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The ist Chapter.
The Schoolboy Rebela.

“ Hallo, "Erbert !
* Brhert—othisrwise
of the Second Form dat Roolwood—
came to a halt.
The fag was coming
fion of . fhas Sl

o, AL
The Fourkl I
the ontmendhet i y
allotments, whers the flag
Wk  waving — metaphoric

BOn rae.

Rownd the.camp van o deep trench,
four-square, and doeply dug, with the
excivvited parth piled up ow both gides

it

The rebels of Rookwood bad * dug
thomsalves in " with great effect,

Jimigy, Silver stood on the inner
wrnpetand waved his hiand to the
gz, who stared at lim,

*0h, Master Silver!” ojacnlated
Jimmy was still " Master
Silver " to him; as itr the days when
"Erbert had been & .lit,tle waif.

“Top of the motning, 'Erbert !’
smiled Jimmy Silver. "' How's the
Head 2 \

“The? Bad wk looking rather waxy
when he went inuté the Sixth Form:
room,"” eaid " Hrbalt,

“1 fancy ha will be still more waxy
hy the tumé we''zet through,” re-
marked Arthue BEdward Lovell com-
placently,

“What-ho 1" gzinned Raby.

“ [lavp you come to join up, kid 7
acked Newcone, with a langh. ‘' No
fags allowed in e ranks, You're not
of military age yet." .

“Ha, i, ha!”

“1 say, are wou really barring out
the 'Fad?" wsked 'Erbert, ovi‘t::ntly
in a state of great astonishment.

“We aro—we is "

“Oh, cxumbs!?® said 'Erbert.

« Britons never shall be slaves " re-
markdd’ Conroy.

“Oh ! T4 Brroll ' thera? ” asked
Erbert.

“Here Toam ! answered Kit Erroll
cheerily, jumping . on the ' earthen
parapal “ Anything wanted,
'Krhert 11

Mornington 1L held up the lether,

dchoo
ol revolt
ally,  of

“This "ere’s for you,”" he said.
“ Oh, good 1"
“ip's  fromi  Master  Morny,”

explained [Erbert.  * It was put in the
rack this mornng, and T saw it, and

1 thinks % myseli T'1l bring 1t to you.

You woullnt ‘ave had it othorwise,
you soe, The "Had won't send the
postian round “ece.”

“Tla, ha! I suppose not.”

4 Pitoh it across, kid 1" suid Jimmy

1 Tommy Dodd.

ook out, "Brbert!”

fFthiow of the Sixth was running
the direction of the house.

Silver. /
,?\‘TV'M)I\ ont—thore's Carthéw!” ex-

W
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Mernington 11,

| Silver.

the rebels.

Trbert looked round quickly.

He threw the letter hurriedly to
wards Brroll across tho trench, but the

wind caught it and whirled it bock

aguin almest to his feet.
Ihe vext momoent

A hie M

bing the fug's ear
till thes unfort ‘t*em’Erbertg velled
with paib,

Whiz !

A clod of damp clay came whizzing
neross thie trench from Wit Erroll’s
band. gt

It smote Carthew of the Bixth on
the side of the head, and there was
aterrifio yel from’ Carthesv.

The missile fairly bowled him oyer,
and be released "Frbert and sprawled
on the ground. !
There was o delighted roar from
the camp of the Fourth.

“Well bowled 1

“Out!?

“ o, ha, ha "

“Ow 1" gusped Corthew dazedly.
“(h—ah-—yah "

"Brhert rubbed his eﬁ and grinned.

‘Clarthew sat up breathleasly, clawing
clay away from his face.

“The letter,  'Erbert!™
Oswald.

"Erbert made a dive at the letter,

Carthew grasped him again as he
did so, and held on to him.

v % (3ve me that letter ! he panted.

“It's Master Erroll's 1"

shouted

“Give it to. me, you young
hooligan 1"

“Quick ! muttered Jimmy Silver.
“he plank 1"

The long plank, which was kept in
readiness i the camp, was run oui
seross the trench.

The moment it rested on the oppo-
site parapet, Jimmy Silver ran lightly
feross,

He had 'a mop in lis hand.

He came down the sloping parapet
with a run, with the mop at the
chargo, like an old-time lancer.

Crash !

The mop canght Carthew on the
chin, and he sat down agsin, much
more gquiickly than he had arisen.

Erroll was after Jimmy Silver in a
twinkling, and he took the letter from
"Jrbert's hand.

SOt !? he muttered,

*Prbert did not need telling twice.
He ent off in the direction of the
sehool buildings, and vanished.

(Cwrthew staggered up, with a face |.

like a4 Hun,

He faicly hurled himself at Jimmy
3ut three or four *more
juniors ad run along the plank, and
Ulonroy, mel Carthew's rush with a
gardan-fork--and Carthew stopped.

There was no argning with the
prongd of the fork. The Australian

Evidently the Rookwood bully had |
| espied the fag in commuanication with

arthew reached |

| the prefect.

ONE PENNY.

AN
v ¥}
junior grinned at him over the im-
plement: i

“Came on!" he kaid invitingly,

“Ha, ha! Comd on, Unrthew I”

“Chase him!” rogred Lovell,

Whiz, whiz, whiz!!

Clods and pellets of clay rained on
He fairly took to. his
heels at lust and pan.

A roor of Jaughter followed him.

Jimmy Silver & Co. returned tri-
umphantly into the camp, snd the
plank was drawn i

Carthew, from the distance, shook
his fist and disappeared, -

“This is wheve we smile ! grinned
Arthur Edward Lovell. * Are we
downhearted 7" '

“No !’ roared the Rookwood rebels,
with a terrific emphasis; and the rour
reached the ears of the fellows going
into  the class-roomss in the Bcehool
House.

And a good many of the Third, and
the Shell, and perhaps even higher
Forms, wished that they were in the
rebel camp on the allotments rather
than grinding in the Form-rooms.

There was risk—plenty of risk-—in
the attitude taken ap- by Jimmy
Silver & Co., but there was no doubt
that it had ita compensations.

The 2nd Chapter.
Morny’'s Appoal.

ik

“ Any news fram Morny !

Kit ¥reoll was reading his letter,
for the second time, with a clouded
and thoughtiul brow,

It was only fhe ‘previons day
that Valentine Mornington of the
Fourth had left Rookwood with his
guardian to be taken to & London
specialist,

There was a faint hope that the
unhappy juniee’s sight might yet be
restored.

Mornington had gone reluctantly.

AIDER

[Week Ending February 16th, 1918,

He had known the plans of Jimmy
Silver & Ug.—to"declare a barring-
out i
whose eruel act had blinded Morning-
ton, was expelled from the school.

Whatever motive the IHead might
have for allowing Lattrey to remain
at Rookwobd, the juniors did mob

rofess to understand, but they un-

erstood that they were not going to
stand it.

And the reckless scheme exactly
appealed to Mornington’s nature,
always reckless, and none the less'so
becanse he had lost his sight,

He would gladly have joined the
rebels.

“Morny must have written pretty
soon after getting home,” remarked
Jimmy Silver, as Erroll Jooked up
from the letter.

Erroll nodded.

“Hea wrete at onee,” he said. “Heo
wants o come back.”

“He can’t have seen the specialist
yet,” said Jimmy.

“No. Bui he wanis to be in the
fun, as he puts it. He dido’t want
Sir Rupert Stacpoole to take him
away yesterday.”

“\Well, I’'m sorry he’s not here,
especially as the harring-out is all on
his aceount,” observed Jimmy Silver.
“Can’t be helped, though.”

“Morny thinks it can be helped,”
said Erroll, with a smile, 3

RN

“T'l read you the letter.”

“(io ahead!”

The ° juniors gathered  round
curiously to hear the letler read.

It was written clearly enough,
though the lines wandered on the
page. J
Here and there words ran over the
margin.  Mornington had written
without seeing what he wrote:

“PDear Kit,—1'm home now. But

S REPULSED!

the Tourth until Latirey, |
| But I wait to come bagl,

:

n
]
I don't want to stick here and miss
all the fun, 1 can’t tell my guardian
what's on; he wouldn't sympathise,
Come and
fetoh me, there’s a goad chap. Tm |
going to haunt the drive all day in
case you come, know you will, I
can’t come alone; you know why,
hang it! Bot I must come back and
tuke a hand.

“Your pal,
* Mozxn%. "

“ Phew !” said Jimmy Silver.

“Poor old Morny!” said Lovell
“T say, you can’t do it, Erroll.”

Trroll compressed his lips.

“Morny’s asked me,” he said.

That was evidently a sufficient
reason for Kit Hrroll.

Jimmy Silver looked very thought

He could well understand Morning-
ton’s desire to share the excitement
and the rigk of the barring-outf.

But it was not so easy for his desire
to be carried out.

“T T suppose you could try, old
seout?”? said Jimmy Silver at last
“Rut I'm afraid theve’s a watch being
kept on us hete. I fancy you won'k
be wllowed to pass out.”

“ And if you get nailed they won't
let you come back,” remarkpdrLoyell
“¥oull be put in tha punishment
room, or perhaps taken hame.”

“Or flogged !” said Netvcome.

“T know! But 1'fh going ta trm
Morny  wants me to,” eaid Freoll
| simply.  “ Look lere, if T bring him
back, we'll hang about till after dark ;
T could never get him inin the' day-
light. Youw'll hear me give the scomt-
signa] then. I think I can get clear
now: the fellows are all at lessons.”

“Just as you like,” said Jimmy,
Silver.

(Continued on the new! page.),
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11’s preparations were spon made.

%ﬁreo Nm})k S»m pushed over the trench,
and he crossed to terra firma.

The juniors crowded the parapet to
watch him go.

He did not go towards the school
buildings, beyond witigh lag, the pates, |
but towards the walli which bounded the
allobments oo the othek side of the camp.

He passed . through & belt of beecles

and disappoared. \ 3

.Hl\m;u:fI Silyer was 861l Jooking after
Wig anxtously, when Hrrall peappeared
fromstlie tyees, running,

“atapped ! efaculabed Lovell,

“he rgeant !

Sergeant Kettle was alter Errell, who
wag speeding back: fowards the camyp,
The Rookwood rebels watelied him anxis
ouEly. e

The Head had heen unahle, s far, to
deal with the rebellign of the Fourth
but, as Jimmy had Euessed he ha
resnlved to isolite the mutines

The prefects had ordérs to see that
none. of the rest of Rookweod appronched
the trenches or communieated "with the
TFeéurth, and' the sergeant, und pal'vc»hnl)l-:,'
others, kept watceh *nafl any
stragglers fram the camp.

“Lot's get out and help him

claimed Raby.

Jimmy shook his hewd.

“Can't risk petting out off from our

base," he amswered. “Desides, I think

Erroll can dodge him.”

e's sicnwimi down,” adl) )

“By pad! Old Kettle will have him!

excluimed Townsend.

Errolé was losing specd,
i

" exe

running as if

withy mzulty,l uudh] thy sergeant was
apldly averhanling him.
mﬁ{m"jmm fell on his knees at last, as

The next: moment the

if | havsted,
N e oW bund  was  on his

surgeant’s  beavy
shoulder. ,‘ ,
“@ob you, by gum!” griinvd Sergpant )

Fre Erkoll to his

10wl gaspod  the '
" HON, yau youpg mﬁ“fn

ol was spma{iing away uf.-nih with
festness of a  dévr luwurds‘ the

Yooop! Yl
n?t duzedly.
A"

fire
Fimmy Sllver burst into & roar,
“Ha, ba, ! Spoofed!” .
S, ha, ha!” yelled the jupiops. °

Bergeant Kettle stuggered to his feuty y

panting for breath. .

The good old serueant's brain worked
slowly, but he realised that Erroll hid
fooled him, in order to take him by sur-
prise and get clear. "

He blinked round in search aof, the
elasive junior; but Kit Erroll had alvendy
vanished thrdugh. the becches, and was
climbing the Mmrthor wall,

Far from the ‘distance, sharp und clear,
snme & signal whistle from Erroll, and it
renghed the ears of the rebels, and told
them that he was clear.

“(jood man!” grinned Lovell, “He's

¢me! . He'll be back to-night with
orny."

“Hallo, sergeant!" shouted Tommy
Dadd. “Let’s see you do that again!"

“Ha, ha, hal"

The worthy sergeant did not let them
see him sit down again, He was aching
enough already. He shook a knuekly fist
at the grinning juniors and stamped
away.

S

The 3rd Chapter.
The Last Word:

There was much su;;_»lpressed excltement
in Enokwood School that morning.

All Forms but the Fourth had turned
up to lessons, hut they had not settled
down to work with the usual steadiness.

The knowledge that the Fourth were
holding & “barringout™ had its effect
on the whole school, even on the great
men of the Sixth.

What the end was going to be was a
mystery, and all Rookwood wondered
what the Head would do.

He could scarcely yield to the rebels
demands, )

Certainly all the sehool considered that
he ought to have expelled Lattrey in the
firgt place.

But Having refused to do so, he could
eeureely rescind his declsion at the dicta-
tion of & junior Form,

Yet It was pretty clear that the junior
Ei‘irgm did not intend to give in until he

8O-

Moreover, if the rebellion continued it
wak certaip to lead to a géneral spirit of
insubordination in ihe school, especially
in the lower Forms.

The rebels had to be brought to heel
somehow.

Bat how?

Was it the Mend's intention to leave
the rebels alone, for the rebellion to die
# natural death?

| shalls

(Continued from the previous page.)

His Intention had been to leave them
to be brought to their sensez by hunger.
But since then he had reccived the
report of Bergeant Kettle, and knew that

Jimmy Sitver & Co. bhad raided the school

skmi) overnight, and that the camp was
well provisioned.

Whatever the Head might be thinking |

he showed no sign.

Mr. Bootles was rather at a loss that
morning. Qf all his Form, ouly Lattrey
ajlind Tubby Mufiin remained in the School

OUEe.

The Fourth Form master did not feel
disposed to hold a class of two, and he

a6t the two juniors tasks in their studies, |

dmel left them alone.

The Fourth Form room remained empty
and silent.

Mr. Dootles shook his head very seri-
ously over the state of affairs.

It could not last, that was certain.
But, how it was to be brought to an end
was a puzzle.

The Head had taken certain steps.

Sergeant Kettle was posted to keep an |

a:{u on the camp, to see that the rebels
dlfl not communicate with the rest of
the sehool.

The rebellion was not to spread, if it
could be helped. The sergeanti also bhad
otders to mareh in any straggler from
the camp.

After morning lessons the Head retired
to his study, and Mr. Bootles sought him
there. 3

The Fourth Form master looked worrled
and flustered as he met the cold, steely
clance of the headmaster,

“My ¥orm have remained out this
morning,, sir!" said Mr. Bootles,

“1 4m aware of that.”

i“ It is an unprecedented stiate of affalrs,
alr?

“Q‘uitc."

Mr. Bootleg coughed.

“Well, sir, is this state of affairs to
continue?! Surely the Fourth Form can-
not remain in a state of riot.”

“1 am about to take measures, Mr,
Bootles,” replied Dr. Chisholm coldly.
“If the boye refuse fo return to their
duty, T shall take drastic meand of
enforging their obedicace.
ety welly sip

o rotired, - w

iy Ay Rilver, who was on rather
T torms with his. Cousin .Tim;? wiLs
oud in his admiration of the captain
Jjof the Fourth for onee,

Algy would willingly have joined the

| rebels,

Some of the more daring fags followed
the Head at a distance to look on, ready
to dodge if he should glince roumd.

Dr. Chisholm arrived at the eamp, and
foltnd its ocoupants hard at work with
spade and fork and pick.

They restpd op their laboups as the
word passed round that the Head was
there. g

Jimmy took off hig cap very respect-
fully to his headmaster.

Jimmy wanted it to be duite clear that |

the rvebels wers only standing up for
right’ and justice, and that anything like
“gheck ” (il ‘not enter into the matter
at all.

Impertinepee to the Head was bad
form, and Jimmy frowned upon it very
severuly.

Dr, Chisholm fixed his eyes upon the
ruddy face of the rebel leader,

“Eilyer!”

“Yes, sirt” said Jimmy,

“1 hve given you time to think over
this matter. Have you decided to return
to your duty?” .

“'We are doing our duty lhere, sir.,”

The doetor's eyes glinted.

“We're ready to come back, sir, as
soon as Lattrey is turned out of Rook-
wood !" chimed in Lovell,

“T am notb here to discuss that matter,
or any other matter, with you!” said
the Head icily. “I am here to order you
back to your duby!"

No answer.

“It appeaps,” continued the Head,
“that you have provided against losing
your meals by trobbing the school-shop
overnight."

Jimiy Silver flushed. 9

“We have not robbhed the shop!” he
exclaimed hotly. “We have a list of all
the sergeint's goods, and they will be
paid for to the last penny!"

“TPhe bill will be sent in to you, sir!”
said Conroy.

“What "

“We think you enght to pay ib, sir,"
gald Jimmy Sitver: “but if you do not we
The sergeant will lose nothing.”

The Head bit his lip.

“And you are using the provisions, 1
presume, in the most reckless way!™ be
exclnimed, “Yet you wmwust be aware
that it is an offence to exceed the Food

Regulations.”

“We are keeping  well within the
rations, sir,” answeéred Jimmy ecalmly.
“We are nob food-hogs!”

“Oh!” said the Head, evidently taken

ahack,

“Hyery fellow is strietly allowanced,
gir, suld Jimmy. “The only thing
allowed ad lib, is pobtatoes. Those wc
r:}'eyv ourselves last term, and have plenty
of.’

| contented.

Dr. Chisholm was silent. It surprised
him to find the rebel camp in a state of
order and discipline.

He expected disorder and reckless riob |
to. follow on the rejection of authority.

But evidently Jimmy Bilver was- able
to keep up strict discipline among thé
mubineers.

There was a long silence.

The juniors waited for Head
to speak again.

1t whs a strange situation enough.

The Head, accustomed to seeing juniors
tremble at his frown, could not get used
to having his direct orders disregarded
by those same juniors. It was because
he hid placed himself in the wrong, bub
he was not likely to admit that, even to
himself, )

The headmaster spoke again ab last.

“You must be aware, Silver, that this
state of affairs cannot be allowed to
continue,” he said.

the

“I hope you will do what we
have asked, sir. We only want that
ruffian  Lattrey turned out of the
school.”

“Kindly refrain from impertinenee,
Silver. It i my duty to re-establish
authority over this rebellious Form.

Sines you will heed no argument put
force, force will be used.”

Jimmy ‘Silver smiled involuntarily,
remembering the ignominious defeat of
ghu Sixth-Form prefects, the previous
ay.

Dr, Chisholin compressed his lips.

“You understand me, Silver? Force
will be used, and I fear ‘hat some of
your misguitied dupes may bhe hurt.
There ia $till time for you all to' submit
to just authority, and save me from
this paiufnl alternative.”

“If wou will agree, sir—"

* Enough!”

Dr. Chishalmy turned and strode away,
and thepe was o scattering of fags who
hid beer staving on from a distance, .

dimmy  Silver shrugged bis shoulders,

“The Hend means bizney!” remarked
Van Ly,

“And f9 d%‘gve

And ‘the¢ rebels

“Hear, bear !

As both sides were equally determined,
it was the old)story of the irresistible
foree bronght to bear upon the im-
wiovable object,

It wus only & question which would
“give." [

1" answered Jimmy.
ahimed im:

5

he 4th Chapter. 4
An Altack in Force.

Clang! Clshg {Clnng!
16 was: the) (llnpes-bell in the Tebdl

q

A5 Vi
wotfers were Townsend,, Tops

ad Gower,  the ‘nuts. of tllm’?'

Fourth, ;

Townsend & Co,. were simply infuriated
it betng toll off to eaok, whieh they con.
gidered derpgatory to their lofty’ dignity.

But they preferred it, on the whole, te
wielding the plek and spade. i

They had fun%wd at cooking, gt the old
iron stove in the allotment shed, in the
middle of the camp.

The medl was atuple enough; what it
Jacked in quality being made up in
Quantity.

Potted meats from . the sergeant’s shop
were rationed—and there. Were only a
couple of biseuits each in lieu of bread.
But there wero plenty of potatoes.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had been very
keen on atlotments the, previeus terms,
and the Rookwoed potata ¢rop bad been
a phenomenit one,

Naturally, the jupiors felt themselves
entitled to their own potatoes,

And what was lacking in the way of
bread and meat wias guite made up by
the succulent *“murphies.

The rebels sat down merri!i to dinner,
some on benches, some on thy ground,
some on the parapet.

Most of them looked very cheery; only
the nuts of the Fourth being dis-

¥

Towngend was i a state of perpetual
horror at the e¢lay and mud on his
clothes, and he wis haunted by the fact
that he had had to miss his bath that
morning, and wash under a tap.

Lovell had usked him what he would
do if he happened to be in the trenches
in Flanders; a ghestion to which Towny
replied only with an angry snort.

Towny sincerely ‘hioped that the war

| would be over hefors he was old enough

to take his place in the trenches.

He was not afraid of the Germans, by
any means, bul be was sorely afraid of
being dirty and uncomfortable,

Dirt and discomfort, however, were
inseparable from trench warfare. The
only thing was to leep smiling, and
make the best of it. , :

But for the fact that the rebel eamp
was entrenched, the prefects would have
routed the rebels already.

Towny's only comfort was that he had
put on his oldest eclothes. But the state
they were in made him shudder. &

And the stoye was not eleanly. 1t had
to be banked up with fageots and coal,
to do the cooking. 'It smoked a little—
and it was dirty. Towny's white hands
now resembled those of a native of the
Congo: In despair he serubbed them
under the tap. But even though he
removed some of the 'dirt, he found that
his fingers were roughening,

That” was a calamity there was no
warding off, and Towny had to struggle
against despair.

Fortunately, most of the rebels could
beur up with great equanimiiv against
calamities of that kind, Bo they 'kept
smiling.

] "
» | Doyle,

Jimmy Silver allowed a brief rest atfier
dinner. But it was briei,

He did not believe in keeping hig men
idle, Idleness meant boredom, followed
by discontent. And digging was a
healthy exercise. And there was plenty
of digging to be done.

8o the rebels were valled to work again
promptly,

Towny & Co. groaned ot the call;
Peele had to he prodded with a spade
before he wouldemove.

They bLlaukly refused to dig, and they
were set to cleaning up the shed and the
stove, and stacking away the coal,

Pick and spade and fork rang merrily
under the frosty sunshine,

The dug-out was growing deeper and
deeper, and the mounds of displaced
earth were growing higher.

Jimmy intended to have the dug-out
finished that day, as a shelter for the
garrison during the winter night,

But, while the work went on, two or
threo fellows paraded the walls, watch-
ing for the enemy.

The Head's threat was not taken idly.
Jimmy knew that a move would come,
sooner or later. .

He expected it, too, while the school
was at lessons; for the Head was certain
to want to get the affair over as quietly
as possible.

There was a sudden call, at last, from |

Dick Oswald, on sentry-duty.
“Cave!l”
“Here

minor,

“Line up!® rappeil out Jimmy Silver.

The juniors came scrambling out of
the dug-out, throwing down their
implements, ready for the fray.

In a minute, or less, the parapet was
lined with eager, excjted rebels.

T'rom the direction of the house, the
Head was approaching, and he was not
alone. ! ’
Following him, there came fifteen or
gixteen burly labouring men, .

Jimmy Silver & Co. eyed them keenly,

They knew gome of the men by sight,
having seen them at work in the flelds
around Coombe.

“My hat!” murmured Jimmy Silver.
“The Head’s going it !”

The new countingent were all grinning,
as  they came towards the eamp,
Sergeant Kettle was with them, and
Wppeared to be in command.

The sergeant was solemn cnough, and
the Head was grave and dignlfied, but
the new recruits seemed to be taking the
matter humorously.

Most of them were burly fellows, and
most looked ruddy and good-tempered
mMen.

Evidently, the Head had gone to the

village in  gearch of help, and  had

‘ emen. Jor. , g

they come!" shouted -Jones

) ' v‘ﬁimg
with, it's going to be u broth
av n shindy, Hurroo!”

The Head stopped just outside the
pirapet, and his followers came to a
somewhat disorderly stop.

“Halt!” rapped out the sergeant

testily. “0Oh, great pip! Can’t you
halt?  You're not hanging washing out
on a line!” Steady!”
Sergeant Kettle seemed to be under
the impression that old days hid come
back again, and that he was dealing
with recruits on the parade-ground,

But the Coombe men were not recruits,
and they proceeded to tell the sergeant
g0, plainly,

“You ‘old your jaw, Mr. Ketfle,” said

A

one of them, a stout old fellow in
a smock, “Da you tuke wus for
conscripbs?”

“You pug-faced son of a iswash-

bucket!” roared the sergeant, his old
military language, long disused, coming
back quite easily. “You're a disgrace to
a respectable pigsty. Hold your tongue,
eonfound you! Eyes front!”

“Silence, please!” rapped out  the
Head. e .

“8ir!" spluttered the sergeant.

“Kindly be. silent !

“Oh1”

The Coombe men grinned abt the
sergeant’s discomfiture.

Dr. Chisholm did not even ohserye it.
He was looking at the grinning rebels on
the earthworks.

“Silver, come ont of that place at
once, with all the rest, and return to the
‘School House!” he rapped.

“Sorry, sir.”

“Will you obey me?”

o, sir.”

“

~ “You see these men,” gaid the Head.
“They are here to remove you hy force, if
you do not go. 1 hope, my. hoys, that
you will make such a very unpleasant
scene of violence unnecessary, by return-
ing to your duby at once.”

“Not unless you turn Lattrey out of the ‘

school, sir.”

“Silence!” g

“Well, that is our answer.”

Dir. Chisholm turned round.

“Bergeant, with the assistance of these,
men, you will remove the juniors by force
from this spot.”

“Yes, sir!” grunted the sergeant.

“1 leave the matter in your hands.”

The Head retired, with a set face.

It was a very uncomfortable expedient
he had adopted, and he did not like it,
hut there was nothing else to be dons,

Force was the only argument that
could now be used. i

“Now, then—attention!” rapped out
the sergeant, feeling more at ease when
the Head was gone.

“Oh, cheese it!” said several voices.

“Yin—you—yon swipes!” roared the
gergeant. -

“Swipea yoursell,
Prooshian, you!"

“Ha, . ha, ha!" roared
“@ive it to him, Hodgey!”

gargintt- You old

the juniors.

. “Talk to me!” resumed Mr. Hodge
indignantly. “Think I'm a conseript that
you can talk to any'ow.you like For
two pins, Bergeant Kettle, I'd glve you
a oner'on the jore!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The sergeant suppressed his feelings.

He was purple with wrath, But the
independent, Coombe labourers did not
care twopence for the * wrath of any
sergeant in the three kingdoms.

So the sergeant had to consume his
own smoke, so to speak,

“Come on!” he rapped out, at last,

“Well, you lead the way, bein’ a
military man!” jeered Mr, Hodge, “Show
us 'ow it's dome. We'll foller nrter.”

RBergeant Xettle had & hasty temper,
but he had the courage wl n lion,

He had rushed Boer treniches in South
Africa in his time, and he was not likely
to_think much of a schoolboy trench.

He strode' on haughtily, quite ready to
show these “dashed civilinns ” the way.

And the grinning yokdls followed him,
evidently regarding the matter ag a huge
joke, and an extremcly casy way of
earning ten shillings apiece that after-
noon. ¥

But it was noti to turn out such a joke
as they anticipated.

The 5th Chapter.
Britons Strike Homo!

“Back up!” commanded Jimmy Silver.

“You bet!”

“Come on, sergeant! I've got this mop
ready for you!"

Sergrant  Kettle did not heed. He
clambered  manfully over the outer
parapet, ond, un top of b, paused for
breatl,

Before him 1ny a trench nearly a domen
icet wide at the top, as the inner parapet
sloped back.

And from the. top of the banked-up
earthien parapet to the hottom of the
trench was a drop of nine fest.

On level ground the sergeant ocould
probably have elesred the trench ot a
jump, but frop parapet to purnret. that
was not an ensy tusk; especinlly with
thé inner parapet Hned with active juniors,
armed with mops, stumps, sticks, hrooms,
and clods of eartli. f

The sergeant blinked down into the
trench dubjousty, ami Hodge & Co: blinked
down, too, as they joined him on the
parapet.

“Jumyp it, sergeant!” chuckled Lovell,
11 eateh yon on this hroom!"

“Ha, ha, hyl"”

“Ow's it done, sargink?" grioned Mr,
Hodge, *'We're a-waithng for you to show
us thie way, s o ndlitary man”

The sergeant gnorted, g

rool!  Stappit!”
o young Hmbg!”
“Qh, my 'ead!"
“@Garrrooogh!”
“Yow-ow! Stoppit! Yooop!”

But the juniors dildl not atop, < The
enemy had cliosen to attack, and they
had to take the consequences.

To allow the position to be -vaptured
for fear of hurting the énemy, was nob
an idea that Jimmy Silver &-€o. were
likely to entertain.

Sergeant Kettle clambered desporately
up the inner parapet. #

His followers attempted to, do the
same,

But above thein mops and sticks smote
and smote and smate agiin, There were
fiendish yells from the assullunts,

The sergeant clambered on regardless
of blows.

Lovell grasped him by the hair, as his
flushed and furious facd rose over the
parapeb, and Raby laid hold on his ears.

The sergeant roared like a bull. He
had not much bair left, and he felt as
if he were losing what he bad.

“Leggo!” he raved.

“Ha, ha,hal¥

Mr. Kettie clambered on desperately.

With a mighty beave, the juniors sent
him spinning back, snid he rolled in the
bottom of the trench. W

Three -or four of his followers had a
hold on the parapet, and were clinging
on, and hitting out anpgrily.. Tempers
wore up on 41l sides now.

But the defenders did not stand on
corgmony.

Mr. Hodge was the only -one who
squeezed his way on top of the parapet,
in spite ol blows and shoves,

He rolled down on the inner side of the
defences, with three or four juniors cling-
ing to him like cats.

“Nail him!” shouted Jimmy Silver.

“We've got him,” A

“faith, an’ he’s safe intirely!”

“Waooooof | came in muffled accents
from Mr. Hodge, as he found himsel{
flattened in mud, with half a dozen
juniors sitting on him.

“Give ‘em socks!” roared Lovell, laying
apout him recklessly with a cricket
stump.

“Yaroooh!”

“Oh! 'Elpt”

“Ha, ha, ha!” 4

The scramble ab the parapet was over.

The position was far too stvong to be
taken if the defenders were resolute—
and they were resolute enouih.

The assallants rolled and tumbled
down into the trench, mest of them
aching from doughty whacks, and plenti-
fully adorned with bumps and bruises.

Only Mr. Hodge was inside the camp,
and he could not move a finger.

“Hurrah! Our win!” yelled. Tommy
Dodd. .

“Pelt 'em!” shouted Raby.

Whiz, whiz, whiz!

“Throw that bounder out!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Qw-yow-wow!” gasped Mr. Hodge
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“Legga, young gents—legmo! I'll go He had sueceoded in conducting Morn- “Morny, old seout—" wil! be sent away again. Where is he There was a footstep in the gloom, and

quictly! Yow-ow-wooooop !

Mr. Hodge did not go quietly; he went
roaring, as the jnniors whirled him over
the parapet, and rolled bhim down into
the trench.

He landed on the sergeant, who was
pieking himself up. Sergeant Kettle was
flattened down again in wet mud, and
Mr. Hodge sat dazedly on his face.

“Yow-ow-woooooh!” moaned Mr. Hodge
breathlessly.

“Grerrrrerrh!” eame from beneath him,
in muttled accents of fury.

“Ob, dear! Oh, crumbs! I'm ‘urti®
gasped Mr. Hodge. !

“Gr-r-rrr-reeh

“You're sitting on the sargint, Hodge,”
gaid one of the gasping heroes.

“Blow the gargint!”

“Gr-r-rreereh

“Yaroooh!" shrieked Mr. Hodge, hound-
ing to his fect suddenly, as if he had
received an electric shock.  “Yoooop!
I'm bitten! Yaroooh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yon silly idjit!" panted the sergeant
furiously. “A-sitting on a man’s face—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You ’orrid old 'Un, bitin’ a man like
n mad dorg!” yelled Mr. Hodge, *“I'll
fair spiflicate you!”

He hurled himseli onh the sergeant, and
they rolled fn the bottem of the trench,
clasped in a loving embrace,

The juniors yelled with langhter.

“0h, this is top good!” gasped Lovell,
wiping his eyes. “Hold on, Hodge! The
Hearl didn't bring you here to kill the
sergeant.”

“Tn, ha, hatl”

Whiz, whiz, whiz!

The rest of the party were scrambling
frantically out of the trench,

They had had enough., And as clods
of earth rained on them, the sergeant
and Mp. Hodge separated, with their
Battle unfinished, aod clambered out,
ton.

Whizzing clodg followed them, and Mr.
Hodge & Co. fairly fled. Bu$ the ser-
geant, disdaining to flee, marched off as
il on parade, like a sulky British lion.

And the victorious juniors, respecting
pluck, forbore to whiz any clods after
Mr. Kettle.

“This Jooks like a win for us!” chortied
Lovell. . “I wondor what the Huad will
think when he sces that crew?”

“Hay ha, ha!”’

“There he is!"

In the distance the Head
seen. He mef the fleeing villagers
they came round the School House.

He looked at them, and he looked at
the camp, and then he disappeared.

The Head of Rookwood was finding that
his Fourth Form wag a tougher pro-
position than he had eve? dreamed.

grinned Newcome.

a8
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The winter dusk was thick upon Rook-
wood as the twp juniors came along
Coombe Lane towards the schiool,
Brroll had succeeded casily enough
in his task. 3
He had found Mbroington waiting for
him on the drive at Sir Rupert Stac-
poole's home, and o note had been left

with  the. lodgekeeper for Morny's
guardisn, and they had departed to-
guther,

Mornington, blind as he was, waa in
groat, spirits.

He was looking forward keealy to join-.

ing in the barring-out, '

“We shall have to be a bit careful in
getting in,” went on Erroll. “They may
Fo on the look-out. 1 suppose they know
that 1 got out this morning, and 1 may
be Yookad for. This way.”

“If they mnail us, you cut and run,”
safd Mornington, with a laugh. “They
won't hurt me—poer, afflicted vouth,
you know. By gad, I'm lookin’ forward
to takin' a band, though!"

*Uome on, old chap!” /

By devious ways the two juniors
tedched the old stone wall that bordered
the school allotments. b

Erroll climbed first, and gave his chum
a hand, and drew him to the top.

He lowered Morpington down gently
an the inside of the wall, and joined
Teim. i

He stood silent for a minute or two,
gazing about him in the thick gloom.

T WAl werene?” asked Mornington.

“1 thigk so."

Fhey moyed on through the beeches,
Krroll with his guoiding hand on the
blind junior's arm.

As they came out from the trees Morny
suddenly halted. /

“Somehody’'s comin'!” he whispered.

1 can't see—"

“But 1 can hear!” Morny laughed
goftly. *I'm usin' my ears so much that
1 can hear a pin drop, Kit. Listen!"

Erroll hent his head to listen. DBut
he could hear nothing, save the sough
of the branches in the wind.

“1 think you're mistaken this time,
Morny.”

“T'm mnot.  Listen! There!”

“By Jove, youw're tight!”

Frroll could bhear a footstep now.
light flashed out in the gloom. :
“Collar them!” shouted a voice.

It was Carthew of the Sixth.

The sergeant was with him, and they
made a rush together at the two juniors.
Brroll could have eluded them, but the
blind junior was helpless to run.

He pushed Erroll away from him,

“Cut!” he whispered shrilly.

“I'm sticking to you, Morny,”
Erroll guictly.

“Cut, you ass!
I sha'nbin «

“fipt the young rascals!" exclaimed
Carthiew, as his grip fell on Morny’s
shoulder.  “Take the other, sergeant!
Two of them, at least! Hallo, - it's
Mocnington ! :

“Come along, Master Erroll! ‘'Ead's
orders!” saill the sergeant, tuking Kit
Erroll by the shoulder.

Erroll set his teeth.

A

said

You'll get Aogged, and

eould be |

ington to Rookwood, and’ they were on
the point of joining the rebels in the
camp when this stroke of ill-luck fell.

Erroll understood that the Head was
anxions to separate the rebels, it possible,
and any straggler from the schoolboy
camp would be prevented from return-
ing to the fold.

The serzeant marched him away, tak-
ing good care that the junior did net
escape him as he had escaped in the
morning, and the prefect followed with
Morningtaon. $

In the darkness there was a faint
glow from the shed in the camp on the
allotments,

The stove was burning there, and
candles and bike lamps were lighted.

There was a glimmer of light, too, from
the lanterns where Jimmy Silver's fol-
!m:'ers were still at work on the dug-
ouf.

The captured juniors were marched
on, possing within a dozen yards of the

House.

At the nearest point Krroll suddenly
uttered o sharp, clear whistle. Tt was
the agreed signal with the mutineers.

The whistle was answered from the
camp ot onece, and Jimmy Silver leaped
on the parapeb.

“Rescue!” shouted Erroll.

“Hallo !"

“That you, Erroli?”

“Come on, you young sweeps!” mut-
tered Cartbhew angrily., “Hurry on, ser-
geant, or we shall have those young
rascals round us like hornets!”

But the stolid sergeant did nobt hurry.
He was not going to run from junior
schoalboys, not if he knew it!

“Resene!”  ‘shouted  Krroll
“Morny's here! We're taken!"

“Rescue, the Fourth!® roared Moarn-
ington.

Carthew dragged him on.

“Shut up, you young cad! Oh!”

‘again.

Carthew yelled, as Mornington's fist
swung round and struck him in the face.

He reéleased the blind junlor for a
moment.
“Qh! Ah! I-I'll smash you!” he
yelled.

The hully of the Sixth grasped Morn-
ington, and struck -him savagely.

Erroll, with a tremendous effort, tore
himself loose from the sergeant, and
sprang on Carthew like a tiger.

The prefect had to defend himself as
Erroll attacked him, but so flerce was
the junior's attack that the Bixth-
Forpier staggered hack, barely able to
hold his own.

Mornington groped round him blindly.
Never had he felt so bitterly his afftic-

tion.

 He gritted his teeth with helpless rage.
| “Oh, you young villain!" panted Car-
thew, closing with Erroll at last. “IT’H
smagh you!"

Lrroll curled round him like a caf,
still hittiug out fiergely and savagely.

There was a shout from the camp, and
a rush of feet. Jimmy Silver & Co.
were coming to the rescue.

Knowles of the Sixth loomed up in
the gloom.

“What's Carthew—
Hallo !

“Lend me o hand with this young
fiend ! panted Carthew.

The Modern prefect seized Erroll.

The junior resisted fiercely, but in the
grasp of the two Bixth-Formers he was
helpless.

They rushed him
School Hounse, half-carrying and
dragging  him,

Before the sergeant could follow with
Mornington, the rescucrs had arrived.

Sergeant Kettle was hustled away with-
out teremony, and he stalked off the
scone with as much dignity as he could
muster. Jimmy Silver clapped Morn-
ington on the shoulder.

the row?

away towards the
half-

camp, as they were taken across to the |

“Where's Erroll?” exclaimed Raby.

“They've got him!” shouted Morning-
ton. “Carthew and Knowles—they've
got him! Oh, if a chap could only see
~——" He broke off with a gasp of rage.

Jimmy set his teeth.

“We'll hayve him bhaek! Get Morny
into the camp some of you!”

“Never mind me—get on!” exclaimed
Mornington impatiently. “Erroll will
be flogged and stnck in the punishment-
room if they get him to the House.
Gét a move on, for goodness' sake!”

But Jimmy Bilver & Co. were already.

getting a move on, They dashed away

in the dusk after Erroll and the two.

prefects. ;

Dick Oswald slipped his arm through
Mornington’s.

“This way, Morny,” he said.

He led Mornington, chafing, to the
parapet, and helped him over the plank
laid across the trench.

A dozen juniors had followed Jimmy

| Rilyer to the rescue, the rest were on

guard in the camp.

Mornington walked across the plank
without: hesitation, blind as he wus.

He had a surcr footing than many of
the fellows who had the use of their
ey s,

He remained on the inner
waiting and listening anxiously.

His fears for Erroll wers well-fonnded,
for Kit Erroll was known to be one of
the ringleaders of the barring-out, and
it was only tao probable that the wrath
of the Head would fall heavily upon him.

He muttered angrily % himself as he
waited, chafiug savagely ab his impotence
to help.

Meanwhile, Jimmy Silver & Co. were
hotiin pursuib.

But Enowles and Carthew hud a good
start, and they had reache@ the School

parayiot,

House, with Kit Erroll still % their grasp.

“The 7th Chapter.
Erroll’s Sentence.

" Whatsewhat——"

Zilr.l ytdes hi::d hearél t,fhethshnilt]ingi
and he waslooking out o e Hehoo
House d% when the two prefects
arrived with Kit Erroll.

The breathless junior was bundled into
the house. {

r. Hootles blinked at Wim over his
spectacles.

“Bless my soul! It is Krroll!”

“We've caught one of the young black-
guards, sir!" panted Carthew,

“What—what! Kindly do  not use
such  expressions to me, Carthew!”
snapped Mr. Boofles.

“Well, the Head ordered us—" hegan
Carthew sullenly.

There was a rustle as the Head came
on the scenme. Hig eyes glinted at Erroll.

“You have done very will, Carthew,”
he said. “This boy i8 one of the most
blameworthy, I am assured.”

Erroll stood erect as the prefects re-
leased him, taking care to keep between
him and the door, im case he should

| attempt fo bolt.

Dr. Chisholm looked at him grimly.

“We found Him with Mornington, sir,”
said Carthew.

The Head started.

“Mornington! He is at his guardian’s
home, Carthew.”

“Frroll seems to have brought him
back. We found them together.”

“Is that correct, Erroll?”

“Yes, sir!” said Erroll quietly.

“You have brought Mornington here!”
exclaimed the' Head in  astonishment.
“Without asking hig guardian's permis-
gion, T presume?”

Erroll smiled slightly.

“1 don’t think Sir Rupert would have
been likely to give permission, sir,” he
answered.

“I presume not. However, Mornington

now, Carthew?”

“With the resi of the Fourth, sir, I
think,” said Carthew.

“0Oh!” said the Head. He paused a
moment. “Krroll, I understand that you
are one of the leaders of this outrageous
outbreak of the Fourth Form.” g

“I am as much responsible as anyone,

sir, certainly,” replied Erroll. “We are
all in it together, though.”
“You will not be together much

longer,” said the Head grimly, “It is
my intention to flog the ringleaders of
this mutiny, and expel them from the
school. You will be the first, and I trust
that your punishment will be a waming
to the rest.”

Erroll did not answer. He had ex-
pected it, and he did not flinch.

The Head looked at his watch.

“There is time for a train this even-
ing,” he said coldly. “Carthew, may I
request you to' take charge of this junior
and conduct him to his home? I cannob
trust him {o make the journey alones I
should take it as a favour, Carthew.™

“Certainly, sir!” said Carthew af onee.

El}rroll’s handsome face grew a shade
paler.

He was thinking of his father. Captain
Erroll, almost recovered now from the
wornd he had received early in the war,
wns making preparations to rejoin his
old regiment.

What, would -he think when Erroll came
suddenly home, without warning, and

| with such an explanation as the Head

was likely to send?

Yot hie conld not feel sorry that he had
answerod Mornington’s appeal, thongh it
hod  brought him to this—condemned,

ulone, to disgracelul expulsion, far frem |

the help of his comrades.

He cast n hopeless look round. Knowles
and Carthew were at hand, watching
him, and there was no chance to bolt.

From the staircase a fag was looking
down a% him, with a rather sarcastie

The missile bowled the Sixth-Former over, and he sprawled to the groundy

grin. It was Algy Bilver of fhe Third
Form. FErroll glanced at him, but only
for a moment.

He did not expect any sympatlhy from
Jthe young rascal of the Third.

Mr. Bootles bustled forward, his face
very red.

“Dr. Chishglm !

“Well, Mr. Bootles?” said the Head
coldly. &

“Y feel bound to speak. Erroll is one
of the best boys in my Form. It sppears
to me extremely unjust to punish him
singly when all are equally to blame.
Moreover, it was his best friend who was
so cruelly injured by Lattrey.”

“Kindly leave this matter in my hands, |

Mr. Bootles.”
“Ahem!”
Poor Mr. Bootles retired, crushed, But

perhaps his speech had not been without |

effect, for the Head said nothing more
abont flogging the junior.

“Wait here, Carthew, while 1 write a
letter for you to take,” he said. “See
that that boy does not escape.”

“Very well, sit.”

And the Head rtustled away tfo his
study.

The 8th Chapter.
All Serene!

“Dished!" growled Jimmy Silver.

The rescuers halted at a little distance
from the School House. The big door
had glosed, and Kit Errcll was on the
inner side of that door.

Jimmy Silver’'s eyes were gleaming
with wrath,

“They've got him!” muttered Tommy
Dodd disconsolately.

“Poor old Erroll!” said Lovell. “He'll
get it fairly in the neck!
we can’t rush the place?”

“Fathead!” said Conroy. “If we even
show ourselves we shall ba cut off from
the camp, and it will be all U PI*

Jjerked

out from the
Ll s

I-1 suppose-

the juniors hushed their voices. A
diminutive figure loomed up.

“Only little me!” came the voice of
Silver Il1. of the Third; and a chuckls
followed.

“Algy I” exclaimed Jimmy.

He lookéd. rather grimly at his cousin
as the Tdg joined them. Algy was grin-
ning.

“I reckoned I should find you hanging
about,” be rvemarked, “I'd have come
round- to the camp otherwise.”

“Have you seen Erroll?” asked Jimmy
eagerly.,

“Yes; they've got him!” Algy Silver
his head towards the Sechool
House. *“He's sacked, and hg's going to
he taken home by a prefect, with a letter
from the Head!”

“Oh!” muttered Jimmy.

“That's why I came,” grinned Algy.
“You've walitinme, if you like.”

“What!* Jimmy Silver caught his
arm. “What do you mean, Algy?”

“Carfbew’s going to take him, to catch
the next. train from Coombe,” said the
fag coolly. “It's pretty dark round the
gulﬁs, if you wait for them there. Cateh

“My hat!” said Conroy. "The kid's
right! Yon're a little brick, Algy!”

“Thank you for nothin’,” unswered Algy
carelessly.

“Well, thank you for something,
Algy!" said Jimmy Silver. “It’s jolly
good of you to coms and tell us this. I
never expected it of you.”

“You never know what tn expect, do
you?” remarked Algy sarcastically, And
he walked away whistlting.

“Y 3yppose the little beast isn't: spoof-
ing us?” observed Lovell doubtfully.

Jimmy shook his head. |

“1'm sure not! Come con! There's a
chance yet! They won't gef Erroll out
of Rookwood if we can stop tham!”

“ What-ho!"

The juniors hurried away through the
darknesg to the gates.

The gates were closed and locked, and
old Mack was in. his lodge, from which a

| faint glimmer of light proceeded.

1t was dark emough by the gates, and
it was éasy for Jimmy Silver & Co. to
take cover there.

They waited and watched breathlesshy.

There was a glimmer of light at last
from the direction Of the School House
as the big door was opened.

“Here they come!” murmured Raby.

Footsteps were heard in gthe gloom,

Keeping ciose in the shadbw of the oid

watewny, the juniord watched

stope
t.-%’.-rly.

W'wo dim fortas loomwd up and stopped
at the door of the porter's lodge.

They eould ses thut hetween the two
was a aller figure, apd they did net
need telling that it was Eeesll -in charge
of u g af pl‘ef,w. p

or want' Mack' to"come and
ot them out. 1 fancy thoy're not going
out in a hurey !

There was n breathleds chuckle.

“Come onl!” )

Silently the Junlors ran out of the
shadow of the gatewny for the lodge.
Just as old Mack opened his door, and
the light streamed out, Jimmy Siver &
Co. reached it,

“Rush them!" shouted Jimmy.

The two prefects spun round in amauzes
mant.

Erroll’s eyes danced.

“Jimmy!" he panted.

“Hands off 1” roared Knowles.
you—— Ah! Qoooop!”

The juniors were rushing on, and the
two Sixth-Formers were iairly bowled
over in the twinkling of an eye.

They sprawled wlght and Teft, -and
Jimmy Silver cpught Erroll by the arm.

“Hook it!" be panted.

And they ran. ’

Knowles and Carthew sat up dazedly,

Before the prefects could guin their
feet, Jimmy Silver & Co, had disappeared
in the darknegs, ¥rroll in their midst.

The did not lose a secbnd in reaching
the rebel camp. There was a shout from
the parapet as they came panting up.

“Hallo! Who goes there?” It was
Dick Oswald’s voice. ? :

“Buck up with the plank!” shouted
Jimmy.

“Right-ho!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. hurried across the
plank over the trench, and it was drawn
back after them.

Erroll squeezed Mornington’s arm.

“8afe as houses, old fellow!”

“Hallo! Here’s dear old Carthew!”
chortled Lovell,

Carthew and Knowles came racing up
after the plank was gone. A shower of
clods greeted them, anid they disappeared,
yelling, into the darkness.

And a loud and triumphant cheer rang
schoolboy cuamp.

“You—

Dr. Chisholm compressed his lips when
he received the prefvcts' report that Kit
Erroll was in the rebel camp once more
with his comrades, and he dismijssed them
with scarcely a word.

For a long time the lead paced his
study in deep and troubled thought,

He sat down ab last to write a letter,
and that letter was addressud "o Mr,
Lattrey, the father of the cuteast of the
Fourth. And if Jimmy Silver & Cn. could
have known what was writlen in that
letter they would have felt that they
were near to victory.

THE END.
-~

NEXT N‘IONEAY-
“THE REBELS’ RAID!”

By OWEN CONQUEST.
DON’T MISS ITL
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The 1st Chapter.
At the Qlrous.

“Time wo starbed ™

Thus Valenting Vane to his chnms
O'Conntir and Brent of the Fourth Form
at 8, Mark's I

“Whitiod agreed Brent.  “Mustn’t
miss the giddy cirous for. anything!”

“No fear!”

Nuxt instunt the thres chyms slipped
on thely hats and conts and left “‘the
school.

Phey were in eheerfiul moods, for th
ware aing to see Conway's Clreng, which
‘hadd pitehed its “tent” in  Butcher's
Meadow, throe miles distant.

Many fellows at the school had been
{o soe the eiteus, and bad voted 1% frst-
rato.

The three chums wore therelere look-
inir forward to an enjoyabile time.

Three«quarters  of  un  hour's  walk
brovght them in sight of the cireus, ¢

They arrived an the faleground to find
a Inrge érowd of wien, Wotten, and boys
‘making for the clreus.

They profptly joined the queds of
people hy the side of the phy-box; and
in lese thion fve minntes they had sedured
{ront seats in the arena, and weme wait-
ing anxiousty for the firat turn,

They did not have to walt long, how-
aver.

Hoon 4 man in evening-dress stepped
luto the drena.

1 stippose this ie the hoss .of the
show!” remarked Jack Brent.

“Lookd like it,"” sail Yal.

“Uentlemen,” exclaimed the foiin in a
power il wolew, “It° gives mo gret e
gire to wuleolne youw oall hers fomight,
wpd T hope the entertainment I am about
to plade befare you will meet with' your
approyval. My first ltemy on the pros
gramme wil be an extibifion ol ;thRM
strgngth by Markham, the strot, e

He Jopkod round the rivg, Mslrk&*&_h

Lo Bl
TComing, sir ¥ eame the seplyd and
thee wext memend o gean of  enormons

bufld, with mugcles that told
iy utr«:nmﬂ’. rktk’prvg A

~J
aly i that
;&?"}Ln tha_fnion
that: Mendip | /
m‘rl:ggnzvltima.l T TR
ke anloads ﬁpﬂ! ]
weenn, b coges; Wid. 'ﬁnn
peared o the bdene, ofaeking o whi

Thy doora pf the cages wem openpd
dhid outy stepped three ;xr}nrmnus Hons.

Two of thom were perfectly qutet, but
the third growled mennciogly, and, sovera
of the people in the audience shaddored
neryomply.

Menatip eracked his owhip, and two of
the lons gcampered abood playially.

The thivd, however, stood stockstill and
aputtod its Powth jia viclous gmarl,

l"lI\'uruJ" shooted Mendip, erncking his
whip. -3

Nero growled, and movsch agaiost its |

will, as'jtosepmed, It Joineds the other
two. |
The Uon-tamer cpacked his whip agaly,
und then Dbeld it oub for the Hons to
Jumpover.
Two of theni perfopmoed the Teap in

splendld  abyle,  bube Nero vefused'| to
hudge. ‘ 2 |
fNero ! bellowed the lamstamer; but

sbill the animal did not oove,
My hat £ exelaimed Wal to his chums.
ST dop't Hke the dook of Shat bewst ™

“ Npither, do 11" ug‘mél‘ﬁ. Jdack  Breng,
“ Betfova Ne'd tedr old Magrdip to pleces
it he had Tis way:" 1

“Faith, ‘an’ y¢ro right, JTark durlin®ll
safd Tefenos O'Connor. “He's . brube,
bednatr

Crilck, oraek! )

The lion-tamer's wWhip whistlad t.hmun}z
the alr, bot  Nero stesd. stookstills
Mendip pleaded and wrged the animal
without success.

Thord ‘wete mutterings amongst. the
endience,  They saw, that Néro was in &
vicious mood, and they werg deeply con:
corned for tliedr own safatiy,

Mendlp managed to) éateh sundry re-
marks from people in the front rows, and
he saw that the pevvoux fuveling waos
spreading.

Then the Hon-famer acted wisely.

It wae no good trying to peranade Nero
to go through his performasnce,  Nerp'
wis in an ohstingte mood, ‘and the anly
thing to do wns ‘to got’ him bhck th his
cage.

This 'Mmdlp proceeded to do. Tt was
not an epsy task, but at Inst he sue-
ceeded, and there wern gigbs of thankfl.

“T 0 gantt Ray bl sorry”  said  Val
{thanlkfnlly.
“Nor, 4, sald  Jack Brent, o “You

never know what o beast |iko that is
woing to do when hw's in o savige mood.”

*Hear, bear!”

Mendip went through his periermanec
with the two lions, and then eame what
Sena anmounced ds the stae tum of the
reveming.

A round of applanss ' Lirsko  forth as
Lena, the Queen of e Gled, dlme can-
Alwring into the ring oo & baresbacked

10TSE. i

*“My hat! exclaimed Jack Brent.
“That girl’s pretty smart.  What do you
say, Val?”

“f—— Great Scobt!” ,

Val® uttered a sudden exclamgtion as
he caught sight of the Queen of the

Ring, snd his face paled slightly.

ES o7 D

7A. Great New Series ¢
By Juniors ad

i «THE QUEEN OF THE RING!"
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“VWhat's the matber, Val?" asked Jack.
" Oh—er—notling,” faltered Val,
“Afraid she was going to fall off2”
“Nao "

It was plain  that  something had
ocpurred to upset Vals

Jaok and Terry noticed it, but o their
engerngss (o watell the Queéen of the
Ring's performanve, they said notling.

The performance wus Indeed & mar-
vellous one,

The Queen of the Ring proved herself
to be s magnificent rider, and the
audience were held spellbound in wateh-
ing ber aoctions.

“grilendid!”  shouted ~ Jack = Drent
hilariously, #s the Queen of the Bing
balanced horseli on ler horge on one
e, and scampered round the arend,

“Faith, an’ the colleen’s marvellous!”
gaid Terence O'Connor.

“Give her & elup, you fellows” eaid
Jack excitedly. :

Jack clapped for all he was worth, and
go cid the Lrish lad.

But Val did not move a hand.. His face
wis pale, and Wis eyes were fixed firmly
on the Quean of the Ring,

Jagk looked at his chum In surprise.

“What's the matter, Val?” he asked.
“Aren't you emjoying the sbow?”

“Yoyayes,” falfered Val

“waoll, give her & clap; then!™ ex-
olafmed Jaek: “A girl who can ride a
horse ke that deserves some’ applguse,”

“Yey.yes, 1 suppnse so, Dut—="

“Ilong your huts!” said Jack abruptly.
“Clap up, old son !”

Val clapped, but it was very evident
that he wus not doing so in order to
ghiow his appreciation of the girk's per
formane 8

At length the Queen of the Ring's per-
formance come to @ epnchudion, el o |
theseepret of the greater pauvt of the
ancenee. |

T Bo-

" ga were orled of ¥ Enoore!
Teorelt Bab e Quevn of thie Hiog dd
“not mikdoa reappearinoe,

v Al Waway, steppod forward, aml
b audienes . in s /
] s 1 i

“Not . tar,” mp»'tind Yal (
“UH bo back Iong beforg She show's
avioer.” g

turtosd hiis atbention to Jerry, the clown,
whilste Val, \u seriond, eoncarmed ) ex-

towards the exit.
Mosnwhiles,* the shew continued, and
Perry and Jack lardly nobiced  Val's:
absenue in . thely cxcitoment dor thoe
various turne, i AT
There ‘was no doubl that' Codwiy's
Girens was a aplendid atbesction. ¢

vdry turn wvas of w“"'}f]’”st guutita,
and  the ©audience “reepivad  good valug
for theiy menoy.

Ab length, however, the  sholy
brought to 'a conelusion,

RLE

two Junlors.
«1 helieve I conld stand another show
ke this," remarked Jock,

“Talth,  aw’  so  could 17 agreed
Tercnes  O/Conor.  “Bub I have me

donbts about Val,

My hat ! exolnioved Jack, suddenly
remembering . big | chum's  tiksenee.
“Whetever ¢an’ the hotmder haye got
to? Hp said Dhe ‘was exqmmg back i &
minute or two, Dut, ¥ ssy. Terry, did
you notiee the ex;n‘c!uiun on his Yace?"

“Rejabers, 1 did!”

T wonder what the dickens wis the
matter with Bm?" weat on Jack, " He
was all right untit the Queen of the
Ring appeared on the scéie, and then he
geemed to lose all intercst in the’show.”

“¥Yea're right, Jack darlin'” i

#Well, we'd better pet w move on”
said Jack, “Perbaps the bounder will
be waiting for us outslde,”

The two chums lefl, the bircus, amd
searched the fair-ground Tfor signs of

their ehutn, But Val was pot” to bo s
found.
“It's no good hanging about here,”

said Jaek af length. “We'd better get
back to the school.

They set off down the road which took
them In the direction of St. Mark's.

They Tad not pone far before the
soumd o1 Bomebody ¢rying in the wood at
the side of the road could be plainly
liesrd.

The two chums drew to the side of
the road, und peered amongst the trees,
The sight which et their ghze caused
themy to start with amazement,

For, not twenty yosds abead of them,
stood Val and the Quéen of the Ring.
The girl was erying bitterly, and Val's
hand rested in an affectiopate manner
on the girl's shoulder,

“Well,” T'm hlowed!” exclaimed Jack
Brent.  “Thize beats  the jolly band!
Whatever i Vil doing——"

“Faith, i’ we oul't interrupt. the
Jove scepe,” said Terry, with a laugh,
“Come salong, Jack darlin’."

“You're right,” eaid Jack, thoronghly
surprised. “But surely you don’t bhink
Val's fallen in loye?”

“Bejubers! What clse can ye think?"

Complete Tales, Told
okwood School.

By

TOMMY DODD. |

“Phew ! was all Tack Brent sdid, as he
and the Frish lod set out for St Murk’s,
Jegving theie chum with the Queen of
the Ring.

The 2nd Chapter.

An Amazing Rovelation,
The thrile ghums did not meet again
-l evening until the time came for
them to make tracks for the dormitory.
gk and Tary wers undressing when
Val entered the dormitory, looking pale
and seripus, O

“Youwve gat baek, then?” asked Jack.

“YVo.sis,” fafbered Vil uneasily, “I'm
—I'm sorry [ didn't come baeck for you
fallows.  The Tact. is, I~l—"

Yo, it's -alll right,” | exid Jaek rather
L eoldly, W8 't wait, for long, Weo
ruessed you'd able te find your way
back alonw,” " 3

“1'm sorey, of course,” sgtd Val
AN serene” |

lTihtu chums did not spenk agein that
night, g

Jack Brent vary mueh wanted to know
tho reason dor Val's hebayionr.

e refralned  from  guestioning bis
chugm, however, realising only too well
that therd were other ears 'in the dor-
mitory begides his own agd thoses of
his' Lrish ohni.

Neverthwless, he resolved. to have thé
matter ot wish Val the next morning,

11 Val had fallen in lave, he hnd got
to be wide to fall oub again, and pretty
quiekly,  too.

When Jack awpke the next morning it
whs to find that Val had disappeared
from the dormitory.

His bed waslenply, and it was evident
that Val had Becm gone someé time, )
Jack was ampeed. Ho dressed himself
quickly, nod then went dowd 'to the
study "with his_Ieish chum.

3

“Look " here Toery,” bho  said  deters

ingetnitery. | B
“On, all ‘elght,” said Jack, aud tie |

preéston on his face, wended lis way |

There were sigha of vegrot from the i

dently. “If yon baven't fallen in love,
what weére you doing talking fo the
Queen of the Ring last night, and—"

“You saw me?’ ejacilated Val p

“Couldn’t help it, Val, old son,” said
Juek, “We had no infestion of spying
on you, bhut if yon will persist lh meet-
ing the fair lady hear the road where wo
phsg—woll, you can’t blatie us it we
cateh u glimpes of you, can youl”

S Ep—tfent,” stamimered Val. “But-
but Joek, old seout, you're right off the
mutk., 1 shouldn't be such o sily idiot
e to fall in Jove, snde—"

“Ha, B, ha!" rogred Jack hLiluriously.
“1f you hiven't fallen in love, you must
have suddenly becoms possessad of a
very deep affvetion for the Queen of the
Ring{x to go oub before breakiast to mect
har

val stared his chum gtraight in the
fitge.

“You—you dide't follow me?” he fal-

ared.

“Not ab all, Val!” said Jack blandly.
“)Nerely gnessed it, you know.  Your
fuce wives you away. Now, lvok here,
old son, you've gob to-stop b1 Chuek up
Inw:muking uutil you icave school, and

e

V“]I tell you T'm pob in love!” roared
al.

“Rats!" excluimed Jack.
——  Well, I'm blowed!" A

Jack concluded his remark with a
grunt, for Val had suddenly turned un
bis heel and left the study.

Jack kuitted his brow fn thought.

“Lobk here, Terry,” he remarked al
Jength., “This iz a folly serious bizney.
T nover thought Val capable of sueh tora-
foolery. We shall have to take a strong
band with him."”

“Very strong, bedad!” egreed Terry.
4 “l%allo! Thore's the bell for break-
ash!" it

PThe two cliums went into the dinings
room. Val was alveady there, hut L no
more than glanced at his chums,

e throe chums did not meet agaln
that morning, and when, directly after
dinner, Vol made tracks for the wood-slisd,
and, bringing out his bicyele, jumped
into the saddle and rode off, Juek's sur-

. prise and Indignation knew no boundd,

“his i the giddy limit!” he said to
hig Irish chum. *He's gone off to meet
the eircus girl ngain!”

“Areo ye sute, Juoki”
doubtiully. :

“Pogitive!” satd Juek, “1t’s a scandal
—an sbsolute ecandal! The girl obghl
to be jolly well ashiamen] of hevsell ! She'd
no rlgbt to egg Vol on! She can't be a

“I1's as plain

ashed  Terry

As fasf as the chums rode,

1 tho lion traveiled faster, and, before
they hat govered a hundeed yards,

the rnonster of the jungle had

hurled lte huge body ak' Jack’s bicysle,

i ¥

minedly, “wi've! got to puls &' stop to

this, sorh frf_‘lﬂuh]i:"“' P“

v ";th, wirt ol thing are 'y meaning,
agk ' e
“Wiyy, eah't you see what's bappened 2

sild Jaek quickly, “Where 'do you tlink

Vil it I bet wry Doots be's gone to

soe that eleaus giel.”

“fpith, ant 1'd been after thinkin® the
same thing mesolf, Jaek," sald the Irish
Jjunior. i

“lgere's o douhf about " declared
Yook, “Wie mily nss has fallen in love,
Bt you lerk my words, he's coming |
out of & protty wlick. . I—& Hallo,
here pomgs the botnder ™
Ab thut instunt the door of the study
opened, and'in strode Valentine Vane,
Jooking more seridus than ever,

“My hat!” exclatmed “Juck, with =«
grin. “1f (hid is what happens to a
chap when he falls in love, let’s hape
1 neyer do such a thing.” | ’
wt his ehum in surprise.

Whatey ape- you talking  about,

Jack?" he asked. 3 y

. Jdaek wagyel o gwarniig finger at his

chum.

“Now, look here, old son,” he said

firmly. “Don’t try snd adopt such an

innocent aits  We know what's up with

Yol and———"
reat Seott!”

colour.

«Ol, you megdu't lpok scared!” said
Jack mildly. “On¢ glance at yonr face
ia sufficient, to tell us that you're in
ove.” 5

“In lml'e!" ejoctlated Val.  “What

ter tohi”

#Go. ton!” sadd Jack, lagughing. “It’s
ds plain o8 a pikegtafl. We know you've
gone pulty on the p‘irl at the cirens.”

“pifle!” growled Val

Val's face changed

¢ll, then,” said Jack confi

»

yeat under twenty-five years of age, and
i Get your Dbike “out, Terry; I'm
golng after the sallly fathcad!”

“Faith, an’ ye may have made a mis-
take, Jack darlin’!”

“Rats!” growled Jack irritably, *Who
knows bubt what Val has promised to
magry the blessed girl! Maybo he’s gons
oif now to get married. But he sha’n't!
Tl stop such a thing happening, it I
have to drag the silly sss back by the
seruff of his neck! Come on, Terry!"

The two chums wheeled oub their
bicycles, and soon they were pedalling
down the road in the direction of
Bgtcher's Meadow as fast as they could
ride.

They covered the first mile well under
five minutes, and then Jack suddenly
slackened his pace, for a strange sound
had fallen upon his ears.

“Did you hear that, Terry?” shouted
Jack, putting on his brakes.

“Hojabers, I did!” replied the Trish
junior, “It sounded like—like that blessed
lion we saw last night!”

“ Just what'I thought!" said Jack, his
voice shaking. “It—— My hat! There
it goes .again, and—and it's getting
nearer, Terryl!”

There was A slight tonch of fear in the
tone of Jack's voice,

Agaln came that deep, menacing growl,
terrible in its mysteriousness.

Where did it come from? Where—

. “(ood heavens!” gasped Jack suddenly.
“It’s—it's Nero!”

The faces of the two juniors turned
deathly pale as they jumped off their
bicyeles and stood stockstill in the centre
of the road. :

For suddenly -there had emerged from
the wood, some fifty yards distant, the
form of u lion, its mane bristling, its
mouth opened in a deep, savage growl!

It was the lion which had refused fo
obey its master's orders ab the circus the
previous evening.

“My hat!” gasped Jock. *“What—
what—-"

He broke off suddenly, and, turning his
bicyele, be mounted, and started to pedal
back in the direetion of the school. ;

Turry did the same, and in a moment
E.i}e two chums were pedalling for dear
if#,

But ns fast as they travelled the ftion

ravelled fuster, .

Heaforé the chumé hnd covered a hun-
dred yards the mouster of the jungle had
hurled its huge body abt Jaek’s bieyele,
and the next moment the juniof was
lying senseless in the rond, with the Hon
stinding over lhim, snarling fiercely.

Terry dismeunted, and stood as one
paralysed.

The lon turmed Jack’s scnseless form
over and over, and every moment Terry
expected his chum to be sent to his death
by one blow from the monster's paw.

The lion seemed to bd toying with its
eapbive, Terry wulted throfigh moments
of hbitter agomy, debuting In bis mind
what to do.

Suddenty, however, a figure on horse-
buck emerged {rom a sidwturnh:r. and
¢ame tearing im the dircction of the Hon
and its captive.

Terry gave n gasp as hie recognlsed the
rider ag Lenn, the Queen of the Ring,
attired in viding costume.

Sl was viding for all she was worth,
and behind her, running at top speed, was
his own clium, Valentine Vane, and
Mendip, the lion-tamer.

The girl pulled her horse up sharp,
and, stepping down, she walked slowly
towards the snarling monafer. ¥

“Good huy, Nero!" she said coaxingly.
“Come along, my bonnie boy!”

Nero growled and showed his teeth, bub
the girl stopd her ground. She stroked
%hedlion’s mane, and patted him on the
1ead.

. “Good oll Nero!® she said fondly.
“Come to Lena, there’s a good boy!”

To Terry’'s amazement the animal leff
its captive and went over to Lena's side.

“It's | wondapful—marvellous!”  sald
Mendip, the llon-tawmer. "I never thought
Nero would obey you ke Ghat.”

w“Neither did I, replied thie girl. “Bub
he has. Hpdn't we better get him back
to the circus?” %

“Ye-gees,” Tultered the lion-tamer.
“ut-—but whal about this youngster?
Is he—is he—"

“He's alk right,” replied Val, who was
stooping at Juvk's wmide with his Irish
elnnp. . He's got o bit of @ hump on his
head, Bub . otherwise L believe hu's all

~"l"fx?:uk slleayen ! gasped’, the man.

o, be got
. of o 1
kg | v duind o R
& fond buid on
al, ﬂ‘ ﬁ"umiw" M:u r@%&
i ards, ¥
ke o limb. Nero seettied ke n biby
under Leni's' coutral,

“1 sny, Lena,” ehonted Val, as the girl
depurted, *you'll eoms stralght up to the
gelhool afterwards, won't yout”

The girl smiled, and nodded her head
in reply.

“Come on, Terry!” sald Val. * “Lift
Juck on to my buek, and L'} earry him to
the school. You had better look after
the machines.” "

wAll serone, Vad!? said Terry. Andthe
next moment the strange  procession
sthrted for 8t Mark’s,

Upon arrival at 8t Mark's Jaek re-
covered quickly, and was able to tako'lis
geat by the fire.

Tea was already lald, and the ketlle
was on the boil. t

Suddenly the door opened, and in
walked Val, and with him cuame Letu,
the Queen of the Ning.

« Jack,” satd Val, hig face wreathed in
gmiles, “allow me to istroduce you (o
Misg Lena Vane!” y

“Migg!” pasped Tack in wonderment.
“Qure you don't mean Mry, Val?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” lungled Val. “We're
not married, Jack, old son. You can
comfort yoursell on that score. The
| Queen of the Ring iamy sister, and—-"

“Put—" hegan Jnek, but he was too
amazed to finish his remark.

“Perhaps ['d better explain,” went on
Yul. “The fact is, Jack, pld son, my
gister left home some years 6go 1o go on
the stage. She failed to meet with suc-
cess there, and, not wishing to return
home, she joined Conway's Clreus party.”

“My hat!”

“Naturally, when I recognised her lasth
night,” continued Val, “I felt that T
must go and talk with her, and persuade
her to return home. Hhe wouldn't listen
to me at first, but by genfle persuasion
I've managed to work the oracle, and
Lena’s going home this evening.”

“By Jove!” gasped Jack thankiully.
“That’s ripping, Val, old son! I wish she
was my sister! I say, Miss Lena, I must
thank you for saving my life this after-
noon. If it hadn’t been for you—-"

“Hadn't we better start tea?” asked
the girl, changing the conversution diplo-
matically.

“0Oh, rather!” agreed Val; and he pro-
cured a chair for his sister. 3

The chums sat down to fea, which
proved to be a most memorable meal.
They laughed heartily when Val related
how Jack bhad accused him of being in
love; and when Lena had recounted some
of her experiencess 1n the cireus, the
chumg had nothing but -admiration for
the Queen of the Ring.

TUE END,

hat
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THE LEADING CHARACTERS IN
THIS AMAZING ETORY ARE:
CAPTAIN HANDYMAN, who is cowm-

mander of the Bumbay Custle,

CY SPRAGUE, the fumous American
detective.

LAL TATA, a fab, genial Hindu, who |

s a master on bourd the Bambay Castle.
TOM  and FRED MORTON, CHl}‘
PRODGERS, DICK DORRINGTON,
PONGO WALKER, and the SKELETON,
high-spirfted juniors, who belong to Daor.
mitory No, 8 of the fleating school.
BULLY FLASHMAN and STOAT, two
bullylng juniors, in Dormitory No. 1,

In lagt werk's Instalment the boys went
to soe the sights of Veunlge. By 2 cun-
ning triek on the puart of Fhmlma"éﬁ Clip
and his chums were left to their fate in
the Dungeon of Deatl, They had almost
given up hope of being savied from a ter-
rible death when Chip attracted the
attention of Juicy, the gondolicr, who
immediately went in quest of assistance.

(Read on froam here.)

Challenged to Fight! {

Down in that geim cellar of death the
boys were already out af their depth,
the chill, black water taking them off
their feet as it swirled down lke a mill-
rage through the aperture.

Chip, who had hung to the bars till
he had got his message to Juiey, slipped
down and ealled for Ceell,

“It's all right, boys!" lhe erled. “Xeep
your peckers up!
he's spotted ds! He's turned his gon-
dola, und he's gone off like a streak of
lightning to get us belp! They won’t be
long in gotting ue aut of this trup !

“Here you are, Ghip!” called Tom
from thy darknoss. “ Hera's Cepll! ‘Giye
him & band up.  He ol Do 1o the
burs. He's very: ¢old, and he won't

muke much of ‘a show of switiming in
this water."

Ceeil ‘wos whining and whimpering.

The oold and the darknesy and the
rughing water bewildered i,

Gecil had been caged long encugh in
hig lite to hate a cage of wny sort with
all the feur of & wild animnl,

And this human cuge into which he
Had fallen was the limil,

He clung to the bats, where the boys
hoisted bim, like o lmpet, although the
rush of the water into the dungeon was
hitting him fair in the stomach,

The boys had elieored up wonderfully.

Phey swam round in the black whirlpool
in the dungeon, calllng to one another
by name, 50 that they knew that all wers
still uhove ‘water,

The eloctrictoreh had petered out, and
Chip had dropped ib.

They knew that the water was rising |
| some cellar,

fast on the grating, and they soon found
themselyls floating up pretty well agaiust
the celling of the dungeon.

By stretehing up their hands ghey
conld toueh thie rough, wet stones,

Still there was no sound yeb of anyone
coming to their stance.

They had almost their count of
time. :

As a matter of fact, aboub six minutes
had passed since Juley had swung his
wotdola, and bad raced off down the
little cannl outside those thick walls,
shouting “Socorro!  Socorro!" or ¢ Help!
Help ! at the top of his yolce.

Sudd
and a seraping aguinst the rough stone
wall outside, and the roar of rapidly run-
ning motor uw.chingry.

One of the powertnl motor-flonts of the
venice Fire Brigade had ranged up out-
side the cell, with a babel of chattering,
friendly Italan voices, which shouted to
the boys to have mno fear, for the
“hombus ” were going to geb to work.

“That's bomhs!" sald Pongo Walker, as
he swam tound in the black food.
“They're going to blow the grating ont
with B dynamite charge! Lgt's pull
Ceeil away from it!"

8o they pulled Cecil away from the
nearly submerged grating, and supported
bim between them.

There was pol much strength left In
Cecil now.

He hung limp and helpless as the boys
supported him. ;

The homhbas proved to he nothing more
than pumps,

Powerful steel jacks were forced in
between the bronze bars of the little
grating, foreing them apart, and tearing

- them away as though they were made of
paper. 3

Then a brilliant electric bulb glad-
dened the eyes of the hoys, flaating
under the stream of water that poured
into the cellar, whilst the end of a huge
gleaming metal-sheathed tube was pushed
down into the celiar. 3

It was a great spiral covered pipe of
copper, flexilile as gas-tubing, and nearly

lost

C1

a foot in dinmeter, covered at the end

with a large suction-box of white metal.

As soon as this was forced into the
dungeon the motor-pumps on the ocraft
putside started off with s buzz and a
roar.

nly, however, there was a barging |

That wus Juley, and |

Tha powerful modern cenfrifugal pump
leld its own with the water, and soon the
bars were forced and torp apart suffi-
cient to allow of the introduction of
anpther pump.

Whirr-per-r-ror !

Awiy went the seeond pump, and to
their delight the boys saw the level of the
water beginning to fall on the streaming
walls of the dunmgeon.

Another  olectric-light —was  thrust
through the narrow, gaping bhole in the
wall, and 5 voive ealled through to them
to "hmu “Paziengia!” and all would be
well,

They knew thab this bz word meant
patience.
They
patient.
They were absolutely cheerful as they
hegan to be able to touch with their toes

the stone seat in the dungeon.

And great was the wondermeént of the
Italian fivemen outside when they heard
caming from that dreadful dungeod a
cheeriul song.

Chip made the song, and the  rest
quickly picked up the stave. It ram:

were  gomething more than

“Cecil haa spoiled his Bunday trounsers!
Cecll has spoiled his Bunday trousers!
Cuell has spotled his Sunday trousers!

Oh, what an afternoon!”

Then ¢ame o smashing on the door of
the dungeon, with a bubbling and a sigh-
ing, as though some great marine mon-
ster was gambolling outside,

Bang, bang, bang!

The door was eplintering and heaving
under the leverage of a great orowhbar,
plied from the outside by a diver of the
mnteipality, who had beenl onlled from
his work on some underwater foundutions
elost - by

D ng the steps thatled down ta
'}MW ot t

e Bl
undor the dungecs door, filling up the
atone stalrway to the passage.

The door heaved and swing, and the
great lock burst asunder.

The boys were grabbed ond dragged up
the steps by the eager, outstretched
hands of a ecrowd of gondoliers and fire-
men, who patted them on the back,

called them “hrave ones,” hugged them, |

and gven kissed them.

'The diver in his halmet looked on In a
friendly mauner, o8 if he would * have
kissed them too, il e hadn't had his
head in o copper seuttle, v

(ue firoman grabboed Ceeil, and patted
himt and embraced him belore he hopped
back with a yell, wondering what sort of
o gchoolboy this was.

Bat Oeoll did not snarl or spap 4t him.

The cold had taken all the spirit out of
the orung, agd he could burely stand
when he was, hoisted out of that fear-

Judey, mimost lieside himselt, hugged

the Boys one after another, and, jabber- |

ing nineteen to the dozén, explained how
he hod heard their ery and seen their
sipnals as he wius paddilng homewards.

He told with infinite geéstures how he
had broken the records down to the land-
Ing-place, and how he had been lucky
cnough to eateh the flre-float just as
she wos doing her evening test-run with
Wl her ¢rew on board.

Then he had rushed to find one of the
attendants who had the keys of the
palace.

The man had finished for the day, but
Juiey bad known where to find him.,

With the help of the attendant, Juiey
had roused up the diver, who had just
come up from examining some under-
water piling close by the palace,

They had shifted the diver, helmet, air-
pump angd all, in less time than it takes
to tell, and here were the boys all safe
and sound !

The boys were borne off in triumph to
the gatekeeper's lodge, whera their
tlothes were stripped off them and dried
in front of a huge fire of Jogs,

Ceeil’s clothes were taken off him, too,
and the boys rubbed him down with
rough towels, till the blood began to
cireulate once more in his veins, and his
ﬁrfut- paws began to fesl less lke iced
&,

The hospitable Italians wanted to give
Cecil hrandy.

But this Pongo would not allow,

“No good!"” said Pongo, touching his
forehead. “Brand-a no good-a for da
monk-3. Brand-a mak-a monk-a  loco,
barmy, off-a crompett-a,
on da pott-a. Mopk-a, him tectotall-al?

So instead of brandy they gave Cecil
a huge basin_of sweet, hot chocolats,
made in the Venetian fashion, so thick
that a spoom would almost stick up in

it.

And by the time¢ he had finished this
Ceeil was thoroughly warmed up.

He sat with his paw in Pongo’s hand,
blinking at the glowing fire, and at the
heaps of drying clothes.

Pongo was greatly relieved to feel life
coming back again into Cecil.

“Old Ceeil ean't have taken any harm.
chaps,” said Pongo, in great relief.

[ the dungeon Jad. plwngeds
Bliek popt’ ﬁiéh.h?’ma wcneﬁmﬁp

Savvy? Nutbt-a |

il ¢
he had caught a chill he wouldn’t stow |
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Cecil wag getting through another bowl
of choeolute, when the door of the
porter’s lodge was thrust open, and Mr.
Parkins, followed by Lal Tate, burst into
the qualnt, old-tashioned room.

He stood aghast at the sight of the
group  wha, wru{}ped in. blankets, were
gathared round the fire,

Having hurried out to the ship, and
finding that the boys had not arrlved,
Mr. Parking had raced back to the shore
through the roging sfualls, only to find
that no such boys ag he described bhad
put off to the ship in any shere-hoat.

Then he had picked up a rumour that
some English boys, with an  African
prinee, had been taken out of a dungeon
in the prison where they bad npearly been
drgwned,

It was said that the boys had been
fooling about with the door of the
dungeon, and had managed to get them-
selves locked in,

They had not been missed by their
party or Ly the attendants of the old
f;rlson. and go they' had come near drowns
ng when the dungeon had flooded up.

Luckily for them the gondoliers” had
heard their cries for help,

The fire brigade had heen swmmoned,
and they had been regcued in the nick
of time.

This was the story which had hronght
Mr. Parkine hurrying round to the porter’s
lodge, where he found the brightest and
best of the (ilm?' Hole gang seated round
the great hearth, burning timber by the
cartiond, and wrapped in blunkets, wait-
ing for thelr ¢lothies to dry.

“My dear hoys," cried My, Parkins,
“whot an adventire!

nwuy]‘cimcolate in this fashlon, He’s all

1 should never

He came down to the hoat-la,nrﬁnf.
where the launch was pitching uneagily
wlongside the wharf, and he hugged them

 all as they steppod jnto the little craft,

Ho even embraced Cecil.

“Good-bye-¢, Mist-a Monk-a!” said Juicy.
“A riverderci! ou come-a back again
to Venezia, an’ will show you round
some more ! !

And Juicy stood there on the landing-
gtage, regardless of the wind and the
rain, ag the launch east off and buck-
jumped her way out to the roadstead,
over short, steep, black seds that burst
in_showers over the spray-hoods.

Outside, it was & rough night, and the
boys wers jolly plad to see the huge
shape of the Hombay Castle looming up
in the darkness.

t was 1o sasy job to get the launch
alongside the ladder without smiashing
up ladder or launch, for the wind was
blowing a fall gale now,

But, ona by one, they managed to hop

on to the ladder, where a quartermaster |

was hanging on  beneath o cluteh of
électric lights to receive them.

Mr. Parkins, to the great delight of
everyone, got a bootfnl of sea-water, and
Lal wag pulled up the ladder by the
seruff of his neck,

Ceeil did not wait to be helped,

He made his own jump for if, chased

by a sea which burst om the ludder in

a shower of spray.

He shot up the long, teak atairway like
a streak of greased lightning, amidst the
shouts of the crowd who were hanging
over the rail above to see this Iast rem-

,nant of the shore-party come off.

And s soon as the launch was dis-
charged of her passenuers, tackles were
lowered, her fires were drawn, and she
wits hioisted up to the boat-deck and made
snug for sea.

The boys had barely shalen down on
board once more, when the eclunking of
the anchor-chain was hedrd, and the
Bombay Castle steamed off into the
black, gusty night, booked, as Uaptain
Handyman remarked, with a grin, for a
renl old dusting. 1

And o real old dusting she got, too, ns
soon as she was clear of the rondstend,
for, as she drove through the short,
ehopPy seas, she surrounded herself with
a ecloud of spray which made decks and
passages -cold, damp, and miserable,

She started up a curions movement of
her own, too:

The boys had long ago discovered that
every sea puts its own gaib into a ship.

There is no eomparizon between the

ong, smooth, majestic roll of the
Atlantic, and.the sharp, chopping secas
of $he Mediterranettn.

But as the boys gathered ab the

“Witlat are yon going to haye,
Skelatpn?” ‘asked Tom, lovking at the
memd-eard, “Uhere's a ripping supper
on tomight~—just the very supper for a
cold, dusty ulght at seal Listen!
Theres Irish stew, fat York hain, boiled
pork land parsnips,  Think of' that,

The s 8keleton evidently thought of the
boilea” pork and parsnips, for his fage,
which 'had turned pale, had token on a
slightly green tinge. !

“That's the

. “Splendid!? he vejoined.
jolly thek, aln’t it?"

The |Skeleton tried hard to make his
voice gound hearty and cheerful, like the
volee BF an old salt, Bul there was no
heartisess in it.

It spunded dresry, and ended up with
a feshle little squeak.

Allessandro, -the dark-faced, Goanese
tabler waiter, who was prently attached
to tle skéleton, was hovering round
ready do take his order.

Allaisandro, who lived himselt on a
handftdl of rice and carry, with a clove
or twp of garlic, had a tremendous
admiraftion for the Skelston'’s appetite.
He was) never tired of discoursing amengst
his fellow-stewnrds om the wonderful
Fnglisiy boy at hig table, who ate and ato
like & ginnt, dnd who never got fat.

Allespandro  was really much worrled
about ithe Sketeton, and always did his
best toy feed him up. !

Bov sl goon as he héard the ward pork
he daslhed off to the galley-serving hateh,
where ©he cooke and carvers were husy
under flie pendant electric lamps.

“Twior portions of pork-a, parsnip--two,
potato-—t'ree, ' plentu gravee!” shouted
Allessasbdro.  “It is for the Hungry One,”
he added, in his own lingo to the earver,
wh?‘ wad whacking away at a noble leg of
pork.

The (oanese, who was carving the leg
of pork, nodded,

He knew the Skeleton well enough.

| Skelet pnw—boiled park and parsnips!”

The Seleton had been kind to him,
and hi¥l given him a slab of ship's
tobaeco.,

86 he did the Skeleton’s plate well.

He gake him not only a double por-
tion of pork, but a treble portion.

Then ke heiaped the plate up with
parsnips land potatoes, and covered it with
juicy grldvy, so that the plate presented
a splendid dinner for a bungry navey
in full copetite.

Allessajrdro, beaming all over his dark
face ab ' this splendid plateful, rushed
off with 8t to the saloon.

He slapped it down in front of the
Skeleton, who was staring across the
saloon afythe spray that was dashing up
against ghe closed plate-glass of ~the
scuttles.

.

have forgiven myself if anything fatal
had happened. It was all my fault for
not keeping a closer eye on you!”

. “Bravo, boys!” exclaimed Lal, beam-
ing all over his fat face. “Beems to me
that you have got out of some deuced
tight places again! It was most un-
fortunate that lock of dungeon door
should have got cobblewallys just at par-
ticulnr moment that waters of Adriatic
Bea started to rise. It was jolly good
lucks that you did not lpse your tickets
over those jobs!”

It was plain that both ILal and Mr,
Parking had taken up the story which
they had heard.

So the boys did not undeceive them.

They -knew well enough that Flashman
| and Stoat, the bullies, had sprung that
trap on them, aund, though they did not
know how near it bad come to costing
their lives, it was a cunning trick,
and they meant to get their own back
in their own way,

Their clothes were dry now, and they
slipped them on.

Then they rummaged through their
pockets, and made up 2 real round sum
ag a reward to Juicy and the firemen
who had saved them, not forgetting the
diver, who, by this time, had come out
of bhis helmet and diving-gear,

Juicy was sorrowful at leaving them.

supper-tables in the great saloon, they all
agreed that the Adriatic Sea had a
nasty, curly, wiggly break from the off
that was caleulated to take the bails off
any stomach.

The 8keléton, who had looked forward
to his supper, began to change his mind
a5 he lurched across the saloon, looking
rather pale, and ftrying to smile a devil-
may-care. Pirate King, sort of smile.

“How uare you feeling, old Skull and
Crosshones ?”” asked Tom briskly.

To tell the truth, Tom was not feeling
any too good himself, But he wasn’t
going to let on,

Captain Handyman wanted to run out
of this pateh of bad weatheér as soon as

possible.
So, down in the engive-room, Mr,
MacStaggers, the chiel engineer, was

whacking up the speed till the Bombay
Castle was dolng her fevel best.

Bang, thump, slump, crash!

The ' powerful ship forced her way
through the steep, short seas, sending
clouds of spray flying along her decks as
her powerful bows tore the seas apart
like some huge battering-ram.

And to the boys in the brilliantly lit

saloon it seemed that every ome of those-
| thumps was transmitted through the

great, quivering steel huil direct to their
stomachs. .

Mr. Parkins stood aghast at the sight of the group of boys who, wrapped in blankets, were gathered
round the fire.

It was a duyrk and stormy night out-
slde.

“There you jare, Skeleton!” said Tom
cheerfully. “Mhere’s a splendid supper
for youl”

The Skeletonuslowly looked down at the
plate before , and manfully took up
his knife and lork.

Whirrr-r-rr! Bang — bang — bang!
Thamp—swizzhy—swizzie! 3

“What's bthat?" asked the Skeleton
faintly, as a jarring ran right through
the ship.

“Nothing, miy dear boy!” said Lal
Tata, who had ‘taken his perch /at the
end of the Gdéry Hole table. = “That
was just the wEcrew propellers lifting
out of the waler as the ship pitches
some more thaw usyal. There is g greab
turbulence on #he sen to-night. Bub
what do we carell Wa are all jolly sailor-
fellows now!”

“I don’t think!" added Dick Dorring-
ton under his breath. “What are you
goimg to have, Mr. Lal Tata?”’ he said
alond, politely banding Lal the menu
card. “I think I can recommend that
roast goose, with the sage and onion
stuffing. It smrelled very good when I
was pasing the galley.”

Lal's eyes ro}zl%.

He wasn’t ctly feeling like roast
goose at that.mgpment,
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he sald slefwly—
4 richsoma | hird,
with  diges ions.
stullings are\ difhi-

“Tle goose,”
gonse 18
gre
Also, sage and onion
enlt, of digestions.” A

“Pry i, sir!” urged Digk, with agmis-
chievous twinkle in Dis eye. “T'mi jusk
going to have n few dry biseuits pd w
cup of tea wysell, But an old Bailor
like  yoi—a real old sea-dog—-"

This flattery. was epough for Lall

He had a tremendous admiratiom for
British sallors, and loved to posey ag a
erusted old tar—when the weathdyr was
smoath.

“yass," he said, “I will take the| roast
gooses.  Why should we not eal and
make merry, even though it be &f dark
and dirty night outside?”

Baomble — bomble — bomble — Thomble
~hoosh!

roash
“the roast
He is apt to dis

Up came the propellers again, macing |

like fory, and setting all the plaswes in
the rucks shivering and dancing ‘with a
erystalling tinkle.

The Bombay Castle gave a [hedvy
lurch, sud the waiting stewards, | clever
as cats on their feet, bowed /o it
like cornstalks before the wind.

The plates and glasses rattled jon the
tubles.

Several boys got up unsteadilly, and,
with pale faces, made their way Kowards
the swing-doors of the saloon.

“Ha! Look at those fellows]" said

Lal, who for a moment felt a 1jttle bit

better of his gqualms, “They &re not
jolly sailor Dboys!  They suecuvimb too
quick to seasicksome Ieelings. They
ghould cultivate stredgths of mipds!”

It was just then that the |beaming
Allessandro, who bhad received | a wink
from Dick, slapped down. a platp before
Ll i

There was a leg and a big slibwol roast
O0SE.

There was bacon, and a hugél pile of
sage-and-onion stufling,

Lal's eyes rolled,

He did not dare look at the Ekeleton,
who was manfully tackling his)plate of
ork.

. But he started his supper.
The Turching of tha ship inerpaseds
Captain Handgman  had

Iallan coust:
bhrowght the chopp

ehugnged, s
course, and was besying :zwuy} from the |

‘I'his had sea mord
abeam. ,
v Apd the Bombuy Castle, as ‘though de-
lighting to feel ‘hersell freé flol = port

again, was kicking up her hculsf‘in o mast
disgracefnl fashion.

From the pantries came snkashes and
crasties and shouted exclamat fons of the
pantrymen, as their erockenty
away.

Even Allessandro was caught napping
with a pile of dishes ot the doorwiy ol
the saloon, as the ship tooiy a vieious
roll, ke

e fell over a small boy, who was try-
Ing to sneak away to his bupk in Kid's
Alley,

Down he went on his ea, with lis
neck in 4 dish of hot roast gpose, and a
cold blancmange in his eye.

The pables were emptyingg fust now
ag, one by one, the boys gegie up their
attempts ut supper, and sptole off to
their bunks.

Lal chuckled a hollow chndkle,

He looked proudly roundf the Glory
Hoie table, whith as yet bhd gob given
up a siugle seasick soul.

“Stick to it, boys!? he femid, It is
just trinmphs of minds over matter. JIf
you say to yourseives, *1, will not be
seasicks, you will not le /seasicks! It
is just matters of brain strdmgth!”

It was just ab this mompent that the
Skeleton gave up his plege of holled
ork.

«f don't want any, mers supper,” he
said, in sepulchral tomes., "I'm going
to lie down for a hit. I hwish this old
bucket would keep her in the
water !”

The Skeleton moved a-pay fram the
table, and Lal chuckled aganin.

“Poor old Skeleton!" bhig said. “He
will never be brave, iolly| sailor fellows
like us. 5

rerews

[—
Lal suddenly look

Then !;d gtraight in
front of him, squinting finto space as
though he could see a ghoft.

His dark complexion ‘had suddenly
turned a greenish grey.

The roast goose and onibn stufling had
hitten back.

“kxeuse me, you fellokws!" sald Lal,
in muifled tones, I hpve forgot. I
have moest  important appointment to
keep in engitieer's cablii.g Tell Allessan-
dro to keep goose warm| in oven till T
come  hoek."”

Lal rose unsteadily tcp his feet, and
made his way in a zigzeg fashion to
the saloon’ doors.

He did not, however, go in the direc-
tion of thy engincer's (xbin, but made
a straight dash down thesalley-way which
led to his own bunk.

Dick Dorrington grinrfed.

«1 thought that roast goose would bite
old Lul’s ear for him{" he said mis-
chievously. “There wow't be any prep
to-night, and I bet Lal bwon't come back
to finish his supper! Lokbk at the bullies!
They are feeling a bit vmder the weather
&8 well!” ;

THe table at which/ Flashman and
Stoat and their follovpers were seated
had been a noisy one twhen the dinner
had started.

Flashman had been refaling his seb with

"THE Boys oF TuE
+#BomBAY CASTLE”
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carried |

(Continued from the prcﬁiaus page.)

the yarn of his trick upon the Glory
Hole fellows,

#o bhad not learned how nearly that
lm'uk had come to costing the boys their
VS,

e and his meb had lobked with mean-
jng glances at the Glory Hole tabile.

in the lost week or so Flushman had
suceeeded o gathering round him again
some ol the worst elements amongst the
older boys on the ship, and with this
following le was eager to declare war
on the Glory Hole Iellows.

He and his crowd Dbad grown rather
quiet during supper-time.

e racket of the ship had churned
them up a bit, and a bilious tinge wus
showing in most of their faces.

Porhaps it was a touch of sea-sickness
that did not improve Flashman’s temper.

He led his crowd across the saloon,
passing close to the table where Dick
Dorrington & Co. were seated,

With his hands in his pockets, he
stopped at the vnd of the table, swing-
ing slightly to the roll of the ship, and
leering down on the boys with an evil
smile.

“Hallo, you swabs!” he said. “8o you
are still on the ship! I thought we had
left you and your precious monkey pal
behind at Venice. If 1 had been the
captain I wouldn’t liave walted tor
you !,

“We should have been left behind if
you had bhad your way'" replied Dick
Dorrington quictly. “What sort of a
gehiool were you brought up at, Flashy,
to think of such a trick as that of pull-
ing @ door on us?”

Hlashman's eyes glittered.

He Jooked round the saloon, and saw
that there was no master present.

“Look liere, you cheeky pup!” lie said
sayagely. “Don’t you take up thal tone
with me! I'm about fed-up with you,
and your swanky friends, Take that!™

He picked up o balf-emptied cup of
soflee that stood on the uncleared table,
and threw it in Dick’s face.

Dick sprang to his feet, and twisted
at the revolving chair in  which he
was seated,

It is not the easiest thing in the world
to gotout of suel a chuir, which musy
b twisted half round, on its pivot, and
the Bully was quick to take advantoge

ﬁv lannched @ ow, ab Dicke w
o Buy Tou, “on the other, side of the
tablv, sodvodlia ooV e b NS
W aumlﬁu Bio” Wad shinteled wy -te
wdmost untotlched - plate of Powst Eooky
which  Lul had left bebind “him,
glapped it fato the Bully's fave.

The vicious blow levelled ot Dick's
hend missed. its mark, and the Bully, |
eaught by a roll of the ship, sprawled
on the floor, smothered in goose and
stuthing.

Stoat rushed to his pal's assistance.

But, Chip lhad bis eye on Him, @nd a
pink blane mange, hurled with unerring
aim, splushed in 4 mass on the bully 8
face, and gave Dick time to get clear of
his chair.

Flashmun wag up again in a second.

When e had wiped the goose from his
fave, it was green and yellow with anger
and seasickness.

“You'll figcht me for that, you young
whelp !" he said.
© “When you like," answered ‘Tom
quietly.  *We can't bring off a fight on
the ship, - But the pext time we ure |
ashore!"

“ And you can make up your mind for
a joly good hiding!” snarled the bully.

uwnd

| bay Castle than Mr. Parking or any of

ancient ruins.
Greek stadium

“And you—" snarled Stoat, who was

An’ there’s a grand old
wiping pink jelly out of his eyes, und

there—a stadium o'

raking it up out of his shirteollar, | marble that used to seat five thousand

«youwll have to answer for this, you | People. There ye can ha’ your mill nice

young guttersnipe ! an' quiet. An’ ye’ll find Umpty Ginsen
Chip flushed under the insult. oiling up in the starboard tunnel
He kLnews that Stoat alluded to the | yonder.”

‘ poverty of his boyhood.
“1'1) " fight you!® he replied,
Dick was not going to be leff out of

Phe boys erept; past the great thrust
block of the starboard propelier, where
the great, gleaming shaft set off into a
Jong steel ‘tunnel, lit by electric lights,
w tunnel that looked uncommonly like
the tubs of an underground railway.
*The hoys’ stomachs heaved as they

it
; Potts, the satellite of the bullies,
was standipg by, sneering.

“You (Mory Hole pups will be eaten

up!” he exclaimed. “We'll make hay of | made their way along the plunging
you!" tunnel, clinging by the handrail, and

Percy wans a good boxer, but a keeping well away from the whirling
coward. shaft of polished steel that shone like

He looked at Dick, but he did not
dare issue the challenge.

“Right, (lne Pot!” replied Dick
quickly, “S8ince you are so anxious to
make up a third, Tl take you on at the
pext port of eall. It’ll be a school fight,
and there will be three mills going at
once.” A

Percy Potts turned pale.

He did not like the notion of the
challenge.

A scliool fight was a school fight, to be
fought to a finish under the eyes of the
whole of the hoys of the Bombay Castle,
and Percy had no stomach for such
a serap.

He would have backed out if he eould,
but Flushman was quick to fix him.

“Right, Percy!” he exclaimed. “Give
him the coward's blow. That’ll fix him!

silver between its great steel bearings.

_ They were thirty feet below the water
here, and as they crawled along they got
near the tail end of the ghip, where they
could feel the rise and fall, and hear
the thundering roar of the great star-
| board propeller vibrating through the
ship’s skin.

Almost up at the end of the tunnel,
where the shaft passed ont through the
tube of the propeller bearing, they found
Umpty, busy oiling the massive bearings
with an oil-can as big as a garden
watering-pot.

) He set it down at the sight of the

08,

“Hallo, young gents!” he exclaimed.
“What brings you down the tail end of
the tunnel on a night like this? Should
have thought you'd be afraid o’ being

| It’'s 2 fight!" E 3 turned up.”
Potts besitated. Bub Dick did not. “We've come to gee you, Umpty,”
“1f there's any cowards’ blows going, | said Chip, clinging to the handrail.

I'll give 'em!” he said, and, lifting up
his hand, he cuffed Potts slightly.
l_]?otf:.s wiped his face and licked his |
ips. &

He did not like being drawn into the
fght, but there was no going back now.

“All right,~Mr. Dorrington!” he mut-
tered, wiping hig face. “I'll ‘pay you in
full for that—when we get ashore!”

“When we geb ashore!” agreed Dick
lightly.

The hullies lurched out of the saloon,
and took themselves off to their berths,

But Chip, Tom, Dick, with Porkis and
Pongo, made their way along the alley-
ways till they came to a small iron door,
which led down to the great white-
walled engine-room. ‘

Down  they went, climbing gingerly
down the long, shining steel ladders that

“We've got a fight on, and we want to
bring it off when we stop at the Island

of Syros.”
“You got up agin’ them bullies?”
“Tom _fights

asked Umnpty.

“Yes,” replied Chip.

Flashman, 1 fight Stoat, and Dick here
has taken on the Glue Pot. It’s a school
ficht, and we've got .to bring it off
aﬁl}orn as fighting is not allowed on the
ship.”

Umpty Ginsen wiped his forehead with
a piece of oily cotton-waste.

“Pershy Potts!” he said,” with great
contempt.
paid to ‘im in a couple of rahnds! He
can box, bub ‘e ain’t got no 'eart. He's
jes’ one o’ them lardy-dardy, faint-away
tofls that’ll chuck the sponge as soon as
‘e gets a good 'un landed on ‘is nose.
But them other two—they’re big chaps.

I

led hy the greab, stamping, fashing SRS c s P
epgines to the floor of the ship eighty i%‘;’;iuc‘?ﬂ? Eg z: z%ﬁ%"%h ,““NJV}}
feet below. off you pet, young gents! The ole

“Hallo, ye young rapseallions!” ex-
claimed the voice of Mr. MacStaggers,
the chief engineer, *What will ye* be
aftar, tyespassin’y down hére in my |
engineroom s 4
@ prense; "0 #aid - Chio * humbly,|
"?;e'w come’ dawh to look for Umpty

(1 T :

i ‘M&E‘sw{wm whi wab in s
working  overalls, nbd busy at a bench
making a model of a locomative, smiled
grimly at the néws

He had heard g bit of the hoys' adven-
ture in the Dungeon of Death, and he
had put two and two together,

1t was strange that both Mr. Mac
Stageers and  Captain  Handyman, who
had the confldence of the boys, Knew far
more of what was going on in the Bem-

bucket is kickin’ ’ard to-night, and you
| don't want your stomachs upset!”

The hoys were glad enough to geb out
of that close, narrow propeller tunnel;
w_{th its close air apd its smell of hob
oil,

They climbed up out of the engine-raom,
feeling like flics as they swarmed up the
steel ladders.

Then they hetook themselves to the
Glory Hole, which was already buzzing
with rumonrs of the great fght.

—

A Strange Welcome!

It was three days before the Bombay
Castle sighted the picturesque hills of
the Island of Hyros, one of the most
beantiful of the islets of the Greek
Archipelago.

The weather was rough nearly all the
way, for the Eastern Mediterranean can
churn up weather as bad as most seas.

But Dick Dorrington & Co., getting
their sea-legs, had not been idie.

Umpty Gingen, in the privacy of the
“Firemen’s Union,” as they called the
stokers’ quarters, had managed to teach
| them many a trick of the ring, and there
were no lack of advisers.

The stokehold crowd had a great

the musters,

“8o ye'll be looking after Umpty to
tell you somethin' about fightin'!” said
Mr. MacStaggers.

"It is something of the sort, sir!” said
Chip modestly.

“A-weel, and ye'll be fightin’ wi’ yon
Flashman an® his erew!” pursued Mr.
MacStaggers, with a twinkle in his keen
eyes.

“That’s about it, sir!"

“Well, wind ye give ‘em =
hidin’ " replied Mr, MacStaggers.
have a gran' chance to bring it off. The
captain tells me that we are steamin’

good
“yell

aversion for the bullies, and a greal
affection for the Glory Hole fellows.
So they were all eager to teach all they

SAVe'Il see about that,” replied Tom

cheerfully.

to a wee bit of a Greek-Turkish island,
.so that Mr. Parking can view some

knew.
And the stokebold crowd of the Bom-

BOYS' FRIEND. «All readers who
prompt and kindly reply by post.

FOR NEXT MONDAY!

uTHE REBELS’ RAID!”
B8y Owen Conquest.

In next Monday's magnificent tale of
the Rookwood chums time hangs very
much on the hands of the rebels. The
Head makes no further attempt to bring
ahout the surrender of the rebellious
juniors, and things become very quiet,

But the rebels are anxious to be up and
doing. 'The proposition is made to take
the *war?® into the enemy’s country.
The nature of the offensive they take up
is both daring and fngenious, and creabes
a great deal of trouble in the school.

\ Sergeant Kettle is taken prizoner, ‘and
is foreed to wait on the juniors. HSergeant
Lettle does nob care for the job, but the
old soldier's likes and dislikes are mnob
taken into account, There is some rare
fun in this incident,

Finally the rebels receive the news that
Mr. Lattrey is coming to take them in
hand. Bub they are in no way daunted.
They are as determined as ever to carry
the vevolt to u successful conclusion.

“THE HORSE HUNTERS!”
By Martin Clifford.

]

Write to me whenever you are in doubt or difioulty. Tell mo apout yoursel!

Honse, Farringdon Street, London, E.Q. 4

; let ms know what ¥ou think of the
o e sure of receiving a

write to me r posteard, may
“The Editor, the BOYS' FRIENID, The Fleetway

, and
All letters should be addressed:

& Co. s search for Poker Pete's horse. deserves to rank as Mr. Duncan Storm's

The search proves to be a most eveniful
one, and the chums have all their work
cub out to cateh the animal. And when
they do capture it they experience #
hard task in.getting it to bthe Lawless
ranch.

The fact is Poker Peto's horse is a
regular demon. He wants taming, and
when Vere Beauelere suggests that he
should take the job in hand Mr. Lawless
will not listen to such a proposition. But
Vere eventually gets his own way. How
he succeeds you will learn when you read
this splendid story.

“THE BOYS OF THE BOMBAY
CASTLE!”

By Duncan Storm.

You will not be ahle to find a single
fault with next Monday's grand instal-
ment of our amazing serial. It is full
of excltement and boyish fun from begin-
ning to end. The boys meet with a
thrilling adventure, Lal Tata receives a
great surprise when he learns of the

bullies, Flashman & Co.
deserts, and—— Well, there are any
number of other exeiting incidents. You

receive their just

I'his ‘story deals with Frank Richards

will like them all, and you will, I feel
sure, agree with me that this story

coming fights hetween the chums and the |.

masterpiece.

STHE MYSTERY OF THE
PORTER'S LODGE!”

By Ernest Higgs.

The concluding item in our next issue
will be a splendid Tale of the Dormitory,
Space will not permit of my giving
«details, I will .say this, however. It is
quite one of the best yarns that has
appeared in this fine series.

NO TIME FOR DELAY!

Have you got your copy of “The Feud
at Rookwood »—by Owen Conqguest?
Delay will mean disappointment, and it
you wish to avoid being disappointed you
should secure a copy of this magnificent
book, dealing with the adventures of the
Rookwood chums, at once. Ask your
newsagent for No. 413 of the “ Bovs'
Friewp 4d. Complete Library.”

“Why, Master Dick’ll  put |

bay (Castle was a crew of boxers of
Tepute. 3
Nearly everyone in the ship knew of the

| caming fight.

1t was freely discussed in the fore-
castle, and down in the engine-room.

Captain Handyman knew of if.

Tveryone knew of it, save the two
persons the boys did not want to hear

it
And these were Mr. Parkins and TLal
ata.
Everything was arranged beautifully.
Mr. Parkins was going ashore early to
view the ruins of a Temple of Minerva. ¢
The boys would be allowed to  go
ashore to visit the great m
or circus, a noble monmmpent Gf Grigco-
Roman architecture which had onee been

the seene of gladintoriul Hghts and
chariot-races.
In the little bay, where the ship

anchored that morning, were the white
houses of a Greek village and a Turkish
village, which stood apart, as there was
little friendship between the Greeks and
the Turks, who were the inhabitants of
the island.

The pough weather had blown away,
and the sea was calm and blue when the
lioys turned out for bathing.

There was a football-mateh arranged as
a mask to the fight.

And the match was to take place in the
stadium or coliseum.

At least, this was what Mr, Parkina
thought when he came on deck to enter
the shore-boat that was waiting for lim,
and saw the boys grouped on deck in
foothall-jerseys and shorts. -

“Ha, boys!” said Mr. Parkins, beaming
upon them. “So you are going to take
part in a classic struggle on classic
ground. Remember, when you are pliy-
ing your match, that you are figuring
upon a spot made famous hy the greatest
athletes of the olden days!”

“Yes, sir,” said Dick meekly.

He did not think it worth while to tell
Mr. Parkins that the classic struggle
that was going-tv take place that morning
would take place in rings carefully staked
out by Umpty Ginsen and his mates,
who had got shore-going leave by hook
or by crook. ’

Umpty and his pals had already found
their way wup into the lifeboats, which
were being clearcd at the davits ready
for lowering. 3

In the lockers of these they had stowed
some very businesslikedooking gloves,
sponges, and towels,, together with
lengths of rope and stakes, suifable for
pegging out the rings.

his

Mr. Parkins went off, ecarrying
Ccamera.

The boys wafched him @8 the sail was
holsted, and his cradt slid off for the
shore.

Then a buzz of exeitement went up as
ome by one the lifebdats for the shore-
roing crowil were lowered into the smooth
waters of ditie Bay of 8yros.

1t had VBeen arranged that on landing
Umpty snd his parly should march
straight tlirough the Turkish village to
the ancient riinm of the ¢ircus, and get
things ready, whilst the boys should
follow them, innocently kicking a foot-
ball about.

This very innocent stratagem was a
notion of Chip’s, who wished to deceive
Lal Tata as to what was happening.

The coming fight had been kept dark
from Lal. )

The boys knew that once they' got him
up in the circus, Lal would be overcome
by popular feeling.

Although discipline demanded that Lal
should not countenance a fight, his
admiration for all that made up British
school life wonld carry him away once he
was up there, and found that football
was not the game intended.

So the parties landed.

Captain Handyman watched them from
the bridge of the ship throngh his glasses,
and grinned as he saw Umpty and his
pals sloping off abead fowards the
Turkish village, behind which rose the
magnificent ruins of the old cireus.

“There go the lads!” he laughed, painf-
ing the little group out to Cy Sprague.
“ And there go the boys along the track
that feads “along to the village. See
how innocently they are kicking that hall
along. If Parky knew that they were
going to hring off a school scrap he'd
have a fit!”

On the track that led to the Turkish
village the Glory Hole wing were leading
the procession lightheartedly,

They were followed up by 4 crowd of
chattering Greek hoys, who -swere evi-
dently astonished at this sudden invasion
of their island.

Punting the ball one from the other, the
Glory Hole fellows laughed at the gabbling
of the islanders, anik were suddenly
astonished when this mob turned short on
the outskirts of the white, blank-walled
Turkish village, making pantomimie
gestures that they should not kick the
football through its deserted, sunny
streets.

“What .do they mean?” asked Dick
wonderingly.

“T don’t know,” said Chip, passing the
ball with a deft kick. “There is some
sort of a row between tlie two villages.
The Greeks are Christians, and the Turks
are Mohammedans, and they don’t like
one another. At any rate, Wwe are not
doing any harm by playing footer down a
street that’s as empty as a drum, and
there’s no glass windows to smash.” e

So, in spite of the cries of the Greeks,
the crowd of laughing boys punted the
ball into the long, cohbled street.

The Greeks huiig bick on the outskirts
of the village, yelling warnings.

But the boys tock no heed of them.

Little did they dream that they were

‘offering the most deadly insult possible

to that blank-walled Turkish village by
kicking that ball, and that this innocent
pastime was almost as much as their
lives were worth.
1

(Another magnificent long instalment
of this amazing serial in next Monday's
issue of the BoYs' FRIEND. I should be
glad if readers would write and let me
Tnow what they think of this new story.}
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The 1st Chapter.
Frank Richards Takes a Hand.

“The brute!®

Frank Richards’
wttered the words,

Frank and his consin Bl were on their
wily to Cedar (reek Schoel in the frosty
winter morning.

As they approached the opening of the
trail thvough the timber a loud, shrill
Stupaling ‘greeted thelr ears—the ghrill,
hysterical squenling of a horse in pain,

The chums quickened their pace, and
rode into the timber, and then fhe scene
butst upan them that culled that indig-
nont exelamation from Frank's lips.

A horge was roped 1o a tree beside the
trail, its bead down to the frunk, and a
Ian was raining blows upon it ‘with a
beayy cowhide,

The schoolboys knew the man by sight,
It ‘was Poker Pete, the “sport» of
Thowpson, wn enberprisging sharper who
lived Ly ulaying poker and euchre with
the cattlemen and ranchers,

The horse wis a handsome animal, and
evidently an expensive beast. It looked
like a erpss hetwaen o Western pony and
an English’ thoroughbred,

Roped sgourely 'to the trep, the animal
could only: whirl phout dnd kick, anable
to et ut-its tormentor,

eyes blaged as he

Taking cure’ g6 keep out of reach of the,

Iashing. hoofs, Pokar Pete  deshed and
lashod . with  the | cowhiste. sith. all - the
strength’ of hig anm.

The, chmms of LCédar Croek dréw rein
at onee,

A%au coward !® bellowed Bob Lawless
turiously, = < Leave that horse alone!»

Poker Peto glured round,

The man's swarthy face was seb with
Tope, his eyes gleaming. He pauvsed a
moment jn the cruel pinishment,

% Mind your own business!” he snapped
sivagely.

Frank Richards jumped to the ground.

I8 fs. any de fellow's husiness to
interfere, you cowardly brute!” he ex-
clrimed, ¢ How daré you treat a horse
like that g

“It's my horse, you young fool[?

“That doesn't give you 4 right to treat
the animal in such a brutal wayi® éx-
elaimed Frank hotly, *You ought to be
Iynched |*

; “0h, don't chew the rag with me!»
& ngried Poker Pete, “Gpt on your way
o school, you bahy-faced whelpt®

Ho turned to the horse again, and the
cowhide rose and fell with cruel force.

The horse kicked and plunged and
aquealed.

Framk Righards ran forward, his teeth

Bob,

Poker Pete was a full-grown man, and
Frank was a boy: and the man was
reputed a dangerous charachber.

But Frank did not hesitate, He grasped
the rulidn by the shoulder and dragged
him  back with such foree that Poker
“Peie whirled round and sat down in the
L BlnOw,

& The sudden fall jarred every bone in
+ his hody, ‘and he sat and ghsped.

Bob Lawless joined his chum ab once,
riding-whip in hand.

A Poker P'ete glared up abt them breath.
paely,

Y ou—y ol " he stubtered.

“Get up, you rotter, and try it on us
instead of the pee-ges!” exelaimed Bob,
S We'll hand yon as good ag you pive !

The sporl staggered fo his feeb.

He gripped the cowhide bard, and
seemed on the point of rushing om the
two schoolboys.

Frank and Bob faced him coolly, grip
 ping their riding-whins.

It dawned on the sharper that he was
piot likely to get the best of stch a con-
Jtest, and ha paused, gritbing bis teeth.

“You young fools!" he shouted, “Can’t
yoir mind your own business? I'm break-
ing in that horse!®

“Liar!? sail Bob clieerfully, ¢ You're
fiktreating it hecause you're a cowardly
heast 1

“1 tell you he threw me this morning t»
said Poker - Pete hoarsely, “He pitched
me out of ‘the saddle. T'm lLeaching him
a lesson 12 .

“You, should ledrn to ride, then!» said
Boh contémptuonsly. «He wouldn’t pitch
me off, 1 guess, Take some riding lessons
initead of playing poker so much in the
Red Dag saloon.”

Sl you claar off and leave me dlone,
you young hounds?” shouted Poker Date.

“T guess not |»

1 tell you U'm goin' th cowhide that
hrute il he hasn't a kick left in his
earease!” said Poker Pete between his
teoth,

nxiously,

i STRIKING A ,RGAIN

b

I tell
Richards
going to touch him again!®

ST BN

“Oh, shub upt®

Paker Pete gecmed agajn on the point

* And
Frank

you you'te nobl® said
grimly. <“You're mnob

of  springing  at the chums like a
pantlier, But again he restrained himself,
He stepped back, and leaped against a
tree with a bitter look, and togk out his
clgar-ense.

“ I guess I'1 wait 1® be remarked.

There was a pause,

The sport knew that Rancher Lawless'
son and nepheéw were on their way to
school, and Lhat they had no time to lose,
u‘el could afford to wait, and they ecould
not.

Bob Eawless looked doubtfnlly at his
chum,

“YWe shall be late, Franky!® he mut-
tered.

Frank Richards' jaw set grimly. He
didl not intend to abandon the horse (o
the eroelty of its owner.

From Frank’s point of view' a man wha
could not treat a horse decently had-no
right to own one, though perhaps thub

point, of view was not yeot embodied in
the law.
Ile turned his ‘back on the spork, and
mapedl towards the papbing horsel
Aty
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“Same  here," ‘said  Bob  cheerfully.
"Poker Pete will be in o terrifloc wax,
though, That horse was worth @ lot of
money, *Three ar four hundred “dollurs,
at leéast. Poker Pete must have had a
lot of luck lately with the witked paste-
boards, to buy 4 hass like that,”

“The rotten cad!” said Frauk hotly,
“Why, the poor brute was marked all
over with that cowbide! 1'm sorey now’
we didn't lay our whips about that
sharper.”

Bob laughed,

“But  that rupawdy may do some
damage-—hreaking fences, anid so on,” he
romarked, becondng grave. 11 hy does,
we get the DHll, Franky., I'm npot sure

| whether Paker Pete won't have & elaim

on ud for damages, if he loses the horse,
Never mind; I think it was Tight."”

“A'm sure of it," answered Fronki

“Hallo! Here's the Cherub.”

The chums preined in their poniés and
distnounted as tliey ‘saw Vere Beduelere
waiting at the fork of the truil,

The remittance-man's son joined them,
and they walked on together.

The cousing were pecustomed to walke

ﬁ}l:‘l of the hoofs. !

The horse was in a frantic state from
its savage punishment, and would per '
tainly have smashed up friend or fee if
within reach, {

Its) ¢yes gleamed wickedly round &t
Frauk, and it

made an effort to reach
bim with a kick. {

Buat’ tha sehoolboy kept olear. |

He moved round the tree to which the
animal’s head was roped, and took oot
his clasp-knife.

Pokge Pete started forward,
understgod the schoolboy’s intention,

“Let that rope alone!® he shouted,

“8tand clear!® answered Frank.

The rope passed right round the trunk,
and from the safe side of the tree Frank
::lic-i;unlﬁ sawed across it with the keen
aae,

Bob Lawless ran back to the ponies in I

the trail, and mounted one, holding the
other ready for Frank, .

As soon a8 the maddened horse wins
lopse it was prudent to keep out of [t
reach.

Poker Pete ran towards Frank,

But the keen blade was through the
rope in & couple of slashes, and the horse
threw up its freed head.

The sport made a desperate spring
back, and Jeaped into the branches of |
the nenrest tree as the animal reared and
plunged.

Frank Richards swung himself upon s
hranch.

With

a shrill wveigh the black horse

laghed out into the trail, his tail tossing |

wildly, his mane streaming in the wind.

Down the trail towards the distant
Cedar Creck he went at a mad gallop, his
reins on his neck, his hoofs thudding
furionsly.

Frank dropped to the ground again,
and went into the trail, He mounnted his
pony, and rode on with his chum after the
fleeing horse.

Loud and savage curses came to their
ears from Poker Pete as they rode on.
Put they were out of hearing in a few
minutes,

The sport was left, with his wuseless
cowhide, to make his way bome on foot,
and his  prospect of reeapturing the
horge, free now to take ta the plains,
was & very prohlematical one,

The 2nd Chapter.
An Interruption at Sehool!

Bob Lawless grinned as the chums rode
{m 'Im‘ o smart gallop vp the timber
roadl,

Frank's face was still dark and angry,
hut it eleared, and he smiled 08 he met
his ehum’s glance.

The thud of the runaway’s hoofs had
died away nhead.

“By gum!" Bob Lawitss ehudkled, “ Has
It strock you, Franky, that it's rather
high-handed to let a galoot's horse loose
like that?”

“Wasn't it the only thing to be donef»
asked Fronk.

“Ha, ha! Yes, from the geogee's point
of view. I don*t know what & lawyer
would say about it, though.”

as he |8

“You're an ass, Cherub ! remarked Bob
Lawless,

Heauolere looked up and smiled.
“Why?" he asked. :
“My popper offered you a

2 {:ony, and
you refuse;} it. You oughtn"

to have

" dome that

Bewuctere coloured palnfully,

“Perhaps I ought not, Bob,” he
answered. “I know that Mr. Lawless only
meant to be kipd., But—but I couldn't,
L suppose it must seem rather surly to
you; but I've nothing except independ-
ence, and--ppd—="

Bob laughed.

“I understand, but I think you're an
assy all the same,” he said cheerily, “Here
we are, and here’s Chunky. Found any
more gold-mines, Chunky?”

Chunky Todgers greeted the chums with
a fat grin, as they came in at the’gutes,

But- he did not reply, as his fat chieck
was distended |>!r an enormous chunk of
maple-sugar, which he had not yet
masticated.

“Jugt in time,” said Frank Richards,
as the hell began t6. ring, and the chums
went on to the schoolhiouse,

Frank Richards wus rather thoughtfub
in class that morning., ;

He was not wholly occupied in thinking
about his lessons, ¢ither, as Miss Meadows
found once or twiee.

Frank was wondering whaifj would be
the outeome of his morning's Adventure.

Thangh he wos quite satisfied thut his
aotion was right, he knew that the legal
aspeot of it was at least doubtiul,

Poker Pete's feelings would be like
those of an old-time slave-owner when
someone uame between hin and “his
nigger.”

For Poker- Pete himself Frank had no
fear, nothing bhut the most profound

scaptempt.,

But he had the inborn British- respect
for the law, and he wished that there
had lLeen some ofther way of saving the
black horse from Poker Pete's cruelty.

Morning lessong at Cedar Creek were
half-way through, when thete was a
clatter at the door, and it was thrown
open, A

Miss Meadows turned round sharply,

| and Mr. 8limmey looked over from the

junior class,
Podier Pete of Thompson strode uncere-
moniously into the school-room,

Frank and his chums exeliunged a quick'

Took.
“Now for the cirens!” murmured Bob,
“T don't care!” said Trank.

“Same here, old scout.”
Misg Meadows fixed &

freezing look
upon the card-sharper.

| said  sharply.

“What boys do you
ateuge "

Poker Pete jerked his thumb &t Frank
Richards and Bob Lawless.

“Them's the ‘thigves,”
lagontestly.

Frunk Richards aprang to his. feef,

“That's a le, and you know it!" he
called out.

“iechards!”. exclaimed Miss
reprovingly.

“Sorry, ma'nm,” said Trank, his face

he - answered

Meudowa

erimson. “That rascal is lying, all ‘the
same.”

*Rascal, hey?" shouted Poker Pete
threateningly. '

“ Yiu, cowardly rascal, if you like thak

“better!" retorted Frank Richards. .

“Hear, hear!” grinped Hobh.

Poker Pete made a stride townrds the
clags, his brows knitted, and his hands
clenched,

“Htop!” exclalmed Miss Meadows.

Frank picked up his ruler, and looked
at the sport with flaghing vyes.

Poker Pete stopped, probably more
influenged by the ruler than by Miss
Meadows' command.

He muttered an
teeth,

“Kindly keep your temper, and tell me
exapgtly what complaint you have to
make of Richards” said Miss Méadows
coldly. “1 will hear you.” 3

onth  between his

The 3rd Chaptor.
Exit Poker Pete.

Trank Richards stood facing the spork
over his desk, quite undaunted.

Many of the fellows were on their feet
now, and the looks they gave, Poker
Pete were not at all friendly.

The (edar Creek fellows naturally
resented the attempt of the Thampson
sharper to “bulldoze ” in their school-
room 1

The sport gave Frank Richards a black
scow!, and turned to the schoolmistriss
again,

“Phat young thief’s got my horse,” he
gald sullenly, “X guess 1’'m going to have
the ceritter back, or there will be
trouble !

“Is that trye, Richards?”

“No, ma'am!”

“Tell me what occurred, then.” 2

Frank Wichards explained the incident:
of the morning, frankly and fearfcssiy.

“You set the horge free?” sald Miss.
Meadows, with a troubled look, when he
had_finished.

“Yes, ma’am.
to do.”

“You should hive seen how that Lirute

It was the only thing

e

ing the rest of the way to uschool, as
Beauclere had no horse.

“There’s a runaway gee on the trail”
Beauclere remarked. “He passed me a
few minutes ngo, going like thunder.”

“We know—we know!” grinned Bob
Lawless, "Franky conferred the boon of
liberty upon him." .

“Frank did?" questioned Beautlerc, in
amazement.

Frank Richards explaimed.

“Jolly  good!” exclaimed Beauclerc
heartily.  “The brute doesn't deserve to
have a horse, That was a splendid
unimal, too. I wish I had the tin to buy
him from that gambling brute.”

“He didn’t look an easy critter to
ride," remarked Bob,

“No, that's o, T think I could ride
him, though. 1'd try, anyway.”

Vere Beauclerc looked thoughtful as he
walked on, and there was & shade on his
brow.

The son of the remittance-man of Cedar
Camp had little money at any time, and
certainly never such o sum as wodld have
purchased the black stallion,

When Mr. Beauclere's remittance
arrived from the Old Country, it always
went the same way—in the puyment of
part of a mass of pressing debts, and
the rest in a “tear ” at Thompson.

The grim hand of poverty was always

“Well, T don't, cither, and T don't
care much.”

fo be seen in the shack by the ereek
where Beauelere lived with his fother,

‘made him howl with pain.

She knew the sport by sight, and Poker
Pete bhad once hoad  the audacity to
“propose ” to the mistress of Cedar Creek
~—a proposal that had heen answered
very shortly and sharply.

Poker Pete stared round him insolently,
but as he met Miss Meadows' glance he
had the grace to remove his Stefson hat.

“W does this mean?” exelaimed
Miss Meadows sharply.  “You have no
right to intrude here, during lessons.”

“1 guess I've got*something to say to
you, schoolmarm,” answered the sport
coolly. k

“Kindly be brief, then.”

“I reckon I want my horse.”

*What?”

“My horse,” answered Poker Pete.

“I don’t understand.”

“I dare say not,” sncered Poker Pete,
“1 pguess I't enlighten you some. Two
of your precious pupils have stolen my
horse, and I want that animal,”

“Nonsense!”

“Oh, nonsense, is it2” exclaimed Poker
Pate angrily. “I gueds if that beast isp't
handed over to me, I'll lay the cage
hefore the sherifi at Thompson, Horse-
thieves uin't popuilar in the Thompson
Valley, Miss Meadows, and if you don't
teach your pupils better there are others
that will."”

The schoolmistress flushed.

“You need mof be Insolent, sir,” she

| stealing

"

The riding-whip sang through the air, and came down across Poker Pete’s shoulders with a'cut that

Miss Meudows!”
“If you

was beating it
claimed Bob Lawless.

ex-
X could
see i, you would sec marks of the cow-

hide 41l over it. The brute had drawn

blood.”
“I guess it was my horse!” said Poker
Pete. E

Miss Meadows gave him a look of

- epontempls

“Sov ypu were ill-treating am:auimal,

and Richapds . interfered!” she sid. I
cannot hisme Richards for that. As for

the horse,
that it is not true!”
“That hoss was tnken away from me,”’
enid Poker Pete doggedly. “If it ifsn’te
handed back, I'm laying a eoplaint
befose the sheriff!” pELL
“Do you know where the horseris now,

you know yourself

" Richards?”

“Somewhere in the timber, I supposey
ma'am.” A

“You see for yourself that Richards:
canpot hand 4t to you, as he does nbt

even know where it is,” said Miss
Meadows.
“And I wouldn't, if T could!” ex-

claimed Frapk. “That fellow lsn't it to
have a horse!”

“Bilenve, please, Richards!”

"I guess it's all bunkum about setting
the hoss loose,” said. Poker [ete.
“They’'ve got the critter hidden some-
where in the timber, I reckon, to sell it
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chunee !"

iPhat's false, and you know it!” said
Trank.

“17da ot belleve that for a moment,”
gl Miss  Meadows, i do ot
helieve that you think su, elther!”

Paker Pete scowled. .

o Lok Byer, 1 didwt eame hyor to be
hultdozed ~ by  a  schpolmarm]”  he
excinimoed | eavagely, “Pwm o after  my
hoss!" i

“Yonr horse it not here, and you have
no  further husipess here!” seid Miss
Meadows coldly, ' * You had bhetter go!”

“Oh, come off!" said Poker ete
rouphly, L guess 101 levant when it
suits me, and not hefore !”

Mr, Slipmey oame gver towards the
aport, Nis eyes glenming behind his'gold-
rimned glasses.

S fea Meadows: had psked you to go!”
he said. * You hgd better go!”

Peker Péte looked at the slim yonng
man, and burst intos a contemptuons
laugh,

#Perheps you could make me go!” he
sneerad.

"1 ghall try, it you do not obey. Miss
Meadows," answered’ Mr., SHmimey very
quietly.

“Hu, ha! Why, 't hreak you ncross
Wy knee, yon, whippersnapper!” roared
Paker Pite.
Anyway "

He o strode towards the young master,
his fists clenchoed, the expression on his
swarthy face sayage and bruotal.

Mids = Meadows - looked  alarmed and
distressed.

Poor Mr. Slimmey waa net an athlete,
by any means; he looked ag powerless as
an intant  beside the thigk-sek, strong-
Jimbed ruffian from Thonpeon.

Pyt what AMr. SHpwey  lacked I
physien Ntrrﬂl){;t‘u, o uadg  ap W
conrime,

valley when they get a

e slippe "~1|i.‘1!"g!.|_?dfril‘rlﬁ(l wladses, TG
]

his “pockety andl ficed. t fiffian with
stendy eyes. i
Misg Meadows ran bhetw
w8tund backl? the exclaimed angrily.
“Ha, ha!" roared Poker Bgte, “Are
your eoing  to hide hebind ahe sohool-
Mister Téncher?” '} %
Slimmey fushed, )
g5 Meadows——" he bagan.
“Windly, go baek to your class,
Slimmey,” said the schoolmistress.

Mr.
“As

for vou, sir, leaye this school-rcom at
onee !"

Wl mess  not!™ said Poker Pete
{neotently.

Tobh Lawless iumped up-.

“ihen, by gom, we’ll amake you!” he
extclaimed. " Come on, you fellows!”

“What-ho!” exclaimed Tom Lawrence.

A dozen fellows ran out from the

viks.

Poker Pete backed awuy.
"Sling  him out!” shouted
Richards,

“Btop!"  exclaimed  Miss Meadows.
“(jo at once, man—do you hear?”

Poker Pete was already backing
towards the doorway.

le had no desire to be handled by the
sturdy (anadian lads.

With # black and bitter look, he strode
out of (he school-room, slamming the
door behind him.

“(jo to your places at oncge, boys!”
said Miss Mendows severely,

The schoolboys returned’ . to their
desks, and Tessons were resmned, without
any further interruption from Poker
Pete.

d
Frank

The 4th Chapter.
Called on the Carpet.

Frank Richards und Bob Lawless were
both in an unusually thonghtful frame of
mind, as they rode home that evening,
after parting with Vere Beauclere on the
trail.

Poker Pete's visit to the school had
given them food for thought.

" If the sport curried his complaint to
{lie sheriff, they could not guess what
the result might be.

Vet Frank could not regretuwhat he
had done, " *

His blood boiled at the thonght of the
eruelty he had  witnessed, and if the
affair had happened over again, he would
not. have laft the unfortunate animal to
the ténder mercy of Its owner.

Billy Cook, the foreman,
schoolhoys on
made a sign to them,

They  drew  rein.

‘Wit have you young galoots heen

met  the

up toeseh?” demanded Billy Cook, with

ghake of the head

. Hole
happened,

“Anything
Frank.
v “yenin
«“igh! Has Poker Pete bheen
exclaimed Frank.
“You've hit it.

here.! said the ranchman, eveing tihe
schonlboys curiously.  *'m giving you
the tip."”

“Thanks!” said Bob.
mad with us?”

STanI‘ﬁG A BARGAIN!

B

e

STy gam, 1 guess I'1 do ity |

the trail to the ranch, and

Billy?” asked

hére?”

And 1 guess he's still

“1s the popper

""

“1 gness so—a little," admitted Billy
Oool, “Poker Pete’s spun a yarn about
! you stealing his Liosgs.” .

“Well, popper wouldn’t believe that,
anyway.”

*Nopel
bric
home,”
waiting,

e reckons it’'s one of your
ol e's waiting for you to come
suid Cook, with a grin. “Pete’s

too.  Me's threatening to lay
@ hefure the sherif of Thompson.”

*Let, him ! growled Frank., "1f he had
a good ease, he'd bave laid it before the
sterill already !

Billy Cool nodded, and the schoolboys
rode on to the raneh.

Frank Richards’ brows were wrinkled.

“It’s rotten if it means apy trouble
for )4,»1|;‘!tul—vr, Bob,” he said rucfully.
*T didn't™think about that, at the time.”

“I guess we couldn’t have done any-
thing else, if we had,” said Bob sturdily.
“I don't think popper will blame you.
Franky, when he knows the facts. He's
only heard Poker Pete's yamm, so fap”

Bub it was in a rather tronbled frame
of mind thal the chums of Cedar Creek
entered the ranch house, after putting
up their ponies.

“Oh, here you are!” exclaimed Mr.,
Lawless gruflly, e they came in.

Mrs. Luwless looked wvery
hut she did not speak.

Poker Pete was in the
| unlighted ecigar  grivped
teeth.

His eyes glogmed at the sight of the
two schoolboya.

" Yes, here we wre, dady’ said Bob.

“Have you hrought the horse here?”
demanded the rancher.

“Eh? What horse?”

“Poker Pete's horse, of course. He
says yon took it away from him in the
timber this morning,” sall the rancher
wgruilty,

1 am sure they did nothing of the
kind!” exclaimed Mrs. Lawless.

Hob wave his mother an affectionnte
griy,

* Right " he answered..

e vanehor Tnaked yn,r.zlulf.

“Did you bave daything® &8 Wt tocdo

room, with an
between  his

‘wi}t_h_ She man’s arse?™ he exclnimed,
Bz, hat, much s trug uncle;” sald
Feand - Riehatgs, .o s
“ Wellpdell e, what, you did.™ o) -
“Theytl tell Cyou  Hesyooof ©voursd”
snegeed  Poker Pete. “DBut 1 reckon A
want  that animal, or there will be
trouble." A

The rancher turned on hitn angrily.

“My son won't tell me ‘les, or my
nephew, either,” he said, “I'll thunk you |
to keep your tongue between your teeth,
Poker Pete, Now, then, Bob, U'm wait-
ing to hear you.” ]

“Frapk had bettor spin the yarm,"
grinned Bob,  “He's a better hand thian
‘I am. Go ahead, Franky; I'm: going to
get busy with this corn-cike.”

Frank smiled, but his face became
grave as he related the incident of the
morning.

His wvolee vibrated with indignation
as he told how the tied-up animal had
been lashed with the cowhide,

The rancher listened with a rather
grim expression on his bronzed face.

But liz face relaxed after a time.

“*We coulidn’t do anpything but what
we did,” concluded Frank. “It would
huve been mean and cowardly to leave
the pour animal to that brute.”

“1 knew the hoys were right,”
marked Mrs, Lawless.

The rancher smiled.

“Hold on!" he said. _ “Horses need
larruping sometimes, Frank, my lad; and
we den’t stand on ceremony on thig side
of the TRocky Mountains. A man's borse
is o man’s horse.”

“I guess so!” chimed in Poker: Pete

.re-

emphatically.
“Yes, I know, uncle,” said Frank,
“But there’s -a  limit. The brute ha

drawn Dblood; the horse was marked all
over. He wis nearly mad withe pain,
You should have seen how be "ljgltéd
when I set him loose.” ¢

Mr. Lawless nodded.

“Wtill, I guess it’s a hit high-handed
to et a man’s horse loose in this
country,” he said.

Frank cotoured.

“I'm sorry if you think I did wrong,
uncle,” he said.

“] don’t know about that. Tt de-
pends a good deal on the way the man
wis treating his-horse,” said the rancher.
“] hope mno son of mine—pr nephew,
either—would stand by and see an animal
ill-treated without chipping in. You're
quite sure that Poker Pete was actually
cruel to the beast?”

“I wish you could have seen it,” said
Frank. “There was blood running down
its flunks:”

“Robert, you cannot blame the boys
exelaimed Mrs.  Lawless warmly. s
shiould be ushamed of them if they had
not interfered.”

“Leave it to me, Mary,” said the
rancher. His brow was wrinkled with
thought, He turned at last to FPoker
Pete, who was waiting with a sneering
face. “I guess, Poker Pete, that the
boys have made out their case. You
‘were Lreating that horse badly and they
were hound ‘to chip in.”

“Hear, hear!” said Bob delightedly,
and Frank Richards looked very relivved,

Poker Pete gritted his teotln

distressed, |

matter,” he said. “I claim that horse,
and it’s mine. I reckon you ought to
cowhide those young scoundrels.”

“1 guess you'll be disappointed on that
seore,” said the rancher, unmgved.
| “That’s as you choose,” snecred Poker
Pete. “But you’ll hoar from the sheriff
uboys My herse, 1 promise you. Hoss
thieves dre nob  encouraged the
Thompson valley." *

in

Pete,” said the rancher quietly. “I guess
I've made up my mind. 1've always
knowst you for  a sharper and eard-
player, and I know now_ that.you are a
bully and a brute. 1f I'd been on the
seene this morning, T'd have laid my cow-
hid¢ abeut you yourself. So you can
pub that fn your pipe and smoke it!”
The sport flushed with rape. .
“The mutter can be settled,” continued
the runcher, in the same stolid way,
quite mnheeding the looks of the Thomp-
som card-sharper, “The boys speak of a
hiack, horse: I guess that's the horse
T've seén you with in Cedar Camp, How
mueh did you give for that horse!”
“What’s that to do with the matber?”
“I'mi willing to buy it from you.”
“I'm not willing to sell,” said Poker
Pete coally. “I'm going to get that
horse back, and I'm going to cut him

put that i your pipe and smoke iH!”
he added, with a grin.

He made a movement towards the door
as he spoke,

. Mr. Lawless stepped between him and
the door, and the sport halted, with a
furions. Jowlk,

“ Lot me pass!™ he exclaimed fiercely.

“| hven't finished with you yet.”

“I'm finished, and I'm going.”

“T'my nob finished, and you're not
going” answered Mr. Lawless calmly.

Tlhere was a pause, and the chums
| looked on hreathlessly.

Tut the sport of Thompson did not
care to ‘try conclusions with the stalwart
Canadian rangher,

And Billy Unok's burly form loomed
np i the poreh outside. Poker Pgte
stc[a:cd back, with a muttered curse.

“What o you want?” he muttercd.

“1 wunt tO buy that horse,” andwered
Mr. Lawless,
G won't sdl!l”

“You will!”

And again there was a breathless pause,

.

The Sth Chaptor.
Brought ta Terms.

\Poker  Pota ataod - with His  Bands
.:ﬂ;:'lll;."‘hud vt plaging st the calm,
&t v L foce o WIS
s ruge il airect Yiief rancher
Lhi leastyaditdced; T Luwless did pob]
fsébmvwvm},“fp. Bgeve ity ©
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He waé as cnlm and unmopved as if
he were condueting any ordinary business
transaction. 4

FPrank aud Bob were smiling now.

™rs. Lawless went out quietly from
the room.

«The horse i3 lost at  present, it
seems,” sajd the rancher, afted aipanse.
“You cliim that it has been stolen.”

“1t has been stolenl” Dhissed Poker
Pete. ;

“Lost, at all ovents. You cluim com-
pensation, I understand?”

“Yes, hang youl"

#Very good. Sell me the horse at a
reasonable fizure, and 1'll take the risk
of not finding him," said Mr. Lawless.

1t was a ioir offer enough, but Poker
Pete was not in the least inclined to
aceept: it.

“Ygg, or no?” asked the rancher im-
| patiently. R I

“No 1 snapped Poker Pebe.

" aYou won't sell the horsei”

#No, T won't sell him!” A

#Not though be's lost. and, according
to your own yarm, you can't recover
him ¥ !

“I guess I shall get him back some
time,” said Poker Pete venomously; “and
then I'Il take the skin off him in strips.
That's the good your meddling brats
have done him." 4

“QOh, you hrute!” muttered Frank.

“How much did you give for that horse,
Poker Pete?” :

“Find outlE,

“1 iptend to," said Mr. Lawless calmly.
“You there, Billy?”

“Hyer 1| am, boss!”
Cook, from outside.

“HBring me a Tiding-whip, will you?”

“Won't I just!" grinned Billy Cook.

Poker Pete tufned pale. | :

His hand slid inside Wis jacket to the
hip-pocket; which concealed a weapon.

glr‘ Lawless’ quiet glance upon him

never wavered.
“«1f you draw a gun here, Poker Pete,
'l liave you up before the sheriff, and
have you sent to prison for five years by
a Thompson = jury,” he said eoldly.
“you're not in Boot Leg Camp or the
Black Hills now, my man!"

Poker Pete drew a hissing breath.

“iWill you let me pass?' he muttered,
in & choking voice.

#Not yet, 1 guess."

.

answered Billy

“I guess you're not the judge in the

s TR

“Hetter language, please, Mr. Poker |

juto ribhons when 1 get him, So you can,

e exclaimed.

* 6 Vs

“Apswer my question,” said Mr. Law-
Jess.  “You'll have to answer it when
Billy Cook comes in, anybow.”

11 didn't buy Bhe horse,” muttered
Poker Pete, “I wonhim over a poker
game.” |

“I might have guessed that,” assented
the rumcher, with n nod. “What figure
wonld you put en him to sell?”

“I'm mot going to sell.”

“1 should say three hundred dollars,”
remarked the rancher.

“Vou canl say what you like,” sneered
Poker Pete. “I'm nob selling.”

wI don't want to skin you on the
deal,” continued Mr. Lawless, unheeding,
“It's a good horse—a very good horse—
2 dash of the 0ld Country thoroughbred
in .him, I should say. I've seen him, and
1 know something about horseflesh. What
do you say-to three hundred and fifty 2”

“1'm not selling.”

“Why not?”

“Why not!» repeated Poker Pete he-
tween his teeth. * Because I'm going to
cut him to ribbons after I get hold of
him, even if I lose half the value of the
beast in doing it. Is that good emough
for you?®

He cast a malignant glance at Frank
Richards as he spoke, all his cruel, base
nature gleaming in his eyes, |

He krew what the boy felt like when
he heard that savage threat uttered.
And there was no doubt that the ruffian
meant it. %

Frank cast an almost heseeching glance
at ls uncle,

Mr: Lawless looked the sport over with
a ool eye. His hronzed face wus just a
trifie harder and grimmer.

“8o that's the game,
remarked.

& Ves, that's the game, and be hanged
to you!»

“1 don't think you'll play that game,”
said the rancher quietly. “I'm offering
oi three hundred and fifty for that
ibrse, Poker Pete.”

“ Muke it- three thousand, and I'll say
the same.” i

“T don't intend to make it thred, thou-
sand. Three hundred and fifty is the
figure. lioh, bring pen and ink and paper
here for the gentleman.”

“Yes, dad.”

Bob brought the writing materials ab
onve,

Poker Pete looked at them and at him,

is 16?2 he

| and then at the rancher, puzzléd and

savage.

«I'm not going to sell you the lorse !
“PDo you think you can
make me!?

Mer. Lawiess nodded,

[ gbink) T can’ malie gaw, 7 b
Atrmwordds patindy g AN TR 4

Celih, | my  hat!? murmored  Fradb.
uicharlll\ He $ad newer admired his
upele so. mweh &z he did at this mongeit,

Thoh's face was Deaming.

WMake me?® repewted Poker Pote, in
angry amazement. &

“1 guess s0,”

Billy Cook entered the room with a
riding-whip in his band and a huge grin
on his rugged face.

There wus .no love lost befween the
homest cuttlemun and the sharper from
Thompson. o

“ Hyer you are) hpss!®?

Mr. Lawless took the riding-whip, and
advanced towards the sport,

Poker Pete's hand slid into his hip-
pocket again,

KTLay a linger on me, and T let day-
light throngh you!» he said hoursely.

« And bhe banged afterwards at Kam-
loops,” smilpd Mr, Lawless. “I guess
that's all twonshing, Poker Pete. 1I'm
risking it, anyhow.”

The sport’s face was pale with rage
NOW.

But he did not draw his weapon.

The Thompson Valley was mnot the
Black Hills, and Poker Peto knew the
difference. . ? .

Blood had stained his hands during his
reckless career, bub not under the shadow
of Canadian law.

He trembled with rage, and perbaps
something else, as the stalwart rancher
came at him.

Mr. Lawless, with his left hand, pointed
{o the writing materials on the tabie.

«Make out the paper,” he said, “Pat
in the horse's description pud sign the
receipt for thres hundred and fifty
dollurs sale price, It's a bit over the
mark, but you're welcome to the
ditlerence.”

«It won't hold in law,”
Poker Pete, gnawing his lip.

4T think it will. You'll lie welcome to
dispute it in the law courts afterwards,
il you like.”

Poker Pete clenched his handa.

«you know I'd bave no chance—a
sportsman against a rich rancher in the
law courts!® he muttered.

«That's your look-out!” &nid Mr, Law-
less.  “ You're a cardsharper by your own
choiee, I suppose. 'Lhere’s work for you
to do in Canada, if you choose; and in
your own country, 100, 1 dare say. But
Y've wasfed euough time on you, Poker
Pete, You're poing to seil me that horse,
and T take my chance of recovering him.
The hutt-end of the bargain is all on
your side. I may be simply throwing my
money away if the horse isn’t. caught.
You oucht to be glad of the chance.”

“1 won't sell!” shouted Poker Pebe
furiousty. g

«you'll be thrashed till you

«Oh, ripping!® gasped Bob. {

Poker Pete sprang back, andghen made
a desperate rush for the door. £

Billy Cook grinned, and collared him,
He grasped  the sport's arm, and held
back his hand from the hip-pocket, for

muttered

'do, then.”

the resperate man might have drawn the
revolver ut that moment.

| of hatred round the room, and trampe

«Take his pillbox away, Bob,” said
Billy Cook, holding the rascal in his mus-
cular grip.

Bob Lawless jerked the revolver from
Poker Pete’s pocket, and laid it on the
table. 4
«Throw him over here, Billyl® sala =
Mr. Lawless.

Crash! "

The sport sprawled on the floor ab the
rancher’s feet. ‘

The riding-whip sang through the air,
and cume down across Poker Pete's &
shoulders with a cut that made him howl
with pain. i
He scrambled away, and staggered ta &
his feet. : .
“Are you selling yet?» asked the
rancher calmly.

The sport panted.

% Hang you! I'll sell! Hang you!”
«Good! You might as well have saved
the time you've wasted. Put it in blagk
and white.” L

Panting with rage, the buflied rascal dat
down at the table and jubbed the pen =
into the ink. ) -

«Make the receipt for three humdred = =
and sixty—that covers the popgun,™ said
Mr. Lawless, ©You're better without
this popgun, my mgn. It will get yous
into trouble some duy.”

Poker T'ete was too enraged to replys)
but he did as he was bidden, "

He finished the paper, und Mr. Lawless
picked it wy and Tead it carefully
through.

Then he nodded.

«J guess thabt's square, Ii's a good ¢
sale,” he said; “DBob, take this key, and &
fetch me three hundred and sixty dollurs
from the strong-box in my room.”

% Yes, dad.”

Bob hurried out of the room.

Poker Pete rose to his feel, trembling
in every limb with rage and humiliation.

Mr. Lawless, quite unmbved, called 3
Billy Cook fa witness the document, &
which the ranchmun did with gress
gusto, :

Mr. Tawless folded +the paper, and SESSS
placedit methadienlly In his packet-book, ’

The bluck borse was his properly now 8
-if found. ;

As the dujmal was at large, the former 8
owner had 21l the -+ hmtt-end » of the
bargain, ws the pancheén expressed it, bub
he did not look gratifisd, o

Bob came boek wilth the Canadian bill
and Mr. Lawless connted them over a
laid them oh the table,

«Thorg's your money, Poker Pete!®

"Phe pard geblered ' ihe billssulleniy
and savageds. o, St

He wis hiaten; and the money was altiss
that remwined-to him. :

fONew. you ol go, ‘andthe sooner tha
better!® udidued Mr. Lawiess. v

Poker ‘Peta dteppet *towards She door,
and Billy ook, grignfug, stepped wside
to let him pass, / -

In the doorway the spost halfl turned,
his fave white, his eyo# git'aym}pg.

«7'll remember thisl® he said, In @
choking voice. “My turn will come!» ‘

W Your turn in the penitentinry pers L
haps,” said the rancher. ©It's high thne
you were there, my friend. And I'll give
you a warning., There’s law in Canady
to deal with brutes of your sort, and it
you don't take mighty good eare, yow'll -
fing yourself inside Kainloops. Prisonid
Now get out: before you're kicked out!'# 8

The sport gave one lust savage loal

it

out, and Lis footsteps died away.

Billy Cook, grinninig from ear to enlg
followed him out,

<o, dad,” exclainied Tiob breathlessiyy
«it was ripping! I never reckoned yould
deal with that bulldozer Tike that!”

«Tt was splendid, unclel? said Fran
Richards.  “But—but you los¢  yo
money if the horse isn’t found.™

«] guess Billy Cook andifthe rest wi
be hunbting him to-morrow,” said
rancher, with a smile, “T’ll take the ri
of that. But I guess he'll be found
sooner or later. Now, you young rascals
get to your supper.” ¢ e,

Frank and Bob were very cheery ovi
their supper that evening. The affair of
Poker Pete’s horse had ended to their
complete satisfaction. y

As for the threatened revenge of the
card-sharper, they did not give that
thought. .

«YIsn't the popper a brick, Franky ™
said Bob Lawless, when they went up to
their room that night. “A real gills
edged brick—eh?”

4 Yes, rather!”
«1 only hope he
over it. If the
Saturday, Bob——"

Bob grinoed.

« Just what 1 was thinking,” he agre
«1f the gee's not found hy then we
take a hand in lopking for him, and shoy
them how Cedar Creek fellows do
Rather! It will he rlpping'lhm!”

« Good !” said Frank,

And the chums of Cedar Creek went
bed kfeeling yuite satistled with their da
work.

said Frapk heartilys
won’'t lose the mon
horse iso’t found b

He paused. ‘

-

THE END.

i

NEXT MONDAY.
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