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A Traveller with a Trunk!

UN for your lives!”
“What ?”
* yelled Tubby Muffin.

4 Muffin of the Fourth came
¥ bolting in at the gates of Rookwood, his
fat face crimson with exertion, and gasp-
ing with wide-open mouth.

Jimmy Silver & Co., who were chatting
near the gateway, jumped aside just in
time, or the fat Classical would certainly
have charged into them like a stecam-
roller.

Jimmy Silver canght Muffin by the collar
as he charged past, to stop him,

Bubt Tubby was going full speed, and it
~~was not so easy to stop him.

He swept round, with Jinmy's grasp on
his collar, and went right round Jimmy
. before his fat legs became entangled and
. he sat down.

“Yoop!” spluttered Tubby.
He sat down and panted.
L ““You silly duffer!” exclaimed Jimmy

SBilver. “What's the row?”

“Run!”

“What are we to run for?" demanded
Lovell.
- “Yarooh! The clephant !”

The Story of an Extra-

‘ordinary New Boy Who

Comes to Rookwood
School.

By
OWEN CONQUEST.

“The what?” shricked Raby.

“Help! Run! Wild elephants! Yoocop!
Gimme a hand up! I'm out of breath!
Help!”

“Wild elephants!™ .repeated Newcomsp.
“Is he potty?" ‘ 5

“Oh, dear ! Run for {our lives !” gasped
Tubby Muffin, struggling to his feet.
“Wild elephants—whole herds of them—
you'll be trampled to death, and tossed

and gored Yarooooh !
- “What the—="
“Run!”

And by wny of sefting an example
Tubby Muffin ran, streaking for the School
House at top speed.

.The Fistical Four stared after him in be-
wilderment. .

Tubby Muffin was cvidently scared out
of his podgy wits, but for what reason
Jimmy Bilver & Co. could not surmise.
Certainly they were not likely to belicve
that herds of wild clephants were in the
road outside the gates.

“Potty I” said Arthur Edward Lovell.
“This is fatty degeneration of theo head,

| T suppose.”

“[o0ok at him!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

“Oh, my sainted aunt!” i

Tubby Mufin was speeding on Lhndly
for the ITonse in scarch of shelter.
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Half-way he came on Bulkeley of the

did not even see him.

Bulkeley received the charge of the fat
Classical and staggered.

“ What—what—who—how——"  stuttered
Bulkeley. ;

Tubby did not.heed.

He rushed on Ior the steps of the School

House, and he went up the steps at a speed
that was quite remarkable, considering the
weight he had to carry.
A gentleman in cap and gown and spec-
tacles stood in the doorway, regarding the
chiu:ging Tubby with. & frown of disappro-
val.

It was Mr, Bootles, the master of the
Tourth.

As Tubby came bolting up the steps Mr.
Bootles called to him.

[ Muﬁn 1!!

“Run!” panted Tubby,

“What? What?”

“Wild elephants!”

“Muffin! What—"

But Tubby was not siopping.

He .circumnavigated the
Form-master and vanished
House, .

His “heavy footsteps pounded up the
'at?ircase, and he disappeared; a key turned
in a study door above.

Tubby had reached the refuge of his
study and locked bimself in.

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mr,
Bootles. ]

He blinked out into the quadrangle.

Bulkeley had gathered himseli up from
the gravel path, and was dusting his
clothes, with a very ominous expression
upon his face, a

“Bulkeley !” called out Mr. Bootles,

The Sixth-Fommer looked round. .

“Whatever is the matter with- Muffin?
He appears to be frightened.”

“Qut of his senses, I should think, sir,”
answered Bulkeley.  “ He's knocked me
over, the young donkey !”

“Ilo seemed to be very frightened,”
said Mr. Bootles. * Perhaps there is some-
thing in the road.”

Mr. Bootles blinked in the direction of
the gates.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were proceeding in
that dircction.

Something, evidently, was going on ont-
side which had scared Tubby Muffin out
of his fat wits,

astonished
into  the

“Mad bull, perhaps,” Tovell yemarked
thoughfully, as the chums of the Fourth
moved towards the gates.

“Oh, my hat!” said Newcome, halting.
“If there’s a wild bull, I don’t want to
be iniroduced to him.”

“Well, if there’s anything, K of tha soit
we'd better close the gates,” said Jimmy.
“Hallo, there’s old Mack locking out!
What’s the row, Mack?”

Mack, tho porter, had ceme eut of his
lodge, and put his head out of the gate-
way, evidently having observed the re-
markable flight of Tubby Muffin

The porter did not answer Jimmy
Silver’s guestion.

He gave one glance into the road and
then bounded back from the gateway as
if he had been electrified,

“Oh}” gasped Mack.

He sprinted for the epen doorway
lodge. .
““WHhat is it?” roared Lovell

Mack did not heed.

Ie sped into hia lodge, and there.
i‘ sudden bang as the door slammed

me.

The next moment there was the
of a shoqting bolt and the click of a
and it was followed by the louder
of dragging furniture.

0ld Mack was barricading his door.

The Fistical Four gasped.

“What the merry dickens—-"

“I'm jolly well going to sce!” said
Jimmy Silver determinedly. - .

He strode on to the gates and looked

out.
- There:was the sound of heavy, thunder-
ing footsteps just. outside as he did so, ant
even as he put out his head a gigantic
form loomed over him.

“0h!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

“Look out!” shouted Lovell

Jimimny Silver backed away with a jump.

A gigantic elephant was turning in af
the gates, and the sight of Solomon in all
his glory would not have astonished the
juniors more than the sight of an elephant
at the gates of Rookwood. .

But Jimmy backed too late.

The huge animal was upon him, and as
Jimmy jumped back the trunk whipped
out and curled round him.

As if plucked away from the ground by
a giant’s hand, Jimmy Silver was swent
inte the air by the curling trunk,

of his
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CHAPTER 2.
So Simple!

“ 00-00-0000P !

: Y Jimmy Silver spluttered breath-
lessly..

i 1t secemed to him like "a night-

mare, as well it might.

But it was no dream.

The captain of the Rookwood Fourth was

hirling in the air, coiled in an elephant’s

aunk, and the huge animal stepped -on

teadily, bearing Jimmy Silver with him

nto the guadrangle. :

Lovell and Raby and Newcome jumped

ut of the way, aghast,

In the déorway of the School House Mr.

cotles stood petrified, his scanty hair ris-

ng almost on end.

There was a-yell from a dozen -different

irections, as the elephant was sighted in

o quad.

uniors and seniors scuttled out of the

y of the enormous quadruped.

[t seemed to Jimmy Silver that the end

I things had come; he was too dazed
to bhe terrified.

e clephant trod on sedately towards

House. :

ated on his neck, apparcnily guiding
was a youth of about fifteen, in

5. .
F The rider appeared absurdly small in
mparison with -the ~gigantic animal he
was riding, but he was rather a sturdy and
well-built fellow.

. Behirid him on the the ‘elephant’s baclk
ere a bag, a coat, and a travelling-rug.

. All eyes were fixed upon the elephant
arid his rider as they came lumbering up
fowards the School House.

‘Farth and sky ceased to swim round
mmy Silver, as he found himself carried
adily in the trunk. ;
A horrid fecling came over him, for a
oment or two, that he might be dashed
. the carth, as he had read of wild ele-
phants doing with their victims, But he
as carried on steadily.

‘As if in a dream, he heard a voice from
hove. calling to him, from the youth in
Etons astride the clephant’s neck.

“Keep vour pecker up, kid! e won't
irt you 1™

“Oh!” gasped Jimmy.

“It's only his fun, you know!”

L 0“, l.J’
“Bless mv

sanl ' said Me. Deotles, as
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the huge animal loomed up ‘before  the

steps. * Is—is—is this a dream? What—
what? T am convinced that I cannot be
awake! Dless my soul!”

There was a- hurried tread behind him.,

““What—what is this?”

It was the Head.

Dr. Chisholm had seen the extraordinary
visitor from his study window,

. He hurried to the door, without think-
mg_of the possible danger of meecting such
a visitor at close-gquarters,

The sight of 2 Reokwood junior in the
elephant’s trunk was enough ¢t ish any
such consideration from his : :

He blinked out over his glasses in con-
sternation,

A crowd of Rookwooders gathered round
—at a respectiul distance from the ele-
phant, however.

At the steps the huge animal halted.

Jimmy Silver, dazed and breathless,
found himself set on bis feet on the School
House steps.

He had not been hurt, but he was doubt-
ful whether he was on his head or his
heels for a few moments,

He stood gasping for breath, half won-
dering whether he was still alive. - ’

There was a loud trumpeting from the
elephant.

The rider tapped the huge head with a
stick, and it ceased.

Then he raised his cap to the astounded
headmaster.

“Who—who—who are you,
dered Dr. Chisholm.

“(irace, sir!”

“What "

“Teddy Grace, sir—1 mecan Edward!”

sir?” thun-

“0Oh " exclaimed the Hecad. ‘You are
the new junior——"

“Yes, siv!”

“M.mmy hat!” murmured Jimmy

Silver blankly.
Jimmy had seen a number of new fellows
arrive at Rookwood in his time, but he
had never seen one arrive like this before.
This new boy was evidently something
rather new in new boys.

Teddy Grace did not‘seem aware of any-
thing unusual in his mode of arriving at
school, however.

His round, chubby, cheerful face was
quite calm and uneoncerned,

He tapped the elephant again with his
stick, and the animal knelt down before
the step=
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The new junior alighted gracefully and
picked up his bag, his coat, and his rug.
“Good boy!” he said approvingly to the
elephant.
" “Boy1” gasped the Head.

“Yes, sirl” - :

“You—you—you are Edward Grace!”

“Yes, sir, I'm often called Putty, sir,”
said the new boy, with an innocent smile.

“What1”
. “Putty, sir. Because I'm considered
rather soft, sir,” said (irace meekly.

There was a chuckle from some of the
juniors, ;

It ceased, however, as the Head’'s glance
gleamed round on them,

Dr. Chisholm evidently did not consider
it a laughing matter.

“Grace! Boy! What—what do you
mean by arriving at school in this man-
ner?”

“My Iather sent me, sir.”

“I am aware of that, Grace. Your
father did mnot send you, I presume,
mounted upon an elephant?” thundered
the Head.

“No, sir; he put me in the train at Clap-
ham Junction,” 1

“Then why—how—"

“There wasn’t a cab in Coombe to be
had, sir,” said Grace meekly.

“A—a—a cab?”

“None at all, sir. 8o I looked round for
something else to bring me to Rockwood.”

“For—for something else?” stammered

~ the Head, as if he could hardly believe his

ears.’

“Yes, sir! 1 could have hired a bike,”
said Grace meckly, “but I had my ba
to carry, which would have been awkwar
on a nke.”

“* Bless mﬁ soul!”

I thought of a horse, sir——"

“A—a horse?”

“Yes, sir; but I wasn't able to get a
horse.”

“% !"

“Bat luckily there was a circus camped
on the common, sir, so I went there, and
was lucky enough to be able to hire an ele-
phant 1

“To—to—to hire an elephant?”
tered the Head, obviously nonplussed.

_“¥es, sir; I thought an elephant a good
idea, as he was able to carry my bag quite
casily.”

“Bless my soul I”

“And he’s quite tame, sir,” ratiled on

stut-

Teddy Grace - cheerily. “He takes up
people in his trunk, sir, and sets them
down. The man showed e how to drive
him, and how to tap him to make him take
up a chap in his trunk. Would you like
to try,-sir?”

“What 77 )

“*He would whisk you off in a jiffy, sir!”

*Am Idreaming ?” murmured the Head,
“ Whisk—whisk me—mo—ofi 1 f

“Yes, sir; and take you round the guad.,
and then set you down again all right.
Shall I make him—"

The new junior made a motion towards
the clephant, and the Head jumped back.

“Grace! You—you utterly stupid boy!
I forbid you to do anything of the kind!”
gasped Dr. Chisholm.

“l1t's great fun, sir-——m>?

“Bilence! Send that animal away =
once ! I shall punish you severely for
bringing it into the precincts of Rook-:
wood 1” -

“Qh, sir!”

“Send it away immediately 17 i

The new junior glanted towards ' the:
gates. 4

“The man’s following me, sir; He
take it away, I—I thought you's
pleased, sir!” :

“ Pleased ?” exclaimed the Head. il

“Well, 1 should have arrived late if T'd
walked, sir,” said Grace, in an injured
tone. “I've paid quite a lot to hire the
clephant, so as not to be--ahem !|—late.
My father told me, sir, never to be late:
he says that procrastination is the thief of
time, sirl”

The Head stared at the nmew junior.

That cheory youth's face was quite
serious, and it really seemed impossible to
suspect him of an intention to pull- the
Head’s august leg.

With all his experience of boys, Dr. Chis-
holm had never come across one quite like
this before; and it was evident that he
did not know what to make of Teddy
Grace—who was called Putty because heé
was “soft.” ) :

Either he was very soft indeed, or elss
he was a most reckless young rascal; and
the Head could not decide which he was.

“Qend that animal away at once!™ said
the Head at last. “Then you will accom-
pany Mr. Bootles to my study!”

i Here comes the man!"

2




GCHAPTER 3.
The New Boy!

‘ELL, ’'m blowed !”
W Thus Arthur
expressing = his

Edward Lovell,
feelings with

more force than elegance.
Same here!” said Jimmy Silver, laugh-

‘The theeky young ass!”

He must soft I”

Eé Head will lick him, anyway.”
rve him jolly well right!” opined

pnythe of the Shell. *“I never heard of
oh cheek in a fag, by gad!”

The new junior was in the Head's study

the headmaster and Mr. Bootles.

he man from the cirecus had led away

» elephant, leaving the Rookwood fel-
s in o buzz of excited discussion.

he sensation caused by Teddy Grace's

inarkable arrival was not likely to wear
or some time. ;

nybody know what Form he’s going

2" nsked Jimmy Silver,

ENever heard of his existence before,”

@ Mornington, * Where's Tubby Muffin,

ill know.” :

Tubby's hiding somewhere !’
“He thought it was a wild

Well, I'm not surprised he was

rtled,” remarked Jimmy Silver, “I was

sther stariled when the beast picked me

in his trunk. I've a good mind to
unch Grace’s head when the other Head’s
e with him !”

‘*Rather in a funk, weren't you?” re-
iarked Peele.

¢ Blue funk, I should say!” observed

tower agreeably, :

Jimmy looked at them, :

‘Do vou want your heads knocked to-

other 7" he asked politely, “If you don’t

ow'd better dry up!”

‘“But I say,” broke in Lattrey of the

fourth, ‘“that chap must have lots of tin

o be able to hire an elephant to ride to
hool. It was a fool’s trick, but it musé

ve cost some money.”

~Arthur Edward Lovell gave him a sar-

eastic glance,

“ A new chap, rather soff, with lots of

in,” he remarked. * What a chance for

‘you, Lattrey! How long will it be before
’re teaching him how to play poker?”

' ©Qh, rats!” snapped Lattrey; and he

jurned away.

W, THE SCHOOLBOYS OWN LIBRARY » 5

Peele and "Gower went with him, and
the three seemed to be engaged in earnest
discussion as they went.

The black sheep of Rookwood were
already discussing the possibility of mak-
ing a goods thing out of a youth who was
evidently well off, and who was so soft that
he was nicknamed Putty,

Jimmy Silver .& Co. procecded to ‘the
Fourth Form passage to look for Tubby
Muflin.

That fat lirouth was supposed te kmow
everything that was going on, and a little
over, as Lovell had expressed it.

The door of Study No. 2 was found
locked. .

Arthur Edward Lovell delivered a terri-
fie bang upon it,

There was a loud howl within,

“Yow! Help! Keep off!
away !"”

“You silly ass!” roared Jimmy Silver,
“Do you think the elephant’s come up-
stairs{ Let us inl”

“Oh! "~ Is that
gasped Muffin,

“Yes, ass!”

The study door was unlocked, and Tubby
Muffin blinked out uneasily.

He seemed velieved to find that there
was no elephant in the passage.

¢ J—1I say—is—is—is it gone?” he gasped.

“Yes, you duffer; long ago!l”

“QOh, all right! Of—of course, I wasn’t
frightened,” said Tubby Muffin, “It wasn’t
that, you know——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T—I simply came in to have tea,” ex-
claimed Tubby. ““I—I locked the door be-
cause—because—because—"

“Exactly!” assented Jimmy Silver.
“Now, as you know everything, Tubby,
perhaps -you know who Teddy Grace is?”

“New chap coming into the Classical
Fourth,” apswered Tubby at once. “I
happened to hear Mr. Bootles—"

“Ha, ha, e ,

“T dan't see anythiui to cackle at. He's
rich,” went on Tubby Muffin. “Mr,
Bootles was speaking to Mr. Mooney, you
know, and ho mentioned that Grace was
the son of Mr, Grace, a wealthy coals’
owner.” . - L7

Tubby had quite recovered himself now,

“] say, has he come?” he asked. bl
was going to see him when bhe came, be-
cnuge—hemluse-——" J :

Drive it

you, Jimmy Silver?”
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“Because he’s rich?” asked Mornington.

“Certainly not! 1 hope you don’t think
I'd stick up to anybody on account of his
money ! I was going to see him because—
because——" - %

Tubby Muflin paused, apparently not
able w thimk of a reason on the spur of
the moment.

‘“Well, he’s come,” said Jimmy Silver.
“It was Grace who came on the clephant
and scared you out of your podgy wits,
Tubby.” i

“1 wasn’t scared!” said Tubby Muffin

warmly. *“Do you think I'm afraid of an
elephant? I simply happened to be in a
hurry. f I hadn't been in a hurry I

should have stopped and stroked him,”
“Oh, my hat!”
“Lock out!” yelled Flynn {from the pas-
sage. ‘‘The bullifant! Look out!”

There was a sound of loud stamping in
the passage.

t was made, as a matter of fact, by
Patrick O’Donovan’s boots, which were of
a good size. -

But to Tubby Muffin’s ears it was the
tread of the clephant, and he uttered a
howl of ‘terror and dived under the study
table.

»  “Keep it off I he yelled. “Drive it
away ! Shut the door! Lock it! Help!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Come and stroke him, Tubby, bedad!”

“Yaroooh {”

There was a roar of laughter in the
corridor,

‘“Hallo, what’s the joke?’ asked a cool
voice. And Jimmy Silver looked round,
to sce the new junior on the landing.

Teddy Grace was strolling airily, with
his hands in his pockets, and looking as
cool and self-posscssed as if he had been
at Rookwood a couple of terrrs at least.

There was none of the shyness of the
average new boy about him,

“Hallo!” said Jimmy Silver. “Have
you been licked 7

Teddy Grace opened his innocent blue
eyes wide,

“Licked 7" he repeated. “No. Why?”

“My hat! Has the Hcad let you off 2"
shouted Lovell.

“Let me off?
have I?”

“You've come to Rookwood mounted on
an elephant,” said Jimmy Silver. “Don’t
you call that something?”

T haven't done anything,

“Why shouldn’t I comg on an elephant,
if there was an clephant *handy 7"

Jimmy rubbed his nose thoughtfully,

That question was reasonable enough, in
a way. :

“They wouldn’t have thought anything
of it in India, for example,” said Grace.

“We're not in India,” remarked Raby.

“Wasn’t the Head waxy?” asked
Oswald. 2

Grace nodded.

“Yes. I thought he was rather in n
bate, but he cooled down. I heard him
say to Mr. Bootles, as I came away, that
the boy seemed to be a perfect fool. I
don’t know what boy he was alluding to,
unless it was one of you chaps.”

“Why, you cheeky ass,” said Lovell;
“he meant you, of course! And my
opinion is that the Head’s right!”

“IHe would be pleased to know that, I'm
sure,” said Teddy Grace meekly. “I say,
is this the Fourth Form passage—Classis-

3" =
ca;“lfes' ”» %

“Thanks! I'm looking for Study No. 2.
It seems that that's to be my study here

“Here you are,” said Jimmy Silver. ‘

“Yarooh!” came from under the table’
in No. 2, as the new boy entered the -
room. ‘‘Gerrout, you beast!”

Grace jumped.,

“What the dickens——" he exclaimed,

“Yah! Drive that beast away, Jimmy
Silver !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What on earth’s the game?” exclaimed
Teddy Grace. “Why—what—who—"
He stared 4t Tubby Muflin’s face ag it
blinked out from under the table.

“Oh!” gasped Tubby, in great relief.
“You ain’t the clephant?”

“Do I look like an eclephant ?”

“Is he in the passage?”

“Ha, ha! Nol” ¢

Y Some beast said he was gasped -
T{ibb)’, crawling out from under the table
at last. “I say, are you the new chap
Grace ™ i

“You've got it.”

“You can come to this study if you like,
old chap,” said Tubby Muffin hospitably.,
“This is a really nico study—mine, you
know. You'll find Jones minor all right,
too. Higgs is rather a beast, but we put
up with him.  You'll be comfy in this
study. Do come!” ?

1#
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- Teddy Grace stared at the fat Classical.
“You're -awfully good!” he said.
“Not at all,” said Tubby. “The fact

" is, old fellow, I like you, you know.”
: “My hat! And you've kndwn me about
. ten seconds!” said Grace. “This is very
‘' flattering.”
: “My dear fellow, I know a good chap
~when I sce him,” answered Tubby Muffin
~affably. “Of course, I don’t know any-
thing about your father being a wealthy
oal-owner.”
. “Wha-a-at?”
S “It’s simply that T like you,” explained
. Tubby. ““We shall get on together, I'm
gure of that. Do come!”

“The fact iz, I've come,” said Grace,
*Mr. Bootles says this is to be my study.”
“Oh, good!” said Tubby Muftin, with
great satisfaction. “I say, what a lark it
was, your coming to school on an elephant |
wasn't scared at all, you know. When
know me better, you'll know that I'm
ically as brave as a lion.” i
You leok it!” said Grace.
Yes, don’t I? Sort of lofty manner
fiery eye, and all that!” said Tubby
ously. “Being a new fellow here,
ce, you'll want looking after a little
’t you be afraid. I shall protect you.”
Thanks!” ‘
‘Not at all; rely on me. By the way,”
ded Tubby Muffin, glancing at the door-
ay and sinking his voice, “do you hap-
n to have a half-crown about you you
n’t want, Grace? I've run out of tin,
and I wanted to stand a rather nice tea
for—for you, you know; sort of welcome
to Rookwood.”

Toddy Grace eyed the fat Classical.
' There was no doubt that. Tubby Muffin
thought the new junior soft, and he was
e-tainly losing no time in getting to
“work.
‘A smile of great simplicity came over
Teddy’s face. Z
_“\gould half-a-crown be enough?” he

asked.

* Muffin beamed.
“Five bob would be better, of course,”
“he answered.
-bob till—till Saturday—"

“But is that sufficient?”

Tubby could have hugged him, .

He believed in striking the iron while i
was hot; this delightful, trustful simplicity
might not last long at Reokwood.
. Make it ten!” he said.

“If you could make it five

“Well, if you think ten’s enough——""
said Grace, hesitalivg,

Tubby Muffin de ded to go the whole
unicorn, so to speak.

“PI tell you what, Grace,” he said,
“make it a quid, old chap.”

And Tubby held out a fat hand that
almost trembled with cagerness,

“Gold or notes?” asked Grace.

“Eh! It doesn’t matter which.”

Grace felt in his waistcoat-pocket and
squeezed & . coin. into Tubby Muflin’s fab
hand, and quitted the study. -

As the door closed after him, Tubby
emitted a fat chuckle of glee.

He blinked at the gleaming coin in his
hand in unutterable delight,

But that expression of delight changed
somewhat, as he looked more closely at the
coin.

Tor the coin of the realn that lay in

Tubby’s fat palm was not a sovereign. 1t
was a bright new halfpenny.
And Tubby Muffin looked at it, and

looked, and looked; and the expression on
his fat face grew quite extraordinary as
he looked.

CHAPTER 4.
Oheying Orders!
- FTER prep!” said Cyril Peele,

A “Yes. You're very good.”

“Not ab all.” :
Jimmy Silver paused as he came
along from the staircase.

Jimmy was due in the end study for
prep, where Lovell and Raby and New-
come were already at work.

¥e had been ower to the Modern side
to sec Tommy Dodd on football matters.

As g matter of fact, he ‘had forgotten
the new boy's exisfence.

But Teddy Grace, alias Putty, was
brought back to his mind, as he came into
the Fourth Form passage on the Classical
side. :
Putty was chatting at the door of No. 1
with Peele, Gower, and Lattrey.

The trio wers exceedingly eivil to Grace.

In fach, their manner was fattery itself.

It was doubtless very agreeable for a
new fellow, a stranger in the school, to be
taken up and “buttered” in this way by
three old hands; and Teddy Grace was

looking pleased.
But Jimmy Silver did not look pleased.
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He was quite aware of the object of the
shady trio in *“buttering” the new fellow,
who seemed both weaﬁhy and simple-—
quite a catch for Peele & Co.

The trio went into their study as Jimmy
camo along, and Grace moved on to his
own,

Jimmy Silver hesitated a moment or
two, and then overtook -the new fellow
and tapped him on the shoulder. -

Grace looked round with a smile.

“You'll excase me,” said Jimmy. “As
you're a new kid here, and don’t seem
quite up to the ropes, I think I ought to
tell you—> .

“Go ahead !”

“You've just been making some arrange-
ment with Peele and his friends, in the
first study.” o

“That’s s0.”

“I don’t want to butt in,” explained
g‘mn!'ny, “But I'm going to give you a
tgr

“You're' jolly good!” said the new
junior, helding out his hand. s

Jimmy glanced at the open palm in sur-
prise. ! :

Grace scemed to be expecting something.

“How much?” he asked. -

“How much what?” asked the captain
of the Fourth.

“Didn’t you say you were going to give
me a tip?” asked the new junior inno-
cently.

- “Well, of all the chumps!” said Jimmy
Silver. “You duffer, I don’t mean a tip—
I mean a word of advice.”

“Ch, I see! That's jolly good of you!
My father told me always to listen to good
advice.” )

“When you mect. those fellows
prep,s you may be asked to play cards, or
some such rot,” said Jimmy. “That kind
of thing goes on in that study.- I'm speak-
ing to you as a new chap who doesn’t
know the ropes. You'd better keep clear
of anything of the kind. It’s against-the
rules here, and it means bad trouble if
it's found out—apart from the rottenness
of it. See?”

“1 see.”

“You seem to have more money than
sense, from what I've seen of you,” added
Jimmy, “If you get into a little game
in' Peele’s study, you'll have more sense
and less money, sec?”

Grace laughed oulright at this sally.

after

“Thanks very much,” he said, “¥H re-
member that.” ¢

Jimmy went on to his own stuud, ey
doubtful about whether his good advice
would be of any use to the new jumior, |

But he had done all he could; and if
Putty chose to get into trouble after that
warning, it was %is own look-out. _

Putty looked after  him with a rather
amused smile, and then went into No. 2,
where Tubby Muffin and Jones minor and
Higgs were at work.

Alfred Higgs gave him a rather disagree-
able look,

“QOh, you're the new kid!” he spapped.

“That same!” agreed Putty.

“And they’ve bunged you
study 77
. “Oh,
minor tolerantly.

into this

he’s welcome here,” said™ Jones
“Let the kid alone,

Hiﬁgs. You're always grousing.” .
iggs grunted. 7
“We were three already,” he s

“And Muffin takes up enough room
two, Why couldn't he be bunged in
Mornington and Erroll? Bootles ought
have more sense.” 1 suppose Bootles|se

you herg, you young greenie?”
‘ Yes.

“Wel'l, you can tell him from me
he's an old chump!” growled Higgs. ' |

“Certainly.” :

Teddy Grace turned to the door. :

Jones minor grinned, . and Higgs
jumped. :

“Where are_you going?” roared Higgs.

Putty looked back. ’

“To Mr. Bootles’ study,” he answered.

“Wha-a-at for?”

“To give him your message.”

“You—you—you crass idiot!” roared
Higgs. “If you do, I'll give you a"jolly
good hiding I’ ; i

Putty looked surprised. L

“Don’t you want me to take your mes:
sage!” he inquired. ;

“No, you idiot !

“Then why did you give iv to me!”

“Oh, shut up!” was Higgs’ reply. “‘Of
all the howling idiots—of all the shrieking
dummies—" e :

“Jolly . near potty, I -should say,” re-
marked Tubby Muffin, whose, friendly re-
gard for the new junior seemed to have
vanished—perhaps on account of the new
halfpenny.

“Fancy putting that fool in here!” said
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Higgs. “I suppose they think this study
is'a_home for idiots?”

*Well, they would, wouldn't they ?"* re-
marked Putty. :
© “What?"

“Only agreeing with- you, you know,”
said Putty innocently.

. “I suppose,” said Higgs darkly, “that
. you can’t help being a fool. But if you
- are a cheeky fool, Master Putty, you'll get
scragged. Remember that,”
. “I will,” assented Putty.

“You won’t have any prep to do, as
“it's your first day here,” continued Higgs,
- *“so you can mn{e yourself useful.”

“I'm going io unpack my Dbooks and
things.” ;
- “Your books and things can wait. You
- can get supper while we're. doing our
prep.”’
“Oh, let him alone!” said Jones minor.
“Shut up, Jones!
ving you a thiclk ear, though you have
a major in the Sixth!” said Higgs.
arace, or Putty, or Plaster, or whatever

Yes, Higgs, or Wiggs, or Pigs, or

tever your name is—"’

Haven't I told you not to be checky?”

ared Higgs. “Yoyre on the point of

etting scragged, 1 can tell you. Now,

‘m going to have toasted cheese for

supper. You're going to toast it.”

“Am I?” said Putty doubtfully.

. “You are! You'll find the cheese in

- the cupboard and a frying-pan underneath.

You toast it in the pan. Make up a fire.”
“What with?” '

. - “Find something "

- “Blessed if T care what!”

S

© “If that cheese isn’t ready when I'm

ready, I'm sorry for you, that's all,” said

_Alfred Higgs.

- And he settled down to finish his prep,

- Putty remained in thought. for some

. minutes, while his study-mates vwere work-

L ing at the table.

~Apparently he decided to obey the orders

“of the Fourth Form bully, for he went

‘to the study cupboard and got out tle

 cheese. ]

. Then le lookéd round for fuel, the fize

vbeing nearly at its last gasp, :

- Higgs grinned over his prep as he heard

he fire grackling. o

' His instruetions wero being obeyed.

:
:
.5

said Higgs.

There was a pleasant scent of toasting

M

I shouldn’t mind |

cheese in the study before prep was over.

Jones minor was the first to finish, and
he rose from the table, yawned, and
pitched his books away. . .

“Hallo, how are you getting on,. cocky ?"
he asked, with a grin.

“First-rate,” answered Putty, L2

“Blessed if I know where you found any .
fuel,” said -Jones minor, “We'ro right.
out of coal and wood,”

“Higgs told me to find something,” an-
swered Putty simply, “so I found some-
thing. I couldn’t find anything but books.
But they were all right; those with stiff
covers made quite a good fire.”

Jones blinked at him.

“B-b-books !” he stuttered.

“Yes; there wasn’t anything else.”

“You—you dangerous maniac!” howled
Jones. “Have you been burning our books
to make a fire?”

“Not yours; only Higgs.”

Alfred Higgs jumped up as if electrified.

“My books?’ he ruareg.

Putty nodded, with a smile.

“Yes. - I looked into them first for the
name,” he said. “Ive only burned your
books, Higgs, as it was for you, “you

know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jones minor, And
Tubby gave a fat chuckle.

The expression on Higgs' face was ex-
traordinary.

“You—you—you've burned my books?”
he stammered, as if unable to believe the
evidence of his ears, “ You—you—you———ru>=-

“There wasn’t anything else,” said
Putty, in surprise. “You told me to find
somet’i;ning, and you said you didn't care

‘II'_I—I »

“You were going to lick me if the
cheeso wasn't ready—a hiding, you said,”
pursued Putty. “I was bound to get it
ready. I didn’t want a hiding, you
know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Higgs did not laugh; he gasped with
fury.. .

“Mum-mum-my books!” le spluttered.
“Why, I—I—I'll smash you! =11
squash you! I—I-I'l]—"
~*“But you told me—"

“You teld him, Higgyv!” yelled Joano-
minor.  “Your own fault for being such
a beastly bully, Higgs! 1la, ha, ha!”

“I'll smash him!” shricked H-ig_gx., )
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He rashed frantically at the new junior,
who dodged round the table.

He was a good deal more active than
the bulky Alfred, and he dodged quite
easily; and they went round the table
thrice, while Jones minor yelled with mer-
riggent.

top him!” howled Higgs.

“Stop him yourself !’ grinned Jones.
#He’s only done what you told him.”

. Higgs grasped the table to drag it aside.
As be dragged it, Putty dodged out of
the study.

The bully of the Fourth rushed after
him, and reached the door as it slammed.

He grabbed the handle and dragged at
it; but it did not open from outside, and
the door did not open.

“Let go!” roared Higgs.

“But you're going to lick me, you
know,” came a cool, soft voice from out-
side, 3

“Let go!”

Higgs clasped both hands on the door-
handle and then dragged with all  his
strength. ’

It was unfortunate for Higgs that the
junior outside let go at the same moment.

The door flew open suddenly, and "Higgs
went half across the study, bumped into
a chair, and rolled on the floor.

IHe lay on the ecarpet gasping for
breath, and feeling as if he had landed in
the middle of an earthquake, for a full
minute.

When he recovered himself he scrambled
up, and rushed to the open doorway with
a deadly gleam in his eyes.

But the corridor outside was empty; the
new junior had vanished.

———

CHAPTER 6.
Something Like a Scrap!

A ROT in, dear boy!”
I  Cyril  Peele spoke in his

sweetest tones as the study door
opened, after a quick tap, and
Teddy Grace stepped in rather hastily,
~ Putty closed the door behind him at
once.

Peele & Co. had finished prep—they
never prolonged their labours more than
they canld help—and they had been mak-
ing some little preparations for their dis-
tineuished - guest.

THE BOY WHO WAS SOFT!

A bright fire burned in the grate, and
the table was cleared of books and papers,
and a comfortable armchair was drawn up
to the fire for the visitor. -

“8it down, old fellow |” said Lattrey.

Putty - sat down. ;

“We're goin’ to have a little supper,”
remarked Gower, “I hope you haven’t
had supper in your study, Grace,” '

“No

“That’s good.
rather nice.”

Tramp, tramp, tramp! sounded in the
passage. g
_ Alfred Iliggs was in search of the new
junior,

There was a sound of the opening and
slamming of doors. .

Higgs was looking into studies up and
down the passage, with a furious face,
regardless of the surprised stares of the

1]

We've got somethin®

- occupants,

“Hallo, is that somebody on the war~
path?” remarked Lattrey, listening. i
“I think it might be my study-ma

Higgs,” said Putty simply. “He’s aff
me, I believe.” '

“After you?” exclpimed Peele wa

“Yes; I think he’s annoyed.”

“Higgs is a beastly bully,” said Lat
trey. “ What have Jou done to.got his
rag ouft?”

“I did what he told me!” ‘explained
Putty. ‘“As he said he would give me a
licking if I didn’t, I thought I'd better.”

“But—but he's nof after you because
you did what he told you, surely?”’ ex-

plained Peele.
“Yes, I believe so. He wasn't satisfied

somehow.”
“Higgs is a bullying rotter!” said
Gower. “He'd better not come here

kickin’ up a shindy. Let's have supper.

‘We might have a Little game after supper

till bed-time, if you carc for it, Grage,™

“Certainly ! -

“Ever played poker?” murmured Lat-
trey. ;

“No, never.”

“We'll teach you, if you like.”

“You're very good. .

“Not at all, old fellow!” wmaid Peelo
affectionately.  “We want to make you
feel at home, your first night here, you
know,"”

Crash I*

The door flew open, and Higgs' furious
face stared in.



.~ His -eyes glittered as they fastened on
iPutty.

. “(h, here you are, are you?” he roared.
¢ “Here I am!” assented the new junior,
ésmiling at him, without moving from the
rmchair.

i “T'm going to smash you!”

. “Please don’t!” murmured Putty.
 Lattrey and his friends exchanged a
fquick glance, as Higgs strode savagely into
ithe study.

It was up to them to protect their dis-
itinguished guest, for it was pretty certain
hat the new fellow would not have any
left for learning the game of

. “Stop this, Higgs!” exclaimed Peele, as
Boldly as he could.
ag the new kid!”
‘Pll rag you, too, if you don’t let me
at him at once!” raved Higgs.
You're not goin’ to touch him!”
Will you get aside?”

No!” said Pecle desperately.
to the brute, yvou fellows!”

' You bet !”

"Higgs rushed furiously at the three nuts
f the Fourth, hitting out with his heavy
sts recklessly.

" He was in too furious a temper to count
vodds. "

2 The trio backed away from the rush,
but they rallied, and tackled Alfred Higgs
ogether.

. Pecle went down, yelling, as he caught
Higgs' knuckles with his chin, but the
Bther two fastened on Higgs at close-
Bguarters. ’

The bulky intruder was whirled back.
" Cyril Peele jumped up, as Higgs strug:
gled furiously ~with his study-mates, and
piled in again. ‘
" With the three juniors clinging to him
ike cats, Higgs found that he had booked
00 {\arge an order to be carried out, so tc
peak.

He went staggering towards the door-
vay, still struggling,

_Putty sat in the armchair, with his
ands®n his pockets and a cheery smile on
is face, watching the conflict,

+ It did pot seem to oceur to him to take
art in it. ;

Perhaps he felt that, as a guest, it was

“Stand
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“You're not goin’ to

1

his business to leave the matter entirely in
the hands of his hosts.

At all events, he did so.

His hosts had their hands full. Alfred
Higgs was a redoubtable adversary even
against three.

Pecle and Gower and Lattrey were gasp-
ing_and dishevelied by the time they got
him to the doorway,

There, with combined effort, they
ejected him, and Higgs went bumping into
the passage.

“Well pitched !” chuckled Conroy of the
-Fourth,. "

Conroy was coming along with Van Ryn
and Pons, and the three Colonials stopped
as Higgs was hurled forth from the study.

Higgs sprawled on the floor, breath- .
lessly, and Peele & Co,, equally breathless,
gasped in the doorway.

“Now clear off, you bully!”’
Pecle,

Higgs sat up.
“Yow-ow-ow
you—TI'll smash the lot of you!

ow-woooop !”

“Go it!” exclaimed Conroy heartily.
“We'll stand here to catch you as you
drop, Higgs. Try again!”

Higgs was quite resolved to try again.

He scrambled up, and charged into the
three juniors in the doorway.

Lattrey & Co. backed a little, and Higgs
got into the study; but they closed on
him again, and, after a brief struggle, he
was hurled out ance more.

He landed with a terrific cras't at the
feet of the Colonial Co.

“Bravo !”

“Well chucked!”

“TFry again, Higgs!”

“Yow-aw--0w-ow-woow ! Grooogh 17
came from Higgs, as he spiawled on the
floor. “Ow! Ow! Wooooup!”

“Ha, ha, hal” )

“Get the poker!” exclaimed Cyrii Pecle
breathlessly. “We'll give hira tlhe poker
if he comes in again!”

“Good eggl”?

But Alfred Higgs did not come in again,

He was feeling as if he had been under
a lawn-mower, and even the tructlent
bully of the Fourth had had enough for
the present.

He staggered up, gasping, and shook a

panted

I'l smash him—TI'll smash
Yow-ow-

furious fist at the three nuts, and limped
away to lLis own quarters.
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A mipute later there was a howl from
Study No. 2. .

It ‘was the voice' of Tubby Muffin raised
in anguish, |

The Fourth Form bully, defeatéd by
Pecle & Co., was ‘““taking it out” of the
unfortunate Tubby. : :

Conroy looked at his companioms.

“Walk this way!” he murmured.

And the three Colonials walked into
‘Study No. 2. o

Alfred Higgs' grasp was on Tubby
Muffin’s fat ear, and Tubby was wailing
dismally. ‘

The next moment the grasp of the
Colonial Co. was on Alfred Higes.

“Cut off, Tubby !” said Conroy cheerily.

‘“Leggo!” roared Higgs. “You rotters
—yaroooooh !”

“Rub his head in the ashes!” said Con-
roy gently. *Sorry, Higgs, but you've
asked for it, you know!”

“Yrrerrrerggggh 17 :

Higgs had given considerable trouble to
Peele & Co., but he was as an infant in
the grasp of the three sturdy Colonials.
He howled dismally as his head was well
rubbed into the ashes, and howled louder
still as the toasted cheese—prepared by
Putty—was gently shoved down his back.

Tubby Muffin fled, chortling, [ollowed
by wild howls from the bully of the
Fourth.

“1 think that will do!” smiled Conroy.

And the three Colonials sauntered out,
leaving Higgs clutching wildly down his
back %or the cheese, and in a mood com-
pared with which the temper of a Tirpitz
might have been considered amiable.

——

CHAPTER 6.
Playing Poker!
so much!” murmured

o HANKS
Putty.
He smiled sweetly at Peele and

Gower and Lattrey as they stood
ga’i%ing for breath after the battle.
'he three nuts were not feeling- happy.
They had driven out the invader, but
he had left his marks upon them, and they
bad considerable damages to show,

1t was some-time before the dusty and |

dishevelled nuts had reduced themselves to
oxder and were ‘able to proceed with
supper.

Neither were they

St

feeling very amiable

THE BOY WHO WAS SOFT!

towards their guest,
ness did not wane.
He had landed them into that struggle,
and they inwardly resolved that he should
pay for it when the “little game” began.
Outwardly, all was harmony. :
The supper. was excellent; Cyril Peele

though their polite-

'had taken care of that.

There were good things galore, and
Putty was pressed on all sides to partake
of them, which he did with hearty good-
will and good appetite.

Supper was over at last, and Peecle &
Co. prepared for the more serious business
to come.

The table was cleared. :

Peele produced a little silver box from
some recess and opened it, displaying a
pack of playing-cards, !

“Never played poker before?” he asked,

Putty shook his head. - ;

“It’s quite simple,” said Peele blandls
“You'll pick it up in a brace of shal

“You'll like it,” said Lattrey. 3

“0Oh, Pm sure 1 shall!” said Pul
cheerily. “Are wg going to play

now ?” .

“That's it.”

“Shall I get the poker?™
innocently, .

“Wha-a-at}”

“Youwll want the poker, I suppose.”

“The—the poker?” repeated Laftrey
dazedly. :

“Yes; you can’t play poker without a
poker, surely?” asked Putty, with a look
of surpiise.

The nuts of the Fourth stared at him
blankly,

Apparently unconscious of their trans-
fixed astonishment, Putty rose and picked
the poker out of the fender.-

\Poker in hand, he smiled @t  the
astounded nuts. .

“T'm ready!” he announced.

“You—you—you're ready?”
Peele. “Oh, my hat! Oh, gad!”

Lattrey drew & deep breath,

“You're makin’ a mistake, Grace,” he
said. “The game of poker is a card
game.” i

Putty looked puzzled.

asked

bawled

“0Oh! Not juggling with a pokeg or
anything like that?” he asked. o

‘erunno-'l . !

“You play it with weards,” explained

Peele, as patiently as ho could, “You.
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have a little money on it, too—to make

it interestin’, you know.”

“Do yout”

“That's the idea, Begin with a bob, you
know,” said Gower. “Of course, wo

wouldn't play—ahem—for money—that is,
big stakes, But there has to be somethin’
on the table; that’s one of the—the rules.”

“8it down, old fellow, and we'll have a
round to show you,” said Pecle.

Putty did not sit down. He remained
standing, and for reasons best known to
himself he kept the poker in his hand.

“I'm so sorry!” he muttered.

“Nothing to be sorry about that I can
see,” remarked Peele, with a stare, * Now,
we take five cards eac » .

“Don't give me any, thanks.”

“Eh? You can’t play without cards!”
~ “You see, you didn’t say at first that it

was a card game,” explained Putty, with
sweet simplicity, “'If you’d mentioned it,

‘of course, I should bhave told you that I
.~ mever play cards for money!”

“Wha-a-at?” }

" “In fact, I've promised my father never
to!” said Putty. -
© Peele & Co.
gleaming c¢yes.
Their polite urbanity was wearing thin

exchanged glances with

now.
“Well, this isn’t really playin’ cards for
money, you kmow,” said Peele, after a

pause, “Tt's really a lark.”

“0Oh, we’re going to play for nuis?”
asked Putty.

“N-n-no! Just a bob or two, to make

it interestin’, you

“So sorry P murmured Putty. “By the
way, I think I'd beiter be getting along
and seeing about unpacking my books.
Wo;zld you fellows like to come and help
me?”

The three nuts rose to their fect.

The expressions on their faces were de-
cidedly unpleasant now. ‘

There was a humourous glitter in Teddy
Grace’s eyes, which they did not mistake,

Under his soft manner there was the
firmness of a rock, and the three young
rascals realised that there would be no
poker played in that study with Putty in
the game,

It dawned upon them that the soft new

junior, who was called Putty because he |

was so soft, had been pulling their legs
all along—that he was quite “up” to their

game, and had allowed them rope wilh
which te hang themselves.

As they realised that the polite manners
of Peele & Co. dropped from them like a
cloak. .

Their eyes gleamed at the mew junior.

“So youve been foolin’ us?’’ said Pecle
at last, his voico trembling with rage.

Putty-burst into a laugh.

“My dear chaps, youve been fooling
ourselves !” he answered. ** Why don’t you
augh 77’ '

“Laugh?” repeated Peele.

“Yes; it’s funny, if you look at it the
right way.” .

Peeic gritted his teeth.

“It may be funny,” he said; “but you
won’t feel funny by the time you get out of
this study, Collar him, you fellows! We'll
Hg ]ihe cheeky cad till he's black and

ue
The three nuts came round the table ab
Putty. :

Teddy Grace did nos scem alarmed; per-
haps he had expected that development. His
hand came up. with the poker in it

“Pou’t crowd a fellow,” he said, back-
ing towards the door. *If you do, you may
get a lunge—like that-—"" - .

“Yaroooooh !”

“Qr a tap—like that—"

“Yoooop |” :
“QOr a poke in the ribs—like that1”
“Yah! Oh! Yoooop!”

Peele & Co., yelling with pain and rage,

jumped back from the reckless lunges of the

oker.

Putty reached the door and put his left
hand behind him to open it, keeping his
eyes on the enraged nuts,

The trio -rushed forward as the door
opencd.

But again the lunges of the poker drove
them back, yelling.

“Ta-ta, old nuts!” said Puity sweetly;
and he slammed the door and walked down
the passage, into the arms of the Fistical
Four,

“Hallo!” cried Jimmy Silver. “What
are you carrying round a poker for?”’

“I’ve been playing poker—"

“What?”

“This kind of poker, and they don’t seem
to have enjoyed it— Dear me, here they
come !”

The study door flew open, and Peelo &
Co. rushed out furiously.

They stoppzd at sight of Silver & Co.



.

\e Fistical Four grinned.
‘oceurred to Jimmy - th
natured w:]rning to.the new junior had

needed.
| ._bcen&::q(e:oa with scowling faces, re-

inte their study. .

%Woz'ﬁef friendship broken!” sighed
utty. “I suppose these things happen be-
‘cause I'm soft. I'm c%lled Putty, you know,
' I'm so soft.” ;
%ﬁeﬁmmy’ Silver & Co. chuckled. They
had- discovered by that time exactly how
‘soft the new fellow was.

1

(24

; CHAPTER 7.
- Astonishing the Natives!

REAT SCOTT!” _
: G “The awful ass!” exclaimed

Jimmy Silver. .
=+ “Look- at him!” ejaculated
- Tubby. Muffin. “And ‘Bootles may come

‘a at any moment !”
. akg}ﬁ:m' -SiSEVer & Co. had come in from
"’ the quad, when surprised exclamations drew
them in the direction of the Form-room pas-
sage. And then their surprised exclamations
were-also heard. -
A seore of fellows, at least, were gathered
here; all df them looking astonished.
A junior of the Fourth Form was walk-
ii@-d]own the corridor with his hands in his

ets. :
- Tt was Teddy Grace, the new boy in the
Fourth, more commonly called ‘ Putty.”
-~ Although a new fellow, who had been
“hardly a week at Rookwood, Teddy Grace
rayed no sign of shyness or bashfulness.

longed to him.

“But that was not what drew the sur-
' prised glances of the Rookwooders. They
- were used to that in Teddy Grace already.
 What astounded them was that Teddy
Grace had a cigarette between his lips,
‘which ‘he was smoking quite cheerily and
unconcernedly.
. There were bold, bad blades in the Lower
- School who smoked, but however bold they
“were, they were always careful to do it in
i th’:’frlmcy of their studies or behind the
. wood-shed—somewhere, at least, where they
~ conld not be spotted by the cye of authority,
Form-room passage was a very public
- spot; at any moment a master or a prefect

might have come along—even the majestic
. Head himself; - ;
- Teddy Grace did not seem to care.

.Silver that hisr

le sauntered down the corridor as if it be-
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He did not seem concerned by the
astounded stares of the Rookwooders. He
nodded cheerily to Jimmy Silver & Co.

“Are you off your dot?” demanded
Jimmy Silver.

“Eh? No!”

“What are you up to?” asked Loveil.

“Smoking ™’

“Don’t youu know it’s against the rules?”

“(Oh, yes!” i

“Don't you krow you may be spotted
here any minute?’” exclaimed Raby.

“0Oh, quite!”

“Do you want a flogging?”

“Not at all.”

“If this is one of your jokes,” said Jimmy
Silver; “I don't quite sce where the joke
comes in. I warn you that Mr. Bootles
won't take it as a joke if he sees you—or .
Bulkeley, cither!”’ ¢

“No?” said Grace inguiringly.

*“No fear! You'll get it in the neck!”

“I don't think s0,” remarked Grace
shaking his head, and then blowing oub
puff of smoke that made Jimmy BSiiver
cough. :

“You silly ass!” gasped Jimmy. o

“Take it away from him !” growled New:
ome. A

c ;
Teddy Crace turned and sauntered back
along the passage, followed by a score of |
pairs of eyes. s

His cool nerve was almost unnerving.

“Cave!” called out Tubby Muffin sud-
denly from the corner of the passage.

Tubby turned a fat, excited face upon
the new junior.

“ Here comes Carthew!” he called out.

Jimmy Silver was debating in his mind
whether to take the cigarette away from
the new junior, and bump him on the floor
as a warning. It-was not only that smoking
was against the rules, but it was regarded
as bad form by the juniors themselves.

But the news that Carthew of the Sixth
was coming alarmed Jimmy for the new
fellow.

Carthew of the Sixth was rather
a black sheep, and was suspected
of smoking in his study himself; but that

4

-was nof likely to make him go easy with

a junior caught playing the same foolish
trick,
“Grace!”  called
anxiously,
“ Hallo !
“But that muck away !”
“Why.t" -

out Jimmy Silver
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“Carthew’s coming, you ass!”

“Who's Carthew?”

“Carthew of the Sixth—a prefect! If he
catches you——7"

“Here he comes!” growled Arthur
Edward Lovell. “And serve the silly ass
right, too P’ >

Mark Carthew turned the corner into the
Form-rcom passage.

He glanced along at the crowd of juniors,

a little surprised to see so many fellows|

gathered there.

Then his eyes fell on Teddy Grace.

He stared.

Grace did not scem alarmed, however. He
did not remove the cigarette from his lips,
but went on smoking with perfect calmmness
under the staring eyes of the prefect.

“By gad!” ejaculated Carthew blankly.

He strode towards the new junior,

“(irace !” he thundered.

“Yes, Carthew 7"’

“You are smokingl1”

& “Yes, Carthew,” said .the new junior
‘meekly. ’
“In the Form-room passage | exclaimed

. the prefeet in amazement. * Are you out of

. your scnses?” '

"~ “] hope not, Carthew.’
The prefect dropped his hand on Grace’s

shoulder with an iron grip. .
“You'll come straigﬁt with me to the

Head !” he snapped.
“Certainly t”
“Bring tIYxe cigarette “with you!”

“Oh, yes: 1 haven’t finished it yet !”

“By gad!" You'll find pretty soon, Grace,
that this kind of cheek won’t do for Rook-
wood ! said (Jarthew.

And the Sixth-Former marched Putty of
the Fourth away towards Dr. Chisheln’s
study, still with a grip upon his shoulder.

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.

“That means a jolly good licking for
Grace !” he remarked.

i

“Sorve him jolly well right!” growled’

Lovell. I never heard of such check ! Why,
‘even Townsend or Lattrey wouldn't smoke
‘in publie !’

© “Blest if T can understand the chap!” re-

marked Mornington. “He's a practical

jokin’ ass, but I thought he had some sense, .

fancy this will be a public floggin'.
“He's asked for it 1 said Conroy.
“An’ helll got 161”7 :
The juniors, wondering what  was going
to happen in the Head’s study, gathered at
“the corner of the passage, to watch and
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wait for Teddy Grace’s return. They exs
pected to see him_ come along the corridor
wringing his hands, if not wriggling with
angwish. And they listened for the expected
sound of woe and wailing from the Head's
study.

CHAPTER 8.
Quite Innocent!

" OME in!”
‘ Carthew threw open the door of
the Head’s study and marched

Putty of the Fourth into thas
dreaded department.

Most of the Rookwood juniors entered
the Head’s study in something like fear
and trembling, but Putty of the Fourth
walked in cheerily enough. 1t was evident
that the cool young gentleman experienced
no unusual trepidation in the presence of
the Head.

He held the half-smoked cigareite be-
tween his thumb and forefinger now, and
it was still emitting a curl of smoke.

Dr. Chisholn's eyes seemed glued on it
for a moment,

Then he glanced at the prefect.

“Well, Carthew?”

“J have brought this junior to you, sin”
said Carthew. - “I found him smoking a
cigarette in the Form-room passage—parad-
ing about with it, in fact, as if Le wanted
to show that he eared nothing for the rules
of the school ¥’ ]

Dr. Chisholm’s glance was almost terrifie
as it fixed upon Putty.

That -innocent-locking youth losked more
innocent than ever. His mild blue eyes met
the Head’s terrific glance confidingly. Never
had a schoolboy locked more as if butter
would not melt in his mouth.

“Grace !” exclaimed the Head.

“Yes sir!”?

“You have dared to smoke a cigarette in
this school—and actually in public—in a
public place!™

“Certainly, sir

“Kindly hand me my cane, Carthew!”

Carthew obeyed cheerfully. Carthew had
a fixed belief that the more the juniors were
cancd the better it was for them; and he
never, in discharging his duties as a prefect,
erred upon the side of sparing the rod.

Teddy Grace looked surprised. i

“Are you going to cane:me- sir?” he
stammered. = ?

“Cane you!” repeated the, Head angriiy.

112
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“Most certainly I am going to cane you,

ou silly and disreputable boy! You will
earn that you cannot, with impunity, intro-
duce the customs of a tap-room intb this
school 1" :

“ But, sir——

“Hold out your hand, Grace! I shall
cane you with the greatest severity.”

“Certainly, sir, if you wish; but it seems
rather hard that I should be eaned for doing
as my father told me——" . ;

The Head started.

“Your father?" he repeated.

“My father, sir !” A

“Do you dare to tell me, boy, fhat Dr.
Grace told you to smoke tobacco at school 2
gasped the Head. :

“Oh, no, sir I Tobacco isn’t good for boys;
my father says it stunts the growth, and ho
ought to know, being a medical man,” said
Grace meekly. “]I wouldn't smoke tobacco
for anything, sir.” .

“What! That cigarette—"’

The faintest of grins dawned upon Putty’s
simplo face. .

“That isn’t tobacco, siri"

“What! Not tobacco?" 5

“Of course not, sir!{ I should think it
very wrong to smoke tobacco, sir,” said
Putiy meekly.

“The Head seemed at a loss for speech for
a moment or two. Carthew of the Sixth
could only stare. :

V' “Grace,” stuttered the Head, at last, *if
that cigarctte does not contain tobacco,
what does it contain?”

* A medicated mixture, sir.”

“A--a—a what?”

* Medicated mixture, sir,’”’ said Grace
cheerfuliy. “It’s for keeping off influenza,

123

“Influenza ™ murmured the Head.

“Yes, sir—it's a disinfectant. Father saia
I was to be very careful not to catch the
‘flu,’ sir,” said Putty. simply. “He gave
me "these medicated cigarettes to keep it

< Bless my soul !” murmured the Head.
_ He looked hard at Putty’s face; but only
smiling innocence met his gaze.

“Give me the cigarette!”  he said
abruptly.

Putty laid the ecigavetie, -now extin-
guished, on the writing-table. 'The Head

picked it up and examined it.

Carthew sct his teeth. His look was not
pleasant as it-dwelt on the new iunior.

THE BOY WHO WAS SOFT!

He rcalised that he had been a little hasty
in marching Putty of the Fourth into the
Head's study, He had heard of the new
juniors’ practical joking propensities, and it
dawned upon him that his leg had been
pulled. )

“This is certainly not tobacco,” said the
Head, after o pause. “It is a mixture of
barmless herbs. No doubt it is a disinfec-
tant.” ; .

“I wasn't inhaling the smoke, sir,”. said
Putty meekly. * Only disinfecting the mouth
with it, accordin
tions. My father is rather an authorty on
influenza, sir.” :

“You must be aware, Grace, that your
action was liable to misconstruction,’” said

2

_the Head. i

Yes, sir.”’ said Putty. “That is why I

have shown the ciparette to Mr. Bootles, -

my Fornm-master, and explained the matter
to him.” g
“Oh! You bave told Mr, Bootles?” , .

%Yes, sir; I was afraid of being misunder-

stood,”” said Putty innocently,

“You had better write to your father:, ;

Grace, and request him to send you some-
thing elserin the place of these 'medicated
cigarettes,” said the” Hoad abrupuy.

“Certainly, sir! I hope you are.not going
to cane me.” - : P

“OFf course not!” said the Head testily.
“It was a mistake. You did quite right in
bringing the boy to me, Carthew; but on
another occasion, I suggest to you to be a
little more careful. It will 'save you from
wasting my time and your own.”

“Yes, sir!” gasped Carthow.

He left the Head’s study rather hastily.

Instead of commendation for his efficiency
in discharge of his prefectorial duties, he
had received what amounted to a wigging;
and his temper was not pleasant as he strode
away. He did not stride very far. He was
anxivis to interview the cheerful new boy
as soon as that exasperating youth was out-
side the Head's quarters, -~ ° :

*You may go, Grace!” snapped the Head,
as the new junior still lingered within his
study. ‘ YT 2

“Thank you, sir!"”’ said Putty demurely.

Dr. Chisholm dropped his eyes upon his
papers; but he looked up again, as Putty
lingered in the study.

to the pater's instruc-.

¥

“Why do you not go, Grace?” he rapped.

out sharply.
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/#1_1—T'd rather give Carthew time to
‘gﬁJ?lenr before I go, if you don’t n'xind,

© % What?”

2 MI-Td rather—"

“Whag utter nonscnse!” exclaimed the
ead angrily.

Teddy Grace did not quite agree. He had
tec,l very clearly the lock in Mark Car-
ew’s eyes as he went out.

¢ Dr. Chisholm was about to speak again,
“but he checked himsclf, rose to his feet,
#and put his head out at the door,

- A dozen feet from the doorway stood
arthew of the Sixth, with his brows knitted
d his teeth set, in an attitude of grim
aiting.

. He made a step forward as the study
oor opened, his fists clenf;hed and his eyes
fleaming—under the belief that it was
feddy Graco who was coming out.
L Then ho stopped, almost paralysed, as ho
that it was the Head.

frimly. He could see at once that Putty’s

pprehensions were not without grounds.

' Well, Carthew,” he rapped out, ‘‘what

jre 'you waiting for?"’

b “Oh, sir! I-—-I—nothing !

‘“Is it possible,” exclaimed the Head,

“that it was your intention fo punish Grace,

Ithough. I have siated that he was not to

be punished 1 )

-“Oh, no, sirl Certainly not!” gasped

Carthew.

& “Then what are you waiting for 2"

& “I—I—I wanted to speak to the boy, sir;

that—that’s all. I—I was going to—to—"

- ¢ Well, to what?’’

L “To—to warn him not fo smoke his

hmedicated ciﬁarettes in public again, sir!”’
asped . Carthew, hoping that that would

ass,

L “ Very good! You will understand, Car-

thew, that Grace is not to be punished for

his incident.” - .

g Oh, certainly, sir!”

. And Carthew retired, covered with con-

sion, and very glad to get-out of the sight
the Head's keen eyes. Dr. Chisholm

rned back into his study.

You may go, Grace !” he said curtly.

Thank you, sir!™ : -

And Putty of the Fourth went, with a

ling face.
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i Dr. Chisholm’s glance fixed upon him{ .
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CHAPTER 8.
A High Tea!

IMMY SILVER & CO. met the new
junior at the corner of the passage,
in great porplexity.

Carthew of the Sixth had passed
them, with a sav?{;ge,ly seowling face, and
had bestowed a cuff on Tubby Muffin as he

passed—Tubby’s fat ear being handy. Appar--

ently something had gone wrong in the
Hcad's study. When Putty of the Fourth
came along, smiling and serene, thes juniors
surrounded him,

“Not licked?” exclaimed® Lovell.

Puitty opened his eyes. )

“Licked! No, why?' - 57

“Well, my hat 1" ejaculated Jimmy Silver,
“Not licked! Not after marching up and
down the Form-room passage smoking.”

“Oh, you misunderstand—just as Carthew
did " said Putty cheerily; and he ex-
plained:- i

There was a chortle among the juniors
when they understood.
It was clear now why Carthew of the
Sixth had passed them with an expression
which Lovell likened to that of a demon
in a pantomime.

“You cheecky bounder!” said Jimm
Silver. “You've been pulling Carthew’s

!e?, then—making him make a fool of him.
se E‘“‘""‘"““

“It was his own fault, for coming along
just then!” said Putty.

* Any prefect who had come alon
have taken you in to the Head,"” sai
send. -

Putty nodded. . - )
“Yes; I rather expected that,” he said.

would
Town-

| “It's rather a joke to pull the prefect’s ieﬁ:i

I thought it might be Bulkeley who wou

catch me. I haven’t pulled Bulkeley’s leg

3

“I'd rather advise you to leave the cap-
tain of the school alone !" said Jimmy Silver
warningly.  “The fact is, Grace, you're a
little too funny for Rookweod. It may
land you in trouble.”

“Pear me !I”

“(Carthew won't forget this; he will find
a chance of scalping you,” said Jimmy.
“You can expect to be called on to fag for
Carthew, and when you're in his study
yvouw'll find he’s got a good reason for using

is ashplant; nothing to do with this, of
course, but a jolly good brand-new cxcuse,
which will be goed enough for the Head if
neccssary.

-
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“Oh!” ejaculated Putiy.

He looked a little dismayed.

Putly of the Fourth was rather a peeuliar
youth in some respects, and he scemed
to have beca born with a japing kink in his
nature, A praectical joke had an jrresistible
attraction for him; and reflection generally
came too late—as in the present instance.

He had succeeded in making an enemy
of -a prefect in-the -Sixth—which was cer-
tainly not a good beginning for a new
junior in any school,

The Fistical Feur grinned as Putty’s face
lengthened.

“Not so funny now—what?” chuckled
Lovell.

“Can’t be helped ! said Puity philosophi-
cally. “Aftes all, it was_a good joke. Be-
sides, I explained the matter, and Carthew
ought to Le satisfied, The Head was,”

“The Head’'s a bit more innocent than
Carthew !”” chuckled Jimmy Silver. “Car-
thew knows you were pulling his leg. And
you were pu]fing his leg. And you will hear
of it again,”

“And T must say,”

remarked Arthur

Edward Lovell, “that it will serve vou |

right, Grace. Therc’s such a thing as being
too funny I

And the Fistical Four went off to the end
study to tea, leaving Putiy of the lourth to
derive what consolation he could from their
remarks.

“The wnew junior
minutes in thought.

But his face cleared very soon. He was
not very much given to reflection, and he
certainly did not beliecve in meeting troubles
half-way.
© “Bother Carthew!” he murmured.

And with that remark he dismissed the
bully” of the Sixth from his mind, and
walked cheerily away.

Tubby Muffin met him at ihe foot of the
big staircase and laid a podgy hand on his
sleeve. '

“What about tea?”
haven’t forgotten?”

“Not at all!” said Putty cheerily, “Ii’s
up to me! A high tea ai six sharp—that
was the arrangement.’” .

“It’s getting on for six now,” said Tubby
anxiously. “I have nof seen you do any
shopping. Can I do it for you? 1 don’t
mind ! In fact. I'd be glad to oblige you,
utty 17 ) )

Putty grinned,
“My dear chap the shopping’: all done !”

remained for some

he asked. “You

THE BOY WHO WAS SOFT!

he syid,. “You turn up in the study at six,
and you’ll find the high tea all ready.”

“Cav’t I help you with the cooking?”
asked Muffin,

“Leave it to me, my fat pippin!”

/ And Putty went cheerily upstairs. Tubby
Muffin was left with a very cheerful expres-
sion on his fat face, '

Tubby had a fixed belief that he was en-
titled to live on the fat of the land: and if
he did not get a good spread in the study,
he felt that there was something rotten in
the state of Denmark, so to speak.

It was Tubby’s idea that it was up to
the new junior to stand a study feed, to
pay his foeting at Rookwood, as it were. The
other occuparts of Study No. 2 econcurred.
Jones minor emphatically, and Higgs still
more emphatically. In fact, Higgs, who was
a good deal of a bully, promised Putty a
thumping if the spread did not come off.
soon, and if it was not satisfactory when it
did come off. 23

And Putty had meekly agreed to stand'a
high tea that day; in fact, he assured Higgs
that it would be a very high tea. ‘

Putty was busy in Study No. 2 for some
time; but just before six he came out, and’
found Higgs and Jones minor and Tubby
Muffin in the Fourth Form passage.

Higgs gave him a rather surly look. The
bully of the Fourth had had his rubs with
the new junior already.

“Tea ready?’’ he demanded. =

“Ready, my lord!” answered Putty
cheerfully. “You fellows don’t mind if T
don’é stay in to tea. I find I've got another
engagement.” #

“What rot !” said Jones minor. “If you're
standing the spread, stay in and have a
whaek in it!”

¢ Certainly,” said Higgs.
plenty, at any rate.”

“1 don’t kuow about plonty,”” said Puity
thoughtfully. “I've done my best, and I'm
pretty certain that there’s more than you
can eat.”

“ Well, that's all right,”

“Right as rain!” said Tubby Muffin
brightly. “You're mot half a bad sort,
Putty, though youw're such a silly ass!”

And Tubby Muffin rolled on to the study,
followed by Higgs and Jones minor—Putty
of the Fourth descending the stairs rather
hastily as they went,

He seemed to be in rather a hurry to keep
his other engagement, .

The threc juniors entered Study Ne. 2.

H

“If there's
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“‘and they looked rather puzzled. The
study table was not set for tea; there
was nothing on it but a large dish; with

. the cover on. .

: Higgs uttered an angry cxclamation.

“Is the checky ass spoofing us?” he ex-

“claimed. “ Where's the high tea?”

.- “Must be in the dish,” said Tubby Muffin,
“There can’t be much in one dish.”
“He said thera was more than we could
eat,” remarked Jones minor.

Higgs strode to the table and lifted the
cover from the dish. The next moment he
staggered back, with a gasp.

“(oooach!”

There was a kipper in the dish.

Tt was not a new kipper, by any means.
It looked like a kipper that had been on
active scervice for a very long time. And
the scent that proceeded from it could not
be called agreeable.

“ What the—-"' gasped Jones minor.

There was a how!l from Tubby Mufiin.

“Oh, the rotter! That's the high tea—

t's one of his rotten jokes!™

¢ Alfred Higgs plared at the ancient kipper.

L His brain did not work swiftly; but it

dawned upon him at last that this was the

igh” tea Putty had arranged; and it
1d not be denied that the kipper was very
high” indecd ; it was more than gamey.

. “The—~tho—the cheeky idiot!” gasped

Higes. “Why, Til—T'H-1I—="

Words Tailed him. He hurled the dish-
cover into the grate with a terrific crash,
and rushed from the study in scarch of Putty
‘of the Fourth.

CHAPTER 10.
. Catching a Tartar!
RACE I
‘ ;l Mr. Bootles, the master of the
Fourth, was taking the voll at call-
ing over.
4 There was a moment’s pause after Teddy
‘Grace’s name had been called.

Putty had not put in an appearance. He had
n missing since the high tea in Study No.

3 'and Alfred Higgs had hunted for him

and down Rookwood in vain.

" "The silly ass will get lagged

smured Arthur Edward Lovell. “I won-
‘der what potty trick he is up to now?”

-~ The big door opened softly; and Teddy
Grace slipped in and dodged into the rarks

- of the Fourth,

" mur-

" All the rest of the Fourth were there, but‘

e
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“Grace "’ repeated Mr, DBootles, raising
his voice.

“Adsum1” answered Teddy cheerfully.

And Mr. Bootles, after a glance in his

direction, went on with the roll.
. Higgs fixed a deadly look on the new
junior. He knew that Putty had been
dodging him; but ib was impossible to
escape calling-over, and Putty had been
obliged to turn vp at last.

Higgs did not mean to lose sight of him
again.

When the Rookwooders were dismissed
from the Hall, Higgs hurried to join Teddy
(irace going out. g

Putty sauntered after the Fistical Four
into the Common-room, and Higgs followed
him there.

“Now, you rotter!” exclaimed Higgs,
striding towards him.

Putty looked at him, s

“ Hallo, what’s the trouble ?” asked Jimmy
Silver.

“Blessed if T know!” said Putty. “Higgs
appears to be annoyed aboubt something. I
hope I haven’t offended you, Higgs.”

“T'll jolly well show you whether you
have or not!” roared Higgs. *“ What about
that high tea, you rotter?”’

“Didn’t you like it ?”

“Like it 1”7 gasped Higgs.

“You seemed pleased when I suggested
a high tea,” said Putty simply, “It was as
high as I could make it.”

“And I'm going to give you 2 thundering
good hiding for your high tea!” snorted
Higgs.

“Hold on!"” exclaimed Jimmy Silver, in-
terposing. “Is that what you call thanks for
hospitality, Higgs?™"

“(iet aside, you ass!”

“He spoofed us!” howled Tubby Muffin.
“What he called a high tea was a high old
kipper !”

“Oh, my hat !"™

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“Well, wasn’t it a high tea?"” demanded
Putiy.

“You funny ass!” said Jimmy Silver.
“All the same, Higgs—-"

“T.et me get at him!”

“Look here—-"

“Oh, rats!”

Higgs dodged round Jimmy Silver. and
rushed at the new junior. Putty of the
Fourth promptly dodged round the big
mahogany table.
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The bully of the Fourth dashed in pur-
sutk.

But at that game the nimble new junior
had a great agvantage. The burly Alfred
wis soon panting for breath, and the rest
of the Fourth howled with laughter as they
went round and round the big table. -~

“Stop him I” howled Higgs at last. “You
cackling idicts, stop him!”

“Catch him!” answered Jimmy Silver,
laughing.

“ Muffin. stop him at once!”

“Stop where you are, Tubby!” said
Jimmy Silver, taking the fat Classical by
the collar. .

“1 say, Jimmy—" .

“Shurrup!”? cguc'kled Jimmy. “Go it,
Higgs! Here we go round the mulberry
bush 1”

Higgs rushed in pursnit of Puity once
more, and the mnimble junior circled
actively round the table., Twice round they
went again, amid howls of laughter, end
Higgs stopped, panting,

He shook a furious fist at Putty across
the table."

“You rotter I he roared.

“8ame to you, old bean!” answered
Patty affably.
“Tll smash ?aut”

*“Go ahead?

“ I_I_I’l!__*”

Higgs sprawled furiously across the
table. It was the only way of getting at his
enemy. .

As he sprawled across Putty whipped
round the table with ]i%{htnmg speed and
grasped Higgs by the ankles.

Higgs squirmed round on the table, sur-
priseg to find his enemy behind him, and
kicked furiously to free his legs.

But Puity’s grip on his ankles was like
iron, and he dragged Higgs back across the
table with ease. .

“Here, hold on!” roared Hligs, in great
alarm as hia shoulders approached the edge
of the table. “Do you want to break my
neck, yon mad duffer?’?

“Ila, ha, ha!”

Higgs shoulders srd head “were on the
table now, and part of his back—just
cnough of him to keep his head from crash-
ing down to the floor. His struggles ceased
snddenly. He could not free his ankles,
which Putty was holding. high; and if be
slid off ihe table, the result was likely to
he exceedingly painful to Higgs’ head, hard
na it was,

THE BOY WHO WAS SOFT!

The juniaors yelled with laughter. Nobody
seemed inclined to po to tho enraged
Alfred’s help. = He clutched at the table
with his hands, but the smooth mahogany
offered no hold.

Putty grinned at him cheerfully.

“Let go!” roared Higgs.

“Not this evening, dear boy)”

“ You—you—you—"

“I'm afraid 1 must pull you off, old
bean,” said Putty., “It may damage the
floor. That can’t be helped.”

“Hold on!”’ shricked Higgs, in great
alarm. : :

“What for?” :

“You—you crass idiot, you’ll erack my
skull if you land me head-first on the
fleor 1" raved Higgs.

“What does it matter 1"

“Ha, ha, hat” -,

“Leggo! You—you villain—leggo!”

Higgs wriggled spasmodically. He ¥
terrified at the idea of the back of his hi
coming down with a crash to the floor.
no wonder ! Certainly it would have m
a serious case for the -sanatorium. o

“Make him leggol” wailed Hig
“Jimmy Silver, you chortling idiot, make
him leggo! Lovell, you cackling ass—
Morny, you frabjous chump—>* )

“Are you always as polite as that when
you're asking favours?” inquired Putty.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ 0!]' *

“My hat! Your fect are a good weight,
Higps,”” remarked Putty. “Do you take
elevens or fifteens?”

ldHe} !’l

£ Mage it pax1” suggested Pulty.

“T'1l smash Eou 1 ot

“Yon look like getting the smashing,” re-
marked Putty, keeping Higgs’ wriggling
feet well up. “If you damage ths floor
with your napper, it will most likely 'be put
down to your bill, teo. Make it pax, old
bean, or I'm afraid I shall have to floor
},Du.!'

“I—I won't!” gasped Higgs.

“Then here goes!” :

“Stop1” roared Higgs. “You mad idiot,
hold on? I=—I—TI'll make it pax.”

“Ha, ha, ha I”?

“Honest Injun?’’ asked Putty.

“Ye-os!” groaned Higgs,
beast ! Honest Injun {”

“Pone ! said Putty cheerfully.

And he released Higgs’' ankles, and the

“Oh, you



“bully of the Fourth was allowed to slide
to the floor, right end uppermost.

Higgs‘s'g:fod panting for some moments,
He scowled savagely at Putty and clenched
“his fists—hard !

“Pax, you know!” murmured Putty.
“ Higgs gave an angry snort and strode
away. “Pax” was a binding compact, even
on the bully of the Fourth. Puity smiled
cheerfully as the burly Alfred stamped out
of the Common-room,.

He scemed quite satisfied with the result
- of the argument. Higgs was not satisfied,
certainly; but then it was impossible to
satisfy everybody.

CHAPTER 11,
Fagging for Garthew!

L AG !}l ;
F Carthew of the Sixth called out
) sharply.

At It was the following afternoon,
i and it happened to be a half-holiday at
& Rookwood.

& The weather was fine, and most of the
. fellows intended to spend that half-holiday
' out of doors—Putty with the rest. But as
" Teddy Crace came along to the doorway
. Carthew’s harsh and unpleasant voice fell
- on_his ears.

The new junior paused.

Several other fellows who heard Carthew
call scuttled off in various directions; no-
- body was anxious to fag for Carthew,
especially on a half-holiday. But the pre-
fect was too near Putty for the latter to
scuttle off, and his eyes were fixed grimly
on the new hoy. :

“Fag! Come here, Grace!”

“Do you want me, Carthew” he asked
meekly.

“Yes, you young sweep! I want a fag,”
- grinned Carthew. The Sixth Form prefect

junior to fag, though whether Carthew

really wanted a fag just then was a ques-

" tion. Grace had a suspicion that what he

: really wanted was to wipe off the score of
the previous day. .

 “Well, here I am,” said Putty, with a

sigh.

“(Go to my study at once.”

“Yes, Carthew.”

“ And wait there till I come.”

“Very well.”’

.. THE SCHOOLBOYS OWN LIBRARY

Teddy Grace looked at him. E

was quite within his rights in calling on a
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Putty glanced out into the sunny
quadrangle, which was so near and yet so
far, and headed for the prefect’s study in
the Sixth Form passage.

He expected the prefeet to follow him
there to explain what duties were required
of him but Carthew seemed in no hurry.

Putty waited about five minute, and
then he looked out of tho study.

Carthew could be scen at the end of the

passage, chatting with Knowles of tue
Modern Sixth,
Teddy Grace understand well enough

now that he was not really wanted to fag—
it was a way of detaining him for the half-
holiday, and spoiling any little excursion he
might have planned. This was Carthew’s
tit-for-tat for the affair of the cigarette.

Doubtless the situation was humourous,
from Carthew’'s point of view possibly he
wanted to show the humorist of the Fourth
that he could be humorous, too.
But, like many humorists, if not most
of them, Putty did not fully appreciate
hl_]llfl’lollt' when it was directed against him-
self,

He did not sce anything tunny at all in
remaining shut up in Carthew’s study, when
he wanted to be out of doors in the:shine.
Besides, he had arranged to join the Fisti-
cal Four that afternoon in a ramble on
Coombe Heath.

Putty of the Fourth walked about rest-
lessly in the study for some time. Mark
Carthew showed no sign of putting in an
appearance,

It was really impossible for the ener-
getic junior to keep idle for long, and he
was soon improving the shining hour by
pouring ink into Carthew’s clock, and gum

| into the inkpot.

He had just finished the latter operation
when Carthew, at last, appeared 1in the
doorway of the study with a sardonic grin
on his face.

“Hallo!
asked.

“Yes, you have!” grunted Putty.

“Ton’t scowl at me!” snapped Carthew.
. Teddy Grace cleared his clonded features
with an effort. Carthew’s eye had wan-
dered to his ashplant; and it was easy
to see that he was seeking an excuse for
a “licking.” It was a case of the wolf and
the lamb over again. -

“That's better,” jeered Carthew. *“We're
going to teach you how to behave yourself
at Rookwood, my pippinl”.

Have I kept you waiting ?” he



2
#Thank you, Carthewl” said Teddy
' Graco meekly.
L MEhI” . .
“Thank you so muchl It is so kind of
¥

e .
E:rthew,scowled. 1f Putty expected the
oft answer ta turn away wrath, he was
omed to disappointment, ]
sw’t  give me any of your jokes
D‘:” ‘said the Sixth-Former. ‘‘Now,
h %(l,‘e‘want you for a good bit of the after-
. Were you going oubf”
Yes: ard Tmn late already.” :
That's too bad; I'm afraid you'll be

bit -later,” grinned Carthew. “I hope
on’re: not lazy, Grace. TI've a way of
“making-lazy fags industrious. I don’t
inind how much trouble I take. In fact, I

enjoy-it. Now, I've let my* fag off for
“he afternoon; I'm always kind-hcarted to
fags. You're going to take his place,
see 1”

Putty was silent. .

“Y¢'s three now,” said Carthew, looking
_ab his watch. “At four, or soon after,
Tm coming in to tea. You're to tidy the
‘studly, and make it as spick and span as
a new pin. 1f I sce a speck of dust any-
where, Tl skin ”you‘. Got that??

i (larthew emiled.

You're to have tea rcady at four,” he
coptinued. I shall require a rather good
tea-—say, cggs and rashers, and a eake, and
some 'biscuits, and you'd better get some
ham, too, and a few trimmings. Knowles
and Frampton are coming in to tea, and
¥ wart a good table.”

% VYes,” pgrowled Putty.

“4Jf you don’t do exactly as you're told,”
went on Carthew agreeably, “T shall skin
“you! You can ask Wegg of the Third
what he gets when he annoys me. It may
be a lesson to you.”

“You're doing ihis because you made a
fool of vourself to the Head yesterday,”
said Teddy, between his teeth.

Clarthew raised his eyebrows.

. “That little matter of the influenza
“ cigarette?” he smiled. - “Not at all! T'd
“ . forgotten about it. Didn't you hear the

Head say that you were not to be punished

- for that? ~A prefect of the Sixth Form,
. my boy, has to carry out the Head's
orders, not oppose them. That matter is
entirely closed, I am now dealing with
“you as a fag.” .

SOh, I understand!™ -

grunted TPulty.

NNt R AR -
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“Youw've got your yarn all ready in case I
should complain to the Head.” "= -

«1 really don’t know what you're talk-
ing about,” said Carthew. “In fact, you
taltc too much. Shat up, will you? Now,
remember tea—a good spread—ready at
four o’clotk, or you'll wish you'd never
been born!”

And Carthew turned to the door,

“Hold on!” exclaimed Grace,

“Well 7" said Carthew, looking back.

“You've forgotten the money.”

“What money 7"

“If I'm to get yvou a big spread, I sup-
poso I shall have to buy the things,” said
Putty. “I can’t get them on tick, I sup-
pose; so you'd better leave me the money,
hadn’t you?” - .

('arthew shrugged his shoulders. Putty
did not know the Sixth Form bully yet.
Iz was no mew proceeding for Mark Car-
thew to order his fag to prepare tea with-
out providing the nccessary funds.

manage somehow. He could usc his own
money, or he could raid some other fag’s
study cuphoard, or he could lay in sup-
plies on “tick *—in fact, he could do any-
thing he liked so long as he did not dis-
appoint the bully of the Sixth at tea-time.
Carthew was not particular,

Teddy CGrace did not understand all that
yet, and he waited for the prefect to hand
over the cash. Carthew made no motion
to hand over any cash. :

He turned to the door again, as if the.
matter was settled. Putty, perplexed, fol-
lowed him.

T can’t get the things without money,
Carthew ! he exclaimed.

“(fan’t you}” asked Carthew, looking
back. .
“Of ecourse I can’t!” o
“Vou'd better manage, somehow, to have
the spread rcady,” remarked the bully of
the Sixth. “T'm sorry for you otherwise.”

Putty understood then, and his eyes
flashed.

“Do you think I'm going to stand a
spread for your tea-party out of my own

pocket ?” he howled,

“My dear kid, I don’t think about it
at all,” ‘grinned Carthew. “All I know
is, that if there isn’t a first-class spread
ready at four o’clock, there will be weep-
ing and wailing and gnashing of teeth i

“Why, you thumping swindler!” ejacu-
lated Putty. .

In
such a case, the fag was supposed to -



“What!” roared Carthew.

He strode back to his study, snatched

qip his ashplant with one hand, and col-

fared the unfortunate fag with the other.
Whack, whack, whack!

_~*“Yaroooh!” roared Putty, strugghing
frantically in the Sixth-Former's powerful

grasp. “Oht Ah! Ow! Stoppit!”
Whack, whaek, whack!
“Yooop! Leggo! Stoppit! Oh, my

1

Whack, whack, whack!

- “There!” gasped Carthew, pitching the
hapless Putty across the study, *“1Is that
enough, or do you want some more?”

- “Yarooop!”"

Putty sat down upon the hearthrug with
bump, pasping for breath. He blinked
f dizzily at the big Sixth-Former.

“Do you want any more?” roared Car-
ew. 4

g Yow! No! Wow!”

L #T thought I'd bring you to reason!
¥ou mustn’t bandy words with a Sixth-
form prefect, my boy!” grinpned Carthew.
‘It doesn’tgpay. You’ll find that out in
the long run. Now set to worl, and don’t
forget tea at sharp four! You're such a
funny merchant, Grace, that vou ought to
fsce something funny in this.”

¢ Carthew himself evidently siw something
unny in ik, for he laughed loudly as he
Wwent down the passage. ;
§. Puity apparently did not.

tbreath, and rubbed his shoulders ruefully,
eeling for
humorist,

GCHAPTER 12,

A Little Rag!
TTY of the Fourth rese to his
at last.

Carthew had gone over to WMr.
Manders' house, to see Knowles and
Frampton, and probably to play banker m
fhe seclusion of Knowles' study., That was
ne of Carthew’s delectable amusements
n a half-holiday which was whispered of
n the Lower Schdol. The black sheep of
okwood was careful—he had need to be
but it was impossible for his shady pur-
its to be quite concealed. Puity had
eard a good deal about Carthew since
naking the latter's acquaintance, and what
had lcarned of him had not inspired

feet

U
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i Ho sat on the hearthrug and gasped for |

once like anything bhut a
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If he had been commanded to fag for
Bulkeiey or Neville, Putty would have done
his fag’s duties without repining, Jike any
other junior at Rookwood; but with Car-
thew it was_quite a different proposition.
Bulkeley or Neville would not have ordered
him to supply a spread at his own ox-
pense, B

Putty bhad plenty of pocket-money, Lut
he was not in the least degrec inclined
to_spend it on Carthow.,

He had the prefect’s orders to carry
out, but he intended to carry them out
in his own way.

As he did not intend to provide the ro-
quired spread, it was certain that he was ™
booked for a severe licking; and as thar
was certain anyway, Putty up his mind ta
earn it fully, on the principle that it is
as well to be hung for a sheep as for a
lamb. F

Carthew had told him to-tidy the study,
{J;‘_nd Putty proceeded to tidy it—on original
1nes,

He tidied the mantelpiece first, by sweep-
ing off every article it contained into the
fender, with a terrific crash.

Then he pitched .the bookcase forward,
and landed the books on the floor in a
shower. To the heap of beooks he added an
inkstand from the table, and a hbottle of
gum, with the cork out,

He was grinning by this time.

The scamp of the school seemed, in
fact, quite in his element in fagging for
Carthew in this style.

A fat face glimmored in at the door-
way while he was thus engaged. Tubby
Muflin gazed in amazement and horror «t
the havoc in Carthew’s study.

“Wha-a-at are you up to, Putty?” he
gasped.

“Fagging Jfor Carthew.”

“My hat! He'll skin you alive!” howled
Tubby. “Why, this will mean a prefects’
licking, Putty, you silly ass!”

“Come , and lend me a hand!”
Putty.”
yet !

“The kik-kik-carpet!” stuttered Tubby.

“Yes; there’s lots to be done. You
see, I'm going to have a licking anyway,
and this won't make it much worse!” said
Puty cheerfully. “Come in and help!’

“No jolly fear!” gasped Tubby Muflin,

And the fat Classical senttled away, terri
fied at the idea of éven being near at hanc

said
“I've got to get the carpet up

n with respect for the bullying prefect,

to such a scene of catastrophic havoe.
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Putty grinned, and continued his labours,

He jerked out the table-drawer, which
was full of books, papers, and other
nrticles.

He emptied it by the simple process of
letting it fall on the floor with a crash.

There was a flat tin box among the
articles, locked, but it burst open as it
erashed on the floor.

The lid flew open, and several articles
rolled out on the carpet.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Putty.

He had not meant to proceed to the
length of breaking a lock, but the damage
was done now, and could not be helped.

He glanced at a folded pink paper that
had fallen from the burst tin box, and
gave a jump. - .

The title printed on the pink paper was
“Racing Tips.” i

“My only summer chapeau!”
Putty.

He fairly blinked at the racing papery

e had heard hints and whispers about
Carthew,” but this was a clincher, He
understood now why the tin box had been
locked. . The discovery of such a paper in
a prefect’s study at” Rookwood meant a
very painful interview with the heand-
master, probably to be followed by imme-
diate departure from Rookwood,

Putty grinned as he picked up the pink
paper. If he had been inelined to
“sneak,” he leld the bullying prefect in
the hollow of his hand now,

There were scribbled words on the marg.
gin of the paper, next to a list of horses—
notes made by the amateur punter regard-
ing the form of the “gee-gees,” evidently
for guidance in laying heis. There were
plenty of papers about the study with Car-
thew’s writing on them, and at a glance
Putty saw that the marginal notes on
" Racing Tips ” were in the prefect’s hand.
Naturally, Carthew had néver expected a
paper in a locked box to come to light.
He had not been careless enough to leave
it in ithe drawer without precaution,

Putty stood amid the wreck he had made
and examined the pink paper with an in-
tercsted eve.

He held in his hand evidence enough to
get the bully of the Sixth expelled from
Rookwood--ar, at least, enough to get him
severely reprimanded and punished, and
degraded -from the rank of prefect.

gasped

Putty did not intend to make that evi- |

dence known, Carthew certainly deserved
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to be expelled; but the junior had ne
intention of betraying him. “Whatever Car-
thew deserved, it was not his business to
“sneak.”

But he rcalised at once the use that
that incriminating paper-might be to him.

“My hat!” murmured Putty, “I fancy
I shan’t get that licking after all He
looked at his watch, *Half-past ‘three!
Lots of time -yet,” f

He thrust the folded paper into an ine
side pocket, and sauntered out of the study,
shutting the door after him.

Tubby Muffin met him with a scared faca
as he” went up to his own study in the
Fourth Form passage.

"‘Finished,:"’” gasped tho fat Classical.
‘Oh, yes. ;s

“Carthew’ll boil you in oill”

“My dear old porpoise, Carthew won'g
touch me,” smiled Putty. “If he.comes:
inquiring after me, tell him I've gone,”

own-to Coombe, and shan't be back till
call-over.”

“0h, crikey!” gasped Tubby. b

Putty went into Eis study® and came
out in a few minutes, .smiling cheerily.
The annotated racing-paper was in a safe
place now, ; i

The new junfor walked contentedly out
of the School House and away to the gates.
He had nearly rcached. the gates when
there was a sound of running feet from the
direction of Mr. Manders’ house.

Putty looked round quickly. )

Carthew of the Sixth was speeding after
him, with a red and angry face. He had
spotted the junior from Knowles window.

“Stoh !” shouted Carthew.

* Another time, dear boy!” called back

(B

Putty.

“PU=Tll——=" |

“Go and eat coke, old top!"

Putty dashed out of the gates at top
speed, with Carthew rushing on his track
He was well down the lane w?xen Carthew
glared out of the gates. A

“Come back!” roared Carthew furiously.

Putty paused for a moment to kiss his
hand at the infuriated prefect, and then
sped on,

Carthew made a stride out of the gates,
but he stopped and turned back. It was
not much use to think of pursuing the
elusive junior up and down the country
lanes, -

His wrath had 1o be bottled up till a

amore favourable opportunity, But Putty

-
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‘to roturn by locking-up, and then
could _bo dealt with. And Carthew's
plans for dealing with him were almost
ood-curdling.

He returned to Mr. Manders’ House;

d =t four o'clock he took his friends to
study ‘in the School House, without
1oh expectation of finding that Putty had
ft tea ready for him, It was only too
in that the fag had mutinied. Carthew
not quite expect to sce a spread; and
was very far indeed from expectmg to
wlmt he actually did see.

en he threw open the door of lis
dy and glanced in, hg could not believe
eyes at first.

towles and Frampton looked in and
stled, A1

£ What the thunder—". said Knowles,
‘“Have the Huns been here?” grinned

I—I told him fo tidy up the study!”
sped. “T1—I told him not to leave a
of dust—-="

gad! He's left a good many!
ed Knowles, *““You don’t seem to
our fags in order on this side of
ocd, Carthew, old sport.”
e—he—he's wrecked
d Carthew dazedly.

H!

(R

study !

the
“Look at the
elpiece—and the fender—and the car-

and my books—aud papersl My hat!
Ll—T1l—
shouldn't lick him,” said Knowles.
take him to the Hend and get him
ging! 'That's better.”
will! I'H have him flogged! Tl
-hlm expelled irom Rookwood, if 1
gasped Carthew. “Treatmg a pro-
study like this—a prefect’s, you
Ho must be mad! I'll make him
tii)l thls muck on his bended knees,

)

hew's voice failed him, and he fairly
led with rage.

'ou’d better come to tea with me, after
remarked Knowles, repressing a grm
his ‘study really doesn’t look inviting.”
ew nodded speechlessly.

went back to Mr. Manders’ House
-his . friends in a state of mind that
ardly be described. His ouly consola-
n. was the thought of what was to hap-
to Putty of the Fourth when he came

V{Btlt Putty of the Fourth had his own
ﬂ&i& about that. -
o,

Bilver & Co.
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CHAPTER 13.
The Trump Card!

OWN
IMMY SILVER & CO. came bhack to
Rookwood in_the falling” dusk, with
Putty of the Fourth., The new Jumor
 had joined them on the heath,
had enjoyed a ramble among the old
quarries. The juniors came home together
in a cheery mood; Putty the cheeriest of
all,

Jimmy Silver was locking rather grave,

Putty had told him of the way he had
fagged for Carthew, and Jimmy was think-
ing of the consequences.

‘You don’t seem to understand that it’s
serious, Grace,” he said, as they came up
to the gates of Rookwood. * Carthew will
be as mad as a hatter.” .

“I shouldn’t wonder,” assented Putty.
“T'm rather a hopeful chap, as a rule, but
I never expected that Carthew would ke
pleased.”

“He will skin }ou"’ said Lovell,

“T hope not.”
afraid he wxii take you to the
Head,” said Jimmy Silver; “and I'm
afraid it will mean a ﬂoggmg, Grace t”

Putty shook his head.

“Well, what do you think Carthew will
do, then you ass?’” exclaimed Raby.

“Y don’h thmk he'll do anything.”

“QOh, you're potty, thei!”

“Wait and see!” said Putty, with a
rin.

Putty walked in cheerlly with Jimmy
.—The Fistical Four. feeling
very much perplexed. They were not
aware of the existence of Putty’s trump-
eard—in the shape of “Racing Tips,” se-
carely hidden in his study.

A good many juniors were waiting ahout
the doorway, and they looked very ex-
pressively at Putty as he came in with -
the Fistical Four. ‘Tubby had’ spread the
news of the ragging of Carthew’s study.

“Clarthew’s waiting for you,” said Tubby
Muffin. **He’s hanging about waiting for
you to come in, Putty

“How very kind of hun"”

"Here he comes!” murmured Jimmy
Rilve

Carthew of the Sixth was not far away,
He came down to the crowd of juniors
near the big doorway as he saw Putty.
The prefect’s hrows were knitted, his fuce
pale with suppressed fury.

“So you've come back, ("lace"’ he snld
L‘ct“een his teeth,, ‘

S
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“Yes, thank you, Carthew!”
“I suppose you know what you're booked
for?”

“Am I booked for anything, please, Car-
thew 7"

“I'm not going to lick you myself—-"

“Thank you so much !’ 3

Carthew trembled with rage.

“I'm going to take you to the Head!”
he went on, almost choking. “You're go-
ing to get a flogging, you young ruffian!
Come with me!”

“I'll come with you with pleasure, Car-
thew,” said Putty meekly, as the bully of
the Sixth grasped him savagely by the
shoulder. ““I want to sec the Head! I
want to ask him what I had better do
with the copy of *Racing Tips’ I found
in a prefect’s study-——"

“What "

Carthew’s grip suddenly relaxed,

He stared blankly at Teddy Grace, who
returned his look with a swoot smile.

“OF course, I'm rather a simple chap,”
said Teddy. “I'm called Putty because
I'm so soft, you know; but I can’t help
thinking that it's against the rules for a
Sixth-Torm prefect to have racing papers
in his study——>

“You—you—J—I——"

“Tspecially marked in his own hand-
writing,” pursued Putty gently. “Do you
think it is against the rules, Carthew 7 ~As
a prefeet, vou ought to know.” -

Carthew gave him one look, and rushed
away to his study. There was a buzz
among the juniors who had heard Puity’s
startling words,

Silver caught him by the arm.

“Is that true?” he asked breathlessly.

Patty smiled.

“True enough,” grinned Mornington,
“I fancy Carthew’s rushed off to seo
whether his merry racin’ paper is missin’,
What- a game! Putty, you funny idiot,
vou take the cake, and no mistake !”

There was a shower of questions, but
Putty did not answer them. He did not
intend to give Carthew away more than
was absolutely necessary for the purpose
of saving his own valuable skin,

Carthew had not reappeared when the
juniors went in to call-over, Jimmy Silver
chackled at the thought that the Sixth-
Form bully was scarching frantically
among the dcbris in his study for the
racing paper that was not thero,

After cull-over, Putty of the TFourth
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saunterod along to Carthew's study. The
Sixth-Form bully turned a ecrimson and
furious face on him, his hands twitching
with the desire to scize the cool, smiling
junior and smite him, .

Putty stepped coolly into the study and
laid three-halfpence on the table. Carthew
watched him with glittering eyes.

“T'm sure you don’t mind selling me that
old paper at cost price, Carthew,” said
Putty gently.

Carthew panted.

“Have you—have you got it about you?”
he asked huskily.

“Should I be igri]ot enough to come in
here if I had?” dhniled. Putty.

“Where have you hidden it?” hissed
Carthew, - .
5y il?i‘l safe place, old bean.”

Putty strolled to the door, Carthew
watching him a good deal like a tiger,
The junior glanced back at the door.

" That merry paper won't come to light
so long as you
he said sweetly.
any more, Carthew. I shall be angry if
you do. Besides, it’s bad form,”.

And Puity of the Fourth sauntered
away, whistling. Carthew did not follow
him,  Not for a king’s ransom would he
h[ave dared to lay hands upon him just
then,

CHAPTER 14,
R Collision on the Line!

o ERE he is!” growled Arthur
H Edward Lovell,

Teddy Grate of the Fourth
looked round quickly,

The new junior at Rookwood was saun-
tering down to_the gates, alter lessons,”
when Arthur Tdward’s dulcet tones fell
upon his ears.

“8top!” called out Jimmy Silver.

Thoe new junior stopped. He gave the
Fistical Four a2 nod and a cheery smile
as they came towards him, but his loo!
Wwias very wary. 2

For the expressions
Co. boded trouble.

Trouble was not a new
Teddy Grace;
born to trouble
so to spealk, :

“Coming out for a run?” asked the new
junior, as the Fistical Four came up.

“No!” grunted Lovell.

of Jimmy Silver &

experience to
indeed, he seeemd to be
as the sparks fly upward,

ehave yourself, old nut,”.
“But don’t be a bully’

mismam



#Wo've been looking for you,” said
mmy Silver.

#Well, now you've found me.”

#Mind he doesn’t dodge,” said Raby.
Teddy Grace backed away a little, ~
Raby and Newcowme moved round him,
~cut him off from the gateway, whiie
mmy Silver and Lovell were evidently
repared to collar him if he tried to bolt.
:;ai\nything the matter?” asked Teddy

#Lots!” answered Jimmy Silver. “You
ven't- been at Rookwood long, Teddy
ace. We thought you were rather soft
hen you first came i

{T'm called Putty because I'm consi-
ed rather soft!” murmured the new
ior meckly,

But we kunow better now,”. continued
captain of the Fourth, unheeding.
And the fact is, Grace, you have too
jch nerve for a new kid. And you're
unny,”

uch too funny

I Now-

concurred
We don’t mind you playing your mon-
y-tricks‘ on the Modgm chaps,” said
jnmy Silver, “and you can. pull Mr.
les' leg, or play iricks on Carthaw of
3 Sixth, as much as you like. But when
i begin on us, it’s time the stopper was
on. Seel?”
fOh ! murmured Putty of the Fourth.
ricks—on you! I really shouldn’t havo
| nerve.  Really important people, liko
chaps, have to be treated with re-
bt
¥ None of your cheek!” roared Lovell,
utty raised his eyvebrows.
“But I'm only acknowledging your im-
rtance, old man,” he said. “Isn’t that
Bat you want1” 4
#Don’t waste any chin-wag on him!”
pwled Lovell. “Bump him! That's
lat he’s been asking for cver since he
1]
Wait a bit,” said Jimmy Silver., *“We
a pie in our study cupboard, Putty.
t've just taken it out, and we've found
t there's nothing but an old boaot under
L crust.  'We thought of you at once.”
“Just one of your games!” said Raby.
Putty of the Fourth looked more wary

‘ kind of you to think of me,” he

in over
5o :
rmured. “I really take that as friendly,

we looked for wou,” continued
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Jimmy., *“We've decided that you are too
funny, Master Putty, and that you've got
ta be reduced to a proper state of serious-
ness,”

“Thank youn so much.”?

‘*The best method we can-think of is to
give you a jolly good ragging. You under-
stand.”

Teddy Grace nodded.

“I think I catch on!” he assented.

“T thonght I’d explain first,” said Jimmy.
“Next time you can’t resist being funny,
you can selcet some other study. The end
studly is t?boo to practical jolers. Seec?*

“1 see.”

*And now bump him!"* exclaimed . Arthur
Edward Lovell impatiently.

“I'm sorry, Putty,” said Jimmy Silver,
“but you've got to have your lesson. I
really hope it will do you good.”

“Fhat’s very kind of you.”

The soft answer is said to turn away
wrath, but Putty’s soft answers seemed to
have the roverse effect upon the Fistical
Four of Rookwood.

“XNail him ! snapped Lovell.

And he made a stride towards Teddy
Grace.

That cheery youth made a sudden jump
away at the same moment in the direction
of the gateway. .

He collided with' Raby and Newcome,
who collared him at once; but the new
junior siipped through their hands like
an eel.  Newcome staggered away, and
George Raby sat down with a sudden bump.

And Putty of the Fourth was fleeing for
the gates at top speed. 5 .

“ After him!” roared Lovell,

The Fistical IFour rushed in pursuit.

- Putty's flight had been so sudden that
he had gained a start, but Jimmy, Silver
& Co. rushed hotly after him.

Putty was quite as fleet of foot as the
Fistical Kour, however, and -he kept his
lead, and reached the gateway well ahead
of his pursuers. He went through the old
stone gateway like a deer,

But Teddy Grace’s luck was cut.

It was unfortunate for him that somecnc
was about to enter the gates just as he sped
out with full steam on. It really was a
thing that could not be forescen, especially
in tﬁc hurry of the moment.

A tall gentleman in a white hat and an
eyeglass was just tuning in at the gates,
and Putty saw him—-too late!

Crash!
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Right upon an ample white waistcoat the
new junior crashed, a good deal like &
battering-ram,

Jimmy Silver & Co. balted suddenly as
they beheld that awful catastrophe.

« Mum-mum-my hat!” stuttered Lovell,
«That's Sir Leicester Stuckey! Oh,
crikey 17 ,

“ Hook it!” gasped Raby.

The Fistical Four “hooked it * at great
speed.

Like the gentleman in “ Macheth,” they
stood mot upon the order of their going,
but. went at once

In a moment almost they had melted away

from view. .

Putty of the Fourth would have been
glad to melt away, too, but he had no
chance.

e tottered dizzily from the shock upon
the well-filled white waistcoat of Sir Leices-
ter Stuckey, gasping for breath; what time

Sir Leicester staggered back and sat down

in_the road.
Sir Leicester's white hat went in one
dircction, his eyeglass in another, and the

baronet himself sat in the road and
spluttered. s

“0Oh! Ah! Croogh! By gad! Hoop!
Yoop! Begad! Ow!”

“Qh, my hat!” murniured the dismayed
Putty. “I--I-Ym sorry, sir—"

“ ¥ow-ow-wooop ! s

Teddy Crace recovered his breath, and
dodged round the seated gentleman to flec.
From the expression on Sir Leicester’s face,
he judged correctly that a prolonged inter-
view with him would be of & painful nature.

But the baronet was active for his years.
As Teddy Grace dodged, Sir Leicester
roached out with his walkin -stick, and
hooked him with the crook of the handle.

“Stop, you young vascal I’ he panted.

Teddy Grace had to stop, for his leg was

hooked from under him—and he stopped on
his hands and knees.

Sir Leicester Stuckey serambled up, and
gripped the junior by the back of the collar,
jerking him’ to his feet. Still holding the
unfortunate Putty in an iren rip, he col-
lected up his hat and his e ’egﬁzss with the
ogher hand. Putty wriggled painfully in
his grasp. ’
S “T_T'm really sorry, sir!” he gasped.
«Ji was an accident—"

“QOw! Oh! Begad! Oooooh!”

“I didn’t sec you, sir—""

THE BOY WHO WAS SOFT!

«¥ou should have seen me!” roared Sir
Leicester. 5

o A, (SO

“(lome with me, you young rascal! 1
ghall take vou to your headmaster i thun-
dered the baronet.

“(Oh, my hat!” gasped Pully. “1—1
assure you, sir——"

“(ome !”

‘And Putty of the Fourth was marched
in at the gates with a grasp like a vice on
his collar. i

——

CHAPTER 15.
Catching It!

g MORE trouble” grinned Morning-

ton.
“Putty once again!” chuckled
Townsend.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

From all directions the Rookwood fellows
looked on as Putty of the Fourth - was
marched across the guadrangle, with ~gir
Loicester Stuckey’s grip on his collar. -

Sir Leicester was well known at ok-
wood, though Putty, as a new fellow, had
never seen him before. '-

He was a governor of the school, and
his place, Stuckey Croft, was only & mile
from Rookwood. He was a rather lofty
gentleman, and was known to have a temper
—indeed, disrespectful Rookwooders had
deseribed him as an old Hun. Certainly he
looked rather Hunnish as he marched Putty
of the Fourth towards the School House.

Teddy Grace went quietly and meekly;
there was nothing else to be done. But
he was not feeling happy.

Sir Leicester did not heed the stares and
grins on all sides as he progressed across
the quad. The Rookwoeders had never seen
a Rookwood fellow marched along by the
collar before, and they were interested.

“Putty’s in for i, and mo mistake !
remarked Mornington, as the baronet
stalked- into the house with his victim.
“What on earth has he been up to, 1
wonder ?”’ :

“Some of his tricks? grunted. Higgs
of the Fourth. “He's always up to some-
thing. A licking will do him good.”

“He, he, he!” came from Tubby Muffin.
e biffed into old Stuckey at the gates:

[I‘ s‘aw him! Knocked him over! He, he,
el” ’
) I—1 say,

sir,” - gasped Putty, as he
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stered the School House with his con-
ctor—*1 assure you it was an accident [
“* Nonsense !
“QOn my word, sir—"
“Hold your tongue!”
“0Oh, dear!” groaned Putty.
“Bless my soul! What is this?"” ex-
iéncd Mr. Bootles, whisking out of his
udy. - ,
The master of the Fourth blinked at the
‘baronet and the junior over his glasses in
_great surprise. .
Sir Leicester halted. ,
“Ts this boy in your Form, Mr. Bootles ?”
e demanded.
“Yes, certainly! What—what—-"
“Then, sir, I hand him over o you for
punishment! He has assaulted me, sir—
assaulted a governor of the school!” roared
Sir Leicester, in great wrath and indigna-
/tion, '
i “Bless my soul! Grace, what—what—-"
L Tt was an accident, sir!” faltered the
lunhappy Putty.
~ “It was not an accident!” thundered
ir Leicester. “'The boy rushed at me, sir,
like a mad bull—like a feracious bull, sir!
‘ Look at my hat! Look at my waistcoat,
“sir! 1 bave been rolled in the dust! I,
“sir, a governor of the school I” .
And 8ir Leicester spluttered.
“Pray come inte my study, sir!” gasped
Ir. Bootles, with a glance at the crowd of
ookwooders gathering round,
“Boy, go into your master's study
i Putty cast a longing look at the door-
‘way on: the quad., but there was no escape
& i He, walked meekly into Mr.
Bootles’ study, followed by Sir Leicester,
vho had released his collar at last. ]!}r.
Bootles was a nervous little gentleman, and
easily flustered; and he was very much
flustered now by the wrath of so great a
personage as Sir Leicester Stuckey.
eddy Grace set his collar straight, and
ed as meek as he could.
"Now, sir—"" murmured Mr. Bootles.
The baronet pointed a podgy forefinger
Teddy Grace. i
- “That hoy, sir, tushed at me and knocked
me spinning—me, sir! I demand the most
a- punishment for his insolence! The
st condign punishment, sir!”
Mr. Bootles took up his cane.
“Have you anything to say, Grace!” he

d.
Yes, sir!

(1]

j
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sir?” snorted Sir Leicester. “I have told
you what occurred !

“Really, sir 2

“The boy will speak untruthfully. He has
done so already |” .

“That’s not true!” exclaimed Putty indig-
nantly. /

“What? What?”?

“T've told you the truth; it was an acci-
dent. 1 didn’t see you before I biffed on
you, I—1 mean, before we collided.”

“You should not have beéen rushing about
at such a speed, Grace, as to collide with
people you do not see!” exclaimed Mr,
Boot!es’severeiy, “I shall certainly punish

n—" i

T should think so!” exclaimed Sir Leices-
ter. “Begad! I should think so, indeed!”

“But it was an accident, Mr. Bootles'”
pleaded Putty. :

“You should not have such accidents,
Grace !”

“But, sir—-"

“Hold out your hand!” ®

F[‘lhere was evidently nothing maye to be
said,

‘Swish, swish, swish!

With Sir Leicestér looking on, purple with
indignation, his white moustache bristling
with wrath, Mr. Bootles laid on the cane
with vwnusual energy.

Swish, swish, swish! d

Putty of the Fourth had been caned
before—not undeservedly—but he had never
had anything like this. :

Swish, swish! =

“Yow-ow-ow !”

Even Sir Leicester Stuckey was satisfied
with the infliction, as he testified by a deep
grunt, which was to be taken as a sign of
approval.

His angry face cleared a little as he left
the Form-master's study and strode away
to the Head’s quarters.

Mr. Bootles laid down his cane. ~ :

“You may go, Grace,” he said quietly.
“I warn you, my boy, not to play these
foolish practical jokes—"

.“QOw! But really, sir— Yow!”

“You must learn, Grace, to restrain your
unruly sense of humour,” said Mr, Bootles
severely. © Yesterday my cane in the Form-
room was split. '1 suspect you of this out-
rage, Grace.”

“QOh, sir!” !

“But this latest prank passes all bounds
—an actual assault upon a governor of the
school I'”
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«But T assure vou, sir——"

“You may go.”

“Yes, sir. DBub "

“JLeave my study, Grace!
master of the Fourth.

And Putty left it, rubbing his aching
palms, and with a decidedly  lugnbrious
cxpression on his face.

» gnapped the

CHAPTER 16.
Putty’s Little Scheme!

i HOOP!”
“Putly again!™
Arthur Edward Lovell,

Tt was the following day, which
happened to be Wednesday, a half-holiday
at Rookwood. The Fistical Four were
strolling in the quad. after dinner, discuss-
ing what was to be done with the after-
noon, when they hcard that loud and
lamentable howl under the old beeches.

It was Putty of the Fourth—evidently
in trouble again! IHe was wriggling in the
grasp of Knowles of the Modern Sixth,
and the Modern prefect was laying on his
ashplant with considerable vigour.

“Whoop! Yoop' I didn’t—I wasn't—"
velled Putty.

Whack, whack! )

“That's for the gum in my slippers I
caid Knowles. Whack! “That’s for the
oif in my ink-bottle!”

“1 didn’t—"

Whack, whack!

“And that's for
cad!”

“Yaroooh!”

«Jlere, hold on, Knowles! exclaimed
Jimmy Silver. * Moderns can’t cane Clas-
sical chaps. Put the brake on!"

Knowles scowled at the captain of the
Tourth, and bestowed another sounding
whack on Putty, as if to show that he could
cane Classicals, in spite of Jimmy Silver's
opinion to the contrary.

Then he tucked the ashplant under his arm
and sirode away.

“Ow, ow!” gasped Putty.
T've a jolly good mind to go

1

grinned

being a checky young

]

“The beast!
to Bulkeley!

“Bulkeley would give you another lick-
ing for playing tricks ~on a prefect!”
grinned Raby. :

“Y haven't!” roared Putty.

“ Bow-wow 7

“I’s all put down to me!" gasped the
unhappy humorist. “1 haven’t been near
Knowles' study. Some sitlv. Modern duifer
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has heen playing tricks on Tim, and he

thinks—" ;

“Ha, ha, ha!” voared Lovell, “That’s
what comes of being such a jolly funny
merchant.  You get the benefit of the
doubt.” :

Putty glared indignantly at the Fistical
Four as they yelled. Again he failed to
cee the humour of the situation.

“T'm getting fed up!” he growled. “You
cackling asses——" ) :

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“TIf jolly well make you all sit up some-
how i : ~

“ You can’t, old bean!” chuckled Lovell.
“Tivery time you let your giddy sense of
humour get out of hand we shall know it ~
was you, and you'll get it in the neck. And
every time it isn’t you, youwll get it, any-
way. jolly welt right, too!” -

SBerve you ]}

““Ha, ha, ha!”

The Fistical Four walked on, langhing.
The,woes of the humerist struck them as
funny. i

Putty wriggled
quite a thoughtfu
as he moved away.

He was fecling very much injured.

But as he reflected the cloud left his face,

ainfully, and there was
expression on his face

.and a smile took its place.

The glimmer in his merry eyes showed
that some new idea had come into his fer-
tile brain, and that the trouble that had
fallen upon him had not had much effect
upon his” cheery proclivities.

“By Jove!” he murmured. “What a
whoose! What a thumping wheeze!
Bootles—and Khowles—and those silly
asses—and  old Stuckey, Oh, my hat !
Ha, ha, ba!”

“Hallo! Do you like being licked ?”
asked Tubby Muffin, joining him under the
beeches. ** You seem to be enjoying ‘your-
self, Putty."” .

«'Just thinking of you, old bean!” an-
swered Putty cheerfully. “I want 2 chat
with you, Tubby. You knew everything,
don’t you?” ;

“1 faney T know most things that go on
in Rookwood, apyway,” said Tubby, with
pride. -

“You always will, old fellow,
they make keyholes to the doors,”
Putty.

“Look here. you as——"

“ Ahout old Stuckey,” said Pusty. “1
hear that he’s a governor: of Rookwood,
and lives near the school 7

so long as
’ agreed
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“That’s so. I know all about him,”
answered Tubby Muffin. “ His place is called
Stuckey Croft—off the Coombe Road. He’s
a jolly old Tartar, too! The Head doesn’t
really like him dropping in at the school
the way he does; but he can’t say_so, as
Ehel old donkey is a governor. Ile, he,
he ! .

““Tsn’t he a niee man?”

“A regular Hun!” answered Tubby im-
pressively.
~ “Doesn’t he often ask ihe fellows to tea
at his place, and ail that?”

Tubby stared.

“No jolly fear! He’s had Knowles of the
Sixth there, 1 helieve. Knowles is rathor
a slithy chap, and ho knows how to buiter
anybody., You have to pull old Stuckey’s
leg a lot to get on with him.”

“&till, he'd be pleased if a fcllow dropped
in to tea, I should think.”

. Tubby Mulffin chuckled.

nswered. =
“Why not?”
“Well, it would be check—and old

Stuckey’s about the last man in the world
o stand cheek. If a fellow walked in there
without being asked, he would go out on
' his neck, I should think. It's a fine place,
“too)” said Tubby. “I've seen it through
: the gates. Old Stuckey’s no end wealthy—
" funkeys, and all that, at Stuckey Croft.
'T'd go if he asked me.”
. “But he hasn’t?”
' “Nunno. He's not a nice man.” -
%' “But if a chzip came in there in a friendly
" way—suppose I did, for example—to have
tea with him—-" )
“Don’t be such a silly ass, Putty,” said
Tubby Muffin warningly. “He would lay
8 stick about you as likely as not?’
“0Oh! Then I jolly well shan’t honour
him_ with my company!” said Putty,
a

ughing.

And he strolled away to the gates.

His cheery face wore a happy smile as he
sauntered on to Coombe.

Arrived in the village, he entered Lam-
ons’, the establishment that supplied most
the Rookwooders with bats and balls and
ather paraphernalia’ of cutdoor games,
Putty was not in search of a new cricket-
hat, however. He politely requested per-
ission to use the telephone. 3
Lamson’s telephone was not infrequently
used by Rookwood fellows, and Putty’s
volite reauest was at once acceded to.

“1 shouldn’t like to be the fellow!” he’

 humouring
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e was shown into a stuffy little office at
the back of the shop, and left to his own
devices there. )
 He sat down at the instrument, after see-
ing that the door into the shop was closed.
He was very desirous that his little talk
on the telephone should not be overheard.

Probably Mr, Lamson would not have
been so obliging if he had known why, and
to whom, the humorist of Rookwood wished
to talk on the tclephone. Fortunately, he
did not know. 5

Putty removed the receiver from the hook
and called up the exchange. And the num-
ber he gave was the Head’s number at Rook-
wood, and the voice in which he spoke was
remarkably unlike his usual tones. He had
assumed for the occasion a deep, bass voice,
which was astonishingly like the gruff tones
of Sir Leicester Stuckey, of Stuckey Croft.

CHAPTER 17.
Jimmy Silver & Co. are Pleased!

“ ILVER Y
S “Hallo, Rawson!"”

“Yowre wanted—Head’s study.”
Jimmy Silver did not look pleased.

“Now, what the thump can the Hea
want 7" demanded Jimmy Silver. “T've
done nothing—simply nothing! If Putt
has been up to some game, and the Hea.g
is putting it down to me——"

“Was ie waxy, Rawson?” asked New-

ome.

“No; he looks quite tame,” answered
Rawson. “But you'd better get off, Jimmy ;
the Head doesn’t like waiting.”

Jimmy nodded. : :

“We have to humour these head-
masters!” he remarked. -

“We do—we does!” grinned Lovell.

And Jimmy Silver made bis way to Dr.
Chisholm’s study with the kind thought of
his headmaster—which really
was quite necessary.

He was relieved to find the Head appar-
ently in & good humour. There was no

' reason why the Head shouldn’t be in a good

humour, for that matter; but a jumior
visiting his study was always prepared for
the worst. :
«“Ah! T sent for you, Silver,” said Dr.
Chisholm, looking at Jimmy over his glasses.
“Y have rcceived a message on the tele-
phone—a somewhat gratifying g}{essagc—-
Silver.”
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“Indeed, sir?”
astonishment. :
* “Yes, Silver. 8ir Leicester Stuckey has
rung me up, and asked me to speak to you.
You and your friends appoar to have made
a rather favourable impression upon Sir
Leicester.”

“I—Tm glad of that, sir,” stammered
Jimmy.

Apparently Sir Leicester thought more of
him than he did of Sir Leicester! It was
rather surprising, as Jimmy had certainly
not exchanged more than a dozen words
with the great man while he had been a
Rookwood fellow.

“8ir Leicester Stuckey would be pleased,
Silver, if you and your friends—Lovell,
Raby, and Newcome-—would visit him at

,Stuekeyh(‘.r?ft this afternoon.”

by at!”

“Eh? What did you say, Silver 2"

“N-n-nothing, sir!” gasped Jimmy.

“You seem surprised, Silver. This is a
very courteous action on the part of Sir
Leicester. 1 am sure that you and your
friends will accept the invitation.”

. “0Oh, yes, sir,” said Jimmy.
~ Whether he wanted to accept it or not,
there was nothing else to be said. An
invitation from a governor of the school
was like an invitation from Royalty, and
amounted to a command.
“Sir Leicester says he® will be  glad to

said Jimmy, in great

cntertain you to tea at half-past five pre- |

cisely,” said the Head. *“You and your
friends will take care to be punctual,
Silver.” .

“Qh, certainly, sir.” )

“That is all, Silver. You may go.”
Jimmy Silver left the Head's study in a
state of great astonishment.

There was nothing surprising in the in.
vitation in itself, but it was very surprising
as coming from so erusty and Tartaric an
~ old gentleman as Sir Leicester Stuckey,

. “Well?” asked Arthur Edward Lovell, as
Jitnmy rejoined the Co.

- Jimmy Silver explained, and the three
juniors whistled.

“Well, my word!” said Lovell. “Old
Stuckey can’t be such a Hun as we've
supposed. Why has he picked us out, I
wonder 77’

“ Nicest chaps at Rookwood!” suggested
Newcome, i3

“1 don’t see how Stuckey knows_ that,”
said Jimmy Silver, laughing. “We've got
to go, anyway; couldn’t refuse. May be a
© good fen, too.”
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“Well, he couldn’t do less than stand us
something decent if we're going to walk
a mile for it,” remarked Raby.

“It’s rather a distinction, too,” said
Lovell. “Precious few fellows get asked
to Stuckey Croft. Knowles has been there;
he sucks up to old Stuckey—ahem!
mean  Siv Leicester. . After all, the old
fellow’s looks may be against’ him. ~Ask-
ing chaps to tea looks decent.”

“May have quite & good time,” said’
Newcome; “and grub’s a bit short in the-
study, too." - ; s

Upon the whole, the Fistical Four were
feeling pleased. . 53

There was a good ‘deal of time to elapse
before half-past five, so they repaired to
the end study to get on with the ™ Jour-
nal ”; but when the time drew nigh to start
for Stuckey Croft, they devoted some time
1o making themselves unusually presentable.
It was, as Lovell remarked, an occasion to
be dressed for a bit. And the Fistical Four:
donned their best bibs and tuckers, as. it
were, in honour -of that very special’
occasion. s

CHAPTER 18,
Kind Invitations!

UZZZZLE! d -
B Mr. Bootles laid down. his book as
the telephone-bell rang in his study,

__and picked up the receiver.

‘[Hnllo !', " -

“Hallo! Is that Mr. Bootlcs?” came a
decp. somewhat gruft voice along the tvires,

“ Quite s0.”

“You know my voice, I presume, Mr.
Bootles. I was speaking to you yesterday
in your study——"

“Bless my soul!
Stuckey ?”

“(ood-afternoon, Mr. Bootles!”

“(Good-afternoon, Sir Leicester ! .
_“T1 am afraid, Mr. Bootles, that T showed
—ahem !—some little heat on tho occasion
I referred to. I was very much—hem!—
annoyed.” L :

“Not at all, Sir Leicester,” answered
Mr. Bootles, consitterably surprised {hat so
important a personage as Sir Letcester

Is it Sir Leicester

‘Stuckey shouid have rung him up to vender

an apology. " Not in:the least! The boy—"
Grace—was .o most—hem i~dierespectful
voung rascal-—— What did you say?”

“Could you possibly spare mie this after-
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.Helter-skelter the Fistical Four acalto-rad out of the house, and behind them came
8ir Leicester, raging, with braudished crutch. (See Chapter 201,
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noon, Mr. Bootles?
very busy man—-"
“ My dear sir—" murmured the Hattered

1 know you are a

*If you could make it convenicnt, sir, to
visit me this afternoon I should be delighted
to reqeive you.”

€ m m SO-L‘] 1‘” &

“1I have long desired to have n eonwversa-
tion with you, Mr. Boatles, but T have been
afraid of trespassing wpon your time”

“Doar met” )

" ¥ As fo-day 3s, I understand, a half-holi-

; da.y—-——
*Quite an1 Quite so ™
“1 thought, therefore, -that pou might
be able to il in. It wo be a very
great ploasure to me.”
] Boatles grinned over the telephone
from shoer satis?action. =
Ceurteous attentions like this from a great
mgn like Sir Leicester did nob often eome
the little Ferm-master’s way., :
“My dear Sir leiocester, I shall 'tfa
“ Tt

delighted—hbonoured 1” he exclaimed.

will be a mgab-p}m'h&mﬁ to call
sl ol

~—n Very great re, indoed. ;

“Thank you very mmch, Mr. Bootles., I
am surc you do not mind my ringing you
up in this imformal g

“Not at al—not at
onedr 17

“Shall T expect yom, then, at five

“Undoubtedly.”
- Mr. Bootles almost purred zs be pul up
the receiver. His was

roperly pumished Teddy
ft;; ”.tia baranst, who ha
80 _gracious of a sadden.
Pro his satisfaction would not have
been se somplete 3 ke had been aware that

a_minaie '.lats,r the ielephone-bell Tang in !
T.

Vi, nders’ room over on the Mo
side, and i be bad heard what followed.
Mr. Manders, the Modern master, gave a
smort-as the bell rang and startled him out
of an abstruse mathematical caleulation,
He jabbed the receiver
ped “nt ¥ 2, %
@ﬁ% m 0 f.?:n tmn@tthr.
"".Is that Mr. Manders ?” -
i Xas. What is wanted? Who is speak-
“ Really, Mr. M n——
knew myv woiee. llt?dl’:fj, g e

TN

| receivery

1 A pleasurp—an |

1by the medium of

off the hook and |

with to ask (Coeil
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Knowles, of your House, to visit me at
Stuckey Croft.”

“Oh! Ah! Yes!” Mr. Manders acid
voice hecams as sweet as honey at once,
“My dear Sir Leicester, quite SO—quite s0!
Knowles will be deli I am sure!?

“Pray excuse me for giving you the

| trouble——"

“Not at all! It is no trouble! It is, in
fact, a pleasure, Sir Leicester! Pray com-
mand me in any way.”

“Thauk you, Mr. ders. You are very
good. M, then, yon will tel Xnowles that
I should like to sec him at half-past four

fo team—>"

“1 will tell bim immediately”

“Thank you! I shall expect him, then.”

“You may be sare, Sir Leicester, tha.i.i\
Enowles ‘m'il be delighted. I will tell him'
immediately.” -

Mr. Manders' voice was sweet, but his
look was rather spur as he hung up the
He really didn’t see why the
wealthy bar;:aet eould nutbomé;w him tocteg ;
He would ve walked ckey Crol
with the greatest of plusuth;e“;::hi;&staw t]“im
fascinating soviety mpon hy gentle-
man, i? Bir Leicester did not
know how fascinating his society was,

However, the slightest wish of the great
man was a thing to be scrupulomsly ob-
served; and Mr. Manders at once called to
a fag, and eent his message to Knowles of
the Sixth

Kuoowles was in his stady, with Frampton
and Catesby, when the message reashed him,
Tommy Dodd of the

Fourth. :

“Couldn’t take a pal, T suppose?’’ asked
Frampton, whes Tommy Dedd was gone,

“I'm afraid not, without being told. O3d
Btuckey is & bit of an old corker—like as
»pot to bite a fellow’s head off. T have fo
treat him very earefully. He’s worth keep-
ing up, thongh; he’s got s of rhongy,
and the pabor says he will usefl some
day when 1 leave sechool. He talks awful
rot, but T give him his hoad, and let him
> f“

w!
“Your deal, Knowles,” said Catesby.
Knowles looked at his watch.:

“Lots of time before fonr,”” he remarked,
And the game of banker went on in

Knowles" study.

Another " game was going on in another
quarter, - The one-bell ‘ramg in the
prefects’ room, in the School House—tha
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(lassical side—and Bulkeley, who was in the
room, went to the instrument.

“¥g that Carthew?"’ came a gruff voice on
the wires.

“No—it’s Bulkelew! Ts Carthew wanted ?”’

“Oh, Bulkeley! Kindly ask Carthew

whether he would care to come to tea at
Stuckey Croft this afternoon.”
" ““Certainly! Carthew!” Bulkeley called 1o
Carthew of the Sixth, who was in the win-
dow talking fto Neville, *‘8ir Léwcester
SBtuckey is asking you to tea. You'd better
come.”

Carthew came like a shot.

His voice was as honeysweet
accepted the invitation.

““I shall expect you at four o’clock, then,
Carthew!” .came the deep, gruff voice on
the wire.

“Certainly, sir—delighted, I'm sure—in-
deed Hallo, he’s rung off!”

Carthew gave the ‘other seniors in the

room a rather boastful lock as he left the
telephone. Whether it was a pleasure or
not, it was a great distinction {o be asked
to tea by Sir Leicester Stuckey.
. Carthew’s satisfaction, like that of some
other persons at Rookwood, would have been
considerably diminisheel if he had seen tho
“*baronet *’ at the other end of the wire.

Teddy Grace, with a sweet smile, rose
from the stool in Lamson’s oflice, and put
the recejver back on the hook. He had
finished telephoning for that afternoon. With
really noble se'f-denial, he had resisted the
inclination to ask the Head himself to tea
at Stuckey Croft—even Putty of the Fourth
felt that that would be going a little oo
far.

He passed out through the shop, aud
thanked Mr. Lamson very sweetly; and
sauntered down the village street ,with a
smile upon his face, which showed that hc
was placidly at peaco with himself and «nll
the world. He was feeling quite grateful to
the inventor of that wonderful instrument,
the telephone.

as  he

CHAPTER 19.
Visitors for Sir Leicester!

ARK CARTHEW, the first on the
list of Sir Leicester Stuckey’s dis-
tinguished but unexpected guests,
arrived in good time at Stuckey
Carthew was looking very pleased

M

Croft.

‘| Mark Carthew,
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with himself, and he was sporting his best
tuil-coat and his shiniest hat. He glanced
at the extensiver and well-kept grounds, as
he came up to the magnificent portal, and
was still more pleased. Sir Leicester Stuckey
was undoubtedly an acquaintance worth cul-
tivating, even if it did require no incon-
siderable amount of buttering to keep him
in a good humour,

He gave his name to the footman who
admitted him, and was rather surprised that
he did not seem to be expected. His name
was taken in to Sir Leicester, who was in
the library, and the footman returned with
a lurking grin of impertinence upon his
smooth face.

“Sir Leicester is sorry that he cannot
sea you, sir.”’

Carthew siared and reddened.

‘“Sir Leicester is expecting me,” he ex-
claimed warmly. ‘‘My name is Carthew—
Sir Leicester asked me to
call at four o'clock.”’

“8ir Leicester’s gout is bad to-day, sir,
and he is not receiviug anyone.”

““There’s some mistake,” said Carthew.
“Sir Leicester. telephoned to me personally,
asking me to cull at four o’clock. Perhaps
he has forgotten.”

The footman gave him a doubtful look,
but he returned to his master. A deep voice
was heard from the open door of the
library.

“Show him in!”

The voice did not sound agreeable, but
Carthew was relieved. He had begun to feel
very perplexed and uncomfortable.  The
footman showed him into the library, where
Sir Leicester Stuckey sat by a huge fire,
with one foot propped upon a cushioned
stool. His red face wus a little redder than
usual, and his eyes had a far from hospitable
glitter in  them. Carthew, considerably
abashed, approached him in some trepidua-
tion.
leiu Leicester fixed a glittering eye upon
111m.

*“So—what is your name?"’

“Carthew, Sir Leicester; you—you teie-

T
e ]

phoned—-""

“When did 1 telephone 7*?

“This afternoon, sir-—"

“] did not telophone this afternoon!”
snorted Sir Leicester. *I am not in a state
to telephone this afternoon. Yow-ow!” That
ejaculation, apparently, was due to a twinge
in Sir Leicester’s gouty leg. *‘What do you
mean, boy, by coming here with a state-
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ment that I telephoned to you, when I did
nothing of the sort?"”’

“ But—but—but—-""
wildered Carthew. ‘ You—you did—

"W}la!;!”

“At least, I—I—J——"

““James!”’ roared Sir Leicester,

James appeared.

~“‘Show this young gentleman cut, James!
As for you, Carthew, or whatever your
name is, I shall mention this to your head-
master. Yow! A schoolboy joke, I pre-
sume—a joke—yow!l—on mel’”

“Oh, no, no!’ gasped Carthew. He
would as soon have thought of joking with

~a tiger in the jungle as with Sir Leicester
Stuckey. “‘I—I was rung up—""

‘‘Show him out!’’ y

“I assure you, Sir Leicester, I—T—"°

‘“‘Show him out!” roared Sir Leicester.

James touched Carthew on the elbow, and
the prefect of Rookwoed almost tottered out
of the library. 8ir Leicester gave a snort
of angry contempt, followed by a yelp, as
he caught another twinge from his leg.

The footman was grinning as he almost
pushed the Rookwood prefect out of the
door. Carthew wondered whether he was
on his head or his heels as he almost
limped away down the drive.

Sir Leicester Stuckey snorted, and snorted
again. His temper was never good, and
when the gout had the upper hand, it was
worse than ever. He regretted that he had
not laid his cratch about the Rookwooder
who had disturbed” his lofty repose that
painful afternoon.

And when James—a little nervous himself
—announced another visitor, at half-past
four, Sir Leicester indulged in a snort that

‘could be heard in the hall by Knowles cf
the Modern Sixth. .

“Have 1 told you,-James, that I cannot

see anyone, or have I not?’ he demanded.

What

stammered the be-

23

“‘Master Knowles—"’ .
“¢ Another bny from Rookwood!
does he want?’ .

‘“Ahem! Master Knowles says you tele-.

phoned, Sir Leicester—""

Sir Leicester sat bolt upright, and yelped
as his leg twinged.

““Telephoned !’ he thundered.

:'Ye—e-es, Sir Leicester——"’

‘Begad! Telephoned! Show the young
rascal in!"” gasped Sir Leictester. ‘“This is
a piece of concerted insolence—what thev
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call, T belicve, a rag! Begad, I'll rag them!
Show the young scoundrel in!”’

Knowles of the Sixth advanced towards
the baronet with an insinuating smile upon
his face—but the smile Became a little frozen
ag he saw Sir Leicester’s purple face and
the expression upon ib.

“So I telephoned to you, did 1% thun-
dered Sir Leicester,

Knowles jumped.

‘“Ye-es—certainly——"

“You young rascal!’

“Wha-a-at V'’ stuttered Knowles.

““Telephoned! By gad! I shall certainly
telephone to your headmaster, and report
this insolence !’ .

Knowles blinked at him.

“But you—you asked me to tea,” he:
stammered. = “You—you telephoned to—to
ask me—"’ / H
‘““How dare you stand before me and
utter such falsehoods, boy ?’’ thundered Sir
Leicestef. ‘' am very well acquainted with
your motive—I am aware .of what you call
a rag. A rag, by gad! James, turn this
fellow out!”

““B-b-b-but——"" spluttered Knowles,
blank bewilderment.

“Kick him out!” roared Sir Leicester.

James took Knowles by the arm and led
him away. He deposited Knowles, as it
were, outside the great door, and closed it-
on him, leaving the unfortunate Rookwooder
wondering whether he was dreaming. It .
was several minutes before Knowles re-
covered himself sufficiently to limp away.

Sir Leicester fumed and puffed in his
chair. Excitement was decidedly not good
for a gouty leg; but Sir Leicester’s temper
had a will of its own, and was not to be
denied.. And Sir Leicester had reason to
be wrathful. He could only conclude that
herwas being made the victim of a concerted.
practical joke; which, in the case of so im-
portant a person as himself, almost amounted
to sacrilege. .

It was in fear and.-trembling that James
announced Mr. Bootles, when that gentle-
man arrived, chubby and cheerful, at five
o’clock.

““Mr, " Bootles, Sir
Leicester.”

Snort !

“Have I not told you, James—"?

“But Mr. Bootles, sir, says it is a special
appointment—-—"" -

”

in’

from Rookwood,

“‘Nonsense |’*
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“That you telephoned, Sir Leicester—

“Telephoned I’ shrieked Sir Leicester,

He grasped his crutch and raised himself
from his chair. ;

“Mr. Bootles! Telephoned—telephoned!
My, Bootles!” he spluttered. ‘° A—a master
—a schoolmaster—entering into a schoolboy
rag! Outrageous! Come here, M.
Bootles !’ roared Sir Leicester,

M:. Bootles heard that roar in the hall,
and came to the doorway of the library,
surprised by such a peculiar summons, but
still chubby and smiling.

He stopped in the doorway, however. 8ir
Teicester’s look was not exactly inviting.

“Mr. Bootles—*’

“My dear Sir Leicester—""

“So I telephoned to you, too, did I?”
roared Sir Leicester.

““Ye-es, certainly—"" g

““ Are you not ashamed, sir, to lend your-
self to such a ridiculous prank?”’

C‘Eh?’) -

““ At your age, sir, and in your position!”’
roared Sir Leicester. ‘‘Have_ you no sense
of dignity—of propriety "’

Mr. Bootles gazed at him, transfixed.

“I1—T1 trust so!’ he gasped. “I—I cer-
tainly trust so. I—T fail to understand you,
Sir I{eice,st-er. You telephoned—"’

“J did not telephone!”

“Bless my soull You asked me—invited

s

I asked you nothing!”

“I—I—really, sir—really this reception—
this conduct—really, Sir Leicester Stuckey—
really—"" babbled Mr. Bootles.

Sir Leicester pointed at him with a hand
that trembled with wrath. :

“You have lent yourself, Mr. Bootles, to
# schoolboy prank. You are the third
person to come here and insult me! I shail
complain to Dr. Chisholm! By Jove, sir,
you will see that I am not a man to be
treated with impunity, Mr. Bootles—not
with impunity !" )

“I—1 assure you, I—I—"

“T did pot telephone to you, sir, and I
had not the slightest desire to see you—not
- the slightest! Why should I have, by Jove?
Mr, Bootles, you are an insolent knave!”

““Bless my -soul!” i

“Now I have told you what I think of
your conduct, sir, leave my house, ‘or, by
Jove, ‘T will have you thrown out of the
door!”’

- Mr. Bootles backed away into the hall in

- 31

alarm—the baronet’s crutch looked quite
dangerous. He really looked as if he would
have used it as an offensive weapon if Mr.
Bootles had bzen within reach.

“Bless my soul!l” gasped Mr. DBootles.
“Upon my word! I—I—I have never—
never—— Bless my soul! Extraordipary!
Qutrageous! The unfortunate man must
have been drinking! Bless my soul!”

Mr. Bootles was so overcome that James
had to take him by the elbow and lead him
out. He mopped Eis perspiring brow as he
went down the drive, And he made up his
mind that he would never, never accept an
invitation again from Sir Leicester Stuckey,
if he ever received one, which was doubtful.

% —

CHAPTER 20.
Nice for the Fistical Four!
. ALLO! You fellows look in great
H form!”

eddy Grace smiled cheerfully

at the Tistical Four. The cheerful

new junior was hanging about the lane, not

far fiom the entrance to Stuckey Croft,
when Jimmy Silver & Co. came along.

Certainly, the Fistical Four looked un-
usually spick and span, Their jackets were
nicely brushed, their trousers nicely creased.
their ties nicely tied, and they wore their
best hats and their best smiles. It was a
distinguished occasion, and the chums of the
Fourth were doing justice to it. :

““We're going to make a rather special
call, you see,”” explained Jimmy.

“Dropping in to sce Sir Leicester Stuckey,
you know,’? remarked Lovell negligently.

““Not realty ¥’ exclaimed Putiy.

“Yes; he rang us up this afternoon,’”
said Raby carelessly.

“Lucky bargees!’” said Putty enviously.
*Could you take a pal in?”

““Not quite!” grinned Jimmy Silver. By
the way, you young sweep, have you been
playing any tricks on Bootles "’

**Bootles?”’ repeated Putty. y

“Yes; he passed us in the lane a few
minutes ago looking jolly queer.”

“I thought he looked rather gueer when
he passed me,’* said Putty demurely. *‘Per-
gaps he’s feeling sorry for caning me yester-

a "I

“Fathead!” answered Jimmy, and he
walked on with his chums; Teddy Grace
glancing after them with a smile.

“Jolly deccent place, this!” remarked
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Arthur Edward Lovell, as the Fistical Four
walked up the drive.  “Shouldn’t mind
coming here sometimes. Tea on the lawn
would be all right, wouldn’t it?”

“Topping '’ said Newcome.

“Old Stuckey car’t be such a bad sort,”

~went on Lovell. “It’s really decent of him
to pick us out and ask us to tea. Well, here
we arel”

Jimmy Silver rang.

He observed a rather peculiar expression
on the weli-shaven face of James as that
well-fed menial dpened the door. James was
possibly getting fed-up with visitors from
Rookwood School.

“Sir Leicester is expecting us!” Jimmy
Silver explained;, as James showed a dis-
position not to open the door very wide.

“Sir Leicéster cannot see anyone (his
afternoon,” said James.

“‘He is expecting us. Take in our names!”
answered Jimmy rather sharply, ¢Silver,
Lovell, Raby, Newcome.” ’

“Sir Leicester has given instructions for
po one to be admitted ’?

““What rot!”” said Lovell, “He must be
expecting us, as he telephoned————r7 )

James gave a start.

“Peiephoned ! he repeated.

“Yes, to Rookwood ! -

“1f this is a joke, young gentlemen—-"
began James,

I don’t see any joke!” said Jimmy
Silver, surprised, and not pleased by the
footman’s manner. ““Take in our names to
Sir Leicester at onee!”

“I'm afraid I cannot

“I tell you Sir Leicester telephoned to us
to m_n;m at half-past five!" exclaimed Jimmy
angrily. “Ci

L2

Come on, you chaps!”

And as James showed no disposition to
rant a passage the Fitsical Four pushed
im aside and entered. The man’s conduct
was really amazing, and they could not
help suspecting that he was not quite sober.

“Now, show us in at once!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver.

“I tell you, young gentlemon—-7
“Where-is Sir Leicester 7"

“In the library, sir. But—"

““Well, we want to see him. It’s an
pointment, man!
snapped Jimmy.
James stood nonplussed. He could see
hat the juniors were there in good faith,

ap-
Don’t you understand 7'

“ut he simply dared not announce them to
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his irascible master. A bell rang, and
James hurried to the library.

“What is it, James? Is it some more of
them ?”’ came a gruff, ferocious voice, which
made Jimmy Silver & Co. blink at one
another.

‘““Yes, Sir Leicester!” gasped James.
“Four young gentlemen from Rookwood

13

“Begad!” .

‘“They—they say you telephoned, Sir
Leicester—"’ )

** Telephoned I’

It was a roar, in a voice like unto th
voice of the bull of Bashan. - >,

‘‘Show them in! Telephoned! Begad!
Tl give them telephone! Show them in!”

James made a sign to the amazed juniors,
who.entered the library. :

Sir Leicester Stuckey was standing by the
hearth, leaning on his crutch, his face
purple. #

*“So—s0 “you have come to—to see me?”’
he gasped, with a glare at the Fistical Four.

“Yes, sir!” stammered Jimmy Silver in
dismay.’ “We—we—we've come to tea,
sir—’

“You have come to tea! You—vou have
come to—to tea! I—I presume I telephoned
—what ?”’ :

“Yes,”” answered Jimmy Silver. ““You
telephoned to Rookwood—""

u]sy B'ad!”

What happened next was like an earth-
quake to the astounded juniovs. g

Heedless of the twinges in his gouty leg,
the angry gentleman strode towards them,
grasping his crutch,

“Telephoned!” he spluttered. ““Tele-
phoned, by gad! T-t-tut-telephoned—""

Whack, whack, whack! z

““Oh, my hat!”

‘““Yarooogh I’

“YOOOP!”

The juniors jumped right and left, with
yells of astonishment and anguish, as Si#
Leicester started in with the crutch.

Whack, whack! Biff! Yarooocop!

“Help 1

“Run_ for it!"” shricked Lovell, “He’s
mad! Run for your lives[”

““Oh, crikey | :

Helter-skelter the juniors scattered into
the hall. Behind them came Sir Leicester,
raging, with brandished crutch.

““Telephoned! I'll give you telephone!
By gad! Young rascals, sweens, scoundrels,
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take that—and that! Telephoned! Take
«that!”’

Whack, whack) Crasht

“Run for it!"”

How the unfortunate juniors got out of
the door they never knew. But fhey got
out, and went down the drive as if they
were on the cinder-path! Lovell’s hat re-
mained in the hall, Raby’s on the doorstep,
and Newcome’s on the drive. Buf they did
not stop for their hats. They would not
have stopped for the treasures cf Golconda.

They ran!

The lodgekeeper stared ab them as they
came whooping down the drive.  They
‘bolted frantically out into the road.

“0h, erumbs!”’ gasped Lovell, pausing to
gasp for breath at last. **What—what—
what the thunder—"’ o

“Oow!

“Yow-ow! I'm hurt!”

“QOh, dear!” Lk

The chums of the Fourth had not enjoyed
. their visit to  Stuckey Croft. But Teddy
Grace, to judge by his look when they
passed him again, was enjoying himself.

. . . . a

The mystery of the itelephone remained

a mystery. After a visit from Bir Leicester

Stuckey the following day the Head made

a stern inquiry. Nothing came to light—

officially. But unofficially Jimmy Silver &

~ Co. came to a conclusion on the subject

~ which caused them to pay a visit to Putty’s

study, and without stopping to ask questions

fall upon that youth and smite him hip and
thigh.

CHAPTER 21.
Putty is Wanted!

e 1 ILVER!”
- S Bulkeley of the Sixth rapped oub
Jimmy Silver’s name sharply.

i  Jimmy was going out with his hat
. under his arm, but he stopped at once and
' turned back. Rookwood juniors were always
" ready to oblige old -Bulkeley; and, more-
" over, Bulkeley’s tone indicated that delay
: migl;t be dangerous.  So Jimmy Silver came
along promptly. -

“Yes, Bulkeley ?”’

Bulkeley was frowning.
. “Has CGrace, of your Form, gone out, do
. you know, Bilver?”’

L]

“The new kid?, I don’t know.”” .

“Well, I want him."”

The voice of Arthur Edward Lovell came
through the open deorway in loud and
impatient tones:

‘“Are you coming, Jimmy?

2.

We're wait-

ing.

" Wait a bit, then, old scout!” called back
Jimmy. e

Lovell’s impatient face looked in at the
doorway. ) .

“You must stop to talk to some silly
ass when a chap’s waiting' for you!” he
said.  “You—  Oh, Bulkeley! I—I—
ahem—"" ' )

Loveil prompily disappeared again.

“Do you want me to find Grace, Bulke-
ley " asked Jimmy Silver hastily.

“Yes, Not if you're playing cricket,
though,” said Bulkeley, who was always
considerate, even to fags. ‘‘Somebody else
will do.”” .

“0Oh, that’s ail right—only practice,”
answered Jimmy Silver cheerily. “I'll look
for him at once.”

“Send him to my study,”

“Right-ho!”

Bulkeley went back to his study, still
frowning. It was easy to guess that the
vials of wrath were ready to be poured oué
on the devoted head of Teddy Grace, the
new junior in the Fourth Form.

Jimmy Silver looked out on the steps;
where Lovell and Raby and Newcome were
waiting for him. :

““Seen Putty 2’ he asked.

“In his study, I think,’ said Raby.

“Right! You fellows run along; I'll come
after you. Putty is in a row again.”

“Bless him!” grunted Lovell.

The three juniors started for Little Side,
while Jimmy Silver went up to the Foueth:
¥orm passage in search of Teddy Grace.
It was a sunny spring afternoon and a half-
holiday, and most of the fellows were natur-
ally out of doors; but Putty of the Fourth
was discovered in No. 2 Study.

The new junior seemed busy.

Teddy Grace dabbled in water-colours, and
he was now occupied in giving some touches
to a sketeh.

“You're wanted, Putty,” grunted Jimmy
Silver at the door. £

“Can’t come.”

- “Bulkeley wants you.”

“Bother Bulkeley!” answered

(irace, without ldoking up

s

said Bulkeley.

Teddy
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“Futhead! You're to’ go at once. Is
that a picture?’* added Jimmy Silver, glanc-
ing at Putty’s sketch,

*It’s going to be,” said Puity cheer-

_fully.: **Don’t you recognise the scene?”

Jimmy Silvér gazed at it attentively.
_ Putty’s art was rather of the impressionist

order, and so it was not really easy to guess
what the picture was intended to represent.

“Battle scene?"’ asked Jimmy.

““ Ass]” answered Putty impolitely.

“Well, I suppose that’s cannon smoke,
isn’t it?”’ g

“Don’t you know clouds when you see
them ?"”

“Hem! Not when I see them looking
like that!” said Jimmy, with a grin. “Isn’t
that a big gun in the middle of the pic-
ture 7’

“Don’t you know a bridge when you se¢
it ?” snorted Putty.

*Oh, my hat!” )

*fIt's the littla bridge over the Croft
Brook,'" explained Putty. “‘Of course, it’s
not finished yet. I’m going there again
this afternoon.” '

“Better go and see Bulkeley first.” -

“Bother Bulkeley! What does he want?"
asked Teddy Grace crossly.

““He wants you—and I fancy it’s a case
for the ashplant,’” chuckled Jimmy Silver.
““Qome more of your monkey tricks, I sup-

LR

“Well, he'll have to wait a hit.”
Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“You're a new kid here, Putty,’”” he re-|
“but you mist bave learned by

marked ;
this time that the captain of the school
can't be kept waiting, You're going at
once.”’

“Rats!l,

“Qtherwise I shall help you along. I've
got a bat here——""

“Look here—"’ :

“Like that!” continued Jimmy, bringing
the bat into play.

“Ow!” roared Putty. **You silly ass—""

““And like that—and that——""

__Putty of the Fourth dodged frantically as
Jimmy Silver lunged with the bat. He had
to dodge out of the study, and Jimmy
cheerily drove him along to the stairs, still
lunging.

“You silly chump’’ roared Putty, turning
on the staircase landing. ‘You howling
idiot, I tell you——- VYaroooh!”’ :

“‘Have some more 1"’

“PR=TN—"
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“You'll trot along,” agreed Silver. *‘I'm
wasting too much time on you now. There’s
another!”

“YooopI"”

Putty of the Fourth fled down the stairs.
Jimmy Siiver followed him, with his bat
ready for action. The captain of the school
was not to be kept waiting, even by the
cheekiest junior at Rookwood.

Teddy Grace turned on the next landing,
with a red and wrathful face.

““Look here, Jimmy Silver, you silly
chump!” .

“T’ll keep it up as long as you do,”
answered Jimmy, lunging with the bat.
“There’s one—and there's another—and
tnere—""*

But the new junior had had enough; the
bat was not to be argued with. He jumped
back and fled down the lower staircase. :

It was unfortunate for Tubby Muffin,
the fattest djunior on the Classical side
of Roekwood, that he happened to be
coming upstairs just then. -

Putty came round the curve of the
staircase at full speed, and met Tubby
in full career. The collision was terrific.

Tubby Muffin sat down, clutching at the
banisters, and roaring. Putty reeled back
from the shock and sprawled.

“Yarooh!” roared Tubby. “What—what
the thump—— Oh! Ow!”

“Oh!” gasped Putty.

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“You—you—you thumping ass!” splut-
tered Tubby Muffin, scrambling up in great
wrath, “You dangerous lunaticl You're
always playing tricks. T’Il jolly well teach
you to biff me on the stairs!”

Tubby Muflin was not usually a fighting-
man, but he was roused to great wrath by
the shock he had received. He fairly
hurled himself upon the sprawling Putty,
punching right and left. =

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jimmy Silver,
“Go it, Tubby1”

“Qw-ow-ow ! Gerroff I”

* Thump, thump, thump!

“There, {ou silly ass—there, you chump—
biffing a fellow over on the staircase! . Take
that—and that!” N S
“Ha, ha, hat” .

Putty of the Fourth struggled wildly
under the weight of the fat Classical, He
was at a_disadvantage, sprawling on his
back on the stairs, with the  fat Tubby
scrambling over him. The yells of the un-
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fortunate Putty woke the echoes of Rook-
wood.

Townsend of the Fourth looked up from
below.

“You'd better chuck that!” he called
out, “Bulkeley’s coming!”

Thump, thumnp!

“Yoop! Help! DragimolI!”

Jimmy Silver ran down and collared
Tubby Muffin, jerking him away fromn his
vietim, as Bulkeley appeared on the scene.

“What's this thundering row about?” ex-
claimed the captain of Rookwood angrily.

“Yow-ow-ow!” gasped Putty, sitting up
dazedly. “Obh, dear! Oh!”

“Biffed me over!” roared Tubby Muffin
indignantly. “Ie’s always playing iricks.
Just like a monkey! Biffed me over! I'll
‘biff him!” .

“More of your pranks, I suppose, you
young rascal!l” growled Bulkeley, helping
Putty to his feet by the collar.

“QOw! It was an accident——-""

“Yes, I know your accidents, you young
sweep! Come along!”

And the hapless' Putly was marched off
to Bulkeley’s study, with the Rookwood
captain’s grasp upon his collar,

CHAPTER 22.
The Straight Tip!
EDDY GRACE gasped for breath as

I he put his collar straight in George

Bulkeley’'s study. The captaim of
Rookwood regarded him with a
frowning brow. s ®

Since he had been at Rookwood the new
junior had been in hot water more times
than he could count. His predilection for
practical jokes of all sorts and sizes had
become too well known for his comfort.

It was quite useless for him to plead
not guilty. Any other fellow could have an
accident, and it was an accident; but an
accident in Putiy’s case was put down at
once to his *monkey-tricks.”

So he did not even attempt to explain
the disaster on the staircace, He waited
meekly for Bulkeley to begin. -

“Well, you young rascal?” said the pre-
fect at last. ‘ :

“(Oh, Bulkeley!” murmured Putty.

“You’ve been trespassing!”

“Eh?”

“As you're a new kid, you mayn't know
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that 8ir Leicester Stuckey objects to fel-'
lows going on his ground,” said Bulkeley.

“You ought to know, however, that

Stuckey Croft is out of bounds.”
“Stuckey " Croft!” repeated Putty. "I

haven’t been there—really, Bulkeley. I

heard that some fellows went there the
other day, and there was some trouble; but
I wasn’t one of them, really.”

Bulkeley gave him a sharp look.

“Some fellows were asked there to tea,
over the ’phone,” he said. ‘It eame out
that Sir Leicester hadn’t asked them, as
they thought. "It wa§ somebody playing
a trick.” ’ :

“Was it, really ?”

“It hasn’t come out who did it I've
got my suspicions. Things like that didn’t
happen before you came to Rockwood.”

“0Oh, Bulkeley!” :

“Sir Leicester Stuckey was very angry,
and he’s made no end of complaints,” con-
tinued the captain of Rookwood. “Now
he's complaining again about Rookwood
fellows going about his grounds without
permission. . You've been seen there—along
the Croft Brook.” )

“Oh!” said Putty. *“That’s all right,
Bulkeley. There’s a footpath across, yom
know. Anybody can use the plank bridge.”

“S8o long as they don’t leave the foot-
path,” said Bulkeley. “But rou do -cc
you did. And Sir Leicester has coms
plained.”

“Well, T may have gone ‘the
stream to sketch——"

“You- had better go along some other=
?tream to sketch, then!” ‘answered Bulke-
ey. - ‘
“But I've got to finish my picture!”
urged Putty. “I’m painting a really good
water-colour of the brook and the plank
bridge.” e 3

Bulkeley picked up his cane.

“1 belicve you knew the place was out
of bounds,” he said. *‘Anyway, you know
it now. You're not to use that footpath
again, and you're not to go anywhere near
the Croft Brook. The Head's waxy with
old Stuckey ringing him up to complain,”

“But my picture—"

“What 7

“My picture isn’t finished—"

“Hold out your hand!” thundered Bulke-

along

ley.

Swish !
“Ow!l”
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“That's a tip,” said Bulkeley grimly.
“Now, whether you go to Croft Brook to
sketch or to play monkey-tricks, I don’t
know. But I know that if you go there
again, under any circumstances whatever,
I shall take you to the Head far a flog-
ging !”

“0h, dear "

“Keep that in mind,” said Bulkeley
sternly. “IXf you're ever found near the

place again, you'll be flogged. That foot-

ath is out of bounds for Rcokwood fel-
ows, owing to the trouble it's caused. Do
you think you can remember that, or shall
I give you another lick to Impress it on
your mind?

“I—I think I can remember, Bulkeley!”
gasped Putty.

“Mind you do. You're giving altogether

" too much trouble for a new kid!” growled

4

Bulkeley. “I think gyou’ll bhave sense
enough to keep clear of the place mnow,
though. I hope so, for your own sake.
¥You can cut!”

- Putty of the Fourth was glad enough to
*eut.”

He left Bulkeley’s study, rubbing his
palm delorously. As it happened, his in-
tentions in visiting Sir Leicester Stuckey’s
property were quite harmless; but he was
becoming a dog with a bad name, so to
speak.

He returned to his study in a thoughtful
mood. R

Putty was a determined youth, not to say
an optimistic one, and he was ve.y keen
on finishing his impressionist picture of the
Croft Brook. He was conscious of good
intentions, though he was not given the
credit Tor them. And it really was selfish

.and inconsiderate of Sir Leicester Stuckey

to wish to bar off a promising young artist

-from the scene of his artistic labours.

“T'm jolly well going, all the same!”
murmured Putty, as he packed up his
sketching materials. “Bulkeley’s an ass—
and old Stuckey is a beast! I'm going, all
the same!”

“I say, Putty—"

The fat face of his study-mate, Tyubby
Muffin, looked in at the door. His eyes
lingéred on Putty’s sachel.

“Cut!” snapped Putty.

“Where are you going, all the same?”

; gr‘i‘nned the fat Classical,

. Be-rr-rap 1 .
Bulkeley’s just gone out,” said Tubby
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Muflin,  “He’s gone over to Abbeyweod,
I think. I—I say, wharrer you going to
do with that stump, Putty ?”

“I'm going to give a fat bounder a
thumping geed licking !”

Tubby backed into the passage.

“I say, Putty, old chap, don’t  bear
malice, you know!” he urged, from outside
the doorway. “You biffed me over, and I
thumped you, so it’s fair and square, You
shouldn’t play tricks, you know!”

““It was an accident, you fat duffer!”

“Oh, yes, I know! You’re always having
aceidenta! grinned Tubby. “But I say,
don’t be waxy, you know! I—I was jolly
glad when you became my study-mate,
Putty, old chap! I never went for you as
Higgs did, did 177

“¥You couldn't!”

“Well, T wouldn’t, anyway. . The fact is,
T never like a chap so much as I did you,
Putty !” ?

“Bosh!”

“And I'll tell you what,” caontinued
Tubby confidentially, but keeping a wary
eye upon his study-mate. “Now youw’ve had
a remittance, Pufty i

“How_do you know T've had a remit-
tance ?”

“I happened to see you open the letter.
What do you say to a rcal good spread
in the study 7" asked Tubby eagerly. “I'H
do the shopping for you. I'll do the cook-
ing. In fact, I'll do everything. All you've
got to do is to stand the tin,” said the fat
Classical generously. *“What do you say,
Plly}'?”

“Rats!”

“What have you got in
Putty ?” :

““Sketching things, fathead!”

“I think it’s jolly selfish of a fellow to
take his tuck away and feed by himself!”
said Tubby Muffin loftily. “There isn’t
any fun in a picnic all by yourself, Putty.”

“I'm not going on a picnic, you fat cor-
morant!” growled Putty.

Tubby Muflin winked. -

“T'll come with you, old chap!” he said.

“Do—and Pl roll you in the brook!”
answered Putty.

“If you don’t want my company, Teddy
Grace—" said Fubby, in a very lofty tpne.
“Well, I don’t!” :

. ““Abem! He, he, he! I ecan take a
joke with anybody,” said Tubby Muffin.
“He, he, he! Shall we start now, Putty!”

that satchel,
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“T'm going to start,” answered Puity,
“and if I sce you around I'il scalp you!
It’s not a pienic, and you can go and ecat
coke t”

" Putty came out of the study, and Tubby
Muffin dodged away. The new junior went
downstairs, and Tubby followed him—at a
cautious disfance—into the quad. As Teddy
Grace nearéd the gates he looked back,
and found the fat Classical on Ins track.

As Putty of the Fourth was going out of
bounds, with a flogging hanging over his
head ia case of discovery, he naturally had
a strong objection io 'Tubby’s company.
Anything that happened within the know-
ledge of Tubby was pretty certain to
beeome knewn far and wide.

Pittty tuened back, and charged towards
the fap Classical with his satehel swinging
in the air. :

Tubby Muffin gave him one alarmed
blink and fled.

“Stop!” roared Putty. “I'm going to
scalp voai Come back, Muffin!”

- Tnstead of eoming back, Tubby Aluffin
put au speed, his fat little legs going like
clockwork, in the direction of the ericket-
field.

Putty of the Fourth chuckled, and went
cheerily out of the gates, satisfied that he
was rid of the inguisitive Tubby for the
afternoon. But that was a little mistake
on his part,

. L] L]

. .

“1 say, Jimmy.”’ =
* The [Fistical Four were on the cricket-
ground, with, the rest of the Rookwood
juniors, when Tubby Mufin came rolling

reathlessly up

Cricket was in full swing at Rookwood,
and Jimmy Silver & Co. were giving their
whole attention to the practice games. Silver
was about to send a ball down to Tomuny
Dodd at the nets when Tubby jerked him
on the sleeve,

“Don’t bother, Tubby,” said the captain
of the Fourth without looking round.

“RBut I say—"

o' Busy 1"’

“Yes, but it’s important, Jimmy,” pleaded
Tubby Muffin, “It's o matter you ought to
take up, as captain of the Form.”
~ “Qh, my hat! What is it ?” asked Jimmy
Silver impatiently, bestowing his attention
upon Tubby Muflin at last, 1

“Suppose a fellow—-"
ko “‘rcll ?"J
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"Bay, a fellow’s study mate—"!

“Buck up "’ .

“Suppose he had a remittance,” said
Tubby earnestly. - “Suppose he spent it in
tuck—-"’

“What on earth are you talking ahout
" “Suppose he went out to have a picnie -
all by himself.” said Tubby, with the solem-
nity of an owl. It was evidently a very
serious matter in the opinion of the {fat
Classical. “ Well, suppose—"

“Cut off I”’ growled Jimmy Silver.

“But I haven’t finished - yet. Suppose he
was going out of bounds, like a. greedy -
rotter, you know, to have a picnic all by
himself 2

“Dry up!”

“I say, Jimmy——— Look here, it’s up to
vou, you know,” said Tubby Muffin, catch-
ing the captain of the Fourth by the sleeve
again. “What I want is—" i

“You want a thump, and you'll get it
pret!r’.y soon it you don’t leave oft bother-
ing!”
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iz I” want you to come with me, Jimmy
“Eh! Where?”

“ After Putty I'> .

“Blow Putty!” roared Jimmy Silver.

“Cut off, and don’t worry !”

“But he’s got a feed >

Jimmy Silver turned on the fat Classical,
took him by his podgy shoulders, and sat
him down in the grasd with a bump.

“There! Now take a rest, and give me
one,” he said.

“Yarooh !”

Jimmy turned away. The idea of leaving
cricket, to pursue Putty in search of a sup-
posed feed, was amusing; but it was also
exasperating when the junior cricket captain
was busy.

Tubby Muffin scrambled up. but he did
not venture to tackle Jimmy Silver on that
important subject again. He looked round,
and finding Tommy Cook, of the Modern
Fﬁmrth, atgh:md, approached him confidenti-
ally.

“1 say, Cook, old chap,” began Tubby,
“1 want you to back me up—-""

“You want me to back you up
peated Cook.

“VYes, that’s it, Suppose a fellow—-’

“I haven’t time to listen to your chin-
wag, old chap, but I'll back you up with
pleasure,” said Tommy Cock. “Hero goes!”

“Here, I say! Wharrer you ai?” roared
Tubby Muffin, as Tommy Cook grasped him

9

re-
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“Backing you up!” answered the Modern
junior cheerily,

And he backed Tubby Muffin up—against
the pavilion, with a crash.

“Ow! Yooop!” roared Tubby, “You
Modern beast!  Yaroooh !’

“Want any more backing up?” asked
the humorous Modern.

“Yoop! No! ¥Yah!”

Tommy Cook walked away, chuckling,
leaving the unfortunate Tubby leaning on
the pavilion, gasping for breath.

“Ow! Wow, wow!” mumbled Tubby. “I
suppose I'd better try Higgs. Only he’s such
E' bolast; a chap never knows how to take

im 1"

The fat Classical looked round for Higes
of the Fourth. He found that burly youth
looking on at the cricket, with a darkened
brow, Higgs was a big and burly fellow,
and could lick almost anybody in the Fourth,
and he seemed t< regard that as a reason for
being allowed to shine at cricket. Jimmy
Silver took quite a different view, and Higgs
was not likely to become a member of the
junior eleven unless he could play good
cricket. Fortunately, Jimmy Silver was one
of the fellows Higgs could not lick.

“I say, Higgs, old chap—"" murmured
Tubby Muffin, approaching the bully of the
Fourth with some trepidation. Alfred Higgs
had a very uncertain temper and a heavy
hand.

Higgs scowled at him.
“Nice for me, isn't it?” he said.
- e Eh :,J e
“You know how I play cricket!” said

Higgs warmly.  “Silver thinks I can't!

* What does he know about ecricket?”’
“Nothing at all,” said Tubby i)roruptly.
“I never saw such a thoroughly rotten
cricketer as Jimmy Silver.”
e soft answer did not turn away wrath,
however,
“Oh, don’t be a silly ass!” snapped Higgs.
“C-cgortainly not!” stammered Tubby,
" “I—I mean, he's a jolly good cricketer—
best cricketer at Rool:wood*——"

. “He's nothing of the sort, and you know
b 5
“Of—of course he isn’t. He's a silly ass 1"
ﬁqs;:ed Tubby., “I quite agree with you,

,ggs ”

Tubby would certainly have been willing
te agree with Higgs if he had only known
what to agree to,

“ You're a silly idiot, Muffin!”

“%~I know. 1 menn P
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“Bilver’s a fair crickcter. But he doesn’t
bat as I do.”

“That he doesn’t, Higgs, old chap, I
heard Mornington say that he'd never seen
a chap bat as you do.”

Higgs snorted.

“If you're going to repeat Morny’s silly
H i
cheek to me, Muffin——’
“Nunno! I mean—-" .

“I’'ve got a late cut that's something
rather special,”” said Higgs. “Silver can’t
see it."”

“Oh, he’s an ass? said Tubby. *He
can’t see anything. He wouldn’t give me
a chance in the footer, you know.”

“Thnmging ass if he did.” = -

“Ahem! I—I quite agree,” mumbled
Tubby. “You know all about it, Higgs. I've

 often been surprised at the amount °you

know. Now, speaking of Putty—" 2

“Who's speaking of Putty?”

«I-_I am’i)

“Well, don’t.”

“Suppose Putty was going on a picnie.
Higgs, old chap—suppose he had a lot of
tuck in a satchel—" .
- “That reminds me,” said Higgs, with a
glare. “ Who's been at my cake?” ’

“Your—your cake!” stammered Tubby.

“Yes, my cake!' I told you what I'd give
you if you touched my tuck again. Now
I'll jolly well—  Cume back!” roared

iggs.

But Tubby Muffin was fleeing for his life.

The fat Classical gave up the idea of get-
ting recruits on the cricket-field. And he
was smitten with a dread that Putty might
already be engaged upon the picnic, and

 that he might be too late. He rolled oitt of

the school gates by himself, and took up
the pursuit of the new junior unaided.
“After all, the beast’s out of bounds;”
murmured Tubby, “I know where he's
gone—I know jolly well] And if he ecuts
up rusty, I -miihl; consider it my duty to
mention to Bulkeley that the beast’s been

trespassixgg l?’n old Stuckey’s ground again.

He, he, he

And, much enecouraged by that thought,
the fat Classical hurried along after Tadd!
Grace, who had long been out of sight.

Hg became very wary as he crossed a stile
leading into the fields that lay along the
Croft Brook.

There was & public footpath mcross the
fields leading to the plank bridge over tha
brook. Anyone who wandered along the
brook from the path was trespassing on Sir
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Leicester Stuckey’s property; and there had
been so many _complaints on the subject that
Dr, Chisholin had placed the footpath itself
out. of bounds for Rookwood jumiors. The
seniors were supposed to know how to be-
have with more circumspection than the
smaller fry.

Tubby had need to be wary—for there was
the possibility of meeting Sir Leicester or
one of his keepers or a Rookwood prefect. It
was likely enough that Bulkeley himself
would come back from Abbeywood by way
of the footpath scross the brook—and the
fat Classical knew what to expect if Bulkeley
found him there.

But the thought of Putty’s supposed feed
drew Tubby Muffin on like a magnet.

Tubby was quite assured in his fat mind
that Putty had retired to that secluded spot

to enjoy a plentiful picnic wll by himself ;-

and Tubby was indignant at the bare idea.
Wherever there was a spread Tubby felt
that he had a right to be included.

CHAPTER 23.
In Deadly Peril!

UTTY of the Fourth was at work.
P For once, he was busy without
being engaged upon practical jokes

or *monkey-tricks ” of any kind.

About a hundred yards from the plank
bridge he was ensconced under the trees,
busily daubing.

The greatest of - impressionist pictures
ever exhibited was mot-quite so thoroughly
impressionist as Putty’s work. Even the
artist himself was a hittle puzzled at times
to distinguish between his trees, his bridges,
and his clouds. But he was enjoying the
pursuit of his art, and, after all, that was
the chief concern.

Putty had forgotten all about Sir
Leicester Stuckey and Bulkeley and every-
body else, like a true artist, in the midst of
creative effort. He did not- sce or hear
Tubby Muffin approaching.

He gave a jump and dabbed a danb that]

was more impressionist than ever as the
fat Classical suddenly.tapped him on the
shoulder.
© “0h! You ass!” gasped Puity.
“He, he, he!”
“You—you fat chump!
doing here ?”
Tubby Muffin grinned.
“You're out of bounds, Putty!” he said,

Wnat are you
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wagging an admonitory fat forefinger atb
Teddy Grace.

“8o are you! growled Putty.

“That doesn’t matter so much—I'm not
a tricky monkey, always getting into hot
water!” grinned Tubby. *You're going to
have a flogging if- you're caught here. I
heard Bulkeley say so,”

“Oh, buzz off!”

“Where's the grub?*

“Eh! What grub?” .

“The pienic.” i

“There isn’t any picnie, you fat duffer
shouted Puity, in great exasperation. “I've
come here to paint,”

Tubby Muffin knitted his brows sternly.

“Now, look here, Putty,” he said. “I'm
willing to be friendly. 1'm willing to join
you in the picnic. I'm willing to go halves
}"éih you. I can’t say fairer than that, can

“TFathead !”

“It’s no good trying to pull my leg,” con-
tinued Tubby. “I'm pretty sharp. Yon
have to get up very early in’the morning
to pull the wool over by eyes, I can tell
you!" It’s no good telling ms that you've
come here to daub that silly rot—— ”

“That what?”

“Silly rot!” said the cheerful Tubby.
“You've come here to have the feed all
to yourself; and I think it’s greedy—selfish,
in fact. I hate selfishness. You wouldn't
go out of bounds simply to play the goat
with that silly daubing—— Yarooooh ! .

The exasperated artist lost patience.
Tubby Muflin suddenly found himself sit-
ting in the grass, without any clear ides
as to how he had got there.

“Wow-wow-wow!”’ gasped Tubby. “ Wuy,
you rotter, I've a jolly good mind to teil
Bulkeley! I believe he's coming home this
way, and I'Hl go antd meet him, and—-"

“Shut up!”

Tubby sat in the grass and blinked at
Teddy Grace in great wrath. He had come
there for a feed—mot a bumping.

“Yow-ow! You rotter! If you haven't
got a feed here, youw're playing some trick
on old Stuckey, and bring him howling
along to Rookwood again. I'm mot going
to let you! Tl jolly well go and meet
Bulkeley ?

“Better not go over the plank bridge,”

149

| grinned Putty. “It’s not safe. I've looked

at it.”"

“I'm going—”
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“It you do we shall lose the fattest idiot
at Rookwood, and some home for idiots
will be deprived of a futurs inmate!”

“You cheeky ass!” roared Tubby.

He scrambled to his feet and started
along the brook. There was evidently no
prospect of joining in the feod—if feed
there were.

Putty called after him, really anxious:

“Don’t ‘go on the plank, Tubby! 1 tell
you it's not safe!”

“You can't spoof me!”

“I've looked at it, you fat idipt!” howled

Putty. “I was going to the othor side
myself, only it wouldn’t do. The wood’s
rotted.”

- “Rats!”

Tubby Muffin kept on without looking
back. But he stopped all of a sudden. On
the other side of the brook, comirng through
the trees, a stalwart figure appeared in
sight. It was Bulkeley of the Sixth,

Teddy Cirace, farther along the slream,
was not in vicw, but Tubby Mullin’s fat
figure was fairly under Bulkeley’s eves as
the captain of Rookwood came towards the
brook.

Bulkeley knitted his brows as he -saw

im, and hurried bis steps towards the
plank. bridge.

“Muffin!” he exclaimed.

“Oh, erumbs!” gasped Tubby, “I—I—
T'm not here, Bulkeley— I—T mean, I've
only just come—I mean, I was just going.
T say, that bridge isn’t safe!”

. Bulkeley came striding across the plank,

The plank bridge, which was seldom used,
had long been out of repair, but it might
have been crossed successfully with ecaution.
But tho rapid and heavy strides of the big
Sixth-Former were too much for the rotted
plank. There was a loud crack as Bulkeley
reached the middle.

Tubby Muflin ‘stared at him

orror.

As the plank gave way Bulkeley stag-
gered back, the water swishing over his
boots. Then he fell headlong.

The brook was not deep, but as Bulkeley
crashed backwards his head struck the
broken plank, and he rolled helplessly into
‘the water and plunged under. 4

Tubby Muffin stood rooted in
of the bank, frozen with horror,

Bulkeloy’s head came up.

,Hts face was white and his eyes were
“nsed. He was unconscious. .

blankly, in

the grass
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“Grace!  shrieked Tubby.
Grace! Putty!”

“Oh, shut up!”

Putty of the FFourth was at some distance,
and he was busy. He had seen and heard
nothing of Bulkeley so far. :

Tubby Muffin ran frantically back along
the bank. .

“Putty—Bulkeloy—in the water—drown-
ing!” he gasped. < e

“What ?” :

“He'll be drowned!” shrieked Tubby. )

Putty jumped up, forgetful even of his
picture. He ran out frotn under the trees
to the water’s edge. A white face glim-
mered on the water as the unconscious cap-
tain of Rookwood was swept by into the
deeper water below the bridge.

“Good heavens!” panted Teddy.

He pitched off his cap and jacket and
%lllnk:ged in, without stopping & sccond to
think.

It was fertunate that Putty of the Fourth
was a good swimmer. With powerful
strokes he reached the unconscious Sixth-
Former and grasped him, bringing Bulke-
ley’s head well above the water

Tubby Muffin watched him from the bank
in_gasping terror,
ulkeley was quite unconscious. But for
Putty’s prompt aid he would have drifted
into the deep water and disappearcd. But
a strong grasp was on him now and Putty,
swimming stoutly, made for the bank, keep-
ing the unconscious prefect’s head well up.

It was a hard struggle for the junior,
good swimmer as he was, for he was in deep
water now, and the curfent was strong. He
was white from his exertions as he strug-
gled to the rushes, .

“Help me, Muffin, you fool!” he panted.

Tubby Muffin woke from a trance, as it
were, and plunged into the shallow by the
bank up to his knees, and lent his ajd.

Bulkeley was dragged ashore into the

“Teddy

grass. Tubby Muffin was splashed from '
head to foot with water and mud, and he
sank down gasping in the grass beside
Bulkeley.

“Ow, ow, ow!” he spluttered. “I—T'm
wet! Wow! I'm muddy! Ow!” 3

Puity dragged himself from the stream,
He was gasping for bréath, atid almost at
the end of his tether. And for sonie
moments he remained in the grass, breath.
ing  spasmodically, while his strength
returned,



THE

CHAPTER 24.
Keeping it Dark!
» OH dear!” gasped Tubby Muffin.

“I—Tm wet ¥
Putty rose with ah effort. He
was streaming with water. and
‘was a good deal wetter than Tubby Muffin,
Bulkeley lay in the grass, his face white
and set; but there was a trace of colour
creeping into his cheeks, and he was stir-
ring slightly.

.The Rookwoud captain was coming to
himself.

“0Oh, my hat!
Teddy Grace,

“T'm wot, Putty—wet all over!™?

“ Bother you!”

“Why, you unfeeling rotter!” howled
Tubby indignantly. “Suppose I eatch cold
—and influgnza—and pneumonia~———"

“Bulkeley seems all right,” remarked
Puity, utterly regardless of those terrible
risks that fat Classical was running. “He’s
coming to. He'll be all right in a minute,
Oh, crumbs—and that means a flogging for
me ¥’ ejaculated Puity, as the precise situa.
tion dawned upon him.

“Serve you right!” relorted Tubby
Maffin. “Tm as wet as anything, and you
don’t care if 1 catech——"

“Qh, dry up a minute! What the dickens
am I going to do? I'm jolly well not going
to be flogged, and Bulkeley’s bound to
report me—he always keeps his word——"

“Ohw, ow! I'm soaked—" .

Putty made up his mind swifily.

Bulkeley was . fast coming to himself;
and as soon as his eyes opened they would
rest on Putty—with direful results to that
disebedient vouth. Bulkeley, in regard to
Putty, had been acting under the Head’s
instructions—and -even the fact that Putty
had dragged him cut of the water would not

-excuse im for leaving his duty undene.
It was possible that the prefect’s ingrati-
tude might save Pntity from the promised
flogging; but it was not by any means cer-
tain, and the junior was naturally not dis-
posed to take the risk. e

Bulkeley did mnot mneed his care; and
though Puity would not have left him alone,
Tubby Muflin was there, and  he could
_remain,

Putiy decided at once. He clapped the
grumbling Tubby on the shoulder. -

“I'm going to cut off,” he said hurriedly.

What a go!” pgasped
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“¥You stay with Bulkeley, Muffin;. you're
not booked for a flogging——"

“T'm wet!” . !
“Don’t mention my name,” went
Putty. “Bulkeley saw you, didn’t he?”

“Yes. I say, I'm awfully wet!”

“Well, then, yon can stay; and if you
don’t mention that I've been here, Tubby,
ru f..tand you a feed in the study this even-

on

ing. : :

Tubby Muffin Jooked more attentive. He
even forgot for a moment that he was wet.

“What sort of a feed?!” he askéd
cautiously.

“ Anything you like!” said Putty desper-
ately, as the prefect stirred agamm. *If
Bulkeley knows I've been here, I'm dono
for. It's a flogging from the Head.” -

“Y know that. Will there be a cake?”

“Yes, yes!” :

Putty grabbed up his sketching thinga in
hot haste.

“And tarts?” cailed out Tubby.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

“All right, then. I say, what about one
of the sergeant’s pies——"

But Putty of the Fourth was gone. He
disappeared ibrough the trces, with his
belongings under his arms and in his hands;
and did not stop to pack them till he had
sprinted across a field and escaped into a
lane. After that he took the road to Rook-
wood. . -

He was not fecling very cheerful now. He
was soaked to the skin, and his. impres-
sionist picture was indefinitely postponed.
He left a track of water behind him in the
dusk, as he trotted along, for some dis-
tance. .

Near Rookwood he stopped to make him-
self as presentable as he could before enter-
ing the school; he did not want his state
to atiract attention. .

Fortunately, most of the fellows were still
ow the ericket-ground, and Putty was able
to dodge into the House unnoticed.

He pitched his satchel into his study, and
hurried up to the Fourth Form dormitory
to change his clothes and dry himself,

His damp clothes were tucked away safely
out of sight, and in a very short time Putty
of the Fourth descended from the dor-
mitory, looking as bright and clean as a new

in. ey
P He sauntered cheerfully out of the School
House, feeling nora the worse for his ad-
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venture, but conscious that it behoved him
to keep that adventure very carefully secret.

“Jallo! Where have you been this after-
noon?” asked Higgs, meeting him in the
quadrangle.

“Sketching, dear boy.”

“What rot!” said Higgs.

Putty smiled and walked on to the cricket-
round., Jimmy Silver greeted him with a
rown,

“Hallo, slacker!
for practice !”

¢ Better late than never!” answered Putty
cheerfully.

“Well, get your bat, and let us sce what
you can do,” said the captain of the Fourth.
[fTeddy Grace complied. He was very will-
ing to be occupied at cricket when Bulke-
ley arrived, in case there should be any
lingering suspicion in .the prefect’s mind
that he had been on Sir Leicester Stuckey’s
land that afternoon,

Not much more light

Jimmy Silver took the ball, and Putty |

stood up cheorfully to the bowling of the
Fourth Form's champion bowler, and it was
some timo before his sticks went down.
Jimmy Silver condescended to give the new
junior an approving look.

“Not bad!” he said.

“Not at all,” agreed Putty., “Will you

be wanting me for the junior eloven?”

Jimmy sniffed. -

“I’'m at your service if you do, you
know,” said Putty.

“The eleven isn’t at your service,
though,” answered Jimmy. “You've got
too much nerve for s new kid, Putty. I
suppose you've been up to some .of your
tricks this afternoon.”

“Tricks!” repeated Putty.

. “JIf I find pepper in my teapot, or mus-
tard in my cake, I shall come along to your
study and bring a stump!” growled Jimmy
Silver. “Hallo, Algy, what’s the row?”

Jimmy’s cousin, Algy of the Third, had
just arrived, at full speed, breathless with
excitement.

“Quess!” he gasped.

. *No time—get it off your chest!”

% Tubby Muflin—""spluttered Algy
Silver,

.. “What about him?” asked Teddy Grace
Cquickly. “Has the silly ass been chattering
—I mean—-"

“Oh; it's true!” said Algy. “I wouldn’t
~havé believed it, but Bulkeley said so him-
slf. ‘Como on, they're just going in! I
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Fa ney—Tubby
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came to-tell you, Jimmy!
Muffin—that fat chump! Come on

And Algy cut off again.

“But \\glat’s happened?” roared Jimmy
Silver. in surprise.

But the fag was gone—evidently burst-
ing with the surprising news,. whatever it
was. And Jimmy Silver, in great wonder,
followed him—and so did Teddy Grace.

CHAPTER 125.
Borrowed Glory!
EORGE BULKELEY opened his
G eyes, with a gasping breath.

He gazed round him dazedly, and
startef as he saw Tubby Muflin
squeezing the water out of his clothes.

“ What—what's happened ?”’ . muitered
Bulkeley faintly, .
“I'm web!’

“ What ?’*

“Wet all over!” growled Tubby.

Bulkeley sat up in the grass, still dazed,
and put hiz hand to his head. There was a
bump, where he had struck the plank, and

he was feeling sick and dizzy.

«T—J remember now ! he muttered. “I
—1 must have been stunned, I think. Oh,
my head. But—but I fell in the water. My
hat! Did you pull me out, Muffin?” -

Bulkeley was looking round him; there
was mo one in sight but the fat Classical,
Tubby, who was squeezin _the water out
of his jacket, blinkéd at him.

“] yanked you out by the collar,” he
answered. :

“Well, my hat!"’ .

“Tubby Muffin’s statement was quile cor-
rect: he had dragged Bulkeley out by the
collar after Teddy Grace had brought him
into the rushes. 5 e

But as there was mo ono else on tho

ot, George. Bulkeley naturally supposed
:ﬁat Tubby had done more than that. He
knew he must have floated down-stream
after falling into the water.

“Where did you get me out, Tubby ?”
he asked.

“Just here.” . -

“The water's deep here,” said DBulkeley,
with a look of blank wonder at the fat
Classical.

“ And jolly wet, too!” grunted Tubby.

“T pever knew you were such a swimmer,
Muffin.”

“ Such exclaimed

a—a—a—a what?”



Tubby, staring at the captain of Rookwood
in his turn, “Oh! I—1 seet . Jusi so—
. quite so. Oh, I'm simply a splendid swim-
. mer, Bulkeley! First-rate, in fact!”’
. Tubby was under strict injunctions not
- to mention that Teddy Grace had been
there, and the feed in the study depended
on it, so Tubby had to be very careful to

keep his compact.  But it dawned upon him
- that Bulkeley must be aware that someone
. had gone into the stream for him, at a very
- great risk, A glimmer came into Tubby’s
“round eyes. For the first time it came into
- his mind that here was glory to be reaped—
. cheap,
Glory did not often come Tubby’s way.
- He was distinguished for- his gargantuan
- appetite, for his marvellous scent for a feed,
and for his uncommon powers as a bor-
rower of cash. But these distinctions could
not exdctly be called glorious. And here was
glory—going cheap, as it were—to be had
for the asking! &
Alllmost unconzeiously  Tubby began to
ell.
' His fat conscience was satisfied with the
ea that he was bound to keep Putty’s
gecret, alter premising to do so. His
promise suddenly assumed an unaccus-
omed sacredness in Tubby’s eyes.

He simply couldn’t go back' on Putty,
who trusted him! And if the alternative
’ Bulkeley believe that he—
fiin—had performed an. action
of great valour, what was Tubby to do?
i After all, he would have done it if Putty
thadn’t—or, at least, he would have if he
could have—so it came to the same thing,

that it did.

i George Bulkeley was silent for some
minutes, - getting his breath "and rubbing
is head. He was not much hurt, and he
was recovering fast. More than anything
Ise, he felt utler amazement that it .was
T'ubby Muffin who was his rescuer.

. For ho knew that only a hefty swimmer,
nd a plucky one to boot, could have got
im out of the water: and Tubby certainly
Was not famous for either quality.

" Tubby, growiug. more important in his
boks every moment, finished squeezing his
acket, and put it on. He was already
eflccting how much Bulkelcy's gratitude
ould be worth to him.

i When this got out it would make some
ows feel small, Tubby reflected—fellows
o called him a fat grampus, and a fat
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roally—or. at least, Tubby tried to believe |-
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frog, and things like that, and never be.
lieved that he could do anything but de-
molish great quantities of tuck.

Bulkeley’s  voice  interrupted  these
pleasant reflections. The prefect had risen
to his feet, and was regarding the fat junior
thoughtfully, .

“I'm very much obliged to you, Muffin 1

“Not at all, Bulkeley! Don’t mench |”
said the fat Classical, in quite an airy way.
“Jolly glad I happened to be on tho spot,
that’s all. Right chap in the right place—
what "

“You must have had some tiouble with
me in the water,” said Bulkeley. “I was
guite unconscious, till I came to just now.”

“Well, it was a bit of trouble,” confessed
Tubby Muffin, “You're rather heavy, you
know."’

“It beats me !” said the captain of Rook.
wood. “J—I mean, I'm very decply obliged
to you. I should never have thought—ahem }
You ran a great deal of risk coming into
deep water for me.”

“Neover stopped to think of it!” said the
cheerful Tubby. “Just tackled the job, you
know, and put it through. Efficiency, you
know. That's me all over.”

Bulkeley smiled,

“It was plucky ! he said.

“Well, as you make a point of it, Bulke-
ley, I admit it was plucky,” said Tubby
Muffin_modestly, “T'm not the chap to
brag, I hope, - S8till, it was plucky. The
Muffins are a plucky family. As for me,
personally, I don’t mind mentioning to you,
Bulkeley, that I'm as brave as a lion.”’

And Tubby Muffin swelled, till he really
seemed in danger of sharing the fate of
the frog in the fable,

“ Better get in and get these wet things
off,” said Bulkeley. “We may catch cold.
Better run.”

“Right you are, Bulkeley! T say, vou're
not going to report me for being out of
bounds, are you?” asked the fat Classical
anxiously. ; .

“Under the circumstances, I think I can
undertake to.let you off for that,” said
Bulkeley, with a smile. “ But you mustn’t
do it again.”

“'Tisn’t as if T was a-hounder always play-
ing tricks, like Putty, for instance, is j¢ 3"
said Tubby, with a grin.

“No," said Bulkeley, with a nod. © Quite

different. But what did you come here for,
Muflin ™
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“I—I thought there was a picnic, and
there wasn’t,” said Tubby.

Bulkeley laughed. Tubby’s presence hy

the Croft Brook was fully explained. The
captain of Rookwood was crossing the field
with long, rapid strides, and Tubby Muffin
kept at a trot to keep pace with him. He
was scon gasping for breath, but Bulkeley
would not let him slacken down. It was
necessary to keep warm iill the wet clothes
could be changeh.

They arrived at Rookwood in quite ‘a
warm glow.

Mr. Bootles met them as they came in at
the gates, and he stopped and looked at
Bulkeley quickly

“What has happened’ he exclaimed.

“An aceident, sir,”” said Bulkeley. “The
ﬁlnnk on the Croft Brook went, and I tum-

led in.”

*“Bless my soul |” said Mr. Bootles. “But
Muffin—-"

“Im awfully wet, sir!” put in Tubby im-
portently. “Boaked to the skin, sir! But I
don’t mind. T've saved Bulkeley's life—
haven’t I, Bulkeley?”

“I¢’s true, sir,” said the Rookwood cap-
tain, as Mr. Bootles blinked at the fat
(Classical ovor his glasses in great astonish-
ment, and several fellows gathered round
curiously. “I knocked my head on the
plank I think, and lost my senses. Muffin
must have gone into deep water for me, and
how he got me out goodness only knows,
He's much heftier than anybody ‘ever
thought.””

“Bless my soul!” said the amazed Mr.
Bootles. “Muffin, I am very pleased with
you. I should never have dreamed—
ahem !—

“It was my pluck, Tubby
cheerfully.

“What ?"

“Pluck, sir! T've got no end of pluck.
Ask Bulkeley. He knows.”

“Abem! You had better go
change your clothes at once.”

Bulkeley strode on, and Tubby Muffin
trotted after him, leaving the Fourth Form-
master blinking. If it had been Silver, or
Lovell, or Tommy Dodd, Mr. Bootles would
not have beea surprised; but the idea of
Tubby Muffin as a hero necded getting
used to.

There was a buzz of surprise among the
Rookwood fellows who had heard what was
said. The news spread on all sides. Bulke-

»

sir,”  said

in and

ley and Tubby Muffin had disappeared into
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the House .when Jimmy Silver & Co.
arrived from the ericket field.

But they soon learned the news. And the
brief and emphatioc comment -of . Jimmy
Silver was:

“Rats "

i CHAPTER 26.
Dfficial !

“ P UBBY. MUFFIN 1 )
3 “He’s saved Bulkeley's lifel™
o Rats !3)
“Bulgeley says so!”
“Then he’s dreaming1” -

“Tf Bulkeley thinks so, it's time he woke
up !* said Arthur Edward Lovell emphati-
cally. “What do you think, Putty?”

Putty of the Fourth had quite a dazed
look. The news that there had been an
heroie rescue, and that Tubby Muffin, of the
Classtcal Fourth, was the heroic rescuer,
simply flabbergasted Teddy Grace. As for
the credit that might have been reaped
from his exploit, the scamp of Rookwoad
had not given that & thought; but still less
had he surmised that Tubby Muffin would
lay claim to that same credit.

“¥ think it's rot !” gasped Pntty. “I'm
jolly sure Tubby never went into the water
}or Bulkeley.?

“P]) believe it if I hear Bulkeley say so,”’
said Jimmy Silver.

Mornington came down the stairs.

“Tubby says—" he began. .

“Where is the fat spoofer ?” asked Jimmy

Silver.
* “He’s in the dorm, changing. He's wet
right enough,” said Mornington. *“ Wet and
muddy. So was Bulkeley. The fat bounder
says he rescued Bulkeley at the risk of his
life—owing to his tremendous pluck—"

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“He’s modest about it!” grinned. Lovell.

“Well. that’s what he says,’’ said Morn-
ington laughing. “Gammon. of course:”

“8poof |” agreed Jimmy Silver.. “Let’s
ask Bulkeley.”

“Yes, rather!”

Quite a crowd of fellows went along to
Bulkeley’s room.  The door was locked.
Bulkeley was towelling himself dry. Jimmy
Silver knocked.

“You at home, Bulkeley ?”

“Yes. What do you wang?”

“You";e been in the water?”’ -

“Vos?
“There's a varn that Tubby Mulin
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fetched you out,” said Jimmy, {hrough the
.~door. “Nothing in it, of course?”

“It’s true, Silver.”

U‘Eh ?.I) \

“Quite true.”

“Wha-a-at?"

“Muffin fetched me out of deep water,
risking his life to do it,” said Bulkeley,
from within. “Never mind his swank—he
did it! Now cut off 17

Jimmy 8ilver almost tottered away from
Bulkeley's door. The news was nearly too
much for him.

“It—it—it’s true!” babbled Jimmy.
“Tubby—Tubby Muffin did it! He did
it! Oh, my only hat!” z

“Great Scott !”

“The fat bounder—he didn’t!” exclaimed
E Putty indignantly.
- “Bosh! Tf Bulkeley says so, it is so,”
- said Jimmy Silver; “and that settles it.
You fellows, we haven’t done Tubby-justice.
The}'e’s more in Tubby than meets the

. “And there’s plenty of him that mecets
e eye, too!” remarked Mornington,.
“Ha, ha, ha!” )
*Tubby Muffin ! said Jimm{. “Tubby
—a giddy hero! Who'd have thought it?
"Let’s go and see him, and hear all about it.
i Tubby Muffin—my hat!”

*  And nearly all the Fourthh Form marched
up to the dormitory to interview Tubby
Mufin—Rookwood’s Hero !

GCHAPTER 21.
Heroicl

- UFFIN
- M “Tubby Muffin!”

Jimmy Silver opened the door
1 of the Fourth Form dormitory.
| The dusk of a spring afterncon . was
closing in on Rookwood ‘School.  The sun-
et glimmered in at the high windows of the
dormitory, and shone upon Reginald Muffin,
of the Classical Fourth—more commonly
known as Tubby Muffin, on account of his
vircumfercnce.
. Tubby Muffin had just changed his
clothes, and he was now busily occupied in
brushing his hair.
. Upon _his fat face was a smile of smug
satisfaction. )
¢ Tubby Muffin was in high feather ilat
@fternoon,
“Hallo, you fellows!” he remarked.
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Jimniy Silver marched in, with nearly all
the Classical Tourth at his heels, and a
good mauny of the Moderns.

All eyes were fixed upon Tubby Muffin,
in astonishment and keen interest. Foy
once the fat Classical was the cynosure of
all eyes, and he basked in the limelight, -

“Tubby, old scout—""

“Tell us about it, Tubby!”

“Go it, fatty!”

“Oh, you’ve heard!” remarked Tubby, in
a lofty manner. “T wasnt going to talk
about what I've done, you know. Tt was
really nothing to me.  Anything really
plucky is just in my line!”

€ 0]1 ij,

“The fact is, you fellows have never
really known the kind of chap I am,” said
Tubby Muffin severely, * * You know now,
I hope. I'm not going to talk about it.
True heroes are always modest. I read
that in a book once.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Tubby, my modest and unassuming herc
——" began Jimmy Silver,

“That’s it—that’s me all over!” asscnted
Tubby brightly. “Modest and unassuming.
And the best of the buuch, all the time!
That’s me!”

“Ha, ha, ha!’”

“Modesty, thy name is Mufin!” mure
mured Raby.

“But we want to hear the thrilling yarn,
Tubby,” said_Jimmy Silver, laughing. * We
couldp’t swallow it at first. Buf we've
asked Bulkeley of the Sixth, and he says
vou pulled him out of the water. It beats
ug~——-""

“Look heve, Jimmy Silver—7"

“Ahem—I mean, it's very surprising’
Nobody ever suspected you of being a giddy
hero before, Tubby ! ' ’

“Though you might have guessed it fron
Tubby’s unassuming modesty !” remarkec
Arthur Edward Lovell solemnly.

Tubby dabbed his unruly hair with the
brush. :

“I don't mind telling yvou fellows about
it,” he said,

“I thought not !” murmured Jimmy.

“Eh! What did you say?”

. “.'Iﬁ-n-nothing! Get on with the wash
mg

“Well, the plank: went, and Bulkeley
went!” continued Tubby. ‘“He banged hi:
napper on the plank, and lLe went intc
fthe water like a—a—a—like enything. ir
act..‘ - =
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Tubby gave his hair another dab, put-
hng in a dramatic pause at the most thril-

‘ng moment of the stirring tgle.

And then?”

“Well, what could I do?’ said Tubby.
“*There was Bulkeley whiffling along into
deep water, unable to help hlmseﬁ. I
thought it oul with marvellous swifiness.
\Viﬂ,l’out stopping to think a moment, 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you fc}lo“s c.lci\lmg at?”’
“Never mind; run on!

“Without stopping to think a moment,
plunged into the raging flood—"

“Into the which? yelled Tommy Dodd.
“The ragmg flood 1”  replied I‘ubby
warnly. “lInto. the brook, you know.”

“The Croft Brook isn’t a raging flood.
“It’s as smoolh as a pond.”

S I 30\1:0 going to carp at everything
I say, it's not much use my telling you
about my heroic decd!” said Tubby
Muffin loftily.

“Ha, ha! Shut up, Tommy! Let's
on to the heroic deed.”

“Go it, Tubby!”

i | phmged into the raging flood,” re-
peated Tubby Muffin, \uth a blink of de-
fiance at ’lo'nm) ‘Dodd. “The ihlmdermg
billows nearly overwhelmed me——"

“My hat!”

“But with heroic resolution, I fought
my way up to Bu]ke]ey-—-——’

“Phew 1"

“Beizing him by the halr, I bore him
ashore—"

“Lucky he doesn’t wear a wig!
marked Doyle.

“Shut up, Doyle! Stick to it, Tubby!”

“I bore him ashore, amid the raging
billows,” said Tubby, who had quite a
poetical imagination when once it got fairly
started. “ Exhausted by my fearfu! efforts,
I sta.ggered ashore with Bulkeley in my
arms—"

“You carried the ’h;gge\t chap in the
Sixth in your arms!” shrieked Raby, -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tubby Muffin started.

“I—I—I mean, not exactly in my arms!
he stammered. *“To be strmtly accurate,
I had him by the collar I—I was speal(mg
liguratively, of course.’

ot

get

1

re-

(R3]

“Stick to the facts, and let the figures
alone, old trump,” said Arthur Edward
Lovell. “The facts are staggering
enough ”
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“I laid him on the grass, and—and sank
exhausted to the earth,” said Tubby Muf-
fin. “I was \\ct——n.“fu]l_y wet! But I
never thought about myself, 1 never do

“Ob, crumbs !’

“I looked after him like a long-lost
brother,” ‘said Tubby. “He cawme to his
senses at last, and sat up. He secmed sur-
prised, somehow, that 1t was I who had
rescued him.”

“No wonder!”

“And he’s not going to Lepmt me for
breaking bounds,” said Tu “It would
have been different if it had been Teddy
Grace. Putty is going to have a flogging
if he goes on old Stuckey's land again.
That’s why he—he—1 mean, Teddy Grace
!aasn t anything to do with it, of course.”

“Keep to the point,” urged Lovell

“Never mind Teddy Grace now. Did you
carry Blllkelcy home to Rookwood in }om
arms?””

“Ha, ha, ha!”

ik Nunno; I couldn’t, you know 1%

“Go hon!”

“We walked home—at least, Bulkele
walked and I trotted,” said Tubby Mwﬁn. :
“Bootles met us as we came in, He t
me I was a credit to the Form., Solam! ‘”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'm not the fellow to brag—

“Oh, crikey !”

“Not in the Jeast. T shouldn’t have told
you fellows all about. this ab all, only I think
it may be for your good,” explamed Tubby.
“You will be able to take e as an
example, 'you see.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. chuckled,

But for ihe fact that Bulkeley, the captain
of Rookwood, had already cer toborated the
story of the rescue, ihey certainly would not
have helieved a word of the egregious
Tubby’s yarn.  But Bulkeley’s statement
was unquesiionable; and, 2 amazing as it was,
Tuabby had to be believed,

Shorn of all ¢xaggerations, there was no
doubt that the fellow who had plunged into
deep water to rescue George Bulkeley
had done a very plucky thing—and Tubby
was given that much ci‘edlt

“Well, old chap, you ‘re an av.ful ﬁbbel,
said Jlmmy Silver. ‘““But you’ ve goi more
pluck than we ever thought:

“Blessed if 1 understand it now,
Lovell.

“It’s rather a corker, bul there you are!
Bulkeley says .it’s true. and I suppose he

EEl

said
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knows,” said Jimmy. “Tuabby, old man,
you're s giddy hero. Three cheers for the
giddy hero of Rookwood |

And the cheers rang through the dormi-
tory, mingled with some laughter—and
Tubby Muffin smiled expansively, Like the
gentleman of ancient times, at that momens
the fat Classical came near to striking the
stars with his sublime head.

————

CHAPTER 28.
In Borrowed Plumes!

iV OU fat rascal!"

Y Teddy Grace, the new junior in

the Fourth Form, made that un-

: complimentary rémark as Tubby
Muffin entered Study No. 2.

Teddy Grace had the doubtful honour of
sharing that study with Tubby. Higgs
and Jones minor, who also shared No. 2,
were downstairs in the Common-room,
where discpssion was still going on concern-
§$ri§g Tubby’s heroic exploit, _

Grace stared grimly at the fat Classical
as he came in, and shook a clenched fist
“at the hero’s fat little nose. y P

“You fraud !” he exclaitned. * You spoof-
ing porpoise I”’

Tubb:?oll)[inked at him.

“I say——" he began,

“You fat spoofer! What do you mean by
telling  the fellgws such = thunderiug
whoppers?” roared Teddy Grace.

“Look here, Putty——0?

“I've a jolly good mind to give you away
on the spot!” growled Putty of the Fourth
savagely. -

Tubby Muffin grinned.

“You can’t!” he answered.

Tve a jolly good mind to, T'm not
going to stand by and hear you spinning
such thumping yarns!” :

“If you're going to attempt to throw
doubf en it, Grace, I ecan tell you it’s
11!0 goo’d. The fact is, I did rescue Bulke-
atla

#You did?” howled Teddy.

“Yes—at least, I pulled him out of the
water,” said Tubby.  “You can’t deny
that, Putty. I certainly pulled him out,
and I got jolly wet.”

“You fat rascal! You caughts-m}d of
his collar after I’d brought him ashore,”
said Putty, “That’s what you did.”
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“You can tell the fellows that if you
like.”

“Isn't it true, you fraud?”

“It may bé true, and it may not,”
answered Tubby calmly. “ You see, Bulke-
ley supports what Tve said. He thinks—I
mean he knows it was me,”

“My hat!” :

“1 think you're jolly ungrateful,” said
Tubby warmly. “It was all for your sake,
OO ”

“You’'ve been telling these thumping lies
for my sake?” howled Putty.

“Certainly. Didn’t you make me promise
not to mention that you'd been anywhere
near the Croft Brook?”

“Yes; but—"

“Well, when Bulkeley came to he saw
me—and what was he to think? I couldn’t
mention you'd been there, owing to my
promise, Some fellows know how to keep
a promise,” added Tubby lofily.

Teddy Grace gave the fat Classical a
wrathful glare. t

He ‘had cut off after pulling Bulkeley
out of the water, to escape unseen, be-
caunse. he had been promised a flogging by
the Head if he was caught on Sir Leicester
Stuckey’s land ‘again. Putty did not care
two straws about getting the credit for
the plucky action he had performed, but
he cared a great deal about a flogging.

It was frue that he had bribed Tubby
with the promise of a feed not to mention
that he had been on the spot, and he had
escaped before Bulkeley came fully out of
unconsciousness. He had not had much time
to think, and it had not even ocecurred
to him that the egregious Tubby would
attempt to shine in the réle of heroic |
rescuer, )

But Tubby “had * him, there was no
doubt about that. To expose Tubby’s pre-
tence meant giving away his own trespass
on Sir Leicester’s land, and that meant a
flogging from Dr. Chisholm,

The alternative was to remain quiet and
listen to Tubby’s “swank,” and let it pass,
which was very exasperating, and, indeed,
pub him in the position of being accessory
to a falsehood. That was not a pleasant
position, but there seemed no help for it.

Tubby Muffin grinned again as the néw
junior remained silent. He felt that he
was master of the situation. -

“If I hadn’t been such an honourable
chap—"" he went on. _
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“Such a what?” gasped Putiy.

‘' Honourable chap—I should have given
you away. But iny word is my bond,” said
the fat %Jlass*ical with dignity. “Some fel-
lows are honourable and some aren’t. I
happen to be one that is, that’s all.”

“0Oh, my hat!” said Putty.

“Don’t you be afraid,” said Tubby en-
. couragingly. “I’'m going to keep your
secret. T shan’t give you away. Nobody’s
going to know from me that you went
on old Stuckey’s land to sketch after Bulke-
ley had warned you not to. I'm a fellow
of my word. You just hold your tongue,
and 1t’s all right.”

“And let you go on telling lies?” growled
Putty. |

“Of course, I should disdain to
lie,” answered Tubby calmly.

“What do you call it, then?”

“I may have emphasised my part in the
bizney, that's all  After all, I did pull
Bulkeley out—"

“After I'd been in for him and got him
to the shore, you fat fraud!”

“Never mind that; T did pull him out,
and that’s what Tve said 1 did.
think you're going to bag my glory,
Putty——"

“Wha-at ?”

“All the fellows know now what a plucky
chap T am. Tt's no good you trying to
deny it! T call this simply mean jealousy,”
said Tubby. “You ought to be proud of
me as your study-thate. I'm surprised at
you, Putty. I am, really.”

Teddy Grace stared at him.

“ You—you--you fat idict!” he gasped.
“I suppose you're a bigger fool than any-
thing else.” i

“Not much of a fool to rescue Bulkeley
from being drowned, T should think.”

“But you ¢idn't do it!” shricked Putty.

“If you're going to begin that again,
I've got nothing more to say. I deeline to
discuss the matter with a fellow who's
jealous of e, - Now, what about that
feed

“What feedi”

“Look here, you know you promised to
stand a study spread if I kept 1t derk about
you .t:];et(;h]'ng by the Croft Brook this after-
nogn——=*"=

Putiy of the Fourth breathed hard.

“ I never thonght for a minute that you'd
;n:li:n_iit an excuse for telling all thése lies,”
1 satd,

tell a

If you|

\

THE BOY WHO WAS SOFT!

“I ‘wish you wouidn’t be so personal,
Putty,” said Tubby - Muffin peevishly.
**Anybody would think I was a regular
fraud to hear you talk.”

“What are you?” hooted Putty,

“Look here, what about that spread?
Pm jolly hungiy. After what I've done,
I'm fairly famished. I suppose you're go-
ing to keep your word, as I've kept mine.”

“I suppose it's no good talking to you,
you fat idiot !" growled Putty.

“Well, I'd rather have tea, if you don't
mind, old chap. We can talk after tca.”

Teddy Grace gave it up. :

He felt it incumbent upon him to stand
the promised spread; for Tubby had, in
fact, kept his side of the bargain, though
he had enlarged upon if.  And Reginald
Muffin’s fat face was soon beaming over
a festive board.  Jones minor and Higgs
came in to tea, and the change in their
manner, towards Tubby Muffin was quite
striking. ~ Hitherto, Tubby eertainly had
not been a person of much consequenea”
in Study No. 2. Now he was treated. with:
considerable respect by two of his studys
mates, at least. e

Putty's cheerful face was grown quitoe
morose, It was irksome to him to hear
Tubby Muffin rolling out “whoppors ” that
were growing larger and larger with every
repetition, and to remain silent when he
knew the facts. It was not the fact that
the fat Classical had bagged the glory that
properly belonged to him that worried
Teddy Grace; he did not care about that.
It was the mountain of untruthfulness that
was growing up under his eyes that worried
him, But there secmed no help for it.

There was a tap at the door as the juniors
finished tea, and Bulkeley of the Sixth
looked in.  George Bulkeley was a little
pale, but otherwise looked none the worse
for his adventure that afternocon.

He gave Tubby Muffin 2 nod and a cheery
smile—a great honour from so important a
personage as the captain of the school.

“Oh, having your tea?” he said. I
was going to ask you to tea in my study
Muflin, but another time—-—"

Tubby jumped up at once.

“Tll come with pleasure, Bulkeley!” he
exclaimed.

“Butdf vou've had your tea——""

“ThaPs all right. I've [finished here.
T'll eome.” }

Bulksiey lavghed.  Putty’s spread in

+ No. 2 had been quite plentifnl,” but the



at Classical was quite ready for another
ea. Probably he would have been prepared
or a third after that.

. “Come on then, kid,” said the captain of
Rookwood, :

~ Lubby Muffin rolled ont of the study,
L and  trotted along  the passage with
¢ Bulkeley, followed by a good many glances
from the Fourth Forin fellows. Tubby
‘held his fat little nose very high now;
‘he was a great man at present., It wasn't
very junior in the Fourth Form who was
“asked to tea, and called for personally, by
he caplain of Rookwood.
Regmald- Muffin  enjoyed
‘Bulkefey's study.
land Tubby, in spite of his carlier exertions
bin his own quarters, scemed to be blessed
iwith an excellent appetite. :

¢ “Thanks very much, Bulkeley ! he said,
fwhen it was finished, and he rose to depart,
: I’H,come' to tea again to-moirdw, if you
ike,”

T} Oh 1
sback,

his  tea in

said Buikelcy, rather taken
;“I'l! come with pleasure,” .
Oh!” repeated Bulkeley, with quite a
ious expression on his face. “Clortainly!
kel .

*

CHAPTER 29.
Triumphant, Tubby!
IMMY SILVER & Co. couldn't under-
stand if, %
The Fistical Four were puzzled, and
so were all the other fellows.
Tubby Muffin, baving done a very plucky
i and  shown  what go8 quality
; somewhere under his layers of
fat, might have been expescted to show some
bther good qualitics, and at the least a
glimmering of modesty.
i But Tubby Muffin didn't,
t The day after the adventure at the
Jroft Brook, Tubby was still spinning the
farn, He had always been a hard worker
pith his chin, as Arthnr Edward Lovell
xpressed it, but his chin had more exer-
than ever now. And the burden of
song, so to speak, was the uncommon
= ois}rln of Reginald Muffin of the Classical
rth.
tHow a fellow who had ever done any-
ng really decent could be such a hope-
braggart was a puzzle. It was really
xing, : ;
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t was quite a good fea, |
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And though ihe juniors agreed that
Tubby had done a really good thing, thoy
began to get rather fed-up with the story
of the heroie rescuc.

Moreover, it was only

kudos that Tubly
Muffin wanted.

Being a fellow of snch

uncommon deserts, he felt that he was
entifled to other rewards of Jmerit. Ag
a heroic rescuer, with his blushing

honours thick upon him, he seemed to
fuel entitled to extract little lonns from
his adwmiring Form-fellows; and, indecq,
he sccured quite a little harvest of “babs >
from fellows who did not like to say “No »
under the circumstances,

All Tubby’s “bobs ** went the same way
—to the tuckshop; and that day, for the
first time in hiz fat carcer, he really had
what he considered enough to eat.

He dropped in to tea at Bulkeley’s
study, as he Lad promised, Bulkeley was
very kind; he could not forget that the
fat® junicr had pulled him out of deep
water, and, so far ms he could see, saved
his life.  Naturally, he felt friendly to-
wards the junior; but hetween the Sixth
and the Tourth there was a great gulf
fixed, which was not to he passed even
by the friendliest of feclings. Tubby
Muffin_appeared to have grown blind to
the existence of that gulf.

Neville of the Sixth was at tea with
Bulkeley when Tubby dropped in, and
Tubby was quite friendly to Neville. The
latter was very dry in his manner, bug
Tubby did not mnotice it. He chatteq
freely over {ea, and Bulkeley and Nevilla

1 became very silent, but Tubby was equal
eq

to deing enough talking for three at any
time. ¢

The two great men of the Sixth had the
privilege of hearing Tubby Muffin’s opinioy
of the prospects of the first eleven, now
that ericket was coming on at Rookwood.

Tubby’s opinion on that subject was really
not very valuable, but he propounded it as
if it were far above rubies.

He became so very friendly that he ad.
dressed Bulkeley as “George,” a mode of
address that made the captain of Rookwood
jump. ;

When Tubby was gone Bulkeley breathed
deep and hard. He locked at Neville, and
Neville looked at him.

“Well!” said Neville.

“ Well ” murmured Bulkeloy.

“T suppese that cheeky little beast did
pull you out of the water yesterday ¢”
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“ He certainly did.”

l_“I suppose you can’t very well thrash
TR

“Well, under the cires—"

“I can't understand it,” said Neville,
“rJ'hnt fat little swanking ass isn’t the
Cilow to do it. Sure you didn’t go to
sleep by the brook and dicam it?’

l;’;;lke!c_\' ]iaughed{. b

“I've still got the bump on my napper
where 1 kuocked it on the plank,’”” he ]sj:ﬁ?l

“Well, it beats me! Is that fag coming
to tea with you every day?”

“1—1 don’t know.”

“Well 1”7 said Neville again, And he let
it go at that, not finding any way of ex-
pressing his feelings.

Tubby Muffin rolled away along the Sixth
Form passage, quite contented with him-
self and things generally. He felt that he
was getting on in the Sixth; it wasn't every
fag at Rookwood who had pals in the top
form. In fact,, nobody but Tubby had,
which was snother proof of Tubby’s un-
common merits. .

He ran into Carthew of the Sixth at
the corner of the passage, and Carthew
gave him a shove. Tubby bumped against
the wali and yeled. e

“Waw!”

“What are you doing here, you fat young
sweep?” demanded Carthew,. *Looking for
grub in the studies—what?” &

“T've been to tea with my friend Bulke-
ley!"” answered Tubby Muffin, with a great
deal of dignity. ¢

“Your what?” yelled Carthew.

“My friend George.” )

“Your friend George!” repeated Car-
thew. “My hat! Is this what Rookwood
is coming to?”

“And you'd better look ouf, Carthew!”
said Tubby. warningly. “If you bully me

'l tell George——"
= “You-—you'll tell George!”

“Yes, rather! And YVl tell George to
boot you!” said Tubby, growing bolder.
“Now I'm f[riendly with George you can

look out, Carthew, so I ‘tell you! In
fact, I want you to understand—
Yarooh! Leggo! -Wharrer you at, you
beast ¥*

“I'm giving yon something to tell
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George!” grinned Carthew,
Smack, smack, smack!
“0Ow! Yow! Yoop! Oh, my hat!”
Tubby Muffin tore himsclf away and ran
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for it, without making any altempt to inter-
view George. b2

He felt injured—in a double sense—as
he rolled away to the ¥ourth- Form
quarters, 'This wasn’t the way a hero ought
to be treated. But Carthew always was
a rotter.

Tubby Muffin had had tea—an ample_tea
—in Bulkeley’s quarters, but the sound of
crockery in the end study drew him thither.
He blinked in on Jimmy Silver & Co.

“Hallo, my giddy hero!  Any more
heroic rescues to-day?” grinned Lovell.

“1 «don’t think you ought to joke about
it, Lovell, considering that I plunged into
the roaring flood at the risk of my own
life, and——" ’

“'Nulf said! Go and tell anSther chap
about it !” implored Lovell.

“Go and tell Putty, your merry study*

mate !” chuckled Raby. “Putty doesn’t
seem to believe that you did it all!”
“He's jealous!” 'said Tubby Muffin

calmly. “He knows jolly well that I pulled
Bulkeley out of the water. He saw me——""

“He saw you?” ejaculated Newcom

“He saw me after I came in, I m
jolly wet! He doesn’t scem to think ai
thing of my reflecting on the study. I
call it ungrateful !’ said Tubby.s “You
fellows having tea?”

*Looks like it. doesn'f it?”

“T1 don't mind joining you. I've had tea
with George, but—-"

“(George!” repeated Jimmy Silver.
“Which George? There’s lots of Georges
at Rookwood.”

“Bulkeldy, I mean.”

“8o you call Bulkeley George, do you?”
asked Arthur Edward Lovell, with a curious
look at the fat Tubby.

“Naturally, as he’s a pal of mine,”

“Oht Is 1Y1e a pal of yours?”

“Well, I saved his life, didn’t I?” de-
manded Tubby. “Isn’t that enough to
make a Tellow a fellow’s pal?” ‘

“Does he like it?” asked Lovell, with 2
grin.

“Like me calling him George? Of course.
We're so friendly, you know. I don’t stand
on ceremony with George, I can tell you.”

.The Fistical Four chuckled. They had
a very strong opinion that Tubby Muffin
would not take long to wear out Georgc
Bulkeley’s gratitude.! ; ‘
- The fat Classical sat down to tea, and
the chums of the end studv did not say




“woncussion and a roar, and
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him nay. When the table was cleared--it
was a sort of race betwcen the TFistical
Four and Tubby—the fat youth took his
leave, and rolled along the Fourth Form
passage in search of other fellows who
felt disposed to stand a free spread to a
hero.

Tubby Muflin was making the most of
his heroism. He believed in making hay
while the sun shone.

CHAPTER 30.

Bulkeley’'s Pal!
UMP!
B The following day, after lessons,
3 Jimmy 8ilver was coming along to
5 Study No. 2 to call on Putty of the
Fourth, when the door of that apartment

suddenly opened, aud a fut figure whirled

ut.

Tt landed at Jimmy’s feet with a-loud
Jimmy Silver
;eeog-msed it as Reginald Muffin,

A boot appeared for a moment in the
rway, which looked like Teddy Gruce’s,

‘and was 'withdrawn.

I jolly well will if

3
:
4

i

3

Jimmy Silver stopped.

“What the dickens—” he began.
“Yarcooh 1”
“Tubby—" -
“Yow-ow-ow! - The rotter! That’s

because he’s jealous of me!” wailed Tubby.

“I've a good mind to tell George!”
Jimmy Silver laughed as he picked up
the fat junior and set him on his féet,

Tubby Mufin gasped for breath.

“1 say, Jimmy—I say-—"mogh"

“Well 1 said Jimm,

“I believe you cou!d lick Putty, couldn’t

rou?”?

“I could lick you, you fat bounder, and
you don’t cut off!”
growled the captain of the Fourth.

"But I soy, Jimmy, look at me! DI’ve
been kicked out of my own study, you
know—me, you know! Fancy that! Il
- tell you what—you give Putty a jolly good
hiding, and Il take you to tea along with
“me in George’s study George will welcome
any friend of mine.”

“Fathead !”
. “He’s an ungrateful beast, you know!”
gasped Tubby, i “After I've kept his

‘secret——"

.+ ““Whose—George’s ! grinned Jimmy.

|.E,'
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“Nunno—Putty’s.” .
“What on earth secrets are you.keeping
for Putty, you duffer?”
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“Why, about—I—I mean—ahem !—
nothing! I don’t know anything about
Putty going un old Sluckey's land, of
course.”

“So he’s been going therc cgain, has
he ?” growled Jimmy.

“Oh, no! Not at all! Ile hasn’t, and I
dor’t know anything about it,” starmmered
Tubby Muffin. “I—I must get off now, or
George will be waiting tea for me”

And Tubby Muffin rolled avwuy to have
tea with George once more.

Jimmy Silver entered #udy No. 2. Ha
found Dutty of the Fuurth looking flushed
and angry.

demanded Jimmy Silver. “Heroes oughtn’i
to be booted out of their studies, Putty.”

Teddy Grace gave a snort. = »

“It’s all gammon!” he growled. “I
believe . the fat villain’s going to squeeze
money out of Bulkeley—he was mumbling
something about it. I wor’t allow it!”

Jimmy’s face became grave.

“I hope he’il stop short of that,” he said.
®But I don’t see how you ean siop it,
Grace, if he does. But I didn't come here
to talk about Tubby. I’'ve just seen Mr.

Bootles.”
“Well 7 grunted Putty. “Don’t say I'm
in a row again. I haven’t done anything

that I know of.”

“That’s the question. - Have you been
on old Stuckey’s ground again?’ asked
Jimmy Bilver.

“Blow old Stuckey!”

“Blow hinr as hard as you like; but that
jsn’t an answer. The old hunks has been’
complaining again; hbe’s rung up the Head
on the telephone, Mr. Bootles says. Now,
I know you went along the Croft Brook
several times to paint—those queer thmgs
you call pictures—"

“Fathead1”

“8ir Leicester Stuckey has told the Head
said Jimmy Silver. =~

“Tubby. Muffin was there on Wednesday,”
said Putty, w! lth A grin, “So was Bulkeley,
for that matter.”

“ Bulkeley was only on the footpath -and
it’s not out of bounds for the Sixth. The

brook is on old Stuckey’s property, and

“Is that the way you treat a giddy hero?”

1

that.a-Rookwood boy has been trespassing,”
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he makes no end of a fuss if anybody goes
there; he thinks fellows go there to fish.”

“Well, I haven't been there to fish, any-
way.”

“No, you go to sketch,” said Jimmy.
“Or else to play tricks on somebody.
know you! Anyway, sketching there is
barred. According to what the old hunks
has yarned -to the Head on the telephone,
a Rookwood kid was scen there sketching
one day this week—and that couldn’t be
Tubby.” g &,

“Oh, my hat!”

“My. Bootles has told me to speak to

any fellow in the Form who thinks of defy- |-

ing old Stuckey, and give him a serious
warning,” contifued the captain of the
Fourth. “I'm fed up with the subject,
aud if T catch any chap trespassing there 1
shall punch his head! You ean go and
make your daubs somewhere else—see ?”

“I'm not going there again,” growled
Putty. “But I don’t see how I was seen
last time I was there. I certainly wasn’t
aware of it.”

“Then you have been there this weelk ?”
exclaimed Jimmy.

“Possibly.”

“Well, it looks to me as if you’re bhooked
for a row,” saild Jimmy Silver. “Old
Stuckey must know it for certain, or he
wouldn’t ring up the Head on the subject.
I must say you deserve to get a lickink,
Putty. Bulkeley took the trouble to warn
.you specially.” .

- “T don’t believe I was seén. TIf I was,
why hasn’t the old hunks complained about
it before 77 5

“Blessed if T know!” S

With “that, Jimmy Silver quitted the
. study, leaving Teddy-Grace in a thought-
ful and worried mood. He had been on-
the Stuckley Croft land once that week—
on Wednesday afternoon; the oceasion
when he had rescued Bulkeley. It was now
Friday, and if he had been seen there, it
was curious that the incident had not been
mentioned to the Head before. And he had
been very cautious indeed; so far as he was
aware, no one had seen him there, excepting
Tubby  Muffin, and Tubby was certainly
keeping it dark for good reasons..

And Putty had other worries, too, con-
cerning that eventful Wednesday afternoon.
Tubby Muffin was displaying more and
more the charming inwardness of his
fascinating nature,
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So long as the fat Classical was content
with egregious swanking, Putty felt that he
could be silent, and give him his head, as
it were. But Tubby had been thinking the
matter out, and with results. He had let
drop a hint in Putty’s presence concerning
a little loan he intended to raise from his
friend George.

Teddy Grace remained some time in
thought after Jimmy Silver had left him.
When he quitted Study No. 2 at last he
made his way to the Sixth Form quarters.

There he waited about till Tubby Muflin
came out of Bulkeley’s study.

The fat Classical had invited himself to
tea with Bulkeley again, and the captain
of Rookwood was still enduring Tubby’s
society with fortitude. His position was
rather difficult. - Any fellow but Muffin
tight have been expected to exhibit a littlo
tact; but tact was not one of Reginald
Muffin’s gifts. .

Tt really looked as if the fat junier
intended to “hang on” till Bulkeley’s
patience was worn out; and it was a rathes
interesting question how long that wimﬁ‘.
take. ' En

Tubby came rolling down the corride
with a fat and contented face, and Ted
Grace caught him by the shoulder at the
corner. There was a half-crown clutched
in Tubby’s fat paw.

“Hallo, Putty!"” said the fat Classical
genially, if a little uncasily. “Come along
to the tuck-shop, old chap. T'm standing
ginger-pop.” '

“Where did you get that half-crown, you
fat fraund 7 muttered Putty. ¥

“Look here—-~ .

“Where did you get it?” gwowled Putty,
shaking him. “Have you squeczed it out
of Bulkeley, you fat rotter 7

“Ow! Look here, Putty.. What does it
matter to youw if my pal George makes me
a loan?” demanded Tubby indignantiy
“I'm going to settle up; I suppose you
know that?” \

& ’_‘Eou’ve stuck Bulkeley for half-a-crown

“He's lent me half-a-crown!” answered
Tubby Muffin, with - dignity. “Why
shonldn't he, after what I've done for him?
There’s such a thing as gratitude, Teddy
Grace—- Yarooh!”

Tubby Muffin fled, with Putty’s boot to
help ‘him.  But he fled in the direction of
the tuckshop,



Teddy Grace remained in painful thought
for some minutes, The affair was taking a
serious turn now. 5
He realised that Tubby was too
thoroughly obtuse to understand that he
was wrong or acting unscrupulously. But
thie fact remained that the captain of Rook-
wood had been swindled out of money—for
that was what it amounted to, whether
Tubby understood it or not.
It was a very unpleasant position for
utty of the Ifourth, o reveal! the facts
&vas to ask for a flogging from the Head,
but the alternative was scarcely less un-
yleasant, A
¢ He walked away at last to Bulkeley’s
gtudy. He found the capiain of Rockwood
Jooking very thoughtful. How to deal with
khe clam-like Tubby was growing to be a
yroblem for the-head of tne Sixth.
EPutty laid a half-crown on the table.
From Muflin, Bulkeley,” he said quickly.
e doesn’t need it, after all, and he's
h obliged.” - i ,
right !” said Bulkeley, with a smile.
v left the study quickly. He Lad
his mind and his conscience by
ying Tubby Muffin’s debt. But evi-
atly that was a process that could not
| containued indefinitely. Tubby Muffin
d play at that game much longer than
ddy Grace could.

CHAPTEHR 1.
Bulkeley Sees Light!

ROUSERS—one guinea!”
4 I Jimmy Silver stopped as he
3 came on Tubby Muffin in the

Form-room passage after lessons
| Saturday morning. Tubby was seated
ta windaw there, with a stump of pencil
is hand, a soiled sheet of paper on lis
ge, and a thoughtful frown on his brow.
Ie was evidently making caleulations.
{Trousers—one guinea!” he was (inurmur-
. “That’s cheap. I'm letting Bulieley
ttoo lightly; but, after all, he's a pal
gre’s the waitcoat; but I won't say any-
bg about that now. That will keep!”
immy Silver dropped his hand or the
junior’s shoulder, and Tubby looked
h a start.
What are you up to?” asked Jimmy
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Tubby affably. “I say, what do you think?
Is a guinea enough for my bags ¥ I spoiled
them, you know, rescuing Bulkeley from
the water, I'm entitled to compensation,
aren’t 13"

“Clompensation!” repeated Jimmy.

“That’'s it! Considering that 1 saved
Bulkeley’s life, he can’t grumble at paying
for the trousers, can he?”

(13 Oh !?’

“It’s up to him, I think,” said Tubby
Muflin. “What do you think, Jimmy?"

Jimmy Silver breathed hard through his
noso, -

“I think you’re a disgusting fat worm
he answered. “Have you the neck to get
money out of Bulkeley because you pulled
him out of the Croft Brook?” \

“That’s a rotten way of putting it—a very
rotten way. It shows a low, suspicious
mind, Jimmy !”

“What!”

“T don’t want to rub it in, but TIve
noticed before that you’re not so high-
minded as I am, Jimmy. I never look at
things in that low, suspicious way,” said

]
-
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Tubby Muffin calmly.  “Besides this is
simply a matter of business. My trousers
i

“You fat rotter 2%

“My trousers have heen quite spoiled—
well, very nearly gpoiled. I think, if Bulke-
ley knew, he weuld be willing to pay for
the damage. I feel bound to tell him. I
don’t mind doing brave and generous things
—that’s me all over—but I can’t afford to
stand Bulkeley the price of a pair of
trousers, and that’s what it amounts to. Of
course, I should offer to let him have the
trousers if he pays for them !” added Tubby,
with dignity. “I'm honest, I hope.”

Jitnmy Silver looked at him.  There
seemed to be no words in the English lan-
‘guage equal to the occasion.

“Trousers—one guinea!” repeated Muflin,
returning to his calculation. *That's fair,
and Bulkeley can't grumble. I'm really
letting himn down lightly,  Some fellows
would make it thirty shillings; but T hope
I'm not a profitecr. The waistcoat will
keep—another time, perhaps—"

“What about the socks?” asked Jimmy
Silver sarcastically.

Tubby nodded.

“Yes, the socks were wet,” he said. “Not
exactly spoiled, but there was damage—
there certainly was damage. But the socks

- will come in another time, Jimmy. I think
a guinea for the trousers will do at present.
What do you think?”

“I think you're a measly toad!”

“It’s rather ill-natured of you, Jimmy, to
call me names, just because I've done a
splendid aet of courage, and put you in the
shade. Look here, talk sensibly, and give
me vour opinion! Shall I make up a com-
plete bill, with all the items, or shall T
spring them on Bulkeley one at a time ?”

Jimmy Silver did not answer that ques-
tion.

He took Tubby Muflin by the collar and
knocked his head on the wall, by way of
expressing  his opinion and his feelings,
and went his way, leaving Muffin yelling,

“ Silver 1”

Jimmy Silver stopped, as he was going
out into the quad. at the sound of Mr,
Bootles’ voice. 5

“Yes, sir?”

« “Kindly tell Bulkeley that the Head
wishes to see him in his study.”

“Certainly, sir!” ... ..

THE BOY WHO WAS SOIT!

Jimmy Silver hurried out and found the
captain of Rookwood on the cricket-field,
and delivered his message.

Bulkeley frowned.

“Stuckey again, I suppose!” he muttered,
And he strode away to the School House,

Putty of the Fourth was coming out as
Bulkeley cntered, and the Sixth-Former
stopped him. o

“Don’t go out of gates, Grace!” he rapped

out. o

“Eh? Why not, Bulkeley?” deinanded
Puity. ‘ ‘

“You may be wanted.”

“Oh, ilear!” groaned Putty.  “More
trouble! What bave I done ihis time.
Bulkeley "' 5

“I fancy you know. You can wait, any
way‘» ho -

Bulkeley went on to the Head's study.
and found Dr. Chrisholm with a k

brow.

“Sir Leicester Stuckey has comm
with me again, Bulkeley,” said t
in a rather acid voice. “It appea
his complaint is not without grou
thought at first. It is certain thal
Rookwood boy was trespassing upon his
grounds on Wednesday afternoon.” {

“Muffin was there, near the footpath:
but, owing to what he did for me, I though:
he could be excused for breaking bound-.
for once.”

The Head nodded.

“Quite so, Bulkeley: but this does nat
refer to Muffin. A Rookwood boy has becen
seen sketching there—taking unwarrantabls
liberties with Sir Leicester’s property, i
the way he describes it.”

“On -Wednesday afternoon!”  repeaii-d
Bulkeley, ‘It was on Wednesday afternoon
that I was pulled out of the brook by
Muffin. At that time there was certainis
no other Rookwood boy there,”

“It appears to be certain that some bLcy
was there during the afterncon. Sir Leic
ter informed me over the telephone yesterda:
that a guest of his was taking photograp's
in -the ground, and onc of the negative:
when developed, showed the figure of ¢
schoolboy seated sketching by the brook
The photographer apparently had not scii
him, b}lt the figure came out in the photr
graph.”
~““Oh!” said Bulkeley.




“In order to place the guils npon the
right shoulders, as he chooses to express it,”
went on tho Head dryly, “Sir Leicester bas
had an enlargement made of the photo-
grapli, and now tells me that he recognises
the boy perfectly as the boy who was
reported on a previpus occasion for the same
conduct.”

“Grace of the Fourth Form, sir.”

“Exactly. 8ir Leicester states that the
photograph was taken at about four o'clock
on Wednesday afternoon. I should like you
to ascertain, Bulkeley, where Grace was at
that time on that day.”

“It is very odd, sir.

It was about a

bbeywood, by the footpath,” said Bulke-
“T saw Muffin there, but I certainly

it once, sir.”

- Please do so, Bulkeley.” .
tkeley quitted the Head’s study with
ughtful frown on his brow. The news
eddy Grace had been by the Croft
pok almost at the time of his rescue was
rtling. A curious suspicion had risen
i Bulleley’s mind.

His rescue by Tubby Muffin was aston-
ng enough in itself—and was still more
astonishing in the light of Tubby's subse-
guent vagaries. Another possible explana-
ion now occurred in Bulkeley's mind.

- “Grace!” he called out.

Putty of the Fourth was waiting in the
orway of the School House with a worried
brow. In spite of the care he had exercised,
nd of the fact that Tubby Muflin had kept
bis secret, he had a feeling that his dis-
bbedience of orders on that memorable
casion was destined to come to light.

| “Yes, Bulkeley?”? he answered, quite
fispiritedly.

L “Come to my study.”

“All right, Any old thing!”

¢ Teddy Grace obediently followed the cap-
ain of Rookwood into his study, Bulkeley
xed his eyes upon him sternly,

psday afternoon I he demanded,
' At—at which—"

“Were you on Sir
Blate "

Leicester Stuckey’s

w nothing of Grace. I will question him

“ Where were you at four o’clock on Wed-
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“I warned you that afternoon about going
there, Grace,”

“Ahem 1

“Did you pull me out of the water?”

“Eht”

“I asked you a question,” said Bulkeley
grimly, “I was unconscious in the water,
owing to knocking my head. Someonc
pulled me out. I found only Muffin with
me when I came to. You must have been
there a few minutes earlier, at any rate.
Tell me the truth.”

“The—the fact is—

“Was it you pulled me out, and bave you
been keeping it dark because of the flog-

| ging to come "

" stammerad

“Alem! You—you sce—
the unfortunate Putty.

“It is known that you were there about
four; Grace. A photograph was taken, as
it happens, and you show up in it.”

‘“Oh, what rotten luck!” groancd Putty.
“Who'd ever have thought of a thing like
that? Oh, dear! There’s no rest for the
wicked 1"

“ And now——

Tap!

There was o knock at the door. and it
opened fo admit Tubby Muffin. The [at
Classical rolled in with the familiar easc
that was now natural to him when he visited
his friend George's study.

”
CHAPTER 32.

Tubby's Little Bill—And the Payment Thereof!
* SAY, Bulkeley—

I “T'm glad to see you, Muffin,” said

the captain of Rookwood grimly,
Tubby nodded and smiled, though

he was looking rather suspiciously at Teddy
Grace from the corner of his eye.

“I thought you would be, George,” he
replied.  “I’ve just dropped in, old chap,
to show you this little account,”

“That what ?”

“1 hope you'll think it’s all right,” said
Tubby, presenting his little bill. “If there's
any item you think isn’t quite fair, you
just tell me, George, and we’ll discuss it.
I want to do the fair thing by an old pal.”

George Bulkeley’s face assumed a quite
extraordinary expression as he locked at
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the grubby shect of crumpled paper pre-
sented by Tubby Muffin,

It was quite an interesting document. It
ram;

AKOUNT

OF DAMMAGES SUSS.

TAINED IN RESKUING BULKELEY
} OF THE SIXTH.

£ & d.

To 1 pare of trowsers, spoyled .o 1 1 0

To waistcoat, dammaged .. .. 10 0

To 1 parc of 50X .4 &+ oo =0 5 0

1 shurt, spoyled .. .. .. .. 10 0

To 1 parc of pants; dammaged ... 12 6

Totle .. 218 6

Bulkeley read that precious document and
tead it again, and stared at it, and then
staved at Tubby Muffin, The fat Classical
met Lis stare with a happy smile.

“How does that strike you, George?” he
asked.

“ How—how—how docs
babbled Dulkeley.

“Yos, old infant. If there’s anything that
doesn’t scem fair, don’t mind telling me.
I'm a businesslike chap.”

“My—-my hat!” gasped Bulkeley.

Teddy Grace was looking on in silence,
hat with a gleam in 2i$ eye. He had a sus-
picion of what s7as on the paper.

Bulkeley turned to him.

“T,ook at that, Grace,” he said. )

“Oh, 1 say—"-began Tubby Muflin un-
casily. : )

Teddy Grace looked at the paper, and his
face flushed with wrath.

“You fat swindler!” he roared, forgetful
of Bulkeley for the moment, and he made a
stride towards Tubby Muflin.

The fat junior jumped back in alarm,

But Bulkeley interposed.

“Hold on, Grace! Muffin, this account
appears to be for damages sustained. in get-
ting me out of the Croft Brook the other
day?”

“Yes;, Bulkeley!” gasped Tubby Muffin.
L If:if vou think T've overcharged you

“Never mind that now. T was surprised
at the time that you were able to get me
out of deep water,” said Bulkeloy. “It was
rather a hefty job for a junior.”

it strike me?”

‘THE BOY WHO WAS SOFT!

“I—I'm a splendid swimmer, you know,”
stammmered Tubby, with a very uneasy bligk
at Putty of the Iourth.

“You must be, il you did it. Did you do
163"

“On, I say, Bulkeley! Ti—if Putty says

“Never mind, Putty! Did you do it?”
thundered Bulkeley.

Tubby Muffin cast a longing glance
towards the door. This interview was turn-
ing out unexpectedly painful, ‘

. “If you doubt my word, Bulkeley—""he
murmured feebly,

“I do‘r)

“Oh, I say! Fancy that!” gasped Tubby.
“ After I plunged into the raging flood and
rescued you at the risk of my life—now you
bégin making a fuss over a few-items——"

“Hold your silly tongue a minute, Muffin !
Grace!” :

“ Yaos, Bulkeley !” groaned the unfortunate
Putty. “Go it! Don't i=in¢ me!” .

“Was it you got 'me out of the wat
Tell me the truth, you yow:s raseall” |

Putty hesitated.

“You needn’t be afraid of the flogging:
growled Bulkeley. “1 v a pretty clear idea
how matters stand now, and if i+ was you
who saved me, I'll do my best with the
Head to let you off with a caning.”

“Qh, good!”

“T—Y say, it wasn't Putty!” exclaimed
Tubby Muffin in great alarm. “He wasn’t
there at all! T never followed him to the
brook because I thought he had a picnic
there——-"’

“What |”?

“And I never yelled to him when I saw
vou fall in, Bulkeley. I never did! And
I didn't -promise to keep it dark that he
was there!” spluttered Tubby Muffin, in a
great hurry—rather too great a hurry, in
fact. “Nothing of the sort occurred, Bulke-
ley. You can take my word for it. As for
the feed he promised me, it never came off.
Putty wiil bear me out in that.”

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Putty.

“We had a bit of a feed in the study, but
it wasn’t for that. I never agreed to keep.
it dark that Putty was there. Besides, T did
get wet, you know, He splashed me——"

“Ha; ha, ha!™

“It’s all very well for you to cackle, Putiy




. “Muffin, you lying little rogue!™ thun-
dered Bulkeley.

“0Oh, dear! He’s accusing me of lying

:_now, just because I want him to pay for the

© trousers!” gasped Tubby Mufiin, *It’s un-
grateful!  Tt's sharper than a serpent’s

' tooth, just like you read in Spokeshave—I

mean, Shakespeare, I—I'm shocked at you,

Bulkeley! A chap ought to bo grateful
. when = chap’s saved a chap’s life at the risk
of a chap’s life—— VYarooooh!”

The heroi¢ riscuer suddenly found himself
caught by the collar, and a cane whacking
upon his plump person with considerable
energy.  Tubby Muffin’s indignant protesta-
tions changed to yells of anguish.

; “Yow-ow-ow! Leggo! After I .saved

. your—yarooh !—life! 1 wish 1 hadn’t—

Wow! VYoop! Oh, crikey! I—F1l let you

ff with ten-and-six for the trousers, Bulke-

y—yaroooh! I say, old chap, I won't

ge ,\;‘ou anything—yah! Oh! Yoop!
op'1” :

0O %

bby Muffin was bindled out of the

¥, and he fled, toaring, Tt was the end

- Tubby’s triumphant career as a hero, He

oked anything but heroic ag he streaked

flown the Bixth Form passage yelling.

~ **And now, Grace, you young rascal—-"

Teddy Grace sighed.

“Lay it on lightly, Bulkeley,” he mur-

mured. “I did pull you out of the river,

you know, and if T hadn’t broken bounds ¥

- couldn’t have done it, could I? And—and

I'm not going to send in a bill for

d age Ko

] ulkeley laughed. *

" “You're coming with me to the Head,”

“he said, “T'll get you off as lightly as I

can, 7’

' “You're a brick ! said Teddy gratefully.
And he followed Bulkeley. to the Iead’s

gtudy with all the fortitude he could muster,

- . . . . .

Jimmy Silver & Co. heard the news later,
and they were not very greatly surprised.
rue, they had not thought of Putty of‘the
Fourth in connection with Bulkeley’s rescue,

eroic rescue by Tubby Muffin, The Fistieal
wur looked for Putty in his study, and
und him rubbing his hands, while Tubby
iffin was groaning dismally in the arm-
hair.
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“So it was you!” exclaimed Jiramy Silver,
Putty grinned faintly.

, “Little me 1™ he answerad, “Ow! T¢'s all
right. I've Leen caned by the Head. Bui
I don’t mind. It was the flogging 1 objected
to. As for the caning, T shouldn’t wender if
T'didn’t deserve it. These headmasteérs havo
to be given their head, anyway.”

“They do,” agreed Jimmy.
yow've got off lightly.”

_ "Sodo L, answered Putty, “If I'd known
it before, I think I’d have chanced it ; but
floggings aren’t to my taste, Bulkeley put
in-a word for me, and the Head was rather
decent about it, Ow!”

SAnd you—-you fat rascal!” exclaimed
Jimmy, turning to Tubby Mufiin,
Tubby blinked at him dolorously.

“Bulkeley licked ‘me!” he gasped. * e,
you know! Jeyver hear of ingratitude like
that? I never did! Sharper than a ser-
pent’s tooth, you know. Ow!"

“Ingratitude!” stuttered Lovell, “What
had Bulkeley to be grateful for, when you
never did anything but spoof him all ‘the
time 77 :

“That’s a rotten way of putting it, Lovel)
—~ow! Mr, Bootles himself said I was a
eredit to the Form—wow !

“That was before he knew
Iying.”

“Look here, Lovell—ow-ow! I've been
licked, you know!" gasped Tubby. “Tm
suffering an_awful lot! But the worst of
it is-that Bulkeley somehew seems to think
that I've acted badly in the matter. Fancy
that !

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

“He does!” said Tubby. “You'd hardly
beljeve it, but he docs! Me, you know'!
0ld Spokeshave—I mean, Shakespeare—was
right about the serpent’s tooth, wasn’t he?
P'm not going to speak to Bulkeley again.
I won’t go to his study to tea any more, if
he asks me on his bended knees!  ¥f there's
anything X can’t stand, it’s ingratitude—ow !

“1 think

you were

i I used rather to like old Bulkeley, but I

must say he’s turned out an ungrateful brute

| —ow! What do you think; Jimumy 7

But Jimmy could not say what he theugif
He could only gasp.

THE EXD.
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In Africa, lion hunting is by mo means the
sport it was half a century ago. The rapid
growth of eivilisation, the new railways, the
building of ports on the coast have driven
what reinains of the species far inland, and the
work of bagging him to-day is more in the
nature of a task than of an adventure, More-
over, Mr. Lion has got to know something of
the ways and the habits of his hunters, and,
being intellizgent as well as cunning, takes great
care not to be eaught napping. .

How He Starts!

To hunt lions successfully, the sportsman must
be prepared to speud money, TUsually he takes
with him eight or a dozen native hunters, the
swine number of camels or ponies, and, of
course, supplies, tents, and wagons. His first
job then, on striking a country which promises
sport, is to make inquiries among the nalive
kraals and villages he might link up with, and
from one or the other of these ascertain
whether lions are in the neighbourhood. Usually
there is no lack of evidence il such is the case.
Lions are particularly partial to cattle, and it
osne or more should be in the vicinity a bewail-
ing native owner will soon make known lis loss.

‘The Trail of Footprints!

Well, then, having discovered that, the hunter,
accompanied by his natives, sets about track-
ing his lion down, To his trained eye it is not
a difficult matter, for lions, as a rule, prefer
to conduct their own hunting upon soft ground,

and usually leave plenty of evidence in the way |

of footprints. Long before the lair is reached
the hunter receives plenty of evidence that he
is approaching his quarry's headquarters. The
presence of vultures in a tree; a low growl; a
frightened jackal: a chattering of birds, is quite
enough to warn him that he is near the spot.

The probabilities, seeing that it is daylight,
are that Mr. Lion will be sleeping, concealed in
the grass or under a bush, Very carefully and
stealthily the hunter arranges his natives in a
huge circle so that they completely surround
the suspected spot. Then he takes his own
position down wind, some distance away from
them.

Native Beaters!

At a prearranged signal these natives . wilt
canse a _disturbance, and, arousing the lion,
diive him towards the hunter who, if Le's
lucky, of course, shoots him as he approaches.
supposing, however, that the lion is suspecte:l
to Le awake and alert, the plan usually adopted
is to set fire to the grass near him and drive
him oul that wav.

But it Is perilous work—hard work, too. It
sounds simple enough here, but constant  dis-
appointments and pitfalls await the huater, He
may track a lion all day and yet not come up
with it; on the othei hand, he may track it to
its lair only to find the lair empty. On the
top of all that there is always a big possibility
that some unscrupulous native, upon whom lie
relies for information, may have led him on
a false scent simply in the hope of exiracting
the money which is usually paid for $uch in-
formation.

A Live Bait!

Aunother method of hunting lions in a country
known to be plentifully supplied with - the
species is the ‘‘zeriba” method. A zeriba iz a
thornbush enclosure, which is built into
form of a narrow conleal-shaped hut, with
hunter inside it and a loophole from whi
shoot. Tethered to the zeriba is a donkey
pony or some other live bait, to attract g
notice of Mr. Lion when he should come th
way. For a mnight, two nights, or even more,
the hunter keeps a watchful vigil from this
zeriba, -and upon sighting a lion in quest of the
bait, of course, shoots 5

But the most risky method of all is that
employed by the hunter who watches by night
at - the - drinking pool. Lions, like all other
jungle denizens, prefer to drink by might, and
usually one is favoured by all animals, The
evidence of the tracks in the mud are, of
course, sufficient to tell the hunter which pool
this is, and, having discovered it, he conceals
himself down wind on fine, starry nights; his
gun in - hand, ready to fire at sight 6f his
quarry. I suppose this is the most popular
way of hunting among sportsmen who are fon!
of the thrill of the thing, but it is risky—very,

Crude Metheds. - :

The native way of hunting lions Is' essentially
erude, Usually it consists of beating vound the
lion's lair, disturbing him, and, upon his show-
ing himself, harling spears or. darts er firing
poisoned arrows at him. The skin obtained by
this method, however, is usually worthless, and
the Resh, by reason of the poisoned weapons.
uneatable. Moreover, it is seldom that such a
party wins free without some casualties.

Yes, lion hunting is a great sport, provided
you can find the lions. But many big game
hunters who have spent years in Afriea will tell
vou that it is a sport which is very mueh over-
rated, and, once the novelty has worn off, jiot
worth the candle i
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