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THE CARAVANNERS
GUEST!

A MAGNIFICENT NEW LONG COMPLETE TALE OF
JIMMY SILVER & CO.

By OWEN

The 18t chgpter.
Tubby is Too Clever |

* What'’s the matter with Tubby ?”
Jimmy Silver shaded his eyes with
his hand, and looked away across the
green common, ghmmormg in the
LTL3 AR TS ATRY

Thoe Rookwood onravannexs weres i
camp, and while Jimmy Silver & Co.
were doing tho chores,” "Tubby
Muffin  had E‘mcn despatched €0 tho
neighbouring  wvillage  for -supplies—
such supplies as wore to be hud.

The Kistical Four had beenn busy
gathoring brushwood for the camp-
fire, fetching water from the stream,
and attending to the horse, and per-
forming the other duties of dutiful
caravanners.

They were quite ready for sup
and "they were glad to see 'l‘E
Muffin rol;urning

But Tubby's aspect as he came plod-
ding across the common was peculiar
~“not to say astounding.

IHe had a bundle under each Vi,

80 it was evident that he had secarod

supplies of some sort,
., As he came_ along he stopped
several times, and blinked this way
and that way. : '

His manner betrayed excessive
caution—caution so excessive that it
would infallibly have drawn attention
to him if there had been anyone to
observe him.

The Fistical Four stared at him in
amazement. -

*“Is ho off his rocker?” said Lovell,
in wonder,  * He looks as if he’s been

burgling, and 'is afraid that the
bobbies arc on his frack.”’
“Blessed - if he doesn’t!” agreed
Jimmy Silver. '
“Hallo! Look at him now!"” ex-

(‘Lumed Raby.

“My hat!”
Tubb Muffin had suddenly darted |
from tgo footpath on the coniimon

into tho cover of a mass of furze.
. e disappeared from tho sight of
tho astonished caravarnners.
Jimmy Silver tubb(ad his oyes.
“Tho howling ass!” Re cxclaimed.
“What on_carth’s the mattm' with
him? He must be potty.”

The furze hid Tubby Muffin from |

sight a hundred yards or more from
the ‘caravan camp.

Heo did not emerge again.

“ Better go and rout him out, I

thmk, ' remarked Newcome,
**Look+there !"" “exélaimed Lovell.
A pedestrian came in sight on’ the
common, crossing towards.the road.
Ml v:dentlv Tubby Muffin had sighted
him first, .and that .was the reason
why he had taken cover so suddenly.
The pedestrian passed on, glancing
towards the furze-bushes as he passed
thom,” having observed Muffin bolt-
ng. out of sight like a scared rabbit.
Ho went on towards the road, how-
ever, and disappeared.
After he was out of sight a fat face
peered cautiously from the furze.
* Fn- utter. - wonder,  the Rookwood
caravanners watched Tubby Mauffin
blink round him with great caution,

1 almost on tiptoe.
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and then emerge from the furze
He came on towards the camp at a
run.
‘“You fat lunatic !"” shouted Arthur

Edward Lovell, as Tubby came pant-

ing up. “ What game are you play-
uu{?n

YAr oyt potky ' demanded
Jameny Balwer,

ke fat Clasical of Rookwood
rasprecd fot breath.

& (‘]“ '
“IN-n-parrow  shave!”
Lovell. '“What was a

shaave 77
“Dida’t
Tubby:
“Noaass! What about him?”
“He might have been a plain:
dothes policeman, you know.’
Jimmy Siver & Co. boked af

stuttered
TATLOW

Jou seo that onim!”' panted

Tubby Muffin as if his fat face mes |

merised thom,

They were really beginning to en-
tf'lt:‘lin some dotibis as to his.sanity.

“ Suppose. he was_ a -plain-clothes
‘pelicoman,”  stuttered . Raby, “what
would it matter to us?”

“ And be wasn't, either,” said New-
come, *“ He was a farmer chap going
home from work.”’

“Might have been in disguise,”
said Tubby,

“D-d dwgmqo {55

“Well, it's possible, you know.
Suppose he was a detective!” said
Tubby. “We might have been

- canght if [ hadn't beenr-careful:”

“C-c-caught!”

“Yes, rather.”

Jimmy Silver took Tubby Muffin
by one fat ear.

“* What are you burbling about ?”
he asked: * s this a game, or havo
you gone off your dot?”

«““Yarooh!"

. ‘“ Explain, you fat chump!”’
“Yow-ow ! ' Leggo my
howled Tubby. ‘““I've got it !”

“Got what?”

L &y ] A 3

“Well; that's what you went for
1sn’t it 7"’ snapped Jimmy. ‘‘If you 'd
come “back without it you'd have been
scalped.”

’Inbbv jerked his car away. -

-“You den’t ' understand!” he
gasped. - ¢ You're dense, Look at
these bundles. Don't open them here.
Get them into the van.” ;

W hat ter ! . i

“They might be scen, you know."”

iy Suppme they aré .seen,” roared
Lovell, *what does it matter 7"

HIE rmght mean three months, for
all ¥ know."”

“Three months ! stuttered J:mmy

Tubby Muffin nodded.

“Three months’ hard very likely,”
he answered. :

He stared round cautiously, and
looked relieved when he found that no
one was’in ‘sight on the common.

A sudden suspicion smote Jimmy
Silver.

ecar!”

“What have you. got in the
gp'\rm-lq % he exclaimed..” =

Tubby gave him a fat wink, :

“Grub ! "' he answered. “I've

That was o marrowv shave !”

fere s e

7R ‘Qw ”"5 .

spent tlw whole quid, you fellows.
We're going to have a top-hole sup-
per this evening. I ran into a mer-
chant near the village, and asked him
the way to the shops, and he sold me
the stuff. He told me he's been
doing a’ lot of it—on the quict, "of
course.”’

“On the quict!” murmured New-
come.

“Of course. It wuuhln't do for a
bobby to spot_him.'

. ** A—a—a bobby !”

“You fat villain!"”" shouted Tunmy
Silver.  *“ Do you mean to say you've
been buvmg rationed stuft frum some
swindling rotter without cou »ons ¢

“Hush!” exclaimed Tubby nnxl
ously.-  *“ Anybody might hear you!”

“ My hat"' breathed Lovell. “So
that's 1t.”

He grabbed at the parcels and tore
them open.

Tubby Muffin had expected enthu-

siasm on the part of the caravanners,.

but he was disappointed.

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not betray
any enthusiasm. Their idcas of the
food question wero quite different
from Tubby Muffin’s.

From ohe parcel three large ting
rolled into sight—two-pound corned-
beef tins.

From the other Lovell drew a large
bag of thick paper, which had the
knobbly feel of a bag of loaf sugar.
It weighed five or six pounds.

“All that lot without a
coupon-!”
“ What do you think of that?"

“Think of it!” gasped Jimmy
Silver. ‘ You—you fat brigand !”

“Oh, draw it mild, you know!”
protested Tubby. *There’s six
pounds of meat there—corned beef,
pre-war beef, you know, the man said.
He had some more, but that was all T
could get for a quid. You see, you
have to pay ‘extra for dodgmg tho

rations. It's risky.”

“Only risky?” howled . Lovell.
“ Nothing but risky ? Not mean, or
spoofing, or swindling, or unpﬁtrlotlc

you fat toad 1"

single

grinned - Tubby - Muffin.

" mw \-—-
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“Oh, don’t be funny !’ swid Muffin,
e quppo% we want what we can get
hold of, like everybody else. You

follows would never have been able to,

bag this little lot. The man was jolly
cautious, I can tell you. Wo jawed
quite a time before he let on that he
had tho stuff. I say Yarooh !
Wharrer you up to! Leggo! Oh!
Yah!” :

Bump, bump, bump !

The Rookwood caravanners col-
lared Tubby Muffin in great wrath,

and. Tubby's fat person smote  the

rough surface of the common with
heavy concussions.

b

“The 2nd Chapter.
Making the Punishment Fit the
Crime.

Tubby Muffin sat in the grass and
roared.

Jimmy Silver & (_-n. did not hced
him.

They gathered round the supplies
Tubby had brought to the camp, and
which they had no intention of using.

7 \tht are woe going to do with the |

stuff ?” asked Arthur Edward Lovell.
“It's ﬂgamst the law even to have it
here.’

“It would serve Hl'lt fat bounde
right to march him off to the police-
station, and ' the grub along \nth
him !”" growled Raby.

“Yarooh !"”" came from Tubby

“Shut up!”

- “Yow-ow! I'm hurt! You un-
grateful rotters! Owl” ' :
“Give him another bump!” ex-

claimed Newcome wrathfully.

Tubby Muffin jumped up and stood
prepared to dodge round the ecara-
van. ! ,

“Look here, you rottérs,”  he
howled,  “T did it for you! You
know I don’t care much about grub.”

“Oh, cheese it!”’ smapped Jimmy
Silver.

“Wc'm got to eat the stuff now
that -we've’ got it urgéd: Tubby.
“You Il. get - -prosecuted if it's found
here.”

bare idea.

iy

TIME !

“Let's make him carr
policé-station ! said Lovell.
Tubby gave 'a gasp of alarm at the

should bc locked

E~ vl

. it to tho

“Yow-ow! I
up!? he hO“ILd :

“S(-rvo you jolly wcll nght you fat
Hun!” .

“ Hold on, though!” Jimmy Silver
was regardmg the supplies with a very
thoughtful expression.  “It's jolly-

.queer where the man could have got

all that stuff from to sell to Tubby.

It secms to me that I smell a mouse.”

Jimmy Silver untied the string, and
opened the sugar-bag.

There was a yell from the Rook-
wood - juniors as the contents were
revealed.

It was not sugar.

The bag contained a collection of

-chunks of stone and sand.

Tubby Muffin's expression was: ex-

 traordinary as he gazed upon that

valunable purchase.

““Oh, my aunt!” he stuttered. I
—I've been swm(ll(‘d §or
“Stones ejaculated Lovell.

“Sand! Ye gods!”

*Ha, ha, ha !

Jlmmy Silver took the wood- chop-
per .and gashed opén one .of the big

‘ting marked “Corned Becf.”

Earth—common or garden ecarth—
rolled out at the gash.
.. The tin had.been soldered up care-
fully, and the paper. label fastened
over it, concealing where' it had been
opcned before.

‘The " enterprising merchant w hnm

. Tubby ‘had met- was evidently more |

enterprising than the fat junior had

supposed.

The grub rules had not been
broken, - after  all—only in ‘Tubby's
imagination,

The food-hog had been swindled.
“No need to open the others,”
grinned Jimmyv Silver. . *“They've got
the same stuff in them. You born
idiot, Tubby 1" ;
=HSOh) erumbs 1 said Muffin faintly.
*“Ha, ba, ha 1"
(C ontinued on the next pagc)
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“1'd like to meet that food merchant !”
chuckled Jimmy Silver.” *“He’s ' ‘somec
blessed swindler who goes about speofing
food-hogs!  Serve ’‘em right, for that

“matterl” gt ik

“And our quid’s gone for that rubbish!”
exelaimed Lovell.. Gt .

“Oh, dear!” groaned Tubby Mufiin.
“Who'd  have thought it! The awful
Beast!  No wonder he was in-a hurry to
i away after he had sold me the stuff!
e was afraid 1 might open the sugar-
bag. Oh, dear!” : i

Tubby's fat face was a picture of dis-
may. ;

h): spite of the Rookwooders’ wrath
Tubby had hoped to sample those supplies
at supper, but he did not want to sample
tliem now. AP % e

Even Tubby's ostrich-like  digestion
would mot have been equal to that
Jirovender. ] :

The unfortunate food-hog had gone for
wool. and returned shorn. s

“Serve you jolly well right!” growled
‘Lovell. “That is, it would have scrv_egl
you right it it had heen your own quid.
But it was our quid, you fat rotter!”

“What an awful swindler!” moaned
Tubby.

- Jimmy Silver kicked the sugar-bag and
the ting away into the long grass. They
were no use to the caravanners. y

“Now, what ahout supper?” grunted
Lovell. “Nothing but  war-bread and |
potatoes, owing te that fat idiot!” -

“1 say, I'll go to the wvillage again, if }

you like!” said Tubby eagerly.
" “You jolly well won't!”
Jimmy Silver. “And you won't have any
supper, Tubby !” ‘
< What?” yelled Muffin. :
- “'No supper!” said Jimmy Silver firmly.
* “Look heré, do you want me to perish
in ‘the night?” demandeéd Tubby. B
“No such luck!” answered Jimmy heart-
lessly, o L
TN PO W o
“Bual 111 fel jon wint,  Tubhy, I
ron persi in the night wi'll let you o
(Bt e ld you owe ws. "
"Hay i, ha? p
sapyer for tle Rodkwiad . arivinners
consisted of hpild potitoes and’ var-
broad, for all excipting Tubby NMafin,
Tubly oked om with n woelegine face.
_But the eamwvanners wvere meriless:
Tubby hat to be yurished, and they nade
tHe punishment fit the ¢rime. i
Lile @ fat peri it the gates of paradite
Vuflin watchel the caravanters 1t
sapper, and his hangry eres followed tle
}nat 1puiun.tr_) and the last ¢runb of war-
hTead. ¥ :
He gave a deep -sigh when tlers was
nothing lef't. : A s
"Feel peckish!” asked Tovell,
Tubby groaned. Al
“There’s still. tvo of your comed-herf
AIne grinmed Raby. “You can have those
“all to yourself.” :
GroAnZiSaEn " | ;
“Cheer up!” it Newcome kindly. g
fou're going fo  perish in the night
Tubby, ‘'you haven't long to suffer.” g
Groan! ! !
b (5 g1 |

¥, What are we goiig to bave

for breakfast?” asked Tubby, when the |

Fistical Four were washing the dishes. 3
“Oh, we'll get something on the
march!” said Jimmy Silver. i

“B-b-but we shall have to have sdme-
thing before we start!” wailed Tabby. =
“Please yoursell, old chap. 'There's
- nothing ‘here ‘but grass; bt if youn feel
inclined to understudy Nebuchadnerzir
there’s nothing to stop you.” | !
Urofmr T ;
“You wont want any breakfast, will
you, Tubby 7’ inquiréd Lovell. :
s “Eh? I'm.{anished now " howled Muf-
n. L 4
“But ain't you going te perish in the
[ e R R :
“Ha, ba, ha!" j ‘ g o
“Dead men tell no tales and eat mno
breakfasts!” chuekled . Jimmy Silver.'
“You'll be-all right, Tuhby.”!. ke bl
“I—I say—I feel ill!” mopaned Tubby.

“I'm suffering the awful pangs of!
huanger!” !

“Best possible medicine for a food-
hog!” answeréd Jimmy, = = '

Giroan! ; :

With a plentiful lack of sympathy for
Tubby’s sufferings the Fistical "Four
started for a stroll before turning in.

Tubby Muffin called after them.

“Are you' going shopping?” i gl

“No, ass¢; only a stroll round the
place.” PR gLy
““I say, T'll huzz off to th
you'll give me some tin.” /

“Bow-wow " -

“You may find me seriou
you come back.”

“We'll try to beéar it.”

“Yah?! Rotter!”

“Ha, ha, “ha!”

The chums of the Rookwood Fourth
strolled away, ehucktling, and Tubby Muf-
fin glared after them with feelings too
deep for words. ;

There wag no food for the food-hog, and
even Tuhby Muffin did not feel disposed:

e village if

sly +ill when

to follow tdre historic example of Nebu-1

chadnezzar and eat grass.

He rolled dismally into the caravan, ]

but he did not turn in: i
Tubby Muflin was empty, and when he

answered |

| THE CARAVANNERS’

(Continucd from the previous page.)
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|

_ and bawled :

The 3rd Chapter.
The Sudden Death of Tubby Muffin.

The dusk was dcepening as Jimmy
Silver & Co. returied to the caravan
camp after a walk through the séented
woods. ' ;

Robinson Crusoe, the horse, was crop-
ping the grass at the end of his tethering-
rope contentedly. o4 gl

The camp-fire had died out, and the
place was very quiet” No sign was té be
seen of Tubby Mouflin.

“Pood ‘old Tubby!” grinied Lowvell.
“He's turned in to take it out in- sleep,
I suppose.” ' A :

“He's not asleep,” said Jimmy. “We

should hear his snore—warranted to kill |

at forty rods! He's' struggling with the
giddy pangs of famine. Hallo, Tubby!
Tubby! Tubby!” ; : : £

Jimmy Silver had a packet of ¢hocolate |

in his pocket, which he intended to pre-
sent to the-suffering Tubby before going
to bed. )
But theré ¢came no answer to his call.
“Tubby!” shouted Lovell.
No reply. i
“My hat!” exclaimed Raby.
he was going to perish!
hasn't done it after all?”

“He said
1 suppose he

“Ha, ha! "Not likely! Goné for d
walk, perhaps!”

“No fear! Too jolly lagy'” said
Lovell. “More likely pretending to be

i!IT'to wring our hearts. I'll rout him
out!” ; ' T 5
Lovell opened the door of the cdaravan
“ Tubby ! : % :
There was no answer, and_ Lovell put
his head into tle dusky van: - .

The néxt moment he jumped back, his
face white aund startled.

“Good heavéns ! he stammered.

tHallo¥Y What’s up?” 1 ":

Jimmy 8ilver ran up in alarm,

Lovell did not speak. ,

Hé pointed to the caravan, with horror
iti his face.

Jimmy and Raby and Newcome hastily
looked in.

They had rot taken Reginald Muffin at

THE BOYS" FRIEND

“Look!” howled Jimmy,

He reappeared at the door of the eara-
van, dragging the “body ” after him, and,
to the horror of his eomrades, he pitched
it out on to the grass.

“Jimmy!” ghrieked Lovell,
mad?” :

“Look at it!" yelled Jimmy Silver,
crimgon with wrath. ‘

The juniors looked, and then they saw
what: Jimmy Silver had geen as soon as he
touched the “body.” :

The *“body” consisted of Tubby
Muffin’s second suit of clothes, stuffed
with bedeclothes to the semblance of a
human figure. syl

The shoes were tied on to the trouser:
ends, and the head was made of a cushion

“Are you

—which - was why the cap had been
arranged to conceal it.
The juniors gasped with reljef.
“Spoofed!” stammered DLovell,  “Ob,
the fat villain!” . i
© “Where is he?” shrieked Raby. “I'll

scalp him!”

There was. a. fat. chuckle behind the
~juniors.. Jimmy Silver & Co. spun rom_1d,
to, find Tubby Muflin regarding them with

a chieerful grin.

e iy

' The 4th Chapter.
Trouble for Tubby.

“He, he, hel”

Thug Tubby Muffin, ;

The fat junior of Rookwood was evi
dently highly entertained. : :

Jimmy Silver & Co. glared at , him
speechlessly. 4

“Rather neat, wasn't it?”
Tubby.

“Wha-a-t?" gasped Jimmy Bilver, find-
ing his voice at last. » :

“He, he, he! Took you in, didn’t it?”
said Tubby agreeably. “I thought 1'd
sive _you a lesson aboat what might
1appen throufli a chap going hungry,
you know. gay, your faces were a
treat !” : :

“Were they?” stuttered Lovell.

“He, he! Rather! I was watching you
from the bushes,” explained Tubby. “I
_say, you looked quite seasick, Lovell!”

“D-d-did 197

remarked

“And you looked like a moulting fowl,
Raby!”

=T ]

“He, he! . Your face was a picture,
Jimmy! He, he, he! I say, I hope you'll
let that be a lesson to you!” said Tubby.
“Now you knéw what you'd feel like if
anything happerned to me!”

“You fat villain!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

“It was ‘poor old Tubby!’' a few
minutes ago,” grinned Reginald Muflin.

all seriowsly, but from Lovell's herrified

F"Wﬂh*y W od €0 nd W

K e o terrbl sight that met thelp
e,

The interior «f the caravin was very
lasky , only @ glimmer of twilight coming
n it the small window. .

Tpon i large hook, which was used- for

trnging 1p a wriety of brooms and
Irushes, a fat forn was suspended.

The brooms aind brushes lay on the
floor, the hod keing used for another
Japose Low.. :

The fabt figure hung from the hook by
the neck, the head falling forward, nearly
hidden by a cap—Tubby Muffin’s cap. -

There was a tertble stillness about the
figure : rot tle slightest sound or- motion
came from'it. ‘

- Ol ” gasped Noweome.
. He backed away, as white as a sheet.

i Haby followed, shaking all over.

Jimny Silver stood staring into the
lusky van, his eyes almost starting from
lis head, - - :

“Tubby !” he excdaimed faintly.
_Lovell panted.

- “Podar old Tubhby! The utter idiot!
‘He—he must have gone off his dot!”

' “He’s hanged himself ! groancd Raby.
U He piast. have been mad !

“Committed . siicide!” mumbled New- fond, as he laid on the rope.

| fond of Tubby, he was dissembling lis
‘love in a masterly manner,

dome.. [T wish we'd let him have his
supper. . Who-=who'd' have thought this?”
CJimmy Silver’s leart almost ceased to
“beat.
The still form hanging from the hook
scemed” tormesmerise him. . - ;
It was too terrible for belief; yet there
was the motionless figure hanging against
the wall- of the caravan,-silent as: the
tomb_ b it ..;. b
“Poor old Tubby!” groaned Lovell.
Jimmy Silver turned a
wards his comradeg.» =
“He—he' must  have been  potty!™  he.

murmured. “Oh, dear! Poor old Tubby! « =

“The sillyddiot!"” :

“Lsl say, dbn't: call him rames now?” §-

said Raby huskily.

“Poor old Tubby!”

“He " must  Thave
hungry!” muttered Néwconte. “I—I dare
say he couldn’t Help being a food-hog!
‘Oh, dear! I-—I say, the—the body "—
Newcome gasped out the word—*the body
ought to be cut down.” AN

"“He 'may not be: dead yet!” said
Lovell. ‘ il :

“Jimmy Silver. nodded.:

“You go in, Lovell.”

“Hadn't you better?” asked Lovell.

“You're leader, Jimmy,” said Raby.

Jimmy shuddered and stepped into the
van. ;

Lovell & Co. waited outside, their hearts
‘palpitating. The awful &cene had com-
' pletely unnérved them.

They had not dreamed of this when

| they punished Muffin for food-hogging.

Yet, as they remembered now, Tubby
was wont to get into a state of despera-
tion even at 'delay in a meal. Missing
a meal altogether had apparently been
too much for ‘hib: = -

“Jimmy! Is he—is he——"

Lovell: cotild not finish. The terrible
word refused to pass his tongue.

Jimmy’s reply was unexpected.

It éime in the form of a yell of wrath. :

“Oh, my hat !
“Wha-at ?”

“Ximemyrt’ o
“The spoofin

"The 'spboﬁ‘ngl fotter!”

k4

was empty his brain was active. He was

not at the end of his resources yet.

fing  fat' Bowunder!”  roared
Jimmy ‘Silvep: 7' 0 - # O
“Jimmy! Isn't he—"

| Rookwooders to display some ajprecia-

- as if he were heating carpets.

' shock,

gl

white.-facg to+ |

i

“ béen  frightfully -

“This ought to be a warning_‘t"o 3‘?&
Wi you WEnE 1'd commitiod mleide,
you realised how fond you were of me.
I hope you'll beéar it in mind in futue,
Jimmy! He, he, he!” : i
Tubby Muffin apparently expecied the

tion of his misdiréeted humour.

But they didn’'t!

They rushed at the self-satisfied Falstiff
of Rookwood, and collared him. -

X Ttubhy yelled as he was whirled off lis
cet. :

“Herey I say! Leggo! Yarooh !
Wharrer you at? It was only a jole,
you know—only a j-j-joke! Yoop!"

Bump! =

“Gimme a rope!” ravéd Lovell, “I'm
going to wallop him!” ..

“Here you are, old chap!” .. -.

“1 say, chuck it, you know!” howld
Tubby Muftin.  “Can’t you take a
j-i-ioke? Oh, my hat! 3

‘Whack, whack, whack! e

The exasperated Lovell laid on _the ‘rope

The Fistical Four had had a painful
and, apparently, in spite of
Tubby’s statement, it had not made
them realise how fond they were of
Tubby Muffin. : s
At all events, Lovell did not leok very
If he was

Whack, whack, whack! ‘

“Ow! Help! Yoop! Yarooh! Stoppit!”
howled Tubby, wriggling, and squirming,
say, Jimmy, stoppim! I--L won't
commit suicide again! Yarooh!”

“Give him some more!” yélled New-
come. “Givé him gome for us!”

“ And ‘some for ‘me!” exclaimed Rahy,

-chocolate to him. -
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WAR: SAVINGS CARD .

MEANS A q
SOVEREIGH (g

FIVE YEARS HENCE

GET ONE OF THESE CARDS.

Ii you haven’l one of these War
Savings Cards, get one to-day from any
posi-office. 3

Each card is divided up into thirty-one
spaces. Whenever you have 6d. to spare,
you just buy a stamp at the post-office
and fix it on one of the spaces. As soon
as all the spaces are filied up you can
take the card fo a post-office dnd ex-
change it for a 108, Gd. War Savings
Certificate. =~ < ' ‘

In five years’ {ime that certificate will
be worth £1. ; '
. This is the best way for a patriotic

boy to' put money by. Won’t you try it P

.in

the road, ..

escaped at last, yelling frantically as he
dodged round the caravan for safety..

Arthur Edward = Lovell panted
breath as he threw down the rope.

“There!” he gasped. “You won't
spoof ug .again.:' in
rotter !,

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !” T

Tubby Muffin, on the safe side of the
van, was making night hideous with a
series of tereific howls. . .07
By that time Tubby was wishing
fervently that he had not been  guite
£0 - humorous. '

“Yow-ow-ow! Oh, dear!
I’'ll jolly well lek you, Lovell!
ow!” howled Tubby dismally. i

“Shut up that row or I'll give you some
more!” roared Lovell.

“Yow-ow-ow!" . . .. At

“Time to get the tent up,” said Jimmy
Silver, i il :

And the Fistieal Four proceeded to that
task, to an accompaniment of dolorous
howls from Tuhby. ;

The fat. junior ventured to come round
the van at last, ready to dodge.again, if
necessary. A
~Jimmy Silver. tos

for

I'm hurt!
Yow-ow-

sed the packet of
~“Put that into
up!” he said. : :

“Thanke, old chap!” said .~ Tubby
affectionately, as he fielded the chocolate.
“I sgay, if you like 1'll do some shopping
before we start in the morning.”

“We're starting. at dawn, fathead!
Throw out the alarm-clock!”

*The—the what?”

“The alarm-clock, ass!” i

S D-d-do you want the alarm-clock?"”
asked Tubby, with evident unéasiness.

“Yes, fathead! Get it out of the
caravan!” : ki

“I—I don't think it's In the rvyan,
Jimmy.”

“Where is it, then, ass?”

“I—I couldn’t go to bed without sup-
per, now, coiald 1?7 said Tubby Muffin, in
an argumentative tone.

“What's that got to do with the alarm-
clock?”’ demanded Jimmy Silver.

“And—and I hadn’t anything——""

“What ate you driving at? What
have yon dJone with the alamm-ceods?”
asked Jimny Silver, with sudden sus-
picion, § Bl

“I-1 took it down to the village, yon
know, ufter you fFellows went,” said
Tubby, backing away a little. “I—IX
wasn’t really goinz to sell it—" x
C“Bell it!” yelled Lowmell

“Only—only there wam't a pawn-
broker’s in the rilage, s» what was a
chap to do?" said Tubby plaistively. ‘A
man gave me a shiling for it—"

YA shiling!"  yelled - Firnm

CL L
"Thint alarm-clock cost ten-nnd-wix !

“Yes, 1 told the man $0,” answered
Tubby. *“But he wouldn't give me mdre
than a shilling! Mean, wasn't it?"

“You—you've sold our ten-and-six
alarm-clock for a shilling!” * stuttered
Jimmy  Silver, hardly able to believe his
ears. ! :

“Well, T didn't get much grub for the
hob,” said Tubby. *Only some bredd and
cheese, you.know. It wasn't much of a
supper for me. I was afraid I should he
ill, you know. I knew you fellows would
Fﬁtr'her lose the alarm-clbck than have me
o o g 54 !

vour inside, - and dry

Bilwer.

“Where's that rope got to?" shricked
Lovell. S
Tubby Muftin did not*wait for Lovell to
gmll out where the rope had got to. He
Aded. gk y
Come back ! roated Newcomle.'s o |
* Tubby M;ufiiﬁ_ _ disappeared. /in!{;'o the
dusky furze. . ° ke DR :‘-‘a‘ef
“I—I-I'll scalp that fat burglar, and
hoil him in oil!” gasped Lovell. “I1'MN skin
him—I'H pulverise him—1'T1—I'I1—F' 11—
Words failed Lovell. A :
Minus the: alarm-elock—gone. ey

iy

covery now—the Fistical ‘Four turied in’

venture to return
had done so. . i it
Then he tiptoéd back eauntionsly to the,
caravan, and turned in, with a faf grin on'
his face.
. When Jimmy..8ilver & :Co; turved out
soon after sunrise Tubby Muffin's deep
and unmusical snore was proceeding from’
the van, showing that he was resting con-
tentedly in the land.of Nod. i o |
He came quite suddenly out of the land

“Yarooh! Help! Yaop!”. : of Nod, however, as Eovell went into tl
Whack, whack, whack! caravan, and awoke him with a 3; o
Tubby Muffin  squirmed awdy, and | application of his hoot | o
G : Tubby rolled out of the van in a great
ONNNANS s M hurry.. 1o ls

the Rookwood caravanners. took to the
road again, but to Tubbyfs disma
did not head for the village. - . :
“I—I say, we could get some brekKer
the village, Jimmy,” he protested.
“I'm hungry, you know.”

“Shut up!” : ' ¢

‘ “Well, 111 tell you.what,” said Tubby.
“You lend me ten bobh, and I'll go—and
I'll join you again afterwards.” . .
“Br-r-r-pap o i

Tubby Muffin grunted and frowned,
and climbed into the van. He jumped
out again in a few minutes, with his
Jacket buttoned. . Y
“Better not overload the gee-gee,” he
said considerately. “I'll walk behind for
a bit. If I don't keep up with you
fellows, never mind; I'll come up  all
right later.” &

JFor reply,. Jimmy . Silver seized ‘him
by the collar and shook him. forcibly.
“Yow—leggo!” roared Tubby. “Von'll

-make me drop it—I—I mean I—I haven’t

got anythin
Yah!” T S 3 i

There was, a clatter as a whole . array
of knives, forks, and spoons slipped from
undér Tubby’s jacket and - scattered on

g under my jacket. I-—f——

“So you were going to sell that Iot,
same ag, you djd the alarm-clock, you fat
brigand!” roared Levell, : :

“Nunno! I—I—I— Yarooh}” -

Tubby Muffin dodged away in-time.

. The utensils were tossed into the. van
again, and the caravanners went on
their way, Tubby Muffin marching behind

a hurry, you fat |

;vith a very in'jurc'd expression on his fat
ace., :
Tubby fels that he really was nod being

treated like a pal.

Th&th Chaptar.
 Qood Samaritans.
“Hallo, that ehap seems rathier iu

. |

terested in us!” remarked Arthur Edward

Lovell. . ;
The ecaravanners were breakfasting.
After a couple of hours on the march,

- they had. steceeded in purchasing  sugp-
i plies "ati & armhouse, and the Fistical
Four' were: éating brend and cheese as

| they marched, Tubby Muflin being sented

on the van and similarly occupied.

The Rookwood caravan was following a
deep lanc. now,  with thick woonds en
both ‘sidés, a #tfip” of blue sky above.

- Ahead .of them a man was seen, resting
ot a bank hy the wayside; but ad the
caravan rrlntblqa nearer the stranger rose
to his feet, and stood looking intentiy
at the ecaravanners. W ol

He was a young man of powerfnl
frame, with a fait, florid Tace, and wcll-
dressed, though dusty from tramping.

He stared at the ecaravanners, with
obvious interest in them, as they. cime
up, and the Rookwood juniors stared at
him ‘in réturn... 4

“Never seen a caravan before, ‘per-
haps " granted Lovell.

“Never seen’ ae peripatetie breakfast-
party, perhaps,” smiled Jimmy Silver.
*Well, a eat may look at a king.”

The young man stepped out into the
road as the caravanners came up to
where he had been resting. :

“Excuse me,” he said civilly, “might
I ask you for a 1ift?”

1ift?” said

“Oh, vyou want a
stranger’s interest
£

Jimmy
Silver. The

in the

 caravan was explained now.

- Wheatfield,” said Jimmy. “If that's your

iy T SRR,

ond fe- |
' | answered Lovell.
in the tent, and Tubby Muffin did not |
to-the camp till they |

y they

L what's® the

irritably,
, arrangements - about lunech :yet. . He's
e R e ; .| scoffed all the cheese.” R G R MR
Robinson. Crusoe -was ~harnessed, and' |’

. he made out,” grumbled Tubby.

“You are going my way, 1 think,” swid
the young man.

“Right down 1the road as far as
Wi y—"" 2

“1 have to go throughh Wheatfield to
geb home,” said the stranger. “I am not
a tiamp.” he added hastily. “My name
iz Jones—not long ago Private Jones.
I have been tramping it, to save money.
A discharged toldier is not very flush
of moncy, yvou know. If you could give
me a lift for a lew miles I should be very
mixch obligéd. I am tired.” e

“My dear-man, tumible in,” said Jimmy

Silver cordially, “11 you've heen ' u
Tommy, you're mnore than welecome.”
“Welcome as the fowers in May!”

sald Lovell heartfily.
“You are very kind,” said Mr. Jones

“Not o bit of it. Jump in. Qot out
of the way, Tably, you bounder!”

. The caravan stopped, and the young
man stepped into the van, ;

“If you're tired, the bunk's at your
service,” said Jimmy Silver. *“Lie down
and rest, and I'll eall you when we get
tot Wheatfield. It will be some hours
ye .!] "

“Thank you very mueh.” _

“Had your breakfast?” added Timmy
hospitably. “Lots of bread and cheese,
for once in a way, and you’re more than
weleome.,” %

“I am hungry, I admit.”

“Right-ho! Here you are!”

Jimmy Silver hospitably supplied the
stranger’'s wants, and left him in the
caravan. ‘ P i
- The "Rookwooders marched on, with a
feeling of satistaction at having: been
E{wﬁi sistance to a man who bad beern in

Raby was looking rather thoughtful,
however.

“That chap looks jolly fit for a dis-
charged soldier,” he remarked, after a
long pauge.
© “Well, he says that's what he Is,”
“I<suppose he knows.”,

“¥es, I suppose s50.”

- “Might be something that doesn't show
—shell shock, or trench feet, or ‘some-
thing,” said . Jimmy Silver. “Lobts of

. chaps look as fit as fiddles when a doctor

would turn them. down: at onee. .Hallo,
matter “with  you, Tubby?”
Tubby Muffin joined the. Fistical Four,
who were walking with the horse, his
fat face very serious. o
“1 say, Jimmy, he's scoffed all the
grub!” he whispered. ‘
“Why shouldn't he, fathead?” . -
“That’s all very well,” said Tubby
“but we haven't .made any

ey ap T '

“And the wvery.last crumb.”
“Ring oft!” . s
“And I.don't believe he's go tired I’{“
“He
Keeps on looking out of the window.. I

was watching: Rhim.”

“IIf you watch him again I'Hl sealp
youl' . & v BT
“I'm getting hungry again already.”.
Lovell made o movement with his foot,

i

~and Tubby Muflin broke ofi abruptly.

The chums of Rookwood were fed up
with: Tubby’s unearthly appetite. .

The caravan rumbled on, turning from
the lane into a dusty high-road.

.There was a clatter of hoofs on the
road a few minutes later, and the juniors
glanced back,

A mounted policeman came trotting
up, and he. drew rein as he came abreast
of the caravanners:

He glanced very curiously at the Rook-
wood outhit. i

“You boys been on this road long?”
he asked. , !

“No; we've come. oat of the lane
yonder,” answered Jimmy Silver.

“Have you sectn anything of a Ger-
man?” : : : iy

“A German!” ejaculated Jimmy. “No.”

“Germans . about here?” = ‘exclaimed
Neéeweome. ; Hbap i
S An escaped  prisoner,” explained the

constable. “He got away yesterday from
the prisoners’ camp, and, he’s been traced

in this direction.”

“We'll keep our cyes open for him,”
said Jimmy.
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The constable nodded and rode on.

He disappeared ahead on the road,
leaving the chums of Roukwood a little
excited. -

*A blessed Hun hangmg about here!"”
gaid Lovell. - “My hat! We'll round him
up if we come across him. It would
be something to swank about at Rook-
wood next term—what?”

“Not likely to see him,” answered

Jimmy. “1f he's got any sense, he'll
keep ‘to the woods.”
“Offside!” answered Lovell. “He must

be making for somewhere. He can’t live
without L.rub for one thing.”

.“I-don’t see:how he could get any
p.'rub  If a chap started asking for grub
in (}ermftn it would make folks a llttl(..
bit: sugpicious, I should think.”

“Most . likely he speaks English. Lotq
of Huns do.”

" And very likely he’ s got friends some-
where,”  remarked Newcome. “Huns
stick . together like glue. = There were
some prisoners escaped once, with eivilian
clothes and ration cards eomplete.
read it in the papers. They must have
had help.”

Tubby Muffin’s eyes glistened.

. “I say, Jimmy, very likely there's a
rcwurd for collaring the beast,” he re-
marked. “Might be a hundred pouuds "

“Brer-r-r!” was Jimmy Silver's reply.

“But, I say, suppose we chuck cara-
vanning for a bit, and hunt for him?”
suggested Tubby. - You can sniff at the
reward if You like, but I'm rather short
of money.

“Rats!”
together.

And the caravan went on.

The Fistical Four kept their eyes about
them, in the faint hope of spotting the
escaped Hun.

Tubby Muflin being the keenest, Tubby

was thinking of a possible reward.

Nothing was seen, however, of a lurk-
ing Hun in tllb lanes and fields and
‘woods. ©

When the vlllnn‘e of Wheatfield came
in sight in the d:qt.mct.. Jimmy Silver
looked into the caravan. g ;

The caravanners’ guest was lying in
one of the bunks, apparently asleep.

“Hallo!” called Jimmy.

answered the l'lstlcal Four

Mr. Jones looked up. : g
“Just on Wheatfield,” said Jimmy
Silver. “Like to keep on further?

‘We're keeping on towards the coast.”

“I am afraid I am a trouble to you,”
said Mr. Jones, in a faint voice. “The
old pain in my leg bhas started again. I
don’t think I could walk.”

“An old wound?” dsked Jimmy, with
much sympathy.

“Shrapnel,” said Mr, Jones,

“ Well, keep in the bunk as long as you
like,” s.nd Ilmmy Silver. « We're going
Lo Hl.up Tor Tanell ot Whoeatfeld, picd 110
hring you kome grub into the van.”

“You are very kind, [ have sonc
money,” said Mr, Jones. ¢ You will allow
me to p.tyf

Jimmy smiled and shook hig heud

“Not a bit of it!"” he answered., “Vaou're
our guest for the pregent, Mr, Jones. Were
jolly glad to be of use to an old Foramy.
You sbhy where you are, and I'll bring youl
¢come lunch when we stop. Afterwirds
we'll take you asfar as your home. We're
in no hurry, and all roads are much the
same to us, you:gee.”

1 don’t know how to thank you.”

«Don't trouble, old scout |

The caravan atopped outside the inn in
Wheatfield, and the caravaoners,himched
in the building, Jimmy Silver cnrrymg ot
a plentiful supply -£o the man in the van,

Supplies were laid in for supper and oy
the pext day, and then the caravanners
resumed their route, Mr, Jones resting in
the bunk,

The 6th Chapter.
Tubby'n Hun.

Im 'ny ‘%llver called 2 balt a couple ol
miles ‘past the village.

Mis chums were quite agreeable to turn.
ing from their road to convey Mr. Jones
to his:home, wherever.that was.

But. the gueab of the caravanners was
fast ns!cep in the bunk, and Jimmy Silver
did not wish to awaken him.

“«We can rest here for a bit” said
Jimmy. “He's sleeplng soundly, poor
chap; and I fancy he's badly in need ol
rest.. Let's wait a bit.”

* And the Co. assented.

The caravan halted on a belt of grass
heside the road, beyond which lay a thick
wood, with a toot.pnth leading into the
green deptha.

Tubby Muffin scanned the wood with
keen interest.

“{ say, Jimmy, that's just the kind 0[’
placo where the escaped Hun would be
hiding !” he remarked.

" % 0h; botheér the escaped Hun!” yawned
l:mmy Silver, settling bhimself down com:-
fortably in the grass.

"« But T say, if there’s a reward—-"

“ (1o and eat, coke!”

« Precions lot of slackers, ain't you?”
exclaimed Tubby, indignantly surveying
the Fistical Four 'as they reclined in the
grass.  “The Hun may be lurking a dozen
yards away from you at this very minute !”

“ Well, go and look for him, and give
us o rest 1" said Raby.

“F jolly well will!” exclaimed Tubby.
«Jf 1 find the beast, I'll call you fellows,
Mind, if I find him I shall claim the
reward !”

«If you find him we'll eat him for
supper,” answered Jimmy Silver humor-
ously.

Tubby Muffin snorted, and rolled away
into the wood.

The idea of a reward had taken posses-
sion of Tubby's fat brain, and it spurred
him on to unaccustomed exertion.

The Fistical Four chuckled as Tubby
disappeared.

Their opinion was that the fat Classical
had about as much chance of tracking
out the escaped Hun as of meeting the
man in the moon. -

1t 'was very pleasant resting in the grass ]
under the shade of the trees, and the
oaTAVANNErs were not sorry to be taking
it easy for once. :

After about ten minutes Tubby Mufiin
came out of the wood, and the Rook-
wooders grinned at the sight of him,

“Caught your bird?” asked Lovell,

“Hist 1"

- Wha-a-at 29 :

“ Hist 1” said Tubby breathleqsly.
spotted him!”

“My only hat!"

“He's lurking in the wood!” breathed
Tubby. - “I nearly ran into him:. He's
lying asleep under a bush!?

“Rats!? said Jimmy incredulously.

«X tell you I've seen himt?

“You've - seen . somebody!” grunted
Lovell. . “ How do you know it's the Ger-
man, you ass?” ' ;

“He’'s hiding,” said Tuhby “ He looks
a ferocious ‘beast, too—IL saw his face.
He's got a big stick lying beside him. X
tell. you I'm certain it's the German.
What's he hiding for if he ain't? You
fellows. come and help me to collar him.
Mind, I'm going to have the reward(”

'I‘uhby Muffin was breathlessly excited.

“Well, we may as well have a look at
him,” said Jimmy Silver. “I dare say it's
only some tramp.”

“J tell you it's the Hun!”

“Well, we'll see. Lead on, Macduft !”

- Jimmy Silver & Co. followed the fat
Classieal ‘into the wood.” Tubby Muftin
was tremulous with excitement as he led
the way.

The sound of a deep and unmusical snore
greeted them as they neared the spot
where Tubby had made his great discovery.

“I've

“Well, he's asleep, whoever he is!”
grinned Lovell.
“Hist!” . murmured Tubby. ¢ Better

take him by surprise. He's a desperute
villain, you know. I say, there he is!”

. A pair of very old boots could be seen
peeping from a thicket. The owner of
the boots was almost bhidden from sight
by grass and creepers and thickets.
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Tubhy Mufin stumbled over & trailing
root, and gave a yelp.

The snore ceased at once, and a rough
looking man sat up and blinked at the
Rookwooders.

The next instant he sprang to his feet
and dashed away into the wood.

He fled in so great a hurry that he left
‘his stick lying on the ground where he had
béen sleeping, g

His sudden flight took the Rookwooders
by surprise, but in a moment they were
rushing in pursuit.

They had doubted very much whether
the man was the escaped Hun, but his
sudden flight was presumptive evidence
that he was the man.

If he had nothing to fear, why had he
fled so suddenly at the sight of them?

“ After him!” ghouted Lovell.

He caught up the stick as he rushed on.

If the fugitive was the Hun, that stick
might be useful in dealing w:th him,

“Collar him!” gasped Tubby Muffin,
panting along after the Fistical Four.
«Mind, I'm claiming the reward!”

Jmnny Silver & Co. ran their hardest,
winding through the trees after the pant-
ing fugitive.

The man ran hard, too, but the juniors
of Rookwood gained upon him,

There was a heavy bump as the fugitive
caunght his foot in a root and rolled over
in the herbage. 7

“Pin him!” yelled Lovell.

As the panting man was scrambling to
his feet the Rookwooders reached him.

In a twinkling they had piled on him,
and four pairs of hands grasped him on all
sides,

There was a yell as he was brought to
‘the ground again-with»a bump. . -

“Got him1» y

¢ Hurrah! te

«Yah!" roared the prlaoner “Oﬁ,

crumbs! Let a man alone! Gerroff my
neck! Ow, ow, ow!”

“Hallo! . That doesn't sound like Ger-
man!”

“ Yarooh! Gerroff! Ow!”

The prisoner struggled furl{msly in the
grasp of the Rookwood juniors.

As he struggled a dead rabbit dropped
from his coat.

“Poaching, by gum ! " said Raby.

“Let a man alone!” roared the prlsoner
“Can't a man bag a rabbit in these 'ere
‘ard times? “Yow-ow-woop!”

Jimmy Silver had a knee planted on his
chest, and the man gave up the struggle
at Jast. Jimmy scanned him sharply. .

He was a rough and a bearded man,
with a rum-tinted face and shaggy hair,
and certainly did not look like a (Gierman,

He looked like a tramp, as undoubtedly
he was.

“Who are you?” demanded Jimmy.

“Yow-ow ! I'm Bill 'Uggins, if you
want to know, and I'll be the death of
yer!" roared the prisoner. “Let a man
alone! It's only a wild rabbit, ain't it?"”

Jimmy Silver burst into a laugh.

The cause of Mr. Huggins' sudden flight
was explained now. He had been poach-
ing, and had his booty about him.

Tubby Muffin came panting up.

“@Got him?” he exclaimed. “Hold him!
Hit him on the head if he tries to get
away, Lovell! He's only a rotten Hun!”

“Who yer calling a 'Un?” yelled Mr.
Huggins indignantly. “You lemme gerrup,
and I'll give you 'Un, you young vaga-
bone!"

“He speaks English,
Tubby. “Lots of Huns do. Don’t let him
get away! Mind, I'm putting in for that
reward! That's mine! You fellows were
simply helping me. I say, wharrer you
letting him go for, Jimmy? He's spoofing
you, you know! He's the German!”

“Tathead'!" answered Jimmy Silver.

you see,” said

;,,;Jr}rlf‘.- of
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“Who's a German?" shouated Mr. Iug-
ging ferociously. Mr. Huggins was 2
tramp and a poacher, but he naturally
felt insulted at such an epithet as that.
“I'l give you @erman, you insulting
young varmint!”

“Here, keep him oft!" yelled Tubby, as
Mr. Huggins rushed at him.

Jimmy Silver put out his foof, and the
tramp stumbled over it, and laid down
in the grass again.

-The Rookwooders left him there, using
expressions at the top of his voice that
were really only fit for a German.* '

“J—1 say, 1 believe he's the Hun, all
the same!” gasped Tubby.

“Well, you can go and capture him,”
said Jlmmy Silver.

But Tubby Muffin did nnt accept that
offer. He followed the Fistical Four back
to the road.

Mr. Huggins was left to his own devices,
and the enticing prospect of the reward
faded from Tubby Muffin's vision like a
beautiful dream.

The 7th Chapter.
The Hun at Last!

“Gee up!” said Lovell.

Robinson Crusoe “gee’d” up, and the
caravan rumbled on the road.

Jimmy Silver stood on the step and
looked in. Mr. Jones was lying in the
bunk, which was rather small for him,
but where he seemed to find himself
comfortable.

“We're starting,” said Jimmy. “Now,
if you'll tell me just how to get to your
home, Mr. Jones, we'll head for it.” .
Mhere wns some hesitation in Mr. Jones’

- manner.

“1t won't be zmy trouble,” said Jimmy
reassuringly. “If you live near the high-

road we sh.n!l pass pretty near your place,
anyway.’

“You're very good. I—I will point out
the place where I should like you to set
me down, then,” said Mr. Jones.

“Right up to your door, if you like!”
said Jimmy.

“It would be across some fields, where
the van could not go,” said Mr. Jones.
“1 shall be able to walk again. My leg
is getting better.”

“ All serene, then!” gaid Jimmy.

He jumped off the van and walked on
with his comrades.

The chums of Rookwood went chcerllj
on. their: way, excepting Tubby Muflin,
who was still suffering from his disap-
pointment., P

The miles glided wunder the heavy
wheels of the caravan, but there was no
sign from the man in the van. Ap-
parently, his home was .further on than
Jimmy Silver & Co. had supposed.

The sunset was fading into dusk, and
the caravanners were beginning to look
for a camping-place for the night, and
their guest was still in the van,

Jimmy Silver was a little puzzled.

“I suppose the chap knows his own busi-
ness best,” he remarked. “ But f rom what
he told us I should thlnk we vo passed
his place by this time.” -

“He seems a bit reticent about his
place,” said Raby. “I don't see why he
can't tell us exactly where it is.’

“Well, we shall have 'to camp soon.”

J.immy Silver was looking for a camp,
and when a suitable spot was sighted
the Rookwood caravan halted.

It was a meadow within a short dis-
tance of a farmhouse, and the farmer's

permission to camp was asked and
obtained.

Robinson Crusoe was faken out and
tethered as usual, and the caravanners

set about preparing supper.

Jimmy Silver reapnyoared at the door of the caravan, dragging the ‘ body ' after him, and, to tha horror of
his“chume. he oitched it out on to the grass.

The iron pot was slung over a brush-
wood fire, and a savoury smell of stew
pervaded the camp.

. Jimmy Silver looked into the van.

He was rather perplexed by Mr. Jones,
but he was as hospitable as ever.

“You'll join us at supper?” he asked.

“Thank you!" Mr. Jones gave a slight
groan. “The pain in my leg has come on
again. I know I'm troubling you a lot,
and I've no riz.:ht; to. But—-"

“Not at.all!” said Jimmy politely. “I'il
trot your supper into the van if you like.
If you care to camp with us—"

“I would, if you don't mind. I'm not
in a hurry to get home. : There is no one
to meet me there,” said Mr. Jones. “I—
I was wondering whether .you young
gentlemen would let me travel with you

to-morrow. You said you were gomg
towards the coast?”
' Yes " "

“I have friends in a village near the
coast, right on this road, who would give
me a welcome. But it's asking too
much.” :

“Not a bit ot it! Stay in the van, and
welcome !” said Jimmy., “We'll land you
at the coast to-morrow.”

“Many, many thanks!”

Mr. Jones' leg appeared too painful for
him to leave the van, and the sympathetic
juniors brought him his supper, and looked
after him as well aa they could.

They sat round the dying fire, yarning,
after supper.

There was a clatter of hoofs on the
road, and two horsemen stopped at the

gate "of the field. :

The caravanners looked round curiouslv.
and rose to their feet as they saw that the
riders were in khaki.

“Tommies!” said Lovell.

The two cavaleymen- entered. the field,
and led their horses up to the camp.

They scanned the caravanners with very
keen glances,
“Hallo! Looking for the escaped Hun?»
asked Lovell, with a grin.
“Yes, my lad. What are you doing—"
caravanning?”
“ That's it !
“We've been hccping our eyes open for
the Hun ‘since we heard of him,” said
Jimmy Silver. ¥ No luck, though.”

“ Anybody in your \an‘“’ asked the
soldier, /

“Yes; a chap we've given a lift,” an-
swered Jimmy Silver.
/ The two cuvﬂlr:,uwn m\changed a quidl
ook

& Wlnt sort of a man, my boy 1”

- Jimmy laughed. :

“ Not your Hun,” he answered.
charged soldier.” :

“I.think we'll have a look at your dis-
charged soldier,” said the Tommy, rather
drily, - “The Hun we're after speaks
English like a native. I—— Hallo!”
There was a sudden movement in the
caravan,

To the amazement of the juniors Mr.
Jones slipped out of the van, and—with
no sign now of damage to bis leg—bolted
like a rabbit across the meadow.

The . juniors stared alfter him, dumbe
founded.

“Wha-a-at?” stuttered Lovell,

“8top!" roared the soldier. “ That's the

man! After him!® .

The two cavalrymen lsurly flung them—
selves on their horses, and dashed in pur
suit of the fugitive.

Jimmy Silver almost collapsed.

“ That—that's the ' man!” he said
dazedly. “That—that—tbat's the escaped
Huan! Oh, my only summer hat! We've
been spoofed ! Oh, crumbs.!?

“The Hun!" stuttered Lovell. “The—
the—the Hun! We—we—we've heen help-
ing & Hun to escape!l Dh Chris‘t-ophcr
Columbug ! ”

The junios stood rooted to the ground,

They were too astoinded to move.

But the ruoning (Ferman had no chance
against  the cavalrymen, . Hefore -he
reached the hedge he was ran down, and
in a few rninutes the soldiers came back,
one of them leading the prisoner with an
iton grip on his collar.

“Mr. Jonts® was looking furions. Tug
a grin came over his face at the sight of
the potrlﬂed facez ol the Rookwood
juniors.

€N ow, young gentlemen, vou will have
to explnin this !” said the corporal. “This
aman was hiding in your van. Y¥You scem
to have heen keeping him out of sight, or
he. woald hiwe been caught before this?!”

“oh, canb ! said Jimny Silrer, “ We
—we never kiew! He bold us he was a
t?uﬁh:trgﬁd AOTIioF, W i tor w Tift.

Of course, we gave hlm a lift. The awful
rascal!” g

“Blessed if the laefwt isn’t grmnhw ab
us {” howled. Lovell. . “I've a jolly good
mind to dot him in the eye"’

:The German chuckled. .

“I thank you, young gentlemen for 3our
hospitality,” he said. “ With a llttle more
luck I should have re'u-hed the coast. I
hardly hoped .to fall in with such very
unsuspicious persons.  You are ‘confiding
people, you English—very! I have had a
pleasant day in your company.” -

. % You come along, Jerry!” said the cor-
poral. “I advise you young fellows to he
a little more eareful in future, This might
have landed you into trouble Now then
Jerry, hop it !» 5

"« Jerry ¥ made the I‘.ookwooderq a gr'\ce.
ful bow, --and..marched: ‘away Wlth tho
soldiers, who were grinning. .

Jimmy .Silver & .Co.  looked at one
another,,with sickly expressions as the two

&« A dis,

men in khaki dts.nppear(‘d with t.hur
prisoner. .. -
“I—X say, we mlght have tmgged tho

reward. after-ali i» groayed:Tubby. Muffin,
«[—I say, under our noses all the tunex
You are a silly ass, Jimmy»

%A howling chump !” agreed Raby :

« A frabjous josser!” said Newcome. -~

“You silly asses! How could I help it ?®
hooted Jimmy Silver, in great exaspera-
tion. « You didn't spot hlm as a Qer-
man

“We trusted to our Uncle James,” sald
Lovell. % Uncle James has nearly landed
us in chokey, and nearly helped Jerry to
get back to Hunland. Under the circs,
Uncle James is going to be bumped m

¢ Hear, hear{” ;

“ Look here, you silly ohnmps—- ) | {el.i
] YOOp"‘ roarcd J1mm)’ Sllver.

Bump, bump ! y

“That's ope for Fritz, and omne for
Jerry !" gringed Lovell, “Next time you
give. n lift to a discharged soldier make
sure that he isn't a Hun, Uncle James!”

Jimmy Silver was qmte eloquent for the
next five minutes.

. a L L] L] . "

The Rookwood caravanners were on the
road very early the next morning, feeling
rather keen to put some distance hetween
themselves and the spot where the escaped
Hun had been captured in their company,
They were glad enough that -the matter
had ended no worse, as it certainly mighé
have done.

And the Co. remained convinced that It
was all Uncle James' fault, and they told
him so0 so0 often that Uncle James
developed an almost Hunnish ferocity
whenever the Hun was mentioned.

THE END.
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The 1st Chaptier.
Yen Chin Too!

“Last day at school!” remarked Bob
Lawless.

“No more blessed work for weeks to
come!” said Chunky Todgers, with great
satisfaction.

Frank Richards laughed.

Frank was looking forward to the sum-
mer helidays, but not exactly for the
same reason as Chunky. He did not
object to work.

“We're going to spread ourselves a bit
these holidays,” went on Bob Lawless.
“A few days at home, just to make our
people happy—alem !-—-"

“Ha, hal”

“And then the North-West trail!” said .
Bob, with glistening cyes.
lhosses and guns and ourselves, and all the
North-West in front of us! TUp the Cas-|
cade Mountains, perhaps right on through
the Coast Range to the Pacifie—hay?
You've never seen the Pacific, Franky?”

i
" L

“Just owur !

“Not yet,” said Frank Richards. 4
“It’s a great sight. We shall sec some- |
thing of the mining-eamps in the Cascade |

section, too, and Redsking in their native |
haunts. As Chunky's coming with us|
we’'ll make him do all the chores.”

“Oh, will you?” said Chunky Todgers
warmly.

“The whatter?” asked Frank.

“Ah! I forgot you don’t speak Camadian
well yet,” grinned Bob. “1 mean the
work about camp—the chores, you know.

Chunky will be useful if not ornamental.” |

“Why, you jay—" exclaimed Chunky.

4

Chunky Todgers was far from helieving |
that he was not ernamental, and he*had |

no great desire to be useful.
“1t will be ripping
laris, "

[l

" said Vere Beau- |

“The ime of our liver, Cheruly!™ l‘ll”1,

Rob.  “I suppose your poyps von't mil
youn coming away for a fewy yverks!™
Beauclere shook T head. i
“No; lather will he sway Yinsell, as it
happens. I've told him Xm going om 1
holiday with you fellows wmd he’s glad.’
“(Food ™
“I say, there’s been n lot of big strikes
in the Cascade Meuntains” remmried
Churky Todgers thomghtfully. “ Suppose
we found a gold-mipe—"

“L'H bring home in my Int al tle god |

mines you find, Chunky. - Hallo, you Ium)

of yellow wickedness, whit dv ou want 2* |

- Bobr Lawless addressed thai jolite gues
tion to Yenr Chin, the Clinee ol Cedar
Creck School.

The ¢hums of Cedar Creek were stand

ing in the gateway, chatting whie they |
waited for the bell for afternoen Yessors— |

the last lessons they were to recdve for
many merry weeks. y

Yen Chin came wriggling up with aa
agreeable grin upon his yellow face,

“No mole schoollce aftel to-mollow,"
he said.

“Just found that out?”
_“You chappee goee away”
Chin. “Me heal talky-talky. You goec
on long journey North-West—oh, yes?”

“Correct1”

"Nicg:,f-nicey!" said Yen Chin.
comee,”

“Eh 7

“Me

gaid Yen | amything!

“Me comee North-West with handsome

Bob,” said Yen Chin.
comee ?”
SO

“You likee me comee, Flanky?”
“Ahem!” murmured Frank Richards,
“You likee, Chelub 77

Vere Beauclere coughed.

As a matter of fact the chums of Cedar
Creek were not yearning for the company
;jf_ the Chinee on their North-Western

rip.

Chunky Todgers, who was not quite so
polite as the rest, answered the little
Chinee with delightful directness.

“You likee me comee, Todgee?”

“No fear!” answercd Chunky.

“No likee?”

“No heathens in this outfit? =aid
Chunky. “Run away and chop chips, you
young jay! You'd be in the way!™

“Chinee velly nicey boy,” said Yen
Chin  sorrowfully. “Me tinkee likee
comee. Me cookee.” £

“Yep, 1 guess I know your cooking!”
said Bob Lawless, with a wry face. “No
cats and dogs on my plate, thanks!”

“Me cookee micee.”

“The fact is, four’s company, and five's |
a crowd!” said Bob. “You wouldn’t like
it, Yen Chin."” !

“Takee only four, nottee fivee?” said
Yen Chin thonghtfully.

“Correct!”

“Allee lightee. Leave ugly Chunkee,
and takee me instead.™

“Why, you cheeky heathen!” roared
Chunky Todgers in great wra “Do
you want me to sealp your pigtail?”

Yen Chin jumped baek.

“No wantee nicey Chinee?”
claimed. * Allee light!
chippee.. You velly ugly, bad boy.™

The chums of Cedar Creek grinned as
YenkChin marehed away with that re-
mark.

“You likee me

he ex-
You go choppee-

e~

THE BOYS® FRIEND

R
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 FRANK RICHARDS & CO.'S
HOLIDAY!

4
4

“Hallo,
Bob.
Frank Richards & Co. went into the

there's the bell!” exelaimed

schoolhouse,

There was a buzz of voices in Miss
Meadows’ class when the schoolmistiress
came in.

That afternoon most of the boys and
girls were thinking more of their coming
holidays than of. their last instructions
at Miss Meadows® hands.

“Silence, please!” said Miss Meadows.

The lessons proceeded.

The lesson happened to be geography,
and it dealt withh North-Western Canada,
and so Frank Richards & Co. were more
than usually intercsted in it.

That was the region where they were
to travel.

But the lesson was suddenly interrupted
by a terrific yell from Bob Lawless.

“Yaroooop!”

Bob leaped to his feet as he yelled.

almost, petrified.
All eyes were turned on Bob. ]
“Lawless!” exclaimed Miss Meadows.
“Owl Oh! T4 Sorry, ma'am!”
gasped Bob, with a crimson face.
something stuck into me!™ ?
“Wiheat 2"
“Something stung mwmy

leg,

bing his calf tenderly.
Miss Meadows frowned.
“A—a-—a  mosquite
ma’am.”

or

more orderly, please!”
“Yé-e8, ma'am."

grinning class. G 3
T e ATt 0 il tar Yora,
Fime minubey Tatear he fnterrupted Mies
Meadows with a war-whoop worthy of a
Red Imdian and Tesped to his feet.
“Yow.! Ow!®
“Lawhess !’ aloaost thundered the Cana-
dian sthoolmistress,

“How dare you?”
“E——I—— 1 was stung again?®
gasped the wmhappy Bob. ¢ Something

sharp ran inte my leg, ma’am.”

“Noxsmsel™

“Ii—it did, ma‘amn! Somebody stuck a
pin in me, 1 gness!” howled Bob, turning
ta glate at the row behind him.

in the form behind there were Chunky
Todgers, Tom Lawrence, and Yen Chin.
All three of them stared at Bob and
grinaed.

Miis Meadows «ame among the desks.

“Did e ol you touch Lawless with a
pin?" she excaimed severely.

“Nuino, wma'dmm?”

“Certainly not, ma’am!”

“No touclheer Bobbee,” murmured Yen
Chin, “No leachee. How can?”’

their seats,” said Miss Meadows.

“ All the same, somehody stuek some-
thing dnto ise.,” said Bob, “TIt hurts like
w! 1
_“This is wery estraordinary! You may
change places with Richards, Lawless.?

= “¥Yes, matam.®

Bob changed forms with his chum, and
Frank Richards sat down in his place.

resumed the lessons.

But there was destined to be another
interruption.

It came from Frank Richards this time,

He jaumped up suddenly with a howl
that rang through the class-room, and
cansed all the class to stare round,

“¥ah, yah! Oh! Oh, my hat! Ow!®
=

The Most Amazing
Story for Boys
Ever Written !

New varn |

“That iz quite tme. These hoys could |
not rewch you, Lawless, without leaving |

Miss Meadows, with a very severe look, |

Miss Meadows spun round towards him,

“8-g-

: : ma'am '™ |
stammered Boh, stooping down and rub-

Somethiﬂﬁ.

“There are mo mosquitoes here, Law- |
less! 'Take your seat al onece, and be |

Bobh Lawless sat down again amid a

" |

i
]

i

|

A Magnificent Long Complete Story,
dealing with the
Schooldays of Framk Richards, the
Famous Author of the
Tales of Harry Wharton & Co.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

The 2nd Chapter.
Four in Trouble !
“ Richards |»
“ Yow-ow-ow | ®
“How dare yom interrupt the lessons,
Richards?” exclaimed Miss Meadows
angrily. “Are you out of your senses,

hoy ¥»
“Somebody stuck a pin in my leg,
wa'am,”  stammered Frank—*somebody |

behind me! Ow, ow!®
“Lawrence! Todgers!

you touch Riehards?”
“No, ma'am !”»

“ No touchee nicee old Flanky,” said Yen
Chin. “How ean?” :
“Richards, I am afraid that you sure
deliberately wasting ‘time,” said Miss
Meadows sternly. *This appears to me
to be a joke concerted between you and

Lawless.”
“iOh, no, ma'am? I—I—> ]
“ Beauclere, take Richards’ place!
Richards, you will take this =eat under

Yen Chin! Did

{ my eyes!” said the schoolmistress severely,

Frank Richards obeyed with scariet |

cheeks,

look at his chwmm, took the place he |
| vaecated.
Miss Meadows, good-tempered as shie

always was, looked angry now.

She concluded that the exuberance of
gpirits, natural on the eve of the holidays,
was leading some of her pupils to perpe
trate a “rag * in class.
| For it really seemed impossible for any-
one at that desk to he reached by a jin
from behind without the action being sten

1 by the whole class.

And certainly Lawrence, Todgers, amd
Yen Chin had not moved from their places,

Vere Beauclere, with a rather puzzled |

1

Tell All Your Chums
About this Magnificent

ellow In front.

Even Beauclere was puzzled, and wm-
dered whether Bob and Frank had allowed
their high spirits to lead them a little too
far, for “ragging » the schoolmistress was

an amusement quite unknown at Cedar }
§ Creek. -

Mr. Slimmey and Mr. Shepherd, the two
masters, were gently ragged sometimis; |
but Miss Meadows never. :

Beauclere, who was a rather more
serious-natured fellow than his two chuns, |
was cerdainly the last member of the cliss
likely to enter into a rag during lesson- |
time.

But bhefore ten minutes had elapsed Miss
Meadows was interrupted by a sharp oy
from Vere Beauclere:

Th 1>

The schoolmistress' e
him_at once.

“ Beanclere1®

“I—I am sorry, Miss Meadows?? stam- -
mered Beauclerc., “Someone ran a pin |
into my leg!»

“You must he well aware, Beauclere, |
that you are stating an impossibility!®
exclaimed Miss Meadows. “No one could
do so without stooping; and certainly no
one has stooped. T am sorry to see trat
three boys whom I have regarded as my
best, pupils, have entered into a scheme to
show disrespect to their schoolmistress on |
the last day of term.”

“ Miss Meadows! 1T

“That 1is enough!” - rapped = Misg |
Meadows. “Richards, Lawless, and Beau-
clere, come out hefore the class!”

Frank Richards & Co. obeyed with erim-
son faces,

Miss Meadows pointed to the eorner of
the class-room, where Mr. Slimmey was
busy with the youngest class.

“You will join Mr, Slimmey’s class for

yes were fixed upon |

3

d. it t m ey s ;

the present,” she said. “Mr. SHmmey,

will you kindly take charge of these three
unru]y boys?»

“Certainly, Miss Meadows !?

There was a general grin as the three
blushing culprits went to Mr. Slimmey s
class, where they were placed in a row of
little girls of about eight or mime.

There is really no indignity in sitting
among little girls of eight or mine, but a
schoolboy ‘bas his own views on that
subject,

Frank Richards & Co. were being ridi-
culed as a pumishment for their supposed
disrespect, and they felt it keenly.

Moreover, Mr, Slimmey made them work
with his class; and though the work wof
the class was maturally easier, it was mot
gratifying to the trio to learn—quite un-
necessarily—that the United Kingdom was
composed of England, Scotland, Ireland,
and Wales, and that London was the
capital of England, Edinburgh of Secot-
land, and Dublin of Ireland.

That elementary knowledge had long
ago been assimilated by ¥Frank Richards
& Co.

Their cheeks were burning, and they
longed with an intenze longing for that
aft ernoom’s ‘lessons to be over.

Threa Halfpenco

Grinping glances were turned towards

thein frem their own class, and Miss
Meadows had some difficulty in keeping
the attention of her pupils to the work
in hand.

It was about a gquarter of an hour later
when a sudden terrific yell from Chunky
Todgers rang through the school-room.

He leaped up so suddenly that he nearly
pitehed Tom Lawrence off the form.

“ ¥areoh! ¥ah! Yawp!»

Chunky Todgers faivly bellowed.

“Todgers!" shricked Miss Meadows.

“Yah! Oh! Somebody's stabbed me !”
yéelled Chunky. *I’ve been stabhed in the
leg ! Yaroool! Oh, eramhs! ©Oh, Jerusa-
lem !”

“Come here, Todgers !”

“ Yow-ow-ow |»

“ Come lere, rou bad boy !?

“«Oh, dear!” moaned Chunky,
timped out before the elass.

Bwish !

“Now go and take your seat with the
other unruly hoys !* sald Miss Meadows
gtennly. “If there is any furtheer disorder
I will detuin the whole class for an hour
this erening”

Chunlky Todgers rolled 1way dismally
to M Slimmey’s corner, ind was there

as he

| accommodated with a seat letwien two

smiling litble girls

There vas 1o more disorier in Miss

1 Meadows® cliss,

If it wvas a rug, the tlreat of detention

| bad been suficlent to make an and of the

Hittle game. : $

Whenlessamswiere orer at lust, and Miss
Meadows dismissed her «cliss, she came
TECAATCWH SRR o @

Towards Prank Ricdhards & Co, with o stern
brow,

“You have displeaged me wery much,”
she said quietly. “1 am sorry to punish
Jou on yeur last day at school. But you
will be detained for one hour, you four.

{ 1 will set you a task.”

“But, ma’am-—->"

*¥ou need not speak ™

“But 1 assure you, Miss Meadows
stammered Frank.

“Bilence !?

There was nothing more to 'be said.

While the rest of the school marched
out, Miss Meadows set the unhappy four

»

their detention task, and they were left

toit in the deserted scheol-room.
Miss Meadows’ brow was very severe

when she left them, and her displeasure ’

was a4 greater punishment to the four than

| the detention, for they had a very great
I respect for the scheolmistress, and valued

dher good opinion,

“T{'s too bad!” grunted Bob Lawless.
S Miss Meadows has got mad with us now,
and she won't hear a word !

“And we weren't to blame!” groaned
Chunky Todgers, “Somcbody ran a pin
into my leg; I know that!®

“ Same here!” said Frank.

“And here!” smiled Beauclere. <« But
I don’t quite see how it was dome, either.
There was nobody close to me.”

“ Miss Meadows don't believe it, any-
way. She don't know that we bheat
Georgie Washington in his own particular
line,” said Bob, with a rueful grin. “ Some
beastly jay having a lark with us, some-
how. Hallo, you yellow imp! Vamoose
the ranch !»

Yen Chin trod softly into the deserted
school-room, and came up to the detained
quartette with an expression of deep
sympathy on his little yellow face.

“ Pool old Flanky !” he said. “ Me solly 1

B
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1 “Four glares of great

“All serene, kid. No bones broken, you
know.»

“Lill’ Chinee velly solly, allee samee.
Pool Iill' Chinee cly!” said Yen Chin
solemmnly. ‘

“Brer-rr 1 grunted Bob Lawless,

“You likee goee way?” asked Yen Chin,

“Can't, duffer! We're detained, ain't
wef?

“Me askee Missy Meadee!”

“Fathead!” said Frank. “You'll get
detained, too, if you're cheeky to Miss
Meadows.”

“No cheekee; me askee. Me gettee you
off, you askee me comee on holiday in
north-west—oh, yes?” agked ¥en Chin.

“Oh, absgquatulate!” said Boh.

“The silly jay con't beg mus off 1" said
Chunky Todgers.

“Me know how can.”

“Bats!”

“Me showee you, then you takee me on
holiday, oh yes!” said Yen ‘Ohin; and
he toddled out of the school-room.

Frank Richards & Co. settled down to
their detention task. They had no faith
whatever in Yen Chin being able to 'beg
them off.

They did not quite know the facts yct.

The 3rd Chapter.
Ungrateful !

“Come in!" called out Miss Deadows,
as a tap came at her study door.

Yen Chin wriggled into the room.

The sc¢hool-mistress gave him a smile.

Yen Chin was a thorough little raseal
in many respects, but he was a good:
fellow in some ways, and the queer little
Celestial was rather liked in the lumber
school. Miss Meadows was always kind
to Yen COhin. ;

*Well, what ies it, Yen Chin?” she asked.

“Me solly.”

“Whatt"

“Pool lillI' Chinee velly bad boy,” said
Yen Chin sorrowfully. *“Wicked old
heathen, you bet.”

Miss Meadows suppressed a smile. ¥Yen
Chin 'had net learned that way of ex-
pressing Mimself at Cedar Creek.

“What have yen done, my 'boy?” asked
Miss Meadows. supposing that the Chinee
had «ome to her to confess some little
fault that troubled his tender conscience.

“Me stickee pinnee in pool old Flanky.”

“What 7" exclaimed Miss Meadows, with

- a start.

“Me plickee them with pinnee,” said
Yen Chin. *“Chinee velly bad boy, awful
old lascal. No ean say how solly. Must
confess to Miss Meadee, because pool
old Flanky kept in. Oh, yes!”

Miss Meadows' look ‘became very stern.

“You bad boy!” she exclaimed. “Do
you mean to say that Richards and the

M TR U0 CBIY O BINONE T INTOTNTan wnil une

athern ating the truth all the
time "

“Collect !

“You are a very bad boy, Yen Chin.
But I fear that you are mot telling me
the truth. I should have seen you if
you had done as you state.”

Yen Chin grimmed.

“Chinee velly clevel old lasesl,” he said
penitently. “Lookee!”

The Celestial held up his foot.

On the toe of his boot a large, thick

wore

{ pin was fixed, point outwards.

Miss Meadows stared at him.

She could see how Frank Richards and
his ehums had been jabbed with the pin
without the young rascal getting near
them.

Yen Chin, while keeping his place on
his form, had simply stretched out his
leg under his desk to make his attack,

The Canadian schoolmistress  was
speechless for some moments.

“You wicked boy!” she exclaimed at
last.

“Chinee awful solly.”

“Why have you come and told me
this, Yen Chin?”
“Pool old Flanky kept in. Bad con-

science,” said Yen Chin. “Feclee mustee
tell Miss Meadee.”

“1 am glad you have so much con-
science,” said Miss Meadows. “As you
have confessed this of your own accord,
Yen Chin, I cannot very well punigh you.
If it had come to my knowledge in any
other way 1 should punish you severely.”

“Me solly.”

“TI hope you are sorry. You have acted
very badly. You may go!”

“Me tankee beautiful Miss Meadee.”

And Yen Chin glided from the room
with an expression of penitent Temorse
on his face.

As soon as he was in the passage, how-
ever, that expression gave place to a wide
- grin, and he chuckled softly and silently
as he glided out of the schoolhouse.

Yen Chin’s remorse was evidently only
skin-deep.

Miss Meadows proceeded to the school-
room, where she found four dismal youths
buried in their task.

“My beys, you may go,” she said kindly.
“I am sorry that I misjudged you. It
seemed so impossible that your statement
could be correct that I concluded yon
were playing a foolish, practical joke. I
find that that was not the case.”

Frank Richards & Co. rese to their feet,
wondering how Miss Meadows had learned

| that much.

But the
once.

“Yen Chin has confessed to me,” she
added.

“Yen Chin!” exclaimed Frank.

“Yes; he had a pin fastened on his
boot,” said Miss Meadows.

“The awiul young rascal!” excldimed
Babh. _

“l am sorry you have been detained
for no fault,” said Miss Meadows.

“It doesn’t matter a 'bit, ma'am!” said
Frank cheerfully. “I'm glad you ‘know
now that we were nat‘:beinﬁ disregpectful.”

The four boys quitted the school-room .
with great satisfaction. , ‘

As they crossed the playground towards

schoolmistress explained at

| the corral for their horses they met Yen
Chin, '

‘wrath were turned
at once:on the Chince. " T
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“You pesky jay!” howled Chunky

Todgers, shaking a fat fist at the youth
" from the Flowery Land.

~“You young rascal!” exclaimed Frank

Richards.

“You-~you pig-tailed, pink-eyed, yellow-
skinned son of a pesky heathen!” said
Bob Lawless.

“No savvy,” said Yen Chin. “Chinee
good boy. Me askee Missy Meadee lettee
you off. Me good pal.”

“It was you all the time, sticking a
pin in us with your boot!” exclaimed
Beauclere. :

Yen Chin backed away.

*“Miss Meadee talky too muchee,” he
caid. “No wantee Missy Meadee tellee
).(Jll."

“Let's duck him
ciaimed Todgers.

“No duckee pool lill' Chinee.
you off!” wurged Chin Yen. *“Me good
boy; velly tfond of micey, old Flanky.
Nmz'. me comee with you on holiday—oh,
yes?”

Apparently Yen Chin thought he had a
strong claim. on the gratitude of ¥Frank
:{_ichurds & Co. for getting them off deten-
ion.

But, considering that he had been the
cause of their detention in the first place,
the chums did not see where the claim
for gratitude came in.

I Yen Chin expected gratitude, at all

in the creek!” ex-

Me gettee

events he was disappointed. It was
something quite  different that he
received.

The four exasperated fellows rushed on
him and collared him on all sides.

Yen Chin was slammed over a bench,
and Chunky Todgers started operations
“on him with his satchel.

Whack, whack, whack!

As the satchel was full of books it was
rather a formidable weapon, and Chunky
laid it on with all the vigour of his podgy
arm.

Yen Chin roared and wriggled.

“You lettee up! Yoop! Pool 1Ll
Chinee  solly! Oh, «clumbs! Ugly
Chunkee stoppee! Ugly old Bob lettee
go! Yah!?

Whack, whack, whack!

The final whack burst the satehel, and
(‘,‘{nlmky‘s books were scattered far and
widae.

“Hold him!” panted Chunky.
him some more!”

- “That will do,” said Bob Lawless, langh-
ing.

Yen Chin was recleased, and he made a
bolt for the gates.

Chunky collected up his books, and the
schoolboys Jed their horses out of the
corral.

On the ftrail outside the gates they .

“I'Il give

in undertaking to carry home in his hat
all the gold-mines that Chunky should dis-
cover,

The holiday journey meant a good deal
of hard work, for the schoolboys had to
camp out, to care for their horses, to hunt
and fish for most of their food, and do
everything for themselves.

But hard work is one of the natural con-
ditions of existence in the Canadian West,
and even Chunky Todgers did not want to
slack all the time.

Several days passed very cheerily in
making preparations for the journey.

Frank and Bob and Vere Beauclerc and
Chunky were continually riding over to
one another’s homes to make arrange-
ments about the “outfit.”

When all was ready, and it was time to
start, the “outfit » gathered at the Law-
less ranch.

Bright and early in a summer’s morning
the chums of Cedar Creek took the trail.

Mounted upon their own horses, and
with a pack-mule led with baggage packed
tch _}l|is back, they started on the western

rail.

Two rifles and a shotgun and a hunting-
knife and axe apiece were the armament
of the party.

Chunky Todgers had a desire to carry
a revolver—a desire upon which his com-
panions sat at once,

Mr., and Mrs. Lawless aceompanied the
quartette for a few miles on the way in
the ranch buggy, to see them off as far
as the ford of the Indian River,

“Take care of yourselves, my dear
boys,” said Mrs. Lawless when they parted,

“You bet !” said Bob.

“You rely on me, ma’am,” said Chunky
Todgers. “I'm looking after them, you
know.”

Mrs: Lawless smiled.

“I'll bring ’em back safe and sonnd!"
said Chunky; while his companions glared
at him. “Rely on me!”

“ Good-hye, Bob! Good-bye, Frank!®

The riders plunged in at the ford.

The faint sound of the crop-cropping of
the animals came to the ears of the school-
boys as they rested in the rich, long grass,

The sound eceased, but they did not
notice it for some time. It occurred to
Bob Lawless at last, however, and he sat
up in the grass and looked about him,

The next moment he bounded to his
feet.

“ Jehoshaphat !” he exclaimed,

“What's the row?” asked Beauclere,

“Theé hosses !”

“What’s the matter with them”

“(one | yelled Bob.

“ What 2»

The campers were on their feet in a
twinkling. -

They dashed along the stream to the
spot where the horses had been roped.

Not a sign of them was to he seen.,

Close at hand was the timber, into
which the animals had evidently vanished,

“My only hat!” exclaimed Frank
Richards. “You couldn't have tied them
safely, Bobh!”

Bob Lawless snorted.

“ Do you reckon I don’t know how to
stake out a horse?” he demunded. “They
couldn’t get loose from the peg!®

“ But they have, old scout !»

“They've been let loose, T guess!»

“There's nohody here but ourselves,”
said Chunky Todgers.

“You jay! There must he—some dashed
horse-thief, I guess. Look at that rope!®

Bob Lawless held up the end of a trail-
rope still attached to the peg.

It had been cut through with a knife.

“QOh, my hat!” said Beauclere, in dis-
may. “A horse-thief, right enough!
Almost under our eyes, too!”»

“Come on!” exclaimed Bob,

The trail of the horses inte the timber
was plain enough in the rich grass.

Bob had caught up his rifle as he ran
from the camp, and he held it in readi-
ness for use as he started for the timber
with a grim look on his face.

It was a hard blow to be robbed of their

“ Not a horse-thief, after all! We shall
get the gees back,” he said,

“And I guess we’'ll make that beathen
smiart for this trick !
less,

The four schoolboys strode eut on the
plain, the grass rising thigh-deep round
them, " ‘

They hurried in the direction of the
halted group of steeds, which was the
direction in which they had come [rom
homie, : i

As they came closer Yen Chin was easily
recognised,

He was mounted upon a wiry-looking
Indian pony, and be held the trail-ropes
of the four horses and the pack-mule in
onie hand,

The captured animals were cropping the
grass, and Yen Chin sat motionless on his
pony, regarding the chums of Cedar Creek

as they came towards him with a grinning |

counitenance,

Evidently he had observed them in pur-
suit, and was waiting for them to get
nearer, though it was douhbtful whether
he would allow them to get near enough
to recapture their mounts,

It was tiring work tramping over the
rough prairie in the hot sun, and the
tempers of Frank Richards & Co. were not
improving as they tramped on.

It was clear to them that Yen Chin had
heen watching when they started, and
had followed on their trail unnoticed, with
the intention of playing this impish trick
on them at the first haltingplace,

If they got near enough to reach Yen
Chin with a frail-rope they intended to
give him a severe lesson on the subject of
practical jokes of thiz kind,

The question was, whether they would
get mear enough, for the cunning Chince
was master of the situation.

Co.

Being mounted, while the were

afoot, he could keep any distanee he Tiked,
For the present, however, he remainod
Jas motionless, almost, az a yellow image,

found Yen Chin waiting for them.
TYNFNg T W LT Wi JFT  TTRNUWN

Chanley Todgees glorod ol b, and gave
i o ent with his whip as he rode away,
His wrath was by no means appeased.

Yen Chin dodged, with a howl

I'rank
trail through the timber.

“Flanky !
Yen Chin.

Frank Richards looked round, drawing
rein.

“What is it now, you heatlen?”
demanded.

“Chinee solly.”

“Oh, buzz off and shut up!”

“Pooel LI’ Chinee c¢ly.”

“Cry away?
swered Frank.

he

“No wantee pool Iill’ Clhinee comee?” "

asked Yen sorrowfully.

“My hat! Rather not!”

“You blessed cheeky heathen!  After
getting us into a row with Miss Mea-
dows!” exclaimed Bob. “Here, Il give
you some of my trail-rope before we go!
That’s what you want, 1 guess!™

Bob Lawless wheeled his pony and rode
towards the Celestial.

But Yen Chin did not wait for the trail-
Tope.

He seuttled away.

“Come on, Bob!’ said Frank Richards,
langhing.

The chums rode on again.
Yen Chin in the distance followed them.

“Yah! Ugly old Flanky! TUgly Bob!
Ugly Chélub!™

“Ha, ha, hal"

The three chums chuckled as they rode

away into the timber, and Yen Chin’s
complimentary epithets died away in the
distance.

The 4th Chaptler.
Off for the Holidays.

Cedar Creek School broke up the next
day, and Frank Richards & Co. rejoiced
thereat, as did most of the other fellows.

Not that they were not attached to their
school in the backwooeds; but to any
schoolboy the prospect of a long holiday
is always delightful,

And Frank Richards & Co. had laid plans
for an excursion of unusual magnitude
and interest.

Frank had not forgotten his brief trip

into the wild North-west, and he was very
keen te see more of that wide, half-settled
country.

The chunis of Cedar Creek were to travel
on their “lonesome,” as Bob expressed it,
looking after themselves, as they were
quite capable of doing.

Bob Lawless had all the cool self-reliance
of the young Canadian, and his father had

no doubt of his ability to take eare of

himself.
Beanclere's father, the remittance-man
of Cedar Creek, had willingly given the

Jherub permission to join in the long ex-

cursion, more especially as be was to be

away from home himself for some weeks.

The shack by the creek would have been

lonesome for Beauclere, with his father

and his chums away.

Chunky Todgers, the fourth of the
party. was very keen on the journey, en-
tertaining a hope of .d.;i&m:n.roa,:rin,gI
-i;lgfl;iim somewhere in the North

1118,

Big strikes had been made there by pro-
smcbors, and Chunky did not see why he

- should not happen on a honanza. He
%@ % keep his eyes open, at all events.

Lawless was probably quite safe.

Richards & Co. started for the
Dear old Flanky !” ealled out |

It’s a free coantry!” an- |

A yell from |

2 gold-
-western |

On the olker side they stopped to wave
their hands at the rancher and his wife
in the buggy, which then turned haclk
towards the ranch,

Then the four trotted
green, rolling prairie,

The sun rose higher upon a wide expanse
of green, with dusky timber in -the dis-
tance,

The chums of Cedar Creek were in great
spirits.

“Off at last !” said Bob Lawless. * By
the way, 1 rather expected to see that
Chinee heathen again. He basn't shown
0p.”

Frank Richards laughed.

“This trip wouldn't have suited Yen
Chin,” he said, “ Besides, I believe the
young rascal is wanted in his pater’s
laundry during the holidays.”

“Well, my popper was in two minds
about letting me go,” remarked Chunky
Todgers. “He said there was lots to be
done on the farm. I've promised to work
like thunder the last week of vacaticn.
I've promised mopper a big gold-nugget if
I hit on a bomanza in the Caseade Moun-
tains.”

“Ha, ha, ha!»

“] guess 1I'm going to keep my eyes
peeled,” said Chunky, with a sage nod of
the head. *We may come back from this
trip millionaires.”

At which Chunky's companions reared.

A ‘good many miles glided under the

on across the

camped for the noonday rest in a clump of
timber beside a silvery spring.
The horses were staked out, and Bob

torlook for dinner,

himself and his comrades. *
After dinner the chums of Cedar Creek

laid in the grass te rest and te give the
The four herses and the pack-mule were

‘edge of the stream at a little

Yen Chin was siung owver a bench, and Chunky Todgers started
operations on him with his satchel.

pattering hoofs before the adventurers |

Lawless went inte the wood with his gun

Chunky Tedgers cooked the dinner at a |
fire of chips, with great satisfaetion to

: horses a rest hefore taking the trajl again.

istaked omt with the tj:ﬁh-rm the |

horses on the first day of their journey ;
and if it was necessary to return to the
ranch for fresh mounts, they could antici-
pate the smiles with which they would
be greeted.

They would almost rather
tinued the journey on foot.

If a horse-thief had to he dealt with,
they were prepared to deal with him as
drastically as need be.

Bob Lawless would have had no hesita-
tion whatever in using his rifle for the
recovery of the stolen mounts.

The trail of the horses and the pack-
mule was easily followed through the
timber, and they came out on the plain
beyond.

Bob, shading his eyes with his hand,
gazed out over the sunlit prairie.

“ There they are!” )

Far out on the plain a bunch of steeds
came into wview, with a single rider im
their midst.

have con-

The 5th Chapter.
No Luck for Yen Chin.

Frank Richards & Co. stared hard after
the purloined horses,” and at the solitary
figure of the rider,

They were half a mile away, but even
at that distance they could discern some-
thing familiar about the rider,

His form was diminutive, and he was
evidently a boy—and a boy of small size
at that.

“‘They've stopped,” said Beauclere,

Bob Lawless breathed hard.

“Gimme the glasses, Franky !”

Frank Richards slipped his fleld-glasses
from the Ileather case slung ower his
shoulder, and handed them to his chum.

Bob lifted the binoculars to his eyes,
and then he uttered an angry exclamation,

“1 thought so!”

“Who is it, Boh??

# That blessed Chinee !”

. “Yen Chin!” yelled Chunky Todgers.

“1 guess s0!¥

Frank Richards drew a breath of relief,

watching them as they toiled nearer, his
almond eyes glimmering,

As soon as they were within hailing dis.
tance he held up his disengaged hand,

“Stoppee!” he called out.

The chums did not reply ; they put on a
spurt to get nearer.

Immediately Yen Chin set his pony in
motion, and started off, the led horses
following him at the end of the trail-ropes.

The whole hunch trotted away, leaving
the schoelboys, on foot, hopelessly in the
rear.

Boh Lawless panted.

“By Jerusalem, 1’11 Jambaste
heathen when I get near him!”

Chunky Todgers gave a prolonged gasp.

He had more fat to carry than his com-
panions, and he was at the end of his
tether,

“ We e-c-ean’t get near him!® he gasped,
“] say, I can't keep onl®

“Go back to the camp amd look after
our truek,” said Bob Lawless, “ We'll see
about the hosses!®

“ All right !” gasped Chunky.

And the fat youth limped away on the

that

back-irail, quite content to leave to his |

comrades the difficult task of
down the elusive Yen Chin.

How Yen Chin was to be ron down was
a mystery, as a matter of fact, On foot
the chums ecould not get mear him unless
he chose.

They halted at last, panting for breath,

Bob Lawless put bis hands to his mouth,
and shouted desperately :

“Yen Chin! Halt!» .

The Chinee looked hack over his shoul-
der, grinning.

As soon as he saw that the pursuers had

running

stopped he stopped also, but evidently
ready to trot off again at a moment’s |
notice.

“ Allee ligh‘tt!” he c&;]lled ):’:gek.
stoppee, e stoppee—oh, yes!

Bob came a little ne{irér. and the Chinee
held up his hand. :

“That  ennffee!
but no eomee mole neal.”

“You

¥You talkee it wantee, |

growled Bob Law- |

Boh breathed hard. .

“Give us back our horses, you yellow
scamp !” he exclaimed.

“You wantee hoss??

“Yes, you young rascal!”»

“ Bob Lawless old lascal, velly ugly

“Will you bring back our horses?*
shouted Frank Richards,

“Me blingee backee, if wantee. You
wantee me comee on holiday with nicee

~pals?” asked Yen Chin.

“No!” roared Bob, understanding now
the reason of the little Celestial's trickery.

“Then me no blingee hossee,”

“1'1l scalp you!” roared RBob,

“You eatchee me firstee ! said Yen Chin
cheerfully. “Wantee long léggee to lun
aftee hossee, you old lascal!”

“0Oh, by gum!” murmured Bob, “J¥ I
was only near enough to give him one
right on the nose, the grinning little
pagan!” -’ .

“Yen Chin, don’t be a silly beast!” ex-
claimed Frank. ¢ We're going to have
the horses, if we follow you all the way
home; and then you'll get the trail-rope !>

“No goee homee,” answered Yen Chin
calmly. “Goee on holiday, takee hossee,

you bet! Lill' Chinee velly deep old lascal
—0h, yes!?
The chums shook their fists at the

Celestial, who kissed his hand to them in
response,

They drew a little nearer, and Yen Chin
promptly set the horses in motion, keeping
his distance,

Bob Lawless suddenly brought his rifie
to his shoulder. :

“Yen Chin, bring back those hosses, or
['ll wing you!™ he roared.

Yen Chin looked back and grinned.

“No shootee pool 1ill' Chinee !* he called
back. “Gleat Shelif Henderson come
:110;}|1 with lope and hang up on tlee. Oh,
Ycﬁ- 3

The threat was evidently useless. The
wily litile Oriental was quite well aware
that Boh would pot pull trigger upon him,

But Boh wisnot in 4 mood to be trified
with, :

“I won't ving you, Yen Chin, but I'll
jolly well drop your pony in his tracks!”
he exclaimed, * Mind, 1 mean that! You
take another step away from us with
those gees, and down goes your pony 1?

“Good " exelaimed ¥Frank Richards.
“You can dothat! It's your own fault if
you lese your pony, Yen Chin 1?

The Celestial's grin suddenly vanished,

His pony presented an easy target to
Bob’s rifle.

It neecded bal a slight pressure of Bob's
finger to bring Yen Chin’s pony rolling in
the grass, and Yen Chin along with it.

“@io anand take the hosses, you chaps !”
L (741 ko 0 3 y
sail Bob. “I°l keeg hin covered! 1If he
takes them only o yard ?urtln'r away, I'll
drop him in his tracks!”

Frank Richards and Vere Beauelerc
strode on towards the group of horses,

Yen Chin hesitated.

He did not want his pony shot. His
father, the laundryman of Thompson,
would certainly have had a very painful
explanation with him if he had come home
and announced that his valuable pony was
dead.

He was watehing Bob's face to ascer-
tain whether he really meant to carry out
his threat.

Bob’s rifle never wavered for a moment,

Yen Chin watehed Frank and Beauelerc
uneasily as they came nearer.

“You no wantee lill' Chinee comee ?” he
asked sorrowfully.

“No fear, you tricky little beast!”

“ Me no likee you,”

“Yon'll like us still less when we get
near enough to boot you!” answered
Frank.

“ Flanky velly ugly !»

Frank Richards laughed.

“ Chelub velly ugly old lascali®

“Thanks !? said Beauclerc.

“ Boh Lawless ugly old lascal, too!” said
Yen Chin. ' “Ugly old Bob! You no
shootee, me leavee hoss!”

The little Chinee threw down the bunch
of trail-ropes. A

Then, when Frank and Beauclere were
within a few yards, he clapped spurs to
his pony and dashed cff.

3oh Lawless lowered his rifle.

Yen Chin did not mean to stay for the
licking he had earned; but he had to be
allowed to escape.

Shooting his pony was a desperate re-
source only to he used for recovering the
horzes, and they were recovered now,

Frank and Beauclerc gathered up the
trail-ropes,

“1 guess I've a good mind to run him
down aund lambaste him!”? growled Bob,
as he sprang on his horse.

But Yen Chin, who feared exactly that
proceeding, was riding homeward as if
for his life, and even the pleasure of lam-
basting the mischievous heathen was not
worth an afternoon’s hard riding.

Only tooe thankful to have recovered
their horses, the chums mounted, and rode
back to the timber, Yen Chin fading out
of sight on the horizon.

“Got 'em !” exclaimed Chunky Todgers,
as they rode up to the eamp. “Good!
You galoots will have to keep a sharper
eye open alter this.”

“T guess we've done with Yen Chin,”
said Bob.

“I wonder?” remarked Frank Richards
thoughtfully. He was by no means so cer-
tain that the pertinacious little Chinee
was done with.

But nothing was to be seen of Yen Chin
as the chnms of Cedar Creck rode out of
the timber in the sunny afternoon and
resumed their journey towards the wild
North-West.

THE END.

NEXT MONDAY!
“YEN CHIN’S RUSE!”
By MARTIN CLIFFORD..
DON'T MISS IT?




