Silver may rely on;
But if I am put out, by Jove,

Misgs Hilda Henderson, 27, Prince
[eopold Street, Cardiff, with readers
snywhere,  16-20.

errcened, and is, I expect, ‘now on
view, It 13 a famons Lissky- produc-
tion, featuring an all staz cast. '

Other Jilins eeleased this month in-

larity with his * Personalities ™ geries, | 1 sve no reazon to suppose ' .‘.‘PYE&”UR! STORIES. clude:  “The MHouse Opposite,”
biis induirod soine of the leading lights _U}'l‘ f'f":"d"‘“l’_ will ,"l"""lﬂh; e These ure always popular. « Fellows featuring leah DBaird: *The Nl{r- ,
st Roockwood to write verars abont Well atick logethnr till the clO:!e, The last line of each vorse is left Cl“'ﬂ‘,‘:'?.“'-ﬂlt to read tales of row Path,” with Fanny Ward: A
themsclves. N\l you have todoisto| . ..., ceeeeens [ for you to supply.  You need wot Lhe Lold, bed buceancer, .| Marked  Man.”  featuring  Ilarry ¥

supply the laxt line in cach verse - it

write out the poem in full, m gend-

With mioustaches and a. leer.”

Carcy; “'The Mjystery Girl,” Tentur.

must rhyvime with the sixth line aml | I'm quite a maodest sort of chap, ing in your attempt; just send in g € Thero is at present a big demand for § 1% ,r'}t"“]. Claxton;  *“The White
also carry on the theme of the verse, | There'’s nothing great about me; cerd with the five **lust hnes  written h;“"@ yarns—yarns  about school, 313", with o all star - cast;
It i1s not gifiicult, and you will finnd 1t But when it comes t,o jape or scrap oIl it and your namo ‘und wldresy, it tmilt- l'amlla_nr M enes, e ndd ih_lng§ that r”}}llp-la cof the .(‘ ;l!‘(’lls. . fca.turm!.:
ddes 10 ond of amusement. Don't Theyv cannot. do “'ltllo!lt. me, 3\‘01\.'.' IC:J‘ the prizes, JFor the _most '.7.'”:-' 1t h:q.)p.cn: Fhe ine stories m_thc 1 _'"l‘-" ) ‘Rhodcs: Iwo-B':t Bl‘*ftts,
Proviges no CHE A - - The IMistic Four are going strong, mesatorious efiort— the one which 1 Greeu "Un ™ keep the flug flying. | with ‘Taylor lHolines: “The Green

think that vou have o use words of
grent. length—plain, sunple  linglish
will do.

When you have suceecded i sup-
plying the missing “last bnes,” 2end
in your effort to “ Rhymester Com.
potition No. 5, The Boyvs’ Friexp,

They're always hale and hoarty;
I'm very proud that I belony

The Moderns, led by Tommy 1odd,
Are always keen to fight us;
Aund when they're licked they think

(‘Ollsilk‘l' "I'()Ill'lds nﬂ' i ]4_)\'(‘"’5 pocm
the best—1 shall award

CASH PRIZE OF FIFTY
SHILLINGS.

One of these days T should like to

L 3ot 2 romance with the scene laid in

China, a counmtry of which wo still
ktuow so hittle~the laud of tea. It
must have been China that the new
type of King Cole came from. for the
version | heard the otber day ran as

God.” with Harry Morey: “ Breed
of Men,” featoring Wm. 8. Ilart:
“Tie Pertl Within,” with Dorothy
Gish: “Tler Great Chanee,” featur-
g Alice Brady: and “The 'I'wo
Brides,” starring an all star cast.
There are two serials releasied this

. | . iy : . 2 {ollows ; month., Firstly, “'The Lightniug
:-!'::‘:gl]; (l_‘,lgm(?;)rll(;ﬁ:.ib;:;m?‘:fll\::;;; :n“:::z '\ndl:l::ilge like old St Vitus - | For the 5 next best eﬁ'orts, *Old Klng" Colo was a cheery old {ta’idvr," fr-alt.urfm: t-vlor-pn]mlﬁ:' Pearl
, 3,04, k S Cane”. oY . . soul, ‘te;  and  recondly, * Elmo  the
r:pgch the all))‘o\'e z;;ldl‘(gt-s; "Ot\I“t":tt‘}.";g. W Ei;::;‘fc:vg]"l\-;;pg;\r‘ia:ll;‘:m bo:.ms FIVE pRlZES OF TEN Andc!'!“‘y sty he was born a ;\ﬁg.hly." \\‘ithr ‘ Fline  Lincoin j!llll
h'!?‘t post ,m" cr 1. -1 postea ‘1 And tht’\"(.‘()[l[“f‘.-s, bLehind the sCCNCA, SHILLING I l;n"'t":l. . . Luaille _!A)V‘.'!‘, Fhese ﬂ!‘l' both {irst. 3
will be sufficient. ’ S EACH, or on festive occasions when he | rate rerials, und provide as. many
QSSESth i ’].hc I L L R L R R L . . 43"(\(‘] fﬂ[’ hl_-; 1)0“’1. ihri”s us }.(’“ ‘\.i'

Your Iditor, by
Rookwoed Rhymester,” will be the
judge, and he will award the prizes—
twelve of them cuch week—to the
readders who sxead in the best *last
lines,”” in his opinion. Wy the act
of entering this comonetition, every

The Classics hold the upper hund
And ritle the roost in all things:
We take the cake, we haat the balul,
We shine in great or sinall things,

Upon the field of play we nse
Our utinoxt vim and vigour;

and for the next six,
Consolation Prizes of
6 Splendid Pocket Knives,

It was filled to the brim with hot
tea.”’ ’

Personally, 1 discredit the report, but
no matter,

——

want for somo
weeks to come, . '

Following immmediately after © Eluo
the Mighty * there will come another
serial, “'I'?w Midnight Man,” {eatar.
g James  Corbett, the  famous
boxer. 'I'hen this will be followed by

ENTER FOR THIS ' vet another. This time Fddie™ Polo
competitor binds himself, or herself, | Although  the cads  and  ~lackers . Ve the star, and many of the episedc
to aceept your Fditor's decizion ax choose INTERESTING COMPETITION for thix serial wore taken dun‘ng 1:i:1
finaf. e e s TO-DAY ! P recent  visit to this country, The |§
G A A AL A S AR A A PP L L, ) g : title is not decided yet. D
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