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PREFACE


My Dear Lads:


This story is complete in itself but forms volume three of a line
known under the general title of "Boy Hunters Series," and taking
in adventures in the field, the forest, and on the river and lake,
both in winter and summer.


The boys of these stories are bright, wide-awake lads of to-day, with
a taste for rod and shotgun, and a life in the open air.  They know a
good deal about fishing and how to shoot, and camp life is no new
thing to them.  In the first volume, entitled, "Four Boy Hunters,"
they organize a little club of four members and go forth for a
summer vacation.  They have such good times that, when Winter comes
on, they resolve to go camping again, and do so, as related in the
second volume, called "Guns and Snowshoes."  In that story they
fall victims to a blizzard, and spend a most remarkable Christmas;
but, of course, all ends happily.


In the present story, summer is once more at hand, and again the boy
hunters venture forth, this time bound for a large lake a good many
miles from their home town.  They have a jolly cruise on the water,
fall in with a very peculiar old hermit, and are molested not a
little by some rivals.  They likewise follow up two bears, and are
treated to a ghost scare calculated to make anybody's hair stand on
end.  What the ghost proved to be I leave the pages which follow
to reveal.


As I have said before, good hunting, especially in our eastern
states, is fast becoming a thing of the past.  In some sections only
small game can be had and even then the eager hunter has to travel
many miles sometimes for a shot.


Trusting that all boys who love the woods and waters, a rod, a gun
and a restful camp will enjoy reading this volume, I remain,


Your sincere friend, Captain Ralph Bonehill.


CHAPTER I


FOUR LIVELY BOYS


"Boys, I'm going swimming.  Who is going along?"


"Count me in, Snap," answered Shep Reed.


"Swimming?" came from a third youth of the crowd of four.  "Why, you
couldn't keep me away if you tried.  I've been waiting for a swim
for about eleven years——-"


"And a day," broke in a small, stout youth.  "Don't forget the day,


Whopper, if you want to be really truthful.




"All right, put in the day," cheerfully assented the lad called
Whopper, because of his propensity to exaggerate when speaking.  "Of
course you'll go, too, Giant?" he added, questioningly.


"Will I?" answered the small youth.  "Will a duck swim and a cow eat
clover?  To be sure I'll go.  But I'll have to run home first and
tell mother."


"I'll have to go home, too," said the lad called Snap.  "But I can be
back here in a quarter of an hour."


"Where shall we go?" asked Shep Reed.


"I was thinking of going up to Lane's Cove," answered Snap Dodge.


"Lane's Cove!" cried the smallest youth of the crowd.


"Yes.  Isn't that a nice place?"


"Sure it is, but don't you know that Ham Spink's father has bought
all the land around there?"


"What of that, Giant?"


"Maybe he won't let us go swimming on his property—-because of
the trouble we had with Ham."


"Oh, I don't believe he'll see us," came from the boy called Whopper.
"Why, I've been swimming at the cove a thousand times, and nobody
ever tried to stop me."


"If he orders us away we can go," said Shep Reed.  "I know he is just
mean enough to do it."


"Is Ham home yet?" asked one of the boys.


"No, but I heard he was going to come home as soon as that boarding
school shut up for the summer."


"Wonder if he'll try to make more trouble?"


"If he does he'd better watch out, or he'll get into hot water,"
said Shep Reed; and then the boys separated, to get their swimming
outfits and tell their folks what they proposed to do.


The boys lived in the town of Fairview, a country place, located
on the Rocky River, about ten miles above a fine sheet of water
called Lake Cameron.  The town boasted of a score of stores, several
churches, a hotel, and a neat railroad station at which, during
the summer months, as high as ten trains stopped daily.  On the
outskirts of the town were a saw mill, a barrel factory, and several
other industries.


To those who have read the two former books in this series, entitled,
"Four Boy Hunters" and "Guns and Snowshoes," the lads getting
ready for a swim will need no special introduction.  The lad called
Snap was Charley Dodge, the son of one of the most influential
men of that neighborhood, who was a school trustee and also part
owner of the saw mill and a large summer hotel.  Charley was a
brave and wide-awake youth and was often looked up to as a leader
by the others.  Where his nickname of Snap had originated it would
be hard to say, although he was as full of snap and ginger as a shad
is full of bones.


Sheppard Reed, always called Shep for short, was the son of a
well-known physician, a boy who loved outdoor life, and one who was
as strong as he was handsome.  He and Snap had been chums for many
years, and as a consequence were occasionally known as the twins,
although they were no relation to each other.


Frank Dawson had moved to Fairview about three years before this tale
opens.  He was a merry lad, with laughing eyes, and his method of
exaggerating had speedily gained for him the nickname of Whopper.  But
Frank was withal a truthful lad his "whoppers" being of the sort meant
to deceive nobody.  Even his mother could not make him give up his
extravagant speech.  Once when she spoke about it he gravely replied:


"I know it is wrong, mother, but I simply can't stop it.  Why, I've
made up my mind over a million times to—-"  And then he broke down,
and his mother had to laugh in spite of herself.


The smallest lad of the four was Will Caslette, always called Billy
or Giant.  He was the son of a widow lady, who owned a small but
neat cottage on one of the side streets of the town.  Mrs. Caslette
thought the world of her offspring and Giant was fully worthy of
the affection she bestowed upon him.  Although small in size he was
manly in his deportment, and at school he was as bright as any one in
his class.


About a year before, the four boys had organized an outing or gun
club and obtained permission to go camping for a few weeks in the
vicinity of Lake Cameron.  They reached the lake after several
adventures and settled down in a comfortable camp, from which,
however, they were driven by a saw mill owner named Andrew Felps,
who ran a rival concern to that in which Snap's father owned an
interest.  The young hunters then moved to Firefly Lake, a mile
away, and there hunted and fished to their hearts' content.  They
were frequently joined by old Jed Sanborn, a trapper who lived in
the mountains between the lakes.  They had some trouble with Ham
Spink, a dudish young man of the town, who established a rival camp
not far off, and they came close to perishing during a disastrous
forest fire.


The summer outing made the boys hungry for more, and as soon as
the winter holidays were at hand they made arrangements to go
into the woods again, this time taking their outfits on sleds.
They had with them their snowshoes, and found the latter articles
very useful when out after game.  They fixed up a comfortable
camp, and rescued a half-frozen tramp.  But the tramp did not
appreciate what had been done for him and ran away with some of
their things, which brought on a lively pursuit.  Then the boys
had more trouble with Ham Spink and his crony, Carl Dudder.  In
the end it was discovered that Ham and Carl had gotten the tramp
to annoy the young hunters, and as a result Mr. Spink and Mr.
Dudder had to foot some heavy bills for their sons.  Ham and Carl
were sent off to a strict boarding school, where their parents
hoped they would turn over a new leaf.  Snap and his chums came
back home loaded down with game.


"The best outing ever!" declared more than one of the boys.


"We'll have to go again!"


"Yes, indeed!"


And then and there they began to plan what to do during the next
vacation.


"I've got an idea," said Snap, one day, during the spring.  "Why
not get a good boat—-one that will stand some hard knocks—-and
go through Lake Cameron and Firefly Lake to Lake Narsac?  Jed
Sanborn was telling me that was a fine place for hunting and fishing,
and the lake is as clear as crystal."


"It's an awfully wild place, so I was told," said Shep.


"About a million snakes up there, so I once heard," put in Whopper.
"Snakes are so thick you have to kick 'em out of your way to walk
around."


"Excuse me, I don't want any snakes," answered Giant, with a shiver.


"Somebody once told me the lake was haunted," said Snap.  "But of
course that wouldn't scare us—-we are not afraid of ghosts, are we?"


"No!" came from all of the others promptly.


"The ghost that tries to scare me will get his ear pinched," added


Giant, and said this so drolly that all had to laugh.




"One thing is sure," said Shep, after a pause, "with fish, game,
snakes and ghosts we'd certainly find enough to interest us, eh?"


"Is the lake very deep?" asked Giant.


"Jed Sanborn told me that you can't touch bottom in some places,"
answered Snap.  "The lake lies right between three tall mountains.
He said we might have to carry our boat around some of the rocks
in the stream leading to it."


"Well, we can do that to—-providing the boat isn't too heavy."


This talk led to many others, and in the end it was decided that
the four boys should start on the trip the week following the
Fourth of July.  Then commenced active preparations.  Guns were
cleaned, camping outfits overhauled, and the lads looked around
for just the right boat in which to make the trip.  Through Mr.
Dodge a fine, strong craft was obtained; and then the lads waited
impatiently for the day to come when they should begin the outing
on the lake.  They anticipated some adventures, but did not dream
of the curious happenings in store for them.


CHAPTER II


SWIMMING, AND WHAT FOLLOWED


Lane's Cove was situated almost a mile from Fairview, but the four
boys did not think anything of walking that distance.  All were
good pedestrians, for their numerous outings had hardened their
muscles and given them good lung power.  Even little Giant trudged
along as swiftly as the rest and even suggested a race when they
came in sight of the spot selected by Snap for the afternoon's fun.


"No, don't run—-you'll get overheated," said Whopper.  "When


I run I sweat like a house afire."




"Sweating like a house afire is good!" murmured Giant, with a
grin.  "Now if you had only said sweat like a stone, or a piece
of iron, all of us would have known what you meant.  As it is—-"
And then he stopped and ducked, to escape the piece of dried mud
Whopper playfully shied at him.


The cove reached, the boys speedily found a spot that suited them.
It was at a point where some overhanging bushes and trees sheltered
a strip of sandy shore.  At one point a rock ran out into the river,
making an excellent place from which to dive.


The lads hustled into the bushes and in a very few minutes Snap
appeared in his bathing outfit and was followed by Shep.


"Beat you in!" cried the doctor's son, but hardly had he spoken
when Snap made a leap and landed into the river with a loud splash.
Shep came after him, and both disappeared under the surface, to come
up a second later, thrashing around wildly.


"Whew!  it isn't so warm as I thought!" ejaculated Shep.  "No Turkish
bath about this!" And he gave a slight shiver.


"You'll soon get used to it," replied Snap.  "It's always the first
plunge that takes the breath out of a fellow."


Giant came in next, diving from the rock.  Whopper followed more
slowly, putting in first one foot and then the other.


"Moses in the bulrushes!" he gasped.  "Say, this water is about
half ice, isn't it?"  And he drew back again.


"Whopper, you know better than to go in that way," remonstrated Snap.


"Wet your face and then go in head first—-it's the only right way.


If you go in by inches you'll gasp fit to turn your liver over."




Very gingerly Whopper wet his face.  As the water ran down his
backbone he let out another yell.


"Don't know as I'll go in," he observed.  "I thought it would be
much warmer."


"Oh, yes, come in," urged Snap.


In the meantime Shep had come to shore and crawled out, behind
some bushes.  Softly he crept up behind Whopper.  Then came a
sudden shove, and over went Frank with a loud yell and a splash
that sent the spray in all directions.  Before he came up Shep was
out of sight behind a tree.


"Say, wh—-who—-" spluttered Whopper, as he came up and gazed
around half angrily.  Then he caught sight of a shoulder back of
the tree.  "Come out of that, and let me give you something to
remember me by!" And he struck out for shore.


But Shep had no intention of being caught, and as Whopper came out
he sprang in.  Then Frank came after him, and a race ensued, in
which Snap and Giant joined.  The rapid swimming warmed all the
boys, and then they declared the water "just O.K.," as Snap expressed
it.  Whopper watched his chance to get even with Shep, and when the
other was not looking, dove down and caught the doctor's son by
the foot.  Shep was just shouting to Giant and had his mouth wide
open, and as a consequence swallowed a lot of water.  When he and
Whopper came up they indulged in a splashing contest lasting several
minutes.


"What's the matter with swimming across the river?" suggested Snap,
presently.


"It's a pretty good distance," answered Giant.  "And you must
remember the current is rather swift."


"I'll go, Snap," said Shep, who was always ready to follow his "twin."


"I don't think I'll try it to-day," put in Whopper.  "I'll stay on
this side with Giant.  If you find anything good to eat over there
bring it along," he added.


"Might find some berries," said Snap.


At this point the river, from the outer edge of the cove, was
about a hundred yards wide.  The boys had frequently swum across,
so Snap's proposal to go over was nothing unusual.  Side by side
the boys started out and took their time.  They did not attempt
to stem the current but allowed it to carry them down the river
for several hundred feet.  They landed where there was an old
orchard, backed up by a large strawberry patch.


"No apples ripe around here," said Snap, as he and his chum walked
up the river bank, to a point opposite where they had left Giant
and Whopper.


"Let us go over to the strawberry patch," suggested Shep.  "We
may find some strawberries worth eating."


As nobody was in sight, the proposition was readily accepted,
and the boys picked their way carefully along, for they had no
desire to hurt their bare feet.  Reaching the patch, they began
a hunt and soon discovered a corner where the berries were thick
and sweet.


"Say, this is prime!" observed the doctor's son, smacking his lips.


"This would suit Giant and Whopper to a T!"




"Wonder if we can carry any over to them, Shep?"


"I don't see why not.  A little water won't hurt them.  In fact
they ought to be washed, they are that full of sand."


"Who owns this patch?"


"Old Tom Ashenbury."


"Well, we had better keep out of his sight, or he'll be after us with
his gun.  Don't you remember how he chased us once, when we were
walking through his peach orchard?"


"Indeed I do.  But we are doing little harm here.  In a few days
all these berries will be rotten.  I guess he has given up picking
them."


In moving around the boys had found a couple of old berry baskets,
and these they now proceeded to fill.  The task was about half
completed when Snap suddenly straightened up.


"What was that?" he asked.


"What?" demanded his chum.


"I thought I heard a cry from across the river."


Both listened, but nothing came to their ears.


"You must have been mistaken," said the doctor's son, and resumed
his work of picking strawberries.


"No use of picking more," said Snap, a few minutes later.  "We'll
be lucky to get over with these.  Perhaps we'll drop half of them,
trying to swim."


"Hi, look there!" shouted his companion, and pointed across the field
in the direction of the river.


A flock of sheep had suddenly appeared, some fifteen or twenty in
number.  At the head was a large ram, who gazed in wonder at the two
boys in their bathing outfits.


"Say, that ram means business!" ejaculated Snap, an instant later.


"We had better clear out of here."




"Come on, I'm willing," responded the doctor's son, and started
for the stream, carrying the basket of strawberries in one hand.


"Let us go up the stream," went on Snap.  "No use of getting too
close to him.  I don't like his looks."


Both boys had good cause to feel alarmed, for the ram was coming
toward them on a trot.  Once or twice he stopped and pawed the
ground, but then he came on, and they could see he meant to attack
them.


"He's coming for us!"


"Can we reach the river!"


"We must reach it!"


Then the two boys broke into a run, giving no further heed to the
fact that the ground was uneven and that their feet were bare.  They
had heard stories of vicious rams many times, and knew that only the
year before a girl had been almost mauled to death by such an animal.


They had still fifty yards to cover when Snap went into a hole and
pitched headlong.  Shep was directly behind him, and over he went
on top of his chum, crushing one of the baskets of strawberries
between them.  The other basket was scattered in all directions over
the ground.


"There go our berries," grumbled Snap.  "Too bad!"


"Get up!" roared Shep, scrambling to his feet.  "Here comes the ram,
and he's as wild as they make 'em!"


He caught his chum by the arm, and both tried to go on.  But Snap's
ankle had received a bad wrench and he was forced to limp.


The boys had to pass a low shed, used occasionally for the storage of
fruit and baskets.  As they reached this the ram came up and lowered
his head.


"Jump for the shed!" yelled Shep, and caught hold of the roof of the
structure.  He scrambled to the top and gave his chum a hand.  Then
on came the ram and hit the side of the frail building a resounding
whack with his head.  Snap escaped by less than a foot; and then
both boys stood upright on the top of the shed wondering what they
had best do next.


CHAPTER III


A TRICK THAT FAILED


"We are in a pickle, Snap."


"It certainly looks like it, Shep."


"How long do you suppose that ram is going to keep us here?"


"I don't know—-maybe you'd better ask him."


"I wouldn't feel quite so bad if I had on my, regular clothing
and my shoes.  But with this thin outfit—-"


"Here he comes again!" was the cry, and crash!  the head of the
ram struck the shed once more, causing it to tremble greatly.


"I really think he's trying to knock the old thing down!" was
the comment of the doctor's son.


The boys tried to look across the river, but could not because of
a heavy clump of bushes growing between the shed and the water's edge.
They heard a distant cry and wondered what it meant.


"I believe that is Giant and Whopper calling," said Snap.


"More than likely they are tired of waiting for us.  Maybe they
are dressing."


A few of the sheep had come up and were gazing curiously at the
boys and the ram.  Then the ram commenced to walk around the shed,
viewing it speculatively from all sides.


"Looks like a warrior, doesn't he?" said Shep.  "Wish I had a
brickbat to throw at him."


"Here's a short board!" cried Snap, and tore off a piece that was
partly loose.  "I wish I could reach him with this."


"Wait, I'll coax him over," answered the doctor's son, and put down
a leg over the edge of the roof.  At once the ram charged, and as
he did this Snap threw the board at him, hitting him in the side.
This so surprised the animal that he turned and ran away a distance
of several rods.


"Now is our chance!  Come!" yelled Snap, and leaped from the roof
of the shed on the river side.  His chum followed, and once again
the pair put for the stream with all speed.  They kept out of
sight of the ram as much as possible and he did not see them until
they were almost at the water's edge.  Before he could come up they
dove into the stream and swam out several yards.


"Say, that's what I call a narrow shave!" cried Shep, when he and
his chum realized that the danger was over.  "I want nothing more
to do with that ram."


"It's a pity we lost the strawberries," returned Snap.  "However,
it can't be helped."


The two boys were soon well out in the river and they looked anxiously
over to the cove.  Nothing was to be seen of Giant and Whopper.


"They must be behind the bushes dressing," said Snap.  "Hello!"
he yelled.  "Hello!  Where are you?"


No answer was returned, and the doctor's son joined in the cry.  Then
both boys pulled a more hasty stroke and soon got to a point where
they could wade ashore.


"It can't be possible they went home," said Snap, as he gazed around
in perplexity.


"We'll soon see," was the answer, and the doctor's son ran to the
bushes where the clothing had been left.  "Well, I never!" he cried.


"Why, all the clothing is gone!


"Yes, their clothing and ours too!


"Do you think they've played a trick on us?"


"No, they wouldn't be so mean."


"But where are they, and where is our clothing?"


"I don't know."


In deep perplexity the two chums looked around that vicinity.  No
trace of Giant or Whopper was to be found and the only article of
wearing apparel they could discover was a blue-and-white sock.


"That's Giant's sock," said Snap.  "And that proves something
is wrong.  He wouldn't go away and leave his own sock behind."


"True enough, Snap, but what do you think happened?"


"I don't know, unless they caught somebody in the act of running
off with our duds and ran after them."


"Let us call again."


This they did, using the full power of their lungs.  Soon an answering
cry came back, and Whopper appeared on the river bank above them,
followed by Giant.  Each carried a bundle of clothing under his arm
and some shoes in his hand.


"Well, what does this mean?" demanded the doctor's son, as the others
drew closer.


"You're fine fellows to stay away so long," grumbled Giant.


"We called to you about a million times that we wanted help," put
in Whopper.


"Well, we've had our troubles of our own," answered Snap.  "A big,
angry ram came after us and held us prisoners for awhile.  But what
happened here?  Did somebody run away with our outfits."


"Yes, and we had a great time getting them again," answered Whopper.


"We had to run after the chaps barefooted," came from Giant.
"Just look at my feet," and he showed how they had been cut and
scratched.


"Who were they?" demanded the doctor's son.


"We don't know exactly, but we've got our suspicions," answered the
small boy.


"There were two of them," said Whopper.  "Both good-sized fellows.
We didn't hear them until they had all the clothes in their arms
and were running away.  As soon as they heard us coming both threw
their coats up over their heads, so we wouldn't recognize them.
They would have gotten away sure only Giant yelled that he would
fire a pistol at them if they didn't stop and then they, got scared
and dropped the clothing in a ditch."


"And who do you think they were?" asked Snap.


"Ham Spink and Carl Dudder."


"Why, they aren't home from boarding school yet!" cried Shep.


"I don't care, that's what I think," said Giant, sturdily.  "I know
just how those fellows look and walk.  Of course I didn't see their
faces, but I am pretty sure they were Ham and Carl."


"They may have gotten home during the last day or two," said Snap,
slowly, "and it would be just like them to lay around waiting to
play some mean trick on us.  If they had gotten off with our clothing
we'd have been in a fine pickle truly!"


"That's right—-worse than with the ram," answered the doctor's son,
and then he and Snap told of what had occurred on the other side
of the river.


"Too bad you lost those strawberries," sighed Whopper.  "I like
strawberries so much I could eat about——-"


"A million platesful," finished Snap, with a grin.


"No, I was going to say a spoonful or two," said Whopper, and
then Snap groaned.


The boys found two socks, a collar and a necktie missing, and
a long search around failed to bring the articles to light.  One
of the undershirts had been knotted up tightly, and Shep had to
"chaw on the beef," as boys call it, to get the knots untied.


"I'd like to know if it really was Ham and Carl," he growled.  "If it
was I'll fix them for this new trick of theirs."


"How were they dressed?" asked Snap.


"Each wore a brown suit, kind of yellow brown," answered Whopper.


"I'd know 'em out of a million.




"We'll lay for them, Whopper."


Having donned their clothing, the four boys started back for town.
To get to the road they had to cross a wide pasture, and when
they were in the middle of this they saw a man approaching.  The
man carried a heavy cane, which he shook at them.


"Hello, it's Mr. Spink!" cried Snap.


"Come to warn us away, I suppose," grumbled the doctor's son.  "Shall


I tell him about what was done to our clothing?"




"No," answered Whopper.  "We are not certain it was Ham and Carl."


Mr. Spink was a tall, overbearing man, who dressed almost as loudly
as did his son.  He strode up to the four lads with a dark look
on his face, and this look grew even more resentful when he recognized
them.


"Ha! so you are going to come here in spite of my warnings, eh?"
he said, harshly.


"You haven't warned us or anything, Mr. Spink," answered Snap, calmly.


"Can't you read?  Doesn't the sign say, 'All trespassing forbidden'?


That is plain English, isn't it?"




"I haven't seen any sign," said Shep


"Because you didn't want to see it, young man!"


"We have only been down to the cove swimming," put in Giant.


"This land is mine now, and I want you boys to keep off of it,"
exclaimed Mr. Spink, hotly.  "If I catch you on it again I'll have
you arrested."


"We'll get off as soon as we can," answered Snap.  And then he
added suddenly: "Is Ham home?"


"You mean my son Hamilton, I presume?  Yes, he is home.  What
do you want of him?"


"Nothing, just now.  But we may want something later," answered


Snap, and started again for the road, his chums following.




CHAPTER IV


THE STORY OF A GHOST


"I say, what do you want of my son Hamilton?" repeated Mr. Spink,
coming after the boys with a look of curiosity on his face.


"We want to see him," replied Snap, after a look at his chums.

