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For the Honour
of Rookwood!

A Splendid, Long Complete Tale,
dealing with the Adventures of
Jimmy Silver & Co. at Rookwood.

OWEN CONQUEST.

Author of the famous Rookwood ¥Yarns in “The Boys' Friend.”
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Rivals of Rookwood !

3 ECIL KNOWLES, of the Modern
Sixth at Rookwood, was not
looking agreeable as he came
into Bulkeley’s study.

His hard face was grim 1 expression,
and his close-sel eyes had a somewhat
unpleasant glint in them.

There had never been any love lost
between the captain of Rookwood and
_the Modwrn captain.

Bulkeley had always tried, with almost
inexhaustive patience, to pull with
Knowles, for the sake of Rookwood

generally  Bul, he found in Knowles a
cold nmf guspicious nature that was diffi-
cult to pull with.

Bulkeley, as captain and head of the
games, had the cricket in his hands, and
it was Knowles’' favourite belief that he
favoured his own side—the Classical side
—and left the Moderns out in the cold
as much as he could.

And Knowles did not want any evi-
dence of that, excepting what was
supplied by his own restless and sus-
picious mind

“ You asked me to give you a look
in, Bulkeley,” he remarked coldly.

“Yes, Knowles.” Bulkeley paused in
his walk to and fro, and looked at the
Modern senior. “ It's about the St. Jim’s
match.

“ Oh, good!” said Knowles. ‘ You've
decided to give us a bit better show in
the eleven? I'm glad to hear it.
There's been a good deal of dissatis-
faction on our side.”

Bulkeley bit his lip.

““ Not exactly,” he said. *The fact
is, I want to have a little friendly talk
about it, Knowles. I know there’s been
some grumbling among the Modern
seniors, because there are only three in
the first eleven, and eight Classicals, for
this match.’

“It's rather
1t97

“ Not the way I look at it. In making
up the team, I don't consider Classicals
and Moderns as two sides, but Rookwood
as a whole.”

“But it's a little odd that all the
players should be discovered on the
Classical side—your own side! Don’t you
think so?”

“ Tt happens that way just now,” said
Bulkeley patiently. ‘“The fact 1s, the
Modern members of the club have been
a bit slack in practice. We've got to
beat Kildare's team at St. Jim's, if
possible, and we've got to play our best
men to do it I'm playing you, Framp-
ton, and Catesby from the Modern side.”

“And eight Classicals!”  sneered
Knowles

disproportionate, isn’t

oy at
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“Yes I'm sorry the proportion falls
as it does, but it can’t be helped. I've
been over the team carefully; but there
isn’t another man on your side I could
put in without leaving out a better man
to make room for him. I'd like you to
put it to the fellows of your side 74

“1 can’t put it to them like that.”

“ Why not 7'

“ Because I don’t agree with you. 1
claim at least five places in the eleven
for Moderns. That leaves you with a
majority '

Bulkeley made a gesture.

“It isn’t a question of this side or
that,” he said. ““It's a question of put-
ting a winning team into the field.”

“We sha'n’t agree, that’s clear. But,
as you're captain, you have the casting
vote. You will have your way, I sup-

”»

“I'd rather we agreed, Knowles.”

“ We can’t agree unless you give us
what we consider fair play.”

“ You don’t think yow're getting fair
play 7’  exclaimed Bulkeley, a blaze
coming into his eyes.

“Well, to be quite frank, we don't,”
said Knowles coolly. “Of course, we
know you mean well. But we think
you're prejudiced in favour of your own
side, and you want to play your own
friends. I could point out three or four
Modern members as good as any of your
men."’

“TIf you were skipper, wouldn't you
follow your own judgment?”’

“ Of course.”’

‘_‘"l.‘lwn you can’t blame me for doing

50.

“I’'m not blaming you,” said Knowles
icily. “ You asked me what I thought,
:uuf T've told you.”

“ Well, if we can’t agree, we can’t!”
said Bulkeley. “I feel bound to play
the team I've selected, and I'm sorry I
can’t meet your views, Knowles.”

f‘l',I:llen there’s nothing more to be
said.

Bulkeley was silent, and the Modern
prefect quitted the study. Ie left the
captain of Rookwood in a thoughtful
mood.

Knowles crossed the quadrangle to his
own side, and met his (flmm, Catesby, in
the doorway of Mr. Manders’ house.

Catesby gave him an inquiring look.

“ Well, what’s the verdict ?’’ he asked.

“ What T expected,” said Knowles,
with a sneering smile. * Soft sawder,
and no concession. It’s practically going
to be a Classical team, and I'm going
to have our fellows jawing me for not
sticking-up for their rights.”

“ Blessed if I don’t feel inclined to
resign from the eleven!” said Catesby
sourly.

“1f you did, Bulkeley would have in

another Classical, and be glad of the
chance. ’ >

“Well, T won’t give him that chance,
anyway

“I've got a better idea than that,”
said Knowles, in a low voice. ‘‘ Bulkeley
isn’t going to have it all his own way
as he thinks Come up to my study, and
bring Frampton.”

Catesby gave him a look, and nodded.

‘“ Right-ho !

Cecil Knowles went on to his study,
his eyes glinting. There was a scheme
working in his keen, unscrupulous mind
which would have startled George Bulke-
ley if he could have guessed it.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
What Tubby Heard !

(] H dear!”
Tubby Muffin uttered a gasp

of dismay.

The fat Classical had pene-
trated to Cecil Knowles' study in Mr.
Manders’ house. Most of the Modern
fellows were out of doors, and Tubby
had ‘“sneaked ' in unseen.

He knew that Knowlés was over in
the School House, and he believed that
the coast was clear, and he was busily
engaged in searching for any stray frag-
ments of grub that Knowles might have
incautiously left lying about.

Tubby suddenly ceased his prying and
peeping, and stood rooted to the floor in
dismay as he heard a quick step in the
passage outside.

Tubby knew that step.

“ Knowles!"” he gasped

The fat junior shivered all over at the
thought of being caught there by the
bully of the Sixth. Already, in antici-
yation, he could feel the prefect’s cane
]ushing all round his plump person.

He looked wildly round }or a hiding:
place.

There was a screen in a corner of the
study shutting off the corner, and as
'J‘ub');y’a terrified eyes lighted upon it "he
made up his mind. In a second he had
squirmed behind the screen,

There, with his back in the corner, and
his knees hunched up against the screen,
he almost collapsed, scarcely daring to
breathe

He was none too soon. The study door
opened, and he heard Knowles come in.
He wondered dismally whether the
Modern prefect had come in to tea.

A scent of tobacco-smoke greeted his
nostrils

Knowles had lighted a cigarette.

That incident increased Tubby’s terri-
fied uneasiness He had discovered a
Sixth-FFormer—a prefect, too—smoking!
There would be no limit to Knowles' fury
if he found him now.

Tae Porurar.—No. 130.

':q.ﬁ';‘-f‘f
ISl



8 When You Go on Your Hc;lidays Don’t Forget to Take the ‘f Popular’’ !

It was Knowles’ duty to put down that
kind of thing among the juniors, and
here he was smoking a cigarette mn his
study, like Mornington, the black sheep
of the Fourth! :

It was evident that Knowles did not
suspect that there was a junior in the
study. Tubby breathed as silently as he
could, only hoping that Knowles would
g0 when he had finished his smoke.

There were footsteps in the passage,
and the door opened again. Frampton
alnd Catesby came in, and again the door
clos g

Tubby Muffin groaned in spirit. He
did not dare to'groan aloud. It was a
meeting of Knowles & Co., and goodness
knew how long it was going to last!

Knowles nodded to his two chums, and
handed them his cigarette-case.

“TI've seen Bulke ey,” he began.

“ Catesby told me,” said Krampton.
“ His lordship is kind enough to leave
us our places in the eleven, it seems.”

“ Us three,” said Knowles, * and eight
Classicals! The question is, are we
going to stand 1t ?”’

“T don't see what else we can do,”
said Catesby doubtfully. * Some of the
fellows—especially Hoke and Tresham—
think we ought to resign. Ioke says
we're leaving our friends in the lurch for
the sake of keeping our own places.”

“Some are against our resigning,
though,” said Frampton. “ We don’t
want a match with the Modern side quite
unrepresented. And—and some of the
fellows seem to think that Bulkeley
knows best.” ;

Knowles sneered.

“ Wel,, we're not going to resign,” he

said. ‘““I know a trick worth two of
that. Bulkeley is very keen on winning
at St. Jim’s. Suppose he turned up at

St. Jim’s with three players short 7"

“ What!”

“ Nobody’s going with the team, owing
to the restrictions of railway travelling—
you know that Suppose we lost our
train at Latcham, say, or Lexham?”

*“ Phew "

“ Bulkeley would arrive on the ground
with his eight precious Classicals, and
could pick wup three substitutes.”
Knowles grinned. “ You know what that
would mean—a thorough licking!”

. “But—but we don’t want Rookwood
licked,” said Frampton, hesitating.

“Do we want Bulkeley to win with
a_ team nearly all Classicals?”’ said
Knowles, between his teeth. *“ Kildare’s
eleven is a strong one, and if Bulkeley
beat them with what is practically a
Classical team, how should we stand
here? Over on the other side they’d be
crowing over us; and next match, very
likely, our places would be reduced to
two, or one, or none. I might be the
next to go. Bulkeley would be glad to
drop me out of the eleven, I believe.”

“But—but—""

“ They're not going to win,” said
Knowles viciously. ‘It wouldn’t be
2 Rookwood win, either; it would be a
Classical win!”
~* Well that’s so.”

_‘*If they get licked, we can say they’re
licked because they were nearly all
Classicals!”

“ Good !

“If they make out that they lost
through us leaving them in the lurch,
that will be admitting that they need
Moderns in the team.”

“You've got a head, Knowles!”

“But—Dbut if the fellows knew !” mut-
tered Catesby, .

“It’s got to be kept dark, of course.
.We’ change trains at Latcham, and there
isn’t a long wait. We three stroll off
to the buffet for ginger-pop, and lose the
train. Trains are few and far between
now.”
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Knowles grinned.

“I’'ve looked that out,” he went on,
“and we should have to wait over two
hours for another to follow them, and
that means arriving at St. Jim’s too late
to play. f course, our missing the
train would be entirely an accident !”

“Better be careful to keep that up,
anyway.”

. **Of course! Bulkeley will be three
men short at St. Jim’s. If he picks up
three substitutes there they won’t be
much good. And even if he wins with
St. Jim’s fellows in the ranks he can’t
call it a Rookwood win. But he won’t

win. The match would be touch-and-go
in any case, and with three of his best
men dropped out he must be beaten.”

“It looks a dead cert,” agreed Framp-
ton. ‘‘But—"

“But what?” snapped Knowles.

“I'm blessed if I half like the idea!”

“You'd rather be walked over by the
Classicals 7"’ sneered Knowles. “You'd
rather let Bulkeley and Neville and the
rest walk roughshod over us, and make
out that their side is the sporting side
of Rookwood, and all we can do is
German. and mathematics and
chemistry 1”

“Well, no.”

“Then it's a go?”

There was a short silence, and then

Frampton and Catesby answered
together.

“It’s a go, Cecil I”

“Good!” said Knowles. He threw
away the stump of his cigarette. “Now
let’s get down to practice. We've got

to keep up an appearance of being aw-
fully keen about the match.”

The three Modern seniors left the
study.

When their footsteps had died away
Tubby Muffin crawled out from behind
the screen, pale as chalk, and trembling
in every podgy limb.

The fat Classical had overheard every
word, and he was terrified by what he
had heard. If Knowles should discover
that he knew! Tubby shuddered at the
thought.

His knees knocked together as he
crawled out of the study,

He had forgotten all about the pre-
feot’s tuck now. Even food did not appeal
to Tubby in his present ‘scared frame of
mind. e fairly crawled out of Mr,
Manders’ house, and did not breathe
freely until he was safe in his own study
on the Classical side.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Tubby Muffin Feels Worried !

“ HAT’S the matter with you,
fat face?”
Lattrey, the cad of the
Fourth, asked that question
as he came into his study, which Tubb.
yuﬂin had the honour of sharing wit
im,
Tubby was sitting in the armchair,
gasping.
“Oh, dear!” he said.
“Been pinching somebody’s grub and

getting a thick ear?” asked Lattrey.
Tubby Muffin rose and strolled dis-

consolately out of the study. He was

heavily burdened with the strange secret
he had discovered on the Modern side.

He wanted somebody to confide in,
but he did not intend to confide in Lat-
trey, the cad of the Fourth.

Tubby was a youth whose thoughts
ran chiefly upon food, especially in the
form of pastry. was his first
thought, his second, and his third. But
Tubby was not a bad fellow when he
could get his mind off that all-important
subject.

He was deeply worried by what he
had learned of Knowles’ dastardly

scheme for betraying the senior cricket .
match at St. Jim’s.

Tubby liked and admired Bulkeley,
as all the Classicals and most of the
Moderns did. 1t worried him to think
of Bulkeley making all his preparations
for a keen match at St. Jim’s, only to
be left in the lurch by three members
of his team whom he mnever dreamed of
distrusting.

He thought of telling Bulkeley, but
immediately decided against that step.

He knew that Bulkeler would not
believe a word of it, especially as Tubby’s
reputation for truth-telling was not
great. ;

Even if Bulkeley believed or' half-
believed it, he would tackle Knowles
on the subject, and then Knowles would
know that Tubby had played the eaves-
dropper in his study. ’

Tubby shuddered at the thought.

He knew the revengeful nature of the
Modern bully. Knowles would make
him smart for it, if he had to wait a
whole term for his vengeance.  The
bully of the Modern Sixth was a more
fearsome personage to Tubby than the
Head himself.

But what was he to do? .

He took a pride in the glory of the
Rookwood First Eleven, though he was

no cricketer. Every Rookwood fellow
did, even fellows like Leggett and
Lattrey.

Was he going to keep quiet about
what he knew, and let Knowles & Co.
give the match away by treachery?

But what was the use of spinning a
yarn that would be disbelieved.  And
what about the most important con-
sideration of all—the safety of his own
fat skin?

Tubby wandered along the passage
with an expression on his podgy face
which hinted that all the troubles in
the British Empire had suddenly de-
scended upon him.

He was brought up by a slap on the
shoulder as he nearly ran into Van Ryn,
Pons, and Conroy, the Colonial chums :
of Study No. 3

“Youl” roared Tubby.

““What's the trouble?”
Van Ryn.

‘“Have you only been able to get
enough for two at tea?”

“I'm not thinking about tea.”

“You're not thinking about teal”
yelled Pons.

“Nunno !”

“But it’s tea-time!” said Conroy, in
a dazed tone.

“Yes, I know.”

“It’s tea-time, and you’re not think-
ing about tea!” gasped Van Ryn,

‘No!” yelled Tubby.

“My hat! This is where we faint!”

The three Colonials staggered against
the wall, apparently overcome. Van
Ryn fanned himself feebly.

The fat Classical glared at them, gave
an angry snort, and rolled on.

He wandered into the quadrangle to
think it out. ~ Tubby Muffin was nof
much given to thinking, but he tried
hard.

Bulkeley and Neville came along from
the cricket-ground, going towards the
house, and Tubby blinked at them. The
captain of Rookwood wore a satisfied
look.

“The team’s in topping form !” Tubby
heard him say. ‘‘Knowles’ bowling has
never been better, too!”

“I fancied those Modern chaps were
going to give some  trouble,” Neville -

asked Dick

wemarked.

“Well, T had a talk with Knowles,
and it didn’t seem to get wus much
forrader,” admitted Bulﬁclcy. “But
that makes no difference to the cricket.

(Continued on page 9.)
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Lucky we've got Knowles as a bowler.
Hp'sn first-class!  We couldn’t spare

him.

“Oh dear!” murmured Tubby.

“I rather think we shall win, too,”
said Bulkeley, who did not even see the
fat junior under the beeches. I want
to, specially as it’s a new fixture. I've
taken a lot of trouble with the team. I
fum:i we shall uphold Rookwood’s colours
on the St. Jim’s ground. Hallo!”

He broke off as Muffin rolled out from
under the beeches.

Tubby - had - made up his
almost,

He couldn’t—he simply couldn’t!—let
old Bulkeley go on in this unsuspicious
way, while he knew what Cecil Knowles
was plotting and scheming behind his
back.

“T—I say, Bulkeley!” he stammered.

“Well, what is it, Muffin?”

“I1—I say—" 5

“Cut it short!” said the captain of
Rookwood tersely.

“J—I say——"" Tubby spluttered help-
lessly. The yarn he had to tell sounded
so ‘“‘steep,” so unlikely, that his words
died on his lips under Bulkeley’s clear
glance. “I—I say, I—I think I—I ought
to tell you, Bulkeley.”

“If you've got anything to say, buck
up! Don’t tell tales, if that’s what’s in
:your mind, though!” snapped Bulkeley.

“ About-—about the Moderns——"

“Somebody been ragging you,
young ass?”

“Nown-no!”

“Been over-eating yourself? ” asked
Neville, with a grin.

mind—

you

“Nunno! I—I know something
hag—"
“Time you did,” said Bulkeley.

“Your Form-master will be glad to
hear that.” ?

And the seniors laughed.

“] — T say — Knowles — Knowles, you
know——" stammered Tubby. *Sup-
pose a chap heard him say—suppose a
chap was—was behind something, and
heard Knowles say—say——

Bulkeley’s brow darkened.

“You slimy little cad!” he ex-
claimed. “Have you been eavesdrop-
ping, and are you coming to tell me
what you heard?”

“I—I—yes—you see Yarooooh ! ”
roared Tubby, as the Rookwood captain
took his fat ear between a finger and
thumb.

The two great men of the Sixth
walked on, leaving Tubby Muffin rub-
bing a crimson ear.

“Oh, dear!” mumbled Tubby.

He drifted away disconsolately. Evi-
dently it was not of much use approach-
ing Bulkeley on the subect.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Doubting Thomases !
IMMY SILVER & CO. came in
hungry to tea, and found a fat
¥ figure in the doorway of the end
study. Lovell took Tubby Muffin
by the shoulder, and spun him into the
passage.
“If you've touched our grub——"" he
began.
“1—I haven’t—"
“T’Il scalp you if you have! Look in
the cupboard, Raby.”
“1 tell you, I—-"
“Dry up! Is the tommy all right,
Raby? ”
. ‘““All serene,” said Raby, after a look
in the cupboard in the end study.
“Good! You can cut off, Fatty.”

. Arthur Edward Lovell followed his
comrades into the study. The Fistical
Four were quite ready for their tea.

Tubby Muffin followed. B

“Buzz off, Tubby!” ‘said Jimmy
Silver. ““Can’t have a porpoise to tea.
Scat !

“I—I’ve got something to tell Jimmy
Silver 1” said Muffln desperately. ‘“‘I—
I must tell somebody.”

“Go ahead! ” said Jimmy Silver, who
was slicing up the bread. “Cut it
short !

“You know Bulkeley’s lot are going
over to St. Jim’s on Wednesday.”

f“.Ygs, I fancy T've heard something
of it.’

“There’s three Modern rotters in the
eleven,” said Tubby. “They’re going
to leave Bulkeley in the lurch!”

“Wha-a-at!”

“Don’t tell anybody I told you!”
gasped  Tubby. “Knowles  would
slaughter me if he knew! You know
what a beast Knowles is!”

“T'1l jolly well slaughter you if you
pitch us si]{v yarns like that!” growled
Lovell. “Keep to the truth, you fat
Prussian ! ”

“It’s the truth!”

“Oh, rats!”

“Hold on!” said Jimmy _Silver
quietly. “Let Tubby run on. If he’s
making up one of his yarns, we’ll stump
him. But we know Knowles is cad
enough for anything. He played Bulke-
ley a trick once hefore over a match, as

know. Get on with the washing,
Tubby ! ”

“You won’t repeat it?” gasped
Tubby. *“Knowles would—"

“He would skin you if he heard you
telling a yarn like that about him,”
growled Lovell; %and serve you right!”

“We'll keep it dark,” said Jimmy
Silver reassuringly. “Go ahead!”

Tubby, in mysterious whispers, related
what he had overheard in Cecil Know!les’
study on the Modern side.

The Fistical Four listened, quite for-
getting that they were hungry for the
time.

There was strong disbelief expressed in
threo faces when Tubby Muffin had
finished.

Only Jimmy Silver’s face was serious
and thoughtful.

Tubby, in his usual exaggerative way,
had eniarged. upon some of the details,
and that trick of his gave an air of un-
reality to his whole yarn—unlikely
enough in itself.

“There ! " concluded Tubby, swelling
a little with the importance of his secret.
“What do you fellows think of that?”

“1 think it's all whoppers!” said
Lovell at once.

“Same here!” remarked Raby.

“My sentiments, too,” said Newcome.
“Somebody got a criai(et-stump! g

“Why, you rotters!” shouted Muffin.
“It’s all true—every word!”

*“Rats!”

“Jimmy Silver! You believe me,
don’t you, Jimmy?”

“Of course he doesn’t!” grunted
Lovell.

“71 say, Jimmy——"

“Tm’ blessed if T know whether to

believe you or not, Tubby ! ” said Jimmy
Silyer at last. “It sounds jolly steep!”

L § ,}’mmd overy word they said, you.

know.

“Mean little heast to be listening at
all! ” snorted Lovell.

“T couldn’t help it, could I? 1 had
to get«out of sight when Knowles came
in. The beest would have licked me
for being there!”

“Serve you right if he did!”

“ Anyway, it’s no good pitching that
yarn to us,” said Newcome. ‘‘Bulkeley’s
the chap you ought to tell, if it’s true.”

“I—1 did begin to tell him, but—

but—— Besides, 1 don’t think he would
believe it.”

“TI'm jolly sure he wouldn’t.”

“Well, ihen he'd lick me for saying g
thing- like that about Knowles  if he
didn’t believe it.”

“ Just what you want ! ”

“Why, you beast——"

“Go and tell it to Bulkeley, or tell it
to the Marines,” said Lovell. ‘“Hallo!
The kettle’s boiling. Where's the tea? ”

“Well, T think you're a lot of silly
asses and rotters!” exclaimed Tubby
Muffin indignantly. “I'm risking a lot
in telling you this. Knowles would skin
me if he knew. He's a revengeful
beast !”

Jimmy Silver was standing in deep
thought. From what he knew of
Knowles, he did not regard such a
scheme as improbable.  But he knew
that Bulkeley would regard it as very
improbable indeed. True or false, it
was useless to think of spinning such a
yarn to the captain of Rookwood.

“T—I say, you believe me, Jimmy
Silver? ” said "Tubby, alinost beseech-
ingly. “It’s all true, you know. The
cads were smoking while they talked
—just like Morny and Townsend do in
their studies. Knowles was awfully
vicious. He wants Roodwood to lose
the match, to show ’em that they can’t
win without the Moderns. Something
ought to be done.”

“Something ought to be done if it’s
true,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Don’t you believe me?”

Jimmy gilver hesitated.

“You're such a blessed Prussian,
Tubby! I don’t believe you know half

the time whether you're telling the truth
or not.”

“It's all true, every word! Knowles
was grinding his teeth like anything.”

“Rats!” snapped Lovell.

“Well, perhaps he wasn't grinding
his teeth,” acknowledged Tubby. ‘' He—
he was looking frightfully vicious.”

“ And perhaps you weren’t there at all,
you fat spoofer!”

“T was!” yelled Tubby. *“And I think
Jimmy Silver ought to do something
about it, as captain of the Fourth.”

“If it’s true, it will leave Bulkeley in
an awful fix,” said Jimmy Silver
soriously. “There won’t be any other
Rookwood fellows there. Knowles and
Clatesby are the best bowlers in the team.
It will leave him awfully weak in bowl-
ing. Knowles has counted on that, of
course.”

“You don’t believe Tubby’s yarn?”’

asked Lovell, with a stare.

“I'm blessed if I know!” confessed
Jimmy Silver.

“Well, I've told you,” said Tubby
loftily.  “I leave it to you, Jimmy
Silver. Now I've told you, it's your
responsibility, as captain of the Form.
f you don’t do something, you'll see
Rookwood licked, that’s all!”

And Tubby Muffin retired from the
end study, slamming the door after him,
to indicate his scornful opinion of the
doubting Thomases there.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver Thinks it Out!
J IMMY SILVER was very thoughtful

over tea.

The fact that he took Tubby’s
story seriously had some effect
upon his chums. 3

After due debate, they aqreed that it
was possibly true. Certainly, it would
be like Knowles of the Sixth! But they
agreed, too, that it would be simply
idiotic to spin such a yarn to Bulkeley,
with the its)ea of warning him—a steep
yarn, founded on the evidence of an
eavesdropper.

“We can’t tell Bulkeley,” said Jimmy
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10 Billy Bunter Gets a Reward of Five Hundred Pounds from A Stranger —

Silver at last. “He wouldn't believe a
word of it, even if he listened to us at
all. - The fact is, T couldn’'t even tell
him T believe the yarn myself. I think
I about half-believe it.”

** About a quarter for me,” grinned
Raby. 3

“But something’s got to be done, in
case it's true,” said Jimmy. -

“1 don’t see what.”

“Well, there might be some more
Rookwood fellows on the ground to Pluy
in case Knowles & Co. don’t turn up.”

Lovell snorted.

“Going to tell some of the Sixth to
spend a quid on a railway-ticket on
account of Tubby’s yarns? I can see
them doing it!”

of the Sixth.”

“I'm not thinkin

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath. “‘ Look

here, we're on friendly terms with the

junior chaps at St. Jim’s—Tom Merry,

and D’Arcy, and the rest. Why

shouldn’t we pay them a visit on
ednesday?”

‘" Oh !l!

“We could get leave to go over, and
cut dinner,” said Jimmy, ‘“Wao could
catch an earlier train than Bulkeley’s
crowd, and Knowles wouldn’t know any-
thing about it.” ¢

“We're going up the
Wednesday.”

“Blow the river! We'd like to see
the first eleven play at St. Jim's, any-
way, if it only comes to that.”

“Yes. But—"

“If we were on the ground, and
Bulkeley was three men short, he'd play
us. He'd rather play Rookwood juniors
than strangers in the team,” said Jimmy,
who had thought it out. “It’s bowlers
he’ll want chiefly, and I'm the best—
ahem !—junior bowler at Rookwood—as
good as most of the Sixth, if not
better—="

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Erroll's the next best, and Morning-
ton the next,” said Jimmy. “We'll get
them to come over——"

" Mornington’s booked up for a shady
oxcursion with Towny and that lot. I've
heard them jawing it over.”

“Well, Erroll won’t be with them
We'll take Erroll, Depend on it, if
Bulkeley wanted bowlers, and he found
Erroll and me on the spot, he'd play
us like a shot. - Tt won’t hurt us to spend
an afternoon at St. Jim’s.  The chaps
there are hospitality itself.” ¥

river on

“That’s s0,” said Newcome. *But—
““Oh, bother your buts!”
‘But the money, fathead! Railway

fares have gone up. 1 believe it’s about
fifteen bob return to St. Jim’s now.”

““Oh, my hat!”

There was silence.  Financial con-
siderations had not yet entered into
Jimmy Silver’s reflections on the subject.

“Woell, we can’t all go,” said Jimmy at
last. “Wae can raise enough tin for two
—among the lot of us. Krroll can pay
his own fare. I know he’ll be willing,
when T tell him how the matter stands.
If you chaps agree, I'll get along and
speak, to Erroll now.”

Lovell looked dubious.

“I suppose it’s all right,” he said.
“Looks to me like going over there
on a wild-goose chase, though.  Still,
if there’s a possibility of the Rook.
wood team being given away by a
sneaking traitor, I suppose we ought to
plu‘y up.”

‘“Agreed, then.”

And Jimmy Silver went along to
Study No 2 to speak to Kit Erroll.
*He came back in about ton minutes.

“All serene !” he announced. * Erroll
doesn’t believe Tubby’s yarn, but he
thinks we might as weﬁ be there, in case
of accidents.” |
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“Well, that’s sensible,” agreed Lovell.

nd so it was decided.

Excepting for Kit Erroll, the matter
was not mentioned outside the end study.

Tubby Muffin, for the sake of his own
fat skin, did not confide it to anyone
elsa. He was haunted with the fear of
what Knowles would do if he learned.

And, having told Jimmy Silver, Tubby
cheerfully shifted all responsibility in the
matter off his own fat shoulders on to
those of the captain of the Fourth.

If there was anything to be done
Jimmy- Silver would do it, and there was
no need for him to worry his fat brain
about it any more. That was how the
Falstaff of d‘;e Fourth looked at it.

Jimmy Silver was quite content to
shoulder the responsibility.

As a matter of absolute fact, Jimmy
would not have been wholly sorry if
Cecil Knowles bad contemplated that
treacherous trick and carried it out.

For if Bulkeley arrived at St Jim’'s
without his bowlers, and found the cham-
pion bowlers of the Rookwood Fourth
there, he was certain to play them,
juniors as they were, rather than pick up
strangers. 2

And the honour and glory of playing
in the First Eloven was dazzling.

For ever after it would be remembered
that the end study had furnished recruits
for the Rookwood First.

So Jimmy Silver looked forward to
Wednesday with calm equanimity, pre-
}mrod for either event—a run ‘to St.

im’s to see his old friends, and to watch
the senior match, or the glorious chance
of playing in the First Eleven itself.

And on Wednesday it was easy enough
to get leave from Mr. Bootles to start
before dinner to pay®a visit to their old
friends at the distant school on a half-
holiday.

While the rest of Rookwood went in to
dinner, Jimmy Silver and Lovell and Kit
Tirroll walked down to the gates. Money
was too tight for the whole of the Co.
to join in the excursion. Railway fares
were too steep for that.

But Raby and Newcome heroically
stood out, contributing their cash towards
the general expenses. Funds were a
good deal in common in the end study,
and the Co. could always be relied upon
to play up. ;

The three juniors walked cheerily down
Coombe Lane with their bags. ~ They
were taking their flannels and their bats,
in case they were wanted,

In any case, they would get some
cricket with" Tom Merry & Co. of St.
Jim's. Jimmy had already wired the
previous day to announce that they were
giving St. Jim’s a “look in,” and had
received a cheery reply from Tom Merry
welcoming them,

The train they caught from Coombe
was considerably earlier than the one the
senior eleven were travelling by. They
turned out at last at Wayland, and
walked by the woodland path to the
school.

In Rylcombe Lane they were met by
an elegant youth, who furned an eye-
glass upon them with a benignant smile.
It was D’Arcy of the Fourth.

“I came ouf to meet you, deah hoys,”
remarked D’Arcy. =~ “Very glad to see
you at St. Jim’s. Bai Jove, you've got
your cwicket things!”

“Yes. Might get
what ?”

“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy, though
ho was surprised. “Weally, a vewy
good ideah. Twot in, c{eah boys !
You're wathah late for dinnah, but that’s
nllxl tw’xghtz. Tom Mewwy’'s awwanged all
that.”

And Jimmy Silver & Co. trotted in
with the hospitable St. Jim’s junior.

some cricket—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Left Behind !

ULKELEY and his men left Rook-
wood School immediatellz' after
dinner. They were looking in
good ftrim, and a good many

fellows walked down to Coombe Station
to see them off, Raby and Newcome
among the rest. 3

The train rolled out of the station with
the eleven on board.

Bulkeley was in great spirits. Knowles,
who was in the same carriage with him,
was very agreeable.

The cad of the Sixth seemed to have
forgotten all animosity. ;

nowles had no scruple about the trick
he intended to play, but he knew very
well what all Rookwood, with the excep-
tion of his confederates, would think of
it. e
It was very necessary that the three
deserters should be left behind by “acei-
dent.” And, to disarm all suspicion,
Knowles assumed a manner of hearty
cordiality, and seemed as keen about tho
match as Bulkeley himself.

Bulkeley was relieved and glad. He
would never have doubted that Knowles
would play up his hardest for the old
school, whatever he thought and felt.
But it was agreeable to find the Modern
prefect accepting the situation in this
good-tempered way, and banishing all
thought of rivalry or disappointment.

It was quite a merry party in the car-
riage as it ran on to Latcham Junction,

here was a change of trains at
Latcham, and the party had to wait ten
minutes before the express came in to
carry them on to Wayland.

Knowles and Frampton and Catesby
strolled into the buffet for refreshments.

Frampton and Catesby, to do them
justice, looked and felt doubtful and
troubled now. But they were too much
under Knowles’ influence to think of
resistance to his schemes,

“Train’s signalled !” said Neville, look-
ing in at the door, :

“Right-ho !” yawned Knowles.

The train came in. &

The Rookwood cricketers hurried ‘to
take their places. Knowles & Co. were
still in the buffet. Bulkeley’s voice was
heard shouting from the platform.

“Knowles! Catesby! Buck up, you
fellows! You'll lose the train!” .

The three Modern seniors rushed out.

Porters were slamming the doors
already. Bulkeley, with an anxious face,
was leaning out of an open door.

“Come on, Knowles!” he shouted.

“I'm coming !”

Knowles ‘dashed across the platform,
with Frampton and Catesby at his heels.

“ Look out !” shouted Bulkeley.

Knowles apparently did not see 'a
trolley in his path.

At all events, he stumbled over it, and
rolled over on the platform, and Cateshy
and Frampton rolled over him.

The engine shrieked

“Knowles I”” yelled Bulkeley.
on a tick, porter!”

But the door was slammed, in spite of
ﬂBulkeley. The guard was waving his

ag.

‘“‘Right away !”

Knowles jumped up—several seconds
too late—and ran towards the train. The
porter gushed him back. The train was
in rapid motion now, and it was too late,
a3 the cad of the Sixth very well knew.

“‘Stand back there !” :

Bulkeley’s face was seen at the window
of the carriage as the train glided out of
the station.

“Sorry, Bulkeley'!;’ shouted Knowles.

“Hold

“You see how it is!”

The train glided round a curve, and
vanished,

Knowles watched it go with a serious
face, till he could no longer be scen from
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the train. Then he smiled at his com-

“Rather a surprise for Bulkeley—
what!” he drawled.

“I—I don’t half like it!” muttered
Frampton.

“Oh, rot! Let's get out. We can

drop in at the Ship on our way home,
and get a game of billiards.”

~ And the three Modern seniors left
Latcham Station.

Meanwhile, the express was rushing
on towards Wayland Junction, many a
long mile distant, .and Bulkeley was sit-
ting in his carriage with utter dismay in
his face.

Three of his team had been left
behind, He knew that it was impossible
for them to overtake fhe eleven. He
had to turn up at St. Jim’s three men
short. |

“It’s sickening!” muttered Neville.

“Rotten!” said Carthew. “What
utter idiota to miss the train!”

“Just like those Moderns!” growled
Hansom of the Fifth.

Bulkeley was silent. He was bitterly
exasperated, but there was not much use
in complaining. Calling Knowles & Co,
names would not-undo what had been
done.

The train buzzed on, and Bulkeley
thought it out, while his comrades con-
tinued to “slang ”’ theé train-missers.

“We can’t play three short!” said
Bulkeley at last. “I wish I'd brought
some reserves now. But, of course, one
couldn’t foresee a thing like this, and
we're bound to travel as little as possible
Jjust now. Wae shall have to ask Kildare
to lend us some substitutes.”

“Three St. Jim’s chaps in a Rookwood
team I” grunted Neville. “It’s good-bye
to a win for us. Oh, those utter asses!”

“Blessed if I don’t half think those
Modern cads have left us in the lurch
on purpose!” growled Carthew.

“Oh, rot!” exelaimed Bulkeley
sharply.  “That’'s not possible, and
vou'd better not suggest such things.
The question is, what are we going to
do? We've got to play the match, and
we're three men short. Three unknown
substitutes means a licking for us, I sup-
pose. It would have been touch and go,
anyway. But I don’t see how it’s to be

be helped,” said

helped.”

‘“Can’t Neville.
“Grin and bear it, that’s all.”

i “Here's Wayland!” said Bulkeley at
ast,

The Rookwood First changed into the
local train for Rylcombe. There they
found a brake waiting to convey them
to St. Jim’s.

Erie Kildare, the captain of St. Jim’s,
was there, too, and he greeted Bulkeley
warmly,  In the brake, the Rookwood
captain explained the mishap that had
occurred. y

“We can find you three men quite
easily,” said Kildare. ‘“ Any number
you wanted, in fact. T'll pick out three
of the best for you.”

‘“Thanks!” said Bulkeley.

But it was not a happy prospect, and
Bulkeley was very thoughtful when the
cricketers arrived at St. Jim's,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
“How's That? "
" EAH comes Wookwood!” re-
remarked  Arthur = Augustus
D’Arcy.
Tom Merry & Co., of St.
Jim’s, had gathered on Big Side to watch
the Rookwood match, and Jimmy Silver,
Lovell, and Erroll were with them.
Jimmy and his comrades had received
a warm welcome from the St. Jim’s
juniors, whom they knew well, having a
regular fixture of their own with the St.
Jim’s Junior Eleven. They were on Big

over on the platform.
out of the window.

‘“ Come on, Knowles !’ yelled Bulkeley. ‘‘ You’ll miss the train !’ The three

Modern Seniors dashed across the platform. A porter with a trolley got

in their way, and, unable to stop, they collided with the trolley, and rolled

The train commenced to move.

‘““ Knowles ! ”’ he shouted frantically.
(See Chapter 6.)

Bulkeley leaned
“Look sharp!”

Side with the St. Jim’s crowd, which was
increasing in numbers as the time for
the match drew near.

As D’Arcy announced the arrival of
Rookwood, Jimmy Silver looked round
quickly. The matter was to be settled
now, whether Tubby Muffin, was right
or whoether the fat Classical’s wonderful
imagination had been at work.

My hat!” muttered Jimmy.

“Eight of them!” said Lovell. ““All
Classicals! My hat! Jimmy, Tubby

was right, after all 1”
“Knowles isn’t there,” said Kit
Erroll, “nor Frampton, nor Catesby.

Tubby was right.”

Jimmy Silver drew a quick breath. It
was only too clear that Tubby Muffin’s
amazing story had been the frozen truth
now that it was seen that the three
Moderns were misging from the Rook-
wood team.

“Lucky we came!” grinned Loveéll.

“Lucky that Jimmy took notice of
Tubby’s yarn!” said Erroll. “That’s why
we're here.”

“Good old Jimmy!
speaking to Bulkeley?”
doubtfully at his leader.
Jimmy—what !”

“Bound to!” said Jimmy. “But the
end study doesn’t ask favours. If Rook-
wood wants us, Rookwood can say so.
Let’s let Bulkeley see us. It’s his move
next.”

“Good "

The three Rookwood juniors emerged
from the crowd before the pavilion, so
that Bulkeley could not fail to see them
as he came up.

The captain of Rookwood started as his
eyes fell upon them.

“Rookwood kids, here!” he exclaimed.
“Clome here, Silver!”

Jimmy obediently advanced.

‘““What on earth are you doing here,
Silver?”

“(Came over for the match, Bulkeley,”
said Jimmy affably. “‘We want to see
you stagger humanity, you know!”

1

What about
Lovell looked
‘“He’ll play us,

“My hat!” said Bulkeley. He turned
to Neville, a glimmer in his eyes. ‘“‘This
is a real luck., What do you think?”

Neville nodded.

“You're not thinking of playing fags
in a First Eleven match, I suppose?” said
Carthew, with a sneer.

“That’s exactly what I am thinking
of,” said Bulkeley coolly. “I’ve seen
these kids play.  Silver and Erroll are
topping bowlers, and it’s bowlers we
want, as Knowles and Catesby got left
behind.  This is real luck. Lovell’s a
good bat for a junior, too—as good as a
substitute, I dare say. Here, you kids,
how would you like to play for Rookwood
this afternoon?”

Jimmy’s eyes danced.

To do him justice, he was more pleased
at having helped old Bulkeley out of the
scrape than at his own luck in getting a
chance of playing in Rookwood First.
But he was very pleased upon his own
account, too.

So were Erroll and Lovell. Their
looks were an eloquent reply to
Bulkeley’s question.

“Topping !” said Jimmy. ‘“Quite at

your orders, Bulkeley !’

“Oh, rather, Bulkeley !”

“T dare say some of the kids hgre will
lend you some flannels,” said thed Rook-
wood captain dubiously.

“That’s all right!” said Jimmy at once,
“We've brought our own flannels and
our bats, too.”

“The dickens you have!”

“ We—we thought we might get some

cricket here, you . know,” explained
Jimmy.
“All serene! You'll come in and

change with us, then.”

“What-ho!”

“We sha'n’t want to borrow men,
Kildare,” said Bulkeley quite cheerily to
the captain of St. Jim’s. “I find there
are three Rookwood chaps here.  Just
the number we want, by chance.”
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& Juniors I” said Kildare, with a glance
at the three. 3

“Yes, juniors, but first-rate at cricket,
for' their age,” said Bulkeley. “I think
they'll do very well.” .

Tom Merry & Co. congratulated their
Rookwood friends when the three came
out in spotless flannels, with their bats
under their arms, looking as if they were
walking on air.

“This is a stroke of luck for you,”.

Tom Merry remarked, “and for your
skipper, too! Odd that you should be
here, throe of you, when it’s just three
men he’s mislaid somewhere ! ”

“As that Indian chap at Greyfriars
would say, the oddfulness is terrific,”
said Jimmy Silver, laughing. “But
there you are!”

Not for worlds would the Rookwood
juniors have revealed the wretched trick
yy which Knowles & Co. had schemed
to leave their team in the lurch. The
honour of Rookwood forbade that.

With great pride and satisfaction
three juniors joined the ranks of
Rookwood seniors.

Bulkeley’s side batted first, and the
three Iourth-Formers were left to the
tail of the innings. That was only to be
expected, But when they batted, Jimmy
Silver secured 6 runs before being bowled
out by Darrel, and Lovell and Erroll
made 5 each.

The total for the inings was 60. And
Carthew, who had sneered at the latest
recruits, left off sneering, for he had
heen bowled for a duck’s egg by Mon-
teith of S8t. Jim's. The juniors had
beaten his score, at least.

Bulkeley led his men into the field
when the Saints’ turn came to bat. He
bowled the first over himself, and tossed
the ball to Jimmy Silver for the second.

“Do your best, kid!” he said.

“What-ho!” said Jimmy.

The Fourth-I'ormer went on to the
bowling-crease in a mood of great deter-
mination. He was the champion junior
bowler of Rookwood and he was at the
top of his form.

Bowli against great batsmen like
Kildare, Darrel, Monteith, and the rest
was rather difficult from bowling in a
junior match, of course. But Jimmy
fmd great reliance on his own powers,
and he was prepared to perform the im-
possible to defeat Knowles’ plot.

And Jimmy Silver's bowling was very
good.

Darrel was clean-bowled for 4, and a
catch came from Monteith which gave
Bulkeley a chance in the field. Bulke-
ley’s face brightened up. This was as
good as Knowles himself could have done
against bats like St. Jim’s.

Tirroll’s chance came next, and there
was a buzz as the athletic junior knocked
over two wickets in succession. It was
not quite the hat-trick, but it was
enough to cheer the Rookwood team
very much,

St. Jim’s first innings ended for 65,
quite early in the afternon.

“Iive ahead on the first innings!”
Bulkeley remarked to his men. *“ Not
bad when we're playing three juniors.
How jolly lucky those kids happened
to be {mro! v

This remark made Jimmy Silver & Co.
grin. There was not so much “happen-
ing " about it as George Bulkeley sup-
posed.

Rookwood's second innings brought
in exactly the sameé score as the first—
60-~the juniors again closing the innings
fairly “creditably. In the red western
sunlight St. Jim's went in for their last
innings.

Kildare and Darrel were batting, and
the score jumped up. When Kildare was
caught at pomnt by Neville the board
registered 30,
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“ All ovah bah shoutin’, deah boys!”
Arthur Augustus confided to his friends.

But Arthur Augustus was nol quite
on the wicket,

Tirroll went on to bowl, and St. Jim’s
stared when Darrell’s wicket went down
to the junior. They stared harder when
Monteith’s followed it for a duck’s egg,
and harder still when Langton’s followed
suit. Bulkeley clapped Erroll on the
shoulder in huge delight when the ficld
crossed over,

“The merry hat-trick!” he said.
“Good for you, kid! We'll save the
match yet!”

And, juniors as they were, Erroll and
Jimmy Silver did most of the bowling
for Rookwood after that, and the wickets
went down at a good rate,

“TFifty for nine wickets!” said Tom
Merry at last. “ Last man in, and five
wanted to tie, six to win!” il

Bulkeley tossed the ball to Jimmy
Silver.

“(o in and win, kid!”

Jimmy went on to bowl against Le-
fevre of St. Jim’s in the mood of a
fellow prepared to do or die. And the
Fifth-Former of St. Jim's knocked the
ball away for 4.

Jimmy received it back from the field
after the batsman had made good. The
Rookwooders looked serious now. It was
pretty plain that the next ball would be
the last in the game, one way or the
other.

Jimmy’s lips were set, his eyes were
glinting. The ball went down, and the
batsman drove at it—where he thought
it was, But the ball curled in under the
bat, and there was a smack.

“How’s that? ” shricked Jimmy,

_ “How's that?” roared the whole
Rookwood team.

“QOut!”

“Bravo, young 'un!”

“Rookwood wins ! ”

. . . . . .
Half Rookwood turned out to meet

the returning team in the dusk of the
summer evening.

“ Awfully sorry, Bulkeley,” said
Knowles. “You saw how it was at
Latcham.”

“Hurrah!” roared the Rookwood
crowd.

“Some juniors happened to be there,
and I played them,” explained Bulkeley.
“Silver, Erroll, and Lovell. Here they
are! They did rippingly for Rookwood,
too, and in fact saved the match!”

“Hurrah ! ” roared Raby.

“Congratulate-us, Knowles! ” grinned
Jimmy Wilver. ’

Knowles did not congratulate them.
He turned away, his heart so full of
bitter disappointment and rancour that
he dared not let his face be seen.

And Catesby and Frampton followed
him, and gave him their opinion of his
scheming, and what it led to—an ex-
tremely unfavourable opinion, and ex-
pressed in very plain language, which
Knowles swallowed as best he could.

All Rookwood was pleased by the vie-
tory; but it was the end study that re-
joiced the most. They had saved old
Bulkeley from a scrape, they had helped
to beat St. Jim’s, and they had frust-
rated Knowles’ knavish tricks.

THE END.
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The junior pushed aside a tangled mass
of creepers, and entered the ruined hut.
There he set the electric-lamp upon the
ground, and the interior of the place was
brightly lighted.

He dragged a bag from under the
creepers, where it had been hidden, and
opened it. He took clothes and a good-
sized mirror from the bag, and a case of
making-up paints.

Any fellow at Greyfriars, as well as Mr.
Isaacs of Courtfield, would have been
astonished to see the junior now.

Gadsby, of the Shell, had never been
known to enter into private theatricals
as an amusement, and, even o, his pro-
ceeding in such an extremely secret way
would have amazed his friends.

But as the junior set to work, his re-
semblance to Gadsby of the Shell faded
away. His complexion departed under
the touch of a sponge, his eyebrows
altered their hue, and a flaxen wig was
detached from his head ; his very features
seemed to change.

And then, as he stood clear in the
light, the fellows who had seen him on a
previous visit to Greyfriars would have
recognised Dalton Hawke, the schoolboy
detective !

But he was not finished yet.

He changed his clothes, and packed
away the grey suit in the bag, and
dressed himself in Etons. Then he re-
sumed making-up—but in a very different
character this time. His hair grew a
bright auburn under his deft touch, and
when he had at last finished, it was the
face of Armitage, the new boy at Grey-
friars, that looked back at him from the
mirror.

Ten minutes later the hut was deserted,
and in darkness Armitage, the new boy
in the Remove, whom Bolsover had
sought in vain for eo long, was on his
way back to the school.

THE END.

(Another long complete tale of Harry
Wharton & Co., entitled “ The Last of
Gadsby !’ in next week’s issue of the
PoruLAR. )
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