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BUMPING BUNTER OVERBOARD!

(A Laughable Scene from the Splendid Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co.,
‘ contained in this Issue.)
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The Third Long, Complete Story contained in this issue of the PENNY POPULAR. 1%

THE CROSS-COUNTRY RUN

A Splendid Long, Complete
Stoiy, dealing with
the Early Adventures of

JIMMY SILVER & CO,,

the -Chums of Rookwood.
o BY —=

OWEN CONQUEST.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Beaumont the Bully!

HE TFistical Four were very busy.
They were engaged in tho task of
tearing up old newspapers into
very small picces. There was a

good pile on the floor, and still the Classical
chums continued to tear, tear, tear,

Suddenly the door of the end study
opened, ond in walked Beaumont, the
Sixth Form bully,

“ What are you kids doing ? " asked
Beaumont,

“ Minding our oOwn
Jimmy Silver calnly.

“ Don’t bs impudent !’ snapped the
Sieth-Former. “ What are you tearing
up all those papers for 2.7 |

** For the paper-chase to-morrow,” said
Jimmy Silver, ‘‘1 suppose you've no
okjection 27

* Cheely: young fag!™ exclaimed
Beaumont, *‘‘ Take two hundred lines for
impudence ! ”

¢ Certainly, Beaumont,” said Jimmy
Silver, - ** You’re awfully kind !”

“TU kind you!” prunted Beaumant.
** Mind, T want those lines hefore bed-time
this evening.”

T'he Sixth-Former took his departure,

“The beast!” eried” Jimmy Silver.
* That blessed bully’s always chipping in
when he’s not wanted, By Jove, I've
got an idea !

* What for ? " asked Lovell.

““ For paying the rotter out, of courre.”

* Well, what's the idea ? Cet it off your
chest, old son ! ™

* We're in want of more paper for the
scent—-—""

T know that. CGeton!”

“*And we owe Bsaumont a onsr—a very
big oner. Suppouse we kill two kirds with
one stone § :

*“ Eh? T supposo you’re not going to
propose that we tear Beaumont up to use
him for a scent in the paper-chase 27
demanded Lovell,. .~ 3

Jimmy Silver grinned.

‘* Not exaetly. But you know  that
Beaumont’s what he cells a sporting ehap
—that is, he makes bets with some blacik-
goards in Coombe on the races—svhich the
Head would expel hin for if he know—>

*“ And a pity he doesn’t !

T guess so. But as T was saying,

s

business,” gaid

Beaumont is a sporting ass, and he keeps.

a file of sporting papers in his study. I’ve
seen them. Ho's got a lot of them. He
keeps them so as to rofer to thew, yon
know, about the form of the horses he puts
hiz money on, and they’re the apple of his
eye.”

“ Quite s0.”

* Well,” continued Jimmy Silver, “ my
idea is to kill two bhirds with one stone——
pay Beaumont back for the lines he’s given
me, and get thy geent wo want for the
paper-chase,”

Right through the farmyard ran Jimmy Silver and Lovell, and

t:ere was a wild clattering and scattering of ducks and geess and

A burly farmer jump:d Into their p=th, with a long cart-

you young varmintsl?

“Sorry we've no time,? gasped Jimmy snveri * we’ll come in to
tea another day, thank you !l

fowls.

wi:ip in his hand. ‘'8 op,

he shouted.

“ Good wheeze !'” said Lovell, :

‘“ Ripping 1 7 gaid Raby. .

“Qlad you approve,’ said Jimmy
Silver, with a grin. ~*‘ Now, let’s get along.
We don’t want to let the grass grow under
our feet,”’ ;

22 Nozfeap,?

The Fistical Four left tho end study,
and made their way to the Sixth Form
passage. They approached Beaumont’s
study on tiptoe and obgerved that the
door of the bully’s study was ajar,

Jimmy Silver popped his head round the
door, and saw to hig satisfaction that the
study was empty.

The next moment Jimmy Silver had
darted across the study to the couch under
the window., It was made to open like
a bex, and he threw aside the cushions and
lifted the top. g

Inside reposed a-heavy pile of sposting
papers.  Jimmy Silver had them out and
under his arm in a twinkling. The sofx lid
dropped and shut with a bang. :

* Come on; you chaps!® smd Jimmy
Silver. ‘* Grab hold of some of these, and
let's get back to the end study betore
Beaumont returns.’” =

Lovell ‘and Raby and Newcombe each
took sonie of the papers, and next mo-
ment the four (Classicals were racing to-
wards their own quarters. They reached
the end study sately, and locked the door.

“They then set to work tearing up the
papers ecaptured from the prefeet’s study.

They had no compunction -on that
point.

The bully deserved punishment, and
the papers were of a kind that oaght never
to have-been in a hay’s possession.,

4% Sporting Tips 17 said - Lovel,

carry.

< Bporting Notes "1 * Paddock Gems1?
Gr-r-r ! Nice kind of litérature to feed a
young and growing preicet’s mind on,
This is“really nice and considerats of ug !

*“T hope Beaumont will see it in thas
light when he finds hia precious papers
gone ! ” grinned Jimmy Silver,

“* Welly he can’t be & bigger brute tham
he iz now, anyway,” said Lovell. *‘ We
may as well be hung fér a sheep as a
lamb.”

“What-hot™

The juniors soon made havoe of tha
sporting papers.  Pink end white frag.
ments multiplied on the floor 98 they tore
and tore and tore again.

Jimmy Silver hegan to eram the torn
paper into the bags the hares were to
By the thue the last sporting
prints  were  finished, tho. bags wero
crammed o the brim. :

“Good ! said Jimmy Silver, with
much satisfaction. * That jobh’s done:
I really don't think we shall Le shovt of
paper to-morrow,”

*'No fear

*“ Thanks to Beaumont 1 *

‘“ Ha, ha, ha}®

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hare and Hounds.

ORNING school was voted a horo
the next day by everyoneo con-
cerned in the paper-chase for
the afternoon;  but, like all

things, it came to an end at last, and the
juniors were free, ;

In twos and threes they strolled down
to - the meeting-place, most of them
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alrcady in their ronning  flannely,  with
coats round them, : sty

Bulkeley, “the ecaptain -of Rookwood,
was o timethe start, and he was promptly
on the geound. * A pretty good crowd had
eollected to see the start.

Jimmy Silvér and Lovell, who sere to
Le the hares, came up, with their bags of

soont slung across their shoulders, looking ;

very fit and trim in their flannels, * = °
g-ulkéloy nodded to them pleasantly.
Start in three wminutes, youngstors{'’
hio said cheerily, =
* Right-ho t "
*“We'ro ready ! :
*Hallo t ” said Lovell - Here comes
Boaumont, ' I wonder what he wants in
such a hurry ¥ 2
Eyvery oyo was turned towards the
school, from the direction of which the
prefect  could be seen running rapidly
towards the moeet. He was shouting
somothing, svhich became audible as he

said ~ Fimmy Silver.

drew noater. :
“ Stop them ! TR
““ What's the matter, Beaumont?"

ssked Bulkeley, looking up from his watch. | ba,

¢ Avo you spenking of Silver and Lovell .2

Tha Classical juniors exchanged - a
gflanes. They could tell by the exprossion
on the prefect's face that he had discovered
the oss of his prepious papers.

“ Yos,” panted Beaumont, coming up.
¢ Stop the young scoundrels. I i

“ Thoy start in ode minute.
the matter ¥

“ Thoy have taken gome papers {rom my
gindy-—some. valuable papers——" . .

. % How do you know ?  asked Bulkeley.

“ Did you seo them 2™, - - 5
- “No; but I -know they did. I
knosv. P <

“ What wore the papers ¢’

¢ Bome--—some old  newspapers I was
Lkesping for-»for referonce,”’ said Beau-
mont, stammering a little. * They were
valunable o me,"”. i :

The «aptain of Rookwood looled at the
Classionl chums.

* Havo yon kids taken any papors from
Beaumont’s stady ? ¥

¢ What papors is Beaumont speaking
of ¢ " asked Jimmy Silver. ** We’ve taken
old papers from wherever we could find
them to tear up for scent. If Beaumont
could tell us the names of the papers, we
ecould say.”’ 2

* What ware the papers, Beaumont ?”

- I~ they—what docs that matter
gnapped out the prefect angrily. “1I say
they took a bun(?le of papers out of my
atudy —out of the sofa chest, I know they
iAo e

Jimmy Silver shrugg~d his shouldsrs,

“1 don’t mee that there’s anything for
me to say,” he remarked. - < If i?aa,umont
can glve us the names of the papers,
Bulkeley will know that he’s telling the
truth, and not, merely inventing an excuse
to pick upon us, as he's always doing.”

“ Why can’t you do that, Beaumont ?
asked Bulkelgy, pushing the prefect baok,
a3 he sfrods Aavagsly towards the Classical

junior. “ Let Silver alone. If you have

ost any phpers I suppose you know what
they are ¢ oSt

“That's ‘quite immaterial 343

“Not at all.” I suppose the youngsters
Tave ‘collected up all the old papers they

2

; Wii&t'a

could find to make scent, and- 4
Beanmont gritted his teeth.
I‘I;‘ It "thay‘ve torn up my ‘papers,
“Hook here,” gald Jimmy Silver, ©if
we've torn up papers Holonging to Beau-
aont, ‘as we ma ;
the pioces in the bags here. He can look,
ixﬁui i’duntify some of the fragmsnts if he
<es." o Sl !
“ Do as he says, Boaurmont,” ;
‘The bullying “profect furned r&i, end
made no “inotion to approach ths. bags
which the heres obligingly held open for
‘hin.. ¥t was as much as his caveer at
 Zae Prywy Porvrar.~No. 238,

have done, we've got’

| bren neator, [
of a low hill, and Jimmy Silver sudd nly

| =~ They cam> out on f
a gleam of pink show d up in the lane.

|
{

Reokwood was worth ¢o idantify. any part
‘of a racing paper Ay hig proporty.
- CWall, Beraumont t* exclaim d Bulks-

doy impatiently. SLAre you going to do
»it‘ ? A oy o
“No, T'm not. IT-——"
“Then stand back, you're wasting
time."” . : :

“They have taken my papoers.”

“You said that bzfore,”’ 5

““ Is that yew proporty ? ” asked Jinimy
Silver, taking a fragment from his bag,
upon which the title “Sporting Tips”
wag printed, .

Beaumont turned scarlet.

Bulkeley looked quickly from one to
the other. Perhaps a glimmering of the
facts cams into his mind.

“Did you got that from Beaumont's
study, Silver 7" ;

“1 don’t g2e why wo should be called
upon to condsmn curaslves,” said Jimmy
Silyer.  “ Wo don’t dony or affirm any- |
thing, 1t's for Beaumont to find proof
a8 the accussr, as he’d know if he knew
anything about law. Lot him look in the

8.

Tho prefect muttered something between
his: teeth, and strode away. H> realised
that he had madas a fool of himself, and
that if the matter went any further it
would be the worse for himuelf.

Bulkeley looked at his watch,

“ Timo 17 :

Th> hares, grinning cheerfully, started
off actoss the opsn country, Thsy were to
have five mioutes start, and the pack
waited eagerly for the interval to elapse.

Jimmy Silver and Lovell disappared
hohind & belt of trees, and every eye was
then fixed on Bulkeley.

- “I say, i8n’t it time ¥  ventured Tommy
Dodd, of the Modern side.

Bulkeley shook his head. A few
seconds later, bowever, he eclosed his
watch with a snap.

“Tima1” he said. *“ 0O you go!”

And the hounds started running, with
Toramy Dodd & Co. well in the lead.
Tommy Dodd sent a cheery, call from his
bugle ringing across the country, and it |
cams to the ears of the hares, and warned
them that the hounils were on the track.
THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Shoe The Run.

L HERE goes Tommy Dodds
bugle | ’ exclaimed Jimmy Silver

.88 the ringing note from behind
fell upon his ears,
started 1

The hares paused on the summit of a
swell to look back. They could see the
pink shirte of the hounds in the distance.
- “There’'s Tommy Yodd!” exclaimed
Lovell. “He's at the lead. And there’s
Pommy Cook behind. I tell you, Jimmy,
thoss Moderns will be the hard st stickers.”

“ But thoy won't catch us,” gaid Jimry
Silver confidantiy. : ;

Loaving the trail of torn papers behind,

the hares dsscend ¢ the further sid) of
the swelling ground, and ran on lightly
and steadily  fowards the river.
. Thoy paused on the bridgs to look back,
and again caught sight of the pink shirts,
and a note from the bugle showed.that
their own colours had been ssen against
the grey atone of the bridge.

“Come oOn, LovellL” | .

They ran on, putting on a Hbtle more
speed now, for the last bugle note had
They wound round the foot

“Theg've

turned to the lait, and 1 d the way up the

seclivity through a narrow lane.
The harss ‘b gan to breathe harder as
th-y breagted the sloem. =
he high ground, and

bohind, Then Jimmy Silver led the way
through . lahe after lane, winding and
turning, and wherover they went the trail
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Suddanly they ‘came out into the open
ground. and to Jimmy Silver’s amazom ot
and dismay thare wero the hounds, running
hard, and only a dozen paces distant,

a gasp from Lovell
 Jimmy, we've ¢
“It's aﬁ right 1 grinned Jimay Silvet,

“We'te a good mile, ahead of them.

They've got to follow the paper trail.”
“By Jove! I forgot that.”

Th> hunt was not, of course, by sight,
but by scent. Wherever the -paper- trail
led, the hounds had to follow, even if they
saw the hares within arm’s length to right
or left.

Anything was allowed to the hares
except crossing their own trail. Two or
Lthree thoughtless hounds left the track
and startcd towards the hares, but Tommy
Dodd’s voice promptly called them back.

¢ Keep to the trail, assgt”

Jimmy Silver and Lovell stood grinning,
and they kisscd their hands, as the pack
tore on. Tommy Dodd & Co. grinned
back at them gheerfully enough. The
hares took a resf whils the pack ran on,
and finally disappeared from sight. Then
they resum-d thoir way at a lsisurely pace.

L We've pained hali a mils,” obsarved
Jimmy Silv r. ~“That's the best of know-
ing tha ground well. We've given them
a hard run so far. We'll take it easy till
wo get to the Old Priory, where we furn
hom ward.”

Lovell nodded. The Old Priory waa
the objective point of the run, It was a
good five miles from: the school, and there
the hares intend~d to rist a little before
turning “back. They had gained a good
deal already, and dosm>d themsalves
entitl~d to take matters more easily now.

But they took them a littlo too easily as
it proved. :

e pack had mads good pace, and
though soms of the shorter-winded
runnors had dropped out, a good score
were still sticking to Tommy Dodd & Co.,

who camaz on tirelessly. .
Hidd>n by the rough ground and th

trees, the hounds gained, and sudd-nly

cams in view of the hares scarcely @a

hunde-d yards ahead. e
Tommy Dodd :i;avo a yell.

* Run for your life, Lovell ! 7 exclaimed
Jimamy Silvor.: oy g

The hares hroke into a desperate spurt.

They had been careless, aud they seemead
_destined to pay for it. To capture thera on
the outward run had hardly entered into
the ealeulations of Tommy Dodd & Co.
But it seemed possible now, and Tominy
Dodd's bugle rang out a note of hope.

Tt would be a triumph for the Moderns
that could never be argued away by tho
Classicals. Tommy Dodd & Co. raced on
with every ounce of speed in them, and
their followers backed t-hem.u[f well,

Three or four more ped out of the
race, but there were fifteen or sixteen
swoeping on behind the chums in full ary,

“ Buck up!” panted Jitamy Silver.
“ We've got to dodge them ot bust some-
thing.” = - e

Spesd alone would not do it now.
Stratagem was wanted, and as he ranm,
Jimmy Silver rapidly turned the posgi-
‘bilities over in his mind.

“his ‘way, Lovelll”
suddenly. : : :

He sworved sharply off into a cart<raci
leading down into & farmynrd. A men in
a smock frock stared at them, as if amazed
at their action.

“ I say,” said Lovell, “ the folks may
notlike this, and we shall peatfer the fowls,
and no mistake,”

“ Can’t be helped.! Hallo, there's
Farmer Turmutt, and he looks annoyed.
Can’t be helped ! Tt we leave troubls here
for -the hounds, it will save our bacon,
They. can argue with Mr, Turmutt, Come
on!’ .

”»

be shonted

Tovell grinned 43 he comprehendod

of .torn paper remained to guide the
hounds. : ;

Jimmy Silver's devigo. Right through the

Thers was a shout from the hounds, end *
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farmyard they went, and thére was o wild
elattering and scattoring of ducks and

-geess and fowls,

A burly farmer jumped into their path
with a long eart-whip in hig hand, his face
crimson with rage.

I'l‘l‘ Yox_l7 young rageals, get off my land!

Farmer Turmautt did not like Rookwood
boys. He knew them of old. And the
audacity of the youngsters in dashing
right through his farmyard and scattering
paper scent behind them under his very
eyes almost took his breath gway,

‘* Btop, you young varmints !’

“ Sorry we've no time,” gasped Jimmy
Silver; *“ we'll come in to tea another day,
thank you!”

’ “Tea! TN tea-you! Tl teach you
R

“Ow!” roared Jimmy Silver, as the
whiplash curled round his legs, stinging
the hare skin terribly. * Ow ! Chuck it ! ™

But the angry farmeor only lashed again,
and Lovell got the next eut. But that did
not stop the degperate hares. They dodged
thc.\ farmer, and dashed op. Mr, Turmutt,
boiling with rage, sprinted after them.

A six-foot ferice loomed up before the
boys, but there was no way of aveiding it.
_ “Jump!” panted Jimmy Silver, ** No
way out1 ™’

Lovell set his teeth.

The crack of the whip behind lent them
fresh energy, 'They rose to the leap

lesgen their pace, however. - They kept
running at a good speed until they reachod
the Old Priery.

They were pretty well blown, but they
climbed on the highest fragment of the
ruing to look back, and saw the pink shirts
of the hounds streaining aeross a field at
a great distance back. Evidently they had
succeeded In eluding the farmer.

Jimmy Silver gasped, and sank dowsn on
the masgonry.

“ That was a jolly elose rhave for us,”
he said, :

“What ho!” said Lovell.  “But T
reckon we've got a good stard, and we
ought to keep i to the finish,”

‘“Pve been® thinking,”- said Jimmy
Silver, ag be sat leaning back against the
stone,  “* Beaumont knows the ecourse,
doesn’t he 77

I expeet so.  What about him 7

 It’s oceurred to me that he might meet
ug going back, and drop on us. It would
be just like one of hig caddish tricks. He
can’t make a fusg about the papers, in
cage it comes out that they were sporting
papers. But he won’t let us off cheaply.”

Lovell nedded thoughtfully.

“It would he no joke to meet that
bullying bruto when we're blown with the
run at the finish,” remarked Jimniy Silver,

“We shall have to be on the look-oht.

that’s all,” said Lovell.. ‘¢ After all, there
are two of us, and i ho interferes we

STORIES YOU SHOULD READ!

* What's tho idca, then 27 - :

““You gee, it’s a chalky road, and the
paper doesn’t show wp on the white dust.
The hounds. will logo tim: heve, T faney.”

“QGood 1 said  Lovell, “ 1 nover
thought of that.”

The white paper id, indeed; show littlo
on the white road.- When the hounds
came streaming out of tho wood, Tommy
Dodd halted in doubt. The hares wero
well enough ahead by this tine, and the
track was for the moment lost,

*“This way } ” axclaimed Tommy Cool,
““Up this track ! There’s the naper!”

“ Come on ! ealled out Tommy Dodd,
giving a note on kis bugle to call in tho
hounds who had scattered to look for tho
trail,

But the going was slower now. They
knew 'that the hares might have left the
track at sany point, and as the paper was
hard to see they had to run slowly and
keep their eyes on it, But fortune favoured
the hounds at last.

Tommy Dodd gave a suddon exclamas
tion of debight.

“TLook there! X fancy ' they never
reckoned on that. Put the speed on!”

For now there was pink paper mingled
with. the white, and the pink shawed up
well on the dust. :

“ Good old ‘Racing Tipp "1 chuckled
Tommy Cook. :

The hares had evidently ‘come upon tho
fragments of & pink sporting paper smong

POLL!”
8y FRANK RICHARDS.

In this Week's Issue of

'THE MACNET LIBRARY.

gallantly. Jimmy Silver cleared the fence,
and eame down on his feet lightly in the
field beyond.

Lovell canght his foot in the ‘top rail
and went headlong, landing on hends and
knees, -

The farmer could hardly essay .such o

leap. He stopped, and shook: his fist
tariously at tho boys through the fence.
But his attention was called off from them
the next moment by the hounds pouring
into the farmyard,

Jimmy Silver gave Lovell a hand up.

‘““Hurt 2%’ he asked, 3

* No, not mueh,” replied Lovell

Lovell’s knees were bruised, and his
palms were cut, but e was not the fellow
to riake a fuss about it.

The hares gave a glance back through
the fence. The hounds were swarming in
the fanayaed, and the farmer was rushing
‘to stop them. Jimmy Bilver gave a
breathless chuckle.

“ That will keep Tommy Dedd & Co.
busy for a bit!” ho murmured. ‘‘ Come
on! Now’s our chance!” -

‘I'be hares raced on again. They crossed
a field and came out iBto a lane, and
headed for the Priory. Behind them a
térrific uproar wag rising from the farm-
yard. The noise, however, gradually got
fainter and fainter, as the hares got farther
away from the formysrd, 7They did not

“ HEAD OF THE

ARSI IS IS NTINSA SIS ISP PP A SSRGS

“TRIMBLE’S
TRIUMPH!”
By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

In this Week’s Issue of

~THE GEM LIBRARY.

sha'n't mince matters with him, prefect or
na prefect t 7

Jiramy Silver rose and took another
look at the pack: Ho counted them
rapidly asg they camemnearer and nearer.

*“ Fight' of thein mow,” ho. exclaimed.
“ 1 can see a couple tailing off a long way
back.”

“Tommy Dodd & Co. ars there, of
course 77

‘. Oh, yes, and in the lval, too.”

““Time we :tarted again then.” ;

The two chuma left the ruinéd Priory,
and. set out b6 swinging trot on the
homeward ran. 3

They followed & footpath thiough a
wood, leaving the scent clear behind, and
ked just eome out of the wood on the
opposite side when a bugle note rang
through: the crisp air.

“Yommy Dodd again,”  exclaimed
Jimmy Silver,. *' They haveén’t stopped at
the' Priory.”

¢ No, they'ro sticking it out well,”

Jimmy Silver turned down a rough
track leading away from the pleagant lane;
Lovell looked dubious, but ho tragted to
Jirouy - Sitver’s - guidance, and followed,
Jimmy Rilver glanced at him. -

*“ Yeg, T know it’s a rougher yoad than
the other,” he said, *‘ but it will he just ag
rough for the hounds as for ug, But that

isn’t why D’ve taken it,"” |

“GREENER THAN
GRASS!"”
By OWEN CONQUEST.

In this Week's Issue of

THE BOYS  FRIEND.
\]

the rest in the bags. It was a material
help to the pack. "hey ran on moro
swittly. The note of the*bugle rang to tho
ears of the hunted hares.
*““Phere. they arved.”
Dodd. “Come on 1™

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.'
A Close Finish, ;

] HREE , miles  more!” " gasped
B Jimmy Silver, ad the bugle note
fell upon his ears. * My hat ¢

It will be a run now }

Lovell set his teeth. RS

“ We've got to win, anyway.”

Right gallantly the hares went down
the road. It was the high 1road they wero
on now, and it led them back to €oombo
village. - Their feet seemcd secarcely to
touch the ground as they sprinted on.

The bags were gotting empty nows
Three miles more to home, and the pross
peet was that it would be a close fimigh—
very . close. But the chums:were deters
mined to win. They wero  fighting for
the henour of the Classicals,

Ta-ra-r-art-a-t-t-ara-ave-o !

“Tommy Dodd again ! That - cbap
gticks it oud like a Mrojan. - He deserves
to win b panted Jimmy filver. * But
he sha't’t.  Put your beel into it, Lovell 1

Right, on, and on, and on. They turned

Tug Peyny Porurari—No, 239,

shouted Tommy
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fromn o voad tuto o winding lane, and frém
that to anothor, keeping on in the direc-
tion of the village. In the sotting sun a
sheot of water gleam>d ahead. "Thoy ran
on to the margin of the river.

Jimmy Silver uttered an exclamation
of dismay.

“Phe plank’s gono t

Lovell gave a whistle,

I'hae stream was usually crossed by a
plank, but it was gone now.  Lovell's
brows contracted. The water was dzep
pt that point. He looked at Jimmy
Silver. : :

“It’s a dozen feet or more, Jimmy—
but it's that or a licking!”

Jinmy Silver tossed his bap of scent
to tho oppoesite bank, and plung-d in,

Lovell followed the next moment.

Splash | Splash 1

Jimmy Silver looked back over his shoufldet
as a bugle not» rent the air,

“Tommy Dodd’s still siicking it,” he
said. S0

it was near the finish now. Ths hunt
was left to the rivals of Rookwood—
Classicals ageinst Moderns,  Which would
win, ? >

A shadow loomed out from und-r the
trees, and a hend olutched at Jimmy
Silver. 8 .

. Now, you young cad!” :

It was Braumont’s voies. Jimmy Silver
veoled with the grip on his should r.

Hea was almost too spent to resist,

“ Beaumont ! he  gasped. ¢ Hands
ofit Don’t you see hew closo they
faret”

“1'N give you—-12"
& '?’(»u coward ! Lot me got! Tet me

They struck out gallantly, and in af———r

minute or less were clutching at the reeds
on  the opposite bank. Jimmy - Silvor
serasabled  ashore and gave a hand to
fovail,

Thoy ran on. On the top of tho rising
prourd.  they looked  haelk.  Splash!
Splash | Two fellows had plungsd in, and
the rest had haltcd on ths bank. ' And
nmoung those who had halted were dommy
Vodd & Co.

“Tommy Dodd’s not going to funk if,
gurely ? 7 remarked Jimmy Silver.

Tovell gave a yell.

“Funk it Look at him! ' Bravo,
Doddy t "

¢ Bravod" repeated Jimuy Silver, the
next momont,

‘Hor Tommy Dodd had plungad in, and
Pommy Cook had followed.

“By Jove! We'd better get on!” said
Jimmy Silver, s

‘I'he hares darted on, on to ths voad to
the village, Tommy Dodd and Tommy
Cook crawled out of the water and ghook
themselves like mastiffs. The other two
who had crossed were already on the chase.
The rest-had given it up, and were going
town the stream towards the bridgs.

“Runt Run!’ exclaimad = LTommy
Dodd. “Weo'll do it yet !

Aud the Mod rn juniors dashed on,
end passing the other two hounds, sprinted
with doadly dptermination on the irack
Of tho elusive hares.

Jimmy Silver and Lovell came out into
Yo village street, and passed. through
Coombe like a flash, Then they turned
fnto the lane that led up to the school.

“f'he last lap t’? gasped Jimmy Silver.
" Dusk. vas falling on the countrysids,
The haves dropped the scent fromy the
ropidly-emptying  bags a3 they wan,

Bifi { Lovell was not stopping to argne.
He charg-d right at Beaumont like g bull,
and butted the prefect in the chest. :

Boaumont want reeling and staggering:
Lovell staggared, too; his hrad was sing-
ing with the concussion. Thwe was &
foud splash. Baaumont, wnabls to save
his balance, had tumbled headlong into
the diteh besids the lane.

Jimmy Silver gave a gasping laugh.

“ Comys on, Lovell, bafors he gats out t

“1'm coming 1°' gasp~d Lovell. :

His heaw was swimuing, but he dashed
oun bravely.- The hares vanished up the
lane in the dusk ; but ths encounter, brief
as it wag, had cost them precious ac-
nients. : =

The hounds were closa bshind. Beau-
mont crawled out of tho ditch, mad with
rage, and two running figures bumped
right intg him in the growing dusk.

“Qot them!” voarsd Tommy Cook,
clutching Boaumont by the hair.

“You—you choeky young raseal !’

“That's not them ! " chuckled Tormy
Dodd. “It sounds like Baaumont !
Como on! Get out of the way, Boau-
mont, can’t you, fathead ! . -

T'ha furions prafect mads & blow at him,
but Tommy Dodd, dodged it.

Ths Mod>rn chums ran on, .and the
profect, muttering emphatic things balow
his breath, tramp-d dismually to the school,
mud squelching in his boots at every
step. -

. The hares were on the last hundrsd
yvards now. Sazlwyn and Hooksr wore
standing in the gateway, with a good
many other fellows who had collectad
there - to sce ths hunt coms in, The
juniors were watching the road anxiously,

the two ruuning figures.

¢ Here they arve 1'%~

< One more spyft, Lovell?™ gasped
Jimmy Silver, as he hieavd the rapid patter

of footsteps hehind,

and they gave a whoop at the sight of
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s benso I.-ovdl
¢ Jimmy, old son——""

Jimmy Silver turned back in constersnas
tion, >

“ Lovellt You're not cracking up now
—on the last lap ! ]

“. My hoad—-it was charging that Litnte
did it t " groaned Lovell. ~ * I-—1'm sorry,
Jimmy, Run on—don't lot them cabch
both 1™

Jimmy Silver set his teeth.

“Hold on to my shouldsr, Tovell, and
ran. Pl take your weight—IT'l grip you
sot Cen you stick i6?" he cried anxi-
ously,

*I—1T reckon 80 1" muttered Lovell.

They dashed on. Jimmy Silver wad
half-lrading, half-carrying his  chum.
Lovell mads o last terrible eflort, and
Jimmy Silver put out all his strength.

They dashed up to the gate. ;

“ Got them!” panted Tommy Dodd,
making a desperate cluteh at Jimmy

wis o steggoding,

4 Silver’s shoulder ns the chums recled into

the gateway. !

Buat Jimmy Siver mads one mora effort,
and went staggting onward, and Woramy
Dodd’s elutch miseed by an ioch,

The next moment the hares were rolling
on ths ground, utterly fagged and spent.
and Tonimy Dodd & Uo. staggered against
the gateway. :

The hares had won-—svon by an ine.
One gzcond more, and the hounds would
have hiad ther. : ;

$ LT  You've won!” gasped
Tommy Dodd, his heart beating in great
thumps av he veeled against the gate.
“ But—but it wae a near thing ! "

Jimmy Silver sat up.

“But we did it," he managed to utter.
“We did it, Doddyt But—but I edmit

S

you nearly had ug, end you made a jolly

good run. “Halp us in, you chaps !

Willing hands helped the exhausted
hares into the liouse, and othera did the
same for the hounds, What they wanted
was a good rub down and a change, and
after they had had it they felt much
better. s :

They were fagged, bvt they wero all
right, only -Lovell feeling a touch of «
headache, The rest of the pack.cama in
in twos and threes for the next hour, to
learn that the harves had won by the skiu
of their teeth, . - .

Tho Classicals had won ; but the victery
had been so narrow a_ene that defeat was
no disgrace to the Moderns. T

After they bad changed their clothes
the rivals met at the festive board in the
end study, where Newcoms had prepared
a really ripping tea. They discussed that

tmsal with the lkeen appetite engandered

by & long run in the spring air, and thusg
amicably ended the cross-countes rum,
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