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8 The Cold Shoulder!’®’

STIRRING STORY OF THE ROOCKWOOD SCOUTS!

A School Tale You Must Nof Misg——

THE ROOKWOOD DOG HUNT!

An Amusing, Long, Complete Story of JIMMY SILVER & CO. and TOMMY
DODD & CO. of Rocokwood School.

By OWEN CONQUEST. ' =

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver to the Rescue.

g 1SS DOLLY was erying.

*  Jimmy Silver could cmrcelv be-
lieve his eyes at first. He paused
by the gate of the Head's private

garden and looked over.

There was no doubt about it.

The headmaster’s daughter was crying.

Jimmy Silver looked nonplussed. He did
not see Miss Dolly very often, but, like all
the juniors at Rookwood, he ndmircd her
very much. Miss Dolly was some ifew
months younger than Jimmy Silver, and, as
a rule, she was light-hearted and sunny-
tempered. Jimmy wondered what was the
matter, and whether he could do anything
to help, or whether he had better sneak
away quietly and pretend he hadn't seen
anything.

He was greatly concerned. But thouvh
generally equal to any emergency, Jlmm\
was at a loss at this crisis. In a rag with
the Bagshot bounders or a raid on the
Modern Side at Rookwood, in a *jape " upon
unpopular seniors, Jimmy - Silver was *“all
there.” But feminine tears constituted a
problem he did not feel equal to solving.

Before he could decide what to.do Miss
Dolly caught sight of him. Then it was too
late to retreat, so Jimmy Silver raised his
cap and hlu‘xhcd

*What’s the matter, Miss Dolly?” he asked
timidly.

Jimmy felt that it must exercise a de-
pressing effect upon the girl to live in the
same house as that awful personage, the
Head. Perhaps the Head had spoken to
her in what Lovell of the Fourth called his
four-point-seven voice. = If so, Jimmy could
sympathise. He, too, had listened to the
Head’s four-point-seven, and quaked at the
sound.

“Oh dear!” said Miss Dolly, dabbing at
her cyes with a little lace handkerchief.
“What ever shall I do?”

“J—T shouldn’t mind, if I were you!" vea-
tured Jimmy encouragingly. “He isn't as
bad as he sounds, you know.”

Miss Dolly stared.

“Who isn’'t?” she asked.

“The Head, you know.”

“The Head! My father?”

“Yes. His bark’s really worse
bite, vou know,” encouraged Jimmy.

To his surprise Miss Delly looked decidedly
wrathy.

“How dare you speak of my father like
that!” she exclaimed.

“Oh!”  Jimmy Silver was taken aback.
He had felt sure he was on the right track.
“ Hasn't—hasn’t he heen ragging _\'ou?"

“You ridiculous boy!”

“0Oh!” murmured Jimmy, much discouraged.
Apparently it was not the Head's four-point-
seven voice after all, that was the éause of
the trouble. "Sorry 11 say, is it your
goxernoss” If she’'s bheen jawing 22

“What !"

“Nagging, T mean!” said Jimmy hastily.
“T'll tell you what, ]\Iiss Dolly. If she jaws
—I mean, nags—that is to say, t‘\lk<—we'll
put some crackers in her ha

*You bad boy !”

“0Oh, my hat!” Jimmy was on the wrong
track nga'm. “I—I say, Miss Dolly, will you
have some of this toffee?”

He held up a chunk of toffee temptingly.
There were two pen-nibs and a fragment of
sealing-wax adhering to the toffee, but in
the confusion of the moment Jiminy Silver
did not observe that. Miss Dolly did.

“Thank you, I won't!” said Miss Doliy. her
face dimpling~for a moment into a smile.
“Toffee won't bring hack Fido.”

“Fido!” repeated Jimmy Silver.

“He is lost!”* The tears flowed afresh.
stnlen My poor little Fido!”

“That little fat. pink-eyed—""

“He wasn’t fat!”
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than his

“Or

“Ahem! I mean plump little, beautiful,
white dog!” said Jimmy Silver hurriedly.

Miss Dolly nodded.

“Yes, and he is lost.
shall never see him again.
nobody to find him for me!”

“Oh, don't say that!”’ said Jimmy Silver.
“I-TI'll find him!”

It was a generous offer, made on the spur
of the moment. ¥ow on earth he was to
find the missing Fido Jimmy Silver hadn't
the faintest idea. But beauty in distress
touched his heart. Jimmy had never been a
squire of dames. But to dry Miss Dolly’s
tears he would have gone through fire and
water. 2

Miss Dolly brightened up a little.

“Will you really?” she exclaimed.

“Yes, rather!”

“Tommy Dodd said he would find him,”
said Miss Dolh mournfully. “But he hasn't
found him.’

Jimmy Silver sniffed.

“That Modern bounder! You see, those
Modern hounders can’t do anything. Tommy
Dodd couldn’t find a lost elephant, even if
it .were under his nose. I'll tell you what,
Miss Dolly. If you won't cry any more, 1'll
call out the Rookwood scouts this afternoon,
and we'll have Fido in next to no time.”

“Tommy Dodd's going to call out the

Poor little Fido! I
And there is

“Tommy Dodd’s an ass!”
‘Hom funny!” said Miss Dollv, dimpling
agai

Lh' What's funny?”

“Tommy Dodd said you were an ass!”

“Did he?”’ roared Jimmy Silver in a voice
that strongly resembled the celebrated four-
point-seven tones of the Head.

“And he said 1 was to leave it to him, be-
enuse if I asked anv Classical duffers to
find Fido, he would get lost more than ever.”

“The—the—the »? Jimmy Silver gasped.
‘That .was only Modern swank, Miss Dolly.
411 these Modern bounders ought to be
1cked, from the head prefect to the smallest
if the Head had the brains of a bunny
.xlyhxt—

“What!” £
“1—I—I mean—that is—ahem !—you know—
th!-——yes—I——"" Jimmy Silvér grew quite a
little incoherent. “I—I mean the Head has
more brains than a ton of bunny rabbits.
Bqt about t,hz\t dog b

“I think

“We'll find him, '\Il:s Dolly,” said Jimmy
confidently. “We'll track him down this
afternoon. Where did you lose him?”

“The gate was left open, and he ran inte
the guadrangle. Then he vanished, so he
must have gone out into the road, I suppose.
1 have asked everybody. and nebody has scen
him. I think he must have been stolen,” said
Miss Dolly tearfully. “And Leggett says

“Teggett!” growled Jimmy Silver..

Leggett was a youth in the Modern Fourth,
and a thoroughpaced “rotter,” and Jimmy
did not like the idea of Leggett tal}\mrr to

his Dolly at all.

“Yes, Leggett. He said there was a wicked
man near Coombe, who buys dogs for vivi-
cmtlen, and—and he might have bought I‘ldo
kmm some horrid tramp——"

“I'l jolly. well punch Leggett’'s head!”
growled Jimmy Silver. “I don't : believe
there's any -such beast in the neighbour-

hom’l. ’

“Leggett advised me to offer a reward,”
said Miss Dolly anxicusly. “He said a reward
of a pound would make any tramp bring him
Lack who had stolen him. He said he would
take the advertisement down to/the news-
paner office for me.”

Ilmms Silver nodded.

“It isn't a bad idea. Miss Dolly,. if some
tramp's got him. But a pound’s a lot of
money.”

“I have a pound in the Post Office,” said
Miss Dolly loftily. “I would give it all to
get Fido back safe. ,But I must ask my
papa.”

‘| confidentially ;

_slack,

“You leave it to us, Miss Dolly!”
“But I've left it to Tommy Dodd.” 3
“Blow Tommy Dodd—I—I mean, bless
Tommy Dodd! Those Modern asses wouldn't
be able to find him in a month of Sundays.
You leave it to us, and we’ll find Fido hefore
he’s an hour older,” said Jimmy Silver reck-

lessly.

“Thank you so much!” said Miss Dolly
demurely.

“The end study never gets left,” ‘said
Jimmy Silver impressively.

And Jimmy .cceuttled away.

Miss Dolly
looked after him thoughtfully. :

Tommy Dodd, the great chief of ' the
Modern juniors, had ofiered to find Fido.
Jimmy Silver, his rival, on the Classical side,
had &lso offered to find the missing bow-
wow—before that bow-wow was an hour
older, too. And Miss Dolly’s conclusion on
thc subject was:

“I think I shall put that advertmmcut
i

Which showed that Miss Dolly dld ‘not
share the complete eonfidence which those
cheery young gentlemen felt in themselyes.

L3
THE SECOND CHAPTER,
A Short Way with Slackers.
afternoon?”  asked

1] OOTER  this
Tommy Cook.
Tommy Dodd shook his head.

“Better stick to practice, bedad!”
remarked Tommy Doyle.

“No time for footer.”

“Ph\\nts on?”’

“Seouting !”

The three Tommies of the Modern Foulth
had just come out from dinner. It was
Wednesday—a  half-holiday at Rookwood.
Tommy Dodd had bheen looking very thought-
ful throughout dinner.

Footer occupied a great deal of Tommy’s
thoughts, as a rule; but just now he was not
thinking of footer.

“Secouting,” repeated Doyle. “We ha
‘eout run last Saturday, Tommy darlin

“We'll have another this aftcrnoon.”:;

“What for?” demanded Cook.

“There’s a dog- lost.”

“A—a what?”

“Dog!”

Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle stared at
their leader in amazement that was mingled
with wrath and disdain. 2

“Phwat!” ejaculated Doyle. “You're
thinking of chucking footer to look for a
lost dog intoirely!”

“Are you off your rocker?”
Tommy Cook, with equal warmth.
the blessed lost dog!”

“It’'s Miss Dolly’s little dog.”

“Oh!” S

“S8o, you see, it’'s important.”

‘“¥eeesy

“'Tain’t only the dog,”

demanded
“Bless

said Tommy Dr‘m
“but it will be a score over
the Classical rotters if we find him. Tt will
show that the Modern scouts can knock the
Clasgicals into a cocked hat. It's an honour
for a lady to call us in to help her i an
emergency, ain’t it?"

“Ye-e-es8.”

“And Boy Scouts are bound to do a .good
turn every day.”

“Ye-e-es.”

“So call up the fellows and tell 'em to
change into scout rig, and we’ll begin aid
Tommy Dodd decidedly. “Fido wandered
out of the quadrangle somewhere, and he¢'s
hound to have left some tracks. Every
fellow’s got to turn out—the more the
merrier, you know.. If any chap wants to
punch his head!”

“Right-ho !” 3

Tommv Dodd’s word was law. Perhaps his
chums would have preferred the footer, but
the prospect of the score over the Classicals
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consoled them. Theére was keen rivalry be-
tween the Classicals and Moderns at scout-
ing, as -at everything else. And Tommy Dodd
was elated at the idea of getting om the
track before the Classicals even heard that
Miss Dolly’s dog was missing at all.

The Modern Fourth turned ocut at Tommy
Dodd’s autocratic order.

There were few slackers on the Modern
side. Nearly all the Modern Fourth were
gcouts. They turned out in the quadrangle
in scout garb, ready for business, and Tommy
Dodd ran his eyes over them.

“Where’s Leggett?” he demanded.

“Says he can’t come,” said Towle.

Tommy Dodd frowned.

“Can’t come! Didn't you tell him it was
a scout run, by order, Tommy Cook?” he
demanded.

*Yes.”

“What did he say?”

“Oh, he saig ‘ Rats’!”

“Where is he?” roared Tommy Dodd, as

“May have been turned into sausages by
then!” said Dodd. *“Come on; we're going
to scout for it, and you're going to help.”

“I won't!”

Temmy Dodd did not waste any more time
in argument. The Modern leader had a short
way with slackers. He brought his statf into
the conversation.

Prod, prod, prod!
“Yarooh! - Stop it!
my. ribs, you silly duffer!

Prod, prod, prod!

Leggett dodged wildly out of the study.
After him went Tommy Dodd, lunging from
behind with his staff. Leggett was not
usually a good runner, but on this ocecasion
he came very near breaking the record. He
joined the scouts in the quad, panting for
breath, and looking like a Hun.

“Here we are!” said Dodd cheerfully.
“Now to pick up the trail. If this slacker
tries to mizzle, you're to fetch him down
with a clump! Savvy?”

You're puncturing
Yow! Ow, ow!”

{/
g Y%,
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Jimmy Silver was determined to sueceed, not
only to relieve- the distress of the head-
master’s daughter, but to show that Rook-
wood Classical scouts were miles ahead of
any others, especially the unspeakable
Moderns.

Besides, as Jimmy Silver had impressively
told his comrades, Miss Dolly was_erying over
the loss of her faithful Fido. If that would
not spur them on, nothing would.

The facts ascertained amounted to this—
that Fido had strayed into the quadrangle
that morning. Assuredly he was no longer in
the quadrangle, and a search round the build-
ings had failed to discover him. It appeared
conclusive that he had wandered out of the
school gates, and a heartless wide world had
swallowéd him up.

Probably some unscrupulous tramp had
snatched him up, or some kindly person
might have taken him in to feed him, or he
might have gone off on a voyage of dizcovery,
to learn what new worlds lay beyond the

3 e 2
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got him !’ shouted Tommy Doyle,

#The tramp dashed on with the Modern scouts hot on his track.
and the remainder gave a loud whoop as they realised the fugitive was almost

run down.

Slowly, but surely,

they gained. ¢ Faith, we’'ve

a-chuckle ran through the ranks. “In hie
study?”

“Wait here!”

Tommy Dodd ran into the House, and

mounted to Leggett’s study. He was wrathy.
He kicked open the study door.

Leggett of the Fourth was sprawled in an
armchair. He jumped as Tommy Dodd strode
m.

Biff!

Tommy Podd’s Scout staff prodded Leggett
on the chest with force. Leggett yelled.

“Wow! You rotter! Gerrout my study!”

“After you!” said Dodd politely.

‘“I'm not going!” yelled Leggett.
your gilly old scout runs!”

Prod!

“Yow! Ow!
you" silly idiot !

“Miss Dolly has lost her dog, and we're
going to find it,” said Tommy Dodd severely.
“All 'hands to the mill on an otcasion like
this! Come on!”

“Hang the dog!”

“Are you coming?”

“You silly ass!” roarcd Leggett, dodging
round the table. “You ecan't find the dog !
You don’t know where it is! Wait till
there’s a reward offered for it. It'll come
back fast enough then.” ‘ 5

“Blow

Keep that rotten staff away,

“Yes, rathér!”

“Follow your leader!” said Tommy Dodd.
“Mareh !*

And the Modern scouts marched, and Leg-
gett marched with-them. - He did not like
scouting, but he liked still less the prospect
of being “fetched down with a clump.”

There was no choice for the slacker of the
Fourth, .

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver on the Track.

« OW for the - trail!” said Jimmy
Silver.
The Classical  scouts

already on the war-path.

Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Raby, and Newcome,
the Fistical Four, were in the lead.
Flynn, Grace, Oswald, and® Conroy, and
several others had joined them.

They were not such a numerous lot as the
Moderns, for it must be confessed that there
were more slackers on the Classical side at
Rookwood. But what they lacked in quan-
tity they made up in quality.

Some of the Classicals certainly seemed
to be regarding the dog hunt from a
humerous point of view. .

But Jimmy Silver was as serious as a judge.

were

gates of Rookwood. Whatever it was,
Jimmy Silver & Co. were going to track him
down. .

. So Jimmy Silver said, “Now for the trail!”
in determined tones. -

He scanned the road for a sign.

His chums stood round and watched him.
Flynn, who had brought some humorous gifts
from Ireland, suggested making a hee-line for
the nearest shop that sold sausages. Flyun
was frowned down. . =

“Phe next silly ass who makes practical
jokes will get a prod in the ribs!” Jimmy
Bilver remarked,  as a general warning.

And they sought industricusly for a sign.

“The first thing,” said Raby gravely, “is to
discover what kind of hoots Fido was wear-

ing. Without that, we can't pick up the
track Yaroooh! Keep that pole away,
you silly ass! Yoop!”

“I warned you!” said Jimmy Silver
severely. . S

“Grooooh! You fathead!”

“Dry up!”

Raby dried up, and rubbed his ribs. Some

of the Classical scouts were grinning, but
they did not make any more jokes. .
“Got it?” asked Lovell, as Jimmy uttered
an exclamation, !
THE POPULAR.—No. 91.
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Jimmy was considerably muddy, the road
being muddy after the recent rain, but his
ace was bright.

* Look here!” -

The -scouts gathered round, and looked.

In the soft mud close by the side of the
roxd there was a plain imprint of a dog’s
paw.

The track led away towards the village of
Coombe, but a few steps farther on it was
obiiterated by the heavy rut of a market-
cart.

“That's a dog, sure enough!” said New-
come,

" Bub Fido!” said Lovell dubiously.
dog might have made that mark!”

“Perhaps the porter’'s dog, intoirely!” re-
marked Flynn.

Jimmy Silver smiled in a superior fashion.

“You fellows call yourselves scouts?” he
asked politely.

“ Look here—"

“Mack’s dog is twice too big to leave that
gmall track!”

“True enough!”

“Besides, it's Fido's track!”

“How_do you know ?"

“Because I've measured it!”

“And how do you know the size of Tido's
feet exactly?” demanded Conroy.

Jimmy Silver’s reply was crushing.

“Because I looked for his tracks in the
Head’s garden before starting. He had left
lots of them there, and he’s the only dog
allowed in the garden, so there wasn't any
doubt 1”

“ Hurrah!”

“Any

' “He came out of the gates,” said Jimmy.

victoriously, “and started for Coombe.
Follow your leader, and look out for tracks!”

“Lead on Macduff!”

Jimmy Silver led, his eyes scanning the
ground. The Classical juniocrs spread out in a
line across the road, gcanning every inch as
they advanced. Since Fido’s adventure there

had been trafiic on the road. The mud
sitowed the tracks of other dogs, but
pecially of boots and wheels. But here

and .there, by dint of careful searching, the
juniors found the trail.

The initial success encouraged them.

All the scouts entered heartily into the
adventures now. After all, it would be a
triumph to recover Miss Dolly’s favourite by
sheer skill in scoutecraft.

There was a halt as the party reached the
stile in. the lane.

On the stile a gentleman of the road was
resting—a stumpy, stubbly, beery gentleman,
who looked as if he had done mo work for
many  long years, but had, nevertheless,
found means very frequently to quench an
abnormal thirst.

The stubbly gentleman blinked
schoolboys, evidently wondering what they
vere searching the muddy road for.

“Here we arc!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver
suddenly.

Close by the style the track showed again
in the soft mud where it had not been dis-
turbed by a later tread.

“He went under the style into the field!"”
said Lovell, with conviction.

: “dours ago, though,” said Newcome doubt-
ully,

“What price that beery bounder?” whis-
vered Flynn.- “Sure, he looks as though he
wouldn’t be above stealin’ a dog!”

The same thought had occurred to several
of the sconts, and they eyed the beery
centleman  suspiciously.  His shifty, becry
cfes did not give a great impréssion of
uesty. At his feet, as he rested on the
le, was a large bag of sacking, the top
tied. The bag was well packed with some-
‘thing, and the juniors eyed it curiously.

-“Good afternoon!” said Jimmy Silver
politely.

The tramp stared.

“Arternoon !”

“Have vou seen a dog?”

“A dawg?”?

“Yes.” e

“Lots!" said the beery gentlemad cheer-
fully.

“1 mean, we've lost a dog—that is, we’re
lcoking for one. A little, fat, pink-eyed

dog, looks a bit overfed, with a face like a

rabbit,” said Jimmy Silver. Miss Dolly cer-
tainly wouldn’t have recognised her heautiful
. little white dog by that description. “It’s

the colour of a washy rag, and has a tail
like a banana.”

The tramp shook his head.

“Ain’t seed it!" he said shortly.

Lovell gripped Jimmy Silver's arm suddenly.
His eyes were on the sack that rested at the
THE POPULAR.—No: 91.
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tramp’s feet, and he hLad distinctly seen a
movement. There was something living in the
sack. ;

“It’s there!” whispered Lovell excitedly.
“He’s got it!”

“But—"
“l saw the sack move!™ <
Jimmy Siiver's eyes gleamed. His eyes

were on the sack, and he noted that it stirred
as something moved within.

The tramp saw his glance, and scowled.’

“I recken I'll be gettin’ on!” he said.

“Wait a ‘minute!” said Jimmy Silver.
“What's in that sack?”’

“That’s my business!”

“I'll give you a shilling to show me what’s
in that bag!” said Jimmy Siiver, taking the
shilling from his pocket.

Weary Willie scowled.

“Keep yer bob!” he snapped. And he put
the sack on his shoulder, and started.

At a sign from Jimmy Silver, the Classieal
scouts gathered round him, and nine or ten
staves barred the way.

“Halt!” said Jimmy Silver.

“You cheeky young ’ound——"

“Better language, please!” said Jimmy
Silver sharply. “There’s e¢nough of us here
to handle you, my man, and to pitch you
into the ditch if you don’t bhehave yourself!”

“Lemme pass, can't yer?”

“What have you got in that sack$?”

“Me own property!”

“Then why can’t you let us see it?”

“Because I don’t choose, blow yer! Lemme
pass!”’

“We've lost a dog,” said Jimmy Silver
calmly. “And it’s suspected that that dog’s
been stolen. We want to see into that sack.
You've got something alive in it!” A sudden
thought came into his head, and he ealled
out “Fido, Fido! Good dog!”

A whine came from the sack.

That settled it. There was a dog in the
sack beyond a shadow of doubt. The tramp
made a rush to escape, but the scouts were
round him, and half a dozén staves pushed
him back.

“Collar him!” shouted Lovell.
Fido!”

There was a yell down the lane.

“Go_ for the Classical rotters!
after Fido!”

The Moderns had arrived.

T “He's got

They're

OMMY DODD’S idea had been to track
over their old rivals. So his wrath may be
of place.

roared.
them!”
you duffers! We're looking for Fido!”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tommy Dodd and Co. come up with
a Rush. <
r D 1 5
down the missing Fido, and win the
gratitude of Miss Dolly for the
Modern scouts, and score a success
imagined when he found the Classical scouts
ahead of him on the track.
Argument, Tommy Dodd felt, was quite out
His preserves wcre- not to be poached upoan
in this flagrant manner.
“Go for ’em!” he “Stick to
“Down with the Cfassicnls!” o
And the Moderns rushed to the attack.
“Hold on!” shouted Jimmy Silver. *“Pax,
“So are we, you Classical fathead!”
“You couldn’t find him in a month of

Sundays, you Modern duffer!”

“Sock into thim!” roared Tommy Doyle.
“XKick the spalpeens out!”

“I tell you—" :

“Bow-wow !”’

“Look here—-"

“We’'ll give you a chance to clear off, and
leave it to us,” said Tommy Dodd consider-
ately. “It’s our business, and you Classical
chumps would only make a muck of it, any-
way! Are you going off 9’

“No, fathead! We've found him!”

“Eh! Where is he?”

“That tramp’s got it in his sack!”

“What tramp?” X

“My hat! He’s sneaking off! After him!”

The tramp had taken advantage of the
altercation to make his escape. He had
swung himself over the style, and was hurry-
ing along the muddy footpath across the
field.

“He’s got it, has he?” said Tommy Dodd.
“Well, we can deal with him. You C(las-
sical duffers have to sheer off—savvy?”

“Fathead!”

“Are you going?”

“No!” yelled Jimmy Silver.

“Klck.the bastes out!" roared Tommy
Dojyle.

“Go for the Classical rotters!”
“Back up!™ yeiled Jimmy Silver.

In a moment more a battle royal was in
progress. ‘The Rookwood scouts forgot that
they were scouts, and that the duty of scouts
was to help one another. They only re-
membered that they were Classicals and
Moderns, and the old rivalry found vent, as
it often did, in a terrific encounter.

They dropped their staves, and closed in
combat, trampling, and splashing mud to
right and to left.

“Back up, Classicals!”

“Go it, Moderns!”-

The pen of a Homer or the typewriter of
a Kipling would have been needed to dao
justice to that battle. .

The old battle of Classical and Modern was
fought out.

The odds were on the side of the Moderns,
and Jimmy Silver & Co. resisted desperatély,
but were driven across the lane, and—stiil
resisting—they were driven through a hedge
of willows into a wet and muddy field.

There the Moderns left them. <

Tommmy Dodd’s signal called the scoufs
back into the road.

“Those Classical duffers are licked enouzh
said Tommy Dodd, dabbing his crimson noze.
“We've got to find Fido—that's what we
really came out for!” / ;

“Sure, and 1'd forgotten him intoireiy!”
said Tommy Doyle nursing an eye. &

All' the Modern youths showed signs _‘ot
combat.

“After that tramp!

“Right-ho !

“Where's Leggett?” asked Tommy Dodd.

Cook chuckled.

“Mizzled!” - he said. “He bolted at the
start. Leggett ain't a fighting man by long
chalks!”

“The blessed funk!”
angrily. “The rotter!
we get back.

He's got him!”

saild Tommy Dodd
We'll warm him when
Follow me!” .

The Modern scouts clambered over {he
style. The tramp was running. And he was
already small in the distance, three fields
away. The fact that he was running to
escape was sufficient for the Modern scouts.
They would have doubted whether the Clas-
sicals had had the brains to discover the right
man. But if this tramp was not guilty, what
was he fleeing for? It was certain, at least,
that the sack held a secret Weary Wiilie did
not wish to come to light.

“Put it on!” rapped out Tommy Dodd.

The scouts broke into a rapid rum. They
fairly streaked across the field on the track
of the dog-stealer. The beery gentleman
was not s0 good a runner as the active
juniors, and, in spite of his good start, they
gained. '

“We'll have him!” -grinned Tommy Dodd.
“We've heaten the Classicals, and we're going
to lick that dog-stealing rotter, and rescue
Fido! Miss Dolly will know what kind of a
scout to trust after this!”

And the Modern scouts replied enthu-
siastically :

“What-ho!”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Leggett's Luck.

73 ROOOOH!” -
“Oh, my nose!”
“0Oh, my eye! Oh dear!”

Thus the Classical scouts as they
disentangled themselves from the grass and
reeds and mud, and picked themselves up and
sorted themselves out.* »

Jimmy Silver & Co. were much the worse
for wear. .

They had done their best, and there was
no disgrace in being defeated by odds; but
it was very painful. :

As good scouts, Jimmy Silver & Co. always
presented a clean and natty appearance.
But alas! now for their cleanliness and nat-
tiness. >

They were muddy, they were damp, they
were disordered, and their faces bore equal
tokens of the fierceness of the combat. \

“Well, this is a go!” mumbled Lovell. “J-
I say, is my nose still there? It feels as,if

it isn't!” :
“What a giddy —afternoon!’ groaned
Oswald. “Are you fed-up with dog hunting,

Jimmy Silver, you goat?”

“Bless Fido!”

“Those beastly Moderns will bag him no¥y '
groaned Jimmy Silver, for once finding “it
difficult to live_up to his motto of “Keej
smiling.” “We tracked him, didn’t we? Bat
those Moderns will take him™ back to Miss
Dolly, and she’ll think the Classical scouts
are N:G:”

“Rotten!”

“We'd better get back and have a wash.”
said Jimmy Silver thoughtfully. “We're not
done yet.”
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.“What’s the good of tackling that gang
again, fathead? They're two to one!”

“Keep smiling!”

“0Oh, rats!” “

“A true scout never says die!” said Jimmy
Silver severely. “Those Modern worms will
bag Fido, but they haven't got him home
yet. ‘What's to stop us from getting a regular
army of Classical chaps, and ambushing them
on their way home?”

The Classical juniors brightened up won-
derfully at the suggestion. 'All was not lost.

“We'll bump them over, and have Fido oft
them before they can say ‘ Balbus buiided
a wall,” ” said Jimmy Silver confidently.
“And we'll take the little beast—I—I mean,
the lovely little dog—back to Miss Dolly!”

“Hooray !”

' Greatly cheered up by the prospect, the
Classieals crawled through the hedge, and set
oft towards Rookwood. Half-way to the
school they caught sight of Leggett of the
Fourth. He was sauntering along in a
Ieisurely way, and grinning.

Leggett did not care for scouting, and he
had taken the opporfunity of making his
escape while the rivals of Rookwood were at
£Tips. He was grinning over his success
when the Classicals eame hy.

Leggett stared at them, and burst into a
POAT.

“Ha, hi, hat>

“Hallo! What's the cackle about, you
Modern worm?” demanded Jimmy Silver
darkly. 2

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Legzett.
blessed set of scarecrows!”

' “*You cheeky ass!”

“You'd better leave Fido alone.,” chortled
Leéggett. “He'li turn up all right when
there’s a reward offered. 1’1l take it in hand
myself then.”

“You!” said Jimmy Silver, in supreme con-
tempt. . “Vou couldn’t find_a bunny rabbit
in a cage!”

“Well, you haven't
grinned Leggett.

“We found him!”
nantly.

Leggett started.

“You've found Fido!" he exclaimed.

“Yes, rather!”

“You meddling asses, why couldn’t you
mind your own business?” exclaimed Legeett
furiously. 4

“It was our business—rather!” said Jimmy
Silver.  “You mean rctter, so you wanted
tor find him and get a reward! That was
why you suggested it-to Mics Dolly, it
and told her that yarn abont the viviseetor?
You worm, you're not fit to wear a scout’s
clobber !”

' “Where is he, if you've found him?” said
Leggett sulkily.

“That tramp’s got him in his sack,” said
Lovell.  “And we’d bave had him but for
those Modern cads——" -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Eh? What are you cackling at?” -

“Oh, my hat!” roared Leggett. “You
Classical asses! So you were after that
tramp! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, T tell you that tramp had him
inhis sack, and we know it.”

“Ha, ha, ha Yarooooh !”

Leggett's laughter suddenly changed to a
vell of wrath and dismay as the exasperated
Classicals seized him.

They were fed up with Leggett’s merri-
ment and with Moderns generally. Leggett
had called them searecrows, and it was only
just that he should share their state—
especially as he was a Modern.

“Bump him!” shouted Flynn. -

“Leggo!” yelled Leggett. “Oh
Yow-ow-ow-ow !”

Leggett struggled wildly in the grasp of
the Classicals. His jacket came up over his
cars, and his waistcoat-buttons went.
Several articles tumbled out of his pockets
into the muddy road.

He sat up in a puddle and roared.

“Yah! Ow! Yow-ow-ow-ow!”

“Now, then, jump!” shouted Jimmy Silver,
“All together, and come down on him at
onege!”

Jimmy Silver's command was meant in the
strictly. humorous sence, and was not meant
at.-all to be carried out. But it was enough
for Leggett. He bounded to-his feet and
fied at top speed. In about three sceonds
lie had vanished ‘down the lane, leaving the
Classical juniors roaring with laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” 2

“Hallo! He's been dropping his property
about,” remarked Jiminy Silver. *There's

“What a

much luck!”

Lovell

had

shouted indig-

erumbs!

a book, and a peneil, and—and—and—— My
hat! Dog-biscuits!”

Jimmy Silver’s face was a study as he
picked up two large dog-biscuits, which had
evidently fallen from Leggett’s pockets.

“Dog-biscuits !” ejaculated Lovell. “What
the merry dickens is Leggett carrying dog-
biscuits for?” 2

“Even Leggett wouldn’t eat them!” re-
marked Raby.

Jimmy Silver whistled softly. 3

“Fathead!” he exclaimed, adressing him-
self.

“Eh? What's thc matter now?”

“ Dufter!”

“Who's a duffer?”

“1 am?”

“Well, that’s no news, intoirely,” remarked
Flynn. *“But phwat—"

“Qentlemen,” said Jimmy Silver,
not going to lay that ambush for the
Moderns. They can caten the tramp, and
cat him if they like. We're going to lay
it for somebody else.”

“ave’re

“Whom?” demanded all the Classicals
together. -

“The dog-stealer!” said: Jimmy - Silver
calmly. ®

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
Not a Success.

I3 AITH, we've gobt him!” shouted,
Tommy Doyle. >
“Pon’t let him gebt away!

The Moderns gave a whoop, and
rushed on. :

The tramp was running hard. lie had
crossed a dozen fields, he had dodged up
and down muddy lanes, he had jumped
over ditches and stumbled into them, but
the Modern Scouts were not to be shaken
off. They hang on his track like hounds on
the track of a deer, and slowly, but surely,
they gained. :

The tramp was spent at last. He turned
savagely on his pursuers.

With a whoop of triumph the crowd of
AModerns closed round him.

“Got him!” chortled ‘Tommy Dodd.

“Run down, bejabers!” grinned Doyle.

“Hand over that dog. vou rascal!”

“I ain’t got no dog!” howled the tramp.
“'Tain’t yourn, anyway!” he added, as a
howl came from the sack he had dropped.

“We'll satisfy ourselves about that,” said
Tommy Dodd. “You ought to be run
you rascal. Here, get out of the way!”

“Don’t you touch that sack!”

“Rats!”

“Shove him out!” 2

It was evident that there was a dog in
the sack, and equally evident that it was
a stolen dog. 'The Scouts did not stand on
ceremony with the thief. :

The tramp hit out savagely, and the Rook-
wooders prouiptly collared him on all sides,
and he was rolled over and pitched into the
wet grass. 7 =

"tN;t;)w you eut off!” caid Tommy Dodq
severely, “Prod him till he goes, you chaps.

“What-ho!”

Prod, prod, prod! = e

“Yow-ow-o00p!” roared Weary Willje.

The prodding was efficacious. Weary
Willie stood not upon the order of going,
but went at once.

He streaked across the field,
through a hedge, and vanished.

The scouts chuckled gleefully.

“Now for poor old Fido!” said Tommy
Dodd. “Won’'t Miss Dolly he pleased? Fanecy
those Classical duifers thinking they can
beat us!”

“Awful asses!” said Cook. ’

Tommy Dodd bent over the sack, and began
to unfasten the cord that secured the top.
A whine came from the inside, then a growl.
Tommy Dodd started a little.

“Poor old Fido! He must be awfully cut
up to growl like that,” he said. “I've never
heard him growl hefore. It sounds like a
blessed bulldog.”

He dragged the cord away, and tore open
the mouth of the sack.

A bull-head and two ficry eyes came
through the opening, and Tommy jumped
back with a gasp of horror.

There was a dog in the sack—a stolen deg.

But it was not flufty little Fido, :

It was a young bulldog, and it was
evidently in a teirific temper. The animal
struggled out of the sack, its jaws red and
open. The array of teeth gave Tommy Dodd
a cold feeling inside. i

“A b-b-bub-bulldog!” he gasped.

“'Tain't Fido!”

in,

plunged

“Look out!” shrieked Cook.

The bullpup had serambled up, and he was
dashing directly at Temmy Dedd, his eyes
glowing and his teeth parted.

Tommy Dodd gave him one logk and fled.

Gr-r-r-r-rr!

That was what the bulldog said.

Doubtless he took the Rookwood juniorg for
the cause of his imprisonment in the sack.
Certainly . he was excited, and wanted
vengeance, and equally certain his vengeance
was going to fall upon them. -

Gr-r-r-r-r-r!

Scout garb was very useful for seouting,
but it afforded mno protection whatever
against the teeth of a bulidog. The scouts
ran for it.

They ran their hardest. i

Fortunately, they were good sprinters.
They reached the wide diteh at the side of
the fleld, and leaped across it.

Then they looked back.

The bulldog did not essay the jump. He
s}:iowed his teeth ferociously on the other
side, <

Tommy Dodd gasped.

“Oh, my hat! Tt's somehody's dog that's
been stolen, but *tain’'t Fido!”

“Oh erumbs!”

“There’s a plank. farther alosg!” panted
Towle. “He's making for it.”

“B-b-better get back to tea, I think,”
murmured Tommy Dodd. =

It was really getting near tea-time, and
the Modern juniors agreed with_their leader
that ft was a good idea to get hack to tea
at once. 'Phey made for Rookwood, and the
speed with which they went home to tea
might have indicated that they were very
hungry indeed.

In the main road, however, they slackened

down. The bulldog had disappeared from
sight.
“What a sell!” ¢ id Tomamy Dodd. “Alk

the fault of those Classical asscs, of course!
We might have known that ihey couldn’t
get on the right track!”

“Of course, we might!” agreed Cook.
“We'll try again after tea—what!”
“Yes, in a different direction!” said

Tommy Dodd hastily.

And the Modern scouts went home to tea.

They were not aware that, from the cover
of a clumip of bushes near the school, nine
or ten pairs of eyes watched them pass. The
Moderns had given up the hunt for the
present, but Jimmy Silver & Co. were still on
the warpath.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
What Jimmy Silver Knew.

13 00K here—" began iowll
- restively.
“Yes, look here!” growied Fiynn.

“What's the game?”

“Tell us what you're driving at, Jimmy
Silver, you ass!”

Jimmy Silver smiled sereucly,

He had called the Classical scouts to halt
in cover. From their cover they had seen
the disappointed Moderns tramping home-
ward. The Classicals were puzzled and
curious. That some idea was working in
their leader’s brain they knew. But they
were quite in the dark as to what it was.

“What are we sticking here for, Jimmy
Silver?”

The chicf of the Fistical Four condesces
to explain.

“We're on the track,” he said.
I'm on the track.”

“Whose track?”

“Fido’s!”

Lovell blinked réund in amazement.

“Has Fido been in these bushes, then?” he
asked.

“Not that T know of. That's not what 1
mean.” .

“What the merry thunder do you mean,
then?”

“Listen, my infants, and don’t interrupt
your Uncle James!” said Jimmy Siiver
sedately. “Fido was missed this morning.
He wandered into the quad and out of the
gates. A fellow might have happened to
see him——"

“Well 22 ;

“Leggett, that Modern worm, advised 3iss
Dolty to offer a reward of a pound for her
dog. and I think she's going to do it.”

“We don’t want any reward, I suppose!”
grunted Lovell.

“We don't; but Leggett does.”

't;What on earth’s Leggett got to do with
ite”

ed

“At least,
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“Lots!” said Jimmy Siiver cheerfully.
®You noticed that Leggett admitted that he
was thinking of the reward, and even said
he'd take a hand in finding Fido when one

. was offered.? <

“He’s thab kind of mean beast!”

“Exactly! And he was tickled to death
at the idea of Fido being found in that
tramp’s sack. You noticed it!”

“That’s why we bumped him.”

“Just so! And when Lovell first said
we'd found Fido, Leggett was startled.”

‘.‘Fe thought he’'d lost his chance of
ge§ ing the reward, I suppose.”

“Quite so! We've just seep the Moderns
go home, axd we know they didn't find Fido
in the sack. They must have run down that
beery. bounder, but he hadn’t got Fido. We
thought he had, but Leggett knew he
hadn’t.”

“He seemed to,” said Lovell. “But I don’t
gee how Leggett could have known all the
same.”

“He knew,” said Jimmy Silver calmly,
F‘beﬁ?%se he knew where Fido was.”

“Eho» :

“We found that Leggett was carrying dog-
biscuits in_his pocket. What was he doing
that for?”

““ Blest if I know!”

“Ask us another, old chap!”

‘“ What are dog-biscuits used for?” de-
manded Jimmy Silyer.

“Eh? To feed dogs, of course!”

¢ Does Leggett keep a dog?” »

“ You know he doesn’t! What are you
driving at?”

** Then what dog was he going to feed?”

“ Give it up. It’s a giddy puzzle!”

“Not to a good scout,” said Jimmy Silver
coolly. “I work it out like this. Leggett
llgn?\v,s where Fido is, and he was going to feed
i'ido,"”

“ What {"
““It’s as clear as daylight!” said Jimmy
Silver impatiently. “ Leggett saw Fido

wander out, and he followed. He may have
thought at first of bringing the little beast
back.‘ But then second thoughts came. Leg-
gett is mean enough for anything, as you
know, and he's awfully keen after money. It
all fits together, He followed Fido, and shut
him up somewhere safe—"

“ Great pip!”

22 Then. Iie went to Miss Dolly, and found
ber worried gver the loss of the little beast,
an‘c‘losltd’vxsed her to offer a reward—-""

17

‘“ And scared her with a yarn about a
beastly vivisector who buys dogs from tramps,
80 that she’d be sure to do it—""

** The awful cad!”

“So he knew Fido wasn't in that tramp’s
sack, because he knew where Fido really was,
He was startled when Lovell said we'd found
it, but he cackled when he found what we
really thought.”

‘“ The rotter!”

¢ But the biscuits!” exclaimed Raby.

“ That’s a clincher!” said Jimmy Silver.
* That’s what showed me the whole game.
Leggett had got those biscuits for a dog.
What dog? He hasn’t got a dog, and he
wouldn't carry biscuits about to feed strange
dogs, I suppose. But if he's got Fido shut
up till the reward’s offered, he can’t let the
little beast starve to death. He’s bound to
visit him at least once a day to feed him.
That’s what hie had the biscuits in his pocket
for. He couldn’t have had dog-biscuits about
him for anything else. Most likely he was
going to the place when he came out with
the scouts. I don't suppose he came out with
them willingly, as he hates scouting; and he
hadn’t got into his clobber either. So that’s
why we're here, my sons, because from these
bushes we can watch the gates of Rookwood
and spot Leggett when he comes out.”

‘“ Great Scott!”

“Like a giddy Herlock Sholmes!" said
Raby admiringly.

“Every scout ought to be able to beat
Herlock Sholmes at his own game,” sald
Jimmy modestly. ‘I may. be wrong, but I
fhin'l’( I'm right. Anyway, we shall soon
see,

“ Buppose Leggett don't go to feed Fido
to-day?” remarked Oswald.

*“ He intends to.”

“ How do you know?”’

““ Because he wouldn’t put biscuits into his
pockeb to-day intending to go to-morrow.”

‘“ Right on the wicket !”” said Lovell, * But
I should have thought a cad like Leggett
wouldn't ming if a dog went hungry.”
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¢ Hungry dogs howl and whine,” said Jimmy
Silver sententiously. * Leggett doesn’t want
Fido to advertise the place he’s shut up in.”

‘“ Right again!” exclaimed Lovell. “ Don't
he beat the giddy band!”

“It’s right, you fellows! The end study
never gets left!” ;

And the Classical scouts agreed that Jimmy
Silver had at least strung probabilities on his
side.

‘“ But how the merry dickens long are we
going to wait here?”’ said Hooker.

‘“ Not very long.”

“ And how do you know that, Herlock
Sholmes Baden-Powell Silver?”

‘“ Because the gates are locked at dusk, and
it will be dusk in half an hour.”

‘ Right again, Jimmy !” said Lovell. *“ You
shut up, young Hoeker! Don’'t I keep on
telting you the end study never gets left?”

‘“ Well, when I see Leggett coming, I'll
just—"

Jimmy Silver raised his hand and pointed
through the bushes to the school gates.

‘“ Look !” he said.

Leggett of the Fourth was coming out of
the old gateway.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Scout’s Victory.
66 AREFUL!” murmured Jimmy.
C needed the caution.

Keeping under cover, they were
tracking the cad of the Fourth. The winter
Leggett was walking quickly down the lane.
Under the high hedges and trees the scouts
followed—silent, cautious, and determined.
track had ended. It was not surprising that
it had ended there, in the light of Jimmy
Silver’s astute reasoming. At that spot the

Leggett glanced back, and the scouts fat-
tened themselves in the hedges. That sus-
picious glance showed clearly enough that the
nothing to alarm him, and he crossed the
stile and started along the inner side of the
hedge. In the corner of the ficld there was
never visited. Creeping in the cover of the
hedge, the scouts followed. Again they sank
out of sight as Leggett,  at the door of the

Then the Modern junior disappeared into
the building. :
‘““ Run to earth!” grinned Lovell. * Thaf

But the Classical scouts hardly

dusk was gathering, and it was not difficult.

Leggett stopped at the stile where.Fido's
dog-thief probably picked him up.

cad of the Fourth was nervous. But he saw

a disused barn, a shaky old building that was
barn, cast another look backward.

2%01@,1(5 plainly enough, you fellows! Come

“Follow on!” said Jimmy Silver.

Silently in the wet grass the scouts stole
on through the dusk. They reached the old
barn. The lower apartment was open to all
the four winds, but a creaky old ladder, led
to a loft above. Leggett had disappeared.
They could hear the crunching of hoots over
the old rafters and the whine of a dog.

Leggett’s voice came in a whisper :

“ Good dog—doggie! Quiet, Fido!”

The scouts grinned.

There was a munching sound as the dog's
teeth started on a biscuit. Then Leggett's
form appeared in the opening of the loft, and
he swung himself down the ladder. He gave
a yell of startled affright as he fairly fell
into the hands of the Boy Scouts.

¢ Caught!” grinned Lovell.

‘“ Who—what—Jimmy  Silver!”
Leggett.

““ Yours truly!” smiled the captain of the
Fourth.

¢“ I—I was startled!
exploring the loft !”

““ Not seen a dog there?’’ asked Jimmy Silver
blandly.

Leggett turned white.

“ A dog? Certainly not!”

“Fido!” yelled Jimmy Silver.
Fido !

There was a whine from above.

Jimmy Silver clambered up the ladder. In
the dusty loft a little white, fluffy dog was
secured by a chain fastened to one of the
beams. Jimmy Silver patted the little
w=animal, who rubbed his wet nose joyfully
against the junior. He dragged the chain
loose, and led Fido to the opening.

“ Got him ?’ sang out Lovell.

‘“ Here he is!”

‘ Hooray for us!” 5

Down the ladder came Jimmy, with the
missing Fido in bis arms, The dog was curling

gasped

I-I've been—er—

“Fido!

up comfortably on his chest. Leggett cast

a longing glance towards the door. It was
evident that he feared 2 ragging from- the .
disgusted juniors.

“Bring that cad along!” said Jimmy.

Lovell and Raby took either arm of the cad
of the Fourth.

Jimmy. Silver carried Fido in his arms as
the scouts marched baeck triumphantly to
Rookwood, The dusk was thickening, and old
Mack had come out to lock the gates as
they arrived, Inside, Tommy Dodd & Co,
were waiting, curious to discover what luck
the Classicals had had. -

“ Here they come!” said Doyle. “ Bet they
haven't——  Why—what—— My hat!”

“Fido!"” yelled Tommy Dodd. —

“ The end study never gets left!” sald
Jimmy Silver sweetly. * We've got him, ahd
we've got Leggett for you!" 1

“ Leggett!™” 2 :

““ Yes. Leggett had Fido hidden in the bld
barn, and he was keeping him there till Miss
Dolly should offer a reward. As he’sa Modern,
we leave him to you, Tommy Deodd. We
caught him there feeding Fido. Plenty of
witnesses."” z

Jimmy Silver & Co. marched off towards
the Head's house. The DModern juniors
gathered round Leggett with deadly looks.
The next ten minutes were decidedly painful
for that enterprising youth, and by the time
Tommy Dodd & Co. had considered him suffi-
ciently punished Leggett had reason to repent
bis little venture in dog-stealing.

Meanwhile Jimmy Silver rang an impressive
peal at the door of the Head's house. The
maid who answered it stared at the muddy,
begrimed juniors in amazement.

““ Please tell Miss Dolly we’'ve found Fido,"”
said Jimmy Silver loftily.

“ Fido!” Miss Dolly rushed into the hali
‘“ Fido! And ign’t he hurt? Old Fido!. Jimmy
Silver, you dear boy!" -

Jimmy blushed.

“ Alone we did it!" he murmured. :

““ But _where was he? How did you find
him? How clever of you!” said Miss Dolly,
taking her favourite into her arms and caress-
ing him,

‘“ Ahem! A roften beast had shut him up
in an old barn to—to claim a reward for find-
ing him, you see!” said Jimmy Silver. “ We
spotted him. Scouts have to he able to spof
things, you know, Miss Dolly. It's really
nothing." F

‘“ Thank you so much!' said Miss Doliy.
“ It was very, very clever of you! And please
tell Dodd not to look for Fid6 any more, a3
he's found, won't you?”

““ Yes, rather!” grinned Jimmy Silver.

And, with a great deal of pleasure, he, de-
livered that message to Tommy Dodd. Tommy
Dodd only snorted. Even the Moderns could
not deny that Jimmy Silver & Co. had scored
in the great Rookwood Dog-Hunt.

THE END.

(Anether grand story of Jimmy Silver & Co.
next week, entitled: “ SCORING OFF THE
SNOBS ! By Owen Conquest. Order
EARLY!)
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