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CRACK! BANG! WHIZ! LIVELY TIMES IN THE FOURTH FORM MASTER’S STUDY AT ROOKWOD !

(An exciting iﬁc_iden_t from the great school story of Jimmy Silver & Co. inside.)




208

CLARENCE CUFFY IS WELL TO THE FORE IN THIS RIPPING STORY: OF THE CHUMS OF

ROOKWOOD SCHOOL!
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The ist Chapter.
Sympathetic!
Y dear Albert s

L3
M Albert Leggett scowled. _
Jimmy Silver & Co. of the Classical

Fourth grinned. Rookwood fellows
often grinned when Clarence Cuftfy of the
Modern Fourth had anything to say.

Not that Cuffy was a humorous fellow. Far
from that. Ie was exceedingly serious, not
to say awfully solemn. He had never been
known to make a joke; he had never been
known to see one when made. It was doubtful,
indeed, whether a jest could have penetrated
Cuffy’s head without a surgical operation.
Nevertheless, Cuffy had his humorous side.
He was, in fact, a joke in himself.

Merely looking at Cuffy, with his f—hDthth:lI,
serious face, strangely reminiscent of an owl's,
was enough to make any Rookwood fellow
smile. Listening to him was enough to make
any fellow chuckle. Clarence Cuffy had his own
manhers and customs, which he had brought
to Rookwood with him and never changed.
They were not like unto the manners and
customs of the average Rookwood fellow, but
Cuffy was satisfied with them—more than
satisfied. In his own quict, serious way Cully
had a good opinion of himself, and he would
have been glad to see the rest of the Fourth
come up to his own high and serious standard.

He was a good-hearted fellow, kind to a
fault. Nobody could really help liking Cufly.
He was always obliging. He would sit at an
invalid’s bedside and give him the wrong
medicine : he would mend a puncture for any-
body, to the utter destruction of the tyre; he
would walk a mile to the post-office with a
letter for any fellow who was willing to have
his letter lost in transit. And he was sym-
pathetic. He was sympathising with Leggett
now in morning quarter, and he addressed him

as “ Albert,” which was one of
Cuffy’'s ways. |

Jimmy Silver & Co., strolling
ander the Rookwood beeches,

stopped to look on. They could
always waste a few minutes listening
to Cuffy. At his worst he was a
mild entertainment; at his best he
was a shriek. ( :

Leggett had been licked in the
Form-room that morning, and he
was feeling very uncomfortable.
Mr. Dalton had been quite cross
with Leggett, ' and * the Modern
junior had had to ‘‘bend over’ and
take six. So now he was wrigghng
with discomfort as he walked, feel-
ing savage and resentful towards the
whole universe, and not in the least
in a mood to receive with grati-
tude Cufty’s kind sympathy. _

But it was one of Cuffy’s giits
never to see anything that was per- —
fectly obvious, so Leggett's scowl did
not warn him. IHe ran on brightly:

“My dear Albert, I am so very,
very sorry that jyou were caned! I
fear that vou must have found the
infliction somewhat painful, my dear
Albert! I have been through a
similar experience, and | found 1t
exceedingly disconcerting !

“You silly owl!” said Leggett
ungratefully, _ :

Cuffy raised his eyebrows in mild
surprise.

“My dear Albert——"

«“dhut it !” said Leggett rudely.

“1 am offering yow my very, very
sincere sympathy ”

“Keep it !” snorted Leggett.

“] have no desire to press upon
vou ®?a sympathy, however sincere,
which vou do not welcome, my dear
Albert,” said Cuffy mildly. *But 1
feel bound to express the wish that
the chastisement you received from
Mr. Dalton this morning will
oventuate for vour ultimate benefit.”
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“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jimmy Silver .& Co.

Clarence Cuffy glanced round at the four
Classicals. A

Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Raby, and Newcome
seomed immensely entertained. Cuffy did not
know why.

“My dear James ” he said.”

“Go it, old bean!” said Jimmy Silver.
off a few more!”

“ Where does he dig up those words?”’ asked
Arthur Edward LOVt’ﬁl, in wonder. “Does he
sit up in bed reading the dictionary?”

“My dear Arthur ” murmured Cuily.

Leggett wriggled uncomfortably on his way.
Clarence Cuffy hurried after him, and the
Fistical Four followed on.

“Pray hear me out, my dear Albert 1 ex-
claimed Cuffy. “I desire to point out to you
that there is some solace even in the present
discomfort which you are no doubt suifering.
Mp»r. Dalton caned you for smoking e

“Hang Dalton !™

“ And for telling untruths when he questioned
vou,” went on Cuffy. 1 was ~ery,/; very
arieved to hear you say that yen hadi no
cigarettes in your possession, Leggett,, when
[ knew you had. It was a shock to me, my
dear Albert.”

Leggett gave him a ferocious glare.

“ You'll get another shock if you don’t shut
up !” he bawled. _ _

“My dear Albert, I am seeking to point out
the comfort that may be derived from your
present discomfort,” explained Cuffy. *If you
reflect upon this incident, Leggett, you will
realise the baseness of untruthfulness %

“What?”

“The baseness, my dear fellow. I am very,
very grieved to see you so base, Leggett.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the Classical fellows.
There was no doubt that Cufly’s mode of
sympathising with a fellow had 1its entertaining
side.
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The duffer of Rookwood falis the victim of a

rascally plot!

“I am sure, my dear Albert, that you would
feel better—and, indeed, morally uplifted--if
you made an effort to cast aside this pernicious
habit of lying,” resumed Cuffy. “Doubtless
you do not observe 1t, but 1t exposes you fo
general contempt, my dear Albert. It would,
indeed, be difficult to express the contempt 1
feel for you personally.”

Leggett stopped, and fixed his eyes on Cufty
with a deadly look. The happy Cuffy rattled
on:

“'This cannot be agrceable to you, Albert,
my dear fellow. May I make an appeal to you,
as a well-wishing friend, to make an effort—
a very, very great effort—to My dear
Albert, what are you doing?”

Cuffy jumped back.

Really it was not necessary to ask Albert
Leggett what he was doing. He was punch-
ing at Cuffy’s nose, and the duffer of Rookwoed
jumped back only just in time.

“My dear Albert, I trust I have said
Ihﬂthlllg to cause you amnovance!” exclauned
Cuffy. “ My singere sympaiay- Oh !”

Cuffy backed away rapidly. . Leggett was
It was
black ingratitude in return for Clarence Cufiy's
sincere sympathy, but there i1t was. *Leggett
seemed to have no desire so intense as that
of punching Cuffy’'s unoffending nose. He
followed him up,savagely.

Cuffy, in alarm, backed and backed till he

‘+backed against a tree and could back no farther.

“Put up vour hands, you duffer!” called out
Jimmy Silver. “Leggett's a funk, and he will
scud if you punch him, you ass!”

“My dear James, I should be very, very sorry
to—— Oh dear!  Pray keep off, Leggett!”
gasped Cuffy, backirg against the big trunk of
the beech. |

But Leggett did not keep off.

He was feeling just then that he wanted

»

A MIS-HIT !

Cuffy’s nose. °

and drove

Crash !

harder ; the trunk of the beach.
Leggett.
Four.

Leggett drew back his right
it straight at
At the same instant Cuffy jerked
his head aside ; more by instinet than intention.
Cuffy’s head was no longer inthe way,
and Leggetit’s driving fist struck something
‘fOw ! roared
‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! ”’ shrieked the Fistical

= .Iri.\m m

to punch somebody hard, and Cuffy, in his
obliging way, had come along and asked for
it. . Leggett drew back his right and drove it
straight at Cuffy’s nose. He drove it with all
the vigour of his arm.

At the same instant Cuffy jerked his head
aside, more by instinet than intention.

Crash !

Cuffy’s head was no longer in the way, and
Leggett’s driving fist struck something harder
—the trunk of the beech.

“Ow!” roared Leggett.

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the Fistical Four.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !>  shriecked Leggett,
clasping his right hand with his left in anguish.
“Ow! I believe I've busted my knuckles!
Ow-wow! Oh, wooop!”

“Oh, my goodness !|” gasped Clarence Cuffy.
“1 am very, very sorry, Albert #

“Yaroooh !”

“Let this be a warning to you, my dear
Albert, not to lose your temper and resort to
unthinking violence "

" Grer-rer-r-r !”’ |

Leggett sucked his barked knuckles franti-
cally. Had his terrific drive landed on Cufty’s
features, undoubtedly those features would
have been damaged. As it was, Leggett’s fist
was damaged—the knuckles were raw, the
wrist and arm jarred and numbed by the
shock. l.eggett almost danced with pain.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Jimmy Silver & Co.

“My dear James, it 1s somewhat unfeeling
to laugh when dear Albert is suffering from a
very, very painful concussion £

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” | |

“Wait a minute,” gasped Leggett. *‘“Just
wait a minute! I’'ll smash you—I'll .pulverise
you—I’ll spiflicate you—I—I'll—"

Jimmy Silver took Cuffy by the arm and led
him away, chuckling. '

“Better come for a little walk with us till
third lesson, old bean,” he said. ‘‘Leggett isn’t
safe !”

“Upon the whole, my dear James, I think
yvour observation is well-founded,” said Cuffy.
“Leggett 1s not a deserving object of sym-
pathy, I am very, very sorry to say. I shall
keep at a distance from Leggett.”

“That’s sense,” chuckled Arthur Edward
Lovell. “You're not such a fool as you look,
Cuffy.”

“It 1s very kind of you to say so, my dear
Arthur; and only my very strict regard for the
truth prevents me saying the same of you, I
assure yvou.”

. “What?” ejaculated Lovell.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co.

“You silly chump——-"

“My dear Arthur a

“Come and help us punt a ball about till
the belll goes, Cuffy,” said Jimmy Silver,
langhing.

“Certainly, my dear James; but would you
not prefer to sit on one of these benches, and
play a quiet game of noughts and crosses?”
asked Cully gently. ‘It 1s somewhat Iless
boisterous than football, and of much deeper
interest as a game.”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
“ Cuffy, old man, I’m not good at noughts and
trosses—bad, in faet.”

“Kverything can be learned with patience,
my dear James. Personally,” said Cuffy
modestly. “I am rather an expert at the
game; I play it a great deal in the holidays
with my Aunt Georgina. I shall be very, very
pleased to instruct you in the intricacies of the
game—my dear James—my dear fellows—
where are you going ¥”

The dear fellows did not stop to
say—they went. Clarence Cuffy was
an entertainment in his way; but it
was possible to have too much of a
good thing. The good thing was
left under the beeches, to play
noughts and c¢rosses solo till third
lesson, with a happy and contented
stnile on his kind face.

The 2nd Chapter.
Unlucky for Lovell!

¢ HERE’'S my crackers?”
i Eh ?n |
“Crackers!”

sald
Lovell, with an accusing
look at his comrades.

Classes were over for the day at
Rookwood, and Arthur Edward
Lovell had gone up to the end study
of the Fourth. He had come down
again with a frowning brow.

Evidently Lovell was annoyed.

“Crackers !” he repeated.
“Crackers and squibs! Some silly
ass has shifted the box! Now, which
silly ‘ass was 1t ?7”

“Fathead!” was the answer of
Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome,

and they answered in unison.
l Lovell’'s frown deepened.
Edward I.ovell was a thoughtful
fellow 1n some wavs, and {for the
great occasion of the approaching
¥ifth of November he had taken
time by the forelock, as 1t were.
Being in funds, he had made quite
an extensive purchase of crackers,
squibs, and Roman candles, and
other fearsome things, with which
the anniversary of Mr. Fawkes’ httle
;‘“ nlot was to be duly celebrated when

Arthur

the date came round. Which was
really very thoughtful of Lovell; for
» riches take unto themselves wings,
and fly away—especially in the hands
of the Lower boys at school.

Packed with stunning stories and other fine features. Price 6s. On sale everywhere!
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It was quite probable that Lovell’s funds
might have evaporated before the Fifth of
- November, leaving him in a firework-less state
on the bonfire day. While the fireworks,
already purchased and stacked in a box in the
study, couldn’t evaporate.

But 1f they had not evaporated, it seemed
that they were gone. .Hence Lovell’s wrathy
questions and accusing looks.

“It’s a queer thing,” said Lovell, “that a
fellow can’t lay a thing down in the study
without some silly ass shifting i1t. My account-
books are always being shifted. I left my foot-
ball boots in the bookcase only. yesterday, and
some chump shifted them into the corner
behind the desk, and I had to hunt for them.
Now some frabjous footling ass has shifted the
firework box. Where 1s 1t7” |

“Not knowing, say,”’
oilver cheerily.

“Can’t you remember what you did with 1t?”
asked Raby, gently as the cooing dove.

It i1s said that a soft answer turneth away
wrath. Raby’s soft answer, however, seemed
to add fuel to the flames.

“You silly chump !” roared Lovell. 1 left
1t under the study table—I keep it there! It’'s

gone !”’
“Well, I sup-

can’t sald Jimmy

“(Gone off 7”7 asked Newcome.
plﬂse the fireworks were made to go off, weren’t
they ?” -

Lovell breathed hard and deep.

Iilled with righteous indignation as he was,
hle was not in any mood for little jests like
this. "

“You footling chump——"" he said.

“Can 1it, old man!” said Jimmy Silver,
laughing. “Nobody’s shifted your old box!
You’ve shoved it somewhere and forgotten 1t.”

“1I haven’t!” roared Lovell.

“ But you must have !” said Raby, 1n a gently
argumentative tone. ‘“You say you keep it
under the study table; I remember seeing 1t
there myself. If it’s not there now, you’ve put
1t somewhere else, see? TIry to remember
where, instead of blowing off steam.”

“Yes, try !” urged Newcome.

Arthur Edward Lovell seemed on the verge
of an explosion, as if he were a firework him-
self.

“You—you—you ” he gasped. “Mean to
say that you haven’t shifted that box, any of
you 77

“Not guilty, my lord!” said Jimmy Silver
meekly.

“T'hen who has?”

“Ask me another!” yawned the captain of
the Fourth.

“Somebody has!” roared Lovell.

“Then I'll tell you what,” said Jimmy
Silver, as if struck by a sudden bright idea.
“Look for that somebody, and find him, and
roar at him instead of at us! See?”

And the Co. walked away smiling, leaving
Arthur Edward Lovell in a sulphurous state.

Slowly 1t dawned upon ™ Arthur Edward’s
powerful intellect that his studymates were not
responsible for the removal of the box of fire-
works. It began to look as if some other
feiiow in the Classical Fourth, with a taste for
tireworks, had shifted that big cardboard box,
stacked with crackers and squibs and Roman
candles. Possibly the raider was actually enter-
taining himself by letting off the fireworks in
some secluded corner at that very moment.

“Can’t you help a chap look for his fire-
works, you chumps?” bawled Arthur Edward,
as the Co. sauntered off.

But the Co. turned a deaf ear. In his pre-
sent frame of mind, they did not yearn for
the company of Arthur Edward Lovell. They
deemed 1t judicious to give him time to cool
off. Arthur Edward was one of the best
fellows in the wide world, but there were times
when his manner was against him.,

“I—TI'll jolly well find the rotter, and scrag
him!” gasped Arthur Edward. “Bagging my
fireworks ! 1

I'll give him fireworks!

And Arthur Edward proceeded to inquire
after the missing box. It was a matter .re-
quiring care, for the juniors were not allowed
to keen combustibles in the studies. On Bon-
fire Day rules were relaxed, but on other days
nobody was supposed to have such things 1n his
room. There was danger of fire, a danger
which Lovell, in his own lofty way, loftily dis-
regarded. In such matters he knew better
than the Head. He had no doubt on that
point. Still, it was 1mpossible for a Fourth
Form fellow to tell the Head so, and so Lovell’s
loss had to be kept away from the knowledge
of masters and prefects.

Fortunately, information was soon obtained.
Tubby Muffin was loafing on the stairs, and
Lovell bore down on him. Tubby had eyes for
everything that did not concern him, and it
was quite possible that he had had an eye on
the end study since classes, as he had no busi-
ness there.

“Seen anybody rooting about my
Tubby ?” asked Lovell.

Reginald Muffin nodded.

“J saw Cuffy——"

“Cuffy! That Modern idiot ?” :

“Yes. He wasn’t ragging,” said Tubby
Muffin. “Cuffy never rags. He carried away
an old cardboard box. I thought you must
have sent him for 1t.”

“And old cardboard box!” gasped Lovell.
“Was it about a foot square, and tied with
string ?”

“That’s 1t !”

“My hat! That born idiot Cuffy taking to
study-raiding ! ejaculated Lovell. “TI'll give
him raiding my study !”

Lovell scudded out of the House.
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It was surprising, in fact astonishing, to
learn that the mild and amiable Clarence Cuffy
had raided his box of fireworks. But there it
was. Muffin had seen the raider with his own
eyes. The cardboard box that Cuffy had car-
ried out of the end study was undoubtedly
the cardboard box containing the fireworks.

Lovell cut across the quadrangle to Mr.
Manders’ House, breathing wrath.

He was going to recapture his fireworks,
and he was going to punch Cuffy. He was
going to punch him hard. He would give him
a lesson to stick to noughts and crosses, and
leave study-raiding severely alone.

Lovell rushed into Mr. Manders’ House.
Being a Classical fellow, and warfare being
fairly verpvetual at Rookwood between Classicals
and Moderns, 1t would have been wiser of
Lovell to stroll in quietly and sedately. But
he was too excited and angry to be cautious.

And so i1t was that Mr. Manders, stepping
out of his study, almost walked into the Classi-
cal junior as he came 'in in a great hurry.
And Lovell's excited face showed that he was
there on no peaceful mission. Mr. Roger
Manders raised a commanding hand.

“Lovell !”

Arthur Edward reluctantly halted. He des-
pised all Moderns, and especially Modern
masters, Mr. Manders taught chemistry, and
wore elastic-sided boots, and was therefore an
object of scorn to Classical men. Nevertheless,
he was a master, and a Housemaster, and,
especially in his own House, he was not to be
disregarded. So Arthur Edward Lovell halted
rebelliously.
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CUFFY IN TROUBLE!

“Bag him!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver. ‘*Yarooh! 1| assure you—
Oh dear! Oh, my goodness!?”
yelled Cufiy, as he was up-ended
in the grasp of the Classical trio.
Bump! It was not a hefty bump ;
only a playful bump. But it was
enough for Clarence Cufiy.
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“Why are you in this House, Lovell 7” asked
the Modern master suspiciously.

“I—I've come to speak to a fellow,” stam-
mered Lovell, “I—I want to see one of the
Fourth, sir.”

“ Another of the rags, as I believe you call
them, which cause continual disturbance at
Rookwood,” said Mr. Manders acidly. ““ Which
boy do you wish to see, Lovell 7”

“Cufly, sir,” said Lovell savagely.

“Indeed! For what reason?”

“He—he—he’s got a box of mine, sir.”

“Do you mean that you have lent Cuffy a
box ?” asked Mr, Manders. |

“N-n-no, sir!” |

“You cannot mean that Cuffy has purloined
a box belonging to you, Lovell? If so, you
may inform me of the particulars of the theft.”

“No!” gasped Lovell. It was just like Mr.
Manders to put it like this. He really was a
very unbleasant gentleman. v

“Then what do you mean, Lovell ?”’ asked
Roger Manders in his most magisterial way.

“T—I mean it was a lark, sir—a study raid—
” stammered the
unfortunate Lovell. “I—I just want to ask
Cuffy for the box, sir.”

“If Cuffy has taken a box from yvour study,
I fail to see how it can possibly be regarded
as a joke,” said Mr. Manders. “ At all events,
I quite fail to see any humour in it. But if
Cuffy has your box, Lovell, certainly it shall be
returned to yvou. Desecribe the box.”

Lovell began to regret his hasty invasion
of Mr. Manders’ House. But he regretted too
late, as he often did.

“Oh, just a cardboard box, sir, about a foot
square, tied up with string,” he stammered.

“What did it contain ?”

:;:];I,:rrl !!l

‘{I{illdl}' acquaint me with the contents of
the box which, you allege, a boy belonging to
this House has taken from your study in the

3
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sternly. ““Was it some article of value ?”
¢ NT .
N-n-no, sir!”
“Some eatables Se—= f the 1
_ : atables, I suppose—some oif the in-
digestible pastries upon which, I believe,
Classical boys are allowed to—to gorge in their
studies 7” said the Modern master in disgust.
“ No, sir, 1t wasn’t tuck.”
Then what was it ?” snapped Roger Manders.
“Hem !”

" If you cannot acquaint me with the contents

- of the box, Lovell, I decline to believe that

Cufty has taken any box belonging to you,”
said Mr. Manders. “It is clear to me that
you have come here to pick a quarrel with a
Modern boy, for no reason whatever save your
natural quarrelsome disposition.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“I shall take you to your Form master,
Lovell.” :

“I—I—I don’t mind telling you, sir,” gasped
Lovell desverately. “It—it was fireworks, sir,
that I'd got ready for the Fifth.”

Mr. Manders frowned.

As he was a Modern master, and had no-
thing to do with the Classical side, Lovell
hoped that the existence of fireworks in a
Classical study would not worry him. But he
had overlooked Mr. Manders’ well-known gift
for interfering in matters that did not con-
cern him.

“Upon my word!” exclaimed Mr. Manders.
“You have been keeping fireworks in your
study against all the rules of the school,
Lovell 77

“It 1sn’t long to the Fifth, sir, and—and——"
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“Scandalous!” exclaimed Mr. Manders.
“You will be punished for this, Lovell, pun-
ished severely !”

Arthur Edward Lovell’'s eyves gleamed. He
was more than fed-up with Roger Manders by
this time. _

“I sha’'n’t be punished in this House, sir!”
he exclaimed.

“What—what ?” ‘

“You can’t cane Classicals, sir,” said Lovell.

Mr. Manders smiled grimly.

“1 shall deal with Cuffy myself, Lovell, as
he belongs to my House. As you so clearly
state, you are a Classical boy, and to be dealt
with elsewhere. T shall take you to your Form
master, and explain to Mr. Dalton. Come!”

P{IWEP backed away.

“Come!” saild Mr. Manders in a grinding

voice, and he dropped a heavy hand on Lovell’s
shoulder and led him out of the House and
across the quad to the Classical side.
The 3rd Chapter.
“M Y dear James——"
| “My dear ass!” answered Jimmy
Silver cordially.

Clarence Cufty, with a grave and
serious expression on his face, came up to the
Raby and Newcome resisted the impulse to
walk quickly in another direction.

Really, they felt that they had had enough
Cuffy for one day. But they were good-
natured fellows, and they held on.
dear James,” pursued Cuffy, blinking at the
Captain of the Fourth.
“He’s looking for a giddy box he’s lost,”
answered Jimmy. “Why not run along and
help him, Cuffv?”

Cuffy Means Woell.
three juniors in the quad. Jimmy Silver and
“I observe that Lovell is not with you, my
“Good egg!” said Raby heartily.

of

safer spot.
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School House, Lovell,” said Mr. Manders “Do!” urged Newcome,

Clarence Cuffy was so excessively obliging
a youth, so thoughful for others and so forget-
ful of himself, that the three Classicals expected
to see him scud off towards the House at once
to lend his assistance to Arthur Edward.

But Cuffy did not. He shook his head very
seriously,

“In the circumstances, my dear James, I do
not desire to approach within closer proximity
of Lovell,” he said. *“I .should greatly prefer
to give you a message for him, James.”

“A message! What on earth about?”

“Possibly he may have already missed his
box of fireworks——"’

“My hat! That’s the box he’s looking for!”
Jimmy Silver stared at Cuffy. * You don’t
know anything about it, I suppose, Cuffy?”

“1 am very, very well acquainted with the
matter, my dear James. You see, I removed
the box from your study.” '

“You did !” yelled the three.

““Precisely, my dear friends.”

“My only hat!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver in
amazement. “Here's Cuffy taking to playing
japes in his old age. Great pip! But you
mustn’t jape Classical studies, Cuffy! You
really mustn’t, you know! XKeep it for the
Modern side !”

“But, my dear James——

“We always bump silly asses who jape in our
study,” explained Raby. “We give theny
whole beans.”

“My dear George

“Ceollar him!” said Newcome. *“I hardly
like the i1dea of bumping a white rabbit, but
we can’t let Moderns rag in Classical studies.
It’s a matter of prestige.”

“ My dear Arthur R

“Sorry !” said Jimmy Silver kindly. “I'm
not displeased to see you waking up, Cuffy, and
developing some of the attributes of a human
being. In fact, I am very, very pleased.”

““Ha, bha, ha!” roared Raby and Newcome,
quite tickled by that playful imitation of
Cuffy’s solemn style.

“But,” continued Jimmy Silver, “it’s a
well-established law, like unto the laws of the
Medes and giddy Persians, that any merchant
who rags in our study gets it in the neck.
Sorry and all that, but for the sake of our

3
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~ prestige we've got to bump you.”

“My dear James )
“Bag him!”
“Yarooh! I assure you—— Oh dear! O,

my goodness!” yelled Cuffy, as he was up-
ended in the grasp of the Classical trio.

Bump'! ‘

It was not a hefty bump, only a playful
bump. But it was enough for Clarence Cuffy,
who was ot the weedy variety physically. The
game of noughts and crosses, though so very,
very much preferable to football, had not
developed Cuffy’s nruscles to any great extent.
He sat on the ground and gasped and blinked
at the three in a dizzy state.

“Oh dear! Oh, my goodness!” he gasped.
“My dear James—my dear George—my dear
Arthur—ow! I do assure you in the most
¢erious manner that I was not what you term
japing 1n your study. I have always sedulously
avolded joining In anything of the nature of a
practical joke. 1 assure you, my dear friends,
that I removed the—ow !—box of fireworks
with the very, very best intentions. Ow!”

Jimmy Silver chuckled and picked Cuffy up
by the collar and set him on unsteady feet.

“If you weren’t japing we've wasted that
bump,” he said. “You can consider that you
never had 1t.”

“Ow! Ow!
Cuffy.

“But if you weren’t japing, what the thump
did you mess about with Lovell’s hox of fire-

My dear James— gasped

works for?” demanded the captain of the
Fourth.
“Ow! That is what I was about to explain

when you broke out into what I can only
characterise as indefensible hooliganism !”’ stut-
tered Cuffy. “I removed the box of fireworks
in order to save Lovell from the punishment
due for keeping such things in a junior study.
I felt it my duty to do Lovell this act of kind-
ness. Ow! But as I considered it possible that
Lovell might be annoyed, I was going to. ask
you to tell him, instead of personally acquaint-
ing him with this act of—ow !—kindness.”

‘The Classical trio stared at the gasping
Cuffy.

“Do you mean that some giddy master had
heard about Lovell’s fireworks, and was going
to root them out?” asked Raby in wonder. *“1If
so, you could have tipped Lovell the wink, in-
stead of taking them away yourself, you born
HSS!F!

“You do not as yet wholly comprehend the
situation, my dear George. Lovell was break-
ing the rules of the school in keeping fireworks
in his study before Bonfire Day. I learned
that Bulkeley of the Sixth suspected their
presence there, and, had he found them, un-
doubtedly Arthur Edward would have been
caned. That would have been very, very sad.”

“Sad enough for Lovell!” agreed .Jimmy.
“But why couldn’t you tell Lovell about it,
fathead?” ~

“My dear James, I could not wholly recon-
cile 1t to my conscience to be a party, however
imnocent, to a serious infraction of the rules
the school,” explained Cuffy. “Lovell
would merely have placed the fireworks in a
In an entirely unjustifiable spirit
of self-sufficiency he would have persisted in
his infraction of the rules of the school, For

(Continued overleaf.)

““A Duffer’s Luck!”’ is next Monday’s great story of Jimmy Silver & Co. of Rockwood School. rBe sure you read it!
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that reason 1
Mr. Dalton’s study. _
“ What !” roared the Classicals.

Cuffy blinked at them.

“1 considered that the most _ hi
to do in the cireumstances,” he said. ]_}EB
of course, will be confiscated. ‘1
hope and trust that that will impress upon dear
, Arthur Fdward the necessity of obeying the
rules of the school.
able, my dear James?”

“«“Oh, my hat!” gasped dear James. i

«“ Somebody’s put the silly owl up to this,
said Raby. *“How did 2 Modern ass kncay any-
thing about a box 1 a Classical study? Who
told you, C]ll:i’fy i

“Dear Albert.” |

«“ P athead! Do you mean that cad Leggett?
e's the kind of spying cad who would know
what there was in a fellow’s study,” sniffed
-/ Raby. :

“ My dear George, pray do not Sﬁe?‘k S0 very,
very slightingly of dear Albert. This morning

33

judicious thing

" he acted very thoughtlessly and ill-temperedly, *

I admit, but since then he has ﬁhqwl.l. a kind
and forgiving spirit that has delighted me.
Dear Albert told me that the fireworks were
in Lovell’s study, and that Bulkeley knew, and
suggested that a really kind-hearted fellow
would remove them in time. Was not that
very, very kind of Leggett?”

“Palling your silly leg, you owl!
He spied out Lovell's fireworks,
but Bulkeley never knew anything
about it,” growled Newcome.

“Oh, my goodness! You surely
do not think that dear Albert was
capable of deceiving me.”

“Fathead!”

“But he seemed so very, very
kind and thoughtful,” said Cufly
in distress. “ He suggested saving
Lovell from an offence against the
rules of the school by taking the
fireworks to Mr. Dalton’s study.
I had not thought of it myself,
but as soon as dear Albert sug-
gestod it I perceived what a very,
very good idea 1t was.”

“Vou crass ass!’ said Jimmy
Silver. “ You—you—you pink-eyed
white rabbit! Lovell shelled out a
gquid for those fireworks! They'll
be confiscated now.”

“ Without doubt, my dear James.

But do you not think that that
will be a valuable lesson vo
Lovell? Albert thought so.”

“T'll talk to dear Albert later,”
growled Jimmy Silver. *Come
on, you chaps! Dicky Dalton went
out for a walk after class, and we
may be in time to get the fireworks

back before he comes in. We'll
] :
“My dear James,” exclaimed =

Cuffy, ‘“let me prevail upon you
not to undo the good work I have
done, on the kind suggestion of
dear Albert. 1 assure vou that 1
acted with the very, very best in-
tentions i, |

“0Oh, cheese 1t!”

But Cuffy was not to be denied.
He grabbed the captain of the
Fourth by the sleeve as the
juniors turned back hastily towards the House.

“(One moment, my dear James -

“Leggo, you fathead !”

“But if you will reflect seriously for a few
minutes Yaroooooh !’
-sat down. ,

Jimmy Silver had no time to waste, and he
-smote. The three Classicals cut off towards
“the House, leaving Clarence Cuffy sitting on
- the hard, unsympathetic earth—so different
from Cuffy himself, who was so very soft and
sympathetic " But there was no doubt that the

carth was unsympathetic and hard, and
' Clarence Cuffy felt very, very pained.
“Ow!” he gasped. “Wow! Yow! Oh, my

goodness ! Ow !”
The three Classicals raced for the House.

They knew that Mr. Richard Dalton, the

master of the IFourth, had gone out for his
usual walk after classes, and there was a chance
of annexing Lovell’s box from his study before
he returned. If he had already returned the
game was up; but they hoped for the best, and
did not lose a second. |

They ran breathlessly into the House and
headed for Mpr. Dalton’s study. Valentine
Mornington was loafing in the passage, and
Jimmy caught him by the arm.

““Has Dicky come in ?” he asked quickly.

Morny nodded. "

“VYes; he passed me a minute ago.”

“(Oh, rotten luck! Did he go to his study?”

“T1 think so.”

“Come on,” said Jimmy. ‘‘There’s a chance
vet—he may have gone to Masters’ Room ! Iif
he's there, we’'ll ask him something about
deponent verbs; if he isn’t, we’ll bag Lovell's
box. Come on.”

Every NMonday

Barnin
Qaestion!

"of matches, my boy?”

conveved the box of fireworks fo

Do you not think it prob-.

THE DISCOVERY

fireworks, Cuffy ? ’* asked Mr. Dalton gently.
it in the study.”
it is still there.”’
which descended haif-way to the floor.

the edge of the cover, :
started back with a howl of surprise.

roared Cuffy, as he.

THE BOYS FRIEND

! The three Lhurried on to Richard Dalton’s

'study.

Just as thev recached it the door opened.
Richard Dalton himself glanced into the
passage.

“Ah, Silver!” he said. *“Have you a box

“Oh—ah—what! Matches?” There was no
doubt that Richard Dalton had gone to his
study’! |

“Ves,” said Mr. Dalton, with a smile. “My
fire is laid, but I find there are ne matches 1n
the study and I have none about me. Perhaps
yvou will fetch me a box, Silver.”

“Oh,. certainly, sir !” gasped Jimmy.

He cut off, and returned in a minute or two
with a box of matches.

“Thank vou!” said Mr. Dalton, and he went
back into his study and closed the door. The
fire was ready laid in his grate, and Mr.Dalton

was accustomed to putting a match to it him-

self when he came m from his walk after
classes.

In the passage the three Classicals leoked at
one another.

“Nothing doing !” remarked Newcome, with
a shrug of the shoulders.

“Only to kick Cuily
Leggeit,” said Raby.

Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.

“Tt’s rotten.” he said; “but we've done our
best. Better find that ass Lovell and tell him
where his giddy fireworks are, anyhow.”

“My hat! -Here he comes, with Manders.”

“Oh, dear! More trouble!” sighed Jimmy
Silver.

Mr. Roger Manders, with a grim and frown-
ing brow, came along the corridor, with a
heavy hand on the shoulder of Arthur Edward
Lovell. Arthur Edward was looking sulky and
rebellions. ;

Mr. Manders glanced at Jimmy Silver &

and thrash that cad

at his writing-table and looked across it at
Mr. Manders and Lovell as politely as he could.

;;(}{}ﬂd-af’ternﬂnn, Mr. Manders !”

Oh, good-afternoon, sir!” said Roger
Manders acidly. “Mr. Dalton, T have to bring
to vour notice 44

“I trust that Lovell 4

““Lovell has been insolent to me, sir,” said
Mr. Manders. *‘That, perhaps, may not seem
very serious to you, Mr. Dalton.”

“Really, Mr. Manders——"

“I will not dwell upon it, sir—I will not
dwell upon 1t!” interrupted the Modern
master. “1 am well aware that on the Clas-
sical side 1n this school views differ from those
held on the Modern side. lLovell's impudence,
I have no doubt, is in keeping with the
traditions of his House.”

“Mr. Manders!”

“But there 1s another matter, sir, which 1

3

must report to you, which I think that you

will regard as serious!” snapped Roger Man-
ders. * Lovell burst into my touse, sir, a few
minutes ago, in search of a Modérn boy, Wwhom
he accuses of taking a box from his study. So
far as Cuffv of the Modern Fourth is con-
cerned, I shall deal with the matter. But
reluctantly, sir, very reluctantly, Lovell con-
fessed to keeping a box of fireworks in his
study, against all the rules of the school, sir.
This utterly reckless boy totally disregards
the danger of sctting Rookwood on fire, and
recklessly disregards the striet injunctigns of
Dr. Chisholm ! That matter, sir, I felt bound
to ;bring to your notice, as Lovell's Form
master, sir.”

And having thus delivered himself, at twice
the necessary length, Mr. Manders took up a
commanding position on the hearthrug, leaving
Lovell to face his Form master across the
writing-table.

Mr, Dalton frowned.

Frice
Twoeponce

near a fire,

24/10/25

“T'm not a har, sir !” growled Lovell. “ ¥You
know I'm not, Mr. Dalton. 1If I didn’t exactly
forget the rule about fireworks in the studies,
I mean I didn’t think of it at the time, sir.
That’'s what I meant, sir., I know jolly well
I've broken a rule, and I'm not denying it.”

“It 1s a serious matter, Lovell! A fire was
caused 1n a study at one time from the explosion
of some fireworks which had been carelessly left
Since then the rule on the subject
has been very strict. It was quite right and
proper of Mr. Manders to report .this to me.

I am obliged to you, Mr. Manders,” added
Richard Dalton, with an effort.
“Not at all, sir—mot at all!? said Mr.

Manders, with a slight inflection of sarcasm.

“As for you, Lovell i

Mr. Dalton was interrupted,.

It was an amazing interruption.

Bang !

"*'What——" ejaculated Mr. Dalton.

Bang !

“What——" stuttered Lovell.

Bang, bang, bang! Iizzzzzz!
Bang, bang, BANG!

" Whooooop !” yelled Mr. Manders.

It was a sudden, terrifie, deafening, volcanic
explosion -1in the fire-grate!

Wood and coal were hurled in all directions!

Bang, bang, bang! | .

That sudden, terrific explosion just behind
him made Roger Manders leap fairly into the

Squisssssh !

a. *

Bang, BANG! Squizzzzzzzz!

~“Help!” shrieked Mr. Manders. *Fire,
fire! Help! Whooop! Bless my soul! Help!
What—what-— Oh!”’,

Bang, bang, bang!

“Fireworks!” stuttered Lovell. “TFireworks

! —1n the fire! That villain Cuffy

H

OF LECCETT!

“ 1| left it under the table, sir.”’

and peered under the table.

(lo. with a frown, and then tapped at Mr.
Dalton’s door. Lovell, with a grimace at his
chums, went with him. Evidently Arthur
Iidward was being taken to his Form master
for punishment for some offence; he had not
been long in gathering up trouble after part-
ing with his comrades.

“What on earth’s up?”’ said Jimmy.

“Goodness knows ! Let’s wait for him.”

And the Classical three waited.

The 4th Chapter.
Explosive !

' ICHARD DALTON glanced over his
R shoulder as a tap came at his “study
door. He was kneeling before the fire,
 applying matches to the paper stuffed
under the wood and coal.
“Come in!” he said.
The door opened, and Roger Manders en-
tered, leading in Lovell of the Fourth by

‘the shoulder.

Mpr. Dalton rose to his feet.

The paper in the grate. had caught now, and
was flickering. Mr., Dalton laid the box of
matches on the mantelpiece and stepped to
his table. He was not looking pleased. Moy
Manders’ expression hinted only too "plainly
that he had come to lay a complaint—and Mr.
Manders was a gentleman much given to
laying complaints. Always, or nearly always,
Myr. Manders had some complaint to make of
the conduct of Classical fellows, and Classical
masters generally suffered from a tired feeling
on the subject.

Still. it was Richard Dalton’s duty to hear
the complaint and to adjudicate, and he stood

Tip-top school stories appedr every week in our companion papers,

e -

‘“ Where did you
leave the box of
‘“1 do not see
‘f See if
There was a cover on Vr. Dalton’s tabls,
Clarence Cuffy rais:‘d .
E S —

“Oh, my goodness! What are you doing there, my dear Albm;t T

Oh, my only summer hat !”

Myr. Dalton stood transfixed.
But for Mr. Manders’ visit,
probably he would have been
seated 1n the armchair before the
fire, changing his boots for his
shippers, and in that case he would
have got the full benefit of the
sudden eruption.

As it was, it was Mr. Manders
who got the full benefit of it.

He leaped away from the fender,
pursued by whizzing fragments of
coal and wood, whizzing rockets
and Roman candles and fizzing
~squibs. To the astounded and
scared Modern master 1t seemed
as if a bomb had exploded just
behind him. Wild thoughts of
Bolshevik oufrages buzzed in his
aizzy brain as he jumped.

Bang, bang, bang!

Evidently a stack of fireworks
had been carefully hidden in the
heart of the fire. It had taken a
little time for the newly-lighted
fire to reach them. And then—

Bang, bang, bang, bang!

Fireworks flew on all sides. A
“Jumping ’ cracker—one of those
fearsome contrivances that
exploded half a dozen times mn
succession—seemed to haunt Mr.
Manders as he jumped and leaped
and dodged. It banged under his
coat-tails; i1t banged again between
his feet as he came down after his

first jump; it banged behind him

as he fled; it banged after him; 1t

jumped and banged again in front

He was aunoyed by the manner of the
Modern master, annoyed by the fact that Mr.
Manders had a plausible pretext for reporting

one of his boys, and angered by the infraction

of the rules of the House. So he was by no
means the usually kind and genial young man
the Classical Fourth knew as he fixed his eyes
on Lovell.

“Tovell! You had 'a box of fireworks in
your study ?” .

“Yes, sir,” said Lovell.

“You are well aware of the strict rule
against keeping fireworks in the studies before
the Fifth of November ?”

“T—I forgot, sir!” stammered Lovell.

Sniff ! from Mr Manders.

My. Manders, with his hands under his coal-

tails, stood on the hearthrug, his back to the

fire, enjoving the genial warmth as the flames
spread through the grate.

“The boy says that he forgot !” sneered Mr.
Manders. “I venture to suggest, Mr. Dalton,
that he did nothing of the kind. The boy 1s
speaking untruthfully, Mr. Dalton.”

Lovell’s eves flashed.

“I’'m not!” he shouted.
to say that, Mr. Manders!”

“What—what 7”

“Control yourself, Lovell !” said Mr. Dalton
sternly.

“You’ve no right

Lvery Saturday .. PRICE 7 4o

of him. It seemed endowed with
almost a human mgenuity. Mr.

Manders stumbled over a chair in
his wild dodging and fell to the
floor, fairly on the repeating cracker. It gave
1 final bang as he landed on 1t.

BANG! :

Mr., Manders jumped up as suddenly as if
the floor had become red-hot.

“Oh! Ah! Ow! Help Fire, fire! Help!”
shricked Mr. Manders frantically.

“Upon my word!” gasped Richard Dalton.

Lovell stared dazedly at the smoking, fizzing
fire-grate. e knew where his fireworks had
gone now. Hvidently Cuffy had not taken
them over to Manders’ Iouse, as he had sup-
posed at first. They were here—here, in Mr.
Dalton’s study, going strong!

‘The door opened and Jimmy Silver’s
alarmed face looked in, with other alarmed
faces looking over his shoulders.

“What i1s it, sir? What—what—"
tered Jimmy.

““ A diabolical outrage !” gasped Mr. Manders,
“Upon my word! I am burnt—I am scorched
—J am injured! Mr. Dalton, I—I1 1z

Words failed Roger Manders.

The study reeked with smoke and the smell
of gunpowder. -

With a last fizz the last squib went off, and
there was silence after the terrific uproar. Out-
side, in the passage, a startled mob of Rook-
wood fellows stared into Mr. Dalton’s study.
Along the passage some scared fag was yelling
“Fire!” and an angry senior was yvelling to
him to “chuck ” it. Then there was a buzz of
“the Head!” and the crowd in the passage
parted to give room to the majestic figure of
Dr. Chisholm, the headmaster of Rookwood.

stut-

(Continued on page 272.)
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The 5th Chapter.
Awful for Albert!

R. CHISHOLM swept into the study.

He swept in lofty and majestic. But

the next moment, as the atmosphere

of the study struck him, he coughed

and sniffed. This detracted a little from his
majesty, but added to his anger.

“What 1s all this?” he exclaimed. ‘ What
does this mean—in your study, Mr. Dalton? I
have been startled, astounded, by an explosion,
a serles of deafening detonations!”

“It 1s an outrage, sir!” almost shrieked Mr.

Manders. “I have been subjected to an out-
rage—a—a—a diabolical outrage!”

““What has happened?” thundered the Head.

“ Explosives, sir, were stacked in Mr. Dalton’s
fire, and I-—as I was standing before the fire,
sir—was blown up—blown up, sir!” stuttered
the Modern master. “Mr. Dalton can doubt-
less explain, sir—Mr. Dalton may be able to
explain 4

“Have a little sense, Mr. Manders!” rapped
out Mr. Dalton. ‘Do you immagine for one
moment that I am a party to this—that I had
any knowledge of this rascally trickery?”

“1 suspect 1t very strongly, Mr. Dalton. 1
certainly think——"

“You are childish, sir!” hooted the Fourth
Form master.

“What—what? Did vou say childish ?”

“1 said childish, sir, and I repeat 3
1” exclaimed the Head, in a formid-

“Silence !
able voice. ‘*You forget yourselves, gentle-

men! Mr., Manders, calm yourself! Mr,
Dalton, kindly tell me at once what has
occurred.”

“Mr. Manders came here with Lovell, of my
Form, sir, to report him for keeping fireworks
in his study. We were interrupted by that
sudden explosion. Some person had stacked
fireworks among the coal in my grate. Quite
ignorant of this, I.applied a match to the fire
when I came 1n, as 1s my habit. It was, of
course, by the sheerest accident that Mr.,
Manders was standing before the fire when the
explosion took place.”

“Undoubtedly,” said the Head. *“But this—
this wicked and dangerous trick—this must be
severely inquired into. Lovell, it appears, had
fireworks in his possession.. Did you place fire-
works in Mr. Dalton’s grate, Lovell 7™

“No, sir!” gasped Lovell.

“Where are your fireworks
moment 77

“I—I don’t know, sir!”

“You do not know!” thundered the Head.
“T think we may very safely conclude that
they were your fireworks, then, that exploded
in this study, Lovell.”

“T—I think it’s. wvery likely,
but——"

“Then 1t was you

“No, sir!” panted Lovell, in dire apprehen-
sion. ‘‘Not at all, sir! Mr. Manders will bear
me out, sir, that I went over to his House,
looking for a fellow who had taken the fire-
works from my study.”

“If vou kept fireworks in your study, Lovell,
you will be caned. If you played this dastardly
and dangerous trick, you will be given a public
flogging.”

ST —1 didn’t; sirlv

“(tive me the name of the boy who has taken
the fireworks from your study immediately.”

“I1—1 2 stammered Lovell. :

“Tt was Cuffy, of my House, sir,” said Mr.
Manders. “That was Lovell’s statement. But
I am absolutely certain, sir, that no Modern
boy played this trick, and least of all Cufiy.”

“Cuffy!” repeated the Head. “T have noticed
the boy Cuffy, and certainly 1 should ‘never
have suspected Send for Cuffy at once, and
T will question him. = This matter must be
probed to the very root.”

“Cufty !” shouted voices along the passage.

Half a2 dozen fellows propelled Clarence
Cuffy towards Mr. Dalton’s study.

The Duffer of Rookwood came in brightly

enough.
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Being the only fellow at Rookwood

who was blessed with an absolutely clear con-
science on all possible subjects, Cuffy had no
fear of standing in the presence of his head-
master. He did not know why he was wanted,
but he came along quite cheerily.

“Cuffy!” said the Head, fixing his eyes on
(llarence’s mild face. “You removed a box
of fireworks from Lovell’s study?”
SN e, BIrT
““What did vou do with them?”
‘““1 brought them here, sir.”

“Here!” exclaimed Mr. Dalton. “To this
study ?”

“Yes, sir!” said Cuffy brightly.

“Upon my word!” |

“Then you are guilty of this outrage,

Cuffy 7 demanded the Head, scarcely able to
believe his ears.

Clarence Cufty jumped.

“1, sir! What outrage, sir? - Has anything
happened, sir?”

There was a chuckle in the corridor, which
died away instantly as Dr. Chisholm’s eye
turned towards the doorway. Grave and
serious faces met his eye.

“Did you place the fireworks in Mr. Dalton’s
grate, Cufty?”

Another jump from Cufiy!

“Oh, my goodness! No, sir! I should con-
sider such an action, sir, as extremely disre-
spectful to Mr. Dalton. I should regard 1t as
taking a' very, very great liberty, sir.”

“Then why did you bring the fireworks
here 77

“1 considered it my duty to do so, sir, as
Lovell was keeping them in his study against
the rules, sir. My intention was to do Lovell
a service, sir, and I hoped and ‘trusted that
it would be a lesson to him to act in a more
thoughtful and law-abiding manner on future
occasions, sir. Leggett was also of the same
opinion, and, though I seldom agree with Leg-
gett’s views, 1 certainly consider that on the
present occasion dear Albert advised me with
anusual perspicacity and propriety of feeling,
8. ¢

‘““Bless myv soul !” said the Head.

“Is it possible that Leggett played this
wretched trick, after inducing that foolish boy
to bring the fireworks to this room ?” said Mr.
Dalton.

“Oh, my goodness!” gasped Cuffy, quite
overcome by the bare idea: of such duplicity on
the part of dear Albert.

“1 do not think so for one moment, sir!”
boomed Mr. Manders. ‘““No boy in my House
would dream of plaving such a dastardly
prank. Some Classical boy, beyond a doubt.
I suspect Lovell.”

“It appears to be clear that Lovell’'s fire-
works were taken away by Culfy, and Lovell
is, therefore, exonerated,” said the Head.
“Send for Leggett, and he shall be
questioned.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged glances. They
had no doubt whatever that Albert lLieggett
had stacked the fireworks in Mr. Dalton’s
grate, after Cuffy had landed tnem there, dodg-
ing into the study to play his trick after Cuffy
had left. But they were equally certain that
Leggett would never admit anyvthing of the
kind; and there was no proof of any kind to
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on his fingers, plain for all eves to sec.

be had—Leggett had planned too cunningly
for that. All the evidence there was was
against Clarence Cuffy, though the happy
Clarence did not realise it in the least.

“It is possible, of course, that some other
boy than Lovell had fireworks in his posses-
sion—very probable, in fact,” said the Head.
“Lovell’s fireworks may not have been used.
I shall sift this matter thoroughly, and you
will be given every opportunity of clearing
yourself, Cuffy.” |

"1, sir!” stuttered Cuffy.

“You, sir!” snapped the Head. “ At
every circumstance points
culprit.”

“Oh, my goodness!”

“There seems nothing to connect Leggett
with the matter, unless it can be proved that
he came to Mr. Dalton’s study after you left
the box of fireworks here. If the same fire-
works were used for this trick, therefore,
Cufty ”

“Oh, dear!”

“Where did vou leave the box of fireworks,
Cuffy 7 asked 'Mr. Dalton gently. “I do not
see 1t In the study.”

“1 left 1t under the table, sir.”

“See 1f 1t 1s still there.”

There was a cover on Mr. Dalton’s table
which descended half-way to the floor.
Clarence Cuffy raised the edge of the cover,
and peered under the table.

He started back with a howl of surprise.

“Oh, my goodness! What are you doing
there, my dear Albert?”

“What ?” gasped Mr. Dalton.

“What?” stuttered Mr. Manders.

“What?” thundered the Head.

“Great pip!” murmured Jimmy Silver,
almost 1n an ecstasy. ‘‘lLeggett was here—
must have been here when Didky came in, he
hadn’t had time to dodge out of the study
after stacking the crackers in the fire—— O,
holy. smoke !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Raby and Newcome.

“Silence!” boomed the Head.

Dr. Chishold stepped to the table and
jerked aside the cover.

“Emerge!” he thundered.

Leggett of the Fourth emerged.
was white with terror. All eyves were fixed
on him. Only too plainly, Leggett, having
stacked the firewerks in the graie, had been
stirprised in the study by Mr. Dalton’s sudden
return from his walk, and had desperately
dodged under the table to escape discovery.
He had been there all the time, listening and
quaking; and now——

He cringed with terror before the Head. 1f
his presence there, and his hiding, had not
been proof enough, there were smears of coal
For a

present,
to you as the

His face

terrible moment there was silence.

“I think we need look no further for the
culprit!” said the Head, 1n a deep voice.
“Leggett, follow me to my study!”

And Albert Leggett, quaking, followed the
Head.

The episode, to the Head, seemed an ex-
ceedingly serious one, and he impressed his
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view upen Albert Leggett, with the assistance
of the birch. But most of Rookwood saw a
comic side to the affair, and there were roars
of laughter over it in tle Classical Fourth
studies. Even Arthur Edward Lovell hardly
regretted the loss of his fireworks, the way the
affair had turned out. When Leggett came
away from the Head’s study, he was wriggling
and writhing; and for a long, long time he
writhed and wriggled, and groaned and
gasped. DBut nobody wasted any sympathy on
Leggett; even Ciarence Cuffy did not sympa-
thise with him.
THE END.

(You will be pleased to Lnow that Clarence
Cuffy appears again next Monday in A
Dujfer’s Luck!”—another tip-top story of the
shums of Rookwood School. Be sure you read
it! Order your copy of the Boys’ FRIENXD in
advance and thus make certain of sceuring itl)

“ PLAY THE GAME, REF!”
(Continued from puge 268.)
I SNSRI IS NS P AN I

the way barred, and so turned the ball to
Crowther for him to boot it home.

T'his time the referce dared not disallow the
point, and the scores were level.

And finally, as the referce looked at his
watch, to discover that only one minute re-
mained for play, Harold Marston, starting a
dribble on the far side of the field, cut 1n 1n
true Corinthian fashion, to score with a great
shot, and so win the match for the Rovers.

There are people in the town who declare
to this day that that great last-moment goal
of Marston's saved the referece his life. At
any rate, i1f 1t did not do that, it took the
sharp edge coff the resentment of the crowd,
causing them toc stop short of the length to
which they might have gone if the Rovers had
lost the game.

But even at that, the moment the referee
called full time the erowd, bursting its bar-
rrers, invaded the field from all points, and
had not the police raced to the middle and
gathered round the startled Mr. Derck it would
have gone hard with him.

As 1t was, clinkers, clods of earth. stones,
and even a walking-stick, were hurled at the
referece’'s head as he marched i under escort,
his face white, his rolling eves betraying fear.

The mud that struck him stuck to him. At
the gate a fight between police and public
ended 1n favour of the former, and the referee
was borne to safety.

And as Mr. Bangley, chairman of the
Rovers, mounted the steps of the stand, breath-
ing a sigh of relief that matters were no worse,
he met Jacob Swinden face to face.

“Fine way you conduct affairs at Beaulien
Road,” smiled the rascal. “You’ll have your
ground closed for this, Banglev.”

Chairman Bangley stared at him hard.

“By George!” he gasped.  “Are you re-
sponsible for this, Jaceb Swinden ?”

“Talk sense!” said the old director of the
Rovers. “Me do 1t? Why, vour own side did
it—vour loyval supporters. But you’ll have to
payv the price.” .

An hour later, after the chairman of the
Rovers had helped to get the referee away to
safety, he spoke of his suspicions to Marston.

“By (George. I believe you're right that
Swinden’s in 1t !” said the County captaim
“But they'll never close our ground for this.
The thing they will do will be to suspend the
referee.”

“H'm! Thev might suspend Jim Gryce; he
was ordered off the field, you know.”

Marston laughed.

“They'll never do that!” he cried. “1Ithink
we've ot out of what might have been an ugly
bit of business very well. We saved the referee,
we gained the points, and—and, thanks fo
vour anticination with regard to the police,
the crowd didn't go too far. which was a bit
of luck for us. Good-night!”

THE END.

(Next Monday's top-notch footer story—
“Winning His Place!”—featuring young Jim
Gryce of the Rovers. Be sure you reud it!
Order. your copy of the Boys’ FRIEND in
advance and thus make certain of oblain-
ing itl)
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