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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Jimmy Silver on the Track.
“SIX dozen jam-tarts,”

“\n’\ '\(Q‘-f"l }) 1

: Jn'-m (]()’l“‘ gmge

Y ag”?

* Fou cakes—two  seed o
curiant.
. XY 08, 3
"’F\m whole pineapples,”
s,
Jimmy Silver started as he he md the

vajce fmm the tug .hnn.
evidently * go:ug it.!

Jimmy Silver had been in vw"x thonght
when the voiee of Cecil Pankley of Bag-
shot fell upon his ears,

I'mm) Silver was leaning against the
front of the little tuckshop in the coiner
of the quadrangle at Rook ewood. His
ands were driven deep into his pockets,
#nd there was a wrinkle -on his hoyish
hrow,

The leader of the Classical juniors at
Rookwood had plenty of room for
hlvr}ug‘)t Matters were thf‘!‘ll in a
serious state. Since a dozen juniors of
Bagshot School had been guartered on
Rookwood, owing to an outbreak of
the star
er & Co. had been on the

Pankley was

influenza in their own sc -hool,

nf Jimmy
ane,

. Little as the Co. were inclined to adnnt

it, there was no doubt that Pankley &

(,'1)

of Bagshot had, on more than one
done  them quite  “‘brown.”
was all the more rough on the
ssical Fourth, because their old rivals
on the Modern side, instead of sym-

pathising with them, simply looked on
.md smirked.

The Maodern juniors declared that if the
Bagshot crowd had been quartered on
them, they would have put Pankley 5
. in their p! rapidly that it would
have taken their breath away. Whether
that statement was correct or not, it was
eertain that the Classicals had not been
able to db so.

And Jimmy Silver was thinking it out.
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His chums, Lovell and Raby and New
come, agreed that it .was up to me-\r
Silver, and they cheerfully left it to him,

That Lnn!tv mehlﬂm Was  exercisi
Jimmy Silver’s hrain when his ¢
( wore interrupted as afore \._l'u.
e h.)d hardly noticed Punkley
into the tuckshop, so deep was h
hougl But he could not fail to 1

n he beard Pankley’s voice g' i
orders for so tremendous a supply of
tuck.

Kvidently Pankley was in funds,
U{Hd“) evident he was making the o

2 went on ¢

u;mds -of mixed his
5

.unn jars «)* jam,

“My ounly hat!”

in wond

provisions {or a siege?

“Two tins of «mu?eusml milk, and six
jars of preserves——

“I say, Panky,” came Poole’s

“yau're gr\m’» Jt old man !

“Well, it’s going to bo a topp
picnie ! said Pankley. “There will be
a dozen of us, you know. Nothing like
having umu"‘ We shall want some f= a
and sugar, too, and a few pounds of har
and tongue.’

“We won't take that little lot to the

\dv, ’ chuckled Poole. *“Those Reck-
\\l)()u fellows would raid it as likely as
not.”

“That’'s all vight!” said Pauk]
“They won't Pavc the chance of raid
the tuck, or A;t raiding the })ILHIV
They dun ; know that we're
have a pienic this afterncon |

Jimmy Silver grinned.

Pan }m\, was apparently unaware that
his voice was quite audible outside the
tuckshop, and that Jimmy Silver was
adorning the shop-front with his person

“Tt's all nmm, to be sent direct t

Grubb’s i‘mzn went - on  Pankley.
“You ve got my instructions about the
stuff, sergeant, written down.’

“ Ve s, Master Pankley,” said Sergeant
Kettle.

murmured Jimmny
"Is he laying in

53
\(_llu‘-_,

oing

nt who kept the « haol

“>0’! was guite Improssed

orders Paukley wag
5

that's about the Jot,”
“Do ‘zs Fve told you with
sergeant, I don’t want it sent'ts
e u‘! mV. Come on, Poole !”
”wkuy and Paole. came oul
i mhq"

Eun]f‘ 1

said-

7
ihe

smd Pankley, as he louked

u Jimmy Silver,

H«cud worm has | Poyou
r orders, Panky !” said Poale,
sake of the head.

) it’s a picnie, i it 77 said . muuy
Silvey dleen]y “A whacking picii
Grubb’y Farm? Rather (]qu Wi
for a picnie, im thanks for the tip!
We'll be there I’ e

“You jolly well won’t be there ! suid
Pankley warml

Jimmly Silver chuckled.

“Depend on usi” he said. “We'l

come along in force. I'll bring a giddy
! But don’t be alarmed; we'll ket
ve some of the stuff.”
‘Il let ws have some of gur
sty :ﬁ ¥ howled Pankley.
Jimmy nodded

f you’re nice and civil.”

by, you Rookwood ass
0'1 Bagshot bounder !
him " said Poo.f‘
ing a Rookwood fathead,

awil

B 133333
and

ﬂolj on! Rescue!” hawled
as the two Bagshot fellows

bump bim for his cheek !”
"Hr‘u“

or Jesoemkd forcibly on the
Lovell and Raby and x‘.-,\~
speeding to the rescue across

]xmmy Sity
ground, B
come ru.mv

> 9
i “r’uul 1 20¥d Pa nmny
But there was no chance for the Bag-
hot ehums to seoot. In-catching Jimmy
d canght a Tartar. Jimmry
D, and though they
Hd- et let them go.

let

Aud
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. Lovell and Raby and Newcome arrived
‘on the scene at top speed.

“(ollar ’em !” roared Lovell.

¢ Give 'em socks !

Pankley and Poole struggled in the
grasp of the Fistical Four. But they
struggled in vain. They were severally
and collectively bumped on the-hard, un:
sympathetic earth, and their yells were
loud and wrathful.

“Yow-ow-ow ! Leggo

“Chuck it! Yarooop!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

Bump! Bump! Bump!

But for the fact that Bulkeley of the
Sixth, the captain of Rookwood, hove
in sight just then, the punishment of the
Bagshot bounders would have been more
severe. But as Bulkeley came along the
Fistical Four dropped their victims as if
they had become suddenly ved-hot, and
bolted round the old clock-tower.

‘“Hallo!” said Bulkeley, staring down
at the two gasping and dusty juniors.
* What's the little zame—eh 7 ;

“Oh!” said Pankley. “Ah!™

“Groooh !” gasped Poole.

“What’s the matter?”
Bulkeley.

“ Nun-nun-nothing ! stuttered Pank-
ley. “N-n-nothing at all! It’s all right
Bulkeley.”

“Youwd better go and brush yourselves

(RD)

demanded

‘down, I think,” said Bulkeley, and he

passed on, smiling.

Pankley and Poole certainly needed
brushing down. But, dusty and rumpled
as they were, and damaged, they grinned
as they strolled away to the School
House.

“The astute Jimmy is on to it,”” mur-
mured Pankley. “He knows all about
the pienic now.”

- *“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And he will be puzzling his little
brain for a dodge to raid that picnic 2

““Ha, ha,-ha 12

“What a lot of trouble we're taking
to make him happy !” s

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the two Bagshot juniors went in
to brush themselves down, apparently
in quite a contented frame of mind.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Watching the Enemy.

8¢ LL serenc!” panted Jimmy
Silver. :
The Fistical Four  had

escaped round the clock-tower
and through the archway into Little
Quad. Then they slackened down, grin-
ning. They had been very glad to escape
a personal interview with Bulkeley. The
captain of Rookwood was very down on
the incessant rags and rows between the
Classical Fourth and the Bagshot juniors,
and he had given the Fistical Four
solemn warning—just as if they were to
blame, as Jimmy Silver had remarked.

“What was the row about?” asked
Lovell.

Jimmy Silver chuckled.

“There’s going to be a picnic,” he
remarked. A Bagshot picnic—a whack-
ing picnic—a regular break-the-record
picnic. I heard Panky giving orders for
stuff by the hundredweight——" -

“Oh, draw it mild !” murmured Raby.

“By the ton!” said Jimmy Silver,
firmly. “I tell you they’re breaking the
vecord this time. Panky must have had
a whepping remittance from the motor-
werks, His pater’s making tons of tin
out of cars, you know.
cakes, and guiger-pop, and tongue, and
preserves—blessed if [ can remember all
the list—and they’re going to picnic on
Grubb’s Farm this afternoon.”

“0Oh!” said Lovell, rubbing his hands.

“This is where there’s a raid,” said
Newcome. ‘' No good leaving all that
topping stuff _to - Bagshot bounders.

*em come !” said Jimmy.

Jam-tarts, and

Panky can pay for it, and we’ll scoff it,
and that will be an equal division of
labour.”

“We're on in that scene!” said Raby
emphatically. : :

“Exactly !” said Jimmy Silver. *“You
know old Grubb—grumpy old bounder,
who complains when hares and hounds
go over his land. What svas his land
made for, I'd like to know ? He walloped
a kid in the Third with a big stick onece,
you remember. But he’s got a mnice
meadow by the river where it’s ripping
to have a picnic, and I don’t see why we
shouldn’t picnic there. It's a fine day,
even if it is a bit chilly !

“ Where’s the tuck?” asked Dovell, in
a business-like tone. °

“That’s the trouble. Sergeant Kettle
is going to send it there direct. They’re

‘too cute to take it into the study. They

know we’d dish them if we could. In

'faci;,, D've told em so—hence the trouble

“Hinc illee lacrime ! murmured Raby
classically. >

“Oh, bow-wow — keep ~that for
Bootles!” said Jimmy Silver. “I told
the rotters they could come to the picnic

2 e

“Ha, ha, hal” e

“But after their check, we won’t let
“ After all, a
picnic like that is too good for Bagshot
bounders. What we've got to do is to
spot that tuck doing its route-march to
Grubb’s Farm, and——"

¢ Nail it!”

“Exactly! We've got to scout, and
keep an eye on the Bagshot bounders,
and see when they start—also an eye on
Sergeant Kettle’s shop, in case he sends
a kid with the goods, Those goods have
got to be delivered to—""

“Us!” grinned the three.

¢ Precisely ! By force or fraud, as
Homer says—or, rather, doesn’t say,”
said Jimmy Silver. “That’s the cam-
paign for this afternoon, my infants; we
can cut footer practice for once. We
don’t need it so much as those Modern
worms, anyway.’’ :

And Jimmy Silver & Co. proceeded to
“stalk ” Pankley and Poole of Bagshot.
They were “on ™ to that picnic. All the
laws of war justified them in comman-
deering the supplies of the enemy.

They found the Bagshot chums in the
end study just finishing brushing them-
selves down. Lovell strolled in and took
up a book, and appeared to read. Pank-
ley and Poole grinned, and strolled out.

Raby strolled along the passage after
them.

They went dowunstairs, and sauntered
into the hall, and Newcome sauntered
quite close at hand.

Then they strolled into the quadrangle,
and found Jimmy Silver strolling there,
and his stroll kept pace with theirs.

Pankley turned upon him at last.

“Took here, Silver, what are you
hanging about for?” he demanded.

¢ Information,” said Silver calmly.

“Tf you're after our picnic—-""

“ Exactly !”

“Why, you cheeky rotter——’

“Peace, my infants,” said Jimmy
Silver. “I've offered once to let you
come. I can’t say fairer than that!”

Pankley and Poole walked off. But
they could not escape the eagle eye of
Jimmy Silver, even-if they wished to.

’

Pankley and Poole went into the
tuckshop, and ‘the Fistical Four,
gathering together = again,. lined up

outside the shop and adorned it with
their graceful persons. - g

They heard a ginger-beer cork pop in
the shop, and that was all. After about
ten minutes, Jimmy Silver looked into
the shop. It was empty.

¢ Hallo,
chaps 27 he asked.

sergeant! Where are those’

Sergeant Kettle grinned. 5

“They've  gone. through,
Silver.” ;

$0h 2

Jimmy Silver rejoined his chums.

“The rotters have dodged us!” he
growled. “They've gone through old
Kettle’s place. Scatter, and look for ’em.
T’ll keep an eye‘on the gates, and whistle
if they try to'get out.”

“Right-ho !”

Pankley and Poole had vanished.
Lovell and Raby and Newcome  pro-
ceeded to hunt for them. Jimmy Silver
sat down on one of the old oak benches,
under the big beeches in the quad, whete
he had a full view of the gates. So long
as Jimmy Silver was on the watch, the
Bagshot juniors could not get out unseen.
It was a question of prestige now with
the Fistical Four—they were determined
to bag that picnie.

But Pankley and Poole did not come
down to the gates, Jimmy Silver began
to get impatient. Suddenly he gave a
start. A voice, proceeding from the other
side of the big- beech against’which he
was leaning, came to his ears, speaking
in a cautious whisper.

“We've dodged the rotters now, Poole,
It’s all right. Now, lend me your giddy
ears, old chap, and T'll tell you what
we'll do!”

Masfet

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Spotted !
IMMY SILVER grinned.
Pankley- and Poole had
‘“dodged " the juniors who were

hunting for them, and had taken
cover behind the thick old beeches.
Jimmy Silver sat tight. If Pankley and
Poole chose to discuss their plans mn his
hearing, that was their own look out. " If
they hadn’t sense enough to look round
the tree before they began to talk, they
could take the consequences. That was
how Jimmy Silver looked at it. He was
a scout, and it was not up to him to give
the enemy warning of his presence. I[le
sat tight.

“The rotters arc after the tnck,
Panky. We_ shall never get. it away.
Better put if off till Saturday.”

“I tell you I've got a dodge,” said
Pankley.

“It’s mo good,” persisted Poole.
“They’ll drop on us while we're going,
and collar the tuck.”

“They can’t do that; the sergeant’s
sending it.” \

“Well, if they’'re going to follow us
to the meadow, and drop on us there, it's
just the same. You can depend on it
some of them have got an eye on the
gates now.”

Jimmy Silver grinned. . He had his eye
on the gates, and his ear on Pankley and
Poole. o

“That’s where my=dodge comes in,”
said Pankley. “I'm going to cut down
to Grubb’s on my bike AT

“ What for?”

“To fix it with him.
password ?”

“ A—a what?”

‘A password,” said Pankley.
rotters will never get on to that. We’ll
have the feed in old Grubb’s garden,
behind the farmhouse, instead of the
meadow——""

“They can get there just the same.”

¢“Not without coming through the
farmhouse,” said Pankley, 3

“Well, they can do that. Old Grubb
wouldn't stop em. He doesn’t know ’em
by sight, nor us_either, for that matter.”

“ That’s where the password comes in,”
said Pankley. “I've thought it out, you
see.  All our fellows have got to go; but
instead of going all at once, we can stroll
out one or two at a time, and meet at
Grubb’s place at four o'clock.”
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 And those votters will just stroll out, |
i3, and meet there as well,” said Poole,
<1 tell you, yeuw'd belter put it off till
Saturday.”

“You don't see the point, you ass!
1 going to arrange a password with
ok} Grubb, and be will know which are
.r-{ellows, and which are not, and then
ho'll keep those wasters out.”

“Oh, I geel” e Ll

“ Prinstance, suppose T tell old Grubb
t our fellows, when they come in, will
‘ Good-afternoon, have you used
Suoks's Beap? Well, he'll let every chap
co in who puts it hike that, and every
shap who doesn’t will get kicked out.”

 But that wouldn’t do for a password

«!d Grubb wouldn’t like it. Ie doesn’t
laole as if he uses much soap, anyway 1’2

“Fathead! I'm only putting a case !”
said Pankley. - We can make up a good
- password, Boemme see—any old thing will

3

do.

i “7ho
Poole.

“No, that wonkdn't de. Lemme see—
I'il arrange for the chaps to say, ‘ Hallo!
What’s your price for corn ?’  The rotters
wouldn’t guess that in a month of Sun-
duys, even if they susperted at alll” -

“Good1”

“All we've got to do is to.cut down
there and give old Grubb the tip. Tl
warn him that every chap who doesn’t
give the password is a rvotter .coming to
kick up a row, and ask him to kick ’em
out.  I'll tell him he needn’t stand ou
coremony with ’em, becaunse tley’re a set
of wg +uffiaps whe want to hone our
picenie,”

“Ha,ba, hal?

“We'll get down there now. When
we come back, weo'll eall a meeting of the
fellows in tho end study, and whisper it
to e, wnd theu'they ean stroll out one
at o tin ~'Then, if those bournders
follow us there, they'll find old Grubb
ready for ’em with a big stick !

“Harrah 7

“Come and get, out the bikes, If those
wornis epot us, we shall have to run for
LV

).

“Right-ho ! 3

“And, mind, nct a word tgrany of the
chaps.  Giddy walls have e you know,
aned if Silver got on to it—"

“Mum’s the word!” agreed Poole.

Jimmy Silver, sitting silent on the
other side of the beech, indulged in a
broad grin as the Bagshet juniors’ foot-
steps died away,

He would have liked {o niter a vell of
. Jaughter, but he restrained it with an
offort. :

Panlkley’s eunning deviee of a password
was & ‘“dodge ¥ of which even Jimmy
Silver would neven have dreamed if the
two plotters had vot so kindly talked it
over within range of his ears. >

Jimmy Silver did not move till he
judged that the twa juniors had had time
to get to the bike-shed. Then he rose,
and scutiled away, looking for his chums,
Lovell . and Raby and Neéwcome bore

sy,

goes  there?’ ¥ suggested

down on him from three different
fuarters, -
“T've spotted ‘em 1 exclaimed Lovell,

y're making for ilie bike-shed !

“ That’s all vight,” said Jimmy Silver.
“*Come indoors |7

FLovell stared,

*What 1* :

“They'll get off I*? said Raby.

" That'sawhat I want ‘em to do,” said
Jimimy Bilver eoolly,

* Bat—but—7"

“I've made a giddy discovery. Come
on—come up to the study |”

The Co., wondering, followed Jimmy
Silver to the end stusy. Jimmy leoked
out of the window. Pankley and Poole
were hurriedly wheeling their bikes down
to the gates
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“They're off I” growled Tovell.

“Only those two ! said Raby. “What
about the others? They're all in it!”

“Lend me your eais, as we say in the
play,” said Jimmy Silver. “I will 3 tule
unfolgd—=—"’

“Oh, cut the eackle, old chap!** said
Lovell. ““What's the little game?”

Jimmy Silver cxplaiued.

“ My only hat !” gasped Lovell. “ What
2 dodge—a giddy password! And they
didn’t see you! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shouted the Claseical
Four.

“Theyre going to arrange the gildy
password now !”- grinmed Silver. Ay
when they come ?)a(:k, there's gzoing to
be a’'meeting in thig study——"

“And we——  What are you up tos”
asked Lovell, as Jimmy Silver tock the
key out of the study door. :

Jimmy slipped the key into his poslot.

“When that meeting meets- in this
study, 1t’s going to stay here,” he ye-
marked. *“When they're all here, I'}}
lock ‘em_im=—=" -

1

“Oh, my hat ¥ ;
“Then we'll walk down to Grubb's
place——"" )

“And give the password——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” = ey

“ And scoff the picnie ! X

The Fistical Foue yelled at the idea.

Putter of Bagshot looked into the
study. . He glanced piciously at the
Eistical Four, who' were wiping away
tears of merriment. s

“ Hallo ! Where’s Pankley 7' he asked.
- “Echo answers where,” said Lovell.

“ What's the little’ joke ?” demanded
Putter,

*“Quite_above your comprehension, my
dear.” said Jimmy Silver affably. “ Daon't
You worry your poor little brain about it.
You go and think about the picnic.®

Putter stared, and walked away down
the passage, looking puzzled.” The
Fistical Four chuckled gleefully.

When Putter was gone, they ensconced
themselves in the next study, to wait
and watch for the meeting in the end
study. They had some time to wait, and
the rest™of the Rookwood fellows were
enjoying  themselves on  the football.
ground. The Fourth-Form passage was
Guite deserted. But, as Jimmy Silver
remarked, Pankley’s panie was worth
waiting for.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Preparing Mr. Grubb.
ANKLEY and Poole pedalled away
P down the road, grinning.
They, as well as the Fistical

g Four, seemed to see something
very humorous in the situation.
Indeed, Pankley was laughing so

heartily as he rode down to Cloombe that
he cane very near to falling off his
bicyele, and narrowly escaped a collision
\\iﬁ’; his chum.
“Lock out, fathead !” said Poole.
“Ha, ha, ha!” gurgled Pankley.
“What do you think of it, Poole, old
son? What do you think of the sweet
and child-like innocence of Rookwood 97
4'Ha, ha, ha.!” .
“To think that Jimmy Silver—the cute
Jimmy, the kéen Jimmy—hadn’t a single
suspish that we knew he was outside
the Juckslmp, drinking in every werd

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Poole.

“To think that he never dreamed that

wo spotted him on the seat under the

tree—-—"’
“Ha, ha, ha?

“Ta think that he swallowed it alil

whole, without a suspish——"

Poole gasped for breath,

*“Such lamb-like innocence ought to be
vewarded,” gaid Pankley. “1 shouid
never have believed there was sueh dove-
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Lko simplieity -in the wide world,
hadn’t been to Rookwood.” -

‘“Ha, ha, hal? : 5
The two hilarious juniors rode through
the old village of Coombe, and dig-
mounted at-a stile beyvond:  From the
stile there was a footpath leading to Mry
Grubb’s farm.

Mr. -Grubb was an exceedingly testy
old gentleman,  His wrath bhad beerr

i3

‘roused by Rockwood juniors crossing hig

fand, and he had a ““down > on these
enterprising  young gentlemen. - Mr.
Grubb, who iked - public foatpaths
and rights-of-way across his fields, had
taken the liberty of elosing a footpath
with barbed wire. - Some cheery young
verson - from Reokwood ~had pard’ hiy
{mz‘bcd wire a visit with a pair of wires
cutters, and Mr. Grubb had- had ail his
trouble for nothing—to say nothing ¢f
the expense of the wire, s

Naturally, Mr. Grubb was not pleased.
Mr. Grubb was not only unpopular af
Rookwood, hut in the neighbourheo
generally. - It was whispered that Mr.
Grubb was making fabulous sums by
holding back his corn’ for rises in price,.
which naturally did not make him popu-
lar at a time when bread was dear.

“You first,’”” said Poole, as the two
juniors dismounted at the stile.

Pankloy nodded, and vaulted over the
stile; and walked along to the farm-
houge. . ;

My, Grubb could be seen in the yaid,
engaged in ragging a farm-hand, who
liad apparently curred-his lordly dis-
pleasure. He looked round as Pankley
came up; with a frown on his rugged
face. Mr. Grubb did not like boys; in-
deed, his secret opinion was that they
ought, as a rule] to he drowned at birth
liko. puppies.  Mr. Grubb had long for-
gotten the dun and distant time when he
had beenva hoy humself.

“Hallo I’ he said grufily.

Pankley raised his can politely.

“Good-afternoon ! he said. *

! Arterngon!”? growled Mr. Grubb.
“What do you want ’ere? You're one
of them Rosckwood pests, T ¢’pose?”

“Ahem! Pve come about a rather
important. matter,- Mr. Grubb. I want
to agk you a guestion.” ® ,

“ Well 27

“What’s your price for corn?™ asked

Pankley.
- Mr, Grabb ghlired, and took a tighter
grip on his whip. He knew, of course,
that a schoolboy could not have come to-
buy corn, and Ke took the question as a
veference to his hard-fisted dealings—as
indeed it was.

“Pve heard,” went on Pankley cheor-
fully, ‘“ that you're sclling your carn very
dear; Mr. Grubb.”

*You young raskil—"’

“So I thought I ought to point out

to you that it is very unpatriotic,” said
Pankley, with sublime coolness.
“Wot?"? : g :
“It’s wrong to hold it hack from

iarket,-to wart for a rise in price,” said

*ankley solemnly. “T thought, perhaps,
hat it hadn’t oecurred to you that it was
wrong, Mr. Grubb, so I came along to
tell you.”

My. Grubb turned purple. e could
hardly believe his ears. e had some-
times received “slang  from Rookwood
juniors, hut such astounding impertine
enee as this had never fallen upon his
ears hefore, : ;

Mo locked at Pankley as if he would
cat him.

“Wot?” he gasped.  “Wot? - Why,
you impudent young villain——a>:?

“Don’t he ratty, Me. Grubb,” said
Pankley, -and, keeping a wary eye on
the whip. “Let me urge you, my yousg
fr I mean, my old friend—nob to-
like 2 skinfling———>3
Pankley had no time to get furthen
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young raskils ! *’ he roared.

Mr. Qrubb made a sudden bound out of the doorway,

for corn ! »* (see puge 13.)

and lashed round him furiously with his big whip.
‘* So that's it, is it 7 Wot’'s my price for corn—wot 7

‘ You
't teach you wot’s my price

Mr. Grubb made a jump at him like »
kangaroo. Pankley had just time tc
dodge, and fled across the ficld, with Mr.
Grubb racing in pursuit.

Pankley’s young legs were swifter than
Mr. Grubb’s old ones, which was a very
fortunate circumstance for Pankley. He
cleared a hedge at a hound, and vanished.

Mr. Grubb was not equal to clearing
hedges, aud he had to stop, and he
turned back fowards the farmhouse
breathless and growling.

He had just reached the farmhouse,
when Poole came sauntering up. The
farmer gave him a glare.

“Good-afternoon ” said Poole.

Mr. Grubb looked at him, and came a
little closer, with a grip on his whip.
He was quite prepared for another ques.
tion about the price of corn, and s
Poole uttered it he meant that Poole
should not escape as Pankley had done,

Poole watched him rather nervously,
and backed away as Mr. Grubb came
closer,

He had to carry out his part of the
programune, but it was not a safe busi-
ness,

“I called to ask you
Poole.

“Ho!” said Mr. Grubb, coming a little
ncarer, 3

“A lot of fellows are comi this
atternoon to speak to you about it,” said
Poole, still backing away. =

“Ho!” said Mr. Grubb. “Har they?”

“They har,” said Poole humorously,
and still backing, while the stout old
gentleman followed him up with gleam-
ing eyes. *“What’s your price for corn,
Mr. Grubhb—— Ob, my hat!”

a question,” said

]

Poole holted as the farmer rushed at
him.

The whip snapped round his legs, and
Poole gave a fiendish yell.

Then he was out of reach, and he
fairly whizzed towards the stile, and
cleared it without touching it.

Pankley was waiting for him there,
and had the bikes ready.
“Jump on!”  he

coming !”’

Mr, Grubb came thumping up to the
stile.

The two juniors jumped into their
saddles and pedalled away for their lives
as the infuriated Mr. Grubb recached the
road.

The farmer stood in the road and
brandished his whip after them. But
they were safe out of reach, and they did
not slacken down-till they were through
the village.

Then Pankley free-wheeled and caught
his breath, and chuckled,

“ Worked like a charm!” he grinned.

“Yow!” said Poole.

“What’s the matter with you, Poole?”

“Wow! The awful beast give me a
cut round the legs!” groaned Poole.
“Yow! I can tell you it hurts!”

“Never mind——"

“Fathead! I do mind!”

“Pooh! That’s nothing!” said Pank-
ley, who had not felt the weight of Mr.
Grubb’s whip. ‘‘That’s all right!”

“Silly ass! Wow”

“Think of those Rookwood chaps drop-
ping in this afternoon and giving him the |
password !” chuckled Pankley. ™ “Think
of old Grubh’s face when they call on

yelled. “Ile's

him and say: ‘* What's yeur price for—
a, hal—ecorn? : = :
And Poole gurgled with mirth.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver Takes a Pisty.

¢« ERE they come!” whispered’
Jimmy Silver,

All Rookwood was busy on

the football-field, with the ex-

ception of ihe Fistical Four of the
Fourth.

They were lying low in Jones minor’s
study, watling.

Their patience was rewarded at last.

There was a sound of footsteps in the
passage, and Jimmy Silver, peering out,
the door being half an inch ajar, spotted
three or fouf Bagshot fellows coming
along to the end study. :

Three or four more came along after
them, then came Potter, and at last
Pankley and Poole.

Evidently the meeting was coming off
at last,

The Bagshot
end study, and
the door close.

Jimmy Silver
sage on tiptoe.

Cautiously—very cautiously—he stolo
along to the end study. There was a
murmuy of voices withio—many voices.

With really wonderful caution Jimmy
Silver inserted the key into the outside
of the lack and turned it.

“Chick !

There was an exclamation in the study.

“Halle! What’s that?”
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juniors passed into the
the Fistical Four heard

stole out into the pas-



‘ver, “We're going to a picnic.

¥ and jam and preserves!
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“Somebody’s losk.d the door!”
“My hat!”

“ You can come out now, you fellows!” [

called out Jimmy Silver to his chums,
and Lovell and Raby and Newcombe
joined him in the passage, chuckling.

The study door was shaken from with-
in, It did rot open.

“Hallo! Who's locked us in?” shouted
Pankley.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Look here, open the door! We've
got to go out!” ;

The Fistical Four yelled.

“(oing to a picnic?” howled Lovell.

“Well, yes.” 2

“(iot the password all right?” shouted
Raby.

“1h? How did yon know there was
a password?” :

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why, you rotters—"’

The ¥Fistical Four roared. Pankley &
Co. were entrapped in the study and
locked safely in. The coast ‘was clear
for the picmc raiders.

“ Good-bye !” said Newcombe.

* Let us out, you rotters!”

“Sorry! We can’t,” said Jimmy Sil-
You'd
be rather in the way, you know, if we let
you out.”

“Look here!”
throngh the keyhole.
Grubb won't let you into®his garden
. “Yes, ke will, if we give him the
password,” chuckled Jimmy Silver,

“Qh, vou rotter!”

“Sorry we haven’t time to stay and
listen to your sweet voice, Panky!
Good-bye ! .

“Look here——

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not stay to
look there. They walked down the pas-
sage, almost doubled up with mirth.
Jimmy Silver had the key of -the study
in his pocket. The whole dozen Bagshot
juniors  were locked in the end study,
and there was no help for them. They
could not hammer on the door te attract
attention, for that would have brought
Mr. Bootles on the scene, and the Fis-
tical Four knew that Pankley & Co.
would play the game. In a similar
situation Jimmy Silver & Co. would
have depended on themselves, and would
have been careful.not to bring a master
into the affair, and they expected as
much of Pankley. -

The Fistical Four sauntered, grinning,
out of the School House. They were feel-
ing exceedingly pleased with themselves.
At last their perstige was to be restored,
and the Bagshot bounders were to learn
that they could not keep their end up
against the Fistical Four.

.“I say. this is too good to keep to
ourselves,” said Jimmy Silver. ‘Let’s
le hospitable, There’s plenty for every-
body, and we may as well take those
Modern worms along. It will show ’em,
too, that we can down -the Bagshot
bounders. They’ve been smirking at us
long enough.”

“Good idea !” agreed the Co.

Tommy Dodd & Co., of the Modern
pide, had just come off the football-field.
They grected the Fistical Four with
suspicious looks,

. “Wherefore - the
Tommy Dodd.

“Like to come to a picnic?” asked
Jiramy Silver affably,

“Heaps of tuck!” said Lovell. * Six
dozen jam-tarts—"'

“Three dozen ginger-pop!” said Raby.

“Tour cakes!” chuckled Newcome,
12

“You can’t go!
477

5

59

; cackle? asked

“ Been robbing a bank ?”’ asked Tommy
Dodd, in astonishment.

“No; we've been robbing a bounder,”
chuckled Jimmy Silver. “It’s a raid,
wmy sons. We're doing the Bugshot

THs PENNY POPULAR.—NO. 43,

came Pankley’s voice.

bounders in the eye, and we're willing
to share the loot.” : ;

“We're on!” said Tommy Dodd at
once. “Where is it?”

“ At Grubb’s Farm.”

‘“ And where are the Bagshot chaps?”’

“Locked up in my study.”

“Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

Tommy Dodd and Tommy {‘ook and
Tommy Doyle howled when Jimmy Sil-
ver explained. The idea of Pankley &
Co. remaining locked up in the study
while the Rookwooders scoffed the pic-
nic was enough to make them howl.
They even admitted that for once the
Classicals had kept their end up, which
was a great admission for the Modern
heroes to make.

Jimmy Silver collected more guests.
He was generous and hospitable. Be-
sides, as he remarked, the picnic was
coming cheap. Jones minor and Hooker
and Flynn of the Classical side joined
the party, and Towle and Lacy and Webb
of the Modern side. Topham and Towns-
end, the dandies of the Fourth, con-
descended to' join, and three or four
Shell fellows came into the party. When
Jimmy Silver & Co. started from Rook-
wood the whole party numbered twenty.

It was a numerous party for the picnic,
but Jimmy Silver convinced them that
there would be-plenty for all in/reciting
the tremendous orders he had heard
Pankley giving in the tuckshop.

The juniors started for Grubb’s Farm
in great spirits, and if anything cheered
them more than the prospect of the
picnic, it was the thought of a dozen
Bagshot juniors crowded in the end
study, cooling their heels while their
whacking picnic was “scoffed.”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Picnickers.

L URRAH!”
H Pankley and Poole watched,

from the window of the end
study the merry party that
started out with Jimmy Silver,

They howled with laughter as the
Rookwood crowd disappeared out of the
gates.

“Where does the blessed joke come
in?"” demanded Putter, who, like the
rest of the Bagshot juniors, was getting
impatient. “T don’t see anything funny
in being locked up in a study, for one!”

“Same here!” said Wilson. * Where
does the merry joke come in? What
did you let that bounder lock us up Lere
for, Panky?” ’

* And what about the pienic?”

“What are you cackling at,
chumps?”

“Tf there’s a joke on, fell us what
it ‘is, or we'll jolly well bump you
through the blessed floor, you images!”
exclaimed Putter, exasperated.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Pankley and

- you

“How are we going to get out. you
dummies?” howled Wilson. “TI've a
jolly good mind to hammer on the door
and bring old Bootles here. I'm not
going to be shut up here all the giddy
afternoon!”

“Peace, my infants!” said Pankley,
with a wave of the hand. “Listen while
I breathe a whispersof enlightenment!”

“Well, buck up with it, or youw’ll get
this ink down your neck!” growled Put-
ter. “I don’t see the fun myself in
being locked up in a study without room
to breathe, I may be dense.” -

“No ‘may’ about it, old chap,” said
Pankley. -“You are dense!”

“Look here—"

“It’s the jape of the season,” said
Pankley. “We've got a picnic on for
the afternoomn, and those bounders are on

the track,

Farm for the picnic.”
“Yes?”
“While we're

shrieked Wilson.

“ Exactly !”

“My hat! Tl bash that door dewn
with a chair—""

“Peace, my child!” said Pankley
soothingly. *Jimmy Silver has heard
us lay our little plans, but those little
plans were laid entirely and solely for
his benefit, and those cheery youths
won't find a picnic at Grubb’s Farm—
they will find old Grubb on the war-
path!” F

g Oh !W .

Pankley, in an airy manner, proceeded
to explamn the deep-aid plot, and the
Bagshot juniors simply gasped as they
listened.

“ Well, that takes the cake!” said Put-
ter. “You mean to say they swallowed
it all without a suspish——"

“Not the shadow of a suspizh.”

“Great Scott!”

“But where’s the grub all the time?”
demanded Wilson.

“The grub’s in Sergeant Kettle's
shop, my son,” said Pankley. “I've
given him strict instructions to keep it
there till I come for it, and not to answer
any questions those bounders may ask !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And while they’re enjoying them-
selves at Grubb’s Farm, we’re going to
enjoy our little selves.with a picnic in
the wood,” said Pankley.

“But we're locked in!”

“Of course, we are! T expected
Jimmy Silver would think of a dodge
like that when he heard that we were
going to hold a meeting in the study,”
chuckled Pankley. *I should have been
disappointed in Jimmy if he hadn’t
thought of that!”

“And you let him do it?”
Putter.

¢ Certainly !”

“Well, you ass, we can’t get out with-
out making a row, and we can’t do that
without bringing Bootles into it.”

“Shush !” said.Pankley. “As soon as
I came in, I noticed the key was gone,
and T knew we were going to be locked
i, It’s all serene !”

“Going to crawl out through the key-
hole ?”” asked a sarcastic voice.

“Or up the chimney ?”

“Or jump out of the window ?”

“We could get out of the window if
we liked,” said Pankley cheerfully. “I've
got a coil of rope in my box. But it
won't be mecessary, es it happens, as
we're only locked in.”

“How can you unlock a door without
2 key?” demanded Wilson.

“With a screwdriver, my son!” said
Pankley, taking that tool from his pocket.
“1 was only waiting for the Rookwood
bounders to get clear.”

“Oh, by gum!” ;

Pankley, with the admiring glances
of the Bagshot juniors fixed upon him,
proceeded calmly to unscrew the lock
from the door. In five minutes the lock
was removed, and the door, though still
locked, came open.

Pankley laid the lock and the screw-
driver on the table.

“Jimmy Silver can find those when he
comes in,” he remarked. *“We'll tell
him about the picnic afterwards.” -

“0h, good ! chuckled Lutter.

“And he can tell us how he got on
with old Grubb——-"

In-a hilarious mood, the Bagshot crowd
swarmed out of the study, and hurried
down to Sergeant Kettle’s shop in a
body.

“ Parcels
Pankley.

“Yessir I”

locked up ‘here!”

zasped

ready, sergeant?” asked

They've gone to Crubb's




THE PENNY POPULAR-Every

Sergoant Kettle lifted up three large
bundles from the lttle counter,. and
passed them over to the Bagshot juniors.
. “Thanks! Come on, you chaps !

P:mklei] and Poole and Putter carried
the parcels, and the whole band, grinning
with glee, walked out of the gates.

They did not take the direction of
Grubb’s Farm. That was 3 neighbour-
hood Pankley & Co. meant to keep away
from very carefully. -

They went down the road towards
Coombe, and turned into the footpath
through the wood, and came out on the
bank of the shining viver.

“Here we are!” said Pankley, plump-
g down his parcel.

* Hurrah IR

The gleeful Bagshot juniors set to work
ai once.

The big parcels wezs unfastened, and
ilie gocd things unpacked, and a dozen
pairs of eyes gleamed with satisfaction
at the goodly array. =

“My hat! This ijs something like!”
~ said  Putter.  “And those unders

thought they were going to bag a feed
like this, by gum!” -

“They’re not quite up o our weight,”
said Pankley loftilty.  “I wonder how
~they’ve got on with old Grubb?”

“Ha, bha, ha ! > :

And  the Bagshot c¢rowd chuckled
merrily as they proceeded with the pienie.

which the astute Pankley bad

pulled their legs, sauntered cheerily
alung the road to Grubb’s Farm.

It was getting towards tea-time, and
they had good healthy appetites.  'The
memory of the long list of good things
that Panklay had ordered in the sor-
zeant’s little shop. at Rookwood made
their mouths water,

Not a suspicion erossed their minds of
the dreadful truth,

They clambered over the stile, and
came 1 -a body towards the farmhouse,
the: residence of the testy Mr. Grubb.
That Mr. Grubb was a very testy and un-
pleasant old gentleman they knew. But
they knew thut pienic parties often came
to the farm, which was picturesquely
situated on the Coombe uplands, with a
view of the wide moor, and the Channel
in the distance. There was nothing sur-
prising in Paukley having selected that
spot for his pienie.

“1 suppose 1t'll be all right,” said Top-
ham, as i struck by a sudden doubt, as
they came near the farmbouse.

“Why shouldn’t t?” said Jimmy
Silver: |

“Well, old Grubk is a sour old beggar,
and he ain’t fond of Roskwood chaps,”
said Topham. *“If he guessed that we
didn’t belong to the party at all——7

“How could ho guess, fathead? Ile
must know that Pankley & Co. are at
Rookwood, and if he recognises some of
ns, he won’t know they haven’t asked
us. The passward will settle it.”

- “Me may be surprised that Pankley
isn’t with us,” remarked Flynn.

“We'll mention that Pankley was de-
tained at the-last moment.”

*Ha, ha, ha 2

“Ob, i1l be all right!”? said Tommy
Dodd. “ What heats m¢ is that the silly
ass should arrange a password, and all
that, and then let you chaps spot it all 17

“They’re not up to our weight,” ox-
plained Jimmy Silver. ““We can down
Bagshot bounders just as casily as we
can down Moderns.”

“Why, you Classical ass——
Tommy Dodd warmly.

“Now, you Modern fathead——"?

“Look here——" : 5

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Astounding Rcceptidn, 3
IMMY SILVER & CO., without the

faittest suspicion of the manner in

*. hégan

i

“Peace, my children,” said Lovell.
“Let’s get on o that picnic. We don’t
want to waste time; Pankley & Co. may
get out.”

“Yes, come on !’ said Jimmy Silver.
“You Modern chaps are such beggars
for arguing. Here we are!” :

The numerous party of expectant pic-
nickers came up to the farmhouse. :

Jimmy Silver knocked boldly at the
door,

It was opened by Mr. Grubb himself.
My, Grubb had spotted them from “the
window. There was a deep frown on his
rugged face, but the juniors were not
surprised at that; they never expected
to see My, Grubb looking good-tempered.

Mr. Grubb was not looking, and not
feeling, good-tempered. He remembered
Poole’s remark that more fellows were
coming along that afternoon to ask him
about the price of his corn. At the sight
of the Rookwood erowd he had no doubt
that they*had come, - - .

That was why he_had opened the door
hiniself. . And that, too, was why he had
taken the precaution to slip his big whip’
nnder his'arm. My, Grubb was ready for
business. If this crowd -of young rascals
had come to cheek him, Mr. Grubb was
resolved that they should sufter for their
sins and should certainly not get off so
cheaply 23 the first two practical jokers
had done. :

“Well7” he rapped out.

Jimmy Silver raised his cap politely.
He was always polite, though wveally
politeness scemed wasted on Mr. Grubb.
‘ Good-afternoon,  Mr. Grubb!” said
Jimmy.

“What do you want?”

“We've come to the pienie,”

“What {”

“The. picnie,” satd Lovell.
garvden, you know.”

" E]l 73

“In your

“It’s all right, Mr, Grubb” said
Jimmy Silver. ' We understand about
the password.” e

“Wot 1

“What's your price for corn?” said
Jimmy Silver afably.

Y Ha 1”

““What's -your price for corn?”

chorused all the juniors together.
What happened next seemed like an
carthquake to the astounded juniors.
Mr. Grubb made a sudden bound out
of the doorway, which brought him into

"the middle of the crowd of them.

Then he lashed round him furiously
with his big whip.

“You young raskils!’ roared M.
Grubb. “ 8o that's it, is it? Wot's my
price for corn—wot? T'll teach you wot’s
my price for corn!”

“Oh, my hat }”

“He’s mad !”

“Great Scott }”?

“Yarcoooooh !*?

“Help!? &

“0Oh! Ah! Qow! Wow!”

Lash, lash! Slash! Swish!
whaek, whaek, whack ! )

The astounded juniors scattered in all
dircetions. They were too astounded to
run- for the mioment, and there was not
much room for rusning in the farm gar-
den. The long whip lashed and slashed
round them und among them, doing great
execution.

There were yells and shrieks of pain
and wrath on all sides, end the juniors
tumbled over one another in their efforts
to cscape the siashes of the infuriated
Mr. Grubb. S

“Wot's the price for corn—hey?”
roared Mr. Gyubb. “1I'll show yer! Take
that ! T'll teach you manners, you young
raskils ! Take that, and that! The other
voung raskil told me you’d be coming-—
take that!t—and 1 was ready for yer.
‘Take that, and that, and that!” :

Whack,

Fr iday: ;

“Yow! Ow! Ow!”?
- “Stop him, somebody !
“Yaroooh 1?

“Yow! Ow! Ilelp! Murder!”
“Oh! Ow! Fire! Yah!”

Slash, slash, slash !
The juniors, convinced that Mr, Grulh
had. gone suddenly mad, scattered, and
My, Grubh charged after them, still slash-
ay. Some of them escaped by tho
gate, with severe pains in their legs and
backs.  Jimmy Silver & Co. wero
cornered . against a hedge, and ihey
secrambled throngh the hedge with tha
whip lashing on them. They got through
with torn clothes, and ran. Mr. Grubb
charged Tommy Dodd & Co., who wers
desperately negotiating a fence,
- “Here he comes!” shrieked Tommy
Daodd.  “Hop i1

“Lash; lash, lash? ~

“Yaroocoh!  Stoppit! Help!”

“Take - that; and - that,” and~ thai!”
roared Mr. Grubb. % Wotls the price of
my covn, yon young raskils! T'll Jarn
yer! Il &l . =t

“Yah! Oh! Yoooop!” e

The three Tommies -rolled over ithe
fence, and fled, and Mr. Grubb glaved
round in scarch of new victims. Bup all
the unhappy picnickers were out of
reach now, and tho farmer, breathing
hard aiter his exertions, and somewhab
satisficd with the punishment inflicted
upon the supposed practical jokers, shock
his whip after the fleeing juniors,

“Qarge’ Willyjum! Tummas!”? he
roared. ‘‘Chase them young raskils off
my land! You ’car me? Garge! Will-
yum! Tummas?

But the juniors did not need chasing.
They were sprinting away as if en the
cinder-path, heading for the river, and
Garge and Willyum and Tummas had
simpty no chance of getting near thém.
Jiminy Silver & Co. were good runners
they had distingnished themselves on thio
fouter-ficld, buk it is safe to say that that
afterncon they broke all records,

EiIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Picnic.

6 Y dear!”
“ Wow, wow !”
“Ow! My legs!?

“Yow! My back!”
“Yogoooop! My shoulders !’
“QOh erumbs !

t was a chorus of lamentation.- The
celebrated lamentations of Job were a joka
to it. Tho voices of the Rookwood
juniors were as the voico of Rachel of
old, who monrned and would not be cam-
forted. :

The unhappy vietims of Pankley’s littla
joke had yun and run, till they could run
no farther. They, were a mile by that
time from My, Grubb’s property, and
quite safe from pursuit. They flung
themselves down in the grass of the river-
bank and greaned in chorus.

Rough handling was not a new experi-
ence to the Rockwood juniors, but never
in all their experience had they come
upon sieh terrifie handling as they bad
received that afternoon. g

Every fellow had had at least two or
three lashes of Mr. Grubb’s big whip,
some of them as many as a dozen, and
they were scratched and torn and bumped
through scrambling over fences and
hedges and thorns,

It was a pitiable scene on the green
bank of the river, and the sounds thati
rose from the ishevelled juniors wonld
have touched ihe heart of a Prussian
Hun,

For a euarter of an hour, at least, thers
were no sounds  but - the sounds of

THZ

>

lamentation. - : ;
| TuE PENNY PorvLiR.—No 43,
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dymmy Silver groaned in bitterness of
spivit, Ile could see it all now, of course,
Mr, Grubb’s conduct showed that there
was no picuic there, and his fury when he
heard uro password and his mention of
dnotber ‘young raskil 7 who had said
theyswould be coming more than enlight-
ened Jimmy Silver. =

He could see it all now, and he simply
blushed as be realised that that little talk
under the beech in the gquad at Rook\\'oﬂd
wmust have been planned by Pankley and
Poole fof his especial benefit, and they
must bave known he was there all the
time, and had deliberately taken them
t1i.  The whole thing was a gigantic jape.
But it ‘had been schemed so astutely and
played up to the very end so cleverly that

evenn the keen-witted Jimmy Silver
hadu’t had the faintest suspicion.
tle had been so hopelessly “dene ” that

hc had no defence to make.

“1It's no good moaning over it,” said
Tommy Dedd, taking pxtv on his old rival
in his hour of defeat and humiliation.
“But you have had your leg pulled,
Silver, kmd 1o n’ll*tﬂk(‘ They’ve siniply
done you iu the eye.’

“Rub it in!” ;

“Duck the silly idiot in the river!”
moaned Tepham.

“Oh, shut up!” said Tommy Dodd.

“Dor’t go for a chap when he’s down.
It’s only natural for a Classical duffer to
be taken in. Well, I vote we get off; no
good sticking here "and nloamug I want
a tvash aud a brush-up !”

The unhappy victims picked themselves
up wearily.  Their injuries were not hurt-
ing them so much now ; it was the defeat,
the krowledge that they had been so
thoroughly done by the Bagshot bounders
that rankied.

“Hui those votters are shut up in the
study,” ~ said Newcome  hopefully.
“Thev ve got to stay there, anyway, till
we let them out.”

Tommy Dodd laughed scoffingly.

“You ass! Pankley must have known
you were shutting him up there! Bet
vou he had some dodge ready for getting
out! “Tlad it all fixed up, of course. Bet
you they didn't stay there ten minutes
aftor they saw us clear off I”

& Oh,"

“And they’ve having the picuic some-
where now !” moaned Lovell. * Oh 1
shall never get over this! Jimmy, you'll
turn my Lair grey this time 17

y

5 ‘!“(xo it!” said Jimmy Silver. “Rub it
in!

“No, I won’t, old chap.” nzrl Lovell
aﬁeetwnate!‘{. “You couldn’t help it.

‘We ought to have smelt a mouse, too. Tt
‘was all too jolly good to be {rue, you
know——if we’'d only thought of it!”

“If” groaned Jimmy Silver.

“Little
Polly

RSN W
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The wcmcme they did uot feel much
like picnickers now——uampcd down the
path beside the river, to take the short
cut through the w ood home. lhc,
tramped eon in glum silence, broken only
by .an occasienal groan, for some time.

But all -of a suddcn Jimmy Silver
halted.

“Great Scoft!” he panted.

“IWharrer marres \nth you ?” mumbled
Raby.

Jimmy caught his arm.

“Leok !”

,““Oh, my }'mt 3

“Great pip !

In an iustant the Rookwood juniors for-
got their pains and their aches, their
scratchies and their bumps. Their eyes
fairly blazed at:the scene before them.

It was a happy and peaceful scenes
nothing less that a picnic-party of a dmux

fellows, seated amoug piles of good
things, on a grassy slope, beside the
shining river.

“ Pankley & Co.!”

“Oh, what luck!”

“Our luck’s in, after all!” grinned

Jimmy Silver. “Lxentle,.wn, (hdp» and
fellows, I brou ht you out this aftmnoon
to a pienic. e programme has been a
little—a—a xttle disarranged. Jut
there’s the pienic!”

A chuckle ran through the ranks of the
Rookwooders.

There was the picnic!

Pankley & Co., enjoying themselves,
bad not observed tho dusty band in the
distance. They were laughing and chat-
ting as they discussed the mountain of
gnod things.

“Cover !” murmured Jimmy Silver,

The Roockwooders did not need toﬂmg
twice. They glided into the cover of the
wood.
slackers, were keen for once. There was
the picnic, and signal vengeance for their
manifold Wrongs. There were twenty of
them, and the B
ghostly.

They disappeared into the wood, and
with infinite caution they picked their
way among the trees and thickets, ap-
proaching the Bagshot camp with the
stealth of Red Indiaus on the war-path.

Closer and closer, keeping in cover till
they reached the edge of the glade, and
this time it was Punklcv & Co. who had
suspicion.  Pankley’s voice could be
heard as they approached.

“I wonder ho“ those kids have got on
with Grubb ?’

“1 wonder how they’ve got off I
Poole.

And thero was a howl of laughtcr from
thc Bagshot crowd.

“Poor little dhan'

said

said Pankley.

Eyven Topham and Towssend, the

Bagshot bounders hadn’t a

Friday.

“They can’t keep their end up against us,
you know. '1hdt ass Silver—quite an ass,
you knew !
“Ha, hs, ha'l”
“ And that duffer,
ql&to a‘duffer !’
“Oh, quite!”
“If they could see us now!”
Poole.
“Ha, ha! Pass the jam!”
“1f they could only sce us!™” chuckled
Putter. *“ Why — hallo — what — who —
which—— - My only hat!”
“Go for 'em!” yelled Jimmy Silver.
With a rush the Rookwood crowd ¢ame
out into the glade.
Pankley & Co. leaped to their feet.
“Jimmy Silver!” gasped Pankley,

Tomniy Dodd, tco—

"l‘ill}}f‘ll

“Oh, thunder! Line up—back up, Bag-
shot !’ ; :
“Give ’em soeks!”

“Mop ’em up t”

“Hurrah !” g

The Rookwood rush simply = swept
Pankley & Co. off their feet. They were
hurled in all directions. They were rolied
and bumped over, squashed in the grass,
pitched into the thickets.

They simply hadn’t a chance. Pankley
and Poole and Putter put up a greab
fight, but they were rolled over, plastered
with their own jam-tarts and condensed
milk, and were glad to wriggle away and
run. for it. In three minutes the pic-
nickers, ‘dusty and dishevelled, jammy
and ‘milky and sticky, were in full flight,
and the victorious Rookwooders remained
in possession of the camp—and the picnic:

“Hurrah for wus!” ‘chortled Lovell.

“ Now, you Modern bounders, what have
vou got to say? THaven’t we brought you
out to a ripping picnic?”

‘IIa ha, ha!”

Topholc 1 chuckled
“We let those bounders
wish they’d come back!”

“Ha, ha! They won't ceme back!”
said Jimmy Silver. “Gentlemen, here is
the picnic! Pile in!”

“Hurrah!”

The Rookiwooders piled in. All their
woes were forgotten now; victory was
theirs at last. And while the Bagshot
fellows, in a very sticky and dishevelled
state, wero rotreating disconsolately
thxou"h the weod, Jimmy Silver & Co.
settled dawn with great enjoyment to
Pankley’s picnic. In spite of ali they had
been through, he felt satished. At last
they had scared a point “Up Against
szk!oy il

Tommy Dadd.

off lightly! I

THE END.

(Another long complete story of the chums
of Rookwood next week, entitled “ The Jape
of the Season!” By Owen Conquest.)

Il_ll_ll_l!_il—l*llmll—ll_ll—ll_l{

* A splendid story from the pen of a popular

author, rich in “ Human
incident, in mirth and in pathos, being withe
out doubt,
Cinema life ever written.
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