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CHAPTER 1.
Jimmy Silver Has an Idea?!
- 18' name is Cubts!’ *remarked
Jimmy Silver
And Athur  Edvard Lovell

‘mmrkea sagely

“Lets' hope he won't %o up,to it 1”

The Tistical Four of the Fourth were
standing in a group in the Rookwood quad-
rangle, discussivy a rather important topic.

For the moment the Rookwood Fourth
was without a master

Mr. Bootles, who acti s beit sueiar
for so long, had retired,_and Mr. Cutts,
the nowly-appomted master of the Fourth,
had not et arriv

His arrival ha | been delayed a few days,
and ~ probably nobody in the Rookwood
Tourth would have been'disappointed if it
had been deIny(,u a few weeks. The Fourth
Form—in their own ' opinion, at least—
could have got on very well for a few weeks
without a Form-master. If lessons had been
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stopped, they would have boen quito willing
to take it out in football. They had heard
that' Me. Cutts. at the last, moment, had
caught a cold, and even the tender-heartea
Jimmy Silver bardly wishiod him & prompt
Tecovéry, while Tubby Muffin ~had . been
heard fo express « charitable hope that it
might turn to pneumonia |

But Mr. Cutts had evidently 1ecovered
from his cold, for hus coming was announced
for that Wednesday afternoon, and Mr.
Bootles had-been seen off only that morning.
L'here was to be no happy interregnum.

“Blassed if I'm specially interested,” re-
marked Georgo Raby.

“Samo hare 1* said Neweom

«Ha's oomng this' afternoon;” continued

Jimmy  Silver thoughtfully. “I've asked
Bulkeley about it. Ho gets to Latcham at
two-thirty, takes the local train for Coombe,
and lands ‘at Cogmbe at threc-thirty. That's
the programme.

Jimmy Silver's chums cyed him.
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WWhat dnd you ask Bulkeley all that rot
for, Jimm

R Jimbhy Silver
impressively, “has an idea. Your Unclo
James, s you aro aware, docs all tho think-
ing for this Co.—

s Ul Jaraen ia'a bigh shist i st
Jimmy Silver calmly. “Look here, we don’t
know what sort of an animal this new man

. may be. He may po a good little ass like
Bootles, the dear departed, or he may be a
swolling turkey like old Greeley; he may
even bo a cough drop like Manders, I don't
want m discourago you young people—"

“But ho really may be anything. But
whatever he is, we've got to stand him,
we've got Lo laugh at his little jokes, and put
up with his littlo tantrums. mu Form-
masters are only human after all. They like,
butter, just like common mortals. ~Suppose
four nice boys walked down to the station
and met Mr. Cutts, and carried his bag, and
and his coat, and his umbrella, and things,
and sort of e(tcnded the right hand of
fellowship—"

“ But

“Wouldn’t that be liable to melf the ice
round his heart, and m.’:,ke him love us
first go off ?* asked Ji

““Some of the fellov\s \\'ould call it sucklng
up to him!” said Lovell, with a shake of
the head.

“Some of the fellows can talk any rot
they like 1’ retorted Jimmy Silver. “There’s
no law against pulling a Form-master’s leg
1o put him in a good temper, that 1 know
Besides, if he’s a decent merchant we’s re
going to like him, and wo shall really want
to make him fecl at home. I think this is
a jolly good stunt The ground’s too folly
wet for footer, and we've got mothing
specmly to do. so why not do the polite

putting it like ‘that—" said
Lovell timughsf Ily.

4Oh, any old thmgl" said Raby, “There’s
nothing on. an may as well mood
down to Coombe as lounge about the quad.”

“I don’t mind!” yawmed Newcome.

Uncle James of Rookwood nodded with
satisfaction. He really thought ho had. hit
on a good vdua for killing a damp after-

rse, he wasn't going to. ex-
plam to \Ir Cutts that they were doing the

FORM I;i%TER‘

von. That would hme spoiled the effect, Mr.

‘uits was going to see, at once, what nice,
polite boys there were in. the Fourth Torm
ab Rookwood, ‘and he was bomnd  to
pleased.

Having come to this decision, the Fistical
Four turned away v the,
gates, aud at that moment threc - mocking
voices chimed in upon their meditations,
Threo modern juniors had been standing
near at hand, screened by one of the big old
beeches, and plainly they had heard Svery
word of the discussion. And Tommy Co
Tommy Dodd and Tommy Doyle spoke sll
together.

“Yah! Sucking up (o a Tormmaster!
Classical cads! Yah !”

e three Tommics of the Modern Fourth:
hm]ﬂd that taunt at the Fistical Four in

unisor

ittay! Silver hanal

“Ther's a Igt of time to get to Coambe.
ho remarked. “Let's wipo up the quad with
these Modern rotters before we start.”

“Hear, hear!” said FLovell heartily.

“Classical cads ! roared Tommy Dodd, as.

thy Fistical Four charged:

Modern worms! Mop ‘e wp
oo juniors. woat spinning o the,
charge of four.

The three Tommics were strewn under the
beeches on the damp earth, roaring. Then
the Tistical Four walked on to the gates
again, fecling thaﬁ Lhey had done their duty,

end dono i
i Tommy Dodd scmmbled up, and fielded
is cal

“‘Thn cheeky rotters! After them!” he
shou

e 1 said Doste.

“Ow!” said Cool

Bk uol? yebad Dodd,

«Oh, rats!" grambled Dogle. “Look at
me nose |”

“Wow-wow!” said Tommy Cook,

s e hs D Gl QL ey

Silver and Co. swung out at the gates, and
strolled away cheerily towards Coombe.
The three Tommies attended to the neces-
sary repairs aiter the brief but exciting com-
bat, Tommy Doyle was. still mopping his
nose, when .a voice hailed the juniors from
a window. They spun round. In their brief
combat with the four Classicals they had
been in, full view of the Head’s study, and
there was Dr, Chisholm_himself looking at

polite thing because there was rothing else

them from thé open window.
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lommy Dodd.

“Oh crumbst” murmured '
“Now for & row! He saw us.”

But the next moment hxs lmbnsmess was
relieved, Th cad was not frowning; ho
@il ot ook weathy Tidently i o darng
to the window after the combat was over.

He raised his hand and beckoned to
Tommy Dodd quite amicably. Tho leader of
the Modern Kourth ran up at onco

“Yes, sir?”

“Pleass go to the garage and tell Thomp-
son that the cer will not be needed to go to
the station.”s

“Yes, sa.”

“Mr. Cutts has telephoned from Latcham
that he lost the connection there, and he
will not reach Coombe Station till half-past
four. Kindly tell Thompson so, and inform
him_that the car will be required at the
station at four-thirty.”

“Cortainly, sir!”

“Thank you, Dodd!”

Tommy Dodd xetumed to his chums with
a grinning face.

CHAPTER 2.
So Has Tommy Dodd!
A. ba, ha"”

H The three Tommxes waited till

they were a safe distance from
the Head's wmdo» before they
chortled.

Then_they chortled loud and Teng.

The Classical chums had gone to Coombo
to mect Mr. Cutts’ train, and Mr. Cutts
was not _coming after all! He was coming
by the next *local” from Latcham, which
was an hour later.

‘em jolly well right, bedad !”
grinned Tommy Doyle. “Suckin’ up to a
baste of a Form-master!”

" _“They cun cool their heols at the station I
chuc'klod’Cock “They’ll wait for the next

“And then tho car will come for Cutts!”
roared Tommy “There won't be
room for Classical fags in the car! Ha, ha,

“Dear old.
was going—"
*"“Hp, ha, ha!”

“Just like Jimmy " said To Dodd
chearfully “Always putting bis Classical
hoof in it. Fancy his faco when the giddy

immy docsn't know the car
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train comes in, and no glddy l'orm master
in it to be polite to! By J¢ Tommy
S vuonder— Ha,
a, ha ! Ho burst into o rou

“Phyvat’s biting yez now?” demanded
oyle.

“Ha, ha, ha!” rosred Tommy Dodd
ecstatically.

Evidently some new and brilliant thought
had shot into the brain of Master Thomas
Dodd of tho Modern Fourth,

“What is emanded Cook.
et ahoseked Tommy Dodd.
“Oh, bump it out of him !”

Cook and Doyle grasped Tommy Dodd to-
gether, and Tommy's head came into con-
tack with the garago wall.

Cracl

oopr” roured Tom “You
silly owls, paws off wMy napper.”
el explain s, el
> Tommy jerked himself away, and
rublond s heed. “Hands off, you chumps!
Ain't 1 just going to explain? Look here,
Wwe'ro going fo pull their Classical leg!”

“There ho goes again!” cxclaimed Cook,
in great cxasperation. “Bump him !”

“Hold on!” exclaimed Tommy Dodd
hastily. “Wait till Pve gnqn my’ message
to Thompson, and Tl t

Tommy Dodd ran e garage, with
the message from tho Head to the chauffour.

o came out again grinning.

“Now lend me your earlets,” he said im-
pressively. “Those Classical asses will be
waiting for the three-thirty train, expect-
ing a giddy Form-master by it—a man
they’vo never seen.

“Of courso they’ve never seen him, ass,
as he's never been to Rookwood, What
are you getting at?”

¢1Supposo anothior man camo—

“Cal]mg himself Cutts, théy'd-never bo
the wiser—

“You owl!” roared Cook. “Why the
merry dickens should_another man “como
along calling himself Cutts ?

Tommy Dodd tapped

himself on the

chest.

“L.szl9 me!” he said.

“Wlm B2

Jlmmv Silver thinks the Classical Players
are nio end big guns at theatricals,” said
Tommy Dodd, “but we know the Medern
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Drm:nuﬁc Society beats them hallow, don’t
{

0
#Yes, but—" ’
Tommy glanced at his watch.

“The train from Latcham passes through
Rookham,” he said. “I could get to Rook-
ham on my bike, and get into it there, and
arrive at Coombo just as if I'd come from
Latcham finction. There's lots of time, if
we put on a bit of speed on the bikes.”

“Bat, what—"

“The costumier’s at Rookham that we al-
ways deal with,”” continued Tommy Dodd.
“Wo can hire the uungs, and Judsﬂn will
help mo makeup. We'll tell him it’s a
lark, of course. He's helped us before. In
a big coat and boots, and whiskers, and
specs, and a felt hat, I'll make a Form-
master all right, I'm nearly as tall as old
Bootles was, SL ay. I don’t say I'd face

bl I should ay. not.”
T'd faco any number of Classical
duffers—if it camc out, Lhcxes no harm
Doch “But it won’t
I shau ]ust fool them, and pull
their leg, and put them through it

“Npo time for butting now,” said Tommy
Dodd briskly. “Get out the bikes sharp!
You do your bumng on the way to

gasped Doyl
“Come, on!* roared Tommy Dodd.

He led the way at a run to the bike- shed.
His comrades, in a state of breathless
astonishment and uncertainty, followed him.

Cook and Doyle were smitten by doubts—
many doubts. But Tommy Dodd had his
way—as he usually did.

In a few minutes the three Moderns were
in the saddle, and pedalling away for
Rookham as fast ss wheels could revolve.

By road and lane and short cut they fairly

’mm threo Tommies were good cyclists,
but never had they covered the ride from
Rookwood to the market town in such re-
26rd time.

They wero flushed and gasping when they
jumped oft their machines, at last, outside
ur Judsor's shop Rookham  High

treef

M: “Judson was a_barbor—or, rather,

soveral other things He did costumes for

the Rookham Theatre Royal, and a\so fcr

FORM-MASTER !

the amateur lheatno‘d snmety at Rookrood
School.  Tommy Dodd & Co. were good
customers, and w egmy of Mr, Judson’s best
consideration.  Leaving their ~machines
against the slmp -front, they rushed in.

Mr. Judson was astonished at first, bub
he was amenable to rcuson In five minutes
the three chums were in Mr, Judson’s pri-
vato room, and Mr. Judson was at work on
Tommy Dodd his chums watching him with
grinning fac

When 'lommy Dodd wns hmshed
metamorphosis W

o looked Iallcr, tlivaton large

boots; he looked considerably fatter, in a
well-padded coat, with an overcoat out-
sido it. A short beard and moustache, and
a fow touches of make-up, changed his face
remarkably. A pair of spectacles added to
the effect. A thick greyish wig ¢overed his
s]mrt dark hair, and it was crowned by

ok ]):uly Mail” hat,

S Cok d Doyle simply gasped as they
looked at hi

Tommy Dodd locked like a respectable
gentleman- of or so—rather short and
stumpy for his nge, perhaps,

Ldad an, it

the

really you, now,
‘ommy #” gasped Doyle.
o B ko you, kid " said Gooly
in_quite an awed voice.

“Boys,” said Tommy Dodd, in a decp,
stern voice that mado his comrades jump,
“kindly cease. these—er—personal remarks.
What aro you—er—doing here? Go back to
Rookwood at once, and take a ‘hundred
lings each.”

ha,
M. Judson grinnsd.

“You going out liko that, uirt” he wked,
< bet!”” answered Tommy Dodd/
“You follow's gt 3 ‘my clobber and the bikes|
back to Rookwood.  Tll change again_in
the spinney, near the school, after we'vo
japed. thoso Classical - ehumps. ~Now  I'm
off I”

Hommy Dodd ooolly walliod thraugh tho
shon into the street.

Thero were two or three customers inl
the shop. but they did not glance specnllyl
st Tommy Dodd. Bvidently bis disguise
passed m

% vathier quickly e ba cams
out into Rookham High Street, however.

But again ho pussed muster quite well
the passersby did n e him a second|
glanco. There was ovhing in that g
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aged-looking gentleman to attract special
attention. Tommy Dodd tucked his umbrella
under his arm, and walked away quickly
to_theystation.

He had done well; there was ten minites
to wait for the train from Latcham. Tommy | P

odd sat-on o seat and waited. And when
the train came in, he took a scat in it with
perfect coolness.

In his (-eurmge were_three or. four other
passengers - and they did not give him any
s e AL o the mm “ran
into Coombe, at last, and Tommy Dodd,
from the window, spotted fur kel
figures in Etons waiting on the platiorm, he
'chuckled under his beard.

CHAPTER 3.
The New Master!
RTHUR Edward Lovell detached
‘himsel{ from an automatic machine
on th> platform in Coombe station
and yawned.

“Here's the train 1

“Now for the merry Cutts!” said Jimmy
Silver.

The Fistical Four lined up on the plat-
form to watch the alighting passengers,
and pick out the new Form-master.

The gentleman was o stranger to them, of
gourse; but they had no-doubt, of picking
him oat. In fact, by a process of deduction,
e o e e s e
tho Fourth very quickly arrived at the only
person who could possibly be Mr. Cutts. A
dozen passengers alighted from the train;
but half of theso were young persons.. Of
the rest, four were farmers, one a lady.
Evidently none of thess could bo M.
Christopher Chuts.
| The
stampy gentlomun. in o hard hat, a thick
(gwezcoat, an wmbrella, and beard and mous-
fache. e looked a very quict and respect-
lable middle-aged gentleman as he blinked
labout him over a large pait of spectaclos,
or he did not look through the lenses.

“That must be the johnnie!” said Raby.

“Bit; of an old corker,” remarked New-
fome, “but he looks harmless cnough.”

“Quite tame ! grinned Lovell.

“That's the merchant!” said

Jimmy

v

But we'll ask him, any-
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Silver. “Maust bo!
#0501 Ty Silves, . b cromestl i
platform towards the gentleman in the
Sandringhan hat and raised their caps.very
politely.

HEDlintied atithom

3. Cutts?” asked Jimmy.

“Ah, you belong to Rookwood, my boy?”
askod [ho spectaciéd gontioman in s rather
bhigh-pitched voice, blinking at a great rate
over his gold-rimmed glasses.

“Yes, sir. We've come to meet you,”
said_Jimmy.
“Indeed' Did Dr. Chisholmo instruct

“Nuano, sir. We just came on our own,”
said Jimmy Silver.

“You' did what ?” excln.lmed Mr. Cutis
—if it was Mr. Cutts—sharp
bt s sir,” Te-

peated Jimmy, rather taken aback.

- “You shouldn’t use such an expression, my

boy!” said the master. “You doubtless

mean that you came of your own volition !”
c-es, Sir.

“Then say that you came' of your own
volition, or of your own accord, not that
you came.on your own i’ said the new mas-
ter severely.

“Oht AR] Yostir!” stammered Jimmy.
The new mastef sfos losmg no time in
lling his pupils

“T abhor slang P sald M] Cutts,

-d-do you, sir?
“Certainly I”’
“Ssorry, sir!” stammered Jimmy. “We
—we came of ot own volition, - sir, to—to
—to welcome you tc Rookwobd, sir.”

“#Thank you very much, my lLittle fellow I”

Jimmy Silver coloured.

Ho was not_exactly a little fellow, if it
camo to that, He was a rathe: sturdy fellow.
Still, pezhaps fmm the pinnacle of the cnor-
mous age of fitty, he seemed a little fellow
to Mr. Cufts, Bus the cheek of it was that
Mr. Cutts was scarcely taller than .Jimmy
hlmse f

Your nam
“Silver, sir!”
“s.lw.rv Absurd 1”

-at ?

cal

?” asked the new- master.

"That is |he name of & metal, Please
do not, mako practical jokes with me, boy!
‘What is your nathe 7"

“Tt—it’s really Silver, sirl”

said. Jimmy.
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ancll & Co. grinned. {

“Bless my soul I said Mr. Cutts. “Is it
possxblc that Silver is & name?”’

“Cortainly it is!” said Jimmy, rather re-
sentfully Jimmy’s own opinion was that
Silver, oven if uncommon, wds ab least as
good as Cautts.

“And your name, my boy ?”

“Lovell, sir!” said Arthur Edward, with
satisfaction. There was no fault to
found with that very nice name, anyhow.
‘_’x}!;:‘sn chaps are Raby and Newcome,

sir !
“Are you in my Forh—the Fourth
Form?”

“Yes, sirl”

“Very good, I am very much obliged

e corfting here, my boys. You
might have put on clean collars. However,
I shall soon see that you keep up a more
neat -and tidy appearance.”

“op

Mr. Cutts’ atricmms were quite uncalled-
for. If he wasn't satisfied with the Fistical
Four, they wondered what he would think
of Tubb

“Sssha.ll I cmy your umbrella, sir?”
asked Raby meckly,

“Thank you, no!”

"ler—vour luggage, sir—"

“Never mind that now.  Kindly show
me the way out of the station.

“Yes, sir.”

J\mmy Silver & Co. did not think much
of their new Form-master, so far. hey
led the way to the exit, exchanging surrep-
titious glances. ~Mr, Cutts followed them.
and was careful that they should not see
his ticket as he handed it to the porter.

At tho station door he paused to blink
round him. Jimmy Silyer . move
off a fow paces, and Raby made a thrill-
ing communication in a whisper.

“I say, you chaps, he wears o wigl”

“What ?” murmured Lo

“I'm sure of it!” blcathcd Raby. “Swear
to it1”

“By Jove!”
“If he cuts up rusty we'll ha\'e no end
of fun “Raby breathed de-

with him !

lightedly. “What about ]Prkmg T off with a
sh- hook sqme Jime—"

l\or i cxckumud s. He
Jimmy's attention with a lunge of his

FORM-MASTER!

umbrella, which” caught the captain of the
Tourth ih the sibe, . e ceptain o
arooh " roared Jimmy, takon by sur:
prise,
“Silver | For what reason are you utter-
ing that ridiculous and ilinannered ejacu-
lnfon 1" exclaimed 3. Gutis

w. You hurt my ibs, sir!”
“ Nonsense "
“Quw |”

“Silence, Silver! T can see that you are

a bad boy I” said the new master sternly.
H Now uttcud to me,’
“Ow es, sir.”

“Hns not the Hend sent a car to meet

Vo1 suppons oty sir skid oimuE)
staving up and down the strect. Thero cer-
tainly was no sign of tho Head’s car.

“Absurd! Hovw docs the Head think I
am going to Rockwood?” exclaimed tho
new mastor. i

“There’s the hack, sir!” ventured Lovel

Alter what they had scen _of the new
master the Fistical Four would have been
quite pleased to see him seat himself in the
station cab and roll away, leaving them to
their own devices. But Mr. Cutts was not
don with them yet—not by any means |

“Ah, the hack!” said the new master.
“Very good! Ask the driver how much
he, will charge to Grive us o, Rookwaod 1"

51" ropeated Jimmy, in dismay.

“You aro coming with o

Now, if M, Cutis had turned out o mico
gentloman, like_the beloved and regretted
Mr. Bootles, Jimmy Silver & Co._would
have been delighted to accompany bim ta
the school.  But he hadn’t! Jimmy was
still fecling that poke in the ribs from the
umbrella, He did not want to mk another.
So_he stammered apologeti

“We—we'ro not gaing back ]ust yet, sir,

if—if you don’t min

“Nonsense !

“Its o haltholiday, sirl” ventured

“Aro you arguing with me, Shovel?”

“Nunno, sir | nd—and my name's
Lovell, noj Shove, * anid ‘Arthuy Biiward
rather’ warl

Get into the hack at once !”

“Oh, dea;

The uncmnt driver of the station cab
alighted from his seat and opened the door.,
The Fistical Four, with dismayed looks,
crowded in. Raby was the last, and he
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gave a sudden yell as Mr. Cutts lunged
mto hxs hch with the umbrella,

“S|lencc, boy! Get in!”
Raby fairly jumped in, scrambling over
!ﬂs comrades’ legs. Mr. Cutts followed them

“Make room for me
“\\"hosu foot is Umw"
with the umbrel

“Yaroooh !”

“Whose_leg is that?” Another jab.

“Qh, crikey!”

“How dare you yell in that manner in
your Form-master’s presence? Bo silent at

once! Driver, you may proceed.”
[ The driver clambered back to his box,
with a grin, and proceeded. rowded 1in
the hack. as far -as they could get from
Mr. Cutts, Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged
dismayed looks. = And Lovell, Raby, and
Newcome glared at Jimmy, with glares
that were almost warranted to kill at forty
yards. Tt was ames who had
landed them into this—Uncle James, with
his potty stunts about meeting Form-
‘masters af; stations! But_for tho august
presence of Mr. Cutts, Uncle James of
Rookwood would . probably have been
rolled just then in the bottom of the hack,
and threo pairs of boots would have been
wiped on him,

he snapped.
Ho jabbed down

CHAPTER 4.
Going Through 1t!
i THERE was silence in thé hack as it

3

rumbled on to Rookwood.
Jimmy Silver & Co. were thinking
of this new. obnoxious master,
and_the ructions thero -would be . at
Rookwood if he kept on as he had started.
The new mastet was thinking, too, and his
thoughts would have amazed the Fistical
Four if they could have guessed them! For
e new master was. thinking whether ho
could. venture as far as Rookwood in his
prosent gtiso and, be was making.up his
mind to do so. The spirit of adventars
was strong upon Mastor R Doy
ho had been*so successful so far_that he
was throwing prudence to the \\md~ The
were other Classicals to bo “spoofed” as
‘well as the Fistical Four!
+ So tho hack rolled on to the gates of the
school, and overtook two juniors wio were
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riding bikes, one of ‘them wheeling a third’
bike, and the other carrying a bundle. They
were Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle, end
they stared blankly at the hack, with the
new master sitting in it. As soon as it
bad passed them, they chuckled breathlessly.

rapped out Mr. Cutts, «t the
gates.
Tho new master alighted, iollo“od by the
juniors, and walked into the

He gl:mcod towards _tho ‘Sdmn\ House,
and the spirit of mischief prompted him to
enter there but ho refrained. A meating
vith tho Tead, or with Mr.Grecly, was
rather too much risk even for Master Dodd.
T furnsd towards the' mh\m that led
into the Littlo Quad.

“Follow me!” he snapped
“Yes, sir! That—thet jsn't the way

in-

Silence!”

The Tistical followed the. new
master into Little 5 hey were ask-
ing themselves now et
pher Cutts was quite in his right mind.

“Silver !”

l'our

“Yos, sir 1”

“Kindly -all together all the Classical
members of the Fourth Form, and biilg
them here. I prefer to cxamine them in the
open _air.”

“Oh, dear!”

“What are you stammering about,
Silver?” -

“N-n-nothing, sir.

~Thy o at once as T bid y

v On, certaialy, sir1” gosped Jlmmy help-
essly.

He hurried away, leaving his chums with
Mr. Cutts. Mr. Cutts eyed Lovell & Co.
morosely.

“I can_sec that you are accustomed to
slacking about,” he said severely.

“Really, sir—"

“T shall soon change all that! You will

find that T am not to be trifled with, Can
you run?”

Yoo sin

“Then let me see you do so. Run from

the nrchway to the library and back. Kecp
it op il T tegl ty‘o‘u to stop.”
3 !

o Bt s Hovsre e
ordinary, had to be obeyed, Lovell & Co.
trotted up and down Little Quad in-a stato
of dazed amazement, while Mr. Catts sat

on a bench and watched them, frowning.
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Meanwhile, Jimmy %.xve, was calling to-
gethier the Classical Fourth.

Some of them were out of gates, but the
greater part of the Classicals were rounded
up m the house or the quad.” They heard
of ﬂm new master's command in amaze-

me

S ek B
Little Quad for ?” demanded Mornington.
. Jlmmy Silver shrugged bis shoulders help-

iessea it Tknow! T believe he's off
ig rocker”

h, gad!” said Morny.

“Mnst be a jolly queer fish " said Con-
roy. “We'd betfer go, though.”

And the Classicals went.

Fifteen or sixteen juniors came {hrough
tho axeh togother, and they fairly blinked at
the sight of Lovell & Co. panting up and
down tho pa

“What on carth’s that game 1" cjaculated

Ouwald.
* He, he, he!” cackled Tubby Muffin.
“Is he potty?” breathed Putty Grace.

4 Tkn Tihe, ik 1" cgroanbd fimemy. Biiver.
“Stop ! thundered Mr. Cutts.
[Lovell & Co stopped willingly cnough.
They were getting winde
Bu §1 “Aro theso all the boys of my
Form, Bilvert”
Cr A 1 could find, sir |
“Ver, d!

o0 orm_in ranks!” com-
phanded, Me |Ontée:' | *Dar’t Stand lack-
ing sbout|

T cannot stand laziness1” -
g

“Now, thcu' Form up, there!

The nstomshed yumoxs stood ranked be-
fore Mr. Cutt: the distance, a number
of the Shell .'md thu Third stood staring on,
grinning, and wondering what it all meant:
Modern Fourth-Formers gathered round,
too, but Mr. Cutts took no notico of them.
All his attention was concentrated on the
hapless Classicals.  Jimmy Silver hoped
that the Head would appear in the offing
but, the Head was not likely to come wan:
dering through Little Quad.

A" mors\islovantyJoaking saek ;of hoys. T
uewr saw in my life!” said Mr. (,‘utts
¢ ing! Disgraceful! My first pro-
ueedmg w)l] be to cane the lot of you [

"My ha\‘,"’

Silver ! Hold out your hand 1”
zwrmured Jimmy Silver.

‘You first,
* Oh eri

FORM-MASTER!
}

Mr. Cutts gripped his umbrolla, zudc.my
o was going to use it as a ‘cano!
Jimmy Silver heldout. s : hand;

was o help for b1 Swip

“Lovell 1”
Swipe!

\lormngton 12
Swipel

“How the m 0 did he know my name?”
murmured Morny, as he rubbed his hand. |

Mr. Cutts mmhed the whole length of
the line, caning cach junior in turn awith!
his umbrella, and then ‘came back along the
second rank, till he had caned—or, rather,
umbrella-ed—the whole crowd. The juniors
squeezed - their hands in dismayed sﬂenue,‘
wondering what was coming next.

“A precious crowd!” snorted Mr. Cutts.
“I am ashamed of you! ,Now let me_seo
how you can run ! "You lead, Silver! You
will run round Littlc Quad fil 1 give you
the word to stop! ~Anv who _slacks
will bo méched up by my umbrella, Start!”

h ga
“He’s mad!” breathed Lovell.
“Mad as a hatter!” gmnned Junmy

there,

roared Mr. Cutts.

The juniors started. . In a breabbless
crowd, they trotted round Little Quad, amid
peals ‘of laughter from' juniors of other
(mms starmg on at the extraordinary, show

uffin was the first to lag
M. Cutts umbrella “touched him up” Wlﬂ’l
such effect that Tubby roared, and put, on
a spurt.

Round _and_round trotted the- hapless

juniors with Mr. Cutts’ sharp oyes blink-

at them over his spectacles. In the
distance the hoot of a motor-car was heard ;
but neither master nor pupils noted it. Bub
suddenly Tommy . Cook ~came bolting
through the archway with a scared face.|

Ho rushed up to Mr. Cuts. |
Jlmmv Silver & Co. stopped at last, pant
for breath. . They realised that some-

thmg Fad hasmensd; thongh'they coild ot
hear what Tommy Cook was saying to Mr
Catts.

What happened next seomed like o wild
drgam (o tho Classigl juniors. _ Cook &
P e e e e
Cuits snddenly thade 5 brosk for the ard
way, running as if for his life,

The uass.cal juniors stared after him!
dazedly,




THE SCHOOLBOYS’

Mr.
on the cinder-path.
tho aschivay almost in the twinkling of an
eve

““What on carth—"

“Cook—T say, Cook——"

But Tommy Cook was running after the
amazing new master. In utter bewilder-
ment the Classicals rushed through the arch-
way into Big Qua

Outside the School House the Head's car
was drawn up, and a rather tall, bony-look-
ing_ gentloman was dezcending from it.

immy Silver gasped for breath.

“ What—what—what does it all mean ?” he
stuttered. " What has Cutts bunked for?
Whatowhat—what——»

Bulkeley of the swas in the quad,
and Jhmy rushed e o Lo

Cutts pelted along as if he were

cley! . What does it mean—our
“Eh? s just conme!” said Bulkeley.
“En? said Bulkele

Hes just comel”
“Just come!” sh

 Yos—that's M.
car )

Jiny Silver faidly staggored,

That angular gentleman, just ertering the
School House hvas Mr. Then who
was the stampy gentleman who had ragged
the Classical Fourth in Litclo Qu

Todern jape!” roared M

ot eyl Bt
holted when Cook canie and told him some-
thing?  What he told him was that Mr.
Cutts had como an

When_the three Tommics came in at the
gates they came in with smiling faces.
Jimmy smer spotted them, and rushed up
to, thes

ik thothten Tommica dodged it Mr.
Manders' House; and a few moments Tater
they waved thoit hands weclingly from o
study. window  above a_crowd of
ClE e e ket gy but
fruitlessly, at Master Tommy
wood’s amazing new master !

immy Silv
Cutts getting out of the.

iy

CHAPTER 5.
The New Master of the Fnurlhl

e HRISTOPHER’S late !”

C Arthur Edward Lovell made that
remark, with a gri

Tho.” Rookwosd . Fourth
assembled for more than five minutes.
still they were loft to their own devices.

were
And

He vanished through |
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Cutts, the new master of the Fourth

w.n; “ack punctua
All the Fomth were there—Classical and
And they waited for Mr. Chris-
” as Jimmy Silver

Modern,
topher Cautts to “blow in,
expressed it.

So far, the Fourth hadn’t scen much of
Christopher Cutts,  That morning the
Head had presented him for the first time— .
in_the place of Mr. Bootles, retired.

hey had noted that he was a tall, angular
gentleman, with a jaw that closed like a
vice, and a very sharp, cold eye. They had
found that he had a sharp way of speaking,
but not a very pleasant way. But morn-
ing lessoris had passed off fairly well. The
new master was getting into his stride, as it
were, and the Fourth had been left rather in
doubt as to what they really thought of
Mr, Caits.

Tubby ,Muffin_declared that he was a
beast. ~ No doubt that was because Tubby
had been chewing toffee in class, and had
had his fat knuckles rapped with a_pointer
in _consequence. But nebody eclse had
suffered -from {he pointer, so far.  And
Jimmy Silver & Co. generously resolved to
give the new man a chance,

They had been very careful to be in the
Form-room to time that afterncon.

And now they had v.all.sd over five
minutes for him.

t was a surpriso.

Now, according to_all rules and regula-
tionis, the Rookwood Fourth should have
sat_quict and sedate in their places, and
waited for the arrival of their Form-master,
They should not have stirred; they should
not even have talked, and, ce)tnmly, they
should not_even ‘have spoken humorously
of their Form-master by the name of

Chrlstophel 2
n{ had _ felt  bored” with
wamug, they could have done mental
arithmetic to pass the time, or could have
allowed their thoughts to dwell upon irregu-
iar verbs. The Classical portion of -the
Form could have let their minds linger
lovingly on . Greek degclensions. The
Modetos conli hass. ravalieds ip recollections
of their last German lesson,” or exercised
their brains with . imaginary book-keeping
hy double entry. *Really, therc was no need
for the juniors to grow westive, with all
these resources at hand.
But they di grow restive.
Tommy Dodd. the- Modern, who was
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somg to the head of a big business some
lay, did not give a single thought to book-
keeping, either by double or single entry.
Instead of that, he found a little harmless

and necessary relaxation in shying paper
balls at the back of Tubby Muffin’s head.
The Fistical Four, whosc Greek rcally left

much to be dcslred a_Form-master’s
point of view, did not reca]l to mind just
then any one "of the thirty-six forms of ‘the
definito " article. hey sat on their desks
instead of on the form, swung their legs,
and chatted.

And tho rest were as bad, or worsc.

*“Ten minutes late!” said Lovell, look-
ing at the clock. “Christopher is taking
things easy, yon chaps.”

“So are wel’ grinned Raby.

“Let’s hnpc he'll linger -lon re-
marked Newcome, “I can do \uUA a rest.
We get rotten English literature this after-
noon! I wouldn’t mind giving it o miss
m baulk for -one.”

“Hear, hea aid  Jimmy  Silver
heartily. Iklt it’s ]oll) odd of old Chris!
% thuughb 1 was no end of a punctual

1

 doclutie sharp as_a_razor!” said
Lovell. “Did yoi ngfico ms jaw ?
 “Didn’t I!” said Jimi

“Looks as if he “euld bite a c]xap m
half for a. false q}uanhty, said al
“When I first saw my ldea was that
he l‘%Asn’t safe wnlnout a muzzle

4, ha.
“He b all cight,” said Jimmy
Silver toleranﬂv “A man doesn‘t make

his own face.”
“He jolly well wouldn’t make: one, like

Ghristophers, if he could help it,” grinned
ovel

“T wonder if he'd think it rude it
T offerod him a Guy Fawkes' mask? T'v
got ona. left over from last Novembor.”

“Well, he_ought to be glad of a chance
to improve bis looks,” said Raby. “But
you never know thele Formmasters. He
might it up rusty.”

“Hes a beast!” smd Tubbv ’\quﬁn, with
his mouth full. of ““Dodd, you
rotter, stop chuckhug af. me He’s a beast,
Jimmy! He gave me .an avwful rap on the
knuckles this morning.”

“Not so decent as old Bootles, in any

shape or form,” said Oswald, looking up
~ from his bool
1 think vell was bugmmng
He stopped =uddeulv stryck by a look of

FORM-MASTER!

horror  that
Silver’s face. -

immy seemed trausfixed,

In fact, his eyes almost started from bhis
head, ]mt as if he had seen the legendary

ghost of Rookwo
stuttered Lovell.

Y Al
Jimmg]

&

gathering " on

Whet o casthes s
Jxmm) did not speat.

SRR afternon au:
was streaming in at a win roa
Wavo of sunlight camo through the, hali-
open door of the Form-room. And in_ the
middlo of Bist ool ot IoNeae b]sclc
ol

Lovell gasped.

Evidently, 2 man vas standing outside
the door, his person intercepting the sun-
light and casting that shadow into tln.

3

He was. making 10 sound, but just stand-
ing therc, like a statuc.  Bub for the
shadow falling into the Form-room, the
juniors could never havo guessed that thers
was anyone thero at all )

"Ly only hat1” e Raby.

“The c

“The lmwlmg,snobz"

These comments - were passed in low
whispers, The Fistical Four did not want
Mr. Cutts to hear any more ‘of their obser-
vations, They shuddered to think of what
he must Baye heard alread:

Jimmy Silver waved his -hand to Con-
soy & Co., who were still leap-frogging.
He could not call a warning to them with-
out being hcmd by the man outside the
door. |
Conroy caught his eye, and stared at

im. ;

“What's the trouble?” he asked, in
astonishment.

10n:1:xw pomted to the. shadow,

TOR

Theve' was. b/ rush of tho Colonial Co,
fo get into their _The alarm spread
now. A wild smmme “took place. In the
midst of it, the door was thrown iide
open, and Mr. Christophor Cutfs. stalked
in.

CHAPTER 6.
Master and Pupils!
TOP!”
Mr. Cutts lapped out that word
like & pistol-shol |
e Bowsthy osimees stopped, just
where they were. Some of them were i
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their seats, some a fow yards from their

seats. All of them were excited and breath-

less.  Mr. Cutts’ sharp voice. scemed to

penetrate the air like an icy wind. It

stopped_the juniors, just as if they were

mechanisms that had sudden]y run’ down.
Ths,y all stared at Mr,

1, bony gcxxt]eman ‘towered in
the Form -room, and his icy glance swept
over the confused juniors. two
narrow and very bright eyes that glistened
a good deal like a raP's. The expression on
the hard face was very grim.

“So this is how you behave yourselves
d}lrmg your “Form-master’s .absence!” sai

e Sl losnt in_tho Tormroom,
you read papers and cat toffee, and you
puss disrespeciful remarks upon your Formu-

S Githailoak o oo e ataisind

The Fourth-Formers lopked at their desks
or at the floor. There was no denying that
the accusations were well founde

They had done all those things!

nd they couldn’t reply to Mr. Cutts

that it was not a Form-master’s duty to
creep stealthily up to a door, and wait
there watching and listening fo ascertain
how his pupils behaved in his abscnce,
They couldn’t tell him  that ' their . old
master, Mz, Bootles, wouldn't have
dreamed of dbing such a _thing. “Back-
chat ” was not allowed in Rookwood Form-
rooms, so in an argument with a For
master, the Form naturally bad tho woret

“I am ashamed of you!” said Mr, Cutts.

Some of the Form were ashamed of
him; but, again, they couldn’t tell him
so!  That certainly would not have poured
oil upon the troubled waters.

“I will not say I am surprised,” con-
tinued Mr. Cutts grimly. “My first view of
this Form gave me the impression that it

ad been allowed to get out of hand.
Rule has been slack. That will be com-
pletely nlh-red in the future—the ‘m-
mediate future,”

This was n S eloction upon_Mr. Bootles,
and the )unwrs resented it. But still they
were silen

“The wholc Form will be del:uned for
one hour this afternoon,” e
Cutts. “Modern members of tho I‘orm mll
return here at the usual hour of dismissal,
and remain in detention with the Clas
members.” "
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“Oh!” murmured Tommy Dodd.
Gilver, Lovell, Raby, Neweomé”
“Step out here!”
The Llstlcal Four stepped out. Mr. Cutts
picked a canc from his desk.

You four juniors have been entertain-
ing voursolvis with making jpsulting
remara about your Form-masto

s s deny it, I presume

“We—we did not mean our remarks to be
insulting, sir!” stammered Jimmy Silver.

ey’ were insulting, whatever you may
have meant.”

“Arthur Bdwrd' Lovells eyes gleatied,
Lovell bad a rather hasty femper, and did
nofalways reflect before speaking.

m’'t see how you know whv.t our
et Jike, sir,” bo sai

“T heard them all,

Mr, Cutts made no bcues uboul admitting
that his ears had been busy at the door-

vay. -
$01 coursel wo didu't know you were
listening, sir,” said

“What?> thundered Mr. Cutts,
iy Bhurrup, * Lovell 17 whispered  Jimry
ilver.

But Lovell would not shut up. A Form
master had no right to play the eaves-
dropper and act upon information —thus
surreptitiously obtained. ' Lovell felt it
orne in upon him to point that out. In
any case, he was going to be caned, and
it ‘seomed _jiidicions fo have his money's
worth, as it were!

“Mr. Bootles would not have taken any
notice of words not intended for him (S
henr, sir,”” said ell,

“Tndeed ™ snered ihe, new master.

“Yes, indeed, sir! What we may have
said was private conversation, and was not
spoken in your presence.”

The Form hung on Lovell’s words. They
wondered where Arthur Edward was get-
ting_his nerve from.

“T heard every word you said, Lovell.”
o “You are bound not to take natice of it,

i Wha-aat 12

Tha Took: o | Mr. Chite Hach wasisnow
so terific that Arthur Edward’s heart
almost failed him. But he kept courage-
ously on.
“%sa gontlesnan, .sir, you're bound mot
to tale nofico gof words mot intended for
your jears.”

“Doesn’t old Lovell talle like a pictnra.
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book 77 !\Xotmngton whispered to oll.
“I wonder if the Cutts bird will leave
any skin on him?

Mr. Cutts scemed to find difficulty in
breathing for some moments.

“Have you anything more
Lovell 7 he gasped at last.

“That’s all, sir.”

“Very good. Stand aside. I shall leave
you till last, as I have to punish you for
1nsolence ition to riot and insub-
ordmug?n Silver, hold out your hand.”
wis|

to say,

Swi
“You chm oys may go.to your places,”
said Mr. Cut

Jimmy le\cr Raby, and : Newcore
moved Off, syiisbaing thair. Sohing: palrus,
They had had only one cut cach, but the
new master had put his muscle into his
Jork., Ono lash from Mr. Cuits was vorso
than ‘two from Mr.

Mz, Cutis fixed his s«eexy eyes on Lovell.

“Your hand, Lovel

“’llne other hand
Swisl

“Agmn (i
Swish!
in

ow

Lovell heg;mted His palms were aching
and burning, and he was throbbing wit
anger and indignation from head to foot.
But his hand came slowlf out, and the
cane descended again.

“Now go! Another exanip.e of insolence
on your part, Lovell, and I shall cane you
. with severity.”
Apparontly Mr, Cutts did not, think he
had displayed soverity already.  Arthur
ward Lovell limped. to his form, his
face white and set, and only a strong effort
of wxll keeping back the tears' from hxs

Then Mr. Gutés took his Form in English
literature.

He knew his subject—there was no doubt
about that; he was an efficient man, per-
aps moro efficient, if it came to that,
than little, Mr. Bootles, But his peculiar
methods did not put his pupils in exactly

the proper humour for enjoying the
beauties of English literature,  Even that
great poct and dramatist, Shakespeare,

FiliL ettt thnc el

FORM-MASTER!

Fourth, under the basili of

Chnsmpher Cufts. - T
Valentine Mornington was the only

fellow who succeeded in’ scoring off Mr.
utts. Morny had a quick brain and an

iran nerve. Shakespeare being the subject,

gave him his opportunity, which bo seized.

But Mr. Cutts fairly ed for it.
“I sce by your bqoks, said Mr, Cutts,
“that you have been do!ng Shakespeare’s

works with your late Fe master. am
afraid I shall have to ask you to take the
matter more senously than. you have been
accustomed t doubt whether any boy
in this Form i e striking passage
{]roxri) this great poet, without looking at
is X

. yes, sir,”” said Mornington, “I
could 1™

“So could I, sir,” piped Tubby Muffin,
anxious to get into the good graces of the
terrible_gentleman.

Mr. Cutts’ lip_curled. He had & most
punleasant and isconcerting way of curl-

ing
S il nscer(am o extent of your know-
ledge,” he s m liste

Valentine Mm. gton loungoed . to his
feot, as ool as ico, ard xecited in his turn,
very correctly:

“¢Man, vain
Dressed in a htde brief authority,
Plays such fantastic tricks before

‘Heaven
As make the angels weep!” ™

‘high

There was no mistaking Morny’s intona-
tion. That he was calmly applying those
telling lines to Mr. Cutts himself was
obvious to everyone in the Form, including
Christopher Cauits.

Mr. Cutts’ face became a rich purple.

The juniors tried not to grin, but they
could not help it, Morny had hit off Mr,
Cuits wonderfully—with ‘the assistance of
William_ Shakespeare, He was . dressed in
a little brief authority, and in_the opinion
of the Wourth Form at least, his fantastio
tricks might have made th nnge]s weep.

#Mornington !” thundered l\ll

“Ye!, sir?” said Morny, in hns silky
tone:

s it your intention, ir, to be insolent 7”7

“Insolent, sir?” said Morny, in a tond
of wonder. was reciting Shakespeare,
sir. The lines are Shakespears’s, not mine,
- muédn% make up lines lnke that.

a, ha!”
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“Silence! Who laughed?”
Whoever it was_that_lay
not laughing as M. Gutts’
swept over the class,
obedy felt inclined to_laugh, or oven
to smile, with that keen and searching eye
roving in his direction.

Ay, Cutts gave Momningion o véry expres
sive look. ad to drop the subject. He
folt that ha could nok  very well call Morny
to account for it. ¢ he did not forget.
Ten minutes later Valentme Mornington
pwned slightly.  Then Mr. Cutis was upon

ghed, he was
basilisk eye

ornington| Do Jou corsider. the Farm-
rogm s tho plac for yawning
“ Ahem |

“Stand out, Mornmgton"’

Mornington lounged out before the class,
with a smile on his' face. He winked at
Jimmy Silver as he passed him. His look
told plainly enoigh that having had his
litlo joko with the new masier he expected
to have to pay for

Swwish, swish!

T will keep discipline in this class,” said
Mr. Cutts.

And b did

From that moment the Fourth were on
their best behaviour,. though their sup-
‘pressed feelings were anything but good.
After Tinglish S torature had been disposed

of, the Modern portion of the Form cleared
cﬂ', to take chemistry with Mr. Manders
“over the way.” But the %&pk‘ﬁs Classicals
had tn “endure Mr. Cutts al the afternoon.
And before lessons were over thero wasn't
a fellow in the Classical 1‘0nrlh who did
not yearn to use Mr. Christopher Cutts as
a punch-ball—without gloves!

CHAPTER 7.
Quite the Limit!
HE brute!”
l “The beast!”
Ty ratien 1? .
“The rank outsider!”
| Such wero. the endiuments of the Tourth
eir new. musu\r after lessons
e etontion. St
Moderns and Classxc-ﬂ!, for once, were
fully " agroed. Junmy Silver and Tommy
Dodd saw eye to e
e et e that <Ol possibly
b thought of ftted Mr. Cutts 1o a has
He was a brute, a beast, a bully, a =t

13
s rank outsider, the limit, the outside
edge—ho was overything that was'horrid
and unpleasant and disagreeabl

e Moderns congratulnted "themselves
that Lhoy wouldn’t have so much to do with
him as the Classicals.

In \Ir Bootles’ time they had rather
envied the Classicals, for Mr. Manders, the
Modern master, was rather a cough-drop,
as Tommy Dodd put it. But Mr. Manders
was kind and gentle in companson with the
unspeakable Cutts. e Modern juniors
felt, quite a filial affection for hia; i com-
parison with . their feelings towards Mr.
Cutts. And as Lovell dismally remarked,
a master couldn’s be more unpleasant than
'\I;mders without being the very outside

l\cedlesz to xnv, the comments of the
Tourth wero not passed where Mr. Chrisfo-
pher Cukts could overhear them.

They" had already leamned to be wary
of the stcalthy gentleman.

ven in-the Fourth Form passage they

glanced round before they called Mr. Cuﬂ.s
a beast, or a bully, or a bounder.

Tn tho end study, over a late tea, Jimmy

Silver & Co. discussed the situation in
gloomy tones.
““How are we going to stand him.” asked

“My paws are still aching.”

“Can we stand him?” said e
Jimmy Silver grunted.

“How can we help it?” he asked.
“But if he goes on as he's started and

% L]f(‘ won’t e worth 1i ing—"

“He's an nmnoxmhle beast ¥ £
“A regular Hun

Wt gt fo i e pla wnd s said

Jimmy. _“Hs o good man sa fax o5 work
ocs.  He knows his business. 1 dare say
fa could “wally all aver poar. eld, Bootlas,

if it camo to_that, But bully-ragging isn’t
the to_impart giddy knowledge. He
wnll hn.ve all the Form in a state of red-hot
rebellmn at this rate.”
A rotten Pn\sua,. 1> said Lovc!l
A blessed Boche 1” smd Rab;

¥k socdhess Wase. qait ot bim
to-morrow ! said Jimmy Silver. “IThat
something.

But Junmy Silver was mjistaken on that
poini )

The chuta of the endgstudy wero think:
ing of beginning prep when the study
doe opened, without a knack.

their ‘astonishment, Mr.

o Cutts ap-
peared on the threshold.
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The juniors rose to their feetf with
clouded faces. Every other master a Rook-
wood knocked at a door before cntering.

“It is soven o'clock!” said Mr. Cutts
sharp!

2N know that, sir.”

“Why arc you not at preparation?”

“We were just hhinking of beginning.”

“Thinking of it is not cnough!” said
Mr. Cutts sharply. “For this once I will
excuse you, as you have plainly not been
accustomed to anything like order. Re-
member that in future preparation com-
mgnces o at precisely soven.””

[

(+And it will b done under my personal
supervigion,” added Mr. Cut

“Leaye your door open.”
“Oh

Mz, Cutl.s walked to the next study.

The Tistical Four exchanged speechless
looks.

Prep. was supposed to be done between
seven and half-past _eight, and it was left
to the juniors. neglected their
prep, there was trouble in the Form-room
to follow. The Second and the Third pre-
pared 'their lessons in their Form-rooms,
under a master's eye. But the Fourth
were above that—at least, such had always
been the custom. Mr. . Cuits was in-
augurating new customs.

Prep was to_ be dono undor his supor-
vision, just as if the Fourth were fags like
the Second and Third!

w:thout a word the Fistical Four set
to.

Prep was quietly going on in the other

All the doors were left open, o that
the juniors were under the supervision of
Mr. Cutts, who walked up and down the
passage, with his cane et b arm

Schoolboys are conservative by nature,
and great sticklers for rights and tra-
ditions. For the Fourth to be trcated as
irresponsible fags, like the Third, was an

age.

Possibly Mr., Cutts did not realise the
storm of wrath'that was brewing. . Possibly
ho did not carc. Possibly, indecd; hg was

on the Jook-out for some qgn of ‘rebeltion
that would justifv fhe use of the L‘Bno At

all events, ‘he > his posed
task grimly, and twice or Al "dropped

FORM-MASTER !
into a study to “jaw” juni who
ey Study o “jaw” a junior

Prep was a painful infliction that even-
ing. All the Classical Fourth breathed more
frecly when it was over, and the angular
form of Mr. Cutts descended the stairs and
\ams]m

“ Makes a ch]o\v wish he was a Modern!”
said  Arthur Edward Lovell gloomily.
ST emphatic thing a
Classical could have said.

Mornington came along to the end study.
There was a tightness about Morny’s
mouth and a glitter in his eye that boded
trouble.

“How long are we goin’ to stand this
slave-drivin’ bizney ?” Mornington asked.

he brute can do as he likes!” gruntcd

Jimmy Silver.

“He's breakin’ up all our customs. The
Head ough: to stop him!” said Morning-
ton uvuguly

“1 don’t suppose the Head knows.”
“He ought to be told, then.”
Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“Tho Head’s suro to back up a Form-
master,” ho said. “Cum \vourd lick us
for_ going_to him. od asking. for

more trouble
g0 on with.”

“T'm not stapdin’ much moro of it,” £aid
Mornington. me for speakin’
fo Erroll durm ‘Brop, just as of I ws &
beastly littlo inky fag in o beastly Form-
room.

“You pulled his log
ovell.

We scom to have enough. to

in class,” said

“T'll do more than that!” said Morning-,
ton, between his teoth. “I hear that Cutts
is takin’ on seein’ lights out in_our dorm,
instead of one of the prefects. Wc're oin’
to have Cutts from early morn lewy,
eve. It's goin' to be Cutts ﬁrsl Cutts’
last, an’ Cutts all the time.” A

“Kpep smiling!” said Jimmy, but his
voice was not so cheerful as usual.

*You've spotted the kind of brute he is,”
said Mornington.  ~* He likes usin’ the
cane! He's a bully!?

Im afraid he is,”
Sily

"If ‘he comes to the dorm. to sce lights

admitted . Jimmy

out he'll mnku an excuse for canin’ at least
one chap.”
Verf likely.”
are we goin® to stand it?” de-

manded Mornington cxcitedly.
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“1 don’t quite sec what we can do.”

Mornington snapped his_teeth.

“Well, T know what I'm goin’ tb do,”
he said.’ “If the cad puts his head inside
lour - dorm ' to-night he's goin’ to put it
‘into a booby-trap!”
| 2 Morny " cjaculated Jimmy Silver.

Jes n it

| And Valentine' Mornington quitted tho
end Study, évidently with his mind made
up. Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at one

another,
| “After all, there’s bound to be trouble!”
isaid Arthur Edward Lovell philosophically.
(“It must come soomer ov later, if the
{bruté goes on as he's begun. ~As iwell
sooner as later.”

Jimmy Silver nodded, with a clouded
\brow. He realised that Lovell was right.
[Undoubtedly there was going to

CHAPTER 8.
Catching Gutts!

3 gy ED-TIME? .
B Mr. Cutts shot that word into the
junior Common:room. He stood
in angular, bony,
steely-cyed as usual. The clock indicated
twenty-five minutes past nine. Nine-thirty
iwas the customary bed-time for the Fourth
{Form. gain the new master was in-
\vading tho sacred, immemorial rights of
his pupils.
“@o to bed immediately!” he snapped.
The juniors marched out in silence, many
of them with sulky loo%s. Mr. Cutts shep-
jherded  them - to: tho dormitory. . He
watched them in, and glanced into the
\dormitory after them.

“I shall return in precisely five minutes!”
he said. “By that timo I shall expect
{every boy to be in bed.” k

Bilence ! %

My, Cutts walked away, after drawing the
door shut behind him, 7

“Nice man!” growled Oswald.

“The awful rotter!” mumbled Muffin.
“Better turn in sharp, you fellows,” said

o

the doorway,

Jiminy.  Silver. “No 'good asking  for
trouble.” ; -

“T shall be busy for a bit!” drawled
Mornington.

From a cupboard at: the end of the room
Morny extracted -a wicker-basket... Tnside
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the basket brown-paper had been pasted
thickly, to ronder it more or less water-

tight.

Into the basket Mornington emptied a
number of bottles ho had collected in tha
cupboard ready. There was a bottle of
pyro, a bottlo of gum, » bottle of indelible
marking-ink, a bottle -of red ink, a bottle
of vinegar, and several other bottles,

he juniors watched him. breathlessly.

“Morny !” murmured Erroll, in- a tono
of expostulation.

“You'll never have the nerve!” breathed
Conroy. i

Mornington did not heed.

o the  horrid contents of the papered
basket ho added a packet of pepper and a
tin of green paint, and proceeded to mix it
up_with a ruler.

His movements were rapid. The wholo
was ready inside ce  minutes. He
carried it very carefully along- the room to

o )

He opened the door and set it ajar.

Then he placed a chair within, and stood
on the chair, and carefully balanced the
basket on the top of the door against tho
wall- above.,

“Great pip!” murmured Arthur Edward
Lovell.

“Morny 1

Valentind Mornington took ~away the
chair and sat on_his bed, and proceeded to
take his boots off, with a cheery grin,

“How’s that?” he asked.

* Jimmy Silver looked worried,

was not. the slightest doubt that whoever
oﬂ:ened the -door_from outside, would get
that booby-trap right on his head, and his
state afterwards would be simply unspeak-

able.
No doubt Mr. Christopher Cutte deserved
it, 'no doubt he had really asked for it.

But—— There was a very. big “but.”
“Oh,  what a surprise!’” murmured
Lovell. “What will he say when he gets
that Jot right on' the napper? Something
pungent—what 7 4 3
“Ha, "haj ha!”, .
“There’ll be a frightful row,” said Erroll.
Mornington shrugged his shoulders.
“Let there bel!” he answered. “Ilve
been 'caned five or six times to-day.

. Cutts
has.taken that hpoby-trap out in advance!

| He's going to have it, the: brute, and I
hope he will like it!”
“Cavel” z
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“Ho's comin,

Thero was a footstop inthe corridor. -t
was not a loud footstep. It was a stealthy

tread the juniors had nlrendv learned to
recognise. Mr. Cutts was coming

Somo of the juniors bolted into bud half-
undressed.  Some of them stood sturmg
towards the door as if fascinated. The
evitable consequences of Mr. Cutts pushmg
the door open scemed to mesmerise them.

The soft footfalls stopped at the door.
It moved. -

“Now——"" breathed Lovell.

Tho door swung open under a puzh from
without.

Swoogsh! - Crash |

“The instant the door s\v\mg the basket,
shot downward, overturning a:

The contents shot out in a snclq stream,
fairly enveloping the man below. —They
reached - him before the basket did. But
the latter was only a second late, and it
landed fairly. upon Mr. Cutts’ hel\d, bon-
neting him benun(un :

‘. - *“Grooooooch

A mild and mu(ﬂcd howl cscnpcd from
the_astonished Mr. Cutt:

o staggered into the donmtmy, stream:
with' various - liquids, - and :with* the
basket clinging to his head like o very large

Ink and ‘gum and other things strcamed

..down his face and his clothes. His fea-
tures ‘were totally unrecognisable, ~He
spluttered and gasped and staggered.

A wild roar -of laughter rang through
the _dormitory from end to end.

Tubby Muffin sat-up in bed and velled
Mr. butts was irresistible!

Crash!

Tho basket went to the
oozed out the remnants of its contents
therc Mr. Cutts gouged wildly at his

eyes. He could not see, and he could
hardly breathe.

“Boys, you—you have dared——

. oooch!” Mr. Cutts spat nnd foamed. The\
horrid liquids were oozing in his mouth as
well as his nose and ears. And the pepper
was malking its presence felt.

ad 1” gasped Mornington. * There's

floor, ‘and

a
Yug, yug, yug!”
" “What on earth—" Bulkeley of the

Sixth strode into the dormitory. *‘What

FOR'M.MASTER !
Py batwhab—"
'lhe fR«:ok\mod 1 tmn stared at Mr. Cutts,
dumbfounded . “What— Who is that?”
o0000c]
“Is—is ﬂmt Mr.  Cutts?” ed
Bulkcler, P e
*Grooo, am. suffocating !
blinded ! (.rouoghv" N oS hbbed lus

gummy cyes, and blinked uncertainly.
1 have boei—been assauligd ! A o
was laid for me. Grr

et stuttered Bu Bulkniay, e tried
b bl the_aspect of the Form-
master was so amasing that’ be simply
coulda’t, Ho simply bad to_ smile. " Mr.

e bat aro you laughing at?” yelled Mr.
Cutts.

e

stammercd, Bulkeloy.
Xou grinning (ool

“What
"Take me to a bathmom u'nmedmtsly tes
“Certainly, sir!- This

Bulkeley Tod Mr. Cotts' oat, sl gasping,
spitting, spluttering, and foaming.
610 rall bebind bim :that it would not
havo roquired an_experienced scout  to
urglings and _gaspings died
e aidion somemiiors
along” tho ~corridor came a sound of
laughter. _The - Fourth-Formers stared
breathlessly ‘at one another.
& Wel, he's got itt” grinned Momnington.

sl

8 Whab n chwvy"’ gasped Lovell. “He'll
be hnlf ths night getting thnt lot off! Ha,
a, ha!

The juniors, roared. But the labghter
suddenly ceased .as Bulkeley came back
mw the dormitory.

“Turn,_in 1” 534 itha "Raokwosd captain

urtly. “This will be inquired into. Mr.
Cum will deal with you in the morning.
He 1s not in a—ahem !—fit state to-night.
Good-night!””

And the Classical Fourth turned in, still
chuckling. But there were  many mis-
givings as they thought of the morning

CHAPTER 9.
Called to Account!
oT g word!™
“Not a giddy syllablo!”
“But 1 ey sl d

= up, Mum

hut v !
“That's allyery well,” persisted ‘Tubby
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“But the Head will rag us all
“Let him!” enapped Jimmy Silver.
Byt PP N BLY

up, Muffin!” roared Arthur
Edward Lovell.

Tubby Muffin shut up, but very reluct-

antly. He secmed to be rather dismayed
3 the prospect of o “ragging " from tho
Ho was not, as a matter of fact, the

only dismayed in_the Classical
Fourth at Rookwood School

Many 7{ s trmiorilookedipery dubious.
The Classical Fourth were gathered in
the Form-room after prayers that morning,
and nobody present looked happy.
Valentine Mornington had a rather sar-
donic air of supreme Lﬂerence, probably
assumed for the occasion. . Jimmy Silver &
Co. were frankly ey, But tho word
had gone forth that Form were to
“stand together m\ the forthcoming in-
terview with the Head; Jimmy Silver was
captain_of the Fourth, and his word was
aw. Even Pecle and Gower and Lattrey
felt that they had to line up with the. rest,
Jost worso should bofall them; whilo the

%ent majority of the Form backed up
immy Silver without hesitation.
*Not a word!” repeated Jimmy impres-
ively. “The Head will ask us who rigged
up. iho booby-trap in tho . dormitory st
‘night. We can't say e don’t know, be-

cause we do know—'
“I don’t see why we can't say We don't

know, all the same!” grunted Peele.
| Perhaps you donty Pesle,” answored
ngly. and all

S e oY ot o e 't ol
the Head a whacking lie/for two reasons
—first and foremost, because we're mot
liars—second, becauss he wouldn't believe

4T jolly jrood reasons, with the odds
on, tho ‘second I grinned Gower,

8. You can tell him_ i was T, F .you
IIRE," drawled  Mornington. “I'm not
afraid to face the music!”

“We're not going to tell him anything,”
waid Jiminy Sring coch is. silver,
Jeilenco. is golden—

“0]

Morny in
ragged the | an
to eco him

nding b
Raby. Moty
wo all wante

OWN LIBRARY

“Hear, hear!”
“But, I say!” murmured Tubby Muffin.
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“S-s-suppose the Head gets awfully waxy
Let him!”
But hc will lay into us if he's wasy!”
wailed Muffin,
“Let lurnl”

“ don’t wat-to be flogged!” shricked
Muffin indignantly.
“A flogging would do you good,”
Newcome.
2 Why, vou silly ass—
T i oo i royal Nibs!”

said

smd Lo\cl

'here was a tremor in the Fourth Form,
as the stately tread of Dr. Chisholm was
heard approaching.

Silence fell on the anxious juniors as
the Head swept into the Form-room ivith
rustling gown.

He was followed in by Mr. Cutts, the
new master of the Foun,b b rm at Reok-
wood,

. Christopher Cutts looked pale and
bitter. It was only his second day in
chargo of the Rool\\wood Fourth;
already relations had been straincd
breaking-poin

Dr. Chxsholm was very grave, and his
brows were knitted. What had happened
if the dormitory the provious night sceme
to him an' “ ? To the juniors it
secmed only. an unpopular
master; as Lovell remarked, booby-traps
h}:d fl:een rigged up beforo, without all
tl

For some moments the Hoad surveyed
the, Fourth Form in silence, and their. un-
casiness increased. They cn!cfu\ly avoided
catching hu\eya He spoke at last; and
his voice, though quiet, seemed to rumblo
like thunder through the silent Form-

om.

to

“Boys! It is my duty to inquire ink:
the outrage that occurred last night
your * dormitory, . A—er--recoptacle—s—a
buskt of some dori-mas placed on ‘(ho

of the door, and it—ah—fell on tho
Fomalof s SGatts syhon e -entered o, gy
lights out, %nd—ah—covered him with—
with o peculiar mixture of various iquids,
including, I believe, ink and gum, and—
and pnmt, and several other extraordinary

ingr

The wmors dig not venture to smile,
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though it was difficult to keep serious when
they remembered how Mr. Cutts had looked
with these various and cxtraordinary
liquids streaming over him.

“This is an unprecedentml oquage, “con-
tinued the Head s has ‘heen
with us only a few da}s, und yet he is
treated in this manner by his boys.
Nothing "of this kind occmrred in con-
nection with your late master, Mr. Bootles.
Besides the disrespoct of this action, it
involves—er—a shocking lack of hospi-
fality to @ newcomer in our midst. I
require to know the rame of the boy who
placed_this—ah—receptacle on the dormi-
tory

Silence.

“One boy is guilty,” said the Head. I
request him to stand forward, and admit
his guilt,”

Momington closed ono_eso Jimmy
ékvar Morty, at all events, was no
this* seriots_ Situation  ith . much

seriousness.
o Head waited. - -

Nobody, ¢vidently, was: going to_stand
forward. = Mr. Cufts clcscd his thin lips
hghtly ‘together,

am wamng!' said the Head at last
mﬂdl

Shll mlenee 2z

“Evéry boy present must be aware of
B identity,” smd the Héad.
2 Sﬂv rl”

Yes, sir!” murmured Jim:

“As "head boy of ths‘ Form, T ask you

to-give me the name.’
immy's lips' closed hard.
“You are mvnre”nf the “identity of the

know, sir,” answered Jimmy,
“Bat it really wasm't only one fellow, sn“
Th whol Form supports him "
Hear, hear!” murmured Lovell.

Tho Head frowned. 3
10 tho wholo Form identifies itself with
iliis_outrage upon Mr, Cutts, I shall re-
5’7"1 the_ whole Forii as equal]y “wuilty,
3 \'ﬁ 2

'nsn Hin Eaused ! o

“Has_any 'boy " anything to" say?” he
asked at las

Tubby ‘\Iumn turned an angm&bcd b’lmk
upon Jimmy, and received & féroci rocious

tiown in response:The fab czass.cal re-

FORM-MASTER!

mmned silent. Not .a wor came from the
Classical Fourth,
“Very welll” zaid the Head. “The'
whole Form will bo punished for this ont-!
rage. 1 shall inflict the punishment per-
soudlly Mz. Cutts has been insulted; and,
through him, niy authority has been
tremd with ‘contempt. I shall cano tho!
‘orm.
e Oh,” crumbs!” mumbled Tubby NIuﬂin}
“Rindly hand me your cane, Mr. Cutts.”]
Mr. Cutts kindly handed his cane to thc'
Head. -Valentine \lommgton, quietly and’
cooll'y came out before the
“Tt was I, sir!” he saxd
There was a murmur in the Fourth.
“Good uld Morny !
“Bravo!”

CHAPTER f0.

Facing the Music!
§ ILENCE!” rapped out the Head.

QUL p
Dr. Chisholm ° fixéd his
gravely on Mornington. Mr.
eyes littered at him. The dandy of L'he
i took no motice whatever of Mr.
Cum He " stood before the Head, cool'
and_calm. "
“You, Mornington?” said Dr, Chisholm.

“Yes, sir? -

“You laid this trap for your Form-
master, and covered him—smothered: him,
in fact—with a flood of—of various liqnid3

eycs
Cutte

Yes, sir!”,

“Ve!y “wealt) Mornington il shail purish

you with the greatest severity for the-out-

rnge,” said Dr. Chxsholm quietly. “I will,
however, - firs a ou your reason for
acting in such_ a manner. What could
have caused you o treat your new master
so maliciously 7"

“What was Mr. Cutts comin’ into our
dorm at all for?” said Mornington coolly.
“In Mr. ootles’ time, u p\efccb used to
soe lights out for the Fou

S e Cuitts frtiried fo. i duty

upon himself, Mornington. Surely you did

not act in such a way for o trifling a
eason——""  *
®0b, no; il We all know thaf i Mr,
Cutfs_came ‘in, he would find_some excuse
for pitching ito somo of us,” said Motn-
ingtors coolly. -
o Head started.
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“Boy! Do you venture to accuso your
Formanaster of administering unjust “an
amprovoked punishments ?”
e, sint
“Good old 2 mmmmd Lovell,
greatly delighted. Morny was booked for
& ‘sovoro caning, ‘and apparently he was
bent on taking out its value, as it ivere,
in' advance.
“How daro you, Mornington?”
clmmed the Head, greatly shocked.
r. Cutts is a bully,

Morny !

ex-

Wh
et Qnd 2 brule, sirl”
Boy !
“And so say all of us!” roared Arthur

Edward Lo\ellysudderﬂy, feehng called upon
to,give Momy some support.

“Hear, hear!”

“Silence!” exclaimed the Head angrily.

Mr. Cutts looked almost green.

“Dr. Chisholm!” he stuttered. *Am I
—I to listen to this—to such outrageous
insults—""

“Calm_yourself, my" dear sir!” said the
Head. “You may depend upon me to
uphold “your authority. Mornington—"

“You are going to punish me, sir, for
Pumshmg Mr, Cutts,” said Morny calmly.

I huve a right to epeak, and give my
‘reasons.’

“That is true. But—"

“Mr. Cutts has alréady caned every
fellow in the Form. He has caned some of
us a dozen times, Mr. Bootles never found
that necessary, sir. Why should Mr. Cutts
find it necessary?”

i The Head paused—that was a point well
taken,

M Cutts supervises our prep, sir, and
watches us in our studies while we are
‘doing it,” said Mornington. “Mr. Bootles
never did. The Fourth have always been
{allowed to_prepare their lessons by them-
v, without. being superrised fike tho
{fags.

o not qulte understand  this,” said
ithe Head, “Your preparation is done in
your studies as usual presume ?”*

“Yes, sir; and Mr. Cutts. orders us to
{leave our doors open, and he walks e nd
down the passage with his eye on ut

was not_aware of this!"’ smd the
Held “That_is, however, no excuse—no
excuse whatever—for the outrage that has
Securred.  You have not justified yourself

OWN LIBRARY I

in the least, Mornington—indeed, your out-
rageous_conduct admits of no usnﬂmmu
You will now hold out your

What followed. was punnfu1~eepec:a11y
to_Mornington.

orny received six strokes, and they were

laid on in earnest.

With all his coolness and nerve, Morn-
ington writhed under that severe infliction.

His _handsome face was quite pale, his
h s tlghtl) set, as ho went back to his

Dr Chisholm laid down the cane,

. he said, “that this will bo a
Wi nrnmg m all the Form, s is my
representative in this Form-room, i
bo treated with the samo respect  and
obedicnce as myself. That is alll”

He rustled to the door.

“Mr. Outts, I shall bo glad of a fow
words with you befor you take your class.”

ertainly, sir!”

Mo Gl Baed face had quite bright-
ened as Mornington went through his
S Saishmént, But i clanfied ias Hel tlowed
the Head from the Form-room.

Dr. Chisholm did_not speak till ho was
well out of the hearing of the juniors. Ho
would not allow them to_hear their master
bemg taken fo task. Ho paused at last

the corridor windgw, and looked
dhrectly ot Mr.  Cutts, who: found - somo
difficulty in mesting the Head’s clear, calm

“Fou are new here, Mr. Cutts,” snid
the Head vory mildly, *You are young and

—doubtless—keen and enthusiastic. o
doubt. the changes you lwwo mado seom
to you to make for increased efficiency.”

““That is cortainly my motive, sir,” eaid
Mr. Cutts,

“Thore is an old Latin tag that every-
ono’docs well to romomber, however,” said
the, Hoad. . “*Festing 1ntay Mr. Cutts.

~Mako. aste slawf; Schoolboys a6
born conservatives, They are strong upon
tradion. ey oent Tterloronca® how:

I should sug-
H mildness

iteelf, but his “suggestion ” was evidently

in the nature of a command—“I should

suggest . that you do not interfere hastily

with any embl@ed practice that is harm-

less in itself.”

Mr. Cutts set. his lips.

A a,nd ancient customs

gest "—the  Hoad's
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“T suggest that the duty of seeing lights
out in tho Fourth Form glormitory should
be left to a prefect, as
that preparation in the
be done under supervision, Supervision is
necessary with the Second and Third; but
the Fourth are supposed to be old enough
to understand something of a sense of re-
sponsibility. ‘1 think it would be wise to
leave  theso customs unchanged.  Good:
morning, Mr. Cut

The Head snxlnd ma]cshcu]ly away.

Mr. Cutts remained where he was for
somo moments, staring after tho Head.

His look was not pleasant.

It was, in fact, checkmate for the new
rules the new master had introduced, and
which had so much exasperated the Classi-
cal Fourth.

Mr. Cutts gritted his teeth,

hard, severe man, with a
peculiar sense of duty that was all his own.
He had n firm belief in efficiency; and his
idea of efficiency was incessant interference
and driving. But Mornington’s bold words
to the Head had cut the ground from
wnder his feet, as it were. g
called aﬁcxemy the Head would have
called fussiness; and the Head had no use
for fussiness.

Morning lessons did not go pleasantly in
the Fourth Form-room that

The Modern portion of the Form were
not present that morning, which was rather
fortunate for them.

Mr. Cutts had the Classicals all te
self, and he was in a temper for w!uch the
word “Hunnish * would have been a mild
descrip

Mernmgton, after his punishment, was
not in a fit state for school work; and a
tactful master would
rest. But g
haps, he found pleasure in ragging
junior who had swamped him the previous
night with various and extraordinary
liquids. He had no mercy upon the bap-
less Morny; and before the class was dis-
missed, Morny was white with rage, and
on the verge of an outbreak. Mr. Cuits
had a bitter tongue, and he used it piti-
lossly upon Mornington.

There was black wrath in the breasts of
the Classicals when they were dismissed at

last.
“There’s going to be trouble!” said

FORM-MASTER |

Arthur Edward Lovell savagely
rubbed his hands in the passage.

“There is—and jolly soon!” said \Iom-
ington.

Jimmy Silver nodded ‘rather dismally. Ib
was quite certain thap trouble was coming;,
the only queshon was, what form and shape'
would it take

as ho

CHAPTER 11.
Catching Carthew!

" H\T S the game?”
N Sy 58800 wskea e
et e dispiritedly, as'

o came on Mornington in the

Fourth Form passage after lessons.
Afternoon_lessons had bees

fliction to the Classical Fourth, and more

than cver had they envied the Moderns
when tho latter trooped off to Mr. Man-
ders’ House for scientific instruction.

Arthur Edward Lovell had desperately de-
dared thai he would be willing to study
Cerman and “stinks "—the Classical name,
o Sheinhtry e stand  Mr.
Christopher Cutts.

than

cen a severe in-

But only the Moderns could escape; the'

Classicals had to_stand Mr. Cutts,
they hore him with much repining.
In the end study there was some cxmcd
talk over tea, but even “Uncle James”,
oould not exaetly.gay what was to bo dene,
Christopher CL\tts was impossible, and not
e stood; only, as Jimmy dismally re-
marked, they hud to stand the brute.

Tt _was after tea that Jimmy happened
on_Valentine Mornington in the passage,
and he found Morny busy—in a very
curious way. He wns driving a gimlet mto
the wainscot, al three inches from tho
floor. As Jimmy lever xtoppcd to observe
him, Morny age, and drove
m : second gimlet, cxuc\‘.ly opposite  the

and

I

SHen the saptai. of the  Foutt a8
manded to know what was the game.
Morny looked up with a grin.

‘ord across,” ho explained.

“What for?”

“Oh, to catch rabbits!” said Mornington
sarcastically.

“You mean for Cutts?” asked Jimmy.

“If Cutts comes up to watch us at prep,

as he did yesterday, T shouldn’t onde ot
ho' fakes: 4 tumblo.

smiled ’\lnrmngton.-
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“His own fault, for epying on us. We
don’t ask him to sp
"Bt holll see the cond” spid Jmmy.
“Thero won't be a light'in tho passage,
I'm going to put it oui ‘}ust before seven,”
smiled Mornington. “You might tip the
fellows the wink not fo come strolling
along hore in the dark.”
» said Jimmy.

It will mean another row,
“Let it !”

Jimmy Silver nodded.
“You're right, Morny. Let him La'kc a
tumble if ho comes spying into our
quarters. Don’t own up if there’s a row.
We'll stand together. Here, let me take
a drive s,t that glmlet then I shall be in it
as ivell as'you!

i R|ghL ho!” said Mornington, with a
In a short time all the Classical Fourth
knew that s.nolher trap was laid for the
stealthy Mr. s,

Before seven S elock t.he light was e}f

'S

passage, and the Juulm's S prep.
their studies, listening intently, glvmg
{nuc.h more attention to Morny's trap than
o prep.
i They were blissfully eager to hear_ Mr.
'Cutts come along the passage in the dark,
and catch his foot in the stretched cord,
and take a tumble.
. It was not a trick that Jimmy Silver
lwould have approved of the ordinary
bt ot ey RO A i
vading the Fourth I‘orm quarters had to
'be denlt with somehow
niors were, of «course, ignorant of
‘Lhe tulk that had tnkcn place between the
Head and the new master that morning.
{Mr. Cutts mo longer felt at liberty to
parade the Fourth Form passage, super-
yisiog personally tho Tourth Form prep.
He was annoyed and irritated, but he knew
that he had to observo the dictates of the
Head. But he could not make up his in-
iterfering mind to leave the juniors in
peace. Towards seven o'clock Mr. Cutts
dmpped into Carthew’s study in the Sixth
orm passage. He had Lendy spotted
Carthf\w of the Sixth as a prefect who
|would be likely to help him in his drastic
methods with the juniors. He did not like
Bulkeley or Neville; but Carthew, the
bully, was a fellow after his own heart.
After a littlo agreeable conversation with
_ Carthew, in which prefect and master took
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cach other’s measiire prefty acourately, Mr.
Cutts remarked in a casual way.

“I should be glad, Carthev, if you would
look in at the th - Form studies at
seven, and note whether the juniors are at
work, as they should be. I fear that therc
is a good doal of disorder in that passage,
\vhnch lmturﬂ]y leads to the neglect of

"qme s0,

“ Apything = nf arder_you will, of
course, report to me,” said Mr. Cotls.
“Tt is my firmest principle to give & pro-
foch the Fallost support

Carthew smiled the new master
strolled away. ~Ho thought he saw an
opening now to wipe off some old scores
assingt e Pistnel Tone Anything abovo
a whisper would be good ‘enough for Car-
thew to report as disorderly conduct in
the junior passage.

At seven sharp Mark Carthew left his
study, and ascended the stairs to the Fourth

orm’ passage.

He found it in complete darkness.

Carthew smiled to himself.

This was a_delinquency to begin with,
for he guessed easily enough that the light
had been extinguished intentionally.

Most of the study doors were closed,
but at the far end of the passage, Jimm:
Silver’s door was open, and light streamed
out. A faint buzz of voices came from
that study, looking very much as if a
numbcr of juniors had gathered there to
d

Curthew tmtled cheerfully along the pas-
sﬁge, to look for something to report to
Cutts—nny trifle, light as air, would
-hnve suited
But _he dd not get emywhere near thc
lighted doorway of the end sl
came briskly along, so'me(:hmg- caught him
on the ankles, and he went spinning for-
ward with a wild yell.

CHAPTER 12.
Rank Rehellion!

RASH!
( The concussion rang through tho

passage as Carthew of the Sixth
landed on his hands and knees.
, From the end study there came an.irre-
pmssxbln outburst of chuckles.
Ha, ha, ha!” é
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“Yooop!” roared Carthew.
“Got him!” chuckled Lov
_ “Landed him, by gadi»

it mncd Morn-

ington,
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“ Better go out and sympathise,” grinned

Conroy.  “Mind you're all astonished when
vou see the rard across the passage.”
“Ha, ha,

“ Yow-owwcooch ! Ocoooop!  Ob,
dear! Ow!” .

“Hallo!_That's not Cutts’ toot!” mur-
mured Jimmy Silver, as the juniors

crowded out of the end study.
Erroll gmpl:d for the switch, and turned
on the lig
'(7urtllew ' i

Carthew 'was sprawling in_tho passage.
He was howling with pain; his knees were
barked and his hands wero hurt, and
was_in a towering rage.

“Hallo, Carthew!” said Tty ilver
goniolly “Fallen over, old bear

You young vilain!” Ay Can\\ew.
“T'vo caught my foot in_something.”

“Always pumng your foot in something,

ain % gou?” grinned Lovell

Cnrtbew ‘scrambled
herela. ' cord, hora ! e hissed. “It
was pm there on purpose.”
ou, Carthew,” said Raby.

A v e coming sl
ing along our passage, you know.”

Carthow ch,nched his hands. He was in-
clined to rush at the group of grinning
Suniors, hitting out right and lefe.  Bui
prudence forbade. The Fourth were not
in a_ tame mood, and Carthew could sce
by their looks that lio would be roughly
handled. He choked down his rage.

‘I ;hull report this to Mr. Cutts!” he

o Report and be dashed!” retorted Morn-
ton

Carthew I”

et out of our passgo,
bawled Hi

Siady door. were open all along the pas-
sage

“Kick him downstairs!” shouted  some-

(‘mlhc\v beat a hasty relrent

Hisses and cat-calls followed him to the
sairs, and an over-ripe apple caught him
o the collar as he went.

FORM-MASTER!

Carthew hurried down. He was rather’
anxious to get out of that hornet’s nest. |
“Caught the wrong bird "’ growled Mor-!
mngton, jerking out the gimlets and the|
cord. But it was Cutts that sent him, of'
S e going to sco the
uu"! bm] himsell T reckon.”
is cane !” said Van Ryn gnmly‘
“We've already decided what to do about!
Cutts,” said Mornington coolly. “chxy
fellow locks his_study door, and takes no
notice of mm Mind you all stick to it.” |
“I-1 s " began Tubby Muffin.
“If any icllow lets him in, he will take it
out of that fellow. You can bet your boots
n that!” said Mornington. “If you're
wue yau’]l kwp your doors locked.”
“It’s a go!” said Conroy.
"You bet!” said Putty Grace.
"Tumb]e in beforo the brute comes
alon
Tho juniors hurried into their rooms. ”
Every door was closed and locked, and
with breathloss anticipation tho Classical
Fourth waitea fo: ‘hristopher Cutts.
They had no deubﬁ that Carthew would
seck him at once, and that tho mnew
master would be only too glad of an excuse
for visitiug the Fourth Form passage, cane
in hand. They were right, for a couple of
minutes later his step was heard on tho
stairs.
“Here he comes!”

murmured  Jimmy

Silver, in thu ond study. “Now for the
giddy tug of-war
“Let him npz" chuckled_Lovell, “Ii’s

going to bo war anybow. He's asked for

“Yes, rather I”

“Boys!" hoomed Mr. Cutts' voice.

“Lend him your cars!” chuckled
Newcome.

“Every bog will come out of his study,
lmmedlu,tel £

“Will he?”. murmured Lovell. “I don’s,
think ”

Mr, Cutts waited a fow moments, evi-
dently in expectation of sccing all tho doors
thrown open. But not a door moved. The
master scemed a little puzzled. Ho strodo
along the passage 1o the ond study, and de-
livered a sharp cut of his cane on the door,

“Open this door at oncel”

Tho Fistical Four in the study, breathed

rather hard, but thev did not wove.
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The lmudle turned, but the lock held the
and Mr.

door, (./m.ls shook the handle

you are tliere! Open

Junmy Silver closed one cye at his com-
rades, and there was a faint chuckle in the
t But that was all.

M. Cutts’ cane smoie the door

agai
“Silver, open this door! I command
you!” 3
“Go_ hon!” murmured Jimmy Silver,
sotto Voco.
“Lovell!

Raby ! Newcome! Open this

door

Dead silence in the cu([ study. Mr. Cutts,
Dreathing hard,  movad along the passage,
not unlike a tiger on the prowl. He stopped
at the door of '\Iu 4 m wlmh Frroll and
Mornington wer Ho tried the
Landle and found llm door lackv_-d

“Mm—nmgton Erroll!  Admit me at
onc

No answer,

T command you to admit me, Morning-
ton 1 e'(chumul M., Cutts, his voice throb-
bing with r:

Not a suund from the &

“’lhu is rank rebellion!” stormed Mr.
Catts. “If you do not obey instanly I shall
fetch Dr. Chisholm here!”

Morny winked at his study-mate.
|- “That’s the game,” he murmured. “The
Head will soon get tired of bein’ dragged
into rows with the Fourth! Bootles never
used to_drag him L up here. Cutts is buy-
in’ a rope with which to hang himself.”
| Brroll nodded. Pcrhnps Mr, Cutts renllsed
that it was not for his own benefit to “drag
in” the Head if he could help it. At all
events, he did not go for Dr. Chisholm., He
moved along ey passnge rapping at door
after ‘door, and demanding admittance. Not
a door was opened.

With a face that was almost livid with
fury, he sat down ac last on the wmdow -seat
in the passage to wi

In the studies tho Clﬂsslcal Fourth “cnt
on with their prep with beating hearts.
Prep, was mot very thoroughly done that
‘evening. In such cireumstances it was not
likely to be, Like @ tiger in his lair, Mr.
Cutts was waiting for them to emerge from
their studies, and then—-

sudy.
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CHAPTER 13.
Defeated!
HAT next?” asked Lovell, will
a rather tumuloua grin.
0(‘ rop s o
The Fistical Four had stood

themselves a_ supper in the study, as most
of the other fellows were doing. Lo go down
to the school supper they had to pass Mr.
Cut

“We shall have {o clear out at bed-time,
I suppose?” said Raby doubtfully.

“Not with that giddy wild animal loose
in the passage,” said Jimmy Silver reso-
lutely, “Fancy the tnm or ho will be in
by this time, after w couplo  of
Fairly bo:lmg, 1 should lhmk I
wd-hot ! grinned Newcome.

The minutes scemed {o drag by till hal-
past nine. This was bed-time for the Fourth,
5o the peculiar situation was growing rather
serious. ut Jimmy Silver & Co. sat
tight, and the rest of the Fourth did not in-
tend to open their doors until the end study
set the example. B H

Bulkeley of the Sixth camo up to the
stairs with_an _expression of perplexity ou
his face. He had looked in the Common-
room for the Fourth, as usual, and had found
only Shell fellows there  He' started a little
at.the sight of Mr. Cutts seated in the pas-
sage, his cane across his knees, and his Iace
full of suppressed fury.

“Are the Fourth in their studies, sir?”
asked Bulkeley.

“Yes!” snapped Mr. Cutts.

“The Head informed me that I am to
sce lights out for them, sir,” said the
Rookwood captain,

“I am aware of that,

“It's very odd,” said Bulkcley, “m ono
of the Form appears to be do\\nslan
supposc I'd better rout them out?

“Do so at once!”

Bulkeloy could sco that something very

unusual was on, though he did not guess
just yet what it was. He rapped at the door

the first study, and would have opencd
it, bit the door held.  He rapped &
Peele! Gower! What does this mcnn 7

“Ask Jimmy Silver, Bulkeley!” answered
Pecle, with rather a quaver in his voice.
“He’s got to start!”

“To starb wlmt"”)]cmnndcd Bulkeley in
rmazement.
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“We're not to open our door: till ho does,
I mean,” stammered P
Bulkeley uttered an ungry exclamation,
and strode along the passagh to tho end
study.  Mr. Cutts rose to hisrfect, his eyes
gli(tur and bis grasp closing hard on his
cane. He was prepared to deal with the
Classical Fourth as soon as DBulkeley
brought them into his clutches.
Tho captain of Rookwood thumped on
the_ door of the end study.
“Silver! What is this
know it is past bed-time! Come out and go
to your dormitory at once!”
' I-( Cutts still there, Bullr.clv) ki
r. Cutts? Cer mmlyl
\oru not eoming out to be licked by
m.cm sad Jammy Silver dctcrminedly.
“What do you mean? I do not sup-
poso for a moment that Mr. Gitts el nere
unish you—-="
Ask him!” said Lovell.
Bulkeley turned round.
“Thu juniors appear to think you are
g ere to punish them, Mr.” Cu

lloxl!cmc’ You

That is the casc 1" answered Mr, Cutts
uu-m.gh his tooth
“Not tne wholo Form, T suppose?” asked

Bulkeley with a stare.

rep

“Really, sir—"

“Kiundly get them out of the studics, if
you can,” interrupted the master of (he
Fourth.

“For what is the whole Form to be pun-
nished, said Bulkeley.

“That is my business ”

Georgo Bulkeloy bit his lip.

“Quite 50,” he said. “It is also your busi-
ness, sir, to get them out of their studies
—not mine. I shall simply report to the
Head that I am unable to see lights out for
tho Fourth, as they decline to go to their
dormitory !

Bulkeley spoke shmply nnd lw turncd w-
wards the stairs. MMr. Cutts looked a
he would like to lsy Ius cane m,.
Bulkeley’s brosd shoulders,

“Stop !” le said hastily. “I do not want
(he Head brought into this matter. He has
been quito sufficiently " troubled by the
Fourth Form to-day

“{ am bound to rn-l.e my report to him,
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its,”
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it the juniors do not go to (heir dormi-
tory,” said Bulkeley coldly
Mr, Cutts scemed to have an

inward

struggle. Ho realised that he was treading,
85 it wore; in ty places.
Bulkeley waited. 1t ‘ost Mr. Cutts an

effort to got it out, and Bulkeley had to

wait a full minute, but the tyrant of the
ourth got it out at last.

“I will pastponu le pmwlnlh nt of the

* he the

* You may tell
Tlus unsc

Fourth Form,’
juniors so, Bulkm
of affairs must el

“Very well,” smd Bulkeley.
quick glance at tho master. Somchow hoe
did not trust Mr. Cutts, *The matter is
postponed until to-morrow, I suppose?

“That need not be cntered into.

Bulkeley flushed.

“1f you are thinking of making use of me,
sir, to get the juniors to the dormitory,
{nhindmg to cano them there———" he began
ho

He shot a

ho punishment is postp
morning, " said Mr. Cutts hi

“T accept your word, sil

Mr. Cutts, gnawing his underlip with
g went  downstairs. Bulkclry tapped
on the door of the end study.

x ou may come out now, Silver. Mr.
Cautts has postponed dealing with the matier
until to-morrow.”

“He's a downy bird,” came Arthur
Kdward Lovell's voico. “I jolly well don’é
trust him,”

“You may _trust me!”
sharply.

06, ses, rather.”

Jimmy Silver threw open’ the door of the
ond study. It was tho signal to tho rest,
and all the Classical Fourth crowded into
tho passage. Very obediently they allowed
Bulieley to shepherd them off to T et
tory. But they grinned, and cxchanged
glances of satisfaction. Christopher Cutts
had registered his fifst defeat.

It was a victory for the Fourth, The new
master had been_ defied, and he had had
taacailons theulifanoe. o juniors pictured
him spluttering with rage in his study, and
ihe pictare plensed them mightily

Thoy turned in in the mest oiderly way.
Thero was no quarrol with Bulkeley, and,
in fact, they wanted Bulkeley to see what

really nice, well-disciplined  fellows they
were—when properly treated.

ned until the
iily.

said Bulkeley
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“Cood-night, kids!

“Good-night, Bulkeley I” came an amiable
lxomi whm the Rookwood captain put out
|he ight.

The door closed after Bulkeley.

Valentiac Mornington whipped out of
hed, and groped m the door in the dark.
There was a_clic
i I‘ Hallo! Whal;'s that 1"

ily

“Iacluug the door "’ answered Morning-
fon coolly. “1 don’t trust Cutts! Now
Bulkeley’s gone, I faney the Cutts bird will
yustle this way.

“Dash it all, even that cad wouldn® &) Dbreak
his word !” said Lovell.

“Wo shall seel”

Morningtor turned in again. The juniors
listened intentlr. Five minutes had scarcely
c]upse(] Wl hen the door-handle was turned on
the outsi

“Cutts 1" breathed Jimmy Silver.

There was a low exclamation outsndn; the
door creaked as it was pushed. Evidently
Mr. Christopher Cuits was not keeping his
compact. 1f anything was needed to fill
the cup of his pupil's scorn for him, that
would have done it. They were not likely
to respect & master who could not keep his
word. But for Morny's precaution, the canc
would have been busy in the dormitory on
thinly-clad limbs. But the big ocaken door
was locked. And after another savago shove,

and a muttered word or two, the Dbattled
nfaster retired.

“Nice man!” murmured Lovel

“We've beaten him once,” smd Jimmy
Silver, “and we'll beat him again. It’s
the Fonrth against D'hrlstophcr Cutts now,
and we're going to win!” *

exclaimed Jimmy

CHAPTER 14.
The Plan of Campaign!
ANG, clang!
The rising-bell clanged out over

CL

Rookwood School i the windy
March morning.

Jimmy Silver sat up in the bed, in tho

Jormitory of the Classical Fourth, and

yawne
Clang, clang
Jimmy t,urnm] out of bed. He was gener-
ally first out. Arthur Edward Lovell gave
a portentous yawn, and followed his ex-
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OWN LIBRARY

“Tumble out,
Jimmy Silver

o fellows !”
time to wi

ning.
““Auythin’ special on this mornin’?”
drayied Mornington.
“Yes. Thero's got to bo a Form-meeting
beforo we go down,” answered the captain
g the Fourth. «Wo'vo got to decido bow to
deal, with Mr. Cut
o

us!”

grinned
“I:uot y 1"
Tubby i sat up and rubbed hiz eycs.
‘1 say, Jimmy——"

“Well, fntky‘l"

“Form-mectings are all very well,” said
Muffin. “But wo can't be lato for brekker,
you know. That's important.”

Jimmy Silver hurled a pillow at tho fat
Classical.

“Navor mind brekker,” ho said.

“You—you—you silly idiot!”  gasped
Muffin. “You nearly knocked wy head off,
you burbling chump

“TIl quite knock it off if you don’t shut

.’:’

The Classical Fourth wero unusually rapid
with their ablutions and with their toilet
that mmnmg Every face in the dormitory
was grav ho position was sorious, from
tho point of view ot tho juniors.

It was war_now between the Fourth
Form and the Fourth Form-master. All the
Fourth agreed that they had had cnough of.
Mr, Cutts’ ragging and caning, and that
they weren’t going to stand it, But it was
casier to make such a resolve than to carry if

ut.

Thero was_authority on me side of Mr.
Christopher Cutts. Behind the Form-master
Joomed the awe-inspring figure of th>
Head! s

True, the juniors felt that if tho Heed
knew exactly what kind of a brute Mr.
Cutts was, ho would award him tho im-
mediate order of the boot, and Rookwood
School ‘would seo the last of him. But the
Head did not know—and was not likely to
know. And anything like insubordination
was likely to rouse the dire wrath of Dr.
Chisholm.

As captain of the Tourth, a_great respon-
sibility rested upon /Jimmy Silver, and ho
realised it.

But Jimmy was in a resolutc mood. His
Form-fellows looked up to him to lead them,

ample.

and he was prepared to lead.
-
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“Now. for tho giddy meeting!” said
ho takes thy
“I don’t mind takin tho chair,” - said
Tubby Muffin, ‘50 long as we're not lato
for brokker.”
“Shut vp, Mufli
Jimmy Silver mounted on a bed to
dress the mecting, and the Classical 5 jun
gathered around him.
“Gentlemen ! began Jimmy Silver.
“‘Go it, Jimmy!” said Lovell “encour-
agingly.
jontlemen, you know how the matter

hu

ow when we
down ! said i . *Now, the whoto
Form has got to stand lopthc!.

Afr. Cotts, and he word is

not a dissentient voice. Evi-
Fourth were in full

There was
dently the *Classical
;:;nmm with the orator mounted on the

“The man it fit to be a master ab

Rookwood,” resumed Jimmy Silver. * Ho
knows his business, so far goes. But
he don’t know to handle us. We can
bo led, but mot driven!”

% Tlu man’s e.d—

rather,
hn very oumdu edge in cuds and—"
Hear hear !

“Tho question is, what arc we going to do
with the rctter. We car’t lyneh him—"
"Wlu(a ity ! murmu ovel
“We can’t Immp him—"
“Ha, ha, ha!"
“But_there's ono thing wo can do,” said
Jimmy Silver. He paused impressively. “ We
can send him to Coventry 1

CHAPTER. 15.
Mr. Cutts is Cut!
2 Sl;.\'l) hiui !o Gn-um—yr'
"le-r

l
‘0 wus o buzz of astonishment
. in the Fou. Al Borns dormitory.

Arthur Edward Lovell, as he ﬁmshed lacing u]s
boots. * air ¥

" suggested |
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Jumny Silver's suggestion took the Classi-
surprise.

y had heard of sending  fellow. tc

S e inly, but sending & Forn:

master to Coventry was rather a now idea.
42O your rocker, old bean " asked Pecle

“Sl.lut up, Peele!” roared Lovell.
“How cxactly are wo going to work
asked Mornington,
“Easily onough,” answered tho captain
of tho Iourth. “Wo simply boycott
bounder. From: this hour he’s in Coventry,

and no lrllm\' in lho Fourth Form will
im 1"

Jimmy——" bogan Tubby,

£ What about breakfast
,somebody 1

Y Tuffin, .as Arthur
Edward Lorell smote lnim wrathfully, and
he rolled over on a 1y

Breakfast was not n ry mxmderr
tion with the Fourth Fnrm 1ust then.

“But in class?” exclaimed Gowen e
-h.“ have to speak to the cad in clas
He can't make us speak,” answered

Jigay Silvor
‘But—but—" stammored Townsend. -

But weo can’t do our lessons without
lpmhn to the Mighter Topham.
We're not ‘mg 5"
Gy s tod aunt 1"

G 3
“No, lonnon»l" Tubby Muffin brlnhenned

up. “I say, that’ lly good idea, if it
t:;“be“w{ at’s a Jolly good id
Ha, ha, h-!-"

“Mind, we've all got o stick uumlhu.

said Jimmy Silver improssive t,
shoutder to' shouldor, wo ca 4 has
buut hollow,  To m(l havo to call in the
Head to deal with v
“Qpt .
Classical Fourth did not

ook
spocially. pleased at tho idea of being dealt
With by s the Ticad. ol
“Youi wo," continued Jimmy  Silver,
#he bruto had to call in the Hoad several
v, the don’t
a Form: l.lln!((‘l’ just to come
dho the Formmaster's work for him, doos

T atould uy ot 1" cluckled Morning
D Chsoln s bt suappy '-'h'l'fnq';'c;
ESQLYdB\‘ " said Jimmy "Hb didn't like

<
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Deing yanked away from his precious Sixth,
and Greek roots, and things, to take on
Cutts’ ]|ob Tho nnencr he gets it the Iess
hio will like it ‘utts proves that

can’t manage the Fourth Cufts will have to

. That’s clear, isn’t it ?”

“Yes,” said Erroll. “But it looks as if
wo shall collect up a record number of
hckmgs in the process.”

0 cares? emlaimcd Lovell.
’m’ I care, for one " said Peele.

Dl , you don’t count!” retorted Lovell.
“You're nobody, you know. Less than
nobody

* Lool t.—

SWe'll p\\(: it to the vote,”. said Jimmy
Sl]\er “If any fellow can suggest a better
Pnn for hundlmg Christopher Cutts, let

him stand up on his hind legs and say so.”

¢ for ever hold his peace,’” s2id Raby.

The Classical juniors looked at ono
another dubjously. Jimmy Silver’s plan
scemed a risky one and a thorny one, but
certainly nobody seemcd to have any better
scheme to suggest. ©

“Then hunds up for sending Cutts to
Coventry " said Ji y.

Nearly every teatis e dormitory went
up. Risky as the plan seemed, the Classicals
“were %ep&re to lollow tlu-u‘ leader. For
undoubtedly Mr. Cutts had to be dealt with
in some manner. Life undcr the severe and
tyrannical rule of Mr. Christopher Cutts
Wwas not worth living.

There were only four'or five dissentients.
Jimmy Silver looked over the erowd.

“Carried ?” he asked.

"'Unnmmouslyl said Dwk Oswald,

“Not_quite \mnnlmousli md Jlmmy
“But the dissenters will have toe the
line with the rest. All the Classlcnl Fourth
must stand  togother,

“United we sand dnvlded we in]l“
smd Art}mr Edward Lovell. “Any

ands out can pleasc himself, but hc
\Vll} be licked by the Form.”
car, hear!”

“Any fellow speaking a word to Cutts
will be sent to Coventry by the rest of the
Form,” said Jimmy Silver. *Also, he will
be bumped m fimes for every word he
speaks to Cutt:

Pecle and hu frlends looked rather glum.

“And now,” said .nmmy Silver, jumping
off to bed—“now we'll lown.
word to Cutts, ~ From A R
weiouy utts)” Shs

, ha, }m'"

5
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Jxmmy unlocked the dormitory door.
The Classicals streamed out, and met
Bulkeley of the Sixth in the corridor. The
Rookwood captain cyed them.
“I was _|ust coming to rout
said, “ ch re late do\\n

brekker.
t Yes, Bulkeley,”

3 u out,” he
Cut dovn to

said Jimmy Silver

I‘Im Classnca[ Fourth streamed down tho
staircase, Their hearts were beating rather
fast. - At the breakfast-table they were to
meet the new Form-master, who had visited
the dormitory with a cane, and had been
unable to obtain admission. Tt was not
likely to be a pleasant meciing with tho
tyrant of the . Hm\cver, they
reflected that he could scarcely begin with
the cane in the dining-]

Mr. Christopher Cukts sab at the head of
the Fourth Form table as the juniors came

His narcow eyes glinted at ibo  juniors,
and his thin lips closed hard and tight.
Tt was evident from his look that Mr, Cutts
had neither forgotten mor forgiven.

Tho Classical Fourth did not bid their
master good-mor

They dmpped ot Sphoi laces at _the
table in silence, without looking at him,
or, indecd, sceming aware of his presence.

“Silver,” said Cutts, in his grinding
voice, “I’hold you responsiblo for the lock-
ing of the dormitory door last night, and T
shall deal with you in the Form-room.”

Jimmy did not look up or speak.

“ You hear me, Silver kdlaimed M.
Cutts, raising his eyebrow:

immy’s heart throbbed a little.

It was a new and strange experience to bo
sending his Form-master to Coventry. But
“Unclo James” of Rookwood did not
falter. Ho was called upon to sct an
examplo to me TFourth, and he was not
found wantin

“Siiver 1 apped out Mr. Cutts,

Jimmy kept his eyes fixed upon his plate.
Some of the juniors breathed hard. The
tussle was beginnning alreads.

1f Jimmy had weakened the whole schemio
yould, have fallen through on the- spot.
But Jimmy did n

3z, Christopher Catte Tosked puizzled, as
well as angry. He did not quite catch on
to_this new and unexpected development.

“Are_you deaf, Silver?” he ejaculated.
“Why do you not answer me, boy?
dare vou not answer me?”

-
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No sign from Jimmy Silver.

“Lovell, is e deaf? " What is the
mi |h the per-
plexed mast

Lovell llum I deaf,’ too, At all ovaul:.,
he did not muuv-r and he did not look uj
ALgvell thund r.

g Sl g e U
lull;v”-ll:lm) s lead. o 44
Dy this timo tho rest of tho dining.hall

quite awaro that something vory
U al was gﬂ T on
table. Smythe & Co. of the Shell -n_nd
neross at i ‘ourth ; Fi
blinked at them ; even it men at (h

Sixth Form table seemed interested.
n.'.m.t the. Clawical Fourth wera'the: cankre
Al

utﬁ.v“
o began hndue that there was
in his Fi his dn

no longer carried lﬁ.hm
“Loyell,” ho suid, in meuntulod tones,
I order you to answer "

breathed.
well,” said Mr. l-‘ﬂL
3 e Ik, S S L B
Wi
"51 ”"ll ok et
And breakfast in stony

ere
with Blandors Jhat “moriing. <. the
Modorn aide, but all the Classicals were
there. Some of them were looki
evpecially Tubby Mufin. The fat
Tubby made himself as ot pnuil:
a2 Mz, Cutt?, glinting eyes, wande :
an

ored ov
(trey
Lo\\r\r looked dubmul Mu‘lﬁFlum; Tu\vnunnd
and Tophum were distinetly unea:
the res, ol Fourth were in - l-
mood, "bspecially the Fistical Four, and
!om mgton, and and Pons and

o nn“ e of l the Tourth.Formers

you here, [ all his

rcnhu o that l'ny hadl little to lose by stand-
ing up ogainst their tyrant. Mr. Cutts’

FORM-MASTER!

50 excecdingly drastic, that in

A lonld IureAi;d l:‘"‘;‘
orning. nd as e

Edward Lovell lud lapxeu!ly remarked, o
fellow mtgm as well bn
as for a lamb. If they w 10 puffer,
» they -.m as n-ll

were.

methods were
any case th

.
Alr. Onll wol: a cane from his desk, and
stood be o class, The juniors waited

brcnthl-ﬂy Thc real tug-of-war was about

to_commence.

-Silver 1

Mr. Christopher Ctt
R e (e ot

tand_ont before the class!”
of the Fourth neither spoke

nor_moved.
“You hear me, Silver?!” thundered Mr,
Catts.

No answer,
Mr, Cutts’ grip closed almost mnvnl-ln!y
on his cane. ~ Like the dying gla

silence. | over him.

h‘;?}l’_m.ulli-p"-ﬂ hold out your

Silenco !

GATE yw do unt obe; Vu. 1 shall
cane_you
Sl ence,
Mr. Cuu- temper at boiling-point

now, He brought down (hc cane with a
tnvrlﬂe ‘l;nhhx'nutnn Jimmy Silver's back.

immy.
g terrific cut made him find his voice
in\o!um:nly.

Now _ hold out your hand!” thundecred

Cutts,
Jlmmy lpl’lllk lrom the I'nrm Hc llul not
g:nn to sit and be M.

Hnn-outmlnthnnddleduwl‘m
and Mr. Cutts mnled fter him.
“Bold out, your hand,
immy did not nnmw. Tl 2o iy
o dodged behind'the master's high

hnml

“Come herel” panted Mr. Cutts.
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“Stick it out, JimmyI* shouted Lovell.

Ir. Cutts spun round.

“Lovell, step out here at once! Hold-out
sour hand, sir.”

Tovell did not answer or move.

Mr. Cutis strode towards him, with bis
cano uplifted. Lovell moved fast enough

then. He dodged round the form.
“I—1 will deal with you presently,
Lovell |- panted Mr. Cutts. “Silver, once

more I command you to come here and
take your punishment.”

Jimmy watched him warily over_ the
high desk, witheut speaking.  Mr, Cutis
made a rush at him, and Jimmy dodged
round the desk.  After him came the
infuriated Mr. Cuits, his gown strcaming
behind him, his cane swishing in the air.

Whiz!

An inkpot flow through tho air, and
canght Mr. Cutis under the chin. A stream
of ink shot over his gown.

“What—what—""

The inkpot crashed on the floor.

“)\ornington! That was you, Morning-
ton! You—you have dared to hurl an
inkpot at me!” shrieked Mr. Cutts.

Mornington smiled serenely.

The enraged Form-master made a rush at
liim, and Morny leaped up and dodged
round the back of the class.

o were now three juniors on their
feet, dodging Mr. Cutts; and the rest of the
Form sat and looked on breathlessly, by

Mr. Cutts seemed rather at a loss.

Lessons did not scem likely to begin
carly, at this rate, Mr. Cutts had deter-
mined, - that morning,  to
sxample_of the rebellious spirits
Torm. He found his path a thorny one.

“Silver ! he gasped. “Once more I com-
mand you to come here!”

immy was behind the big blackboard
casel now, Ho eyed Mr, Cutts warily with-
out speaking.

Evidently he did not intend to come.

Mr. Cutts started for him, and Jimmy
backed round the easel, watching him.
The TForm-master made a;sudden rush,
Whother he bumped on the casel, or
whether Jimmy gave it a push at the
psychological moment, was not clear. The
(b}lgue:‘sse went over with a crash—on ‘Mr,

‘utts

rash |

“Oh! Ow! Ah!”

“Ha, ha, hal” roared the Fourth.

Mr. Cuits went sprawling on the floor,

2

with the easel on top of him.. Conroy
jumped to_ his fect,
“Nurn him out!” he shouted. “We've

had enough
Form-room 1"

“Back up !’ shouted Lovell.

Conway led, but Jimmy Silver was a good
Before Mr. Cutts could gain his
had hold of an ankle cach, Lovell
and Newcome had a hol

of this! Turn him out of the

second,
feet, they
and Raby

second later,

The dazed and astounded Form-master
found himself whisked along the floor ta
the doorway.

orny ran to open the door.

“Out with him”

“Hurrah

“Qutside!”

“Let go!” shricked Mr. Cutts. Ho
grabbed wildly at the floor with his hands,
But his legs were safe in the grasp of nearly
a dozen hands, and he had no chance.
“Help1?

“Qutside with him!” roared Lovell

Mr. Cutts rolled into the corridor.

He lay there, gasping stertorously, - and
the juniors jumped back into the Form-
room. Jimmy Silver slammed the door and
turned the key.

o was only just in time.

A second after the key turned Mr. Cutts
hurled himself against the door, and it
shook under his weight.

rash |

Tovell chuckled.

“Ho can keep that up as long as he likes,”
he remarked. “That door is a bit stronger
than Cutts, I fancy.”

Arthur Edward was right. The stout
oaken door stood quite firm. Outside, Mr.
Cutts could be heard spluttering with rage.

“We're fairly started now,” said Morn-
ington., “It's us against Cutts; and there’s
no_turnin’ back!”

“No fear!”

A voice, hoarse and husky with rage,
penetrated through the keyhole,

“Qpen this door instantly, or I shall call
the Head here!”

No answer.

‘Mr. Cutts’ footsteps stamped away dowm
the corridor, Classical Fourth ex-
changed glances.

“The Heas

murmured  Newcome,
“What will the Head say?”
“We've gob to stand it!” said Jimmg

Silver.
“VYes, ratherl’’
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juni ited if rather painful
T otstops soundtd in. the corrido

Then there was a qum, bul very

t

s
“Open this door !”
h was the mmdx

CHAPTER 1.
The Revolt of the Fourth!
IMMY SILVER unlocked the door at
once.

] "He drew it wide open, and Dr. Chis-
holm rustled into the Form-room.
. Cotts,_pale with rage, followed him

Dr. Chisholm's brow was darkly
knlund
Ho Ill'.l had to leave his duties in the
Sixth Form room in support of Mr. Cutts,
-and be was decply annoyed and

Head lﬂl(nolineinurryin‘ﬁdil
drastic senfence.
-ulm the Classical Fourth
went through t of them in silonce,

||-md:h Thero \\ur Inud howls from Tubby

FORM-MASTER |

Dr. Chisholm lool«l e little tired when'
he had ﬁm-hed. He had put some cnergy
into the inflicti

He laid dowu tho canc at last,

“Now I shall leave you with your Form-
master ' he said. * Lot the urther

he
. I am ashamed of you!"”
With that crushing remark the Head
swept out.
Mr. Cutts cyed dis Form almost wnlﬂ-hly
when tho hendmastér was gone, The
less juniors were
their most
spirits.
Pntnhly Mr. Nh 'vuld have been
repeat unishment on the
spot, Imt h- l‘nllll!tl thn llmrn wus danger
in tho air,

"\V- will m-m«d he said hnHy

‘l'h t? themselves
was a nld aftor their experience

hands, there was much
But_all bi th directod e J
againe"the nors; A Forumastor Who dp“bf&'.':} o) kel that the rebellion
2ul not“l;:ni:iﬂn III- Form was not would fizzle mt’ and
o LR Sy e "",;':.' ._'3’“.,“... “""';.'.‘
Hhﬁ’:h_—‘.w?‘.mb : ot
Pt fairouble 1 | Perhaps intontionally, Mr. Cutts called
ot fal o st The tultcould not ai | upon Tubby Muffito consteus s, Tubby
m";:y:’;.mml.t-—-&y-.. “‘_,"""'“'“"“"'“"
have D‘u- from this_Form-room 1™ .
. Chisholm.  *Such an occur. rubbod his fat hands, and cast
T taken place at Rookwood .n{unm in? st his Tor Fnrm wollows. Ho did
) boon, st Jike Mr. | “% Nfuffn!
Yen, siel” squesked -uy by desperately.
Tubby's podey fin
P n Tl Sonstene, Rhufl 1"
“Yos, sir!" m.,..a Tubby.
Arthur Edward Lovell gave the fat
i [erocious

“I—1 can’ Tubby.

was| “I—1 can’t n-mny more e-nc. you know.

a o talking to Lovell?

! y ou talkin o -
"n'n'r"dr” PR

“To whom !"' ‘l“"'ll. then?" thun-

dered Mr.
] wasn't talking, sir!”
not toll o falsohoods, \lullnl
lnmIL wu Muflin speaking to you?
Antfur Edvaei Lovell's lips” clowed fike
a vm Ho was made of r stuff
Reginald Muffin,
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“You hear me, Lovell 7’

Lovell stared dxmocly in - the ~Form-
master’s faco without speaking. His palms

o aching savagely from the Head’s can-

But his spirit was unbroken. He was
tiing to the plan laid down and adopted
‘the Form meeting in the dormitory.

Cutts picked up his cane.
command you, to speak, Lovell 1
ot a word from Arthur Edward.

Stand out before thu class!”
Lovell (hd not move
Cm it 1 yes & ghn(:ed with rage.
v the collar, cas rendhiad
him badxly out of his place.

Then his cane came Hm\n with a savage
lash across Lovell’s shoulders.

Ar!hur Edward roared, and tore himself

se.

HIS face was crimson with wrath.

“Come out of this, you fe]lev»s‘”
roared. “We've had enough.’”

He rushed to the door and threw it wide
open. Mr. Cutts brandished his cane.
““Come back!” he howls

Lovell strolled furiously out into the
corridor.  Jimmy Silver jumped up and
called to his comrades. With one accord
the Classical Fourth followed their captain.

Mr. Cutts threw himself- between the
juniors and the

“Stop! Stand back! I—"

The cane fell on Jimmy Silver. There
was a scuffle, and Mr, Cuits went whirling
away. He sat on the Form-room floor
\'iolcmly. The Classical Fourth marched

ut.

he

Only Tubby Mufi remained iy his place,
terrified to move. But as he foun im-
it Jof alone with tho texriblo Mr: Cuits;
Tubby ‘umped up and ran for it. Mr. Cutts
3% the samo Smoment jumped-up and ra for

'l'he tyrant of the Fourth was purple with
n now. He seemed to have thrown all
sel control to the winds. His cane came
down again and again on Tubby Mulffin’s
back as the fat Classical fled.

Tubby roared and yelle d and put on
sveed, but Mr. Cutts’ long legs enabled h)m
o keep pace easily with Tubby’s greatest
efforts, and the cane rose and fell without
ceasing.

The hapless Tubby was really the least
oﬁondmg in the For"l’:\. buthe was at, Mr.

tts’ mercy, and the infuriated man was
thu-stmg to “take it out” of somebody.

3
So he took it out of tho unfortunate
Reginald Muffin.
ash, lash, lash!
“Yaroooh! Help! Yooop! Murder!

Help !’ raved Tubby Muffin, as he fled with
ducked head from the lashing cane.

!

Sap 1

“Oh_crickey "

At the corner of the passage the flecing
junior rushed right into a figure in cap and
gown, and the Head of Rookwood reeled

against tho wall. Tubby, in utter horror at
having cannoned the Head, darted away.

i e et aa Towadod
his cane.

CHAPTER 18
Exit Christopher Cutts}

R. CHISHOLM pmlted for breath.

D Tt was no_joke to be cannoned by

Tubby Muffin in full cnreer The

Head leaned on 0 , and

asped. It was a full minute bsfors ho
could speak.

But eyen before he ‘found his voice his
eyes glittored over his glasses at M.,
Christopher Cutts. Tt was cvident that a
storm was coming, but Mr. Cutts was too
enraged himself to care very much,

r. Cutts!” smemed the Head at last.
How dare you
g osed M. Cutts.

“I engaged you, sir, to take up the
duties of a Form-master hero!” stormed the
Head “I find you chasing a junior along
the corrjdor, and beatmg him in a cruel and
brutal manner——"

“Dr. Chisholm [’

“How dare you uso a boy in such a way "
thundered the Head. Muffin must be
covered with marks from your cane! Do
you_think for one moment, sir, that such
huohgamsm will be permitted at Rook-
wood

“Thc boy refused to stop!

The Form 15

out of control!” snapped ~Mr.
gavagoly, My mothods havo beén mtor-
fored with—

Your methods, sir, séem’to be moro
suitablo to a slave plantation than to a
Public school} Why are the boysout -of
control 7.+ They were never A)ut of control
with Mr. Bootles !

“(Confound , Mr. Bootles!” snorted the
angry mastér. “I have heard quite enough
of Mr. Bootles!”
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“Sir! " stammered the Head. “You—yon
\mlnm to use such expressions to—to me

“I drmlunl tho uomplnry P mhmenz ol
th Form!" said Mr. Cut

er to hand you
resignation | Milk-and-water methods
ot answer with these unruly boys| T

\d the most severe and exemplary
~unishment !"
“You—you will h-nd your resigna-
tion!” gasped the Hi

i fou 1
for one moment, thnt llhonld allow you to
remain_another day at Rookwood, after tho
‘way I have seen you treat this hoy Muffin?
I should be I-lhng in my duty, si

Apparently he had
H(-m.l to b- so ready to
W l—l spoke huhl lu‘, * he said,  “I—T

withdraw my uml nlmut h-ndlnz in my
ignat

osignati
“1 am not mnd
main, sr! 1am ghd-l am dnnhlul—uuk
I have scen you true colours! What,
sir! 1 was hreun away from my dutios

by tho sounds of disturbance, and T found

"
"l—lwllptrilpllm.lohkym—
“You can withdraw ‘"
::‘ "Ym:' may resign your position,

as_seems to you besl Bu{mi! you

dn not resign your godﬁon, il
missed—dismissed this day f: ur post
III Back ly do mot
u:non s irrevoo
. .ble! 1 slhnld not be ﬁl. to hold my present

position in this school, s, i I ullowed you
t) wiold wonny for one hour longer !

you are dis-

ing recovered his wind
estically away, - loaving M.
S o AL

led ma
topher

th
said E Eud P"‘I

that a Prussian Hun might have en-
. « . .
Sacked?®
“Yow-ow! Yes!" .
“Sure of it?”
“Wow! Yes! Ow!
Tuthy Muffin joined - the crowd of

FORM-MASTER!

Classical Fourth in the qua
!Mm. but bursting. mLh the glad news.  Hi
had heard what the Head had said to Mr.
Cuts, nnd it almost consol ed him for the)
ps in his fat back.
Hnrn.h roared Lovell,
"Yﬂwow-n"“ mumbled Tubby. “I'm
T v hurt !~ But you should
hnvu henrd the old sport jawing him—
Yowwow| Talked to him like a—yow-ow |—
—picture-book ! tts was quite—ow i—
green! !
Tubby Muffin bubbled with satisfaction
end anguish at the same time, and the re-
sult wn- pwuu-
" Hall Here comes Bulkeley !
&'nm Rookn‘ood captain came out ol

squeaking wil

the
"L-ck mw yanr Form-room!” he rapped

“cmu 'Imro!" asked Jimm; g

ho Head has asket

you for the rest of the day.” said

“T think Me. Cutts is leaving !
-mh you

Silver.

mn to take
Bulkeley.
Get along

,oyam faces the juniors trooped in.
The Ting palme still—but Mr: Culty
kel N[g "fiby Dad all_becn tirough
IRl cus“as golne e
as comsalation for Lol

orm-room, in charge of the
o Classical Fourth were as good

ld. " Thoy wantod it to bo quito clear

that_ tho - troublo wasn't. their . fault, and

they knew the value of discipline, ¢

thov rebelled against tyranny

Bulkeley had no fault to find with them
rning, and they were equally satis-
Frogiets ulkoley, 1t was, ns Arthur

Tdward Lovell oblnrvad. a gee-lorius change
after Christopher Cutts.
It was after morning lessons that the hack
Im station to llle

Hord Jot

day; tho Hnd had elormmod thnl nnn!hvr

uun should not go'down upon him at Rook-
l’oolc nug[ﬂ issing and cat- c.ll-

nl l?ounh would nec

triumph over a
8o jn ailenco M. Cutts shook the dust of

Rookwood from his feet, and glad_cnough
weve tho juniots to sco him ge. Ho gave
the crowd of black and bitter
Took as. but they stared at
him less faces, in - silence.







£ "THE PIGHTING yox\x.msmr

Lovell's fdea! Th wo start tho hﬂmr,"

- "
I“ Ao ,m,f,,;';';-;,m:;};,’"'yw- itanio. Tk toF ot onte
w“ bit [* said Jimmy Silver, |1t thirty-eight, or thirty-seven and a hal
ur Edward Lovell gave "\ot-amnrhmoldeh.p
» sort. .n‘;u-n. ~We can do if, L suppose,
- over it oo the map!” he sai e
“It’s exactly nineteen and a hall mno- “It's o big -hm\r." said Lovell.  “I wa
g Ninotean and o half pilos M:gd Jimmy | to dso ibl S0 do you fellows, anly you'
ver  sontentiously, “is i ty. -
You've got to that if i€ nineteen "”‘" e vy G4 1-"°‘.- shot,
and 2 half miles there, it' i

teen and a half miles And twice bt'l:h‘tll:r lhaln wasters in the Shell.

“Thirty-nino miles1” said Raby, shuking | ¢ Ahere’s anather point,” said Jimm;

Silver.
his head.
la-d ve &
SHlly, too 1 wid Neweome. R e mﬂr" oy o

Lovell !
The Fistical ¥ Four_ot (b Classal Fourh Bnc:y-hnu
o after dl . but it \ t's the point?” asked Raby.
ovident that one/mind in (o' quartette was| Jimmy Silver looked thoughibl._ A
already made up. - .:‘l&h FML .n,-l}
amnes Rockwood, natural
ey S SRRy ind Semsne m-"“muy ﬂun.lnn ‘comrades.

were geing to do
with the half- But Lovell t
"ﬂddod B w:yrd Lovell  had
uito deci 0 was ol wutmc time, | &
‘lllﬂ'.d‘ll bringing . his chums round to his
way

T“Ninetoen and a balf 1" said Lovell.
“Wall, nineteen, and o hell, then, fat

u—nl the Head
ﬁ‘u."" Vi S =5ah boimeen o]
» Woon
Beliley. proy
“;;5,“ . nu " said Lmn_'
0o down as well as up!” sug- ol "M .
ted Lovell patiently. “What sou Jos | BOXIDE. Sl 1 deu’t know]
nnh.m':pr"bnu’ mm.ﬂ... Lamb is $h8 man h'.m‘bu.]
o g daro say ho's all right. My cousin’
T s what about tea 1" asked Raby. otk &4 4 ..r'x“' ot aid e

“Wao can Eat somp tea at Bunbury. after no end a boxer, and a fine-look-
secing tho show at the Rinj ing fellow. He's advised me to see him if
1 ever get & ® chance. And now we've gob &

“Ahem! But—"
3 ling "’l‘lu Head couldn't oblool." said Lunll‘ ‘
qul o uc::; glove

but
ind. At this ‘rate, wo sl o ia
Hero at ln wnu—huthnzl Keop nl up
K wool on, A d'-q
Sty Bibter sooibingly. -t we'ea goi0g mmhwm Doa't huak. for]
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rouble, Jimmy! For goodness' suke, get
ut_your bike, and let’s start.”

The Co. exchanged glancos.

Lovell was evidently keenly set upon visit-
ing the Bunbury Ring, and beholding the
owess of the Lemb in a boxing match.
"he Co. were rather interested in boxing,
uud they liked the idea.  There were plenty
of uhmctm s, such as the distance, and tho
ible dmppmml of the Head,  But
t least, was determined, and his
(»']ul"S dcmdod m go.

All serene,” said Jimmy le ver, at last.
“Let's chance it And if we're going, the
sooner wo start the hetter; it’s a Jong way.'

“A thundering long way,” said Raby.
“Bug I'm game.’

“Oh, anything for a quiet life,”
Newcome.

‘The. Fistical Four reached the bike-shed,
and wheeled out their machines. Morning-
ton s there, mending a puncture ‘in his
mac

yawned

“Coming along to Bunbury, Morny?”
asked Lovell carclessl

“Eh? It's-twenty miles awa;

“What's that?” said Lovell, shrugging

his shoulders,

¢ You won't be back for calin’ over.” said
Mornington. . “I'm goin’_on a rather less
hefty th Erroll.  What tho thump

spin
vou goin’ to Bunbury for?”

a
“Boxing match.”
“Well, youd be(tor get in to time,” said
Morny, * w Form:master arrives this

ovonin's you Knon—Bulkeloy said 1 1o by
be here about six or seven. You don't
want to bo missin’ when he's presented to
his flock. T don’t suppose he would
Le_ specially ploused to now you'd been
oint around socin’ prize-fights.”
“Blow_the new Form-mastor,” grunted
Lovell. I'm fod-up on now | Form-masters.
1 wish Mr. Bootles had stayed
“Samo here; but he didn’t st
Dalton is_tarnin’ up this oveni

" thoro—
“Oh, rats!

, and Mr.
. And if

Come on, you fellows; we
shall never get off lf we wait here till
y’s done croakin’.

Jimmy Silver & Co. wheeled off their
machines, leaving Mornington grinning.
“Thoy wheoled them out into tho mnzl whero.
they found Tubby Muffin wait r them,
with a very determined oxprc«ncn o

OWN LIBRARY

CHAPTER 20.

Carthaw Wants to Know!
OLD g Jimmy—
w7z off, Mumn,
Sitvos npatiently. . “W
rather in a hurry. Roll out of the
way fatty.”

“T'm coming with \au. ? said Muffin.

« Whmus your bike, then?

“My Dbik ather in want of rcpmrs.
said Tubby. “Bul, that’s all right. I'm
really up to a forty mile ride. 1 want one
ol' you fellows to mount 11e.”

Vhat 7 roared the Fistical Four.

“Take it in ‘turns to give mo.a lift,”
explainod Tubby Muffin. “It's only ten
miles cach for you

“You fat duﬁqx-——

“I can stand on the !oa(—ruls behind,”
said Tubby. Aim all, you'll be sitting
down. so. ‘have an casier timo.
shouldn’t mmd \Hz]]:mg up some of the hills
—tho steep on

“Ass!”

“I want to see the Lamb box at the Bun-
bury Ring,” said Muffin. “T'm keen on box
ing, you know. I may pick up some tips,
Smythe & Co. aro going and they pressed

to come with them. sai
W ouldn t desert my old pals on u half-holi-

said Jimmy

“\hll you get out of the way of the
bikes, Muffi
o i Am you gmng to give me a lift to Bun-
ur:
7 No"‘ roared Lovell.
“Look here!” said Tubby Muffin,
“this won’t do! "You know jolly well you
ougho.nc to be going to sce a prize-fight

< It s not a_prize-fight, you fat idiot!”

Tubby Muffin winked—a fat wink.

“You can’t spoof me!” he said. “It's a
prize-fight right enough. I'm shocked at
you, really. Fancy Rogkwood fellows going

0 5. u prizo- -fight—r

“\VImt that

Carthew of the Sixth came out at the
gafes while Roginald Mufin was speaking.
He stopped at o
The Sixth Form bullv fixed his cyes on
Jimmy Silyer & Co., with o glint in them,
“So vou'ro going to seo a prize-fight "
ho excla 'm not surprised at it—
not in the least! Only you jolly well won't
ot It swill-be my duty to report this—?"
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The Fistical Four looked at Carthew as if
they could- cat him. It was sheer ill-luck
that their. old enemy of the Sixth should
hiayo dropped upon them ko this.

“It’s nothing of the sort !” bawled Lovell.
C“ thm are you going, then?” demanded

“Find out

That was not a_properly respectful reply
to mako to a Sixth Form pmm: but
Lovell's temper was rising. He turned his
back on Mark Carthew, and wheeled his
bike on. As Tubby Muffin was standing
dircetly in the way, Tubby received Lovell's
front wheel on Ius fat little legs, and was
fairly bowled ove

aroooh!"” rnnmd Muffin, as he sat in
the dusty road.
“Come on, you lo]lmnsl"

“Stop!” sheuted Carthew.

Strietly spenkmg. Jlmmy Silver & Co
ought to have stopped at an order from 3
profect of the Classical Sixth. But the
were in a hurry, and they were fed up with
Carthew and his meddling. Heedless of the
pmlect they jum on their machines an
arcered away down the re

Carthew made a rush after them, but he
was dropped behind at once. He turned
back savagely to Muffin, who was scram-
bling up, crimson with wrath. In a_few
minutes Carthew had cxtncwd fmm Tubby
a full account of the Bumbury Ring, and
the Lamb’s pugilistic display there.

And Carthew went on his way cowurds
Coombe with a-sour smile on his face.
had never forgotten his old grudge agai
the Fistical Four, and he felt that lus
chance had come at last of playing off old
scores.

True; it was only a boxing maich the
juniors were gmnghw see, and there was
no harm in it it was not strictly
within the ru;;s. and by a little )udlclgm

tha

he could make the exploit look much worse
than it was. And tho new mutcr of the

Fourth was to arrive that
to mfmrt ﬂna, o
5 bring

course!”
‘em before

Nof
ression to begin wlth. ThsF’ll hnvo

then‘ orm -master down on them from the
start.
o was gﬂmg todo his duty as a prefect

little too

FORM-MASTER!

And when he reached Coombe, Carthew
turned info the garden of the Bird in Hand
Tym, and by o civeuitous route reached the
illiards-room, where he was soon deep in «
hundred up with Mr. Jooy Hook, with ¢
“quid * on the game, which certainly was
a peculiar proceeding for so very dutifu!
a prefect!

CHAPTER 21.
The Fight at Bumbury!

IMMY SILVER & CO. pedalled away

chc(-nly on their long ride.
t was a sunny afternoon, and merely
to bo out of doors skimming ulong tho'
lanes, fresh in the green of spring, was
appi

The encounlcr with the bully of the Sixth
was unfortunate, and might lead to troublo
later, but the Co. dismissed it from their
minds for the present. Sufficient for the
day was the evil thereof. It was no use
meeting {rouble half-way.

So the Co. bowled mernlv along the lanes,
and passed through La , and lmrlv
spread _themeelves on e de, - white
country road beyond,

Three cyclists came into yiew ahead, past

kdmm, and they recognised Smy!

Hom nd Tracy of the Shell. They

nned.”
S0  Adolphus & Co. are %omg"’ said
Jimmy Silver, “If I werc a betting chap
T'd lay a hundred to ono they domt ge
near Bunbury to-day. 1
oL within ton miles, T fancy !" chuckled

ol

was a hill outside Latcham, and
ou tha et el coolnta. doy
The Fistical Four, Eadnl[mg on their lowest,
goars, came up with them, and hailed them
cheerily.

“Hallo, Smythey!”

Adolphus Smythe turned a lack-lustro eyo
upon them. His face was red, his forehead
«hmlum-d with perspxmmn. “Howard and
Tracy were breathi ms] and grunting.
The nuts of the hell had covered about

dld not look like,
|ho rematning &

i strong, Sm he !" inned Raby.
i Oh mts 1” said A" g'r i
“You should ha
wm,thcyx" chuckled
much wind have you got left1”
“Don’t give me any of your fag check l”




ped Sy ihe,
LA vou'ro goim’
v

"Wo‘!l beat you to Bun-
has 3

or wi lt hls (omrados
The Fistical Four d'unll:unlcd a8 the hill

their machines
lay 8 long slope for two or
‘thél seven juniors mouniod

came down the slope with a

mil
ether,

and ci
On the lower level the Shell fellows

ahead.
mythe looked back, with a triumphant

Beatin’ them!” he gasped.

‘What-ho!” breathed Tracy.

' The Eiitaal o role oo s i sards

< or 0 behind the nuts of the Shell.
%.f*"rukc it easy here for a bit,” said Jimmy
Silver. “We've got a bngser hill* ahead of
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nutty youths, drenched with perspiration and
in extremely bad tempers, had turned back,
and were slowly and painfully gnndxﬁ
home to Rookwood. Adolphus Smythe h:
over-cstimated his powers, as hé often did.

But even the hardy clmms of the Fourth
were _ready for a rest when they pedalled
‘m'lohBLfmb“f:yk& t la i & ttla vail

I our bil LB—WE!’G ut up ai e railway
station, and taerht the Fourth made
their way to tha Ring.

It was easy enough to find that bnilding,
which was in the High Street of Bunbury,
and was adorned with flaming posters, giv-
ing. pictorial repmsenuhmna of the terrific
combats that had—or hadn’t—taken vlaco
in the Ring.

‘The urday afiernoon show was evi-
dently. pupullr. for the Fistical Four found
a crowd proceeding in the same direc-
tion. Judging by the numbers of the crowd,
it Joe weing %o be a ouse.
wedged in the crowd, they heard
s gond Bl of discussion on the subject of

; aftor another mile, and wo don't want
B 0 oo At Tt deado
: allch Lt dear old

 Adolphus think he's bagged & w

' “Ha, ha, hat”

, 'Tho Shell fellows kept ah I
o ot il Bt ey iy
gestures at the heroes of the Fourth. They
Wore. focling very pleased with thomselves
st giving sich hef(y eyclists 2s tho Fistiea

At the foot of the next hill Smythe & Co.

mounted o wheel up. . Jimmy Silver
Co. came pedalling on.
“Bustud ready, Smyt.hey’!" grinned
¢

. Silver.
T e e it
5 np tho acclivity on & low gear. Smythe
IR e thiorn and panted:

“Tho beasts | They scem as fresh as paint.
oy were only pullin’ our leg, tho cads!
h, dasl\ this hill

“ Blow it!” groax\ed Tracy. “And there’s
bmor(‘ as bad as this before we get to
ury.”

ni Adolphus Smythe and his nutty

“They crocked on tho last rise!” chuckled
vell. “Silly assos o think they could
ride to Bunbury

Bivic Fsiind Bour rode on matrlly.
cach hill-top they looked back
52w no more of Adolphus &

From
nt they
Jo. Those

e young boxer who was known as the
Lamb _was booked to stand up to the Bun-
ury Pet, a local celebrity. And_tho Pet
was plumu the favourito.  The Lamb, it
appested, was a stranger from afar, and,
1l ough known to be a good man, was not

rsonally known in Bunbury. 'And the
oyal Bunburians ‘backed up their local
champion to a man.

Jimmy Silver & Co. passed in with the
crowd and secured good seats. There was a
raised and roped ring, where the glove-fight
was to take place, as yet untenanted.
Jimmy Silver glanced rather sharply over
the crowded audience. Although there was
no harm in the show, there was no tellin
what view the Head might take if he knew
tho juniors had visited it. But Jimmny saw
o, faco that he

‘00 far from Raokwoud for anybody to

Im hme that knows us,” said Lovell. “And

esn't know we were bound for

i esidos, T shouldn’t mind  any-
body knowihig, wa cama,hore,

Jimmy nodded, and dropped back into his

seat.
“Tgast said soonest mended, all tho
same,” he_ enswered. “I only hope Car-

thew’ hasn'é got, 6 out of Mulfin.
“0h, bother Carthew ! said Lovell care-
. s Here they come in ! That big ~hap
vet, I suppose.”
{vico as big as the other fellow!”
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commented Jimmy. “They’re not the same
weight by any means. Biessed if I should
like' ‘m stand up to those leg-of-mutton
sl

P he Lamb looks game, though,” said
Lovell, with the air of a_connoisseur.

o juniors Ionkcd with a good deal of
interest at the

He was a young mzm, he did not lcok over
twenty-five “at the most. In the scanty
attire of thc, rmg, his well-developed hmbs
showed of 3 he was a picture of grace
Bl hyRicoldsvElonniant ace was
handsome, with a k cxpression on it
that was very p]eusmg‘, and it bore no signs
whatever of his peculiar profession. Tho
Bunbury Pet was of a larger and coarser
monld, ‘and he certainly: was not pretty -to
look at, with his square jaw and a nose that

roken at some stage in his
pugilistic carcer.

There vore evxdant signs of swank in the
manner of t et as he grinned to his
friends and cnﬂ'msmsnc backers in the
front rows. Evidently the Pet was expect-
ing fo knock out his opponent beforo the
stipulated ten rounds were up.

But there was a cool and quiet confidence
in the Lamb that impressed some of the
more critical of the spectators.

“He looks a good man,” was Jimmy Sil-
ver's comment. “I shonldn’t be surprised
if he pulls it off.”

“T bolieve theres a purse of fifty guineas
on it,” remarked Lovell. I—I hope there
won’t be any damage done.”

Jimmy Silver grinned. . Lovell’s mis-

iving was coming rather late in the day.
o very possible for a fight to
degencrate  into sheer brut:ﬁxt 5 and if
that happened, certainly the chums of Rook-
wood did not want to be present. But the
clear, frnnk, handsome face of the Lamb was
reassurin

« Seconds out of the ring!”

Time
Jia tho Gehtsbegati,

CHAPTER 22,
Something Like a Surprise!
IMMY SILVER & CO. watched with
keen intere:
Some'how they felt their sympathies
t to the handsome young boxer

who \vas callod the Lamb, and whose name

FORM-MASTER!

they did not know. Perhaps it was because.
thc rest of the crowd backed the Bunbury

In the first fow vounds the “gentloman
boxer ” yas holding his own well, and most
of (ho pumshmont was taken by the Bun-
e Pet’s eyes were gleaming now;
Ic wes ‘bewinking ty Tooe v oalv o I, the
fifth round he forced the fighting, nn(l thero
were thudding blows. But for the gloves
severe damage would have been donc, and
even with the gloves the blows told heavily.
Tho Pet was.aiming at a_knock-out, but he
never succeeded in getting his lithe and
nimble adversary just where he wanted hin.
Once, when thc Lamb was almost cornered,’
a lig] ? saved him, and the Bunbury, .
Pet whirled Clumlyattek him, gritting his

Bui the youn boxes wisithie Eret o o
to_grass, in the seventh round. Tho Pet
grinned down at him.while the count was,

a—

But the Lamb was on his fect at six, nnd
stalling off the fierce attack of the Pet, :
barely holding his own till the call of time

gave him a much-needed respite.

“That was a Tather closo thing for our
man ! murmured Lovell,

“A miss is as good as a mile,” rL‘marLcd
Jimmy Silver.

“Yes, rntherl
smiling.’

B0 e right. The Lamb stepped up
briskly from his corner at tho call of time,|
seemingly as fresh as paint, ]

The eighth rour i was hammer-and-tongs
and close on the call of time, the Lamb wen
down again under a terrific drive,

Arthur Edward Lovell looked quite grave,

ho walks on after that he’s a good|
mnn, ho said, i
And the Lamb did walk on, for the ninth
round met by a grinning Pet. The Bunbury!
man was quite confident now, and sure 01
victory.

Tor o full minuto the young boxer wag
busy stalling him off, and then of a sudden
came a kaleidoscopic change. Tho amb‘ﬁ
r]ghﬁ got_him, crashing right on the mark/

d the Bunbury Pet went down as if he
B e hot. Thert v o o inf
the audience. Anxious eyes fixed on tha
locul champion as the count was taken,

One, three, four, five,

Bet you he comes up

o, six,

le Bunbury Pet made.an effort,




o th

. Bub be sank back again helplessly, That
terrific blow had fairly knocked him out,
and the Pef was done.

“Eight, nine—-"

:I“Izjc Lamb waited quictly.

Thero was a loud buzz, and some cheers
for the winner. The Iistical Four cheered
heartily, quite relieved at the victory of tl
man_they honoured with ‘their allcgldnre
So vigorous was their cheering, indeed, that
it attracted a glance from the Lamb hlmself
and the young boxer smiles

“Well, it "was a good show,” said Foral
as the juniors struggled out mto Lho crowd.
“Worth biking over for—what

Oh, quitel” said Jimmy Stver,
“Only we've got to get homo again,”
said Newcome. “Twenty miles home—

““Nineteen and a half.”

“QOh, rats!"
| Jimmy Silver & Co. returned to the
station for their bicycles, and mounted for
‘tho ride home to Rookwood.

The ride to Bunbury had been more down-
hill than up. Consequently the ride home
to Rookwood was more uphill than_down.
Whether the distance was twenty miles, or
only nincteen and a half, there was more
'of it; than the chums of the Fourth® wanted
on the way home. But they pedalled away
manfully, up bill and down dale.

“Late for calling over, anyhow,”
‘marked Newcom:

“We've been ]at]; for call- ver

re-

before,”

“Keep smiling,” said Jimmy Silver.
“My. hat thuugll, 1 shail be glad to get
Tha chiums of the Fourth hat Aok stopped
for tea at Bunbury. Without that it was
only too clear that they would be late home,

They refreshed themselves with chunks of

foffec as they rode; but they thought of
fea, and nev-laid eggs and ham, in the end
study at Rookwood, with a decp yoarning.
‘But~ after the feast came the reckoning.
[They had had their entertainment, and now
it was time to pay the piper. Thoy rode on
resolutely as the dusk descended over the
downs.

“Might have taken tho. train,” Newocome
rémarked, when they stopped to light up.
“That would have landed us at Coombe
by this

s gvt tin to waste

on railway
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far grunted Lovell. “What's the good
o bxmgmg a bike, and carting it home by
train, anyhow ?"

“Tm jolly txred l"

“Oh, stick

“I am sticl mg 1t out, ain’t I?” said
Newcome, rather tartly. “I'm nof as
you to give mo a lift, hk\a Tubby Muffin !

“Tasy does it ! murmured Jimmy Silver

soothingly. “Keep smiling, you

The Fistical Four rode on again, with theix
lamps burning. They came through Latcham
at last; already later thfm the hour for lock-
ing the gates 2t Rookw

“There’il  be a holy mw" said Raby.
“Dashed unlucky that our new Form-
master is commg this evening; too.”

“Can’t be helped!” grunted Lovell.

what Dalton’s like!” said
“May be an awfully decent

“I wonder
Jimmy Silver.
chap, you know.”

“And he mayn’t!” growled Raby.
bo another beast like Cuits.”

“My hat! Let’s hopo not.”

#Oh, don’t chin so much!” said Arthur

“May

Edward Lovell. “Put your breath info your
biling " B

“Rats 1"

Thero was no, doubt_that the Fistical

Four were fatigtied, and perhaps tempers
were growing a little tart in consequence,
And they were very hungry. They left
Latcham behind and pedailed  through
Rookham, and then on to Coombe. They
were glad to find themselves in Coombe
Lane at last, with Rookwood School ahead
of them.

“Right o'clock!” said Jimmy
they passed through the village.

Silver- as
“Great

pip !
“Can’t be helped !”
“Only -another milo now, thank good-

ness|”

“Only three qumars" said Lovell.

““Bow-w

The chums ghded on towards the schnol
their lamps gleaming out througl
spring cvening. -Lights from a \thcle
ahead, which they were overtaking, caught
their eyes, as they drew ncar the school
gates.

“That’s the station hack,” sa
Silver. “Hallo, it’s stopping at the

“Somebody from the station for
wood—"

Jimmy

Rcok-
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“The new mastor 1”_cxclaimed’ Raby. ** My
hat! Ten to one it’s Mr. Dalton! We shall
hop in aloag with him.”

T wish to goodness
home ! muinbled Raby.

“Lot of good wishing that now!” grunted
Lovell. “Come on! Lven if it's the new
taster, he won’t eat us, I supposo !”

They could hear_the bell ringing in the
porter’s lodge within the gates. Old Mack
came out to open the gates, and they were
wide when the juniors arrived, and jumped
off thow machiies. A young man in an over-
coat and bowler hat had stepped from the
hack, and was speaking to the porter as the
four juniors wheeled their bikes in. They
could” guess that it was the new Form-
mastor, Mr. Dalton, but they did not want
to interview him just then, and they wheeled
in rather hastil

0ld Mack looked quickly round.

“Names!” he snapped. “I've got to report

ol

¢'d taken the train

b

And Jimmy Silve: & Co. had to stop.

The young man in tho overcoat glanced
at them carelessly as the porter took their
nawmes. They looked at him. The juniors
were standing in the shadow, but where the
new arrival stood, the light from_the por-
ter’s lodgo fell clearly upon him. It showed
up & handsome, frank, pleasant face—a face
at which Ji.omy Silver & Co., after the first
glance, stared with a fixed and frozen stare.

For they knew that face!

Only a few hours before they had scen
it—when the young man was very differ-
ently clad! 3

“Bilver, Raby, Lovell, Neweome!”
mumbled old Mack. *“These four is in your
Form 'ere, Mr. Dalton, sir.”” .

Jimmy Silver & Co. fairly fled. They
rushed their bikes away, leaving the young
master staring after them. He had been
going to speak. What had happened had
astonished them so much that they won-
dered whether they were dreaming.

They did not speak till they reached the
bike shed. There, instead of putting up their
bikes at once, they blinked at one another,

“Tt—it—it’s mot possible!” stuttered
Lovell.

“You—you saw—  gasped Raby

“Yes, but—"

Dalton ! said - Jimmy Silver dazedly.
“It’s the mew master, right encugh.

oldi
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Mack.called -him Mr. Dalton! And he—he—]
he's—"

“The Lamb!" breathed Neweome.
“The boxer " stuttered Lovell. “It ain’c
possible—we're: dreaming | How—how could
he be the Lamb—and Dalton—" 4
“It's a giddy resemblance,” said Raby.|
“Ono of those mysterious rescmblances you
read about, you know.” ;

Tt must bel”

Jimmy Silver shook his head. Heo was
amazed, almost dumbfounded, but he knew
that his eyes had not deceived him. s

“No good blinking the fucts, you feliows,” -
ho said. “It’s tho Lamb—the man we saw
fighting at Bunbury—and it’s Mr. Dalton,
the new master of -the Fourth at Rookwood.
And—and—goodness knows what it all
means, but I think the less we say abouf
it tho better, The Head can’t know! But
he's all right. This a case, my infants,
where silence is golden.” !

His chums agreed that it was; and in
quite a dazed state of mind they put up
their machines, and walked away to the
School House.

L

-

CHAPTER 23.
h A Secret to Keep!
HE ond study in the Fourth Forni
passago was rather crowded whilo
tho Fistical Four had a very late |

tea—or carly supper. Most of tho
Classical Fourth knew wheto they had
been that aftermo.n, and wanted to

know all about it, and Jimmy Silver & Co.l
wero called upon to describe the fight a
the- Bunbury Ring in full detail. They,
obliged; but there was-one piece of informas
tion that they kept very carefully to them-
selves; and that was the fact that in Mr.
Dalton, the new master of the Rookwood|
Fourth, they recognised the *gentle-|
man boxer’  of Bunbury. Some instinct| ©
warned them that that was not a topic
to be discussed up and down.the school:|
Mr, Dalton’s affairs were no business of
{heirs, and they did not want to start what
would have amounted to a scandal, abou
a master who had arrived at the school onl;
that day. ;
Not that Jimmy Silver & Co. thought m%‘
the

the worse of a Form-master who was a boxe)
too. They wure rather inclined to a
him on that account. They had admi
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Lamb for the splendid and plucky fight ho
‘had put_up at Bunbury. They did not cease
‘to admire him when they found that the
same man was their new Form-master. But
they realised that Mr, Dalton could not
possibly want it to be known at Rookwood.

Doubtless, he had supposed that, at such
a distanco from the school, his exploits at
Bunbury would be quife unknown and un-
Suspected at Rookwood, So they certainly
would have been but for Arthur Edward
Lovell’s brilliant idea of a’ forty-mile cycle-
Spin that afternoon. And the Fistical Four
were rather sorry now that they had under
taken that spin. They had a secret to kecp—
and keeping a sccret was unpleasant busi-
ness.

“By the way, the new master’s come,”
Mornington remarked, in a pause of the talk
‘about tho fight at Bunbur;

¢'ve sccr him,” said Jimmy Silver.
“He—he came in just when wo 2
* “Looks a decent chap,” said Mumy 7
rather like his looks, in fact. A bit more
athletm than old Booties was.”
rather !”” chuckled Lovell.
old Buoues standing up to the Pet:
checked himselt abruptly as Jxmmy Silver
stamped on his foot under the tal

“What's_ that?” asked

staring at Lovell.

“Fancy
> He

Mommgmn,

“Oh, -n-n-nothing ! stammered Arthur
Edward.
| “Hallol Here comes Carthew!”

| Carthew of the Sixth camo into the end
study. He fixed a most unpleasant look on
the Flsucal Fou.
u've como back I” he said.

“Tooks 1o it, doesn’t {67 swid Jimmy

Snlver sbm'tly4
ow've bee to Bunbury?”

“No harm in going to Bunbury, I sup-
pose?” snappea Lovell.

“You'vo been to the prize-fight there,”

“There wasn't any prize-fight there, that
X’ve heard of.”

“No good prevaricating,”
fect, with an unpleasant grin.
go to the Bunbury Ring or nott”

“Yes!” growled Jimmy Silver.

“You saw the fight that's been adver-
txsed het\\cen the Lamb and the Bunbury

said the pro-
“Did  you

Feb -]unt 8 boxing match——"'
“Did you see it or
Carthewl.‘ i

nott” snapped

a

thought so. It's my duty to report
this to your Form-master.

“Oh, ‘go ahead !” suid Jimmy Silver re-
signedly. “ You might give the chap a rest
on his first evening at Rookwoo

“Follow me!” was Carthew’s answer to
that. 5

Tho sztxcnl Four_followed the prefect
from the study. They exchanged rather
troubled looks as they went down the stair-
case. They were being taken to Mr. Dalton,
to be reported fur thewr first visit to tho
Bunbury Ring, and Carthew evidently ox-

pected fo seo them condemned and punished.
But Mr. Dalton, their Formmastor, was
the man whe had figured at the Bunbury
Ring as a boxer! It was an extraordinary
situation. Any other Form-master at
Rookwood would probably have been se-
vere upon their escapade. But how could
Mr. Dalton be severe, in the circumstances?

That was a hopeful thought. But the situ-
ation_was full of trouble. Carthew's report;
would show Mr. Dalton that the juniors had
seen’ him at Bunbury, a circumstance they
would have preterred to keep from his know-
ledge. . Possibly, when thcy were brought
specially to his attention, he would recog-
nise them as the schoolboys he had glanced
at in the Bunbury Ring. He would know
they knew his secret, What would his atti-
tude be then? He might resent their know-
ledge, he might be angry, he might be un-
casy; and what the outcome would be ta
the unfortunate possessors of his secret
could not be foreseen. It was with much un-
easiness and trepidation that the juniors fol-
lowed Carthew to the study that had once
belonged to Mr. Bootles, and was now
tenanted by Mr, Dalton. Carthew knocked.

“Come in!” came a decp and pleasant
voice. Somchow, that voice had an en-
couraging effect upon the delinquents. There
was a very pleasant tone in 1t that they
liked.

Carthew opened the door, and marched
in with the juniors at his heels, Mr. Dalton
rose at his table. The juniors hardly dared
to raiso their eyes to the handsomo face
of the young master.

But though they uid not look at him, they,
were aware that he gave a slight start as|
they stood before hici. e had recognised
them as the schoolboy ho had glanced
st Bunbury that afternoon.” The Fistical
Four knew it.
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What was ho going_to say? Hestid

nothing but looked mqu)ungly at Carthew of
the Sixth, That youth had evidently already
made the acquaintance of the new master.

“I have brought these juniors to you, sir,
as_they are in your Form.” said Carthew.
“I have a rather scrious matter to report.””

““Indeed ! said Mr, Dalton.

He glanced at the Fistical Four.

“They came in luttx nl'ter lock-up and
missed call- ou-r id Carthe:

“Aht Arc these the four boys that came
m wbeu I dia? 7” smd Mr., Dalton.
©s, sir,” murmured Jimmy Silver.

"Sllnar Raby, Newcome and Lovell I”
said Mr. Dalton, who appearcd to have &
good memory for' names as well as for faces.

“Yes, sir,” murmured Jimmy.

“That is not all, sir,”” resumed Carthew,
with a glint in Lis oyes. “I¢ has como to my
knowledge, Mr. Dalton, that these juniors
have visited a place of very ill-repute ms
afternoon, nothing Joss thau a den, at
bury, where prize-fights take plnoe Thm
havo admitted that they were present af
this brutal and degrading fight.”

Involuntarily Jimmy Silver smiled, as he
wondered how Mr. Dalton would like that
description of the contest in which he had
been engaged.

“Indeed!” said the new master. **Arc you
roferring, Carthew, to the boxing match at
the Bunbury ng ? g

s, sir; a

“You do not scem to be well-informed,”
said Mr. Dalton calmly. *There 'is nothing
brutal in the matter, Carthew.

Tho prefect started. This was not the
view he had expected the master of the
Tourth to take.

“You—you know about the place, sir?”
he stammered.

““Quite well. I do not wholiy approve of
the juniors visiting the Bunbury Ring, but
no great harm has been done. am sure
they were n t conscious of any harm in

the matter.

Carthew gritted his tecth, His little
scheme for landing the Fistical Four into
trouble with their new master at the start
was crumbling down.about him.

“But—but, sit——" he stammered.

“You may leave this matter in my hands,

Carthew I” said Mr Dalton, in a very de-

cided tonc.
And

“Vory well, sic!” gasped Carthew.

FORM-MASTER !

he quitted the study in so great a rage
that o couid ot trast hitwself to speak fir

5—

“! shall pass over your late return,” said
Mr. Dalton. “But it ‘must not occur again.
You may go.”

“Thank you, sir! G-g- = .good-night, sir!"”
sml,tercd the Fistical Tous

ood-night, my boys!” said Mr. Dalton,
ia B hearty v

The Fistieal Four loft tho study.

passage they looked at one another.
“He knows we know !” murmured Lovel!.

“ And he wouldn't ask us to keep it dark ",
said Raby. “Ho trusts to our honour. He's
a brick !”

*“A real brick!” said Newcome.

“Not a giddy syllable about Bunbu
said Jimmy Silver. *Blessed if I can make,
it all out. Bub ho's u brick, and we're going’
to back him up, what?”’

To which the Co. responded cheeri

“‘Hear, hear!”

In the

CHAPTER 24,
Gartitew Makes Discoveries!
OVELL, you as—-"
L Look here, Jimmy—
S Xorwe becn letting your chin
away with you,” said Jimmy
Silver, m a tone of great severity.

“You see, I—" %

Carthew of the Sixth paused. He was
coming through the arch that led
Little Quad to Big Quad at Rookwood, when|
the _voices fell upon his ears. Jiumy Silver
& Co, woro. in the quadrangle, in & group)
near the old stone archway, and ey did d nof|
see Carthew. Jimmy was evidently in o'
magisterial me iward Lovell,
was being called over the coals.

“Didn’t we nfea that nothing was to b(*
said_about our having seen Mr, Dalton ai/
Bunbury on Saturday t” demanded Jimmy|
“Not a word, not a syllable, not a giddy’
whisper?”

“There’s no harm done.” said Lovell de-
fonsively. *‘Pm blessed if I'm a_good hand
at keeping a secret, anyhow. You see, as
tha new master came on Saturday oven:

nobody’s supposed to have seen him)
befnm then. It's beastly svkward g we
saw him on Saturday aftern
nover said a word :\bout the Bght at e
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Bunbury Ring. Nobody knows that Mr.
Dalton was mixed up in that.”

“Thank goodness for that,” said Jimmy
Silver. “But Morny’s just asked me why we
never mentioned having scen Mr. Dalton
before ho arrived at Rookwood. Makes it
look as we're keeping a secre

“Well, 20 wo are " said Lovell.

“Fathead ! Fellows aren't to know it, aro
hey 77

“Well, no! Still, there’s no harm
done,” said Lovell *’Tain’t as if I'd men-
tioned seeing him at the Bunbury Ring. 1
was jolly careful not to do that. Just hap-
pened to-let out that I'd seen him before
ho came to Raokwood, that’s all—"

“ And quite enough, too!” grunted Jimmy
Silver. “ Goodness knows what would happen
if it all got out. Goodness knows what the
Head would think. And Mr. Dalton is a
roal brigk; - wo dow't want o causa bimm
troul G

No fear !” agreed Raby.
o you see, Lovell—"

“Oh, I see,” yawned Lovell. “Give us a
rest, Jimmy; not so much _of your Uncle
Jamos stunt, you know. Let's get along
to the cricket |

Carthew of the Sixth came out of the
archway at that. Evidently ho had heard
all that he was going to hear. But Carthew
wanted to know more; and he meant to
know more. His curiosity was keenly ox-

cited.

““Hold on, you fags!” ho snapped. -

Jimmy Silver . spun round, and
stared at the prefect. Instantly they knew
that he had overhcard their talk. Jimmy
Silver’s teeth came together hard.

“You spying cad I”

“Silver!”

“You've been listening!” shouted Jimmy
Silver furiously. It was not quite the man-
ner in which Jimmy should have addressed
a prefect of the Sixth Form; but his anger
and indignation carried him_ away. T
secret tho Fistical Four had been keeping
in connéction with the new master of the
Fourth was out now—or very nearly out.

Carthew crimsoned with rage.

*You cheeky cub!” he gasped.
“Listening 1” said Lovell, with savage con-
tem‘pt. “Pretty business for a Rookwood
prefect, spying behind a corner like Tubby
Muffin I
“J heard what you wero saying,” said
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Carthew, “And I want to know some more,
What was Mr. Dalton doing at Bunbury?
Answer me, Silver !

“Go and eat coke!”

“I'm going to know more about this,” said
Carthew, controlling his temper with diffi-

culty.

“What does it matter to you ?” demanded.
Newcome. *Mr Dalton is our Form-master,
not yours.  Nothing to do with you.”

“Oh, he's got his_knife into Mr. Dalton
for letfing us off,” said Lovell savagely. “ He
thought he had us on the hop when he re-
ported us for going to the Bunbury Ring
on Saturday.”

“Spying cad !” said Raby.

That was too much for Carthew. . He
mado a rush at Raby and caught him by
the car. Raby yelled.

“Down him !’ shouted Jimmy Silver.

In a twinkling, Silver and Lovell and
Neweome had hold of Carthew, and the pre-
fect came to the ground with a
and a roar. ' And having gone so
Fistical Four decided to go a little further,
and they rolled Carthew over, and dabbed
his faco in o puddle, and shoved his cap
down his_back, amid wild yells and gasps
2nd ejaculations from the bully of the Sixth.
The Fistical Four were just warming to
their work when a decp voico broke in:

“Bos!  Stop this at oncs!  How dare

“Oh, my hat !” stuttered Lovell. “Cavel”
The juniors let go Carthew as if he had
suddenly become red-hot, and spun round,
to face Mr. Dalton, the new master of the

| Fourth.

CHAPTER 25.

The Heavy Hand!

R. DALTON looked sternly at the
M eron,junios

he handsome, athletic young
Form-master had been only a fow
days at Rookwood School, but he had al-
ready won golden opinions. He was popu-
lar in his Form; as popular as Mr.
Bootles had been in his time. He was
popular_with the prefects and the masters,
too. He had won the heart of Bulkeley,
the captain of the school, by the way he
played cricket. His frank, kind face was
pleasant to look upon: cven pompous Mr.
Greely, and acid Mr. Manders. rather liked
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him.  And the Head \\ as known to think a
great deal of him. the juniors des-
cribed him as a real hucl\ And the Fistical
Four. who had scen him in the boxing-ring,
admired him morc than all others. They
felt proud of a Form-master who had been
:lx’blu to stand up to, and beat, the Bunbury

o,

‘_ But just now the new master was not
looking kind. His face wore a severe frown.

“How dare you lay hands on a prefect of
the Sixth Form?” he exclaimed. " Are you
out of your senses?”

“Qh, slrl" gasped Jimmy Silver.
“ We— stuttered Lovell. - ’

Mark thew serambled to his feet.
was, muddy and dishevelled, and he was
crimson and breathless, panting with rage.
Certainly he presonked an aspect that was
remarkable in a Sixth Form prefect

“Those young scoundrels ! he gasped.

“Mbaderate_your language, please!” said
iMr. Dalton sharply.

“You see_ what they've done!” hooted
Carthcw “I'm going to the Head about
it

“You will remain whcre yuu am and ex-
plain_this matter to me,” said Dalton
quietly. “Silver, you have ventured to lay
hands on a Sixth Form pzefec£4 4

“He laid hands on us, sir,” mumbled
Rab “He “as pu!lmg my car—"

‘hat is no ex

~ He shouldn’t, hston behind a corner when
chaps_are talking,” blurted out Lovell
“ Prefects oughtn’t to spy on fellows.”

"W]mt ! Surely, Carthew, it is not possi-

a

8 o Batiad o heac tham speaking as
1 came through from Little Quad,” stam-
mered Carthew, “and—and they refused to
answer my questions—""
5 ;‘ W] hv did you refuse to answer Carthew,

ilve

*Oh, dear I murmured Jimmy’ helplessly,

Carthew’s questions had been on_the sub-
ject of Mr. Dalton himself. The new
Form-master, of course, did not suspect that.

“Tt 1s not advisable, as a rule, Cnrthew,
to_take notice of wor ncard by chance,”
said Mr. Dalton. ut u have learncd,
accidentally, of some ncnous breach of dis*
cipline, it alters the matter.  You shall re-
peat your questions in my presence, and I

will see t}mt theso boys apswer fully and
frank

FORM-MASTER!

The Fistical Four looked at one another.

Carthew remained dumb.

The _position was a_very peculiar one.
What Mr. Dalton would think, if he learned
upon what subject the prefect had been
questioning Jimmy Silver & Co., the juniors
could not even surmiso.

“Well,” said Mr. Dalton, puzzled by the
silonce. ' 1 am waiting for you, Carthew.
Lep us go into the matter.”

e e

“Upon what topic were you questioning
these juniors?

Carthow stammred,

could mot confess ‘that he had been
cnd:.mourmg to discover something to the.
discredit of Mr. Dalton himself,

iy Silver & Co. grinned; they could
not help it. The prefect’s position was
quito a painful one.

“This is not a laughing matter,”

Dalton sharpl

“Nunno, sir!” stammered Jimmy.

«Carthew { Why do you not speak ?”

—I—* Carthew broke off helplessly.

“This_is most extraordinary!” exclaimed
the master of the Fourth. ““Silver, you will
toll me, at once, upon what subject Carthew
was queshomng you.”

— stammered Jimmy.

% Answ er me!”

“Jt—it was about our ride over to Bun-
bury on Saturday, sir!” gasped Jimmy

? said Mr.
|

Silver.  About—about out going fo the
Bunbury Ring, sir, o seo the boxing
match !

‘A shade came over Mr. Dalton’s brow.
E\'ldcntly Lhat affair was not an agree-
able toplc to
rrmttcr is settled % he smd “I see
no necd to reopen it,
Carthew gritted his teoth, i
ave you anything to say, Carthew?”
“No. sir!” muttered the prefect.
“Very good! You boys will take two

hundred lines each|” said Mr. Dalton.
“You may go nOW.
Jimmy Silver & Co. departed, gladly

enough.  The situation was growing too
pasnful, ‘and they were greatly relioved to
be out of it. Mr. Dalton turned to Car-
thiew. who was crimson with fury.

ou—you aro letting them off again!”
exclaimed Carthew, in a choking voice.
“You saw what they've done—knocked me
aver, and rolled mo in moud- and-and; youl
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givo,thein,tvo Tundred lines! Tl go to
the

St Biiton fxed his eyes on the prefect
grimly.

“You may please yourself about going to
the Head, Carthew,” he said. “But _first
you will hsten to me, I have not punished
these juniors soverely, for a good icason.

ou have re-opencd a matter which was
setiled by mo soveral days ago. . You had
no authority to do this. And it appears
that you have acted very m]udmmusly, to
say the least, in hearing what was not in-
tended for your cars. The juniors have the
impression that you were deliberately play-
ing; cavesdropper.

M. Dalton's look shiowed that he- shared
that impre:

LT muttered Gasthew,

“Tt is the business of a prefect to make
himself respected in the school,” continucd
Mz Dalton. “You cannot do this by acting
in oL Jway calculated to bring contempt upon

“Mr Dalton!” gasped Carthew.

“I am using plain language,” said the
Form-master.  “It is necessary. ave
been here only a few days, Carthew, but
[ have already observed you. I warn you
that you_ should be more careful in your
methods,”

Carthew clenched his hands.

“Porhaps you had better be moro care-
ful, too, sir!” he blurted out, too enraged to
measure his words.

b What do you mean, Carthew !”

“You've let them off|” hissed the bully
of thc Sixth. “Do you think I don’t know
wh

have told you w

“And Tl tell you why" snar]ed Car-
thew. “It’s becausc they saw you at the
Bunbury Ring on Saturday, and you want
them to keep it a sccret.”

For a moment the young master stood
quite still, looking at Carthew. He was
UIFeh ahdak s+ 16 sseuisid 3 {Carthiw that
he was afraid, and at_that thought the in-
so!encc of the Sixth Form bully broke all

“When » Form-master has o shady scert
_ with_juniors—" ho begs
-‘q; encol” Bintoer Dalton.
@ =o 5o Gatiis what you heard by playing the
aavesdrorner,” said Mr. Dalton mora calmly.

s

“You heard these juniors mention that they'
saw mo at Bunbury on Saturday last.”

“Yes, I_did—at the ng-ring !” said
Carthew viciously.  * der wm the
Head would thmh at one of his sta
such a place?

Mr. E]icm smiled.

That remark, insolont as it was, showed
that Czuilmw did not know all.

‘ou appear to have erroncous ideas with
regard to the Banury Ring, Carthew,” said
Mr. Dalton. s a perfectly respectablo

place; on a par, in that respect, at least,
wnh {he National Sporting Club.”

“You can tell the Head that!” snccred
Carthew. “You'd better be rather careful,
sir, how you deal with me, 0% I may men-
tion it to the Head mysel

Carthew certainly uuuld ‘not have gone to
that length had he not believed that the
Form-master was afraid of an exposure.
Never had the bully of Rookwood made a
greater mistake.

Mr. Dalton strode towards him, and his
hand dropped in a grip of iron on Carthew’s
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shou
“Come with me!” he said grimly. “Wo
will g0 to tho Head together.
“Wha-a-at
I shall report sour insolence,” said Mr.

Dalton._ “T have no doubt that Dr. Cl
holm will deal with it as it deserves. Come.”

Carthew quaked.

Ho realised that Mr. Dalton, so far from
being afraid, was only angry and contemp-
tuons _ Carthow’s sudden courage oozed out
at his finger-tips.

“I—1 don’t want to go to the Head!” he
stammered.

“Possibly. no“” said M.
“But I insist ”

“I—J— Let

“Unless_you upologlse instaptly for your

Dalton dryly.

inselence. T shall fako you to Dr. Chisholm
Mako up'your mind a o
e D O avthow pasped, “T won't—1

“Then come !

The grip on Carthew’s shoulders, that felt
like an iron vice, drew him away towards
the School House. The last vestige of Car-
thew's courage oozed away

WHold on, sir! , I-I-T apologise " ho

sped.
B ery good ! Mr. Dalton released hilg,
“Take care in future, Carthew, I shall not'
Fe so lenient on another occasion.”
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me master of the Fourth
walked a: ark Carthew stood looking
after hxm, crlmson with rage and humilia-
tion. o almost limped away from the
spot at last, with bitter rago and_hatred
running riot in his breast, His fcelings to-
wards the Fistical Four were quife mild
and charitable, now, in comparison with his
feelings towards Mr. Richard Dalton, master
of the Fourth.

—I—T'll mal»c ]um suffer for jt!* mut-
tered Carthew. T'il_bring him down!
He was only blnﬁ‘ing He daren’t let the
Head know; I know he daren’t! But—but
1 couldn’t chance it! But I'll find out some-
thing more, I know those young cads know
more than lhcw let on. Tl find it all out,
and then—

T3 EeeTth fasl the on grasp on
his shoulder. ut there was'consolation in
the thought of future revenge upon the
‘young master who had humiliated him.

i

CHAPTER 26.
Carthew's Doing!

“ ¢ ERE comes Dicky!”
Lovell.

And there was a chucklo in the

Classical Fourth, -

Richard Dalton, M.A.. entered the Fourth
Form:room, where the juniors were.gathered
for afternoon lessons.

Tt was quite a cheerful class that after-
noon.

Mr. Dalton was a_hard-working master,
and he made his pupils work; which led to
some bitter remarks on the part of fellows
like Peele and Gower. And Tubby Muffin
was rather doubtful as to what he really
thought of Mr. Dalton. But there was no
doubt that the Form, as a whole, liked and
respected  him. They would ~not have
respected a master who had allowed them to
slack.

A proof of hs popularity was the fact that
the juniors—out of his eurmg, of course
—alluded to him as “Dicky.”  Probably
Richard Dalton would not have been wholly
gratified bv that proof of popularity if he
had theard it.

But “Did k) " he was to the Fourth; and
“Dicky” he was likely to remain, so long
ns he was a master at Rookwood School.
Jimmy Silver & Co. cyed Dicky vather un-
at first: but the young mester did net

murmured
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pay them any special attention. Apparently
he had forgotten the scene in Big' Quad.
wos unaware of the Fistical Four's

knowledgo of hxs secret; though they know:
that could not not spoken on
the subject; ycb they knew he could not be
indifferent as to whether they talked about
him or not. ‘As Lovell had remarked, he
relied on their honour not to chatter about
matters that did not concern them; and this
unspoken trust was very gratifying to tho
chums of the Fourth. It showed, Jimmy
Silver said, that Dicky knew they knew how
to_play the game.

After !cssons M. Dalton ealled to the Co.
as thcy were leaving the Form-room.

shall expect your lines after tea.”

“Yos sir!” said Jimmy dutifully.

In the corridor, Arthur Edw. a5 Loveli
shook his head in a rather doubtful way.

“Dicky might have let us off tho lincs,”
ho remarked. . “ After all, he knows we'ra
buckmgl him up.

ad | V" answered Jimmy  Silver

tersely. “If he let us off because wo could

babble about him if we liked, it would be
rotten!  Dicky wouldn’t do that.”

ot ’s so, too,” agreed Lovell,

aftor some thought. Arthur Edward Lovell

was not a rapid thinker. “ Still, some fellows

would make capital out of it. Suppose
)

-

ower
e'ro not. like Peele or Gower !
grunted Jimmy Silver,

“OF course nof, assi  But if threy know
- “They won't know,” said Jimmy. “And,
look here, we’d better not talk about it even
among ourselves.  That cad Carthew very
neatly got en to it to-day, listening behind
a corner. Muffin might hear us, and
then it \mu‘d be all over Rookvyvmd Better

“Gocd

the Smh passed them
tl He stowed o blac
scowl upon the mel Four in passing, but
did not speak. ey gave hin a sweet
smile in return for his scowl.

Jimmy Silver & Co, went down to cricket
practice” after lessons, and they found Mr.
Dnlmn there. He was in charge of the
junior practice that day, and_they found

that he was a wonderful coach, which in-
creased their respect and admiration for
Dicky.
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y Muffin rolled up to the Fistical
I‘uur ¥ian thay cariioiin attes thal ccikat!
af, have you fellows been up to?” he
nsked_ “Bulkeley wants to sce you in his
study.”

“Asking us to ‘tea, most likely,” said
Lovell.

Tnbhy chortled.

“He didn’t look as if it was that|1” he said.
“He had his ashplant on the table. Youw're
hooked |

= Rats"’ growlcd Lovell.

The Four made their way to
Bu]kelovs smdy in rather an uneasy frame
of mind; though, as a matter of fact, they
could nob recal any recent sins of commis-
sion or omission,  They found the captain
of tho school looking rather grim.

“Muffin says you want us, Bulkeloy,”
Jimmy Silver meekly,

“Yes. hat’s uus you ve been chatter-
demanded the

“said

ing about Mr. Dalton?”
Reolowood captain abraply.
Tho Fistical Four starcd.

“ About “1’ Dalton et
Tha juniors’ astonishment was so evident
ihgt Bulkeley’s grim exprossion softened.
ell, there’s a yarn going round, and
E e e
“It’s being said that Mr. Dalton was at a
prige fight Jast Saturday—"
Greal

“th v mentloued it to me, and said
he understood -that the information came
from you in the firsb place,” said Bulkeley,

Jimmy Silver flushed.

“Carthew listened when we were ta'lkmg
among ourselves I” he exc]umed “That’s
how he knows! And it’s Carthew whos
spreading the yarn!”

“Do you mean to say it's true, then?
claimed Bulkeley.

@1t wasn't a_prized fight—it was a boxing
match at the Bunbulv Ring;” said Jimmy
Silver wluctanLl never méant t6 say
a w We c(qunL help (,:uthc\, listen*

Bulkelef bvr h? 5
T thoug] nuply a silly ym.,
caid, 1bs dushud awhintit,
knows his own business beut, of \,omse but
* He pnnsed “It's all over the school
now. © it’s erue, T suppose there’s
nothing ‘mote to be said:  You can clotr
off.”
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Jimmy Silver & Co. left the captain’s
study in an uncomfortablo mood. Carthew
had dorie_his worst, and they were glad
that he did not know all. That was one
comfort. © But it was bad
to have. the _school buzing
news that Mr. Dalton had been scen at what
Carthew chose to call a prize-fight

“He'll think we’ve been babblmg, after
all,” muttered Jimmy Silver uncomtortably.

“T— swonder—-"

“Let’s go and see him,” said Lovell reso-
lutely. “He’s bound to' hear of it soom,
and it's not fair that bo should think we've
been chattering uhon

Jimmy shook

“We ean’t spcnk to him about it. unless ho
speaks to us first. ter all, he knows
Carthew was listening to us, and he may
guess it was that cad did the tri Let’s
go and have

n a rather (roubled ‘maod (.l'xe chums of
the Fourth proceeded to the end study.

After tea, when they took in their lines
to Mr. Dalton, they looked—as they felt—un-
casy, wondering whether the master had yet
heard the “yarn” that was going the rounds
of Rookwood.

His face gave no sign of it.

He was_calm and kind as usuval, though
he glanced qx.te carefully over. the imposi-
tions to see that they were well done. The
Fistical Four felt rather comforted as they
quitted_their new master.  They felt that,
after all, Mr. Dicky Dalton would do them
justice, and would understand that they
wWero not. responsible for the unpleasant talk

when "at last it reached his ears, if it had
not done so already. Bub towards Mark
cmhew their feelings were very nearly
Hunni;

CHAPTER 27.
Carthew Does Not Go to Bunburyl
“ GONG to Bunbury again, you
/ o
* Tubby Muffin asked that ques-
a5 the Fistical Four wheeled

tion a:
their bikes out on the Wednesday afternoon.
Mornington and- Erroll -aid Oswald were

with the four.
“No, ass I answered Jinimy Silver. “Too
jolly far for a ride. - Wo had cnough of
Torty milo spins last week."!
Y cay, i you're going-—

“T've toki you we're not, hthcml I
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“I know I” assonted Tubby \1umn “But
if you're going, I'd like to come. ~ Is there

cnother boxing match at the Bunbury Ring,
immy 77
The captain . of  the. Fourth glared af
Reginald Muffin. Appatently. the fat Classi-
cal did not, plaso, abbelute foiti in Fimmy's
veracity. Tubby Muffin suffered from the
- sad fate of oll lisrs—ic_never cauld beliove
what was told hin
“You fat rotter " said Jimmy Silve
“Te a jolly good mind to scalp you! Buzz

’1‘\\bbv Muﬁin backed aw

We'ro not going to Bunbury !” shricked

Lovell.
“Oh, all right; no need to yell " said
Muffin, *“Yon oan’t

: ull the wool over my
eyes, that's all! I ,oFy well hope Carthew
will cateh you at it!”
“Carthew 1" smrl Jlmm\'
mean, you fat duff
R Caritey s set going, |
anyhow ! jeered Muffin. “That's why he's
g, I fancy. ~ Serve you right if ho

“What do you

going,
catches you !
Jimumy Silver looked very gra

ve all at
on

e o sot bow Civilin s going to
Bunbury this afternoon, Muffin?” he asked
quictly.

“Because I heard him ask Knowles for his
county map to look out the cycling routes
to Bunl m.," answered Muffin,~ “I saw him
going over the map, too.  And he asked |
BulLelm how long it took him when he rode
to Bunbury once—I heard him, You mind
Carthew don’t catch you going into the

You won't get off so lightly next

Lol made a moment towards the doubt.
ing Thomas of ¢ urth, and Reginald
7\Iuﬁn mmmly ﬁed to escape the lunge of a
father large boo

Jimmy sums face was gravo as the
clms wheeled out their machines.  Near
the gates of Rookwoo m pped and
his comrades stopped with him, - Morny
looked T
AV 6 fallowaoominttl hS asked.

awdit for us,” amswered Jimmy
“T think, after all, we may go on
another road,”
“What—" began Lovell,
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*“Oh, all serene!” said Mornington. And
he rode away with Erroll and Oswald.

The . Fistical Four remained alone, three
of them with inquiring cyes fixed on their
“Uncle James.”

* What’s this stunt?” asked Lovell. “Weo
arranged to go for a spin with Morny and
the rest.  Whats biting you now, Jiminy

“What is_Carthew going to Bunbury
s

+for?” said Jimmy Silver abruptly.

too thumping a ‘slacker to_want to rldc
‘twenty miles out and back if he can help
it1”

“Perhaps he's going to the boxing show
as_he’s’ heard so much about it lately! i
grinned Ne\wome

* More “his line than ours, really,
espe(‘m]lv iEhaltould gt s e et o it
said

Jlmmy ‘shook his head.

=1 can’t help thinking ‘that it's up against
Dicly 1" he s

“El Ho“ r asked Lovell.

“He must have a jolly good reason m
such a ride, a slacker like Carthew. You
| 'remember how keen he 1\ns to get out of u%
whnt we knew; he guéssed we knew moro

‘than we let on. He knows that Dicky was
‘at the Ring—that’s all. Doesn’t it look as
r he thinks he may find out something more
going over to Bunbury We know he
Intcs chky like poison for setting him

i I—I suppose it's possible.  But if—""
| _“If he's after Dicky’s scalp, we're going to
chip i in. » caid Jimmy Silver decidedly. * Car-
thew’s going over to Bunbury spying
| aftor Did o may find out lots of things.
| He may spot that—that——

““Tnat Mr. Dalton was a fighting man in
the ring there,” said Raby, with a whistle.
“I dare sn? the anb 's name was known to
some people. £ Carthm\ spotted
that, he could mxke Dmiw sit u)

“Richard’s a good sort,” smd Jimmy
Silver. “He's been a brick to us—though he
does give us lines—and it's up to us to
see that nothing happens to Richard.”

“Good nld Richard!” chuckled Lovell.
“Tm gam What are we going to do
—have Cm-chew off his bike and mop up the
road with him? It would only mean a flog-

T

&
5

“«Hero he comes, anyhow,” said Newcome.
Carthew of the Sixth wl heeled his bike out,
Ho scowled at the Fistical Fe.r :nd
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mounted and  pedalled avay  (ovards
Coombe,

FGet on1” said Jimmy Silver.

“Af!vr him?”

T.he iom juniors rode slowly after Car-
thew," Thay did not want to pass him, and
did not want lim as yet, to guess that they
wore following him. = But refect had
0. suspicion of that, Ho pedalfed through

‘gombe and_on to Rookham. Leaving
Rookham behind he md(- along the leafy
lanes to Latcham, the Fisﬁcal Four still
‘behind.
| After Latcham, Carthow' stapped ‘to. walk
his machine up a hill. and then he looke
back, and started at the sight of the chums
of the Fourth.

Ho waited for them to come up, with a
grim exprossion on his face.

Rt are you fags doing, horo?” he
asked.
iking,” answered Jimmy Silver briefly.

“You are following me

“ Have you purchased this road Carthew ?”
.asked Arthur’ Edward Lovell sarcastically.

Carthiow's oyes glinted.

“Go back to Rook\\uud nt once !” he said.

“I order you, as a pre

The Fistical Four exclmngcd R lances; bt
they did nov budge,  That *vrannical cxer-
Gl of e avthoiy ot b et Fok o
ice” with the chums of the end study.

“Do you l’\DRX' me 2" roared Carthew.

“Wo're not

"Go b ck !
ots 1
vd § shall report this to the Head !” shouted
Carthe .
| “Ropm’t and be hanged!” answered
Jimmy Silver coolly. .
Carthew clenched his hand. But the

Fistical Four looked so warlike that he
jwisely decided not o como to closer quor:
Jimmy Silver & Co. were quite pre-
pnred to dust the road with Carthew, prefect
as ho was, in their friendly concern for
Dalton, Form-master and boxer. They had
Gogided, nom. ., that it was up to “them
take ‘care_of Dicky, though probably Mr.
I DRl Sl ave, beanoacty. muel sttt
fishied to learn that he was under tho pro-
itection-of four juniors in the Fourth Form.
. Garthew turned away with a black look,
Behind him the Fistical

ol
‘The prcrms attempt to turn ther_ back
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removed any lingering doubt Jimmy Silver
mg-ht have had. Jarthew was going to

Bunbury to make inquiries on the subject of
Mr. Dalton, ]mplng to learn something
against him. And if he did so while the
memory of the great fight het\\ en the
Lamb and the Bunbury Pet was still fresh,
there “"l}s llttle doubt that he \\ould get hold

ac

That Jimmy Silver was determined
prevent.  He would have taken big ri
rather than have allowed Dicky to come
under the thumb of the scheming prefect.

Mile after mile glided under the revolving
wheols, the Fistical Four still }mngmg on the

v, \\ho took no further

y to Bunbury Jimmy

ilver made up his S T o

dismounted to walk their machines up a
steep hill.

“Weve got to stop him,” said Jimmy in a
low voice. “Now’s our chance! He's too
jolly slack to walk the other ten miles to
Bunbury if something happens to his

jig

ki But what can happen to it?’ ejaculated
Lovel

2 Hc ’s gomg to lose it !”

Jlmm\ Silver gave his instructions to his
followers, and thoy stared. But there was no
hanging back. - The Fistical Four were all
gume in iho generous crterpriso of taking
care of Dicky |

hey remounted their machincs, and
pedn]led on hard after Carthew, who was
still_wheeling his bike up the steep hill,
Carthew was perspiring and grunting, and
scowling_savagely. The ecxertion did not
agreo with him, He called out- to Jimmy

a5 the juniors came u

i i

“Wheel this bike up for me.”

Jimmy started. It was on tl\e tip of his
tongue to refuse. Ho had not ridden so far
from Rookwood to fag for Carthew of the
Sixth. But the next moment he, realised
how the prefect was playing into his hands.
Jimmy had determined to get hold of tho
bike by charging the prefect and rolling him
over—a very reckless proceeding.  Now
Garthow was offering him tho bike! | Unclo
James of Rookwood smiley

“You want me to take it, Carthew " ho!

asl
S ch hang you!”
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Carthew did not wholly expect his order
to be obeyed. = So he was !elmve§ when

Jimmy Silver jumped down and took the
handlebars.
“Leave it to me,” said Jimmy meekly.

Carthew was only too glad to leave it to
him. Tt was fag enough to tramp up the
ki wilhnuh whnelmg the bike.

Jimmy closed one eye at his chums.
iovell and Raby and Newcome turned, and
went freo-wheeling down the hill the way
they had come. And as Lovell passe
Jimmy, the latter handed him Carthew'’s
blke and Lovell wheeled it on beside his
o

It was done so neatly and quickly that Car-
thei had no chance whatever of interfering.
Indeed, even then it did not occur to him
that the chums of the Fourth intended to
carry off his machins

top that fooling ! ’" he called out angrily.
Jimmy junped on his own machine and
followed his chums.

Carthew stared after them,

“Come back, Silver ! he bawled.

Jimmy did not answer. The four juniors
“wore going downhill at a ternﬁc pace novw,
Carthew’s bike led by Lov en
dawned upon the bully of the Sixth what
was happening, and he broko into a des-
verate msh m n

“Brin ack1” ho shrieked.
Vo B s Roolkwoad 1 yelled back
TJimmy Silver.

“Ha, ba, ha

“You—you—Tll—Fll— Carthew splut-
tered furiously. ~ He dashed down the hill
4t a frantic speed after the cyclists.

But he had simply no chance, There was

a slope of & mile. before the juniors, an

they went down it at record speed. Behind

them camo Carthow, flushed and panting,
streaming. with perspiration, boiling _with
rage, and uttering o;aculatmns which it was
just as well Jimmy Silver id not hear
—certainly those ejaculations SrimE e
to youthful cars. Frantic as were his cfforts,
%o pursuing prefect was left farther and
farther behind at every step.

_n thotsecs slone he cauglit his foot at
Inst, and stumbled and rolled over, losing
his balance.  Jimmy Silver glancéd back
from the foot of the hill, end gave a breath-
lesp laugh at the sight of Carthew rolling.

a, ha,
0T o s 1 hs ebiiog of the end
study saw of Carthow. A'kend of the road
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hid him from their andbthabpment
on towards distant Roo}umad triumphant.

Carthew’s, trip to Bunbury was knocked
on the head for that day at least!

That evening there was trouble for four.
Jimmy Silver & Co., called into their Form-
mastm s study, found Carthew there, furious

d full of complaints, and looking utterly,
dusty and weary and fagged out.  Mr.
Dalton’s look was very sterr. i

“Carthew informs me that yon deprived
him of his bicyele, and caused him lo walk
nine miles home to Rookwoed,” said Mr.
alton severely, “How dare you play such
a trick on a prefect!”
Swish, swish, swish, swish |
Jimmy Silver & Co. wriggled out of tho
study They hnd expmcd it, and it copldn’t
be helped. But it was pairiful—very pain-
ful! And when the pain had worn off they
were not sorry; though it was a swishing
from Mr: Dalton that had rewarded them
for looking after Dicky !

As Jimmy Silver remarked later on that
evening, a caning under those circumstances’
was just bearable; and fo this noble senti-!
ment his three chums answered with three
groans

CHAPTER 28.
Very Handsome of Dicky!
TPTY guineas 1”
“Yes!”

[ Rats > said Jimmy Silver & Co.,

Tubby M\.én Jooked indignant. Tubby
always “was indignant when his statements
were doubted. His statements, as a rule,
were. not worthy of much credence,
Tubby was indignant all the same.

“If you fellows don’t believe me—" ha
said warmly. by

“Of coutse we don’t!” said Jimmy Silver,
with a look af Surpnse “Does anybody
—ever 17

The statement was tao steep for them,

Certainly, Mr. Dalton, the new master of
the. Fourth, was just the man to make tho
biggest contribution he could afford to’ a
fund for a man disabled in the War—an old
Rookwood man.  But fifty guineas was a
subscription far beyond the mecans of the
average Form-master. Masters' salarids at
Rookwood were on 4 generous scale; but
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they did mot allow of the disbursement of
sums_like that for charitable objects.
Valontine Mornington of the Classical
Fourth, lounged into the study.
Hoord tho latest about Dicky?” asked

L “Tishy’s got a_yamn about him,” said
Jimmy Silver. “He's dreamed that Di
g put up fifly guineas for Captain Smith.
' “It's true !”

“‘th(ﬂ” exclaimed' the Fistical Iour, in
chorus.

“Right as rain!” said Mormng(:on “I've
seen it in the list. Is't it simply xipping
of Dalton? ‘make a thumpin’ big holo
in, his quarter’s snhry 1"

Jimmy Silver & Co, stared.

“Dalion’s really pdm D fifty guincas!
‘ojaculated Jimmy

o Ha as.  And ull the fellows think it's
‘rippin’, and so it is! Somebody says that
Dalton was out in Flanders with Smith, and
was with him when he was knocked out,
said Morningion. *Ho's standin: by an old
‘comrade-in-arms, it s But it's
X Bien b e it to.a tune ike {hat.I

”

uhed in the)r eagerness to confirm thls new

circumstance to the credit of Dicky. They
crossed_the quadrangle, and turned into
thtle Quad, upon which the school library

pened,  Carthew of the Sixth was crossing
Lrtue Quad in the same direction.

They followed the prefect into the library.

Evidently- Carthew had heard the news
of Mr. Dalton’s munificent subscription to
the fumi and was curious to see whether it
was tru

It was true enough. The list was open for
all to And there was the name of
Rnchnxd Ds,hon, with the sum of fifty-two
'pcrunds ten shlllmgs atte

“There it is as large as hfa g said Lovell.
“Tubby was telling the truth for once ! Good
old Dicky 1"

“Isn't it
“Isn’t he a bri

Carthew scowled.  His feelings towards
the. new master of the Fourth were bitter
enough; he had had trouble more than once

ripping ?” oxclaimed  Raby.

;lready with Mr. Dalton, though the latter |

been only & wveck o =0 at Rookwood.
Mr. Dalto rely_down upon
Cavthow's bullying proclivitios: and the bully
of the Sigth hiad beon brought up sharp i
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several occasions. Jimmy Silver & Co. piled
on their entl\\masm a little, for the special
benefit of Carthe

The prefect looked at them sourly.

“Isn’t it topping of him, Carthew
Jimmy Silver affably.

And his chums grmned

“Jolly queer for a new master to whack
out a sum like that!” said Carthew, with &
sncer.  “I wonder where he got it?”

‘And he lounged away, with a dark brow,
Anything that added to the popu]anty
Richard Dalton was like gall and worme
wood to his enemy, the hully of the Sixth.

Jimmy Sll\e\ rew a deep breath.

“The sneering rotter!” he muttered.
“Doos o think: that Dicky picked it ou
of a pocket, the rotter?”

“It is a bit queer, though,” said Lovell.
“I fancy everybody will be- surprised at
Dalton whacking out such a sum.
haven’t heard that he's a “cam"y ‘man,

“He jsn’t!” said Jimmy.

"anty guineas is a lot oGt e

my Silver gave a start, as a new
thought flashed into His mind.

" asked

“Eiity guineas!” ho ejaculated.  “T've
o, il

A ive got s, exclaimed Raby.
“Yes, T think s

“Whack it out among your pals, then!”
grinned Raby. “It will 'scc us through
the, zext of o tho torm?”

et held Jimmy Silver, “Imean
T'vo bhought it out. 1 know whero Dicky
ot fifty guineas—at least, I think I do.”

W Wharep
together,
“At the Bunbury Ring!” said Jimmy.
“Don’t you remember—tho fight beLween
the Lamb and the Bunbury Pet was for o
purso of fifty guincas, and Mr. Dalton won.
o ba the purse, of course. That’s
where it came from. And hes stood the
\vbo\s of it to thls giddy fund.”
“Great Scott!”
“You've hit it, Jimmy!
“Isn’t he a corker?” said Jimmy Silver.
“By Joyo! I'd like to fell it to all Rook:
wood! By Jove, I would! But we've got
to keep it dark about Dicky boxing at
B\mbury But isn’t he a real white man?™
Hear, hear!”
The Fistical Four strolled out of the
library much elated with their discovery.
They had no further doubt on the subicct.

demanded his three ghums

P
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They had seen Mr, Dalton knock ouf the
Buibury, Pot in the boting ring at Bur
bury, and they knew he must have raceived
the” winner's pursc of fifty guineas. The
sum was_the sume—it was clear that the
fighting Form-master had handed out the
whole of it in a subscription for the ben:
of an old comrado “crocked” in the War.

And if anything had been needed to add
to tho Fistical Four's great admiration of
their new master, that would have done it.
They passed Mr. Dalton on their way back
to the School House, and “capped” him
with deep respect. Vs Dalton gavo them
a nod and a kind smile—probably quite un-
oo es ot i tast um he had assumed
heroic proportions in the eyes of tho en-
thusiastic juniors.

“He’s 4 real white man, and no mis-
tako!” Jimmy Silver remarked, as he sat
down to finish his tea in tho ‘end siudy.

And if that cad Carthew tries any more
of his tricks against him \\cll jolly well
digp o2 him liko » ton of i

tho, Co, responded heartily :
" Prear, hem"

CHAPTER 29.
Carthew Scores!
N S.xturday nftcmoon Jn'nmy Slver
O St e
\h\k Carthew prefect of Lha Snth
orm.  TheFistical Four ought
really w have been atwndlhg‘_t‘e‘ Lcnckez
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find out the whole of the facts, whatever
they were. And, once he began inquiries
on the spot, it was only tco probable that
he would be able to identify Mr. Dalton
with the “Lamb * who liad kitocked out the
Bunbmy Pet. That was what Jimmy Silver

'Jhe Tistical Four admired Mr. Dalton

r his boxing abilities. But they realised

that the Head of Rookwood was certain
to take quite a different view.

Indeed, they rather shuddered to think
of what the Head might say and do if he
learned that one of his Form-masters had
appeared in a ring as a pugilist,

True, it had happened befors Mr. Dal-
ton's arrival at Rookwood, but only a few
hours before, Dr. Chisholm’s view of the
matter were likel
Tt might even lead to Mr.

arture from Rookwood—a prospect that

ismayed the chums of the Fourth. i

So, at any risk, they wero ready to
“handle ” Carthew if he started on the
track of investigation.

After dinner that day, when Carthew
strolled into the quadrangle, four juniors
strolled after him.

When he went round to the bike-shed,
four juniors also went round to the bike-

“When Carthew wheeled out his machine,
four . juniors_ wheeled out their machines,
sticking to him like shadows.
Carthew whooled his bxe)clc into tho
f this faithful

practice, but on that e:
thny swere more interested in Mark Car-

Nm, that Carthew, in himself, was an in-
teresting object. enerally, the less the
;umors saw of him the better they liked

“But they suspected Carthew. They were
aware that he was ““up against” their hero,
Dicky Dalto
Carthew dxd not know that Mr. Dalton
had figured in the Bunbury Ring as a
boxer. He only knew that the Form
master had been present on. the occasion
of the fight. But he had vague suspicions
of something more. He found out
so much by eavesdropping. now
the Fistical Four were keeping something
, and he was keenly desirous to_know
what it was, having no doubt that it was
something to Mr. Dalton’s discredit. It
was at Bunbury that Carthew hoped to

following, . Four  juniors wheeled . their
bicycles into the road also. And when ho
stopped, they stoppe

Then' Carthew of the Sixth looked at

them, with a bitter smile.
“Following me again—what?” he caid.
“Oh, we're going for a spin,” said Jimmy
Silyer.
“on the road to Bunbury, I suppose?”
ossil
i Bhe idea of bﬂgﬁmg ™y bioyle
and leaving ‘mo strand
before?” said Carther.
“What & lellow gocs spying—" began
Lovell hot
Jimmy S e inde s sign to his chum
to_be sile
“I quite gec on to the idea,” said Car-

thow, with o amile. “But T fancy you
Il be mipped n the bud this. timel
Macki® Ho ealled to the parter, Mack,



3 thew politely.
“Cert
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will you ask Mr. Dalton to step here? He's
in_the quad.”

“Suttingly, sir” said Mack,
Jimm, ver & Co. looked at one
another with rather startled glances. They

thad not expeeted this move on the part of
‘the enemy.

. For onco the chums of the end study
‘were rathor nonplussed.

Certainly they could not tell Mr. Dalton
that they werc “looking after him "—and
cortainly he would be wrathy, at least, at
the idea of being taken under the pro-
tection of Fourth Form juniors if he knew
it. Tho Fistical Four were at a loss, and
they were feeling very uncomfortable when
M. Dalton apposted in the ‘gate eway.

scuse my troubling you, sir.” said
anl§ " zaid M, Dalton, glancing
at the prefm and then at’the juniors.

“What is the matter, Carthew ?”

“Last Wednesday, sir, I reported these
juniors for caliring my bike and leaving

me to walk home. I have reason to be-
liove that they intend to play the SRt
afternoon,” Carthew  calmly.

{*They have sturted following me.”
Mr. Dalton frowned.
“Silver, s it ‘possible—"
“We— S
“Are you following Carthew?” damanded
the master of the Fourth,
| “Yooes, sirl”
“How dare you, Silver? T caned you on
lthe previous occasion! | Have you no ro-
for a_prefoct of the Sixih Form, or
your Form-master?” exclaimed ~Mr.
Dnlion sternly.

ellow shouldn’t go spying—"
[blurted out Lovell.
“What 7"’ .
s going to Bunbury—
“Shurrup!” whispered Jimmy ; Silver

A slight change camo over Mr. Dalton’s
lface. He fixed a very penctrating glance
upon Mark Carthow.

“You are going to Bunbury, Carthew?”
he_asked.

may v
swered Carthew coolly. ‘suppose it
gloes ot concern thesc boys ot Bh R Raucih

Form

nn 60,” said Mr.
FSilver, and the rest,
ately go in, and i
two hours.”

o in that du‘ectmn, sir,” an-

Dalton quietly.
you will immed
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5 Oh, sir'”

“If there is any interference with Car-
thew, l 511.111 punish you with the greatest
severity.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. cxchanged hopeless
looks, and quietly whecled in their
machines.  The pursuit of Lmhe“ that
afternoon was nipped in the The
scheming profect had complctcly check-
mated Dicky’s xnutcctors‘

“You are going for a rather long spin,
Carthew,” )ir alton remarked, his eyet
on the prcf

“Yes, sir,” smd Carthew calmly. “I may
drop in'at Bunbury. There's a show to-day
at the Bunbury Ring.”’

“I am not sure that the Head would
approve of your visiting the Bunbury
Ring, Carthe

“Why not, mr"” said Carthew, with a
smile. ““Silver and his friends visited the

place last week, and you did not. punich
them when I reponed it. And, according
to Sll\'cr, you yourself were there at the
samo time. T do not set up to bo moro
particular than a Formmaste, -sit.”

Mr. Dalton compressed his lips hard

“I have forbidden. the jumurs to vuw
the place again,” he said. "I shall
mter[ere, howover, with a_prefect.

rned on his heel and walked away.

Cnrthew grinned as he ‘mounted his
bicycle. - He felt that ho had scored this
time over che man_he choso to regard as

is onemy. It was in quite a cheery mood
that Carthew of the Sixth pedalled away on
the long road to Bunbur

CHAPTER 30.
Carthew’s Triumph!
« Q70U slackers coming down to
Y cricket ?
Conroy,' the Australian, asked

the quostion _as he came on tho
Tistical Four in the quadrangle.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had put up their
bicycles; they had no use for them mow.
The ride to Bunbury was off—very much

o. An hour had passed since Carthow
had started, and - following him now was
out of the question. They could not disobey
the direct orders of Mr. Dalton, even for
his own sake.

The dmmn “of the

3
g
E

Fourth were not feel-
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ing happy or comfortable.
them with a grin

“You look like a set of merry moulting
fowls!” he remarked.  “Anything hap-
pened 7"

“Lots of things,” grunted Jimmy Silver.
“But we _may as well come down to the
cncL’* We've got to lick you kids into
shay beating the Moderns next week.”
And the Fistical Four repaired to Lwﬂo

ic

Conroy ‘ eyed

Side. They could do nothing for “Dicky,”
and <bere was no usc in wasting time. And
the Co. soon forgot disappointment

thei
in the keen interest of cricket.

But when the cricket was over, and they
_came in to ten, they thought of Carthow
again, ani his ride to Bunbury.

“Aftes all,” remarked Lovell, as ho
aracked lis egg in the end study—"after
all, it’s a week sinco the fight at the Bun-
bury Ring, and Carthew mayn’t find any-
thing out about Dicky. He was a stranger
in tho town. He came down from London
for the fight.”

“And came on here afterwards,” said
Raby. "My hat! Fancy going in for a
fight only a few hours before he was duc
to it at Rookwood as the new Form-

e \Vcll the date of the ﬂght was ar-
ranged, most likely, a good way in ad
vance,”. remarked Jimmy Silver. “If Dicky
was booked for it he couldn’t help it; and
T suppose he bagged the appointment at
Rookwood as soon as he had a chance, and
50 the dates comcldrd Bu(: the Head
would jump if he knew; I can’t help think-
ing that. It would_be awfully unpleasant
for Dicky. The Head might call it a
prize-fight, the same as Carthow does.”

‘It might mean the boot for Dicky!”
Raby obscrved.

“Tt might easily.

“And that cad’s over there this after-
noon nosing it all out!” said Nr-\wcnmc
“And Dicky himself called us off fro
stopping him. I—1 supposo ho really iad]
no. cumcc, though.”

¢ he mayn't spot anything about the
ﬁnht. » said Lovell. “He only knows that
Dicky was at the Ring e e o that
we vere there. So were a thousand other

sspects more, though, said Jimmy
“He doesn’t know what tl

knows there’s a secret ;
lm hoa s that the fieht was for ﬁftv guineas
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he may jump to the truth, knowing that
icky has pnt up ffty guincas for Captain
Smith’s bene:

“Raten growled Raby.

“We can't do anything now,” said Lovell:
“Pass the jam.

"\\cll sce Carthew when he comes mv
though,” said Jimmy Silver. “We'll find
imt whether he’s made a discovery, any-
how.

But it was 2 long time beforo c'mhcw
of the Sixth came in,

He did not turn up at cvening call-over,
as the juniors noticed.  Prefeots had the
right to cut call- mu, so Carthew’s abscnce
was not specially remarked upon, excol
ing by the Tlatiial Monr. SAE Ik ntly the
xhckm of the Sixth had féund the long~

e a laborious one.

After call-over, Jimmy Silver & Co.
hung about downstairs, keeping an eye
open for Carthew. Ho came in ab last,
lookmg rather dusty and emnmcly tired.

But there was a satisfied e: ion on his
face, in spite of his f;\ngue, nnd Jimmy,
Silver’s heart sank as he n

The cad of the Sixth had mado a_dis-

covery. His cyes fell on the Fistical Four,
and he smiled—a emilo that was fall of™
malicious triumpl

“Hallo! Yowre late, Carthew!” re-
marked Bulkeloy of the Sixth, coming
along. “Had a long spin?”

“Yos, as far as Bunbury,” said Cars

thew with an_eye on the Fistical Four.
“Jolly. long ride, but I've had quite a
good time,”

“ Anything special on in Bunbury, then 2"

“Yes. T've heard a lot about a big. fight
that took place there last week—the Lamb
and the Bunbury Pet,” said Carthew.

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath. Car-
thew could see that the juniors were drink-
ing in every word, and their varying ex-
pressions. afforded Tim g keen_satisfaction.
Bulkeley, who did not notice that by-
play at all, was puzzle

“Not much interest in a fight that took
place a week ago, is there"” he aske

Ui hisl tnstance; yes, answéred'|Cars
thew, with a smile, “The fight was be:
tween a local champion and a-visiting boxer
from London for a purse of fifty guincas.
The Lamb, from London, won the
Nobody seemed to know what the Tamb’s
name was, but I was lucky cnough to bag
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@ copy of the" local paper with a photo-
'graph” in i
“Oh!” Lreathed Jimmy Silver.
“An  enterprising local photographer
snapped the Lamb,” contmued Carthew.
“It was put in the ¢ Bunbur; Record,
along. ith”thut of the Pet. Ruther lucky,
wasn i
“I don’t quite see it,” answerad the Rook-

xood captain, wmore ‘and more perplexed,

“You're not specially interested in the
‘Lamb, are_vou
“No end!” answered Carthey

And he walked on to his sLnd,y leaving

Bulkelev staring.

my Silver & Co. exchanged sickly
looks as Bulkeley went on his way, and
Carthew disappeared into his study.

The worst had happened; or, rather,
worse than the worst the Fistical Four had
‘anticipated.

arthew had not only found out the
truth, but he had brought proof of it home
to Rookwood, in_the shape of the photo-
‘graph published in the Bunbury paper.

“What awful luck!” muttered Jimmy
{Silver. “I—I never even thought of any-
thing " of that kind.”

{"“We could have stopped Ium,

Lovell. “But—but Dalton did-

{ " “The game’s up" ‘s3id . Raby Taiser-
‘nblyi “That rotten cad will show the
ipicture all over Rookwood. No one could
|mistake chkv s f&ce There ain't a lot of
\faces lxkc

mut.tered

r seh his teef

“HB \ms just rubhmg .\t in because we
‘could hear him,” he said. “But—but the
cad isn’t going to have it his own way.
{Ho hasn’t shown the peer yet, and he's
‘not going to, We'll stop him—

{ “Ho could get anather copy,”” said Raby,
‘s'hakmny his ~ head. e’s done us,

J Tubby Muffin rolled along the passage.

“ Jimmy !

> "Oh, don’s bother ! snapped the captain

of_the Fourth.

i Ho was in no humour for being bothered

by, Reginald Muffin,

I, ~“Carthew wants youl” grinned Tubby. |i

*You'ro o go at onco—all Tour of you.’

What the thump for!” grovled Lovell

Tubby chuckle

“I didn't siop to ask,” he said. “But
Carthew had his cane on the table. He,
he! You're in for it!
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Lovell lunged out with his boot, and the
fat Classical yelped and dodged, and. tho
Tistical Four made their way to Carthew’s
study, in the very lowest of spirits, The
bully’ of the Sixth had scored, and they
realised it. Carthew had won all along the
line, and Mr, Dalton—their idolised Dicky
—was now at his mercy.

CHAPTER 31,

The Whip Hand!
ARK CARTHEW smiled as the Fis-
M tical Four presented themsclves in
lus stud)’ He was still dusty and

d, but apparently his triumph

could noc wait. He had the whip-hand now
—or he believed he-had—and *he longed to
show his “power.

“Come in you young scoundrels!” ‘wat
his polite greeting

The juniors came in.

“You stslted following me to-day,” said
Carthew. “TI er day you bagged my
bike, T'm gomg to cane you severely I””

“Are you?” said Jimmy Silver between
his teeth.

“I am.

| And T don’t think your cheery
Formmaster will chip in to profect you his
time!” sneered Car “I happen to
hold that dear wung et ot e
hollow of my hand.”
“Y, h yontel, bhen
grunted Tovell contemptuously.
“T'll make you smart for that along with
the rest!” smiled Carthew. “So that was
the secret you young scoundrels were keep-
ing. Last Saturday you saw Mr. Dalton
fighting in_the ring, like a common prize-
fighter, and you thought you were going to
keep it dark. I know thero wias something,
but I never guessed that, by gad!
Rookwood Form-master boxing a pug. in
tho ving for money ! Sounds e, "aesnt

‘l”ymL'

The juniors did not speak. The gloating
tone of the bully of the Sixth showed how
much he enjoyed the situation.  Jimmy
Silver & Co. wero very far from onjoying

Gitthom iha snackedad Tar. begond Hia
opes. He scemed hardly able to contain
his. triumph.

“I shouldn’t have guessed it,” he went
on.” “I couldn’t find out the Lamb's real
name, and I got the paper, hoping to find

B
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out something about the affair—something or
anything. And then there was Dalton’s chivvy
staring me in the Bless that merry
photographer! I fancy Daiton docsu’t know
Lis_ photograph was piiuted there. * He would

fy Carty his Meaa"so high if he knew. Il

lower it for him, fast enough!” Carthew
Jughed. ' “I've oulj to show this copy of the
“ Bunbury Record * to the Head. T will if
to_doesn’t toe the line! Ha, b

Jimmy breathed har

He understood now that Carthew did not

intend to make his knowledgo immediately

publle. Ho wae going to hold it over
ton’s head. The Form-mastcr would be under
his_thumb!

Jimmy felt a sickening sensation. He had
tried to save Dicky, and he had failed. It was
bitter that the batkcsz sheep at Rookwood
anJ'd lnumpu in this way.
idgyou yourg rascals keep it dark?”
demuudv_d Carthew. 1 should have expected
yop o bable b 201 over the school

“You would!” said Newcome sLDlnf\lll

b Ynn le guttlug an easy time in the [‘ urth,

price of silence—what?”

wud think 50, said Jimmy
ept_the wcret because it wasn't
Am] Dick) . Dalton

money.

T oneht to have guessed when I saw that,”
grinned Carthew, “but I never did. But 1
know now. 1 think T've got the uppor ten
now, my pippins. I'm going to make you smart
for your cleek, and If ou givo me any moro
 I'm going to have you flogged.”
And"bow are vou golug o o thatt” saia
Jxmm cing. bim
“1 shal sk A ‘Dalton o ge0 to It
And o Jou. think he. wil

Carthew. nodded smilingly.

“Yes, 1 think so, rather than be glven away
to the ifead. I don't thiuk Dr. Clisiolm would
Iet, 8 prizofghier & p here as a master.”

ST ot out Lovel
st will dot* said Carthew, taking up.his

«Hold out your hand, Silver! You
firsh!”
Jimmy Silver hesitated.
“You hear LT e?” said Carthew menacingly.

41t you dowt obey me I shall take sou f

M, Daiton Ao ondgs Hiim o Have s
e oy bavesenbis socai
bt What it amounts alton
won't get his ears up with me again in a hurry,
T usure you” sald Carthew. -« T'm masted
d I'm ‘heginning with you checky young

uow,
cads. i pat Dalton in his ‘place, too, never
fear. Now hold out your han

nmy Silver held out his hand.

FORM-MASTER!

Mo would haye resisted, but e thought of
Mr. Dalton and how the young master would;
1ok, B dmmacs Ahoes, oo o deumon whioh]
would have the force of an order behind ity
based on Carthew’s knowledge of the affair at
the Bunbury Ring, ~ For Dicky's sake Jimmy
Silver repressed his feelings and Tesolved to;
submit quietly. Carthew measured the distance;
with ves, ‘and brought down the cane with'
a temific lash.

That_lash

vould have hutt Jimmy Silver 2
good deal struck his palm, But
instine o mmmg Jimmy jerked his
bazd b b'\ck Homting savage blow.

St totn stopped the cane it swept on, and
landed on Carthew’s own leg. The prefect gave
a fearful yell as it landed, doubtless wishing
that he lind not put quife so. much savage
force into the lash,

“Yarooooh!”

“Ha, ha!” gasped Lovell breathlessly,

«Qw! Ow! Oh! You young demon!” roared
Carthew.

Beside himself with rage, th
Jimmy Silver, lashing out re:
cane.

Jimmy catight one blow on his shoulder and
one on his- arm, one on his head. And
then the four juniors, reckless of all else,
rushed on Carthew and collared him.

ump!  Carthew came heavily to the carpet,
with the Fistical Four clinging to him and
sprawling over him,
c juniors’ blood - wa
snatched tho. cane from  the prefect’s hand
“Hold him!” he toared.

Slash! Slash!

s cane descended on Carthew's back and
rthur  Edward
under.

fmnt{wully
Bnb the foursturdy jualors were too much for,

Dbully rushed at
klessly with the

Lovell

H)s yells rang through the study and through
;lhe corridor beyond. The 'door was suddeniy
ung

T matyhat ls thu‘i"

It was Mr. Dal

CHAPTER 32,
To €o or Not to Go?

ARTHEW struggled to his feet. e was
panting with rage and pain, and almost
beside himsel

wy’ word!” exclaimed Mr.
.} ARagon oy amare hat 8 uptony
can be heard as far as my
“They have attacked mel" hmvled Carthew.
«I can see that! Silver—»
“look at that mark. on

Jimmy's face!”
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hooted Lovell. “We had to stop the brute!”
ash of the cano was visible, glowing crim-
son, on Jimmy's face.

Dalton's expression
altered as he glan i,
“Carthew, you have done this—"

«He refused to be caned,” shouted Carthew.
“That is no exeuse for a brutal attack
worthy of a hooligan,” said the Form-master

sternly, “Carthew, I am ashamed of you
You dre not fit“to be a prefect of Rookwood:
“I tell yo
«The mmors, apparently only defend-
ing themselves from bratality,” thundered Mr.
Dalton. “Why were you punishing them in the
first place? T am not satisfied that there. was
good cause.”
“Because I chose!” snarled Carther.
“What?"
. “Is that plain enough? ‘!o\v they've laid
hands on me they're going to be flogzed
hooted Carthew. I expect you to see to it,
i on. You uced’t worry about the
rights and wrongs of the matter. That's for
to settle. 1 want you to report these
juniors to the Head for o ﬂau«m 2
Mr. Dalton stared at
you nut. 'of your senscs, Carthew?” he
r.-(c'l;:lmcd ‘blank]

but I mean to have my
insolence.

These fa;
Stcreb, but T shall, not unless T ehoose

“Sihady sccrets!? repeated Mr. Dalton.
you_dare to insintate—

1 insinvate nothing. I'm stating the
factat” ancored Carthow,  “Last week these
fags saw you in a prize-fight at Bunbury, and
they | kepb it dark. I know the facts now?”

ced!” Mr. Dalton’s manner was very

“Do

qme'il now «And what facts do you know,
Carthew
“1 knuw that you fought in a prize-fight

upder the nqme of the Lamb,” said Carthew.
«T've got a_copy of the local paper with your
nomm b2 % the winner of the prize-ignt.”
Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at the floor,
There was a dead silence in the study for some
moments.
Jimmy ventured to_speak at last.
“We—we never said & word, sit. We—we
wanted stop him from going over to
Bunbury because—because—"
Mr. Daltort made a gestur
T understand, Silver, ~ You were aware that
1 should not care to have the matter mentioned
y did not

The young master

“I could Bnﬂrce!y deny what is true, Car-
thew,” he said. u_are mlstaken only. on
ane ot a_prizefight, but &

was
o) e ondustad *hoxing match,
L ouy can tell that to the Head,” said Car-

57
Dalton,
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thew derisively. “Yowll have to, Mr.
if we do mot come to terms.”

“What do you mean exactly by coming to
erms, Carthe

Carthew pmmw at the jusfors,

“Those four young rascals are {o be flogged!”
l\e said. “That's for a begmnmg

“Those four juniors will not cven be caned,”
sald 45 Dalton. . “I' do.not, blame them for
defending themselves against brutality,
consequently they wil} nut be punished a all!”

ew's eyes glint

"You d prefer the 0 go to the Head?” ho

i L’ndoubtedly 4
v and el him you're a prise-fightert» jecred
“You Xnow you daren't faco it
nk you are mistaken once more, Car-
thew,” said” Mr. Dalton tranquilly, ~“So far
from’ requesting you to keep the matter
secret, I chall insist upon your accompanying
is very moment,
Seauainting him wWith the Metiers

“You juniors may go!” said Mr. Dalton,

«Carthew, come with me ab once to the Head's
shall take you by the collar if you
do_1iot come quietly!

«oh, Tll come fast enough!” said Carth
livid with rage. “You won't be a-master h
much longer, when the Head kuows what I can
2

“That Is for the Head Lo, deside, not yout®
said Mr. Dalton calmly.

The Fistical Four, xeenn« ticsatd cnough,
hung_about near Dr. Chisholm's study, when
the door of that august department had closed

upon Mr. Dalto Carthew. They would

given a greal
lmppu-mg within the closed door. Cai

his report—and showing the photo-
graph in the paper, doubtless, as a proof.
\V];M, would the Head say? What would hs

de

The door mopened at last. Mark Carthew
came out grinning.  He glanced at the Fistical
l

ou—you ve told the MHead!" breathed
Jlmmy
“Every okt issed Carthew. “And it it

fsw't the sack for your merry Formmaster, I
dow't know Dr. Chish
nd he walked on. T ‘istical Four ex-

changed dispirited: glances, and_lingered. = The
Chuds door bponed again. " Mr. Dalton and the
ead appeared there together: Dz, Chisholm's
face was very

1 must onsidert
juniors. “In
really—"

“T could do no more than explain,” sald the
Joung master quietly. Tlio account you havo
eard! was exagger ated. It was 4 boxing-mateh,
ot a prize

& ot
“T see m(le distinction,” said the

His voice reached the
the circumstances, Mr. Dalton—

Head

and *
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dryly. “And for a ®
sugely couprehend  that

ut the oceasion was-a peculiar one,
say. Thave done a great deal of

;, but have never hoxed for a
urse_before, and never intend to do so again.
Kiy “object was to raise a substantial contribic
tion, it possible, for my old c
Smith—no and mlplm
and 1 cannot say 1 am sorry

«A very worthy object, Mr. Dalton—but—
there is a_certain fitness of things—?

Tl Head cougled,

“I'am avare of it, sir! T shall be sorry to
leave Rookwood, but’ it you consider it moces.
sary, I shall g0 BRI b
you 'to let mo know your decision as soon as
possible.”

“I must consider,” said the Head. “T have
had a high opinion of you, Mr. Dalton—this
news is a great slock to we. L will consider?”

“Very goo

Ty Bits % Col bad fudiciously backe
away out._of sight. Mr. Daiton walked away;

the Head stood looking after him for
some moments, thoughtful, frowning |

rov. Then lie shnoh his head, -and turned
back into his s

er, of Rookwood—you

rade, Captain
1 succeeded;

That evening—chiefly owing to Lurmewﬂll
Rookwood knew that Mr. Dalton and
Lamb who had knocked out the Bunbury rcc
were one an same person. _An
question of burning interest was: Did i
Tthe boot » for the master of the Fourths
Aud the general opinion was that it did!

GHAPTER 3.
The Return of Gummage Major?
‘ UMMAGE major’s come back!"
Tubby Muflin fairly howled that an-
uouncement iuto the doorway of the
Jimmy. silver & Co. wero at tex in
study in the Pourth, and they were dis
a tople that was Just then of burning interest to
the Fourth Form at Rookwood School.
The fact that Mr. Dalton, their new Form.
master, might have fo leave Rookwood, worried
the Fistical Four considerably.
ey liked and admired Mr. Richard Dalton,
whom they alluded to, ameng themselves, as
%%, and they shought, 1t very hard Jnes that
the sbadow of the “sack . hung over him. -
<1 say,” bawled Tubby Mullin, *Gummage
majors come back, you leﬂm\s' bo you hear?
Morag'e scen bim
o and. what the: mm—np lior exclaimed
Guasperated. . «Bother. the man! What

(lxe end

Lovell
about” b
“He' - come back” gasped Tubby Mutin.

< anything unusual ‘in an ol
Rookwosder Iooking T at Kookwood (" demauded

THE FIGHTING FORM-MASTER!

Jimmy  Silver, “What the dickens does it!
matter,’;und whete  does  the excitement come

you don't know,” said Tubby. It
Gummage, who was expelled.  Tat was
fore our fime. e was sacked f -liaunt
and going o the races 3
generally. ~ An awful chamcur. 1 bv_llevc
Head faitly booted him out after a rov.
she's come back. He's putting up S e
in:Hand, T tell you?

S ush bea sh:uly 3 gort of charagter to put up

tha wle
m 'm\bhmg to g~n excited n\mu

“ Yo 1L vou,” atd Tubby.

“Gummag expelled, and I've heard
Bulkeley Aud Neville and Carthew talking about
him. He’s heen seen in the i lllmi)e T toll you,
and ghey all knoh what Le's eome bk for,!
t has he come back for?” asked

N o

o lick the Head!”

“ What?”
e Btical Four jumped at that. Reginald
in had succeeded in startiing them at last.

UG ek (iho Head?” yelled Love

Tubby , ek Pleased with the impres-
sion

Pt b B e answes s
«Oh, dow’t be an ass!” said Jimmy Silver
“crossly.

“Its true!” howled Tubby: ¢01d Mack
knows all nbout him; so does
He was here before our time, but they remem.
boe . o sesgoant sa him i Coombe, and
Guamage major gave Lim o message for the

Head b o o three Rookwood enaps. o
toid D ethie oo o i the Hend
¢ hed_come back

to keep his promise?”
at was bis promise?”

"When Ife was sacked he told the Head he
would come back when he was a man and thrash
him.”

I believe,” said Muffin.

Phes
“That's years ago,
He said he'd

“It's a jolly long time, anyhow.
have come only
War, you Know,
“Now lios eome, and e says he's coming
on fo Rookwood wmamw afternoon to keep
is promise. He's going to mnf a du" -whip——""
2 the Head ! ehrieked Jimmy

My only
Jiminy Siiver & Co. forgot tea; ey even forgot
| Dicky Dalton. The return .of Gummage major,

cuee ot the Sixth, o a, much morg.exeiting

maf An Old 'Boy rcturning to Rookwccd
with & dog-whip for the Head was the most
rise that lad ever Lappened,

0okwo
“It ean't wo i Lovell gasped, at last,
“The fellow ean only be gassing.
“Iys tmel” chortled Tibby Mufin. = Thc
Head’s going_to be dog-whipped = to-marrow

Taney (14! “Faney bim hopping He, be, he'>
Memington looked into the study,” grinning
ou fel

“1Is it true?” asked Jimmy Silver.
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e Trueasa die! 1 heard Gummage major talk;
to the sergeant in the High Street in Coombe,”
grioned Sormy. o Ho's a helty Tellow, six. feet
Iﬂh with ﬁatw like legs of mutton, and a busted
1 the prizeting since he
nat he always was a
and up
prize-fighting f a giddy prize-
ghter comin’ Imrc 10'lick the Head to-moriow o
“ Grea Sco
Docs the Heta kmomt gasped Tovel.
T don’t know whether Sergeant Kettle's de-
livered thc message,” grinned Mornington. * But
o e s ot repnia s aoed
and full of spite. He's goin’ to make the Head
pay for sackin” him {rom the school ffteen
Jears ago. "So lip says, an I know lie menns it
ow lucky it's n half-oliday tomorrow! 1'm
woln to be on nd to see
“He, he, hie!” chortled by Mo,
rowned

ve to be stopped,” he

d wil telephone tor the polies P
) ’l‘he police ! chuc n

fna Gu mge major coul Yacok it

mm nxe middle of next week with his litble

" 3he Sixth will chip in,” said Raby.
Moy Taughe

T don’t envy them, if they v to handle 2
ix-foot _prize-fighter,” he said.” “He could
Siie Bulkeley like' o baby. T can tell o
there’s goin’ to be a show. to-morrow.

mage .\]or meuns business.”

ver & Co. left the end study—leav-
2 These ten. mnfnianedeoand joimed the crowd
of the Fourth in the pssage. “The pa-eage was

Duzzing with excited voices: the had
Sbread: From one end of the schoo) to the
other, the fellows were discussing Gu

1f Gummage major's desire
create a sensation in his old school, certainly
e had succeeded. From the captain of
Yo Shisysmaliest sand inkicst fag,
lip—and that was
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faction during the short time you have been

at Rookwood. Farm-master, T have no
fault to find with you—none whatever. I am
sorry fo part But |

1t Yousiicersly sorry.
Tear'that there s no help. Tor 16
The young master was silen
His dismissal from Rookwood was a serions
matter
wp every
liked his class; e was happy ab the ol schnnl
But he was proud, too; and much as he Wi
have liked to remain, he had no thought of sk
ing it as a fayour.
I hiwve taken time to coneider the matter.”
tly. will even siy

e
s to he con<l'lcle<l

ng at B
my. appoimtment, sir.» sald M

% AP e ours. befores said the Head, “and
it seems that some Rookwood boys were actually

I and saw you there ust see for
your: M. Ditlon, that T eoud mot. tolerato
nnythlny of the_ kind.

You tell me that S
air was .simply an ordinary = boxing-

hm are many people who will describe
a prizefight. And I do not see much ‘distinction
myself—certainly you boxed in a public place

NEXT MONTH’S BEST
BOOKS!

Nos. 77 and 78,
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the name of Gummage.

CHAPTER 34.
Nics for the Head!
AM sorry
i Chisholm spoke Kindly enough, but
flexible decision u hi:

alton, tl\c new master of the Fourth
Form, bowed his_head. r
e tvren eaatod in.fhe doctar's study, and in
that calm and sedate apartment there was no
trace of the _excitement znn reigned every-
Where clso In Rookwood Seho
Apparently Dr. Chisholm hid not yet heird
of the return of Gunimage major. Possibly
he would have declined to be disturbed by the
neys, even if he had heard it,
“I am sorry, Mr. Dalton,” he repeated. I
will say that you have given me every satis-

“ALONZO THE GREAT!”
By FRANK RICHARDS,

“THE TANGLEWOOD TWINS!”
By ERNEST PROTHEROE,

'These Wonderful Velumes

WILL BE ON SALE
THURSDAY, JUNE 7th.
PLACE YOUR ORDER NOW!



o0 THE F.
for a purse of money. I am, repeat SOTTY 3
but in the clrcumﬂuucen, 1 do norsee how you

n remain af wood as a mu(
Rmbwm Dalmn mse R

¥t 15, of course,
m sorry to leave; buf
I am prepared to go immediately.

“You will take your time, Mr. Dalton; and
50 far as your work here is concerned, I shall
always be plensed to give you a recommendation.

T will leave to-morrow, sir,” caid Mr. Dal-
14 is ot pleasant for me to remain hiere
under notice of dismissal; and if I am to go,
the sooner the hetter. Unless it will cause vou
serious mconvemeucc I should prefer to leave
to-morrow.

“My convenience need not be gonsiderea_at
ail” answered Dr. Chisholm stiflly. ou
prgter it, let it be tomorrow, by all el

ery ' good, sirl”

the flushed and

fot opened, and
ergcmm Eettle appeared in

The
trowbled face of
the ' doorway.

Mr. Daiton passed ¥ sengeant on bs wax
out.  Dr.. Chisholm fixed o look of ealm 'in-

quiry on the serg
bt o6 Rebier he asked,
Serecant, Keltle stammored and flushed. o
had a message to deliver, s '\ ‘ery

dlleult message to deliver 0. sne o
the Head. of Hookwood. Dr, Chisholm's. glance
stew colder and more surprised. as Mr. Kettle
stamme\;ed "and Dedak
snappe
10—t you please, sir—" stuttered the ser-
wennt,

haye not benr\  drinking, I lope, Kettle?>
S.\!ﬂ I)r.

Ehiein o
r! I—I-I've been to the

Nllng 3
Rl5k iy il e at onee why
to,my study, Kettle!” said the
S LIty young Gummage, sir—

ﬁ)u hn\e come

Dr. thhhmm elevated his eyebrows.
“1 fail to understand you, Keitle.
is no boy in the school of that name. Are
referring to a y whom I (‘\DL‘“nd from Rook-

wood for mmonaun many years ago!”

There

“Yes, sir!” gasped the sergeant.

And wh

“He's come —be's in Coombe now,
SEiying ot e St SAnd,’ sirvr stammered
Mr. Kettle.

< Indee

U pementher, sip s, mumbled dho set:
xpelled, sir, and fiogged,

Te- se aid he:
3 ‘was gul L,\ "of insalence” sald the Head
irl‘rl_.nay ‘1 do_not care fo recall his in-
solence, * Kettle. Why do you mention . the
maiter?»
o Hes given me a metags Iof you, sinv sald
ihe sergeint desperately. B Taiked it ont loud
the street. sir. lot of Rookwood

afore a

ORM-MASTER !
boys. He's commg up to the school to- mormw
i

atternoon,
“He will

a_disgrace to was

and he will never: b alloned - e
school so long as T am headmaster.’”

le—he says, sir—

“If you m-vc nxutlung to say, Kettle, say
it at once!”

“He's got a dog-whip, sir——»

“What?”

“And—and he says he's coming up fomoron
sir, to—to thrash you, sir, samoe as he said
he wonld when e was.kickéd outs sir 1 blusted
out the sergeant.

n was out at last.
trace of colour- crept, Into Dr. Chisholm's

he only sigi

here,
the

che Bt e gave
that the insolent mcssnge had impressed him
is manner was as cali and stately
o
“You &
solence to me, |
“ But,

1"Vexe: mo) motie. of it,
neath my notice!” said the e

hould not have repeated his fresh in.
Kettle,” said tho Head severely. |
man is be-
® it 35 all,
but lio meaps business, sir stam-

mered the sergeant. “He's growed into a six-
it ‘and he's béon o -prizeuhter

since be lett Rookwood. He's dangerous, sir!”
Dr; Chisholm's lip curled :
ou can scarcely suppose, Kettle, that I
ek any way by the threats of

a ruffian?” he said.

< Nubno, sir; batobut

“You may go, Kettle.

G yeasir. But—but he's coming to—"

“You tell’ Mack that Te 1s not to be
admithed s satq the Herd: And, with a wave
of the hand, he dHniésed the sergeant.

lhere was nothing more to be said, and
Sergeant Kettle qultls_\d‘ the study, Ssorely

troubled in his mind,

Mr. Kettle proceeded to inform -old Mack,
the porter, at his lodge. that ho was not
ummage major on the morrow. ot

Mack blinked at mm.
“And top him, if he chooses
HR b

to come in?”

The sergeant shook his
“The 'Had didn’t say,” he
-« He'd better say, if he unms the job donet
said old Mack {arfly. «I'm paid to keep this

dghters at the age of sixtythree. Why, hat
feller Gummage "could pick me up € ‘and,
and you in the other, Mr. Kcma. "and” koot
our “eads together, if he liked
“And weil I know it said Mr. Ket
«Well,"then” argued old Magk, olr werry
ell tor the 'EAd fo say he aint to bo ad
mitted. But 'ow am I to stop him? I ask
voy $hat, sergennt?”
the sergeant. I

ain’t a tloammg murd :md 1 don't know.”
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kiow what the 'Ead ought to_ do—he
od"hﬁ to c'lll in Cl\e perlice,” said old Mack,
¢'s too 'igh and proud to do
Kettle. “]! Eld 8’ D Gul
mage was ouly gassing, g 0, come?  Wo
't keep a_perliceman hging o Sere all Tis
mmm Tite, 1'Spose?”
Well, I'm going Yo speak to Mr. Boj
in and take a rlrop

sk him to drop ith m
tomorrow mmuuon," ad ot "Mk, @1t

he 'Ead won't, I will. And Pl lock the gte,
More'n that 1 ain’t paid to do. oung

Gummage hegins ructions, the Had! Wil "ave
to deal with him. It ain't my job, mor yours
neither, sergeant.”

hich the
‘enough.

sergeant  assented .beartily

CHAPTER 35,
Grea Expenhllonl
IMMY SILVER' 3
comvdemble R eitement 4o following day:
n fact, there was excitement all through
Tiogked Bensol.
TLessons that morning were taken in_an
mosphere of subdued feverishness, a3 1t v
All the fellows were thinking of the atter-

at

modh snd et it might bring.
After less me_of refects consulted
together, and Bulkeley. an Rille decided that

e e s ntant, was Tather relieved
\when, after dinner, he noticed Police-constable
Mack’s lodge.

t

mmage major, M
o T T emerneucy

as o crowd of Rookwood
ates watching the road,

Mr. Greely, the master of
nd ordordd them n, Trowning. Then the gates

immage major & chanco when he
2 Mornington.
0ld Mack shut the gates and turned €]
. remained about thie gate:
an e

3

ca
out, as owerf
No"ab last, visible nrongh the i

om
Dags of the gate,

“ Gummage ma]or. roared Mornington.
It was the prizefighter.
o "did ot Took aauch lie an old Rosk wood

face was marked by many signs of

boy.
and his nose was broken.

is
old combats,

-
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“Leb me in!” hooted the visitor,

«You, Master Gummage?” asked old Mack,
Hakieg o5 i,

T'm age—George Gummage!
come hack‘" grinned fhe. big man throughy the
bars. laven't, -changed tau h,

5} got a pressing

the H

fa, T
i onders ot to Ict vou In Magter
said old Mack nervously.
nd be quiet,”

oming over!”
“Oh my heye!” gasped the porter.

George Gummage moved along from the gate,
and swung himselt on the top. of the. seiool
wail, ~Then /forth from the porter’s lodge. liko
a lion from him strodo_Police-constable
Boggs,
one leg over, grining.
Mr. Boggs waved a large gloved haud at the
Teturned Rookwooder.

“Clear hout!” he said. “If you step inside
these “ere presinks it will be my dooty to take
You in ‘charge, by horder!”

“Tow, aro you golng to manage i, coeky?”
asked Gummage major. 4

s 1 murmured Arthur
“If Boggy tackles that cove,

4, fanoy Do wi bite off more than he

 Gummage, evidently not. ssared - by ithe
mn;esmc ?agv dropped lightly within the
0l wall.

“Take him into custody, Mr. Boggs!” called
out old Mack in a quavering voice.

“1 takes you-into custody, for trespass, Mr,
Gummage,” said Mr. Bogg: esish
Sanne s, L dosencd s sranch

Gummage major did mot give him time to
nhandle the truncheon. He came at Mr. Boggs
i and w

constable never knew.
ke an earthquake hit Mr. Bogss,
e o 5 ard. ¥ i Dimselt on bis

“*Ands offt” moaned Mr, Boggs, as b
over him. I give you

s bl
bes

‘gotten now in he tense
O omant, of tho arrival of Gummage major.
eorge Gummage came up the steps of the
School House with a grim expression on his
Tageed face.

Tn the hall Bulkeley of the Sixth was wait-
ing, with_five other prefects of the Sixth
iy They” were propared to stand up i
delence of their headmaster, and any ordinary
individual would not have much_chanco
agai nst half a dozen sturdy Sixth-Formers of
Rookwood.  But the big, broad-shouldered
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‘

prize-fighter was no ordinary individual. He
was, in fact. a rather extraordinary one.
Geb out!” said Bulkeley starply.

“I'm here to see the

“We're here to stop sou," said the Rook-
wood captain. - Get out!?

Mot hlf 1" eaid the old Rookwooder.

And he rushed

i sturdy” sentors closed on him desperately,
and there Was a struggle and a_terrific uproar.

For a moment or two little could be seen but
whirling arms and legs, and then Bulkeley and

o

Neville went spinning gway, erashing on the

Knowles and Carf thew lcuaened their
grasp and backed off. Jones
major, ﬂgmmg hard, aes ity grabbed o
their * feet and tossed awa; Le.‘xvmg the
prefects  serambling and- gasping, George
Gummage strode oo down the corriaor towards

the Heads siudy,
Onisholm. he roared, “where are you?
Tiva come. back Gummiage, " that "you
facked from the school ffteen yents an u
old Tascal!  Wiere aro you hiding. yourselsn
He crashed a heavy fist on the door of the
Tead's study.
“The door was not locked.
en under his blow, and he
Dr. Chisholm, pale and
calm, rose to his feet to face him. From under
bis cont, ‘the prize-fighter whisked out a dog-
whip.
Tn the School House hall Bulkeley staggered

“ Where is 1e?” he gasp
o He's gone to the Hens study,” exclaimed
Mornington.

“Como you
He raced down the corridor.
him; the rest were too severely
Bulkeley and Mvme Tushed into the Head's
study. In the pas the Rookwood fellows

Vatehed breathlecal

fellows!” panted Bulkeley.
Neville followed
lamaged.

on.

“They can’t handle him!” panted Jimmy
Silver. -~ Go cavens, what's going to
happen now "

“Nobody here can_handle him.” said_Tovell.
uNobody but Mr. Dalton, anyhow, and he's
sncked and ‘g

Jlmmy Siver Jamped.

“Dioky 1 he axciaimed.

It was like a brain wave,

Without _another word to his chums, Jimmy
turned and darted to the staircase, and race
up the stairs.

He thumped !r\xmcally at the door of Mr.
Dalton’s room. of the Fourth
there, putting o ﬂmal\mg touches to his

was
Dacking. “The staiion eah was. coming for him
my  thumped on the door, and

.hur]cd it open.

Y Mr. Dalton!” he panted.
whliver," he: elaguinted, Hwhat, do—».
it gaspe “Gnmmngc

Jimmy,

@
o “ tiat 2"

s assaulting the Head, sir. Nobody can

FORM-MASTERT
stop him. But you could, sir,
Yoo coma bandle him, eaine s yoi
unbury  Pet, B, 2, comst “gasse
Jimmy Incoherently. 7
Mr. Dalton rose auiekly tee .
ot understand. vnm o Gummags|
7 What fias happened? e ex

panted ont o breathiocs. explanation.
M. Dilton understond 10 e ek, ids.

“He's in the Head's study now, sir,” wound
up .hmm;«, banting,  “He's got’ a dog-whip,
and—an

S Pelton, withots even staying to pub
on his coat, darted out of the room. He
took the stairs three at a time. Jimmy Silver,
rushing after him, was lofb far bolind. i

CHAPTER 30,
A Fight to a Finish!
uMP!
Bulkeley of the Sixth came out of the
Head's study and landed in the cortidor.

Keville folowed him out,

There in the crowded corridor.
The hapless prefects’ had fared ill in thelr- 1
attempt fo restrain Gunmage_major, onc
the Rookwood Sixgh.

“Now - the Head's  gebtin’ it1"

murimured

ought to chip in,” muttered Lovell.
Thls Rookwood fenow crowaed along to the
Tney e; they could
- Dr. Chisholm,
e, was pale, bul
Gummage miior mads the dog-nh ip

106 tacklo the bar
in

cxlm.
whistle in the
e thiely e
chuch “You Temember me—what? George
Gummage of the Sixth, whom you flogged and
kicked out of Rookwood, fifteen years ago—

dear old Head!” he

'I'he }Iead eyed him coldly.

mber you, Gummage,” he sald.
Gummags major ehugkied.
“Diant [ tell you I should, come back and
thrash you?” he d I'd have come

never forgot,
Now .I've come! Ar
o Knman, hands ot

“1 reckon not

Foete i & L yelt in the corridor.
icky!  Go

Hout footsteps' approached the Head’s study.
Mr.  Richard fton, o iis  shirt-sleeves,

He glanced at the
prize-figh

appeared in the doorway.
Hend and ab the b H

urly

q assistance, sir?” he
by o el

on,” faintly, “this—this

sin” said the young
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He sirode into the study, and. promplly & You'vo, dona nit Yeu're a good
placed himself between Head 3‘0\1 de said falaly, . “0nt’ Ow!
threatening assailan Dr. Chidhom stnmi 33 out, by thunder el

leaning oo hand on the table, breathing hard.

dummage major camo closer o Mr. Dalton
with o cm eatening gla

“get out!” he s

B e 5 a3,

e Dalton
“Otherwise I shall eject you. Take
your choice”

Gummage major grinned, and rushed on him.
‘The next moment he was' flying backwards,
crash against the wall. The hands that had

ooked out the Bonbury Pet had not lost
their cunnin

“well it roared Lovell, in tie doorvay.
“Bravo, Dickey!” yelled Jimm;
Gurimase masar i3 ko the Dok e bninkea
ow moments ab the young man
who liad knocked him down. ' Then he leaped
up, dropped the dog-whip and tore off his coat.
Without a word, bnt sith e snarl of rage, he
Mished a6, My, Dalion, and the mext moment
« wild and_whirling fight was in progress in the
Head's stu
mmd the doorway the Rookwooders wero
med. Jimmy Silver & Co. had good places
iehing them crowds more _yere  wedged.
own the corridor the swarm was thick. The
fellows Who could not see into the study yelled
Inquiries, and Jimmy " Sitver &
yelled

T thholm locked on at the scene like a
n a
re s severs punlshment o both sides.
Dalton's left eye closed, his
swollen, ‘and a stream trickled
mouth.’ Bu the face of the prize-ighter looked
like riw beef. Tvery blow from the fighting
Formanaster told, and, powerful _as his
antagonist was, it was soon clear that the fght
was golng against Gummage major.
He fought on gamely, however, shaéld(ng w

paid for it dearly. He was almost tobtering
when “Goorge Gummage went o the
floor with a crash, and The

failed to Tise,
defeated prize-fighter lay and gasped.

m Wwas 4 roar m i cormiad

“Bulkeley,”
that man a

sAd Mr. Dalton quietly, “help

and see him off the Premises.

D!
Cey i aid Bulkeley.

And Bnlkeley a0 Rarila valnci ‘the dc(entad

braiser from the foor, and led him out of

study, and the door closed af . -
P:ilton furned o the Head, with  rather puii
ul

“If is all right now, sir” he said. “But I

was about to leave when Silver called me here.
But, a8 you see, T am in hardly a condition for
our permission 1 will post-

ture!”  exclal “the Head
«“)r, Dalton, can yon speak of that
10 ou_have saved me—from
oadder 10 think: Only to-day 1 told you fhat
you could I\ut Temain at Rookwood as a master.
Now I ask you to stay! I beg you to stay!
You will not Tetuse——
ir-—» stammered Mr. Dalton.
3 Wil take no ref11=ul " said the Head,
and and wringing
sta; ome, ﬁh', as a favour
to me yon will cuu:znh to remain at Rook-

0d 2"
Vind Mr. mltou stayed

W
urth Form-rdom to fel
Fourth stood up, and for

y the elock they cheered tha F\ghung Form-

master
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THE MERCANTILE MARINE AS A
CAREER.

e

boy entering the merchant service can do
50 cither through the training ships Worcester
or Conway, or he can start as an apprentice
uith one of the stexmstip companic
“The per servlce at sea required by the
Board of Trade is e years ys  from
tho training ships, or fout years it zm, start
ith'a steamsilp company.
premium for threc-year apprentices is
bty pounds; and for fouryear
ices. wbaut, forty’ pounds.
RIS Lokt b o saliogots i ihe orhs
of a bonus, ab the end of cach year of service,
The cost of the outfit, uniform, etc., is about
thirty pounds
Apprentices must be fifteen to sixteen years
age, ielote signlng indentures st
roduce a medi ertificate as to general
Renlth; a clorgyman's, or sciooimaster's certif
cate u uct  an H

Tra 74 colours: and
o certifiate from au ophthaimie surgeon.

in Tropicai Seas!

Apprentices turn out at seven and work until
cight-thirty, when breakfust is served; then
et kit ttemchis Bty Stoluach s whichete
at, tuelvethitty; then work again from  one-
thirty to_dinner o'clock.

The apprentices
saloon, " with ~the
food is good

Bayel" thotc i raealatin® the
captain and officers.  The
and _plentiful. all English

n
hoats bacon and cggs afe. served for breaklast
on Thursdays and Sunday:

The work of the aj
the sailors. In

‘apprintice s the samo as
eavy weather the paintwork
soap-powder, called by
ROk thekien are. oven:
hauled; eargo slings spliced, and the general
gear for working tlie cargo is seen to.

In fine weather, work consists of overhauling
boat's gear, chipping off iron rust, and burning
off old paint. Then there is painting to be

in painting the masts, you are slung
Aot on the * Bo'sun's chair.

In the tropics the decks are holy.stoned, and
then oiled; the ofling is done with a ray
work on your hands and knces and the off gets
as_hot as your ba

On Saturday there s a_ halt-holiday and
work is done by apprentices on Sunday, 50 they
“an it about In-deck chairs, if the onditions
favourable, watching the gambols of the

alha-
the
Whales on_ordinary
but, flying fishes are

porpolses, or, in_ southern_latitades, the
tross and mollyhawk, which follow
ship. for weeks fogettier.
foutes are rarely seen,

often met_ with, sometimes fiylng on
On Smmny dxe apprentice can take a sight
the ant and out the ship's
Beelioi:at pAo 3 or he captaUSyRlehen ot 1
wheel; in which case he will find that the chict
engincer gets very wild if o zigiag course is
steered, as o loses £ much o “the day's run,
and will r with & few words,

er
generally umntclm,mu., “for, a5 a rule, engiueers
falk Scof

When in- ‘port abroad, the work consists in
tallying the cargo, and in keeping a weather
eye open to see that nothing is stolen.

S tact -is required in many ports in
dealing withy the men cmployed, o discharge
the. cargo; they are known as * roughneeks *;
ropriate and descriptive

Apprentices vt allowed time to g0 on shore
at the different ports called at; and as soon
as their ship reaches a home port they lave

leave, gencrally for three or four weeks.

On’ the best boats the cabins are comfort-
able, and hare ' a cabin
together; or in the tro t is pleasant to
sleep on’ deck, with the Southern Cross over-
head.

A Man’s Job!
Technically, thero is no such position as cap.
tain_in the Mercantile Marine; he is ship's
hiator, Ana -can generally qualiy for his
master’s ccrtificate by the time be is thirty
years of ag
To. follow. the profession of a_sailor s to
follow a manly occupation. You see something
of the world; you understand hetter what
fife ‘featly is.  Some peopls seem fo imagine
from the way they talk that the sun rises
and sets in their own backyard!
“What do_they know. of England
Who only England’ know?”
But to & sailor, who has spent years at sen
7 the world, news from abroad
b interest; memory will
recall the past, and he will have visions that
will make him less forlo:

RR
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