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Just the Bc;oks for Xmas!

The HOBBY ANNUAL is a great book
for the fellow who is keen on making
things and finding out how things work.
It is lavishly illustrated and contains
articles on Aviation, Model Making,
Wireless. Railways and every kind of
subject of interest to the boy with a
liking for things mechan

Every Boy s
Hobby Annual

6=

Here is a fascinating book for the boy
who loves the great Outdoors. It tells
all about the wonders of Bird and Animal
life and is profusely illustrated with
remarkable action photographs.  The
NEW NATURE BOOK is amusing,
astonishing, instructive. 1If you want & |
useful present ask for this wonderful

Book—
The New
Nature Book

At all N ts and Booksellers - 6/- net
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Christrmas 'thrills, fun, and ad
story of Rookwood

this

School, starring the e\ev-populn Fnsucal Four.

all in

Jimmy Silver & Co.

CHAPTER 1,
Startiing News

% FWO thousand quid
l Jimmy Silver, the captain of the

Rookwood Fourth, _uttered thoso
in tones tho decpost

, words of
dismay.
“Two thousand quid! Oh, my hat!”
The end study in the Fourth Form pas-
sage at l(nokv\ood looked very bright and
merry. o doy  before break-up,
the I‘\mul Four had gathered for

e last tea of the term.

lhere was a checrful fire in thn grate,
|])rm was holly on the
was an unusually excellent nprud on the
study tablo. Lovell, with a ruddy face,
was making toast, Nowcomo was oponing
8 new pot of jam, George Raby wa

tering t as fast as Arthur |
Lovel! it. And Jimmv
reading a |l'1L'X from home.

AASANANANAN

His chums looked round at hir
housand quidi” repoated Lovell.

.Ynnmy nodded.

“Somebody sent you that for a Christ
mas present?” inquired Arthur Edwari
humorously.

“No,

“Lost it?” asked Raby, also humorously.

oletit u.p through a bole in your pocket ?
Careles:

“Fathead 1" said Jimmy politely.

“Won it in & rafMo?” asked Newcome.

“Oh, don't rot!” eaid Jimmy Silver.
“This is jolly serious. This lotter is from
my pater.

Tho Co.

became serious at once. On the
morrow the four juniors were to leave Rook-
wood togethor for Jimmy Silver's homo,

(-nmyun\ with  Mornington of tho
Fourth. They liad been looking forward
keeals to the Ch holidays, and news
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from Jimmy's home came rathep as ®

damper.

“You fellows remember a

at my place, hanging in tl

asked Jimmy. “It hung over my pater’s
desk. Looked like a sori of smudge with
all the colours of the rainbow bunged in?”

“T noticed it once,” said Lovell “What
about it?"”

“Tt's been pinched!”

“Pincher must have wanted something to
occupy  his time, then,” said Lovell, with

‘Ism.m “It wasn’t worth anything, was
it?”

“Only two thousand pounds!”

Jimmy Silver, slightly satirically.
Lovell jumped.
“That blessed smudge worth two thou-

sand pounds!” he yelled.

“Just that! An

g el

answered

American _collector
it once,”
see, it was a giddy
Now somebody has stolen it.
oor old pater is no end out up,
though. he doesn't say much; that smudge
Was the applo of his eye. By Jovel! I'd
like to get within hitting distance of the
blighter that pinched it!”

“Not likely to, if it’s worth two thou-
stand pounds,” said y. “I say, will
this make any difference about the vac?
Your pater mayn't want to be bothered
by even & nice sot of boys like us, in the
cires.”

Jimmy shook his head.

“No! that's all right. The pater ex-

cots us to-morrow and he says specially

o1l be very glad to see Mornington—>"

“Good!” said a voice in the doorway.
“That shows excellent taste on the part
of your_pater, Ji P

And Valentine
the end study.

“Just in time, old bean,” said Lovell,
rising from the glowing fire with a face
like a bectroot, . “That’s enough toast,
Raby. I say, Jimmy, Pm awfully sorry
abotit. the smudge. Perhaps it will cheer
your vater up to see us, though.”

“Perhaps P murmured Newcome.

_“Bad news?” asked Morny.

Jimmy Silver explained.  The
juniors sab down to tea. Bad mews was
bad _news, but tea was tea; and the chums
of the Rookwood Fourth were hungry. Tt
was simply rotten that such a misfortune

3.
Mornington lounged into

five

<hould happen on the eve of the Christmas
vacation; the jumiors agrced on that.

Unless_the stolen picture was recovered,
Mr. Silver’s own Christmas was likely
be & wortied one, Jimmy could
scarcely help being worried in_sympathy.
But the captain of the Fourth tried o
clear his face and to talk cheerfully. He
was taking his friends home for the holi-
days, and he did not want to b wet
blanket at his own party. -

“I dare say - theyll get it back,” said
Mornington. I supposo the police are on
the job?”

£ that's so.”

Yes,
“1 should think a stolen picture would
be traced easily cnough,” said Lovell.
“It’s value is in being a Rembrandt, not
in being a' smudge. Bhap who bagged ib
will have to sell it as a Rembrandt, not
as a smudge. Well, all the Rembrandt
pictures are known and catalogued. T
don’t see how the rotter will be able to
sell it at all. No dealer would touch it.”

“Some collectors will touch it, though,”
caid Jimmy rucfully. “Some giddy—col-
lectors aren’t particular how
hands on what they collect.
smuggled to foreign country,
a sale quickly enough; in fact,
it’s been_ stolen to fill an order from some
unserupulous art collector—the pater thinks
0. When the rotter gets it, he'll keep it
dark, and gloat over it in secret.”

“Must be an ass!” commented Lovell.

“When did it happen?” asked Morm
ington.

%It was missing from the frame when
my pater came down yesterday morning,”
said Jimmy. “Cut out of the frame, you
know. The police found that & nd

ad been forced; mo other clue that’s
known, so far.”

“Then the thief's far enough away by
this_time,” remarked Newcome.

“Looks like it!”

“It’s rotten!”

Mornington looked very thoughtful.

“But with a thing of that valiue in the
room, surely your pater took some sort of
precaution, Jimmy.” he said. —“Wasn't
there o burglar-alarm, or_anything?”

“Yes; elcctric. It didn't work as it
'ha})pens.“ i
‘Why not?”

“T supposo the thief must have managed
to disconnect it somehow. It ought to
have, rung when tho window was opened,
but it didn’t.”



THE SCHOOLBOYS'

“That's odd.”
“Well, such things do happen,” said
Jimmy.~ “ Electric, bclIs don’t always ring

\\hen thcy ought.
That's diffcrent,” said Morny. “Elec-

trio bells aro often run on a wet battery

that peters out at the wmng moment_and

wants shaking up. But burglar- :xlm-m

wouls n the house cunems

iil}ectric lights hadn't petered out, hnd

T cuppose not.”

“'Jhcn tho current was all right, and the
almm ought to have rung,” said Morning-

A “thief from uutsxdo couldn’t have

c at m without opening the window—
whxch would have set it off. Is there any-
body inside the house who might have
had a hand in it

Jimmy Silver ol

¥ The pater docsn’t seem to have thought
of that,” he said. “The police may have,
of course. But——

“Good roy!”  said Arthur
Bdward Lmoll “I’ll le]l you what, Jimmy
—we'll take tho matter in hand when wo
geb_there to-morrow. If there’s anything
in Morny’s idea, we'll spot thu man at
once. I could do that on my

“How?” demanded Jimm;

“Why, if a_servant or u thing has
bavged that plctum, of course he's bolted
ith it,” said. “If we that somo-
body bas c]c'\red off suddenly, that's the
mun
Ha, ha, hu"‘ roared Morny.
anoll stared at Mornington.
Where does the cackle come in?” he
demandex
“Wel!, it some scrvant bolted _the. samo
timo that tho picturo dlsnppeared 1 fancy
the police would een o ina track
long before_this,” chuck!cd y.

“The pﬂ‘lu\ Yon's think of everything,”
said Lovell. “You can see that from read-
ing any detective story.”

“1 fancy they’d think of somethin’ as
obvious as_that,” said #1F
thieP's in the house, about the last thing.
he would do would be to bolt, unless he
wants m feel the huud«.uﬂ"s on his wrists.”

“Um!” said

«That's whoro o come in, though,” said
Mornington. “We'll jolly well look into
the matter, Jimmy, when we get there.”

Jimmy Silver smiled and nodded.  He
was already thinking, himself, of looking
into the matter. e could not help

the | bul
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thinking that a party of Rookwood juniors
wero not likely to have much luck in seek-
ing for the purloiner of the missing Rem-
randt.

CHAPTER 2.
Home for the Hohdays!
o(éKWOOD School broke up next

Crowded bmkes hom (he crowds
of fellow Tor

hours the old g mng wnh footstcps and
cheery voices, gradually to fall into silence
and solitude.

At Latcham Junction tho Fistical Four
and Mornington parted from a crowd of
their friends, and took their own train.
Tho winter afternoon was growing dusky
when they alighted at HadFy Priors, tho
village close by Jimmy Silver’s home,
Priory. Jimmy Silver's face was rather
grave and thoughtful as he led his flock
into the house. But his father met the
Reo;(“ ood guests with a calm and cheerful
foce. Whatever he was fcoling about his
loss, the old gentleman locked in his own

breast, and did not allow it to cast a
shadow over the Christmas festivities. And
his_cheerful, smiling look relieved his son
and his son’s comra

Mis. Silver pzcsldcd nt the tea-table with
a smiling face also; and cousin Phyllis,
blm was there for Christmas, was very
s

Aﬂer tea, Mr. Silver retired to the
library; and Jimmy Silver & Co. went out
for a framp in the frosty grounds round
the Priory. But they did not stay out long.
All the juniors were keen to kmow tho
precise  details of the

the x-ebbery at

| Priory; and all of them had a vague hopo

that they might bo able to do something.
How Mr. Silver was likely to_accept an
offor of assistanco in tho affair from a
party of schoolboys was rather a question;
 anyhow, the Rookwooders were going

it to_ your pater, Jimmy,”
smd Arthur Edward Lovell. “We'll make
him tell us just what happened and all the
clucs, and so on; then we'll go on to try
and unravel the mysterious robbery.”
“Hem!” murmured Jimmy.
“It won't do an
any good,” remar

7 bam, % i docen’t do
ed Raby.
Y mething in that!” asented Jimmny.



4 THE GHOS’,‘I‘ OF THE PRIORY}

And having made up their minds, the
Rookwood party made their way to the
i . Silver was not alono there.
A plump young in spectacles was
scated at a desk, pen in hand, apparently
busy; while Mr. Silver, in an armchair by
the blazing log fire, had his eyes fixed on
an empty frame that hung on the wall. It
was the frame from which the missing Rem-
brandt had been cut, and fragments of
the gashed canvas still adhered to the
wood. The expression on the old gentle-
man’s face was extremely mournful; but
it changed as the juniors appeared, and he
smiled and nodded.

The fat young man glanced up from his
papers for a moment, and then rose to his
feet. Jimmy glanced at him.

“Come in, my boys!” said Mr. Silver
cordially.  “You have not met Mr.
Spencer before, 1 think, Jimmy. My
secretary.”

. Spencer made the juniors a bow
with a_good-humoured smile on his fat
face, blinking at them through his big
spectacles in o rather owlish way.

“I am very pleased to meet Master
Jimmy,” he said in e rich, fruity voice,
“Perhaps you would prefer, eir, to leave
these accounts till later?”

estate accounts,” eaid I
ilo. I wish to get everything’
before Mr. Spencer leaves for ’
mas holiday, end he goes on Christmas
Eve. But we can epare a few minutes.”
Ho looked inquiringly st the jumiors,
evidently in expectation of some explana-
tion of the call.
“Go it, Lovell!” murmured Raby.
Arthur Edward hesitated.
“Pile in, old chap!” said Newecome.
Mr. Silver looked puzzled.
“The—th

fact is, sir—" starmered
Lovell,
“Yas?”
“ About the robbery, sir——7""
“0h,” said Mr. Sifver. “Jimmy has

told you, I supposel There is no news

from "the police, sa faz.
“That Em’t all,” eaid Lovell. “The
fact is, we want to help.” o ;.
“Help?” repeated Mr. Silver, in

astonishment, while the secretary blinked
curiously the junior through his big
spectacles.

a]
plained.

Lovell reddencd. But he stuck to hit
gu

“You seo, we're Boy Scouts, sir,” h(
said. “I don’t see why we can’t help. I{
would make it no end of a jolly Christmai
if we could bag that smudge.”

“%Em what 7 .

“That picture, I mean—the giddy Rem¢
bm%d]t," said Lovell hastily. o

On

“We've talked it over,” continued
Lovell, a littlo disconcerted by Mr. Sil
ver’s amazement, and by the secretary’s
half-concealed grin. “We've got an idez
on the subject,”

“Dear me!” said Mr. Silver. “Ifi—if
you can—can help, the police will be ander
a decp obligation to you. What is the
ideat

Lovell went on:

“Why, sir, we think tho burglar-alarm
ought to have rung, o wo've a sust
picion that there was somebody inside the
house who had & hand in it.”

“Indecd I

“Yes, sir, and if somebody has suddenly
left since the robbety, we want to geb of _
is track.”

“Bless my soull But nobody has left.”

“Oh!” said Lovell.

*As for this idea of yours in conncotion
with the burglar-alarm, the samo thought,
naturally, ocourred to” Inspector _Stenson
of Denewood, who has taken up the case,"

Lonr eid Lovell. “The polico thought
of, i

“Naturally 1”

“ Ahom 1"

“Tivery member of the houschold has
been questioned,” said Mr, Silver, with a
slightly amused’ smile. “Tf any person
had left, undoubtedly the "police woul
have made a_very strict examination of
that person. On Mr. Spencer’s euggestion,
too, a search was made of all the rooms,
in order to clear everybody in the house-
hold of possiblo suspicion. Not that I sus
pected for & moment that any member
of the household could havo been guilty of
complicity in the robbery. ~As for the

m not working, that is  easily ex«

i
~ “How is it explained, sir?” asked Morn-
ington.

The burglar cut a pieco of glass from

the window, reached through, and cut the
wire. That placed the alarm out of action.”
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Morny  glanced the
window.

“TTho damage was repaued after the
police had finished herc said Mr. Silver,
with a faint smile. “I am afraid there is
nothing left for amuteur investigation.”

ho juniors looked at one another. Mr.
Spencer lowered his ol o his business
papers, to conceal his gri

Mr. Silver tried not to smﬂe, but did not
quite succeer e Rookwooders looked,
as,they felt, “sheepish.

towards library

So there’s mothing doing,” remarked
Jimmy.

“I fear not.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. retired from _the
library, Two smiling faces were bent

over tho accounts when they had gone.
The offer of the Rookwooders to supple-
ment the action of the police had at T
had—tho—effect of cheering up Mr. Jumcs

Silver.
CHAPTER 3.
Lovell Has His Way!
¢ UBBISH, old chApI" said Jimmy
Silver uneasil
“Bosh I’ mmed Lovell.
ut you can’t—
“I can!”
i Sealals
“Tp's sottled!” said  Arthur Edward

Lovell, in a tone of finality.

d Consin Phyllis, coming along to tho
firelight where tho Rookwooders sat talk-
in, asked what tho argument, was sboyt

Lovell's koon on playing the goat,” ex-
plained Jimmy Silves

s por wual e Raby

Thyllis lapghe

oing to slesp in the haunted room

to- myht % Lovell explained. “Jimmy pro-
mised that I should, if I wanted to, and
I'm kecping him fo it. I've said I would,
and 'm goin

Phyllis” eyes opencd wide.

“But—" she said.

*Why, if T backed out, theso chaps would
make out that I'd got cold feet,
Lovell indignantly.  “Ive said 'all .
term that I'm going to do it, and I'm jolly
well going to. T hold Jimmy to it.”

“Rut tho haunted room is never used,
said Phyllis. “I believe it's very cold ot
draughty.”

“T'm not soft,” said Lovell
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“Lovell's an ass,”
i

5

seid Jimmy, with s

Thcre won’t!” roared Lovell.

“I jolly well shan’t turn out to go for
the ghost » declared Raby. “If you wako
up tnc ghost, Lovell, you can deal with

Love]l snorted.

“You jolly well know there’s no such
thing as a ghost,” he said. “The haunted
room is all Tof, and I'm going to prove it
bi" sleeping in the blessed room.  The

ost always walks at Christmas time, ac-
cordmg to the yarn Jimmy spun us. Well,
I'm gomg to prove that he jolly well
do"sn Ik.”

ut—>" s:ud Jim

“Uncle James' giddy \vord is his bond,”
chuckled Lovell. “You've told can
camp in tho haunted room while I'm here,
if T like. Well I do like! The haunted
room for mel

Jimmy Silver looked thoughtful,
a little worrie

In the oheory ﬁml.gr

and

t, amid his cheery

companions, Arthur Tdvard Lovell, waa
full of cheery confide But, Jimmy
could’not hely thinking that in the dead

would feel quito differently.
The haunted room at the Priory was at
a_littlo distance from the inhabited part
of the rambling old building.

seldom or never entered; and though
Jimmy did not believe, of course, that the
phantom of the murdered Prior haunted
the sceno of his unhappy despatch, he him-
self would not have cared to pass a night
alone in the room.

There was nothing to be afraid of, cer-
tainly. But o lonely mxdm%}m with the
winter_ wind howling round the old roofs,
the solitude of the haunted room was quite
likely to get on a fellow’s nerves.

But Lovell was not much given to re-
flection; he seldom looked ahead. ~ He
had said that he was going to put up in
the haunted room, and he was quite de-
termined on it. Jimmy's half-forgotten
promise had to be kept if Lovell insisted
“and Lovell did insist, most emphatically.

Ph; Ihs looked grave, foo. She could
not thinking that Tovell re-
pent n( xs‘ hness
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go and look at the room,”
“I have not secn it for

“Supp.
sho suggc;md
ages. t is a very ihteresting room, at
least. The furniture has not been changed
for, IA:(}h\mdred mrs or morc

mn
Ho divined i thaagt, that after
secin the lonely old room Lovell would
probably change his mi
ome on, then,” said Lovell cheerily.
“Wo shall want a light,” remarked
Jimmy Silver. “There’s no_electrio light
in tho room. Il get a bike lantern.”

“And T've got a torch,” said Lovell.

2 a few minutes the five juniors and
Cousin Phyllis were in the old oak-walled
corridor that led to the haunted room.
The windows in the corridor looked on the
grounds, dim with the December mist.
There were four rooms on the corridor,
but nono of them in use. Three were in
a dismantled statc; but the haunted room

was still in order—it was cared for on
account oi its historical associations.
Once upon time, according to the

legend, there had been @ Prior, who was
murdeied when the estate was taken posses-
sion of by a favourite of Henry VIIL
The ghost of the slain Prior haunted the
scan of tho erimo—walking whe tho snow
was on the ground, so the legend declared.
And the grounds ‘about the Priory were
now white with snow; o ib was timo for
tho ghost to wall it tiere mas any truth in
tho sk ory

The heavy old door_was pushed
open, and the lights gleamed into the room.

It was a large rcom, with oak-panelled
walls, and a_heavy old bedstead with o
canopy occupicd & large portion of one
Tho furniture was ancient and heavy
—of dark oak,

Jimmy held up the bike lantern, and
two or three electric-torches were turned

. The room was cold, though not damp.
Tt struck rather a chill to the juniors,
ihough Lovell would not admit as much
even to himself, Ho laughed as ho stepped
into the room, and his laugh rang in a
rather hollow way, with a dull echo.

“Shivery, isn't 167" said Raby.

«Not at all,” answored Lovell.

e ‘original ‘Bloodstains aro here, or
supposed to bo here,” said Jimmy. * Look I”

o turncd tho light upon tho darl onk
e floor. Certainly the old wood
s ra liniaces
M hars whoto the old Prior fell. with

a sword through him,” said Jimmy, indi-
c’A(mg the centre of the room.
T don’t think I” said Lovell derisively.

“The murdorer slept in_the room iho
samo. night,” continued Jimmy impres-
sively. “In the morning ho was found a
gibbaring maniac.”

“Bow-wow |

“Now, look hero, Lov :

“Tm sticking to i, said Lovell. “That
old” bedstond Tooks. ‘jolly comfy. I ecan
camp here first-rate.’”
“Znd we'll find, Jou a gibbering Iu:mtm

in_the rning,” remarked Newcom
"\Ve shnu t notlce much difference.”
“Rutsl" smd Lov

ell.
“Well, if you really mean it, old chap,
T'll speak to the mater, 'xd we'll get
the, room fized up,” said Jim 1
“Bosh! Leave it as it is,” xmd Lovell.!
“T don’t want to give a lot of trouble; only
to sleep in the haunted room.”
ou’re not_ gomg to catch a cold for
Christmas, ass.

The view of the haunted room had evi-
dently not changed Lovcll’s determination/
If thero was any change, he was
determined than ever. As a matter of fact,

it was too late for Lovell to retreat; for,. |

unwilling as his chums were to let him
have his reckless way, there was no doubt
that Arthur Bdward would have been con-
siderably chipped if he had retreated from
hig declared inteation. |

hat was mor

Lovell obstinate If he f
duubzs, he gave no sign of

So Jimmy, Silver approached bis mater
dipomate e subject, and when'
the good Indy found that s Hromiso. wag
involved, she ceased to object to tho idea.
As Mrs, Silver had resided at the Priory

for twenty ¥em without sceing or houring
anything of the ghost sho did not take
the phantom Prior _very ot 5.

onlf thoughh that Master Lovell was a
foolish young fellow, in which, no doubt,
she was quite rigl |

o a hugo log fire was built on the
ancient hearth of the haunted room, and a
new bed was arranged on the ancient
oaken bedstead and_Arthur Edward'a bag.
gage was transferred to the room.

A large lamp was plmd o the. taBles
xlll\mlnatm" the room. By that timoe the
old apartment looked very cosy an
and vell was confirn in h

He was unnacking his bazs in the room,

E
2.

e than enough to make'
olt_any inward
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to dress for dinner, when there wero foot-
steps in tho ccloiig. corridor, and a tap
camo at the d

“Trot in!” ca“cd out Lovell.
To his surprisc, it was Mr. Spencer who

entered.

Lovell looked inquiringly at the fat
young man. What Mr. Silver’s socretary
copld want with him was a pu
bray xaite me Mastor Lovell,” said
the young man, blinking at the junior in
his owlish way umougﬁus big spectacles.
“I hear that you are going to pass the
night in this room.”

“That's correct,” said Lovell.

Yoy are awaro that it is hauntod 7”

Lovell laughcd.

i Tyo beard the yarn,” ho said. “That's
sby I'm going fo sleep in the room. Do
bRy oY 2 ostats e

The seorctary biinkied at MRt

“You have a great deal of nerve for a
schaolboy,” o said. * Porhaps T am taking
a liberty, as I know you so little, Master
Lovell, but I should like to advise you
skrongly not to pass the night in this
To

Why ot 7"

«Tts asssociatior

“What rot1” anl Levnll “I'm going to
stay in this room all the while I stay at
the Priory. I've said I would. I'm not
nervous, I can tell you. And I d
lievo a “ord of that yarn about tho mur-
dered Pri

“’lhnt xs @ mistake,” smd Mr. Spencer
quietly. “Since I have been in Mr. Silver’s
corvice I have examined a good many old
rocords in the library. - There is no doubt
that Prior Aylmer was murdered in this
very room, snd the body was buried at

% in " the felds, in  unconseorated
ground.  And there are records oi the
ph.mtom having been seen.”

“Bosh 1", said Lovell,

“It is quite cortain that on a Christmas
twenty-five yoars ago a_guest in the house
Eu«seé night in this room, out o

ravado,” said Spencer. ‘At midnight he
ran out of the room, shrickin Tight.
This is known to Mr. Silver, io was ‘here

cated Lovell, rather un-
“I daro say the chap had

caaily, howevor,

been keeping up Christmas a bit too
merrily.

ossibly,” assented the secrelary. “I
thought it my duty to wamn yow It
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will be a severe test for your nerves, alone
hero, in the doad of night—"

= nerves aro all right,” 5.1,1(1 Lovell
“Than! nll 51 same.””

0 turned m his unpacking, and
Spmmcr quitted the room. Arthur Edward
Lovell came down cheerily for dinner. He
found Mr. Silver looking” grave. The old
gemlcm.m tapped Lovell on the shoulder.

“I think you would be wise not to sleep
in the haunted room, Lovell,” he said
kindly. “Jimmy tells me it is a promise,
or I should be strongly inclined to forbid
you to do so, At least, it would be wise
to have one of your friends with you.” He
paused a moment, then, as Lovell did not
speak, he added: “Of course, the ghost
story is all moonshine; if I chought other-
wise, I could not allow this. T shall, of
cogrsc, lot you have your own way.’

“Thank you, sir!” said Lo\'cll

My
cnrclccsl

And Lovell had his way. It was one of
the weaknesses of Arthur Edwurd Lovell
that he always knew best and consequently
considered it always judicious to have his
own way, and sometimes that little failing
had landed Arthur Edward into trouble.

CHAPTER 4.
The Ghost Walksl
ELL, good-night, old chap I”

Lovell smiled serenely.
“l Jimmy _Silver Mlmoned
Arthur Edward as far as_the
haunted room when bed-time came. They
felt rather reluctant to leave him there.
Tho logs still blazed on the wide old
hearth, the flames reflected on the massive
oak furniture and the bed canopy. The
lamp burned steadily, casting a subdued
light through the room. Certainly it
looked very cosy and comfortable. But
Lovell, though he smiled, was not feeling
50 cheery as his smile would have indi-
atad T Dating s aronis MM B paY
had filled up a thrilling half-hour Eoire
lating c}m "nsmr' of the ghost of tho
murdered Prior, and Mr. Fustace Spencer
had an effective way of telling a story.
Christmas, certainly, was the time for
ghost storics, and the Priory party had
quite enjoyed the thrilling narrative. But
now that was in the haunted room,
Lovell rather wished that Spencer had
found some more exhilarating topic. But
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nothing_ would have induéed Lovell to be-
tray a hint of uneasiness,
Good-aight, you fellows,” he said care-
less]
“Sire you won't change your mind, old
fcll?\\vf'f’ asked Mornington.
Yo

“Look hm, one_of us had better peg
in with you,” said Jimmy.

“Rats! ~Nothing to be afraid of, is
there 1

. But—

«Doar old man, my nerves aro all right,”
said Lovell  *Wouldw't you jolly wall
cackle if I changed my mind?

oll, you ate an ass, all the same,”

said Raby.

0w
Tho ]unmrs hnd dcpmed at last. Lovell
closed " the door of the room and
walked across to the fire.
The blazing fire was ‘o comfort. The
Jeaping flames banished the ecriness of the

haunted room.

“It’s rot ! said Lovell. “Utter rot!”

He was in no hurry to turn in, however.
Ho stood and watched the flickering flames
for some time; and then he gave a sudden
start as a faint creak sounded from some-
where.

Lovell spun round, looking about him
with startled eyes. Thoe blood rushed to his
heart. He realised at that moment that
his friends were the length of a long corri-
dor away from h\rn and that there wu
no_help at hand ything ha) ﬁo
fiTben he bum mte n laugh \s at could

PI ‘'m gottmg nervy,” he muttered. “All
becauso of that secretary ass and his silly
ghost stories, B-r-r-r-r

e crossed to the door to lock it. Some-
how, the thought of the long, dnrk de-
serted corridor without and the empty
rooms mado him desirous of securmg the
door._ Ho felt a sense of relief as he turned
the big, old-fashioned key in the loc

Then—though he would not have let his
chums sce him so occapied—Lovell explored

By
had gone to bed,
night. Lovell s G geumg
more and more ner ;,l and he wisely re-
solved to turn in and forget the ghost story
in slumber. He was sleepy, fortunately.

He hesitated whether to turn oﬂ' ‘the
lamp. Undoubtedly he would have pre-

forred a light if ho had wakened. But
leaving the lamp alight was a confession
of neryes; there was nothing to be afrai
of. With a firm hand Lovcll turned out
dn: lamp.

The _room_ was lighted now only by the
flickering of the fire that cast’ ghostly
lights and shadows on the glimmering old

walls. Lovell felt his heart beating un-
Lom(on ably. ~ He realised that this was
quitedifferent from what he had antici-
o solitude and sllencc scemed
oppressive in themselves. told himself
angrily that thero was iy oo
but he could not ignore the fact that his
nerves were cttmg Jumpy. He plunged
into bed an 5 is will-power to
}'umm from pulhng the bedclothes over his
ace.

was somo timo before Lovell slept.

'lhe thcught came into his mind of tho
burglary of a few nights before, when the
Rembrandt_had been stolen, but he did
not mind thmkxug of that. The haunted
room, uafcl{ , was secure from
burglars, at cnst Lo\'cll tried, in fact, to
think. of the burglars in order to keep
from hls mind Eustace S{Jcnccr s ahuddery
narrative of the phantom Prior. But, some-
how or other, the ghost story would recur
to his mind.

The old house was full of strango sounds
in the bitter December wind that whistled
and sang about it. _ Even the old oak
wainscot creaked.
hard, de(ermmed to sleep.

Ho sley ast.

But tl e ghose story was still in his
mind, and it recurred in his dreams. In
his troubled sleep he lived through ﬂ\d
scene that had been enacted in that. very
room hundreds of years before: the mure
dered man sinking on the old oak planks,
which were drenched with his blood—an
the murderer starting out of slumber, in
that very bed, o the ghostly figure
glxdmg in the dimness, with an accusing

raised to point
vell stirred and turned and mumbled
in his troubled sleep. And suddenly he
awoke, with his heart !hrobbmg and
sense of nameless fear upon

He lay quite still, n-ymg o eollect hime

The fire had died almost out; only &
faint rosy glow from the embers on th
hearth pervaded the room.

_Lovelr and stared into .he ¢unness,
his heart beating in painful throbs, his

Lovell shut his eyes -
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very flesh crceping.  For ho knew that he
was not alone in the room.

Ih was not his nerves merely; he knew
th

There was no sound save the faint fall
of an ember in the grate. Faint as it was,
it sounded almost like thunder in Lovell’s
hrobbing cnrs‘ And—was that a sound ﬂml
followed il

A hxmt, swishing sound—a sound as of
o dragging robo on viood. Lovell heard i,
and his heart almost ccased to beal

ome moments he remamed still,
eI pnralyscd '_lhcn, with a hoarse
cry, he sprang up i

With staring eycs he gazed out from

under the old cai
was it h

Wlth recling brmn, ho stared at it. A

ure in trnx%mg robes of white—a_dea
w itafiioatwith staring. eyon.-o fand. thet
Paariisad | t5 7 pointethat fcarful figure
stood by the bedside, and the junior’s hor-
rified eyes fixed upon it in utter terror.

Another ember fell, and for an instant
o flame shot up and the room was bright..
In the red light Lovell saw the figure dis-
tinctly—the white trailing robes—the white,
dead, wrul fﬂca-—!he gfxthcrmg eyes. that
held his dw. mesmeric intensity. Then
the light dled as suddenly as it had arisen,
and all was

Lovcll sank back in the bed, aImun
fainting. Something touched him—and af
that touch the unhappy junior hurled hlm-
solf from the hed, scrcnxmng and_striking
out with clenchet But his hands
sawed only the cmpty

TEhet Sosie faimt rustld:és of trailing
garments, Then silence—save for Lovell’s
fmntu: cries.

“Help! Help! Help!”

Loud and clear, in tones of fearful terror,
.the cries rang through the sleeping house
from the haunted r

“Help! Help! Hclp

CHAPTER 5.
The Alarm!

ELFI”

8 g
.md blinked round him dmwsly
in the darkness of the ro

From somewhere, far off in the Dcccm-
ber night, a ery rang in his ears—unless
it was a dream.

OWN LIBRARY

“Help! Help!”

Loud and sharp, high abovo tho howl of
tho winter wind, cumo that franiio cry.

Tt was ovell—Lovell, who
was sleeping along in the Haunted Room a
the farther end of a deserted corridor !

Jimmy leaped from his bed.

Something was wrong with Lovell—some-
thing very wrong. Jimmy switched up
fho clecirio light in his_room. A door

next room_ opened, and Valentine
'\!ormngteu looked in with a startled face.
awake,  Jimmy.  That's

“Something’s up!” said Jimmy breath-
lessly. “T'm going to ccc. Como along,
Morny I”

The m"hb was bitterly cold, but Jimmy
Silver stayed only to throw on a coat over
pyjamas. Then ho opened the door on
the corridor and gan out, with Morny at
his_hecle.

Raby and Newcome emerged into the
pa<sage from their rooms at the seme-
mos

"IL’ Lovell”  exclaimed Newcome.
"Tho silly ass has got a fright! I warned

him,”
2 Hos dreamod of tho ghost1” snid Raby.
“Help!

Toute soiated the Jrantic calling from
the haunted room. samo  thought
was in the minds of al tho Juniorstiak

Lovell, awakening in the darkness in the
haunted room, had lost his nerve, and was
shrieking_for help in unrcasoning terror.
Jimmy Siver fairly raced into the next
corridor, and along it to_the old oak door
of the haunted room. No light gleamed
there; all was dark within. The corridor
itself was dark; tho electric light was not
Lnstallcd in that disused portian of the old

immy groped for the door-handle.
Within, the \vxld cries of Levell were
incessant.

“Help! Help! Hclp!”

A flash of light came in the corridor.
Mornington had turned on an electric
pocket-lam

mp.

Jimmy turned the handle, but the door
did not open. He wrenched at the big
knob, but the door remained fast. It was
locked on the inside.

i Lm‘:ell 1 shouted Jimmy,

“Lot us in!” A
“What can havo happened to him, with
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t'he door locked 77 %nsped Raby. “It's
nnrly fright. It can’t be unychmg else.”
'hump, thump, thump!

Jimmy Silver hammered on the door.
h“ Lec us in, Lovelll Unlock the door, old
chay

'The juniors heard Lovell groping his way
in the dark room, and thero was a rattle
of f.he dom-knob then a chck of the turn-
in

ho door_opened.

Jimmy Silver & Co. crowded into the
room.

Mornington held up the light. It shone
on Lovell’s face—white, drawn, fixed with
terror.

Jimmy glanced round him hastily.

Tho room presented its usual aspect.
There was nothing alarming to be seen
apart from Lovell’s terrified face.

Rnby caught Lovell by the arm.

the mwer, old chap?”

“D)d you sce it ?” panted Lovel

“Did we ses whut ” asked Ne\wome

“The ghos

Lovell cuvered his face with his hands,
as if to shut out a terrible apparition.
chums of the Rookwood Fourth stared nc
one another. They had wondered what
would  be the resuh of Lovell’s reckless
temerity in sleeping alone in tho Haunted
Room—whether in the dark hours of the
night he would be seized with sudden
fright. Apparently their misgivings had
been justified.

Jimmy led Lovell to the bed, and Lovell
sat down on the edgo of it, trembling in
every limb.

“My hat!” murmured Raby, glancing
round him uneaslly “He—he ‘thinks he’s
seen something

dtaaih 1" muttered_Lovell husklly.
“Dont you fellows think I fancied it!

aw
« wm did you see?” asked Jimmy Silver
quict}
“A igure in white. Tt was in_the room
when T woke up!” said Lovell, with a

shudder. “It—it stood besido my bed,
pointing— i
; Ho broke off, shivering from head to
00

“You were dreaming, old chap!” mur-
mured  Neweome. “#There’s  nothing
here I”

Mornington was lighting the lamp, The
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light filled the room, and showed up the
canopicd bed, the glimmering old. oak fur-
niture, the almost extinct embers on tho
wide hearth. But it showed nothing to
account for Lovell’s terror.

“T wasn’t dreaming!” said Lovell in a
broLcn voice. “I saw it—I tell you I saw

But—” eaid Rab:
“7 saw it, I tell yon"’
“What is the matter?”
M. Silver, in dressing-gown and slippers,
looked m af the doorway. His

ve

“Lovel] thinks he’s seen the ghost, sir,”
said Newcome.

“1 saw it!” repeated Lovell.

Mr. Silver fixed a curious look on the
white-faced junior, sitting shivering on the
edge of the tumbled bed.
“It was fuohxh of you to occux{
room, Lovell,” he said ge: was
wrong to allow it. You mm remove to
another room for tho remainder of the
nif I\t, Lovell.”

11 want to,” murmured Lovell faintly. |

“I— wouldn’t stay here alone for any:

thing! But it wasn't a fancy, sir. I sawj
it—saw it quite plainly.”
Mr. Silyer did not, reply to that. Ic was

obvious that the old gentleman attributed
the whole affair to nerves.
Lovell gave a haﬁgmd look at his chums.
“You g!el!ow)s ink I've been scared
about nothing I’ he muttered.
“Well, old fellow—"" said Jimmy.
“There's ne sm:h thing as ghosts, you

know,” s:ud

1’ :t “was a_ghost—now,” said.
Lovell. “14 thought it was when I saw
t. But I saw i, ghost or

Mr. Silver’s brow grew st.ern

«Surely one of you boys has not been
p!a.ym" a trick I’ he exclaimed.

o fear!” answered Jimmy. “Besides,
the door was locked when wo £t hero.
Lovell had to unlock it to let us in.”

“Then no_one can hzve anmred the
room,” said Mr. Silver. “Come, you had
bettey return with Jimmy to his room,
Lovell at once.”

Thero was a footsteps in the cm'ndor, and
Eustace Spencer, Mr. Silver's sceretary,
looked in. His fat face had a startle
cxpression, and he was blinking through
his big spectacles with a look of scafed
inquiry.

ace was

+this -

1
w
:
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“X ﬂmughc I heard a call for help—"

e beg:
“Pmbab did, Spencer,” said Mr,
CBiia iy *Lovell has baon frightened,
and he awoke all of us. Jimmy, you will
see that Lovcll does not remain in this
room. Good:night, my boys.”

And Mr. Silver dcpartcd still polite, but
obviously a little cross—to call a reassur-
ing word through Phyllis' door, and then
to acquaint Mrs. Silver with thg fact that
the alarm was due to nething more than
a foolish boy’s fripht Lovell’s white face
reddened as the old_gentleman went; he
muld read Mr. Silver’s cpinion easily
enou

B0 b o™ fid Jimmy, “You
ea bunk i with me for the night.”

ou must excuse me for remarking
mc you have acted very thoughtlessly,
Master- Lovell I ‘said Mr.” Sponcer, blink-
ing at the Rookwood junior through his
spectagles: “You have alarmed the whole
‘nause
“I know that!” saxd Lovell gruffly.

“T think I had er go and spoak
%o the servants,” saxd Mr._Spencer. “1
can _hear one of the maids screaming.
Really,, Master Lovell, you should not do
these things from a spirit of bravado,”

Tustace Spcncer walked away wzth that,
leaving Lovell with a deeper colour in his
checks, And he was nob comforted by
.secing @ grin on the faces of his comrades.

CHAPTER 6.
The Watch in the Night!

ALENTINE MORNINGTON was
V roaming about the haunted room,
!vokmg into corners, and making
cen examination of the room.
The other juniors hardly heeded him.
Jimmy and Raby and Newcome were
gathered round Lovell—upon whose face
there was a far from pleasant expression.
The sccretary’s words had stung him.
Possibly it was from a spirit of bravado
that Lovell had insisted upon ocoupying the
haunted room, but it was no business of
Mr, Silver’s secretary to tell him so. What
business was it of Spencer, anyhow?

Loyell asked himself angrily.
“Well, let’s get moving, old fellow,”
said Jimmy, “10s protty eold, you know.”

“Cheeky oadl” muttered, Lovell.

«Th1v

“If I wasn't a guest here, Jimmy, and
that fellow wasw't in your father's service,
T'd Jolly well punch his nose for his
check.”

“Well, you've woke him up in the middle
of the mght s ~=md Raby. “I daro say he
felt a bit ratty.

“Jimmy's pater st pleased,” said
Newecome.  “Dash it all, - Lovell, you
oughtn’t to have camped in this room.
You caw’t say wo didn’t tell you so. You

werg bound to get nervy when you woko
up in the dark.”

Lovell’s eyes gleamed.

“You think it was just nerves?” he
asked.

“T know it was” )

“T tell you I saw—"

“0Oh, rot!” Ll Newiots impatiently.
“You saw some dashed shadow, or a flicker
from the fire. What's the good of spinning
us ghost stories?”

“Look here—-"

“Be reasonable, old fellow,” said
Jimmy. “Now there’s a light, and we're
all here, you must know {here wasn't a
ghost.”

“I know there was somothing.”
“Only fancy!” said Newcome.
Lovell’s brows contracted.
Well, lot’s get off to bed, anyhow,”
said Jimmy Silyer amicably. ~“No good
freezing here, It's beastly cold, ghost or
no ghost.”

Mornington looked round.

ou chaps don’t feel inclined to sit vp

for the ghost?” he asked.

“What rotl”

“You believe T saw something, Morn9?”
exglaimed Lovell

ou ‘must have,” said Morn-
mgeon “Yowre rathor en ass, but yow're
not a funk. You wouldn't have yolled out
for mothing.”

“Oh!” said Lovell, greatly comforted by
this unexpected suppm “You're not wo
ass,_anyhow, )

“But it's m!l Fobieaid Mowosted fon
‘patiently. ~ “Look here, I'm jolly well
going back to bed

me here!” )

eh they strted. R
in the haunted room, and thero was a
bitter draught through the open doorway
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from tho corridor.? Raby and Newcome
were fed-up.

Lovell rose from tho edgo of th bod.

2 Como onl” ho
ipped e through his
ey loft the haunted  room.
L e e very
much shaken, Ho took Lovell to his own
zoom; and then, percsiving  that Morn
mgtm had not followed, he went back
along the corridor,

Valentine Mornington was standing _in
the middle of the haunted room, looking
sbout him with a hecn, thoughtful faco

He nodded and smiled to Jimmy.

“Going_back to_bed?” he asked.

“Yes; I'm turning in with Lovell. You
don’t want to hang on here, I supposo?”
asked Tigamy.

"Mar'ny 1 exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

omo in, and shut tho door,” said
Mornington quietly.
Jimmy obeyed, in astonishment, Morny

knelt by tho old hearth, and_began to
fire. The captain of the
Rookwood Fourth eyed him.

“Look here, Morny, what’s the game?”
he asked. “You don’t want to dig in
this toom, after Lovells been nearly
frightened out of his wits.”

“That's exactly what I want,” answered
Mornington “And I want you to stay with
me, Jimmy. We'll have the fire, and
keep the light on; and as we'll be tugeﬂ:cr
we can bandle the giddy ghost if he

mes.”
“But there’s no glddy ghost.”
There’s_somethin,

“Bosh, old fellow l”

“Tovell wasn’s yelling for nothing,”
said Mornington qmetly “He saw some-
thing—and I don’t believe in ghosts, so 1
believe it was a trick of some sort.”

“But it’s rot,” said Jimmy. “The door
was locked, There’s no other way into
the room. The walls are solid stone behind
that oak, Youre not thinking of a
secret door or such rof, I supposol”

o

“Then what?”

Mornington did not reply for @ moment.
“Bosides, who could have played
trick®’ said Jimmy impatiently.

of us—and there’s nobody else in the
excepting tho pater and mater and
l.u is, and the gent with the barnacics,
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and the servants. Do you think one of
them has been playing the ghost?”
Morny gave him'a very uurmus look.

“ won't toll you what , Jimmy,”
ho said ub ot ST dot't think’ anything
very clearly y e G

jolly odd coincidence thaf. th‘Ps ghost alarm
should happen just now.’

Jimmy stared at the dandy of the Rook-
wood Fourth.

“Where does the coincidence come in?”

he askes
“It’s only a couple’of days since ther
was s robbery bere, and your fathor's

picture, the Rcmbmudt worth two thou-.
sand pounds, was cut out of the frame in
the library, end pinched.”

“What on earth’s that to do with this?”

“Nothing, probably—and pcrhaps some-
thing,” said Mornington coolly. 0
least, it’s a coincidence that the two thmgs
should happen about the samo time.”

“Blessed if I quite seo it. Where's the
connection 1”

Morny did not answer.

“Im staying in the room to-night,” ho ¢
said, after a pause “Stay with me,
Timiay, and I ohat 1 expect to happen
does happe.n, T'll explain.

t do you cxpccf. to happen, you

“\Vmc and see.”

“I believe you're as big an ass as
Lovell,” said Jimmy, laughing a littlo |
impatiently. “But, anyhow, it will be &
joke on old Lovell to stay here
that there’s no giddy ghost. We'll stay.”.

The log-firo was burmng up now, and
the two juniors wrapped blankets round
thomselyes and sat up in two deep old
armchairs on either side of the cheerful
blaze. Neither felt disposed to turn into
fhe bed.

mmy, in the warmth of the fire, soon
nodded off to sleep; but Valentine Morn-
ington did not close his eyes.
immy awakened suddenly as there was
a sound in the room. He glanced at Morn-
gton whose gaze was fixed on the door.
oy follesed b alante th siter
But he smiled as he saw the fat figure and
glimmering spectacles of Eustace Spencer
in_the open doorway.
Tho sccretary stepped in.

allo!” yawned Jimmy drowsily.
“Trot in, TMr Spencerts said  Morn-
incton.
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“May I ask what this means?” said the 7 howled round the roofs of the Priory. But,

£ ilver is

secrctary, rather gnml¥1 5 ’b 3
at you boys have

under the lmp‘msslon
gone back to bed.

“No doubt,” assented Mornington.

“Thcn what are you domg here

“Waiting for the ghost.

“What nonsenso!”

“Well, that’s right, Mr. Spencer,” said
Jimmy Silver.  “It’s all rot. But Morn-
ington has a fancy for it, so I'm giving
him his head.  No need for you to stay

up.

P You had botter go to bed at once, as
your father supposes you have done, Mas-
fer Silver!” snapped the secretary.

Jimmy sat upright and lookea at him.
Jimmy was an oasy-going fellow, but he
had no intention whatever of being dic-
tated to by his father’s secretary.

L ahall pleaso mysolf about that, of
course, Mr_Spencor,” be said.
Eusface Spencer looked at him. He

seemed about to make an unpleasant re-
joinder; but he restrained himself, and
quitted ths haunted room, closing the
door after him.

Jimmy smiled at his chum.

“The dear old bean’s ratty at being woke
up at night,” he remarked. “But, I say,
AMorny, you were waiting for something.
to %vahppun you told me.”

'

“Has it hnppened?"
Silver.

25 ch o

»Wha-a-at 1

T tell you about it in the morning.”
Tho dandy of thy Fourth yawned. “Let’s
get to sleep now—there won't be any more
ghosts to-night,”

And Valenune Mornington closed his
eycs, and in a minute or less, was fast
Jimmy stared at him in amaze-
mene. But he was too sleepy to waste
much thought on the matter. He followed
Morny’s example, and was very soon sleep-
ing as soundly as his comrado.

grinned Jimmy

CHAPTER 7.
A Startling Discovery!

RTHUR EDWARD LOVELL looked
yery sheepish at ~brealdust tho
folloing morning. s Christ-

s Tive, and the snow was banked

A

up round the old house, and & bitter wind |

within, all was merr:
Arthur Edward Lovell did not succeed in
sharing the merriment and the bright-
ness. ~ Ho had expected to be chipped
about *his ghost adventure in the haunted
room, and in that he had not been dis-
appointed.

The Rookwood fellows felt that on this
occasion Lovell had fairly asked for it,
that he wanted it, and that if he got it
0 much the better. And Arthur Edward

ot_it” in large and generous measure.

miling facos round a_cheery bmkfase
table wero quite in keeping with
ous seasan of Christmastide, but to Lovaﬂ
it seemed that there were far too many
smiles, his noble self being the object of
most of them. Only Mornington did nob
join the general merriment at Lovell’s
expense, which was rather unexpected, as

roy might have been supposed to el
come such _an occasion for his satirical

and Dright. Only

humour. ~ But Morny, at least, refrained
from chipping; a circumstance that con-
siderably increased Lovell’s estimation of

e dandy of the Fourth.

Afher breakfast the haunted room was
a centre of interest. at morning In-
spector Stanson came over from Denex
wood to see Mr. Silver on the subject
of the stolen Rembrandt; and he had no.
news cxcepting that there was no mews.

The interview did not have a cheering
effect on the old gentleman, who was be-
ginning to despair of f ovor !eemi his mas-
terpiece again. that_time, he feared,
it_was in the clutches of an unscrupulous
collector, who had doubtless cammxsswne?
the thief to purloin it, and the recipient of
the stalen Rembrandt was certain to keep
it well hidden. Tt needed all Mr. 7
self-command ta eop up & cheery and
smiling aspect for the sake of his son’s
guests. e would not allow his own
trouble to oast & shadow over the festive
son:

Whﬂs M. Silver and the inspector werg
talking in the library, the juniors visited
the haunted ‘room.

Lovell did not nwomgany them. He ha
had enough of aunted room, an
he was fed up with chipping. Lovell went
out for a tramp with cousin Phyllis
through the snow, as Miss Phyllis
Gty avaidat sk tows o e,

Lovell enjoyed his morning very muc
Jimmy Silver and Raby, and Newcome
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and Mornington repaired to, the haunted | know,” said Mornington, unmoved.  “1
room. bright ~and cheery | find it amusin’.

enough now, with the shutters flung wide
back, and the wintry sunshine streaming
in at the high doep windows.

“No giddy ghosts walking this morn-
ing!1” chuckled Raby. “Poor old Lovell!
He's getting quite waxy about it.”

“About time we gave him a rest,” said
Jimmy Silver, smiling

“Oh, rot!” eid Newcome. ‘Lovell
shouldn’t swank! Slecping in the haunted
room and then yelling out the .alarm and
waking up tho house is rather too thick.”

“Yes, rather,” by.

“What the dickens is Morny up to?”

asked Newcombe, staring at the dandy of
the Fourth.

l\lornmgtnn was making a close exami-
nation of the old onk walls.  Jimmy
“nlched lum with a_smile.

Loo‘ king for a giddy sccret door?” he

“&es, apswered Mornington, without
Lurmng his hea
Ha, Da, g R Raby and Nevw-

cc
TThis is a jolly old house” eaid Morn-
ington.  “Yop've mm mo there are secret
possages in - Fim
“Yes, but (hdyro well fnown.” eaid
Jimmy ' Silver. “Nothing of the kind in
this room. I you tap a
Yowll find sclid stone bohin
“TIt looks like it!” confessed Morning-

,the panels,

ton,
“Let's know what you find, Morny,”
grinned Neweome, - “I'm gol s out.” And
Newcomo wont out
“What_about d\nhnu
Jimmy Silver. lake's frozen over.”
“Pll join you hwr old chap. I'm
amusi’ ml)l'wlf in my own way, you know.”
, all w
And’ Jimmy Siiver carefully loft Morny
to his own devices. Ho proferred skating
himself, but Morny was welcome to potter
haunted room 8 long s he
liked.

And Mornington did potter about till
it was closo on lunch time. and then h
was_interrupted. r. Spencer Ioaked in.
“Hunting the ghost in the daytlmo"'
the secrelary asied with & smi
“Just that,” assented Mornmgton
U eether 2 oaes
“Little things pleaso lit'le minds, you

Mm‘nyf" asked

H

“Your friends seemed to be enjoying
themsclves on the lake,” said Mr. Spencer,
eyeing the junior curlously.

“I'm glad of that.”

“You are not going to join them?”
“Not at presen
Spencer nodded and smiled and walked

Mornington smiled, too, when_ho
no, #nd resumed his pottering. But
sted at last and came to a halt in
the middle of the room, Lis hands driven
deep into his pockets, and o wrinkle mark-
ing his handsomo brow.

“Nothin’ doin’1” he multcrod “There's

ccret way into tho that’s a cert!
I‘Ionrcd in all dxrcr(xnnsl But Lovell saw
somethin’—though thevro chippin® him
almost into_belicyin’ t he didn’t. But
how could that dashed somcthin’ have got
into the room?”

Tle glanced from the window.

Below was a sheer drop of thirty [ee(
without even a rain pipe to be seen.
the shutters, which had bcon closed ovcr-
mght were heavy and strong.
Nothin’ doin’ 1 said '\Iormnmon again.
m \\hwﬂed softly.

1" he_ejaculated suddenly.

Thnt comphmennui epithet__was ad-

dressed apparently to himself. He crossed
over to the door and drew in the big,
heavy key from the old-fashioned look.

to the window, in the

Ho took the kn‘r
and made a minute exami-

clearest hght

nation of it.

‘Then his eyes ghllere

On the ond of the key wero two littla
marks.  Tho key itself was an ancient

one, of massive make, and a little rusted.
But on the rusty end showed two clear
marks, as if the meml had been gripped
in,a pair of fine pince

By gad!” muttcred Mornington.

Heo know now how the locked door had
been It was no ghost that had
visited ‘Lovell—ghosts. would seatcels. Tor
quire to unlock a door; & bodyless phan-
tom would not be stopped by a_door or
. The door had been unlocked from
the outer side by means of a pair of power-
ful tweezers that had znppwl the end of
tho fey—such inetruments ax burglars use.
Morny's eves fairly blazed over his dis-
covory. Ho roplaced the key in the lock
and sauntered away. was a smilo
on his face when ho turned up. at lunch,

o
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CHAPTER 8.
The Mystery of the Nightl
0 the Spencer-bird is postponin’ his
hol\da.}x?“
“Is bet” said Jimmy Silver
carclessly.
iTswe ho?? answered Mornington.
“Blessed if I k
“You didn’t know T was a giddy thought-
reader, did you?” asked Valentine Morn-
ington, with a smile. “Now P'm givin’ you
S EoatR Vour jpater. mentioned ¢ us the
other day that Mr. Spencer was goin’ away
for Christmas, an’ startin’ on Christimas

“'[‘}mte s0,” said Jimmy. “He hasnt
gone yet, but T suppose he's going.”
“Tyo to one in mince pies that he

doesn’t.
Jimmy stared at tho dandy of the
Fourth.. He could not make out in the

least what \lnrmngton was driving at.

“Hoe may have changed his mind,
Morny—blessed if I _know or care whether
he has or not,” said the puzzled Jimmy.
“But, anyhow, I don't see how you know
anything nbout lus plans. Are you talking
ouf of your hat

'm a giddy thoughtrender.”
“Rot 1"

“Wel], just inguire, and youwll learn
wa the Spencer-bird izn’t flyin’ away to-

day ! said Morny.

“Bosh” said Jimmy.

Jimmy Silver was puzzled and a little
curious, and. in order to settle the point,
he made an inquiry of his father on the
subject. M. Silver shook his head when
the inquiry was made

“Spencor has cought a_slight cold,” ho
foid, e 's puting off his departure till
oxing

Tn ermu ‘amazement Jimmy Silver re-
turned to Mornington. ’lhe dandy of
the Fonrth met him with a grin.

“Well?” he asked.

“He's not going till Boxing Day,”
Jimmy. “But how did you know?”

“Perhaps a, little bird w}uspercd » said
Mornington, . ¢ or perhaps I got the tif
from the ghos

“The gﬁc 57 exdmmed Jxmmy Silver.

said

“The = ghost that Lovell saw o
haunted room,” cxplained Mornington.
" Catcl ?

“I suppose ’ro trying to pull my leg,”

haven’t tbo faintest idea

d Jimmy.
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what you’re dnvmg at, Morny. Suppose
you _explain ?”

“All'in good time, old chap, I've been
doin’ a lot of thinkin’,” said Marmngtaxv,
his handsome face becoming serious. “ You
father is no end cut up a gbouc losin’ tha
jolly old Rembrandt, isn’t h

'm afraid s0,” said Jxmmv ruﬂful]y.
“He’s been thumpin’ decent,
said Morny.  “What a rippin’ idea ks 5
chap could bag thuz stolen smudge an
hand it back to your pater as a Christmat
present.”
“T jolly wcll“wmh it could be done,”

said Jimmy. as it can’t, it’s not
mach good falking.»

Who knows” said  Mornington.
“Stranger_things have happened. ~When

ghosts walk in o house jolly_soon afte’r 2
robbery, it makes me suspicious. Jim:
—to come bacr o the ghost-—are you, gnme
to ;n? up in the haunted room again to-

7

P'm afraid the pater \vou]dn't like the
idea nftcr t‘w terrific fuss Lovell made
last nig]

“He won’t mind if there are two or
three of us together—and we'll keep the
light burning,” said Mornington, “I'v
got a fancy for that room. I've given the
jolly old maid the glad eye, and she's
Le::g{ma up tha fire there.”

“T'm to read the ‘Holiday
Annual’ there this afternoon, whilo you
others are leading the strenuous life out
of door:

“Whue rot!  Better come out and
skalel ‘What do you want to stick indoors

A Spencer’s caught a shght cold—"
 What !ms that to do wit]

No reason why I nhouldnt catch a
slight cold, too. Havin' & slight cold, I'm
staving in for a bit.”

And Mornmgton walked away whistling,
leaving Jimmy, Sﬂvcr in o state of most
profound astonishment.

Mornington spent “the afternoon reading
by a big log fire in the h'mmed Toom,

He received no visitor there, e thal
Mr. Spencer looked in for a f rmmm«
Mornington chatted with him cheerily, anc

asked affer his cold, and confided in_ him
tho fact that he had a slight cold alco
just about as bad as Mr. Spencer’s.

The secretary did not stay long. i«
e was gone, Mornington winked it
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spaco and resumed his entertaining peru-
sal of the “Holiday Annual.”

"When, at a rather later hour, Jimmy
Silver & Co. wmo up to bed, Jimmy looked
Mornington up.

“Enjoyed yourself?” Jimmy asked,
rather sarcastically.
“Lots!”_answered Mornington, with a

cheery nod. “Mr. Spencer looked in for a
few minutes; owherwise I've n my
own, enjoyin' my own fascinatin’ society
no end.  The tellows gono to roost?”

5" said Jimmy.

“Lovell doesn’t want to sit up for the
ghost?”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“T fancy Lovell's had enough of ghosts.”
ho answered. _“But if you're keen on it,
Tl stay up with you, Morny. T think its
rot 1"

Jimmy Silver stretched himself on the
bed i with dress

THE GHOST OF THE PRIORY!

It advanced soundlessly into the room.
For a second it hovered near the bed, the
steady breathing of the sleeper there went
on, calm, uninterrupted.  Then, for an-
other moment, the ghost.y figure hovered
in the dim glow of the fire over the still
form of the junior in the chair.

Mopny’s éyes wero closed now; he
breathed deeply. Only when a faing rustle
of trailing garments moved farther away
did Morny’s eyes reopen.

Still e did not move. @

His eyes were fixed on the glimmering
patch of white in the darkness of the great
room. The ghostly figure had flitted from
him, and was now in a corner of the room
by the window—bending low.

Silently, Mornington sat bolt upright,
watching. A sudden flash of light broke
the gloom, and the watching _ junior |
grinned. “The “ghost » had turned on ar

about him, sat in the decp chair by the
fire. The lamp was put out, and the fire
burnod low, The deep and steady breath-
ing from the bed soon announced that
Jimmy_Silver was sound asleep.

But Mornington did not_sleep.

His eyes never closed for a foment,
The theory which Morny had formed in
his mind, and which he had not explained
to a soul, was a startling one; and more
than enough to keep him very wide awake
through the_long watches of the night.

Ho leaned back, in the_chair, his eyes

en and unwinking, waiting and watch-
ing with the patience and fortitude of &
Red Indian.

Tron-nerved as ho was, Monty was glad
that Jimmy Silver was with him. If there
was danger that night, it was nob from
ghosts—and he knew it. ~Dut he was
glad that he was not alone.

Midnight had long passed, and the night
was_still, save for a faint whine of the
wind among the chimneys. The fire died
Jowor, till all was dark save for a faint
red glow in the sinking embers.

Mornington did not move, but he
breathed harder as he heard a faint sound
at the door. The door swung open, and
2 chill draught penetrated from the gloomy
corridor.

Tn the darkness there was a glimmer of
white.

Several_moments passed—long moments
to_the still, watching junior,
The white figuro moved at last.

eloctric flash-lamp 1n the corner. =
Mornington roso to his foct, still without

a sound, His hands grasped a heavy|
cushion from the chair.
Whiz! Crash!

The cushion struck the bending figure
in the corner, and the light of the electric,
Jamp was instantly blotted out. — Therel
was a sharp, startied ery in the darkness.]

The next instant a glimmer of whitel
raced across tho room, and the door closed.
The ghost was gone

Mornington laughed softly, ~From the
bed came a startled exclamation as Jimmy)
Silver sat up and stared about him. The
crash of the falling cushion had awakened!

im.
“Morny—what—"
“Hallo, old top!” yawned Mornington.§

“What—what's happened?”

“Lots of things; but tho jolly old hap-
penings are_over for the night. Go to
sleep, my little picoaninny,” said Morn-
ington airily. He stirred the fire, piled
logs, lighted the lamp, and grinned af
Jimmy Silver's startled face.

“Dreamin’ of ghosts, Jimmy?”

“N-nno! I heard—

Jimmy _stared at him. Mornington]
laughed lightly.

“Don’t worry!” ho seid. “And if you

want something_pleasant to dream of,
dream of my givin' your pater his jolly
old Rembrendt back as a Christmat
prgsont in the mornin’ at?” 3

11—’
“Good-night, old bean!”
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But before Mornington ||ep!, he locked
tho _ door and dragge cavy  table
against_it. Then he atiled down for the
mummdrr of tho night with a smile on
his lips that remained there when he slept.
In his own peculiar way, Valentine Morn-
mgton was enjoying his Christmas holi-

day.

CHAPTER 9.
Mornington is Mysterious!
NOCK |
K Valenting Mornington avake, and
'“m \wintr.

sunshine glimmered
in at tho \\m(!q\vl n

the Haunted Room at
tho Priory. firo had dicd out on
the old hesrth, and. Tornington shivered a
little as ho sat up in the armchair and
rubbed his cyes.” Jimmy Silver, on the bed,
was still asleep.

Knock |

The sharp rap was repeated at the door.
Morninglon, sawning again, glanced round.

“Hallo 1" ho calle
The deor knob rattled.
7ot me in, pleaso 1”
the 'voico of Mr. Silver. Morn-

ington “Imtlcd softly as ho roso to his fect.

immy eat up was awake now.

& Th bs (hu pntur l" he said.

“And a littlo waxy, to judge by
merry old voicg,” murmured Mornington,
with rin, ‘' Ho didn’t know we were
Keopin' watch in the jolly  old  haunted
room last night. Who's told him?”

“Somebody has,” said Jimmy. “Open
the_door, Morny !

Knock, again.

Mornington crossed to tho door and

turned back the big, old fnshuoncd key in
the mnun‘e lock. He opened the door
wil r. snvn neppe into the room
mlh a_frowning 3

& VAV Martiogion wis & guest at
the Priory for the Christmas vacation, it
was a little dxﬂicult for Mr. Silver to dis-
play a “ wnxv ” attitude towards him.
immy Silver that his severe
ihnco tumed. Jimmy rolled off the bed.

Neither of the )nmors had undressed dur-
ing watch =in the haunted
room, and both ol them looked rather dis-
heyelled and tousled.

am surprised at this!” said Mr. lever.

“ Anythin’ the matter, sir?” asked Morn-

ington blandly.

OWN LIBRARY W 17

“I will say nothing to you, Mornington,
as you aro my son’s gucst here,” said Mr.
Silver.  “But you, Jimmy, should have
known better. After the fright your friend
Lovell received in passing a night in the
hl:]mn(ed room, you should not have done

in the
u see,

othing's

father,” said .
Ho o ol . Miieatagtab, chised ia.

t was really all my fault, Mr. Silver.
I fairly dm\e immy into staying in this
room witl . I should have stayed alono
if ho Imdn

happened night,
te el da

W

ld not Iuv- done s0, Morn-
ngzo i~ "aaid Mr. Silve was very
much perlurbcd by hnt happened
Lovell. 1 been aware of your inten-
l.mn. I should never have allowed you to
oosup this room.”
“The ghost hasn’t worried us g

““Thero is, of courso, no ghost, id Mr.
Silver, smiling a littlo, “But thero aro
such things as nerves, w which you should not
have put to such a ou know vory
well what hn[gzened m Lovell s case.”

d you know wo were here,
.in" ukcd Mornington.

“Mr. Spencer mentioned to me when I
came down that he thought tho room was
occupied,” said Mr. Silver. “I came Lero
to sce. Now, I will say nothing on llo
subject further, but I must ask you nct ‘o
repeat this foolhardy action. iy o o1
must not bo slept in by you, Jimmy, cr

any of your guosts.”

Very woll, father,” said Jimey

And with that Mr. uitted the
room. _Jimmy gave the Gindy of the ook

wood Fourth a rueful glanco.
“T was afraid the paler weuld got his
rag out if he found wud eamped in thy

haunted room,” he said course, there
was, nothing 'to bo afraid cf Lut Losell
made an awful J zht, and
after thn— 2

our father’s ucrn!nry

? that
should hnp nn to know th-n we were here,”

remarked Morning! is room is a
gopd distance from bis quartors.”
‘And queer that _he nhmld take the

trouble to toll M :urd Mam-

Jimmy. “Lovell got anian e
other might, lnd probul ly Stenc
wo might be s

“Possibly 1" lmd ‘\!un\mnon.
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There were foc'tstesi in the

Lovell and Raby and Newcom

Lovell had a scrions cxoression, bt thero

wero grins on the faces of his companions.

L"Ffm anything?” asked Arthur Edward
ovell

pass.‘lﬁe, and

id the ghost walk ?” grinned Raby.
“Did the Jolly old phantom prior drop
in?"” chuckled Newcome. “Not civil of him
to miss, after calling on Lov e]
‘““Ha, ha, hal” roared Rab
“Oh, cut the cacklo 1” said l{ovel] crossly.
& K\otlnng to chortle at! Did you sce any-
thing, Jimmy
Jimmy o laughed.
it Nl othing,” he answered.

“T slept pretty
sound

D 1" you sce anything, Morny1”
.

“What I” exclaimed lmu' vmcu together.

Mornington nodded cox

@ immg, was asleop,” ho said. _“But I
was keepin’ awake. ' 1 ‘was wide-awako
when the ghost come in.”

i Tho ghost” Felled Raby.

es."

“Are you pulling our legs?” demanded
Nawcome.
ot wll.”
What was the ghost like, then?”,
figure in white—just as Lovell
* answered Mornington.

I
Tonest Tnjun 1” uud Morny.
“And what did you do?”
“Bunged a cushion nt it1”
“And what did the ghost do?”
manded Newcome.

“Tumbled over when the cushion cushed,
and yelped. Thcn Ixo bol!cd as if he ha
been sent for suf
hat unm- mcl" smd Raby.

¢, Morny, “huz are you driv-
ing at?” dr-umnd-d Ji Silver, eyﬂ"\a
the dandy of the Fourth m amazement. *
heard some row and wol oke up, but T saw

de-

I
e mgm |f "Lovell_had
biffed a pillow nt hi Pity you didn’t
think of that, Loyell
Etar. Edyerd biinked at Momington.
“Tg reltlilly huppencdv" he ask
“Itrenlly)

4he Inl‘mtcd room again.
3 it his daty to give us

away, and Jimmy's pater camo down
us liko s walf on ihe fold. T dare say tho
Spencer bird had his _reasons,  Jimmy's

ater is a bit waxy, but T am going to ‘make
Pim a present and sct that right.”

“What on earth do you mean by that?”
asked Jimmy.

g to give him a picture, to
r(\pllco fm jolly old Rembrandt that was
stolen the other day,” said Morny.

“You ass| That Rcmbmndz was worth
h\n lhcnsand pou

goin’ to produce one just as good.”
Fathead I”
“Well, I'm going down to brekker,” said
Raby. "“You lﬁowa can lmng on and
lmﬁn to Morny talking out of the back
eilly necl

And Rabv walked away, followed by
Newcome and Lovell.

Mornington laughed.

“Blessed if I can make head or tail of
vour chutter, Morny,” said Jimmy Silver,
'\uz’ getting loose in the top story, I

ope

“T hop

TP what tho thump do sou meant »

“Nothing at present, but lots presently,”
answered Mornington; and he strolled out
of tho haunted room whistling.

CHAPTER 10,
Puzzled]

Doy e
Jimmy Silver was coming down to
a ‘rather late breakfast, refreshed

after his night in the haunted room

by a cold bath, when Mormngmn met hi
on the l!:un. Ho sto

“They're all at mﬁ( kor

said Morning-

ton, u, Jimmy.
"1 want brekher,” remarked Jimmy.
at can wai he !elcphoncn in the|
libracy, 1 think.

1 ippose T gan uso it
unk T asked Timmy.

“Well, you dont want mo to help yo
telephone,” do you?” asked Jimmy,
mzomshment
No, I wint vou to keep watch.”
i o
“Ket “utch 15 he rej
“Yes; to sco that mvbcd\
s what I say.”

butts in an

o
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«Yowre getting jolly  mysterious,
Morny,” said Jimuy Silvor, with o faint
touch of impatience. “Who' the thump do
You think would listen to what you say on
tho telephone "

Woll, there’s your father’s sccretary,
Spcncer, said Morny. “H
s, work in tho library, and might butt

"Hc wouldn’t be interested in your tele-
phone jaw.

“He might be,”

“Oh, ron" said Jimmy.

But Mornington il T ges Ehrogh
Jimmy Silver's and led him away to_the
library. The lofty room, with its book-lined
walls and cheery log fire, was deserted just
then. From the dircction of the breakfast-
;Dum a buzz of merry voices could be heard
aint]
Morny closed u.o door.
“Now ko r hoof against the door,”
u cnn hmn to what I say,
interestin®

“Oh nll right!” grunted Jimmy.

Mnrmngean crossed to the zcxcphone and

picked the recciver off the He gave
e number—Dgnewood 10,

Jimmy glanced across at him.

“That's Inspector Stenson’s number,”
he said—*'the inspector who has tha case
of tho stolen Rembrandt in hand 1"

Momy nodded. He spoke into the trans-

“lmpccwr Stenson? Good! My name's
Mornington—a guest at the Priory. I
dare say Jou saw mo when you called
E!esmrdny, son. I have some in-
ormation for

Jimmy nlmply mu-ed. What ln!ormlunn
Mornington could possibly have for
spector Stenson was a £tery %o him. But
Mommgtou s next words made him fairly
ju

“tha valuable information, Mr. Sten-
son. I can point out the man who stole
the Rombrandt, if you want to make his
acquaintance.”

Morn 1" gasped Jimmy Silver.
hope to point out the stolen pic-
turu tou, Mr. Stenson. Will you como out
for your bird 1%
Morny 1" yelled Jimmy.

Mornington ‘put up the receiver and re-
joined Jimmy, with a_smile on his_hand-
some face. He scemcd in great spirits.

o,
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“Now for brekker,” he said.

“Ts Ing cctor Stenion coming over?” de-
manded

“Yes; h'll be hero by tho time wo've
finished brekker. He's coming right over
in_his car.”

“What do you mean by pul
Eolme inspector’s leg liko this?” gaspe

“Dear man! T'm not pullin’ bis log 1"
“The pater will be awfully waxy at a
fool joke like this,” said Jimmy, lookin
deeply vexed. *You're bringing the in
spector over here from Denewood for
nothing 1”
‘1 For somethin', dear boy."
“For what, then
“For the man who burgled your father's
jolly old picturo

ling thc

oar cld man, have a little
said Mornington cheerfully.
tnlkm out of my hat. Straight goods, old

nticnce,"
P not

“Wiar about broklcer . asked Morn:
ington. “Ther'll bo cxcitin’ times whon
spector arrives. Let's get somo grub

=2

1t's all utter rot!1” said Jimmy uncasily.
“I begin to believe that you've renlly got
a screw loose somewhere, Mori

Mornin, ston lnughcd 1.glnly. e loftthe
library, Silver following him in a
stato_of mingled wonder and impatience,
or. Come on, old man, I'm hungey 1" snid

orny.

-’-

boen _down long enongh to
haye your brokker,” said J

e boon otherwiso engagod, old top,”
explained Mornington. * know
was somethin’ of an amateur carponter1”

0.”
“Well, I'vo been doin’ somo carpentry.

I boreaved some things out of your tool.

mmy, and put in a quarter of an
prisin’ up a plank in a floor. Sorry
done any damage, but you know

what an amateur carpenfer is when

goi

Iver was too astounded to reply.
Ho was beginning to wonder seriously
whether Mornington was wandering in his
mind. Ever since Jimmy Silver’s Christ-
mas party had arrived homo at the Priory
thece had been something strange and
mysterious, as well as subtly mocking, in
Mornington’s words and manner.
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Jimmy went into the breakfast-room,
where © merry party was assembled.
Mornington followed him in a minute
later, and Jimmy noticed that the dandy
of the Fourth had put on his overcoat.
Why Mornington should don an overcoat
to come into a well-warmed room to break-
fast was o mystery—unless Morny was
going out of his scnses.

The breakfast-table at the Priory was
crowded with merry faces. Breakfast was
an informal meal in holiday-time, and the
guests arrived at what time they pleased.
Lovell and Raby and Newcome had already
finished, and so had cousin Phyllis, but
they were still at the table chatting in
tones. Mr. Silver was a little
grave; at the back of the old gentleman's
mind there was always the thought of bis
lost masterpicce. Dut Mrs. Silver was
smiling sweetly, and thero was an ex-
pansive smile on the fat face of Eustace

ncer, the sccretary, whose eyes blinked
cheerily through his big spectacles,

Arthur Edward Lovell seemed chicfly
interested in cousin Phyllis; while Raby
and Newcombe were finding much interest
in Marjorie Hazeldene and Clara Trevlyn.

“Hallo, slackers!” said Arthur Edward
Lovell, as tho two late-comers dropped in.
“Feeling cold, Morny 1"

“Didn't 1 tell you yesterday I had a
slight cold,” said Mornington.

“Must be more than .lighl,
to_wear an overcoat indoors,”
with a stare.

“Pass the merry provender, old fellow,
and don't worry.”

Mornington turned to Eustace Spencer.

if you have
said Lovell,

“I hopo your cold is better, Mr.
Spencer 77

“Thank you—almost gone,” said the
secretary. His eyes, through his glasses,

lingered curiously on Mornington for a
momicnt.

“Too bad that you should have to put
off going on your Christmas holiday,” said
Mornington. ~ “1 hope you'll be able
travel today.”

“Tomorrow, probably,” said the sccre-
tary. “Mr. Silver's hospitality makes it
impossible for me to regret postponing my
joyrney 2

Mr,

ver smiled.
. dear Spencer,” he said, “we shall
&l miss »:

ou.
iston’s cyes were lingering on tho
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fat face of the sccretary. There was a
mocking glimmer in their depths.

You've had an accident, sir,” he said,
with an air of concern. “Skating, what?
Tumble on the ice?”

Mr. Spencer passed his podgy hand for
a moment over his [m‘n-hcm[, where a slight
bruise showed on tho skin,

“No,” he answered. “I do not ckate,
Master Morrington. 1 had the ill-luck to
}:‘nm"(k my bead, entering my room in the

ot

r
_ “Not painful, I hope?” asked Dorn-
ington.

“A mere nothing.”

The secretary turned his head to address
a remark to Mrs. Silver, having apparently
had cnough of Mornington’s conversation.
Valentine Mornington devotes atten-
tion to his breakfast. o ate with an
oxceedingly good appetite and & smiling,
good-humoured face. It was long since

orny b cen seen in such excellont
spirits.

Well, let’s get a move on,” said Lovell
o good waiting for thote slackers to
finish, Tho ico is a treat this morning!”

And Lovell and Raby and Newcome and
the threo girls made o move. Mrs. Silver
followed.

There_was the hoot of a car on the
drive. Jimmy Silver glanced at Mozning-
ton, who smiled. Jimmy guessed that this
was the inspector arriving from Denc-
wood in response to Morny's amazing mes-
sage on the telephone. What was to hap-

' now, Jimmy simply couldn’t imagine.

orny’s jape—for Jimmy could only think
that it was a jape—was likely to cause
something like a sensation.

Morny rose from the table.

“Inspector Stenson!”  he
glancing from the window.

. Silver started.

“The inspector!” he exclaimed.
faco lightened. *Nows—perhips —"
1-itted the tuom.

News of the missing picture—what1”

asked Mornington, it likely,
Jimmy 1

remarked,

His
Ho

T hope so,” said Jimmy Silver.

“YWhat do you think, Mr. Spencer?”

«T think it very probable,” said the
cecretary. *Perhaps my opinion is coloured
by my wishes—and my regard for my em-
Dloyer, who feels his loss o deeply. But
Certainly I have every confidence that the
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o will sceced in_ tracing tho rascal
d 3r. Silver

W o oo 1 said Mornington. “My

belicf is that you are quite right.”

The secrotary gavo bim a quick look
over his glassea.

“Vo must hope £0,” ho said.

Mo ool out for squalls, Morny, you
pful asst murmured " Jimy, s
e, feappeared in the doorwa
ather Lo e of 'tho inspector by his

polic

CHAPTER 11,
Rather a Surprise!
R. SILVER'S face was dark and
M “torn. Evidently, Inspector Sten-
son had explained the reason of his
morning call, and the host of the
Priory had learncd of what ho could only
rogard ag an utterly reckless Klucuul joke.
"Mornington |” exclaimed Mr. Silver.
ero 1 am, sir
“Inspector Stenson tells me—'
“Quito o, Good-mornin’, _in-
spoctor1” said  Mornington smoothly.
“Glad d you camio over 80 soon. Don’t go,
Mr. {‘ ncer—I want you to corrobomu
some things I have to tell Mr. Stenson.”
The sccretary blinked at him.
cannot imagine what you have to
to]l the inspector, Master Mornington,” he
But cummly. whatever it is, I
hqn no knowledge of it.
Your tnlm W

,” said Mornington,
with iy coolnes. shall be able to re’
fresh b your s tacmory, 1 think.”

"Kmdly tell me what this monn!. Morn-
inglon, said Mr. Silver sternl .
uve brought Inspector Stenson here, mth
atement that you can point out tho
thu-l vwho took away my picture.”
es, sir.”
4 Yr?i’ km\v nothing of the matter—""
"' Nonwum 1%
et the boy speak, sir,” said Inspector
Elu-‘gmn, witha curious look at the dandy
§t fookwood. “If he has any information,
duty to pass it on to me.'
at’s what I'm fmn to do, sir. But
o that Spencer remains
will be eble to corroborate some
nts, though just at preseat be
or.”

21

“This is utterly inexplicable!” exclaimed
M, Silver. “I can scatcely boliove, Morn.
inglon, that this s simply a foolish, and
ecling practical joke on your part.
*Nothin' of the kind, sir.
“Something, then. bas .cmn.lly come to
vour knowleé
o whols' blzney, sir.
“U on my wo; M Spencer, kindly
remain for tho
he sccretary ms bren\hmg hard. His
e they ornin Tton,
ared behind his glnm. Jimmy Silver
Watching him, realined that it was only by
an cffort that I'uuhzco Spencer retained his
calmness and urb
“As you wish, Mr. Bilver,”
“But surely this boy is talking the most
arrant nonsense! 1 have no knowledge
of what ho has to say—if, indced, he has
anything1”
Howover, romain for
Spencer,” said Mr. Silver. “The mattor
must be thrashed out at once. Now, Morn-
ington, kindly tell the xmpector what you
know, if you know un
“Ready and willi hail | ospin the
yarn from tho boginnin' 1" b

said Spencer.

the prosent,

ington, “You may recall, sir, hat wien
we arrived here we offered t o luok
oot thial man the et

ita gond

was Lovell's idea, but I thoug!
on

Nonsense!” said Mr. Silver brusquc
Come to the point, Morny I” murmural

. dear boy. Inspector Stenson
made_an enmmauou of the place,” ze-
sumed Mornington. ““He found Vit lht
c]ccmc burglar alarm had not worked, I

been disconneeted—tho wire cut from
outside, porhaps, by the thicf uftor iin nn
cut through the glass, I though: the thicf

e

that way, In fact, I've no doubi tha:
Inspec cnson turncd over in his mind
the pombxm that somebody tha
house had a hand in the robl

The inspector did not speck.

e was regarding Mornington with

a quiet attention that somewba: 4

Jimmy Silver and his father.

ihe inspector did not conel
dandy of Rookwood was

g throvgh
his hat.”

“Well, T had that idea, and I Hvr .cht
it out,” resumed Morn
figured it out

the




1]

house, wouldn't bolt and drnw

suspicion
on himsclf at once. There Ec

day, an’ tako the plunder with him, with.

out excitin’ any suspicion.”
“Nobody has tho house for

aid Mr. Bilver, with

E ao habd 'up up

ornington.

* on Christ-
by o sight

's nothin’ m my idoa, hut l.c' m t
||.muxh That nobby idea was workin® in
my _powerful brain,

but noﬂun' m
t

likely to come o

haunted room the nij i

“That has nothing to do with the
matter.”

“Lots,

sir! You soe, durin' tho night in
thy haunted room Lovell saw a ghost.”
on:

sense |
“The fellows thought it was nerves™

drawlod Mornington. ~ * Now, lhw‘h old

Lovoll is a bit of an ass, ho really isn't

ass cnough to rouso a whole houscliold on

account of silly nerves. uu raw

th hat.night in the hsunted rcom.”

1 knew nothing of nm" said the in-

spector, with a very keen look.

Mnrmnlton smi

sir, you'ro boginning
rom it, samo as
“Tovell's stunt of sleepin’

said.
in the haunted room came
rybody—it was a thing |Int
possibly have been foreseen by
And u ghost, nplxmrm to frighten Lovcll off
to to my focblo mtcllm

somebody a very
in keepia’ the e nomg
1 seo nothing in all this” said Mr.

» lmrmetor Btonson does!” said Morning-
n

Fy allos o boy to proceed,” said
Inspector . Stenson. . *You _concluded,
Master Mornington, that the thief was in
the house, that he had hidden the picture
in some safo, romote place until the time
camo when he could leave without exciting
-...p.unn. .n (he ghostly visit to lho

baw ou suspect that
room was lhe .mn!' hidicg place of m.
stolon pict

“My h.n eju-ulned Jimmy Silver.

Mr. Silver started violently,

THE GHOST OF THE PRIORY!

T, osslblol" ho exclaimed.

“Well, 1 thought it possible,” smiled
orr gnn. *And after Lovell’s ghost, I

h.d a ,nx 5 keen eyo on the gi unt
My idea was Ihl the thiel

giv
And, with um little theory in mine
took the haunted

to_baunti my
self. Blight colds bein’ in fashion, lnuuhz
nnu mymll. nursed it in the haunted
to ko -urn that tho ]D"] old
lhnel dnd.n'l colln the picture in the di

ny-
time.”

501" exclaimed Jimmy.

“Catchin' on, old top!” grinned Morn-
ington. wnml'nmhrln in my mind,
old bean.  Quito sano an' sober, I assure
you

This is absurd!” said Mr. Bilver.
‘ou may recall, Mornington, that the
room door was Iock when Lovell saw,,
as he '::ppowd, \"on ml: sog-

gost that a th aying ghost, could pass
throu h O Imkud (Yoor w

me at first, sir, until T ex-
nmmed thc e
** The—th:

N
Mornin, ped his hand into his
ocket and ‘drew out & heavy old-fashioned
cy. Ilo hunded it to tho inspector.
“What do those marks on tho top end
of the key mean, Mr. Sienson " bo asked.
The ea gleamed.

e inipector’s exca gle
“They 'mean that the K has been
turned from, the ‘caliide of by
means of & pair of steel nippers, mh
ho answore

burglars uso,”
“Just s0 1"

my soul!” exclaimed Mr, Silver,
quite t aback.
“That's lhn kcy of the haunted room,”|

2
a

mid Morny, *and now you know how  the
ghost ﬁ
Mr. Silver uught his breath.

**Mormington, if tiere is anything in thi
amazing stat my picture—the Rem:
brandt—is now n x‘w {m use, hidden in th
baunted room 1" laimed.

“To tho hmnu. e Mornington
“but not now in’ tho haunted room !

threw o his overcoat
Silver understcod pow ¥hy
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dandy of the Fourth had donned it. From
under the coat Morny drew out a roll of
thick canvas. He held it w

HT1ie giddy Rembrandt 1" he drawled.

CHAPTER 12,
A Fight at the Finishi
u ORNY 1" gaspod Jimmy.
Mr. Silver did not Yopeak. Ho
made a sprmg at the canvas and
asped from Murnmgtun
With trembling Rt g mvailod 5
. Spencer ‘was moving in a careless
Inspector Stenson
gure filled nhn
sccrotary stre
But Mr." Silver daid

coviay.
ds ho window.

oitiof heaicg madle
Mornington smiled cheerily. Ho was
joying “the moment of iis triumph.
my clapped him on the shoulder.
“Good old Morny I” he exclaimed breath-

lcss
*Guito a jolly old surprise, what?”
§rmned Mommgton _“Didn’ ¢ I tell you,

s Why T brought my

little
asked

lntellect to bear on this
m.

That fs your pioture, sir?”
Inﬁ)ector Stens

. Bilver looked up from the precious
cnnv'\s at There were tears in his

T i my Rembrandt,” he said. “Morn-
ington has' saved me from a loss of two
thousand pounds—from a loss, indeed, that
could not be computed in money. ~This
yondextul picture is an heirloom in my
family, and T eould never have ceased 6
regret its loss. My dear, dear
you from the bottom of my heart.”

‘ Tha; you, sir,” said Mornington
carnestly. T treated your son badly some
ime ago, and you and he forgave me.
Sut for that T shouldn't have boen hore for
hristmas, and T really think the rotter who
tolo your plcmre would have got away

ith the gond

Mr SitVer amiled at his son.

This is a lesson wo should remember,
immy,” he said, ©We cast our bread on

boy, ,I thank |

N LIBRARY
tho waters, and it has returned after mavy

“You have something more to tell me,
Master Mornington ?” asked Inspector Sten:
son; and Jlmmy Silver noticed noy that
the corner of eye was upon Eustacg
Spencer at the \Hndo\v And Jimmy Silves
understood fu ther, as he noted it,

es, sir,” said Mornington brightly.
“Just a little more, Mr. Silver has lua
picture, but you'd like the thief. I made
Jimmy_ watch with me last night in the
haunted room. Jimmy went to sleep; I
sat up. I left the door unlocked to make
the way easy for the ghost. He came in,
found Jimmy asleep, and found me pretend-
ing to be locked 1n the arms of jolly old
Morpheus. So seeing the coast clear, the
merry phantom went to I watched
him with my cyes hulf~op

There was a quick- dmw—n breath
Eustaco Spencor.

“He went to a_corner of the room and
stooped down,” said Mornington, “
him bending with a cushion. He pmchnd
over, and gave quite a substantial howl for

tht Then he mizzled; but I did not
mmd that. figured it out that I knew
where the picture was hidden. This morn-
ing, while the other fellows were busy with
brekker, I borrowed some tools from
Jimmy’s tool-chest and prised up an owk
plank ‘in a corner of the haunted room.

“So that was it!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver.

”Jusb that. The plank had been loosened
before, so it came up fairly easily,” said
Mornington. “Under the board I found
that roll of canvas tucked away—as the
giddy ghost would bave done if I hadn’t
cannoned him with a cush. So I lugged it
out, and there it is.”

nd the man?”

from

said Tnspector Stenson.

“Yos, the thicf,” said Mr. Silver. “You
have hinted, Mornington, that tho thicf is
a momber of this household.”

uite s

o et et Spencer could cor-
roberafe “hat you said” said Mr. Silver.
“In what w

“Speak ulp,
encouraging

The secretary wetted his dry lips.

“I have nothing to say,” he cxclaimed.

“I have not the slightest knowledge—"

““Oh, come,” said Mornington, in a rally-
ing tone.  “Tell the inspector why
bostponed your departurc on Christmas
Bve. Was it because the haunted room

. Spencer I” said Morny
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wys accupicd, and so you could't tako o
picture with you as a souvenir

ornington 1” exclaimed Mr Silver,

1 us all how you felt when you heard
that the haunted room was to bo occupied
Vi hidden under the
0 ned Mornington.
**It would surely be thrilling. And why you
kept on dropping into the place to see
whether anybody was still there! And why
you told Mr. Silver about us IIek‘plnx in
the haunted room, so as to get a cleas
field the next night to lift the umnhmndc
And hm\ you banged your face on the floor
when I knocked you over with the cushion
and got that mark on your manly brow.”
o secrctary seemed scarcely to breathe.
Mr. le\crn faco was quite pale as he lis-

tened to Morny’s mocking indictment.
sy e ot iow 1 gontiomen

huskily. * You—you ean explain; 1 cannot
icv

“I know nothing of it,” said the secre-
tary, with a hunted look in the round exes
o hin epcctaclos, * 1T assuro you—>

“Whero do_you the nippera _you
open locked doors with?* grinned Moem:
ington. “Somebody here is provided with
burghr el your

room—
One

hat

spcnm clenched his hands hard.
look at his hauntod face was enough to
show that either on_his person or in_his
room was cvidenco in proof of Morning-
ton’s accusation.

Inspector Stenson made a step towards
him, m. face very grim.

“You—you daro not accuse me I panted
the, soorofury.

“It will be my duty to dv‘nm o, for

the present,” said the inspector.
at least— AR 1®
ash |

Thero was a terrific splintering of glass
as tho desporate man grasped a ohair_and
dashed it through the window, smashing
glass and sashes far and wide. A socon

nd Eustace Spencer had leaped out.
pector’s hurried clutch missed him

Mr. Silyer.
needed no moro

ood heavens 1 gas
FEven hin incredulous min
t!

f th
q " roared Jimmy.
e b wisoicton ratid for e 20ne,
But Morniczion, reckless of broken glass,

sprang theovzlh tho smashed_ window, and
Jimuy Silyes was.alter

THE GHOST OF THE PRIORY!

Morny stumblod, but recovered himself,
and dasbed away in pursuit of the flecing
figure. Hatless, L;wme, panting, Eustace
Spencer was tearing across the pm pow-
dering the snow with hurryin hi
plunder lost, everything lost i.m‘ﬂu, liberty,
and muking a frantic cffort to rave, at lenst,
that. But Mornington, with tho speed of a
deer, was close on rack, and Jimmy
Silver came spee du)g on behind the dandy
of tho Fourt! nspector Stenson rushed
from the honsL, hut he was hopelessly out
of tho chase.

“Stop hi red Morny.

From !hu lrnznn trecs ahes :ul two or threo
ﬁqurei emerged. Lovell and Cousin Phyllis,

by, Newcome. They stopped and stared
in blank amazement at the wild chase.

“Stop, thief 1” bawled Jimmy Silver.

Tho running man paused a sccond, pant-
ing, desperato. The juniors, coming back
from skating on the lake, were directly
ahcad of him.

Eustace Spencer gritted his teeth nnd
swerved to tho right and toro on.
ington cut across to intercept him, Knlmn
fruund now at overy stride. And Lovell

‘0., not undorstanding what had hnﬁm-nod
bm undcnundlnu clearly enough t

ng man was to be stopped, rushed af
Inm from the other side.

The girls stood in amazement and wonder,
staring after tho chase. Tho Fistical Four
and Mommgl.ou hure down rapidly on the
hunlcd mbled in_tho snow,
and as hu wrnmbled up again Morny was,
upon l'um with a swift spring.

Spencet him and leaped bacly
analched & rovalver from his pocket,
weapon gleamed up.

fand _buck 7 ho  yolled  hoarsely,
“Back,
Whizt”"
It was Arthur Edward Lovell wh

weighed in with  welltimed smogball. Thi
snowball crashed in Spencer's faco,
ing him staggoring backwards, The pist
dropped in tho snow,

e mnext instant Mornington was upot
the staggoring man, and Spencer went bae
wards ia his rush, falling heavtly to th

&
"Tiond a hand 1* panted Morington,
Sponcor” wiruggled” deaporatels, " an

Mofny alono co’f«f ot havo held [, B

the Fistical Four rushed in at once. Han

sped tho man on all siden.
grinned Morningt

ur game |”
breathlessly,



ncer, with a groan of despair, yielded
osf:m fate. In the grasp of five sturdy
soliwooders he could scarcely stir a limb,
nd the struggle was over. In the distance
nspector  Stenson came tramping up
rough the snow, with great satisfaction
his stolid face.

“But what's the chap done?” asked

cell.

W Binched the giddy Rembrandt—"
«What 17 gasped Lovell. “This chap
gged the missing smudge”

“Ha, , ha 4
«This  infant,” assented Mornington.
nd it may interest you to know that he's
o jolly old spook that made you jump tho
6r night I A

“My only hat!” ejaculated Lovell.

silence and despair, Eustace Spencer was
away, and the Rookwood juniors fol-
ed trivmphantly.

. R TR ot S |

he Rembrandt hung in its old place in
library, and tho face of Mr. Silver
“Tooked twenty years younger. The discovery
that his trusted secrctary was the thief was
a great shock to the old gentleman, and,
indeed, to_everyone else but Mornington.
But Mr. Silver found comsolation in the
contemplation of his restored treasure.

In Spencer’s room ample evidence was
found—as the inspector had anticipated,
after the man’s desperate attempt at escape.
It transpired that Spencer had been em-
ployed by an unserupulous collector in
America who desired to possess the Rem-
brandt, and who had sought in vain to
purchase it from its owner. A reward
equivalent to the value of the picture had
been promised to Spencer in the event of
success; and how near he come_ to
Buccess was only too clear, The wretched
man confessed before his trial, and told how
he bad cut the picture from its frame, and
tampered with the electric alarm, and
forced the window, to_give an impression
that the burglary had taken place from
without, Ho had felt perfectly secure in
concealing the plunder in the ~haunted
room, a’ room never used and seldom
visited.

But Lovell’s stunt of slecping in  the
baunted room had spoiled bis plans. - After
scaring Lovell in the guise of the Prior’s
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ghost, he would certainly have found the
room unoccupied but for Mornington.
Lovell, by chance, and Mornington, by
design, had completed bafiled the rascal.
“It was jolly clever of Morny,” said
Arthur Edward Lovell. “Of cousse, T knew
it wasns a rcal ghost.  Scnsiblo chaps
don’t believe in ghosts. It really was clear
from the start that the ghost bizney was a
trick to clear people out of the haunted

3

“Not quite clear,” said Jimmy Silver,
with a laugh. “Clear enough now we know
the facts, of course.”

“Oh, quite clear, if a chap had thought
of it, you know,” said Lovell. “The amaz-
ing thing is that I never thought of it.”

“The amazing thing, old chap, would
have been if you had thought of it
remarked Mornington.

“Ha, ha, ha !”

To which Arthur Edward Lovell replicd
with a snort.

In Mr. Silyer's library the Rembrandt
adorned its old place, none the worso for
its adventures, and affording infinite satis-
faction to its owner. And at the Priory,
Valentine Mornington was a  much-dis.
tinguished guest during the remainder of
the Christmas holidays.

CHAPTER 13.
The High Handl
O you know the way back, Potter?™
DO

“Do_you, Greene "
o

““Precious pair of asses!”

Jimmy Silyer heard those remarks as he
came tramping along through the thick
enow in the lane. Snow was falling, and
fields and hedgerows were sheeted in white.

At_the cross-roads, three fellows had
halted; three rather big fellows who looked
like senior schoolboys, wrapped i
and mufilers.  Apparently they had lost
their way, and they did not look good-
tempered.

Jimmy Silver quickened his steps a littlo
and huiried on with. the kind_intention of
being of service to tho trio in distress.

He thought he knew the fellows, too.
They did not belong to Rookwood; but
he had seen them befare somewhere,

“Precious pair of asses!” repeated the
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first spoaker. “T'd liko to know how we're
goj7g, to sk back for lunch
ell, i sou! Kuawiltie}way  yourssli)

ConL it e (i N otha ot
simultancously and wrathfully.

oker grunted angrily

“Oh, dow't jaw!" he said. _*Jawing

anitdGas the way, will it? Nover saw
such chnn- for_ja
tared about him morosely, and
ght immy coming up.
wzved hu basd to Jimmy.

" he said. “I'll give him
sixpence to_guido us back to the Fox and
Feathers. Hil”

Jimmy came up. He was emiling now.
He Coker and Pgtter and
Greeno Jn:he Fifth Form at
He had seen them more than once when a
Rookwood team had gone over to Grey-
friars m ‘:l-y tho_ Remove.

“Hal said Jimmy nheertul:[v.

“\'ou live in theeo benight parts?”’
ask

pker.
Vs
’l‘hmu sou can guide us,”
“T|) givo you sixponce!

said Coker.

* remarked
Roo

“an? You were play-
fourth at - our echool at

a_ Rookwooder,” said Jimmy.
“You can keep your sixpence, Coker—Jkao)
i nses at Colney Hatch

t ciaculated Coker. “‘Don't
. kid! How do you know my
name, I'd like to know?”

“‘He's one of tho Rookwood kids,” said
jreene, “You've scen him at Greyfriars,
Coker.”

Coker snorted.

“1'm not likely to take notice of lugs. and
remomher them, T supposo,” he said.
“I)nnl be an asw, ﬂreenal"

““Look here,

“Dry up. for goodness’ sako!"” said Coker
irritably. “Herc we are lost in the wilds,

ad you want to keep on wagging your
chin instead of gotting back!”

“Who tho way?" ronred Greeno.
. turned off (he road and told us you
o taking a short cut
lmoks like a jolly long cut to me!

Potte
~1>n up!” roared Coker. “Look here,

or—"

1 said

THE GHOST OF THE PRIORY!

kid—I think T remember you now—youn
nume’s Copper, or Gold, or something, ian't

it?

“Silver!” said Jimmy ehcerfully fd
remember you, too—your name’s Poker, ot
Stoker, or Choker, or eomething, isn’t it?”

“Don’t be cheeky!” roared Coker.
Losing his way in the wilds had not im-.

roved Hor Coker’s_tempor—nover vory
reliable, “ Wo're putting up at the Fox
and Feathers, between Denewood an
H.:Aldll)ey Priors, nn you know the place?”

wdl Gmdu us_ thero!”

“Borry " said Jimmy pnhtely. =1
dlroct lycm. if you like. But I can’t guide

on ‘my way to the station to
mreit a chap who's coming down to visit

“Ha

““Never mind that!” said Coker.

can wmc ak tho station, I suppose
1-’ hat!" said Jimmy, star
tho hfda ormer of Greyfriars.

Coker, at his own sl had what he
called a short way with fage. It was, ho
i i l(-m Outside Greyfriars his

ikely to cause astonishment
Cul\er of the Fifth nover
uite able to remomber that,

lnmed

Hadley Priors Station while ided
Coker about, seemed to the lofty Hornce
tho most natural thing in the world. But
the suggestion seemed to nstonish Jlmmy.

el start ™ eaid (/uku impationtly.
repeated J
et b 't 1 Yeop on telling you T'm

late_for luncl
“I rather t]unL Putf

lnte for hunch if I put
vou about the country,

and I would be
n an_ hour leadin
Coker " guspe:

1 don’t sce how tl\nll to be
*‘Come

“Qh, my hat!”
“For goodnoss’ sake, Coker, have a littla
sense!” urged Potter. **Do you think you
can bully every kid in the kingdom, as if
he were a Third-Form fag at Greyfriars.™
“Tve no time to punch your cheeky head
Potter. I'm jolly hungry. Get oz
it, Silver!”
kid will toll us the way,” said
Potter. ‘‘Just give us n hint how to get
back to the Fox and Feathers, young Silver,
will you?"
“Certainly !”

my.
*‘Sorry!

caid Jimmy. “Cut acrosd

'



then

ficld, take lhf‘ llam-rml v.hn‘ lelt,
corner of the field with
n’t‘v)::*c, then follow the loolp-lh for
ut a quarter of a mile, bear to the right
the tin barmm—"
“Do you dunk I can remember all that?”
red Col
“You lully owl!" said Jimmy Silver.
1t you fellows aro his keepers, 1 advise
1 {o look after hitn  bit more carofully.
e's not in a fit m-mnl state to bo wander-
g about. Geodbyo!” M
And with n.u Jnnmy Silver tram;
towards the village, ng done—as he
upposed—with Coker &
Bul he was not quite dono with them

Oahr made a jump at him, and grasped
im by the collar of his overcoat. Jimmy
ilver was jerked back so suddenly that he
t down in tho snow with a bump and a
WII’.

CHAPTER W,

Tit for Tatt
IM\IY SILVER Ant and blinked up at
forace Coker. He wna o surprised
that he mnl\l ‘o nothing clm for the
moment. Coker’s high-han methods

quite took Jiminy's breath -ny

’ﬂlo Grey!l rs Fifth-Former glared down

nw do yon want a hiding 1" ha asked.

a—a hiding " gasped J
R et A darkly, 1 don't
el gou

on ceremony with cheeky kids, 1 can

w¥ou—you—you—" stuttered Jimmy.

q tle-, then, young Silver, 'm’ waiting!
o

;;\o- 1..4 e way!” said Coker.

You frabjous chump!” howled Jimm
Bilver. T won't lead the way. bul 1'
lolly well punch your cheeky nose

Ow!” ganpod Coker, s the Rookwnad
an came at him like an arrow from a

s knuckles landed. Coker of the
{h0th was a burly fellow, so much bigger
han Jm\my ilver that it was not easy for
ookwood Fourth-Former to ronch his
but he succeeded in reaching it—
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Coker wert over in tne snow as if a pole-

roared Potter and Greene,

apparently perceiving somothing comie in
this nuddon downfall_of their great chief.
r leaped up like a Juck-in-the-box.

3 My hat!” he il-.p«l. “My nosel

—t? rushed at Jimmy

barbed axe had hit him.

ands  were for defence.
roat fighting mwan in the
Rookwood Fourth; but ugninst so hefty an
.m.;wu 8 Colee) be id  littis) cliange! bt

his own,
e asped him, hoedless of two or
three. lu’rd A fairly lwcpl him

o

““Now, you cheeky little wastor !” gasped

Jlmmy wn- n

Coker.
“Leggo, you rotter!” spluttered the
Rookwaoder. =
“Yes, when I've licked ! Lay on
that cane, Potter, while 1 S'?hxi him across
my knoe.”
*‘Look )u.-ru I" aspod Potter.
“Don’t

o as I tell )uul Here,
grabbed
mgunn.

ascal 1”

Whack, whack, whack !

Jimmy Bilver struggled desperately,
e was well held by the hn ly
His overcoat protected hi
but Coker was peiting his beel into (o
whacks, and Jimmy k‘l them—severely.
Potter and Greene stared on at the
sceno.  They were usod to Coker, and
they gave lum hh hmu!. for tho sako_of
a quict , Coker was paying
the npunu of dul little hnlldll tour.
When a lellow was footing all the bill
hnd bo gi is head to some extent.

umul" n\cd Jnmmy Silver,

Wh nok

whnok

ann. letlml !Im ka-

vond nn-uor on his foet again. w lead

the way before 1 .n- you some more.
Jlmmy Silver llnd i

ho-, you young

but
nlmr.

Jimmy Had

romlfions of Tollown

ing orel (0 ‘b, 10
prossat &

massacred was a
“I'm nmn;l raj
Jimmy control fu fe
no match for lh. befty Horace 1t fistien

that was certain; but therc were othier
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“Follow me!” he said. .

“Mind, if you try to cut and run I
shall bo after you, and I’ll lam you till
you fairly squirm I” warned Coker.

“This way |” was Jimmy’s answer,

“And put some paco on, young ‘un'!
Don’t dawdle I” snapped Coler.

Jimmy Silver obediently led the way
across a field, and then down a lane.
Coker followed him  triumphantly,
Potter and Greene followed Coker,
haps thinking that Horace’s
methods were going to be useful, after all.
Certainly they were very anxious to geb
back to their inn and a belated lunch.
For | mile Jimmy Silver led the
Greyfriars Fifth-Formers = on, till they
roached a running stream, full to the
brim with melted snow, which was crossed
by a single plank. Jimmy led the way
out on the plank.

It was obvious that the plank was not
safe for more than one at ime, so
Coker waited till Jimmy was across before
he set foot on it.

Jimmy crossed it very quickly.

Then he turncd back and stooped over
the end of the plank, which rested in
frozen rushes barely above the level of the
running water. 7

“That’s right,” said Coker approvingly.
«Hold it while I cross. It looks a bit
rocky.”

Coker stepped on the end of the plank.
At the same moment Jimmy jerked his
end out of the rushes and lifted it. Coker
Slid back off the plank, and sat in frozen
reeds on his side, with his feet in running
water. There was a terrific roar from
Coker.

“Yooooop I”

Jimmy cheerfully pulled the plank away
and landed it on his side of the stream.

Coker scrambled up, his legs drenched
and_dripping, raving.

“You clumsy young idiot 1 he bellowed,
“You wait till I 'get across! Il skin you!”
Jimmy chuckled, and landed the plank
in the rushes. = With twelve feet of
running water—deep in_ the middle—be-
tween him and Cq he did not quite
see iars senior’s threats
were to be exccuted.

Coker glared across the strcam at the
Raokwood junior.

“Silver, put back that plank at

“Dear man!” said Jimmy.

“TI'lt smash you—"

once !”

THE PRIORY!

“How?” inquired Jimmy sweetly.

«J—I—I—" gasped Coker.

“You're landed, old bean!” said Jimmy.
“Next time you ask a stranger the way, I
suggest o little more politencss, 1t might
pay better in the long run, you know,
Geod-bye 1

“Hold on!” shouted Potter. “IHow do

wo get to the Fox and Feathers from
here?”

Jimmy Silver laughed,

“That’'s a little problem for you to

work out,” he explained. “I've led you
2 mile out of your way—"

“What I” gasped Coler. i

“Youwve got three miles to do if you
can find the short cuts, which you can’t
do,” exclaimed Jimmy. “If you find the
road—and you may in time—yowll have
six miles.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Yow'll have to ask the way six or
seven times at least. Better be a bit more
civil next time.”

And, with that, Jimmy Silver turned
his back on the stream, and the Grey-
friars fellows on the other side of it, and
started at a run. He had a roundabout
course to follow mow to reach Hadley ,
Priors, and he was late for Putty Grace's "
train; but he was fecling fairly well satis-
fied with himself as he trotted off.

Behind him three voices were raised in
wrathful discussion and argument. Coker,
Potter and Greene, hupclefsly lost ‘h:n a

an,
country, requircd all their breath to get
back fo their 1n, and they ought to have
saved it for that purpose. Instead of
which they cxpended a great deal of it in
slanging one another.

hey were still slanging at the top of
their excited voices when Jimmy Silver
passed out of hearing, and the Rookwood
junior cheerfully left them to it. )

CHAPTER 13,
An Unexpected Meeting!l
« LACKER!” said Putty

S severdly.

“Putty of the Fourth was cooling
" his heels outside the little railway
station at Hadley Priors when Jimmy
Silver arrived there—an hour late for hi
appointment.  Jimmy came up ci
and breathlcss with running. :

Grace
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orey, old chap!” said Jimmy. “It's
ad ! DBut it wasn't really my fault.
1 Lidnapped on tho road by o wild

cjaculated Putty.
Iver explained _his adventure
Co. of Greyfriars.

co stured at first, and then

‘ve seen him there.
Wonderful man at
've hcard Kicks the ball Lhrough his
‘'n goal, and all that!”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“The worst of it 1s, we're )ully lato for
nch hc said. “I suppose you're pretty

“l‘mm:hcd'" said  Putty feclingly.
“Two hours in a giddy train—one hou
icking my heels waiting for a silly ase

“We'll grub at tlm inn_here,” said
[Jimmy, laoghing. “They give you jolly
0 prog at the Priors Inn.”

t dnd not take Jimmy Silver many
minutes to telephone to tge Priory from
the station, asking the Co. and
ton to styoll down to meet
lunch. ~Then he walked with Putty to
the Priors Inn, where mine host was an
old ucqulmunu immy's.

Mine F -oduced turkcy and other

0od mmg. for lunch, and Putty’s faco
hcamed over the festive bonrd. l‘F
at_the end of the panelled,

i Samond:

3 view of tho village streat, whito and
gleaming with thick s
Jolly old placo 1* ‘oid Putty.
ggar, Jimmy

beastly. towne T say, Tubby Mufin would
like this turkey | I'vo had three helpings !
TN ko it fourt T'd make it five, but 1
;ﬂT 'Ox leave room !or the Christmas-
uddin 44

[he two juinors onjoyed tholr lunch.

(Yoo

hey had finished it, and were further
$hjoying coffee, when there was a tmmp-
ling of footsteps under the
‘\mdnw

Jimmy glanced round lazil
ho Oun't bo Lovell and tho”chaps yet,”
© said - “Oh, my only summer chapenu I
g Through the window ho .,m threo
n‘; rei—threo figures ho Coker

1 Pottacs and. Gaeno ok the Grcyl'nars
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Fifth. The wandering footsteps of the
Greyfriars trio had not led them back to
their own quarters cvidently,

Coker's voice came booming through the

window.

“This looks a decent show, and we can

get some grub here. Dou't argue, for
goodness' sake P
“Who's arguing?” snapped Potter.

" We'ro over two hours late xm lunch, and
I could cat a horse!”

r goodnw sake let’s get somezhing.
{ bread and_ cheesel” sa
“The landlord will be able to tell
he way back to Denewood, too. But

us
m’. food first 1"
1 If you two silly nsses hadn't lost tho

Lok here, Coker—
@ Anei By s eI let that young
scoundrel Silver strand us in the middlo

of a_howlin, rt—
it 1+ roared Peter,

“You lot
“I'm frozen!” moaned Greene. “Do
shut up, you fellows, till after grub, at

least 1”

“I'm_going to look for that young cad
Silver mer 1% said Coker. (’m going to
smash ho moment I sot oyes on
him lgun T'm going to knock bim into
more pieces than he can count I”

Putty looked cxpre&l“dy at Jimmy
Sll\or across the table.

“That looks hvoly lor you, Jimmy 1” he
murmured. be in here in a
minute, too

Jimmy made a grimace,

““That’s all right, Coker I” said Potter.
“Smash him as bard as you likel I'll
smash him, too, the checky young rotter !
But never mlnd now. Let’s ece if
there’s any grub. goin, F

The hree Rt Guvylrmrn tlnmpcd
into the inn. ~From some dusky retreat
the rubicund innkeeper emerged to shtw
his new guests into the dining-rcom.

E’

“Well, this looks comfy!” said Cokcr,
as ho sighted tho blazing fire. “This is
all ngmﬁ‘ Why, what—vht—

Ho s oyes on Jimmy Silver.

i e edup. A “Public-cchool
fellow, especu a senior, might have
been ¥ ‘know better' than fo
kick up o .hmdy at an inn. But it was

quite olear that Horace Coker did not
know botter, and there wns going to be
shindy of a terrific character.
“Silver " stuttered Coker. “Herel
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Hero he is, you chapfl Herc’s that
young scoundrel who led us astray I”
“Checky littlo  beastI” said  Grocne.

“Wo'll thrash him after lunch!
gooduess’ sake let's get some lunch I”
“I'm going to thrash him now "
““Coker, old man—>"
“Dry up, Potter! I'm simply going to
thrash” that checky young scoundrel I”
h i aiceny

2

Coker did not look there. Coker was
cold and Coker was hungry; four or five
hours of wandcring on a frozen country-
sido had made him both hungry and
cold. But vengeance camo first, = Coker's
lofty dignity had been afironted; ho had
been treated \mh disrespect con-
tumely, just as if he had been an ordinary
wmorta] ahd not Coker of tho Fifth at all.

Coker rushed across at Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy dodged round the tal

“Iands off, you silly hoohgnnl" he

and

shouted.
“T'm going—"
“Order, gentlemen !”  exclaimed  the

startled landlor i
Coker did not heed.  The inn might
have been Coker’s private property, to
judge by his proccedings. He rushed
round the table after Jimmy Sllvcr.

" roared Jimmy as big
l‘lfth Formcrs powerfud clutches [nstcncd
on

“(}cn(lemm 1” gasped the landlord.

¢ Coker I" shouted Potter and Greene.
cheeky  young  villain 1
gasped Cuk er.  “Take that—and that—
and— .Yaroooooooop 1"

Putty Grace, always quick to
weighed in  with his _coffee-cup.
coffee was hot—extremely hot, it scemed
to Coker as it jerked ‘out of the cup
and landed full upon his rugged features.

(,oLcr hshggr\red back, spluttering.

Ooocop! ~ Grooogh! —Gug-
Py
“Good mun, Putty|” gasped Jimmy
Silver.  “He may as have mine,
too I”
Swooosh ! Splash |
och ! Oh! Ow! Woooopl”

Coker dubbed steaming cofico from his
tace, nnd fairly loaped at tho two Rook-
wooders. Tl landlord dashed botween,
holding up his p hands to stave Coker

Put Coker was not to be staved of
Bt Fabttate e ENimpe gon.l'
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man and sent_him gpinaing.  Mine liost
crashed on the table, and thero was
another crash as seuml dishes und plates
went to the floor.
Coker staggered from the shock.
ctter slide out of this!” murmurcd
Jimmy. “The dear man looks dangcrous !
And Rookwooders _retreated  from
the inn, leaving Coker in possession of
the field of hm]e Coker rushed to the
door after them.

& Ie roared. Ané

howled back

‘ome on, you fellows I
he dashed in pursuit.
“We're going to food I
Potter,
“Como on, I toll you !”
“Lunch, you ass—?

“You'll get no lunch here, you young

ruflians I hooted the innkeeper, splutter:
ing with wrath. *“Get out, the lot of you'
Hear me? Get out of my innl
Gargol

Garge, let tho bulldng Tocse | l"
“Look here—" gasped Potter.

“Garge!” bawled the innkeeper.

Potter and Greene were hungry. But
they realised that there would
lunch at that particular inn. — They da-

cided not to await tho arrival of George
and the bulldog. very hurricd
Tannor they followed Horaco Coker from
the inn,

“Come on1” bawled Coker,

Coker was going_strong in_pursuit of
T o e s
seemed nothing_else to b hane L pat
and Greeno followed him—keen -cnough
for vengeanc Jimmy  Silver, but
probably keener still for vengeance upon
Horace Coker, if that had becn prac
ticable.

CHAPTER 16,
Nice for Coker!

« my hat! They'ro after us!”
O gnsﬁcd Jimmy Siivor.
m.r-k nlm,fg the snowy
lago stroct
ame Homce Cok r going  strong.
Farther behind Potter ‘and Grecno cams
into view. There was no lunch for the
Jieroes of Greyfriars, and apparently. they
ad decided upon vengeance instead
“Put it onl” panted Pulty. *Coker
will be a bit s roug b T think, if he catches

s !
Ha, ha! I fancy sol”
The twe juniors trotted on.

Putty had
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o carry, and it was rather heavy
ing w Both the Rookwooders
od_sprinters, but they did not
vound. Iorace Coker’s long legs
i the ground at a great rate.

the two Fourth-Formers
Greene hung

re
in &
ered
lo gained on

glanced buck again.

s going to overhaul us unl

wuck that bag away, Putty!”

f0. ““You can’t do thati I think we'd

tter stop for him I"

«Three seniors sgainst us two—'

The other two arg a good way back.

on't. stop Uil 1 dol” said Jimmy Silver.
bohind _his

less
ho

" Col
n ch
i

ho 1”
y_dropped little
um, - Coker, bis long logs goin like
achinery, came up hand over fist.

He was soon closo behind Jimmy Silver,
reathing hard, his rugged face flaming
ith exertion, His outstretched band
Imost touched Jimmy’s shoulder as his
eavy feet pounded behin:

“Got you, you young Vil

a

llain 1”7 gasped

er.

Jimmy stopped suddenly.

_Ho braced himself for the shock, and

it came. Coker, quito unanticipative of

that sudden stop, crashed right into him.
he impact was terrific.

Jimmy pitched forward under it, and
Coker, gasping like a punctured tyre, sat
down with a bump in the snow.

*‘ Ooooooogh I” gasped Coker.

_Jimmy Silver turned on him in a twink-
ling. Before Coker knew what was hup-
pening Jimmy had both hands on his
collar, and Coker's features were jammed
into_thick snow.

*“Back up, Putty!l”

Putty rushed back. Coker was strug-
gling up when Putty’s bag smote him on
the Ticad. With a wild roar’ Coker went

lown again.

Then the two juniors grasped him hard
and rolled him in the snow and over the
edge of the ditch beside the lane. There
was snow_in tho ditch, but there ~was
water under the snow and mud—plenty
of nud. Coker’s lower half vanished from
ticht with a horrid sound of squelching.

Potter and Greene were coming up
hand over, hand, end it was time to go.
l“m two juniors ran on, gasping Wwith
tughter.

“oker squelched in the ditch and roared.

B

knees,
and
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There was ‘mud and_water up to his
and snow up to his waist. tter
Greene came to a breathless hadt.

“Help_me out, you idiots!” bellowed
Coker. “Can’t you sce I'm stuck in_ the
mud, you burbfing jabberwocks? — What
are you standing there gaping for, you
cuckoos 7*

Thus politely adjured, Potter and Greene
each took a hand of the wriggling Coker,
and with a combined effort i
out of the ditch, and landed
ing on the road.

Coker sprawled and roared.

He had been- wrathful before; but his
previous wrath, oom“arul with his present
wrath, was as moonlight unto eunlight, as
water unto wine, 6o to speak. He sat up
and_raved.

“You dummies! Ooooch! Why didn’t
you keep up with me? Grooogh! ~Smoth-
ered with mud— Ow! Look at my bags!
, you fatheads!™
aggered to his feet. For a moment
it looked ag if Coker intended to commit
assault and battery upon his faithful chums,

dragged him
him sprawl-

and they backed away in alarm.
turned his fiery eye on the two juniors
disappearing in tho distance, and checked

his wrath.

““Come on!"” he spluttered. _

“Look here—""

“I’'m going to smash those cheeky young
cads! Look what they’ve done to me.
Come onl If you don’t help, don’t you
trouble ever to speak to me again! {’m
done with youl”

And Coker rushed in pursuit of the
Rookwooders, boiling. Potter and Greene
exchan a glance. e was nothin
ut o follow Coker, and they fo
lowed. They comfarted themselves with th
prospeot of giving the Rookwood “\lnmn a
torrifio thrashing. They would rather have
ad lunch; but there would be solace in
thrashing imzx Silver and Putty Graco
So they sprinted after Coker.

Putty were going strong.
y now to
At every

on the telephone, and they were to walk
down to the village to meet Jimmy and
Putty on their way. Jimmy would have
been. extremely glad to sco thom just then.
For it was only too likely that the fugitives
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would Tiot reach safety before the enraged
Greylriars fellows came up. And once
Coker & Co. were at close quarters, the
rosult—thoush perhaps solacing to Coker
& Co.—would have been extremely painfu!
for_Jimmy Silver.

The two jumors ran their hardest.

They came round a bend in the lane,
between the high, snowy hedges, at top
spood; and there was a suddon yoil. The
two fugitives ran full tilt into four fellows
whe were strolling down the lane towards

them.

“What the thump—" roared Arthur
Tdward Lovell, as he went spinning in the
snow,
<Oh, gad!” gasped Mornington, sitting
down in th Putty’s bag on his
knees.

“Sorry!” gasped Jimmy.

“You wait till T get up—I'll make you
sorrier!"” spluttered Lovell.

And he scrambled to his feet and rushed
at Jimmy Silver.

CHAPTER 17.
Hop It1
¢ OLD on!”
H immy jumped back, and
waved off his excited chum.
What's the row?” asked

Raby.
*What the dickens—" exclaimed New-

come.

Jimmy Silver hurriedly explained. By
that timo the heavy-pounding steps of
Coker & Co. could be beard approaching
the corner. The Fifth-Formers of Grey-
friars were not yet in sight, but’ they were
close at hand now,

“Oh!” ejaculated Lovell. *Well, there’s
enough of us to handle all the Greyfriars
Fifth, if you come to that!”

“*What Im!"ugrinned Mornington, “Let

o1

em ali come!’

“They're coming!” grinned Putty.
cnn hear their fairy footsteps. Take cover,
you chaps; don’t let them see you till
don't want them to

they come up We
turn back till we've interviewed them.”
THa t

, ha, hal’

Lovoll & Co. backed among the trees by
tho lane, grinning. Louder and louder
sounded the trampling footstepe. g

Jimmy and Putty stood in the middle

in
of the lane with smiline faces. They had
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ample help at hand now, and they were
not at all reluctant to see Coker & Co. at
closo quarters,

Round the corner came Horaco Cokor,
running hard, and still squelching mud from

his boots. Closo behind came Potter aud

Greene.

wreHere they are!” roared Coker.
”ﬁhfr’:“ etopped!  Collar the young
cads

““Come on, Coker!” sang out Jimmy
Silver.

Coker came on with a rush. Probably
the great Horace would not have turned
back, even if he had known the odds against
im.” But he did not know, and he rushed
right into tho trap.

“Now, you Joung villains—"" he gnsrod.

He seized Jimmy Silver in a herculean
grasp, and a second later Potter and Greene
had hold of Putty.

“Show up!” ehouted Jimmy.

Lovell & Co. did not wait for his call.
They rushed out of ambush, and hurled
themselves upon the enemy.

den rush of four sturdy juniors
caused a complete chagfie in the pro;
Cokor had supposed that veng
within his grasp; but a change came o'ap
the spirit of his dream, as it were,
Tovell & Co. rushed in,
Hands seized the mighty Coker on all

s, and he was dragged off Jimmy Silvi
:d bumped down in the snow.
Tio hardly knew what was happening till
he realised that ho was on his back, with
with Jimmy Silver sitting on his chost and|
Arthur Edward Lovell trampling recklessly’
on his long legs.

“Oh!" gasped Coker. A

Potter and Greene were struggling with
Raby and Nowcome, Mornington and
Putfy Grace. Two to one was long odds,
as Potter and Greene quickly fonnd. They,
vent down in the snow, and were sat upon.

“Sort of turned ths tables, what?” asked
Silver with a smile, as he playfully’
pulled Coker’s nose.

«Qw!” spluttered Coker. “‘Lemme
gerrup! I'm going to smash you! I'm
going to pulverise you! Lemme gerrup at
once!”

*‘Likely to!” grioned Jimmy.
wriggle, old scout, or 1 s
your nose—like that—

Qooop!
«“Aud like that!”
“Yarooaooh !

“*Don’t
Il have to dot.
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“Look here,” gasped Potter, “we’ll make
it paxl Don't shove that sagw into my
face, you ycung rascal—  Groochl”

u—->=" began Greene But he
had to eiop as a hendful of snow. was
jommed into his mouth. ~After that he
gurgled.

“Roll ’em over, and then let them gol”

;md Jxmmy Silver. ‘“We're keeping Coker
or a bit

Laok here!” howled Coksr. I
Gmoocongh 1 mmm !

mmm:
A handful of snow choked Coker’s utter-

Potter and Greene were rolled in the
snow till they hardly knew whether they
were on their heads or their heel ‘Then
they were released, with the order -2
travel. Potter and Greene were onlk:
glad to travel. What happened to oker
they did not care in the least; only they
hoped it would be something very severe.
They fled back the way they had come, with
snowballs raining after them till they dis-
appeare

e
Then the Rookwooders turned their atten-

tion to Coker. Coker, in Jimmy Silver's
gpimion, wag in nood of a lesson, Jimmy
felt of that, and ho Lt stil surer
that Coker was going to get it.

Coker’s necktie was used to tie his wrists
behind _his back. Then his muffler came
in handy to tie his right leg, bent up at
the knee. Then the great Col cor was Lifted
up, and he ‘stood on ono leg like a medita-
tive stork.

He hopped to keep his footing, and splut-
tered.

“You young villains, 1_1-1'11——

“Travel I said Jlmmy

“How can I travel hke tlm!"
Co](er el

“You'

roared

good
Samaritan to do that, old dear T 2aid Timmy
Silyer cheortully, * “Hop itl”
“Try—we'll helpl”

The Reokwooders gothored snoviballs and
proceeded to hel ith that kind of help
lenty, G o fhat h

.

" it.
He hopped it, in fact, at a great rate,
and disapgeared in the distance hopping,
followed a vell of laughter from the
wery Rockuood

could

B . . .
Jimmy Silver & Co. walked home in
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cheery spirits. t became ot rorace
Coker they did not ]muw possibly he (oun&
Potter and Greene, and was releasod
possibly somebody else found him a
released him. But the heroes of Rookwood
did not worry about it. l‘nrtunahﬂy, it di

not matter what became of Cokerl b

CHAPTER 18,
Unexpected.

“ ~~OKER”
( “Phew
iy Silver & Co. stared.
$twas o sharp Janvary morningd
Silver & Co. had turned out
e e
Tho six Rookvood juniors wero heading
for tho lake in the grounds of the
Jimmy's home, when they caught bt of
buly and ‘somewhat ungainly figure coming
drive. They recognised the figure a

Tt was_ Coler.

“Looking for trouble!”
Edward Lovell.

“Plenty  ready
Mornin

said Arthus

for him,” remarked

led andle him eome

what severely. Jimmy had no special objec-
tion to_handling him agam, if it came ta’
that, But m\curall not want_the |

did
handling to take p nce undar the windows,
of his mhm hous

“Silly e here,” said Jimmya
“Surely he ey Tooking for a row.

“Of course he is,” said Newcome. “Let’s]
meet him on the way, and give him whaf
he vu,mn before he atks for 1>

esitat
Came a'x’xl" said Raby.

afterwards. ]
“Hallo!  He's seen us!” said Putty Grace,
Coker of Greyfriars stopped and wayed

his hand to the Rookwood juniors. Hi
bayling voico camo through tho frosty air

“Here! Come hero at once!

“Better, I suppose,” said Jimm;
he's looking for trouble, the farther from
the house the better. Thu pater and mate!
wouldn’tunderstand—

“We can rush him out into the road id
two ticks,” said Mornington. C

“We can skaté)

ome on!” §
And the six Rookwcod juniors headed fol
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Coker, who stood waiting on the drive for
them to com .
which

o up.
: edering the circumstances in

‘hf‘}’ el pasted last, Jimmy Silver & Co.

ook it for granted, naturally coough, that

o0 Gireyfriars fellow had come hunting for

the ble.. Coker had threatencd vengeance;

rod hiow ho was here for vengeance!

So they did not stand upon_ceremony.
Without wasting words on the Fifth-Former
of Greyiriars, they collared hi

Thero was a roar fra

“#What—how—stoppit—oh I”

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not heed. Six
‘oairs of hands grasped Horaco Coker, and
hé was swept off the ground.

"Almost in the twinkling of an eye he was
ushed back to the gate, which stood open,
and rushed out into the road.

Thero he was out of sight of the house,
and the chums of Rookwood were freo to
deal with him.

Coker bumped on the ground in a breath-
Tess heap.

“Good!” gasped Jimmy Silver. “Now,

do is to dribble him

Ll 1 1" he spluttered.
“You young idiots—groogh! Ow! Wharrer
“you up to? Ooococh! This what you call
divil when a fellow comes along to do you
a favour? Wow!”

“ What I”

100}

«Didn’t you come here for a row 1” asked
Jiglmy, rztxthex‘ taken aback.

000 ol Wow!”
“Oh dear! ‘What on earth did you come

for, then?’
Coker staggered up.
“You silly dummy—" he spluttered.
“Just a friendly call!?” grinned Putty
of the Fourth. “Ha, ha, hal?
Sorry|” gasped Jimmy. “You see—
thought—

ou knew what you deserved, you
mean!” hooted Coker. “I've a jolly good

mind {o thrash the ot of you. You de
sevo itl You've asked for it. By Jove,
Vo a ]D“ q h

3,play in tho football match at all o
oo football mateh?” repeated Jimmy.
o id had  been @ mis
Phrchension

Cole;

walker d “not_answer immediately. Ho
W3 breathless, ho was wrathful, and he
~8_indignant,
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strongly inclined to run amok among the
TRookwooders, hitting out right and left. It
was not_the odds that stopped him; Coker
of the Fifth never counted of But he
controlled his rightcous wrath.

For somo minutes ho spluttered and
glared. Jimmy Silver & Co. waited politely.
After giving the visitor such a very ua-
ceremonious reception, they fel that it was
up to them to wait till he had finished
spluttering.

“T happen to want you,” gasped Coker at
“But for that, I’'d mop you up.

I want you.”
“What an honour for us!” murmured

Putty.
“1 came
you, Silver.
“Well, here I am,” eaid Jimmy.
a good look! No chargel”
“Don’t be a young ass! I want you
fellows this afternoon. I’ve gob a football
match on, and I want you to play.”
“Qh|” faid Jimmy.
“This is how it is,” said Coker. “I'm
utting up for the present at the Fox and
eathers, near Denovwood. There’s a foot-
ball crowd in Denewood—not much in the
way of players, of course; but they think
they can E:y. ' Their skipper, young Bates,
cad.”

“Well 7

“They wore punting a ball about the
" said  Coker, “clumsy young

asses! 1 chimed in, to show them how to

Kiok, By an extraordinary fluke, the ball

wenb through a window. I had to pay for

Jhere,” gasped Coker, “to seo
“Take

“Ha, ha, ha!”

«Don’t ackle when I'm talking to you.
T'm not in the habit of standing cheek
from fags, 1 can tell you. Well, that cheeky
cad Bates had the neck to chip me. after-
wards—making out that I couldn’t kick a
Tooter, you know. I told him I’d mop up
his toam in a mateh, anyhow. That's how
it camo about. Its fixed for this after-

noon.

“Well 2 said Jimmy, still inquiring.

«T thought of you kids,” explained Coker.
«Yowre only fags, but I suppose you play
footer of sorts at your school.”

“Just a littlel” smiled Jimmy.

“Wo lLnow a football from a
warmer,” said Raby gravely. “Do you?

“Don’t be cheeky! Your footer won’t
gmount to much, of course,” said Coker,

ix of

foot-
ar

He looked as if ho_were!

“but youwll help to fill up a team.
| you, and Pottor and Greeno and me—that
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makes nine. Nine will be enough to walk
over that set of joskinses—with me captain-
Sng., Practically T coulg beat the lot on my
own—my footer’s something a bit out of
the common.”

“I've heard from Greyfriars chaps that
it’s a bit_out of the common,” assented
Jimmy Silver. “Do you always break
windows 2

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Shit up your silly cackling. The match
is_fixed for three this afternoon, on the
village, green enewod,” said Coker.
“They’ve got a local football ground there
—of sarts. Anyhow, there’s a_dressing-room
there they can lend us. You kids had
better turn up at half-past two or there.
abouts, Mind, I'm not expecting much of
you. But do your bes

“But—" eaid Jimm

< That's gll” eaid Coker.

“Thws u]! T tell you.”

And Horace Coker of the Greylriars Txfth
turned and walked away, the matter
finished, !ewm% the Rookwooeders stzmng
after him blank]

CHAPTER 19.
Jimmy Silver Says “* Yes!”
REAT SCOTT!”
G “Ha, ha, hal”
o ‘Veh all the cheeky

dum

The Rookwooders stared after Coker,
whose burly figure was disappearing down
the road.

Evidently it had not even occurred to
Coker that his roquest might bo declined,
with or without

s fiad maade his request—or, rather, had
issued his command—and there Was an end !
That was how Coker looked at it apparently.

Ho had not even waited to hear whether
tho Rookwooders consented to play for
him. He took that for granted.

Jimmy Silver burst into a laugh.

ettt he.toke tho buscuit 7 he said,
“Blessed if I should believe in Coker if I
hadn’t seen him.”

“Rather a facor for him when we don't
turp upt? remmed Lovell.

a,
T aa et Mnmmgmn
“Tots got on with the skatin
And Simmy Silver & Co. repaired to the
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lake, and were soon cutting merry figurg
on

Coker was dismissed from their chees
minds. Tho Rookwooders had no inten
whatever of _receiving commands froi
Coler of the Fifth.

a cheeky ass, that was certain; but a foo
ball gamo would not come amiss. n
Jimmy, as it happened, had met Mastg
Bates of Denewood, and knew that
young gentleman could put up a good
1f Coker had had just a little more
—if he had only puf it with bare civilif
Jlmmy would have been willing to obli
him. "But there was a limit, and Colker wa
the limit.
immy too, remembered some talk hi
had heard at Greyfriars concerning Horad)
Coker’s football which, by all accounts, wa
fearful and we B ker’s antics as g
footballer mlght be entertaining to wa
but would not be likely to entertain fellow
playing on the same side.

o Jimmy began to arrange a ramble fa
thnt afternoon, regardless of Horace Coke
and his football fixture.

Soon after lunch the telephone bell rang
and Mr. Silver came to look for his hopef:
son.

“Somg to speak to you,
ntleman. “He gave

and take the call.

1eone. wishes
* said the old
!he name of Potter.
o .
Jimmy Silver wondetcd what Potter o
Greyfriars had to say. o soon discoreredy
alla _Ts that sou, young Silver 1
es. you, young Potter?
.nqmrea Jimmy cheerfully.
oung Potier ™ probably did nob. pleas
the_ Titth Former of Greyfnau But hg
made no comment
“Coker’s_asked 'fau % play for him_th
iternoon in a silly match he's fxed u

“Xﬁs » ¢
“Are you playing?”
“Nop
““Coker thinks you are.’
“No accounting for what a chap think
thh a brain like Coker’s.
Well, T couldn’t get ont of Coker tha
you'd actually agreed,” said Potter. “He
such a silly ass—

“Such’a burbling chump!” said Potter.d
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Potter of the Tifth, apparently, was a
ety candid friend.

o know him!” assented Jimmy.
“Such a hnb]ous burb]cr, you know,”
id Polter- fact is, we're in a
rape. Tha —that crass ass—has
up, a bt Tae

ed

Blay in it
«11a, ba, R

aWell, it nmy bn  funpy, but it it funny
r us,” said Dotk reene and I have

turn up with him, and prooions focls We
hall look if the match doesn’t come off
ecause there isn’t any team.

“You willl” agreed Jimmy with a

:‘

“\\’g.ll ccu]dn’t you glny ?” asked Potter.

1\' Coker, he can’t help being
m But it’s jolly weather for a

ootbm nmtch and I’ve seen you kids play

o Remove at Greyfriars. I know you'ro

od at the game. Never mind Coker—just

e along and play.”

"\ml 5 aid Jimmy slowly.

“We'd be no end obhged * said Potter.
You’ll get a good game, too, I think.
e’ve got to turn up—there’s no arguing
ith Coker. You’ve noticed that he’s a
orn_churap?”

a, ha, hat?

«Well, that's how it stands. Come along
or the match, and help us through. Coker’s
ultedcnguble of _pmymg eight men short if
3 ow't com

iy haf t
"You’ll come. ‘?"

L Jimmy Silver considered a moment or
wo.

“All !crenel” he said at last. “We'll
ome. Rely o

“Thanlm You Yo a good ki

my Silver hun
xcioined his ohums

Ixeady for the ramble,
“W .,\] \\hatlnbout Poﬂer'l" asked Arthur

up e casetvan "
e found them geting

Edyara
Immy Silver explained.
Arthur Edward l;untad
Play for that cheeky chi g
\"ell it will be a_game of uahball any-
fﬁv said Jimmy. “Y've answered for you
llows, <0 you ‘must pla up. It will to a

8ood gamie. Bnbes and his men can play.”
AOS;. all righ
gind' o ¢ L arranged.. Tn good time,
pey Silver & Co. started for Donewood.

langy Velked cheerily through the frosty
spirge ) {he keen winter air in very goo
Every member of the party was a
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good footballer, and Jimmy Silver and
Mornington were first-class. What sort of a
captain Coker would prove was as yet un-
known. Jimmy had bhis doubts on that point.
But in his most dubious moments he did not
dream of the kind of footballer Horace
Coker actually was. That was a_discovery
that Jimmy Silver had ot to ‘make.

t a quarter to thrée Jimmy Silver &
Co. were on the football ground at Dene-
wood. They found Bates and most of his
men already there, and Jimmy and Bates
exchanged greeting. Coker & Co had not
yet turned up, but they came along soon

afterwards.
Gglior gavo his companions a lofty griu,,
o silly ot Botter,

“Yo o e they’re here!”
told ou_ were
ik the kids mightn’t turn up. I knew
I was right.”

Apparently Potter hadn’t mentioned the
incidont of the tolophone. Cokor was satis.
fied that his lordly behests had been obeyed.

“Got changed, you kids!” said Coker.
<Halle, Batos! "YowTo going fo see what
foothall is like now! Rather a discovery for

ou.’
T dou't thinkp remarked Bates.
team isn’t much class, as you can
soo s Cobor wiih lofty disregard of

the feelings of that team. set of

scrubby fags, excepting two. But a good

skipper can a lot even mth poor
You'll see!”

matermla.
“We're waiting to see!” grinned Bates.
Jimmy Silver ere shown into
their dressing-room, where they changed
for the match. During that process Coker
gave them some directior
“I shall play centtc, he told them.
“What you kids have got to do is to l(eep
your oye on me_and play up_to me. List
to every word I say, and obey pmmpuy
Arthur Edward Lovell opencd his lips, but
closed them again. It was uscless to begin
the proceedings with a xow.
it was not in the most optis ic mood_that
the Rookw ondcls fnllowed Ho:ace Coker
into the fiel

CHAPTER 20,
Football Extraordinary !
ORACE COKER lost the toss, and
was given the wind to kick against.
He arranged hig team with some

aving asked the Rookwood

juniors in what positions they were aceus-
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tomed to piay, he proceeded to allocate the
placcs in lofty disregard to their answers.
Grecne was pul into goal; Potter was
centro-half—: n

t Jimmy Silver
Jimmy was pat in the
; Lovell, who was also accustomed
s made forward; while
who were best as for-

ves.
Mor nxlon was a brilliant forward; and he
lace at back, with Putty Grace.
Tho fwo blank places wore in tho front line;
bul Coker was_there, and no doubt_Coker
v oqual to filling many places beside his

mm Silver ventured a modeet protest.
Coker cyed him like a basi

“You play footer at Il he
M' f course.”
llnenl ou learned there not w argos
on field
not answer that.
right—in theory. Argument
or on the fleld of ph moll
was not in the ﬂtnnn of
vn the

en luvm‘ npeed p:s

lor Coku

s law, dup of

obstinate obmnnm dnd not nlm that fact
ut it did not pmmue woll for the game.

The ref oung mas, blow the
whistle, lnd the bdl wu ku:ked Bates
and his merry men started wi

‘The ntry team were not lud layers;
hut they wero not up to Rookwood's form.
Jimmy Silver’s team from Rookwood would
have given them some lllrlhng surprises.
But it was not Jimmy’s that they had
to deal with. It was Colel 's team.

The Denewood ltbd( came right through,
and there was t aesault upon goal.
Gircon drove out th bal, and Morny would
have cleared to midfield fn a second moro—
but the n«md was not granted him.
was

(.oLer was_centre-forward; but mdenuy
ho felt that it was his duty to
work for the backs. Coker di )ul duty

Ho bumped into Morny and hurlod him
off the ball, with the infention of clearing
bt up the field. Ouly it did not happen:
for Bates was there, and he hooked the ball
wway from Coker with perfect easo and
drove it into the goal.

“Goal I

er

“Hurrah "

I
THE GIIOST OF

THE Pmnmh

There a shout from lhu nlhlucrl
rmmd the feld: The homo team
in_the first five minutes of the 1=lrh

Mornington' picked himslt up dizsiy.
1"did sou_shove mo off tho bal for,
ooker ™ o raved, Bt X
Vou clumsy young ass!” ronrod
“YWhat did you get in my way for? Dido'
I tell you w play up to me!”
“ Y ou—you—" stuttered Morn-

o ower lined up_his team again with a
frowning brow. Tho game had not -«nmd
necord nz to Co er’s pmgramn—m

t blaming himself. Far lrom Lh.tt
H. feh that ho ad done the best that was
ible, -nh - mmn team of fags to
F a8 aNMoy«

By hnt leo Jlmm Silver was repenting

docply that o bad | ﬂ.uuma 0 fho g

holu nnu

ance c-m !oo hu Cﬂmnl

antici anythis e

almost incredible.that a

himself as a footballer oould 6".’ the game

uito 10 roltenly an Horace Coker. Jimmy

g ere in for it now; and they
gh with it and hope Tor

gpoctacle, deat
mng‘im. with adversity !

was not ol mneh uso struggling
;nch adversity in tho shape of Coker of the

Coker was mmalbul
game

amazingly. The
gnmo almost rubbe:
is mon were Inuglnng mon of the time
sometimes luughhll tos Taach to take the
handed over to them.

s
whole fiold,  from one
from touchline to touch-lin
e ‘charges, wore  worth
They were powerful charges—Col
helty fellow,  Never a foul charge—i
Coker, like Brutus, was an honourable
Their chief defect was that his
got more of them than the cncmy dld.
Coker was busy on both win —buo
had l lot of work to do for
bestowed his support upon the hc
Nobody would havo been surp if |
had dropped. into goal o give Greene &
Tho mere ground covered by Coker,
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frantic rushes into all sorts of places where

e had no business, must have been miles.
It was no wonder that he got into a breath-
less state,

. Meanwhile, the home score went up by

Four goals were marked when half-
time drew near.

Then came a chance_for Coker's team.

i Silver and Lovell succeeded in
getting the ball up the field, with only the
goalie to beat. Considering how they were
‘handicapped that was very creditable. For
the moment they seemed to be safe from
Coker. t nobody on the field was really
safe from Coker—indeed it would have
caused no astamshment if he had charged
the spectators.

Jimmy sent the ball in, and it was fisted
out—beautifully to be headed i
Just as Jimmy was hendmg it in an carth
guake struck him from behind, That is,
it seemed like an anrbhquake. But it was
only Coler,

Jimmy went sprawlin thh a wild howl.
‘Where the ball went Ee did not see—he
muId not see anything but stars for some

B i up, in a dazed state, the
rogr of the crowd enlightened him.
oal 1”

Bates & Co. had put it in again, at the
other end!

The referee managed to blow the whistle
~—a difficult task, when lLe was gasping with
merriment. The first half was over; with
five goals to the credit of the home team,
against nil.

Jxmmy Sﬂver ntnﬁgered away to the dress-
ing-ro There down and gasp
Arthur Edward Lovell, rubbing a bruise
that had been caused by Coker’s elbow,
breathed fire and s]aughter

“T'm off?” gasped Lov vell.
playing this out! T'm going to klll Coker
then T'm off!”

w, ow!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Oh’ dear! The idiot caught me in the
back with his knee!” moaned Puu:y Grace.

“His knee—in my bnck' Ow

“Where’s  Pottes ped  Jim
‘;lLec s slaughter l‘ocm, for gemng us mto
i

But Potter and Greene—perhaps with a
view to their own safety—had not come
into_the dressing-room

“No moro_for me!” said Mornington.

“No_fear
“Hold onl” said Jimmy Silver. “We
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can’t chuck a match in the middle. I've got
a wheeze.”
“Look here——"" roared Lovell.
Jimmy Silver rose. There s a very
determined expression on_his {
W ve c m play this oun he said.
n, if wo can—
Coksr!” snorted Lom L
“Without Coker.”
“He won’t agree, you ass!
~“He won’t have any choice aboub that,”
said Jimmy srimly. “We'll leave
him_in ﬂm dressing-
“Do you think he G my in the drossing-
room, you ass?”
e do—:f we fix him up so that he can’t
move.”
“Oh, my hatl”
“Ha, ha, hal”
The voice of Coker of the Tifth was heard
without.  The interval was nearly u
Now then, you slacking fagsl Show

Y iiny Bilver’ biada. a signito bia shivinsd
There was no answer to Coker’s hail. His
heavy footsteps came tramping in.

“Now, then—

Coker ‘put his head in at tho

he next moment the surprise s 1o

rush,
hands, went with a crash to the floor.

CHAPTER 21.
Minus Coker!

IT on him!”

S “Pin him dowu 1t
“Got him
"Grmmghl Ow!

Oooooh !”

Coker struggled desperately.

He was o hefty fellow; but six Rook-
wood juniors were much more than a matcl
even for the hefty Coke:

He was fairly squmshed to the fioor, with
juniors sitting or standing on him; and
Jimmy Silver thoughtfully shoved a "hand-
Lerchief into his mouth, so that Coker could

‘What—wharrer

That was Coker’s next remark.
He glared up at the Rookwooders in rage

and astonishment. For the life of him,
Coker could not understand this.
He had played a wonderful game—

cruelly handicapped bv a rotten team. He
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had told mom s0. Hu had tgld them that
weren’t any good, that he had been a
(ool to pla; v.hem, and that he had a good
mind to thrash them all round when the
match was over. He had told them those
things, and a good many more. And still
they had turned on him in this amazing
and unaccountable manner

“Mmmm!” mumbled Coker helplessly.

Coker’s arms were securely fastencd down
to his sides with his own_ braces. ker
wondered whether ho was dreaming.

His necktie, and some other articles, came

in useful for fastening his Jogs. Then the
juniors left him on the fl

The Greyfriars Fifth- Former glared up
at them. He could not speak, and he could

hardly move. And he could not under-
nd.

There was a step outside.

“You fellows ready 7" called out Potter.
dJnmmy Silver hurriedly slammed the

nute or twol” he called back.
"We re talking to Cokes

Potter, a little puzzled retreated again.
Jimmy lever turned back to the hapless
football captain.

“We’ re landed in this match now, Coleer,
and we're going it out—without
you. Do you understand, oo dummy ?”

Coker 's eyes rolled wil

“We're going to leave you tied up here
r the second half. Got that into your
\\cmden skull 27

“You're gettin’ off well without bein’
Iynched,” said Mornington, with a glare at
the haplesx Coker.

mm ! Grrr

Thnh was all Coker could say, fumﬂy
What he would have liked to say was
obviously something much more personal
and emphatic. But he couldn’t.

His face was scarlet with wrath. His
eyes rolled. _ Ho wriggled and stmggled
frantically. But he was quite secure.
Rookwooders had tied him up ?.horoughly
and carefully. They did not intend to run
the risk of Coker joining in the game
again before the final whistle. It is said
that desperate diseases require desperate
remedies. And it could not be doubted
that Coker was a dosperate disease in &
football eleven.

Coker would possibly have been speech-
less with rage, anyhow; certainly he was
speechless now. The handkerchief stuffed
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into his mouth had cut off the gas, as il
wre, very effectuall

“Ready, you fellows?” eaid Jimmy
er.
“Ha, hal Ye
“Good-bye, Coker!”
“Mmmm |
Tho Rookwooders trooped out of the
room 1 high humour_now. Ther

was a chance, at least, of pulling the game
out of the ﬁm~\\|tlloub tho assistance of

the great Coker. Anyh the rest of the
match would be [nohbnl], "whether it was
won or lost.

ot Shims of Rookwood came out
yory, cheerily, surprising Potter and Greene
by, their smiling loo

Where's Coker " asked Grecne.

ere’s “The
fel]ows are waiting.' .
ker’s standmg out of the second

*Col
ha‘l‘ié' explmnfd Jimmy Silver.
Thank goodness!” said Potter Ker-

“Bub—bnt he wouldn’t—" said Greene
in amazement. ‘“‘He's going to muck up
the match to the finish—that's Coker!”

“Well, he isn’t,” said Jimmy Silver.

“I'm cnptnm nll the finish.

“Youl” said Potter, with a star. “1
don’ t thmkl If Cokers standing out, you
can}{eava that to m

ts

“Look here, young Silver—"

“You can line up or not, as you choose
snorted Lovell. “But we’re playing under
ouwr owa captain, and you can go and eat
col

“Oh my hat!” said Greene. *What n
gamol”

Poner and Greene decided to line up.
They had a suspicion of what must have
happened in the dressing-room, but

ere very careful not to inquire,
rcheved of Coker seemed almost

hey_could not helg fee]mg a
lxht[e grntelul to Jimmy Silver

e, e it i for, the: sacond half,
Jimmy making several alterations for the
better in his side. The eleven was now,|
three men_thort, instead of two; but un-
doubtedly it was a much stronger team.

“ Another man short?” asked Bates, with
a p\.zz!ed grin

“Yes; Coker's taking a rest.”

“Good luck for you!” grinned Bates.

The whistle went, and_the second half
started. It started on quite different lines.!

Bem
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There was no Coker present now, to yoll

contradictory  directions—all them “ill-
judgcd—un( to chuys« the hnlvu, and bump
over tho backs, n]n make - enemy a

present of the ball.  With

t Coker, the
team pulled up wonderful

. discovered that they had
uite a different proposition to tackle.
immy made a strong front line with

Potter, Mornmﬁ(nn Raby, Newcome, and
Putty Grace. ttack was tho order of u-e
day, and Jimmy, at half, was ever read
to help the forwards; and Lovell behmd
him, and Greene in goal, wero adequate
for defence.
TFrom the whistle, Bates & Co. seldom
got even across half-way line.
'I'he ﬁshnng was pearly all in the home
of it round about the
Denewood goal
Valentine Mornington was at the top
of his form; and two quick goals in !uu-
cession showed it. Potter put the ball i
once, and it was followed up :3“. gonl
from Jimmy Silver—a long shot t came
successfully. Then Moming succeeded
gain; and, with ten minutes to go, the
score wus level.

Master Bates was lookin, qmu serious
telassed by the

now. His ts was ouf
Rookwooders, and he realised !.ha hct, It
wus tho h-ndmp nl Horace Coker that

had gi layers their successes
in m et hully ang Cober. was how sut
of harm’s vqu
cnhr'- feel :& as_he hy in the d.ms-
ing-room, wril
have been ferrigo. | Tt LI only 'that
h. wtdtbonmc-ﬂnth-w tied
h'ko a turkey. and left to entertain him-
walt by, wriggling g hard, unsympathetic
oar. f e not the w;n; ‘;
it :About that. "With
m
rs ﬁu{ would

the enemy, now zh,z he

hdno

bo pilod up by,
was not there

and ed,
Io:‘I But he

At last ho bogan to got loose  But bo

realised ﬂmc the game

by that tim

ythut heh'in looso at a1 p ghae
eanwhile, the

amazing malch was drawiog to & close-
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Five goals a-side was a rather unusunl
scoro; but that gnme was a rather unusual
one in many respects.

Just on the finish Jimmy Silver & Co.
rushed tho home goal, and the ball went
in ngain from Morny's foot.

"u'rmw gasped Jimmy Silver breath-

lu
ha whistle went.
“Beaten them!” gas thur Edward
Lovcll ”Oh my hat Good old Rook-
"lIurruh for ]Ilﬂa us!"” chuckled Morn-
ngton. “I wonder what Coker will say?”
¥ Calar 1% Jimeny Alloe had farolica
Coker, — “Ha, ha, {u " Well,“we can.let

hlm nﬁ thn cl nm now.

a
he kmkwmaer. walked off to the dross-
ing-room. It was at that moment that
Horace Coker, free at last -ft,er
wrigglings, emerged. Ho stared
ookwooders, who grinned chaerily
“You young scoundrels!” panted Coker.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
#Yoirve thrown away the game—"
“\\';.va won it!” roared Lovell.

mﬁmu

“Six to five—our six, and your five for
the enemy—""

Won od Color. “Well, my

hat 1 Tha T am Botas eouad eant s

aback. T supposs they hadn’t much. left

i o;_'.m. the way 1 put them through it in
o

ot ive you what
you'vo asked el sourel Qoloe. Tien
smash you—lplﬂ;cubo yon——~
0-yo-yaroooooh "
Coker of the Fifth rushed on, regardless
of odds, s wmal. But the odds were
ere

Coker of the Fifth found himself collared,
And bumped hard
By oot
T e
Coker P g80

Bump, bump!

R ooeedss
dressing-room, leaving Coker
second wind. By the time they
changed and emerged, Coker of the Fiith
was ready for them again. He came on
with a rush. Potter and Greene had dis-

e

raved

crowded into  the



b

a2
appearcd—apparently to avoid an  argu-

ment_with Coker.
No-r you young villains—""

"Oh, mlmb‘l I'u—

Bump, bump, bi d’

Jimmy Silver & Co. walked nwnl wnd’l
miling faces. _Coler satup,'in o broa
less and rumpled state, élm Dheaie

t was

uzem He did not follow.

eve n  Coker’s pomxrhnl
inwﬂm that it was uo use asking lm-
more bumping. Ho sat_ and gn%
bmnthlouly, and Jimmy  Silver .

walked a merry mood, quite
“bucked " by the result of the amazing
match.

CHAPTER 22,

Loven Drives!

” ETTER let me drive!”
B Arthor Edward Lovell -pdm in
quite a decided tor
Jimmy Silver looked doul
Raby and Newcome looked very dnnhzlul.
Lovell had full confidenco iy his powers
u a driver. His confidence did not seem
be shared, to '.ba same !ull extent, bv
bi: dwms.
“You see—"" murmured Jimmy.
“I'm tho only follow here that can really
handle the ribbons, you know,” explained

ell.
“Well, we've got to got off ! said Raby.

more used to the horse, Lovell”
think I can't drive, George
aby—
“Oh, lot him drive!” said Nowcumn. re-
signedly. “Can’t stand here day.”

“Alter all, it may prolong the vac!”
eaid Jimmy, “we can't go back to Rook-
\vnod for the new term if we'ro smashed

 velll breatliod hard: through his mose:
ero were many things that Arthur

Edward Lovell prided himsell upon. and

his way of handling the ribbons was ome

of them r the safety of the whole

party, Lovell considered that he was bound

to drive. t school, Jimmy Silver mi, hv

uested Lovell to go and eat

but Arthur Edward was now a

Jimmy's bome, and a guest mlf':.ot
uested to go and eat coke. Jimmy

Silver nmhled ek e

“Go it!" ho said.
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Tho  juniors mounted into the trap.
Lovell took the reins and tho wlup, and
the groom let go (he horse's head.  The
trap rattled down drive and turnnd
into the road to Huﬂ" Priors, and Lovell

he said,
“ Appearances aro sometimes dcoepnvel"
myrmu by.
0
Lovell drove on. Thero was smow on
the road, and it -ru slippery in
careful i "
rathor given S Skice ut his rolos, aud
cracking his whip, in a flourishing stylo.
oy daijaleny at'a. woodvused i
the keen frosty
The vlnu'on was drawing to an end
Jimmy Silver & Co. were already
&in‘dn: of tho new term at Rookwi
orninmn had quitted .Jnumy y
mn Erro for th- remainder of
d Putty Grace bad roturned hom..
'n- p-ny m u». mp chatted cheerily of
the approach , elaborating a scheme
for giving t! ndurns the “kybosh ” when
thoy met thulr old rivals oncy more at
Rookwood. The talk was interrupted by
the sight of a burly figure tramping on
the roadside.
s Yoﬂy old Coker!” renu tked Lovell.
“So "he's still about here!” remarked
Jimmy Silver,  “I thought ho was gone
by this time.”
Horace Coker ‘mced round.
cep frown knitted his brcn at the
sight of the juniors. ker,
evidently, had not forgotten or forgiven.
ejaculated

[¢
“Where did you got that face, Coker 1t
called out Raby.

Vou checky young sweops1”

!.ouh'.nln it in a raffle?”

Coker mado a step into_the road as the

trap_came raftling up. Tt scemed to be

in bis mind to nop the mn and collar the
and “wallop ™

whole Rookwood
Parhiaps it dawsed ipa

them on the spot.

Coker’s mind that this was too

order. Instead of making a frontal at

o ‘stopped. and gathorod up_handluls
la

the snow tLat
A snowball
mlended for Jimmy Silver,
it Lovell. Coker was not

He rose again,
flew.
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There was a howl from Lovell, and he
jerked on the rein unintentionally. The
horse spun towards the futhcr bank of
sngw hoaped against tho hed

ool onl” gasped Jimmy: 4 the trap

ocke

\Vhizl Whiz!

Snowballs flew from Coker with great
force though with faulty aim. One of them
smashed on the horse’s nose.

Lovell dragged on the reins desperately.
There was no doubt that the horse was
a little fresh and Lovell had his hands
Tull without Coker weighing in with snow-
balls. er, grinning, tramped on
way, leaving Arthur Edward Tovell atxug-
gling with the horse.

The horse seemed to have a determina-
tion_to get through the hedge, and as he
now had the bit between his teeth, and was
in a state of great excitment, Lovell hud
about as much effect upon him as a
on his back. The juniors held on as the
mp rocked and plunged.

Keep to the road, Lovell 1" yelled New-
yo\x’l] have us over.

ped.
: "Tle bluto won’t come round!
iat
Tiis Fhatia's forellog et plubging: deep
into a ditch hidden by banked snow,
trap heeled over and crashed on the hedge.
“What happoned next, tho funiors hardly

Oh, my

Ty s.lm Jfound himeglt epraning
ap the hedgo.  Lovell was in owy
ok Ry nd Nowoome. wenb Tight orer
the hedge and landed Jin tho feld, for-
tunately ‘in tho thick sn

0n "my hat” ‘gasped Jimmy.

“Qh, crumbs!

“Ohl  Wow*

Lovell dragged himself from the ditch,
Then he helped Jimmy Silver to descend
from the hedge, in a considerably ruffied
and scratched state, Jimmy ran to the
horse's head and got him out of tho ditch,
Tortunately he was not damaged. ~Rab:
and Newcome e limping ot ot the field
by the nearest

e o b Shen 17 said Jimmy Silver,
as _cheerily as he could. “I've got a fow
pains—"

“Tvo got a few hundreds!” groaned

Raby.
“Wow-wow-wow|” was Newcome's con-
4ribution.
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shaken up. By common consent the drive
was given up for that morning. Jimmy
drew the horse round in the road.

“’Nother time,” ho said. “Better get
back now. Tumbhle in, you fellows.”

“Leave him to me!” said Lovell.

“ What 1"

“Better let mo drive.”

“You dangerous lunatic!” roared New-
come, in wrath. “If you're going to drive,
Tm going to walk.”

Snort from Lovell

“If you think I can’t drive, Newcome

T¥ou sily w2
t” help  silly chump chuoking
snowba“s and scaring the borse!”
@And supposing wo meet another snow-
baferon ﬂe Toad,” hissed Raby.

', Sock ety cully ot e peek ssel
Lovell 1” said Newcoma “I want mine to
lagt o bit longer.”

ere—""
“T1l drive back!” said Jimmy Silver.
And Jimmy drove the trap homo. Arthur
Edward Lovell sat in it in an attitude
of lofty_dignity. But the party reached
home with bones unbroken, which was_a
more important consideration than the
dignity of Lovell

CHAPTER 23,
Lovell's Way)
@ N1
enr
_t/Thick, old chap,” said Lovell
‘thick as your head—or
nearly.”
Jxmm Silver & Co. had decided to
skate, if the ico would bear.

ice on the lake in
But there had

There was plenty_of
the grounds of the Priory.
been a thaw.

Jimmy. Silver was of opinicn that the
ico was too and Newcome
sgzged with him, " Lovall digart.

Il go for a drive instcad,” said
Jmmy Silyer.

“You fellows go_for a drive, if yowre

nervons about tho lce,” said Lovell. * “I'I

skate
“It’s too thin—
You mean thlck?” asked Lovell ami

on.
The Rookwooders were considerably

“Futhead i



“

“Bamo to you, old chap, and man of
them " Arthur ward vall sat down

to put on his skates. lows wa!

me, an when you see dm it's quite
ollow on.”
s not safol” howled Nowcome.
"Do\v-wowl
LWIL here, Lovell, don't be an ass!”
o 0ok 1"

Lovell finished with his skates. Ho
gripnod reassuringly ot his chums.
“Just you watch!” ho snid
“Oh, we'll watchl” growled Jimmy
“We shall have to fish you out,
Tho water's deep in places.”

“Botter get the pole ready,” suggested
com

“T toll you tho ico is all right!” roared

Lovoll, Arthur Fdward was always more

strongly coafirmed in his opinion by oppo-
P

l tell you it isn't.”

“Oh, yowre an ass!”

Lovel'slid out, on tho ice. Ho went with
a skimming rush almost across tho lake.

The three juniors watched him with
B il neceatiad to)cxsoute' Sar

execute Sgures of

cightrt u.mu.m, enjosiag tho rush through
tho keen winter

“Dash it all, it locks all right " said
Nowcome. “Wo might as well o o, oo,
Jimmy” Pretty ol s i e e

Crack!

“There goes tho ice” said Jimmy Silver
grimly.

Cra-a-ack-nck |

Thero was a_sudden yell from Lovoll.
Fairly under his fect tho ico cracked, an
an ooze of dark water spread over tho dark

expression It was
borno in upon his mind that he had been
a little too positive.

Dut repentance came too late, as it so
often does. Lovell made a desperate mh
for the bank, with the ice crack: under
him at a great rate.

Crash|

skato wont through, and tho noxt
moment_Lovell was sprawling, thrashing
l)x(: cracking ice with frantic arms and legs.

rified cycs of his chums

Un.
Arthur Edward Tovell wont through the ico

i
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o dozen yards from the bank, in tho midst
of proken ico and gwirling water.
ensT” gasped Jimmy Silver.
"Hes dnn. it1” ‘stutterod Raby.
“1 knew

Newcome.
+-Get tho pole, quick | shouted Jimmy ;
and ho ran the ico towards the

p. His faco was
te—tho water was bitterly cold. He
nrn;glnd -pumuim.ny, clutching at the
sharp edges of the ice, which broke and
broke uzn.m ln hm clutch.

Without assi ce, Lovell certainly nover
mld havo m nnt ol the icy water. But
Jimmy Silver was '.hen.

way 1 panted Ji
Kneeling on _the edge of the opening
where tho_ico looked nlen—thnngh none
too safo—Jimmy hold out his hand to his
chum. lav:lll caught it, and Jimmy pulled.
Under Jimmy Silver the ice gave, ané
ho lunged in headlong, with a mighty

"Oooooouhl
Jimmy Silver camo up like & cork, and
swam strongly. He scized Lovell by thy

oolhr la hl.‘p
“Grooj sped Lovell. *ClumsyI”
“Whun' horled Jimmy.
“Grooogh!”
“Help, * you fellows!” yellod Jimmy

Silyer.

to the lake
side now, with the
He stopped out muﬁmng on the ice,
ing tho pole ncrnll to the opening.
lollov\ud him
0 cracks i m the be were oxtendi
m'l and ominous creaking an
cnckln‘ sounded under the two juniors as
they camo to the
“Ib—-ﬂ'l golngl" gnlpcd Newcome.
It went.

aby

Newcome's feet sank through—for-
tunately in shallow w.mr The ice wes
round his waist as in mu

followed him the m-xt moment, with a
brelﬂxlmu gasp as icy water washed mund

E

¥ Help 1" splattered Lovell.
fellows hurry up!
about for? Groogh
Weorie prshied {the pols)sceumiMhatine
Fortunately, from whero he stood half-

‘' Can’t you
\\ hat are you hanging
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submerged, it reached to the opening where
Lovell and Jimmy Silver were floundering.

They grasped it near the end.

Then Raby threw the end of the rope.
There was a yell from Lovell as it landed
on his ear.

“Ow! You ass!”

“Catch hold, you fathead!” roared
Raby.

Jimmy Silver grasped the rope, Lovell
clinging to the pole. Then Raby and New-
come ramped shoreward through broken
ice and mud and swirling water, dragging
the two after them,

How they got ashore the juniors hardly
knew. But they floundered out of chippy
ico and swirling water at last, and crawled
on the bank. :

There they stood drenched and gasping
and shivering.

“Lavell; you ass—"

ovell, you dummy—
Hook it!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
“Get to the house as fast as you can go.
We shall catch a frightful cold over this!
Get & move on!”

“Mummummy skates!” stuttered
‘Lovell, through his chattering teeth.

“O; blow your skates!”

Lovell’s skates were dragged off, and the
‘Fistical Four of Rookwood started for the
house at a rapid run. They arrived there
breathless, coughing, spluttering, and sncez-
ing.

o ”

CHAPTER 24,
Startling News!
i /~ OODNESS gracious!”

G Mrs, Bilver held up her hands
in horror at the sight of tho four
drenched and draggled schoolboys

who burst into the house.
ibus! What—what has

“Goodness gracious!
happened?”
¥ou young duffers!” It was Mr

Silver’s voice. “Get to your rooms at once!

Tyrn in—tharp!”
“Groogh! Yes, dad!”
“Ow! Yow! Oooch

e
Jimmy Silver & Co. lost no time. The%
scooted up the staircase, and hurled o

their drenched clothes, and tumbled into
bed. With blankets piled on them and
hot-water bottles at_their feet, they felt
botter; what time Mrs. Silver was tele-
phoning to Hadley Priors for the doctor.

45

Mrs. Silver was greatly agitated, and
the Hadley Priors doctor received the im-
pression that he had to attend a desperate
case, for which a supply of death certi-
fcates would probably be required.

o arrived post-haste. Fortunately, he
found that the case was mot so desperate
as_he had supposed.

He found four schoolboys in the throes
of a severe cold; and he prescribed for
them nasty things which contrasted pain-
fully with the Christmas fare the juniors
had lately been enjoying.

The next few days were unpleasant for
Jimmy $Silver & Co.

Jimmy and Raby and Newcome drew
come solace from the happy prospect of
ragging Lovell, as soon as_he was well
cnough to be raiged. But Lovell had no
such solaco; he had only the cheery con-
sciousness that his obstinacy had caused all
the trouble.

Still, there was a silver lining to the
cloud.

The opening day of term came round,
and found the Fistical Four still sneezin
and spluttering, with streaming eyes an
noses, and a general fecling that the
universe was @ nasty place to live in.

Certainly they could not join up at Rook-
wood for the new term.

That was the silver lining.

While all the other fellows were goins
into class-rooms, and taking up the read-
ing of the adventures of the pious /fneas
at prep, Jimmy Silver & Co. were gradu-
ally becoming™ convalescent—and lessons
were still distant.

e term was several days old when
Jimmy Silver & Co. were allowed to come

ownstairs.
“After all, we're in luck!” argued
Lovell. “We shall cut the term short £y a

week. This afternoon all the fellows vyvill
be grinding Latin with Mr. Dalton. I'd

rather sit in the armchair and eab wal-
nuts.”
“1ight have bad pneumonial” grunted

aby.
“What's the good of worrying about
what we might have had?” said Lovell.
" Might have got into a railway accident
going to Rookwood, if you come to that I*
“Fathead |
«Woll, a week’s rest won't do us any
harm,” remarked Newcome.
“There isn’t a football fisture the first
week,” said Jimmy  Silver thoughtfully,
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“The fact is T don’t mind if our giddy con-
A

valescence runs into the sccond weel

Convalescence at the Priory, in fact, was
not unpleasant when the worst of the sncez-
ing and snifing was over. Tho Fistical
Tour did not yearn for a clean bill of
health from the doctor, which would enable
them to return to Rookwood.

But a letter that arrived from the school
changed their mood of subdued satisfaction.
It was a lotter from Putty Grace to Jimmy

ilver. Jimmy read it after breakfast one
morning, and gave a howl

“The checky rotters!”

“Hallo! What's the trouble?” asked

vell

“Lattrey, Peele, and Gower—the cheeky
sweops !” exclaimed Jimmy Silver. “Our
study! My hat!”

:"Whnt ’t.ho dickens!"”

Lovell and Raby and Newcome read the
letter together. Putty Grace was giving
Jimmy tho latest news at Rookwood. One
jtem was startling enough to tho Fistical
Four, and extremely exasperating.

“Dear Jimmy,—I hear that you're laid
up with a cold, and can't join up. Sorry,
old bean! I was afraid something would
happen to you fellows after T left you to
your own devices. Everybody else has
turned up. Carthew of the Sixth is as big
» beast as ever. Hanson of the Fifth has
come back in & new waistcoat that is a
real stunner; you can see him across the
qua k night. _Tubby Muffin
brought a Christmas pudding to school
with him, and ate it all one evening,
now on the sick list. By the way.
Lattrey and Peelo and Cower have taken
the ond study for this term. You fellows
will have to shift to their old quarters.
Buck up and got well and come along—
especially Lovell. Life is too sorious with-
out Lovell to put in his usual comic relief.
—Yours,

*Pporrr.”

“Cheeky worm!” growled Lovell. “I'll
givo him comio rolief1”

“They've bagged our study!” said Raby
blankly.

*Our study !” gasped Newcome. “Those
cads, Pecle & Co. bagged our study ! Why,
we'll sealp them 17

_“We'll smash them!”

THE PRIORY!

“W¢'ll lynch them! Our study!”
Jimmy Silver made a grimace.
“They wero first in the field,” he ro-
marked. “Any fellow can bag an unoceu
picd study at the beginning of term.”
“Nutfonr ’sludyl" hooted Lovell.
that you're going

“No fear!”

“Do you mean to sa
to sit down and lot !Kcm bag our study,
Jimmy Silver?” bawled Lovell.

_“Not quite! S8till, they're within_their
rights to a cortain oxtent,” said Jimmy.
“Of courso, they ought to let our study
alone—""

“I should jolly well think they ought!”

“Thes'll have to! id Raby. “Wait
till we get back to Rookwood. We'll show
the cads whether they can have our study !
Why, it's tho best study in tho Fourth
Yorm passage.”

Jimmy Silver grinned.

“T dare say that's why they've baggea
it.” he remarked.

“Rat It's sheer cheek!” said Lovell.

“All Lovell's fault!” remarked New-
come. “Lovell landed us with this cold
and kept us away from school. We shal
have no end of troublo getting our study
out of Peele’s clutches; vou know what an
obstinate cad ho is! We haven't ragged
Lovell yet for landing us with this cold!”

“Look hero!” snorted Lovell.
immy Silver rose to his feot.
“That reminds me,” ho
prea bumps!”

“Hear, hear!

“You silly asses!” roared Lovell, jump-
ing up. “Hands off! I'll— I say—
I tell you— Ygoaoopl"

ump, bump, bump!

“Oh, my hat! I'll—"

“And one more for letting Pecle & Co.
bag our study!”

“Y say-— Yaroooh!”

assented.

Bump |

“Ts that a new game, Jimm
Mr. Silver's quiet voice at the

“Oh! Ah! Yesl No!” stammered
Jimmy. “Only—only celebrating getting
well, dad! T say, do you think the doctor
will ot us go back to school to-morrow
m

y?” asked
oor.

orning

The Fistical Four wero eager now to
return to school. They were yearning to
get to close quarters with Peele & Co., and
scttle the question of the ownership of the
end study.
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But several more days had to elapse
before they could start, and in the mean-
time they consoled themselves with making
plans for the discomfiture of the enemy.
A letter ‘was concocted. and addressed (o
Cyril Pecle at Rookwood.

All the Fistical Four helped in the con-
coction of the lotter, and all of them
signed their names at tho end. It ran:

“Dear Peele,—We hear that you have
had the cheek to bag our study.” Get out
of it! If we find you cads in our study
when we get to Rookwood, there will be
trouble

“(Signed) J. Srver.
A E Lo

vELL.
G. Rusy,
A, Newooxe
That letter was duly despatched to Cyril
Peele at wood School, Susser. A

couple of das lnter the reply eame.
¢ was bricf, short if not sweot.
“Dear Silver,—RATS!
“(Signed) CyRI. Prece.
C. Gownn,
M. Latreer.”

& Co. read that polite
at one another, an
. And they were more
than ever anxious to get to Rookwood,
and to close quarters with Peele & Co.

CHAPTER 25.
The Return of tho Natives)
3 OMFY, what?”

C ril Pecele made that remark,

with a in.

He was leaning back comfort-
ably in the armchair in the end_study, in
the Fourth Form passage at Rookwood
School. '

Thoto was a cigarette botween Peole’s
fingor and thumb—cigarettes being one o
Peele’s little relaxations when he was safe
from tho eves of masters and prefects.

Lattrey and Gower, Peele’s chums and’
study-mates, grinned and nodded. They
wero smoking cigarettes also.

There was no doubt that the
“comfy.”

o end study

=

It qlu;le a large room, for a junior
study; it had two windows, one of which

OWN LIBRARY a7

Jooked on the quad; it had a capucious
cupboard, and scveral other advantages.
Undoubtedly it was a change for the better
from Peele & Co.’s old quarters—the study
at the other end of the passage.

A good deal of property belonging to the
Tistical Four was still there; but Peelo

. had shifted out a good many things
into the box-room, putting in their own
property instead. There were erticles in
the study that certainly would never have
found a there in Jimmy Silver'’s
time, such as a box of cigarettes in the
table drawer, and a pink sporting paper
hidden under a cushion on the armchair.

Peele & Co. had quite made themselves
at home. They had bagged the study
immediately on_ their arrival for the new
term, finding that the Fistical Four had
not yet arrived.

As clearly they had a right to do—
according to Pecle; and the other fellows
in the Fourth had to admit that there was
no law against it.

The rest of the OClassical Fourth won-
dered how the Fistien] Four would take
it when they came. They did not think
Pecle & Co. would remain long in posses-

usurpers seemed to be deter-
mined. They announced that if Jimmy
Silver mado a fuss, they were going to
stand up for their rights.

1d “stand up” to

ow long they woul
if it came to fisticuffs,

the Fistical Fou
i casy answer. But
inking of more

was a question with an
probably Cyril Pecle was thi
satisfactory methods than fisticuffs.
“Tt's a_rotten trick!” Mornington told
them. “You've no right to bag a chap’s
study becauso he's laid up with a cold)”
“Has Silver bought the studv?” yawned
Peele. ““A study belongs to the chap who
bags it at _the beginnin’ of term.”
“Certainly it docs!” said Mark Lat-

rey.

““We'ro_keepin’ thisl” asserted Gower.
“Jimmy Silver can have our old stndy. It
was good cnough for us last term, it’s good
enough for Silver this term.”

“Tet's hope Silver will think so!”
chuckled Morningt: “If not, 'm sorry
for your features

“Tf Silver starts any low ruffianism we
ghall _eppeal to the prefects, of course,”
said Peele. loftily. “There’s such a thing
as law and order at Rookwood, T hope!”

And the usurpers remained in peaccable
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possession of tho study, whilo tho Fisticnl
Four were still absent at Jimmy's home in
Wiltshire. They knew that the 1
Fourth, or most of them, were agai
usurpation, but they did not mind.

Thoy found tho study “comfy,” and, still
more, thoy felt that it was  score over
their old cnemies, and they were sticking
to it. and intended to stick.

“Comfy. eand no mistake!” continued
Pecle. *“We'ro keepin this. say,
hear that Silver and his crowd are comin’
along to-day 1"

“Tet 'em comel” said Gowor.

“We're within our rights!” said Lattrey.

«Oh, blow our rights!” said Peele. “Bo-
tween oursclves, of course. We're ap
agninst that lot, and we've scored over
them, nud wo'ro keepin' tho cads out.
That's the programme!”

The door of the end study bumped open.
and the fat face of Tubby Muffin looked
i inning. ginald Muffin looked fat
Idy and podgy as over, an
apparently rocovered from the catastrophe
of the Christmns pudding.

“Thoy've come!1“” annonnced Tubby.

Peele blew onut a little cloud of smoke
with_exaggerated nenchalance.

“Who've come?” he asked carelessly.

“Jimmy Silver and his gang,” sai

o
nst tho

ubby.
“Nothin’ to do with us,” said Pecle.
“They'ro not friends of ours. We're not
askin’ them to tea in this study!”
“He, he, he!” cackled Tubby. “I fancy
oing to ask themselves to teal
You follows aro going to catch it now.
Ho, he, he!”
“Go and cackle somewhere else, will
asked Pecle; and as Tubby did not
backed up the re-
h hurled

you?
oblige instantly Peele
uest with a hurtling cushion, whic!
%nninnld Muffin into the corridor.
Tubby departed with a roar.
Pecle & Co. looked at one another. Tho
crisis had come. and perhaps the study-
baggers did not feel quite so casy in their
minds as herctofore. “Uncle James,” of
od, was not an easy handful to

o0k
tacklo,
“I—T suppose there'll bo . row,
mured Gower.
“Tound to he!” assented Peele.
“If they cnt up rusty—-"
They willl But. ns T told Mornv.
thero's such a thing as law and order. The

" mur-

Will they think we're in tho

“Carthew will, at least,” said Peclo,
coolly. “Carthew’s down on Jimmy Sil-
ver, and always glad of a chance against
him, to sco fair play,

up against
Lattrey re-

“I suppose they can’t back
a Sixth Form prefect?” said
flectively.

“Ot course they can't! We've done them
hollow.”

And Tocle, to show how confident he
was, lighted a fresh cigarette, though ki
was listening very intently for footsteps
in_the corridor.

Putty of the Fourth looked in.

“You fellows not gone yet?” he asked.

“We're not goin’ 1"

“Let mo advise you ns a friend,” said
Putty, “to get out whilo there's time.
You've played a dirty trick; but thore's
still_time!”

“Go and ocat coke

“Woll, if you ask
said Putty.

And he strolled away, having given hit
good advice in vain.

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not seem in a
hurry to arrive in their old study. They
were busy downstairs for s time.
thero came & tramp of foet in the Fourth
Form passage at last—the tramp of many

"
for it, you'll got it!

cet.

The Fistical Fonr were coming, and
apparently most of the Classical Fourth
wore coming with them to sce tho pro-
ceodings, which were certain to be of an
interesting nature.

Peele drew a deep breath. He was not
a great fighting man, nd he was a good
deal of a blackguard in his ways; but he
was obstinate, and he did not mean to

ive in. Lattrey and Gower, however,
looked as if they wished themsolves safe
back in their old study just then.

Four juniors walked in_at the open
doorway—Jimmy_ Silver, Lovell, Raby,
and Nowcome. Behind them the passage
was crowded with tho Classical Fourth,

With looks of anticipation.

““Hallo, here wo aro!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver cheerily. “Kind of vou fellows tc
have the fire lighted ready for us!”

Pecle & Co. glered.
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“Rcudy for repeated  Peele.
#Why, yol i)

“But 30\1 sI"nuldn t smoke in our study,”
said Jimmy le\cr chidingly. “You know
we bar smoking

It’s not ym\r stug You
- “8till, we'll o\'m‘ook it, tlns once. ax
you've got the firo going, ai
everything so comfy and home-like, T eaid
immy. “Now, we're going to haye tea.
Sorry we can’t ask you fellows—

“You're not going to have tea here!”
roared Pecle.

Jimmy nodded amicably.

#¥os, wo are, old chap !

for tea in Hall!”

“Look 0"
“Qutside, you chaps!” said Lovell
“This is our study| howled Gower.
“Your mistake, yourc at the wrong end

you 2

We don’t care

of the passage,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Would you mind travelling off 2"
g Were mot going. | This is our studs.
We bagged it

“Now we're going to g it, then.
Good-bye!” said Jimmy Silve

Pho irio sat Light.  Outeido, the Classi:
cal Fourth shoved and squeezed for good
places to_ look into_the study.

H Going 17 asked Jimmy, stil smicably.

“No!” said Peele, befween his teeth.

“Chuclk them out!” roared Arthur
Edward Lovell.
“Shush!  Let them walk out!” said

Jignmy Silver, holding up his hand.
1Go and cat o

was enou;.vh' Arthur Edward
Love\l led the rush: and in a moment
more, the end study in the Fourth was a
scene of wild excitement.

CHAPTER 25.
The Fight for the Studyl
RASH!
Bump!! i
“YaroooohI”
“Help!”
Gerroff !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a roar from
the crowded ge.

Qysil Peclo went over the back of tho
armehair, in the hofty grip of Arthur
Fdwnrd Lovell. Where his mgarem went
he did not know, till he felt the burning
end inside -his collar. Then Peele knew,
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and__announced his knowledge
terrific yell.

Gower was in the grasp of Jimmy Silver,
struggling wildly. Jimmy was persuading
im doorward, with the assistance of
grip on Gower’s collar and a knce jam-
ming into Gower’s_back. Gower went, he
could not argue with persuasion like that.
Lattrey caught up a cushion to defend
himself, and a swipe of the cushion sent
Newcome sprawling on the carpet. But
Raby was upon Lattrey the next moment,
and Lattrey went down, sprawling.
Lattrey found himself _travellin

\vurd, with his ankles held, on his
“Here they comel!” chortled Tu'bl»y
Muflin.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
h “Make room thorc"’ grinned Morning-
on.
Room was made for the exit of Peols

ﬂnor-

& Co. Gower came first, in 2 gasping
bundle. Lattrey followed him,_splutter-
ing, and sprawled over Gower. _Peclo was *

still putting up a fight with Lovell, his
faco pale with rage; but he was no match
for the hefty Arthur Edward. By main
force, Lovell wrenched him to the door-

way and hurled him forth.
“Gojng—going—" chuckled Moraing-
ton.  “Gone "

Threo breathless and dishevelled youths
sprawled in the passage, amid a chortling
orowd ‘of the Wourth. " hoy pioked them.
solves up, gasping.

ood-bye, kids!” called out Jimmy
S:her Bhanie for lighting the fire.”
“We're not goin’|” shricked Peele, in
breathless wrath.
“Not satisfied yot that this is our
study?” asked Jimmy Silver, in surprise.
“What more can we do?’
“ it

s, b
“1 tel roared Pecle.
“Thay'va forgotten the way fo theic own
studs,” said Jimmy Silvor; “1¢'s up to us
to shov\ them | me

Winthor ciehad Lovell,

Tho Fistical Four rushed out, and
promptly collared Peele & Co. The study-
raiders would have fled at that point, but
it_was too late.

In the grasp of Jimmy Silver & Co. they
were up-ended, and threo pairs of anklos
were grasped by three pairs of hands.

In that manner Peele & Co. were led
along the Fourth-Form passage. Jimmy

ot—!
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Silver, Lovell, and Rab;
come walked ahead ol
blowing on_his mouth-organ.

Wild sells rang out from Pecle & Co.
as they went, almost drowned by tho roars
of Jaughter, from the Fourth-Formers.

e

led them. - New-
tho  procession,

Leggo!”

Heedlest of the objurgations of the
study-raiders, Jimmy Silver & Co. led them
along the whole length of the Fourth-Form
passage. Noweome apencd the door of the
first study, now vacan

© you are, sou Fatlows,” said Jim
Silver choorily. TR Your study, you

i Yow-o\v-ow
“Shove 'em in!” roared Lovell.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Peele & Co. were whisked into their o)
nudy They were deposited on the

the;
b Sa.tnﬁed now ?” Mkcd Jimmy Silver.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow I”
nything more we can do?”
Wouw-wow-wow.”
hl

Fistical Four, with cheery smiles,
walked lmck along the Fourth-Form pas-
sage. They had tho fecling of duty well
done, l’ovln & Co. had a (canz that it bad
been overdone,

The Fourth-Form crowd broke up, with
many chuckles, and the Fistical Four took
posgsion of their old study—what time

Peele & Co. gmuned in chorus at the other
end of tho passage.

“Cheeky nzscs"’ grinned Lovell. “Think-
ing they could bag our study, you know!
Well, we' Ve jolly soon put the stopper
on thal

'And the chums of the Fourth prepared
for fen. Jimmy Silver bad a rather
thoughtful look. The usurpers had been
dealt with, but Jimmy wondered whether
this was the end of it.” In any case, Uncle
s was quite determined that the study
to its old owm-u, there was to
\u lm question on that point.
olly glad to got bnck after alll”
Lme“ renarked, as he cracked his third

“Rookwood's all right. I dare say
Moderns hate been getting their cars

+ we've been off the scene. We'll
oon put a stop to that”

THE EHOST OF THE PRIORY !

“Hear, hear!” said Raby.

«Hate, what docs that fat nage want”
asked Lovell, as Tubby Muflin grinned in
at the door.

“Carthew's coming1” squeaked Tubby.

“Vary kind of him to_give us a eall1”
said Jimmy Silver. “1 didn’t know
Curthow was so auxious to sco us back.
Hallo, Carthew, old bean! Top of tho
afternoon 1

Carthew of the Sixth strodo into the
study. There was a frown on his brow
and o cane under his arm.

It was only too clear that tho bully of
the Sixth had not come on  friendly call.
It was clear, too, that ho had not for-
gotten old troubles with the cheery chums
of dhe Fourth,

Pecle was him—still rather dusty
ad Shahesallon; madpale!sndispitaralch &b
sight of Peclo the Fistical Four knew why
Carthew had come,

“You young ruffians!” was Carthew's

B, What's biting you?” inquired
Jimmy Silve:

" Dont talk liko that to a profect, Silver !
Get out of this study at oncel” snapped
Carthe

" What "

“This study_belongs to Peole for the
term. He cinimed it before you came
aud” Carthow harply. “You know tho

“The Fistical Four were all on their feek
very dogge: Carthew
refect, and the word ﬁf,

law to such small fry as the Fourth For;
But the Flstlcnl lmut did not look lxke
o law as by

Cnrlhew of the
low the rules!” roared Lovell belli
gercnlly

* Lovel
“Hold on l" nmd Jimmy Silver quictly.

“A fellow gencrally has his old  study
back in the new term, Carthew. That's in
the rules.”

“If he turns up to claim it,” said Car-

them. “If he stays away a week or more
myfiuzering, e takes bis clance.”

“ Malingering 1" Lovell ine
diguantly.” “Wo it
So vou say I” sneered Carthew, “Any-

iow, vou weren't here, and  Peclo hag
clnimed, the study, and it's <t out 1"
¥ ATolingering I, gasped Lovell, much in-
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censed by that accusation. “There’s onl
Sne malingerer here, I've scen you fa
down to dodge a charge at footer, and
let the other man go by.” :

Carthew turned crimson.

%You cheeky young rascall
your hand |

“Rats!” snorted Lovell,

Carthew swished the cane.
«'vo come here to see fair play,” he
said, “and—"

“Jrair play!” jeered Lovell. “What do
vou know about fair play? It’s not in your
line_at all.”

“Tm going to canc you for cheeking a
prefect, end turn you out of the study!”
said Carthew grimly. “Your hand,
Lovell 1”

“Go and_eat coke!”

The profect mado a stride at Lovell,
Arthur Edward dodged warily round the
study table.

“Look here, Carthew—" began Jimmy
Silver.

“Silence 1”

“This is our study!” roared Jimmy, his
temper getting tho better of prudence,
“and we're jolly well not going to be
turned out, profect or no prefect!”

Pecle grinned in at the doorway. A
tame surrender of the study would not
have pleased him so much as this. The
Fistical Four were setting themselves up
in opposition to a prefect of the Sixth,
‘and thereby asked for very serious trouble.
‘Which was very gratifying to the amiable

Pegle. g
arthew pointed to the door with his
cane.

“Qutside!” he snapped.

“Rats!”

Hold out

“Are’ you going?” roared Carthew, sur-
prised and enraged.

“Nol

«By Jovel Tl show youl”

Carthew closed in on Jimmy Silver, and
grasped him, 'he i)unm; swung round
with Carthew’s powerful grip on his collar,
and the cane came across  hie

shoulders with a terrific whack.

There was a yell from Jimmy Silver
that woke every echo of the Fourth-Form
assage.
& “Pigle int” roared Lovell
Atthyr Edward rushed recklessly on the
cromy. Bofore Carthew knew what was
Y aing, he was grasped bohind and
Goppeed Gown. Raby and Newcome piled
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on him at once. Spluttering and threaten-
ing, the bully of the Sixth struggled on
the' carpet, in the grasp of the oxcited
juniors.

“Kick him out!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy lent his aid to his chums. The
astonished and infuriated prefoct went
whirling to the door. He crashed into

Pecle, who ceased to grin quite suddenly,
as he went hurtling across tho passage
under the impact.

Carthew of the Sixth rolled in the pas-
sage, breathless and dazed. Ip was time
for tho skics to fall when a Sixth-Form
prefect was handled in this manner. But
tho skies did not fall—though Carthew did,
with a heavy bump. He was not allowed
to rest.  Four pairs of hands grasped
him, and rolled him slong thoe passage to
the ttairs. Ho went rolling down—the most
astonished prefect at Rookwood !

Jimm{' Silver & Co. returned to their
study, breathless. They looked at one
another. X

“We've done it now " gasped Lovell,

Thero was no doubt about that. The
Tistical Four_had “done 1t,” with a ven-
geance, and it only remained to bo seen
What the awful consequences wguld be.

CHAPTER 27.
©oing Through It!
Lovell! Raby! New-

i~ ILVER!
S omi
Bulkeley of the Sixth called out the

namos,

And the Fistical Four of the Fourth
Form. at Rookwood answered in a rather
dismal chorus:

“Yes, Bulkeloy!”

“You're wanted1”

“Mr Dalton’s study—and sharp 1”

The great man_of the Sixth walked
away with that, Ho had no timo to waste
upon mero juniors,

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.

“We'ro for it1” he remarked

Weo arel” murmured Arthur Edward

«nds in antici-

pation.
Ob como on!” uaid. Newcome des-
perately. "“Let’s get it over.”

L er.
Sympathetio glances  followed Jimmy
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Silver & Co. as they started ffor Mr,
Dalton’s study.  Almost all the Classical
Fourth sympathised—if lhnt was of any usc.
Ln[anunnlnly‘ it wasn

y Silver upped at the door of his
l*mrn mastor's stue
|n|" nmd

the deep voice of

The l'uurnl Four entered.
nr Dalton was not alone in the study.
With him werc four fellows—threo of them
ors, and one of them a prefect of the
Sixth Form. The threo juniors were
Lattrey, Pecle, and Gower of the Fourth;
was thew of the Sixth.
y Silver & Co. had expected to sce
them there; they"knew well enough wky
Mr. Dalton bad sert for them. he
young Forin-mastor’s faco was very stern
us ho fixed his eyes upon the delinquonts.
“Silver, Carthew has made @ very

serious report to me.”

as he, sir?” murmured Jimmy Silver.

T cars,” said Rickard Dalton
severely, “that you four juniors have
assaulted Carthew, and, indeed, ojected

him from u study in tho Tourth Form pas-
sage with considerably viclonce,”
Wo—we persuaded him to leave, si "

murmired iy

didn’t want Carthew in our study
vontured Lovell. “We'ro not on
visiting forms with tho smh really.”
“This is o serious matter, Lovoll. It
seems that you four juniors have taken

<ession of a study belonging to Lattrey
cele and Gower. So Carthew inform:

me.’

Garthow's offsido, si” said Taby.

T Hnan ho's get it wrong, sir, Ivs
our study—the cnd .md, v felow
in the Fourth knows oun
doos Don't you,

colo
“No, I Yot lnnpped Cyril Pecle. “I
kiow it's my study

ol e, Sron cad
Silence » ezclimed Mr. Dalton.
h! Ah!  Yes, sirl  Certainly!”
S ol ot mg cnplain, Gair * Heaid

Jimmy Silver meekly.
“1 um waiting for you te exphln Silver,
if you have any cxplanation to gi
You know, sir, that we xo( Imr-k late
this term owing to our being laid up with
colds m] Junm “e foune thnl
hose cnds
bagred our

t
iy Bifora wo got liste. g

THE GIIOST OF THE PRIORY!

I don’t know

\vn—wn took possossion, sir,
Ho knew that

hy Carthew butted in.
n was our study.

Mr. Dalton g glanced at the Sixth- Former.
“I intervencd to see fair play, as I've
told you, said Carthew. “Peele
claimed as he bad been

my protection,
turned out of his study. It scoms to bo
the rule that any lLoys can claim an un-
occupied study at the beginning of term.
Silver had that study last term—Peele bhas
it now. 1 was bound to interfere, as ®
profect—and these juniors actually wmxl
mg und threw mo out of tho room—-*"

ou shouldn’t have butted in!” ox-
claimed Lovell. “You know jolly well
lhnt those rotters had bagged our study I”

“How dare you, Loyell1” exclaimed Mr.
Dalton. Ho rose to his feet, and picked up
his cane. “Hold out your hund1”

Lovell tucked lus hand under his arm
and squeezed it Evidently Richard
Dalton was not to be mﬂld wuh

* Whatever ma; your dispute with
other members of your Form, Silver, you
are well aware that you havo no right to
resist a prefect foraibly,” eaid Mr. Dalton,
"] phnll cane you all severely.”

\‘v nh regard to the claim to the study,”
continued Mr. “it certainly scems
hard that you should loso your old
quurters, but Peole and iy frionds aro act-
ing nrmly within their rights.”

“I think it would, however, show a
better feeling on the part of Peclo and
Lattrey and Gower if hy il consat
to return to their old qunrmra and allow
vou to have your old study,” continued
Mr. Dalton, with a glance at Peele & Co.

The three cads o the Fourth stood
grimly silent.

Their consent would have won them the

pproval of their Form-master; but Mr.
[Buuous nppmval did not tempt them to

give way. They were not on the best of

u:rms with Mr.” Dalton, anyhow. Mr.,
Dalton was rather rough on slackers of the
first water.

Imlvcd s0 far from dcs atify

Dalton, Pocle & Co. fmmd somu m!u
lnmon in disappointing him.

%n they stood silent.

ou do not feel disposed to do
Pecle?” asked the Fourth
after a pause.

this,
Form-master,
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“No, sirt” answercd Pecle sullenly.
“It's our study, sir,” said Gower. “It's
a better one than our old one. Why

should we give it up ?’

“Very well!” said Mr. Dalton quictly.

theso boys must bo allowed to
retain tho study, since they insist upon
their strict rights in the matter. I cannot
say I approvo of their conduct, but I a
bound to be just. Any further attempt to
deprive them of the smdy by force will be
dealt with very severely.

“on

“T'shall now punish you for laying hands
upon Carthew of the Sixth Fors

Pocle & Co. left the study, md in the
corridor they grinned at onp another
imoush hey had always been “up

cle James of Rookwood and
hu chums and at last they had succceded,
beyond tho slmdow of a doubt, in giving
Uncle James a
Swlsh, s\ush e O
The door oprncd and the Fistical
Four came it r faces were sct an
rim. They did not oron Itk b the grin-
ning_ trio—they marched down the passage
in silence, It was not till they reached
the Fourth Form quarters, and were en-
sconced in their new study—Peele’s old

study—that they gave expression to their
Goop foclinga. ~ Then there was a painful
chorus.

CHAPTER 25.
Loveli’s Strategy!

" TIAT'S going to be done?
Arthur  Edward oo it
question a fow days later, in

exasperated tones.

Arthur Edward had asked it, on the
average, about seventeen times a day, s
the return of the Fistical Four
classic shades of Rookwood School.

Peele & Co. were victorious, the Form-
master’s decision confirmed them in their
posscssion of the famous end study.

But that, to A|1hu Edward Lovell, was
a trifle light a

Lovell's view was that the end study
was_ his study; his Form-master's decision
to tho contrary notwithstanding.

Mr. Richard Dalton was master of the
Fourth, and his word was law, or shou!d
bave bheen law.  Generally was law lo
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the Co.; ﬂley liked Dicky Dalton, and
backed him up.  On ihis_occasion, how-
over, they censxdnrud Mr. Dalton off-side.

Lovell was the most emphatic of tho
four; but his chums egreed with Arthur
Edward. Tho end study was their study;
Faa e only doubtful point was, how to
recover the stolen goods, so to speak.

‘Thero was the question of prestige to Lo
considered, as well as that of the study
itself.

The Fistical Four were great men in the
Fourth, and it was simply impossible for
them to acce; t a defeat at the hands of
a sot of slacking, amoky. no-account out-
siders like Peele

“We shall have ’luhby \L\H‘n cheeking
us next!” said Lovell bitterly

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“Fellows keep on asking us if we're
going to havo our study back !” said Raby.

“It’s sickening.”

“Towny and Toppy were saying to-duy
that they" T empn:ed at_our lotting Pty
knock us " growled Newcome. " Town:
send smd we were back numbers now. 1
punched his nose!”

“Woll, what's going to be dono?” asked
Lovell. “We've got to have our study
back, I suppose. = I believe vou're sup-
posed to bo a sort of lecader, Jimmy
Silyer?”
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nted Jimmy.
said Loyell.

“T believe s a;
“Well, lead, t]xon “Show
those cads ont of our

us how we're %
study. We Elu\l] have nll the fellows grin-
ning at us. Modern md< have been

chipping me nhovlt Gt T had a fight yes
terday with Tommy Dodd, and another
with Towle. Bad cnough if it was any-
body olse, but to lot a emoky, slacking cad
like Peclo dish us—

And Arthur Edward cvprbsscd his feclings
by an emphatic snort.

"l'(\unu. Jlente!” said Jimmy serencly.

“What

“That mmms, make haste slowly!” tho
captain of the Fourth kindly explained.

Another snort from Lovell.

“Do you think I want you to cos
a_silly Latin tag

“Talk sense! What's g

“Wo'ro going to bo
Raby, e e i rum" to
Iying down and tell us to keep smil

“The fact this Co. want:

is,
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leader,” said Lovell _“Jimmy's played
e vyt 1ights he's o back number.
Tlo lots himself bo licked by a_cad like
Pecle, I'd better take the matter in hand.”
_“And what's your programme, old c'ap,
if you do?” asked Jimmy.

“Well, I'd give 'em a jolly good hidin
111 round 1 said Lovell. s o

“That wouldw't capture ths study.”
LIt would bo some satisfaction, any-
Low.”

“Dear man |” said Jimmy Silver. *“Leave
it to your Uncle James. I'm thinking it
out.”

“What witht” jeered Lovell. “I'm f-1
up with leaving it to you, Jimmy. You
leave it to me. I've got a plan.”

Jimmy Silver smiled.  Hiz faith in the
planning capacity of Artbur Edward was
Dot grea

«A pretty good plant”
“Look herel ~ Supposo I
terrific hiding every day til
lo take the study Lack. ~He's a shad
rottor, and thrashings will do him gnody.
Df course, we can't openly thrash the chaps
into handing over the study. Dicky Dalton
would be down cn that. ut I can lick
Peele every day, and he will under#and in
tho long run that the study's get to be
handed over.”

“Oh, my Lat!” said Jimmy.

“Pil row with him about somcthing else,
see, so that he can’t ‘neak to Dalton and
say we're Yammering him for the study!”
said Lovell. “That's strategy.”

J"‘om That's strategy, is it?” gasped

imm:

said Loyell.
ive Peelc a

T'm a protty good strategist.”
i

Lovell jumped up. He had finished tea,
and having this great strategic plan in
mind, he was keen to put it into operation.

“Rats!” said Lovell.
Arthur Edward Lovell stalked out of ti.o
study. Jimmv Silver .ighed. When Arthur
Tdward took e bit between his lccthhas

it, were, thert no_stopping; him.  But
Timy” wa ot looking for great results
rom Lovell's strategy. - To Jimmy’s mind,

it somewhat resembled the strategy of a
bull charging a gate.

* There'll be a row 1”
ously.

d R dubi-

THE GHOST OF THE PRIORY!

The three juniors followed Lovell. That
energetic and strenuous youth had already
found Cyril Peele in the quadrangle.

He was losing no time. A dozen juniors
surrounded the two, and the “row” was
already in progress.

i smoky, shady, _slacking
worm !” Lovell was saying, as his chums
joined the interested circle.

“Go it, Lovell!” s
“Lovell’s getting _eloquen
with the giddy adjectives.”

“Ha, ha!”

Mornington.
Carry on

, ha,
Cyril Peele shrugged his slim shoulders,
and curled his lip. He was not the fellow
to stand up to Arthur Edward in desperate
combat; but he did ot seem alarmed.

Perhaps some of his confidence was due
to the fact that e was standing only a few
yards from Mr. Dalton’s htudﬁ window, and
that a row in the quad a‘ that spot could
scarcely fail to attract the Form-master's
notice.

Lovell's powerful voice, undoubtedly,
must Lave been audible in Mr. Dalton's
stun‘lly, a_circumstanco of which the ex-
cited Arthur Edward took no heed.

“What you want,”
i You're a

continued Lovell, “is
disgrace to the Form,

“Go hon!”

“A slacking rotter1” said Lovell, “How
often do you show up at the footer? Only
Shen a prefect takes you by the neck and
runs you down to Little Side. Yah!
Slacker 1"

“Carry on!” said Pecle cheerfully.

“Put up your hands!” roarcd Lovell.

“\What for?” asked Peele pleasantly.
“ Aro you going to fight me because I'm not
keen on footer?”

There was a chuckle from the spectatars.

“Lovell—? urged Jimmy.

“Dry up, Jimmy. I'm managing this!™
said Lovell. “Put up your hands, Peele,
or I'll dot you on the boko.”

“You won't get me out of the end study
that way, dear boy,” rrinned Pecle.

“That's for your nose,” said Lovell,
cavagely, as Pecle put his hands into his
pockets instead of nutting them up for
defence.

Whack !

Peele accepted that punch on the nose

with cheery fortitude. He knew that Mr.
Dalton was now at his study window.
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The \undn\v went up with a bang.

“Lovel

“OhIAhI Yes, sir 1” gasped Lovell, spin-
ping round to the window, and finding e
self face to face with Mr. Richard Dalton.

For once, the young Form-master looked
thoroughly angry.

“Lovell, you have deliberatoly picked a

warrel with Pea]e. and struck him1” ex-
claimed Mr. Dalton. *You have acted like

bull\-, Lovell.”

“Oh, sir " gasped Lovell. “I—I— haven't
struck him, sir—only punched bu nose1”

+Como into my study, Lovell I

“Oh dear!”

Arthur Edward Lovell tramped away to
the door. The rest of the juniors drew a
little closer to the window to have a view,
from that point of vantage, of the subse-
quent proceedings.

Lovell entered ths stud

dismally. He

found that Mr. Dalton had his cane in
Band, ready

“Lovell, my duty to punish you
severely,” said the master of the Fourth.

“Thera is no doubt in my mmd that you
hnve picked this quarrel with Pecle, who

iven no offence, solely on account of
the ispute about the study.

“Oh!” stuttered Lovell, wondering how
on_earth Mr. Dalton 'ad guessed that.

#Hold out your hand, Lovc“‘ Now the
other—and tho other again!”

wish, swish, ewisl

Mr. Dalton laid down the cane,

“If there should “e any further fighting
between you and Peele, Lovell, I shall in-
vestigate the matter with great care; and
{1 find that you are the aggressor, I shall
report you to Dr. Chisholm for a ﬁnggmg,
said Mr. Dalton. *You may g

Lovell went.

The crowd outside the study broke up,
chuckling.

B e what Lowl] expectcd 1 Mo e
mgwn remarked. hat a brain, you

“Hn, ha, ha!”

Tn the new study that evening Arthur
Edward Lovell's prep was incessantly inter
rupted by the necessity of rubbing his
bands. On the following day he did not
seek out Cyril Peele for a llckmw That
wonderful plan wu_s “off,” rthur
Edward Lovel for the pmsem at least,
ulowed his zl[ts of strategy to rest.
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GHAPTER 2y,
Caught Out!

& AKE w!”
“Goooogol
“Wake up, Fathead 1"

Lovell rubbed his eyes, and
blinked at Jimmy Silver in tho gloom of
the dormitory.

he hour was late, and there was silence
and slumber in the dormitory of tho
Classical Fourth. But Jimmy Silver was
out of bed, shaking Lovell with oue hand,
and holding the other over Lovell’s mouth
by \\ny of & precaution.
as three days -inco the failure of
Lovell 's wonderful strategy. During thoso
three days Jimmy Silver had been under-

o celebrated Brer Fox—lying
saying “nuffin’.”  Peele & Co.
were in victorious occcupation of the end
study and the Classical I'ourth had come

the conclusion thu.h Jimmy Silver had
Aocepted his defeal They wero yet to
learn that the ustu!e Uncle James was only

biding his time.

Arthur Edward Lovell blinked
gloom, yawned, and sat up.

“Don’t make a row!” whispered Jimmy
Silver. “Don’t wake tho whole giddy
dormitory 1"

Tovell ‘grunted and turncd out. Raby

and Newcome, alrcady awakened and out
of bed, were dressing quietly in tho dark,
Lovell followed their example.

“Ta it a raid on the Moderus?” whispered

iy \o ass!”
o ;I‘!heu whac is it7” grunted Lovell.

in the

Lovell gnva a aup[resscd snort,  Jimmy
Silver led the way silently to the door, .md
the Fistical Four stepped into the corridor,
leaving a slumbering dormitory behind

nd now where?” grumbled Lovell.
“Follow your lcader.
Arthur Edward suppressed his feelings

and followed his leader. ights wee all
out in the upper passages, thou
big staircase there was a !

h from the
w of light

ownstairs.
Jimmy Silver led the way to the Fourth
Form passage, and, to the surprise of his
chums, to tho cnd study.
he Fistical Four entered that study, and
Jimmy closed the door. Then Leveld gave
& chuckle.
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“I cateh_on!” ho said.
quarters—what 2"

immy Silver similed in the darkness.

“That's what vou'd ‘call ‘strategy !
suppose, old bean?” he_remarked. ¥t
D foakiog 1o & Jiskina{icota Dicky
Dulton to-morraw 1
“Then what tho thump—
indow's open!” cjaculated Tovall ot e
den.

uite sot” aisented Jimmy,  «1f sou'd

looked roand tho dorm. yowd have’ secn
that threo fellovs 3 were out, of bed.”

“Ragging their

Those cads t” murmured Rab
“That's it] _DPeclo and ower and
Lattrey!” said Jimmy Silver. “The
boys have gone out of bounds. I've been

we're here. Sl.mlegy, old chnp, but a
different brand I”
Look here——" murmured Lovel
“You sce, t

for that
“They've
window, and it can’
They've left the sash an inch up.
cnnugh to gu nnd out—what 7"
“I— Newcome. “But—'

gan
ot a knotted rope from the
't be seen in the ivy.

Ensy

y! But v\hn
“1 dow’t ece what it matters to us.
They're rotten cads—I suppose they've gone
down to tho lird-in-Hand to play cards
with the blackguards there—but we're not
i May as well get bucl
to the dormitory, o far as I can see.”

“That isn’t very lnr, old scout,” answered
Jimmy Silver. “We're staying here till
they come back.”

““What on earth for?”

“To have a little conversation with them,”
eaid Jimmy Silver coolly. “I'm going to
point out to them the error of then‘ wags.

Blessed if [ can cco what you're driving
at!” grunted Lo

“You wouldn’ tI" ‘assented Jim

The captain of the Fourth pushed up the
sash of the window a little and reached out
Che r was fastened to tho

dy table, stretching across to
outside was completely
i Jimmy s.lm
the  gloom,
stnrhght He
uP the rnpe till the lower end was
rom the ground, as he judge
“I—I say, that'll give em X nan when
uc murmurcd

ink s
“Serve el

o nght," -md Tovell. “But 1
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don’t sce_sticking out of bed for an hour or

two to )npc those shudy cads! Weo can’t
keep them ot

*‘Leave n to your Uncle James!” urged
Jimmy Silver.

Uncle Jame: had his way, as he genamll{
did. o Fistical Four waited, Lovell
taking 2 seat in tho armchair and nodding
off to 1t was nearly an hour later
\\hen mm shadowy figures came stealing
through the gloom round the School House
buildings, and stopped under the ‘indow

of the end study.

The three bronken of bounds had re-
turned. They had not returned in a happy
mood or high spirits. They had been “see-
ing life,” as the young rascals considcred it
—and they had paid for the privilege to the
extent of all Lhmr nvmlnhle pocket-money,
which reposed in the pockets of Mr. Joey
Hook, the bllhnrds sharper at the Bird-i m-

and.
“\\hcro' that dashed rope?” muttered

!u the ivy, you idiot!” was Peele’s polite
l‘cply

“T can't ﬁnd ity

“More ass youl”

Peclo gmped lor the rope; but he, too,'
failed to_find it. Lattrey, staring upward,
discerned the end of the rope danglin,
overhead. He uttered an exclamation of

e
=

right.
i It’u hesn pulled up!”

oSt G, stared

up It
was out of their relch—j\ut out!

at the rope.
For

a ter or a prefect!” sasped
Peclo. . “They'd have taken tho ropo
1t somo benat found wo'so out and jnpmg

! Wha anat ao we going
stammered Go

“Climb on my :houlden and grab the
2 you anln reach it.

C-o\ver chmbed on Pecle’s shoulders. But
as he grabbed at the rope it wu jerked
from above, and danced out of

“S.s-somebody’s _ pulling_ iu"
Gawer. “l—l can’t catch t"'

He jumped ground a;

Peclo gritted his math uavngely his (wz
white with rage. He had no doubt that
was a “jape
Jumor, who had discovered the absence of

e black sheep from the dormitory.
the danger was great.

102"

gasped
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Breaking bounds after lighte-out was a
sisky business at the best of times. Lvery
minute the black sheep lingered outside the
House added to the risk.

By this time thrce young rascals were
docply repenting that they had gone out of
echool bounds to sce “life” as scen in the
gmoly buck paslour of the Bird-in-Hand at
Coom!

A head and shoulders appeared over the
window-sill above, and a smiling face looked
down.

Tn tho glimmer of the starlight, Cyril
Peelo was ablo to recognise the captain of
the Fourth.

“Jimmy Silver!” he breathed.

“Drop that rope down, Silver!” hissed
Lattrey.

Jimmy Silver let the rope fall

“You first, Peele!” he called out.

“Hush "

Pecle clambered desperately up_ the
knotted rope. He reached the = broad
window-sill of the end study, and_thrust
B Head and shouldors in ab the window.

Ho stopped there; several pairs of hands
grasping him and pinning him in that

osition, head and shoulders inside, and
legs outside.

Peele panted with rage.

“Will you let me in, you rotters?”

“Rotters?” Jimmy Silver chuckled. I
hardly think we're the rotters present,

“Peele. You've been out of school bounds

“Mind your own business.”

“You smell of baccy!” grunted Lovell.

“Let me in!" hissed Peele.

“All in good time!” said Jimmy Silver
cheerfully. “I eupposo it's no_good telling
you that we're shocked at you, Peclo—"

Peele ground his teeth.
“Serve, the rottcrs right to shut them
out!” said_Newcome. “My hatl What

would the Head say when they were found
outside the House in the morning?”

“You—you couldn’t—" panted ~Peele.
“Took here—let me inl I—I—T'll do any-
thing sou like——>

owve got tol” said Jimmy Silver
coolly. “You're going to do exactly as I
tell you, Peclo.” i

at do you want?’
bthl: wi[x:;iog{rl-su}dx dRO\Kn
ently upon Peele’s back. Lovell and Raby
B Linr Dy the shoulders; Newcome by the
collar,  Pecle, utterly helpless, could only
submit to his fate.
Jimmy pulled the study table softly under

Jimmy Silver drew
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the window, and laid a pad of impot paper
efore Peele, and dipped a pen in the ink.
He placed the pen in the hand of the
amazed” Peele. Then ho turned on a
glimmer of his electric torch.

eVt as T tell youl” e said.

u
“Got going! *Being out of bounds at
e]g(ven p.m '—got that 7

“Then good-night!” said Jimmy Silver

heerily.

“Hold on, you—you beast! I'll write it!”
“In your usual hand, dear boy,” enid Jimmy
Silver, “Any tricks, and you'll simply have
to write it over again. Got that? Now
write— having been to the Bird-in-Hand *

—1— Al right!”
4T hereby promise to turn over a new
leaf, and try to becomo decent on condition
of being lef into_the House.” Got that?”
Peele scribbled desperately.
“I—T've done it! Hang you
Jimmy scanned the paper.
# Now write it all over again in
your usual handvwriting,” he said cheerfully.
Peclo ground his tecth with rage. But
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without a word he obeyed; it v/aa evidently
useless to argue with Unclo James o
Ruou vood.

w sign it!” said Jimmy Silver.

Peele signed the paper.

“Let him in!” said Jimmy.

Pecle rolled into the room. He
himself up and fixed a look of the
anjmosity on the Fistical Four.

It was cvidently in Peele’s mind to make
a desperate cffort to repossess himself of
the paper now that he was safe inside. But
Lovell's big fists were clenched read;
him, and Cyril Peele thought better of n(:

“Keep thut dark!” he muttered thickly.

“You know 1t’s enough to get me the sack
from the school if the Head saw it.”

“1 know it!” assented Jimmy Silver.
“You can clear, Peele.”

Pecle left the study, anenkmg back silently
to the dormitory, with a heart full of rage
and all uncharitableness. Jimmy Silver
looked du\\ n from the study window at
Latts wer, who were staring
up\\md in dumb dismay.

“Gower next called Jnmm

Gower was very quicl
was stopped on the wmdvmv sill,
half-out.

“Lm.l that paper, and sign

~-Lm: Lere—what—'

“Shut_up, dear boy, and do as you're
told! This is whero you obey orders!”
smiled Jimmy Silver.

Gower read the paper with a white face.
He 'ml.»d his name below Pecle’s with a

E hand
“Right!” said the captain of the Fourth.
3 You can (luur Gower.
sa

icked
eepest

he rope. He
halt-in and

it,” said

s{mppcd Jimmy Silver; and

Clo !
Gower clear

imm; d from the window again
and called to Mark Lattrey. That youth
swarmed up the rope.

The process of reading and mﬁ’mng the
paper was repeated. Laitrey realised that
he had no choice in the matter, and he di

couple of minutes Lattrey was on
ey, lo the dormitory.

the Fisti Four rcturned to the
lmmth Form dormitory; and a few minutes

Jater they were fast asiep. Sleep did_not
come so soon to Cyril Peele, however. That
d unserupulous youth had some

inz (o do; and his thoughts were not
cable. And when he slept at last, he
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dreamed that he was being expelled from
Rookwood by a_wrathful hendmaster—and
in the mormning Peclo of the Fourth turned
out of bed in a temper that was more than
Hunnish.

CHAPTER 30,
Jimmy Wins !

MMY SILVER had a smiling face the
following da
s Jimmy was concerned, tha
dispute over tho possession of the end
study scemed to be forgotten. When
Arthur Edward Lovell raised the question,
for_perhaps the ‘hundredth time, Uncls
James smiled, and, ansere
“Keep smi
“But what's going to bo dono?” snorted
Loyell.
“Pocle]” answered Jimmy.
“I don’t see it!”
“1 should bo jolly surprigod if you did,

old chap!” was Jimmy affable
response.

‘Which was not very satisfactory to Arthur
Edward Lovell. His faith in Uncle James

was strained almost to breaking-point.

Pecle eyed Jimmy Silver in class that
morning, and after class he seemed to ex-
pect Jimmy to seek him. But Jimmy did
not. He strolled out into the quad_with his
chums, apparently oblivious of Cyril Peelo’s
ummponam existence.

Pcele did not scem at ease that day.
Lattrey and Gower seemed troubled. Théy
had tea in the end study—still their study—
and some fellows in the
sounds of angry argument an
from the room.

But when the three black sheep came out
after tea they seemed to be in some sort of
sullen agreement. 'They proceeded to the
first study in the passage—now occupied by
the Fistical Four.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were beginning prep.
Jimmy kindly suspended that occupation as
the visitors Poked in

allo!  You Iellow forgotten that
gowve changed ~studies?” he exclaimed.
“Or do you want to change back
% We'xe ready to change bacL ¥

Pecl
4 Mv hat!” Aythur Edwnrd Lovell stared
e “Mean that, Pecle?’

Peele scowle

“You know we've got_no choice in the
matter,” he snarled. ‘“You've got that

assag~ heard
recrimiation

said
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aper wo signed—we'll let you have th
study for it.”

“Oh1” exclaimed Arthur Edward, a light
breaking on his min

Jimmy Silver raised his hand.

“Ii you've come here to barga
you've come to the wrong sho
“Tm not bargaining with you!”

“Let’s have the paper, Silver, old chap,”
pleaded Gover. “I—T fnow you woul o't
show it to anybody; but—but if it got
dropped _about—if a ‘master saw_it, H—if
—="" Gowor fairly trembled, Silver, old
, we own up we played you a dirty
Hrich in bagging the study while you were
3? tho sick list. Can't say fairer than

Peele,
he said!

We —wo_want you to have the study,
Silver,” said Lattrei pleadingly. “Tt—it
was only a jape, anyhow.

Jimmy Silver reflected.  His chums
grinne

“If you want to do the right thing, of
course” we're bound to agree, as model
youths and a standing example to Rook-

he said gravely.
hear!” grinned Lov

"You'll hand the paper back—ynu‘]l
promise—" began Feelo cagerly.

“That’s enough! T've said that I won’t
bargain with you!” said Jimmy Silver
loftily. “If you think it right to hand
back our study, go to Mr. Dalton and ask
him to give his official permission. can’t
trust you to play the game, Peele; but you
can trust me. Take your choice, anyhaw

“Td rather—

"Never mind whut you'd rather—get
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out!” said Uncle James.
rather ill, Peele—you're a worm!
away 1"

Peele gritted his teeth and went, Gower
and Lattrey following him with dismal
faces.  There was a_discussion in the
pussnge but it was a discussion that could

have conclusion. cele
Ceodprocceded to the Fourth Form-master’s
study.

Mr. Dalton wag surprised and, pleased
when the threo erring youths explained that
they felt that Silver ought to have his study
back.  They would be satisfied with their
old quarters—in fact, they were quite keen
to chau e k.
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“You make me
Go

lad to hear this,” said Mr.
Dnltcm. "1 Lhmk you have acted rightly. T
will send a message to Silver, and inform
him of this, and I am very p!used that the
dispute has been scttled so satisfactorily.”
Peele & Co. drifted out of the study. Mr.
Dalton visited the Fistical Four personally
to inform them of the change. When ho
was_gone, Junmy Silver & Co. exchanged
smiling lool
Blow
Lovcll.

prep!” said Arthur Tdward
+Lets gt our study to rights!”

The F\stmal Four proceeded to the end
study at once. Peele & Co. were alread.
taking out their persona] belongings. Wit
merry faces and light hearts, tho Fiatical
Four installed themselves in their old

quarters, The usurpers hiad been ejected at
last; and from the point of view of Jimmy
Silver & Co. all was calm and

right.
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ERLOCK SHOLMES was looking
H over the current mumber of the
“Daily Picture,” when I came

into our sitting-room at Shaker Street.

e was scated in the armchair, in his
usual attitude of unaffected grace, with
his feet resting on the mantelpicce, and
the folds of his celebrated dressing-gown
draped about his knees.

I glanced at him—expressively.

“My dear Sholmes ” I murmured.

He glanced up, as if surprised by the
{nyoluntary reproach in my tone.

“Well, Jotson?”

“Surely, Sholmes, that is an unneces-
sary extravagance, in our present state
of financial stringency,” I remonstrated.
“Tyopence is not, in itself, a large sum,
I admit. But considering that the ques-
tion of fish and chips for supper presents
a problem far exceeding in difficulty any
to bo found in Euclid —my = dear
Sholmes "

“Calm yoursclf, Jotson,” said Herlock
Sholmes, “you are labouring, as usual,
under a_misapprehension, my dear
fellow. I did mot purchase this news-
paper—it was a case of finding’s
keeping.”

T was relieved to hear this esplana-
ion. A period of our residence in
aler Street, monmcy was sometimes
tight; though, owing to our simple and
tomporate habits, Sholmes and I were
v so. Sholmes had recently wound
triumphantly the Case of the Missing
ther-in-Law; but the gentleman to
om his amazing skill had restored this
long-lost relative had not ouly refused
to pay any fee, but had treated him
witlh the blackest ingratitude. Owing to
tion to my remarkable friend in
work, I had neglected my practice

an estent that practically all my

£

THE GASE OF THE FINANGIER.

AN ADVENTURE OF HERLOCK SHOLMES.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

We were both,

patients had recovered.
therefore, in somewhat low water at this
time.

“Forgive me, Sholmes,” I said, “I

might have known you better than to
suppose that you would have blown, at
one fell swoop, two-thirds of our remain-
ing cash. The newspaper fell into your
hands?”

“To be more exact, it fell on my head,”
explained Sholmes, “from the fop of &
passing motor-bus. Some passenger had
apparently finished with it, and thrown
it away, regardless of the nappers of
passing pedcstrians. _However, I was
glad to capture it. It is quite a good
paper, my dear fellow; and ono who
knows a good thing when he sees it,
should always be ready to seizo a good
thing when he knows it. It belonged, T
gather, to some naturalist, as the words
“Sell Chimpanzees,” are scribbled on the
margin.”

Sholmes’ gaze returned to the pictureg
in the paper. His gaze was dreamy and
reflective. I realised that I had inter-
rupted a reveric when I entered, and I
was silent. It was not for me to butt
into the mental aberrations of so remark-
able a man as Herlock Sholmes.

“Criminals, my dear Jotson!” said
Sholmes at last.

““Sholmes ! T ejaculated.

I was surprised, and—I confess it—a
little displeased.

Sholmes, as he spoke, was gazing at a
row of photographs of prominent political
personages, cclebrated for the skill and
Tesolution with which they applied them-
sclves to the task of relieving their
country of the irksome burden of wealth.

I supposed, for the moment, that
Sholmes’ remark referred to these great
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men, and was naturally surprised and

shocked.

“My dear Sholmes,” I said,
“criminals, surely, is a harsh term? The
average politician compares a Iittle un-
favourably, perhaps, with the ordinary
confidence-man, thimble-rigger, or area-
sneaker But criminals, my dear Sholmes
—no, no, no!”

Herlock Sholmes eyed me coldly.

“I was about to make a philosophic
remark, Dr. Jotson, when you interrupted

me.”
“Indeed !”
“Yes, indeed!” Herlock Sholmes

folded the paper, and slipped it into the
pocket of his dressing-gown. “Criminals,
my dear Jotson, ate deteriorating. Crime
is'no longer what it was. I am not allud-
ing to politicians, Jotson, but to a more
active class of depredators. As a detec-
tive, I feel that my way of life is fallen
intdf the sere, the yellow leaf. The Vie-
torian age was, after all, a great age.

it from obscurity.”

Sholmes sighed, and sipped his tumbler
of cocaine.
. “We are fallen upon a degenerate age,
e donr Totaon T sanuot. help, regiots
ting that I did not live in the piping
times of Peace.” -

Tap!
Mrs. Spudson, our landlady, entered,

and 1aid a card upon the table by the

side of the cocaine tumbler.

_ Sholmes glanced at it with some slight

est.

“Sir Tsaac Stuart-Macgregor-Gordon !’
he read out

i client,
engeﬂy

“T trust so,” said Sholmes. “The sur-
name, it is true, promises little in the
way of expendituro. But we shall sce.
Admit him, Mrs. Spudson.”

“You are acquainted with Sir Isaac,
Sholmes?” I asked, when the landlady

was gane. B
“Quite! He is 2 man of vast wealth,
said Sholmes. “He is chiefly known for
his bitter opposition to the Zionist Move-

ment.»

Sholmes 1” I exclaimed
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“Why, Sholmes?”

_“Because he sces in it, Jotson, an in-
sidious scheme for the abolition of the
House of Lords, and for tnrning Park
Lane into an uninhabited desert.”

“True !” I ejaculated.

Herlock Sholmes removed his feet from
the mantelpiece, and rose to them, as our
visitor entered.

. I gazed at the famous millionaire with
interest  His eyes were dark, his mose
below curved outwarad like a bended bow.

Sir Tsaac’s manner betrayed consider-
able agitation.

“Mr. Sholmes !” he exclaimed.

“At your service, Sir Isaac!” said
Sholmes.

The millionaire started.

“You know my name?” he ejaculated.

“As you see,” smiled Sholmes.

I could not help giving my amazing
friend a glance of heart-felt admiration.
One glance at Sir Isaac’s card had been
enough for Herlock Sholmes. His deduc-
tions wero always made with lightning-
like_rapidity.

“Pray be scated,
Sholmes.

Sholmes sank back into his chair, and
I gave Sir Tsaac the other. I accom-
modated myself on the coal box.

The baronet bent forward towards my
amazing friend.

“Mr. Sholmes, T require your help! I
need not mention that the official police
are useless.”

“Not at all,” replied Sholmes. “That
fact is well known in Shaker Street. You
may speak quite freely before my friend
Dr’ Jotson. He is absolutely reliable,
except in cases of illness. Proceed.”

“The success of a great financial
operation is at stake, Mr. Sholmes. You
may have heard of the Chimpanzee Gold
Mine.”
“C'lil:lpnnzce 17 T repeated.

Sir TIsaac,” said

The|word seemed familiar.

“Proceed !» said Herlock Sholmes with
his_igkerutable smile. -

Sir Isaac proceeded.

“Chimpanze¢ Gold Mine shares, Mr.
Sholmes, are now at a very low figury,—
ninepence for the pouad share. ¥o
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doubt they arc over-valued; but that is
the present price. But thero is shortly
to be a movement in Chimpanzees. For
some time I have been buying them
quictly, absorbing large numbers. I am
SEgispoeasion. o e greater part of
tho shares; and it is timo for a boom in
them. Reports from engincers have been
arranged-—glowing tributes from the men
on the spot—chatty paragraphs in finan-
cial papers—and so on, and so forth. All
is ready for a startlcd public to learn
that Chimpanzce sharcs are tho hest
thing going, whercupon, of coursc, they

THE CASE OF THE FINANCIER

I should give the order to my oroker to
sell.  These operations ate delicato
affairs, Mr. Sholmes—great expericnce is
required to know the precise moment for
getting out. Absent-mindedly I scribbled
on the margin of the paper in my hand
“Sell Chimpanzces.”

Terlock Sholmes’ face was, as usual,
inscrutable.

““Sell Chimpanzecs* will, of course,
be my instructions to my broker at a
later date,” explained Sir Isaac. “At
present, the game is to buy Chimpanzees.
But for an aceident, this would not Lavo

will rush in to buy. You ?

“Quite,” assented Sholmes. “The
supply of mugs is unlimited, and I have
often wondered why there are any cat-
burglars, high finance being so much
more profitable and safe.”

“The rush begins to-morrow morning,”
said Sir Isaac. “Everything is ar-
ranged—it is too late to sfop it. Brokers
are already instructed to bid at the top
of their voices for Chimpanzeo shares, to
start the ball rolling—spoof bargains in
the shares have been arranged down to
the last detail—to-morrow, Mr Sholmes,
Chimpanzees will be booming. The price
will go up to par—beyond par. At a
pound o time I shall unload upon the
public the shares I have been buying
quictly at ninepenco cach—I shall not
wait till they reach two or three pounds
—I am not a greedv mar  Mr Sholme
Once I have unloaded the shares, of
course, tho boom will come to an end,
and the prico will slowly but surely sink
back to ninepence, or less. But”—Sir
Isaac made a gesture—"all may be lost
owing to an accident—one of the greate
financinl operations of our times, Mr.
Sholmes, may be complotely ruined,
unless you can help me.”

“Kindly give me a few details, Sir
T:aac.

“This afternoon, Mr. Sholmes, while
scated on the top of a motor-bus, I was
alancing at the pictures in the illus-
{rated paper, the * Daily Picture,’  said
the great financier. “T was thinking, of

of the coming boom in Chim-
s, and debating in my mind when

gave a most
unpleasant jerk when running over a
pedestrian, and the newspaper flew from
my Land.”

“Indeed ! said Sholmes.

“It was lost| I descendod as soon ns
I could and searched for it, but it had

vanished ! No doubt some person had
picked it up.”
“Probably I agreed Sholmes.

“Somcwhere in London, Mr. Sholmes,
is that wretched paper, with the scribbled
note on the margin, in my hand, * Sc
Chimpanzees!" If that should fall into
the hands of any of my business rivals,
Mr. Sholmes, you can guess the result.
My hand is wcﬁ known—and * Sell Chim-
panzees * written in my hand, would be
taken as a tip straight from the horse’s
mouth. Any man in the financial line,
Mr. Sholmes, should he see that pencilled
note, will rush in to sell Chimpanzees as
soon as the Stock Exchange opens to-
morrow morning—and instead of (ho
boom that has been arranged, at a wreat
expense, there will be a slump !”

“You see how the matter stands! The
paper may fall into harmless hands~into
tho hands of some idiot, who will not
understand what is meant by ‘ Sell Chim-
panzees.” But there is risk—a great risk
—and should it fall into the wrong
hands, the boom in Chimpanzee Gold
Mines will bo an utter frost. Can you
help me, Mr. Sholmes? Can you under-
take to find that copy of the *Daily
Picture,” and save mer”

Sir Teaac paused, and fixed his eyes
bescechingly on Herlock Sholmes.
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“Name your own figure, Mr Sholmes !”

“You may leave tho matter in my
hands, Sir Isaac,” said Herlock Sholmes
at last, “I have no doubt that I shall
be able to save the situation. Kindly
wait here with my friend, Dr. Jotson,
while I look into the matter.”

“Mr. Sholmes! You think you can
find the lost paper?”

Sholmes frowned.

“I never think, Sir Isaac. T know.”

“Excuse me, Mr. Sholmes—but—""

“Wait !” said Sholmes.

A gesture, and he was gone.

Sir Isaac waited—mopping his brow
in perspiring anxiety. 1sought to enter-
tain him, and relieve his stress of mind
with a little light and agrecable con-
versation ut he scemed to take not

% the slightest _interest in my description
of an operation I had lately performed
for Xyzglynglkzitis, and even when I
touched upon the absorbing subject of
mnyghamnbxcyosis he scarcely scemed to
listen.

T left him to himsclf at last, and we
waited in silence for Qﬂock Sholmes to
return.

My amazing friend was not, howerer,

. long gone.

He entered the room, and Sir Isaac

jcnped to his feet with an exclamation.

“Mr. Sholmes! Have you—"

My amazing friend smiled.

He held up a copy of the “Daily
Picture.”

Sir Isaac grabbed it. He tore it open.
His eyes almost bulged from his head as
he read upon a margin in his own hand,
“Sell Chimpanzees.”
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“Wonderful } he gasped.

“That is the paper you require, I
think ?” drawled Herlock Sholmes.

Sir Isaac gasped.

“That is the paper!

But_how—o"
“I never explain to clients. Powerful
as your intellect may be, my dear Sir
saac, you would never understand my
methods T have succceded

ir Isaac, gripping the paper in his
el I

“One moment, Sir Isaac,” added Her-
lock Sholmes. *Tn dealing with captains
of industry and princes of finance,
make it an invariable rule to deal on a
strictly cash basis. Thank you !

When Sir Isaac was gone, Herlock
Sholmés turned to me with a smile.

“Well, Jotson I

“My dear Sholmes—»

“You miss your cue, my dear fellow.
This is where you say * Wonderfal "

“But—my dear Sholmes—was it—was
it not by accident that that paper came
mto your hands?”

“ Acoident is not a word in my vocabu-
lary, Jotson,” said Herlock = Sholmes
y.
ut the paper was in the pocket of
your dressing-gown all the time !

“Really, Jotson I

“But, Sholmes, I think—"

“You exaggerate, my dear fellow,”
drawled Sholmes. “Your mental pro-
cesses can scarcely be described as think-
ing. Leave the thinking to me, Jotson.
It will run to fish and chips for supper;
and there will be something left over
for the young man who calls for the
instalments on the furniture. Enough!”

I am saved!
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PITY THE “PRO!”

Anything But A Festivo Season.

While the majority of us can look forward
to Christmas na a time of jollity and feasting,
year ocoasion when tho yolk

be thrown aside, the profes-

o brarelt plunged into the
most arduouy veriod ol 1ho senson
Lim aro the delights of llm home firosido, lhe
ndditiona! helping of turkey and Christmas
pudding ; #0 if you oro on ielendie 1crima with

professional foctballer be very -areful Low
ou wish him ~A Merry Christmas.” For
o it ia atrict 1raining, strict diet—anything
but a feativo sonson 1

On Christmas Day, when our npptslnu hnve
been appessed with such daintio:

e RLe thel sosamon,i:the, profomional
player has to tichten up his belt and forger
the sgo-old slogan, " Fat, drink, and be
Ho has to play football for our
ontertainment,  Ninety minutes of gyuellin;
work in conditions that aro usually ol ything
but pleasant. ot. And when the final
not finished for the day.
sually be has to pack his bhz and entrain for
@ destination many milos distant tor another
gruelling match scheduled by the powers that
be to take place on Boxing Day. = Thon of
asain. ith the knowlodyo that the {housands
of spectatora in the stands and on tho mounds
have lind  right ropal time. the -  pro.” has
dismiss thouShits of hristus trom his mind
and eotile down 1o tho j and.  Even
then: ‘with ‘Christmns Day and Boxing Da
(lmppml l-. lnnd in tho calendar, ho i len to
look o another cxhausting tussle on
it

&

Three Grucliing Games.
This yonr the protessional playor is working

overtio indoed. Tako the caze of Wost Ham

United, an example  On

December 23th, the Londoners are

1o Portsmouth : on l»n.lm they pla;

cround. an

"W Tor a mntch with tho
Wost Ham'a Christ-

sical of moat pro-
days of
G the

mas prosiamine 13 but t

and

wholo, the professional player nccepts_ tho
situation cheorfully onough, ~ His train jour-
noys aro brightendd up with a xing-song or o
game of cards, and the trainer goes all out to
keep his charges in good spirita.

When those threo strenuous days are over
the pln)cr is allowed to ease up a bit,.for in tho

majori casos this soason his next matc
will not bo until January 3rd 1931 Un.
demably he has earncd that rost, but he atill

must Keep himself fit. Even the
tille the temptation to ** tuck
turkey or the pudding, or what's left of them.
0 in the goodness of your hoarts
Christmns give an oxtra cheor to tho leathor-
dinsers you liappon to, fuvour with your
presence, and don't_be too critical of ihcir
Focasionhl lapsos. “Three cdayn  of [ooll.mll
in unpleasant conditions is apt to the
stamina of the l;ul. player, but lnend!y en-
couragement and cheer will
worlé wundm With hima whon ho's inclined to
feol &

No Extra Pay.”

In the course of those three heity day®
epont in the ontortninment of thousands of

\

4

football fans, bruises, and sovere shalkin
aro froquent oocurronces. Tho footballer
expocted to take them all in good part, and

withe very fow exceptions ho takes his hard
knocks with a smilo.
A famous foothaller remarked recently that

" mumy youra of profossional football ho
hadu’t oned spont a Christmas in his own
home or with his family. That sounds o big

tough, vet it is typical of tho huadroda of
players who have * sign

T0 o supposd by maay that the professional
footballer is paid ** exura * for his Christm
football. Such is pot the auso, for the
i 'ruo,

very fow players take ad;
Christinas espe v is & critical ti in tho
senrey Tor pointe. and tho Fenuine p‘u: or i
xious to turn out for his
ght wnoomplainingly s

o lis favourito club




ANOTHER TOPPING COMPLETE TALE
TO ENJOY!

GET IT TO-DAY WITHOUT FAIL!

s
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A stimulating long complete story of Greyfriars - School,
introducing the Famous Five of the Remove, Harry Wlarton
& Co. By popular Frank Richards.

On Sale Now! Price 4d.




ASK FOR THESE POPULAR BOOKS!

THE
SEXTON BLAKE
LIBRARY

No. 265. THE SECRET OF THE THIEVES'
KITCHEN.

X8 lowx' somploly novel of
adventu

No. 266. THE FENCE’S VICTIM.
A powerlul drama of bafiling mystery.
By DONALD STUART.

No. 267. ﬂ!: NIGHT lunm

A sensatior tive of claver deteo-
tive work aad breatbless thei
By ANTHONY SKENE.

No. 268. THE LOMBARD STREET MYSTERY.
An engrossing long complete story of
cerime in London.

By ALLAN BLAIR.

THE

BOYS’ FRIEND
LIBRARY

No. 265. THE HAUNTED TEAM.
A srand Christmas yar of the tamous
Blue Crusaders.
By E. 8. BROOKS,

No.266. THE RIO KID.
Meet an amazing h«{tﬂll‘hﬂﬂl
powertul tale of the Wild West.
By RALPH REDWAY..
No. 267. THE DANGER TRAIL.
A gripping yarn of Ferrers Locke, de-
tective. >
No.268. THE FIVE-CLAWED DRAGON.
A startling story of thrills and mystery in

By MAJOR CHARLES GILSON. ke
NOW ON SALE AT ALL NEWSAGENTS. Price 4. per volume liOc. in Canada).

ted and published on the Srat Thursd
Lide e ectwsy” Houme, Farr

Houke, Farringon St Bo. Suls
transaiiesion, hv n .

Gordon & Goteh, Limited,
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