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== The 1st Chapter, and turned on him a pair of pleading | wouldn’t stand any slander against

Fighting the Storm! eyes. me. But sometimes I feel inclined
. % 2 ““Bob, can you never forget?” she | to—""
The small boat lay becalmed four | urged. He laughed shortly, and his face
knots off the coast of Norfolk, and in “Forget disgrace?” he asked. | had grown very hard.
t a well-set-up lad was seated at the | “It will never forget me, never! It “What is it you would liko to do?”

tiller. His face was tanned, his close- | will dog my footsteps through life. | she asked.

cropped hair 1 clearly well- | When I am forty years of age men “Td like to lay -out that lubber

formed head poised o iscular | will point at me as the ex-midship- | Stephen Grefton, though he's six
) neck, and his cyes had that con- | man whose services his Majesty dis- years older than I am, and weighs
) tracted and unflinching gaze that | pensed with. I sometimes over a_stone more,” he replied.
~ only a sea life can give. feel 1 would like to end it all. Ob, | * She laughed, and despite his wrath,
‘~ oy For one so young his face had | you ncedn’t start! T don't intend to. | his eyes twinklod. He could read her
&..' developed great strength, and some | I'm not a coward. thought with cach alteration in

i Jines of suffer He was staring “I know you'ro not,” sho said. | her oxpression.

m across the waste of water at the land | “ You are as brave .as you are hon- “You're too charitable to say you
Pl ;\h-‘r" Wﬁlmrtl)l‘ hid | ourable.” hato him, hul]yau do, in .~|nt};~ of all

rom view ¢ of a long, “That's not what the world | tho attention he pays you,” he went
; THE FIRST INSTALMENT of a GRAND | rambling mansion - sct about three | {hinks.” ~ he  remarked  bitterly. | on. *And to thislc:that}mylmother

N

NEW SERIAL STORY, :pecially written Ired yards from the shore. “Neither is it what they think at | married a sccond time to his father,

for THE BOYS' FRIEND by BEVERLEY |, .My home!" he sid cynically. | home. My homo!” And he shook |and that some day all that should
- borath Ith VICTOR You talk to me of my home, Grace. | his  fist ~at _the weather-beaten | como ‘to me will go to him. Is it

KENT, |\ In S colfaboration Sw And I have no friend in the world | mansion. ** You don’t know half | any wonder if—""

DARING, R.N., who has supplied many | but you and Phil, and—" what they say, Grace, for they know | *Oh, ~Bob, that could never

Interesting details dealing with [life | A girl of about his own age that you and I have been pals ever

Majosty's Navy while on active service. in the bow, dropped the book s since we were kids, and that you
iz Majosty
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5 - . to face with the villain of our story,
i~} Bob Danvers, a true British boy and the hero of our story. 'mfm'zn, }Bob Danvers comes face to face wi
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18t chapter.
”“.“‘f petention.
‘c]wr & Co. wero down on
y S
e . jimmy Silver's fault,
L f“,ﬂ’o}".'ﬂ,'w&r Jimmy Silver
\'#"b afal gift of humour.
3 Pk{:«.n extromely miggardly
¢ with Herr Kinkel, the
%r at Rookwood. Henco
bl o tho
% Gilver was on th
Jimny P Rookwood, and tho
W e 50 v activitios wero con-
e L Modern  side—for  the
“-K;m:]id pot take German—
B v‘;,d pothing to do with Herr

.4 havo stoered quito clear
”‘i;bi:k'h. And it would bave
wly tprudent to steer cloar of
Kinkel, for the herr was not a
pered man. J '

o tht w8 where Jimmy Silver’s
" proclivium came  in.

¢ Siser maintained that it was
U8 ikels fault, and his chume—
ad Lovell and Nowocome—
“iwith him.  Unfortunately, his
aster, Mr. Bootles, did not.
Bootles did not see eyo to cyo

b (ie Fourth-Formers.

§ame sbout in this wise, Herr
feid bad lately reccived a copy of
t wlbrated Hymn of Hate—that

musical production so
prycl in tho Fatherland, which the
Germas people chant to one another
b show their kind feclings towards
s tight hittlo island.

Netanlly, Herr Kinkel tried over
e music, und his deep voioe boomed
o e expressive words; and - the
Jigial Four came along in the quad,
o beard that booming proceeding
fm the window of tho German
= :ﬂnh.-tudy—hkc unfo tho roar of

aphone.

lmn_u‘nlf' wasn't in good taste for
?er}ye to trill_that emphatic
Gsag” in an English sohool.
A ki s putting no end of feeling
#il~jost as if he shared the fecl-

zldlbe suthor—as ho doubtless

Sothit is what, Ji uf e
el Jimmy Silver & Co.

§
L

) [
&;,!h"-d uns Russe und Franzos?
[0 wider schuss, und Stoss um

' W isben nicht, wir hasson sio
B2 b :
*sbutzen Woichsol und Wasgen-

e g
',lhbrn nar einen einzigen Hass.
Bingpn MOT Cinen  einzigen

On the word
..l‘n"ﬁ"ilpif‘carﬁm Gﬁ(ml:ui
¥, err  Kinke!

iV ‘k".ﬁ sotual ferocity, And
h&,;n’ch means “Hate,” came
Ny o ° hiss of wrath, 'Ho was
k'ﬁxh‘\}:ha.‘ fiery scnsation of
mm[();(.m"fﬂnmnd 50 grate-
Silver A:"&m theso days, and
e that it o "‘l«"m indignant.
il as like his choek,

& Silver chimed in, wi

. in, with-
y ‘fm;:nrvﬂm. putting in a
i thy ged squoak at overy
Y b H;t"rlro, % that Horr
s orts, with Jimmy
“iance, sounded Tike. thoe,

‘:2'{"- Vereint, wip hassen
® b, SQUEAK 1
yﬁﬁd.'? BOr cinen  einzigon
ity &Umm

7
£

Vi Vi, don she allo
Sy SQUEAR
Mnmuqkz hinkr ) craes
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“I will not let you off, you bad, sheeky poys!” said Herr Kinkel.
do not sheck deir masters—doy tremble at deir frown"

Newcome.

SQUEAK!
“Durch die Wasser getrennt, die sind
dicker als Blut.”
SQUEAK!

Lovell and Raby and Newcome
howled with laughter. A crowd of
follows gathered round in great
merriment. Even Tommy Dodd &
Co., of the Modern side, who were
generally up against Jimmy Silver
& Co., joined heartily in tho squeak-
ing, and in the roars of laughter
which accompanied it.

Herr Kinkel's song ceased suddenly.
He “went off song” as he realised
that there was a merry demonstration
under his study window. | i

Ho leaned out of the \nndowb his
fat face crimson with rage, and shook
a fat fist at the juniors.

“A.?\(']h!!( Ynd sheck me!” he
howled, *“You sheck me, mit you!
1 roports tat to your Form-master,
Silber ! J

Which he promptly did; and Mr.
Bootles, with a lack of humour which
lowered him, considerably in the esti-
mation of ~ bis _pupils, senten
Jimmy Silver & Co. to detention for

o afternoon.

‘hh wusru\ half-holiday that afternoon,
and o glorious day.

All Rookwoqddwna !

7 o windows 4
rosx?rt,;louii‘iniml Four could n;: their

.“L, T “Imy d 3 P

onjoying themselves on the cricket
f u

nd. They o9 with

g:::d " refreshing” themselves

ginger-becr at the school shop. They

R c° ‘
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could seo fellows reading * Chuckles”
under the old beeches.
And they were detai

“In Chermany de poys

“Must be a spoony lot!” murmured

Kinkel!” said Lovell, with o focblo
attempt at humour. 2
% “Let's |hock it!” said Jimmy Silver

They wero down on their luck.
Half-holidays came only twice a woek,
and there wero so many things to do
on a half-holiday—cricket, rowing,
cycling, ragging the Moderns, or
looking for a row with the juniors of
Bagshot School. g

They groaned over the lines Mr.
Bootles had given them to do. And
they looked from tho windows. They
felt inclined to sing a }{&1'11 of Hate
with Herr Kinkel as its object..

“Why don't they send him into &
concentration camp?” sighed 'Lovell.
“All Germans ought to be in_con:
centration camps, you know. What
are concentration camps for?

Jimmy Silver snorted.

“All because those Modern worms

t mug up German instead of
E’(sin." lxi sud bitterly,  “If tb:ol’;

wasn't o Modern side at Rookw!
thore wouldn't be a German mastor.
}\X;d“” the fault of those
lorns!”
“Oh, it's rotten!” grosncd Raby.
“Think of a walk over the downs
now, and tea at the old farm !

“Or a run&zwﬁto the so3, and &
bathe !I” grun ewcome.
“Oh, K:lon'n" growled  Jimmy

Silver. “You make me want to go
f«;lr Kinkel wih '8 vl T g
h of Hat e ol

i r:":\ur eincn'u’:‘ Feind—

caddish |

W
and that's Kinkel?”

“Wir haben nur einen
Hass—and that’s for that

g | oo
* CoMPLETE

perately,

WOh 1"

“Bootles gone oub;
know. Let's chance it!"

Lovell and Raby and Newcomo
looked scrious.  Breaking detention
was a serious matter.  But tho bluo
sky, dotted with drifting clouds, the
soft whiéper of tho wind from the
sea, scemed to call to them. They
thought of the open, breezy downs,
and fooked round the dusty old class-
room, and mado up their minds.

“T'm game!” said Lovell.

“If there's & row, there's a row!”
said Jimmy Silver recklessly. “
don’t care!” I mean, I do care, bu
notenough to_stick in here. It's
wicked to stay indoors on a day like
this!”

“Hear, hoar! Como on!” i

voll hurled his Virgil across 1
i by_pitched hl‘sdpc'n on t}l:o

he'll never

-room door,
ll:i:ln;‘or iberty, and chanco the rosults.

1
Thoy «into the

om :um “The _could
g:vo ‘whooped with gleo at tho pros:
pect of freedom. Ao i

SE!

orm loomed
1o try soft sawder, e must
over an mmm fealings somewhere,”

dealing

A

The Fistical
dismay,
them.

Four halted i
Horr Rinkol oo olank

The 2nd" Chapter,
Keeping Watch,

Herr  Kink ink
kel inkel  blinked at  the
]\'i{\ﬁ?l. Juniors blinked at Herr

For a moment thero was a dos;
Y | as 3 at
Lgxolxghl in their minds of rushilY;rlh:
i(-cmnn master, bumping him down
n tho passage, and cscaping over his
breathless body.  But {’hc? check:(;
3‘:\:]; IJ(: lmpullw. The consequences
have been .
prondn D 00 droadlylly
“You preak pounds, isn't it?” said
Herr  Kinkel, with a disagreeablo
smile. “I tinks tat Mr. Pootles, he
orﬂvr you to stay in till six o'clock 1"
. Ye-e-es1” growled Jimmy Silver.,
“And now it is treo o’clock.”
“Abem " said Lovell.
. “I tink you know tat Mr, Pootlos
18 gono out mit himself, and you tink
tat you preak pounds, nicht war, But
I tink of tat mcm{]f, and I keeps
open mein eye. You goe:
your detention !” bl 2

Jimmy Silver clenched his fists.

e would have given a wholk torm's
pockot-money to ““land " Herr Kinkel
one on his Prussian nose. Instead of
which, he had to go back to the Form-
room.
In tho lowest possible spirits, the
Fistical Four returned to their doten-
tion. They sat down at their desks
with glum faces.

Herr Kinkel followed them as far

as the doorway, and blinked in at
them.
“You keeps here,” ho said. “I
tinks I kecps an cye open, hein. I
smokes mein pipo at te end of to
passage, and if you gum out vunco
more, I sec you, nicht war. Den I
dakes you to der Head mit you.”

And Herr Kinkel waddled away.

Jimmy Silver and his comrades
looked at onc another with feolings:
almost ‘too deep for words.

*“Did you ever?” gasped Jimmy.

“Hardly over!” groaned Lovell.

“Tho fat Hun bhas been spying on
us in case wo cleared.”

“I beliove all Germans are spies,”
growled Raby. *‘They take to it the
same as they take to sausages and
sauer kraut.”

“And now he's sitting by tho
passage window, smoking his beastly
pipe, and keeping his beastly ecye
open, and reading iix beastly German
newspapers, with their beastly lies
about victories that don't come off,”
said Newcome. Y

“Oh, dear!” Ao

With their spirits at zero, tho Fisti-
cal Four settled down to do_lines.
But after a quarter of an hour, Jimmy
Silver jumped up. He could hear the
cheery  shouts from the cricket-field.
Tt was simply impossible to do lines
that afternoon ! i 3

“Chuck that rot,” said Jimmy'

i . “I've got a wheeze.

Lovall and Raby snd  Newcom
Jooked up h:rll{ul- -

“\What's theglittle game?

“Eyen Gormans have some human
feelings,” said Jimmy Silver. “Old
Kinkel must have a heart tucked
away somewhero under the layers of
fat. Let's go and speak nicely to him.
Wo'll tell him we're sorry we
squeaked—we are socry, ain'd wel
T've never been sorricr for ng
in m: mlun’:.‘"_'

10 against tho law o kil bim, s0

.,5‘,.& Ji Silver.
wq;,mﬂ:’w havo—sppearances
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ive," Lovell. *Lot's
ur;““l«wuw. agrood I
Four hopeful youths quitted tho
Form-room, and~ walked down the
passage  Just round tho corner was
a big window, with a deep window-
seat, and there IHerr Kinkdl sat

smoking his German pipe, and read- |

ing his German paper.  Ho blinked
u;lovernly at the sight of tho Fistical

T,

“T tinks tat it is not six o'clock,”
ho said sarcastically. : %

“No, sir,” said Jimmy Silver, with
decp rospect.  “Wo _only ‘want to
spoak to you, sir. We—we should
like to hear you sing that nico song,
sir, g you would.”

“y
what nice peoplo the Germans are,’
said Jimmy Silver. “Wo'ro very—
ahem—zsorry to hear that a lot of them
have been chopped up lately.”

“Poy 1"

“And if you would kindly forgive
us, sir, wo will nover squeak any moro
when you are singing so beautifully,
sir,” said Raby. %

“And—and we've got something

special on this afternoon, sir,” said

Jimmy Silver. “We've ordered tea

in advance at the Downside Farm,

and wo shall have to pay for it even if
we don't go.”

““So if you'd let us off, sir—"

“I vill do nozzing of te kind, you
bad, sheeky poys. In Chermany to
poys do not sheek deir masters—dey
tremble at derr frown ”

“Must be a spoony lot!” murmured
Newcome.

AL

“I—I mean, sir, we—wo dan’t mind

e u'embling at your frown, sir, if—if

you like.™ 3

“Go pack mit you!” thundered
Herr Kinkel. .

“But, sir—" .

“G‘z'; pack, or I boxes you mit te

“Oh, crumbs!” .
Soft sawder was evidently wasted
upon Herr Kinkel. As sweet words
scemed to bo uscless, Jimmy Silver
comforted himself with some of the
other kind.

“Any news in the

 ripping song, sir, and’shows

paper, sir?” 'he

~ asked cheerfully. “I suppose you've
fort hisrs about ths Prossiin Griard
_being cut up?” i

it true, sir, that they've
to put the Kaiser in
lum 7 asked Jimmy.

Herr did not reply to that
g::uhon. He made a jump at Jimmy
ilver, and Fubbod him by thoe car.
hy roarca Jimmy.
e—you sheek mein
English peeg 1"
ow go ! y
_Jim:.y Silver himself away,
‘and fled. He left Horr Kinkel raving’
an

Fistical Four went back in
rub-

i s dofovonly

(Continued
from the
previous

page.)

_ | old* oyster is spying on us, either.

CHASE!

o day like this," said Lovell beseech:
ngly,
Bulkeloy grinned.

1 saw you outsido Kinkel's win-
dow,” ho said, ** You young rascals "
“Wall, ought a blessed Hun to sin
his blossod 1lymns of Hato hero?’

domanded Raby.
“Nover mind that.  Mr, Bootles
!pok'r\, to mo before he went out——"
CRh

“And told me to come in at half-
past threo and tell you you could go.”

“Oh, my hat !”

“If you'vo dono a hundred lincs
cach.”

*“ Hurray !" .

“He thinks that will be sufficient,”
said Bulkeley, *“How much have you
done 1"

* Well, wo—wo've done some,” said
Jimmy Silver, wishing that ho had
been more industrious.

“Well, make it up to a hundred
cach, and clear,” said Bulkeley.

And with a nod, the kind-hearted
captain of Rookwood left the Form-
room. Jimmy Silvef & Co, exchanged
costatio glances, - s

“Isn’t he a brick?” murmured
Jimmy Silver. “I know he put in a
word for us to Bootles, though he
doesn’t say so. He knows it was like
Kinkel's cheek to be howling his
Hymns of Hate here. Bulkeley’s gqt
us off, my sons. I'l' always back up
Bulkeley through thick and thin—and
down with the Modern cads! Buck
up with those rotten lines !”

Four pens worked at a feverish
rato over the impot paper. Never was
Latin written at so terrific a speed
before.

At the end of the hundredth line,
Jimmy Silver ledped up with a
whoop, threw his pen in one dircetion,
and his Virgil in another, and

chirruped.
“Free! Free as giddy birdlets in
the sky! Buck up, you slackers.

Now we'll walk qut Kiokel and smilo
at him! He will turn pink; he will
turn green; he will turn purple and
blue! Hurray!” 3 3

*“Ha, ha, ha "

The 3rd Chapter
Herr Kinkel on the Track,
Jimmy Silver paused in the door-
way of the Form-room, and dragged
his chums to a halt.
““Hold on1” 5
. “Rats!  Como on!” said Lovell
lmp;t:enﬂy. “T want to get out !"”
~ “Hold on, I tell you! Kinkel's
still watching there—you can sec his
smoke curling round the ‘corner.”
““Well, what about it?”
“That shows that he doesn’t kn
we're lot off.”
. Well, Bulkeley wouldn’t_mention
it to him—he doesn’t like Kinkel,”
said Lovell. “He doesn't know the

‘Why should he tell hm?” -
“Np' reason why he should—and hol
B T i

hasn id J) Silver.
still thinks we're xohlmve; up -to
‘clock.” e Iy

| fat G

“Run for (41" shouted Jimmy
Tho Fistical Folr camo founc
vorners ke haros
Horr Kinkel jumped up, 'l'l';{:lt"'l"i".
his pipo and his nowspaper.
wis ..l..» quick enough for the young
tnsenls of the Kourth,
Thoy woro pust b
miko w graly st thom,
appenred down the passago

| the

yofore he could
and they dis
as if on

tha cindor-path,
“Btop |:|:( ou!"  shouted Hnn;
Kinkol, “Youny rasgals tat you ar6:

You gum pack !” i

But the juniors did not
pock,” i
Thoy kept on ot top spoed e
vanishod, and eamo out into the rJuml-
ranglo, gasping and grinning. The
had only paused in the hall to snatc
up  their  caps, but not oven to
put tham on, ‘They put them on in
tho quad and trotted on towdrds the
pates, . i

Thero was o shout from the cricket-
fiold.  Bulkeloy was thero now, and
ho was batting  against Knowles's
bowling, The Fistical Four turned
towards the cricket-ground, but only
for a moment, lltvrr Kinkel came
raging out of the School House, and
tho Classical four ran on to tho gates.

4 Stop 1"

Tho Iistical Four turned a deaf car.

They wero quickly out of tho gates
of Rookwood, and in the lane they
sluckened down and burst into a
merry chortlo, ;.

“Hold on!” 'stid Jimmy Silver.
“Tho old ruffian may come after us!
That would be the giddy lid on!
Cover!”

The Classical four promptly took
cover among the trees beside the
road. Thoy peeped out in the direc-
tion of the school gates.

Out from the old stono gateway
camo a fat and ponderous form. Herr
Kinkel stopped in the road, hatless,
and breathing like a pair of very old
bellows. He blinked up the road and
he blinked down the road, and he
snorted with rage as ho failed to spot
the juniors. .

“Aber ich weiss—ich woiss!” tho
Fourth-Formers heard him mutter;
and he went back to the gates and
disappeared. 3

“Was he gurgling, or saying some-
thing?"” said Lovell. *You nc%’er can
tell when it's a German.”

“He was" saying ‘I know—I
know!"” said Jimmy Silver. “Of
course, we told him we were going
to tea at Downside Farm. I rather
fancy he’s gone back ,{?r something,

and 1s comin n'f’(or us
I e him
gr{nnod Jimmy Silver. “We'll have
‘had tea by the time he gots there.
It doesn't seem to occur to the old
duffer that we've got leave.”
“Ha, ha, ha!"

“gum

some time!”

" The Classical four started merrily
across the fields. The thought of tho
t German tram a couple of
miles over hill a o to recapture
‘them at the farm made them yell
with laughter. For, as they had loave
from their Form-master, he had no
authority to - interforo with them
there, and he would have his long
tramp for nothing,  Not that the
young rascals-intended to give him
any information on that point. The;
were ]ud’-

Price
One Ponny

trio, “Only your now
Didn't recognise it at fir
“8Bhift  thoso »illy

Jimmy Bilver
eackling st?"”
comrades,
“Oh, nothing grinned
“Wo'll poon shift 'em 1"

“Why,
he added, glari

Lovel

“Here, mind what you're at!
rosrod Pankley, as Jimmy Rilver
seizod his ankles, I Why
i Oh, my hat! Yow!(”

Pankloy slid ower the stile and
alighted gently on his head in a patch

of mud., Poole and Putter joined
him_ thero,

The Fistical Four vaulted over the
stils and walked on, leaving the Dag.
shot_juniors to sort themselves out,

“Why, the checky bounders are
aftor us!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver,
looking back from the other s of
the field and secing the three Bagshot
juniors in hot pursuit.

“Lot 'em come up!” said Lovell

“Wo'll soon make 'em tired of chas-
n; 1%
Give 'em &
Jimmy Silver.
started already.
on them.”

“Look here, I'm not going to run
away from Bagshot bounders!”

“Bow-wow! Follow your leader;
wo can lick them any time.”

Jimmy Silver started, and his com-
rades followed him, though reluct-
antly. They didn’t like turning
their backs on the enemy. But by
this time Jimmy Silver, though com-
paratively a new boy at Rookwood,
was the ackuowledged leader of the
Fistical Four.

“Yah! Stop! Funks!”
Pankley.

Even that did not move Jimmy
Silver. He kept on at a steady run,
and his con:rades kept on with him.

The Bagshot jumiors, much sur-
prised to see four fellows running
from three, chased them at top speed
across the fields. But the Rook-
wooders kept well ahead, and reached
Downside Farm fifty yards in front of
their pursuers.

Jimmy Silver paused in the door-
way of the farmhouse to kiss his
hand at the pursuers, and then the
Fistical Four went in.

run for it,” said
“Old Kinkel has
No time to waste

shouted

The 4th Chapter.
. Mistaken Identity.

“This is something like!” remarked
Jimmy Silver.

A quict ‘dusky room, with little
diamond-paned windows looking out
on.a wido stretch of orchard and corn-
field. A table covered with a spotless
cloth, and the whites: of bread, the
froshest of oggs, the purest of butter,
and the best of home-made jam. It
was really something like! 2

Ths stout, good-tempered farmer's
wife brought in the tea.  Jimmy
Silver's face wore an expression of
great_satisfaction. | Lovell and Raby
and Newcome were not looking o
satisfied. They did not like having
run away from the Bagshot bounders.

-Outsido the farmhouse, Pankley &
Co. como to a halt. They could
not very well carry the war into the
nrfx;gl\ouw. 3 2 X

“Everything you *want, young
O haalat s ey Sile

said Jimmy Silver.
i like, “ﬁuﬁ are

is somethin
you fellows looh'ng‘gmmpy about?”

have we run. away from
Iaor.:ll. i« demanded

o ~more cups, now I come to
think of it, Mrs. " said Ji
Siiver unheodtig; 204 his comeades

Yoy, Master Silver.
“What's the. Hittle

oy d
that Jj
'.raiz ready 1,
but
undersian g,
scheming
Nt gues

8 they

He listened

shot fellows
uenza.

P

window, and
fat and

house.

knew Heer
'er rose
“Time we

iy g

Pankley related’

T

T wy |

Rty

qu w uaa
ever, they tr, <
rate. through ey gt o

muffins and g, ad
Jimmy Silver wy

he did

ponderons form gg
tea was nearly over, cazs kel
across the fields towards @

evident that when Ber

caught those elusive azicry

not be content wi

their littlo tea-party, 22d 3

them back in disgrace to 5 b

Jimmy Silver had foreses S5 &
ow) m; F

abraj
wore
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The 5th Chapter, e
Very Wet. abandon }:l‘n:k’hl k’l‘:{n}:}:n "h;';” to | Herr Kinkel. His fat chin went
“ag 0 h . Chase, as
No rest fo the, wieked 1 e | h i o iy 8 | B0 te e av b riggld, and
. P b

V
“You thumping .
"R old  chupmp 1 | Jimmy Silver, as the Fistical Foge | T renewed. He fancied they wero

yolled Poole o i
yo lo. M 0Omo near me | a0, {ai) y mouth. Jimmy Silve d alterward
again, that's all! Yoq e iling. And.he was too f o r:‘" Vriading
! S O o ¢ . ) 3 urious to | that - o Wt

i mo horo if | They were laughing almost too | finK of Postponing his vengeance, if whin Horr Kiowers sy Bled:

you want a_ jam-jar on

napper, you Prussian pig 1"
“wy, You speaks to

g ) ko 1

I Li,«m- not your voies 1 Mo

your silly | much to run. The Co. unde he could help i :
; ; > : PaLond L elp it. He began to gain, s n
last. that docp and deadly eoda and his grip closed Toce eI Eon ﬁ'g’,‘,k'p}l’"'.;;,‘]’m;‘.:,““““";“‘,‘,“' Herr
heir astute Jeader, and thoy o is heavy cane. If only he could get | t by enough, however,
Herr | have hugged Jimmy Silver, v could | within hitting distanco of the Fistical k?»rcsnla:" Tll? lﬁr::;:h:id‘-lusm: :nd
. . p, stream-

Kinkel blinked at the juni.
b Juniors througl “vill o 4 Four, he would § .
his wotacles, f b wrough ill you stop mit you?” y he would show them what he y > ¢ q
d””)n!”“”""'”.f‘: i“l(:l" h""n first. |.|m\n a H:‘g’r KiB\uv.l. Ty roared ‘hf"th‘ of them, and of Eng]n:ndt-r'u ;Fnﬁu-:":]n;'}r:rﬁ E‘:;:E ;I;‘::!‘:n{r:;:
o A eman- | Gott! — You aro not ' ‘{,""' Thlh“ gasping juniors looked back, Bl’;\"};\;n]ly. ¥ ALaP: 5 which a dictionary would have bmr:
"y‘ ¥4 with the aro not Lovell ! Who are you 7” ou o [v ({:ormnn master €Amo raging | into o r\rxxfn(g{ ]\lnlOrﬁJ‘dIH\]’l[ﬂ.“ar(‘d searched in vain,
Preod 't ity “We belong to Bagshot, you hil‘ (\: 0"’},,“;”"’"”“.‘- brandishing lf'r\dingg the :.m"“?imm:]m’: b'!""' “Oh, my hat!” moaned Lovell
p 16 o shricking ol o m 03 & or s . . LY ou! 4
1 et h(r_!k(. hricking Id  chump L sk et nhad is fat ”,‘f‘k"" mson. | running with 'myém“m“ 'l‘i._/} wni What a day out for Kinkel! Oh,
5 ot kl,.nhn;‘n in my | Pankley. “Did you think we were ;nxxrhrllku a \frfl’i" n}l\]‘:og}l 1‘;0kcd 80 | motion, and Herr Kinkel h)ad';i::-“ir; dcgrci O, dL“"E Oh -dear "
r 3 P WO ollow: e L n d and 20 e e im- 1 Yot ! %
g 4189008 s, vin | Rookwood fellows, you idiot? "We| With the light and L:mc:-y(ull:‘c',ﬁo" pression that they were at their last erErrirre e GOt I S0zE

wouldn't_be found “dead in Rook. gasp. He came lumbering on, puffing |~ *“Hs, ha, ha!”

ro having tea. | 0 0 ’ of an elephant hi ’
8o 1! Ow! ) ack ! R (RO = phant or a rhinoceros, | s g
o o 1t ::‘f’i]“ tell V‘,\,“, }“lly‘dl""‘;h("r ‘})2“ jolly | Kinkel camo thundering on the ,_,!::;: and blowing. Yurrrerer ! Gurrreerreeg 1 -
s BY iy master, 806 W1 o4 b Chis aster about this, | of the Fistical Four. A hundred yards through the grove | _‘‘Oh, come on!” gasped Jimm;
@ 00 “ and Dr. Chisholm will hear of b o pod | y
a8 8, St yen I hoar of it, I They did not stop. was the bank of a little stream, a | Silver. “I shall have a fit {f 1 stay
igiag houst |~ Mein' Gott!  Dey aro not ¢ Jderr. Kinkel dicl not look ‘safo a e s o e linine e L A0 G
sd tightly o poy o} 01080 quariara i But . thoylidid inot Schgoi Thl; liuﬁ“:lrcar)r{ wlutfoc);:::)g p.;?'-‘;,fl Q{ﬂ;:’l‘"""‘::ﬁyﬂ‘mbl'ng out of
. The 486 3 i o

gasped Herr Kinkel g s oy di

Fiow (i1 50 em, 1. s a5 08 | 3 oxet hemers Lo ik ey | by &single plae T was e ncimt | the brock o he”oear_ e, sl
ok :”ﬂ te poys! Vy for you ehall | distance from the fat and l:nwl'lieﬁ{n ank, cesting loosely on'a couplo/cf [uttering wild_ and whirling words.
ot tell mo tat you are not doso poys | German. . They slacked down to ar. | 1ay° stoncs, and about ten feet long. | ftho Fisties) Four trotted on Gthey

inkel was on the
at the open
lo paclour.

seated round 4 ou are ey Ho
e """';ri:;,‘ o Bag- fml'.\:rh I_gum. isn't it? courage him. = They were willing t fLhofiriosshercasedficinfing Ses T (hci g Gyl
P wﬁ,}c:‘ Here Kinkel by You silly old josser, how should | giye him as long a run as he lik‘gi 24| o cyimmyPBilvercallod Halts EinkelHfort s e O
b we know you wero looking for “Gum pack mit you!” roared Herr 57 nI :i‘yd “I;Scol?l ff;"t,g’,;.';‘ tl?ksmlfi‘: :’,fc'ﬁc:f’““‘k”! Herr Kiokel was &

1 shouted | them?” " hooted Pankley.  * How | Kinkel. *T preaks cfery i o
o ] find you e dare you lay hands on us, .‘v):nu dund?~:~ poddy, isn’tpirt." Wb lo?‘ka.h give him a chance!”

: headed Prussian Hun'!” oy ”
dunge from _the : an | ; “Not good enough,” murmured ilvi The 6th Chapter,
bt v:r thx shady parlour .r.)?\'[‘}‘i],"y(‘}“‘lt not measure his words. | Jimmy Silver. “Do you chaps wnfu. pu?lxg:‘leitt :’:::r(ﬁv‘;;m%hoﬂgl;ﬂﬁodn?? Run D°":~ "
)50 Horr Kiokl, as | {gpem Gotell - 0 o | efery pono in your podics proken?” - till the other end rested only by 4| “My only hat!”
marked, was & very | o o e wind BLAEWL yell “”B. ha! No. fraction on the stone. His chums | Jimmy Silver uttered tha ejacala-
7 icnl!upanAA He hadn’t Hae Ki‘“k(‘llo ‘:”“ OW.. i Ach, you young rasgals! Vill | gasped with merriment as -they | tion in surprisc, as he I
 doubt in his mind that Blhinked fatith ..'P{”“ round, and | you gum pack mit you?” panted | watched him. As soon as a foot was | when the four 'had_crossed - field.
I, he boys he was looking | et Aot N B Four grin- | Herr Kinkel, set on the plank now, it would sli i - drip-
e he boy' DG oA e era fremal it X s pl now, lide | From the wood behind them a drip-
s were . He laboured on after the clusive | infallibly from the stone—with disas- | ping figure had emerged—still run-

1 used & minute or Iy
il phably have dis- [ 1 Ach]
!',u mgake, But he didn’t
sesie ot two. He didn't
o Not & decimal
. Ho rushed at
nim’:d liko a : vn}r‘y
jonant, and grasped the
;m by the collar, and
b= off his chair.
5L rared Pankley,
yi wletunato victim,
36! Belp! Yah!”
. whack, whack !

weack
e Boldl's aane came down
tappy Pankley's shoul-
were beating a carpet.
wid yells might have been
. 3y to Rookwood.
Ry kut!” gasped Lovell,
ﬁ;qve_r in the raspberry-
a2 by delight.  “ You hear
® 1s bar? Ha, ha! You
Lb's taken thoso Bagshot | m‘ ”]
Liting
| il |\h ‘

Dere are dose poys—" juniors i
' iniors, 57 trous results to the person standin, , vi ked wi ;
Ha, ha, ha!” The Fistical Four kept ahead. They ! on it. o s gﬁ%}:hﬁlg :u‘ta::‘utrwu::il?;::;:revgg

step. But, like Charley’s celebrated

’ Q "’r'"‘%}!l‘ W‘ ;‘l‘ll“" IN}W,I“}!‘{ n:nt. he w:]s still' running. Instead

| JALIS il e change of clothes, which he ded
j I l[mﬁ I l‘ il g othes, ¢ neet

§ 2

/// “Blessed if he_ is't sticking it

out!” exclaimed Lovell admiringly.
“Never thought he had so much grit.
These Germans arc  obstinate
beggars.”

Tio Fistical Four quickened their’
pace. They had dropped info a
saunter,  But it was evidently not
safo to saunter. ;

They were heading for Coombe, to
quench their thirst with ginger-pop
at Mrs. Wicks's little shop in the
village. They broke into a trot, and
after them came the infuriated
German-master, squelching.

“ Must be off his dot,” said Jimmy
Silver cheerfully. “If I were in that'
state, I should head for home and a
rub down. But let him rip.” s

Herr Kinkel brandished his cane in
the air as he saw the juniors looking
back. . e
“Stop mit you!” he bellowed.

This way,” murmured Jimmy
Silver.

He cut across the field towards a
baystack, and his chums followed. On:
one side part of the bay hed recently
been removed, and it was casy to'
climb the rick. b

“ sy, he'll corner us here,” said
Lovell, in alarm. s

“Tet him corner us,” - Jimmy
Silver  cheerily. ~ “Follow  your
uncle.”

V‘V’V_/“«“ fi i f of heading for Rookwood to get a
0 "" it ' F i | badly, he was heading for the
’]z."% %’:“ I ‘{ ?. ,“{ M i ‘ il | Fistical Four.
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Heo slid across the rick, and held on
by his hands, and dropped _lightly
into the field on the other side. It
was rather a long drop, but he

shted safely, and his chums fol-
1 him one after another.
cheerfully away
rick. At a distance of
ards they looked back:
outlined

brandishing a stick.

3, A $ —always gotting
left in tho lurch!” sighed Jimmy
Silver. “These Germans ain’t up to
our form, you know. They'ro too
slow !”

%y ha, )

Herr . Kinkel, in  overpowering

wrath and disappointment, brandished
his stick madly on top of the hay-
stack.

Jimmy Silver & Co. broke into a
trot. They were fed up with Herr
Kinkel, and they wanted some ginger-
beer. ~They disappeared from the
field at a paco that gave the German
master no chance, if he took up the
chase again.

The first halt was in the tuckshop
in Coombe. There they galled for
ginger-pop, and quenched their thirst,
and cheerfully drank confusion to
Herr Kinkel, and the Kaiser, and_all
sorts and conditions of Huns. But
they kept one cye on the street.

It was about half an hour later that

o

Herr Kinkel hove in sight. © was
proceeding at a  walk now.  He

hadn't a runleft in him.
Jimmy Silver threw a shilling on the

counter.

“Good-bye, Mrs. Wicks! If a fat
German ing after us, give him
our love!”

The Fistical Four trotted out of the
tuckshop. Herr Kinkel gave a bellow
of wrath at the sight of them, and
broke into a feeble run. The Classical
Four dodged him round the railway
station, and trotted away into the lanc
towards Rookwood. It was time to
get within gates.

Jimmy Silver looked back in the

ane.

Herr Kinkel came lumbering out of
the village. After him came about
a dozen village urchins, yelling. The

. herr had forgotten his plight when
he ventured into the village, but the
sight of a fat German, hatless,
squelching with water, and daubed
with mud, with wet hair plastered
round his bald crown, bad naturally
excited  the village youths to risi-
bility.

‘“’Ere’s another guy!” hooted the
urchins of Coombe, as they followed
-on tho track of the excited German.

Herr Kinkel turned furiously, and
shook his stick at them.

“Yah! Look at 'im! Laff at
*im!”
“'Ero’s a guy!”

“Haw, haw, haw !”

The enraged German charged back
at the crowd of young rascals, laying
about him with his stick. hey scat-
tered, yelling, but they did not go
dar.  They gathered at o safo dis-

(Continucd

from the
previous
page.)

CHASE!

tance, and a shower of stones rattled
upon Herr Kinkel.

Breathing wrath and vengeance,

the German beat a retreat, and then
the hooting crowd followed on his
track again.

They accompanied him
v to Rookwood, with yells
. and occasional volleys of
d turf.

“Oh, what a day out for Kinkel!"
gasped Jimmy Silver. ‘Let's get
out of this! I'm not going home

along with _that disreputablo old
ruffian his gang of hooligans!
43 ha!

The Fistical Four put on’speed and
vanished. But Horr Kinkel couldn’t
put on speed; he had no speed left.
He was pumped. 5

Ho lumbered, gasping, along the
jane, to an accompaniment of hoots
and yells, with pebbles clinking on
him, snorting with fury.

Not till they reached the gates of
Rookwood did the cheery urchins
leave him, and then t ave him a
final yell before they de »d.  Old
the porter, came out in a stato

of great astonishment, and he almost
down

0
f

at the sight Herr

1"  said old

rer with you,
bad hacciden
sed Herr Kinkel
1M ’

Mack.
'Ad

The porter ed awa Horr
Kinkel's look was wild, and his eyes
i Old Mack did not

Yes, sir; it's all right,” he
said soothingly. = “They will do it,
the young himps, when a gentloman
’as 'ad a drop too much. Better go
in quictly, eir, afore tho 'Ead sces
you!"

Herr Kinkel raved. It was too
much, after all his sufferings, to be
supposed to be intoxicated by this
idiotic porter.

“Dummkopf !” he roared. ‘“Fool
of a man! I have notting trinken!"

“For goodness’ sake, sir, be calm!”
urged old Mack, in alarm. “You'll
'ave a crowd round, and the 'Ead—
Oh, my eyc!”

0Old Mack dodged into his lodge,
and slammed the door and Jocked it.
Herr Kinkel looked distinctly danger-
ous.

Herr Kinkel shook a fat and mndd_\;

is chums.
“R, s 99 gasped his ¢ SR
% Y:?tvh:c;v"i'“‘ W B2 c?((rlf:;ﬁ;“
murmured Jimmy- . \):."L Icmu‘ he
secs tho old Hun in thab FUEh
won't b surprised that, wo Tl iddy
from him, and led him o &
dance !”
“Ha, ha, ha!” ity of
: v, DAt . tho sagacity o
The Co, rojoiced in “.:l‘: "gm" for

their chief, = They m . A
their Form.master’s StUCY ) ort
Kinkel  -was ' closol behind" oW,
brandishing his $ o )\|tlu4n||<'”\\.4“r|
stopping to knock, .lnnm_\“.“”‘my
hurled open the door. of Mr. Boc

stdvTanaitho Classical Four rushed

in,
Mr. Bootles leaped up from
table in startled amazement,

"_\\’ha(-\\hul——whul————
ed.

his
ho eox-
el

avo us, sir!!! oxclaimed Jimmy
Silver dramatically.

“ What—what!' N V2

“Save us!” yolled the Fistical Four,
in chorus, S

And  they dodged behind  Mr.
Bootles as the pursuer, who had run
them to carth at Jast, camo thunder-
ing in at the study doorway.

“The 7th Chapter.
Mr. Bootles Protects the Innocent,
Mr. Bootles stared ot Herr Kinkel,
his eyes almost starting through his
ST 1Cles, S
vor - had so fcarsome an object
burst into Mr. Bootles” study.
Vith wet and tangled hair
muddy beard, smothered with mud
and dust, crimson with rage, panting
for breath, dripping with water from
head to foot, Herr Kinkel presented
an oxtraordinary appearance.
“ What—wha said Mr.

and

Bootles

“h! Vere are doy?”

“Herr Kinkel! Is—is that you,
Herr Kinkel?”

“Ach!  Ja, ja!
hes dem—"" 3
Save us, sic!” shricked Jimmy
Silver, with a terrified accent, which
showed that he was a born actor, as
tho German master strode forward.
“He's mad, sir!  Save our lives!”

“Help!” shricked Lovell.

“‘Sparc our lives!” screamed Raby.

“Morcy !”” wailed Newcome.

Doso poys—I

“Silence! Silence!” eried  Mr.
Bootles. “Goodness gracious !
Stand back, Herr Kinkel! Do you

0

Jhear me,

r? Do you venture to
use wolence towards these boys

in

my study, Herr Kinkel?” thundered
Mr. Bootles.
“Ach! T tinks—"
and back! DBoys, thero is

nothing to fear.
I will ‘protect you.
sclves !

“Ho's dangerous, sir!” sobbed
Jimmy Silver. “He’s been chasing
us all the afternoon, and we barely
escaped with our lives!”

Calm yourselves.
Pray calm your-

fist at the locked door, and I
on towards the School House, with
curious eyes turning on him from alf
sides.

Outsido the School House, the
Fistical Four were chatting cheer-
fully with Hooker and Jones minor
of the Fourth. The German master
gave a furious grunt as he caught
sight of them, and rushed at them.

The juniors scattered in alarm.
Hooker and Jones simply bolted.
Herr Kinkel looked like a dangerous
lunatic at that moment.

The Fistical Four rushed into the
house. Herr Kinkel stamped in after
them.

“Stor mit you! Now I bunish

ho roared.
ither, O King?” murmured
Raby.  “The study?’
“No; Bootles’ study,” whispered,

Jimmy Silver.

“Ni , Silver! You
are mistaken, I am sure!”

“He attacked some of tho Bagshot
boys violently, sir, and wo heard them
shricking for help!” moaned Jimmy
Silver, ~ “Keep him off, sir!  Oh,
keep him off! T know ho moans
murder "

“Herr Kinkel, stand back, or T will
call for help!” shouted Mr. Bootles,
confronting the German master with
flashing oyes.  *“‘How dare you? I
repeat, sir, how daro you? Have you
taken leaye of your sensos?”

Herr Kinkel backed away, in spito
of himself. He was in a toworing
rage, but ho had sense enough left not
to attack the Form-master.  Ho was
greatly inclined to hurl Mr. Bootles
aside, but a remnant of common-sense
withheld him.

“Now, tell mo

what this means,

Horr Kinkel ™ said Mr. Bootles, who

Price
One Ponny

,shocked—astonished !

was very angty himsell. * What do

you mean by chasing theso boys into

my study, and frightening them in
manner "

*Ach! I follow dem all dor after.

noon—""

“Then Silver's statement, is correot,
The Head shall judge of this matter [
oxelaimed  Mr.” Bootles, W am
It is unhoard.

of ! T repeat, have you taken loave
of your scnscs, Herr Kinkel?  Or
havo you been drinking—yoes, sir,
drinking "

“Mein Gott 1" b

“Look at thoso boys,” said Mr,
Bootles.  “They aro trombling 1"
The Fistical Four began to tremblo
violently. . Whether they trembled

with terror or with suppressed merri-
ment wo cannot undertuke to say,
but cortainly they trembled.  “How
daro you, Herr Kinkel, throw theso
boys into such a state of terror?”

“Ach! I tells you, Mr, Bootles,
Doy y young rasgals, Doy
k ntion, and I goes aftor

m gy
“We didn’t break detontion, sic !
wailed Jimmy Silver. *Wo didn’t go

till Bulkeley came and told us, sir!
Ach !”

“You appear to have made a mis-
take in tho first place, Herr Kinkel,”
said Mr. Bootles soverely. “These
boys had permission to leave their
I'orm-room whe vy had written a
hundred lin ¢ you written
your lines,

“Yes, sir

“But—but—but——" gasped Herr
Kinkel. ““It vas till six o'clock. Mit
mein own cars I ehall hear you toll
dem 2

hat was rescinded, and T re-
quested a prefect to tell them so. But

if you were under the impression,
Herr Kinkel, that theso boys had
broken detention, you could have

mentioned the matter to me, and if
they had been guilty I should have
punished them. You had no right
to take the matter into your own
bands. You are a master on the
Modern side at this school, sir, and
have no authority whatever over
> cal pupils. How dare you under-
take to punish boys in my Form—to
inflict corporal punishment with your
own hands?” exclaimed Mr. Bootles
indignantly.

“Ach!" I tink tat tey preak
pounds, and I goes after dem to
fetch dem back,” said Herr Kinkel.
“Den dey plays a trick on me. I
finds ozzer poys in a room zat is all
in Al,lvlld()\\’—l whacks dem in mistake

“A very reckless and foolish mis-
take,” said Mr. Bootles. “Their
headmaster will _probably make a
complaint to Dr. Chisholm on the sub-
I should certainly do so in his
place.”

“Vy dey not stop venn I call to
dem, hein?” roared Herr Kinkel.
“I tinks tat I anf a master, and tat
poys shall obey me!”

*“How could we stop when he was
chasing us with a big stick, “sir?”
sobbed Jimmy Silver, still trembling.
“And we saw him assault the Bag-
shot boys, sir—and they hadn’t done
anything. They were sitting quiotly
haying their tea when he rushed in
and attacked them. After that we—

3 »

W

“I sce tat dose poys are rasgally
young  peasts——" " roai Herr
Kinkel.

‘Moderato your language, sir, in
this room, if you please !” rapped outd
Mr. Bootles “I am not accustomed
to listening to Prussian bullying, as

meonn

o
ably o U
i Moin l;..u);?. you h",?’
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» JOU aro yype o
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strong donby, i sy

“Yos, yos. .

Horr  Kinky 1};‘

caution, Keeping the:
him and I;Jh:g‘t\”oi"'
10 were a wild anima] h'
spring at any Moment,
hfnkwl did not move, Hewyou

The Classical Foy by
doorway, backed into l}xﬂw {
bolted.” What My, Brw ¢
lI\lr-rr {\'mkvl after thy ;!
knew, but it was prol v
very plain lnnguargc b‘u’w

But the Fistical Four weee
the ond study, where they b,“;
carpot and kicked up thee fay
roared.

“Ha, ha, ha! Oh, deurl &
Classia]

ha!” yelled the
chorus. “Good old Bootls!
is a brick! Did you.ae
face? Oh, dear!”

The wild yells from the wd
were heard alopg the pusgy
Fourth-Formers came croiiscs
hear what the dickens was il

“What's the matter ¥l
demanded Townsend. W
matter. with Kinkel? I're jat

im, and he looks a5 misi

demanded Topham.
“Ha, ha, ha!” e
“Yo howling gosoces: "H4
all about i® or sare well <0

roa lzm'l‘\ e
“Ha, a !
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and told the tale. And piald
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