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No. 202.—THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN

LIBRARY.

THE RQOKWOOD CHPSIES'

Joint up with JIMMY SILVER & Co., and TOMMY DODD & Co., the
Tival caravanners, in this non-stop laughs’ story of the Great Outdors,
starring the Rookwood Chums.

=
GHAPTER 1.
The Garavanners!
ik OSH!”
B Thus Arthur Edward Lovell.
“My dear man—" mur-

mured Jimmy Silver.

“Dosh!” repeated Lovell, still more
emphatically.

Evidently Art'hur Edward held strong

opinions on the subject under dis-
cussion.
Bisby ad Newcoms grinned and said oy
nothin
But they looked as if they agreed
with Love
aw, ook here——" began Jimmy
Bilver again.
Luvell smﬂed
1 5 sh, and T mean bosh!” he
retortaa. ”Boah bosh! What do you
think, Raby?”

On, leave it to Jimmy,” said Raby

Bhlosophlcail. “Jimumy will have his
n the long Tun, anyhow.”

sh
"lee Jimmy his head,” said New-
To thh Lovell replied once more:

Lovars voeabulars, that fine summen

morning, scemed rather limi

g0 owever, swretata his feels

iny

The Fistical Four, of the Rookwood
just. fihishing bregkfast,

usua'l, in the dusky Old OB.k pﬂnelled
m at Rookwood School
The chums of the Cmssxcai Fburﬂ)
were going caravanning, which
all agreed was a ripping idea, mough
there were some detalls which ap<
parently they did not quite agree upon.
After visiting their homes they hadi
gathered once more at the Golden Lion
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Inn, in a country village, where the
journey was to begin.
J’l‘h ycaravnn was there, and’ the
horse, and the tent, and ihe vafious
appurtenances.

- Jimmy Silver had arrived first, and
lnsuec(’ﬂd the property, and he was

tox broakfast they wore to start,
and then came up the guestion upon
which Arthur Edward Lovell pro-
nounced so emphatic an opinion.

inuny Silver smiled patiently.

In Rookwood, or out of Rookwood, I
was still the tactful “Uncle James,”
whose word was law In the Fourth.

He opened his lips to reply, buL Lovell
did not give him time to speal

osh!” he sald once more. ”Rub—
bishi “pimel Rob! Tt vl spoil the
whole thing! the thump do
we want with an elderly person to 100k

&

after us? Can't we look after our-
es?
“We czm, BEI‘eed Jimmy.
“First-rate,” said Ral

by. "I must say
I agree \'lth I.nvell there. Some dashed
old doddcrer mLcrf(‘rmg with us will
SPDll the fun
‘Whal do we want with a blessed

elder person?” demanded Lovell.

“We don't want him,” admitted
"Well Lhen that settles it.”
““Not quite,
_ "Oh, don't begin again, Jimmy!”
lmp]m'ed Lovell. “Let’s take that

question as settled. Two in the van,
and two in the tent; that’s enough for

8
8

us. Of course, we could squee
another in the tent; but we don't want

“Give a chap a chance to speak,”

aid  Jimmy  Silver beseechingly.
Noure e & gramophone  thaf
won'h run down, Lovell  The pafer
“I don't want to rag your pater,
Jimmy; bub if he said we can't look
after ourselves he's offside, ‘and you
may as well te) el bim.?

e pater o
“Hallo! 'rheym shoving the van

out into the roud " said Raby, glancing
out of the win

e pater sxud—"
“And there’s the horse,” said New-
come, following Raby’s glance. “Looks

a bit of an old catsmeat specimen!™
“Did you expect to see a thorough-
b;ed cavalry  charger?” demanded
ilver.  “He's a good horse,

“Lots! " agreed Raby.
“Precious little anything else,” re-
marked New
o

come,
h, rats! Look here, the pater said

“Jimmy, old man, I respect you for
admiring your pater, but there can be
too much®said, even on that subject,”

said Lovell. “I suggest you give your

pater & rest.”

“The pater said—"

“Oh, feb him gt 1t out, Lovell,” said
Raby resignediy. “You know Jimmy.
He won't leave off wagging his chin till
it’s tired.”

“The pater,” pursued Jimmy Silver
victoriously, “said that he could trust
us anywhere, and was sure we shou]dn

get into trouble; but it seemed som
What more in secordancs with the At
ness of things for me to have an elder
person with me on such a tour.”
“Your pater talks like a picture-book,
old man.
n on,” said Lot
relieves their minds, and doesn’s do any

“I agreed with the p;.\ter,” continued
Jimmy Silver. “I felt that he would be
more satisfied if I had an clder person
with me. And he didn’t care who it
was. He knew T should find somebody
suitable. And I've done it.”

“You've found the rotter?” exclaimed

t | Lovell,

5.

:‘Where is he?”

"In the Golden Lion?”

‘.Y

“Then I suppose we're bound to take
him,” gruw!ed Lovell. “ Look here,
Jimmy, you ought not to have sprung
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tois on_us. It will spoil the whole
thing. Your pater didn’t order you to,
50 there was no need. Brra-1”

“Well, T felt bound to concede the
point,” explained Jimmy Silver. “But
The Ghiap tontt 5 bad sorL”

“What's he like?”

:1Well, nes not very goodooking.”

his looks! That doesn't

matLer ”

“Perhaps you might consider him

good-looking, ~ though, Lavell,” said
Jimmy Silver musingly.  “There’s no
telling.”

“Blow his looks, good or otherwise.
What's he like in other ways?
“Well, he talks rather a lot.”
ar!”

“He's awfully emphatic in delivering
his opinions.”

“'Bless him!”

*And he hasn't very much sense, T'm
afraid,” admitted Jimmy Silver.

“Oh, crumbs!” said Lovell.
he drive?”

“He thinks he can.”

“Can he put up a tent?”

““Can

“Well, I expect he would muck it
“Can he cook?”

“Rottenly!”

“Great pip! And that's the kind of

howlin’ frump you've planbed on us for
a nar&vsm tour!” mared
at’s his name’

- Archur Edward Lovell'"

% a-ato

Lovell stared open- mout.hcd ab
captain of the Rookwood Fous

Jlmmy Silver smiled swe Cetly and

the

"¥ou see, youre older than I am,
Lovell” he explained, sofily as Lhe
cooing dove. “Only o few mon
but that makes you an clder erson,
doesn't it? n the pater said I'd
better have an elder person_with me
1 thought of Json at ance, You were
coming, anyway, so it was all right.”

Tovelrs face was a Sy,

Raby and Newcome burst into a roar
of iaughter,

I Gawned upon all three that Jimmy

Silver had been gently pulling Arthur
Edward’s leg.

* Xou—you—you—" stuttered Lovell
at 1

o, ha, ha!”

“Ycu~yoa were. dcscnbmg on old

mp!”  roared Lov ou—you

R o good-looking.”

“I said you might consider he was.

So ‘you might. There’s no accounting
for tastes.”

“He, ha, hal” yelled Raby and New-
com

a Youﬁyau—you funny idigh” gasped
Lovell. **Nevi suppose
that's what you ca,ll 2 joke, So we're
going on our own, after all?”

G At —
silver.

“That's all right, then, fathead!

Let’s go and see the van,” said Lovell.

And the chums of Rookwood saun-
tered out into the road to_examine the
caravan that was to bear them for days
and nights through the leafy Kentish
lanes.

CHAPTER 1.
The Caravan!

IMMY SILVER & Co. were in great

spirits that mornin

The weather was glarl(ms, which
was very cheering for caravanners. A
downpour of rain would have been
rather discouraging for the start.

But the sky was blue, dotted with
fleccy clouds, and warm sunshine
streamed down upan the green carth.

And the fact that mey Yero going
“on their own ” elated the

Mr. Silver had raised no objecuon to
Jimmy and his chums going “on their
own.”

e had merely suggested that they
rmght like to have an elder person to
look after them.

But that was “lett to Jimmy to settle:

And he had settled it—to his own satis-
faction and that of his comrades.

Three other Rookwood fellows were
going caravanning in the same county
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that voc: ﬁmon ’I‘ummj Dodd & Co. fof
e Moder

Bub Llwv were taking Sergeant Kettle
with them; and, ihough the sergeant
vwas 2 splendid old che way,
the juniors regarded e on something
of a “cold douche * on & caravan tour.

They did not envy the three Tommies
the ‘“looking after” they would get
{from Mr. Keftle,

The Classical chums of Rookwood
surveyed the van with great satisfac-
tion,

It looked a large and roomy vehicle
from without, though n'it could
hardly be called roomy.

It was very fresh-looking, with new
paint hat glistened in the sun, though
how long that paint would remain
fresh-looking was a question that was
very soon to be answered.

A man was holding the horse close
at hand, ready to put in.

The horse did look rather bony, but
he looked strong; and Lovells sug-
gestion that things could be hung on
him if there wasn’t room in the van

was an exaggeration.
“Ripping, st 12" said Jimmy
“Wel the van looks prime,” said |°

"“Lets see inside.”

He jammed the sleps in position and
mounted, and tried to open’ the door

It remained fast, however.

Lovell.

“This blessed door's stuck!” called
out Lovell.
“Can’t be” answered Jimmy. “I

left it unfastened when I Jooked in last
evening. Use your head, old chap,
4F t.eu you it won't open.™

“Nobby. )sn't it?” sald Jimmy, point-
ing to the newly curtained window.
“Like a—like a West End flal, really-
not much elbow-room, but very dainty.
e ‘Topping!" sald Raby heartily.

I dare say therell be room for tw
in the van. Lucky Tubby Muffin isn't
one of the two, though.

Jimmy laughed.

Tubby Muffin, of Lhr Classical Fourth

at  RoOKwo a csmmrexence
which was not at '\ll suited to the
fined space of a caravan.

The cheerful Tubby had lnformed
Jimmy that he was “coming,” but the
opinion of Lhe Fistical Four was that he
wasn't col

And Jlmmy, though he had received
three affectionate letters while at home
from Tubby—one each morning—had
omitted to reply to them giving “details

of the arrangement

Tubby, who was 1ot a good walker,
and was remarkably unhandy at every-
thing, was not a desirable addition to a
caravan pzrty, especially as he woum
have to watched to sce ibat hi
did not bo‘t all the provisions on me

first de;

“Is the man going to put the horse
in, or are we?” asked Newcome rather
<doeubtfully.

Oh we’d better do it!” answered
. “Better get into the habit.
You only have to back him into place,
and—and fasten the traces and buckles
and things, and—and &herc you are,
you know!  Quite simple.
“I tell you this dashed door won't
pe; u'” Toare
open it, old chﬂp'” said New-
Ome " “We want Lo see in the van.”
“It won't open!
Let me do IU" said Jimmy re-

gneaxy

TLovell snorted and made room for
Jimmy Silver, who tried his hand on
the door.
To his surprise it did not open,

“Well?" snorted Lovell.

“My hat! Its gob stuck!” said
Jimmy in surprise. “Tt can't be bolted,
There’s nobody in the van, surely.”

“My hat! Might be some tramp got
in it %o Sleep, witlle it was in the vard
last night!” grinned Raby.

“On, rot! Is got jammed a bit.
The van ign't standing guite cven,” satd

mmy. “Never mind it now. Leb's
et the horse n
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"1 shouldn't wonder if: there's some-

body inside,” gr\mted Lovell. “Tt looks:
like it to me.”
AL WP‘I if there is let him stick

aid Jimmy. “We'll Tout him

nut lam on and give him a long walk
back!”

““Oh, That
right!”

And the four juniors gave their atten- |
tion to the horse,
stableman

good! will serve him

relinguished.

the juniors procecded to hack him. into
positien.

The horse seemed to have some slight |}
chbjection to backing, however.

He set his front feet firmly on the
ground, and they gid not budge an inch,
and the backing process. only caused
him to rear on his 4 legs.

“Obstinate beast!”

“What's the matter

growled Lovell
g

say!” ‘‘Here, let the
man do 1( and v.ell watch him.

‘‘Shove him said
Jimmy Silver,

The stableman grinned' and. shoved
him in and buckled the harness,

For some reason the horse obeyed
the stableman: Perhaps he knew what
he would get if he didn’t.

By the time the horse was harnessed
quite a little crowd had gathered round
to wa 3

‘The Rookwooders were the cyneswre
of all eyes,

They felt a little uncomfortable at
being brought so prominently into the
limelight, but they affected to take no
notice 0{ the stares that were fixed
upon

b ‘/v'hc e's the tent?”
suddenty.
ed inside.”

o And an grub?”

"v

n, my man!”

“well, the scegee's fixed up,”

The that [
animal to them, touching his hat, and [

“‘Wants a jolly good thmg, 1 should
gasped Raby.

asked Lovell |

said Raby. “If youlre sive everytiting's
in the van, Jiminy—

“T went over everything specially Jast
levening before yow fellows amved;”
said Jimmy.

*“Then lel's start.
half Kent round us
hcrc ‘much longer.”

“We ought to_get, that door open
arst,” mullercd Lovell “It may be
stuck tight, and we may neea tools.”

“Better geti off!” urged Raby.

‘The crewd: of vilihgers was tiiickening
round tlic caravan, and; the four chums
Were coming in foy an: amount of abten-
tion: thet. was, rathen discomforting.
| One old lady actually asked Lovell if
‘e had Brooms to sell} and an old fellow
(was: heard to declare that them
gipsies ¥ ought. to-be: anrested; and: that
Be knew now what had hecomo- of his

5.

We shall have
soon if we stick

It was evidently high time to start.
Jimmy Silver had: settled: the hill at
the inn, and he gave the stableman. his

Ilitip and’ went. to: the Horse’s he
dare say there’s a way of doing these | . 5 heatt
ngs. i

“Who's going to drive?” asked Lovell.
“You. can if yow ke, old top. Flklead
the horse while. you do it in ease of
accidents,
“You Ay st
“On, ,‘,
Jimny Silver started the hazse.
took the reins, andi Raby and
Newoome walked' with Jimmy,
The caravan; with a bump and &
clatter, was set in motion:
And as it rumbled on the Tough: read
there. came a sudden crash fronr within

the vehicle.
ofy | Iehodophatts
- Thatis the eggs!”
Yol e
There wos B loud gufaw: fxom the
'watching villagers.
And' tie vowc of the old inhabitant
‘who had missed: his' fowls was heard
maquiring :
“Wilere, did them young eipsies get
linem: ezgs? The erlice ought' 0 be

ejaculated

fold abcut this ’erc



Wth crlmson faces the caravanners
pushe

Thcy were quite anxious to get out of
the village and away on the long white
road thati stretched ahead.

CHAPTER 3.
On the Road!
oLT!

Rumble!

Arthur Edward Lovell was driv-
ing, and he found the horse extremely
casy to manage, probably aUSe
Jimmy Silver was leading him.

Three of the juniors were walki

A number of the anlookers followed
the van to the outskirts of the village,
but after that the caravanners were left
to t.hem..elves, for which relief they
were very thar

A long whlte mad lay bcfore them, | UB,

bordered on one side by g dusky
woods, and on the other shie by verdan(;
fields.

Thc sun shone brightly, and the sur-
lings were so pleasant that their
spirlts naturally rose.
re was a good deal of dust on the
road, and a molor-car or two_ passed
them, and a few cyclists, but the cars
were few.

“All the same, we won't stick to the
high road long,” added Jimmy, as a
motor-car rushed by, shaving the Cmn-
van by aboul an inch.

s, about three xmlL‘
" asked Raby.

Yo
5%

Do you think 1 should start cara-
vanning withoul a map?’ he inquired.
“My dear chap, there's no telling
what ‘you would do!" answered Raby
affably.
soon as we get, off the high rond
well stop and get this van open,” said
vell. ¥ I'm rather anxious about 1t.”
“on, that's i right !
“That's all very well. But suppose
the door won't come open?” sald Lovell.
at are we going to do for grub at
Tunch-{ t(me?

THE ROOKWOOD GIPSIES!

That was a serious question, and
Jimmy Silver agreed,

¢ caravan rumbled on.
Jimmy Silver ceased to lead the
horse, and sauntered on beside it; but
in a ‘minute or two he found himself
sauntering ahead.
“The horse hadl stopped.
“Come on, Lovell!” he called out.
- Youre driving, ain't you, Love?"
inquired Newcom
Lovell's answer was a snort,
inly was driving, but the
horse did not seem to be aware of it,
for he had stopped, and scemed &
ngen cracked his whip furlously.
e

-up!” he . “Get on, you
critter! -Go it, good old hossé Get &
move on, you bDny beast! Yah! Gee-

“lGee-upl” echoed the rest encourag-
ngly.

Possibly the horse realised that he
had only youngsters to deal with, and
had alres spotted the fact that there
was 1o “elder ” person in the party.

Certainly he seemed to be under the
impression that he could do as he liked.

Lovell jerked the reins, and tugged at
them, and slacked them, and cracked
whip, and uted and roared.

‘The horse moved on at a snail’s pucc
jerking the van slowly behind
while he cropped contemed]y at the
grass on the wrong side of the road.

Sometimes he raised h.\s head m a
bored sort of way as Lovell put his
strength into his tugglng, but always
his muzzle went down to the grass
again.

2 t"' panted mveu crlmson
with b‘s exertions. rotten brute!
‘The obstinate Hun! I 11 Jolly Well make
h\m go' %

ack, whack, whack!
lcvcll did not like WNDFinZ a horse;
but he was at the emnd of his patience

tartling
The horse threw up Wis nead and
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started at a run, and then broke into a
gallop.
Jiminy Siiver and Raby and Newcome
jumped out of the way in
the caravan thundered away down the
Tond.
*Stop him!” yelled Jimmy.
“Pull in, you ass!” siricked New-

come.
Lovell did not answer. He was try-
ing to pull his horse in, and he needed
all his wind.
as he was, the caravan horse
was decidedly a powerful nth.nl and it
rely possible that Arthur
2s not a first-class dnver
The caravan jolted and thundered
along at a great rate, with Jimmy Silver

and Raby and Newcome in frantic
pursul

i¥hoal” panted Tavell  “Ob, you
xo‘Lf:n st Whoa!”

e horse was \\armmg to his
»\(.ll» nm\' and he thundered on,
There 23 an omineus claltering in-
side the v.

The Lrocherv was

sufferin,
Un(ortunal.ely the horse kept on Lhe 2

wrong side of the ro: and
Lovell's efforts not only to stop h!m, buh
to pull lnm acress.

2Zin,
otor«:ax came In sight ahead.

Up like a ramrod rase the impertant
gentleman, with his white moustache
bristling.

He jammed an eyeglass into his eye,
and tixed the unhappy caravannor with

2 deadly g
What \vlmt i lle ejaculated.
“‘Clear the road! Bezﬂ Take that

dasned Thing Oit of he way. hetads
What, what!”

“Im trying tol” howled Lovel.
“Can't you see Tm trying 02"

“What, what!”

Fortunately Jimmy Silver came past-
ing up at that moment, and he seized
the horse's head and dragged him on.

The caravan rumbled to its own side
of the road, and the car got into motion

again md buzzed past.
The stiff gentleman sat down again
stmy, i ihunder in his face, as his

ar sped by the caravan at last.
L ink T lead the horse now!”

gasped Jimmy Silv
“No need. T can drive him.”
“ What?”

“Do you think I can't drive?” reared
Lovell heatedly.

“Well, my only hat!” exclaimed
. ¥es, old man, I do think you
can’t drive. And I've had enough of
blocking up the road and putting eld
g!nts into epileptic fits. Kim on,

Bol( upright in it sat a gentleman, | hoss

with a whife moustache and a brown
face and stern brows.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped J'mmy Silver,
pan(mv along behind the v:

Lovell made a frantic eﬂort to drag
ihe horse to the left.

He succeeded at last, to the extent
that the caravan was dragged across
the road, blocking it nearly from side
to side.

There was a loud and incessant hoot-
ing from the car, warning the cara-
vanners to clear the road.
ortunately the driver knew his busi-
s, or there might have been a
tastrophe.

The car slowed down in time, and
slopped.

A Jimmy led him.

CHAPTER 4.
Tubby Mufiin Makes Terms!
'HE caravanners wem glad when
I they turned out of the high oad
into a green couniry lan
It was safer there, a5 Newcome ré-
marked, if Lovell started driving again,
Lovell sniffed:
“I can manage horses,” he said.
“The beast would have gone all nght it
Jimmy Bado's been leading him a
That's what did
O, my hat!” i Jimmy.
“Well, we've been. folly, Iyéky,” said
. “We've come three miles safely,
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with Lovell driving nearly all the tjme.”
“L00k here, you ass—"

“Shush!” said Ji silver pacifi-
cally. “‘Don't let's begin ragging. LeL'
get the van open now we've stopped.”

The horse was contentedly cropping
at the side of the lane, and the junlors
were able to tum their attention to the
dogr of tie carava

ilver !ﬂed it in vain.

Lommetow or other the door was

blocked, and certainly it would not

open.
' Blessed if I understand it!" growled
“It seems to be locked. But
kod?”
“We shall want tools to open it,” seid
Lovell. “Have we got any tools?”
“yes"

“In the van, of course!”

' Well, of all the asses—"

“Ought we to have the tools strung
outside the van?” demanded Jimmy
Silver warmly. “Of course they're in-
side! Look here, we shall have to burst
in the window. Newgome can crawl in.

he's the thinnest

Jimmg Slver wes suddenly nter-

Tupted by & voice Inside the

“0n, my

There was evidently someone within
the caravan!

“Great Scott!” exclaimed Jimmy.

“Then—then there is some 6d
tramp In the van, after all, and he's
locked us out

“The cheaky cad!” exclaimed Lovell
wrzathfully.

“Hold on, though!”
come. "I think I know thal !
“How can you know it, fathead? It's
some tramp!”

“It “sounded to me like Muffin’s
vaice,”

“Muffin!” shouted Jimmy Silver.
He knocked on the doo
in there?

0’ “answer, you
rotter!”
“I say, Jimmy!"” came from within.
And the Fistival Four shontod I sir-
prised and wrathful chorus:
“Tubby Muffin!

There was no doubt now. It was the

voice of Tubby Muflin, the fat Classieal
of Rookwood.

e
Lovell kicked at the door.
uLet us in, you fst villain!
you lacked
course I mve old chap!"”
“T'll old chap you'” gasped Loven.
“You walt till I get
:mop You, you fa boundert”

Y then you jolly well won'c gel int”
angwered the {nvisible
d you get in Lherc, you fat
vulam"" shnmd Jimmy
“1 ou 1 was commg. dxdnt L
Jimmyes g Tubby Muffin in
Jured tone, "I wash't going to Sasore
you this vac, you know. 1 telographed
pater as you didn’t answer my
letiers, nnd he wired back where I could

Have

l'll hurst

you."”
“You—you fat . rotter!” roared
Jimmy. “You must have wired as If

you were one of the party, then!”
“Well, T am one of the part), ain't
!

You—you—you—-
"I got to t.he place ]B.te last night,”
continued Tubby. “The Golden Lion
was closed, and I thought I wouldn'z
wuke you up, Jimmy; and as the vm
as in the yard I got mw:ttosl
Dm\t , worry about me. I slept all

"Worry about you!” gasped Jimmy.
“I was quite all rﬂgh&" said Tubby
reassuringly. “And I've had som
brekker. I iound some blseuits and 11
lunch ton;
“He's wolfod our biscuits! "
‘' He's scoffed our lunch!”
i We'u splﬂlcs.te him!”
, you know!” came Tubby
Mumns Vit m protest. *You didn't
ant me to go hungry, did you? I call
Lhat Jolly selfen !
“Why didn’t you let us know Jou
were there when we started?” ro

o ‘wasn't going to bother you, you

“Yo mean you know we'd have
kicked you out!"
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“Ahem! I—"

“You fat villain!"” shouted Jimmy
Silver. “If you'd come into the Golden
‘Lion we'd have booted you out. That's
why you snoozed in the van!”

'm sure you wouldn't treat a pal
like that, Jimmy!"”

“I'll pal youl" muttered Jimmy.

“I say, it's getting near lunch-time,
ain't its” wem. on by Muffin. “ This
van wants clearing up. There’s a lot of
eggs smashed, and some crocks bmken
are Jou Tellows. reedy for

we are, you fat norm
A]l serene! I've started ul!'ESdY!"

“You—you've started?”

“Yes. I've found the sardines and
salmon and the cold potatoes. I'd rather

¢ something a bit more solid. But
it's all right. Don’t worry about me,
‘The cucumber is a treat!”

“He's bagged our cucumber!”
Lovell in sulphurous tones.

“‘Open that door!” Toared Jimmy.

. I say, are you waxy?”

“You'll see whether we're waxy or
not. when \’ée get. at you, you fat toad!”
TORTY

* ’I'hen you jolly well won't get at
me!" retorted Tubby Muﬂin “You
canh get ln un.lass I choose!

' Wha-a-at'

“If you donl. open the door we'll

said

break in the wludaw and get in that Jimm;

way!” shouted Ri

“You can’t, old ehnpl I should shove
you out w!th the

“On, m: ,..

‘The l"lsucal Four exchanged glances
of hopeless wral

‘Tubby as master of the
situation, as a matter of fact.
He was looking

In the van, and, with-
out actually delnollshin th vehicle,
there was no way of gemng at
And all the provisions were In his

keeping, and the Classical chums fairly
trembled for them; they knew Tubby
Muffin’s inordinate appetite of old.

“We—we—well slaughter him!”
gasped Lovell at last.

“1 say, Jimmy—"

(el you fat tond?”
o it pax, old man! I came to

e pal, you know. I'm going
to caravan with you, old fellow. I shall be
awfully useful. “You want a fe"BW with
a he on him to manage—'

L1 mansge you! ™" howled Lovell

“T can cook, to ufin. “You
know how I can cook Makr- it pax,
and lets go caravanning togeter, Yo

“We'te going f/J slnughter you!”
“Oh, sll right! "l go on with my
lunch while you Lh]nk it over,” was
plac\d rep]y of the invisible Tubby.
grub alone!” shrieked
ancll ln rrenzxed tones,
say!
no

1ou—you—you

o1 Jimmy,
cucumber"' asked Tubby
“If there is you might say where.
goes jolly well with on!”

Jimmy Silver did not answer that
cool request,

was 4 sound within the cara-

van of a tin-opener at work on tins,

Tubb; uffin was not wi

& Well my hat!” sald Lovell at ln.st
“What the thump are we going (o d
You’ re leadér of this show, Jlmm

Silye
msed if I know,”

“Open that door, Muffin!” shouted
come,

Newco
‘“Are you making it pax?” inquired

Im hungry, you

g

ls there another
calmly.
It

confessed

“No you owl!”

“Then I'm not going to open Uic
I'm quite comfy in here said
Tubby Muffin, “There's enough grub
to last me for two or three da ays. I
don’t mind.”

‘The caravanners withdrew to consult,

Tubby Muffin was left to enjoy his
ample lunch in

‘The Fistical Four were perplexed, and
at a loss.

How to deal with the egregious
Tubby was 5

Forcing in the Window and creeping
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in was not feasible if Tubby Mufin
handled the breom inside as a weapon
of defence, and doubtlcss he would do
so rather than t ragging and be
Sranded on the road aflerwards.

ently the fat Classical had made
up b mind to become & member of the
ceravan pazty by hook or by crook.

Jimmy Silver's good humour came to
e reseue at last, and Ne grinned.

" Afier al), let him come.” e said,
“we'll make him do the cooking and
work. The fat bounder will be useful.

©Td rather sealp him!” growle
Lovel

Y Heiter make terms with im before
al] the grub's p,one!"’ grinned Newcome,

cmd Jmmy ¢ sitver,
and he stepped up to the and
tapped on 1t. *Tubby, you St rorior 1

" Hallo, old pal!”

“Let us in! I pax, and youre
coming alang with us.

*Honest In_]un Simimy?"

“Yes,

Al seenet”

The door was thrown open, and
Tubby Muffin's fat face beamed out on
the chums of Rookwe

“Jolly glad to_see you fellows!” said
Tubby affably. - Quile 2 happy party—
hat? Tots of grub left for you. Pile

The looks the Pistical Four gave
Tubby Muffin would have withered a
toad, but Tubby did not seem to mind.
“Honest Injun” made the compact
snviclablo, and Tubby ot quite secure,
And the hungry caravanners gave
fheir atfention fo' lunch, and_though
Tubby M ad started first he
Snistied Jas

CHAPTER 5.
Gamping Out!
'LL drive!” said Tubby Muffin,
Lovell rose from the grass by
the roadside and yawned.
The caravanuers had lunched com-
fortably, enough, seated in the grass be-
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side the leafy lane, with a big
Shreading iis shady boughs over them.
The carayan was drawn up beside the
lane, and the horse Was cropping the
grass with great satisfaction.
“First of all,’ said Jiminy Silver,
“you'll clean up (he van, Tubby. You

ought not to have allowed those eggs to
tumi T as you were in the van.
Youll clean them up.”

* They're not ewmble now, oid chap,”
ﬂ]ere

““Clear
erocks, too. When }'ou‘ve done get out
of the van and walk. Come on,
chappies!”

Tllbby. on second thoughts, was glad

take on the clcamng operations, as

he could do it in the v:

He did mot want to walk, especially
after a meal

‘The horse was induced to leave the
g without difficulty, and the
van rolled on along the leafy lane.

The Fistical Four walked on with the
horse, hoofing it cheerily, while Tubby
Mufiin busied himself in the van.

Tubby’s idea of making himself useful
was to put his head out of the van
every few minutes and ask Jimmy
Silver where the things were.

He could not find a pail or a cloth or
a brush or a broom, or, in fact, any-
thing by his own exertions, and after
Jimmy Silver had replied to five or six

Tueby's fat face came out onee more.
I say, Jimmy? he squeaked.
1lo!”

“Hal
“Where's the tea-cloth, if I ‘m te wash
these things? r00000h !

‘Tubby Muffin disappeared into the
van as the turf whizzed through the
air and smote him on his plump chest

There was a roar of amazement and
Wrat.h Irom the fat Classical.

oogh! Greogh! OR, ab
thn er you do that for, Jimm

ah.
1y Silver,

you mad idiot?"
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out!”
've got

' Go on asking questions, u!d
answered Jimmy cheerily
anather clod for you if you do!

_ "Groogn! You—you— Look here

"“Use your head, 0l chap! This lsn't
a slacker’s procession.

Tubby Muffin snorted with wrath.

But after that he used his head, and
1id not ask any more questions.

When the answer o a question came
in the form of a whizzing clod, Tubby
found that he could find things by
Aookmg for them.

down when you've finishe
Lovell called out several times. " You're
too big a load for the geegee.”

‘Tubby hung out his Jobs as long as
possible.

He was debating in his mind whether
to start scrubbing out the caravan, in
Iact, rather than alight, when Lovell
came in for him at last.

Lovell helped him out, and after that
Tubby Muffin walked with the rest, with
a very injured expression on his. fat

Fac
5 can't keep up this pace,
chaps!” he exposiulated.
“Don't then!” answ
“But I can't be left bchlnd can 7
howled Tubby.

“1 don't see why not.”

B groled Tubby Mufin
And ‘ne found that he could keep the
pace quite we

Jimmy Sitver consulted his map once
or twice as the caravanners marched

you

He had fixed on & village for camping
for the night, where there was a handy
eld. and “grub could be purchased
a farm if requi
But Lhe pace es hot quite up to
anticipations, and the juniors found
hemselves a little tired later in the
alternoon,

It was {heir first day on the road, and
they were not yet hardened to it.

And the sight of a beautiful 5pot for
camping decided them not to push on

to their intended destination.

The caravan was mmmg 2 deep
lane, between lines of great trees that
shaded the road, with rich cornlands
stretehing away on either side.

The wheat gave way to pasture, and
then the beautiful spot was sighted—a

green fleld, with a shining rivulet cross-
ing it at the bott tom, and a clump of
o trees near the stream, and a wide
gate in the fence.

The cyes of the caravanners rested
on thal ideal spot, and they exchanged
glances.

That

“Just what we want!"
Lovell

No 1‘00(1 overdoing it on the first
e remarked In & careless
ter all, ';e ve got to

a ripping place!” said Rab;
rcmnrkecl

day,
SO of wa
Tight a_campire, and all

“Let's stop!” gasped Tubby Muffin.
“I'm tired, you know—jolly tired.”

Jimmy Silver, without answering, sur-
veyed the fleld.

Certainly Uiy ssere not likely Lo find
a more suitable spof

R4 tre caravanners never mapped

out their proceedings with exactitude.
14 was more in the spirit of caravanning
to follow the fortune of the road.
couldn't do better!” urged

[ agreed Jimmy. »But we've
ot Lo gel permdssion.
puhhc land Thats an enclosed field.
“Wel can sk, sai

“Let's ask that farmer chap.”

man in a velveteen coat and gaiters
was sitting on the gate of the field,
smoking a cigarette, and glancing
rather curlously at the caravanners.

He was a young man, and looked like

a cporting farmer, an the  juntors
rather liked h

Jimmy ver on "he van, which had
halted in the road, and crossed the beil

of grass to the gate where the young
man was sitting.

The man in the zaiters removed the
cigaretle from his mouth, and nodded
gonially to the Rookwood junior.

“Caravanuing—ch?” he asked
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“That's it,” said Jimm§ Sil
“We're thiniing of camping now. A
‘objection to our camping:in this fleld?”

“The other looked: thoughtful:

“I suppose you wouldm’t set fire to
the trees?” he remarked.

“No,” said Jimmy, laughing,

“@©r bumn up haif the pasture?”

“Of course not. We should' be jolly
careful not to dn any damage if you
let. us camp nere smd‘ Jimmy. “We're
wiling to b

] yo\mg m:m wnwa his hand, as if
diooleiipang e o

1 Sl an't ge you anything,” he
said. “So long as you don’t do any
Teal damage Tve no objection. to_you

camping here, I'm sure. So far
Tm concerned, yowre very welcome.”

“Thanks very much!” said Jimmy.

“Oh, don’t mention it!”

And, with a smile and a nod,
young' man siipped: from the gate, and
whistled to a dog, and strolled away
down the lane.

Jimmy Siiver opened the gate, and
Tubby Mufin was stationed fo hold it
wide open while the hone wos led in.

The horse did not seem quite to un-
derstand, and he backed mstead of
going forward; but four juniors clung

G v and. porsuaded hirh ot Tast that
1t was s business to go through the

er.

s
8

gal

\Wihen that was borne in upon the
equine mind the horse appeared to be
under the n that it was neces-
sary to pass thr ugh the gateway at a
gallop, and Te di

ook out!” ye)lcd Lovell.

Oy Bt

“The caravan rocked through the gate-
way aftor the horse, fortunately just
escaping a ¢

“Tubby Muffin jumped away in alarm,
letting go the gate, which swung to
When the caravan was nearly clear of
the posts.

Then there was a crash, as the gate
collided with a hind-whécl, and the
caravan ground its way, leaving the un-
fortunate mate in a serious condition.
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“ou sily fat duffer:” roared Lovall

didn’t you hold the ga

“On, crumbs!” gasped Thby. “Do
you Lhmk T was going to be run. over?

other the gate, and bother you!”

The Horss slowed down in the field
and began cropping bhe mch pas
with cvident. enjoyment.

he juniors surveyed the
dismay,

o img by one ninge, and one bar

had been reduced: to mal

Thag il Bave ta e paict for !
Raby a Jast,

“Well, we can pay for said
Jimmy Silver. “I dom’t tiink {hab
sporting chap will cuf up rusty; he
looked good-tempered: T think Muffin
oughg_to be sla\xghtered"

“I like that!” said Tupby indig-
nantly. “Why aidn’t you lead: the horso
through pu’)pe"ly” Fou shouldn's have
let, him. go?

“0h, go and eat coke!”

The Rookwooders followed the cara-
van, and came up with i, and ihe
Horse Was led on fowards fe siream
at the farther end of the ficld.

Then Iic was at last taken out, and
tethered, with a_long Tope;

e anabiad him o ‘clop the grass
in o large radius, and alko drink from
the smam if he fel so disposed:

r the trees near the water the
caravanners propaved toCAMD.

Tubhy Muffin wanted to start at once
on the tinned salmon and: sardines and
tho bread, of which there was & good
supply; but he was persuaded not to,

TLovell’s boot being the chief argument

o

n

gate

used.
“Yuu fellows
fire,” said Jimmy Silver.

gather wood for the
“Get as much

a5 you can,, while T get the things oub

of the van.

“Right you are!”

Four juniors started in search of fire-
wood, of which there was plr‘my to be
gathered under the trees and'in the ad-
Joining thdlet, and they rehwned with
their arms ful

Lovell built th° fire in guite a wovl
manlike manner.
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There was an old newspaper, and it
was torn up, dry twigs added, and then
2 match, and as it blazed up firewood
was carefully fed to it—small picces ab
first, and then larger ones.

The camp-fire was soon flaring away
merrily,

Meanwhile, Jimmy  Silver had
brought out the big iron pot, and ar-
ranged the three sticks that were to
support it over the fire, gipsy fashion.

Water was to be had in plenty, and
there were ample potatoes,

While Lovell tended the fire his com-
rades peeled potatoes in groat numbers,
and put them in the p

“Can you put cnbba"e
Raby ashod. rafhier doubi

“Certainly!” answered Jimmy Silver,
with assurance.

He was not sure, but it would never
have dono for a leader to admit that he
wasn't s

S0 the cabbage wen fu.

And  tur dde.l
“Garrots, 100, My a3 well slicp v
the corrots he 9ed _thousntfaly,
wPut some salt in, and pepper, and—

in stews?”
ily.

Jimmy.

Mustard!”
“I\o leave the mustard out!” said
Jimmy,

with the same assurance of

“Plenty of salt, though.”

aid thal ched pot, is long
ng, and cer ly that gipsy pot
seemed a terrible long time to the
hungry juniors.

It boiled at last, and Jimmy Silver
Jabbed a fork into a potato; but it was
still quite hard,

The cabbage seemed to get cooked
first; and after a time the hungry
lnrty throwing ceremony to the winds,
fished out floating fragments of cab-
and ate them wiih chunks of

Never had bread tasted so delightful
35 1t did that summer cvening, after a

* Bleg:

i those spuds!” growled Lovell,
v | o

never get done’

13
“Ought to have cup them up small,
perhaps?” said Newcom B
“Oh, they'll get done in time!” said
Jimmy Silver. “Keep smiling!”
“I—I say!” ejaculated Tubby Muffin.

“That—that chap looks rather ill-
lt]empex’ed don’t he? I—I wonder what
e w;

'I‘he ]umm"s looked round.
oad-shouldered farmer, with
a carb—\vhlp in his hand, was striding
into the field, and the expression on
face cerlainly mdlcawd that he was
very ill-tempered indee
‘The caravanners forgat the obstinate
potatoes for the moment, and fixed
thelr eyes hpon the farmer as he strode
up with anticipation of
Ll,ouble Lbough they could not guess
3

CHAPTER 6.
Marching mdm-
ANG my buttons

D ‘That was the [armets first

remark.

He strode up to the camp, his
purple with wrath, breathless Wlth
haste and fury; Lhough why he should
be in a fury was a mystery to the Rook-
wood caravanners.

“Good-cvening!” ventured Jimmy
Silver, wondering whether the crusty
old fellow was a relation of the good-
natured young man who had given
them permission to camp in the field.

The crusty old gentleman did not re-
turn the greeting.

He appeared to be about to choke
for some moments, and the Rook-
wooders watched him in surprise and
alarm, but at last he found his voice.

“You youns vagabones!” he roared:

“Get a(i my land!” roared the
Iarmc;;, 0

“ Wha-a-at2”

“T'll have the lot of you arrested! By
hokey! You gang of gipsy vagabones!

“Oh, draw it mild!” exclaimed
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Jimmy Silver warmly. “We've had
permission to camp in this field.
don’t know who you are—" g

“I'm Farmer Judkins, as you know
ey well and this is my field!” roared
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But the farmer was evidently inl

I}earnest.

As a matter of fact, he had some|

cause for wrath, not being responsible|

for te practoal foker who had given|
ravan: o

hay” o gave you permismion? 1
neyer diar”

“A—a—a—a man did!”
Jtmmy, with & very queer feeling In-
side. “A—a young man who was—was
sitting on the gate gave us permission

gasped

On, my hat!" murmured Lovell, in

dismay.

The wrath of the farmer opened the
eyes of the caravanners a little, and the
dreadful suspicion came to them that
the good-natured young m&n at the
gate was not the owner of the field at
all, but had been pulling their leg.

“Oh, erumbs!” gasped Tubby Muffir

“Don’t tell me any lies!” roared Mr.
Judkins. “Who could give you per-
mission excepting me, I'd like to know,
when it’s my land?”

B

ul t your son, perhaps—-"

stammered Jimm;
“I haven't any son!” snorted Mr.
“Don’t you tell me any more

You get off my land before I
have you arrested! The last lot of
glpsles by here stole my goat. Off you

. Bt —put we're not gipsies!”

“T don’t care whether you are or not!
Get, off my land before I lay my whip
about you!” roared Mr. Ju

He flourished the cart-whip in the air
as he spoke, as if about to use it.

Tho unhappy caravanners looked at
one_another in dism:

Night waa folling now, and the land-
scape was enshrouded in deep Gusk.

The camp-fire, leaping up red against
the shadows, looked very homely and
comiortable, and 2 delicious scent came
from the stewpot.

And they were hun;

To be ordered off their camping-
ground af thst moment Was a terrible
ow. c

camp in

o her Te, udking ! said.
Jimmy Silver, at Mo, e pay for
the use of the field till the morning, if
yowll let us stay.”

“¥oull pay for the damage fo my
gate, and you won't stay ther
B matel” snbrted M. Judiins, * Now
then, off you go! Fack up and get out!”,

* But—but—]

ere
“Bill1" roared the farmer. “Harry
o g bhne the. bol-
Yerrier!”

“Oh, dear!” murmured Newcome.

'I'here was no help for it.

e juniors were fecling greatly in-

olined 16 handle the mheptadle M.
Judkins; but it was evident that they
could not handle Bill and Mike and
Harry and the bull-terrier,

Morcover, as the farm-hands came
across the field one of them was Carry-
ing a rake and another a pitchfork,

apparently in case there should be
trouble.
“See them off my land!” shouted
r. Judkins.

after them! ¥
my lad, you'll pay for the damage to
that gate, or I'll keep you ‘ere and give;
you into custody.”

“Oh, shut up!”
Silver, his temper rising.
do you want for your rotten old gaw”

“yYouwll pay ten shillings, and youll
get out! Put thab horse in, men, and.
take Lhnt van into the road! ' Look
into the and see if anylhmg s been
stolen smd dden in there!”

“You silly old dummy!” shouted
Lovell, in great wrath. “Do you think
we're thieves?”

Mr. Judkins grasped his whip, and
Lovell cau’hn up a half-burnt log from
the camp-fire.

snapped _ Jimny
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The irate gentleman held his hand.
» he repeated.  “Get off
1 0\.“/ you go, you gang of
youn raseals! Tl have no gipsies on
my land! I dessay you belong to
same gang that stole my goat!
you go!
Tho farmhands were already putting
the mm in the traces, grinning the
whil

th heavy hearts the CR!‘EV&!‘mEl‘a
packed their belongings_bac
van, the siewpot belng Tifted i bmmy
with the ste

A good deal of 16 was spilled as the
caravan was set in motion again and
lurched away towards the gate.

Jimmy Silver handed the farmer a
ten-shilling note.

T was only reasonable (o pay for the
damaged gate; and Judkins re-
celved it with a <norb and a repeated
injunction to get o

ne caravan rumhled into the road
in the pathering darkness.

Inside the van, Tubby Muffin w:
bolting stew, finding great  comfory
therein.

rmer stood frowning and his
rinning as_the unhappy cara-

vanneis fook up their route again, and
moved off into

ot o Tile while .nmmy silver & Co.
did not speak.

Tovell was the first to break the
silence.

“Well, my hat!” was what he said.

“Where the thump are we going to
camp’ at this hour?” murmured New-

come.

“Lev's get out the stew and tuck in,
anyway,” said Raby. "I can't hold ouf
much longer.”

He stepped into the van, and then
Lher&i was a sound of roaring and
scul

‘Then \’Vuﬂins voice was heard, raised
in anguish.

Raby jumped down.

“Wwell, where's the stew?”
Lovell,

asked

the { bl
Out
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“Mufﬁn.s bo’lﬁd all that was left!"”

“ Yow- w-ow!" came from the
van, ’\!\’\Us\‘cd accents. “You
beast, busted my nose, and
Ow-ow-

in

you've
cked my c}e, and—and—
OW-WOW

“On, dear!™ said Jimmy Silver, I
—1 wish we could meet that chap who
gave us permission to camp in that old
bmmders field! I only wish— My

haf

L<v n as Jimmy was speaking, tho
voung man in the velveteen coab end
the gaiters came sight, strolling
along and whistling, with his dog &b
his bee

pped as e saw tae caravan,
and smﬂed gema
Hallo 't you camp, after all?”

he ruened plea tly.

The junjors did not answer.

With one accord they rushed upon
that _ple; young man, and smote
him Mip &d thigh,

ere was a yell from the victim, as
he sat down under the rush, and he
struggled frantically in the grasp of the

But his struggles did not avail him.

He had been too funny at their exe
pense, and they did not spare

By the time they had ﬁr\.\shed with

him the agreeable young man had had
a severe lesson the subject of joking
with caravanner

He was bumped and rolled and pom-
melled and ragged, and finally pitched
into the difch beside the road, and
swamped into black mud,

“Thatll do!" gasped Jimmy Silver.

“Gug-gug-gug-gug!” came from the
darlmess of the dil ch.

Gee-up!” - chortied Lovell,

‘The caravan rolled on, and from
behind the caravanners came weird

and woeful sounds from a hapless prac-
tical joker struggling out of a ditch.

Greatly comforted, Jimmy Silver &
Co. tramped on beside the caravan in ,
the summer night, once more in
cheerful spirits.




CHAPTER 7.
Late Hours!
dear!”

Dry up!”
“Tm awfully tired!”
«Cheese i61”
"I say—"
“Shub up!” roared Arthur Edward
Loyell feroglousiy.
And Tubby Mufin shut up, only
emitting an occasional groan, to show
how tired he was, and how hardly he
considered that he was being used.
High over the woods and the lanes
the Tound moon soared.
1t was & beautiful night.
But the beauty of the night was lost
upon the ROOKWood caravanners.
Jimmy Silver & Co, were fatigued,
and they wanted to Stop and camp,
but luck was not_their way.
ey was leading the herse, who
as tired, 0o, and obstinately refused
1o proveed at more than a snail's pace.
Newcome gave the horse an occa-
sional dispirited prod to buck p.
Jimmy Silver and Lovell strode be-
the van, and Tubby Mufin
dragged on behind, groaning.
by Muffin did not see why he
should Yot Sit on the van and ride.
he Fistical Four did see, however.
The e s tired enegh, without
haying Tubby's tremendous weight to
pull up hill and down dale.
Caravanning was a joyful way of
spending @ holiday, but it has ibs
downs &5 well as ifs ups, and Jixomy
Silver & 0o, of the Classiosl Tourth
o Rookmond, Weta expaeneing some
O the downs to begin with,
passed sleeping villages and
dark, silent farms, where dogs began
le of the wheels
bmke the silence of the ight,

pol
y Silver, who always looked on

the brient side of things, aeclared that
shortly they would find an ideal spot
for camping.
His suggestion was to keep smiling.
jes, however, seemed
rather inclined 10 keep graning.
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“I say—" began Tubby Mufin
dolefully.
Lu ell turned on him.

“Will ycu shuﬁ up?” “he demanded.
ired.”

"Gou can be tired without

jawing. Give your lower jaw a rest.”
“Well camp soon, Tubby,” said
Jimmy Silver.
el
“Shut up!”

“Yes, bub I_say—o>"

“My hat! Il pitch him into the
diteh if he doesn't dry up!” exc!mmcd
Lovell, in great exasperation.

"But T say,” persisted Tubby, wn.h
a Lol “There's a
fe1a yondsr that will do rippingly.”

“onl Wiy couldntyou say soy
then?” grunted Lovel

1 was trying it

“On, ring off!”

Arthiur Edward Lovell vas not in &
very reasonable mood just

Pt said Samy Silver.

Eaby stopped the horse. :

v looked over a gate by the
roadslde which Tubby had spotted.
led into a field, with & haystack
af the Turther end.

“p would suit us” said Low
“only its tog Joliy lafe to ack leave
of the owne

“We domt, want another blessed old

farmer raging on our track,” sai
Newcome dismally.
“Let’s rigk i ,’ sB.\d Raby. “After

all, they Cﬁn't do more than turn us
out in the morning.”

Jimmy Silver did not reply.

He was staring across the field al &
large ob]ecb that Joomed up dimly in
the moonlight.

“Ya.l fellows see that?” he asked,
inting.

“Looks like a cart of someuun" 2
"It’s another caravan.”

“My hat! So it is!” excla.\med
Lovell. “I say, if one lot of car

vanners can camp in this field, anof,her
lot can. Let’ ance it.”
e 4 wondeA » began Jimmy.
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“Dowt start wondering now, old

chap. My legs are fit to drop off.”
jonder ! ated  Jimmy

thoughtfully. “Tommy Dodd and

those Modern worms are carayanning
in this part, you know. That may be
their outfit.”

”Jolly queer to run on them, if it's

so,” said Lovell.  “Like their cheek
to be camping there so jolly comfy,
the Modern worms! Bless Tommy

Dodd and Tommy Cook and Tommy
Doyle, and every other Tommy in the
wide Wurld' We're going to camp in
this fi

And LOVell opened the gat
e “Can’t do better,” ﬂgreed Jimmy

ilver.

The horse was led in at the gate, and
the caravan rumbled into the field.

as the caravan stopped,
Tubby Muffin plunged into_it, Tolled
into one of the berths, and fell fast
aslec)

The Fistical Four took {be horse out
of harness, to graze or sleep as he
chose, and Robinson Crusoe lay dowr
in the grass. The juniors had named
the caravan horse Robinson Crusoe be-
cause he was monarch of all he sur-
veyed.

The Co. looked at one another.

“What about the tent?” murmured

Raby.
"Tuo Jjolly tired!” said Lovcll \vth

a yawn, “Its a warm nigh
try rues m me grass.”
. G

“Thore’s amother berth in the van,”
said Jimmy. “You have it, Newcome,
and we'll camp out with Tugs.”
“Right you are!”
Nc\vcome was asleep in two minutes,
Silver, George Raby, and
Aot B Lovel ool rugs_and
coats out of the van, and disposed them-
selves in the thick, Tich grass.
o.Lovell and Raby closed thelr eyes at

Bum Jimmy sat up on his rug, look-
Ing across the moonlit field at t,he othcr
caraven.

He was tired, but he was wondering

pid

whether that caravan belonged to
Tommy Dodd & the chums of the
Modern side at Rookwood.

He nudged Lovell &5 that youth was
setfling info balmy slumber.

“Lovell, old chap.”
w-aw! Wharer marrer?” Lovell
. “Don’t say the beastly farmer,
is vommg after us!” he gas]

“I was thinking—-"

“T it the Tarmer?”

“No; it’s nobody. But—""

“Go to sleep, then, fathead!™
snorted Lovell, settling down again;
“Can't you let'a chap snooze?”

“I was {hinking—

-r-r-r-r! You can’t think, or you'd
think it vas time to g0 to sleep.” Dry,
up, there’s a good chap

“I was thinking if that's the Modem

carayan—’
“Blow the Moderns!”
Lovell dozed again, was

awakened by another dxg in the ribs.

“Groogh! Wharrer marrer?”

“I say, Lovell, if that's the Modern
van, Tommy Dodd & Co. are fast as!eep.
and they don’t know we're here.

“Shurrup!”

“What a chance to jape the Modern
bo\mders'" urged Jimmy

“You frabjous bs.ndersnntch'" said
Lovell, in sulphurous tones, “Are you
thinking of japing at this time of the
night, when' we're all dog-tired? You
dangérous maniag, go to sleep!”

say another word, and Il

llazs.m you with a tent-peg!” shrieked

And he closed his eyes, and snored
resolutely,

Jimmy Sitver grinned, and rose to his

At Roukwcod Lovell was one of the
keenest on rivalry between Clas-
sical and Mcdem, and always ready Im‘
a “rag” Wlth Tommy Dodd & Co. &
the victim:

But he was too sleepy now to care &
brags farthing for Tommy Dodd or the

whole Modem side, and japes did ot
appeal to hi
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But Jimmy Silver
sterner stuff,

Leaving his comrades fast asleep,
the capt"m of Rookwood Fourth crossed
the fick arcund the obher
caravan, with many humorous plans in
his head, if the caravanning party
Should turn out o be the Rookwood
Moderr:

was made of

CHAPTER 8.
Jimimy Sitver Gots Busyl
HE camp was_silent as Jimmy
T Silver approached it in the glim-
mering moonlight. Only a steady
crop-crop came from a horse tethered
somewhere near,

Near ihe caravan was a tent, and as
Jimmy Silver drew nearer he heard a
sound that mingled with the crop-
cropping of the feeding horse.

It was o low bass, rumbling sound,
which rather surprised Jimmy for a

But the sound came from the tent,
and be grinned as it dawned upon him
what it was.

The meny old
murmured, “ snoring

He was aware mm Mr. Kettle, the
school sergeant, was with the Modern
trio, his duty heing “fo look after”
them on the tour.

And Jimmy recognised that powerful
bags snore now; he had heard it before,
at Rookwood Schoal,

e was_pretly cerlain il
Sergeant Kettle who was
the tent.

But he had to make sure, and he ap-
proached the caravan.

Door and window stood wide open,
o let in the air on the warm summer's

sergeant,” he

6 it was
sleeping in

Jlmmy listened.

Only the smmd of deep breathing
came from within.

The ocoupants of the van, whoever
they were, were  Jast asleop, ‘a5 was
natural at that h

Fimmy sLooped ‘and detached a
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stone from the earth, and tossed it info
£ k out of sight by

one of the big

‘There was a shl Llcd exclamation in
the van,

‘“‘Hallo! hat’s thaf?"

Jimmy ed silently. If was the

i
voice of Tommy Dodd, of the Rookwood

Modern Fourth, and all his doubts were
set at rest now, Lt was undoubtedly the
Modern party the Classical caravanners
had come upon.

What's I say?” repeated
Tommy Dodd.
Bedad, and what's the matter wid

came Tommy Doyle's sleepy

- Something woke me u
to again, hents onis
hme g Tommy Cook's voice,
“No need to wake us up, too, fathead!”
“Something hit me on the nose!”
“How could it, ass!”
“Well, it did!”
“Faith, it's dhraming ye are!” said
Doyle. “Go to slape, ‘and dhrame
about something else!’
"1 tell you something hit me on the

nose!” o?clax’n"d ex-
citedly. *'If one of you (e]lo“s ls play-
ing tricl £

+00, g0 to gleepl”
my Dodd gmnl,bd and 1aid his
head on the pillow azin.

The voice died aw
silence was brokes
breathing.

Jumimy Silver aid not move for some

y, end soon the
only by deep

But os socn as he was sure that the
Modern juniors were asleep again he
m-pc "t the door of the van and peered

"t was dim enough inside, but erough
moonlight penetrafed by door aad win-

w for Jimmy to make oub the in-
tezior.

ere two berths inside, onﬂ

above. tnc other, as in the Cla: vat

A third bed weas ma.tl(‘ on thr‘ ﬂcm,

and Jimmy gus it was Tomry
Dodd who occupied mac from the fact

that the pebble fallen on his nose,
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Apparcntly the sergeant had the tent

Posslbly xt Was the old military gentle-
man’s formidable snore which ac-
counted for that fact.

immy’s sleepy. but cheerful,
grinned into the

Tommy Dodd’s head was towards the
door, doubtless for the air.

With a deft hand, Jimmy tossed
another pepple into the van, and it
dropped on the sleeper's face.

Tommy Dodd came out of the land of
dreams with a jum

In a twinkli my Silver was back
in cover behind the ‘wheel.

B “What's that?” spluttered Tommy

face

He sat up, in startled wrath.

Cook! Doyle!” he shouted.
rra, and is it awake ye are
agin?” exclaimed Tommy Doyle. * Can't
ye o to slape intirely?”

“Who's playing_silly fag tricks?”
yelled Tommy Dodd. “Something
dropped on my face again and woke me
up!

“Youre dreaming,” snapped Cook.
“Por goodness' sake, go to sleep!”

“How can I go to sleep when some
thundering ass keeps on waking me up,
drgpping things on me?”

o

e s, Cooke?”

“Was what, me, fathead?”

* Dropping something on my face.”

“Oh, rats! I'm trying to forget your
face—I don't like nightmares!” snorted

I dwas it you, Doyle?” howled Tommy
d.

“Sure T'm not x‘esponsmle for yere
dhrames, Tommy: Shut up, and let a
chap get some slape!”

“Well,” said Tommy Dodd, in sul-
phurous tones, “if it happens again, Tl
Dave one of you out of those bunks fast

ough! You ought to be glad to have
e Iaamks, wALMOGE playing trcks on &
lellow ‘hecause he's sleeping on the

‘Br
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Tommy Dodd snorted, and settled
down again.

But it was some time before balmy
slumber reigned in the Modern caravan
once more; my Dodd was cross,
which was not surprising

Outsido the van, Jimmy Silver nodded
off, sitting against the wheel in the

He dozed off for s quarter of an hour
or s0, and woke again as he slipped from

e wheel.

He woke with all his wits about him,
and as humorous as ever.

Convinced by the steady breathing in
the van that all was balmy slumber
once more, Jimmy disinterred a pebble
from the ground, and orept to the door.

"Yoowww\
‘Tommy Dodd buu'nded to his feet in

“You sil]y chumps!” he roared.
s ! You awake again!"

“Birwat’s the matter mLuelw" ex-
claimed Doyle. “Hallo! Wharrer you
up ! t0?”

Dodd was dragging him

Tommy
forelbly out of the berth,
old you I'd do it1” raved D
“Bc"m-ra' potty ye are?” yelled
Doyle. ‘“Lave me be!”
“"You shouldnt drop stones on my
fage then, you duffer!
e, I didu't at all, ot all.»
“Well if you didn't, Cook did.
“I didn't, you ass!” roared Cook,
from the other berth. “ You've dreamed
it. I was fast asleep till you woke me

Bump
Tommy Doyle landed on the floor, and
Tommy Dodd plunged into his berth.

‘There was a howl of wrath from
Doyle.
“'Ye spalpeen! Ye loon! Sure I'll

“You can sel le ]t wth Cook,” said
Dodd grimly. ving this bunk, T

know that! I'm fed 'up with your silly
tricks

“Su rE. TI'd rather slape on the floor
than be woke up every ten minutes by
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% Hethering plathersiifet”. growled
Doyle. “Slape in me bunk and be
blowed to you intirel
And Doyle scttled down In Tommy
Dodd's
lmmy “Siver smiled up at the full
round moon, admiring the beauty of the

patience that really did him
gl-Cdl“‘ he \vmtcd for the Moderns to get
0 8

He dld not have long to wait, for the
three Tommics were tircd with a day's
tramping.

Ten minutes later a pebble was pro-
jected deftly into the van, and it
dropped on ‘Tommy Doyle's nose as he
lay on the floor.

It brought him out of dream]and with
a jump, and he sat up,

“‘Ye howling asses! Ye Lhunderlng
chumps! Ye silly spalpeens! Phwal
are ye up to at all, at all?" he roared.

“Great pip, 18 Lhat ass beginning
now?” exclaimed Cook, in great exas-
peration, as Doyle’s vmce bmught. him
suddenly back to wakefulness.

“Ye're peltlng me with stones!”
roarcd Do

“Oh, you ve aoL it now, have you?”
chuc}'l(‘d Tnmmy ‘Then it was

c time!

Pl ycued Cook. “I was fast
asleept

Doyle Jumped up.

“¥ou can tell that to the marines, ye
blatiicrskite!” he exclamed, * Tommy's
had it, and now I've had it, and so it
must be you!"

“I tell you——" raved Cook.

sLend me o hand, Tomry darling.”

my Doad willingly lent o hand,
ami coo}. was dragged out of ms berth,
and bumped on the floor, yelling,

Dogle and Dodd took possession of
the berihs, while Tommy Cook sat on
the floor and ravef

i comeades aid not heed his rav-
Ings, however. They settled down to

sle
my Cook talked to them for
gon ﬂvc minutes. with emphasls, and
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finally settled duwn Lo sleep in the bed
on the floor.

slumber reigned. And
Jimmy Silver, in joyous mood—not feel-
ing at all sleepy now—walted till he
was suro that the Modems were safe In
the arms of Morp)
. Tien, pebble in T B, he looked in b
dooy
There was & faint whiz as the pebble
flew, and it dropped into Tommy Cook’s

car.
It was rather a larger pebble than be-
fore, and it gave Cook a smart tap.
He aveke with & grunt, and his hand
to his ear, where the stone was
still rcstm
e clulched it, and jumped up,
“Tommy Dodd, you rotter!"
roared.
“on, cruibs)
ST you, is 1

he

\th‘rer marrer?”

Who chucked s stone down on
me?" shricked Cool

o Gont be- funny!” ssid Dodd
sleepily. *“Nobody chucked a stone ab
yonr T was you al the time."

“Feel it, then!” By the way of con-
vineing Tommy Dodd Cook jammed the
stone on his nose, and Dodd certainly
folt it, and started up with a yell.
‘dﬂtats what banged into my car, you

iot!

arooh!”

- Faith, amd if that's thrue—"

“ Feel it, y

“Yoop! Ve thundering ass—icave off
hammering my nose, you dangerous
lunatic!”

“Well, then, perhaps you believe now

it’'s a stone, and it dropped in my ear!”
howl okk.
“Faith, and it's the sergeant playing
thricks on us, then!” exclaimed Tommy
Tioyle, with conviction, “It can’t be
anybody else—there's nobody ol here,
except the horse intoire

The three Tommies breathed wrath.

11 three had suffered from the un-
known practical joker, they could not

a [help being aware that the stones must

have come from outside. and Sergeant



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

el e the only other member of
the
Sitnmy Eilver dived under the caravan
r cover, and lay very low. as the three
Toramics came furiously o
Uiy must have been Llw scrgcnm 7
I Dodd. nobody
i o halt @ saile. r‘m\cy 2 man
rge playing such tricks!”
o i's because I dropped the
sucepan on his toe at supper,” aid
c was ratty at the time.
snoring,” said Cook.
€ to,” snorted Tommy
Dodd. ~1¢'s only camouflage, Te can't
be nsleep if he wos chueking stones
at us only a minute ago. Lend me o
hind with these tent-pegs!  Wel give
him chucking stone:
Dosle and Cookr Shuckled, and oincd
Tommy Dodd at the tent-pegs.

the caravan, the hidden
ienl grinned with silent enjoy-
o three Tommics were quick

There was & cragh as the tent came
down, and a roar like unto that of an

angry buffalo from bencath the sprawl-
ing canvas.
And Tommy Dodd & Co. wen

(0 he chvmmas, Teaying Sergonmh Fors
to sort himself out from the wreck of
the tent. And while he was doing 50 the
sergeant could be heard making re-
which certainly were not compli-
towards the Modern chums.

CHAPTER 9.
Sergeant Kettla Waxes Wrathy!
LOGEANT KETTLE crawled out
from under the collapsed tent,
18l

. “Bust it!
it!  What's made the blank old
come down like that there? Blankety-
blankety-blank! Now that there tent’s
£ot to be fixed up again afore a man can
get any sleep!  Blow it!’

The sergeant tramped to the van, He

Bless
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wanted assistance, naturally, in setting
up the tent.

“ Master Dodd! ’‘Ere, wake up!”

Tecp and stendy breathing answered
bim from the Modern caravan.

‘The three Tommies were apparently
fast aslecp.

Wake up!* roared Mr. Kettle,

Snare!

Oh, my heye!”
in impatient w
‘ozs for slecpin’
"Ere, wake up!”

He-groped in the van, and caught the
foot of Tomny Dodd, Who was on the

| grunted the sergeant,
). " Never seed s
B Dy “atusast

oor.
He gave it a jerk, and Tonumny had to
wake up.
But he did 5ot vake up for nothing.
Burglars!”  exclaimed
Tommay Dodd:
He had placed 2 mop in readines
In a moment he grasped it, and
shoved it violently at the shadowy
figure in the doorway.
Crash!

r. Kettle d&sacpmred into the gloom
\J)dl a lou(l ell.

o s 1 panted Tommy Dedds

‘I've dnwned him >

*Good for yez, Tommy!"”
Oh, my heye! Yarcoh! You young
igjit, I am't a burglar!” wailed the
sergeant. *Yeu young dummy, I'm the
sergeant

"My hat! Is that you, Kettle?”
ow-ow! Yes!”

“De"l‘ me!"” said Tommy Dedd.

“What a sad mistake!” murmured
Coole. “I say, sorgexmt why ain’t you
asleep. N t p-walking, T hope?”

My ole te J.. come down, and I want
you to elp me fix it up again!” boomed
the sergeant.

“ Dear me!
come down?"

“The way you ’elped me fix it, T ex-

cct"' gmwlcd Mr. Kettle. “Turn out

d lend a ‘and.”

"n et have hech the sergeant’s
snore that did it, intirely ! * said Tommy
IlDuyl'C “No tent could stand that foxn
long !

‘What could have made it
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“Do you think It was that, sergeant?”
“pon’t give me any of your imper-
ence!” roared the sergeant. " You jest
turn out and lend g 'and! Look lively

TGantt be done, old nut!" answered
Tommy Dodd. “I think your tent very
likely foll on you because you'd been
chuclung stones m this van.”

a, ha!”

"You young idjit!” snorted the ser-
geant. “Who's been chucking stones?”

“You have, you old donkey!”

“I haven't!” roared Mr. Kettle.
\“Meanter say you lugged that there
tent down on me, you young varmints?”

“Well, I really think the tent will

come down on you every time there are and

'srbones chucked into this van,” answered
‘oms

By sum, 1f T ‘ad you in my old regi-
ment!’” murmured the sergeant, in sul-
phurous accent

Hé tramped back to the tent. There
was_ evidently no ald to be obtained
from the juniors in the caravan.

Mr. Kettle stood looking at the tent
for some minutes, making remarks to
space, and then he rolled himself in a
Thg, and settied down to sleop on the
canvas, without troubling to set up the
tent again,

In about ten minutes the sergeant's
formidable snore was audible once more
in the Modern camp.

By that time Jimmy Silver was grow-
ing rather cramped under the van,

But when he heard the deep and
resonant sound once more he crept out
softly and tiptoed towards the sleeping
sergeant

stood near the van, half-full

of \v.xter, with several dishes in it, ap-
pm‘;}ntly the remains of unfinished

wa

Jimmy Silvet took out the dishes,
and laid them on the grass, picked up
the pail, and trod softly on.

Sergeant Kettle was deep in dream-

nd again,

He woke up as he felt something
plump on his manly chest.

was a pall, and it stood there,
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balancing nicely, til the sergeant
moved.

But naturally when he jumped the
pail overturne

Sergem "Kellle gave o gurgling roa
as the pail tipped over and the wash-up
water smote him on

Jimmy Silver was fleeing in the dim-
ness across the field to the Classical
caravan.

He felt that he had done enough for
ane night, and that it was time to get to

est.

M. Ketyle probebly felt that too
mucii had bee:

He jumped 1 o hke o fackn-the-hox,
tin pail clattored to the
e

The sergeant breathed f

Ho had ot the slightest doubt, that
the three merry Moderns had paid him
that friendly attention.

He caught up a stick, and rushed o
the caravan.

The three Moderns had  been
avakened once more by the noise, and
Tommy Dodd was looking out of the

P
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gave a gasp, as the sergeant
rushcd up, seized him by the collar, and
yanked him out. Then the stick rose
ﬂnd fell.
Whack, whack, whack!

Tommy Dodd wondered whether it
was a  dreadful nightmare for
moment

But X' was only foo real!

“Leggo!” shrieked the astonished
Tommy, “Great Scolt! Help! Rescue!
Yooop!”

VVha\,k' ‘whack, whack!
“Rescuc!” shrieked Tommy Dodd.
Cook and Doyle leaped out of the van.
rushed on the sergeant in great
z“((‘il:emem, and dragged him off.
TLeave e be!” roared Mr. Kettle,
“I'Il Lhtnsh yer! That’s what you
want! You want it bmd' Drenchm a
man with cold water!
Tl thrash yer all mund' I'll—l'll-‘l'll
1
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Down him!" panted Tommy. “He's

drunk or mad! Down

i combiied elorts the three
juniors downed the sergeant.
Then they bolted Into the van,

slammed the door, and fastened it.
Crash!

Sergeant Kettle's stick beat on the

ouLSlde of the door.

** Hopen this 'ere door!” he thundered.
“I'm goin’ to thrash you all round!
Young var mmLs' That’s wot you want,
b’td Yo 're goin’ to 'ave it. Hopen

door!”

C ash, cmsh'

Mad as a hatter!” gasped Cook.
“Lucky there's a lDCk an the door! Oh,
my b hab what a

fo away, you lumatic!” howled
Tommy Dodd.

Sergeant Kcttle left them in peace at
last, and retired, snorting, to Slumber
once more.

But it was a long time before the
Moderns slept.

It was very warm in the van with the
door closed, and there was a raving
maniac outside—at lcast, so it seemed

o them.
That was not a happy night for the
Meodern caravanners,

DHAPTER 9.

Y SILVE‘R was up bright and
catly in the mornmg, late as had

g

been the hour of retiring.
Sunshine  strcamed down on the
green fields and meadows, and a

3

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed the Co, for
they had been told all ahout Jimmay's
jape on the Modems.

Jimny stepped into the van to help
Tubby Muffin make up his mind that
it was time to rise

bby came oul of the van with a
bump and a roar.

Jimmy followed him out, in time to
sce Tommy Dodd, & Co. crossing the
field towards the Classical camp.

“Hallo!” said Tommy Dodd, as he
came up, eyeing the Classicals very
curiously and suspiciously.

“Same to you, and many of them!”
answered Jimmy Silver affably,

“I didi't know you were camping
here,” said Dodd.

“We arrived rather late,” cxplained
Jimmy. “Had a good night’s rest?”

“Did you come over to our camp dur-
mg the night?”

‘Did 13" said Jimmy reflectively.
“Now I come to think of it, I may have
taken a stroll in that direction.”

Lhen it was you, begorra—
claimed Doyl

ex-

you mmy idiot!” said Tommy
“We thought it was the ser-
geanr and the sergeant thought it was

a, ha!”

"Ive a ]Dﬂy good mind to wade in
and mop the lot of you!” exclaimed
Tommy Dodd wrathfully.

“Pile in, old scout!” mnmed Rnby
“T don't quite see how yowre going i
do it. But go ahead!”

‘Tommy Dodd felt very much inclined
t ahead, but the three Meaderns
were hardly equal to mopping up. four
Class)cals, without counting Tubby

Dleasant breeze came scented from the | vy

woods,

In the sunny morning the camp on
the other side of the field could ke
Sr‘en‘ and moving figures in if.

Thcv'\'e seen us!” grinned New-
comy

2 I “shouldn’t wonder if they guessed
that they had a visitor last night, now
glev know we're here,” yawned Jimmy

Tommy’s good-humour came ta the
Tescue.

“Well, I suppose you can’t help being
a gunny idiot, Jizmmy smer » said Dodd,
after a pause. “ did you drench
the sergeant last night?  Ho says somer
body stuck a pail of water on him, and
it fell over him when he moved. We

thought he had gone mad.”
“Ha, ha, hal”
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“He actually laid Into me with 2
stick!” said Tommy wmthml.\y “of

course, we're ot going (o stand that.
Werre fod up with Kett

“He's growling like a [ ——
ing,” $aid Cook dismally. “The worst
of it is that Tommy’s pater planted him
on us to look after us, and we can't
give him the boot. Roiten, ain’t it?”

«Too bad!” grinned Jimmy Silver.
“Let's mako it pex this moriing, you
kids, and you stay to brekker.

“Pone!" said Tommy Dodd.
fetch some grub, and pool supplies for
brekker. I wish you'd fake the sergeant
along with you When you go.

“No jolly fear!” grinned Raby.
“You're welcome to him.

“We're paying_ two bob for camping
in this field,” added Tommy. “You
better get along to the farm and o

the same, or the farmer man may be
crusty if he finds yau hu‘e See if you
can_get any

Right-hol" said .nmmy Silver.
spirits the caravanners set
about preparmg breakf:
Jimmy Silver walked up to the farm-
house, armed with a huge enamelled

jug.

He found a very good-natured farmer
there, and paid for his camping rights
in the field, and purchased several
quarts of milk, and was lucky enough
to secure a large piece of cheese.

‘There was & cheer in the camp when
he returned with the milk and the

eese.
boiling !

“Keltles
Tox mmy
“What_ silly ass stuck fhat kettle
there?” owled Jimmy Siiver
kettle was a tin one, and it was
e i e mdde of & wood Bre
h flames licking it all round.
It certainly was boiling—in fact, it
yns, hissing and splultertng and Jump- | oy

“What's the matter with it?” de-
manded Lovell. “It's boiling, ain't it?”
“Here's the coffee-pot!” said Raby.
Lovell took hold of the kettle-handle,

announced
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and roleased it at once, with ® yell
worthy of a eannibal.

““How" Sked Jimmy Silver sarcastic-
al y

0001 Lovell sucked his fingers
frantionny Y urrrgagns

“Better make a keLLleholder, or
something,” said Cook anxiously. “Lend
me your handkerchief, Newcome.”

»Lend you Tats!” grunted Newcome.
“Use your ow

“Sven, this T
ok armiousiy Tied he kettle i
a folded rag.

The spout dropped off into-the fire,
the solder having been melted by the

heat, and Cook dropped the kettle after
it as the water rushed sputtering out,
and jumped back.

“Oh, crumbs!*” he ejaculated.

“You silly ass!” Lovell left off suck-
ing his fingers to make that remark.
“Now youve done itl Just lke a
Modern

hump! " roared  Cook.
You ‘'ve done it, you mean! You stuck
ll tin kettle in the middle of a blessed
furnace, you Classical ass!"
“Yurrrrrgggh!” was Lovell's next re-
mark, as he renewed his attentions to

s fingers.

“Well, it's done, anyway,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Never mind, there's
the iron pot. You,can boil anything in
that. Better wash it, perhaps. I don't
know whether the flavour of potatoes
and carrots would hurt the coffee.”

1t was some mme helnre the iron pot
boiled, and then coffee was made,
and the eight Rookwooders sat down to
breakfast. “

It was not very long since the rivals
of Rookwood had parted at the old
school, but they had plenty to talk
about and *brekker ” was a very cheery

Tubby Muffin did not join in the talk,

his jaws were otherwise engaged, and

he Succeeded in annexing the lion's
share, as usut

Breakfast WBS still going strong, when
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the bull voice of Mr, Kettle was heard
across the field.

“Time to start!"”

Tommy Dodd turned his head.

“Go and eat coke!” was his polite

reply.
“YWell, 'm _starting with the van,”
said Mr, Kettle grim

And he proceeded {0 put the horse to
the Modern caravan.

Evidently Mr. Kettle was the autocrat
of the Modern caravan-party.

CHAPTER 11.

Jimmy Siiver to the Rescus!

OMMY DODD frowned over hls
bread and cheest

“You feliows are folly Tucky
to be on your own,” he said. “Your
pater's got some sense, Silver. Of
cotirse, so has my pater,” added Tommy
hastily. “Only he doesn’t understand
that we should be all right on our own.
He urranged with the Head for Kettle
to be planted on us—meaning well, you

“I believe paters always mean Well
remarked Raby reflectively. “To do
justice, they always mean well.”

“Thc sergeant is a good Dld son 01
course,” went on
respect him no end. But has noz
cheery company. He wants to run a
party of caravanners like a squad of
recruits, Laying into a chap with a
stick is the limit. We've got to shed
him somehow.”

“We have, intirely,”

“Can't_you
Eugg(‘stion?” Bsk\?d Cook. “What would
Yyou do if you had Kettle planted on
you, \)lotlmg out the blessed sunshine
with his face?”

JAmmy Silver laughed.

Well, it's easy enough,” he said.

“You can't drop him if he's sent with
Yyou by the powers that be. But sup-
Pose he left you of his own accord, be-
cause you're not nice company—what?”

Tominy Dodd grunted.

said Doyle.

Classical asses make a | de:
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“Do you think we haven't tried that,
2ss? We drop things on hlstoe.! spill

salt in his coffee. It seems to make
even, worse-tempered |

8, ha,
106 not i laughing matter. The
worse—tempued he gets the bigger his
f duty seems to grow. The fact
Is, hes having a rotten time, and he'd
rather be off, only his dashed sense of
duty keeps him sticking to us!” said
Tommy Dodd dismally.
“Like a beastly wet  blanket!”
gfﬂam:d Doy
You used w have ideas sometimes at
Rookwood, Jimmy Silver. Can't you
think of a wheeze for getting rid of the
chap_for us?"
modestly:

said Jimmy
“Let's keep mgcmer on the road to-day,
and we'll see.”

“Done!"”

The Modern caravan was lumbering
out into the road now, the sergeant
leading the horse.

Mr. Kettle was starting, and If his
troublesome charges did not want to
start, too, they were going to be left
behind; that was the grim old military
gentlem\ns determination.

“Well, so-long, you chaps!” said
Tommy Dodd, rising. “Follow oru ﬂ
you're going to keep us company to-ds
Nothing will stop old Kettle. He wonc
even let us stop to look at the scenery!
He marks out a certain number of
miles, and kee} n.  It's like being
 blessed convict! Come on, kids!”

The three Moderns, with the remain-
r of their breakfast in their hands,
followed the sergeant out into the road.

Jimmy Silver & Co. finished thelr
morning meal in & hurry, and pub
Robinson Crusoe rness, and the
Classu:ul van lumbered out into pur-

But the Modern caravan had a good
start, and the sergeant was proceeding
at o steady pace, never slackening &
moment.
‘The Moderns were half a mile ahead



when the Classicals started Bl(m(; the
white road after them.

3aiy hard checse on those ids,!
thur Edward Lovell
“There was some talk of plalmng
Kettle on us, wasn't there? I think
we'd have lynched him!”

“Well, they can’t Ilynch him,”
remarked Jimmy. “But they ought to
be able to drop. him somewhere, He
can's be enfoying the {rip: he doesnt
look as if he If he would get into
 tearing temper and chuck up the job,
that would suit all parties.”

“He's got inte temper right
cnough, but he won't chuck up the
job,” grinned Raby.

“T'm going to have a big think,” an-
swered Jimmy Silver: “It’s up to us,
as top side of Poo}mood to h(’l') Sllly
Mud:.ms out of a fix

med his chums.

Silver thought It out very
carefully, as he walked along beside the
Torse in 'the sunny morning.

Towards noon the Modern caravan
turned into a rough cart-track that 1
across a wide hemh and bumped on it
way, With a_jan of tin-ware and
crockery, it The Ohncsteal van fofiowed
in its wake,

Falt was made in a very solitary spot,
where a_shining stream ran by thick
trees, out of sight of any human habi-
tation.

“T'm jolly ready for lunch, Jimmy,”
grumbled Tubby Muffin, who had not
yentured to raid the supplies in the van
during the morhi

= Glassion veis Tambered on, and
nalied ases e Modem veiele

Sergeant Kettle eyed the Classical
chums rather morosely, and only
grunted in reply to their cheery greet-

ings.
“Lunch together, what?” said Jimmy
stiver.
'O, yes!” said Tommy Dodd.
“Bathe afore lunch, Master Dodd.’
unted the sergeant. That's Wit
we’'ve stopped: ere for.”
* Well, that's not a bad idea,” agreed
Tommy Dodd. *Ripping to get off the
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dust of the road!
genius, sergeant

Grunt!

You'd be a nice man if it wasn't for
your temper, and a handsome one if it
wasn't for your face,” added Tommy
sweetly.

Grunt!

There was a pleasant spot for bath-
ing, under overhanging trees, and the
Rookwood juniors changed in the v
and plunged into. the cool water win
great cnjoyment.

Tubby Muffin preferred a nap in the
grass, but the three Tommies and the
Pistical Four were glad of a swim.

The sergeant was a good swimmer,
and he kept an eyc on the juniors,
ready to rescue any of them that should
get into difficulties,

He had changed into
costume in the thicket,
ciothes under the trees,
Jimmy Silver had noted.

Jimmy called to Tubby Muffin, after
swimming a while.

y sat up in the grass drowsily.

“Hally} T not gomg to swim,” e

said. “I'm tired.”

“Like some chocs, Tubby?”
“What-ho!” said Muffin, with great

You're a merry old

his bathing-
and left his
a fact that

prompiitude, and he came down:
throug] rushes, “Eh! Where are
they?”

“In my jacket-packet, on that bush,”
said Jimmy, and then he lovered iy
voice to a whisper. “Tubby, the ser-
geant’s Hlobbex i there under the trees.
e it away and hide it somewhere
Shtarp, . Mg you put it where the ser-
geant can't find it. Then you ean have
the chocs, see?”

Tubby Muffin grinned.

“Right-ho!”

Jimmy_ Silver swam out again, in a

happy and contenicd frame of ming.

Tubby Muffin disappeared into the
thickets,

TFor a quarter of an hour longer the
Rookwooders _disported themselves in
the stream, and' then they came ashore
for their fowels.
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The sergeant, I a rather better
temper safter his bathe, plunged into
the green thicket where he had left his
clotines, and tovelled himself down with
great satistac

e b Tooked round. for his clothes.

He looked and looked again!

Then his voice was heard from the
thigket, like unto the voice of the Bull
of

“heres my clothes?”

“My hat!” murmured Tommy Dodd,
pausing with one Icg in his trousers.
“Fias some blessed tramp lifted Kettle's
clobber?”

“Where's my cloties?” boomed the
sergeant.

“Doddy,” whispered Jimmy Silver,
1 suppost the sergeant’s got & second
sul in the va

bcliove So—yes, in a bag” sn-
sweted the Modern Jumtbr. % Hhy?
£:0ut off, then, and pineh the bag.”

“What

“And Soser 1t somewhere,” whispered

“Oh my hat!”
Tommy T padd understood.
the sergeant was raging in
\Ricket ‘Sor mis clot.hes Tommy
sped to the Modern val
He came back in ﬂve minutes, a
sweet, smile on his fac
_\unmrs ﬁ.mshed dressmg cheer-
fully on the grassy bank, dEBJ to the
booming voice from the tree
Y d finished whcn Sergeant
Eeitle reappeared in view, still clad in
the light and airy costume of bathing-
pants and towels.

CHAPTER 12.
Fed Up!

x HERES my dudst”
Which?" asked Tommy | Muffin.

“My c‘othes'" baomed the sergcint

erry
knnw"’ ddemn nded Tommy
Why don’ ou look after your
clobbor?” h THou tenk: 8 ¥
my clothes

“Somebody’s  taken

2.
away!” roared Mr. Kettle, - glarin
over the draping towels with a red :md
furious visage.

“Careless,” said Jimmy Silver. “Wé
left ours here on the bank, where
‘Tubby could keep an eye on them,*

“Which of you has taken away my
clothes?”

“My dear old nut, we were all in the
water with you,” answered Cook, in
surprise.  “Don’t be an ass, you
know!”"

The sergeant choked.

It was true enough.

The seven juniors had been in the
stream; only Tubby Muffin
mained ashore.
strode  to thi
d his eyes closed, and
a smear of chocolates about his mouth..
e \oke Tubby by Sticking & very
large toe into his fat ribs.

“yow!” gasped Tubby, sitling up
in the grass. “Wharrer that? —Ow!
I say, xf you chaps have finished, let's

have

“Dld you take Bwny my clothes?”
boomed Mr. Ketile,

othes!” raved the sergeant.
“What clothes?”
“My clothes!”
Do you think I'm a sleen—walker?"‘
demanded Tubby Muffin. away
and play, do! I say, Jm:nmy, are we

going to have lunch now?”

“Yes, rather!”

Sergeant Keltle trod into the trees
again, and indulged in another. mmbic
hunt for his clothes, as the juniors:pre-
pared lunch.

1t was quite possible, of course,. thak
o tramp had come along and lifted
the clothes; if one of the caruvaﬂner“
was _guilty it was certainly Tubby

Mr, Kettle scarched again thx‘nugh
the thickets, and then searched
Modern van and then, with a glnre ac
the Fisdeal Four, searched
Classical v

Bt he 'ame out fum

He was almost convxmed by this



time that a tramp had lifted his
the thicket, and made off

m.
tainly they were nob in the: vans,
or anywhem near the camp.

He betheught himself naw: of his [t

second' suit, and entered the: Modern
van once more,
another roar.
“Where's my bag?”
"DOr you mean: your bags?”’ asked:

vell,

“I mean my bag, with my other
clothes in n'" raved Mr. Kettle.
*Somebody’s taken it, o\n of the van.”

“ Goodne cious!”  exclaimed
‘Tommy Dodd, in a!arm “You don't
mean: to say 50, sergeant!

for- this!”

T splﬂimte snmebudy
aned Mr. tle. “T believe it was
ene: of yow yﬂung Tips.
come on this ‘ere:
country with. a setiof young vn.nninCS.
lmss that's; what I was;”

Wheres my bag?”
0. answers: where.”

“I can lend you a.pair of trucks, if [

you like, sergeant,” offered Raby.

Mr. Kettle only gave the generous|

youth o glare in retwm. for that offer.

The junior’s. “trucks” would not
have been of much use ta the burly
sergeant.

‘“And' you can lmve my second’ pair |
Df sonks,"

“And my cup," sBid Doyle gener- [i
ously, “and wan of me collars; |
bedad!”

Snort! .

Sergeant.  Eettle, piummsquely

draped in mwels, Toved

D for som time, ermg
“iheier o tramp, had robhed: the oAt
van; and wondering where his clothes
weré, and hunting for them with in-
tensifying

fury.
He returned at length with a purple |f Msed

face, and found the jumiors putting |
the horses '/0 the vans.

and then there was|

'to | sunuy: afternoon, and had the caravan

i
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| 'The sight, of those preparatiens forf
e e made My. Ketile give a very
lgoon! imitation of Vesuvius in a state
of eruj
[ «\What arc you up to?”” he roared.
“Time to start, isn't
.Tonunyr Dodd; in surprise,

miles: to
a[l}ernnan‘ ‘¥ou can get some lu\lch
in the van as we EO along, Ketile:”

3

My, dlotiie

ren’t you fnund‘ them?” |
| <ot roared: the sergeant. Tl
haint i

“Well,” said Tommy ﬂmught;fully,

“it's Jeuy warm weather.  You wor
need “them

Nz Kettle filled the aiv with wrath. | |
| It.was quite:

true.
He really did lm'; need clothes that

[tour been taling place in the South
Sea: Xsumds. it. would' not have mm.—
tered: ab al
Bu it was scarcely pessible te travel
lalong the English lanes attired in a
‘baﬂung-sult and two er three towels.
No doubt it. was simply a queft.un
of local: custom, bub customs of
sort, had' to. be respected.
“You ain't going to :tm till I've
got. my. clothes!” he ros
"HDW long will' it mke you te get

"Hew can I gef” them when they" re

lost!

i My dear man, we can’t remain on
this: spot for the rest of the vaca=
tion,” said: Tommy.- Dodd, in & tone of|
qmuem. remonstrance, " iou €an’t e
‘ou can travel in the van, ifi
Yo llke, and keep out of sight. 1t will
[be nice and cool. When we come to a
town_you can get cub and buy some
cloth
“’Qw can: T go into a shop like !.ms
\elCT’ gasped Mr. Kettl

“Ask me anather, Dlli chﬂp Tell
[ ’em. youre  the from!
iBorneo, and then they wnn't be sur-{

0! |

we sa!d Jimmy Silver,
“r‘eillyw ony Doddy:

e L T L W
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And the Classical van lumbered on
its way, the Modern hm‘se starting to
folluw of its own acco)

“Stop!” shrieked Lhc belgemt

“Can't be dld, old man. Get in-
Slde‘ if you like.

“win you—«wl!l you go into a
for me and get some noo clot.hes, lf I
do?” gasped the unhappy sergeant.
» The threeh Moderns grinned, and

shook thel
“Couldn’t be done. said Tommy
“You wouldn't be sausﬂed ser-

Dodd.
eanL you grumble at everyl
“1 't grumble!” ~ gasped
Kettle.
“Done, then! Xop Iinto the van!”
Mr. Kettle hopped into the van,
wels and all,

In & most unenviable frame of mind,
he sat there, while the Modern c:
van lumbered after the Classical.
The latter was soon overtaken, and
assed.

Jimmy Silver had his own reasons
Tor Iauln" ‘behind.

As soon as the Modern van was well
ahend, Jm’uny Silver cut back to the
camping-place, and up a
beech-tree, and recovered the ser-
geant's bag, whleh Tommy Dodd had

[® hidden ther

The clothes whll:ll the sergeant had
left on the bank, howeyer, were not
Tecovernble, for the simple reason that
Tubby Muffin had thrown them into
the stream.

Bag in hand, Jimmy Silver ran after
the caravan, and the bag was tossed
Into the Classical van for the present.
in ‘The sergeant, anathematising Tate

in the Modern van, was quite unaware
of that proc

The * caravanners walked _cheerily
on, across the sunny heath, with the
caravans, bursting into cheery song as
thley walked,

t was a couple of hours before a |l

village was reached, and on the out-
skirts the caravans halted.

Sergeant Keitle put his head out of
the Modern

29

Now, up wmh those clothes,
Master Dodd'” he sal
“Right you are!” m.swmd Tommy.
“You're Jsure you'll trust to my taste,
se.\:geun
“You Wauldnt rather go yourself?”
No!" roared Mr. Kettle.

“Right-ho! Kcep your wool on. You
come: with m The other

haps cl:.n luok aiter the vans till we
et

Jimmy Suver and Tommy

walked = into the village wgamer,
smiling.

The other fellows were smiling, too,
as they sat down under the l:rees by
the roadside to wait.

In the Modem van the sergeant
waited and fumed. He did not smile.

It was an hour before the two
Jjuniors came. back fmm the village,
each of them carrying a bundle.

“‘Here you are, sergeant(" called out
Tommy Dodd.

The van door was opened and the
bundles tossed in.

ere was no word of thanks from
inside; the sergeant was not in a thank-
ful mood.
He was still less s0 when he had
opened the bun
The door opened ugain. and & red
and furlous face lool d

“You young varmints '

“Hallo! What's Lhe matter now?”
asked Jimmy Silver.

The vans were in motion once more,
turning off to keep clear of the village,
and following a long cmmtry road that
led away towards hazy blue hills.

“Do you think a man cml wear these
'ere clothes what you've brought me?”
shrieked Mr, Kettle,

“You promised to be satisfied with
my taste in clothes,” answered Tommy
Dadd severely.

‘You—you—you—— Turn that van
ack!” roared Mr. Kettle,
“Bow-wow!"
“TT come out to yer!”
“On, do! Tneres ,some ladies. com-
ing along in a
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‘The van door sl ed hastily.

For a long time, as the caravans rum-
bled merrily on, e Was an incessant
stream of mumblings and grumblings | th
Irom the Modern vehicle.

But the sergeant realised that he had
no choice left.

Either he hnd to_don Lhe clothes

ed in towels, which really was not

feasible as a permanent arrangement.
‘The door opened at last, and the ser-
nt came red and gasping out of the

s:uﬂy
wild shriek from the
carav&nners at the sight of him.
, Sergeant Kettle was amrcd m bright
Theck trousers much too short
reuhi.ng a few inches below the knees,
d giving a Splendld v‘lew of brilliant
red -striped socks,
His coa was also made for a small
man—it did not meet at the buttons,
and the sleeves came just beyond his

elbow&
gave a pleasant view of a blue-
smped mmon shirt.

The waistcoat was cut for evening-
c'lothes, and just buttoned round the

aist, ibiting o broad expanse of
blue shirt-fron

No coliar had been provided, but_his
neck was adorned by a crimson mulfler.

On his head was a plaid cap, contain-
ing as many hues as Joseph’s c
brated coat.

His feet were encased in tennis-shoes,
but these, by way of compensation, were
much too large for him, and flopped
about as he moved.

“Oh, laugh!” gasped the sergeant.
“This ‘ere is a laughin’ mat'.er. ain't it?
Laugn, you young varmints!”

“Thanks, we Wllll shltﬁe!‘ed Jimmy
Silver, “Ha, ha,
sexgeant Keme shook a furious fist
t the hilarious caravann

ere was an ominous rendsng d,
and he ceased his gesticulations very
hurriedly.

A farmer’s cart drove by, and its occu-
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le- | your fnther and tell

pants simply jumped as they saw the
sergean!
'I'herc was & howl of laughter from'

e cart.
Mr. Kemns face was as crimson as
his mt
He dod.ged back into the van again.

“Better walk, sergeant!” called out
Jimmy Silve lsnt it jolly stuffy
in Lhere?" e

Snort!

“Do come out, sergeant!” pleaded
Tommy Dodd. *“¥owll cheer up every-
body we pass!

"Blessed if he isn't still dlssuhlsﬂed
after all the trouble we've talk
sng}zed g;mmy Silver,
The caravanners moved on merrily.
[t was a couple of hours before the
sergeant jumped out of the van at last.
The expression on his face then
showed that his mind was le up.
“I'm off, you young varmints!” he
announced,  “’Ow I'm to get ‘ome
this rig I don’t know! But I wouldn’t
travel another day with you if I 'ad to |
go ’ome dressed like an 'Ottentot!”
“You're not leaving us, surely, ser-
t! " said Tommy Dodd sorrowfully:
T am that!” snorted the sergeant.
"I told Mr. Dodd I'd look arter you
But there's some young varmints that
can’t be looked arter, which I'll write to
'Im so, Master

“oh, sergeant!”
Sergeant Kettle tramped off, heading
1or a village that the caravans were

Jlmmy Silver mn to the Classical van
and extracted the bag containing Mr.
Kettle's second suit.

Even the humoerous Jimmy could not
let Mr. Kettle enter the habitations of
men attired in so remarkable 2 manner.

“Better take your bag, sergeantl
he‘ caue‘d"out.

“Cateh!” said Jimmy cheerily.
found it for you, old chap, Catch!
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He tossed the b
who cnughc 1t in great
n hand, Mr, Kettle retired to

me nearest clump of tre: m & change. |
The caravans nlml:led
“Poor old  Kettle!” murmured
Tommy Dodd, Wi 1

vanning with us. By the way, we'll
stop in the next village, and send him
a money—order o pay
that ent down the river, and you
Iel!nws can’ whip round for a tip if you

“1 think he's earned that1” grinned
Jimmy Silyer.

An hour-lafer quite n handsome re-
mittance was dispatched fi %sh

dress, W)
Mr, Kettle

16,

‘Then through the gatherlng dusk the
caravans rumbled on by road and lane,
Classicals and Moderns for once on the
best of terms, and in the highest of
spiril

'I‘hrm'gh the summer dusk f!‘&xh, boy-
ish voices carolled merrily, awalkes nlng
the echoes in green thickets and cool,
shady woods,

CHAPTER 13,
Tommy Dodd Is Too Funny!
‘URN to the right!” said Jimmy
Silver,
“Left!"” said Tommy Dodd.
Right!”

“Left!"”

“Fathead!"

“Duffer!”

‘The Rookwood caravanners halted ab

the CI'O&-
er had decided to turn to
the rlght at t.he cross-roads, and Lovell
and Raby and Newcome backed him up,
simply because the Moderns demun-ed,
Even Tubby Muffin, Lhe fat Classical,
gave a slow nod in support of Jimmy.

Cook and Doy!e. of course, backed up’

Tommy Dodd at once.

“Better keep to the right,” said

bag to the sorgeant, Jimmy Silver.

81

“There’s a ruin or
somemmg that's worth seelng over

“Better keep to the left,” answered
Tommy D “Who cares for mouldy
old nllns?"

“Faith, there's rulns at Rookwood,
and we can see them in the tﬂ'm." smd
Tommy Doyle. “Blow the ruins:

“It's an easier road,” said .ﬁmmy

.

for his clobber | Silver.

‘ommy Dodd gave a superior sniff.
“Just  like alackers.

you bless ern

asses, you turn when you're told"'
roared Arthur Edward Lovell indig-
nantly.

“Rats!”

“Classical ass!”

“If you want me to mop bp the road
wnh you, Tommy Dodd-

I do—1X dces"’ said Tommy Dodd
instantly. “If you want your (eaf,ums
altered, old nut, come on! They
couldn't be altered for the worse!

“I.mpossiblc'" said Cook.

Lovell pushed back his cuffs,
Jimmy S terposed.

“Pem my childrenl"

“I'm going to lck th: cheeky
Modern ass!” roared Lovel

“Le im_come on!” nrged Tommy

Dodd. “I've often thought that a
really good licking would do Lovell
good.”

Jimmy Silver laughed.
“My dear asses, let’s settle it by
taking one road each,” he said. “We've

But

the left, anrl be blowed to you!"
“Tux'n 'he right, and be bothered!”

“WelL s0 long as the Modem chumps
clear off, I don’t mind,” said Lovell,

“We're turning to the right, I know

‘Why, we've been looklng a.ﬂ;er you!”
exclaimed Raby indignantly,
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on, don’e be ﬁmny. you know!"

" You cheel i

*'Shut up, me mt of yuul » exclaimed
Jimmy Silver. *“Get that blessed van
round, and dn 't Jaw. -bye,
Modern asses
"' Good-bye, Cls.ss)cal chumps!”
‘The Clasxlcnl van took the turning to

the right.
immy Silver led the horse,

Lu\ell and Raby and Newcome marched
Tabby Mugin sittng hat-

and

Bs]ee'p onthe vnn_
They were a couple of miles from
where they had left the Moderns when
ve\l glanced bacl
ere’s & blessed bikist after us!”
he grunted
Down the ]ﬂne n cyclist was riding
fast, and he wi hand to the
caravanners as Lhey loukcd back, evi-
dently as a signal to stop.
“I know that dm ’ sald Jimmy,
staring at the cyclist. “My only hat!
It’s Cuffy, of the Modern Fourth!”
“Clarence Cufly!” exclaimed Lovell
in wonder.
All the

Classicals recognised the
cyclist as he came neerer. Well they
knew the duﬁer of the Modern Fourth
&t Rookwe

They were sm-pmzd to see him there.
Cuffy was not an athletic youth, and he
was not likely to be on a cycle tour.

He came up, gasping, in a cloud ot

us

“Tommy!”

he exclaimed,
jumped off his machine.
“Hallo, ass!” said Lovell politely.

Clarence Cuffy blinked at him through [ —

his big spectacles,
was an e(preulan of deep dis-
nppaimment on his face.

““Is not Thomas hzre'-‘" e exclaimed.

“Thomas! What Thomas?”

“My dear friend Thomas Dodd,” smd
Cuffy, “I am searching for Thomas,”
I have come from Gander’s Green look-
ing for Thomas. I lm.ve missed him
somehow. me!”

Clarence fanned himself with his
straw hat and gasped.

as he
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“Oh, you're looking for Tammx

Dodd!" grinned Jimmy Sils

‘‘Yes, my dear James. B
mmv«.nmng thh dem- ‘Thomas,” said
Cuffy. t it Wu\lld 1
be so nice far me m be with de
‘Thomas. What are you laughing st‘ I
my dear Arthur?”

Lovell chuckled.

“Somehow I hav
yan,” said Culy in gxeaf. o astressvp

eard
1 havc jun lef!-, ancl rode after it at’
¢ speed, my dear fellows, expecting
w ﬁnd dear Thomas.
“And you've fmmd dear us instead!”™
grinned Jimmy Silver. “Never mind;
we can Jtell you where to find dear

cxm-ence Cuﬁy beams
That o na St you,
Jamost® 1o enclaimed.
“Oh, don't mench! Have you had
your tea?” asked Jimmy Silver con- ‘

siderately.
““Ind no. From Thomas' last i

letter to his uncle I expected to meet
the caravan at Burwood this morning,”
said Cuffy, “I have not seen ib.
have been looking for it ever since.
‘Thomas will be so_dist when he
knows the trouble I have had.”

“He'll be distressed when you find -
him, I'm s\n'e l v said Lovell.

“ita,

“I am sure of it, dem‘ Arthur,” said;
Clarence innocently. “If you can teu' -
me W to find Thomas, dear Jam

“Better mve ma vm.h us first,” sald! \
immy. ts of

news of a caravan at the village 1
.

deax

“1 say, we]lle noe sbopping yet!” ex+’

\y
dear Thomas! through dear clarence
"Oh"’ ejaculated Lovell.
if Clarence Cufly, |

‘The understood,
aid not., and in t good-humour the

greal
Classical caravanners halted for tea.
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CHAPTER 18,
Tit for Tatt
HE Classical van was drawn up on

T a patch of grass beside the road.

where Robinson Crusoe pm, his
head over a fence a d a fine
tl'jp of artichokes growing ot thl: other
side.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were too busy to
note how the horse was occupied, and it
was to be hoped that the
whom the fleld belonged would be too
busy to note it also.

Clarence Cufly wes a guest whom the
Classical junlm‘s delighted to honour,
;.ll; Judge by the way they looked after

They nobly forbore to put mustard in
, and salt in his milk, and

pepper on his cheese, remembering they | P!
were not at Rookwood now, and that
the slmple youth from Gander's Green
Was a gue:
But they firmly declined to allow
Clarence to help in getting tea. They

ew him too well.

“You just sit down, old chap,” said
Jimmy Silver. “You're our guest. you
kno! w You're not going to work.”

“But really, my dear Jﬁmes, I do not
W.Sh h) eat the bread of idleness!” pro-
tcftle\‘rl Cl:rence “Pray allow me—"
;Let me at least st out the crockery.”

as|

“You howling ass!” roared Lovell, as
the dl‘h oi lettuces crashed into Lhe
i)zm -jar, with disastrous results to

“Dear me!” said Clarence, blinking
at the wreck through rmous
glassfisis ;‘How ever did I come to drop

“Don't you drop everything you la;
hold of, ass?” grunted Raby. &3 i

y dear George—
‘Shush, - you Iellows"’ murmured
Jxmmy Silves

The Classi lca!s made an heroic effort
to recover their smiles, but they did
not allow the duffer of Rookw
touch the crocks again.
Clarence looked quite distressed. He
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always was mstressed when he brought
about a disastes

But he recuvercd his smiles over tea,
so cheery was the company he found
himself in.

Lovell even refralned from bellowing
when Cufly passed him the milk and
spilt it over his trousers; and Raby only
breathed hard through his nose when
Clarence upset the mustard over him.

Little things like that were bound to
happen when Clarence Cuffy was about.
AN the Fistical Four wished T Tommy
Dodd joy of his future comrade in the
Mmit:m caravan.

“And you have seen dear Thomas
latdy?” remarked Clarence, when
Jlmmy told him of the meeting.

h, yes; it was no end of
pleasure!” said Jimmy Silver. *You'll
overtake them quite easily before dark.
'rhey’u ba so pleased to see you!”
dear Thomas will be
delighted," sn.hi Clarence, beaming.

“I suppose you're going to take the
party \mder your wing, and look after
them a bit?" suggested Jimmy.

“Certalnly it is my wish to do so,
Jamss. I hope that my presence may
keep the dear fellows from indplging
in any tendencies to extravagance of
splriLs or any reckless proceedings,”

y. “My dear papa sald it
should be my object to exerclse a
thoughtful restraint upon the exube-
rance of their youthful spirits.”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Lovell.

“I'm sure you'll do that, Cuﬁy." suh:l

Jimmy ~ Silver cordially.
imagine any great exubnmnce ot splms
when youre around.”

am so glad you think so, dear

James!”

“If you really want to be useful and
kind to Tommy Dodd, I c(\n put you up
to some ﬂps." suggestcd

“That is very, very und or yout

“‘Not at all, Cuffy, old chap! You are
one of the chaps that do good
stealth, and blush to find it fame,” sald
Jimmy. “I think of you as a sort of
guardian angel In the Modern carae
van.”
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"How very kind of you to say so!”
“As an old hand, thére are a few
things I can tell you, Cuffy. Frinstance,
the milk is liable to go off in this hot
weather. That would be rather serious,
=0 what youve got -to do is to mix a
certain amount of mustard with it

“Mustard, my dear James?”

“Yes; about one ounce of mustard to
every [Jm'. of milk. Il give you a tin
of mustard in case the Moderns are

. short of it.
“Thank you so much!”
“Then there’s the grub,” said Jimmy

thoughtfully. ‘‘Tommy Dodd was lay-
ing in stuff to-day for a stew this even-
ing. I think—in fact, I'm pretly sure
—that he forgot the ammoniated
quinine.”

“Ammoniated quinine, my dear
James?”

“Yes, I really thmk he forgot it

“I am aware th some-

times a little ﬂmu"hlless, James
will be my aim remedy this delect ”
said Cla.rence simply,
xactly! Dx‘op in at the chemist’s

as nu go ugh the village, Cufly,
ﬂnd buy a botﬂe of the quinine. n’t
tell Tommy Just slip it into the sbew

when it's on the fire, so as to surprise
him with your thoughtfulness.”

"What a very pleasant thought,

Jar
“Memmn to him what youwve done,
as soon as you've done it, and se
smile,” said Silver, “Its 50
delightful to see a chap looked pleased
over some thoughtful, friendly act!”
“How very nice!” said Clarence.
“Then about the horse,” continued
Jimmy Silver, in the same reflective
way. “He has to have a good range
for cropping the grass during the night.

Tommy may tether the horse—he’s: 50
thoughtless. Don’t say a word to him,
but just get up quietly and see that the
geegee’s allowed to roam. Tt is worth
Vlhﬂe ,even to make a horse happy,

him ( said Ji
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“Then about B,'rmg the caravan,”
saitl Jimmy Silver. “Caravans have to,
be kept well aired and disinfected,|
Cuffy. I suppose you know that there’s
danger of the beds heing infected by,
the—the—the collywobbleitis microbe?”

“I was not aware of it, James.”

* Collywobbleitis,” said James, “is a
serious thing. It may lead to a general
outbreak of collywobbles.”

“Dear me!”

“The best way to prevem that is to'
disinfect the berths in the caravan
thomugh!y," explained Jimmy Silver.'
kids are very thoughtless, but I

B.m suIe you can be relied upon to think'

of this, Cuffy.”

T will make it an espeoml pomt to
remember it, James. dis-
infectant would you adv.se me to use?”

“Bimply pepper.
“Pepper?”
. Just sol Wetve got sormo pepper to

aps
go to bed, shake the pepper well lnm
the beds especml\y the piilows, smd

don’t gru up all that I gi
ou. That “lll dnve away the
microbes.”

“I don’t know how to thank you for
telling me these things, James!” said
Cuﬁy gratefully, "HDW very pleased

dear T will bel”

“Don’t tell bim I gave you the tip,”
Jimmy. “The fact is, Cuffy, we
were a bit excited when we parted with
the Modern chaps. I should like you
to do the kind things I've mentioned,
but don't let Tommy know xt Domes
from me till to-morrow. Then

tell him, and I am sure lt v.ﬂl maka
him feel kindly towards u:

“Certainly, my dear Jﬂmcs!"‘

“In fact, don’t tell him you've met us
tll to-morrow,” said Jimmy thought-
fulw “Tell hi
you've d(me all the things I've men-~
tioned. - Because it will be so nice for

Thomas to learri all at once that he ||
owes
h

these kind - attentions to

to think of it, Cuffy.

im in the morning, after -4

my
hiful friendship, It will make me
Py & ]

I
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shall picture that pleasant little scene
In the morning, when you tell him that
he owes these little kmd.nesses to my
suggestion. I sorry that I
ot be prosent 1o reseivo his
ank
“My dear papa would be delighted
with you, James,” said Ci
Simbst moith With omaodion:
and friendly thoughtfulness
make him Very happy if he could

bcho]d
m'\kes Tommy Dodd happy 1
sha'll bc Satlsﬂed dear Clarence.”
So—so—so
Newcome,

And when Clarence Cuffy took his
departure, climbing on his bike, after
shaking hands all round twice over, the
Classical juniors watched him start,
with smiling faces.

‘They gave lum ample directions for
finding the Modern caravan, and they
gave him a’tin of mustard and a Ll
of pepper, which he put in inside
pockets to keep them out of sight till
he started doing good by stealth.

. They watched Clarence Cuﬁy faﬂm"
away down the rcad, and gurgle

“Of all the sublime usses!” “mur-
mured Lovell,

“Jimmy, de you think that howling
chump is chump enough to do as you've
told him?" gnsped Raby.

“My dear man, hes chump enough
for nnylh‘ng,” answered Jimmy Silver.
“He will do it like a bird!”

“He, he, he!” chortled Tubby |Ct
Muﬂ‘m.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Classical caravanners rESumE:d

their march with many chucl

eir only regret was '.hn they
would not be present at the Modern
camp when Clar“'lce Cuffy was doing
good by steall

CHAPTER 15.
Cully takes Himself Usafull

“Howly smoke!"”
Three merry Moderns looked a little
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less cheery as they glanced back along
the road at the cyclist who was pump-
ing after them.

%t Was cuily of the Fourth.

The three Tommies had not cxactly
been trying to elude Cufy.

Tommy's Uncle Dodd had wished his
old friend’s son to join the caravanners,
and Tommy did not like to say no,

though he viewed with dismay the
addition to the party.

Tommy Dodd cermmy had_hoped
that Clarence would miss the Modern
caravan_and trek home to Gander's

say all of us!” gasped | Green.

Probably Clarence would have done
s0, but for the kind directions he had
received from Jimmy Silve;

But here he was niow, as large as life,
and his face beamed Wlth satlsfactxun

as he overtcok the Moder

Naturally, he ran into Tommy Dodd

as he stopped, and bowled him over,
and when he jumped off his bike he
landed cn Cook’s feet.

It would not have been Clarence
Cuffy if he had not done those things,
or something like them.

Then he stood panting for breath.

“My dear, dear fellows, I'm s0 glad
T've found you!” gasped Clarence.

“Yow-ow-owi” said Cook.

“Is. ’mythmg the mattl}r, my dear
iuend

oop! You've squashed my tues,
ycu Lhumplng ass!” groaned Tomm;

I so sorry! I hope my front wheel
did not hurt you, Dodd?”

“Oh, no!” gasped Tommy Dodd. “It
was nice and pleasnnt I like being run
into by a bik

“I am 50 glad." said Cuffy simply.

“Oh, you

my
“Wheel your bike fm‘
a bit; we're stopping soon. Dun't wheel
into the horse, fathead!”

“I really did not mean—-*

“ Well, don’t do it without meaning it,
And not into me, elther!” roared
Tommy.
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“Iam so sorry!”

*Br-r-r-rl” ‘

Clarence Cuffy get his machine under
control at last, and wheeled it on with
the caravan.

Dusk was falling, and the Moderns
were close upon the spot they had
sclected for camping.

It was an open common,
stream, and an cxcellent spot.

aravan rumbled off the road,
and the horse was taken out.

Tommy Dodd tethered him to a peg
a short distance from the caravan, a
proceeding that Cufty watched with a
gentle smile.

He had his own views about disposing
of the horse, owing tD ihe valuable tip
he had receive n Jimmy Silver on
the subject.

He did not mention that to Tommy
Dodd, partly because he wanted to sur-

near a
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“I say, this milk looks a bit q' cr "
said Tommy Doyle, as he dipj

“OQught to have bodcd lt I

“All serene: it hasn't turned,” said
Tommy Doddl,

It C"J‘not my dear friends,” smiled

“mhY T could, I suppose, i7 ot
weather,” said Dodd. " Siill, it hasn't.”

The juniors were thirsty afler their
ch,”and milk was a grateful and
orting beverage.

But that milk did not prove to be

cither grateful or comforting.

Tommy Dodd filled his cup and
drank heartily, and haif the milk was
down his throat before he discovered
that it had o remarkable flavour,

Then he stopped suddenly.
sion _on Tommj Dodd’s

o5

prise Tommy Wi
and partly because Tommy was
dreadfully argumentative, and
always expressed the most undisguised
scorn for any ideas that cmanated from
Clarence Cully.

The afternoon’s march had made the
Modern juniors hungry, and they were
very quickin gathering brushwood for
the camp

Tiere were materials for o gorgeous
stew in the van, and the pot was soon
set up over the fire on threc sticks, gipsy
fashion.

While the three Tommies atlended to
the evening stew, Clarence  Cuiy
explored the

Ho found the. bw tin can of milk, and
in’ the privacy of the van he mixed the
mustard n if, a5 he had been instructed
by .]mmy silve

had just fnishied when Tommy

Dodd thouted 1o b

“Bring out the milkcan, Cufly,”
“Gertainly, my dear Thomas.”

1 Get tho fin cups, too.” sald Cook.

“You can't break them

“My dear Cook, T had B intention of
broaking—

so.
ad

s remark

“Grugeges!”

“Oogoch!” came from Tommy Cook.

“Woaoop! ” howled Doyle.

*wWhat's the matter with 12"

“ Greoogh1”*

The threo Moderns coughed violently.

“ If—it—groogh ! —tastes like—ooch!
—mustard " gurgled Tommy ;
“Has any silly ass been spilling mus-
tard in 12”

“My dear Thomas—"

“Have you spilt mustard in the mill,
Cuffy?” shrieked Cook,

“My dear Cook—-"

“Kill _him, somebody!”
Tommy Doyle. “ Yarooh! It

nirely! My throat's

nowled
poisoned
rning!

gracious!”
“My dear fri
Tommy Dedd seized him

ejaculated

by the
the

s')' mustard In

milk?” he

g ked.
" You-ow! Yo’l are hurting my neck,
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Th.ﬁus
mil
You put it in?”

“Yes, to preserve it!”
pip-preserve 141"
ortainly, my dear Thomas.”
“(VXQUDC
agh

I put the mustard in the

ill Iim!* moxzed Tommy Dol
“xcil i intirely! . What's he ooin’
olsida 5 lunatic asym? . Oh! Ow!
Wow!™

Tommy Dodd was nearly weeping.

He had had a good deal of the mus-
Lard which Clarence had so thought-

fully placed in the milk.

“Perhaps T have put it 1n a little too
strong,” said Clarence in distress. “I
am really sorry——  Yaroooooh!”
rez exasperated youths selzed
siarence at once, and bumped him on
the commou

Thcy bumped him once, they bumped
1wn Tice, tnoy bumped him thrice.

s no use talking to Clarence;
oot were needed, ot words, and
2) fa im action.

Claronco Culy sat in the grass, gasp-
ing, when they had finishe

The three Tommies rushed down to
i a to wash out their tingling

gered to his feet.
ol Tio gasped. Coodness
! on, ness! T a e
s Unele Dodd would be shocked

My dear papa would be horri-
Ow! I fear that I shall not
vanning  with

ca Thomas!

re was a sound of gurgling from

ence recovered from the bumping
the three Tommies recovered

prepared to do

comrades.

And while the juniors were occupied
at the stream, he had his opportunity
10 help with the stew.
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The big pot was simmering over the
fire, with all kinds of vegetables float-
ing in i, and Clarence cheerfully
poured in the large hottle of quinine,
and stirred 3t industriously.

Hc was stirring away when Tommy

Dodd & Co. came back.

Ol you'te trying {o be uscful, any-
way,” said Tommy

“Certainly, my dc’\r Thomas o

*What's that blessed taste?” Tommy
Dodd tasted the stew, and sniffed. A
dreadful suspicion smote Tommy Dodd.
“You—you—you frabjous_villain, have
you been putting anything i the

< On'ly the quinine, my dear Thomas,”
replied Cuffy innocently.
“The—the whal?” asked Tommy

intly.

“Merely the quinine.”

“Great Julius Cresar! You—you—
yow've put quinine in the stew?”

“Is not quinine o necessary ingre-
dient 1 ish  stew, my dear
Thomas

The three Tommies fixed their eyes
upon Clarence Cuffy, with looks that
would have put Von Tirpilz to the

:r

‘ Qum.ne in the stew!” stuttered
Cook. ‘“Where did you get i

1 brought it with me on pur OSE, my
dear fellow,” Claren: *T
have puf in h'\‘f a pint. Do yuu think

that suffi

Tommy Goots reply was extra-
ordinary. i

Tt fook the form of rushing upon

Clarence Cuffy and smiting him hip
and thig]
Clarence rolled in the grass

in a
dazed condition.
“Mum-mum-my dear fellow!” he
spluttered. “ What—what- "

“Pour the stew over him!" shriecked

Doyle.

#Good! Lend a hand.”

‘The stew was boiling, quinine and all.
Clarence Cuffy leaped to his feet, and
ran for his life.



38 B

GHAPTER 8.
Glarence is Tod Good!

HY Tommy Dodd & Co. were
nngry Clarence Cuffy did not

He w?s =urc that he had donc his
st.

HE

bes

Certainly he had carried out cxactly
the instructions he had received frorm
Jimmy Silver, and what could he do
more than (hat

But neither the mustard in the milk,
nor the ammoniatcd quinine in the
stew, had pleased the Modern juniors.

uffy did not know why they were
wild, but even Cuffy realised that they
were wild, and that he had betier kec
away for a time.

He wandered sadly for a_good hour
before he ventured near the Modern
camp again.

He found the three Tommies seated
round the camp-five, finishing a supper
of things from tins.

Tommy Doyle shook a fist m,
and Cuffy decided not to join e civele
round the fire,

Besides, he had other matters to at-
tend to

The beds in the caravan had not,
been treated with pepper as a disin-
fectant, and Cuffy remembered how
solemnly Jimmy Silver had_irapressed
upon him the necessity for that.

He disappeared inio the caravan.

Some time later Tommy Dodd called

ouf
'I‘ammy charitably remembered that
Cuffy couldn’t help heing a dummy,
and he was disposed {o forgive him.
“What are you up to, Cufiy?” he
called out.
“Qetting the beds ready, Thomas?”
replicd Clarence cheerfully.
“oh, good! Yowd better come and
have some Supper,
“Thank you, my hiad Thomas, T will
ish the beds
% up, the n! We've got to get
the fire out before we turn in,” said
Tommy Dodd.

fin

ROOKWOOD GIFSIES!

arence joined the three Moderns a
mne 1'\lcr, and they sniffed as he came

up.
There was a scent of pepper abtout
<!

a3
The dnﬂ‘cr of Rmk\xoci t down to
sardines and war-bread for his supper;
unfortunate Irish fLDw had disap-
peared.

“T\vu i
Cuf

the van, one in the tent with
Tommy Dodd, yawning.

el got the tont v
The tent was erected while Cufly was
finishing his  sardines, the three
Tominies sternly deelining his aid.
Dodd and Doyle were to sleep in the
cazavan, Jeaving {hie tent o the other

As Tommy Dodd shook uut his bed

he gave a sudden, convulsive jump.
“Wha-a-at — atchoo! — atchoo! —
atchoo!”
001" came  from Doyl
“Howly mother av Moses! Chew-chew-
atchoo

c was a formidable outbreak of
sugeeing in tho Modern caravan.
Cook came up the step
What's the matter inore?” he called
out.
' Atchoo—atehoo-atchoo!”
“Caught a cold?” Wared Cook in
wonder.
“* Atchoo-atchogooh !
My hath

Tommy C climbed into the van,
and then he joined in the chorus of
sneezes, as ho caught a whiff of the
pepper Clarence had used with so
liberal 2 hand

Clarence, remembering Jimmy Silver
instructions, had not spared the pepper;
he had been very generous wit

‘There was enough, and to s

It had risen in clouds in the caravan
as the beds were sheken out, and the
three Tommies sneezed ond coughed,
and coughed and sneczed, &s if for a
wager.

In a frantic state of sneexing, With
tears streaming from their smarting
cyes, they leaped out of the caravan.
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r‘l‘c Cuffy surveyed them in con-

C].\

amar friends- —" he began.

Alchoo—al

“0h, ha\\'ly smoknl Grooh--at-
chooooh!”

“1 sincerely hope there was not. too

muh _perper! exclaimed Clarence in
“My dear Thomas—"
v Dodd sat up in the grass,

s still sneezing, and he had

‘Ll i1l he felt that his nose had

company with the rest of his

— you — "' moaned

“Did you puc. pepper in our
(o

“You—you did!"
e,

spluttered Cook
beamed Clarence. -
cry’ that sou have had an st
e neszing, m doat schooitellows;
hul at all evenls you are safe—quite
om the collywobbles.”
hoo!—the what?”
rwobbles, my dear Thomas.”
lywobbles!”  moaned  Doyle.
h,'and I'll give yez collywobbles!”
azgered to his feet and started

e\ploslve sneeze caught him,
had to sf

- hnt”
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Clarence Cully was grasned by the
hrce Moderns and pitched headlong
into the e
slammied on b

He landed on o bed that was thick
with pepper, and that cheery condiment,
rose round him in a cloud.

“ Atchoo-atchoo-atchoo! ™

The anguished sneezing from Lhe van
was music to the cars of the three
Tommies outside.

Weeping with pepper, the Tommies
turned In in the tent, leaving Cuffy o
dispose himcelf for the night as he
thought fit.

Cuffy opened the door of the van and
rolled ‘out, eneezing.

He lay In the grass and sneezed for
a full quarter of an hour before he was

able to get on his feet.

Then he approached the tent whero
Tommy Dodd & Co., having given up
snecatng at Tast were seiing down 16
slex

“My dear friends,” said Cufly, blink-
ing into the tent, “I fear that it is im-
Poccibte o sieen, In' the van, owing 1o
the thorough monner in which T have
disinfected {t. ave you any objection
to my sharing this tent— Yaroooo!

Crash!

A boot smote Clarence Cuffy on the
chest, and he sat down suddenly.

“Yarooh! Oh, dear! My dear
0 o

doar  being

van,

“ (vmou"ﬂ
unfortunate Modern was fairly

d
[& rc.\co ‘Fimself began to sneeze a
itle, calching a whiff of the pepper
Tron ho Tenmics,

For sonte minutes nothing was heard
on the common but the incessant sound
of sn ng and snorting.

Tommy Dodd found his voice at last.

“This must be & jape!” he said
weakly, “Even Cufly couldn't be idiot
£loush to do that simply out of idiocy!
fihove him 1n the van, and let him have
{he pepper! We thicel stick to the

“My dear friends— Oh dear!”

“Do you want the other?” came
Tommy Dodd's sulphurous voice. “If
you do, put your silly nose in this tent
I don’t want the other! Yow-
ow!

Cnﬁy quitted the spot in haste.

ally, Thomas® (emper seemed very

aneitable that even

e caravas was auite uninhabltable
till the pepper cleared of

Clarence Cuffy had to camp out for
the night in a coat and a rug.

But this was fortunate in one way, as
he did not sleep very soundly; and after
all was silent in the tent he was able
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rise and carry out Jjmmy Silver’s in-
structions with regard to the horse,
after which he returned to his rug and
slept the Sleep of the just.

CHAPTER 17.
Black Ingratitudst
OMMY DODD & Co. had recovered
their good-humour by the

morning.

They had gene to bed fcelmg inclined
to slaughter Clarence Cuffy, but in the
sunny morning light they 21t that tney
could forgive

They came out of the tent and found
Clarence aslcep, and Tommy genially
awoke him with a dig in the ribs from
hisboof

" Yow-ow!" said Cuffy, as he sat up.

Time to get up, “slacker!” said
Tommy Dodd. “Lend 2 hand in get-
ting sticks for the fire. Hallo!”
Tommy Dodd noticed that the caravan
horse was not in sight. *Where's
gee-gee?”

“Sure, it's a gossoon ye are, Tommy!”
said Doyle “You've let him loose!"

“I tethered him safely euough last
mghL'" said Dodd W

Rats! He's got uv.ay‘”

‘“That's jolly queer.”

Tommy Dodd ran to the peg to which
the horse had been tethered.

The rope was gone along with the
horse, so it had evidently been untied.

“He's been let loosel” said Tommy

odd.

“Sure, some thafe of the worruld has
come along while we've been asiape!”
said Doyle in dismay.

odd fixed his eyes upon
Clarence Cuffy.
Gty 17 he rapped out.

“Yes, my dear Thomas.”

““Haye you let the horse loose?"

“ Cuflyi” yelled Cook. “Of course!
That potty chum;

*Ttiere fa nothing potty, as you ¢
it, in kindness to animals, Codlk.” said
Clarence Cuffy reprovingly. * Certeinly,
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my dear Thomas, I let the homﬂ loose,

as you had forgotten to do so.”
*"Forgotten!” yelled Tommy.

is my aim to repair such

dear Thomas,” said Cu
ing smile. "I have gl\E') the horse
plenty of room to roan

“ You—you—you mad idiot!” stut-
tered Tommy Deodd. *“And how're we
to get him back? He may be miles
away now.”

Cuffy looked thoughtful.

“I did not think of that, my dear
’Ehhumas. Jimmy Silver did not mention.

Tommy Dodd jumped.
immy Silver!”

“Yes, my o Thomas,” said Cufly,
with an effusive smile. “I will teil you
now that I met Jimmy Silver on the
Toad yesterday, and he gave me direc-
tions how to you. And he very
kindly gave me tips, from his experience
as a caravanmer, about preserving the
milk—"

i
i And tmproving the stew—"

“and dxsmfectmg the beds with
peppe

A hamat
“And lemng the horse loose, if you
should be so careless as to leave him
tied up,” said Clarence brightly.

“Oh!" gasped Tommy Dodd.

“Jimmy Silver!” stuttered Cook.

“¥Yes; he said you had done him a
good turn, and he owed you one, and
might e ‘able to reward you through
me,” said Clarence. “Was it not kind
of dear James, Thomas?”

(Dear Thomas could not. xoply;

oo deep Tor words.

“What a very pleasant thought of
dear Jarmes thaf 1'should tell you this
in the moring as el
said Clarence, bcami e Sald he
was sorTy he would it e here for you
to thank bim perconally, my dear,
Thomas.”

lxis 4
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Still Tommy Dodd did not speak.

He seemed to be able only to gaze
fixedly at the ineffable Clarence.

Doylc gazed round wildly for o
wea,

“wmrcs the chopper?” he gasped.
“sure I'm going to slaughter him in-
tirely!”

*'T hope you are not angry, my dear
Thomas.”

“Scalp him!” shrieked C

He rushed at Clarence Cuﬂb‘ and got
his head into chancery.

He fel(: that that was the least he

e yells rose from the unhappy

Clarence.

“Yoop! Yah! Yarcoh! Help! Oh,
dear! Yoop! Goodness gracious!
Yah! What ever are you—yarooh

thumping me for, my’ dear—yoop!—
Thomas?”

roTnats for the mustard!” roared

my Cook, with a terrific thump.

R havs for tho pepper! That's for
the quinine! And that's for leiting the
hoss go! And that's for being taken in
by Jimmy Silver! And that's for belng
a silly chump! And that's for being a
aowling idiot{ And that's for being a
potty lunatic! And ths

Tommy Dodd dm"ged pis excitea
chum

Clm‘ence Cuffy dabbed his nose, and
blmked at the Moderns, and gasped.

y was a forgiving youth: he was

1 of W tha virries "B R ws
xoused to wrath ot 145t
' Yow-ow-ow! My nose! Oh, dear!

Thomas, I ain sorry—groogh!—to leave
&ou»yuw'—but I refuse—r 1
remain with you—you—ow—wow!

—~any longer! I will not—groogh!—be
%rvmtcd in  this—yow-ow!—manner!

waclarence Cufly meant it. For once he
=
dragged out his bicycle, mounted
it and pedalled away without another
word of farewell, and the three Tom-
Eles gazed after him, thinking it was
9 g00d to be true,
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But it was true, and Clarence Cuffy
was gone from their gaze like & beattl.
ful dream.

And during the next three hours,
while they were hunting for the elusive
caravan horse, perhaps it was just as
well for the ineffable Cierence thet he
was gone!

3 s ] :

“Hallo!”

“Cufly, by Jove!"

The Classical caravan was on the

road that sunny morning, when a cyclist
came pedalling out of a side lane and
nearly ran into the caravan,

Jimmy Silver & Co. recognised Clar-
ence Cuffy.

“Hallo] Not 1erc ihe Moderns?™
zskcd .nmmy Silve
dear! Yes," gaspcd Cuffy, “I
did everymmg you told me, my dear
James; and, instead of bt’mg gmuml
or even commonly civil, they—t
Oh, dear! I have been a&au]t.ed n.nd
battered, my dear James! I have
actually beon smitten with vicience
pon Lhe nose!”
2 hat”

ey o et & laughing matter, my dear
reuowsl” said Clarence warmly.

m' rry—ha, ha!—not at all Ha,

“The extreme roughness'of Thomas
and his friends, my dear James, con-
traSCed very painfully with the kindness

I experienced with you,” said Cufly.
“This is a most fortunate meeting. 1
have lost my way; but it does not
matter now. I will go curavamung with
you vx}q}ftend of Thomas.

2"
The F‘lsticul Four left off laughing
sug
“Haw very fortunate I met yout” ex-
clalmed Clarence, falling Into line with
the Classical caravanners, and wheeling
his bike cheerfully. m sure I shall

James did nob reply.
He couldn’t



CHAPTER 13.
A Very, Very Paintut Parting!
« 7 IMMY, you ass!
“Jimmy, you fathoad!”
“Jimmy, you chump

Lovell and Raby and Newcome all
spoke together.

The caravan stood in the grass of
the common, and Robinson Crusoe, the
horse, was cropping away industriously.

Jimmy Silver was seated in what a
novelist would call an attitude of un-
studied grace—his legs stretched out in
the grass, his back supported against a
rather dusty wheel, his straw hat on
the back of his hea

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were
standing, their eyes fixed on him in
exaspcratlo

Muffin _nodded * assent
anell & Co.’s remarks, but he did not
speak, as his jaws were otherwise
engaged.

A bag of apples had recently been
purchased at a farm, and Tubby Was
apparently Tryang to gt to the hottom
of thc bag in the shortest possible space
of

5 the distance Clarence Gufty, of the
Mudem Fourth at Rookwood, could be
seen. He was gone to the stream for
water.

He was out of hearing of the Classical
juniors, and the had taken that
opportunity _of telhng Jimmy Silver
what they thought of him.

“Of all the crass idiots!” Arthur
Edward Lovell said reflectively. “Of
all the howling, burbling, irabjous

jabberwoclks!”

£ draw it mild!” said Jimmy
Silver defensively. “It wasn't my fault
that Cuffy joined us.

“He's been with us twenty-four
hours, and hes broken nemy all the
crocks in the van, he's nearly set fire
o the tent, he's upset all the milk twice,
3nﬂ | spilt paraffin on the cheese, and—

“I know he's an-awful duffer,” said

Y.
fAnd the worst of all, he’s bored us
&l to death,” groaned’Lovell, He
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never leaves off talking, and he falks
pink piffle, and you oughtn’t to have
planted him on us, you shrieking ass!”

“I didn’t! Only—only I put him up
to japing the Moderns, and they kicked

m out, 50 we were bound to take him
Silver,

“I don't see it.”

“Noblesse oblige, old chap.”

“Noblesse o’rats,” said Raby.

“He's a good chap,” said Jimm.V
Silver. “He can't help being a duffe)
and a bore. He's gone w ﬂll the Watcr-
jug now, hke a good

“Bet y he‘ll bust the jug »

Junmy gr

“He can't! I(:s a tin jug.”

“Then hell Jose it in the stream o

Lovell's words were prophe

Clarence Cuffy came back towards
the camp, and the Classical juniors
noted at once that he came back
empty-handed.

“Wheres the jug?” asked Newcome.

T am so very, very sorry,” said Cufly.
“It slipped from my h: and lies
now at the bottom of bhe stxcam Was
it not unfortunaue?"
our last big jug” said
LOVEIL ln tones of tragic resignation.
"Cuﬂy broke the other. We shall have
to fetch water in tea-cups after this.™
“Quffy hasn't broke all the tea-cups
yet,” remarked Raby, by way of con-

quite all,” said Lovell
‘”I'heres enough to last him over to-
morro

“My ‘dear friends—" sald Cuffy.

Lovell groaned.

That was Cuffy’s way of speaking.

“My dear Lovell, are you In pain?”

asked Cuffy, with great concern.

“Yes, s!.wfu » grunted Lovell.

“My dear Iellow, I am so very, very
sorry,” said Cuffy. *Perhaps I can be
of assistance m you, Lovell. It‘ you are
)ll I would nurse you.

“Thanks! I'm ndt nre\i of life.”

“My dear Arthi

By oriv said Lovell i

Clarence Cuffy mrned to Jimmy
Silyer again.
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«My dear James,” he said, “I have
been reflecting. I have now been with
you twenty-four hours, and it has been
Yery enjoyable—has it not, my dear
friends?”

“Ripping!” seld Raby, with a deep
sarcasm that was quite lost on Clarence

.
Topping!” said Newcome.

”Sxmply terrific!” gasped Lovell,

Cuffy beamed.

TR s very, very lad to hear you

“Oh, topping!” gasped JJnmy Sllver

“But—my dear friends—I
Cuffly  paus again, breaklng St-
gently, “I fear that it is my duty te
assure Tommy Dodd of my 1mgive-
ness.

] .

“And prove to him that I do not bear
malice—""

“What?”

By rejoining his party,” said Cuffy.
“Such is the result of my scmewhac
serious and

say 50, my dear fellows,” he
“It is very fiattering fo me, but it is
also very gratifying to learn that you
find my society 0 agrecable. My dear
papa would be So pleased!”

“T wonder your pn'.cr can spare you
from home, Cuff: e—you're 50
e sald Lovell, “17-if you feel that
Jou ought to bé with him, d-d-don't
inind us. We—we should miss you, but
—but—

“But we should bear it,” said Raby.

Cuffy shook his head.

“T left home for a caravan tour,” he
answered, | “My denr papa does not
xpect me back

\Why ot give Him a pleasant sur-
rise?” suggested Newcome,

Cuffy shook his head.

“I have been reflecting,” he said.
“I parted from dear Thomas Dodd in
anger, I had been smitten: with vio-
lence ‘upon the nose, and I regret to
say that it made me very, very angry.
But since I have reflected, T have quite
forgiven dear Thomas. I can make
lwantes for him, My Gear felows,
I fear that what I am about to say
may be a shock to you.

Cuffy paused, as if to soften the blow.

The Classical juniors of Rockwood
razed at him curiously.

hey could not guess what In the

w oﬂu Clarence Cuffy was driving af
1o We, Iinve been so happy mgemer =
Cuffy, on tnem. “It
OL‘d be 50 very, very pleasant for us
{0 pass the remainder of the vacation
wzether, would it not, employing all
ur leisure moments in serious and im-

Proving conversation?”

dear fricnds.”

The Classical juniors gazed at him.
They could hardly believe their ears.

Cufly met Lhcir glmlces sadly.

“I am very sorry to give
you this pumful ShDCk,” he said. “We
have been so. very, very happy to-
gether. But do you not agree with me,
my friends, that such is my duty? Can
I leave dear Thomas under the impres-
sion that I h'\ve allowed the sun to go
down on my wrath? Can I

Jimmy Snlver ped.

"Ilmpossﬂblel” he exclaimed fer-
venf

“You can't!" said Lovell at once.
“It's—it's rather a heavy blow, losing
Cuﬂy, but—but your duty is

Clear as mud—l mean daylight,”
exclaimed Rab; I I feel mnt I
shall cry when you uffy.
then, think of Tommy Dodd's joy Wb!:n
you come back.”
that will console us”

said

“I nm 50 glad you ngrcc with me,
my dear friends,” said . “Iam
Ery, very sorry to tear myaﬂlf a\'v'ny.
1 that you will miss me,

hum\)le way, I have tried to lead your
thoughts to a higher plane, and to
banish thoughtless frivolity from our
happy circle. I feel that you have been
more serious since I joined y

N have!” groﬂncd Lﬂyell.

“No doubt about that.”

“ Awtully sermusl"

“How very, very kind of you to say
so,” said Cuffy. “But I feel—I am
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convinced—that duty calls me back to
dear T} L

210 docs, sald Lovell “Nob a

s.hndow of doubt about that.”
the sli

“Ill get your mke ready, Cufly,”
said Raby.

“You are very, very kind. If you do
not object, I will depm'b this evening,

as then I can reach Valley Wood before
dm‘k, and I am aware that dear Thomas
is camping there to-night,” said Cuffy.
“Would you mmd, my dear friends?”

“Not a bit

“Not at all "

“Give our love to dear Thomas.”

“You are quite, quite sure that you
are not offended by this somewhat
al)rupt departure?” asked Clarence

“Not in the least, old fellow. We—
we don’t want to lose you, hut \ve think
you ought to go,” gasped

And Clarence Cuffy wenb mu to
the satisfaction of the Classical chums,

CHAPTER 19.
Tho Only Wayl
Tms is something like!”
‘Tomi

my Dodd made that ob- | stas

£erv: snon in tones of deep con-
tentment.

The sun was setting on the hills, and | unti)

in the valley the lern caravanners
were camped, within a mile of the farm-
house where they obtained supplies for
supper.

They had enjoyed Lhelr supper after
the day's march, and were taking It
easy, resting In the rlch zts.ss, and
watching the red sunset.

“Beets classes at Rookwood—whnt?"
sald Tommy Cook, with a

““Faith, and ye're right,” s:\ld Tommy
Doyle, “I wonder where those Classlcal
asses are now?”

*'And Cuffy?” said Tommy Dodd. “I
Suppose poor old Cufly's gone home.
really w. Is nose hadn't been

pu:lche:l 50 hi
The hcw)mg &.sl He ought to have

been lynched.”
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Ting-a-ling-a-ling !

The ringing of a bicycle bell on the
mocpnm caused the three Tommies of
Rookwood to raise their heads and

glance round.

cyclist was bumping along the
grassy path towards the camp.

Tommy Dodd's face altered.

- “n_Ollu my only Aunt Sempronia!

u
e “Cuﬂy'" sald Cook and Doyle, in a

real

Thc three Modern juniors watched
Cuffy as if fascinated as he came up
and jumped off his bicycle.

Clarence beamed upon the

“Here I am, my dear friends " he
sald,

“‘Oh, there you are, are you?” ejacu-
Inted Tomm; y Dodd.

"I\Iy denr. dear friends, I sincerely
hope u did not suppose I was
stm angry \'Ilth you,” said Clarence.
“I have forgiven you from the hottom
ol my hem‘l I felt that I had done

wrong in leaving you, dear Tbomns.
That is why I have returned. I a
sure yl')oubnrc very, very glad to see me.”

“I—1 thought ycu'd gone home!”
mmered Tommy Dod 3
“I fell in with lhc C!asmal fellows,
Thomas, and have remained with them
this evening. They fully agreed
that I ought to come back to you,” smd
Clarence, beaming.
“Ill bet they did|” muttered Tcmmy

“Awtully"’ gasped Tommy Dodd.
e three Moderns lcoked at the in-
eﬂ'able Clarence.
There were certain considerations of
politeness to be observed, and, more-
over, Tommy's kind uncle, Mr. Dodd,

7
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wanted his old friend’s son to spend the

45
“_anf;y enough. A bit of rubbing will

vacation caravanning with the three | do it,

Moderns, and Tommy Dodd had not
liked to refuse.

But Clarence Cuffy was a heavy trial.

}.e was far from realising that, how-
v

T the simplicity of his heart Cuffy
was assured that he spread pleasure and
couLentment wherever he went.

y Dodd looked resigned to
hte but Coﬂk and Doyle had rsbelhous
cxpressions,

They felt like Jimmy Silver's chums,
and were not inclined to stand Clarence
for any length of time,

They did not want to hurt his feel-
ings, but they wanted him to go-home.

e really was not suitable for cara-

vanning.

Leaving Clarence to rest after his ride,
the three Tommies took a stroll down
the valley.

“It's too bad,” saild Tommy Dodd,
when they were out of hearing of Cuffy,
“The ass means well, but he's an awful
worry. Uncle Dodd wouldn't under-

. stand that, though.
“T've got an idea,” said Cook.
" Well?”

“T'm gomg to have botulism.”

“ Whatter!

“Eotuhsm,” said Cook.

“What on earth’s that?”

“‘It’s the new fashionable disease. It's
{he thing you die of nowadays, if you're
really up to-date,” said Tommy Cook.
“Toal I'm going to have a bad
attack of hotulism, and get a rash over
my face—I can work that—and
Clarence can be scared off. He's awfully
alraid of catching things. He thinks
he's gob a cold whenever the wind

ow:

Doyle chuckled.

F"utn, it's a_janius ye are, Cooky!”
aid. | “We'll help ye back to camp
and scare Clarence out of his wits,
if hie’s got any.

* Good msm'” £aid Tommy Dodd,
wih o p.?n "Hoxv are you going to get
=h, hough!

“D.O botulists have rashes?” asked

n't know. But c]arence doesn’t,
Jther, 50 it doesn’t matter,
Tommy Cock began to rub his cheek
vult’l}: great vigour, It was scon red with
pyil
"T"m(, 'l fade out,” remarked Doyle.
“Sure, you'd betther let me rub it harrd
wmx a roulgh stune, and it will last.”
silly ass!
g Sure an' that a goed idea intirely?*”
athead
“Wel]. i you don’t Want to do it
properly, Tommy Cook—

vadeut!y Cook was not amenable to
reason on that point.

“That’ll do,” he said. “Il give it a
rub every now and then to keep it red.
Now you fellows help me back to camp,
and T'll begin to groan as scon as Cuffy
can hear me.”

s, ha, ha!”

""ho ‘three Tommies returned to camp,
Cook walking between his comrades,
limping along with their assistance.

Clarence Cuffy jumped up, with an
expression of greaf concern, as Tommy
Cook’s first groan fell upon his ears.

“My dear Thomas, are you hurt?” he
exclaimed.

Groan!

“My dear Thomas—-""

Groan!

Tommy Cook sank down in the grass,
gm’nmg dismally, and Clarence Cuffy
t him in deep sympathy and

Senay.
CHAPTER 20.
A Sudden Recovery!
ROAN
“My dear, dear ‘Thomas, are
you in pain?” exclaimed
Clarence.
“Keep away from him, 17 ex-
claimed Dodd anxiously. “Botullsm is

Jolly dangerous!,
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Cuffy jumped bacl

“Botulism!” he ejuculated

“It's an awful thing!” said Tommy
Dodd. “I'm afraid poor old Cook is
done for. But you needn't catch it.”

“Goodness gracious!”

Tommy Cock groaned deep ly.

“Help me into t,he van,”
faintly. y can stay with me to-
night and look afwr mc’ you (elluws 1
don’t want you to run any risi

“Oh, dear!” said cmrence

Tommy Cook rubbed his cheek,
mak.\ng it a deeper re

s there a pam there. my poor, poor
fnend?” asked Ci 5
Can't you see lLs & rash?”

‘Oh, dear! What a very, very awful
‘occurrence, my dear friends!” said Cuffy
in great distress. “You are very, very
young to die, my dear Cook, Dodx
better go for a doctor while I x‘ems:m
with you.”

Groan!

“How very, very fortunate that I have
one of my dear papa’s tracts in my
pocket,” said Cuﬂy “I will read it to
you now, Cook. It is very, very smmble
at the present terrible moment.”

Groan!

“We can't get a_doctor before morn-
ing,” said Tommy Dodd. “I suppose you
don’t mind staying in the caravan with

poor old Cook, Cuffy? If you catch i,
the doctor can attend to both of you ab
the same th

“Bb-b-but I do not want to catch
b-l b—butuhsm, Dodd!” ejncu!ated Clar-

ence,

“I suppos
catch it!”
warmly.

“Nunno!  But—"

“*Sure it's for poor old ook to gy
Temarked Doyl ould you
prefg;&o 1smy Wit you to-night, Gooks

y!" sald Cook faintly. “He's
sure to catch it, I'm atraid; but Cutly is
50 good, he won't mind.  You don't
mlnghdymg If T do, do you, Cufly?”

Yu\x cauldnt die in better company,

Cooky!” said Tommy Dodd heartily,

i B

e you don’'t want me to
exclaimed Tommy Dodd
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“Help him into the van, CuEy we'd
better not touch him agai

Clarence Cuffy stood xooted to the
ground.

His face was a study.

Clarence was rather given to fancying
that he was 11] nnd the word botulism
had a terribly L

What botuhsm might be Clarence did
not know any more than the three Tom-
mies did, but he knew it was something
distinctly unpleasant.

“Of course, if Cuffy would rather
clear off and nvoxd infection—"" s
Tommy Doyle grayely.

“Yes, he hasa nght to if he chooses,”
agreed Dodd.

‘'Oh, dear!"” said Cuffy. *I—I—]
not in the least afraid, my dear frien
but—but I cannot help thinking what a
terrible grief it would be to my dear
papa if anything should happen to me.”

“Youre bound to consider that,”
agreed Doyle.

“Yet I cannot desert poor Cook in
ths fearfu] extremity.”
“Don’ ind me!” groaned Tomsy

Cook. “Youre bound fo think of your
dear papa first, Culty, Perhaps yowd
better go.”

“1f—if you will not regard this as a
desertion, my dear friends—" said
Cuffy in great disf Lr

Not at all, old fe]low'"

“Then—then—then—"

Cuffy hesitated.

His terror of that terrific disease,
botulism, was evidently great, but his
sense of duty was struggling with it.

Tommy Dodd rushed to bring his bike.

“Better clear off bemre you get it,
Cuffy!” he exclaimed. * ere’s &

pink spot on your cheek. DO you leel
any pai

Cuffy gave a gasp.

Is—is that & symptom, my dear
Thomas?™ he gas}

“Well, it may Or may not be,” said
Tommy Dodd cautiously. “But the
safest thing is fDr you to get back to
Gander’s Green as quickly as, possxble
and consult the family doctor.

‘You—you really think so, Thomas?"
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“Well; that’s my advice.”
tarence Cuffy climbed on his bike,
which Tommy obligingly held for him.
Tommy Dodd started him with
shove, and Cuffy went pedalling down
the footp aif.
sat up, grinning. He
A mot Toon e & Bits of peulim

He's really gone!” he

“Ha, ha, ha!”

t glee the three Tommies
watched Clarence Cuffy growmg smaller
and smaller in the distanc

He had almost dlsappeured from sight
when they observed the bicycle wheel
round,

‘To their consternation, Cuffy came
pedalling back towards the camp.

Three faces fell lugubriously.

“Wha-at’s he coming back for?” stut-
tered Cook.

“TForgotten something, perhaps; the
chump’s always forgetting som
Be lll again, quick}” mum.ered Tmm'ny

Tommy Cook sank back into the grass
and rubbed his cheek to reproduce the
fatal rash.

Puffing and blowing with his exer-
tions, Clarence Cuffy came pedalling | Ul
up once more, and clumped down. from
his_bicycle.

T b Forgotten something 2.

‘omm;

“No"' gasped Cufly.

« b o

“My de Thomas, did you think that
could reauy Qesert poor Cook in this
extremity?” panted Cuffy. “Never!”

“‘Wha-a-at?”

asked

“Even for the sake of my dear papa,
I cannot desert the poor fellow!” said
Clarence firmly.
ou.”

“Oh{”

“And nurse poor, dear Cook at any | Thomas!

risk to my own health,” said Clarence
horoleally. I am chamed of the
momentary impulse to seek my own
immunity from this terrible disease, my

“I shall remain with |
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dear fellows. T am prepared to remain
with poor Cook w the very, very end.”

“Oh, my hat!

“You shall go for a doctor, Thomas,
while I look after Cook, I will never,
ne‘\"ghlenve hlml” said Clarence. .

Tommy CDOI{ sat up in the gras:

His look did not express gmmude for
the devoted kindness of Clarence Cuffy.

Evidently it was no use being ill any
longer, and Cook had decided that it
was time to recover.

HB had no further use for botulism.

Are you fecling better, my dear
friend?” ask Cuffy anxiously.

“QOh, T'm all right!” growled Cook,
;-)fsmg to his feet. “'Tain’t botullsm,

“Are you qQuite, quite sure?”

“Yes, ass

“Then we have been alarmed for
ncﬂnng.” said Clarence, in great relief;
“I am so very, very glad! But it would
be much, much better to see a medical
man and_make quite sure, my dear
friend, I W'Lll walk with you to the
Deares

“Oh, rats!” said Tommy Cook crossly.

“My dear The %

“BOW-WOW.

turn in, you
feuows,” said Cook.

"Lets get the tem‘,

“But my dear Thomas—"
Cuffy was not heeded.
The tent was erected, and the three
Tommies turned in, and Clarence Cufly
followed ﬂ'leu' example, considerably
uzzled Tommy Cook’s rapid re-
covery from his illness. T

CHAPTER 21,
Strantied!
OOK after the van and the horse,
L Cuffy!”

y!
“Certainly, my dear

“We'll be back under the hour.”

It was morning, bright and sunny, and
the Modern caravanners had turned aut
in cheery spiits,
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Even Cuffy did not shem so much of

an infliction that sunny morning.

The three Tommies sterted for the
farmhouse, & mile away up the valley,
out of sight from the camp.

They carricd a big can and a bag and
& baskel, in the hope of obtaining sup-
Plies of Milk and eggs and bread.

Cufly, duiler as ho was, Was supposed
to be ahle to keep watch at the camp
while they were gone.

larence wanted to be useful, and as
soon as his comrades had deparied he
proceeded to gather materials for the
‘morning fire,

When he returned to the camp, with
his armis full of brushwood, he found
that it was not untenanted.

o roughooking fellows wore stand:
ing there, sur ¢ caravan and the
hokse, and looking &bout, thom curiously.

They turned and stared at Cufly as
he came up.

;:Goodmorning 1 said Qufty prignty.

The two tramps blinked af

“This. vere. turm-out belong £ you,
sir?" asked one of them, a biirly fello
with a black patch oyer one eye.
uZo me and my frlends,” answered

uff;

The two men exchanged glances.

“Oh, there’s some more of you, hay?”
sajd the onc eyed man.

, my friends have gone up to the
farmbonte s Cutty,

““Jest coming back, T dessay?

G mo they Wil probaps b abseht
nearly'an hour!” answered Cuffy imno-
AL think the farmbouse is 2

“Oh! *Youre all nlone ‘ere, then?”
Quite alone, my friend” said

Clarence unsuspiciously.

agihe two men exchanged glances
Anybody but Clarence Cufty would

Bave seen that they werc a pair of
tramps of Darticlarly unpleasant

wou v

nd, and v ave kept a very sharp
But l‘uf\”v was not suspicious.

is "cic ool "
wmured the onebaey it BilL” mur-
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“A bit of all right, and no mistake,
Ikey,” answered Bill, in the same tone.
“Why, we could be milcs an’ mileg

=

ray
“And a fresh coat of paint would
make that there van Jook a bit
different,” murmured Ikey.

“And we know where to get rid of
the ‘orse,” murmured Bill. “The gipsies
we saw yesterday wouldn't ask no

questions.”

“You're right, ole pal!”

Clarence was piling up the brushwood
for the fire while the two tramps were
muctenng toget

0 them blokes going up to the farni-’
'cuse was your friends, sxr"" said Tkey,
ﬂdmessmg Clarence agai
“Yes,"” assented CuIIy
“Then the message they give me is

for you, I s'pose,” continued Ikey,
watching Clarence’'s  simple face
intent!

y.

“Did they give you a message for
me?” asked Cuffy, with interest.

“They did that. They want you to
meet them ‘arf way back ﬂnd e!p them
to carry something,” sal “Come
on, Bill; time we Was gomg.

‘The two tramps slouched off, and dis-
appeared through the trees

Out of sight of Clarence Cuffy they
stopped, and pecred back at him' under
sover,

Thelr intention was to impress Cuffy
with me “fact that they were gone, So
that he would have no hesitation in
leaving the camp unguarde

But they need not have taken that
Lroublc, for Cuffy had no suspicions.

He started up the path to the farm-
house at once, and in a few minutes he
was out of sight.

Ikey indulged in a chuckle.

“That ‘blessed young idjit's gone,
Bill!"” he murmured. “This is where
we come in, I think.”

“I think we does,” grinned Bill,

‘The two tramps hurried back to the
camp, and in hot haste put the horse to
the caravan.

Cuffy’s bilie was shoved in the van,
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“1 am sorry to say, dear Thomas," sald Oufty moekly, *“ that the eggs are brokeft

and I have spilt the milk.” “The throo Tommles looked at Oufty. It was too muoh

for thom. Thay foll upan him and smots him and bonnoted him with the empty
mitk-can {
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and the vehicle led out of phe camp to
the pam down the v:
g the du'ecnon ﬂpposltc to that
cnken by Cuﬁy. Ikey and Bill drove off
in great spirit
ey came out into the country lane,
and turned into another lane, and
another, feeling the safer for every turn-
ing they piaced between their precious
selves and the owners of the stolen
caravan,

Meanwhile, Clarence Cuffy was
tramping contentedly towards the farm-
house. He enjoyed that pleasant morn-
ing walk,

He was In sight of the farmhouse
when he met Tommy Dodd & Co. on
their way back.

Tommy Dodd had the big can full of
milk, Cook had the basket of eggs, and
Doyle had his bag full of other
comestibles.

. They had done very well at the farm-
house.

“*Hallo, heres Cuffy!” exclaimed
Tommy Dodd, in surprise, “What
Yo lott the camp for, Tathead?

“I came to help you carry the things,
my dear Thomas,” answered Clatelwe

Tommy Dodd grunted.

“That's all very well, but you ought | th
to have stayed at the camp. It's not
safe to leave the van alone.”

“But you asked me to come, my dear
Thnmn,s"' excl d Cuffy, in surprlsa

“En? I did nothlng ol e kind!”

message,” sald Cuffy, in be-
w!ldermenb. “sure Thomas, = you
have not forgotten sendmg me & mes-
sage to meec you half-way.”

T sent you any message!”
roared Tommy odd. “How could I
send you a message when there was
xmbody to Sond

‘“Those two men.

“What two men?»

“The two men at the camp, dear
Thomas.  They said you } £ me &
mcangs to et 0, You Bad sen me &

“Oh, my only hnt!" gasped Tommy
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B?d‘g’ in dismay. “What were they

“Somewhat rough in appearance,”
said Clarence, “but very civil-spoken,
I thought. 1t is possible that they were
tramps.”

ou've let yourself be sent
away Trom the caravan by a couple of
tramps!” stuttered COOXL
“But they s:
‘Tommy Dodd set down the milk-cen.
“They'll have stolen everything they
can lay their hands on,” he said. *Per-
hnps the hoyse, wo and Cuffy’s bike—
ess knows! you sdmt' You
imijus dummy ! CDme on, you chaps!”
“ ” exclaimed
Cuffy, in homﬁed surprlse. “Is it pos-
sible, my dear Thomas, that those per-
sons have deceived me, with dishonest
Xmentions?’:
"IdioLl"

e Tommies set down their
burdens, nnm without wasting further
words on Cufly, started for the camp

have | at

'I‘hey were filled with the darkest fore-

Cuﬂy Blinked sfter them in dismay,
and then gathered up the

P
haskst and the bag, and sta.\ted Bibel‘

TD Dodd & Co. ran their hardest.
‘They came in sight of the camp at

t,

They expected to find thc cnravan
rifled, Bnd possibly the horse

But no caravan met their g
camp was empty, save for the
of brushwood Cufly had gathere

Horse and van were gone from their
gaze like a beautiful dream.

The tramps had made a clean sweep.

" Gone!” gasped Tammy Dodd.

*“The canvan—

“Oh, my

“ After

Dodd.

glle 01’

them"' shrieked Tommy |
Up and down and round about the
threo furious coravanners raged in
search of the thieves, But they raged

and searched in vai
He tracks of the van were lost in the
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many tracks of the rutty lane, and
{herc wasno clue to the direction taken
by Lhe two rascals.

Tired, breathle: and furious, they
relurned to the spnt whcre the camp
had been, in utter dismay.

Clarence Cuffy had arrived there.

“The cnravan is not here, my dear
Thomas,” he sal “Is it possible that
umse unscl‘upuh)us persons have taken

"Dllm my !

“I—I have brought the thing you left
on the footpath, dear Thomas,” (soid
Cufty meekly. “I am ve
to say that I have spilt the Tailk, and
that ihe eggs are broken.”

The three Tommics looked at him.

Their breakfast was strewn some-
where along the footpath, and the cara-
van was gone, and they were hungry
and strand

Tt oo oo much, They fell upon
Clarence and smote him, and bonzeted
him with the empty milk-c

Then they held & desperate council of
war—what time a suffocated and

. anguished voice proceeded from the
Interior of the milk-can—a voice they
heartlessly refused to heed.

CHAPTER 22.
A Capturs from the Enemy.
“ ¥ only summer hat!
Jimmy Silver uttered that
exclamation in tones of sur-
prise.
“What's the row?” asked Lovell, look-
ing round from the horse, which he was
cading
The Glassical earavan was rumbling
on its way through a decp lanc in the
mommg sunshin
“Those blossed Moderns seem to be
haunung us!” exclmmed Jimmy Silver.
e Moder
“Logk thevet
Jimmy Silver pointed.
short distance ahead of the
?hssmr\l yeriia side-lane turned off
Tom the rg

| thre

61
n that lane came ¥
S & caravan,

It I'md nearly reached the corner when
Jimmy Silver spotted it across the in-
tl!rvemn" field.

“Tomm; ny Dodd’s lot, by Jove!” ex-
cla!med Raby.

*“Look hxe don't yau let Cufy plant
himself on us again, v Siverts
roared Lovell. “If you bLgm any more
noblesse oblige on us, we'll begln with
out boot-leather on you, so you can take
that as a tip!”

.nmmy Silver did not answer,

walking on beside the
CIo.ssmal van, but his eyes were fixed
on the Modern van about to turn into
the lane,

He knew Tommy Dodd's van by sight,
of course.

It was rather gally painted, and
Jimmy Silver would have recognised it
half a mile oxr and 1t was now only
twenty yards a

It was the Modem van, but where
were the Moderns!

A tough-] lonlﬂng man, with a black
patch over his eye as_driving the
horse, and Bnother mugh fellow snb by
him, smoking a pipe.

Nobody else was to be seen about the

It was absurd to suppose that the
e Tommies and Cuffy were packed

mside the closed caravan that warm

morning; but if not, they were evxdentIy

not with their van at al

entirely m chxrge of the two rough-

looking

WhnL's “the matter with you,
Jimmy?"” asked anel] surprised by
Jlmmy fixed expressio;

““There's something jully wrong sbﬂuf.
his,” said Jimmy Silver. “Stop those
men—get the van in the way! It lools
to me as if Tommy Dodd’s van has been
sbole

Great pip!”

But the same thought came to
Jimmy's chums as they looked at the
two rough men alone in the charge of

the Modern van.
‘They hurried Robinson Crusce-on to
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the mvmng, and reached the corner
n time to block the progress of the

l’.\ C

Tkey pnd Bvu on Tommy Dodd's van,
had to stop,

The CXasslc’ll van was halted right
across the narrow side-lane, and there
was no advance to be made, and the
lane was too narrow for turning the
big vehicle in a hurry; that was an
operation that required time and care.

But Ikey and Bill were not thinking
of turning the van.

They were not aware that it was
known by sight to the caravanners
int ad.
Hi, there!”
“Whatchet blcckm the way
a chap pass, can't yet?”

“Clear the road, blow yer!” exclalmed
hxs ‘companion.

immy Silver ran towards them, his
cumrades at his heels.
b Tubby Muffin prudenﬂy remained
el

yelled Tkey wl‘amf\ﬂly
for? Let

He did not like the looks of the two
tramps, and thought he would like
Lnem still less at close quarters.

What are you doing with that van?”
z'}\clmmed Jimmy Silver.

Ik gave him a one-eyed glare.

lvmg it, ain’t I?” he replied.
“Hain't you got any heyes?”

“That van doesn't kelong to you.”

“Wot do you know about it?”

“I know the chap that caravan be-
longs fo,” said Jimmy Silver quietly.
T went to know how you come to b
driving it, my man.

Ikey gripped his whip.

Te you going to clear the road and
et & bloke drive on?” he demanded
i »

“Then 111 stext on yer!”

Jimmy Silver looked at the ruffian
coolly as he gripped the whip and
raised it.

“If you use that whip, my man, we'll
have you off that van before you can
do It twice,” hc said. “Be careful.”

Tkey pouls

The xov.r Rookwood jumors were
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rather a handful to tackle, and they,
looked quite determined.

Tkey lowered the whip.

“\Well, lot & man pas, then,” he sald

ulkily.

“Yowre not going to pass till we
know how you got hold of that cara-
vam, Where are he chaps it Delongs
“1ts all xight, sir, on my davy.” said
Ikey, civilly “The young' gents
agked ‘me to drive this ‘ere ven for
them, They—theyre taking a walk,
and they're gotng {0 Join us ab the next

®Pernaps that was the best yarn Tkey
could be Bypected to spin on the spur
of the moment, but naturally the Clas-
sical juniors of Rookwood were not
inclinéd to believe it.

It was too highly improbable thab
Tommy Dodd would have entrusted his
caravan to the hands of such exceed-
ingly disteputable persons as the two
‘tramps cvidently were.

Lovell grinned.

15 that the best you can do?” he

asked.

“T don't know wotcher mean.”

“Well, 1 mean that if you can’s make
up a hetter yarn than'that you may
as well give up trying.”

Tkey looked at his comrade.

The two rascals were nonplussed.

“You may as well own up,” said
Jimmy Silver, as the ruffans did not'
Speak. “Yow've stolen this carayan.™

“Look ‘ere!” roared Ikey. “’Nuff of'
this 'ere! You move your van out of
the way, and let & chap pass, or Il
soon shift yer. See?”

“You're going to give up that van,”
answered Jimmy Silver quietly.

“Well see about that! Come on,
Bl

Ttey jumped down into the road,
grasping his whip. and his comrade,
Jumped after hi

They adv&ncud flercely upon the ',

Roo‘:wood
e two nﬂims looked dang

ZErous)
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enough, but Jimmy Silver & Co. did not

up!” said Jimmy quietl

“Now then, out of the way!” shnutcd
Tkey, and he rushed forward, lashing
with the whip.

Jimmy Silver yelled as he got the
lash, but Ikey did not have time for
another.

‘The captain of the Rookwood Fourth
dodged in under the whip, and closed
with the one-eyed man.

They struggled fiercely.

“Lend a hand, you fe\lows”' panted | him
Jimm;

uhy was springing to his md while
Lovell and Newcome tackled Bi

Tkey went down with a cmsh  with
Jimmy Silver and Raby on top of him.

The whip flew from his hand, and
fkey found himself grasped by the ears
and his head jammed on the hard

road.

He roared with anguish.

“Yow! Leggo! 'Elp! Lend a cove a
'and, Bill! 'Elp!”

But Bill had plenty to do, without
nelmm; his comrade.

vell and Newcome were pressing
him hard, and Bill was retreating
before the vigorous attack.

Instend of coming to Ikey's assist-
ance, Bill suddenly made & jump for
the hedge, plunged through it, and
went fleeing across thE fields. Bill
evidently had had el

Lovell and Ne“come, panting, turned
to Jimmy's aid.

Ikey's resistance ceased th

The four juniors collared hlm. and
mg"cd mm to his feet, keeping 2

ip

“HL oy does 1t, gents!” mumbled
Ikey offence, gents! Go heasy
\nm aman! It was only a lark, young

ents! 'Pon my davy, it was!”

“You stole that van?” demanded
Jmmv Silyer.
wpWe—we borrered 1t!” asped Tkey.
Only a joke, sir, on my davy! We

roing to sell the contraption to
psles, sir—we asn't, really!”
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“WhEre did you steal it?” demanded

“WO—WE borrered it a few mil
from ‘ere, sir,” said Tkey dolefully

“Down_the valley, slr—anley ‘Wood
they calls the pla done, sir.
Never knowed they Was frk‘_nds of
yourn, sir, on my da:

“The rotter ought to be locked up!”
Sald Newcom

ought to be,” said Jimmy Silver.

"But Xt will save time to give him a
jouy gcod Rookwood bumping and kick

Hem', hear!”
e, I say, let up! Chuck it!”
mured Ikey.

Ikey probably was not conversant
with Rookwood customs, and & bump-
ing was a new experience to him.

‘To judge by the sounds that pro-

ceeded from him, it was not a
pleasant experience.
Bump! D’
Once, twice, thrice,

Ikey smote the hard’ rO&d Wllh hxs
frowsy person, and each concussion
elicited a flendish yell,
Then he was pitched into the hedge.
“If you're not gone in a second—-"
sid Jimmy Silver, picking up the whip.
But Ikey was gone in a secon

CHAPTER 23,
Jimmy Sigér Han i {doa)

] Y dear Thomas—-'
M “Shut up!” raared Tommy
Dod
“I smcerely hope you are not cross,

Doy you want to be s‘lnln, and buried
in some quiet 0f this valley,
Cufly?” asked Tommy Dodd, in con-
centrated tones.

A Gand.ness Certainly
not!”

“Then shut up!”

Clarence sighed and was slle) nt. "

e Modern caravanners were nob

Ln a xood humour.

gracious!
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They were tramping orf & dusty road,
in very bad tempers, a5 @ o
facf

Thcy had held a long council of war
ot their camping place, but the only
decision they could arrive at was that
{nere was nothing doing.

They made what Dbreakfast they
could upon the loaf in the bag, which,
fortunately, Cuffy had not been able
to damage.

Then they started out.

‘There was nothing to be done but
to walk to the nearest town, and there
give information of their loss to the
police.

And the nearest town was several
miles distant.

4y came up the footpath and
turned into the road, Clarence Cufly
n expression of patient martyr-
dom on his face.

Cuffy was, as he would have ex-
pressed it, very hurt at the crossness
of his compamons

Ting-a-ling-

Tommy Dodd umed up crossly as
the bicycle-bell rang ahead.

Then he jumped.

“Jimmy Silver!” he exclaimed.

It was the captain of the Rookwood
Fourth, mounted upon Clarence Cuffy’s
bicycle.

He pedalled up, smiling, and jumped
down 'to grest the surprised Moderns.

“That's Cuffy's bkikel” exclaimed
Cook,

“Goodness _gracious, so it is!” said
Clarence. “Wherever did you find it,
dear James?
van,”

Sﬂver carcless

+In our van?” yelled Tommy Dodd.

p Yeos, my infant.”

en—then—

Jimmy Silver Xs,ughed
o l's all serene, Tommy!” he said.

We camc on the rotters who bagged
your van and got it back for you. I
found Cuffy's bike inside the van, so I
=ot on it. and came back this way to

answered  Jimmy
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look for you. Your van's three miles
away, 50 you've.got a walk before you.”

Tommy Dodd fairly gasped with
reli f
“Oh, my hat!
anul!y Qbhged"’
nench, my dear c‘1’|p'" said
JJmmy lever :un!y “It's 0 us,
as the top side of Rool k\mod Tro help
you poor hm= Modeins out of your
scrapes.”

To whxch the three Tommies replied,
wi l&h one volce

I say, Silver, we're

A Wk of three miles did ot murs
the Modern juniors, with their van
waiting for them at the end of it

Tommy Dodd explatned en route how

van had_been lost, and Jinmy
s:lver chortled.

“It's all very well to cackle” said
Tommy dolefully. “But If you kad
that born idiob planted on you—
say, would you like to try him again?”

“No jolly fear!” said Jimmy Silver
promptly. “Why don't you make him
tived of caravanning, same as you did
the sergeant, when he was with you?”

Tommy Dodd shook his head sadly.

“We've tried it,” he said. “Cook got
botulism—-""

“Gireat Scott!”

«And the dutiful beast only decided

to stay and nurse him over it!” said
Tommy Dodd dismally. “So Cook got
well again.”
“He, ha, ha!”
Jimmy Silver chuckled as they
walked on.

Having suffered under Clarence him-
self, he could feel for his old rival of

Rookwood, but he could see the
humorous side, all the same.
“Hallo! Here's our van!” exclaimed

Coo’c in great satisfaction.
two vans. were
aﬂethnr beside the road.
Lovell and Raby and Newcome
grinned at the Moderns as they came
p, and Tubby Muffin' emitted o fab
c

drawn  up
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“You blessed Moderns arc a worry!”
said Arthur Edward Lovell. “We've
Jost most of this morning waiting
about with your blessed van!”

“Much obliged!” said Tommy Dodd.

‘Oh, all serene, oid scout! Rookwood
always backs up Rookwood,” said
Lovell, laughing.  “Herc’s your van,

c the worse for wear. I should
vise you to keep it on a chain after
Llus ol

The Moderns took possession of their
caravan again, with great satisfaction.

The Classical van started up the
road.

Jimmy Silver lingered to speak a
quict word in Tommy Dodd’s ear, out
of hearing of the ineffable Clarence.

“I've got an idea, Tommy,” he said.
“You'd like to take Cuffy?” asked
mmy hopefully.
No fear.”
Thon  bother
sed  Classical

your idea! Your
ideas ain't wor

much!” mmy Dodd peevishly.
“I—~I wonder if It woul offend my
Uncle Dodd very much if I st hh’n
l‘mm’ by goods train, this side with

sent.
up

“Hi\, ha!

But I've really got a
wheeze," m;

Koo " ch wouldn't have far to 8o, you

ko Loak here, you silly ass—"

“Go mad,” repeated Jimmy, in a
whisper,  “Violent and raving, you
l&l\\utw Cuﬂ'y would get fed-up with

al

Tommy Dodd stared 2t him blankly
for some moments. Then he burst into
& chuckle,

“What a wheeze!” he murmured.

for Cufly!” said
ilver. ““Ta, ta, old chap!”

m
an"u v Silver ran after his comrades,
of & zhe Classical van rumbled on out
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‘Tommy Dodd & Co. b!enk(ﬂsf.ed in
the van before !hey s

And when the M vnn went on
Cuffy was left inside, washmg up, while
the three Tommies walked with the

orse.

While they walked there was a gocd
deal of whispering among the three.

There were subdued chuckles as Well
as whispers as they discussed the start-
ling wheeze suggested by Jimmy Silver.

“ILU suit Yuu best, DOY]O." mur-
mured Tommy Dodd. ing  Irish,
vowre a bit pot(:y, anyway. 5

“Why,  you smy spalpeen,"

claimed Tommy Doyle, in great
s potly ye are yerself mm‘ely. Bnt
if you mane that I can do it best
l(‘i‘Yes. thats exactly what I mcnn,

sc0
““Then, sure, T'll thry it!”
Clarence put his head out of the

van.
“My dear Thomas, I have finished
washing up. I am very, Very sorry
sny that I have somehow broken the
bowl—-"

“Oh, my hat"’

is very, very unfortunate

that thc \'«Ewr has fallen over your
coat, ;ny dear Thomas. Does it

f,t
Dodd did not reply to that
quesmm Clarence jumped off the van.
‘‘Shall I lead the horse?” he asked.
Doyle looked at
0 ye mane the rhinoceros?” he
demanded.
*The—the what, my dear friend?”
“The rhinoceros! Do you mean to
say that that's a horse, and not a
rhinoceros?” roared Doyle furiously.
Clarence Cuffy stared at him speech-
lessly.. He mechanically put out his
hand to lead the horse.
ape away!” snapped Doyle. *You
don’t know how to manage & rhino-
cerost™
Cuffy tottered (m with the Moderns.
He was unded t.o speak.
Tommy Doyle w\&s beglnnln

ex-
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Dangeraus!
'LL camp here!”
Tommy Doyle made thc
announcement suddenly. It

was barely noon.

“Not time yet,” said Tommy Dodd.

“We camp at sunset,” answered
Doyle,

“Mum—mum—my dear Doyle, it's
many, many hours to <un5t.t mur-
mured Clarence Cuffy feebly.

Oh, youre mad, Cuﬁy‘” answered
Doyle.” “I say it's sunset, and we're
not Fotng to wear out the rhincecros
by _going any farther.”

Dodd and Cook submitted, and the
Mcdern caravanners camped on the
edge of a common.

larence Cufly was in such & statg of
bewilderment that he hardly knew
whether he was on his head or his
heels. He drew Tommy Dodd aside
nervously.

“Wha-at is the matter with Doyle,
my dear Thomas?” he asked nervously.
Tommy Dodd tapped his forehead.

“Sunstroke?” asked Clarence, in hor-

rified tones.
*Yes.
“Oh, dear!”
“In’ the family,” said Tommy
eriously.  “Doyle's father and grand.

father were as mad as
often like this, of course.
very rare. Don't irri tabe h
What is he doiug now
Clarence glanced rcund quickly.
Doyle had taken the carving-knife,
and was concealing it under his jacket.
“Wha-at is he—he—he going to do
with—with that knife, Thomas?” asked
Cuﬂ'y through his chattering teeth.
1 sincerely hope that he's noﬁ going
to commit ~murder it,

Its mrc—
im. My hat!

E

‘ommy Dodd, with owl-like El'ﬂvlt
"That would spoil our tour, and nyﬂ
mistake!

‘H?dnb you better 2
lrom i Sy t-t-take it away

o Yu tnke it away from him, Cuffy.”

think nerhaos it would be
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wiser not to irritate him, Thomas, if
he is really insane.”

- you don't turn your back on
him \v!'ule he's got that knife!” whis-
p('red T:&mmy Dodd.

ear]”

C'au‘enc\. CufTy was not likely to turn

his back on_the mad junior. He cyed
him nervously and incessantly.
The caravanners lunched, and

Tommy Doyle’s actions were certainly
most_peculiar.

If he was not insanc, he Jooked ¥
meh like

= heid, his fork by the prongs in-

stond ot the handle, and when Dodd
pointed that out to him he insisted that
he was using chop-sticks.

He asked for snother helping of
oysters, to Cuffy’s helpless bewilder-
ment.

ry

pass me the
Cuﬁ‘y?" he Tepeated truculently.

“I am very, very sorry, but
are no oysters, my dear friend,” fﬂl—
',E!ed Cuffy.

“What do ye call these, then?”

“They—they are eggs, my dear
fellow.”

“Oysters, I tell ye!” shouted Doyle,
leaping to his feet in great excitement.
“Ye spulpeen, don't I know oysters
from cggs?

“M-m-my dear, dear— ¥arooh!”

“Are they oysters?” roared Doyle,
seizing the alarmed Cuffy by the collar
and shaking hlm violent ly.

“ow! Owl ow! Oh! Yes!”
shrieked Cu.ﬂ’y “Leggol ‘They—they,
certainly are oysters. my dear fellowl™

why couldn't ye say so af
ﬁrst?" growled Doyle,

Cuffy sat palpitating, squirming a
little A"\rther away from the lunatic.

“ This—tl is dreadful, my dear
Thomas"' Tommy,

oysters,

his
he whispered to

Dod
"Awiul isn't 182" agreed Tommy.
“r'rkghtfull" groaned Ci
““Had we not—not better get him te
a doctor?” murmured Cuffy.
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“Doctors have a Ar)ghtfuuy cxcmng
effect on him,” ' sal id Dodd

a very much, Outly, it you
:hould happcn to be slaughtered?”

Dowe xose to his fest,

His hand was groping under his
jacket, and Clarence, who knew that
the carving-knife was' there, palpitated.

“Sure, and you've hought the sheep,
then,” he remarked, locking at Clar-

“How much did ye give for that
a0

Oh, gracious!” moaned Clarence.
“The poor fellow! He takes me for a
sheep! This is—is dreadful!”

Doyle came closer to Clarence Cuffy,
inspecting him as if he were an animal.
Cuffy trembled vielently.

“"Tai; & very good sheep,”
Doyle dlsparagmg!y “It's bony.
Qot blmker

said
It's

“They—thoy ere my spectacles, my
dear aflicted friend,” musnured Cufy
“Hould yer tongue intirely! 'Tain't
for a sheep to talk to a butcher!” said
Doyle darkly. “This ain't much of a
sheep, but sure I suppose I'd better

kill it and get it cut, up before we start i

intirely.”

Clarence jumped away.

“I'm not a sheep!” he shrieked.
"Keep off! Oh, dear! Keep off!”

“Sure I'm sorry, but I've got to
slaughter ye, or we shan’t have any
mutton for dinner,” answered Doyle,
sharpening the knife on his boot.
“Bring that sheep here!”

‘“Better not cross him, Cuffy,” whis-
bered Tommy Dodd. “You have to
bumour lunatics, you know.”

“B-b-but X cannot let him slaughter
me, my dear Thomas!” gasped Cuffy.

' Well, I think you ought to humour
him,»”

“Bp

Clarence Cuffy cast a longing glance
a6 his bicycle, which was leaning
Against the caravan.

t that moment he would have given
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2 great deal to be safe home in Gan-
er's G

He made a movement towards the
bieyele a5 Tommy Doyle made a move-
ment towards him,

“Keep him off!” he shricked.

“Catch' that sheep for me!} roaved
Doyle. “Don’t ye know a buicher's a
busy man intirely? I czmt waste &
whole day on ono stieep

He made a rush Cufly, who
sipped 2w vay, wildly. Dodd and Cook

grasped the “insane” junicr and held
im back.
“Hook it, Cuffy!” sdrlekcd Dodd.

“He won't hurt us! Hook i
Cuﬁy already had one 103 over his

Let me go intirely!” yelled Doyle.
“‘Ihat blessed sheep is getting away!
FPhwat are we going to do for mutton?”

Whirr! Whizzz! Whirrrr! Clarence
Cuffy was riding for his life.

e did not slacken down till he was

five miles from the Modern caravan.

Then, at a more leisurely pace but
<1,111 in haste, he pedalled on the road

0 Gander's Green,
Clarence had had enough of caravan-

Afier ne had vanished from view,
naturally he cowld not sec the three
‘Tommies.

I he could have seen them, it might
have dawned even upon Clarence Cuffy
that his leg had been pulled.

The three merry youths threw them-
sclves into the grass, kicking up their
heels in hysteuca‘ mirth.

“Hy ha, hal Ho, i, hal” soarcd
Tormny Bedd &

Thoy langhioq Iond and long, what
time Clarence Cuffy was whizzing away
at top speed. They were still chuckling
when they harnessed the horse, and the
Modern caravan rumbled on 1ts way.

Clarence Cuffy slept tnat night
under the parental roof at Gander's
Green, while the Modern caravanners
camped under the bright stars and
rejoiced.



CHAPTER 25.
Old Acquaintances!

Y gad!” i

B “What a crowd!”,

“Awfly dusty lot!”

Those remarks fell upon the ears of
the Rookwood caravanners as they
Jogged cheerily along in the drowsy
warmih of the summer afternoon.

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

The chums of Rookwood were fol-
Jowing a deep lane between high
hedges, and there was chalky dust in
the lane in plenteous quantities.

Certainly Jimmy Silver & Co. were
rather dusty.

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

They were red, and they were dusty.

Lovell, indeed, had thrown his jacket
on the van, and was walking in his
shirb-sleev(s

Jimmy Siiver had a panama on the
back of his heﬂd and a red spct of sun-
burn on the i

Perhaps »he Flst:cal Four did look
rather a dusty crowd.

Upon a stile by the roadside three
exiremely elegant-looking youths were
seated in a row, and they made re-
marks as the caravanners came along.

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

‘They made their remarks all at once,

5o that their opinions fell in a sort of
the

Iooked round wrathray e WO

exclaimed Jimm sitver,

Rookwood  chaps!”  sad

'I"ne caravanners had felt hostile fo;
$.moment, but now they nodded cheer.
ly to the three youths on the stile,
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Tor the three were Smythe, Howard,
and Tracy, of the Shell at Rookwood
School.

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

But, bhaving suddenly and unes-
pectedly fallen upon Adolphus

on holiday, they Jere preparcd w m
bygones be bygone
Jimmy sﬂver puued Robinson

Crusoe, the horse, to & halt.

“Hallo, Smythey!” he said.

“Fancy meeting you!” said Raby.

Adolphus Smythe extracted an_eye-
glass from the pocket of his fancy
Saistcons, jammod it in his eve, and
surveyed the caravanners with a lofty
glance.

At school or on vacation, Adolphus
was evidently the same us; in
fact, his loftiness secmed more pro-
nounced than ever.

“By gad!” he repeated. “That you,
Jimmy Silver:

“Little me old birdy!” answered
Jlmm Silver.

“What are you sellin’?”
“Se.ling"' exclaimed Jimmy.
“Yaas. Brooms an’ brushes an’
thmgs‘v”’ asked Smythe.
Howard and Tracy chortled.

‘W e're caravnnn&ng, answered
.hmmy Silve
Yaas, 1 can see that,” assented
Adolphus, “Are you doln it for
pleasure, ur sellin’ thm th road?”
“Oh, n't  be i

a f

answered Jimmy, “Sorry you've had
such a bad accident, Smythey!”

Smythe of the Shell stared.

“Eh? I havent had an accident,”
he answered. “What do you mean?”

“Oh, I thought somebody had trod-
den on your face!” said Jimmy cheer-
fully, “My mistake.  Appearances
are deceptive, I suppese.”

“You dashed cheeky fag!”
Smythe, in g-reat ath,

roared
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“By gad, you lock a precious crowd
ror Rookwood fellows!" said Howard
“When did you wash

room in your g for soap,
1 suppose?” remarked Tra
“Dows let people know wu belong

ythe.
n of the school, you know.”

The Fistical Four glared at the nuts
of the Shell.

The contrast between the trio of
nalty nuts and the dusty caravanners
wescertedly sirfking, and evidently
made Smythe & Co. very pleased with
ihemselve o Titdda more msolont
and supercilious than usual

“Ive got a lot of friends in this
localily,” continued Smythe. “If t.hc
U an’ knew you belonged to my
schoal, I should never recover from it

shouldn't, really. Think of my
feelings, Silver!”

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

", “Begad, & bobby ought to move ‘em
on!” sald Howard. “I must say they
look a lot of suspicious characters!”

“Yaas, begad!” said Adolphus,
taking up the iale again, as it were. “
rather think the farmerll be missin
iheir chickens with that crowd
around!”

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

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

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

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not smile,

haowever. Perhaps they were lacking
E‘ apprecm(,mn of such delicate
umo

You silly chumps!” said Jimmy
Silver, in measured tones. “Youwd
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three silly owls. Have you anything
more to say before we bump you over?”

“Here, none of your fag larks!” ex-
claimed Smythe, in alarm,

The Fn;hcal Four did not heed.
ver rushed towards the
rades followed him.
ing Smythe and Howard
Te col]are(l and they went
rolling off the stile into the field.

Three bumps and three loud yells
followed.

“He, h he!” came from Tubby
‘Muffin, Who was looking out of the van.

“Oh! Ow! Yarooh!" roared Adol-
phus Smythe, in anguish.

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

Ha ha, ha!”

The three nuts of Rookwood sat in
the grass on one side of the stile, gasp-
ing, while the Fistical Four stood in
the road on the other side and roared
with laughter.
The eclipse of Smythe & Co. had been
sudden and complete. :
The shout of laughter was cchoed
from the

‘A game of cricket was galng on there,
and the cricketers had seen Smylhe &
Co.'s sudden fall

Adolphus Smythe spat out his cigar-
%le and groped wildly for his eye-
glass.

“Ow!  You rotters! Yoooop!™

mumb ed Adolphus,
“Have some mOl""" inquired Jimmy

Silver,

“Yow-ow-ow!”

Apparently the nuts did net want
any more.

Neither apparenny iad they any !ur-
ther disparaging remarks to make
the dusty caravanners.

Jimmy Silver went back to the horse,
and the caravan rumbled on, the n
af Rookwood being left to sort

es out: dusty

be doing much better caravannin
han sitting on 2 stile smoking, like

P
2

now.



CHAPTER 20,
Lost an
ANG!
Smash!
“Holy smoke!” ejaculated

Jxmmy Silver,

asses!” roared Arthur Edward
Lova;l wrathfully.
The caravan window was in frag-
ents.

A cricket-ball, evxdemly hard hit,
had whizzed over Thedge, and
smashed the little wmdov. fairly in the
centre.

‘The ball dropped inside the van.

From within the van came a tinkling
of crockery. The window was not the
only casualty.

e caravan halted agaln. A shout
was ringing from the cricket-field.

“Well hlt Sl.icker"’

“Lost ball

“Well, of ull the howling idiots!” ex-
da“I“d Raby. “Look at that win-

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

“That wouldn't bave mattered, ass!
Look at that window!”

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

“Give us our ball, please' "

“What?”

“Would you mind giving us our
ball?”

A sun-burnt, cheery-looking fellow
asked that polite question.

ad a bat under his arm, and was
up’ument.ly the batsman who had made
that effective drive,

The Rookwood cnr;wanners glared at

ou see whal i
raz\red Lovet: bl {youve. faanct
gl;, crumbs! Your window busted?”
i3 oks like it, 2"
mwm doesn’t it?” snorted
i y I nev oo
bulls—eye e TS ' xpectcd to get o
Buck up  with  thap hf\ll Dick
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Eticker‘" came a yell from behind the

“I suppose it's in your van” said

Sticker. “I say, I'm really sorry! We'll
pay for the damage if you like.”
“Will you mend the window?”
snapped Lav 1.
I dare say I could,” said
Shcker “My father could, anyway.
He's a glazier, If you like to hang
around till this evening T'll get my
father to mend it for you free of
chm'ge—hones of
y Silver smiled genially.
After all, accidents would happen,
and Master Sticker was sorry for the
damage done, anyway.
Besides, Jimmy had a fellow-fecling
for a cricketes
“All s rene‘" he answered. “I'l get
your ball.””
He disappeared into the caravan, and
returned in a few moments with the
crickcpbnll.

spirit of mischief he gave
Dh:k Stlckcr a very difficult catch.
hat to his surprise,

Sticker

caught the ball quxt.e easuy using only §

one hl:md for the
“Thanks!” smd Stlcker

t
the field,” remarked Lovell, his wrath
quite evaporating at the sight of that
neat catch.
Sticker tossed the ball to someone in
the field, but he did not return to the
pitch.

the aceident to the caravan.
“About your window?” he began.
''Oh, never mind that,” said Jimmy
Silver cheerily. “Can’t be helped.
Don't keep away from your game.”
“That’s all right; only practice,”
answered  Stickler.  “Look here, I

meant what I said. My father "will !

mend your window if you can stop for:
it. Ir you're going to camp in this part:

We' Te looking for a camy lna'
ground,” sald Jimmy Silver. The Rook-

He scemed really concerned about

at chap would be useful In |
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rs were feeling quite friendly
As youre a native, I dare say
an tell us of a good place.”
“well, there’s the common,”
slicker. “Anybody can camp
den Common, of course. It's a bit far-
ther_on. show you, If you like.
You'll have m fetch” water Tather a
way, but there’s a pond for your

said

h

rse.
“Good man!” snid Jimmy  Silver.
“Get on, old hoss!”

Robinson Crusoe was set In motion
again, and the caravan rumbled on,
Dick Smcker walking with the Rook-
wood fellows.

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

They found him keen on cricket,
which was a subject they naturally had
in common, and they learned that he
was captain of the Deepden village
club.

“You chaps play cricket, of course?”
said Sticker.
“Well, a httle," smiled Jimmy Silver.

“Were rather keen on cricket at
Rookwood.”
D_“Raak\vood! The school?” asked

Yes.”

“I've heard of Roockwood School,”

lained Sticker, “ Young Mr, Smythe
belongs to it. He lives at Deepden
Lodge, near here. Youre his schocl—
fellows, then?”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“Smythe isn’t a fair specimen of
Rookwaod, though.» he spid, - Ther
are silly snobs like Smythe everyv'here,
as well as at Rookwood. _Smythe is
more or less ﬂ huth at Rookwood—
simply a silly as:
o, hes captam of the junior
" sald Sticke
Nodnng of the Undl"
“I understood—"
“"The cheeky ass!” exclaimed Lovell
nantly. “He was captain of the
7 eleven once, and was turned out

on Deep- | 2 8!
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because he couldn't play the game.
Jmmy Silver’s junior captain of Rook-

th\“le me!” explained Jimmy, with

“Oh{” said Sucker. \vh.h visibly in-
creased respect. erstocd from
Smylhe—he didn't e‘mcﬂy say so, but
that was what he made me think. Of
course, I don’t see much of Smythe.”
He laughed, “Smythe wouldn't touch
me with a barge pole, personally, But
he's fixed up a match with my club
because there’s nothing else doing, I
supp(()isse. and he wants to entertain his
frien

“Oh, you're playing t,mL crowd,
then? sald Jimmy, with m
MOrT I didn’ care for
it specmlly," said sncker “Buh natur-
ally, we liked u_c idea_of playmg a
public school tea We don't get a
chance often, you may be sure, We
don't expect to win, but I thought the
meatch would be a e,'ood experience for
us—first-class cricket.”
“You won't get frst-class cricket
from that lot!” grunted Lovell, “They
:luck at cricket, same as at everyhhinz

sn::ker shook his head.
“We might have had a chance,” he
aid. “Bub I've just lost some of my
men. Six chaps have been called away
to work on a farm fifteen miles from
here, and they couldn’t get over for the
match, you see They were the best of
the bunch, too. really don’t know
how I shall b able to make up a fu]l
eleven ab all to-morrow. I shall have
to put in some kids. Here's 'he place
for you chaps.”
The common ‘was reached.
obliging Sticker guided the cara-
vanners to & suitable spot, where Robin-
son Crusoe was allowed to
‘Then Jimmy Sl!ver brnac:ncd the
subject of cricket ag:
“You're short of men for your game
tu~morrow?" he began.
t's roncn! ” said Sticker. rmz—

ful]y "What I'm afraid of is thi
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that crowd will guy us.
EekS wages to dish ‘them !”
uld you care to play us?”

“lou'" ejaculated Sticker.

“Us!” said Jimmy Silver, “Were

pretty keen cricketers at Rookwood,
and I'm skipper of the junior eleven.
We can play. If you'd care for us as
recruits, we'll stay here over to-mor-
rov. Don't mind saying no, though.
1t's just as you like.
Sbicker looked at him Durll)usly
“Id be glad,” he said. I don't
know \"hat your cnckets like, but it
must be a bit above our form, anyhow.
But—but—" He hesitated.

“Out with 1t!” said Jimmy, with a
smile. “If you'd rather play your own
vlllage Cbaps, I understand. No bones

-oker

Tt isn't that. T dom't quite know
how I should get an eleven together,
even playing duds. But weTe & team
of village working lads, and you lello\vs
belong to a public school. ~ Youwd
rather out of your element. I don't
know whether you've thought of that.”

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

Sticker smiled.

“Well, if you'd care to play, I'd be

-3
8

foly qlad to have youl” he
ch

S yine couldn't object, 1 can play
anybody I like in my team. If you

really mean it, Silver—"

“Then it’s a go!"” said Sticker, his
ruddy face brightening. “T'll be jolly
glad, and so will the fellows when I
tell them. I¢ll save me no end of
I should have had to put in
two or three kids of twelve; and we
should have looked a lot of duffers if
Smythe mopped us up in one Innings.
Al (our of ym guing to pln ?

ORI 11 Tiast
ve »
sa}‘d sucker, “ghyﬂu ast EﬂOUBh'
oul has .
e Bave (o lend us bats” satd
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said| o on

“That's easlly done!”

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

“The pitch is in a_meadow at |
Smythe's place, Deepden Lodge,” said
Sticker. “It's an afternoon match.
We can't get off In the morning, even
on Saturdays, - Stumps are pitcfied st
wo.,”

ht-ho!”
*We shall pass this way going there,”
added Sticker. “We'll call for you, if

“Rig

you _like, abnut hnlf pﬂst one.”
“We'll be ready.”
CHAPTER 27.

A Surprisa for the Nuts!
TIML we went"’ said Townsend.
Yaas.

Adolphus Smythe pml.‘her] his
eyeg]ass and put it in his 1
lum;

mer will be Carrym th
chlngs, sald Adolphus. *Plummer,
d youM dun't forget rny bat!”
s, Adolpht

“An’ there's a man t re gettin’ the
pluce ready,” added Ado]phus “Wickets
an’ all that! An’a tent. I thought we
should want a tent. You see, it's goin"]
W be sunny. nn’ we shall want cover.”

Adulphus locked at his big gold;

“May as well be gettin along” b
remarked. . * Awful shame to drag yo
fellows out so Soon attor tunow. Bt w
ecd to have the stumps pitched af
o, and Its past two now, The weir
team we're_playin' can't play in th
mornin’,  Workin’, or somethin’ af
farmin’ or_somethin’ or other.
“Queer lot of beggars!” said Toj

“Yaas. Really, I ought to apologi
to you men for lettin’ you in for
match with that lot,” said Smyth
“But I thought it was a kindness &
them, you know, to take notice of th
And it’s one v.sy of killin' time, too!"

“Oh. we don't mind!" said Howa
liberally.
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Dick Sticker and his men were wait-
ng at the tent when the nuts arrived.
‘here were over a dozen fellows in
n‘l with Adolphus. The nut of Rook-
wood was_cntertaining quite a large
party at the Lodge.
Eleven of them, mcludmg the grm
Adolphus himself, were in flanne
Dick Sticker locked rather
them as they came up, for it was muh
the time arranged for pitching stumps.
“Hcre we are, Sticker,” said Smythe
‘been waiting hnl{ an hour!"

We"
aid Sticker, rather
& BJ gad! Have you?"

“Then we'd better get goin’,” sald
m.\.mly

t asked
Tr ey, !aokmg
es!” answered Dick Sticker.
“sume Sn the tent. They're not all
Decpden chaps. Some of men are
away, you know, and T've taken in four
ps who don't usually play with my
o really?” said Smythe, with a
plcnllful lack of interest.
' Here are,” added Sticker, as
the Fistical Four came out of the ten:.
w_them, I believe. School-
fellows of yours.”

Adolphus Smyths Jumped.

your men here?”
und.

g,” answered Jimm)
 You're not playing for il

“Yowye hit it!”

o0, gad !

The of Rookwecod stared at
Jmmw snver & Co, not by any means

p![a
Test of Smythe's party, who- ¢id
mat knu\v the Fistical Four, were quite

Smythe, we're not
Plagin (ho.\e fellows!” muttered Tracy.
sﬂlythc hesitated.

unds for raising any
"bm"tlcn to Dick Sticker's Tecruits, of
ourse, and as Sticker kad 1o cae on
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the ground to take their place, smg
an objﬁcﬁnn meant the Eau: i

ough.

“We're ready, if

said Sticker pointedly.
'Yaas, we're rea

The two skippers tossed for choice of

Lmungs. nnd it fell to Smythe & Co. to

you fellows are,”

The villagers went Into the field.
Dick Sticker had compared notes with
Fistical Four, and he
the field to their liking,

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

His own men were keen enougn, but
want of leisure for pmcuo& naturally,
had kept them bacl

Adclpnus opened the innings with

The two nuts of Rookwood st.rolled m
the wickets, and Sticker himself bot
the first over.

Sticker was o good bat, but at bowl-
ing he was not so good, though in that
he was the best of the bunch.

mythe. poor bat as he was, was
owlmz and he knocked
it all mer tlm

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

Had the nuts been p]aylng only lhe

the
dasired would doubt!ess have bezn a

i (orsgone conc]

only the presence of the
l‘!stica‘l"LFMﬂ that made the result

L
Jimmy Silver met Sticker's eyes as
Lhe ﬁeld crossed o
icker tossed

h ball,
JXmmy Silver went on to bowl

against Trac
Allan Tracy looked rather thoughtful
as he found himself facing the cham-
Xon jumﬂr bowler of Rookw od.
e was very careful inde with that
\m!l whu:h Jh‘nmy Sllvcr delivered in
a careless-looking W
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Bub Tracy's care was wasted. His
leg-stump went out bf the gmund his
bat missing the ball'by a

“Hows thate called out Jimmy | 3
silver.

The umpire grinned.

“outt”

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

oward came in nex!

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

Townsend was next man in, and
Towny earned a big round nought all
for himself, and there was a cheer
from the field for the bowler.

“The hal-trick!” grinned Lovell.

"Ehats bowling, if you like!” said
Sticl

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

Lovell knew his chums bowllng, and
the prophecy was a safe one to risk.

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

Then two more of Smythe's nutty
friends followed him, and went boot-
less

It was the double hat trick, and not
a single run had been en for the
over. The nutty batsmen looked blue
as they gathered at the tent.

Adolphus Smythe looked blue at his
wick

Tl:us was Lhe casy victory he had been
mapping out

Appﬁrenﬂy, he wouldn't be able to
tell the fellows at Rookwood, next term,
how he had b Silver at
ericket in the vacation.

Dick Sticker and his friends were
gril nnlngA

They had not expzcted their new
rccrulfs to turn out like

One of the villagers bowled the next
;)Ver, end Smythe scored three before
‘e li‘.s caught out by Arthur Edward

‘ Seven_d B
Rateyef down for ninet

Next man in was caught out by New-

murmured
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come after taking two runs. It was
cight down for cleven.

Then Jimmy Silver Went on to bow]

Two wickets in succession fell to hi!
bowling, and there would have
three if the laws of cricket had nllowed

"The “not out” batsman was not oul
for the excellent reason that he did’
noL receive a ball to put him out. /g
ick Sticker clapped Jimmy on thi
back with a Joud chaskle.
“You can bowl,” he said.
for eleven! Did YD“ ever?”
Jimmy Silver laughed.
" Quite o game, et 162" he satd,
“Your schoolfcllow  doesn't seem

be, enjuymg it
I, this isn't the cricket}

“All down!

no;
Smymey was looking for.”
Adolphus Smythe was, as a matter of
fact, looking daggers.
The processi

could see the comic side of it,
would have been very glad, just]

chen to lay his handsome and expen-
sive bat round Jimmy

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

“‘Never mind!
ing!” said Ad Iphus.
how I bowl 1
This was npparentw meant to_be re
assuring; buf e's friends did not]
look reassured, doubtless because they
did know how Adolphus bowled.

We'll_beat'em bowls
“You chaps knows

CHAPTER 28,

Atas, for Adolphus A

ILL you open the lnnlng!

Silver?”
Jimmy shook his head.
“Put us last on thl: list,” he saida
“Just as you like”

Dick Sticker and one of his comrade

rent out to open the innings, the nutty
cricketers going into the field.

Dick Sticker was quite egual
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Smythe’s bowlm
make the run:

But as over s f‘eednd over Smythe &
Co. took wickets, and they looked more
hopeful.

Sticker was out at Jast for fiftcen runs
on his own, and by that tlme the village
team were down for thir

Only the Fistical Four remained to

0 to the wickets.
chL handed his bat to Jimmy Silver.

nnd he proceeded to

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

He fell to a catch by Tracy, and ihe
score stood at seven down for thir

Arthur Tdward Lovell joined Jlmmy
ther at the wickets.

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

en the field crossed over,
Jimmy Silver had the howling.

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

Jimmy was not the best bat in !.he
Rookwood Tourth by any mean:
Bowling was his strong point, and El'x'c‘l
and Mornington were rather better at
the wickets.

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

Jimmy Silver knocked the ball all
over the field, and the amount of
lcather-hunting the nuts hnd to do left
them quite winded and breathless.

Smythe & Co, were lou«(mg decidedly
111 Lempered by_this time

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

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

They had come there to see Smythe
& o, dished, and they were seeing lt,
and that was enough for them,

Jimmy Silver could have knocked
Up a century quite easily against the
Rubty ho g, but Uncle James was

and
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considerate, and he ' did not want o
keep the Deepden Tollows . standing
about waiching him enjoying mms ele.

When the score was at a hundred
for he tunings ho called ot o & Sncker.

rice devla*mg, Sticker;
nodded ab o

D e e bt 1 wouldn't
stop you!” he cailed back

“Go it, then

mythe & Co. were glad hen Sticker
deciated Tor the nundeed ro

Perhaps Adolphus mougm Tt that
gave him a slight chance of pulling the
zame out of the fire; and, at all ovents,
it gave him a rest, of which he was
sorely in necd.

With the scores cleven and a hundred
respectively on the first innings, the
result of the match did not scem in
mueh dobh

cre was_a long pause before
Adnlphus & Co. opened their second
innin

They simply could ot hegt for' a
while.
1o Tncy wanted o long test, snd they
But their opponents did. not
ot e matdy ey oing unexpect-
ey ramily, and there whe Bieny of
time on their han

Adolphuis and Howard went to the
wickets at 1

Dick Sticker tossed the ball to Jimmy.

“Wouldn't_you féllows rather have

a bit of a game first?” asked Jimmy,
with a laugl

"We wanc ‘to watch you,” answered
Sticker. “Cricket like this doesn't

often come our Way, you know., Go in
and scalp th

“Right you are!” said Jimmy Silver,
laughing.

‘There was 2 general grin around the
field as the captain of the Rookwaod
Fourth went on to bowl. The fields-

w what to expccc and. they
were not dlsappmn
immy Silver put hls very best_into
Lhat over, but he need hardly have
taken the trouble.
Adolphus & Co. could not stmnd
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again:
{resh,
fres!

ing, stoo
agﬂinst the ﬂrsL baﬂ determmed bo do

nst his bowling when they were
and now they were very far from

smyf.he Wlth n. despernbe sort of Ieelé

But it booted not, as the paets sav.

The first ball whipped out his middle
s(ump, le:wuly, his wicket with a tooth-
less

“ Hows thnt"" cooed Jimmy Silver.

“Ha, ha, h:

Adolphus Smyf.he, with feelings too
deep for wo -amped back to the
tent. He was fed up with that game.

A happy procession to the wicket
followed.

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

Then the field crossed over, chortling.

As if inspired by the example of
Jimmy, Dick Sticker took a wicket with
his first ball

On the second there was a catch by
Newcome in the field.
the d there was o smart
remm by Lovell which ran out an un-
happy batsman m: desperate
attempt at a run.

On the fauruh there seemed a chance
of kecpmg s alive, ot least,
till Jimmy sﬂvcra hand was seen to
shoot up, and a smack announced that
the ball was in his

“Oh, gad!” murmux'ed Smythe
feebly.
“Oh, hat!” mumbled Tracy.

“Hang the rotters! You were 2 silly
foal to play 'em, Smythe!

- down for nix!” chortled Arthur
Edward Lovell. *Did Jou fellows ever
see a game like this?"”

“Never!” grinned Raby.

“Hardly cver!” chortled Newcome.

“Hard cheese, Smythe, old scout"’

said Jimmy Sllvnr cheerily. “Lemmq
see, Deepden wins by an innings ana
eighty-nine nms. I think. Theyll be
entertained when you tell them about
this at Rookwood,
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Smythe gritted his teeth.
”Ive n. Jolly mind——" he
his hand closing on the cane
hnndle of his bat.
Jimmy Silver smiled at him,
“You've a jolly good mind to—what?”
he asked sweetl;
“Nothin'!” mumbled Adolphus.
4And the nutly eleven took an in-
glorious departure, leaving the Vieters
in that peculiar match chortling in
ca.t spmc
I say, Silver, I'm jolly obliged to
you fellows for helpmg ns out, " 5 d
Dick Sticker, laughing. “T didnt
you were xn such form, Yc\l've won the
match for
“Well, I L‘ﬂnk we've he.lped a l.lttle,"
said Jimmy Silver, with a smile.
closed rather early. u chaps
come along to the caravan and join
us at tea? We'd like you to!”
““You bet!” said Dick cheerily.
Tubby Muffin was taking a nap—a
very long nap—in the grass by the
caravan when Jimmy Silver & Co:
arrived with their guests.
Tubby had looked on at the begin-
ing of the cricket match, but had soon
return camp for an extra m
Jimmy Silver awoke him by gently
jamming a boot in his fat ribs, and
Tubby sat up wah a yell,
‘“Yow-ow!”

w
“Tea-time!” said Jimmy Silver.
“‘Buckle to, Tubby! We've got guests.
Kill the fatted calf!”
And there was a plentiful repast at
the caravan camp, and enough and to
spare for for zhe numerous guests of the,

immy Snver turned in that night in
a very satisfled mo

Bright and early in the morning
Robinson Crusce was harnessed, and
the caravanners started on their way
once more.

Their encounters with the nuts of
Raokwood had not begun agreeably, but,
there was no doubt that the honours
rested with the caravan cricketers.
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CHAPTER 20.
A Very Happy Meoiing!

“y SAY, you fellows!”

I Jimmy Silver & Co. looked
round quickly.

The Rookwood caravanners had

haited on the long white read that
\ uund over the Downs towards the

**Hovinson _Crusoe, the borse, was
cropping contentedy at the grass by
the roads

Tubby Muffin was seated on a slop-
ing shaft, industriously extracting the
Iast fragrent of the contents of a con-
densed milkbin with a spoon, and
transferring it to his capacious nouth,

the Fistical Four were discussing
bread and cheese.

Tbe caravanners had been in luck.

had found o farmhouse
whers chosee. had. heen " obtainabi

Newcome had succeeded in purch:
ing a huge bundle of lettuces, and
Jimmy Silver had bagged a big jug
of milk.

So the Fistical Four were cojoying
their  lunch, with verdant fiel
Shratching before their eyes o ihe doon
mLe of the Channel in the distance.

They Teard a bicycle on the road,
but did not heed it; bikes were many.

K

see”  remarked Raby
“You're the butcher's
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“Lemme
thoughtfully.
boy, ain’t you?

~on, dont be funny, you know!
cember Bunter of’ Grey (Hars

the Re-

ZBiny Bunter, you kno
moves” said the fat jumior. 1 cam
fo toe you at Tookwdod In the torm.

Fancy meeting you here!”

“¥Fancy!” yawned Lovell.

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not look en-
thusiastic.

They remembered Billy Bunter of
Greyfriars quite well.

In fact, they remembered him too well
to feel any special satisfaction in meet-
ing him again.

But Billy Buater did not notice the
absence of enthusiasm on the part of
the Rookwood juniors,  Possibly he was
determined not. to notice it.

“Caravanning?” he asked affably.

“How did you guess that?” asked

¥

“‘Vell that thing is a caravan, isn't
162" asked Bunter, “with a nod towards
the van. “Isay, you fellows, it's rather
ouy cal’wannin g, isn't 162"

ing!” said Jxmmy Silves

“We re staying at anchchﬁ > said
Bunter. “My people, you know. Hav-
ing & tremendous time.”

5 Glad to hear it!” yawned Jimmy

They heard it slop, but still did not | Silv

heed, the bread and cheese and lettuces
engrossing all their attention,

But thoy started when a fat voioe
addbessed inem, & volos they ke

As the caravanners glanced Tound in
surprise they saw the cycli

o was a fat fellow, (e —
ity of figure that far outclassed that of
Tubby Muffin,

A pair of big glasses adorned his fat
little nose, and he blinked through
them at the Rookwooders with much
affabilit;

“Hallg\” said Jimmy Silver.

“Fancy meeting you!” said the fat
cyclist. “How do you do, old scout?”

“I've seen you before somewhere,”
remarked Atthur Edward Lovell,

“Oh, really, you know—

“I hawn‘t had my lunch,” observed
Bu

Mot ust” said Jimmy hospitabiy.
Tubby Muffin looked alarmed.

His own performances at lunch were
very  creditable, bt they were nof, a:
patch on what William George Bunter,
e Creyiriars Remove couid do.

But the Fistical Four, though they
did not yearn for Bunter's society, were!
hospitable, and they made him welcome.’

“Well, as yowre so pressing, I will,”
said Bunter. “How jolly Jucky that'I
should' happen-on you fellows. here,,
wasn't 162"

Awfully.”
ought I knew you as x came
along” said Bunter. “Jolly glad to
o Saain. T say, this s Tipping
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cheese.  All rlght
Jimmy, old chap.
“No!” ld Junmy.
Bunter di

Tubby Mumns fat facd grew xongor
Lbough the other caravanners only

Tl help mysclf,

“Bunier took a campstool, which
creaked under his weight,

He blinked most affably at the Rook-
wooders as he started,

It was a very fortunate
from Bmy 's point of view.
rough caravanning, I should
think,” he remarked. = “Grub Tather

meeting,

“Sometimes,” agreed

“All serene; I can rough Vit sata
Bunter. “I'll finish the cheese, if you
don't mind.”

“Not at all,” said Jimmy Silver
politel;

ly.
There was a faint sound from Tubby
Mauffin, a peculiar sound between a sigh
and a groan. Bunter blinked round at
“Got o pain?” he asked sympathetic-
Y.
"Nunnol" gnsped ‘Tubby.
that’s a_good lden, finishin
up wth cnndensed milk,” sald Bunter
“You get me a couple of tins
you llke. T like it.”
. “I'm afraid we've only one tin left,”
said Lovell, w\th studied politeness.
“My dear chap, don't mention it!
manage with onc.”
“I dare say one of you chaps will
open it for me.”
“C-c-certainly ™ °
“There's a lot of sustenance in con-
densed m\lk ! Bunter confided to h.l.ls
3 n.
say, you !euows, I'm really glad to see
you again. How lucky mab you stopped
on this road for lunch
‘“Yes, wasn't it?”
that's what I call a decent
u know,” sald Bunter,

m

me going tlll I get home to lunch at
Beachcliff.
“I-1 hone it wilL™
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“¥ou should take some things in ting

hen you go ca\'nvumung Bun-
ter. *'They come in handy—pincapple
and peaches, and things hkc that.”

“We've got some,” said Raby.

“Good! I could do with a little
more, I admit.”

Raby, with a pccullur expression on
his face, fetched a tin of pincapple out
of the caravan mld placed it before

That checry youLh dxspnsed of it in

a very short space of

“An more like I.hl\t"” hr: asked.

Yes; we've another.”

“Trot it out, old nut! Don't mind
me. I can putup with almost anything
on a picnie.”

Tubby Muffin’s expression was almost
heartrending as Bunter started on the
second and only pineapple.

He finished 1t cheerfully.

“ Anything else you'd like, Bunter?”
asked Lovell,

‘Tubby Mllmn gave Lovell an almost
homlmdul loo!

“Oh, any nld thing,” said Bunter.

“Anything In the way of chocolates.
You should ﬂlways take chocolates in
o caravan, Thcy me in handy when
grub runs shol

“Is there nny chocuhxtc left, Tubby?™
asked Junm ver.

“Sorry, Buntert

“Oh, don't mench!” sald Bunter. I
say, you fellows, if you travel near my
home when I'm at home you must camp

in the park, and come up to the man-
slon for your meals.”

Oc!'t&lnlyl" sald Lovell. “Where do’
you live?”

Bunter was affficted with a sudden
dentnss |

“‘Which way are you going on from
here?" he asked.
““Down the road.”

“Good! Tl come with you part of
the way,” said Bunter.
“Youll be late for lunch if you do,”
snld Raby, with deep sarcasm.
“Oh, that’s all right! I dare say
you've got a snack in the caravan if I
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get peckish, You fellows lift my bike
;)n the van, E\nd T take a snooze inside
or a bit—s

Billy Bunter rolled into the caravan.
Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at one
another.
But they did not speak.
Bunter's bike was lifted on the vn,
and the horse was put in, and the Ro
Wood caravanners resumied thelr oute
—Bunter snoozing in the van, and the
Rookwooders fecling very pleased—per-
haps—with that chance meeting which
had bestowed upon them the entertain-
ing company of the Owl of GreyIriars.

CHAPTER 30.
Niza for the Caravanners!
ILLY BUNTER blmked uut of the
B vxm about an hour late:
ntly his nap Thad done
him good, Pt he Iooked very cheery and
bright.
“T say, you fellows!” he remarked.
The Rookwood juniors were walkin;
with the horse, and they did not seem
to hear Bunter.
He jumped down, and joined the cara-
vanners,
“You seem to do a lot of walking!”
he remarked.
“Caravanners generally do.”
, I suppose 50 with a llttle van
Jike that,” agreed Bunter. n I
g0 caramnmng I have & whucking hxg

“How nicel”
Silver.

murmured  Jimmy

I suppose that old crock couldn’t|git all

«ull the Jot of you?” remarked Bunter,
wim 1 disparaging blink at Robinson

“I-nu isn't exactly a crock,” said
Jimmy mildly.

“Well, perhaps noh but nothing like
the caravan horses I'm used to,” Sﬂid
Be‘ngarl “We do it rather in stylel

‘This agreeable and genial conversa-

69

tion did not have the effect of making
the Rookwooders chatty.

They seemed to dry up somehow.

But Billy Bunter did not mind. He
was quite able to kecp up enough con-
versation for five.

“I say, you fellows, I've been think-

ing,” he remarked. “I'm a bit fed up
with Beachcliff, I'd like B. change.”

“So would we!” murmured Raby.

I suppose we shall pass a pust—omce
sooner or later?” Bunter remark
“Very likely.

“Then I couid send & telegram.”
“Fn” g

““The fact is, I'm thinking of jolning
you fellows for a few days,” sald Bunter
kindly. “It would be a rather agree-
able cbang?_”'

“I'm not a particular chap,” con-
tinued Bunter. = “Youll find me able
to rough it. All I really want is plenty
to eat and comfortnble sleeping quar-
ters aud no work to do.

“Real

cs, renlly, you know.

ink T
g could give you till the end of the week,”

md Bunter thoughtfully. “After that
'm afraid I couldn't put off my social
cngagemtnls any longer. But you can
mmt on me till the end of the week.”
“Oh!” gasped Lovell.
“Qf course, I shall stand my \vhack
in the expenses,” added Bunter.
nee that that would be essential. Wh
I leave you 1 shall send you & posm-
order for the full amount. I
nﬁlsﬁh\fgon that.”

“As you fellows like walking, I should
be able to ride all the time; that would
parties,” remarked Bunter.
say, wasn't it Jucky T met you? You
won't be going anywhere near Beach-
cllﬂNwm you?”

0.
“That’s all right, then, Of course,”
said Bunter conﬁdenthl!y. “that

“Well, not quite. ~ We're in rather a
nobby and exclusive circle there, and I
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should hardly care to be scen caravan-

ng with a turnout like this. You
't mind my saying so, I'm sure.”
O, no,” gasped Jimmy Silver, “not
at alll”

“Not a bit!” stuttered Lovell. *Go

, Bunter! You don't know how
entertaining you are.”

The caravanners walked on feeling

quite dazed.
‘They had had some little experience
of William George Bunter on his visits
to Rookwood, whither he had come
without troubling akout the fcrmality
of an invitation.

But they had not known quite how
colossal his nerve we

Now that they knew uu.-y \\exe not
in the least inclined to stan

The addition of Bunter to I.hc happy
party was not at in their pro-
gramme.

‘The caravan rumbled on towards the
cross-ronds, and as they drew nearer,
Arthur Edward Lovell tsppcd Bunter
on the shoulder.

“That's your wny." he remarked.

Bum.cr blinked at

’l’hﬂl road leads down to Beachcliff,

“l'll 1l get your bike down, Bunter,”
said

oot trouble, old chap; I'm coming
with you,” answered r. “Ic
send my people a wire.,”

“No need to send your people a
wire,” said Lovell. “The fact Is,
Bunter, we feel that you wouldn't be
quite, comfortable with a turn-out like

Don't worry; I can rough it.”
“Wc couldn’t think of allowing you
to rough it, for our sakes,” said Lovell,
with a shake of the head. *You see,
we forgot to bring a footman and a
butler, and \Vlthoub them you couldnt.
posslhly stand it.”
1 say—'

"lmd some the nobby and
exclusive circle at Beachliff might hap-
Een to spot you,” added Raby. *Think

0w you would feel then!”
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“ He,
Muflin,

Tubby was feeling quite relicved now.

He had teen terrified at the idea cf
Bunter as a permanent addition to the
party; it would hmc meant very short
commons for Tuil

Billy Bunter hlmkcd at the Pistical
Four through his big spectacic:

They were polite, but they were very
determined.

Even Jimmy Silver, who erred a little
on the side of being casy-going, did not
feel called upon to endure the infliction

unter's societ

“I1 say, you fellows,
.mg—" began Bunter.
“Not at al

“The YRCL Ls I'd like to caravan for
o few days.

*Then lhe best thing you can do is
to get a whacking big caravan, end do
it rather in style” said Newcome
solemnly.

*‘Ahem!
care for my com
with a great dml of dlgnﬂy.

“I'm afraid we do,” =ai@ Lovell

he, he!” came from Tubby

if youre

i you menn |hac _you don't
Bunter,

calmly.
*“Oh, really, Lovell—'
“ ?focd—hyc:'
can't say I think much of them,"
Bunter. “I shall certainly refuse to
Join a p:u’ly where I am not welcome.”
* All s
“ And I slmll nch stay v«ilh you after
to-day, unless y civilly, T
can assure you," said Bunter. “As I'm
out for the day, Il stick to you till
to-night, under the—the circum: :ances.
I think T'll sit down Ior a bit; I don't
L‘Rre much for walking.
Billy Bunter clambered into the

these are Rookwoed manncrs, I
said

Jimm}‘ Silver & Co. starc! after him.

They had put it to Bunter as politely
as they could, but they had put it un-
mistakably, and they had expected the
fat 5unlor of Greymnxs to take his bike
and his departure.

Instead of whlch he had ensconced
himeelf in the caravan.
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“ Well, my hat!” ejnculated Lovell at

lns' “Of all the
y Silver la ghtd

e Let h‘m stay till to-night,” he sald.
“He won't do any harm. Never mind
his, smy gas."”

doesn’t mean to 2,0t ant”

uclalmcd Lovell wrathi .  LHe
means to stick to us mm g‘uE You
know how he planted himself on us at
Rookwood once,”

Jimmy Sllver wrinkled his brow:

As a matter of fact, Lovell's susplclon
was in Jimmy Silver's mind, too.

He knew that Billy Bunter was a
sticker, and that he was as thick-
skinned as a rhinoceros,

“If he doesn't clear thls cvcnlnﬂ.
we'll put it plnin," said Jim

“We've put it plain.”

“Then we'll put it piainer.”

Arthur Edward Lovell grunted, but he
acquiesce

He did not feel quite like bundling
Bunter neck and crop out of the cara-
‘van, and it was manifest that the Owl
‘was not to be got rid of by any gentler
method.

The caravan rumbled on through the
golden afternoon.

When it stoppcd Billy Bunter blinked
out of the c:

Jimmy Sﬂ & Co. had halted in a

village street, Guteide a sho op which was
--a-grocer's and a post-office, and several
other thin
"Gwd"’ sald Bunter. “This is very
thoughtful of you. Silver. I can tele-
phone from her
Oh, ynu wunc to ’phone, do you?”

s'ud Lovell.
£ than wiring,

s Better

Lm c]l gave the fat junior an expres-
sive I

The; m was no need for Bunter to
‘phone or wire i( hc was going back to
Beachcliff that da;

Evidently that wns not his intention.

“Doing some shopping here?” asked
Bunter, as he rolled out of the van.

“Yes; things for supper,” said Jimmy
Silver shortly.

you

‘n

“Right-ho! You can do your sho,
ping while I telephone.” P
Jimmy Silver opened his 1i but

closed them again.
the post-office.

Lovell caught Jimmy’s arm as he was
about to enter the shop.

“Hold on!” he said.

“Why?"

“Vc can do our shopping later,”
_nurmurcd Lovell. “Let’s leave him tele-

Bunter ra]led into

1t was too goad a chance to get rid of
Bunter to be missed.

In a twinkling Bunter's bike was
handed down and lodged against a tree
outside the village post-office.

Then the caravanners marched on,
going at a good raf

the tel lephone—box cxplaining

pater at Beachclift mat he had rnllen
in with some Rookwood friends and was
booked for & few days.

CHAPTER 31
Bunter Sticks!
-, A, ha, hal”
‘ The Fistical Four laughed
Joud and long as they swung
merrily along the white road.
Tubby Muffin chortled gleefully.
The village had been left behind.
How long Bunter would be occupled
in the telephone-box they did not know,
but when he came out they hoped to be
far aw ny
An hour had passed, and they were
quite comfortﬂble in their minds, when
there was the jingle of a bicycle on the
road behind Lhem. and Lovell glanced
buck apprc.h ively.
ter!” he e]aculntcd.
’I‘hae he w
\vith a rush, in a cloud
of dust rmd jumpnd off his machine.
“Here we are again!” he said
cheerily. *You didn’t tell me you were
starting so«soon, Jimmy, old chap.”
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Jimmy Silver did mot speak; he
couldn’t.

Lovell murmured samcm
B“Dlﬂ you do your shopplng"’ asked

ou fellows, you oughtn't to
_take risks of Leing left without grub
for supper,” said Bunter anxlously. *I
hope you haven't forgotten that you've
ot g uest, you know.”

“Oh,
md qulu: a rush getting up with
Bun

leave it here!” said Lovell, who had
apparently got to the end of his polite-
ness.

**All serene. Leave it there.”

“Eh? Do you want to lose it?"

“Tain't mine!”

“What?"

“I borrowed it of a chap in Beach-
cliff,” explained Bunter. “It's really
his buslnesx. nob mlne. Do as you like

with it, old ch:

Lovell gnspe

He lifted the bike on the vnn hDW-

ever, and the on,

sa
Thcky T took e gt rond, wasn't
m d mlght have missed you.”

"l hnd to Inquire twice of people
after your caravan; no missing that,”
remarked Bunter. “I say, you fellows,
when are you going to have tea?”

“Never!”

. ﬁhzhmg ill s

“Nol t

/And waen's S

uat

“T say, T don't see how T can hold out
till then " exclaimed Bunter In dismay.

I don't like missing meals.

Grunt!

Bunter wheeled his bike on, with a
grim expression on his fat face, but did
zob T make any further observations just

Porhaps he read the danger-signals in
the exprcssx ve face of Arthur Edward

Ac mc next vilinge the caravanners
stopped for supplies, and Bunter D
climbed into the van. He hed had
enough c( walking.

cs were put in the v
and Lovel) puied away Bunter’s bike,
which was leaning against a wheel.
Here's your bike, Bunter!” he called

“Oh, shove it on the van some-
where!"” answered Bunter,
“Rats)”

Bunter coughed.
“¥ou can come and take it, or I

Bunter keeping on the van.

He dm nnt mean to risk being left
behind a

Under Lhe Westering sun the caravan-
ners pursued their way, chatting
cheerily as they went, and !orxelllng
the presence of Bunter, who was taking
another gnooze in the van.

But they were reminded of his pre-
sence a little lnter

nmmd Jxmmv Silver.
Are you !oln.g to stop for the Nor-
man castle ruins:

“I didn't know there was a ruined

Norman castle in this quarter,” snid
Jimmy Silver, with lnwrcst. “We'd like
to see it. Where is i

Billy Bunter pomtcd to a foolpath
that opened in a wood beside the road.

“That's the way,"” he answered.
“About a quarter of a mile. Tl teil
you what, you fellows; if you like to

see the place, Il mind the van while
you‘re gone. It's an awfully interesting

"Not a bad idea,”
ing at hls chums
you

lnv:'.ll naddtd

im mood towards Billy Bunter

reluxcd a ume It really did seem o

thoughtful suggestion on the part of
the Owl

“ Wouldn'

sald_Jimmy, look-
“Td like to see it,

't you like to come,
Bunter?” asked Raby considerately.

“Oh, I've seen the place!” sald Bun-
ter carelessly. “Awfully Intercsting.

oo,
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It's the very spect whcre le.lian the
Conqueror landed, you know.

“What?" yelled Newcome.
Jand about ten miles inland?”

“I—I mean, it’s where he passed the
lﬂght bnfore the Battle of Waterloo!"”

battle of what?"
0[-—-0( Majuba!” stuttered Bunter.

The—the Battle of Majuba Hill, you
know.”

"'Ha, ha, ha!”

The idez of William the Conqueror
at Lhe Bi.\tﬂt of Majuba Hill tickled the
Fistlcal

“*Sure 0 1 don’t mean Lhe Bat(‘c of
the Som'ne?" Inquired

*'Oh, really, you xe!!uws

“Well, we'll see the place, nl‘)wny'"
said Jimmy Silver, laughin, “Sure
you don't mind being left alone here,

Bunter?”
"NOL Bt all, old chap!

“R‘ght you are! Come on, Tubby!”
Tubby Muffin was not very enthu-
He was not much fonder of
walking than Blily Bunter was.

But he rolled off the van and walked
away with the Fistical Four, by the foot-
path e woods, to visit the
ruined Norman castle:

Billy Bunter blinked anex them, with
a sly, Kat El'ln on his f:

as they v&ete Dﬂt of sight
Bunm' dlsappeared into the caravan,
and from the van there proceeded a
steady, incessant sound, which could
only have hcen that of active jaws tire-
lessly champi

Quite Dbhvmus of Billy B\mlcr 's occu-
pation, Jimmy Silver & Co. sl on

“Did he

I look after

cheerily through the pleasm\t-ccented Won
wood.

They had covered a good deal more
than a quarter of a mile, and were still
looking in vain.for the ruined castle. .

The footpath led them into another
and annther, deeper and deeper into
the we it there was no sign of &
‘\Iormnn cnsue to be seen.

Arthur Edward Lovell halted at last.

“Look here, that fat bounder said a

3

quarter of a mile!” he exclaimed.
*We've come jolly near a mile now!"”

“We can’t have missed it1” said
Jimmy Silver, perplexed.

“I suppose the fathead was making a
mistake, here’s a man! Let’s
ntk him, nnyhcw e

A tired-looking labourer was tramping
his homeward way by the footpath, and
the juniors stopped him and’ Inquired
for the ruined castle.

The coun(_rymun scratched his nose,
and seemed puzzled.

““Never of 'un!" was his
answer. “'Tain't In this part.”

“Is there a ruined castle at all, or
any sort of ruins?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“Never heerd of "un, measter.”

“You know this part?”

“I've llved ’ere, max\ and boy, for

seventy year,” answered the old gentle-
man. “If there was a ruin about 'ere,
I'd have heerd of Yul‘l But Iain't.”

And he plodded o

‘The Rookwood jlm.\ors looked at one

another.

Lovell breathed hard.

“That unutterable fat idiot was pull-
ing our leg!” he exc]nlmed sent
us on 2 wild-goose chase.

*‘He'couldn't be such an idict!” said
Jlmmy, aghast.

be the Greymm brand of
I squash hi

“I suppose he’s mnde a mistake.
He's idiot enough,” said Jimmy. “Let's
get back, anyway. After all, it was a
nice_walk.

*Oh, blow the walk!"

“I'm tired!” said Tubby Muffin plain-
tively. *Oh, dear, bother the old castle,
m\f—l l.here it & castle at all, either!

“Errr‘" said Lovell.

The juniors walked back along the
footpalhs, and reached the road at last.

The caravan stood where they had
left it, and, as Bunter was not to be
seen, he was apparently Inside.

From the van, as they approached it,
came a deep. resonnut sound—the sound
of a powerful
Billy Bunter ik appucntly asleep,
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anell looked 1nto the van.
ter lay fast asleep, snoring as if
mr oy wager, There was a smear of jam
on his fat face, which was very shiny.
d there were the remnants of a
feast to be scen—only the remnants.

The parcels of the purchnscs
made by thc carav: been
opened, and their contents werc now
the contents of Bl.lly Bunter's capa-
cious inside.

nd that was not all.

The caravan larder had been cleared,
and several empty tins showed that
Bunter had “done himself ” not wisely
but too well.

Lovell's lace become fixed and simply
terrific in expression as he looked. He
could scarcely believe

“What on earth’s the matter Lovell?”
caﬂed out Jlmmy Silver, quite alarmed

the expression on Arthur Edward’s

Lovell could not speak; he pointed.
The caravanners peered into the varn.
There was a wall of anguish from Tubby

uffin,
* Yow-ow-ow ! The awful beast!
He's scoffed the grul

That dismal howl awnkencd the Owl

of Greyfriars.

He sat . seL his spectacles straight
on his fat, little nose, a d blinked at
the cnravanners ge:

R

CHAPTER 32
Buntor Declines to Stay1
IMMY SILVER & CO. stared at Bun-
ter spe
understood now why the

They
owl of the Remove had sent them on a | this,

wild-goose chase in search of a non-
existent Norman castle.
While they were gone he had
“scoﬂed W@ f.he tol.nl provision supply.
The in the same state as
Mrs. uuhburds clebrated cupboard.
Bunter blinked a
with a lurking uncasiness in his fat

them, grinning, but | Love!
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“Hallo, you fellows, got back?” he
murmured.

“You fat villain!” gasped Lovell,
ﬁndh\g ms volce.

toad!"” v.nllcd Tubby Muffin,
“You homd clam!”

“I say, you fellows, you didn’t mind

my having a snack while you were gone,
d you?” murmured Bunter. “I gen-

em]ly have tea about t.hls time.”
“You—you've had tea?”

“Yes. There wasn't quite cnough for
me, but I don't mind. I can rough it
wth xmybodyl

‘crumbs!"”

Therc had been supper for six, break-
fast for six, and other supplies, and Lhe
whole amount had
enough for Billy Bunter’s tea!

‘The marvel was where he had put it.

Evidently he had put it somewhere,
and it was not surprising that he looked

shiny and apoplectic, and breathed with
some difficulty.

“After all, he's a guest, in a way,”
murmured Jimmy Silver. l‘Dm\ 't kill
hmx Get his blkc down, and let him

“I say, you fellows, we may as well
get on & bit farther before supper,”
said Bunter. “I shan't be hungry for
an hour ox two!”

“I shouldn’t think youd ever be hun-
gry sgnml' gasped Ral

“I suppose you've goh somethlng for
supper?” added Bunter anxiously.

“We had,” said Jimmy. “We hnveu‘b
now!”

“Ol )y hat!” sald Bunter, in dis-
&ay. “Somethina will have bo be done,

en.”
“Look here, Z‘m not going to stand
,  Jimmy er!” roared

]

‘“Oh, really, Lovell—-"
“There wasn't a Norman cnstle, and
you know there wasn't!” shouted

Bunter grinned feebly,
“D-d-didn’t you find it?” he muttered.



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY
“You know we didn't, as it wasn't,

there!”

“I—1 lhmk. I*I made a mistake,”
murmured By . “Now I come to
think of it, lb—Ws in a different part
Di the count

“You were pulling our leg, you fat
toad! Now you're going to be scalped!”

Lovell collared the Owl of Greyfriars
and bumped him out into the road.

Billy Bunter gave a yell of wrath and
indignation.

Leggo! Help! Murder!
“Get on your bike and buzz!™ roared
Lovell. “I'm going to klck you ill you

do! Like that!”

“Yarooh!"

“And like that!"”

“Yooop! Help!”

Jimmy Silver rushed nt hls excited
chum and dragged him back.

+ '‘Hold on, Lovell!™
“Xm going to slaughter him!” raved

“Yamoh Keep him off1” roare
Bunter. “Look here, lf this is Wh&t
you call—yow-ow ! —hospitalit;

Bunter staggered to his feet, keeplng
a wary eye on Arthur Edward Lo
who was being restrained with dib
ficulty.

“I say, you fellows—"

“Geb offI”” snapped Raby.

'm going!” said Bunter, with di
mf.y “I decline to remain in your com-
pany any longer than is absolutely un-
avoidable! I may say that I despise
ycul" After pressing me to join you

“What?”
“I told you plainly that I wasn't
accustomed to travelling with a euxn—out
of this sort!” said Bunter. “I m
tioned that it would be awk\mxd for
me if any of my nobby friends saw me
with such a show. may as well say
plainly, too, that I don't think much
of Rookwood manners! Not quite up
1.0 the Greyfriars' standard, I can assure

¥0on, my hat1”

5

“Lemme get at him, Jimmy, you
idiot!" roared Lovell,
“I've been ireated with discourtesy!”
said Bun:er warmly. “I'm sorry now
I let you o rsuade me into coming
with you. Unluckuy it’s too late for
me to leave you, you know; I can't get
ome in the dark. I shail leave you
after breakfast to-morrow morning.
“Look here—" guﬁped \'e\vcome.
Bunter waved a fat hand,
“It's no good, New:ome it's teo late
now! 1

“I tell you—"

“Too late! I refuse to remain after
breakfast to-morrow morning!” said
Bunter

“You f’!h cw i 4
was_going to say—

“You needn‘t say anything. I decline
to have anything more to do with you!
If it \vnsnt so late, I'd go at once!”
sald Bunter.

“You'll 0 now, late or not, or Il
squash you!” shouted Lovell

3

yelled Newcome.

“Easy does it!"” murmumd my
Silver. I dare say the blmd owl can’t
get home in the dark, Lovell.”

“Let him go to Jericho, then.
“Theres no lamps on my luke." sald
nter. “It’s inst the law to ride

wll.hout lights. Some Iellu\vs are not
particular about breaking the law. I
happen to have some scruples!”

Lovell almost choked.

Jimmy Silver burst into a Jaugh,

“Keep smiling!” he said. “After all,
we knew Bunter, and we ought to have
kicked him out when he joined us. He's
got to stay with us till morning.”

“Quite against my I assure
you!” snorted Bunter. *“I'm not accus-
tomed to such compeany.

“Let him stay, and
growled Lovell  “But bear this in
mind, Bunter. Youre starting in the
morning as soon as the sun’s up, and
T'm going to start kn:km" Jou as soon
as it's time for you to

n

be blowed!”

But there was no mistaking the
deadly earnestness of Arthur Edward
Lovell. He meant every word he said.
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“I decllne to keep up this conversa-
l.lun said Bunter, with dignity.
Th:se are not the manners I'm use

And with that he climbed back intg
the van.

‘The caravanners moved ol

‘The sun was setting, nnd twilight
reigned, and it aa oo ary to look
for a camping-place.

‘There was lillle hope of getting fresh
supplies for supper.

‘They had the happy prospect of going
supperless to bed, and starting in the
morning minus breakfast.
feelings towards Willlam
George Bunter of Greyfriars were posl-
tively Hunnish. But they were not
more Hunnish than Bunter's feelings
towards them.

CHAPTER u

at las
It \ms dark now, and stars
were twinkling in the sky.

A stretch of open grass by the mml-
side offered a camping-place, am:l
caravanners were tired, and ready ln

t.

THIS will do P smd Jimmy Silver

rest.

They were huwvrv too, but for that
there was no remet

Bunter had clc’\reﬂ out the caravan
larder almost to the last crumb.

Jimmy Silver led Robinson Crusoe
from the road, and the caravan bumped
on the grass.

Billy Bumer blinked out of the van,
hlsl eyes gleaming behind his big spec-
tacles. 2

The ventriloquist of Greyfriars had a
little_scheme all ready for discomfiting
the Rookwood caravanners.

“Gmnn to stop here,
called o

“Yes, sn'lppl‘d Jimmy.

""SM' anything for supper!”

o

“Hadn't you better keep on, then?”
“Rats!”

Silver?” he [ Pose

“May come to a village, you know, or
a farmhouse, and get something for

| supper.” urged Bunter anxiously.

“II you call let clvil, Silver—"

Even Jimmy Silver’s patience was
worn out, the fact that he was very
hungry probably having something to
do with it.

The van bumped on over the grass,
and stoppcd not far from the road.
Around the grass pateh nothing was to
be seen but trees and bushes.

From the shadows a deep, grufl voice
suddenly proceeded.

“Now, then, vou gipsy vagabonds,
ge-. out of thi
unmy Silver started, and looked

“Hauo. who's that?”

“IN show you who I am if I have to
come to you!” came the grufl reply.
“You're on prxvav.c ]nnd. Get off, or
T'll fetch the police

“Oh, what mtten luck!”
Lovi
“Look here, why can't we camp
here?” exclaimed Jimmy Silver warmly.
**Come out and show yourself, any-
wa,

groaned

“Ive warned you!" was the gruff
repl
“Who are you?” demanded Lovell.
vas no answer; the man ap-
parently was gone. Billy Bunter drew
his head back into the van, grinning.
lThE caravanners looked at onc an-

stop here,” sald Lovell indig-
lanlV “We're doing no harm. Why
can't the man show himsclf if the place
bclonzs to him'

“Better get off,” sald Raby uneaslly.
“He may be gone for the police. I sup-
this is private land, as he says,”
"Sﬁme rotten land-hog!" grunted
vel

“Well, we're not out to solve the
land question,” grinned Raby. “Lets
get off before there a row. Can't
argue with bobbies.”

4
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Jimmy Silver ncdded.
s Bel,teﬂ" he agreed.

wd but he assented. The
hmse was led into the rmd again, and
the caravan rumbled A
chuckle was heard Imm Wlthm
vehicle.

“That fat Greyfriars beast thinks it's
funny!” muttered Lovell, breathing
hard through his nose.

“Oh, never mind him!”

The ﬁred caravanners marched on.

y Muffin was in the van with
Bul;‘rfnr now, but the Fistical Four were

fat
the

‘The road ran on between dark woods,
and there was no camping-place to be
found for several weary .

“I think this will do,” Jimmy Silver
said at last.

It was a cross-roads, with e signpost
standing in the centre, surrounded by
& wido patch of grass.

The caravan was turned from the
road upon the grass-patch. There was
plenty of room for it, and it was out of
the way

It was not nn "ideal camping-place,

by any. means, but the caravanners
were too d to care much about that.

Moreover, thexe was no need to light
a fire, as there was no supper. They
had nothing to do but to turn in.

Bunter's ng spectacles glimmered
frox;x the van. e 2

= say. yuu ellows, ain't you going
on?” he asked.

“No l

“Suppose that bobby comes along?”

“It wasn’t a bobby; but I don't care
& rap whether he comes back or not!”
hooted Lovell.

“I don't t.hmk you d better stop here,

Lovell YO

“You ct think w]xnt you like, you
fat tunr.l' We're sltoppmg

0

h, really, Lovel
t up!”

Lovell dragged out the tent, and the
Juniors began to seb it up beside the

van,
Billy Bunter waiched them morosely.

He would gladly have kept the caravan
going all night in the faint hope of get-
ting fresh supplies for supper.

Marvellous to relate, Buntcr was get-
ting hungry again. But the caravan-
ners were evidently resolved to halt
Lhere for the night.

say, you fellows, I suppose you
donl: want me to slecp in the tent?”
said Bunter, as he watched the juniors
at work. “This van isn't up to much,
but I can manage with it.”

5 ne ednb s]ecp et all, for all I
caret” snapped

“Well, I'm staﬂng in the van,”

e S'.ay, and be blowed!”

“Move on, there, you vagabonds!™
came a gruff voice from the shadows.

Loveu glﬂred round in great
exasper:

"Thcres thBt chap again!” he ex-
claimed, * By gnd. it l could get near
enough to hit

“It must be some blessed tramp hav-
ing a lark with us,” said Jimmy Silver,
in perplexlty “If it was a bobby he'd

"Bobb{) ot nut Il give him a Drlze
nose if he comes near enough!”
l.ovell. between his teef
going to move on?” de-
ice.

e 0 the gruff_voice djd not
accept ﬂmb 1x1viha.tmn. He was he
no more, and the tent was erected.
Tubby Muffin had already turned in,
in one of the two bunks in the caravan,

» | the other being left for Billy Bunter.

But the Owl of Gl'eyfrlm‘s seemed in
no hurry to retire. watched the
Fistical Four Lhruugh his blg spectacles
till the tent was finished, and they
were ready to go to bed.

“By Jove, I shall sleep like a top to-
night, supper or no supper,” yawned
Jimmy Silver. “We'd better be up
early, before folks begin to pass b

You can go to bed in the van, Bunter.

“What about supper?”
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“There Isn't any Supper, you owl!
You've scoffed all the grub, haven't

you

“If you call this hospitality, Jimmy
Silver—"

“Oh, upt”

dry
Jl\nmy Silver & Co. into the
ten!

wen
As the tent-flap fell into place | pla;

the gruff voice w:
“'Here they are,
tent down, and tal

Into custody!"

eard just outside.”
ficer! Pull the
take the whole gang

CHAPTER 34.
Haunted!
exclaimed Jimmy

He tore open the tent-flap
again. Lovell grasped a pillow and
rushed out, breathing wrath.

“Where are ynu, yau rotter?” roared
ln\('ll staring abo
“Show yourself, yuu beast!” hooted
M\vwm"
L there was no be seen.
Euly Bunbet blinked out of the caravan.
“I say, you fellows, what's the row?"

e
Did you see anybody here?” asked

Eh? 0."”
“There's somebody hanging about.”
“Hadn't you bcuer move on?” sug-
gested Bunter. “We may come to 8
place where we can get some grub—

“ghut up!” shrieked Lovell. “t
you say another ward about umb m
come and pillow you

Jimmy Stlver bllnk:d round him into

arkness in utter perplexity.

Unlcss the caravanners were being
worrled by some tramp with a mis-
placed sense of humour, Jxmmy uld
not understand it at all.

“Well, the fellow’s gone.”
last. “Let's get to bed.”

“Don't I wish I could catch him!”
murmurcd Lovell. “I'd give a term's
p:llt‘nft-moncy to give him one good
ccsht ™

he said at
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But the desired “cosh” could not be
given, and the caravanners went in!
the tent aga

They turned in, and Jimmy Silver
ble'\ oul Lhc candle.

lnvcll .».aL up  suddenly

"Whn'.s that?" he exclaimed.
“A blessed dog nosing about out-

in his

side,” yawned Jimmy Silver. “Let him
nogs! - He cant get In here.”

Ger

“Shoo!” shouted Lovell. “Get awaz,

you benst! Shoooo!”

A decp grow! outside answered him.

It was followed by a bark, and then
another bark and o grovl and then
growling went on Incessantly.

Lovell jumped up.

“I cant sleep with that thumplng
row going on!” he excla

"Drh'c him off!" murmun:d Raby

l.ovell grasped his
cautiously peered out of Lhe lent

Arthur Bdward was always kind to
animals, but just then he wanted to
gil\ﬁc'mnt. dog a terrific "' cosh” with the
P

. and

But there was no dog to
"Thc hl’uleﬁ gone!" gmwled lmell

Gurrrrh

“Oh, my hat! There he ls l\gﬂln'”

Lovell dashed out of the tel

The ‘growling was going on in the
deep gloom. and it seemed to recede to-
wards caravan, and Lovell followed
it up, \m.n me pillow ready.

Grurrrgh!

“He's under the van!” called out
“I say, you (cllowx

“I'm drlvlns him off, you fat fooll”
mooru-d Lovell.
T
Lovell peered under the van, where the
dog had appare! lak refuge, It
was dark there, loo dark Ln see_any-
th‘;ng but the faint ouu\nc of the
cels.
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"smml Gerraway!
“My hat! IN simply smash the

beuu" gssped Lovell. *Where's some-

thin, n poke him -with? Oh,

th\mder] !ll smash him!"”

11[!:avcll snorted and threw down his

“The stick in the van, Bunter;
chuck It c\xtl" he called out.
ertainly!” purred Bunter.
"Duck up, la.zybone

Shoo!”

‘“Here you ai

Whiz!

“Yarooch!” roared Lovell, as_he
caught the shlck—wlth his head. *“You

clumsy idiot! What are you bung-
ing it at me for?"

“You told me to chuck it out.”

Lovell gmsped the stick and rushed

towards the van, Bunter promptly
backed out of sight,

‘The growling under the caravan had
ceased for some moments, but it recom-
menced now, and
aitention to the unseen dog again.

He leaned -down by the wheels and
thrust the stick sayagely under the

There, you
e prodded away
the dm'kness.
ﬁrowllng ceLud snd there was a
luw whine, as of dee) h.
Lovell suddenly ccnsed to prod.
Whine!

you bensn
gasped,

That sound of pain smote Lovell'sf ., .

conscience, and his wrath evaporated
at once,

He had not really meant to hurt the
dog, but the agonised whine scemed
to show that he had hurt it very much
indeed.

On, I say, you brute!” exclaimed
Bunter from above. *You've knocked
his eye out, very likely.

**Shug u))"’ pa.nbed Lovel!

“ Listes nimal!” said
Bunter, wlth vlrl\lmls ]ndlg‘nalmn.

Whine!
“Oh, dear!" Lovell dropped the s(lck
and peered under the van.

Lovell turned his Ha

kil
doggie!  Good old doggie! Pcor old
doggie!”

The whine, faint and agenised, an-
swered

Jimmy | Silver!” shouted Lovell.

% Ha]l

“Bring your flash-lamp here. I—
I'm afrmd I've hurt‘the poor beast!”
smmmered ane'l.L

“On, d

Jimmy ?uver emerged from the tent,
with his electric-lamp in his hand, fol~
lowed by Raby and Newcome.

Lovell's face was troubled.

“I—I didn't really mean to hurt
him,” he faltered. “I just shoved
under the van with the stick to c]en.r
him off. I—I must hnvc hit him sol
where. Listen to him!”

Jimmy Silver's face was very- grave as
he heard mnc low, miserable whine
under the v

Bunter's [,'lusses glimmered down ac-
cusingly.

““You've knocked hls eye oul’., T.avelll“
said. “You've hurt him

too bad! This will have to be re ml

to the Soclety for the Prevention of

Umelty to Animals. I'm sorry, but it's

Iovell ‘hurled )ﬂs pmow. and Bunter

brok aﬁ with a

n't hear. hhn now,” said, Jinamy,

Sﬂver. flashing his light under the van,

‘Blest if I can see him, either! Whero
is he, Lovell?”

“Blest if T know! He's there some-

i

Ly WnlL ‘where?”
¢ juniors stared under the van

Lhe electﬂc light showed up every di\rk
recess, and showed it to be vacant.

There was no dog ta be seen.

Lovell rubbed

“Is the blessed place haunted?” he
‘muttere

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

The whole affalr pumh:d him utterly.

“I can’t make It out,” said.  “It
must be somebody havmg 'y lm’k with
us, somehow. I'm going to bed.”

The Tistical Four, with a curiously
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ancanny feeling, returned to the tent.
Barely had they turned in when a deep
gro“l ‘was hcal’d outside.

'“ThAL dog again!” shrieked Lovell,
“Oh, him rip!” growled Jimmy
“I'm going to sleep.

Silver,
“He doesn’t seem to be hurlv now.”
‘‘Oh, bothergil
The growlind” continued, but the Fis-

tical Four did not heed it, and it ccased
at_last,

But it was close on midnight when
the Rookweod caravannefs were safe at
last in the arms of Morpheus.

S
CHAPTER 35.
Light at Last!

KE up!”
Brlgm and early in the
ning, Jimmy Silver
shauted !nta the caravan.
m.n yawned, and Billy

Bunter snored 0!

It had hee.n late before Jimmy Silver
& Co, slept the previous night, bub
they wers np em-ly enough in the sunny

They \vere consclous of an aching
void within, and they wanted to get
on the road End scout for breakfast.

‘Tubby Muffin woke up hungry, too,
and he turned out of the van.

But Bunter was still sleeping when
the tent Vms struck and Robinson
Crusoe harnesses

Lovell ynnked "Bunter's bike down,
and stuck it against the sign-post.

“Now that fat bounder's coming
out!” hﬂ said  “Bunter! Bunter!
Bunter

i .say, you fellows, you can start!"
came a_ sleepy voice from within
van. “I'm not accuswmed to gcmng
up as early as this. Den't mind me
I can sleep while the van's moving'"

“You may be able to, but you're jolly
well not going to!” answered Lovell
“I give you two minutes to get oul
Then I'm coming in for you!"
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*Oh, really, Lovell—"
“Time’s going!" said Lovell grimly.
Lovclls voice showed that he meant
, and Billy Bunter turned out.
He laaked very discontented.

“I say, you fellows, what about
breakfast?” he asked.

“You've gob our breakfast under your
wa.sbcuat' , grow led Lovell  “There's
your 3
X cunb start without breakfast!”
hooted Bunter.

Lovell .shrugged his shoulders.

“Sult yourself!” he answered.
can tuke raot here if-you like.
going, anyhow!”

“I say, you fellows, I'd better come
on with you, till you get some grub,”
szid Bunter. “I know

pitable—I  don’ expect
decencj from fellows like you,

“Come up!” said Lovell, addressing
e.

“You
We're

2 Weu‘i g! all the robters—-"
Good-
“‘Look hcx , Silver, let Bunter come
with us, and don’t be a pig!”
.nmmy Silver spun round towards

"\Vhats that, Rﬂby?" he exn'lnlmc:i
“What's what?” ask

“Then what do you mean by calling
me a pxg?" demanded Jimmy Silver

wraf
::Ehl Who called you a pig?”
“I d.\dnt! 1 heard somebody—'

“I suppose I know your Volco|"
snorted Jimmy Silver. “And I jolly

well think—-"

“bl tell you I didn’t speak!” shouted

Y.
“And I tell you you did!"
“You howling ass, 1 didn't!” ex-
claimed Raby.
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“Oh, don't be an ass, I heard you!"
sald Newcome warmly.
“So did L” said Tubby Muffin.
“You didnt!” yelled Raby. “I
didn't! _ You silly asses, are you all
potty? I never said a word!” * Raby
turned away to the horse, and as he
did s his volce went on:
et of iar
iy Silver jumped after him, and
caught him by the collar.
Hallo! Leggo!

“Youre a

“hreSon Sedt of your senses
shouted Jimmy angrily. “Liars, by
Jove!”

“Do you mean to say I said that?”
hooted Raby. "It was somebody else.
T enrd it but X didnt speak.”

“l dldn"‘ vell, pernaps—"

Arthur Ed\\’urd Lovell uttered a
sudden yell

“l Vc got it!”

What have you got?” de-

m:mdnd Jimmy Silver gruffly.

Lovell rushed at Bunter. He grasped
the fat junior of Greyfriars by the
(‘/.ﬂlnr ﬂnd shook him forcibly.

1" he roared.

"Ysrm)h' Lﬂggo‘ It wasn't— I

lidn't—— ¥aroool

“I've got it nDWI” raved Lovell

“That chap’ speaking last night, and
never showing himself, and the dog,
and mewrxest of It! It's Bunter!™

fyaroooh!”
_ “Don't you remember?” howled
Tovell. “He played tricks at Rook-
wood once. The beast s a ventrilo-

exclaimed Jimmy Silver, a
light breaking upon his mind.
“Yow-ow-ow!" howled Bunter, as
Lovell shook him like a fat jelly.
‘Leggo! Don't you shake me, you
Y-b-be: Yow! If you make my
glasses Ii\ll oﬂ~yonp—and they get bib
—bib—broken—yaroop '—you'll have to
pay for them!
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Raby. “Of course! I'd forgotten—"

“So had I!” sald Jimmy Stlver.
remember now! The fat beast was
going to make us quarrel before he left
us, if he cowld!”

‘‘Squash him

“Bump him!”

“Slaughter him!”

“yarooh! I say, you fellowst”
howled Bunter. “Can’t you take a

J-j-joke? I—I was only doing it to—to
amuse you, you know! Yarooh! Leggo!
Look here— Oh, my hat! Yooop!”

Bump!”

Billy Bunter descended upon the
earth with a heavy concussion.

‘Then he was rolled over in the grass,
till there was no breath left in his fat
carcase, and he was left sprawling and
spluttering.

The caravan swung out inha the road,
and Billy Bunter sat up in the grass,
gmped for his glasses and jammed

n his nose, and blinked after the
curavun in speechless wrath.

By the time he had recoyered breath
sufficiently to limp ike, the
Rookwood caravan was out of sight.

“I don't think we shall see Bunter
again!” smiled Jimmy Silver, as the
caravanners sat down to breakfast at
& wayside inn.

And Jimmy was right!

Even Billy Bunter did not feel in-
clined to join the Rookwood party

again, and Jimmy Silver & Co. cheer-
fu!.ly reconeiled themselves to the loss
af his fascinating soclety.

CHAPTER 36.
First in the Fieldl

ALT!"”
H Jimmy Silver & Co stBrttd
and Tubby Mufi
sleepily out of the caravan.
That sudden challenge surprised the

Shake! Shake! Shake!

“Runter all the time!” exclaimed

‘The Rookwooders were following a
steep and winding path up the chalk
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cliffs, and the van was proceeding at &
snail's pace.

Close at hand was the blue Channel,
but it wniaut of sight behind the cliffs
at p

e path was steep and tiring, and
(hmcult for a caravan, and Jimmy Silver
& Co. were giving the van an occasional
hove, to help Robinson Crusoe, the
horse, in his task.

Occasionally, tco, they had to put
stones behind the wheels to keep the
caravan from slipping back.

It was a W caravanners
would have cared to follow, but the
heroes of Reokwood were not common-
or-garden caravRgners, as  Arthur
Edward Lovell had remarked.

At the end of the winding path, high
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splendid view of the sea, and on fine
days even the French coast opposite
could be seen.
Natives of the district had given them
.nrormatlan about the old camp, and
ey had decided that it was an ex-
celhmt Pplace for camping.
nu:enldmmnmmuldgetu:m-e as
with their war-
l:hax ts and things, the Rookwood cara-
vnn wuld get there, too.
spot was a very solitary one, and
they hnd not expected to meet anyone
cn the path, unless it was some chance
tourist.

The sudden shout of “Halt!" aston-
ished them.

Robinson Crusoe came to a stop of
his own accord, just as if he understood
the order.
ha}l?nblnson Crusoe was never sorry to

t.
“What the dickens—" ecxclaimed
Jimmy Silvers
There was a yell from Raby.
“The Moderns!”
“Tommy Dodd!” shouted Lovell
‘Three grinning faces looked down on
them from higher up the pa
In the middle of the pnth ‘a great
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bouldcr had been rolled, blocking the

y Dodd, %, and
’rummy Doyle, the rival caravanners,
were first in the field, evidently.
Where the Classical caravan was
going the Modern caravan had already
gone, and the rival juniors of Rookwood
School were face to face on the steep
path—with the three Tommies In
session of the summit,
The Classical chums of Rookwood
sured wrathfully at the two abeve

Hl.ltl " repeated Tommy Dodd. *No
admittance for dogs or Classicals!"”
“Go back, dear boyn. said Cook, with
achortle. *We've taken possession.”
“You sllly asses!” roared Lovell
“We're golng to camp In the old Roman

camp nt e top.’
Dodd shook his kead.

Ynur mistake,” he answered;
“you're not. There lsn't rcom for t\vo
caravan partles; it's too limited

sld& We can’t have measly Cl'\salcals
g round our camp.”

I mcrc 's not room for two, you
Modern cads can clear off!” growled
‘Newcome.

“Catch bedad!” said Tommy
Doyle. Them Was a pause.

The Modern caravan was not in sight.
It was evidently halted at the Roman
camp at the top of Lhe pnth, and hidden
by the chalky boulders.

‘The Moderns had seen the Classicals

d descended

coming, and the patn half-
way—to stop them.
They were mllstm of the situation.
It was difficult enough to get the
clmlcal van up L\mt nteup cliff-] pmh at
impoul face of opposition

an Lhc Plscucal Four of the Classical
mnh ‘Rookwood, were not disposed
to _retreal

In schoal or out of schnol they were
“up against” Mode.r the time.'
The three ln down at
them, greatly clnled ut hnvlng the whip-|
hand of their old rivals at Rookwood.
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“You can come on, u o like, nf
course,” said Tommy ¥
can argue with um bnx}m Iru\su\n(
you can get by—perhaps.”

“And, sure, this mop will talk to
yez!” grinned Doyle.
we're not going back!” roared
Lovell.
“Look here —" began Jimmy Silver.

I say, we want to camp, you know.
sald Tubby Muffin, from the van. “I'm
hungry, Tommy Dodd.”

“You generally are, my fat tulip!”
answered Tommy. “You were hungry
when we broke up at Rookwood, and
you'll be hungry when we get there ne:

erm.”’

“We haven', had lunch yet” sald
Tnm:y pathetically. I say, Jimmy,
had I better start cn SDmt.Lhm" in the
van?”

00, dry up!  groled Jimmy Silver.

"E t I'm hungr:

“Shut up

N oned Lovell,

The Classical Four were not disposed
to worry just then about Tubby Muflin's
cnormous appetite.

There were morc important matters
than that to be considercd.

The business In hand was to clear the
Modern juniors off the path, and get
the. Clas.xcﬂl van up to the Roman

Jlmmy Siiver debated that matter
in his mi

The blg bouldcr planted In the path
by the Moderns prevented the passage
of the van until it was moved.

And to move it the three Moderns
had 10 be dbeated in combat.

In any other place that would nob
have been a difficult task to the Fistical
Four, all of them great fighting-men,
and with the odds on thelr side.

But the Moderns were In a very strong
position, and they had brought Weapons
from ielr caravan—a broom, & mop.
and a big sti

Lovoll gnd Raby and Newcome fixed
their eyes on Jimmy Silves

“Uncle James " was the leader, and

83

it was up (.0 Unclc James 1o say what
was to be

“well?” smd Lovell.

“We're not going back,” sald Jimmy
degidedly.

No fear!” agrecd three voices ln

unison.

“We're going on. Rookwoad never
retrea

“Hear, hear!”

“Tommy Dodd, youTre to clear out
of e way! " announced Jimmy Silver.

don’t, we shall come and shift

Come on!” chorused the three
Moderns, and the broom, the mop, and
the stick were brandished in the air in-
vitingly.

The Fistical Four blocked the wheels

of the caravan with stonzs, and pre-
pared for war.

A broom, a stick, and a couple of
tent-pegs were taken from the caravan,
the three Moderns watching those pre-s
parations with grinning faces.

ey were three against four, but
they were confident In the strength of
their position.

The had_selected the most difficult
point in the steep path, where the
ascent was quite abrupt, and the cnemy
charging up would be under very
serious disadvantages.

But It was the only thing for Jimmy
Silver & Co. to do—on the theory that
Rookwood never retreated.

“Come on!” said Jimmy.

“Charge!” rapped out Lovell.
on, Tubby!"”

“I—I'm coming!™ stammered Tubby
Muffin, but he did not leave the van.
Tubby’s opinlon was that discretion was
the better part of valour, and for the
present he was quite satisfied to be &
looker-on.

But I.he Fistical
gallan

Tl‘ey Yame up the steep path with a
rush, and In a moment more there was
a baltle In progress.

“Come

Four charged
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CHAPTER 31,
Driven Off!
up Classicals!”

“sm. it to them?!”

“ yaroooh!

O, my hat!”

It was a gallant charge, but the difll-
culties_were_too The fellows
above had all the advantage.

A shove of Tommy Dodd’s long broox
caught Jimmy Silyy on the chest, and
sent him spinning backwards.

He rolied on the chalky path, with o
loud yoll.

Raby caught the mop with his nose,
and sat down suddenly.

Lovell's tent-peg crashed against
Tommy Doyle's stick, and went flying
from his han

ped back, and Doyle lunged
out \\'&Lh l‘le stick, and nearly punc-
tured Newcome, who sat down with a

DOeelt rushed on Rercely, got round
the big boulder, and grasped Doyle.

They rolled over together In terrific

combat.
"Pin him!” shouted Tommy Dodd.
“Sure, I've got him!” gasped Doyle.
Doyle had certainly got Lovell, but
Lovell had equally certainly got Doyle,
and they seemed about equally metched
as they rolled on the pround, clutching
one another with terrific vim.

Dodd and Cook, with broom and mop
to the fore, still held the pass.

Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-
come struggled up, panting and crimson
and dusty, and came on again.

But it was unavail

The disadvantage was too great, and
could mot get to close quarters.
¢ defence from above was 0o strong
for the attac

Lunges from above sent thera spin-
ning, again and again, and they Te-
treat at last, with a good many
bumps, and in a very excited state of
temper.

Tommy Dodd brandished his troom
victoriously.
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“Come on!” he yelled.
“This way!” shouted "00'(
on, you Classical duffers!
“Reseue!” bawled Lovell.
But tiere was no reseue Jusb Lhen for

*Come

In the pause of hosti Cook went
to Doyle's assistance, and Arthur
Edvard was quite overcomz,

Cosk ran & whipeord round his wrists,
and knotted it, and did the same for

his ankles, and Lo\cll lay helpless in
the path.

The three Tommies, thus relieved of
one of their foes, gethered round the
b'g Lcumcr, ready for another attack.

s were even now, and the
Classicars had tess chamc thar ovér,
mmy Silver rubbed several bruises
" Well, are we going on?” panicd Ne-

3

Jm\my shook his head.
“N.G.,” he answered.

“We're not going to be licked by
rotten Moderns!” howled Newcome.

“Fathead!” grunted Jimmy. * We're
licked already! They've got the ad-
vantage, and they've downed Lovell. If
four couldn’t do it, three can't! It's
up.”

Raby and Newcome had to admit the
truth of that observalion, exasperated
as they were.

+Are ou coming?” shouted Tommy
Do

“Go and eat coke!” was Jimmy
sll\ers answer.

al  Who's got licked?™
shotited Termmy Dodd,

;Classicals!” hooted Doyle and Cook.

sings small

et

“Ha, ha, ba!

“I shy, Jimmy,” came Tubby Mufin's
voice from van, ‘“what about
lunch?"

Jimmy Silver did not answer that
question in wor

He made a lunge with his broom, and
Tubby Muffin disappeared into the van
with n fendish yell,
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“Going_ back — what?"
Tommy Dodd.

“Let Lovell come back, you Modern
rofters!” growled Jimmy Silver.

“No fear!" answered Tommy coolly.
“Lovell's a prisoner of war. We'll send
him back later. You can come and
rescue him if you like.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We're not going without Lovell!”
shouted Jimmy,

“Well, come and fetch him!”

The three Classicals, quite exas-
peraied, charged up the ‘path again, in
spite of prudenc

But their cass was more hopeless
than ever.

They were bowled over at once by the
lunges from above, and they rolled

grinned

down.

A yell of laugher followed them. The
three Tommies were in great feather.

At Rookwood they did not often get
the better of the Fistical Four. That
made their present victory all the more
satisfactory.

“Ow, oW, wow!” murmured Raby.
“IT gay, I'm fed up, if you are, you

fellow.

There was 1o help for it.

It was a defeat, and Lovell had to be
left in the hands of the enemy for the
present. It was strategy that was re-
quired to effcct his rescue.

1l tackle the rotters some other
murmured unm Silver. “Just

hi

A chunk of chalk came from up the

p'\th xmd Jmnny Silver gave a yelp.
u Modern rotters!”

"l"u‘o' ” shouted Tommy D()d
Whiz, whiz, whiz!
we—we'd better get out of
1his for a b)t! " exclaimed Newcome.

Although Rookwood never retreated,
according to Jimmy Silver's statement,
retreat had to be the order of the day
just then,
It sim;)!y couldn't be helped.

and there and be pelted with
of chalk furnished enbertnm-

C"lun s
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ment to the merry Moderns, but there
was nothing in it from the Classical
point o

e whads were unlocked, and the
defeated Classicals backed  the van -
away down the path.

Robinson  Crusoe very  willingly
backed downward, though he had been
reluctant to pull upward.

With a ramble, the Classical caravan
receded, followed by triumphant howls
from the Modern juniors above.

The van had to back 2 good distance
before it reached a spot where the path
was wide enough for the big vehicle to

urn,
Then, with feclings too deep for
words, Jimmy Silver & Co. turned the
caravan, and retreated to the lower
Toad.
The honours were with the Moderns
Afur the precent,
was "up” to Uncle James to
cmngL all that—if he could!

CHAPTER 35.
Prisoner of War!
OT ’em beat!” said Tommy Dodd

gleefully,
“Hurrah for us!”

“Hip, hip!”

‘“When you've done making a shindy,
perhaps you'll let me loose, you Modern
worms!” said Arthur Edward Lovell, in
sulphurous tones.

“Not yet, my
Tommy Dodd.

The three Moderns dragged half a
dozen more chalky boulders into the
path, effectually barricading it.

Then Lovell's feet were untied, and
he was helpe:

His hands remained tied, however;
his looks showed how he would use
them If they were loosened.

Taking the captured Classical with
them, the three Tommies Lg\mped up
the path to the Roman camb at the

op.

pippin!”  grinned
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"There the Modern caravdn was halted.
Of the Roman camp which had stood
there in ancient times very few traces
were left.
It had not been a large camp; prob-

ably something like an outpost for
waiching the coast.
Surrourded by chalky clis and

boulder: a stratch of greensward,
With ‘nece and there traces of ancient
cartinvors eropping up.

A spring bubbled up amid a pile of
almost shapeless masonry, which might
once have belonged to a well.

Space was limited, bul there was
plenty of room for {he caravan party.
There were traces of ggore modern
n the Roman®, In old con-
tins and fish-paste tins

had evidently been much
used by picknickers in the summer,
tourists who had braved the steep
ascent to picnic in the fresh pure air
high above the sea, with a view of the
wide blue Channel in the distence.

The Modern juniors were the only
pienickers there now, however, and the
traces of former visitors were not

scatter
‘The spot,

Tommy Dedd & Co. were glad enough
to have it to themeselves, and not sorry
that the former tourists were con-
spictious by their absence.

The Moderns looked very cheerful &s
they came into their camp, from which
ch most of the path, and
azainst any aitempt of the
urprisc them by creeping
up the path without their van.

If the cnc"nV appeared in sight they
ad only to rash down the path lo hold
O coners, Which whs easily
U5 55 dome, s ney Tad proved
Lovell did not share the cheerful
clztion of the Moderns.,

He was In a state of great exaspera-
tion, and he was well aware that he was
294 at the end of s troubles,

Just going to lunch when we spotted
al ut,” remarked Tommy
suppose you'll join us at

vhat?
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“Rats!” grunted Lovell.

“Let loose his left hand,” centinued
Tommy Dodd. “He can wait at table
with one hand.”

“Walt at table!" roared Lovell furi-

)

usly.
“That's your job.” said Tommy Dodd
calmly. " We Haven'. brought you up
here for nothing. You've got 10 make
yourself useful. I suppose you weren't
labouring under the delusion that you
were ornamental?”

“You Modern worm!”

“Buck up, waiter!” grinned Tommy

i see you blowed first, you Modern
nss %

"¥ou won't wait at table?” demanded
Tommy Dodd.

“No, T won't!”

“That's_bad!” said Tommy Dodd,
shaking his head _seriously.
ought to know, Lovell, that prison:

war are bound to work. You cz
pect to eat the bread of idleness. Any
body got a pin?”

Cook, grinning, produced a pin.

Lovell glared at him.

“Only an inch to begin with.” said
Tommy Dodd thoughtruly. - Find
fender spot, and ik it in about un
oeneT Phen hert ses whether Loveh
mn wau at table”

11 jumped back as Tommy Cock
'xpm’nached him.

ek 1" he shouted.

his hoofs!” &

id Temmy

Lovell was swrounded by the three
Tommies, and he found himself in the
grass, with three boots planted on him
and keeping him there.

'I'hcn Cook advanced thie pin towards

Where will you have 12" he asked.
Yan! yourotter!”
at about your leg?”
Yaroont St ppit!”
" Yowd prefer it in the arm, perhaps?
Al right!”
*Yooop!”
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The pricks of the pin were only
slight; it was not really an inch, but
Lovell yelled as if it had been a yard.

“Try the tip of his nose!” suggested

“Good cgg!”
“Keep off " yelled Lovell.

“Arc_you going to wait at table?”
asked Tommy Dodd politely.

Artur Edward Lovell gulped.

‘Ye-e-es, you rotter!”

“Good! ' "I thought you'd be a nice
boy if we persuaded you. Mind you
behave yourself, or you'll get the Inch
next time.”

Lovell did not reply; he guiped with
rath.

The threc Tamm‘es sat down to Junch
with smili ces, mld Lovell, with one
hand free, v\nl(cd on t
Once or twice he had a touch of the
pin, to liven him up, as Tommy Dodd
dcsrrlbed it.
Lovell's looks were nn cnler&amment
he walted his
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Hls wrath was only simmering, how-

)
5

T,
“Towards the end of that cheery lunch
it bolled orer.

3 , waiter!” shouted Cook,
<hying o chunk of turf at Lovell to en:
liven him.  “I'm waiting for that
ginger-beer!”

Lovell brought the ginger-beer, but in-
stead of pouring In into the tin cup he
poured it down Tommy Cook’s neck.

There Tas. & roar from Cook as he

jumped u
Ginger-beer down the back of the
ek Was not refreshing.
“Yow-ow!  You hun'xrl Classical
beast: " Gollar Rt

Lovell made a jump Sor the cloth that
was the grass with the
crockery on it, and landed among the
crocks with both feet.

There was a terrific crash.

The next moment he was dragged
away, but he had alrcady made_ his
waiting at table cost (he Modorns dear.

In themselves as he awful cad!” ‘ommy
captors. “He's smashed our r:ruc‘\s They
o
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were nearly done in nll ady, and now
he's finished them!  Scfag him!”
Bump, bump!
"Yo\v—awl" roared Lovell. “You
odern rotters! Let me loose and Tll
Yo the lot of you! " Yarooh
“Oh, my hat! Oh! Ah! Yan!"
Lovell's hands were ticd again. The

Moderns were fed up wilth him as a
waiter. That humcrous idea had
worked out rather expensively.
*Kick lhe beast out!”
Tommy Doyl
Yn.b! llI pulverise you!” gasped

growled

Lovell.

“We're going to kechim prisoner
4l sundown, st o shot Jimmy Silver
that he’s no ‘good. and can't keep hi
e e ey Dedd. Py
you give your paiole, Lovel, if we let
You loose

s Biow you!”

“All serenc!”

Tommy tied o _tent-rope to Lovell's
ankle, and the other end to the wheel
of the caravan,

Then the Three Tommies fnished
thelr lunch.

CHAPTER 39.
Un James Rises to tho Occasion!
“ ELL, this is a go!"
George Raby made that re-

mark as the Classical cara-
vanners halted in the lower road, far
out of sight of the party at the Roman
camp above.

“Rotten!” grunted Newcome.

Jimmy Silver was silent.

The captain of the Rookwood Fourth
was fecling his defeat keenly, and most
of all the fact that he had to leave his
chum a prisoner in the hands of the
Moderns.

Uncle James' brain was actively at

work, but so far he had not thought of | area.

a means of turning the tables on ‘Tommy

Dodd & Co.
Tubby Mufin's face was quite
pathetic. b
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‘The fat Classical was not thinking ot
the defeat or the capture of Lovell;
he was concerned about lunch.

But he did not venture to say so. He
felt that his companions weuld display
impatience, if not scmething more
punrul

They did not seem to realise, 1

Tably! the grest maporiance of meal-
times.

However, there was an_jnncr man to
be considered, and the Clas ara-

vannors lunched by the rondside, and
Muffin was able to satisfy the in-
ordinate craving of his inner Tubby at

ast,
After Iunch Uncle James wore a very
thnoughtful lock.

He was thinking it out, and Raby and

Newcome waited for the result of his
cogitations.
They agreed to leave it to Uncle

James; they were at & loss to know
\vhat to
ask for Lovell’s release, and lhed

to (.‘lem‘ off and leave the Moderns i
possession was tco great a humummm

It was simply not to be thought of.

Somehow or other Tommy Dodd &
Co. had to be downed, and it was up lo
Um‘.lc James of Rookwcod to think o!

" immy Siver broke the sitence at
last.

“This place is jolly near the const,”
he remarked,

“Just found that out?” asked Raby
sarcastically. “Is that what you've
been making a face like an owl for?”

“That old Roman camp s very high
up, and a good place for watching
S, and 5 on” Contiucd Jimmy Sitver
unheeding.

“I'dare say that's why tie Romans
had a camp there,” said Newcome

“But what docs it m

“Lots! It might be a prohibited

A which?"

“I say that it might be a prehibited
area, being 5o high up near the cos
and if you don't know whai a pro-
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hibited arca is, Ti tell you. It's a
place where you can't go without a
permit from tho military ‘authoritics of
the distri

“well, LhnL Roman cuinp's nothing
of the kind, then, or there'd be a sentry
or something someswhere about.”

I LL’:r ay there would,” admitted
But there mightn't be. But
i the place whs & prohibited area, and
chaps_camped there, and the official
Johnnies got to know of it, they'd soon
be routed out and warned off.”

“Very likely, but I don't see what it
matters to us, you ass! You're wander-
ing in your mind, Jimmy!”

*0n, you don't see, of course! Have
you ever heard of a company of first-

class actors called the Rookwood

&
the best actor of the lot?”

“ Ahem!
a jolly good member was your Uncle

Well, yes, perhaps so; but
James,” said Jimmy Silver. *I've been
thinking. We haven't got any of the
theatrical things with us, but we're only
iwo miles from a town. In that town
T'll bet ninepence to fourpence that
there's s a costumier’s! We've got some
in. Well, suppose we buy or hire some
things? Hiring them will do, as we
cnly want them this once, and we can
leave a deposit.”

“What the merry thunder—""

“You've seen me made up 4n charac-
ter,” continued Jimmy. “I can do it
on my head. Suppose I make up as &
man about fifty, with whiskers and
glasses and things—"

“What on carth for?” shricked Raby.
“Is this a time for private theat-
ricals?"

“Fathead! In that rig I'd walk up
tD thc C(\mp-——

" stuttered Raby,
Newcome stared open-mouthed
e “Tubby Maflin even Jeft off finisn-
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ing up the remnants of the lunch mn
his astonishment.

Junmy Silver nodded calmly.

As official,” he answered
“There’s no end of officials in the coun-
try now, and they're increasing in
number every day. That's what they
cail efficiency, you know. Well, if that
old Roman camp s a proibited orea.
s quite natural for an official to walk
in and order the Moderns ofl."

“Oh, my hat!"

“You couldn't do it!” gasped Raby.

“I could do it on my head!” ane
swered Jimmy Silver disdainfully. “To
be an official you've only gct to be
middle-aged, with an_important man-
ner and a fat head. I can assume the
Iat hea

No need for that. Yowrs born for
thnb part of it.”

ss! What do you think of the
whceze?"

“Roltten!” answercd Raby at once.
«Piffle!” said Newcome.
Bosh'" said Tubby Muﬁn
immy Silver rose to his f
"Well I'm going try 1t 3 hc said
“You chaps stay here while I hike off
w the town. Tl be back in an hour or

And, without. vouchsafing _another
word, Jimmy Silver storte
Raby and Newcome XoaLcd at one
another.
Of all the chumps— said Raby.
“Of all the fatheads—" aid New-

come.

And they let it go at that.

They had a very agrecable rest, hows
ever, under the trees by the roadside.
while they waited for Jimmy Silver
return.

He was back in about an hour, with
o bundle in his hand.

“Got the stuff?” asked Raby, -
credulously.

Simmy Silver nodded.

“Yes, rather! You fellows can help
me make up. Come into the trees,
where we shan't be seen.”
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“Rs nD goad, yau know,"” remarked
New

Sl
“Simply rot!” observed Raby.
“Rubbish
Jimmy Silver evidently did not In-

tend to argue the maiter

m of

gre n on on their (:\Lcs. accom-
p'un(d himi mto the trees, giving
Jinuny Siiver his head, so to speak.
Jimmy cpened his bundle, and his
comrades surveyed the  contenis

ulous, but thelr
little' as they
s Silver in the process of
transformation.
( Fe donned groy trousers and a black
ock-coat over his own clothes, which
Fhmiel good deal stouter.
He changed his boots for a larger

‘Vll lnLr

pair h eclevators in them, which
added nearly a couple of inches to his
stature.

With the 2id of a mirror stuck on a
trunk he made up his face.

Jimmy Silver, as a leading light of
the Classical Players at Rookwood
School, was an adept in that art.

His present task was rather more
difficult. than that of making up as
Julius Cresar or Hamlet, but Jinmy did
it well.

He produced a sallow complexion and
a wrinkled brow In o manner that was
really surprising.

A ‘wig with greyish hair made him
look fifty at least ndded to the effect

puir of large spectacles which com-
]nnLLly altered the expression of his

G reyish  moustache and whiskers
added still more to the effect.

When the last artistic touch had
odded, Raby and Newcome and
Muffin stared at Jimmy Silver
st in awe.

The captain of the Rookwood Fourth
‘nd vanished, and n his place stood &

THE ROOCKWOOD CGIPSIES!

gentleman of about Nfty, rather stout
and important-lookine.

He still lacked a little in height, but
he made that up in breadin.

vas as tall s o good many men

of fifty with his clevated
He blinked ot his chum mrough his
glasses, the s of which were, of
course, of
et vou dmbnuw Thomases?” he

His volce was no longer Jimmy
ilver's, any more than his looks.

He had adopted a somewhat high-
pitched and querulous voice, which
made his comrades jump es they heard

i Mj ha{'” cjaculated Raby.
rumbs!”  said Tubhy Muffin.
“He anht be his own giddy grand-
father!"”
“What do you think of it now?"

demanded Jimmy Silver.
“Ripping!” exclaimed Newcome
eartily. “Whether the Moderns

believe you're an official or not, I'll bet
hey won't know you're Jimmy Silver!”
“Blessed if I think Lovell will know

you, let alone the Moderns!” said Ral
y Silver grinned, a rather pwu-

liar m’m with his wrinkled and whis-
kered face.
“I fancy it will work,” he said. “I'm

going to {ry, anyway! Here goes!”

And, after a last look in the mirror,
Jinmy Silver started on the path up to
the Roman camp.

His chums, nlmosl: breathless with
excitement, waited with the Classical
caravan below.

Their faith In Uncle James had
revived at last.

CHAPTER a1,
Trouble for Tommy!
R HO the dickens is this?”
watched a sil-hatted gentle-
man who had appeared on the clift
path.
The Modern chums saw him arrive
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at the barricade of boulders, and stop
and peer at it through his spectacles,
and then climb over and continue cn
his way.

Then he passed out of sight on the
winding patl

o1 duter yawned Tommy Dodd.
“Fancy a man starting out on the cliffs
in a frock-coat and a silk topper!
Queer idea of enjoying himself 1"

c stranger did not come in sight
again till he was on the level, and then
he came into um Roman camp with a
quick, jerky tre:

‘The three Tomnics and Lovell glanced
at him carelessly.

s Lovell was tied, the sight was
likely to be rather surprising (o a stran-
gcr, who did not know the merry man-
ners and customs of the rival juniors at
Rookwood,

The gentleman came towards the
Modern caravan, and glanced at Lovell
and then at the three Moderns.

“What are you doing here?” he
rapped out, in a high pliched and de-
cidedly ill-tempered ton

Tommy Dodd stared a him.

“Sitting on the grass” he answered.

“Do you know that you are liable to
arrest?” exclaimed, the silk-hatted gen-
tleman stemly

Whn

you not aware that this is a
prohlhlted area?

“My hat! No.”

Tommies jumped up,
rather dismayed.

Lovell grinned.

He was thinking that it was Just as
well that the Moderns. and not the

lassicals, were camped there.

Camping without a permit in a pro-
hibited arca was a serious matter.

The gentleman blinked at the Modern
Juniors scrutinisingly through his spec-
tacles with a very suspicious expression.

“Is there anyone else here?” he
asked. * Anyone older, T mean?”

“No; we're c\rn\mmmg " answere
Tommy Dodd, “We hadity the Tainteet
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idea that it was a prohibited prea, of
course.  There’s no notice up.”

- You do not scam to have used your
eyes, young man!” snapped the siran
gor. “What is this oy doing erer ted
up?’

o, has only a lark!”
Indeed! " Have you
photographs her
“My hal I\m
\V'Lh us.”
\Have ou taken any sketch

taken any

Wc haven't a camera

"Then why did you come here?” de-
manded the silk-hatted gentleman sus-

piciousiy.
“Just caravanning,” said Tommy
Dodd.
“Huh! I have never heard of cara-

vans coming up such a steep path
before. It looks to me as this caravan
is simply camouflage, nnd you arc here
for some illegal purpose.”

*‘Great Scott!” ejncull\tcd Ceok.
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“Howly mother av Moses!” mur-
mured Tommy Doyle. “We're landed in
something  this ‘ommy,
gossoon!"”

Tommy Dodd knitted his brows.

“Look here, you' Te asking us & jolly
1ot of questions, sir!” he excl claimed. “I
dare say you have a right to, if it comes
to that. But who are you, anyway?”

“You are surely aware that eve:
prohibited area has a Civil superinten-
dent?” snapped the vlslwr

“I—I didn’t

“You may have M) prove that. If
vou belong to this district you must
have heard of Mr. Jorrocks, Civil super-
intendent of the proh‘hﬂed' area of

you

Clayton, and the intervening dis-
tricts.”
“Great pip! Never even heard o

the places!” said Tommy Dodd. “We's re
quite strangers here.”

Mr. Jorrocks gave him a very sus-
‘picious look.

“You assure me that there is no older
person in the party?” he asked after a

ause.

“Certainly! We're the lot.”

“Who are you? What arc you?”

M. Jorrocks rapped out the questions
sharply.

Tommy Dodd answered at once, feel-
ing that the fullest explanation he
could make to the Civil superintendent
the better.

If the Modern caravanners had un-
wittingly done wrong the consequences
might be serlous enough unless they
made it clear that they had acted in
U\ou"htlessne S,

“We're schoolboys on holiday, Mr.
Joxracks, said Tommy. *We belong
to, Rcokwood School.”

I have heard of Rookwood School.
I’\ that case you are doubtless above
suspicion. Have you nnyuung about
you to prove your statement

“I—1 don't know—-"

. _Jorrocks became very stern at
anee, h]s wrinkled brows contracting.
You had better accompany me to
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the commandant,” he said. “The mat-
ter will be dealt with by the military.”

three Tommies cxchanged
glances of utter dismay.

Vislons of a stern and frowning mili-
tary officer rose before their minds;
Some stiff ‘old mart‘net ‘who might re-
fuse to listen to & wo

‘‘Oh, howly smu e"’ gasped Doyle.
“We 're in for it!’ 4

My hat!” said Lovell. “I say, you
chaps, you must have something or
other in the van with Rookwood on it!

Anyway, there's my pals down below.
'rney'u speak for you.”

“Oh, good!" exclaimed Tommy Dodd
in relief. “Mr, Jorrocks, there's some
more Rookwood chaps on the lower
road. You must have passed them, I
think.”

“I saw a caravan, certainly,” sald
Mr. Jorrocks iclly. “The persons there
may be in league with you, for all I
know to the contrary.”

“They're not! They-

“We've got some books, with the
name of our school written in them,
in the van, sir!” exclaimed JegiCook,

Mr. Jorrocks sniffed.

“That proves nothmﬂ'! In fact, I
am not empowered to et the matter
rest here, You must explain yourself
to the military commandant. If you
are honest, and can prove that{ you
came here with no evil purpose, you
have nothing to fear. But there have
been cases of spying on this coast.”

::oh,lqur!"

“Do we

Jook like spies?” howled
Tommy Dodd Indi gmn

“Spies never lool spies,”
e A Jarroaea arily, 17 they

did they would not be of much use.”
The force of that remark struck the
Rookwooders, and they were silent.
“I repeat that you have nothing to
fear if you can prove that you are
simply schoolboys on & curavmmmg
tour,” said Mr. Jorrocks. “But y
must prove that in Lhe proper quart,e'r
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and your van to
xmlﬂ from hcrc
enough,” said

1 will accompany you
the military camp,

"It remains for you to do so, then,”
answered Mr. Jorfocks. “Kindly put
vour horse-to, at onze, and accompany
me to the colonel.”

The unhappy Moderns set to work at
on

Lovcn was released, and he helped

D™ s no time to tnink of Modem
and Classical Tivalry.

Lovell n fact, was in

r, a5 he was present i
hlbllell area.”

He had ihe pleasant prospects of
accompanying the Mcderns, with Mr.
Jorrocks, to the military commandant,
to give an account of himsel.

The horse was quickly harmessed,
M. ocks waiching - the process
through Wiz spectacl

“Were ready!” said Tommy Dodd
at last.

ved in the
the *pro-

23
“Very well. Come.”
The Mod(‘rn van rumbled out of the
old Roman camp, and took the stecp

path downwa

rived ot Lhe barricade, the junicrs
laboriously rolled the boulders ‘out of
the way, and then they rumbled on.

Mr. Jorrocks walked beside the van,
keeping & very
Modern junior: 1
picious mood.

With glum faces the Moderns led the
horse onward and downwerd, till at
last the Modern caravan rumbled out
into the lower road, where the Classical
caravan was standing.

ty in a sus-

CHAPTER &t
Victory!
ABY and Newcome and ’luhby
Muffin were standing near the
Classical van, and Lhey could
scarcely believe their eyes as the
Moderns came in sight.

T
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The three Tommies and' Lovell were
walking with the horse, with very
us faces, and clo: y stalked Mr.

cks—otherwis my Silver of

Jorr:
mc Fourth Form :x

“M-m-my b
“Jimmy’s done
them,

ockwood.
gasped  Raby.

bl
you mean!" grinned

“Ha, ha, ha!”
Tm thu‘e Classicals roared.
Halt! " rapped out Mr. Jorrocks.

Tlv: Modert yan nalted vithin a few
yards of the Classical van.

Raby and Newcome and Tubby
Mufin  were chortling, but
Moderns were serlous enough.

this isn't a laughing matter,
whispered Lovell
chuckled Raby.

The old josser is

““No fear!
dashed official—a Civil superintendent,

or something. I never knew there was
such a thing.”

“Ha, ha! Neither did 1"

“I tell vou it's not a laughing mat-
ter!” exciaimed Lovell “It turns out
that the Roman camp is o pronibited
area, and we're being marched off
see o dashed military johnny and hs
called over the coals.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Classicals shrieked.

“All very well for the Moderns,”
gromiod Lovelh bat mot. g0 oy Well
for me. I've got to go with them, as I
Tons ece. *C Sonts Sty Tor vou Tetiows
that you weren't in the Roman camp.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

To the amazement of Arthur Edward
Lovell and the three Tommies, Mr. Jor-
rocks joined in the roar of Jatghter.

He laughed so heartily that his grey
moustache Liisted sideways, giving him
& most extraordina

off his spectacles, chortling.

Lovell stared at him.

The tnree Tommmies gazed at him as
1f they were fascinated.

The stood dumb, while Mr. Jorrocks
removed his wig, his whispers, and his
moustache.
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It was like a dream to the three
oderns.

They rubbed their eyes, wondering
whether they were the victims of an
optical delusion,

i they werout, and when Jimmy
Silver's sheeincies hirsute adorn-
Tonts were gone o certain familiarity
in the features struck them, in spite of
the make-up.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Raby.
you ko the merry old Civil superin-
tendent noy

“He, hie, he‘ " chortled Tubby Mu.

Tommy Dodd’s jaw dropped.

“It—it—it isn't Jimmy Silver!”
said faintly.

“Jimmy Silver!"
dazedly.

.me) threw off the frock-coat.

“Its_your own Uncle James!" he
said affably. "My hat!  You scem
Tather surprised, Lovell, old sc
Mind your eyes dont arop out

“You! red Lovell

e me aid Jimmy  Silver
cheerfully.  “I had to get you away
from the Moderns, old bean, and the
Moderns away from the camp. We're
going to have the Roman camp. S0
far as I know, it's not a_prohibited
area, and I don't believe there's such
& johnny as a Civil superintendent, If
there is, I've never heard of it. You
don't look pleased, Tommy Dodd!”

“I-I-I—"  staltered Tommy
Dodd.

Even yet he could hardiy believe that
he had been spoofed so thoroughly and
efficiently by the Classical of Rook-
wood.

Lovell was grinning joyously, how-
ever; he did not share the feclings of
the three Tommies.

He had been rescued, and the three
Moderns had been turned out of the
Roman camp, and it was the biggest
and most successful spoof in the his-
tory of the rivals of Rockwood.

Lovell joined in the chortle, while
the three Tommies bezan to look sul-
phurous, es they realised how egre-

he

muwmured Doyle
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glml:s!l]y their Modern leg had been
pul

“Ye spalpeen!” gasped Temmy

Doyle “Ye tlxafc of the worruld! Ye

Oh, e ain’t a word for yez.

1’1! spiﬂlcute ycz intoirely!  Mop him
up!

“‘Not Xn these trousers!” grinned

Jimmy Silver. “We've got you now

where we can hn.udle you, dear boys
Buck u

Heedless of the odds against_them
the three Tommies rushed at Jimmy
Sd/er‘ simply thirsting to give “Mr.

ocks ” the ragging of his-life.

°But the Pistios) Sour piled in to-
gether, and on the open road the
Moderns no longer had the mﬂmmnc

All the advantage was now with th
Cinsticas, and even Tubby  Muibn
joined in.

It was a terrific serap for_a few
minutes, and then the three Moderns
were strewn in the road, and a Classi-
cal was sitting on each of them.

“Our win!” chuckled Jimmy Silver.
“You Moderns are no_good, yon know!

This is V‘hcx‘e e smile!  Give 'em a
Classical sm!

“Hia, ha, ha!”

“Yow-ow-ow!” came from Tommy
Dodd.  “Gerroff, Lovell, you beast,
you're busting my ribs! Yow-ow!
Go and eat coke! Ow, wow! We

chuck it! Ow!
The three Moderns, very dusty and
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dishevelled, were allowed to rise, and
they limped to tieir caravan.

It was a great relief to know that
they were not to be taken to a military
commandant, certainly; but they were
not feeling pleased.

But evidently the game was up, and
the Classicals were the victors.

Tommy Dodd & Co. led thelr horse
on, and the Modern caravan rumbled
away down the zond, and this. tme 1t

was the Classicals who sent after the
reating enemy a yell of triumphant
laughter.

And as the Moderns disappeared, the
Classical coravan was led up the oliff
path, and this time there was nothing
to stop them, and they arrived triumph-
antly at the Roman camp.

The Classical caravanners were in
possession of the prize.

From the Roman camp they could
see the lower road winding away in the
distance, white in the sunlight, and on
it appeared, like dots to the view, a
caravan and three tramping pedes-
trians.

Then Tommy Dodd & Co. vanished
from view, and the Classical caravan-
ners gave a cheer that awocke eve‘ry
echo of the chalk cliffs around th

And that was the last that Jxmmy
Silver & Co. saw of their rivals of the
Modern Founh until the day when

they reassemb!cd nt Rookwood at the
commencement of the new term.
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St

Private Fle
B9 UCCANEERS of the Main, scour-
D ing the seas like ranging sharks

i rch of Spanish gold, wait-

ing me_fai_galleon
loaded with dowbloons and rich mer-
chandise—those were the days when
the skull and crossbones flag, the
dreaded symbol of piracy, fluttercd at
many o masthead. All along the coast
of Maine in those far-off days when
Morgan, L'Ollonais the Terrible, Cap-
tnln Sharp and the rest phcd thexr fell
e, the Spaniards-lived in fear and
{renbiing of these forocious, daredevil
pirates and their cut-throat crews.
But although we think almost entirely
of pirates as evil, black-bearded sea
wolves, they were, more often than not,
marshalledtogother in highly_organ-
ised flects ed fighters. Captain
Morgan T s e
towns of Puerto Del Principe and Porto
Bello, banded together a fleet of twelve

ships which were manned by seven
hundred fighting men. Neither did
ihey t their pillaging to the sea

Often they landed
inland  strong-

and coastal towns.
and attacked large
holds.

Inland Raids.

When Captain Morgan made his
famous attack on Panama in 1690, he
and his men marched inland away
from their ships for nine days before
they reached the town. The sacking
of Panama, the complete destruction
of the town, the ruthlessness of Cap-
tain Morgan are matters of history,
yet when this king of pirates returned
to his ships, he took with him a

undred and seventy-five pack.animals
laden with gold and silver and other
saluables!

Qften these pirates were men from

the regular British navy. Captain
Sharp and his partners, Captain Saw-
kins ‘and Captain Harris were naval
men, yet they were among the fiercost
of the pirates. They, too, made several
attacks on inland towns, the biggest of
these being Santa Maria which ¥as an
important centre from which gold was
sent to Panama. The pirates num-
bered three hundred and twenty-seven
men and after an eight day's march
they captured the town without loss of
a single life despite the fact that it
was garrisoned by nearly three hundred
Spaniards.

Routing the Spaniards.

After Santa Maria, Caplain Sharp
and his men decided to follow, in Mor-
gan's footsteps and push on to Panama
to attack it from the sea. Packed inta
canoes they set off, making down the
Gulf of San Mwuel On the way they
came up erchant karque
which they (rled to cupLLre She
aged to get away, however, and thn
the pirates reached Panama,
found several Spanish men o' war
ready to greet them. So fiercely did
the pirates fight, however, that not
only did they succeed in driving off the

Spaniards, but actually succeeded in
capturing two of the vessels; and it
was in this fight that Captain Harris
was killed. The bucanneers succeeded
in capturing five more Spanish ships
and then decided to abandon the idea
of sacking the town, returning to their
more usual custom of patrolling the
sea and swooping down on ecvery
merchantman which hove in sight.
As Panama was at that time practically
the most important centre, their *bag”
was very profitable. Tnhxr hcndquartsrs
were at the island of T

s38.

they |

P
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One of the Many Comical Incidents in this Full-of-Fun
Yarn of the Chums of Greyfriars.
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Boss of a circus ! - It’s’a new role for the ‘one an ly William George

s

Bunter, the fat and fatuous ¢ Owl ™ of the ereymus Romove, but what

ever part Bunter plays he's always a scream ! Read how he hecame boss

of the circus and what happened to him. Get this humorous book-length
yarn of Harry Wharton & Co. to-day.

On Sale Now! Price 4d.
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