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JIMMY’S
TERRIBLE

COUSIN'!

L (OO
A Magniflicent Long
Complete Story of JIMMY

SILVER & CO., the Chums
of Rookwood.

' OWEN CONQUEST.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Slight Misunderstanding.

(3 UT eon your best bibs and
P tuckers 17
- Jimmy Silver of the Fourth

gave the order.

The Tistical Four of Rookwood had
come out of the dining-room, and Jimmy
Silver had stopped to take a letter from
the rack and read it. Lovell and Raby
and Newcome waited while he read it,
interested to know whether it contained
a remittance or not.

Jimmy Silver’s face brightened up as
he read it. There was evidently good
news in the letter, though no remittance
was visible. .

“What the dickens——" began Lovell.

“Best bibs and tuckers!” repcated
Jimmy firmly.

“Look here, we're going to rag the
Moderns this afternoon,” said Raby
warimly. “ We've arranged that already.”

“Blow the Moderns this afternoon,”
replied Jimmy Silver. “We can rag
Modern worms any time.”

“But we’re going to give Tommy
Dodd the kybosh !” exclaimed Newcome.
“We’ve got it all cut and dried.”

“Bother Tommy Dodd !”

“Look here, what’s on?” demanded
Lovell.

Jimmy Silver’s reply was impressive.

** My cousin’s coming.”

Jimmy’s manner as he spoke indicated
that he expected that answer to put an
end to all argument. Strange to say,
Lovell and Raby and Newcome did not
scem_in the slightest degrec impressed.
Lovell snorted. Raby sniffed.” New-
come echoed the sniff. And they re-
plied in a kind of chorus;:

“Blow your cousin !”

“Bless your cousin !”

““Bother your cousin !”

“Look here,” said Jimmy Silver in-
tignantly, * “this letter is from my
rousin. My cousin is coming to Rook-
wood to-day, as it’s a half-holiday, to see.
the place, and to see me.”

“Then your blessed cousin can see us
ragging the Moderns,” said Lovell ob-
itinately. “Tommy Dodd’s been getting
bis ears up too much. Ile asked me this
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‘morning whether we’d gone out of busi-

ness, and said the chaps on his side were
getting tired of giving us the kybosh.
We're going on the warpath this after-
noon.” ; >

“We are!” said Raby.

“We is!” said Neweome. “Your
cousin can help, if you like, Jimmy. I
suppose your cousin can punch a Modern
nose—what 7’

“Certainly not, fathead !”

“Eh? Can’t your cousin fight?” de-
manded Lovell.

“No, ass!”

“Then your blessed cousin can keep
away from Rookwood. We don’t want
any funks or slackers here. Send him
a wire not to come.”

“Oh, you duffer! T tell you—?"

“Look here,” said Lovell hotly, “will
your cousin help us wallop the Moderns,
or won’t your cousin help us wallop the
Moderns 7>

“No, no, no! Because

“Never mind the because; that's
enough. Your cousin ain’t coming.”

“I tell you——" shrieked Jimmy
Silver.

‘“ Are you going to send that wire?”
bawled Lovell.

“No! T 2

“Collar him!” said Lovell.

“Look here, hands off! Oh, you fat-
heads!” roared Jimmy Silver, as his
three chums collared him and jammed
him against the wall. “TLeggo! T tell
you——"

“We’re only doing this out of kind-
ness,” explained Lovell. “Are you
going to send that wire?”

“No !” yelled Jimmy.

“T’ll knock your head against the wall
till you say ¢ Yes.,” One—>=

Bang !

‘“Yaroooooh !

Three juniors in Modern caps looked
in at the big doorway, apparently very
much interested in the little scene. They
were Tommy Dodd, Tommy Cook, and
Tommy Doyle—the three Tommiecs of
the Modern side.

“Go it, ye cripples!” said Tominy
Dodd encouragingly. ‘““Mind the wall,
though. Yowll have somebody com-
plaining that the wall has beex damaged

4

by being knocked upon by a. heavy
wooden instrument !”

“ Hagda, Ba 1

“Clear off, you Modern worms!”
growled Lovell. “Now, Jimmy Silver,
are you going to bottle up your precious
cousin 7”7

“No!

Bang !

“Yow-ow-ow !
my hat !” -

*“T'll keep this up as long as you like.”
panted Lovell. “Your funky cousin
1sn’t coming here. Will you send him
that wire 2
“Yaroooh! It isn’t a-——— Yow-ow-
ow !”

Bang! : :

“Ycoop! T tell you it isn’t a him !>
lshricl‘:ed Jimmy Silver, getting it cut at
ast.

i El] ??3

“It’s a her!” yelled Jimmy.

“Oh1”

Lovell & Co., in surprise, relcascd
their leader. They had not had the
least - suspicion that Jimmy Silver's.
cousin was a ‘“‘her.”

“A blessed girl cousin?’’ ejaculated
Lovell.

“¥Yes, you fathead!” Jimmy Silver
rubbed his head and glared. ‘“And do
you think I ‘could ask my cousin Phvllis
to lend a hand ragging the Moderns, you
duffers? Ow!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

S

Leggol Tll—— Obh,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
,Tommy Dodd Makes a Kind Offer.

(U A, ha, ha!”
The mistake seemed funny.
to Lovell & Co. It did

scem  so funny to Jimmy
Silver, who rubbed his head, and locked
at his merry chums as if he would cat
them.
“You silly asses!”
““Ha, ha; hal”
“}:ou frabjeus, burbling gryphons

“Oh, draw it mild!” chuckled Lovell.
“How were we to know your cousin was
a her—I mean, a she?”

“Iwe a jolly good mind to mop up
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the floor with the lot of you!” growled
Jimmy Silver, still rubbing his head.

£f Pax’” said Raby amicably. “If
your cousin’s a she, or a her, of course,
we wouldn’t ask she—I mean, her—to
bélp us ragging the DNoderns. You
should have explained. We withdraw
those bumps.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

B That's all very well!” said Lovell.
““But even if the blessed cousin is a her,
what about our programme for this
-'v.itm noon ?”’
~“Blow the programme!" said Jimmy
cgossly. “I'm going to the station to
nect my counu and yon are coming
with me.’

4“1t means

md Lovell.

“Lovell was not a ladics’ man.

Jimmy Silver snorted.

2“1 tell you it’s my cousin Phyllis—a
sHmning girl! Tve told her about you
fellows, and she wants to sce you, too.
Of eourse, she doesn’t know what a set
of rowdy hooligans you are.

“Well, we’ll look after her if you
make a point of it,” said Lovell. “It's
wasting an afternoon, but anything for
the sake of a pal!”?

Jimmy Silver snorted again.

Meecting cousin _Phyllis was a great
privilege. But as Lovell & Co. had
never scen cousin Phyllis, -they couldn’t
be expec ted to be very eutlumashc “on
spec,” as it were.
=“Well, you’ll have to change your
slars and mnko yvourselves look a bit
cctable,” growled Jimmy.

Took huo my collar’s all right.”

“1f you don't put_on your m st bibs
and tuckers I won't take you.

Ol -xats !

“Hold on'” broke in Tommy
who had listened with great interest.
“AMay I make a suggestion?”

The four Classicals sniffed. [‘h(w did
not value suggestions from Moderns.

¥ Kick those Modern wérms out !”
Lovell.

“But TI've got a really good: sugges-
tion lo malke about entertaining Jimmy
Silver’s cousin,” pleaded Tommy Dodd.

wasting an afternoon,”

Dodd,

said

Jimmy looked at him rather sus-
piciously.
*“ Well, you can o o abead,” he said.
“Your _ cousin’s coming do\\ n -to
(nomhe 1 suppose——"
“Yes. Changes at TLantham at

three, so T suppose it will be the three-
Umtv local train at Coombe.”

* And she’s a nice girl=what !”

“ Yes, you duffer !”

“Well, she ought to be met by some
decent fellow who'll ook aftex her pro-
perly,” said Tommy Dodd. *I'll tell you
what.  You Classical chaps can go and
play marbles—"

Hh 7

“Or hop-scotch, or whatever your
special game is——"" -

“You cheeky ass—--""

“And we'lll go and meet your
cousin,” said Tommy Dodd calmly.

“We're the nicest Lhaps in Rookwood;

and Doyle specially is a ladies’ man,
being Iush. \Ve’ll take care of Cousin
1’11\ llis for you.’

“Sure, it's a foine idea, mtonely'”
said Tommy Dovle heartily. ““Lave it
to  yer superiors, dear bovs i

“I don’t m'ud ? said Tommy Cook
generously. .

“Is it a go?” asked Tommy Dodd, as
Jll'ﬂan Silver glared at him bpeechlessly
“You see, the young lady will get e
much better impression of Rookwood by
seeing us first, and you Classical ruffians
can dawn on her gradually aftelwarde
and it won’t be so much of a shock
Tommy Dodd had no time to finish.
With one accord the Fistical Four
rushed upon him, aud the three Tommies

R

went spinning out of the doorway, and
rolled down the steps.

They landed in the quadrangle with
loud roars.

$¥Yowi” ga»ped ’lemmv Dodd, scram-
blmg up. “Go for ’em!””

“Boys !’

The deep voice of Mr. Bootles,
master of the Fourth, broke in.

Tommy Dodd & Co: suddenly changed
their intentions. With looks of lamblike
innocence, they sauntered awayacross the
quad.

Mr. Bootles looked very severely at the
Fistical Four,

“Ydo not 1pp10\e of this—er—horse-
play, Silver!” he said severely. “You
must not—er—make stch scenes—er—in
the doorway- Sy hat, what !”

“Yes, sir, 5a1d Junmx Silver mve]\I\——

“T mean, no, six!

M. Bootles shook his head sternly, and
toddled away.

“Might have been lines!” murmured
Jimmy. ¢ Never mind! Now come up
to the dorm and get your best bib and
tm-ker on."”

’laiu t- wouwth

the

.while changing my

collar 4 b(\(ran Lovell.
“All serene ! I'll take the Moderns in-
stead.”
“Oh, rats1?
The Co. made no. further demur, and

the (lassical Four proceeded to the dormi-
tory to don their best bibs and tuckers
for that great occasion.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Heid by the Enemy.
DOLPHUS SMYTHE of the Shell
A was “aderning the steps of the
School House with his elegant
" person when the' chums of the
Fourth came out in their best bibs and
tuckers.

The elegant Adolphus extracted an eye-
glass from his waistcoat and jammed it in
his vacant eye, and blinked at the four.

“By gad,” he remarked, “you're
iookin’ almost respectable !”

Lovell paused, but Jimmy Silver
marched him on.

“Look here,” said Lovell, “we've got
lots of time to bump that cad! We
haven't got to start for an hour yet!”

“Tots of time, but we’re not looking
for rags now,” said Jimmy., ‘“Have you
forgotten Fjour be:.t bib and tucker?
Ado]phu\ can w axt

“Well, let me give him one dot in the
eye—""

“ Bow-wow !

Jimmy marched his chums onward, and
Adolphus. Smythe remained unbumped,
The Fistical ¥our were heading for the
tuckshop, it being hecessary to lay in
some rather exira supplies for tea in the
end study. Cousin Phyllis couldn’t be
offered merely a sardine and a chunk of
cake. Tea in the study had to be some-
thing extra-special that afternoon.

Outside Sergeant Kettle’s little tuck-
shop in the old clock-tower there were
a crowd of Modern juniors. The three
Tommies were there, and Towle and
Lacy, and several move. of the Modern
Fourth. They were watching the School
House across the quad, and as the Fistical
Four came in- sight Tommy Dodd
chuckled.

“Wulkmg fairly into the trap, by
erro* No need for us to go and fetch
’em, they’re coming !”

And all the Moderns chuckled.

Jimmy Silver frowned as the Modern
crowd formed up before the doorway of
the tuckshop. Having changed into their |
best bibs and tuckers, the Classicals were
not, for once, looking for rags with the
Moderns,

Their previous plan had been to spend
that afternoon giving Tommy Dodd the
kybosh: But cncum;tances alter cases,

. ¥ Buzz off ! said JimmySilvet. “Let's
get in, you Modern duffers!”

“We've been looking for you,” said
'lommv Dodd. “We hadn’t deuded
whether to come to your dorm for you.
Now you've saved us the trouble.”

“ Look here—"

““o want you to come for a walky-
walky,” explained Tommy Dodd. * Take
their arms, dear boys, like aﬂcctmmue
and loving schoolmates !”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Best bib and tucker or no best Lib
and tucker, the Fistical Four could not
stand that, They stood shoulder
shoulder,
Modern crowd surrounded them.

But the Moderns were in great force.

Tommy Dodd was a great general, and
he had overy helming odds_ on the spot.
The Classical four were fairly mjmd
away, resisting manfully, thriough the
:tom\ archway into Little Quad.

Will vou chuck it?” shouted Jimmy
Rilver, struggling furiously with -three
pairs of hands on him. “What's the
httle game, you silly duffers?”

“You're the litﬂe game,”

*Ha, ha, ha?!

Held on both sides by the Moderns.
but still vesisting, the Fistical Four werao
marched agross Little Quad and into the
wood-shed. The Moderns, chuckling
gleefully, crowded in with them.

“LooL here, you rotters,” said Lovell,

‘we've got our best togs on to go and
meet a lady——"

The Moderns roared.

“That’s all right I"* said Tommy Dodd,
© We won't damage vour togs if v ou keep
quiet. As for the lady, she’s going to
be \wll leoked after. Get that rope,
To‘\ le!” ;

Wlmt are you up to?” velled Raby.

“Don’t be impatient, dear boy; you'll
see in a minute,”

The Classicals
minute.

While ecach of them was held securely
in the grasp of two or three Moderns,
Towle ran the rope yéumd them, and
knotted it, securing their arms down to
their sides, and fastening their legs to-
gether. There w as pleuty of rope, and
Towle made plenty of kuots.

The remarks the Classical chumns made

saw in less than a

i during this operation® were " sulphurous.

But the Moderns only chortled.

“Now their hankies,” said Tommy
Dodd.

“Look here—— Groooogh !

Jimmy Silver's remarks were cut shor“
by his own handkerchief being jammed
into his mouth, and fastened there scien-
tifically with ‘twine w ound round and
round his head.

He could only glare at the grinuing

Moderns.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome
“(Groooghed” spasmodically, they
were gagged in their turn. .

But there was no help for it.

The four Classicals were then scated
in a row on a bench, Tommy Dodd took
the key out of the lock, and transferred
it to the outside of the door.

“Qood-bye !” he said affably. ~ “ Don’t
worry about your Cousin Phyllis, Jimmy
Silver. I'm going to meet Cousin
Phyllis.”

Jimmy Silver glared speechlessly.

“I think you said the three-thirty,”
smiled Tommy Dodd. “ All serene. T
shall be there—so will Doyle and Lool\
We'll explain that you wuldnt come-
that you were detained owing to cirenm-
stancos over which you had no control

The Moderns yelled.

“We won’t mention that we were the
Cll‘(‘un]btﬁn(‘es ; you can explam that to
Cousin Phyllis another time.’
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"Ha, ha, ha e
- Any.message to Cousin Ph)]hq hefare
we go, bedad 77 grinned Tommy Doyle.

‘(,wwogh"’ gmgled Jimmy, in a vain
eifort to speak.

“I can’t repeat ‘CGroogh?® to Cousin
Phyllis, ye gossoon !

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“Well, olong" said Temmy Dod«l

“If you get a little bored here this after-
noot, you can spend the time meditating
on what silly asses you are, and how nice
it is to be dished by us. Did I hear you
mention, Lovell, that you were going to
give the Moderns the kybosh this after-
noon ? | b

cGraerr !
"h this “hat you, eall the kybosh?
‘M-m-m-m !

“¥s that German or Esperanto 77

“Groogh !”

* Must be Xskimo,”
“1 ean’t eatch on,
again !

Fovell glared, and was silent.

The 'Moderns, chortling, troeped cut
of the woodshed, and Tommy Dedd
locked the door on the outside, and they
walked away. -Their hugh‘m was heard,
dying away in the distance. - Then there
was silence. -

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at one
another,

The afternoon’s expedxhon was sud-
denly cut short. ~ Tommy Dodd was
going to meet Cousin Phyllis at the
~mium —he was going to appropiiate that
vouig lady for the afternoon.

Tt was a case of unexanipled ““nerve ’

~but is was just like Tommy Deadd. Aul
while the thrce Tommies were showing
Counsin Phyllis the sights of Rookwoed,
Jimmy Silver & Co. were to sit in the
wood-shed chewing their gags, and chew-
ing the cud of exceedingly unpleasaut
refections.

~ Even if they could have spoken, their
feelings were too deep to be expressed
in words,

Dodd.
Say it over

said Tommy
Lovell

i i

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Wheeze!

E H, by gadi®
O About ten minutes had
€lapsed since thn departure of
_ the Mcderns, anu Jmuuv Sitver
& C'o. had been wresthng in vain in their
bon ds, and chequ the handkcxchxe‘s
stuffed in their mouths

The eyeglass of Adolp'hus Smythe, of

the Shell, gleamed in at ithe window of
the \wod-shed and the Classical dandy
grinned  at the disconsolate row of
Fourth-Formers.

Jimmy Silver brightened up a little.
Sinythe of the Shell was his old enemy ;
but, after all, he was a Classical, dnd,
iherefore, bound to lend a hand in defeat-
g a Modern iape.

Jimmy made heroic eforts fo speak:
but the gag was well-tied, and he could
ity g.ugle.

Smythe chuckled gleefully. He had
snever  been able to “‘dowa ™ Jimmy

Sitver himself; but he was very glad to
see him downed.

* By gad, you look a pretty set, 'pon
my word!” -said Adolphus, pushing the
window a Jittle wider open, and fuirly
8! loating over the unfortunate four. “You
do, by gad' I rather thought there was
somethin® 6h, you know, and when those

rufians came back without you, you
know, I thought 1'd rather look m you.
know. Are you fellows enjoyin’ \oul-

selves, what?”
(:mnle curgle!
‘Tike me to let vou loose?
Four heads nodded as if by C]O(‘k\\‘nrk.
“Then, I'm sorry ¥ ean’t do..it,”
chinckled  Adolphus—*“jolly  sorry, by
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gad’ But w hat s the little gamp‘7 What
have tlwy planted you here for, dear
hoys?”

Gurgle, gurgle!

“Roll this way, and I'll undeo the gag,”
said Smythe, after some consideration.
He was-very curious to know what
I‘ommy Dodd & Co. were planning,

though with ne intention whatever of
Lelping the luckless Classicals.

Jimmy Silver rese to his fect. He could
not walk, but in a series of kangaroo-
like jumps he approached the window. It
was something to get ungagged.

Smythe reached in and vntied the
twine, and jerked the handkerchief out

of his mouth., Jimmy gasped with
relief.

“Now, what's the little game—eh?”
smiled Adolphus.

“T.et us loose, Snnthe kg
“Can’t he did,” said Adolphus Toftily.
“¥ never interfere in vour fag rows, you

know. Can’t be mixed up in anyfhin’ of
the sort.”

“You slacking idiot——"

“Oh! -Good-bye!”

“Hold on, Smythey! Look here, old
chap——""

““Not so much of your ¥ old chap.? T'm
not ‘old chap’ to fags of the Fourth!”
said Adolphus ieily.

* Jimmy ther restrained the reply that
rose to his lips. It was not judicious
at that moment to tell the dandy of the
Shell what he thought of him

“Smythey. be a good chap, .md let us
loose. My Cousin Phyllis is coming to
Coombe by the three- thirty——"

“By gad, is she?”

o \nd we want {o go’ aml meet hv

“Ha, ha, ha!?

2 I‘h@re s nothing to-cackle at; you ass!
Come in and untie us——"

“ Qo Cousin Phyllis is eomin™ at three,
is she?? drawled Adolphus. *Nice gal,

what?”

*Oh, ripping ! Let us loose

“Pll tell you what TIl do,” said
Adolphus. “You can’t go. that’s clear.

T'li take Howard and
instead. Nothin’ te do 'his afternoon,
amI we may find it amusin’.. T'll tell her
you've bcon dished by the Modern fags,
you know.’

"Look here, you silly chump—"

“Good-bye!” said Adolphus. “Rely

on me to look after Cousin Phyllis.”

‘He slammed the window, and walked

Tracy, and go

away, grinning. Jimmy gritted his
teeth. - Kvidently there was no help to be

had from Adolphus.

He thought of shouting for help. But
the wood-shed was in an isolated spot,
and window and door were shut. His
shouts were not likely to Dbe heard.
Neither was Jimmy anxious to be dis-
coveied in so ridiculous a position.

“We'll get out of this, you chaps,” he
said. “I can use my teeth now, any-
way.”

He hopped back to the bench upon

which his chums were sitting.  They
could not speak, but 1e«va1dcd him
anxiously and hopefully.. :
Jimmy started with his teeth on

Lovell's knots: His teeth were sound
and strong, and he worked hard. In a
few minutes the first knot was dragged
loose, and Lovell had one arm free.

“There's a knife in my pocket,”
Jimmy. “Get at it if you can.”

Lovell, with his free hand, groped
in Jimmy’s pocket, and extracted the
pocket-knife. He heéld it between his
knees, and opened the blade.

The Fistical Four were all looking very
bright now. Adolphus Smythe was far
from dTe&mmg of the amount of help he
had given,

Lovell sawed through Lis own honds

said
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with ~ the . knife, and stood free.
Then he sawed through the rope that
.was wound round Jimmy Silver. In a
few minutes more Raby and Newcome
were cug loose. They tore the gags out
of their mouths, and gasped with relief.

“Giroo- X.onh' ’ mumbled Raby. * My
blessed jaw’s quite stiff! Now we'll
make those- Modern cads sit up!”

“We'll simply slaughter em!” said

Lovell ,su‘nplnu'ously. ;

“We’'ll skin ’em ¥’ growled Newecome.
“Come on! We' ]l soon get out of this
now we’re loose!”

“Hold on!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Rats! Let's- go and find these
Modern worms! 1 donw’t supposec ihey've
started for Coombe yet.”

“We'll get a crowd of Classical chaps, -
and co]lax ‘em, and mob up the quad
with ’em ! hooted Lovell. o

“Hold on, I tell you! Listen te your
Uncle Jxmmy' =3

“Oh, rats, T tell you! Uncle Jimmy

be blowed! Let's go and serag the
Moderns!” roared Lovell.
He started for the window. Jimmy
Silver put his back to the window.
“You buyll-headed blatherskite!” he

said witheringly. *Shut up, and listen!
Pve got a wheeze.”

“Well, - get it off your chest!”
growled Lovell. “I want to get ar the
Moderns |

“These duffers ave going to Coombe
to meet Cousm Phyllis,” said Jxmnn
“Well, let 'em go!”

“YWhat?”
“Cousin  Phyllis changes at Lan-
tham. There’s plenty of time for a chap

to get to Lantham on a bike and inter-
cept her at the iunction. The (h’ip can
bring her to Rookwood in a trap.”

Lovell s face broke into a grin.

“Oh! And those Modern worms can
waif at Coombe for her! Good!”

“Good egg!” said Raby,

“That isn’t all,” said Jimmy Silver.
“T don’t want to disappoint the
Moderns. They are” going to meet
Con]iiln Phyllis at Coombe.”

“Another Cousin Phyllis,” exclaimed
Jimmy.

"Ha\e you got two Cousin P‘nl)uew
then?’

*“No, fathead! But we've got the
girl’s clobber that we used for ¢ Alice in
Wonderiand’ when we did our panto-
mime,”

“Oh, my hat!”

“That’s the wheeze,” said Jimmy
Silver, with a chuckle. “1 thought 1t
out while 1 was sitting there chewing
my hanky—if we could only get loose in
time. Well, owing to that idiot Smythe.
we've got loose, though he didn’t intend
us to. “We’ re going to sneak out of this
quietly. One chap can scoot off to Lan-
tham on a jigger, with a note from me
to Cousin Phyllis, and bring her on in a
trap.  And I'm going to put on the
< Alice * clobber——

“Oh, crumbs!”

“And meet Tommy Dodd & Co. at
Coombe. 1 can get in the train at the
next station from Coombe, and come an
just as if I'd come from Lantham.”

“ But—but—"

“Tommy Dodd knows my cousin’s like
me, so if he notices a - resemblance it
won’t matter.”

“But you're too jolly plain for a
girl,” objected Raby.

Jimmy Silver only replied to that
remark with a ‘glare.

“They'll bo“l you
come.

“How can they bowl me out, fathead,
when they think Pm tied up in the w ood-
shed all the time?” demanded Jimmy.
* Besides, can't I make-up? Ain’t I the

out!” said New-
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The three Tomimies jumped back to escape the shower of cracKery and eatables.
sardines, and with a twist "of her hand scattered the fishes over the three astounded Tommies.

Miss Silver caught up the dish of
Then shs opened ths

3 deor and departed. (See page 14.)

best actor in the Classical Players’ | through their pockets to provide the | rolled up his trousers to the kuees, and

Society 7 funds for the trap. Oswald was given a | rapidly donned the attive worn by
“Not by long  chalks!” said Rauby | full description and a photograph of | *“ Alice ” in the Rookwood pautomime.

promptly.

“Oh, don’t jaw! I'm going to plant
myself on Tommy Dodd as Phyllis Silver,
and give ’em a high old time when I
bave tea in their study.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

That prospect silenced all objections.
Jimmy Silver had his way, as he usually
did. !

Jimmy opened the window, and the

four juniors dropped out one after
another, and the window was closed
again. By a roundabout way, taking

great care not to be observed, the Fisti-
cal Four reached the School House, and
entered at the back, to carry out that
stunning scheme which was to give the
Moderns, after all, the promised kybosh.

in, and the great scheme was whis-

pered to him, with many chuckles.
Dick Oswald willingly undertcok the ride
to Lantham. Jimmy silver hastily wrote
a note to be delivered to Miss Silver at
Lantham Junction, informing her that his
special chum, Oswald, was to bring her
to Rookwood in a trap, instead of by the
Jocal train, and the Fistical Four went

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
“Migs Siiver.”’
IMMY SILVER & Co. lost no time.
Oswald of the Fourth was called

Cousin Phyllis, and he went off for his
bike. In a few minutes Dick Oswald had
wheeled his machine out of the school
gates, and was riding away for Lantham
at top speed.

Jimmy Silver opened the box which
contained the properties of the Classical
Players, and. selected the clobber re-
quired for his purpose. It was packed
in a bag. The disguise, of course, could
scarcely be donned within the walls of
Rookwood School.

“We'll get out at the back gate and
cut across the fields,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Come on!"”

The Fistical Four left the house by a
back door, and scudded out of the side
gate, and took to the fields at once. They
did not wish to risk heing spotted by the
Moderns on the road. They followed a
short cut across the meadows, and passed
the village of Coombe without entering
it, and kept on to Hurley, the first
station on the Lantham line.

“We halt here,” said Jimmy. He
looked at his watch, ““Just three. The
train from Lantham to Coontbe stops in

Hurley at three-twenty. We’ve got
twenty minutes.”

“Get on with the washing!” said
Lovell.

A shed in the field gave the juniors
shelter from the public view,” Jimmy

In a three-quarter skirt, a blouse and a
belt, and stockings and shoes, Jinmmy
Silver made a somewhat burly, but quite
presentable youug lady. Lovell held a
glass for him while he aitended to his
face,

Jimmy had had grest practice in the
art of makeup. His face was smooth
and well-coloured, aud only a few touches
were required.

A flaxen wig and a pretty little hat
changed his locks enormously., Then h's
eyebrows were touched up artistically.

“My only hat!”. said Lovell, in great

admiration.  “You ain’t bad-looking
now, Jimmy !”

“ Fathead !”

“A good deal like Jimmy Silver,
though!” grinned Raby. ‘But, of

course, that’s
Jimmy’s cousin !
“Ha, ha, ha!’
Jimmy added a few final touches, and
surveyed the result in the glass. He
nodded with satisfaction at his reflection.
“(Good enough!” he said. “Too good
for taking in a Modern duffer, in fact!
Five minutes to cateh the trai Ta-ta!”
“M-m-my hat! I—1 shouldn’t care to
walk out hike that, alt the same!”
Lovell.
*Oh,

only to be expected in
132

rot!?
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$1—1 say,” ejaculated Raby, a sudden
Shought occurring to him Tather late,
“T Lelieve it isn't allowed to dress in
girl's clothes!™

Jimmy Silver
3 %(Qh, uumbul
et !”

“ Suppose a bobby

“Well, you're a blessed Job's
forter ! glowled Jnmm Silver.
too late now! Ta-tal

And Jimmy marched off.

Hiis chums watched him from the shed.
e had a somewhat pronounced stride
for a girl, but otherwise the get-up was
complete and quite excellent, Lovell
chnekled,

“7The Modern worms won't spot h'm
in a month of Sundays!” he said. t's
get back to Rookwood, We've ;zot to
ger tea ready for the genuine article.”

““Ha, ha, ha!’

The Co. started for
ling joyously.

Jimmy Silver

paused.
I—1 hadn't thought of

com-
)

Rookyvood, chuck-

walked into the station
aud took his ticket. With all his nerve,
he was a little uncasy at first, but bhe
found that he passed without attm(tmf"
“glances. The train came in from Lan-
mam, and Jimmy stepped into it.

He chuckled as he sat down, and the
train rolled on to Cloombe. Hverything
in the garden was lovely—fiom a
Classical poiut of views

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Captured !

L ERE we are!” said Tommy
Dodd. :
The three Tommies had

arrived at Coombe Station in
good time for the train.
ing very spick-and-span, and very cheery
as they strolied on the\ platform, Never
had they dished the Classi
thoroughly, and the thought of Jimmy
\1‘\‘1‘ & Co. sitting in the wood- shed,
while they were mﬂutmﬂ cousin Phx]h:,
made them burst into ﬂ)aamudu chuckles.

“Hallo, Classical duffers!” said
Tommy Cook. “What do they want
hers?”

Smythe of the Shell and his chum
Tracy were on the platforin, lounging
about elegantly, and evidently waiting
for the train to come in, They bestow ed
supercilions  glances on  the  three
Moderns.

“We've got time to mop them up,
bedad!” remarked Tommy Doyle.

‘But Tommy Dodd shook his head.

“ Never mind them now. Remember
you're here to mect a lady!”

’Jhe train '1")])ean>d in sight at last.

¢ Here she comes!” 'rlum(‘d Cook.

¢ Now fop (ou»m ll'\'h £ LhuckINI
Tommy Dodd. “Xeep your eyes open!
1 dare say she looks a bit like poor old
Jimmy. He said she was like him.”

The train stopped, and several pas-
sengers alighted.

*“By gad, here she is,
Adulphus bm\ the.

A young lady of about fifteen had
alighted. She was a mm‘*what burly
voung lady, but her complexion was very
fresh, and her long flaxen hair decidedly

dear hoy ! said

pretty. She }ooked up and down the
platform, as if expectiug to bhe met.
Smythe and Tracy started forward, rais-

ing their shining silk toppers, and howi ing
with much grace. It was easy to sce

in the girl’s face a resemblance to Jimmy,

Silver,

“Miss Silver?” said Adolphus.
The gul looked &t Lim.
“¥es

¢ Jimmy Silver's
"()h, yes!”
“We've come to meet you,
THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 47,

cousin—what?"”

" explained

They were look-H
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Adolphus.  “We—— TKeep away, you
Moderu cads! Don't shove!”

Tommy Dodd & Co. had rushed up.
TFor a moment they could not believe

their cy2s. But when they realised that
the dandy- of the Shell was going to

appropriate Clonsin Phyllis, they chipped
tn promptly and effectively.

Tommy ook seized Smythe by the
shoulders and swung him away. Tommy
Doyle took ‘Fracy by the ear, and jerked
him back. Tommy Dodd stepped for-
ward and raised his cap to the young
fady.

“We've come to meet you, Miss Silver,
and take you to Rookwood,” he
said. “Jimmy has been unavoidably
detained.”

AMiss Silver looked surprised.

"There was cause for surprise,
and Tru(‘y had not taken their

Smythe
“ medi-

cine " quietly, s They were rolling on
the platform with Doyle and Cook,

engaged in desperate combat.
“PDon’t mind those kids, Miss Silver!”

said Tomuny Dodd mdksmiuvly. “It's
only high spirits, you know."”
** They Are ‘they fighting 7 stam-

Df‘l(‘(l cousin Phyllis.

“TFighting? Oh, no! \\hat we call
@ scrap ag Rookwood ! said Tommy
Dodd calmmly. * Let me show you the

avay out, Miss Silver.”

“Thank you so much!”
Tonuny Dodd gallavily escorted Mis

Silyer out of the station. OQutside, in
the \'ﬂiugo street, he waited for his
chums.:  In a fow minutes Cook and
Doyle rejoimed him.

Both of them looked rather dusty and
rumpled, but they had evidently been
victorious. . As a matter - of fact, they
bad left the dandies of the Shell sit-
ting on the platform, making frantic

endeavours to extract themselves from
the silk hats that had been jammed over

thcn ears.

“Fxecuse me, miss!” gasped Tommy
Dovle. “b‘mn those blag r"zud: were
afther ;:.(\)m a Jnl e intoirvely !

“PDear me!” said Miss Silver,

Her voice, as well as her face, was very
like Jimmy Silver's, the DModern
juniors noted,

“But we've stopped
Tommy Cook, *May
pleasnre of seeing you

as

them,” said
we have the
to Rookwood,

o9y

i come,” said Tommy
“He was awfully sorry—I don’t
saw a chap leok so sorry

])odd.
think T ever
for himself as Jimmy did when he found
ho couldn’t come—-"

1
iCe .

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Doy

Tommy Dodd gave him a severe look.

“\\llat are you cackling at, Tommv
There's nothing funny in Jlmmv Silver’s
sad disa >po‘rtn“(\nt He couldn't come,
Miss H!\'@:, owing to cireumstances over
which he had no control—mno control

whaterer—and so we told him we would
come
“1 am sure it is very kind of you!
!\“o you a fuund of Jimmy’s?
Oh, !
Dodd,

”

90

we're great pals T'm Tommy
vou kuow. This chap with the

Tomrmy Doyle, dhd the chap with

ts is Tommy Cook.’

, you spalpeel'
“You silly
“This is the way to Rookwood, miss
The three Tommies marched \Ixss

Silver off in triumph. It was true that

she was a somewhat muscular young

lady, taking after her co: usin  Jimmy,
perhaps, in that respect. But she was
guite good-looking, and, upon the whole,
the Moderns felt piomed with their cap-
ture, They walked off to Rookwood in
great spirits.

A group of Moderns were lounging in
ths\ gateway of the school, and they ail

3

ass.

Friday.

smiled and raised their caps very respect-
fully to Miss Silver.

“Captured, by. Jove murmured
'Iiowle. “What will Jm)nn Silver say—
eh

And the Moderns chuckled glo(}{ull).

The three Tommies escorted Mliss
Silver across the quadrangle in g]odt
state to Mr. Manders’ house,

“But where is my cousin Jimmy?
she asked, pausing at the doorway. s

“Detained!” said Tommy Dodd
sorrowfully, ““He hopes to get off be.fl‘
you catch your train, that's all. Jt’s.
very sad, but we promised htm——abem -
to see that you should want for notlunir
We've got rather a nice tea wady mn
the study. You'll come, won’t you?
Jimmy—ahem !—would be dhappummd
if you didn’t.”

“Thauk you so much!”
“Not at d]] \Jiia Sil\'el‘

four cousiu Jlmrm
Silver was escorted to' the
study in trinnmph.

—

"THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Very Merry Tea-party.
OMMY DODD had laid in unus ual
supplies for that study tea.
The occasion was to
honoured in first-rate style.

It was not often that the three
Tommies had a lady visitor to tea; and
certainly they had never had one muk-
such circumstances before. -

They were prepared to enjoy the o6
sion—all the more from the antic
of what Jimmy Silver & Co. would
afterwards.

Miss Silver seemed very pleased with
her surroundings.  She took the ari-
chair.  Several books happened to be
reposing in the armchair, and the young
lady tossed them info the grate and st
down,

The
startled.
rescue the books,
scorching.

‘e Ahem!” he stammered.

“Qulte a nice little study!” said Miss
Silver.  “Do you little boys always have
your tea here?”

The \Imhnn juniors did not exactly
like the “little boys,” but they nodded
and grinned politely.

“Sure, we do!” said Tommy Doyle.
“But 1t 8 aoldom intoirely that we l\a\n ;
such a charmin’ visitor to tay, bedad !”'

“You must let me make the tea,” siid”
Miss Silver. o

“Certainly i said Tommy Dodd.

He had rescued the books, and he
s | jammed the kettle on the fire.  Doyle
and Cook produced the good things from
the cupboard, and the table was laid.
Miss Silver insisted upon ladling out the
jam from the jar into the nobby dish
which had been specially borrowed from
aeSixth Form study. Knowles of the
Sixth did not know that his dish had

be

three Tommies looked a littie
Lommy Dodd made a rush to
which were already

been borrowed, but that was- a mere
desail. It was necessary to have things

decent for a lady visitor, as Tommy
Dodd declared, with the full concurrence
of his chums.

Miss Silver ladled out the jam with a
tablespoon, and when she had finished
she dropped the jar.- There was a
terrific vell from Tomm§, Doyle.

“Arrah! Tare an’ 'ouns! Yurroooh !’

“What is the matter?”

Doyle was dancing on one leg, and
nursing his other foot with both Thands.
Miss Silver gazed at him in surpu.se.

“Ts that a new kind of tango?” she
asked.
“Ow, Moses!  Sure ye dropped the

jar on me fut!” groaned Doyle,
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“PDear me! What a fuss to make about
a trifle!”

“Faith, it isn’t a thrifle to have yer
big toe squashed!”

“Poor little boy!”

“Oh, cheese it, Tommy!*”’ said Cook.
‘“ Accidents will happen !”

“Pick up the jar,” said Miss Silver.

Tommy Doyle stooped to pick up the
jar, “Miss Silver reached forward with
the jam spoon, and pushed it down his
back under the collar.

Doyle gave a curious kind of howl and
leaped up. The cold, clammy, jemmy
spoon slipped right down his back, and
he felt decidedly uncomfortable. Hestared
; Silver with his eyes almost
starting from his head.

“Ger-ger-great Scott!” he gasped.

The three Tommies were almost
speechless, They had neyer encountered
a young lady like this before. In prac-
tical joking Miss Silver could plainly
give points to her merry Cousin Jimmy.

“I—I say!” ejaculated Tommy Dodd,
in dismay. E

“Ta, ha, hat”

Miss Silver’s laugh was very like
Jimmy’s. Doyle’s weird contortions as
he strove to extract the spoon from down
his back, seemed to afford her great
amusement. X

“Oh, you funny boy !” she exclaimed.

“T-—T1 say, Miss Silver——" stammered
Cook. “I—1 say——"

*Ha,“ha; ha > ==

Tommy Doyle bolted out of the study.
He could not get that spoon out without
a removal of attire which was impossible
in‘the presence of Miss Silver. He was
glad to get away from that lively young
lady for a while, too.

“The—the kettle’s boiling,” said
Tommy Dodd feebly. “You were
g-g-gomg to make the tea, Miss Silver?”

“Yes, certainly.” :

Miss Silver took up the kettle,

‘“Where is the teapot?”

Tommy Dodd held out the teapot. The
kettle jerked forward, and Tommy Dodd
jerked back his hand just in time. Several
hot drops spiashed on his knées, and he
jumped, and the teapot went to the floor
with a crash.

“Dear me! How clumsy you are,
Todd ! said Miss Silver,

“You—you splashed me!” mumbled
Tommy. “And—and my name’s Dodd,
not Todd.”

“Now you have smashed the teapot.
You onght to be punished for that,” said
Miss Silver severely. ‘““I shall box your
ears !”

“ Wha-a-at!*

Biff !

Tommy Dodd gave a wild yell, and
dodged round the table. He stared
wildly at Miss Silver across the table.
His ear was burning, and as red as fire.

““Oh, my only aunt!” gasped Cook, in
dismay.

“I—I say, draw it mild, you know!”
stuttered Tommy Dodd, beginning to
wish that he had not captured that
lively young lady,

“Now find me another teapot!” said
Miss Silver, .

“TI—T11 borrow one along the pasage.”

Tommy Dodd rushed out, clasping his
burning ear. Tommy Cock kepnt the
table between him and Miss Silver, feel-
ing rather alarmed at being left alone in
‘the study with her.

“Goodness gracious!” said Miss Silver.
“Look at these jam-tarts !

“Wha-a-at's the matter with them?”
faltered Cook.

“Look at them!”

Tommy Cook leaned over the table to
look more closely at the dish of jam-tarts,
wondering what was ;the matter with
them. A hand was clapped immediately

on the back of his head, and his face
was driven fairly into the tarts.

A terrific splutter came from the un-
fortunate Cook. :

“Gurrrrrrrrnrrg 1’

“Ha, ha, ha! You funny boy!”
“Groogh! Leggo! Yoop!”

It seemed like a grip of iron on the
back of the unfortunate Tommy’s head.
His face squashed and squelched in the
tarts.” When he freed his head at last,
and jumped back, his face was smothered
with jam and pastry, and presented a
most rermarkable aspect. Miss Silver
shrieked with laughter.

*“Oh, you funny boy !’

“Groogh!  What the thunder—I—I
beg your pardon—I mean—I—— Oh,
crumbs !’

Tommy Cook dashed out of the study.
What he needed most was a wash, and to
get away from Miss Silver for a bit.

He met his chums in the passage re-
turning. They stared at him blankly.

“ What’s the matter with your face?”
yelled Tommy Dodd.

Cook gasped and spluttered.

“It’s that awful girl! She jammed my
chivvy into the tarts!” ;

“Oh, my-hat!”

“Howly mother av Moses!”

“I—TI can’t stand much more of her!
Jimmy Silver’s weleome to a cousin like
that! If she was a boy,” I’'d mop up
the study with her!” gasped Cook. *For
goodness’ sake get rid of her as quick as
you can!”

“ But—but we’ve asked her to tea !”

“Well, look at my face. She ain’t a
girl—she’s a Suffragette or something!
Look at my chivvy!” shrieked Cook.

He rushed away, spluttering. Tommy
Dodd and Doyle exchanged looks of
dismay. They really felt a little nervous
about re-entering the study.

Crash—crash !

The sound of smashing crockery from
the study decided them. Tommy Dodd
opened the door, and entered hastily.

“Wha-a-at has happened?”

“Goodness gracious! The table went
over when I pushed it!” exclaimed Miss
Silver.

“Oh erikey !

The table was on its side. The
crockery was on the floor, mostly in
fragments, and the good things had rolled
far and wide.

“You must not say ‘Oh crikey !’ to
me!” exclaimed Miss Silver severely.
“Have you ne manners, you bad boy?
I shall box your ears again!”

“Here, you keep off I’ yelled Tommy
Dodd, dodging wildly round the study.

“Oh, Miss Silver!” gasped Doyle.
“Sure and ye Yarooooh |7
Biff !

Tommy Doyle staggered agaihst the
wall as he received that box on the ear.
He leaned there, and klinked dazedly.
He was quite overcome. What sort of
a young lady was this that the Modern
heroes had captured?

“Sure, it’s draming T am intoirely
murmured Doyle.

“Keep off I” roared Tommy Dodd, as
Miss Silver pursued him round the over.
turned table, “D-d-don’t! I—I give
you best !”

“You bhad boy!”

“Tm ss-sorry—I really am!”

Tommy Dodd was sorry, there was no
doubt about that—sorry that he had
played that stunning wheeze on Jimmy
Silver, and captured that terrible cousin.

The unfortunate Tommy was cor-
nered. He backed into the corner, and
put up his hands defensively. He would
have given a term’s pocket-money for
Miss Silver to have been a boy, so that
he could have mopped up the study with

19

the terrible guest. But it was evidently
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out of the question to mop up the study
with a lady.

Miss Silver paused, and gathered up -
scme of the tarts and muffins.

“Stand still 1”7 she commanded.

- “Ye-es, miss,”

“Don’t move your silly head !”

“Oh! Nunno, miss!”

Squash ! A well-aimed tart clung to
Tommy Dodd’s nose.

“Oh crumbs! Wharrer you at?” he
yelled.

It was a superfluous question. Miss
Silver was pelting him with the tarts.
Tommy Dodd dodged wildly, but three ,
or four of the tarts got wickets,

“There, you bad boy!” said Miss
Silver. “Now, are you sorry, Dodd ?”

“Ye-es!” moaned Tommy Dodd
feebly.

“Now give me the teapot, and let us
have tea,” said Miss Silver.

Tommy Dodd wiped his face and his
perspiring brow ‘with his handkerchief.

He would have given untold wealth
for that tea-party to be taking place in
Jimmy Silver's study instead of his own.
In Miss Silver the Modern heroes had
bitten off, as it were, more than they
could masticate.

Feeling quite weak and forlorn,
Tommy Dodd and Doyle set up the table,
and rescued what they could of the eat-
ables.

Tommy Cook came back, with his face
newly washed and very red, and looking
very nervous. Dodd and Doyle gave
him hopeless looks. Tommy Dodd raided
the next study for more crockery, and
tea commenced.

The three Tommies hoped that Miss
Silver would calm down over tea, but
that hilarious young lady was only
beginning.

Tommy Dodd tried to laugh, as at a
good joke, when she ladled jam on his
sardines, but it was a hollow laugh.
Tommy Doyle yelled when she poured
tea over his knees .instead of into his
cup. Tommy Cook, in an unfortunate
moment, asked her to pass the butter.
She passed it, and he caught it with his
chin.

**Ha, ha,-hai* :

*Look here,” roarcéd Cook, “you may
think this funny, Miss Silver——"

*1 dol Ha;ha!”

“Well, T don’t! I think it’s rotten!”~
howled Cook, quite forgetting his polite-
ness.

Butter under the chin was not con-
ducive to politeness.

Miss Silver jumped up.

“You think what?” she demanded.

“I—I beg your pardon!” stammered
Cook. “Oh, yarooh !”

Biff !

“I shall always box your ears when
you are rude !” said Miss Silver,

“Oh dear!”

“Sure, I wish I was in the wood-shed
instcad of those spalpeens!” groaned
Doyle.

“S’hush !”

There was a sound of wheels outside,
and Miss Silver jumped up again, and
looked out of the window. A trap had
driven in, with Dick Oswald and a pretty
girl of fifteen seated in it.

The three Tommies followed her
glance. The trap stopped outside the
School House, and, to the stupefacticn
of the thrce Moderns, Lovell and Raby
and Newcome came out to greet the
visitor,

“The—the Classicals ! stuttered
Tommy Dodd.” “They—they've gou
away, then!” '

Miss Silver turned round from the

window.
“I must buzz off ! she said cheerily.
“Thanks so much for your kind enter-
THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 47.
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tainment. I hope you've enjoyed it as
much as I have!” :

“Oh! Ye-e-cs,” gusped Tommy Cook,
“we—we have rather! Hallo! What
the merry thunder are you at?”

Miss Silver had grasped the table by
one side. Before the three Tommies
could realise what was coming she tilted
it over towards them.

‘They jumped back to escape the
shower of crockery and eatables. Miss
Hilver caught up the dish of sardines,
and, with a twist of her hand, scattered
the fishes over the three astounded
Tommies. Then she opened the door
and departed.

Tommy Dodd & -Co. gazed at one
another speechlessly.

They were gquite overcome.

“ Faith, did ye ever see such a horrid
haste7” gasped Doyle at last. * Sure,
Jimmy Silver is welcome to her in-

toirely I”
“I—I'm smothered! T'm fishy all
over I moaned Cook.

Tommy Dodd greancd.

“0Oh, what an afternoon!” T wish T'd
let Smythe capture her. T wish T'd left
ker to Jimmy S#lver, confound him ! Oh

ar! Oh erumbs! Ohscrikey!”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
“The Genuine Article.

the study about ten
later. The three Tommies were
trying to set it to-rights.
“Pax!” said Oswald cheerily, as the
Moderns glared at him. “I’ve brought
you an ibvitation to tea—extra special
1 in the end study. Jimmy Silver’s
U's there.”

OSV‘\'.\LD of the Fourth looked into,

“Blow  Jimmy  Silver’s = cousin!”
; ued ('.‘onk. “We're fed-up with
Jimmy Silver’s cousin. - Tell” Jimmy

> to take her away and bury her!”

Oswald looked surprised.
“Why, you've never met her!” he

We've had her here to tea!”
munbled Tommy Dodd.« “Look at the
state the study’s-im! " If Jimmy Silver’s
relations are all like that, he must have
a high old time in the holidays.”

“Oh, «raw it mild!” said Oswald.
“She hasu’t been here!”

“Sure, I tell ye the baste—ahem !—I

wean, she has been here, and she’s
wrecked  the Dblessed place!” roared
Doyle.  “She’s got the manners of a

Prussian, and you can tell Jimmy Silver
so from me!”

“But U've only brought her in ten
utes ago, in the trap from Lantham.”

Trap from Lantham!”  gasped
Tommy Dodd. 2
“Yes,” said ° Oswald innocently.

“Jimmy Silver asked me to fetch his
cousin from Lantham in the trap.”
“PD-dididn’t she come by the local

minutes
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train to Coombe, after all?” stuttered
ook.

“No fear!”

“Then—then who did?” yelled Tommy
Dodd.

“Is that a conundrum?”

“T.cok here, some Miss Silver or other
has been here——"

“Oh, you're dreaming!” said Oswald
cheerily.  “Miss Silver came in the
trap with me, and she’s in the end study
now just going to have tea. And Jimmy
Silver’s sent you a special invitation.”

“Then—then he isn't in the wood-
shed!” stuttered Cook.

“Bh? What wood-shed?”

¢ Oh; dear!”

“Better come,” . urged  Oswald.

“(Cousin Phyllis is really a stunning girl,
and she’s quite anxious te see you'”

The three Tommies looked at one
another quite dazed.

“Sure, phwat does it mane intoirely?”
gasped Doyle.

“IJ—I suppose that was the girl we
saw come in in the trap with Oswald;”
said Tommy Cook. ¢ But—but who was
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it that came here, then?
dering beast Silver got two cousing?”

“Let’s go,” said Tommy Dodd. “I—1
can’t catch on, somehow. It's a gidéy
mystery ! Let’s go and find out!”

In a perplexed and exasperated frame
of mind, the three Tommies crossed the
quadrangle to the Classical side. Smythe
and Tracy of the Bhell scowled at them
as they came in.

They were very sore with Tommy
Dodd & Co. for having stolen Miss Bilver
under their very eyes. Smythe always
considered that he had a way with him
that appealed to members of the opposite
sex. .

This was no doubt due to his vanity,
for the dandy’s ways were probably as
objectionable to members of the fair sex
as they were to the juniors at Roolkwood.

Be that as it may, Smythe felt that
he owed Temmy Dodd & Co. a grudge,
and he felt just in the mood to repay
that grudge. e

“Modern bounders!” he exclaimed.
“Let’s give the Totters the hiding of
their lives!”

““What-ho!” exclaimed Tracy. :

And he followed in Smythe's wake in

the direction of Tommy Dodd & Co.

Has that thun--

Friday.

But the DModern juniors were mnot
anxious at that moment to encounter the
enraged knuts. They tore up the stairs
at top speed, and marched on to the end
study. There was as sound of merry
voices from that celebrated apartment,
and a girlish voice.

Tommy Dodd knocked at the door.

“Come in!” sang out Jimmy Silver's
well-known voice. 3

The doer was opened, and the three
Moderns entered. ;

The Fistical Four were all there, smil-
ing. Oswald was.ghere, too, also smiling.
And a charming young girl was the
laughiing. Jimmy Silver had just be
telling her an entertaining story of a
tea-party in Tommy Dodd’s study.

“Here you are!” said Jimmy Silver
hospitably.  “Trot in! Tommy- Dodd
and Dook and Coyle—I mean, Cook and
Doyle—Miss Phyllis Silver!” §is

Tommy Dodd stammered out sora-
thing, he hardly knew what. Cousin
Phyllis gave the three Tommies a charm-
ing smile. [

“1 am so glad to ste you!” she said
“It was so kind of you to come
. station for me, though I—I wasn't

¢ [—J——" stammered Tommy Dodd.

“Qswald fetched my cousin from Lan-
tham,” explained Jimmy Silver. “I was
detained on business—important business.
By the way, I hear you’ve had a visitor,
Doddy?”

Tommy Dodd gasped.

He caught sight of a flaxen wig hung

up over the mantelpiece in a promingnt

position. Then he understood. Jinfiny
Silver was in his ordinary attire new:
but the sight of that fiaxen wig en-
lightened the three Tommies. They did
not need telling now the real identity
of the *“Miss Silver ” they had enter-
tained at tea with such dizeful results.

“QOh, ye thafe of the worruld!” mur-
mured Doyle.

“Oh, you spoofer!” gasped Cook.

Tommy. Dodd- forced a laugh.  The
great chief of the Modern juniors knew
how to take a.defeat.

“ Awfully ripping of you to ask us to
ten with your cousin, Jimmy!” he said.
“Thanks so much! It’s a great pleasure
to see you at Rookwood, Miss Silver!”

“Good - old Tommy!” murmured
Jimmy Silver.

And the three Tommies sat down to
tea, and, under the influence of cousin
Phyllis’ bright eyes, they quite recovered
their spirits. And when Miss Phyllis' had
to catch her train, she was escorted’ to
the station by seven juniors, all on the
best of terms. But it was a long time
before the three Tommies were allowed
to forget the visit of “Jimmy’s Terrible
Cousin !”

THE END.
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Packed with ‘splendid stories, COLOURED pictures, puzzles,
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boys and girls of 13 and under. WONDERLAND ANNUAL
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