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Algy struck out reckiessly on all sides, as his horse leaped forward. In a few moments he
pU LLED Up ' would have been clear. But the leader of the “Flour-bag Gang " whipped a lariat from his
® saddle, and the rope uncoiled through the air after the fleeing schoolboy. It was the Honourable

Algernon's first experience of ihe lasso! Someihing clutched him and plucked him from the saddle. *“0Oh gad!"” gasped Algy.

The 1st Chapier. “T see that it's a jolly good stunt, “Bosh, old fellow ! ] Bob Lawless’ occupation was a pecu- | and Bob was engazed in rubbing them

- - = - - & 5 8 E ! & ™ a = 5= o
AV & Tors and I see that it will do the Dandy ot Bob Lawless had evidently made up | liar one. | into a half-dried puddie left by recent
. i g s Cedar Creek a lot of good. 'What | his mind. He had been sorting out old clothes, | rain—apparently to make them din-
“Bob, old chap——" more do we want?” _ - Frank Richards watched his chum and‘ he had selected a pair of rough | gier than they were already.
“Well 2" “Buti he’s Beau'scousin, you know, | in silence. It was early morning— | leather trousers, a dmgy Mexican | The person who was to wear those
R R e | and—" only the first rays of the sun were | jacket, thrown aside by a cowman, | clothes, when Bob had finished with
e s i 3 e ik “That's why I'm takinz zll this | showing over the barmier of"the Rocky | a ragged Stetson hat, and a pair of | them. was not to be envied.
- == 1 1 4 I Vi 1 £} 5 | | 1 1 - v =
pely ! vouble ‘about him."” explained Bob | Mountains to ¢ east, a auncient boots that had seen betier hat the dickems are you grum-
Bosl trouble “about * expl i Bob | Mount t th £ Frank t boots that ha ' bett ; ““What (éTS are g
. - R . - ;| T i L | - * - i . s - - * - * T . - k| e = =
“You see "—Frank Richards besi- | Lawless. *““If he wasn't the Cherub’s | Richards and his Canadian cousin | davs, and seen the last of them. { bliny at, Franky 2" saxd Bob, in an
ated—** you see. Bob—— cousia, 1 shouldn't bother ™ | were down unusually-early that morn- That extraordinarv collection had | injured tone. “‘Isn't Beau's cousi
B | _ S j OUsin

b

“0Oh, ] see!l” assented Bob Lawless, “But——" Ang, bean taken out oi the ranch-bouse, i (Continued on nezt page.)
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3 : fﬁﬂr&:" caid Beauclerc in perp!éxit;r: }‘ l"k"ere Beauclere still hesitated, bu.t.

.....
_____

A - : =3 up
Algy the joke of the school. with his | starched

biessed Etons and hiz top hat ?’

“Yes, but-—"

*“tlasn't Miss Mcadows told him to
get into more suitable rig——"

. Yes——

* And hasn’t he said that he's going
to stick to his own 51::!&—*—”

['E3 But =3 :

“*And haven't
him a change of clothes,
dandified than his own

Frank Richards laughed.

*But this is rather too thick, Bob,"
he said.

“Not a bit of it,” answered Bob
Lawless cheerily. “What the dear
boy wanis is a lesson. and that's what
he's going to get. I guess he ought
to be gratelul to us for taking all this
trouble.™

*“1 rather think be won’t  be,
though !’ grinned Frank Richards.

“It's an ungrateful world,” said
Hob. * All a chap can do 1s to keep
on doing good turns, without bother-
ing about the gratitude.”

e rancher's son colfected up the
dusty, dingy, muddy articles of attire
=t lazgt, 11 2 bundle. dEN

T peckon they'll do now.” he
satd. I guess I won't make "em too
rubby, as Algv is so fastidious. We'll
i‘l‘h him off lightly.”

“Nl¥ hat!
lightly —"

*NMore than he deserves. Uome on,
we've got to iix it up with Billy Cook
hefore breakfast.” :

“J suppose you're going to have
vour swav, Bob——"

“ [ cuess g0 Come on!™

The chums of Cedar Creek pro-
readed 1o the cabin oocupied by Billy
Cook, the foreman of the Lawless
RBM}L 3 ¥ £ Gy

Billy Cook was at breakfast.

He was breakfasting end mepding a
up at the same time on a bench
e his cabin. e looked up

rancher’'s son lﬂﬂ'ﬂfﬁhﬂ
“Waal?"” he said. ' -
“T've got the rig-out, Billy,” =aid
Bab 1 ﬂﬁ]m “Took ™

ve decided to get
i bit ﬁ?si

If that's letting him off

“Haw, haw, haw!” roared the
ranchman. _
“We can rely on ‘vou, Billy?

Yoit'll he cn the spot carly ?”™

“You bet!™

* With a couple of the hands "

“*Leave it to me. Bob !

“And mind, the milgrim isn't to
know who wou are, of course.  We
don’t want amy complamts fo come
aldng to the popper.’ ‘

*1 guess can work tihe riffle,”
apswered Billy Cook. “You [eave it
to me, sir. It's a cinch I

Bob Lawless depesited the bundle
on the bench beside the ranchman,
and the chames of (ledayr Creek strolled
back to the ranch-house for break-
fast. |
Bob Lawless was smiling cheerily;
and Frank Richards, though he had a
rather doubtful expression, smiled too,

There was no doubt that the
Honcurable Algernon Beauclerc was
in need  of instruction; bat Frank

were a little too drastie,
cortain that the Honourable Algernon
would find them so.

"“You seem very cheerv this morn-.
ing, Bob,” remarked Mr. Lawless,
ciancing at his son’s smuling face at
the breakiasi-table.

*1 guess so, popper,” answered
Bob. *I'm geing to do a good deed
this morping.” "

“A good turn to a pilgrim and a
stranger,”” explained BnL

“You voung rascal!™ replied the
rancher. laughing.

Mr. Lawless asked no questions,
however. After breakfast the chums
mounted their horses to ride to the
school. They did not see Billy Cook
as they started. That burly gentle-
man had disappeared.

The 2nd Chapler.
Held Up on the Trail.

“What a picture ! murmured Bob
Lawless.

Fruonk Richards smiled.

The two cousing had reached the
fork of the trail in the timber, where
they usnally met Vere Beauclerc on
thetr way to school.

“¥Nere Beauclerc and his cousin were
in sight, - trottine up by the branch'

odded to the

| as they rode u

wondered whether his chum’s methods |
It was quite |

catehing  his

'ROUGH ON ALGERNON

(Continued from
the previous page.)

trail from “Q0Old "™Man Beau-
clere’s ™ eabin on the cresk.

The Honourable Algernon was,
as Bob rematrked. a picture.

The previous day—his first dav
at Cedar Creek School—the
Honourable i.iﬂgernnn had turned
m . spotless array: Eton

collar, and tau; mmﬂr

lete.  The merriment his arrav
ad caused in the backwoods srh;;]
did not  scem to worrv him.
Miss Meadows, the schoolmi

bad warned him that it would be
adyisable to change into more service-
able attire for a frontier schoal. But

the Honourable Aley knew better. |

He had paid no heed whatever to his
schoolmistress’ injunctions. Algy did
not exactly mean to be disrespectful,
but he was so accustomed to having
his own way that it did not occur to
him to do otherwise.

Vere had argued with his cousin in
vain. Algy knew betier, and’ it was
quite useless to argue with a fellow
who knew better. S0 the Cherab
had given it up. :

Accidents had happened to Algy's
topper the previous day. He had left
it a wreek at Cedar Creek. But he
had replaced it with another, as glossy
and beautiful as the firsf. Old Man
Beauclerc’'s calan was crowded out
with the “truck ™ his nephew had
brought from England, and it was
likely to ba a Jong time before Algy
came {o the end of his beautitul
clothes.

Vere. Beauelere zave his chums 2
nod, with a half-apologetic and half-
amused glance at Algy.

“Here we are,” he said.
iate ths time ™

“Algy seems to have forgotten
what Mise Meadows told him vester-
day.” remarked Frank Richards

Beauelere shrugged his shoulders.

“By gad!

&4 xﬂt

man:” asked Algy.

** About your clobber, you know."”
he"‘fh'at's the matter with my ¢lcb-
o2 ot : *4
“Nethivg,” said Frank, langhing.

= % 1 know. Fve h
O e
Creek who dresses deceiiﬂ?—-‘i _
that's all right! T'm settin® an ex-
ample, vou know!™ .

ejaculated Dob

““An example?”
Lawless. .

“Yaas. The sooner the other
fellows leamm to dress like me, the
better, you know. What?"”

“I euess 1t would be rather diffi-
cult in this section,” grinned Bob
Lawless. “There's no f{ashionable

]

at Cedar |
But |

tatlors in the Thompson Valler, And |

)

thase collags——

Alzernon noddéd.

“Vaas " he remarked. “IU've had
a lot of anxiety about mv callars.
But it's all rizht! There's a Chinese
laundry in Thompson where they can
zet up my linen. That’s o boon and
a blessin’, 1sn't £

*T cuess it must be,. Come on!™

The four rumiors rode on through
tho timber. ‘

Vere Beauclerc wae locking a little
worried.  He found his cousin from
the old counfry a rather heavw ro-
sponsibility on his hands. Bob Law-
less glanced about him several times,
_ the trail towards
Cedar Creek School.

Bab seemed to be rather expectant
of something, and his expectations
were not Jdisappointed,

At n place where the trail ran
through a narrow, rocky defile, three

harsemen came out into the trai] as |

the schoolbors came trotting by and
Frank Richards & Co. had to pull
rein, The three riders blocked the
trasl m advance.

“Hallo !” ejacnlated Vere Beau-
cleve. “ What the dickens—"

*““Halk 1"

“1 guess we've halted!” said Bob,
“What do you want?®” -

Frank Richards was silent. The
three horsemen weare not recoznis-
able, but Frank had a pretty clear
idea who thev were. The three had
flour-bags drawn over their faces,
with eye-holes cut in them, through
which their ewves _
The Honourable Alzernon blinked at
them in wonder and alarm, He had
heard his chums speak of the “ Flous-
bng Gang,” a mang of outrasts who
had once haunted the Thompson
Vallev, #11 they were rounded up by
the sheriff.

“I—T—1 say, Vera!” he gzasped,
_ consin- by the zrm.
“Are those iohnnies—what d've call
‘emn—robbers?™ .

“PBlossed if I kmow what thi!.“‘-

[
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wera twinkling. |

i

¢
|
id Miss - Meadows | «
{ tel! me anzthin’ yesterday, dear old

“More likely practical iokers. There
are no road-agents in the Thompson
‘allev, or this side of the Line at
all, for that matter.”

The leader of the flour-bag tsio
pushed his horse a little nearer io the
schonlbovs.

“You can ride on, youne Law-
less!  Yon, oo, Richards.- And vou,
young Beauclere." :

“Right yon are!” said Bob.

“T guess we want a leetle ialk
with your friend, that's all,” said the
four-bag zentleman.

“My cousin?”’ ezclaimed Beau-
clerc.

Ak '5:"'{; ‘l‘.l

“I—l say ! ejaculated Algv in dis-
may. "By gad! Look here, if yoo
think von are goin' io rob me—"

“All O.K. ! We ain't road-agents.
We only want vou to mosey. aleng
with us a leetle.”

“What does he mean by moser,
Verg!”

“Ga with them,” s2id Beauclere.

*You're not going, Aley. We're
all sticking together."

“Come on, Cherub!” said Bob
Lawless. v

il Bui—-—'"‘-” =

*“They wou't hurt, Algv. This

b 5 |

Way
“I'm not——  Let go, vou ass!”

exclaimed Beauclere in astonishment.
But Bob Lawless did not let go.

e had caught Beauclere’s rein,
and urging on his own horse, drew
thhie Cherub’s steed after him. Be-
fore Beauclere quite realised what
wase happening, he was galloping on
to Cedar Creek with Bob, and Frank
Richavds was riding after them. The
flour-bag trio opened out to let them
pass. and then closed in on the Hon-

onrnlle Algernpn, as he attempted to
fﬂ]]ﬂﬂ'q. o
The ,schoolboys were a  hundred

vards up the trail, and had rounded
a bend before Beauclere succeeded

in pulling in his horse. ;
“Stop!” he exclrimed.  **'What
does this mean, Bob? I'm not goiur

to leave Algy in the lurch !

“1 guess vou are!" grinned Bob.
pa

They won't burt him!

“How do vou lnow?"
“Well ] gness T do know, and &0

does Franky.”

Beauclere locked from one to the
ather of his chums. |

o fcllows ‘are only practical
iokers, 1 su ,.. ;“'f?f’#%jiﬂ paad. - on s

i AT pES '.,." L -“';'f".“ Matw
Eex vid sopnest imended 1”7 was
Bob wiess’” Jreply. “ Algernon
won wirt. Let's go on.”

“0Oh, come on, Cheruli! We've ot
to get to school. von knaw.”

“But Algyr—"

“Alry will follow on—when he's
changed his clothes——"

“Changed his clothes!” exclaimed
Beanclere. i

“You've wol it!"”

“Liook here. Bob——"

“This war!"

“T think 1'd better go back,™ said
Beauclore.  *“Aley  doesn’t wunder-
stand this region, and practical jokes
arve rather cut of place on a tander-
foos. "

Y1 guess not. Come on!”

“T'm not coming an. Bob

“1 reckon vou are!” grinned Bob
Lawless. *Chevub, old chap, rou
don’t want te hcght veur old pards,
do vou? And vou can't mesev back
without,”

“Tt's all serene. Beaw.” said Frank
Richards. “Only one of Bob's
idiotic jokes!”

“Yes, but——"

Wi}

“Come on!

&t
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romantic story than this wonderful tale of
the days of old when Robin Hood and his
merry men held sway, in Sherwood Forest.
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| leader whipoed a lariat

[ phucked him from the sad

néxt moment, arie]

Bob was still grasping his remn, and
he urged the horses on again, And
the chums trotted on towards Cedar
Creek.

The 3rd Chapter.
A Change of Attire.

Alzernon Beauclere blinked at the
Hour-bagged fiders as they closed
round him, in very considerable
alarm. p

stooped to pull open the bundle.

ihe ﬂour-?
came off In

25/10/19
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Aley blinked at him.. He made no
movement, and the four-baz man
As
he did so, Algy suddenly draggzed
icose his right arm, and snatched ag
on the man’s head. It
Is grasp.
The ruddy, bearded face of Billy-
Cook was disclosed. "

Algv gave a cry of astonishment.

He had seen the foreman of the
Lawless Ranch, and he recognised

. him at once.

FHe made an effort to push his horse |

through, but his

he had to ston.
2 “Look bere, you t]imrrid ruf-
ans——" began Algy hotly.

“"Nuff said! GﬂnE&uwn E?:

“By zad! I'm not getting down
for vyou!" said Algernen indepen-
dentlv. “I don't know who you are,
and I don’t care, but I'm not afraid
of vou!”

“Look hver! Are you getting
down?” rnared the leader of the
Flour-bag Gang.

“No fear!”

“Then I reckon T'll tumble you
off I

Algy compreseed his lips.

There was no doubt that Algemon
was a dandv of the first water, and
several sorts of an ass, but he pos-
sassed the quality of pluck. He was
alarmed, but he was not by any
means frightened. FHe did not doubt

bridle was held, and

that he had fallen into the hands of |

a desperaie gang of road-agents, but
surrender was not in his thoughts.
He gripped his natty nding-whip,
and struck his horse a sharp blow.
As the animal bounded ferward. Algy
struck ous reckléssly on all sides.
There was a loud roar. from the
flour-bag leader. as he caught che
whin across the flour-ber on his face.

In his surprise, he let zo the bridle, | ]
concertina as a hat.

horse leaped forward,
way clear before him.
drove his steed on des-

and Al=y's
with the
Alzernon
peratels.
have been clear,
froin his
saddle, 2nd the rope uncoiled through
the air after the feeinz schoolbor.

It was the Honourable Algernon’s
first experience of the lassc,

What happened to himx he hardly
Enow. .

He was only aware that something
clutched him 1n  full  career, and

‘He wes sitting in the . the.

o ' = *-'F-JE_ = .--5'.
his horss, startied
the

and scared, dashed on down
trail,
“Oh mad!” gasped Algy.
“Haow. haw. haw!”
**T rerkoned the rinta woold do 8.7
grinned Billy Cook.  *“ Nail him!™”
The HAour-bar  zentiemen dis-
mounted, and Algernen was quicklv
serured. He was so confused and

 breatnless from Ins sudden fall, that

he was quite incapable of offering
further resistance.

Stronz hands clesed on both his
arms, and he was rerked to his feet,
gnsning dazedlv.

“Ow ! You rotters! Wow '™
mumbled Algw.  “Oh!  Bedad!
Wow ™ |

“"Your—von  goldarned egalont!™

growled the flour-bag leader, rub.
bing his face. “1 guess vou're too

mighty spry with that whip of
yourn 3"

“T'll have you locked up for this!”
gesped Algy.

*Haw, haw, haw!"

The flour-bag leader threw a bundle
at Aley's feet,

‘““That's for you:"™ he said.

“What?"

“QOpen it!"

?
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In a few moments he would |

bt the fHour-bage | 3 A L1
' and he shivered as the sharp wind

A clothes 7 demanded Bil

:
i
!

l am | goin” to do?3

- not matier very much, to Algx. But |

remarkab

less indignation.
can wear those rags?”

Cook.

ever elegant in desizn.

Alsy.

mounted

| the hapless Algy.

“You!™ he velled. Lot
“Goldarn wvou!” exclaimed - Billy
Cookx wrathfullv. *“Why don’t =ou
hold the young seallywag, yon ‘uns !
He dtn?ged open the bundle, and a
¢ set of attire was revealed.

Algv stared ag it
“Now change!” said Billy Cook,

crossly.

w i 1“"'}Ht ?ll E

“Chaoge into them duds!™

*Is this a rotten joke?” demanded
Algy. relieved of his fear that the
flour-bag gentlemen were robbers, at
least.

Bills Cook grinned.

* 1 guess go. more or less,” he an.

swered. “But we're . waiting.
Therc’'s your clothes. Get into
them ! |

“Iwon't!” roared Algy, in breath-
“Do you ithink I

1] 13

reckon so!” assented. Billy

“1 won'tl”

“Take his duds off I said the
ranchman.
But the

Algy began to struggle.

two ranchmen who beld him were

rather too hefty for Algy's resistance
to have much effect. His shining
topper was already off, and oné of
the' flour-bag gentlepien had trodden

on 1t—making it look as much like a

His beautifully-

fitting Efon jacket was whipped off,

and his waistcont. and theun -his ole-

gant “bags " and his gleaming boots. .
Alzvy was left in rather airy ‘aktite.-

struck himn The Canadian auitumn
was not a time for thm attire, how-°
“Groooznl”  gasped :lfg'erﬁﬂm
“You awful brutes! Oonocli?’”
“ Are youl gomg to get into your

Iy Cook, 25l
“No!” yellad Aley ' :

“I guess you .]_:ia_%ﬁ;t much *a':hi:;im
about i£.” remarked the ranch fore-

man. * Howsumdever, : ol
- ver, gn?um:m

““Oh, you awful beacts 1" wailed

“Haw, bhaw, haw!” _

Billy Cook and his companions r¢-
their borses, taking thp
Honouarabla Algernon’s clothes with

{ them. Alzy stared after them blankly,

as thev galloped down the trail, and"
disappeared irom sight. 2L
“Oh zad?” he stuttered. "'_’Wftut.j

He shivered agam. e
His look expressed the strongest dis-
taste and disgust, as it dwelt en the

vlothes so carefully selected for him:
bv Bob Lawless that morming. Buat
there was cvidently no choice in the
matter,

1t was too cold to walk about wirhs
out clothes. even if there were no’

other ponsideratious—and theré were..

With decp’ disgust and reloctance-
Alzernon dragged on the old leather
trousors, shuddering at the contact.,

The ancient boots followed.

He hesitated long before he put on’
the old Mexican jacket, once gaudy,

but now a dingy and tawdry rag.

But 1t was on at last. As for the’
ragzed old Stetson, Algy leit that
Iving in the trail. He preferred to bo,
bareheaded. : | 1
He gave a deep groan when he was
fully arrayed. ' 1.
The change in his appearanee was'
siartliing. The racgedest *““hobo ">
that aver “moseved " up the Thomp-
sonn Valley, -was beiter clad than the
Honourable Alzernon at  that,
moment. A
“Now, What am I goin’ to do ™
he muttered. *“0Oh, those rotters—
and those other rotters to ride on an’
leave me in the lurch like that ! Why,
myv hat, that awful beast Lawless
must have had a hand in it!- That
raffian is emnloved on the ranch! It's
a plant! Oh dear!” '
Exactiv what to do was a pizle to

He was ﬂ.’T‘E‘—ﬂIII late fon ﬁrhmﬂ—-- |
though “school did mnot doom ' very
largely iu his thoughis. That dide

he was nearly two miles {rom home,
and his horsc was gome. It had "W
dashed up the trail, and vanished to-:

wards Cedar Creek—and Algy could
not belp suspecting that Bob Law+
less would see that it did not return.
Walking two miles was no attraction
fo Alzernon, especially as the timber!
trails were new to him, and he had:

‘only the very vaguest idea of the way
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Yo get’ back to the Beauclerc clear-
me.

The thought of wandering about all
day, in his present attire, made him
shudder,

But to go on to the school, clad as
he was pow, that was an unnerving
Prospect.

“0Oh, the awful rotters!” groaned
Algy, as he thought it over.

- He lingered in the faint hope that
the ranchmen might relent, and come
back with his clothes; or that Frank
Richards & Co. might return. But
thiere was no sound on the trail. He
was left alone, and it was necessary
to move,

“Oh dear!” said Algr again.

He knew Le was close to Cedar
Creek—it would be in sight round
the Lend of the trail. There was
evidently nothing else to be done, and
Algy, with a wrathful face, tramped
on, the old boots sgquashing and
creaking under him as he went head-
ing for Cedar Creek.

The 4th Chapter.
Poor Algy!

* Beauclerc!”

“Yes, Miss Meadows?"

The Cedar Creek fellows were In
class. Miss Meadows noted at once
the absence of the new boy.

Bob Lawless and his comrades had
come into school, wondering a little
where Algernon was. Bob had caught
his horse on the trail, and brought it
on to Cedar Creek; but Algy was
only ten minutes’ walk distunt, and
Bob Had expected him fo turn up
before lessons commenced. But
Algernon hadn't turned up.

Beanclerc ¢oloured as Miss Mea-
cows addressed him. Algy’s ghsence
had to be explained, and the Cherub
did not quite know how to explain it.

“Nour cousin has not arrived at
school this morning, Beauclere,” said
Miss Meadows.

“He — he Miss
Meadows. "

“Then he is Jate!”

“1—1 think he has been delayed,
ma'am."”

“1f you please, Miss Meadows®
said Bob Lawless meekly., “we met
Algernon on the trail, and—and per-
suaded him to change his clothes,
ma'am:. "’

Miss Meadows started.

“Indead I" she said.

“¥Ye-e-es, indeed, Miss Meadows.”

M Very weH!™ said the school-
mistress abruptly.

She was puzzled, but she allowed
the subject to drop. Lessons com-
menced at Cedar Creek.

The first lesson was over, when
footsteps were heard in the passage
outside the school-room.

“Here he comes, I guess!” mur-
mured Bob Lawless.

The door opened.

All eyes in the class were turned
fowards the latecomer as he entered.

Then there was a gasp.

It was followed by a wild howl.

“Ha. ha, ha”

The Honourable Algernon stood in
the doorway.

Algy’s attire had attracted much
atteniion at Cedar Creek the previous
day. It attracted still more now,
though it was very different. Alger-
non had been a dandy the day before,
but now—certainly Solomon, in all
his glory, was never arraved like
Alzernon at the present moment.

He stood with a crimson face, in
dirty leather trousers, fturned up
ahout a foot from the ankle, as they
were much too long for him—dingy
ﬂnmn's jacket, and creaky, leaky

ts.

Miss Meadows gazed at him trans-
fixed.

Mr. Slimmey and Mr. Shepherd
looked round, and tried not to laugh.
But they couldn’t help it. And their
classes howled.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh. what a sight for sore eves!"”
velled Chunky Tedgers. ** Where did

is coming,

-

iﬁﬂ pick up those duds? Ha, ha, |
E-I‘,
“Silence 1V exclaimed Miss

Meadows, finding her voice at last,

““Ha, ha, ha!”

A Silence, 1 repeat!
what do vou mean by coming to
school late, and clad in such a ridicu-
lous manner?” exclaimed the Cana-
dian schoolmistress rilx.

“Oh dear!” was Algy's repls.

* Explain vourself at once.”

“1 didn’t want to come like this!”
gasped Algernon. *I've been robbed
of my clothes."”

“What?”

“Some awful rotters stopped me on
the trail, and made me change into
these rags!” howled Algernon. *1t
wasn't my fanlt.”

* Goodness gracious!™

“Jt's an outrage!” gzsped the new

boy. *“An awiul outrage! This
globber 1sn’t even clean! Ow]”
“Lawless [ ¥  exclaimed Miss

Beauclere, |
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Meadows, turning towards the grin-
ning Boh.

Bob tried not to grin as he caught
the schoolmistress’ eye.

‘: Ye-es, ma'am,” he stammered.

“You know something about this,
I presume?”

“I, ma’am?®”

“Yes, you, Lawless! You stated
that Beauclere had stopped to change
his clothes. Is this an absurd joke
on "vour part!’

*“Oh, Miss Meadows!”

* Answer me at once, Lawless.”

Bob Lawless coughed.

“Well, ma’am, youn—you see, vom
told the guloot to change, you know,
and—and some fellows thought ther'd
help him. 1—1 knaw. But—but I
couldn't very well interfere, counld 1™

“Well, T do not know that you
were called upon to interfere., Law-
less,” said Miss Meadows,
vou know who the persons were who
made vou chanwe into this exceed-
ingly disreputable attire®”

“1 know one of them,” said Algy.
* A beast >

“What?”

“I mean, a man named Cook—Billy
ook,” satd Algernon. “TI'm goir
to the ranch after lessons to——"

*“It is ridiculous!” exclaimed Miss
Meadows. ““As you have no other
clothes here, 1 suppose rou must
remain like that. It is vou own fanlt,
for having dressed in such an absord
way yesterday. You provoked this
absurd practica! joke.”

“Well, I like that!"
Algernon indignantly.

exclaimed

.....
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He cartainly was not so ““wide ” as
he supposed ; but he was wide enough
to recognise the fact that the Cana-
dian schoolmistress was not to be
trifled with at that moment, He
made up his mind quite suddenly to
obey orders,

*0Oh, all right!” he mumbled.

And he limped to his desk, and sat
down between Vere Besuclerc and
Frank Richards, who gave him plenty
of room. They were not anxious for
contact with Algernon’s clothes,

There were continuous ripples of
merriment in Miss Meadows' class
that mornirg, in spite of the school-
mistress’ frowns.

For the merriment of the fellows
Algy did not care so much, but he
blushed deeply at the merry dmiles of
Molly Lawrence and the other girls.
He seemed to be sitting on pins and
needles all the morning.

When lessons were over, Algy was
glad to escape from the school-room
but 1t was only escaping from the
irying-pan-into the fire. In the play-
ground he was surrounded by a laugh-
ing ¢rowd. Algy was not enjoring
his second day at Cedar Creek.

The Eth Chapter.
Algy's Vengeance.

“Rotéors!™

The Honourable Algernon made
that remark to Frank Richards & Co.
when they came out after dinmer. The
Co. were grinning—even Vere Beau-
clere was grinning, though he was
mither conterned for the unhappy
Algry, ~
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leather trousers turned up about a foot from the ankle, and a dingy
boots. Miss Meadows gaxed at him
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With that Algernon furned on his
heel and walked away. |

Frank Richards & Co. looked 2t one
another in some dismay, Frank
whistled softly.

“1—I say, there'll be a row i Algy
blabs all this out to your father, Bob.
P'm afraid Billy Cook will be called
over the coals,”

Bob knitted his brows.

“If he's pesky scallywag enough,
let him!" he growled. “I'm not
going to ask him to keep his mouth
shut. Bother him !

Beauclere  flushed uncomforiably,
but said nothing. The three c¢hums
were in a much less merry mood when
they went into the lumber school for
afternoon lessons, Alrernon’s threat
made the matter a little more serious,
for 1t was not easy to tell exactly
what view the rancher might take of
the matter.

Algernon had changed his stniking
attire in fime for afterncon lesscns,
Black Sam, the stableman, had
oblized him with a change, having on
hand some cast-off clothes that had
belonged to Frank Richards the pre-
vious term. Frank had given them
to Black Sam to turn an honest penny
on, and the astute Samuel had seized
this opportunity, He had turned a
good deal more than an honest penny
on those clothes. Algy would have
given almost their weight in gold for
them. And he had -::-c-rta.i.":i?:.-' patd
more for them second-hand than
Frank Richards had paid for them
new.
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escaped the class,

“That will do. Get to your place.”

**1 want my horse,” said Algernon
sulkily. “I'm goin’ home.”

“*What? What?”

“1 can’t hang about in this awful
clobber, can I?" howled Algernon.
“1 want to go home, and Vere will
have to come and show me the way."”

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Frank
Richards.

The Honourable Algy evidently did
not realise that he was no longer in
an mdulgent home, dealing with a
meek and indulgent tutor, But he
was going to realize it.

“ Beauclere,” satd Miss AMeadows,
“vyou are unaccusiomed to our ways,
and perhaps you do not mean to be
impertinent.”

“Not at all,

goin® home.”

“You are not going home, boy.”

“But T waut to,” said Algernon.

“Bless my soul!” murmured Miss
Meadows.

Algernon eovidenily regarded his
last statement as a clincher,

“Come on, Vere,” called out
Algernon. “I can’t find the dashed
way alone!”

*“*Boy,” exclaimed Miss Meadows,
““zo o your place at once!”

“1 can’t—like this.”

“QOber me at once !”

i w‘-lm'a-ﬁt?'j

*Do you wish me to cane you?”

“0Oh gad! Oh no!”

*Then go to your place instantly !1”

The Honourable Algernon measured
Miss Mecdows with his eve. The
greephorn - of Cedar Creek rather
prided ‘himseif upon being “wide,™.

maam. I'm only

All eyes turned towards the doorway and a howl of merriment
Algernon stood, with crimson face, in dirty

cowman's jacket and creak
transfixed. } Az iy

o Algernon shook his fist under Bob
Lawless' nose, whiclr only made Bob
laugh all the more.

“You can chortle now!"
Algernon indignantly.

“Thanks, T will! Ha, ha, ha!”

““Ha, ha, ha!" came in a roar from
the playground,

“Oh, those
Chunky Todgers.

“And those boots!” roared Eben
Hacke,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Algernon frowned darkly.

“I'm-not standin’ this awful out-
rage,” he said. “1 know the ruffian
who did it. I jolly well pulled the
bag off his face. I'm goin’ to the
ranch after lessons.”

“Going to lek Billy Cook?®™
chuckled Bob,

exclaimed

trousers!” gizgled

“The rufffian ought to be reported |

to his employer!™ said Algemnon
loftils. ‘““Perbaps vour father won't
think this so funny as von do, Law-
lass !™ : ‘

Bob's merry laugh was suddenly
checked.

“Why,
began,

“Algy,” said Beauclere, colouring,
* vou need not make a fuss about it at
the ranch, Mr. Lawless would mast
likely be annoyed at Billy Coock help-
ing Bob in a joke like this.”

*1 should jolly well think so ™ said
Algzarnon emphatically,

*“Well, then, don’t go to the ranch.
Take a joke, and play the zame, old
dIB}'!- " .
ki Rﬁi’ﬁ :I:I'

b

you he

scallywag

1

But he felt better in them—and un-
doubtedy he looked better.

Bob lawless wore a slightly
troubled look during afternoon
lessons. He was thinking of the pro-
bable results of Algernon making a
complamit at the ranch. Vere Beau-
clerc was more troubled still. with a
sense of shame for his cousin,

Aftor lessons the schoolbovs started
for the corral to fetch ocut their
horses, and then Beauelere spoke
quietly to the dandy of Cedar Creek.

“You're not gomng to the ranch
Algy 1™ he said, in a low voice.

“I am!” snapped Algy.

"It may make a lot of trouble for
Bob.™

“I‘{E’s made trouble enough for me,
hasn't he!"
““That was only a joke, anyway,
and you asked for it——"’

“*Rot!”
“This is comphining. It's like
sneaking, and .

“I'm goin'!” said Algernon, in a
tone of finality.

“1t's rotten, Aley !”

“Rats!"”

Bob Lawless compressed his lips.
He would not ask Alzvy {0 hold his
‘tonguc about what had oceurred, but
he was deeply worried at the prospect
of burly, gocd-natured Billy Cook
being hauled over the coals by his

| father for taking a part in the joke

on the tenderfoot. Bob's feelings
towards the tenderfoot were far from
amiable just then, and he did not
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quqalttett& rode on the homeward
trail.

At the fork in the trail Vere Bean-
clerc east an almost beseeching look at
his cousin, but Algy did not seewn to
see .- He rode on- after Frank
Richards and Bob, and Beauclere,
with a flushed face, followed.

- “Algy!” he called out.
“T'm goin’ on to the ranch., You

i can go home."”

o]

“*T'll come, too, but
*“Let him do as he likes,” said Bob
Lawless scornfully. “1  wouldn't
mind if it wasn’t for landing poor eld
Billy into a row with popper. Of all
the pesky, mean, sneaking coyotes
” Bob paused. ] won't sy
what I think, as he’s wour cousin,
Cherub.™ '

Beauclere looked deeply distressed,
but he did not answer. Algermon
gave Bob Lawless a rather carious
ook, and rode on.

1t was not a merry party that
arrived at the Lawless Ranch.

Algy's face was set and determined,
and his three companions were feeling
angry with him. and more ashamed
than they were angry.

Mr. Lawless was sighted on the
trail, talking to Billy Cook. The
ranch foreman grinned at the sight of
Algernon, and walked away., and Mr.
Lawless greeted the schoolboys with
a cheery nod.

“Your cousin, I suppose, Bean-
clere ™ said the rancher cheerily.

“Yes, Mr. lLawless,” said Beau-
clere, in a low voice,

Frank Richards compressed his lips.
Bob drew a deep breath of anger, as
he prepared to hear Algernon's tale

| of woe poured into the cars of his

— T —— -

| speak to him, or look at him, as the s iststaisiaiataiaiaiatafaie 4

| rancher,

TN R N ARG

father.

“Mr. Lawless ¥" asked Algernon.

“Yes, my bos—DBob's father,” said
the rancher, with a smile. “I'm
glad you've come over to see us.
How do yvou like Canada ?”

*1t’s rather soon to say how I like
it, sir.” answered Algernon; *“‘but
I've found the people vers obligin’.”

“*I'm glad of that,” said the
though he was a litile
puzzied by Algernon’s tone.

Frank Richards & Uo. were grimly

' stient.

Mr. Lawless seemed fo realise that
something was amiss, for he locked
rather sharply from one to another.

“ Very obhigin® indeed !” continued
Algernon  calmly. *““They have a
very kind way of puttin' a chap up to

|.the customs of the country. Bob has

been no end kind to me in that waz.”

“Indeed I"" said the rancher.

“Yes, indeed; I'm ever so much
obliged to him. He's taken a lot of
trouble,” said Algernon. “1 thought
I'd run over and have the pleasure of
makin’ your acquaintance, sir, as Bob
has been so very kind, Good-evenin’,
- off

Algernon wheeled his horse,

“0Oh!"” ejaculated Bob.

Beauclere's clouded face ecleared,
and he smiled. It dawned upon all
three of the chumns now that Algy—
Algy the greenhorn, Algy the tender-
foot—had been gently pulling their
leg as a punishment for the enforced
change of attire in the timber that
morning.

“Dou’t run away, my lad,” said
Mr. Lawless. “You'll come in to
supper, Bob. Bring vour friends in."

“Yes, dad !” gasped Bob.

Mr. Lawless went mto the house.
The schoolbows dismounted, and
three pairs of eves were fixed on
Algernon. Algy smiled.

* So—so—so vou're not—you didn’'t
—you——" stuttered Bob.

“Only pollin® your silly leg, old
scout !” said Algy cheerfully. “I'm
not a sneak, you know. Are we
goin' in to supper, Vere?"

*“I guess you are, you blessed ass!”
exclaimed Bob Lawless, clapping the
Honourable Algernon on Em ghoul.
der. “You can't help being a silly
ass, I guess, but you're the right sort,
atter all. T'm sorry I thought——"

“Oh, you can’t think, dear boy!™
answered Algy coolly. “Don’t try.
It's not mm your line, you know,
begad !™

Bob Lawless laughed, and linked
his arm in Algy's to lead him into the
ranch,

THE END.
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A Grand, Long, Complete Story of JIMMY y

The 1st Chapter.
A Very Important Meeting.

“You let me in!”

_ Tubby Muffin's veice was loud and
mdignant.

The fat Classical was standing at
the door of the box-room, and thump-
g on it with a fat fist.

The box-room was at the end of the
Fourth Form ssage, which was
doserted, save for Reginald Muffin.
The buzz of voices in the room
showed that a good many of the
]l:,;lussiunl Fourth were assembled

e,

And the door was locked.

Naturally, Tubby Muffin was
wrathful and indignant. He was
locked out of the box-room, and the
aonly conclusion he could possibly

como to wua that a spread was going

ol, from which he was to be ex-
cluded. And the bare thought of
being excluded from a spread threw
Reginald Muflin into a state of the
deepest indignation.

Thump, thump!

“Jimmy Silver! Lovell! T say.
old chaps! You rotters! Let me
1 3

Themp! Bang!

“Cut off, you bothefing barrel!”

¢ame the wrathful voice of Arthur
Edward Lovell from within the box-
rul?m- i Buﬂ :‘H‘

*Sha'n't!” retorted Tubby Muffin,
cmboldened by the fact that there
vwas 8 solid onken door between him-
self and Arthur Edward.

_ “I'll come cut to you!" rcared
Lovell. |

- ¥You let me in!. Jimmy Silver—I
ﬁ’"‘g‘ r Jlm:ti',—'r“ £

“*You let me m!”

“It’s not a feed, vou fat chump!”
call_qd.uﬂh.Jimm? Silver. “It's a dis-
cussion.

“You can’t pull my lez, Jimmy!"

“-w.hfj FD“ Fu” 5 |

“You let me 1n, anyhow,” said
Tubby. “TI've a right in the box-
room, I suppose. In—in fact, I want
to laok for some—seme banknofes 1
left in myv box by mistake.”

“aia, he, hat"

There was 2 howl of merriment
from the box-room. Tubby Muffin's
statement did not find any believers
there.

Thump! Kick!

“Look here,
shouted Tubby.

“Better let the fat duffer in.,” mux-
mured Raby. *“If this row goes on
we shall have some of the Moderns
nosing round.”

\ .“ Bless him ™
Stiver.

The key turned in the lock, and the
door opened. Tubby Muffin grinned
with satisfaction. Ha was admitted
to the secret conclave at last. But
his grin vanished the next moment,
aud he roared. The meode of his ad-
mitfance was not to his taste, for
Arthur Edward Lovell reached out,
grasped him by the hair, and jerked
him headlong inside. Then Jimmy
Stiver closed and locked the door

I'm coming in!”

growled Jimmy

again.

“*Yooop!” roared Tubby. *““Yah!
Leggo my hair! Oh, my hat!
Yoooop!"”

“Well, you wanted to come in,”
remarked Lovell. Ha
Tubby's hair, and sniffed at his hand.
“1 forgot the fat beast uses hair-oil.
Grooogh! You fat porpoise——"

“Look here, do you call 13 pally to
leave a chap out of a feed?”
demanded Muffin reproachfully. “I'm
surprised st you, Jimmy Silver!™

“Fathead! There isn't any feed.™

Tubby Muffin blinked round the

box-room.
_ There were more than a dozen
juniors present, scated on boxes or
trunks, all of them belonging to the
(lassical Fourth, Buf there was cer-
tainly no sign of a feed. The fat
Classical's face fell.

“What the thump are yon doing
here, if there isa'"t any feed going
en?!” demanded Tubby, with an in-
jured expressicn.

“It's a discussion of ways and
means, fathead!” answered Jimmy
Silver, “‘and 1t's gol to be kept dark,

By OWEN CONQUEST.

] or the Moderns will be chipping in. |
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See? That's why you were left out,
because you're such a chatty chatter-
1}*}1. S“E‘B?” .

“If you think I can't keep a secret;
Jimmy——"

“Well, ¥f you don't keep this one
yoi'll be scalped!" growled Lowell,
“Shut up, now, and let's get on with
the washing.™

“But, I say—"'

“Kick him whenever he opens his
mouth,” =aid Momington.

ad Gmd egg !‘.l

“Yah!" growled Tubby Muffin.

The fat Classical dodged Lovell's
boot, and sat down on a trunk. He
wis disappoiited and indigmant.
There was no feed, evidently, and
to Tubby there were only two
pleasures in life—enjoying a feed, or
anticipating one fo come, But now
he was in the box-room curiosity kept
him there. He wanted to know all
about 1t. He always did.

“Now,” said Jimmy Silver, resum-
ing the remarks which had been in-
torrupted by the fat Muffin, “‘it's
settled that we, the Classicals, take
up this stunt and see it through.”

“Hear, hear!”

“No good letting the Moderns into
it. Tommy Dedd & Co. wouldn's be
any nse.”
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“Besides, they can come in as
audience, when the concert comes
off,” said Jimmy Bilver. *“They'll
have to pay for admission, of course.”

“Whﬂ.t'hﬂ!“

“Neow, some of you fellows know

how the matter stands.” said J immy,
“some of you don't. T'll explain in
a few w "

“The fewer the beiter."” remarked
Putiy of the Fourth, with a nod of
full sgreement.

“Dry up, Grace! You all know
Mrs. Wickers, who does sewing for
the Head's wife—a nice little body,”
said Jimmy Silver. “She’s a war
widow, you know, and does not live
on the fat of the land on her magnifi-
cent pension, One of the nippers was
ill, and Mrs. Wickers let the rent
run—I suppose she couldn't help it.
Landlord comes down, demands pay-
meont, which 1 sn't forthcoming, and
shoves in a bailiff—"

“Shame!",

*Rotten !

“Yes, it's a rotten shame!" said
Jimmy Silver.’ “0ld Grubb is a hard
nut to crack. But that's where Rook-
wood comes in. We went slong, and
chipped in, kept the bailiffs out, and
we've leit Mrs. Wickers full instruc-
tions for keeping the Huns at bay.”

“Oh gad !” ejacalated Mornington.

“As the matter stands, Mrs.
Wickers will be besieged in her cot-
tage every day by the bailiff Shingle
and his man Smunk,” said Jimmy

Stlver, “That's only to gain time, of
course, . The rent's got . to be paid.

I've got the particulars, and it comes
to six pounds, up to dete. I've per-
suaded Mrs., Wickers to leave the
matter to us. The poor soul doesn’t
know which way t0 turn, and it’s up
to us to see her through. The ques
tion is, where is six pounds coming
from "

“Echo answers, where?” remarked

| Putty.

"It doesn't, I've
raising the wind. We're going th
give a concert in the Form-room,
charging for admission. We've got
Iots of talent. We.charge a bob a
time, two bob for reserved seats, five
bob for special seats for masters and
prefects——"

“.G_Iﬂt PiP:"

“Fellows will come, and pay, for
the good of the cause, you know."

“1 suppose they wouldn't have any
other reason,” assented Putts.

“And 4o see the show, of course,”
said Jimmy Silver, feowning. “Don’t
you be too funny, Putty. Funny
merchants are liable to get sat upon.
Now, we want the concert to be a
success——"" -

“'%ear_. hear!” i %

“We can get plenty of talent in the
(Classical Fourth——"

“Yes, rather!”

“ And we don't want any assistance
from the Moderns——"

got a stunt for
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“No fear!"
“It’s important to keep this from
Tommy Dodd's crowd. Jou see, 1t

was Tommy Dedd who found out that
Mrs. Wickers wae in such a scrape.
He couldn't think of anything, of
course,’” said -Jimmy Silver loftily.
“All the thinking that's done in tho
Fourth Form at Rookwood is done on
the Classical side. We took the
madter up, and the enemy’s bel
kept out of Mrs, Wickers' house—a
us!  So the Modern boundérs ain’t
entitled to take a hand., They can
como in as audience on the day of
the concert, if they like: but that's
all. We'll post up an announcement
at the last minute, This 18 entirely
a Classical stumt, If the Moderns
knew, they'd come chipping in—they
might even try to get up a rival show,
Of course, it would be a failure——"

** Hear, hear!"

“The thing’s im our hands, haw-
ever, and it's got to stay there, Now,
if all you fellows are agreed, we'll set
to work making up & programme.”

* Passed unanimousiy, " snid
Lovell. " Tl do a tenor solo myself.”

“1 sav, the audience pay at the
door, 1 suppose!"™ asked Puttr.

“Oh yes!”

“Good! It will be ueceesary to
make sure of the money in advuance,
if Lovell is going to sing a tenor
snlﬂ.{"

“Yon silly ass!”™ rozred Lovell

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I've got an idea. Jimmv!" eox-

claimed Tubby Muffin. “I don't

gind doing a turn for vow”'

“But we mind!” gridned New-
come. _

“But I've got a _
wheeze,” said Tubby Muffin cagerly.
% ]:'ﬂ give qrm&ntgm Hamlet—"
o Ha, ba, ha!” roared Lov

Better make it Falstaff.”

“Look here, Lovell—'3

“Recitations are off,” said Jimmy
Silver, laughing, *“‘and you'd better
be off, ton, Tubby. You're dead in
thiz act, you know.” :

Tubby Muffin rosc from the trunk,
with a sniff.

“You're a lot of asses!” he said.
“Nou're leaving out your best man—
Just as you did m the cricket. I'm
afraid your concert is going to be
a failure, Jimmy. No, you needn’t
2sk me now,  said Muffin, with great
dignity, holding up a fat hand as
Jimmy Silver opened his lips. “T'm
not gomg fo give you a turn now.
You've refused. You can ask me on
your bended knees," and I shall de-
dﬁt{a to appear on your silly stage at
all.™

“Look here, Tubby—"

“No good, T tell you,” interrupted
Tuhb;r.” “1 simply decline to
appesr.

“You silly ass!” howled Jimmy
Silver, “I—-"

“That's enough!™ said Tubby
loftily. *“You ean muck up the con-
oert your own way, and I shall simply
lagh at you. Yah!™

And with that crushing observation,
Tubby Muffin rolled cut of the box-
room.  He paused in the doorway
to blink back and discharge a
Parthian shot.

“I wash my hands of the whole
matter !” he said, with an air of
finality.

“Well, 1t's about time you washed
them!” remarked Putty.

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Yah ™ ‘snorted Tubby Muffin. It
was the most crushing retort he could
think of. And be rolled out and
slammed the door.

And Jimmy Silver & Co. proceeded
to put their heads tocether over the
programme of the Classical concert,
quite undismayed by the fact that
Regimald Muffin had washed his
hasids of the whola matter.

The 2nd Chapter.
Keeping the Sroret.

Tommy Dodd locked suspicions.

It was the following morning, and
Tommy Dodd, of the Modern Fourth,
had come upon Jimmy Silver & Co.
in the quadrangle. .

_ The Fistical Four were standing
In & group, in very deep and earnes:

discussion, as the Modern juntor came |

S° FRIEND

piciously.

jolly good |

.|

along; Bub at sight of Tomm

dDm’:}d they ceased speaking very sud-
enly. »

Tommy Dodd locked at them.

“ Well, what's up?"” he demanded.

“Up?®" repeated Jimmy Silver

vagualy.

*Yes You Classical duffers were
confabbing about something, and you
shut up mighty sharp when I came
along,” said Tommy Dodd sus-
i o :}ﬂumd l:ﬁaa;l of a sudden?”

i ~ chap, jyour merry
features are lisble ta produce that

fect on anybedy,” argued J-im:n;;
Silver. “Be reasonable, vou know.”

“Brorerer |7 grunted Tommy Dedd.

And he walked on, still looking
suspicious. ) ;

‘*All serene,” said Jimmy Silver.
“The Modern bounder doesn't guess.
I don’t see how he could, without
bei a merry magician. Hallo,
T‘IIEE}'E Pining for your dinfier?"”

Tubby Muffin rolled up to the Fis-
tical Four, with a very serious ex-

ession on his fat face. Muffin
ooked as if he had been doing some
thinking. He blinked solemnly at
the Classical quartette.

*“1 say, Jimmy, [ was just thinking

that I'd like a snnck before dinner,” |

said Recinald Muffin seriously.

“ And dinner's in twenty minutes !
snorted Lovell “ You'll burst your
crop one of these days!"

“Well, I'm hungry! 1 say, Ser:
goant Kettle has some lovely litile
cakes at sevenpence each——"

“Well, roll awayv, and blow your
sevenpenca !

“But I haven't got sevenpence,”

| explained Tubby Muffin.

*Well, roll awav, anvhow!”

Tubby Muffm did not move. It
lnoked 22 if he had business with the
Fistical Four, though they could not
guess what it was,

“Sevenpence isn't much!™ he re-
marked. ‘I suppose you could lend
ne sevenpence, Jimmgy?!”

“T'll lend you a thick ear, if vou
like,”” answered the captain of the
Fourth

“1 said sevenpence.”” An aggres
sive note crept inte Tubby Muffin’s
voice, which made the Classical four
stare at him. I said sevenpence,
and I mean sevenpence.”

“Mones's tight,” explained Jimimsy
Silver.  ‘““We. had to spend some

esterday on Mrs. Wickers' account.

ere isn't more than a bob left in
the whole firm. So roll up, and be
quiet.”

begin on Tubby. I'll take il
il:i_ck, and see how far I can land
I.III."

“Go it!" said Lovell's chums.
Tubby Muffin jumped back. He
had no desire whatever to figure as
a footer in the frst practice of the
SeASON.

he

“Yarcoh! You keep off!”
de-

jt2"

roared.

" *“Whera will you have
manded Lovell

“*The seven i

*“No, yon ass—the kick!"

“Oh, all right,” said Tubby Muffn,
backing away again. “I dare say
Tommy Dodd will lend me seven.-
{_::nce if I ask him. 1 dare say he’ll

interested in something 1 can tell
him. Yah!"”

And Tubby Muffin rolled away.

The Fistical Four stood transfixed
for a momen: or two, staring after
Reginald Muffin. They understood
now the note of truculence in the fat
Classical's manner. !

“Why, the—the—ihe fat traitor!™
howled Lovell '

He made a rush after Tubby, and

asped him by the collar and span

mm round. There was a terrific roar

from Tubby.
“Yooop! Leggol”
rotter—""

“You fat

“Yow-ow! [ was only j-j-joking!"
gasped Tubhby. *Of course, I wasn't
going to tell Tommy Dodd anything
about the concert—"

M Shurrup!”  muttered  Jimmy
Silver,  as Cook and Doyle, of the
Modern Fourth, came along the path

under the beeches. :
Cook and Doyle glanced at the
Classicals. .
“Phwat’'s that about a concert,
bedad?” exclaimed Tommy Doyle.

The B sﬂ‘iﬂi didgl;::p:?]pl ﬁ." nald
he Fistical Four '
Muffin togeth ﬁ;r, nnﬁd raa G}:}IE

away, wrigeling a asping.
gnd Doyle stared afti- them.
M'ri%i Fihl;:xtghFughr amﬁf gz

u e ay nto
Little Quad, and there jammed
him up agamst a stone , splutter-
ing.

* Groooogh !I™

“You fat rascal!” said Jimmy
Silver. " You've jolly nearly given
;h-e padie xay, already. I've a jolly

“Ow! Leggn!

I—yarooh !—1 say,

Price
Three Halfpencé

' through the archway,

fried kippers dnd tea,
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leggo, you know! 1 won't say a
word if you stand me the seven-
pence!” _

“What?"” roared Jimmy Silver.

“I—I mean I won't say a word
anyway ! gasped Tubby Muffin. “1
—I sggpoae vou know I'm an honour-
able chap.™

* There's honourable chaps like you
in chokey!” growled Afthur Edward
Lovell. “Let's bump him! " If we

' burst him, so much the better.”

“d H‘Elp !ﬂ

“Hallo, what the thump's the row
about?” demanded three voices at
once, as§ Tommy Dodd, Cook, and
Doyle came through the archway.
The three Tommies were evidently
interested,

Jimmy Silver & Co. released the
spluttering Tubby.

*“N-n-nothing | stammered Lovell.
“You Modern bounders mind your
own bizney!" :

“Can't allow builying on the
Classical side!™ eaid Tommy Dedd,
shaking his head seriousiy.

“Why, you cheeky ass——

“T1t's all right, Daodd,” said Tubby

! Muffin., “Only fun, you know. These
 fellows are really going to lend me

sevenpence—ain’s youn, you fellows?”

The Fistical Four locked at Tubby.

Tubby's eyelid quivered in a fat
wink.

He held out a podgy hand.

“I'm waiting, old chaps!” he said.

The three Moderns were looking on
curiously. Jimmy Silver drew a
deep breatlh. The  unscrupulous
Tubby beld the whip-hand., Elowly—
very slowly—Jimmy Silver slid his
hand into his pocket, and extracted
therefrom a &sixpence and a penny.

“Thanks, old fellow !” ssid Tubby

Muffin affably.
And the fat Classical scudded
heading for

Sergeant Kettle's little tuckshop—
where he was quickly enjoving ihe
sevenpenny c¢ake, as an appetiser
before dinner. '

The 3rd Chapter.

Tubby Muffin Makes a Discovery.
d; The important thing is, to keep it

rk!” :

“Eﬁéhmh?:" ight, Tomm

“ Faith, and ye're righs, .
Bidigan: 3 e e

It was tea-time in Tommy Dodd's
study, 1in Mr. Manders’ house, on the
Modern side of Rockwood.

The three Tommies were discnssin

and also ahﬁ

mere tant matters, And _ Ihmm;!;'
Dodd’s chums fully agreed with their
leader that it was very important to
keep it dark.

“So far,” q:antinu;d Tommy Dodd,
*1 su & chap must admit that
those Classical bounders have plaved

up rather well I found out what
was the matter at Mrs. Wickers'; but
~—but I admit I didn't get en to any-
thing to be done to help. 0f course,
It was sheer cheek of thoee Classical
duffers to hike along ‘there and keep

ittla?‘ bailiffis out. But—but they did
“ Sure, they did it!” assented
Doyle. * Faith, and I wish I'd bLeen

with thim intirely. "

*“Still, that only gains time,” said
Tommy Dodd. “Poor old Mrs.
Wickers can’t stand a siege for long.
I've been down there on my bike to-
day, and the bailifi's man, Smauank,
was sitting on the front gate, watch-
ing for a chance to dodge into the
house if the door was opened.™

* Rotten |"

*“0id Grubb has got to be paid his
rent,” said Tommy Dodd, “and it
comes to six pounds, I don't deny
that the Classical chumps have done
a good turn for Mrs, Wickers so far;
but they've only gained time. The
chief thing is to pay the bill, and sce
the r lady clear.”

*Yes, rather!
ilBut_-f’

“1f we do that, we score, and no
mistake about it,” said Temmy Dedd.
“It's the chief thing, and it’s vp to
us. These Classicals are all very well

said Ceok.

| for o row with a bailiff. but that's

their limit, Now, there's no reason
at all why our concert shouldn't be a
!umﬁ!ﬁ
““Hear, hear! Pass the kippers!”
“It's a stunning idea, though 1
say it myeeli.” said Tommy Dedd
modestly. *“To be quife candid, I
don't say that the chaps would pay
two bob a time simply to see us give
a concert. Bat it's the cause that will
do it—the good cause, vou know. We
shall have a notice up that it’s for the
benefit of a war widow, and that will
do the trick. Rookwood's patriotic:
The fellows will roll up.”
th"Snﬁ.- to 1" saidm(;fogk.
ese Xip are gooc.
*Oh, b!:iser the kippers! But it's
understood, from the oeginnire. that
it's a Modern concert.” said Tommy
Dodd impressively. That's important.
We can’t nave the Classicals brezging
that they did the business. Ws do

“wy sy,
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the whele thing; but you know whai
rotters they are—they'd think nothing
of starting a rival concert to give us
the kybosh.
any good, of course.”

Tommy Dodd paused; not, hke
Brutus, for a reply, but to tackle his
kipper, which was gefting cold. - Bui
he was scon going strong sgain.

“We can give a good concert.
Putting up a play would take time—
rehearsals, and all that. But we can

give a concert on qQur heads. I will
sing the Toreador song from
“Carmen’ a

*You will!” ejaculated Doyle.

*Certainly; why not?” asked
Dodd, rather warmly.

“But—but will the fellows stand
it 7" asked Doyle thoughtfully.

Tommy Dodd gave his chum a
withering look.

“If you're going to be a funny
idiot, Tommy Doyle, you may as well
shut up at once. Is this g serious
discussion, or is it & time for idiotic
jokes?™

HWell, snre. T thought 3t was a
serions discussion, till you said you
xoulds sing the Toreador song from
*Carmen '—"

“Look here—"
Dodd wrathfully.

He stopped suddenly, and fixed his
eyes cn the door. With a rather grim
look, he rose quietly from his chair.
stepped  quietly to the door, and
threw it suddenir open.

These was a startled gasp cutside.

The fat face and plump figure of
Tubby Auffin, of the Classical
Fourth, were revealed by the sudden
opening of the dcor. Tubby was in a
bendinz position—and 1t was pretiy
evident tiat his fat ear bad been very

began Tommy

ficar the kevhele.

“You fat rotier!™ rosred Tommy |

Dedd.
t

“Listeninz, by Jove!

bt T heard a grunt iike a pig!”
“Y—T wasn's I” stutiered Tubby, in
zreat alarm. “I—I was simply bend-
Inﬁr down to—to—io lock for a—a pm
T'd dropped—— T—I never heard
a word, and—and I don’t Enow any-
thing about you rotters—I mean yon
fellowe—giving a conceri. I—I never
heard & word, and I think vou'd sing

the Toreador song rippingly., old
chap!”

“Howlvy Moses! It'sall out now!”
eroaned Deoyle.

Tommy Daodd Eisped the - fat
Classical by the collar, and dracged
him into the study. Tubbvy Muffin
had apparently come there on a visit
to the three Tommies; but he seemed
very reluctant to enter their quarters
now. He felt a good deal hike Daniel
entering the lion's den, But he had
no cholee about the matter, with
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R i il

Not that i1t would be |-

A DUAL
SECRET !

==

The hapless Peeping Tom of Rook-
wood grinned feebly round at the
three Moderns, as if seeking to pro-
pitiate them. _ :

“T—I—Fm going to keep it dark,”
he murmured. *“I haven’t heard a
word, you know—not a single word,
and I won't repeat it. Honour bright,
you know !"

“Scalp him!”
Cook.

“I—I say—

“1'1l bet the fat beast has been
listening before,” said Tommy Dodd.
“You know those Classical chumps

growled ~Tommy

n

were mumbling something about a

concert in the quad to:day——"

“I  haven't!” howled Tubby
Mufin. *“And I didn't listen now.

I was simply stooping to
sovereign ['d dro
“ A what?”
“T—1 mean a currency note, " of
course——

};mk for a

smm E—

Tubby Muffin wriggled painfally in |

the Modern junior's grasp. . .
“What did you come here for. you
fat rotter ¥ demanded Tommy Dodd.
“PBecause it was tea-time—I1—I
mean, because you—you fellows are

such good company, you knmow. I—
I thought perhaps vou wouldn't mind
singing the Toreador song from
‘ Carmen,” old chap——"
*“Ha, ha, ha!” ]
“Qorve him right if you did,

Tommy ! remarked Doyle.

“You siliv ass!™ howled Tommy
Dodd. *“ Look here, Doxle, you Irish
idiot =

“1 eay, I'll stop and have tea miih

 vou, if you like,” said Tubby Muffin.

swhether the secret could be

“You leggo my collar, Temmy
Dodd.” .
“T'm going to smash you—"

“You'd better not, if you don't
want me to tell Jimmy Silver about
the Modern concert ™ grinned Tubby
Mauffin, recovering courage a liftle.
““A¢ a pal, I'm ‘willing to keep 1t
dark. But——" |

Tommy  Dodd released  ihe f‘ﬂt_-

Ciassical’s collar. Ao -

“Will you keep it davk " sou fit
rotter 7" f;e asked dubiously.f

“0OFf course, i sou treat me de-
cently. 1 heard it quite by accident,
while 1 was stooping down to leok
for a halfcrown I'd dropped. Of
couree, an honourable chap wouldn't
repeat what ke heard by aceident—
not if he was treated decently, I
mean,” added Tubbr Maufhn hastily,
“Did vou say voun wanted me to stay
to tea?” -

Tommy Dodd did net saswer.  He
was a prey to very mixed feelings. His
strong inclination was to sewre the
kappy Tubby and dust the study with
him. But it was only too elear that
if he did so, the secret would be out,
as soon as Muffin escaped from Mr.
Manders' house. The guestion wts,
pt by
making terms with Regmald Muffin,
And that came to a guestion of feed-
ing him,

Tubby dropped into Tommy Dodd’s

i off the baste I don't lknow !”

self. " He did not intend to breatlie a
woid respecting the Classical concert.
Being in poesession of the secrets of
both sides, Reginald Muffin looked
forward to quite a happy time till the
rival concerts came off. Keeping the
secret for two parties was quite a %],}y-
proposition, and the happy Tubby

as a pig

already lopked upon h
in clover.

Tommy Dedd, after an inward
struggle, sat down quietly.

His chums looked at him, and he
looked at his chums. And there was
silence. . , LR

But Tubby Muffin did enough talk-
ing for three. _

Tubby was in a very cheery mood.
He cleared the tea-table in zreat style,
and volunteered his services to look
into the cupboard and see if there
was anv more, There was more, and
Tubby' industriously handed 1t out—
all of it. And he did not rise from
the table till the last crumb” had
vanished.

Then Reginald Muffin looked round
him, like Alexander, for fresh worlds
to conquer. But there was nothing
left, and Reginald took his leave.

“Ta-ta, vou fellows,” he said, with
a cheery wink. “Rely on me, you
{EEQW. I'll drop in to supper if you
tke.”’

“Oh, do!" gasped Tommy Dodd.

“ Have it a bit early, willyou? I'm
goinz to have supper with Jimmy
Silver, as it happens, and I don't
want to be late.” Y

“Oh! Ah! Al nght!”

And Tuobby Muffin, with s friendiy
nod, rolled out of the studs. The
three Tommies sat in silence for some
moments after he had disappeared.
“Well—" said Tommy Dodd at
last, |

*Faith, and how I kept me hands
said
Tommy Dovle.

“We—we—we've got to ioe the
line tifl after  the woconcert!” said
Tommyv Dadd, * But when it's over
I—I—I" burst him !™ -

Tubby Muffin strolled away fraom
Mr. Manders’ house, feeling quite
satisicd—unconscious of that dreadful
fate which was hanging over his head.

The 4th Chapter.
QGreat Preparations.

FRIDAY EVENING AT 7!

A GRAND CLASSICAL CONCERT
will ba given in the Fourth Form-

xwom by the Clissage

SPLENDID PROGRAMME!
The ocoscert will be given for the

benpefit of 2 war window in Coombe,

and 'all patriots at Rookwood ars
' expected to .
RALLY ROUND!

 Treasurer: J. Silver.

NO EXPENSES! All takings will
go to the FUND !

“There, I think that sounds all
right I said Jimms Silver, with con-
siderable satisfaction..

“Ripping!” agreed Lovell.. * But,
I say, to-morrow night's rather soon,
isn't at ™ :

“The sooner the better. We can't
leave Mrs. Wickers besieged’ in her
house over the week-end,” said
Jimmy. “We've got to raise the
wittd, and take the money down to
old Grubl and pay the reut. After
all, we don’t need a lot of relkearsals™

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

Prios

Jimmy Silver laughed.
- **That’s all right; T've had a lot of

offers, and I've only got fo draw up

the programme,” he said. “H the
thing isn't exactly ¢lassical, it really
doesn’t matier—the great object 1s
to raise the wind. I—" '

“ Jimmv, old chap——" came a fat
voice in the doorway of the end
study. : .

The captain of the Fourth looked
round with a frowming brow. Tubby
Muffin had been to supper in the
end studv—after supper®with Tommy
Dodd—and the delights of his society
had palled upon the Fistical Four.

But those delights were not easily to

be got rid of.
" “Well, you cormorant?” grunted
Jimmy Silver. |

“1 sav, a chap's asked me for the
half crown I owe him,” said Tubby.

“Pay him, then!”

“T haven't got a halfcrown.”

Arthur Edward Lovell breathed
hard through his nose. His hand
strayed towards a ruler.

Tubby Muffin watched him warily.
The path of an amateur blackmailer
was beset with perils—though Tubby
was guite unaware that he was a
blackmailer. He simply considered
that he was “on” to a good
which it behoved him to make the
best of. He was not given to deep
reflection. If he had been, he might
have reflected upon what was likel
to follow, on both sides of Rookwood,
once the concert was over.

“I've told you I'm stony, vou fat
worm ! grunted Jimmy Silver. |

“ Awfnily sorry for you, old chap; 1
know what 1£'s like.”

“Well, cut offt I :

“ Raby had a remittance to-day.”
remarked Tubby Muffin casually.

“ And Rabs's keeping it in his
trousers’-pocket,”  remarked = the
owner of that name grimly.

*“*Oh, all right! I dare say Tommy
Dedd will lend me a balf-crown, i I
ask him! Don't you worry,

Rabyv looked at his chums. Tubby
Muifin gave them gll a lofty bhink,

I and tarned awagy.

“ Hore—here's your halfcrownI”
said George Raby, in a suppressed
YOIOe,

“Phanks. old chap—sure you can
spare i6?” asked Tubby genially.

“Oh. get out !” &

“Tf you can't be civil, Raby——"

“(Get out ™ roared Lovell :

And as Lovell was starting towards
Iijm with the ruler, Reginald Mufin

decided to get out—especialls as he

bad annexed the half-crown.

“J—F—T'Hl burst him, after the con-
cert I breathed Lovell, little gucssing
that Tormmy Dedd, on the Modemn
Side. had the same ferocious inten-
tions, for the same reasons.

“Must keep the fat beast’s mouth
slint till after the concert to-morrow,
thouzh." said Jimmy Silver. “Then
you can burst him as soon as you
like. We'll get on with the pro-
gramme.”

“ Have vou asked Mr. Bootles—"

**Ves, that's all right. We can have
the form-room at seven, and Mr.
Bootles lias given us his best wishes.™

“J1as ‘he given vou.the prite of o
ticket ™

“Well no! Still, we've zot the
form-room. And we'll sell plenty of
tickots. © We start . canvassing  to-
MOrrow. .

And the - Fistical Four bent their
heads over the task of drawing up

thing,

A

25/10/19

Tommy DPodd’s study, over in Mr.
Manders' house. The three Tommies
were very busy npon if, after prep—
prep havinz been finished rather
hastily on this occasion.

“Must get all the ' arrangements
ithrough this evening,”” Tommy Dodd
remarked. “There won’t be much
time for practice—but every fellow

must do his best, that's all. We've
got to put the ghing through on
Friday. so as to get Wickers’

rent paid on Saturday. Can’t lpave
her in that uncomfiortable state over
the week-end.” '
~“gaith. and ve're right,” said
‘Tommy Deovle. '

“] went to the Head about the
room,” continued Tommy Doyle.
“The Head was very kind when 1
explained that the concert was for the
benefit of a'war widow, and we
weren't leeping anything for ' ex-
penses. I dare say he's heard of those
giddy benefit concerts where the

le who get 'ém up keep nine-
tenths of the takings for exes. He
was really sympathetic, and though be
said he couldn’t be present, he took
a two-shilling ticket. Rather brickish
of him, what?"

“Good old Head!” saxd Tommy

Cook approvingly.
" “That's the first two bob,” said
Tommy Dodd, with satisfaction.
“It'll be six pounds by -to-morrow,
vou see! And we've got the form-
roont from seven—concert begim ab
seven.”’

“Good!” :

“The programme will be realiy
toppitig— loreador song from * Uara
me;:é: sunrg by Thomas Dodd—"

i h :'T'l‘

“What did zoun say “Oh!’ for,
Dosle?” asked Thomas Dedd in a
dangerousty calm tone.

“Ahem! Go on, oldchap!™

“If vou're going to say ‘oh.’ Im
duite ready to give you something to
say ‘oh’ for, Doyle.”

“Order !” murmured Tommy Coolk.
“Tot's get on with the washing.
What am [ down for. Tommyz "

“But if Deyle - .

*“Ms dear chap. ¥ou can sing the
Toreador song from * Carmen’ till you
burst vour crop.” said Tommy Doyle.
“7T can’'t say fairer than that.™

Tommy Dodd sniffed. and the pain-
ful subject avas dropped. « But tie
three Tommies were quite amicable
again as they went on with the work
of drawing up the Modern pro-
cramme, Lhey finished 1% to ther
satisfaction, about the same time that
Jimmy Silver & Co. finished the
Classical programme to their satis-
faction. ' e

So both parties were satisfied, which
really does not often happen'in this
dissatisfied world,

The 5th Chapter.
A Little Surprise.

There were thoughtful faces in the
Fourth Form a: Bookwood the icl-
lowing day.

Quite a number of the juniors, both
(Mlassical and Modern, seemed to have

plenty of food for thought.

That the extra thinking they were
putting in was not on the subject of
their lessons was vretty clear. Never
had Mr. Bootles had such an absent-
minded eclass, and‘never bad lines
fallen so thickly at Rookwood as they

Dodd’s grasp upon him, chair at the table, grinning affably “Well, T don't,”" agreed Lovell | the concert programme; somewhat to 'é:i in the Fourth Feorm-room - that
The Modern junior kicked tho doar | at the company. He had quite re- thoughtfully, « “I can turn on my | the detriment of prep that evening. §- AP T E
shut, still grasping Tubby’s collar. He * covered his assurance now. | tenor solo at a moment's notice. But Little as they guessed it, another Leaves in Vallambrosa ere not in

looked @ rather alarmed Tubby. In fact, he was congratulating him- ° the other fellows——" .programme was being drawn up in (Continued on the néext page.)

LIFE IN A VILLACGE. ;

g By CLIVE FENN. g

There is 2 lot of talk nowadays
about folks wanting to be pear a town,
or right in ome with cinema shows
close handv. and shops in the same
street. which sort of thing may be all
very well in its way, but it does not
come anywhere adjoining life in =
country village. here vou do see
life, and you do not have to go to a
picture-house to find it, either. Lafe
of a most interesting kind is close to
your doors.

1 am thinking at the moment of a
hamlet—nothing to do with the melan-
choly Prince o}br Denmark, who made
such a rare lot of speeches—which lies
buried a many miles from
London. Plesse do not imagine that
there has been an eruption of 2 vol-
cano in the neighboorhood. The
place is only buried in that it is right
out of the world, and intends to re-
main so. It has a supreme contempt
far London. And the hills about that
distriet are not eruptive—would not do
anything dangercus at all. But the

hamlet or village is quite genuine. | was 2 record size, and showed plenty !

|

|

Not 2 new house has been buill in it
for thirtv years.

The place is full of interest, and its
celebrated characters are  quite
numerous for a village which has
under eizht hundred people inhabit-

ing it. There is Tim Baker. locally
known as * Pat-a-cake,” who 15 &
pedlar bv profession. He has a quaing

way of dressing himself in petticoats
—at least, that is what his costumo
suggests as vou see him waddling
along the lanes, doing errands; but it
may be that it 1= merely that his coat
—worn very long—is one of the
fashions of the century before the last.

It i1s wonderful what vou can live
for in that village—even now, after
the war. You can obtain a comfori-
able., and even roomy mansion, with
a large garden and a paddock for fifty
pounds a vear. and if you have no
objecticn to being eight miles from a
railway, all is well.

But I wanted to say in these few
lines something as well about the
wonders of the country—the chanee of
getting a magpie’'s egg from the nest
flung untidily in an awkward fork of
a tall tree at 8 height only fo be
negotiated with 2 rope and edging
onecself up. There are adventures,
too. I reezll cne with an adder which

|

r

of fight; but he was killed and car-
ried back as a trophs.

The woodland. place I am thinkin
of is o paradise for birds—it beats Sel-
borne all to fits. There are wagtails—
dish-washers, dounfry folk call them.

1t ic a land,-too: for the nightjar,
the bird that was always a bit of a
myvstery to me, with its weird, harsh
note, rather resembling a goat's
musi¢ (!) when the goat has some-
thing on its conscience, having beén
too giddy, perhaps, or having butted
its best friend in a moment of thought-
less irresponsibility. The nightjar
is worth lisfening to, all the same, for
it is better than a goat, and, then, I
never could get up any special respect
for the goat.

The woods round the village are
odd and silent and mysterious. If vou
plunge into them one summer day vou
would imagine yourself in some
foreign land, such as one reads about,
thousands of miles from eivilisation.
It is all nonsense to think there is no
getting away from crowds and towns
in this liftle islanid, It i3 as easy as

te.. All vou have to do is o teke the

ight railway to—— But T shall not
give the secret away in pmblie, or
there would be crowds hastening to
the - place " next’ spring to see -the
primroses.

| think-out matters and

But, funnily enough, cne day when

out exploring the woods, 1 came upon
a queer and ancient meat-screen.  For
all 1 know it is there to-day. Most
likelw it is, for nobody would have
been able to get it away through miles
of dense undergrowth. You could
lose your way in those woods. 1 know
it well. Bat it is a pleasure always to
e remembered to be lost in a wilder-
ness in the Old Country, and get cut
at last on 8 brown, winding lane a
dozen miles from home.
It 1s easy to understand the reason-
ing of the individual who mde:ﬂ: his
mmd to trek south and escape all the
worries of the fown. Of course, the
man I am thinking of could take his
work with him, and he had 2 little to
live upon. But he was a simple-
minded fellow when 1t came to the
method of living. - He did not want
motor-cars, c¢iubs, and all modern con-
trivances.

I hope to bave something more to
say about Simpkins—that is the name
of my friend, so he may as well be
known by it. He just packed up most
of his household is, selling the
rest, hired a.cart, and started off. . He
was in no special hurry, you under-
stand. He wantad to take things
guiedly for a bit, fo sit on a gate and

1 3 g4
not be bothered

| so soon.
| would have upset the composure of

every day of his life with catching
trains. Moreover, he had strong at-
tachments for just the kind of country
place I have mentioned.

He reached tho cottage a farmer
had taken for him late at might, and
there it was—just a cottage, quite
empty, for they had not expected him
Not that a detail like that

Simpkins. He had candies, and he
fixed one up, and had a look round,
before strolling into the village and
getting a few neocessities.

He was out to prove that you can be
a regular Swiss Family Robinson all
by vourself if vou are adventurous and
so minded, and he is doing his bit of
work, and in his odd time seeing o
the cottage. The latter was a sadly
tumble-down affair; but Simpkins
acquired it cheap, and, with a little
paint and some amount of carpenter-
ing, he is doing wonders with it.

Besides all this, ke finds time to sit
on a gate and listen to the country!
The country is worth listening to.
Simpkins bhas no notion of coming
back to town. He is planning won-
derful schemes for his cluster roses
next summer, and is arranging for his
potato crep.. Simpkins is a wise chap,
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it, as Putiv of the Fourth remarked. ! Tubby came smilingly into the

(nocomparisan with the hnes showered
around by Mr. Booties. .

But evervining comes to an end.
and so did lessons on that great and
important day.. The jantors were
relieved of Mr. Bootles at last, and he
was. relieved of them, and over tea
_there was deep and earnest discussion
in nearly everv Fourth Form study,
on both sides of Rookweod.

Tubby Muffin had kept both secrets
so far, and nobody else on either side
was Lkely to let it out. So the rivais
of Rookwood were going ahead
chieerily, ‘prepering a greag surprise
for oune. another, and preparing
different performances which were to
izke place 2t the same hour in the
sanie spot, preparations which could
scarcely fail to end in trouble.

That neither party had any sus-
piian of the other's intentions was
natural enouzh, as both had permis-
ston to use the Form-room. Only
Jimmy Silver had asked the Form-
master for permission, while Tommy
Dodd had applied to the Head. And
neither gentlemen had the remotest
ntea that the Form-room had been
gsked for by another party.

After tea Jimmy Silver & Co. were
very busy.

Tickets, marked with -various prices,
had been written out on 1mpot paper,
and seissored into neat little sqguares.
T.ovell took a bundle to the Sixth.
Form pessage, for the nvprefects fo
purchase, while Raby canvassed the

I¥ifth with snother bundle. New-
come, awith a third stack, started
aperations with the Shell and the

fd s,
¢ Jimmmy Stlver was lef: in the study
cuttineg up a fresh sheaf of tickets,
with which he intended to wisip Mr.
Manders house. Now that 15 was
toa late for Tommy Dadd & Co. to
devise any rival stunt they were to be
apprised of the benelit concert, and
pelitely mvited to attend as audience !
That was Jimmy's intentien, but
s intentions Wwere never catried out.
Tor he had not yvet finished eutlting
the tickets when there was a fap =zt
ika  doce af the cond study, end
Toammy Dodd came ™. - 5 s
Tommy Dodd nodded smilingly o
the captam of the Fourth.
“Busy, old srout?” he asked.
*50h. ves, rather! In fact
“Well 1T won't detain you. I've
simply brouczht somethingz for you to

- i

jeok at” explained Tommy Dodd. |
“Read it over: old man! Tickets can |
be had in advanee, in my study, two |

beb each.”

“Tickets !

“Yes: otherwise you pay ab the
daors, vou know.”

#The—the doors!” stuttered
Jimmy Silver,

4 Exacily 1"

Tommyv Dodd threw a sheet of

impot naper or the table, and walked
it of the study, stll smiling.
Jimmyv Silver mechanically picked
up the sheet.
And he read:

IMPORTANT NOTICE!
GRAND MODERN CONCERT

will be given in the Fourth Yorm-
room this evening, at seven o'clock
precisely. The most talented artists
onn the Modern side of Rookwood
have consented to appear,

THIS GRAND CONCERT  is
«iven for the benefit of a war widow
in Coombe, and no expenses will be
deducted from the takings. Roll up
in vour thousands ! v h

PATRONISED BY THE HEAD! |

The programme followed; but
Jimmyv Silver did not read the pro-
cramme. He was not interested in
the Modern programme. He stood
rooted to the floor, staring blankly at
the paper in his hand. He was still
staring at 14 when Lovell and Raby
and Newcome came back into the
stidy.

“Hallo!
Lovell.

Without a word Jimmy Silver held
up the paper. His chums fairly
blinked at 1t.

“Mud - Mud - Modern concert |
bawied Lovell. “Obh, my hat! Then
—then they knew, after all!”

“That fat villain!” roared Raby,

“Tubby, of course.”

“Why, I'l-T'll—well—"

“But we've got the Form-room!”
howled Lovell.. *“They can't give a
concert in our Form-room. Bootles
Tave us permission——"

“ Patronised by the Head! Does
that mean he's gone to the Head?”

“1t's Tubbyv—that awful rasecal,
Tubby !" Lovell spluttered with rage.
“Why, I—-1-Tll e

*“ Hallo, Jimmy!"”

1t was the mellifluous ' voice of
Reginald Muffin at the door. Lovell
broke off, on the point of choking,
"Tubby Muffin was jast the fellow he
wanted to see at that moment,

What's upi” - inguired

study.

As the conceri hour was now close
zt hand Tubby considered it judicious
to rean a last harvest, before it was
too late. ~But, as a matter of faetf, it
was too iate -

“Well?” said Jimmv Silver, with a
deadly lotk at the fat Classical

“Could you stand me £ive bob,

Jammy

*Oh, is the price going up?" asked
Jimmy sarcastically,

*1 don't understand you,” answered
Fubby, with a great deal of digmity.
“1 am simply ‘asking you for a small
loan.. If you can’t lend me the .tin

I dare say Tommy Dodd can. Shall T
ask mim? 1—— Oh! Ah! Wharrer
marrer? What the—how ithe

Y aroocoooh !”

Arthur Edward Lovell's grasp was
on the fat Classical.

Tubby Muffin was swept off his
feet. and 'he came down on the study
carpet with a mighty bump and a
terrific roar.

“Scalp him 1" velled Raby.

ey

“Buamp him!

“Scrag him 1Y
“Yarooh! Help! Gerroff! Fire!

Oh. crikey?®”
“You fat rotter!" roared Loveil

“So vou gdave us away fto the

Moderne, after all!™
“1—1 didn't! 1 never!

¥

1 ‘wasn't

——— Yooooop!”

“Roll him . over!”
. ““Bang his napper!™
“Yoop! Help ! Oh, cnkex!”
shrieked the unhappy Tubbry,

: Prios
Thras Halipsnca
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There were six or seven Aodern
juniors there, and they wers making
preparations for the evening concert.
Towle, of the Modern Fonrth, erinned
at the excited Iaces in the doorway.

“Poa early ! he called out.
cert begins at seven.”

“Turn them out!” roared Loveil

“PBack un, Classicals!”" shounted
Jimmy Silves.
Conrov and Van R¥yn and Pons

came running up, and then Morning-
ton and Erroll, Bawson and Pully,
It wus auite a little army that rushed
into the Form-room, led by Jimmy
Siiver.

“ Here, hands off I roared Towle.
“No larks! We've got permission
frem the Head! We—— Oh! Ah!
Yah!”

Towle flew out of the Form-room
Regd first.

The odds were on the side of the
Class:icals, and thevy did not stay o
greue with their rivals,

They smote the Modems hip and
shirh, and bundled. them out of the
Form-room in a sprawling heap in the
passase,

*“We'll give you Modern concerts I”
gasped Lovell, aa the last Modern
went whizzing. * You can come to
the Classical concert, if you like—if
vou pay at the doors! Scat!”

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !’

The hapless Moderns *scatted "—
thore was no help for that. In a dusty
crowd, they fled to the Modern side,
to acquaint Tommy Dodd with the
raid.,  And Jimmy Silver & Co., 1

A CONCERTED ITEM !

himself in the thick of it.
yelled the combatants,

ic C'-:'ﬂ'
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“Xes, tather!”

In a verv few minutes nearly every
member of the Modern Fourth was
speeding acrass to the School House
on the war-path.

They ceme down the passage o the
Fourth Form-room with a war-like
whoop. : 1

*Look out!™ shouted Mormmgton,
at the door. “The giddy coemy!™

“Back up!” shouted Jimmy Silver.

The Classicals crowded to the door-
way in defence of their quarters.
There was brief use, for just
then Tubby Muffin happened along.

““ Here's Muffin I’ yelied Doyle.

*Uollar him " .

1t-was Tubby AMuffin’s evil genius
that brought him along, or clse it was

g ]
L
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Nemesis, just in time to fall into the |

hands of the enraged Modemns.
dodged too lute.

“] say, leggo!” howled Tubby.
“I—I was just coming over to see
vou, Doddy. I want you to lend
me—— Yarooop!™

“So vou gave us away, after alll”
roared Tommy Dodd.

I didn't—1 wasn t
ass, I've just had
Help!”

Bump, bump, bump!

“Ha, ha, " ha!" roared Arthur
Edward Lovell from the Form-room.
“@Go it! Give him beans—all the

Why, you

that from——

beans you like!” 5
“Yarooh! Help! Oh, my hat'
“There!” gasped Tommy® Deodd.

“Now perhaps you'll keep a secrety
Rl

another time, vou fat villain!
“I didn't—1 never—

0

CLASSICAL
CONCERT

—

““ Charge !" yelled Tommy Dodd.

terrific combat in progress—instead of a concert!
¢ Bless my soul ! What—what——"'
“* Boys,” shouted Mr. Bootles, ‘" cease this at once!

“"Qo for "em !V

- =

there was a
Mr. Bootles found
" Back up Classicals ! "
Do you hear me? "

The next moment

off 1" Légzo! 1 tell you.I didn't—
never—wasn t—— Yarcoch !

Bat the Fistical Four did not leave
off till they were tired, which was not
till after Reginald Muffin was tired.
When thev had given Tubby enougi,
or. perhaps, a little too much, the fat
Classical went rolling ous into the
passace, - with four pairs of  boots
behigd him to help bhim on his way.
Reginald Muffin was fecling as if he
had been under several motor-cars in
snecession by the time he sevambled
away and fled.

“0Oh ! zasped Lovell breathlessiy.
“T'm feeling a little better now. But
what the thimp's zaing to be done;
Jimmy " _

FJimmy Silver knitted® his brows,
He was feeling rather Lreathless, too,
after his exertions on Tubby Muffin's
account. ‘

“We're going to be dane, unless
we're jolls sharp!” he said.  * Never
mindd -about selling any more tickets.
We'se cot to et into the Form-room,

or those Modern tters. will be
collaring it over ocur heads!™ " -
“Vv hat! Come on!’ exclaimsd

Loveli, in alarm,

The Fistical Four lefi the study.
and ran for the stairs. They passed
Tubby Muffin in the passage, and
Lovell paused a moment to give him
a shove. Tubby sat down again with
a vell.

Then the Classical chums raced
down to the Form-room.

But the room was no{ empiy.

!

] Every chap’s_got
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li'tle breathless, bat wvictorsous, coti-
t1aned the preparations started by the
Moderns,  transforming the Form-
room into a concert-hail, ready for the
performmance qf the (Grand Classical
Benelit Concert.

'ﬂ.u 6th Chapter,
Discongarted Concerts !

Tommy Dodd breathed wrath.

Achilles of old, In his hur of most
destructive wrath, was * not a circum-
stanee 7 to - Tommy Dodd at that
moment.,

*QCollared the
tered Tommy, #awhen wo had permis-
sion from the Head! Collared 1t—
bagged it! Why, I—I—-TI'll i

Waords failed Tommy Dodd.

“8ure.© we'll spifficate
roared Doyle.

‘“1t's o put-up b, you know!"”
gasped Towle.  **They must have
kuown of it long ago, because 1 saw
one of them sticking up a bill on the

- door, with a programme all fimished!
They had it all ready?"

“Muffin!” welled Cook. *“ Mauffin

rave us away, aftepall!™ -
tists.
nad- . been

~ Tommy Dodd clenched his

The three Tommies
making. up for the coneert, but all
thought of that was thrown aside

IIOW.
*Come on!"™ shouted Tommmy Dodd.

& 1"

thim!

“We'll sse whether thes’ll bag our

1

all. up the fellows!
o rvoll upl™ -

concert-hall!

Form-room,’” stut#

|
1

|

1

|

|

1
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{ Muffin, ‘and ragged him

| use this

“Kick him out!"

“Yow! Wwwooop!”

Tubby Mauffin departed headlong,
and Tommy Dodd turned to
Form-room again. The wide doorway
was crammed with Classicals.

“*Now, then, let us in, you Classical
rotters——""

Wk BDW"“T‘}“F : b

“The Head's given us perinission to
s room for ocur conocert!”
howled Tommy Dodd.

“Mr. Bootles has given us permis.
sion!"” retorted Jimmy Silver,

“But we got permizssion yester-
day !” roared Tommpy.,

“Sao did we!”

i “—h-ﬂrﬂ-ﬂrt !.‘-"'.’

“And vyou'se only
wheeze, or tried to! You gof it out
of Tubby Muffin!”

“What!” velled Tommy Dedd
“¥You mean vou' re bagging our stunt,
and vou got it out of Tubby Mufhin!”

“*Rats!” i

“I tell vou it was our stunt, and
that fat villain lstened at the keyvhole,
and——" :

“And T tell vou it's our wheeze,
ancd—-"

“My-only bat!” exelasmed Lovell.
“Is it possible these Modern asses
thought of the same wheeze, and were
keeping it datk "

“Phew ! exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
“We—we thought it was Tubby, and
we've ragged him ™

c And—and . we

bagged our

1t _was
exciaimed

thought

—
L]

the |

He ¢

el i -

—————— 1

Tommy Dodd. * Do you mean to
Laa:i‘._ = ik

“I mecan to say that we've got the
Form-room by permission of Bootles,
and we're giving a coacert!”

“Wea've got it by the Head's per-
missicn 1

“You haven’t got if, old top, and
vou re niot going io haveit! You can
come i as avdience if you like!  Pay
a§ the doors!"

*Ha, ha] ha!™

“Will you give up this Form-
room?"” roarced Tomray Dedd.

**No feart”

“Then you'll be hoofed out!”

“Rats !

“*Nuft said!” shouted Dovle. “Go
for the spulpeens!”

“Charge !V yelled Tommy Dodd,

“Back up, Classicals!™

The Aloderns charged, but the
Classtcals stood firm. The mext
moment there was a termfic combat
1IN Drogress.

Tramp, tramp! Jrash! DBump!

rash

“Bless my soul! What—what——"
it was Mr. Bootles' voice. The

master. of the Fouarth came up with
whisking gown, his eves almost start-
ing through his spectacles. * What—
what—what =

“Go for 'em!”

“Back up, Classicals!”

“Uive 'em socks!”

“Boys,” shouted Nr. Bootles,
“what do you mean? How dare you!
Cease this at once! Do yon hear me?
Ceéase, or 1 willi summon the Head!”

“0Oh, my hat! It's Bootlps!”

The excited juniors hod forgotten
the existence of their Form-master.
But Mr. Bootles reminded them of it.
He strode among the breathless
juniors as the combatants separated.

“What does this mean?” he ex-
| claimed sternly.  “*What. 33 this

. . e W il
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unseemly disturbance abont?”

A dozen voices were raised In ex-
planation at once. Mr. Bootles put
his fingers to his ecars.

“Silence! You explain, Silver!”

Jimmy Silver explamed with great
heat, but he was soon interrupied by
Tommy Dodd. Mr. Bootles listened
in perplexity, but be had an 1dea how
matters stood at last,

“Silence! Tt is very unfortunate!™
he said. ‘“‘Permission seems to have
been given to both .parties to use the
Form-room. 1 should dismiss you all
to yvour studies——"

*Oh, sir!™ :

“But your object 18 a most laud-
able one. Why do you not act in con-
junction to promote this most land-
abie objeci?”

Classicals and Moderns locked at
one another. Mr. Bootles' question
was rather difficult to answer. There
were plenty of reasons, certainly, but
the- juniors felt that it would not do
to explam them zll to Mr. Bootles.

“Av dear bovs,” said Mr. Bootles
kindly., “you must join together to
carrv out this excellenf scheme, and
on that condition 1 will overlook this
—this riot! Otherwise I shall forbid
a concert to be held at alll"

“Ohi”

“Hem!™

“We—we'll do as—as you say, sir!”
gasped Jimmy Stlver.

* Sus—sus—oertainly 1™
Tominy Dodd.

“Yery

stuttered
v good ! said Mr. Dootles.
“And 1 will remain present, in order
to see that perfect harmony obtains.™

“Oh!”

“ Ahem !

Which was decidedly wise of Mr.
Bootles, though neither party of the
rivals of Rookwood fully appremated
his wisdom just then.

The concert was an hour late, and

| the programme was rather mixed, but

it was a great success. Modern
juniors crowded in to cheer the
Modern performance ; Classicals came
in droves to shout for the Classical.
And between the two, the takings
were very considerable.

Aftor the concert Jimmy Silver and
Tommy Dodd guite amicably counted
the takings, which came to the sum of
five pounds nineteen shillings and six-
pence. And the rivals of Rookwood
tossed up who should add the final
sixpence required.

And the next morning Mr. Bootles
kindly gave both of them leave from
lessons to cyecle down to Coombe and
call on Mr. Grubb with the money.
On their way back they looked in at
Mrsz. Wickers’' cotiage. Mr. Smunk,
the bailiff's man, was leaning on the
gate, but he gave a snort of disgust
and retired when Jmmy Silver
flourished the landlord’s recerpt under
his beery nose.  And that recemt
brought jox to the home of the widow
of Coombe.

The widow's home had been resened
by the juniors of Roolkwood, though
they had been rival rescuers!

ZHE END4



