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CHAPTER 1.
Fag Wanted!
A0
Carthew. of the Sixth Form at

Raokwood was lounging at the

corner of the passage, with his hands
in his pocKots.

He called “Tag!' as Jimmy Silver &
Co. eame down the staircase,

+ A dozen of the Third and the Fourth
had passed Carthew, and he had not ealled
to them. Rvidently he had been wai

* for the four chums from the End Study

ver, Lovell, Raby and Neweome,

known throughout Rookwood s
Four,

e four juniors looked at one another;

but they did not look at Carthew. They

went on.

Fag!" called the Sixth-Former again.

“You'll do, .Silver!”

Jimmy Silver compressed his lips.

The chums of the TFourth were
down to [football practice, and
Silver, as junior captain of Rookw
wanted on the scenc.

going
Jimmy
d, wax

NOWHERE!

BB

A Powerful and Dramatic

Tale of JIMMY SILVER

& Co., the Chums of
Rookwood,
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exasperating to be ealled upon to fag just
then; and Jimmy knew, just as well as il
the bully of the xth lad told him, that
Curthew was ca on his sery j
becanse it was particularly ex

think you hear me,
Carthew, coming forward with an
able smilo upon his face.

“Bother you!™ was Jimmy's reply,

“What !

“Look here, ’m just going down to the
footer "’ exclaimed Jimmy Siiver.  *You
can get another fag, Carthew,”

Carthew shook his head,

“A prefect must be just,” he said. 1
can't allow you to shirk and put it on
somebody else, Silver.””

Jimmy's eyes gleamed, ¢

“Look here,” broke out Arthor Edward
Lovell, “vyou ean go and cat coke,
Carthew ! Jimmy's wanted on Little Side.”

“Cut for it, and chance it!" whispered
Raby.

“Come on!" said Newcome.

Mark Carthow planted himself in the way
of the junio He did not-mean to let his

agreo-

It was particularly | victims escape.
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“Qjlyer—"" he began. !

“I'm not fagging this afternoon,”’ said
Jimmy Silver determinedly. “I'm wan
at the footer, Carthew.”

“ Follow me at once !”

“Cut !’ whispered Jimmy.

The Fistical Four made a rush for the
doorway. ; .

Carthew was  shoved pside, and the
juniors Hled.  Bub the Sixth-I'ormer was
Tushing after them in a moment, and his
grasp closed upon Jimmy Silver's collar,
Tovell and Raby and Newcome dodged
out into the gquadrangle; but the captsin
of the Fourth was a prisoner.

“ Leggo!" roared Jimmy.

“(Come with me, you _checky young
rotter—ah !” i

Ji.nlm'ly Silver jerked his collar away.

Carthew was between him and the door-
way now, and Jimmy dodged up the
passage.

+ v Stop!”
Jimmy

roared Carthew.
stopped—not because Carthew
shouted, but because Mr. Bootles, the
master of the Fourth, suddenly loomed up
before him in the corridor.

Mr. Dootles blinked at him over his
glasses.

“PDear me!' said Mr, Bootles.
what—what is the matter 7" L
_ “1 have just asked Silver to fag for me,
sir,” said Carthew smoothly. “He was
bolting instead.”

Mr. Bootles frowned at the junior.

“That is a highly improper proceeding
on your part, Silver!” he said, with
weverity.

Jimmy breathed hard.

“P'm wanted at footer, sir,” he answered,

“*(h, if 1t is for a foolball match, Car-
thew will excuse youl’ said Mr, Bootles.
“It is understood. Carthew, that on the
ocvasion of s match, a player cannot be
called away for fagging duties.”

“1’s not a mateh, sir!” said Carthew.

“But Silver says—""

“I’s football pratice,
Jimmy.

“Oh. in that case, there is no reason
why you should not do as a prefect requires
you, Silver: You will obey Carthew.”

“But, sir-—"

“You hear me, Silveri”
Bootles, and he rustled on.

Jimmy Silver clenchied his hands.

** What—

sir,” explained

said Mr.

roceeding (o
ixth; but it 3
a Form-ma
asked Cart

It was rather a risky
obey a prefect of the
quite impossible to disobey

“Are  you coming "
with a grin. 4 3

“im coming I’ said Jimmy sheutly,

“Got a move on, then lid

Carthew strode away to
Jimmy Silver followed him,
brow, 3

Liven football practice could have
put off cheerfully to fag for a pop
gonior like Bulkeley or Neville; but
Carthew it was different. Jimmy more
suspected that Carthew had Jain in
for him, not ‘avanted H
specially, but on account of the 6ld grud
between them. A prefect had many v
of making his dislike felt by a junior—
this was one of them. ¥

But there was no help for it, and Jiw
did his best to liveup to his own max
and *kebp smiling.”

Carthew, at least, found it easy to sm
He was fecling very satislied, -

Jimmy followed him into his study.
y “What do you want?’ inguired
junior,

“Don't scowl at me!” said Carthew

“I'm not scowling!”

“You are!”

Jimmy suppressed & retort. R

~arthew’s hand: was on a cane, and b
was pretty clear that he only wanted al
excuse to use it.

“\What | want in a fag,” pursued Ca
thew, *‘is obedience! Understand that ¥

“(Oh, rats!'" broke out Jimmy.

* What i”

“Rats!"’ said Jimmy recklessly. “Yo
don’t even want a fag this afternoon—
you're only trying to muck up my half-
holiday, because you're a cad I” 8

Carthew picked up his cane. ke

“Ts that the way to talk to a prefeet 7
he asked. 2

“Yes—your sort of prefect ™’

“Hold out your hand'”

Jimmy Silver put his hands behind bim.

Carthew came closer to him, with a grip
on the cane, and a glitier in his eyes.

“Will you hold out your hand, Silver,
or shall T marea you in to the Head?” he
asked.

Again

his study,
with & som

{here was a struggle in Jimmy

: Silver's mind. But he had

put himself in



the wrong in his exasperation. He knew
what the Head wounld think of a junior
who called a prefect a cad for fagging
iim; and the Head assuredly would never
ven suspect that so great a person us a
h Form prefect was capable of owing
es to a junior and wreaking them in
derhand manner,

ny’s hand came out at last, reluct-

" the other hand !
|

nl'a..\ml‘h‘r!" snid Carthew. “You're
ekiest fag in the Lower School at
ood, Silver; but we'll break you in,
leng run. Got anything more to

pmy Silver had a great deal more to
¢ most of it personal and emphatic.
the did not say it.

Nothing move?"”’  smiled Carthew.
Now Tl tell you what I want
0,"

the hapless Fourth-lw‘orxm_\r waited
jear what his lord and mastér wanted

CHAPTER 2.
Fagging for Carthew!
ARTHEW of the Sixth picked up a
‘ sheet of paper from the table and
glanced over it, then he handed it
to Jimmy Silver.
“Read that.”
Jimmy read it.
It was evidentiy
somebody. It ran:

“M. CARTHEW will be glad of the
company of —— to tea in his study at
five o'clock.”

an invitation to tea [or

The blank was left for the name of the
guest to be filled in.

“I want six of those done,” said Car.
thew.  “You'll take that paper to Mr.
Mooney’s study, and give him my com-
nents, :m:{ ask him to allow jou to usc
my account. Under-

s,
“Type six of these invites, and put in the
names. Here i a list of the namaes ™
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Jimmy Silver took the list,

It contained the names of Knowles,
Frampton, Catesby, of the th, and
Lumsden, Hansom, and 'Lalboys, of the

Fifth,

Evidently Carthew was giving a epread
in his~study upon a grand scale,
* Jimmy grinned a little,

It was wusual enough for masters, on
occasion of asking a number of fellows to
tea, to borrow Mr, Mooney's typewrter,
and type out the invitations to save time.
It was extremely unusual for anybody but
a master to do anything of the kind.

Carthew was *“puttiig on side,” i to
gpeak, in adopting that little custom.

He was standing an unusual spread, and
he was going to do it in unusual style.

Morcover, his littie scheme would keep
Jimmy Silver busy for some time, and spoil
his balf-holiday, “in repuyment for many
instances of “cheek’” to lofty members of
the Sixth Form.

1t was really very deep of Carthew.

“Anyihing olse?” asked Jimmy Silver,
suppressing his feelings.

“Lots!” answeied Carthew cheerfully.
“When you've typed out the invitations,
put them in the velopes, and take them
to the chaps named. Mind you
deliver them all.  And mind you type
them well without any mistakes., I happen

to know that you can use the typer, You've
ﬁcnu your foote: reports and things on it,
¥

Mr. Mooney’s permission, That's why
 to do this, of course.”

“I—I mean, is there unything else?”

Jimmy’s palms were smarting, and he
did not want any more. He kuew why-
Carthew had selected him for duty. But it

was useloss to, argue; he was in for it,

* Plonty nmre, said Carthew coolly.
“After _you ve delivered the notes, come
back here.”

“What for?"”

“To fag!” answered Lu:lhe\\ agreeably.
“I'm having a little party, and the study's
got to be got ready.”

“Look here——"" began Jimmy hotly.

“Are you going to argue again?” asked
Carthew, picking up his ecane.

Jimmy  suppressed his feelings
more,

onece
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“] shall miss all the footer this after-
noon, at this rate,” he said.

“ Awfully sorry—quite grieved, in fact,”
said Carthew, smiling. “I'm afraid it
can’t be helped, though. Off with you!”

Jimmy Silver left the Sixth-Former's
study with feelings that were almost too
deep for words, »

He came down the passage with a black
brow,

Lovell & Co. met him at the corner, and
Mornington and Erroll and several other
juniors were with them.

*Finished already #” asked Lovell,

Jimmy shook his head.

“Ounly just beginning,’”’ he answered.

“What's on, then?” asked Raby.

Jimmy showed the papers he carried.

“The silly ass!” exclaimed Lovell.
“What docs he want his silly invites typed
for, like Dootles or Mooney 1"

“By gad!” said Mornington. *It looks
to mo like a trick to muck up Jimmy's
afterncon I

“That’s what it is,”’ said Jimmy Silver.

“Why not hook it7” said Lovell.

Jimmy made a wry face.

“I've been caned once,” he said. L |
don’t want another dose from the Head
or Mr. Bootles. Can’t be helped.”

“It’s rotten !” said Erroll.

“All in a day's work,” said Jimmy
Silver, as philosophically as he could. “ You
chaps” had better get off to footer. You
don't want to lose the light.”

“Any other fellow could do that fer
Carthew, if he really wants it donel” ex-
claimed Lovell. “Ti’s just mean!”

*(CaddishI'" growled Newcome.

“It would serve him right—" began
Mornington.

“Anything would serve him right!”
grunted Jimmy Silver.  “DBut what are
you thinking of, Morny?”’

“Youw've got to type the names of the
invited chaps, and take the invitations o
them 7"

“That's it.”

“Well, I know what I'd do in your
place,”’” said Mornington,

“Well, what1”

“Pd pat in the wrong names, and
deliver them to the wrong persons,”
grinned Mornington, *It would be rather
a lark on Cuarthew.”
Jimmy Silver chuckled,

“My hat!| What a wheeze! he exelnimed.
“It would mean a licking afterwards,”

“remarked Erroll.

Jimmy sel his lips.

“It would mean that anyway, most
likely,” he said. *“I've been licked once,
and Carthew will find an excuse to give me
some more. Besides, as he’s always down
on me, it's not much good trying i
the peace. I'm blessed if I don
Morny suggests !' b

“Carthew may find out
began Erroll. :

“No fear! He's going to garn
study ready for the merry tea-pa
I've got to help him,” said Jimmy §
“T'm not to bd let off till the gues!
to come.”

“Safe as houses)’’ chuckled Lovell
only the thundering licking
wards—""_

“Never mind that,” answered
Silver.  “You fellows cut along
footer.” i

“We'll be around when the teap
begins to arrive, though,” grinned Lg

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver—feeling much_more cheer-
ful now—made his way Mr. Mooney's
study, while his grinning chums started
for the football-ground,

Jimmy tapped discreetly at the door of
the Shell-master’s room.

“Come i called Mr. Mooney.

The captain of the Fourth entered.

Mr. Mooney was scated by his study fire,
reading, end he glanced up as the junior
presented himself.

“Well, Silver?”

“Carthew sends his compliments, sir,
and would you allow me to type some noles
for him?” said Jimmy Silver primly,

* Certainly.”

“Thank you, sir¥? .

Mr. Mooney returned to his volume, and
Jimmy stepped to the desk where the type-
writer stood. |

He removed the cover, and sat down to
the muc?_l‘ine.

Carthew had given him a number of
little cards to type the invitations upon,'
and Jimmy slid the first into thie machine.
Ho began to type, and paused to reflect.!

Knowles was the first name on the list
Carthew bad given him; but Jimmy Silver

in




Z

had no mwenticn of using that list. His
mind was quife made up on that point.

Carthew was spoiling his half-holiday,
and it was only justice to spoil Carthew’s
tea-party in return. Jimmy Silver believed
in reprisals,

As for the row which was certain to
follow, that really did not matter very
uch, for he was unlikely to get through
~tho afternoon withont trouble in any case.
© Jimmy grinned as he thought of a name
Afor the first invitation.

Mze, Mooney, reading his volume with
terest, beard the click of the typewriter
ithout heeding it.  The master of the
ell would have been very much aston-
ed if he had known that Jimmy was
ing an invitation from Carthew of the

o
3

th to Mack the school porter. Fortun-
ly, he did not know.
CHAPTER 3.
'I'.IW Invitations!
CARTHEW will be glad of the
company of J, Mack to tea in

- his study at 4.15 o’clock.”

So. ran the first invitation
card. Jimmy Silver surveyed it when he
took it from the machine, and suppressed
a chortle. There was no doubt that old
Mack, crusty as he was, would be pleased
and honoured by an invitation from a
prefect in the Bixth Form. It would be
quite an honour for old Mack, and he was
sure to put on a clean collar and brush his
coat, and adopt his sweetest smile for the
occasion, Whether he would get any tea
in Carthew’s study was another matter.
If he did, it would be all right, and if he
didn’t, it. would be a reward to him for
rcporhng juniors of the Fourth not wisely
but too well.

“Now for
Jimmy Silver.

And the next card was typed in the
name of Sergeant Kettle, the tough old
soldier who kept the tuckshop at Rook-
wood.
Whatever happened to Mack, it would
serve him right; and whatever happened
to the sergeant, that tough old guntm::an
could take of himself. It was all right so
far. But Jimmy had to consider about the
next vietim.

the sergeant!” murmured
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He decided upon Adolphus Smythe of
tho Shell.

That dandilied youth had many tastes

in common with Carthew, and had had tea
with him, and would not be surprised at
receiving an invitation. He would be able,
to talk *geogees” with Carthew, if he
found the latter in a polite mood. Pro
bably he wouldn’t, but that was Adolpl:ua
own look-out.

Fourth on_the list came Cyril Peele, tho
cad of the Fourth. Jimmy Silver did not
like Peele, so it was really kind of him to
include thai shady youth in the list of
invitations to & tea-party in the E:ut}p‘[?orm

assago.

The fifth on the list was Jobson of the
Fifth Form. ‘Tobias Jobson was the r-
est fellow at Rookwood, and much losked
down upon by snobbish fellows like Smythe,
and Peele, and Carthew. Ho was always
shabby, and generally short of school books,
which he sold when he was especially hard
up., Jobson was not a clever fellow, but
he had one saving quality—he was u hard
hitter with his bony fists, I[f there was
trouble in Carthew’s study, it was Carthew
who would get the butt-end of it, in dealing
with Jobson of the Fifth. Jimmy was
quite satistied with that selection.

He considered a good deal before he
typed out the last card. Finally he
decided upon Mr. Dootles, and again he
came mnear interrupting Mr. Mooney's
peaceful perusal with, a cheortle. But he
suppressed it in time,

Mr. Bootles had given him the job of
fagging for Carthew that afternoon, so it
was only fair that Mr. Bootles should have
some of the benefit of his fagging. That
was how Jimmy Silver looked at it.

In cach of the invitations, Jimmy had
specified a different hour. He did not want
all the invited guesis to arrive together—
certainly they would have becoms sus-
picious if they had met in the passage
on the way to Carthew's study.

The first invitation was for four-lifteen,
and Jimmy timed them at fifteen-minute
Bootles, the last on
the list, would arrive at half-past five.

Satislied with his work, Jimmy Silver
rose from the typewriter at last, and
covered the machine. He slipped the cards
into the ecnvelopes, and left the study
quietly.
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1t remained to deliver the invitations,

Jimmy Silver found Bmythe of the Shell
first, with Peele. The two nuts were
chatting in the passage with Howard and
Tracy and some more of the merry society
of the “giddy goats” of Rockwood.

Adolphus Smythe put his eyeglass into
his eye, and bestowed his usual supercilious
glance upon Jimmy Silver as the latter
came up to the nutty group.

“Here you are!” grunted Jimmy,

“Begad! What on carih’s  that?”
yawned Adolphus.

“Invitation to tea.”

“My dear little kid, 1 don’'t come to
tea with fags of the lower forms,” said
Adolphus loftily, and his nutty friends
chuckled.

“It’s from Carthew, fathead. I've got
the job of delivering them,” growled

Jimmy Silver.

*“Oh, hand it over!”

Adolphus Smythe took his invitation,
and Cyril Pecle took the next. Jimmy
Silver walked on to deliver the rest.

“(arthew’s doin’ it rather in style,
what?” remarked Adolphus, “'Bit of a
silly ass, you know—who ever henrd of
typing invitations to teal I'm goin’, sll
the same, 1t pays to be civil to the Sixth.”

“Jolly good spread, most likely,"”
remarked Pecle.

“Might have asked the rest of us, while
he was obout it,” grunted 'Lracy.

“Well, he can’t ask everybody,” said
Adolphus.  “Quarter to five will suit me
all right, I suppese.”

“Mine says five o'clock,” remarked
I’G Ee-”
“'That’s rather odd.”

** Look at it!”

“] dare say Carthew would like a bit of
a chat with me before tea,” remarked
Adolphus thoughtfully. 'That's it, I sup-
pose. I'm rather friendly with Carthew,”

“Swank !” eaid Townsend.

““Well, he's asked me earlier, anyhow,”
said Adolphus, with dignity. **Comin’
out to watch the kids at footer? Ought to
encourage the young beggars a bit, you
know.”’

And Adolphus & Co. sauntered away to
encourage the junior footballers with their
lordly presence.

porter’s lodge, where he found old Mack
in his usual crusty temper, with a surly

eye.

}J:lut old Mack iooked a little less surly
when he opened the cnvelope and found
Carthew’s gracious invitation within.

“My heye!” said Mr. Mack.

“Any answer?” asked Jimmy Silver,
with a grin “I've got another noto io
deliver to the sergeant.” ¥

“Say I'll come, and werry pleased,”
Mr. Mack,

“Ta-tal” e

Jimmy Silver walked on to the scheol.

said

shop. Tubby Muffin was flattening his fat

little nose on the window-panes, ‘hunggily
cyeing the forbidden [ruit within,

“1 say, Jimmy, can you lend
boh—""

Jimmy walked in.

Sergeant Keitle came out of his
parlour, and Jimmy banded him the
across the counter.

The sergeant scemed a little puzzl
he read it. B
“This ‘ero is rather queer,” he
“1 ain't never been asked to tea with one!
of the young gentlemen before. I s'poso
it’s all right. "Say I'll come and werry

glad, Master Silver.”

“Any old thing,'’ said Jimmy cheer-
fully, and he strolled out of the shop.

“I say, Jimmy, if you've got a
tanner——"

Jimmy dodged Tubby Muffin and hur-

ried on. He had still two more invitations
to deliver.

He found Jobson of the Fifth in his
study.

Jobson had a study to himself; nobody
of tho Fifth cared much for his company,
besides, Jobson could never by any chance
have stood his ‘*whack™ in a study tea.
He generally had his tea in Hall, excepting
when some good-natured fellow asked him
to a feed. Jobson seldom or never refused
invitations of that kind. .

But Jobson was very touchy about his
poverty, and he had been known to cuff
fags on the bare suspicion that they were
looking at his old clothes. Jimmy Silver
had been one of the happy recipicnts of a
thump from Jobson on that suspicion.
Jimmy did not care twopence whether

“Moanwhile, Jimmry Silver arrived at the ! Jobson’s clothes were old or new, and he
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" been looking at the pigeons on the
ion when Jobson supposed he was
ing critically at Jobson's old trousers.
turally, these manners and customs on
part of the shabby Jobson did not
make him popular.

3 “What the thump do you want?”’ in.

‘quired Jobson palitely, as the Iourth-
T'ormer entered his siudy.

Jimmy threw the envelope on the table.

* Waiting for an answer,” he said.

The shabby Fifth-Former opened the
envelope, and his frowning face cleared
as he saw the contents,

*Tell Carthew I'll come with pleasure,”

he said. *Well, you young idiot, what
are you staring at? De you think I want a
fire 1n the study 7"’
Jimmy did think so, as a matter of fact;
but it was no business of his, and he
dodged out without arguing the point with
the touchy Fifth-Former.

Last on the list, he arrived at Mr.
Bootles” study.

-The master of the Fourth raised his oye-
brows a little as he glanced over the typed
invitation,

“What? What? Ahem!” said Mr
Bootles, **1 am afraid—ahem !—however,
1 will come. You may tell Carthew that
I shall come, Silver,”

“Yes, sirl’’

And Jimmy retired.

He was strongly tempted to join his
chums on the football-ground now that his
round of deliveries was over; but he
turned his footsteps towards Carthew's
study. ‘The buliy of tho Sixth eyed him
when he came in,

. “Well?” he snapped.

“Tve done it!” said Jimmy Silver.

“You've delivered all the notes?”

“Yes, and they're coming.”

“Good! What did you go into the tuck-
shop for?”

Jimmy started. 3

“I saw you from my window,” said
Carthew. “You've been wasting time,
grubbing, Silver; and I told you te be
quick 1”

. “I haven’t been grubbing!”

' “Then what were you doing in the tuck-
shop?"’ i

‘*Speaking to the sergeant.” .

“You can tell that to the Marines!"

said Carthew,
do for me.

Swish |

“I think I shall get you into order, in
the long run,” said Carthew,” as-Jimmy
rubbed his hand and breathed hard. *Now
pile in and get the study -tidy. I'll keep
an eye on you, and touch you up if you
require it. Don't try to scamp through.
You're not going till the guests arrive.”

Jimmy Silver -set to work without a
word. But his mind was made up on one
point—to dodge out of the study as soon
as the first guest arrived. After the
arrival of the guests, 1t was probable that
Carthew of the Sixth would be dangerous
at close quarters.

with a grin.  “It won't
Hold out your hand!"

CHAPTER 4.
A Surprise for Carthew!
“ N
Mr. Mack’s cough could be
.heard in the Sixth Form 5.

sage, before the arrival
Mack at Carthew's door,
Sy

'Ll-'on',.nei:s stopped outside the study,
Tap !

WEm A

Jimmy Silver was giving the finishing
touches to the study under Carthew’s mal-
evolent eye.  Quite a handsome - spread
was there. Carthew was in funds, and he
was doing the thing in stylo.

Carthew kept an eye on the good things,
and Jimmy could not carry out the little
schemes that occurred to him with reference
to them. He would have been very pleased
—in the circumstances—to put ashes in the
butter, and ink in the teapot, and salt in
the candied fruits. But all he found an
opportunity to do was to mix pepper in
the jam. However, he put in the pepper
with a liberal hand, unseen and unsus-
pected, It was little, Jimmy considered;
but he consoled himself with the roflection
that it was little but good,

W 1 -

Jimmy had done all, and more than all,
that o fag eould possibly be required to
do, before old Mack’s cough was heard
at the door. But Carthew was still keeping
him busy. It. was his amiable desire to
keep Jimmy busy until it was too dark
for football 8

of Mr, -
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It

“Como in!™ rupped out Carthew, as the
school porter tapped rather timidly at the
door,

“I’ll open the door,™
rather -hurriedly,

“You necedn't!”

But Jimmy did. He wanied to be near
the door when explanations began,

Jimmy Silver threw the door hospitably
wide, und o'd Mack was disclosed to view;
a very prim and brushed old Mack,

He was wearing |ijs Sunday coat, his
collar was elean, and his tie was almost
neatly tied, He woro gloves, and his face
was shining from recent soap and water,

Old- Mack “#hs quite a new Mack, and
Jimmy gazed at him with admiration in
his gaze” He had never supposed that an
invitation to tea would rejuvenate old Mack
in this way,

Carthew stared at his visitor,

He concluded that Mack had come with
some message from the Head, and he was
irritatcd.  He did not want to be bothered
with the Head just then, He was not
expeeting  his tea-party till five, but he
was going to keep his hapless fag polishing
and_garoishing till that hour,

“Well, what is jt7" snapped Carthew,

Old Mack blinked.

“Which I've come,
ha replied.

“1 ean seo you've come! Silver! Come
beek, Silver!” roared Carthew, as Jimmy
dodged out of the study.

The junior considered jt judicious to be
teaf to that summons,

“Silver” yelled Carthew.

Jimmy  vanished round
corner,

The prefect started angrily towards the
door; but he paused as old Mack coughed

said Jimmy Silver,

Master Carthew,”

the  nearest

again. 1If there was a message from the
Head, that message had to be attended to
before Jimmy Silver.

“What is 1t Mack ¢
ressage 77

“I've come to tea, sir.”

- w!lﬂt f”

" he demanded. A

id Mr. Mack, in surprise,
you potty !”  afked Carihew
blankly.

“1 “ope not, sir!” said Mr. Mack, with
dignity. “I come ’ere to tea, and I cert'niy
’ope here’s nothin’ Potty in comin’ to tea,’’

“You silly old ass—-2"
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“Hay 7" -

“Do’ you think T have school-porters ta
tea in my study 7"’ shouted Carthew, amazed
and emaged. "“Get out "’

Mr. Mack jumped.

“Get out?"” Lie repeated.

“Yes, you cheeky old donkey I"

“My heye!™ said Mr, Mack, You don’t
want me to tea, Master Carthow ?"*

“Are you deunk £ was Carthew’s eounter-
question,

“Which T ain’t touched a drop!” ex-
claimed Mr. Mack indignantly.  “If you
thin!c' I’ve heen drinking, Master Cariliew

“You must have, to play the idiot like
this. Anyhow, get out! Il report this to
the. Head if you dow’t go at once!™

Mr. Mack was a di iified old gentleman
in his way, He drow himeself up, and looked
rat Carthew of the Sixth with scornful re-

proval.

I “If them’s the manners of a
Master Carthew, I thank my stars T was
horn in_a”'umble spear |’ he said, “T don’t

| need telling twice, sir] I come ‘ere perlite

| and civil, not because I wanted your tea,
Master Carthew. Don't you ink it!
You're a low feller, Master Carthew |””
“What " yelled Carthew.
“And I'd say the same before the *Ead
himself " aid ‘old Macek, warming up. “1

(called you a low feller, Master Carthew,
and I repeat them words—low feller! You’re
no gentleman, sir, to hact like this erel”

And old Mack walked out of the study,
leaving Carthew of the Sixth rooted to the

floor with astonishment and rage. y

With great dignity, Mr. Mack retired to
his own “quarters, greatly shocked at Cay-
thew’s want of hoepitality towards an in-

| vited guest.

“My hat!” muttered Carthew at last,
“Is the man mad? What on earth made
him think I'd have a dashed servant to
tea? Drunk, I suppose.’

Carthew looked into the passage, and
shouted for Jimmy Silver. That cheery
oung gentleman was already on the foot-
ﬁa]i—gmund. !

The prefect debated in his mind whether
to hunt for him or not; but he had a pre.'
monition that Jimmy Silver would prove
elusive, and he decided to postpone venge-'
ance till the juniors canfe in at lock-up, !

He returned to his chair by the fire, and
sat down to smoke a cigarette and ook

gentleman,
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. of the estimable Carthew.

. fire, and slipped the racing paper under a

_seen to look such a dandy on week-days.

THE

over a racing paper—a favourite amusement
After all, he did
not* need Jimmy any more; he had oniy
been inventing tasks for him.

He thrust the cigavette hastily into the

cushion, as a knock came at the door.

“Come in!" he grunted. =

It was Sergeant Kettle who entered. Tt
was half-past four.

Like Mr. Mack, the sergeant was in his
best ‘bib and tucker, so to speak. He had
been surprised by an invitafion fo tea in a
Sixth Form study, and he had done honour
to the occasion, Very neat and prim the
sergeant looked in ‘his carefully-brushed
black coat, with his creased trousers, and
shiny boots. Seldom had Mr. Kettle been

‘Well 7 said Carthew.

“ Well, " said Mr. Kettle.

“What do you want ?*’

This was so surprising a question to be
addressed to a gentleman who had becn
asked to tea, that the sergeant raised his
eyebrows, and stared at the Sixth-Former.
AMr. Kettle was a stiff old gentleman; and
dign as Mr. Mack was, his dignity,
comparved with that of the sergeant, was
as moonlight unto sunlight, as water unto
wine. Mr. Kettle had lorded it in his day,
over squads of “bally recruits,” and he ha
not forgotten it. He stiffened irritably.

“Well, why don't you answer?’’ snapped
Carthew irritably. . <

“If you come to that, sir,”’ said the ser-
geant tartly, “I don't know that 1 want
anything.”

“You don’t want anything? What the
thump have you come here for, then?"”

“1 came because I was asked, and I'm
sorry I came,” gaid Mr. Kettle. “If this
is your idea of a joke, Master Carthew, I’d
like to have you in the old barrack-square
for helf an hour, and I'd teach you some-
thing funnier. You're no gentleman,
Master Carthew!”

And the indignant sergeant right-wheeled
o the door.

“You thundering cheeky old fool!
shouted Carthew. “How dare you speak
to me like that I""

Sergeant Kettle left-wheeled.

“You're a young gentleman in  this
school, Master Carthew,”” he said, “and I'm
echool eergeant. But I don’t take the rough
edge of any man’s tongue, or boy's either!
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T've had your sort cn the parade-ground,
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and I've tamed them, sir, till they'd feed
out of my ’and! You’ll apologise!”

“Wha-a-at 7’

“ Apologise!” thundered the old warrior,
towering over the shrinking Carthew. “ Aud
at once, before I lay yon over my knee,
Master Carthew, and spank you!”

“3-s-s-spank me!’’ stuttered Carthew,

“That's the word, and sharp

Carthew jumped back as the
geant towered nearer.

“I—T apologise!"* he spluitered.

It was only in time. Amazing as it was,
the sergeant evidently meant to suit the
action to the word.

Snort! .

That was Mr, Kettle's acknowledgment
of the apology. Then he right-wheeled
once more, and tramped out of the study.

Carthew sank into his chair in utter
amazement.

Outside, a group of smiling juniors
watched Sergeant Kettle tramp back to the
school thop with a purple face. Jimmy
Silver closed one eye at his comrades.

“The merry visitors are coming!” he ro-
marked.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

irate ser-

CHAPTER 5.
Guests Galore!

DOLPHUS SMYTHE tapped at the
A door of Carthew’s study at a quarier
to five, and opened it.

Smythe of the Shell was wearing
his best and brightest waistcoat, his eye-
glass, and his best and brightest emile.

But Carthew did not smile as he looked
him.

The bully of the Sixth was in a puzzled
and irritable temper. He could not under-
stand the cause of the mysteriouns conduet of

d Mack and Sergeant Kettle; but he
understood that he had been threatened and
humiliated, and that he had to save his
skin, apologised to one whom le elegantly
lescribed as a dashed servant.

That was more than enough to make
Carthew savage and ratty; and he waa
in no m to veturn Adolphus Smythe’s
agreeable smiles.

“(Good-afternoon !’ said Adolphus, by way
of graceful greeting.

Carthew gave a grunt.

“Yon needn’t come in.”
“Eht

at
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. “I'm expecting some fellows to tea soon,”
said Carthew. “You can buzz off. Shut
the door after you.”

Adolphus blinked so widely that his eye-
glass dropped to the end of its cord. He
was as surprised l}y Carthew, as Carthew
had been by old Mack and the sergeant.

“But—but I've come to teal” babbled
A o et b1

“Eg:e’!(: ecky young cub!

“T'm having some of the Fifth and-Sixth
to tea. Do you think I want silly fags
along with them?” snapped Carthew.

“I—I—I've come—""

“(tet out!”’

“You—you—you don't want me to stay
to tea?” burbled Adolphus, z

“T think I've said so. Are you getting
out, or shall I shy this cushion at you

“Oh, gad!”

Adolphus stood hesitating at the doorway.
He feli that there was a misunderstanding
mw;whem. el halks

ou—you've forgotten—"" he began.

Whiz! Crash!

“Yoooop !

gop: -

The. cushion smote Adelphus under the
chin, and he disappeared into the passage.
There was a loud bump as he landed there,

“Chuck that cushion in and clear!”
anapé)ed the Sixth-Former.

‘Adolphus scrambled up, with wild wrath
in his eve. Adolphus was not a warlike
youth, But even the worm will turn.
Teception like that, after an invitation to
tea, was too much even for Adolphus.

Carthew had asked him to “chuck™ the
cushion in; and Adolphus chucked it—not
quite as Carthew meant.

His.wrathful and indignant face gleamed
in at the door, his hand whirled up with
the cushion, and it flew. Crash! It landed
fairly upon Carthew’s mose, flattening him
back in his chair, And the moment the
cushion flew, Adoiphus flew, even faster than
the cushion. 3

“Grrar-r!” splyttered Carthew,

He leaped to his feet, and leaped to the
door; but Adolphus Smythe was vanishing
round a corner like a racehorse,

“Come back!"” raved Carthew,

Adolphus Smythe was not blessed with
much sense, but he had too much sense to
obey that command. He vanished. i

“I—I—I-Lll—" gnsped Carthew,

He turned back into the siudy and grasped

! then?

a cane, and rushed out into the passage.
But there he paused. His guests were almost
due; and it was no time to chase the fleeing
Adolphus. With muttered remarks of an
emphatic nature, Carthew re-entered  the
study in a frame of mind that would have
done credit to a Prussian Hun,

He calmed himself a little as five o'clock
approached. His guests were due af thab
hour—if Jimmy Silver had typed the invita-
tions and delivered them as commanded.
And- Carthew did not dream, as yet, that ho
hadn’t,

Prompt at five o’clock came a sound of
footsteps in the ge. Carthew rose fo
his feet and worked ‘up en agreeable smile
to greet his guests, and as a tap came at the
door, he called out very cheerily:

“(Come in, old chap.”

He started as the door opened and re-
vealed Cyril Peele, of the Fourth, Peele
had been’in his study for the last half-hour,
garnishing himself, and he certainly looked
very ffice—worthy to join any tea-party in
any study. He smiled almost affectionately
at Carthew, very ple to be addressed as
“old chap'” by his host.

Carthew did not smiile affectionately. He

glared. -

“You!” he grunted.

“Yes, old chap,” said Pecle, thinking that
he might use that friendly expression as
Carthew had set the example. i

“What! You impertinent little mongrel !’
exclaimed Carthew. “What do you mean?"”,

“0Qh! J—I—" i

“T]] old chap you, you shiny little beast!"
said Carthew. !

“J—J—— Oh!" stammered Peelo, *I—I
say, isn't Smythe here yet?" i

a glanced round the study for Adolphus.

“Smythe’s been here,” said Carthew,
“Did you expect to see him here ' '

“Yes, of course. ”

“Is my study a place for you to make’
appointments with your EEKZY friends, you
little sweop?” exclaimed Carthew, in angry
amazement. “By Jove! I don’t know what
the fags in this school are coming tol Still,
as you're here, you can fag at cooking—thut
young cub Silver has bolted.” I want a faf';'
to dish up the eggs. You can get on with
it; my guests will be here Any mimita

now.
Peele blinked ab him.

“My hat! Did you ask me here to fag,
* he exclaimed indignantly, -

:
i
‘i
|
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“I didn’t ask yon at all;

her\e you can fag!"”’

ok here, I've come to
Yaroooop! Leggo my ear, you
wailed Peele dolorously.

“Yaou've come to tea, have you?"’
Carthew grimly, “Blessed if I ever heard
of such cheek! Look after those eggs!™

“B-b-but I—— Yarcooh!""

"Do you want me to begin on your othar
ear?

“Yow-ow! No!”

“Then shut up, and pile in!"

And Cyril Peele, with a face like a demon,
be%‘m to fag for Carthew. And he was
still fagging away, with n demor
pression, when fresh footsteps s
the passage. And Carthew rose once more
to greet his guests as Jobson of the Fifth
walked in.

J

genially.

“Late for w. hat"" snapped Carthew.

“Tea, uf course |

“Tea

“I see you haven't started,’” said Johson,
rather puzzled that his host did not ask him
to sit down, “All serene!”

“I'd like to know w hn!.
at!”’ said Carthew tart!
Fifth Form chaps to tea

“Then I'm the first arrival 7"

“Yes; and the sooner you clear the

but now you’re

ten—

beast!”

said

CHAPTER 6.
Peppery! ;
OBSON of the Fifth nodded genially
to Carthew. Cuarthew stared at Job-
son_of the Fifth.
“Not late, old scout?'” asked Jobson

Pmu re driving
I’ve asked some

“When T want a searecrow to tea, 'l get

one out of a field!"” said Carthew. “There's
the door!” -
Jobson looked at him.
“T came here to tea,”” he said, “but—""

“You should wait till you're asked, then!”

“T was zsked‘" shouted Jobson.,

“Not by me.”

“By you!”

“Rats!”

“¥ou cheeky cad!” exclaimed Jobson, his
face crimson. “You asked me to tea, and
I've come! Don't try to come the prefoct
over me, Carthew! You can’t ecare a Fifth
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Form chap—not me, at any rate! I'd.wipe
up the floor with you as soon as look ab you!
You asked me to tea!”

“T didn’t!’ roared Carthew.

“You did! I've got your note here!”’

“My—my note!”
Jobson threw the invitation-card on the
table. Carthew glanced at it, and then thwe

expression on his face became extraordinary.

He began to understand.

“‘ES“il\er brought you this?" he stut-
ter

“Yes he did.”"

. I‘hr-fthc young villain! T—I r"uch on
now! That's why the fellows haven’t come!
That young ain’s taken the invites to the
wrong peopl gasped Curthew. “I—T
I’ll skin him

“Ha, ha, hal" roared Peele.

Carthew made a jump at the Fourth-
Former, whose ill-timed merriment was not
agreeable, and Pecle made a jump for the
door and escaped. Jobgon stepped in Car-
thew's way as the bully of the Sixth wus
pusuing.

“Hold on!’ he said, “Never mind Peele
now! You asked me to tea, Carthew, and
now you treat me in an msu]lmg wayﬁf"

“1 neyer asked you to tea!'’ raved Car-

thew. “It was Silver's doing! 1 don’t
want shabby outsiders at my table, I can
tell you!

ou’d better get some new clothus
before you come here—  Yarocoooh!”
Carthew did not have time to continue
his hospitable remarks. He had touched
Jobson of the Fifth upon the tenderest epot,

and Jobson had him by the neck before he
could get further.
“Leggo! Help! Yoop!" howled Car-

thew, as his head went into chancery, and a
bony set of knuckles beat a tattco on his

2.
“Shabby bonnder—hay "’ =zaid  Jobson,

thumping away as if he mistook® Carthew" M

I

apless features for a punchb
clothes—hay? ¥Yah, you snob!
—and that—and that—and that!"

Help! Yah!

al}

“Yoop!
Leggo!”

Thump, thump, thump!

The two seniors went trampling wildly
round the study in a deadly grip, Carthew’s
head &till in chancery, and Jobson’s bony
kriuckles benting drum-taps on his nose.

Carthew's foot went into the dish of eggs
on the fender, and there was a crash. There

Yawp!
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was. another crash as Jobson kicked over 2
piled plate of toast.

“Yow-ow-ow! Woop!

“Take that—and that!”

“Yurrrggghh

“Bless my soul! What—what—what—"
stuttered l\ﬂ-. Bootles.

Jobson of the Fifth hastily released his
victim. It was poasible that Carthew had
had enough punishment for his reference to
the Fiith-Former’s old clothes. He looked
like it, at all events.

Leggo!”

“Oh! Ah! Sorry, sit. Only a game!”
gasped Johson, : .

And he melted out of the study.

Carthew stood mopping his nose.

Mr. Bootles blinked at him.

“Really, Carthew—"

“QOw, ow! Groogh! Hooooh! Ow!
Aow!"”

“Yoir should not play these rough games
in the study, Carthew!" said Mr. les
mildly. *“A certain amount of horseplay is
permissible _ameng the juniors, but in a
senior’s study—a prefect’s study—""

“(Grrocogh!"

“This is not the way to receive a guest,
Carthew!”

Carthew jumped. .

He realised that it was another guest.

“You—you—"" he stammered.

“«] have come to tea, Carthew, as you
desired!'’ said Mr. Bootles, with dignity.
“But, really—— Ahem! Hem!"”

An exclamation trembled on Carthew’s
lips, but he restrained it. He hadn’t asked
Mr. Bootles; but to tell him now, now that
he had come, would place the Form-master
in too ridiculous a position. Any other un-
invited guest could have been dealt with,
but not a Form-master. Carthew coul
prove that he was not to blame for the mis-
understanding, but that would scarcely dis-
arm Mr. Bootle’s resentment for being made
to look rjdiculous.

“Oh! Ah! Yes, yes, yes!"' gaeped Car-
thew, trying fo suppress his feelings. “On,
certainly, sir! Very—very kind of you, sir,
T'm sure!”

“My intention was to be kind, Carthew,”
said Mr. Bootles graciously.

“Oh! Ah! Yes, yes, sir!
dowf, sir!""

Mr. Bootles sat down.

It was clear to Carthew now that none
of his expected guests had received invita-
tions, and that he need not expect Knowles
& Co. That did not matter so much, now

P-ppray sit
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that he was landed with Mr. Bootles. It
was always Carthew’s policy to make him-
self agreeable to the masters, and hoe pro-
ceeded to do his best in that line with Mr.
Bootles.

Tt was not easy to preside at a hospitable

board with grace and ease, and at the same
time to make surreptitious dabs at his nose
with his handkerchief, But Carthew did his
best.
“I—T'm afraid the eggs are done for,
sir,” he stammered, “and—and the toast!
Will you try the shrimps, sir, or the sar-
dines? Or—or perhaps you'd care to try
the jam, eir ¥’

“Thank you, Carthew!
said Mr. Bootles.

The little Form-master smiled genially
over the festive board as he heiped himsell
to jam, blissfully ignorant of what Jimmy
Silver had done to that jam.

Bat he soon made the discovery.

Thereswas a sudden explosion at Car-
thew’s Lea-table. Little Mr. Bootles leaped
to his feet, spluttering and coughing and
sn‘eeffing with amazing vim.

I will take jam!”

“Groog! Qooooc! Atchoo—choo—
schooh! ~Grooooch !”

“ Wha-a-at " stuttered Carthew.

“Grooogh! Ooococh! Yurrggh!” splut-

tered Mr. Bootles. “ Wretched boy! Rascal!
&oobch! You—you dare—you lfmva dare:d
—ogaooch—to ask me to—oooch—to ask me
to tea and place pepper—groooch—in tie
—ow—jam! urrrrg !’

“I—1 dido’t—I haven’t—I—""

“Grra-rr! Give me that cane, Car-
thew!” shouted Mr. Bootles, utterly oui-
raged and wrathful. “I bave neyer—ooooch
—heard of such a—gwooh—insolent—ow—
dastardly trick—grooh—unworthy of a small
boy—ow—and ?I'O'l,l a prefect in the Sixth

Form! Ooooach!
Whack, whack, whack!
“Yarooh! didn’t—I never—I wasn't

——  Yarooh!"

Whack, whack, whack!

“There !’ panted Mr. Bootles. *“Yon will
not—ooch—play such a trick upon a Form-
master again!  Atchoo — atchoo — choo!
Wietched boy! Atchoo!”

And Mr. Bootles swept out of the study.

Carthew of the Sixth remained alone,
groaning. j

It was half an hour later that rapid and
heavy footsteps sounded along the Fourth
Form passage. Jimmy Silver & Co., who
had just finished tea in the End Study,
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‘ooked at one another as they heard the
footsteps.

“Here he comes,”
Silver.
lows.”’ y

“What-ho!"

“We're standing by you, Jimmy!”

There was a crash as the study door burst
open, and the heated and furious face of
Carthew looked in.

“There you are, you young scoundrel "
he reared, letling “the ~ashplant he had
thoughtfully brought with him slip into his
hand, “Yes, here I am, Carthew,” re
marked Jimmy Silver mildly.

“I've got you now, anyway,’’ said Car-
thew, with savage satisfaction, coming into
the study and shutting the door. “I'm
going to give you something to remember
this time, Silver! You've been asking for
a hiding, and now you’re going to get it}
Bend over that chair!”

For answer, Jimmy Silver whipped Lis
handkerchief from his pocket, and, g:nding
down, took the poker from between the bars
of the grate and skipped round to the far
side of the table, where his chums lined up
at his side. The end of the poker glowed
redly, and Carthew eyed it with angry
amazement.

«Put that poker down, you young fooll”
he roared, advancing round the table, ash-
plant in hand. “I'm not standing any non-
sense, mind that!”

“Youd better keep your distance, Car-
thew,” said Jimmy Silver coolly. “I'm not
going to be bullied, you know, by you or
anyone else. So keep off, unlese you want
thiz on your boko!’!

“You—you young——'"" Carthew fairly
spluttered with rage. “Why, I'll skin you (i

He made a rush round the table and
Jimmy gave a lunge with the poker and
the next moment there was a fiendish roar
from the prefect, and he dropped his ash-
plant with a clatter.

* Yoop! I'm burnt!”

“T told you so," said Jimmy calmly.
“It’s only ~your hand, though—and the
poker har ¥ touched it! I¥’ll be your boko
next time!”

“Wh;], you—yow—you_ murderous young
villain'—Carthew sucked his burnt hand,
where the it
knucklés, an
could eat him.
you !’

“Well,

murmured ijmy
“Look out for trouble, you fel-

ker had just touched his
glared at Jimmy as if he
«I—I'll skin you. Il flay

get on with the skinning and

flaying,” said Jimmy, while his g;ri:ming
chums chortled. “I’'m keeping hold of thiz
poker, anyway. All’s fair in war, you know,
Carthew 1"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Why, you—you must be mad, you young
hooligan ! stuttered Carthew, almost beside
himself with fury, “Defying a prefect, after
what you did this afternoon, too! Why, I—
1;11] report you. Il get you expelled for
this!”

“QOh, report away!”’ said Jimmy Bilver.
« Anyway, Carthew, get out of this study.
T'm fed up with you, you know!”

“What 7"’ howled Carthew.

“Fed-up!”’ said Jimmy coolly. “ Besides,
woe want to do our prep, so clear out,
please”

Jimmy advanced a step and made 2 lunge
with tho poker in the direction of Carthew.
The poker was cooling off, though it was
still unplessantly hot; and Jimmy decided
he had better get the prefect out of the
study before it was quite cold. Without the
hot poker to discourage him, Carthew wonld
be decidedly dangerous at close gquarters.
So Jimmy made a lunge, and ‘arthew
skipped back with the agility of a mountain

ont.

"_Y;\nl:ifyﬂll dangerons young villainl" he
ced.

shri “(ive me my ashplant!”
“Rats! Get out!”
“Ves, get out, Carthew,” chimed in

Arthur Edward Lovell. “Thanks for cal'-

ing, but we're rather busy!”

“You young scoundrels——""

“Qh, cut it out! Here’s for you!”

Jimmy made a pass at the infuriated pre-
fect and Carthew's nerve failed him. Ife
clawed open the door and fairly bolted out
of the study.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the chums.

Carthew turned and shook his fist at them,
with a face “like a demon in a pantomime,”
as Lavell afterwards remarked.

«Wait! Just you wait!” he gasped,
almost inarticulate with rage. “Tll sce
what Bulkeley has to say about things!’

He tramped off furiously down the Fourth
Form passage. Jimmy Silver kicked the
door shut and dropped the poker into the
grate with a clang. Then he turned rather
a grave face on_his chums.

“Well, I've done it now,” he remarked.
“May as well be hung for a sheep as a
lamb, I supg}ow."

“(larthew’s o beastly bully,” said Lovell,
«All Rookwood knows it, including old
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Bulkeley. If Carthew takes the matter to
Bulkeley, you'll get a fair hearing.”

Jimmy nodded thoughtfully.

“Thai’s right enough. After all, you'se
entitled to defend yoursell against a beastly
bully, even if he happens to.be a prefect.”

“0f course, there's that little trick you
played' him this afternoon,” murmured New-
come.

Jimmy Silver grinned.

“Well, that paid him out for his beastly

- bullying. Besides, he won’t say much about
that to Bulkeley,” he added sageiy. wht
would make him look too big a fool.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, Jimmy!" /

Tt was the voice of Tubby. Muffin, of the
Fourth, who put his head 'in at the study

O0r.

“What do you want, Fatiy ?”

“1 say, what have you been doing to
Carthew "’ squeaked Tubby. *“I saw him
going down the passage scowling like—like
anything !

“\ell, Carthew generally is scowling,”
observed Raby.

“He rearly knocked me over, and made
me drop the tea-pot, too,”” Tubby Muliin
rattied on. “Smashed to atoms, it was.”

“Hard lines, Tubby."”
it wasn’t my tea-pot; it
said Tubby, indifferently,
ha, ha!”

“Oh, was
Higgs’,”

e 1 but i

iggs'll cut up rusty, very y, but it
was (%E-‘;hnw did it. He'd better get a
new one out of Carthew.”’

“Some hopes!” grinned Newcome. ,

#Carthew was in a fearful wax,” pursued
Tubby. “You're in for it, Jimmy Silver!
I heard him tell Bulkele; i

“Bulkeley!"

“Yes! He met#id-Bulkeley in the Sixth
Form passage, and -fairly jabbered at him!
‘And Bulkeley said, very sharp, ‘ Tell Silver
to come to my study at once, Muffinl’
Just like that he said it!"”

“Did Bulkeley send you here to fetch
Jimmy, you fat idiot ¥’ roared Lovell.

“Ves. Aren’t 1 saying 07" squeaked

Tubby.

“Why didn't you give the message at
once, then?” howled Lovell. “You and
our drivel about teapots! Bulkeley will
ave been waiting for Jimmy—=""

“He, he, he! He looked in an awfal
wax, too! I—Yow! Yoop! Wow!”?
! Tubby Muflin broke off in a hurry as
Lovell’s large size in hoots clumped upon

| leaving }u:s chums rather anxious en i

his tight trousers,
suge with loud howls.
“The fat duffer!” snorted Lovell. “ Better
buwez along quick, Jimmy old mun. Old
Bulkeley doesn’t like to be kept waiting.”
“Right-ho!"” said Jimmy Bilver cheer-
fully. “Now for'it!”
And he walked cheerily out of the study,

He flew down the pas-

behali. For, after all, as Jimmy himseif
well knew, defying a prefect—even whor
that prefect was Marﬁ Carthew—was u
serious offence at Rookwood.

CHAPTER T.
The Captain's Justica!l

N response to a sharp “Come in!"
Jimuny entered the captain’s study
and shut the door quicetly. He was
quite calm and composed, although his
heart was beating a trifle faster than usual,
“Uncle James ” of Rookwood was famous
for his nerve, and it did nct desert him

now.
George Bulkeley, captain of Rookwood,
sat at his desk, and by him stood Mark

Carthew, with a black scowl upon his face.
Bulkeley's expression was very stern as he
eyed the junior in front of him.

“Now, Silver,” he began, “Carthew bere
has laid a very serious complaint againsi
you. He has told me a most amazing
story; and I want to hear what you have
to say about it. I warn you it's a pretty
serious matter, from what I can gather.”

“Yes, Bulkeley,” said Jimmy demurely.

“The little demon can't deny it!” hissed
Carthew. :

Bulkeley gave him a sharp look.

“He hasn’t heard it yet, Carthew!
the kid a chance!”

Carthew gritted his teoth.

“T suppose you believe what I told you,
Bulkeley ¥ he fumed. “If the captain of
the school doesn’t back up his prefects—-"'

“Please leave me to get at the rights of
the matter in my own way, Carthew,” said
Bulkeley coldly. " Now, young Silver, did
you or did you not, muck up Carthew's
ten for him when you were fagging in his
study this afternoon 1 !

“Yes, Bulkeley.”

“Did you, or did you not, threaten Car-'
thew with a red-hot poker when he went
to vour study to punish you later I

Give
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“Yes, Bulkeley.”

“Threaten me! The little demon burnt
my knuckles with it and threatened to jam
it in my face! Might have blinded me!”
hooted Carthew.

“Do you admit actually
thew with the poker, Silver 7"

“Yes, Bulkeley.”

“You seo!” hissed Carthew. "The little
scoundrel—""

“Half a moment. please, Carthew!”
Bulkeley looked at the junior before him
with knitted brows. ‘“Have you anything
to say in excuse for such ontrageous be-
haviour, Silver.”

“Only that Carthew bullied me, Bulke-
ley,” said Jimmy quietly. *““And the End
Study doesn’t like being bullied! He
picked on me to fag for him all the after-
noon, just as I was going down to the
Icﬁotcr. and licked me twice for nothing at
all—"*

“It's a lie!” howled Carthow. “The
little beast was slacking, so I louched him
up a bit, that’s all.”

“You licked me twice for the sheer plea.
suro  of bullying,” retorted  Jimmy.
“Bulkeley knows I'm not a slacker!
You've a bully and a cad, Carthew, and
all Rookwood knows it!”

“Why, you— I-1—
simply stuttered with fury.

“You thought you'd take it ont of me
while yow'd got the chance,” costinued
Jimmy coolly  “But I wasn't letting you

burning Car-

Carthew

bully me for nething—it’s too much for any |
And when you found you'd |

chap to stick.
caught a Tartar, and made a fool of your-
self, you brought Bulkeley into it!”

“You young villain!”

With a face convulsed with fury, Car-
thew sprang at Jimmy Silver and ecaught
him a ringing box on the ear hefore the
junior could dodge aside. ~Jimmy stag-
gered back, landing out as he did so, and
Carthew caught his fist on the end of his
rather prominent nose. He gave a bowl
of pain and wrath, and rushed at Jimmy
again, x

But George
caught unawares

Bulkeley, who
by this

had heen
sudden scuffle,

. sprang to his fect and swun% Carthew back
“with a powerful grip upoa hi

8 arm.
“Stop that, Carthew, you fool! Stop at
gy

nee, I say!
“That little ret ! 1—1"Il smash him—"

15

“Yowll do nothing of the sort!” said

Bulkeley sternly. ‘“‘Stand back at once!”
‘here was a commanding ring in the

captain’s voice that Carthew did not dare
to disobey. Jimmy Silver, rubbing his
tingling ear ruefully, grinned in spite of
himself. He felt that Carthew had given
himself away before Bulkeley rather badly.
It was worth a box on the ear to see old
Bulkeley put Carthew in his place.

George Bulkeley was looking quite angry
now.

“You, listen to me a moment, Carthew,"
he said sternly. *“ You brought me into this,
more or less as Silver said, when you found
you eould not handle it yourself.”

Carthew  spluttered  indignantly,
Bulkeley held wp his hand.

“Qh, yes you did! It’s the truth, whether
you like it or not. Well, I told you I’
take the matter in hand, and so I will.
And Plessa remember that my decision is
final.’ :

Carthew sneered.

“Well, you've heard Silver admit that he
did all T accused him of! What is your
decision, then1”

“Silver admitted everything, Lut accused

the

but

you of bullying.

“You surely don’t beiieve
brute 2 snarled Carthew.

“On tha contrary, I do helieve him,”
said Bulkeley calmly. “I have had trouble
about your bullying before, Carthew, and
in point of fact it is pretty well known in
Rookwood to be a failling of yours.”

“Why, you—-="

“The way you went for Silver just now
shows what sort of a temper you have—you
Zan’t even control it in my study!”

“That little demon—&-"'

“That's enough of that, Carthew! Yon
asked me for my judgment, and you shall
have it. My idea was, at first, that a pre-
feet’s beating for Silver would meet the

litile

CAsSe—
| “Thanks awfully, Bulkeley!” murmured

Jimmy.

“Dut since I believe now that the whole
trouble arose. simply because you tried to
bully the kid—-"

“It’s a lie——""

“] belicve it's true! T shall therefore
merely give the kid three for cheeking a
prefect.  Bend over that ehair, Silver!”

Without a word, Jimmy Silver complied.

Swish! Swish! Swish.
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Three sharp, strokes, and Bulkeley threw
his ashplant inte the corner.

Jimmy Silver straightened up.

“All screne, kid! You can ecut!" said
Dulkeley. Wiy, 2

“What! Three! Three for mucking up
my party, spoiling my food, pokering my
knuckles, dotting me on the nose ?” roared
Carthew.

“Tt was jolly well worth it!” said Jimmy
Silver with a grin.  And he was gone!

“Three!" raved Carthew. “And that's
how you uphold the authority of the pre-
fects, Bulkeley! No wonder the fags are
out of hand, no wonder——"

« “Now, sce here, Carthew!” snid Dulke-
ley pleasantly. “I'li give you a piece of |
advice, if you e, fgrev, gratis and for
nothing!” Don’t try bullying young Silver
any more, if yon value your dignity as a
prefect,  He's too hot for you. As he says,
the end study in the Fonrth Form passage
don’t put up with bullying. Why should
they ? Those Form kids are real hot stuff!

And next time you get into trouble with
ihe End Study, I shan’t protect you! So
I warn you. Must you go? Then, bye-
bye!”

And pushing the inertictlate, gasping pre-
fect gontly but firmly out of the study,
Bulkeley closed the door, sat down in his
armchair and plunged into the important
Lusiness of selecting the Rookwood team
for next Saturday’s footer match, smiling
gently to himself the while.

% CHAPTER 8.
Taken in Hand!

HERE was a knock al the door of
[ Smythe’s study at Rookwood, and
Adolphus Smythe, the prize “nut”
and slacker of the junior school,
Lastily removed a cigarette from his mouth.
Smythe of the Shell was enjoying—more or
less—an  after-dinner cigarette when the
knock startled him.
© He pitched the cigarette hastily into the
fire, and waved a newspaper round his
head with the rather hopeless idea of clear-
ing off the smoke before tho door was
opened.  For if it happened to be his Form-
master at the door, or a prefect of the|
Sixth, the cigarette would have bad pain-|
ful results for the spoitive Adolphus. |

THE BOY FROM NOWHERE!

The door opened.

Fortunately for Adolphus it was not Mr.
Mooney ; and it was not a prefect. Adolphus,
caught in the act of frantically waving the
newspaper, in the midst of o little cloud of
smoke, blinked at his visitor. ’

It was Jimmy Silver of the Fourth Form.

Tt was the day after his little turn-up
with Mark Carthew, and he was feeling
full of beans.

Jimmy came in cheerfully, grinning at
the sight of Adolphus and the waving news
paper.

“Startled you, old top?” hic inquired.

“Oh, you rottér!” stuttered Adolphus.

e threw aside the newspaper. Certainly

he had been startled; but' it was not neces-
sary to attempt to deceive the captain of
as

the Fourth. Jimmy Silver could see
much smoke as he liked in Smythe's stu

“What the thunder you wan
growled Adolphus. “I don’t remember
askin’ you here, Jimmy Silver.”

“1 want you, old chap.”

Adolphus frowned, and extracted another
cigarette from his case and used it to peint
to the door.

“Hook it!” he said,

Jimmy Silver did not hook it. Adelphus
lighted “the cigarette, with a scowl of
defiance.

“Come in, you fellows!” called out
Jimmy.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome, of the
Fourth, followed ~their leader into the
study. Adolphus eyed the Fistical Four
uneasily through the haze of blue smoke.
He was not on friendly terms with the
chums of the Fourth—far from it. And he
was not pleased to sce the cheery quartette

‘| in his study.

“Here we are, old scout!” said Arthur
Edward Lovell, with a grin. “Is Smythe
ready 1" 4

“ Are you ready, Smythe 7" asked Jimmy
Silver.

“I'm ready to see the last of you,”
growled Adolphus.  “What the merry
dickens do you mean by shovin' into a
fellow’s quarters like this? Shut the door
after you.” |

“We've come to speak to you about the
footer," explained Jimmy.

Adolphus raised his eyebrows.

“OL!” he said, a little more amicably.
“1f you've decided to do the right thing,
Silver—"



I'm prepared to play in  the

hot match on  Saturday,”  sai
phus graciously.

mmy Silver & Co. chuckled.

It isw't exactly that,” said Jimmy.

This morning 1 put up the list for the
ng;ehct match, as at present constituted
B

4“1 know that!”
“ And somebody had the check to scribble

“Tt was vour fist!” said Jimmy “You

svrote * Rotten!” across my list.”

© «T thought it rotten,” explained Adolphus

. calmly. * Your sclections always are rotten,

CSilver, You don’t know how to pick out

footbaliers. Not one of my friends in the

- team—and not me! You know, T'm open to

play for Rookwood Juniors. You lefs me

- out. I thought I'd let Rookwood see what

I thought of your dashed list.”

“Cheeky ass!” said Lovell wrathfully.
Adolphus shrugged his shoulders.
“Well,” said Jimmy Silver, “you’ve put

" forward your claims often enough,

Smythey. You played for Rookwoad before
T was skipper, and yon played the goat.
Dut I'm geoiug to give you a chance.”

“I'm ready.”

“Good. Come on.”

Smythe of the Shell stared.

“Come on! What do you mean?
no mateh this afternoon,” he said,

“T shouldn’t ask you to come on if there
were,” smiled Jimmy Silver. I'm going
to give vou a chance, as I said, Not a
chance to muck up a match for Rookwood,
of course; but a chanee to get fit to play.
See? Slacking about in a study, smoking
cigarettes, isn’t the way to %Iet fit for footer.
We're going for a tramp this afternoon—a
ten-mile tramp acress the heath. You're
coming with us.”"

“YWha-a-at?"”

The Fistieal Four chuckled at the expres-
sion on Adolphus Smythe’s face.

Ten-mile tramps were not in Adolphus’
line. Indecd, Adolphus found it quite
cxertion enough to saunter elegantly across
the quad. ’ s

“Savvy 2 asked Jimmy.

“Look here—"

“Yeou're kicking up a shindy because
you don’t get a look-in in the footer. Well,

There's
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the first step is to make yourself fit for
footer! -You see that?”

“Go an’ eat coke!” was

“ After a ten-mile tramp
a new man.”

“I'm not goin’ for a tramp!” roared
Adolphus. - I've got some chaps comin’ {o
sce me here this afternoon!”

“Banker and smokes—what ?”

Adolphus_reply.
)‘ou’li feel quite

1

“That’s my bizney!” said Adolphus
loftily.

“My business, too, when vou write
‘ Rotten’ across my footer list beecauso
¥ name isn't in it,” answered Jimmy_
Bilver coolly.  “Yowre coming out for
training.”

“T'm not!” 2

“Your mistake! You are! Come on!”

ron’ yelled Adolphus.
i asked Jimmy Silver sym-
‘ pathetically. " Never mind; we'll help you.

| Lend him a hand, you chaps.”
“You bet!" grinned Raby.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you rotters!” gasped Adolphus
Smythe, repenting, rather teo late, that |
had inseribed his lofty opinion on the ju
footer list. I tell you I won't come

“And I tell you you will!” said Jimmy
Silver,

The Fistical Four closed round the nut of
the Shell.

Four pairs of hands were laid upon him
at once, to assist him out of his comfartable
and luxurious armchair.  Luxurions arm-
chairs and cigarettes certainly were not a
proper preparation for strenuous football ;
and Adolphus had asked for it.

The Shell fellow clung desperately to the
arms of the cha

“Leggo!” he

“ All together!

cked,
said Jimmy Silver.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
The ical Four pulled, and Adelphus
still clung. The armchair shricked on its

castors towards the door. At the deor it
jammed, and Adolphus was plucked out of
it into tho passage. He landed in the
passage in a sitting position, with o loud
bump.

“Ow!”

“Ciome on, old top!” said Jimmy affably.

“Leggo!”

“This way!"”

Adolphus was lifted to his feet, with
| Jimmy Silver and Lovell grasping his arme.

Newcome walked behind, as he

{ Raby and
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was led away down the passage, and when
he hung back Raby put in an application of
his boot which quite bucked -Adolphus.

And the great chicf of the Giddy Goats
of Rookwood was marched out_into the
quadrangle in a frame of mind that would
have done credit to a Prussiar Hun.

CHAPTER 9.
Rough on Adolphus!

¥ ULKELEY!” howled Smythe.
B Bulkeley of the Sixth was. in the
quad talking to Neville when
Adclphus came out with his escort.

The two Sixth-Formers glanced round.

“Hallo, what’s this game?’ asked
Bulkeley.

“Yow! Make 'em lemme go, Bulkeley!”

“Now, Silver—="

“Only teking Smythe for a walk, Bulke-
ley,”  explained- Jimmy Silver, with great
meckness. “Smythe elaims a place in the
junior eleven, and won't be lmp?y till he
gels it. So we're going to give him some
exercise.”

Bulkeley laughed.

“Slacking m  your
Smythe!” he exclaimed. “I've routed you
out about a dozen times myself. What do
you want {o stick indcors for on a fine,
frosty afternoon?”

“IUs—it’s eccold!” stammered Smythe.

Adolphus did net care to explain that he
had invited a little smoking-party to his
study that afterncon. Such, an explanation
would not have done for the captain of
Rookwood,

“Cold, is it?" said Bulkeley. *You'll get
colder erouching indoors. Go out and get
some exercise !”

study, as usual,

“Look here, Bulkeley—" .

“ Rubbish I

Bulkel valked away with Neville, and
Adolph us left to the tender mercies of
the Fistical Four.

“Come on, old sport!” said Jimmy
Silver.

“Leggo, vou beast! Bulkeley ought to
interfere : he's a prefect!” howled Adolphus.
“Leggot” .

_ “Bulkeley knows the kind of slacking
worm you are, you know,” said Jimmy.
*“This way! March! Your boot handy,
Raby *"

THE BOY FROM NOWHERE!

What-ho!” 3
I—I—I'm coming!” gasped Adolphus,

And he came, i

With feclings too deep for werds, |
Adolphus marched down to the gates with
the playful Fourth-Formers. His chums,
Howard and Tracy, stared at them in the
quad, but they did not intervene. In the
ateway, Mornington of the Fourth was
ound, with Erroﬁ,. and they both looked
very curiously at Smythe and his cem-
panions,

“Hallo! Are yon kidnappin’ cur prize
nut ?” asked Mornington.

“Taking him for a walk! We're going
to make him fit for footer!”

“Oh, gad! Youw've got all your work
cut out, then.” :

“Lend me a bhand, Morny, you rottor!”
howled Smythe.

Morny laughed.

“What a polite an’ gr;a.ag\ful way of
askin’ [ he remarked. “T won't lend you
a hand, Smythey; I'll lend you a foot.
There !

“ Yarooooh 1*

“Any more assistance required?” asked
Morny.

“Qw! You beast!” y

Adolphus Smythe got out of the gates
without further assistance, In quite a
hurry.

The Fistical Four took the road towards
Coombe, and Smythe of the Sheli reiue-
tantly took it with them.

“Cheer up, old chap,” said Jimmy Silver
cemfortingly.  ‘“We're only going to .do
ten miles—"

“0Oh, dear!” moaned Adolphus.

“You'll feel better nfter the first five
or six—-"

“Ow

“Right across the heath, you know,”
chuckled Lovell. “It’s rather rough going,
but you'll get used to it.”

“Yow! You awful rotters!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Adolpbus had to walk as Jimmy and
Lovell kept a grip on his arms. e was
feeling quite tired by the time the village
of Coombe came in sight.

The juniors did nof enter Coombe, but
struck off by a footpath through the wood
for the open heath.

Adolphus’ steps lagged on the footpath.
He was breathing heavily. By the time

“




‘walkers came out on the heath he was
N .
ow do you feel after the first mile?”
d Newcomo,

n

cel up to the other nine?” chortled

u rotters!”
“Stick it out, Adolphus! This is the
By to get into the junior eleven, you
w,” said Jimmy Silver encouragingly.
Beast "
The heath was under the feet of the
ookwood juniors now.
ugh, and the *“geing " was
iving as he tramped wearily on.
~ boots were soon thick with mud, and did
o not look at dll like the clegant boots of
i the greatest nut at Rookwood. Perspira-
I tion was streaming down his face, and his
eyeglass hung unregarded et the end of

s cord. His beautiful white collar was
growing damp. His look was that of a
suffering martyr.  All the woes of the
universe seemed to have settled upon tho
shoulders of the Giddy Goat of Rookwood,
. to judge by his expression.

. And still he tramped on,

. The second mile landed the party out in
| the midst of the lonely heath among the
" old deserted quarries.  Adolphus lagged
more and more, and even George Raby's
boot failed to keep him up to time.

And the thought of doing another three
miles out, and then five whole miles back,
made Adolphus almost hysterical.

b Jimmy Silver closed one eye to Lovell,
and Adolphus’ arms were relcased at

- dast,

“You can managoe without help now,

old fellow,” said Jimmy. *“You're stick-

ing it really well.” 5

“Yow-ow!”

“Perhaps
change 7"
“Yah! DBeast!"

Adolphus Smythe sank breathlessly on a
big stone by the footpath. Ho sat and
pumped in breath.

The Fistical Four halted.

Four grinning faces looked at the ex-
hausted Adolphus.

© *And that's the chap who claims a place
in the junior cloven!” said Arthur Ed-
ward Lovell,  “What would -he be like

you'd like to run for a

THE SCHOOLBOYS'

The ground was |
heavy. !
Adolphus felt that life was hardly worth |
His natty |
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after the first hall against St. Jim's, for
instance!"”

“Oh, dear!™ moaned Adolphus. “You
rotters! I'vo got to get back, I can never
do it! Ow!”

“And you haven’t done more than twe
miles and a half yet.”

“Out of ten!"” chuckled Newcome.

“Ain’t you ready to go on, Smythey?”
demanded Jimmy Silver.

“Ow! Nol”

“Wao can't hang about waiting for you,
you kno

“Ratter "

“Look here, if you don’t get a move
on, Smythey, we shall go on without you,
and shan’t take you for a walk at alll”
said Jimmy.

Adolphus started. £

The hopeful expression that came on
his face was too much for the Fistical Four.
They yelled,

It dawned upon Adolphus that the cheery
Co. bad been pulling hus leg, and that that
dreaded ten-mile tramp was not to bhe a
reality, after all.

“(lome on, you
Silver, laughing.

chaps,” said Jimmy
“You ecan crawl home,
Smythey. We're not going to take you
ten miles. We don't want to have to carry
your body home to Rockwood.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But_mext time you meddle with the
footer list,” added Jimmy scverely, *we'll
roally make you walk ten miles, That's
a tip! Scat!”

Adolphus laboured to his fect. ITe was
only too glad of the chance to “scat.”
Fearful lest the Fourth-Formers should
chanf;e their minds, he started on the home-
ward way, limping wearily along the
rough track. He turned once, to shake
a fist at the juniors, and then limped omn.

Adolphus of the Shell had had his lesson ;
it was likely to be a wrecked and doleful
Adolphus that crawled into Rookwood
again, and certainly he was not likely, to
be cheerful company at the smoking-party
that afternoon.

“1 fancy Smythey won’t write “rotten’
on the footer list again,” grinned Jimmy
Silver. “We'll make him walk all round
the heath if he does. Now, you fellows,
hoof it; we've got a long way to go!”

And the chums of the Fourth hoofed it
cheerily.
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CHAPTER 10.
Nobody, from Nowheral

= Y hat! Smythe!”

M Jimmy Silver jumped.

It was an hour or so since

Adolphus had departed, and the

chums of the Fourth had tramped a good

distance. They had stopped now in a

hollow of the iwa.th, near one of the old

disused quarries, for tea—toa consisting of

bread and cheese, eaten with a keen appe-
tito after their tramp on the heath.

Jimmy Silver glanced up at the sound
of footsteps, and nitered an ejaculation as
a figure appeared in the hollow.

“Smythe !”

At the first glance it looked like Smythe
cf tho Shell.

But if it was Smythe, he had changed
his clothes since the Fistical Four had seen
him last, for the newcomer was clad in
a tattered and soiled old suit of cheap
tweeds—quite a contrast to Adolphus’ ele-
gant Etons.

The PFistical Four stared at him.

The newcomer was a fellow of Smythe’s
age, and of the same build, and his
features were remarkably like Sm the’s,
though they lacked the somewhat lac{ndui-
sical expression of the great Adolphus.

“8Smythe, or his twin brother!” said
Lovell in amazement,

“It’s Smythe!” said Raby, with a grunt.
“I've heard of his dodge before, changing
his In’:llntl:ce when le is going pub-haunt-
ing!

‘There’s no pubs here!” said Newcome.

“It's jolly queer,” said Jimmy Silver,
his eyes fixed curiously on the neweomer,

he latter’s movements were curious
enough.

He did not sce the Fistieal Four seated
on the stony bank in the hollow; he.did
not once glance towards them,

As he came on into the hollow, tramping
woarily, he was constantly glancing behind
hith, ovor his shoulder, as if in fear of
pursuit,

The Rookwood juniors watched him with
growing astonishment,

“Bomebody’s  after
Lovell.

*“ Looks like it!”

“Prefect |” said Raby. “He's been pub-
haunting in that clobber, and ‘s prefect
has been stalking him, you bet!”

him 1" “murmured

THE BOY FROM NOWHERE!

“If it's Smythe!” said Jimmy.

“It's Smythe right enough!”

Tho newcomer continued to advance inlo
the hollow, still without looking in the
direction of the Fistical Four. %uddenly
he stopped, and spun round, his face go-
ing white, and the Rookwooders followed
the direction of his gaze. Where the path
from the open heath dipped into the
hoilow, a second figure appeared in sight.

It was that of a short, thick-sct man with
a stubbly chin and a broken nose. His
voice came to the ears of the Fistical Four
as he strode quickly towards the tattered
youth,

“Found you again, hang you!”

“What the merry thunder,” murmured
Lovell in blank amazement,

Jimmy Silver rose  quickly to his fect.

“I rather think we chip yx here,” he
said in a low voice, ?

The tattored youth broke into a sudden
run, and in & moment more, with the
ruffian close behind him, he bad run into
the Fistical Four,

Jimmy Silver caught him by the arm
and_stopped him.

“Let me go! Let me go!”

“Hold on, Smythe!”

“Let me go!”

The broken-nosed man stopped abruptly
at the sight of the Fistical Four. 'Thero
was a thick cudgel in his hand, and he
grasped it and came on again, more slowly.

Jimmy Silver stepped beiween him and
the fugitive, with a gleam in his cyes.

“Stop!” he said custly.

The tattered youth ran on up the hollow,
but he was evidently at the end of his
strength, for he stumbled and fell. Loveil
and Raby and Newcome drew quickly to
Jimmy Silver's side. They were utterly
puzzled by the strange affair, bub it was
clear enough that tho tattered youth,
whether he was Smythe or not, was in
need of protection,

The ruffian eyed the four schoolboys
surlily,

“Out of tho way!” he snapped.

“You'll let Smythe alone!” said Jimmy
Silver quietly.

The broken-nosed man stared at him.

“His namo ain't Smythe!” he said.

“Well, whatever his name is, you'll let
bim wlone,” said Jimmy Silver,

“I. Jand aside!”



THE

o broken-nosed man swung up his
gel.

*“You mind your own business,” he said.
'm looking arter thut kid. '\ow, I give

a sccond to clear.”
immy Silver clenched his ds hard.
he broken-nosed man was evidently a
gerous ruffian, and his cudgel looked

rmidable; but the Fistical Four did not

nk of budging., They faced the ruffian
coolly.
“Are you going outer the way?” de-
x;mmdad thc raffian,
“Nol’
3 "Tlmn look out!”
The broken-nosed man rushed forward,
whirling the cudgel.
The juniors scattered before the rush, and
the slash of the weapon swept only the air;
but the next moment Jimmy Silver rushed
in, and belore the ruffian could raise his
cudgcl again the captain of the Rook-
wood Fourth hit out. The blow caught the
ruffian on the side of the head, and he
staggered, with a howl.

“Down with him!"” panted Jimmy. His
chums did not need telling.

As the ruflian staggered, they rushed
on him together, and the next moment he
- was down in the grass.

Lovell jerked away the cudgel from the
sprawling ruoffian, and sent it spinning over
the bushes in tho bollow,

Raby’s knce was januned on the rascal’s
chest, "and Newcome trampled recklessiy
on his legs, Lo the accompaniment of wil
howls from the broken-nosed gentleman,

“Ow, ow, ow! Let up! Leave off!
I give in!” howled the broken-nosed man.
“Give a bloke a chance! Ow, wow!"”

He struggled desperately in the grasp
ol the Rookwooders, and tore himself loose,
and scrambled to his feet.

“At him!" yelled Lovell breathlessly.

But the raffian was already taking to his
heels. The odds were too much for him.
As the juniors rushed at him again, he
fled, and vanished at top speed out of the

. hollow.

| “Well, my hat!” cjaculated Laovell.
' “This beats Banagher! Who the thump
was he, and what was he .doing to
Smyt?:m‘

“I don’t think it’s Smythc, after all!”
id Jimmy Silver.
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“Then who the dickens is it?"

“We'll soon seo!”

The Fistical Four, rather breathless after
the struggle, approached the tattered
youth, who was on his fect now.

He stared at them uneasily, but the
appearance of the Rookwooders was re-
assurmg, and he made no attempt to run.

s\u“ then, old top!” said Jimmy
Silve want to know who you are.
'&uu !ook like Bmythe cf Rookwood, but

can see now that you're not Sms't 1c.
Who are you?”

The boy did not answer; only stared at
the Rookwooders with an expression of
doubt and perplexity that was strangely
touching,

“What's your name?” asked Lovell,

He shook his head.

“1 don’t know!” he answered in a low
voice.

“Wha-at?” ejaculated Lovell.

“You don’t know your own
_ye}]m:l Raby.

“Well, my hat!"”

“Where do you come from, then 7" asked
Jimmy Silver, fairly blinl.ing at the stran.
ger in his amazement.

“I—I don’t know.”

Lovell eyed him suspiciously.

“He's pulling our leg!” said Arthur
Edward, with a grunt.

““Look here, kid, you must know who you
are, and where you come from?” said
Jimmy Silver.

The boy shook his head again.

“I—T don’t know! I can’t remember."”

"You can't remember your name?”

“No.”

“My only hat!”

“Who was that chap after you, then:™
asked Raby,

“I—I don’t know. I—I was a prisoner,”
stammered tho boy, “I—I got away, T
have been wandering on the heath, T--I
don't know how I came here.” Ie pressed
his hand to_his brow. “It's no good—
can't remember.”

Jimmy Silver whistled.

The trouble and distress in the siranger's
faco were evidently genuine. Amazing as
it was, his statement was plainly true; he
had lost his memory, IlI- -usage or terror
had probably been the causo—it was casy
to sco that the hapless lad had suffered.

w

name "

In the presence of such a calamity, the



chums of Rookwood hardly knew what to
say, or to do, and for some time Lhey stood
staring blankly at the stranger without a
word,

CHAPTER 11.
The Nameless Boy at Rookwood!
[\lll[\" SILVER broke the silence at
ast.

“He's got to be looked after,” he

said. - “He's jolly like Smythe of the

Shell to look at, and Smythe may know

something about him. Must be a relation

of Smythe's, T should think. We'd better
take him to Rookwood.”

“ Rookwood 1" repeated the boy, with
a start,

“Hallo!  You know do
you " exclaimed Jimmy.

The nameless boy passed his hand aeross
his forchead again, as if in an cffort to
remember,

“No,” he' said at last, “I—~T must have
heard of it., but T ean’t remember.”

“Well. this  beats everything!”  said
Lovell Llankly. “Weld better take him
along to the school, and let the Head sce
vim. We can't leave the poor chap here,
vhow, with that ruffian hanging about.”

“You'll come with us, kid?” asked
Jimmy Silver compassionately,

The nameless bov nodded.

“Come on, then!™

The Fistical Four turned homeward, the
hoy without a name walking quietly with
themn,

He did not speak. as the juniors tramped
on across the heath, but his eyes continu-
ally roved from side to side, as if on the
look-out for danger.

Jimmy Silver & Co. kept a look-out for
the broken-nosed man, but that gentleman
did not reappear, and they enfered the
Coomhe road at last.

“Hallo! Here’s Morny ! said Tovell,
as Mornington and Erroll came in sight
on_the road to Rookwoeod.

Morny siopped,  his eyes
iously on the taftered youth.

“Whom have you got there?” he asked,

“Diessed if T know,” answered Jimmy
Silver. “Wae found him on the heath, and
he’s lost his memory.”

“Gammon!" said Morny incredulously.

* Honest injun !”

Raokwood,

dwelling

&

THE BOY FROM NOWHERE!

|1

Mornington scanned the tattered youtl's
ce.

e, i

“He looks like Smythe!” he remarked, |
“Yes, we noticed that; and we're taking |
iim to Rookwood to sce whether Smythe

knows anything about him.”

“By gad! We'll come along!”

“Poor chap!” said Lrroll. “He looks

as if he'd been through it.” i

“He does, and no mistake!” said Jimmy.

Tubby Muffin was the nest Rookwood
fellow met on the road, and Tubby dis-
played a great interest in the stranger at
once. Tubby joined the party, very curious
to know all about the affair.,” The nameless
boy did not scem to tako any interest in
the fellows that surrounded him; his face
was darkiy clouded and troubled, as if he
were wrestling with some inward problem,
Several more Rookwood fellows joined the
party on the road, all surprised and in-
terested by the strange story, and it was
quite a little army that marched up to the
ates of Rookwood at last, with the name-
ﬁ-ss stranger in their midst,

Thero was a buzz of ekcited discussion
in the crowd: but the boy without a name
did not speak. He remained wrapped in
his own thoughts, and only his startled
eyes  occasionally  wandered round him
questioningly. In the quadrangle, as
Jimmy Silver & Co. headed for the School
House, they were stopped by Carthew of
the Sixth.

“Who the thump are you bringing into
the school. Silver?” exclaimed the prefect

Jimmy Silver cxplained, and the bully of
the Sixth gave a scoffing laugh.

“Likely story!” he exclaimed. “Some
young rogue, of course, and he’s taken yon

in

“It’s
Jimmy.

“Rubbish! Here, young shaver!” Car-
thew caught the nameless boy roughly by
the shoulder.  “Who are you?” ™

“1 don’t know."”

“What's your name?™

“I don’t know.”

“That’s not good enough for me,” sajd
Carthew.  “You'll get into trouble for
bringing & voung tramp inte the schoal.
Silver,  Turn him out at once!"

Jimmy Silver's eyes gleamed.

“We're going te take him in,” he an-
swored. “1 think Smythe of the Shell
may know something about him,”

true  enough, Carthew,” said



“Rot !"
“You can see he's like Smythe—"
‘here’s  a resemblance,” but  that's
pothing. He's a tramp, and he’s going out.
et a move on,” added Carthew roughly,
nd he jerked the nameless boy towards
phe gates.
The tattered lad went unresistingly.
" Stop that, Carthew !” exclaimed Jimmy
b Silver angrily. “I tell you he’s not go-
S 7

L in

I‘-{Ym\‘d better not argue with & profect,
Silver.”

~* “Let him alone!”

' “I'm going to turn the young rascal
out!” growled Carthew,

“8top him!” said Jimmy Silver, be-
tween his teeth.

‘“Hands off, Carthew!”

-, “Stand imni:, you young sweeps! Yow-
ow-ow !” roared Carthew, as the junmiors
rolled him over.

“Come on, kid!" exclaimed Jimmy
Silver breathlessly ; and he seized the name-
less boy by the arm and ran him on to
the School House. .

Carthew staggered to his feet,

There was & crowd of grinning juniors
round him, and the bully of the Sixth
was_crimson with rage.

 “gilver, Lovelll I-I-T'Il—” he
. spluttered.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Carthew made a rush after the Fistical
Four.

Jimmy Bilver & Co. had reached the
School House, and were leading the name-
less boy in, when Carthew overtook them
in the doorway.

“Now, you young rascals!” roared the
Sixth-Former.

* “Carthew I""

It was Mr, Bootles’ voice.

The master of the Fourth had seen the
. curious procession from his study window,
and he was coming out to inquire, when
Jimmy Silver & Co. arrived. Carthew
. dropped his hands suddenly.

% ““Mr, Bootles| These young sweeps have
have—"

' “I saw what happened, from my win-
dow,” said Mr. tles severely, ~“You
.will have the kindness to resfrain your
temper, Carthew! Silver, who is this—
this person that you have brought into the
& school?”

Jimmy explained once more. *
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“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Bootles.
“That is very remarkable! You may take
the lad into my study, Silver! I will ques-
tion him myself1”

“Yes, sir!”

The Fistical Four bestowed a triumphant
grin on Carthew of the Sixth, and marched
their profege away to the Form-master's
study, Mr, Bootles rustled after thom, in
a state of great doubt and astonishment,
‘Within ten minutes, all Rookwood knew of
thhe arrival of the nameless boy from no-
where.

CHAPTER 12. .
CGreat News for Smythe!

& MYTHE ”
S Bang!
“Smythey 1"
"hump !

Thump !

“Oh, gad!” ¢jaculated Adolphus.

Adolphus was in his study, resting.
Howard and Traey of the Sholl were with
him, and there was a cloud of cigarciie-
smoke in the study., But Adolphus declined
the attractions of banker. After his terrifie
walk—nearly four miles—he wasn’'t in o
condition for banker, as he pathetically ox-

plained to his chums.

There wes a sudden commotion at
Smythe's door, The door was locked, as a
precaution, so it had net opened when the
handle was turned from outside. ~Tubby
Muffin’s fat fist thumped on the pancls,
and Tubby’s fat voice bawled through the
keyhole in tones of great exeitement,

“8mythe! Smythey! Smythe!”

“Buzz off, you fat wasp!” shouted Smythe.
nn_alzgr’ily. “You're not comin’ in here! Buzz

Thump! Bang!

“Let me in, old chap!” howled Tubby
through the keyhole, “I've got news for
you, Smythey "

“Cut offI” -~

Thump ! .

Tubby Muffin was full of news, and he evi-
dently meant to impart it to Adolphus
whether Adelphus liked it or not.

“By gad,” said Smythe, breathing hard.
‘! We shall have the prefects here if that fat
idiot keeps up that shindy! Lot him 1n,
Tracy, and we'll serag him I”

“What-ho!" said Tracy,

Tracy of the Shell unlocked the door and
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threw it open. Tubby Muffin rolled in,
almost tumbling over in his hurry.

“Smythey!”  he gasped. “Oh! Ah!
Leggo ! Yarooch!”

Tracy and Howard seized the fat Classical
junior, and Reginald Muffin gave a yell of
alarm.

Bump, bump! "

Tt was not Tubby's fist bumping on the
outside of the door this time, 1t was Tubby's
head bumping on the inside, and the yoice
of Tubby rang far and wide with anguish:

“Yow-ow-ow-wow-wow |”

“Give him some mere, and kick him
out!” said  Adelphus, with satisfaction.
“Bang his napper ! Don't mind the door!”

Bump, bump!

“Yaroooh!” voared Tubby. “Help!
Yooop! lLeggo! f:':niythey, you beast, I

came to tell you——
“(ive him some more!” grinned Adol-
phus,
“Your brother's come!” howled Tubby,
Adolphus stared.

“Eh? What? My brother?” he ex:
claimed.
“Ow! Ves! Ow!”

“YWhy couldn’t you say so before, then,
_\'owhfa’t;’f:lioc?" exclaimed Smythe. “Where
15 _he?

Howard and Tracy released the fat Classi-
ca). Tubby Muffin rubbed his head rucfully,
and blinked at them.

“Well, where is he?” demanded Smythe.
“1 didn’t know my brother was comin’.
Are you gammonin’, you fat bounder 7"

“He's in Bootles” study 1" gasped Tubby.
«“J]—T mean, I suppose le's your brother,
Smythey, as he's so Jike you."

Adolphus sat upright,

“What are you burblin’ about?” he de-
manded. “Has my brother come, or hasn’t
he? Who's like me, you burblin’ jabber-

s

W

“That chap—" gasped Tubby.

“What chap 7

“That young tramp—-"

“Tramp!” It‘pclltc‘t\ Adolphus.

“Yeg,” spluttered Tubby. * ¥You haven't
heard 7 Jimmy Silver found him wandering
on the heath, = He's lost his memory——"

“Rh "

“He's almost in rags and tatters!" said
Tubby breathlessly. “ Carthew was going to
turn him out of -gutes for a tramp. But he’s
awluily like vou, Smythey. The fellows
think ke must be your brother!”

THE BOY FROM NOWHERE!

“A tattered tramp, and like me!” said
Adolphus Smythe, with a glare at Tubby
that almost cracked his cyeglass. !

“ Just like you, only rather good-looking !
said Tubby,

“What 7

“I mean, he's just like
doean’t look such an idiot!”

“You checky, fat bounder!” roared Adol-
phus Smythe, in great wrath. " Here, collar
him, you chaps! Give him some morel
What “are you chortlin® at, you pair of
thumpin' asses I

Howard and Tracy certainly were chort-
ling, but they made¢ a move {o collar the
news-bearer again. But Reginald Muffin
dodged oub of the doorway in time,

“Yah!" he howled, from the passage. I
only came to tell you, you beast! I suppose
yow're trying to keep it dark thai you’ve
got a brother a tramp, Smythey !"

“Collar him!” yelled Adolphus {urionsly.

But Tubby Muffin fled.

Smythe of the Shell kicked the door shut,
and sat down ip his armehair again, with &
ruffied brow. He frowned at Howard and
Tracy, who were grinning.

“That's jolly queer news!” remarked
Tracy. ““A tramp, like you! We'd beiter
go and see him!”

“It's only Muffin's silly rot, of course!”
snapped Smythe.  * How could a tramp be
like me, you dashed idiot*”

“You haven't got any tattered relations #”
grinned Howard.

I,f vou want a thick ear, Howard, you

you, only ha

“Hallo! Here he comes back again!”

Footsteps anrmmhud the study door
again. Xdcﬂp ws, with a vengeful glitter
in his eyes, jumped up and seized a eushion.

“By gad, I'll teach the fat idiot to bring
his silly yarns here!” he exclaimed, “The
minute he opens the door I'll squash him 1™

And Adolphus stood with the enshion up-
lifted in both hands, ready for the intruding
head of Reginald Muffin,

There was a tap on the door, and ii
opened.

Crash!

The cushion descended.

“Yoonoop !

“(ot him!" yelled Adolphus. “Ia, ha,

“I’s Jimmy Silver!” howled Tracy.
“Oh gad!”
It was indeed the captain of the Fourth



had received that sudden swipe, and ho
in the doorway, with a dazed look. He
ed up, and made a rush for the startled
phus.
ythe dodged round the table.
“ Here, keep off 1 he yelled. “T thought
: - Muffin!  I--oh—ah—leggo—Dblow!
¥ow-ow !”
Jimmy Silver's grasp was upon Smythe,
d bhe jerked the cushion away. Then the
hion rose and fell, and Adolphus Smythe
olled on his expensive study carpet,
“There, you silly ass!” gasped Jimmy
“There and there and therel”
Stoppit! I thought it
wailed Adolphus.
You'd' better make sure it's Muflin next
- time, t]l(!ll'l'! There and there and there!”

was

Jimmy tossed the cushion into the chair at
ast.

. “Bootles sent me here, you howling ass!”
" he said. “You're to go to his study at
L once N

~ Adolphus sat up, gasping.

“Ow! Ow! I won't go! Bootles isn't
¢ Form master. Tell him to go and cat
e! Owl”

You're wanted at once, you silly ass!”
d Jimmy. “You've got to sce a chap
vho’s just come—"

| “Hallo! The chap Muffin was speaking
about 1" uxclai.r.ned Tracy. “The chap who's
i et

e Sm 1

“That’s it.”

- Adolphus Smythe scrambled breathlessly
his feet,

hero isn't any chap, and he's not like
‘me!” he gasped. “This is some rotten yarn
'you’ve started, Jimmy Silver!”

{ . “TFathead! He's in Bootles’ study now,
‘and Bootles is waiting for you!” oxclaimed
‘Jimmy Silver impatiently. “He sent me to
fetch you.”

" “T'm jelly well not goin’!” said Smythe
lkily, trying to get his tie siraight before
he glass. " Bootles ain't my Form master.”
~“Am I to tell him that?” snapped Jimmy
ilver as he stepped into the passage.
“H'm! You—you can tell him I'm ecom-
1" snid Adolphus, on second thoughts,
hich are_proverbially the best.

Jimmy Sllverfr ned, and went down the
‘ ge, and Adolphus, having tied his tie
and smoothed his jacket and brushed his
‘bair, followed him, in a far from amiable
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CHAPTER 13.
Awful for Adolphus!
s OME in, Smythe!” said Mr. Bootles,

‘ blinking at the Shell fellow over his

glasses, as Adolphus presented him-
self in the study doorway.

Adolphus came in, with knitted brows.

The Fistical Four and the nameless boy
wero in the study with Mr. Bootles. In the
corridor outside, at least two score of fellows
wore collected, all in a state of considerable
excitement.

The avrival of the boy without a name had
caused a sensation, all the more because his
remarkable likeness to Smythe of the Shell
had been observed by all. That Smythe
must know something about him was the
general idea; the resemblance was too
strong to be anything but a family likeness,
in the opinion of the Rookwood fellows,

And there was much chuckling among the
juniors at that idea. For the tattered stran-
ger was mot, so far as appearaunces went, a
credit to the lofty and aristocratic Adol-
phus, and it looked as if some poor relation
of the Smythes had turned up by a curious
chance. Ti the noble Adalphus had any poor
relations, he was ecareful to kecp them
strictly dark; they had not been heard of
at Rookwood before. Now one, at least,
was heard of, and. was attracting gencral
attention—if indeed the boy from nowhere
was a relation of Smythe's.

Smythe glanced at the tattered lad as he
entered the study, and could not help being
struck by a familiarity in his look. The
likeness, naturally, was not so obvious to
Adolphus as to other fellows, but even
Adolphus could see, in the tattered youth’s
features, a resemblance to the gounienance
he was accustomed to sec in the glass,

But that resemblance weighed nothing
with S8mythe. Not for the world would he
have admitted that this tattered and muddy
youth could possibly be a relative of his.

“My dear Smythe,” said Mr. Bootles, in
his mild tones, *“I have sent for you to see
this lad—"

“Well, sir?” grunted Adelphus, as M
Bootles paused.

“Look at him, Smythe !"

“T'm looking at him,” answered Adol-
phus, as disrespectfully as he dared.

“The circumstances are most remarkable,
Smythe,” pursued Mr. Bootles. *I have

ucstioned this unhappy lad, and it appears
Elllat he has suffered from some shock that
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* has deprived him of his memory. Evidently
he has been’ill. Now, the boy bears a most
remarkable resemblance to you, Smythe, in
personal appearance——""

“1 don't sce it, sir!"” growled Adolphus.

Mr. Bootles peered at him over his spec-
tacles.

“It is very plain—in fact, striking,
Smythe,” he said mildly. " You are both
apparently of the same age, and extremely
alike in feature. Indeed, if this lad. were
dressed as you are dressed, T think it would
be difficult to tell one from the other.”

Smythe set his lips.

“Even i the fellow happens to be like me,
I don't sce that it concerns me, sir,” he
answered. “1 don’t know anythin’ about
him.”

*“That
Smythe.
likeness

“Nothin’ of the sort.”

“You speak very positively, Smythe,”
said Mr. Bootles, with another blink at the
dandy of the Shell.

“TI'm quite positive that that ragged out-
sider isn't any relation of mine,” answered
Smythe savagely. “Jimmy Silver's started
{his up against me, to make the fellows
talk—="

“Kindly do not talk nonsense, Smythe,”
said Mr. Bootles severély. “I noticed the
resemblance at once, and that is why I sent
for you. This lad is quite a respectable lad,
though his clothes are so old and tattered.
He speaks quite micely, and evidently be-
longs to gespectable people. He has lost his
memory, and has, doubtless, wandered from
home. If you could tell me anything about
ihe lad, Smythe, it might enable me to get
into touch with his parents and—"

“1 can’t!”

“You have never seen him before?”

“Never!”

“Have you any relation—a cousin or a
brother—about the age of this boy 7"

“My brother's five years older than I
.am,” grunted Smythe.

is what I wish to ascertain,
The likeness is perhaps a family

“But a cousin = a

“P’ye got six or seven cousins, but none
of them like that frowsy tramp!” snorted
Adblphus.

The nameless boy flushed, and Jimmy
Silver gave Smythe an expressive_ look.
But for the presence of Mr. Bootles, Jimmy
would have given him something more
omphatic than a look.

*Von cannot help me in the matter, then,

THE BOY FROM NOWHERE!

Smythe ?” asked Mr. Bootles, with a glance
of strong disapproval at the nl:Fr_v Adol-
phus. The Form master was plainly dis:
appointed.

“No, sir 1"

Mr. Bootles turned to the nameless boy
again.

“ My dear lad,” he said kindly, “have you
ever seen Smythe before? Do you recognise
him 7" B

“How could he recognise me, sir?” broke
in Adolphus passionately. “I tell you I've
got nothin’ to do with the fellow.”

“Kindly be silent, Smythe, and allow the
lad to answer.” Sy

Adolphus set his lips. The nameless boy
looked at him long and earnestly and shook
his head at last.

“T do not know him, sir,” he said quietly.

“JIs the name of Smythe familiar to you,
my poor boy *” asked Mr. Bootles.

“J—T1 think I have heard if, but—1 do not
remember.”

“Of course he doesn’t know me,” mut-
tered Adolphus, much relieved, however,
that the tattered stranger did not claim him
as a relation. “How could he know me?
He's never scen me before, an’ I've never
| ssen_him.”

“That is all I wished to know, Smythe,”
said the Fourth Form master coldly. “You

mnsy go.”
mythe of the Shell guitted the study,
Elud to be dismissed. His face was dark as
e tramped away through a grinning crowd
in the corridor.  Whether he knew the
nameless boy or not, he could see that the
~juniors meant to take the view that the
boy from nowhere was a relation of his.
“His brother, right enough,” Tuhby
Muffin remarked, as Smythe passed” him.
“I dare say he’s heen in tge worﬁchouse, you
know; looks like it. Have you got auv
more relations in-the workhouse, Smythey ”
He, he, he!” =
Smythe stamped on savagely and dis-
appeared into his own study in a Hunnish
frame of mind. Tt was like the nameless
fellow’s cheek to resemble him, from the
lofty ‘Adolphus’ point of view, and Smythe
was not at all disposed to admit that the
resemblance was so close as it appeared (o
others. !
And there was a lurking fear in Adol-
phus’ breast that the tattered stranger
might, in very truth, turn out to be a rela-
| tive of his. The Smythes had not alway:
i flourished  in  wealth, and Adolphus was




are that he had relations whom he had |
or scen, and whom he never mentioned |
Rookwood. There were  Smythes “in |
de "—an awful thought to Adelphus.
here were even Smythes who worked—still |
ro awful thought—wretched Smythes who |
did not even spell their name with a “y,” !
and yet who were indubitably related ta
"the Smythes of Smythe Lodge. Such hor-
s Adolphus had always carefully kept
nt of his thoughts, and now—-
Suppose this tattered ch was a rela-
ion, after all? Suppose it came out, and
L all Rookwood knew! Adelphus groaned in
L anguish of spirit at the thought,
i Luckily, the fellow would soon be gone.
L T'racy came back to the study with the news
that Mr. DBootles had taken ““Master No-
_body from Nowhere " to the Head. Dr.
Chisholm was to decide what was to be done
ith him.
- “Fle oughin’t to have been bronght to
Rookwood at alll” exclaimed Adalphus
savagely. “Jimmy Silver only did it to
‘worry me—the cad! It's all rot ahout losing
" his memory—spoof all along the line!”
L' “Bootles believes him!” remarked Tracy.
““ Bootles is an old fool I”
racy gave his chum a very curious look,
You're sure you don’t know the chap?”
he asked.
' “You silly ass!” roared Adolphus. “How
could I know a ragged tramp?™
“Well, the fellows think—"
“Hang the fellows!”
' “After all, evervbody’s got relations he
Ldon’t want to trob out into the limelight!”
‘gaid Tracy comfortingly.
Smythe gritted his teeth.
“I tell you he's mot my relation!”
hissed.
. “ All serene, old top! Don’t get excited,”
id Tracy soothingly. “He's not your rela-
fion, then, if you like. Queer about the
eness, though, ain’t it?”
L “Oh, shut up!”
. Smythe strode out of the study and
lammed the door, leaving Tracy grinning.
he dandy of the Shell tramped out into
he growing dusk of the quad, affecting not
ko see the smiling glances turned upon him
3 the juniors he passed.
“ In an unenviable frame of mind, the snob
Rookwood paced under the old beeches.
fter all, the fellow would go soon—that

he
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vas his only comfort. He would be sent to
e workhouse or the police-station, Rook-

OWN LIBRARY 27
wood, at ]cast., would see ihe last of him.
But he had not ﬁnnu by the time the gates
were locked, and Smythe came back into
the house in an apprehensive frame of mind.
He met Jimmy Silver in the hall,

“Has he gone?” he asked.

“That chap? Oh, no,” answered Jimmy.
“He's not going.”

Smythe sfmost. staggered,
“N.n-not going!” he ejaculated.

“No; the Head says he's to stay at Rook-
wood, and be looked after tiil his people are
found.”

“Oh gad!”
Adolphus turned away witheut another
word, The Head had decided, quite

oblivious of Adolphus’ view on the matter,
and that night the nameless boy from no-
where slept under the old roci of Rook-
wood.

CHAPTER 14.
Somathing for Smythe!

HWACK !
l And a loud yell.

Dr. Chisholm paused in surprise.

If the Reverend Head of Rookwood
had visited the Tourth Form quarters
oftener, he would probably not have been
surprised at hearing a yell from the end
study.

But in the passage where the Classical
Fourth lived and moved and had their
being the Head was an infrequent visitor,
an exceedingly rare bird.

The reverend gentleman did not know
that his unusual and - unexpected appear-
ance in that quarter caused dismay—indeed,
consternation.

He did not know that a wa
of “Cave!” ran_along the passage when ho
was sighted on the staircase. e did not
know that Conroy, who was changing out
of footer rig in his study doorway, made a
sudden bolt for cover, and rolled into his
study tangled in trouscrs. He did not know
that Pecele, who was smoking a_cigarette
by the window, jammed it hurriedly into
his pocket, and stood in growing horror
as the lighted end gradually burned throngh
his jacket lining. He did not know that
Higes and Putty Grace, who grinned sheep-
ishfv at him as he passed, had been engaged
in desperate combat while he was still in
the offing. Many things went on in Rook-
wood that the Head did not know.

g whisper
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But when, in his stately progress along
the silent and respectful passage, he arrived
at the end study, he knew that trouble was
going on in that celebrated upartment.

For the door of the study was closed, and
“Cave!” had not reached
er & Co. in their quarters. And
there was na time for any (clluw to cut in
and warn them. The Fistical Four of the
Fourth pursued their oceupation, whatever
it was, while the rmm‘um& and terrifying
gentleman bore down upon their study.
And their occupation secmed to be of a
strenuous nature, and distinctly unpleasant
to somebody. IPor somebody was yelling
furiously.

Thwack !

“Yoooop "

“Give him six, Jimmy !

That was ell's voice, quite audible to
the Head us ho paused in surprise, _

“Yow-ow! Leggo, you rotters!”

That \\!\~ the voice of Adolphus Smythe,
of the

W] Inal "-nm the of the Shell was doing in a
Yourth Torm study was not clear, except
that he was getting a licking there, There
was no doubt about the licking.

Thwack ! )

That was the sound of a cricket-stump,
mldrnﬂ\ landln;; upon trousers.

" Yow-ow-ow !

Smythe’s voice agam‘

“Cood!” Raby's voice this_time “This
will do you good, Sm}'timy' Don't be such
¢ cad, you know!”

“0Or such a snob!” said Neweome.

“Yabh! Oh, lemme gerrup!”

“But vou've only had four out of six,
°§m\thc “ This was Jimmy Silver's voice.

“Help "

“ Bless my soul!" said the Head,

He strode forward and threw open the
deor of the end study.

lec a surprising scene met his gaze;
surprising te the Head, that is.

Probably it would not have surprised any-
cne else at Rookwood.

Adolphus Smythe of the Shell was ex-
tended on the study carpet

He was spread-eagled there, face down,

Lovell stood on one of his legs, Raby on
the other. Newcome sat gracefully on his
shoulders, Jimmy Silver wiclded the cricket-
stump.

The Fistical Four seemed to find tho thing
amusing. Adolphus Smythe found it any
thing but that. But valhc s point of view,
naturally, was rather diiferent from that of
the Fistical Four. There is a great distine- |
tion between the active and passive voices
of the verb “to whack.” 1

Jimmy Silver heard the door epen, but |
as ho had*his back to it, he did not sec
what an lwe-ms?wing figure appeared there,
Su he ump[y called over his shoulder

“Buzz off ! We're whacking Smythe !

“Silver!™

hat 1"

“0h, m

Jimmy Silver jumped almost clear of the
floor as he spun round. He knew that awinl
voice,

The voice of the great, huge bear in the
fairy-tale was “not a circumstance” fo it.

“The—the Head!” babbled Arthur
Edward anell
“Oh, crikey? -

The Fistical Four, with breathless ejacula-
me. faced the w.ful vision in the door-
wa;

Sm)thﬂ rolled over on the floor and sat

Dr. Clushnlm surveyed the seene with a
glance that struck terror to the end study—
not easily terrified as a rule,

Jimmy Silver blinked at the Head as he
might have blinked at a gorgon. The Head
appeared a good deal like a gorgon at that
moment; but Jimmy did not feel like a
Perseus.  Ho felt more like one of the fabled
gorgon’s hapless victims that were turned to
stone.

Silence reigned in the end study for a
second; a silence that could he felt.

The Head broke it

“What does this mmzn?"

Jimmy Silver & Co.
at one another.
coming.

“Get up, Smythe !”

Smythe got. up.

“Is this a case of hull}mg 7" The Head's
voice rumbled like distant thunder. “Have
I, by sheer accident, come upon a_ease of
rank hooliganism in the Iowrth Form of
Rookwood School 7

“Nunno, sir!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

“What were you doing to Smythe 7"

Really, it was a superfluons question, The

cad knew perfectly well what Jimmv

he inquired.
blinked helplessly
No -answer was forth-




“And why,” said the
beati im 7
" Jimmy Silver blinked at his chums again,
_ beating Smythe of the Shell for his soul's

- Tistical Four seemed to be tongue-tied.

1 seene, Smythe

L l_m\-f been willing to explain, but he wasn’t.

. a question, and

| the Fistical Four had been whacking him.

study 1

had been doing to Smythe,
t he scemed to expect an answer,
" W-w-w-whacking  him, sir!” mumbled
mmy.
. "I am aware that you were beating him,
Silver 1"
 “Ye-es, sir!” gasped Jimmy.
He did not add that, in that case, the
ead needn't have asked. Arguing with a
headmaster was never any good.

ﬁend, “were you

ing him ?

answer,

. "I am. waiting,” the Head remarked
ily, “for a reply.”

But they could not help him. What was
the good of telling the Head that they were

? That he had asked for it, and
wouldn’t be happy till he got it!
The Head turned to Smythe, as the

“What was the cause of this unseemly
Adelphus gasped.
As the injured party, Smythe ought to

I—" he stuttered.
“Well 2
“I—I don't complain, sir!”
*Quite so,.Smythe; but I have asked you
expect an answer,”
Smythe's eyes rolled helplessly. Evidently
he had a great reluctance to explain why

“Why are you in this study, Smythe?”
“I—I came to speak to Silver, sir,”

“To quarrel \ritﬁe Silver 1" 5

“Qh, no, sir!”

“You came on a peaceful visit to this

“Ye-es, sir.”

“And then you were treated ag I saw 7"
“Ahem 1

“Kindly answer me, Smythe.”
“I—I—I may have said somecthin' Silver
dn't like, sir,” stammered the unhappy
' Adolphus.

. “What did you say that Silver did not
e, Smythe?”

- Adolphus writhed.

* “Just a—a—a remark, sir, that’s all! T—
don’t mind, I—I'm not complainin’,”
But the ITead, having arrived on that
aordinary scene, was there to see justice
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of bullying, there was severe punishment in
store for that happy band, But the Head—
who was known to =all Rookwood as a
“downy old bird "—was beginning to sus-
pect that the punishment he had Witnessed
had been justly administered—that, in fact,
Smythe of the Shell had asked for it. And
he meant to know the facts,
“Will you be kind enough to tell me what
was the remark you made to Silver which
led to this unseemly disturbance, Smythe 7
asked the Head, with polished politeness
but iron determination.

Smythe breathed hard,

“I—I may have made a remark about
young Nol;ody," he mumbled,

om 7

“Young Nobody, sir.”

“Do you mean the unhappy lad to whom
I have granted the shelter of Rookwood
until his family can be communicated with,

Smythe ?”
“Ye-e-es, sir.”
“Indeed! And what was the remark?”

Smythe wriggled.

“If you do not explain fully, Smythe, I
shall conclude that you have been speakin
of that unhappy lad with malice and ill:
nature, and have, in fact, deserved the
punishment you have just received.”

Smythe was silent.

“Very well,” said the Head. “You may
go, Smythe. You will take five hundred
lines of Virgil. I shall speak to your Form-
master.”

“Yes, sir!” gasped Smythe,

And he made his escape.

—

CHAPTER 15.
Under Jimmy's Protection!

IMMY. SILVER & CO. stood silent.
They were wondering uneasily how the
affair was going to end. Adolphus
Smythe’s punishment was just, other-

wise ‘the Fistical Four would not have
administered it. But they hardly expected
a mere headmaster to have sense enough to
sec that. But the headmaster of Rookwood
evidently ssessed ' more sense than the
heroes of t.gg Fourth gave him eredit for.

His glance at tho chums was now quite

benignant,

“I came here to speak to you, Silver,” he

ne. If the Fistical Four had been guilty

said.
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“Thank you, sir!” gasped Jimmy.

“M-m-ra-may I—I offer you a chair, sir?”

“You may, Silver.”

SJimmy did.

Dr. Chisholm sat down, the four juniors
respectfully  standing, waiting  for the
verdict, as it were. But the Head made no
further veference to the whacking of
Smythe. That matter seomed to have
passed from his mind.

“I came to speak to you about the boy

you brought to Rookwood yesterday,
Silver,” said the Head. “Mr. Bootles has
told me what you told him.. You found

this boy wandering on the heath$”
1 “Yos, sir.”

“You interfered between him and . a
ruflianly map who appeared to be in pursuit
of him?”

“Yos, sir.”

“You did quite rightly in bringing bim
to the school,” said Dr. Chisholm. “Tt was
tho proper step for you to take, Silver.”

“Thank you, sir!” murmured Jimmy.
“We—we thought you would approve, sir,
in the—the circumstances. And—and as the
chap was so like Smythe to look at, we
thought Smythe might know something
about him.”

“That has not proved to be the case, how-
ever "

*“No,
before.”

“Has Smythe spoken {o this boy ?” asked
the Head.

“I—I think go, sir.”

“Does he feel the same sympathy towards
the unhappy Jad that T believe is felt by
most of the Rookweod boys?®”

! “I=I—I think he doesn't like him very
much, sie,” stammered Jimmy. “The chaps
have been rather chipping old Smythe about
it, sir—making out that the kid is a relation
‘of his, as they're so alike.”

" “Why should Smythe mind that*”

Jimmy coughed.

“Well, the chap is rather—rather tattered,
sir; and—and Smythe thinks he's a tramp,
or something.”

“I sce. However, the boy is no tramp,”
said the ITead. “I have questioned him
very closgly, and the school doctor has ex-
amined him, and it is clear that he has been
subjected to ill-usuage and hardship, and
the shock he has received has caused him to
iose his memory.  De. Bolton has hopes that

si.  Smythe’s nover scen him
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he may recover complotely when his health
is restored, and he may ii}'c‘u be able to tell
us his name and acquaint us with his story.
Kindness and carc are what he chicfly needs
now; and for that reason I shall allow him
to remain at Rookwood and attend classes
here until some discovery can bo made. I
have learned from him that he has becn at
school before, and that he is quite able to
take his place in a junior Form here. I
am therefore placing him in the Fourth
F¥orm, and my object in coming to see you
in your study, Silver——"
The Head paused a moment.
“Yes, sir,” murmured Jimmy.
“My object is to tell you that
of placing him in this study for——
“Oh, sir:”

I think

“For the time that he remains at Rook-
wood After consultation with your Form-
masier, Mr. Bootles, I am of opinion, Silver,
that you may be relied upon to treat this
unfortunate lad witlr kindness and considera-
tien, and to afford him any protection he
may necd—-"

“Ohi1” B

“The scenc I witnessed when I arrived
here, Silver, made me think for a moment
that I was mistaken.” A

Jinmy was silent.

“But on coj rution, Silver, it confirms
mo in my opinion. As the new boy is in a
somewhat delicate state of health, Silver, he
will benefit by the care of a thoughtiul
I{ien.sl, and such, I think, you will be to

“I=TI try, sir!” stammered Jimmy.

“Thank you, Silver!”

The Head rose.

He gave the TFistical Four a gracious
smile us he quitted the study.

The Co. Iogkcd at one another.

They did not venture to speak till the
Head'’s foolsteps died away on the staircase
at the other end of the passage. Then
Arthur Idward Lovell make the remarlk :

“Well, I'm blowed !

“The Head,” said Raby ragely, "is a
downy old bird. He sces things, you know.
He knows as well as we do that Smythe is
down on - that paor kid, and was saying
rotten things- about him, and asked for a
study whacking.  And he knows that wo
won't let Smythe rag him.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.
“All very well,” grunted Lovell. “But




= docent kid, too,

don’t want five in a study. I'm sorry
r young Nobody, but we—"

" “1t will only be till his people are
ithough,” remarked Newecome.
“Yes, that's s0.”

“Dash it all, we're bound to stand hy

i Jimmy Silver, “I1 don’t know
" what it’s like for a chap to lose his memory,
but it can’t be pleasant. And he scems a
“0Oh, he's all right!” said Lovell.
“We'll make him welcome,” said the
captain of the Fourth., “We'll treat him
well, and perhaps wo can cure him among
4is. More likely than old Sawbones, I
think.”

““Yes, rather!”

The study door reopened, and the faf faice
of Tubby Muffin looked in, greatly axgiteﬂ.

“I say, what did the Head want?”
chirruped Tubby,

“QOh, just dropped in for a chat,”
Jimmy Silver carelessly.

“Gammon !

“We're on rather chummy terms with the
Fead, you know,” explained Arthur Edward
Lovell. “We rather pull together.”

“Look here, what did he want?” asked
Tubby. “I thought it was a licking; but
1 didn't hear any howling.”

“You'll hear some soon, if you don't take
your face away!” said Lovell darkly.

“T say, young Nobody's comini up the
passage,” said Tubby, changing the topic.
“T say, he's in Etons now, and looks quite
respectable.  Smythe's awfully wild at
fellows saying he's a relation of his—"

“That ought to make the new fellow
wild, not Smythe I growled Lovell, *‘Hallo,
here he is!”

The new junior appeared in the doorway.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at him with
interest.

When they had found the unfortunate lad
wandering on Coombe Heath, he had been
tattered and ragged, and Smythe of the
3hell might be excused for having taken
him for a youthful tramp.

But there was a great change now.

3 He was in Etons, neat and trim, newly
~ washed and brushed, and looked like any
L other junior at Rookwood—a good deal more
presentable than Tubby Mufliin, in fact,
. He hesitated in_the ddorway.

There was a flush on his rather good-

ooking face—good-looking, though it was

found,

answered
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in other respects remarkably like that of
Adelphus Smythe.

“May I come in?” he asked rather
timidly.

“I'rot in, old scout!” said Lovell heartily.

“The Head told me to come here and—"

“That’s right 1”

“I'm to stay at Rookwood for the
present,” said the nmew junior. “I'm to be
iu this study, the Head says.”

“Welcome as the flowers' in May, old
top!” said Jimmy Silver reassuringly.
“Jolly glad to see you here!”

“Hear, hear !” said the Co. solemnly.

. And the new boy, much encouraged, came

in.
“Memory eain't como back yet?” asked
Lovell curiously. A L
The new junior shook his head and

| coloured again.

“Jolly queer, isn't it?”

“It is very strange,” said the junior in a
low voice, *It troubles mo very much. I
cannot remember my name. When I try to
think of the past it makes my head ache.
don’t know what's happened to me.”

“You don't remember your father even—
or your mater?”

“1 have no father or mother,” said the
new boy in the same quiet tone. “'I am
sure 1 should remember them if I had.”

“Pgor kid!” murmured Lovell, rather
touched.

“PBut vou must have some relations,
Jimmy Silver.

“1 don’t know 1"

*“You've been to school before?”

“Yes; it is all familiar to mo here. T was
able to answer the questions the Head put to
mo—things seemed to come fresh into my
mind as he asked me,” said the jumior. “I
—1 think if I was asked my name and it was
mentioned 1 should know it then. But
unless it is mentioned to me I do not think
I shall ever remember it.”

Lovell uttered an exclamation.

“Why, that makes it all serene!” he ex-
claimed. “ We've simply got to mention all
the names there are, and as soon as we hit
on the right one—why, there you are!”

The junior smiled faintly, and Jimmy
Silver chuckled.

“That's rather & big order,” Jimmy re-

said

marked. “I suppose there are about a
million names.” X
“We'll do it alphabetically,” said Lovell,
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much tuken with his idea. “Now, is your
name Ayxres?”

“1 don’t know !*

“Arthur?”

“I don’t know!”

“ Aintree 1"

The new boy shook his head.

“Leavo the rest till after tea, ald chap,

suggested Jimmy Silver, while Raby and
Newecome grinned,
The Fistical Four sat down to tea with
he new junier. Evidently there was no
ime for Lovell to rur the complete
g p his scheme.
¥ now and then he turned to the new
boy and shot a question at him.

“Is your name Ambleside—Anson—Ark-
wright — Abney — Acton — Atkins — Alison
= Allinson-—-*

It was a sort of accompaniment to tea,
and Raby remarked that it was as good as
an orchestra. Dut the new junior did not
answer to any of the names propounded by,
tho enterprising Lovell; and even Arthur
Fdward was daunted by the reflection that
the required name might begin with a Y
or a Z

t
t

CHAPTER 16.
No Cluel
HE next day the new junior took his
I place in the Fourth Form of Rook-
wood.
He of
curiosity there,

Mr. Bootles was very kind (o him, and
all the follows followed the Form-master's
example in that respect.  Even Higgs, the
bully of the Fourth, moderated his nsual
manners and customs a little. ven Peele
and Gower were considerate,

The strangn misfortune that had befallen
the new junior touched the imagination
of the Rookwoed fellows,

-

was the object much

To lose one’s memory was, they all agreed,
a “jolly queer ” thing, and not a pleasant
one, )

The new hoy bore his misfortunie with a
quict patienee and fortitude which {the

imiors  considered  showed  that he had

plenty of pluck.
He fell into the ways of the Fourth at
Loneo.

It was clear fhat the Form work was not |

new to him;  every item of it, though it

1
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came newly to him, awoke some chord of
memory and was familiar at once.

That scemed to argue in favour of Lovell's
theory ; and the juniors agreed that if some-
one by ehance mentioned his name before
Ihim the new' fellow would know it and
| in kis lost identit;
ty fellows, at [cast, bad asked him

whether his name-was Smythe, prompted
‘ by bis rosemblance to Smythe of the Shell,

But his name was not § nythe, though he
admitted that the name was familiar, and
that he must have heard it before. Some-,
| where in the hidden past he had known or
{ heard of a Smythe.

And that confirmed the general impression
that Me must be a relation of Adolphus—an-
| impression not shared by Adolphus himself,
| and.which he indignantly repudiated.,
| In class that morning Lovell aat besida
{the flew junior, and interrupted lessons
{ every uow and then with some question such

i
{

as: .
*Is your name Joncs—Robinson- Huggins
| —Buggins—Wiggins—Snooks 1. -
| . Arthur  Edward scemed really  inex
i haustiblo.

But to cach question the new junior re-
sponded only with a smile and a shake of
. the head. i

“You are speaking, Lovell!” said Mr,
Bootles at last,

vell looked up,

“Only asking the new chap if his name is
Staggers, sir,” he answered, with an ajr of
conscions virtue.

Mr. Bootles coughed.

“Kindly do not ask the new Loy in class
whother_ his name is Staggers, Lovell,” he

replied.
“No, sir! But it just ceenrred to me
that his name may !x‘n:‘\‘(: been Hooker——

Really, Lovell—-
“Or Smike—""
“You will dliy let the subjeet drop till

after  lessor Lovell 1" said . Bootles
with asperi “Otherwise, I shall cane
-

“Oh!” said Lovell. 5

And he let the subject drop till after
lessons; but as the Fourth went out of the
Form-room that morning he fapped the new
junior on the shoulder and demanded :

“Is your name Asquith?”

And the new junior grinned and shook lis
+head again,
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“I believe I've heard ihe
answercd “but it’s not nune.
h, you've heard it!” exclaimed Lovell,
th:nkmg that he was on the scent.
“1 think s0.”
“Well, then-
“Fathead ! snid Jimm:
some political thhnia of
seen it in the papers.”
“Oh, so have I, now I come to think of
it ndmlttm} bmcll “I say, kid, is your

name,” he

Silver, “There's
that name. I've

Ha, ha, ha!
“Or Belknap 7"

Jimmy Siher marched the new junior out
into the quad before Lovell could get any
further along the alphabet.

What to call the new junior, as he pos-
sessed no name of his own, was rather a
puzzle st first; but the juniors fell into the
habit of slluding to him as the *Xid »—
excepting Adolphus Smythe, who referrad
to him with scorn as “ Young Nobody.”

The Kid looked very cheerful in the quad
with the Fistical Four. Their kind friend-
ship was very grateful and comforting to
him.

The chums of the Fourth took him down
to the footer-ground, and they made the dis-
covery there that he could play footer. He
showed considerable skill at the game, too,
which was a gratifying discovery to his new
frien

As they came back to the School House
for dinner they fell in with Smythe of the
Shell, walking loftily with his friends
Howard and Tracy.

Smythe gave the new junior a scornful
glance.

He would probably have added scornful
words, but he had not forgotien the lesson
he had received in the end study the day
befaro.

The Kid paused and glanced at him
rather timidly, and then came up to speal
to him.

“Excuse me, Smythe—" he began.

Smythe eyed him haughtily.

“Don’t speak to me!” he snapped.

The new junior coloured painfully.

1 don't mean to give offence,” he said
quietly. “You must bave notlced, Smythe,
how like you are to me in looks.”

“J haven't!”

“The uthcr fellows have, then.”

“What rot

THE BOY FROM NOWHERE!

“You checky ass, Smythe!” exclaimed
Lovell hotly. “You know s the case
You're as like .as two peas, excepting ths
the Kid locks a decent chap, and you look «
born idiot and enob!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Adolphus glared and eame very near
punching Lovell's nose. Fortunately for
him he did not como too near that proceed-
ing. Lovell’s nose would not have suffered
so much as Adolphus’.

“I think we must be related, as we are
50, alike, Smythe,” “said the new junior.

“You know, I have lost my memory. If it
is possible that you know something of my
people—- 3

“I don't!”

“But——?

“And don’t want to!” added Adolphus,
with a sneer. d

“Yon must have some relations whose
name is different from your own,
supposa ¥’

“Of course I have!”

“I may be one of them.”

“Rot 17

“Will you tell me the names so that I
may possibly recognise my oewn?”

“No, I won’t!” said Sm “You're
no connection of mine. . a_roiten
tramp, and you've shoved youm!f in here
under false pretonces. I don't believe for o
minute that you’ve lost your memory;
think it's all bunkum from beginning to
end, and what you want here is most likelv
to steal the spoons! Thai’s what I think:
And you can put that in your pipe and
smoke it, you nameless rotter !”

The conversation was not continued, for
Jimmy Silver & Co. interrupted it at tha:
point by collaring Adolphus Smythe and
rubbing his nose in_the guadrangle.

Then they went in to dinmer with the
Kid, leaving Adolphus spluttering frantic
aliy, in a frame of mind impossible to b
described !

) CHAPTER 17.
A Startling Diseovery!

it OTTEN ! grunted Tubby Muffin.

R Reginald Muffin of the (I

Fourth felt angry and aggri

He was standing before the

board door in Smythe’s study—and the doo
was locke
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Th afternoon, in the school shop,
Pubby’s greedy eyes had watched Smythe
the Shell s Lo laid out 5 whole ten-
hilling note in purchases, And those pur-
ases, cvidently, had been placed in the
udy cuphnnn]—to wait there till tea-time.
ppurently Smythe was standing a tea that
ay on an unusual scale. And, {o Tubby
duffin’s delight, Smythe had come out of
is study afterwards and walked down to
the gate
Reginald Muflin of the Classicul Fourth
)ras rmt likely to lose an opportunity like

He felt that Smythe deserved to be
aided.
The sins of Smythe were many. He had

cuffed Tubby AMuflin after missing a cake
‘only a fow days before, Just as if Tubby
was capable of bagging a fellow’s cake!
As a matter, of faet, Lubby had bagged
{dt; but he felt md}gunnl. at the
“all the same, Smythe couldn’t really
‘that ho had bagged it, and he had no right
| to suspect Reginald j\Iuilm withour evi-
| dence. He was a suspicious beast,

Besides, he was a beast in many ways!
He smoked in his study—strictly against
rules. He was down on the new kid, who
was a hafimless cnough fellow and bad lent
Tubby a shilling. Taking one consideration
o with another, as the 'song says, Tubby felt
that Smythe thoroughly descrved to have
E his feed raided.

Having satisfed himself on this point
=it did not take him long—Reginald Muflin
¢ nipped into the study.

©  And then he found the cupboard locked,
¢ and the key gone!

“The suspicious rotter!” Tubby mur-
mured, in unspeakable indignation, *Just
- as if he suspected that a IuEImv |m|;hl be
after his grub! Low, I call it

Tubby regarded the cupbuaru wistfully

with greedy eyes, like a podgy D'eri at the
§ gate of Paradise.
He glanced at the poker. But burglary
' was rather too risky, en reflection. Yet to
leavo the feast there—waiting for Smythe’s
return—was impo: ! Tubby could not
drag himsell away.

Mo wae still contemplating the locked
cuphboard when foetsteps came along o the
(study door.  Along, with thZ.: came the
sound of a voice:

“This way!”
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It was Smythe’s voice!
h, lor!” gasped
Smythe had caught him—or would have
caught him in anc'her minute. But Tubby
in direful antic ‘on of what would
bappen if Smythe did ecalch him, made tho
most of that minute. One wild glance
round the study, and then Tubby Muffin's
plump form vanished under the tablo.
That table was covered by a very handsome
cover—everything in Smythe's study was
handsome. The cover was long enough to
hide most of the fat form of Muffin as
he erouched under the table.

Muffin crouched there, with his knees
drawn up to his chin, palpitating, If
Smythe found him-—

The door opened.

* Here you are, father.”

Tubby Muffin groaned inwardly,

He had concluded when Adolphus Smythe
started for the gates that the dandy of thoe
Shell was going out. Instead of “lm»h, it
was clear now that Adolphus had anly gone
to the gates to mect his father, evidently
paying him a visit at Rookwood that after-
noon.

Doubtless  that unusually  magnificent
spread was in honour of the parental visit.
And while the spread was being partaken
of above, Tubby Muflin was to have the
pleasure of crouching below, not even able
to share the ecrumbs that fell from the
rich man’s table,

Tubby suppressed his feelings. Ho de-
bated in his fat mind whether Swmythe
would refrain from im bocause

his father was present
Smythe wouldn’t. So he sat tight.

There was a murmur of voices, but Tubby
did not heed the oonversation between'
Generally he was
, but just now he was not inter-
d—all his thoughts were of himself and
is extremely uncomfortable position.

He wondered how long this was going to
last. Worst of all, he wus likely to be lato
for tea in his own study—besides missing
Smythe's tuck, he would miss his own
ten! The way of the transgressor was un-
commonly hard this time.

A pair of hoots, adorned with white
spats, were planted close by Tubby, as
Mr. Smythe sat down. Iubby just dodged
them. A more clepant pair of shoes were
olanted on the othur side of him, and Tubky

Adolphus and his father.
inqui
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Jjust dodged them, too. He secmed likely to
come to grief among the footgear of the
Smythe family.

Smythe pater and Smythe filius were
having tea, and the somewhat fat and
wheezy voice of Smythe pater ran on almost
incessantly., And Tubby’s attention to the
conversation was suddenly roused as Adol-
phus ejaculated:

“Ten thousand

“Yes, my boy.’

“That’s a lot of money, father.”

“It will be yours when you come of age,

J:»ounds ™

Adolphus,” said Mr. Smythe, "provided
that your cousin, Charles Clare, is not
found.”

“That's jolly odd, sir!” said Adolphus.
“T've never seen this chap Clare, but I
romember hearing his name mentioned. I
thought he was at school somewhere.”

“Quite so. He"was at Lynthorpe.”

#Isn’t he there now 1"

“No. That is the very peculiar part of
the story,” said Mr. Smythe. “I eame
down specially to sce you about the matter,
Adolphus, as it appears clear now that your
cousin will not be found. Doubtless he has
met with some accident, and has died. Of
course, I am grieved {o think so.”

“0h, of course!"”

“As I had never seen the boy, however,
I find mysclf able to think of the mis-
fortune with fortitude,”

CHrm 1

“As you know, Adolphus, we have never
been on terms of intimacy with the Clares.
And when the boy was left an orphan, his
father's will ‘left him to the care of the
headmaster of Lynthorpe, instead of in my
charge. Neturally, I was sorry, as the boy
was very ill-provided for. 1 should, of
course, have felt it my duty to take charge
of him, as he was your mother’s nephew.
However, it was not required of me. Tha
headmaster .of Lynthorpe, an old friend of
Mr. Clare, accepted the charge cheerfully;
and no communication passed between the
boy and me.”

“I think I remember hearin’ somethin®
about it, father. Will you have another
cup of tea?”

“Thank you! Now, from that time to
this T confess that I have not given Charles
Clare a thought,” said Mr. Smythe, “His
existence was recalled to me when your

Uncle Richard, your mother’s brother, died
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in South Africa, and his will was made
known. By the terms of his will his money
was to be equally divided beiwcen Charles
Clare and yourself, Adolphus, He con-
sidered that your elder brother was already
sufficiently provided for. The sum amounts
to ten thousand pounds.”
WAL

Tubby Muffin was listening with all his
fat ears now.

And he thought he detected a rather
curious change in the tone of Adolphus
Smythe.

A very odd thought had come into
Tubby’s mind as he listened, and he divined
that the same thought had cccurred to
Adolphus.

Mr. Smythe went on.

“Your Uncle Richard’s. will was madc
years before his death. It provided that
his fortune should be equally divided be.
tween you and your cousin, Charles, if both
were living ; otherwise, the whole sum was
to go to the survivor. If your cousin is not
found, therefore, you will inherit the ten
thousand pounds.”

“He—he’s supposed to be dead?”

“Certain legal steps will be necessary for
his death to be presumed,” said Mz,
Smythe. “But that will be only a matter
of form if he is not discovered, which seems
now to be hopeless.” L

“But—but what can have happened to
him 7"
is & mystery. T have visited
the headmaster of Lynthorpe, and learned
all that he conld tell me., Tt appears thot
Charles Clare left the school one half-
holiday to ramble in the woods. As lic
did not return he was searchei for, anl
later the police were called in, The search,
in fact, has never ceased.”

“And he hasn’t been found?”

“No. His cap was picked up on ihe
beach at low-water, but no other clue wn
discovered. It is presumed that ho
cut off by the tide at the foot of tho cli
and drowned. That is the only possil
presumption in the circumstances, althon
the Lynthorpe headmaster has not given
up hope, and thinks it may be a case of
kidnapping. That, of course, is nonsense.
No one would be likely to kidnap the bov.
There was no object,”

“I—T suppose not.”

“Not at all. But the headmasier attaclct
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f somo importance to the fact that a ruffianly
. man, with a broken nose, was seen in the
'nr.\igisl)om‘huod about the same time, and
afterwards disappeared. It appears also
i that a flashily-dressed stranger was seen in
the village, where he passed a m-rrber of
L counterfeit curreiey-notes. There not
. the slightest shred of evidence to connect
either with the missing boy; but the Lyn-
thorpe headmaster appears to have been
- attached to Clare, and he refuses to give up
'.hco'g)]p3 that hc may yet be living.”

. “DBut it will not be difficult to have his
L death legally presumed,” said Mr. Smythe.
- “And your uncle’s fortune will come Lo
you w! hen you are of age, Adolphus.”

“Not before, fathert”

“Certainly not!”
¢t “I—1 suppose I could borrow on it,
' though, if I wanted?”
1 “If you attempt to do anyihing of the
i kind, Adelphus, E_’[ shall request Dr. Chis-
F holm to administer s very severs flogging
| to you!”
I+ “I—I don't mean that, of course!
only thinking
' “Do not think anything of the kind,
' ‘then ! said Mr. Smythe severely. ““You
. have an amplo allowance, Adolphus—more
. than sufficient, unless you are l-ockicﬁsi'y
\ extravagant.”

Smythe of the Shell did not answer that,

' It was not feasible to explain to his
-parent that  he was, as a matter
‘of fact, recklessly extravagant, and that he
bowed money right and left. There were
feeveral genflemen in the bookmaking and
. billiards-sharping line who were anxious to
‘seo the colour of Adolphus™ money.
. Adolphus was not very bright in some
| things, but ho knew that a fellow who was
L to reccive ten thousand pounds in a few
years need not be short of money.
Mr. Smythe rose from the table.
“1 came down to ucqunmt you with your
gocd fortune, Adolphus,” he said.
{ “Thank you, father! I'm jolly glad to
hear it, of course. I-I suppose there’s no
danger of Clare turning up?”
- “Nope at all, in my opinion!”

“He might have wandered away, and

"“]:y should he
“Buppose—suppose he fell in thh some

t—some ruffian, and got a knock on the
‘head or something—""

I was
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“Then he would have been found,”

“He might have lost his memory, or
something like that—-"

“What utter nonsense!”

“Of—of course! I was only thinking.
Buat, of course, it's all right!” said
A(iulphus “Shall T cowe to the station
with you, father?”

“My cab is waiting at the galo You
may come to the gates, my hoy

Smythe pater and Smythe ﬁhus quitted
the study.

When they were gone Tubby Muffin
rolled out from under the table, his fat
face simply ablaze with excitement.

“Phew!” murmured Tubby.
e-c-eow!”

And he rolled out of ihe study as scon
as the coast was clear.
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CHAPTER 13.
A Rogue and a Fool!

" ¥S your name Meggs?”

l Mr. Smythe heard Arthur Edward
Lovell ask that question as he was
walking down fo the gates with

his clegant younger son.

He glanced at Lovell and his companion,
the latter a very guict-looking junior, with
a rather sad cast of face.

The clouded face broke into a smile as
the junior shook his head.

"\\"ul'[, is it Wiggs, then 777

= Or Scoggms .

Arthur Edward Lovell was going on with
his list as Mr. Smythe walked ous of hear-
ing, much to the relief of Adalphus.

For reasons of his own, Adolphus of the
Shell did nob want his father to come into
contact with .~ the schoolboy without a
memory.

Adolphus’ face was dark with thought—
not pleasant thought—as he walked down
to the gates with his father,

There were strange and rather guilty
reflections working in the mind of the dandy
of the Shell

“Is it known what Clare was like to look
at, father?” he asked, as the stout gentlo-
man took his seat in the station cab.

“Yes. I was shown a pho{oglnph of
him, He is like you, Adolphus.
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“Oh? pany, if you come to that,” answered
“Quite like you,” said Mr. Smy‘he. “In-| Tracy idn’t the pater tip you?”

decd, his photograph might be taken for
yours. By the way, I noticed a boy just
now who resembles you in the quadrangte.
That is rather euriou 2

“A new fellow here,

aid Adelphus care-

lessly.
“Oh! A Rookwood boy?
“Yes. Hc's: one of Jinuny Silver's set,

in the end study.”

Mr. Smythe nodded, and shook hands
with his son, and the cab rolled away with
him.

Adoiphns stood s
time, his brows e
thought,

Slowly he turned, and mado his way back
to the Hehool House.

Lovell was still talking to the new junior,
and Smythe, as he passcd, heard him say:

“Is your name Dickens?”

Smythe stalked on.

OF all the fellows at Rookwood, including
the new boy, Adolphus Smythe was the
only one who could have answered Lovell’s
questions.  But he could have answered
them now—and he knew it,

Tubby Muffin was lounging on_the steps,
and he watched Smythe come in, with a
very curious grin on his fat face.

Smythe did not notico him.

He went directly to his study, and shut
the door. There, he did not sit down, and
did net light n cigarctte as usual. He
paced to and fro in the study, his brows
wrinkled, his lips twitching.

His thoughts would not rest.

“I1 don’t know for certain,” he muttered.
“I ¢an’t know! What I may happen to
suspect isn't evidence. Besides, I hate the
fellow 1" )

Ho set his lips.

“He's a roiter! I've been rapged and
chipped on his account. Hang him! I'm
not bound to say anything, Besides, I
don’t know that it's the truth, either.” |

The study door opened, and Howard and
Tracy came in. Adolphus spun round to.
wards them with savage irritatfon.

“Pater gone?” yawned Tracy,

T

ing after it for some
ugated  with  deep

“Yes. Get out!”
“¥h? Can't a chap come into his own

study *” demanded Tracy, in astonishment.
“1—I've got a hcadache, Leave me alone
for a bit i
“Not specially

anxious for your com-

.

“Old hunks! Come on, Howard! Adol-
phus has got 'em!”

And Adolphus' study mates cleared off,
much to his relief. He did not want come
pany jusi then.

He resumed his restless pacing of the
study.

The path of honour and duly lay clearly
before SBmyihe of the Shell, if he had
chosen to sce it. But he did not choose ta
see it; he was determined not to see it—
determined, at least, not to follow it

But that determination brought with it
a sense of guilt that was extremely diss
concerting.,

Adolphus had plenty of petty sins upon
his canscience; but hitherto nothing of such
a scrious nature. He was almost startled
by the discovery of a vein of rascality in
his nature, of which he had not before sus-
pected the existence,

Tap!

The door opencd again, and the fat faco
of Reginald Mulflin of the Fourth grinned
m

Smythe gave him a furious look. He was
in no mood for Tubby Mullin jvst then.

“Get out, you fat rotter!” he shouted
angrily.

Instead of getting out Reginald Muffin
camo in, and closed the door after him.
Smythe of the Shell advanced upon him
with his fists clenched, and his eyes gleam-
ing savagely.

“You fat rascal! What do you want
hnre"? I'll piteh you out, neck and crop

“Better not, old bean!” said Tubby,
“It won’t pay you.” ¥

There was a' peculiar significance in
Tubby’s look and tone that struck Smythe.
His hands dropped to his sides.

“What.do you mean?” he muttered
huskily.

Impossible as it seemed that the fat Clas-
sical could know anything of his affaire,
Tubby's look sent s cold shiver of appre-
hension down Adolphus’ back,

“I know what I mean,” grinned Tubby.

Smythe's hands clenched again.

“1, heard,” explained Tubby calmly.

“Whea-at?”

“I was under the table.”

Sinythe almost staggered.
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Lere,” he scarcely articulated.

Tubby Mullin nodded cheerfully.

. T heard every word, old top!” he re-
marked.

L Adolphns Smythe sank helplessly into a

L chair, He could only stare at Tubby's fat,

'\ grinning face as il fascinated. Muffin |

. knew. It was not only with his own con-|

. science that Smythe of the Shell had lo

¥ contend, then. There was Tubby Muflin's
- knowledge to be taken into account. Tor

. the moment, it was an overwhelming blow.
“You needn’t pitch info me, old sport!”|

rattled on Tubby. “If you do, I'll go
truifht to Jimmy Silver and tell- him.

He, he, he!”

Adolphus breathed hard,

“You haven't told ™

pythe tried to pull himself together,
3 realised that he was giving himsclf
away to the Paul Pry of Roeokwaod.
“There's wothing to tell, of course,”
= le said.

- “You seem jolly
! the same,” grinned Tubby.
b you tell your -father . about young
body ¥"

“Why should I?” muttered Smythe.
. “Von know who he iz now,” chuckled

Tubby. “So do L.”

‘- “Norsense!”

Tubby Muffin chortled.

“1 tell you I heard all your pater said.
Any fellow who heard him would have
" known at once who Nobody was. Dash
it all. If Jimmy Silver knew you had a
b nissing cousin, do you think he wouldn't
[ tumble at once? All the fellows believe
" already that young Nebody is a relation
of vours. But it's not known that you've
got & cousin at echool who's disappeared
from school. Do vou think it isn't plain
cnough for a blind donkey to sco?”

Adolphus panted, but did not reply.

Tt was plain enough, and he knew it

“Why, you asked your pater yourself
whother that chap Clare might have lost
his memory!” said Tubby, grinning.

] what tou were thinking.”
“‘You spying cad!”’ hissed Smythe.
it mild! I just happened
I hope you don't
mean to insinuato that I would listen!”
exclaimed Tubby Mufin warmly. “If you

anxious about it, all
“Why didn’t
No-
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I've got something to tell Jimmy Silver
thal-t he migit like to hear about his new
pal.”

g

bby turned to the door.

“Siay here!” gasped Adolphus.

“Certai old {op, as you're so press-
ing!”" said Tubby Muffin affably.

Smythe of the Shell looked at the fat
lassjcai as if he would bite him. There
was n short silence.

«Of—of course, there's nothing in this,"”
said Adolphus at last haltingly. * Perhaps
comething -of the kind may have crossed
my mind, but, of course, there's nothing
in it. But—but I don’t want my affairs
chattored all over Rookwood, and that
nawmeless cad making out that he's a rela-
tion_of mine.”

“Of course you don’t!" chuckled Tubb¥
Muffin. *You don't want te whack out
ten thousand quids with him.”
Adolphus winced.

“TF you'll hold your tongue,
he said, at last.
“My deur chap, if you ask me ac a pal,
of course, I shan't say anything!”

i do, then!"” gasped Adolphus.

Tubby waved a fat hand.

«All serene! Rely - on me! I say,
Smythey, old bean, could you lend me a
quid #"”

Then Adolphus understood.  Without ®
word, he placed a pound-note in Reginald
Muffin’s fat hand.  Reginald Muffin be-
stowed a fat wink on him, and rolled out
of the study. .

Adolphus Smythe was left alone with his
thoughts. He did not find them pleasant.

M uﬂ:\n —"

CHAPTER 19.
Lovell's Luck!

o ARKER!"
CAo

o.
“*Chinkins 1"
“No."

‘loh;lﬂlglliﬂ :

““Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a roar of laughter in the end
study i the Fourth Form passage ap Rook-

- mean that, Smythe, I'll get out at once!

wood. It interrupted Arthur Edward
Lovell. The siring of anestions same =
a stop.
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. "Chuck it, old chap!” said Jimmy Silver,

I a tone of patient remonstrance,  as
Lovell glared at the Jaughing  juniors.
“You're making the Kid tired, and the

study tired. Cive us a rest!”

“You leave the list ti]] to-morrow,” sug-
gested Raby.

“Ta be continued in
marked Newcome.

And the Kid grinned.

Ordinary names, extraordinary  names,
-super-extraordinary  names figured  in
Lovell’s list, And at any moment Lovell
was liable to turn upon his new chum, and
shoot n question at hin, in class or in

our next!” re-

the quad, in the study or on “the fool-
ball field.
Sooner or later, Lovell was convineed,

he would hit on the right name, and 2l
would be calm and bright, o to speak,

Tho Kid was grateful for Lovell's kind
efforts—though it is possible that he found
his friend a little bit of a hore at times.
He was too polite to say so, but Lovell's
older friends woren', They often said so.

But Lovell was a sticker,

After bestowing a crushing glare upon
Jhi.~; irreverent chums, he went on regard-
ess ;

““Is your name Chumpey #»

“Oh gad!” Mornington of the Fourth
Inoked in at the doorway of the study.
“Is that a game, Lovell?”

“No, it isn't!” snapped Lovell. “Don’t
interrupt! Is your name Cloodles, Kid?”

Tho new junior chuckled.

“I hope not!" was his reply.

“Ha, ﬂa. ha [ §

“Socner or later,” eaid Lovell, with a
glare at the grinning Mornington, “we
chall hit on it. Then the Kid will know
it, and wo shall bo all screpe. When he
knows his name his memory will come back
all right, T believe, If youw're going to
eackle, Morny——-*

“Not at all,”
with a grin. 1
Rumpelstilehen 7"

“‘Ha, ha, ha!” 4

“Shut up!” roarod Lovell “T tell you
I'm on the right track, and I'm going to
find out the chap’s name!”

“SBuppose his namo happens to be Zeno
or Zadkiel 7 suggested Morny.  “ At this
rate you'll have worn him out before you
get to it]”

answered  Mornington,
ay, Kid, is your name

“ Rate 1"
“About time we got

remarked  Jimmy  Silver, *It's still light

cenough to punt the ball about a bit.”

“That’s what 1 came to tell yeu,” said
Mornington.

“Rot!” said Lovell.
go and punt the ball;
through this list.”

“But the Kifl is coming, too.”

““Bosh ! It's more important for him
to recover his memory  than to play
tooter I

“Aren't you' tired, Kid:” asked Raby.

The new junior hesitated, "

As a matter of fact, obliged as he felt
to Lovell, he was rather tired of tho
oxamination which bade fair to have no
end.  Certainly le wanted to recover his
lost memory—and he belioved that if he
heard his name spoken it would bhe familiar
to him at once, and the cloud upon his
mind would roll away., But there wero
limits. Lovell had " taken him through
some  hundreds of names already; and
there were thousands yet to ¢ome. And
the chuance of hitting on the right name
seemed  slight.

“Is your name Chuckster?” continned
Lovell, before the wvaif of Rockwood could
answer Raby.

“I—I think not.”

“Is it Christian 7"

“No. ™

“Or Clecil 2

“No.t

down to footer,”

“You fellows ean
I'm going to work

“Or Ching-gach-gook 7 asked Morning-
ton.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“O¢  Ching-Ching 3 pursued  Morning-

m

“Shut up!” roared Lovell. *How could
his name be Ching-Ching?  Don't you be
a funny ass, Morny—this s a serious
matter. Kid, is your name Cavanagh 1

“No. " :

“Or Casanova?” chuckled Mornington.
“Or Casabianca 7

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Will you dry up, Marny ? Go and play
footer or marbles or comething, Is vour
name Cecil--no, I've dono Cecil. 1Is it
Charley

“Oh*
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g waz a sudden startled exclamation | giving Tovell his head, as it were. But
m the Kid. Lovell got through his list of D's by tea-
o started to his feet, time without any further discovery being
All cyes in tho study were upon him at| made.

* <houted Lovell trinmphantly. |
Ak | CHAPTER 20.
‘ Smythe's Pall

es.
% Oh, my hat!”

“Huarrah!” . ] UBBY "
W cease !’ re- I Putty Grace of the Fourth stoad

wonders will never : 5
d Neweome. “Fancy that nss Lovell in the dooway of No. 2, and

g u bullseye like that
Charley " said Arthur Edward with
b sutiafuctionj pnd the Kid emiled and
odled. ' &
Lovell beamed with trinmph. Tubby Muffin was seldom punctual in
There was a buzz in the end study—even | other matters, but he could always be de-
pinington was impressed with seriousness | pended upon at meal-times, But on this
ast. occasion Tubby Muffin was conspicuons by
i Lovell's wonderful method, which hn(!"“-"‘al‘”c"cm, 7 »
sn o standing joke in the Form for a‘ Graco of the FO",rf" was naturally GXRS
k. had succeeded—so far ea the | perated.  When Tubby Muffin wasn’t
i | wanted—which was nearly always—he was

shouted.
It was teatime and, wonderful to relate,
Tubby Muffin had not turned up at Study
o, 2

fristian name was concerned, at least. 1 )

pELIan pas . y Fp there! Now that he was wanted, he wasno't
o new, junior was giite pale for the | popq
nent. ‘Tlere was conviction in his face. ]i"n’nw Silver & Co., gontng= i Hom
irst name, at least, was found. SHUTMIRY,  f- P s g

o ? ke by S footer, passed along the passage, and Grace
Well, my hat! said  Morningte Lca]h-ul to. Lhom:
avell isn't such an ass, after all. 3 “Seen Muffin?"”

our name. Charley, Kid, reallyt” | “Tubby?” said Jimmy Silver. “ Yes; he’s

1 am sure of it,” eaid the new junior |downstairs with Smythe of the 8tell. Tubby
_ “I-1 was sure I should | seems quite chummy with Sinythe lately.”
pow 1 it ““5.51‘"_’"“" to_Ing, l‘h s the |« pyiher Smythe! We've got kippers for
e in other things. I had forgotten | tea, and it's Tubby’s job to ook them!”
hlive Camsar and all the school work, bt | growled Putty Crace “T thought he'd
e molmcnt Ils:m the CGallic \Vn‘r again 1| Sooited out those kippers long ué’o. Tl
membered all 1 knew of it., It's as elear | pive him chumming with Smythe, the fat
anything—now 1 hear it Ay name’s | paunder "
" . e SRR
b Char what?” asked Lovell ““g”h"lfuﬁc-',d Grace headad for the stairs wrath
,"" next J"““’_r"',hu“k his head. | Tubby Muffin's ability as a. cook were
I don’t know! | some compensation in Stady No. 2 for
the first name suggest ¢ Tubby’s voracious appetite, and for the fact
acked Jimmy Silver. ! {hat he seldom, ~or never, stood his “ whack ™
' |in the study tea. Indeed, when Higgs or
b Nover mind,” said Lovell complacently. | Jones minor complained on  that —score,
We'll havy il sooner or later We've got | Tubby was wont to point out that he was
1, anyhow.” | ehief, and did most of the cooking, and to
| vemind his study mefes that they should not
protty nearly got through | muzzle the ox that trod out the corn, as it
veil. “I'm beginning on D|Werc
it hen—Dale—Dunkley—Dinwid- | As_ there was little doubt that Reginald
Dodd—" Muffin would drop in in time to amex the
Silver & Co. left Lovell to it. [ lions share of the kippers, Putty naturally
Charl sy " bore it with great palience, ' did not see any reason why he should not




42

cook  them,
Tubby,

Mullin was not to be eecn below, and
Putty headed for the Shell passage, to look
in Smythe's stud;.

OF late Tubby Muffin had been .scen a
good deal with® Adolphus Smythe of ihe
Shell.

They scemed to have struck up a friend
ship, which was rather remarkable, for there
was little in common between Adolphus, the
elegrant dandy of the Shell, and Tubby
Muffin, the glutton of the Fourth,

Adolphus had never concealed his lofty
contempt for the fat and grubby Muffin—
till of late! Now he was frequently seen
wilking with him, and Tubby sometimes
dropped into his study,

And ihere Putty Grace found him now.

Adolphus  Smythe was reclining in his
armchair, with a dark and meoody expression
upon his face. Tubby Muffin was seated on
the corner of the table, with his fat little
legs dangling.

“If you don't want me to tea, I—" he
was saying, as Grace arrived at the door.

Y You know I don’t!” muttered Smythe,

“0Oh, very well, I'll drop in and see Jimmy
Silver.”

* You ein stay if you like,”

“That's not good enough!” answered
Tubby Muffin indoj endently, “I hope I'm
not_the kind of fellow to go round the
studies cadging for a tea.”

“Oh; my hat ! murmured Grace, staring
in at the open doorway in astonishment.

Tubby’s hope, as he stated it, was cer-
tainly ill-founded; for he was, in point of
fact, celebrated for his little way of going
round the studies cadging for a tea.

“If you want me here,” went on Tubby,
“you can pul it politely and hospitably,
and I may decide to stay, Most certainly 1
shall not remain where I am not welcome,”

Adolphus Smythe bis his Iip hard.

“You can stay!” he mumbled. “J—]
zr!man: I hope you'll stay to tea, Muffir, old
chap.”

Tubby smiled sweetly,

“As you're so pressing, I don't mind !
he said,

Grace etrode into the study.

“You're wanted, Fatly!” he announced.

"Eh$"

“ Kippers to cook !" explained Grace.

Tubby Muffie glanced at his study-mate

8o he started in search of

THE BOY FROM NOWHERE!

over.his shoulder with an expression of lofi -
contempt,

“Kippers!" he repeated derisively,

* Yes—kippers!”

“Dao you think T'm going to cook kippers
for you?” demanded Tubby Muffin scorn
fully,

{irace stared,

“What do you mean, you fat idiot!” he
inquired politely, “If you don’t come and
cook them, you jolly well won’t eat them !

Sniff | =

“Are you coming ! demanded Grace.

“Certainly not!”

“ Well, you fat rotter!” exclaimed Grace,
“I don’t like cooking kippers. I shouldn's
have got, them, only you can handle then:.
Don’t you want to come to tea?”

“Now»

“Not come to tea!” said Putty dazedly.
“Youl”

“T'm having tea with Smythe,” answere:
Muffin. “Tm rather fed with you measly
teas in No, 2, Grace. I don't care for Tem !
Keep your mouldy old kippers! 'The faci
is, I've been too obliging to you fellows in
No. 2. T've never received proper thanks
T'm not going to do any more cooking fo;
youl”

“Then you won’t have any moro- fre
feeds in the study !” hooted Grace, in great
wrath,

Tubby eniffed again.

“Keep your mouldy old feeds!”
answered.

“You're sticking Smythe for a tea to-
day 1” said Putty. “I suppose Smythe is'i
going to have you to tea every day, is he?

"gh, Smythe’s my pal now ! answerc.
Muffin eirily,  “Smyche’s always glad 1
have me here, ain’t you, Bmythe "

“Yes!” gasped Adolphus,

“Well, my hat!” said Grace. “T always
thought you were a silly ass, Smythe; by
you're a sillier ass than I ever thought, if
you stand that fat clam when you're not
bound to, We wouldn’t bave him in o
study a minute if we could help it 1

“Look here, don’t you be cheek , Puiiy
Grace!” roared Tubby Muffin, “You bu::
off and don't worry | I tell you I'm fod 11
with your mouldy Fourth Form feeds !”

Grace looked from one to the other, I
Adolphus Smythe was not really yearni:
for Tubby’s society was pretty clear frow
the expression on his face,

he
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F*Why he should endure Tubby's company
n he didn't want to was a deep mys-

Well,” said Grace, at last, “you
lease yourse'f Tubby ™
T should jolly well think so !” said Tubby
fuffin loftily. {
£ “But you can be civil about it.”
“Eh?” .
“QOtherwise, vou're liable to:be mopped
{f that table and bumped on the carpet.”
“Look here—-"
“Like this!” explained Putiy.
Yarooooh!” roared Tubby DMuffin, as
tty s demonstrated what was likely
happen in case of inecivility.
Tubby landed on the carpet with a bump.
Then Putty strolled out of the stud,
by sat on the carpet and gasped for

Grooogh! Why didn't
pitch Smythe ?” he howled.

- Smythe was grinning. Apparently the

nping of Tubby Muftin afforded him some

faction.

“The fat Classical scrambled up, still gasp-

ing, and shook a fat fist at the Shell fellow’s

“You rotter!  You think it's funny !" he
gasped. “I've a jolly good mind to go to
Jimmy Silver at once, and tell him——"

£ ¢ Shut up!” panted Smythe hastily.

. Howard and Tracy came into the study.
v of them locked rather grimly at Regi-
d Muffin of the Fourth

“That fat slug here againl” growled

fracy.

“He--he—he's slaying to tea!” said Adol-
thus feebly,

Is ho?” said Howaid. = “ You've had that
t cad twice to tea in a week, Smythe.
[hat's twice too often. We're not standin’
»

" No jally fear,” said Tracy.
Tubby Muffin cyed Smythe’s study-mates
measily.  Adolphus had his- own reasons

nd Howard did not ghare them, or even
gow of them. They were astonished at
b Adolphus  having taken up

bby Muffin at all. and they certainly did
ot intend to allow Tubby to make himsclf
some in thelr quarters.

where
snapped Howard,

spun

br concilinting the fat junior, but Tracy |
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“Look here, Smythe's asked me o tea!”

said Mulffin.

“Smythe can come fo tea in your study if

can | he likes. He's not goin' to have you here.”

“T—I say—"" began Smytbe weakly.
“What do you want him to tea for?” de-

manded Howard.

I-I
“Because I'm his pal, you know,” said

Tubby.

can pal with you some-

Are  you £

“Well, Smythe
goin’ 1

else, not here

“Nanan-no!”

“Then you'll be put!”
Howard grasped the
him towards the
Janded a kick behind the haj
he went. Tubby rolled into the
with a roar.

“Come back, and we'll shove your head in
the coal-locker,” said Howard warningly, as
lie closed the door.

Tubby Muffin did not come Lack.

fat Classical and
ot

Truty

passage

CHAPTER 21.
Adolphus Puts His Foot Down!
o ANGLE, Dunkle, Dinkle "

D Arthur Edward Lovell was at it

again.

[heve was a lea-party in the
end study. The Fistical Four, and their new
study-mate, and Putty Grace, and Jones
minor. There was no ica in Stady No. 2
that evening. Higgs had gone down to tea
in hall, and Grace und Jones dropped in
at the ¢nd study as guests, Lovell was fur-
pishing a little_entertainment at the tea-
table with his list of I's for the benefit of
the new boy, when Tubby Muffin’s fat face
laoked in at the daor.

*Qeat!” said ‘Jimmy Silver, as the fat
classical looked in with his most ingratiating
smile.

“I—T've been looking for Grace!” said
Tubby,

“Buzz off 1" was Putty’s reply.

“I—I'm ready to cook the kippers, you
know,” said Tubby. *I—I was only joking,
you know, old chap.”

“Smythe booted you ouf,

after all?”

oward threw the door wide open.
Travel!” he said curtly.

grinned Putty.

“pd like to s~> Smythe boot me outl”
L
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said Tubby Muffin truculently, " No fear!,
Smythe wouldn't jolly well da

“I don't seo why he shouldn't, if he don’t
want you in his study,” said Jimmy Silver.

Tubby winked mysteriously,

“That's all you know,” he answered.
” rthe wori't quarrel with me; he knows

t the thump do you mean, you fat

duffer?”
“Oh. nothing! Smythe was jolly keen to |

Howard l
I-1 say, Putty,

have me, of course, but those cads,
and Tracy, eut up rusty.
about thosy kippers——>

“Too late " chuckled Putty, “I've traded
off those kippers to Rawson, and I'm having
tea here. So you can travel!”

“Oh, T don’t mind having tea here, too!”
said Tubby. |

“There are a good many others who
mind, though,” remarked George Raby.
“Every chap in the study, I think.”

“Hear, bear|”

“ Where will you have it?” continued
Raby, picking up a loaf, and taking aim. |

Tubby Muffin hastily retired from the end |
study,

He rolled away diseonsolately down the
passage, and looked in at No. 4, whers he
found’ Mornington and Erroll at tea. Morn.
ington mado a dive for the poker as Muffin
looked in, and cnce more !gggiunld Muflin
retired hastily. Ho gave a snort as he
rolled away to the stairs. There was no-
thing for it but tea-in Hall, unless he
ventured back into Smythe’s quarters, And
that he did not care to do, while Smythe’s
study-mates were at homo,

Tea in Hall was not worth much to Tubby
Muffin. It was plain but good, and there |
was plenty of it, such as it was. Dut it |
was not what Tubby Muflin wanted, Tubby |
liked living on the fat of the land, and since
ho had chummed with Smythe of the Shell,
he had succeeded fairly well in doing so. |
The plain school fare was exceedingly un- |
ga!atahle to Reginald Muffin, after what he

ad grown accustomed to of late,

He relled out of Hall with a frowning fat |
face. e was labouring under a sense of
injury, The sight of Tracy and Howard
going into the Common-room relieved his
mind, and he made his way to Smythe's
study once mors, He found the great Adol-
phus alone there.

Smythe of the S‘lml%ﬁd not give him a
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welcoming look. The look that he gave hir,
was a very dark one, but Reginald Muffiy
did not mind. e rolled cheerfully into the
study., i

o Anything left fur me?” he inquired.

¥ Nothin”[” answered Smythe shortly.

Tubby's eyes gleamed,

“I'm afraid this won't do, Smythey !
said,  “Tvo made friends with vou, but i
was understoad that I was to be treated
decently in your study. I've been chucked
out by your study-matcs.”

“I can’t help what Howard and Fracy
do,” mutiered Smythe.

“You'll have to help it, somehow,” saii
Tubby Muffin in a bullying tene. “I'm nut
goin’ fo stand it. Smythey.” .

Adolphus’ eyes glittered, but he did no
reply.

“You'll have to manage Tracy and
Howard somehow,” said Tubby, “If T's.
not treated civilly ip this study 1 shall hav.
to drop your {riendship.”

“You sneakin’, blackmailin’ cad [* sail
Smythe, between his tecth. “Don’t tal:
about friendship to me. Yon've practicall:
given the thing away already. A dozen
fellows have noticed it. Tracy's just ask
me whether 'm under your rotten thun
in any way. What do you expect them to
think, when you plant yourself on me -
you do?” 7

“Look here——"

“You've been hauntin’ me like a shados
for a week,” said Smythe, with a malevo
lent look. “You'va had four pounds out «f
me already.”

“¥You have made me some small loans,”
said Tubby Muffin, with dignity, “I sup
voso it was of your own accord.”

“T'm not going to stand it any longer,”
suid Smythe, “\%hat you're doin’ is black-
mailin’.”

“And what you're doin,
sked Tubby Muffin,
knew about your missing cousin—>"

“I'm comin’ to that!” said Smythe, bo
tween his teeth, “You've made up a vorn
that that nameless cad is a relation of mine.
I don't want thet yarn spread about Rool
wood—" "

“Because it’s true, and hecause therc's s
fortune at stake " grinnedTubby Muffin,

“Never mind that' T've paid you to |
your tongue,” said Smythe, his eyes gliticr-
ing. “I've thought it out! If you say
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ord about that varm mow, you'll have to
Jet it out that you been blackmailin® me.
‘can prove that you had the currency notes
fom me—it don’t want much proving, as
all the fcllows have noticed that you have
ecn in funds lately. Now, you fat rotter,
Pm not handin’ out any more. Not a
hillin’, and you're not coming to my study
tea again! If you speak to me in the
quad I'll cuff you.”
" “Will you?” said Tubby defiantly.

“Yos, 1 will, hard. Go and spin Jimmy
ilver the yarn, if you like, and when it
omes befo: ¢ the Head, I'll spin mine!” said
mythe venomously. *What do you think
ltho Head will do with a blackmailer—a fel-
jow extortin’ money to keep a secret! You'll
kicked out of Rookwood. ”
Tubby Muffin started.
¢ That view' of the matter had not pre-
sented itself to his fat mind before, indeed.
Tubby had hardly realised that he was ox-
forting money [rom Smythe of the Shell.
Tubby was a good deal more fool than
ascal. Ho had simply considered that he
as on a “good thing,” and decided to make
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tion. “T happen to be hard up at present,
and if you like to hand over ten bob, and
call it squaze, o

Smythe of the Shell picked up a crickets
stump.

“1 give you one second to get out!” he
said.

Tubby Muffin gave him one blink—and
departed. Smyg\e kicked the door ehut
after him, with a smile of satisfaction.

“Tve bottled up that spyin’ cad, at any
rate!” he murmured.

But Adolphus of the Shell congratulated
himself a little too early. He had not
quite bottled up Reginald Muffin yet.

CHAPTER 122.
For Sale!
ORKING! What’s the matier?”
Putty Grace made that genial
remark, as he came into Study

W
No. 2 after tea.

Tubby Muffn was seated at the study

the most of it, without reflecting further.
There was something like dismay in_his
¢ face, and Adolphus Smytho grinned as
-noticed

“You say one word about my cousin that's
bissin’ from Lynthorpe School,” ho went
.- just_one word, and sez what happens!
ou woulln't know anythin’ ebout it but
or your sneakin’ eavesdroppin’! Just one
rd, and I'm down on you. and the Head
will know what you've been doin’.”

L “You—you wouldn’t be rotter enough to
joke out to the Head that—that I've been
extorting money from you!” gasped Tubby.
L “What do you call it, th-n?’

| “You—you've made me some small loans

. “(h, cheese 1t!”

“You'ro an awful cad, Smythe,” snid
bby Mufiin indignantly. “ Making onut
hat I’ve cxtorted money, just because I've
fad a small loan or two from you! Low,
{call it! T shall vefuse lo accept another
oan from you, I can tell you that. If you
flered me a pound note at this. moment, I
hould refuse to touch it1”

. You wwon't have the chance, I know
at |7 grunted Smythe.

Of—of course, I don’t want to quarrel
h vou,” said Tubby, on further reflec-

table, with & sheet of impot paper before
him, & pen in his fat fingers, and a very
thoughtful expression on his face.

He jumped as bis study-mate came in, and
hastily caught up the sheet upon which he
had been scribbling.

“Prep. already!” asked Putty.

“Nunno !”

“Lines?”

“N-no!”

Grace looked curiously at his fat study-
mate. Tubby Muffin's face was erimson and
confused. He looked us if he had been
caught in some guilty act. Perhaps he had.

“What have you got there?” asked Grace.

“ N-n-nothing.”

“You've been wriling something.”

“Only a-a-an exercise.”

Tubby Muffin hastily crammed the paper
into his pocket, and rolled to the door.
(irace stared after him blankly. It was
evident that Tubby did not want him to
see what he had written on that paper,
though what his reason for secrccy could
be was a puzzle.

“\What on earth is he up to now?”’ mur-
mured Grace. “Tubby, vou duffer, what
silly game are you playing now?” =t

Muffin was deaf to that question;
rolled hurriedly down the passage.

1

he
e
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stopped al the head of the stairs, and took
the paper from his pocket—after o hasty
glance back to make sure that Grace was
not following him. In the gaslight, Tubby
read over the paper he had written, and
gave a nod of satisfaction,

“That's all  right!” e
“That'll do the tric Awful rotter!
cusing me of extorting money! I'll show

imn 1"

“Hallo! What are yoi mumbling about,
Fatty? asked Jimmy Silver's cheery voice,
as he came along to the stairs,

Tubby Muffin jumped, and again the mys-
'g‘r]iuus doerment was hastily thrust out of
sight.

“N-n-nothing " he stammered.

“What have you got there?”

-nothing—1 mean, an exerciso, T—I
Wis ¢ mugging up some—er—deponent
verbs ™ stuttered Muffin,

“Oh, my hat!”

Jimmy Silver stared at Tubby.  That
podgy youth was about the last fellow at
Rookwoond to be mugging up deponent verbs
if he could poss'bly helpit.

Tubby evcd him nervously. He realised
that the captain of the Fourth was eus
picious; as, deed, Jimmy Silver could not
very well help being,

“I-I say, Jiminy——" ha stammered,

“ Well 2

“I—T—it’s deponent verbs, you know,”
stammered Tubby, “I—I wosn't going to
take them to Smythe—I mean—-2

“Look hLere, you inquisi
Jimmy.  “You'e Dbeen kicked up and
down the pa-suge lots of times for spring
into follows’ lelters. Is that somebody's
letter you've got there?”

Y Nunno |”

" What is it, then?’

“It—it— Look here, Jimmy Silver, vou
mind your own business ! gasped Tubby
Muffin,

“This is- my business, I think!”
Jimmy. “Haven't [
ing next time
follow’s letters?

“I haven't!” roared Tubby. “Ht—it's de
Eormnt verbs—I mean, it's a letter “from

ome ! There 1” -

“Not much difference between deponent
verbs and a letler from home, is there?”
vemarked Jimmy Silver sarcastically.

murmured.

worm !” said

said
promised you a sturnp-
you meddle with another
”

Ac- |
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unno! Lxactly " gasped Muffin, “I—

1 say, lemme passi”

“Not just yet, old top! If you've not got

| hold of somebody else's letter, what are

you telling lies for?”

“ sav, Jimmy——  I—Tm not, you

know.  The—the fact js——=

“Well, what i: the fact?” inquired the
eeptain of the Fourth grimly,

* The—th~ fact, you know—=" g
Tubby
i‘ Tubby's brain worked rather slowly, and
i be could not, foi the life of him, invent the
| required fact on the epur of the moment.

“Well, I'in waiting to hear the fael ¥

“It—it's a letler home,” gasped Tubby at
last. “I'm writing to my pater, you knew,
and—and T was just reading it over, lo—to
see that the spelling was all right, you
know.  Look here, Jimmy, vou're not going
{ 1o see my letter to my pafer. It's private!”

Jimmy Silver looked long and hard at
Tubby’s confused face, He did not believe a
word of the fat Classical’s explanation ; but
ne was puzzled, If the mysterious dooument
was, by any chance, & private letter  of
Tubby’s own, Jimmy, of course, did ‘not

want to see it

“Well,” he said at last, “it's
but there’s no need for you to tell w,
it that's the case. I'll ask the fellows
whether anybody’s missed a letter, and, if
there’s one missing, I shall know whese. to
look for it. Then you'll get wormed ("

“All right!” gasped Tubby, in evident
relief. ‘

And he seuttled away, Jimmy Silyer
making no further move 1o detain him, But
ha followed Tubby with his glance, and saw
him disappear into the Shell passage,

Tubby Muffin was calling on Smythe
again, apparently. It looked as if the mys-
terious document was conneeted, in some
way, with Tubby s new and inexpli
friendship Adolphus.  Jimmy
went on his way in a very puzzled moad,

Tubby Muffin, in great reliof ai his escape,
rolled into Smythe's study, where he found
Adolphus smoking a cigarette, The dandy
of the Shell gave him a savage look,

“Pvo told you not to come here I” he said.

“Tve called on business!” said Muffir
loftily.

tuttered

ssible,
hoppers,

lo

wve got no business with me, you fat
cad!”
“I—I want to sell you something,”



“you don’t buy it, I'm going to esk young
body to make me an offer for it

Wha-a-at

“Will you lock at it?"” grinned Tubby.

Smythe eyed him in silence as he drew
- the mysterious document from his ket.
Tubby spread it on the table, and mythe |

glanced at it.
- document.

“THIS IS TO CERTIFY that young No-
bady, who has lost his memory, is reely
Smythe’s cousin, Charles Clare, who has
een missing from Lynthorpe
| Smythe is keeping it a s ret bekause the
money will eum to him if his cousin doesn’t
turn up.”

It was quite an interesting

Smythe's cigarette dropped from his lips |
as he blinked at that precious paper.  Regi- |

. grin.
“You've accused me of extorting moncy
from you for keeping your rotten secrets,
Smythe,” said Tubby Muffin, with crush-
ing dignitv. “Any fellow who knows me
kiows that I would secorn the action. I
shall refuse to accept a loan from you on
any occasion after this, and I ntterly decline
to come to tea iy your study any more,
even if you ask me on your bended knees, T
may say that T dmpm you !”
*What have you written this down for?"
hissed Smythe.
“I suppose 1 can

e what I like!" said

Tubby Muffin chee i)z “If I choose to
write down somet on  paper, why
shouldn’t T7 1f you hLo to buy it, 1ts your

look-out. e price is ten shslllngi

Smythe gritted his teeth.

“Young Nobody would give me more than
ten shillings for it, and you know it,” said
Tubby Muffin. really making this
offer  out of friendship. » You meedn’t
chuck it in the fire, Smythe—I can easily
write it out again, and it I do I shall offer
it ta Jimmy ver first,”

Sntythe of the Shell seemed to breathe
with diffieulty.

“Mind, I'm not asking you to buy that
said Tubby = Mufin  impressively,
e not going to have any excuse for
prf‘mndmg that I'm _asking you for money!
Not the slightest! You can buy that paper

Skool, |

nald Muffin looked at him with a bland
[**

. THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY a7
. “Rats! Clear off 1" ror not for ten shillings, just as you choose.
“You'd bettesr look at it, Smythe. If | T dare say I can find ancther market if ‘you

Smythe looked silently at Reginald Mufiin.
| If looks could have slain, there would have
huen a sudden casualty in Smythe's study
then.  Fortunately for Reginald Muffin,
| they couldn’t.

‘ Tubby rose briskly to his feet.

“Is it a bargain?” he asked.

‘ Without a word the dandy of the Shell
\Flac‘id a ten- shlflmg note in Tubby’s podgy
i

* Mind, I'm not urging you!” said Tubhy
“Buy or not, just as you like! Well,
‘ycu re determined, T'll accept the offer. Tha
| paper’s yours,”

Tubby Mufin rolled out of the study with
a smiling countenance; and Adolphus threw
[the tell-tale decument into the fire. Then
he sat, with a dark and sombre brow, staring

the fire—a proy to troubled thought
I ibby Muffin's essay as a- merchant was
likely to be followed by more; and Smythe
|Df the Shell was 'begmnnlg to wonder
| whether the game was worth the candle.

’ don't.”

CHAPTER 23.

At the Judgment Barl
o HAT |hu dml\cnsf
W

Jl:nrny Sxiver & Co. rose to their
feet in amazement as Tubby
Muflin was propelled into the end study.
Arthur Edward Lovell uttered an annoyed
,‘uxclnmntinn. It was a couple of ﬂaj's sinco
| the discovery that the new Jlmmr'q Chris-
| tian name was Charles, by Lovell’s elaborate
method. With all Lovell’s untiring eflorts,
the surname had not been discovered. He
hed advanced as far as K now, and the
chums of the end study were listening, with
grinning faces, to the interrogatory, when
llu- atugy door was pitched cpen and Tubby
Muffin was propelled in, with Putty Crncua
grip on his collar.

It was, perhaps, a welcome relief, as well
as a surprise, to the occupants of the study—
excepting Arthur Edward Lovell. It could
not be denied that Lovell had made a dis-
covery by his method already; but it was
Oquaii’v not to be denied that it was pos-
sible to have too much of a good thine.
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Tven the Kid wae growing a little restive as) fore then he was sporting  pound-notes.
Lovell ran through his almost unending list | You fellows must have noticed how Aush of
K's. money he's been lately.”
“Is your name Kenyon, Kent, Kingsley There was a general nodding of heads in
Klondyke, Kummel, Klinker, Kooch the end study The [istical Four had
Then came the interrupiion, ||ms:‘(-z\d that—indeed, it would have been
“Sorry to intrude,” said Putiy Grace | difficuit not to notice it. Tubby Muffin was
cheerfully.  “T've brought this malefactor | penerally so impecunions that it was quite
to you, Jimmy, as caplain of the Form.” | a surprising state of 'affairs for him to be

“Lemmo g roared Tubby Muffin. | in funds.  Undoubtedly he had been ju
“I ain't a malefactor! T'll jolly well punch | funds of late; he had been, for a week past,
your nose, Teddy Grace!” ‘| the best customer at the school shop, the

| old sergeant who kept the shop having been
astotinded by the’ extent of his purchases,
and <till ‘more by the fact that Tubby was

‘Look here, you clear off 1" said Lo
“I'm neatly at the end of the K’s now-
“Oh, there is an end?” asked Raby, as if

relieved, | prepared to pay ready cash for them,
“Just going to begin the L's,” said| Tubby in funds was quite a remarkable

Lovell. “Tubh_\ and fellows outside the Fourth Form
“THelp ! 1 had obscrved his unvsual wealth,

“Look hero, Raby—* :
““What's the matter with Tubby? asked

Now he's got another note,” said Putty.

¥ vt “I've been thinking about it for day
Jimmy Silver. *“Ias he been raiding A " None of your business!" sniffed Muffin,
body's grub, or  reading  somcbody's | “I"don't want to seo my_study-mate e
h’l?‘i‘r ! pelled for steaiing,” retorted Gruce,

“J\.\\o;suj‘l{i:‘a::dl!t\ﬁaltflifﬁ"énid Grace, **Laok | :1qf;l;\_kei)lf?l:“b“ﬂl:ﬂlj;}[‘i{‘r\\’lﬂ;i‘; you think
bLere, you'd better look into it, Jinuny it 1 would steal?” ho spluttered, .
'n";:‘(-‘}ﬁ}.’cij‘_’i‘?'.“ You know what an idiot “Well, T hope you wouldn't! But you

ST ok an f:ﬁ.m"’ rosred Muffin. | canexplain to Jimmy Silver, as captain of

“Of cou he’s a little fat rascal,” con- :.Il,';u ],‘Jm-m’ where you get FoUE maney
- o “ > ¢ " . j
:::g:ii lA‘lily:"\r‘ o J']riiabiéz-’}-.mm" foal "h""‘ Every oyve in the study was fixed upon

“No, I'm not 1" selled Tubb: Reginald Muffin curiously, His sudden ac.

“Ha ha hat” ° ¥ cess of wealth really did need some explain.

+ Whether he's been robbing a bank, or l‘I\ou E I've taken notice of the
E.Obi”,“f :n:unvénd;: 1"“11;0 5!‘ld|°5,h] d"'llf matter,” convinued Grace. “I'vo made cor

now, ° said Grace. ut it ought to be| iy, that Muffin doesn’s get it by post.
io‘l’];""d '["‘:’:}7 s It's not tips from his relations, I {hough

“'gl‘ll".‘";; L ’E‘:’:T““_ ‘gr;z’\‘le.' i I ought to loak into it, as Tubby's ju:sr. the
o uppa. K a reopain? . he suggested. | idiot” to land himself into trouble ‘without

Give the I's a rest for a bit, Lovell, ald | knawing what he’s doing.”

“That's all very well—" began Lovell ‘.:?{mrir- so'!t 1"2“‘"‘9‘] Stmmy. Sileer,

Py i e e i “He hasn't had an

“Of course it is. U?‘ shead, Putty! Yet he had a tenshilling note vesterday,
. Lemme  gorrout ! hﬂ“"Cd, M_llﬂi"‘;: and spent it in the tuck-shop; and he's got

]“"i,“m; gomng to stay here. It's mine! ‘ another this afternoon. It's in bis fist now.”

What's vou asked Newcome: . | Muffin’s fat was closed tight.

“My meney!”  snorted Tubby Muffin. | “It can’t be his own money ' said Grace.
“Tm jolly well not going to lond Putty | "It ought to be explained, T think, Dut |
any, I know that! That's what he wants | | leave it to you as skipper, Jimmy. "That's
Yah! If you don't leave off shaking me, | why I ran him in here when I found he
Putty, you rotter- - (rooooch 1" had & new note.”

“Tubby's got anothor ten-shilling note,” |  Jimmy Silver nodded. His face was very
said Putty quictly. “IHe's had a ten-shilling | serious now. - He had wondered a littlo
note every day for the last few days. Bo. | about Tubby's surprising wealth; but, not

v letters for two days




ing the fat Classical's study-mate, he bad
ot known quite how extensive that wealth

as.
. “Tubby——" he began,
“Look here, anvhody would think 1 was
said Tubby Muffin, in an injured
one, blinking round tho study. *Can’t
you fellows mind your own business?  You
don’t juw Townsend when he swanks about
with a fiver!”
“Towny's people are rich, and they send
him_ fivers somctimes,” said Jimmy.
“Well, my feople are.rich!” said Tubby.
¢ “I've told you so often and often !”
“Gammon!” grunted Lovell.
“1f anybody here doubts my word,” said
Reginald Muffin, with dignity, “1 prefer to
retire from the study.”
L 91 dare say vou do,” remarked Putty,
putting his baek to the door. “Dut yof're
jolly well not going to all the samo!™
1 “Not till yowve explained, Tubby,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Where have you got
~all those eurrency-nofes from?”
“My people—"
“You haven't had any letters [for two
days!" snapped Putty.

S0y patertsends mio remitlances by
special wessenger sometimes,” said Tubby
Muffin,

“0Oh, my hat!"

Jimmy Silver & Co. fuirly blinked at the
fat Classical. Tubby was celebrated for the
size and Erequeney of his “ whoppers,” but
this speeial  whopper * was beyond Tubby's
usual limit, -

“You silly ass!"” roared Lovell. “Do you
think anvbody is going to believe that?”

“If you can't take my word, Lovell—"

“Your word!"” snorted Lovell.

“Took hiere, 'm not going to be insulted
in this study! You let me pass, Grace, you
cheeky roticr!”

“Where did you get the money, Tubhy?
safd Jimmy Silver quietly,  “If it's your
own you needn’t mind explaining.”

“OF course T den't mind explaining 1 said
Tubby genially. *‘Nothing secretivo abont
me, I hope. The fact is, my unele's died in

“n thief!”

=
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“Qh, dear!” said Junmy Silver, almost
overcome.

“Now let me
explained.”

“You thumpin’ ass!” excliimed Lovell.
“You'll have to think of a better explana-
tion than that! That one won't wash!”

“If you can’t believe the exact
Lovell—"

“The teuth!” said Raby. *Oh, mz hatt”

“Retter take himm to Mr. Bootles, 1
think,” said Jimmy Silver. *If he'd come
by thoe money honestly he woaldn’t be lying
like this. The fat idiot must have been
burgling some fellow’s desk "

“1 haven't!” shrieked Muflin.

#“Then where did you get the money?"

. "

There was a chuckle in the end study
Reginald Mufin was evidently cudgel
Lis brains for a new explanation which
would “go down.” Apparently he was pre-
pared to furnish explanation efter cxplana-
tion till he hit upen one that would satisfy
his questioners.

“T—T won it !” gasped Tubby at last.

“0h, vou won iti"” said Jimmy Silver
grimly, “How did you win il!"”

“I—T bought a Lotter nils—-

“Vou whatted a which?” yelled Lovell.

“(One of those French Lottery Bouds, you
know, that you read about in the news-
papers,” said 'fubby, blinking at them,
“rfhat was it! I—1 won the first prize, you

ss, Grace—now I've

uth,

"

know.”

“Don’t he take the cake " said Newcome
admiringly. *

“] hope youwre satisfied now!” suid
Muffin, with an air of dignity, *You can
let me pass now, Putty, you rotter!”

“You haven't quite satisfied us yet!”
gasped Jimmy Silver. “In the first place,
nobody ever wins a prize in a lottery; and

in the second place, boys ain't allowed to
enter them; and in the third place—"
“Qh, T didn’t know that!” stammered
Tubby. *“What I mean is that I won the
money on a horse.”
“You spotted a winner—what*” chuckled
Raby.
“¥es, exactly !”
4 “"l!:d‘ “'iﬂi}er.?"
“J—1—1 forget!”

South Africa, and left me ten thousand
pounds 1™

“Wha-a-at?”

“And thev've given you ten bob on

+ account " hooted Putty.
“ Exactly 1"

“Hallo, herc's another chap that's lost
his memory !” grinned Lovell.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
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“Will you tdl
Jimmy Silver.
u serious matter !’

“Well, I don’t mind telling you tho exact
facts, Jimmy, as I know you'll take my
word. I won the money at banker.”

“Not at roulette?” inquired Lovell sar-
eastically. *“You didn’'t buzz off to Monte
Carlo last half-holiday "

A NUIII!O P

“And where did you win the money at
banker?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“J=1 was playing with—with Morning-
ton—-"

“Morny, docsn’t play banker now!™ said
Jimmy angrils “ Anyway, we'll soon
settle that. Cut off, somebody, and ask
Marny to ste n here!”

Tubby Muffin spluttered.

“1—T1 say, my mistake, Now I come to
think of 1t, it wasn't Morny. You—you
necdul trouble to eall in Morny.™

L thuup;ht not! Try again, you awful
Ananias!

-1 ;-luyed banker with Carthew of the
Bixth—

“Am} won 1

os‘ Fairly

THE BOY

the truth?” demanded
Can't you see that this is

cleaned him  out, you

1 ask Carthew——"
—1 say, Carthew would be wild if you
spoke to him about it !"

“r - risk  that,”  said Jimmy Silver,
rising from his cha “Keep him here
e 1 ask Carthew-——"

“Don't you do anything ‘of the kind!™
spluttered Muffin. forgot. Ti wasn't
Carthew, now I comie to think of it. Not
Carthew.”

“Next lie!” said Lovell.  “Keop it up!”

“Tt—it was Smythe, of the Shell!” said |

Tubby Mufin desperately. “Now you
know !” 4 )
“Oh! You've been playing banker with

Smythe of the 8hell, and you've won money
from him?" asked Jimmy Silver,
“Ye-os!” gasped Tubby.

“What an awful whopper!” said Putty
ythe plays banker, but he wouldn’t los

ly dummy like Muflin.”

I'm awfully clever at banker, |

3 wl'm really a dab at it, as—as

at mosi things, you know!”

“1f yow're a dab at banker as you are
most things ycu muost be a regular

at

 Fourth-Forx

')au

FROM NOWHERE!

corker ! remarked Jimmy Sli\’cr. “But
T'll cut along and ask Smyihe.”

“I'll come with you.

“0h, you don’t mind my asking
‘Sm)rhc‘” exclaimed Jimmy Silvar, in
surprise.

“No

The juniors stared at Tubby Mauffin.

Surprising as it was, it seemed that they
had tracked out the truth at last.

“Keep him here till T've spoken to
Smythe,” said Jimmy b:lvcr briefly ; and he
quitted the study.

Tubby Muffin made a movement (o follow,
raised his boot, aund 'I'ubby
changed his mind. He sat down in Jimmy
Silver’s chair to wait. The chums of the
Fourth waited rather eagerly for Jimmy's
rc;tur_:l-n. Lovell even forgot to finish his list
o 5.

In five minutes the captain of the Fourth
came back into the end study. There was
quite_a peculiar expmssiun on his face.

“ Well, Jimmy?”

“It beats me!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Tubby’s told the truth! Smythe owned
up when I asked him whether Tubby had
been munlug money from him at banker.”

My hat

Tubby \[umn grinned in great rehief, Ilc
had  wondered very uneasily whether
Adolphus would bave sense enough to take
his cue.  Evidently Smythe had guessedl
how malters stood when Jimmy Silver
questioned him, and he had supported
Tubby’'s  version. There was
astomishment the end study.
at banker was

but Putry

in
Tubby had won mone; .
prising enough, but that he had told the
truth was more surprising still,

“So that's it?” said Lovell.

“1 told you so, didn’t 17" gasped Tuhl)\

“Why couldn’t you tell the truth nt firs

“Well, you see, I-I—"
“T told Smythe what Tubby said, and |
admitted it,” said Jimmy .
thumped him for playing cards
chap, I've  barked
knuckles onf ln's nose, blow him!

Muffin
*You joliy well let e out of this study !
5md Tubby Muffin, in alarm.
”Yuu ve been gambling with Smyihe

“I—1 haven't—"
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“What 1"

“I—I mean, I—I have——"

“One dozen with the fives' bat!™ said
Jimmy Silver. *“And if you ever do it
aguin, two dozen!”

“Look here Leggo! Yoooop!”
% The folio five minutes were painful
L to Tubby Mnﬂm Lovell laid on the dozen
~with_the fives’ bat, and he put his beef
into it. Tubby Muflin was roaring as Putty
led him from the study by one fat ear.

Jimmy Silver had a very thoughtful ex-
pression when he was gone.  Lovell re-
started after Lhe interval, as it were, with
* his list of K's, but Jimmy did not heed him, |
~ Smythe of the Shell had corroborated
L Tubby's statements, but Jimmy was not

wholly satisfied.  He felt that there was
something more—something that had not
been. revealed—though he could not guess
what” it was. Awnd it was long before he
could dismiss the watler from his mind.

3 EHAPTER 2.
e A Pig in Clover!
L2 ND six jam-tarts!”
“ A “Yes, Master Muffin 1"
; : “And a plum-cake!”
“Yes, Master Muffin!"
“And a seed-cake!” continued Tubby
. Muflin thoughtfully. “And 1 think I'll
have some dough-nuts.”

Sergeant Kertle smiled quite benignly
. upon Reginald Muffin of the Classical
Fourth. Once upon a time, not so very
long ago, the old sergeant had been in the
¢ habit of frowniug when Tubby Muffin rolled
i into his little shop at Rookwood. TFor
- Tubby's object” gencrally was to make one
b more cffort to obtain tuck on *“tick.” But
L now tho sergeant was geniality itself. Tubby

had not only become his best customer—he
was alwavs willing to be that—but he had
i Locome a cash customer,

Quite a little pile of good things were accu-
. mulating beforo Tubby en the counter as he
gave his orders. There was a ten-shilling
" note in Tubby’s fab paw, and it was evident
E that his ovders were going on unti! the
P limit of ten shillings was reached, Tubby
Muffin was not a believer ir putting any-
L thing by for a rainy day. W huu Tubby was
Lin funds, his funds all went in the same
ircction; and in these doys he was as
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welecome in Sergeant Kettle's Jittle shop as
lhf! flowe:s i May.

‘And a tin of pincapple!” said Tubby
Muffin, aftar due reflection. A matter of
such importance required a certain amount
of reflection.

“Yes, Master Muffin.”
Four juln'urs were coming into the schaol
»hop while Tubby was giving his orders,

.hub the fat Classical was too busy to heed
| Jimmy Silver & Co.

The Tistical Four
stopped and looked on with interest, Lovell
and Rabv and Newcome secimed amused, but
Jimmy Silver cyed the fat Classical “with
mnm:lnug like uncasmcss

“And a ginger-pop,” Tubby Muffin went
on, heedless of the Fistical Four. ** And--
and make it up to ten bob, sergeant, with
oranges.”

“Yes, Master Muffin.”

“1 dare say you can lend me a bag to
carry it in,” remarked Tubby Muffin,
surveying his pile with fat satisfaction,

“Certainly, Master Muffin.”

‘“Are you going to leave anything in the
shop for us, Muffin?” inquired Arthur
Edward Lovell, in a tone of sarcasm.

Tubby Muffin  Dblinked round af
Fistical Four.

“Hallo, you fellows! I was going to ask
you to tea,” said the fat Classical affably.
“You can help me take the tuck to.my
stud;-, if you like 1™

“So you're in funds again!” said Jimmy
Silver,

Tubby Muffin nedded,

“Looks like it, doesn’t it?"” he remarked.

“It does!"” said Jimmy drily.

“Lend me a band with the stuff,” said
Tubby. *“There's some Modern cads hang
ng about outside—just like them to ruid

the

‘We'll do that!” eaid Jimmy.

The Fistical Four soon made their own
purchases, on a much more modest scale
than Tubby’s. Then they obligingly helped
the fat Cfassicnl to convey his cargo to
the School House.

The cargo was duly lended on the table
in Study No. 2 in the Fourth. Tubby
rubbed his fat hands.

“Looks nice, deesn’t it?” he remarked,

“Very nice!” assented Jimmy ~ Silver,
“Whose is 160"
“Eh?"

“Whoso is it?"”
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“Mine, of course. Didn’t you see merot! \\' hy does Smythe give you money,
buying it, you asst?” Muffin #*

Aud 1 saw you paying for it,” said
Jimmy Silver. — “This is about tho tenth
time m a week that you've shelled out a
ten-shilling note, Muffin.”

“Is it?"”" said Tubby carelessly. *““Blessed
if T keep count. You sce, ten- =h111mg notes
ain’t much to a wcnhhy fellow like me.
Bit different with you chaps, of course!”

“We don't play banker with Smythe of

* tho Shell!” remarked Raby.

“I don’t, either—I—I1 mean, I do,” stam-
mered Tubby Muffin, “I—I mean that I
do, of course.”

Jimmy Silver shook his head,

“That won’t wash, Muffin!” he said.

“I don't understand you, Silver,” said
Reginald Muffin, with dignity. I you're
going to doubt my word, I shall refusc to

_ have you to tea.”

“Never mind the tea,” said Jimmy
Silver. “We're not staying to tea, Muffin—
not unless you cxplain “lu.ro you are get-
ting your tm from, anyhow.”

“I've explained, haven’t 11"

“You've told whoppers, as you usually
do,” answered Jimmy Silver.  “I never
quite swallowed your yarn of winning
money from Smythe at banker. We
wlacked you for gambling, in case vou
were telling the truth by accident. But it's
too steep, Muffin.”

“Look here—""

“Youre such a born idiot,” continued
Jimmy Silver quietly, *“that you might be
up to umthmg All the Lower School has
noticed how you've been rolling in money
lately, and talked about it. The prefects
will get to hecar of it soon, at this r
and then there'll 'he inquiries,
have to explain €hen.

“You—you see—"" said Tubby feebly.

“Your allowance is five bob a weck,” said
Jimmy. “I know that. Ten-shilling notes
don’t come out of that.”

“T get a lob of remittances, you know

8,

You'll

“You don't!"” said Jimmy Silver calmly.
. “I=I say, you know o

“You get 4he money from Smythe of
the Shell,” said Jimmy. “Everybody’s
noticed how you hang about his™ study.
But you don” tivyvn it at_hnnker; that’s all

‘kuows

4J—]—— ‘Ho—he doesut you know.”

“He docs! Whyt”

“Look here, it’s not your bizney, Jlmmv
Silver |” exclaimed Muffin defiantly. “1f
Smythe likes to make a loan to a pal, it's
Smythe's affair, not yours!” i

“You're not Smythe's pal.  He looks as
if he could bite you whenever you speak
to him. And Smythe isn’t the fellow to
make loans to a pal, either, unless he was
sure of seeing the money again. He won't
see it again if he lends it to you, and he
lt. This is jolly ~mysterious,
Muffin.

“’Tuint your bizney,” said Muffin.

“There's something on,” said Jimmy
Silver quietly. “It's mot in rcason for
Smythe to shell out like this for nothing.
He's got plenty of tin, but you must have
squeezed him nearly dry the last week or
two. © You've got some hold over Smythe,
and you're making him pay. Is that it?”

“Cortainly not. ~I-TI don't know any-
thing about 8mythe’s secret—""

“What secret?”
“0Oh. nething !
said Tubby hastily.

“You just said there was,”

“I—I didn’t! T said I didn’t know any-
thing about it. I’'ve mever scen his cousin

There isn’t any sceret!"

“What cousin ™
“Eh? I—I meaqn. I don’t believe he's got

a cousin, T wasn’t hidden in his study the
day his pater came down here and tfold
him—— I—I mean—7""

“Told him whati”

“ Nothing.”

The chums of the Fourth stared at Tubby
Muffin. As for Tulby, he realised that he
was saying a little too much, and he closed
his fat lips and kept !.hern clnscd

“Look here, Tubby——"

Tubby pointed 1o the door with a fat
forefinger. Not wanother word was to be
extracted from him.

“Oh, come on!” said Lovell. “Charley's
waiting for us in the end study; and I want
my tea.”

And the Fistical Four left No. 2, much
to Tubby Muffin’s relief, and went along to
their own quarters, Jimmy Silver’s brow
deeply corrugated with thought.



CHAPTER 25.
Jimmy Silver Thinks It Out!

' OBINSON, Roberts, _ Richards,
R Rickman, Rundell, Rippinghill,
Roodle, Rinkle—"

Thus Arthur Edward Lovell.

The end study were at tea—the Fistical
Four, and their new study-mate, who was
variously  known at  Rookwood  as
“ Charley,” and *the Kid,” and “Young
Nobody.”
Lovell was much encouraged by the fact
that he had hit on the Christian name, after
inflicting a list of some hundreds upon the
long-enduring new junior.
Surnames were now his game,
His method was alphabetical, and he had
now progressed as far as “R.”
True, it was possible that Charley’s sur-
© name began with an eavlier letter in the

phabet. and that Arthur Edward had
missed it. Tt was possible, but Lovell
thought not probable, . 2
He was very thorough. So thorough
was he, in fact, that when he had reached
“Z,” he was prepared to begin again at the
beginning.
George Raby hinted that Charley’s funeral
wounld probably take place before he got
through the alphsbet a second time. Raby
affecting to beliave that Charley was in the
process of being bored to death.
But Lovell did not heed. 'Tea-time in
the end study had its regular accompani-
ment now of the recitation of surnames by
the resolute Arthur Edward.
The new junior listened, with a smile.
At first he had answered “No!” or
shaken his head at each name, but lately
he had given that uﬂ_ He really was not

15

equal to keeping end up in this
peculiar game,
It was understoed that he was to

answer in the affirmative if he recognised
his own name at last, and Lovell was sure
that it would turn up sooner or later.
Jimmy Silver & Co. forvently hoped
that it would be soomer, and not later.
Charlie made no statement on the subjecet,
but Lovell’s chums made no seeret of the
fact that Lovell's wonderful method was
growing a dreadful bore.
¢« “Rucker, Racker, Rackham, Rickshaw,”
thanted Lovell. _Ha helped himself to an

| egg, sampled it, and began  again:
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“R
Ra
. “Thinking it out, Jimmy ?” asked Lovell,
interrupting himself, as he noted tha
thoughtful frown on the brow of the captain
of the Fourth. f

“TI was thinking of Muffin,” said Jimmy
Silver.

Lovell shook his head.

“'Tain't Muffin,  I've done the *M's,"”
he said. “'Tain’t Muffin, is it, Charley?”

Charlie laughed.

“I'm sure my
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Riddle,

le, Rocks,

name i:n't Muffin,” he

said.

“Might be Crumpet, though!” said
Lovell suddenly. “I missed Crumpet when
I was doing the * C's.””

“Ha, ha, ha! It's certainly not Crum-

et. Is Crumpet a name?”

“Well, Muffin’s a name, so I don’t sce
why Crumpet shouldn’t be. We'll get on
withn the “R's.’ Rookle, Runkle, Ronkle

“Dry up a minute, old chap!”™ said
Jimmy Silver,

“1 suppose you want Charlie to get his
memory back, don’t you?!” demanded
Arthur Edward warmly.

“Yes, but—"

“Didn't I find out his Christian name on
this system ?”

“You did, old fellow, but—"

“And T'm after the surname.  As soon
as Charlic’s got that, he’ll know who he is
and get his whole blessed memory back,”
said Lovell.  “¥You saw how he jumped to
it when I hit on his Christian name last

week,  IYll be the same when I get the
surname. = Now then. Ruggles, Raggles,
Roggles—"

“I was thinking—""

“It's no good thinking about Muffin.
I've tried Muffin, I tell you, and Charley's
name isn’t Muflin.”

“Iathead! I was thinking about Tubby [
said Jimmy.

“Tubby isn’t a name; it’s a nick-name !”

“Ass!” roared Jimmy Silver. “T’'m speak-
ing of Tubby Muffin of the Fourth—our
Muffin.”

“0Oh, blow Tubby Muffin!” said Lovell
crossly,  “What on earth do you want to
think about Tubby Muffin for?”

“T can't help thinking there's sométhing
wrong,” said Jimmy Silver, ¥ Tubby Muffin
éah ;fletting money out -of Smythe of the

ell.”
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“More fool Smythe!”

“I don't know whether it's because he's |
a fool or a rogue!” said Jimmy. *That’s
the point.”

Lovell stared.

“I don't sce that Smythe can be a mgllc
for lending Muffin moncy he’ll never sce
again. He's a fool, if you like!”

) “He s not lending it to him. He's giving

W, ell, tl:at makes him out a bigger feol
than ever !”

“He's got his reasons,” said Jimmy
Silver. “There’s only one reason he could
have for shelling out money to Tubby—to
keep him qu 1ubb) has bowled him

out in something.’
“Well, qm\lhc kicks over the traces
often enough,” remarked Lovell. “We all

know that he smokes. and plays cards, and
goes to the Bird in Hand to play biiliards
with that cad Hook. But that's no sceret.
Tubby wouldn’t sneak about him, and he
conldn’t prove anything if he did.”

“1It's somethirg more serious than that,
I «think.”

“Well, whai is it. then?"” yawned Lovell.
“(m* lb off your chest. 1 want to begin
on

“Lot ‘8"
sake !”

“Rats! Charlie o'd chap, is your name
leth Snooks, Snoodles, Skifkins—"

I think not!”

H; Snugg]cs, Snaggles,

wait for a bit, for goodness’

Snoggles, Sniggles

“‘:§hnt up!” roared Jnnnn Silver. “Can't
you let a chap speak ?”

“T'm helping Charlie get his memory

ck.”’

I'll buzz the marma-

“Give us o rest!
hooted

lade at you if you don’t dry up!"
Jimmy Silver.

“Well, if Charley isn’t to recover his
memory because you want {o chinwag,
Jimmy Silver——"" said Lovell, in a tone of

resignation.
“Ass! Now, look here,” said Jimmy
Silver, “you remember that when we first

saw Charley we were struck with his like-
ness to Smythe of the Shell.  We thought
he must be a relation of Smythe’s, from
tho likeness.”

“That's an old story. Sniythe =aid he
wasn’t, and that settles it.”

“It doesn’t seitlo it Smythe isn't
descended from George Washington, Poor

| of thought, *
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old Charlie was a bit tattered when we
found him on the heath, and Smythe, I
suspect, thought he mi ht be some poor
rclation, and was in a glzurry to deny it.
Now, whether Charley’s poor or rich doesn’t:
matter twopence to Charley’s pals—that's
us. It may matter te Smythe, but not to
us.

“Thank you !” said Charley,

“That’s s0,” said Noncomu.
Smythe ought to know, Jimmy.”

The boy from nowhere started, and turned
a rather cager look upon Jnnmy Silver.
“Tubby has let out a little, anyhow,”
went on Jmlmv following eut his own train
“He mentioned being hidden in
Smythe's study when Smythe's father came
down here a week or two ago. He said some-
thing about Smythe’s cousin.”

“I dare say Smythe's got lots of cousins.”

“We asked Smythe to tell us the names
of all his relations, so that we could try
them on.Charley, and he refused.”

“That was only Smythe's swank.”

“Well, was it?" said Jimmy. “There
might be something else in it.  Anyhow,
it's plain enough that Muffin knows some-
thing about Smythe, and he's getting
money out of the cad to keep it dark.
There can’t be any doubt about that,”

“Well, it looks like it I admitted Lovell.
"Sngndlcs — Bnuffson -~ Snaggs — Sninker

“What do you mcan, you ass?”

“Eh! I'm domg names. Snapson-—Snarker
—Sniggles—"

Jimmy Silver rose to his fect,

with a smile.
“But

“I'm going to sce Smythe!” he said.
Good!” said Arthur Edward Lovell
And, as Jimmy S8ilver, rather crossly,

qultted the end study, the last thing he
heard was:

“Snnr}.—uSnmpsonwqumptun — Salisbury
—Snorker—

Lovell was still “going it!”

CHAPTER 26.
Adolphus Loses His Temper!
DON'T call it pally!” said Tracy.
l “Quite the reve  said Howard,
Adolphus m_‘,thc ‘the ornament of
the Shell, made no reply.
The elegant Adolphus was ceated in his
armechair in his study, toying with a cigar-
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eite after tea. His expression was not
happy. It was, in fact, considerably sullen
and sulky.

For more than a week, Adolphus Smythe
had been rather a puzzle to his chums, He
was thoughtful, he was worried, he was
morose.  Ho was even a little neglectful
of his appearance,  His neckiie was no
longer a medel to sll Rookwaood, his trousers
were  not  always creased as of old,
on  more than one occasion Adolphus
had actually forgotten to put them in,
the press. Adolphus was no longer the
glass of fashion and the mould of form to
the Lower School of Rookwood.

That proved, if anything could, that the
great Adolphus had something on his mind.

When Adolphus omitted to take care
that his irousers were properly creased, it
was palpable that there was something

wrong with Adolphus. z

Even more remarkable to relate, Smythe
of thoe Shell scemed to have lost his taste
for the risky, shady adventures ho had
been used to indulge in for the noble pur-
pose of “killin’ {ime!”

Banker and nap in the study had lost their
attractions, sporting papers had no interest
for him, the Bird in Hand koew him no
more, and he did not seem to care whether
Snooker II. ‘or Jolly Boy won the Swindle-
ton_race.

Naturally, his chums were dissatisfied.

This was not at all the Smythe they
knew of old, and they did not like the
change.

“It’s not _pally !” Tracy repeated. “Here
we're planning an excursion that you ought
to jump at—a regular plunge! And you sit
there like a mummy and don’t say a word.”

“Liko an Exyptian mummy |”  eaid
oward.
“You don’t want to come!” pursued

Tracy. “You don’t seem to want anythin’
lately!  You ohum up with a fat bounder
in the Fourth Form and give your old pals
the marble eye,

“If you're goir.’ to chuck up your old
pals,” said Howard more in sorrow than in
anger.  “You might chuek ’em up for
somebody better thap Tubby Muffin of the
Fourth ! If it vas Morny or Townsend, but
to throw over your uld pals for Tubby
Mufin! Tt beats me.”

Smythe bit his lip.

“It isn’t that!” he said. “Hang Tubby
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Muffin! T'd give a fiver to anybody
would wring his fat neck.”

“You're pally with him!”

“I’m not! T—well, T can’t qujte ox-
plain,” said Smythe duwprmtrh “I hate
the sight of his greedy face.”

“You' lend hin money,” said Tracy;
“that's why you've never got any tin for a
little game in _the study. 1 tell you every
chap in the Fourth and the Shell knows
that Muflin gets mbney from you.”

“We-—we play banker, you know and—"

“You don't!” said Tracy grimly. “T
don’t believe yoa've ever played ea:dﬁ with
Muffin.  You give bim the money | What
for 7"

Smythe made a restless movement.

“You—you see—"" he said fecbly.

“The trouble is, that we don’t see,” am-
swered Howard tarﬂv “You've been like
this ever since your pater came down here,
I can tell you we're getting jolly fed,
Smythe 1

There was silence in the study. Adolphus
Smythe threw his unsmoked cigarette into
the fire. ~Howard and Tracy exchanged
an angry look, and moved to the doo

-d-don’t go for a minute !” stummcl'ed

ell 7

#I—] want ycu to lend me some tin!™

“Hard up?” asked Tracy sureastically,

“Ye-e-esl”

“You had a fiver not so long ago, and you
haven't spent any that 1've noticed. Has
Mume cleared you out?” sneered Tracy.

“Look here, I suppose you can lend me a
couple of quid!” exclaimed Smythe nngnl\

“Not for MulEn!”

“I—I wani it badly—"

“Ask Muffin!”

And with that Smythe's pals quitted the
study, Tracy slamming the door as he went.
As Howard had remarked, Smythe’s pala
were ““fed 17

Adolphus was left alono with a frown
upon his somewbat vacant face. Iie drew
another cigareltu from his case, but did not
light it. ~He sat picking it to pieces with
nervous, restless fingers.

The door opened suddenly.

A fat and shiny face looked in,
Adolphus” frown grew blacker, Tubby
Muﬁx gave him a cheery nod and a grin,
and rolled into the study, closing the door
after him.
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“Hallo, old sport!” said Tubby
familiarly.
What do you want now?” asked

yihe, between his teeth,  “You've had
n bob out of me to-day, vou fat rascal!"
“I sold you iumolhmg for ten shillings,
you mean. Smythe,” said Reginald Muffin
Imly. “Do you think T've come here to
tesk vou for money 7"
. Smythe gritted his lc\cth.
“If Jou bave, it won't be any good; I'm
stony,” he answered.
Tabby guve him a fat wink.
“It's the truth, you rotter!™
Bmythe.

"Weli, the fact is. old chap, I'm in rather
ba fix,” said \luﬂ‘in, with an air of candour.
“'Um fellows in my study are rather mqt}.
ones minor is stan g a supper—"
~*Hang Jones minor!’
“And they won’t let me come!” said
8T ubby Muflin.  “Jones minor says I never
stand my whack, and he won’t let me come
to supper. OF course, I can’t stand an im-
putation like tllut A fellow has-his dignity
to.consider. I'm going to take in some-
thing decent for supper, and we'll jolly well
see. what young Jo:lcs says then. I could
do with five bob.”

“You won't get it out of me.’

“I'm not asking you to Iend me money,
Smythe. I've got something to sell you.”

Tubby Muflin drew a eri umpled paper
from his pocket and tossed it to Smythe.
The Shell fellow glanced at it with a savage
i look. Tt was not the first document of the
- kind the unscrupulous Tubby had brought
to Adolphus’ study “for sale.” t ran:
| “Young Nobody is Smythe's cousin
. Charles Clare who is missing from Lyn-
b thorp School.”
: at was alll But, little as it was, it had
i cost Smythe of the Sheli a cmmdcmbh- pro-
. portion of his ample pocket-money of late.
. “Like to give me five bob for that?”
b asked Tubby Muffin affably.
| “\'o"’ said Smythe, breathing hard.
“‘Be reasonable, old chap !” urged Tubby.
~“T'm really speaking in your own interest,
L you Jnow. Your pater doesn’t know anything
b ahout young Nobody—never heard of him.
i But you do, and you kncw young Nobody
is your cousin, and you're trying to diddle
him ! Tubby shook a fat forefinger aceus-
ingly at Smythe g{" the Shell. “You're tak-
L ing advantage of the poor chap having lost
f nis memory to diddle him. You hope he’ll

muttered
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never get his mcmnrv Lack‘-)ma know you
do! Mean, T enll i

'-m;lhc breathed Imul

I've bm_n thmking’ " oonlumrd Tubby,

with an air ot conscious virtue, “whether
it isn't ‘my duty to tell young Nobody
the faets. T don’t want te chip in in -
family “affairs, "It ‘really——  Especially
since you accused me of getting money out
of you to keep it dark, As if I'd do such
a thing I”

§:m)lhe did not speak, but
burned at the virtuous Tubby

“Out of [rmndsm.) continued the vir-
tuous youth. “I'm doing the best I can for
you. It's not my business if the Swythe
family rob ono another.  You're a bad lat,
I must say! rotten lot, if vou dow’t
mind my putting it plainly, Smythe! No
up to my standard. My intention s to act
in_a perfectly honourable way. I'm not
going to follow your example, T can {ell
you. There’s that paper! Young Nobody
‘would give pounds for it! 1'm olfering it
to. you for five shillings! Generous, T call
i

bis eyes

tell you I'm cleared out!”
“Then T'll take that paper where I cun

sell it!” said Tubby Muffin, *“Here, T say,
hold on!  Don’t be a beast!  Yarogool i
Bmythe’s temper had failed him, and he

made a sudden spring, a good deal like a
tiger, at Reginald Muffin,

It was rather reckless of Adolphus, con-
sidering how completely he was under
Tubby’s fat thumb.  But he forgot that for
the moment, and only remembered that the
fat Classical had been haunting him, and
making his life hardly worth living, for
weeks,  Ha grasped the yelling Tubby and
thumped him, and, finding solace in if,
thumped him again and sgain barder and
harder.

Thump, thump, thump, thump !

“Oh crikey! Leggo! I—1 was only
joking, Smythc. Yarooooh!”  roared
Tubby Muffin, “1 won’t say a—yoop!—
word ! Not a—) ow-ow \— syllable! Oh,
my hat! Help

'ihump, lhmnp, thamp !

“Oh! Ahi Ow! Help! Rescue! Yoopl”
wailed Tubby Muffin.

The door flew open, and Jimmy Silver
of the Fourth strode into the study, Smythe -
suddenly . relaxed his grasp upon his victim,
and Tubby Muffin promptly dodged behind
the captain of the I"nurtﬁ.
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CHAPTER 2.
8till in Clover!

IMMY SILVER stared at Tubby
Muffin, and stared at Adolphus
Smythe. He had arrived at a rather

exciting moment,

“Well, what's the name of this game?”
inquired Jimmy.

Smythe stood panting.

His furv had passed. At the sight of
Jimmy Silver he was recalled to himself.
One senteree  from Tubby Muffin  was
cnough to enlighten the captain of the
Fourth, and the truth would be known.

Smythe's heart sank within him.

“It—it's  nothing!”™ he stammered,
“Muffin was—was—- 1 say, Muffin, old
chap, I'm sorry I hit you!”

“Grooogh "’ gasped Tubby Muffin. *“ Ger-

sent Tubby Muffin was strugglin
second wind, and hod no breatl

to get |
for words.

But when he should speak——

“I—DI'm sorry, Muffin! I—I say, there's
no need for us fo rag!” panted Adalphus,
in a great hurry to conciliate Tubby before

he could gasp out the facts of the case. “1
—1 say, old chap—"

“Yurrrgghh {* ~

“8o vou two have been rowing?” said
Jimmy Silver sarcastically. “You've got
tired of shelling out cash, is that it,
Smythe 77

Smythe licked his dry lips.

“No business of yours, Silver!” he said,
“We may have had a row. I don't sce
that vou're called on {o chip in.”

“I don’t want to,” said Jimmy, with a
shrug of the shoulders. “You, can thump
the fat bounder if you like, The harder the
better, T think. I came here to speak to
you, Smythe.”

You needn't trouble.
speak to you.”

“You're going to, all the same,”
answered Jimmy Silver coolly, “It’s rather
important, Smythey. You're under sus-
picion, you see.’

Smythe started.

“Wha-a-a:t do you mean?” he gasped.

“Vou've been squaring Muffin—for some
reason. I suspeet the rchson is that he
knows a secret you've been keeping.”

Adolphus changed ecolour,

“You denied that the new kid was a
p=lation of yours,” continued Jimmy Silver.

I don't want to
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“He's as like you as two peas, except that
he doesn’t look a lackadaisical noodle! 1've
got a strong suspicion that you could tell
us his name if you liked.”

“Why shouldn’t I, if I could ?” muttered
Smythe. s

“T don't know. Snobbishness, T suppose,
because poor old Charley came here in
rags and “tatters, and you don’t want to
show a poor relation to Rookwood. And
I suspect that Muflin had nosed it all out
somehow, and that you've been squaring
him fo keep ii dark!” said Jimmy Siiver
sternly.

Adelphus  scemed scarcely to  breathe.
Tubby Muffin’s peculiar way of keeping a
sceret had been pretty certain to lead to
suspicion. Adolphus had realised that, but
he had not dreamed that Jimmy Silver
would get so close to the truth, Bat, close
as he was, he could not know if only Tubby
Muffin kept silent! Smythe’s glance was
almost anguished, as it rested on Tubby’s
fat faee. ;

The fat Classical had recovered his breath
now. He was looking ot Smythe with a
significant grin. He had the upper hand
again; but Adolphus was brought =o
abjectly to heel that Reginald Muflin
decided to hold his hand.  So long as the
secreb was kept it was valuable fo Tubby.
Once told, the horn of plenty would dry
up on the spot. Tubby was not a very
bright youth, but he understood that.

“I want io know the facts, Smnythe,”
added Jimmy Silver. “Cherley may never
recover his memory, for all I know; and 1
more than suspect that you could help him,
if you chose. It's up to you to do it, if
you’l\,r,u got a rag of decency anywhere about

ou !

“I_ don’t know his name,” muttered
Smythe huoskily. “I don’t know anything
about the fellow.” ;

“What do you know about him, Muffin '
snapped Jimmy Silver, fixing his eyes upon
the fat Classical

“Nothing at all, old chap!” said Tubby,
in a great hurry. “Of course, I'd tell yon
if I knew.”

“What were you quarrelling with Smyile
about i

g S
“Because he's got fed with squaring
you?”

© “Nunno, I—I—-"
“Muffin was asking me to pay up some
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\—some money I owe him," panted Smythe.
#1-—I cut up rusty.”

That's it!” said Tubby eagerly.
Q“Sms'hc owes me a pound. He was just
ing tu settlé,  Weren’t you, Smythe, old
ellow
Tubbys price had riscn. The thumping
had to bo paid for. Tubby's tell-tale paper |
as still on the table, “Adolphus, as he
ood, was covering it with his hand. If
nmy Silver could see that paper—
¥Q< gasped Adolphus; “I—I'm going
ttle, Muffin, (,crt.mnly I—I'm rather
L of tin naw, but I can bonow a quid
minutes!” said Tubby
and he rolled out of

d
ny Silyer compressed his lips.
n're bribing Muffin, Smythe !” he said
hin' of the kind,” said Adolphus,
ing his nerve a little, now that

d Muffin was gone. “I owe him
,, 2s it happens,” *
“don’t owe him maoney!”
phus shrugged his shoulders.

You won't {ell me anything about the
new kid?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“I've got nothin’ to tell you!”

“Very well. I've given you a chance to
own up,” said Jimmy. “The matter doesn’t
end here. It will be looked into, and we'll
Eat at the facts somehow, You haven't

eard the last of it, Smythe!”

And Jimmy Silver left the Shell fellow's
study with a grim brow. What had been
only suspicion before was certainty now.
He conld not mistake the meaning of the
scene he had witnessed. But how to extract
the truth from the two young rascals was
rather a puzzle.

L A little-later Jimmy, as he went up to
* the Fourth Form passage, was not surprised
i to sce Adolphus emerge from No. 2. The
. dandy of the Shell had evidently succeeded
in raising the required pound, and had
. called on Reginald Muffin with it. Smythe
|- passed Jimmy in the passage with a
1 smw.lmg brow, and went dcwnstmm, and
the captain of the Fourth looked into Study

Tubby Muflin was there, with a
g Frm on his face and a pound no‘e in his
4 mg him with surprise and curio

£

OWN LIBRARY 9
“You mind you own bizney!"” retorted
'lul:hy Mulflin independently.

What does it mean* asked DPutty
Grace.  “What is Smythe giving Tubby
quids for "

“He owes me money !” said Muffin, “In
fact, he owes me quite a lot of money! I]n
will be settling up some more to-morrow.

“Gammon !

“Wan't you tell us the truth, Tubby
asked Jimmy Silver.

“If yon doubt my word, Silver, I—"

“Oh, rats!” grunted the captain of the
Fourth. And he walked away with a frown-
ing brow,

There was a plentiful supper in Study
No. 2 that night. Tubby Muflin was
o pig in clover, And the next day Tubby
Muffin was in funds again—and again on
the following day; but quite the reverse
was the case with Adolphus Smythe of the
Shell.

Smythe of the Shell
little debts on all sides,
the way of the transgressor
indeed.

was aceumulating
and he was finding
very hard
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t paw, and his study-mates were regard.
ty.
“Bo_you've landed your quid, Tubby.?”

§ said Jimmy Silver grimly,




CHAPTER 28.
Charley Finds His Memory!

b EARD the news, you chaps?”

H Tubby Muffin asked that ques-

tion a few days later, with an

excited expression on his fat
face. Jimmy Silver & Co. were coming off
the football-ground after practice, with
Charley in their company, when the fat
classical rolled up with the news,

Tubby Muffin prided himself on being the
first fellov to hear anything that was “on.”
And he generally was; he had his own
pr\nnllar methods.

‘Buzz!™ snapped Jimmy Silver,

Reginald Muffin was not in the good
graces of the captain of the Fourth just then.
The affair of Smythe and the hush-money
was still in Jimmy's mind.

“But, I say, it's jolly exciting!” said
'|'ub'LJ)5'. “That man with™ the broken boko

“What?”

“Yon remember when you found young
Nobody on the heath, there was a broken-
nosed chap after him?” said Tubby, “Well,
I think it’s the same man—stands to reason,

you know. '['hem ain’t a lot of chn[ﬁ with
broken nosos.”

“Who's the same man?” demanded
Lovell. -

“The man they’'ve got!”

“Who've got, ass?”

“I'm trying to tell you, ain’t I?” said
Muffin. “You keep on interrupting me.
They've collared him at Rookham—man
with a broken nose and another chap \\Jth
bam—pawn" counterfeit currency notes.”

“My hat !’

“T just heard Mr. Bootles epeaking to the
Head about it,” said Tubby. *Mr, Dootles
thinks it may be the same man, and he's
going over to Rookham, and he’s going to
take you, Silver, to identify the chap, if
it’s the same man. He thinks it may lead
to a discovery, he said. I don't know what
he means by that.”

“My hat l" said Jimmy Silver, his eyes

g]cammg‘ “That’s real luck ! If that rotter
1s arrested, we may find out all about
Charley. ~ That's what Mr. Bootles was

llm;kmg, of course.”
Oh"‘ ejaculated Tubby, his jaw drop-

"Ru;] luck ! said Raby. “Why, what's
the matter with vou. Kid?"”
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Charley's face was deadly pale.

“What is it, old t.hu[l”' he asked.

“]—1 remember—"

“Hurrah! You remember! You've gob
vour memory back!” exclaimed Lovell, in
great delight.

“I remember—  Oh!”  Charley shud-
dered. “I—I remember now! It was the
counterfeiters !”” :

“The counterfeiters!” repeated

“Yes—yes! As soon as Muffin me
that, it came to me like a flash!”
Charley. =~ “It was the counterfeite
took me away from school. I can |
all now!”

“Tell me abouat it, Kid,”
Silver softly. §

“It—it's all clear now. I was
through the wood near the school—ga
ihe town,” he said. I came on them
wood. There were two of them—that
with the broken nese and_another,
dressed in a flashy way. I came of
suddenly——"

“Yes?” said Lovell cagerly.

“There was an old cottage ther Cde-
serted building nearly grown over by
crecpers,” went on Charley. “They were
there—the two of them! They had somo
kind of a machine, I don’t know what; and
when I saw them they were making up
bundles—little bundles—of currency-notes.
They had stacks of them. I knew at once
what they must be doing. I could see there
was a thousand pounds, at least.”

“By gad!” said Mornington, who had
joined the growing crowd. “Go on, Kid!
What did you do?*

“I—I would have run for it,” he said;
“but they'd seen me. They ran out, and
one of them—I don’t know which—struck
me on the head as I turned. Then it’s all
blank. I suppose I was stunned. I don't
know any more of what happened.”

“But afterwards?” said Jimmy Silver.

“There’s nothing more, till I came to
myself, and I was in a deep quarry cave,”
said Charley. “The broken-nosed man was
there. He was keeping guard over me.
I—I couldn’t wmnmger nnythmg, T didn't
know why 1 was there. I couldn’t remem-
ber anything, not even my name. It was
the knock on the head that did it, I suppose.
I don’t know how long I was there—iwooks,
at least. Now I remember. I know \\l‘\
they must have taken me; they knew I coulid

said
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identify them, and they meant to keep 'me
A prisoner. 1 was kept in the cave. I
had a chain on my arm, fastened to a staple,
and the broken-nosed man used to bring me
food. He was away sometimes for days ut
a time, and T was alone—"
He broke off with a shudder.
“I remember now low I got away. I
found that the chain would slip off my
arm, I'd grown so thin. One day, i?squnemd
oif and got out of ths quarry, and ran
© was away then, the broken-nosed
“but must have been just coming back,
e was after me. You rnmmuber,
ny, how he ran me down on the heath,
ad you fellows were thers, and you helped

hank goodness we were there!” said
; iy Silver.
* ¥ think you saved my life!” said Charley.
*f couldn’t have lived under it much longer !
I'told the man that my memory was gone,
he didn’t believe me. And—and now
come back. I remember it all now!”
iﬁ\nd your name?” asked Lovell breath-
y.
*Clare!” said Charley. “I remember it—
I remember it now! It's come back—along
with the rest! Charles Clare, of Lynthorpe
School. I was in the Fourth Form at
Lynthorpc. I lived there in the head-
master’s charge. I've no near relations, ex-
cepting an unc]a in South Africa. Clare—my
name is Clare.”

“Hurrah 1”

“Well, my hat!” exclaimed Lovell, in
great disgust. “I did all the (s I could
think of, and I never thought of Clare! I
say, Charlay, old top, are you.sure your
name is Clare?”

"Qulbe sure—now " he said.
“And have you got a relation named
Smythe " asked Jimmy Silver, very quietly,

“I've got a cousin—Adolphus Smythe
—at Rookwood School ! answered Charley
at_once,

40, dear[” gasped Tubby Muffin,

CHAPTER 29,
Adolphus Owns Up!l
RAMP! )
There was a tramping of many
!cec in the Shell passage. Up the
assaga came a crowd of Classical
junlors, the Flsixcal Four_ m Lhe lead, with-!
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Charles Clare, of the Lynthorpe Fourth, in
their midst.

They halted at Smythe’s study,

Adolphus was at home, and Tubby Muffin
was with him. Tubby Muflin was speaking
in excited haste,

“Make it a couple of quids, Smythey, and
T'll let you off for good! 1 will really,
honour br;ghtl You shell out a couple of
quids and T’ll promise never to say a word
—really!  You know you can rely en me.
You know what an honourable chap I am!
Two quids, and I'll let you off for gund'
Yaraooh I

“ Now, you fat rascal 1" exclaimed Jimmy.

“Ow!’ Leggo! I—I wasn't asking
Smythe fﬂr anything 1”7 yelled  Tubby
Mulffin. —] "was only saying that I

wouldn’t keep his rotten secrets any longer !
T'm not gomng to help him swindle }n\
cmmn' I'm an honaura le chap, I hope !’

“Ha, ha, ha
“You leggo, .}lmmy Silver! Ow!’
“Allow me!” eaid Lovell, with great

pnlltenass “Smythe, old bean, I'm sure
vou'll be delighted to meet a relation. Allow
me to introduce you to your cousin—"
“He's no relation of mine!” muitered
Sm\tho.huskllv.
“Well, if you've forgotten vour cousin,
I'll remind you, Smythe,” shid Jimmy

Sll\er “Here he is—Charley Clare of the
Fourth Form, at Lynthorpe. Know him
no

Smythe scarcely breathed.

“I know you now, Smythe,” said Claro’
qur’et]y. “Not by sight, but your name and
school, ¥ou know me, and you lot me re-
main in the dark and—"

“I—I didn’t know you at first,” muunred
Smythe, “I—I hadn’t an idea you were
my cousin, How shoul
seen you, not that I remember. How should
I know that a mg{ged nobody from nowhere
was my cousin 2"

“If you didn't know at first, you knew
nf{orwards}” exclaimed Junmy lever
steraly, “And Muffin knew, and you've
bee:} givmg him money to keep it dark.”

“Isn’t that so, you fat rotter?” de-'
manded Jimmy Silver, administering a
powerful shake to the fat Classical, * Now,
what have you got to say?”

ow-aw-waooop
“Take him to the Head " said Morning-

ten,

It T'd never.

i

i
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“I—I don't want to go to the Head!"
howled Tubby Muffin. *I—I was just going
.to tell you all about it. I—I wouldn’t think
of keeping seerets from an old pal like you,
Jimmy."”

“You fat fraud!™

** And—and Charley, too! You know what
a lot I think of Charley!” gasped Tubby
Muffin.  “I--] was under the table when
Smythe's pater eame, and I heard him tell
the rotter about his cousin being missing
from Lynthorpe, wherever that is, and about
Un:loe Richard having left ten thousand
pounds between them, and it was all going
to S()ljnyg‘lm if Charley was dead—"

h !

“And old 8mythe said that Clare’s death
would be presumed, because he could not
be found, and his cap was picked up near
the sca, and—and then I guessed 1t was
the kid yon knew, because he was so like
Smythe.  And Smythe guessed it, too, and
he didn't tell his father—"" 5

“So there was money in it?"” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver “You've been trying to
work a swindle, Smaythe.”

“T—1 thought—— I wasn’t sure— It—
it wasn't my business to find a gilly foor
who got lost! I—7"

“He wanled the money,” said Tubby
Mulfin. “He knew, and he didn’t breathe a
word to his father about it. = Old Smythe
don’t know. - I was shocked. of course.”

“You fat rascal I” hissed Smythe.

“Now he’s calling me names!” said
Tubby Muffin, in an injured tone. *And
he actually -accused me once of getting

. money out of him to keep his seerets! You'
hardly believe it, but he did! That's the
kind of rotter Smythe is!”

My only hat!” said Jimmy Silver, star-
ing blankly at the injured Tubby. “I think

THE BOY FROM NOWHERE!

a lunatic asylum is about the, proper place
for you, Muffin.”

“And chokey for Smythe!” eaid
Lovell,  “We'll jolly well take Sinvthe to
the Ilead, and he can explain why he
wouldn't help Charley find out who he was,
and about the Jegacy, too!” ol

“Come on, Smythe!”

“Hold on !" said Charl

“Bring him along——

“Hold on! Let Smytha alone!”
Charley.  “I—I don’t want my co
get into trouble. - Let him alone! IE
turned out right. Smythe hasn’t done
any harm as.it turns out. Therc's no s
to tell the Head that he knew!™

“Yowre a soft aes, Charlie!” he saie

“Let me have my way, old chap,
not !”

“For sake——""  Dre
Smythe. 5

“Let Charley have his way 1" eaid Ji

¢ quietly.

goodness’

Silver. “The fellows will know wh
think of Smythe, anyway. Let's
of this! The rotter makes me sick

. -~ . . .

Charley of Yookwood was marched to the
Head’s stndy, where the tale was told, with-
out any reference to the parts played by
Smythe of the Shell and Tubby Muffin. It
was pleasant news to the good old Head
and to Mr. Bootles,

. For some days longer Charley remained at
Rookwood. Then he was wanted to give
evidence ageinst the two counterfeiters, and
while those gentlemen were sent to their
just deserts Charley returned to hiz old
school. And Jimmy Silver & Co. turned
out in great force to give a great send-off
to their new chum, and they retained very
friendly memories of “The Boy from

Nowhere!"




n pudding, roast beef or turkey,
ice pies, crackers, and a Christmas tree, we
Bri would feel that it was a very make-
of Christmas indeed. Yet the
shers who are exiled from home manage
ake merry and celebrate the day of
¢ on Earth, Good Will to Mankind "
it nny of the adjuncts to Christmas jolli-
ion which we think so necessary.
A coconut trea does duty ns a Christmas tree
Bions the white men in Africa, and that is
pout the only Christmas *touch ™ there is to
¢ great occasion. TFor theze it fs everyone's
ire at. Christmas to get far from fires and
uses—especially in the region of the Gold
st, where the thermometer plays pranks
ind abolt 100 degrees. And thab is shade
perature, too!
he Christmas dinner is naturally on the cool
fde, the' whites in the less accessible parts
royally on tinned meat, tinned fish, and
bably ‘tinned soup!

*“ Niggers’ " Christmas.

sort

istmas has little meaning for them

her than an - oeccasion to copy the white
boss " and make thé day merry with feasting,

African natives join In the celebrations,
here the native ehiefs are generous, cattle are
msted whole, before enormous camp fires, and
head-men are invited to n.
e would-be feasters whom the fnvitation has
sed may hang about the laden table—which,
the way, is the ground, with the guests
atting around on  their haunches—in  the
of scizing on seme eatable chunk tossed
them from time to time.
ut it is very ‘different fare where the less
ilised natives' are concerned, Some of them
lnk there is mothing daintier to eat in the
rld than great, fat, repulsive-looking grubs
enormous heetles.
Others ' gorge themselves and wax fat on
ey-ants and stewed locustsy ='A great advan-
e attached to this artiele of diet is. that
Do exertion is called for in obmining i, The
thoney-ants can be collected in andfuls, and
ocusts are simply swept up im heaps,

Full Regalia,

, The white man’s Christmas is regarded as an
casion when the blacks should do honour to

THE SCHOOLBOYS’

GHRISTMAS IN OTHER LANDS 3

ko
R T S T E S e e e )

OWN LIBRARY

*

e

their masters by dressing up. A cast-off
military~tunic, flery scarlet against the dusky
flesh, with an old khaki cap to to) s}ot, has
a pretty startling effect. But the native who
can sport this scratch garb considers himsel!
no end of a kout on Christmas morning.

An old striped blazer sometimes performs a
similar service, whilst one old chiel turned up
at a white man's Christmas dinner last year
wenring the very much tattered full-dress frock
coat of an admiral! From what rubbish heap
he had plucked it only he knew!

The now peaceful natives of former warlike
tribes are fond of decking themselves out in full
war-paint, and see nothing comical in com-
pleting their Christmas dress with the aid of
such cast-oft effects of the white man as spats
and “bolled » shirts!

It all adds to the merriness—such as it is.
For the exiled Englishman, broiling in the
African sun when the folks at home are perhaps
making merry In the snow, has much ado to
prevent his thoughts wandering sadly to what
might have been on this day had not Fate flung
him to the steaming {ropics,

The Great White West.

Christmas weather affects the Canadians in
the very opposite way. There snow and ice and
Christmas trees lmwo:e than plentiful, and
the merry-makers in the towns have high old
times. It Is the trappers in the lonely porth-
lands, and the ploneers at the trading-posts of
the big companies; on whom the great burden of
Christmas loneliness falls heavily.

But they believe that it is a poor heart that
never rejoices—and what man worth his salt
would not make superbuman effarts {o fore.
gather with pals at Christmas, no matter how
long and dangerous the trafl?

So the trapper hitches up his team of huskies
to his sledge and makes a trip to civilisation—
a trip. that would make the home-staying
Englishman, " with his tubes and ‘buses and
taxis, gasp with amazement simply to contem-
plate,

* Through the whirling, blinding snowstorm the
tough dog team flies, For they know, bless you,
as well as their driver, what awaits them at
the far end of the journey—jolly company, eivi-
lised food, big fires and bright lights, and all
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that makes Christmas Day a time of great
remembranee,

Christmas Day in Darkness.

No Chrisimas Day. dawns in Greenland, for
at this lime of year complete darkness lasts
twenty-four hours each day. It is one long,
dreary, frozen night, to which there will now
be no dawn until well into next March. The
Jand of the midnight sun has become the land
of endless night.

Rut where the white settleents are there

ission stations. The handful of whites
keep Christmas as near the old-fashioned w
as their omtlandish cireamstances allow. Of
course, there must be a youngsters' party, and
so the Eskimo kiddies are collected from the
ncighbourhood and made acquainted with the

Epglish Christmas pudding and all the other
jolly rara, "

For them it is the one day of the whole
year.  And their parents? Well, Christmas
doesu’t mean much to them. There is ne holly
or mistletoe to deck the snow-houses in which
many of them live—houses magde of blocks of
compresseld snow, smooth as giass inside and
with s ol animals to make it as comfy as
may. he.

Tie Christmas larder foay be bulging with
salted and smoked fish, or seal flesh, collected
during the months of daylight. Heayen hélp
the Eskbno _family whose Inrder is bare ut
Christmas, for then the men-folk must sally oul
and lie or crouch on the ice, with a spear held
in rendiness to spike the first flsh or seal that
shows in the holec smashed in the ice for that
purpose.

Even the sea is frozen, and if one of the
frequent wind tempests is raging—winds thau
slash like x razor and make it excessively pain-
fub even to hreathe—dinner on Christmas Day
may be only a dream to the Eskimos whose
 larders "have hecome bayge before their time,

Mid-Summer Christmas,

Another turn of the wheel, and we are back
to mid-summer—Christmas  Day in  Dbroiling
India! To il but the whites and the natives
whom the missionaries -have persuaded to a
similar way of thinking and living, the Christ-
mas festivitigs are just pagan- rites.

But Christmas decorations go up all the same
in the camps and houses and barracks of the
Christmas-keeping civilians and troops, Palm
loaves {ake the place of holly, and éooling fans,
manipulated by natives, take the place of the
home fires!

The * unbelievers " among the natives jook on
at the “heathen " celebrations, then go home’ to
their own currierll rice or fowl; and if they feel
inclined 1o honour anyone or, anything on
Christmas Day they offer sacrifices to their own
particular gods—some of them chiefly m}(nble

OTHER LANDS

for their hideous appearance as carved in
or rock.

In that outlandish part of the
Empire known as Bokhara, where ti
most wonderful carpets come from,
may or may ndt be celebrated. When
the dish that will surely take the pla
honour on . the-festive board is the one W
among the natlves who can afford it.

This is a hig sheep, ronsted whole, and sef
up on a fumptuous and colossal salver.
the guests are seated, the feast start
stantial portions being hewn from the shee
means of a selmitar used as a curving-knife

Oceans of Soup!

In the mysterious. land of Thibet, W
Buddhist monasteries nestle secure in thre|
ing mountain fastnesses, that which 1t

s is celebrated onve of

who flock to

aled by the monks
stexming soup—made i giant ‘equldrous
feet wide angd ag much deep! i
Soup i¢ also a favourite Christmas dish af
the Chinese—the few who keep Christmas
Its chief constituent is Lirds’ nests. AL
banquets of the Chinese who have . theies
variety of Christmas, other weird items®
load the festivé tuble are stewed cats,
mice dipped in treacke, and dried rats!
. Shuddery tare, this. But then the Chil
who delight in it think oor fare as shud
and wouid not for worlds change their die!
the Christmas fare of the British Tommy,
year in and year out, by day and by night,
sentry go before the altar in the chure
over the spot where many centuries ago
was born in Bethlehem

Ghristmas Gone Astray!

Though countless thousands of those |
wounld keep Cbristmas if they could, but
debarred from doing so, either beea
ontlandish situation in which they find (I
selves on that day, or on account of dire hi
upness, yearly mourn their ill-luck, few, in
could ever. experience being where Ch
Day sumply was not!

This unusun] experience befalls seamen w
vessel crosses from west longitude to east lo
tude at midnight on Christmus Eve, as
wind-Jammer Garth did last Christmas as &
crossed the 180th meridian. In order for si
a ship to keep her date right with Green
time she must mi a day, ay it were,
December 25th simply does oot eccur. It
wiped out by Father Time!

But we can be sure the vessel's crew mankes
up for the lost day hy celebrating Boxing Day
and Chpistmas Day tozether on the 26th:

/R
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