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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Tommy Dodd is Not Pleased !
“Y OU Modern bounders ready ?”

the
into

Jimmy Silver asked
nestion as he came
Tommy Dodd’s study.

The three Tommies—Dodd and Cook
and Doyle—were there. Tommy Dodd
was looking morose and exasperated, and
Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle were
looking sympathetic. mmy  Silver
glanced from one to another.

‘“ Anything up?”’ he asked.

‘““Yes!” growled Tommy Dodd.
_““Isee you're not ready, anyway,” said
Jimmy. *“ What is it—letter from home ?
Chuck it into the fire, and come on.
We're waiting!"”’

«“ Wait, then!” grunted Dodd.

‘“ What about the Bagshot Bounders?”’

‘“ Blow 'em "

Jin_\mly; Silver laughed. For once the
Classicals and Moderns of Rookwood
were not at loggerheads. On that half-
holiday, the Fistical Four and the three
Tommies had agreed to unite their forces
for the purpose of paying off some old
scores against Bﬂgsgot School:

Lovell and Raby and Newcome wero
waiting in the quad, and Jimmy Silver

- had come up to remind the Moderns that
it was time to start, and he found

Tommy Dodd with a letter in his hand

and a lugubrious expression on his face.

“It's rotten!” said Tommy Dodd.
‘“Why couldn’t Uncle Dodd spring this
on somebody else ?”’

““ Echo answers-phwy!” said Doyle.

“Write and tell him you can’t do it.”

““1 can’t, can I, fathead ? Besides, the
howling ass will be here this afternoon!
The letter’s been delayed in the post!”

“1Is your uncle a howling ass?” asked
Jimmy Silver.

Tommy Dodd snorted.

“ Fathead! I'm not speaking of my

It’s that image!”

““ What image ?”’

“ That howling duffer!”

“ What howling duffer?” asked Jimmy
Silver, in_astonishment. “ Do you mean
Cook or Doyle? The description applies
to both!"”

_are you coming out, when
you've finished mnking({mhto and agree-
able remarks?’ asked the = Classical
junior,

“How can I come out, fathead, when
I've got to meet that howling duffer and
bring him to Rookwood in a bandbox?”’
howled Tommy Dodd.

“ Who?” yelled Jimmy Silver.

¢ Clarence Cuffy."”

‘Yo gods!” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.
¢ Js that a name?"’

“It’s a shrieking ass! Read that
lotter, fathead!” said Tommy Dodd,
throwing it across the table to Jimmy
Silver.

Jimmy Silver picked up the letter and
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CLARENCE, oF
GANDER'S GREEN!

read it, Then he understood why the
Modern junior was worried ; but, instead
of looking serious, he grinned. The
Classical appeared to see something
humorous in the matter which had quite
esoaped Tommy Dodd. The letter ran:

“My dear Nephew,—You will re-
member meeting Clarence Cuffy, the son
of my old friend and neighbour, Obadia
Cuffy, when you were staying with me
last vacation. You will be very pleased
to hear that Clarence has been entered
at Rookwood, and will arrive at the
school on Wednesday. He will belong to
the Modern side, and you will, of course,
see a great deal of him. I am sure, my
dear Tommy, that you will do everything
you can to [Zelp Clarence on, and make a
special friend of him. He remembers
you very kindly. He will arrive by the
three o’clock -train at Coombe on
Wednesday, and I am sure you will meet
him at the station, and take him to the
school, and make his reception at Rook-
wood as pleasant as possible.—Your affec-
tionate uncle, Joun Dopbp.

“P,8,—Currency note for £1 enclosed.”

“Well, that's a jolly nice postseript,
anyway,”’ said Jimmy Silver. “1I don’t
see anything to grumble at in that!”

“ I'm not grumbling at the postscript,
ass! Of course, I can't refuse Uncle
Dodd. He's a good sort, and always
whacks out a tip!"” groaned Tommy
Dodd. “But—but that ass Cuffy is——"

“ What's the matter with Cuffy?”

“He's a born idiot!” groaned Tommy,
“The howlingest ass you ever saw!
When I was staying with my uncle I.saw
him every day, and I was pulling his leg
all the time. He never knew it. He's
got the brains of a bunny rabbit, and not
a very intelligent bunny rabbit. His
father intends him for the Foreign Office
when he grows up, and that’s exactly the

lace for him! Meanwhile, he ought to

e in a home for idiots!"

““ Well, it amounts to the same thing,
if he comes into the Modern side here,”
said Jimmy Silver comfortingly.

“ Oh, don’t be a funny ass!" growled
Tommy. “I'm going to have him
planted on me, and he's greener than
cabbages, and can't say ‘Bo!" to a
goose !’

“Do you fellows want him to say
‘Bo! to you?”

“ Chuck it!" roared Tommy Dodd.
‘““Can't you be serious, you silly ass?

I'm not going to stand it, only—only I've
got to!”
Jimmy Silver grinned, and looked at

his watch.

“You'd better cut off, if you're going
to meet him at the station,”’ he re-
marked. ‘“Our expedition’s off for this
afternoon, then?"” .

“ I suppose so.”

A Splendid Long Complete Tale,
dealing with the Adventures of
Jimmy Silver & Co. of Rookwood.
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“T tell you what,”” said Jimmp
“TI'll go and meet him if you like, and
save you the trouble.”

Perhaps Jimmy Silver expected an out-
burst o} gratitude for that kind offer.
If so, he was disappointed. Tommy
Dodd snorted.

“ You won't do anything of the sort,
you rotter! I know your little game!
You think you're going to jape him at
he start, because he's a verdant ass!

N

Yah!

Jimmy chuckled,

“Well, I wish you joy of him,” he
said. “ It's pretty rotten, I admit, but

matters might have been worse!"

“How could they have been worse,
fathead ?”

“They might have put Clarence on
the Classical side, you know!"”

“You ass!” roared Tommy Dodd.

“ Here he'll be quite in his element,”
said Jimmy consolingly. ““1f he's an ass,
as you say, he’ll find lots of asinino
company. If he's an idiot—well, this
side of Rookwood is practically a home
for idiots. If he's a howling duffer, he'll
be quite at home among the others! In
fact, you'd better ask him to stick in this
study— a most appropriate place for a
howling duffer! Yarooooh!”

There was no appreciation of Classical
humour in Tommy Dodd's study just
then. The three Tommies made a sudden
rush at Jimmy Silver, and collared him.

Jimmy's flow of humour came to a
sudden stop, and he yelled.

“ Yarooh! Hands off! I'll— Yah!”

Bump!

“Oh, my hat! I'll-T'll— Yah!
Oh!” %

Bump-—bump!

“ Now roll him downstairs,’
Tommy Dodd.

“ Oh, crumbs! Yah! Ah!”

With arms and legs wildly flying,
Jimmy Silver was rushed out of the
study by the (hree exasperated Moderns,
and rolled over.the landing, and tumbled
down the stairs, three boots helping him
to start.

Jimmy rolled down, grasping wildly
at the banisters.

““ Ha, ha, ha!” roared the three Tom-
mies from the landing.

““ Yarooop !

“Hallo! There's Manders!
ejaculated Cook. .
And the three Moderns melted away.

Mr. Manders came up as Jimmy Sirvﬂr
righted himself on the stairs. The
Modern master had a cane in his hand.
He glared at the Classical junior,

“ Silver "’

“ Yow-ow !"

“So you are nob content to keep your
horseplay to your own side of the school,

Silver—"'
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“ Groogh "’

“ Cease those ridiculous noises, Silver,
and hold out your hand at once!”

“ Oh, dear!”

“Do you hear me, Silver?” thundered
Mr. Manders.

Swish—swish—swish !

Mr. Manders pointed to the door with
his eane, and Jimmy Silver limped out
into the sunny quadrangle. :

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver Has an ldea!

¢ A, ha, ha!” | . :
That was the greeting Jimmy

ilver received from his de-

voted chums, as he limped out

of Mr. Mander's House—dusty, dis-
‘hevelled, and squeezing his hands. :

Jimmy's hair was like a mop, his waist-
coat buttons had burst, and his jacket
was covered with dust. He was crimson
and untidy. All his chums did was to
roar,

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

The captain of the Fourth glared at
them, .

“You eackling asses! What are you
cackling at?”

Loveﬁ and Raby and Newcome only
cackled the more.

“1 thought you were going in to call
Tommy Dodd!” gurgled Lovell. * Did
you meet an earthquake on the way?”

“Or a wild,  untamed cyclone?”
giggled Raby.

“Or a merry Hun on the warpath?”
yelled Newcome. *‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

;'Oh' fatgl'l’ d his _coll
immy Silver dragge is  collar
straight, and smoot eg ghis ruffled hair.
Then he strode away to the Classical side
to get a brush-up. He needed it. Lovell
and Raby and Newcome followed him,
still grinning.

Jimmy Silver was quite a humorous
fellow; but the humour of the situation
was, for the moment, lost on him.

‘“Hallo! Is that a wild Hun you
fellows have caught?”’ asked Conroy of
the Fourth, as the four came in.

“By gad! What a picture!” chimed
in Mornington. *Is that Jimmy Silver
Man from Borneo?” .

‘‘ Ha, ha, hal”

Jimmy Silver strode on regardless.
Townsend and Topham cackled at him
on the stairs, Peele and Gower cackled
on the landing, Oswald and Flynn
roared at the sight of him in the Fourth
Form passage. Even Rawson, generally
a serious youth, looked out of his study
and grinned.

Then Jimmy shut himself in a bath-
room for repairs, ;

He had finished towelling, and was
combing and brushing, when the door
wae¢ pushed open, and Lovell grinned in.

Jimmy met him with a glare. Lovell
tried to look repentant, but his eyes
were dancing.

“Too bad, old chap!” he said, with
much sympathy.

‘ Oh, rats!”

“ We're awfully sorry—""

“ Br-r-rr!”?

“ And we'll come with you and mo
uP the Modern eads, if you like, instea
of going for Bagshot,"” said Lovell.

Jimmy Silver’s face broke into a grin
as he combed his hair. :

“ Never mtind the Modern cads,” he
said,  ‘‘ There's something better on—if
you are quite sure you've done gurgling
like a set of geese!”

“ Any old thing!” said Raby, over
Lovell’s shoulder.

‘“What was the row about, anyway,
Jimmy ?”

Jimmg oxplained.

His chums listened to the description
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of Clarence Cuffy — second-hand from
Tommy Dodd—with deep interest.

“ My hat!” said Lovell, * What larks!
We'll get no end of fun out of a mer-
chant like that! He'll be a prize-packet
to us! That's why Tommy Dodd was
so wild, of course.”

“ Thats' the idea!” said Jimmy Silver.
‘“He's coming by the three train.
Tommy Dodd’s going to meet him. M
idea is that we should meet him instead,
and pull his leg. If he's the kind of
verdant idiot Tommy deseribed, there’s
no end of fun in him.”

2 Butnif the Modern rotters are there
you——

“They won't be. I can fix that! If
you're quite sure you've done cackling,
we'll get off 1” said Jimmy sarcastically.

Jimmy put on his jacket, and the
Fistical Four started. In the quadrangle
Jimmy sto, to speak to Conroy® and
Pons and Van Ryn, the three Colonial
juniors, ‘who were coming out of the

tuckshop.
said  Jimmy.

“ Halt 1
wanted !’

“ Going for Bagshot 7"’ asked Pons.

‘“ Bother Bagshot! We're going to the
station to meet a new Modern kid—""

“ Oh, crumbs!”

. ““ And we don’t want Tommy Dodd to
come. I want you fellows to lay for him,
and see that he doesn’t come. Savvy?
It's a jape!”

“ Right-ho!” said Conroy. “T'll call
Oswald and Flynn, and we’i,l collar them
and sit on them!”

‘ Topping !’

The Fistical Four hurried out of the
gates, and took their way to Coombe.
About three mmutes later the three
Tommies tame sauntering down to the
gates.

Exasperated as he was by his uncle’s
request, and by the arrival of Clarence
Cuffy, Tommy Dodd intended to do as
he was requested. But his kindly pro-
gramme was not destined to be’ carried

out.

As the three Moderns walked down
the lane six Classical juniors detached
themselves from a fence by the roadside.
They were the Colonial Co., and Flynn,
Oswald, and Jones minor of the Fourth.

They linéd up in the path of the trio
with grinning faces.

“ None of your larks now!” growled
Tommy Dodd. “ We've got to get to
the station!”

““ Not at all necessary,” smiled Conroy.
“ Jimmy Silver’s gone for you.”

“The cheeky ass!” roared Tommy
Dodd. “If he begins any japes on Cuffy,
Pl slaughter him! Let us pass, you
jabberwocks!"”

“Won't ye come for a little walky-
walky with us intoirely?” grinned Flynn.

*“ No, you howling ass! Lemme pass.”

“I think you will!” smiled Conroy.
“ Come on!”’

“Look here, you kangaroo——'"

“ Collar them!” .

There was a scene of great excitement
in Coombe Lane for a few minutes. But
two to one were long odds.

The scuffle ended with three Modern
juniors arm-in-arm with six Classicals.
tach of the Tommies had a (Classical on
either side of him, with a firm grip on
his arm.

“ Now will you come walky-walky?”
grinned Conroy.

“ Leggo, you chump—""

“ March !’ said the Australian jumnior.

Tommy Dodd & Co. had to march.
And the Classicals turned their backs on
Coombe, so the three Tommies had to
march in the opposite direction. It was
only too painfully clear that Tommy
Dodd would not meet Clarence Cuffy
at Coombe Station that afternoon.

“ You're

of ** Chuckles 1"

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Qreenor Than Grass !
“ OTS of time!” remarked Jimmy
Silver.
The Fistical Four had arrived
at the station, and the train
was not in. They nodded to the ancient
porter, and went on the platform.

The train was signalled, however, and
they had not long to wait.

When it rolled in the four Classicals
watched for the new boy. They were
very curious to see the youth of whom
Tommy Dodd had given so unflattering a
description. ]

If Tommy’s description was anything
like aceurate, Clarence Cuffy would be,
as Lovell remarked, a gold-mine to the
Classicals. '

There were a good many passengers
who alighted from the train, but only
one who, by any sibility, could be
the new fellow for ﬁ?okw A ;

That was a youth of about their own
age, in Ktons and an overcoat, Wwho
stepped from the train, and blinked up
ang down the platform owlishly. -

The juniors blinked, too, as they
looked at him.

The new-comer had a round, open,
innocent face, with big blue eyes, that
looked almost like saucers. They looked
all the larger, because he wore big round
spectacles. His cheeks were plump and
rosy, and his person was what the ¥rench
pohitely eall inclined to ‘‘embonpoint ”
—what the Rookwooders would have
termed, less elegantly, ‘‘ podgy."”

There was an innocent and expansive
smile upon his face, which beamed like
unto a full moon.

“My hat !” said Lovell, in an ecstatic
whisper. ‘ That must be the merchant !
My only Aunt Selina Ann! You can
ixlmost hear the hayseed growing in his
hair !’

“Shush !” said Jimmy Silver. “ Put
on your sweetest smiles! Remember,
we've come here specially to meet him!”

Jimmy stepped towards the guileless
stranger, and raised hig school-cap very
politely, :

“ Master Cuffy 7"’ he asked.

The youth blinked at him.

“That is my name,”’ he said.
you Tommy Dodd?*

‘“ Ahem! No, not enctlf'! But we've
come to meet you and welcome you to
Rookwood,”” said Jimmy.

Clarence Cuffy beamed upon him.

“ How exceedingly kind of you!” he
exclaimed. ‘‘ My dearest auntie will be
so pleased when I tell her of this!”

Lovell and Raby and Newcome turned
their faces away. But Jimmy Silver
smiled gravely.

“Qur chief ohjeet is to please your
dearest auntie, Cuffy,” he said. ‘' By
the way, does your aunt know you're
out?”’

“ Oh, yes, indeed! . She saw me off at
the station,” said Cuffy innocently. “I
understood that Thomas Dodd would
meet me here, but——-"

“ You haven't heard?’ asked Jimmy
sadly. :

““Goodness gracious! T hope nothing
has happened to 'Thomas Dodd!” ex-
claimed Clarence.

“Don’t be alarmed ! ITe’s quite well,”
said Jimmy. *‘‘ Only—perhaps I'd better
tell you al once—he’s just a little—=
You understand!’  Jimmy tapped his
forehead in a significant way.

“ Oh, gracious!”’ said Clarence.

“ T understand that it runs in the Dodd
family,” said Jimmy, with owllike
seriousness. *‘ Fladn’t, you heard of it?”

““ Oh, dear!” said Clarence, in greaf
distress. “* Now I come to think of it,
I remember many setrange actions of
Thomas Dodd when I saw him last. He

§Continued on page 9.)

“ Are



Useful Articles on Camping Out in the ** Magnet'’ Every Week! 9

D ]

“CLARENCE, OF !
GANDER'S GREEN!"
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-, o> - -
actually put a frog down my back on one
occasion.”’

“Oh, my hat!”

““ And when I reproached him, think-
ing that it was a foolish practical joke,
he told me that he was only thinking of
the frog’s comfort, and wished to place
him in a nice, warm, cosy place,”” said
Clarence. ‘“ Of course, this was exceed-
ingly kind of Thomas Dodd, but—mnow

you speak of it——"" :
“ You mustn’t think he’s violent, or
anything like that,” said Jimmy re-

assuringly. ‘‘ Only a little bit potty in
the crumpet, you know. I'm warning
you so that you'll know him. He’s pretty
sure to ask you to tea, and you- want to
know how to treat him. At present he's
being actually held by force, to prevent
him from committing a violent assault
upon me, his best—ahem !—pal.”’

‘“ (Good gracious!”

“ But he’s only like that sometimes.
You'll find him quite calm when you get
in, He always calms down at tea-time.
You simply have to humour him. You
don’t min!my giving you the ti?‘i"

““ It is exceedingly kind of you.’

- ‘““Right-ho! ell, Tommy Dodd’s
chief mania is a desire to be treated very
affectionately.”” Jimmy watched the
simple face of Clarence Cuffy keenly as
he made this statement. But there was
no sign of suspicion there. “ When you
see him, don’t simply shake hands with
him. Put your arms round his neck and
kiss him."”

"““ How very odd!"’ ejaculated Clarence.

Tovell and Raby and Newcome
appeared to be suffering from internal
spasms. But Jimmy Silver was as grave
as a_judge.

“ Unless you do that, he may think you.

unfriendly,” said Jimmy. * You don’t
mind my telling you?”
“T am exceedingly obliged, my dear,

kind friend,” said Clarence gratefully.
5 My dear auntie would be so pleased
——" He paused and blinked at Lovell.
‘“ Have you a eold, my dear fellow?”

“ N-n-not at all!’’ gasped Lovell.

“By the way, I haven’t introduced
myself,” said Jimmy. *‘ Jimmy Silver—
that's me. Arthur Lovell, the chap with
the ears. George Raby, the fellow with
the nose. Arthur Newcome, the chap
with the feet.”

“You silly ass!” said three voices in
unison.

“This way,”" said Jimmy. ‘‘ You can
leave your box with the porter. Better
shake hands with- him. You don’t

mind "’

‘“ Not at all, m}v dear James. I shall
call you James. Is it a custom here to
shake hand with the porter?”

“ Well, if you don't mind. We're
rather Socialistic here, you know,” said
Jimmy calmly, ‘“ Of course, if you ob-
ject——""

“ Oh, no, not at all.”

Clarence Cuffy crossed to the porter,
who was trundling away his box on a
trolley.

The Fistical Four watched him as if
fascinated.

If Clarence did shake hands with the
porter, what the porter would think was
a very intéresting problem. * And cer-
{ainly it would prove that Clarence was
as green as grass, or greener, and that
he would be a gold-mine to the cheery
Classical juniors of Rookwood.

“Please have my box sent to Rook-
woad School. my good man,” said
Clarence, blinking at old William.

““ Yessir.”

Clarence held out his hand, and

William, supposing that it meant a tip,”

stretched out a horny hand to take it.
The new junior clasped his hand and
shook it cordially. 'l‘fle expression upon
old William’s face at that moment was
simply extraordinary.

Clarence rejoined the Fistical Four, old
William blinking after him as if mes-
merised.

“My heye!” murmured the porter.
“Mad! Mad as a ’atter! My heye!”
Jimmy Silver & Co. walked Clarence

out of the station, with happy smiles on
their faces. Clarence wore a ?lappy smile,
too. He was thinking how exceeding}iy
lucky he was to have met these exceed-
ingly nice boys on his arrival.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Exceedingly Kind !

“ ALT Y
H The Tistical Four halted,

with their new-friend, as they
were passing Mrs. Wicks’ little

shop in the old High Street of Coombe.
Jimmy Silver’s eyes were dancing, but

‘his face was otherwise grave.

bout your arrival at Rook-
““ T understand
odern Kourth,

‘“ Now, a )
wood,” he said mummgli.I
that you're in the
Cuffy.” o

“ Yes, with my dear friend, Thomas
Dodd.”

“You'll be in Mr. Manders’ House.
Do you know anything about Mr. Man-
ders?”’

Clarence shook his head.

‘“ He's a bit of a Tartar,’”” said Jimmy.
“ But there are ways of getting round
him. The question is, whether you'd
like to spend a little money in making
Mr. Manders a present? In fact, I'd
stand the tin with pleasure, for the sake
of—ahem !—seeing you please Manders.”

“1 should be exceedingly delighted,
my dear James.”

* Manders dotes on cauliflowers,’” said
Jimmy Silver. ‘‘ A new kid couldn’t do
better than take him a really first-class
cauliflower as a present.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled ovell and Raby
and Newcome involuntarily.

Jimmy looked at them severely.

“T am sure it is exceedingly kind of
you,” said Clarence, beaming. ‘' I shall
certainly expend two pence on a cauli-
flower for N{): Manders.”

‘“ Ahem! Cauliflowers have gone up,
you know. You may have to spring a
tanner for a good one.”

“ Dear me! They are twopence eoch
at Gander’s Green,” said Clarence.
“Eh! Where?’

“ That is my dear native village,” ex-

plained Clarence.
o ! I—I see. Well, here’s the
greengrocer, and you can leave the pur-

chase to me. I'm going to stand the
tanner.”’

‘“ Not at all; my dear James, I—"’

“ My dear chap, I insist.”

“ But, really——""

“ Leave it to me, Cuffy, old chap.”

And Jimmy stopped at the green-
grocer’s next door to Mrs. Wicks, and
the purchase was made forthwith. It
was a really handsome cauliflower, and
was nicely wrapped up in paper and tied.
Clarence Cuffy took it under his arm, and
again thanked James for his kindness,

The Fistical Four were on the verge
of explosion now. But they contrived
to moderate their transports, go to speak.
That any fellow could be so green as
this was a discovery to them. It was
evident that in the rual seclusion of Gan-
der’s Green the innocence of the dove
far outweighed the wisdom of the ser-
pent.

It was an interesting question exactly
how far the cheery, chubby Clarence

could be ‘ stuffed.”

Certainly a fellow
who would present

his master with. a

‘cauliflower on his arrival at school, might

be supposed to be capable of anything.

‘“By the way, what about your school
colours?”’ asked Jimmy suddenly, as he
walked down the lane to Rookwood.

‘“ Goodness gracious, what is that?”’
asked Clarence.

‘“You know the sides at Rookwood
have different colours—red for Classical,
and blue for Modern, School colours,
pink and white,”’ said Jimmy seriously.
‘“ You have to show your colours when
you arrive. I suppose you haven't any
colotired ribbons about you?’ 4

“ Nunno !”’

‘* All serene. I've got'some crayons in
my pockets. You see, it doesn’t really
matter where you show the colours, so
long as you show them,” explained
Jimmy. ‘* On your face is best.”

‘* Goodness gracious!”

. “If you'd like me to see to it for you,
it might save you from—ahem !—being
called over the coals for neglect. That
would be hardly fair, as you're a new
chap. But Manders is very strict. It's
not true that he slaughbtered a Fourth
Form chap once, and hid the body in the
water-butt—-""

“ D-d-d-dear me!”’

“But he's a bit of a Hun, and you
can't be too careful. The cauliflower
will set. you right with him, perhaps; but
you can't be too careful. Shall T fix you
up with the crayons?”’

““ My dear James, it is exceedingly
kind of you.”

‘“ Done,. then.”

Jimmy Silver extracted the crayons
from his pocket, and proceeded to fix up
Clarence in the Rookwood colours. He
crayoned his nose a bright blue, the
Modern colour, and he made his cheeks a
brilliant pink, and his chin a glaring
white with chalk—pink and white being
the School colours.

Clarence Cuffy’s aspect, when he had
finished, was extraordinary. If there had
been a looking-glass atrﬁand, Clarence
would have been startled himself.

‘“ Oh, my hat!” mumbled Lovell.

Raby and Newcome coughed hard.

“ There!” said Jimmy. ‘‘ Now you're
all right! Now, there’'s Rookwood, and
you go straight on to the gates and walk
in.  Ask any fellow you meet to. show

you to Mr. Manders’ House. By the
way, don't forget to bow to M.
Ma(xilde‘ars when you’re taken to his
study 1"’

“ Thank you so much !’

“ You will have to bow twice, placing
your hand on your heart—like that!”’

“ I will remember.”

Clarence marched on, with his bag
and umbrella in one hand, and the
cauliflower under the other arm.

_ Jimmy Silver & Co. controlled their
internal convulsions till he had passed
in at the gates.

Then they threw themselves down on
the grass by the roadside, and kicked up
their heels and roared.

~ THE FIFTH OHAPTER.
~ Mr. Mandors Gets a Shook !
“ Y heye!”
Old Mack, the rter of
Rookwood, nearly fell down
as he gasped out that ejacula-
tion. Old Mack had seen all sorts and con-
ditions of fellows arrive at Rookwood,
but he had never seen anything like this.
Tor a youth to walk 1 at the gates
with his face crayoned pink and white,
and his nose crni]oned lue, was some-
thing quite novel. Old Mack stared at
him as if he could hardly believe his
eyes.
Clarence Cuffy blinked round him
TuE Porurar.—No. 121.
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through his large spectacles as he came
within the lgntes. Old Mack staggered
out of his lodge.

Who the—what the—"" gasped
ack.
Clarence blinked at him.
‘“ My good man—-"" y
* This

““ You clear hout!” said Mack.
'ere ain't a circus!”’
Clarence blinked
He seemed surprised.

“ You appear to be labouring under
a miaa;)prehension, my good man,” he
said. I am a new pupil for this
scholastio establishment!”

Clarence had apparently learned a fine
flow of English in Gander's Green.

£ heye!” stuttered Mack. 3

L W’i'll ou have the exceeding kind-
d‘{mct me to “Mr. Manders’
House?’ asked Clarence politely. I
entively fail to see, my good man, to
what to attribute this extraordinary
outbreak of risibility !

“Oh, 'old me!” gasped Mack.

seriously at him,

ness to

“Dear me! I fear the man has been
drinking !’ said Clarence. ‘I must
pursue my inquiries elsewhere.”

He walked on, leaving old Mack

rooted to the ground. There was a
howl in the quadrangle as he was
sighted. :
Clagsicals and Moderns came up with
a rush from all directions to behold this

uniqll;a new specimen, .
“By gad! What is it?" yelled
Mornington. ¢

“ Something quite new!"” ‘grinned

Townsend. “‘ I say, what are you?”

“ Hl-, hﬂ:, i s
‘Clarence blinked at them in surprise.

‘1 am delighted to meet you, my dear
schoolfellows !”” he began.

““Oh erumbs!”

“ Will you have the exceedin
ness to direct me to Mr.
House?"”

‘“ Are you a new Modern?’ yelled

good-
Manders’

Top m.

‘“ Yes, my dear friend. My name is
Clarence Cuffy,”” said the new junior.
“I have just come from my home at
CGander’s dreen.”

‘“ Ha, ha, hat”

““ What's the matter with your face?"”
shrieked szthe of the Shell.

“Is anything the matter with my
face?” asked Clarence, in surprise. ‘* Oh,
1 Feroeive that you allude to the school
colours !"’

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“My dear friend, James Silver, was
kind enough to do this for me—""

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

““In order to please Mr. Manders.”

The juniors yelled.

. ‘“Are you qging in to Manders like
that?" roared Tracy.

‘“ Certainly !’

“I'll show you the way!' chortled
Mornmgton. “Come with me, Duffy,
and——" !

“ Cuﬂ’y "

. “Yes, I mean Cuffy.
in to Manders!”

“ Thank you so much!
ceedingly kind!”’

Clarence gratefulIKIfollowed the dandy
of the Fourth into Mr. Manders’ House.
lﬂ_o left half Rookwood yelling behind

him.

‘““ My dear schoolfellows appear to be

T'll show you

This is ex-

in a somewhat merry mood this after-
noon,” Clarence remarked.

““Oh, don't mind them!” said
Mornington. “ They're taken like that

"

sometimes. This way !
“ Thank you so much !”

. “There’s Mandy's door. Knock at it,

and 1gou'll be all rilght!"
¢ How exceedingly kind of you!”
Mornington retreated, gasping. He

would have liked to see Mr. Manders’

face when the new junior gresented him-
TuE PopULAR.—l\io. 121.

self ; but he prudently decided not to be
on the spot. There was no telling what
might happen.

larence _trotted on to the Modern
master’s door, and tapped.

“ Come in!" said the thin, acid tones
of Mr. Manders.

- Clarence opened the door and went in.

Mr, Manders was busy at his table.
He glanced up in his usual irritable way.

He was expecting a new boy, and did
not want to l{)e bothered with him; but
certainly he was not expecting anything
liko Clarence.

As his eyes fell upon the youth from
Gander’s Green, Mr. Manders’ features
became fixed, as if petrified.

Iis eyes almost started from his head.
Clarence stood before him with a meek
smile on his crayoned face.

Mr. Manders found his voice at last.

“Boy!" he gasped.

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Who—who—what are you?’

‘“ Clarence Cuffy, please, sir,”” said the
new junior meekly. ‘I understand you
are Mr. Manders?”’

‘*“ Bless my soul! Are you mad, boy?"’
shouted Mr. Manders.

“Oh, no, sir!” said Clarence, in
surprise.

_““ Why is your face painted in that
ridiculous way?"’

“ They are the school colours, sir,”
said Clarence simply. “ James Silver
was so exceedingly kind as to arrange it
for me!"”

“ Upon my word!”

Mr. Manders glared and gasped.
Then Clarence, remembering James' in-
structions, proceeded to bow twice, with
his hand on his heart. That proceeding

seemed almost to hypnotise M.
Manders.

“ May I lmve”tho pleasure, sir, of pre-
g s

“ With this cauliflower, sir?”’ said
Clarence.

‘ Wha-a-a-at!”

Clarence ripped open the paper, and
laid the handsome cauliflower on Mr.
‘Manders’ writing-table, with a beaming
smile,

Mr, Manders gasped for breath.

‘ A—a—a—a cauliflower!” he
tered.

“ Yes, sir. I understand that you are
excoedingly fond of that succulent vege-
table!” said Clarence. *‘ It is not equal
to the cauliflowers we produce at
Gander’'s Green——"'

“ Boy "’

stut-

“But I trust you will like it, siv—-""

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr.
Manders. ‘‘ Either .the boy is mad, or
this is a piece of the most unexampled
impertinence !"

Ylarence looked dismayed.

“J—I trust there has been no mis-
take,” he faltered. My dear friend
James Silver assured me that you were
fond of cauliflowers—""

“ Silver! Oh, now
You incredibly stupid boy!” gasped Mr.
Manders. ou—you—you extraordi-
na‘z:xl hlyc,l,iotic dolt—""

I understand!

“ 1 refuse to believe that such stupidity
is natural!” roared Mr. Manders. “1
believe this is an impertigent trick.”

‘“ Goodness gracious!” o

Mr. Manders jumped up and seized
his cane.  The dismayed Clarence
backed fo the door. Jimmy Silver had
warned him that Tommy Dodd was not
quite right in the head. Clarence began
to think that his dear friend James had
forgotten to warn him that Mr. Manders
was in the same unhappy mental state.

‘“Come here!” shouted Mr. Manders,
flourishing the cane.

“ B-b-but " stammered Clarence,
backing through the doorway.

-but—

Mr. Manders rushed at him, with
the cane in the air. Clarence did no$
wait for him. He fled down the passage.

“Come back!” shrieked Mr, Manders,
from the study doorway.

But Clarence did not coms back. He
might be green, but he was not greem
onomﬁh to oome back just then. o
vanished.

——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Tommy Dodd!

“ A, ha, ha!”
H ‘“ Here he is!"
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

A roar of laughter greeted
Clarence’s reappearance in the quad-
rangle. - The Fistical Four had just come
in, their faces wreathed in smiles, and a
littlo breathless.

“ Seen Manders?’ gasped Jimmy.

““Yes,” stuttered (ﬁnrence. o Ifc-—he
is a most extraordinary man. He did
not seem pleased when I presented him
with the cauliflower.”

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Who on earth is this?’ exolaimed
Bulkeley of the Sixth, coming up.
“ What the dickens—-"

“If you please, I am the new boy."”

“ What have you been doing to your
face ?”’ roared Bulkeley.

Clarence blinked at him,

“If you ?lease, they are the school
colours——'

¢ The—the what?”’ gasped the captain
of Rookwood.

*“The sdhool colours, please,
Silver was so exceedingly ki

“ You young rascal, Silver! Take the
young idiot away and get him washed at
once ! said Buf’keley, trying to frown.
““ What's your name, you young ass?"’

“ Clarence Cuffy, please.” 4

“ You seem to be a green young idiot,”
said Bulkeley. ‘“ Don’t believe every-
thing you're told. Get your silly face
washed at once.”

““ Goodness gracious!"

Jimmy Silver marched the new junior
into the House to a bathroom, leavin
the Rookwood juniors howling with
merriment. Jimmy left him there, scrub-
bing his highly coloured features, in a
state of great astonishment, Mornington
met him as he came downstairs.

‘‘ Bootles wants you,” he grinned.
“ Manders is there.”

‘“Oh, my hat!’ said Jimmy,

It occurred to the captain of the.Fourth
that there was a serious side to his joke
on Clarence.

He was in a less merry mood as he
presented himself in Mr. {iootvlea' study.
The master of the Fourth gave him a
severe look, and Mr. Manders scowled.

““ Silver,” rumbled Mr. Bootles, *“ Mr.
Manders informs me that you have
played a most absurd and reprehensible
tri‘c‘:k upon a new boy—-""

James
"

il et

y a little “joke, sir,”” pleaded

Jimmy Silver. -

‘“ Mr. Manders does not regard it as
a joke, Silver; he regards it as an act of
disrespect towards himself.”

‘“Oh, sir!” said Jimmy meekly.
“ Mr, Manders knows how much we all
respect him, sir.”

r. Manders’ eyes gleamed. Hoe
could see the double meaning of that
remark, though it was lost upon the un-
suspicious Form-master.

“You may hold out your hand,
Silver,” said Mr. Bootles, taking up his
cane.

Swish! Swish! Swish! Swish!

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow !""

“You may go, Silver,”

Jimmy went, with his hands tucked
under his arms, and his face contorted
into a most extraordinary expression.

‘“ Hallo!" exclaimed Lovell, as he cama

ol
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out into the quad. ‘‘ Is that a new thing
in gymnastics, Jimmy?”’

“ Yow-ow-ow !”’

‘‘ Licked 7’

“Yow-ow-ow! Yes. Manders has
been grousing to Bootles—yow-ow !—
about that little—yow-ow !—joke.”

“ Well,”” said Lovelly after some
thought, ‘“you might really have ex-
pected that, Jimmy. I wonder you
didn’t think of it.”

“ Yow-ow-ow !

“Come to think of it, Cuffy might
have been licked, and that would have
been a shame,” remarked Lovell. ‘‘ So
it’s all to the good, really.”

*“ Yow-ow!
Jimmy Silver.

‘ Well, better you than Cuffy, yeu
know, under the ecires.,”” said Lovell
argumentatively.

* Fathead ! was Jimmy Silver’s reply.

No dount Lovell was right; but Jimmy
Silver was not able to see eye to eye
with his chum for the moment. Jimmy
had had the ticking, and Leovell had not,
and that accounted for the difference.

‘‘ Hallo! Here comes Tommy Dodd
grinned Raby. ‘‘ He looks wrathy.”

Jimmy Silver ceased rubbing his hands
and grinned. The three Tommies had
come in al the gates, looking very red
and excited. They had had quite a long
walk that afternoon with ~Conroy and
Co., and they had not enjoyed il.
Tommy Dodd came wrathfully up to the
Classical Four.

‘““ Where's Cuffy?”’ he roared.

"

You silly ass!” grunted

1

‘““ All sereme,” said Jimmy Silver.
‘“He's all right. We've looked after
him, He's just washing the school

colours off.”

“The what?’ howled Tammy Dodd.

““ He didn’t know a chap had to arrive
at Rookwood in the school colours, so I
crayoned his face for him.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha !’ roared Cook and Doyle,

‘“And he took a cauliflower as a
present for Manders, Tommy. Tt was
my suggestion,”

Tommy Dodd’s face was a study.

* You—you—you Classical rotter!”
roared Tommy Dodd, while his chums
yelled. * You—you—you—— Oh, here
10 is!”’

Clarence Cuffy came out of the School
House with his face newly swept and
garnished, so to speak.

His face lighted up at the sight of
Tommy Dodd, his old acquaintance, and
he came towards him smiling expansively.
A crowd of Rookwood fellows gathered
round Clarence. They were quite inter-
ested in him.

‘“My dear Thomas!”
Clarence effusively.

Tommy Dodd grunted.

Mindful of Jimmy Silver's instructions,
Clarence did not neglect to greet Tommy
Dodd in an affectionate manner.

He threw his arms round the aston-
ished junior’s neck.

““ What the—"

d.

Smack! Smack!

Clarence kissed him on both cheeks,
with reports like a pistol. There was a
wild howl from the juniors.

* Ha; ha, ha!”

Tommy Dodd struggled wildly in
Clarence’s affectionate embrace,

‘“ Leggo!” he roared.

“ Ha, ha, hal”

Tommy Dodd shoved Clarence off so
violently that the new junior sat down
in the quad with a bump. He sat there
looking astonished, while the enraged
Tommy glared down at him.

“You silly idiot!’ raved Tommy
Dodd. * What do you mean by kissing
me like a silly soboo¥girl, you silly guy?”’

** Grooogh ! gasped Clarence.

“You owlin$ jabberwock, what do
you mean by it?’ yelled Tommy Dodd,

exclaimed

spluttered Tommy

“ G-g-goodness gracious!” stuttered

Clarence. ‘‘ James told me that it would
please you, my dear Thoms.”

“1h? James! ~ Who's James, you
owl?”’

** Your dear

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!

Tommy Dodd tuined a Hunnish look
upon Jimmy Silver.

“ You—you—you
rotter—"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ I=-PlI—-I'll—"

Tommy Dodd made a rush at Jimmy

friend, "James Silver.”
u

spooling  Classical

Silver, his fists thrashing out.

Clarence jumped up and rushed
between,

‘“ My dear Thomas, do not quarrel
with dear James—— Yarooh! Yooop!
Yah!”

Peacemakers are blessed somelimes,

Clarence did not see where the blessing
came in, however, as he received the

11

Mr. Manders again, and that-gentleman,
having ‘‘ taken it out '’ of Jimmy Silver,
had let Clarence down lightly. " Indeed,
Mr. Manders was almost grateful to
(larence for having been the means of
getting Jimmy Silver licked. Clarence
had been assigned to Leggett’s study,
which was a great relief to the three
Tommies. They had dreaded having him
inflicted upon U))'em.

Partly from a desire to carry out his
Uncle Dodd’s wishes, and partly from
relief that Clarence was not planted in his
study, Tommy Dodd determined to do
the best he could for the verdant youth
from Gander's Green.

Clarence was brought into the study to
tea, and the three chums expended what
remained of their pocket-money in a
‘“ spread ”’ of unusual magnitude to do
honour to the occasion,

Clarence was eyeing Tommy Dodd a
little dubiously.

goo
direct me to Mr. Manders’ House 7

“My heye!"” OIld Mack stared hard at the youth with the cauliflower and
the ;nintod face who came in through the gates.

man,” said the new boy, ‘“will you have the exceeding kindness to
I am a new pupil, Clarence Cufiy, for
this scholastic establishment.”

‘“Who are you 2" ‘“My

(See Chapter 5.)

unches that were meant for
ilver. He was bowled over like
a skittle,

“ Yow-ow! Yah! Oh!

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”’

“You silly ass!” shrieked Tommy
Dodd. ‘‘ What did you get in the way
for?”

*“ Yow-ow-ow-ooop !"

The Fistical Four strolled away, .leav-
ing Tommy Dodd gathering up the un-
fortunate youth who had been confided to
his protection. Tommy Dodd led him
away amid a shrieking mob of juniors.

Jimmy Silver rubbed his hands.

““ It was worth a licking from Bootles,”
he remarked. * Pity you didn't get the
licking, Lovell. But it was worth it.”

terrific
Jimmy

Yawp !’

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Dangerous !

“ IT down, fathead!”’
“ Thank you, Thomas!”

Thomas snorted.

The three Tommies had
brought Clarence Cuffy into their study
on the Modern side, He had interviewed

Ho had not forgotien Jimmy Silver’s
kindly warning as to Thomas’ mental
state. Tommy Dodd’s outbreak in the
quadrangle was takan by Clarence as a
signal proof of Jimmy's statement—if
proof was needed. But proof was not
needed for Clarence.

In that delightful rural spot, Gander’s
Green, practical jokers and japers were
unknown, and Clarence had hitherto lived
under the care of his dear auntie, and a
mild, benevolent tutor, and the ways of
the wicked world were hidden mysteries
to him,

His tender heart was touched by
Tommy Dodd’s unhappy mental condi-
tion, and he would not have hurt
Thomas’ feelings at any price by a refer-
ence to it.

He remembered, too, that Jimmy
Silver had warned him to humour
Tommy in everything, as the safest way
of keeping him calm. Besides, Clarence
had ham‘f that humouring lunatics was
the best way of dealing with them, and
he was prepared to humour Tommy Dodd
to any extent. He only hoped that there
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would be no more violent outbreaks, and
he did his best to conceal his nervousness.

He started up from his chair when Cook
and Doyle left the study to visit the tuck-
shop for tea supplies. Affectionate as he
folt towards Thomas, he was a little
uneasy at being left alone with him.

“ You stay here, duffer,”” said Tommy
Dodd. “ You needn’t show up again for
a bit.” You've caused enough giggles.”

¢ Cortainly, Thomas,” egionss

Clarence sat down again, eyeing
Tommy Dodd all the time while the
Modern junior laid the table. Tle started
nervously as Tommy brought the bread-
knife out of the cupboard.

¢ Hallo, what's the matter?” asked
Tommy.

“ N-n-nothing, Thomas.”

“ (hot a pain anywhere ?"

‘ Nunno,"’

“Well, keep still, and don’t give a
fellow the jumps.”

“ Ye-c-0-0-08.""

“You are a howling ass, you know,’
said Tommy Dodd, unconsciously keep-
ing the big knife in his hand while he
ud?lressed lguﬂ"y across the table, blissfully
unconscious of the terror that the knife
wag causing Clarence. ‘1 suppose

ou can't help it; but you must learn
etter. Don’t believe everything a chap
tells you.”

“ N-n-no, Thomas,”’

“ What are you stuttering for?”

¢ Nun-nun-nothing."

“ Well, don’t! Youwwon't find Rook-
wood much like Gooseberry Green—is it
Gooseberry Green you came from?"’

“ Gug-gug-Gander’s Green, Thomas.”

“ Well, Gander's Green. If you don't
loarn to keep your eyes ogen, youw'll be
japed right an(i' left, and that will be up
against the Modern side—see? We're at
war with the Classical bounders all the
time,"’

“ Oh, dear!" : -

“They'll get at us no end, with a
howling” duffer on our side,”' said
Tommy. ‘ Jimmy Silver is a japing
beast. He was stuffing you up.”

“ Goodness gracious!”’

“ Always do as I tell you, and never
think for 'yourself, and never believe
anything anybody says to you,’' said
“ Then

)

you'll all right.

“ Yo-es, Thomas. I—I'm going to—to
humour you.'

Tomm‘y Dodd staved. |

“* You're going to what?”

¢ H-h-humour you,”
Clarence.

““ Blessed if I know what you mean!
If you mean you're going to do as you're
told, that’s all right. Next time you
moeet Jimmy Silver, punch his nose."”

‘“ (lood gracious !’

‘“If you don’t, I shall have to do it
for you—see?"”’ $

““ ")

Tommy Dodd flourished the bread-
knife to express his feelings towards
Jimmy Silver and the Classicals gener-
ally. Clarence watched him, wide-eyed
with terror, After the flourish, how-
over, Tommy only cut the bread for the
toast, much to Clarence’s relief. He had
been half expecting a rush.

Clarence did not breathe freely till
Cook and Doyle came back into the
study with supplies.

‘“ Here ye are, bedad,” said Tommy
Doyle. ““Sure you can make the toast,
young 'un.”

‘1 shall be exceedingly pleased!”

“ Well, don’t burn it, or we sha'n't be
exceedmgl{)plnznd.”

Tommy Dodd held out the bread-knife
towards Clarence, who jumped back with
& howl.

“D-d-don’t!” he yelled.

“Eh? What's the matter? Take it!”

“ T-t-take it?" . -
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You have to toast the

¢ Yes, ass. t
bread on it. We haven't a toasting-
fork.”

“ Oh, I—I see!” gasped Clarence.

“ Did you think I was going to chuck
it at you, you ass?’ growled Tommy
Dodd. *‘ For goodness’ sake, make the
toast, and don't be a bigger born idiot
than you can help !”

Clarence was glad to get that dan-
gerous weapon safe in his own hands.
It was no joke to have a big bread-knife
lying about, with a lunatic in the study.
The youth from Gander’s Green pro-
ceoded to make the toast, every now and
then blinking over his shoulder to ascer-
tain whether Tommy Dodd was behind
him. He did not want to be pitched into
the fire by a sudden mad rush of the
lunatic.

The toast was finished at last, however,
and the four Moderns sat down to tea.
Clarence wondered how Cook and Doyle
could be so easy and careless in their
manner, with an insane study-mate.
Perhaps they were not aware of
Thomas’ sad condition, he reflected, or
perhaps they had grown accustomed to
it. Clarence wondered whether he, too,
would grow accustomed to it in time.

Tommy Dodd recovered his good
humour. over tea, and even chuckled
over the incident of the cauliflower.
Clarence was greatly relieved to see him
in good humour,

“ You are feeling better, Thomas?"’
he inquired.

Thomas stared at him.

“Eh? I'm all vight! Never better!”

“1 am so exceedingly pleased to hear
it, Thomas!”’

‘“ Look here, if you call me Thomas,
I'll biff the jam-pot at you!” said
Tommy Dodd. ‘‘Can't you call me
Tom, or Dodd, like a senai{)lo chap?”’

“Yes, certainly, Thomas—I-—I mean
Tom ! stammered Clarence. ‘“I—I will
do anything to humour you!”

““ That's the second time you've talked
about humouring me,"” said Tommy
Dodd, staring at him. ‘ What do you
mean by it?

‘ Nun-nun-nothing, Thomas!"

“There you go again!" howled the
Modern junior. ‘Do Yyou want this
Jnm-ﬁot at your napper?”’

“ N-n-noo! I—I mean, Thomas—that
is to say, Dodd!” gasped Clarence.
“ Pray—pray do not ge violent! I—I
know you cannot help it, my dear friend,
but—but try hard—"

“ Cannot help what,

you babbling
ass?"”’

oo ool
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“ N-n-nothing !”’” babbled Clarence.

“ Blessed if I don’t think you're off
your rocker!” said - the astonished
Tommy Dodd. * Are there any lunatics
in your family, Cuffy?"’

Clarence groaned. The lunatic was
approaching  the  subject  himself!
Clarence cast a wild eye on the bread-
knife.

“Pass that knife this way, pip-pip-
please!"” he whispered to Tommy Cook,
who was next to him.

“Kh?Y What knife?’ asked Cook.
“You don’'t want a bread-knife to stir
your tea with, do you?”’ A

“ Nunno! But—b-b-but e

“Is it wandering in yer mind ye
are?’ asked Tommy Doyle. * Chuck
him over the bread-knife, if he wants
it, Doddy !’ )

Tommy Dodd picked up the knife,
Clarence could bear it no more. He
kicked his chair away behind, and
jumped up.

“Take it away from him !’ he yelled.

“ Phwat "

“D-d-don’t let him have the knife!
I—I can't stand it—— There'll be
murder done—""

Tommy Dodd stood petrified.

“Ts he mad?’ he gasped, at last.
“ What's the matter with you, Cuffy?
Avre you dotty? Here's the knife, if you
want it!"”’

He camo round the table, knife in
hand. Clarence fled wildly round the
table in the opposite direction.

“ Keop him off!I"” he yelled.

‘“ Phwat -the holy Moses—''

“ What's the matter?"' yelled Cook.

“ Keop him off! Help! He's mad!
Keep him off " yelled Clarence.
“ M-m-mad!"”  ejaculated Tommy

Dodd.

He stopped, rooted to the floor with
astonishment and rage. Clarence did
not lose the opportunity. He bolted to
the door, tore it open, and rushed into
the passage.

“ Come back, you dotty idiot!” roared
Tommy d, rushing out after him.

“Help " shrieked Clarence.

“ Come on, you chaps!” panted
Tommy. ‘‘ Collar the babbling idiot
before he alarms the House—""

The three Tommies, utterly astounded,
dashed  in pursuit of the terrified
Clarence. Clarence went down the stairs
like a deer, sprinted along the passige,
and scudded into the quadrangle. Fear
lent him wings. The three Tommies
were first-rate sprinters, but Clarence
beat them easily.

He looked back in the quadrangle, and
his eyes almost started from his head at
the sight of Tommy Dodd in pursuil.
The fury of the lunatic had evidently
been aroused. ;

(larence dashed off towards the School
House, and rushed into the building for
shelter. Again he looked back, to see
the three Tommies rushing in after him.

In desperation, Clarence tore open.a
study door, and dashed in. There was
an exclamation of angry surprise from
Bulkeley of the Sixth. It was the study
of the Rookwood captain the terrified
Clarence had rushed into.

“ What the dickens—'"" shouted
Bulkeley.

“ Help!”

“ What?"

“He's after me!” yelled (Clarence,

dodpf(mg behind the stalwart captain of
).

Rookwood, as foolsteps mnﬁ in the
passage. ‘‘ Keep him off! e's mad!
He's gobt a knife! Oh, goodness

gracious!”

The astounded Bulkeley grasped him
by the' shoulder, and shook him. The
three Tommies arrived breathless in the
study doorway.

“ What does this mean, Dodd?"’ thun-
dered Bulkeley.

“I—Y'm blest if I know!” panted
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Tommy Dodd. I think he's potty—""

‘“He's mad! Keep him off I’ -~

‘““ Eh? Who's mad?’ demanded Bulke-
ley, shaking Clarence vigorously.

“ Thomas Dedd—poor, dear Thomas
—he’s dangerous!” sobbed Clarence.
‘“ He can’t Ee!p it, but I don’t want to
be murdered—— Oh, dear!”

*“ You howling idiot!”” roared Tommy
Dodd, a li%ht breaking on him. *“ Has
anybedy told you I'm mad?”’

“* Yes, dear James warned me—""

““ Oh, my hat! I'll dear James him!
The spoofing bounder——""

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Cook and Doyle

Even Bulkeley grinned. He gave
Clarence another shake.

“ You utter little ass!” he said.
“Jimmy Silver was pulling your leg,
you crass young idiot! Dodd’s as sane
as you are—saner, by Jove!”

“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” gasped
. “ Ha, ha! Get out of my study, and
if there’s any more of this, you'll get a
licking I”’

And Bulkeley pitched Clarence out
among the Tommies.

“I—=I—I'm exceedingly sorry, my
dear Thomas!”  gasped Clarence.
‘“ James seems to have made a mistake !
I am sure he meant well! Where are
you going, my dear Thomas?’

Thomas made no reply. He was scud-
ding up the stairs, with the other two
Thomases after him. The trio were
bound for the end study.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were al tea in the
end study, and still chuckling over the
adventures of Clarence, when the door
burst' suddenly open.

Then an earthquake occurred.

At all events, it seemed like an earth-
quake to the Fistical Four.

The three excited youths burst in, the
table- was whirled over, and the four
Classicals knocked right and left by the
charge.

Four roaring youths were strewn upon
the floor, rolled over and bumped and
punched, and the table and the chairs
were pitched upon them, almost before
they knew what was happening.

Jimmy Silver felt something sticky on

his face. It was jam, and it oozed in be-
tween his lips. Jimmy Silver liked jam,
but he did not like 1t in that manner.
He roared and spluttered.

Raby felt something trickling down his
neck, and that someﬁxing was hot. He
correctly surmised that the teapot had
been turned over on top of him. He fol-
lowed Jimmy Silver's example, and
roared.

Newcome’s head came into violent con-
tact with the leg of the upturned table,
and he roared and rubbed the injured
part. Suddenly his hands were knocked
aside, and a liberal supply of butter was
thrust into his face and hair.

Arthur Edward Lovell might have been
yelling for help. There was no saying
exactly what Lovell was doing, for he was
underneath Jimmy Silver. But if Lovell
could not make his presence known by
means of his voice, he had other means
at his disposal.

Jimmy Silver felt a set of hard teeth
bite into the soft part of his leg, and he
roared again. Lovell could not be blamed
for that, for he could not see who was
sitting on him.

The three Tommies grinned, but

they did not speak. They were too
busy. They looked about for things
to pile upon the luckless Fistical |}
Four. A bottle of ink at Tommy Dodd’s

elbow caught their attention. They took
out the cork, and Jimmy Silver & Co.
were liberally splattered with the ink.

Then the three Tommies fled.

Jimmy Silver sat up amid the
gasping.

‘“ Wha-a-at——"" he spluttered.

“ Oh, yow!"”

“Those Modern bounders—
hooogh !’

‘“ Oh, erumbs!”’

‘“ After them!”’ gnsperl Jimmy Silver.

But the three Tommies were gone.
They had taken Clarence back to their
House with them at a run. And tea
in Tommy Dodd’s study finished quite
cheerfully, after all.

THE END.

(Another splendid story of the Rook-
wood Chums next Friday, entitled At
Feud with the Fifth!’ By Owen
Conquest.)
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No. 564, —KIT AND CORA.
Thrilling Story of the Girl and Boy Detectives.

No. 555.—~BIRDS OF A FEATHER. f
Grand School Yarn of Jack Jackson and His Chums at Wycliffe,

Jack Neorth,

No. 5566.—THE FIGHTING SCOT.
Exciting Tale of the Boxing Ring.

No. 557.—THE MYSTERY MAKERS, A
Wonderful Story of the Cinema. By Nat Fairbanks.
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of thrilling adventure and
featuring Sexton Blake and Tinker (the famous private detective and
his clever young assistant).
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A tale of clever deduction in England and Italy, featuring Mr. Trouble
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A baffling story of mystery and blackmail, introducing Sexton Blake,
Tinker, and Leon Kestrel, the Master Mummer.
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VOICE; or,
PURPLE DIAMOND.
detective work,

No.1756.—THE CASE OF THE ISLAND TRADER. e
A magnificent long novel of mystery, detective work, and thrilling

By the author of “ The Great Diamond Bluff,” *‘ His Son's
to.

No. 49.—THE AMAZING SCHOOLBOY.
A story of 8t. Frank’'s, introduncing NELSON LEE, NIPPER & 00.,
HANDFORTH & 0O0., and TIMOTHY TUOKER, the Amazing New Boy,
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VAL MORNINGTON.
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In this junior we find one of the strongest
characters among the Rookwood “celebrities.”
In fact, so strong is it that it was for a
long time a serious menrace to Jimmy Silyer,
the now junior captain.

The one great difficulty with Morny is that
he is still liable to fall into his bad ways
of a few years back.

When he first appeared at Rookwood it
was as Lord Mornington. However, to cut
a long story short, the real Lord Mornington
turned up, and Morny discovered that he
was in reality a mnobody, and an extremely
poor one at that. He now exists on the
charity of his guardian.

Morny’s life at Rookwood can he divided
into three distinct periods. The first, when
he was Lord Mornington, was spent mostly
in smoking, gambling, and pub-hunting, The
second, when for a time h¢ turned partially
straight, and for a very short while, and by

rather shady means, became elected as
junior captain. In the process of election he
caused Jimmy Silver to be wrongfully
accused of theft and other crimes. This,

however, was all put right in the end, and
Silver won the captaincy, which he still
holds. After this Morny, to use a collo-
quialism, “took a back seat,” and although
he has since figured in many japes; both
shady and otherwise, has not been to the
fore to any great extent.

It is his unreliability, and this alone, that
keeps him from becoming a very serious
obstacle in the smooth-running path of
Jimmy Silver. If Morny could> become
abgolutely straight, and with no fear of his
falling back into his ways of a time ago,
there is little doubt that one of these days
he would fill Silver's place as junior captain
at Rookwood. As it is, with a very little
temptation, Val Mornington is always quite
ready to participate in any breaking of the

i rules as to smoking, gambling, ete.

As to the lesser side of his character, it

may be likened unto that of the renowned
“Gussy " of St. Jim's. Morny's fancy waist-
coats, “toppers,” and dress generally are

certainly on a par with Gussy’s, and his out-
ward behaviour and manner of speech are
certainly as polished and grandiloquial.

To sum up, then, Morny, or, to give him
his full title, Val Mornington, of the Fourth
Form at Rookwood, must figure among the
first of the school's “celebrities.” He comes
fiftth on the list, and if only he would
become absolutely straight, all the fellows
would “extend the friendly mitt ” to him,
and his place on the list would be decidedly
nearer the top. -
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