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The 1st Chapter.

The Paralysed Players!
PN QOTBALL sensation! Tootball sensa-
- tion!” velled the wnewsboy as he
raced across Piceadilly Circus. * Foot-
ball sensation!” _

A tall striking-looking man in evening-dress,
who had just come out of the Viennese,
beckoned to the youngster and bought a copy
of the special edition. By the ghttering lights
fromnr  the vrestaurant he glanced over the
hieadlines.

“Cad ! murmured the deep, drawhng volce.
“Jimamy, young teller-me-tad, Cartwright, the
Newcastle centre-half, has got it this time!”

Jinmy West, the young assistant of the Homn
John Scarlety, the Park Lane millionaire *tec,
whistled.

“Crumbs. skippér. 1t's thundering rum!
He's the eighth First Divisiou footballer to get
{hus strange disease, o whatever 1t 1s! It'’s a
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aiddy mystery !
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Scarlett nodded., drawing at the KEgypfian

cigarette that he held between his lips.

“It 15 a mystery, young feller. Cartwrigit,
just like the previous seven, collapsed during
to-day’s game. Newcastle were playing the
Arsenal—but T suppose vou know that. Col-
lapsed suddenly in the second half, just after
a throw-in, and when the doctors examined himn
it was found that his legs were paralysed, No
reason for i1t that the doctors can {ind! The
eighth mystery casualty of the football field
we've had in the last nine weeks!”

The twe stood side by side, reading the
account of the Newcastle player's amazing
collapse. -~ The mnowsboy ran on
Leicester Sguare, shouting at” the top &f huis
VOICe

“Yootball =sensation! Newcastle player's
n:ysterious collapse! Football seusation!”

And 1t was a sensationn. Football enthusiasts,
and the rest of the public, too, were startled
and agitated at the news,

Lowards

The eighth mysterious casualty of a FWirst

Division player! What could lie behind it
all?  Struck down during play with semi-

paralysis, just as the other seven flootballers
had been; 1t was almost oucanny! Startled
Leondoners scanned the news-sheels and specu-
lated on the meaning of it. All over England
mystified journalists were hard at work on
leading articles, which sought to solve the
riddle—and failed!

“There’s foul play somewhere,” grunted
Jimmy West as he and Scarlett climbed into a
taxi.

“QObviously,” muormured Scavlett.
where’s the motive for foul play? What has
Cartwright done? What have any of these
footballers  done that anyone should =zeek to
iijure thew? And, above all. how has the
stunt been worked? Here are these fellows on
the football {ield., presumably out of rveachi ot
any man except the other pluvers.  Yet sud-
denly they have gone down, struck down 1n
a moment with paralysis.

“ Bu r.-

Jimmy’s eyes were still glued to the paper.

“IHere's a list of the other seven, skipper.
he eaid. “Five of them-—Bedford. Martin.
White, Jones, and Hillman—are all of Wi-
chester United. Then there was Swimm, of the
Spurs, and Lornly, of Everton. And now Cart-
wright, of Newcastle! 1f they had all been ol
the same team there might have been a
solution; 1t would have logoked as though
someone had a grudge against that team, and
were oubt to knock 'em out of running for the
Cup or League honours. " But this is a different;
thing altogether.™ '

Scarlett nodded. |

“When those five Wichester wen were
taken ill m the sanie sirangé way, in six sye-
cessive weeks, 1 thought someone was ouvt to
keep the Urnuted frowm collaring the Cup again
chis year. They won at three years ago, you
remember. But when men of other teams got
this paralysis. it promptly knocked that theory
on the head.” '-

(Continued overleaf.)
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THE BOYS’

‘TUBBY MUFFIN IN THE ROLE OF BLACKMAILER!'

The t1st Chapter,

Up Against It !

L OTHING doing !” .
Q _ Jimmy Silver made that re-

mark, and Lovell and Raby and

- Newcome: grinned.

It was tea-time, and the Fistical Four were

in the end study, but not at tea, when

Tubby Muffin’s fat face looked 1n.
There was no sign of tea in the end study.

The chums of the Classical Fourth, like
the seed in the parable, had fallen upon
stony places.

that sometimes happened in the best regu-

lated studies.
Jimmy Silver & Co. were debating an
important matter. The problem was

whether to cut down to Hall for tea before
it was too late, or whether to drop in on

‘some friend in the IFourth.
did not atiract them, but the altermative
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i,--I_'nat play up,” said Arthur Edward Lovell.
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“We don’t want to understudy the giddy
|
' after the shadow.
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| ¢“T’d rather risk it with Morny.”
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Tea in Hall

was doubtful. There was plenty of hospi-
tality in the Classical Fourth passage, but
the supplies did mnot always equal the
hospitality. And there was mo time to lose,
as ‘the four had come in rather late from
football practice. Tea in the study was, so
to speak, a movable feast, but tea in Hall
was fixed and immutable. A fellow who was
late for tea in Hall was sent hungry away.
Tubby Muffin looked into the end study.
He often looked into a study about tea-time,
like a lion secking what he nught devour.
Jimmy Silver waved an impatient hand at

him, and warned him that there was
nothing doing. The problem of their own

{ea was sufficient to occupy the minds of the
Fistical Four, without bothering about
Reginald Muflin’s.

“1 say, Jimmy——" began Mufhin.

“Hook it! Nothing doing, I tell you,” said
Jimmy. “This study is stony; broke to the
wide: in a state of famine. Buzz ofi |

“ But—-"

“We've got time to wedge into Hall,” said
Lovell, “But it’s no good leaving 1t too
late.”

“ L say-———

“Shut up,
study,” said Raby.
something.”

23

Muffin! TLet’s try Morny’s
“Morny’s generally got

“TE we draw him bl&l]]{,” said NGWCOFHJ.C_-,I'

“we mayv be too:late for Hall.”

“Cut in and ask him, qguick!” suggested
o

Raby,

Jimmy Silver laughed.
“Well, you can’t pop your head into a

fellow’s study and jerk out ¢ Got anything

for tea?’” he said.

. “If we waste time talking we shall miss:
tea in Hall.”

“1 say 4 .
“Shut up, Muffin! Don’t bother now.”
“Hall is a cert, and Morny may or may

bow-wow who lost the substance in reaching
I vote for Hall.”
“Wash-wash and doorsteps!” said Raby.

“Better a dinner of dried herbs than
migsing a chance of a stalled ox,” said
Lovell.

“1 say ” hooted Muflin.

“For goodness’ sake, Muffin, clear off!
You’re a worry!” exclaimed Lovell.” “ Don’t
I keep on telling you to shut up?”

“But, I say—"

Hec,p: more cuarprise stories are on the way, boys. Keep an eye on your Editor’s Chat

Cash had run out—a thing

Friend InTheFifth!

. By Owen Conquest:

(Author of the Tales of
- Rookwood appearing in the
*“ Popular.”)

e sane

Tubby Muffin’s wily scheme
comes to an abrupt end when
Jimmy Silver & Co. chip in!

oo

“Let’s try Morny,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Cheese it, Muffin! No time to waste now.”

Unheeding Tubby Mufhin, Jimmy Silver
& Co. left the end study and hurried along
to Study No. 4.

Jimmy tapped at the door and looked in.

Mornington and Erroll were there at the
tea-table. They nodded cheerily to the
captain of the Fourth.

“Prot in!” said Mornington.

“I say, Jimmy!” howled Mufiin from the
passage.

“ Knock his head against the wall, will

you, Lovell?”

“Yarooooh

“Morny, old man,” said Jimmy BSilver,
““we're up against it in our study. If you're
looking for guests to tea, there are four
candidates, and we'll do the same for you
next week.”

Mornington smiled.

“Jolly glad to have Yyou to tea;” le
answered. “You're as welcome as the
flowers in May, old bean!”

“Oh, good!”

“The only difficulty is .that we've got
pothing left but one egg——"

(1 Oh IJ.‘-‘

“But you're welcome to that, as far as
it will go among four,” said Mornington.
“We were goin’ to leave 1t over, anyway.
It happens to be a bad one.”

“You silly owl!”

’!J

Jimmy Silver withdrew from Mornington’s
study. Evidently there was nothing doing

in that apartment.

“Still time for Hall, if we Tun,” said
Lovell. '

“Oh, let’s try Oswald,” said Raby.

“Jimmy,” howled Tubby Muffin, 1 want
to speak to you, you ass! 'I came to ask
'},Ou 23

“Cheese 1t 1™

“But I want——"

“Rats!” |

The chums of the Fourth hurried 1o
Oswald’s study. Only one fellow was in fhat
study when they arrived there—Flynn of the
Fourth. , ’

“Where's Oswald?” asked Jimmy.

“Gone to tea with Conroy,” answered
Flynn. “Hooker’s gone with him.”

“Oh, my hat!”

Jimmy stepped back  into the passage
again. Oswald’s study was drawn as blank
as Valentine Mornington’s.

“Might tea with Flynn,” murmured New-
come.

Jimmy shook his head decidedly.

- “Flynn’s not a pal of ours. Can’t sponge
on anybody but a pal. It will have to be
Hall.” =

“I say, Jimmy——

“Shut up, Muffin!” ,

“What about Conroy?” asked Raby.
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“He’s a pal of ours, and he must be in funds

if he’s got Hooker and Oswald to tea.”

Jimmy grinned.

“If he’s got two to tea he can’t want
four more. He’s not a millionaire,” he said.
“It’s Hall. Come on, before it’s too late.”

“My idea all along,” grunted Lovell. “1
told you so.” "

“Then tell us again.
Jimmy.

“You fellows——" bawled Tubby Muffin.

Jimmy Silver & Co. raced down the Classi-
cal Fourth passage to.the stairs, unheeding
the fat Classical. They went down the stair-
case -three steps at a time. -

66 ~—A—A spread !” g
It +was ‘'not, perhaps,
 polite; but Jimmy Silver & Co.

Run for it!” said

FRIEND

Tubby Muffin rushed after them.

“Jimmy !” he yelled.

But the hungry juniors did not heed.
Already they feared that they were late for
Hall, and football in keen wintry wgeather
had given them excellent appetites—appe-
tites which made the prospect of holding
out till supper quite a dismaying one. They
went down the stairs at a great speed, quite
forgetting the valuable maxim, *“Festina
lente.” 1t was a case of more haste and
less speed as Lovell stumbled over and
rolled on the middle landing and his hurry-
ing comrades stumbled over him and
strewed themselves in various directions.

“Oh, my hat!”

“Owil’

“You ass, Lovell !”

“You chump, Raby'”

“Oh dear!” Jimmy Silver picked him-
sell up. “*Oh, my eye! Some silly ass

bunged an elbow in my eye! Ow!”
“Some silly owl bunged a silly eye on
my elbow !” groaned Raby.
“You fellows * roared Muffin, follow-
ing down the upper staircase.
“Come on!” exclaimed Lovell. *“We're
late already.”
He rushed down the lower staircase.
His comrades rushed after him.

There was a hurried and breathless rush
along corridors. The chums of the Fourth
arrived at a big oak door—which was shut!

“Too late!” -

““Whose fault is that?” hooted Lovell.

“Yours, ass, for stumbling over like &
silly goat——"

“Look here i

“1 say »  Tubby Muffin hurried up
breathlessly. “You fellows e

Jimmy Silver & Co. turned on Reginald
Muffin with goaded looks. It was bad
enough to miss tea, without being perse-
cuted in this way by Tubby Muffin. They
closed round the fat Classical.

“Bump him !” howled Lovell.

“Yes, rather!”

“Gcive him beans !” |

“Hold on!” velled Muffin, i1n alarm.
“Hold on—I mean, leggo.! 1 say, Jimmy
—— 1 say, you chaps Oh, my hat'
Leogo! Nice way to treat a fellow who's
asking you to a spread——"

“What ?” |

And Jimmy Silver & Co.: 1n great aston-
ishment, released Regimald Muflin as
it Reginald had been red-hot.

'

—— > —

The 2nd Chapter.
Taken To Tea !

very

might have been excused for being aston-
ished.  Really, Reginald Mnuffin, of the
Classical Fourth, was the very last fellow
to whom they would have thought of turn-
ing for relief in a time of scarcity. Tubby
was a oreat man at a spread—anybody else's
spread. But he was not given to standing
the same. When he was in funds—whien
was seldom-—his cash generally flowed 1n a
steady stream over the counter in Sergeant
Kettle’s little shop.  Doubtless 'Tubby
would have thought of others had he more
than enough for himself. But he never had
quite enough. His stowage capacity was
very extensive.

A gpread !” repeated Lovell blankly.

“@Gammon !

“Chuyek it

“1 mean it!” howled Muffin indignantly.
“T,00k here, that's what T came to tell you
about! Wouldn’t you like to come to &
spread ?”

“Wouldn’t we just!” grinned Raby.

“Oh, rather!” said Newcome, with deep
feeling. “I could scoff tea in Hall to-dayv
and say that it was nice. I could nearly
scoff you, Tubby !”

“Well, come along with me, then !” said
Tubby loftily.

“My hat!” said Jimmy.  “Look here,
Tubby, if this isn’t gammon——-"

“It isn’t 7 hooted Tubby.

“Well, if it’s 'the genuine goods, we’rc
no end obliged, and we’ll come with
pleasure ! said the captain of the Fourth.

“We beg to accept your kind invitation,
dear Reginald !” grinned Raby.

“If you’re pulling our leg
Lovell suspiciously.

“I’'m not, vou ass!” hooted Tubby.

“Oh, all right, then!”

“You fellows have stood me f{eeds often
enough,” said Tubby. “Why shouldn’t I

23

began

stand vou one in veturn, mow that 1 can

do 1t 2"

“That’s all right,” agreed Jimmy. “ Right

as rain! Only a fellow mnever exactly
expected—hem !” |
“The fact i1s, a lot of fellows have stood

Rt S
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me tea this term, and I haven't been abie

to return their hospitality,” said Mufiin.

“You see, my uncle, Captain Muffin, 1s

away on a voyage, and so I haven’t had

my usual whacking remittances from him.
That’s how 1t 1s.

“Oh I’

“Hem !”

“But I'm going to make up for it,” said
Muffin. “I’m beginuning with you fellows.
This way.” | _

“That isn’t the way te your study, fat-
head !” said Lovell, as Tubby turned to the
right after mounting the stairs.

“The spread’s in the Fifth.”

“What?”

Jimmy Silver & Co. stopped.

Muffin stopped, too, and blinked at them
peevishly. He was leading them into the
Fifth Form passage, and it was apparently
there that the spread was to take place.

“What do you mean?” demanded Jimmy
Silver. “I suppose you haven’t borrowed
a senior study for your spread, have you?”

Muffin grinned.

“No; T'll explain.
the Fifth——"

“What rot!” grunted Lovell.
“This pal of mine,” continued Muffin

I’ve got a friend in

calmly, “is rather well off, and stands jolly

good feeds. He’s asked me to tca when-
ever I like, and is glad if I bring friends
with me. Well, I'm taking you fellows,
I’'ve

see? Mind, it will be a good spread.
told Bailey——-" -

‘“Bailey !” exclaimed the Fistical Four
with one voice.

“Yes, old Bailey, you know.,”

MORE HASTE, LES

I’ve been short of cash.”

SPEED @

oo
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middle landing, and his hurrying tcomrades stumble

‘“ Oh, my hat{’" “Q

“You ass!” roared Lovell.
this is a jest, is it? I’'ll jolly "well scalp

you for pulling my leg when I'm jolly

!JJ

hungry

Muffin jumped back in alarm.

“Honest Injun !” he gasped. “ You fellows
come with me, and you’ll sece. Bailey of
the Fifth is standing a spread for me and
my friends, I tell you.”

“Why should he ?” hooted Lovell.

“Well, we're friends, you know.”

“Rot !”

“Look here, Muffin, what does this
mean ?” demanded Jimmy Silver. “Only a
few days ago we ragged Bailey of the Fifth
for bullying vou, and he was chasing you
around for some letters of his that you’d
picked up after the shindy outside his
studv. Now you tell us you’re friends.”

“Oh, we’ve got over that little
agreement,” said Muffin airily. “I’m not a
fellow to bear malice——"

“Not at tea-time?” asked Newcome.

“Look here, Newcome " |
~ “It’s all gammon,” said Lovell. ‘Bailey
is the worst bully at Rookwood, not except-
ing Carthew of the Sixth. He eringes to
the prefeets, and takes i1t out of the fags.
He's a tick—a recular tick. » He wonldn’t
dream of standing a teed to Fourth Porm
men. . It's all gammon, and 1I'm. jolly well
coing to-mop up that fat dummy for pull-
ing our legs like this !” . '
“Hold omn,” said' Jimmy - Silver.

“Liet’s

for further announcements.

B -ni-._—-"“”.—l- -

dis-

“I suppose .~




i
v

i
&
v
[

L T
Vi g%

imy Silver & Co. went down the stairs at a
Suddenly Lovell stumbled over and rolled on the

ad.

put 1t. to the test.
study 71

of us,” said Jimmy.

6/2/26
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We’ll go to Bailey's

“And get kicked out I snapped Lovell.
“Well, he can’t kick out the whole crowd
“We’'ll see if 1t’s

ocenuine. And if it is, well—we’re jolly

hungry, and I'd tea with Carthew of the
Sixth, or a Prussian Hun, rather than not

tea at all. If it’s spoof, we’ll sling Muffin

into the study at Bailey i

“Oh! Ha, ha'!” -

“And leave ‘em to 1iit,” said Jimmy.
“Bailey will make Muffin sorry that he

started in life as a giddy humorist, in that
15 o
case.
“Good! Come on!”

The Fistical Four restarted, with Muffin
in the lead. 'To their surprise, Muflin
showed no signs of uneasiness. Indeed, he
marched along the Fifth Form passage as
if that passage belonged to hin.

It veally looked as ‘if the thing was
genuine; as if Harold Bailey of the Fifth
Form actually was standing a feed to Muffin
of the Fourth, with permission to Muthn to
bring his friends.

But if it was genuine, it was amazing.

The “bully of the Fifth was about the
last fellow at Rookwood to extend hos-
pitality to juniors. If he had taken up
this. sort of thing, it was something 1n
the nature of a miracle; 1t was more sur-
prising than the leopard changing his spots,
or the Ethiopian his skin. _

Hansom and Talboys of the Fifth were
lounging in their study doorway, and they
glanced at the little crowd of juniors
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i'over him and strewed themselves in various diré&éctions.

VER LR

‘* You ass, Lovell——"

coming along.
commanding hand.

“What do you fags want here?” he

demanded.
“Not to see you,

Jimmy Silver politely.

turning your head while we pass?”
“What ?”
“You see,

Hansom,”

your features worry us.”

The captain of the Fifth reddened with

weath.
“You cheeky  fags,
passage !” he snapped.

“Oh, draw it mild !” said Tubby Muftin
warmly. “I suppose we can call on a friend

in the Fifth if we like.”
“You scrubby young scoundrel !
}rOU_]Z‘ . friend in t}l(‘} F'.‘iftll?n
Talboys.
* Bailey,” answered Mufiin.
u.: to tea.”

“You’re going to tea with Bailey?” asked

Hansom, staring.
“Yes, we'are.
“Well, Bailey's a

marked Talboys.

rank outsider.,”

to ask fags>to tea.
anythin® he's
Formt”

“Oh, it’s the limit!” said Hansom, 1n

disgust.
Jimmy Silver & Co. walked oun, grinning.

Hansom and Talboys were evidently dis-
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gusted. In their opinion, Bailey was let-
ting down his Form in bestowing civility
and hospitality on fags. That was not the
view of the Fistical Four. In. their
opinion, it was a leg-up for the Fitth to
cntertain their honourable selves.

Tubby Muffin marched on to Bailey's
door.

Even at the last moment Jimmy Silver
& Co. half expected the fat Classical to
own up that it was a joke, or to spin them
some lame excuse. But Reginald Muffin did
neither.

He raised his hand and tapped at the
door.

“Who's there?” snapped Bailey’s voice
within the study.

“Muftin 7

“Oh! "Come in, Muffin!™
com-

at his

his

Edward Hansom held up a

answered
“Would you mind

clear out of this

Who'’s
demanded

“He's asked

re-
“But 1'd have thought
that even Bailey would kunow better than
I wonder if there’s
left undone to disgrace his

The fat junior grinned

panions.

“Come on, old chaps,” he said.
And Reginald Muifin marched in with
flock.

The 3rd Ohaptai'.
A Feed in the Fifth .

had been moving restlessly about
his study, with a black scowl on

I IAROLD BAILEY. of the Fifth Form,

his face, while he waited for his guests.

The table was laid for tea.
It was handsomely laid. A spread was

prepared which might have made any
hungry junior’s mouth water.
the Fifth must have given quite an ex-
tensive order at the tuckshop.
nothing unusual
taking place in Bailey’s study.
he was well supplied with cash, which he
spent freely; in fact, he would have been
well supplied always with that necessary

Bailey of

There was
handsome spread
As a rule,

in a

article but for his belief that he knew
something about ‘ gee-gees” and his con-
stant lhope—never realised—ot spotting

winners. Mr. Joseph Hook, at the Bird-in-

Hand, encouraged the sportsman of the
Fifth
and made quite a good thing out of 1t. But
when the

in his elusive search for winners,

“gee-gees ” had mot run away
with Bailey’s money he had plenty, and
he often stood a handsome spread to other
Fifth Form fellows, and even to Sixth Form
men. He was not popular. Hansom, his
Form-captain, would hardy speak to him;
the Rookwood prefects had rather a sus-
picious eye upon him; he had a study to

- himself because nobody in the Fifth cared

to dig with him. Nevertheless, he could
always gather friends of a sort round his
studyv table—when it was well spread.
Money was his only qualification, and he
made the most of it.

But although spreads on a lavish scale
were quite common in Bailey’s study, 1t
was extremely uncommon for fags to be
asked to them. Indeed, it was probable
that it had never happened before. Unless
th> leopard had completely changed his
spots, it was difficult to account for Harold
Bailey’s amazing hospitality to Fourth
Form men.

The sportsman of the Fifth did not look
hospitable as Tubby Muffin came in with
his followers. Indeed, his eyes glittered
at Muffin for a moment.

Reginald nodded to him affably.

“Kept you waiting, old man?” he asked.

“It doesn’t matter.” |

“I've brought a few friends with me,”
sald Muffin.
and Lovell, and Raby, and Newcome.”

“Yes,” breathed Bailey. .

“Glad to see my friends—what 77

“Yes.” gasped Bailey.

Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged glances.
There was something in this that was quite
beyond their comprehension.
expect Bailey to look good-tempered—he
was not a good-tempered fellow-—but they
could not help thinking, from his look and

manner, that he would have been glad to
kick Tubby Muflin out of the study.

Undoubtedly he looked like .it. Yet, if

he did not want Muffin there, why did he

have him there?

He was under no compulsion, so far as
ne Co. knew, to stand Muffin a spread or

to tolerate his company.

“Sit down, vou fcllows,” said Muflin.

The chums of the Fourth hesitated.

It was true that they were hungry—in
fact, famished.  They intensely
the idea of holdiag out till supper.
the bully of the Fifth was mno ftriend of
theirs, and if he did mot want their com-
pany they did not want his spread. 1
e wanted 1o make up for past delia-

quencies by standing them a spread,-that -

was a different matter:
pared to meet him half-way.
wanted to have it clear.

They exchanged glances, and then fixed

they were pre-

“You know Silver, I think—

They did not

disliked
But

But they

THE BOYS' FRIEND_

their eyes oun Bailey. ' It was: for the
owner of the study to ask them to sit
down. ' -

“All ready, you fellows,” said Muifin.
“It’s all ready. isn’t it, Bailey?”

“Yes,” muttered Bailey.

“Look  here,” said Jimmy
“Muffin’s brought us to tea here, Bailey,
and we've come. We don’t quite catch
on; but if we're not welcome, you've
only to say the word. See’?
to be ecivil, we’ll be glad to tea with
yvou; if not, say so in plain English—we
sha’n’t mind.”

“Bailey opened his lips, and then, catch-
ing the eye of Reginald Muffin, closed them
again.

¥

“Bailey’s joily glad to entertain my
friends,” said Mufiin.

“He ecan say so, then,” said Lovell.

Bailey looked at Muffin again. Then,
with a visible effort, he said:

“I'm glad to see any friends of Muffin’s.”

“Honest Injun?” asked Jimmy.

“Yes.™

“We're great friends, aren’t we, Bailey ?”

asked Muffin.

“Yes,” gasped Bailey.

“The fact is, I'm taking Bailey in hand,
you fellows, and he’s grateful,” said Mufin.
“Bailey’s done a lot of shady things—
blackguardly things, you know—backing
horses, and all that. TI’ve talked to him
about it, and persuaded him to turn over a
new leaf.”

“Oh, my hat {”

“Since he’s made friends with me he
hasn’t done anything "of the kind,”? con-
tinued Muftin. ‘“Have you, Bailey?”

““No,” mumbled Bailey.

“Quite a reformed character, you know,”
“You fellows needn’t

said Muffin, beaming. |
mind sitting down at his table. No cards
or smokes in this study mnow, are there,
Bailey 7"
‘“No.” Bailey's face was crimson.
down, you—you fellows.” *
“Thanks,” said Jimmy; “we will.”

The juniors drew up chairs to the table
and sat down. Bailey

“Sit

strained manner.
his friends. .

“Tuck in. you chaps!” he said.
ripping spread, isn’t 1t?”

“Top-hole !” agreed Raby.

“Bailey
know,” said Mufhin.

saved him no end of money since he

chucked up backing horses with that rotter

Hcok, haven’t I, Bailey?” ‘
“Oh !” gasped Bailey. *“Yes.”
“You're grateful, aren’t you?”
**Oh, yes!”

Bailey did not look grateful.

and astonished.

However, Bailey had welcomed them to
no Jlonger.

the feed, and they hesitated

It was a great spread—doubly welcome to
fellows fresh from football who had missed
The Fistical Four proceeded

tlieir tea.

Fifth.

beans ! ! yelled Muffin. Bump !

Silver.

If you want .

Dplce ~ O\
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to "do it full justice—Tubby Muflin was
doing it more than justice. | |

Bailey’s appetite did not seem very good.
But his guests more than made up for that
deficiency. ' |

The chums of the Fourth ecujoyed thelr
spread. They talked cheerily to Bailey,
cgenerously overlooking the fact that they.
had always regarded him as a most un-
pleasant bully, with whom they had always
been on the worst of terms. If Bailey
wanted to be friendly, they were prepared
to be friendly, especially as he was dis-
playing friendliness in so solid and unmis-
takable a form. Bailey of the Fifth an-
swered them only in monosyllables, but he
answered civilly. |

1t was all rather mystifying. Tubby
Muffin in the role of gocd angel, saving the

of the Fifth sat
down also, with a red facc and a con-

Tubby Muffin beamed on

€¢ itrs a,

does these things in style, .you
“He can afford 1it. I’ve

Jimmy
Silver & Co. were more and more mystified

A ROUGH HANDLING FOR BAILEY!

The juniors made the most of it. Bump !
The hapless Bailey smote the floor again, with a fiendish yell.

blackguard of the Fifth from his wicked
ways, was amazing—the chums of the
Fourth did mot know what to make of it. |
But Muffin had said so, and Bailey of the
Fifth had assented. It seemed to them that
there was something behind all this; but
they could not even surmise what it was.
At all events, the spread was excellent and
ample; there was no doubt on that point,
and that, after all, was the point of the
ogreatest importance for the moment.
The Fistical Four enjoyed themselves.
Reginald Muffin’s fat face beamed with
satisfaction over the festive board. Bailey .
did not seem much of a trencherman; but his,
cuests cleared the well-spread table in good
style. Jimmy Silver & Co. were feeling very
cheery and content when they rose at last,
and thanked Bailey in their very politest
manner for the.spread. "
“It’s all right,” muttered Bailev. “You’re
welcome. Hold on a minute, Muffin—I want
to say a word to yvou.”
“Certainly, old chap
The Fistical Four retired from the study,
understanding that Bailey wanted to say a
word 1In private. '
“Wait for me, you fellows!” called out
Muffin.

“No need for them to wait,” muttered:
Bailey.

“I prefer them to wait for me,” answered
Reginald Muffin calmly. “Jolly good feed,
Bailey; I'll come again soon, and bring some
otheér friends with me.”

“Will you?” muttered the Fifth-Former.

“Certainly, old chap.”

“Look here, Mufiin.” Baileyv’s voice was
low, to escape the ears of the four juniors
waiting in the passage. “Look here, I've
stood you a ripping feed, and your dashed
friends, too——"

“My what

“I—I mean, your friends. Nowgive me the
Jetter.”

“What letter?”

Bailey of the Fifth breathed hard.

“You’ve got the letter from Joey Hook—
the Ietter you bacged last week. Give it to
me."”

**Sorry, old ‘man, and all that,” said
Muffin, with a cheery grin, “but I can’t give -
you that letter. You see, I'm doing this
for your own good. Ever since I've had that

(Continued overleaf.)
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| ¢ Whoooop !?
| , | roared the Classical junjors..
unusual and quite exhilarating experience for Fourth-Form fellows to bump a great man of the

Bump ! ‘“ Ha, ha, ha!'!?”

It was ao

Bump! ‘“ Qive him another !’ ‘ Give him

A Rare Treal—'" A Hero in Hastle! ? next Monday’s splendid long compl~te story of the chums of Rookwood School. Be sure you reed it, boys !



KKKKKKK

“at the door of Study No. Z.

. By Owen Conoue.af;

(Continued from
Drevious puayc.)

bookmaker’s letter, with your name on 1t,
Bailey, you've been ever so much uicer a
chap. You ve chucked up bullying. You've
dropped breaking hounds and chumming
with rank outsiders at the Bird-in-Hand.
You’ve improved in a lot of ways. You see

it yourself, I’'m sure.”

Bailey of the Fifth fairly trembled with
rage. b

The look on his face was a little alarming ;
and Tubby Muffin prudently backed to-
wards the doorway.

It was true that the shady sportsman of
the TI'ifth was in his power, go long as he
held the letter Joey Hook, the bookmaker,
had written to Bailey. The “sack”™ for
Bailey of the Fifth depended on Muflin—and
Muffin realised his power to the full.

Nevertheless, Bailey’s temper seemed on
the point of breaking out. His grasp closed
almost convulsively on a toasting-fork,
which happened to be the nearest article to
his hand, on the study-table. Reginald
Muffin did not like the look of the toasting-
fork.

He backed out of the doorway promptly.

Bailey of the Fifth was at his mercy; but
he did not trust Bailey’s temper, all the
same.

“Muffin !” called out the Firth-Former.

“ See you another time, old bean!” called.

back Muffin, and he walked away cheerily
with the Fistical Four.

The 4th Chapter.
Some Peorson or Persons Linknown.

ANG!
B “Hallo. what’s the thumping row
asked Arthur Edward Lovell.

1t was evening, and prep was over 1 most
of the studies of the Classical Fourth. Most
of the fellows were downstairs in the juniov
Common-roon, when Lovell came along. He
found Teddy Grace otherwise known as
Putty of the Fourth, banging mlf;;*rg(ft_l:cally
Putty of the
Fourth shared Study No. 2 with Tubby
Muffin, Jones minor, and Higgs. Now 13l
ceemed that the door was locked on Putty !
at all events, il did not open to his heity
altack. . . | | |

He turned a red and wrathy face on Lovell.

“I'm locked out of my study !” he grow]od;
“7 eut up here for my ° Holiday Annual,
and T can’t get in. Sowme ass is pulling my
log.:‘} | :

Bang! -Bang! Vg

“T1f 1t’s you, Muftin, I'll burst you!” Putty
roared through the kevhele. Do you hear,
vou fat villain”
v _ 1 ; . < ~ 5 93 17y |7

“T sav, it's not Muffin in theve,” said
Jovell. “TI’'ve just passed him on the lower
stairs.” | il

“Then it’s Jones minor or Higgs—-

“1t jolly well isn’t; they're both in the

‘;_,u

P

(Common-room.”~

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Pulty.
He was surprised.  Hig impression bad
been that one or the other of his study-mates
had locked him out, by way of a joke. But
it seemed that the unknown occupant of
Study No. 2 did not belong to that apart-

ment at all.

“Some cheeky ass butting 1n where he
doesn't belong!” exclaimed Putly of the
Fourth indignantly. “Is it one of your
gang, Lovell?” Y

“Ha, ha 'l Ng"’

- Bang! Bang!

“Let me in, whoever you are!”™ roared
Putty. “I want my  Holiday Annual,” see?
I'll scalp you, you silly owl! Open this
door.”

There was
study.

Bang! Bang!

Putty of the Fourth was getting excited.
Tt really was not pleasant to be locked out of
his quarters in this way, by some person or
persons unknown.

The attack on the study-door echoed along
the passage, and several of the Classical
Fourth came along to inguire what the
matter was. Five or six fellows gathered
round the door upon which Teddy Grace was
banging.

no answer from within the

Publiched
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“ Breakin’® up the happy home, what?”
osked Mornington, coming up the staircase
with Krroll.

“Some cheeky ass has locked himself in
wmy study!” howled Putty.

“That row can be heard downstairs,”
Erroll, with a smile.

*1 don’t care.”

Bang ! Bang!

“You’'ll have.the prefects up here soon,”
said Lovell.

“Blow the prefects!”

Bang! Bang! Thump!

Jimmy Silver and Raby and Newcome
came up. The crowd outside Study No. 2
thickened. The general impression was that
some fellow from the Modern side had in-
vaded the Classical gquarters, and had taken
refuge in Study No. 2. Unless, indeed, 1t
was some raider from Manders’ House, 14
was difficult to guess who could possibly be
lurking in the locked study.

The news spread that a Modern raider was
locked in Putty’s study, and it led to a
ageneral gathering of the Classical Fourth in
their passage. That passage, almost de-
serted a quarter of an hour before, was now
thronged. '

Jones minor and Higgs, as imdignant as
Putty at the invasion of their guarters,
joined him in thumping on the door. The
other fellows stood round and grinned,
ready to collar the supposed Modern i1f he
attempted to escape. So far, not a word had
come from the locked study; but several
times a sound of a movement had been heard.

“I say!” Tubby Muffin arrived on the
scene at last, with a red and excited face.
“I say! Who’s in there, you chaps?”

“Some Modern cad !” said Lovell. * We’re
coing to lynch him when he comes out.”

Bang! Bang!

“My hat! Sure it’s a Modern?” asked
Tubby, and he seemed relieved.

“Well, nobody’s seen him so far, but it
must be a Modern,” said Lovell. “Why

said
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dorm is later than Feurth—he mcans. to stay
there till we're gone to bed.”

“Yes, 1" it’s Bailey, but it isp’t——"

“I tell you 1t is!” howled Muffin. “Look
here, we've got to root him out. I won’t
have him rooting about my study.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Do you think he is after
vour rolled-gold wateh?” roared Morning-
ton. '

“*Ha, ha, ha "

Muffin stooped to the kevhole.

“Unlock this door, Bailey!” he shouted.

Silence,

“I'Il1 jolly well fetch up a prefect if you
don’t! Do’ you hear, Bailey? You'll have
to open the door if Bulkeley tells you.”

Still no reply.

“Then I'll jolly well fetch up Dulkeley !”
exclaimed Muffin. * You fellows stay here
while I'm gone.”

Click !

The key turned back in the lock.

Muffin’s words, of course, were heard in
the study, and they had had the expected
effect. Bailey of the Fifth could not ven-
ture to let a Sixth-Form prefect discover
Lhim “rooting ” about a junior study. 1%
was Dbetter to face the juniors, at the risk
of a ragginy. |

“That’s done it!” chuckled Lovell. “Ten
to one it’s a Modern kid! Why—what—
who—my hat! Bailey!”

Harold Bailey of the Fifth stepped from
the study with a crimson face, under the
amazed eyes of the throng of juniors in
e passage.

The 5th Chaptser.
Unpleasant for Bailey!

1 AllLEY
“Oh gad!”
“Phew !”

Bailey’s face was burning. As a Fifth-
Form man, a senior of Rookwood, he felt

CHEERY CHUMS.,

The famous Fistical Four of Rookwood School whe are the leading characters in Owen
| Conquest’s top-notch stories. |

should a Classical chap butt into a fellow’s
studv aud lock the door?”

Muflin started.

“"Tain’t a Modern, then!

“Who!”

* What?”

W haeh?2? |

“ Bailey of the Vifth [ ejaculated Lovell.

““Your friend: in  the Fifth, what?”
chuckled Mornington.

“What wutter rot,” said Jimmy Bdilver,
“What should a Fifth-Form man be domg
{here? The Fifth don’t rag junior studies,
fathead.”

“It’s Bailey!

1t's Bailey.”

He's after the—the—the

" Reginald Muffin broke oft just in time.

He realised that it was judiecious mot to
mention what the Fifth-Form man was atter
im No, 2 btudy. .

But Muffin had mno doubt about 1t.
Muffin was not a clever youth; but he was
too eclever to carry the bookmaker’s letter
about with him. Once already he had been
collared by Bailey of the Fifth, in a quiet
spot, and savagely and ruthlessly searched
for the letter. Muffin had found a safe place
of concealment for that valunable document
—in his study! And he knew. that Bailey
of the Fifth was there to look for it.

All eyes were turned on Muffin; even
Putty of the Fourth ceased banging on the
door in his surprise.

“A Fifth-Form man raiding our study!”
exclaimed Putty. “What rot! What 1s
Bailey after, if it’s Bailey, you fat duffer?”

“Well, I know it’s Bailey!” esxclaimed
Mufhin. BRI

“Rubbish ™

Jimmy- Silver tapped at the door. .

“Who’s 1n therer” he called out. " “ You
may as well own up; we’re staying here till
you come out.” |

No answer.

“He will have to come out for dorm, who-
ever he 1s,” said Raby.

“He won’t!” howled Muffin. *“ Fifth-Form

deeply the humiliation of his position, And
his position was not only humihating; it
was rather alarming. Jimwmy Silver & Co.
had no intention of allowing Harold Bailey
to depart 1 peace, without explaining him-
self, and their looks showed as much.
“Ro it really 1s Bailey !” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver 1n great astomishment., A Fifth-
Form man ragging in Putty’s study!”

“It's not a rag!” muttered Bailey.
done no harm. I-—-—-—-"

“We'll jolly socon sce about that!” ex-
claimed Higgs

Higgs strode into the study. Bailey made
a move to depart, but a crowd of juniors
closed up in his way. e was not depart-
g vet. .

“Why, the place i1s fairly up-ended!”
shouted Higgs. " Look at it, you fellows.
Just look !”

“*Phew I

A dozen fellows stared into the study.

i I!ve

Undoubtedly 1t looked considerably dis-
furbed. Desks were wide open, the table-

drawer was jerked out, the floor was littered
with papers and other things. The room
looked as 1f someone had been searching
through 1it, hurriedly and  recklessly, as
indeed was the case. Even the shabby old
carpet had been pulled up in several places,
and the books tumbled off the book-shelves.
Many of the books lay on the floor inside
out, as they had been thrown after being
shaken, Where Mr. Hook’s letter was
hidden Bailey had no idea, and his search
had extended far and wide, in all sorts of
places.

“A rag!” exclaimed Lovell.

“A Fifth-Form rag!” exclaimed Morning-
ton. *“"By gad, we’ll jolly well teach the
Fifth not to come raggin’ here.”

“Yes, rather!”

“Collar him !”

Bailey of the T'ifth hacked up against the
wall with a bunted look as the Classical
juniors crowded round him. He had chosen
a propitious time for searching Muffin’s
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study—after prep and befcre bed—but for
the accident of Putty coming up for his
“Holiday Annual ” it was unlikely that he
would have been disturbed there. But luck
had been against him.

Tubby Muflfin grinned a fat grin. He
could see that Bailey had not beén success-
tul 1n his search; Bailey’s look showed that.
1'he sportsman of the Fifth would not have
cared much for a ragging, if he had suc-
ceeded 1n getting possession of the book-
maker’s letter. Now le looked like getting
the ragging without having got the letter.

“This 1s too jolly thick!” exclaimed
Arthur Edward Lovell indignantly.
“There’d be a jolly row if we started
ragging in the IFFifth, what?”

“There’s goin’ to be 2 row now the Fifth
have started raggin’ here,” grinned
Mormington. “Collar the checky cad.”

“Hands off [”” snarled Bailey. “I tell you
it’s not a ragging, That young scoundrel
Muftin has taken sometiing belonging to
me, "’ |

“Gammon !” -

“Hold on,” said Jimmy. “We all know
Mufiin. If hke’s been raiding a ecake o1
something from Bailey’s study——"

“I haven’t I yelled Muffin.

“Isn’t Bailey his pal?” chuckled Morny.
“He’s been talkin’ to as about his friend in
the Fifth—takin’® fellows to tea with
Bailey.” ' -

" What has Muflin takeun that belongs to
vou, Bailey?” asked Jimmy Silver. “If
he’s got anything of yours, we’ll jolly well
make him hand it over. Give it 2 name.”

“It—it—1t’'s a—a letter.”

“What utter rot!” said Oswald.

“Yoo thin!” said Jones minor.

“You kids remember,” said Bailey, look-
ing at Jimmy Silver & Co. “You were
ragging at my study door the other day,
and Muffin picked up some of my letters.
He’s kept one of them.”

“Is that so, Muffin?” asked Jimmy.

“You—you see——" stammered Muffin.

“Muffin’s just the chap to read another

tellow’s letters,” 'said Mornington. “But
I don’t see why he should keep them. 1t

Dailey’s lost a letter, he’s only got to put
a notice on the board.”

“Of course he has!” said Reginald Muffin,
“ Look here, you fellows, Bailey says I've
cot a letter of his. ILet him go to Mr.
Dalton and-say so, and T’ll go with him.”

“That’s fair play !V said Putty. s

Bailey of the Fifth breathed hard. Wild
horses would not have dragged him fo the
presence of a8 Form master, to make any
reference to that dangerous epistle, .

“That's a fair offer,” said Jimmy Silver.
“ Muffin would jolly well get a flogging for
bagging a chap’s letter, if he's done it,
Take him to Mr. Dalton, Bailey.” '

Bailey did not answer that.

“It's all gammon, of course,” said Lovell,

“I don’t know,” grinned Mornington. *]
fancy some of Bailey's letters aren’t {he
kind he would like a Form master to sce.
It may be a sure snip from a bookie about
the latest races at Latcham.”

“Oh, my hat!”

s, hay e ™

The crimson deepened in the wretched
Bailey’s face. The way of the transgressor
is hard, and the Fifth-Form spoertsman’s
sing were finding him out. -

“Oh, my hat! Is that it?” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver, |

The Classical juniors exchanged grinning
olances. They had an idea now how matters
stood. oo

“Never mind what the
Bailey, between his teeth.,
that fat cad Mutin’s got it.
study to find 1t.”

“I say, kick him out, you chaps!” ex-.
claimed Tubby Muffin. *°1 say, you're not
zoing to let the Fifth rag my study! Look
at my  desk-—upside down, and all my
things on the floor.”

, “Collar him !” shouted Higgs. “He's jolly
well ragged my study, and we're. jolly
well going to rag him.”

“Hear, hear!”

Bailey of the Fifth made a wild rush
along the passage towards the stairs.

“Collar him !” roared Lovell.

Tlhere was a rush at Bailey.

In five or six pairs of hands, the bully
of the Fifth went sprawling along the
floor. ‘ |

23

letter is,” said
“Tt’s mine; and
I came {0 his

“Give him jip!” howled Tubby Muffin.
“@Give him beans, vou fellows !”

“Ow! Oh! Yow! Leggo!” roared
Bailey. *

“Bump him !”

oHne s hal™ _. . |

Bailey of the Fifth struggled frantically.

But there were too many of the juniors
for Bailey. He was swept off the floor in

innumerable hands.

Bumpl b
“Whooooop !

Don’t forget that * Barred From Football ! ”—featuring your old favourite Don Darrel—is next Monday’s special 15,000-word football story !
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“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Classical
juniors. It was an nnusual and quite ex-
J_1iln.r:1tiug C‘}:l}e[‘itenc{j for Fourth Form

fellows to bump a great man of the Fifth.

The juniors made the most of 1t.

Bump ! -Bump'!

“Give him another !

““(Give him beans !” velled Mufhn,

Bump ! _

The hapless Bailley smote the fHloor again,
with a fiendish vell. He wrenched himself
loose and raced for the stairs, with a yell-
ing mob at his heels. On the stairs he was
collared again, and there was another
terrific struggle.

“Cave !” yelled Oswald. “Prefect!”

Bulkeley of the Sixth came tramping up
{he stairs, with his ashplant in his hand
and a deep frown on Ins face.

“What's this thundering row?” roared
the captain of Rookwood.

Whack! Whack! Whaek!

The ashplant distributed 1mpartial
whacks among the swarm of fellows throng-
ing on the stairs. There was a wild scam-
pering back into the passage, and Bailey of
the Fifth was left sprawling on the stairs,
breathless and dishevelled, at the feet ot
the astonished captain of the school.
Bulkeley stared at him blankly.

“What the dickens! Bailey—a Fifth
Form man ragging here with a mob of
faos !” he exclaimed. “What do you mean
by it?”

“Ow ! Oh! Grooogh !” spluttered Bailey.

“You ought to be jolly well ashamed of
vourself—a Fifth Form man!” exclarmed
Bulkeley hotly. ‘“Now then, clear oft, or
I'll give you a taste of the ashplant, Fifth
Form man as you are!”

And Bailey of the TFifth picked himself
up and limped away breathlessly down the
stairs, with the frowning prefect at his
heels.

The 6th Chaptler.
Shell Out!

UBBY MUFFIN rolled into his study
I with a clicery grin on his fat face.

Muffin felt that he had reason to

feel cheery.

That valuable document was still safe;
Bailey had not found it. The bully of the
Fifth, who had so often kicked and cufted
the fat Classical, was still under his podgy
thumb—ecompelled to dance to any :tune
piped by Reginald Muflin. For Reginald,
there was deep and intense satisfaction 1n
that curious situation—feelings that were
not, of course, shared by the Fifth Form
sportsman.  Since the bookmaker’s letter
had fallen into Muffin’s hands, Bailey’s life
had been a good deal like a prolonged night-
mare. The fear that Muflin might show
the letter, that he might lose it and that
it might be found, haunted the wretched
Bailey' day and night—every moment the
shadow of the “sack” loomed over him.
Which, from Muffin’s point of view, served
him right! A fellow shouldn’t be a black-
onard, and he shouldn’t be a bully, and,
above all, he shouldn’t bully Reginald
Muffin! Bailey had asked for it all, and
now he was getting it, and Tubby Muflin
considered that matters were in a quite

salisfactory state.

“ Much obliged to you chaps,” he said, as
ihe  Fistical Four looked into the study,
after the exciting exit of Harold Bailey
from the Fourth Form passage. “I1 don’t
think that cad will come back in a hurry.”

“Cad, is he?” grunted Lovell. “The
fellow you took us to tea with, you fat
bounder !”

Muffin grinned.

“It was a jolly good tea, wasp’t it? I'll
take you again. I’ll make Bailey stand a
feed to every chap in the Fourth, one after
another, what? Serve him jolly well right,
Fithink.” | :
Jimmy Silver & Co. looked expressively
at Muflin. They came into the study, with
Putty of the Fourth and Jones minor. Putty
closed the door, and turned the key in the
lock—a proceeding that Muffin eyed with
some surprise and a vague uneasiness.

“Now, hand it out!” said Jimmy Silver
tersely. : -

“Eh—what ?” '

“PBailey’s letter.”

“ Wha-a-a-at letter?” stammered Muilin.

“You’ve got a fives bat here, Putty?”
asked the captain of the Fourth.

“I’m sorting it out . now,”
Putty.

Muffin backed round the table in alarm,.

“Took here, you chaps, what’s this game?
I jolly well won’t take you to tea with
Bailey again, Jimmy, if you don’t mind
your eye.”

“You fat bounder!” said Jimmy wrath-
fully. “Do you think we’d have tea’d with
Bailey of the Fifth if we'd jolly well known

answered

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums.

Fourth.

that vou were frightening him into stand-
ing a feed because you’d got hold of some
letter of his? If you weren’t a bigger fool
than anything else, I'd jolly well give you
the licking of your life!”

O T say

“Now hand out the letter.”

““Wha-a-t for?” -

“It’s Bailey’s property, yvou fat seamp'!
I’'m going to hand it to Bailey,” answered
Jimmy Silver. “Sharp’s the word !”

=

“Why, you fat wvillain, vou’ve admitied
that you have!”

“That-—that was only a figure of speech ”
stuttered Tubby. *“What I really meant
was that-—that I hadn’t—— Yaroooooh!”

Whack !

“Whoop !

Whack !

“Where's the letter?”

“Yow-ow-ow ! Help [”

Whack, whack, whack!

A Winner All the Way !

“I—I say, I haven’t any_ letter,” splut-
tered Tubby Muflin. *“ You—you—you can
search me if you like.”

“I1t's hidden in this study—that’s why
Bailey came here,” said Putty of the
“Cough it up, Fatty !”

“I1—1 say, I’m keeping that beastly buliy
in order, you know,” urged Tubby. “I've

told hiim I’'ll spring that letter on him
if Lhe gives us any more bullying, and--
stop

and I’ve warned him to brecaking

“BARRED FROM FOOTBALL!”
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“Yow-ow-ow! I liaven’t any letter! I
never picked it up, and I haven’t read 1t!
I wouldn’t, you know ! ’Tain’t from Joey
Hook at all; it’s'from somebody else—quite
a different chap! Besides, there isn’t any
letter at all! Whoop!”

Whack, whack, whack!

“Oh, you rvotters! I won’t take you to
tea with Bailey again ™

Whacek !

“There 1sn’'t any letter——

73

THE MISSI

clock.

was a scribbled sheet of notepaper, rolled up smali.

Jimmy Silver stepped to the mantelpiece and picked up the
He jerked the tin back open.

Iinside, among the works,
Really, it was a very ingenious hiding-place ;

Bailey at least had never thought of searching the inside of a clock for his missing letter.

bounds and playing the goat. I'm really
reforming him, you know. Of course, I'm
acting in this matter from the very best
of motives. You fellows know me well
enough to know that, I’m sure.”

“Oh, my hat !” said Lovell, staring at the
fat Tubby in wonder. “Is it from the best
of motives that youw’re sticking Bailey for
teas in his study? Is that how you reform
him ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, I stood you fellows tea there, too,”
said Muffin. “I’'m whacking it out, ain’t
iy

“Oh, crumbs !”

“Genecrous, I call it,” said Tubby indig-
nantly., ‘’Tain’t every fellow who’d got
the run of a Fifth Form study who would
whack it out with his friends, I can tell
you. But it’s me all over—generosity
itself.”

Jimmy Silver burst into a laugh. Really,
it was not of much use talking to Reginald
Muffin.- The only way to his fat under-
standing was by means of the fives bat !

“Will you hand over the letter at once,
Tubby ?”

“WNo, I woen’t.”

“Up-end him over the table,” said Lovell.
“T’ll lay on the fives bat till he coughs it
up.”’ _

“Yaroooool

Raby and Newcome, Jones minor and
Putty collared the fat "Classical, and he
sprawled face down on the table, wriggling
with apprehension.

“I—1 say, I haven’t got any letter !” he
roared.
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Whacek! |

“And it’s in the clock!” howled Tubby
Muffin. The fat® Classical found himself
quite unable to controvert the hefty argu-
ment of the fives bat. ‘“Oh, you beasts!
Ow! It’s inside the clock! Wow!”

“Ha, haha:

Jimmy Silver stepped to the mﬁntelpiec-a '

and picked up the clock. Like many clocks
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in junior studies, that clock did mot *“go.”
and No. 2 Study had long since' given up
the attempt to make it keep time.

Jimmy jerked the tin back open. Inside,
among the works, was a scribbled shect of
notepaper rolled up small, Really, 1t was
2 very ingenious hiding-place; Bailey, ab
least, had never thought of searching the
inside of a clock for his missing letter.

“Is that 1t?” asked Lovell.

“Well, I don’t want to look at DBailey’s
private letters,” said Jimmy, "“but it's
stained with liquor, and smells ot baccy,
so very likely it’s from old IHook at the
Bird-in-Hand. Anyhow, Bailey will know.”

“I—1 say, Jimmy ¥

“Shut up, Mufiin [

“T-—I1 say, let’'s keep the letter,”

wailed
“Don’t you want to reform Bailey?
He’s an awful rotter, you know! 1It’s for
his own good, vou know! And-—and think
of the spreads in his study——"

“Oh, bump him!” said Lovell.

“Yaroooh !”

There was a sound of bumping and frantic
yelling as Jimmy Silver walked out of the
study with the crumpled letter in his hand.

Leaving his chums to 1t, Jimmy went
down the passage and turned 1into the
Fifth-Form quarters across the - landing.
He knocked at Bailey’s door and opened it.

Bailey of the Fifth was in his study. He
was looking very dusty and untidy, and still
breathless, and he gave the captain of the
Fourth a furious glare as he looked 1n.

“You young rotter! You——7"

“Can it!” said Jimmy Silver disdainfully.
“ Look at that letter! Is 1t yours?”

He tossed the crumpled note on the study
table. Bailey stared at him blankly for a
moment, and then clutched up the letter
with an eager hand. He stared at it as
1f hardly able to believe in his good for-
tune, and then turned and jammed it into
the study fire and drove it home with his
boot. In a few seconds it was consumed.

Jimmy Silver grinned. Ividently it was
the letter from Joey Hook of the Bird-in-
Hand. DBailey’s action was a proof of that.
77 asked Jimmy, with a laugh.

“All serene:

Bailey turned to him.

“Yes. Thanks!” The bully of the Fifth
was so intensely relieved that he was quite
civil for once, indeed grateful. “That’s
awfully decent of you, Silver.  Thanks
again.”

Jimmy nodded and left the study. He
left Bailey of the Fifth feeling quite a new
Bailey; the shadow of the ‘“sack™ lifted
at last.
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The next day Harold Bailey: of the Fifth
['orm was looking quite merry and bright.

Not so Reginald Muffin.

Spreads in Bailey’s study were a thing
of the past for the fat Tubby; he had lost
his friend in the Fifth! But that was not
the worst! Now that he had nothing to
fear from the fat Classical, Bailey pro-
ceeded to 1ndemnify himself for the terrors
Tubby had given him. For days and days
afterwards, Bailey of the Fifth occupied
many of his leisure hours in huntivg
Reginald Muflin, and Reginald occupied
almost all his spare time in dodging Bailey
of the Fifth! The number of kicks and
cuffs that Tubby collected during those
exciting days. were beyond all counting.
But probably he did not collect many moze
than he deserved.

THE END.

(Lively times with the chums of Roolkwood
School! You'll enjoy “A Hero tn Haste!”
Owen Conquest’s tep-top story for Monday
next. Malke sure of your ecopy of the Boig’
FRIEND Oy ordering it from your newsagend
to-day!)
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OUT ON FRIDAY!

No. 33.—THE ALL-STAR
A Superb Story of the Footer Field,
By ARTHUR S.
No. 34.—JIMMY MACK, INMNMINOR. |
A Ripping New Yarn of School Liiec and Adventure at Haygarth,
introducing the Four Macs.
No. 35.—DON DARREL’'S REPUBLIC.
A Topping Tale of Fun and Adventure.
No. 36.—THE {EWO-GUN SHERIFY.
"1l¢
By JAKE DENVERS.

TEADM. ) I
introducing the Red Star {
HARDY.

By JACK NORTH.
By VICTOR NELSCN.
the Cowboyv Tec.

‘West Yarn, introducing

No.33.—THE IMPERSONATOES.

A Strange Story of WALDO THE WIZARD.

No. 34.—THE WHITE DEATI; or, The Island of Sharks,
A Fascinating Story of Detective Adventure in Ceylon and England.
By the Author of ‘ The Priest’s Secret,” cte., elc.

No. 35.—THE CASE OFr

THE MUMMITIED HAND.

Introducing Sexton Blake, Tinker, Prince Menes, The Black Eagle,
The Three Musketeers,

Wwu
u Goupolis, Huxton Rymer, and Mary Trent.

Mathew Cardolak, Madame

No.386.—THE BLACKMAILED BARONET.
A Tale of Thrilling Adventure and Detective Work., By the Author
of “The Hunchback of Hatton Garden,” ete., cle.
. __*_._—-_ﬁ—-—_-——_-—-—-—————-_ﬂ——m———m___._ﬂ-
No.21.—THE GREYIRIARS JOURNALISTS.
A Rousing Story of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyiriars. By .
RICHARDS. ;
No. 22.—D’'ARCY OF ST. JIM’S.
Featuring the one and only *Gussy” and ithe Tamous Schoolboy

t PRICE FOURPENCE EACH.
Write and tell him what you think of the stories now appearing in the BOYS’' FRIEND !



