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[Week Ending Juno 5th, 1915,
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of Tom Belcher, the Boy Boxer.

“Oh, you live here, do yer, Bob?”
answered Ben serenely.  “All well
and good.. But of course you know | man, either stripped or clothed, came
that we bar all professionals. Ever | to tho condlusion that he would be
fought for a money prize in the | easy to most of his lads.
ring " “H'm!” said he. ‘‘Now, which

“Noa.” .| of my lads would you like to box?”

“Ever fought as an amateur in The yokel pointed at Tom Belcher.

An Amazing Scene in A. S. Hardy’s Great Story

FOR OLD TIME’S SAKE!

A’ Magnificent New Long Complete Story, introducing .

|

in a peculiarly awkward attitude, and
Ben, a very good judge of a fighting

any big competition ? “Him,” he said.
TOM BELCHER, THE BOY BOXER. N & Do ke e maly o yec %
“Where have you dape your fight- | retorted Ben, amidst a roar of

laughter from the crowd. *“Well, I

street,” answered the | don't blame you. Hero, Tom Md,

7. BY ARTHUR S. HARDY.

mouth rom ear to ear. “They reckon

And standing near
Belcher, the diminutive boxer
was gradually but surely building

clovercet lad known to
Bob Saunders, Sam
Whittaker, Joe Clo

) ¢ls and townsmen

Mrs, Adams was, seated in the pay-
box, from out of which sho peej
the surging crowd, her face

another crowded house. Tho booth
i g 3

challenge to fight any of the lads
employed in_the travelling show; and
whose friends were grinning 88 they

urged their champion on.

It was night, and the flickering
Jamps cast
moving ehadows on the gawdy colour-
ing of the elaborately-carved screen

flares of the naphtha

which hid the buge tent beyond.

“So you want to have a slap at one
Ben, eye-

“Well,

of my

0 s, do you?” said
ing the cl

allenger critically.

o
ooking*down at & well-built but dull-
Jooking countryman who'd issued,

| ht; they” i illing to
all rnigl i ey'ro ero wil Fnll,

to you. But, first 0
I want to know who you are.

re
“My name’s Chudley,” ' apswered
“Bab Cvdley. And

the challs
1 live bere.”_

I'm a champion in Strafford.”

“QOb, they reckon you'ro a cham-

ion, do they? That's hard on my
ads, isn't it?” 0 4 ;

“You say that your boxers ar
ready to foight anyone,” returned the
yokel. “\\'iy Jo you say that if you
don’t mean it?”

Ben beckoned the man up.

* Just step along up bere, s'a'ud he,
“and let’s have a look ab you.

The yokel obeyed the summons
with alacrity. He laboured heayily
up the steps, and took his stand in
the bright light of the lamps. He
stood -fx;uh vo feet six inches high,
and was awkwardly Eut together.

His weight must ha

ten stope, not more. He had good

shoaiders and o deep chest.  Ho stood

ve been about

you haven't been very hard workeo
since we came here. What do you
think ? Would you like to have a try
at him?”

Tom leapt up instantly. His boyith
and alert face amed, his eyes
sparkled. He was what one might
term seven stone of concentrated
muscular energy, a little piece of
human quicksilver whose like it would
have been difficult to find.

He faced the yokel. As they stood
side by side the crowd gasped. It
scemed a shame to pit such a child
against the bigger and more power-
ful countryman. .

“Shape up at him, Tom,” said
Ben, with a smile; aod Tom, setting
himself in a boxing attitude, made a
feint as if ho intended to strike his
challenger. :

(Continued on the next page.)
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00KWOOD’S REVENGE!

i wgnificent New Long Complete School Tale, introducing Everybody's Favourite Characters:

JIMMY SILVER &

COMPANY.

- By OWEN CONQUEST.

st chapter.

nty Fallen.
‘-»g Co., of the Modern
ood, wero wheeling
¥O% tho shed when
N bage down upon

Shell was looking

Jeamed in his eye, and
behind bis_eyeglass.
. frown upon his brow—

N own. The Jook he
fiendens v Dodd & Co. was
‘“w wither up tho three
ramiors on_the spot. Dodd
Cok  and Doyle, however,
30 ugne of being withered.

Smytho only made them

lookin' for you,”
mytbe of the Shell was
e very careful to drop his final
s bestowed 2 much care upon
B & meo parting his hair exactly
IS8 mdde. For Smythe was of
wtty. .
'ﬂ yoa've found us,” said
the Bagshot match to-
" wid Smythe.
San! Woukd you mind getting
4 the way of my bike!” asked
 Dodd politely.
¥Rl ca a minute! I've got some-
w sa5,” snapped Smythe.
Ja wee jolly civil when I was

BBk *1 wasted an awful lot of soft
W% ® you, Smythey. But you've
ikl oot of that now. I'm
micket captain mow. So I
lny‘nmlr coft sawder
You'ro not worth it now.

p e
frr
e

- Silver would have got in
[#1 o't backed you up,” said

ve

i

g

. yod'd have done anything to
e out,” smid Tommy, with
Much obliged to you, all the
v 'ﬂ:l‘l.d you mind getting out

Tt read (he i
% read the list you've put
ht‘ wuid Smythe, unheeding.

T, t me out.”

Un vt play  cricket,
B 4 Towmy Dodd, in ‘s tone
. n-hqnil ‘l":\‘hcn we're
. e wit gshot I'm
v :’.“ Jou in.  Likewise, when
it 25 hopscotch with them.
b and crosses. O beggur-
. But not in the

et wapy

you

of your choek,"”
ly got to be

match to-morrow.
cd can't have the
out, considering
“ptain up to a

- %0r & mouldy old side
in ':;h!uz“"" I can't play
e f(rowned more

8
y ohn over.  Adolphus

29 of the Morn;

B igh e, i o
diain among the
dy op! making up tho

t'" n':l. l:: ol F‘l"

. AL
R 15

of defeats,

ing tho team, they would win
matches, at any rate. .
“Now you're finished, let me pass
with my bike, Smythey,” said Tommy
odd.
“I'm not finished!” shouted
Smythe. . - 4
“Your mistake; you are. Gerrout
of the way!” i h
“T'm simply not standin this,” said
Smythe.  **Accordin’ to the list,
you've put only one Shell fellow in
tho cleven for to-morrow, and he’s
not in my set.”
“Slackers are barred.”
“I'm goin’ in, and so's Tracy and
A d d_—" "
H‘o“:\n:r ;v;lu gotting out of dac'wnyl
“No!" roared Smythe. : I'm not
getting out of the way. I'm tellin
you— h, you young villain!
Yah”
Three bikes were suddenly wheeled
forward, and as Adolphus Smythe was
directly in (l';n way, of course they
heeled into him. S
wSmythel's “bags" were @ (hl'r;% of
beauty and a joy for ever. ere
wasn't a fellow at wood, Clumf

mythe of the Shell was still in tho
B parhaps.they did not (hink
of going round him. " At all events,
idn't go round him. ~ They

it otk akae} ovec him Py

The last man in looked quite
the ghost of a chance, however,
roar o

haps it was by accident that Tommy
Dodd trod upon Smythe’s handsome
waistcoat in passing. It might have
been chance that Doyle wiped & boot
on his*hair. x

Be that as it may, Smytho did not
look much like a nut when Tommy
Dodd & Co. hud passed. 3

Heo looked like a wrock—a very dis-
reputable wreck.

Three grinnirg  juniors wheeled
their bikes onward to the gates, and
Smythe sat up dazedly and gasped.

“Oh, by gad! Ow—ow! My hat!
Yoop! Yah! The cheeky young
cads! Owl”

*Ha, ha, ha!” %

Tommy Dodd & Co. vanished.
Sinythe sat gasping for breath. He
was still sitting outside the bike-shed

asping  for. breath, when Jimmy
gilver & Co. came down for their
bikess They also were going out for

1 o They

desperate as he faced the bowling. The hapless fag hadn't
for Tommy Dodd made a spread-cagie of his wicket,
went up from the spectators.

H

Al

A

“Come:on!” said Jimmy Silver in-
vitingly.

Smythe shook his fist and stamped
away. When he got back into the
School House, his nutty chums, Tracy
and Howard, greeted him with a
stare.

“By Jove, you do look muddy

Smythe snorted.

“Those Modern' cads, they really
moan to leave me out of-the cleven,”
he Jas, “T'd have thrashed ’em
all round, only—"

Smythe did not finish. He stamped
away to the dormitory to get himself
clean without explaining why he had
not thrashed Tommy Dodd & Co. all
round. Tracy and Howard grinned.
They thought they knew.

"

The 2nd Chapter,
A Little Scrap.

Jimmy Silver and his threo chums
ted their bicycles outside the

a spin that al
stared at the sight of Adolphus.

“My on}y hat!" ejaculated Jimmy
Silver. *“Is that AJolphui? it
be? Or do my aged eyes

me?"

=

deceive

, who had moro beautifully $
zQMt:d::nlhm Adolphus Smythe of | * Ha, ha, ha!” :
the Shell, or a lovelier croase. Thrée | “Been mud collecting?” chuckled
somowhat muddy w] orashed on | Lovell.
thoso beautiful bags, snd Smythe| Smythe staggered up. .
gave a roar of wrath and horror, .| “You cheeky young reptiles—
o rom the shock, su;h ha, b % e
the § Smythe of ! | a
m’g'b‘:‘u?:es Mgdom did not stop. | stride towards the Fistical Four.

Then hi K was not ono
me(:nnﬂn: ;tfpmd; C;l.;nh:i:;l Four who
could not have knocked the of
the Shell into a cocked hat.

cretion was-the bettor part of

valour.

school gates, and rode away cheer-
fully towards Coombe. Afternoon
lossons were over, and the Fistical
Four were going down to the village
to purchase one of Mrs. Wicks's
celebrated cakes for tea. They were
in high good-humour, For all four
of them were booked to play in the
Bagshot match on the morrow.

lad us they weee to be rid of
Smythe as cricket captain, they had
been a little uncasy. Rivalry was
keen botween tho two fides at Rook-
wood. There was wiot exactly har-
mony even between the seniors of the
Jwo  si Knowles, the orn

down.

team, and so

W Een
and Doyle ure

y in of
of the Classical side and captain ui

Rookwood. And other seniors $00
their cue from the two leaders.
it may bo imagined that the }ml«h
was seldom bunied among t
The Cla Four of t
Form knew that many of
Dodd's followers would urge him to
I, or ncarly all, Moderns in the
Smythe, a Classical,
sido in the most
. And so Jimmy Silver
ad been uneasy.

Jut Tommy Dodd had set their
foars at rest. Tommy was a goo<
captain. He meant to have &

in the Rookwood record.
hot swould come over smiling as
usual to lick Rook ] juniors hands
And Tomr Dogd carefully
sclected for his-cleven the ve s
Jlayers on both sides. The
1-'m'xr, Silver and Lovell and
and Newcome, woro all

d C

lassicals h
dodd was playing

Even the most
admit that Tommy [
me.

t's a win to-morrow,” Jimmy
vor chuckled, as they rodo away—
y win for us. The first ono
Four tiptop players—"
rinned Lovell.
And Dodd and Cook
ripping, though they're
Modern worms, and the rest are
prytty good. The best of it is that
Bagshot will expect to walk over us
ame as when that ass Smythe was

W skipper, and it will be a thumping

se for them.”
Fistical Four thuckled glee-

They really couldn’t blame fellows
inning at Rookwood crick
considering what it _had been
under the egregious Smythe's -
ship. Rookwood junior cleven had
been simply_comic,  Fellows could
play them with their hands in their
pockets, so to speak.
But though th
fellows for grinnin
Classic heroes sore; and thoy
anticipated gleefully the surprise in
dtore for, Bagshot when, instead of
eleven hopeless slackers, they had to
play a toam that was hard as nails, and
thoroughly up to the game.
“I mot Pankley, the Bagshot
skipper,  yesterd said  Raby.
“Tho silly ass was swanking no end !
They're expecting to wall® over us as
usual !”
“Blessed are those who don't
oxpect!” said Jimmy Silver. * Hallo,
Modern cads!”
The Fistical Four had ridden into
the village, and outside the. tuckshop
they beheld Tommy Dodd & - Co.
alighting from their machines, Tho
three Moderns disappeared into the
shop.
The Classical Four  leaned theie
bikes against the old tree outside Mrs,
Wicks® little establishment, and fol-
'lowcd the Moderns in. The three
Tqmmies were discussing ginger-beer,
and talking to a somewhat: lanky
youth in Etons, with a Bagshot. cap.
t was Pankley, of the Fourth Form
at I!nishol School.

Pankley was grinning.

“Your fellows will io seeing the
mateh to-morrow, Doddy?” ho asked.

Tommy Dodd stared.

“Seeing it?  Oh, yes!”

Pankley was not aware of the tre.
mendous change that had taken place
in the junior cricket club at Rook-
W

1

couldn't blame
it had made the

“It will be worth seving,” said
Pankloy.

“T fancy it will!" grinned Tommy
Dodd, thinking of tho surprise that
was in store for Pankley's team.
“Quite worth secing "

“Funnier  than  usual,”  said
Pankley, with a chuckle. “The way
you Rookwwod chaps play cricket is
always funny ; but this time—"

“Well, it won't be quite the same

‘captain, was far from being on the
Dbest of terms with Bulkeley, the head

as usual, that's a cert,” sid Tommy
Dodd,
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“You hazen’t heard?” askea the
Bagshot juuior, in surprise.

“Eh? Heard what?"

+ *Oh, nothing! I thought some of
our fellows might bave been talking !”

The, kwood juniors looked very
suspiciously at Pankley. The Bag-
shot junior skipper was known to be
a youth of humorous proclivities.

* Have you got some little game on
for to-morrow?"” asked Tommy Dodd,
puzzled.

“Yes, rather—cricket, you know.”

“I mean, some jokc?”
“It's always o joke to play cricket

at Rookwood !” grinned Pankley.

“Oh, rats!” said Tonimy Dodd
<crossly.

He opened a bottle of ginger-beer,
and the cork cauéhl Jimmy Silver
under the chin. here was a yell
from Silver.

“You ass

“You Classic duffers are always
wing in the way!” said Tommy

ld cheerfully.

“Why, you Modern worm—"

“You Classic fathead!”

“Turn those Modern bounders
out!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver wrath-
fully. u}:’]\\'hni%m they doi?g in a
respectable tuckshop, anyway?”

“ “Bow-wow!" !ulxl’d T{)mmyy Dodd.
“All the Classic side couldn’t turn us
out!”

The Modern trio lined up agginst
the counter. The Fistical Four
rushed to the attack at once. They
wero always ready for a scrap wit

- the Moderns.. On the morrow cricket
would reign, and “rags” would be
over for the day, so they improved
the shining hour at present.

“My hat!” ejaculated Pankley, as
the Modern three and the Classic four
closed in strife. “My word. a,
i ba, ha!"

Mrs. Wicks beld up her bands
behind the counter.
boh Oh, young gen My dear

8! 1%

Xlt'u all right, ma’am! nted
Jimmy Silver, as_he wrestled with
Tommy Dodd. * We're turning these
cads out for you!" .
*4Go it!”

“Yah! Classic cads!”.

“Kick 'em out!"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Pankley of
Bagshot. _“Go it! This is as good
as a dog.fight! Blessed if I ever
saw such a gang of hooligans! Ha,
ha, ba!” )

Pankloy stood with his hands in his
pockots, looking on at the sorsp with
reat onjoyment. Thero was a heavy
wmp as Lovell and Cook, embracing
wildly,

"

tlemen !

rolled over in the doorway.
They whir’lﬁi o[\)xt. 'of tl:enin‘!i::;
gother. oyle wen
:{o lhvf:lm‘l l’onchnby the arms of Raby
and Newcome.
l;o.:li:nmyhsil\‘m' -n{d Tommy %&
ighty men of war, e
and fro. stragghing wildly. & Pankley
roared with laughter, till the two com-
", suddenly anm heavily
pkley, and sent stagger-
w‘f’i'romd Pankloy.
Thers was a crash, a yell, and o
wild spurt of yolks, as tgu Bagshot
junior #at down in a box of cggs.
His laughter ceased i
He sat wedged in the emashed eggs,
the expression on his face was
y
“Groooh! Oh! Ah! Ow!”
“Ha, ba, ha!” yelled Lovell breath-
ﬁ.nhmn. +“Hallo! Al
boldl"ad' not gone yet! Gimme a |
i e

"

of Tommy Dodd"
them from l‘h:

demanded Tommy Dodd, leaving off

ing for a moment. “ You v
shot can't japo us! You're
not up to our form!"

*Oh, crumbs! Oh, dear! Oh'!"
“Ha, ha, ba!" yelled Jimmy Silver

. They could not help the Bagshot
junior out of the eggs; they were
doubled up with merriment. Pankley
scrambled at last out of the eggs by
his own efforts. He was dripping
with broken eggs. »

e you rotters! You silly
asses!” yelled the unhappy Pankley.
“Look at me! Look at my bags!
I'm soaked! Ow!"”

. o

**Ha, ha, ha!

Pankley, dripping with eggs, shook
a furious fist at the Clasucal four.
There was a yell from the doorway.

“Go for 'em!”

Tommy Dodd & Co. came charging
back wildly into the shop.

Pankley was in the way, and they
charged down Pankley. The Bag-
shet junior went over, velling, and
tho three Tommics sprawled over him
breathlessly.  Jimmy Silver picked
up a soda-syphon from the counter,
and let fly at the gasping heap.

Whizzz!  Fizzzz! Squishshssssh!
"Q)n! Ow! Ob, dear!”
“Yooop!"

*Groooch

*‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, dear—oh, dear!" said Mrs.
Wicks, *“Somebody will have to pay

for the damage! Five shillings those
eggs! Oh, dear—obh, dear!”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell caught up a cake from the
counter, and thgew down half-a-
sovereign.

“There you are, ma'am. _That'll
pay for the cake and the damage!
Come on, you chaps! Woe can’t stay
hero with those disréputable-looking
hooligans!"”

The Fistical Four, howling with
laughter, rushed out of the shop.
They jum on their bikes and fled.«
In the tuckshop, Tommy Dodd & Co.
and Pankley sorted themselves out,
streaming with soda-water, and gasp-
ing for breath.

The 3rd Chapter.,
Rough on Pankley.
“Oh, my hat!"”
“0O My nose
o

“What silly idiot bun
elbow on my nose?” weile

“Oh, my eye! What thumping
ass shoved a hoot in my eye?”

ged his silly
ed Cook.

, dear!
“You thumping idiots!” roared
Pankley. “Look at my bags! How
can I go back to Bagshot in this state
—what? Oh, you hooligans!”
“Serve you jolly well right!”
panted Tommy . “Where are
those Classic villains? _After them!”
The three Tommies staggered
breathlessly out of ° the shop in
pursuit.  Four cyclists wero disap-
aring in the distance. Tommy
B(‘odd shook a furious fist after them.
Hooked it, the beastly funks!”
“TI'm wet!"” el:?"'l led . ¥Look
ou riﬁ?t!". hooted
Pankley. * You Rookwood fathcads
ought to be shut up in a lunatic
asylum, or » home for idiots, with
ynu'r”ailly‘rows and rags! Look at
oA 4

e

“Well, you do look eggy,” said

Tommy Dodd, mopping away with his
hief at the soda-water.

groaned Doyle.
butbling, . fatheads1?'" said
“Well, we'li make you look
et
1 you to

ing to do that?”

Tomm as ho caught the

said the old lady faintly.
Master Pankley!”

“Gurrrrrr I” moaned Pankley.

The three Tommies peeped in.
They shrieked at the sight of Pankley.

“Oh, crumbs! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gurrrrreer 1

Pankley made a blind rush at the
Tommy Dodd & Co. backed
promptly away, and pumped on their
bicycles. Pankley was in a shocking
state, and they did not want him near
them.

“Gurrr!  Yurrre!” came  wildly
from Pankley. * Yo-wwwww! Stop,
you funks! I'll smash you! Gurrrr-
rreer !

“Ride for your lives,” gasped
Tommy Dodd, as the eggy, Bagshot
junior rushed after them.

““Ha, ba, bal”

The Modern trio drove at their
pedals as if their lives depended on
it. Pankley rushed after them, but
he could not reach the active cyclists.
He rubbed egg from his cyes, and
blinked after them, and shook his fist
wildly in the air °

“Grooh!  Wait till to-morrow!
We'll make you sit up!"” he shrieked.
“Gurrrrererr 17

The three Tommies looked round
and kissed their bands to Pankley, and
rode away, chortling, on the road to
Rz')ro:woo‘:‘. tled 1y all

ey chor nearly all the way
home.” They had got the worst of
their encounter with the Fistical Four,
but they had taken it out of Pankley,
0 they were satisfied. .
“But what did the ass mean by a
jape on us to-morrow !” Tommy Dodd
exclaimed, as th% neared the gates
el
is * They can’t jape us over a
cri‘cléet ma‘fb‘: 2 7

“Sure there's some inﬂ’ on,” said
Doyle. “Of course, ho thinks it's
going E:d'b:;n‘-: kind of maich
a3 usul valk-over for them
But I'm blessed if T soo where the

jape comes in
”‘Emmy Dodd shook his head

thoughtfully. -
”:Eo m‘d::.rwld

“Oh,

gavo tho matter a good
thought, had to confess that it was too

|| come.  But if you can’t,

deal of

" sang out Tommy Dodd.
Jimmy Silver trotted in. ¢

Dodd and Cook and Doyle and
Towle of the Fourth were in_ the
study. They wero still chuckling,
apparenily over somo excellent joke.
“* Hallo, Classic worm,” said Tommy
Dodd politely. “Have you come to
look for a thick ecar? There’s pienty
going.” ;

“Pax!" said Silver.

“No .pax_till to-morrow,” said
Tommy Dodd.. “We shall have to
make it pax to lick the Bagshot
bounders.”

‘We've got a feed on—a big
spread—""
“Ha, ha, ha!”

. Jimmy Silver #tared at the Modern
juniors.  He did not see why the
announcement that he had a feed on
should cause them to burst into an

explosion of mirth. But it did. They
shrieked.
“What's the joke?” demanded

S h
‘‘Ha, ha, ha! You are, my infant,”
f:ud Tommy Dodd, wiping his eyes.
*I never see your face without think.
ing of the front page of ‘ Chuckles.’
hands down! Ha, ha, ha!” ;
“I':ook here, it's Raby’s birthday

" “We know it, my son.”
“ We're celebrating—"
“Don’t we know it,

grinned ‘Doyle.

Yo cartin K ¥ i

e hrn. 1}%‘1!"-, the tuck? Tons of it!
“Well, I'm blessed if I can -

tghx::ig to cackle at, like a girld‘;cbm-
A

.

bedad,”

ard full of old hens,” said Jimmy
ilver crossly. “I came over here to
:s): &ﬁuvfhape to the feed.”

“It will be rather Food. and
a select company,’ i
There's Hooker “and Flynn and
Jones minor and Toph i
fel‘lgﬁ: come?”
‘Thanks awifully,” said Tomm
Dodd. “You're awfully geod. Wed
like lo_gme, really, and we thank

you—

“From the bottom hearts,”
said Cook. 2 Dostoayial ourheatie.
“Bat, we'

,“"-:' ;Inv:sot another engage-

Oh, all right,” said Jimmy Silver.
“1t M‘dll"i{oloeom. you're I

&

Dodd w

“Haven't we seen |.

7 . Dodd, n i
Bagshot juni the collar and spur what ;
D benior byt en— Oh, my | deep far Gemangey 5t
o 2 ot in- YOUE Gfhey .‘N
Tommy Dodd bad really n o The 4th Chapter. e )
tended it, but he bad pun PanKIY | rommy poad mas Another | pp U w, =
back to the e“-.box,(lir:d‘i 3:1]:0;; Frgsgements X eﬁ«f:'. d TV gy
T R be B What about, the Modern cads?” | fuzny 1o 0i% ol way™,
“Ha, ha ba i" paaky | 5 ST Silvr ssked that question | e tyvey NS
“Are you for s, Panky?” | in the end study.
'(A,{g‘,ﬂ"?" ;)o;,d ::uosvgllh at 11 That famous apartment presented M:d»m.. b, hape
—I'll smash you for thisl” gurgled | an unusually festive appearance. It )Oh, ratetn
Pankley strorjing out of the box. [ was Raby's birthday that day, and |  Jimmy gijy,,
b, cru b‘vgg[_,,ok at my bags and | naturally” the Fistical Four were oderns i ‘M
Tttt Oh LY celebrating it. (::! :h:-msw:ly "u?k' f,‘f':;”""; .:::. P,
k0 : " which was_covered with a spotless ir chum Ne
Thi“‘"""‘""h& Pankley caught np 8 | cloth, reposed the cake which had lnﬁk alone, "ﬁ!xr}i’.
couple of tl: « that still remained | been brought from Mre. Wicks's sbog ... The silly ;
unhxr,okc-n el in Coombe. It was flanked by a Silver, e M“.
" Here, chuck it!" 'M"dl 'roxg-{ sorts olhdolia']r_a;s.l;pu(x;chlu;d :z"t‘hr: V_:; up Rot
Dodd, dodging a flying egg by apou school shop. The icAl ¥ our swe el ""'l\
i “You si 4— cery cheerful. They had not only a o y
h‘é{q::,'b"f 3 _‘O"'ll'“ ;,f:{‘h‘;,.‘y to celebrate, but the fact lg;"e”il “x:‘-g;)n.l.#k::\-
“Howly mother av Moses!” roared | that they were in the junior cricket s %6 Wormy g o
Tommy Doyle, as the sccond ¢g€ | team, and the anticipated victory over Andie
Engibiiuh under the chin. 10T {Pagection '}Bor:i‘srf";ionn very de their Pr'ptnx’ Fmi::,_l’w:"
you murthering spalpeen—— “You see, | Y8 » | have dismis The
‘hiz! Crash! sh! tly in letting us*into the team, smissed the
}}A}:‘z«‘lﬁ(:\:«h}«&gs now, and he | S Jimmy Silver. “Some of the L’;;n %h'-r minds i,'-kv% &)
had plenty of ammunition. Ho did | Modern bounders would have left us | 1o J m Dodd g .
not see why the Rookwood juniors | ou¢ and lost the match. Suppose we £ The  th t Motment.
should not be eggy, 100 ask ‘3:, ,\xodcrpu ;u]}s_~]l;.:tr :ﬁﬂ}.‘gf still rhm{: ﬁ?“' -,
“Collar him!" that there's no ill-feeling for | ick- | 2nd ‘they o itd utely
“ Hold him ing we gave them in the village. made they
“‘;mpshhim: h E:}h'hha}; ST id Raby “Cub m’““be‘g:::m!be "'z
uash! Bash! A “Right-ho!"” sai Y S . oy
The three ‘Tommit‘! Iaid  violent ncrn,«ind ask 'em. After all, they're :lbo "?np &olh:[x:( which
hands upon Pankley. ‘He was whirled | plaving up very decently over the | gr® 0 O - They
off his feet, and jammed down head | (ulyop use for thae =7 Dodd § g5
first into the box of egge. . Wild and | T bo back in s jiffy,” said | W10r that tapds :
weird sounds came from him as be | i Silver. o Opt':;t\imxbo climbej g
struggled there. iy Rids | " He cut out of the study, and as| on ipojeid, K‘:Pmudl
“Time wo were gone,” said Tommy | /s were no prefects about, he de- | piy == gy 8 SO0 &
ng«l.h “1 don't want l:)"w“fh him | anded the Sairs hydwa‘y of l;l: over the wids rocts o
when he gets out of that. banisters, which saved  time. il ¢
_‘_;_}l‘h, t;]u. ha ’)‘l’ ) oot -;m» r‘x-!{!!)w{r keen ;l\‘nlr;\i',fthlt‘m ‘;ﬂ-‘ ’S:i":ot;tgs i =
e | tiree, Aloderns at bottom plenty of good-feeling be- | "~ Hand up the sack. Togeal
strategic movement to the door, and |t an the rivals of Rookwood, and on |  Tow] ove |
i e Felly e 3 e o G Ty |y S Bt
shot was not n o | Silver felt that the three ommies | saj ook ’
after that. ought not to bo left out. > Tommy D ; 4
Pankley squirmed out of the Cbé’" \’ .?imm. I\’:-r hurried across to the '-\'Qu']c‘:’fdhm'f:!‘w ;.
and raised his head. He presented 8 | yfoqorn” wing. and scudded up to | said. o you uy
weird and cerie sppearance. He was| Tommy Dodd's study.  As he | “I eay, you aro quite see
simply streaming. inted h approached he heard the sound of | their chimnay?™ lld Torp
lm"t’::‘l’ n\l\}:r}: almost fainted as she nn:}';,;' laughlh‘r..” w1 2 “P“'hn'? 1 aa
. : ” a, ha ! my neck wri,
*Oh, dear! Oh, bless my soul! Iver thumped onthe!doors |ijam Fubiede Fiilo it"!"'!':‘

itheringly. &
ll)n be careful, kid!®,

Doyle.

But Tommy Dodd ooy

He had heaps of nerve. =

“You fellows can siay ey
watch me,” he sid g
Taking the sack on hs
Torhmy Dodd proceeded &
of the leads. The roof of e
tory intarposed between the
wing and the old wins. Th
junior proceeded to
ridge of the roof,
was danerous work for
youth n Tommy Dedi é
Fourth. s head:
he would certainly have
ridge, down khe‘dwm‘ﬁ
terrible death in the
below. -
But so long ss he did s &
nerve there was @0
’}I“ommy Dodd was not ke
is nerve. o
His chums mnlchd =
anxious eyes, howerer.
But in ten minwes Tt
o Yo i
row himse!
Classio side, and_ ot
to his comrades tni -t
'l'h:}:\ he CW‘ 3
tho chimney] /ot
And tho three Moder 25
tohing bim barsd 3

Jarks! i

| of the
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¥ i
Ty Guddy Uoats

gm we are, dear b
Yo nx in.

ks
e shie 0 £0p long, but we
id ge you & Yook in,”
;-wdi" mid
. “Its really

right. Nothing
with i, is there?” & ’/’
Rwl Bat we feel that we |
hu’ot in ; throne as’ you
sid Jimmy Silver,
. *We must ask

Wbt | am very—haw—

y, 1 think, d:lvl:r""bc‘
o fl:]z it was Raby's

memory w i
e whict o calipeatod

-

il it Jimmy  Silver |

“u"' ‘
bear Smytho_say it |
1" demanded Junmy

? ‘hﬂhu
t

forgot, you know 1”

“Raby's bmh
you ki

0 rtarns, and -.

; &I lhb;" \Iutl

Suspicious occa-

Eﬂwh Hﬂhdﬂy

s ‘
L

i birthday, Jimmy, '
il % in surprisc, =
wd f =

tbymem on this—er— |
. wanon,” =

==y
I

As tre three
soda fro

now, ' The jumor- could hardly sce

STA Bood of soot descended into the
sputtering fire and

whisked over the
simply

study. 'nm )umon were

".m!' \\‘"’ lpluﬂcred Smylhe “You
horrid younn rotters, to !: a follow
into this! Groo! 1'm off!”

the door and
rushed to Soordnd

Lho
dnggod at it. But tho

What's e&nmm 'ﬂtl):
shricked 0.
Come ond opon this

1
door 7ou silly Mmsd“'& o]
Groohl"
m’l‘luu was a howl of la M“oi::
o«d""'{tmrmwmu.mgh

m:’;hih! (!—nacll! Ha, ba, hat” i
‘want the BEST. buy Your Editor's papers. contaln

Tommies sprawlcd over
m the counter and let fly

the Bazshot ]u
at the gasping heap.

and hammered on it. There were
féotsteps_without, and the voice of
Smith minimus was hes

“] say, Smith, unfasten the door,”
bowlod 5unmy 8 ver.

“Dout cacklerd‘you idiot; cut the
cord, if it's a co

Jimmy Silver dragged at “the_door
dupenot?l;. t cam ith

sage to the

minimus  chu

volume of -moke

caught him, his chuckle

denly into 8 ¢ how!

* Gerrool
fof Oh my hm >

oley of the Smh camo §

Along the passage. He glared

{Y aunl’ rascals
bom:tploz;bosw ’ £ “You—
mom

“Groooohx'\

striding
red into the

FRIEND

nior, Jlmmy Sltvor picked up a -ypheu of
Fizzzz! Squishsssh!

“Haven't you anything to say!

{ | demanded Bul\clc?.

* Gug-gug-gu
“ Has nmbodv been on the roof!™
“Cnn; seo the roof from here.

Grooocol
Bulkeley strode (rom the study.

The Fistical Four looktd at ome
another with sooty I

“Grooh!  Better g« to a bath-
room,” groaned Jimmy Siver. I

want a wash, and I want it bad. T'll
slaughter Tommy Dodd! T'll boil him
in oil! Grooooch!”
dn“M ni-many thopp{L returns of the
1" groaned
% QOh, dear!” .
The  Fistical ' Four crawled away.

Bulkeley bad gone out into the quad

to take a survey of the chimmey-stack.

But he was too late. nht moment
‘ommy Dodd and Cook and Doyl-

and Tovlu were stmlhni‘u

the ru:: s w-wh«!

swoet smiles.
uu[ht nght of them and hahd n
them very ha:

ligh

Tommy Dodd 553
caught sizht of x.-i‘:'f & i
. He Bad expectad to see the waal
junior team from Bagshot, composed
of fellows = the Fourth x::d L‘a
Shell—a  very encket

which had beea in the Babit of ta'fk
ing over Smythe's eleven.

with 3 sweet
smile oo his face. But the rest of the
team was composed of small boys of
an aversge age of about eleven. Ten
members of the team bad evident
AL Bugah £y Ty e AR
T we 1
v & re_ all ‘in

'Tbo&nkvmifeﬂo“mdm

That team of diminutive fags could
bave played Smythe's eleven, because
Sm; he;ehtenefuunu:dshchu

been
But they
own for a

-4

*“Here

nodded and
we are!™ he remarked.
“ Bat—but

1 what—" exclaimed

“This is my team,” said Paskley,
with & wave of the hand towands the
grioning fags

ﬁbﬂ"uﬂﬂthWuunﬂR,
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Price
One Penny

Everybody's coming to

“That—that's your team?” howled

o1 (TR PR 544 o
“Certainly! Where's Smythe? I'm Wo can't rofuse 1o play,
to seo you chaps, of
course, but my business is with your
“Smythe’s' boen booted out. Tho worst of it is;, that if it had
skipper,” howled Tommy Dodd.

‘And we're not going 10 | «yWe can't really blame him, after the

t0o!” said Tommy Dodd

asly.
We shall look nearly as
beating them as if they beat us

said Jimmy Silver, “do you

Y ot 100 Stuythe.and iy | " Wo shall be chortled to doath, just
T

as the baste said!” groaned Doyle.

“Yes, you're all much of a much- A suddon gleam came into Jimmy

“Excuse my saying so,
ut your crickot here would mgke a
It would stir the risible
Jaculties of a Hun, you know.
brought over a team that can lick
‘What more do you want?”
“We won't play a team of kids!"
howled Tommy Dodd furiously.

“Suit _yourself about that.
if you funk tho match, it
counts as a win for us.

pose what?” growled

“Thoso silly astes have come over
hero to pull our leg!” said Jimmy.
“Suppose weo pull their leg mstead,
and turn the cackle against them?”

You're talking out of i
your silly Classical neck
“T've got a wheezo!
“Oh, .blow your Classic wheczes!”

shot as if they would
had to play, or_clse
a walk-over for Bag-

“Babes ” from the Second-Form at
Bagshot was too humiliating.

The Bagshot fags were all grinning
gleofully. It was evident that they

'ommy Dodd understood at last
what was the great jape Pankley bad
so darkly hinted at the previous day.
H to admit that if Smythe's
team of duffers had sti

“Let's got on, then.”
“Well, we'll hAmr it, anyway,” said

jolly‘"ghd. of course.

¥'s understood that we c;.)u]d wipo
out those fags without letting them
take a singlo run, if we liked!” said

“Of courso we could. The blessed
match wouldn’t last half an hour,

“Phen we'can afford to tako risk.
We can pile in and beat 'em at any
to wo like, g0 it won't really be

risky.

"{tht tho thunder—""
Pankley thinks he's got a  tea
lacking duffers like Smythe's lot

Id wipe them out of existenco at
humiliation of play-
“Babos " was 400

termble. $ 1
Smytho of the Shell burst into a
was glad now that ho had been
left out of the cleven. .And he was
ying ‘lho situation as much as the
3 ags.
“Oh, pile in, Doddy
: winnin’, now, you know, by gad! Ha,
we're ready, if iou fellows

‘em to the top of their
bent,” said Jimmy Silver. “And
then, at the finish, when they think
that gang of little rascals has beaten
ety

bo cackling away liko
steam all through ¢he match, and then
all of & n:flden the chopper will como

T
his followers. They were
bu

2

wood match. The game had ¢
P ¥ a minute!" grinned Tomniy

off to the oricket-
& Co. followed them; grin- |

t bowl. The bowler was the
smallest menber of the Bagsbot tea,
and he was pot more than ten.
But he marched up to the creaso m
quite & business-like way, o4 if he had
no doubt of taking Rookwood wigkets,
As n matter of fact be could” bave
taken - Adolphus Bmythe's wicket.
But ho was facing Jimmy Silver, and
Jimmy Bilver was a mighty man.
But Jimmy Silver's mightiness
seemed 10 have deserted bim all of a
sudden. g
For his bat swept the empty air,
and the first ball of the over trundled
down to his wicket, and knocked off
the bails,
There was a yell from the Bagshot
fer 4! Ha, ha, ha!”
“Oh, well bowled ! 3, ha, ha!
Jimmy Silver walked out, and Raby
came in, smiling. The ball was
fielded, and the diminutive bowler
sent down another shot.
“How's that?" shricked the fag, as
the wickee went down.
“Out! Ha, ha, bs
Newcome took Raby’s place. The
fag bowler was warming to his work
now. Any of the Rookwood batsmen
could Bave knocked his bowling sky-
high if they had liked. But they did
not like. Newcome's wicket fell, and
the crowd roared.
*“The hat trick! Hurray!
Tho Bagshot fag grinned glee.
He had never expected to perform the
hat-trick, even against Rookwood.
“By gad!” said Smythe to Tracy.
“ And they're the fellows Dodd has
put in instead of us! What is Rook-

“ Disgust: * said Tracy.

But the fag bowler's triumphs were
not yot at an end. Lovell was next
man in, and the ball rolled down to
his wicket, and felled it. The crowd
yelled with Jaughter. Even Pankley
ooked aghast. He had been used to
the rottencst of rotten play from
Rookwood. But to see four wickets

taken in four balls by a fag— It
was simply amazing !
“Oh, great Soott!" gasped

Punkle{; “They can’t play even
fags! Next time I'll bring a team
out of a nursery!”
Cook came in next, and went out
without. a run. Then came Flynn,
and Flynn fell to the last ball of the
over. The onlookers simply shricked.
The double hat-trick by a fag! And

ookwood had not broken thor
duck !

“Ducks’ eggs are cheap to-day, by
gad!” said Smythe.

The field crossed over—or, rather,

ing too much to walk.

bowler, and Tommy Dodd received
the ball. Tommy Dodd was known
to be & mighty swiper, and the crowd
looked for a change now. But no
change came. Tommy's wicket went
down to the first ball.
*‘Ha, ba, ba 1™
Doyle came in next, and fell with-
out a run; and then Webb, and he,
too, retired runless. Towle
out; but he also was without.a run!
The ficld were in convulsions. *
Tho Rookwood first innings bad
ended in a quarter of an hour, and
they had not broken their duck—all
down for nil!
“Oh, carry me home,
mouned Pankley. *“The
duffers we played ought to have been
.in a home for idiots! But this sot—
oh, dear !—the;
ds'Fgemul maniacs l’d
o Bgf'hot crowd were weeping
with laughter. The Rookwood
tators wero astounded and extremely
irritated, and they yelled uncomph-
Wr{l remarks to the crickoters.
Smythe & Co. chuckled with do-

Hghe nh'“m’lbe had t
worst. show' ¥y d over put up
was first-class * cricket  compared
with this.

'I‘%:my S

it gxhﬁ" played
‘worse.  H3 ever
e, Tre

lt.i,sm

on the

Jimmy ?
tell you <0 in a.minute!

much without getting a pain!
L_ime } come here, I shall bring kids of
ve !”

to beat you, you know

wriggled over—for they were laugh-

Pankley put on another diminutive

was not

bat.
< Bu Tommy Dodd took the bowling.
y're not idiots, thoy'ro

ball, fu
wickot.

L Tommy Dodd let
ball, and

folt, justly, that tho

“Pad luck—what !” said Pankloy to

W ho said Y Pe lu.n
S ahall havo bettor luck in the next

,mh:ln't have
cricket

In cass of an unexpected bucking.y
_part of Rookwood, of mu‘nep,
they still had their scoond impings o
see them safe, X
Tommy Dodd went on to bowl the
first over. He trundled down the
ball in a way that w bave given
the worst of batsmen the best of
chances.

Pankley chuekled as bo swi
b6 bell ) A Do SoreL ST

He ran four, and then another four,
and at last was laughing so
hysterically that he could hardly run.
The ball came in to the wicket-
keeper, and Pankley certainly ocught
to have been stumped. But the
wicket-keeper fumbled with the ball
till Pankley got home, and prodded
s bat on the crease. n, in 8
rely way, he knocked over the
et
Not out!"” grinned the umpire.

Tommy® Dodd bowled again, and
Pankley ran two. Then he rad three.

t

Then the fag, his partner, stopped the
other two balls of the over.

Thirteen for the over was the
total.
Then Pankley walked away from his
wicket.
“Hallo! What's the little game”
asked Tommy Dodd. -
“Innings declared,” said Pankley,
“(Qh, you can't declare yet!”
“Yes, I ean, and I do!” chuckled
Pankle; “Yoyu fgllows can go on

and bat as soon as you like. Ohb, my
bat 1"

“What are you laughing at?”
“Oh, nothing! 1f this goes on, I

shall bave to be taken home on a
stretcher!"” gasped Pankley.
you chaps ever really seen a game of
cricket played?”

“ Have

“Well, we've scen Smythe play.”
“Ha, ha, ba!”

“Smythe's a topping player!” said
Silver. *“Ask him! He'll

“Oh, dear
“Got a pa
“Yes! p:)h.

groaned Pankley.
asked Silver.

* 1 can’t Jaugh s
Noxt

es!

C4 ."O}I'rn‘ not out of the wood yet,”
said Jimmy Silver. “We're going

“Beat us?  Ha, ha, ha!”
“Are you really declaring now?”

asked Tommy Dodd.

“Yes, really. Ha, ha, ba!”

“Oh, all serene!”

The field broko up. The Rookwood
players were all lookin, serious
enough, but the Bagshot fellows were
on the vergo of hysterics. They had
expected amazing ,cricket from any
Rookwood team, but this kind of
cricket far eoxceeded gtheir wildest

expectations,” s

The matel had lasted barely half an
hour so far, and already two innings
had been dis) of. Round the

ground, tho Bagshot fellows were
chuckling incessantly, and the Rook-

wooders were joining in the merri-

Somo of them suspected that
Pankley’s leg was being pulled,
!bouih they could not quite see how;
mt‘g whole show was so ridiculous

ment.

cy could not  help, laughing.

Smytho of the Shell pointed out to all | said T

who would listen to him how the team
had gone down since he left it, and
there was no denying that  Smytho

stated the exact facts.

Rookwood camo in to
and

ot fag trundled down the
expecting  to  take the
hen there was a surprise.

himself go at that
it sailed a and

Once, moro 0
Again  Jimmy  Silver

+A B

Silvpr crossed the pitch four times
before the ball camo in.
Pankley mbb.ﬂu oyes. X
Ho thought. he must ‘be .dreaming.
But it was no score

the ‘Shell. i
Roally, it scemed like a fluke. But
Jui:m ‘g:; ‘::otbu fluke 3
mmy Silver
went out. T

procession, the of the wickets
| went down for nothing. “Fourteen for

L - for

by had

clared
Rookwood

?.nkdk_\‘ Jooked at thea B4
. \Ciwhowbat docs et




