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The 18t Chapter.
A Very, Very Painful Parting !

“Jimmy, you ass!"

“Jimmy, you fathead!”

“Jimmy, you chump !”

Tiovell anr{ Raby and Newcome all
spoke together, .

The Rookwood caravanners were in
camp,

The caravan stood in the grass of
the common, and Robinson Crusoe,
the horse, was cropping away indns-
triously.

Jimmy Silver was seated in what a
novelist would eall an attitude of un-
studied grace—his legs stretched
out in the grass, his back supported
against a rather dusty wheel, his
gtraw hat on the back of his head,

Yovell and Raby and Newcome
were standing, their eyes fixed on
him in exasperation.

Tubby Muflin nodded assent to
Lovell & Co.’s remarke, but he did
not speak, as his jaws were otherwise
engaged.

A bag of apples hiad recently been
purchased at a farm, and Tubby was
apparently trying to get to the bottom
of the bag in the shortest possible
space of time.

In the distance, Clarence Cuffy, of
the Modern Fonrth at Rookwood,
could be seen, He was gone to the
stream for water.

He was out of hearing of the
Classical juniors, and the Co. had
taken that opportunity of ' telling
Jimmy Silver what they thought of
him.

“Of all the crass idiots!” Arthur
Ydward Lovell said reflectively. “Of
all the howling, burbling, frabjous
jabberwocks !”

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Jimmy
Silver defensively. “It wasn’t my
fault that Cuffy joined us.”

“He belongs to Tommy Dodd’s
caravan,” said. Lovell. “ He's a
Modern, ain’t he? He’s been with
us twenty-four hours, and he’s broken
nearly all the crocks in the van, ha's
nearly set fire to the tent, he's upset
all the milk twice, and spilt paraflin
on the cheese, and—and——"

“I know he's an awful duffer,” said
Jimmy.

“And the worst of all, he's borad
us all to death,” groaned Lovell. “ He
never leaves off talking, and he talks
pink piffle, and you oughtn’t to have
planted him on us, you shriekiog
ass !

“I didn't! Only-—-only I put him
up to japing the Moderns, and they
kicked him out, €0 we were bound to
take him in,” said Jimmy Silver.

“I don't see it.”

* Noblesse oblige, old chap,”

“ Noblesse o'rats,” said Raby.

“He's a good chap,” said Jiminy
Silver. ‘“‘He can’t help boing a duffer
and a bore. He's gone to fill the
water-jug now, like a good chu};:."’

* Bet you he'll bust. the jug.’

. #wmmy grinned.
. 'He can’t! It’s a tin jug.”

“Xhen he'll lose it in the stream.”

Lovell's words were prophetie.
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Clarence Cuffy came back towards

CONQUEST.

the camp, and the Classical juniors
noted at once that he came back
empty-handed.

“Wheve's the jug?” asked New-
come,

1 am 8o very, very sorry,”
Cufty.  “It slipped from my hand,
and lies now at the bottom of the
stream,. Waa it not unfortunate 7"

Lovell snorted.

Clarence Cuffy had a genius for
blundering.

He was not useful on a caravan
tour.

And Cuftfy really belonged to the
Modern caravan party, but he had
been. Jimmy Si?\'er’s unconscioas

said

instrument in japing Tommy Dodd & |

Co., and the three Tommies had

bacome exasperated with him,

Afrer that, Jilmmy felt bound fo
take him when he proposed joining
the Classical party—he felt that it
was o case of ‘““noblesse oblige.”

But the duffer of Rookwood was a
gore trial, and Jimmy's comrades did
not geem to feel so keenly the claims
of noblesse oblige.

“That's our last bi jug,” said
Lovell, in tones of tragic resignation.
“Cuffy broke the other. We shall
hia_ve to fetch water in tea-cups after
this.”

y

“Cuffy hasn’t broke all the tea-cups

yet,” remarked Raby, by way of
consolation.

“Not ‘quite all,” said =~ Raby.
“There’s enough to last him over
to-morrow.”

“My dear friends——-" said Cufy.

Lovell groaned.

'That was Cuffy’s way of speaking.

“ My dear Lovell, are you 1 pain 1”
asked Cuffy, with great concern.

“Yes, awful,” grunted Lovell.

“My dear fellow, I am so very,
very sorry,” said Cuffy. “ Perhaps
I can be of assistance to you, Loveﬁ.
If you are ill, I would nuree youn.”

“Thanks! I'm not tired of life.”

“My dear Arthur—"

“Br-rrr!” said Lovell.

Clarence Cuffy turned to Jimmy
Silver again.

“My dear James," he said, “I have
been reflecting. . I have now been
with you twenty-four hours, and it has
been very enjoyable—has it not, my
dear friends?”

“Ripping !” said Raby, with a deep
sarcasm that was quite lost on
Clarence Cufty.

“Topping !” said Newcome.

“ Simply terrific !” gasped Lovell.

Cuffy beamed,

“I'm so very, very glad to hear
you say &o, my dear fellows,” he
exclaimed. “It is very flattering to
me, but it is also very gratifying to
learn that you find my society so
agreeable. My dear papa would be
s0 pleased.”

“I wonder your pater can spare you
from home, Cuffy, you're—you’re so
nice,” said Lovell. “If—if you feel
that you ought to be with him, d-d-
don’t mind us. We—we should miss
you, but—but——""

“But we should bear it.” eaid
Raby. = -

Cuffy shook lis head.
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“I left home for a caravan tour,”
he answered. “My dear papa does
not expect me back yet.”

“Why not give him a pleasant sur-
prise " suggested Newcome.

Cuffy shook his head.

“I have been reflecting,” he said.
“I parted from dear Thomas Dodd in
anger. [ had been smitten with
vi(ﬁenc'e upon the nose, and I regret
to say that it made me very, very
angry. But since I have reflected, I
have quite forgiven dear Thomas. : I
can make allowances for him. My
dear fellows, I fear that what I am
about to say may be a shock to you.”

1qufy paused, as if to soften the

ow,

The Classical juniors of Rookwood
gazed at him curiously.

They could not guess what in the
world Clarence Cuffy was driving at.

*“We have been so happy together,”
said Cuffy, beaming on them. ‘It
would be so very, very pleasant for
ug to pass the remainder of the vaca-
tion together, would it not, employ-
ing all our leisure moments in serious
and improving conversation 7"

“Oh, topping!” gasped
Silver,

- But—my dear friends—7Y fear-——""

Cuffy paused again, breaking it
gently. “I.fear that it is my duty
to- assure Tommy Dodd of my for- |
giveness.”

“Eh?"

“And prove

bear malice—-

Jimmy

to him that I do not

“What 1" : ’
“By rejoining his party,” said
Cuffy. “Such is the result of my

somewhat serious and prolonged
reflections, my dear friends.”

The Classical juniors gazed at him.
They could hardly believe .their
cars.

Cuffy met their glances sadly.

“I am so very, very sorry to give
vou this painful shock,” he gaid. “ We
have 'been &0 very, very happy
together. - But do you not agree with
me, my friends, that such is my duty?
Can I leave dear Thomas under the
impression that I have allowed tho |
sun’ to go down on my wrath? Can"
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Jimmy Silver gasped.
“Impossible !” he exclaimed fer-

vently.

“Yyou can’'t ! said Lovell, at once.
“It’s—it'a rather a heavy blow, losing
you, Cuffy, but—but your duty 1s
clear.”

“(Clear as mud—I mean daylight,”
exclaimed Raby. “I-—I feel that I
shall ery when you go, Cuffy. But
then, think of Tommy Dodd's joy
when you come back.”

“Yes, that will console us,”
Newcome.

“I am so glad you agree with meo,
my dear friends,” said Cuffy. “I am
very, very sorry to tear myself away.
I feel that you will miss me. In my
humble way, I have tried to lead your
thoughts to a higher plane, and teo
banish thoughtless frivolity from our
happy circle.' I feel that you have
been more serious since I joined you.”

“We have!” groaned Lovell.

“No doubt about that.”

“ Awfully serious!”

“ How very, very kind of you to say
80,” said Cuffy. “But I feel—I am
convinced—that duty calls me back to
dear Thomas.”

“It does,” said Lovell. “Not a
shadow of doubt about that.”

““ Not the slightest.”

“T'll get your bike ready, Cuffy,”
said Raby.

“You are very, very kind. If you
do not object, I will depart this
evening, a8 then I can reach Valley
Wood before dark, and I am aware
that dear Thomas is camping there
to-night,” said Cuffy. “Would you

said

“Not a bit!”
“Not at all 1"

“Give our love to déar Thomas.”

“ You are quite, quite sure that you
aro not offended by this somewhat
abrupt departure?” asked Clarence
anxiously.

“Not in the least, old fellow. We—-
we don’t want to lose you, but we
think * you ought to go,” 'gasped
Lovell.

“*And Clarence Cuffy went, much to,
the ' satisfaction of the Classical

£

chums.
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mind, my dear friends?" 1
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" THE ONLY WAY TO KEEP HIM

QUIET!

The 2nd Chapter.
The Only Way !

“This is something like!"”

Tommy Dodd made that observa.
tion, in tones of deep contentment.

The sun was sefting on the hills,
and ‘in the valley the Modern
caravanners were camped, within a
mile of the farmhouse where they
obtained supplies for supper.

They had enjoyed their supper
after the day’s march, and wera
taking ‘it easy, resting in the rich
grass, and watching the red sunset.

“Beats ' classes at ‘Rookwood-—
what?"” eaid Tommy Cook, with a
grin.

“Faith, and ye're right,” said
Tommy Doyle.  “1 wonder where
those Classical asses are now.”

“And Cuffy?”’ said Tommy Dodd.
“I suppose poor old Cuffy’s gone
home. I really wish his nose hadn’t
been punched so hard.”

“The howling ass!
have been lyncﬁed."

Ting-a-ling-a-ling !

The ringing of a bicycle bell on tha
footpath caused the three Tommiss of
Rookwood to rafse their heads and
glance round.

A cyclist was bumping along the
grassy path towards the camp.

Tommy Dodd’s face altered.

“Oh, my only Aunt Sempronia!
Cufty !”

“Cuffy !"” said Cook and Doyle, in a
breath.

The three Modern juniors watched
Cuffy as if fasciunted as he came up
and jumped off his bicycle,

Clarence beamed upon them.

“Here I am, my dear friends,” he
said.

“Oh, there yox are,
ejaculated Tommy Dodd.

“My dear, dear {riends, I sincerely
hope that you di& not suppose I was
still angry with youw,” said Clarence.
“I have forgiv.. you from the
bottom of my heart. 1 felt that I had
done wrong in leaving you, deap
Thomas. That is thy I have returned,
I am sure you are very, very glad te
see me."” ®
. “Oh, begorra!’

(Continued on the ncxt page.)

He ought to

are you?"”
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“J—1 thought y;%i’d gone home!" stam-
cred Tommy Dodd. s : ‘
T di'f_ﬁi in_ with the Classical fellows,
Thomas, and have remained with the‘m
until this evening. They fullty agrcc:,d th._l.(ti._
I ought to come back to you, gai
Clarence, beaming.

“T'l bet they did!’ ‘mu‘uiu‘od Tommy

nk. g
C("‘-I felt- that 1 must.” cont-umcd‘
Clarence: “Your Uncle Dodd, my dear

Thomas, would have been so 'thsammotntegi

to hesr that I was not spending the l_]l)ll(i

day with you. It might also have paine

my dear papa. Was it not fortunate that

1 remembered your intention of camping
ere this evening?”

h % A\tvfully i gasped Tommy Dodd.

The three Moderns looked at the in-
effable Clarence. ’ 2
There were certain considerations of

oliteness to be observed, and, oreover,
R‘cmmy‘s kind uncle. Mr. Dodd, wanted
his old friend’s son to spend the vacation
caravanning with the three Moderng, and
Tommy Dodd had not liked to refuse.

But Clarence Cuffy wag a heavy trial. i

He was far from realising that, how-
ever. ;

In the simplicity of his heart Cufly
was assured that he spread pleasure and
eontentment wherever he went.

it was his aim, as he frequently re-
maiked, to preserve a high tone of seri-
ousness and thoughtfuluess in his sur-
roundings, and undoubtedly fcl'tows b(‘a-
¢ame very, very serious when Clarence’s
company was inflicted upon them. i

Tomny Dodd looked resigned to his
fate, but Cook and Doyle had rebellious
eXpressions. : ; )

They felt like Jimmy Silver's chums,
and were not inelined to stand Clarence
for any length of time. 3 !

They did not want to hurt his feelings,
but they wanted him to go home. He
really was not suitable for caravanning.

Leaving Clarence to rest after his ride,
the three Tommies took a stroll down the
valley. )

“It's 100 bad,” said Tommy Dodd, )‘vhen
they were out of hearing of Cufly. “The
ass means well, but he's an awfiul worry.
Uncle Dodd wouldn't understand that,
though.” ;

“I've got an idea,” said Cook.

“Well " !

“1'm going to have botulism.”

“ Whatter:”

! -

“What on earth’s that?”

“It's the new fashionable disease. It's
ihe thing you die of nowadays, if you're
really up-to-date,” said Tommy Cook.
“Look here, I'm going to have a bad
attack of botulism., and get a rash over
my face--I can work that—and Clarence
can be scared off. He's awfully afraid of
catching things. He thinks he's got a
cold whenever the wind blows.”

Doyle chuckled.

“Faith, it’s a janius ye are, Cooky!”
he said. “We'll help ye back to camp
now, and seare Clarence out of his wits,
if he’s got any.”

“Good man!” said Tommy Dodd, with a

grin. “How arec you going to get a rash,
though?” ;
; i _Et'asy enough. A bit of rubbing will
o it."”

“Do  botulists bave rashes? asked
Doyle.

“I don't know. But Clarence doesn't
either, so it doesn't matter.” :
-Tommy Cook began to rub bhis cheek
with great vigour. It was soon red with
rubhbing.

“That’ll fade out,” remarked Doyle.
“8ure, you'd betther let me rub it barrd
witlh a rough stone, and it will last.”

“You silly ass!”

“Sure, isn't that a good idea intirely?”

“Fathead !”

“Well, if you don't want to do it pro-
perly, Tommy Cook—-"

AR

Evidently Cook
reason on that point.

“That’ll do,” he said. “I'll give it a
rub every now and then to kecp it red.
Now you fellows help me back to camp,
and I'Il begin to groan as soom as Cuffy
¢an hear me.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The three Tommies returned to camp,
Cook walking bhetween his comrades, limp-
ing along with their assistance.

Clarence Cuffy jumped up, with an ex-
pression of great concern, as Tommy
Cook's first groan fell upon his ears.

“My dear Thomas, ar¢ you hurt?” he
exclaimed.

Giroan !

“My dear Thomag—-"

Groan!

Tommy Cook sank down in the grass,

groaning dismally, and Clarence Cufiy
gazed at him in deep sympathy and
dismay.

The 3rd Chapter.
‘A Sudden Recovery.
Groan!
“My dear, dear Thomas,
pain?”’ exclaimed Clarence.
Groan !
“Keep away from him, Cuoffy'"
claimed Daodd anxious}y.*
jolly dangerous!™

are you in

S
“Botulism i3

CUFFY AND THE ||
CARAVANNERS! |

was not amenable to

4.§

(Continued from the previous page.)

Cuffy jumped back.

“Botulism!” he ejaculated.

“It’s an awful thing!” said Tommy
Dodd. “I'm afraid poor old Cook is
done for. But you needn't catch it.”

“Goodness gracious!”

Tommy Cook groaned deeply.

“Help me into the van,” he said faintly.

“Cuffy can stay with me to-night and look |

after me, you fellows.
to run any risks.”

“Oh, dear!” said Clarence.

Tommy Cook rubbed his check, making
it a deeper red.

“Is there a pain there, my poor, poor
friend?” asked Cuffy.

“Can’t you sce it’s a rash?”

“Oh, dear! What: a very, very awful
oceurrcnee, my dear friends!” said Cufly
in great distress, “¥You are very, very
young to die, my dear Cook. Dodd had
better go for a doctor while 1 remain
with you.”

Groan !

“How very, very fortunate that I have
one of my dear papa’s tracts in my
pocket,” said Cufly. I will read it to
you now, Cook. It is very, very suitable
at the present terrible moment.”

Groan !

“We can't get a doctor hefore morn-
ing,” said Tommy Dodd. “I suppose you
don’t mind staying in the ecaravan with
poor old Cook, Cuify? If you catch it,
the doctor can attend to both of you at
the same time.”

I don’t want you

“B-b-but I do not want to catch
b-b-botulism, Dodd!” cjaculated Clar-
enee.

“I supposc you don't want me to catch
it!” exclaimed Tommy Dodd warmly.

“Nunno!  But——"

“Bure it’'s for poor old Cook to say,”
remarked Doyle. “Which would you pre-
fer to stay with you to-night, Cook?"”

“Cuffy!” said Cook faintly. *“He’s sure
to catch it, I'm afraid; but Cuffy is so
good he won't mind. You don't mind
dying if I do, do you, Cuffy?”

*“0Oh, dear!”
“You couldn't die in befter company,
Cooky!” said Tommy Dodd heartily.

“Help him into the wvan, Cufly.
hetter not toueh him again.”

Clarence Cuftfy stood rooted 1o the
ground.

His face was a study.

Clarenee was rather given to faneying
that he was ill, and the word botulism
had a terribly sinister sound.

What botulism might be Clarence did
not know any more than the three Tom-
mies did, but he knew it was something
distinetly unpleasant. :

“0Of course, if Cully would rather clear
off and avoid infeetion——" said Tommy
Doyle gravely,

“Xos,_ho_has a right to il Lo chooses,”
agreed Dodd,

“Oh, dear!” said Cuffy. “I—I-1 am
not in the least afraid, my dear friends,
but—but I cannot help thinking what a
terrible grief it would be to my dear
papa if anything should happen to me.”

“Yon're bound to consider that,” agreed
Dayle.

“Yet I cannot desert poor Cook in this
fearful extremity.”

“Don’t mind me!” groaned Tommy
Cook. “You're bound to think of your
dear papa first, Cuffy.
better go.”

“If—if you will not regard this as a
desertion, my dear friends——" said Cuffy
in great distress.

“Not at all, old fellow !”

* Then—then—then—"

Cufly hesitated.

. His terror of that terrific disease, botul-
ism, was cvidently great, but his sense
of duty was struggling with it.

Tommy Dodd rushed to bring his bike.

“Better clear off before you get it,
Cuffy!” he exclaimed. *“1 say, there's a
pink spot on your check. Do you feel
any pain?”

Cutfy gave a gasp.

“Is—is that a symptom,
Thomas?” he gasgped.

“Well, it may or may not be,” said
Tommy Dodd cautiously. “But the safest
thing is for you to get back to Gander's
Green asz quickly as possible and consult
the family doetor.”

“You—you really think so, Thomas?”

“Well, that's my advice.”

Clarence Cufly elimbed on his bike,
which Tominy obligingly held for him.

Tommy Dodd started him with a shove,
anzll Cuffy went pedalling down the foot-
path. .

Tommy Cook sat up, grinning. He did
not look like a vietim of botulism now.

“My hat! He's really gone!” he
breathed. ‘

“Look !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

In great glee the three Tommies
watched Clarence Cufiy growing smaller
and smaller in the distance.

He had almost disappeared from sight
when they observed the bicycle wheel
round,

To their consternation, Cufly
pedalling back towards the camp,
Three faces fell lugubriously.
“Wha-at's he coming back for?” stut-

tered Cook.

We'd

my dear

came

“Forgotten something, perhaps: the
chump’s always Jforgetting something!
Be il aguin, quick!” muttered Tommy

Dodd.
Tommy Cook sank back into the grass,
and rubbed Lis cheek to reproduce the
fatal rash. o
Puiling #ml blowing with his exertions,
Clarence Cnfiy came pedalling wp once

more.  and  clumped  down  from his
bicycle.

Perhaps you'd

“Torgotten something?” asked Tommy
Dodd. -

“No!* gasped Cufly.

“Then what—"

“My dear Thomas, did you think that
1 could really desert poor Cook in this
extremity 7’ panted Cuffy. *Never!”

“Wha-a-t2" i

“Evtn for the sake of my dear papa.
I cannot desert the poor fellow!” said
Clarence firmly. *I shall remain with
you."”

l“)ll!l'

“And nurse poor, dear Cook at any
risk to my own health,” said Clarence
heroically.,” “I' am ashamed of the
momentary impulse -to secek my own
immunity from this terrible disease, my
dear fellows. 1 am prepared to remain
with poor Cook to the very, very end.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“You shall go for a doctor, Thomas,
while I look aiter Cook. 1 will never,
never leave him!” said Clarence.

“Oh, erumhbs!? ;

Tommy Cook sat up in the grass.

His look did not express gratitude for
the devoted kindness of Clarence Cufly.

Kvidently it was no use being ill any
longer, and Cook had decided that it was
time to recover.

Ife had no further use for botulism.

“Are you [feeling better, my
friend?” asked Cuify anxiously.

“Oh, I'm all right!” growled Cook,
rising to his feet. “*Tain't botulism,
after all.”

“Are you quite, quite sure?”

“Yes, asst”

“Then we have been alarmed for
nothing,” said Clarénce, in great relief.
“I am so very, very glad! But it would
he much, much better to see a medical

dear

man and  make quite sure, my dear
friend. I will walk with you to the
nearest——"

“Oh, rats!” said Tommy Cook crossly.

“My dear Thomas—"

“Bow-wow! Time to turn in, you
fellows,” said Cook. “Let’s get the tent
u .).?J

I"But, my dear Thomas——"

Cuffy was not heeded.

The tent was erected, and the three
Tommies turned in, and Clarence Cuffy
followed their example, considerably
puzzled by Tommy Cook’s rapid recovery
from his illness.

The 4th Chapter.
Stranded

“Look after the van
Cutly!"”

“Uertainly, my dear Thomas!”

“We'll he buck under the hour.”

It was morning, bright and sunny, and
the Modern caravanners had turned out
in cheery spirits.

Even Culty did nol seem so mueh of an
infliction that sunny morning.

The three Tommies started for the
farmhouse, a mile away up the valley,
out of sight from the camp.

They carried a big can and a bag and
a basket, in the hope of obtaining supplies
of milk and eggs and bread,

Cuffy, dufter as hé was, was supposed
to be able to keep wateh at the camp
while they were gone,

and the horse,

soon as hig comrades had departed he pro-
ceeded to gather materials for the morn-
ing fire.

When he returned t{o the eamp, with
his arms full of brushwood, he found that
it was not untenanted.

Two rough-looking fellows were stand-
ing there,. surveying the caravan and the
horse, and looking ahout them curiously.

They turned and stared at Cuffy as he
came np.

“Good-morning !” said Cuffy brightly.

The two tramps blinked at him,

*“This 'ere turn-out belong to you, sir?”
asked one of them, a burly fellow with a
black patch over one eye,

“To me and my friends,” answered
Cufly.

The two men exchanged glances.

“Oh, there's some more ol you, hay?”
said the one-eyed man.

“Yes, my iriends have gone up to the
farmhouse,” said Cuffy.

“Jest coming back, I dessay?” .

“Oh, no; they will probably be absent
nearly an hour!” answered Cuffy inno-

cently. “I think the farmhouse is a mile
away.”
“Oh! You're all alone ‘ere, then?”

“Quite alone, my friend,” said Clarence
unsuspicieusly.
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The two men exchanged glanees agaimn,

Anybody hut Clarepce Cufly would
have seen that they were a pair of
tramps of a particuliarly unpleasant kind,
and would have kept a very sharp eye
on them.

But, Cuffy was not suspicious.

“This ’ere looks all right, Bill,” mur-
mured the one-eyed man. ¢

“A hit of all right, and no mistake,
Ikey,” answered Bill, in the same tone.
“Why, we could be miles an’ miles
away.”

“And a fresh coat of paint would make
that there van look a bit different,”
murmured Ikey.

“And we know where to get rid of
the ’‘orse,” murmurcd Bill. *The gipsies
w2 saw yesterday wouldn’t ask Do
questions.”

“You're right, ole pal!”

Clarence was piling up the brushwood
for the fire while the two tramps were
muttering together. ; :

“So them blokes going up to the farm-
‘ouse was your friends, sir?” said lkey,
addressing Clarence again.

“Yes,” assented Cuffy.

“Then the message they give me is for
you, 1 s’pose,” continued lkey, watching
Clarence’s simple face intently.

“Did they give you a message for me?”
asked Cuffy, with interest.

“They did that, 'They want you to
meet them ’‘arf way back and ’‘elp thém
to carry something,” said Ikey. *Come
on, Bill; time we was going.”

The two tramps slouched off, and dis-
appeared through the trees.

Out of sight of Clarence Cufly they
stopped, and peered back at him under
caver.

Their intention was to impress Cnfly
with the fact that they were gone, so that
he would have no hesitation in leaving
the camp unguarded.

But they need not have taken that
trouble, tor Cuffy had no suspicions.

He started up the path to the farm-
house at ounce, and in a few minutes he
wag out of sight.

lkey indulged in a chuckle,

“That blessed young idjit's gone, Bill!”
he murmured. *“This is where we come
in, I think.”

“1 think we does!” grinned Bill.

The two tramps burried back to the
camp, and in hot haste put the horse to
the caravan.

Cuily's bike was shoved in the van, and
the vehicle led ont of the camp to the
path down the valley.

Taking the direction opposite fo that
taken by Cuffy, lkey and Bill drove off
in great spirits,

They came out into the ecountry lane,
and turned into another lane, and
another, fecling the safer for every turn-
ing they placed between their precious
selves and the owners of the stolen
caravan, ¢

Meanwhile, Clarence Cuffly was tramp-
ing contentedly towards the farmhouse,
He enjoyed that pleasant morning walk,

He was in sight of the farmhouse when

he met Tommy Dodd & Co. on their way
baek.

Tommy Dodd had the hig can full of
milk, Cook had the basket of eggs, and

Doyle  had his «bag full of other
comaentiblen, "
COmMESTINIES,

They had done very well at the farm-
house,

* Hallo! Here's Cuffy!” ‘exclaimed
Tommy Dodd, in surprise, “What have
you left the camp for, fathead ?”

“I came to help you carry the things,
my dear Thomas,” answered Clarence.

Tommy Dodd grunted.

“That's all very well, but you ought to
have stayed at the camp. It's not safe to
leave the van alone.”

“But you asked me to ecome, my dear
Thomas!" exclaimed Cufiy, in surprise.

“Eh! I did nothing of the kind.”

“Yes. - Your message-—-"

“My what?”

“Your message,” said Cufly, in bewilder-
ment.  “Surely, Thomas, you have not
forgotten sending me a message to meet
you half-way.”

“1 mnever sent you any message!”
roared Tommy Dodd. . “How could 1
send you a message when there was

nobody to send?”

“Those two men—-"

“What two men?”’ -

“The two men at the camp, dear
Thomas. They said you had sent me a
message to meet you——"

“Oh, my only hat!" gasped Tommy
l[_)fd;], in dismay. “What were they
‘.et "

“Somewhat rough in appearance,” said
Clarence, “but very civil-spoken, I
thought. It is possible that they were
tramps.”

“You—you've let yourseli be sent away
from the caravan by a couple of tramps!”
stuttered (ook.

“But they said——-"

Tommy Dodd set down the milk-can.

“They’ll have stolen everything they
can lay their hands on,” he said.  *“Per-
haps the horse, too, and Cufiy’s bike—
goodness knows!  Oh, you idiot! You
frabjous dummy! Come on, you ehaps!”

“(Gioodness gracious!” exclaimed Cully,
in horrified surprise. “lIs it possible, my
dear Thomas, that those¢ persons have
deceived me, with dishonest intentions?”

“Idiot!”

The three Tommies set down their
burdens, and, without wasting further
words on Cuffy, started for the camp at a
run.

They were filled with the darkest fore-
hodings.

Cuffy blinked after them in dismay, and
then gathered up the can, the hasket,
and the bag, and started after them.

Tommy Dodd & Co. ran their hardest.

They came in sight of the camp at
last.

They expected to find the caravan

But no caravan met their gaze. The
camp was empty, save for the pile of
brushwdod Cuffy had gathered,

Horse and van were gone irom their
gaze like a heautiful dream.

4 rifled, and possibly the horse gone.

ey

The tramps had made a clean sweep.

“Gone!” gasped Tommy Dodd.

“The caravan—-"

“Oh, my hat!”

“ After them!” skricked Tommy Dodd,

Up and down and round about the
three furious caravanners raged in seare
of the thieves. But they raged and
gsearched in vain,

The tracks of the van were lost in the
many tracks of the rutty lane, and there
was no clue to the direction taken by the
two rascals.

Tired, breathless, and furious, they
returned to the spot where the camp had
been, in utter dismay.

Clarence Cufty had arrived there.

“The caravan is mnot here, wmy dear
Thomas,” he said. “Is it possible that
.ttl,lgjse unscrupulous persons have takem
] I‘J’

“Dummy !" .

“I—I have brought the things you le!:
on the footpath, dear Thomas,” eal
Cuffy meekly. “I am very, very sorry to
say that 1 have spilt the milk, and that
the eggs are hroken.”

The three Tommies looked at Tim.

Their breakfast was strewn somewhere
along the footpath, and the caravan wos

gone, and they were bungry and
stranded. ; : :
It was too much. They fell upon

Clarence and smote him, and bonncted
him with the empty milk-can. ;
Then they held a desperate council of

war—what  time a suffocated and
“anguished voice proceeded from the
interior of the milk-can—a voice they

heartlessly refused to heed,

The 5th Chapter.
A Capturo from the Enemy.

“My only summer hat!”

Jimmy Silver uttered that exclamation .
in tones of surprise. 3

“What’s the row?” asked Lovell, looks
ing round from the horse, which he was
leading. :

The Classical earavan was rumbling on

its way throngh a deep lane in the
morning sunshine.
“Those blessed Moderns seem to be

haunting us!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

“The Moderns!”

“Look there!”

Jimmy Silver pointed.

A short distance ahead of the Classical
van a side-lape turned oft from the road.

Down that lane came a caravan,
rumbling,

It had nearly reached the corner when
Jimmy Silver spotted it across the inter-
vening fietd.

MTommy Dodd’s lot, by

Jet Cufly plant

claimed Raby.

“Look here, don't you
himself on us again, Jimmy Silver!"
roared Lovell, “If you begin any mora
noblesse oblige on us, we'll begin with
our bootleather cn you, so you can, take
that as a tip!”

Jimmy Rilver did not answer,

He was walking on beside the Classical

Jove!” ex-

van, but his eyes were fixed on the
Modern van about to turn into the
lane.

He knew Tommy Dodd's van hy sight,
of course,

1o wam rathor gadly painted, and Jhnmy
S was i tudyr ity ‘ﬁ‘flmd, dha Widwy
Silver would have recognised it half a
mile off, and it was now only twenty
yards away.

It was the Modern van, but where were
the Moderns?

A rough-looking man, with a black
patech over his eye, was driving the
horse, and another rough fellow sat by
him, smoking a pipe.

Nobody else was to be seen about the
van.

It was absurd to suppose that the
three Tommies and Cuffy were packed
ingide the closed caravan that warm
morning ; but if not, they were evidently
not with their van at all, and it was
.entirely in charge of the two rough-
looking men,

“What’s the matter with you, Jimmy?”
asked Lovell, surprised by Jimmy's fixed
expression,

“There's something jolly wrong aboer=?
this,” gaid Jimmy Silver.  *Stop thofy
men—get the van in the way! It looks
to me as if Tommy Dodd’s van has heen
stolen,”

“Great pip!”

But the same thought came to Jimmy's
chums as they looked at the two rough
men alone in the charge of the Modern
van,

They hurried Robinson Crusoe on to the
turning, and reached the corner in time
to block the progress of the other
caravan.

1key and Bill, on Tommy Dodd’s van,
had to stop.

The Classical van was halted right
across the narrow side-lane, and there was
no advance to be made, and the lane was
too narrow for turning the big vehicle in
a hurry; that was an operation that
required time and care. ] :

But lkey and Bill were not thinking of
turning the van,

They were not aware that it was
known by sight to the caravanners in the

road.
“Hi, there!” welled Ikey wrathfully.
“Whateher blockin® the way for? Let

a chap pass, can’t yer?” g
“Clear the road, blow yer!” exclaimed
liis eompanion.

Jimmy Silver ran towards them, his
comrades at his heels,

Tubhy  Muftin - prudently remained
hehind.

He did not like the looks of the tweo
tramps, avd thought he would like them
still less at closer gquarters.

“What are yon doing with that van?”
exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

lkey gave him a one-eyed glare.

“Driving. it, ain’t 1?7  he " veplied.
“Frain't yon got any heyes?”

“That van doesn’t belong to youw.”

“Wot do you know about it?”

“1 know the chap that caravan belongs
to,” said Jimmy Silver guietly. “1 wang
to know how you come 1o be driving ity
my man."”



27718

Publishea
Every Monday

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

‘Prios

‘Thres Hattpenos g

235

Ikey gripped his whip.
~“Are you going to clear the road and
Iet a bloke drive on?” he demanded.
“No fear!”
“Then I'll start on yer!”
Jimmy S@wer looked at the ruffian
coolly as he gripped the whip and
raised it.
“If you uze that whip, my man, we'll
have you off that van before you can
_ do. it twice,” he said. “Be careful.”
~Tkey paused. A § ;

~ The: four Rookwood juniors were rather
a handful to tackle., and they looked
quite determined.

Ikey lowered the whip.

“Well, let a man pass, then,” he said
sulkily.

“You're not goiuéz to pass till we know
how you got hold of that caravan.
Where are the chaps it belongs to?”

“It’s all right, sir, on my davy,” said

Ykey, civilly now. “The young gents
asked me to drive this 'ere van for
them, They—they're taking a walk, and
they're going to join us at the next
town.”
« Perhaps that was the best yarn lkey
could be expected to spin on the spur of
the_ moment, but naturally the Classical
juniors of Rookwood were not inclined
to helieve it.

It was too highly improbable that
Tommy Dodd would have entrusted his
caravan to the hands of such exceedingly
disreputable persons as the two tramps
evidently were.

Lovell grinned.

“Is that the best you can do?" he
asked.

“I don't know wotcher mean.”

“Well, I mean that if you can’t make
up a better yarn than that, you may
as well give up trying.”

Ikey looked at his comrade.

The two rascals were nonplussed.

“You may as well own up,” said Jimmy
Silver, as the ruffians did not speak.
“You've stolen this caravan.”

“Look ’ere!” roared Ikey. “’'Nuff of
this ‘cre! You move your van out of
the way, and let a chap pass, or 1'll
soon shift yer. See?”

“You'ro going to give up that van,”
answered Jimmy Silver quietly.

“We'll see about that. Come on, Bill!”

Ikey jumped down into the road,
grasping his whip, and hid comrade
Jumped after him.

Whey advanced fiercely upon the Rook-
wooders.

The two ruffians looked dangerous
enough, but Jimmy Silver & Co. did not
flinch.

“Lino up!” said Jimmy quiectly.

“Now,- then, out of the way!"” shouted
ikey, and he rushed forward, lashing
with the whip.

Jimmy Silver velled as he got the
fah, hut They lhll not have time Yor
unother,

The captain of the Rookwood TFourth
dodged in under the whip, and clozed
with the one-eyed man.

They struggled fiercely,

“Lend a band, you fellows!” panted
Jimmy.

Raby was springing to his aid, while
Lovell and Newcome tackled Bill.

Ikey weént -down with a crash, with

Jimmy Silver and Raby on top of him.

The whip flew from his hand, and lkey
found himself grasped by the ears, and
his head jammed on the hard road.

He roarcd with anguish.

“Yow! Leggo! 'Elp! Lend
*and, Bill! 'Elp!”

But Bill had plenty to do, without help-
ing his comrade.

Lovell and Newcome were pressing him
hard, and Bill was retreating before the
vigorous attack.

Instead of coming to Ikey's assistance,
Bill suddenly made a jump for the hedge,
plunged through it, and went fleeing
across the fields. Bill evidently had had
enough.

Lovell and Newcome, panting, turned
to Jimmy’s aid.

Ikey’'s resistance ceascd then.

The four juniors collared him, and
dragged him to his feet, keeping a tight
grip on him.

“Heasy does if, gents!” mumbled lkey.
“No offence, gents! Go heasy with a
man! [t was only a lark, young gents!
"Pon my davy, it was!”

a cove a

“You stole that van?” demanded
Jimmy Silver. ‘
“We—wo bhorrered it!” gasped Ilkey.

“Only a joke, sir, on my davy! We
wasn't going to scil the contraption to
the gipsies, sir—we wasn’t, really.”

“Where did you steal it?” demanded
Jimamy.

“We—we borrered it- a few miles from
‘ere, sir,” said Ikey dolefully. *“Down
the wvalley, sir—Valley Wood they calls
the place. No ’arm done, sir. Never
knowed they was friends of yourn, sir,
on my davy!”

“The, rotter ought to be locked up,”
said. Newcome.

“He ought to be.,” said Jimmy Silver.
“But it will save time to give him a
jolly good Rookwood bumping, and kick
him out.”

“Hear, hearl”

“'Ere, 1 say—let up—chuck it!" roared
Tkey.

Ikey probably was not conversant with
Rookwood customs, and a bumping was
a new experience to him.

To judge by the sounds that pro-
ceeded from him, it was not a pleasant
experience.

Bump! Bump! Bump!

Once, twice, thrice, the unhappy lkey
smote the hard road with his frowsy
person, and each concussion elicited a
fiendish yell.

Then he was pitched into the hedge.

“If you're not gone in a second—-"
said Jiramy Silver, picking up the whip.

But lkey was gone in a second.

The 6th Chapter.
Jimmy Silver Has an ldea.
“My dear Thomag—-"
“Shuab up ¥’ roared Tommy Dodd.
™1 sincerely hepe you are not cross,
Thomas.”

e

- “Do you want to be slain, and buried
In some quiet spot in this valley, Cuffy?’”

asked Tommy Dodd, in concentrated
tones.

“Goodness gracious!
“Then shut up!”
Clarence sighed, and was silent.*

The Modern caravanners were not in
a good humour.

They were tramping on a dusty road, in
verx bad tempers, -as a matter of fact..

They had held a long council of war
at their camping-place, but the only
decision they could arrive at was that
there was nothing doing. -

They made what breakfast they could
upon the loaf in the bag, which, for-
tunately, Cufiy had not been able to
damage.

Then they started out.

There was nothing to be done but to
walk to the nearest town, and there
give information of their loss to the
police.

And the nearest town was several miles
distant.

_They came up the footpath, and turned
into the road, Clarence Cuffy with an
expression of patlent martyrdom on his
face.

_ Cuffy was, as he would have expressed
it, very, very hurt at the crossness
of his companions.

Ting-a-ling-a-ling !

Tommy Dodd looked up crossly as the
bicycle bell rang ahead.

Then he jumped.

“Jimmy Silver!” he exclaimed.

It was the captain of the Rookwood¥
Fourth, mounted upon Clarence Cuify’s
bicycle.

He pedalled up, smiling, and jumped
down to greet the surprised Moderns.

“That’s Cuffy’s bike!” exclaimed Cook.

Certainly not!”

“he coul

“Cloodness gracious, so it is!” said

“Oh, gracious !’ moaned Clarence Cufiy, as Tommy Doyle advanced towards him.
fellow—he takes me for a sheep!

Clarence. “Wherever
dear James?”

“In the van,” answered Jimmy Silver
carelessly,

“In our van?” yelled Tommy Dodd.

“Yes, my infant.”

“Then—then——"

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“It's all serene, Tommy!” he said.
“We came on the rotters who bagged
your van, and got it back for you.
found Cuffy’s bike inside the van, so I
got on it, and came back this way to
look for you. Your van’s three miles
away, go you've got a walk before you.”

Tommy Dodd fairly gasped with relief.

“Oh, my hat! 1 sgay, 8ilver, we're
awlully obliged!”

“pon’t mench, my dear chap!” said
Jimmy Silver airily. “It’s up to us, as
the top side of Rookwood, to help you
poor little Moderns out of your secrapes.”

To which the three Tommies replied,
with one voice:

“Rats!”

A walk of three miles did not hurt the
Modern juniors, with their van waiting
for them at the end of it.

Tommy Dodd explained, en route, how
the van had been lost, and Jimmy Silver
chortled.

“It's. all very
Tommy dolefully.

did you find if,

well  to  cackle,” . said
“Buat if you had that

born idiot planted on you— say,
would you like to try him agaip?”
“No jolly fear!” said Jimmy Silver

promptly. “Why don't you make him
tired of caravanning, same as you did the
sergeant, when he was with you?”

Tommy Dodd shook his head sadly.

“We've tried it,” he said. *“Cook got
botulism-—-"

“Great Scott!”

“And the dutiful beast only decided to
stay and nurse him over it!” said Tommy
Dodd dismally. “So Cook got well again.”

Y Ha, ha, 'hat”

Jimmy Silver chuckled as they walked

on. .
Having suffered under Clarence himself,
feel for his old rival of Rook-
wood, but he could see the
side, all the same. : '
“Hallo! Here's our van!”
Cook;- in' great satisfaction.
The two vans were drawn up
beside the road. : .
Lovell and Raby and Newcome grinned
at the Moderns as they came up, and
Tubby Muffin emitted a fat chuckle.
“You blegsed Moderns are a worry!”
said Arthur*Edward Lovell. *“We've lost
most, of this morning waiting about with
your blessed wvan!”
“Much obliged!” said Tommy Dodd.
“Oh, all serene, old scout!
always backs up Rookwood,” raid Lovell,

humorous
exclaimed

t-ogethér

laughing.  *“Here's your van, none the
worse for wear. I should cdvise you to
keep it on a chain after this.”

The Moderns took possession of their
caravan again, with great satisfaction.

The Classical van started up the road.

Jimmy Silver lingered to speak a quiet
word in Tommy Dodd’s ear, out of hear-
ing of the ineffable Clarence.

“I've got an idea, Tommy,” he said.

“You'd like to take Cufiy?” asked
Tommy hopefully.

#No fear.”

“Then bother your idea!
Classical ideas ain’t worth much!” said
Tommy Dodd peevishly. “I—I wonder if it
would offend my Uncle Dodd very much
if T sent him home by goods-train, this
side up with care?’

“Ha, hat!” But I've really
wheeze,” said Jimmy.

“Well. what is it?"

“Go mad,” said Jimmy.

“Whatza-at?”

“You wouldn't have far to go,
know !"

got a

you
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“Look here, you silly ass

“Go mad,” repeated Jimmy, in a
whisper. “ Violent and raving, you know.
Cufly would get fed-up with that. See?”

Tommy Dodd stared at him blankly for
some moments. ~ Then he burst into a
chuckle.

“What a wheeze!” he murmured.

“Good enough for Cuffy!” eaid Jimmy
Silver. “Ta, ta, old chap!”

Jimmy Silver ran after his.comrades,
and the Classical van rumbled on out of
sight.

Tommy Dodd & Co. breakfasted in the
van before they started.

And when the Modern van went on
Cuffy was left inside, washing up, while
the three Tommies walked with the
horse.

While they walked there was a good
deal of whispering amonpg the three.

There were subdued chuckles as well as
whispers, as they discussed the startling
wheeze suggested by Jimmy Silver.

“It'll*suit you bhest, Doyle,” murmured
Tommy Dodd. “Being Irish, you're a
bit potty, anyway.” -

“Why, you cilly spalpeen,” exelaimed
Tommy Doyle, in great wrath, “it's as

potty as the Kaiser ye  are- yereself
intirely. But if you mane that | can do
it best—-"

“Yes, that's-exactly what I mean, old
scout.”

*Then, sure,.IL'll thry it}?

Clarence put his head out of the van.

“My dear Thomas, I, have finished
washing up. - I am very, very sorry to
say that I have somehow broken the
bowl—"

“Oh, my hat!"

“And it is very, very unfortunate that
the water hag fallen over your coat, my
dear Thomas. Does it matter?”

Tommy Dodd did not reply to that
question. Clarence jumped off the van,
“Shall T lead the horse?” he asked.

Doyle looked at him.

Rookwood |

Your blessed |

“Po " yo ‘mane the rhinoceros?” he
demanded.
“The—the what, my dear friend?”
“The rhinoceros! Do you mean to say

that that's a horse, and not a rhino-

- ceros?” roared Doyle furiously.

Clarence Cuffy stared at him speech-
lessly. . He mechanically put out his
hand to lead the horse.

“Kape away!” snapped Doyle. “You
don't know how to manage a rhino-
ceros!” .

Cuffy tottered on with the Moderns.
He was too astounded to speak. Tommy
Doyle was beginning! .

The 7th Chapter.
Dangerous !

“We'll camp here!” :

Tommy Doyle made that announcement
suddenly. 1t was barely noon.

“Not time yet,” said Tommy Dodd.

“We camp at sunset,” answered Doyle.

“Mum—mum—my dear ~ Doyle, it 18
many, many hours to sunset,” murmured
Clarence Cuffy feebly.

“0Oh, you're miad, Cuffy!” answered
Doyle. *I say it's sunse$, and we're not
going to wear out the rhinoceros by going
any farther.” ¢

Dodd and Cook submifted, and the
Modern caravanners camped on the edge
of a common.

Clarence Cuffy was in such a state of
bewilderment that he hardly knew
whether he was on his head or his heels.
He drew Tommy Dodd aside nervously.

“Wha-at is the matter with Doyle, my
dear Thomas?” he asked nervously.

Tommy Dodd tapped his forehead.

“Sunstroke?” asked Clarence, in horri-
fied tones.

£ ‘Pes.u

% 0Oh; dean!”

“In the family,” said Tommy seriously..

‘“The poor, poor

This is dreadful !

“Doyle’s father and grandfather were as
mad as he is. He’s not often like this,
of course. -It's rare—very rare. Don't
irritate him. My hat! What is he doing
now?"”

Clarence glanced round quickly.

Doyle had taken the carving-knife, and
was concealing it under his jucket.

. “Wha-at is he—he—he going to do with
—with that knife, Thomas?” asked Cuffy
through his chattering teeth.

“I sincerely hope that he's not going to
commit murder with it,” said Tommy
Dodd with ewl-like gravity. *“That would
spoil our tour, and po mistake!”

“Hadn't you better t-t-take it
from him, Thomas?”

“You take it away from him, Cuffy.”

“I—I]—I think perhaps it would bhe wiser
not to irritate him, Thomas, if he is really
insane.”

“Mind you don’t turn your back on him
while he’'s got that knife!" whispered
Tommy Dodd.

%@hy dear it e

Clarence Cuffy was not likely to turn
his back on the mad junior. He eyed him
nervously and incessantly.

The caravanners lunched, and Tommy
Doyle's actions were certainly most
peculiar.

If he was not insane he looked very
much like it.

He held his fork by the prongs instead
of the handle, and when Dodd pointed
that out to him he insisted that he was
using chop-sticks.

He asked for another helping of oysters,
to Cufiy’'s helpless bewilderment.

“Will ye pass me the oysters, Cufly?”
he repeated truculently.

“I am very, very sorry, but there are
no oysters, my dear friend,” faltered
Cuffy.

“What do ye call these, then?”

“They—they are eggs, my dear fellow.”

“Oysters, 1 tell ye!” shouted Doyle,

away

# leaping to his feet in great excitement.

“Ye spalpeen, don't I know oysters from
egest”

“M-m-my dear, dear—— Yaroooh!”

“Are they oysters?” roared Doyle, seiz-
ing the alarmed Cuffy by the collar and
shaking him violently.

HOw! Ow! Yow! Oh! Yes!" shricked
Cuffy. Leggo! They—they' certainly are
oysters, my dear fellow!”

“Then why couldn't ye say so at first?*
growled Doyle.. i 4 ;

Cuffy sat palpitating, squirming a little
farther away from the lunatic.

“Thig—this is dreadful, my dear
Thomag!” he whispered to Tommy Dodd.

“Awful, isn't it?” agreed Tommy.

“Frightful I” groaned Cook.

“Had we not—not better get him to a
doctor?” murmured Cufly.

“Doctors have a frightfully exciting
effect on him, said Dodd, shaking his head.
“Do you think your dear papa would
mind very much, Cuffy, if you should
bhappen to be slaughtered?”

“ L’w !lr

Doyle rose fo his feet.

His hand was groping under his jacket,
and Clarence, who knew that the carving-
knife was there, palpitated.

“Sure, and you've bhought the sheep,
then,” he remarked, looking at Clarence.
“How much did ye give for that sheep?”

“Oh, gracious!” moaned Clarence. “The
poor fellow! He takes me for a sheep!
This ig—is dreadful!” "

Doyle came closer to Clarence Cuffy,
inspeeting him, as if he were an animal.

Cuffy trembled violently.

“'"Tain't a very good sheep,” said Doyle
disparagingly. “It’'s bony. It's got
blinkers on.”

“They--they are my spectacles, my dear
afflicted friend,” murmured Cufty.

“Hould yer tongue intirely! 'Tain’t for
a sheep to talk to a butcher!” zaid Doyle
darkly. “This ain't much of a sheep, but
sure I suppose I'd better kill it and get
it cut up before we start intirely.”

Clarence jumped away.

“I'm not a sheep,” he shrieked.
off 1" Oh, dear! Keep off "

“Sure I’'m sorry, but I've
slaughter ye, or we sha'n’t
mutton for dinner,” answered
sharpening the knife on his boot.
that sheep here!”

“Better not cross him, Cuffy,” whis-
pered Tommy Dodd. “You have to
humour lunatics, you know.”

“B-b-but 1 cannot let him slaughter
me, my dear Thomas!" gasped Cuffy.

“Well, 1 think you ought to humour
him."

1 bebut st

Clarence Cuffy cast a longing glanee at
his bicycle, »whicii ‘was leaning against
the caravan. ;

At that moment he would have given a
great denl TG He sATETTIDme In Gunder's
Gireen,

He made a movement towards the
bicycle as Tommy Doyle made a move:
ment towards him.

“Keop him oftf!” he shrieked.

“Catch that sheep for msz!” roared
Doyle. “Don’t ye know a bufcher's a
busy man intirely? 1 can't waste a whole
day on ohe sheep!” .

He made a rush at Cuffy, who skipped
away wildly. Dodd and Cook grasped the
“insane ” junior and held him back.

*Hook it, Cufty!” shrieked Dodd. “He
won't hurt us! Hook it!”

Cuffy already had one leg over his hike.

“Keep

got fto
have any
Doyle,
“Bring

“Let  me  go intirely!” yelled Doyle.
“That - blessed sheep is getting away!

Phwat are we going to do for mutton?”

Whirr! Whizzz! Whirrrr! Clarence
Cuffy was riding for his life.

He did not slack down till he was five
miles from the Modern caravan.

Then at a more leisurely pace, but satill
in haste, he pedalled on the road to
Gander’s Green.

Clarence had had enough of caravan-
ning. :

After he had vanished from view,
naturally, he could not see the three
Tommies.

If he could have seen them it might
have dawned even upon Clarence Culfy
that his leg had been pulled.

The threé merry youths threw them-
selves into the grass, kicking up their
heels in hysterical mirth.

“Ha, ha; ha! Ha, ha, ha!”
Tommy Dodd & Co.

They laughed loud and long, what time
Clarence Cuffy was whizzing away at top
speed. . They were still chuckling when
they harnessed the horse, and the Modern
caravan rumbled on ifts way.

Clarence Cuffy glept that night under
the paternal roof at Gander’s Green,
while the Modern caravanuers camped
under the bright stars and rejoiced.

roared

THE END-
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The 16t Chapter.
Two on the Trail.

The full, round moon was high in the
sky, and the light fell in a silvery flood
upon the Lawless Ranch and the wide
green grasslands.

It wanted only a couple of hours to
dawn. ‘ )

But there was one at least In the silent
¥anch-house who was noi sleeping.

Bob Lawless stood at his open window,
looking out. upon the moonlit plain, and
the dim mountains in the distance, and
the dark, silent patches of timber.

Bob could not sleep.

He rwas thinking of his chum, Frank
Richards, and his anxiety for his missing
chum wag too keen to allow him to close
bis eyes.

Where was Frank?

He had ridden away from Cedar Creek
Sehool the previous day, and ridden into
the unknown.

From that hour mothing had been scen
or heard of him. ;

The shadowy forest had swallowed him
np,Ianlt)!‘hid his fate from all human eyes.

" io .J,

The rancher’s son turned from™ the
window as Vere Beauclerc’s voice spoke
in the dim room hehind him.

Beauclere had thrown himself on
Frank’s bed; he had come home with
Bob that night. But he, too, had not
slept.

“Yegs, Cherub?” sald Baob.
yoice.. “You're awake, then?”

. “T haven't slept,” answered Beauclere
guietly. “Can you lhear anything, Boh??”

“Only the wind in the larches.”

‘X though I heard a horse.”

. “Only the hosses in the corral, then,
old chap.”

“1 don’t think so.”

Vire Beaucteroe wlpped from the bed
and Joined his chum at the window,

His eyes ewept the moonlit plain
without.

" Listen!” he muttered.

He held up his hand.

Bob Lawless strained his ears to hear.

Faintly, from afar, came a low sound,
and, ag it drew nearer, it could be recog-
nised as the tattoo of horse’s hoofs.

f gum, you weren't mistaken,
Cherub!” muttered Bob, his cyes gleam-
ing. “It—it can’t be Krank, surely!”

The two schoolhoys watched cagerly
from the window.

Closer and closer came the tattoo on
the plain, and at last a dim form loomed
up in the moonlight.

It was a riderless norse, heading for
the ranch-lhouse, as if well knowing its
WAY.

Bob caught Vere Beauclerc hy the arm.

“Frank’s peny!” he muttered.

“It’s, Brownie,” said Beauclere, with a
nod, “and without Frank !

“I guess I'm going dowa!”

“Quiet.!” said Beauclerc.
wake the house, Boh.”

The chumg of Cedar Creek quittcd the
room silently, and crept down the stairs.

Cautiously Bob Lawrence removed holt
and c¢hain on the massive door of the
ranch-house.

The fresh night wind blew in as he
drew back the door.

Outside, the pony was
poftly.

“Brownie!” called Beauclere.

He ran out and eaught the horse.

Brownie rubbed his soft muzzle on the
arm of his master’s chum.

B;:auelerc stroked the pony's glossy
neck.

“It’s Frank's pony right enough,”
muttercd Bob Lawless. “But where's
Frank? If the brute could only speak!”

Beauclerc was examining the pony
attentively.

“If F¥ranky's bheen thrown, and hurt,
Beau, it's curious that the hoss didn’t
get home before this,” said Bob.

“It’s mnoi, that, Bob,” said Beauclerc
quietly. “¥rauk’s being kept away.”

“How do you know that, Cherub?”

“Look at Brownie. His bridle’s been
faken off; he's been roped up. There's
the trail-rope loose round his neck,” said
Beauclerc. “He's been tied up, and he’s
gnawed through the rope. Look ab it}

i gum! You’'re right, Cherub.”

“ “;hoever roped in Brownie knows
what’s become of Frank,” said Beau-
elere. “Brownie was captured, and
Frank was with him then. Brownie’s got
away, and Frank hasn't.”

“But who? Why?”

"Goodness knows. But that man, Mr.
fmith, with whom Frank rode away from
Cedar Creek, must be at the bottom of
it.” said Beauclere.

Bob knitted his brows.

in a low

“No need to

whinnying

“He looked a harmless galoot enough,

Chérub. He came into the school to ask
after a chap who ecould speak French
to interpret for him, because he'd found
a French-Canadian bhurt on the trail.”
Bob chook his head. “It was sheer
chance that Frank went with him. Miss
Meadows called him out from the class.
8mith couldn’t have known Frank would
eome with him, Cherub. 8o it couldn't
bave been a trick by somebody who had
it up against Frank.”

TRACKE
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Beauclere nodded.

“No, it couldn't,” he agreed.

“Well, then, if the man was u st}:anﬂe"
to Frank, why should he hurt him?

“I don’t know,” admitted Beauclerc.
“But, I know that Frank rode away from
school with this man Smith, and that
he’s not been seen since. I believe tha.f:
if we found Smith we should find Frank.

“We're going to find Frank,” sald Bob,
setting his teeth. *If Brownie was taken
along with him, and it looks like it,
Brownie’s come from where Frank is
now. And he's left a trail, Cherub.”

“I was thinking of that.” ; ;

“The dew's thick on the prairie,” said
Bob, his eyes glistening, “and this light
is as good as daylight. If I can’t pick
up the trail, you can call me a Chinamau.
We’'ll leave Brownie with Billy Cook, and
take the trail, Cherub. What do you
say?”

“Good man,” said Beauclerc. *That’s
my idea, too. We'll borrow a gun from
Billy Cook.”

Bob Lawless led the pony away towards
the ranch foreman’s cabin, Beauclerc
following.

3 He. knocked  lightly at Rilly Cook’s

QoT.

The chums did@ not want to awaken Mr.
Lawless, who might very possibly have
demurred when he learned of Boh's
scheme; in fact, it was very probable
that he would.

“Hallo!” eame from within the cabin.

“Wake up, Billy!”

“You, Bob! Has Fran%y come¢ home?”

*“No; but his pony has.”

“Gee-whizl”. =

The door opened, and Billy Cook looked
out, rubbing his eyes.

“Iere's the pony, Billy,” said Bob Law-
less. “We're going to try and pick up
bis trail. Tell popper, will ygu, and you
@in eomo after™um, T befieva Brank's n
bad hands.”

“You get back to bed,” advised Billy
Cook. “Leave this hyer business to your
elders, Bobh Lawless.”

“Take the pony,” answered Bob.

e guess I'll wake your popper, and put
it to him,” said the ranch foreman.
“And I reckon he won't let you go hump-
g on any trail beforz morning, and or
Your own, you young scallywag !

Billy Cook led the pony away, and Beb
glipped into the cabin.

‘He knew where the ranchman kept hie
rifle and cartridges, and in a few second
he emerged with the rifle under his arm
and the cartridge-belt slung over his
shoulder.

“Come on, Cherub!”

“I'm with you, Bob.” .

The two schoolboys started at a run.

Where the pony's hoofs had trampled
the dewy grass the trail was plain and
glistening in the moonlight, and they
were able to proceed at a trot and keep
it_under observation.

For a mile or more the trail led them
without a pause, and they did not ston

Then a patch of stony ground brought
them to a pause,

Beauclerc scanned the ground in vain.

Bob Lawless was deeply learned in the
lore of the woods and the prairie, and he
was not long at fault.

In a few minutes the young Canadian
was following the trail again, but it was
at a snail’s pace now.

For some distance
slowly and ecautiously,
patch was passed.

“Here we are again!” said Beauclere.

Bob’s eyes gleamed.

“Lucky we started at once, Cherub!
It will be sun-up in an hour, and then
the dew will dry. I guess this trail won’t
be easy to follow then. Put it on, kid!
We can run here!”

And they ran on, without a pause or a
fault, till the sombre shadows of the
“timber received them.

Then Bob Lawless halted again.

“SBign " was difficult to find amid the
tangled undergrowths of the wood.

But here and there the snapped twigs
and trampled herbage showed where the
pony had forced his way, and even so
slight a sign as the dew shaken from a
3111311 was enough for the keen-eyed Cana-

an.

Even when the moon had set Bob Law-
less still pushed on, though slowly now,
and with hesitation.

But as the early rays of the rising sun
penetrated the shadows of the wood his
task was easier,

Slowly but steadily the chums of Cedar
Creek School pushed on into the sombre
depths of the almost untrodden forest.

they proceeded
till the stony

The 2nd Chapter.
The Last Hope.

Frank Richards stirred and awoke.

Towards dawn the schoolboy prisonecr
had fallen into an uneasy slumber, rolled
in the blanket on the grass.

The sound of movements awakened him.

He sat up in the grass,

For a moment or two Frank expected
to see about him the familiar walls of
his room at his uncle’s ranch,

Long Complete Story,
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By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

But recollection came quiekly of the
strange adventure of the preceding day.
Before his eyes was the log-cabin, In
which the French-Canadian miner, Jules
Clement, lay bound a prisoner.

“Mr. Smith " and his eompanion, Bocus
Bill, were talking in low tones pear him,
taking no heed of the schoolboy.

Frank glanced at them, and then looked
away towards the sombre woods that sur-
rounded the lonely cabin.

He thought. of Brownie, and wondered

whether the trail he had left would help
hig friends to find him,

Upon that faint hope cverything de-
pended, even life itself.

Bocus Bill left his eompanion and went
round the ecabin.

A minute later there was g loud ex-
clamation, and the ruffian came hurrying
back.

“The pony's gone, boss!”

“The pony?” repeated Smith.

“The kid's pony.” $

“You fool! Didn't you tether him?”
growled 8mith. ;

“I guess 1 put the trail-rope on the
critter!” snarled Bocus Bill. “The brute’s
bitten it through and vamoosed!”

Sinith  strode over to where Frank
Richards lay in the grass.

Quickly he examined the rope that
shackled the schoolboy to the trunk of the
big tree close at hand.

“The kid had no hand In it,” he said.
“He’s safe enough. He hasn’t moved.”

“Dan’t I tell you the critter gnawed
throngh the rope?” answered Bocus Bill.
“1 guess he's fur ¢nough off by this time.”

“Well, it matters little. We're after
bigger game than a borse,” said Smith.

“1 guess that critter would have fetehed

whether he had reached the ranch, and |

“Qu'est que ¢'est?” asked the French-
man.

Frank Richards transtated the threat.

Clement shrugged his shoulders.

“On verra,” he said. ;

“What does he say?” growled Smith.

“Je says you will sce.” ;

“1 guess we will, and 1 guess he will |
wish he’d pever been born if he tries to
pull the wool over our cyes!”

At a sign from the adventurer Bocus
Bill unbound the Canadian and led him
from the cabin, with his arms, however,
till secured behind his back. -

Smith proceeded to bind Frank Richards
to the log-hench in the eabin,

Evidently the schoolboy was to be left
there while Clement was taken away by
the two rascals.

Boeus Bill looked in at the doorway, his
hand resting on the butt of his revolver
in his belt.

Frank shivered as he caught the ex-
pression on the face of the ruffian.

“What's the good, bhoss?” muttered
Bocus Bill.  “I reckon we're through with
the younker.” ;

“We may want him again,” answered
Smith.

“He's done the talking for us, I guess.”

Smith shrugged his shoulders impa-
tiently.

“The Frenchman may be foeling us,”
he answered. “Haven't you any sense?
If we don’t find the dollars we shall want
the kid to talk again.”

“Correct !” assented Bocus Bill.

Smith followed him from the cabin, and
the door was closed, and wedged fast with
a chip of wood outside.

Frank Richards sat on the beneh,
shivering.

His life bung on a thread in the hands
of the two desperadoes from the mines.

Only the fact that he might still be
wanted to translate between them and
their victim had saved him so far.

When he had served his turn, and was
wanted no longer, he knew what to ex-
pect. The life of a schoolboy would not
stand between the thieves and safety.

Ten years in prison waited for them, if
Frank Richards could help in bringing
them to justice, and they did not mean
to run that risk.

How was this to end?

Frank listened to the sound of réceding
footsteps and the rustling of the under-
wood as the two raseals departed with
their prisoner.

Then silence fell.

Dimly through the Interstices in the
rough walls of the cabin the sunlight
penctrated.

From without ecame the chirping of
birds, the sounds of the awakening of life
of the new day.

Frank Richards thought of Cedar Creek

- two hundred dollars over the linc!”
grunted the ruffian,

LR Li A atl B DAL RAREIELE L) g

Smith uttered an Impatient exclamn-
tion.

“Don't chew the rag about that, Bill.
This isn't a horse-thief game,” he said.
“Our eritters are safe, 1 suppose?”

“Yep.”

“Then it's all 0.K.” 4

Frank Riebards did not speak.

His heart was heavy. g

His hope that Brownie's trail might tead
rescuers to the lonely log-cabin in the

that bhe saw that the thought did not
even oceur to the two kidnappers.

His hope of safety was their danger,
hut the danger was too slight to trouble
them,

As the sunlight strengthened Smith and
Bocus Bill sat down to a hurried break-
fast outside the eabin.

They did not heed Frank Richarda.

When the hasty meal was finished Bocus
Bill untied the rope that fastencd Frank
Richards to the tree,

The door of the cabin was opened, and
- Smith strode in.

The French-Canadian miner was lying
on the earthen floor, bound securely.

His pale face turned towards the ad-
venturer when he entered.

“Bring the hoy here, Biil.”

" Yep."

Frank Richards was brought in.

“1 guess I want you to talk to the
galoot again, sonuy,” said Smith. “Last
night the c¢ritter agreed to lead us to the
place where he hid the bag of dollars.
We're taking him along with us now.
Tell him In his lingo that if he tries any
gum-game on us it will be the last gum-
game he will ever play on this earth!”
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forest was faint, but it was fainter now |

School, of the boys :uulrgirls who would
soon__he arviving there f ‘HEONA.
doon Ko are v{nu wro for Tessons, i% ﬂn“
dreaming of the terrible perll In which
their schoolfellow lay.

He thought of his chnms, too—his
chums who would not have shrunk from
any danger, however great, to save him.

What were they doing?

Had Brownie arrived at the ranch—
bad the gnawed trail-rope told them the
tale? . And were they even then secking
to pick up the trail of the pony in the
grassy plain and the tapngled woods?

The hope was slight, but it was all he
had, and it did not leave him.

For some time he made attempts to
loosen his honds, but the roping had been
done too carefully, and he desisted at
last, with aching arms and heavy heart.

Weary and restless, he sat and waited,
expecting soon to.hear the sound of the
Kidnappers returning, but hoping against
hope that he would hear the voices of his
friends.

Suddenly he started.

Outside, the cabin there was g sound—
a low, faint sound—but he knew that it
was a ecautious footfall.

His heart beat almost to suffocation.

Was it the footstep of friend or of foe?

The 3rd Chapter.
Tracked Down!

“Hang it!”

Bob Lawless the
savagely.

Beauclere did mot speak; he watched
his ehum in silence,

To him the woods fold nothing. He
was pot so skilled as the Canadian Jad in
woodcraft,

And even Bob seemed beaten at last.

muttered words

Twice he had lost the trail, and found
it again, but now, for the third time, he
was at a loss,

Right and left he pried, but no “gign "
met his penetrating gaze.

“Hang it!" he repeated.

The trailers had had good luck so Tar,
but it scemed that their luck was too
good to last.,

Far half an hour now Bob had been
seeking “sign,” and had found none.

He stopped at last, leaning against a
tree-trunk, his hands . driven into his
pockets, Billy Cook’s rifie in the hollow of
his arm.

“I guess it looks as if we come out at
the little end of the horn this time,
L:_ht_trub_!” he muttered. “But we’re not
giving in. We've beaten Billy Cook, any-
how. I reckon bhe's on the trail long ago
with popper, but he’s lost it hefore this,
or he'd have heen up with us.”

Beauelerc nodded

“We've got to find It, Boh,” he said.

“By thunder., we’re going to find it!”
said Bob, between his teeth. *“Hallo!
What's thai9”

He started forward, as his eyes fell upon
a tiny objeet in the herbage.

't was a small green lizard, wriggling
painfully on the ground,

“Poor thing!” said Beaunclerc
passionately. “It’s hurt.”

Bob Lawless nodded.

“I guess I'm sorry for Mr. Lizard,” he
said. “But here's Inck. Put him out of
his pain, Cherub.”

Bob's face was hrighter.

“That poor little beast was hurt,” he
said. - “He'd been trodden on, Cherub.
What was it trod on him 3*

con-

Beauclerc started. 3

“1 guess,” said Bob, “that we're on the
track again. I guess, old Cherub, that
was a hoss put his hoof on that, peor ol
lizard—Brownie, in fact. He's passed
this way, though the ground’s too hard
just here to keep a trace of him. Brownie
was heading for the ranch—that's west of
here. 8o I reckon, Cherub, that if we
look east of here we shall pick up
Brownie's trail again.” g
“Tet’s try,” said Beauclerc hopefully.
Bob Lawless glanced up the gky, and
started. One glance was enough to give
him his direction.

Slowly and carefully he searched
through the wood, eastward of the spob
where the unfortunate lizard had l::veeu'i
found, " !
A sudden exclamation of satisfaction

escaped him,

*Look here, Cherub!” .

He had reached a spot where the under-
woods were thicker, and he triumphantly
pointed out a broken twig,

“Something’'s passed,” he said.

He pushed on. |

“Jerusalem crickets!” he exclaimed, a
few minutes later. ‘

In a soft hollow of the ground & hoof-
mark showed up clearly. i

“That's Brownie's size, hay?” grinned
Bob. “Come on, Cherub; this is where
we rake in the stakes.”

Thicker and thicker the wood lay befors
them, and they had to push their wa
through, but that was all to the good,
for in the thick underwoods there were
ample traces where a horse had forced its
way. !

Bob Lawless halted suddenly.

“Quiet!” he whispered.

Beauclere looked at him.

The rancher’s son raised his hand and
pointed. :

Through the openinga of the trees they
made out part of the outline of a log-
cabin in a little glade ahead.

“A cabin!” muttered Beauclerc breath-
lessly.

Bob nodded, his eyes gleaming.

“1 guess that shebang belonged to seme
trapper in the old days,” he whispered.
“But I reckon somebody else is using it
now-—eh? This looks ltke the end of the
trail, Cherub. . Quite—— If Frank’s
there, I reckon somebody else is there
with him, and it's the shooter we shal
want now.,"” ! !

Bob Lawless hurriedly examined the
rifle, and held it ready, as he pushed on
i;ilently and ecautiously, Beauclerc at his

1eels,

They came to the clearing, their cyes
looking keenly about them.

There was 10 sign of life, save a sound
of horses moving at the back of the
cabin,

Bob scanned the locality carefully
before venturing out into the open.
CWeTORE VeRtuEing out into the open.

Twa horses were tethered behind the
cabin, but there was no-sign of a human
being,

“Two of them, then!” muttered Beau-
clerc. “They must be in the eabin,
Bob."”

Bob shook his head.

“Look at it!” he whiapered. “There's a
wedge jammed under the door outside,
Somebody’s shut up there, but wheever
it is is a prisoner.”

Beauclere's eyes glistened.

“Frank!” he muttered breathlessly.

“We're going to see. There's nohody
about excepting the hosses, that's a
cert.” i

The two schoolboys ventured out inte
the glade at last, and approached the
door of the ecabin.

_Bob’s finger was on the trigger of the
rifle now; he was prepared for danger.

But it was pretty clear that the place
was deserted, save by the prisoner in the
log-cabin.

The wedged door showed plainly enough
that someone was confined within.

Bob Lawless drew away the wedge.

“Open the door while I keep the
shooter handy, Cherub—we ain't taking
chances,” he whispered,

Beauclerc threw open the door, and the
barrel of the rifle was levelled in at the
little doorway.

There was a shout within.

“Bob! Beau, old man!”

“Frank "

The two schoolboys rushed in.

Frank Richards’ eyes danced.

“Boht” l!a Bante . "“Oh, but I'm glad
to see you et me loose—get me loose,
quick ; they may come hack!”

Beauclere’s knife was already at work
on his bonds.

The rope fell in fragments round him,
and Frank Richards sprang to his feet,
rubbing his numbed limbs,

“Thank Heaven you've found me!” hae
panted. “How—how did you—- Was it
Brownie’s trail that led you here, Bohi®

“Correct!” grinned Bob Lawless,

“Bless him!” said Frank. “I—I heped
—but it secemed such a slim chance! Ob,
you chaps, it’s a treat to see you, and
no mistake!" :

“Same here, Franky!” said Bob.

Frank Richards looked hastily out of
the eabin. :

The forest lay silent and deserted round
the clearing. |
“They’re not back yet!” he breathed,
“When they come——"

“I don’t know who ‘they' are,” said
Beauclerc. “But hadn’t we better clear
before they come?”

“No; there’'s another chap in thia fix,”
said Frank. “A French-Canadian named
Clement. We can’t leave him to he

. murdered.”

Bob Lawless wuistled.

8o bad as that, Frank ?”

Frank Richards shivered,

“You've saved my life,” he said..
“We've got to save his. You remember
that villdin Smith, who came to the scheol
to ask for somebody who could speak
French to interpret for him. He told
Miss Meadows it was a French traveller
injured on the road. That was a lie.”

“I guessed it1” muttered Beauclere.
“There are two of the rotters,” sald

Frank hurriedly, “They had a Frenchs
Canadian miner here—a chap who couldn"
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speak English. They made me translate
for them. They wanted to rob him. As
they didn't understand French, I asked
hifr other things, besides what they told
:b‘qe to ask him, and found out all zbout

im.”

“That was cute,” said Bob,

“He was at the Cascade mines, and had
a claim there,” explained Frank. “He
got news that his father was ill in the
East; and sold his claim and started
home with the money on him, Those two
villaing followed him from the mines, and
laid for him in the forest. He got away
wounded, and hid the bag of dollars in the
timber somewhere, and when they ran him
down and captured him, they did not
know where to look for the money. BSo
they wanted an interpreter to get the in-
formation out of him,”

“1 see,”

“They would have tortured
make him speak,” said Frank, with a
shudder. “But we worked it bhetween
us—speaking in French—that he should
pretend to be willing to guide them to
where the money was hidden, to gain
time, 1t had to be left till morning.
Soon after dawn they started, taking
Clement with them., That was hours
ago. When--when 1  heard you, I
thought perhaps it was those villains
coming back. That would have been the
finish.”

Boh knitted his brows.

“Then the Frenchy isn't golng to let
them hag the dollars?” he asked.

“No, he’s fooling them.”

“When they find that ont—-"

“I don't think they will hurt him {ill
they've got their hands on the money,”
said Frank.
I might be wanted again, so they kept
me a prisoner here. 1f they find the
dollare, I believe they will shoot him

him . to

dead, to save thelr dirty skins:; but if |

they don’t find them, they’ll bring him
back here to torture him.”

“My hat!” said Beauclere, with a decp
hreath.

“They're a palr of rustiers, the scum
ol the mines,” said Frank. “They will
tortir him, &% they threibened, and
koop me to trauslate  what ho  says,
That'sn the mgoame. Buat if they find me
gone when they get back, 1 don't know
what they'll do.
sale to stay here, and they will have
to run for it, and Clement—--"

“They couldn’'t take a prisoner with |

them, if they vamoose out of the sec-
tion,” said Bob.
would stay here, with a bullet in him,
it that’s the sort of galoots they are.”
“That’s what I think,” sald Frank.

“This is where we take a hand in the |

game, then,” said Bob quietly. “It’s up
to us, you fellows. You’re gamc?”

“Yes,” said Beauclere.

“You het!” exclaimed Frank. “1'm
glad you've got a rifle, Bob. Mind, those
rotters will shoot.”

n“So shall I,” answered Bob laconic-
ally.
“It will be a fight,” said Vere Beau-
clere coolly. “We'd better get hold of
something, Frank.”

Frank Richards nodded.

In a few minutes the two had cut
themselves eudgéls from the woad.

It was the best they could do, and
then, with beating hearts. but cool
heads, the chums of Cedar Creck waited
for the return of the rustlers.

———— e

The 4th Chapter.
For Life or Death'!

Bob Lawless elosed the door of the log
eabin, and jammed the wedge into place
again.

“Y guess we'd better let those galoots
think it’s all as they left it,” he said.
“They won’t know anybody's heen here
till they see us—and my rifte is the flrst
thing theyHl see of us.”

“Good ! said Frank Richards.

The three chums, keeping thelr cyes
on the woods about them, moved away
from the cabin, to a clump of trees
within a dozen yards of the door.

Taking eover in the underwoods, they
waited, out of sight, and watching the
eabin.

Bob Lawless held the rifie in readiness.

I'he schoolboys had desperadoes to deal
with, and life itself depended on Bob's

- gquickness with his weapon.

The leg cabin prescnted the same
aspeet as when the two rascals had left
It at sunrise.

They would not discover that any
change  had taken place during their
absence, until they were close at hand,
and had opened the cabin door.

By that time they would be under
Bob’s rifle-muzzle.

Fhe trio waited anxiously.

Not one of them thought of seeking
safecty and abandoning the PFrench-
Canadian miner to his fate; but they
were grave and quiet, fully realising the
terrible peril they were facing.

They hardly spoke as they walted.

An hour had passed, when a rustling
in the wood came faintly to their ears.

Bob gave his comrades a glance.

“X¥ guess they’re on hand,” he whis-
pered.

He lifted the rifle, and the muzzle
locked out ifrom the {foliage, directed
towards the cabin, the hutt resting

firmly at his shoulder.
His hand did not tremble.
Frapk Richards drew a deep breath,

“Smith told Boeus Bill that |

They'll know it's not §

“I reckon Clement §
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(Continued from the previous page. )

and his hand tightened n its grip upon
his cudgel.

The moment was at hand now.

Jrom the wood, at a little distance,
three forms emerged into sight.

Bob Lawless and Beaueclerc recogniscd
one of them, “Mr. Smith,” who had come
to the lumber school the day hefore
with his lying tale in quest of an
interpreter.

They could guess who the other two
were—Boeus  Bill and  the  French-
Canadian.

“That's the crowd?” whispered Boh.

nl'es-u

“I guess I've gat a bead on them.”

The French-Canadian was walking
betwen the two rustlers.

He tottered a little as he walked, and
his face was deadly pale.

His pallor, and the blood-stained
bandage about his head, gave him a
ghastly look.

Bob’s eyes glinted as he looked at him.

Bocus Bill was helping, or, rather,
dragging, the miner along by one arm.

The rufian was evidently in a gavage
mood, and Smith was scowling furiously.

The search for the hidden bag of
dollars had been unsuccessful; probably
the two rufflans realised that Clement
had been leading them only on a wild-
goose chase,

“Come on, you eriltter, goldarn you!”

gragged at the wedge under the ecabm
00T.

“Yon know what that's for, whether
you speak English or not, you coyote!”
hissed the adventurer, as he threw down
the brushwood beside the bound man,

“Yous ne savez jamais,” said the
French-Canadian faintly.

“0Oh, stow your lingo!
out, Bill.”

Bacus Bill strode iuto the log eahin,
and disappeared from view.

Next moment, he came striding out of
the Jittle doorway.

A revolver glittered in his hand now,
and his savage cyes swept round the
clearing.

“Boss, he’s vamoosed ! he exclaimed.

Smith turned back, his armsg full of
brushwood. :

“What?” he shouted,

“The kid’s gone!”

“Impossible! The door was fastened!”
yelled Smith,

“He's lit out, I tell you!
been here!”

The ruffian was glaring round as he
spoke, his revolver raised, evidently ready
to shoot at :ight.

Bob Lawless hesitated no longer.

Crack !

From the clomp of trecs ecame the
sharp, ringing report, and it was followed
by a fearful yell from Bocus Bill.

The sudden bullet tore through
brawny shoulder, and the ruflian
reeling back into the log cahin,
crashed upon the floor.

Had the rancher’s son chosen to aim at
his heart it would have heen a dead man
that rolled on the floor of the cahin,

But e¢ven at that terrible moment Bob
had spared him,

Bring the boy

Somebody’s

his
went,
and

T
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“The heavy hillet of wood crashed into Smith's face, and he rolled over, his revolver exploding harmleeely

growled Bocus Bill, as Clement tottered
over a trailing root and almost fell

He dragged savagely at the prisoner,
and Clement uttered a faint ery. |

“] guess you'll have suthin’ to yaup
abhout soon,” muttcred the ruffian, with
another savage drag at the helpless man,

The French-Canadian did not under- |

stand the words, but their tone left no
mistake as to the ruffian’s meaning.
He tottered on towards the eabin, and

Bocus Bill flung him roughly into the i

grass near the door.

Smith stood lecking down upon him,
with bitter rage and malice.

“You've had your chance, my buck,”
he said. “I guess youw'll be sorry you've
wasted our time. 5 get
chance. I'll make you write it down,
with the fire burning your feet, and I
guess youw'll tell the frozem truth mnext
time.”

“Stow the chinwag, boss!” grumted
Bocus Bill. “The galoot don’t under-
stand.”

“T'H make him understand soon!” said
Smith savagely.
interpret, while 1 build the fire.”

“ f.’»p.“

The words came clearly to tlic cars of
the hidden schoolboys.

They left no doubt as to the savage
intentions of the rustlers.

The threat was not an idle one.

The French-Canadian miner was to be

put to the torture till he told the
rustlers what they wanted to know.

Smith began to gather a heap of
brushwood in a little pile close to

where the prisoncr lay, while Bocus Bill

i
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You dan’t get another |

“Get the boy. oud to |
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 ing,

Bob Lawless coolly, as he put in a fresh-
cartridge.

“Come on!” muitercd Frank.

The three schoolboys ran out, of cover
swiftly towards the cabin.

“ Amis—mes amig!” cried the French-
Canadian joyfully.

Smith raiged himself on his £lhow.

His leg had been broken hy Bob Law-
less’ hullet, and he was unable to rise;
but. he supported himself on one elbow,
and in the other hand he gripped his sgix-
shooter, his eyes blazing over it.

“Drop that!*» shouted Bob
thrusting forward his rifle.

Whiz!

Frank Richarde hurled his cudgel even
as Bob spoke. ?

The heavy billet of wood ecrashed into
Smith's face, and he rolled over, hig
revolver exploding harmlessly as he fell,

“Look out for the other!®” exclaimed
Beauclerc.

Boeus Bill was stilt groaning just inside
the log cahin.

Bobh Lawless led the way, and his rifie
covered the wounded ruffian. Bocus Bill
half raised his revolver, but lowered it
gggain as the rifte-barrel bore full upon

ni.

Lawless,

“Let up!” he panted. “Let up! I
guess X pass !?
“You'd better!” said Bob Lawless

grimly. “Take away his shooter, Frank !
I'll give bim one to get on with if he tries
to use it!»

But Bocus Rill did not try to use the
revolver. -

He was almost fainting from loss of
blood, and the rifie-muzzle within a yard
of his face was too much for him.

P,

///
as he fell.

From the cabin came wild, savage yell-
as the ruftian lay on the foor,
drenched in his own bloed, and helpless
from his wound,

“Thunder ! ]

Smith spun round, his eyes seeking the
smoke of the vifle, to find whenge came
that sudden shot,

His revolver was raised, ready to shoot.

Over the glittering barrel his eyes were
glaring.

The white curl of smoke from the clump
of trees caught his eyes at once, and he

| fired shot after shot without a pause:

Crack, crack, crack!

The bullets tore through leaves and
branches.

But the three schoolboys were in eover
‘behind the trunks, and Bob Lawless was
hurriedly but deftly jamming a fresh cart-
ridge in the rifie,

Crack, crack!

The rustler was still firing.

Bob peered eautionsly round the truuk
through the foliage that screened the
three from sight.

His rifle was raised again.

FYive shots had cracked out almost in
as many seconds, and but for the cover of
the thick tree-trunks the schoolboys would
have been riddled. .

The rustler was reserving his last shot,
and springing for cover himself,

But he was too late,

Even as he sprang towards the nearest
tree Bob’s rifle rang out sharply, and his
right leg curled under him, and he went
with a crash te the ground.

He stirred, and lay groaning.

“ | guess he's got that in the leg,” said

Frank Richards took away hils revolver
and the knife from his belt.

Bocus-Bill groaned deeply. ;

“1 guess I'm a gome cooni® he said
hoarsely. “Winged—winged by a gol-
darned schoolboy! Oh, great gophers!”

“ Winged—and a good shot, teo!” said
Bob Lawless. “But you're mot done for
yet, my buck! You'll live to serve your
sentence ; but you’ll be lucky if yow’re ever
ahle to use your right arm again!*

The rufiian groaned.

“A moi! A moi!” the French-Canadian
was calling.

The three schoolboys burried out to
him.

Smith, wounded as he was, was trying
to creep away into the forest; but he was
very quickly stopped.

Beauclere opened hig knife and cut the
Frenchman loose. Smith’s hands were
tled with the same cord.

He lay in the grass, white with pain
and loss of blood, and his eyes glittering
at Frank Richards & Co. like a reptile’s,

«] guess thig is our win!”? grinned Bob
Lawlese,

Frank Richards helped the —French-
Canadian to his feet as soon as he was
freed from the rope.

« AN serene!” he said, smiling. * Voici
mes anris, Monsieur Clement, Maintenang
vous etes libre.?

« Je vous remercie, mon enfant,” said
the French-Canadian quietly, “Mon Dieu!
Bons enfants, tout trois!”

Bob Lawless grinned,

“1 guess I savvy that much French,”? he

of the most hon—s that right, ¥Franky 7—
I mean, three of the best !»

“Ha, ha, ha!»

“The chap don’t seem fit to travel,”
remarked Bob. “I guess you'd hetter look
after him here while I fetch somebody
from the ranch. 1 reekon I shall find the
popper and Billy Cook hunting for the
trail, See that those two galoots don’
get away, Franky. I'll leave you the
rifle, and if they give the least trouble,
make 'em fit for the coyotes’ supper,®

“You het !” answered Frank.

: A_]lld Bob Lawless started on the home
rail,

Jules Clement sat in the grase, his back
resting against a tree, his white face very
bright, in the sunlight. g i

He had passed through the valley of the
shadow of death, and in his relief and joy
he scarcely felt exhaustion and pain,

Frank Richards searched the log ecabin,
and found food for the Canadian, which
he ate ravenously,

And then Frank gave hiz attention to
the two wounded rustlers.

“1 suppose we ought to do something
for them, Beau,” he said.

Beauclere nodded.

“1 think s0,” he answered,

And the schoolboys bound up the
wounds as well as they could of the two
rascals, receiving in return curses and
savage scowling, which did not trouble
them, however.

It was an hour later that Bob Lawless
returned.

He did not come alone, Mr. Lawless

.and Billy Cook and a couple of the raneh

cattlemen were with him. :

“Bafe, Frank ¢” exclaimed Mr. Lawless,

_“Yes, uncle; thanks to Bob!® answered
Frank Richards. “If we hadn’t followed
the trail, though-——*

“When I found he was gone I promised
him the biggest trail-roping of his life!»
growled the rancher, “ But, as it’s turned
out, 1'm glad he tried it.”

He turned to the French-Canadian, and
spoke to him in his own tongue. Then he
gave directions to his men. :

“Get those two rustlers dewn to Thomp-
s0n, and hand them over to the sheriff,
Better stick them on their horses and
lead them. You boys can come with me.
We're going to help Mr. Clement get back
his dollars.”

“Good !” said Boh,

And while 8mith and Bocus Bill were
taken away by the cattlemen, the rancher
and the schoolboys started with the
French-Canadian through the forest.

Clement was smiling and joyful now. In
company with the rustlers he had failed
to find the hiding-place of the bag of
money ; but he did not fail now,

Within an hour they stopped at a hollow
tree in the heart of the timber, and
Clement {urned to %r Lkt

TIOLY WO Wl TVOOTOR VO ?

“Yon bet ! anawered Frank.

He squeezed himselt Into the hollow
trunk and groped for the bag. In a couple
of minutes it was handed out to the
miner,

“Good !” said Mr. Lawless. ¢ Mainten.
ant, monsieur, vous allez chez moi.”

“Merci, monsieur!” answered Clemgn?
gratefully,

And the miner from Cascade was taken
to the Lawless vanch for the attention he
50 badly needed.

Bob Lawless rubbed his eyes when he
rose fromi the dinner-table,

“ We didn't get much sleep last night,”
he remarked., ©I feel slecpy! Hallo,
popper! What is it 99

The rancher pointed to the clock.

“Hehool 1? he answered,

“0Oh, Jernsalem!” said Bob Lawless,
“ Blessed if I hadn't forgotten school. 1
84y, popper, we shall be a hit late for
afternoon lessons.”

“Better late than never!”
Mr., Lawless cheerfully.

And Frank Richards & Co. rode away 10
Cedar Creek School, and the rest of the
alfternoun was spent in Miss Meadows’
class,

answered

THE END.

NEXT MONDAY,

“IN A BORROWED NAME!"

By MARTIN CLIFFORD,
DON'T MISS IT!

CADET NOTES.

Ope of the rmost striking results of
the war has been the growth and ex-
pansion of the Cadet Movement. It is
estimated that since the war broke out
the numbers of members of various forms

of Cadett Corps has nearly doubled.
Before the war not more than abaut
60,000 boys belonged to Cadet Corps

altogether, and it is now stated that the
present strength of the Movemént is
about 120,000, This is very good so far
as it goes, but there is still plenty of
room for further expansgion. Out of the
million and a half lads in the country of
suitable age for the Cadet Movement ab
least half a million ought to be enrolled
in the corps. i

Every hoy between 14 and 18 years of
age ought to belong to some recognised
Cadet Corps. In such times as these it
is necessary that all should prepare for
the possibitities of the future. Nor need
it be supposed that the membership of
the Mavement involves nothing more than
{iresome and monotonous exercise in mili-
tary drill, etc. The Movement provides
all kinds of other rclaxation, and this side
of its work will he enormously extended
in the near future. All our readers should
join the Cadet Force, and any desiring to
do so should apply to the Central Assgcig-
tion of Volunteer Regiments, Judges’
Quadrangle, Royal Courts of Justice,
Strand, London, W.C. 2, who will send
them full particulars of the nearest ¢orps
ete.

gaid, “Right-ho, old scout! We're three



