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JIMMY SILVER & CO. AT ROOKWOOD SCHOOL.E"\

By OWEN

The ist Chapter.
Late

“Oh dear !”

reeeh 17

“I'm awfully tived !”
& Cheese it !”’

Y gpy-ey?
v remly %

Hours,

SHhat up ! roared Arthur Fdwaid
Lovell ferocionsly,

And Tubby Muffin shut up,
emitting an occasional groan, to show
liow tired he was, and how hardly he
considered that he was being used.

IHich over the woods and the Ken-
tish lanes the round moon soared.

It was a beautiful night.

But the beauty of the night was lost
upon the Rookwood caravanners.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were fatigued,
and they wanted to stop and camp, Lut
luck was not their way.

.« Raby was leading the horse, who
was tired, too, and obstinately refused
to proceed at more than a snail’s pace.

Newcome gave the horse an occa-
sional dispirited prod ‘to buck him up.

Jimmy Silver and Lovell strode be-
gide the wvan, and Tubby Muffin
dragged on behind, groaning.

Tubby Muffin did not see why he
should not sit on the van and ride.

I
Onily

* The Fistical Four did see, however.

The horse was tived enough, without
having Tubby’s tremendous weight to
pull up hill and down dale.

Caravanning was a joyful way. of
gpending a holiday, but it has 1ts
downs as well as its ups, and Jimmy
Silver & Co., of the Classical Fourth
at Rookwood, were experiencing some
of the downs to begin with. '

Having been shifted out of their
camp at alate hour by an irate furmgr,
they had to take to the road again,
and hitherto no favourable spot for a
fresh camp had been sighted.

They passed sleeping villages and
dark, silent farms, where dogs began
to bark as the rumble of the wheels
broke the silence of the night.

Jimmy Silver, who always looked on
the bright side of things, declared that
shortly they would find an ideal spot
for camping. ‘

His suggestion was to keep smiling.

His comrades, however, seemed
yather inclined to keep grunting.

“] say—-" began Tubby Muffin
dolefully.

Lovell turned on him,

“Will you shut up?” he demanded.

“T'm tired.”

“Well, you can be tired without
jawing. ‘Give your lower jaw a rest.”

“We'll camp soon, Tubby,” said
Jimmy Silver.

“I SB:}T bbb

“Shut up!”

“Yes, but I say——’

“My hat! TI'll pitch him into the
ditch if he doesn’t dry up !”’ exclaimed
Lovell, in great exasperation.

“But I say.” persisted Tubby, with
a wary eye on Lovell.  ‘“There’s a
field yonder that will do rippingly.”

“Oh! Why couldn’t you say so,
then ?” grunted Lovell.

“1 was trying to——"

#Oh, ring off |”

L]

CONQUEST.

Arthur Edward Lovell was not in a
very reasonable mood just then,

“Halt!” said Jimmy Silver.

Raby stopped the horse.

Jimmy looked over a gaie by the
roadside. which Tubby had spotted.

It led inte a field, with a haystack at
the further end.

1o wonld sttt un,™ sl Lovoll
“Only 1t's too jolly Inte to ask leave
of the owner.”

*“We don’t want another blessed old
Iun raging on our track,” said New-
come disn'm.ily.

* Let's risk ity said: Raby. ' ““After
all, they ean’t do more than turn us
out in the morning.”

Jimmy Silver did not reply.

He was staring across the field at a
large object that loomed up dimly in
the moonlight. 1

*You fellows see that?”
pointing.

“Looks like a cart or something.”

“1t's another carvavan.”

“My hat! So it ig!”
Lovell. A T A
caravanners can camp in this field,
another lot can. Let’s chance it.”

“I wonder——" began Jimmy.

“Don’t start wondering now, old

he asked,

exclaimed
one lot of

chap. My legs are fit to drop off.”
.1 wonder!” repeated Jimmy
thoughtfully. “Tommy Dodd and

those Modern worms are caravanning
in this part, you know. That may be
their outfit.”

*“Jolly queer to run on them, if it's
so,” said Lovell. “Like their cheek
to be camping there so jolly comfy,
the Modern worms ! Bless Tommy
Dodd and Tommy Cook and Tommy
Doyle, and every other Tommy in the
wide world !  We're going to camp in
this field !

And Lovell opened the gate.

“Can’t do better,” agreed Jimmy
Silver.

The horse was led in at the gate,
and the caravan rumbled into the
field.

Glad enough were the tired juniors
to come to a halt.

As soon as the caravan stopped,
Tubby Muffin plunged into it, rolled
into one of the berths, and fell fast
asleep.

The Fistical Four took the horse out
of harness, to graze or sleep as he
chose, and Robinson Crusoe laid down
in the grass.
the caravan horse Robinson Crusoe
because he was monarch of all he sur-
veyed.

- The Co. looked at one another.

“What about the tent?” murmured
Raby. ;

“Too jolly tired !" said Lovell, with
a yawn. ‘“It's a warm night, Let’s
try rugs in the grass.”

“Good egg!”

“There’s another berth in the van,”
said Jimmy. “You have 1t, New-
come, and we’ll camp out with rugs.”

“Right you are!”

Newcome was asleep in two minutes,

Jimmy Silver, George Raby, and
Arthur Edward Lovell took rugs and
coats out of .the van, and -disposed
themselves in the thick, rich grass.

The juniors had named,
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'SERGEANT KETTLE IN HIS SUNDAY BEST!

Lovell and Raby closed their eyes at
oLce.

But Jimmy sat up on his rug, look-
ing across the moonlit field at the
other caravan,

He was tired, but he was wondering
whether that caravan belonged to
Tommy Dodd & Co:, the chums of the
Mecodern side at Rookwood.

[1e nudged Loyell as that youth was
settling into balmy slumber.

“Lovell, old chap.”

Y aw-aiv! Wharrer marrer!”
Lovell'sat up. * Don’t say the beastly
farmer is coming after us!” he gasped.
I wase thinking——"

“Is it the farmer ?”’

‘ Noj; it’s nobody.  But——"
. “Go to sleep, then,.
snorted Lovell, settling down again.
“Clan’t you let a chap snooze ?”

*“1 was thinking——"

* Br-r-r-r! You

can't think, or

you’d think it was time to go to sleep.:

Dry up, there’s a good chap !”’

“1 was « thinkmg - if  that's the

Modern caravan—-—"""* !
* Blow the Moderns!"”

Lovell © dozed again. e was
awakened by another dig in the ribs.

*(sroogh! Wharrer marrer?” |

“¥say, Lovell, if that's the Modern
van, Tommy Dodd & Co. 'are fast
agleep, and they don’'t know we're
here.” ;

“Shurrup ! , ‘ :

“What a chance to jape the Modern
bounders ! urged Jimmy Silver.

“You frabjous bandersnatch !’ said
Lovell,in sulphurous tones. ‘“Are
you thinking of japing at this time of
the night, when we’re all dog-tired ?
You dangerous maniae, go to sleep !”

“But, I say——-"

“‘You- say - another word, and Tl
brain yvou with a tent-peg !” shrieked
Lovell. :

And he closed his eyes, ‘and snored
resolutely. ey i

Jimmy Silver grinned, and rose to
his feet. .

At Rookwood Lovell was one of the

¢ keenecst on-the‘rivalry between: Clagsi-!

NN ANNANNANNNNANNST NS

fathead !

cal and Medern, and alwavs ready for
a “rag,” with Tommy Dodd & Co. as
the victims.

But, he was too sleepy now to care a
brass farthing for Tommy Dodd or
the whole Modern side, and japes did
not appeal to him.

But Jimmy Silver of
sterner stuff.

Leaving his comrades fast asleep,
the captaimn of the Rookwood Fourth
crossed the field, to scout around the
other caravan, with many humorous
plans in his head, if the caravanning

was made

'party should turn out to be the Rook-

wood Moderns.

The 2nd Chapter.
Jimmy Silver Qets Busy.

The camp was silent as Jimmy
Silver approached it in the glimmering
moonlight. ' Only a steady crop-crop
came from a horse tethered somewhere
near.

Near the caravan was a tent, and as
Jimmy Silver drew nearer he heard a
sound that. mingled with the crop-
cropping of the feeding horse.

It was a low bass, rumbling sound,
which rather surprised Jimmy for a
moment, and made him glance up at
the: moonlit sky, thinking of German
air-raiders.

But the sound came from the tent,
and he grinned as it dawned upon him
what it was.

“The merry old he
murmured, ‘“snoring !”’

He was aware that Mr. Ketile,
the school sergeant, was with the
Modern trio, his duty being to ‘““‘look
after 7 them on the tour.

And Jimmy recognised that power-
ful: bass snore now; he had heard it
before, at Rookwood School. i

He was pretty certain that it was
Sergeant Kettlo who was sleeping in
the tent. ‘

But he had to'make sure, and he ap-
proached the caravan.

. Door and window gtood wide open,
to let in the air on the warm summer’s
night. -

sergeant,”
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Jimmy listened.

Only the sound of deep breathing
came from within.

The occupants of the van, whoever

natural at that hour.

Jimmy stopped, and detached a
stone from the earth, and tossed it into
the van, keeping back out of sight by
one of the big wheels,

There was a startled exclamation in
the van. )

“Hallo ! ' What'’s that ¢”’

Jimmy grinuned silently. It was the
wood Modern Fourth, and  all his
doubts were set at rest now. It was
undoubtedly the Modern party the
(lassical caravanners had come upon,

““What’s that, I say?” repeated
Tommy Dadd.

*“Bedad, and what's the matter wid
ye?” came Tommy Doyle’s sleepy
voice. **Is it an air-raid, begorra?”’

‘ Something woke me up.”

“Go to sleep again, then!” This
time 1t was Tommy Cook’s voice.
‘“ No need to wake us up, too, fat-
head !”

“ Something hit me on the nose !”

“How could 1t, ass?”

“Well, it did 1°?

““ Faith, it’s dhraming ve are!” said
Doyle.. “Go to slape, and dhranie
about something else!”

‘“I tell you something hit me on the
nose !” exclaimed Tommy Doyle ex-
citedly. “If one of you fellows is
playing 'tricks——"

““Oh, go to sleep!”’

Tommy: Dodd grunted, and laid his
head on the pillow again,

The voice died away, and soon the
silence ‘was broken only by deep
breathing.

Jimmy Silver did not move for some

time. - :
But, as soon as he was sure that the.
Modern juniors were asleep again, he
crept to the door of the wvan, and
peered in.

‘Continucd on the next page.)

.
L
S

]

they were, were fast asleep, as was

voice of Tommy Dodd, of the Rook-



Publishea
Every Monday

13/7/18)

DS

e

) THE SORROWS OF

(Continued from the previous puge.)

SERGEANT KETTLE !

It was dim enough insidi xﬁ%t enough
moonlight  penetrated by door and
window for Jimmy to make out the
interior,

There were two berths inside, one above
the other, as in the Classical van.

A third bed was made on the floor, and
Jimmy gunessed that it was Tommy Dodd
who occupied that, from the fact that
the pebble had fallen on his noee.

Apparently the sergeant had the tent
all to himself.

Possibly it was the old military gentle-
man's formidable snore which accounted
for that fact.

Jimmy's sleepy, but
grinned into the van.

. Tommy Dodd's head was towards the
“door, doubtless for the air.

' With a deft hand, Jimmy tossed another
pebble into the van, and it dropped on
the sleeper's face,

Tommy Dodd came out of the land of
dreams with a jump.

In a twinkling Jimmy Silver was back
in ¢over behind the wheel,

cheerful, {face

“What's that??  gpluttered Tommy
Dodd. g
He sat up, in sta rath

“Cook! Doyle!"”

“PBegorra, and is
exelaimed Tommy Doyle.
to slape intirely?”

“Who's playing silly fag triekg?"” yelled
Tommy Dodd. ' “Something dropped on
my face again and woke me up!”

“You're dreaming,” snapped Cook.
“For goodness’ sake, go to sleep!”

“How can I go to sleep when some
thundering ass keeps on waking me up,
dropping things on me?”

*“Oh, rats!”’

“Was it you, Cook?"

“Was what me, fathead?”

“Dropping something on my face.’

“0Oh, rats! 1'm trying to forget, your
vace—I don’t like nightmares!” snorted
Cook.

“Can't ye go

1

“Was it you, Doyle?” howled Tommy
Dadd.
“Sure I'm not  respounsible - for yers

dhrames, Tommy. Shut up, and let a chap
get gome slape!”

“Well,” said Tommy Dodd, in sulphur-
gus tones; “if it Baphens again, U have
ong of you out of those honks  fast
enough!  You ought to be gld to have
‘thoe bunks, without playing tricks on n
fellow hecanse he's sleeping on the floor!”

Y Brereperer!”
Tommy Dodd snorted, and settled down
agnin.

But it was some time hefore balmy
plumber reigned in the Modern caravan
onee more ; Tommy Dodd was ¢rogs, which
was not surprising.

Outside the van, Jimmy Silver nodded
off, sitting against the wheel in the grass.

He dozed for a quarter of an hour or
po, and woke again as he slipped from the
wheel.

He awoke with all his wits about him,
and as humorous asg ever.

Convinced by the stecady hreathing in
the van that all was balmy slumber once
more, Jimmy disinterred a pehhle from
the ground, and crept to the door,

Whiz! i
“Yoowwwwp!”

Tommy Dodd bounded to his feet in the
van '

“You silly chumps!” he roared.

“Oh, crumbs! You awake again!”

“Phwat’s the matter intirely?’ ex-
gll)a.imcd Doyle. “Hallo! Wharrer you up

it

Tommy Dodd was dragging him forcibly
out of the berth.

“I told you I'd do it!" raved Dodd.

“Begorra! 1s it potty ye are?” yelled
Doyle. “Lave me he!”

“You shouldn’'t drop
face, then, you duffer!”

“Bure 1 didn’t, at all, at all.”

“Well, if you didn't, Cook did.”

“I didn't, you ass!” roared Cook, from
the other berth. * You've dreamed it. I
was fast.asleep till you woke me up.”

Bump!

Tommy Doyle landed on the floor, and
Tommy Dodd plunged into his herth.

stones on  my

There was a howl of wrath from
Doyle.

“Ye spalpeen! Ye loon! Sure I'll
“You can settle it with Cook,” said

Dodd grimly.
know that!
tricks!”

“Sure, I'd rather slape on the floor than
be woke up every ten minutes by a
blethering blatherskite!” growled Doyle.
“Slape in the bunk and be blowed to you
intirely!”

And Doyle settled down in Tommy
Dodd’s bed.

Jimmy Silver smiled up at the full
round moon, admiring the beauty of the
night.

With a patience that really did him
credit, he waited for the Moderns to get
to sleep again.

He did not have long to wait, for the
three Tommies were tired with a day’s
tramping.

Ten minutes later a pebble was pro-
Jected deftly into the van, and it dropped
on Tommy Doyle's nose as he lay on the
floor, :

It brought him out of dreamland with
a jump, and he sat up, roaring.

“Ye howling asses! Ye thundering
chumps! Ye silly spalpeens! Phwat are
ye up to at all, at all?” he roared.

“Great pip, is that ass beginning now?”
asclaimed Cook, in great exasperation, as

“I'm having this bunk, 1
I'm fed up with your silly

Doyle's voice brought him
to wakefulness.

“Ye're pelting me with stones!” roared
Doyle.

“0h, you've got it now, have you?”
chuckled Tommy Dodd. “Then it was
Cook all the time!”

“It wasn't!” yelled Cook.
asleep !”

Doyle jumped up.

“You can tell that to the marines, ye
blatherskité!” he exclaimed. “Tommy's
had it, and now I've had it, and so it
must be you!”

“1 tell you—" raved Cook.

“Lind me a hand, Tommy darling,”

Tommy Dodd willingly lent a hand, and
Cook was dragged out of his berth, and
bumped on the floor, yelling.

Doyle and Dodd took possession of the
berths, while Tommy Cook sat on the
floor and raved.

His comrades did not heed his ravings,
however. They settled down to sleep.

Tommy Cook talked to them for a good
five minutes, with emphasis, and finally
settled to sleep in the bed on the floor.

Once again siumber reigned. And
Jimmy S8ilver, in joyous mood—not feeling
at all sleepy now—waited till he wag sure
that the Moderns were safe in the arms
of Morpheus.

Then, pebble in hand, he looked in at
the door. h

There was a faint whiz as the pebble
flew, and it dropped into Tommy Cook's
ear.

It was rather a larger pebble than
before, and it gave Cook a smart tap.

He awoke with a grunt, and his hand
flew to his ear, where the stone was still
resting.

He clutehed it, and jumped up,

“Tommy Dodd, you rotter!” he roared.

“Oh, ecrumbs! Wharrer marrer?”

“It's you, is it?”

“Hhit :

“Who chucked this stone down on me?"
ghrieked Cook.

“Oh, don't be funny!” said Dodd
sleopily.  “Nobody chucked a stone at
you, 1t was you all the time.”

“Feel it, then!” By way of convincing
Tommy Dodd, Cook jammed the stone on

his. nose, and Dodd. gertainly felt ity 41
(et

suddenly back

“1 was fast

whartad up o with o yell, Thnt's whint
bunged Into my car, you tdiot!”

“Yarooh!"

“Faith, and if that's thrue—-"

“Feel it, you-——"

“Yoop! Ye thundering ass—leave off
hammering my nose, you dangerous

Lmatic!™

“Well, then, perhaps youn belicve now
it's a stone, and it dropped in my ear!”
howled Cook. |

“Haith, and it's the sergeant playing
thricks on us, then!” excluimed Tommy
Doyle, with conviction. “Jt can't be
anyhody else——there’'s nohody else here,
except the horse intirely.”

The three Tommies hreathed wrath.

As all three had suffered from the un-
known practical joker, they could not help
heing awitre that the stones must have

come from outside, and Sergeant Kettle

wis the only other member of the party.
Jimmy Silver dived under the caravan

for eover, and lay very low, as the three

Tommies came furiously out,

“1t must have been the sergeant,” said
Tommy Daodd. “There's nobody else
within half & mile. Faney a man of his
age playing such tricks!”

“Bure it's hecanse 1 dropped the sauce-
pan on his toe at supper,” said Doyle.
“He was ratty at the time.”

“Hark! He's snoring,” said Cook.

“Pretending to.” sported Tommy Dodd.
“It’s only camouflage. He can't be asleep
if he was chueking stones at us a minute
ago.  Lend me a hand with these tent-
pegs! We’'ll give him chucking stones!”

Doyle and Cook chuckled, and joined
Tommy Dodd at the tent-pegs.

Under the caravan, the hidden
Classical grinned with silent enjoyment.

The three Tommies were quick workers.

There was a crash as the tent came
down, and a roar like unto that of an
angry buffalo from beneath the sprawling
canvas.

And Tommy Dodd & Co. went back to
the caravan, leaving Sergeant Kettle to
gort himself out from the wreck of the
tent. And while he was doing so the
sergeant could be heard making remarks
which certainly were not complimentary
towards the Modern chums.

The 3rd Chapter.
Sergeant Kettle Waxes Wrath!

Bergeant Kettle erawled out from under
the collapsed tent, breathing wrath.

“Blow it!” he said. "Bust it! Bless
it! What's made the blank old thing
come down like that there?  Blankety-
blankety-blank! Now that there tent's
got to be fixed up again afore a man can
get any sleep! Blow it!”

The sergeant tramped to the van. He
wanted assistance, naturally, in setting
up the tent.

“Master Dodd! ’'Ere, wake up!”

Deep and steady breathing answered
him ifrom the Modern caravan.

The three Tommies were apparently fast
asleep.

“Wake up!” roared Mr. Kettle.

Snore !

“Oh, my heye!” grunted the sergeant,
in impatient wrath. “Never seed such
‘ogs  for sleepin™ in  all my natural!
"Fre, wake up!”

He groped in the van, and caught the

wake up.

But he did not wake up for nothing.

“Hallo! Burglars!" exclaimed Tommy
Dodd,

He had placed a mop io readiness.

In a moment he grasped it, and shoved
it violently at the shadowy figure in the
doarway.

Crash !

Mr. Kettle disappeared into the gloom
with a loud yell.

“Burglars!” panted Tommy Dodd.
“I've downed him!"

“Good for yez, Tommy!"” h

“0Oh, my heye! Yarooh! You young
idjit, I ain't a burglar!” wailéed the
sergeant. “You young dummy, I'm the
sergeant!”

“My hat! Is that you, Kettle?”

“Yow-ow! Yes” ,

“Dear me!” said Tommy Dodd.

“What a sad mistake!” murmured
Cook. “I say, sergeant. why ain’t you
asleep? Not sleep-walking, 1 hope.”

“My ole tent's come down, and J want
you to ’elp me fix it up again!” boomed
the sergeant.

“Dear me! What could have made it
come down?" .

“The way you ‘elped me fix it, T
expect!” growled Mr. Kettle.-~ “Turn out
and lend a ‘and.”

“It must have heen the sergeant's snore
that did it, intirely!” said Tommy Doyle.
“No tent could stand that for long!”

“Do you think it was that, sergeant?"

“Don't give me any of your imperence!”
roared the sergeant. “You jest turn out
and lend a 'and! Look lively there!”

“Can't be done, old nut!” answered
Tommy Dodd, "I think your tent very
likely fell on you because you'd bheen
chucking stones in this van.”

a, hagiRate

“You young idjit!" snorted the ser-
geant. “Who's been chucking stones?”

“You have, you old donkey !”

“I baven't!" roared Mr. Kettle. “Mean-
ter say you lugged that there tent down
on me, you young varmints?"

“Well, 1 really think the tent will eome
down on you every time there are stones

chucked into this van,” answered Tommy

Dodd. :

“By gum, if I 'ad you in my old regi-
ment!"  murmured the sergeant,
sulphurous accents.

He tramped back to the tent. There.

was evidently no aid to be obtained from
the juniors in the caravan. ]

Mr. Kettle stood looking at the tent for
some minutes, making remarks to space,

and then he rolled himself in a rug, and.

settled down to sleep on the canvas, with-

out, troubling to set up the tent again.
In about ten minutes the sergeant’s

formidable snore was andible once more

i e Modarn- o, o
Iy thnt thne .ﬁﬁ'.'.'..v Bllver win grnwlnuq

ruther crnmped under the van,

But when he heard the deep and
resonant sound once more he erept out
softly and tiptoed towards the sleeping
sergeant.

A pail stood near the van. half-full of
water, with several dishes in it, appars
ently the remaing of unfinished washing-
up.

Jimmy Silver took oul the dishes, and

laid them on the grass, picked up the

pail, and trod softly on.
Sergeant Kettle was deep in dreamland
again. ‘
He woke up as he felt something plump
on his manly chest. ;
was a pail. and it stood there,
balancing nicely, till the sergeant moved.
But naturally when he jumped the pail
overturned.
Swoooosh !

Sergeant Kettle gave a gurgling roar
as the pail tipped over and the wash-up
water smote him on the chest.

Jimmy Silver was fleeing in the dim-
ness across the field to the Classical
caravan.

He felt that he had done enough for one
nigtl_)xt. and that it was time to get to
rest.

Mr. Kettle probably felt that too much
had been done.

He jumped up like a jack-in-the-box,
and the tin pail clattered to the ground.

The sergeant breathed fury.

He had not the slightest doubt that the
three merry Moderns had paid him that
friendly attention.

He caught up a stick, and rushed to the
caravan.

The three Moderns had been awakened
once more hy the noise, and Tommy Dodd
was looking out of the van.

He gave a gasp, as the sergeant rushed
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up, seized him by the collar, and yanked | of
him out. Then the stick rose and fell.

Whack, whack, whack!

Tommy Dodd wondered whether it was
a dreadful nightmare for a moment.

But it was only too real!
“Leggo!”  shrieked the
Tommy. “Great Scott! Help!

Yooop!”

Whack, whaek, whack! '

“Rescue!” shrieked Tommy Dodd.

Cook and Doyle leaped out of the van.

They rushed on the sergeant in great |
excitement, and dragged him off.

“Leave me be!” roared Mr. Kettle.
“T'll thrash yer! That's what you want!
You want it bad! Drenchin’ a man with
cold water! Leave me be! 1I'll thrash
yer all round! I'll-I'l—I'll—— Yah!"”

“Down him!” panted Tommy, “He's
drunk or mad! Down him!”

With combined efforts the three juniors
downed the sergeant.

Then they holted into the van, slammed
the door, and fastened it.

Crash!

Sergeant Kettle's stick beat on the out-

astounded
Tescue!

sside of the door.

“Hopen this 'ere door!” he thundered.
“I'm goin' to thrash you all round!
Young varmints! That's wot you want,
had! You're goin' to 'ave it! f:[open this
door!”

Crash, crash!

“Mad as a

hatter!” gasped Cook.

“Lucky there's a lock on the door! Oh,
my hat, what a night!”

Crash!

“Go away, you Ilunatie!” howled

Tommy  Dodd.
Sergeant Kettle left them in peacec at

lagt, and retired, spnorting, to slumber.
once more.
But it was a long time bhefore the

Moderns slept.

It was very warm in the van with the
door closed, and there wag a raving
maniac¢ outside—at least, so it seemed to
them.

That was not a happy night for the
Modern earavanners.

The 4th Chapter.
Pax!

Jimmy Silver was up bright and early
in the morning, late as had been the hour
of retiring.

Sunshine streamed down on the green
fields and meadows, and a pleasant breeze
came scented from the woods.

In the sunny morning the camp on the
other side of the field could be scen, and
moving figures in it.

i “They've seen us!” grinned Newcome.

“1 shouldn’t wonder if they guess that
they had a visitor last night, now they
know we're here,” yvawned Jimmy Silver.

*Ha, ha, ba!” laughed the Co., for they

r

il haar tald all about Fimmy s fape o
e Modorne.
Jimmy  stepped into the van to help

Tubby Muffin make up his mind that it
was time to rise.

Tubby came out of the van with a
bump and a.roar.

Jimmy followed him out, in time to sce
Tommy Dodd & Co. crossing the fleld
towards the Classical camp.

“Hallo!” said Tommy Dodd, as he came
up,' eyeing the Classicals very ecuriously
and suspiciously.

“Bame to you, and many of them!”
answered Jimmy Silver affably.
+“1 didn't know you were camping
here,” said Dodd.

“We arrived rather late,” explained
Jimmy. “Had a good night’s rest?”
 “Did you come over to our camp during
the night?”

“Did 1?" said Jimmy reflectively. “ Now
I come to think of it, I may have taken
a stroll in that direction.”

“Then it was vou,
claimed Doyle.

“Oh, you funny idiot!" said Tommy
Dodd. “We thought it was the sergeant,
and the sergeant thought it was us.”

Yo ha hat? :

“I've a jolly good mind to wade in
and “mop the Iot of you!" execlaimed
Tommy Dodd wrathfully.

“Pile in, old scout!" grinned Raby. “I
don’t quite see how you're going to do
it. But go abhead!”

Tommy Dodd felt very much inclined
to go ahead, but the three Moderns were
hardly equal to mopping up four Classi-
cals, without counting Tubby Muffin.

Tommy's good-humour came to the
rescue.

“Well, T suppose you can't help being
a funny idiot, Jimmy Silver,” said Dodd,
after a pause. “T say, did you drench
the sergeant last night? He says somebody
gtuck a pail of water on him. and it feil

begorra——"ex-

rover him when he moved. We thought

he had gone mad.”

**Hea, ha, ha!”

“He actually laid into me with a stick !

said Tommy wrathfully. “O0f course, we're
not going to stand that! We're fed up
with Kettle ("
. “He's growling like ‘2 Hun this morn-
ing,"” said Cook dismally. “The worst of
it is that Tommy’s pater planted him on
us to look after us, and we can’t give
him the boot. Rotten, ain't it?”

“Too bad!” grinned Jimmy Silver.
“Let's make it pax this morning, you
kids, and you stay to brekker.”

“Done!” said Tommy Dodd. “We'll
fetch some grub. and pool supplies for
brekker. 1 wish you'd take the sergeant
along with you when you go.”

“No jolly fear!” grinned Raby.
welcome to him."”

“We're paying five bob for camping in
this field,” added Tommy. “You'd better
get along to the farm and do the same,
or the farmer-man may be crusty if he
finds you here. See if you can get any
milk, too.”

“Right-ho!” said Jimmy Silver.

In great spirits the caravanners set
about preparing breakfast.

Jimmy Silver walked up to the farm-
house, armed: with a huge cnamelled jug.

Tle found a very sood-natured farmer
there, and - paid for his camping rights
in the field, and purchased several quarts

“You're

‘unaided efforts.

[ milk, and was lucky enough to scet
large piece of cheese,

There was a cheer in the camp wh
he returned with the milk and the cheesl
“That's something like!” said Tub

Muffin.  “Now, if I open the rest of t
sardines and pilchards and salmon W
shall do.” . 1

“You open one of them and you'll g
gealped!” growled Lovell. “ You're go
to have cold potatoes and cheesc 1
breakfast, Fatty!” !

“Well, I don’t mind,” said Tubby, ey
ing the big chunk of cheese. “But wh
are you fellows going to have?”

Apparently Tubby felt equal to dispos-

ing of several pounds of cheese by his own
“What are we going to have?” repeated
Jimmy Silver. “I know what you're goin
to have, Tubby! You're going to have
my hoot, you fat Hun!” k
And Tubby had it, with the threat of
a second application if he exceeded hig
rations, .
“Kettle’s boiling!” announced Tommy'
Dodd.
“What silly ass
there?” howled Jimmy Silver.

The kettle was a tin one, and it was

planted in the middle of a wood fire, with

flames licking it all round. ‘-
1t certainly was hoiling—in fact, it wag

hissing and spluttering and jumping!

stuck that kettle &

“What's the matter with it?” demanded "

Lovell. “It’s boiling, ain't it?"

“Here’s the colfee-pot!” sald Raby. |
Lovell took hold of the kettle-handla, "5

and released it at once, with a yell worthy,
of a cannibal. i
“¥Yarooooh!”
“Hot?” asked Jimmy Silver sarcastios

ally. y
“Groooh!”  Lovell sucked his fingers
frantically. “Yurrrggegh! Mummmmm!"

“Better make a kettle-holder, or somes
thing,” said Cook anxiously. *“Lend me
your handkerchief, Newcome.” :

“Lend you rats!” grunted Newcome,
“Tse your own!"”

" “Well, this rag will do.”

Cook anxiously lifted the kettle
folded rag.

The spout dropped off into the fire, the
solder having been melted by the heat,
and Cook dropped the kettle after it aa
the water rushed sputtering out, and
jumped back.

“0Oh, crumbs!” he ejaculated.

“You silly ass!” Lovell left off sucking
his fingers to make that remark. *“Now
you've done it! Just like 2 Modern!”

“You chump?” roared Cook. “You've
done it, you mean! You stuck a tin kettle
in the middle of a blessed furnace, you
Classical ass!”

“Yurrrrrgegh!” was Lovell’s. next res
mark, as he renewed his attentions to his

fingers.

“Well, it's done, anyway,” said Jinmmy

MOV O NEVETTII TRETE W Dhe TRon rM! iy
" Baottor

You con holl anvthing In that.
wash 16, perbaps., 1 don't know whother
the flavour of potatoes and carrots would
hurt the collee.” f

It was some time belore the iron pob
boiled, and then the coffce was made, and
?het cight Rookwooders sat down to breaks
ast.

It was not very long since the rivals
of Rookwood had parted at the old school,
but they had plenty to talk about, and
“brekker” was a very cheery meal.

Tubby Muffin did not join in the talk,
his jaws were otherwise engaged, and he
succeeded in annexing the lion’s share, as
usual.

Breakfast was still going strong, when
the bull-voice of Mr. Kettle was heard
across the field.

“Time to start!” ey

Tommy Dodd turned his head.

“Go and eat coke!” was his polite reply.

“Well, I'm starting with the van,” said
Mr. Kettle grimly. i

And he proceeded to put the horse to
the Modern caravan.

Bvidently Mr. Kettle was the autocrat
of the Modern caravan-party. o

y

The 5th Chapter.
Jimmy Silver to the Rescue.

Tommy Dodd frowned over his bread
and cheese.

“You fellows arc jolly lucky to he on
your own,” he said. “Your pater's got
some sense, Silver. Of course, go has my
pater,” added Tommy hastily. “Only he
doesn’t understand that we should be all
right on our own. He arranged with the
Head for Kettle to be planted on us—
meaning well, you know.”

“1 believe paters always do mean well,”
remarked Raby reflectively. “To do ‘em
justice, they always mean well.”

“The sergeant is a good old sort, of
course,” went on Tommy Dodd. *“I. re-
spect him no end. But he's not cheery
company. He wants to run a party of
caravanners like a squad of recruits. Lay-
ing into a chap with a stick is the limit.
We've got to shed him somehow.”

“We have. intirely,” said Doyle,

“Can't you Classical asses make a gug-
gestion?” asked Cook. “What would you
do if you had Kettle planted on you,
1t)lotiging out the blessed sunshine with his
ace?” i

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“Well, it’s easy enongb,” he said. “You
can't drop him if he’s sent with you by
the powers that be. But suppose he left
you of his own accord, hecause you're not
nice company—what?”

Tommy Dodd grunted.

“Do you think we haven'ti tricd that,
ass? We drop things on his toes, spill
water into his boots, and hide his hat,
and leave his tent-pegs loose, and put
salt in his coffee. It seems to make him
even worse-tempered !”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“1t’s not a laughing matter. The worse-
tempered he gets the bigger his sense of
duty seems to grow. The fact is, he’s
having a rotten time, and he'd rather he
off, only his dashed sens¢ of duty keeps
him sticking to us!” said Tommy Dodd
dismally.

“Like a brastly wet Dlanket!” groaned

 Doyle.

in a
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“You used to have ideas sometimes at
Rookwood, Jimmy Silver. Can’t you
think of a wheeze for getting rid of the
c¢hap for us?”

ST try,” said Jimmy modestly. “Let's
keep together on the road to-day, and
we'll see.”

“Done!”

The Modern earavan was lumbering out
into the road now, the sergeant leading
the horse.

Mr. Kettle was starting, and if his
troublesome charges did not want to start,
too, they were going to be left behind;
that was the grim old military gentle-
- man's determination.

“Well, so-long, you chaps!” said Tommy
Dodd, rising. *“Follow on, if you're going
to keep us company to-day. Nothing
wili stop old Kettle. He won't even let
us stop to look at the scenery! He marks
out 'a certain number of miles, and keeps
on. It's like being a blessed conviet!
Come. on, kids!”

The three Moderns, with the remainder
of their breakfast in their hands, followed
the sergeant out into the road.

Jimmy Silver & Co. finished their morn-
ing meal in a hurry, and put Robinson
Crusoe in harness, and the Classical van
lumbered out into pursuit.

But the Modern caravan had a good
start, and the sergeant was proceeding at
a steady pace, never slackeéning a moment.

The Moderns were half a mile ahead
when the Classicals started along the
white road after them.

“Jolly hard cheese on those kids,"”
Arthur Edward Lovell remarked. “ There
was some talk of planting Kettle on us,
wasn't there? 1 think we'd have lynched
him!”

“Well, they can’t lynch him,” remarked
Jimmy. *“But they ought to be able to
drop him somewhere. He can’t be enjoy-
ing the trip; he doesn't look as if he is.
1f he would get into a tearing temper and
chuck up the job, that would suit all
parties.”

“He’s got into the temper right enough,

hut he won’t ¢huck up the job,” grinned
Raby.
“I'm going to have a hig think,”

answered Jimmy Silver, “1t's up to us, as
top side of Rookwood, to help silly
Moderns out of a fix.”

“ Hear, hear!” grinned his chums.

And Jimmy Silver thought it out very
carefully, as he walked along heside the
horse in the sunny morning.

Towards mnoon the Modern caravan
turned into a rough cart-track that lay
across o wide heath, and bumped on its
wiy, with a jangling of tin-ware and
crockery, and the Classical van followed in
its wake.

Halt was made in a very solitary spot,
where o shining stream  ran by thick
trees, out of  sight of  any human
Hithitibion;

“Tin o Jolty vendy Tor Tunch, Jimmy,'
grumbled Tubby Mutlin, who  had  not
ventured to raid the supplies in the van
during the morning’s march.

The Classical van lambered on, and
halted near the Modern vehicle.
Sergeant,  Kettle eyed  the Classical

chums rather morosely, and only grunted
i reply to their cheery greetings.

“Lunch  together, what?” said Jimmy
Silver.

“Oh, yes!"” said Tommy Dodd.

“Bathe afore lunch, Master Dodd,”
grunted the sergeant. “That’s what

we've stopped ‘ere for.”
“Well, that’'s not a bad idea,” agreed

Tommy Dodd. “Ripping to get off the
dust, of the road! You're a merry old

genius, sergeant!”
Grunt!

“You'd be a nice man if it wasn't for
your temper, and a handsome one if it
wasn't for your face,” added Tominy

sweetly.

Grunt!

‘"hére was a pleasant spot for bathing,
under overhanging trees, and the Rook-
wood juniors changed in the vans, and
plunged into the cool water with great
enjoyment.

Tubby Muffin preferred a nap
arass, but the three Tommies and
Fistical Four were glad of a swim.

The sergeant was a good swimmer, and
he kept an eye on the juniors, ready to
rescue any of them that should get into
difficulties.

He had changed into his bathing-
costume in the thicket, and left his
clothes under the trees, a fact that Jimmy
silver had noted.

Jimmy called to
gwimming a while.

Tubby sat up in the grass drowsily.

“Hallo! I'm not going to swim,” he
gaid., “I'm tired.”

“Like some chocs, Tubby?"”

“What-ho!” said Mufiin, with great
promptitude, and he came down through
the rushes. “Eh! Where are they?”

“In my jacket-pocket, on that bush,”
gaid Jimmy, and then he lowered his voice
to a whisper. “Tubby, the sergeant’s
clobber is there under the trees. Take it
away and hide it somewhere—sharp!
Mind you put it where the sergeant can't
find it. Then you can have the chocs,
sea?”

Tubby Muffin grinned.

“Right-ho!” he whispered.

Jimmy Silver swam out again, in =2
happy and contented frame of mind.

Tubby Muffin disappeared into
thickets.

For a quarter of an hour longer the
rookwooders disported themselves in the
stream, and then they came ashore for
their towels.

The sergeant, in a rather better temper
after his bathe, plunged into the green
thicket where he had left his clothes, and
towelled himself down with great satis-
faction.

Then he looked round for his clothes.

He looked and looked again!

Then his voice was heard from the
thicket, like unto the voice of the Bull of
Bashan:

“Where's my clothes?”

“My hat!” murmured Tommy
pausing with one leg in his trousers.

in the
the

Tubby Muffin, after

the

Dodd,
Has

some  blessed difted  Kettle's
clobber?”

“Where's
sergeant.

“Phew!"

“Doddy,” whispered Jimmy Silver, “I
suppose the sergeant's got a second suit
in the van.” ;

“1 believe so—yes, in a bag,
the Modern junior. * Why?"”

“Cut off, then, and pinch the bag.,”

“What for?”

“And lose it
Jimmy.

“Oh, my hat!”

Tommy Dodd understood.

While the sergeant was raging in the
thicket for his clothes, Tommy sped to
the Modern van.

He came back in five minutes, a sweeb
smile on his face.

The juniors finished dressing cheerfully
on the grassy hank, deaf to the booming
voice from the trees.

They had finished when Sergeant Kettle
reappeared in view, still .clad in the light
and airy costume ol bathing-pants and
towels.

And the expression on Sergeant Kettle's
face would have stricken awe to the heart
of Von Tirpitz.

tramp

my clothes?” bhoomed the

answered

somewhere,” whispered

— e

The 6th Chapter.
Fed Up!

“Where's my duds?”

“Which?” asked Tommy Dodd.

“My clothes!” hoomed the sergeant.

“How the merry dickens should 1T
know?” demanded Tommy Dodd. " Why
don't you look after your clobber?”

“Somebody’s taken my clothes away!”
roared Mr. Kettle, glaring over the
draping towels with a red and {urious
visage.

“Careless,” said Jimmy Silver. “We
left ours here on the bank, where Tubby
could keep an eye on them.”

*Which of you has taken away my
clothes?”
“My dear old nut, we were all in the
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Swoooosh!

water with you,” answered Cook, in sur-
prise. “Don’t he an ass, you know!”

The sergeant choked.

It was true enough.

The seven juniors had heen.  in  the
stream ; only Tubby Muffin had remained
ashore.

Mr. Kettle strode to the fat Classical,
who had his eyes closed, and a smear of
chocolates about his mouth. He woke
Tubby by sticking a very large toe into
his fat ribs.

“Yow!" gasped Tubby, sitting up:in the
¢rass. ‘“Wharrer that? Ow! ‘I say, 'if
you chaps have finished, let’s have lunch!"”

“Pid you take away my clothes?”
boomed Mr, Kettle.

“Eht

“Clothes!” raved the sergeant.

“What clothes?”

“My clothes!”

“Do you think I'm a sleep-walker?” de-
manded Tubby Muffin. “Run away and
play, do! 1 say, Jimmy, are we going to
have lunch now?"”

*“Yes, rather!”

Sergeant Kettle trod into the: trees
again, and indulged in another frantic

hunt for his clothes, as the juniors pre-
pared lunch,

It was quite possible, of course, that a
tramp had come along and lifted the
clothes: if one of the caravanners was
guilty it was certainly Tubby Muffin.

Mr. Kettle searched again through the
thickets, and then searched the Modern
van: and then, with a glare at the Fistical
Four, searched the Classical van.

But he came out fuming.

He was almost convinced by this time
that a tramp had lifted his clothes in the
thicket, and made off with them.

anywhere near the camp.

He  bethought himsell now of  his

Sergeant Kettle gave a gurgling r

Certainly they were not in.the vans, or

second suit, and entered the Modern van
once more, and then there wag another
Toar. .

“ Where's my bag?”

“Do you mean your
Lovell.

*“1 mean my bag, with my other clothes
in'it!” raved Mr. Kettle. *Somebody's
taken it out of the van.”

“(roodness gracious!” exclaimed Tommy
Dodd, in alarm. “You don’t mean to
say so, sergeant!”

“I'l  spiflicate somebody for this!”
groaned Mr. Kettle. “I believe it was
one of you young rips. I was a hass to
come on this ‘ere trapesing .about the
country with a set of young varmints.
A silly’ hass, that's what I was.”

bags?” = asked

“Well, !‘you. always were,” agreed
Tommy. “No good complaining about
that, old nut; you're too old to change
now."”

“iWhere's ‘my ‘bag?”
“Kcho answers where.”

“I ecan:lénd you a pair of trucks, if

you like, sergeant,” offered Raby.
Mr. Kettle only- gave the generous

youth a glare in return for that offer.

“The junior’'s “trucks ” would not have
heen of much use to the bhurly sergeant,

“And you ecan have my gsecond pair
of socks,” said Dodd.

“And my cap,” said Doyle generously,
“and wan of me collars, bedad!”

Snort !

Sergeant Kettle, picturesquely draped
in towels, roved around the camp for
some time, wondering whether a tramp
had robbed the caravan, and wondering
where his clothes were, and hunting for
them with intensifying fury.

He returned at length with a purpis
face, and found the juniors putting the
horses to-the vans.

The sight of those preparations for de-
parture . made Mr. Kettle give a very
good imitation of Vesuvius in a state
of eruption.

“What are you up to?" he roared.

“Time to start, isn't it?" said Tommy
Dodd, in surprise. “We've got a .good

the chest.

many miles to do thiz afternoon. You

can get some lunch in the van as we 2o

along, Kettle.”
“My clothes—'
“Haven't you found them?"

“No!” . roared ' the . sergeant, ¢
hain’t!”

“Well,” « said Tommy - thoughtfully,
“it's jolly warm weather. You won't

need them.”
Mr. Kettle filled the air with wrath.
1t was quite true.

He really did not need clothes that
sunny afternoon, and had the caravan

tour been taking place in the South Sea
Islands, it would not have mattered at
all.

But it was scarcely possible to travel
along English lanes attired in a bathing-
suit. and two or three towels.

No doubt it was simply a question of

local custom, but customs of that sort
had to be respected.

“You ain’t going to start till 1've got
my clothes!” he roared.

“How long will it take you to get
them?”

“How can I get them when they're
lost?"

“My dear man, we can't remain cn

this spot for the rest of the vacation,”
said Tommy Dodd, in a tone of patient
remonstrance. “You can't expect it.
You can travel in the van, if you like,
and keep out of sight. It will be nice
and cool. When we come to a town
you can get out and buy some clothes.”

“'Ow can I go into a shop like this
‘ere?” gasped Mr. Kettle.

*Ask me another, old chap. Tell ’em
you're the Wild Man from Borneo, and
then they won’t he surprised.”

“Offf we go!” said Jimmy
“Follow on, Doddy!”
And the Classical vap lumbered on its

Silver.

‘the

.

way, the Modern horse starting to follow
of its own accord.

“Stop!” shrieked the sergeant.

“Can't be did, old man. Get inside, if
vou: like.”

“Will you—will you go into a ‘shop for
me and get some noo clothes, it 1 do?”
gasped the unhappy sergeant.

The three Moderns grinned, and shook
their heads.

“Couldn’t he done,” said Tommy Dodd.
“You wouldn't be satisfied, sergeant;
you grumble at everything.” )

“I—1 won't grumble!”
Rettle.

“Pone, then! Hop into the van!”

Mr. Kettle hopped into the van, towels
and all.

In a most unenviable frame of mind, he

gasped Mr.,

gat there, while the Modern caravan
lumbered after the Classical.

The latter was soon overtaken, and
passed.

Jimmy Silver had his 'own reasons for
falling hehind.

As soon as the Modern van was well
ahead, Jimmy Silver cut back to the
camping-place, and  shinned up a
beech-tree, and recovered the sergeant’s

bag, which Tommy Dodd had hidden
there.

The eclothes which the sergeant had
left on the bank, however, were not

recoverable, for the simple reason that
Tubby Muftin had thrown them into the
stream.

Bag in hand. Jimmy Silver ran after
caravan, and the bag was tossed
into the Classical van for the present,

The sergeant, anathematising Fate in
the Modern van, was quite unaware of
that proceeding.

The caravanners walked cheerily on,
across the sunny heath, with the cara-
vans, bursting inte cheery song as they
walked.

It was a couple of hours
village was reached, and on
skirts the caravans halted.

Sergeant Kettle put his head out of the
Modern van.

before a
the ont-
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oar as the pail tipped over, and thes water smote him on

“Now,. ‘urry up .with those® clothes,
Master Dodd!” he said.

“Right you are!” answered Tommy.
“You're sure you'll trust to my taste,

sergeant 7"

“Yes, yes!”

“You wouldn't rather go yourself?”

“No!” roared Mr. Kettle.

“Right-ho! Keep your wool on. You
come with me, Jimmy. The other chaps
can look after the vans till we get back.”

Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd walked
into the, village together, smiling.

The other fellows were smiling, too, as
they sat down under the trees by the
roadside to wait.

In the Modern van the sergeant waited
and fumed. He did not smile.

It was an hour before the two juniors
came back from the village, each of them
carrying a bundle.

“Here you are, sergeant!” called out
Tommy Dodd.
The wvan door was opened and the

bundles tossed in.

There was no word of thanks from in-
side: the sergeant was not in a thankful
mood.

He was still less so when he had opened
the bundles.

Tile door opened again, and a red and
furious face looked out.

“You young varmints!”

“Hallo! What's' the matter now?”
asked Jipmy Silver. _
The vans were in motion once more,

turning off to keep clear of the village,
and following a long ceuntry road that
led away towards hazy blue hills.

“Do you think a man can wear these
‘ere clothes what you've brought me?”
shrieked Mr. Kettle.

“You promised to be satisfied with my
taste in clothes,” answered Tommy Dodd
severely.

“You-—~you—you Turn that
back!” roared Mr. Kettle.

*Bow-wow!"

“T'll come out to yer!”

“0Oh, do! There's some ladies coming
along in a trap.”™

The van door slammed hastily.

For a long time, as the caravans rum-
bled merrily on, there was an incessant
stream of mumblings and grumblings from
the Modern vehicle.

But the sergeant realised that he had
no choice left.

Either he had to don the clothes Tommy
Dodd and Jimmy Silver had brought for
him: or he had to remain attired in towels,
which really was not feasible as a per-
manent arrangement.

The door epened at last, and the ser-
geant came red and gasping out of the
stufly van.

There was a wild shrick from the cara-
vanners at the sight of him.

Sergeant Kettle was attired In bright
check trousers much too short for him,
reaching a few inches below the knees,
and giving a splendid view of brilliant
red-striped socks.

His coat was also made for a small man
—it did not meet at the buttons, and the

van

-sleeves came just beyond his elbows.

This gave a pleasant view of a blue-
striped cotton shirt.

The waistcoat was cut for evening-
clothes, and just buftoned round the
waist, exhibiting a broad expanse of blue
shirt-front.

No collar :had been provided, but his
neck was adorned by a crimson muffler.

On his head was a plaid cap, contain-
ing as many hues as Joseph's celebrated
coat,

His feet were encased in tennis-shoes,
but these, by way of compensation, were

much too large: for him, and flepped
about as he moved.
“0Oh, ‘laugh!” gasped the sergeant.

“This ’ere is a laughin’ matter, ain’t it?
Laugh, you young varmints!”

“Thanks, we will!” stuttered Jimmy
Silver.' “Ha, ha, ha!l?

Sergeant Kettle shook a furious fist at
the hilarious caravanners,

There was an ominous rending sound,
and he ceased his gesticulations very
hurriedly.

A farmer’s cart drove by, and its occu-
pants simply jumped as they saw the
sergeant.

There was a howl of laughter from the
cart.

Mr. Kettle's face was as crimson as his
mufler. f

He dodged back into the van again.

“Better walk, sergeant!” called out
Jimmy Silvef. “Isn’t it jolly stufly in
there?”

Snort!

“Do come (Jl.li: ;:(':1'gc_"nl1t 1" pleaded
Tammy Dadd: = Yol sheek Bf syl
body wo pass!  You're nregular cure for

war-worry i

sSnort !

“ Blessed if he isn’t still. dissatisfied,
after all the trouble we've taken!”’ sighed
Jimmy Silver. y

<AL byt hat

The caravanners moved on merrily.

It was a couple of heurs before the
sergeant jumped out of thé vam at last.

The expression on his face then showed
that his mind was made up.

“I'm off, you young varmints!” he an-
nounced. “'Ow I'm to get ‘ome in this
rig I don’t know! But 1 wouldn't travel

another day with you if. I ’ad to go ‘ome
dressed like an 'Ottentot!”

“You're not leaving us, surely, scrs
geant !” said Tommy Dodd sorrowlully.

“I am that!” snorted the sergeant. “I
told Mr. Dodd 1'd look arter you. DBut
there's some young varmints that can’t
be looked arter, which I'll write to your
father and tell 'im so, Master Dodd!”

“0Oh, sergeant!”

Sergeant Kettle tramped off, hecading
for a village that the caravans were pass-
ing.

Jimmy Silver ran to the Classical van
and extracted the bag containing Mr.
Kettle's second suit.

Even ‘the humorcus Jimmy could not let;
Mr. Kettle enter the habitations of men
attired in so remarkable a manner.

“Better take your bag, .sergeant!” he
called ont.

“Wot!”

“Catch!” said Jimmy eheerily. bt ¥
found it for you, old chap. Catch!”

He tossed the bag to the sergeant, who
caught it in great relief.

Bag in hand, Mr. Kettle retired to the
nearest clump of trees for a change.

The caravans rumbled on.

“Poor old Kettle!” murmured Tommy
Dodd, wiping his eyes. “I don’t think
he has really enjoyed caravanning with
us. By the way, we'll stop in the next
village, and send him a money-order to
pay for his clobber that went down the
river, and you fellows can whip round for
a tip if you like.

“1 think he's
Jimmy Silver.

An hour later quite a handsome remit-
tance was despatched from a post-office
to the sergeant’s address, which probably
fully consoled Mr. Kettle when he re-
ceived it.

Then through the gathering dusk the
caravans rumbled on by road and lane,
(lassicals and Moderns for once on the
best of terms, and in the highest of
spirits.

Through the summer dusk fresh, boyish
voices carolled merrily, awakening the
echoes in green thickets and cool, shady
woods.

earned that!” grinned

THE END.

NEXT MONDAY.

“TIT FOR TAT!”

By OWEN CONQUEST.
DON'T MISS I1T!
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The 1st Chapter.
The Play’s the Thing!

“Shakespearc!” said Frank Richards,

“Ahem!” remarked Bob Lawless.

‘Vere Beauclere looked doubtiul.

And Chunky Todgers asked:

“Who's that?”

It was a meeting in the old eorral ncar
Cedar Creek School.

Frank Richards, as pregident of the
Cedar Creek Thespians, was presidiog.

Frank was responsible for the existence
of the Thespians.

It was he who bad introduced amatenr
theatricals at Cedar Creck, and he had
displayed great energy in making a suc-
vess of the idea.

Quite a number of Cedar Creek fellows,
and some of the girlg, had joined the
Thespian Club, the subseription being
fixed at a low figure, suitable for all
pockets.

The subscriptions did not, as a matter
of fact, cover the cost of the “props,”
zgpecially as the latter had to be brought
all the way from Fraser.

But the wealthier members of the club
were at liberty to stand the extras, it
they liked—and some of them liked.

Bob Lawless’ father had gencrously
“dopated " fifty dollars to the club, and
that bandsome sum went a very long
way, for Frank Richards, who was trea-
surer as well as president, was a very
careful manager, and looked at every
cent Em?s Befors W& sxpendad it

The Thesplane had moet to  diseuss n
new play shortly. to ho produced, and
the firat step, of course, was to declde
upon the play.,

Chunky Todgers had offered to write a
play all on his own, and promised  in
advance that it would be a regular sock-
dolager, but the offer was received with
a plentiful lack of enthusiasm, and
Chunky had indignantly withdrawn the
generous offer.

So far the Thespians had heen success-
ful in a small way, but the honourable
president was growing ambitious.

Moreover, he had sgecured a “job lot”
of props that were going cheap in Fraser,
which were suitable for a Shakespearian
production.

S0 Frank Richards
speare. |

“Chap  you know?”
Todgers innocently.

“Fathead!” was the president’s reply.

“I've heard the name before, I believe,”
remarked Chunky thoughtiully. “Does
bhe write plays?”

“Well, of all the jaws!” said Tom Law-
rence. “How can he write plays when
he's been dead about a thousand vears?”

“Not, quite that,” said Frank Richards,
Jaughing. “Nearer three hundred.”

“Well, if the galoot wrote plays three
hundred years ago -1 should think they
were  jolly old-fashioned !” said Chunky.

suggested Bhake-

inquired Chunky

“What we want is gomething a bit niore.

madern.,”
“Chunky, old sport, don't chew the
rag!” said Bob Lawloss. "What you

don’t know on this subject would make a
pile -as high as the Rockies.  Franky,
isn't 8hakespeare a bit above our mark?”

“7 don't think so,” said Frank stoutly.
MWe're jolly good actorge—"

“Hear, hear!”

“None hetter!” said Lawrence, grinning.
“We can knock spots off any of the barn-
storming companies that come up the
valley, anyhow! I guecss we are the
goods !"

“Suppose we take ‘ Juliug Cwesar,” " gaid
Frank.

“You can’t,” said Todgers.

“Eh? Why net?”

*“Because he'd bite.”

Frank Richards
blankly.

“Bite!” he repeated.

“You bet! He's jolly
Chunky. “01d Gunten has to
chained up.”

“1s he potty?” asked Frank NRichards
in wonder.

“You must be if you're thinking of
taking Julius Casar!” retorted Chunky.
:lm- bit Injun Dick in the leg the other

a ']‘

"ythp did?” shrieked ¥rank.

“Julius Cwsar did.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Lawless.
“Chunky means the mastiff at Gunten’s
store in Thompson. He's named Julius
Cresar.”

“Well, isn’t Frank talking about Gun-
ten’s dog?’ demanded Chunky. *“There's
no other Julius Casar in this section that
1 know ‘of.”

“Ba, ha, Hat”?

F0h, yvou ass!” exclaimed Frank, laugh-
ing. . “Bother Mr. Gunten's dog! 1I'm
talking about Julius Cmsar!”

“Well, he's Juliug Cmesar!”

“The play. I mean!” yelled Frank.

“My word'

savage,” said
ﬂc-cp him

Gunten's exclaimed Chunky in
astonighment.
idea.
stage. But it's no good thinking of
Mr. Gunten's dog: he's too jolly savage.”
The Thespians roared.
“Oh, dry wp, Chunky, for goodness’

sake!” said Frank. *“Haven't you ever

dog?"”
“That mightn't be a bad
Good dodge to bring a dog on the

heard of Julius Cwmsar, the giddy old
Roman?”
“A Roman, was he?” said Todgers,

rather digdainfully. *“One of those Italian

chaps?”
“Ha, ha! Yes"”
“Like the galoots who work on the

Canadian Pacifict”

“Not quite,” grinned Frank Richards.
“Chunky, old man, use your ears instead
of your mouth for a bit. What do you
fellows say to Juling Cicsar? 1've got a
copy of the play at home, and we've gog
the props—with a bit of altering. Molly
will help with the altering and cutting

and sewing and things—won't you,
Molly ?”
“Oh, yes'" said Molly Lawrence. “Any-

thing you like!”

“Molly will make a good TPortia, too,”
gaid Frank. “S8he will look pobby as a
Roman matron. Beauelero can play old
Juliug; he's got the manner.”

“Thanks!” said Beauclere, laughing.

“1’ll put myself down for Brutus, if you
fellows agree,” went on Frank modestly.

“Does Brutus have most of the chin-
wag?" asked Chunky Todgers.

LAty ot NOUhInE T de’ with 1,
nag!"

“1 guess 1t has"”

“PBob ean take the part of Cassius,”
coptinued Frank. *“That will suit him all
right. Lawrenee can be Octaving Cmsar,
As for Mark Antony-——-" He paused.

“Poes Mark Antony chew the rag a
lot?” ingquired Chunky.

“Well, yes, a good bit,”

“Put me down, then.”

“My dear chap, you're too fat for Mark
Antony. Besides, we shall want you as
—a% Firgt Citizen,” said Frank.

“T don’t mind so long as it's a good
part,” said Chunky.

Frank Richards diplomatically 1eft that
remark unanswered.

“Hopkins can play Mark Antony.” he
went on. “We'll whaek out the other
parts later. You see, we can handle it
all right. My idea is that we ought to go
the whole hog, you know, and play some-
thing really topping. Do you fellows agree
to * Julius Cwmsar '?”

“Well, you mean to have ‘Julius
Cwesar,’ anyhow, so we may as well agree
firet as last,” remarked Bob Lawless.
it ont”

There was a general nodding of heada.

it was decided unanimously that the
Thespians were to undertake the renders
ing of “Julius Cesar.” ‘

Just as the amateur actors came to that
decigion Guoten and  Keller came into
the old eorral.

The two Swizs looked rather loweringly
at the Thespians.

They did not belong io the amateur
theatrical club.

“Hallo! Chewing the rag as usuval?”
remarked Kern Gunten, with a sneer.
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A Magnificent Long Complete
Story, dealing with the
Schooldays of Frank Richards,
the Famous Author of the
Tales of Harry Wharton & Co.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

“We'd 'better  find somewhere | eclse,
Keller.” ;
“I guess this!ll do,” answered Keller,

sitting down on a log. “I suppoge those
galoots won't tell Miss Meadows they've
seen us playing poker.”

Gunten took a pack of well-worn cards
from his pocket.

“Can’t you rotters go and gamble some-

where e¢lse?” exclaimed Frank Richards
warmly.

“DPon’t ecare to."

“Well, I'm blessed: i you're going to
play poker here!” exclaimed Bob Law-
€88, jumping up. “You ought to be

ashamed of vourselves—with ladies pre-
gent, too! Vamoose the ranch !

“(o and c¢hop chips!” retorted Gunten.

He began to shuffle the cards.

Bob Lawless strode towards him, and
with a well-aimed kick knocked the pack
out of his hands.

Gunten jumped to his feet, with a yell,
ag the cards were scattered far and wide,

He clenched hig fists and strode at Bob
Lawless, who put up his hands coolly and
waited for him.

Gunten changed hig mind, however,
before he reached the Canadian schoel-
boy.

“Hang you, you interfering rotter!” he
muttered savagely.

“Are you going to vamoose?” answered
Bob., *“You're interrupting the meeting.”

Gunten sullenly gathered up the scat-
tered cards, and the two young rascals
loungeq out of the corral. ;

Titie Phaipiine waro {oft to-dissies the
fortheoming production ot “Jullus Coesar
uninterrupted.

Betore the meeting broke up, the parts
were allotted, and to Frank Richards was
assigned the task of copying out the
seript required by the various members of
the company.

That c¢vening, at the Lawless Ranch,
Frank was very busy, and when he arrived
at Oedar Creek the next morning he had
the written parts all ready in his pocket.

The businesslike mapager of the Cedar
Creek Thespians did vot allow the grass
to grow under his feet.

The 2nd Chapter.
The Thespians Qet to Work.

“! Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend
me vour hears! I come to bury Cosar,
not to praise Jim!'”

“Oh, my hat!” said Frank Richards.

Lesgons were . over, ;and most of the
Thespians were improving the shining
hour by learning up their parts.

Harold Hopking, the Cockney of Cédar
Creek, had been cast for the part of
Marcus Antoning.

In handing that important part to
Hopking, who was a keenly enthusiastic
member of the society, Frank Richards
had forgotten Hopking’ delightful accent,
which he had brought to Canada with him
and never lost,

The cheeriul Cockney always referred to
himself as “’Arold 'Opkins,” and Miss
Mondows had striven in vain to drive into
him sowme slight respect for the aspirate,

But to compensgdte for leaving out
aspirates where they were wanted,
Hopking frequently put them in where
they were not wanted. and that, Bob
Lawless had remarked, made it all right
in the long run,

But it certainly was a drawback, when
it camo to delivering the declamations of
Mark Antony.

“4 Tha bhevil that men do lives after
them,

The good is koft interred with their
bones.

So let it be with Cwmsar. = The nohle
Brutus

'Ath told you Cmsar was hambitious.” ”

“Ye cods!” marmured Bob Lawless.

“Bide o wee, Hopking,” said Frank.

“Adn't that all right?" asked Hopkins,
who  rother prided himself upon  his
delivery'.

“Topping—but put in an ‘h’' or two,
old chap!”

“0Oh, don't be
“You coves are
about my aitches.”

“Prinstance,” said Frank.
your ears.’ Sece?”

“1 got that all right.
hears,”  said Hopkins,

*“Not hears—ears!”

“Whatt"

“Lars—not hears!”

“Hears, not hears,” repeated Hopkins.
“T don’t savvy. ' What are you getling
aty” ;

“Bars!” yvelled Frank.

“Well, 1 said hears, didn't 12"

“Yes, you did; but you ought to have
said “ ears.’”

“If this 'ere is a joke, 1 don't see it.
I said hears, and now yeu sny I ought to

funny!” said Hopkins.
always cuttin’ jokes

““Lend me

‘Lend me your

‘ave said hears. There don't seem any
sense in that there.” :

“1t's his own ears that are to blame,”
grinned Bob. 1 mean, his own hears.”

“ Ha; ha, hat :

“Look 'ere, if you're goin’ to larf at a
chap!” said Hopkins indignantly.

“But thig ia serious, old sport,” said
Frank Richards. ' We can't have Mark
Antony dropping ‘h’s’ all over the
place, Now, listen to me, ‘Lend me your

carg.” Like that, see?” { )
“1 see! ‘Lend me your hears!'” said
Hopkins.

“Oh, my hat!”

“What's wrong with
manded Hopkins warmly, - What are you
all larfing at, I'd like to know? ['m sur-
prised at you, Molly Lawrence, larfing at
a chap!”

“I'm sorry!” gasped Molly. “I didn’t
mean to laugh-—ha, ha!  But what do
you do it fory” ¥

“Wot do I do wot for?”

“QOh, get on with it, and let's see how
you manage it!” said Frank Richards
resignedly.

And Harold Hopkins went on?

that there? de-

“¢ The nobie Brutus, 1o
‘Ath told you Cicsar was hambitious

“ Ambitious!” shouted the manager.

“I said hambitious!” ,

“Yes, you ass, you said hambitious,
but you ought to have said ambitions!”

Hopking cocked his head on one side
to listen very attentively.

But it was his ear that was at {ault, and
he really seemed to gee no difference
between the word with and without the
aspirate.

“Not quite: so emphatic, you
sugeested Vere Beauclerc,

“1 wasn’t specially hemphatic, that I
know of. But ‘ere goes.”

know,”

“*1f it were so, it was a grievous fault,
And grievously ‘ath Casar hanswered
it

“Hath!” yelled Frank.

“What do you mean, ‘ath?”

“Take the ‘h°' off hambitious, and
stick it on ‘ath, and there you are!l”
roared Bob Lawlegs.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Look 'ere——"

“Mere!” shrieked Bob.

“1 said 'ere, didn't 17"

“My only hat!” said Frank Richards.
“I don't think we can give Hopking a fat
part, unless we play the ‘ Dumbh Man
from Manchester.” Then he ecould have
the title role.”

“I say, Frank—"

“PDry up a minute, Chunky!”

"mﬁ. ““WTH !mra!“‘am‘u'tﬁnii &d‘!lﬂi\'

Todgers Indignantly.  “'ve been looking
over my part, and it's rotten.  Only a
few lines for me."

“You do them so jolly well, Chunky,
that they'll be the success of the piece,”
saitdd Bob Lawless solemnly.

But, the soft answer did not turn away
wrath. Chunky Todgers was not satisfied
with the meagre role of First Citizen,

“T'Il tell you what,” said Chunky.
“@(live me Mark Antony. I can do that
o treat; I've looked at Hopkins' part.
Heopking can be First Citizen, and he can
chuck * h's ' all aver the place.”

“You let my aitches alone!" growled
Hopkins.

“Let's see how you do the First Citizen,
Hopking, Give bim your seript, Chunky.”
Hopking took the paper from Todgers.

“Go on from ‘Thou art a cobbler,’”
gaid Frank.

And Hopking went on

“* Truly, sir, hall that I live by is with
the hawl-e "

“CAN that I Tive by is with the awl!™”
shouted Frank.

“That's right,” assented 'Arold "Opkins.
“* Hall that I live by I8 with the hawl.’
That's wot I said.”

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Well, that's better as First Citizen
than as Mark Antony,” said Frank.

“You'd bettér change over with Chunky.
You c¢an come in as a.trumpeter, and a
goldier, and a senator, and a page, and
things, all through the play.”
“Oh, orl right!” said Hopkins,
thing for a quiet life.”
“ Let’s see how you do it, Chunky.”
Chunky Todgers took Hopking' script,

“Hany-

and blinked at it, and puffod out  his
podgy chiest, and started.
- ] AV |
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Grinning faeces surrounded him as he
delivered  Mark  Antony's  celebrated
oration.

Certainly, Chunky did not look a very

convincing Mark Antony, but at least his

aspirates were in the right places.
*Just my part!” wound

“You wait tih you see me in the togs.”
“The toga,” said Frank, laughing.

“Well, the toga was the Roman togs.,

wasn't it?' said Chunky. “I tell you, {
guess I shall simply live this part. You
can see that what it needs is a fellow
with a commanding presence.”

AL whatters”

“A commanding presence,” said Chunky
firraly. A stately sort of galoot.”

“Ob, my heye!” said Hopkins,

*Ha, ha, hat” A

“I don't see, what you're cackling. at,
A fellow with a presence and somoe flesh
on his bones, you know:” ;

“Woell, you've got a ton or two,” suid
Frank, “if that's any good. Anyiow,
we'll give you a trial as Mark Antony.
Now, you chaps, take your script home
with you, and slave at it, and get
letter-perfect.  We're going to have &
dress rehearsal on  Friday. I'm  going
to bring all the props with me,
stack them in the cabin on the old
clearing: That's the place for the te-
hearsals.” " :

And the members of the Thespian com-

up  Todgers.

antl

pany dispersed for their various homes,

and some of them astonished parents
and relations that evéning by speaking
in language that was certainly not
customary in the Thompson Valley.

"The 3rd Chapter.
The GQentle Shepherd is Alarmed!

Mr. Slimmey, the assistant master at
Cedar Creek, received a  surprise the

following day, when Bob Lawless looked |

into his cabin after dinper, and asked
for the loan of the hunting-knife that
hung over his chimney.
“My dear Lawless, what do you wanb
hunting-knife for?” asked Mr. Slimmey.
“Po kill the Cherub, sir.”
“Wha-a-at?” L
“J—1 mean Beauclere, sir.”
Mr. Slimmey's gold-rimmed glasses
nearly fell off his nose.
“What can you possibly mean, Lawe
less?” he stammered. j
“We're going to kill him, sir.
“Are you' insang, boy?” ;
“lur] mean, the Cherub’s Julius_l Cwmsar,
and we've got to assassinate him,” ex-
plained Bobh. \
“0Oh,” said Mr.
ing a play?”
*Yes, Bir." ; )
“You had better use something a httlf_a
less dangerous than a real knife, t}lw‘n‘.
M BRRGYdy -voh niny
do not want to change your play into a
real  tragedy, Lawless.”
And Bob retired without the hunting-
knife.
But several table-knives were borrowed

o
1

"

Slimmey, “you are act~

from Black Sally’s kitchen in the lumber

schoolhouse, the “property 7  daggers
being still at the ranch.

After lessong it had heen arranged for
Julius Csar’s death scene in the Roman
genate-house to take place in a corner
of the playground, so that Franl_i could
judge how his company was getting on;
and the knives gave an air of reality
to the seene—in the eyes of the school-
boys, at least.

Black Sally's table-knives were
sharp enough to do muech damage.

Bob Lawless was practising a thrust
at Beauclerc, when Mr. Shepherd, the
new master. came by. 4

The Gentle Shepherd, as the Cedar
Creek fellows called him, was a tender-
foot from Tenderville, as Bob expresged
it.

it very difficult to get into Western ways.

‘The boys rather liked him. but they
were never tired of pulling
which' wag all the easier, becauge
Shepherd never dreamed
could pull his leg, or would venture to
do so if he could.

Mr. Shepherd halted in amazement as
Bob made a thrust at Beauclere with the
gleaming steel, exclaiming “Diel”

The new master ran forward, seizing
Bob's arm just in time, and stopping the
thrust.

“Lawless!” he gasped.

“Oh, crumbs!” said Bob.
gir: no harm done.” .

“RBless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Shep-
herd. “Is that a joke—a Western joke?
You should not play such jokes, Lawless.
1t is dangerous. Please put that Kknifc
away at once, my boy. You may cuf
yourself.” g ;

Mr. Shepherd shook his head seriously,
and walked on, leaving Bob

Mr.

ning.

“Well, my word!” ejaculated Bob,
“Of all the howling idiots! Blessed if
the ass didn't think I was going to

stick you, Cherub!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Frank Richards.
“Tgn't he a prize jay?’ exclaimed Bob.
“ A joke—a Western joke, the howlini
chump! I don't believe that galoot
knows enough to go in when it rains.”
“He is an ass, and no mistake,” agreed
Frank.
“A jay from Jaysville!” growled Bob.
During afternoon lessons Mr. Shepherd

glanced at Bob Lawless several times, as

if in doubt.

Bob caught his glance once or twice,
and he wondered whether the “tender-
foot ” was still in doubt as to whether
he had really intended to slaughter Vere
Beauclere in the playground.

The new master was so unacguainted
with Western ways, and had so many
queer ideas on the subjeet, that there
really was no telling what he might or
might not get into his head. -

After lessons, however, Bob forzot all
about Mr. Shepherd, as-the chums of
Cedar Creek repaired to a retired corner
of the playground to rehearse the senate-

not -

He had brought great stores of Know-
ledge with him from the Old Country, :
but not much adaptability, and he foupd

his leg: -

that anybody '

“ Al right, !

Lawless -
blinking after him, and Beauclerc. grin-:
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house geene from the third act of “Julius
Caesar.”

Vere Beauclere was there as Caesar, and
Frank Richards as Brutus, and Bob as
Cassiug.

Dawson was Casca, and Hopkinsg was
Metellus Cimber.

And all the conspirators werp armeil
with  table-knives,  which  had  been
polished but not sharpened, and looked
quite dangerous, though they would not
have cut into cheese without some push-
ing.

The scene went quite strong. The
actors were well up in  their parte,
and Vere Beauclere made quite an im-
posing  Casar,

But though Bob Lawless had forgotten
Mr. Shepherd, the Gentle Shepherd had
not forgotten him.

The new master noted the fact that
Frank Richards & Co. did not leave after
lessons as usual, and after a time he
strolled out of hig cabin, to take a glance
at the retired corner whither the school-
boys had retired.

He was quite uneasy in his mind.

He had heard of brawls in the back-
woods in which knives were used. and
though certainly he had never heard of a
case of knifing at Cedar Creck, he would
not have heen greatly surprised.

Mr. S8hepherd had an enormous amoeunt
to learn about Canada -and a great deal
to unlearn!

He  started a little as he saw the
group of schoolboys in  the distant
corner, surrounding HBeéauclere with very
serious looks.

_And even as he glanced at them, Dick
Dawson’s shining blade was flashed at
Beauclere, who staggered.

Mr. Shepherd had never even heard of
the Thespians of Cedar Creek, so
naturally he did not know that it was
only Casca stabhing Casar.

He stood rooted to the ground with
horror, as Beauclere staggered artistic-
ally, and caught Dawson by the arm
as if to stop a second stab.

Bob Lawless stabbed him at the same
moment, and then Hopking, and then,
last of all, Frank Richards.

“Et tu, Brute!” groaned Cwmsar, as the
dearly-loved Brutus stabbed: but the
}v_writlvd master was too far off to hear
1im.

Beauclere sank to the ground,

1o maved for o
then stretehied out still.

Over him were brandished the fatal
Wweapons.

Pale with horror, Mr. Shepherd dashed
towards the group.

“8top!” he shricked. “Wretched boys,
stop! Hold your handg!”

The conspirators spun round in amaze-
ment.

The speeches that were about to be
delivered over Casar were never delivered,
The amateur actors stared at Mr. Shep-
herd. instead, blankly. A

The new master dashed wup breath-
Iessly. ;

With a swing of his arm, he sent Frank
and Bob staggering back, and the other
fellows ‘jumped out of his way.

Mr. Shepherd threw himself upon his
knees beside the still farm of Vere
Beauclerc.

“Good heavens,” he panted, “you have
killed him!"

* K-k-kick-kick-killed
Bob Lawless.

“Wretched boy!”

“Wha-a-at?”

“My poor lad!” Mr. Shepherd raised
Beauclerce’s head, and Vere's eyes opened
wide in utter amazement. " Ah, be lives!

him }*  stuttered

He lives! Thank Heaven he lives! Stand
back, you reckless young ruffians! Touch
him again at your peril!”

“My heve!” gasped Hopking. “Is he

orf his.rocker?”
“My poor boy, you are hurt!”
“Eh? I'm not hurt. sir,” gasped Beau-

clere.

*“What ™

Frank Richards burst into a yell,

He understoood now that the new
master had ftaken the scene seriously,
and that discovery was toe much for

him.

He yelled almost hysterically.

“Ha, ha, hal’

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Lawless, as
he, too, understood. “Oh, by gum! Ha,
ha, ha! This is too rich!”

Mr. Shepherd looked up at them in
horrified amazement.

“Do you dare to laugh in the presence
ol your vietim?” he thundered. “Aro
you lost to all sense of humanity?”

tHaL hal bal

“0h, sir!” gasped Frank. “You seg--
ha, ha!—we—we-—ha, hal!—oh, dear!”
And Frank Richards went off into another
vell, quite unable to explain for the
moment.

To Mr. Shepherd’s surprise, the dying
youth on the ground joined in the yell
of laughter.

The new master could scarcely believe
his eyes or his ears.

“Beauclerc!” he  gasped:
are hurt——-"

“Not. at all, sir,” gurgled
only-—ha, hal-—-it's only-—ha,

“You-—you

Beauclere.
ha,
hal

“Onply a-—ha; ha, hal” yelled Dawson.
“Only . a—ha, ha!--play, sir!”

“What?”?

bdu| THE SCHOOLBOY ACTORS!

(Continued from the
previous page.)

“We'te doing ¢ Juliung ‘Camsar,” sir!?
gurgled Frank Richards. with tears roll-
ing down hig checks. “Only a play, Mr.
Shepherd! Bean is Juling Casar, and
we're assassinating him in the Capitol.”

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Shepherd.

Beauwelere sat up and roared. He did
not want to be disrespoctful to Mr. Shep-
herd, but he could not help it.

The other fellows were yelling.

The new master rose to his Ifeet, his
face  ¢rimson. He, too, understood at
last, . und  realised that he bhad put

hig  foot in it once more.

He walked away very quickly, ledving
Frank Richards & Co. almost in con-
vulsions.

When e met the Co. in elass the next
morning Mr. Shepherd was still looking
rather pink. i

i e s n

The ath Chapter.
Gunten is Humorous!

“Dress rehearsal after dinner!”
Frank Richards on Friday.

“Right you are!”

Kern Gunten, who heard the remark,
looked round.

“You're bagging the corral
suppose?” he said.

Frank Richards nodded.

“Yes; if you want to sneak off some-
where to play poker, Gunten, you can
sneak off somewhere else. The corral's
booked.”

Gunten gave a sniff, and said no more.

snid

again, I

Immediately  after  dinncr, Frank
Richards & Co. repaired to the old
corral near the school.

This  was a  secluded gpot, and

colour about the costumes, and they were
very p!eaaiu‘fz to the eye.

The schoolboys stripped off their more
prosaic ‘everyday garments in the cabin,
and donned togas and hoods and sandals.

They grinned at one another a good
deal during the process of transformation
from Canadian schoolboys into ancient
Romans.

The window swas darkenocd
appeared  there, and Frank Richards
glaneed round, and saw Kern Gunten
looking in, and grinning.

“Buzz ofl ! he snapped.

“Mayn't a galoot look on?" jecred
Gunten. By gum, you look a precious
set of cireus performers!”

“YVamoose !” roared Bob Lawless.

He picked up a property Roman sword,
and Gunten vanished from the window,
chuekling. A

The dressing was finished af last, and
the erowd of Romans, in their togas,
moved out into the old corral.

In a corner of the corral grew a big
free, and _under its
branches the schoolboys
rehearsal of the third act.

Frank Richards was a hard-working and
exacting manager; but he was very well
satisfied with the progress of his com-
pul’l)’u

The senate-houge scene was voted a
great success, and even Chunky Todgers’
oration in the Forum went very well.

While the rehearsal was going on under
the big tree. Kern Gunten's keen and
cunning face looked in at the window of
the old cabin again—the Bwiss being care-
ful to keep the cabin between him and
the actors.

Ghunten’s eyes gleamed as he looked in.

About the eabin were thrown the
clothes the - schoolboys had discarded
when they put on the Roman ecostumes,
with a dozen pairs of boots, and as many
hats.

Gunten chuckled softly.

He turned from the window, and made
a sign to Keller, who was waiting at a
distance: and hig comrade came up
quietly, keeping, like Gunten, the cabin
between him  and the party rehearsing
under the tree.

“All safe?” asked Keller.

“You bet! You stand here and

a8 i -head

started the

take

momoent. or two, apd | F

'
s

wide-spreading |

Richards & Co. to work out, as hest they
could, the toughest problem that the
Thespian Club Had ever had to deal with.

The 5th Chapter.
Surprising the School.

““ Rring me to Octavius!’ ? concluded
Chunky 'Fodgers.

The school bell was ringing as Mark
Antony wound up. X

“My hat!
exclaimed Frank Richards.
time to change before we get in!
move on!"”

The rehearsal of the third act had been
a areat suceesz.  All the Thespians agreed
that the ecostumes lent reality to the
scene, and, indeed, the more enthusi-
astic members felt as if they really were
ancient Romans.

But the clang of the iron bell at the
lumber school summoned them back to
everyday life, and they rushed into the
cabin to change back to modern life
again. ;

And then there was a chorus of dis-
mayed exclamations.

“Where's our eclothes?”

“(Great gophers!”

The Romans stared into the
cabin in astonishment and dismay.

1t was quite empty, save for an odd
hoot. or two lying about.

Frank Richards blinked round him.

“Who on earth—" he cjaculated.

“One of you duffers been larking?”
exclaimed Bob Lawless.

“Somebody’'s been larking!” growled
Dawson. *“Where's our clothes gane?”

“Somebody’s heen ‘ere!” said Hopkins.

“Perhaps-—perhaps the things are out-
side!” exelaimed Frauky.

He ran out of the cabin ugain with two
or three others. But there was no sign of
the elothes outside.

It was evident that the garments had
been taken clean away.

Outside the eabin the dozen schoolhboys
gathered in blank dismay.

“It's a rotten practical joke !” said Vere
Beauclerc.

“1 wuess s0. But where's the joker,
and. where's our truck!” groaned Bob
Lawless. “T say, the bell’s stopped!”

“Oh, my hat!” said Frank.

Utter dismay fell upon the Thespians.

. [

We've run it rather élose!
“Ouly just
Get o

empty

With crimson faces, and their eyes fixed on the floor, Julius Cmsar & Co. came up the middle of the

big schoolroom.

eminently suitable for réehearsals; and the
weather was so fine and glear that a
rehearsal in the open air was no dis-
advantage. :

The “props” were "in the old cabin,
packed there in readiness, and the alter-

ing and cutting and .sewing had been,
done.
There was not time for a full re-

hearsal hefore alternoon lessons, and the
Thespians were going to rehearse the
gsenate-house scene in full dress. chiefly
to make surc that the costumes were all
right.

“We ghall have time to do the third
act if we don’'t waste any,” Frank
Richards remarked. “We can do the
fourth after lessons, the tifth to-morrow.
Ope Saturday we must have a grand
rehearsal of the whole thing, with all the
characters. present. And after that—-"

“After that the territic performanece!”
grinned Bob Lawless. “Well, Franky, I
really think we shall gef through the per-
formance without having things thrown
at us—unless they heave rocks at Mark
Antony."”

“You
Todgers.
bunch!
we go along——"

“Mercy!”

Chunky Todgers snorted.

Every time he rehearsed that oration
he was more and more pleased with it,
which, according to some other members
of the company, showed how easily satis-
fied ‘he was.

There were no feminine characters in
the third act, which Tom Lawrence rather
ungallantly declared was an advantage.

At all  events, it eunabled. all
rehearsers to usge the old cabin in
corral as a dressing-room,

All the “props ” that were reguired had
been conveyved there during the week, and
were. locked up in a big chest.

silly  jay!" exelaimed Chunky
“Mark Antony’s the best of the
Just hear me do the oration as

L]

the

Frank Richards opened the chest, and
the coztumes were handed cut.
There was vlenty of brightness and,

the,

Next moment there was a roar of laughter,

them as I pass them out of the window,”
whispered Gunten.

Gunten squeezed himeself in through the
window, Keller's grinning lac¢e watching
him from outside.

With swift hands the 8wiss colleeted up
the clothes left there by the Thespians,
made them into bundles, and passed them
out to Keller.

Laden with bundles, Keller hurried
away, and returned in a few minutes for
more,

In ten minutes the cabin wag cleared
of the elothes belonging to the amateur
theatrical society.

The boots were next hapded' out, and
conveyed away, and after them the hats.
The cabin was left quite bare.

Then Guaten squeezed himself through
the window again, and dropped quietly
outside.

From the other side of the cabin came
the fat voice of Chunky Todgers:

“f For when the noble Cwsar saw him

stah,

Ingratitude, nore strong than
traitors’ arms,

Quite vanguished him: then burst

his mighty heart!

“They're still going it!” grinned Keller.

“They'll go it till the bell rings!”
chuckled Gunten. “And then how they’ll
turn up to eclasses without their duds
they ean work out for themselves.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Laden with the last of the boots and
the hats, Gunten and Keller crept softly
away. leaving the old corral by a gap in
the broken palisade.

Outside, on the ground, lay the clothes
piled by Kkeller.

For the next ten minutes the two Swiss
were very busy carrying them to a safer
spot farther off, where they were hidden
in the thickets.

Then, with grinning faces, the two young
rascals strolled away to the lumber gchool,
reaching it as the bell hegan to ring for
afternoon classes. and  leaving  TFrank

‘" Ha, ha, ha!”

The Roman costumes had given reality

to the rehearsal, and the amatetur actors
were very pleased with them: but those
light and airy garments were not suitable
for the lumber school.
. Their cheeks erimsoned at the thought
of the merriment that would greet them
if they turned up at Cedar Creek, in
broad daylight, habited as Casar, Mark
Antony, Brutus, & Co.

But Miss Meadows was a stickler for

unctnality, and already the school bell

ad ceased to clang.

Cedar Creek bad gone in to lessons
now, excepting the unbappy cast of
* Julius Cmsar.”

“Wh-at on earth are we going to do?”
ejaculated Lawrence, “ We—we-—-we can't
go in like this!”

“ Miss Meadows will be mad if we don't
g2o0,” said Dawson. * We're late already.”

“We—we can’t!”

“But we've got to go some time,” said
Bob. “We—we can't stay here all the
afternoon and the evening, too. We've
got to make a move, Frank!”

“Oh, my hat! I wish I had that
practical joker here!” gasped Frank. “It
was Gunten, of course—I'm sure it was
Gunten. He was watching us.”

“I'd rather have the clothes here!”
sroaned Bob.

The schoolboys made another desperate
gsecarch for the missing garments, inside
and outside the corral, but there was not
a trace of -them.

It was borne in upon their minds that
there was nothing to be done but to
return to the lumber school as they
were.

What Misgs Meadows would say, when
they presented themsclves in the school-
room as ancient Romans, instead of
modern Canadiang, they could not even
LIEesE,

But it had to he done. They were late
alrecady, and. it was evidently impossible
to wait there the whole afternoon, hoping
that their clothes would turn up.

“We-—we'd better go,” said Beauclerc

at last.

W -

Frank Richards nodded.

“Can’t be helped,” he said. “C-c-come
on! Oh, my hat, what awful asses weo
shall look !”

l ‘}nd the unhappy Thegpians started at
ast.

In a body they came out of the corral
and started for the lumber-school.

As they came in at the school gates
Cwsar, Antony, Brutus, & Co. all seemed
to be trying to hide behind one another.

Black Sally, the cook, was crossing the
gchool ground with a pail when they came
in. Black Sally gave them one look and
ghrieked, and the pail went with a clatter
to the ground.

“Ib-it—-it’s only us, Sally!” called out
Frank Richards.

“Golly !I” gasped Black Sally, her black
face a picture of astonishiment. “Golly!
Dat Mass’ Frank? Oh, golly!”

“Golly!” mumbled Bob Lawless hope-
legsly. “Golly isn't the word! Miss Meas
dowsz will snatch us bald-headed for this!
Oh, dear!”

The unhappy Romans marched in at the
porch, but: they paused in the. passage
outside the gchool-room door. ‘

1t Tequired a great deal of nerve to
enter the erowded school-room in the garb
of ancient Rome.

As they hesitated outside the open door-
way, Miss Meadows' voice came to them
from within in very severe tones.

“Twelve hovs are abhsent! This is ex-
traordinary! Gunten, do you know where
the others are?”

“No, Miss Meadows,” answered Gunten's
smooth voice. “I haven't seen them since
dinner."”

“Have you scen them, Keller?”

“No, Miss Meadows.”

“This i8 very serious. We must coms
mence without them, but I shall punish
them very severely for this.”

Miss Meadows’ voice was very stern, and
it made the miserable Thespians look at
one another hopelessly.

“Better get in!” said Dob desperately.
“Here goes!”

And he marched as boldly as possible
into the school-room, with the others at
his hecls.

“Oh, here they are!” exclaimed Miss
Meadows at the sound of many footsteps,
and she turned to look sternly at the new-
COMErs. Then her expression changed,
and she gasped, “Why-—why—who--how

"

Words failed her.

With erimson faces, and their eyes nxed
on the floor. Julius Cizsar & Co. came up
the middle of the big school-room.

Mr. Shepherd rubbed his eyes.

Mr. Slimmey blinked over his glasses
like a man petrified.

Miss Meadows was rooted to the floor,

Then a roar of Homeric laughterx
sounded through the school-room.

“Ha, ha, ha, hal”

1t was in vain that Miss Meadows made
frantic gestures for silence and called for
it.

Her voice was drowned in the roar ol
meeriment that rang and echoed through
Cedar Creck.

Boys and girls were almost weeping with
mirth as they stared at the unhappy
arowd of anclont Romang

P e il My by hudt

Frank Richards & Co. stood sheepishly
before Miss Meadows, their e¢yes on the
floor.

At that moment they fervently wished
that the floor would cpen and swallow
them up. But the floor didn’t, and they
had to face the really terrific look that
the gehool-mistress fixed upon them.

*What--what—what—-—" Miss  DMea-
dows fairly stuttered. “What—what-——
Silence! There is nothing—nothing what-
ever to.  laugh at! ' Silence, 'l  sayl
Richards—Lawless—what does this mean—
this—thig ridiculous masquerade?”

4 a7

“If—if you please, ma’am.” mumbled
¥rank Richards. “Ii—if you please, we—
we were rehearsing, and egome beast col
lared our clohber—I mean, clothes.”

“Ha, ha, ha!’

“Silence! I will cane the next hoy ot
girl who laughs! Richards, this—this is—
is—is unheard of!

“We couldn't help it, ma’am!” groaned
Bob Lawless. “Our sruck’s been pinched,
and—and we had to come in. We—we
couldn’t find our clothes!”

“Leave the school-room. at
gasped Miss Meadows. “ Yon—you should
not have come here like that. Go—go
into the dining-room, and—and I will send
some of the boys to look for your clothes!
Bless my soul! Leave the school-room at
once!”

Frank Richards & Co. were only too
glad to leave. And in spite of Miss
Meadows' wrath a fresh yell of laughter
followed them as they went.

The Thespians had to wait some time
before their clotlies were found and
brought in, and it happened to be Guns
ten and Keller who found them.

Frank Richards & Co. did not feel grate-
ful. They had a shrewd suspicion that
those who hid could find.

When they took their places at last .in
the school-room all Cedar Creek was on
the broad grin, and even Misg Meadows'
gevere face was twitching « little,

onee !

The Thespian Society of Cedar Creek
decided to postpone the great perform-
ance of Shakespeare’s masterpiece, after
due consideration.

After what had happened it was pro-
bhable that the audience would have taken
it as a comedy instead of a tragedy. Butl
thoungh Gunten declared that he knew
nothing ot %he matter, the Co. found
some slight satisfaction in pommelling
him on swspicion.

THE END-

NEXT MONDAY,

« [N MERCILESS HANDS!"

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
DON'T MISS IT!




