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@@Eg So far from Rookwood,

not expected to come to grips again with Mark Carthew of the Sixth.
bully wished he had not crossed the path of the Fistical Four!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Ordered Off !
{3 IHAT are you young rotters

W’ doing here 7" :

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked
round in astonishment.

They were many a long mile from
Rookwood School, and it was the middle
of August. So naturally they had not
expected to hear the sharp, unpleasant
voice of Carthew-of the Sixth.

Four bicycles were stacked together,
and four juniors were taking it easy in
the deep grass on Plymptre Common. A
shady old oak kept the blazing sun off
the four. In the distance could be seen
the red and thatched roofs of the Hamp-
shire village. The Fistical Four of
Rookwood had done their twenty miles
that morning, and they had camped on
the common and lunched luxuriously, and
now they were “lazing,” as they felt
entitled to do on holiday. And the very
last person they expected to see was
Mark Carthew of the Sixth Form at
Rookwood.

But there he was!

Carthew came from the direction of a
little inn on the border of the green
common. Jimmy Silver & Co. had not
seen him, but certainly he had seen
them. The bully of Rookwood was
scowling as he came up, and he addressed
the Fistical Four in his most unpleasant
tones as he stood staring down at them.

“Carthew, by Jove!” yawned Arthur
Edward Lovell. .

“And what are you deing here,
Carthew 7" asked Jimmy Silver cheerily.

“ Mind your own business !”

Jimmy laughed.

“Same old Carthew—same old delight-
ful manners,” he remarked. “You asked
us, you know; and I didn’t say
ought to mind your own business—only
thought it.”

“I'm staying in Plymptre,” said
Carthew abruptly, “And I don’t want
a gang of fags hanging about.”
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“We don't want a Sixth Form bully
hanging about !”” remarked Lovell.

“If you're on a cycling tour, you can
get on your way,” said Carthew. “You
understabd 7 :

“Quite !”

“When are you starting, then?

“When we choose,” said Jimmy Silver
coolly. “We hadn't decided really,
whether to hang on here a bit. Now
you've ordered us off, we'll decide—we
hang on.”

“What are you up to, that you don't

i

want  Rookwood fellows to  sece,
Carthew ?”’ chuckled Raby.

“You cheeky voung rotter——"

“No need to ask him that,” said

Jimmy Silver dryly: “There's a race-
course a mile out of Plymptre.”

““QOh, that's it!” said Lovell. “Car-
thew, dear old scout, what would the
Head say if he knew how you spent your
vac?”

Carthew gritted his teeth.

“Hallo, there's another giddy
acquaintance !” chuckled Lovell.

The Fistical Four were sitting up in
the grass now, with wary eyes on Car-
thew, quite prepared for trouble. Across
the common came a fat man with a red
face and a glaring waistcoat, and a cigar
stuck at an acute angle in a corner of his
wide mouth. Jimmy Silver & Co. knew
that gentleman by sight; they had often
seen him  hanging about the Bird-in-
Hand, near Rookwood, in the term. It

old

was Mr. Joseph Hook, bookmaker, tout,’

sharper, and several other things. And
Jimmy Silver & Co. guessed at once that
he was there with Carthew, which ex-
plained, on the spot, why the Sixth-
Former did not want Rookwood fags
hanging around Plymptre. Carthew did
not want his peculiar -way of spending
the vacation talked of later at Rookwood.
Mr. Hook puffed and blew as he came
along, evidently feeling the heat.
“Looking for you, old Bean!” he said
as he came up. “Hallo!” IIe glanced
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at the juniors sitting in the grass, and
then at Carthew. “Friends of yours,
Master Carthew—eh 7”7

“A set of cheeky young blackguards,”
said Carthew between his teeth. “I'm
goin’ to shift them.”

Jimmy Silver & Co, rose to their feat.
The trouble they were ready for was ap-
parently coming.

“Are you clearing off?”

Carthew.

“ Nix.”

The bully of Rookwood mada a furious
stride towards the juniors. Jimmy
Silver & Co, stood ready to receive him.

“’0ld on!" exclaimed Mr. Hook, and
he caught Carthew by the arm. “ What's
the good of a row 7”

“I'm going =

“More ways than one of killin’ a cat,”
said Mr. Hook. “You come alonger me
jest now.” Perhaps Mr. Hook realised
that the Fistical Four were quite equal §o
dealing with Carthew, with | If
thrown in. “Don’t 'ave a row with
young rascals. You come along !”

Carthew paused. Certairly the Fistical
Four looked rather a tough handful to
tackle ; and it was an occasion when dis-
cretion was the better part of valo

“Oh, come on !” said Lovell in gly.
“Awfully pleased to give you a jolly
good hiding, Carthew—and Joey Hook,
too, if he likes.”

Carthew gritted his teeth, but he
turned away without replying, and
walked off with Mr, Hook, the Iatter
speaking to him in a low tone as they
went. - Jimmy Silver & Co. smiled at one
another. It had been a complete back-
down on the part of their old enemy of
Rookwood, and the Fistical Four fait
victorious. Lovell threw himself into the
grass again and chuckled.

“Dear old Carthew bit off more than
he could chew, &s usual!” he remarked.
“We're staying on, what?”

“You bet !”
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That question was quite settled. It
was Carthew of the Sixth, in fact, who
had settled it.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Rough on the Rookwooders !

TIN kettle, filled from a water-
bottle, bubbled and sang on the
spirit-stove.  Lovell sorted the
tin cups out of the ruck-sack.

Raby sliced a loaf, and Jimmy Silver
opened the salmon-tin, while Newcome
peeled  the . hard-boiled eggs. The
Fistical Four had enjoyed their rest, and
now they were getting tea in the shade
of the oak on the common. It was a
couple of hours since they had seen Car-
thew, and they had almost forgotten
him.  Tea was of more importance to
four hungry eyelists.

“The natives scem to be interested in
us,” smiled Lovell, with a nod towards a
bunch of men who were coming across
the wide common towards the oak.

Jimmy Silver glanced at the new-
comers.

There were six of them, and they
looked the youghest of the rough. They
might have been stablemen, but they
leoked more like the roughs who hang
about racccourses, and relieve race-goers
of their waiches and purses, - Jimny’s
brows contracted a littie.

“Blessed if I like the look of that
gang !” he said. “Keep your eyes open,
you fellows. This looks like trouble.”

“They won't worry us,” said Lovell. |

“They're coming from the = inn
yonder,” said Jimmmy, “and that's the
way Carthew went with Hook.”

“My hat! Do you think——>

“I think they look like the kind of
blackguards that Joey Hook consorts
\\'1f\h. Keep your eyes open.”

The six roughs came up to the cyclists’
camp, and the Fistical Four drew to-
gether.  Now that they were close at
hand, there was ro doubt that the racing
roughs meant trouble. Their looks
showed as much.

“There are the blokes,” said one, a
burly fellow with a broken nose, appar-
ently the leader of the gang. “Now,
young fellers, you're not wanted ’ere!
You shift! Got that?”

“Mind your own business!” snapped
Jimmy Silver. “We're staying here as
long as we like !”

The broken-nosed man grinned, and
took a flying kick at the spirit-stove and
kettle.

Crash !

Stove and kettle flew through the air
together.

" You cheeky rotter!” roared Lovell.

“’Nuff of that !” said the broken-nosed
gentleman. “You shift !” .

“We’re not going to shift !” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver savagely.

“Then we'll jolly soon shift yer!”

There was a rush of the roughs.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were hopelessly
outnumbered and outweighted; but they
were not the kind of -fellows to be
"sh‘ifted ” without a struggle.

They stood together and hit out,

Jimmy landed a terrific drive on the
broken nose, which made it feel as if it
had been broken a second time, and its
owner rolled in the grass, yelling. Lovell
got’in a hefty blow before he was swept
away by the rush.

The broken-nosed man leapt up, swear-
ing furiously.

“Give ‘em beans!” he roared.

“Buck up ! shouted Jimmy Silver.

The Fistical Four resisted desperately..

But they had simply no chance against
the odds.

The four juniors were knocked right
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and left, though the roughs received a
good many severe knocks during the pro-
ceedings.

Four panting juniors sprawled in the
grass, and then the roughs brought their
boots into play.

Jimmy Silver & Co. serambled out of
reach. They were defeated, and there
}\'as no use in blinking at that undoubted

act.

The broken-nosed man stamped
methodically on the stove, the kettle, the
salmon-tin, and everything else loose
about the camp. Jimmy Silver & Co.
had to look on, furious but helpless,
panting for breath. They collared their
bicycles, as the broken-nosed - man
shouted to his grinning followers:
“Smash up the jiggers!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. jumped on their
machines and pedalled away over the
common, bumping and jolting in the
grass.

A roar of raucous laughter followed
them.

“You come back ’ere and you'll get
some more!” yelled the broken-nosed
man. ‘“You ain’t wanted ’ere!”’

“Arter ’em!” yelled ancther of the
gang.

Jimmy Silver & Co. rode as hard as
they could over -the rough ground.
Fortunately, they soon. turned into a
path where riding was easier. Three or
four of the roughs had rushed in pursuit,
but the juniors easily out-distanced them

* NOW. .

They came off the common into the
high road, leaving the victorious roughs
in possession of their camp—and en-
gaged in smashing up all the things that
had not been smashed already.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Lovell.

“There’s Carthew " gasped Raby.

The cyclists passed the red-roofed inn,
which had the sign of the Red Lion. At
an upper window Carthew was standing,
looking out, with a derisive grin on his
face.

Jimmy Silver freed one hand as he
rode by, and shook his fist at the grin-
ning face of the Rookwood Sixth-
Former.

Carthew burst into a laugh.

“Come on!” growled Lovell.

The Red Lion and Carthew disap-
peared from sight behind, and the
juniors pedalled along a deep lane lined
with high green hedges. A mile from
the inn Jimmy Silver slowed down.

“Get off, you chaps!” he said.

“They’re not after us!” said New-
come, looking back.

The juniors dismounted and leaned
their machines against the hedge.
Jimmy Silver dabbed his nose with his
handkerchief—Lovell caressed an eye
round which a purple ring was gather-

ing. Raby and Newcome ruefully
rubbed a collection of bumps and
bruises.

““What an afternoon!” groaned Lovell.
“Carthew wins, after all! It was Joey
Hook put him up to that, of course.
Fancy setting a gang of roughs on to
us! Ow!”

“We've all been through it,”
Jimmy Silver quietly.
study never says die!”

“We can’t tackle that crowd——""

“Quite so; but we can tackle Car-
thew,” said Jimmy Silver. “Carthew’s
at the bottom of this, and we’re going
to make Carthew sit up and take notice.
The cad thinks we’'ve been scared off,
and he won’t expect to see us near
Plymptre again. But he’s going to see
e

“That’s all very well,” said Lovell.
“But we simply can’t handle a gang
of ‘roughs, Jimmy—and they’d maul us
no end for half-a-quid a time. There’s
nothing doing, old chap!” -

“Lots !” answered Jimmy Silver coolly.
“We're not heaten. We've lost the first

i said
“But the end

round, that’s all. Carthew thinks we’ve
cleared off ; and he can think so—all the
better. But we're not going; we shall
camp in one of these fields, and deal with
Carthew when he hasn’t a gang of
roughs to help him.”

“Ow! My eye!”

‘“Never mind your eye now, old chap.
Let’s look for a camp—out of sight—in
case those rotters should come ' this
way.”

The Co. were still feeling dubious;
but “Uncle James” of Rookwood had
his way, as he generally did. And as
the sun was setting the Fistical Four
wheeled their bikes into a footpath in a
wood, and camped among the trees—
where for some time they were occupied
in attending to their damages, and then
to supper—and then came a council of
war. :

And then Jimmy Silver, leaving his
chums in camp, made his way under
cover of the darkness to the Red Lion—
to scout.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Carthew’s Catch !

13 HISKY ?”
\}‘/ “Yes, rather!”
“ And xoda 7"

“Not too much soda!” said
Mark Carthew, with an air that made
Mr. Joseph Hook smile in his sleeve.
Carthew’s idea was that he was very
much a man of the world on his present
stunt; hut probably Mr. Hook’s idea of
him was quite a different one. But Mr.
Hook kept that to himself.

He was doing quite well out of his
young friend, and he'was all civility and
respect and admiration—at least. so long
as Mark Carthew’s holiday funds should
last. After that it was likely that Mr.
Hook would grow suddenly tired of his
sportive young friend’s company, having
other fish to fry. X

The night was hot and close. The Red
Lion was closed. It was half-past ten, but
Carthew was not thinking of bed. Now
that he was on his own 1n the vacation,
he seldom went to bed before twelve.
His “people ” supposed that he was pass-
ing a week or two with Knowles of the
Rookwood Sixth, and would no doubt
hzve been considerably surprised if they
could have seen him at that moment.

There was a wooden veranda at the
back of the Red Lion, overlooking the
gardens; and on the veranda Carthew sat
with his friend Joseph Hook. Theve was
a swinging lamp overhead, and it shone
on a bottle and glasses and siphon on a
little table, and on the glimmering caxds.
Carthew was enjoying himself—in his
own way. He had come down to
Plymptre with Mr. Hook to be near th»
races—it was as near as Carthew cared
to stay, even in the vac. The racecourse
was a short drive away, and there were
several “sporting gents ™ at the inn, and
Carthew lived at present in an atmo-
sphere of betting and blackguavdism—
which was an atmosphere he found
greatly to his liking.

But Carthew was well aware that such
proceedings, even in the holidays, ve-
quired circumspection; and he had been
alarmea at the sight of the Fourth-
Formers of Rookwood camping on the
common within view of the inn windows.
He did not want it related at Rookwcod
that he had been frequenting the races
in company with a well-known sharper,
and smoking and betting with “spoit-
ing ” men at a disreputable inn.

He dealt out the cards. The two
rascals were playing poker; and for high
stakes.  Carthew was in funds; if he
hadn’t been, certainly Mr. Hook woulid
not have been playing poker with him.

“You have all the dashed luck i
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growled Carthew, as Mr. Hook scooped
in the pot for about the tenth time.

It was not surprising that Mr. Hook
had most of the luck, considering that
he had an extra supply of aces and
kings in his sleeve. But Carthew was
not aware of that trifling circumstance.

“Luck will turn!” said Mr. Fock
affubly. -“You stand to make a bit to-
morrow on the onec-thirty,
Carthew. Your deal.”

Carthew pushed back his chair.

“I've had enough poker! You think
Blue Bell will win to-morrow, Hook 7"

“I've got my shirt on 'im, in a way of
speakin’,” said Mr. Hook. “If he don't
win, I'm down and out!. But I reckon

he will. ’Ow much have you put on ’im, |

Master Carthew ?”

“Ten pounds, at two to one.”

“I reckon youll bag twenty of the
best,” said Mr. Hook. ‘I've ordered
the trap for twelve-thirty.” :

“That's lots of time, and we can get
some lunch first,” said Carthew, squirt-
ing soda into his glass.

He sipped his whisky-and-soda, and
took a fresh cigar out of his case. But
he did not light it.  Carthew fancied
himself as a man of the world, and a
“sporting ” character, and he liked to
have a cigar sticking in his mouth. DBut
an inward premonition warned him not
to light that cigar.

There was a sudden growl of a voice
in the dusky garden.

“Iallo, what are you doing here 7

Carthew and Mr. Hook both looked
down from the veranda. A stableman
came into the radius of lamplight, hold-
ing somebody by the collar. That some-
body was struggling.

Carthew sprang to his feet,

“Silver !” he shouted.

“Found 'im hanging about, sir,” said
the stableman, looking up. “Nearly
ran into him in the dark.”

“That young scallywag!” ejaculated
Mr. Hook. “I thought he had cleared.”

Carthew’s eyes glittered. .

“Bring him up here, Dick,” he said.
“Hook, get your stick, and I'll give
him a larruping!”

“ Certainly !

Joseph Hook grinned and went into a
room that opened on the veranda. The
stableman jerked the wriggling junior
up the wooden steps, and landed him
before Carthew.

Jimmy Silver breathed hard.

“You young rotter!” said Carthew
between his teeth. * What were you
doing here?”

Jimmy met his eyes coolly.

“Scouting !” he answered.

“Spying, you mean!” said Carthew
savagely.

“Scouting, you cad!” answered
Jimmy.

“What for?”

“Find out!” A

“I'll make you sorry you came back !”
said Carthew grimly. “Ilold him
tight, Dick !”

Mr. Hook appeared in the doorway
with a heavy malacca cane in his hand,
and came towards Carthew. R

Jimmy set his teeth.

His luck had failed him, and he had
fallen into the hands of the enemy;
and Carthew’s look showed how little
mercy he had to expect. And, sturdy
as he was, the Rookwood junior was an
infant in the muscular grasp of the big
stableman.

“’Fre you are!” grinned Mr. Hook,
handing Carthew the malacca.

Carthew’s grip closed upon it, and he
showed his teeth in a savage grin.

“Now he's going through it!” he
muttered.

Jimmy Silver’s eyes fell on the soda
“siphon on the table close to him. His

Master

collar was in the strong grasp of the
stableman, and he could not tear him-
self loose. But his brain acted quickly.
He made a sudden grasp at the siphon.

Squizzzzzzzz | -

The soda shot in a blinding stream
over his shoulder fairly into the face
of Dick, the stableman.

“ Grooooooogh !

The man staggered ‘back, spluttering
and coughing, and released his grasp
on the junior, blinded and choked by
the sudden stream of soda-water in his
face.

Carthew sprang forward, and Jimmy
turned the nozzle on him instantly.

Squizzzzz !

“Yurrrggghhh |”

Carthew jumped back, spluttering, as
he caught the stream with his face.
Jimmy made a bound to the steps.

“You young rip!” gasped Mr. Hook,
springing after the junior.

Jimmy turned the siphon on him, but
only a squeak answered as he pressed
the lever; it was empty. Hec hurled it
at Mr. Hook’s fat legs, and the book-
maker tumbled over, with a howl.

In a flash Jimmy Silver had leaped
down the wooden steps, and vanished
into the darkness of the garden.

“Gurrrgh ! Gug-gug !”  spluttered
Carthew, gouging at his eyes and nose.

“ After him! Collar him! Groooogh !”
“QOw-ow-wow !” gasped Mr. Hook,
sitting up dazedly. “Oh, my eye!
Ow! The young limb! Wow!”
“ After him " yelled Carthew
furiously.

There was a rush down the steps, but
it was too late. Jimmy Silver was
already over the garden fence, and
speeding away. Carthew and Mr. Hook
were still savagely searching for him,
when Jimmy Silver, panting and
breathless, rejoined his chums at the
camp in the wood.

3 THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Caught in a Trap!
“H

ERE he is!” exclaimed Arthur
together.

Edward. Lovell.
“Any news, Jimmy?”
asked Raby and Newcome

Jimmy Silver sat down on a project-
ing root, and gasped for breath.

“Had to run for it?” asked Lovell.

“Yes!"” gasped Jimmy.

“Lot of good your going on a scout!”
remarked Lovell, with a shake of the
head. “Better have let me go.”

“ Fathead !”

“Look here, Jimmy

“What's happened?” asked Raby.

3

Jimmy Silver explained, rather
breathlessly.
“ Nothing  doing!” said Lovell

“You were going to find out Carthew’s
room, so that we could raid him and
give him a ' lesson, Instead of that,
you let them collar you.”

“I couldn’t help that brute blundering

on me in the dark——"
“Of course you couldn’t,”

agreed

A LESSON FOR A RASCAL !
to help Jimmy Silver.

powered.
heipless.

Having disposed of Mr. Hook, Love!l rushed
Cardew was down, but he was not dut, and he was
still giving trouble. But as Raby and Loveli collared him he was quite over~

Each ankle and each wrist was grasped, and then Cardew was
¢ Bring him along ! V' panted Jimmy Silver.
(See Chapter 4.)

‘¢ All together !
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Lovell, with a nod. “That’'s why you
should have let me go. 1 could have
helped it, I think.”

* Ags 1” :
“Well, it’s all up, anyhow!” said
Raby. *“We shall. have to let Carthew
off. We'll take it out of him next term
at Rookwood somchow.” -
“We're not letting him off,” said
Jimmy Silver quietly. ‘“I’ve-found out
something. He was jawing with that
blackguard Hook on the veranda.
They’'re going to the races to-morrow.”
“Pair of rotters!” grunted Lovell.
“They're leaving at twelve-thirty in
a trap!” added Jimmy.

“What about that?”

“Lots! We know the way from
Plymptre to the race-ground. It’s a
- long lane, with trees along it,” said
Jimmy. *“I fancy that four chaps about
our size are going to be there—"

*“At the races?” ejaculated Lovell.

“No, ass—in the lane! We shall
meet those two rotters on their way to
the races, and they won’t have a gang
of roughs with them,” said Jimmy
Silver. *‘There’ll be those two in the
trap, and we can stop the trap—"

“ Phew ! 2

“We had a thumping good licking
te-day !” said Jimmy, rubbing his nose.
“(arthew is going to have one to-
wiorrow, and alittle over. Catch on?”

Lovell grinned.

“ It might work !” he said.
¢TIt will work!” said Jimmy Silver
decidedly. “So, you see, my scouting
has turned up trumps, after all!

“It’s jolly late!” Lovell rose and
yawned. “Let’s get to sleep.”

Camping out in the wood was pleas-
ant enough on that hot night. The
Fistical Four unrolled their ground-
sheets, and slept peacefully enough
under the trees, with the moon peeping
through the foliage overhead. g

The chums of Rookwood were up with
the lark in the-morning. In the depths
of the wood was a rivulet, at which
they bathed, and then they quitted their
camp, and cycled away in search of
breakfast. s

They were very careful not to go
near Plymptre. Carthew certainly was
not likely to suspect the scheme they
had in mind, but it was prudent to
give his quarters a wide berth until it
was time to act; and the chums had
some shopping to do that morning, too,
to replace the articles the roughs had
smashed the previous day.

At a village five or six miles distant
they breakfasted and shopped, and
~purchased supplies for a cold lunch.
It was towards noon that they turned
again in the direction of Plymptre.

The bicycles were concealed at a little
distance from the road, in a coppice,
and the chums of Rookwood approached
the lane on foot. Twelve o’clock rang
out from somewhere in the distance as
they entered the lane, which ran
directly from Plymptre Common to-
wards the race-ground, a mile away.

“Carthew starts in half an hour!”
remarked Jimmy Silver. “Lots of
time.”

The juniors sat on a grassy bank and
ate their cold lunch. Then they pre-
pared for action.

A good many vehicles .passed along
the lane, bound for the races. Jimmy
Silver & Co., sitting on the grassy bank,
were partly screened from the road by
clumps, of blooming gorse and broom ;
but they had a clear view of the road,
and they watched it carefully in the
direction of Plymptre. At the spot
Jimmy Silver had selected for the
ambush the road rose on a hillside, and
vehicles coming up from Plymptre had
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to slow down, most of the horses walk-
ing slowly up the hill. Traps and
wagonettes and farmers’ carts paesed,
and the chums of Rookwood still
watched.

Jimmy Silver uttered a sudden ex-
clamation at last.

“Here they come!”

The juniors peered through the gorse.

A good distance away as yet a trap
appeared in sight. Mr. Joseph Hoolk
was driving, and he was walking the
horse up the hill.

Mark Carthew eat beside him in the
trap, with a cigarette between his lips.
“Clear for action!” grinned Lovell.
“Careful, now,” said Jimmy Silver.
“You've got to collar the horse’s head,
Lovell, and hold on like grim death.
We three are going to rush the trap,
and I fancy we'll have ’em out fast

enough.” s z
“What-ho I
The trap came slowly on.
Mr. Hook and his young “sport-

ing ” friend _evidently ‘badn’t the
faintest suspicion of danger ahead.

They were chatting as the trap came
slowly up the hill, doubtless discussing
the chances of Blue Bell in the one-
thirty! The trap was nearly abreast of
the Rookwooders when Jimmy ™ Silver
gave the signal.

G ib 1

With a sudden rush the
came out into the road.

Lovell leaped to the horse’s head, and
held the animal. The trap stopped.

“ Why—what——"" ejaculated Carthew.

“Leggo that 1 roared _Mr.

Fistical Four

‘orse !
Hook, raising his whin.

Jinmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome
rushed the trap.. Mr. Hock slashed

at Raby, who was clambering on the
step, and Raby yelled. But he drove
his stick at Mr. Hook in return, and
the end of the stick jammed on Mr.
Hook’s: well-filled waistcoat. There
was a gasp of anguish from the fat
“gentleman.” Meanwhile, Jimmy Silver
and Newcome swarmed over the back
of the trap before the astonished
Carthew quite knew what was happen-
ing. He whirled round on them, and
they grasped him together.

“QOut with him!” panted Jimmy.

“You young demons!” yelled Carthew.

He l'ol?ed over in the trap, struggling
frantically with the twd juniors.

Mr. Hook was standing up, gasping
and spluttering, and cutting at Raby
with his whip. But Raby’s stick gave
good returns, and did quite as much
execution as the whip. The horse,
startled by the din, plunged and backed,
and Lovell had plenty to do to hold it
from bolting. The plunging of the
trap, and a jab from Raby, upset Mr.
Hook’s balance, and he fell back into the
trap on the struggling trio there.

“Yoooop !”

“Help!” yelled Carthew.

Lovell backed the trap to the grass
by the road, as a crowded wagonette
came by. The crowd in the wagon-
ette yelled and cheered, evidently under
the impression that the trap contained a
gang of racing rowdies who had fallen
out among themselves.

Raby whipped round and opened the
tail-board, and the struggling heap of
combatants bumped out on the grass.
Jimmy Silver and Newcome rolled on
Carthew and pinned him down. Lovell
threw the loose reins over a low branch,
to tether the horse, and he was now
able to join in the scrap. Raby and Mr.
Hook were struggling together, and the
fat bookmaker was getting the better of
it, till Lovell came to the rescue. Arthur
Edward gripped the fat man by the back
of the collar with both hands, and
dragged him over.

“Into the ditch!” he gasped.

“You bet!” panted Raby,

“Ow! Oh! Ooooocogh!” spluttered
Mr. Hook, as he was rolled over help-
lessly by the two juniors.
< Splash!

here was a foot of water in the
rather deep ditch, and plenty of mud,
and a good allowance of stinging-
nettles. Mr. Hook rolled down the slope
and landed in mud and water and
nettles. ~ He sat up blindly, squelching
and yelling.

“Ha, ha, ha!” gasped Lovell breath-
lessly.

He rushed to help Jimmy Silver.
Carthew was down, but he was not out,
and he was still giving trouble. But as
Raby and Lovell collared him, he was
quite overpowered. Each ankle and
each wrist was grasped, and then.
Carthew was helpless. :

“Bring him along!” panted Jimmy
Silver.

“All together! Ha, ha, ha!”

By his ankles and wrists Carthew
was yanked bodily along. The four
juniors plunged through the ditch
with him—with shocking results to
their cycling stockings and Norfolk
bags. But Carthew, who was being
dragged, &lflstained still more shocking
results. hen he was yanked up the
fartziher side of the ditch, he was smoth-
ered.

The juniors plunged through a gap in
the hedge with their prisoner.

“Groogh! Help!  Hook,
raved Carthew. |

But Mr. Hook, struggling painfully
and breathlessly out of mud and
stinging-nettles, was not in a condition
to help his young friend. Jimmy Silver
jerked a whipcord out of his pocket,
looped it round Carthew’s wrists, and
tied them together. Then another cord
was knotted round his ankles, and
Carthew was left gasping helplessly in
the grass.

The juniors gathered round the cap-
tured bully of the Sixth.

Carthew glared at them with help-
less rage.

“You —you
tered.
I)ll__.i)

Carthew’s feet were loosened so that
he could walk, and the Fistical Four led
him away.

They marched him, wriggling and
resisting and swearing, across a field to
{hfe coppice where the bicycles had been
eft.
There they halted.

“You—you-—"  gasped Carthew.
“What are you going to do, you little
tIi’(H]ds ?” Ill smash you for this!

“Youwll see what we're going to do,
dear boy,” said Jimmy Silver cheerfuily.
“You set a gang of roughs on us yes-
terday, and walloped us and smashed up
our pets and pans. Now you're going
to pay for it.”

“Yes, rather!” grinned Lovell.

Jimmy Silver took out a tin from his
pocket, and ‘Carthew watched him
apprehensively. “Best blacking ¥ was
inscribed on the tin.

“I shopped this, this morning, speci-
ally for you, old top!” said Jimmy.

“If—if you dare—"

help !I”

young fiends!” he stut-
“let me go at once! I—I—

“Better keep your mouth shut,
_unless”you like the taste of blacking
in—

“I—T1—I'l— Grooooooch !’

“I warned you!” said Jimmy calmly,
as Carthew spluttered out blacking.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

With a rag and blacking, Jimmy
proceeded to adorn Carthew.

“You see, as you're such a giddy
blackguard, you ought to go around
in your true .colours!” explained
Jimmy Silver. -

“Grooogh !”

In a few minutes Mark Carthew had
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been transformed into an excellent
imitation of a native of the Congo. The
remnant of the blacking was carefully
rm\cd into his hair, and the tin was

slipped down his back. Then his left
leg was bent upward at the knee and
tied in that position.

“There!” said Jimmy Silver.
think that will do! Now if you're
willing to apologise for cheekmg the
Fourth, Cardew, you can hop 16

“T_T'1l smash you——"

“Give his nose a tweak, Lovell, and—
and—"

“Yooooowoooop ! I—I
shrieked Carthew.

“Good! Now you can hop it!”

“Ow, yow!”

C‘qrthew hopped it.

He was only too glad to get away,
even on one leg. In a series of hops he

zrl

apologise !”

departed, the IKistical Four yelling with
laughter as they watched him go.
Carthew  vanished from sight—still
hopping.

Silver,

“Oh, dear!” ga\ped Jimmy
think we're

wiping his eyes. “I really
even with Carthew now.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And I think we'd better clear!”
_g.mned Lovell.

‘Not a bad idea!” agreced Jimmy
Silver.

And the TFistical Four of Rookwood
wheeled out their bicycles and cleared.

Carthew, with his black face, and
hopplnf’ on one leg, caused great

merriment among the racegoers on the
road when he hopped into publlc view.
It was quite some time before he found
a Good Samaritan to let him loose; and
then he hurried back to the Red Lion
for a much-needed bath. There Mr.
Hook joined him later, with the pleasant
news that Blue Bell had come in last in

trhe one-thirty.  Evidently it was not
Carthew’s lucky day.  Whether the
blackguard of Rookwood sought for

them, Jimmy Silver & Co. never knew.
That afternoon they were in the next
county, continuing their cheery cycling
tour in the best of spirits.

THE END.

(Another grand story
the stirring  holiday adventures of
Jimmy Silver & Co., entitled: “Taken
In!” ‘in neat weel's Special Summer
Holiday issuc.)

dealing with

(Continued from page 6.)

“But don’t
Injuns are pesky, uncertain cattle, and
they might take it into their heads to

he said. lose a second.

come after us in the dark. If we get
clear now with the dollars I reckon it
will be cheap to let them keep the horse.
The man in Thompson will be mighty
pleased to see the money again, I guess,
and he won't worry about the critter—
though he's a good horse,” added Bob,
“and it’s a pity to lose him.”

“If he bothers about the horse after
getting the dollars back he will be an
ungrateful ass,” said Frank. “Here we
are !”

They were going at a run now, and
they soon reached the spot where they
had left their horses.

Without a moment's delay they
mounted and rode away as fast as the
horses could go into the shadows of the
night.

Behind them the glow of the Red-
skins' camp-fire sank into darkness.

THE FIiFTH CHAPTER.
Home Again!

€ USH ! whispered Bob Lawless.
H The chums had ridden on
till an hour before dawn,
when they stopped at last to
rest their steeds and their own wearied
limbs. They had camped for a short rest
in a clump of trees, and slept like-logs
in the grass. Dawn was brightening
the sky over the summits of the Rocky
Mountains to the east, when namplmg
and jingling aroused them. DBob’s warn-
ing whisper fell on his chum’s cars as
they started out of sleep

“Indians !” breathed Frank.

“I reckon not. Horsemen coming up
from the south,” said Bob. “Maxbe
cowboys after W lnte Blaze, 01——”

“Or the Red Dog crowd,” muttered
Beauclere.

“T reckon so!

Keeping close in cover of the trees
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the chums of Cedar Creek
upon the dawn-lit plain.
horsemen could be seen riding at a
gallop from the south. As they camo
nearer to the early sunlight the chums
recognised the stubbly-bearded face of
Four Kings—the rufhan-they had dlv
missed on the home trail the previcu
day.
Bob Lawless chuckled softly.

“Four Kings reckons that the 00111;\
are still on the l)wr‘k of White. Blaze.”
he remarked. - “I reckon he will Le
pleased—some —when he gets back fo
Thompson later on and learns that the
dollars have been brought home. I
guess the Kootenays are enough. off
with White Blaze—or be 3
before that gang gets ne: 1
left them

Frank Richards laughed heartily. The
Red Dog crowd were riding -hard on a
wild-goose chase. The tl

peered ouh
A bunch of

doilars t
sourrht were already behind them
would soon be in safety in the bank
Thompson.
With great
Cedar Creek wa
rid2 away and dizappear over
the prairie far to the north.

“Now, I guess we're moving,” said
Bob.” : =

And the three chums agaia took up
the trail for the south.

. . . . . L3

It was night when three wearied ho

son and delivered up ten thous
dollars in Canadian notes to
astonished manager at the g
taking a receipt for them, which was
plomptlv conveyed to the wounded mes-
senger in Doc Smith's cabin. And that
rocelpt did more, probably, towards help-
ing the bank messenger to recovery than
all the ministrations of the Thompson
Valley doctor. Their task done, Frank
Richards & Co. rode homeward, and ail
the fol‘omng day they passed chveﬂ) in
bed, wmmb, after the long, long trail.
And while they were reposing in 3
comfort, Four Kings and his gang we
riding and tracking, baflled, and in
deipuratlon still forlornly exm'*go‘l upen
the trail of White Blaze!
THE END.

(If you want a real good laugh, do»’t
miss “Chunky's Chance!”—ncxt weck’s
splendid story of the backwoods chums.)
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