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CHAPTER 1.
Putty is Too Funay!
 ¥T a_chap had lots of moncy—
l Jimmy Silver spoke in regrotful

Raby and Newcome Bnd Arthur
dward Lovell all answered together :

Tho' Fistieal Four of the Reowood
Fourth ~ were discussing _tho holidays.
Txactly what they were going to do with
the holidays, they were not sure, only that

whatever they did, they w
it together.

That was o settled poiut.
to bo something in the open air,
another settled point.

“Tho open road, you know!” Arthur
Edward Lovell had romarked, when the
subject first camo up; a rather vaguo re-
mark_which seemed, however, to expr
the views of the chums of the end stud

e going to do

o it was gomg
That was

Join up, you fellows!
by-ways with the cheery chums of Rookwood !
With high spirits, the best of company, and ad-
venture always lurking round the corner—what

Tramp the highways and

more could you want
AAAANNNANNANAN

The thought of open roads, winding over

rolling downs, and by sunny sands, was
very “attractive on a blazing hot da;

“If a_chap h-’l.cl lots of mon con-
tinued Jimmy_ Silvor Lho\\ghﬂuls, i

price a motor-car:

“Topping 1" said Neweome.  “Shall wo
trot out this_afternoon and sce if we can
pick on up for cightcenpence or so?”

“But suppose——"" said Jimmy, appar-
ently io a sichly imaginativo mood, “sup-
pose a chap had lots of 1

“Woll, what about an acroplane, if we'ro
going to supposc?” suggested Arthur
Edward Lovell. “T've never had a really
long holiday in an acroplanc.”

“My _choic a trip to the Rocky
Mogatiine:, and Chome By Jeman e sk
Raby, vith a grin.

“Como badk (o carth, old chap!” said
Lovell.  “The question is, Jimmy, not
what we want, but what we can get.”




* come.

2
1 suppose it is!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Ang i we're going to make o ip of it,
we want motor-carayans angl yachts; but
what o cun got is—"
“Spanke pony 1" said Raby.
Tt abont it 15 asonted Timany.
“After all, you can’t beat a walking tour
for really sceing the country!” argued
Lovell.

“Some
from tho window of 4
arked Newcome,
bette!’ mme thnn that.”

ople are satisfied with seeing it
Rolls-Royco ! ro-
ut we'll have a

el hesers the question of baggage,”
sid Jimmy Silver, = “We should have
to have a te

“And some cooking things,” said New-

nt—’"

“And o chango of collars, at least” e
marked Raby.
Oh, we can_manage,” said Lovell.
“Robert Louis Stevenson used to go on
travels with o donkey——" said Jimmy.
“Hallo! Talking over the holidays?”
Putty, Grace of tho Fourih put his cheerful

face ‘nio_ the doorvay ot  end studs.
“Just what I was goi eak to you
about. T Tooking RS oo for o

day tramp.”
The' Fisical Four eyed Putty Grace
mher doubtfully.

sy liked Putty——everybody liked Putty
more nx less- t they were not at all sure
that they would o enjoy Putty’s company on a
holiday tramp.  Putty of the Fourt! wus
an excessively humorous youth, and hi
humour was sometimes misdirected.

“No end of a lark, you know |” said
Putty.

“Might be too larky, with Jou in thc
crowd, old scout!” said Lovell,  “Ther
wouldn’t be any room for your little ]okes
If the tent came down suddenly on our

r wo found glue in the tcs, -pot, we
should slaughter you on the spot

“We're thirking of a mep, Putty, said
Jimmy Silver, “but it's a question of carry-
ing_props. ‘What's your idea 1”’

“Easy as winking !” said Putty cheerily.
“Suppose you coud get a little horse for
nothing ?
“Eh! WhaH That would be ripping !
But we couldn’t.

w8 way.
Oh, good I”
Thn "Fistical Four were all intcrosted at
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once. Tf Putty of the Fourth could solvo
the difficulty of baggage, Putty was the
right man in the right place. i

“Not pulling our leg?” asked Lovell sus-
piciously, “Mean to say you know some-
body who would lend a horse for nothing 1’

“Not exactly that,” said Putty, “but I
can tell you an easy way of getting a little
horso without exponse.

“Gammon ! said Lovell.

“Straight as a string ” said P

Wl g phead 1> Said Lovell. il un-
convinced,  “If yow're trying to pull our
leg there'll be ructions ! What's the way |

_"yst trot down to the end of tho passags

“What for 1

“There's a tap there—"

“What_about the tap?

“Turn it on!” said I’utty.

“Turn on the tap?” repeated Arthur
Edward Lovell, almost dazedly. *Wha
good would that do?

“Then put your oad under it
“Put my head under the tep!” roared

Y.

. Then leave it wet—"

“Look here—

«And-in a couple of hours or so thero
you are}” said Putty, with a perfectly
Serious face.

S hatesr

ou see, you would catch a cold—"
explained Putt

21 ko 1 shoald 1” hooted Lovell,
what—""

That would make you a little hoasse ",
said Puity.

Wik
“A hme oarsd.
want.”
Tt was some scconds before Arthur
Edward Lovell realised that this was a pun
en Lo realied ity o mado o eudder
spring from his chair, and  grasped tho
humorous junior in the doorway. Puity,
of tho FouTth had probably been expecting
& burst_of laughter. Instead of which, ho
was suddenly scized and yanked headlong
mLo the sl\A Y T

d

And that’s what you

CB roared Putty—struggling. * You
slllvassI

«Ha, Fa,
TheFistioal Tour collared tho struggling

eg
hxm "’ rcu‘ed Lovell.
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Putty, una ho smote the study carpet, in
tho giusp of four pairs of hands

um
You silly asses—""

“Whooop!” roared Putty.

Then_ the humorist of the Fourth was
tossed into the pessage, where ho landed
with another bump. The door of the end
study closed on him.

Jimmy Silver & Co. resumed their dis-
cussion, without the assistance of Putty of
the Fourth.

CHAPTER 2.
“ Some Bnrgllnl
L] HE very thing
I Arthur Ld»\nrd Lovell uttered
that exclamation aloud. It was
tho “very thing,” there was no
mistake about that, and Lovc]l looked at it
with great admirafion.
« It_was two or three days since the dis-
cussion in the end study, and plans were
not settled yet. Arthur Edward Lovell was
taking @ walk down the lane to Coombe,
when he came upon the object that so ox-
cited his admiration. It was a light two-
wheeled cart, nicely painted in dark green,
drawn by a sturdy fitlo pony. It struc
Lovell at once that this was exactly what
t!\e Rook\\oad tramps wanted for their

“walk,” to carry the tent and the bags. It
was the very thing; and Lovell, in hi
terest, stopped to look at it and survey it
critically

The pony was tethered to a tree by the
wayside, and was cropping the grass in
plump contentment.  For a moment or two
Lovell did not discern the owner. Then
he spotted a pair of baggy knees that
emerged from the grass—all that could be
seen of a gentleman who was lying on his
Dack there. Apparently the owner had tied
up tho pony while he was taking a rest. So
Lovell concluded, at a1l events.

“What a litile beauty!” murmured
Lovell, aloud. ~ “Looks as if it’s built for
the very purpose—perhaps it was. er-
haps that chap is on a walking tour with it.
Lucky bargee!”

The man in the grass scemed to become
aware of Lovell’s presence. He sat up.
The bagzgy knces disappeared, and a round,

OWN LIBRARY 3

zed foco, with a shabby cap over it, roso
into view.

A Rl
as Lovell supposed, he_had obviouslybeen
oughing it, ~ Ho way dusty, and his clothes
wero exceedingly

“Ciood atteraoen ” said Lovell politely.

“En? Afternoon!” said thogentloman
sleopily. ~ @ 7

e rathor 17 said Lovell
logkingat your lttle cart

“My what

e T hiaateafo/tha b oo i baems

—w

“I was

o o itlo beauty ! he said. “Looks as
if it was built to_carry the baggage for a
walking party. Nlca little pony !”

Lh?

T bt b eves and blinked at
Lovell. There was the dawn of a grin on
his face, which needed a shave.
is manner was agreeablo enough, and
Lovell was ‘encouraged to_pursue tho topic.
If such a turn-out as this was within the
means of the Rookwooders, certainly it
could not be improved upon for their pur-
It would carry the tent, the bags,
the cricket outfit, and a few more necessary
Tt was as Lovell had said, tho

ing.
“On a walking tour, I suppose?” asked
Lovell.

Sort of,” assented tho slecpy gentle-
man.

“T wonder if you'd mind telling me how
much_a turn-out like that would run to?”
said Lovell. - “¥ou seo, vy friends

d I—are thinking of a walking tour this
vae and wo want something to carry the
props.  fomething like that would suit
us toa ‘t.’

“Like that, ch?”

“Th vory ‘thing ! said Lovell.
poso it’s pretty expensive?”

o drowsy gentleman looked at him,
and looked at_the pony and cart. Ho
glanced up and down the sunny road, and
scemed to_ reflect
i for- s turnout like that?” Le

“I sup-

asked.
“That's it 1"

“Liko to buy one cheap ?”
Lovell's hcnrt thumped.

“You bet I” he answered.  “If you were
selling yours——"’
“Well. that depends” vawned the

slecpy gentleman, “The fact of the matter
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is this—'m fed up with the business. My
friends havo gonc, homo; that's how it i3
and I don’t care to carry on on my lone:
T'd just as scon sell that turn-

“Give us a chance, then!” said Lovell.
“Of—of course, funds are limited—we're
schoolboys.  But we'd club_together, and
lf t]\o price was anything like reasonable

he man looked at Lim attentively.

“Well, how I look at the matter is this
here,” he said.  “I'm gettin’ back to
London.  Costs somethin’ to get that turn-

out home, you see, and I'm not walking it.
I‘ed up with chut T'd like to get it off my
ands.  Td let it go for twenty pounds,
hlcsscd if I wouldn’t
“My only hat!” id Lovell, his eyes
gleaming.

He did not know in the least what the
pony and cart were worth; but he knew
that they must ba woth very much more
than twenty pound:

mean it!” mxd the man, with another

yawn. “And mind, they're good_stuft
he pony is a oner to go; Neddy, I call
him.  Neddy’s a real corker ! Thé cart

well, see for yourself, sir! You couldn’t
get that alone made for twenty pounds!”

“I agree!” said Lovell. My hat, don’t
i ]ully \vell wish T had twenty pounds!
o thought rapidly—*there’s
four of SR A going on
tho tramp; among us wo can raise the

money—we can borrow some, as we shall be
oy —x 2

school—and we'll see what can be done ?”

“I'm going to the railway-station, now

I’vn bad ny rost,” answered the man in

F “Pd rather not have the
Lroube of putting that pony and trap on
the railway; but I'm starting now, anyhow.
Sorry we can’t do business !

*“Hold on, though”’ said Lovell. “Look
here, T know it's a bargain. I've got some
tin ublouc me—suppose 1 pay you a deposit
on it 77

Lovell ran his hands through his pockets.
Arthur Edward had received several hand-
some tips in anticipation of the holidays.
His unclo Arthur Edward, after whom
had been named, always came out well
on such occasions. There was a crisp five-
pound note in Lovell’s pocket, and he was
also tho happy possessor of three pound

notes.  He turned out his whole store*-
eight pounds in paper, and ten shillings in
silver.

Tho gentleman in the grass glanced at the
money, and a glimmer camo into bis slecpy
ey

"Tvs o go!” he said. T an seo you'ro
gentleman, and ake your word.
Hand over the depoxnﬁ "and send the balance
to me by post.

“Youll trust me to do that?” asked
Lovell, much flattered by this frank con-
fidence on the part of a stranger.

“Certainly} I know a gentloman when
I see onc.

“Thank you very much!” said Lovell
gratefully. “ Of course, Ill send you the

ney at once; I know we can raise it by,
clubbing together.  Will it do if I send a
moncy-order to-morrow morning?

“ First-rate |

“Then it's a bargain!” exclaimed Lovell
cagerly. ou give me a receipt for eight-
ten on account, fo show the fellows.”

The tired gentleman felt in his pockets.

“Got a bit of paper,” he asked, “and

pepeil
seid Lovell

is a fountain-pen,”
“\l&ke the receipt to. A. E. Lov

Lovell tote a leaf from his pecket-book,
spread it on the cover, and handed it to
the gentleman, with the fountain-pen. Thq
sleepy gentleman scribbled on the sheet,
and Ioo ed up.
a tuppeny stamp " ho asked. This
ain’t legnl without & stamp. -+

Lovell groped an old stamp out of his
pockel He was glad to sce the man so
business-like. Tlm stamp was affixed to the
sheet, and the tired gentleman signed over
it. He handed the Yape\ to Lovell. The
or read it carefull rthur Edward
was  somewhat meﬂmodxcnl in  business
matters. ¢

“Recoived from A. E. Lovell, Esq.
£8 10s. on acet. of £20 for pony and cart,
“H, WaLxe,”

“Your  addross—for
balance?” asked Lovell.
'\Ir. Walker had forgotten that important

“Oh—nh—yes 1”  said  Mr. Walker.
“Better send it to my club—ijust address it
to the Idlers, Piccadilly,”

sending on the
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“Rightho!” said Lovell. “And I can
drive away the pony and cart now?”

“Certainly!| They're yours!

M(. Walker detached “himself from the

5" Tolly glad T met you this afternoon, Mr.
Lovell,” he said. _ “ You've saved me a lot
of frouble. Good-afternoon”

Lo Goolbye, "and  many thanks !”
ov

e "bagey-knced gentleman nodded, and
walked away up the shady lano at quite a

good pace, considering how tired he looked.
Kithur Edward Lovell, fairly bubbling ovor
With satisfaction, ' unfastened the ~pony,
mounted into the little cart and drove away
to Rookwood in triumph.

said

CHAPTER 3.

Glory for Arthur Edward!
OVELL—
“What the monry thump—»
Jimmy _ Silver & Co. fairly
inithoir Strbris | The
three chums had gone down to the school
gates to look for Lovell, expecting him in
to tea, Lovell arrived, driving a pony, in
» handsome littlo green cart. He cam in
at the gateway with a fourish, the juniors
jumping asido out of the way

Foroll jumped dowa, and miled at tho
astonishment of his_comrades.

“Liko the look of it ho asked.

“Oh, yes, jolly!” said Jimmy Silver.
“But ‘what-— Somebody lent it to you!”
all! . D've bought it,” said

Lovell, with studied carelessness.
o Thofo was 2 yell from three juniors at

i Bou ht i

P . swilod Lovell

“Gammon !” said Reby. “You jolly
well couldn’t bag a thing like that for your
uncle’s fiver.  It's worth fifty or sixty
pounds at least.”
b S All that, T fancv. assented Lovell. I
Thappen fo have got i at o bargain. Somo
fellows have an eye to a bargain. Some
fellows know how to manago, you know,
When they’re given a chance.
. Perhaps a little swank was excusable in
‘Arthur Edward Lovell. at that proud
moment.
& Jimmy Silver eyed the pony, and the
Tandsomo cart, and then cyed his chum.
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“Yowve really bought it, Lovell?” he

T've paid Mr Walker
to

sked.
“Tiwenty pounds.
and we've got

eight-ten o account,
send the rest on.’
“He trusted you with it 7"

“ Looks hku it!” said Lovell coolly.
“OF course, we're all buying tlns together—
it’s going Co.. Four of us whack out five
pounds cach—or five of us (om pounds
cach.  After the vac. we can ecasily get our
money back—that thing would sell for more
(hm ) iany pounds at any time, any-

e b e e
Jimmy Silyer. Blessed if I can understand
a man sclling it so cheap.”

“Ho was fed up with his walking tour,
and his friends had left him,” Lovell ex-

s

plained. “He was glad to get it off his
hands. Of course, he knew he was selling
cheap. Siill, he saved the expense of get-

ting the turn-out back to London by rail—
and that's a_consideration in these days,
when the railways stick you so steep for
freights.  Anyhow, I suppose he knew his
own business.

“I suppose so,”
wonder.

He felt a new respeet for Arthur Edward.
Much as he liked that cheery youth. Jimmy
had never given him credit for unusual

assented Jimmy, still in

abilties. - But a follow who'conld bag
bargain like this was most certainly an
able youtl

uth.

The chums of the Fourth surrounded the
cart, and peered into it, and patted the
pony, and caressed him, in b
fa.cmon ’Ihls handsome {urn-out was their
very o

2oL conrse e shall have to speak to tlm
Head about having it put up here for
day or two,” said Lo vell.  “But that \ull
be all right.”

“No doubt about that,” said Jimmy.
"My hat! Whata bes.uty' This cart must.

have been made for the purpose! ~Look at
it1 Lockers in it! And there’s a couplo
of ground shcets there! They go with the
cart, I suppose

Putty Gmce came up, sighting the prize
from afar.  Putty almost fell down when
he heard that Lovell l-md bought the turn-
out for the tour.

“Bought it cheap!” explained Raby
proudly.  “Lovell's bagged it for twenty
pounds.”
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“If you're going in with us, Putty, your
‘whack will be four pounds,” said Jnmm
Silver. “Then we can easily manage.”

“T'm on!” said Putty at once, “Pub me
down,for four quid,  T—I suppose there’s no
mistake about 17"

““Mistake 1”7 smd Lovell.
there be a mistake 7
“Well, it's ]ully odd to pick up a thing
like that at a moment’s notice, for a mere
song,” said Putty doubtfully.

“Some_fellows can make bargains!” ex-
plamed Lovell.

now.
old cha

o Look herc 1" roared Lovell.

Oh, cheese it, Putty!” said Newcome
hoﬂv “Lovell’s bagged a corking bargain
this time. It will see us thlough Lovell
ought to have a vote of thanks.”

Quite a number of juniors were gathering
round the turn-out now. There was great
admiration on all s

And there was grcnt amazement when
the news spread that Arthur Edward Lovell
had secured that handsome property at bar-
gain price.

Tubby Muffin immediately offered to ac-
company the Fistical Four on their holiday
tour, on condition that he was allowed to
drive all the time. ~Gunmner of the Fourth
told them that he would come along, and
look after them, and manage the whole
thing if they were civil and kept their
places. Both kind offers were refused
with than]

old \hck was routed out of his lodge at
last, and requested to take temporary charge
of the turn-out, which half-a-crown, slipped
into his horny hand, induced him to do with

good grace.

Then the Fistical Four went into the
School House to tea, in great spirits.

There was a little more consequence than
usual in Arthur Edward Lovell’s manner
as he walked with his chums.

Lovell had always had a secret opinion
that the brains of the end study were, for
the greater part, concentrated in his own

Jull.  This secret opinion sometimes trans-
pxrcd in Lovell’s conversation. ~Jimmy and
Raby and Newcome, on the other hand had
never been willing {o admit that Lovell had
even a fourth part—his fair share—of the
brains of the study. Indeed, more than
once it had been averred that, on the occax

“How could

But you're not one of them,

stinted praises of his comrades.

sion when brains \vere hnndul out, Lovell
ad been overlooke:

Al that was clumged now.

Lovell, for the time, was a shining light in
the end 'study—a fellow whose gift for bars
gain-hunting, at lcast, his chums wero dc<
lighted to honour.

The Fistical Four sat down to tea in the
end study, and to a discussion of holiday
prospects, in a merry mood. That delight-
D Yitle onth s sutip o by pasked mith
their impedimenta; that hefty little pony
was going to pull it—they would walk and
wander wheresoever the spirit moved them,
enjoying the summer vacation to the fullest
extent. Lovell had been the right man in
the right place on this occasion—he said so
bimself and his chums assented heartily. 2

After tea the chums of the Fourth took a
stroll round to the stables to have another|
look at the new purchase. They were mora
than ever delighted with it; and Lovell
fairly purred with satisfaction under the un-
He wa§
mcex\'m" his full meed of justice at last—
it was, indeed like the King coming.into
fis own! What Arthur Edward had always
thought of himself it now appeared that his
chums thought of him—and he could not
have been held in higher estimation than
that,

Jimmy Silver & Co. had s rolled back
into the quad, and Conroy of the Fourth
snuntemd alon -

ething’s up!” he ‘remarked.

"Whut’s that’” asked Jimmy Silver.

Conmy gave a nod towards the gates. -,

ung man with a sun-browned iace,
in dusty Norfolks, had entered, and by his

o was the well-known portly form of My
Buggs, the village constable of Coombe, =

M. Boggs’ fat face wore an expression of
the most portentous solemnity. He marched
ponderously towards the School House, the
tall young man iri -Norfolks striding by his
si i)

““ihat on earthi can the bobby want?
said Lovelly

“Something’s up!® répeated Conroy.
“Boggy looks as if he’s come to arrest the
whole school for highway robbery or pemyJ

“Ha, ha, ha *h

Mr, Boggs and his companion disappeared
ik e Hebool Honss s yeosnane blooa
glancing after the village policeman, and

i

g
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wondering what might be his business at
cwood School.

Jimmy Silver & Co. sauntered on in the
summer sunset, under the old beeches, dis-
oussing the holidays and the walking tour,
in a bappy mood. Bulkeley of the Sixth
came out of the School House and went
down to the porter’s lodge. He came back,
after_speaking to old Mack, and looked
round, evidently in search of someone. He
spotted the IMistical Four under the beeches,

and came over to them,
“Come with me, Lovell!” he said
brusquely.  “You're wanted !”
{ “What's up?” asked Lovell.
{ “The Head wants you. Como at once!”

. “Boggy is wlth the Head, isn’t he?” asked
Jimmy Silve:
- Bulkeley nodded and signed to Lovell to
follow him.

Arthur Edward looked restive.

“Look here, is it a row, Bulkcloy”” he
asked.
“T'm afraid so, you young ass!” said tho
captain of Rookwood.  “I hope you ’Il be
able to explain to the Head, anyhow.
t “Y've not dcnc anything that T know of,”
said Lovell. ~ “If it's about knuckmg off
vathes topper this morning—

a more serious matter than that.

Du vou mean_{o say you don’t know what
you're charged with?” exclaimed Bulkeley.
{ “Charged | What do you mean ? Charged !
ngy hat! And what am I charged with,
then

@tealmg a ,pony and cart!”
“The Head’s

&

“cnmw L pulialey.
‘waiting
P Toval away—dazed. Jimmy Silver
and Raby and Newcomo blinked after them,
and blinked at one another,

“Stealing—"" said Jimmy faintly.
. “A pony—" murmured Newcome.

““And cart—"" breathed Raby.

And then fhere fell a silence thet could
aliaiat b

CHAPTER 1.

‘Awful for Lovelll
RTHUR EDWARD LOVELL stag-
A Gotollcethice | than ralked firko 1o

Head’s study.

i Ho was mob quite sure whether
he was on his head or on his heels, as he
entered that august presence.
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Arthur Edward blinked dlzz\ly round the
study. He scemed to see in a kind of mi

Lhc stern eu\ful face of Dr. Chisholm ; mu
more mistily the fat, perspiring. faco o
P.-c. Boggs. He hardly noticed the sun-
burnt young man in Norfolks, who was cye-
ing him very curiously.

Lovell tried to pull himself together. He
did not understand—he couldn’t understand.
How could he possibly be charged with
stealing a pony and cart? He had never
had any dealings with a pony and cart in
his life—excepting the turn-out he de pur-
chased from Mr. Walker for hard c:

What did it mean—what could ;c menn?
The awful face of the Head secmed to ex:
pand before h-m, and_grow larger and more
terrifying. voice, when he spoke,
rumb]cd m Lovell‘s ears like thunder.

Yet, sir!” gasped Lovell. “I

V\ha( 72
“I didn’t—I—T never—wasn't—

» stam-

& You inquired of the porter, Bulkeley 7"

es, sir,” said the Rookwood captain.

“Mu,ck e ey tho pony and cart

had been driven in by Lovell of the Fourth.

Lovell requested Mack to take charge of
them, and they are in the stables now.

green-painted “cart, and & plump brown
pony, such as Mr. Richards described.”

“Then there can be no mistake, amazmrr
as the matter is!” said Dr. Chishol =74

your pardon, Mr. Rmhardq, for—for
having testified a very marked unbelief—"

“Not at all, sir,” said the young man in
Norfolks politely. ~“I am sure it must have
been a great shock to you.”

“A very great shock, indeed!” said the
Head. “Even now I can scarcely believe a
Rookwood boy capable of so wicked a theft,
—and of such open and crass folly in com-
mitting it!”

“I have not spoken of theft, m,
M Rithards.. 0T brought the ofioes
me in case there should be necd of nwst
ance. Also, he is aware that the pony
and cart are my property. If the person who
purloined my property should dispute tho
matter, of course, I must call upon the
law. But I hope—T trust—that it may turn
out to be nothing more serious than a fool-
ish schoolboy practical joke.”

Lovell heard, but without ccmp\ehcndmg
His brain was in a whirl.

eaid
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“We shall see!” said the Head. *Lovell,
do you admit having brought this gontle!
man’s pony and cart into the school 1

Tovell gasped.

“Certainly not, sir1”

“Have you brought any pony and cart
into the ‘school, as Mack has informed
Bulkeley 1>

“Yes, sir; my own!”

“Your m\n'” exclaimed the Head.
my pony and cart!” stuttcred
“Cortainly, sic!  Bought and
paid for with my own money, sir!

“Bless my soul!” said the Head.

SIf this gcntloman has lost a pony and
cart T can’t help it,” said Lovell, recovering
alittle.  “It’s like his cheek to think that
I know anything about it !” Lovell gave Mr.
Richards a defiant look.  “ You've no right
to suggest anything of the kind ! he bluried
out.

Richards eyed him very curiously.
sten to me, Lovell,” said the Head, in
a grim voice, “Mr. Richards has cxplained
to me that he was on a walking tour_in
Sussex with a little pony and cart, which
curried his baggage.  Ho loft the pony
tied up in the lano—
“Thero wasn't baggage
bm\ght sir 1” said Love
Let me explam, interposed  Mr.
Richards. “I have réached the end of my
tour, and my baggage has been sent home
by train. The pony and cart I intended to
leave with a friend who lives near Coombe,
to be taken care of for the present, I was
on my. way fo his house with them when 1
went into the wood to take some photo-
graphs, leaving tho pony tied up by the
roadside on the grass, . When I returned,
about half an hour later, they were gone.
I immediately called at the local police-
station, and Mr, Boggs was kind enough
Lo assist me—""
“Not at all, sir " murmured Mr. Boggs.
“We soon learnod that more than onc
person had scen the cart driven away by a
schoolboy, _who wore the Rookwood
colours,” seid Mr. Richards. _“I thercfore
came on here at once with Mr. Boggs to
claim my property. But I repeat I charge
no one with theft, I'm inclined to believe
that tho whole thing is an cxceedingly fool-
ish practical joke.”
Lovell felt his head spinning again.
Was it possible that thero had been two
little ercen carts, with little fat brown

in the cart I

ponies attached in Coombe Lane at the
same time—one outfit belonging o Mr,
Richards, and the other to Mr. Walker
It seemed highly improbable.
Then what did it all mean?

“Well, Lovell 1> The Head’s voico was
grinding, “What have you to say now?
Mr, Richards is taking a lenient—a very
lenient view—of the matter. To my mind
it is undoubted that you took possession of
his property, whether for a foolish joke or
with a darker purpose.” i

Lovell wiped his perspiring_ forchead. Tt
was borne in upon him, in spite of himself,
that there Ty only one pony and cart in’
the affair, if"that was Mr. Richards’
property, \\']mrc did Mr. Walker ing :f

“You state,” continued the Head, “ lhat
you bought a pony and cart—a suﬁueutly
remarkable procecding for a Fourth Form

oy. I will givo you a_ hearing, however.

At what establishment did you make  this

cxtlamdm'\ry purchase 77
“I—I bought it of a man—

” said Lovell
)

weal.[y.
“His name ?” ,,
“Walker,” said Lovell.
“Walker !” repeated Mr.
a faint smile.
Only at that moment did the dangy signifi
cance of the name strike Lov i
“And where was this man7” asked the
i

Hea

“In—m Coombe Lane,”

“What ?

“The pony and cart were tied u by the
roadside,” Ialtcrcd Lovell. “The—the man
Walker was snoozing—I mean, napping—
that is, resting in the grass. He—he told
me he was fed up with tourmg with the out-
fit, and—and offered to it to me.

T'vo got his receipt for the money.”

The Head adjusted his glasses, and gave

Arthur Edward Lovell a very spccxa] sei tm-

Richards, with

ising blink. e
“Give me the receipt,” he said. . i
Lovell handed it over, without a word.!

His fuco was crimson now,  Tho torrible

truth was dawning on his mind,

The Head glanced at the paper, and Takd
i on his desk. The corners of his mnuth‘
twitched. 2

“You incredibly stupid 'hoy' ‘
“Had you any reason to believe that um—
this Walker was the owner of the puny
and trap he sold you?” .

“I-T—T supposed sol” groaned Lovell,
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"“He—he—he was resting just near_it—jus
as 1f }w had just tied it up. O dear(”

copt_your statement, Lovell,” said
o STong” T b clons To s that you have
ceted with crass stupidity in allowing your-
self to be swindled in the most palpable
manner by a worthless character. The man
was probably some disroputable person, and
Yiiisteidar Diabiho had no right to sell the
pony and cart at all

Lovell suppressed a groan. Ho knew that
no

v, Richards, T trust you take the same
view—that you rccognise that this foolish
lad had no dishonest intentions 7"

“Most certainly,, sir,” said Mr. Richards,
I never dreamed of such an explanation of
the incident; but I believe every word the
lad has uttered. It is clear that he has becn
cruclly taken in by an unscrupulous rascal.
Certainly, he should not bave been so—so
confiding.”

“So crassly stupid, you mean, no doubt,”
said tho Head grinily.

m 1” murmured Mr. Richards.

“Peeheen done, sir,” said Lovell. “I—

yowve had this trouble, sir.
1t's rotten cnough for me. My money’s
gone, and we shan’t have the turn-out for
our lioliday h dear! It—it’s in the
siablgs now, <ir; you con tako it avay with
you

Tovell's voios almost broke.
The Head, with something of compassion
in his severe face, signed to Lovell to leave
the study. Arthur Edward almost tottered

out.

He Ximped out into the quadrangle, where
ho found the Co. waiting for him, with
scmd faces. They surrounded him at once.

vell made a defensive gesturo.

“Don(: pile it on me, you fellows!” ho
groaned.  “It’s bad cnough. “I—I was
diadled by some awful rotter—just a beast,
you know, who took me in! He hadn’t any
right to scll tho contraption at all; it be-
longs to Mr. Richards. Oh criky

“Some fellows,” said Raby, addressing
space, “know how to make a bargain. Some
fellows know how to manage.

Tovell only groaned by way of response.
He was so utterly crushed by tho awful
outcome of his wonderful bargain that his
chums took pity on him, and forbore to
rub it in. They were only too glad that
Arthur Edward was not, after all, to hc
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charged with stealing that marvellous bar-
gai

The portly form of P.-c. Boggs came out
of the House. There was a grin on his fat
face as he passed Lovell. A few minutes
later Mr, Richards came out, and he glanced
about him, and came towards the Fistical
Four. There was a smile 6n his handsome,
sun-browned face.

Tovell looked at, him speechlessly.

“You've had bad luck, my young friend,”
said Mr. Richards genially. *Another time
you must be a little more careful about
placing so much faith in strangers. I am
afraid you stand to lose cight pounds ten
hillings ovor this unfortunato affah
bl"rm not likely to sce it ugam’” mum-

el whack m out, old chap, anyhow,”
smd Jimmy “I¢’s all in the Co.
“You were saymg something,” went on
Mr. Richards, “about having bought my
pony and caxt~T mean, the pony and cari—
to use on a hoiday trip.”
“That hat _svas the idea, sir,” said Lovell
“Well, perhaps your loss necd not be
fwors sitiong, altas &Il Shid O kunbuih
young man. “I mentwned that T had fin-
ished my trip, and was going to leave the
pony and cart with a friend to be taken care
of. ~ Suppose, instead of doing so, I lend
them to you, for your vacation?” /
“Wha-
\th your holidays are_over, you will
return them to the address I will give you.
ou are very welcome,” added Mr.
Richards, with a smile. “I am sure you will
use mg hnle pony kindly, and that is all I
care al
Jlmmy Bl[ver & Co. simply blinked at
the young man. This was like tho eun
coming out after a very cloudy day. Lovell
bufr}\tcnod up wonderfully.
”,9 1" he gasped.

“Certaigly,” aid Mr, Richards, with o
smile. have already mentioned my
e iden 1o your headmaster, and if yon
care to uso my little outht for your holi-
days, it is at your service.”

“ You—you—you're.a brick, sirt” gasped
Lovell.

“Hurrah ” chort]cd the Co.

«

Y on—yon mean
i

. . . .

Jimmy Silver & Co. walked down to the



19

Fnte: with Mr. Richards, like a guard of
honour round a very distinguished visitor.
Never had they seen a young man whom
they liked so well as this cheery sunburnt
young gentleman. And after he had de-
parted, overwhelmed” with thanks, the
Fistical Four gathered in the end study,
and there, at last, now that the clouds bad
rolled by, Lovells chums told him what
they thought of him. But Arthur Edward
did not mind; he was tco happy for that.

CHAPTER 5.
The Pony that Wouldn't Co!

« ~EEMS an awful lot of stuff!”
S Putty Grace of the Fourth made
that remar]
e was looking into the little
cart, which was to_accompany the chums of

Rookwood on their holiday tramp.

It was o handy little cart, fitted with
lockers, and with an amazing amount of
storage capacity considering its diminutive
size.

It was full now almost to overflowing.

Everything that was necessary for tho
trip—or that was considered necessary—was
dumped_into the littlo cart, and it had
grown fuller and fuller.

Arthur Edward Lovell had remarked that
they would sort the things out and
il R s e
Tooked as if a lot of sorting out and getting
into order would be neede

Half a dozen ground-sheets were spread
over the fop of the load, which rose in o
pyramidal form in the

“Plonty thoro for Trolsky to carryl”
Putty added.

rotsky was the pony.

The juniors had named him Trotsky; not

because of his trotting powers, but because

he hated \»oik

“Oh, he's ood pony!” said Raby.
“He'll pull that hme ]ot all ngh(: We
can_givo a shove up the hills.”

“We shall want it all ” said Newcnme
“Can’t do without the cricket things.”

“The blessed load seems to have grown a
lot bigger than I ¢ hought,” said Jimm
Silver; “but when it's all packed it will
be all’ right.

“We oughc lcally to pack it before we

go,” said Putt;
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“Well, we think of something fresh overy
minute,” said Newcome. turn it
out at the first camp and pack properly.
How long is Lovell going to be with that

ny ?

Arthur  Edward Lovell
Trotsky from the stables.

Al s ready tow.for ihe stark,

The Co. had made all arrangements about
their boxes, thoy had said their good-byes;
and now all that remained was to harness

Trotsky and take the road from the school
gates.

Many hands assisted to harness Trotsky.
That intelligent animal allowed himself to
be harnessed with admirable plmduy

Then_the Rookwooders le way.

A grinning erowd followed!thmi it the
road. The heavily-laden cart rocked a little
behind Trotsky, and several times a false
alarm was raised that the baggage was
coming down with a run. On the open
rond Conroy and Van Ryn and Pons and
Oswald pushed behind to give Trotsky a
start with his burden. But Trotsky did not

m
said Raby.
urged Jimmy

was  fetching

ove.
“He wants the stump,”
“Come on, old hoss!”
Silver.

“If 'you won’t leave him to me you can’t
expccb him to go,” said Lovell. “You sce

" “Cheese it!
“Stump him!”
old on!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver,
waving back Raby, who was grasping a
cricket stump. “H¢'s doing his best, I be-
lieve. The wheel's caught, or something.”
There was a sudden roar from
“’lhcse funny idiots are holding "the

Come up, you brute!”

8

“Why the—the—the—" gasped Jimny

Sil

The l‘lshaal Four rushed round the cart.
Conroy & Co. were supposed to be pushing
bchmd instead of which they were holding
on, with _their feet firml; planted in the
ground. It was no wonder that Trotsky
couldn’t get going, in the circumstances.

Conroy & Co. were grinning, enjoying
their. little joke. But Raby found a use
for his stump, and tho practical jokers
ceased to grin.

Whacl, whu.ck , whack, whack!

Here. stoppit

“Oh cruml bs"’
“Whaooooop !”
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Trotsky started quite suddenly as the cart
was releaso
“Off at last!” said Jimmy Silver.

And the Rookwood tramps started.
CHAPTER 6.
Unexpected !
" 1 dhall havo fo got 1id of somo
W} said Jimmy  Silver
decsdiay:
was referring to  the

baggago in the cart.
Trotsky appeared now 1o be in a willing

humour. Either he was willing to work, or
unwilling to take any more stuips
Whether it was or
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But Arthur Edward looked so ferocious
that o did not fnish.
. Perthaps we can carty & fow more things
in_our rucksacks” caid Jimmy Silver
mildly. “Auyhow, lets seo what can b

Wa want the lot!” said Lovell doggedly.
“I'll cat anything you find in that cart that
we can do without.”

“Let's see, anyway.”

“Waste of time!” smd Lovell,

Lovell soemod to bo in an argumentative
mood that day.

But a halt was made, notwithstanding,
and the baggage-cart drawn up on the grass
by the roadside. Trotsky contentedly
Cloppx.d the s there, sceming to liko
that Detter than pulling uphill.

ness, he was doing h!s bm, and no pony
could do more than t]

But the laden cart wxs a hefty proposition
for Trotsky. On the hills he sxmp?y couldn’t
could do it, and the juniors had to help.
They shoved behind the cart and strove
at turning the wheels when the road was
steep, and thero are some very steop roads
in_the Sussex downs.

Downhill the going was easy—too easy
in places; but on the rises it was a case
of all hands to the mill.

“We've only put in what. was necessary,”
remarked Lovell, “Of course, we shall
have to pack it in better order.

“That won’t make it lighter,”
Putty Grace.

Here’s another blessed hill!” said New-
come, after a time, “Now, then, all hands
shove at the bus!™

immy Silver paused. Ahead of the
Rookwooders the road rose to the brow of
a down, and the ascent was a good mile
in length, with a fairly sharp rise to it.
Shoving a baggage-cart up that acclivity
was not really an atractive occupation on
a hot, sunny afternoon.
. “Hold on!” eaid Jimmy. “If we're
going to clear off some of the lumber, the
soonor the better. Let's go through it
now.

“What can wo get rid of 7 demanded
Lovell. “Want to throw the cricket things
overboard 7"

observed

0; but—"

“Or the tent?”

“We shall want the tent. But—"
“Lovell’s boots!” murmured Raby.

Jxmmy Silver & Co. began to unpack
the boggage.  Arthur Bdward Lovell
looked on with a lofty expression of sar-
casm,

There were plenty of things in the carb

—coolery utensils, ground-sheets, tents, and
Dats and stumps, and some_books, and a
writing-case, and other things. But tho
Ttitoes g bcallyABcen vathas: oaveral Vi
keeping their luggage within limits, and
it was rather a puzzle how the load came
to bo so very heavy.

The ground-sheets were taken off, and
then the tent was unloaded. And then
there was a sudden yell of astonishment
frmn Jimmy Silver & Co.

From the bottom of the cart, amid the
various articles there, a fat, red face stared
at_the juniors, u.a two round, sleepy eyes
blinked at_the

. Tubby " yelled Jimmy Silvor.

“Muffin 1
“Yo“ fab_villain'?
ubby Muffin_blinked at the juniors.
They did not blink at him, they glared.
was casy to mnderstand now why
Lhe load had been so heavy. Tubby
Maffin was ot o foather-waight, His oin
cumference _was conslderable, and  his
B.vmrdupms in propor!
P  gasped Muffn,
ubbyl” howled Lovell.  “Why, the
fat villain’s hid himself in our cart!”
“Under the bﬂggagc“’ gasped Raby.

“I—1 say,

“Lynch lnm"’ oared Lovel

“I—1 knew you c}mps \vanted
me tc come ! said Muffn, #ToT say,
knew it was only your little joke, you
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know, so I-I got

, you Is
it was awfully warm under all Lhat stuﬁ'
I don’s mind, though, as—as yowre glad
to see_me

“I—T- — stuttered Jimmy Silver.

“I wish you hadn’t stopped so suddenly,”
said Tubby Muffin. “I was having a litfle
snooze, and you woke me up. I was dream-
ing of pork-pies.”

“Tll give you something clse to dream
about!”” roared Lovell “Hand me a
stump I

“I—T say, old chap—"

“Roll “out, you fat villain!” snapped
Jimmy Silver.

“T'm all right hore.” said Muffin, blink-

ing af “T ‘told you that if I came

I shou]d huve to ndu I can’t hoof it like

you fellows. If you're eamping here, I'll

et out, of course. I'm ready for tea, if

you come to that. ‘I hope yow've brought

p!enty of grub. I— Yarcoooh!”
Tubby Muffin was interrupted.

A grip of iron fastened on his collar,
and he came out of the baggage-cart and
landed in the road with a resounding bump.
‘And the yell that Muffin gave as he landed
woke the cchoes of the downs far and wide.

CHAPTER 7.
Tubby, Tool
IMMY SILVER & CO. gathered round
Tubby Muffin with deadly looks.
For miles—long, weary miles—they

had shoved along the  baggage-cart
over hilly roads, helping Trotsky to do his
duty,  And all ‘thai” labour had been ox-
pended on Reginald in.

Tt was Muffn's, woight that Had wiade all
the difference. Without him Trotsky’s task
wauld hato been . mere promonad.

aughior him 1" eaid R

“Giy fivo hundred- with b stamp,

andYq]mg 1}1:.\1 into the ditoh!” said Lovell.

“Lovell was going to cat anything wo
found in the cart that we could do with-
out!” chuckled Newcome.

“Ha, ha, ha!

«T think we can do without Muffin!”

grjned Jimmy.
"°] eay, diamy, you ean't, you know I
. gnsped Muflin. - *Supposo—suppose
(Rl e L e
chap with you who can put up a fight.”

E CHU\IS ON TRAMP!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The fact is, I'm not going to leave you,”
said Tubby. “I've refused a lot of invita-
tions to come with you, and it's too late
now. There’s plenty of room in the cart
for one passenger, &0 what have you got to
grumble at? You fellows were going to
walk, anyway.”

“L)h bump him!” growled Lovell.

old on,” said Jimmy Silver. “Now
Tubby’s here, let’s make the best of him.”

“That's right,” said Tubby. “You
really can’t do without me, you lmmv You
want, the excursion to be & success, don’t

¥
“Took hore——"" began Lovell.
“Tubby’s joined up,” said Jimmy Silver.
“We'll_ keep him as long as he likes to
stay. Shut up, Lovell, ﬁl chap! I don't
think he’ll want to stay long. Let's get
geing again.”
“But—"""expostulated Lovell.
“Oh, cheese i, Lovell!” said Tubby
ke Bsnted Gt o Jintny is leador
of this party. If you think” there's too
many, you can hop o

e roared Tove ell.

“Yowre not indispensable,” said_ Tubby.

“Now, I am. That’s where the difference
comes 'in, _you Jknow.”
“Why, I-T'll

“You talk too much, old chap,” said
Tubby.

Jlmxny Silver jerked his incensed chum
away in time to prevent a serious case of
assault and battery.

Pack up!” he said,

Arthur Edward Lovell snorted emphatic-
ally, but he acquiesced. It dawned upon
Arthur Edward’s rather slow understand-
ing that Jimmy was pulling the fat leg
of Reginald Muffin.

Tubby sat on a knoll, while the juniors
re-packed the baggage-cart. When the
cart was drawn out into the road again
Tubby prepmd fo_mount.

o was jer]
“Walk!” s;ud Ju;nmy Silver tersely.

wasn't going
to wall, Jimmy,” . “If I'm to ho
a membor of thie party, I'vo goi to rids;
told you so. T'm goiting into the cart.”
D e again!” grunted
Lol 8
“This is & walking party,” explained
Jimmy Silver. “You can walk in® which
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direction you Likg, Tubby, but you're walk-

b T

“Brart1” said Jimmy Silver.

“Tl jolly well go back to Rookwood and
take the ~train home!” roared  Tubby

uffin.

D ponl?

The Rookwooders re- started aftor tho in-
terval, s0 to speak; ubby Muffin
blinked after_them \vm.th(ul[y Ho finally
decided that he would wa

Ho rolled after tho party with a frown-
ing face,

Tubby was quite determined to bag a
cheap holiday that vacation: and as walk:
ing was a sino qua non, Tubby walked.
But he grunted and groancd and com:
plained at_every other step.

" immy Silver & Co. did mot heed.

| They ‘tramped on cheerily; and Trotsky,

with 4 lightor load, pulled oheerily too, and
ookwooders made a good speed.

i ieedit s,y e and | for Tubby

Muffin. As a matter of fact, Jimmy Silver

Co. were putting on @ speed they did not
intend to keep up permanontly, for the
special benefit and behoof of ~Reginald
Muffin. They covered the ground in great
style, and Tubby’s little fat legs went like
ma Iunery to keep pace.

! say, when are you camping?”
gupcd Tubbiy at 1. Tho perspiration
was pouring down his fab fac

i “Camping?” repeated Jlmmy. “Oh,
about midnight, perhaps!”

“Midnight!” yelled the hapless Tubby.

“Focling o bit faggod, Tubby?" asked
Putty Grace sympath

"Why not s)b down in the grass and
Test 7
"gou (ello\wa will wait for me?”

“Why. you rotter, I should be left be-

Tubby Muffin did not sit down to rest.
He tramped on doggedly, determined that
Dy hook or by craok he was going to be a
member of the holiday party. But with
every milo his fat little legs covered,

Tubby found that prospect less and less
attractive.

There. was room in the cart for one, be-
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sides the baggage; and Tubby did nob 50
why he should not be that one. He
quite made up his fat mind that he wns
going to be that one.

Bug if Jimmy Rilver & Co. meant busis
ness, there was a prospect before Tubby of
endless tramping up hill and down dale—a

prospect that had no fascination for him
whatever,

pr2hat was not Tubby's idea of 4 holiday.

His idea of a holiday was to ride whilo
other fellows walked, and to rest while
other fellows worked. On those lines Tubby
had intended to enjoy quite a happy time.

ut it was growing obvious that the
affair was to be run on quite other lines.

Tubby’s footsteps lagged more and more.
He tried hanging on behind the cart by

est, but he was jerked off by
iy falon teas lless en was Shanks’ pony
or nothing

Tubby was not; m a condition for strenu-
ous exercise—and he hated exercise, any-
way. His fat legs wero developing an
acho that was really stupendous,

Jimmy Silver & Co., in point of fact,
v\sre emng tired, and they would have
ca; but for Tubby Muffin! Fox
T\lbby s benefit, the march was prolonged,
as tho sun sank lower and lower in the
west; and the cheery juniors carefully con.
cealed all signs of fatigue, and chatted of
the uncounted miles they were going tc
cover before morning.

The sight of a long stretch of road ahead,
’?smg steeply for a couple of miles, finished

had_rather a dismaying effect upon
J)mmy Silver & Co., though they gave no
sign.

“Going to camp, now, Jxmmy”’ asked
Tubby in an expiring v
“My, dear chap, we" . gct miles before

us—"
“You can’t get over that hill this even-
ing,” urged Tubby.
“You never know what you can do till
you_try.”

“I-T say, T've got a
. “That's all right, Senth sl to
““I—1 think my ankle’s sprained.”
“Hop on the other foot, then.”

ah!”

'lubhy Muffin tremped on drearily. Then
suddenly he gave a howl, and fell! “Jimmy
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Silver & Co. stopped.  On the dusty road
Tu!oy Muﬂin lay, without a sign of lifo!

“Ho" inted!” said Jimmy Silver
gmvely.

CHAPTER 8.
Tubby is Too Clever!
UBBY MUFFIN liy with his cyes
closed.” He opened one cye cauti-
ously, but_closed 6 again vory
quickly as he found the juniors
Faniling s ki ook At b
“Fainted” said Jimmy. “Can’t

leave

bim lying in the road unconscious. ~Might
be run over by a motor-car.”
“Poor old Muffin!” said Putty. “Shall

we put him into the cart, as he's fainted
For a sceond thero was a grin on the
fab face of tho unconscious youth.
Lubby remembered, and composed s fat
features agai
Fhmmy Silver winked at his comrades.
That Tubby was shamming was obvi
but the fat youth was under the impression
that he had completely oo ot
ing-party.
“Well, 'L don't mow about putting him
into lhc cart,” sai
fainted, we'd botter bo very carcfal with

us,

“Awfully careful!” Said Raby in a tone
of decp_seriousness. “What aro we going
to do, Jimmy ?”
“Well, supposo we camp?” suggested
i Silver, closing one eye at his com-
“We'll make Muffin a comfortablo
bed in those trnos, and let him rest for a
bit. I dare say he W ill come round by the
time supper‘s ready.”

«“ mell of cooking mu tevl\c him,
if anytl—ung will!” grinned P

“Nono of your jokes, pum When poor
old Muffin’s fainted!” said Jimmy Silver
soverely.  “Lucky there’s a village close
handy.” Muffin couldn’t have fainted in o
more convenient spot for camping.”

“There's a railway-station there,” said
Lovell. “Suppote wo put him into a train
for home

That suggestion caused the unconscious
Muffin to mako a_sudden movement which
nearly made juniors burst into a roar
of laughter. bor«unately, they succeeded
in preserving their gravity. In spite of his
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unconsciousness, Muffin  was listening
cagerly to every word.

“That_won't do,” said Jimmy. “Of
course, if Muffin wanted to_get home ho
could take a train from there. But Muffin
is really such jolly company, so considerate,
you know, and so unselfish, that it “ouId
bo very painful to part with him.
find him a comfy place and give him a gond
rest, unless he comes f he comes to,
of course, we'll go on and Muffin can
go_on walking.”

Tubby Muftin had been debating in hi;
fat mind whether it was timo to “come to.
But at those words he decided to remain
\maonscxou»x His sudden faint was cvi-

dently having the desired effcct—at least,
so it secmed to the fat and fatuous Tubby

“Lift him carcfully,” said Jimmy Silver.

The fat junior was lifted from the ground.

Gently and tenderly he was carried out
of the dusty ma St the shady wood by.
the roadside.

It was no light task, even for the sturdy
]umors Carrying Muffin made them com-

rchend even more clearly why Trotsky had
it o & heavy when the journey
started.

But they managed it, and Tubby was
laid gently in the grass a score of fect from
the road in the shade of the

“Now he'll be all right,” <md Jimmy
Silver. “Leave him here for a bit, and
Lie'll soon bo recovered, I daro say by tho
time we come back for

And the juniors trod lightly away.

Tubby Muffin opened one eye cautiously.
Then he opencd the other, Ho grinned as
he had a view of tho juniors’ backs disap-
pearing through the trees.

“Fairly diddled, by gum!”’ murmured
Tubby Muffin. “ He, he, he! I hope they
won't be long getting supper. He, he, ho!”

He sat up to look after the juniors. As
Lovell glanced back, Tubby  hastily fay.
down again.

For a moment ho was oppressed by a
drcnd tlmt Lovell had observed him, and
he half expected Arthur Edward to rush
back, oo e o spoof-
ing. But Lovell didn’t. Apparently, ho
had observed nothing. i

Tubby breathed more freely as the
minutes passed, and there were no return-
ing foots(ep: Evidently Jimmny Silver &

had been complelely spoofed, and they
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were going to camp, and Tubby was going
to be treated as an interesting invalid.

- Meanwhile Jimmy Silver & Co., sercencd
from Tubby’s view by the trecs, were not
selocting a_spot for camping. Jimmy had
said that Tubby would probably have re-
covered by the time they camo back for
him. Tt was highly probable, unless Tubby
remained in a permanent state of sham-
ming.

Tha five juniora trod out softly into the
road, and Trotsky was drawn on the grass
beside. tho highway o that his doparting
footsteps would make no soun

n the Rookwooders marched on.

hey grinned, but they did not venture
to lnugh till they had covered quite a good
distance. Then they chortled gleefully.

immy Silver & Co. were still on the
march, with the miles 1€ngthenmg behmd
them, when Tubby Muffin * %
was growing surprised_at bcmg et Eo
long, and he was gm\ung hungr;

5 db5idod at /List 1hak he' e botier
recover without being called for, and he
rose to his feet and started looking (m the
Rookwood camp. Ho did not find i

For about an hour Tubby Muffin soughh
for the camp, and scanned the road for a
sign of Trotsky and te Rookwooders.

hen it dawned wpon his fat brain
that he would not see Jimmy Silver &
Co. again till the next term started ab
Roukwoed School, and with' feelings too

eep for words Tubby rolled away to the
railway-station, no longer xcjommg in his
astuteness and presence of min

CHAPTER 9.
Trouble on the Road!
« §T'S a giddy block in the trafic!” said

I immy_Silver.

The Rookwooders grinned.
ere was not much “traffe” in
that narrow, sunkon lano on tho borders
of Sussex and Kent—in fact, Jimmy Silver
& Co. had not had the elightest expectation
of meeting any vehiclo there,

The lane was not only narrow, but the
carth was banked up on_cither side to a
height of several feet, with hedges at the
top of the stecp slopes up (o the fields.

Along the lane the Rookwood holiday
(ot et ally wending their way
when the farm-cart came in sight ahea
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Jimmy Silvet was leading Trotsky, the
pony, with the little baggage-cart thump-
ing over the ruts behind Trotsky’s whisking
tail.  Arthur Edward Lovell walked on the
other side of Trotsky. and Newcomo
and Putty Grace strolled a ong beside the
cart.

Narrow as the lane was, there was plenty
of room for the Roak\mod outfit. But the
farm wagon ahead, coming towards them,
filled the lane from side to side, the hubs
of the wheels brushing against the ferns
and neitles on the banks.

Tho wagon had turned suddenly out of a
field gate—the fat, ruddy man_ who was
driving it calmly faking possession of tho
whole road, without a glance ahead to see
whether the way was clear.

A few minutes more and the Rookwood
outfit would have passed the gate, leaving
a free road for the wagon. Now the road
was completely blocked for them, and also
for the farmer, for there was no rcom for
exlher party to puss the other.

“Halt!" “said Lov

Jimmy drew Tmtsky to a stop. Trotsky
was always very obedient at such mome:

Tt was in moments, of starbing that, Trotaky
rcvaaled the fact that he had a will of his

“But._the wagen did not stop. It camo
rumbling on, as it it would ovorwhelm tho

ittle baggnge cart with its bulk.

Jxmmy _vaved his Tend o the rudds-
faced m

“Hold on!” ho shouted.

 Gerrout of the way1”

“Clear the road there?
“Why, the cheeky ass! 5 exclaimed Lovell
indignantly.

The man in the wagon was mnot a
pleasantlooking gentleman.  Perhaps tho
hot weather affected his temper. He had

bulldog features and bushy red whiskers,’

a very cross countenance. He cracked

his whip and waved it ab the juniors.
did not stop the wagon until his horse’s
nose was nearly touching Trotsky’s—the
gigantic farm-horse looming over the littlo
pony like an clephant.

“Don’t you hear
man with the whickers.
out of the ro

“I’s for you to get out of the road,”,
rctorted Jimmy Silver.  “Back into tho
gate again.”

mo?” roarcd the big
“Get that thing
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¢ Likely!” said the gentloman with tho

whiskers.

“We should havo to back_ a mile or

more,” said Jimmy Silver. “’lh Vs the

megrest i here you could pass on.”
it

“Go md eaf coke!” roared Lovell, in
great indignation. “Don’t you know the
rules of tho rond? You've only a dozen
yards to back.”

“Clear the road, I tell you!”

“You oughtn’t to have turned out of the
gate bofore w passed,”  said  Jimmy
“You should have looked first.”

The big man cracked his whip again.

“T've no time to waste talking,” he sai
“If you don’t shift, Il run you down.”

The five juniors simply glared at him.
Having matlers in his own hands, the big
man was carrying it off high-handedly,
Ui b e repisd or beiziple
or, the rules of the road.

“Look Whiskers—""  shouted
by.  “Oh, my hat!” Georgo Raby
]\\mpyd back just in time to escape a flick
of the long whip from the wagon.
ou conounded Totter " Toaved Lovell.
“Are you shifting?” inquired the big
man. “I'm driving on, anyhow. You can
take your chance if you don’t shift.”

And he set the gigantic horse in motion.

Jimmy Silver grabbed at Trotsky and
backed him hastily. He suspected that the
red-faced man had been drinking; anyhow,
it was cvident that Whiskers did not mean
to listen to reason. And e Rook-
wood outfit had been lent to the juniors for
the holidays, they certainly couldn’t have
it run down—apart from other considera-
tions,

’l‘hcre was no room in the narrow lane
for even the pony and the little baggage-
cart to turn. Tt had to back; and it
backed, first of all, into the bank, and
when it was steered off that bank, it
promptly backed into the other. Trotsky
was a useful pony, but he was not
acoustomed to back-pedalling, as it were.

Tive excited and wrathful juniors clung
‘round the baggage-cart and guwided tho
wheels, and backed the pony; and all the
timo the big farm-horse and the wagon
loomed over them, and the big-whiskered
man_grinned down at them in a most
exasperating way.

For a quarter of a mile the Rookwood
outfit backed. in hot haste and hot sun-
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shine, with tompers  resching boiling-point,

TFortunately, ached one of
tho lttle bays e arranged in
narrow country lanes for carts to draw intc
when other vehicles have fo pass.

Trotsky and the baggagecart were
successfully backed into that little space,
lenving the road clear for the farmer

Ho cracked his whip and grinned as he
drove by.

Tho Tistical Tour glared at him in
speechless wrath; but Putty Grace, mth

great presence of mind, jerked a pea-
shooter out of the cart. Pulty was a good
shot. In an instant he was ready with his
evion ot oo e grinning
farmer drove by, the first pea flew. almost
like a bullet, and it caught the big man
under the car.

“Yow!” cjaculated Whiskers, suddenly.

“Co it, Putty!” gasped Lovell, in great
delight.

Whiz, whiz, whiz!

Putty was going it!
The tiny but stinging missiles fairly rained
over the fat, red-whiskered face. The big
man did not grin any more, the humour of
the sitnation was now lost on him. He
drow tho wagon to a halt, jumped down,
and rushed at the Rookivood juniors,
brandishing his long whip.

CHAPTER 10.
Rough on Whiskers!
INE up!” shouted Jimmy Silver
l The five Rookwood juniors lined
up promptly to meet tho rush of

with  the
whiskers.

In the wagon, Whiskers had had all the
advantage over the littlo fwo-wheeled
baggage-cart, but hand to hand, the
Fourth-Formers of Rookwood had no
doubt that they could give a good account
of themselves—no doubt whatever.,

With his red face redder than ever with
jizathy the big man rushed down, on them,
his whip lashing through the ai
Graco just dodged the lash, and before. tho

big man’s arm could go up again, the
T atisal Fous had oloaod tn' o

Four pairs of hands grasped him at once,
and e came over witha erash in the grasp
of the fou

He gn‘e a ldud, breathless grunt as ho

the  big gentleman
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fanded in the lane. What happened next
Whiskers probably never knew clearly.

" But he found himself lying on his back,
half in the iance, half in the nettles, on tlm
sloping bank, with a couple of juniors
standing on his legs and one sitting on
cach of his arms, and another gripping
him by the collar.

He struggled terrifically, and he was a
powerful man, but he was not quite good
enough for five sturdy fellows who were
quite as resolute as himself.

“Let go!” bawled Whiskers,
with fury. “Gerrup! Lerrup! G

“Keep smiling, old bean!” said Jimmy
Silyer, rather broathlessly.

“I-I-T'lI—"

crimson
1"

“You're a road-hog, old nut,” said Putty
Grace severely, “and yow're bad-tempered !
In these sweet and pastoral surroundings
you ought fo be calm, placid, and good-
tempered. You see that?
¢ “Let upl”  roared Whiskers,
slrugglmo furiously. “I'll smash you!
Tll wallop you! Lemme up!”

“What an inducement to us to let him
up” murmured Putty,
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You — groogh | — young  scoundrels—
©000ch—"

nraged man struggled and heaved
beneath the juniors, but they held him fast.
Putty looped the long lash of the whip,
and Lovell and Raby dragged the big
hands together.

The loop was slipped over the wrists and
drawn tight. Putty knotted it scientifically
in the best style of a first-class Boy Scou’c

“Now the dear gent won’t do any harm,”
suid Putty. “Can’t waste any more time
tcach\ng him manners

Ha, ha, ha!

The Rookwooders rolled the big man
into the nettles and left him. He rolled
and struggled and sat up, jerking savagely
at the bonds on his wrists. "But for the fact
that his hands were tied, most certainly
4here would have been a ferrific affray on
the spot.

Jimmy Silver & Co. returned to Trotsky,
who was cheerfully cropping the grass,

“Good-b Gllbertl" called out Puity
Grace, waving his

“TFarewell, I‘reddy”‘ chuckled Lovcl]

The farmer struggled to his feet.
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“Take this here off 1” he roared. “Iow
am I to drive my hoss with my hands like
this here ?”

in time,” said
Jimmy Silver consolingly. “Say half an
hour.” That will give you time to reflect
on t‘ng; trouble caused by bad temper, dear

i N
“Ta- tu, Whiskers !
The chums of Rookwood wended their
award again with Trotsky, leaving
sfrurrglmg with the whiplash.

He disappeared behind a bend of the lane,
though his voice could be heard for quite
a long time across the intervening fields.

Jimmy Silver & Co. passed the gate of
the field whence the wagon had cmor"ed
having lost a good hour’s time owing to
tho obstinacy of Mr. Whiskers. But they
were comforted by the knowledge that
Whiskers had probably lost as much.

“That would be a jolly good field for
camping,”  remarke rthur Ed“ ard
Lovell, with a glance over the gate

immy Silver laughed.

“As it probably belonvs to Whiskers,
we'll give it a miss,” he rephcd “I hs\rdly
think he would be hospitable if we
camped on his land.

“Porhaps not!” chuckled Lovell.

The Rookwood tramps pushed on till
they came to a cross-roads. The sun was
sinking in a blaze of purple and gold, but
it was still very hot. t the cross-roads
the adventurers paused and looked about
i

There was a_signpost, which, like se
many signposts in the rural parts of Ting-
land, too weather-battered to be read.

Tho funiors had the Gatiafastion, pishioa
it was, of learning from it that it was five
miles to some place of which the name
could not be read, and three miles to

lher placc of which the name was

obh'v

That mfomuhnn might be interesting,
but it was not useful.

“We've done about twenty mil les to day,”
said Lovell. “Time we had a

“Not much more than ten,
said Raby.

_“Twenty-two or three, I fancy,”

I tth,”

said
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Lovell, who alvays had a stron biss in
favour of his own opinion. we'd come

under twenty I shouldn’t fcel fagged. I

do feel fagged.
Which was a clincher !
“Well, * there’s water _yonder,” said

Putty of the Fourth, pointing down one
Dranch of the lane. “We want ater for
camping. Leb’s try in that dircction.”

“T can't "seo any water,” said Lovell.

“Tt runs low between the banks.”

“That's all very well,” said Arthur
Edward. “But as it runs Jow between the
banks, out of sight, I don’t guite see how
you know that it’s there, Mr. Cocksure
Putty 1"

“Dear man!” said Putty.

“Woll, how do you know?” demanded

vell.

“You sec, there's a_bridge. The lane
runs over a little wooden bridge yonder,”
said Putty patiently and . “Bridges
often mean water under them=not always,
of course.”

“Oh, so there is!” said Lovell, making
out the rustic bridge through tho trees
“Well, a bridge means a stream always.”

“Not always. Often 1” murmured Putfy.

“Always,” asserted Lovell, “unless it's
ahrmhuy cutting, and you can sce it isn’t
that.

“My dear chap, there's another bridge
here that hasn’t unvl]uug under it but a
hugo gap,” said

“I don’t sece il!”
round him.

“I dot”

“Well, where is it?” demanded Arthur
Edward warmly.

Puity tapped him gently and uncx-
pncll‘dly on the nose.

here !” he Pxp]nmcd

Ib teok Lovell, whose intellect did not
work rapidly, about a minute to realise
that it was the bridge of his nose that
Putty was alluding to. By that time Putty
was well along the iane, going ahead <o a3
to lose Lovell’s h remarks, which

said Lovell, staring

were emphatic and personal,
Trot:sky and the juniors followed on
behind  Puity, who rmchcd l}\e little

wooden bridge well ahead of
Ie stopped and sat on the low ‘parapet
to wait for them, thmg down at the
that ran ben between  steep,
5, and rcedy banks.
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Then all of a sudden, to the amazement

of his comrades, Putfy jumped on tho
parapet, threw his hands together, end
dived off, and vanished from sight.
CHAPTER 11.
Rookwooders to the Rescuel

“ HAT the thump—"

“Putty I

“What the dickens—"

In their amazement, Jimmy

Silver & Co. stood and stared at the
empty bridgo ahead from which Putty of
the YFourth had so suddenly vanished.

Why a fellow should dive into a stream
with_his clothes on was a deep mystery to
the Fistical Four.

“He's potty!” growled Lovell.

There's something up!” said Jimmy
Silver quickly.

And, leaving the outfit, the captain of
the Rookwood Fourth raced forward to
the bridge, reaching it in a few seconds.

He stared over the low wooden parapet
into the stream.

“Good heavens!” gasped Jimmy.

He could see now why Putty had dived
from the bridge. Down the stream a litile
girl’s hat was floating on the current, and
Puity, swimming strongly, had just
reached its owner and dragged her to tho
surface. It was a child of five or six. And
2 number of red poppies, scattered on the
steep bank and floating on the current,
showed that the little girl had been gathcr-
ing flowers, when she had lost her footing
and fallen in. The stream was not deep,
but it was swift, and Putty was only just
in time to save the child from being swept
away under the bridge to certain death.

“Hold on, Putiy!” shouted Jimmy.
“What's up?” bawled Lovell, from thc
road.

Jimmy Silver did not heed that question
if he_heard it. He could sco that Putty
was in difficulties, and he stayed only to
khm\v off his hat and his jacket, and then
he dived.

He came up a yard or two from Puity,

was swimming with onc hand, an
supporting the child with the other.

Jimmy was with him in a mmklmg, and
relieved him of his burden. there
was 1o hold on the banks, and !hcy were
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swept under the bridge together, the child
between them, quite unconscious.

Lovell reached the bridge, and stared
over in bewilderment.

“Well, of all the potty duffers!” ejacu-
lated Lovell. “Fancy fellows jumping into
the water with their clobber on! TI'd jolly
\\ell like a swim after that dashed dust,

ut——"

“Help

Raby und Newcome ran to the other side
of the bridge. Then, sceing what was on,
they scrambled down to the ban)

; “Come on, Lovell!” yelled Rnb
“Whnt about the pony?” }m\vlcd back

m

Lovell. “Aro you going to leave tho pony
to,wandor aay ¥

s “Come on!” bawled Newcome.

? wRott The pony will clear off if I do.

What's on, anyw:
Raby and Newcome did not answer that.
They waist-deep the
water, holding on to long branches of
willows, to help Jimmy Silver and Putty
of the Fourth. The current was swift and
strong, but with a determined effort the
two swimmers reached them, and Raby
and Newcome clutched hold of them—any-
how, nmwhmo, s0 long as they got hold,
aptured by his collar, and
“by his harr Bat they were secured.

“All  serenc mow!” gasped Raby,
dragging at Putty.
'+ “Yaroooh !”

“Yowre all right!” panted Raby,
dragging Putty into the willows.
-4Ow! Wow! Yow!" shricked Putty.
“Leggo my hair! Youw're pulling it out
by the roofs! Yooop!”

Putty got his head away from Raby's
helping hand at last. Jimmy Silver, with
Newcome's_help, scrambled up the steep
bank with the Little gir] i his strong gFasp,
Tho whole party, drenched to the skin and
dripping, clambered back to the bridge,
where they found Arthur Edward Lovell
holding the pony, still in sublime uncon-
sciguencss o all that had boen going on.
ell, of all the idiots—" beg:
Lovell, "Then he caught sight of the Titlo
girl, and stopped, suddenly. -« Why—why
t— 0 loft Trotsky to his
owu dovices, and blinked st the. siId,
Nicofor our clobber—what 1" said
Jimmy Silver. "“But thank guodm‘ss you
et hold of the kid in time, Putt
Putty rubbed his head.
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‘;I ve been nearly scalped!” he groaned.
)

“Did—did—did you go in for that kid,
Putty ?” stuttered Lovell.

“Oh, no!” answered Putty, with decp

reasm.  “I went in_to wash my clothes.
Snll I thouk'hl, I'd pick up the kid while
T was thery

“Qh!" gasped Lovell,

“Don't exaggerate, old chap,” urged
Putty. “Your mental procesces can’t really
be described as thinking, you know.”

For once Arthur Edward Lovell mado no
rejoinder. The juniors gathered round
the little girl, and Jimmy wrapped her in

“I-I thought

a ground sheet from tho cart, the best
thing he could think of in the circumstances.
der eyes opened, wide blue _and
frightened, and she began t with a

forco of lung that quito SR
juniors.

“She must_belong to somcbody near
here,” said Jimmy. “Too little fo havo
walked very far. If we could find tho
show—!

“Hark 1”

A woman's voice was heard calling ¢
“Poppy! Poppy! Pops! Where are
you, Popsy darling?”

Jimmy grinned faintly.

“Thiy'll be Poppy, an
mater,” he remarked.

The voice came from the bank above tho
bridge. A woman camo through tho trees
and went out on the bank, and as sho saw
tho scattered flowers on the slope, and the
child's hat on the rushes on tho water's
cdge, shn “gave a loud, piercing ery.

o

iy ampd from the bridge.

that'll be Poppy’s

“Ivs all right, ma'am!” he shouted.
“She's safe!”
The woman, a buxom, plump dame,

evidently a farmer’s wife, looked up at

him. _Putty hurried after Jimmy, with

the child in his arms, wnppe in thoe

round shect. The plump dame gave

another cry as she clutched the ]mle girl.
Poppy darling !”

«Mummy!”’ Lowled Poppy.
For several minutes Poppy's relieved
parent was fully occupied in hugging

Poppy_and _smothering her with kisses.
Tho Fistical Four stood looking rather
sheepish in that interval, whilo Putty
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felded the hat from the, m:he,,
brought it up the bank in triumph.

“How did it happen?” gasped tho good
dame, at last,

“1'fell int? wailed Poppy.

Wi oo bao W0000!
ot hes

mul Jmun_& Silver,
did, and we helped.”

o s you!” exclaimed Poppy’s
mother, while Poppy still howled resolutel
saved my little girl’s life. She
vay from me in x‘w planmucn

“Better got her home _and  dricd,
ma’am,” suggested Jimmy Silver. *Like
to borrow the ground sheet ?”

'he woman smiled faintly.

“No, thank you. But thank you again
and umn for saving my little girl. You
are all we

“Oh, \\nl] soon get d in_this sun,”
said Jimmny c]mor[ully *“Good-afternoon,
ma’am | glad we came by in time
to be of usc"'

The farmer's wife nodded, and hurried
away with Poppy, evidently very grateful
to the schoolboys, but also in a great
J.urry to get Poppy home.

“Well, even that ass Putty is some use
in the world!” remarked Lovell. *
you fellows are ‘wet. We shall hav
camp at once now, and you can rub (‘o\\n
That's so,”’ agrced Jimmy Silver. An
the Rookwood tramps lost no umn in look-
ing for a camp.

and

“Woo-woo-

aut o( the water, ma'am,”
“Or, rather, this chap

to

CHAPTER 12.
Awful Luck!

IMMY SILVER & CO. were in camp
ten minutes later. They had found a
quict, xdc.ﬂ spot by the purling stream,
some  distance b(-i’o the bridge. It

was shaded by trces, and green fields
stretched on all sides. That it was some
farmer’s land was certain, and private
property, though the footpath by the
stream crossed it. But in the circumstances
the heroes of Rookwood felt that they |t
could chance it. Four soaked and dripping
niors simply had to get their clothes
changed, Thoy were prepared to pay for
the privilege of camping, as they had done
before, and they had generally found
farmers of a reasonable and accommodat-
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ing frame of mind. The gentleman with
the red whiskers, with whom they had had
trouble on the road, was an exception.
Four fellows felt cver so much more com-
fortable after a rub down aud a change of
clothes Tho wet garments were hung on
branches to dry in the sun, and it looked, a5
Lovell remarked, like washing-day. Lovell,
for onco ot argumontative, started tho
camp fire and boiled cggs &nd made tea
\\l e his comrades were otherwise occupied.
Supper and rest were very welcome to the
Rookwooders after . their long tramp cn
dusty roads and the adventure that had
followed. There were eggs and cheese and
milk galore in the baggage-cart, as well as
other suppllcz, and the hungry schoolboy
tramps exerted themselves at supper in a
way  that was almost worthy of Tubby
Muffin.

Anur a tremendous supper they sat in the
y the dying firc and watched tho
ol o sun,or and chatted contentedly.

“Topping place,” said Jimmy Silver,
cong away across the stream and the

| glowing ficlds to_the bluo Downs beyond in

the distance. *Some silly asses wasto time
buzzing off to, Switzerland in the summer,
when they might bo horo! - Givo mo_old
Engla

“es, rather!” said Lovell cmphatically.
“My people hiked me off to Zermatt ono
sunimer vae, Nothing like this here ! Stones

4 and smells, it you like. Beastly streams with
colourless ttones in them, and hardly a bit of
green anywhere. - Expensive, if you like;

g clse in it! Merry England for me!”,
this is_a snot for @ giddy poet to
poctise in,” said Raby. “I could write

poetry hcre myself.”
“Don’t, old chap!” murmured Newcome,
“Hallo, here comes ono of the giddy
natives!” yawned Jimmy Silver, as thero
Wai 3 hucee 1t on s einath by tho
ttream. ““Hallo! Mv only summer chapeau !
It s giddy Whiskers1” i
“His nibs, and no mistake!” said Lovell.
The big man of tho wagon was tramping,
along the pulh. ovidently heading for tho
camp. d face was more ill-tempered
than ever in ex])rc(smn Indeed, he seemed
spas: . A savage-looking
bu]]dog followed at his hecls, and the animal
gave a deep, menacing growl at the juniors,
Jimmy Silver & Co. rose to their feet.
The big man looked as if he meant trouble,
and the dog whs decidedly dangerous-look-
ing. But they faced the situation coolly.
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o far as they could see, Whiskers had no
rwm to interfere with them, and they were
not going to stand any nonsense, dog or
dog.

The big farmer came to o halt on_the
other side of the expiring camp-fire, from
which a column of smoke was rising. He
lazed af tho juniors aoross tho embers.

11" e spluttore
«pitle it tnted Jimmy Silver.
+iGamping on my land 1" roared the

Jnnmv gave a ju

“Oh, hat 1 he cjaculated.
{his vour Tnd 7"

“My land!” roared Whiskers, purple with

Wiath “You know it's my lan ny man
hereabonts could have told you that this
was River Farm and on Farmer Pudsey’s
Jand. You knew it wel} enough !”
* “My dear man, we've mever cven heard
the giddy name of Pudsey before,” said
Jimmy Silver. “How should we know ?
2 “Think you've a right to camp out and
light ﬁrcs wherever you like,” roared Mr.
Pudscy, “without even saying, ‘By your
leave,” by gad !”

The juniors looked serious enough n
They realised that they had put their fcot
in it. If this whiskered gentleman was the
ownar of the land where they had camped
without asking permissio
of tho whole matter was
previous ex\countnr the buz man had been
utterly in the Now they realised
very uncomfurts.bly that they were in the
wrong.

“Lighting fires, burning up my timber,
scorching up grassl”  roared Mr.
Pudsey. “T never did !”

“Wo're ready to pay for camping here,”
smd Lovell.

Do T want your money?” roared the big

“Ta—is

ou see, wo were in rather a hurry (o
camp, or we'd certainly have found ont, the
owner and_asked permsion,” " explained

“I don’t want to hear you. Saw your
smoko from my very winder!” roared the
angry man. “Never reckoned it was you
again. I came here to set my dog on a
gang of gipsies!| And it’s you, is it? Dll
mako you smar

“Oh, bother your old land!” snapped
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Lovell. “Wo'll get off it just as quick as wo
can pack our cart.”

“Will_yon?” said Mr. Pudscy grimly,
“You won't| Yowre trespassers "ere, and
you're goin’ to smart for it.
lock you up in my barn for the night, an.
hand you over to the police in the morning.

“\VlmL 2” yelled the Rookwooders.

“That’s the prngmmmc,” <uld the big
man. “Now pack up SouEteps sharp, and
get along where I tell y

“We shall do nntlunn oi tho sort,” said
Jimmy Silver cuolly, though his heart w
bmtmg “We'll move on if you like:

You'll move mto my barn, and yow'll b
locked in ther

ted Jimmy Silver.
roares

reto
"Herc, Toatnyl the big man.
“Tooth;

The g
made a movement towards junio
showing a terrific set of teeth. Jimmy Silver
& Co. drew together, rather alarmed.  The
savage brute evidently only awaited a signal
from his master to fly at them, and a
struggle with a ferocious bulldog was a
decidedly serious matter.

“Like him to start on you?” hooted Mr.
Pudsey. “If I give the word he'll begin,
and he won't let go in a hurry, you mark
my words! Now, are you going to march,
or ara you not?”

He turned and looked alnnv the path.

“Here, Bill—Harry!” he rc

T\vo farm hands came huu)nng
sig]

“%ec those young tramps locke('l up in the

big barn!” said Mr, Pudsey. ive ’em
%hc h|dm;: of their lives if they raise a
ha

i You rotten bully!” tonred Lo\ ell.

“That'll do! Are you going to obey
orders?” demanded W] hstc\s “Tll teach
you t> camp on my land without asking
leave! Il teach you to ’'andle a man and
pepper him with a poa-shooter! Take them
along, P

Jinimy e R G b okt
utter dismay.

They had handled Mr. Pudsey once, and

huwzh it had been
vious that they

into

Mr Pnd»ey and his twa
men with the savage bulldog thrown in.
‘There was nothing for it but surrender,
itter pill as that was (o ewallow.
immy Silver compressed his lips
“Nothing doing 1" ho ssid uiotly to his



“We've got Lo toe the lino for

lll() presen:
And the sooner the hetter for you!”
speered Alr. Pudsey. “Yoh'll get a hiding
ind if you don't look sharp! I 'ope
to sce you in prison to-morrow.
’s all silly rot, and you know it!”
said Jimmy Silver coolly. “But you can
us in your barn, if youw'ro ruffian and
bully cnovght” We'll make you smart for
it somchow
SE on;:h ieck!” roared Mr. Pudsey.
“Another minute and I'll set the dog on

\\'\f}\ furious looks, but feeling thnt Uv‘xn
was nothing else to be done,
C

& Co. struck tho tent, and hurriedly e
their  belongings the  baggage-cart,
Trotsky, as if realising the seriousness of

the moment,
barnessed again,
ow foller me !” snorted Mr.

‘mado no objection to being

NG

PmT:u’

et Trotsky in motion, and
wcd Whiskers, the two grinining farmi-
hans bringing up the rear.

CHAPTER 13.

A Change for the Better!
R. PUDSEY led the way up the
M stream, and over the litile bridge,
the scene of Putty’s adventure. On
the other side of the water,
evidently, was Mr. Pudsey’s farmhouse,
t the trces had hidden it from the

They followed the lane for a hundred
yards or so, and then turned into a rutty
path up to the farm gates,

Mr. Pudsey hurled a wide wooden gate
open, and Jimmy Silver & Co. led Trotsky
onward into the yard, past several up-ended
carts and a wagon. Ahead of them was the
farmlouse, an old building massed with ivy,
and 031 tho right u rango of barns. In the
porch of the farmhouso a woman stood, with
a little girl clinging to her skirts, both of
them apparently lll((‘u‘ih(l in Ihc tramps
who had been caught camping on Mr. Pud-
scy’s land.

The Rookwood juniors glanced at them
carolossly, and then they started and ex-
changed glances, They knew that buxom
dams again, and the Little girl, t

ol A mmaira i Sl

“And Poppy’s mater!” said Putty.

“ary
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only hat! Do they belong (0 (hnh ferocious
old Hnu with the wh
Looks as if they live hcu- " :nul Lovell.
fet across to that there barn!” shouted

y. “Hear me? Get right in,
and dun t waste time.”
g0 and cat coke

Din ritedly tho e o trampod in
the cction indicated by Mr. udsey’s
whin, the farm-hands and Toothy 5(1]1 bx ing-
ing up the rear and watching them.

Baut, y from the (mlnhom porch,
the bixom dame came running. Evidently
she had recognised the Ruok\\uod Juniors,

“John!” sho called out.

“Don’t 3ou mt«r(crc here, Mary!" snorted
M. Pud hey're a gang of young
tramps, nnd 'm going to lock (hrm in tho
barn for the night. Do ’em good!”

—they ere the lm)s— asped
. “John, T told you—they aro

“Fn—what 1"

“This is the brn\c lad \\Im envcd Poppy’s
life, .md the others helped hi

Pudsey gave quite a ]ump

He stared at the buxom dame, he stared
at Poppy, and then he stared blnnk]y at the
Rookwooders.

Them 1> ]m oyncu]nlcd at last.
xclaimed his wif
(n:\n in hc B But for this lad"—she
touched Pum on_the shonlder—
never havo scen Poppy alive again !

“Well, dang my buttons!” gasped the big

“You told me Poppv was fished oup

g

ejuculatcd

tramps1” bawled Arthur
“Don’t you know a tramp

tramps
W ]u-k TS,
“We'ro  not
Edward Lovell.
when you sce one?

Mr. Pudsey i prey to conflicting
cmotions. He blinked at the Rookwooders
with quite & queer expression on his face.

“Why couldnc you tell me, blow you?
ho cjaculated at last.

“You sce, we couldn't guess by your
features that you were Poppy’s father!” ex-
anmcd Putty of the Fourth gravely. “The
nblance ‘is there, but is not striking.”
Wo wore in a hurry to camp because

our clothos woro ot said ‘Jimmy. 41t
sodletme cxvlain .
uff sa Pudsey. “I've had

t cf trouble \\lfh trum)\s on my land,

stealing chickens, and orce they set fire ro
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—but I'm sorry I was rough
so\mg fellows.
¢ words came out in xcrke

a hayr

W uh you
i

“'And—and I was wrong—I own it—in that
yow in the lane. 1 was ratty, and—and 1
own up I was wrong. Caw’t say fairer than
that. Now I know it was you helped Poppy
mAL of the water, I'm only too thankful you
'amp on my land for

, v, with a
chuckle. “But if ymxr 1ot so keen' now on
locking us up in your barn, we'll get back
(o _tho road.”

Mr. Pudsey shook his head. Evidently
there was a kindly heart somewhere under
his rough exterior, and doubtless his ex-
perience with tramps who had set fire to
hayricks had been vnm!u! enoug]

“No, you don’t!”” he said. “You’ll camp
where. you was, my lads, and I'm sending
you spme farm stuff to pack in that go-cart
of ycurs before you take the road again;
and I tell you you can’t beat the milk, eggs,
and cheese of River Farm—eh, missis?”

“And tho dcar boys are coming in to
supper.” sm Mrs. Pudsey.
My hat!” murmured I’ut(v “This looks
like a mddy chnnge in the jolly old baro-
meter—what

It was! Mr Pudsey, alias Whiskers, all
hospitality now, would mot take “No" for
an u.nswor The Rookwood tramps had
supped once, but they supped again quite
che(‘rfnlly m the farmhouse; and when they
“ent back to camp, Mr. Pudsey lighted

em on their way, and with his own power-
ul hands helped in putting up the tent. And
(hey putcd on the best oi terms.

i Tha ht it Die Sy Co.
were on the road again—Poppy waving

them goodbye, and Mrs. Pudsey kissing
them all farewell, rather to their embarrass:
ment.  And the baggage-cart fairly groaned
under farm produce, heaped thero by

Whiskers himself.

CHAPTER 14,
A Camp by the Seal
HE giddy sea!” said Jimmy Silver,
Five dusty and rather tired
schoolboys came round a bend in
the chalky lane, and the wide, blue
“sea burst upon their view.
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“Tooks jolly decont, doesn’t it?” said
Lovell. “Just what we want—a plunge,
S thumpin’ dust! Now I
know what those giddy old Grecks felt like
when they saw the sca after hoofing it across
Asia Minor!”

“Kim on!” said Raby and Newcome to-
gether to tho pony.

Trotsky, the pony, stopped.

Perhaps he was stopping to contemplate
that fine view of the sea. Or perhaps he
did nos care for the sea at closer quariers.

Trotsky had a way of stopping when he
was specially desired to pub his best foot
foremost.

“Mevs on, you brute!” hissed Raby.

“Kim on, Trotsky!” said Lov

Putty (,rm lifted a cricket- stnmp out of
the liti'» baggage-cart.

He d|V not use the stump——khat was not
necessary.

Trotsky was a most intelligent animal, and
the sight of the stump was generally enough
for him. As soon as it was produced, Trot-
sky wor:ld buck up to save unpleasantness.

Trotsky moved on slowly, and the bag-
gage-cart_rumbled after him on its twa
wheels. In a few morg minutes the Rook-
wood tramps were hcndm" on shingle.

Tramp, tramp, tramp |

The sea-breeze blc\\ in the heated faces
of tho Reokwood holiday-tramps, cooling
and invigorating.

Jimmy S\har “looked up and down tho
shingly beach. ;

o

“I wonder where we are exactly?”

remarked. “According !u the p—
" §omc\\herc in Kent, anyhow,”

said
"Musc bo somewhore ncar Hythe, I
thiple " said
Tery noar.

il ) ety Grace,
ero if we want to.

“Yes. rather.”

“Nobby place for a_camp,” said Lovell,
his eyes glistening. “If wo buck up_ thers
will Ba timo for o bathe bofore dark. Docan't
seem to be anybody about, and nono of their
dashed _notice-boards.  If I ever becamo
Primo Minister I shall make a law against
sticking up_nofice-boards  whero “fellows
want to camp.
Aethor Edward Lovell spoko ith
The chums of Roolwood had been on their
holiday-tramp for a week now, and the
nambor of notics boards they had discovered
was enormous. Quite a large proportion of

as it's not in sight,”
“Anyhow, we can canip

feeling.
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their fellow-citizen:
pressing on the general
pleasant fact that trespassers
prosecuted.

On this blazing day the Co. had been look-
ing for a camp for hours, and they had
obeerved a number of extremely suitable
spots.  Fach svitable spot, however, was
barred to stray camper:

“Keep smi ing1”  said Jimmy = Silver
cheerily, vthing comes to him who

scemed bent on im-
public the un-
would be

ai

Must be a jolly life, then, to be a
waiter!”” remarked Putty (lmm thought
fully. Putty was never too tired for a joke,
good ot bad. But the leurnl bnur did not
always appreciate Putiy’s humour. It fell
upon deaf cars now

Lovell was already unharnessing Trotsky.
Jimmy Silver turned 1 m te oul ol |l|n
baggage-cart.  Tho as
D s mer munh 1.,,1.c gt i
camping.

“Simply a nobby place for
Lovell dcc!arnd again. “ By the w:
Trotsky can’t eat shingle, I suppe
ought to be some grass for him.

Give him somo oats for tonight,” snid
Jil\ll |v Hilvcr. “There’s some in the ca

a camp!”
(hough
There

: ﬂus a lnt dose to the sea for camp-
ing?” asked Puf

Lovell grmxmd

“Do you think the sea-serpent will como
out n the night?” he asked.

*“Or the merry old shark?” chuckled
a

10! But—r!
“Tend a hand with this gear, old chap,
and never mind ‘butting’
Bt suid Putty dubiously,
Lend a hand, ass! Lovell warmly.
e et s bl i o e,
whils sou bytt like:a billy-goat

n!
: “what about high-
water m;
o Which

Hadw't we letter be carcful fo camp
howater mark?”’ demanded Putty.
t want o sea-bathe in the middle

s night, T uppose!”
“Is tho sea oub now?” said Lovell, look-
ing round at the strelches of und Beyond
‘ee, 1 sup) Well
Gt you seo that

“water mark
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ridge where the er’s bauked the

shinglo at lust high

“That looks like i

up

agreed Newcome,
Putty still looked d\vblum But Putty had
a way looking dubious when Arthur
Edward Lovell made his positive statements.
vell, perhaps, erred a little on the side
of positiveness.
“Is that high-water mark ?” asked Putly.
Iy it 2" snorted Lovell. *Havew't 1 told

ked Putty.

ut do you know

Another snort frem Lovell. He was tired.
he was dusty, he was hungry—three power-
ful reasons against indulging in frivolous
argument.
“IF yow'd got any sense,” said Lovell,
“yowd see that that shingle-ridge is high
ater mar] we’re yards and yards on
the safe side of it. But if vou feel nervous
you can sit up to-night and watch for the
tide. ’ll swallow all that comes past tho

idgo

G \Vh.\t bothers me is that T might have

to swallow it, if it mopped down on us in

the middle of the night. 1 think—
“Draw it mild!” said Lovell. “You

All you can do is to

Givo your chin a rest,

don’t, and you can’t.
mako rotton

uns.

2 ridge.
still seemed wnconvinced. But he
ceased to argue, and lent a hand with the
canmping arrangements. And when the camp
was_completed, and Troteky safely pegged
so that he could not wander, the Rookwood
juniors ran down the shelving sands, ard
plunged into the curling waves that broke
gently on the beach, and thoroughly en-
joyed the swim. After which they returned
to camp, so hungry that even an advancing
tide, or a tidal- wrave, would arcely have
driven them away before supper.

CHAPTER 15,
Round the Camp-Firel
Jiitle tmowhedled bacey

ds
I«n their

holiday travels, was a distincily use:
ful article. 1t was small and it was light—
small enough to follow hnrilo paths and even
footpaths, light enouzh to be lifted by a
combined effort over ench an obstacle as a




‘breathing hard.

THE SCHOOLBOYS'

stile. But its stowaze capacity was great,
and its set of lockers held almost everything
imaginable. The Rookwooders had all the
“raps ” with tlmm that_they needed for
comfortable camping, and plenty of other
thing: a good supply of provisions.
Jnumv Silver had the great gift of fore-
thought, which came in very useful now.
There was nothing like firewood to be scen
on the shingle—but there was a faggot in
the baggage-cart, as well as somo cut logs,
which Jimmy had laid in stock at the last
village. - So there was no difficulty except
that caused by the ocean breeze, which blew
u)uL Lovell's malches as fast as he struck
th
Tovell was lighting the fire—he was quite
an industrious youth, and he had au inward
conviction that he was the only fellow in
the party who really could do things. He
always had doubts “about a fire that was
lighted by anybody else. Putty offered to
]cnd him “a hand, but Lovell declined aid.
“You see, we want to get the fire going!
he explained.
ou don’t scem to be gcumg it going,
old bcm"‘ Putty remark
shan’t be' an: q\uclxer it Im inter-
ruptnd by silly asses!”” retorted Lovell.

—an

struck more and more a!c]l
Lct‘s sit round and »\mch, suggoaxcd
l’utly of the Fourth. “Thi rth watcl

Alt‘mr Edward Lovell breathed hard, and
started on a second matchbox. There was
quite a fresh breeze off the sea, and a heavy
murmur from the waves as they dashed and
broke on the shingle. Every time Lovell
succeeded in getting a match alight it was
promptly blown out. Jimmy Silver and
Raby and Newcome and Putty sat down
round Lovell and watched him—which was
rather exasperating to the fire-lighter. They
were frightfully hungry, and the camp-fire
was badly wanted to cook the supper. Four
«imn- voices urged on Lovell to rencwed
effor

“These 2

matches!” said Tovell,
“Rotten foreign matches,
you know; they ought to be k[‘pt out of the
country.. The bleesed_heads fly offi—nearly
got one in my eye! What are wu silly owls
blmkmg at
et me—"" began Jimmy Silve
“Do you think T dnvl i know how o light
a campfire?” asked L
“Well, T belicve we've on!y got a dozen
boxes of matches,” said Jimmy, “and we

rotten
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shall want to light the fire again in the
moming, At that rate—""

Putty (xmce rose from the shingle and
went to the baggage-cart, and < &ned with
a can of paraffin.

“You don't need paraffin te Fght a camp-
ﬁle, svl(] Tovell.

I don’t,” agreed Putty; “but you do, old

o
3

“Look here—" roared Love!
uppaso I held up a glmmd sheet to
I:eep the wind off 7"’ suggested Patty gently.
Lovell was about to growl ovt an indig-
nant rofusal, but fortunately he thought

better of i,
“You might have done tha' alieady!”
ho grun
“Wcu T offered to help, and you—"
“For goodnees’ sake, Putty, iy argue

and jaw, when T'm waiting for you to hold
up a ground-sheet.’
utty closed one eye at the other c'umpels.
who grinned._ But he forbore
with Arthur Edward, who was gelmg a
]ittle o\citod cld up the ground-sheet
ine d and Lovell-—on second
thoughts~d1shed somo of the peraffin from
the can over the faggots and the crumpled
newspaper under them. To his great salis-
faction, the fire flared up at last.

“It’s going!” said Lovell. “You neednt
stand there, Putty, like a sraven image
with that ground'sheet. Tho firc’s all
right.”

Which was Arthur Edward’s way of ex-
ressing his thanks for assistanco! Putty
obedxcmlf dropped the sheet, and the sea-
breeze blew hard right into the fire. It
ﬂared up high, to Lovell’s great satisfaction;

t the flame, after flaring, suddenly went

“Wcll my hat‘
grent oxomperat io

tho fire hadn't quite_got & hold, you
md Putty. “The wind’s preity

exclaimed Lovell, in

strong.”
“Tf you hadn’t dropped the eheet just

then—'

“You told me to!"” &

“Of course, you must argue and jaw!”
said_ Lovell, ‘with bitter s e
question m, ‘do we want any supper, or are
we going to hang around listening o Putly
Grace arguing and jawing

Whereupon Jimmy Silver & Co., being
too hungry to display further patience, took
a hand in’ the proceedings, and lighted the
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camp-fire.  Arthur Edward Lovell shrugged
his_shoulders, and watched them with a
satirical smile, without the elightost ex-
pectation of sceing tho fire bum. To his
surprie, it burned quite nicely, and once it
was fairly going, breeze only stirred
it to greater activity.

The iron stewpot was elung over glowing
cmbers, from which sparks flew far and
wide over the ehinglo. It was quito dark
now, and the murmur of the sea came
through dusky gloom. One by one tho stars
came out in a calm sky.

An appetising scent’ of oookmg comforted
the hungry campers. they were too
famished {0 wait for u:u stew, and they
started on hard-boiled cggs left over from
the last camp, and cold Potatoes, und hu e
slices of bread-and-butter. F
stew was done, they dxd um lull ]ush«-.
too. Tramping and the keen sca air gave
them an appotito i Tubby Muffin e
solf would not have diedained.

After an ample supper the logs were piled
on the fire, and the juniors stretched them-
selves on the shingle in luxurious case.

Strange lights and shadows were cast around
the camp by the flickering flames. Trotsky,
having nojotiated his oats, ‘1ay on. the

regarded tho fire with his usual

shingle an
expression—occasionally ~ testing

thoughtful

him from wandering. The baggage-:

stood tilted forward with its shafts hnH~

buried in tho shingle. Through tho gloom

of the summer mgm the (lwp murmur of

the vm came musically.

v: ittle chilly in the wmd and

cre glad of the glowing fire.

is hing like!” yawned Jimmy |
* olly sleepy! 1 say, uu. is o

pring way of spending a holiday
" ropping

"'h[v
ncky

anid Pulty, ochoing. .nmmj s
op, in fact i
got_the um up already,”

T ooy et e
S5 supper. What

nhuul turning in?”
Pulty roso to his h»vt and lonkr-d n\\ny
vards the sea. Through the dar
ught the glimmer of nnrlu.:hl on
waters, touclied into broken lLines of silve:
e strolled out of the camp, sleepy as ho
\\n! towards the sea.

SF o! Going to have another bathe?"
bawled Lovell. “Mind you don’t fall in,
lnthnnd 4

Putty did not heed. He tramped through

rope to make quite sure that it secured |

y tho eea | 3/

S | slmpl) noddin
r. |
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tho shingle, down to the soft sand that was
clmnung under the lapping water. Lovell
burst info a chuckle.

“ ool 's afraid ol the tide,” he
s above high-water

remarked. m
mark—yards, at least.”
“Not much dificrencet” murmured Now-

3

K Oh, rats] Putty nervous as a giddy
old hen,” eaid Lou-ll Iln looked round to
make sure that Putty of the Fourth was
not within hearing. “I'm jolly well gmns

o give him a lesson. As soon as he’s aslee
P op some water over his chivvy, i
he'll think tho tide’s coming in over the
tum

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I euppose we're pretty safe, here?"” said
Jlmmﬁ Iver, looking round. “It would be
no jo

“I tell you it's all right,” eaid Lovell.
looked out high-water mark, and it’s thnt
pebble ridge yonder—not a drop ever com-
You can see whero the sand's

y Silver was too sleepy to argue th:
point, though later on he had reason to
wish that he had not left tho decision to
Arthur Edward Lovell. Putty Grace came
back through the darkness. .

"Tid.l wave coming?”

asked Lovell

Anybody got a ‘Dmly Mull " asked

cl
(o Thu tide’s turned,” said Put
vel

fa \\ lnt

m ecarth do you want a ‘ Daily

the insu
drowned,””

arance coupon before

si l(
answered  Lovell

we're  all
i
“Ha, ha, hal"
“Well, 1 leave it to you,” said Pnhy
."Bu! if I'd pitched the camp i'd
| dozen yards l'unher u,.

| ke vour giddy Mankets, and walk o
il e auggested Lovall, You'd bo
almoat safe ¢ still, th
lanlide. oz e * carthgual

let tum

o might be
“Tm

caid Raby.

The Fis ucnl Four_ turned into the tent,
and Putty stood looking round him thought-
Iully before he followed. He was tempted
to take his blankets further up the beach,
nnd camp in 1)w open air. But he let him-

dcmm.| in the morning—if after all it was
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all right; and he followed the Fistical Four
into the tem. at_last. And in a fow minutes
more, the five Rookwood juniors were fast

aslecp.
CHAPTER 16,
Wet!
PLASH!

Swish! Sw

“ORP” ronted Putty of the Fourth,
g Shddenly avaleening from balmy
Sumb

He started up blindly in the dark. Water
had dashed over his face—and startled him

realisation of

them! Putty dashed the water from his
eyes” with his - hands aud yelled to_his
comrad g
"VVaLe up! Tum out! The tide’s on
us,
“Ha I Jal?

To Putt; azement, he was_answered
by a yell Y ahier e the darkness.
2, ha, ha!” roared Lovell,

“You silly ass!" shricked Putty, “I'm

wet_already—"
Ha, ha, ha
“Hallo, what's the thumping ow #” came
Jimy Silver's gleepy voice.

"o
oo
opke
\\'xth a little water!
“What?” howled_ Puity.

Jimmy Silver & Co. gave a sleepy chortle.
“All serenc, Putty,”’ chuckled Jimmy.
“Only ang of Lovell's Tatheaded jokes. Tts

all xight.

Putly breathed hard, Ho was a greab
humorist himself; and Iike many great
humorists, he did not wholly appreciate
Bumour when he was personally the object

oi sea-water!” roared Lovell.
Tve juslt:I d-\bhcd Pluttys face
a, hi !

> But he realised that it was a false alarm,
and he groped round him—nothing was web
but his own face. Endently the tide had
not after all reached the
ou silly ass, Loven b bmﬂmd Putty.
“T'yve lly good mind to punch your
sxny Sicad for Waking me up with your

%Ha, ba, ha!” ronred Toyell.
“«If you cacklo again Tll punch your
checky mose—

’That does m” snorted Putty, and he
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groped in the darkness, and captured a
head, and punched,
There was a fiendish yell from Arthur

T-I-T1

ewcome.
“Wharrer you at? Leggo!

TOh, my hat! 1—1 thought it was Lovell

—" gasped
“Ha, ha, Ty ‘yelled Lovell. “Go it,
Putty "
“I—I—Tll—" stuttered Putty.
“Order!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
“You're treading on me, fathead! Go to

sleep, and punch Lovell’s silly head in the
mornin

Putty “rubbed his face and hair dry,
indignant silence, and turned into lus
blankets again. The Fistical Four chuckled
slespily, and turned over to seek slumber

ce_more. Putty followed their example,
and he was soon fast asleep again.

Once more calmness and repose settled
upon the Rookwood camp.

The juniors were thoroughly tired, and
they slept as if for a wager, deaf to the
growing murmur of the sea, and to a
series of uneasy whinnies from Trotsky,
who, instead of sleeping, was exerting him-
self, in vain, to get away from his tether.

Arthur Edward Lovell was the fist to
awaken.

TLovell had been dreaming, and gradually
the idea of being eplashed afd wet mingled

th his dre: He seemed to be floating
Bt s cothes on, in his dream;
and_gradually he passed from sleeping {0
akmg, and realised that he was really
wef

VVnt r was  creepin
streaming into his blankets. Lovell sat up,
stmtlcd feeling wet all over.

- c illy ass, Putty!” he gasped.

15 mediate idea was that Putty of
the Founh had retaliated his practxcn) joke
on him—on a liberal scale. But
tho explanation, Putty had becn my
thorough; for Lovell was fairly swamped.

“My hat! Il smash ]nm" roared
Lovell, “This isnt a joke! Putty, you
born idigt, Tl give you an awhul hiding
for this.”

"VVhw er marrer P’

round him and

murmured  Jimmy

Silve
“I’m wet!” ro&l‘ed Lovell.

500, go to slee
“How can I go to sleep when I'm
swamped e o o Loved
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angrily. “That silly

ch*ukvd two or three

* Hallo, ]'m \\L‘(’ tool”

starting into broad wakefulnese.

place is fairly av\m\mmg

That idiot Puf
“What on unh: the mu’ ux:-la

Pulty, waking up. “Hal

Have' you, been at your sllly Lo A

]m\LIl

chump ‘must b
ailfuls over me.’

exclaimed Jimmy,
“Why, the

ncd

haven'tt” howled Lovell. You have,
Yowve swamped me,
ous janberwock.
il I've been fast asleey
T i s et i with water?”
hooted Lovell.

“Not unlees I did it
ul‘S\\Eled Putty.

Well, somebody ha

in my slecp,”

T
exclaimed Newcome's

“Hallo, 'm wet!"
voice. iy, my Dblankets are simply
sonked ! T it Taining 1

“Tm wot!” .shonlul Raby. “Grooogh!

"~ moogh—mouthtul of

!
R ettt hun Y A THeYahingls
L e ith e
As he stood, it splashed over his knces.
Qutsido tho tent there was a eound of
lapping waler closo at hand. Evidently
the flooding of the tent was not a prncuczl
joke, as Arthur Edward had supposed
Either there was a terrific downpour of
rain, which had found entrance, or—
“Tho tide!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
“The what?” ejaculated Lowll “Tido!
Rot! How ronkl the tide touch us, when
we're mil ve high-water mark 1
tty was nght after all—’
o What utter rot I
“TFathend ! roared Jlmmv Silver.
you see tho tent’s flooded
can I see mnlllmg in pitch dark ?”
“Can’t you feel it, then, ass?” Jimmy
Silver groped fo the. et flap and tore it
open. *Oh, my only hat
A swamping rush of s caught him at
the knees and sent him staggering back
into the tent. There was a breathless yell
from tho other fellows as the wave subsided
over them, drenching them in every spot
where they were not nlrcn(l) drenched.
at—"  epluttored
L li\cn Arllnlr Edwnrd could mno
‘ongvr doubt.
ow that the juniors were wide awake
they could hear, ‘and heed, the shrill cries
that came from the tethered pony. Out

C_’)

“Can’t

| hiigh-water

CHUMS ON TRAMP!

the tent there was a ceascless rush and dash
of water. The shinglo under them was
alivo with moving water, and their feet
sank decp iato it as they sluzgercd about in

thedar! i
“The gasped Puity, “Caught dn
the tid , you asses—

Tho tide was not only coming i hnt it
was coming in hard and fast—and
only tco sorrowfully clear that \rlhnr
l‘.dnnn] Lovell had been mistaken about
mark.  The tent had been
!nlchul well within the reach of the sca at
high-tide—in _spito of Arthur Edward’
absoluto positivencss that it hadn't!

Only the froth of the incoming waves had
reached the camp at first, and soaked
through the shingle. Dut solid water fol-
lowed, and followed fast. While the juniors
were still groping blindly in the darkness
the water was over their knces, and tho
tent itself began to shake and reel as the
pegs came loose in the drenched single.

Jimmy Silver got his head out at tho
opening, and his startled glance swept
round.  Luckily the stars were bright, and
gavo a light over sca and shoro.

ho euw in th  starlight made
Jimmy Silver gasp.
\\'ard was a boundless extent of rolling
rolling and boothing over onc
Satiioe fr \ht Siatp bredio feowm fa asn.
Round the tent tho waves rolled and broke,
and landward they ran on for a dozen yards
farther, breaking in foam. The tent was
completely surrounded by, ater, and at any
moment it might *go.” tsky, half-
buried in wator, and quite Biriid ahen an
extra large wavo rolled in, was trampling
round his peg and squealing frantically.
Tho bu"gngt -cart had sunk deeper, and was
full of v om the breaking waves.
amy e L looking out
on n world turned wholly to water and

foa
"(.;oml heavens!” he gasped.
“Ts—is—is it tho Mdl:V" sLllttercd Lovell.

“Get outside!” yelled Jimmy. *For
ess’ sake get a move on! Never mind
your clothes—never hing—we

shgll be drownod in snother minute.”
“Great
Th! Juiiora ?l\mg:\d wildly out_of _the
recling tent, They woro only just in timo,
igh rolier, driven by the wind, came
m\nmpmg in, ‘and_it broke over the fent
and the juniors with a terrific crash. TI
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tent crumpled up under it, and went flying
on the wave, aud five breathless and scared
juniors were hurled headlong or: the shingle,
and the wave passed right over them,

CHAPTER 17.
Something Like a Wash-out!

Y
O™ oo
Overwhelmed by rushing water
the five juniors were swept away,
rolling and spm\dmg in a wild mingle of
shinglo and sca. Jimmy Silver camo with
a bump on something bard, and threw out
his hands and clutchcd and held on. ‘the
wave passe e o) e g R
and subudmg, " Iy Hoad oxids Gt clenr
He was clinging to the baggage-cart,
which swam with water. It was too deeply
rooted in the sand to shift, however. Jimmy
stared round him dazedly. Lovell had hold
of the pony’s tether. The peg had come out,
and tho pony and Lovell went swamping
away up the shelving beach together. The
tent had disappeared; but Jimmy Silver
caught_sight of threo heads dotting the
oam. Then another heavy wave came roll-
ing in, churning up the shingle and swamp-
ing ovee his head.
He clung dcspcratcly to the cart and
wmted for it t

A e higher and higher
up e peeecd e f Silver was clear
again, and he nnlc for breath. He

realised that tho baggage-cart was not a
safe refuge—it would soon be entirely
covered with water. ~And when the next
roller came heavily in, Jimmy let go his
hold and went with the wave.

It bore him whirling away landward,
through shallower water, and he clutched
.'md cuughl at shilting shingle, trying to get

. The subsiding wave left him
~pmwlmg breathless,

Ho scrambled and staggered to his fect,
and scrambled landward, the stones crunch-
ing and shifting under his feet in pools of
water.

The next wave rollin,
a gentlo lift, and then
the reach of the sca.

m stood in safety at last, under the

of the stars, drenched and dripping,
alf choked by the sca-water he had

ave him
beyond

after him
o staggere
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swallowed. He rubbed salt water out of his
cyes and blinked round for his chums,

“Hero you aro, Jmmlyl' gasped Lovell,

“Where are the othe

“There’s Raby—"

Raby was sitting on the shingle above the
margin of the lapping water in a dazed
statc, gasping. Newcome came tramping
ulong tho sands, streaming. Tho Fisti
Four were all safe.

Putty 1 exclmmcd Jimmy Silver.
¥i (,.m t sec him—

“Must be safe—we're all her
2 Putty 1” yelled Jimmy Silver in alarm.

And his commdns shouted with him above
1.]1:. ;;nlr of the incoming sca.

el
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It was a ehout that echoed back. A dark
object was beating and flapping on tho
water—the dismantied tent. And Putty’s
shout came from it. In the dim, uncertain
light it was difficult to mako out; but
Junmy discerned Puity of the Fourth at
last, struggling amid the wreckage of the
ek, Appmmxy he was caught in tho
wr o, for he seemed to be unable to
duuch h\mse]f and swim for it.

“The wholo thing \\xll e ashore 17
breathed Lovell. “Bound

Jimmy watched with bmathlcss anxiety.
A'rolling wave caught the tent and rolled
it shoreward, and the Fistical Four stood
ready_to rush to_their comrade’s help. But
a whirl of rcceding water caught the tent
again and swept it out, and Putty of the
Fourth with it, struggling.

And after it, on the retreating wave, went
Jimmy_ Silver, without stegpmg' to think.
By luck he bumped into the tangled tent
and ropes and: hlankots, and ho shiddescd
as a ropo tangled round his leg, nn(l kicked
it away in haste. Floating on turbid water,
he stared for Putty, and found lum Tin,
ing to the tent-pole, his face white and
almost rigid. Jimmy's grasp was on his
shoulder the next moment,

I‘ ty he gasped.
I'm ghzl pnnLLd
Thhorels a ashed d_rope
waist. I can’t get it loose! Look o

Jimmy could only cling, as a lushmg
wave caught the tent again’ and the whole
thing went reeling and rollmg up the beach,
The waters ecemed to bo ng round
him. Lovell and Raby and \ come camo
trampling throngh the foam, but they could
not reach the tent—it went_out again on the
water, with Jimmy aud Putty. And tho

Puity Crace.
caught round iy
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soakal sanvas was sinking and dragging
them down.

Jimmy drove down under tho water and
groped for_tho rope_that held Putty a
prisoner.  Somchow it was tangled right
roun ¢ junior, as tightly as if tied in a
it knot! . Jiminy dragged _at it
ficrcely, but thero was no loosening it. He
came up again half-suffocated. The tent
was not being driven shoroward now,
was being sucked out in an
beach looked distant to Jimmy lance
round. The bare thought of bomg el
out into the rough, rolling sea sickencd
I Putty put his mouth close to Jimmy's
r to speak in the roar of the waves.”

Jut off ! You can’t help me! Clear!”
Jimmy did not answ he did nct

k of obeying the injunction. It was
sink or swim together for tho Rookwoed
juniors,

“If 1 only had a knife!” he groaned.

Something gripped Jimmy in the swirling
water—Lovell's ~ face loomed over his
shoulder in the starlight.  Something
flashed white—it was an open clasp-knife in
Arthur Fdward's hand. From the beach
Lovell had scen what was wanted.

“Give it to mo!” panted Jimmy.

He gripped the knife from Lovell, and
groped round Putty again.  With his head
under water, half-choked. dazed and dizzy,
he sawed at the circling rope. It parted.

Putty’s movement told Jimmy Silver
thut he was free. A moment more and the
thrco juniors were fighting their way shore-
ward.  Shifting shingle swirled treacher-
ously under their feet, and an cddying wave
caught them and drove them out; and then
a heavy roller came khundnrmg in, lifted
them, and swept them up the be ach.  All
{hreo of them were too dazed and dizzy to
do anything but sprawl helplessly in shallow
water, but Raby and Newcome rushed to
them and gr Vi
the juniors staggered out of reach of the
next. wave that camo swamping in.
flonded round their knees and sucked at
(hem, but they staggered out of its reach,
nnd tank down on tho shorc in safety at
;

herc they lay, how long they vm\r-r
knew. too exhansted  to zily
watching the sca b
churning up the

Jimmy Silver was the first to move.
stagse with spray raining on
Better zet ani of this!” he zasped.

CHUMS ON

TRAME !

And the jusiors tramped bigher up the
beach, beyond tho fall of the spray.
glimmor of pnlu roso on  tho horizon
announced that dawn was at hand. And
never had the sunrise been so welcome to
the Rookwooders.

CHAPTER 18.
After the wuhcuu

RETTY state of affa
Thus Arthur ]‘.dv\urd Lovell.
1t was a bright, cleir morning,
and tho sun vas already hot, Tho
et s very grateful and comforting
to the soaked juniors.

They fairly basked in the sunshine as it
grew strouger and stronger. The danger
of the night was past, and they were re-
covering their usual spirits. But their
situntion was quite dismaying.

The tide was turning; but it was likely
to be some time before their night’s camp
was uncovered. Whether the baggage-cart
was still there they could net tell; they
could only hopo that it had sunk too dcop
in the wet sand for the waves to detach 1t
and bear it away. There was no sign of the
tent—and Trotsky had long since vanished.

Jimmy Silver rosc at last and stretched

himself.

 said as cheerfully as

possible. “*“Might have been worse. We
camo jolly near getting, drowied”

Jolly near!” said Iaby,

“Lucky Lovell came nioug ith that

remarked Putty Grace. “Better
11° it “we'd camped above  high-water
mark.”

“We won't leave it to Lovell another
time?” grunted Newcome.

Arthur Edward enorted.

T was jolly sure that that skingle ridge
was high-vater mark,” he said.

*You always are 50 jolly sure, old chap!”

idea is that the tide's como in
farther than ueval this time,” said Lovell
obstinately” “As a rule—

ety sl Jimmy  Silver tersely.
“You were a silly ass, Tovell, and s5.1wess
wo to leave it to you.”

hore—

¢ nyhow, 10 goad juving.” said Jimmy.
“Let's look Trotsky, and when the
tideta dowa w. mist sive. whist wecan of
the outfit.”
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_ Huuting for Trotsky kept the Roolwood
niors busy for somo hours. They were
ravenously hungry; but there was nothing
to cat. Trotsky was sighted after an hour's

but cemed _unwilling to _be
He led the juniors an infuriating
and_down and round about for

. quite a long time. But for the rope still
ivailing from his ncok, ho would probably
never have been caught at all; but, for-

tunately, Jimmy Silver succceded at Jength
in capturing. tho whisking end of the

ind hanging on to it. After that Trotsky
L e ey

Trotsky was led back in triumph; and by
that time the juniors_found their camp
uncovered by the receding tide. To their
great satisfaction they found the hnggnge-
cart safe and sound, though more than hal
buried in sand. They scrambled round %
and dug it out, and Trotsky was secured to
it, and the curt was dragged out.

Everything baggage-cart was
sonked. but there wero tinped things, and
on these the juniors made a late and
l’mmshcd breakfast. Then they tethered

Trotsky sccurely and went to hunt for the
tent, hoping that it might have been cast
ashore somewhere. They found it at last—
Ligh and dry on tho ingle, half a mile
away. A good many things were missing,
but I.]lo tcnt was there, and that was a
great comforf

e

Tt was late in the afternoon when Jimmy
Silver & Co. were prepared to start on their.
travels again.

“And wo won’t camp by the sea any
more!” Jimmy Silver romarked thought:
fully, g ho took chargo of Troisky's heed
to Jead him on. “Too jolly exciting.”

ight if yow're careful to keep well
ity high-water mark,” said Lovell.

“What1”

Tho juniors looked at Lovell.
glared at him. Bvidently Arthur Bdward
was quite himself again.

“Oh, bump him!” said Raby.

“Here, hands off! Wharrer you mcan?

—you—jaoop” reared Lovell, “as he was
collared “by his indignant comrades an
duly bumped.

And Arthur Edward Lovell was silent for
at least five minutes as the Rookwooders
wmarched on their way.
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CHAPTER 19.
Troteky Gives Troukle!
CCORDING to  Arthur _Edward
A Lovell, it was the fault of Trotsky—
Trotsky tho pony.

According to Jimmy Silver, Raby,
Newcome and Putty Grace, it was the fault
of Arthur Edward Lovell-Lovell tho ass!

It was a warm afternoon. The Rookwood
holiday tramps were rather tired, and very
dusty. Trotsky, pulling the litté baggage:

o laggard. He
c\ldLnLl} t]mughL that it wn.s time to camp.
Jimmy Silver & Co. agrcedwwith him; but
there Wwas no suitable spot at hand. I)ot ky
R ouldihayatbose, foatishad ithitho) Beipiof

rass by thio roadside—but tho Rookwoaders
naturally wero not_eo casily satisfied as
Trotsky. Trotsky slowed more and more,

even refusing to cricket stump
when Putty of the Fourth flourished it over
his head, And at length the pony camo to
a dead halt, and refused to put one foot
before the other.
Trotsky was fed-u 2

It was_just his way to choose the most
inconveniént epot possible for that abrupe
and obstinate halt.

The holiday tramps were just opposite
the open gate of a mansion that lay back
rom the country road. In the distance,
beyond a gm\ef drive and some beech
trees, the mansion could be scen, its old red
brick front glimmering in tho sun, On tho
drive there was a rather tall, thin gentle-
man with a white moustache, a thin nose,
and a cold grey eye. That cold grey cyo
rested at once with disfavour on cﬁc dusty
party passing tho gates—and the
grew more pronounced when the dmty
party came to a halt in the middle of the
road, nnrl just opposite the middle of the
gatewa,

Jlmmy Silver pulled at the pony. Raby
pushed.” Newcome smacked. Putty Grnm
gave a touch of the cricket-stump. = Arthur
Ldward Lovell watched their efforts with
slightly superior smile. Lovell’s conviction
was that ho was the only fellow in the party
who could handle the pony. But he looked
on patiently. He was prepared to go in and
as it were, when the other fellows
had failed.

Lven Putty’s stump did not persuade
Trotsky to get moving. Generally, when
Tm«sky mistoal the thae and fancied that

was “lente,” the stump convinced him
i really was “presto,” and a second
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toplication of the stump urged him to
*prostissimo.”
Now he only turned a reproachful ecye
upon Putty and did not
“0f all the obstinate beasts P’ said Jimun,

G
Raby
Whack
Tlulaky pemsisted in looking reproachful,
nn\J remained where he was,
k!

5 all-measuires were
) s with o, thoughtrul and. i~
telligent “pony liko Trotsky.
“That’s no good !” said Lovell.
“Perliaps you can i
d Luty,
No perhaps about it,” answered Lovell
calmly. i make him move. Leave him
to,me, you fellows.
g time for yous swayls now, old cliap,”

move !

said Rabs.  liitle croesly
ou want to stay here all the
said Lovell, in a toue of
gnation.

Paticnt resignation ought really (o turn
away wrath; g omebow it had an irrita-
ting clfect ou rm warm and dusty juniors. |
ou silly owl!” began Newcome.
“Oh, let Lovell try!"” said Jimmy
“Make way for the giddy wonder-worker,
v | folln\

fna back, and left Trotsky |
Arthur Edward Lovell took on'

to l.ouu

k with cheery confide
ny ta:
record of “muck:

ps.”
Tl pushed ;
olsky mlglvt have been a pony cirved

1 pulle

d then

iite, for all
e pshing had upon him.
began to smile.

Jimmy Silver
Lovell began to

trown.

He talked to the pony—he callgd him |

every thine from a “good old low" (o u|

“knock-kneed  brote,” " and Trotsky re-

mained deaf to the voice of the charmier,
 Meanuhile, the white-moustached gen- |

1an or the drive beyond the open 2

as approaching the road, with strong

stronger  disfavour marked in his seve
aco.

“(ive me the stump!
it

exclaimed Lovell,
at

Puity smiled,

| the time of the march was not *

the effeet Lovell's pulling | iy

CHUMS ON TRAMP!

“I could have dnnc it with the sbumy)
he romarked, as sol u
“Give me the mm.,.
1o was in no muml lu argume
admitting failure.
and prb\ccd"d to convince

lmx‘l‘\
e

was a rcal whack—such a whack as
Trotsky had b
before—ccrtainly no
Rookwood tranips.
He moved.
Swerving away from Lovell and e
stump, he was through the gateway in the
ikling of an cye, and speeding on, with
ge-cart rock hmmd and gravel
flying' frem his dashing
Lovell stared after lnm I»qulxl)
“My hat!” ho ('jn“lh\l
o You aw [ul

e hands e( the
It clulrmul Trotsky.

o Jimmy Silver

T lm Juniors rushitd in at the | il nie
suit of their bagguge-cart and tho clusive
pony. In the middle of the drive the white-
moustached gentleman st still, star.
ing incredulously at this lawless invasion of
his well-kept grounds. Trotsky kept straight
it at the old gentleman,  Jimmy
hieart was almost in his mouth—it
SoAL oAbl iRl gentleman
would be hurled flving Ly the charging
pony.
Fortunat, almost at the last moment,
e gentleman realiced his danger, and leapt
uml\- with an nrh\ll\ quite creditable to
a person of his y
e just Mcnp"d a collis
and went plunging he

lost his foot-
dlong into tho

Im'~Lv unheeding, raced on, while the
| old genileman sat up in the gravd], and
roare

Jimmy Silver & Co. rust

cd on after the

| runa They bad n., time to attend to
old gentlemen. They were too
ferrifiod Lo \limi of what Trolsky might'do

1§ he landed through the gl
conservatory, it would ho a
v and q\u[u in Iu ping with Trof
characte anting and exci
n~c five I.uu'n\m r-ml afier the rocking

the 1+ roaring be

id in front of

next.
the
{
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“Qood heavens!” Jimmy Silver gave a gasp as he looked out through the
opening. The camp was completely surrounded by water, and the pony, half- |
buried in water, was squealing frantically. The baggage was in the sand, and

in a short time would be submerged benecath the breaking waves. (See Chap. 16.)
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the house and there was an exit hy another
gate further down the road. slim
youths in Panama hats were lounging by tho
Wido stone steps—at the sight of tho charg-
ing pony and cart, they leaped up the steps
as if for their lives, A Panama hat floated
e next instant was crunched
under Trotsky's flying hoofs.
crumbs !I” gasped Jimmy Silver,
toaring _on.

Two fists were shaken from the steps; two
enraged voices objurgatcd the Rook\roudcn

“You impudent ra:

“You confounded cheeky ruffians—""

Jimmy Silver & Co. had no time to stop
for conversation. They raced on past the
steps, unheoding. Trotsky was going strong
round the drive, heading for the “out”
gate. ‘Trotsky scemed to think that he was
on tho race-track. Jimmy Silver, panting
on ahead of his comrades, could not get
near enough to grab the cart from bohind,
And if Trotsky escaped into the open road
with all the Rookwooders’ possessions trail-
ing behind him—

Trotsky rcached the exit an
He whirled out into lhe road, vulh the hght
cart dancing behind him on one wheol.
Jimmy Silver & Co. rushed into the road a
fow seconds later, ~Trotsky was going as
strong as ever. But a dozen yards further
on, a youth in a straw hat, who was stroll-
ing idly along with his hands in his pockets,
glanced round at the sound of clattering
hoofs, and, suddenly waking from Ioun[;mg
idlencss to surprising. activity, leaped into
the road, caught the pony, and dragged hun
to a half.

And Jimmy Silver & Co. came panting
up, full of the deepest gratitude to tho
strangor.

“Your outfit?” asked tlm vouth gh\no—
ing at them with a smile, y— My
only aunt! Youl"”

And the Rnnkwooders yelled in chorus:

“Mornington !”

CHAPTER 20. .
Camping with Mornyl

“m EORNY! °
M “You1n
% Grent pip!”

v Silver & Co stared at the
smiling face of Valentino Mornington, for:
merly of the Classical Fourth at Rockwood.

CHUMS ON 1TR.

APl

They were glad to seco him, but more
amazed than glad, It was an utterly un-
expected meoting.

Only once had they seem \lornm"ton
sinco he had been expelled from Rookwood.
They had hardly expected ever to sco him
agam. All they knew of him was that he
had gone home to his guardian, Sir Rupert
Stacpoola, at Stacpoole Lodge, and that ho
was far from happy there.

‘ancy meeting youl
“Old Morny, by gad

“Jolly glad to sce you!”.said Newcome
Leamly
o cnd glad, old chap!” said Jimmy
Silver cordially. = “Lucky for us, too, that
you happened along.  ‘That pony
would have led us half a dozen , most

v. You see, we trusted hm-. to Lovell.”
ook here—" began

“Serve us right !” rcmurkcd Ruby.

“It was all ’I‘|o1skys fault—"

“Yours, old chap

“You silly n=s~——”

*You born duffer—""

“My hat! This sounds like the cld l'mmlx
Form passage at Rookwood again,” ex-
claimed Mornington. _ “Go it, you (.]mps,
it's like old times! Slang away!”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

hanks no end for <loppxng the fery
untamed, Morny,” he “But what are
you doing in this part of thc giddy globe 2"

“I was just goin’ in to dinner when I

heardyour gb%gea cavortin’,” answered

exclaimed Lovell.

Moraington. o glanced at his waich?
“Ten to seven Just ten minutes to
change. T shall bo late, Jand my beloved
uncle will get his rag out.”

“Don’t let us stop you then, old chap,”;
said Jimmy Silver hastily. immy knew,
that relations were strained between Mornd
ington guardian, and he wes
anious not to make matters werce, {

“My dear old bean, I'm not leayin!,

after  this \mc).pcrkcd merry.
said anmgmn coolly, “You
fellows in a hurry?

“No fear; only looking for a camp.”

on,” said Morny. +That

“Then Tl help
is,” he added, with a sardonic curve of the
lip, “if you care for the compan:

[cHaw \\ho was kicked out of school in (hs~
"Oh don't be an ass, old scont. Wo e
dl_so went,” said Jimmy Silver.
“You a~1\c'] Ior it, and got it. But I wish
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you could come back to Rookwood next
crm,

“Don't I wish I could!” said Morny.
¢ Anyhow, T can show you wherg to camb.
T know this quarter like a boo

“But_your dizner,” said Raby.

“Won't you fellows ask e to supper at
3,

lad.
sardini— o

“0h, nover mind the dear old uncle.”
“Won't he be ratty if you cut dinner at
thy Lodgg

“\\«]I, thn

“Dear man, Sir Rupert is most amusin’
when_he's raity,” yawned Mornington.
“Besides, probably he will take it out of
Aubrey and Augustus. My i
know-—the  Stacpoole  cousins.
home for the holidays now, and makin’ -
life one long enjoymient, his wa
Valentine Mornington led tho pony on.

Jimmy Silver & Co. walked with him—
a little worried. It was pretty clear that
Mornington, after his severe lesson at Rook-
wood, was the same self-willed and per-
verso fellow they had always known.
* The chuins of Rookwood were very glad
to sce him again.  They had often thought
of Morny, and the hcavy blow that had
fallen upon him had quite banished all re-
sentment against him. They tried to forget
that they had ever been on bad terms with
tho junior who had paid so dearly for his
perverse folly.

And Mornington was evidently delighted
to fall in with the Rookwooders again, and
wanted to have their company for a time.
Jimmy_Silver ‘0. could sympathise with
that. But they realised that Morny, under
his uncles roof, was bound_to respect his
uncle’s wishes, and_that, evidently, Morn
had no thought of doing. In his usual way
he was following his latest impulse—care-
less of what might follow.

But it was scarcely the thing for Jimmy
Silver to begin to “preach” at Morny, and
he had to ln( the \ullul fellow have his way,
only hoping that a “row” at the Lodge
would not follew.

And Mornington was & useful guide.
he had said, he knew the

rather; jolly But your

As
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forting shade after the glarc o( the August
sun on the dus From the lano
a gate opened paddock. Morny
throw open the
“That all ng Al."” he asked.
'lhu juniors' faces brightened.
Tip-top !" said Jimmy Silve
camp acre?”
“L'm‘mm
ch very spot,” said Lovell.
“Lo\rlv' Why, there's o pump over by
the shed in the corner. We can get waler
there. ut arc you surc we can camp
here. Morny? What about the owner?”
« the owner, old chap, and that's
said Mornington.
Vel 'if you'ro surc
’laLc my \vord [m- n

,w o gree

“Can wo

t,” said Mornington.

“Right-ho
Trotsky was led into the ficld, and the
gate closed. was an ideal spot for

camping—rich green grass, and shady trecs,
and above all, tho pump with a supply of
pure water.

Trotsky was taken out of the harness
and tethered to a pe a long rope to
give him a wide feeding m.zm In a fur-
ther corner of the paddock, two riding-
horses were cropping fhe grass contentedly.
They raised their heads to look at the intru-
ders, and then went on contentedly feeding.
Jimny Silver & Co. camped in the opposito

a
3

The tent and the cooking utensils wero
turned out of the cart, . Jimmy Silver sct
up the oll sove for o it was too hot
foe.a oamp) fire)i f Mornington o0k ed e
the  baggage-cart and helped to turn out
the contents with great appreciation.

“That’s a toppin’ outfit,” he remarked.
“Just the thing for_a walking-party. Beats
o caravan hollow.  Whero on iarth did you
fellows pick it up

“Lent_to us lor the vacation,” said
Jimmy Silver, smiling.  “Not our giddy
property.  The cart’s a treasure, it holds

no end of things, and weighs next to no-
thing. The pony's another treasure, only
he's got his little wenknesses.  Still, he's
all right, except when Lovall takes him in

“lnnk }‘ere—" bawled Arthur Edward
Lovel

try Gloronghlys Ma) casied TolT ks bigh
to a little lane, banked with ferns
r by trees; a grateful and o

“Nearly killed u jolly old gent just be-
fore yon met us,” said Jimmy. “Lovell wilk
ond s with o inguest et.”
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“T tell

“You snlly owl!"” roared Lov

Sonsty
“Bow-wow
T rautt ot tho pony.”

“The fault of the donkey, you mcan,”
said_Putty.
“Just - that!””  grinned
“Lovell, old man, dry up.
puuing into that oil-stove?”

“Paraffin, of course!” snorted Lovell.
“What the thump do you think I'm putiing
into_it—coffee 7

Jimmy  Silve
Vsl acovon

“No—water.” answered Jimmy, with a
chuckle. ~ “I's water in that ca
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That comes of a silly idiot stacking
water in an oil-can!” roared Lovell. “ \"lm
silly chump wanted to put water m(o a can
exactly like the oil-can to lou at?

Lucky there's a_pump,” said Raby. “If
thero wasn’t, I'd liko to know what we'd
boil the spuds in now.”

“Well, there i growled Lovell. “And
it was a silly mistake to have cans for oil
and water looking exactly alike. The silly
idiot who bought them ought to be boiled
in oil—hem!—" Arthur Edward TLovell
broke off quite suddenly, as he remembered
that the cans had been among the articles
of the outfit purchased by himself. hat
Tittle clrcumslnnco had quite escaped his
memory for the moment.

a, T campers.
~Hor gnudnoss sake, don’t wasto time

cackling _ wlien  we've frightfully hun-
gry!” said Lo ever saw such a
crew for cacklmg T dm\\ some water

while you empty {he stove.”
Lovell took the water-can and started for
the can under

tho pump. Ho set down
the pump and worked the handle.  But
the water did not
rthur Edward gave an angry snort.
“Tho dashed thing’s dried” up!” he

growled.  “Now we'ro out of water.”
“Lots of water there, if you pump for
it!” called out Mornington.

“Can’t you see me pumping?” de
Lovell, working away at the handle.
the thing! It’s quite dricd up—or clse the
spout is stopped np ! That's it, I suppose.”

Lovell relinquished the handle for a
moment, and L\mml his head under the
spout to look in 3

But the pumpmg had told—the water was
coming. It was only a little laté in arriv-

ing, as water often is in pumps tlat aro
not in_frequent use.

Lovell twisted his face under the
spout to peer up into it, the gush of water
came—belated, but ample.

Swooooooosh ! Y
Tt smote Arthur Edward Lovell fairly m
the middle of his feature:
Thero was a choking yell from Lovell,
he bounded back from

and the _pump,
streaming. There was another yell from
the campers,

5T "

at

Gug-gug—T'm  drenchod—

« m ha, ha ! shricked the campers.

“You cackling gecse—

“Ha hﬂ ha!”

Loxcll, with fedlings too deep for words,
made a dive for the baggago cart torannex
o towel, | Jimmy Silver amilingly filled thel
can, while Lovell mopped face and
head, and looked daggers, Tt was not til
supper was ready, and an appetising smell
pervaded the camp, that the smile returned|
to Arthur Edward's face.

CHAPTER 21.
The Order of the Boot!
ALENTINE MORNINGTON leaned
v back against the trunk of an old
hmh, with & cheery smile on mq

He had cojoyed supper with the Rook.!
wood tramps—much more, certainly, than
he would have enjoyed dinner in the din-
ing-room at Stacpoolo Lodgo with tho
severo old baronet and the two Stacpoolo
cousins.

Supper was_over, and Putty Grace was
washing up, Raby handling the teacloth.
Newcome packed ey the remnants of ihe
supper. Jimm; gave the pony a

rub down, and Arlhm‘ TR ol e
mnkmg up beds in the tent.

Mornington watched them.

Ho was happy where he was, and e
tremely unwilling to return to Stacpoole
Lodge. Onco more he was feeling him-
self a Roolwooder, fecling as if his dis|
graco had never happencd, and he was
what ho had once been, and might still
have been, but for his perversc and pas-
sionato temper.  That reflection came
into his mind, foo; and perhaps it re
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minded him that his fall had been the
result of wayward self-will, and that he
was now indulging his waywardness as
thoughtlessly as ever. His uncle would be
surprise non-return—moreover,
probably angered; for Sir Rupert was a
e methodical old gentleman, and
ho was, too, in a normal state of resent-
ment against his nephew and  warc
Morny's _disgrace had banished_whateyer
regard his uncle might have had for
He had always been a trial to the old
gentleman; had always given him
.muhle Now he was expelled from school
in addition, and his uncle had tho problem

the future to think out. That was not
likely to make him more affectionate to-
wards his troublesome nephew.

Morny yawned, and rose from the grass,
and_stretched }umself

“Not_going ?” asked Lovell,
“I think I'd boller nunkv will have his
rag out, anyhow,” answered Mornington.
“The_poor, old gent has to put up with
me. Tve just been thinkin’ that I really
ought to make it casy for him if I can.

“Well, that’s not a bad wheeze,”
Jimmy Silver, smiling.
o end glad to have met you fellows,”
id Mornington. “Thanks for the supper
—it was great! \\oll  good-bye!

“We'll see y 5

The Ruol\\voodcrs \\'alked with Moruing—
ton to the gate of the paddock, thero
they shook hands, and the one-f txms dandy
of the Rookwood Fourth walked away.
Jimmy Silver & Co. returned to their
camp in a thoughtful m

They would have been glad of Morny's
mmpmly lonﬁor. and as they sat round

ho camp and chatted, they amicably and
rogrctfull\' talked of him. ~With all his
faults, Morny had his good qualities; they
were sorry they were not going to see
him at Rookwood School again. There
were follows at Rool\wood no better than

orny—worse, act, but they had
cecaped  the "clmpper " which had come
doy n fo heavily on_ Morny.
% “Hallo, we're getting visitors!” re-
mnrkcd Raby, about half an hour after
Valentino Mornington had gone.
¥ Two youths camo in at the gate, and
started towards the portion of the pad-
dock where the riding-horses were grazing.
They , were two rather elegant-looking
fellows, and they wore Panama hats.

said
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Jimmy Silver looked at them, and started.
“My hat!” ho ejaculated

“You don't know the chaps?” asked
Lovell.
“Not lmm TI've scen them

Adam!
before—once.”  Jimmy grinned a _little.
“They belong to the show that Trotsky
raided. They jumped up the steps when
ho camo charging round the drive. ~Ono
uf“those guldy hats was trodden on."

“Thovrs, looking, Ehis. way P remarked
Puity of the Fourth. *1 Finey ey Bio
us_again

The M\o youths had sighted the camp,
and stopped dead, staring at it.  They
cxchanged a few words, and then came
striding towards the Rookwooders.  Their
looks boded trouble.

Jimmy Silver & Co. rose to their feet.
Who tho two fellows were they had not
the_faintest idea, but it was plain from
their manner that they had a right in
the paddock.

“What _the thump are you doin’ here?”
demanded lhc clder of the two.

‘lCnmpmg, answered  Jimmy  Silver
mild!

“Cheeky cads!” said the younger. “This
is the gang that camo chasing up tho
drive this afternoon, Gus.”

+1 know the rotters,”
out oE this paddock I

hat?” exclaimed Jimmy,

"You heard me, 1 suppose! You're tres-
passin’ here. et on the other side of
that gate, sharp!”

“Unless you want to be run in,” chimed
in tho younger brother—for it was evndent
that the t\\o were brothers,

ut we've gob leave to camp here,”
T S TctRallitls nncay how-
ever. “Who may you happen to be?

The youth called Gus sneered.

“Wo happen to be the sons of the owner
of this paddock,” he answered. “Wao
happen to have come for our horses, and
I dare say wo happen o0 havo come just
in time to prevent a gang of tramps from
stealin’ them.

“Looks like it, Gus!”
younger.

Jimmy Silver flushed. The manner of
the two fellows was as unpleasant as pos-
sxblc and all the Rookwooders were fei

noved. Gus pointed to the gate.

"(lr-t ont!” he said.

said Gus. “Get

chimed in the




Ve're camping here for the night,”
said Jimmy quietly. “If the owner of tho
show " comes along and tells us to trok,
we'll trek, but we're not budging an inch
for _you!”

“So you can put that in your pipe and

emcke it!"” snorted Lovell.

“And now take your face away, Gus!”
id Putty sweetly. “It’s unkind to show

um faco in public without a mask on!
You ought to think of people’s nerves!”

¢ \'uu cheeky cad!” roared Gus.

to you, dear boy, and many of

l)u-m" the imperturbable Putty said.

“Are you clearin’ out of this paddock ?”

“Not "just at present,” said Jimmy
Silver.

“You're trespassin’!  Clear out, or I'll
clear you Gus, and he let his

p from under his arm into
his hand. **Now then, aro you goir, or
do you want a thrashin’?

Jimmy Silver looked him steadily in his
mlhcr pasty face.

“If you handle that whip here, sonny,
it will be the last thi do for a
bit!” he remarked. You won't know
what hurt you!”

“Are you goin'?”

“Hardly!”

"nmn 111 jolly soon shift you!
up, Aub:

n

Back

u. um the cheery Gus brought
his  riding-whip across Jimmy
shoulders, and the other fellow
lashed out at Lovell.

It was something like an carthquake
that happcncd nm ~from the point of view
of Gus and_Aubre;

Thioy hedly Ehew it ek happening,
for tho wholo globe scemed to have turned
upside down.

A couple of minutes later they rolled
over the gate into the lane, and eprawled
there. They had a dim sort of feeling
that they had been yanked along by tho

ankles, with their faces trailing in the
grass. they were too dazed to
realise anything clearly—excepting  that
they were now eprawling in the dust,

aching all o
B ivs Vehivoer s fncks aniilod Vatithem fovor
the gate.
“Timo_ you travelled on!”
Jimmy Silver,
w, ow, nv'
“Wow, wow!

remarked

Oh!”
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“We give you ten ﬁccomh,
captain of (ho Rookwood Fo
We're coming out to help you P’

The two dusty youths staggered up.

Apparently they did not want to be
helped. As” Lovell swung the gate open
Gus and Aubrey took to their heels, and
they fled at top spoed down tho lanc, fol-
lowed by a yell of laughter from the Rook-
wood campers.

said_ tho

Then

. CHAPTER 22.

The Vials of Wrath!
“ @0 you have returned, Valentine?”
S Sir  Rupert , Stacpoole  was
smoking his aitérdinncr cigar it
open French window looking on
the drive at Stacpoole Lodge, whon Valon:

tine Mornington_came up.

Mornington—his usual reckless mood_a
good deal softened by his meeting with
his old schoolfellows—had returned. home

with unusual good resolutions in his
breast. Instead of going to his own
quarters,

ho determined to speak to his
unelo first, and oxouso himselt for having
stayed out; and so he came up to the

window of the smoke-room, where ho
canght sight of the baronct. ;
*Yes, uncle,” answered Morny, with un-

accustomed meckness,

“You wero not_in lo dinner,” said Sir
Rupert coldly. “T T havo told you
a scoro of times, ancntme that I will
not allow you to sct the rules of n
house at naught "

'm sorry, uncle!” said Mornington.
“T happened to meet some old friends, and
they asked me to supper. .Y

“There was no reason whv you =I|uu|d
not accept that invitation, Valentine, if
you apprised me of your intention. 'But,
T suppose it is useless for your guardian'
to cxpect any respect from you—any morc
than for your cousins to nxpcct any con.‘
siderations at your hands.”

“I'm sorry, uncle!” eaid Mornington, in
a low voice. [}

“I hope so,” said the baronet dnl\' “I
had something to eay o you at dinner,|
anenhne You have been qunn‘cl]mg \vnl

et |

Ehnt it possible that Augustus quar
relled_ with me, uncle?” asked \Iommgton
bitterly.

“Augustus is not quarrelsome, and yeu
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axe extromely col” ansyored his uncle
“Augustus has come back from school
with an cxcellent rcport from his head-
m'Lsicr, anc

And Tvo beon expelled,” eaid Morning-
ton wearily. “I know. I've heard onongh
of it from my dear cousins. If I calld
me fume, I'm bavin’ to pay the piper, by

—"

Thn baronet's hard face softened a little.
What you suffer, Valentine, you
hmught upon yourself bv your own con-
duct,” ho said.” “But I will say no more.
T vwith o, do my duty by you, though you
mike my task a hard one.
“I—T was goin’ to ask you somethin’,
&ir,” said Mornington, after a pau
“I hopo it is not money!”
baronet, his face bardening again.
extravagance —
“It isn’t
quickly.

=
EX:

i the
“Your

mt sir,” said Mornington
41 Yold you T'd ‘met some frends
—they're Rookwood chaps, on a_holiday
tour.” I've let them camp in the paddock.
X hope you don’t mind.”

= “I suppose it would be too much to ex-
pect you to ask my permission before
giving your friends leave to camp on my
property?” said Sir Rupert satirically.
“Howover, thero s 1o barm done. Why,

i ; Sir Rupert droppcd 5 half- e

is amazement, as two hatless, dusty,
and exoitod youths camo raving broathlossly
up the drivi

They stopped, and panted for breath,
crimson with exertion.  Valentine Morn-
ington stared at them, and grinned
slightly.

o Losc your hats?”’ he nsluzd

“Father——"_gasped Gus.

“What has happened? 7”

Rupert, sp\lnl"lnn to his

“T gang of }mollg:ms—

'hos AtImm rotten tramps—

"\Vhal" E: pl;\m yourselves! Have
been attacked

“Ow!
puc‘c

exclaimed  Sir
ect.

you

1" gasped Augustus  Stac-
“You—you remcmbcr that dusty
that chased a pony in the groun
this afternoon—

“I am not likely to forget that T was
ncarly run over!” answored Sir Rupert.
“But what—"

“They're camping in the paddock!”
gasped Aubrey.

“What £
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“We ordered them off,” panted Augus-
tus, “and—and they pitehed into us, and—
and assaulted us—ow! We—we had to run
for_our lives! Half a dozen of the beastly

ruffians—
“Upon my soull” exclaimed tho old
baronet, red nger. “Thoso wretched

young. ruRiMISAthcy have dared to camp
on my land—to assault my sons, after cn-
dangering my life on my own drive.” He
choled with Tistiteond wrath!

“Oh, gad!” murmured Mornington, in
utter dismay.

“Shall I telephone for
father?” gasped Augustus.

“I will do so myself,” answered Sir
Rupert. “They shall be arrested at once,
and I will prosecute them—I will rosecuto
them with the utmost rigour of the law.”

“Uncle!” exclaimed Mornington.
caught the incensed baronet’s arm as ho
was turning away.

“Don’t delay me now, Valentine.”
“Uncle—I must—they’re my friends.”
“What!” roared Sir Rupert.

“I—I told you my Rookwood friends
had camped in the paddock,” stammered
Mornington. ~ “Must be the same party.
They—they told me somethin’ about the
pony runnin’ into somebody’s grounds. I
never guessed it was this housc; they never
knew, cither—

“Nonsense!” stormed Sir Rupert. That
dusty crowd of young tramps could not
have been Rookwood boys.

“Frionds of Morny 1™ sneared Augiistus
Stacpoole. “Just the kind of friends
Cousin Val would have.”

“Oh, just!” sneered Aubrey.

Mornington did not heed his_Stacpoolo
cousins. He al
uncle’s wrath, w
wood friends, to care for the sncers of
Augustus and Aubroy, just then.
“They—they didn’t know you, uncle,”
he stammored. * You see, they wero in
such a hwrry after their pony, mash likely
they hardly ‘looked at you—or they’d have
remombered seein’ you at Rookwood once
ortwice. Thoy couldn't halp tho pony

boltin
Srupert

the police,

He

8

“They could help attacki
my land!” thundered Sir
poole.

ons on
Stac-
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Mornington gave his cousins a bitter
look at that.

“ Yaro say they wofo given plenty of
cause,” ho answerod.

“Yes, you would say so—I _expected
that!” thundered his uncle, “No doubt
you have been laughing with them over
the incident—a very amusing incident—
your uncle knocked over by a pony on his
own_drive—no doubt you have enjoyed it
thoroughly. o to your room at once,

alentine, and remain  there.”

“But—but my friends, sir—"

“I forbid you to_speak of those young
ruffians our friends—or to speak to
them again if you sco them! Go to your
coom.’

“What are you goin’ to do, uncle?”

“T will tell ‘you that much!” fumed Sir
Rupert. “I am going to telephone. to the
police to go to the paddock at once, and to
arrest any persons they find camping there,
n tho charge of (respass and - violent
assault. Now go to your room.

And with that Sir Rupert Stacpoole
strode aw: a few moments later his
excited and agitated voice was heard at
the telephone.

Augustus Stacpoolo glanced at Aubrey,
and both smiled. In this utter discom:
fituro of their cousin they found some
compensation for their rough handling in
the paddock.

* “Looks like trouble for your dear
frignds, WIo\nmglun' grinned Augustus,

they'll get three months!” said

5

\ub e
Valentine Mornington  clenched  his
hands. But he restrained himself, and

turned away down the drive. Sir Rupert
reappeared at the window.

“Valenlino! T havo ordered you to your
room!” o "thundered. “Obey me! - Do
You hca

alen Torninglon certainly heard.
Bt g 418 not heed. " A moment more, and
lw was in le roa

. « « 5

what?” yawned Lovell,
e,” agreed Jimmy Silver.
“Ih!]o. bere’s Morny again !

The Rookwood campers stared at the
breathless figuro that leaped over  the
zate, and came specding towards them
across the grass.

wTurn in,
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called out
Mornington

yihing Morny 1
Jimmy  Sifeer, . Valontine
halted, and panted fof breath,

“Just a fow!” he  veturned.
awfly sorry, you fellows—

* For :

“I made a litle mistake in
chaps leave’ fo camp here.
owner is on the war-path,”

“Well, yon ass! said Arthur
Lovell blankly.

“He happens to_be the old gent you
nearly ran down with your jolly old pony
this afternoon, explained Mornington.

»

up,
“I'm

ivin’ you
The giddy

Edw m'«l

“Ho also happens to be my respected
ungle, Sir Rupert. Stacpoole.”

but the eooner you
dmr, Ahc better it ‘will be for your health.
You scem to have handled, uiy. Siacpools
comms rather severely-

“Those two cads—"

Morny_grinned.

“Exactly! Those two cads. Tl Jelp
you pack; for goodness’ sako lose o time;
there'll be trouble.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at ono
another, and then they procecded to striko
the tent, in grim silence, and pack the
baggage-cart. Morny did not waste timo
going into detail
there was nced for
celerity tho juniors packed the cart,
nessed  Trotsky, and prepared to  go.
Mornington held the gate open as the cart
was driven through. The last glimmer of
the sunset was sinking away in the west
Jimmy Silver & Co. did not speak, for their
Toclings wero too deep for words. Morn-
ington walked with them as far as the high-,
road. i
“I'm awfully sorry!” he said at length.

“Not your fault, old chap!” said Jimy,
Silyer. “We've had night mm(‘hu before
:md a,nollxu won’t hurt us. CGood-bye, ol

& Good bye!”
e Rookwooders trudged on, Valentine
Mornington standing quits still, and watehs
ing them as they disappearcd in the deop,
ening dusk. made a step after them,
and stopped again, and ,  with
clouded brow, watched them till they were
out of sight,’
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CHAPTER 23.
Lovell Docs It}

i HLRL are we?”
\x o T Ralieve o aaia b d iy
Silyer thoughtfully, *“that

we're about ten miles or o from
Rei ate—more ess.”
" Where's the Reigato road?”

“Goodness knows!”

Snort from Arthur Edward Lovell,

It was close on midnight. And the
Rookwood holiday tramps were rather in
a difficulty.

Chere \\.zs no moon. such an occa-
sion, a8 Lovell romarked, there was bound
to be no moon! There were stars in the
sky, beautiful to look at, but just then
the Rookwooders would have given them
all in exchange for one good street-lamp.

The baggage-cart had halted. Trotsky,
the pony, had halted with great readi-
ness. The juniors could only hope that
he would display cqual readiness when
it was necessary to move on again. Tive
rather irritated juniors blinked round
them in the deep summer night.

Four roads—or, rather, lanes—met at
this point. Any one of them might have
led anywhere. In the middle, where the
lanes met, was a scrubby patch of grass,
and in the middle of that an ancient
signpost with_a very ancient sign on the
top of it. In the starlight it was im-
possible to read the sign. The juniors
struck matches by the dozen and held
S i aedi i oy ol not iend
the sign.

The fact was that that sign needed
repainting, and_had needed repainting
cfore Jimmy Silver & Co. were
Wind and weather had dono their worst
upon i

“But for that thumping sa Morny—"
Arthur Edward Lovell

Eleven I” said Putty Gra
Tovell stared at Putty of “the Fourth,
hat do you mean—eleven?” he de-

umnd d.
“I’m counting.”
“Counting what,
“Your mmmkﬁ ou \Io T

! That’s the

cleventh 1"
ou silly ass!” snorted Lovell. “But
for that iy chump Mormington—
“Twelve I said
A Boremt? eato Tovelll Tezeally

looked as if Arthur Edward was losing
his temper.

I Silver,
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“If we've stopped to hear Lovell blow-
ing off steam,” remarked Raby, “T'll take
2 rost in (i grass | Wake mo up when
hes_dos

“Good!” assented Newcome. £ we
wait till Lovells tired his chin, that
means staying here till morning!  Then

wo can rcad the signI”
Althnr Edward Lovell brL’ancd hard.
“We'd camped,” he said—"we were
fixed for_the night! Then that blither-
ing ass Morny.
wDhirtoon 17 s0id Putty Grace.

Lovoll pushed back his cuffs, and made
a_stride towards Putty of the Fourth.
Jimmy Silver caught him by the arm
]uszm time. y

b an ass, old chap!” said
Jimmy soothingly. “Shut up, Putty!
There’s a_time to be funny, and a time

to be serious! We re all jolly tired, and
we want a rest—"

“But for that chump Morny—""

“Fourteen !””

Jimmy had to jerk Lovcll bacl ngam
Lovell’s remarks on subject  of
Valentine_ Mornington ‘mc, e it
pinion, just and well-founded. It was
irritating’ for Putty to count them in this
way, as il © was something funny 1n

vell’s righteous wrath.

“If that silly ass doesn’t shut up—"
bxo.).chcd Lovell.

“Wo've got_a choico of four roads,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Any onc of them
might lead anywhere or nowhere. We
don't know where we are, and we_can't

pot a place (or a camp.  Chance it and

? agroed Put
I e o
sign, " somehow. LRI b the post.”

“Looks a rather roLlen old post to
climb,” said Jimmy Silver. “Looks as if
its been hero since the  time ~of " tho
Druids |

“Oh fhat's all right!

It will bear my
“Bettcr take your boots off, then!™
said Putty.

‘I can climb in my boots!” enorted
Lov

T w'\s  hinking of the weight—
"y ass1” roured Lovell, “T'l

)o]ly L
He jerked himself awey from Jimmy
and Putty dodged round  the
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baggagecart just in time to
serious case of assault and battéry.

“I’ll climb the post and strike a match,

prevent a

and then I can read the sign,” said
Lovell, breathing hard,  “We want to
know wheie we are. May be going back

the way we came, for all we know, nl(cl
\\md\nx about in these dashed lanes!
Well, go ahead I”_said Jimmy.
Arthur “Tidward Tovell eluiched th
signpost and climbed. His comrades stood
round and watched, Puity suggosted held,
ing a blanket for Lovell fo fall into. And
Loveli turned his head to glare at him
for the suggestion, then climbed on again.
There was no_doubt that it was a very
ancient post. It creaked under Lovell's
weight_and sccmed to sway. It bad a
slant in it, that slant grew more
pronounced " as Lovell climbed.  But I

8

zouched tho atrip of boar ch pro-
jeoted from it at tho fop. cored
at the board and blinked at it, but in

the dim light he could not read the almost
obliterated letters on it. But he was pre-
pared for that. A match struck and held
close to the board would reveal the sccret.

Striking a_match, with both his hxmds
engaged in holding on, was a matter of
someo dxmcult But Lovell was not to
be beaten, especially with the Co. stand-
ing_round be low watching him.

fro threw ono arm over the projecting
board, and hung on while he sorted the
matchbox out of his pocket with the other
hand. He stuck the matchbox in his teeth
and extracted a match. The rest was
simple. Ho had only to draw the match
along the box held in his tceth, and the
light would flare right on the sign. On
it unfortunately happencd that ovell's
weight thrown on the ancient board was
2 hme too much for it.

3

“Look out!” yelled Jimmy Silver.

It was not of much use for Lovell to
look out . The board broke off short
under his weight, and Lovell came down,
A5 he no longor had any visiblo mesns of
support, tho law of gravitation did the

st.
Under tho irresistible influence of the
law of gravitation Arthur Edward Lovell
shot towards the centre of the carth.
Fortunately, he did not have to travel
so far as um. The surface of the earth
sm}gned him,

CHUMS ON TRAMP!

Lovell sat in the grass, with a fragment
of a wayside sign under arm and an
oxpression of glcuc us‘nmshmnnt on his
ace.  And from Jimmy Silver & Co.
there came a Ju xd howl.

“Ha, ha, bha!

CHAPTER 24,
Into the Night!

ALENTINE MORNINGTON stood
at an open French window in
Stacpoole Lodge and looked out

__into tho drive. There was a rather

mocking glimmer in his eyes as he watched
threo figures coming up o the house from
the gate on tho road.

His guardian, Sir Rupert Stacpoole,
came siriding up the gravel drive, his
brows knitted, his cyes glittering under
his bushy grey cycbrows. It did not nced
a sccond glance to discern that the old
gentleman was in a towering rage.

Behind ame Mo cousins,
Augustus and Aubrey Stacpoole. Both of
them looked angry and bitter. :

“Looks as if tho merry ~expedition
hasn't been a howlin’ success!” murmured
ang

The baronet, on_ his way fo the door,
saw the figure of his ncphew at the
ool windowe, bliek Beaiast s alectric
light within. Ho changed his course and
came striding up to the window whero
atorny stood.” s hopeful sons followed

alentinet” gasped the old baronet.
“ Anythin' wrong, uncl?” asked Morn.
ington calmly.

“I have been to the 'paddock!” ex-
claimed the batonet. “The young rascals
who assaulted Augustus and “Aubrey have

“Cleared off, havo they?” asked Morn
ington.

“I took the village policeman with mo
to give them in charge for trespass!™
shouted the angry old gentleman. *They
wero

Moy shrugged hu grocoful shouldors.

‘ould it be done?” softly.
“You see, I gave " my frmndn permission
to camp in the paddoc]

“You had no right lo do sot”
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“Quite so. But I hardly think they
could bo charged with trespass, as ¥
did,” said Mornington. “Just as well
that you didn’t let the bobby loose on
them, uncle.  The man couldn’t have

done  anythir’, you
“Valentine, T have had enough of your

ingolenco-—
nd

can_ tell you that I'm fed-up
e\chlmed Augustus Stacpoole
savagel should have bagged the
gang of rottcrs St ‘they hadn't been warncd
to clear in time !”

“Morny warned them!” said
Stacpoolo. “He can’t deny it !

“TIs that the case, Valentine?”

Mornington’s lip_curle

“I'm not_thinkin’ of _denyin’ it,” he
answered. “As soon as I knew there was
goin’ to be a row I cut off and warned
the Roolowood chaps to clear.

ou young rascal I” guspbd his uncle.

“They'd done no har

“They nssaulted my sons?” thundered
Sir Rupert.

“My dear cousins butted into_their camp
and checked them, and got chucked out
on their_necks” sid Mornington coolly.
“They asked for it, and they got

Sir Rupert’s fingers closed nlmo:t con-
vulsively on the riding-whip he held in
his band, which had apparently been in-
tended for the bencfit my Silver
o To logked for a moment as if he
Would lay it about his nephew’s shoulders.

“These young ruffans whom you claim
as your friends assaulted my sons on my
own land, and that is how you speak of
it!” he gasped.

“Thac is how it was,

Aubrey

sir,” answered
Mor;

“Eeught Ts it not enough, Valentine,
that you have brought disgrace upon me
and all your relations by being expelled
from your school? And must dd
personal insolenco to your offences £ gasped
Sir Rupert. “I warn you that if you do not
mend your ways, my house cannot be
much longer a home for you! As for
these young rascals whom you declare
to bo friends of yours at Rookwood, they
shall not. escapo “the punishmont of their
ruffanly sudacity]  They shall be fol-
loyed and punished | T chall sco to that1”

Good I ejaculated Augustu
“Theps the et 1* murmured Aubrey.
“You will go to your room, Valentine!
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I have already orderca you to do so,
and instead of obeying me you have left
the house to warn those trespassing young'
rascals_that I was coming to the pad-
dock ! Disobey me again, and my door R
close behind you for ever!”

Mornington_ drew a dcep breath.

His handsome face was a trifle pale.
He opened his lips to speak, but he
checked the words. For once, he was
not really deserving of his uncle’s anger;
but often and often he had deserved it,
and he krew it. He had never been any-
thing but a trial to Sir Rupert, and the
culmination of his offences had como when

been expelled from Rookwood

hool. He would_have been silent, but

he caught the sncering_grins on the faccs

of his Stacpoole cousins, and his pale

face_flushed with anger, and the reckless
words were blurte

“That’s cnough, uncle! You don’t want
me here ! My causin will be glad to sco
the last of me! Well, Ill gol

% ¥ou will go, to your room 1"

“T have no room here now, uncle!” said
Mornington coolly. “T've caten the bread
of charity long enough.”

“Quite long  cnough!™
Augustus.

But Mornington caught the words.

“Quitel” ho said bitterly.  “Thats
finished!  I'm goin

He picked up his e Shair besido
him, and stepped out of rench
window. _Sir Rupert R
him angrily and incredulously.

“Go to yeur room, Valentine!” he said.
“I am quite aware of your intention—ta
seck those young rascals and warn them
that they are follgwed 1 Go to our room!
T comman,

“Excuso me, sir,” said Mornington.
“As you haye cast me off, you no longer
have any right to command me.”
stepped back. “I don’t blame you, uncle.

*vo given you trouble enough, goodness

»

murmured

knows. It was my own fault that I was
sacked from Rookwood, and I couldnc
expect you to sland it. = Good-bye

e turned aw.

‘Valcmmol th\mdcmd the old
baronet. “Co to your room at once!”

But it was m“uds the gate that
Valentine _Mornington went, _and _in

another minute he was lost in the night.
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CHAPTER 25, ¢
The Camp on tho Grass,
L can read it now,” remarked
utty.
Lovell picked himself up. He
had an ache—several aches, in
S (b miee war beinnng

Ho dropped the fragment of the sign,
and Pulty picked it up. By the Wght of
o mateh ho rea

TT S END.”

The first letters of the word were on the
fragment of the board still adhering to
tho_signpost.

old again!” said Putty.

“Ow!"” said Lovell. “QOooooh! Wow !”

“There’s another board on_the left,”
said "uuy, glnncmg up. “If Lovell likes

o up 1|
“T'm not gomg up again!” said Lovell,
breathing fury. “But if you want a prize

nose, Putty—'
said Putty
ot a choice of
¢ shall we camp
m tired cnough to

urn
“Werve aill
our roads, you fellows.
Boro on this putch? I’
sleep anywhero I”

Emc put up the tent

Rab
"Blow the tent! Too jolly tired to
stick the tent up again to-night, any-
how! And it's fine. Let's root out the
blankots and camp on the grase!”
“Not a bad idea!” said Jimmy Silver,

in,”

here,” said

with a n ” Wo bad supper in the
camp bef
“If tl orny-

hat

“Hittomn 14 tad Patty.

“Oh, cheeso it, old chapl It wae't
Morny's fault,” said Jimmy Silver. ~“He
could have got us leave to camp in his
uncle’s paddock if those two cads hadn't
jumped in and rowed with us. Anyhow,
it can't bo Jhelped now. I'm’dog tired.
Let's cas

“1ronkys camped already!” grinned
Newcom

The Pony. still in harness,
in the grass. He had settl
for, himeelf.

“It's a rotten place
gnmtcd Lovell,
port in a_storm1” said Jimmy
Silver ehorily. “Keep smiling 1"
nd the Rookwooders, fed-up with their
night march after a long day on the road,

had squatted
ed the matter

for & camp!”

CHUMS ON

TRAMP!

procecded to camp where they were.
Trotsky was taken out and tethered to
the signpost, ground-sheets and blankets
jerked out of the baggzage- -cart, and the
Jjuniors stretched themselves e grass
under the stars. They had had their
supper in the camp in Sir Rupert Stac-
poole’s paddock, and now all they wanted
was sleop.  But they wanted that badly.
About a minute after they wero rolled

their Dblankets they were fast in
slumber.

It was about an hour later that Jimmy
Silver awoke suddenly. He sat up in his
blanket and blinked round him. The
starlight fell upon the schoolboy camp;
round him_his comrades were sleeping.

Jimmy  Silver wondered what had
awakened him. The night was calm and
silent; only from the dMnucc, in the

dusky fields, came "Uio “moo * of & waking
cow. Then he gave a sudden jump as
helisuiratic: sloon it b shbimaron
the signpost, regarding the camp with
a whimsical smile.

fomy ! cjaculated Jimmy Silver.

“Little me!”

Jimmy jumped to his fect. e wa
amazed at the sight of Valentine Morning
ton standing there, and wondered for a
second whather he was drcuming. It was
past_one_o'clock in the mornin
Food ‘and “stared at the onotime. dandy
of the Rookwood Fourth.

“You here, Morny I”

s urprised  you—what

cll, yes, rather,” said Jimmy Silver.
WRATon e e con doing out of bed
at this time of the mght v

Tho other fellows, awakened by tho
voicos close at hand, opencd their oyes
and looked up.  Thero wos surpriso_in

y fac:

Y thought T'd strgll after_sou,” snid
Mornington, cooll; you camped
in o middle_ of lhn mm‘] n|dI‘v
lhnnght 1 should drop on you so easily.”

“But why?” asked Put 4

ey e oy edmpany
for a day or two on the road?” asked
Mornington.

“Of course we'd be gl
it you ‘sare to gomo biong,”
Silver. “But yur uncle—

“Leavo nunky out of it!” said Mor
ington tersely. . “Never mind nunky !

you fellows are fairly fagged
airly ! assented Jimmy.

lad to have yau,'
said Jimmy
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= You don’t feel disposed to break camp
now 7
“No jolly fear!” said Arthur Edward
Loyell emphz\hc’\.l
rather have a scrap on your
hands?”

“A serap? With whom?” asked New-
come. “Who the thump is commg along
serapping in the middle of the night?”

Mornington_ looked  back nlong she
dark road. Taintly, from somewhero in
the deep silence of the night, came an
ccho of galloping hoofs.

“I fancy that’s the lot,” he said. “I'm
sorry, but, you see, nunky’s in a blue
rage. Your pony nearly ran over him,
thun ou chucked his two bonny boys out

your camp, and cleared before he could
Let t you. He’s on the war-pathi”

) mean to say that  Sir
Rupert Stacpoole is following us, looking
for trouble?” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

“I'm not sure \»hﬂther mlnkys in the
party,” said Morningt: i not
posted in their plans. Eut Tm ﬂuxly cer-
tnm that my beloved cousins—"

ey won'l give us much troublo!”
grunted Lovel

“For wh.ch excellent  reason  they
wouldn’t come alone,” said Mornington.
“T fancy they'll bring the iwo keepers
with them.

“That the lot?” asked Lovell.

“Tuless they ropo in the

stableman,

0.
» Woll handle them,” said Lovall. *I'm
jolly well not going to get on the march
clore morning it every keoper in Surroy

was on the giddy war-pat

“But are you sure, Morny?” asked
Jimmy Silver doubtingly.

“Quite!” said Morny lightly.

“But what's their game, if they
find_us?”

“Nunky said you were to be punished.
It's a serious offence to lay lawless hands
gn Gus and Aubrey, you know. ' I've don
it in my time, so'I . As_you can’t
be run in, I fancy Yowre going to be
thrashed.”

“Aro wer roured Tovell belligerently.
Jimmy Silver looked worried.  He
wistiod Lromm.the boviom of s habrt ines
the erring footsteps of Trotsky, the pony,
had never led him anywhere near Stac-
poolo_ Lodge. He was_glad to have seen
Mornington again.  But troublo with
Morny’s' relations was about-the last thing

Jimmy desired.

He gavo his chums a worried look,
¢ don’t want_ trouble,” he said.
“What_about_clearing off, and keeping
clear of the silly asses 7
“Rot!” snorted Lovell.  “Catch me
clearing off because two_dashed tailors
dummies are after me! Why, I want to
e 'em again! I want to give 'em
another punch or two !’

“Hear, hear!” said
come and Putty in chorus.

Jimmy Silver, with his pacific inclina-
tions, was evidently in a minority of
one. The Rookwooders were all on their
fecet now; and they no longer scemed

y. They wero wrathful and ready for
“sorap,” if it came to that. And Jimmy
himself, disinclined as he was for trouble
with Morny’s people, was liitle disposed
to flee from the wrath to come.  Sir
Rupert Stacpoole doubtless had some cause
for anger; but his high-handed procced-
ings put up the back of Uncle James of
Rookwood.

“Well, I &grcc \vth you fellows,” saui
Jimmy at last. _“We'll sce it through,
they come up You'd better keep out if n,

orny—you don’t want a serap with your
cousins—

“Just what I
Momington coolly.

8

Reby and New-

do want!”

“Tm standin’

answered

by

" Good mant” said Lovel approvingly.
4% don't want to run your people dovn,
Morny;_but those cous yours are &

of sncaking, mmnm pink-cyed
é’m,htexsl

Valentine Mornington laughed.

“All that and more!” he said. “Well,
it you've decided on baftle, yowd hetter
got hold of some stumps ‘or somethin’,
for I fancy that here they come!”

Thud, thud, thud! The hoof-beats on
the hard road rang more loudly, nearer
at hand. Jimmy Silver & Co. looked
down the lane in the direction of the
sound. In the dusk of tho summer night
a bunch of horsemen loomed into view,
With a rattle of bridle and stirrup and
a clatter of hoofs, they came sweeping
by the patch of grass in the centre of tho
cross-roads—five of them. And then ono
of the party caught sight of the halted
baggage-cart and tho tethered pony,

“Here they arel

It was the voice of Augustus Stac-

poole.
And the horsemen clattered to a halt.
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CHAPTER 2.
The Fight! '
IVE horsemen drew up in tho grass
within u_couple of yards of  the

group of Rookwooders.

Jimmy Silver & Co. recognised
Augustus .md Aubrey at once. The other

thice were men whom they had never
gcen before—two of them had the look
of kecpers, and one undoubtedly was a
stableman.  The juniors were to sce
that Sir Rupert Stacpoole was not in the

party. DPerhaps the baronet, angry and
mcensed as he s, felt that his age dul
not permit him to go carcering on
high-ronds at midnight. ll,uhcmly he
had left the aff: in the hands of his
hopeful sons—with a strong backing of
grc\\u men to sce them through. Jimmy
ilver and Co. wcre glad nf 3t K
\\ould not have hesitated to defend them-
es; but it would have gone very much
nmmm their grain to lay hands on a
gentioman of Sir Rupert's age.
ubtless the testy old baronet had con-
ndend his three men more than a match
for a party of schoolboys. Augustus and
Aubrey had ridden with them to sce that
the punishment was duly carried out, and
{o cujoy witnessing its  infliction, and to
take a hand in it under safe circumstances.
'he Rookwooders had learned in  their
previous encounter that Augustus and
Aubrey were not cast in heroic moull
The two Stacpooles grinned with satis-
faction as they stared at the Rook-
wooders over their horses’ cars, and recog-
er Co. in the dim
light of the stars. Augustus & Co. had
been riding for some time in scarch of the
party, and they looked on the discovery
of the camp at the crossroads as a very
happy chance.

“It's the same gang!” said Aubrey
Stacpoole.

“'lhal! the lot!" assented Augustus.
«I'd know their hangdog faces any-
where "

“Why, therc’s, Mory!” shouted
Aubtey, catehing’ sight of Valentino

Mornington leaning idly on the signpost,
with his hands in his pockets.

Augustus Stacpoole gave his cousin a
bitter

“So 3ou lenrl the rofters before we
(lul Mor he said between his tecth.
“You v.lnw to warn them, just as tho
pater though

CHUMS ON TRAMP!

ornington nodded.
Well, you came a bit too late, any-

how, a3 they havew't had time io
skedaddlo1” sneered Augustus.
You cheoky rotter!” roarcd Lovell

hnd ots of umc but who
p do you think would skedaddle h'om

. oo b5y o our camp a second
e e DSt mildly. Wil
you tell us what you want

ugustus gripped his riding-whip hard.

Yes, I'll tell you, you young black-
gu dnn* You've trespassed on my father's
lun |—""

. A\ml when we camo to turn you out of

the paddoc! attacked —us—five to
two!” sai stus Stacpoole.

“We l:huckul you .out,” said Jimmy.
“But if you werc looking for a fight you
could have had one 1o one, and ‘the

rest would have scur: falr ‘play:\ TH6lsame
applics now.
“Get off that horse, and chuck up your

whip and put up your hands! lnllouul

Arthur  Edward Lovell.  “Give
chance, that’s all, and I'll alter )oul
catures for youl!”

‘Any alteration would be for the
better, Gus!” remarked Putt

Augustus Stacsoole gritted his tecth.

“I'm not loo for a fight with row
tramps ! he said bitterly. Y

off before you could be given into cuglody
for trospass aud assuult. But.you're not
without ~ punishment, take

simplest way of dealing with them, and
will be a warnin’ to nmm not to trespass.
or check their betterst  Give them thoe
hiding of their live
'he horsemen dismounted, grinning.
They were burly Gellows, wric they scemed
to look on the thrashing of the hapless
Rookwooders as more ess of a_joke.
Probably, too, they were in expectation of
a handiome tip from the lofty Augustus
ng out his instructions. It was
ble that they served that fascinat-

not prob

ing voung gentleman  from  attachment
Silver & Co. drew together,
in hand. The horsemen had riding-.
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whips, which they evidently intended to
use. Valentine Mornington™ canght up a
stump and joined the Rookwooders.

“Better keep out of this, Cousin Vall”
called out Aubrey Stacpoole.

“Im in it up to the neck”
Morny coolly.

“You'll gbf/ it pretty hot when you come
back to the Lodge if you stand by those
scolmdrc]

lm not comin’ back to the Lodge, old
bean.”

“So you say!” sneered Augustus Stac-
poole. “You came home when you were
Kicked out of your sclmol and you'll come
home again fast enough to sponge on your
relations 1”

Mornington’s face crimsoned. It was the
bitterest taunt he ever heard from his
cousins, and he heard it often enough.

“Collar them!” added Augustus ta his
followers, “Give them a good dozen ecach
with your whips, and my cousin Morning-
ton the same if he takes a hand!”

And Augustus and Aubrey huckcnl their
horses to give their “army” room to
Lulvzmcc in front.

“T warn you fellows to keep off,” said
Jimmy Silver very qux
“Better take it

answered

yolmg *un!” said
B3 ot Y e going to carry
out orders! You shouldn’t trespass, or
cheek Master Augustus! Now, put down
them stumps!”

“Come and make us put lhcm down I”
ba\\lud Anhur Edward

o that fast enough"’ said one
of the kcopers.
d the three men rushed at the juniors,
brandls}ung their whips.

They expected the group of schoolboys
to break up before that heavy rush, and
they expected to follow on, laying their
whips on flecing backs. And Augustus and
Aubrey were ready to spur their horses in
pursuit and sce that no Rookwooder
escaped unwhipped.

ut those expectations were not realised.
Instead of breaking and running, Jimmy
Silver & Co. stood as firm as rocks and
met the rush.

There was a heavy no]stmn as the two
parties met, and.as the rid mg -whips lashed

"Crack!

e
“Give 'em :oc‘»s' roared Lovell.

“Play up, Rookwood!”

“Oh, gad1” gasped Augustus Stacpoole,
staring at the scenc in asionishmen

“My word !” murmured Aubrey.

It was not in the least what they had
expected.

Three slashing riding-whips certainly dis
much execution, and there were loud yells
from the juniors. But cricket-stumps in
determined hands retaliated with great

effect.

Ono of the keepers rolled over half
stunned by a terrific swipe from Lovell.
Tho other backed off, defending himself
with his whip against three lunging and
slashing stumps.

The stableman was collared by Puity and
Raby, what time he received a slash across
the head from Morny, and he went down
in the grass be]]ov«mgx

“Ow, ow! ’Elp

“(ive ‘em jip!” yclled Lovell.

So far from an easy victory for Augustus
& Co. and a thrashing all Tound for the
Rookwooders, the schoolboys were getting
the better of it, and they pushed the enemy

ar

In a few minutesthe two keepers and tho
stableman were all sprawling on
ground, yelling fm- qumer as the stumps
rmncd ]n.shes on tl

% up, Gus | exclaimed Aubrey Stac-

poole

Augustus nodded, and gripped his whip,
The two riders urged their horses forward
at the Rookwooders, recklessly riding them
down and slashing out.

CHAPTER 27.
Not Nice for Augustus!

IMMY SILVER & CO. had to scatter
from the rush of the horses, and theg
received some severe lashes as they
scattered. Augustus and Aubrey rode

victorious, while their hapless followers
sprawled and roare

But it was only for a momen

The juniors rallied to 18 atiacicl ab

once. A lash from a stump on his flank
sent,_ Aubrey’s horso caroering down tho
road at top speed, and the rider dragged
at the reins in vain to stop him. The last
glimpse_the Rookwooders had . of Aubrey
Stacpoole, that youth was clinging to his
horse’s neck, and going strong.
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Augustus Stacpooie was not so Sucky.

He made his horse prance to keep the
juniors off, while he lashcel out with tho
whip, But Valoutine Morninglon closed in
on him, and gripped him round the wais
and hung on.

The whip came down with a crash on
DMorny, but he did not heed.  He hung on
grimly to his affectionate cousin.

Jimmy Silver grabbed the bridle,

and

held the horse. There was a crash as
ugustus came out of tho saddle, and

rolied in the grass with Moznington.
Aubrey Slacpoole had already

appearcd from sight in the distance. The
keepers skuggercd up, gasping and groan-
ing, and looking inclined for anything but
a renewal of the sc rap. They had had a
sample of the Rookwood quality, and the
sample was enoug!

Mornington set a kneo on Augustus’
chest. Keeping the wriggling youth pinned
down, he glanced roun

“Kick those rotters out,” he said,
drive tho hom»s the other way!
\mlk hmnc

“Good!" roarcd Lovell.

“Don’t you drive away my horse, you
blackguards!” yelled Augustus Stacpoole.

The horses, seared by the struggle and
noise, were pawing and backing, ready
to take to flight. The keepers approached
them, but the Rookwood juniors crowded in
ho way.

“Kcep off, unless you want some more !
said Jima grimly.
ve us our 'orses, and we'll go!”

“You'll go without!” said Jimmy Silver
coolly. “A walk home will do you good,
and you can hunt for your gee-gées to-
morrow !

”{Aook ’lere

“ cmug.
fello:

Tho juniors, stumps in hand, advanced
on the threo in warlike array. The trio
exchanged glances, and backed off. The
odds were against them, and they had
had enough of the stumps. They had a
dozen bruises each already, and did not
scem to want any more.

Jimmy Silver started the horses, and
they trotted down one of the cross roads
into a field. The advancing juniors drove
Augustus’  followe them, down |
another of the cro: The three men |

“and
They can

said! Go for them, you
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]erdud away, and, as the stumps came to
rs, they fairly took to Ll\cu‘
lu»oh and ran for
Jimmy Silver
D victorious.
Mornington, with a grin, removed Bis,
knce from Augustus Stacpoole’s chest, and
allowed that ruffled and rumpled youth to
|

2

& Co. returned to nm

ca

rise,
“You'll pay for this!” said Augustus,
between his feeth,  ® What do you expect

father to say to this |
Mornington <hul"'0d hi

shoulders.
y says, 1 shan't
bo there to hear it,” he answered. “Go

home, dear boy, and be happy, you won't
cee me at Stacpoole Lodge again. But
Lefore you go, by gad, I'm goin' to give,

you the hidin’ of your life!”

“Hear, hear!” chortled Lovell.

“Put up your hands, Gus, dear boy!”
said Valentine Mornington, pushing back
his cuffs, and advancing upon Augustus. |

Augustus Stacpoole, with a livid face,!
cast a desperate look round him. His
brother had long since vanished, and his
followers were out of sight now. He backed
away, Mornington following him up, “nh
glittering eyes and clenched fist

Augustus caught his foot in a root as he
backed, and fell. The next moment he
sprang up, turned his back to Mornington,
and ran. Morny's boob shot out, and
landed—and Augustus, with a fearful yell,
plunged forward on his hands and knces.

“Goal I” roared Lovell,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Augustus Slncpoolo bounded up, and ran
on hmnlhlcs&ly, without a glance behind.
Mornington drove his hands into hi
pockets, with a careless laugh. i

“Our win, you fellows I he remarked.

“Th} e cheers for little us!” chortled
Lovell. i
“If they como ba aid Raby, with a

Slinsotdoni the road— I they oo back,
with some more—"

“They won't como back,” said Morn:
ington. “They've got a long way to hoof
it home, and then they couldn’t be back
here before momin’, Lend me a blanket,
and_turn in.” i

_“Rightho!” said Jimmy Silver. " But

““But what, old bean?”
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an_awful row with your
aid, Morny.”

NI

“\on Trnet going back?” a;

\f “Tllis me;

d Lovell.

said Jimmy.

man, that's seitled!” said
Mornington. Nof vour fault, nor mine—
not _cven ol; upert’s.  We can't hit
I off-—incompatibility of tomper, sou know.
I've said a fond farewell to Stacpoole
Lodge. Nothin' to worry about.

* “But what are you going to do?” asked
Jimmy Silver blankly,
Nt (mnu wih you fellows.”
Yo but a

“Stctont m lhe day is the jolly old
évil thereof!” said Mornington non-
chalantly. *I'm slecpy—what price turn
in?
. Jimmy Silver had a good deal moro to
say, but he did not say it. The Rouk-
wooders turned in, and they were not di
turbed again _that night. The encn
wearily “hoofing it” home, had
enoy, And in the sunny summer moin-
ing, when the Rookwood outfit took the
voud, Valentine Mornington marched with
the Rookwooders.

But—"
o I\I\' dear

. CHAPTER 25.
i The Pursuer!
! OME on, Morny1”
‘ Jimmy Silver called, but Valen-
. tine Mornington did not answer.
The Rookwood tramps  were
following a stecp country road in Surrey,
and every now and then the juniors gave o
shove to the baggage-cart to help Trotsky,
the pony, over a rough place.
+ The road wound up the green hillside,
and, looking back from any point, the
juniors could see it unwinding behind like
a corkscrow, loops of while amid the
green.
. Mornington had sloppcd and was look-
ing back, nds in his pockets,
and a fixed expr Siaon hts handsome,
reckless face.

Jimmy Silver & Co. glanced back at him
rather impatiently
+ It was only the night hc(orc that Morny

he expelled junior of ood—]nd
Joined “the pariy, Jimmy Silvee & Cor
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were glad to have him, but their feclings
were very dubious on the mum They

knew that Morny had left Stacpoole Lodgo
without his guardian’s. perns sion, nd it
worried the

T ioe e (oot sy, Aloviog o in
the slighte: was_accustomed
to going his own way—to following any
impulse whithersoever it led. Cood or bad,
he would follow it till he tired of it, and it
was thus that he had come so terrible

“cropper ” at Rookwood School. But the
losson scemed to have been lost on Valen-
tine Mornington.

Tho onc-time dandy of the Rookwood
Fourth did not scem to hear Jimmy call,
as he stood looking back by the way they
had come, on the white rond winding down
the greon’ billside. - Arthur Bdward Lovll
added is poverful voic

“Are yon staging bohind, Morny?® ho

h:\\vInd
Morn,
round
“Hold on a minute or two
“Can’t stop on a hill like Hm!”
back Putty of the Fourth, “If
stops here, he'll never start again !”
“Come on, Morny shouted Raby

answered then, without looking

called
Trotsky

“(o on without me, then!”
Mornington.
Lovell grunted angri
“Let’s!™ he said. .
Jimmy  Silver, who was leading
came fo n halt. Trofsky halted
willin Sometimes he was an

unwilling animal, but never whea he was
called upon to halt.
“Lock here, Jimmy,”
“I'm jolly hungry ¥
“Same here,” said Newcomo feclingly.
“And it's grub time. and we can’t sfop on
oad ! continucd  Lovell.

said Lovell warmly.

get on!”
ive Morny his head,” said Jimmy
Silver resignedly. “After all, he's our
giddy guest.”
“Oh, blow!" grunted Lovell.
Jimmy  Silver walked back towards

\[nrum"fuu
What is it?” ho asked.
“Only my giddy guardian|”
h1” cxclaimed Jimmy.

From the spot where Morny had stopped
the hillside dropped away from the road
almost like the wall of a house. The lower
road curved round below, and a biscait,
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cauld huvo beon loged casly from  the
upper road to the lower, though for a
traveller following the road round tho
curve it was a distance of a quarter of a

ile.

On the lower road a horscman was
coming up at a walk.

He was an emmy gentleman, in riding-
clothes, and the sunshine glinted on his
silver moustache and his cyeglass.

It was Sir Rupert Stacpoole, Morny's

guardian, and his expression showed that
his temper was not in its most amenable
state. He looked, in fact, very angry in-
deed. Probably he was not enjoying a
ride up a steep hillside in blazing sunshine,
with dozens of gnats buzzing round his
hoa

Mornm"lon looked down on him, a mock-
ing smile curving his well-cut lips.

Jimmy did not smile. Ho looked grave
and concerned. The other members of
tho party came back to the spot.

“Ts that your guardian, Morny?”
I\cwmmc.

asked

I saw
“y

“ think T remomber him now.
him at Rookwood,” said Nowcome.
supposo e coming after you?”

“Looks like it.

“Are you going home with him?” asked
Lovell.

Lovell's look indicated that, in _his
opinion, that was about the best thing
Valeptine Mornington could. do.

“No!”

“Then the sooner we get on the beiter!”
said Lovell. “We don’t \.nnt an argument
with_the old gentleman.”

“Cut before he sces you, Morny!” said

oo late, deaw.boy! He's seen mel”
said_Mornington cool ,y “Besides, why
shouldn’t I have a word with my excel-
lent uncle, if only to wish him ‘ Good-
mornin’

The horseman, glancing up, had scen
the row of faces looking down from the
upper road. Ilo recognised his nephew’s
faco among the others at onco. A black
look came over his brow. He pulled his
horse to o halt, and waved his riding-whip
towards Mornington.

“So 1 have found you,
rascal!” he exclaime

His voice came clearly up the intervening

you young

CHUMS ON TRAMP/

Mornington raised his straw hat.
od-mornin’, uncle!” he called back
cheerily. “Are you lookin’ for me?”

“You know I am!” thundered the old
baronet. “How dare you leave home with-
out my permission—and with those young
rascals, tool”

“Little us!” murmured Putty. “Morny,
your unc]c doesn’t know what nice fcllo“q
we are!

“Come down the road at once, Valen-
tine I

“Thanks! I'm not comin’!”

“T command you, as your guardian, t
return to your home with me, Valentino!” |

“Anythin’ else?” asked Mornington
coolly.
Sir Rupert did not reply.
to, hc gasping for breath.
TI'm not comin’ back!” said Morning-

ton. “I'm fed up with tho Lodge and
with my lovin® cousins!| Did Augustus tell
you I punched him last evenin’? Aubrey
got away before I could punch him! Dear
old uncle, I've had enough of Stacpoole:
Lodgo an’ cousinly affection an’ avuncular
duty! I'm not comin’ back—ever!”

“Draw it mild!” murmured Jimmy
Silver.

Mornington did not heed him,

“This is_kind ‘of me, uncle,” he con-

tinued. “I'm sayin’ you the trouble of
faggin’ up this hill after me! I suppose
a sense of duty brought you out on my
trail 7

Sir Rupert Stacpoole glared up at his
heestul nophow, gripping his riding-whip
hard in his f he had been able to
push his horsa up the steep hillside, cor-
tainly Mornington would have feli tho
\mihb of that whip. But to reach his
nephew he_had to follow the windings of
the road. He sat in the saddle and glared.

“That's all,” said Mornington. Augustus
an’ Aubrey wxll be glad fo hear they've
seen the last of me—an’ yowll be glad, (oo.
when you comc to think of it! Good-bye
The baronet found his voice.

“Valentine! You insolent young rascal!
I will not only take you home, but I will
give you the coundest thrashing of your
life and lock you in your room I

Mornington laughed,
“Haven't you ever heard the old recipe
St e e e
“First catch our, hare, you know I”

“You—you

He secmed
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Mornington turned away, leaving the
baronet sitting his horse and splutfering
with rage.

“Time we got on, dear men!” said Morn-

ington.

Fimmy Silver & Co. rejoined Trotsky and
rostarted. Thoy pushed on up the  hilly
road, Mornington smiling, tho - other five
fellows looking very grave. The former
dandy of the Fourth at Rookwood talked
cheertly as they pushed on, but tho Rook:
wooders were silent and worried. And
Valentine Mornington at last shrugged his
shoulders, and tramped in silence, 60,

CHAPTER 29,
Lovell's Way!
« ALT”
H Jimmy Silver sang out the
command a couple of hours later.
1t was well on in the afternoon,
and the Rookwood tramps were growing
ravenous. DBut with Morny's pursuer so
close on the track, Jimmy Silver did not
deem it advisable to halt for lunch at the
usual time.
+. It would have been distinctly disconcert-
ing for Sir Rupert Stacpoole, riding-crop
in hand, to ride up to the camp, demanding
his nephew.
+ Jimmy considered it judicious to put a
good distance between the Rookwood party
S0 he busonot botone lislfine, and b
comrades agreed with him, though they
were_both tired and hungry, and perhaps
growing a little irritable,

N r of the party approved of
Mornington’s insolence to his uncle—it was
impossible to approve of it. Morny might
or might not have had adequate reasons
for taking French leave; but Sir Rupert
was an old man, and his guardian, and
thero was a cerlain fitness of things of
which Morny did not secem to be aware.

K Anylow, if Morny was sticking to tho
party, the sooner they were at a good
distance from Stacpoole Lodge the better.
All the Rookwooders agreed upon that.
Whether the old baronet was still on their
track they did not know. They had
their hest to shake him off. ~ While Sir
Rupert was riding slowly up*the hill road
the Rookwooders had turned off the road
and " taken o slightly downhill path,
changing their intended route.

As the country round them was hilly and
wooded, they hoped to escape the observa-

L4
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tion of the horsoman, however hard he rodo

on their traces. !
ramping in the fresh, keen air of the
Downs gave Jimmy Silver Jo. good
appetites, They felt missing their lunch,
but there was no help for it. )

They tramped on by winding lanes till
the leader of the holiday party deemed it
safe to halt. And gladly enough the Rook-
wood tramps halted at the word. The Rook-
wooders were in a deep lane bordered by
grass and hedges, and shaded by trees
against the hot sun. They camped on tho
grassy border of the road.

Trotsky was tethered to a tree, and he
began cropping the grass with great satis-
faction. But Jimmy Silver D not
tyrn to lunch so readily as Trotsky.

"The spirit-stove had to be lighted and tha
cggs boiled. They decided not to wait to
cook anything more substantial.

Fortmmtclf/ there was a good supply of
oggs, and there was plenty of bread and
‘butter in tho larder in the baggage-cart,
and the water-can was well filled.

Lovell lighted tho spirit-stove—in his

urry swamping it with methylated spirit
and ‘etting fire 1o it, and a patch of grass
round it.

As the grass along the road was bone-dry,
Lovell had a very good chauce of starting
conflagration that might have run for some
miles and spread into the hedges and ficlds.

Fortunately Jimmy ~Silver mopped a
ground-sheet over the fire and extinguished
it in time. And then he gently but firmly
took the spirit-stove into his own charge
and set it going with what was left of the
methylated.

Arthur Edward Lovell gave a sarcastic
snort ; e was rather busy rubbing
lanoline on his burns, so he gave Jimmy his

head.

The eggs were soon boiled, and the Rook-
wooders lunched on them, with cheeso to
help them ont.

It was quite a good lunch, though tha
hungry juniors would have preferred a mora
solid ono. The eggs were finished, though
there was a large supply of them. 'he
cheese went to the last paring, and tho
butter to the last scrape.

Then the Rookwooders felt a little better.
Valentine Mornington seemed to enjoy his
lunch thoroughly, and ke appeared in great
spirits.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were as chummy as
possible. They realised that Morny's affairs
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waro his own, and that they wefe not called
Upon topats judgment on his conduct
lowards his guirdian. And, anyhow, ho
was their guest, and & vory sensitive one.

So peaco and_ goodwill reigned in the
Rookwood roadsids camp.

Mtter lunch tho juniors strotched them-
sclves in the grass o rest, They nceded a
rest, after a seven hours’ march on steep
roads.

T think we'd better camp here for tho
rest of the day,” Raby remarked, “We've
done a good day’s watk, Jimmy.”

Jimmy nodded.

Y08
Morny's uncle_comes butting
Putty Grace. *“We don’t want

1 said Newcome.

“What would it matter?” drawled Morn-
ington. “We'ro six—enough of us, I eup-
pose, to handle an old gent.”

Arthur Edward Lovell stared at him.

“Do you mean to say you would lay hands
on your uncle, Mornington ?” he demanded.

Morny shrugged his shoulders.

“Ho means to lay hands on me,” he

nswered.
“That’s jolly differcnt!”
“I don’t quite see it, dear boy.”
“There’s such a thing as respect for
age!” said Lovell tartly.

“What about respect for youth?” yawned
Mornington.

“Ass” said Lovell,

“Thanks ”

aj

think—" Arthur Edward

17 said Jimmy Silver
hastily. Il take care to keep out of
Sir Rupert’s way. There’s not much chance
of his spotting us here. We're miles from
where we met him, and we've made a good
many turns. All the seme, we'll get on
when we've rested, and put in a_few more
miles before sundown.”

“Pm game,” said Mornington, “As
many miles as you like. I'd rather not
meet tho dear old johnny, of course; but
if ho comes aloufs thero will be trouble.
T'm not goin’ back to the Lodge.”

“You can't leave your guardian for good, |-

Morny,” said Jimmy gently. g

“T ‘can—and shallt” A 'black and bitter
look came over Mornington’s handsome
face. “It's not a bed of roses for me at
Stacpoole Lodge. now 1 was sacked
from Rookwood. I know it was my own
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fault. T know it was hard on uncle. That’s
all admitted. But there’s a limit. know
ho means to do his duty by me, as he sces
it; but there’s such a thing as the milk of
human kindness, and that was left out of
fﬂr Rupert Stacpoole’s composition some-
how.” v

Mornington folt in his pocket, and pro-
duced a cigarette-case. Unconecious of the
looks Rookwood quintette, ho
selected a cigarette and lighted it. Jimmy
Silver id no word. It was not for
them to criticise a guest. s

“And my Stacpoole cousins!” said Morn-
ington. “How would you fellows like to be
taunted_cvery other day with bein’ sacked
from school 7

The Rookwooders made no answer to
that. The obvious reply was that they-had
not been expelled, and had never deserved
to be. But they did not care to put it like
that to Morny.

“And told every now and then that
you're catin’ the bread of charity!” said
Mornington bitterly.
rotten enough!”

said Jimmy

what T've got often enough.
done with the bread of charity,

scen your cousins now,” said
Jimmy, after a pause. “I can’t say a
fellow can think much of them. They don’t
seem nice, that's a fact. Still, you might
humour them a little, you kuow, and get on
with them somchow. Are they really
wholly to blame for the trouble, Morny 7

Mornington laughed.

“No! Six of one and half a dozen of the
other |” he answered. “I've got a tengue as
bitter as theirs, I dare say. Still, they're a
pair of rotters, as yow've seen for your-
selves.”

Morny blew out a cloud of smoke, and
then, remembering, he suddenly threw his
cigarette into the road. 2

“T forgot!” he said.

“That's rotten stuff to march on, any:
way, old man,” caid Jimwy 1aildly.

“1 know.”

Arthur Edward Lovell rose to his fect,

“There’s a farmhouse acress the fields,”
ho said. “Whether we're camping hero or
going on, we want some grub for the larder.
T dare say we can get eggs and butter and
cheese—perhaps bacon, I'd better do the
shopping.”

Lovell had great faith in himself as o
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shopper—as most other things. But nobod:
was anxious to get out of the cool, ric
grass and take the shopping off his hands,
So Lovell was allowed to appoint himsolf.
Ho took the shopping-basket out of the
baggage-cart. ~ Then ho looked for a
practicable opening in the hedge.

“Better go round by the gate,” said
Jimmy Silver.

“Where’s the gate?”

“Blessed if 1 know—but there must be a
gate somowhero,”

“There’s a path in the field,” said Lovell.
“It will be all right to go across the field,
I can’t sco any gate. Tho farmhouse isn’t
a quarter of a mile straight from here—may
bo uilesgoing round looking for a dached

ate.

E%AIl the stme— said Putty of the
Fourth,

* TLovell waved his hand.

. “Leave it to me!” he said.

 Lovell evidently knew best—it was one
of his weaknesses. There was:no opening
to be found in the hedge, which was of
hawthorn, thick and strong. ' But trecs grow
in it at intervals, and Lovell swung him-
self on a low branch, tossing the basket
over first, and then swung himself over the
bodge and dropped into iho ficld

=" About a minute later the cheery chat of

the Rookwooders was interrupted by a
startling sound from the field Lovell had
entered.
Bellow

1 exclaimed Jimmy Silver,
springing to his fect.

- “A bull!” exclaimed Putty.

{ In a second the campers were on_their
foot in alarm. That loud, echoing bellow
was more than cnough to cause alarm.
What had happened to Lovell?

CHAPTER 30.

< Run Down!
IMMY SILVER swung himself upon a
branch and stared anxiously over the
Beforo his eyes was a rich
" groen meadow, _stretching  away
towards the farmhouse in tho distance, but
enclosed on all sides by thick hedges or
barbed-wire, There was_a pond in _one
corner, with a fringe of willows; and from
amid fhe willows a huge form had emerged
—a gigantic bull, nearly black, with great
threatening head and red, stvage oyes.

hedge.
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Lovell was nearly half-way across the field,
the big basket slang on his arm—and he
had come to a dead stop, and was staring
at the bull. ?

Jimmy’s heart almost stood still.

It was not a common bull, he could see
that; it was a hugo animal, of gigantic
strength, and evidently of savage temper.

nd Lovell was almost in the middle of
the field. He had been going at an active
trot when the bull emerged from the
willows and bellowed. That field, carcfully
enclosed on all sides, was sacred to the prize

ull.  The gate on the other side was
padlocked. Probably the farmer had never
even drcamed that a reckless trespasser
would get over the hedge into the ficld and
surprisc the big bull with an uncxpected
visit.

“Lovell |” yelled Jimmy.

“Good heavens!” muttered Mornington.

Lovell was running now. He was coming.
back towards the hedge at a frantic speed.

Bellow! Bellow!

“He’s after him!” panted Raby.

The bull was in full pursuit, head down.
To the horrified eyes of the Rookwooders
he seemed to cover the ground like light-
ning.

Lovell ran_ desperately.

Behind him he heard
hoofs of the bull—hoofs
shake the ground as the
thundered on.

He dropped the basket and ran for his
life, Jimmy Silver & Co. watching him with
white, strained faces. They could not help
—they could only pray that Lovell would
win that fearful race.

The big basket lay in the bull’s path, and
he stopped to toss it on his horns. It stuck

the thundering
that seemed to
gigantic animal

there, pierced by one horn, and the bull
dashed his head savagely in the grass to get
rid of it. The delay was fortunate for
Lovell.

He came on with desperate speed and
reached the hedge.
“This way!” shouted Jimmy Silver.

© was on the branch over tho hedge;
he reached down a hand to Lovell. Lovell
caught it, and Jimmy pulled. The bull had
got rid of the basket now, and was comin
on, thundering. With a desperate pull
Jitamy Silver dragged up his chum, and
Lovell caught the branch and swung him-
self into safety. A few seconds later tho
bull was raging under the branch

Lovell clung to the tree, white as chalk.
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The bull, deprived of his victim, returned
to the basket, and tossed it and hamp ed it,
reducing it {0 fragments.

Oh P panted Fovell. *Oh—oh 1"

It was all he could say.

Jimmy Silver helped him from the trce
on the safo side of the hedge. Arthur
e d Losell sk titn qos grass, panting
&nd shuddering.

“Jolly closo thing!” said Mornington.
“All serene now, Lovell.”

Arthur Edward did not speak for some
minutes. He wiped the perspiration from

is face in silence. When he spoke at last,
it was evident that he had recovered from
the shock.

“OF course, I didn't kxmw thcre was a
bull there,” he said.  “It was a good idea
to cut across the field. Sav;d time. A
fellow cnuldnt guess that therc was a
lashed

Oh, & ripping idea!” seid Putty sar-
castically. “Topping! All the same, you'd
better not do any more trespassing.  You've
saved a lot of time, haven’t you?

“We shall want a new shopping basket,”
remarked Newcome.

Lovell grunted.

“It was a good idea,” he said. “In this
particular instance it would have been
better to go round and look for the gate.
That’s all.”

Evidently Arthur Edward Lovell still
Kkuew best.

“Well, T'll go round by the gate,” said
Putty, with a grin, taking a rucksack from
ihe baggago-cart. ““'Too jolly hot to-day for
sprinting about_ with_bulls—though it's a
good idea, and saves time

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell grunted, and Puity of the Fourth
went to do the shopping. He disappeared
down the lane, looking for a gate, whistling
chmny

Tor the next ten minutes or so Arthur
Edward Lovell was fully ocoupied in ex-
plaining to his comrades that he had becn
quite right, though it had Githad: i vtord
tunately. To which his comrades rejoined
with brcvlty but emphasis :

"

S e e e
ting on the road that_interrupted the talk.
Mornington gave a glnco along the sunny
lanc—hot ard dusty in the sunshine beyond
the trees. A hard, grim look camo over
his face.

A horsemaa was coming along the lane at
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Silver & Co. exchanged

a trot. Jimm
Loty revapminn Sir.

a startied loo
upert Stacpoole.
The rider had come round a bend of lhe

lane, dnd was almost upon the camp befors

the Rookwooders saw him.

He did not see them for the moment; he
was looking straight before him over hig
horse’s cars, The juniors, sitting in the
grass by tho roadside, fixed their eyes upon
him, and made no movement. They won,
dered whcther he would pass the camp’
without glancing in their dlrccuon—-they
fervently ghopyd 0.

Not a sound—not a movement—from tl o
camp. Jimmy Silver & Co. almost held
their breath as the horseman came abreast
of the camp—and then suddenly Sir Rupert
saw them, and pulled in his horse. The
horse swung round to the grass by the rcad,’
and the baronet_halted. His frowning eyes
wero fixed on Valentino Mornington.
Jimmy Silver & Co. he took no notice.

Mornington did not riso from the grass.
He sat whero ho was, his hands behind his
head, leaning against a little hillock, and
watched }us uncle with perfect composure. *

Ll i

The ald brone’s voico was hike thq
rumble of dlstam, thunder,

“Good-afternoon, Sir  Rupert!” sald

Mornington cheerily. i
Jimmy Silver & Co. rose to their feet,

Jooking—as they folt—extremely uncom-

fortable. They raised their hats to the old

gentleman; but he did not acknowledge

the salute or glance at them. 5
“T have been riding for hours, Valentine,

in search of you!” said the baronct, his

voice trembling and almost husky ‘with

nger.
“What a lot of trouble for nothin’ l"
yawned Mornington.
“Got up immediafely 1”

“Thanks‘ I'm quite comfy where I

=

Sir Rupert’s thin lips tightened. His
grasp upon his riding-whip was almost
convulsive. It was evident that the
baronet was tired with his long ride in
the hot sun, and in a black rage with his'
nephew and ward. His fatigue added to
his irritation.

“Valentine! I have had cnough—more
than enough—of your rascaily insolence !”
o said, in o choking voice. “It was by
no choice of mine that vou were left on my

]
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hands. You bave disgraced me and your-
self; you have brought shame on your own
name and mine. Now you add to it rank
disobedience and rebéllion against my
authority. I command you, Valentine, to
return with me to your home, and thero
to take \\hnt punishment I deem fit for
your offen

A mockmg curl of Morny’s lip was tho
only answer. did not trouble to
speak.

“And if you do not instantly obey,”
roared the baronet, his anger breaking out
like a torrent, “I will dismount and lay
my mdmgwhlp about you, sir! will
thrash you within an inch of your life!”

“Dear old uncle!” was Morny’s reply.
“Is it really wisc to got excited at your

age? What about apoplexy?’
“The baronet did not rep]y to that
question. Ho urged his horse forward on

the grass, raising his whip, with the
evident intention of Lhmshmv Mornmglmx
there and then.

With a quick spring, the junior was on
his feet, and he leaped aside. His mock-
ing nonchalance was gone now, his face
was flushed, and his oyes glittered.

“Keep off, Sir Rugcrt Smcpoole"' he
said, between his -teet] I'm done with
vyou, and yowre done with me.
alone!”

i Without speaking, Sir Rupert whecled
his horse towards the junior. Mornington
canght up a tent-mallet from the cart.

“Stand back, or—'

“No, you don't!” Lovell grabbed
Mornington’s arm, and wrenched the
mallet from him. *“Don’t bo a fool—"

/. Mornington quiveréd with rage. He was
about to dash his fist into Lovell's face,
when the baronet’s horse came plunging
clo.c, and the whip cxrcled over his head.
caped away, with a spring.
Soanhed h boRERt offths tita that e
over the hedge.
/ In a second Marmnvton had swung him-
5elf across the hedge, and dropped into the
field. Sir Rupert gave a shout of rage—
the thick hedge was between him and his
ward now.
| “Come back, you young scoundrelI” he
shouted,

Mornington laughed mockingly.

“Good-bye, uncle! Good-bye,
Silver! You've scen the last of mel
dare say yowll be pleased!”

Leave me

Jimmy
1
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“Morny !” yelled Jimmy.

The thought of the bull “Was in his mind.
Mornington has forgouen it, or, in his
recklessness, he did not

ir Rupert gritted his acine Hisinnaer
—not unjustifiable—was boiling now to the
pitch of passionate fury. He backed his
horso into tho road, and then gave him a
touch of whip and spur. The juniors,
realising then that it was his intention to
lcap nm  Liedge, shouted to him:

“Loo k out—"

“There’s a bull! Danger!”

Sir Rupert, if he even heard, did not
heed. The horse bounded at the hedge,
and rose to the leap. Jimmy Silver & Co.
watched, petrified. With a gallant leap,
the horse cleared the hedge, and came
down with a thud of hoofs in the field.
And_from the distanco there came, lika
echoing thunder, the bellow of the bull.

CHAPTER 31,
For Lifo or Death!

IMMY SILVER & CO. clambered into
the tree, their hcnrls thumping with
cxcitement and alarm

Mornington was cmssmg the field
with the speed almost of an arrow. The
bull had been in_ the corner by the pond,
but he had looked out and seen the junior,
and lumbered out into the field. DBut

Morny's speed saved him as_the huge

animal lumbered on his track. He rea

the opposite side of the field, and chunbored

on a high gate. Across the field, in hot

pursuit, camo the horseman, spurring. And
th a bellow of rage, turned
victim that had eseped him, to

the newcomer.
The gigantic animal charged Dlindly at
hor»e and rider. A sudden pallor came
o tho baronet’s tanned face as he saw

h:s fcariul danger. The charge of the bull

would have hurled headlong both horse and

rider, if it had reached its aim.

But Sir Rupert, though taken by 5
prisc, was cool, and he was a goo

The horseman swerved, and the bu]l m,ut
thundering by with lowered head.

Jimmy Silver c'\\xght his breath.

“He will be killed

The great bull swung round, and rushed
| back at the horseman,
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Sir Rupert’s horse came tearing across
the field towards the gate. The lowered
head of the bull was close, the horns
almost grazed the horse’s flank as the
terrified animal swerved away, and, in
spite of the strong hand on the rein, went
careering round the field, squcnlmw with
terror. _What happened next was like a
flash. Tor a second the juniors saw the
ng, plunging, maddened Lorse, with
the rider striving in vain to regain control,
the next the baronet was rolling in the
grass, and the riderless herse was galloping
away.

“He’s down I

“Good heavens!”

In utter horror the juniors stared on.
They almost sobbed with relief as the bull,
passing the dismounted baronet, rushed on
after the horse. Sir Rupert staggered to
his feet, dazed, breathless. He gave a
wild glance vound him. Mornington waved
his hand.

“This wag! Uncle—uncle, this way!
Run—run!”  His voice rose to a shriek.
“Run for your life!

s e sa e juniors from
he other side of the fiel

s.r Rupert pulled himself together, and
ran towards the gate where his nephew
stood—he was nearer to it than to the road.
He ran breathless, stumbling, dazed.

There was a roar of disappointed fury
from the bull as the horse cleared a wire
fence and_ vanished into the next field.
The maddened animal glared round for
another victim, and rushed on the track
of the running baronet. Sir Rupert heard
him behi

“He will be killed " groaned Lovell.

Jimmy Silver scrambled [nxlhcnl]v over
the hedgze. He was too far off to help, if

ssible; but he conld not
keep inactive while the old man was gored
to death. And it was clear now that Sir
Rupert qmc‘poo]c could not reach the gate
in time. He knew if, and he swung round
desperafely, with the cha) close
upon him. He leape Sandavoided
the rush, and smmhlc‘d and fell, and the
carcoring animal turned towards him again.

Tor a fraction of a second Mornington
hoked at the scene, his face white as death.
Then ho leapt the gate and ran towards
hi n a moment he was between
the md b'\roﬂrt and_the rushing bull.
“Morny " gasped Jimmy Silver.

CHUMS ON TRAMP!

Sir Rupert staggered up, dazed, ex-l
hausted, at the mercy of the bull. But
Mornington was in the path of the rush-|
ing animal.

He tore off his jacket and held it in ono
hand, standing like a staine and facing tho,
chnrge of the bull.

Jimmy Silver stopped dead, still at a
distance, his face ghastly, for it seemed
that nothing on earth could save Morning-
ton now from being overwhelmed by tho
gigantic animal. The lowered head was
within a yard of Mornington when he
tossed his jacket on. the horns, and leaped
aside with a quick activity worthy of a
Spanish toreador. The charging bull
almost brushed him as he passed.

Roar on roar came from the nmddene:l
animal, blinded by the jacket flapping over
his eyes. Mornington reached his unclo
and grasped his arm.

“‘Hook it!” he panted. "

Half running, dregged by his
nephew, the baronet stumbled om, and
reached the gate. But his strength was
gone. He held on to the gate, gasping
in spasms unable to climb, unable fo save
himself. Mornington grasped him and
fmr]y dragged him over the gate!

. . 5 . B .

“Thank Heaven!” gasped Jimmy Silver,

Fe dropped back into the road, and the
Rookwooders gathered again in their camp:|
Mornington and his uncle were safe: they,
had scen that. But thiere was no reaching
them; the bull was raging and roaring in,
tho field between.

What a gol”

fool Morny—'

“'lhauk goodness it’s no worse!” sau‘l
Jimmy Silver.

It was ten minutes later that Putty Gracs.

ame back to the camp, with his rucksack
S11l of Sbpiies From the Term. M1 bmugm
news.

“You've scen them—" began Jimmy. |

“Yes. They're ell serenc,” said Putty.
“The farmer’s taken Sir Rupert in. The
poor old chap’s fairly knocked up, but he’s
not hurt. He's resting on the sofa.” i

“And Morny?”

“He scems anxious ahout
said Putty. “I spoke to him,
answer. He's a queer chap !”

“Queer cnough in somo

breathed Lovell. ‘yhat:

his uncle,’’
d he didn’t

” said/

ways,
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Jimmy Silver, “but as plucky as a chap
could be! Good old Morny

Tt was nearly an hour before Valentine
Mornington came back to camp, by way of
the lane.. His face was very grave, and he
flushed as he met the glances of the Rook-

Ww's your uncle?” asked Jimmy.

“Not hurt, thank goodness!” said Morn-
ington in a low voice. “But he’s had a
severe shock, of course, and—and he looks
pretty sick after it. The farmer’s lending
him ‘a trap to get home. And—and I'm
going with him.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“Sorry to lose you, old scout,” he said.
“But it’s the best thing you can do.”

“He was nearly unconscious for a bit,”
said Mornington, hanging his head. “I
—I thought T wa$ going to get a royal jaw
when he came to. And—and instead of
that he was—was quict and kind. He
thought I ran some risk for him—-?"

“You did, Morny! Goodness knows why
you weren't Lillod! Vou ought to_ have
been!” said Lovell, with a faint laugh.

e Well I suppose it was, nenr]y touch and
£0,” said Mornington. “But—but if you
fellows knew what I felt like when I saw
him in that horrible danger that I'd
dragged him into—' o shivered, “I—
I—I'd let him lay his ndmg whip round

me if he wanted to! But—but he’s kind—
kinder than I've ever known him before.
And—and the long and the short of it is,
I’m gom back with him—to have another

And Mornington shook hands all round
with the Rookwooders, and they watched
him disappear in the dueatmn of the farm-
house.  And Jimmy Silver & Co., from the
bul(om of their hearts, wished him luck.

CHAPTER 32.
Lovell Loses a Bﬂ!gaml
LD on, sir!”
O Jizimy Silver held on.
Ho was leading Troisky, tho
ny. His comrades were walk-
ing with tho baggage-cart benind.

It was high noon, and the sun_ blazed
down on the Berkshite lane. A man
detachod himsclf from the grassy bank by
the hedge as the Rookwooders came along,
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and stepped out into_the lane, holding u
his hand. Jimmy Silver & Co.
to sco what he wanted,

To was rather a shabby man, with a
stubbly face, looking as if ho were on bad
terms with his barber and had ceased to
have any dealings at all with his soap-
merchant. Ho had a pedlar’s haversack

up
stopped

2
on his back and a big stick in his hand.
He looked certainly a rather tough cus-
tomer, but he touched his ragged hat very
rc:pccuully to the Rookwooders.

“’Skuse me, young gentlemen,” he said.
“P’raps you'd like to buy some things—
watches and clocks—"

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“"Thanks—we’ve got all we want.”

“P'raps yowd like to buy a bicycle?”

“A—a what?"

“Bicycle, sir,” said the pedlar. “I've
got some machines I bought cheap—party
wanted o get rid of 'em. “Tain’t my usual
line of business, and I got *em cheap, and
I'd be willing to let ’em go at a bargnm

Jimmy was shaking his head again, when

Arthur Edward Lovell interposed. Lovell
had g keon eyo for o bargain—at least, ke
was firmly convinced that he had.

at o you call & b:\rgam“ he asked.
“T’d let ’em go ab two pun’, si
“Cant br any good at that price,” said

Raby. nyhow, we don’t want any.
bnke” Lovell. Let's get on.”

“Hold on!” said Lovell. “Might as well
look at ’em. I've thought several times
a bike would come in useful on this tour.”

“Youw'd like them machines, sir,” said
the pedlar. “Good make—good condition.
The poor man had the brokers in, sir, and
was glad to get rid of them. That's how
I got ’em cheap. Tnke my word for it
Gitcad e i B v
this part, any bloke w.u tell you about
me—Honest John Williams, the pedlar.
They call me Honest John in these parts,

e Thes dbntt fidea by appearances, then !
mmnnucd Putty of the Fourth.

“Let’s sce them, anyhow,” said Lovell.

Honest John, the pedlar, went through a
gap in the hedge under which he had been
resting. He wheeled three handsomo bikes,
one affer another, out into the lanc.

“There you are, gents!” he said.
at ’em! Good value for
gents1”

“Look
the money,
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There was no doubt that the bicycles
were good valuo for the money. Not ono
of them had cost less than ten guineas—one
of them looked worth fifteen. They were
dusty, and scratched here and there, but
in quite good condition. The pedlar eyed
the juniors expectantly. Lovell looked
over the machines and nodded.

“We don’t want three,” ho remarked
thoughtfully.

“We don't want any!” remarked Putty
of the Foarth.

Lovell granted.

“Don’t be an ass, Putty! How often
do you get a chance of bagging a bargain
like this?”

“Not often!” grinned Pubty. “If I
bagged a bargain like that I should expect
to feel a policeman’s hand on my shoulder
soon afterwards, old bean!”

The pedlar started a little:

Four members’of fhe Rookwood paBrT.y

2 oS i
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“So yowre buying that bike, are you?”
exclaimed Newcome,

“You bet!”

“You couldwt do better, guv'nor,” said
Honest John.

“I know that!” said Lovell.
going—"

“You aro!” said Jimmy Silver, “You'ro
gmng on! You’re not buying bikes to-day,
old bean! Collar him !”

“Look here—"
wrath.

Raby and Newcome took Lovell by either
arm. Putty Grace fixed a firm grip on
the back of his collar. Arthur Edward
Lovell was marched o, resisting and pro-
testing, fairly_shouting in his wrath and
indignation. Jimmy Silver led Trotsky on.

And Honest John, with his three
bicycles stacked round him, blinked at the
Rookwooders in great anmoyance.

“Look ’ere! "Ain't it a trade?” he

“And I'm

roared Lovell, in groat

were look g
Lovell was not suspicious.

“ Lo ‘ere, young gents!” said the
pedlar warmly. = “If you don’t think I
come by them machines honest—"

“What rot!” said Lovell. “The man’s
told us how ho came by them! Straight
enough !

“But we don’t want any bikes, old top !”
said Jimmy Silver. “And it's not’ safe,
buying bikes from strangers.”

“That's all rot!” said Lovell. “Why,
this Sunbeam is better than my old bik
Tots better. If this chap is really selling it
for two pounds—-""

“That's the price, guv’nor,” said Honest
John. “I don’t mind owning that I give
only a pound each. But a man’s got to
make his profit.”

“That's fair enough,” said Lovell.
“But—"

“I'm having that Sunbeam.”

Arthur Edward Lovell . spoke very
decidedly. Iis comrades looked at one
. another,

Lovell knew best; it was a way he had.
But Jimmy Silver & Co., though they often
gave Lovell his head, were quite defer-
mrined that Arthur Edward Lovell should
ret have his head on this occasion. Honest
John might bave been as honest as his
name implied; but he did not look it. IF
ho was o gentleman of sterling integrity,
there was no doubt whatever that appear-
ances were against him,

“Yes!” roared Lovell.

“No * said Jimmy Silver:

“Loggo!” howled Lovell “Raby, Tl
silly head! Neweome, 1f you

bike—" roared

that

Lovel
“Youre not, old top! Come on!”
Arthur Edward Lovell struggled in tho
grasp of his comrades. But he marched on,
notwithstanding. He had to. i

Jimmy Silver followed with Trotsky and
the baggage-cart. Honest John Williams was
loft standing in tho lanc with his three
handsomo bargains, and s very peculiar
cxpression on his stubbly face.

Th ookwood party wound on down the
Jane, and vanished from the sight of Honest

ohn, i

“You silly_dummies!” said Lovell in a
sulphurous yoice. “It was the bargain of &
lifetime—"

“We know your bargains, old chap!”
grinned - Raby, and the Rookwooders
chuckled.

“Anybody but a silly dummy could sco
that that old chap was quite straight!”
hooted Lovell. !

“Then wo'ro all silly dummies! Come on
all tho same.”

And Arthur Edward Lovell came on;
his devoted comrades gave him no choico
about that.

But for the next halthour Lovell was
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cloquent; and the Rookwooders listened
paticnily’ with smiling facos, while Arthur

ward told them, at great length and with
Suinfiagis, what ho thousht of them

CHAPTER 33.
Missing Bikes!

OU silly owls
Y =
“Thai what yon are—owls!

Foahious owls) Blithering, burb-
Imrv owls!”
know that sweet voice!” #hurmured
Jimmy Silver.

The Rookwood party grinned. The loud,

booming_ voice came to their cars through a
fringe of hawthorns; the speaker was only
a few yards away, Jimmy Silver & Co. could
have heard him if he had been fifty yards
away.,
The Rookwood tramps were camped on
the edge of a common. The baggage-cart
was at rest. Trotsky, the pony, having
cropped till he could crop no more, had lain
down and gonc to sleep in the grass. Tho
weather was warm, and the chums of Rook-
wood were taking it easy.

The Fistical Four were stretched in the
grass, with their hands behind their heads,
staring dreemily at the blue sky and  sicen
tree-tops.  Putty Grace ti
Yescuing an ant that had crawled e T
collar. Putty of the Fourth did not like ants
inside his collar; but he removed the ob-
noxious insect with a gencle hand and
dropped him into the gra: © Was no
reason, so far as Putty could sed, why the
ant should not enjoy life that sunny after-
noon, as well as the Rookwooders.

! Through the sweet peace of the dreamy
afternoon came that booming voice from

beyond the hawthorns; a voice the Rook-
wooders thought they knew. It was not a

Rookwood fellow’s voice, and they were
puzzled a little at_first to_“place” it, but
they knew they had heard it before. Those

powerful and strident tones onco heard

wero not easily forgotten. And the voice
went on, loudly and wrathfully :

| “Owls! Fatheads! Chumps! You needn't
scowl at me, Wilkins! If you yawn like

um when I'm talking, Gunny, I shall puoch

you air  of blithering, burblin

imhjm\s owls—that’s what you fellows are I"
Look here, Grundy—?" 3
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“Oh, don’t jaw, Wﬂkmsl Never saw such
a c]mp for jawing
But——"

BIsssml nf!you ro not like a sheep’s head

—all jaw! T've told you that before, Wil
kins, "at St. Jim’s, lots of times!” And
that remark was followed by a loud,

emphatie snort.

Jimmy Silver & Co. chuckled softly.

I know him now,” murmured "Jimmy
Silver. . “Chap named Grundy-—he's in the
Shell at St. Jim’s. Scen him when we've
con over there for the cricket. Biggest
idiot going 1"

“There he goes ak'un ! chuckled Raby.
“Lister: to the band |

The powerful voice of George Alfrad
Grundy of the Shell at $t. Jim’s, was heard
again.  His comrades, Wilkins and Gunn,
;cumed to have resigned themselves to their

“My fault! I like that! My fault going
on a cycling tour with two silly owls, if you
like! "Il admit that much.  But_it’s no
good talking ta you, youwll nover understand
what dummies you arc! The question ET
How are we going to get tho bikes back ?"
There was a general start among tho
Rookwooders as they heard that remark.
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Lovell, for a moment, had quite’a queer

on on his face.
ve lost their bikes!”

murmured
Jimmy

Silver.
“Tlnm of them 1” breathed Raby. *That'|
would be (lnce bikes! And that giddy
pedlar
! Tt was clem- cnough to the Rookwooders.
They understood now how Honest John had
obtained good machines which he was able
to sell at such a ridiculous figure. Doubt-
less Honest John would have been glad to
get rid of those three machines at any price.
o _”\Ve can’t get them back, Grundy!” said
i
“We've been tramping for hours, look-
g (m them!” came Gunn's plaintive voice.
sy re gone!”
“Du you think I'm going to let' my Sun-
hcn}m be bagged like that, and not get it

s Sunbeam I” murmur
Althur I“dv\z\rd looked almost sick!
evidently, was the Sunbeam Lovell had so
nearly secured at a wonderful bargain for
two pounds. Arthur Tdward realised that
it was just as well that his comrades had
overruled him on that point.

“Tho bikes have been stolen!” resumed
(‘mnd‘ “It was all your fault, you two.

hen I left the camp, T naturally supposed
m. fellows were somowhere about keeping
your eyes open.”

“Wa supposed yon—>"
“You'd no business to suppose nnylhmzz

of the for goodness’ sake don’t
argue. oo tramp's pinched those bikkes
and got to get them back.

we've
“We faggod abont for houres said Gunn
1l plainiive. "I can tell you I'm jolly
red

hink I'm not tired?” snorted Grundy.
«But 1 shall keep going Gl we gel, thoss
bikes ack, and you're goi do the

T i b o Lt
o tramp sneak tho machines under your

<'d gone for & swim—"
“Oh, don’t argue
“You shouldn’t hwe left the camp till
we_came back, Grund
“Tf you try to pue i on mo, Wilkins, T
shall punch you—hard! I'm getting fed-up
with a pair of arguing, blithering owls!
Now, we've got to get on the track some-
how, d ticking heve.”
“T want a )

“There’s no time for a rest, Gunn.”

C}{U,\ls ON TRAMP!

Grundy & Co. were cvidently unaware
that thefe was & camp on the, other side, of
tha bhawthorns. ~ Jimmy Silver rose_to his

was obvious that Grundy & Co.'s
SR A R possession of Honest
John, and it \\h less than an hour sinco
Jimmy Silver & Co. had scen the pedlar. So
he had valuable information to give.

Jimmy Silver dragged aside a branch and
lcokcd through the thicks

Hallo, you fellows I he said cheerily.

Gumd & Co. started, and looked round
quickly as the thicket rustled. Then they
stared at the captain of the Rookwood

School.

“Hallo!” said Grundy, gruflly.
the dickens are you?

“It’s Silyer,” said Wilki ins. “T've played
him at cricket. You'd knmv him if you
played for St. Jim’s, Grundy.

“If I don’t play for St. Jim's, Wil
115 bcoaise) s tioal of, in, skinhes esdiot
enough to put you in instead of me!”

Jimmy Silver grinned.

“We heard Grundy h]km" tluaugh the
me,‘!nnhmm, he said.

egaphone 17 said Grundv staring.
wasn't 1alkmg through any megaphone
“Ha, ha, ha!” came from the other side
of the lm“ thorns.

“Sounded like it,” said Jimmy sweetly.
“My mistake, Grundy. But you were talk-
ing “about having lost three bikes—one of
them a Sunbeam 1"

“Yes, we were!” growled Grundy. “But
we've no time to waste talking to a Rook-

“Who

wood fag. Come on, you fello\»s" i
Jimmy blinked at him. had seen
n\nd of the Shell se\nml hmcs while

its to St. Jim’s, and had not been
el b e B
‘he had not _expected manners like this even
from Grundy.
“You silly chump—-"" began Jimmy.
“None of your fag check!” said Grundy.
”I’\e no timé to wasto or I'd pull your

ca
“p.ppull my ear?” smttered J:mmy
“Yes!” said Grundy. d! ~ And
look here, young Silver—if thnts your
name. "re going to put up at the Red
Cow, in Weededge, till wo get our bikes
back. It’s a village across the common.
It you sce anything of a tramp_with our
bnkes. lca\e‘7 word fur us at the Red Cow.

Aru you n;kmn me tu do that or order-
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fing me, dear old bean?” inquired Jimmy
silver.

“Telling you!”

“Oh, my hat!”

«Now gome on, you pair of silly owls!
said Grundy to his comrades.
* And the three Shell fellows of St. Jim's
marched awey.

CHAPTER 34.
Lovell Keeps Watch!
A, ha, hat”
! H Jimmy Silver & Co.
roared.

Lven Arthur Edward Lovell,
who had been fecling rather worried about
the wonderful bargain he nearly
sccured, xoared with merriment.

Grundy of 8t. Jim’s had had a wonder-
fully cheering effect on them. They laughed
till they had to wipe away their tears.

i “Jevver come across a chap like that?”
gasped Raby.

“Never " chortled Putty.

“Well, hardly ever!” chirruped Newcome.
. “The dear follow wouldnt lot me tell
him_about thu giddy pedlas " said Jimmy,
wiping his “No time to listen to a
-straight fip whe:,c to find his jigger!”

fairly

« ‘Andthe’ Rookwooders roarcd sgain, Tt
had not even oceurred to Grundy that the
Rookwood junior had had a motive in hail-
ing him. Grundy was cross—in fact, in a
savage temper—and he had no politeness to
waste on a Rookwood fag. That was how
it was. And Grundy had gone off to_hunt
{or his bike without waiting to be told that
it was.in possession of a pedlar a mile away.
| “Fools are born, not made—nascitur non
6t1” remarked Jimmy Silver. “Grundy’s
about the completest specimen I've ever run
on! Bub I suppose we ought to lend a
hand 2"
“Let him go and eat coke!” said Lovell.

“Well, there’s the other o follows,” said
Jimmy Silver ‘hey t be having a
happy time with Grundy, and they've jost
their bikes. We've got plenty of time on
our hands, and that sneaking thief ought to
be made to give up his plander.”

“Hear, hea

“One of us m better sfay with Trotsky,”
‘said Jimmy. “The rest come with me, and
we'lll Jook for the pedlar merchant. ~_ He
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may still bo where we left him.
resting there.  Who's hanging on in camp?
We don't want Trotsky bagged like
Grundy’s bike !”

“T'd better stay,” said Lovell decidedly.
“You know what you fellows are. Wo
don’t want Trotsky to get lomo, or the bag-
gago-cart to be stolen, or—>"

“Bow-wow I”

As a matter of fact, Jimmy Silver was
glad to leave Lovell on guard. He thought
it doubtful whether Honest John would be
captured if Lovell lent his valuable assist-
ance in the task.

So four of the Rookwooders tramped back
the way they had come, gencrously giving
up their afternoon in the service of
stranded St. Jim’s fellows,
Grundy’s_beautiful manners. They hoped
to find Honest John in the shady lane
where they had passed him—or, at least,
to pick up his track there.

Arthur Edward Lovell stretched himself
in the grass again, keeﬁmg watch and ward
over the camp, and the baggage-cart and
Trotsky.

He watched hls comrades out of sight,
and then took a “Gem” from his pocket to
read. Having finished his “CGem,” Lovell
Dbegan to nod. It was a warm and drowsy
afternoon.  Trotsky was sleeping peace-
fully, the surroundings were soporific, zmd
Lovell was tired with tramping.
solved not to sleep, however, as he was on
guard. He simply rested his head on a
cushion, and rested with his eyes shut.

In a few minutes more he was in sound

el

He was

slumber.

Naturally, being fast aslecp, he did not
sce a head in a ragged hat that poked
through the hawthorns and surveyed the
cam]

‘Hod Tovell been awake, and looking in
that direction, he would have recognised
the shiny, stubbly face of Honest John, thc
pedlar. . Being fast asleep, naturally he
did not do so.

Houesb John surveyed the camp cauti-
ously and grinne o came very care-
fully thrnugh the thicket.

“This ’ere is luck!” murmured Honest

John., “Real luck! Spiffing luck! Four
n *em gone rambling, and the other silly
fool fast asleep! Thaf there pony and cart
is jest what I want to get them bikes away]
This ’ere is my lucky day, this is!”
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Lovell slopt peacefully.

He was awakened suddcnlw

Tic started up with a grip like ifon on
his neck, and glared up to sce a stubbly face
and a brandished cudgel over him,

“Quiet!” said Honest John grimly.

“The—the pedlar!” gasped Lovell.

“If you wants your brains knockcd out,
you've only got to give a ‘owl!” said
Honest John.

Arthur Edword Lovell did not give a
howl. The cudgel was too hcavy and too
close for that. = Resistance was out of the
question, for it was clear that the ruffian
would have stunned him \ntlmut remorse.
With gs that could not have been ex-
pressed in speech, cven if ho had. been
allowed to speak, Arthur Edward Lovell
submitted to his fate, ~ With a length
of cord the footpad bound his wrists to-
gether and then his ankles, and then stuffed
his own_handkerchief into his mouth. Then
his _ light ran through Lovell’s
pockets, relieving the Rookwood junior of
his watch and loose cash. If looks could

have slain, Honest John would have dropped
in the grass beside Lovell, slaughtered! But
looks could not—though Lovell’s looks just
then might have been envied by a Prussian

un.

The ruffian grinned and rolled him out of
the way into the shadow of the hawthorns.
Then o jerked up the pony and harnessed
him to the cart. Ho led the pony and cart
off the common, mounted into the cart,
and drove away. Lovell, wriggling in the
grass, listened to tho dying sound of hoofs
and wheels until they faded away in tho
distance.

3 . . . .

“Here's the place!” said Jimmy Silver.

Tho four Rookwooders were dusty and
perspiring a little, after their tramp in the
Jiob sun,_ The had reached tho spot in the
lane, about a mile from tho camp on
e o oo e, e e e
and Lovell had so nearly secured Grundy’s
biko as a bargain.

There was no sign of Honest John to
be scen.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had hoped to find
him still there but he was not there.  The

lonely lane was silent, solitary. In the
guass by the road they found racks of the

CHUMS ON TRAMP! .

bicycles, which Honest John nd brought
out for their inspection, That w

“He's gorie!” said Raby.

“Where?” asked Neweoe.

“Echo answers wher

Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.

He was very anxious to get on the track
of Honest John. In spite of the unspeak-
able Grundy's weird manners, Jimmy would
have been glad to restore him his Sunbeam
and still more glad to recover the bicycles
belonging to Wilkins and Gunn. And on
general principles he would havo fied to
deal drastically with a bicgele-

Jimmy was skilled as a Boy Scuut and ho
tried to pick up tracks in the lane. But
the sun-baked carth and dust afforded few
clues.

“Might have cleared off anywhere,” said
Raby hopelessly. ~ “There's another lano
yonder, and he might have crossed the ficld
to it. = And therc's the high road across
that other meadow. No chance, o Id chaps !

“Looks like it!” agrced Newcom

“\What do you think, Dutty 1"
Jimmy  Silver.

Putty of the Fourth was looking very
thoughtful, and not taking part in the dis-
cussion.

“Dve been thinking,” said Putty. “Three
bikes are rather a handful for a man to
wheel away.”

“But he's done it,” said Raby.

& Yoiu faok 745 mun i, ity whosling
threo_bikes, would attract a lot oi notice,”
said Ptu “Looks to mo as if, after bag-
ging tl is morning, he got them inta
fuie shady spot.to hido them,  Moro likely

to take thom away ane at a time, I should
Bk e R e

asked

He must know that Grundy & Co, would
be hunting up and down for their
property.”

Jimmy looked at him curiously.
“What have you got in your noddle?”
he asked.

“Well, I think very likely the dear man
ha, shoved the bikes out of slghl and left
’em around here,” said Putty. “He yanked
lhem out of that field to show us.” Let’s

0ok

“Oh! Good!” said Jimmy Silver.

He followed Putty through the gap in
the hedge. The ficld was hilly pasturc
and thickly grown. In the distance cattlo
were grazing.  Putty went along inside
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the hedge, and the other juniors, with
rather doubtful Jooks, followed him.

‘Turcka | exclaimed Puity siddenly.

“What—

“Tho g!ddy bikes

There “they wero—three machines, laying
flat in a little hollow, and covered \\nh
loose branches and brambles.  They were
quite sccure from general observation, but
ot from a close scrutiny.  Jimmy Silver &
Co. promptly dragged them out.

“Good old Putty!” said Jimmy. *Well,
here are the bikes! olly well \ush that
footpad was along with them.  I'd like to
hammer him !*

Putty grinned.

“Wc're in no hurry.
come bM-k for thcm.

He's bound to
wait.

Let's

we're in no hurry,” he said. “May
as well fako a rest. ~ Tho camp will be all
right with Lovell there.”

“T'd like to catch the rotter when he
comes back I” remarked Raby. “It will be
no end of a giddy-surprise for him.”

“Wo can give him & couple of hours, any-
how,” said Newcome. “If we get back to
the r.m\p for supper, that wxll be nll ugM »

“Right as rain!” said Jimmy,

The eolovosders setarned to the, gap in
the hedge on the lanc.  They left the
bicycles on the inner side of the hedge and
stretched themselves in the grass near the
gap to rest and to watch. Sooner or later
the thicf was certain to return for his plun-
der; for the bicycles, though carcfully hid-
den' from passershy on the road, might
Tave boen seen and found by a farm-hand
attending the cattle in the field.

Thero was a sound of wheels in the lane.

“Somebody’s coming 1” murmured Putty,

Closer and closer came the tattoo of
hoofs and the rumble of wheels, The
vehicle came to a halt just opposite the gap
in the hedge.

Tisimy Bilver jutped.

Thero—within thrce yards of him—stood
Trotsky, the pony, w ho had left
tethered mmon a mile away.

Behind Trotsky was the baggage-cart. For a
single instant Jimmy supposed that Lovell,

tired of waiting, had diiven after his chums.

But it was only for an instant; the next his

eyes were on tho man who held the reins.

4nd he fairly gasped at the sight of Honest
ohn.

63

OWN LIBRARY
CHAPTER 3.
Not Monest John's Lucky Day1
ONEST JOHN drew the pony fo a
e
Jnumy Silver & Co., through tho
y gap in tho hedoo, blinked at
Lim, e A s AL

They had supposed it probabla that the

pr(llar Thad gone for some conveyance for his

Certainly it had not occurred
(o them that the conveyance would turn
out to be their own travelling outfit.

They fairly blinked at the pony and cart
and the pedlar. Honest John mc\u‘ed the
reins to a branch, ~Obviously he had no
suspicion that the Rookwooders were on the
scene.

Leaving the cart, he camo tramping
through the gap in the hedge. ’Jimmy
Silver mado a_signal to his chums. They
were ready. They had been anxious before
to_get at close quarters with tho bicycle-
thier  Now ey were simply yearning to
et theu h:mds on 3

cst John came tramping through
tho gap, “four active figures leaped out of
the grass.

Four pairs of ]\unds clutched Honest John,’
and with a wild howl ci astonishment he
went staggering ba,ck nto the lane, with
the four aators clinging to Eim like tata

-ash |
Downvantitie footpad on bis back, with
Timmy Silver & Co_ spravling over him.
“Oh h!  Qoh [" sp]utmred Honest
John. Gerroff |
01(} L led de tely.
o struggled desperately.
ot Ty Silver's knee was on his
chost, and Dby and Newcomo had - his
arms: and Putty, Grace, with a grip on his
collar, s banging his. hedd on the hard
foad, FHonest Johi bellowed with anguish.
“YDO]JI Whoonl Chuck it!
“Got. }um"’ chuckled
it, guvnori” Ty tho foot.
pad. O'h “lor’ ! Oh, crumbs !
‘Honest Jobn groaned dismally,
not his lucky day, after all.
“Lot a bloke off, guv’nor I” ho groaned.
«Oh, lor ! Lain't "urt tho young gent—only
tiod his "ands up! | Jest woko him up an

e e gkt

In was

tied him ! Wouldn t *ave 'urt him for love
or money !  And ’ere’s the tick an
the spendulies!  Let a bloke orf

“Woko him up!” murmured Duity.



r old Lovell! That's how he keeps'
LY

Qil\m turned out the tram
1's watch and cash were 1
aml then Honest John was turncd
grass, and Jimmy [m.]u‘(] up the
big stick Hm footpad had dropped. Honest
Jo!m turned his head and blinked up at
him in great alarm at these preparations.
AV hm rer you going to do, guv’nor?”

Le _gasp
Jm\my ‘Silver did not epeak; he acted.
He laid on tlu, s(ic!; till the dust rosc from
Honcst John’s baggy tmu:c\s in clouds.
th whack, whack, whack !
clls of Hlonost John \\ol\c the echoes
o( me fields.  But the ruffian necded a
lesson, and amy Silver did not spare the
rod.  He laid on the stick, while Honest
John squirmed and wriggled in the grasp of
Putty and Raby and I\cwcomc, and roarcd
.and howled and yelled. till his arm
was aching did Jimmy ml\'o; noa o
“There! I think that will do!” gasped
Jimmy.  “I think that's about cnough!”
Hon John was released, and he
squirmed in the grass and groaned, while
the Rookwooders unhitched the pony and
drove away in (rinmph, with mm bicyeles
stacked in the ba Honest John
stared after them lugubriou: a sadder if
not a wiser or more honest foot

Tn the summer dusk a pony and cart,
Iaden with three s and accompanicd
by five dusty schoolboys, stopped outside
the Red Cow, in Weededge. Three Shell
fellows of $t. Jim’s were rofreshing them-
sclves with ginger-beer at a bench in front
of fho fun.

old_tops!” eaid Jimmy S

glared roun

ICHUMS ON TRAMP!

Grandy jumped up,
<P jolly well—"
“Hallo!” What have you got in that go-
cart?” exclaimed w.n\.m suddenly.
Your Jimmy, laughing.
“We've g i for you, and hero

they are—if (;mndv (looenl think it's clieck
on,our paré lw bring them back !

W ins and Cmnn received the
with hoarticlt thanks: they had fai
up hope of secing them again. Grund

(nok
I handsomo Sunbeam with quite a peculiar
expression on his

eIl Lo said at lst,
“Go hon!” said Jimmy.
“And you're a checky

“I'm obliged!”

oung cad, Silver

“Eh?”

Bl T wput liek yon 2 said Grundy gone

erowly.  “Thero you T won't lick
et Ginflok

Jimmy Silver ,n ]ool\cd at Grandy.

’Umn W l”l one accord v fell upon him,

, roaring, v
Bump bwmp, bump |
Grundy roared. Wilkins and Cunn mwd

too, with happy merriment. But Grundy’

roars were not of rrr-n)mcm 49

of mingled wrath and anguish.
Buamp, bump, bump !
When Jimmy Silver &

their way with Trom
of St. Jim’s sitti t dc “the Red Cow

O S tlok Jen ihia i taces qnmgl...g

<pavnmhcallx to get, his second wind.

\\ ept off his feet,

marched on
eft, Grundy

The Roolwooders' holiday tramp was near-
ing its end, and on the morrow they were
turning their faces towards home.

The chums all agrocd that they had cn-

There's that cheeky Raokawred
fag again! T warn you, young Silver, that
T ot in o fomper to'stand any of your

Td whop you as soon as lock at

'Dc:\r oid Grundy !” said Jimm,

joyed a and  that
amongst ”H‘ ‘)ll"h((‘\( incidents n[ the tour
s their encoimfer with that unique fellow,
George Alfred Grundy !

THE EXND.

« THE FOOL OF THF. SCHOOL! "—Who is ke ? That's a queslion you can ansicey.

Just pop round to your new:
RY, No. 83. This top-nolch c
long 'oinp!- & stovy of Havry Wharion & €
CHARDS.

for goursclf !
Oy

There's a laugl i every finc !

gents and ask for THE SCHOOLBOY;
panion volumne conlains a rollicking
5 of Gregfriavs. DBy FRANK
Don’t miss it, cinms |
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THE GITY OF THE DEAD

A Modern Pompeli!

a sight is rare,
and seems hardly AT S e L
it is true. Even in s0 comparatively modern
& country as America there is a anpqu.
the ruins'of & once prosperous

It went under the engaging name of
Rhyolite, -nd was for many years the busy

centre of & gold camp. Under tho
shadow of the B rog Mdantains it nesiies;
between the borders of California and Nevads.
Seen from the hills there is nothing to
that Rhyolite i but sn inhabited
town. Yet as one draws near, the eerie
silence and quietude forces itsel{ on the
mind.

A Rip-Roaring Camp !

The buildings are practically intact, the
stonework is still in a state of good repair,
but the woodwork and other portable fittings
have been carried away.

Rhyolite the

proper ‘miners desoo
=i pay-rolls in their
pockets, bent on h-vmglgnoduml.

But the days of this rip-roaring cemp
were numbered ; to-day nhyolm T but &
shadow of her former greatnoss streets

and buildings aro deserted, one's footsteps

echoing as one walks over the bare floor-
boards.

On arriving at the town, the first
to cateh m- eye is t main streo
roaring @
latter - d.y- of Rhyohu-

now the ong
"bedolsngu- muqumm-wm
‘was once a beautiful road.

kﬂm"“

Rhyolite’s * Selfridges "' |
The buildings rear up on either side like
it skeletons, their stonework
'lt.h mndowl devoid of
hh 's eyes. On walking into the
hmjdmg. b &m& were beautiful
wi e shops of our
Wonr o of up:a::f i
Rhyolite must have been l very. wealthy
for there is a bank, r{
station, and last but not lun. the pnda
Rh; olm—t.h- departmental stores.

piece of architects

m End of Rhyolite!
The bank is still intact, except,

-oodrkmiﬂung;o‘ 0
for the o 1t
le used

i

residences
citizens. Rhyolite

AQE‘B“‘. to
vl :r-ulldmglmu
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