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Some lively incidents from ‘‘ The Housemaster s Christmas Present !’ Owen Conquest’s great story of the chums of Rookwood School
included in this speciai number!
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WITH THE APPROACH OF THE CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS THE

ROOKWOOD FELLOWS ARE IN JOYFUL MOOD!
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The 1st Chapter.
Peace and Good Will!

6 ANDERS !”

M “¥Yes, Manders!”

“Rot!” said Jimmy Silver, Raby,
ana Newcome, with one voice.

Arthur Edward Lovell’s face set into its most
obstinate expression.

A hint of opposition from his comrades was
enough fo make Arthur Edward determined.
And this was more than a hint.

“I said Manders, and 1 mean Manders!™
sald Lovell

“And T said rot, and I mean rot, old bean!”
said Jimmy Silver,

“Utter rot!” said Raby.

“Piffle " sard Newcome.

“Look here, you dummies

“ Look here you ass——"

‘“It’s a jolly good idea!” roared Lovell.

“How could it possibly be a good 1dea, when
1t comes from vou ?” asked Raby. * be reason-
able !”

“You fathead, Raby-——

“You ass, Lovell “

“1 jolly wel! think-———" recommenced Lovell,
his voice rising, and his temper to mateh.

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Newcome incredu-
lously.

“What?”

“Praw it mild! You ean’'t expect fellows
who know vou to swallow that.”

Avthur Edward Lovell breathed hard and
deep.

It looked as if there was going to be an
argument in the end study in the Classical
Fourth. ._

Arguments were not uncommon 1in that study.
3ut really it was unfortunate, as it was the
day before breaking-up, and Jimmy Silver,
Raby, and Newcome were going home with
Lovel! for Christmas. At such a time, a dis-
pute came in rather awkwardly. Arguments
were better left over till the new term.

‘“Hallo, you chaps, getting ready for Christ-
mas?" asked a cheery voice at the door of the
end study, and Putty of the Fourth looked
in. ‘“Is this wvour special brand of peace and
good will, and things?”

The interruption was timely.

“Tell your "Uncle Teddy éabout 1t!” said
Putty encouragingly. “What's the little
trouble in‘gt}!:t-: happy family?”

Jimmy Silver smiled.

“Lovell’s got one of his weird 1deas.” he
said. ‘‘He's always pumping up some weird
idea or other. Now he's got on to the weird-
est he ever struck. He wants us to make Mr.
Manders a Chrijstmas present!”

“Oh, my hat!” said.Futty.

He stared at Lovell.

M:e. Manders, Housemaster on the Modern
side at Rookwood, was not popular even with
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Modern fellows.  Still less was he popular
with Classicals. Least of all was he popular
with Arthur ldward Lovell.

True, Christmmas was a time for peace and
good will and general forgiveness of offence.
Lovell was quite right there. But really, it
was a4 surprise.

“T'1l tell you how 1t stapds.” said Lovell,
with a glare at his chums. He pointed to a
box on the study table, neatly wrapped 1u
browi-paper and neatly tied with a white
string. ‘“Sce that? There's a clock in that
box—a really handsome clock. The man in
the shop said it would be an ornament to any
schoolmaster’s mantelpiece, and 1 suppose he
knows. Well, that was going to be our Christ-
mas present to Dicky Dalton.”

“Not a bad idea. that,” assented Putty.
“Mr. Dalton is one of the best.”

“We clubbed together to get 1t,” pursued
LOTL‘H.
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Jimmy Silver & Co. are ait a loss to
know who rung

Manders’ Christmas present!

the changes on Mr.

this study 1o Mr. Dalton. We blued two
pounds on 1it,”’

“Only——"" said Newcome.

*Only—" said Raby.

“Only,” said Lovell, “when we carted the
dashed thing to Mr. Dalton, he said he was
ever so much obliged, and thanked us for our
good opinion of him, and so on, but that it
was quite 1mpossible for a Form master to
accept a present from boys in his Form.”

“Floored us!” said Raby. “We thouglit
he would be pleased, you know. 1 jolly well
know that the clock in his study has never been
the same since a japing ass pubt gum in it !”

Putty of the Fourth grinned. He was the
japing ass referred to.

“But there was nothing doing,” said Jimmy
Siiver, *Come to think of it, I dare say Mr.
Dalton is quite right. Only——"

“Only we didn’t think of that before,” said
Newcome. ‘‘The quids are gone now, and there
1s the blessed clock!”

“A handsome Christmas present going beg-
ging !” grinned Raby.

“So 1 thought——-"" said Lovell,

“You did?” ejaculated Putty.

L1 'S."Eé.‘!.!

“What on earth with?”

Lovell reached for a cushiou.

“Hold on!” said Putty amicably. *“1I know
vou're an honourable chap, Lovegll, so I'll take
vour word for it. You thought !

Jimmy Silver & Co. grinned. Lovell
frowned. He was not quite in a mood for
Teddy Grace’'s genial humour.

“Cut on!” said Putty of the Fourth.

“I thought,” said Lovell, with a glare. 1
thought of making Mr. Manders a Christmas
present. It isn’t as if we had to spend the
money on it—the money’s spent. Well, we don’t
like Manders. He's a Modern man; he teaches
chemistry, and wears elasti¢-sided boots, and
has the temper of a Hun and the manners of
a grizzly bear. In fact, he's @ rank ottsider
in every possible way—the very edge. 'T'hat’s
why! Just because he's the litmit, just because
we don’'t like him, just because he’s always
been a beast to us, that's why 1 propose making
him a Christmas present. It’s heaping coals of
fire on his head.” :
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MR. MANDERS IS SUSPICIOUS !

under - his arm, and his eyes glinted at it.
was qgoing to share with som2 young
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rascal on the Modern side.
think that he could carry on his orgies in Vir. Manders’ House ?
Wir. Manders would see to that!
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“ But——"

“And it's the right thing at Christmas-time,”
said Lovell, with a lofty look at his comrades.
“The right thing, I tell you! At Christmas, a
fellow ought to forget all offences, and forgive
his enemies, and so on. I think it’s a splendid
idea to make Mr. Manders a Christmas present
the day before we break up at Rookwood.
These silly owls don’t see 1t.”

“Ha, ha, bka!”’ came a chuckle from the
passage. Peele of the FFourth was lounging by
the end study, and apparenty he had heard.
His: opinion was expressed in that chuekle.

Whiz !

The cushion was still in Lovell’s hand. As
he sighted Cyril Peele’s grinning face outside
the doorway, he hurled 1t, with deadly aim.

Crash! |

Peele stopped laughing quite suddenly. A
large and rather dusty cuchion landing fairly
oh his nose was enough to reduce any fellow
to a proper state of seriousness,

There was a bump _in the passage as Peele sat
down.

“Now cackle again,
roared lLovell.

“Yow-ow-ow !”

Peele serambled up, with a furious face. He
clutched up the cushion and hurled it back into
the study.

“Oh!” roared Lovell.

He caught the returning cushion with his
chin. He went over the back of his chair like
an acrobat, but landed on the floor with much
less than the light activity of an acrobat.

W Ha, ha, gl

“Whooop! Okl Ow!” roared Lovell.

He scrambled up irantically.
“You silly owls! Auythin
—J—1’1ll smash him'! I’ll—l’ﬁ
Bursting with indignant wrath, -Arthur

Edward Lovell rushed from the study.

But Peele was gone.

Peele was much too keen a youth to hinger in
the vicinity, after flooring Arthur Edward
Lovell like that. He had vanished into space.

Lovell tramped back into the study with a
wrathful brow.

“The cheeky rofter!” he gasped. “The
cheeky cad! Chucking a cushion at me-=the
cheeky worm——" -

“Well, you chucked it at him, old man,” said
Putty of the Fourth.

“Xou silly owl !

s fgh "

“1f you can’t talk sense, Teddy Grace

“0Oh, my hat!” said Putty. * When 1t comes
to chucking cushions, 1s 1t the law that you must
always be the chucker and never the chuckee 7"

“Ha, ha, ha'l”

Lovell did not answer. His temper had
suffered severely, and ad Peele was gone and
Putty still there that seemed to the wrathtul
Arthur Edward a sufficient reason for visiting
his wrath tpon Putty. So the cushion flew
again, and there was a wild howl from Putty
of the Fourth.

“Here. hold on!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver,
as Lovell fielded the cushion and turned to
smite again. “ Putty's going to umpire for us,
vou know, about that rotten wheeze of making
Manders a Christmas present s

Bift !

Without heeding, Lovell smoté at Putty, and
the humorist of the Classical Fourth staggered
into the doorway. |

“You silly owl, Lovell—" he roared.

Bift !

ax n

you cheeky sweep!”

to cackle at? 1

VMr. VMianders noted that Lovell, as he came

towards the Modern House, had a parcel

Probably some indigestible *f tuck,’”’ which he

'Did this Classical boy
If so, he was going to be
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“Yooop!
Putty of the Fourth took almost everything
humorously. But it was impossible to take that
smiting cushion humorously. The smites were
too emphatic for that.

“You dangerous ass !” shrieked Putty, as lie
staggered into the passage. *‘ Keep off |7

Biff !

Lovell was warming to the work; he had
tasted blood, as 1t were. There was solace 1in
wreaking his wrath upon somebody; and Putty
had asked for it—at least; Putty was close at
hand, which came to much the same thing. So
the dusty cushion emote and smete, till. Putty
of the Fourth fairly fled along the passage and
vanished. |

Lovell came back into the study and hurled
the cushion into the armchair. He glared at
his chums.

“Well 7" he snapped.

“Well I murmured Jimmy Silver.

“I’'m going to make Mr. Manders a Christ-
mas present of that clock!”™ hooted Lovell.
K See?!!

“ Hem !”

“If you fellows don’t agree, I'll shell out
what you put up for the clock and stand 1t all
on my own. See? I think sot're jolly mean,
but I'll do i1t. 1 think it’s a good idea, and
' going to take that clock to Manders this
evening. See?” hooted Lovell.

And, with that, Arthur Edward Lovell fairly
stamped out of the end study and the door
closed after him with a terrific slam.

a little later. They were looking for

Lovell. Arthur Edward had departed
from the end study in wrath, and had not
returned. For a little while the three juniors
had been strongly tempted to let Lovell “rip.”
The hot-headed Arthur Edward often tried
their patience, and now he was trying it agair,
and indeed putting a heavy strain on it.

But more amicable thoughts
Lovell, after all, was a good chap; and really,
surprising as his new wheeze was, it did eredit
to his beart if not to his head. Making Mor.
Manders a Christmas present, as a sign of for-
giveness and good will at Christinas-time. was
really kind and generous. Jimmy Silver &
Co. doubted how Roger Manders would take
1t; indeed, whether he would take it at all.

The 2nd Chapter,

Peele Geots Busy !
IMMY SILVER and Raby and Newcome
strolled along the Fourth Form passage

Mr. Dalton, the master of the Fourth, had

very politely but very distinctly declined to
accept a present from bovs in his Form: and.
on reflection. Jimmy realised that Mr. Dalton
was right. Mr, Manders might or might not
take the same view; bui, in any case, he could

hardly fail to be pleased, a little, by the desire

of Classical fellows to make him a Christmas
present. Iven i he snapped at Lovell, and
refused his generous present crossly and
gruffly, no great harm would be done. So ihe
Co. had decided to give Lovell his head.

Of course, it was a waste, bestowing thai
handsome and desirable clock on so disagree-
able and disliked a' gentleman as Roger
Manders. Still, the clock had been bought and
paid for, and there it was. Mr. Dalton had
declined it, and it was going begging. Lovell
was set on his scheme; opposition had that
effect on Lovell. On the whole, Lovell mighi
as well have his way. As the trio had settlod
to go to Lovell's home in Somersetshire for
Christmas, and were to leave Rookwood wiih
him on the morrow, dispute would have been
quite unpleasant. They couldn’t go home for
the holidays with a fellow they were rowing
with, that was clear; and to let Lovell down
almost at the last minute, and leave him to go
alone, was too drastic a step for Lovell's chums
to consider it. So the Co. deecided, as they had
oiten done before, to give Lovell his head.
especially as he was evidently going to take it
In any case.

5o they strolled along the Classical Fourth
passage, looking for Lovell, expecting to find
him in one of the studies. Theyv looked into
Study No. 2, which was Putty’s study, and
found “Putty and Tubby Muffin theve. = Putiy
was not looking quite so genial as usual.

“Seen anything of Lovell ?” asked Jimmy.

Snort from Putty. ;

- " Blow Lovell!  Next time I see him I'm
going to punch his silly head, hard. You can
tell him so.”

The Co. grinned and walked on. They
stopped at the next study. which belonged to
Pecle, Lattrey. and Gower. It was quite
possible that Lovell, in his present wrathful
state, had called on Pecle, and the Co. would
not have been surprised to hear sounds of war-
fare. proceeding from the study. Jimmy
knocked and looked in.

“Lovell here?”

There was a sudden movement in the study.

Peele and Gower were there, standing at the
table. and Pecle was unwrappiug a paper
parcel. He wrapped the paper up again sud-
denly as the door opened, with a startled look
round.  Apparently there was something in
Peele’s parcel that he did not wish other eyes
LO see.

*Who's that ? What the thump do you want
here, Silver?” snapped Peele. The Fistical
Four were not on visiting terms with Pecle’s
study.

“1 thought Lovell might be here.” said
Jimmy mldly. “No harm in looking in and
asking, 1 suppose.”

Crammed with fine stories - the Christmas Week Number of the BOYS’ FRIEND out next Monday. Don’t miss it, chums!

prevailed,
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“Well, he's not here.”

“Sorry 1 startled you,”
sativically. *‘Is that a parcel of smokes you've
sinuggled 1n 77 -

*“Mind vour own business.” .

““ Yes: mind your own bizney and clear,” said
Gower.

Jimmyv Silver looked at them. He decided
not to knock together the cheeky heads of Peele
and Gower on the last day of the term.

He closed the study door.

1 suppose Lovell’'s gone down,”
“ Let’s hunt for him downstairs.”

Pcele’s door opened again, and Cyril Peele
looked out. |

“1f you're looking for Lovell. he’'s gone o
the tuckshop,” he said. “1 passed him a few
minutes ago.”

** Oh, thanks!”

And the three juniors went down the stair-
case and left the House, to look for Lovell 1n
she school shop.

Pecle watched them disappear down tihe stairs
with a grin on his face, and then turned back
nto his study.

“They're safe for ten minutes.” he said;
“and Lovell can’t be in the study, or they
wouldn’t be looking for him. This is where
we come 1n, Gower.”

Gower chuckled.

“Safe as houses,” be agreed.

“You keep an eye open in the passage. and
whistle if any of those cads show up.”

“ Right-ho 7

Peele put his parcel under his arm, and
scudded along the Classical Fonrth passage to
the end study. ‘That celebrated apartment was
untenanted now, and there was no eve to watch
Peele’'s somewhat peculiar proceedings within
its walls.  Cuthbert Gower loafed 1n the
passage, with an eye on the staircase, ready to
rive the alarm if the enemy reappeared.
there was no sign of any member of the Fistical
Four returning ; and Peele was occupied 1n the
end study only a few minutes.

When he came back and rejoined Gower, he
no longer had his parcel with him.

“ All serene ?” asked Gower.

“Right as rain.”

“1—1 say, Manders will be frightfully wild.”
murmured Gower." If that idiot Lovell really
takes that box over to Manders’ House and

he saud.

hands it over to him——"’
“ Sthosh 17
Mornington  came &along the passage, and

Peele and Gower were silent at once. They
went into ‘their studv, grinning. Whatever it
was that Cyril Peele had done in the end study,
it was evidently necessary to keep it deeply
dark.

Meanwhile Jimmy Silver & Co. Lhad reached
the tuckshop, but they did not find Lovell there.
Sergeant Kettle informed them that Arthur
Edward had not been there at all,

“That silly ass Peele!” growled Jimmy
Silver. “He thought he saw Lovell going to
the tuckshop.”

"More likely pulling our leg,” grunted Raby.
“Look here, ’"m a bit fed-up with Lovell's rot.
Let him rip.” |
g ¥ I{EEP smiling,” said Jimmy Silver cheerily.

Lovell’s a good old ass, and we're going to be
kind to him. If he ean hand out peace and
cood will to Manders, we can hand it out to
Lovell, what?”

“Oh, all right!”

The three chums walked back to the House.

Whiz, whiz! Crash! Smash!

From under the dusky beeghes a volley of
snowballs flew. 'T'hree hats went flving in the
air, and Jimmy Silver and Raby and Newcome
staggered and gasped. There was a yell of
laughter from a party of Modern iuniors under
the beeches.

“HMa. ha hal”
“Give them some more!” shouted Tommy
Dodd of the Modern IFourth.
Whiz, whiz, whiz! |
: You silly asses!” roared Jimmy Silver.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
U“(ljig for the Classical cads!” roared Tommy
ook.

sald  Jimmvg
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“(rive 'em beans!” shouted Doyle.

There were nine or ten Modern ijuniors, and
thev rushed out on the Classical three, hurling
snowballs as they came. The odds were too
great, and Jimmy Silver & Co. grabbed up
their hats and ran for their House.

“ After them !” shouted Tommy Doda.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Right up to the Head's House the Moderns
rushed in pursuit, whizzing snowballs at the
fleeing . Classicals. Bulkeley of the Sixth
loomed up in the doorway as the three rushed
in, and at sight of the captain of Rcokwood
Tommy Dodd & Co. melted away like snow mn
the sunshine.  They retreated, with many
chiuckles, to Manders’ House, leaving Jimmy
Silver & Co. gasping for breath, and rubbing
off powdery snow, not 1n the best of tempers.

The 3rd Chapter.
Amicable.

have you fellows

‘6 HERE on earth 'S
becn 7”7
Arthur Edward Lovell asked that

questioln.

It was about half an hour later. and Jimmy
Silver & Co., giving Lovell up for lost, as it
were, returned to the end study for tea. They
found Arthur Edward jamiming the kettle on
the study fire. and the tablecloth spread ready
for a meal. : In the fender was a plate piled
with hot buttered toast, and a dish containing
an 1mposing array of poached eggs.

The three juniors stared. They had looked
for Lovell in the Common-room and the pas-
sages, and then they had looked in the Form-
room, and then they had looked round the
guadrangle. thinking that he might have de-
cided to relieve his feelings by a row with the
Moderns. Having given him up at last, and
returned to the study. they found him there,
and guite unexpectedly found him preparing
tea on.an unusually lavish scale. _

“Where have we been?” grunted Jimmy
Silver. “We've been looking for you.” :

“T suppose yoir came back to the study while
we were looking for vou in the tuckshop?”
snapned Raby. “You assl”

“ Took here, Raby £ |

“You generally keep away a bit when you
fline off in a  silly tantrum,” said Newcome.
“We've  looked for you everywhere, you
duffer I” ¢

Arthur Edward Lovell breathed hard and
deep. But he seemed to swallow his emotions,
whatever thev were. His manner was calm.

“MThe fact is, vou fellows, I came back to
speak to you, and found you gone,” he said.
“T—J—I was a bit ratty. It's enough to make
a follow ratty—three silly asses gibing at h‘u:n
when he’s got a really good idea. But 1ts
Christmas-time, and—and—look here, 1 won;t
oive that old clock to Manders 1f you don’t
want me to.”

And Lovell. with a red face, turned to the
kettle and teapot, and proceeded to make the
tea.

Jimmy Silver & Co. stared at him, and then
exchanged glances and grinned.

It had been a happy coincidence. .

The three having decided to be nice and
friendly, and to give Lovell his head, bad been
looking for him to tell him so, what time
Arthur Edward, having also decided to be nice
and friendly, and to give his study-mates their
heads, had come back to the end study to
inform them of the fact. :

Not finding them there he had evidently
started preparing this feast, on the principles

of peace and good will, so appropriate at Christ-

mas-time. _ : A
“Lovell, old man,” said Jimmy Silver, at

las:. “Nobodv can deny that you are an ass.
But "—the captain of the Fourth broke into
a laugh—“I'm glad you've come round, old
hean. We were looking for you to tell you
that we've come to the conclusion that it’s quite
a good idea to make old Manders a Christmas
present.” s
“In fact, a ripping wheeze!” said Raby.
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‘““ Good-bye, Lovell,

THE CULPRIT !

bean, and rely on me to help you if 1 can.”

grabbed at the handle of the carriage door.

old bean,”
Christmas presents 7

hand when you deo,’’ said the cad of the Fourth.
Lovell jumped up.

THE BOYS’ FRIEND ' 387
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‘“ Always willing to lend »
““ Try Manders again on his birthday, old

said Peele. any more

Lovell glared.

‘“You ! he roared. He
Jimmy _Silver seized him and dragged

him back.

“Tophole!” said Newcome solemnly.

The three were not to be outdone by Lovell.
If he was readyv to let them have their way,
they were determined that he should have his
own way. Lovell was not going to have the
oenial spirit of Christmastide all to himself.

But Lovell shook his head. |

“No,” he said. “I thought it a good idea,
but as you chaps are against it T'll chuck 1%
up. Tea’s ready.” .

‘“Von won’t chuck it up,” said Jimmy Silver.
“You'll jolly well take that clock over to Man-
ders’ House and present it to Manders.”

“Hear, hear!” said Raby and Newcome.

“Well, 1f you insist ? said Lovell.

“We do, old man,” said Lovell’s comrades
solemnly. _

“Right-ho, then. But mind, I'm willing to
chuck up the idea, if you like,” said Arthur
Edward amicably.

“Not at all!”

“Not a bit of it!”

“Y say, this is a topping spread,” said Raby,
“And I'm as hungry as a hunter. And you got
it all ready for us, Lovell.”

“Well, I’'m afraid 1 showed a lot of temper

about nothing, or next to nothing,” said Lovell
amicably.

“Oh, no, old chap!” |

Really the friendly concord that reigned in
the end study now was worthy of the best
traditions of Yuletide.

Tea was quite a happy meal, all traces of
irritation had vanished, and four beaming
faces beamed at one another over the fesiive
board.

Tea over., Lovell rose from the table and
picked up the box from his desk. The box,
wrapped neatly in brown paper, tied with white
string, looked exactly as it had looked before,
and 1t never even occurred to Lovell, or his
friends, that it might have been tampered with
during their temporary absence from the study.

“Good luck, old chap!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Give the kind regards of the whole study to
Mr. Manders.”

“You can make the presentation, if yon like,
Jimmy.”

“Not a bit of it; it’s vour idea,” said Jimmy
Silver. And Artbur Edward Lovell left the
study with the parcel under his arm, and a
cheery, genial expression on his face.

Putty of the Fourth was in his study door-
wayv, and he gave Lovell rather a grim look.,
Lovell paused.

“Sorry 1. hiffed
Putty,” he said.

11 Eh ?.‘l!

“T hope I didn’t hurt you.”

“Nothing to speak of,” said Putty. “Bub
what do you mean, Lovell? Are you trying
to pull my leg?”

Lovell reddened.

“No, ass! Dm zorry I kicked up a row at
Christmas-time, last day of the term. You
asked for it, but I'm sorry, and I've said §0.”

Putty of the Fourth laughed. His right hand
had been behind him. It came 1nto view now,
and there was a fives bat in it, Arthur Edward
Lovell started a little at the sight of the fives
bat.

Putty tossed it into the study, laughing.

“ All serene, old top,” he said. *1 was wait-
ing for you to give you the fives-bat, in return
for your cushion. One good turn deserves
another. But it's all serene. Depart in peace,
instead of in pleces.”

23

vou with that cushion,

Lovell went on to the stairs. On the landing
Peele and Gower were lounging, and they
exchanged a glance as Lovell came by with ihe
box under his arm.

“Going over to Manders’ House?™
Peele. |

1 YeS.IJ

:Z(Jhristmas present for Manders—what?”
Yes.” :

Lovell paused. He did not hke Pecle, and
even at Yuletide he found it difficult to over-
come the repugnance with which the black sheep
of the Fourth inspired him. But the Christmas
spirit was strong on Arthur Edward, and he
made the necessary effort.

‘*“ Peele, old chap——7

“What ?” ejaculated the astonished Peele.

It was the first time on record that Lovell
had addressed him as an old chap.

“I'm sorry I buzzed that cushion at you,
Peele.”

“Well, my only hat!” said Peele.

“T was In a bit of a temper,” said Lovell
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asked

You generally are, aren’'t you?” asked
Peele.
“What?”

“You've got the temper of a Hun, as a rule.
How your study-mates stand you 1s a mystery
to me.” |

“Beats me hollow, too,” said Gower.

Lovell breathed hard. Really, it was difficult
to.-deal with these fellows on a footing of Christ-
mas geniality and good will. But Lovell man-
fully resisted the temptation to strew the
passage with Peele and Gower, and went down-
stairs instead.

The two young
another.

“Softening of the brain, I suppose,” sai
Peele. “Not that there was much brain to
soften there. I sav, he's really going cover to
Manders’ House with that box.”

Gower gave a gurgle.

“He can't have found out——

“No fear!  He wouldn’t be looking so jolly
cheery if he had. He will find out when
Manders opens the box.” «

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Gower.

“Pity a fellow can’t be there,” said Peele

rascals grinned at one

o0 ;{_]

>

regretfully. “I should really like to see
Manders’ face and Lovell’s.”
“Ha, ha, ha!?

And Peele and Gower went into their study
yvelling. They seemed to be in possession of
some extraordinary good joke. Meanwhile,
Arthur Edward Lovell, not in the least suspect-
ing that he was the cause of hilarity in Peele’s
study, tramped cheerily across the quadrangle to
the Modern side, to make his Yuletide presenta-
tion to Mr. Roger Manders.

The 4th Chapter.
A Surprise For Mr, Manders,

R. MANDERS, Housemaster of
M Manders’ House, frowned.

That was not an uncommon thing

with Mr. Manders. I'rowns were morc

frequent upon his sour visage than smiles. Even
the near approach of the festive season did not
make him smile. Even the fact that the term
was at its end did not seem to cheer him, though
for some weeks he was going to bhe clear of
<chool and the labours and worries of school.
Undoubtedly he was as glad to be done with
his House for a time as his House was to be
done with him. But Mr. Manders was one of

(Continued overleaf.)
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lugubrious persouns who take their

ihose
pleasures sadly.

. Besides, he had reasan lor fr
Walking across the quad, in the misty December
«fternoon, his hat had been knocked off by a.

frowning now.

‘snowball. The snowballer hqd \'unisl_led unseen.
Myr. Manders had replaced his hat with feelings

100 deep for expression irr Wwords. It was an
cutrage—an insult—an afiront!  Somebody

deserved to be expelled for it. Somebody cer-
tainly would have beeri caned severely had Mr.
Manders known where to Jay a finger on that
somebody. But he did not,

He stood at his study window staring out into
the falling dusk of the quadrangle, frowuning.
Possibly one of his own boys had done that dis-
respectful deed; but more likely 1t was some
Classical fellow-~most likely, in Mr. Manders’
opinion, one of those disrespectiul young
rascals who forgathered in the «nd study on
ihe Classical side. Jimmmy Silver or Lovell, 1n
all probability, Mr. Manders thought 1t
extremely probable. Still, as he had not seen
the vanishing snowballer, it was useless to carry
over a comp?uiut to Mrv. Daltou. Mr. Manders
cenerally required very little evidence before he
punished an offender, as the Modern fellows
knew  only too well; but Mr. Dalton would
require the matter to be made very clear before
he caned a Classical, especially on the day before
break-up.

Mr. Manders. frowning from his study
window. was thinking the matter over with his
usual bitterness, when a junior came in sight,
heading for his House. It was Arthur Edward
Lovell of the Classical Fourth.

Roger Manders’ frown intensified.

Lovell was fanocent of knocking oft Mr.
Manders’ hat with a snowball; he was even
ignorant of the fact that guch an unparalleled
" outrage had occurred at all, But Mr. Manders
suspected him, and the sight of Lovell deepened
his suspicious. The impertinent young rascal
was probably coming over to gloat over what
he had done—to glodt over Mr. Manders’ help-
lossness to deal with him. Being a Classieal,
and not under Mr Manders’ authority, Lovell
could not be caned on suspicion like a Modern.
Verv likely he was going to tell the Modern
juniors of his desperate deed, and they were
coing: to chuckle over it in a disrespectiul
chorus. Mr. Manders knew very well that
Tommy Dodd & Co. would not be shocked.: as
thev should have been, at hearing that their
Housemaster’s hat had been knocked off by a
snowball. Rather they would rejoice greatly.

Mr. Manders set his lips.

He noted that Lovell had a parcel under his
arm, and his eyes glinted at it. Probably some
indigestible “tuck,” which he was going to
share with some young rascal on the Modern
side. Did this Classical boy think that he could

carrv. on his orgies—yes, orgies—in Mr.
Manders’ House? If so, he was going to be
undeceived. Mr. Manders would see to that.

And at the prospect of interrupting some spread
in a junior study, caning the Modern fellows
concerned, and reporting Lovell to My. Dalton,
the Modern master’'s hrow relaxed a little. He
did not guite smile, but he felt comforted.

Lovell disappeared into the House.

Mr. Manders, having no doubt whatever that
Lovell was heading for some junior study,
selocted a cane, as a necessary preparation for
seeking that study. A knock came at his door.

“Come 1n!” snapped Mr. Manders.

The door opened, and Lovell of the Classical
Fourth stepped 1n. A5

Mr. Mandercs, eane in hLand, stared at ham
blankly.. Something scemed to be wrong with
the theories he had formed in his acid mind,
for obviously it was Mr. Manders himself whom
Lovell had come te sec. The Modern master
laid down the cane. Apparently it would not
be wanted now, which was a little disappeint-
ing.

Lovell looked cheerily and brightly at the
Modern master. He was not discouraged by
Mre. Manders’ frown. He did not expect to find
anyv other expression on Mr. Manders’ {ace.

“(iood-afternoon, Mr Manders!”

““What do you want here, Lovell?

come to confess——"

“Eh?”

“Have vou come to confess that you hurled
a snowball at me in the quadrangle twenty
minutes ago?”

“Nunno! No, I didn't, sir!
I had no 1dea——

““1 trust vou are speaking the truth, Lovell,”
said Mr. Manders sourly.

“J assure you, sIF * stammered Lovell,

He felt that this was not a good opening.

“Fhen what do you want?”

“Nothing, sir! I——"

“You can scaroely have come 1o my study for

Have you

¢11*! Oh, no!

)

nothing, Lovell. You are doubtless aware that
my time is valuable?™ ',

“Yes, sir. Oh, certainly, Mr. Manders! Buf.
vou see, it being Christmas-time, and—and "

Lovell stammered under the cold, hard eve of
the Modern master.

“It is not yet Christmas-timme, Lovell, as the
term is scarcelyv ended, and the date of Christ-
mas is December the twenty-fifth,” said Mr.

Manders. ““Neither do I understand your
reference to that date. Will you kindly explain
vour meaning immediately, without further

wasting my time?”
“Yes, sir,” gasped Lovell. Ie laid tht box
on the table. *I—that iz, we—my friends and
1, sir—we thought being Christunas-time, sir—
we thought——"
“Why have you brought that box to my
study, Lovell ?”
“That—that box. sir.

ft’s in that box.”
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“What—what 1s in that box?”

“The Christmas present, sir,” said Lovell,
cotting it out at last, discomfited and confused
as he was under Mr. Mauders’ hard, gleaming
eve. T — we = us— that is, my study — we
thought, being Christmas-time, sir, we—we
hoped, sir, that you would accept this little
present from us, as a mark, sir, ol our—our
esteem and—and good will, sir.”

“Bless my soul!”

Mr. Manders simply stared at Lovell.

Never had the sour old gentleman been
taken so utterly by surprise.

He was a suspicious gentleman-—very sus:
picious; but he had never dreamed of suspect-
ing this,

He was too amazed, for some moments, to do
anvthing but stare at Lovell, still frowning,
from force of habit.

Then his grim face relaxed.
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OUR CHRISTVMAS NUMBER.

This week’s Boys’ Friexp is a real Christmas
Bumper Number. My best wishes for health
and happiness to evervbody go with it. The
programme this week is magnificent. You wiil
be thrilled with Francis Warwick’s grand yarn,
“The Faces in the Snow!” and there will be
a rousing Christmas welcome for Don Darrel,
the Boy with Fifty Millions, who has comc
back with his millions, and good luck to him.
The rest of the bill is worthy of the cecasion.
There’s just that something about Christmas-
time which has a lift in it. When you get to
Christmas it is like stepping on to a brisk
escalator. You get carried on and up, and
there 1s an extra cheery view of the world at
the top. So here’s to a Merry Christimas and a
Happy New Year to All!

ANOTHER TREAT!!

Qur Christmas 'Week Nuamber, out next
Monday, will contain “A Christmas Ive
Rescue ! by Duncan Storm, dealing with the
Glory - Hole Gang of the Bombay Castle.
There will be good marks, too, for “Trouble on
the Train!” You will guess that 1s Rookwood.
Jimmmy Silver & Co. are off for the holidays.
Another prime feature is Arthur 8. Hardy's
tale, **The Christmas Day Match !” This is the
goods, and no error. Young Jim Gryce of the
Rovers is at the top of his form. Another firsi-
line story with a kick in it iz ©“ The Ruby of Ili-
Tack ! There is a deep, dark mystery in the
shining depths of the jewel, as Don Darrel finds
to his cost. And here’s another winner, chums !
You will get more of the desperate efforts of
the Spendthrift Sportsmen to shift the giddy
dollars. 'They are not follows to cry offi. It is
precious hard going, all the same. Jolly easy
to spend the cash! Ol, of course! Yet in this
case the chums are up against a steep problem !

. GOOD QOING FOR ““QOALIE!”

W

IFootball News and Gossip and Forecasts have
their place next Monday. * Goalie” is on the
ball, and those who follow him are on a good
thing. Don’t forget that the best Christmas
present is the “ Holiday Annual.” It’s a shecr
act of kindness to drop a hint about this to any-
one who is looking round for gome suitable giit.
Nos. 17 and 18 of the “ Schoolboys’ Own
Library ” will also play a big part this season.
They are topping numbers. On sale every-
where.

GAMES FOR CHRISTVAS.

S

This is speecial. Every Christmas party will
be brightened by what ** The Scoutmaster ” has
to say about Tricks and Games Round the
Christmas Fire. There are plenty of useful tips
in next week’s article. Get a couple of copies of

'.:.1 Stl'llﬂt,
. Lﬁndﬁn.

the old “Green 'Un ” next week. Your pal 1s
dead sure to want to read * The Scoutmaster’s ”
advice about enlivening the Christmas gather-
ng.

£

PLAYS FOR CHRISTMAS.

A crowd of chums have written to me asking
about the plays in the * lloliday Annual.” Can
they act them? Most certainly; but I want
those who stage these capital pieces to put on

_ the programme that the plays come from the

‘““Holidey -Annual.” That's all. At Sowerby
Bridge they are putting on ‘“The IFortune
Teller.” whizh was published in the **H.A.”
several years back. I amm asked for separate
copies of the plays. Sorry there are none, but
typed copies will meet ull requirements.
R. Glover, a Leeds reader, 1z acting as Johnny
Bull. and his cousin i1s Bunter; while Sambo,
the Slogger, thas an efficient rvepresentative.
Best luck !

PRIZES.

My best thanks to the troops of friends who
tell me their prizes were just right., There will
be heaps more chances. A. J. Plant, of East-
bourne, one of the cheery winners, says he
wants to see Jimmy Silver & Co. in a jolly old
barring-out. We will sece about this in the gay,
glad New Year. Come to think of it, some-
thing of the sort seemmed in the wind over
Marcus Manders, the .delectable “nevvy ” of
that chemistry enthusiast. Manders the Mighty.
Near ag a toucher 1t was!

WHEN SUNMER COMES AGAIN.

A Wigan wizard, who 1 a perfect whale at
swotting up things, asks for information about
a holiday trip in Devonshire. Ile 1s an early
hird, and no mistake! Getting ready for next
summer . Well, better be in tune than a day
behind the fair, 1 am sending him a few
details about ‘old red Devon. My chum 1s in
the right of it. Working up facts about a
holiday adds immensely to the pleasure when
the day comes for setting out on your travels.

“ THE CITY OF GHOSTS !

H. James. of Great Yarmouth. where the
bloaters come from, sends word that he was
just fascinated by Sidney Drew’s fine serial;
(lan there be another varn about Ferrers Lord ?
I should say so! And what books are there
about the Aztecs 7?7 This reader should study
Prescott's “ Conquest of Mexico!” Besides that,
he will find in any bookseller’s catalogue a great
number of works about the Southern land, in-
cluding one by the late Sir Rider Haggard.

Your Editor.

RESULT OF “TOP SCORERS' COMPETITION No. 3.

THE FIRST PRIZE OF X5 for the reader forecasting the matches in Leagues 1, 2. and 3
(Southern), with the highest aggregate scores, has been awarded to :—

J. LAWRENCE, Black Cottages,

who sent in a correct forecast,

Shepherds Well, necar Dover, Kent,

Owing to the large number of competitors qualifying for the next grade, it has been necessary

to fmake a slight alteration in the prizes.

pounded and A SPLENDID

The value of the six footballs offered has been com-

P
POCKET- KNIFE has been awarded to each of the fifty-three

readers whose forecasts contained one error. The names and addresses of these prize-winners can

be seen on application to this ofhce.

The matches with the highest scores were as follows:

Arsenal v Bury.
Middlesbrough v Barnsiey,
Portsmouth v Clapton Orient.

L.eague 1.
Leaguc 2.

League 3. Excter City v Brighton & Hove A,
(Southern)
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Possibly even Mr. Manders, sour as he was,
avas not wholly uninfluenced by the spirit of
Christmas. Even to his ear Christmas chimes
were not merely a disagreeable noise.

His face relaxed. He did not smile, because
that r equired an effort on his part, but he
ceased to frown., Tovell’'s flushed, oarnest
face, full of respectful kindliness. was no longer
displeasing to his eyes. He was pleased—for
once in his career as a schoolmaster, Mu.
Manders was pleased. Boys—boys, too, whoih
he had disliked—had thought kindly of bim af
Christmas—had elubbed together to buy him a
little present as a token that they realised
their own faults and his many virfues; really,
1t was a pleasing reflection.

“Well, well,” said Mr. Manders, and Ins
voice was less like the grinding of a saw than
it had ever seemed before. “Well,. well,
well!  This is somewhat—hem [—unusual—
very unexpected ; but—well, well, well! Cer-
tainly it is a very kindly thought, Lovell--a
very kindly thought indeed.”

Lovell beamed, |

He had considered all along that he was
right, and now he knew it. He had touched
the right chord!
~ He was the only fellow on the Classical side,
or in all Rookwood for that matter. who had
realised that Mr. Manders was, after all, a
Luman being, in spite of his looks and his
mianners and customs. Other fellows had
scoffed—and he, Arthur Edward Lovell, bad
been right all along the line.

There was no telling what effect this might
not have on Roger Manders. He might be
much less of a beast next term, whieh would
be a good thing all round, for Moderns and
Classicals alike. That clock, ticking away on
liis study mantelpiece, would be a reminder of
Christmas, a constant remembrancer of peace
and good will and kindly feelings.  Lovell
zenerally thought pretty well of himself and
his opinions; but on the present oceasion he
felt that he had displayed even more than his
usual good judgment and solid sense.

With a beaming face he walched Mr.
Manders untying the string of the parcel.

The brown paper was unwrapped.

The box which had contained the handsome
new clock, an ornament to any master's
mantelpiece, came into view. Mr. Manders,
with an unusually amiable expression on his
face, removed the lid of the cardboard box.

And then

Lovell, standing at a little distance. on the
other side of the table, could not see into the
box. But he had no doubt, of course, that the
clock was there—that handsome timekeeper on
which the end studv had expended two
pownds, and which, of course, bore no ftrace
of having been offered to Mr. Dalton .and
offered in vain.

But the expression on Roger Manders' tace
was inexplicable. With a chill, Lovell realised
that something was wrong.

What was wrong he could not even begin to
imagine. But the gathering thunder and fury
in Mr. Manders’ face showed that something
was very wrong indeed. -

“Upon my word !” gasped Mr. Manders, in
a choking voice. “A pretty trick—a very
protty trick, indeed! Upon my word!”

Lovell was dizzily conscious of a scent in the
study—a peculiar scent--an ancient and fish-
like smell. ‘

1t could not possibly proceed from the card-
board box that had held the clock—how could
it possibly do so? VYet 1t seemed that 1t did
so: it had not béen percéptible before the box
was opened. Now it was there—strong, and
growling stronger.

What did it mean? : ‘

Mr. Manders’ eves were fixed on him with
a {errible expression. Never had the House-
master of Manders’ House looked so 1in-
furiated.

“You young rascal !” he hooted,

“8ir !”? stuttered Lovell.

“You impudent young scoundrel!”

“Mr. Manders!”

Obviously, something was wrong—firight-
fully wrong! Even yet Lovell could not guess
what 1t was.

“You—you—vou—you dare——> Mr, Man-
ders choked. “ You dare to—tommsult me-—in-
sult a Housemaster—you--you——"" ‘

Words failed him.

“I—I-—-J—" babbled Lovell. wondering if
Mr. Manders had gone suddenly mad. Hyen
if he didn’t like the look of the new clock. he
might have been a bit more civil than this.
Mr. Dalton had been civil.

“You impudent rvascal!” roared the Modern
master. “How dare you! How dare vou
bring this—this offal to my study ?”

“That—that what?” stuttered Lovell.

“This--this—this offensive offal-—this—this—
vou impertinent young scoundrel! Take it
away !”

Lovell eraned over the table to look inte the
box, utterly amazed and astounded. Te could
not believe his eyes. Instead of that hand-
some clock—that ornament to any master’s
mantelpiece—which the box should have con-
tained, Lovell’s stummed eyes rested on an
ancient kipper-—a kipper that had seen it:
best days, and seen them long ago—a kipper
ihat had obviougly been discarded by the
formeér owner as unfit for human consumption
—a kipper that had been consigned to the
dustbin, for there were traces of dust and
ashes on it. No clock, not a sign bf a clock—

(Coptinued on puge 400.) |
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that anc:ent um.i miserable and

nmhmﬂ but
IJG""‘-E'lf'IH‘L aromatic Kkipper
Lovell wondered 1f he was drmnmm

He had left that box tied up in his study,

with the handsome clock inside 1t. He had
found ‘the box as he had left 1t. In .thé mn-
terval, the handsome c¢lock had been changed
[or a kipper that could not be called hand-
wime by the wildest streteh ol the 1magina-
tion, 1t seemed like black magic to the dazed
Classical junior.

Mr. Menders was stiil talking—with infori-
ated!emphasis, but Lovell was too dizzy, with
amazement fto heed him. He stared at the
kipper as if 1t had been the spectre of a kippe
—a Chiristmas phantomns.

“Raseal ! Insulting young scoundrel! But
this 'is what I have been led to expect from
Mr, Dalton’s boys! A wvile practical joke 1in
the worst of taste—offensive—base—villainous.
As a.rule I should not care to chastise any boy
not belonging to my House, but in tius case
I feel bound to depart from that rule.”

Loovell woke up, as it were, at those words.

Mr. Manders was grabbing up his cane.

Sird” gasped Lovell. =T
Yarooooocaop !”

There was no chance of explaining, even 1t
Lovell had wunderstood what had happened,

and had been able to EL]:'}LLLI} The cane was
descending.

Whaek, whack, whack !

“Mr Manders! Stoppit! Oh, my hat'
Yaroooofa I roared Lovell, and he gave up all
attempt at evglanation and fled for the dom

Mr. Mandeis followed. The cane rose and
fell with lightning rapldltv.

Whack, whack, whack!

“ Yow-0wW-0W-0W-wo0000p !

With the cane thrashing down on his hap-
less shoulders. Tovell grabbed wildly at the
door-handle and got the docr open. He
leaped into the passage, the cane coming down
again as he leaped, and a wild yell rang
through Manders’ House,

Lovell rushed down the corridor to the door.

But the enraged Modern master was not
finished yet. He rushed after Lovell, "still
handing it out with the cane.
Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack !
“(Great Scott!” Knowles of the Sixth
almost staggered, with astonishment at the

sight of his lHousemaster, w:th cum::on face,

pursuing a fleeing Classical junior, laahmﬂ'
with the cane. “ Mr. Manders—what >
Mr. Manders brushed past him, still in

furious pursuit of Lovell. Knowles .stared

after them blankly.

Whack ! Whack!

Lovell reached the door on the quad. By
oreat good fortune 1t stood open. Lovell
cleared the steps of Manders’ House at a single
bound, and rolled in the snow in the quad-
rangle.

He was up again in a ftwinkling, fleeing
for his own House as if for his life.

Mr. Manders stopped at the door. In-
fmiated as he was, he realised that a House-
master’s dignity had to be considered, and
that his dignity would have been con-\ldemblv
impaired by a chase across the quad, cane n
hand. Perhaps, too, it occurred to him that
Lovell had had enough. Certainly Lovell
had had a good deal.

He felt as "if he had had much too much as
he raced wildly across the quad and bolted
into his own House like a rabbit into a
burrow,
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The S5th Chapter.
-~ Hilarious!
LASH !
The door of the end study flew open.
Jumnmy Silver and Raby and I\ew-
come started to their iect in surprise

G

and alarm as Lovell rushed in.

“Lovell! What '

Lovell staggered fo the armmchailr and
collapsed 1nto 1t. He collapsed there and

gusped and groaned.

His thiee chums stared at him. They had
been waiting for Lovell to return, curious to

hear the result of the presentation to Mirv.
Manders. They had wondered lmw thc
Modern master would take 1t—whether he

would pooli-pooh the thing and tell Lovell to
away-—whether he would decline 1t
pleasantly and politely like Mpe. Dalton—
whether he would be pleased., and accept it
graciously. Really there was no telling what
\Ir Manders might do. He was, as Raby
remarked, an uuu.,lia,ble old blrd S0  the
trio waited with some curiosity for Lovell to
come back.

But whatever they expected, tney had not
expected this. 1t was plain that LOVL” had
been through the time of his life.

“What. on earth’'s happened?”
Jimmy Silver.

“Ow! Wow! Oh dear!”

“Ind \L..nden cut up rusty: 2% asked Raby.

“Yow-ow-ow \’

“1 don’t see why he anﬂuld’ said New-
come. *“You don't mean to say that Manders
walloped you, Lovell?”

“ Groogh! Oh dear! Ow! Wow!

“Lovell, old man * urged Junmy Silver.

Groan!

“Can’t you tell us what’s happened, you
ass ?” demanded Raby.

Groan!

‘““Have you brought the cloek back?”

Groan !

Lovell seemed in no hurry to gratify the
burning curiosity of his comrades. He was
too bustly occupied with aches and pains, and
pains and aches. Jimmy Silver & Co. had to
wait.

But Lovell explained at last.

““Some  villain took the clock out of the
box and put in a horrid old kipper—a smelly
old kipper that he must have rooted out of
a du:,thm. I—I néver gueased——ncver knew
that

“Great pip!” satd Jm‘tnw
“Then, when Manders opened the box——

¥ There it was!” groaned Lovell. % S#aring
him ,in the face—scenting the whm]a bhnl:.ulfr
study! Oh dear !”

“But who—w ‘hat—how 0 babﬂled Raby.

“He didn’t give me a chance to explain!”
groaned Lovell.. “He thought ii was an 1n-
sult. Oh dear! T—I1 suppose 1 can’t blame
Manders! What the thump was the man to
think when I'd told him I was bringing him
a Christmas-present, and he opened the box
and found that ghastly kipper? He was in
a frightful rage!”

“My hat! I should think
Jimmy' Silver. °

““It was a jape, of course—a )jape on me,”
mumbled Lovell. “T can’t think you fellows
would play a trick like that on me.”

“Tathead! Somebody must have sneaked
into the study while we were all out and
opened the box and played that rotten trick,”
said Jimmy Silver. His face broke into a
smile. “It’s funny in a way.”

“TIs 1t?” hooted Lovell. “Is it fanny to
have old Manders after you with a cane,
walloping you as if he was beating a carpet?
Is 1t 2”

“Well, no! But

“Somebody’s taken that clock away and put
in the kipper. I'm going to find the awful
rofter and smash Thim 1 gasped Lovell.
“The clock’s hidden somewhere, of course—
1mrhap~; in his study all the time—and that
Ilmuble kipper——" He choked with rade.

exclaimed

Silvel  faintly.

L

1!!

so!” gasped

“Where's the giddy kipper now?” asked
Neweorme.
“In Manders’ study, I suppose. [ didn't

stop for 1t! He can have it for his supper tf
he likes!” groaned Lovell. “Oh dear! He
got 1n about fifteen cuts Lefore T got away
into the quad! 1 thought he was going to
chase me all the way home! Ow!”
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“But mw could haw’a done 1t’
Newconie. “What silly japing. ass
A bright and cheew face looked in at the
vudy door. 1t was the cheery ‘countenance oi

Putty of the Yourth. He came as 1f 1n
- answer to '\ewwme question.

““Hallo, vou're back, Lovell! 1 saw you
come in. You seemed to be in rather a
hurry. How did it go? How did Manders

like his Christmas- preaent i3

Lovell gave Putty of the Tourth a deadly
"'jﬂ.I"C.

Some
trick on him.
were well known.

japing ass had played that g wiul
And Putty’s japing prochvities
And Putty had knov.n all
about the iutended (_;hrlstman -present | Putty
of the Wourth was the man, of course, Lovell
did not waut any 1)1001" aud he had no time
to waste in inauiry. He lecaped from the
armchair like an arrow f{rom a bow and
leaped at Puily.

Befnre leldy
ing, Lovell’s arm

race knew what was happen-
was round his neck—not
lovingly., Putty’s head was 1n chancery, and
Puitty was yanked into the study and Lovell
was hammering at his features as if deter—
mined to drive them through the back of
Putiy's hapless head.

Pu,tty_ yelled and struggled. |
“You potty ass! What—leggo. My hat!
Draggimoff ! Oh! Ow! Yarcooooh!” The

eng study rang and echoed to Puity’'s ifrantic
vells.

“You rotter I roared Lovell, puundmg away
frantically. “You japmg ass! You funny
idiot !  Take that! Pulling my leg, were

vou? 'Take that, and that! =5 il teach you
to play your potty japes in this study! Take
that !’
“\"al ooog! Help!”
chell————— d.sped Jimmy.

“Take that-—and that—and that—and that!”
bawled Lovell.

Putty took them; he had to! ~With his head
in chancery, he had no choice about the matter.
But he succeeded af last in hooking his leg
into Lovell’s, ‘and bringing "Arthur deard

with a crash to the floor.

Lovell  sprawled on' the study (al-pet and
Putty reeled against the wall, dabbing fran-
tically at his nose, which streamed ¢rimson.

“Hold hmm!” gasped Pnutty. ““If he's gone
mad, hold him! Keep him off !”

Lovell serambled up.

“I'm not finished with you ‘*etl

3

I'mmn going

to—=

memy Silver .oushed between them. and
hurled Lovell back.

“Chuck i1t, you ass!” he gasped. “How do
you know it wb Putty 7"

“OFf  course; /it was!? roared Lovell, & 1s

japing ass like him.in the
Classical Fourth? Didn’t.he put gum into
Dicky Dalton’s ¢lock? Didn't he pin Muffin's
watch on his batk? Isn’t he ahmys playing
some potiy ]ape or other! Coming here to
chortie over n. too! 1—1—1'll- Let me pass,
Jimmy, or I'l! punch you, too!”

Jimmy and Raby and '\"eu.come grasped
their excited chum, and hurled him back by
main force. Even 1if Pulty was guilty, their
opinion was that he had had enough.

“Did you do 1t, Putty ?” asked Jimmy.

“Did I do v'hat, yvou silly owl?” hooted

there another silly,

,Putti‘ dabbing his nose.

bmnubﬂdy took the cloek out of the box,
and put in a horrible old kipper, and Lmeh
handed it to Manders, without knowing-
“Wha-a-at ?”’ asped Putty.
“Manders pit-c-ﬁl,ed into him—-—
‘““HMa, ha, ha!” roared Putty. |
“I'll. give him something to cackle at!”
velled Lovell. “Will you silly dummies let
me get at him?”
*“Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared Putty.
jest! ‘No, I didn’{ do it—but
Ha, ‘ha, ha!

7%

“0Oh, what a
I wish 1 had!
Why on. earth didn't 1 think
of it! ¥a, ha! Some fellow did! Oh, my
hat! T must tell thiz along the passage !”

In his enjovment of that tremendous jest,
Putiy of the lourth seemed quite to forget the
damage 10 lna nose. He staggered out of the
study, howling. with laughter. In aboui two
minut‘ls, all ‘the Classical Fourth knew what
had happened, and laughter fawrly boomed
along the Classical Fourth passage. Fellows
velled, and roared, and wept, and rocked with
merriment.

““Look here, I'm going to smash that japing

22

ass!” roared Lovell. Christmas geniality, peace
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and goodwill, had evidently taken a back ceat
in  Arthur Edward’s estimation now.

“ But Putty says he didn’t do 1t!™ gasped
Jimimny.

“Bosh !”

“It was some  other ass——"

o Rﬂt!,:

“Chuck 1t. old man! ' Oh, my hat?  Listen
to the fehaw.w :,elhng”‘

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in 3 roar {rom the
passage.

“They seem tg think it funny!” snorted
Lovell. |

“Ha, ha, hal”

Obviously, the Classical Tourth thought 1t

funny. There was no doubt that they thought
it very funny indeed.

There was a good deal of speculation con-
cerning the unknown jester. Lmel] when he
grew La'mu* admitted that 1t wasn 't Putty, as
Putty denied ,it. P atty, in point. of faet,
demed 1t with reluctance. Tt was, as he said,
a jest worthy of him at his best. Still, Jt was
not Putty, aud the fellows wondered who it
was.

Cyril Peele could have told them; but Peele
was wisely keeping his own counsel.

It was not even known what had bedome of
till the Classical' Iourth
went to bed that night. Then, when Arthur
Edward Lovell clambared into bed., there was

a sudden howl.

“What’s the trouble now?”
Silver.

Lovell’ bllOI‘tC‘U.

‘““*Some silly ass has shoved something 1n my
bed! I've harkf}d iy toe on it 14

He turned back the bedelothes.
revealed. Lovell stared =t it.

““The—the—the cloek ™

“Whom are vou going to give it to next?!
asked Putiy of the ourth checrfully. Dalton 5
turned it down, and Manders would be hardly
safe——-" |

“Try the Head next,” suggested Peele. * Dut
for goodness’ sake look in the box first, and
don’t take him .a disused” kipper———"

“Ha, ha, "hal”

Lovell lifted the clock out of his bed, and
turned 1n, with feelings too deep for words—

asked Jimmy

A ciock was

at all ey ent&, for words that were suitable for *

utterance at Christmas-time.

© " . t L . .

Rookwood School broke up the next day. 1t
was still a mystery who had rung the changes,
as it were, on the Christmas present in the
box in. the end study. But 1t was not to
The Fistical Four were in

start, when Cyril Peele came

“Merry Christmas, you <c¢haps!” he. said

affably.

P2

said Jimmy. Silver,
He had not expected that

old bean!

33

“Thanks-~sams to you !

“ Good-bye, Lovell, Making any
Lme‘l glared.

_ Alﬁaj,b willing to lend a hand,

do,” said Peele.

when you
“'Iw Manders again on his
flﬂx G‘cl bean, and rely on me to help you,
1 I can.

Lovell jumped up.

2 Tou*' he reared.

He grabbed at the handle of the ecarriage
door. Junmv Silver seized him and dragged

him back ]uat in time.
The train moved on, leaving Peele grinuing

Tmlrm Silver & Co. were o
for the Christmas holidays,

THE END,
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