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A_SCREAMINGLY FUNNY TALE OF ROOKWOOD SCHOOL

The 1st Chapter.
Cufiy on the Carpet!

Tommy Dodd
Fourth at Rookwood grunted.

It was an expressive grunt.

Tommy was annoyed.

Cook and Doyle, his study-mates,

grinned. They knew the cause of
Tommy Dodd’s annoyance, but they
seemed to derive some entertainment
from it.

Tommy Dodd: looked at them
morosely. He had thrown himself

into the armchair in the study, with
his hands driven deep
pockets, and a frown on his brow.

“ All very well for you silly owls to
snigger!” he said. ‘““But what would
you do if you had a relation like
Cuffy ?”’ |

“Boil him in oil, bedad!” said

“I think I'd take him out some-
where and lose him,” grinned Tommy
Cook. “Of all the silly chumps i

" Of all the frabjous duffers——"
said Doyle.

“I'm jolly well going to talk to
him,” said Tommy Dodd. “T’ve {old
the silly owl to come here. I'm
going to give him a royal jaw!”

“Better give him a fives-bat. He
would understand that.”

“Br-r-r-r!”

The study door opened,
Clarence Cuffy of the
Fourth looked in.

There was a genial smile upon the
face of the duffer of Rookwood.

“You asked me to come here, my
dear Thomas!” he remarked.

*“Oh, trot in!”

“Certainly, Thomas!”

“You boiled owl!” said Tommy
Dodd. “How often have I told you
not to call me Thomas? Can’'t you
make it Tom or Tommy ?”*

“I am so sorry, my dear Thomas,”
murmured Clarence. ‘It really does
appear to me somewhat lacking in
courtesy to address you by a dis-
respectful diminutive-—?"

“Hark at him!” exclaimed Tommyv
Dodd, in great exasperation, while
the other two Tommies chuckled.

“I suppose vou know that you are
a born idiot, Cufiv!”

Clarence shook his head.

“While extremely unwilling, and
indeed decidedly reluctant, to dis-
agree with you, Thomas, T am bound
to say that T was totally unaware of
that circumstance,” he answered.

“Is that the way for a human being

and
Modern

to talk?” shrieked Tommy Dodd, with
a frenzied look.

“My dear Thomas, ¥ am far from
desiring to exacerbate your already
excited feelings, but I can only reply
in the affirmative.”

“"Ha, ha, ha!” roared Cook and

| Doyle.

“Shut up, you cackling chumps!”
sald Tommy Dodd ferociously. ** Now,
look here, Cuffy. You've got to
chuck it. You're the biggest fool at
Rookwood !

“You forget yourself, Thomas.”

*“Wha-a-at?”

Cook and Doyle shrieked.

“"Now, you've got to turn over a
new leaf,” ' ¥y Dodd.
“Understand? You're my relation,
and you've got to leave off letting me
down. Besides, my pater specially
asked me to look after you at Rook-
wood. I'm goipg to do it. Are you
willing to turn bver a new leaf?”

“1 am willing to do anything that
will afford you even a modicum of
satisfaction, my dear Thomas.*

“In the first place, you'’ve got to
learn to talk like a human being!”
yelled Tommy Dodd.

“Good gracious!”

“You’'re not to say good gracious!”

/7

of the Modern

into his

7

howled Tommy. *“Can’t you say
*My hat? or * Holy smoke !’ like any
other fellow?”

“(Good gracious!
holy hat—that is, my—my smoke!”
gasped Cufly, evidently anxious to
please, but a little confused.

“You've got to stop talking like
a dictionary, and being as serious as
a bolled owl. You've got to culti-
vate a sense of humour, and stop
being taken in by japers—especially
Classical japers. It doesn't matter so
much on this side—but you’ve got to
stop letting the Classicals pull your
leg. You've got to become like other
fellows.” -

Cuffy shook his head.

*“1 should not care to become like
the thoughtless youths who form the
bulk of the population of Rookwood,
my dear Thomas.”

" Well, that’s what you’ve got to
do,” said Tommy. *“I dare say you
were sent to Rookwood to get a little
sense knocked into you. Now, I'm
going to knock some. You've got
to change—entirely! So entirely that
you won't know yourself. If you
don’t, I'm going to lick vou. See?”

“I trust you will not be guilty of

any departure from the courteous
amenities of existence, my dear
Thomas.”

“Won’t 17 howled Tommy Dodd.
“You’ll see! Stop grinning, you
chaps, and collar him!”

Cook and Doyle did not stop grin-
ning; they couldn’t! But they
collared Clarence Cuffy.

“Lay him over the table !”

“My dear Thomas—-"’

Tommy Dodd picked up a fives-bat.
A loud whack echoed through the
study, and dust rose from Clarence
Cuffy’s trousers. And a terrific yell
rose from Clarence Cuffy.

“Yarooop!”

“Understand that?”’ exclaimed
Tormmy Dodd.

“Ow ! Yes!” gasped Cuffy.
" Stoppit 1”7

“You see, it’s done you good
already,” grinned Tommy Dodd.

" Five minutes ago you’d have said
that the answer was in the affirma-

{ive, and requested me to cease.

“Yow-ow!”

Whack !

“Yoooap!”

" Now, that will do to go on with,”
said Tommy Dodd, laying down the
bat.  ‘““You understand, Cuffy, that
this is for your own good.”

“Yow-ow {”

“I'm looking after you, just as mv

pater told me to. Chuck him off the
table !”

Bump !

“Wooaoop !’

“Now, Cuffy!” said Tommy Dodd,
shaking a warning forefinger at the
dazed Clarence, as he sat gasping on
the carpet. ““That’s the first lesson.
lNofu:’you’re going to turn over a new
eaf.

“(z-g-good gracious!”

“What?’ yoared Tommy Dodd,
clutching up the fives-bat again,

“Ow! TI—I mean my hat!”

“*That’s better.
out, and bhegin your reform,” said
LTommy Dodd.
time you're spoofed by a practical
Joker, I shall give you the fives-bat.
Don’t believe everything that’s told
you. And don’t be an owl!”

“B-b-but T am not an owl, my dear
Thoma:-'»:,” said the bewildered Cuffy.
“I am in total ignorance of possessing

any ornithological attributes what-
ever!”’
Whack !

“Yarooooh!”

. 'Bedad. he understands the fives-
bat!” said Tommy Doyle. “It's a
good idea intirely !”

““Oh dear!” gasped Cuffy. * M-m-
may I go now, Thomas?”

“Cut, you silly ass! And start
lo-day being like the other fellows,”
said Tommy Dodd. . “Stop being a
serious owl.  Jape somebody. Pull
somebody’s leg. Cough up a sense
of humour somehow.”

6é But___bu . b

“If you can’t, it will be trouble-
some for you,” said Tommy Dodd.
“1f you don’t jape somebody to-day,
I'm going to bat you again to-night!”

“Good~~good—my hat! Oh dear!
But—but surely the recipient of a
practical joke will be somewhat in-
commoded, and may even be reduced
to a condition of considerable ex-
asperation Yaroocooh !”

Clarence Cuffy fled ixom the study,

Now you can clear
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with the fives-bat behind him, Tommy
Dodd kicked the door shut. 7
I fancy that will do him good!”

I—1 mean— | he remarked.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Clarence Cuftfy retired to his own
study, in a state of great dismay and
bewilderment. Cuffy was conscions
of the fact thai he was not quite like
the other Rookwood fellows, but he

~was rather inclined to pride himse!f

on the difference. He was a serious
and thoughtful youth, and he had
never played a ‘‘jape ” in his life.
And he did not want to. But he
realised that the fives-bat was a
powertul argument.
was backed up by a fives-bat was not
to be disregarded.

“(Good gracious!”  murmured
Cufty. “I—I wonder if it is possible
that there is some degree of reason-
ableness in the extraordinary views
taken by Thomas. I should certainly
like to gratify him, and the appii-
cation of that obnoxious bat is cer-
tainly conducive to extreme personal
discomfort. Oh dear! I—I will try
to please Thomas!”’

And having come to that sage
resolve, the duffer of Rookwood set
his powerful brain to work, to dis-
cover the easiest and simplest method
of pleasing Thomas.

A request that

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

Price

blandly. “I didn’t know it was a “They quitted before we did.

face! It doesr’t look like one!”

“Why, you cheeky  Modern
WOrn———"

“You Classical gss!”

“Here, hold on!” roared Jimmy
Duver, as  Lovell rushed at the
Modern junior. **This is footer. not
a dog-Aght !’

But Lovell did not heed. Ap-
parently he thought that it was a
dog-fight, and not footer.

He clasped Tommy Dodd round the

neck, and they rolled on the ground

together. |

Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-
come rusned up and dragged the
combatants apart.

“Lemme gerrat
Lovell.

“Chuck 1t!”

“Ull smash him!” yelled Tommy
Dodd.

“Cheese 1t, fathead!”

“You Modern dnmmy!”

“You Classical chump!”

Junmy and Raby and Newcome
walked Lovell off the field.

“Time we got in to tea, anyhow,”
remarked Jimmy Silver. “Come cn,
Levell, old top!”

“T'm going to lick that Modern

him!” roared

worm !’ howled Lovell.

“You're coming in to ftea, fat-
head !”’

**Look here——n-’

" March!” said Jimmy Silver.

And Arthur Edward Lovell was
walked off to the School House by
his chums. 'The three Tommies con-
tinued football practice till dusk came
on, and then they trotted off cheer-
fully to the Modern side to change,
and repaired to their study for tea.

“Bedad, I'm hungry!” remarked
Tommy Doyle, as he threw open

_“M

ARE YOU COLLECTING THESE GRAND
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Locomotive of the Midland Reailway.

The 2nd Chapter.
Startling !

Jimmy Silver & Co. of the Classical
Fourth were at football practice on
Liattle Side, when the three Tommies
arrived there. Arthur Edward Lovell
bestowed a grin on the Moderns. It

had been Arthur Edward’s idea ‘to

starl, Clarence Cuffy singing in class
that afternoon, and the unsuspecting
Cutfy had fallen into the trap, much
to the astonishment of the Form-
master. The Classicals still seemed
to be extracting amusement from the
mecident. Which was extremely
annoying to Tommy Dodd. Cuffy
was his relative, and was under his
Tommy was not
proud of his relative, and had often
been exasperated by him. He had
put his foot down at last: he was
goig to make Cuffy a bit more like
the other fellows, or he was going to
use up a fives-bat on him. That was
Tommy’s fixed determination.

He had the satisfuction of banishing

the grin from Arthur Edward Lovell’s
face by landing a muddy football
there.

. Lovell grinned no more,
“You silly ass!” roared Lovell, as

the football slid off after depositing
mud on his features, | ,
playing at, banging a ball in a chap’s
face

“Wharrver vou
i;;!?

“*My mistake,” said Tommy Dodd

5o 1

the door of the
Yaroooooocop !”

It was dark in the study. As the
door opened, and Doyle stepped in.
something was detached from the top
ot the door, and it came down on
Tommy Doyle with a erash.

Dodd and Cook jumped back.

study,

" What— ejacinlated Cook.
“Looks like & booby-trap!”’
grinned  Tommy  Dodd. **And

Doyle’s caught it!”

“Yurrrrrgggh!” came from Doyle,
in wild accents.

Ho staggered into the passave,
lookimg like a ghost. Flour was all
over him from head to foot. Flour
was 1 his hair, in his eyves, in his
nose, down his neck, and sprinkled
cver his clothes. It was a large
paper baz of flour that bad reste
on top of the door and bad plumped
on Doyle’s head and burst.

Doyle breathed and splutiered
Hour. He lived and moved and had
his being. as it were, in Hour.

“My enly hat!” gasped Tommy
Dodd.

**Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Cook.

“Groogh! You sniggering idiots!”
gasped Doyle. “Ts there anything
funny 1n this? Grooch! 1'mi chook-

chook < choking. I'm  suffocated !
Woooch 17
S e, ha hat?

“Who rigged up that bag of

flour?” shrieked Dovle. ““T want to
and him! I'm gomg to slaughter
! Groooococh!” - |

“Mome Classical cad must have
sneaked over while we were gt the
footer,” said Lomuny Dodd, laughing,

Three Halfpence

" grate,
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Never
mind, old fellow, it’s all in the
game!”

“Yurrrrgggehh !

" You do look a picture, old top!”
said Cook. *‘Better get off to the
dorm and clean up. We'll get tea
ready.’”

“Qoooch! I--I-T1 slaughter the
beast !l T~ |

Words failed Tommy Doyle. He
stamped away to the dormitory to get
the flour cleaned off—not an easy or
rapid task.

Dodd and Cook grinned as they
went into the study.
doubt that it was a Classical jape, but
they could see the comic side of it,
which was quite lost on Doyls
himself. 1Y

Tommy Dodd struck a match, and
put 1t up to the gus.
not catch, however.

“Oh, thump!” said Dodd, crossly.
“They can’t have turned it off at the
meter, I suppose.”

“It’s alight in the other studies,”
sald Cook. “P’raps vou haven’t
turned 1t on?”

““Fathead !” |

“Well, you know what you are, old
chap!”’ |

“Dummy !”” hooted Tommy Dodd.

“I’ll try the other burner.”

LTommy Cook tried the
burner, but it did not light.

*“Something’s wrong with the
dashed thing,” he szid.
candle anywhere?”

“There was a bit on the mantel-
piece.” '

“Scout for it, then, old bean, if vou
know where 1t 1s.”

Tommy Dodd groped on' the
mantelplece, and uttered an exclama -
tion. g

“Hallo! What’s the matter now?”
asked Cook. -

““There’s something wupset here,
I've got my fingers mto it. ' Feels
like ink.” B

other

“You’ve knocked the bottle over !’

“1 haven’t!” yelled Tommy Dodd.

“Well, find ths candle, for good-
ness’ sake. We can’t sit in darkness
like the giddy heathen.”

Tommy Dodd breathed hard.” and
groped again. He found the candle-
end, and it was lighted.
ghmmering light of the ecandle
showed a flood of ink and gum on
the mantelpiece, dripping into the
fender. Coolk stared at it.

“My hat! You’ve knocked over
the gum as well as the ink!” he
remarked. ,

“I tell you I didn’t knock anything
over !”

“Well, you must have—e

“1 tell vou 4

“They’re knocked over, anyhow.”

“"You'll be knocked over pretty
scon, 1f you don’t talk sense, Tommy
Cook !” |

“Bow-wow ! Let’s see whatl's
wrong with the gas.”
Cook mounted on a echair and

examined the gas-burners by candle-

light. Then he gave a whistle.
"By gum! They're plugged up!”
“What?'

“With ceiling-wax,” said Cook.
“My only hat!®
The two modern juniors stared at

cine another in great exasperation. A

lape was all very well-——Classicals and
Moderns were always japing  one

another—but this was carrying it a

little too far.

' Lovell, of course!” said Dodd.

“Or Jimmy Silver.”

“The lot of thoem, most likely.”
hissed Tommy Dodd.  “That’s why
they cleared off from the footer
before we did. They came over here

to muck up our study, the rotters!

We'll jolly well make “em sit up for
this !”’

“After tea, then,” said Cook.
“FKor goodness’ sake lend a hand,
and let’s get a light!” -

Dodd and Cook were still scrapinge
the gas-burners clean when Doyle
came nio the study—mewly swept
and garnished, but still looking
floury. Ife did not seem in a good
temper,

“Why the thump haven’t vou got
a light?” he demanded.

“Burners plugged up with ceiling-
wax, grunted Tommy Dodd crossly.
“Bear a hand, istead of jawing, or
hght the fire. Get the kettle on while
we're getting a light, and give your

Chin 8 I'I:"!E:'.t!”

““Oh, rats!” said Doyle. |

He knelt before the fire, which was
ready laid, and struck a mateh.

The paper stuffed in the grate
flared up as Doyle set licht to it.

The next moment there was a roar.

crack! Bang! Fiz, §iz!
Bang, bang!

T he 3rd Chapter,.
Something Like a Rag!

Crack,
Scuizz !

Doyle rolled backwards from the
completelv _
that terrfic explosion. Deodd and
Cook zpun reund and slipped off the

They did not

The 'gas did -

“Ts there a

The

flabbergasted bv
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chairs they were standing on, and

landed on the carpet.

Bang, bang!

Fizz! Crack, crack, crack! Fizz,
fizz!

““Oh, my hat!”

““(GGreat Christopher Columbus !’

“ What the thump-—-"’ '

“Fireworks!”

‘“ What burbling idiot—"

“Oh dear!”

The firewovrks spluttered out at last.
Fragments of wood and coal were
scattered over the study, and the
smell of gunpowder was strong and
unpleasant Its fumes filled the study.
The three Tommies stared at one
another blankly..

“Open the window !”’ gasped Dodd.

Cook threw open the window.
Tommy Dodd staggered to his feet,
and his face was a study in indignant
wrath.

“ Some Classical brute——"" he stut-
tered. .
“Ow! TIve jolly nearly had my

eyebrows singed oft I” howled Doyle.
‘“Some crass i1diot found the fire laid
and stacked fireworks into 1t! Ow!”

“We'll go over to the Classical side
and mop them up!” roared Tommy
Dodd. *“T’ll give ’em )japing 1n our
study, the rotters!”

““0Oh dear!”

The gas was lighted at last. The
three Tommies stared at the havoc In
their study in wrath and dismay.
They did not doubt to whom they
owed these kind attentions. They
{thought of the Fistical Four of the
Classical Fourth at once.

“The rotters!” growled Tommy
Dodd. “We’'ll make ’em sit up for
this. Get that fire going somehow,
and let's have tea!l”

Doyle started on the fire, this time
without explosive results. Tommy
Dodd preoceeded to turn the cupboard
out for tea. He breathed hard as he
handed out the teapot. |

“That’ll want washing !” he said.

““T washed it yesterday!”’ grunted

Cook.

““I’s got ink 1n it now.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“HHere’s the tea-caddy! Great
Scott! What’s the matter with this
{er?’ Tommy Dodd stared into the
biscuit tin which was used as a tea-
caddy. The tea was there. But 1t
was mixed with coffee, boot polish,
and gum. As iea, it was no longer
desirable.

“They've made a pretlty thorough
jape of it!” said Tommy Dodd,
breathing hard.

“1 don’t call this a jape!” snapped
(Cook. “1 call this dashed hooli-
canism ! Wrecking a study like this
.ib i) .

".'J?

“F.ook at the jam!”

“Oh crikey !”

There was a pound of jam in a
three-pound jar.- The empty space,

however, had been filled up—with
cinders and ashes.
““ And the marmalade-—-"" breathed

Cook.

“My hat! The butter’s in 1t——

“And the ink "

““ Here's the loaf, anyhow ! 1t's got
a queer niff-—-"

“Some villain has been sprinkling
carbide of calcium over 1t!”

“Oh dear!”

Tea i Tomimy Dodd’s study was
likely to .be a difficult meal that even-
ing. 'The japer had evidently done
his work with much thoroughness. As
they looked round the study the three
Tommies noticed that the clock was
not ticking. 'They were hardly sur-
prised, now, {e find that 1t was filled
with flour.

Tommy Dodd, feeling almost over-
come, sank down in the armchair. He
reposed there for a millionth part of a
second, and then leaped to his feet
with a fiendish yell

“Phwat’s the matter now?” howled
Dovle.

“Ow! Yoiv! Wow!

“Tacks!” said Cook dazedly.
dear!”

“I’ve sat on ’em!”

“Ha  ha, hal”

“ Why, you sniggering dumimny-——--

“Look here!” exclaimed Doyle.
“We’'re not standing this! They've
mucked up our study while we've
been at footer, and mow they’ll be
having tea and chortling over it
Tet’s go over and mop ’em up!
There’s no tea for us here, anyhow,
and it’s too late for Hall. lLet's go
and smash ‘em!”’

Tommy Dodd’s eyes gleamed.

“Good!” he said, between his
teeth. “We'll give 'em something
else to chortle over! Come on!”
~ The three Tommies, in & state of
boiling rage and exasperation, left
the study. 'There was no tea flor
thern.  Nothing, in fact., remained
but vengeante. ' Just then they
wanted vengeance more than they
wanted their tea.

They hurried down the stairs, and
slipped out iuto the dusky quadrangle.

23
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They scudded across to the School
House.

Bulkeley of the Sixth spotted them
as they came in, and called out to
them.

“Hallo! What do you Modern fags
want?”’

“Just going to speak to Jimmy

Silver!” said Tommy Dodd, with a

sweet smile.

“Oh, all right !’

The three Tommies mounted the
stairs, and reached the Fourth Form
passage. Most of the Classical
FFourth were in their studies at tea.
They found only Tubby Muflin loose
in the wassage. Tubby blinked at

them.
‘““Hallo, you Modern bounders!
What Yooooop!”

Tubby Muffin sat down with a
bump, and the three Tommies rushed
up the passage to the end study, to
speak to Jimmy S:lver!

The 4th Chopter.
Only Cufiy!

Jimmy Silver & Co. were at tea in
the end study

The Fistical Four were 1n a very
cheery mood.

There had been a remittance that
day from an uncle of Lovell's, whose
name was Arthur Edward. lLovell
had been named after that uncle,
with excellent results. One of the
results was. that{ there was a really
tiptop spread in the end study on this
occasion. There were three kinds of
jam, there was ham and bloater

THE BOYS FRIEND

went sprawling on the floor amid

overturned chairs, and the table was

up-ended upon them:.

Like a cataract there swept down
upon the carpet and upon the sprawl-
ing four the cake, the biscuits, the

tea, and the crockery, the bloater-

paste, and three kinds of jam!

Crash ! |

It was something like an earth-
quake, but rather more so. In a
moment that cheery study looked as
if a cyclone had struck 1it. '

“@Give 'em socks!” roared Tommy
Dodd.

“Hurrah !’

“(Give 'em Jip !’

“You Modern rotters!” raved
Lovell.
Jimmy Silver sprang to his feet,

and jerked the jam-dish out of his
walstcoat and the milk-jug out of his
neck. The jam and the milk were
not so easily detached.
“Pile in on ’em!” roared Jimmy.
The (Co. scrambled up furiously.
They piled in on their assailants with

fury. In a moment there was a
record scrap going on in the end
study.

Crash! Thud! Bump! Thump!
Crash !

There were four Classicals to three
Moderns, but Tommy Dodd & Co.,
full of righteous wrath, were putting
up the fight of their lives. The com-

batants tramped to and fro, strug-
gling and pommelling, trampling over
crockery and cake and jam.

The uproar rang the length of the
passage,

and there was a rush of

gauntlet in the passage,” said Jimmy
Silver vengefully., ‘“They’ve got to
learn better manners than this!”
“We'll pulverise ’em!” gasped
Lovell. “All the feed mucked up—
my hat! The rotten rufhans—-"
“Serve vwyou jolly well right!”
howled Tommy Dodd. *“I'm glad!
“*Tain’t worse than you’ve done m

our study !”
“What! We’ve done nothing 1n
yvour study,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Haven't been near your mouldy

study ! What do you mean?”
“Gammon! You've wrecked our
study——"

“We haven’t, you ass!”’

““T—J say—honest Injun?” gasped
Tommy Dodd. .He realised that per-
haps he had been a little hasty. ‘“We
—we thought it was you fellows,
of course. The place has been
wrecked !”’

“0Oh!” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.

He understood the cause now of
that sudden and infuriated entry into
the end study. |

“Here, hold on; let’s explain!”
exclaimed Tommy Dodd breathlessly.
““We—we thought it was you chaps.
If it wasn’t, we're—we’re sorry——"

“Fat lot of good being sorry, isn’t
it 7 hooted Lovell. ‘ Look at what
you’ve done!” |

“Look here! Iaven’t you fellows
been 1n our quarters?’” -exclaimed
Cook.

“No, you Modern ass !”

“Well, it was some Classical rotter
if 1t wasn’t you,” said Doyle. * Show

paste, there were biscuits and jellies,
and there was a big cake. Lovell, as

“he surveyed the festive board, felt

that his parents had acted with a
thoughtfulness unusual 1n grown-ups,
in naming him after Uncle Arthur
KEdward.

Tubby Muffin, of course, had
scented the feed and rolled 1n,
Lovell’s boot had persuaded him to
roll out again.  Now the Fistical
Four, hungry after footer in the keen
air, were enjoying the spread. It was
tip-top. and it was extensive, and they
were doing it full justice. 1t was
quite a different scene from that in
Tommy Dodd’s study over the way.
The fire burned brightly, the gaslight
glimmered on shining crockery and
on four cheery faces.

“Topping !” said Raby, with bhis

mouth full of cake. “ Lovell, old
man, vour uncle 1s a brick!l I've got

two I'd swap for him.”

“This cake.” gald Newcome, ““1s5 a
corker! Good old nunky!”

Arvthur Edward Lovell beamed.

And then——-

Suddenly, like a bolt frem the blue,
came the disaster. The study door
was hurled open as 1f by a battering-
ram. Three excited and infuriated
vonuths rushed into the study.

Before the Fistical Four even had
time to jump up -the enemy were
upon them.

Then, as i the famous case of the
Raven’s unhappv master, unmerciful
disaster followed fast and followed
faster !

Four yelling and astounded juniors

CUFFY’S PRACTICAL JOKE !

explosion, and he was blown backwards with terrific force.

applied a match.

Modern junior could exclaim !

fellows from other studies to see what

was going on. Classical juniors
crammed the passage outside the

doorway.

“Modern cads !” shouted Morning-
ton. “Give ’em socks!”

“Give 'em beans!” shouted Tubby
Muffian valiantly from the vrear.
“(ro for 'em, vyou fellows! Lynch
!em I!! .

There was not much room m the
study for more combatants, but
Mornington and Conroy, Putty Grace
and Oswald and Rawson, crowded in.
The Moderns were collared on all
sies,

‘“Here, fair play!” yelled Tommy

Dodd. “We've come over here to
lick this study. Ow-—wow !”
“Secrag ’em-!” howled Lovell.

“They’ve—they've mucked up the
feed! ILook at the cake! ILook at
the jam! Oh, my hat !”

“Rag the rotters!” gusped Jimmy
Silver. ‘““‘Dashed hooligans! This
isn't a jape — this 1s dashed
rufiianism! Give 'em the jam !

“Ow! Yow! Leggo—oooooch!”

The Iistical Four were wrathy, not
without reason. That gorgeous spread
was gone from their. gaze lLike a
beautiful dream. What remained of

it was trampled on the carpet.
Naturally, they did not stand on

ceremony with {the reckless mvaders.
The three Moderns were seized and
held, and the remains of the jam
lathered over them liberally. They
athered over them liberally. Thes
waore jammy all over i a very few
minutes, | |

“Now we'll make them run the

Tommy Doyle kneeied down in front of the study grate and
The next moment there was .a thunderous
““ Fireworks, by jove !’ was all the luckless

us what study it was, and we'll mop
up that study, man to man.”

** Nobody’s been raiding you that 1
know of,” said Jimmy Bilver.

“Rats !”

Tommy Dodd glanced round at the
wreck, and felt a little remorseful.
His proceedings had been rather
drastic—considering that the Fistical
Four were guiltless, after all. |

“Well, I'm sorry,” he said. *“1
didn’t know—I thought——-7"

“Think a bit more carefully next
time,” snorted Lovell. “You're
comg through it now. It may help
you to think another time, with your
feeble little Modern brain. Form up,

you fellows!”

“You bet !”

““Look here-———"" began Dodd.

*aoatl”

The grinning Classicals formed up
in a double ling in the passage.
Every fellow grasped a cap, or a
cushion, or a fives-bat, or something
else, and stood ready. In spite of
their explanations and expostulations,
the three Tommies were hutled out of
the end study and started.

There was no help far 1t ; they had
to run the gauntlet of the whole
Classical I'ourth.

They ran as if for their hives.

Down the passage they went scud-
ding and from either side hefty blows
rained on them amid yells of laughter.
The three Tommies velled too; but
not with laughter by anv means. ‘

“(ive 'em socks!” roared Arthur
Fdward Lovell. **Make ‘em hop!
Go 1t !” |

Price
Three Halipence

419

The Classical juniors were ‘‘going
it with a vengeance. 'The three
Tommies ran, and staggered, and
lurched, and ran again and by the
time they reached the staircase, they
hardly knew whether they were on
their heads or on their heels.

They went down the stairs three at
a, time, breathless, with yells and cat-
calls and hoots following them irom
above, (lad enough were the three
hapless Moderns to dodge out into the
quadrangle -and escape. _

In the dusk of the quad, they
stopped at last, to pump in breath.
They felt in sore need of their seccnd
wind.

“Oh dear!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
“What *a go! I—I say, we were
rather asses to jump to conclusions
like that——"

“You were an ass,
spluttered Cook. *1
were! A thundering ass

““Oh, howly mother av Moses .
croaned Doyle. ‘“Don’t rag, you
dummies! 1It’s bad enough already!
I'm bumped all over !”

“Oh crikey !”

“Oh erumbs !”

A disconsolate trio limped home to
the Modern side. It was some time
before Tommy Dodd felt equal to .
making any further inquiry into the
mystery of the raid. With mquiry,
the mystery scemed to deepen.
Nobody in the house had seen any

{22

you mean !

agree-—you
[2)

2

| Classical juniors about—nobody had

seen any raiders near Dodd’s study,
or in the house at all. It really
looked as if the “rag” must have
been perpetrated by Modern fellows
—but that was impossible, for surely
no Modern junior would have dared
to raise the heel against Tommy
Dodd, the great chief of the Modern
juniors, in this way. Dodd was per-
plexed and puzzled.

It was later that enlightenment
came. lIn a rather dismal mood, the
three Tommies were at prep, when
their study door opened, and the
smiling, beaming face of Clarence
Cuffy looked 1n. '

Tommy Dodd waved an impatient
hand at him. e was in no mood tao
be bothered just then by the dufier of
Rookwood. |

“Cut, Cuffy !V he snapped.

“T have done my best to please
vou, Thomas!” purred Cufiy. ‘I
hope vou were pleased !’

Tormmy Dodd stared.

“Why, what have you done?” he
asked.

Clarence beamed.

“1 have done as you wished, my
dear fellow. Ior the first time 1n my
life, I have played a practical joke!
I have been very thorough-—very
thorough indeed, my dear Thomas!™

Tommy Dodd grinned.

‘““And who's the happy victim?” he
asked.

“You, my dear Thomas !”

Tommy jumped.

“Me? 1%” he yelled.

(Narence nodded with a smile.

“Yes! I have been playing prac-
tical jokes in vour study, my dear
Thomas, just as you wished. 1t
seemed very strange to me that you
should desive me to play practical
jokes, but I have always wished to
please you, my dear Thomas. I have
told the fellows about it, and they
are laughing like anything in the
Common-room, Thomas. Do You
think it was very funny ?”

Tommy Dodd stared at the hopeful
Cuffy as if paralysed. Cook and
Doyvle regarded him open-mouthed.
They understood at last! 1t was not
a Classical raid on their study, after
all! It was Cuffy—only Cufty!

“You!” Tominy Dodd managed to
articulate at last. “Youl!”

“Lattle me!”’ smiled Cuffy. “I was
very thorough, was I not, my dear
Thomas? 1 did everything I could
think of. I should never - have
dreamed, dear Thomas,  that X
possessed such extensive faculties for
practical joking, a form of sommewhat
disagreeable entertainment 1 have
hitherto disregarded and condemued.
But in trying to please you-———""

Three maddened juniors came at
him like three arrows. What hap-
pened next was amazing to Cuffy—
amazing, confusing, and very, very
painful.  When he was left in the
passage, he sat up and wondered
whether he was still all 1n one piece.
Only one thing was clear to his mind,
and that was that, after all his patient
efforts, he had not sucdceeded 1n
pleasing dear Thomas! On that
point, at least, there was no possible
probable ~ shadow of doubt - no
possible doubt whatever !

THE END.

(‘““ The Faéc From the Past!™ 18
the title of the first of a néw seried
of Rookwood Nehool +storves, featur-
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