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The 1st Chapter.

Old Acquaintances,

*By gad!”

“What a crowd!”

“ Awf'ly dusty lot ! @

Those remarks fell upon the ears of
the Rookwood caravanners as they
jogged cheegily along in the drowsy
warmth of the summer afternoon.

Jimmy Silver was leading the horse,
and Lovell, Raby, and Newcome were
sauntering along, while Tubby Muffin
sat on the van.

The chums of Rookwood were fol-
lowing a deep lane between high
hedges, and thoro was chally dust in
the lane in plenteous quantities.

(‘ertainly Jimmy Silver & Co. were
rather dusty.

The caravanners had been on the
road since early morning, and a fas-
tidious regard for appearances is not
consistent with caravanning.

They were red, and they were
dusty. )
Lovell, indeed, had thrown his

jacket on the van, and was walking in
his shirt-sleeves.

Jimmy Silver had a panama on the
back of his head, and a red spot of
sunburn on the tip of his nose.

Perhaps the Fistical Four did look
rather a dusty crowd.

Upon a stile by the roadside three
extremely = elegant-looking  youths
were seated in a row, and they made
remarks as the caravanners came
along. :

The three elegant youths did not
look dusty; in fact, they looked spot-
without speck or stain, from
their straw hats to their white shoes.

Also, they had cigarettes in their
mouths,

They made their remarks all at
onee, so that their opinions fell in a
sort of chorus upon the caravanners,
who looked round wrathfully.

less,

“Smythe!”  exclaimed  Jimmy
Silver.

“Hallo, Rookwood chaps!” said
Lovell.

The caravanners had felt hostile for
a moment, but now they nodded
cheerfully to the three youths on the
stile.

For the three were Smythe,
Howard, and Tracy, of the Shell at
Rookwood School.

At Rookwood Jimmy Silver & Co.
were far from chummy with Adolphus
Smythe and his merry set.

But, having suddenly and unex-
pectedly fallen upon Adolphus & Co.
on holiday, they were prepared to let
bygones be bygones,

Jimmy Silver pulled Robinson
Crusce, the horse, to a halt.

“Hallo, Smythey !” he said.

“ Fancy meceting you !” said Raby.

Adolphus Smythe extracted an eye-
glass from the pocket of his” fancy
waistcoat, jammed it in his eye, and
surveyed the caravanners with a lofty
glance.

At school or on vacation, Adolphus
was evidently the same Adolphus; in
fact, his loftiness' seemed more pro-
nounced than ever.
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NEW LONG COMPLETE TALE OFf
ROOKWOOD SCHOOL.E
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“By gad!” he repeated. ¢ That
you, Jimmy Silver ?”
“Little me, old birdy !"” answered
Jimmy,
*“What.are you sellin’ 27
“Selling ! exclaimed Jimmy.
“Yaas. DBrooms an’ brushes an’
things 7"’ asked Smythe.
Howard and "T'racy chortled.
“We're | caravanning,” answered
Jimmy Silver.

“Oh, dov’t be a funny ass!” an-
| swared Jimmy,  Sorry youw've had
such a bad accident, Smythey !”
Smythe of the Shell stared.
“Eh? I haven't had an accident,”

he answered, *“What do  you
mean ?"”’
“Oh, I thought somebody had

trodden on your face!” said Jimmy,
cheerfully. “My mistake. Appear-
ances are deceptive, I suppose.””

“You dashed cheeky fag!” roared
Smythe, in great wrath.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“ By gad, you look a precious crowd
for Rookwood fellows !” said Howard
disdainfully.  “ When did you wash
last 77

** No room in your caravan for soap,
I suppose ?”’ remarked Tracy.

“Don’t let people know you belong
to Rookwood, Silver!"” implored
Adolphus Smythe. *Think ef the
giddy reputation of the school, you
know.”

The Fistical Four glared at the nuts
of the Shell.

The contrast between the trio of
natty nuts and the dusty caravanners
was certainly striking, and evidently
made Smythe & Co. very pleased with
themselves, and a little more insolent
and supereilious than usual.

“T’'ve got a lot of friends in this
locality,” continued Smythe. *‘If
they saw you an’ knew you belonged
to my school. I should never recover
from it—I shouldn’t, really. Think
of my feelings, Silver!”

“I'm sure Silver’ll be obligin’, an’
get out of the neighbourhood as soon
as possible,” remarked Tracy.

“Begad, a bobby ought to move
'em on!” said Howard. “1I must say
thoy"loolc a lot of suspicious charac-
ters.

“Yaas, begad!” said
“T rather think the farmers’ll be
missin’ their chickens with that crowd
around !”’

“I heard that some turnips had
been stolen yesterday,” observed
Tracy, in a reflective sort of way.

“Move on, gipsies!” grinned
Howard. ‘No brooms or saucepans
wanted to-day, thanks!”

And the three nuts, delighted with
their own humour, chortled in chorus.

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not smile,
however. Perhaps they were lacking
in appreciation of such delicate
humour.

“You silly chumps!” said Jimmy

Silver, in measured tones. * You'd

“Yaas, I can sce that,” assented
Adolphus. “ Are you doin’ it for
pleasure, or sellin® things on the§
road ?”

; ) Adolphus, |
taking up the tale again, as it were.
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be doing much better caravanning
than sitting on a stile smoking, like
three silly owls. Have you anything
more to say before we bump you

DR

over !

“Here, none of your fag larks!”
exclaimed Smythe, in alarm.

The Fistical Four did not heed.

Jimmy Silver rushed towards the
stile, and his comrades followed him.

In a twinkling Smythe and Howard
and Tracy were collared, and they
went rolling off the stile into the
field.

Three bumps and three loud yells
followed.

“He, he, he!” came from Tubby
Muffin, who was looking ount of the
van.

“Oht .Owli Yargeh!”
Adolphus Smythe, in anguish.

He had nearly swallowed his cigar-
ette, and he found one end of it very
hot.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

The three nuts of Rookwood sat in
the grass on one side of the stile, gasp-
ing, while the Fistical Four stood 1n
the road on the other side and roared
with laughter.

The eclipse of Smyjhe & Co. had
been sudden and complete.

The shout of laughter was echoed
from the field.

A game of cricket was going on
there, and the cricketers had seen
Smythe & Co.’s sudden fall.

Adolphus Smythe spat out his
cigarette, and groped wildly for his
eyeglass.

“Ow! You rotters!
mumbled Adolphus.

“Have some more?”
Jimmy Silver.

“Yow-ow-ow !”

Apparently the nuts did not want
any more.

Neither apparently had they any
further disparaging remarks to make
to the dusty caravanners.

Jimmy Silver went back to the
horse,” and the caravan rumbled on,
the nuts of Rookwood being left to
sort themselves out—somewhat dusty
themselves now.

roared

Yoooop !”

inquired
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The 2nd Chapter.

Lost Ball!

Bang !

Smash !

“Holy smoke!” ejaculated Jimmy
Silver.

“8illy asses!” roared Arthur
Edward Lovell wrathfully.

The caravan window was in frag-
ments.

A cricket-ball, evidently hard hit,
had whizzed over the hedge, and
smashed the little window fairly in
the centre.

The ball drapped inside the van.

From within the van came a tink-
ling of crockery. The window was
not the only casualty.

The caravan halted again, A shout
was ringing from the cricket-field.

“Well hit, Sticker!”

“Lost ball 1"’

“Well, of all the howling idiots!"”
exclaimed Raby, ‘‘Look at that win-
dow !”

“1—I say, it might have biffed me,
you know !” spluttered Tubby Muffin
indignantly.

“That wouldn’t have mattered, ass !
Look at that window !”

Half o dozen faces looked over the
hedge into the deep lane.

“Give us our ball, please!”

“What
: ‘1‘1'\-\”011111 you mind giving us our
yall 2’ i

A sunburnt, cheery-looking fellow
asked that polite question.

He had a bat under his arm, and
was apparently the batsman who had
made that effective drive.

The Rookwood caravanners glared
at him.

“Do you sce what you've done?”
roared Lovell.

“Oh, crumbs!
busted 7’

“ Looks like it, doesn’t it 2" snorted
Newcome.

“Sorry! I never expected to get a
bullseye like that, I'm sure !”

“Buck wup with that ball, Dick
Sticker !” came a yell from behind
the hedge. "

“1 suppose it’s in your van,” said
Sticker. . “I say,.1'm. really sorry!
We’'ll pay for the damage if you
hike.”

Your window

NN
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“Will you mend the window
snapped Lovell.

“Well, T dare say I could,” said
Sticker.  ‘““My father could, anyway.
He's a glazier., If you like to hang
around till this evening I'll get my
father to mend it for you frec of
charge—honest.” ‘

Jimmy Silver smiled genially.

After all, accidents would happen,
and Master Sticker was sorry for the
damage done, anyway.

Besides, Jimmy had a fellow-feeling
for a cricketer.

“All serene!” he answered.
get your ball.”

He disappeared into the caravan,
and returned in a few moments with
the cricket-ball.

“Catch!” *

From a spirit of mischief he gave
Dick Sticker a very difficulé,catch.

Somewhat to his surprise,:Sticker
caught the ball quite easily, using
only one hand for the purpese.

“Thanks !” said Sticker.

“I say, that chap would be useful
in the field,” remarked Lovell, hLis
wrath quite evaporating at the sight
of that neat catch.

Sticker tossed the ball to someone
in the field, but he did not return to
the pitch.

He seemed really concerned about
the accident to the caravan.

** About your window ?”’ he began.

“Oh, never mind that,” said Jimmy
Silver cheerily. ‘“Can’t be helped.
Don’t keep away from your game.”

“That's all right; only practice,”
answered Sticker. ‘“Liook here, I
meant what I said. My father will
mend your window if you can stop for

i i |

it.” If vou’re going to camp in this
part——"

“We're looking for a camping-
ground,”  said Jimmy Silver. The

Rookwooders were feeling quite
friendly now. “ As you're a native
I dare say you can tell us of a gooti
place.” |

“Certainly 'I can. If you keep on
nearly to Deepden you’ll find a first-
rate place—a little meadow close by

‘the river,” said Sticker. *“You'll

(Continued on the next poge.)
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have to ask permission at the house—it's
a big place, Deepden Lodge—but 1've no
doubt they’ll let you camp there. If
you do, I'll bring my father along this
evening to mend your window.”

“Good man,; said  Jimmy
S The no end.”

h\??\ﬁl know the meadow—there’'s a
red gate,” said Sticker. “I’Il look for
you there as I come home.”

“Right you are!” .

Master Sticker went back to the cricket,
and the caravanners went on their way,
leaving a sprinkling of broken glass
where their caravan had rested.

“Pecent sort of kid,” remarked Lovell.
“1 suppose that's a village cricket team.
They've got one good man, anyway.”

Jimmy Silver looked reflective.

“I'll tell you what,” he said. “Caravan-
ning is topping sport, but a dash of
ericket would make a ripping change.
We might hang around here for a day,
and fix up seme ericket with those
fellows, if they're willing. If they've got
a matech on with anybody, they might
be glad of some jolly good reeruits.”

“(Good egg!” said Raby. “We'll have a
jaw about ecricket with that Tfellow
Sticker, if we see him again.”

“Hallo, there go the merry nuts!”
grinned Lovell.

In the distance, acreoss the fields,
Smythe & Co. coul&' be seen following a
footpath, taking a shert eut in the same
direction as the caravanmers. -

They were walking very quickly, doubt-
less anxious to get a brush down and
to restore the natty elegance of their
persons.

“Poor old Adolphus!” chuckled Jimmy.
“ Always looking for trouble, and finding
it. Perhaps he’ll have mnicer manuners
when we meet again.” ‘

The caravan rumbled on along the wind-
ing lane.

The red gate was sighted at last.

1t gave admittance to a green meadow,

Silver.

with a bunch of trees shading a little |

stream at, one end, which certainly looked
very enticing as a eamping-ground.

“That’s the place,” said ' Newcome.
“What about going straight in?”

Jimmy shook his head.

“Better get permission first,” he an-
swered. “The owner may be a stickler
for pomps and ceremonies, you know.
You two fellows look after the van, and
Lovell can como with wme, IPut your
et on, ol soant .

“Right-ho !”

And leaving the caravan halted by the
gate, with Raby and Neweome and Tubby
Muffin in charge, Jimmy Silver and Lovell
proceeded to look for Deepden Lodge.

The 3rd Chapter.
Not a Polite Reception.

“Here's the show,” remarked Jimmy
Silver,

Deepden Lodge was rather an imposing |

place.

There was a big drive, an extensive
lawn, and a pile of buildings and out-
houses, and on the lawn the Rookwood
juniors caught sight of some straw hats,
between the.trees.

“Better ring the lodge-hell, T suppose,”
remarked Jimmy Silver, and he rang it.

The lodgekeeper came out.

He was a fat and overfed-looking man,

and he blinked sleepily at the tweo
juniors, without oftering to open the
gate.

Instead of that, he raised a podgy
forefinger and pointed down the road.

Jimmy Silver glanced in the direction
pointed out, rather puzzled:; but there
was nothing to be seen save the dusty
road and hedges.

“Move on!” said the man,
explanation.

“What'?" ;

“Move on! No tramps wanted ‘ere!”

Jimmy Silver crimsoned. J

Dusty the caravanners certainly were,
but equally certainly no one ecould
possibly have mistaken them for tramps.

This was evidently an exhibition of the
insolence of an overfed flunkey, and
augured ill for the ecaravanners’ recep-
tion in the house.

in further

Like master, like man, was a proverh |

very likely to be exemplified in this
case. y

“We've called to see the master of the
house,” said Jimmy Silver quietly. “Open
the gate, my man."”

The man stared at him, hut he obeyed.

The two Rookwooders entered.

“Js your master at home?” asked
Jimmy, without wasting any politeness
on the man.

“The eolonel is at ‘ome!”

“Thank you.”

The two juniors progressed up the
drive, the lodgekeeper staring after them,
apparently not quite knowing what to
make of them. ;

“The colonel!” murmured Lovell.
“Bound to be pretty decent if he's a
colonel, Jimmy. I wonder a soldier man
keeps that fat bounder at lis gates,
though.” B

“Well, " we're " poing to~ interview the
colonel, anyhow,” said Jimmy.
don’t let us camp in his field, he can't
eaty ns” p ,

“My only hat!” ejaculated Lovell sud-
denly.

¢ Eh?"

Every

THE CARAVAN

(Continued from the previ

- again,

b wood,

| said Mr: Smythe.
i ness here—"

' Adolphus.
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“If- he |
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“Smythe ! said Lovell,
“Great pip!”

As they came past the lawn the two ;

juniors came in view of the straw hats
and ‘their wearers.
They were not pleased to recognise
Smythe, Howard, and Tracy, lolling more
or less gracefully in garden-chairs on the
tawn, .

Smythe & Co.
clegance sinee, the

had

encounter with the

[ caravanners that afternoon.

They looked as nobby and natty as
ever.
Several other fellows were with them,

| two of them being Townsend and Top-

ham of the Classical Fourth at
Wi and the others fellows
Jimmy Silver did not know.

A fat man, with a bald head and a
purple  complexion, and gold-rimmed
glasses perehed on a podgy little nose,
was'seated in a hig chair, and he blinked
at the twe dusty juniors on the drive.

Smythe & Co. stared at them.

Jimmy Silver and Lovell halted.

They guessed that the purple-faced man
was  the  eolonel, though there was
nothing at all military in his appear-
ance.

By sheer chance, or, rather, sheer ill-
luck, the caravanners had dropped into
the home of Adolphus Smythe of Rook-
wood.
~ Smythe's father, as Jimmy knew, was,
in point of fact, a “rich City gent,” who
lived in the country, and affected the
manners and customs of a country gen-
tleman.

Evidently he was one of the wealthy
“gents " who had picked up a military
title somehow or other during the war.

“By gad!” ejaculated Adolphus Smythe.
“That lot again!”

Rook-
whom

“Cheek, to come here!” gaid Tracy, in |

wonder. “By Jove, you know, this is
pilin’ it on too thick!”

“Who are they?” asked Townsend,
affecting not to recognise the cara-
Vanners.

“1've seen 'em somewhere before,” said
Topham, reflectively.

The purple gentleman sat up in his
chair.

His red and podgy face wore a frown as
be looked at the dusty pair on the drive.

“Adolphus!” he rapped out.

* Yaas, dad?”

“Who are these—these youag persons?”
asked “Colonel ” Smythe irritably. * Do
you know them?”

"Yaas, F—-"

“I presume that they beleng to the—
ah—village team you are—ah—playin’
at  cricket,” said the fat gentleman.
" Really, Adolphus, you ghould have more

conbeegironmapection  than to ask  then

heah!”

This exceeding civil speech was quite
audible to the happy visitors.

“l1 didn't  ask them, dad,”
Adolphus warmly. “But they’'re not the
village chaps.
cheek to come here.
allow them to take libertiés.” .

“Then who are they, Adolphus?”

“Rookwood fellows,” said Adelphus
reluctantly. “They're. the gang that

bumped us off the stile this afternoon. |

1 told you, dad.”. e

" “Good gad! said™Mr. Smythe.

Jimmy  Silver and Arthur Edward
Lovell were quite crimson, and they were

' not feeling happy.

The colonel raised a podgy finger, and
beekoned to them to approach.

They came aecross the lawn.

“What are you—ah—doin® heah?” de-

- manded Mr. Smythe.

Jimmy suppressed his feelings.

“We eame in to sce the master of the
house,” he said.

“I am the—ah!—master of the house,”
“If you have any busi-

at all, dad,” interjected

“I never asked them to call.

It's sheer cheek, and nothin’ else!” '
“We are caravanning, sir,” explained

“None

Jimmy Silver quietly, though his cheeks
' were burning. ;
- mission to camp in the meadow. up the

“We called to ask per-

road, which we were told belongs to
gad!” said Mr. Smythe.
we undertake to do
damage in the field,” added Jimmy
Silver. “There are five of us, one
caravan, and one horse.”
“Well, of all the cheek!” said Adol-
phus.

“Good
“0Of  course,

Jimmy Silver did not care to add that |

the caravanners: were willing to pay for
the use of the meadow.

A-few shillings could not be an object |

to Mr. Smythe, who counted his cash by
the thousand pounds.

“If you will kindly permit us to camp
in the field, sir——"
“Bless my soul!
(col.l !l! ¢

“T consider it—ah—impertinence to
make such a request!” said Mr. Smythe.
“1- shall certainly not allow anythin’ of

the sort!”

“Very: welt!"” said Jimmy.

Certainly not!”

“Better tell Plummer to see them off |

the premises, -dad,” said Smythe.

“Did you say that these—ah—young
persons belong-to-your sehool. Adolphus?”

“Yaas. ANl rorts at Reokwood,” ex-
plained.. Adolphus. : . BRI EL e

“Good gad! 1 am surprised! I am
certainly—ah-—surprised !” e

Lovell was turning away with. Fimmy
Silver, but, he turned.-back at that. ...

He had been suppressing his wrath
with difficulty, and now it refused to.be
suppressed any:longer.: - .0 . e

“Nothing to be surprised about, Mr.

restored their |

said }

They wouldn’t have the |
I'm not likely to |

no |
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Smythe,” said Lovell distinctly. “There
are decent fellows at Rookwood, as well
as rank outsiders like Smythe!”

“*Wha-at?”

“Come on, Lovell!” murmured Jimmy.
L “Besides, we'll pay you for the field,”
‘- went on Lovell unheeding. *“Five bob if
you like.” ‘

“@Good gad!”

“Get out, you cheeky cad!” shouted
Adolphus, jumping up.

“Kick ’em out!” said Tracy.

“Plummer!” roared Mr. Smythe,

A plump man in livery approached.

Mr. Smythe pointed a fat forefinger at
the caravdnners..
| “Se¢ those persons off the premiscs,
Plummer!”

“Yessir.” /

“Oh, we're going!” zaid Lovell disdain-
fully. “Don't burst your crop, colonel!”

“Wha-a-at?”

“By the way, what are you colonel
of 2" pursued Lovell deliberately. *“The
Bandy Battalion of the Slocum’s Pond
Ganders—what ?”

Mr. Smythe’s purple complexion inten-
sified, until he seemed on the verge of a
severe attack of apoplexy.

Some of Smythe's nutty
grinned at Loyvell's question.

“Turn them out, Plummer!” gasped
Mr. Smythe. “Turn. them out! Kick
them out! Good gad! Throw them out!”

comrades

“Now then, out you go!” said
Plummer, hustling the caravanners
officiously.

exasperated frame of mind, which was
very natural in the circumstances, and
t.he{ were not safe to hustle just then.

They collared the plump Plummer, and
sat him down on the lawn with a crash
that completely winded him.

“Yoooop!” spluttered the unhappy

Plummer.

“Turn them oul!™ shrieked DMr.
Smythe.

*Grooogh !”

“Do you hear me, Plummer? Get up!
Turn them out!™”

“Gerrooogh !

“Perhaps you'd like to try your hand,
Adolphus?” asked Lovell.
ket - outy, . . you ' rattewl”
"Adolphus, s

“Come on, Lovell, for goodness’ sake,”
said Jimmy Silver, and he fairly dragged
his warlike chum away.

A mocking cackle of laughter from
Smythe & Co. followed them.

Adolphus Smythe {elt that he had cer-
tainly scored this time, and Jimmy Silver
and Lovell felt that it was so, as they
tramped back with burniag ears to the
spot, where they had left the caravan.

gasped

The 4th Chapter.
A Friend in Need.

“All serene?” asked Raby.

“Not quite,” answared Jimmy Silver
grimly.

“Not got permission to ecamp?”
quired Newcome.

in-

“ Anything hap[‘wu(ul?'_‘ added Rahy,
with a curious look at his chums.

said Jimmy Silver.
young Smythe
" Smythical !”
Jimmy coined that new word on the
spot, to explain the situation, but it con-
| veyed his meaning.
“Rotten luck!” =aidl Raby. “Never
. mind, we can camp somewhere else, We
don’t want to ask favours of a worm like
| Smythe.”
' Lovell sparred into the air.
| “Let that worm wait till we get back
| “T'll make him

“And old Smythe and
were — were — well,

' to Rookwood!” he said.
sit up for his cheek!

like dashed tramps! That purse-proud
old fool doesn’t know a decent chap
' when he sees one; but .Smythe knows

| hetter. I'll warm him at Rookwood next
| term.” A

| “Never mind; keep smiling!” said
" Jimmy. *“The question is, Where are we
going to camp? Hallo, here's that
chap!”

Dick Sticker was coming along the
road, with a ruddy face, and a bat under
his arm. Vit )

He stopped as he .came up fo the
caravan.

“Camping?” he askad., i

“No; can't get leave to use the
meadow,” said Jimmy: Silver. “Perhaps
. you ean tell us of another place?” .

“Well, there’s th: common,” said
- Sticker. “Anybody can camp on Deepden
| Common, of course. 1t's a hit farther
' on. I'll .show you, if you like. You’ll

hut there’s a pend for your horse.”
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Jimmy Silver and Lovell were in an

oAb taenn ont Lo be Bmybhes place,’

They treated wus |

have to fetch water rather a long way,

L

on, old hoss!”

Robinson Crusoe was set in motion
again, and the caravan rumbled on, Diek
Sticker walking wieh the

- fellows.
They chatted very agreeably on the
. way. The Rookwooders had taken rather
a fancy to Master Sticker. ‘

They found him keen on cricket, which

was a subject they naturally had in

' captain of the Deepden village clul.

- “"You chaps play cricket, of course?”
- said Slicker. '
“Well, a little!” smiled Jimmy Silver.
- “We're rather keen on ericket at Rook-
wood !

i ]}{rookwood! The school?” asked Dick.

fi¥iga,” ‘

“I've heard of Rookwood School,” ex-
plained Sticker, “Young Mr,
helongs to it.
then?»

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“I should have thought. they'd let you
use the  meadow, in that case,” said
Sticker, in surprise.

“We're not on good terms with Smythe
at Rookwood,” explained Jimmy Silver.
“In fact, quite the reverse.”

“Oh, 1 see! I'm sorry I sent you to
his place, then, Of course, 1 didn’t know,
I—1 shouldn’t have thought——”

Sticker paused and coloured,

“ What wouldn't you have thought 2”

“Well, 1 naturally supposed that Rook-
wood fellows were like Smythe,” said
Sticker. “I1 shouldn’t have expected them
to Le civil to a ¢hap like me—a work:
man’'s som.” ; :

Jimmy Silver frowned.

“Smythe isn’t a fair specimen of Rook-
wood,” he said. “There are silly snobs
like Smythe everywhere, as well as at
Rookwood. Smythe is more or less of a
butt at Rookwood—simply o silly ass!?

“ Yet he's captain of the junior eleven,”
| said Sticker.

“ Nothing of the kind!”

“I understood By

“The cheeky ass!” exclaimed Lovell in-
dignantly. “He was captain of the junior
eleven once, and was turned out because
he couldn’t .play the game. Jimmy
Silver's junior captain of Rookwood.”

““l..ittl'e me !” explained Jimmy, with a
smile,

“Oh!” gaid  Sticker, with visibly in-
creased respect. “I1  understood from
- Smythe—he didn't exactly say so, but that
L was what he made me think, Of course,
I don’t see much of Sm{th(-.“ He langhed,
“Smythe wouldn't touch me with a barge-
pole, personally. But he's fixed up- a
b mateh  with my eclubh because there's
- nothing else doing, 1 suppose, and he wants
L to entertain his friends.”

“0h, you're playing that erowd, then?”
said Jimmy, with interest, remembering a
remark of Colonel Smythe’s. e

“Yes, to-morrow, 1 didn’'t care for it
- specially,” said Sticker. * But, maturally,
' we liked the idea of playing a public school
team. We don't get a chance often, you
may he sure. We don't expect to win,
but I thought the mateh would be a good
Ll'.\pvrlt'lu'(' for up—first-clugs ericket,”

that lot!™ grunted Lovell. ¢They slack
at cricket, same as at everything else.”

“8Lil, they're bound to he in better form
than my erowd,” said Sticker. “ You see,
we all have to work. Every member of
my club works at helping the farmers, and
at this time of the year there’'s lots to
do. - We don't get much time for practice;
and, to be candid, we don't play much of
a game, We do our best, but. we haven't
much chance.”: : iy !

“1 suppose s0,” assented Jimmy:.

The captain of the Rookwood Fourth
t;p;]erstood even better than Dick Sticker
did. :

“You ought to heat Smythe's lot,
though,” remarked Newcome, A

Sticker shook his head.

(13 “'(‘

said. “But I've just lost some of my men.

on a farm fifteen miles from here, and
they couldn’t get over for the matech, you
see. They were the best of the bunch,
too. 1 really don’t know how I shall be
able to make up a full eleven at all to-
morrow. I shall have to put in some kids,
Here’s the place for you chaps.”

The common was reached.

The obliging Sticker guided the .cara-
vanners to a suitable spot, where Robinson
Crusoe was allowed to halt ence more.

It was certainly not se.favourable-a spot
for camping as the meadow belonging to
Mr. Smythe; but the earavanners: had
learned ‘not to be particular. ek B
"% This will be all right,” said Jimmy
Silver. “ We're much obliged.”

“Not a hit! I'll bring my father along
this evening to mend your window,”® said
Sticker. “Ta-ta!”

And Dick Sticker went on te the village,
leaving the caravanners to camp.

- The 5th Chapter.
Tubby Muffin Has an ldea.
Tubby Mufiin wore a thoughtful ex-
pression. _
The caravanners were sitting reund a

' | fire, fed with brushwood, over which the
o kettle was slung to boil.

Supper had heen disposed of—a really
tip-top stew, which all had helped to
cook, and which had been finished with
great gusto. S

Lovell had mixed the cocoa in the cups,
which was to wind up supper, and the
juniors stretehed themselves- comfortably
in the grass while they waited for the
kettle to boil -

“1 say, Jimmy——* began_Tubby
Muffin, after a silenece that had lasted
several minutes—quite a phenomenon for
Tubhy.

“Hallo!” yawned Jimmy Silver.

“Phat chap Sticker was very obliging,
wasn't he?” :

“Yes, He's a good sort,” said Jimmy.

“ Well, I think I know a way of making
it up to him,” announced Tubby. “I'm

going to do him a favour, Jimmy.”

“Good man!” said Jimmy Silver. “Get |

Rookwood |

common, and they learned that he was |

smythe |
You're hiz school-feilows, |

M Yo won't get Nost-eluws otleket from |

Six chaps have been called away to work |

>

' a. publie school,

L do. 13

“What are you going to do for him?®»
demanded Lovell, * Hide your face in the
bucket when he's avound ??

“Look here, you ass 2

“Well, that would be a favour fo any-
body. 1 don't sce gnything else you cam

“I'm going to play cricket for him,” said

| Muffin, with dignity.

The Fistical Four sat up as if moved by
the same spring, and ejaculated together:

“ \v h.at LH

“You heard what he said,” continued
Tubby. “He's got a very so-so team to
play those swanking cads to-morrow, and
1e's lost some of his men, too. They'ik

- walk all over his lot, and swank no end,.

Well, he's bound to be glad if a good
cricketer ‘offers His services.”

“ A goodeficketer!” repeated Newcome,

“Me!” explained Tubby,

“ Ha, ba, ha!” ‘

“1 don't krow ‘what you fellows are
laughing -at!” “exelaiméd Muftin indig-
nantly. <“1‘'think it's up to me to help
him out as he's been so obliging. We
can stay Mere over to-morrow. Weé don’t
want to be always on the go.”

“You fat slacker!” said Jimmy Silver.
“ You've only thought of this dodge to he
able to lie on your back to-morrow, instead
of getting aleng.”

“1 haven't, you kuow |»

“ Bow-wow !»

P Fubby Muftin blinked indignantly at the

As a matter of fact, Tubhy Muflin was
incessantly proposing long halts for one
reason or another, hiz real reason being
a very strong disinclination to exert him-
self in any way. : :

Tubby did not helicve in caravanning
on strenuous lines.

“ But, by Jove,” said Jimmy Silver, ® it’s
a good idea, though Tubby thought of it!
Of course, that dufier can't play ericket,”

“Look here, Jimmy-——-? :

“But we can,” continued Jimmy Silver.

~“T think it's very likely that Sticker would

be glad of four jolly good reeruits.”

“ Five !” yelled Tubby wrathfally,

“Four!” said Jimmy Silver. ¢ What deo
you chaps say? Sticker’'s coming along
soon, and we can ask him. If he'd like us
to play for his team, we can hang out here
for a day, can't, we?” : '

“Jolly good idea!” said Lovell heartily.
“My hat! What a surprise for the merry
Adolphug; to see us in the team!”

“It would wmean a licking for him, in-
stead of the easy victory he's expecting,”
gaid Jimmy Silver eagerly. “ We're four
of the best junior cricketers at Rook-
wood.”

“ Hear, hear s

“ I wish old Ervoll or Mornington could
be here to lend a bhand! But we four
could knock spots off Smythe & Co, on
our own. I'd undertake 4o play four

- against their eleven, and heat them with

an innings to spave, too!»

“Ha, ha, ha

STl put it te Sticker,™ said Jimmy.
“We were thinking of knocking up some
cricket here, if we could-—and this looks
like a good chance.”

“SWhat about me?» Tubby
Multin,

dhinmy Silyer laaghed,

“You can lie in the grass and look on,
Tubby. That's your mark.”

Tubhy sniffed ; but the prospect of lying
in the grass for a whole day consoled him,

It was really Tubhby's idea, but the
Fistical Four took it up keenly.

The prospect of playing against
Adolphus’ mutty crowd and inflicting a
severe defeat on them was very attrac-
tive.

That: was a way of punishing Adolphus
for his'insolence which was after their
own hearts.

Adolpbus was fully expecting to swank
at the wicket, impregnable to the howling

demanded

- of the village crowd, and his feelings when
| he found himself up against the champion
1 bowler of” Rookwood could be imagined,

might have had a chance,® he |

Adolphus & Co., in faet, would be
mopped off the face of the earth, and that
prospect was very entertaining to the
Fistical Four.

They were quite keen to see Dick Sticker

again and put it to him,

The cocoa was disposed of, and a little
Iater Sticker and his father arrvived at the
camp.

Mr. Sticker brought his tools with him,
and the pecessary glass, and after a few
words with the caravanners, set to work
on his task.

Sticker joined the earavanners at the
camyp-fire, and then Jimmy Silver broached
the subjeet of ericket. ARy

“You're short of men for your game
to-morrow 9 he began. Jike

“Yes. It's rotten!” said Stieker rue-
fully. “What I'm afraid of is that that
l‘l'OerI will guy s, 1'd give a week’s wages
to dish them!” _

“ Would you care to play us?”

“You!™ ejaculated Sticker.

“Us!™ said . Jimmy Silver. “We're
pretty keen cricketers at Rookwood, and
I'm skipper of the junior eleven. We can
play. If you'd care for us as recruits,
we’ll stay here over to-morrow. DPon't
mind saying no, though. It's just as you
like.”

Sticker looked at him curiously.

“I'd be glad,” he said. “I don't know
what your. cricket’s like, but it must be a
bit ahove our form, anyhow. But—but
——>? He hesitated.

“Qut with it!” said Jimmy, with a

smile. “If you'd rather play your own
village chaps, I understand. No bones
broken.”

“1t isn't that. I den't quite know how
I should get an eleven togefher, even
playing duds. But we're a team of village
working lads, and you fellows belong to
You’d be rather out of
your element. I don’t Lknow . whether
you've thonght of that.” .

“My dear chap, what difference does
that make?” said Jimmy Silver. “Don't
put us down as being silly chumps like
Smythe.” l ,

Sticker smiled. P

« Well, if you'd eare to play, ¥'d be jolly
glad to have you!™ he said cheerily,
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“ Smythe couldn’t object. I can play any-
body+I like in my team, If you really
mean it, Silver—-"

«Of course!” .

“Then it's a go!” said Sticker, his
ruddy  face brightening. “I'Il be jolly
glad, and so will the fellows when I tell
them, It'll save me no end of trouble.
1 should have had to put in two or threc
kids of twelve; and we should baye looked
a lot of duffers if Smythe mopped us up
in one innings. All four of you going to
plﬂ)’ ?IJ

“If you'll have us—rather!” ;

“QOh, I'll have you fast enough!” said
Sticker, laughing. i ;

«Youwll have to lend us bats,” sald
Jimmy Silver. ‘

“ That’s easily done !” ‘ ;

“Then it’s a go!” said Jimmy Silver.
“ When do we play, and where?”

“The pitch is in'that meadow where
they - wouldn't let you camp,” said
Sticker. “It’s an afternoon match. We
can't get off in the morning, even on
Saturdays. Stumps are pitched at two.”

“ Right-ho!”

“ We shall pass this way poing there,”
added Sticker. “ We’ll call for you, if you

‘like, about half-past one.”

“We'll be ready,”

There was great satisfaction on all sides
when that arrangement was made.

Dick Sticker was evidently gratified.

The juniors chatted cheerily until Mr.
Sticker had finished his work at the cara-
van window, and then they walked home
as far as the village with Dick and his
father.

They returned to camp in great spirits.

A dash of cricket was very welcome, by
way of variety, on a caravanning tour, but
still more welcome wag the prospect
of dishing the superb Adolphus and his
nutty crowd.

Jimmy Silver & Co. chuckled a good
deal over the prospect.

And when, returning to camp, they
found Tubby Muffin scoffing the last tin of
pineapple, they magnanimously forgave
him in consideration of the excellent idea
he had suggested.

The 6th Chapter.
A Surprise for the Nuts.

“ Walkin' ¢” said Townsend.

& Yaas."

Adolphus Smythe polished his eyeglass,
and put it in his eye and frowned over 1t,

“Y'm sorry, dear old beans!” he said
apologetically, “ But for this dashed war,
there'd be the car. But it appears that
a man can't have petrol as he pleases,

totten! But there you are!{ The poor
people in the village yonder still get
paraffin for their lamps, while we're short
of petrol for the car! It's all this dashed
Socialism, I supposei” added Adolphus
thoughtfully. - - ‘b i

Towny grinned. Towny was an ass in
his way, but he was mobt quite such an
idiot as Adolphus. it

“ Awful?” he said. *“8till, as it's only
a couple of hundred yards, I dare say we
can walk it.”

«We'll try,” said Tracy manfully.

« Plummer will be earryin’ the things,”
said  Adolphus. “#®lummer, mind you
don't forget my baut”

“Yeg, Muster doiphush——

“ An’ there’s a man there gettin' the
place ready,” added Adolphus. % Wickets
an’ all that! - An' a tent. I thought we
should want a tent. You see, it's goin’
to be sunny, an’ we shall want cover.”

“0h, yaagl? <~ -

Adolphus looked at his big gold watch.

“May ag well be gettin® along,” he re-
marked. “Awful shame to drag you
fellows out so soon after lunch. But we
agreed to have the stumps pitched at two,
and it’s past” two now, The weird team
we're. playin’ can’t play in the mornin’,
Workin® or somethin’ at farmin’ or some-
thin’, or somethin’ or other.”

“ Queer lot of beggars!” said Topham.

“Yaas. Really, I ought to apologise to
you men for lettin' you in for a match
with that lot,” said Smythe. “But I
thought it was kindness to them, you
know, to take notice of them. And it's
one way of killin" time, t00.”

«0Oh, we don’t mind!” said Howard
liberally.

«0f course, we don't know them!”
Smythe added hastily. © We simply meet
them at cricket, We don't know them
from Adam.”

“Of course!”

«1 believe they’'re respectable, in their
way,” said Smythe tolerantly. ¢« Doin’ a
lot of useful things, 1 believe, such as
hoein' potatoes an’ rootin’ up things, or
else plantin’ 'em, or somethin® of the sort.
So long as they don't try to get familiar,
I believe in encouragin’ that kind of
people to a certain extent.”

« No harm done,” agreed Tracy.

Adolphus & Co., in their natty cricket-
ing things, looked quite cheery and very
clegant as they started for the ground.

If cricket had consisted wholly in ap-
pearances, no doubt Adolphus & Co. would
have beaten the M.C.C,

As it didn’t, it was doubtful if Adolphus
& Co, would beat even the Deepden village
lads at the great summer game.

But they were full of airy confidence as
they sauntered along, with Plummer in
attendance laden with bats. ;

Dick Sticker and his men were walting
at thg tent when the nuts arrived.

Théte were over a dozen fellows in all
with Adolphus, The nut of Rookwood was
entertaining quite a large party at the
Lodge. |

Eleven of them, including the greabt
Adolphus himself, were in flannels.

Dick Sticker looked rather grimly at
them as they came up, for it was past the
time arranged for pitching stumps.

“Here we are, Sticker,” said Smythe
graciously.

“We've heen waiting half
gaid Sticker, rather gruflly.

“By zad! Have you?”

“Yes,"”

“Then we'd
‘Bmythe calmly.

“Got all your men
looking round.

an hour!”

better get goin',” said

herc?" asked Traey,

Published
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“0Oh, yes!” answered Dick Sticker.
“Some in the tent. They're not all

Deepden chaps.  Some of my men are
away, you know, and I've taken in four
c{mlps who don’t usually play with my
elub.”

“Yaas, really?” caid Smythe, with a
plentiful lack of interest.

“Here they aré,” added Sticker, as the
Fistical Four came out of the tent.
“You know them, 1
fellows of yours.”
Adolphus Smythe jumped.

He blinked at Jimmy Silver & Co.

“By gad! You fellows again!” he ex-
claimed. ‘“What are you doin’ here?”
“Cricketing,” answered Jimmy Silver,
“You're not playing for Sticker?”
“You've hit it!”

“Oh, gad!”

The nuts of Rookwood stared at Jimmy
Silver & Co., not by any means pleased.
The rest of Smythe's party. who did
not know the Fistical Four, were quite
indifferent,

“Look here, Smythe, we're not playin’
those fellows!” muttered Traey.

Smythe hesitated.

He had no grounds for raising any
objection to Dick Sticker's recruits, of
course, and as Sticker had no one on the
ground to take their place, raising an

believe. School-

objection meant the match falling
through.
“Can’t withdraw npow, Tracy,” he

answered, in the same tone. “We don't
want to scratch the match, after takin”
the trouble of comin’ here. Besides, I've
got an idea. Those four can play a fair
game, but they've got seven duds along
with them, and we shall beat them easily
enough. Rather amusin® to tell the
fellows at Rookwood that we beat Jimmy
Silver at cricket—what?"”

But Tracy's care was wasted. His leg-
stump went out of the ground, his bat
missing the ball by a yard.

“How’'s that?” called out Jimmy Silver.

The umpire grinned. :

“Out!”

Tracy gave Jimmy Silver a dark look
as he carried out his bat.

Howard came in next,

Howard stayed exactly long enough to
score a duck’s egg.

Townsend was next man in, and Towny
earned a big round nought all for him-
self, and there was a cheer from the fleld
for the bowler.

“The hat-trick !" grinned Lovell.

“That’s bowling, if you like!”
Sticker. : ;

“Jimmy isn't finished yet, my infant!
I fancy this is going to be the double
hat trick,” answered Lovell.

Lovell knew his chum's bowling,
the prophecy was a safe one to risk.

Topham came in next, and was dis
missed without making a run.

Then two more of Smythe's nutty
friends followed him, and went bootless
home,

It was the double hat trick, and not a
single run had heen taken for the over.

The nutty batsmen looked blue as they
gathered at the tent.

Adolphus Smythe looked blue at his
wicket.

This was the easy victory he had been
mapping out!

Apparently, he wouldn't be able to tell
the fellows at Rookwood, next term, how
he had beaten Jimmy Silver at cricket in
the vacation.

said

and

Dick Sticker and his friends were
grinning.
They had not expected their new

recrnits to turn out like this.

Tracy nodded.

“Somethin' in that,” he agreed.

“We're ready, if you fellows are,”
Sticker pointedly.

“Yaas, we're ready.”

The two skippers tossed for choice of
irmtiugs, and it fell to Smythe & Co. to
hat,

The villagers went into the field.

Dick Sticker had compared notes with
the Fistical Four, and he kindly arranged
the field to their liking. \

He had not seen them play yet, but
he was quite able to see that they were
valuable recruits, and that their form
was likely to be far above that of his
own men.

His own men were keen cnough, but
want of leisure for practice, naturally,
had kept theém back.

with

Adolphus opened
Tracy.

The two nuts of Rookwood strolled ¢
the wickets, and Stickar himself bowle
the first over.

Sticker was a good hat, but at bowling
he was not so good, though in that he
was the best of the bunch.

Smythe, poor bat as he was, was equal
to the bowling, and he knocked it all
over the fleld.

The over gave the nuts six runs, and
the waiting batsmen, looking on, grinned
at one another,

Had the nuts been playing only the
villngers, the easy victory that Smythe
desired would doubtless have been a fore-
gone conclusion.

It was only the presence of the Fistical
Four that made the result doubtful.

Jimmy Silver met Sticker's eyes as the
field crossed over.

Sticker tossed him the ball.

Jimmy Silver went on to bowl against
Tracy.

Allan Tracy loeked rather thoughtful
as he found himself facing the champion
junior bowler of Rookwood.

said

the innings

bal, which Jimmy Silver delivered in a-
careless-looking way.

He was very careful indeed with that |

One of the villagers bowled the next

‘ ! I"_.\i‘.'
o

_:‘:l’

Jimmy Silver awcke the fat junior by gently jarnming a boot into his fat ribs.

“Just as you like.”

Dick Sticker and one of his comrades
went out to open the innings, the nutty
cricketers going into the field. :

The first innings had been finished with
unexpected rapidity.

Jimmy Silver & Co. 'stood looking on
from the tent, while Adolpuus Smythe
prepared in a leisurely way to bowl the
first over.

“Why didn't you let us go on first,
Jimmy, and put the silly asses out of
their misery?” asked Lovell.

“We didn't come here to bag all the
limelight, old chap,” answered Jimmy
Silver. . “We should have knocked up
enough runs to declare on. Let the
village chaps have their game.” )

“Yes, I didn’'t think of that,” admitted
Arthur Edward. . :

“Trust your Uncle James to think for
you,” said Jimmy Silver benignantly.
“These chaps are enjoying seeing Smythe
taken down a peg, but they came here to
play cricket, not wholly for an enter-
tainment.”

Which was really thoughtful of Unele
James!

Dick Sticker was quite equal to
Smythe’s bowling, und he proceeded to
make the running.

But as over succeeded over Smythe &
Co. took wickets, and they looked more
hopeful.

Sticker was out at last for fifteen runs
on his own, and by that time the village
team were down for thirty. ;

Only the Fistical Four remained to go
to the .wickets. : ¢

Dick handed his bat to Jimmy Silver.

“Man in,” he said.

“Right you are!”

There was a villager at the other. end
when Jimmy came on the crease, and he
had the bowling.

“ Tea-time !" said Jimmy.

# Buckle to, Tubby—we’'ve got guests!"

over, and Smythe scored three before he

was caught out by Arthur Xdward
Lovell.

“Seven down for nine!” murmured
Raby. *“Ye gods!”

Next man in was caught out by New-
come after taking two runs. It was eight
down for eleven.

Then Jimmy Silver went on to bowl
again.

Two wickets in succession fell to his
bowling, and there would have been three
if the laws of cricket had allowed it.

The “not out” batsman was not out for
the excellent reason that he did not
receive a ball to put him out.

Dick Sticker clapped Jimmy on the
back, with a loud chuckle.

“You can howl!” he said.
for eleven! Did you ever?”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“Quite a game, isn’t it?” he said.

“Your schoolfellow doesn't seem to be
enjoying it."”

“Well, no; this isn't the
Smythey was looking for.”

Adolphus Smythe was, as a matter of
fact, looking daggers.

The procession to and fiom the
wickets was so funny that even Smythe
could sce the comic side of it. -

He would have been very glad, just
then, to lay his handsome and expen-
sive bat round Jimmy Silver.

“Looks like a win, I don't think!”
grunted Tracy. ’

“Never mind! We'll beat 'em bowling !"
said Adolphus. “You chaps know how I
bowl !"

This was apparently meant to be re-
assuring ; but Smythe's friends did not
look reassured, doubtless because they did
know how Adolphus bowled.

“All down

cricket

The 7th Chapter.
Alas for Adolphus.
“Will you open the innings, Silver?”

Jimmy shook his head. . .
“Put us last on the list,” he said.

He fell to a catech by Tracy, and the
score stood at seven down for thirty.

Arthur Edward Lovell joined Jimmy
Silver at the wickets.

Lovell received the rest of the over, and
made hay of it. Four runs rewarded his
efforts.

Then the field crossed over, and Jimmy
Silver had the bowling.

‘Jimmy Silver's batting was an eye-
opener to the Deepden crowd.

Jimmy was not the best bat in the Rook-
wood Fourth by any means.  Bowling was
his strong point, and Erroll and Merning-
ton were rather better at the wickets.

But his batting was miles above the
heads of Smythe & Co.

Jimmy Silver knocked the ball all over
the field, and the amount of leather-hunt-
ing the nuts had to do left them quite
winded and breathless.

Smythe & Co. were looking decidedly
ill-tempered by this time.

The runs piled up between Jimmy Silver
and Arthur Edward Lovell, while Raby
and Newcome and Sticker & Co. grinned
from the tent.

Raby and Newcome were not likely to
be wanted. But they did not mind,

They had come there to see Smythe &
Co. dished, and they were seeing it, and
that was enough for them.

Jimmy Silver could have knocked up a
century quite easily against the nutty
bowling; but Uncle James was consider-
ate, and he did not want to keep the Deep-
den fellows standing about watching him
enjoying himself.

When the score was at a hundred for
the innings he called out to Sticker:

“ What price declaring, Sticker?”

Dick nodded at once.

“I was thinking so, but I wouldn’'t stop
you!” he ealled back.

“{io it, then1»

Smythe & Co. were glad when Sticker

declared for the hundred runs.

« Perhaps - Adolphus  thought that that
gave him a slight chance of pulling the
game out of the fire; and, at all events.

it gave him a rest, of which he was sorely
in need,.

With the scores eleven and a hundred
respectively on the first innings, the
result of the mateh did not seem in much
doubt. i .

“There wad a long pause before Adolphus
& Co. opened their second innings,

They simply could not begin for a while.
_ They wanted a long rest, and they took
it.  But their oppenents did not mind ;
the mateh was going wunexpectedly
rapidly, and their was plenty of time-on
their hands.

Adolphus and Howard went to the
wickets at last.

Dick Sticker tossed the ball to Jimmy.
“Wouldn't your fellows rather have a
bit of a game first?” asked Jimmy, with
a laugh. '

“We want to watch you,” answered
Sticker. “Cricket like this doesn’t often
come our way, you know, Go in and scalp
them.”

“Right you are!”
laughing.

There was a general grin round the
field as the captain of the Rookwood
Fourth went on to bowl. The fleldsmen
knew what to expect, and they were not
disappointed.

Jimmy Silver put his very best into
that over, but he need hardly have
taken the trouble.

Adolphus & Co. could not stand against
his bowling when they were fresh, and
now they were very far from fresh.

Smythe, with a desperate sort of feel-
ing, stood very much on-his guard against
the first ball, determined to do or die.

But it booted not, as the poets say.

The first ball whipped out his middle
stump, leaving his wicket with a toothless
look.

« How's that?" cooed Jimmy Silver.

“Ha ha, ha!”

Adolphus Smythe, with feelings too deep
for words, tramped back to the tent, He
was fed up with that game,

A hbhappy procession to the wicket
followed.

After Adolphus five batsmen came and
went, and, without a single run being
taken, they walked off again,

Then the field crossed over, chortling.

As if inspired by the example of Jimmy,
Bicl:k Sticker took a wicket with his first

all.

On the second there was a catch by
Newcome in the ficld,

On the third there was a smart return
by Lovell which ran out an unhappy bats-
man making a desperate attempt at a
Tun,

On the fourth there zeemed a chance of
keeping the innings. alive, at .least, till
Jimmy Silver's hand was seen to shoot up,
and a smack announced that the ball was
in his palm. " PR Pl

“0h, gad!” murmured Smythe feebly.

«Oh, my hat!” mumbled Tracy. “Hang
the rotters! You were a silly fool fo play
‘em, Smythe!”

“All down for nix!" chortlied Arthur
Edward Lovell, “Did you fellows ever sce
a game like thig?"

“Never!” grinned Raby.

“ Hardly ever!” chortled Newcome,

“ Hard cheese, Smythe, old scout ! suid
Jimmy Silver cheerily, “Lemme soc,
Deopden wing by an ionings and eighby
peepuen wins by an innings and eighty-
nine runs, I think. They’'ll be entertained
when you tell them about this at Rook.
wood.” ‘

Smythe gritted his teeth.

S1've a jolly good mind——" he began,
his hand closing on the cane handle of
his bat.

Jimmy Silver smiled at him.

“You've a jolly good mind to—what?”
he asked sweetly. .

“Nothin'!” mumbled Adolphus,

And the nutty eleven took an inglorious
deparfure, " léaving the victors in that
peculiar mateh, chortling in great spirits.

“I say, Silver, I'm jolly obliged to yon
fellows for helping us out,” said Dick
Sticker, laughing: ©“I didn’'t know you
were in such form. You've won the
mateh for ug.”

“Well, I think we've helped a little,”
said Jimmy Silver, with a smile. “It's
closed rather early, Will you chaps come
along to the caravan and join us at tea?
We'd like you to.”

“You bhet !” said Dick cheerily.

Tubby Muffin was taking a nap—a very
long nap—in the grass by the caravan
when Jimmy Silver & Co. arrived with
their guests. ;

Tubby had looked oy at the beginning
of the cricket mateh, but had soon
returned to camp for an extra meal,

Jimmy Silver awoke him by gently jam-
ming a boot into his fat ribs, and Tubby
sat' up with a yell:

“ Yow-ow !”

“Tea-time ! said
“RBuckle to, Tubby!
Kill the fatted calf |”

“T jolly well wish there was a fatted
calf 1 grumbled Tubby. “I've done the
shopping, and there's lots of bread, and
milk, and——"

“Never mind the list. Get 'em going.”

And, in spite of war-rations, there was
a plentiful repast at the caravan camp,
and enongh and to spare for the numerous
guests of the caravanners.

Jimmy Silver turned in that night in a
very satisfied mood.

Bright and early in the morning Robin-
son Crusoe was harnessed, and the cara-
vanners started on their way once more.

Their encounter with the nuts of Rook-
wood had not begun agreeably, but there
wag no doubt that the honours rested with
the Caravan Cricketers.

sald Jimmy Silver,

Jimmy Silver,
We've got guests.

THE END.

. L
“ THE HAUNTED CARAVAN!”

By OWEN CONQUEST.
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The ist Chapter.

A Mysterious NMessage.

“Franky!” called out Chunky Todgers,
as Frank Richards & Co. rode up teo the
gate of Cedar Creek School in the summer
morning.

“Hallo,  Tatty!” Frank
Richards cheerily.

“There’'s a galoot here wailing to see
you.”

Frank jumped off his pony.

“Chap to see me?” he asked, in sur-
prise.

Chunky Todgers grinned and nodded.

“Yep! It’s Injun Dick, from Thompson,
and he’s got a note for you.”

“Blessed if I know whom it can be from,
then,” said Frank. “l1 don’t know any-
body at Thompson to send me notes.
Take my pony, Bob, old chap.”

“Right you are,” said Bob Lawless.

Frank Richards walked towards the
lumber schoolhouse, while Bob Lawless
and Vere Beauclerc put the horses in the
corral.

Frank was surprised and puzzled. )

He knew Injun Dick, the Redskin
loater of Thompson, who was often em-
ployed to carry messages; but it was a
puzzle who could have sent the Redskin
over to Cedar Creek School with a letter
for him. ;

He found the Apache sitting outside the
porch, basking in the morning sunshine,
his tattered blanket draped round him.

Injun Dick rose to his feet as Frank
came up.

“You've got a note for me?” asked
Frank.

“You bet! Paleface give red chief
Jetter for young white chief,” answered
Injun Dick. “You give Injun Dick
twenty-five cents.”

“Let’s see the letter first,” said Frank,
smiling. “It may not be worth it.”

Injun Dick fumbled among his rags,
and produced a decidedly soiled en-
velope. B

Scrawled on the outside was “Mister
Frank Richards, Cedar Creek Skool.”

The handwriting was rough and stubby,
and quite unknown to Frank Richards.

“Injun thirsty,” remarked the Apache.

“Plenty of water in the pump, old

man ! said Frank,
The Redskin made a wry face. He

wanted something stronger to quench his
thirst.

“You give Injun twenty-five cents,”
he said, in an injured tone. “Injun
hump it long way on trail to bring letter
to young white chief. Injun  thirsty.”

Frank Richards found a quarter in
his pocket, and tossed it to the Red-
skin.

He had no doubt that Injun Dick had
been paid for bringing the letter; he
was not likely to bring it on the chance
of a tip at the end.

But Injun Dick had heen a great chief
once, in the far-away land of Arizona,
and Frank bad some compassion for the
fallen warrior. :

The Apache grabbed the quarter,
draped his tattered blanket round him,
and stalked away with great dignity.

Frank Richards opened the soiled en-
velope.

There was a rough sheet of paper
folded within; not notepaper, however,
but evidently ﬁart, of the paper wrap-
ping of a whisky bottle.

Upon it a message was scribbled in
peneil.

Frank read it, and jumped.

He read it again, sfaring hlankly at the
rough scrawl, and then he rubbed his
eyes,

“My only hat!” he ejaculated, in blank
astonishment.

“Hallo, what’'s the trouble?” asked Boh
Lawless, joining him with Beauclere.
“Somebody sent in a little bill?”

“Nunno."”

“By gum !n

answered

chimed in EKern Gunten,
the Swiss schoolboy. “You getting bills
from the Red Dog saloon, Richards?
Better not let Miss Meadows see it.”

Frank gave the Swiss an angry glance.

The Red Dog in Thompson was a
decidedly - malodorous  establishment,
which was very carefully avoided by the
respectable citizens of Thompson.

Any Cedar Creek fellow who had
visited the place would certainly have
had the vials of wrath poured out upon
him, if discovered by the schoolmistress.

“Nothing of the sort, Gunten, as you
know jolly well!” exclaimed Frank.

“Well, you looked knocked into a
heap,” grinned Gunten.  “Fellows here
don’t often get letters from the Red
Dog.”

“Oh, rats!”

Frank Richards walked away with his
chums, leaving Gunten looking after him
very curiously.

“You fellows had better read this,”
said Frank, stopping in the playground.
“I'm blessed if I ean make head or tail
of it. Some chap off his rocker, I
should think!™

Boh Lawless and Vere Beauclerc read
t-hlet letter together, and whistled.

ran:

L2
¥

e IN A BIE

| claimed.

yar like you promised. This yar won"t
do, and so I tell you plane. If you d
ruther 1 come to your skool and see the

i ) 4 your sox that I'll
missus, you can bet yo Vou

come. Now, no pesky nonsense ! .
come yar this evening, or thar 11 be
trubble.

“Yours trooly, ¢
“Four KINGS.”

“@Great jumping gophers!” exclaimed
Bob Lawless. “%Vhat does that mean,
Franky?” 5

“That’s what I want to know, Bob.”

“Who’s Four Kings?” asked Beauclerc.

“ Ask me another!”

“You don’t know him?” G

“Nog. Never heard of the name, if it
is a name,” said Frank Richards. o
suppose it's a name, or a nickname.”

“Four kings is a hand at poker,” said
Bob Lawless. “It’s the nickname of
some chap, of course. Some loafer at
the Red Dog, I suppose, as he's sent
Injun Dick with this letter. He wants
you to go to the Red Dog and see
him.”

Frank Richards knitted his brows.

The letter simply bewildered him.

He had passed the Red Dog in the
street at Thompson, but certainly he
had never crossed the threshold of that
establishment.

So far as he knew, he was unacquainted
with any of the shady habitues of the
place, with the exception of Injun Dick.

Why the gentleman who rejoiced in the
peculiar name of Four Kings should

deep mystery to him,

“He says you promised to go there,”
said Beauclerc, with another glance at
the letter.

“He says so,” agreed Frank. "Potty,
I suppose. 1 don’t even know the man.”

Boh Lawless, in wonder.
“He can come if he likes.” .
“It's an invitation for this evening,
anyhow,” grinned Bob. *Chance for you
to go on a bender, and paint the town
red, Franky.”
Frank Richards laughed. 3
“The man must be mad,” he said. “If

my name wasn't wrlttog hcr&‘l should
- fhiﬁk"m"fﬂé!an had given me a {e'ﬂ""er
intended for somebody else. Gunten’s

much more likely to kmow people at the
Red Dog.”

“I guess that's so.”

“But here's the name. What on earth
can it all mean?" exclaimed Frank
Richards, in utter perplexity.

“The man's mistaken gomehody else for
you, I should think,” remarked Vere Beau-
clerc. “That's the only explanation.
Anyway, you're not going.”

“No fear!™

“Perhaps Injun Dick knows something
about it,” suggested Boh Lawless. *“ Let's
see whether he's gone.”

“Good idea!”

The three chums ran down to the gates
to look for the messenger.

But Injun Dick had vanished.

Doubtless the noble red man was in
a hurry to get back to the Red Dog
with his twenty-five cents, and expend it
' in the purchase of the potent fire-water.

“Hallo, there's the bell!” said Bob.

Frank Richards & Co. turned back to
the lumber school, and went in with the
rest of the Cedar Creek crowd for morn-
| ing lessons.
The letter from Four Kings was left
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write him such a letter as this was a |

“And if you don’t go, he's coming to |
the school to see Miss Meadows,” said |
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in the playground, torn into a dozen |

pieces and scattered on the wind.

But Frank was thinking a good deal
about it during the day.

The incident was quite inexplicable.

He did not know Four Kings, but it
was clear that the man knew him, or
helieved that he knew him, and expected
him at the Red Dog that evening.

Frank Richards, of course, had not the
slightest, intention of going there.
_But he wondered what step Four
Kings would take, if he did not come.

If the man carried out his threat of
visiting the limber sechool there would
be a scene, and Frank wondered what
would come of it.

The 2nd Chapter
Four Kings Means Business.

“Mayhbe there’ll be a visitor for you,
Franky,” grinned Bob Lawless, as the
chums of Cedar Creek trotted up to the
lumber school on the fellowing morning.

“I wonder!” said Frank.

Frank Richards was feeling just a little
excited as he arrived at the lumber
s¢hool.

He glanced round guickly as he entered
» the gates.

But there was no stranger in sight.

If Four Kings intended to carry out his
threat. he had not done so yet, at all
events.

There was a group of fellows inside the
gates, engaged in an animated discussion,
and Frank Riehards & Co, joined them.

“Anything on?” asked Bob Lawless.

“I guess there's . somethin® on at
Thompson,” said Eben Hacke. “It’s that
¢laim-robber agin.”

“Haven't they caught him yet?™

“Nope.”

“What's that?” asked Frank Richards.

“It's been going on for two or three
weeks, from what 1 hear,” explained
Hacke, “Some galoot goes moseying
round the claims on the creek at night,
lifting the dust from the cradles.
guess there'll be shooting if the boys
spot him!”

“Tt's a dirty trick,” said Tom Lawrence.
| “The miners can’'t be watching - their

claims all night. When the pay-dirt's
[ left in the gradies ovuenighty there's «
chance for a eclaim-robber. One of the
Red Dog gang, very likely. They've
called in Sheriff henderso::, but he hasn’t
found the man.”

“Injun Dick, very Ilikely,” remarked

. Kern Gunten. “He’s the sort of galoot
t}mt would rob a elaim, or anything
else.”

Frank Richards frowned.

“It's not quite fair to say it’s Injun
- Dick, if there isn’t any eévidence on the
subject,” he said.

Gunten grinned.

“Sorry; I forgot he was a friend of
yours!”
laugh from the Cedar Creek fellows.

“Bosh!” said Frank. “He’s not a

theft should be put down to him. There
are a good many fellows in Thompson
who might be doing it.”

“Some galoot who’s had hard luck at
poker, and wants to raise the wind, per-

grin.

Gunten flushed erimson.

He was about to make an angry reply,
hut he turned away instead, and left the
. group.

Bob looked after him rather curiously.

Gunten’s gambling propensities were
well known, and Bob had been making a

any serious intention.

He had no thought for a moment of
connecting Kern Gunten with the mys-
terious claim-robber.

But the startled flush of the Swiss
struck him very strangely.

“My word!” murmured Bob, as he left
the group of schoolboys with his chums.
“It isn't possible that Gunten—"

He .paused.

“Impossible !” gaid Beauclerc hastily.

“He seemed struck all of a heap with
what T said, and I was only joking,”
said Bob; “and he seems jolly keen to
give the impression that it's the Redskin
who moseys round at night lifting pay-
dust from the claims. But I guess even
Gunten would draw the line at that.”

“I should hope s0,” said Frank
Richards.

“Your visitor isn't here this morning,

Franky. Looks as if Four Kings is going
to neglect you, after all,” said Bob
laughing. '

“Well, I'm rather glad,” said Frank.
“We don't want a scene here, though I
guppose if the man came he would see
that he's made a mistake.”

mind as he went in to lessons.

But before morning lessons were over
%t Cedar Creek there came an interrup-
ion.

A coppery face and a tattered blanket
appeared in the open doorway of the
| schoolroom. "

“Injun Diek " murmured Bob Lawless.
! Miss Meadows looked round sharply.

- expeckting you arter skool.

| arinned Bob
scout, this is some old pal you've for- |

he answered.™ And there was a |

friend of mine; but I don't see why a |

haps, Gunten,” said Bob Lawless, with a |

playful allusion to them, hut without '

Frank dismigssed the matter from his |
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“Please go away at once!” she ex-}

“You have no business here!”

“Injun bring letter,”
Redskin, ducking his head to the schooi-
mistress.

“A Jetter for me?” asked Miss
Meadows. , :
“Letter for young white chief,”

answered Injun Dick, pointing a grubby
forefinger at Frank Richards.

“You must not come here during
lesson-time,” said Miss Meadows severely.
*You must leave the letter on the table
in the passage.”

“Injun want answer.”

“Then you must wait.” ;

“All 0.K., missy!” said Injun Dick.
“Injun wait, you bet! Injun Dick bully
boy with a glass eye. Thirsty.”

Miss Meadows took no notice of that |

gtrong hint, but turned baek to her class.

Injun Dick gave her a serrowful look,
and stepped out of the doorway, and sat
down on the bench in the porch to wait.

The lesson went omn.

A good many glances were turned upon
Frank Richards, who sat with a slightly
flushed face.

This was the second time Injun Dick
had brought him a letter, and the faet
was enough to execite ecuriosity.

Frank did not need telling whom the |

letter was from, and he was feeling
puzzled and angry.

He was glad when lessons were over
that morning, and he left the school-
room with the rest.

Injun Dick was leaning back on the
hench, his head resting on the wall of
the porch, snoring.

It was probable that the Apache had
already sampled the tanglefoot at the
Red Dog that day, early as it was.

Bob Lawless shook him by the shoulder,
and the Indian awoke,

“You've got a letter for me,”
Frank, rather gruflly.

. “Co-rect!” answered Injun Dick, divid-
ing the word in the middle, in the slangy
way of the mining-camps.

“Hand it over, then.”

Injun Dick handed over the letter, and
his brown hand remained extended.

“You give Injun twenty-five cents,” he
suggested. .

Frank Richards did not heed. He had
no more quarters to bestow upon the
fallen chief of the Apaches.

He stepped out of the porch with the
letter, and opened it hastily. Injun Dick
followed him out.

“You give Injun answer,” he said.

“Wait a minute.”

Injun Diek

“Imjun wait. AH O0.K.!

' bully rook!" said the Red man.

Frank Richards read the letter, and
passed it to Bob and Beauclere, his face
dark with anger.

“That galoot again?” asked Baob.

“Yes: read it.” '

The two schoolboys read the letter with
keen interest, anmd its contents made
them open their eyes, It was as sur-

priging as the former missive:

“Deer Mister Richards,—You ain't
come and you ain't wrote. Wort sort
of a game do you call this yar? You

better not furgit that I ain’t foolin’. 1
meen  business from the word go, and
deq't you @t
at seven o'clock to-day at the Red Dog,
If you don't
come, you wateh out for me and had
trouble. “Four KINGS.”

" Note beney.~—The barer of this yar
will bring me your anser.”

“Mysteriouser and

mysteriouser,”
Lawless.

“Franky, old

gotten,”
Frank's eyes gleamed.

“I don’t know the man, and T don’t |

want to!” he said. “But there's going te
he a stopper put on his writing to me!”

ing in stolid silence.

“Who gave you this letter,
Dick ?” he asked.

“Mister Four Kings.”

“Who is he?”

“Bully bey with a tin ear,” answered
the Red man.

“What does he m~an, Bobt”

Bob Lawless laughed.

Injun

. “That's Western lingo, my innocent
hird,” he replied. “It only means a
first-chop galoot—a real sport. I dare

say Injun Dick’s idea of a bully boy is a
bit different from ours, though.”

“You come?” asked the Indian.

Frank Richards hesttated.
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| can tell him to chuck it.

' he has on me.
' body’s been using my name in some way.”

- Gunten.

said |
| Dog !” he exclaimed hotly.

| shrug of the shoulders.
away.

Rpgh ) L wajbing for you |

~own peculiar view of the matter.
| very probable that Frank’s old eneémy was
- not letting this opportunity pass him by.

| sagely.

- amused and half vexed.

| swered Chunky.

“You won't go, Frank, surely?? ex-

“Well,” said Frank slowly, “I'm fed
up with getting letters from the man.
11 I seek him, perhaps he'll see that
he's making a mistake. And, anyway, 1
Suppose we ride
over there after lessons? The fact is, I'd
like to know what claim the man thinks
It looks to me as if some-

| claimed Vere Beauclere.
explained the |

“Well, it wwon't do any harm to see
him, I suppose,” said Bob thoughtfully.

Beauclere nodded,

He was a little ecurious, toeo, The
matter was so strange and inexplicable
that all three of the chums were eurious
to know who Four Kings was, and what
he wanted. ;

“I'm coming, Ijun Dick,” said Frank,
making up his mind. “Tell Four Kings
that I'm coming at seven, and my friends
with me.”

“You bet !”

“That’s all,” said Frank,

“Injun thirsty !»

“There's the creek,” said Bol Lawless,
jerking his thumb towards it.

Injun Dick gave him a reproachful look,
and stalked away.

Gunten joined the three chums,

“Do you mind if I give you a tip,
Richards?”? he said, in quite a friendly
way. “Miss Meadows has been keeping an
eye on you,”

“I don't see why!” answered Irank
tartly. .
“Well, of course, she knows that Imjun

Dick hangs out at the Red Dog,” gaid
“It's a bit queer for a ow
here to be receiving letters fram at
rotten caboose. Of course, you know your
own business best, but if 1 were you I'd
keep it a bit dark.” |

Frank Richards flushed with anger,

“I'm not receiving letters from the Red
“1 don't know
a soul there! I've been written to twice:
by a man I've never even heard of before,
and that's all.”

Gunten whistled.

“That's a queer yarn,” he said. “1 don't

 think Miss Meadows would swallow that,

If you've been on a bender, and got mixed
up with the Red Dog “crowd, it would be
only wise to keep it dark. That's my
advice.”

“ Keep your advice till 1 ask for it,
then!” exclaimed Frank angrily. “You
know perfectly well that I've done nothing
of the sort!”

“1 guess I'm only going by what it
looks like,” answered Gunten, with a
And he walked

Frank Richards breathed hard.

“You fellows can see that this man
Four Kings has got to be hottled up,” he
gaid. “ At this rate, I shall bave all the
fellows thinking that I've been playing
faro at the Red Dog.”

“We'll bottle him up!” said Bob Law-
less cheerily. “Keep your wool on,
Franky. We'll take a trail-rope, and lay
it round the galoot if you like!”

Frank Richards laughed, and the matfer

| dropped.

The 3vd Chaptor.
Blad Silsa Ses Foocsls

Not MNice for Frank.
Frank Richards could not help cbserv-

| ing that day that there was a good deal

of curiosity in the lumber school on the

' subject of Injun Dick’s visits.

Perhaps Gunten had been spreading hig
It was

After lessons Chunky Todgers rolled up

' to the chums as they were going to the

corral for their horses.
Chunky's fat face wore a very serious

| expression—an expression that was quite

He turned to the Indian, wha was wait- j dwiidks in s solcRmiiy.

“ Going home, Richards?” he asked.

“ Not now,” answered Frank,

“Look here, I wouldn’'t do it if I were
you, Franky,” said Todgers.

“Rh? You wouldn't do what?”

“You won't get any good at the Red
Dog,” said Chunky, wagging his head
“ (o straight home, old fellow,
and let it slide.”

Frank Richards gave him an angry look,

. but Chunky's evident concern for him dis-
i armed him.

Chunky was intending to give him a

friendly warning.
“You ass!” execlaimed Frank, half
“What do you
think I am going to do, then ?»

“Well, folks go to the Red Dog to play
faro, I believe,” .answered Chunky. «I
guess I've heard that old Boss-Eye runs a
faro-table there.”

“Who's old Boss-Eye, you duffer?”

“The galoot that keeps the place,” an-
“PDon't you know him?”

“Of course I don't!” roared Frank.

“Yet you're going there!”

% 0h, rats!?

“Don’t do it, old chap!” urged Chunky.

“Oh, dry up, and don’'t be a silly young
ass!” exclaimed Frank Richards irritably,

“Well, I reckon I've only spoken to
you as a friend,” said Chunky, in an in-
jured tome. “Gunten says——>

“ Bother Gunten !”

Tom and Molly Lawrence passed them,
leading their horses from the corral.

Lawrence gave Frank Richards a rafer

. odd look, and Molly coloured as she caught

his glance.
Frank set his lips.
It was evident that the story was going

round the school that he had boon com-

panions at the Red Dog, and the thought
that Molly Lawrence had heard it, and
helieved it, was bitterly annoying to him.

He stepped quickly towards Tom and his
sister.

“Hold on a minute,” he said. “I sup-
pose you've heard the silly talk about-me,
and about Injun Dick bringing me letters.”

“T don’t helieve it, Frank,” said Molly
Lawrence quickly. “I'm sure you dom't
know any of those wretched people at the

' Red Dog.” -

“T don’t,” said Frank.

“You're going there,” Tom Lawrence
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“You told Injun Dick you'd be

said. ‘

there at seven, I've heard some fellows

By :
“That's true,” assented Frank.

“ Some
rotter has written to me from there,
threatening me, and I'm going to see what
he means by it. My friends are going
with me. I suppose you don't think I'm
going there to play faro?”

“ Fancy old Franky painting the town
red and bucking the tiger in the Red Dog
gsaloon !” chuckled Bob Lawless.

« Better keep clear of the place, auy-
how,” said Lawrence. “Miss Meadows
would be mad if she heard of it, I guess.”

“Look at that letter, both of you,”
said Frank. He held up the second letter
from Four Kings.

“Po you mean to say you don't know
the man who wrote this?” exclaimed Law-
rence, in astonishment.

“Not from Adam!®

“He knows you.”

“He thinks he does,” admitted Frank.
“ 1 think somebody’s been uging my name,
and I'm going to find out.”

Lawrence nodded,

“No harm in that,” he assented.

“You must be careful not to get into
a quarrel there, Frank,” said Molly Law-
rence anxiously. “They're a very rough
crowd.”

“ Ok, I shall be very careful, of course!”
said Frank.

Frank Richards’ bhrows were knitted as
. he led his pony out to the trail.

It was evidently high time that Four
Kings and his correspondence were nipped
in the bud, if Frank did not want to earn
o reputation as shady as Kern Gunten’s,

Frank was silent as he rode up the
Thompson trail with his chums.

The whole affair mystified and worried
him, and he was very anxious to have an
explanation with his unknown correspon-
dent.

Gunten and Keller, who lived at Thomp-
son, rode up the trail after the three
chums, and kept them in sight all the way
to the town.

They rode into Thompson close on the
traek  of Frank Richards & Co., and
witehed them In the sbreet as the trio
stopped outslde the Red Dog Saloon,

I'rank Richards & Co. had no eyes for

fhe two Swiss; they were not thinking
just then of their two prying schoel-
fellows.

They dismounted ouiside the Red Dog,
where Injun Dick was leaning up against
2 post, draped in his blanket.

The Redskin was half asleep, but his
black eyes opened alertly as the three
riders dismounted.

“Injun hold hoss!™ he ejaculated. * You
put your dust on Injun Dick! Bully hoy
with a glass eye, you het! Wah!»

And the Apachie took the reins of the |

three horses, while the schoolboys went
into the saloon.

A man with an inflamed face and dread-
fullg squinting eyes was behind the bar,
serving two or three cattlemen with
drinks.

This was evidently the gentleman who

bore the deseriptive appellation of “Boss- |

Eye.”

The habitues of the Red Dog glanced
curiously at the schoolboys, whose faces
\G-crc rather red as they came up to the

ar.

Boss-Eye looked at them, appearing to

be looking out of the window, owing to |

his affliction.
“What's yours, gents?” he asked.
Bobh Lawless grinned at the idea of

being served with mountain whisky over |

the bar of the Red Dog.

“We don't want anything,
said Frank Richards hastily. “We've
called to see someone here—a man named
Four Kings. Do you know him?”

“Do I know my own face?” answered
Boss-Eye, this apparently being an em-
phatic answer in the aflirmative.

“Is he about?" asked Frank.

HI r()ckoﬂ'!l

“Well, can we sce him?
to see him.”

“You'll find him in the parlour,” said
Boss-Eye; and he turned away to serve
another customer.

The Red Dog did not look as if it
possessed such a thing as a parlour, but
the schoolboys discerned a door at the
farther end of the bar-room, and they
passed through it into an apartment
which was evidently the parlour.

It was a small room, with a dirty win-
dow overlooking a. yard piled with logs,
and an atmosphere of stale spirits and
smoke.

The room had only one occupant—a
mian in rough garbh and red shirt, with a
Stetson hat on the back of his head.

As he was the only person there they
puessed that he was Four Kings, and
they looked at him with some interest.

He was not a pleasant man to Idok at.

His clothing showed that he was not
well off in this world’s goods, and there
were signs that even soap-and-water were
beyond his means—or, at least, beyond
his inclinations.

There were several sears on his stubhly
face, and one of his ears was partly gene,
probably “chawed” in some bar-room
brawl. y

He was smoking a blaek pipe and sip-
ping from a tustier of whisky-and-water
when the schooli.: *s entered. -

He rcturned their glaace with interest.

Frank Richards came up to the rough
table at which the man was sitting, his
chums following him

We've ealled

thanks!" |

| ahead.

(Continued from the previous page.)

“Are you Four Kings?” he asked
directly.
“I puess I'm that same galoot,”

drawled the man with the bitten ear.

“Then you're the man who wrote to me
at Cedar Creek School! I'm Frank
Richards!”

The 4'h Chapter.
A Startling Accusation.

Four Kings rose to his feet as Frank
Richards gave his name, his glance rest-
Lng t;ery keenly on the schoolboy of Cedar
reek.

“Ho! You're

young Riechards, are
you?” he said.
“Yes, You've written to me twice,”

said Frank. “I've come here-—-"

“I reckoned you'd have hoss-sense
enough to come hyer,” said Four Kings.
“You'd have done wiser to come yester-
day, ‘cording to your promise, my ante-
lope. I ain't a galoot to be played with,
and don't you furgit it!”

“I've come here to ask you what the
dickens yomu mean by it!” exclaimed
Frank hotly. *“What do yon mean by
saying that I promised to come here?
I've never evén seen you before!”

Four Kings grinned.

“Come off!” he answered.

“I guess we
know one another

pretty well, Mister
Frank Richards, But what have you
brought these hyer fellows along for?
They ain't no business here.”

“They've come with me to see what it
means,” sald Frank. “1 want to know
what fool-game you're playing!”

“You ain't keeping it sceret, then?”
“Keeping what secret?”

“That business that I know abont.”
“Are you mad?” exclaimed Frank hotly.

“Are you mad?’ exclaimed Frank.
“What do T owe you fifty dollars for?”

“For not taking you to the sheriff the
night I spotted you down by the creek,”
answered Four Kings.

Frank Richards stared at the
dumbfounded.

“The—the—the night you spotted me
down by the creek!” he stuttered.

“I guess s0.”

“I didn't know you'd been down to the
creek at night, Franky,” said Bob Law-
less, in wonder.

“L haven’'t!

“Look here, Four Kings, what do you
mean?” demanded Bobh., *Get out a plain
yarn!” 3

“I guess 1'll do that. I spotted Mister
Frank Riehards down on the ecreck on
Monday night,” answered Four Kings.
“I"d have took him to the sheriff in-
stanter, but he begged off, and promised
to come hyer with fifty dollars. He
never did come, so 1 sent a letter by
Injun Dick. That's the hull story.”

“I think you must be out of your
mind !"” said Frank. “I certainly wasn't
anywhere mnear the creek on Monday
night. You know that I was in bed at
the ranch, Bob.”

“1 guess so0,” assented Bob.

“But suppose 1 was down by the creck,
why should you take me to the sheriff?”
continued Frank, “1 suppose I've a
right to go along the creek if I like.”

“Co'rect!” grinned Four Kings. "“But I
guess yon haven't a right to lift the dust
out of the miners' cradles, sonny.”

“What!” yelled Frank.

“Lift the dust!” shouted Bob Lawless.

The man with the bitten ear nodded
coolly.

“I guess that was the game,” he an-
swered. "I reckon 1 was moseying along

man,

- the creek when I heard him shifting the

cradles. I reckoned at once what he was
doing, and 1 collared him in the dark.
I'd heard a gzood bit about the claim-
robber, and I got my hands on him,
spry.”

oftf for fifty dollars, and you told me you
could raise the money easy the next day.
Wot's the good of telling lies? I'm wait-
ing for that fifty !»

Frank Richards gave the man a look of
utter contempt.

“0On your own showing you are acting
like a scoundrel,” he said. “If you found
a fellow rohbing the claims, you ought to
have informed the sheriff at once. You
were willing to let off a thief for a bribe.
Well, you've made a mistake, The fellow
you collared was not me, and he gave you
my name to get clear himself. 1f yom
hadn't heen a fool, you wouldn't have
expected him to give his right name.”

“I guess that’s enough chinwag. I'm
waiting for the spondulicks,” said Four
Kings.

“You won't get a cent out of me!” an-
swered Frank contemptuously. “Go and
tell your yarn to whom you like; I don’t
mind. Come on, you fellows, let's get out
of this! That fellow makes me sick!”

The three schoolhoys turned to the door.

For a moment Four Kings stood still,
hiz brutal face inflamed with rage, en-
raged more by the schoolboy’s scorn than
by the loss of the expected reward.

Then he made a sudden spring, and
placed himself between the chums of
Cedar Creek and the doorway.

“1 guess you don’t go without ponying
up!” he said hetween his teeth. =1 let
you off, Mister Richards, for fifty dollars,
and now you come hyer with a lying tale.
It ain't good enough, 1 guess. Hand over
the durocks, or youre hooked for bad
trouble |?

“Get out of the way!”
Lawless.

“T guess not !»

“Then we'll jolly soon shift you!™

The chums of Cedar Creek advanced on
the man,

Four Kings' hand went to his belt, and
came up again with a weapon in ib.

The schoolhoys started back at the sight
of the revolver.

At that moment they realised their reck-
lessness in having entered the Red Dog
at all,

shouted Bob
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The Redskin’s arm was thrown round Four Kings® neck in the very nick of time, and the ruffian was dragged

“1 haven't the faintest idea what you're
talking about!”

Four Kings stared at him.

The man was evidently as surprised as
Frank bimself.

Amazing as it was, it was clear that he
believed there was a secret between
Frank Richards and himself.

“Suppese you explain, Mr. Four Kings,"”
sugeested Bob Lawless. “You can go
Frank hasn’t any secrets from his

said

pals.”

“There's a mistake
Beauclere quietly.

“I «guess there ain't nary mistake,”
said Four Kings. “I s'pose Frank
Richards is Frank Richards, ain’'t he?
But you take my advice, Mr. Richards,
and don't let these pilgrims into it. I
know that young feller—he's the somn of
Rancher Lawless, and he ain't the galoot
to know about it. You take my word.”

Frank Richards almost gasped with
astonishment.

“Bobh Lawless is
Rancher Lawless is
claimed.

“Oh! Then I reckon you'd hetter keep
your gum-game dark from your unele,”
said Four Kings. “From what Fye
heered of Rancher Lawless he's the man
to give you thunder if he knowed about
it.”

“I've never done anything that
afraid to let my unecle know,”
disdainfully. “You seem to be making
some fatheaded mistake. Perhaps you've
mistaken me for somebody else.”

Four Kings chuckled.

“0Oh, that's the game, is it?” he ex-
claimed. “You're goin’ to deny it? 1
e¢aleulate that rooster won't fight, my
young buck.”

“Deny what?” shouted Frank.

“Waal, if you will have it out afore
these two, I don’t mind,” said Feur
Kings, with. a shrug of the shoulders.
“You owe me fifty dollars. Where's the
money ?”

“Fifty dellars?”

“Co-rect!”

somewhere,”

and
he ex-

my
my

cousin,
uncle !”

I'm
said Frank

| Lawless.

backwards to the floor.

“You dare to accuse me of heing the
elaim-robber?” shouted Frank Richards,
harllly believing his ears.

“I guess so0.”

“You lying hound!”

Four Kings' eyes glittered.

“Not. so much of your chin-wag,” he
said. “1 ain't the galoot to he called
names, pardner, Stow it! l've shot a
man for less than that!” L ;

“Hold on,” gaid Vere Beauclere in his
quiet voice. ~“There's a mistake here,
Frank. Keep cool. You say vou collared

Frank Richards by the c¢reek, Four
Kings?”

uYep.u

“In the dark?” :

“Co-rect. There wasn't a4 moon on
Monday. I guess that’'s why he was
monkeying there.”

“And the {fellow ygou collared gave

you Frank Richards’ name?"

“Yep, his own name; and he told me
he belonged to Cedar Creek,” grinned
Four Kings. “He begged me to let him
off, heecause of the disgrace. Well, I'm
not a bad cove, and I let him off, he
promising to call hyer and bring me fifty
dollars. One good turn deserves another,
1 guess. PFifty dollars is the figure, and
I'm waiting for it.”

The rascal was evidently speaking the
truth, so far as he knew it. But what he
knew was not quite the truth.

“It's plain enough, Frank,” said Beau-
slere. “This man found some fellow rob-
bing the claims, and it was some fellow
who knows you, for he gave yonr name,”

“I suppose that's 1it,” said Frank
- slowly.
«That's it, plain emough,” said Bob

“Must have been a Cedar Creek
chap, I should say, to have your name
s0 pat.”

Four Kings laughed derisively.

“JIs that the yarn you're going fo spin,
Mister Richards?” he jeered. ¢ That cock
won't fight, and so I tell yer! I let you

The 5th Chapter.
Injun Dick Takes a Hand.

Frank Richards & Co. stood, breathing
hard, facing the ruflian.

Four Kings’ eyes gleamed at them
savagely over the six-shooter,

“1 guess you'll pony up!” he said he-
tween his teeth.

“Don’t he a fool, man!” said Boh Law-
less, as calmly as he could.

“I mean business!” said Four Kings
grimly. “I let the galoot off for fifty
dollars on his word, I'm going fo finger
them spomdulicks, or I'll know the reason
why !?

“T tel you it was not T you found at
the creek!” exclaimed Frank,

“T reekon that's a lie I”

1“ Will you let us pass?” exclaimed Beau-
clerc.

“Not till Mister Richards ponies up,”
said Four Kings. “ And if he don't pony
up right smart, this hyer shooting-iron
will begin to talk. I ain’t the galoot to
he swindled, I tell you! Pony up!®

Frank Richards clenched his hands hard.

Whether the rutfian would carry out his
threat he did not feel at all sure; but he
realised that he and his comrades were
shut up in the roughest den in the fron-
tier town at the mercy of the rascal.

It was not much use calling for help,
for the men in the bar-room were the
Red PDog ecrowd, hand-in-glove with Four
Kings—raseals of the same kidney,

“ You'll hand over them dollars now,”
continned Four Kings; “and arter that
you'll hand ever more, if I ask for them,
and don't you forget it !”

“If you rob us here we shall go direetly
to the sheriff,” said Bob.

«1 guess I'll come, too, and tell him
where to look for the claim-robher,” said
Four Kings.

“You won't get a cent out of us!” said
Frank Richards. “ And you can't frighten
us with your pistol, either! You may as
well put it away!”

He spoke with assurance, hut he did not |

feel so assured within.

' You give Injun dollar.

Four Kings had been drinking, and he
was in an ugly mood, His disappointment
had roused all the evil m his brutal
nature.

The three schoolboys kept their eyes
tensely on the levelled revolver.

The ruffian’s finger was on the trigger,
and with so much of the fiery Red Dog
whisky inside him, it was quite possible
that the pistol might go off, under his
clumszy finger, without his intending it.

“I ain't waiting long,” said Four Kings,
with a savage scowl. “I'm going to count
three, Mister Richards, and if you ain't
%omed up then, I'm goin' out for your ear.

oo won't look quite so handsome with
a ear missin’! That’s your funeral! Pay
up and leok pleasant !?

Frank Richards shivered a little.

The ruflian’s hand was far from steady,
and it was more than possible that a bullet
}'nte?ded for his ear might go through his
head.

“One!” snarled Four Kings.

Frank Riehards & Co. exchanged a look.

They were calculating the chances of
making a rush.

But the peril was terrible, for it was
pretty ecertain that the revolver would
explode in the struggle.

“Two!” gaid Four Kings,

His eyes gleamed savagely over the six-
shooter. .

That he intended to carry out his threat
was evident.

At that moment a shadow locomed up in
the doorway behind the ruffian.

Four Kings, with his back to the door-
way, did not see it.

Frank Richards drew a quick breath.

Behind the ruffian, Injun Dick, the

| Apache, looked into the room, with a

faint surprize showing for ence in his
stolid face.

Frank's eyes met those of the Apache
over Four Kings' shoulder.

The Indian nodded silently,

With the stealthy tread of a panther
he came into the doorway, close up behind
the ruffian.

~The word “three ® was on Four Kings'
lips when a dusky hand was thrust over
his shoulder, and his wrist was grasped
in a cluteh of iron. :

The fire-water had not
fallen chief of his strength.

Pour Kings gave a yell of surprise and
pain as his wrist was enclosed in that iron
grip and forced upward,

Craek!

_ The revolver exploded, the bullet whizz-
Ing up to the smoke-gtained plank ceiling.
The Redskin’s left arm was thrown round
Four Kings' neck, and the ruffian was
dragged backwards to the floor.

The nest moment the Indian's knee w
OFF Tl EWENE, W Tha revolver, Wrﬂﬂ(ﬁ
away from his hand, was looking its owner
in the face.

- Four Kings dodged his head frantically.

“Let up!™ he yelled. “Let up, Injun!
That shoeter may go off. Let up, I say!
I guess I pass, pardner!”

“Bad paleface!” said Injun Dick, in his
guttural tones. “No shoot. Great white
chief Henderson come with rope, you bet.”
- “Let up!” groaned Four Kings. “ I ain’t
no hog; I know when I've had enough,
I pass in this hyer deal. Let up!®

* Young palefaces vamoose the ranch,”
said Injun Dick, glancing round at the
schoolboys. “Bad place for young pale-
faces, You Light out. Wah!»

“Good man ™ said Bob Lawless.
come along, Injun Dick. Let that trash
alone. He won't do any damage now.”

The Indian nedded, and released Four
Kings.

The ruffian promptly placed the table
between himself gnd the Redskin, keeping
a scared eye on the revolver.

Injun Dick made a threatening motion
with the weapon, and Four Kings dodged
down hehind the table with a howl.

The Apache motioned to the boys to
quit. the -room, and followed them out,
Four Kings' revolver disappearing among
his rags as he did so.

(Glad enough were Frank Richards & Co,

deprived the

¥ou

 to get into the street again.

“We were silly asses to go there!” mut-
tered Frank Richards. *Thank you, Injun
Diek! You've done ug a jolly good turn,
old chap!” :

“Injun good injun!® said the Apache.
“Bully boy with a glass eye, you bet.
I have spoken.”

Frank Richards laughed, and felt in his
pocket. He had a five-dollar hill there,
and he placed it in the Redskin's coppery
hand.

Injun Dick’s black eyes snapped as he
saw it, and without another word he
made a hee-line for the saloon deorway.

Frank Richards & Co. mounted their
horses and rode away. They breathed
more freely when they were well clear of
the Red Dog.

“1 guess we're well out of that,
Franky,” said Bob Lawless. ¢ That Injun
is the real white article, and no mistake.
I guess you'dd have left an ear there but
for him. But "—Bob' paused—*“I say,
Frank, that galoot Four Kings believes
right enough that you were the pilgrim
he collared robbing the claims on Monday
night. He won't.let it go at this. We
shall hear from him again, I guess.”

“At the school,” said Beauclere, with
a nod.

Frank Richards' eyes gleamed.

“Let him come to Cedar Creek!” he
exclaimed. “ We can deal with him there
—and I'll be glad of the chance!?

And that chance was soon to come!

THE END.

NEXT MONDAY.

“THE CLAIM ROBBER!”
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