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THE SCHOOLBOY
REDSKINS !

By OWEN CONQUEST.

| 1IN THE HANDS OF THE REDSKINS, |

A SPLENDID, LONG, COMPLETE
SCHOOL STORY, DEALING WITH
THE ADVENTURES OF JIMMY
SILVER & CO., AT ROOKWOOD.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER. tribe, and we're on the warpath, and you're | were hurled to the floor.  Blankets and
Scalped ! the first victim!” feathers and Moderns were mixed up on the
¢ GH!” ** Leggo, you chumps!” . . | hearthrug. - . 3 S
“Ugh!” ‘* Scalp him !"” said Tommy Doyle. ‘* Where's ““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jimmy Silver in his

"UEh;” my carving-knife—I mean scalping-knife? | turn.
Jimm;» Silver jumped as he Scalp the.giddy palefa(gg g Then he tore open the study door and fled.

heard those three remarkable ejaculations
from Tommy Dodd’s study.

The Classical junior had come over to Mr.
Manders’ House to interview Tommy Dodd
& Co. of the Modern Side on the subject of
cricket.

He was about to tap at Tommy Dodd's
door, when those three deep and expressive
grunts came from within the study.

Jimmy paused in astonishment.

Why Tommy Dodd and Tommy Cook and
Tommy Doyle should be ejaculating “Ugh!”
in chorus was a great mystery, unless the
three Tommies had suddenly gone off their
“rockers.”

“Ugh!” came Tommy Dodd’s voice again.

“Ugh!” replied Tommy Cook.

“Sure, ye can’t hold a whole conversation
on ‘Ugh!"” said Tommy Doyle. “Don’t ye
know any more Comanche, Tommy Dodd?”’

‘“’Comanche!” murmured Jimmy Silver.
¢ Mad as hatters, by Jove!”

“Ugh! I have spoken!” came Tommy
Dodd’s voice. “ The tommyhock of the
Comanches is ready to—!"

“ Tomahawk,” said Cook.

¢ Tommyhock, you ass!”

“ Tomahawk, I tell you.”

*“ Tommyrot, more likely!”
Jimmy Silver,

“ Look here, Cook, who's the chief of the
giddy Comanches?” demanded Tommy Dodd
warmly.

Jimmy Silver thumped at the door and sent
it open. He stared into the study, and gave
another jump,

He had expected to see three Modern juniors
of Rookwood clothed, if not in their right
minds.

What he did see was startling.

Three Red Indians stood in the study, in
blankets, war-paint, and feathers complete.

Jimmy Silver stared at them blankly.

““ What the merry dickens " he began.

There was a yell from the three Tomuies
at once. :

‘““ Seize the paleface!”

* Scalp him!”

“ Tommyhock him!"”

Before Jimmy Silver could retreat, the three
Redskins had collared him, and yanked him
into the study. Two Redskins plumped him
down in the armchair, and the third flonrished
a tomahawk over his head. Jimmy Silver
simply gasped.

“You dotty asses!
game?"’ p

Tommy Dodd chuckled.

¢ Redskins !’ he said proudly. * Something
a bit above the weight of you Classical duffers!
We're the giddy warriors of the Comanche
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murmured

What's the little

“ Look here— Oh! 3

Jimmy Silver began to struggle. But Cook
and Doyle had his arms in a tight grip, and
he was pinned down in the chair. Tommy
Dodd bent his head forward forcibly, with a
grasp on his thick hair.

““ How do you scalp a chap?’ said Tommy
Dodd thoughtfully. ‘ Do you mind where it
comes off, Silver?”’

“ Groogh! Leggo!”

“ If you wriggle you may get it in the neck
instead of the napper., I wonder if my pocket-
knife’s sharp enough?”

“ Thry it,” said Tommy Doyle.
know till you thry.”

“ Don't spill his gore over my sleeve!” said
Cook anxiously.

‘ That’s all right! It will run down the
back of his neck!” said Tommy Dodd.

“ Look here,” roared Jimmy Silver, ¢ don’t
play the giddy ox! I know you're spoofing,
but you'll do some damage with that knife!"”

‘“ Your fault, if you wriggle!”

“ Yaroooh!” yelled the Classical junior, as
a sharp edge came into contact with his neck.
‘“ Keep off I”’

‘“ Keep still, then! I don't want to take
your head off by mistake! Of course, it
wouldn’t really matter. There’s nothing
init!"”

“ Yow-ow-ow !”’

Jimmy Silver did not cease to wriggle. A

‘“ You never

sharp edge was sawing at the back of his

head; and if it was a Modern joke, it felt
as if the joke were going too far. He wriggled
desperately in the clutch of the Moderns. But
the Redskins of Rookwood held him fast, and
Tommy Dodd continued to saw.

“It’s coming!” announced Tommy Dodd
triumphantly.

‘“ Yarooooh {"

It really felt as if Jimmy’s sealp was coming
off. He made a tremendous éffort, and hurled
Cook and Doyle away; and leaped to his feet.
He crashed into Tommy Dodd, and Tommy
staggered back. . ;

Jimmy’s hand went up to his head. He
wore than half-expected to find it come away
covered with blood.

But there was no blood. And the next
moment he observed that the instrument in
Tommy Dodd’s hand was not a pocket-knife,
but a paper-knife.

““Oh!” he ejaculated.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the three Tommies
in chorus.

Jimmy Silver glared at the three merry
Moderns. The humorous chief of the Rook-
wood Comanche had been pulling his leg. As
the three Tommies doubled up in merriment,
the incensed Classical made a sudden charge
at them. 7Three merry youths ceased laughing
all of a sudden and roared instead. as they

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Knocked on the Head.

' FTER him!"
¢ Collar him!”
¢ Slaughter him!"

The three Redskins - of Rook-
wood scrambled to their feet. The tumble
had sadly disarranged their warlike head-
dresses, and Tommy Dodd’s wampum belt had
burst, and Doyle had sat violently on his
tomahawk—fortunately, a wooden cne.

The enraged Redskins dashed after Jimmy
Silver, quite forgetting in the excitement of
the moment that their attire was not exactly
suitable for appearing in publiec.

They ¢ped along the passage, and rushed
down the staircase in hot pursuit of the flecing
Classical.

Meanwhile Jimmy Silver was going down
the stairs three at a time. It was sheer ill-
luck that Knowles of the Sixth should have
been coming up the stairs at the same moment.

The Modern prefect had no time to get ouv
of the way, and Jimmy Silver did not even
see him before he crashed into him.

It was a terrific crash.

Jimmy was going at full speed.

Knowles gave a yelp, spun round, clutching
at the banisters to save himself. Jimmy sat
down hard on the stairs.

‘““Oh!" he gasped.

But he did not pause. It was not safe to
remain near the bully of the Sixth at that
moment. He was on his feet again in a
twinkling, and he vanished out of Mr. Manders’
House at lightning speed.

Knowles clung to the banisters and gasped.

He had just released his hold of the banisters
to follow the fleeing junior, when three rush-
ing Redskins came pelting down the stairs.

Knowles was right in the way.

This time he hadn't time to clutch at the
banisters. He was knocked spinning. Down
the stairs he rolled, with the three Redskins
rolling and sprawling over him. They arrived
on the mat in a heap.

There was a chorus of howls and groans.

Tommy Dodd sat up dazedly.

He was sitting on something.
notice what for the moment.
of faet, it was Knowles' face.

“Oh, dear!” gasped
‘“ Wh-what was that?
something, I think!”

“ Faith, we did!” gasped Tommy Doyle.
‘“ And, by the same token, it was that baste
Knowles! Yarooh!”

““ Gerroff me neck!” mumbled Cook.

* Gerrooogh!” came in stifled accents from
the Sixth Form prefect. *“ Wooooop !

He did not
As a matter

Tommy Dodd.
We—we ran into

Gerroft! Wow-ow-ow!"”
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“My hat! What— Oh, great pip!
sitting on Knowles!”

Tommy Dodd jumped up as if he had been
sitting on a red-hot iron.

The three dishevelled Redskins stared at
Knowles in dismay. s

Knowles sat up.

“I—I say, we're awfully sorry, Knowles!”
stuttered Tommy Dodd.

I'm

The prefect gasped for breath. He was
winded.

‘*Sure, we're sorry intoirely, Enowles
darling! We didn't see ye coming!” said
Doyle.

‘ You young scoundrels!”

The breathless prefect glared at them,

*“ Ahem!”

“ Grooh !
downstairs ! spluttered Knowles.
h,ead! Ow, my leg! Yow, my back!
oh!”

“ Are you hurt, Knowles?” asked Tommy
Dodd meekly.

It was really a superfluous question.
Knowles of the Sixth looked as if he were
hurt, and his temper, never good, had suffered
more severely than his limbs.

He staggered to his feet, gasping for breath
and crimson with rage.

“You young rascals?
purpose !”’

“Oh, no, Knowles!”

** Sure, we—"’

‘“ What are you got up like that for?”
roared Knowles.

. ' We—we—we're Red Indians!” stammered
‘Tommy Dodd. ‘“ It’s our play, you know—the

—the ‘ Lily of the Prairie.”

“ You silly young idiots! I'll teach you to
play Red Indians on the staircase!” hooted
Knowles.,

“ We—we weren't really—""

»** Come to my study!”

Knowles strode away savagely, and the three
hapless Comanches followed him, rubbing their
hands in glum anticipation.

- In his study the prefect selected a cane.

*“ Now, you silly ycung dummies!”

“I—I say, Knowles——"

‘‘ Hold out ycur hand, Dodd!”’

Swish! Swish!”

“ Yaroooh !” roared Tommy Dodd, in really
lifelike manner as a Red Indian.

“ Now, Doyle! Now, Cook!”

Swish! Swish! Swish! Swish!

There was a chorus of groans in Knowles’
study. The three Comanches were almost
doubled up.

‘“ And now,” said Knowles savagely, * you
can go and take that foolery off! You were
going to play a Red Indian play—what?”’

“QOw! Yes! Wow!” :

‘“ Well, you're forbidden to do anything
of the sort! You'll put that rubbish away,
and if ever you put it on again I'll warm
you !

‘“ Oh, dear!”

‘“ Now, get out!”

“ I—1 say, Knowles, we—we want to do
our play, you know,” said Tommy Podd, in
dismay. ‘ We—we've spent a good bit of tin
on the costumes—"’

“Get out!”

‘“ But—but can't we go ahead with the
play ?” demanded Tommy Dodd. “ You've
licked us, haven't you? Isn‘t that enough?”

Knowles did not reply in words. He lashed
out with the cane, and the three Red Indians
beat a hasty retreat, with the cane stinging
behind. The Comanche warriors stood not
upon the order of their going, but went at
once, and they did not stop till they were safe
in their own study. i

“Oh crumbs!”’ said Tommy Dodd dismally,
as he sank into a chair. “What a go! The
play’s knocked on the head, after all our
trouble!”

“Oh, rotten! Ail through that Classical
baste coming here and getting scalped!”

“I'd like to scalp Knowles!”

“Oh, what rotten luck!”

And the three Tommies rubbed their -hands
and bemoaned their misfortunes. They knew
that there was no appeal from the prefect’s
sentence. After all their preparations, and
after all their rehearsals, the “Lily of the
Prairie > was destined never to appear.

I'll teach you to bump a prefect
* Oh, my
Oh, oh,

You did that on

o

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Jimmy, Too!

IMMY SILVER came rather breathlessly
into the end study on the Classical
side- of Rookwood. Lovell and Raby
and Newcome stared at him. Jimmy

looked a little untidy, and there were smears
of Red Indjan war-paint upon him—rubbed
oft the Comanches in the tussle.

“Hallo! You look a merry picture!” said

Lovell.
Moderns, instead of fixing up about the
cricket on Saturday?”

“Yes. The asses!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
“They're getting up a Red Indian play, the
duffers! They're going to cut out the Classi-
¢al players, you know.”

“Silly chumps!” said Raby.
touch us in that line!
though—Red Indians!”

“But ‘that isn’t all
over coming away.”

“My hat! Didn’t he skin you?”

“I-didn’t give him time,” grinned Jimmy
Silver, “and I left him mixed up with the
Redskins on the floor.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now, the worry is, will he be satisfied
with taking it out ef Tommy Dodd, or will
he come over heré grousing?”’ said Jimmy.
“You know what a beast Knowles is, and
he’s down on this study, too.”

“Looks to me as if you’re in for it,” said
Newcome comfortingly. “Prefects don’t like
being bumped over by chaps in the Fourth.”

“They can't
Rather a good idea,

I bumped Knowles

“He’ll come over and jaw Bulkeley,” said:

Raby.

Jimmy SiJver was of the same opinion.

Even a good-tempered prefect might have
been annoyed by being floored on the stairs,
and Knowles was not in the least good-
tempered. Moreover, he had old scores
against the end study. That celebrated
study never would be hectored or ragged by
a prefect of the Modern side, and when
Kriowles overstepped his authority in that
direction he found the Fistical Four a hard
nut to crack. o it was not likely that
Knowles would lose this chance.

About a quarter of an hour later Rawson
of the Fourth looked into the end study.
He gave Jimmy Silver a sympathetic look.

“Bulkeley’s sent me for you, Jimmy,” he
said. :

Jimmy groaned.

“Now I've got to go through it, all through
those howling asses playing silly Red
Indians!” growled Jimmy Silver. “Blow
them, and blow Knowles, and blow Bulkeley,
and blow everybody!”

And with that comprehensive remark,
Jimmy Silver left the end study and took
his way dismally to the Sixth Form quarters.

He found Bulkeley, the head prefect of the
g}assical side, in his study, and Knowles with

im.

“Here I am, Bulkeley,” said Jimmy Silver
meekly.

The captain of Rookwood looked at him
frowningly.

“Knowles tells me that you bumped him
over on the Modern side, Silver.”

“Yes; awfully sorry. It was an accident,
of course,” said Jimmy.

“Knowles thinks you did it on purpose.”

“I know he did!” said Knowles savagely.

Jimmy looked steadily at the Modern
prefect. .

“You don't know anything of the sort,
Knowles,” he said, “and I don’t believe you
think so, either. I didn’t see you when I
rushed into you.”

“Silver!” rapped out Bulkeley.

“Well, Knowles is calling me a liar!”
said Jimmy resentfully. “I say it was an
accident !”

“And I say you are lying!” snapped
Knowles. :

“0Oh, cheese it!"”” exclaimed Bulkeley
angrily. “Look here, Silver, I believe it was

an accident, as you say 5o, but you’ve no busi-
ness to he racing downstairs on the Modern
side, and you know it.”

*All right, Bulkeley!”

“As Knowles complains, I shall lick you.
Hold out your hand!”

Jimmy held out his hand, with a grimace.

Swish! ,

“Oh erumbs!®

“Now the other!”

“I—I say, Bulkeley, ain't one enough?”
ventured Jimmy.

“Hold out hand!”

Bulkeley.

Swish !

“Grooogh !** :

“Now you can clear out!” said Bulkeley,
throwing the cane on the table.

Jimmy Silver willingly made for the door.
He had had quite enough. Cecil Knowles
uttered an angry exelamation.

“Is that all he’s going to get, Bulkeley?’’

“Isn't that enough?” growled Bulkeley.

“No, I don’t think so.” 3

“Well, I do think so, considering it was an
accident !”

“T tell you he did it on purpose!”

your thundered

“Have you been roiving with the
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“I've told you I don’t believe anything of
the kind. Cut off, Silver! The matter's
ended, Knowles!? -

Jimmy Silver scuttled out of the study.
Knowles strode away with a frowning brow.
Jimmy returned to the end study, rubbing
his hands dolorously.

“That beast Knowles wants slaughtering,”
he confided to his chums. “He wants boil-

ing'”in oil. He wants garotting! Yow-ow-
ow! ¢ ;

“Had it bad?’ asked Lovell sym-
pathetically. e

“Yow! Yes. And that isn’t all. Knowles

called me a liar!” said Jimmy Silver sulphur-
ously. “And—and I couldn’t very well punch
a ;:refect, could I, with old Bulkeley looking
on?”

“Ha, ha!  No!»

“But I'll make him sit up somehow!” said
Jimmy savagely. “’Tain’t the licking so
much. I did bump the beast over, after all.
But for the cad to call me a liar, jusg
because he’s in the Sixth, and I can’t lick
him—"

“Just like Knowles!”,

“This study is going fo make him sit up!”
said Jimmy resolutely.

“Ahem!” sad Raby doubtfully. “It’s
rather—ahem !—risky, bucking up against a
prefect—especially Knowles!”

“Especially Knowles,” agreed Newcome.

Jimmy Silver sniffed. . -

“He’s not going to insult this study. I teli
you he’s going to sit up. He's only a Modein
cad, anyway. Yow-ow-ow!”

And as Jimmy Bilver was quite determined
on that point, the Co. loyally assented, and
agreed to back him up. But it was not quite
clear how a prefect of the Sixth was to be
made to “sit up,” and even Jimmy Silver had
to confess that, so far, he did not see exactly
how it was to be done.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Tommy Dodd is Equal to the Occasion,
HE three Tommies were looking
lugubrious  when Jimmy  Silver
encountered them the next day. He

2 found Tommy Dodd sparring in the
air, in the quadrangle, at an imaginary face.
Jimmy had quite forgiven the “sealping ”
of the previous day, and he asked the Modern
trio amicably what was the matter.

“If T could only give him one in the eye!”
said Tommy Dodd, with another energetic
drive. into space.

“Who? Not Bootles?”

“No, ass—Knowles?!”

“Licked?” asked Jimmy. “The heast came
over yesterday, and got me a licking !

“Oh, we got that, of course,” said, Tommy
Dodd. “But that isa’t it. The utter cad has
stopped our play!”

“The giddy * Lily of the Prairie '?”’ grinned
Jimmy Silver.

“Yes, the rotter! It was a splendid play.
We wrote it ourselves—"

“Then it must have been a regular corker !’
chuckled Jimmy. ;

“Oh, don’t cackle, you ass! We'd got the
costumes -all ready,” sighed Tommy Dodd.
“I was going to ask Miss Dolly to take the
part of the ‘Lily of the Prairie.’ She'd
have done it like a shot. Lots of us have
been rehearsing. It was coming off next
week, and now that awful beast- has put his
foot down on it!”

Jimmy Silver whistled.

“Dash it all, that’s rather thick even for
Knowles!” he said. “He hasn't any right to
do that!”

“Of course he hasn’t, the rotter! But he's
done it!”

“You could appeal—*

“Oh, old Manders always backs up Knowles.
That’s no good!” 2

“Blest if I wouldn’'t go to the Head!”
said Jimmy. ~

“What's the good? The Head would only
refer us back to Manders.”
~ “H’'m! I suppose he would.”

“It’s knocked on the head,” said Tommy
Dodd savagely. “All our trouble for nothing.
and a ripping play wasted! Costumes and
war-paint all wasted, too. Isn’t it simply
sickening ?**

“Horrid!” agreed Jimmy Silver. “I’H tell
you what could be done, though. Suppose
you hand the play and the costumes over to

0

"Eh?”

“We'll give the play irlstead.  Knowles
can’t interfere with Classical chaps. The
Classical players, of course, would turn the
thing out ever so much better.” & 5
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“You silly ass!”

“You-could form the audience, instead of
the actors. See? Then it would be a suc-
cess, I should say. The acting would be
good.”

“You thumping idiot!"”

“Of course, I should rewrite the piay.”

“What!”

“It would want improving, of course.
you could leave that to me.”

The three Moderns simply glared at Jimmy
Silver. The kind and generous Jimmy was
helping them out of a fix, but the Modern

But

trio did not look very grateful for his
suggestion.
“Oh, bump him!” said Tommy Dodd.

“(Collar the silly Classical ass!”

“Hallo! Hands off!” roared Jimmy. “I'm
only trying to help you out of a difficulty,
you asses—— Oh!”

Bump!

The three Tommies stalked away, leaving
the captain of the Fourth sitting on the
ground. They were fed up with Jimmy's
kind suggestions. p

“Look here,” said Tommy Dodd, as the
three hapless amateur dramatists halted in
Little Quad—“look here, you chaps, we're
not going to stand it!”

“Don't see phwat's to be done, intoirely,”
said Doyle. “We can’t play the play with
Knowles against it.”

“We're going to play’it all the same.”

“Oh, bedad!” ‘

“Without his knowing, of course,” said
Tommy. Dodd hastily. “Of course, we can’'t
exactly back up against Knowles—the beast!
Look here, we can do the rehearsals in the
wood-shed; Knowles won't know anything
about that.”

: “He’s a spying baste,”” said Doyle doubt-
ully.

“We shall have to chance that. I sup-
pose you're game?” growled Tommy Dodd.

“QOh, we're game!” said Cook. “But—but
what about the performance. We can't per-
form the play in the wood-shed and get an
aundience.”

“Nunno!
play?”

“What!"”

“Perform it in the open air, you know,”
said Tommy Dodd. “The weather looks like
keeping fine; we could choose a fine evening,
anyway. The fellows would all come. We
could perform it in the field; and use the old
barn as a dressing-room. Better than a
stufly Form-room, these warm evenings, come
to think of it.”

“Faith, it's a jewel of an idea!” exclaimed
Tommy Doyle enthusiastically. “The Classi-
cals have never had a pastoral play.”

“It will rather take the wind out of their
sails,” remarked Tommy Cook thoughtfully.
“Of course, we can pile it on a bit about the
advantages of a pastoral play—alfresco biz-
ney, and all that—much better than sticking
indoors. No need to explain that it’s because
we can't perform it indoors. Only—only if
Knowles gets to know——""

“He won't.”

“He's jolly sharp, and the fellows may
talk afterwards—"

“Well, if he finds it owt afterwards it
can’t be helped—it will only mean a licking.
If hte_,doesu't find it out before, that’s all

“Good!”

“Only we can’t ask Miss Dolly to take a
part, under the circs. But young Lacy can

What price making it a pastoral

do the ‘Lily of the Prairie.” He's got a
soft-soapy chivvy.”

“Right-ho!”

Much comforted by this really ripping

scheme, the three Tommies proceeded to
inform the rest of the Modern dramatists
of the nmew “wheeze.” And that evening
there was a full-dress rehearsal of the “Lily
of the Prairie,” in the wood-shed-—quite un:
known to Knowles of the Sixth. (i’

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
An Interrupted Performance,

1 S Shakespeare says——" :
“Oh, bother Shakespeare!”
“As Shakespeare says,” repeated
Jimmy Silver serenely, “to rag or
not to rag, that is the question.” 3

“Did Shakespeare say that, you ass?”
~“Well, something like it. That's the ques-
tion, anyway, It's a glorious opportunity
of ragging those. Modern bounders. But
there’s a but—"

It was Saturday afternoon. There was no
match that afternoon, and Tommy Dodd &
Co. had devoted the half-holiday to a matinee
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performance of that great Red Indian play,
the “Lily of the Prairie.”

The matter was being kept very dark from
Knowles. Rehearsals had been gone through
successfully, and all was ready. The idea
of an open-air performance had caught on,
and the Comanches of Rookwood were cer-
tain of a good audience, both Modern and
Classical.

The Fistical Four were going; but then
Jimmy Silver propounded the query, in semi-
Shakespearean language—to rag or not to
rag.

“It won't be much of a success, anyway,
the way those Modern duffers act,” objected
Newcome.

“Not likely. But we'll help all we can,”
said Jimmy Silver generously. “We haven't
made Knowles sit up yet, you know. This
is up against Knowles, so we're backing
them up.”

“Oh, all right!” -

The Fistical Four started for the
dezvous, therefore, in peaceable mood.

Quite a little army arrived in the field
where the Modern players were making their
preparations.

The “stage ” had been chalked off on the
greensward, and the cast were in the barn
making up. Crowds of juniors sprawled or
sat in the grass, and there was a cheer
when three Comanche warriors came out of
the barn and the play began, *

The “Lily of the Prairie” had been
specially written by Tommy Dodd, with the
aid of his two chums, and they were satis-
fied that it was a first-rate play. It seemed
to consist chiefly of rushing, charging, yelling,
and brandishing tomahawks. There was not

ren-

much dialogue, but there was plenty of
action.
“Awful rot, begad!" Townsend of the

Fourth remarked to Peele with a yawn:
“Rotten!” agreed Peele.
“Bravo!” shouted Jimmy Silver.
Tommy Dodd was holding the stage, and his
voice boomed out in a telling speech.

“Bind the trembling paleface to the
torture-stake! Let him die the death of a
dog! TUgh! I have spoken!”

“Bravo !”

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Lovell suddenly.
as he glanced round. “Knowles!” :

“What?”

“Look !”

Jimmy Silver looked round.

Knowles of the Sixth, with Catesby, was
crossing the field: by a footpath in the dis-
tance. Jimmy Silver saw the bully of the
Sixth glance round towards the crowd
gathered about the barn.

“What rotten luck for Tommy !” murmured
Jimmy. “The beast has spotted them.”

“He's coming!” said Oswald.

Knowles was striding towards the scene.
He had a walking-cane under his arm, and
he let it slip into his hand. Catesby followed
him, grinning.

The Redskins sighted him suddenly, and
the ferocious Comanches, who were binding
Towle of the Fourth to the torture-stake,
ceased and stared at him in dismay.

“ Knowles!"” stuttered Tommy Dodd.

¢ Oh, crumbs!”’

Knowles shoved his way roughly through
the audience, and came on the greensward
stage, his brows contracted and his eyes glit-
tering.

There was a buzz of indignation from the
audience.

¢ Get off the stage, Knowles!”

¢ Clear off, you beastly bully!”

“ Kick him out!"

Knowles took no notice of those remarks.
He fixed his eyes wupon the dismayed
Comanches.

“ So you're playing the fool, after what I
told you?” he rapped out,

‘“ Look here, Knowles, you've no right to
interfere with our play!”’ mumbled the chief
of the Comanches. -

‘ Which are you—Dodd, I suppose?”’ said
Knowles.

The juniors werée quite unrecognisable in
their war-paint and feathers.

¢“I—I—I'm Thundering Bull, the chief of
the Comanches!"

“ I'll give you Thundering Bull, you ysung
idiot ! I distinctly told you you were not to
play this nonsense !"”

** Mind your own business, Knowles !** yelled
Sitting Tiger, otherwise Tommy Cook.

“Turn the baste out, prefect or no prefect !
howled Black Buffalo, alias Tommy Doyle.

Knowles scowled.

‘ Stop this at once!” he said. “ All of you
clear off immediately ! I'll help you to start!”
¢ Yow-ow-ow! Yarooooh'!”

Knowles brought his cane into action.

Lash, lash, lash! |

The Redskins dodged wildly. Never had a
war-party of Comanches been put to such
sudden and ignominious rout.

Theres were Indignant hoots, mingled with
vells of laughter, from the audience. Red-
skins were fleeing in all directions, and
iﬁr}gwles of the Sixth was left master of the

eld.

“Now, clear off, you young rascals!” ex-
claimed Knowles, waving his canec at the
audience.

“We'll suit ourselves about that!" satd
Jimmy $ilver independently. “ We're not
under your rotten orders, you Prussian!”

Knowles gritted his teeth, and looked in-
clined to begin on-the Fistical Four. But he
refrained. They were quite ready for trouble.
The Modern part of the audience cleared off
at his order; they had no choice. The
Classicals stood their ground to show their
independence. There was nothing else to stand
their ground for, for the play was at an end.

The “Lily of the Prairie” had come to
a sudden and unexpected conclusion. There
was weeping and wailing and gnashing of teeth
among the braves of the Comanche tribe.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver’s Great Wheeze.

{3 OTTEN !”
““ Better luck next time!"
¢ Can’t be helped!” -

Thus said Jimmy Silver & Co. com-

fortingly. -
The Fistical Four were entertaining Tomm

Dodd & Co. to tea in the end study, after
that ignominious conclusion of the great' Red-
skin drama. The three Tommies were in a
state of fury and exasperation that conld
hardly be expressed in words. Their feelings
towards Knowles of the Sixth were simply
Hunnish.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were comforting them'*

with saveloys and -ham and tongue, and jam
and cake. They were deeply sympathetic, and
they agreed that Knowles of the Sixth ought
to be hanged, drawn, quartered, boiled in
oil, and scragged and bumped. The unfortu-
nate thing was that none of these richly-
merited punishments could be bestowed on
the iniquitous Knowles.

 The beast was actually laughing over it!"
said Tommy Dodd, with breathless wrath and
indignation. ‘I heard him, laughing over it
with Catesby and Frampton! Laughing, the
beast ! :

“ We'll give him something else to laugh
about if—if—if we get a chance!” mumbled
Tommy Cook.

“ 1 feel jolly well inclined to go for him,
and chance it!"” growled Doyle.

Jimmy Silver was thinking deeply. It was
clear that the bully of the Sixth had fairly
overstepped the line, and that his latest
tyranny was not to be stood. True, it was

-the Modern juniors who were his viectims. But

Jimmy was deeply indignant on their account,
and he had still his own score against Knowles
unpaid. Jimmy was thinking hard.

“ What price giving him a jolly
hiding ?"" he asked at last.

“ Nothing I'd like better!” snapped Dodd.

good

¢ But I don't want to be expelled from Rook-

wood, thanks all the same!”

¢ Suppose he didn't know who did it?"

‘““Eh? Hasn't he eyes, fathead?”’

“I've got an idea!”

¢ Oh, your Classical ideas!” said Tommy
Dodd disparagingly.

“ Faith, and let's hear it intoirely!” said
Doyle. “Sure, I'd do_ anythin' to get even
with the baste! Go ahead, Jimmy darling!"”

“It came into my head,”” said Jimmy
modestly. ¢ Knowles didn't know which was
which when he tackled you to-day in your war-
paint and stuff, and if you hadn't spoken he
couldn't have told. Well, of course, it
wouldn't do for three chaps to go for Knowles
and wallop him, as he's a prefect. But sup-
pose Thundering Bull and Sitting Tiger and
Blaﬁl}(l Buffalo dropped into his study—""

“ph o

“And larruped him.”

“Great Scott!”

“Then he wouldn't know who'd done it, and
everything in the garden would be lovely,”
concluded Jimmy Silver.

Tommy Dodd gave him a withering look.

“You howling ass! 'You crass Classical
duffer! Wouldn't he know it was us at once
from the costumes? Do you think he’'d fancy
that Rookwood had been invaded by real
Comanches ?’*

“That's the idea,” said Jimmy Silver. “Of
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With a grasp on his thick hair, Tommy Dodd bent Jimmy Silver
a chap?”’ he said thoughtfully.

’s head forward forcibly,
‘Do you mind where it comes off, Silver ? **

“How do you scalp
(See page 14.)

course, Knowles would know 2t once that it
was you three.”

“Well, you howlin' ass,” said Doyle, “if
hie’d know at once it was us three, what's
the good of puttin’ ¢ the war-paint to
disguise us?”

“But suppose you three were

Mr. Manders at the same tiue-

“Eh$”

“Then you could prove an alibi.”

“Wha-a-at?”?

“You could prove that you were under
detention, doing maths, or scire rot. That
would see you through.”

“You <cackling duffer! How could we raid
Knowles in his study if we were doing mathe-
matics in the Form-room?” shrieked Tommy
Dodd. ;

“Your poor old Modern brain can't work
it out,” said Jimmy Silver compassionately.
“Can’t any other chap put on war-paint?”

“Ohi”

detained by
s

“That’s the wheeze. When three Red
Indians collar him in his study . and mop
him up, Knowles will know it’s yon three.
But if you prove you were under detention
at the time it will be all right for you.. And
as for the chaps it really was, Knowles won't
know them' from Adam.” :

“Oh, my hat!»

“You leave the Redskin rig in your study.
Some. young rascals sneak in and collar it
and put it on.
that if you're under detenticn in the Form-
room at the time.” :

“Ha, ha,-ha!”

Lovell rubbed his hands. £

“What a thumping wheeze! Why, it's as
safe as houses! I'm going to be cne of the
party. I'll take a cricket-stump!”’

“Better make it a tomahawk,” grinned.

You can’t possibly prevent |

Yommy Dodd. “You can lick a fellow with
a tomahawk.”

“Well, what do you think of .the idea?”
asked Jimmy Silver.

“ Ripping!”’

“Topping !**

“Sure, it’s a broth av a boy ye are, Jimmy
darling ! =

There was 2 howl of merriment in the end
study, Oswald and Rawson looked in to in-
quire what was the matter. They joined in
the howl when they were told.

“Better not let it go any further, though,”
said Oswald. “You-don’t want it to leak out.
It means a flogging at least.”

“Mum’s the word,” agreed Jimmy Silver.

Amid many chuckles the juniors proceeded
to discuss the plan. And when the three
Tommies left the end study after tea they
departed in great spirits and on the best of
terms with their old rivals, the Classicals.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
On the Warpath,

succeeded in surprising most of the
Form.
second

N_ Monday afterncon, in the Fourth |
() Form-room, Tommy Dodd & Co.

lesson that afternoon was
E h, which the Moderns shared with the
lassicals. Mousieur. Monceau was very
yular at Rookwood, but that afternoon
the three Tommies. amused . themselves by
pulling his leg in the. most exasperating
manner.

Mossoo was a patient gentleman, but his
patience had limits. When an ink-ball caught
him behind the ear Mossoo’s anger boiled.

“Dodd, Deyle, Cook!” he snapped.

“Yes

¢s, Mossoo!”

“You throw zem sings about, isn’t it?”

“Abem! Sorry, sir!” =

“I zink zat you sall learn to keep ze ordair
in ze class, isn’t it?” said Monsieur Monceau.
“You are zhree bad boys. You will stay in
for two hours aftair ze class, and write out
French verbs viz you.”

“Oh, sir!”

“I speaks te your Form-master, and he see
zat you sall be detained, n’est-ce-pas? Per-
haps zat lesson will be good for you.”

The three Tommies looked submissively
sorrowful.

They were not specially keen on French
verbs; but if Mossoo had only known it, they
had been planning to get detained that after-
noon.

When the Fourth Form marched out after
lessons, the three Tommies remained behind,
with lugubrious looks, to grind at French
vérbs. ‘Mr, Bootles eame in and spoke to
them: seriously. = -

“Monsieur Monceau complains of your con-
duct very seriously,” said Mr. Bootles, with
a frowa. “I am surprised at you!”

“Oh, sir!” murmured the three.
= “You' are detaied for two hours.

I shall

 expect you to write out the whole of the

four conjugations in every mood and tense.”
+*“Tare-an’ ’ouus!_” murmured Tommy Doyle,
' Don’t, utter. ridieulous ejaculations, Doyle!

| And if you quit this room before your deten-

tion expires, I ghall ;punish you severely.”
*Oh, sir, we wouldn’t!” said Tommy Dodd
meekly.  Certainly the three young rascals
had no intention of doing that.
*“ Mind you do not!” said Mr. Bootles
severely. ““I shall, in fact, keep an eye on
the Form-room, and if I find that you have
broken detention—-—""
THE PENNY PoPULAR.—No, 77.
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Mr. Bootles did not finish. He left it to
the imagination of the detained juniors what
awful things would happen in that case.

The Form-master went out, and closed the
door hard, and the three Moderns grinned at
one another. - 8

“ Not a giddy suspish!" said Tommy Dodd.
“I wonder what Bootles would think if he
knew he's helping us to prove an alibi?”

‘ Ha, ha! Poor old Mossoo! It was rather
a shame to worry him!"” grinned -Cook.

“ Never mind. We'll please him with the
way we do these rotten verbs, and butter him
up afterwards,” said Tommy Dodd.

And the detained juniors started industri-
ously upon the four conjugations.
_dlMeanwhile Jimmy Silver & Co. were not
idle.

Having seen Knowles of the Sixth on the
cricket-field, they strolled over to the Modern
side, and slipped into Tommy Dodd’s study.
Knowles was pretty certain to remain half
an hour at the cricket, so they had plenty

© of time.

The costumes of Thundering Bull, Sitting
Tiger, and Black Buffalo were ready in the
study, with the necessary grease-paints,

Jimmy Silver locked the door. Then Jimmy,
Lovell, and Raby proceeded to don the Red-
skin costumes.

Newcome helped them to make up.

It was not so necessary to look like Redskins
as to conceal every trace of their own identity,
and Newcome laid the paint on thick.

With coppery complexions, and darkened
eycbrows, and war-paint of red and yellow
in bars across their faces, the merry
Classicals were not likely to be recognised.

When the transformation was complete, they
surveyed themselves in the glass with many
chuckles,

“My only hat!” sald Jimmy Silver. * My
cnly Aynt Sempronia wouldn't know me now,
I fancy!”

_“Knowles won’t, that's a cert!" grinned
Lovell.

 About time Knowles eame in, I should say.
Cut off and get an eye on the cad, Newcome!”

Newcome hurried out to sccut. =

He returned in a few minutes, grinning.

‘ Knowles is coming in. He'll be in in a
eouple of ticks."”

“ Good!"

“ We've got to catch him alone,” said Raby.

“ Keep an eye open, Newcome, and let's
nave the news.”

Newcome stationed himself on the stairs
overlooking the senior passage below. Most
of the fellows were on the playing-fields, and
the passages were deserted. The avengers had
chosen their time well.

Knowles of the Sixth came in, stopped a
few minutes chatting with Catesby in the
passage, and then went to his study.

As soon as the door had closed on him
Newcome hurried back to Tommy Dodd's
quarters with the news.

“ Good egg!” said Jimmy Silver. * Now
get down fo the lower stairs, and whistle when
the coast’s quite clear. We're ready!”

Jimmy and Lovell and Raby waited anxiously
for Newcome's whistle. It was heard in a
few minutes.

: “lCome on!" said Thundering Bull breath-
essly.

The three amateur Redskins hurried out of
the study, and scuttled down the stairs to
the senior passage. In a few seconds they
were at Knowles’ door. >

Jimmy did not pause to knock.

He hurled the door cpen, and with a rush
the three Redskins entered the study, Jimmy
slamming the door behind him.

Newcome grinned, and strolled away to the
ericket-field. He was finished on the Modern
side. The rest remained in the hands of
Jimmy Silver & Co.

-——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In the Hands of the Redskins. !
ECIL KNOWLES was seated in his
armchair, smoking a cigarette ‘after
his' cricket practice—one ‘of {he
pleasant little customs of the Sixth.

He started to his feet as his door was hurled
open, hastily concealing the cigarette in the
palm of his hand.

He stared blankly as three raging Redskins
bundled in, and one of them slammed the door
and locked it.

The bully of the Sixth could scarcely believe
his eyes.

He had licked Tommy Dodd & Co., and
sternly forbidden any more Redskin business,
and here were the Redskins invading his own

‘THE PENNY PoPULAR.—No. 77.

“Knowles,

study as truculently as real Comanches on the
warpath !

‘““ You cheeky young sweeps!” roared
greatly incensed. ‘“ What the
thunder do you mean?”’

‘“Ugh!” grunted the - three Comanche
braves. :

“Dodd, you young scoundrel! My hat!
Hands off! Are you mad? Why—what——
Yah! Oh!" stuttered Knowles, as the three
Redskins simply hurled themselves upon him.

The astounded prefect went to the floor
with a crash.

He gave a wild howl as the cigarette slipped
up his sleeve, It was painful. But the Red-
skins did not even notice it. They sprawled
over Knowles, pinning him down on his back
on the study carpet.

Knowles waa too astounded to struggle for
a moment. Then he began to resist violently.

‘“ You young hounds!" he panted. * You'll
be flogged for this—sacked, you young villains !
Dodd, Doyle, Cook Groogh!  Gerroff !
Will you get off, you young demons? I'll
report this te the Head! Yaroooh !
Gurrrrrgh!”’

Knowles' voice died away, as a rag was
shoved into his mouth, choking his utter-
ance. -

He struggled furiously, hut the three
sturdy juniors were too much even for the
big Sixth-Former—much too much.

Thundering Bull had a knee planted on his
chest, Black Buffalo was grasping his wrists
and holding them together, and Sitting Tiger
was trampling recklessly on his legs.

The three Redskins did not speak.

They did not intend to give the prefect a
chance of recognising their voices. But the
astounded and enraged Knowles had no
doubt at all about their identity. He did
not doubt for a moment that the three
Tommies were taking vengeance for the
“mucked-up ” play in this reckless mannper.

“Ugh!” grunted Thundering Bull. And that
was all he said. The three Comanches wisely
confined their remarks to that guttural
ejaculation.

Knowles resisted, striving to spit the gag
out of his mouth and yell for help. But
a coppery fist drove the gag farther in,
and he could only splutter and gurgle.

Thundering Bull jerked a cord from under
his blanket, and fastened it round the pre-
fect’s wrists as Black Buffalo held them
together.

The cord was knotted tightly, and then/

Knowles was helpless.

His hands secured, Thundering Bull fas-
tened a second cord round his ankles with
deft fingers, knotting it very securely.

Then the three Redskins rose, panting a
little, and executed a war-dance of triumph
round the prefect as he lay gurgling on his
back.

Knowles' face was black with fury.

That any juniors should venture to. handle
a prefect of .the Sixth in this outrageous
manner was astounding! Knowles could
hardly believe that it was not a fearsome
nightmare.

But he soon had painful proof that it was
real.

The war-dance over, the Redskins collared

him and turned him over on his face. Then
Sitting Tiger sat on his head, and Black
Buffalo on his legs, and Thundering Bull

picked up a cane from the table.

Knowles heard the swish of the cane in
the air, and thrilled
apprehension.

Often enough he had bestowed that cane
upon hapless juniors. Knowles was much
given to the use of the cane, stretching
his authority as a prefect to its utmost
limits in that direction. Now his own turn
had come, though he could scarcely bhelieve
that the juniors would have the audacity
to thrash him. But he soon discovered that
they had.

The cane rose in the air, and came down
with a tremendous cut.

Lash!

Knowles wriggled and gurgled. But he
could do mnothing more. Gurgling, and
wriggling, and writhing were all he had a

and shuddered with

- chance to do.

Swish, swish. swish, swish!

Thundering Bull was evidently a vengeful
Redskin. He laid on the lashes as if he
were beating carpet. :

Swish, swish, swish! <

The strugeling, wriggling, writhing, gurgling
prefect had to take his medicine—and he
took it.

Twenty times the cane descended, with all
the force of Thundering Bull's strong arm,

and by that time Knowles, Sixth-Former as
he was, was almost reduced to tears.

Then the Redskin broke the cane into
halves, and tossed them into the fender. That
cane, at all events, was to administer no
further castigation to hapless Modern fags.
Knowles, white with pain and rage, wriggled
over and glared at the avengers. But the
Comanches were not finished yet.

Knowles tried to dodge as Thundering Rull
picked up the inkpot from the table. But
he could not escape. The ink swamped down
over his head and face, and ran down inside
his collar. Knowles’ white, furious face was
suddenty transformed into Central Afriean
blackness.

Then Thundering Bull opened the study

' cupboard, and took out a pot of jam and

a dish of butter.

Butter and jam were mixed with a merei-
less hand.
t‘Knowles gurgled faintly under the inflic-
ion.

The three Redskins exchanged grins as they
looked at the bound Sixth-Former. writhing
in ink and butter and jam.

Thundering Bull unlocked the door, and
opened it a few inches, and peered into the
passage. Then he made a sign to his braves,
and the three of them slipped from the study,
closing the door bhehind them.

Knowles remained on the floor of his study,
wriggling, unable to speak or call out, and
with feelings too deep for utterance, even if
he could have spoken.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Not Guilty !

13 REAT pip!”
Catesby of the Sixth uttered that
astounded ~ exclamation as he

looked into Knowles’' study about
twenty minutes later. Catesby had been ex-
pecting Knowles to tea, and as he had not
come, Catesby had come to look for him.
He stared at the wriggling, buttery, inky,
and jammy figure on the floor in amazement
and consternation.

“M-m-my only hat!” gasped Catesby.

“Gerroooh!” came in a faint mumble from
the fearsome form.

“Is—is that you, Knowles?”

“Grooh !”

“What's the matter?-
Why don't you speak?”

“Gr-r-r-r-r!”

Catesby discerned at last that the unhappy
prefect was gagged, and he_ stooped over
him, and removed the rag from his mouth.
Knowles gasped and choked.

“Cut me loose! Cut me loose! I'll half
kill them! I'l-I'l—- Don’t stand staring
there, you dummy! Get me loose!” Knowles’
voice rose to a shrick. “Will you get these
cords oft, you fool?”

“Who did this?” gasped Catesby.

“Dodd and Doyle and Cook.
them pay for it. Get me loose!”

“Oh, great Scott!”

Catesby found a knife, and cut the cords.
Knowles staggered to his feet. He made
a rush to the door.

“I—I say, are you going out like that?”
stuttered Catesby. “I shouldn’t.”

Knowles paused. He made for his wash-
stand instead. Certainly he was in no state
to appear in public.

With savage haste, he swamped water into
the basin, and began to wash away the
ink, the butter, and the jam. Cateshy
watched him with a lurking grin. From his
point of view, the matter had its humorous
side.

Knowles towelled away savagely, when
most of the mixture was off. He did not
stay to get it all off. His hair was still very
greasy and inky. But he could not wait for
vengeance. .

“Well, this takes the cake!” said Cateshy.
“Do you mean to say that three kids in the
Fourth handled you like that?”

“I'll make them suffer for it!”

“Blest if I can understand it! It means
a flogging for them if you go to the Head.”

“They may have thought I shouldn't know
them, as they were in that Red Indian
foolery. But, of course, I knew them.”

“Silly young asses! It wasn't hard to
guess, as that rubbish belongs to them,”
said Catesby. “Better go to the Head—"

Knowles paused a moment. He was long-
ing to thrash the three delinquents with a
cricket-stump. But Catesby's advice was
good. A public flogging for the offenders
was more severe; indeed, it was possible that

(Continued on page 20.)
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I'll make
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Dr. Chisholm would expel them for such an
attack on a prefect. He nodded.

“I'l go to the Head!” he slid.
the young secundrels with me.”

He ran out of the study, and up to Tommy
Dodd’s room. In the armchair in Tommy
Dodd’s study lay the Redskin costumes, and
a large tin basin showed where the juniors
had washed off their complexions.. But there
was ne one in the study.  Knowles left it
again. and ran downstairs and out of the
house. He caught Leggett by the ear in the
quad.

“Have you seen Dodd
Doyle?” he panted.

“Ow! They're detained in the Form-room.”

Knowles dashed away into the School
House. Evidently the young raseals had
broken detention to play that triek on him.
He reached the Fourth Form room, and
glared in. The three Tommies were seated
at -their desks, -assiduously writing out
French verbs. They looked up at Knowles.

“Come with me!” shouted the prefect.

Tommy Dodd shook his head.

“Sorry, Knowles—can't! We're detained.”

“Follow me to the Head at once”

“Well, if you make a point of it,” yawned
Tommy Dodd, “you’'ll have to explain to
Mr. Bootles.”

- Knowlés, trembling with rage, led the way.
The three Tommies followed him calmly.
Knowles tapped at the Head’s door, and
entered, followed by the trio. Dr. Chisholm
glaneed with strong disapproval at the pre-

“I'1l take

and Cook _and

{ severely punished.

“What is the matter, Knowles?” he asked
icily.

“I have to report these juniors, sir. They
attacked me in my study, bound me hand and
foot, lashed me with a cane, and smothered
me with ink and butter!” panted Knowles.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed the Head. He
fixed his eyes on the three juniors. “Have
you anything to say?” he demanded sternly.

“Only that we didn’t do it, sir,” said
Tommy Dodd meekly. “We've been detained
ever since lessons, sir, and haven't left the
Form-room.” -

“He is lying, sir!” howled Knowles. “They
came into my study disguised as Red
Indians——*’

“What!” ejaculated the Head.

“Theatrical costumes, sir, that they have
used in a play.”

“Oh, T understand!”’

“These costumes belong to them. 1 knew
them at once, however. [ had occasion to
punish them last week, and they have done
this out of revenge.”

“Whoever has done it, Knowles, shall be
These juniors, however,
declare that they bad been under detention
since lessons.”

“Certainly, sir!” said the three Tommies
in chorus. :

“Somebody may have sneaked into my
study, and borrowed the theatrical eostumes,
sir,” said Tommy Dodd demurely. “Of course,
we couldn’t keep an eye on our property while
we were detained.”

“Naturally you could not,” assented the
Head. “I presume you have proof that you
were in the Form-room at the time?”

“Mr. Bootles knows, sir.”

“Go and request Mr. Bootles to step here,
Dodd.”

Tommy Dodd left the study, and returned
with the Fourth-Form master. .

“Mr. Bootles, Knowles accuses these juniors
of assaulting him. When was it, Knowles?’’

“A quarter of an hour ago, sir.”

“They declare that they were under deten-
tion in the ¥orm-room.”’

“Knowies is making a mistake,” said Mr.
Bootles qrily. “The hoys have not left the
Form-room since lessons. I have been keep-
ing them under observation.”

“You are sure of that, Mr. Bootles?”

“Absolutely certain, sir!”

Dr. Chisholm turned to the prefect.

“That settles the matter, Knowles, so far
as these juniors are concerned. You may go.
my boys. Apparently, Knowles, some other
boys borrowed the theatrical costumes be
longing to Dodd. You have made a very
hasty accusation, Knowles; and but for the
mere accident that those three juniors hap-
pened to be under detention, a very serious
injustice might have been done. If you dis-
eover the real culprits, you may report them
to me.”

Knowles did not speak; he could not. He
almost staggered from the study. Even
Knowles had to admit that the three Tommics
were innocent; and as to who the culprits
were, that was a mystery. It might have
been any three juniors at Rookwood;
Knowles was not popular. He left the School
House witu a face white with fury; and three
cheery juniors watched him go irom the
window of the ¥orm-reom, and chuckled in
merry chorus.

- . . . . ‘ .

Kncwles did not iet the matter rest. But
he had to drop it at last. The three
Comanches who nad gone on the warpath so
effectively remained nnknown. All Knowles
knew was thut they were not the three
Tommies. Knowles had to swallow his wrati
the best he could. But® for a long time
afterwards Jimmy Silver & Co. chortled glee-
fully over the adventure of the Rookwood
Redskins.

THE END.

(Another grand complete story of Jimwmy
Silver & Co. next week, entitled: ** Jimmy
Silver’s Triumph !’ Ovder your copy EARLY.)
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M EA D ge'f:'.' :Bcgan;f gﬁt’m‘ﬁ'@ﬁ'ﬂl

STAMPS FREE OBANGUI - CHARE- TCHAD, China, Ceylon, JAMAICA WAR
. STAMP, Malaysia, DECCAN, Bohemia, ALEXANDRIA
LEVANT, Tiansvaal, NIGERIA, Jamaica, Morocco, Travancore, MAURITIUS, PORT
SAID, PERSIA, REUNION. My '* GENUINE FREE PACKET” containing all these
stanips, will be sent to all who enclose 3d. for postage and packing. Best Mounts 7d.
per 1,000, post free. 50 PORTUGUESE COLONIALS 1/6 post free. 50 FRENCH
COLONIALS 1/6 post free. ~WICTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCK.

Big Bargainsin

CHOCOLATE CLUBS.

Spare time Agents Wanted, Good remuneration. No
Qutlay. Best makes only supplied. Particulars free.
SAMUEL DRIVER, South Market, Hunslet Lane, Leeds.

Raincoats, Trenchcoats,

a a @ ue Boots, Shoes, Cutlery, Cose
tumes, Rings, Watches, ete.,

P t on easy terms, 30/- worth, 5/ monthly ;
0 S 60/- worth, 10/- monthly, ete. Write for
Free Catalogue and Order Form. Foreign

F orders cash onlyy. MASTERS, Ltd.,
ree. 6, Hope Stores, RYE. (Estd, 1869,)
MY HEIGHT IS 6FT. 3INS.

Increase YOUR height by the ROSS SYSTEM,

BE TALL price 7/8, complete. Particulars 2d. stamps.

P. ROSS, 16, Langdale Road, Scarborough.

CUT THIS OUT

“The Penny Popular,” PEN COUPON

Yalue 2d,

Send this coupon with P.(i‘for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen Co., -

119, Fleet St., London, E.C. 4. In return you will receive (post free) a

- splendid British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6. If
Fou save 12 further eoupons. each will count as 2d. off the price; 0 you may
send 13 coupons and only 3/-. 3ay whether you want a fine, medium, or broad
nib. This greai offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the
PENNY POPULAR readers. (Foreign postage extra.) Satisfaction guaranteed
or cash returned. Special Safety Model, 2/- extra.

are often ignored and looked down upon. Tall people
receive favourable consideration and atteation in
every-walk of life. By my easy, scientific, and safe
method you can grow several inches taller. Many
people have added 1iin. to 4in. to their height by
My System. Write at once for FREE particulars,
mentioning Penny Popular.

Address: Inquiry “N" Dept., 51, Charch Street,
3 South Shore, Blackpool.

PHOTO POSTCARDS, 1/3 doz.. 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, 8d.
ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE AND SAMPFLES
FREE. HACKETT'S, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL,

Illusions, ete.—Parcels 2/8,

MAG[C TRICK 9 and 10/6. Sample Trick,

T. W. HARRISON, 230, Pentonville Road, London, N. 1.

5/8,
1/~

"6k GURLY HA'R! n ;Ey bristles were made curly in a few days,”

rites R. Welch.- “OURLIT ™ carls straightes
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