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. THE BOY

The Glery Hole gang and Lal were
bherthed in pavilions, or bungalows, in
the beautiful garden, which were
generally used as bachelor quarters for
tho guests of tlrle_ hotel.

Lal ate his supper alone and quietly
fn the dining-room of the hotel,

. He learned that a2 mummy case had
arrived, which had been placed in his
bed-room.

Then he departed to rest through the
quiet, palm-shaded gardens.

All was quiet in the bungalow Inhabited
by the Glory Hole gang.

The boys were apparently all asleep.

But Lal only grinned to himself.

He knew that when the Glory Hole gang
seemed most asleep they were generally
most awake.

And he had not forgotten their Inten-
tion of making an apple-pie bed for him,
with Gus, the crocodile, for the pie.

He entered his room, slamming the
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The 1st Chapter.
Late Hours.

“0h, dear!”

“0Oh, crumbs!”

“0Oh, Jerusalem!”

- From those remarks it might have been
Judged that the Rookwood caravanners
were not in high spirits.

As a matter of fact, they weren't.
Jimmy Silver was manfully keeping
gilent, ‘while Tovell and Raby and New-
come indulged themselves freely in the
ancient Btrit'ish privilege of grousing.
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Inside the cnravan, decaming of the end
of the war and huge joints of beel.,

The Fistical Four were tramping with
the horse, and they were tired: and
Robinson Crusoe, the horse, was {tired,
too, and ill-tempered.

The caravan was progressing slowly up
a steep lane.

Every now and then Robinson Crusoe
stopped, and blpod-curdlinzg threats and
ohjurgations failed

do s0.
Probably Robinsew Crusoe considered it
high time that all 1espectable cara-

vanners and caravan horses were in bed,
for it was past ten o'clock, and the
}polmt{wooders were travelling by moon-
ight,

But Jimmy Rilver & Co. were not to
blame.

They were heading  for Little
Seratcham, and they had been assured
by a wayfarer that Little Seratcham was
only a few rmiles ahead, and that at
Little. Scrateham they would
beautiful meadow for camping,
village shops just handsg.
( Since then they had c¢overed six miles
at least, but Little Scrateham still re-
mained conspicuous hy its abzence.

High hedses and  fields and heavy

woods they passed in abundance, but no
village came in sight.
' The road was steep, and they were
tired, and Lobinson Crusoe was
fractious; and even Tubby Mufin’s snore
from the caravan was irritating, in the
circumatances.

The Rookwood juniors were beginning
to think that the kind wayfarer who had
directed them to Little Seraitcham was a
person with a misplaced sense of humour.

Such persons arc sometimes met with
on a caravan tour.

The dreadful possibility occurred to
them that there was no such place as
Little Seratcham at all, and that they
were committed to following a long lane
that had no turning.

But it was manifestly useless to turn

Eacg{; g0 they kept oun, and hoped for the
hest.

with

“Rotten!” said. Arthur Tdward Leovell.

“Oh, blow that horse! I've a jolly good
mind to lather him!”
“He won't po abt all when

‘ he's
lathered!” said Raby hopelessly.

“Gee-up, you heast! Come on, oId
hm;se! Yah! You bundle of bones! Get
on!”

“Puzzle, find  Little  Seratcham!”
groaned Newcome, glaring round into the
dim, wunecertain moonlight. “I'm be-
ginning to think that Little Scratcham
is like old Dickens’ Mrs. Harris—there
gin't no sich perzon! ©h, dear!”

“Ke;p’ smiling !” said Jimmy Silver.

(3 :1 S.”

“Shurrup I

“We're bound to ecome out
where,” said Jimmy comfortingly.
~ But his comrades, like Rachel of old,
refused to he comforted.

some-

“Did you work that out in your
head?” asked Lovell, with eruching
sarcasm. “What a ithing it is to have

a really brainy chap in the party! Oh,
denr!”

“That merchant was pulling our leg,”
sald Raby. “I remember now he had a

) to make him move |
on ngain till be considered it proper to

find o
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(Continued from the prerious page.)

door Ioudly to let the boys know that
he-had gone in.

Then artfully, after a pause, he
glammed the door again to convey to
the listening Glory Hole gang the idea
that he had gone out again.

But instead of going out, the cunning
Lal had climbed into the mummy case,
which stood up against the wall, a crude
image of the Ancient Egyptian whe had
once been buried in it.

Lal closed the face of the case upon
him.

Heo had bored holes where the staring
eyes of the mummy portrait were painted
on the lid of this ancient coflin.

In his pocket lay handy a heavy re-
volver.

‘This weapon was not for the boys.

Lal expected other visitors than his
pupils that night.

But: the boys would come first.

It was not long before they came.

THE ROAD!

A Magnificent New Long
Complete Tale of the Rookwood

Caravanners.
—— s

CONQUEST.

gorf of grin when he dirccted us.
1 had him here!”

“Thig blessed dane don't lead any-
where, unless it's into the clouds!” said
Lovell, with conviction, “The place is a
deserf, without a single native to ask

I wish

{ questions of. Blessed if I knew there
were uninhabited deserts in  England
before ! Why  don’t they colonise

England, Instead of sending chaps to the
ends of the earth? Gee-up, you brute!”
Robinson Crusoe had halted again.
A chorus of objurgations fell upon his
ears, but his ears were closed to the -
TG W e T

Apprentty Bobiveon was fel up.

Lovell, out-ol patitner, biowght tle
whip into play
EFohingon (‘nugee  loled rownd we-

proichfully, and set his firefert nore
firmmly inte the chalky dust

FJudging by ippeaaness, le  had
deeided to remain thers tle resi «f the
night,

Fovell palled pt his head, ind Jinny
Silver and Raby pushed 1t his hauanches,
and Newecome topped him witl tie whip.

And Rdbinson Cmisoe tood 1ke o
DBritish Grenadier, with a firnness ihat
wiag  enfirely owt of placy 1t suchk o
moment.

“Well, I'm Blowed " pasped Lovell, “1
Believe thig Dlessed hoss vould let e
pull his silly head off, mther than move!
Kim up, you bony old reoundrel b

“lce-up ! roared Raby., “ You rotter!
You Hun! ¥You Boche! Yo Tirpits!
Goee-up !”

But the caravan horse firmly declined
t“) i€ f.!{}(‘." 3

“Well, this puts the lid on !’ siid New-
come. “Let him rest for a bit. I'm
gning to sit down,'”

The snore in the earavan ccated, and
Tubby Muflin's fat face locked out.

“Stopped " asked Tubby. “Camping—
what? 1 say, ['m ready for sapper!”

“Go and eat coke!”

“Ain’t you camping yet?”

“Can we camp here, in a narrow lane?”
roared Lovell,

“Why don't
place!”

That question was too much for Lovell,

He caught up a chunk of chalky earth
from the road. and projected it at Tubby
with deadly aim.

The fat youth "of Rookwood dis-
appeared into the caravan again, with a
loud yell.

“Now put your fat head out, and ask
goime more questions!” roared Lovell.

But Tubby didn't. Lovell’s answers to
his questions were too emphatic.

“If we only bad just a faint notion
where we were!” murmured Newecome.
"].f' only gome blessed native would crop
ap.i

“Hallo!" exclaimed Jimmy Silver. ;

“What are you halloiay about, fat-
head?”

*Somebody’'s coming.”

“No such ltuck!” growled Lovell,

“Listen, duffer!”

There was a sound of footsteps on the
hard road. It came from behind the
caravan, -

Evidently somebody was coming.

The ecaravanners’ hopes rose,

A native of that benighted region
would at least be able to direct them
somewhere, to Little Scratcham or some-
where else, v/

They waited eagerly for the stranger to
come up.

A boyish figure loomed up at last In
the moonlight on the road.

The caravanners dimly made out a
glim and elegant youth, in a straw hat,
with a light cane in his hand.

They gathered to intercept him, and
question him.

But as the stranger came up he was
the first to spealk.

He raised his straw hat politely to the

you find a c¢amping-

caravanners, and addressed them:

He heard Skeleton’s volece whispering
and the sound of stubborn hoofs.

Outside the boys were shoving Horace,
the goat, along the tiled paving of the
veranda.

Then the door was gently opened, and,
one by one, the Glory Hole gang erept
into. the room.

In his arms Skeleton held Gus, the
crocodile.

“Hurry up, Dick!” he said. “This beast
is geratehing like anything, and he'll soon
break the string that’s tied round hjs
neck! Open Lal’s bolster quick, and
shove him in! Crumba, won't it give old
Lal the jumps when he feels his bolster
walking about under his head!”

The end of the bolster was opened,
and the unhappy and unwilling Gus was
dropped into it head-foremost and tied
u

From the darkness under the whisper-
ing palms outside came a thump and
a muttered exclamation from Porkis,
which showed that Horace had got one jn
on Porky—for luck.

Lal watched the boys through the holes
in the mummy case.

In all mummy cases there
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“'Pway excuse me! Can you diwcet me
to Little Scwatcham?”

The 2nd Chapfer.
A Friead in Need.

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Lovell,

There was no help to be had from the
new-comer. He also was in_guest of that
mysterious spot, Little Seratcham. :

But there was eomething familiar to
Jimmy Silver in the rather striking accent
of the stranger, and also In the elegant
lines of the slim figurc.

“Hallo!” gaid Jimmy,

“I think I know
(A1)
I e -

“Bal Tovel Have T met an acquaint
amece heah ¢

“Yeou're DArey, of St. Jim's?”

“Yaas withah!  Bai Jove, and you
ire Jinmy - Silvali, of Wookwood!" ex-
dained the new-comer, in tones of great
leasire anl satisfaction. * Vewy. glad
o matet you, deah boy! TFaancy meetin’
Jou ' hesh !”

“D'Arwey, by gum!” said Lovell.

Theé meetiig was an agrecable one to
the Bookwoold caravanners, though it did
1t dmprove the pogition so far as in-
formation  went.,

Well they remembered Arthur Augustug
DArey of the Fourth Form at St. Jim's,
vhorm they had last met at a_ junior
aricket-matel between the two schools.

Arthw Awugustus ghook hands with the
Rookwonders with great pleasure.

“Awfly jollay to meet you chaps in
this feihfuol desert!” he said. “Pew-
vaps you kiow where you are. I don’t!
Cawavannin'—what ¢”

“That's it!” said Raby. ]

“Wippin'! I went cawavannin’ once
with some chaps fwom St. Jim's, and it
vag 1o end jollay. You're keepin' on the
woad wathah late,”

“We're frying to find Little Seratcham,
and  the bhorse has gone on strike!”
groancd Lovell,

“Oh, gweat Seott! I'm twyin' to find
Little Scwatchauwi, too!”  ejacnlated
D'Arey. “A chap a few miles back told
me it was on this woad, and only a
couple of miles! He seems to have made
wathali o mistake.”

“Chap with a red nose and heery cye?”
asked Jimmy Silver.

“Yaas: that dezewibes
accuwately.”

“Then that's the chap who directed us.
A praetical joker, I believe. I don't think
Little Scratehain exists at all!”

“0Oh, cwumbs!” :

Arthur Avgustus took out his eyeglass,
polished it very thoughtfully, and jammed
it into his eye again.

“What are you doing on this road?”
asked Jimmy. “If you're lost, you'd
better stick to us for a bit.”

“Thank you vewy much, Silvah! I
shall be wewy glad to. 1 am quite a
stwangah in this wemarkable locality, I
awwived by twain at Oak End, and
started to walk to Oakshott Manor. That
chap with the wed nose told me that
there was a short eut by goin’ thwough
Little Scwatcham, when I asked him the
way. I have been walkin' a fealhful long
time. Do you chaps know where Qak-
shott Manor is?"

“Never heard of it!”

“My bwothah Conway is stayin’ there,
on leave fwom the ¥wont,” explained

him wathah

D'Arcy. “It belongs to a chap he knows
in Flandahs—a Colonel Thompson. Evah
heard of him?"”

“Never!”

“Bai Jove, then I don't look Ilike
findin® the place to-night! How vewy

fortunate that I left my bag at the
station to be sent on! I might have heen
cawwyin' it all this time! Wathah a
stwoke of luck—what?” ;

“Terrific!” sald Jimmy Silver gravely.

“Yaas, I am wathah a lucky chap in
gome things,” said Arthur Augustus, “I

suppose you chaps will be campin’ out
somewhah soonah or latah?”

palpable dust of the centuries, and Lal
wanted badly to sneeze as the . boys,
attracted by the mummy case, gathered
round it.

“Look what that silly old ass Tal has
been buying!” exclaimed Porkis. i
should think the old duffer is off his
chump. Fancy buying a mummy coffin
when we are all going up the Nile!”

Skeleton looked at the mummy tace
painted on the lid of the case reflectively,

“Rum thing, isn't it?” he said, “But
that face reminds me of Lal's fat head,
gomehow. I don't know whether yon
chaps have ever noticed old Lal's nut,
but it’s like a bladder of lard done over
with stove polish!” ‘

Little did Skeleton dream that TLal
himself was standing in the mummy case
within two feet of him, listening to the
frank comments of the boys.

Lal would have heard a great deal
more about himself, but just at this
moment from the door of the room came
a whispered “Cave!”

“Hop it, you chaps!” said Chip.
“Therc’s someone moving about in the
garden. I believe it's old Parky foxing
us. If he comes up and catches Gus in

“I suppose 80." '
“If you weally don’t mind my inflictin’

myself on you, 1'd like to camp out with'

You.
lIlD.IP

“Welcome as the flowers in May!” sald
Jimmy Silver. “I wish we had a eamp
to offer you. What the thump’s to be
done? We sha'n't get to Little Scrateham
to-night, that’'s a cert!”

“If we could find Oakshott wou could
canip in the park,” remarked Arthur
Augustus thoughtfully. “0ld Thompson
is a decent old boy, and I'm sure. he would
willin'ly give you permish. But as you
can’t find it, that wathah knocks the idea
on the head, doesn't it 7"

“1t does—a {rifle,” agreed Jimmy Silver.

“1 wonder where thosge Modern boun-
ders are camping!” growled lovell. “We
sighted them yesterday, and they can’t
be far oft,”

“"Modern boundahs!” repeated D'Arey
in eurprice. “Who are ther, deah loy?”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“Some chaps of Rookwood School—
Modern " he explained.

I am wathah fatigued with walk-

side,” “We're
Classicals, of course. Yo know them—
Tommy Dodd and Tommy (foodc and
Tommy Doyle. They're caravanning, too,
and they can’t be many miles away.”

“Bal Jove! If we could spot. their
camp-fiah wve could diz them out!” said
Arthue Augustas hopefully,

Jimmy Bilver shook his head,

“Too near the coasl for campfins to
be allowed at this time of pight,-. le
aaid, “Lighting regulntion’, you Inow,
The hounders may be camped i some
comfy spot a quarter of a mile off, bit

ST
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“Gee-up ! roared Lovell,

“Anythin’ the mattah with the horse?”
asked D'Arcy.

“Only Le won't etir.”

“Muy I make a suggestion, deah boys?”

“@o it!” i

“If the horse will not go up-hill, pew-
waps he will go down-hill,” suggested
Arthur Augustus sagely. “It is imposs
to camp in this nawwow lane, but lowah
down o

“Well, we can't stop here, for certain,”
agreed Jimmy. Silver, “1 believe that
red-noged chap was gammoning with his
Little Seratcham: and this lane leads out
on the Downs, I think. Shall we go
down again, you fellows?”

“May as well,” said Lovell. “Can’t go
further up, and can’t stick here, so there
doesn't seem much choice.” -

“Come round, you hrute!” said Raby,
tugging at Robinson Crusoe’s head.

tobinson Crusoe ehook his head, to
shake off Raby’s hand, though it looked
as il he were angwering in the negative.

. “Pewwaps I could lead him,” suggested
D’Arcy.

“Try if you like. I believe the brute's
taken root heére.”

Arthur Augustus took the bit, and,
somewhat to the surprise of the caravan-
nerg, the horse cobeyed his hand without
demur.

The swell of St. Jim's had a way with
horses, and Robinson Crusoe apparently
recognised the fact. ‘

1t was rathér difficult to turn the eara-
van in the narrow lane, and it had to be
backed into a hedge before Robinson
Crusoe could be brought round.

There was a bump as the back of the
van smote the high, thick hedge.

It was followed hy another bump inside
the caravan, and a fiendish yell from
Tubby Mufiin.

“Yaroooh!”

“Bai Jove! Is there somebody inside
the van?” exclaimed Arthur Augustus in

surprise.
“Ha, ha! Yes. Tubby Mufin was In

- the bunk. I fancy he's on the floor now.”

“Yarooh! Wharrer you up to?” came
a toar from the van. “You silly asses,

I've broken my neck! Ow, ow!”
“Ha, ha, hatl”
“Clome wound, old horse! That's

wight !

Robinson Crusoe came round, and quite
contentedly started down-hill. He scemcd
to like that better than going up.

Tubby Muffin put a furious face oub of
the van.

“What silly idiot Is that leadinz the
horse, and bumping a chap out of bed?”
he roared.

“Bai Jove! I'm leadin® the horse,
Muffin.”
“Oh! Ah! You! Is that D'Arcy?

How do you do, old ¢hap?

“ Has Mahat

Tubby disappeared agaln.

The van rumbled away down the steep
lane, the earavanners heading for the
gpot where they had met the red-nosed
gentleman, and where the road was at
least wide enough for a halt to be made
for the night.

Before they reached f{t, however, a
pedestrian came in sight in the moon-
light.’

Sorry !

know w

‘the bholster, there will be no end of a
row!l, L
One by one the pyjama-clad fgures
erept: out, their bare feet making no
sounds on the tiled floor and veranda.

Lal chuckled in his mummy case.

He knew that it was not Mr. Parkins
moving about in the garden.

Mr. Parkins, the querulous first master,
had gone to bed long ago in his room
in the main building of the Zulekia
Palace Hotel.

Mr. Parking was fed up with the boys
of the Bombay Castle, and tired out by
a long day of sight-sceing. giee

This was another business altogether. .

It was the spies of the German Empire
who were moving stealthily in the
garden, waiting until the boys should
have settled down and gone to bed.

And, in the darkness of the mummy
case Lal felt the well-oiled ehamber of
the heavy revolver, to see that all the
cartridges were we!l home.

(Another magnificent long instalment
of thiz amazing serial in*next Monday's
issue of the BoYs' FRIEND. I should be-
glad if recaders would write and let me
hat they think of this new story.)

Ld v

“Bai Jove! That's the chap!”
claimed Arthur Augustus.

“Collar him before he can get away!”
whispered Lovell. “We'll teach the silly
idiot to play tricks on caravanners!”

The red-nosed man stared at them and
came up, heedless of the glares the cara-
vanners turned on him.

“Didn't you find Little Seratcham after
all?” he inquired. ’

“No ! said Lovell sulphurously,

“Griven it up—el?” asked the stranger.
“You didn't keep on far enough. 1'm
going there myself, if you'd like a guide.”

Jimmy Silver & (lo. blinked af himn,
restraining their desire to seize him and
bunp him on the road.

It was possible, after all, that the man
had given them directions in good faith,
and. if that was the case they did not
want to reward lis good-nature with a
bumping.

But they did not feel inclined to acecpt
Lis offer of guidance.

1 he was, as they suspected, a proc'i-
cal joker, he wis quite likely to strand
them high up the Lill and vanish.

Moreover, it was improbable that
Robinson (‘rusoe epuld hage been induced
to negotiate the steep lane again.

“Thanks!” said Jimmy rather uncer-
tainky. “But wi're sticking to the lower
roal. We'll takle onr chance.”

- “Pewwaps vou cean diveet us to Cak-
shol 6 Banor,” ramrked Arthur Augustus.
“I know it - iy semewbal about.”

“Quickest wiy i3 through TLittle
Servteham,” inswered the red-nosed gen-
fleman, o gmvey that it was impossible

VoWl WG o Sob - Bt e ™
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or not. "1 told you so, sir.”
“Yans; but isn't there some othah
way?”

“Well, there's the way by the high-
road, of eourse, if you prefer that.”

- “That'll suit us,” said Jimmy Eilver.
“You think Colonel Thompson would let
us camp in his park, D’Arcy?”

“f am quite suah of it, deah boy. He
is a fwiend of my patah, you know, and
1 know him vewy well, Wely on that.”

“Good! How do.we get there by the
high-road?” asked Jimmy, eyeing the red-
nosed gentleman keenly, :

The wman reflected.

“Keep down this road for a mile or
80,” he said. “Turn to the left at the
cross-roads, and keep on another mile.
Then you'll see a white gate In the
park wall. You could go in there if you
liked, bub if you want the grand entrance,
you'll have to keep on to the pond, and
turn to the right again, which will hring
you to the front gates of Oakshott.”

“Thank youl” :

“Not at -all, sir; always glad to hclp
a stranger find his way,” said the man
civilly, and he touched his hat and went
on.

“Bai Jove! That scems eleah enough,”
eaid Arthur Augustus. “Come on!”

“Well, we shall see whether he was
gammoning,” remarked Lovell. “I don't
trust that chap much.”

The caravanners meved on. :

Robinson Crusoe seemed to be under-
studying a snail in his rate of pro-
gression, but they reached the cross-roads
at last.

There they turned to tho left, as the
red-nosed gentleman had directed, and
kept on for another mile and a half.

By that time they were tired almost
to sinking, and they were murmuring
remarks about the red-nosed man that
could only have been applied with justice
to the Kaiszer or the Crown Prince.

But the sight of a great white gate
in a park wall cheered them up.

“Bai Jove! It's all wight!” exclaimed
D’Arcy. “There's the gate!”
© Jimmy Silver looked at his wateh.

“Midnight, I suppose?” asked Raby.

“Half-past!” said Jimmy.

“0Oh, my hat!”

The caravanners stopped abreast of tha
big, wooden gates that gave admittance
to the shadowy park.

The gates were on the latch.

Jimmy Silver looked at Arthur Aucus-
tus inquiringly.

“You feel sure the colonel would lef
us camp here?” he asked.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“1t would be a bit thick knocking up
the place after midnight, to ask per-
mission;” eaid Jimmy. “They must all
have been in bed long ago. And—and
it means a thumping long walk to get
round to the front of the place. This
pa}'k scems to run along a good halls
mile.” ;

“Let's go In here,” said Lovell.

Arthur Augustus nodded.

“Yaas, I think that’'s a good Ideah.
I weally do not feel Inclined to wakae
them up at this hour, if It ean be
helped,” he said. “You see, they won't
be expectin® mo to-night, as I did not
awwive in time for bed. I was suppose:d
to get there earlay. I wounld much
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wathah dwop in in the mornin’, if you
fellows could put me up.”

“No difficulty about that.,” said Jimmy.
“The only question is, are you quite sure
that Colonel Thompson won't mind us
camping without asking him frst?”

Arthur Augustus smiled.

“T know he wouldn’t like to be knocked
up at this time of night,” he said.
“But I am equally suah that he would

. not have the slightest objection to your |

campin’ heah, especially as you are
fwiends of mine. Pway let us enter
leah, and make the best of it.”

“ All right, then.”

Arthur Augustus opened the wooden
gate as he spoke, and the caravanncrs
gladly led Robinson Crusoe through.

Knocking up the house at one in the
morning was not agreeable to them, and
it would certainly have put a big strain
on the colonel’s civility.

More serious still than that was the
fact that going to the house meant
another long tramp, when their legs were
aching already with fatigue.

So far as they could see in the moon-
light, the park stretched without limit,
and the mansion might have been a milc
away or more.

D’Arcy's assurance as to the hospitality
of the colonel seemed quite suflicient,
as he knew the gentleman well.

But fatigue was the most convineing
argument, and the caravanners were not
inelined to argue the point.

Arthur Augustus held the gate open
while the caravan was led in, and closed
it carefully again. y

A broad drive ran along under big
trees, and lost itself in the distance.

In the moonlight, the caravanners
turned from the drive into a dusky glade
of the wood.

There, in gr®at relief, they halted.

Robinson <rusoe was turned out and
tethered, and he began eropping at once,
with great satisfaction.

The tent was taken out and erected,
and then there was a cold supper—the
caravanners did not think of lighting a
camp-fire,

Thtfe Wread ARt hesit; A eld Ralled
potutoos, and ecold coflée, wvere vy
welcome, nnd Arthar  Augusivos  pro-
nounced It a “wippin® wepast.”

Lovell turned in in the wan, braving
Tubby Muffin’s smore, and Arthur Augis-
tus shared the tent with Jinmy and
Raby and Newcome.

And abount & minute after they were
in the blankets the caravanners aid ther
vuest forgot all their troubles in balmy
slumber.

The 3rd Chapter.
The Wrong Box!

“Good gad?'

That exclamation, uttered
derous tones, awakened
& Co. in the morning.

Jimmy put his head out ol the tent.

in than-
Jinmy Silver

It was still early, but the summer sun- }-

shine was streaming down upon the park
and the camp of the Rookwood cara-
yanners.
A stranger had arrived on the scene.
He was & man of middle age., in shoot-
ing clothes, with a gun under his arm.

An eyeglass was screwed into his right @

cye, and his eye gleamed behind it like
un electrie spark.

His white moustache, which contrasted
with the brown of his face, was trembling
with wrath.

In fact, the shooting gentleman seemed
to be bristling all over, like an angry
porcupine,

“My hat!” murmured Jimmy. “I won:
der who that merchant is? If it’s the
colonel he doesn't seem pleased.”

The gentleman with the gun was staring
at the caravan camp, walking round it
and ejaculating, peering at the van, the
tent, the tethered horse, and the other
appurtenances.

He really looked as if he could scarcely
helieve his eyes, or his eyeglass.

Good gad!” he repeated. *“ Amazin’!
Good gad!”

“Better get your clobber on, 3you
fellows,” murmured Jimmy Silver. “1've
a faint idea that there’s going to bhe
trouble. I—I'm afraid D Arcy was mis-
taken about the colonel giving us a wel-
come.”

“Imposs, deah hoy!
ot i

“He doesn't look pleased, anyway.”

Arthur Augustus peered out of the

tent.
That old corkah

I am quite suah

“Bai Jove!
Colonel Thompson!” he said.

“Oh! He looks as if he owns the
plaee.”

“Must be a guest of the colonel’s,
deah boy. I dare say he is surpwised
to see a cawavan heah, but as he is
only a guest in the place, he weally has
no wight to cut up wusty.”

Jimmy Silver was relieved.

“All serene, then,” he said.
dress quick, all the same.”

“T suppose there is a stweam somewhah
about,” remarked Arthur Augustus. “We
shall have to bathe somewhal."”

“Ahem!
merchant wants as soon as possible. Geb
into your clobber, old chap.”

“But how can I get into my clobbah
without bavin® bathed?” asked Arthur
Augustus, as if that were a problem too
much for his mental powers.

“My dear chap, we must join the great
unwashed for once, and trust to luck to
get a wash later on.™

isn’t

“But

i

I'd rather see what that old

“0Oh, hai Jove! All sewene, deah boys.
I ean wuff it, 1 assuah you.”

’Jé‘he tent-flap was shaken from with-
out. ;

“Come out, you vagabonds!” roared the
white-whiskered gentleman.

“Coming!” answered Jimmy Silver,

“ “Tlla-at !rl

“Keep your wool on!”

“Good gad!”

It did not take the caravanners long to
dress.

Lovell and Tubby Muffin turned out of
the caravan as Jimmy Silver, Raby,
lfcwcomc, and ID’Arey came out of the
ent.

The man with the gun glared at them,
his eyes glittering, and his face aimost
purple.

“YWho are yon? What are you doin’
here?” he spluttered.

“Pway leave it to me, deah boys, as
I am a guest of the colonel’s,” said
Arvthur Augustus. “1 will deal with this
person.” :

“Who are you?” roared the irate gen-
tleman. “What do you mean by camp-
ing here, you gang of vagabonds?”

“ These chaps camped here on my sug-

gestion,” answered Arthur Augustus
calmly.

“You! Who are you?” )
«T wefuse to weply to a question

couched in such wude terms.”

“What? What?»

«1 wegard you as actin’ in an unbe-
comin’ mannah, sir!”? said Arthur Augus-
tus reprovingly.

The Rookwood juniors grinned.

Certainly, the stranger was acting in
an unbecoming manner in displaying so
much fury; but the expression on his face
when D’Arcy told him so was really enter-
taining.

He spluttered for some moments, as if
the swell of St. Jim’s had quite taken his
breath away.

% You impertinent young scoundrel!” he
gasped at last.

[ SET !h

“ How dare you trespass here?”

£ P PN __srrnavom ~yiw _ ssvracaarin®  dn

§F de ek Waid SHF jWeeHsame
canpn® fr tht park as twespassin'?

“What ! Itisa private purk!”

“Yani: I an swah of that fact. But I
have as much wight heah as you have !”

¢ Whet ! What? Are you insane?”

¢ Nat ab all, [ weally beg of you, sir,
tocortwal yoir tempah?! You are weally
in danger of an attack of apoplexy if you
win o lke this?

Aeain the white-whiskered gentleman
splutiered.

FYou—you—yeu  impertinent  young
vagahond! 111 have the lot of you
arresied, by gad! As much right here——
good gad !>

«Cortainly, sit! T am a guest of the
muistzh of this place, as 1 pwesume )you
ar:, fwom your pwesence heah!” said
D'Arcy, vith dignity.

«Wheat! I am the masterof this place,
you young fool!”

“Wulbish !t
t Wha-at 1
“ Wuhbish!* suid Arthur Augustus,

HI

am alludin’ to Colonel Thompson.”

“ What—who?”

“1t is quite useless for you to pwetend
that you are Colonel Thompson,” said
Arthur Augustus calmly. “I am vewy

well acquainted with that gentleman, and

you cannot spoof me, sir.”

Splutter!

“Pway contwol your tempah, sir. 1t
is weally dangewous, at your age, to give
way to angwy passions like this. = You
might have a stwoke,”

¢ Good gad!”

. Jimmy Silver & Co. grinned joyously.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was a delight
to the Rookwood fellows, though his in-
terlocutor did not seem to be delighted.

“ By gad,” spluttered the angry man,
“I'll have you turned off by my keepers!
I'll have you arrested! TI'll have jyou
flogged! Here, James—Thomas '

Two men dressed as keepers were coming
along the drive, and they hurried their
steps at the call.

They, too, seemed astonished to find a
caravan camp in the park.

“Turn them out!” roared the white-
whiskered gentleman., “Drive them off
my land !”? ’

“Pway don't be widiculous, sir,” said
Arthur Augustus. “We shall certainly
wefuse to he dwiven off ; and I shall men-
tion this mattah to Colonel Thompson. I
am suah he must disappwove of your
wemarkabhle pwoceedin's. 1 wepeat, sir,
that I am a guest heah, the same as your-
self, and these fellows are my fwiends,
and T am suah the colonel will make them
welcome.”

The two keepers stared at him blankly.

A dreadful suspicion flashed into Jimmy
Silver's mind.

Such conduct on the part of a guest in
the place was impossible, unless the old
gentleman was mad.

Certainly he was not Colonel Thomp-
son; but it was prétty clear that he was
master of the place.

Jimmy remembered his suspicions of the
red-nosed man who had directed him, and
those suspicions were confirmed now,

He realised what had happened.

“Hold on!” he exclaimed. *Is
place Oakshott?”

D’Arey glanced at him.

“0Of course it's Oakshott, Silvah !

“Youw're wmaking a mistake, dr,” sald
one of the keepers, civilly enough, < Oak-
shott Maner is six miles from here™

“ Gweat Scott!”

Arthur Augustus almost fal down.

“« What. place is this, then?” ejacalated
Lovell.

“0ak End Chase, sir.”

“0Oh, erumbs !

“ We—we—we've heen taken in!" stub-
tered Raby. “Oh, my hat! That beast
was a practical joker, after nll.”

Arthur Augustus stood motel to the

this

T o e
@ronmi,

He realiged the dreadful truth,

It was not Oakshott at all, and the
irate. gentleman was monarch of all he
surveyed on that especial corner of the
earth. :
~The red-nosed man had evidently been
humorous once more at the expense of the
caravanners, and had deliberately sent
them to Oak Bnd Chase instead of to
their destination.

And the landowner was evidently not a
hospitable gentleman—not at all.

“(Oh, ewumbg!” murmured Arthur
Augustus at last. “We appeah to have
put eur foot in it, deah boys! 1 weally
apologise 1?

“«Turn them out!” the old gentleman
was taving. “Kiek them out at the
gates1®

“ Who is that persom, my man?? asked
D’ Arey, addressing one of the keepers.

“Hquire Tipton, sir. You'd better go.”

Arthur Augustus stepped towards the
furious man.

“ Pway allow me to explain, sir!”

“ Don't address me, you tramp! Drive
them out !? -

“1 insist upon explainin’, Mr. Tipton.
We came in heah undah the impwession
that this was Oakshott Manor——?

“ Don’t tell me silly falsehoods!” roared
the squire. “By gad! Don't turn them
out! I'll have the whole gang arrested!
I've no doubt they've been stealing! I'll
have that van searched! Keep them here
till I come back!™ i

Mr. Tipton strode away up the drive.

Arthur Augustus glanced at the dis-
mayed Rookwood juniors.

“Undah the cires, deah boys, I think
we had bettah not stop for bwekkah!”
he said calmly. “ Bettah get out, as our
pwesence heah seems wathah unwelcome
to the ownah of the place.”

« rather agree!” said Lovell, with a
faint grin.

The two keepers exchanged glances.

«You heard what the squire said, sir,”
said Thomas. “You're to stay here till
he comes back.”

“The squire can go and eat coke!”™ an-
swered Jimmy Silver. “Get the horse in,
you chaps!®

And the caravanners prepared to start,
the two keepers watching them rather
uncertainly.

Robinson Crusoe was put in, and the
tent was strueck, and the caravanners
hastily packed up their impedimenta.

But as Jimmy Silver started to lead the
horse back to {he drive the two keepers
barred the way.

& (ear ! said Jimmy tersely.

«You heard what the squire said—"

“PBother the squire !

«Yaas, wathah! I wefuse to take the
slightest notice of that extwemely wude
and ill-mannahed old person!?

“Youcan't go !? said the keeper,

«We’'ll jolly soon see ahout that!” an-
swered Jimmy Silver, his eyes gleaming.
“Will you let us pass

“ND !?5

«Play up, Reokwood!” shouted Jimmy,

The Fistieal Four rashed on the two
keepers, Arthur Augustus with them.

James and Thomas had set themselves
to carry oub their master's. autoeratbic
order: but, as a matter of fact, they had

taken on a tigk that was rather too Inrge.

for them.
The janiors eollared them, whirled them

over, and piteled then among the trees,

in spite of their sruggles.

Then the caravan rurnbled on.

The Lwo keepers sab up in the grass,
garping. and blinked after the caravan
as it rolled on toward: the white gates,

They dil ot follow it :

Jimny Silver & Co. marched out of the
gales inhindered, and the caravan took
the rord, ard—rmather anxious to put ¢
good tistame hetween themselves ar

Ok Bnd el WW B
without a pause, feellng rather relleves

when two or three good miles lay behind
them,

The 4th Chapter.
Mistaken ldentity.

*Beho answers: * Why?' ”  sighed
Tommy Dodd. ‘
« Popping !? said Tommy Cook. “Why

can't the vacation last for ever?”

« Beho answers ‘Why ?’ » sighed Tommy
Dodd.

«Sure, echo would answer ‘Ever’ to
that remark, begorra!” obgerved Tommy
Poyle. “ Anyhow, we've had a good time.
1 wonder how those Classical spalpeens
are getting on??

The three Modern juniors of Rookwood

had just broken camp, after a pleasant
bhreakfast under the greenwood tree.

The Modern caravan was halted on a
belt of grass beside a shady road, and
the Modern ecaravanners had camped
there in comfort.

D tapars
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FOR NEXT MONDAY!

«THE BOYS WHO BEAT THE
KAISER!"
By Duncan Storm.

Once again I am going to dwell first on
our amazing new serial, 1 feel that that
honour is due to Mr. Duncan Storm’s
masterpiece, I am confilent that you
have all thoroughly revelled in the second
instalment ; but next Monday’s instal-
ment, my chums, is going even one better
than the first two. y

Space will not permit of my describing
all that bappens in the third instalment.
Teoo much oecurs for that. I may tell
you, however, that in this magnificent in-
stalment the Kaiser's agents show their
hands with a vengeance; but they reckon
without Horace, the goat, and Gus, the
crocodile. The latter are all right—at a
distance. But the Germans do not keep
at a distance. They approach too close
to the boys’ pets, with very disastrous
results. The Huns are well paid for con-
spiring to beat the boys of the Bombay
Castle, But Baron von Slyden has no in-
tention of throwing up the sponge. He
is prepared to go to more desperate
lenzths yet ere he admits defeat,

HROOKWOOD UNDER CANVYAS!?”
By Owen Conquest.

“The finest series that has ever up-
peared in the DBoys' FRIEND.” Such is
the opinion of hundreds of readers who
have written to me just lately. They
referred, of course, to the zeries of cara-
vanning yarns which come to an end in

TP P

this issue. I am inclined to agree with
these readers, for there is no doubt that
Mr. Owen Conquest has put his very best
work into these tales.

But there is another treat in store for
you, In next Monday's issue we com-
mence another fine series dealing with the
Rookwood juniors under canvas. Return-
ing to the sehool, Jimmy Silver & Co, have
the misfortune to meet with a very erusty
old gentleman; but the juniors are quite
capable of dealing with a person of this
sort, as you will see when you read this
splendid story. The methods adopted hy
the Rookwood chums will amuse you
immensely.

“DANGER AHEAD!?
By Martin Clifford.

Our next story of Frank Richards & Co.
deals, of course, with their further ad-
ventures in the Great North-West. Once
again the chums fall foul of Handsome
Alf. This time the villain is more des-
perate than ever to get the better of
Frank Richards & Co. But the latter, in
spite of the man's villainy, refuse to
knuekle under to bim, and therefore thrill-
ing and exciting incidents are the order
of the day. Chunky Todgers appears in
a new light in this yarn. In spite of heing
somewhat cimple, and of possessing an
enormnus appetite, there is a good deal of
pluck in Chunky, as you will see next
Mondav,

CBUNNY’S BLUNDERI!"
By Herbert Britton.

Bunny. the dufler of Redclyfle, has

already made several blunders. but he

makes another in next Monday's grand

long, complete tale of Bob Travers & Co.

missing bank-thief, and sets to work, But

he makes a great mistake in failing to A

exercise caution, and makes a blunder
that has very serious consequences for
Bob Travers & Co.

DOES YOUR SOLDIER-PAL
WRITE TO YOU?

but mone of us would grudge Tommy all g

the paper he needs on which to write
those cheery letters of his if paper were
treble the price it is to-day. Still, it's no

use simply “gassing » about it; it’s up to §

each one to do his bit to pay the piper.

It costs the Y.M.C.A.,, who supply J
Tommy with free stationery, no less than §
£60,000 a year. Sixpence will supply §

your own or somehody else’s pal with
week for a year.
it?

So

Of course you are!
send

that it comes from a reader of this paper.

(/!m._.;.

P another.

control—the

% entered Oak

sixpence along to-day to §
Y.M.C.A. (Stationery Fund), Tottenham §
Court TRoad, London, W.C., mentioning ¢

& cession.

They were within half a mile of the

village of Oak L€, where they had
obtained supplies the previous even-
ing, quite unawarce that the Classical

caravanners were in close proximity.

Tommy Dodd & Co. had enjoyed their
holiday caravapning, and they were not
rejoicing at the prospect of the new term
beginning at Rookwood School.

They would have been quite content to
keep on caravanning to the end of the
autumi.

Still, they had another week to rum,
and they meant to make the most of it,
and they were very cheerful.

After a good breakfast they had put
the horse to the Modern e@aravan, and
packed up their tent, and were prepared
to start.

“Kim up, old hoss!” said Tommy Dodd.

~ Just as the Modern caravan pulled off
the grass into the road a fat man- in
uniform came from the direction of the
village, which was out of sight behind a
belt of woodland.
. He held up his hand to the caravanners
in the distance, as a sign to stop for him.
. Tommy Dodd stopped the horse,
wondering what the village policeman
could want with them.

They had broken a good many things
during their tour, but they were not
aware of having broken the law.

The fat constable came panting up.

“*Alt!” he said, rather unnecessarily,
nt.-?.“thc Modern juniors were at a stand-
s8I, &

“Halt it is!” answered Tommy Dodd
good-humouredly. “Anything wanted?”

“You're wanted!”

“Well, here I am!” said Tommy, cheer-
fully. “Are you going to give a reeceipt
for delivery?”

The fat policeman blinked at him, not
following that humorous remark. He did
not appear to bhe in a humour for fun,
Anyway. r

“You come alonger me!” he said, with
dignity.

“That depends on which way you're
going,” said Tommy. *“We're taking the
lower road.”

“You'rec coming with me to Hoak
Hend !” answered the constable. *“You're
wanted for trespass. The squire’s come-
plained.”

The three Moderns looked rather dis-
mayed.

During their caravan tour they had
come across a good many remnants of
feudalism, and they were aware that
there were many little tin gods in remote
parts of the country, who did not scem
to know that the twentieth century had
dawned upon the world

Evidently to the village policeman the
fact that “the squire ” had complained
was reason enough for anything short of

“Look here, bobby,” said Tommy Dodd
gharply, “we’'ve not trespassed any-
where, and your squire, whoever he is,
can go and eat coke! Savvy?"”

“I suppose your blessed squire don't

own this road, does he?” demandecd
Tommy  Cook warmly.

“You've trespassed in HMoak Hend
Chase,” answered the officer stolidly.

“The squire’s very angry. He came down
to the station, and sent me to run you
in at once!”

“Never heard of the place!” said
Tommy Dodd, in perplexity. *“You're
making a mistake, my man!”

“You come alonger me!” was the
answer. “That there wan is going to be
gsearched for stolen goods! Squire Tipton
thinks you're a gang of thieves.”

“Squire Tipton's going the right way to
get his silly nose punched!” growled
Tommy - Dodd. 4

The Rookwood trio grinned at the ex-
pression that came over the village
policeman’s fat face at that remark.

Squire Tipton's nose was cvidently
sacred in the officer’s eyes, and the bare
idea of a common mortal punching it
took his breath away.

“Look ‘ere!”_ gasped the policeman.
“You come alonger me, or I shall ’ave to

& usc foree!”

The three Moderns looked at one

There scemed to be a mistake some-

$ where, unless the grass beside the road

was included in the domain of Squire

@ Tipton, which seemed improbable. But
? the village policeman was in deadly
earnest.

The juniors were strongly inclined to

% take him by his official neck, and bump
Bunny is extremely anxious to capture the §

his official person on the road; but they
felt that it would not do.

The majesty of the law was embodied
b in that portly form, and respect for the

§ law is inborn in the British nature.

There was nothing for it but to yield
to circumstances over which they had no
; fat constable being the
B circumstances.
“We'll come!” snapped Tommy Dodd.
“You'd hetter!” answered the limb of

¥ the law grimly.
Notepaper is “some » price these days, ‘

The
® round,

Modern caravan was wheeled
and the party started for the
S village, turning their backs upon their

& intended route.

As they neared the village two or three
¥ natives gathered round the van, and
& there was a cr((i)wd by the time they
End.

The remarks passed by the villagers
were not complimentary.

The general impression was that the

enough notepaper to write one letter each @ sunburnt juniors were gipsics, and that

Going to let him have .

their van was sfacked with stolen
chickens and clothes from the line.
Some of the Oak Enders, however, were
p inclined to believe that they were a gang
&% of burglars from “ Lunnon ”; while one or

two darkly whispered that they wera

¢ German spies. .

The three Tommies’ cheeks burned as

they listened to the remarks about them.

A Up the straggling village street, to the
little police-station, it was quite a pro-

With erimson faces the Rookwood

% Moderns led on the horse, the constable

4 stalking beside them with great dignity.
In the midst of a crowd and a buzz

2 they arrived at the police station.
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The 5th Chapter.
The Fall of the Mighty!

Tommy Dodd & Co. were in a state of
guppressed fury by this time.

It was humiliating to be marched
through the street under charge of a
policeman, and it was irritating to be
taken for vagabonds, burglars, and Ger-
man ‘spies.

How the affair was going to end was a
mystery to them, too.

1f they had unwittingly trespassed on
the land of some local panjandrum, the
consequences might be quite serious.

At least they might be detained for in-
quiries, and the van impounded until the
affair had been gone into by the rural
authorities.

It was not a happy prospect.

That was certainly not the way they
wanted to spend the last week of the
vacation.

A"

The caravan halted.

The constable raised a podgy band, and
Eointed to the doorway of the Ilittle
uilding, which was the headquarters of
law and order in Oak End.

1t was also, apparently, the private
residence of the constable, for a stout
lady and several children were to be seen
looking out of windows above.

The Rookwooders entered the station,
and the constable followed them in with
a heavy, tramping tread.

Tommy Dodd & Co. expected to see an
inspector, or an official of some sort, but
apparently the fat constable was the
total police foree of Oak End.

No one else was to Lte seen, at all
events.

“Well, now we're here, what’s the
game?” demanded Tommy Dodd

restively, with an angry glance at the
curious faces peering in at the open
doorway.

“They’ve got the young thieves!” said
a voice without.

“I dessay they stole that van!”

“That’s the gang whot ’'ad my old
rooster last week, I'll be bound!”

“It’s shocking, Garge, that's what it
is! 'Young fellers like that; well-dressed,
oo!”

“Look at 'em. Henry! You can see it
in their eyes—born thieves!”

The three Tommies restrained a desire
to charge at the crowd in the doorway.

“How long are we to stay here, you fat
owl?” roared Tommy, addressing the

majesty of the law in that disrespectful |

way.

“You'll wait ’ere till the squire comes
back.”

“Blow the squire! Don’t you Lknow
you've no, right to detain us?” bellowed
Tommy Cook.

“Squire Tipton’s a magistrate,”
swered the constable.

“And Xaiser of Qak End,
feemet” granted Temmy Dayle.
tle tin Kalsers are worss
genuine article!"

The constable snorted, and sat down.

The three Tommies waited.

Probably their patience would have
given out in the long run, especially as
ihe legality of the proceeding was doubt-
ful—to their minds, if not to that of the
village constable.

I}gt fortunately they had not long to
walt. k

The great man of the wvillage was not
far away, and he had received the news
that the trespassing vagabonds had been
caught.

There was a murmur of awe without
and a doffing of hats, as the portly figure
of Squire Tipton came striding up.

The great man turned his eyeplass
upen the van, and gave a snort of gatis-
faction, and strode into the station.

The fat constable rose, with a very
respectful salute.

“You've got them,
rappad out the squire.

an-
too,

R LTS
than the

Brace—what "

“Yes, sir, I've got them,” answered
Brace meekly. “There are the vaga-
bones, sir.”

T Ha

The gquire jammed his eyeglass tighter
into his cye, and turned it upon the
Rookwood juniors.

Tommy Dodd & Co. glared at him.

Not being natives of Oak End, with

their bread depending on the behest of
the loeal magnate, they were not in the
least awed by Squire Tipton.

To them he simply appeared a bad-
tempered, ill-mannered, and swanking
old duffer, as undoubtedly he was.

“Ha!” repeated the squire. “You——
Ah! Oh! What does this mean? These
are not the vagabonds, Brace.”

“Wha-a-at?”

“These are not the young scoundrels
who trespassed in my park!” roared the
squire,  “I have never seen these boys
hefore.”

uoh!u

“There were six:-of them, too! None
of these! Who are you?” thundered the
squire, lowering his brows at the Rook-
wooders.

“Find out!” answered Tommy Dodd
tartly.

“What? What?"”

“We want to know what we're brought
here for!” exclaimed Tommy. *“If it’s by
your orders, what right have you to
give such orders?”

Mr. Tipton turned to the constable,
without answering that question.

“You've made a mistake, Brace!” he
thundered. “These are not the fellows at
all. I bhave nothing to do with these
bhoys.”

“But—but there's the wan, sir,” stam-
mered the hapless constable. *“There's
the wan outside—"

“Pah! There is more than one cara-
van in the county, I suppose!” snorted
the squire. “You have brought in the
wrong party, and the real party are
niiles away by this time, 1 suppose.
You are a fool, Brace!”

“Yes, sir,” gasped Brace.

“You are an utter idiot!”

“Certainly, sir”

“Pal] !"

Mr. Tipton turned to the juniors again.

“You have been brought here by mis-

take,” he said. “¥You can go. Get out

it

of this neighbourhood. Vagabonds and
tramps are not wanted here.”

“You confounded, cheeky old chump!”
shouted Tommy Dodd, quite losing his
temper.

“What? Whats"

“We shall please ourselves about that,
and you can go and eat coke! Have
you sense enough in your chaw-bacon
chump to understand that?” y

“Good gad!”

“And if we had the time to waste on
you, we'd brin% an action, and get you
shown up, for the silly, bullying old fool

you are!”

“Good gad!” spluttered Mr. Tipton.
*“You impertinent young rascal!”

“Come on, you fellows!” said Tommy
Dodd.

The three Medern junfors strode out
of the station, leaving the great man
rooted to the floor, petrified.

The Modern caravan was set In motion
again.

But the Rookwooders had not seen the
last of Mr. Tipton.

_As they led the caravan out of the
village into the open road beyond, there
was a heavy tramp of feet behind them,
and the squire strode up.

There was a riding-whip In his hand.

He did not waste words, but strode
riﬁht at Tommy Dodd, who wondered
whether he was dreaming for a moment,
but a cut of the whip econvinced him
that he wasn’t.

“Collar him!” yelled Tommy.

The three juniors fairly jumped at Mr.
Tipton.

Before that great man knew what was
happening, he was on the hard road,
rolling in the dust, and his whip was
jerked away.

Tommy Dodd grasped it.

As the squire rolled in the dust the
whip rose and fell in Tommy's vigorous
hand, lashing the great man's legs till
he roared.

Then Tommy tossed It Into a field.

The caravan moved.on, with the Modern
caravanners feeling rather solaced, and
the sguire sat up Mm the dust, and
blinked after them in an amazement that
was almost comie.

He had been thrashed ; It was Incredible,
but true. To his dazed mind It seemed
time for the skies to fall.

But the skies remained where they
were, in spite of the indignity that had
been put upon the squire of Oak End;
the stars in their courses were quite un-
disturbed.

And the Modern caravanners went
cheerily on their way, leaving Mr. Tipton
to sort himself out at his leisure.

The 6th Chapter.
Qussy Gets [t!

“Bal Jove, 1'm wathah glad we’ve got
cleah away fwom that extwemely un-
pleasant old gentleman!”

“Hear, hear!” grinned Lowell.

“We must have covahed folr miles at
least,” remarked Arthur Augustus D'Arey.
“] think we smust be vewy mneah Qak-
shott now.”

“About a mile,” said Jimmy Silver.

At some distance from the Chase the
caravanners had inquired their way
again.

Arthur Augustus wanted to get to Oak-
shott, where his brother was, and he
assured the earavanners so sincerely that
they would be welcome there that Jimmy
Silver & Co. decided to accompany him.

They wanted to camp somewhere for
breakfast, and Oakshott seemed a safe

refuge from possible pursuit by the
incensed squire.
Tubby Muffin's voice was heard In

plaintive accents from the wvan; Tubby
wanted to feed.

But they did not heed Tubby.

In cheery spirits they sauntered along
thie sunny lane with the rumbling cara-
van, Robinson Crusce pulling with equal
cheerfulness for once.

There were three heavy splacshes Iin the pond.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Lovell suddenly.

He was looking across the flelds to the
right.

In the distance there was a lane at
right angles, and coming along that lane
towards the corner where the roads met
was a caravan,

The Classical Juniors recognised jt at
once.

“The
Raby.

“This I8 the third or
we've dropped on them,”
Silver.

merry - Moderns!” ejaculated
fourth time
gaid Jimmy
“They must have been iIn Oak

End this morning, to judge by the way |

they're coming.”

“Your fwiends at Wookwood?” asked
Arthur Augustus, turning his eyeglass
towards the distant Modern
across the fields.

“That’s it.”

“We shall meet them at the cornah,”
sald Arthur Augustus. “Bai
They're lookin® this way!”

“They’ve seen us,” sald Lovell, and he
waved his hand.

A minute or two later the caravans
were hidden from each other as they
moved on rgast an enclosed park.

The park wall ran right on to the
corner, and the high wall and the trees
behind it hid the two parties from one
another’s view.

The three Tommies had recognised the
Classical van before it passed out of sight.

Tommy Dodd knitted his brows.

“It’'s the Classical gossoons!™ said
Tommy Doyle. “Phwat are ye thinking
of, Tommy darling?”

“I've got it!”

“Phwat have you got?”

“I know now why that fatheaded
bobby ran us in by mistake!” exclaimed
Tommy Dodd, in some excitement.
“Some caravanners had been trespassing
In that old donkey Tipton's park. It
was that gang, of course!”

Tommy Cook nodded.

“Of course,” he agreed. “The bobby
was lecking for them, and he came on
and the caravan was enough ' for
him."”

“0Old Tipton said there were six,” said
Tommy Dodd., “There’'s six with that
lot. 1 couldn’t recognise them, but I
dare say they've picked up Cuffy again.
It was that lot, and we got hauled over
“ﬁlre coals for them, while they got clear
0 ."
“My hat! Wouldn't they cackle if they
knew !"

Tommy Dodd looked wrathful.

“We've been yanked about by a bobby,
and all because those Classical kids
don’t know how to behave themselves,”
he said wrathfully. “I think it’s time
they had a lesson.”

“No rags,” said Cook. “We're three,
and they secem to bhe six now-—and it's
not good enough, Tommy. We should
get the ragging.”

Tommy Dodd sniffed.

“There’s such a thing as strategy,” he
answered loftily.

“Yes, I know; but you don’t know any-
thing ahout it, old chap.”

“Fathead!”

Having crushed Tommy Cook with that
emphatic rejoinder, Tommy Dodd went
on victoriously:

“They’'re out of sight now, but they're

going straight on to the corner. So are
we. We shall meet at the corner.”
“Sure, it's as good as anything in
Euclid, Tommy darling. Did you work
that out in yere head?”
“PDon’t be a funny ass, old chap.

Halt !
“Phwat are we halting for intirely?”
“Because I tell you to, ass!” replied
Tommy Dodd autccratically.
And the Modern ecaravan came to a
standstill.
“Oh, all right!” said Doyle resignedly.
“Now, look here!”. said Dodd. *“This
brick wall runs right along to the corner.”
“Looks to me as if it’s standing still.”

caravan |

Jove!

“Eh? Of gourse it’s standing still!”

“8Sure, you said it was running along to
the corner,” said Doyle innocently.

Tommy Dodd gave his chum an almost
sulphurous look.

“You funny ass!” he roared. “I wasn’t
asking you for idiotic jokes. This wall
reaches as far as the corner, where it
turhs off sharp. Well, leave the van
here for a bit, and come on.”

He started at a run for the corner,
and his two chums followed him.

They reached the corner, where the
brick wall had a sharp angle, while the
Classical van was still at a distance from
the spot.

Doyle was about to look round the
corner, when Tommy Dodd grasped Lis
neck and dragged him back just in time.

“Yow-ow!” gasped Doyle.

“Don’t show yourself, fathead!”
Dodd in a fierce whisper.

“Phwy not?”

“Isn’t it an ambush?” sald Tommy.

“Oh, I see!”

“Time you did!” snorted Tommy Deodd.
“We're going to give Jimmy Silver a
lesson about trespassing and getling us
run in for it. They don't know we're
here; they think we're crawling on with
the caravan, same as they are. Their
van was nearer to the corner, and they'd

said

have got here first, only we've run it.

Hark! I can hear their wheels now.”

There was a rumbling of wheels and a
jingling of harness round the corner.

The Classical caravan was close at
hand.

“You see that pond in the middle of
the crossroads?” continued Tommy, his
eyes gleaming with the light of battle
and satisfaction at his own masterly
strategy.

“Sure I'm not blind!”

“Well, as soon as they come up we rush
out——" .

“Do we?” atked Cook doubifully.

“We do!” hissed his leader. “ We seize

And the three Tommies did not sit in it; they went in
headiong. -

the first ons that comes to hand--Jet’s
hope it's Jimmy Silver—and before they
have time to say ‘ Bow-wow !" we rush him
audotiifz him down in the pond!”

" i "

“Then we bunk,” sald Tommy Dodd.
“They’re too many for us, or we'd duck
the whole gang! See?”

“Suppose we collar Tubby? No good
ducking him.”

“It won’t be Tubby. He never walks
it he can help it. He'll,be in the van.”

“Sure, that’s so. But if they've picked
up Cuffy—"

“He would be in the van, too.

walker.”
“Yes, that's so, too. It’s bound to be

He's no

one of the Fistical Four!” gaid Cock.
“We'll give 'em fistical fours, bother
leml”

“Hush! They're close!”

The three Tommies lay very low.

They were justly indignant with the
Classicals for trespassing and getting
them “run in”; but, as a matter of fact,
it was really the old rivalry of Modern
and Classical at Rookwood which had led
Tommy Dodd to lay that little ambush.

Sitting a Classical suddenly down in a
shallow pond appeared a screaming joke
to the Moderns, thongh the Classical
point of view was likely to be quite
different.

They eharitably hoped that it would be
Jimmy Silver upon whom their hands fell,
but Lovell or Raby or Newcome would be
almost equally welcome.

They waited breathlessly.

Rumble, rumble!

The Classical van was almost at the
coruner.

A youth walking a little ahead of the
caravan came past the corner, and the
three Tommies rushed out, like hawks
swooping upon their prey.

Without even looking at the new-comer
they pounced at him.

A startled gasp eseaped him as three
pairs of hands grasped him suddenly, and

he was whipped off his feet and rushed to
the pond.

Splash !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Moderns as
the unfortunate victim sat down in a foot
of water.

“Yawoooh!”

“Hallo!  Why-—-

“Gweat Scott! Yawoooh!
shrieked the wictim.

Tommy Dodd & Co. had intended to
rush back—executing a masterly, strate-
gic retreat—as soon as they had sat the
Classical in the pond.

But they stopped.

For it was not a Classical—it was not
a Rookwood fellow at all—whom they,
had collared and ducked.

Jllt' was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of St.

im’s. :

The St. Jim's junfor sat dazedly In a
foot of water, utterly amazed, and blink-
ing helplessly at the practical jokers.

“Gwoogh! Oh, deah! Yawoooh! Oh!
Ah! Yah!” he stuttered.

“D-D-D'Arey !” stuttered Tommy Dodd
blankly. “I—I—— 'Oh, my hat!”

“A—a 8t. Jim's chap!” gasped Cook.
“I—1 thought that was the Classical
caravan! Sorry, old chap!”

The hapless jokers gupposed for a
moment that it was a St. Jim’s caravan
palrty they had mistaken for the Classi-
cals.

But they were quickly mndeceived.

They stared round, to find Jimmy
Silver & Co. rushing at them.

The Fistical Four had been as surprised
as D’Arcy for a moment, but only for a
moment.

They understood that the unfortunate
swell of 8t. Jim’s had got what was
intended for them, and they rushed to the
attack.

Had the three Tommies executed thelr
strategic retreat at once all would have
been well with them.

But the recognition of D'Arcy had held
them to the spot. It was only a matter
of moments, but moments were enough.

The Fistical Four came upon them with
a rush,

“Puck them!” roarcd Jimmy Silver.

“Here—I say—— Oh, my hat!”

The three Moderns resisted gallantly.

But four to three were too many for
them. There were thres heavy splashes
in the pond.

And the three Tommies did not sit In it.
They went in headlong.

Three gurgling yells were heard, and
ther¢ was a terrific puffing and gasping
and splashing.

Arthar  Aungustus had  serambled
dazedly to his feet, and Jimmy Silver gave
him a hand out of the water.

He came out dripping.

“B-b-bal Jove! Wh-a-at does this
mean?” gasped Arthur Augustus.

‘Yowv-ow-ow!” snorted Tommy Dodd.

“ilw, dwar” e m*iw tho water
ot the grinning Classioals.

and  glarcd
“Sorry, D’Arey! We took you for one of
these rotters—— Ow! Ow!l”

“Oh! Bai Jovel” ¢

“Just like you Moderns—always bun-
gling!” said Lovell disparagingly. *“Don’t
try to crawl out. You’ll only get shoved
in again!”

“Bail Jove! I'm wathah wet!”

“Not half so wet as those Modern
worms!” said Raby comfortingly.

“Let us out, you silly chumps!” roared
Tommy Doyle.

Arthur Augustus gazed down at his
lower garments in dismay.

His beautiful trousers were in a dreadful
state, dripping with water and oozing
with mud. But he grinned a little.

The contrition of the Modern juniors
was very evident, and their punishment
had heen proinpt and severe.

“Pway let them out, deah boys!” said
Arthur Augustus. “It was only a Jape,
I suppose, though it’s wathah wuff on a
fellah’s twousahs.”

“Better pelt ‘em!” sald Newcomo.
“Therc’s some clods here.”

“No; let them out, deah boy.”

“It’s all your fault, you Classical
chumps!” gagped Tommy Dodd. *“We got
run in for trespassing on old Tipton’'s
land, when it was you all the time!”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Classicals.

The three Moderns were allowed to
crawl out of the pond.

They were dripping with mud from head
to foot, and presented a sorry spectacle;
and the Classicals howled with merriment
at the sight of them.

Arthur Augustus smiled, in spite of the
state of his “twousahs.”

“Bai Jove! You fellows look wet,” he
remarked.

“Ow! Ow! Groogh

“Youn had bettah come along with us,”.
said Arthur Augustus hospitably. “You
want a clean and a change wathah badly.
We're just on Oakshott, where we’re goin’
to stop, and you can gebt a change there.
I wili see you thwough, deah hoys.”

“Thanks!” gasped Tommy Dodd. “I-—I
say, it was too bad sitting you in the
pond, but—but we—we—r:"

“All wight, deah boy. Come on!”

And the Classicals and Moderns arrived
at Oakshoti together, Jimmy Silver & Co.
chortling all the way, and Arthur Augus-
tus smiling.

Wesenz1”

kL4
.

The rival caravanners camped at Qak-
shott for a day and a night, finding a
warm welcome there.

When they took the road again it was
in eompany, and they buried the hatehet
till the caravan tour closed with the holi-
day, only to renew it, of course, when the
new term opened at Rookwood School.

THE END.
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I shall be compelled to make a reporb
to headquarters, and 1 can assure you
that I shall not shield you in any way.
You have interfered with the execution
of the law, and you must suffer the
consequences.”

“Oh!” groaned the juniors in chorus.

“I say, Mr. Short,” said Bob Travers,
®gurely it isn't as bad as that?”

“0Ob, isn’t it!” said the man, with
a sneer. “You wait and see. T wouldn™
be in your shoes for a thousand pounds—
a thousand pounds, d’you hear?”

The juniors heard, but they remained
dumb. They were overcome by the
possible eonsequences of their fatal error.

“I can’t stay with you young {fools
any longer,” eaid the detective. *You'll
just oblige by giving me your names
and addresses.”

-The juniors gave the required par-
ticulars, and Detective Short left them
to continne his scarch for the elusive
Jabez Brown.

“You burbling chump?” snorted Dicky
Turner. “What ever did you want to
conmie to Redclyffe for?”

“To continue my education, of course,”
replied the new boy. “Having attended
Redelyfie himself in his younger days,
my father naturally thought it right
that I should ' obtain " my education
there.”

“Wish he hadn’t thought about it at
all,” muttered Dicky dismally. “Then
you wouldn't have got us into this rotten
scrape.”

“Bupposing that villain was trying to
hide the stolen notes,” went on the new
boy insistently. *“Where do you think
is the most likely place he'd endeavour
to secrete them in?”

“I don’t know, and I don’t care!” said
Dicky indifferently.

“My opinion is that these quarries

afford an excellent hiding-place,” said
the new boy. “That, to my way of
thinking, is why the man eame here,
and I shomnld not be at all sarprised if
he returned for the same purpose.”

“Bosh!” snapped Dicky Turner.

“But—— My word! Look!"

The new boy uttered a startled ex-
clamation, and pointed across to the
other side of the quarry to where a
man in a slouch hat was peering in the
crevices in the cliff.

“What the  dickens—"
Travers.

“Hush !” muttered Bunny, with a warn-
ing gesture. “That man is the thief.
We have a chance to save ourselves, after
all, and to assist in the administering
of the law.”

In their eagerness to avoid the con-
quuences of their initial blunder, Bob
EnaseR Soewad e R bR 4 e
bibber erept stealthily towards (he man.

Nilently they moved on, and when they
were within a dozen yards of the crouch-
ing figure, Bunny broke into a run, and
hurled himself upon the man.

The Redelyffe juniors promptly followed
guit, and in another moment the man
was lying helpless on the ground.

“We've got you, you rogue!” exclaimed
the new boy, hanging on to the man's
hair. “What have you done with those
missing notes?” .

“I-—J—e Oh, help! Help!” shrieked
the man. ‘

In a moment a figure came tearing
towards the scene of the struggle, a
figure that the juniors recognised in-
stantly as belonging to Mr. Chambhers
of the Fourth Form.

“What is the meaning of this!” he
demanded.

“Help, sir!” shouted the new hoy.
“Wde’ve got a desperate criminal here,
an 4.-_._—-—-”

“Bless my sonl!” gasped Mr. Chambers,
as his gaze fell on the juniors’ captive.
“Desist this instant, youn disgraceful
young hooligans!”

“But, sir, this man—"

“Nonsense !” said Mr. Chambers harshly.
“That man is my friend, Mr. Baxter.”

“Your f-f-f-friend, sir{” stuttered the
funiors.

“Yes; release him at once!” ground out
the master, his eyes flashing with anger.
“How dare you behave in such a dis-
graceful manner? Let me assist you,
Baxter.”

The master helped the man to rise
{0 his feet, and the latter stood shaking
with excitement.

“Thank you, my dear Chambers,” mut-
tered Mr. Baxter.” “I—I—— Oh, dear,
1 feel sore in every limb. 1 was examin-
ing a rteally most rare flower, when—
when I was hurled brutally to the
ground. I presume there has been some
slight—er—mistake.”

“Yes, sir,” put in Bob Travers at once.

began Bob

“We—we thought you were- the man
wanted for the bank robbery, and—
and—"

“Ha, ha!” Mr. Baxter smiled Taintly,
in spite of his hurts. “I am mnothing
more harmiul than a naturalist. I came
down here specially to examine some

specimens of wild flowers. You were not
to know, of ecourge, that——"

“No, sir,” broke in Dicky Turner,
“We're awfnlly sorry, sir, and we all
apologise for having attacked you in such
a manner.”

“ Apologise be hanged!” smapped Mr.
Chambers sternly. “Return at once to
the school, and go straight to my room.
I shall be compelled to administer a
severe thrashing to eaeh of you for your
dastardly behaviour.” He turned to the
new boy. “I presume you are Theodore
Bunny?” he asked.

“Yes, slr. I—"

“You have made a bad start,” broke
fn Mr. Chambers acidly. )

With very dismal expressions on their
faces, the four juniors took their de-
parture. v
"But they were little troubled by Mr.
Chambers’ threat of punishment.

What concerned them most was the
escape of the bank robber, and the
possible consequences of their fatal mis-
take. There was little doubt that they
had not heard the last of the matter.

THE END.

FOES OF
THE
FOOT-RILLS!

A Magnificent New Long
Complete Story, introducing
FRANK RICHARDS & CO.,
the Chums of the School in

the Backwoods.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD |

e

The 1st Chapier.
Shaken Off!

“That blessed Chinee!” exclaimed Bob
Lawless. -

Frank Richards & Co. drew rein.

The four schoolboys of Cedar Creek
were riding up a rocky path in the foot-
hills of the Cascade Mountains. .

On their right great bluffs rose almost
like a wall, patched here and there with
spruce and pine.

On the left the hillside fell away in.an
abrupt precipice.

The rocky ledge upon which the trail
ran was not more than a dozen feet wide.

Bob Lawless was riding ahead, and next
to him came Frank Richards; then Vere
Beauclere, followed by Chunky Todgers,

The laden pack-mule brought up the
Tear. !

Three, at least, of the party kept their
eves ahead, not caring to look down into
the gulf on their left, where huge rock
on rock stretched away to a depth of a
thousand yards,

Amid the rocks and pines below lay the
winding trail they had been following
upward,

Bub Bobh Lawless, accustomed to moun-
tain riding ever since he could sit a horse,
glanced unconcernedly over the precipice
fhat yawned within a few feet of his left
wrn,

The keen eyes of Lhe Carndiaxn schoclbxoy
spotted a dimmtive fywre i the vind
ing trail helow. :

Following the trail, the ridex was al
least two miles behind the party; bul
from the upper ledge to tke Irwe: a his
cuit could have been lossed to toadh him,

The Cedar Crie) party stopped on the
trail, and followed {he directicn ol Bob’s
fingers with their eyes.

“«Yen Chin!? exdaimed Frank Richards

“That pesky Yeathen |” growled Chunk)
Todgers.

Vere Beauclere smiled.

“He is still sticking to us,” he remarked,
«We shall have Yen Chin on our irafl all
throngh the North-Wes),”

Bob gave a grant,

The Chinee had followed the loliday-
party across the plaing from the Thomgp-
son Valley, bub Bob had expected to shake
him off in the rocky hills.

Yen Chin, evidently, was mot to ke
shaken off.

He glanced 1p {from the lower trail,
catching sight of the party on the ledge
above, and his alinond eyes glimmered,

He waved a hand to the ¢hums of Cedar
Creek, and called out. »

His voice floated up in the clear moux-
tain air:

“ Stoppee far me 1?

Frank Richards burst into a laugh.

The pertinacity of the little Celestial
was amusing, as well as rather exasperat-
ing.

Yen Chin had settled it for himself that
he was to accompany the holiday-party
into the North-West—but the chums felt,
not without reason, that the little
Chinee would be out of place there;
neither did they enjoy the prospect of
Yen Chin’s impish tricks.

The Chinee had a rather misdirected
sense of humour, which earned himm more
kicks than halfpence, so to speak, at Cedar
Creek Scheol. . A

But Yen Chin had declined to take their
refusal seriously.

For many a long mile he had followed
them, and he had played more than one
trick on the adventurers at their camps—
that, apparently, being his way of trying
to get himself included in the party.

It really was not a tactful way; and
on the last encounter he had earned a
rope’s-ending -instead of an invitation to
join up.

Yet here he was again, trotting along
on the trail on his wiry little Indian pony,
plainly determined not to he shaken off.

« Stoppee for me, nicey old Flanky!”
called out Yen Chin, looking upward.
« Me comee along—oh, yes! You waitee!”

“ We're not going to stop!” roared Bob
Lawless.

“Me comee allee samee,”

“You're to go back!”

“No tinkee!”

Bob Lawless slid from his horse, with a
;ietermined expression upon his sunburnt

ace.

He groped on the trail, and picked up
a couple of “rocks,” each about the size
of an egg. :

Standing on the very verge of the ledge,
where it fell away, he raised his right
hand.

Yen Chin looked up at him calmly from
his pony’s back below.

“Took here, you  heathen ecoyote!”
shouted Bob. ¢ You'll take the back trail
ab once, or I'll heave rocks at you—
savyy *

A second more, and the claws of the bear would have been tearing the Canadian schoolboy ; but, in that
second, Frank Richards rushed in, and brought the axe down on the animal's skull.

“No takee back tlail!”

% Then look out for your cabeza!”

“No flingee iocks at pool lill’ Chinee!”,

«1'Il poor little Chinee you!” growled
Bob. %1 tell you I'll heave rocks if you

don't take the back trail; and I'll give

you one minute !?

“Boh Lawless ugly old lascal !”

Frank Richards & Co. sat in their saddles
and watched, leaving Bob Lawless to do
as he liked. i

Whixs '

The stone hurtled downwards from the

high ledge to the lower trail, and crashed |

on the ground within two feet of Yen
Chin’s pony. '

The chums of Cédar Creek grinned.

Bob's aim was unerring, and they kmew
he could. have landed the ®rock? wupon
the Chinee if he had wanted to.

But Yen Chin was not aware of it, and
(e wloiie ainie w0~ otdie vhiit ' vie chilide
gaave a yellof alarm,

Crash!

The second stone landed, knocking up
splintirs ol basalt at the feet of the

Indian ponjy.
«Stoppee!” yelled Yen Chin. “No
chuckee ! Bob ugly old lascal! No peltce

pod 1iI’ Clinee!”

“(o back, then!”

“No goey back!”?

Eob caught, up a couple more stones.

Cravh, erash !

The missles landed close by the halted
pory below, knocking up splinters, one of
them almost grazing Yen Chin's hat.

The little Chinee howled.

“Ow! No knockee pool lill' Chinee's
blainsout! Me goey !”

He whirled round the pony, and started
down the hack-trail at a rapid trot,

Yatter, patter, patter!

*The pony trotted on, while the chums
of Cedar Creek grinned down from above,

Yern Chin had been turned back at last.

He vanished from sight round a great
bluff of basalt, and was lost to the eyes
of Frank Richards & Co.

Boh Lawless grinned as he went back
t.o his horse.

T guess that lets him out!® he re-
marked.

“«Two to one he's only hiding behind
that hiufl, and he'll come on again!” said
Beauclere, Jaughing.

« By gum, if he does, I'll let him have
the 1ocks right om his cabeza next time
I sight him!” growled Bob.

The Cedar Creek party rode on, keeping
their eyes open on the back-trail for Yen
Chin. But the pigtailed youth did not
appear m sight again, 3

It really looked as if he had been shaken
ofl at last,

The 2nd Chapter.

Treed.

« Halt !» sang out Bob Lawless, about
an hour later.

The chums of Cedar Creek had reached
the end of the perilous trail, and they
rode out upon a wooded plateau in the
heart of the foot-hills.

After the waste of wild rocks they bhad
traversed, the sight of trees and herbage
and water was welcome to their eyes.

They halted where a cool spring bubbled
up under the trees glistening in the burn-
ing sunlight which streamed down with
almost aching heat on the hills. ;

« 1 guess this will suit us to camp,” said
Bob, as he jumped from his horse. * Water
and fodder; and I reckon there's game In
the timber—plenty.” 1

Chunky Todgers looked round rather
uneasily.

# And b'ar, perhaps,” he remarked.

% Yery likely,” answered Boh cheerfully.
« We're in the home of the grizzly bear
now, Chunky; and we may find him at
home. But there’'s nothing to worry
about, old scout, If Mr. Grizzly comes
‘on ns, he's -sure to pick out the fattest
of the party, so w3 shall be all right. He
wouldn't look at uy with you present.”

“Why, you—you * gtuttered Chunky.

“In faet, he would be grateful to us
for bringing you here.” s

“Ha, ba, ba'™

The laughter of the Cedar Creek fellows
was suddenly interrnpted.

Trom the thick timber there came a
eall, faint from the distance, but very

clear:

“Help!®
“Hallo!” ejaculated Bob.
The wooded plateiu had

there—unless it was elk or hear.

_They “started, "and stared towards the §
timber, as that sudden call reached their °

ears.
“Help!”

A white man,” said Beauclere, “and i
He’s sten us though we'

in trouble!
‘ean’t see him”

" “Come on!” said Bob.

the horses, Chunky !

* Bob caught his rifle from his siddle,
and Beaucleic followed his
Frank Richards seizing an ixe, ard they
rushed towards the timber.

“Look out!” came the call

trees. "' Blar)”

Aw they came among the trees they saw
the man who had called.

He was clinging to a high branch,
thirty feet from the ground, and his hat
and rifie lay on the greensward below.

: Close by the trunk was crouched a
huge grey form—a grizzly bear in the act
of climbing the tree. '

The man on the branch looked down at
the new-comers, whom he had evidently
spotted from his high perch, though the
folinge
their sight.

He was a lithe and active fellow, clad
in deerskin and wvelveteen, with curly,
hlack hair, and gold earrings glittering
in his dusky ears.

Frank Richards
exclamation.

He remembered the man with the ear-
rings; he was no stranger to the chums
of Cedar Creek School.

“Alf Carson!” exclaimed Frank.

“Handsome Alf, by gum!”
Bob Lawless.

“You stuy with

from the

uttered = surprised

“Handsome AM ” stared down at them. |

A glitter shot into his- black eyes as
he looked more closely at the schoolboys,
and recognised them.

“You!” he muttered.

Then a look of despair came, over his |

face. _
The  grizzly was climbing the thick

trunk, and Handsome Alf's rifle lay in |
the grass, discharged, thirty feet under |

him.

He was gripping a hunting-knife in his
hand, but that weapon was not likely to
serve him at close-quarters with
terrible enemy. i

It was as foes that Handsome Alf had
met Frank Richards & Co.

On  their previous brief excursion into

the North-West they had prevented him |

from robbing a gold-miner of Last

Chance Camp.

It was evident that the swarthy |

adventurer did not expect help, from the
ehums of Cedar Creek, now that he
recognised them as his old foes.

But in that he was mistaken. ;

The dusky rascal had been their
enemy, and was doubtless . still their
enemy ; but Frank Richards & Co. had no
intention of leaving him to the mercy of
the grizzly.

Without a second glance at the
“treed ” man Bob Lawless hastily
examined his rifle, and threw it to his
shounlder.

The hear, aware of the arrival of the
new-comers now, ceased to climb, and his
evil, red eyes looked ower his shaggy
shoulder at them from the trunk.

Crack!

Bob Lawless pulled trigger, and there
came a patch of red on the shaggy fur as
the bullet struck home.

There was a vyelling howl from the
bear as he dropped from the trumk -to
the ground. -

“@o it, Cherub!” muttered Bob, as he
rammed home a fresh cartridge,

The grizzly had turped his attention

from the man in the tree; all his fury
was directed aguainst the :-mew-comers
now.
With a bullet deep in his huge body,
leaving a crimson trail as he moved, the
great hrute lumbered towards the school-
boys. | :

Frank Richards gripped his axe, hard,
while. Bob was hurriedly reloading his
rifle. : ; : :

Vere Beauclere had his rifle to his

. looked 50 ]
sitent and solitary that the Co. had not 3
dreamed that anyone but themselyes was |

example, |

had hitherto hidden him {from |

shouted |

his |

shoulder, and it was as steady as a rock
as he glanced along the barrel. ‘

The grizzly was a dozen feeb away
when he fired.

The bullet tore through the thick hide,
and there was a spwit of red, and a wild
howl from the bear.

But he came on, though more slowly.

¥rom the branch overhead Handsome
Alf watched the contest, in surprise and
anxiety.

His life depended on the result of it.

The grizzly was close when Bob's rifie
was raised again, and a bullet crasbed

§ Tuirtly into the open, steaming jaws.

The grizzly staggered, and seemed
about to Fwll; but he recovered, and
cime on, vith a lumbering rush that was
wiry swilt for an animal of his size and
weizht.

Onee within reach of those terrible

clavg, lkeen as 3 ruzor-edge, the school-
boys would Tinve been Nﬁi In ploces, and
they were well aware of it.

They leaped back, and separated, and
the bear, growling with rage and pain,
paused for a moment or two, undecided .
which to pursue.

The pause gave the riflemen their
chance, and two mere 'bullets crashed
into the shaggy body.

With a hideous howl, the gnizzly
leaped towards DBob Lmwless, and the
Canadian lad leaped round a tree just in
time. -

But his foot caught in a root, and he
stumbled forward, his empty rifle flying
from his hand.

The grizzly was only a couple of feet-
behind him. :
A second more, and the claws would
have been tearing the Canadian school-
boy: but in that second Frank Richards
rushed in, and the keen edge of the axe
came fairly on the bear’s skull, with all
the strength of Frank's strong arm

behind it.

The blow was a terrible one. It was
only his ehum’s danger that had enabled
Frank to strike with so much force.

The axe-edge was deep on the thick

{ skull of the grizzly, and the handle was

torn out of Frank’'s grasp as the animal
reeled.
The huge brute rolled on the ground,

“and Beb Lawless scramibled out of react_x

of the lashing claws. y
His Tace was white. '
“By gum!” he murmured breathlessly.

“By gum!”

He eaught up his rifle wuickly, and
rammedd in a cartridge. A

The bear was rolling on the ground,
too hard hit at last to attack again.

Beaucdlere fired twice, and Beb jeined
in, and the gigantic limbs stretched still
at last upon the crimsoned ground.

Bob squeezed his English cousin’s arm.

“Frank, old chap!” he faltered. :

That was all Bob said, but his look
was eloquent. ) ’

He knew what would have happened to
Lim had not the axe struck in time.

“All serene, old son!” said Frank
breathlessly. “My hat! What a fearful
brute! We've had luck!”

There was a scrambling on ‘the rough
tree-trank, and Handsome Alf dropped to
the ground, and the three chums turned
towards him. v

The 3rd Chapter.
An Unmitigated Rascal.

Handsome Al had his hand upon his
knife, and there was a strange look on
his dusky face. .

The chums of Cedar Creck had saved
his life,. but one look at the swarthy

. adventurer was enough te tell that that

made no difference to Alf Carson.

He had been their bitter enemy, and
he was their bitter enemy still.

But the chums had nothing to fear
from the ruffian; the odds against him
were too heavy for that. |

Bob Lawless slipped 'a fresh cartridge
into his rifle.

“So you're here, my pippin!” he said.

“I guess 1 owe you something!” said
Handsome Alf., “The b'ar had me fairly
treed. 1 guess 1 was glad when I saw
you riding up!”

Frank Richards detached the axe from
the dead bear’s skull, and, with a slight
shudder, wiped it clean in the grass. i

Carson stepped towards his rifle.
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FOES OF THE FOOT-HILLS!

Bob Interposed.

“Hold on a bit!” he sald.
shooter alone for the present, Carson!”

“You want my gun for what you've
done for me?” sneered Handsome Alf.

Bob shook his head.

“1 gypess I want to know what you're

“YTeave that

‘g‘o!_ng 0 do with that gun!” he replied.
“We've saved your life, and we don't
want to have to blow your brains out
afterwards!”

Carson's eyes plitterad. :

“Y guess I let up on you,” he said.

®*The b’ar would have had me, sure. You
did me once, and I own I was mad with
you. I let up.”
. “Y wish I could believe you,” answered
Bob Lawless. “But I reckon I know your
sort, and I'm not the kind of jay to be
winged In the back, not if this court
knows herself, my pippin, and she thinks
she does.”

“Right!” egaid Beauclere, with a nod.
His opinion of Handsome Alf's probable
gratitude was the same as Bob’s.
: The Canadian schoolboy set his foot on
the rifle as Handsome Alf made another
movement towards it,
‘ The Californian drew his hand back, his
black eyes glittering.
/ His look left little doubt as to the use
he would have made of the firearm if he
had regained possession of it.
* *I guess it can't be done,” sald Bobh
Lawless decidedly. “You'll have to hoof
it 'way back home without a gun, Carson.
You're too snaky to be trusted.”
+ “I guess I can’t take my skin safe home
;ﬂtlhout a rifle,” said the Californian sul-
enly.

(Continued from the previous page.)

“Bosh!" replied Bob. “You're not likely .

to meet another grizzly, and your gun
wasn't much use to you when you did.
You've got your knife; you can keep that.
No good chewing the rag. I know you,
my man, and you're not going to snipe

When our hacks ave turned, and sted
ur  horsos after you*ve lald ws oul.
f’hat's your game, and you're not going
to play it!”
fCarson gave a smeering laugh.
+“They bring up their boys to be cule
In this country,” he said. “Keep tle
rifle! I guess. I'll make you sorry for
yourselves another time. Np man or boy
ever got- the better of Alf Carson fr
longl’ )
“Hoof it back to Last Chance,” sald Boh.
*"That's fifteen thiles, and you can do it
before dark, if you choose.  We shall be
along there later, and we'll leave ¥our
rifle for you at the store. It's safer (o
our hands for the present.”
The Californian shrugged his shoulders.
“I'tl go,” he sald quictly, “But you'll
. 800 me again.”
“Bad for you It we do, 1 reckon.”
‘ For a moment Handsome Alf gripped
the handle of his hunting-knife hard, and
# glitter shone in his durk eyes,
. He looked at that moment
panther about to spring.
Bob Lawless, with a careless laugh,
pushed his rifle forward.

“Try it on!” he said.

like a

P -

Handsomo Alf did not answer, and he |

did not “try it on.” He turned and sbrode
away.

“That man's a bad egg,” sald Bob Law-
Joss. “Bad through and through. The
worst kind of critter I've ever struck, X
rockon. But I guess we've drawn hia
geeth.”

/*We may be sorry some day that we
saved him from the grizzly,” sald Vere
Beauclero quietly.

;Bob picked up the Californlan’s rifle.

/ Xt was a handsome weapon, mounted In

#liver, Handsome Al had expensive and
orgeous tastes, as his velveteens and his
fol earrings showed.

., ®"Bame calibre as our guns,” sald Bob.
“This gun may come in useful beforo we
hand it over at Last Chance. We should
pavo been fools to let him have it.”
!;- Chunky Todgers came through the
rees.

 He had watched the scene from a dis-
tance, not being near enough to help in
dealing with the bear.

“I've staked out the hosses,” he sald.
*I guess we're going to have bear-steak
for dinpner, This Is luck, and no mis-
take!”

And Chunky, who was a great hand at
cooking, drew his knife and began to skin
the bear, and cut the “bear-steaks,” the
prospect of which delighted him.

-*You shouldn't have left the hosses,
duffer!” exclaimed Bob; and he ran ou$
of the timber.

; Handsome Alf had swerved from his
path, and was making for the unguarded
spob where the horses and the mule were
staked. out. :

 Bvidently the thought had come to him
to “lift " the belongings of the Cedar
Creek party.

-~ “Let up!” shouted Bob Lawless, put-
-ting -hig-“rifle to his shoulder. *“Another
atep, Alt Carson, and down you go!”

i he Californian looked round.
. “He set his teeth as he saw the rifle-

arrel bearing on him, and struck off In

former direction.

+In.a few minutes more he disappcared

pn the mountain trail.

{ abt all!

sight of a track—the imprint of a heavy

- . ‘]

The <th (_}_hapter.
In the Shadow of Death. ¢

Chunky Todgers did not lose time.

He was engaged upon a congenial task,
which the other fellows, as a matter of
fact, did not envy him. :

Big bear-steaks were soon grilling over
the fire of pine-ehips and cones, and a
savoury odour pervaded the camp. ‘

Chunky's fat face smiled and glowe
over the. fire.

The other threo attended to the horses,
and fetched water and stacked firewood
for future -use, the explorers intending
Yo remain on the wooded plateau for a
few days, hunting and exploring.

They were hungry after the long morn-
ing's ride, and they sat down with keen
appetites to the dinner prepared by the
worthy Chunky. 1

The fat youth of Cedar Creck beamed
at the praises which were showered upon
his skill as a chef. ;

Chunky admitted that he wouldn't have
been “great shakes” at killing the bear
but at making use of the carcase he had
no equal.

Todgers paid himself the compliment of
making a tremendous meal on his own
cookery, and when he rose at last his
movements were slow and laboured, and’
his eyes had .a glassy look, and he
breathed very hard.

Bob Lawless looked at him with a grin.

“Oyerdone i, Chunky?” be asked.

*Mmmm—no,” mumbied Chunky. “Not

I'm a little sleepy, that’ all.
Long ride this morning, you know.”

“You don't think you've eaten ahout
ﬁft(i;!ll pounds too much?” grinned Bob.

“Br-r-r-r!”

“Take a nap in the timber and sleep It
off 1" said Bob.

“I guess I will,” said Chunky, starting
for the trees. i

“There may be another grizzly knock-
ing about there,” added Bob carelessly.

Chunky halted suddenly.

“I-—-1 guess I'll take a nap here,” he
decided.

And he rolled in the grass, with his
big Stetson hat over his fat face, and was

soon snoring.

HﬁH‘k{ FEOE Recdid & @l i@
o0 But the otk hwed wore not (o the
gam  atati; they
iclive.

B Fawlks= gat diwn to merd shme of
fhe harness, beinz 1 rood land =t that
kind ol mpairs; ini Vewr Beuwnlerc
niunted his bome for 3 trmt round the
thitean, to suevey the Ly of the land.

Frank Rlchards renained clatfing to
Beb for sone time, ard then le strilled
awvar from the cinp t lok for wvild-
iruits in tle woaod.

izt up as the platean was, the heat
of the Camdimn sinmner was very great,
and it way agreeable and refreshing in
the cool, green shade of the wood.

Fravk was careful £» take the shotgun
with him, in case he shoull meet with
game, or any possible enemy.

[n that outlying region of the North-
West 0! British Colunibia it was possible
to meet with Redsking who wire not 80
amenable to law aid order as tlose oi
the settied districts.

But the timber was sditaty and silent,
save for the twittering of birds in the
trees and ths occusiomal scuttle of a
gopher. ‘

Frank followed the bank of the little
stream, threading his way through trees
and thickets, not caring to go out of
sight and sound of the water, which was
his guide back to camp.

Tle -English schoolbey way mnot so
skilled in woodcraft a3 lis Canadian
cousin, though he had learned a good deal
from Bob.

The though! of Handsome Alf came
into his mind as he wandered on quietly
and contentedly in the green shades,

He¢ wondered what the Californian had
bheen doing in that seciuded recess of the
foot-hills.

Handsoms Alf was what In the West is
called a “sport "—that is to say, an ad-
venturer who generally lived by playing
cards with the miners eand stockmen—in
other words, a professional gambler,

He was not likely to have taken up
hunting or trapping, and if he ever did
any honest work, it was likely to be in
the line of prospecting for gold, a busi-
ness at which every dweller in the, Cascade
Mountains tried his hand sooner or later.

Frank wondered whether it was that
that had brought the Californian to the
wooded platean, at the end of so steep
and difficult a path.

The thought made him keep . his eyes
about him, for, to =ome glicht extent, ha
shared Chunky Todgers’ hope that the
party might make n “strike" during
their wanderings In the North-West.

Frank kpew little enough about mining
operations, and he was quite likely to
walk over a gold-mine without knowin
that it wad there; but he thought thﬁ_
he could at least spot a “placer " if
came ACross one. ; ik

For that reason, he scanned the stream
every now and then, looking for traces of
ﬁhﬁ precious golden grains in its sandy
e

vew  Lelng  quite

Sand and mud were all that rewarded
his glances, however, and occasionally a
fish, flashing in the sunlight as it eported
in the waters.

Suddenly: Frank . Richards halted,

In the grass under the trées he caught

riding-boot in the sward.
The slze of the beot was a good deal

| should have jumped

ceyes suddenly gleamed.

too small for it to belong to one of the

“ ¥en Chin, the Chinee of Cedar Creek.

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

Cedar Creek party, and, besides, the spot.
was ‘a couple of miles from the camp, and
Frank was the first who -had wandered
in this direction. : y Y
Frank looked at it keenly, wondering
to avhom it ¢ould belong, and whether it
was the track of scme Indian who usecd
the white- man’s footgear. :
At a short distance he discovered th
track of a Liorse’ or pony. -
“By jove!®™ murmured Frank. “We

haven't got the place to ourselves, after } g : ¢
- boy looked past his captor, and instantly

all! That! chap, whoever he is, has got
small feet—as small as Yen Chin's.”

Then he ubtered an exclamation.

That thought was enough fto enlighten
him.

“My only hat! That Dlessed little
Chinee is hanging about again!" he mur--
mured. *“He followed us up the moun-
tain, after all!”

A few sgteps farther on, he lost the¥
track of thé pony and the boots in a
stony patch of soil.

He returned towards the stream,
smiling a little: the obstinate pursuit of
the little Ceiestial was as amusing a3 it
wa3s provoking.

He pushed his way through a thicket
to reach the bank again, and, as he did
80, there waa a sudden, rustle in the
underwoods.

He spun round, and, thinking at that
moment of Yen Chin, he did not think of
taking the shotgun from under his arm.

But the fizure that suddenly loomed
before him from the underbrush was not
that of the Chow of Cedar Creck.

Frank caught a glimpse of a swarthy
face” and flashing ear-rings, and, as he
started -back, - Handsome Alf was upon
him with the spring of a panther.

It was the Californiag!

Frank made a desperate grasp at his
gun, but he was borne backwards in the

flash of an eye, and cams down on his

back heavily in the. grass.

The next instant the knee of the
Californian was planted on his chest, and
a bare blade flashed before his eyes.

A gickening feeling came over him, and
he eclosed his eyes involuntarily..

For a moment it seemed to him that

the ruffian was about to drive the hunt-

1 Californian,

The 5th Chapter.
Baved by the Chow.

with the -gilent stealthiness of a cat..
#le wag directly behind the knceling

head, Handsome  Alf could not seo him,
gnd, naturally, he did not dream of his
presence.

He had known nothing of Yen Chin’s
pursuit. of the Cedar Creek party.

The Chinee caught Frank’s eye as the

put. his fingers {o his lips.

Frank understood.

It required presence of mind and a
great, effort to-keep his face from betray-
ing what he bad scen.

But F¥rank made ths effort, and he
Bucceeded,

Lite itself depended on the next minute
or two, and, under the strajn of that
fearful peril, his brain worked with
strange clearness and swiltness.

To keep the Californian from discover-
ing the silent, creeping figure behind
him, that was ¥rank's instant thought;
and almost in the same moment that he
disterned” Yen Chin he began to speak,
8o quickly did his mind act at that
terrible momenf,

“Hold your hand!" he exclaimed
hurriedly. *“We saved your life, Carson.
But for us—"

“Ha, ha!" roared Handsome Alf.

He laughed uproariously, evidently
gratified at having, as he supposed,
forced the ¥nglish boy .into asking him
for mercy —~which he did not intend to
grant.

“And that Isn't all!” panted Frank,
cudgeliing his brain desperately for some
pretext o keep tha ruffian in talk, if
.only for one minute, *If you kill.me
¥ou will not find the placer—-"

He had touched the right chord.

Handsome Alf's black eyes gleamed as
he scamned the schodlboy's purle face
serutinisingly,

“The plicer?” he repested. © What
placer 2

“You knew there was & placer here,®
said ¥rank, “I guessed that you were
looking lor it when we came upon you.®

“That's true, I guess, You have found
it 1" exclaimed the Californian, his black
eyes snupping. “You have fourd the
placer 7%

The knife still {hreatened ths prostrate
boy, but the ruffan was nob thinking for
the moment of using it.

He had been hunting Eor goll in the
foot-hills when thle grizly attacked him,

ing knife home; and death In all fts
horrors froze him at that fearful
moment.

But the blow did not fall.

The low, moecking, not unmuslecal
laugh of the half-Spanish adventurer
sounced in his ears.

LUUALLAARLOAR I A A1 IO oLl i 1]

“My turn now!® gald Mandsome Al
“You reckoned I had lit out, 1 guess!”

“Yes,” gasped Frank.

“Keep still, my bucko.”

Carson made a threatening motion with
the knife. “One thrust—and you know
the rest!”

Frank shuddered.

“I guess I didn't ljeht out!” grinned
Carson. “My horse bolted when that
grizzly tackled me, and 1 didn't reckon |
i - moseying on foot hack to Last
Chance. No, sir! And I reckoned I'd
4 score to pay before I lost sight of
you galoots!” Handsomae Alf’s black eyes ]

seintillated. “I told you you'd see me
again!”
¥*We e=aved your Iife,” sald Frank

Rlchards quietly.

Carson laughed.

“There’s an older gcora than that,” he
sald. “Fools not to leave me to the
rizzly! The Good Bamaritan business
oes not pay In the foot-hills of the
Norbh-West !™

Frank Richards bhad already realised
that. | -
“Your pard was R plece too 'cute for
me,” continued Carson, with a mocking
grin, “If he'd let me have my rifle, I'd
have hung about your camp, and potted
you, one after another, from the rocks.
1 guess four horses and a pack-mule
vould be worth a galoot’s while, without
counting the old score! Do you know
how long you've got to live?”

Frank Richards pulled himself together
vith an effort.

The murderous Intention of the rufMan
was only .too plainly to be read in his
swarthy face.

T'robably it would not be the {rst time
hy many that the.outeast of the mining-
camps had shed bleod.

There was no merey In his savage face.

His plan was marked out—to rob the
four . explorers of thelr horses and
haggage, worth hundreds of dollars, and.
& valuable "prize to an adventurer down
on his luck, ity

He did not Intend to leave it In their
power to denounce him in the camps as
a horse-thief,

Iis own eafety and his revenge com-
bined to make him mercllesa.

- Frank looked up steadily at the swarthy
face above him, gatherlng all his courage
to face the terrible perll that Impended.
_The Californian = watched hias face
crinning,  but evidently surprised a.mi
perplexed that he did not speak.
““¥ou first,” hg went on, as Frank was,
gllent. “Then the others! It will not be
tho first time. Ha, ha] Handsome Alf i3
2 bad man to cross But for you I
ill Lomax's clalm,
and I'd have beep a rlch man now.
You've got to pay for that.”
. ¥Frank Richards cast a willd glance
round him, and ths Californian laughed
a8 he saw it.
There was no hopa tn the hoy's heart.
But, az his wild glance swept round, his

Behind the Californlan, as ha knelt on
the echioolboy's chest, a slim, little figure
had emerged from the timber.”

And Frank Richards’ heart throhbed
alinost to suffocatlon as he recognised

and the mention of a plicer hind awakened

Lk A A

Ho bad no seruple about extracting all
the information he could from the help-
less schoolboy before he silenced him for
ever,

That Frank Richards knew nothing of
a placer mine, and was striving only to
gain time, he had no means of guessing.

It was only moments that were wanted,

Yen Chin, silent as a snake, was creep-
ing up behind the Californian, and in his
right hand was grasped a heavy billet
of wood, F

It he came within striking-distance
beforo he was observed, Frank, Richards
was saved.

But if the rufflam discovered him, one
thrust of the hunting-knife would be
Frank's portion, and Ye¢n Chin would
chare his fate, :

It was his life that the little Chinee was
risking for ¥rank Richards, for he had no
chance in a struggle with the muscular
ruffian, and he was unarmed, save for the
billet of wood.

Yen Chin’s yellow face was white with
the strain of suppressed excitement, and
his almopd eyes scintillated like diamonds
as he crepf closer. :

Frank Richards was speaking hurriedly,
desperately, hardly knowing what he was
saymg, in his tense anxiety to keep the
ruffian’'s attention riveted to himself, and
to keep him from glancing backward.

“The placer!” he repeated. «You will
pever find it! You can kill me {f you like,
but you will never &ind the placer!»

Carson set his teeth, -

“I guess you'll be my gulde!” he an-
swered mockingly. By thunder, what a
chanca! I've moseyed round these hills
for a week, hunting the placer; and you
drop on it hy sheer chance—fool’s luck,
by thunder! But I guess that placer’s
mine, and you're going to be the guide!»

He bent a little, and the sharp edge of
the knife touched Frank Richards' neck.

The schoolbpy shuddered at the contact,
and Carson grinned.

“ You'll guide me, I reckon?” he sald,

&« Wh:‘:t if I do?” panted Frank, « Will
)"0“""——’

‘He gald no more; there was no need.

Yen Chin was close now.

The fittle Chinee's right hand was ralsed,
and even while Frank was speaking, almost
aft random, 1t descended, and the heavy
billet of wood struck Handseme Alf on
the side of the head.

It was a crashing blow,

Taken utterly by surprise, and almost
“stunned by the blow, Handsome Alf reeled
sideways, falling on one elbow in .the
grass,

Even then, with hls senses swimm!ng,
he made a savage effort, and hacked to-
wards I'rank with the knife,

But Frank waz alert, and he was wrench-
Ing himself away while Handsome Alf was
falling—and the blind blow with the knife
only sawed In space, :

Carson had no time for another attempt,
Yen Chin was upon him with a tigerish
spring, striking again. :

The ruffian was struggling to rise,

. blindly, when the second blow caught him

on the forehead, and he went down like
an ox under the poleaxe, . -
With a faint grean, he collapsed in the
grass: ' '
Frank Richards scrambled to his feet.
Yen Chin hurled himself on the fallen J
ruffian, and the heavy billet erashed again
‘on Handzonie Alf's unconscious head,

Yen Chin had stepped from the trees |

and,. without. turning his-

“rope h

The blow would have been repeated yet
again, but Frank cgught the Chinee's arm
and dragged it batk,

Villain_ ps the Californian was, Frunk
Adid ‘not want his schoolfellow to beat cub
the ruffian’s brains before his eyes.

“Hold on, Yen Chin!” he gasped.

“No holdee! Killee!” exclaimed Yen
Chin. *Velly baddee man! Wantee killea
pool ole Flanky! Me killee!”

“ Stop-mstoP LBy

“Flanky gleat duffee!” exclaimed Yen
Chin. impatiently. “Me tinkee killce
quiek.. Velly bad man!”

Frank Richards was almost inclined to
let the little Oriental have his way, after
the black ftreachery and ingratitude of
the ear-ringed ruffian.

DBut even his own terribly narrow escape
could not reconcile him to the taking cf a
human life when the danger was over.

His grasp tightened on the little (¢'es-
tial's arm, and he pulled him back, much
to Yen Chin's disappointment and exas-
peration,

;‘dYou must not kill him, Yen Chin,” he
sald,

“ Flanky ole duffee!” gaid Yen Chin dis
contentedly. *Supposee him see me—him
killee plenty quick—oh, yes!”

“I'm afraid so. But 2?

® Allee light !” grinned Yen Chin. “Me
do what Flanky wantee. Me velly fond of
silly ole Flanky! Come on holiday with
nicey old Flanky—oh, yes!”

Frank Richards did not answer.

. He stood leaning against a tree, Lreaths
ing deep and bard, almost giddy frem tlie
strain he had undergone.

He had been in peril before, but never
had the grim King of Terrors been nearcr
to him. i

Now that he was safe he could scarcely
realise it, and he was fecling almost sick
with the reaction.

Handsome Alf Carson lay uphesded in
the grass, with a crimson stream cozing
from under his thick dark hair, where
Yen Chin's blows had fallen.

The ruffian was stunned, and it was
likely to be a long time before he came to
his senses again.

Yen Chin glanced anxfously at Frank.

“Yecleo baddee ?” he asked.

*“Yes,” muttered Frank. ¢ Rotten, old
chap! Never mind; it's all right! Thank
you- for what you've done, Yen Chin.
You've saved my life!”

* Yelly glad savee ole Fianky!” sald
¥en Chin. “Flanky wantee me comee on
boliday mow—oh, yes! Tell ugly Bob me
comee,

¥rank Richards smiled faintly.

The little Chinee was still sticking to
HERI &ﬁm—ﬂa OFdRF CFsk prrty
in the North-West; and, after what had
lmg)punc(l, ho could scarcely be refused,

Frank Richards, at all events, wag not
in & mood to refuse him anything he
asked.

“Come back with me, kid,” he said.
®Let's get back to the camp! I'm fecling
a bit sick.” A s

“Me solly! Leavee bad man alivee?”
asked Yen Chin, with a regretful glance as
the motionless figure of the Califernian.

% Yes, yes!” gald Frank hastily.

@ Allee light!».

Yen Chin disappeared into the thicke!s,
and came back in a few minutes lcading
his pony.

Then . he contentedly trotted on by
Frank Richards' side on the way back to
the camp.

Frank Richards was recovering from the
shock now, but he was still pale when he
reached the camp by the spring.

Vere Beauclere had rcturned from his
ride, and Chunky Todgers was hrewing
coffee at the fire.

The three schoolboys uttered an ex-
clamation as Frank came up with his com-
panion. ;

“The Chow!”»

®Me comee with old Flanky !” zaid Yen
Chin, ; _

% You young rascal-——* began Bob Law-

less. Then he broke off. “What's the
matter, Frank? You're as white ag
chalk!®
“I've been through (t!” muttered
Frank.

l“ What has bappened?” exclaimed Beau-
clerc, -

Frank Richards explained In a low
voice, shudderlng a little at the vivid
recollection of the perils he had passed
through.

“ Well, by thunder,® sald Bob Lawlcas
ab last, “ Yen Chin, you heathen rascal,
you've turned up trumps, and no mistalke !
You're welcome to stick, if you want to
stick 1®

*Yes, rather!® sald Beauclere. “We'll
be folly glad to have you, kid!»

®] guess you can count me in on that !»
added Chunky Todgers. ,

After what Yen Chin had done, the
Chow of Cedar Creek was a fellow whom
the whole party delighted to honour :

The little Chinee beamed.

® All lightee!® he exclaimed, «Oh, yes!
Me tinkee! Likee comee with handsoma
Bob and nicey fliends! Oh. yes!?

“It's a cinch!” sald Bob, Ilaughing.
Then his brow grew stern. ® As for that
rustler, he’s got to be dealt with. We'll

{fm on a horse, and tote him down
to Last Chance, and hand him over to
the sheriff there,”

“Good!” said Frank.

No time was lost by the party in hasten-
fng to the spot where the Californian had
been left, But they found it vacant. Grim
stains of red on the sward showed whers
Handsome Al! had lain—but the Cal-
fornian was gona.

THE END.

.
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