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A NEW BOY FOR ROOEWOOD!

Percy Cuthbert Gunner, a
big noise in his own estima-

tion, comes to Rookwood with the idea of making the school ring with his great deeds.
But what he does do is to make Rookwood ring—with laughter !

GUNNER GETS GOING

- THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Tubby Butts In!

HIRD lesson had ended in the
Fourth Form room at Rookwood
School—the last lesson for . the

s day, as it happened to be

Wednesday—a  half-holiday. But Mr.
Dalton had not given the word to
dismiss.

Apparently the Fourth Form master
had something to say to his pupils before
they went trooping out into the spring
sunshine.

The Fourth wondered what it was.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were rather
anxious. 2

They had the usual number of sins
upon their youthful consciences, and
they wondered dismally whether any-
body was going to be detained, and
whether, worst of all, it was going to be

their noble selves.

The weather was unusually warm for
the time of year, uml the Fistical Four
had arranged a swim for that afternoon,
which, of course, detention would have
knocked on the head,

And the Co. at that moment were
acutely conscious of the fact that they
had rolled Smythe of the Shell down
the School House steps that morning,
with disastrous results to Smythe’s
shining topper and to his gorgeous neck-
tie. If Mr. Dalton knew about that,
and if he regarded the incident as more
serious: than it really was—— Form
masters had a way of wgmdmg inci-
dents as more serious than they really
were !

“Bilver!”

Jimmy repressed a groan.

“You have doubtless heard -that a
new boy is expected at Rookwood,” said
the master of the Fourth.

“T—1I've heard it mentioned, sir,’
Jimmy Silver.
or something.”

“A  boy mnamed Peter Cuthbert
Ctunner,” said Mr. Dalton: ‘“He arrives
at Coombe by the three-thirty train from

? said

“Chap named Gunner.

Latcham,
enter the Fourth
case,
As you are head
Silver,
to meet him at the station and conduet
him to Rookwood.”

It is probable that he will
Form here. In any
he will be on the Classical side
boy in the Form,
I was thinking of requesting you

“Oh,
Jimmy.

“V(‘l‘\
Bt

Tubby Muffin ]ulnp(‘d up.

“If you please, sir,” splutteved the
fat Classical, 4 JeI—I'm willing to go
and meet Gnnncr, sir,”

“Muffin !"

“Jimmy's got something on for this
afternoon, sir,” said Muffin; “and—and
I know Gunner, sir!”

“Indeed!” said Mr. Dalton. “If you
are personally acquainted with the boy
Gunner, Mufin——"

“Oh, quite, sir!” said Tubby. -*“He
will be delighted to see me. No need
for Jimmy Silver to go, sir.

Jimmy Silver gave 7\[-:H‘m quite a
gl.m'hll glance. For once in his fat
career Tubby Muflin had come in useful.
As a rule, Tubby was neither useful nor
ornamental. But he had justified his
fat existence for once—in the opinion of
Uncle James.

Mr. Dalton reflected for a moment or
two.

Reginald Muffin was not the fellow
he would have selected for any task or
duty. But the Form master was a
kind-hearted young man, and he could
see that his request had considerably
disconcerted the Fistical Four. And
‘Tubby’s  statement ~ that * -he - was
acquainted with the new boy made a
difference.

“Very well, Muffin!”’
at last. “The matter
your hands,”

“Thank you, gir!” purred Muffin.

“You will be at llu- station in good
time for the train, Muffin, and you will
bring Gunner dlrc(ll\ to Rookwood.”

ves, sir! “Certainly!” said

-
well, then. This boy Gunner

said Mr. Dalton
shall be left in

‘ A Stirring Long
Complete Story

of Jimmy Silver

& Co., the
Chums of Rook-

‘wood.

“(Certainly, sir!”

And Mr. Dalton dismissed the class.

As the Fourth Form went down tha
corridor Jimmy Silver tapped Tubby
on his fat shoulder.

““ Good for you, Muffin!” he said.
W ()u ‘re not a bad little fat oyster, after
all (h(]nt know you knew the new
kid, either.’ \

lubb\ grinned.

“% haven't exactly
explained.

“'Phen how the thump do you know
him?” asked Lovell.

“Well, everybody knows the name—
Gunner’s Hardware, you know,” said
Tubby Muffin. * You sec it on every
blessed hoarding and in eyery news-
paper. ('unncn s Hardware is the Best,
you know.’

“’Hlonghl I'd heard the name,” said
Raby. “But this Gunner can’t be that
Gunner. This Gunner is a kid, and he
can't be a hardware merchant.”

“MThat’ll be his father, of course,”
said Tubby. “The Gunners are simply
rolling in money, you know.’

“Oh1” exclaimed Jimmy Silver,

Ie thought he understood now why
Reginald Muffin had thrown himselt
mto the breach, as it were.

“And you want to roll in if,
vou fat bounder!” said Jimmy,
that it?”

“T don’t call that grateful, after
saved you from chucking away your
half-holiday!”  said T ubby  Muffin
severely. “Of course, I made my offer
out of friendship for you, Jimmy-—pure
friendship. Bosides, after I'd saved you
from giying up your swim, I lmu\\
you'd lend me half-a-crown or so.’

“Quite a mistake!” grinned Jimmy
Silver.

“T say, Jimmy-——

“Tf this is the hardware Gunner,

met him,” he

too,
“Is

I've

i)

you

can  stick him for half-a-crown?!”
chuckled Tovell. “He's got more than
we have.”
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“Look here, I can’'t go and meet a
new chap without a bob in my pocket,”
said Tubby Muffin,  ““In the eircum-
stanceg—-—"

“Leave him to us, then,” said Raby,
laughing. “If the new kid's a giddy
millionaire, he may be worth meeting !”

Tubby Muffin looked alarmed.

“I—1 say, you keep off the grass,
you fellows!” he exclaimed. *“I'm
going to mect Gunner.
Dalton’s authority——"

‘“Ha, ha; ba!”

“You shall have him, for what he's
worth, Tubby!” grinned Jimmy Silver.
“You're welcome to my share in the
hardware profits.”

“And mine!” chuckled Lovell.

“But, 1 say, Jimmy, what about that
half-crown—-" !
“Nothing about it, old fat bean!”

And the Fistical Four walked out
cheerily into the quadrangle, leaving
Tubby Muffin as stony as they had
found him. But Master Muffin was in
a very hopeful frame of mind.

‘Gunner’s hardware had a world-wide
fame. Nobody could read a newspaper
without  learning  something about

_ Gunner’s hardware,

1t stood to reason, in Tubby’s opinion,
that some of the hardware profits would
arrive ‘at Rookwood in the pockets of
the son and heir of the great Gunner,
and Tubby had great confiderice in his
skill as & borrower. :

Tubby’s idea was that that afternoon
he was going to meet not merely a new
kid, but a horn of plenty,.and during
dinner Tubby’s fat face wore a smile of

happy anticipation,
J < that afternoon when Reginald
: Muffin came along. The Fistical
Four smiled as they saw him. Tubby
had been taking a little trouble to make
& good impression upon the new fellow.

Hig collar was spotless—an indication
that it wasn’t T0bby’s own collar, but
a borrowed article. Iis boots shone
resplendent, reflecting the spring sun-
shine—or, to be more correct, Putty
Grace's boots shone resplendent, for
Tubby had borrowed Puftty’s best boots
for the occasion,

His necktie was really handsome,
which was accounted for by the faet
that it belonged to Valentine Morning-
ton. Master Muflin evidently felt that
he was dressed to kill, and was pleased
with the result, for there was quite a
strut in his gait, and he bestowed a
rather lofty look on the Fistical Four.

With his fat nose high in the air,

~Reginald - Muoffin marched along the

lane to Cloombe, and Jimmy Silver &
Co., grinning, went on their way by
the towing-path, %

But all Tubby Muffin’s fat thoughts
were fixed on Gunner, and he arrvived
at Coombe Station half an hour before
the train, leaving nothing to chance.

"He spent the interval on the plat-
form, eyeing the automatic machine
which provided chocolates, and occasion-
ally groping and fumbling in his
pockets in the hope of discovering there
a coin previously overlooked—a wild
hope that proved unfounded.

3

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Arrival of Gunner!

IMMY SILVER & CO. were
sauntering out of the gateway

When the train came in from
Latcham, ‘l'ubby Muflin was on the
alert, Tho local train carrvied few

passengers, and among the half-dozen
" that alighted at Coombe, Tubby was
confident of picking out a new junior
for Rookwood. But he was puzzled
now.
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I've got Mr.

Two big farmers, a soldier in khaki,
and a lady with a shawl and a shop-
ping-bag passed him. Not one of this
party could possibly be supposed to be
Peter Cuthbert Gunner.

Then there was a fat, sporting-look-
ing gentleman, whom Tubby recognised
as Mr. Joey Hook, of the Bird-in-Hand.
The sixth and last passenger to alight
was a rather big fellow, and as he was

.the only boy in the train, Tubby econ-

cluded that he must be Gunner.

But_Tubby was puzzled. Mr. Dalton
had said that Gunner -was likely to
enter the Fourth, and this youth was
bigger than most fellows in the Shell
at Rookwood ; indeed, he looked almost
old enough and big enough to be in the
Fifth,

“That must be him!” murmured

Tubby, with a ruthless disregard of his
nominatives. “That’s him! But what
a whacker for the Fourth! Must be
some awful dunce.”
- He blinked rather uncertainly at the
stranger, Gunner—if this was Gunner—
stood on the platform and looked about
him. He was a sturdy fellow, with a
rather round face and rugged features.

Tubby had rather expected a shy and
sheepish fellow. New boys were often
shy and sheepish.  But there was abso-
Iutely nothing shy or sheepish about
this new boy.

From his looks, the railway-station
might have belonged to him. He had
the air of being monarch of all he sur-
veyed,

His size and his assured looks smote
Tubby Muffin with doubts. This was
not exactly the kind of fellow to be
taken under the protecting wing of the
fat Classical, and led in the way in
which he should go, and subjected to
the gentle process of “touching ” for a
loan or two. Tubby’s happy anticipa-
tions began to fade.

But he rolled up to the stranger at
last, and intercepted him as he turned
away from a porter and started for the
platform exit, ,

“1 gay, Gunner——"" began Tubby.

The big youth stared at him,

“Hallo, fatty!” he said.

“You—you're Gunner”

“I'm  Gunner!” assenfed the big
fellow, “P, C. Gunner.”

“Pp. . Gunner!” repeated Tubby.
“Police-constable Gunner—what? He,
he, he !”

This was a joke—a little pleasantry
to put matters on a friendly footing at
once,

But the pleasantry was wasted on
Master Gunner. He did not seem to
catch on, as it were. He stared rather
grimly at Muflin,

“What’s that?” he said.
follow.”

“p, 0., you know,” explained Tubby,
with another feeble giggle, * that stands
for police-constable, doesn’t it?”

“Of ecourse it doesn’t!” said Gunner.
“It stands for Peter Cuthbert—my
names.”’ 5

“J—I mean, it might, you ‘know,”
said Muffin feebly. “Only—only a little
joke, you know. He, he, he!”

“Joke?” said Gunner. “I don’t sce
the joke. Do I look anything like a
police-constable 7"

“Nunno.”

“Then what do you mean?”
Gunner.

Tubby began to wish that he had not
been humorous, He decided to let the
matter drop.

“Pm . from Rookwood,” he said.
“Myr. Dalton sent me to meet you,
Gunner.”

“Who's Mr. Dalton?”

“T don’t

asked

“Our Form master—master of the
Fourth, you know.”

“Blessed if I see why he should send
you!” said Gunner.  *“Are you in the
Fourth?” e

“Yees—Mulffin of the Fourth.”

“Muflin!” repeated Gunner. “Is that
your name?”

* * Yes—Reginald Muffin.”

“My only sainted Sam!” said Gunner.
“What a name! Do you really go
about calling yourself Muffin 7

Tubby Muffin breathed hard. He
was justly proud of his name, which
was at least unique. Moreover, Tubby
was, according to his own aeccount,
descended from Sir Reginald Muffin de
Muffin, who came over with the Con-
queror, and he had often told an un-
believing Fourth so. '

But he checked the wrathful retort
on his lips. He had not come there to
dispute with P. C. Gunner.

“I'm going to take you to Rookwood,
old chap!” he said.

Gunner sniffed.

“Take me to Rookwood! T suppose
I can get to Rookwood without your
help, Muffin, Crumpet, or whatever you
call yourself !”

((I_I

“Jolly careless of them to send a
Fourth Form fag to meet me!” said
Gunner, frowning. “Not respectful.”

“You're going into the Fourth, ain’t
you?” asked Muffin.

“What rot! I'm
Sixth, I expect.”

“What-at ?”

“The Fifth, at least!” said Gunner,

»”

A Y———

going into the

ST really left St. Bede's because they

wouldn't give me my remove. You
can cut off, Muflin, or Shortbread, or
whatever your name is. T don’t care
for the company of fags!” .

With that Peter Cuthbert Gunner®
walked off the platform, leaving Muffin
staring after him., {
. “Oh erumbs!” said Muffin in dismay.

He rolled out of the station after
Gunner. His hopes were reduced
almost to zero; but after all the tronuble
he had taken, he would not leave a
stone unturned. ;

He overtook the ‘hefty new fellow
outside the station, where Gunner was
looking about him again, still with the
air of a fellow who was monarch of all
he surveyed. e

“T say, this is the way to the school,
Gunner!” murmured Tubby. “We-—
we pass Mrs. Wicks’ tuckshop down the
High Street. They’ve got awfully
good jam-tarts there, Gunner.”

“They can keep them!” said Gunner.

At the end of a side street the river
could be scen gleaming in the sunshine,
and Gunner started in that direction.

Tubby rolled after’ him.

“I say, it’s a mile longer if you go
by the towing-path,” he said.

“What's a mile to me?* said Gunner
scornfully. “I’'m going by the towing-
path. I'm in no hurry.” &

“Mr. Dalton expects——"

“TLet him expect! He's not my
master,” said Gunner.

“But he said——"

“Oh, don't worry!”

P. €. Gunner walked off with long
strides. Tubby Muffin set his fat little
legs in rapid motion. He was deter-
mined not to part with Gunner, if he
could help it—at least, until the last
hope was gone. ;

The fat junior breathed spasmodically
as he trotted along by the side of
(iunner, whose long legs covered the
ground in great style. :

Gunner followed the towing-path as
far as the bridge. Tubby was glad
when the new junior stopped on the

il

Form
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bridge to take a survey of the scenery.
Gunner leaned on the stone parapet,
and looked over the shining river with
an appreciative eye,

gasps. Gunner grinned at him.
“Tagged?” he asked.
“Ow—yes—a little 1”
Tubby.
“You're too f:LH"' said Gunner.
“Look here
“T shall get some swimming here,”
said Gunner thoughtfully. “Do they

spluttered

do much swimming at Rookwood,
Mumn?” E
“YTots]” gasped Tubby. “Jimmy

Silver's great on it.”

“Who's Jimmy Silver?

“Captain of the 1‘(nnll| said Tubby.

“Oh, a fag!” said (.unnm t‘ontomphl-
ously. I don't suppose he can swim |
T was the best swimmer at St. Bede’s.
I ought to have had the prize the term
I left, but there was a mistake. I
should have won the long jump, too,
only there was a slight accident; and it
was me for the hundred xnrd: but
for a fluke. And there isn't 'much
doubt that I shnuld have kicked the
winning goal in the mafch against the
Old Boys, only-—only——"

“Only what?” asked Muffin.

“()nly they wouldn’t play me in the

team,” said Gunner, frowning. ey
was never properly valued at St.|
Bede's. I hope it will be different at
Rookwood. Im great on games—
siinply great.”

Tubby. Muffin grinned. Gunner’s re.
citals of his triumphs did not really

sound to him like the record of a fel-
Jow who was great on games.

“Hallo! There’'s somebody
water!” exclaimed Gunner,
start.

He stared down over the varapet.
The water was deep by the bridge, and
on the sunny surface there showed a
dark head.

Gunner did not hesitate.

To Tubby Muffin’s amazement, he
threw off his hat, and jumped on the
parapet.

“T—1 say!” gasped Muffin.

Gunner did not heed. He put his
hands together and dived, and there
was a hoavy splash below.

Tubby Muffin simply gasped.

“Off his rocker! he articulated.
“Fancy a chap diving into the river
with his clothes on! I wonder if he
can swun’ Lucky that Jimmy qll\'(‘l’
swimming there!”

in the
with a

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Saving Jimmy Silver!
I\IMY SILVER & Co. were enjoy-
J ing their afternoon. It was not
every junior of Rookwood who
was allowed to go out for a swim
without the presence of a master or a
prefect. But the Iistical Four were
quite at home in the water, and they
were not reckless.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome con-
tented themselves with disporting under
the willows; but Jimmy Silver, who was
the best junior swimmer at Rookwood
went fmthel afield. He was swimming
across the river near the old stone bridge
when Peter Cuthbert Gunner arrived on
the scene with Reginald Muffin.

Jimmy’s task was easily within his
powers, and certainly it did not oceur
to him that anyone, seeing him in the
water, would suppose that he was in
danger. Ile had not yet had the plea-
sure of making Clunner’s acquaintance.
and so he knew nothing, naturally, of
the wonderful processes of that youth’s
powerful -intellect. The Rookwood
swimmer was startled when a heavy

Tubby almost col~ TEITN

Japsed on the parapet and breathed in e
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RESCUING THE ‘““ RESCUER !
out to aid their chum and they all grasped Qunner, and finally dragged

him into the rushes. ‘‘Qot h

im !’ said Lovell.
jump into the river with all his clothes on! "’
from drowning ! grinned Jimmy Silver.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome swam

““He must be potty to
““ He wanted to rescue me
(See Chapter 3.)

splash sounded in the water within a
couple of yards of him.

He spun round, concluding
that someone had fallen
bridge.

A head came up on the surface, and
two hands were flung up. Gunner
gasped and snorted like a grampus.

“I'm coming!” called out Jimmy at
once,

A swift stroke
struggling Gunner.

He grasped Gunner’s collar to keep
his head up, and at the same moment
Gunner grasped him by the hair.
Jimmy, being in swimming costume, it
was not easy to grasp him, and Gunner

at
from

once
the

carried him to the

collared his hair as the safest hold.
Jimmy guw' a yell,

s Log

“Keep cool 1” gasped Gunner.

“What?”

“T1l save you!”

‘anc me !” spluttered Jimmy.

“Yes. T\oop cool ! Keep vour
courage up! TI'll save vour life!”

“My only aunt!”

Grasping Jimmy’s rather thick hair
tenaciously with his left hand, Gunner
swam with- his right, lmadmg for the
shore.

Jimmy Silver was so astounded that
he let go Gunner's collar, and for a
moment or two the gallant rescuer had
it all his own way.

But Gunner, though he certainly had
heaps of pluck, was under .a
misapprehension  with  regard
powers as a swimmer.

His clothes were soaked and his boots
full of water, and he found it ex-
tremely difficult to keep afloat.

He ducked under for a moment,
Jimmy went with him,
by the grasp on his
came up spluttering.

to his

and
dragged under
hair, and both

“Let go!™ shrieked Jimmy.

“Keep cool!” gasped Gunner.

“You 'silly owl!” wyelled Jimmy
Silver.  “Leggo my  hair!  You're

pulling it out by the roots!

Yarooogh !
Leggo!”

serious

“Oh dear!” Oooch!” spluttered Gun-
ner, as his rather large moéuth filled
with water. “Ooooooch! Groooogh !
Don’t struggle, kid! I'm saving you!
Ow !”

“You-—you—grooooooooch !” gurgled
Jimmy, as his head was dragged under
again,

It was no time for argument, and his
rescuer was obviously impervious to
argument. There was only one way of
releasing his captured hair, nnd tlut.
was by giving Gunner a gentle “jab,”
which Jimmy Silver accordingly ad-
ministered.

He jerked his head free then, and

backed away in the water. Gunner
swam blindly, spluttering and gasping.
His head went under, and Jimmy,

realising that his extraordinary rescuer

was being dragged down by his soaked

clothes, seized him ln the collar again.
“PDon’t struggle !” he said sharply.

“Leggo my collar!” splyttered
Gunner. “How can I save you if you
hang on the back of my neck, you

idiot 77

Jimmy chuckled breathlessly. It was
Gunner that needed saving, though he
did not seem aware of it.

Keeping a grip like iron on Gunner's
collar, Jimmy steered him shoreward,
while Peter Cuthbert struggled and
splashed and floundered frantically.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome swam
out to lend aid to their chum, and they
all grasped Gunner, and finally dragge
him into the rushes, There the bulky
new boy was landed, on his back,
spluttering.  Tubby Muffin came scud-
ding down from the bridge.

Jimmy Silver pumped in breath.
Gunner seemed in a dazed state, and he
was pum;l\mg in breath also, in spas-
modic jer

“You've got him out ?” gasped Muffin,
“T thought he was -a goner! T say,
Jimmy, that’s Gunner! Is he mad, do
you think?”

“Jolly neav it, I should say !”

“Didn’t he fall in?” asked Raby.

Tur PorviAr.--No. 570.



10

THE LEADING BOYS STORY PAPER.

- “Jumped. in—with his clothes on!”
said Tubby. ‘“Fancy that! Must be off
his silly rocker, you know !”

“ Must be | said Newcome, in wonder.
“They’ve sent him to Rookwood in mis-
take for a lunatic asylum, I should say.”

Guuner sat up.

“All safe ?” he gasped.

“Safe?” said Lovell. “Of course!
Why shouldn’t we be safe?”

“Oh, here you are!” said Gunner,
blinking: at Jimmy. Silver,. “I've
saved your life, then.” -

“Saved Jimmy’s life!” said Lovell
dazedly.

“Lucky I came by the fowing-path,
wasn't i6?” said Gunner. “I saw you
in the water, and came in for you,
%oung 'un. Pretiy hefty dive from the

ridge—what? But I'm a topping
swimmer, luckily. You were a young

vy

ass to go into danger like that. Bub
Fm glad T saved you.”
“You frabjous, burbling jabber-

woeck ! said Jimmy Silver, in measured
tones. “I wasn't in danger. I was
taking a swim. And you might have
been flro\vned if we hadn’t yanked you
out of the water, you crass fathead *

Gunner looked at him.

“Is that what you call gratitude?”
as asked,

“Ciratitude " stuttered Jimmy Silver.

“Yes. When a fellow’s saved vour
lifo at the risk of his own, you might
at least thank him.”

“You haven't saved ‘my life!”
shrieked Jimmy Silver. “We've saved
yours, if any lives have been saved, you
frumptious chump !

Gunner staggered to his feet.

“I'm feeling a bit blown,” he said,
“otherwise I'd lick you for your cheek.
Still, I'm glad I've saved your life.”

“He, he, he!” came from Tubby
MuHin.

“You'd hetter get to the school and
change your clothes,” said Jimmy
Silver. “You'll catch cold at this rate
Tubby, you've supposed to be in charge
of this born idiot. Tie a string on him
and lead him to Rookwood.”

“He, he, he!”

The Fistical Four went back to their
swimming, and Gunner stared after
them.

“Hi!” he called out.

“Hallo! What is it now?” asked
Jimmy.

“Don’t go out of your depth again.”

“Wha-at 7

“I'm off I” said Gunner. “I've got
to get a change of clothes. T can’t siay
here to pull you out again,” g

“Oh, my hat !”

“Keep in your depth,” said Gunner,

And with that Peter Cuthbert Gunner
started up the towing-path with Tubby
Muflin, and the Fistical Four blinked at
one another.

“So that’s the giddy new kid!” said
Arthur Edward Lovell. “Of all the
born idiots—-="

“Of all the frabjous chumps—— said

Raby.
“Of all the burbling, fooiling
dummies—"

Peter Cuthbert Gunner had not sue-
ceeded in making a great impression
on the I'istical Four of Rookwood.
But he was quite satisfied with himself,
which, after all, was perhaps the im-
portant point,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Gunner—Not of the Sixth!
UBBY MUFFIN chortled as he
frotted beside Gunner on the
towing-path., The “rescue ” of
Jimmy Silver strugk Tubby as
the best joke of the term, and he was
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looking forward to relating it in the
Common-room, « Gunner squelched out
water as he  trotted, 'keeping. himself
warm by vigorous motion. And Tubby's
fat chortle soon died away. Ie needed
all his breath to keep pace with Gunner.

“I—I say, not quite so fast!” gasped
Tubby at last.

“I don’t want to catch cold, you fa®
duffer !” said Gummer. “I don’t mind
going in to save a fellow’s life, but I'm
not going to catch cold. Is it right on
from here to Rookwnod 7 :

“Yes; turn when you
‘boathouse, But, I say—

“Then you needn’t come.”

“Oh, I say, Gumer—-"

“Don’t worry!”

come to the
5

Grunner increased his speed, and
Tubby Muffin had to give it up. Ile
was too winded to keep pace. The fat

Classical stopped at last, nting for
breath. and in almost a homicidal mood.
He had wasted his half-holiday on Gun-
ner. He had dressed himself with un-
usual care to make a g impression
on that youth, and it had all been for—
nothing! He had had his trouble for
his pains, He had not even been-able
to approach the subject of a small loan,
and he realised that even if he had ap-
proached it he would not have got so
near as to touch it.

Without bestowing a thought further
on Tubby Muffin, Guoner trotted on at
a good pace. He was wet through,
but keeping himself warm, and he was
in a mood of glowing satisfaction. At
his old school hé had never been appre-
ciated at his true value, as he had men-
tioned to Muffin.,” But Fortune had
smiled upon his arrival at Rookwood.
On his first day at the school he had
saved a Rookwooder's life at the risk
of his own, and that was bound to bring
Lim into the limelight at once, and show
all Rookwood the kind of fellow he was.
At his new school Petor Cuthbert
Gunner was going to receive the kudos
£0 long denied him, and which he so well
deserved.

He found himself at the gates of Rook-
wood soon after dropping Tubby Muffin.
0Old Mack stared at him in surprise ss
he came in drenched.

“Phis is Rookwood, I suppose?” said
Gunner,

“It are,” said old Mack.

Bulkeley of the Sixth came out of the
School House as Gunner came up, and
stopped to speak to him.

“What's this? Who are you?”

“Gunner.”

“Oh, Gunner!” said Bulkeley. “Have
you had an accident?”

“ NO.”

in that dis-

“Then what are you
demanded the

reputable state for?”
prefect.

“Jumped into the river to save a
fellow’s life,” said Gunner.

“Eh—what? Whose life?”

“Don’t know his name. A fag. The
other kids called him Jimmy, 1 think,
and—"

“Bilver,” I sum)osé," said the aston-

ished Bulkeley. “Jolly queer! Was he
in trouble in the water?”

“Drowning !” said Gunner. “I dived
from the bridge for him.”

“My hat!” ejaculated Bulkeley,
“Well, yow'd better et changed—

quick! Come in! I'll show you where,”

“Thanks!” said Gunner coolly.

Ie followed Bulkeley into the house.

“Change in this dormitory,” said
Bulkeley. “Towel yourself down hard.
I suppose your things haven’t come yet?
I'll get you some things to change into
somehow. It’s jolly odd about Silver.
The best swimmer in the Lower School.
If you're pulling my leg, Gunner, it
means a licking 1 - :

,SWhat rot!” said Gunner.  “I eer-
tainly should refuse to be licked. Ave
you in the Sixth?”

“Eh—what? VYes.”

“I expect to be put in the Sixth,”
said Gunner. “I shall refuse to be put
in any Form lower than the Fifth,
anyhow,”

Bulkeley gave him a stare and quitted
the dormitory. .

Gunner -towelled himself down, and
Tupper, the page, brought a bundle of
“lothes to the dormitory, and a message
that the ITead expected him. Gunner
squeezed himself into the clothes and
followed the page downstairs..

Jimmy Silver & Co. had just come in,
and they smiled at the sight of the new
junior.

“Behold the giddy rescuer!” grinned
Arthur Edward Lovell.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Gunner stared at the Fistical Four,

“Oh, you're Silver, I think?” he said.
“Feeling all right after your narrow
escape, Silver?”

“Ha, ha! Yes!” chortled Jimmy,
“How do you feel after vours?’

“Eh? I haven’t had any gscape,”
said Gunner, puzzled, “I don’t follow.
But you needn’t worry about me. I'm
as right as rain. Bless yon, a little
incident like that is nothing to me. I'm
only glad I happened to come along in
time to save your life!”

“What's that?’ exclaimed Morning-
ton of the Fourth.  “Somebody been
saving your, life, Jimmy?”

“Not quite!” grinned Jimmy. “This
frabjous ass saw me swimming in the
river and thought T was in danger and
jumped in. We just managed to get
him out alive.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Mornington.

“The *Ead’s expecting you, sir,” mur-
mured Tupper to Gunner.

Peter Cuthbert did not heed, Perhaps *
it dawned upon him just then that he
was going to be misunderstood and un-
appreciated at Rookwood, just as he had
been at St. Bede's. 1t really looked
like it.

“T can’t very well scrap with fags,”
said Gunner loftily.  “As I'm going
into the Fifth or Sixth. it would be
beneath my dignity. Otherwise, I'd
give you a terrvific heking !’

“This way, sir!” murmured Tupper.

With a lofty look of disdain at the
Fistical Four, Peter Cuthbert Gunner
followed the page to the Iead’s study.

When he appeared in the Fourth
Form quarters later Tubby Muffin put
a fat, grinning face into the end study
and announced :

“Here he comes! Here's Gunner

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked out of the
study doorway—and so did a erowd of
the Fourth from their studies. :

Gunner came up the passage with
quite a peculiar expression on his face.
He seemed like a youth staggering
under a heavy burden of astonishment.

“Blessed if T catch on to it!” he said.
“T told the Head plainly that ¥ expected
to be put in the Fifth at least. e said
that as I was a new boy he wounld not
cane me for impertinence. T don’t know
what he was driving at. They've told
me I'm to be in the Fourth—same as I
was at St. Bede's.' T don’t quite follow,
you know.” ;

And Jimmy bestowed a sweet smile an
Gunner of the Fourth,

THE END.
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(You will enjoyreading neal Tuesday’s
rollicking long complete story of Jimmy
Silver & Co., of Rookwood, and Gunner,
the amazing new boy, entitled: “ Seven
Against Guaner!”)



