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‘When Rookwood learns that the Head’s
nephew from Canada is coming to
the school, they fuily expect to sec a
youthful edition of Dr. Chisholm. But
Rookwood get the shock of the term
with the advent of Master Gunter, for

he turns out to be an absqlute ter&f L

CHAPTER 1.
A Crisist
LASSICAL or Modern?
C e Prince of Denmark
remarked long ago, that was the
question!

It was a pressing quesuon, an im-
portant quesuon—m act, a rning
question. It was a quesmon zhac dis-
turbed the <etenlty of the rival sides
at Rookwood.

It is true that the excitement v.s,s
confined  t« e Junior  Form:
Bulkeley, the captain of the school
did not seem worried about it.
Theugh he was head of the Classical
side, he did not seem to care whether
the Head's nephew became a Classical
or a Modern, Indeed, he gave no
sign of ever having heard of the
Head's nephew. It was the same with
Knowles of the Sixth, the captain of
the Modern side. He went on his way
regardless, so to speak.

It was among the juniors that the
question burned.  Possibly  Jim
Silver & Co., the Classical heroes, were
not sorry to have one more reason for
going on the war-path against their
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old rivals of the Modern side, Possibly
Tommy Dodd, the great chief of the
Modern juniors, welcomed anof
bone of contention.

Be that as it may, there was no
doubt at all that Classicals and
Moderns were quite excited about the
matter, and the question was a burn-
ing one—so burning that it was almost
a conﬂagratlon

Jimmy Silver laid down the law on
the subject in the end study, with
the hearty concurrence of his chums

and study-mates, Lovell and Raby and
Newcome. The Fistical Four of the
Fourth were not always in complete
agreement, but upon this burning
question they agreed unanimously.

“You see” said Jimmy Silver
oracularly, ‘“‘the Head is rather an
important person in a school—more
important than the captam of the
school, in a sense—-
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“In a scnse!” agseed Lovell rather
hesitatingly. It was not easy to a
that there could be a more xmpommt
person at Rookwood than old
Bulkeley.

“And so the Head's nephew is a
chap & bit out of the common,” pur-
sued Jimmy Silver. “Of course, if he
put on any side we should knock it out
of him fast enough——"

“Hear, hear!” assented the Co.

“If he came the Head's nephew over
us we should give him the kybosh be-
fore he could say Jack Robinson!”
said Jimmy Silver. “But that isn’t
the point. The point is this, that the
Clas@‘cal s'de is top side at Rook-

“Hear, hear!”

“And the Head must know it. Of
course, it wouldn't do for him to say
$0; it would make the Moderns grouse.
But it stands to reason that he ought
to_shove his nephew on the Classical
side. It would be a proper recognition
of the side. If his nephew becomes

a Modern it is a whack in the eye for
the Classicals. It would be an insult
to the side. If he passed us over like
that I don’t see how we could feel a
proper respect for our headmaster any
more. And a chap ought to respect his
bheadmaster no end.”

“He’s bound to make him a Classic,”
said Raby. “Of course, he can't say
what he thinks about the Moderns,
but he couldn’t put his nephew among
tmL umn‘)by 1ot

means a cerfain amount of
l\udo for the side that gets him,”
said Jimmy Silver, “It will show what
the Head {hinks. Naturally, he ought
to be a Classic. It would be a proper
xecof’muul\ of the fact that we are the
, o 1 school—the genuine Rook-
wood, ch flourished for hundreds of
years be[ore any ass ever thought of
instituting a Modern side at all. Those
duffers over the way pretend that the
Classical slde are played out and that
they ore ‘it Which
“Rot!” said the
“Utter rot!

Buu it the Head put

his nephew on their side it would back
them up, and give them an excuse for
their silly gas. So it's jolly well settled
that the Head's nephew comes on our
side. Of course, we don't want him
in this study. I'm not gone on new kids
in this study. But he's got to be a
Classic, and that’s final.”

The Fistical Four agreed that it was

The feeling was just the same on
the Modern side. In fact at that very
moment Tomm; & ‘Co. were dis-
cussing the sub]ecz w.th equal warmth,
Dodd and Cook and Doyle, the three
cheery youths who all rejoiced in the
front name of Thomas, were quite
unanimous about it.

“He’s got to be a Modern,” said
Tommy Dodd. “You see, the Head
couldn’t have the face to put him on
that mouldy old Classical side. It
would be an insult to the really up-to-
date and go-ahead side of Rookwood.
That rotten C]s.ssxcal suie is hun
of years old—and looks i I haved't
the slightest doubt that “before lung
that dusty old side will die of old ,age,
and all Rookwood will be Modern.”

“Hear, hear!” said Tommy Cook
and Tommy Doyle together.

“We whop em at footer and
cricket, and games generally,” said
Tommy Dodd, “exceptmg somelimes
when they—whnn they—

‘Whop us!” said Doyle.

. “Oh, don't be an ass, Doyle!
Except sometimes when they manage
to crawl off the field without a lick-
ing,” said Tommy Dodd, frowning.
“The foct is that the Classical side
is going to pot, and the sooner it goes
the better. We are the people!”

“We are!”

“we is1”

“If the Head shoved his nephew on
Lhat side it would be rank iavouril~
ism,” said Tommy Dodd. “Now,
(avnurmsm is & rotten thing, anyway.”

“Rotten!” agreed his chums,

“If he puts him on this side it will
be a just tribute to the position of the
Modern side of the school.”
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“Sure, it’s cloguent ye are, Tommy
Dodd!” said Doyle admiringly. *You
ought to be in Paxlnment be jabers!
‘You could jaw their heas A

“Not that I care Luppence ﬂ.bcut the
chap himself,” went on Tommy Dodd.
“‘He may be a rank outsider, for all I
know. All I know of him is that his
name’s Gunter, and he comes from
America. I shouldn't wonder if hes
a queer kind of animal, with all sorts
of weird manners and customs—
praps talks through his nose, and
says ‘I swow!’ But the fact remains
that he’s the Head's nephew, and lts
a leg up for t.he side that gets him.”

Hear, hear!”

“So he's going to be a Modern,” said
Tommy Dodd determinedly. *“ "That's
settled.

Both sides having settled the matter
to their satisfaction, they might have
been expected to repo.se m peace and
contentment. But they 0’

For, although Jimmy S)lver had de-
clared that it was final, and Tommy
Dodd asseverated that it was settled,
they could not help having a lurking
uneasiness about the Head's decision
in the matter. They knew that in
many matters Dr. Chisholm did not
sec eye to eye with their honourable
selves.

Jimmy Silver felt that, in spite of
the obvious reasons why the Head's
nephew should become a Classical, Dr.

‘hisholm might, in a moment of aber-
xs.mon, put him on the Modern side.

odd was oppressed by a
r]read that although it was perfectly
evident to any fellow with sense that
the Head's nephew ought to be a
Modern, Dr. Chisholm might shove
him among the Classicals during a
temporary lapse from sanity.

The result was that there were argu-
ments on the subject. and quite an
unusual crop of swollen noses and
enlarged e

So matters stood when it became
known the Head's nephew was
actually arriving the next day. Then
the excitement was at fever-heat.
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What the Head’s nephew was like,
and whether he was the right sort or
any other sort, nobody knew or cared:
All they knew was that his name was
Gunter, that his parents lived in a Far
Western State in America, and that
he was being sent to England to com-
plete his education. But such polnts
were of no consequence. What really
mattered was that it would be con-
sidered a leg up to the side that re-
ceived him, and a *“whack in the eye™
for the sme that did not receive him.

e Fistical Four held a hurried
“pow-wow” in the end study. It was,
as Jimmy Silver explained, a crisis.
What. was to be done was now the
the question. Lovell and Raby and
Newcome left it to Jimmy Silver. He
was

Fortunately,
io
Co on!” he exclaimed suddenly,
oﬁ the table.

“W'hlmer o ng“”

“We 're_going to see the

“The—the ead!”
Lovell

“Yes! We're go'ng to put it to him
as a sportsman

i hat!”

“He's bound to fell flatered at our
wanting his blessed nephew on our
Sl“H und to feel ﬁattered at our
ilve

“More likely lick us for our cheek.”™

Jimmy Silver rose to

e]aculated

“If youre funky about a licking,
Arthur Lovell—"
h, bow-wow! Tl come!”
Then come on, and don't jaw!™

n
said Jimmy Silver.

And Jimmy Silver started; and his
chumsy after exchanging a very, very
dubious glance, followed him to the
Head's study.

CHAPTER 2.
In Great Demand!
R. CHISHOLM looked up, and
sald “Come in!” as a timid and
ap came at bis door. He
looked sllghuy surprised as Silver of
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the Fourth marched in, followed a
tittle more slowly by Lovell and Raby
and Newcome.

‘The Head’s study was not an apart-
ment that juniors generally visited of

own free will, That dreaded

apartment was asscciated in their
minds with swishings. But when it
was a question of standing up for the
honour of the side, Jimmy Silver
would have entered a lion's den, and
out-Das ninled

‘Well sald the Head

Jimmy lever cleared his throat with
a little cough. He wanted to put it
very nicely to the Head, but under
the somewhat severe gaze Dr.
Chisholm his self-] posscssmn was not
so complete as usual

“Well, Silver? You have something
to say to mc?

Sir.

“Please suy nt as qunckly as possible.”

"Its about Gunter, sir.

“My nephew!"”

“Yes, sir. We—we hear that he’s
coming to Rookwood to-morrow, sir!”

“That is correct, but I really do not

see—
“We want him on our side, sir.”
“«Oht"

The Head’s face breke into a smile.
The smile encouraged Jimmy Silver,
though he did not see exactly what
there was to smile

“We—we feel (hat ‘he ought to be
a Classical, sir. It would be an
honour for our side, and we—we feel
that we're entitled to it. We don't
think Gunter woll‘d be comfortable on
the Modern side.”

“They're a bit rowdy on that side,
sir,” Ventured Lovell.

< e him feel at

said Raby.

ho-ne among us, si
“We—we like new boys.”

Jimmy Silver had a grest deal more
to say, but he did not say it.

The Head was lauthnz

‘The heraes of the Fourth had never
seen the Head laugh before—indeed,
they wuuld hv.ve doubtcd it if they

had been told that the Head of Rook-
wood was capable of such an everyday
proceeding. True, it was a very short
laugh, and quickly diminished into a
smile. But there was no doubt that
the Head was amused.

“I thank you!” said the Head, still
smiling. “Your preference for my
nephew is distinctly gratifying. A%
a matter of fact, I have just xenelved

a similar request from Decdd of
Fourth.”
“Dodd!” stuttered Jimmy Silver.

It was all ke could do to control his
indignation. It was just like a Modern
rotter to forestall him in this way, he
reﬁected bitterly.

“But the quﬂsuioﬂ is not decided,”
said the Head. “M phew is a
stranger to Rookwood and to this
country. He has never lived in Eng-
land. He will go into the Fourth

Form, but upon which side of the
school I have not determined. I shgll
leave the decision until he arriy

when I shall be able to judge better,
His own tastes will be my guide.

The Head made a gesture of dis-
missal.

“T-f thank
Jimmy Silver.

The Fistical Four retired.

Jimmy Silver carefully closed the
door after him, and then he looked at
hlS chums eloguent]

“The awful roiters!” he said, in
measured tones. “They’'ve had the
cheek to ask the Head to put his

n

you, sir!” stammered

nephew on the Modern side! The
rms
“Sneaking in hefore us, t0o,” said
Lovell. “I thought we were ahead of

them. But it's just what we might
have expected of Moderns!”
“But they haven't bagged
said Jimmy Silver exultantly
question ain't decided.
tastes—you heard what the Head saki
Well if hes got any decent tastes at
, he must want to come on the
C‘)assmal suic And I suppose he must
be pretty decent, being the Head’s

him. Y.
'I'h
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nephew. But—but we re jolly well
going to make sure!

“Eh? How?”

“By nailing him before he gets to
Rookwood, and educating his tastes!”
grinned Jimmy Silver. “Well find
out how and when he's coming, and
meet him on the way, and—and
nobble him!”

“Bravo!”

The Fistical Four
phantly at the idea.
a ‘‘dodge” for getting
unspez,kable Moderns.

!  What are
you cm.ss:ca! worms?”
from the corner of the passage.

Tommy Dodd & Co. glared trucu-
Ientlv at the Classical Foug.

ey've been to the Head!”
claimed Cook.

““Too late!” chuckled Tommy Dodd.
“We were there first. You Classical
fossils are always getting left!”

“Just like you Modern cads to sneak
in first,” said Lovell disdainfully.
“Much good may it do you! You
won't get Gunter, all the same!”

“He's going to be a Classicall”
Looted Raby.

“"Tain’t decided!” grinned Tommy
“It’s going to be left till he
. And when he sees the place,
I know which side he will plump for.
Besides, we wouls allow him to be
a Classical. After all, he’s the Head's
nephew, and it's up to us to save him
from that!”

“Why, you silly Modern ass—"

““You Classical fathead—""
_“You're going to keep off the erass,
do you hear?” roared Lovell. “That
(;hfl!) (%unter is coming into our side!”

‘Rals

grinned  trium-
Certainly it was
ahead of the

you plotting,
asked a voice

ex-

“Sure, we know how to bag him!”
chuckled Tommy Doyle. “We know

“shut
warningly.

“Why, you awful rotters!” shouted
Jimmy ' Siiver. “You've got a_scheme
for bagging him. Here, kick those
rolters out, you fellows! What are

up!” said Tommy Dodd
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they doing on the xespecmble side of
the school, anyway?”

“Back up!” yelled Tommy Dodd.

There was a rush and a wild struggle
in the passage. In the excitement of
the moment both parties forgot how
dangerously near they were to the
Head’s study.

Bump! Crash! Tramp! Yell!
Pitch rem outl”

0p 4
“Yah! anssival fathead!”

“Sock into ‘em!

The uproar was at its height, when
the door of the Head’s study opened,
and Dr. Chisholm appeared.

The excited combatants did not ob-
serve him. Jimmy Silver and Tommy
Dodd were collecting dust on the floor,
locked in a deadly embrace. Tommy
Doylggawas~ sitting on Lovell's head.
Raby ®nd Newcome were bumping
Cook on the floor with resounding
bumps, and resounding roars from

In the din, the rustle of the Head's
gown was not heard.

Dr. Chisholm gazed speechle:
the scene for a moment Or tiwe hen
It resembled

ly_on

is voice was heard.
thunder.
“Boys!”
, my hat!”
combaiants  scparated  with

ng suddenness.

They jumped to

thclr feet, dusty and flushed, and
blinked at the Head.

The awful voice procceded:

“¥Hold out your hands!”

Swish, swish—

swish—swish, swish,
swish, swish!

The Head sreturned to his study.
There was no more ragging in the pas-
sage. Seven went on their
different way with their hands tucked
under their arms, and woeful expres-
sions on their faces.

And for at least half an hour after-
wards the rivals of Rookwood forgot
even the Head's nephew and their
respective claims to him. They had
more painful things to think nbo‘xb
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CHAPTER 3.
Rivais on the Warpath!
UT the next day there was only
B one topic among the heroes of
the Fourth.

That topic was the Head's nephew,
and which side at Rookwood was to
have the honour of receiving him.

The matter had now become a con-
test between the rival juniors, and if
the Head’s nephew had been a crook,
neither side would have given up its
claim to him. It was a question now
whether Classicals or Moderns were to

Jimmy Silver & Co. were prepared
to carry off the new-comer by ma
force, kidnap him into the end study,
persuade him with the poker and tongs
until he swore to become a Classical.

The three Tommies and the other
Modern heroes would willingly have
headed him up in a barrel if there

d been no nther way of capturng

Thcse heroic methods certainly did
not seem to be feasible; but on both
sides the juniors were prepared to
stick at nothing, or next to nothing.
Somehow or other the youth from the
Far West had to be bagged.

If that youth had known how highly
he was prized, even before his arrival
at the school, he might have felt ex-
tremely flattered.  But e was
really nothing for him to be flattered
abo was simply the bone of
contention. If the Hes\d's nephew_had
hot existed at all, the Fistical Four
and the three Tommies would have
found some other reason for deadly
v.a.tfaxe and raids and reprisals.

it was, the Head’s nephew

ﬂ\led the whcle honzon, 50 to speak.

After lessons the next day Jimmy

Silver & Co, thought of nothing else.

It was a half-day holiday that day, and

they had all their time to bestow
upon the important enterprise.

mmy Silver called a general meet-

mg of the Classical Fourth in the end

study after dinner. Juniors packed

themselves ‘into the room, and put
their heads together and added their
voices to the

Many and v;mous were the schemes
suggested. Kidnapping was the
favourite idea. The choice of sides
was to be left to Gunter himself.

Flyn of the Fourth argued that
Gunter could be persuaded to plump
for the Classics, once he was safe in
the end study, with the Classical
Fourth there to argue with him.
Jones minor said he would listen to
reason if hot water were poured down
his back. Hooker suggested sticking
pen-nibs into his legs, whue
favoured the process of “battis

But Jimmy Silver pomted out—
what could not be denied—that per-
suasive as all those processes were,
they would not make Gunter “en-
thuse” for the Classic side. They were
more likely to put his back up,

“Taking it that he’s a sensxm chap,
he only needs to have the facts of
the matter pointed out to him,” said
Jimmy Silver. “What we've got to
do is to get at him before he reaches
the school, and tell him how matters
stand. He's bound to be grateful to
us fnr takmg so much trouble about

Bnms

Jt's an ungrateful said
Lovell doubtfully.

“T've been making some inquiries,”
sald Jimmy Silver. “He gets here by
the four train at Coombe, and Mack
has to take the trap to meet

“Might tip Mack to take us in the
trap, and meet him at the station,”
suggested Hooker.

Jimmy Silver smiled pityingly.

“Do you think the Modern cads
haven't thought of that? Of course, a
horde of the rotters will bike to the
station.”

“We can kick em out!”

“They might kick us out!”

“If you think we can't lick the
Moderns, Jimmy Silver—"" began
several voices hotly.

world,”
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Jimmy waved his hand.

“Peace, my infants! Of course we
can lick 'em. But we don’t want to be
scrapping with a gang of Moderns
when the new kid arrives. We've got
to bag him, and ‘we can lick the
Moderns any day!

“True, O King!” said Lovell.

“I've been thinking it out,” resumed
Jimmy Silver. “He gets to Coombe
at four, and the Moderns are sure to
be there, He's coming from London.
But to get to Coombe from London
you have to change at Latcham.”

“T’mts a joliy long way from here,”
said Rq

“All the better! The Modern cads
are less likely to think of going there,”
said Jimmy s:l/er “If we meet the
kid at Lateh: nd get his
cnrnage a[!e ‘hangad trains, we
lnm for ha.lf an hour with-
out any Modern worms wriggling in to
spoil it. In fact, we can help him to
change trains, look after his baggage,
and 5o on. Make ourselves obliging—
carry his bags for him——

‘“Catch me carrying bags for a new
kid!” said Topham.

'athead We want to bag hi.n,
don’t we? That will make a good

B
ripping chaps we are! Then we jaw to
him in the train, and stand him tarts
and things—we'll get some in Latcham.
By the time we get to Coombe, wel]
all be sworn chums, he will go
straight to the Head and ask to be a
Classical.”

“‘Jolly good fdea!” said Newcome.
“‘What about a trzin to Latcham?”

“Bike it,” said Jimmy Silver. ‘No
good throwing money away in these
hard times. Besides, we shall want all
our tin to stand treat to the kid. And
we'd better get off pretty soon, or we
shall be late at Latcham. Who's

Topham yawned.
» “I‘l leave it to you chaps,” he
m't fecl up to a bike ride of

him, and show him what |

7
an

OWN LIBRARY

fourtecn miles. It's that, if it's
inch.”

“If it were an inch you wouldn't feel
up to it, you slacker!” growled Jiramy
Silver. “We four can do it; but all
you fellows had better turn up at
Coombe at *four. It's quite possible
those Modern worms may have some
scheme for collaring the kid—they're
mean enough for anything. Every
chap in the Classical Fourth has got
to be at the station at four. Betier
tie knots in your handkerchiefs; you
never know what may be wanted.” A
stump or two might be handy, too. As
for that bike ride, it’s nothing to us,
though it would knock out some of

u.

“Swank!” grunted Townsend.

“But suppose the kid don't agree
after yowve carried his bags and fed
him up with jam-tarts?” asked
Oswald.

“Then M shall have to take care
that he doesn’t get out of our hands,
that’s all, and get him into the end
study here, and talk to him,” said

Jimmy Silver.

“Hot water down his back——" be-
gan Jones minor.

“Don’t be brutal, Jones! We're not
going to rag the Head’s nephew. But
he won't get out of this study nhve un-
ess he swears to be a Classical!

““Ha, ha, ha!

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver.

‘The council of war broke up, and
the Fistical Four hurried away for
their bikes. It was understood that
the rest of the Classicals were to be
at Coombe Station when Mack, the
porter, went there with the trap.

But Jimmy Silver sincerely hoped
that. physical force would not be
needed. Only in the very last re-
source would hot water Dbe poured
down the back of the Head's nephew,
or pen-nibs stuck into his legs.

The four Classicals wheeled out their
machines. They passed the three
Tommies as they made for the gates.
The Modern chuims stopped to stare at
them, looking exceedingly suspicious.
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“wWhither bound?” called cut Tommy

Dodd.
“Oh, going for a spin, you know,”
said Jimmy Sil
“Like us to come?”
“Sorry! We're rather
about the company we keep.”
And the four rushed their machines
out, mounted, and pedalled away.
Tommy Dodd ernkled his brows in
deep !hought The Moderns were on
their way to the bike-shed, too.
“Blessed if I don’t smell a mouse!”
sald Tommy Where are they
bik)ng away to all of a sudden?”
“Latcham,” said Cook, with convic-

pmicular

“Sure, they're after the new kid,”
said Doyle. “They've thought of the
same wheeze, Tommy darling! And if
we go—"

“There'll be a scrap.”

“Four against three, too!”

Tommy Dodd burst into a chuckle.

“They're off to Latcham; not much
doubt about that,” he agreed. *Four
of them! Go and call Towle and ‘Webb
and Lacy and Lobbs, Cookey
* “But what—"

“They're coming with us. Then we'll
be seven to four, and if we don’t knock
those Classic duffers Jout, you can use
my head for a footer!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tommy Cook rushed away, while
Doyle and Dodd wheeled out seven
bicycles. Five minutes later seven
Modern juniors were riding gaily nwny
from the gates of Rookwood—on
track of four Classicals.

That great idea of meeting the new
boy at Latcham had occurred to the
fertile brain of Tommy Dodd as well
as to Jimmy Stver. ' The Classicals had
started first, but on this occasion it
was not an advantage to be first in the
field. For the Moderns were following
with heavy odds on their side, and it

was certain that there would be
casualties when the rivals mel at
Latcham.

CHAPTER ¢
A Strenuous Flgm

IMMY SILVER & CO. n good

J speed, and the miles vamshcd under
the whizzing wheels of the Classical
bikes.

It was a pleasant ride through leafy
lanes and shady woods; but the Clas-
sical four had no eyes for scenery just
then, They had important business in
hand, and they thought only of putting
on speed.

Dusty and crimson, they rode into
the country town of Latcham, and
jumped off their machines outside the
railway-station.

Jimmy Silver grabbed a porter by

the arm.
“London train in yet? 2
“Ten rn&nut.es sir.”
“Oh, good!”
“Ten mmutes before the bounder
arrives here,” panted Jimmy Silver, fan-
vith his straw hat.
“Done to a ‘t’ We'll book the bikes
far Coombe by rail—we can’t leave 'em
here. I'll do that while you get a bag
of tarts and a cake, Lovell. Then we'll
wait on the down platform, and greet
as he gets off the train X
“How shall we him?” asked
“Lots of peop]e get down here.
n s the Junction.”
m!” Jimmy  Silver  hadn't
thought of that so far. “H'm! Oh,
we’ll know him all right—he’ll be in
Etons most_likely. Anyway, we shall
spot him. Hell have a bag or a box,
too, you know. Buck up!”

Lovell, duly provided with cash,

he |started for the nearest confectioners.

Silver and Raby and Welcome
wheeled four blkes lnta the station.
and duly booked them for Coombe.
Then they came out to meet Lovell.

Lovell came back to the station withi
three large paper bags. The Fistical
Four, still breathing hard after their,
ride, sampled a tart each from ont
of the bags. They were thus engaged)
when there was a clatter in the street,
and seven cyclists stopped before th
station.
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“Modem cads"’ ejaculated Lovell
Tommy D

ll]ﬂ F‘xsncal Four starnd ‘plankly at
their old foes. The Moderns had
arrived, and their looks showed that
they meant business. They hooked
their bikes to the kerb, and came to-
warddthe Fistical Four at once.

“Fancy meeting you!” sald Tommy

Dodd genially, and the Moderns
chortled with great glee.

“What_do you want here?”
manded Jimmy wrathf
Lginkmg of bagging thc ne\v Cla<sxca‘
cl

“Wer not. We're thinking of bag-

ing the new Modem chap,” chuckled
Tnm.mv Dodd. “We don't want to hurt
you innocent kids. But if you don’t
clear off instanter we’'re going to wlpe
up the pavement with you, shove you

in the guugﬁrl, and rag you tilkyou can't

ch

stand. the programme.”
““Look here~——
“Bow-wow! The train’s due, and

there’s no lee for talk. Are you going
to clear off?”

“NO" yelled the Classical four.
en We shall jolly well clear you off,

ou-yon rotters!”

“'Nuf axd' The tamin’s signalled,”

odd.  “Shove ese
Classlcal gcﬁts out of the way, kids.”

“Line up!” yelled Jimmy Silver.

“Give ’em socks!” shouted Cook.

‘The Moderns did not pause for a
moment. There was no time to be
lost, and they had come there on busi-
ness. They rushed at the for

The four were some the best
fighting-men in the Fours! Form at
Rookwood. But seven to four were
long odds.

But the Fistical Four put up a terrific
Zresistance.

It was a record, the fight that en-
sued. Both sides were in deadly earnest,
and the Rookwood heroes had never
cared for hard knocks.

Porters came out of the station to
lgok on. Cabmen gathered and passed
cheery comments on the progress of the
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battle. Urchins appeared from all

quarters, and formed a cheering ring.
In the quiet old town of Latcham the
new and unlooked-for excitement
seemed to be greatly appreciated by the
natives.

But the portess, at least, had to leave
the thrilling scene before the result was
decided—for the London express came
in, In the express was the Head’s
nephew—the unknown youth who had
travelled from a distant State in the
Far West, little dreaming of the com-
motion his coming was to cause in the
Lower School at Rookwood. But the
London express and the Head’s nephew
were totally forgotten by the juniors
engaged in deadly strife.

Fistical as the four were, they were
overmatched by odds. They were down
at last, and the Moderns sat on them,
and kept them there. Sprawling on
the pavement, Jimmy Silver Co.
panted for b.‘eaih pmned down by the
victorious Mg

“‘Had eno

“No,” yelled Jimmy Silver.
verise you! Hang on to ’em, kids, and
they'l miss the train. Our fellows Wlll

?" pan*cd ‘Tommy Dodd.
“T'l1 pul-

catch the new kid at Coombe. Hang
on to these rotters!”
“What ho!” panted Lovell. “Hang
on!
eggo, you Classical idiot! You're
hc&cd' ‘What more do you want?”
Leggo, be jabers!”
The struggle went on—on the

ground. An old lady was shrieking
for the police, imagining that the dusty
and furious juniors were a dreadful
gang of hooligans, who ought to be
arrested at once. Fortunately, the
pohce -force of Latcham was not on the

There was & shriek of a whistle, and
the express rolled out of the station
again. Dodd panted with
wrath,

The local train for Coombe was
timed to depart five minutes later,
Probably the Hcads nephew was
already in it. Only a few minutes re-
mained for the Mudcms to join him in
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the local, and the Classicals, defeated
as they were, were still kanging on!

It was distinetly c'(uspentmg Like
the man in the story, who was dead
but would not lie down, the Classicals
did not scem to undersiand that the
were beaten.

“Wwill you leggo?” shrieked Tommy

d. “You're licked, ain't you?”
Hang on!”
“8tick to the cads!”
"Bump their nappers!” shouted
Tommy D

Bump, bumb, bump, bump!
“Yow-0w-0w-ow !

‘ ws hold them while we nab
kid!” added Tommy Dodd
“Come on, Tominy!”
and Lacy and Webb and

Towle
Lobbs clung on to the four, and the
three Tommies wrenched themselves

way by main force. Tommy Dodd’s
Collar was left in Jimmy Silver’s grip,
part of Cock’s jacket remained to
Lovell, and Raby retained a trophy in
the shape of a necktie. But the three

mmics were free, and the Fistical
I‘am were still pinned down and strug-

Heudlcs: of their dusty and rumpled
appearance, the three Tommies sped
into the station. They rushed for the
local platform. There was just time
to take tickets for Coombe, and dash
for the train.

Tommy Dodd looked wildly up and
down the train. The Head’s nephew
must be in onc of the carriages, but
which? There was no time to seek him.
But, fortunately, Tommy Dodd spotted
a boy in Etons, with a silk hat, look-
iig out of a carriage window.

“That's him!” ' .
Sew el lm & gasped I'cmm) DD:ld

The three '\Irx‘ems rushed at the
carriage, and tore the door open.

“Stand back!” yelled the guard.

‘The three Tommies e
srood ik i would not have

en rushing at them, instead of a
rmlway -guard. They holted headlong

the carriage. They bolted
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natarally, into the hoy w ho
cupied the carriage, and ki

flying. There was no time o mmk ux
trifies like that. They bundied in any-
how, sprawling over him and one
another, o guard—munnuring

phat ned

The train was on the

Ty en
uom after lht 2.
10V

Tust as it vanished down the lne
four hatless and breathless juniors
dashed on the platform. Jimmy Silver
& Co, left onc tc one with their foes,
had hurled the Modeins off at last, and
dashed  after their rivals, hoping
against hope that they would be in time
olosee thie local train vanishing cown
the ling

“hey
oments, pumping in breath.
Silyer was the first to speak.

gazed after it dumbly for some
Jimmy

Done!” he gasp
“‘Fairly dxddlet.' grozmcd Lovell.
on oy ] l"a!."
icked to the “de, :md by Modern
mtters'” snort d Ral

Jimmy Silver's eyes glcameoL

“We're not licked yet. Comc and
the bikes. We'll beat that crawling 1
to Coombe. All the fellows are there.
We'll have the chap, if we have to yank
him away by the hair of his head.
Come on!”

They panted their way from the
staticn. Outside, four Medern fellows
looked at them lugubriously with dis-
coloured eyes. Towle and the rest were
not feeling chippy after that terrific
combat. But they brightened up at the
sight of the Classicals’ downcast faces.
They realised that the three Tommies
had bagged the prize.

“‘Hurrah for us!” chortled Towle.
“yah! Licked hollow! Go home!”

Manfully resisting the desire to giv
the Moderns ﬂnother “whopping
tiiere was no
ping Mouems~the
wheeled out their bikes, and departed.
They pcdalled away detelmmcd!y If
hard riding could save the day, the
als would net slack. But LO‘ﬂd

ag

2
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CHAPTER 5.
Tho Head's Nephew !
“ OU thundering idiots!”
Y A boy with a crumpled top-
per and a rumpled collar sat
on the floor of the carriage, gasped for
preath, and glared ferociously at
Tommyg Dodd and Doyle and Cook.
The”Modern three staggered to their
t.

feet.

1In their haste in entering the railway
carriage  they d not had time to
worry about what they bumped into.
They had barely landed as it was. They
stared at the stranger, and gasped for
breath—they were a little hurt them-
selves. But it came back to Tommy
Dodd’s mind that it was necessary to be
very nice to the Head’s nephew, if this
was the Head's nephew.

But was it?

Seeing a fellow in Etons
at the carriage window, Tomm
had conciuded that this was the fel-
low. But now he asked himself whether
it was or not.

The boy, being in Etons, was doubt-
less a schoolboy. But he did not look
mwmch like what they expected of the
Head's nephew.

Of course, they had never seen that
highly prized young gentleman. But
they had dimly pictured a nice,
neatly dressed, qui@ and soft-spoken
fellow, perhaps a little namby-pamby.
A headmaster's nephew might naturally
be expected to be something like that.

But this especial individual was not
nice, or slim, or soft-spoken, and most
decidedly not namby-pamby.

He was no older than Tommy Dodd,
but he was bigger, much more heavily
built, and evidently had no end of
muscle and sinew, His skin was darkly
sunburnt, and his eyes deep-set and
gleaming hard. His features were large
and irregular, his jaw very square and
strong,
like the Test of him, only more so. His
ﬁfuns did not fit him very well, and

©y were not of the cut that was ex-
Dbected of a Rookwood fellow. They
Were rather particular about their

and topper | v,
y Dodd
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clothes at Rookwood. This chap didu’t
seem particular at all.

His voice was loud and sharp. His
temper was not angelic—not in the
least what the temper of a head-
master’s nephew ought to have been.
His dark face was reddened with
anger.

Tommy Dodd concluded that he had,
50 to speak, awakened the wrong pas-
senger, and he decided not to waste
any undue civility on the stranger.

“You blithering guys!” the stranger
was going on. “What the thunder do
you hump into a pilgrim in that way
for—eh?”

“Couldn’t help it,” said Tommy
Dodd coclly. “In a hurry, you knowe
looking for a chap in this train. And
not so much of your cheek. We don't
allox&z saucy kids to slang us at Rook-

cod.”

“Rookwood!” repeated the stranger.
“You guys belong to Rookwood?”

Tommy Dodd changed his opinion
again. The way the stranger caught
at the name¢ of the school was a pretty
clear 'dication that he was going
there.

“You going to Rookwoed?” asked
Tommy, more amicably.

“I guess so!”

The “guess” did it. The Moderns
knew all about the Head's nephew hav-
ing lived all his life, so far, in Western
America. This was the chap, un-
doubtedly. They would have heard
of it if a_Yankee had been coming to
the school.

Tommics _exchanged
glances, and smiled their sweetest
smiles. The young stranger certainly

hadn’t made a good impression upon
them™ But they were prepared to take
him to their hearts if he was the
Head's nephew.
“Your_ name's asked
Tommy Dodd.
“Correct.” o
“Youre our headmaster’s nephew?
“You've got it.”
Tommy Dodd held out his hand.

Gunter?”
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“Give us your fist!” he said.
L]lc Lh'\p we've come to meet.”
Ol am, am I?" said Gunter
surlily. Hov.c\a' he took Tommy
Dodd’s hand and gave him a grip.
Tommy Dodd’s face wore an extra-
ordinary expression as that grin closed
on his hand. 1t was the grip of o
vice

“You're

w!” he gasped. “How—how do
you do?”
“Top of the afiernoon to ye!” said
Doyle.
Vyowt”

“y s the matter with you?” asked
Gunter, still gripping Tommy Dodd’s
nniormna(e hand.

Leggo!  You're breaking my
HI\KCIS" wailed Tommy Dodd.

“You ga loots are pretly soft, I should
say,” '(!plh‘d Gunter, with a snort.
“That's how we gm: a grip in Texas.”

He compressed his grip as he spoke,
.md Tommy Dodd fairly curled up.

" Ow—ow—ow! Yow!  Ooooop!
Leggo!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the new boy,
as he released Tommy's hand at last.
He sat down and roared with laughter.
Apparently the anguish he had inflicted
npon Tommy Dodd was his idea of
a joke. “IHa, ha, ha!’

" dear!” Tommy Dndd collapsed
upon the seat ana aurs his hand.
“Oh, my hat!

i
Cook and Do; i ot offer to shake
Inmds with lhe new junior. They
ooked as friendly as they cmﬂd bub

nmv drew the line at my
Dodd was looking quite pale e

The new boy grinned at them, and
took a his pocket. The

thrce Sntehod B with Ingeredt ns he

pened it and selected n_black-looking
cheroot. Thidsaily the Treads nephew
There were giddy roats
who smcked cigarcttes

when (hey were safe from a master's
eye, but cven the dogrish Smythe of
the Shell never ventured upon’ clgars.
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cloud of this ck n(l pungent smoke that
made the ‘Tommics coa,,‘:
violently.

‘Gerroooh' G

“What's lhe matter with you now,

smoke 1"

vnsped ‘Toram;

This is o smoking- cmﬂage,
a“"'t it?” demanded Gunter.

*I—I didn’t notice it was. Yes, it is.
But I mean, Rookwood chaps aren't *
allowed to smoke.”

“I guess I shall start the fashion
there, then,” remarked Gunter, stil)

puffing away.

“You—you smoke those thinzs?”
murmured Doyle, with an awes!ricken
glance at the black and strong
cheroot.

“Yep. I don’t smoke much. Thls is
only the fourth since I left London.”

“Only the fourth! My only cunt!”

One of those terrible-looking smokes
would have turned Tommy

side out like a pglove. The
nephew had smol.('d four of them on his
journey! Trulv, he had learned mar-
YVellous manners cr ‘ihe plains of Texas.

The chums of Rookwood sat and re-
garded him. This was the Hea

nHephew—tnis rough and raucous young
ruvhm\! They had heard that he had
lived in a remote district in a Western
State, but they had never dreame d of a

w like this. They were pre'iy cer-

that the Head had never 1
Of it, ‘either. Dr, Chisholm had never
seen his nephew yvet, and he was likely
to have an electric sheck when ke db

see him.
‘Still, such as he was, he th!',
Head's nephew, and the Modes

vowed to bag him from their nvuh.
After a long and thoughtful hesitation,
Tommy Dodd broached the subject. The
Head's nephew had astounded them,
b\u they came up "'nﬂing, as it were.

iyer country before. And
don't think much of it now I'm in it.”
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“But you are English?” hinted
‘Tommy Dodd.

“I was raised in Texas.”

Tommy Dodd guessed that “raised”
was American for brought up. The new
boy had his native languamz to learn at
Rookwood, among other t

“I suppose youre glad
0ld Coutry, what!”

“Not particularly. Tezas could lay
over anything I've seen on this side so

e see the

far.

“Oh. You know, perhaps, that we
have two sides at Rookwood—Classical
sndrv and Modem side?”

I dop’t kno
“We're Mnderns " said Tommy Dodd.
Gu.)(,er stared at him.

“Are you? Don't say much for the
Modern side, does it?”

Tommy Dodd swallowed his” wrath
with” difficulty. e was not there to
give the Head's nephew a whopping,
but never had' he felt so keen a desire
to whop a new boy.

“That's why we came to meet you,”
said Doyle, taking up the tale. “Sure
we want you to join the Modern side.

pa

, _ “Oh, we want ycm‘ you know,” said
Cock “We like y
“Gammon!”

“Yaroopoh!” yelleqgrommy Cook, as

the new boy, taking the cheroot from
his mouth, dropped the lxghted end on
Lhis hand.  “ Yow-0r '—OW‘D

*‘Ha, ha, ha!” roared G
“You—you blithering owl'" shr)eked
Cook, sucking at his scorched hand.
“What did you do that for? Yow!”

“Ha, ha! To make you hop,” grinned
Gunter, “And, by gum, you hopped!

a, hat”

Cook clenched his fist and rose to his
feet. The new boy evidently had a
beculiar sense of humour and Cook
meant to nip it in the bud
vo]i‘.‘: Tolcnmy Dodd dragged him back

L Ghek et e whigpered. «Grint
NJOHL"” is to grin
“Good joke! Ha, ha, ha!” said
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Tommy Dodd, keepmg hold of the in-
furiated Cook. Ysu are a funny chap,
Gunter! a, 000] he
finished, as GLnter tapped him on the
neck with the bm'mng end of the
cheroot. “Yah—h-h-h-h!”
“You burh!mg idiot——""

nter 'threw the end of the
chemot out of the window, and curled
up with laughter in his corner seat.
The three mmies gazed at him
speechlessly. They had beaten Jimmy
Silver & Co., and secured the railway-
journey with the new boy. They were
beginning to think it would have been
a greater triumph Xf they had let
Jimmy Silver beat th

CHAPTER 6.
Not Wanted!
UNTER continued to chuckle, and
the three juniors of Rook
continued to stare at him. How
the; ere to be nice to the new boy
was @ puzzle. Certainly, their tempers
were getting into a dangerous state.
less than f an hour the Head's
nephew had succeeded in making them
detest him and long to scalp him. They
had met him with the friendliest in-
tentions in the world, and already they
were breathing slaughter. They had
caught the highly-prized new boy—and
caught a tartar. How on earth were
they to stand the fellow if they suc-
ceeded in getting him on the Modern
e?

thera. He opened a huge jack-knife
and took out a plug of tobacco from
a smelly” pouch. They gazed at him
as if m°smensed vvh)le he cut himself
a *“quid” The “quid” disappeared
into his mouth, and he chewed with evi-
dent satisfaction.
“You—you—you chew
gasped Tommy Dodd at last.
Gunter stared at hnm
“Don’t you?” he ask
“Oh, my hatl No!

Gunber‘s next proceedings interested
D

tobacco?™

I—I’ve heard
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that sailors do sometimes,” murmured
Tommy. “I—I've never seen & boy do
it

“We all do it out there” grunted
Gunter. “I guess I chéwed tobacco
before I could ride, and I rcould ride be-
fore I could walk.”

“Do you—do you like i

"1 reckon 1 shouldn’t do m if I didn't

Jike
“Isn't it bad for the teeth?” asked
"Oh you make me tired!” said

Gunter contumptuously “Got

cards about you?”

“Kik-kik-cards!”

“Sure! I suppose you -don't always
spend a railway journey blinking at one
another, do you? If you'd like a game

—a game of cards—I'll show you how
to play it if you've got some cart

“We haven't any cards,” said Tommy
Dodd, “and we don’t want to play
cards. I may as well tell you that you'll
be kicked out of Rookwood if you
gamble, if youre the Head’s nephew ten
times over,

Gunter shrugged his shoulders.

“Must be a slow old shebang,” he
remarked. “Why, I used to play poker
with the greasers on the ranch when
I was a kid of six. T've got some cards
in my bag up there. Let's have a
gal

“Rats!”
“Tll lend you some money, if you

haxi'fnt any. I guess I've got the
s,

““More rats!

“Well, T swow"’ said Gunter. *'For

& set of spoony lambs, you galoots take
the cake. And you say you came to
meet me.”

“We didn't know exactly what we
were gome to meet,” said Tommy Dodd
“We shouldn’t have taken the

tmuhle if we had.
three Tommies drew to the
furthest side of the carriage. Tommy
&?dds eyes were gleaming.
sidel’f’ t}’:“g cad gﬂn(l‘es on the Modern

, rmured  Coolz, ’

him and boil him in oil.” e aes
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“We couldn’t stand him,” gasped
Doyle. "Tare an’ ounds! I could stand
almost anything to beat the Classical
3p§1peens~bat not that! It can’t be

i

Tommy Dodd nodded, his eyes glim-
mering. He had come to the same con-

clusion as his

“I've been thlnklng of that,” be whis-

pered. *“We couldn’t have that horrible
rOM,cr on our side, if he were a dozen
times the Head’s nephew. Silver
\vouldnt want him, if he knew.”

0 jolly fear!”

“Ive got an idea. Those Classical
cads will be at Coombe, ready to get
him away if they can.”

“Our fellows wxll be tnere, too, and
we’ll beat them h

“No, we won't. We’ll let them beat

us,” \vhlspered Tommy Dodd, grmnmg.
“Don’t you sce? Let them bag him.
Then the cad will be planted on them,
and we shan't have the horrid worm
stuck on our side. He'll be a howling
disgrace to whichever side he joins. We
don’t want him at any price. Well

put up a show of trymg to kecp' him,
and let them run him of
Cook and Doyle burst mto a chuckle
at the idea.

They had planned and schemed to
bag the Head's nephew, and they had
him in their hands. But their feelings
had changed right round, Now that °
they knew Gunter, they were only
anxious about one thing—to make ab+
solutely certain Lhat he wouldn't be put
into the Modern side at Rookwood. To'

et that raucous, unpleasant black-
guard planted on Jimmy Silver & Co:
would be the joke of the season. The i
Fistical Fnu.r were welcome to the
Head’s nephe! l

‘What's the cackle about?” broke in

the raucous voice of the new j

“Little boys shouldn’t ask questmns, |
said Tommy Dodd blandly. Why— |

ah!—oh! ~you horrid rotter!”

‘Whoos]

A Strea.m of tobacco-juice
Tommy Dodd fairly on the chin.
spmhed brown all over his face.

cavght
1t
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“Ha, ha, ha!” yell?d Gunter. “Take
that for your sauce!

His laughter was cut suddenly short.
Tommy Dodd was upon him with the
spring of a tiger.

There was no_ further need to con-
ciliate the Head’s nephew—the three
Tommies had quite changed their
minds about that. Tommy Dodd’s long,
pent-up wrath found full vent now.

He clutched the young rascal and
dragged him from his seat, and got his
head into chancery, and pommelled

him_ furiusly.
“There, you cad! There, you be—
nighted _heathen!” roared

Dodd. “You disgusting bhghter, take
that! You—jyou blighter, take that!
‘There, you worm!”

“Yow— wow—ow' I
Yah! !
Disgusting the new boy certamly was,
but' pe had pleaty of plu He
grappled with Tommy Dodd, aud hit
out furiously. They rolled on the floor
of the carriage, collecting up dust,
struggling and hitting ferociously.
+ Doyle and Cock looked on. They had
full confidence in their leader—and fair
play was a_jewel.

“Go it, Tommy!”

ump—crash—yell! It was a terrific

struggle, and Tommy Dodd found that
he ®ad his hands full with the new

The whistle shneked and the train
slowed do\vn once more,
“Coombe!"” shouted Tommy Cook.
“Chuck it, you cripp] we're there!”
‘The train stopped. Fommy Dodd and
Gunter separated, and staggered up.
They were both dusty and panting and
rumpled. Which of them had had the
best of it was. a puzzle. y both
!&goked as if they had had the worst of
i

15 this the station?” jmsped Gunter,

grabbing down his bag from the rack.
‘Yes, you get out here for Rook-

wand and then you can go and eat

guess—yop!

l\nd the three Tommies jumped from
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the train, without bestowing any further
attention upon the Hea; g yphew-~
whom they had t:‘avelled s0 far fo
capture.

CHAPTER 7.
Victory?

IMMY SILVER & CO. were riding

hard that afterncon.

To beat the Ilocal train they
needed to ride hard. They knew that
it was a slow train, and stopped at half
a dozen stations before it reached
Coombe. There was a chance of beating
it, and they did their best.

They had already ridden hard. Now

they rcde hard again. Only one of the
four cracked un on the ride—it was
Newcome. dropped behmd calling
out to his chums that he would see
them at Rookwood. Silver and Lovell
and Raby did not stop. There was not
a minute to lose.

They came into Coombe village dusty.
perspiring, crimson, and fagged out.
But they were in time. When they
jumped off their machines outside the
httle Vl‘lﬂ“’e station their legs almost
refused to support them. They held on
to their bikes and gasped.

Hooker and Topham and Jones minor
were chatting there. Other Classical
juniors were inside and outside the
station. ,They had obeyed their mstnxc-

tions; they on the spot. It was
close on fouf> They stared blankly at
the Classical trio as they arrive

“Missed him?” exclaimed Hcoker.

“Gang of Moderns at Latcham—docne
in!” gasped Jimmy Silver. “The local’s
not in yet.”

“Not yet‘ I say,
duffe:

"Cheese it! The Three Modern cads
will be with the Head's nephew when

he gets in. He's got to be got away
from them,” snapped Jimmy Silver.

“Pass the word round—mind they don’t
get him away!”

« “Right-ho!”

Th trap from Rookwood was already
outside the station. Old Mack had dis-

you must be
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appeared into the Rookwood Arms.
Jimmy Silver’s eyes gleamed as he noted

it.
“Get to the geegee, Lﬂvu]] and hold
him ready,” he Mack's gone

THE TERROR OF RCOKWOOD!

*This way!”

Jimmy Siiver seized one of Gunter's

arms, and Hooker the other, and Jones
minor relieved him of his . The
'w boy was rushed away to

for a drink, and you Imuw he mkcs
Jong drinks. We'll borrow the trap and
take the new kid up to the school. Raby
can stay here and tip Mack, so that he

won't cut up rusty.

“You bet!” said Lovell.

Raby nodded, and strolled across to
the Rookwood Arms to be ready to
intercept Mack if he came out. He
was prepared to tip Mack, or to trip
him up, as occasion demanded. It was
Do _time for half messur

Jimmy Silver, with a crowd of eager
Classicals, entcrcd the station, prepared

the exit.

**Back up, Moderns! " shouted Tommy

“Rally round, Classics!"”

The Classics closed round the prize
in a crowd. and Gunter was rushed out.
Three or four Moderns strove to bar
the way, and were knocked out o( it.

Jimmy Silver rushed Gunter cut of
the station brcathlessly. He was sur-

rol
station platform the three
doubled up with laughter as the

for anything. Gunter was to be got | Classicals disappeared with the prize.
away from the Moderns—that was all| Leggett rushed up to Tommy Dodd
lhey thought or cared about. And the | excitedly.
d come in. "'!'hey‘ve gothxm"' he yelled. 3
Jlmmy Silver slipped a shilling into ‘em keep him!” chuckled
the porter’s hand, and led his flock on 1\) Dodd.

to the platform as lhe train stopped.

‘There were several Modern juniors
there already, and they gave the
Classicals hostile looks. Jimmy Silver
did not heed them. He looked along
the train for the enemy.

“There they are!”

The three Tommies were a.llghung.
After them came a fellow
evidently the Head's nephew. H:s louk.s
certainly weren't what Jimmy Silver

cted, but he had no doubt of the

Junior’s identity, as he had travelled
with the threec Moderns.

“Back up, Classics!” shouted Jimmy.

There was a rush towards the car-
rlage. Jimmy Silver shouldered Tommy
Dodd aside—with remarkable ease, as
he noted afterwards—and caught the
new boy by the shoulder.

“You're Gunter?”

Gunter Smred at him.

o

“We've comc to rescue you from these
Mndcm cads,” sald Jimmy Silver hur-
Tiedly, “They're rotters—awful rotters!
You stick to us. Come on!"
“But I say—"

“What!"”

“We don't want him. We've found
out that he's a low blackguard—a
regular disgraceful blighter! We
couldn't have such a blighter on the
Modern side. We‘re planting him ¢n’
the Classics!  See?”

*“Oh, scissors!”

“ell for all you're worth, but don'c
get him away from them. m'
carry him off; they're vse]come &o Lbe
beast!”

Yell the Moderns did, as the word
was passed round to them. Tommy
Dodd’s word was law, and, surprised as
his followers were by his change of
face, they backed him up. Jimmy
Silver & Co. had rushed Gunter to the
trap. They tossed his bag in, and
helped Gunter in. The Head's nephew,
hardly knew whether he was on his
head or his heels, but in the trap he
recovered his breath.

“What's the game?” he asked.

“We're rescuing you from those
cads,” stuttered Jimmy Silver. *“Well
explain afterwards. Hurry up! Look/

after those bikes. Hooker!”
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Jimmy Silver and Lovell jumped in.
Jimmy took the reins, and the trap
dashed away. The Moderns came
streaming out of the station, yelling.
0ld Mack appeared in the doorway of
the inn, shaking his fist. But Jimmy
Silver #id not heed, He drove on, and
the trap fairly v\h.zzed through the old
High Street of Coo

Jimmy _Silver slackcd down when
they reached the Jane.

“Safe as houses!” he said breath-

lessly We've only rescued you, you
know., Those Modern kids arc awful
rotters!”

‘4L guess I know that,” said Gunter.
‘I reckon I've been sc'appmg with
those galoots in the t;

Jimmy Silver was glnd fo hear it. It
made the task of persuasion easier.

kae to drive?” he said affably,

Gunter took the ribbons. He gave
the horse a lash with the whip. It was
a cruel lash, and it made the Rook-
wood juniors stare. The horse leaped
fowward as if he had been electrified.

‘“Here, draw it mild!” said Lovell,
aghast.

I ,guess I know how to handle a

have the {rap
ilver.

gce
Loa.; out; you]
over!” rnared Jimm
Ha, al”
It was thc new boy’s peculiar sense
of humour again—Jimmy's first
perience of it. He lashed the horse, and
cracked the whip, and they raced down
the lane at a speed that was dangerous
—especially to anyonme they might
Lmnce to meet.
My hat! Stop it!”
low down, you silly ass!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gunter, crack-
Ing away.

The trap dashed on furiously. Rook-
Wwood appeared in sight in an incredibly
short mace of time. Gunter turned the

T at the gates, and brought it,
loammg, to a halt before the porter’s
lodge, and jumped

Jimmy  Siiver m\d Lovell followed
him, panting. Their hearts had been in

.
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their mouths. They stared at the new
boy. The Head's nephew was a sur<
prise to thcm i
£ ¢ I scared you—what!”.
chuck!ed G\mt i
iy YO‘J dldn't scare us, and you were
a brut it the horse like that!”
Sﬂld LQ‘ ell indignantly. 3
Jimmy squeezed his chum’s arm
warningly.
“Comc in with us, dear boy,” he
said. “Nearly tea-time. Come on!” 1
And Gunter was marched trium<
phanuy into I.he thool House.

i R
Jimmy Silver & Co. had won the
prize. *

They rejoiced at first.

But the hilarity and apparent con-
tentment with which the Moderns took
their defeat made them suspicious a
little later.

Gunter had promised them to becomé
a Classical over tea, and promise
made them indulgent to the fact that
he spat FA the floor and picked his
teeth #it¥ a fork.

They had succeeded; the Moderns
were beaten to the wide. It was later,
that it dawned upon Jimmy Silver
& Co. that that easy thory aﬁ
Coombe had been “planted”
them, and that Tommy Dodd had been
only too anxious to see them bag the

x- | Head’s nephew.

They had bagged him! When they
came into the end study again and
found the new boy there, with his feet;
on the table, 2 cigar in his mouth, and
the study walls newly decorated with
tobacco-juice, they gave each other
sickly looks. They had done Tommy,
Dodd, but not quite so much as Tommy,
Dodd ad done them, i

I—I say, Gunter,” murmured
Jimmy S1lver, “I—I think that pe
haps—perhaps we were a bit i
handed in getting you here like this:
If—if you've got any preference for the
Modern side, we—we won't hold you tq
your word!”

Gunter grinned.

1)



“But I haven't.” he said. “I guess
T'm up against those galoots. I'll make
‘em squirm, you bet! I like this .lludY.
too. I'm on this side to stay. I've told

Have a cigar?”

“No, you rotter!"

Gunu-r chutklrd. and hk-w nuz l
pungent cl smoke,
Pimcnl Four tnrly scuttled ou: cf thc
study.

They went to look for Tommy D
They found him. and if Bulkeley lnd
not arrived on the scene with a cane in
the nick of time, there might reslly
haw‘d been very little left of Tommy
Dodd,

The Head's nephew was a Classical!
The Classi succeeded 1n catch-
ing a Tartar!

CHAPTER 8.
A Regular Outsider!

“JTS got to be did!” said Jimmy
Jimmy Silver spoke deter-

minedly.

Lovell

and Raby and Newcome
nodded their heads emphatically. All
stical Four, in fact, were looking
very determined.

re gathered near the end
study “in the junior passage on the
Classlul side. The end study was their
tudy. The door was partly ajar, and
from the opening a strong scent of

tobacco came to their noses.

It was not the smoke of a cigarette.
‘There were certain “glddy goats* at
Rookwood who smoked c.@sreuu—m
tha

of a cigarette; it wes
powerful, pungent smell of a strong
and very rank cigar.

If the Head of Rookwood hmi known
that a lor

in the Form
smoked cl e would I been in
danger of an apoplectic fit, And if he

a
had knawn that the smoker was his own
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nephew—well, in that casa, his feel-
ings could net possibly be imagined.

Jimmy 8ilver & Co. had been smoked
out of their own study.

It was an extraordinary situation—
simply extraordinary. That it had to
come to an end the Pistical Four were
fully agreed. As Jimmy Silver had
remarked, it had got to be *“did,” and
the sooner. it was “did " the belter.

Gunter of the Fourlth was an amaz-
Ing new boy.

The chums of the Fourth felt that
they had themselves to blame for being
“landed " with Gunter, and they nobly
tried to be patient with Gunter. But
patience was not a virtue for whi
they were greatly distinguished. Their
whole stock ran out in a remarkably

space of time.

Iking to the new Loy was no use.
He only grinned and chuckled. He was
evidently satisfled with himself and
with his remarkable gifts. The mﬂ
ntudy reeked "th stale tobacco.
prefect nose into it he
(‘oulﬂ not hnve fllled to make the

t meant trouble—perhaps

Iur every fellow ln the study. But
G

Perhaps he n-lled upon his relation-
ship to the Head for safety; perbaps he
was simply reckless. Anyway, he did
not care.

Naturally,
soon fed up. They had bagged Gunter
—and repented it. Desperate diseases

remarked, with Shakespcare

rar hu authority—required desperate

medies. Hence the present deter-
mlnud looks of the Fistical Four,

‘They had come to 2 decision. Hav-
ing lalkzd to Gunter in valn, having

they were tired of arguing,

the; lvlt that they had done all the)

could, and that there was nothing left

but to thrash him. A g thrashing,

as Raby saplently observed, was just

what h:fwnnled. and it would do him
of good

Tm were sorry to have to do it. The
fellow was a regular outslder, but ap-
parently he had been brought up like

i

the Fistieal Four were *
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But there was no help for it, and
Jimmy Silver had bmugqu a cricket-
sunnp for the purpose.

«come on!” said Lovell. “It's got to

be did—and 1t will do him good.
we'll give him his-choice of going over

to the Modern side if he likes. His
m‘lc mll let him.”
herwise—" said Newcome,
Othelwlse,” said Jimmy Silver, “the
ing of his life!”

“That's settled,” said Lovell.

And Lovell kicked open the door of
the study.

Gunter of the Fourth glanced care-
lessly at them.

He was seated in the armchair, which
was tilted back. His boots rested on
the study table. There was a black

~cheroot between his teeth, which were
almost equally black from excessive
smoking. His face was sallow from the
same cause. His collar was not clean,
and his hands were dirty—some of his
finggys stained as brown as berries with
tobacco-juice. Altogether he was not a
mnasunt nbjcct to look at.

e sight of him sprawling there and
puffing out pungent smoke put up the
backs of the Classical Four. And the
smoke made them cough. The stndy
was simply reeking with it. How a boy
of Gunter’s age could smoke such cigars
without inward convulsions was
mystery. But Gunter had already told
them that he had smoked as soon as he
could walk, and chewed tobacco before
he could walk. He said that that was
not fincommon in Texas. But Jimmy
Silver & Co. meant that it should be
uncommon at Rookwood, at least in
their study.

‘“‘Hallo!” said Gunf

"Atchoo—choo-choo ! " said Lovell.

Gunter chuckled.

n't you like the smoke?”
Nc. you horrid rotter!”

“I reckon you'll get used to it.”

“That's just what we're not going
to do,” said Jimmy Silver. —“That’s
the last cigar vou're going to smoke
in this study, Gunter, and you're not
going to finish it. See?”

that.

’

2 | Lovell.
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ess-
“Were fed up. See this cricket-
stump?”
“Sure!”
“Do )ou want it laid about you?”
“Nope!
5 Then shove that cigar in the grate

“I reckon not.  You galoots fairly
yanked me into this study,” sail

Gunter. “You fairly roped me in like
a steer. Now you can make the best

{5 We thought the Head’s nephew
would be pretty decent,” said Lovell.
“How were \ve to know you were such a
rank outsider

“If Dr. Chlsho\m knew what you
were like I fancy he wouldn't have let
you come to Rookwood,” said Neweome.

“And you'd jolly well get kicked out
if he could see you now!” added Raby.

Gunter shrugged his thln shoulders,
and went on smoking. was clear
that he did not care a smgle button for
the Fistical Four.

“I's true that we bagged you,” sald

immy Si “and
Bl

"Youd be better off there, rea)ly,
among those wasters and di " sald
“Much more suitable.”
“I guess I'm freezing on to this
study. o

“That's your last word, Is it?
demznded Jlmmy Silver.

ike to change over to the
2

Very well If you're staying here
you're going to be decent, or well lick
you till you do. Put that cigar down!”

©Oh, come off!"”
“Oh collar him!"” said Lovell im-
patiently. “I'm led up with his cheek.

Collar the smoky r
*Hyar, ha cﬂ'" roarcd Gunter, as
the Fistical Four made a rush at him.
There was a {errific crash as the
chair tilted over backwards, and Gunter
went out of it over the back and
sprawled on the floor with a yell. Beforg
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he could gather himself ufp he was in
the grip of the four.

“Yow-ow! Yow, I swow!"” gasped

Gunlcr. “Let up, you galoots! Yow-ow-

ow!
But the Fistical Four were not thin!
mg of “letting up.” They grasped
Gunter hard, and they turned him face
downwards on the carpet and held him
there. Then Jimmy Silver's cricket-
stump came into play—to an accom-
paniment of wild yells from Gunter.
“Whack! Whack! Whack!
“Yow—uw' ©Oh, jumpin’ Jerusalem!
Yarooop!
Whack, whack, whack, whack!

CHAPTER 0.
Pistol Practice!
IMMY SILVER wielded the stump
wilh a powerful hand. Indeed. he
under the impression
th:\t he v.as bnanng a carpet,
The stump rose and fell with terrific

Thc dust msc r—om Gunter’s trousers.

‘errific yel rom Gunter. His
yelling might hz\ve cxcxtcd the envy of
a Comanche Indian on the plains of his
native Texas.

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

Gunter struggled frantically. His
cigar had fallen on the carpet, and was
burning a hole there. Bul the juniors
did not heed it. Lovell and Raby and
Newcome held the Head's nephew
pinned down. Jimmy Silver made rapid
play with the stump. Gunter had long
needed a lesson. Now he was getting

There was a crowding of juniors along
the passage, to look into the end study.
Hooker and Jones minor and Oswald
were the first, then came Townsend and
Topham, and Flynn and Lennox, and a
crowd more. They crowded round the
doorway, shouting with laughter.

Nobody had any sympathy to waste

pon Gunter. He richly doserved what

he was getling; indeed, the juniors
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only wondered that Jimmy Silver had
not taken him in hand before.
ck, whack, whack!
“Oh, Jerusalem! Oh!
Let up!” shrieked Gunur
Jimmy Silver paused for breal
“Have you had enough" * he gaSDed
“Yarooh! Yep!”
“Will you promise not to smoke in
the study any more?”
“Nope!”

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

“Oh, crumbs! Chuck it! I mean
yep!” howled Gunter,

“Honour bright?”

“Yep.”

“Goed!"” said Jimmy Silver. “I
thought we could bring you to reason.
Mind, there's plenty more where that
came from, and if you ask for it youll
get it. Let the beast get up.”

The Co. released Gunter, and he
scrambled to his feet. Certainly he had
been hurt, though whether it had done
him good “was another matter. He stocd
gasping for breath, his sallow face red
with rage.

“Now we'll make a clearance of his
ver. “Where are

Ow! Yow!

your cigars, Gun!
“Yow! Find out hang you!"”

“He's got a box of them here some-
where,” said Raby. “We’ll Jolly well
find them and burn them. .

‘Eere they are!” sang out Ncw-
oni /s

em was a yell from Gunter.
“I guess you’ll let my cheroots alone,
you galoots.”

“Guess again!” said Jimmy Silver.
“We're going to burn the lot, and we'll
do the same with any more you bring
into the study.”

“That box cost me four dollars,”
ho\\"cd Gunter.

“Then it'll be a lesson to you.”

Jimmy Silver grakbed up a hl\"ldfu]
of the cheroots, and bevan breaking
them In pleces in the grate

Gunter made a rush for a nme hng

n the corner of the study.
shvavs kept that bag locked, m\d Lhe
juniors did not know what was in it
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They discovered now. Gunter Sragged
it open and groped in it, and his hand
came out—with something in it.

It was a revolver.

A revolver in a junior study at R/aok-
wood was about as surprising
machine-gun there. The juniors stared
at Gunter's weapon with wide-open

yes. It was another of his Wild
Wesr rn customs that the new boy had
brought to Rookwcod—though hitherto
the revolver had been kept out of sight.

The firearm came up ta a level, the
muzzle bearing on the Fistical Four.

“Let up!” rapped out Gunter.
silly ass—" shouted

“Why, ¥
nmy Silver.

“Liet those cheroots alone!”

“Rats!”

™ T guess I'll wing you if you don’t,”
said Gunter, glaring along the barrel;
and really at that moment he looked
as if he would keep his word. “I guess
you wouldn't be the first I've drilled.
Let uM I say,

“You fathead! Do you think we
believe it’s loaded?” growled Lovell.

honged the direction of the

tver, and
‘am pu]led the trigger.

'%»nash'

The clock spun off the mantelpiece
and fell into the grate. The bullet had
stnashed in the face, and was em-
e the works.

There was a yell of alarm from the
Juniors in the passage, and a scuttling

of foct. They did not want to be near
3 fellow with & leaded revolver, who
W2s co reckless in its use.

Jimmy Silver & Co. stared at the new

0¥, dumbfounded.

There was no doubt that the revolve?’

’as loaded, and that the youth from

exag. Was a good shot. It was a weapon

L all calibre, and the report was
But in the confined space of
it rang like thunder.

n that thing some other way,

levelled it at the clock ha
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you dangerous idiot!"” yelled Lovell, as
the revolver bore upon the four ag gaim
“I guess not. Put those cigars down.”
Jimmy Silver held on to the box.
“You hear me, Jimmy Silver?”
“Yes. Go and eat coke!”
“You see this shooter, you galoot?”
“Oh, don't be an ass!” said Jimmy
Silver contemptuously. “You don’t
dare to use i 5
“It—it might go off by accident,”
mumbled Raby.
“I guess it might,” grinned Gunter,
“My finger’s on the trigger—look!” The
hammer half-rose, and Jimmy Silver
started a little. There was death in
that little tube that was looking at him,
and it required cnly the slightest touch
of Gunter’s finger to send it speeding.
‘Wlll you put that box down?” said
Sunte;

Jxmmy Silver's back stiffened. He
would not have taken orders from
Gunter to save his life if it had been
really in danger.

“No, I won't!” he said.

“I reckon I'll shoot.”

“‘Rats!”

Crack!
Jxmmy Silv,

uttered g sharp cry as
the cig:

r-box Went spinning out of his
and. The bullet had struck it, and
carried it away from his grasp. His
hand was numbed by the shock, and for
2 moment he thong‘nt it had beex shot
away as well as the cigar-box.

“Ypu hound!” roared Lovell.

“I guess he isn’t hurt,” grinned
Gunter. “I'm a dead shot. I could clip
off_your eyelashes if I liked.”

Jirnmy Sﬂver felt over his hand with
the other hi e was quivering
with rage. The slightest deflection of
the huuec might have cost him a finger.

—you savage!” gasped Jimmy.
“Put thau pistel down.”

“Ha, ha, ha! T guess you're scared.”

“Tm not seared, you rotten ruffian,
I'm going to take that pistol away
from you,” sald Jimmy Silver, advanc~
ing upon

“Hold on, Jn'(h'ﬂy‘” gasped Lovell,

“Yop
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“You keep off, you galoot, or I'll wing
you sure” said Gunter, the revolver
benrmg full upon Jimmy's breast.

But Jimmy Silver came on, his face
white wfth anger. It was likely enough
that the firearm might go off in the
struggle, and that somebody might be
hurl. But Jimmy Silver was reckless
at, thnt moment.

n't touch him, you ass!” shouted
. “The dashed thing will go off
b‘l accident!”

“I don't care!”

“Well, we care for you,” said Lovell,
and Jimmy Silver's three chums col-
lared him and backed away to the door.

“Let go!" ho\uc Jlmmy furiously.
Rats! Come of

ha, ha'" “roared Gunter.
“Make tracks, you galoots! I guess
I'm going to do some pistol practice.”
Crack, crack!

'here was a spatter of glass from the
Dpictures on the wall. Lovell and Raby
and Newcome rushed Jimmy Silver out
of the study, and Gunter Kkicked tI
door shut after them. A few moments
later a strong smell of tobacco was
emanating from the end study. The new
boy was at it again.
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CHAPTER 10.
Nice for Adolphus!
HERE was a buzz of wrath and
amazement in the Fourth-Form

passage.

‘The new boy was the subject of dis-
cussion.

His manners and customs had aston-
ished and disgusted the Fourth, but the
last scene in the end study put the lid
on, as Hooker expressed it.

Townsend, indeed, had started for
Bulkeley's study to inform the head
prefect of the fact that Gunter had a
firearm in his possession. But Towns-
end was stopped. The matter was
serious enough, but Jimmy Silver &

0. were down on anything that
snvoured of sneaking.

“We've got to deal with the rotter
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ourselves, without dragging prefects
into the row,” was Jimmy Silver's
verdict.

“But_he will be blowing somebody’s
head off next!" howled Townsend.

“Well, if it's your head, it won't be
much loss,” said Jimmy comfortingly.
“There’s nothmg in n you know.”

“You silly a

“The Head Ought to be told,” said
Topham. “He’s no ngnl: to dig up a
nephew from an uncivilised country
and plant him on us!

“ Anyway, he'll be bowled out soon,”
sald Jones. “A lot of fellows heard the
pistol go off, and thought it was fire-
\vorks in the study. If Bulkeley hears

it—'
“Walt till he hears i(,” said Jimmy
Silver. “ We're not going to sneak about
the beast, though he's a caddish beast.”
“But we're not going to let him turn
our study into a tap-room!” growled
Raby.

“We're not,” said Jimmy.

“Hallo, here he comes!”

Gunter came strolling along the
passage. He walked with a swagger, his
hands in his pockets. He had a stock-
whip under his arm—one of the
souvenirs of his former life which he
had brought from Texas with him. It
was a heavy and dangerous wlup, and
the new boy had been seen to per!
many tricks with it. With a ﬂwk ol' thc
whip he could lift a cap from a fellow's
head at a dozen feet distance, without
touching the head in . He
grinned at the crowd of Classical
juniors, apparently quite unmoved by
their looks of angry dislike.

He sauntered out into the quadrangle,
and the buzz of angry discussion con-
tinued after he was gone.

The Fistical Four went Into their
study, and Jimmy Silver opened the
window and waved a paper to clear off
the smoke. He was thus engaged when
Bulkeley of the Sixth looked in.

The captaln of Rookwood was frown-
ng.

“Who's he
demanded

been smoking here?”
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1 repeated Jimmy Silver.
he place reeks with-it.”
e Fistical Four were silent. Bulke-
ly, and

Joy fcammed their faces ang
his expression chan cd.

uppose?” he said.
Well, that wasn't what I came
ot Somebody has been lefting off
firewores in the study, I hear. There’s

of gunpowder her v. You
t's against the rules.”
1 said Jimmy Sd‘.er
want to know who di
Bn]ké‘}xe

n!

it,” said

ane of you?”

kel
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it was the new kid, I sup-

Ahem!*

Bulkeley stared at them for a
then turned away. The
nned a little. Bulkeley
was in an awkward position. He felt
Ll‘.at hr‘ could not deal u‘a.stual!y with
fead’s nephew, and he could
of favouritism. The

whn( hc would do.
demanded
, looking back

guilty
ndered
“Where is Gunte
the captain of RDOK\\OO(
from the passage.
“In the quad, I think.”
Bx'lkclcy strnde away. Jimmy Sil
& led after him. They were
Luno\xs to sec how the head prefect
o

!d deal with the remarkable new

boy.

T uiieiey dom't Jike to report him to
Bootles, as he’s the Head's nephew,
mur: 'mu‘cd LOVCH “But if he sees (hut
Hoatan

My hat!”
Bume]cy sttode out into the quad-
rangle. There was the sound of a loud,
¥hl’rd crack under the old beeches, and
Tour
that Gunter was at his “pistol
e ” in the quad. But it was only
tock-whip which rang like 2 pistol-
when he cracked it.
word!” gasped P.z\by, “Lo
My hat!” yelled Jimmy
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Adoiphus Smythe, the dandy of -the
Shell had enco ntered the

nder the hes. The
Smyr!xe's face was, as
o h & guinea a box. Gunter was
rusing himsclf with the dandy of the
Shc] nnu Adolphus was clearly in a
blte funk.

“Keen mar whip away, you young
ruffian!” yellad Adclphus,  “By gad,
—rn—

Crack, crack, crack!

The long lash of the whip cracked
round Adolphus’ slim legs without
touching them, and Smythe of the Shell
hopped and danced in his frantic efforts
to keep clear of the thong.
ha, ha!” roared Gunter,

g

Dance, you beggar,

““Help!” shrieked Adolphus

Crack, crack, erack!

Smythe of the Shell made a wild rush
to escape. The lash curled round.his
waist, and he was Jmkcd e
He came down with ump on
ground, yelling. His hsndsome topper
flew away. The junior from Texas dis-
engaged his wihip with a twist of his
wrist, and caught the flying topver with
the lash, and tessed it through the air,
It did not improve the topper.

Smythe sat up, roaring.
“Yow-ow! Help! He's mad!

Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd Gunter.
Bulkeley strode upon the scene with

an_angry brow.

me that

Yows

whip, you young
rascal!
Gunter stared at him.

“T guess that's my Whml” he replied.
“If you don’t hand it to me at once,
11 give you the licking of your hie"’

shouted Bulkeley.
Gunter besxtated a moment,
then handed over the stock-whip.
“Get up, Smythe! Yeu're not hurt!”
grow] led Bu‘llre;ey

and

! I am hurt!” roared Smythe,
“And look at my ‘l'tt"’
“Hang your hat! Gunter, you've

got to understand that you can't play
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these anks here!” said the captain of
“If there’s any more of it,

)nu‘u ﬁnd urself in trouble. I fin d
that you" ve becn smoking.
*Correct

“Don't you know that it's not allowed
here?”

“And you smoke all the same,
what!”

‘I guess so. I'm used to It.”

“Youll stop it!” said Bulkeley
sa\';\gely. “T'll let you off this time, as
you're a new boy. But if there’s any
more of it, Il take you into my study
and ]\ck you till you howl. Understand

tha
Bukdley strode_away, taking the
whip with him. Gunter started after
him vory unpleasantly.  Then he glared
at Jiamy Silver & Co.
“You kinder reckon that I'm going to
chuck it now, I guess?” he said, with
.
“You'd better,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Well, you'll see!” growled Gunter.
The chums of the Fourth did_see.
When they came into the end study to

tea, the room was reeking with smoke
again. Bulkele! s v\amlng had evi-
dently been wil ﬂect The Keada

nephew was mg his

regardless of the cnptnln of the schoo]
and regardless of his exasperated study-
mates.

CHAPTER 11.
A Littlo Game!
IMPLY a savage!” said Adolphe
Smythe.

"A regular heathen!" agreed |

cey.
“A wild animal,” said Howard.
Smythe & Co. were in their study,
and they were discussing the Head's
nhephew. Smythe, with burning indig-
nation. had related the scene under

were properly sympathetic. c;
indeed * asked why  Smylhe hadny
waded In and thrashed the young
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rascal; but Adolphus did not state

his reasons for not having done so.
Doubtless he had good reasons. Adol-
phus was not a fighting man when he
could help it.

The “Giddy Goats” of Rookwood
were having a pleasant evening now
—what they regarded as a pleasant
evening. ey had hurried over thelr
preparation, and were now smoking
cigarettes and playing cards. As these
little amusements had to be kept a
strict secret, Adolphus had taken the
precaution of locking the study door
before the cards were produc

Tap

The nuts of the Shell gave a guilty
start. It was not likely that a master
or a prefect would come to the study,
but it was always possible.

Who's there” called out Smythe.
The door-handle rattled.
“I guess it's me."

“The Head’s giddy nephew!"
grinned Tracy. “He's got the cheek to
come here!”

“He jolly well won't come in!"”
Erowled Sm he.

Knocl

Dh, ear off!” called out Smythe.
“You're not wanted here, you wild
animal.”

“It's all OK., chummy” came
Gunter's voice through the keyhole.
“I guess this hyar is a friendly visit.”

“I don't want friendly visits from
you!”

“I'm coming In. I heard that you
have a little game in your study some-
times. and I'm open to take a hand.
Things are rather slow in my study.”
*Shut up, you idiot!” yelled Smythe,
in dire terror lest the new boy's in-
cautious words mlghb be heard by the
ears of someone in authority. It
would have gone hard with the superb
Adolphus if Bulkeley had learned of
the “little game is study.

Gunter chuckled.

“Let me in, then, you gamoll"

“Clear off, confound you
“I tell you I'm open 101’ a game.

g
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11 teach you to play poker if you
e

MK ou—you crass idiot, shut up!”
“or I'l join you in a game of nap

T“Let him in, for goodness’ sal
muttered Tracey. “The whole blessed
school will hear him

Smythe jumped Lo Lhe door and
opened it. Anything was better than
allowing the reckless ne boy to talk
like that in the passa;

Gunter came in gnxming. quite im-
pervious to the black looks of the nuts
of the Shell. He was getting used to
black looks at Rookwood.

“Quite comfy here, by gum!” he
remarked. “I tell you it's slow in my
study. The galoots cut up rusty if I
smoke even, and as for a game of cards,

they'd faint if I suggested it. So I've
dropped in here
“Well,

and now you can drop out
again!” snapped Smythe.

“You don’t want me in your game?”
growled Gunter, his look becoming
threatening. He made a step towards
Adolphus, who moved round behind

th
NO, w e don't!” cried Smythe.

But he spoke feebly. The new boy
simply terrified the slacker of the
Shell. Smythe did not feel equal to
dealing with his

o Money calksl" sald Gunter. “Look
hyar He produced a handful of
money from his pocket. “I guess I
can pay my footing hat!”

“Y ou can get o said Howard.

unter did not get out. He drew
a chau- to the table and sat down.
“Now, let's be sociable,” he said.
“You can lock the door, Smythey, if
you feel safer that way. Not that I
care. The Head can’t sack his o
nephew, what! And I wouldn’t care
much if he did. If I'd known how
slow it was here I reckon I'd have
stayed in Texas. The game aln't
worth the candle.”
—what gnme’”’
“What do you mean?”

said Smythe.
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“Never mind what I mean,” said
Gunter hastily. “I guess my tongue
runs away with me sometimes. Now,
is jt nap?”

"
*‘Oh, sxt down and don’t be ratty.”
Smythe & Co. looked helplessly at

one another. They were three to
one, but they did not care for a scrap
with the reckless young ruffian. And
they realised that if they threw hlm
out he might tell on them.

sight of his liberal supply of money

had awakened Smythe’s cupidity.

“I—I don't know thaf/ I mind your
joining us in a game,” said Smythe
hesitatingly. “Of course, we keep this
dark you know.”

“You bet.”

Smythe locked the door, and sat
down again. After all, why shouldn't
he relieve the new kid of the money
Lhat seemed to be burning a hole in

pocket. That was how Adolphus
looked at it.

ave a cigarette, Gunter?” he
asked passing his case to the visitor.

Gunter snorted.

“You galoots reckon you smoke?” he

“Well a little,” said Smythe. “We're
not slow in this study.

“Cigarettes ain’t smoking.  You
smoke as much paper as baccy. Mine’s
a cigar.”

“I—I—we haven't any cigars here!”

“That’s all right; I've got plenty.”

The Giddy Goats looked blankly at
Gunter as he produced a big black
cheroot and bit off the end. Smythe
silently gave him a match, and he
lighted it. The volume of pungent
smoke that he blew out made the nuts
cough. They prided themselves on
being knowing blades. But their dog-
gishness was evldent)y as nothing com-
pared with that of the Head's nephew
Gunter’s was the real thing. Sm

. were only playing at blacle
guardism—Gunter was a genuine
blackguard. And this was the nephew
of the grave and severe reverend
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gentleman who was headmaster of
Rookwood! It was amazing!
““Whose deal?” asked Gunter.

“Mine,” said Smythe.
“Go {17

ey played nap. Gunter, with &n
ostentatious manner, had laid two or
three pound aund ten-shilling notes and
a heap of silver on the table before

“Bob a time,” remarked Tracy, with
a greedy glance at the money.
“Call mac playmg"’ jeered Gunter.
' Make it fi
‘The Gxddy Goat) exchanged a quick
glance. ] s
“Five—all serene!” said Smythe.
‘The good-humour of the nuts was
Testored as they began to win the new
fellow’s cash. They were rather pleased
now that Gunter had wedged into the
study. It was likely to be a profitable
evening for the Giddy Goats.
But a change came o'er
of ’heix’ dream.
a few rounds the nuts seemcd
to have it all their own way.
when Gunter dealt fortune favaured
him. He grinned as he raked in five
shillings from each of the nu He
had hghLed a second cigar, the first
being finished, and the Shell fellows
wondered how his inside stood it, un-
less it was lined with leather.
Smylhe shuddered as Gunter spat in
the grate. Such manners had never
been seen in Smythe’s select study

the spirit

before, and the smell of the thick
smoke was beginning to oppress the
nuts.

It was quite different from the
rance of their own mild

the new junior was winning
However good the hands of the
Giddy Goats were, nearly every time
Gunter capped them. Smythe—who
sometimes guilty of helping for-

tune himself—began t 5
Hoous g 0 grow sus
de:nlBy gad!” ejaculated Adolphus sud-

e SPrang to his fect,
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Gunter stared at him.

“What's the row?

“You cad!” shouted Smythe.
rotten cad! Cheat!

Gunter's eyes gleamed dangerously.

“I reckon you'd better be careful
——" he began.

“Smythey, old man,”
Tracey.

“You

murmured

1 you he’s cheating!” howled
mythe.  ‘‘He's had a card on his

knee, and I saw him slip it into his

hand. He was keeping back a card.”

“I reckon there's the right number
of cards in my hand.”

*Yes, bemu..c you've dropped one
on the flioo:

“ Why, the rotten cad!” said Howara
hotly. “We'll jolly soon see.”

rd and Tracy bent down to
look under the table, There was no
card to be scen.
““Move your ICO! Gunter.”

on, r:

“He's got his foot on it!” howled
Tracey. “He's been cheating. (,we us
our money back, you swindler

The three enraged nuts closed round
Gunter, and the latter sprang to his
feet. -Then the card hie had been con-
cealing with his boot was revealed. It
was the two of spades. Evidencly the
young rascal had discarded it for a
better card he had been keeping in
reserve since his last deal.

“Hands off!” sald Guafer.
guess—"

Smythe gave him a deadly look.

“Youwll hand back every penny

f ©

sai
"It you don’t well take it by force.”
“I calculate you won't!”

“Collar the low cad!” shouted
Tracey.

“Hands off |”

Gunter had whipped into his
pocket and out again. Smythe & Co.
jumped back, gasping, as a revolver
looked them in the face. They stared

at the new boy with starting eyes.
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“A—a—a
iaintl}

pistol!” said Smythe
;l;&he»he‘s got a pistol!”

Tracy dived under the table, wlth
a gasp of terror. Howard grabbed
the key in the door and unlocked it
Smythe dashed behind the armchair
and backed down out of sight.

“Go away!” he screamed. “Get
out! You can keep the money!
Help! Go away!”

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Gunter.

He jingled the money he had won in
his pockets and swaggered to tI
door. Still chuckling, he disappeared

into the passage.

“Is—is—is he gone?”
Tracey, under the table.
“He's g-g-gone!” panted Smythe.

“Oh, dear
oAt
With pallid faces the nuts looked at
one another. Never had Adolphus &
Co. suffered such a terrible fright.

Fh‘“He-—he—hes a vdld desperado!”
v

stuttered

oaned Adolphus. “A  murderous
illain, He uughmt to be admitted
to the school. Il tell Bulkeley!"”
But Adolphus decided, on second
thoughts, not to tell Bulkeley. For it
would have come out about that little
game in the study. But the fact that
the new boy had & firearm in his pos-
sessmn was soon common talk in the

ower School, and nervous youths like
Adolphus bolted when they saw him
coming in the passages or the quad.
And me extraordinary new boy only
Seemed to enjoy the terror that he in-
Spir

CHAPTER 12.
The Midnight Raid.

& RECKON I could handle them.”

my Silver & Co. sniffed

and glared at Gunter. The

Classical Four were talking in the

mmon-room the next day, and the

was the cheek of the Modern

. They agreed that it was time
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Tommy Dodd & Co. of the Modern side
were given the kybosh.

chipped into the conversa-
tion cheerfully. That was his way.
t |Icy looks had no effect whatever on
the youth from Texas.

That he was regarded with dislike
and disgust by nearly every junlor at
Rookwood, Modern as well as Classical,
did not affect Gunter in the least. The
exuberance of his spirits had suffered
no diminution.

“I reckon I could mﬂke the gslootx
sing small,” he went
pilgrims ain’t up to lt b ¢ had a row
with those jays the day I came here,
and they d)dn‘t get the best of it. I
guess I'll show you how to do it.”

“Conceited ass!” said Lovell, with

with a grunt. “Tommy Dodd would
knock the stuffing out of you!”
Gunter grinn

inned.
“I reckon Il
small"‘ he sal

ats!”
“What'll you bet on it?”

make them sing

grinned
Gunter,
othmg, sald Lovell, in disgust.
“We don’

“Oh, you e too good fcr this world,”
said Gunter, with a contemptuous
shrug of The shoulders, “T dom't know
how you manage to live. This place

makes me tired to death after what
I've been used to

“Pity you don't go back to what
you're used to, then,” said Raby.

“I guess I'm a sticker. T'm sent
hyer, and hyer I'm sticking. Things
would be a bit more hvely if yau'd let
me show you how to play pol

“That’s a branch of knowledge we're
not keen Gn," said Jimmy Silver sar-

castically, “and if we were, we
shouldn’t learn from you. We've
hea: l'd all about your swindling
Smythe.”

#T guess that jay was born to be a
lame duck,” said Gunter. “He calis
himself a nut, and he hasnt so much
sand as a kid of six in Texas.

zuess I bluffed the whole study, and
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can handle your Modefn galools just
23 easily, and not half try.”
“Well believe that when we see you
dc it,” said Jimmy Silver disdainfully.
It's go, then? Youwll see it
done” %

‘To which the Classical Four replied

with the truly classic monosyllable,
“Rats!” and walked away.

But  Gunter's undertaking to
“down” the Moderns was soon heard

of and discussed, and the juniors
wondered how he was going to do it.
It was heard of on the Modern side,
too, and Tommy Dodd & Co grmned
urver lt. They were prepared to make

ng® of the Transatlantic youth
if he tnckled them.

Gunter did not seem in a hurry to
begin. Tommy and Tommy
Cook and Tommy Doyle rather ex-
pected to see him thai evening after
hearing of what he had undertaken to
do. But he did not appear on the
Modern side.

“All gas—Yankee gas!” said Tommy
Dodd when bedtime came. “Let him
show his Wild Western nose over here,
that’s all! T'll increase the size of it for

m, Head’s nephew or no Head’s
nephew!”

But the nese of Gunter was not
shown there, and the Modern juniors
went to bed and forgot all about
Gunter.

Tommy Dodd and the rest of the
Modern Fourth were sleeping the sleep
of the just when midnight tolled out
from the clock-tower.

All Rookwood was fast asleep by that
iime.

The twelve heavy strokes sounded
dully through the summer night.

They did not awaken anyone in the | P

But a few minutes later

dormitory. 5
e

Tommy Dodd was awakened.
opened his eyes to a sudden light.
The electric light was on.
Tommy Dodd, in great astonish-
ment, sat up in bed. He wondered
what duffer had turned on the light,
and he blinked round him sleepily.
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Then he sat frozen,

A figure stood within the doorway,
and Tmnmy Dodd gazed at it, dumb
and horrifi

The ﬂgure was draped In a black
coat, and the face was covered with &
blacle mask, through the eyeholes of
which a pair of eyes gleamed and
glittered.

From under the loose coat the in-
truder’s right hand appeared, and in
thab hand was grasped a revolver.

There was no doubt about it. The
light gleamed on the barrel of the
weapon.

“M-m-my hat!” gasped Tommy .
D

The figure wes advancing towards |
the row of beds.
“Wake up!” came a deep, rumbling

vo!

Oh crumbs!” came from Tommy !
Cook’s bed.
“Howly Moses!” yelled Dayle.

o—who are you?’ panted
Tommy Dodd.
“Howly Moses! It's a burglari”
R
“sSilence!” hissed the masked

visitor. And the revolver made a
threatening motion. “Silence!”

All the Modern Fourth were wide
awake now. They sat up in their
beds shivering. Tommy Dodd & Co.
were plucky enough, as they had often
proved. But a midnight visit from a
masked man, revolver in hand, was
enough to shake any fellow's nerve.

And the revolver was raised to a
level, and it seemed to every jumiox

ere that it was pointing specially at

im.
“T-t-urn that another way, please,”
said Tommy Dodd fmn(,l

i Get ouf of be:

-at for

“I give you three seconds.
get!”

The trigger moved a little. The
Modern Fourth turned out of bed with
one accord, and with & speed they

Out you
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had nev;r shown in turning out at

;rlsmg

stood shivering by their beds,

their ttated eyes fastening in tmor
on the masked intruder.

“That's better!” growled the ruffian.

“Not a yelp, mind, or you get it in the

ne"k' Id wing you as soon as look

“Oh dear!” mumbled Doyle.

“I'm going to tie you up,” growled
the masked man, “and any kid who
lifts. 2 finger will get a bullet! Mind

p1”

“ B-but-but—-"

“Hold your tongue!”

The masked ruffian advanced to
Tommy Dodd. The i of the
Modern juniors looked desperate. But
the sight of the revolver was too
deadly, and the great Tommy Dodd
did not care to tackle it.

The intruder drew a length of cord
from his pocket with his left hand,
and jerked the end into a loop.

o Put your hands together!” he com-

Tommy Dodd hesitated.

Do as he tells you, you gossoon!”

whispered Doyle. “Don’t be an ass!”
e muzzle of the revolver was

thrust fairly against Tommy Dodd's

chest. He gave a gasp and a shiver.

“I give you one second!” hissed the
masked ruffian.

‘Tommy Dodd held out his hands.
There was no help for it. The loop
was placed over his wrists and drawn
tight.

Cook was tiptoeing towards the door.

The masked man did not seem to
observe him. Cook’s idea was to get
outside and shout for help. He found
the door locked and the key gone.

The masked man swung round sud—
denly, and his revolver bore upon 1
junior fumbling with the door-ha.ndle

“Yowve asked for it,” he snarled,

“now youwre going to get it! Say
your pmyen 1"

h, howl,” Moses!” stuttered Doyle.
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“Ow! Don't! —I—-I'll be as quiet
as a lamb. Oh, jiminy!

“Come here!”

Tommy Doyle, shaking in every limb

under the grim revolver, approached.
His wrists were looped together in the
same way as Tommy Dodd’s.

The masked rufian had come well
supplied with cord. One after another

e Modern juniors were ordered to
approach, and their wrists were tied.
In ten minutes the w of the
Modern Fourth had their hands bound.

They blinked at one another in
horror and dismay in the electric light.
What was the ruflian geing to do next?

The ruffian lost no time. He re-
turned his revolver to his pocket, now
that all the juniors had their hands
secured, and ~took out a long cord
from under his coat. He knotted i}
round the ankles of the group of
Junlors, tying the knots tightly, and

a few minutes the Modern Fourth
were all secured together Ly their feet.

Then he collected handkerchiefs and
pillow-cases, and gagged them one
after another.

The Modern Fourth submitted like
lambs. They were helpless, and they
had to submit.,

They blinked at the masked man,
Whose eyes gleamed through bhe holes

n his mask at them. pected
that his next proceedln" wauld Im to
go through the pockets of their clothes.
His object, so far as they could see,
could only be robbery. But that he
did not proceed to do. He tied the
end of the long cord to the leg of a
bedstead, and then crossed to the door.

Was he going? What did it all
mean? Tommy Dodd & Co. wondered
whether they had to do with some
lunatie.

They could not speak. They could
hardly move. They could only gaze
with dilated eyes at the masked in-
truder.

He turned at the door and burst into
chuckle,

a
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*'Ha, ha, ha!
lot of ja.ys
Fommy Dodd jumped.
The masked man's hand went up,
and he jerked off the mask.
face that was revealed in the e‘e"tn(,
light was the face of Gunter of the
Fourth—the Head’s nephew.
‘The boy from Texas chuckled and
grinned.
. I guess you guys have been roped
in. Ha, ha, ha! Good-night!”
He snanped oﬂ the light and un-
Jocked the door. The door closcd

I guess you look a

behind him. Tommy Dodd
ere left wrigging I their bonds,
Spluttering with their

a jape of Gunter’s. Fe had l[ept )us
word, after all. But he couldn't in-
tend to leave them like that! Before

morning they would be chilled and
crnmped he couldn’t mean that!

But h

Long t‘le ‘Modern juniors struggled
with the cords, but they struggled in
vain, They chewed at lhe gags, but
they could make no impression upon

Becoming quite reckless at

ls.st ‘they endeavoured to make noise
enough to attract someone to
dormito; But they could scarcely
move in their bonds, and their efforts
were in vain. It was upon a cheerless
and infuriated crowd that the first pale
rays of the dawn look

CHAPTER 13.
Something uu a sumrlsul
IMMY SILVER & CO. sat up in bed
as the rising-| be]l clanged out.
Gunter of the Fourth turned out
with a chuckle:
“T guess I've done it,” was his first
remark.
“Eh? asked

Hooker.
“Dished the Mo dems
“Oh, rats!” said Lovel
“Hop along to their domhtory and
peel” chuckled Gunter,

You've done what?”
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“Oh, bow-wow!” said Jimny Silver.
And the Classical Fourth procecded

with  their toilet without heeding
Gunter. . Jimmy Silver & ere
the first down, but they did not see

o
any of the Modern Fourth in the
quad. And during the next ten
minutes after they were down none
of the Moderns put in an appearance,
which was remarkable, for the three
Tommies were always early risers.
“Where are the Modern bounders,
I woncer?” Raby remarked.
“I guess youwll find ’em in their
dorm,” said Gunter. “Dicn't I tell
{to'u' I'd dish them? Well, I've dene

“No reason why they shouldn’t
come down if you have,” said Jimmy
Silver, with a stare.

Gunter chortled.

“I reckon they can’t i

“Why can't they'

“ Because theyre all tied up like
turkeys! Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Gunter, .

Jimmy Silver Tookad ot Jim aghast.
“¥ou—you'e done that !

Sure.
"But—but they let you—" howl

k.

“I rcckon they couldn’t help it. I
guess they couldn't nrgue with a
reyolver!” chuckled
‘‘A-a-a revolver!” sm'tered Jimmy
Silver.
“yept”
h"Cume on!” muttered Jimmy to his
[o
And the Fistical Four rushed into
the house again, alarmed and anxious.
Gunter followed them, still chuck-
ling. ~ Evidently he regarded his
night’s work as a triumph. The
Fxsnca\ I’our sped along the passages
Modern side, and rushed into
Tommy Dodd’s do o
“Great Scott!”
‘The sight that met their gaze rooted
the Four ClBssicaIs to the floos
“Great Scott!”
Modern Fourth, bunched ta-
gether, were seated on the ficor, shiver-
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ing with cold, in their pyjamas. They
looked at the Classicals, but they could
not speak. Not one of them had suc-
ceeded in getting rid of his g
new hoy from Tems had done hxs wotk
too thoroughly for
‘”‘Iy hat"‘ s*uttered Lovell. “I
loose! Theyll have a

say. cut
prerect after them if they're not down
500

He\, ha, ha!” roared Gunter. 1
uess I've dished them some!”
Jimmy Silver turned on him, his eyes

biazng,

cad!  You've left: them tied
like Lhut all night! You rotter!”
“I gue Yo-o B
Jimmy Silver's ﬁsb shot out and
Gunter rolled on the flcor, and his
chuckle was changed into a roar of

pain.

The four Classicals rushed to the
rescue. But as they began cutting the
cords there was a heavy step in the
passn"e, and Knowles of the Sixth

strode
“Why aren’t you young rascals
ywn——" began the prefect harshly.
en he broke off as he caught s!ght
of the Modern JFourth.  “Why—why

Words failed l'um.

The Classical Four cut loose the
Dprisoners as fast as they could. There

and howls from the
Moderns as they stretched their
cramped limbs. Knowles gazed at
them as if mesmerised.

“What’s the meaning of this?” he
gasped at last. “Who tied those
Iollo“s up?”

“Groogh!” came from Tommy Dodd.

His numbed limbs were capable of
10 other response.

'Is this one of your larks, Jimmy

v
“‘No,” said Jlmmy shortly.
“Then who did if
“Groogh!”
“Oh, dear! Ow!”™
“How long have you been tied
there, Dodd?” demanded Knowles.

up
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night!”
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“Groogh! Half
mumbled Tommy Dodd.
“Half the nighh' shouted Knowles,
t. d

the

in amazcmen “And who did it?”
o Groug
ell!  You’l ll  come with me
to thc Head Silver—'
“It wasn't Silver!” said Tommy
Dodd.

“It was that new cad!” shouted Leg-
gett furiously. “He came in in the
middle of the night with a mask o

and we thought he was a burglar"’

“Shut vp!” muttered Tommy Dodd.

Much as he had suffered at the
hands of Gunter, Tommy Dodd would
not have given him away if he could
have helped it.

But it could hardly be helped, for
Knowles certainly had to report the
matter to the Head. Even if Leggett
had not spoken, the truth must have
come out. But the sneak of the
Fourth did not wait for it to come out.

“Gunter!” repea(ed Knowles. “The
Heads nephew
K‘10 vles looked very queer. It was

Knowles’ system to keep in the good
graces of the Head, and he could
hardly do that by reporting his nephew
to him for such an outrage. Knowles
supposed tha e Head would hardly
be pleased by such zeal on the part of
a prefect.
“So it was you did thls, Clunter?”

he snapped.
“Yep!” he growled.
“You young rascal—-'

U yoi
T reckon I said I'd dish the Modem
galoots, and I reckon I've done it!”
t'ud Gun!

“And a‘l you fellows let O"Ae Clnss:cnl
junior tie you
clmmtcd Knowles,
t

Tommy Dodd flushed crimson.
“That cad knows why we let him
do it!” he exclaim
“He had a pistol!” shrlekod Leggelt.
Knowles almost fell dow
“A-a-a what?” he stuttered.

in surpnse anrl con-
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“A revolver! He threatened to
shoot us!” yelled Leggett. “I was
afraid it would go off! And he had a

mask on, and we thought he was a
I'm oing to tell the

“Gunter, have you firearms in your
pogsession?” demanded Knowles.
G

g1 !

“Hand it to me at once!”

“I reckon it’s mine, and I'm keep-
ing it!” said Gunter coolly. *You
go and eat coke! Youre only a
Modern, and you can’s order me!”

“Youvyou"ve got a pistol!” howled

Knowles. “You desperate young
scoundrel! Give it to me at once, and
then come tb the Head! By Jove,

o

you'll be sacked from the school for

ihis If you were the Head’s nephew

tes tiines over! Do you hear me?”
Yep!”

“Give me that pistol at once!”

Knowles, gritting his teeth, strode
at the junior from Texas. Gunter's
hand v«:ihipped behind him.

Knawles staggered  back. A
levelled revolver was looking him in
the face, with the young ruffian
scowling behind it. ~ The prefect
seemed transfixed. His eyes almost
started from his head as he gazed at

“G-g-g-good heavens!” he gasped.

Then there was a_sudden roar from
Gunter. Jimmy Silver had made
leap him, he caught t,he
junior’s right arm and forced it down.
The dangerous weapon pointed to
the floor.

“Let up!” shrieked Gunter.

“Lend a hand!” sheuted Silver.

Knowles  sprang forward.
grasped the down-turned wrist md
twisted it savagely till Gunter let go
the weapon. Knowles almost panted
with relief as he grasped the firearm
and. mok it away.

young villian!” he

sa
“You’ll be sacked for this! Come

id. | The sack was what the juniors ex-
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with me to the Head at once! IN
take your pistol and show him!” i
“I guess I'm not coming. Yow-

ow!”

Knowles did not stand on csremony.
even with the Head's nephew.
fright he had had had enraged h)m
He grasped Gunter by the collar, dig-
ging his knuckles into the junior's
neck. Gunter staggered fiercely, but
he was away In the grasp of
the powerful Sixth-Former.

With his boots clattering on the
floor, he was dragged away to the
Classical side, gasping and yelling.

“Hallo, what's up?” exclaimed
Bulkeley, meeting them at the end of
the péassage and stopping as he saw
a Classical junior struggling in the
grasp of a Modern prefect.

“I'm taking thls young scmund;e]
to the Head!” panted Knowles.
has been threatening the fags with o
Tevolver—this revolver!” 3

“Great Scott! Give me his other
arm!” said Bulkeley.

au"ust presence of Dr. Chisholm.

CHAPTER 14
Cunter Goss Through It!
IMMY SILVER & CO. wondered !
what was assing in the Head's
study. 0 did Tommy Dodd and
the Modern fumors
That the Head must have noticed
already that his nephew hadn't’ the !
manners which stamp the caste of
Vere de Vere, the juniors knew.
Doubtless the doctor made every
allowance for his early Lraming on
a ranch in a wild country
But the mews of the hoy's true |
chsracter could not fail to come as &
shock to the Head. Now that it was |
out it was pretty certain to be all out. |

pected for him, and Classical and |




'THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

Modem agreed that that was the only
thing that could meet the case. Keen

s had been their rivalry for the
Head’s nephew before they knew him,
both Classicals and Moderns would
have been glad to see him “beoted”
out of Rookwood.

‘There was a buzz of excxtemem m

Rookwood that morning.
fect’s report to the Head was followed
by a stern inquiry.

Gunter’s belongings were
and there came to light,
things, a box of cartridges, a bowie-
knife, several packets of cards, several
boxes of cigars, and a set of loaded

searched,

dice.

The Head was simply aghast.

Some of the fellows who caught
sight of him while he was superintend-
ing the search of Gunter’s boxes and
bags declared that he looked as if he
were on the verge of apoplexy.

Unusual as he had observed his
nephew to be, the old gentleman had
mever dreamed that he had harboured
a ruffian and a thowugh blackguard

among other [ had

3
strong hand of Sergeant Kettle on his
shoulder. He looked sullen and
defiant.

That flogging was a record.
Head did not run any risk of spoiling
the child by sparing the red. Gunter's
yells rang through the Big Hall, and
by the time the Head was finished all
the defiance was gone out of Gunter,
and he looked very lim

‘Then the prcceed.ngs closed. It
was not the sack. But after the school
been dismissed Jimmy Siver was
called into t F Head's study. He
went, wonderi

He found Dr "Chisholm very grave:

“Silver,” said the Head—and the
troubled expression on his face went
to Jimmy's heart—“as you know, I
have become aware of the true charac-
ter of my nephew, which I had never
dreamed of suspecting before. I have
thought of sending him back to hls
home. But I have taken mto con—
sideration the fact as
brought up in a wild dJerlct in an
unsettled country, where he as

th)n the classic walls o
‘was not only that he had cards—
that was bad encugh—but the-cards
were marked! It was not only that
he had dice, but, the dice were loaded.
He was not only a gambler, but a
cheat as well.

‘What the Head thought on the sub-
Ject he kept to himself. The school
waited for the announcement that
Gunter was going.

During morning lessons the Head's
nephew did not appear in class.
was locked up in the punishment-
room. When the fellows came out of
the Form-rooms they rather expected
%o hear that Gunter was no longer at
Rookwood.

But he was still there. And when
the order went forth to assemble the
school for a public flogging to be Wit-
nessed the juniors crewded into Big
Hall wondering whether the flogging
was to be followed by the sack.

Gunter was brought Jn with  the

s

learned the manners he
has shown here. I have resolved to
give him a chance to settle down
here. Any recurrence of such conduct
2s he has been guilty of will lead to
his expulsion from the school. But I
hope that the lesson he has had will
penefit him—I have endeaveured to
make it a severe one.”

Jimmy Silver suppressed a gri

He thought that the Head nad suc-
ceeded, too.

“He is in your study, Sily
sumed the Head, “and you are hmd
boy in the Fourth Form. Silver, I
wish you to use your influence to
induce my nephew to—to conform to
the manners of this school. I am sure
that you can help him greatly if you
wish.”

“I—I—TN try, sir!” stammered
Jimmy, taken aback. Tt was the first
time Jimmy Silver had ever been Te-
luedsbed to play the part of bear-
ea
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“Thank you, Silver. I rely ‘upon
you.
Jlmmy Silver left the stuﬂy. not
knowing whether to be pleased at the
high opinion the Head evidently
entertained of him, or worried by the
task that had been imposed upon him.
“Well—" said Lovell and Raby and
Newcome together in the passage.
Jimmy explained.
“Oh, my hat!” smd Lovell,

@ We‘we 1l do our best” said
JimmY, looking doubtfully at  his
chums. “There may be some good

in the chap, Yor all we know. And,
there won't be any more
cigars or revolvers and

“well try " said the Co. heroically.

With intentions In their
breasts, Lhe Fistical Four proceeded to
the end study, where Gunfer was
grnaning over his castigation. He
glared at them as they came in.

“I say, Gunters old chap—"
began Jimmy Silver, with his kindest

i3 Vnmoose 1

"Gct out!”

“But—but I say—"

Gunter made a jump for the poker,
and another jump for the Fistical

. They executed a stategic re-

treat from the study just in time, and

e door banged after them.

Cunter was still evidently Gunter!

CHAPTER 15.
Lovell's Little Mistakel
ISTER ANNE, sttcr Anne, is the

giddy postman coming?”
Jimmy Silver asked the ques-
tion.
‘The “Sister Anne” who ad-

e
dressed was Lovell of the Fourth, who
was looking down the road from the
gateway of Rookwood.

Lovell was watching for the post-
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man Jimmy Silver and Raby and
Newcome were filling up the time by
chipping old Mack, the school porter.
‘They were energetic youths, and did not
like wasting the precious minutes.

“No, he’s not coming!” growled.
Lovell. “T believe he's &1\‘/?}’5 specially
late when we're ston;

The Fistical Four of the Fourth, were
in a sfate not uncommon among school-
boys. that troubled state known as

“stony.” But Lovell was expecting a
letter from his uncle. Upon that letter
and its contents depended Jimmy Silver
& Co.’s plans for the afternoon. Lovell
was almost sure that his avuncular rela-
tive would turn up trumps; but he Vlai
not quite sure, and so the Classi

s were waiting anxiously for the
arrival of the postman. The question
before the meeting was: “Was there to
be tea in the end studj that day, or
wasn’t there to be t

““It’'s too bad,” sald Raby plaintively.
“Here we are, On Our uppers practi-
cally, and that fellow Gunter in our
study is rolling in ouf and we can't
borrow any of him.

“Can't borrow of a worm like that,”
said Lovell.

“And he’s got whole quids!” said

“Leb him keep ’em!”

“He'd lend us some if we asked
him.” remarked Newcome.

anell snorted. X

e're not going to ask him. : 4

don’t quite see where he gets his quids,
either. 's the Head's nephew,
but the Head doesn’t tip him quids,
I know that. Hallo, here he comes!”

Gunter’s flogging did not seem to
have made much difference to him.
He was the same reckless young rascal
after it as he had been before it. 3

He nodded coolly to the Fistical
Four. The fact that that select circle
strongly disapproved of him did not
worry him jn the least. He had been
deaf to all hints and requests to
change his study. The end study
suited him, and he stuck. Whether it
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suited the original owners of the
study for him to be there he did not
care a Continental red cent, as he
cheerfully assured them.
“Time that postman was hyar!” he
d.

Temarke:
“ Quite 2!” agreed Jimmy Silver.
“We're waiting for him.”

“On the rocks?” asked Gunter.

“If that means stony, yes.”

Gunter rattled a handful of money
in his trouser-pocket.

“I guess Ill lend you a dollar or
two, if you want it,” he remmked
“I a.mb xcan How much

We dont want any of your tin,”
said Lovell shortly.

“Thanks all the same,” said Jimmy
Silver.

Gunter shrugged his shoulders.

“Please yourself. You were ready
enough to give me the glad hand
when I camc here. You've changed

Some!”

. “You ses, we expected the IHead's
ephew to be preity decent,” said
vell, who was cuite a painfully

plain speaker sometimes ; ou've

turned out nothing of thedind, we'd

prefer your room to your company in
our study. ?

“I reckon I'm sticking to that
study,” said Gunter, .with a grin,
“and if you don't want to chum in
with a galoot, I guess I can find some-
body else. I've made some friends in
Coumbc already, a bit more goey than
ynu fell '\ anyway.”

Th select company at the Bird-in-
Hand!” sniffed Lovell “We know
all about it. We've secn you with
them. Racing blackguards. If the
}!eag knew you were backing horses

“You can tell Jhim 4 you like!”
yawned Gunter; “a galoot must do
something to heep alive in this slow
pma I haven't found a single chaj
school who knows how to play

puker}'
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“And youre not likely to!”
snapped Lovell. “Why can’y you play
footba!

"Too “slow.”

“Too decent, you mean.”

“Peace, my infants!” said Jimmy

Silver, for the argument was waxing
warm. “Here comés the merry post-
man.”

There was a Tush to the gate as the
postman appeared. The Fistical Four
surrounded him. :

“My letter!” gald Lovell trucu-
lently. “If you say you haven't gob
one for me, we'll have your other leg
off, s0 look out.”

The postman grinned. He was

retired Tommy, who had left a leg ln
Flanders. He fumbled in his bag.
“Sorry, Master Lovell, there isn't

“Well, my hat!”

“So much for your blessed uncle!”
growled Raby. “Nice way to bring
up your uncle, you duffer!”

“It's rotten,” said Lovell indig-
nantly. “I wrote him a long letter—
three pages—and asked him about his
rheumatism in a postsc'ﬂpt A fe!low
couldn't do more that.
ought to have been pleased at my re-
membering that he’s got rheumatism.
‘Tain’t every fellow who'd think of
it.”

“Black ingratitude!” growled
Jimmy Silve: “It's enoush to
courage Lhn most affectionate nephew.
Sure you put that in?”

“Yes, rather. Remembered at the
last minute, and put it in the post-
seript. asked him to tell me how
it was—not that I cared a brass
button!” said Lovell, more in sorrow
than in anger. “Catch me asking
h'm abouL his rheumatism again. My

e

"Ha.;lo‘ What's the matter now?”
asked Jimmy Silver, as Lovell uttered
that sudden ejaculation.

“Now I come to think of it, I can't
quite remember whether it was rheu-
matism or lumbago,” said Lovell
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“If T made a mistake, that would
account—-"

“You ass!” shouted Raby. “You
ought to have made a note of it. Now
we shan't have any tea, because you
can’t remember whether your blessed
uncle’s got rh\,umatmm or lumbago.
Of gl the fatheads

“Well, I knew it was something”
said Lovell apo]ogeucally “Hallo,
whats that, Tom

“A postcard® ior you, sir,” said the
grinning postman.

“What the thumps the good of a
postcard? Hallo, this is in my uncle's
fist!” said Lovell. “Oh, crumbs!
Read that, you fellows! What do you
think of that?”

‘The chums Of thﬂ Fourth read the

posteard: It
“Dear Edward—Thank yot for
your letter. You will be pleased and

relieved, I know, to hgar that I have
never suffered from rheumatism. My
gout is unfortunately the same as
usual.—Your aﬂechunate uncle,

. A. LOVELL."

“Gout!” said Lovell. “It was gout
after all. I remember now.”

“Gout!” said Jimmy Silver, in
measured tones.  “Gout—and  you
couldryt remember whether it was
rheumatism or lumbago, you ass!
That postcard’s sarcastic—sark from
beginning to end. You fathead! Ob,
bump him!"

“Here, I say—hold on!”

Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-
come did hold on—to Lovell. That
unfortunate mistake of the affectionate
nephew meant that there would be no
tea in the study, and they were
naturally wrathy.

“TLeggo!” roared Lovell “I—I-—"

mp!
“Yarooop!”
Bump!

“Oh crumbs!”
Give him another!” roared Raby.
“We'll teach him to remember that
it’s gout!”
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“Yow-ow—yooop!” spluttered Lovell. "

He tore himself away- from his
wrathful chums and fled. Jimmy
Silver and Raby and Newcombe shook
Indignant fists after him. On another
oceasion Lovell was sure to remember
that it_was gout his uncle suffered
from. It had been severely impressed
upon him.

CHAPTER 15.
The Letter from Amocrical
L GUESS there's one for me.”

I “What name, sir?” asked the

postman.

“Gunter.”

“Gunte repeated the postman
hesitating] “Yes, sir. Your letter
will be delivered at the House, sir.”

Gunter gtared.

“Yon 've got one for me, then?”

Yes, sir, but—-'
“Confound your buts!” <a1d Gunter

rudely. “Give me my lef
The postman <‘mo.. his head
- Nol, allowed, sir.”
hat do you mean?” deman®®
“You've just given

Gunv,or angrily.
that galoot his postcard.”

“Why can't you give Gunter his
letter, Stumpy?” asked Jxmmy Silver
curiously.

Stumpy closed his bag.

“Dr. Chisholm’s orders, sir. - I've
been toid specially that all letters for
Master Gunter are to be delivered at
the House in the ordinary way. I can
oblige you young gentlemen, but not
Master Gunter.

Gunter turned red with anger. He
had a heavy stockwhip under his arm
—one of the belongings he had
brought from Texas with him. He
Tet it .shp down his hand, and his jaw
protruded.

“Give me that letter, you skunk!”
he roarel

“Against orders, sir.”

“I guess I'm going to have it!"
sald Gunter. “You'll hand me that
letter, or I'll take it from you!”
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Gunter tlocked the way of the post-
man. His eyes were glcaming with
rage and his hand clenched on the
Smd(whlp till his ‘knuckles showed

"Chu k
Silver.
iau 've got to stand it. You shouldn't

ave such queer correspondents. I
suppose it's because you had a leiter
from 2 bookmaker, and it was found
out. 1It's your own fault.”

“I dom’t want any chin-music!”

Gunter ! 7 said Jimmy

said Gunter savagely “1 want my
letter?”
Why cant you wait till it's de-

livered at H¢ demanded
Ralb "Booﬂ‘s will hand it out to

“Perhaps there is some harm in it,”

“Perhaps there is some harm It it,”
remarked Newcome

Gunter gritted his teeth.

“It's a letter from America I'm ex-
pecting,” he said. “Has that letter
got the American postmark on it,
Stumpy ?”

Yes, sir.”

Then you can give it to me!”

'm bound to take it up to the
House. sir. Pleace let me

“If you want this whip laid round

ted Gunter, m“kmg the

o

e air.
Draw ]L mild!” lnwrjected Jimmy
Silve “Let Stumpy pa.s Guuter,
or we‘!l jolly soon meke you

“I guess he’s not going ta paﬁs ml
T've got mv lem:r, and Il— H:

gal

nver cnllarcd the junior from
Texas and unceremoniously sent him
spinning out of Stumpy’s way. The
one-legged postman stumped on up
the drive. Gunter 1eelcd a"n_\nst thP
gate, and for a mon
to make an attack
but he refrained
darted after the po
whip sang in the air.

Slasl
Stumr:y gave a yell as the thong of
the stockwhip curled round his

“If it’s the Head's orders|in
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wooden leg and jerked it away. The
postman came heavily to the ground.
“Ow! Oh! Ah!” he gasped, dazed
by the sudden fall.
Now gimme my letter, or—
Three juniors with Modern colom's
their caps were close at hand—
Tommy Dodd and Tommy Cooke and
Tommy Doyle The Three Tommics
rushed forward as if movcd by the
same spring and grasped %
“Leggo! Tl smash 30\1—-
“Collar the rotten cad!” said Tommy

Doyle. “We'll teach him to play rotten
tricks on en ol soldier! Yank him
away!”

Tommy Dodd wrenched the stock-
whip from Gunter’s hand and to:
it away. Cook and Doyle swept the
struggling junior off his feet and
pitched him on the ground. They
did not handle him gently.

Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-
come came running up.

“The rotten cad!”  panted J!mmy
Silver. “Are you hurt, Stum

Stumpy sat up and gasped.

“Ow—ow—ow! Yes, I'm

panted.  “'Elp me up,
'Tn t s0 easy to get up with only
one leg.

Jxmmy Silver drageged Stumpy to
his feet. The postman plodded on to
the House. and the juniors, Moderns
and Classicals, gathered round Gunter.

Guater staggered up, looking furious.
Bnt he could not pursue the postman.
The six juniors were round him in a

“('la<slcal cad!” snorted Tommy
Dodd  “Is that how you treat old
soldjers on vour side, Jimmy Silver?”

“Modern fathead!” retorted Jimmy

silver.  “We cant help that cad
belng a Classic, as he was planted on
ve"® But well joly well teach him

j | manners”

“Where's my whip?” panted Gunter.
“Well give it to you,” sald Jimmy
Silver. “Bring that whip here. Its
Jjust what he wants. Now, you cad—"
ess——

“y
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“Do you know that Stumpy lost his
leg in Flanders, fighting?”
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the stockwhip just then. His IeLberQ
1 his thought:

Jimmy Silver.
“I guess I don't care a cent!’
“Then we’ll make you care! Hold
on to his Ears while I give him his
blessed wl
Jimmy

lver grasped the big stock-

whip in a businesslike manner. The
omer felluws held on to Gunter.
The henvy thong curled round

Gunter's legs, and as they were not
wooden legs he felt that lash very
keenly He gave a wild yell
“Yow! You galoot! StQpD
“How do you like it, you worm?"”
asked Jimmy Silver. nats one for
the one you gave Stumpy!"
“Yow! I guess—"
agh!

m

:‘And th}?,t,s one for yourself!”

“As for this whip, I'll take "ar= of
it,” went on Jimmy Silver. “old
Bulkeley confiscated “it once. I'm
going to confiscate it for good!”

“Gimme my whip!” yelled Gunter.

“On, you \\,ant some more, do you?
Here you are!”

Lach'

Hey mping Jehoshaphat ! ”
shrnszd Gunter “Let up!”

Ts that enough?”

«ow )

“Let the cad go. you fellows. IT
take this whip to the wood-shed and
chop it un He's played his last rotten
trick with it!”

Gunter ground his teeth, but he did
not make any attemnt to re"mn Pos-

session of the stockwh! e juniors
carried it off. and Gunter dashed
away towards the Ho He was

still anxious about his letter

In the wood-shed the big stockwhip
was duly chopped. The fragments
were left on the floor for Gunter to
gather up if he chose As Jimmy
Silver said, the junior from Texas had
played his last trick with that whip.

But Gunter was not thinking about

postman had dxsappeared into me
urth. On the Form-master’s table

Iay a letter with Amercian stamps and

the American postmark on it.

“Ah” said Bootles, “there
a letter for you, Gunterl”

“May I have it, sir?” said Gunter
eaﬂerly

“The Head has requested me to
exercise supervision over your corre-
spondence, Gunter,” said Mr. Boatles
severely. ~ “Owing to the extremely
;md sm:ble acquaintances you have
ormi

“But dnt letter’s from home, sir—
from Texas,” said Gunter. “You can
see the past‘mark, sir.  Only family
matters.”

Mr Bootles turnnd his glasses upon
the letter.

“Yes, 1 see t‘mt it is. as you state,
Gunter. As the letter is from your
home you mav have it unopened.”

“Thank you, sir!”

unter caught up the letter an
fairly bolted from the study. T
gasﬂed as he closed Mr. Bootles's

m, what an escape!” “he
muttered. “Might have been fairly «
tread, by gum!”

The new junior hurrieé away to
the end study vnth the letter, where
he opeued was written in a
boyish hand.

Gunter uttered 2 sudden. flerce
exclamation as he rcad it. His dark

is

face became darker, and his eyes
gleamed savagely.

“Waal, l SWOW"’ he exclaimed.
“The gam:

"Hallol" Eald a cheery volco at the

doo.. as Jimmy Silver looked In.
Has the !avounte geegee come in

eleventh, Gun!

Gunter Crushed the letter in his
hsnd

“You spying hound!”
“Did you hear—'

Jimmy Silver jumped.

he shouted.
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“Better language, please!” he said
sharply. “Do you think I care two-
pence nbout your dirty betung')"

“Betting!”  said Gu “This
ain't betting! Oh, by gum"‘

The dismay in his face struck Jimmy
Silver, and the anger died out of his
look.

“Not bad news Irom home?” he
said. “If so, I'm sorry!”

Gunter laughed harshly.

“Bad news from hume!" he re-

eated. “Ha, ha, ha! Suppose a
white-livered galoot started to play a
game, and lost his nerve and went
back on you? Suppose he planted
you fairly in it, up to the neck, and
then weakened and decided to give
you away, what would you do?”

“Blessed if I know what your talk-
; ing abou%” said Jimmy Silver,

mystified.

“T'd lynch him if I could!” mut-
tered Gunter, “Let him come, then!
!’ll make 'lt hot for him!”

“Don t aek E.nv auestions and I'll tell
you no lies!” sneered Gunter. It looks
like a short life and a merry one for

me here.
anyway.
it lasts.”

He crumpled the letter in his hand
and stamped out of #he study, banging
the door after him. Jimmy Silver
stared at the door, rooted to the floor
in blank astonishment.

The Head’s nephew had n<!0m=h9d
the end study in e ha
Peen utterly unlike - ev(‘rythlr\z the
fellows had expected of the nephew of
the grave and reverend headmaster
of Rookwoed.  But now, for the first
time, it came into Jimmy Silver's
mind that there was something much
more shady about the Head's nephew
than he had suspected. What did
letter from  America,
Gunter's anxiety about it, mean?
Who was it that was comine, and whv
did Gunter evidently fear his coming?

Jimmy Silver could find no answer

Well, it's going to be merry.
Tl make the fur fgewhile

2
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to those questions. But he was
puzzled and strangely suspicious.
There was more in the Head's nephew
than met the eye, and Jimmy felt
instinctively that the mystery was one
which would not bear the light.

CHAPTER 17.
There's Many a Slip!
TEA in Hall, I suppose!” grunted
Rab,

5 The Fistical Four were in a
morose temper.

Lovell's uncle having failed them—
owing to Lovell’s little mistake about
the gout—the Classical chums were
still stony. They had madc several
attempts to raise the wind—looking
for old debtors and asking them to
settle. bts seemed very diffi-
cult to collect that afternoon, and the
net result had been the sum of three-
pence, which  Jones minor had
advanced as an instalment upon a half-
crown that he owed Newcome.

Threepence was not a sufficient sum
to provide a study feed for four. The
Classical chums were good managers,

they knew how to be economical,
but a feed for four on threepence was
beyond their powers. was
nothing for it but tea in Hall—the
last resource of hard-up fellows.

Tea in Hall was not a plentiful meal.
Bread-and-butter—which the juniors
alluded to as doorsteps—and tea
which was almost too weak to come
out of the pot. according to Raby's
description ~ Other comestibles the
fellows_were at liberty to provide for
themselves if they wanted to. ut in
the present state of the money market
the Fistical Four couldn't provide any-
thing.

“Tea in Hall and threepence-worth
of bloater-paste!” said J|mmy Stlver.
“And it's all Lovell's faul!”

“Well, I forgot the old boy had
gout,” said Lovell. “I knew it was
something, but I forgot what it was.”
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“You fellows ready for tea?”

Oswald of the Fourth came up
cheerily with that inspiring ques-
tion. The Fistical Four brightened up.

“Corn in Egypt!” murmured Raby.

“I've heard you're stony,” grinned
Oswald. “Hooker told me you'd been
trying to screw a bpb out of him.”

“It wasn't much use,” said Jimmy
Silver. “Are you rolling in tin,
Oswald?”

“I've_had a remittance, and laid it
out. I've taken the tuck into your
study, and I've been looking for you,”
said Oswald  “I'm standing it this
time, so if you're ready for tea—"

“If1” said Jimmy Silver.

The Fistical Four fell upon Dick
Oswald and hugged him.  Oswald's
kind hospitality came like corn in
Egypt in one of the leanwyears.

“well, if you ready——" said
Os“nld laughing.
Lead on, Macduﬁl" said Jimmy
Silver.

In high spirits the ﬂve juniors pro-
ceeded ‘to the end s
inter’s gone uut’ Oswald  re-
marked “He was there when I took
the tuck m but he said he was going
out to tea”
“Good ngl" sald the four to-
gether. They were pleased to hear
thm: their peculiar study-mate was

mmy smer threw open the door
Jof the end stuc
en he gave ‘a yell of wrath.
“My hat TLool cre!”
“The rotters!” yelled Lovell
“Oh, crumbs!”
“Modern cads!”
The chums of the Fourth stared into
the study in a fury.
The famous apartment was a wreck
Evidently a raider had been there.
The table was turned upside down,
and the chairs were stacked on it, and
the study carpet, torn up by the roots,
80 sueak was draped over the pile.
ooks and papers and inkpots had
been added, and the pwtu.res from the
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walls, and the fender and the fire-
irons. The crockeryware was there,
Loo-t i most of it in a very damaged
stal

Worst of all, the tuck had been
added to the ﬂe. A_broken jampot
lay on the ﬂour and the jam was

trailing over the carpet. Jam-farts
had been squashed, ginger-pop opened
and allowed to run to waste, and a big
cake was dripping with ink. Sardines,
also; in an ‘cy state, were scatiered
among the furniture.

The Fistical Four gazed on the scene
of ruin with anguish. Oswald's mouth
opened wide, and he stood with it open,
in a state of utter dismay.

He had brought his frlends there to
feed, and that was what greeted them.
The eatables in the study were not
exactly in an eatable state now.

Inky inscriptions on the walls told
only too 'p‘ﬂmly to whom the raid was
to be ascribe:

“CLASSICAL CADS!
“DOWNS WITH THE CLASSICS!

“GO AND EAT COKE!"”

There were many *such. Inscriptions
on the walls, on the looking-glass, and
on the floor. The supply of ink in the
study had been used lavishly.

Jimmy Silver & Co. lookcd at one
another.

“The awful rotters!” gasped Jxmmy.
“This is rather more than a rag!
never. damage their props like this when
we raid

“Beasﬂy Cﬂd " hooted Lovell. “Let’s
go over to their side and scrag them!”

“We—we'll smash them for this!”
howled Raby. “'Tain't a 1oke. it's
blessed hooliganism ! thmg
mucked up! Look my
grammar swimming in jam and lnk"'

“Look at the tuck!” gron.n.ed New-
come. “And I'm hungry!

“It's too bad!” said Os\vald. “Let's
go over and smash 'em.”

“Yes, rather!” Jimmy Silver’s eyes
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glittered with the light of battle. “We'll
give Tommy Dodd the walloping of his
life for this! Come on!”

‘Tea in the study was evidently out of
the question. Vengeance was the next
best thing, and the Fistical Four wanted
vengeance, and wanted it badly. Jimmy
Silver led the way with a rush, and the
rest rushed after him.

They rushed out into the quadrangle,
prepared to immolate the three
‘Tommies on the spot,

But the three Tommies were not out

of doors.

““We've got to tackle the cads in their
own quarters,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Come on!”

Brimming with just wrath, the five
Jjuniors rushed across to the Modern
They slackened down, and
assumed as innocent an appearance as
possible as they came on Mr. Manders,
the senior master on the Modern side
of Rookweod. But when Mr. Manders
was safely out of sight they rushed on
again, and arrived breathless outside
Tommy Dodd’s study.

There was a sound of clinking tea—
cups and cheery voices in that study.
The three Tommies were at tea. and
Spparenuy thinking of anything but

anger.

“Don’t waste time on 'em!” gasped
Jimmy Silver. “Go for ’em and scrag
’em before some beastly Mcdern prefect
comes and chips in,"”

“You bet 1"

Jimmy Silver hurled open the door,
and the Classical juniors rushed pell-
mell ints the study.

CHAPTER 18.
ot Guilty!

HE ihree Tommies were seated
round the study table enjoying
their tea. The sudden rush of

the Classncals took them by surprise.

Indeed, the rush was so sudden that
the charging invaders crashed into the
study table, and sent it flying.

OWN LIBRARY 41

The table went into the fender, and
tea and tea-things went into the grate,
and the three Modern youths were
hurled right and left.

Before they could rec
astonishment, Jimmy Si
conannv them.

pairs of hands were laid upon
each of the Modern juniors, and they
were rolled over and bumped and
squashed amid wild and weird howls
and ye

u an earthquake had suddenly struck

my Dodd’s study the surprise and

the havoc could not have been more
complete.

“Go for ’em!” panted Jimmy Silver.

“Bump the cads!”

“Wreck the study' %

ver from their
er & Co. were

“We'll give ’em kind regards, the
Modern worms!”

Bump! Bump! Crash! Bang!
Yell! Shriek!

“‘Rescue, Moderns!"” screamed
Tommy Dodd. “Yaroooh ! You

lunatics, wharrer marrer? Great pipl
ow!

“ Yuz'ruuoggh' »  gurgled Tommy
Doyle. “Oh, howly mother av Moses!
It‘s dm,ly they are intirely!”

“Yow! Help!”
ump‘ Bump! Crash!

“Sit on ‘em!”

“Pin 'em down!”

“Hold "em while I scrape some soot
out of the chimney!” yelled Jimmy
Silyer, seizing the fire-shovel.

“Ha,

Tommy Dodd struggled desperately.
“Hold on!” he roared. ‘“Yah!
C]&sslcal cads! Two to one! Funks!

“Tms isn't a fight,” sald Jimmy

SIJVE)' sternly, as he scraped down soot,
This is a punishment—a case of

making the punishment fit the crime!
We're going to make this study a bit
worse than you've made ours!”

“Buck up, or there will be a crowd
of the cads in!” said Lovell.

“‘Shove his head this way!
the soot!”
““Hold hard!” shrieked Tommy Dodd.

Here's
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“You silly ass, we havent 'done any-
thmg m youx silly study!”

“You’ve wrecked it, you rotter!”

“And mucked, up our feed! Were
going to make an example of you!
You've got to learn to draw the line
somewhexe I

“I tell you—grooh—we haven't!”

yelled Tommy Dodd, strugglmg in the
grasp of Lovell and Oswal eyeing
with horror and apprehensmn the
shovel of soot. ‘“‘Chuck it—I mean,
don't chuck it, you idiot! We haven't
been in your rotten—ow!—wouldn’t be
found dead in it! Yooop!”

Jimmy Silver held his hand—just in

ime, 0
™ “Honour bright?” he demanded.

“Yes, you idiot!”

“Then it was some of your Modern
cads," ss.id Raby. “Our study’s a
wreck

”Sewe you jolly well right—yow—but
we didn't do it, you silly asses!” roared
Tommy Cook. “Lc 2

“‘Let ’em have the so0t!” said Lovell.
“Somebody did i, if they didn’t, and

somebody’s got to squirm for it! Give
’em the =cob‘ %

“You _ thumping idiot!” roared
Tommy Dodd. “I tell you—"

“Oh, give ’em the soot! They're

Modern cads, anyway!

But Jimmy Silver paused. Certainly
the three Tommies were Moderns, any-
way, and as such deserved to be sooted
—from a Classical point of view. But
Jimmy Silver resolved to be ]ust before
he was EeﬂerOLS—‘WItfh the

“Hold on!” he said. “If they didn’t
do it, \ve’ve got to find cut who did. It
was some awful cad. Look here, Doddy,

name was scrawled on the wall

Wlth kind regards!”
shows it was Dodd,” sald
Newcome

“Shows it was somebody taking you
in, you fatheads!” yelled Tommy Dodd.
“Smyt.he of the Shell, perhaps. Just
one of his mean tricks. Isn't my word
good enough for you, you Classical fat-
beads?” -
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“Well, ye§,” said Jimmy Silver. “If
you didn’t do it, you needn't have the
g We take back that ragging. Ha.

“You—ycu—you

“But who did lt then?” howled
Lovell. “Somebody did, and it must
have been a Modern cad, or Dodd’s
name wouldn’t have been put there.”

“Pax!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Sure, Il smash yez whin I geb
lonse"’ howled Doyle.

en you won't get lcose in a

hurry!” grinned Jimmy Silver. “Peace
at any price, you chaps. Bump them
mx they make )t pax!”

¢ "Ps.)"' shrIeLed the three Moderns’
in chorus.

“Good egg!” Jimmy deposited the
soot in the fire-grate. “Sorry for this
little mistake, Doddy; but your name
was up in the study, you know.”

“Some cad did that, knowing you
were silly idiot cmugh to be taken in!”
ho “If I hadn't

made it pax, Td—T’

“But who did it?” de“nanded Lovell,

Oh, m exclaimed Oswald,
with a jump. “Gunter!”

““Gunter!” yelled the Fistical Four.

“Yes, Gunter!” exclaimed Oswald
excitedly, “He was in the study when

1 took the tuck in, and I noticed he was
grinning like a hyena It’s just one of
his dirty tricks, t00.”

Gunter!” repeated Jimmy Silver:
“Well, you were a duffer not to think
of that before!™

“Well, you didn’t think of it.”

“On, don’t jaw, Oswald! Of course
it was Gunter. He wanted to make us
go for old Doddy, to pay us all out for
handling him this afternoon,” Jimmy
Silver saw it all now—a little late,

Doddy, we're sorry!”

“If you don’t clear out of my study
pyil make you sorner" velled Tommy

Dodd. hadn’t made it pax—-"

“You seeA—-

Tomumy Dodd jumped for his cricket~

“Buzz off, you Classical maniac! 13
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give you taree seconds and then, pax or
no pax, I'll—'

The bat was brandished in the air,
and Jimmy Silver & . retired
hurriedly from the study. It was very
much to Tommy Dodd's credit, under
the cu‘cumslannes, that !‘e dld not break
the solemn compact of *“pax.

The din in the study had brought &
number of Modern fellews along, and
Jimmy Silver & Co. had to scuttie
hastily cut of the passage. An orange
followed lhvm, and squashed behind

swald's

In the quad they paused, breammg
hard after their great exertions, and i
a towering rage.

“It was Gunter, of cow said
Jimmy Silver between his teeth.
“When I come to think of it, Deddy
wouldn’t muck up our things like that.
We'll find Gunter and scratch him bald-
heﬂded"'

He’s gone out,” said R

“Tnen we'll go after mm'

o

Come

on

“Yow'" said Oswald. “I'm going to

'wash this crange off. It's squashed
down my neck! Grooh!”

“What ebout tea?” asked Raby.

Jimmy Silver snorted.

‘‘Hang teal We're going to scrag
Gunter!”

Jimmy Silver's word was law The
Fistical Four marched of—cn the war-
path. It was too late now for tea in
Hall, and tea in the study was com-
pletely mucked up, and the Fistical

Four hunted for Gunter with deadly
intent. There was likely to be a high
old time for the Head's nephew when
they found him.

CHAPTER 19
Trapped!
HERE'S the cad!”
Lovell.
Gunter had been found.
The scarch had not been long, for
Jimmy Silver remembered that Gunter,
since his smoking at Rookwood had

growled
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been stopped, had been in the habit of
going down to Penn’s barn to “enjoy ™
his cheroots. In that direction they
looked for him first, and, as they sighted
the barn, they sighted Gunter. At the
window of the loft over the barn the
)umur from Texas was sitting, with a

black cheroot between his teeth.
Anybodv crossing the fields might have
seen Lim; but his recklessness was in
keeping with his general line of conduct.

‘The Fistical Four stopped under the
window, and shook their fists at the
Jjunior above. (xume: grinced down al.
them, and dropped some ash up
Lovell’s upturned face. Lovell )P‘led
Some of it went into his eye.

“Halio!” called out Gunter.

“You rotter!” roared Jimmy Silver,

“Whal’s biting you now?” asked
Gunter.

“You mucked up our study, and we
went for the Modern cads—'

“Ha, ha, ha! I reckoned you
would!” yelled Gunter in great merri-
ment. ‘‘How did you find out it wasn't
Tommy Dodd?”

“We're going to smash you,
worm!

‘‘Oh, you couldn’t smash one side of

you

me!” said Gunter contemptuously.
“Come up here, and T'll make shavings
of you!”

“What!”

“‘I guess you'd hetter vamoose,” said
Gunter. “If you kno\v when you're
safe, you light ouh'

“You wait till we get at you!”
spluttered Lovell.

Gunter’s defiance was the last straw.
The door was on the other side of the
barn, and the Fistical Four raced round
the building. Gunter chuckled and dis-
appeared from the window.

“Well simply puiverise the cad!™
panted Lovell. “Get this blessed door
open!”

The big door of the barn was closed.
It was not locked, but it did not open
as the Classical Four shoved at it.

“There's a wedge under it!” growled
Jimmy Silver. ‘“The beast knew we
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s:muld ﬂnd him here, I suppose!
i

The funiors worked the door open. A
wooden wedge had been shoved under
it, but by careful manipulation they
forced 1t uv.av. and the door opened at
Jast. ims of the Fourth, breath-
ing vengemcc ruuhcd into the barn.

A ladder led up to the trapdoor that
gave admittance to the loft. They
rushed for the ledder, and Jimmy
Silver led the way

“Look out for b
tered Rab;

Jimmy was looking out. The trap-
door could easily lmve been defended
by the fellow in the loft, and a frontal
attack - would not have been easy,
though at that moment nothing would
have stopped the enraged juniors for
long. But Gunter did not appear at
the trapdoor.

Jimmy Silver scrambled through,
followed fast by his chums. They glared
round the loft for Gunter.

He was not to be seen.

‘The cad'se hiding!” growled Lovell.
“He's behind the straw somewhere!
Hunt him out!”

Ease

, Jimmy!” mut-

Crash!

“The ladder!” yelled Raby.

They spun back to the trapdoor.

The ladder by Whilh Lhe‘v had
ascended was gone. een
dragged away, and lay at fu]] len sth
on the bricl floor of the barn.

Twenty feet of sheer space was below
the trapdoor And underneath
stood—Cunter!

He grinned up at them.

Jinmy Silver & Co. ‘stared at him
spellbound. They had expected to find
Gunter in the loft, where they had seen
him at the window.

A little laie, it dawned upon them
that he had descended, and that he
must have been concealeu in the lower
room while they were negotiating the
wedged deor.

From his hiding-place he had
watched them swarm up imto the loft,
and he had dragged the ladder away
after them.
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They were-trapped in the loft.

There was no possible means of
dcsccnt,—mey could not drop twenty
fect upon a brick fioor.

The Pistical Four glared down et
Gunter with feelings too deep for words.
The Mead’s nephew grinned and
chuckied.

“All O.K. up there?” he asked, blow-
ing out a cloud of smoke.

©h, y

rotter!”
“Fmrly ccme'ed Wh’\t"’ grinned
Gunter. “I gue have to get up

early in the mommg to handle meg!”

“Put that Jadder back!” howled
Lovell.

“What for?” chuckied Gunter.

“So that we can coms down and
smash you!” roa Lovell.

“Ha ha, ha! Not good enough!”

“We—we—well

“I calculate you can stay there and
coel your heels,” said Gunter. *
I cam't stop! I've got to
fnend< in the village.”

‘“Hold on!” shouted Jimmy Silver.

‘“You've got to put Lhi.\t ladder back.
We can't stay up her

“Can’t you?” chortled Gunter. “It
seems to me that you can’t do anything
clse!”

“You—you—ycu—-"

“My pals will be waiting for me!”
grinned Gunter. “‘I've spent a lot of
:xme here waiting for you, you see! So-

ng!”

“Held on, Gunter! We can't stay
here. There will be a row if were not
in by locking-up!” shouted Raby.

“That’s your funerall”

‘You mean to keep us up h-*rc after
calling-over, you villain?” shrieked
Jimmy Silver.

“You can stay there all night for all
1 care!” said Gunter coolly. “And all
the week, for that matter! It doesn't
matter a Continental red cent to me!”

“You cad! Let us dewn, and well
d Jimmy Silver with an
we'll make it pax

“lm not '\skmg to be let 0’[
Gunter. “Ana I guess Im no
you cut, not if I know it1”

jeered
letting
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“Oh, you worm!” gasped Jimmy
Silver, laglng helplessly.  “You out-
sider! We shall get into a row with
Bootles if we' re late for call-over.”

“Serve you right!”

“We'll scrag you afterwards, you
worm!” yelled Lovell.

“You don’t seem to be making much
of a success of the scragging!” grinned
Gunter. “I guess I'll chance it. You
see, I can’t let you out I'm taking my
pals home with me, and I can't have
you gaioots fonlm round in the study.
You wouldn't get on with my pals!”

“You—you're taking those rotters to

Rookwood !” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.
“Why not?”
“Xou fathead! | [The Head—"
“Oh, blow the

“You'll get sacl‘ed*  shouted Raby.

“A short life and a merry one!”
chuckled Gunter. “I'm going to take

pals and sumd drinks and

smokes in the study.

“Wha-a-at!”

“You galools can stay up there!
you stay out all night, my word, wh:

If
at

a shine there’ll be at Reokwood when
you turn up! Ha, ha, ha!”
Gunter turned to the door.
raved

“Come back, you rotter!”
Jimmy Silver.

Gunter walked out of the barn
whistling, and slammed the heavy door
after him. There was no doubt about
it-—he certainly meant to leave them
there. *

Jimmy Silver, breathing hard, went
to the window. He sighted Gunter in
the fields, walking away towards
Coombe. Gunter looked back, waved
his hand and grinned, and disappeared
beyond the hedge.

CHAPTER 20.
Neck or Nothing!
“WELL., this is a go!” said Raby

dismally.
“Fairly dished, and by that
said Lovell with a snort.
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“Dished and done!” said Newcome,
“Now get us out of it, Jimmy Silver!

cu got us into it, you know!"”
mmy Silver grunted.
xere seemed no way out.

ome had suggested shouting for

h(‘lp. but the proposal was negatived at
once. The barn was a great distance
tro-n the farm.lm‘“c and Farmer Penn,
hey knew only too well, did not
allo\n liberties w Le taken with his
property. If he found four Rookwood
Jjuniors in his loft, he was most likely to
leave them there while he sent word to
the school. It cccurred to the juniors
that their invasion of the barn would be
regarded by Mr. Penn as trespassing,

d Mr. Penn was not likely to listen to
reason on the subject.

They needed help, but they did not
want any help from that quarter. The
less noise they made the better.

But, left to their own resources, there
scemed to be no escapc. There was
nearly twenty feet of space below the
trapdoor and escape from_the window

still more impossible. It looked out
on a. sheer w

Lovell and Raby and Newcome fixed

significant looks on their leader. It was

eader's business (o lead, there could
be no denying that. 1t was up to Jimmy
Silver.

Jimmy Silver admitted it, but he re-
marked that there was nothing doing.
He admitted that he was an unusually
clever chap, but he couldn't work
miracles. Wings, or, at leBSt, an aero-
plane, were required, and s 25
could not be produced Imm Jimmy
Si vaistcoat pocket.

We're waiting!” remarked Lovell,
n half an hour had passed.

“So am I!" said Jimmy Silver.

L “VVell what are you waiting for, fat-
ea

“Lm)ks as if we shall have to wait till
morning,” said Jimmy Silver flippantly,
I dare say somebody will come to the
barn to-morrew morning.”

“The gates are locked et dark,” said
Lovell, “and it's a quarter of an hour
from here to Rook ! There's timg




for you to think of a way out, Jimmy
Silver, if you've got the brains!”
‘“Tain't brains that's, wanted—it's a
ladder or a pair of wings. I don't
usually a_twegty-foct ladder in
my pockck" said Jimmy. “I forgot lo

one with me this afternoon.
fellow does forget things, you know.”
“Don 't you be a funny ass!” roared
“Ain’t

you  study-leader?
s £0 a dozen times—
or a hun times, rather? You've
Janded us in this.

Now get us out of it
in time for calling-over!”
**Nothing doing!”
“There will be samething dolng
soon!” said Lovell darkly. “ You've got
“to think of a way out, or well jolly WEH
rag you u!”
Hear, hear!” said Raby and New-
com
Look here, you ase-
“'Nuff  said n'en’uptcd Lovell.
“Well gl\e you anether quarter cf an
hour. p a leader to lcad.
Otherwise he gets it in the neck.”
Jimmy Silver grunted again, and set
his wits to work. Unless the juniors

were to get into bad trouble at’ Rock:
wood, they had to get out of that
peculiar trap.

serious

Missing  call- Ovcr would be
encugh, but staying out all night would
be the limit: And ﬂ!?)’ could net sneak.
They would have to face the music, and
leave Gunter to cackle.

Jimmy Silver cudgelled his brains.
He looked from the window, and shook
his head y could have crawled
down the wall, but
not a fly. He looxed dow
and shook his head again. A drop on
the brick floor below meant broken
bores, at Zens and probably a broken
neck, and Ny he desired to
preserve it Intact.

Lovell luned him with his \.aAh

e Co. ant business. What the
(hcl‘;gns \vas u leader for if he comdn‘t

A quarter of an hour passed.
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solution of the problem. Lovell put
'uvay his watch wnh o business-like air.!
Got it?” he ask

“Got  what, fathead?’ snapped
Jimmy Silver.

“The way out, duffer!”

There’s the way out,” said Jimmy,
Silver, pointing to thc trapdoor. !La‘
all gghc You jump out, Lovell!”

“'And Il drop on you,” said Jimmy.|

“That'll break my fall, and I shall get,
off with a bruise or two.”
‘And what about me?” shrieked

"Oh. you'll break ynur neck, but those
little things can't be d Try te fall
with your head uWErﬂ)!

“Mum-mum-my head upwards!”

“Yes, so that I can drop on some-
thing soft!”

“You funny idiot!” yclled Lovell.

Collar Hm‘ 2

A "c not in a mood for

Jlm'n‘l S I\'er ie jokes. They rushed
at him, and Jimm_{ dodged away along
the loft,

“Chuck t. you chumps!” he shouted.
'I' i hink it out, aln'l n”

Jxvnmy daq,cd round the yawning

tra)
2 Huld on, I've got it1"” he gasped.
Lovell pant
“Out wllh
then—'
“There's always a way out of any-
Lhmg if you 've brains enough to Lhmk
t,” said Jxmmj Silver, quite cheer-
lelv There’s a remedy for everything
but deati and taxes. Blessed if I know
why I dién't think of it before! T sup-

lt, then, sharp! Now,

pose it was your face worried me,
Lovell—-" 3
*Get it out, you ass!”

“Simply a gym exercisc,” said Jimmy
scanning the trapdocr. “There's
nincteen or twenty feet down
here.  Well, you hang on with your,
hz\nds Lovcll

:

‘\lr\')"x you've got enough nerve?”

Jimmy Silver seemed no nearer a

“My nerve's all right, fathead. It's
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only what we do In the
what's the !;ood of hanging there \\uh
my hands?"

“You're the biggest and strongest,
likewise the heavicst, not to mention
the faltest and fatheadedest—"

“will you ge! on with the washing,
you chump?"”

““Well, you hang there, and Raby will
crawl over you, and hang on to your
feet—they're big enough——"

“Never mind my feet, idiot! What

o ll’;?hby going to do hanging on to

ce!

“Then Tl crawl down over both of
you, and’ hang on ta R.abys feet, and

‘The Co. stared at Jimmy Silver. It
was a risky and reckless scheme; yet
1t was no more than some of the gym-
nastics they had gone through in the
Rookwood gymnasium. Buf ere was
a brick floor below instead of a net, and
that made a difference. For a tumble
mean(ﬁwhnt they did not like to think

'l'here was a short silence. The
Fistical Four looked very grave.

“We're game,” sald Lovell at last.
“I suppose it's the only way, as they
say in the play. I could stand the
weight, though not for long.”
ently,” said Jimmy Silver. “Only long
enough to drop.

“‘Where do I come in?” asked New-
come.

“You ean hold on to Lovell's ears
and ghe him your support.’

“GO \l"' Sald Jimmy Silver.

1If required some nerve. Fortunately,
the F&:tlcnl Four were famous for thelr
nerve. It was a qualily they had never
lacked.

Lovell, with his face set grimly,
lowered himself into the opening, and
held on by the edge. Newcome took a
grip on his collar—not his ears, as
Jimmy had playfully suggested—and
held him fast.

“I'm not going to hang on pem]mn- The
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'I(’;ml was the easiest part of the pro-
ceedi
Then came Raby’'s turn. Raby w&a

much lighter than Lovell in weight.

He grasped his chum, and lowered him-
self, his teeth set and his heart beating.
Lovell kept his elbow on the floor of Lhe
loft, and Newcome n to him.
Raby went lower and lower, and swung
on Lovell's legs.

All the flippancy had gone out of
Jimmy Silver’s face now. He knew that
the expedient was a desperate one, and
that there might be disasler.

But he did not falter.

He lowered himself from the side of
the trap, and held on there for a
moment belore be shifted his grasp to
his hangi

“steadyl” he snld

They cucl not speak, their teeth were
hard se

.hmmy Silver gently changed th

grasp from the trap-edge to Lovel
Lovell hung on grimly, lnrdly
breathing.

Down went Jimmy Silver.

Down, carefully, meunxucauy, till he
reached Raby, and hung o

Down lower, till he was cll
Raby's knees with a grip that mnde
Raby wince with pain, though he gave
no sound.
One erld ulmm Jimmy threw below.
floor of barn was not far off

now. The human chain above him had
cut off half the distance.

He set his teeth and let go.

‘The relief from his weight came only
in time for Lovecll and Raby.  The
suengm was taxed to the utmost.

Bump!
lmmy Suver landed on his feet and
rol]ed
p again in a second. The fall
h’\d Jarrcd him, but he was not hurt.

**Hold on while I get the ladder up!”
he panted.

No reply. But the juniors held on.
Raby could not have climbed up over
Lovell to the loft to save his ul& He
had to wait for the ladder. His arms,
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and LovelY’s, had to bear the strain till
‘ibe Jadder was raised.

Jimmy Silver did not lose a second.
He knew how precious seconds were—
perhaps all the d:ﬁerencn between life
and death for his chum:

He grasped the heavy ladder, and
exerted his strength, and reared it into
its place.

Clump!

The head of the ladder dropped in
#s place, the rungs now were below
Raby's feet as he swung, and he groj

103 them.
*Jimmy Silver scrambled up the ladder
and helped him to hold.

Lovell gave a faint gasp as Raby’s
weight was removed. Raby grasped the
ladder and slid down to the floor of the
barn, past Jimmy Silver. He collapsed
on the floor panting.

Jimmy Silver mounted higher, and
grasped Lovell, and drew him upon the
Jadder. Lov ell did not speak; his face

W]

old

mm;
With_infinite care he helped Lovell
dewn the ladder to the floor. Then
Newcome came sliding down.

“Oh!” gasped Lovell, lcaning heavily
on Jxmmys shoulder. *Oh, my arms—

chap!”  whispered

I‘nr ten minutes, at least, the chums
of the Fourth sat meticnless on the hay
in the barn, resting after their
exertions. Lovell rubbed his arms at
last, as if to make sure that they were
still there.

“I6 was a efr‘.m'”
“We've done

"And dom Guntﬂ the cad!” =aid

Raby. “Blesséd if I'd like to go through
it again! T thought I was going every
second when th at fathead Silver was
h'mgmg on to me.”

mmy Silver rcte

" Come on!” he said. “We owe this
to Gunter, and were going to make
him ,wriggle. I dare say he's got his
%CC)OHS pals in the study by this time.

e on

he remarked.

And the Fistical Four, gill somewhat
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subdued, left the barn and started for
wood. They had been in peril of
their lives, but, the danger over, it was
soon dismissed from their minds. They
were- thinking of Gunter now, and what
was to happen when they found him.

CHAPTER 21.
Gunter's Little Pariy!
HERE was a crowd in the Fourth
Form passage when Jimmy Silver
& Co. arrived there.

Oswald met them with a startled,
almost scared face.

“Jolly g]ad you fellows have come
in!” he You may he able to
do soxrcf.hng wnh him,

“Him!  Gunter?” “asked  Jimmy
. He's in the end study—"
od!”

“He's got a gang of awful rascals
with him; he brought them in,” said
Oswald “They're smoking and drink=

i We'll see to him,” said J)mmy Silver,
grimly. *Come on, you c! 5!

The Fistical Four marched on to the
end study with a crowd of the Fourth
and the Shell at their heels.

Jimmy Silver flung the door open.

The atmesphere in the study was
thick with smoke. Four fellows saf
round the table. One of them was
Gunter. The Head’s nephew had a
cigar between his yellow LceLh and &
glass in his hand. There were bottles
and glasses and cards and cigar-ash on
the table. The room was still a wreck
from Gunter’s late doings there, but
the festive party did not scem to mind.

Gunter’s companions were guch as
had never been seen in Reokwood
before. They were all young fellows;,
though some years clder than Gunter—
worthless characters who haunted the
public-houses in Coombe and the
neighbouring market-town. And all
three of them were under the influence
of drink.
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" Helpl” Mr. Bootles hung at the end of the rope like a fish on a line. Jimmy
Silver and Co., and Tommy Dodd made a rush, and a dozen Juniors followed. Whizl
Crash! Qunter hurled down tine with unerring aim.



50
__Gunter started as he saw the Fistical
Four at the door. His face was flushed;
he had been drinking, too., The room
recked with the odour of spirits.

i “Hallo!” he exclaimed. ‘‘So you got
o

© “Yes,” said Jimmy Silver, “we got
out.”

“Come in and join the merry party,”
said Gunter.: “Take a hand at nap.
Make room for my study-mates,
Bulger!”

;“Ye gods!"” murmured Lovell, “And
that's the Head's nephew! "

Jimmy Silver looked hard at the
young blackguard in the study. He re-
méembered the letter from America, and
the strange remarks that Gunter had
made congerning it. A dim, half-formed
suspicion was in the back of his mind.
Was it possible that there was some
trick—some swindle—and that
hardened young rascal was not what he
seemed?

“Oh, trot ln'" Said Gunter.
the rosy, Tadge!

“Tadger pa<sed the whisky bottle.

' Jimmy Silver strode into the study,
and knocked the bottle out of his hand,
and it smashed on the fioor.
top this!” he said savagely.
Gunter sprang up.

“Pass

“Get out of this study, Jimmy
er!” he shouted.
Youre getting out, d  your
precious friends, too!" sald Jimm;

Silver, his voice trembling with rage.
“Youll never set foot in this study
again, you cad! We've stood you long
enough because of the Head. We're not
standing any more Jofit! Get out, the
whole gang of you!
“I guess I'm sticking!" grinned
Gunter. “I'm the Head's nephew—ha,
ha, ha!—and you cant turn me out!
Stand by me, pariners!”
“Kick them out!"
furiously.
,Smash—smash—smash! Bottles and
giasses were hurled to the floor by the
Angry jumors Gunter gave a yell of
’;)Xse, and sprang upon Jimmy Silver.
upsy mends backed him up at

roared Lovell

THE TERROR OF ROOKWOOD!

once, and the Co. joined in, and Oswald
and several more of the Fourth rushed
into the fray.

There was a terrific struggle in the
end study.

Tadger was the first to g9. He spun
into the passage, and crashed down
there.

Bulger followed him, roaring, and
rolled over Tadger. Then Gunter,
fighting like a tiger, was dragged to
the door and pit out. The last
of the gang, in the grasp of the
Fistical Four, was whirled through the
doorway, and sent sprawling over
Gunter.

“Hooray!” chorused the juniors In
the Bpassage

!” said Smythe. “Here

comcs Bouues' 2

Mn Bouues rustled up the passage,
his face aflame. He seemed petrified
as he saw Gunter & Co. sprawling on
the floor.

“ W -who—who are
sons?” he ejaculated faintly.

“Gunter’s friends, sir,”
Smythe.

these per-
chirruped

“Gunter, how dare you introduce
such pereons in the school!  Gunter,
you been smnkmg—and—and
drlnkmgl” Mr. Bootles looked for
moment as if he would faint., Gmxlerl
Good heavens!

“I guess t.berall be a row now"
said Gunter, as he scrambled up. “A
s\mrt life and a merry one! Ha, ha,

“Gunter." said Mr. Bootles faintly
—"“Gunter! You wretched, wicked
Follow me to the Head at once!"”

“Oh, come off!” said Gunter. “I
guesls I'm not going to see the old boy
now!”

“The—the what? The—the old
boy?” stuttered Mr. Bootles. ‘‘Bless
my soul! Are you mad, Gunter?
Bulkeley—Neville—seize that wicked
boy and bring him to the Headd
stu

Thc two prefects, who had followed
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Mr. Bootles up the passage, promptly
laid their grasp on Gunter. They
marched him off, struggling.

“As for those disreputable
characters,” thundered Mr. Beotles,
“tell the selgeant to come and see
them e premises at once, my
boys!”

And Mr. Bootles rustled away after
Gunter and the prefects.

“We needn® trouble Sergeant
Ketile,” grinned Lovell. “We'll see
the bounders off the premises our-
selves!”

“Ha, ha, ha!

‘The j\miors selzed upon Messrs,
Tagger & Co. 'The three blackguards
were rushed, struggling and yelling,
down the passage.

In the midst of an excited crowd
they were hustled across the quad and
hurled out of the gates. There they
took to their heels and ran. It was
Jikely to be a Jong e before any of
Gunter’s peculiar fnends accepted an-
other invitation from Gunter to a cele-
bration inside the walls of Rookwood.

“That’s the last of them, at any
rate,” panted Jimmy Silver, “and I
should Lhmk it would be the last of
Gunter, too.

Pile in!”

“The Head can't overlook it,
nephew or not,” said Lovell.  “Hell
have to go.

And a joily good riddance
for Rookwood!”

The junlors waited anxiously for
news. What Cf‘e,t the I‘CDGTL of his
nephew’s proceedings would have upon
the Head they could hardly imagine.
‘The news was not dong in coming,

Gunter was in the punishment-room,
confined there by order of the Head.
‘The rascal of Rookwood had reached
the end of his tether at last. On the
morrow he was to leave Rookwood, ex-
pelled from the scheel.

And Jimmy Silver & Co., though
they bore no malice, could not heip
feeling comforted by the news. They
had had encugh of the rascal of Rook-
‘woed.

T
CHAPTER 2.
Anotiier Surprise.
LANG! Clang! Clang!
The rising-bell rang out
the clear, crisp morning.
Clas,lcal Feurth turned out at the first
clang Even Townsend and Topham,
t.he s.ackcrs of the Form, turned out at
once.

All the fellows were keen to know
about the Head’s nephew. There had
been a rumour that he was to be taken
away from Rookwocd before any of
the boys were down.

"By ga
Townsend remarked;
know that he’s gone!

“Well, he’s going right enough!”
said Jimmy Silver. “The Head can't
let him off after what he’s done.”

‘“‘Blessed If I feel so sure about it1”
said Lovell. “‘He said last night there
iwou‘d be a surprise for us this morn~

in
The

d, I'd like to see him goin’”
“and I'd like to

“If the Head lets him stay well
Jjolly well klc!i him out ourselves!”
said Raby. “We’ re not standing him
in our study, anyw:

“No jolly Iear"’

The Classical Fourth crowded down-
stairs, the Fistical Four being the first
down. Jimmy Silver & Co. made their
way first to the punishment-room.
The door was unlocked, ithe room was
empty.

“He's gone!” said Jimmy.

“Good_riddance to bad rubbish!”
growled Lovell.

Jimmy Silver glanced round the
room curiously. The bed was still
made, and had plainly not been slept
in. The window was wide op

“My only chapeay eJacuInted
Jimmy Silver. “Look at that!”

He jumped to the window.

A bar of iron crossed the space 'of
the window, but the bar was out ‘of
its place. It had been worked out 'of
the rusty old socket on one side ahd
twisted up. It must have taken time
and petience to do that, and there
could be only ohe explanaticn.
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Cnm!('l‘ had left that roon by the
window

Jlmmy Silver put out his head and
looked down. Below was the iv.
covered wall, fifty fect or more d

e quadrangle. Here and there
the ivy was torn. Below Jimmy could
see that loose leaves were scattered.

e w a deep breath. It was al-
most incredible that a fellew could
have been reckless enough to climb out
of that mndow and trust himself to
the ivy af e dizzy height. But there
Was, Xlttle 'dm,.bt that the junior from
Texas had, done it.

“He was at the wing ov' last ni"h‘
when we came her said Jim
“You remember we heard him shuu
it, Lovell.”

“My hat, it needed a nerve if he's
climbed out!” said Newcome. “What
did he do it for? Has the siily ass
run away instead of waiting to be
turned out?”

“Looks like it.”

‘The Fisticel Four left the punish-
ment-room and went down. They
caught a glimpse of Bulkeley and
Neville of the Sixth, speaking in loW
tones and looking very scrious. T,
Bootles came along the passage Wlth
a portentous expression on his face
and vanished into the Head’s study.

“By gad! What's goin’ on?" asked
Smythe of the Shell. “Som the
flueldlows are saym that the Yankc‘

““He's tsken his thmgs tco,” called
out Jones minor. ocked in his
study—a lot of things .xre gon”"'

There was a rush to the end study
—which belonged to the Fistical Four,
and which Gunter had shared with
them. The study was quickly crowded
with curious and ecxcited juniors,

Jones minor's news was correct—
Gunter's property had cchamly been
removed. His box in the dormitory

was corded up, and v.as smx intact.
But he bad had a large bag in the
study, locked ready to be taken away.
‘The bag was now wide open, and haif

-
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its contents were gone. Jimmy Silver
remembered that there had been a
lasso among Gunter's belongings,
which he had brought with him from
Texas. It was not thefe now. A
spu‘.b-sl,ovc and other ﬂltlchs \\hlch
Jimmy had seen packed e bag
the previous evening were mwsmg A
coat and a rug were gone, too.
“He got out of the punishment-
room by t"m \"n\:lo“ right enough,”
remarked Lovell. ~“Then he must
have gone into the House and come
here for his things. Bet you he was
gone_hefore Bootles came dow:
can't be sacked mnow,” sai
“But he's gone, anyway.”

I suppose that's the surprise he was
dlklng about,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Well, he's gone, and that settles it.”

The excited juniors crowded down-
stairs again. ikcley was in the hall,
and Jimmy Silver ventured to ask the
ﬂre'\t man of the Sixth a question:

“Has Gunter gone, Bulkeley?”
“Nobodv knows

what's beco'm- of

" said Bulkeley shortly.
v »ﬂh in the pun: Xxmont -room \'hen
Mr. Bootles ca: ‘The wonder

came
is he didn't break hls l‘eck getting out
of the window.”

The Fistical Four sauntered out into
the quad. There they found B crowd:

of juniors from the

curious to know what had h" ne
Tommy Dodd & Co. of the Modorn
side were almost as much interested in
Gunter as the Classicals among whem
he had dwelt during his short and sur-
prising career at Rookwood.

“So he's gone!” said Toramy Dcdd.
“Qoed riddance, I should say—the
bl"ssed young burglar!”

Bur lar!” said Jimmy Silver,
uppose it was Gumerﬁll‘e tuck-
e‘ums been burgled!”
Great Scott!”

‘There was a rush for the tuckshop
Sergeant Kettle kept that little
establishment, on tie ground fioor of
the ancient, dismantled clock-tower of
Rooikwood. The new clock-tower, a
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massive hrick erection, was on the
Modern side of the school.

The little diamond-pancd window was
broken, Sergeant Keftle was in the
.shop, looking very flustered and angry.

“Been burgled, sergeant?” asked
Jimmy Silver.

“Which I'd like to get ‘old of the
rascal!” he said. “’Arf my stock
taken uway—g')od sarf of it, by gum!
A whole 'am and no end of tms. I
ain’t counted ’em yet—but a good ’arf.”

“Was it Gunter?” yelled Smith of
the Shell,

“Which T s'pose it was, as he's run
away,” said the sergeant. “But ’ow
he could run away with that 'am and
ell them tins beats me. Not to men-
{)mn cakes and -taris and ginger-be:
Y guir

“VVelL this beats the band!” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver, as they left the
school shop. + “If he's run away, what
did he want the sergeant’s stuff for?
How the dickens could he carry it off?”

ust h.ne been done for a lark,”
said R
l“g‘lallo'” ejaculated Jimmy, “What's
t

ed suddenly, and stared up
ck-tower, the modern clock-
the Modern side. m the
fron_ railing that surrounded Lhe liitle
platform at the top of the tower a
flag fluttered. Two or three cricket-
stumps bound together formed a pole,
which was bound to the railings, and
from the top of the improvised flag-
staff a flag fluttered in the breeze. It
was not a large flag, being evidently
manufactured of a couple of handker-
chiefs pinned together. But the eolour
of it was s’ artling. It was black—black
as i n fact, it was undoubtedly in
black mk that the handkerchiefs had
been steeped, to produce that colot:
“The black flag!” stuttered Lovell.
“‘Gunter!” yelled Jimmy Silver.
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CHAPTER 23,
mwng e Fortl

UNT]
G The Rmazed exclamation-of
the Fistical Four drew glances
from all sides, and a host of eyes wer~
turned up to the clock-tower.

““Gunter1”

“The Head's gxddy nephes!”

“He's not gon
T oa of excitement In
the quadrangle. Fellows rushed from
all sides towards the clock-tower.

Gunter, ccol and reckless as ever,
grinned down at them.

“Gunter,” shouted

“what arﬂ you domg up

“I g been having brekkerl"

“Bromerl" yelled the juniors,

“Sure!

“Brek;:\,r clock: -Lower 10
gasped Tommy odd. But—but
what are you doing bhere? What's the
little game?”

“ Holding the fort.”

“Wha-a-at!”

dimeay - Sileer,

on t.he

“I guess you'll find the deor locked
down there—and screwed!” chuckled
Gunter, “I reckon I was kinder busy
last night while you galoots were
snoozing. And I reckon they won't get
me out of hyer in a hurry—just a

w1

o Oh, my hat!”

“You can wade in snd try if you
like,” said Guater. “I've got my lasso
hyer, and if you get in reach of it,
I pity you. TI've got tins of sardines,
and tins of pineapple, and tins of
salmon, and tins of goodness knows
t, and I can spare a few for your
nappers if nevessary

By gad

“You can go and tell Bootles I'm
holding the fort!” grinned Gunter:
“T've hoisted the ‘Jolly Roger’!”

““The—the what?”

S

figure appeared on the top of the “The black flag, you galoots! I
towcr beside the fluttering flag. ghc<s I'm going to have a high qld
was the figure of Guhts:r the | tims
Head’ nephew, the raseal of Rookwood. “on,

He was not gone!

“He's pomy"’ gasped Townsend. ' He
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must be potty. The Head will simply
skin him for this before h¢'s sacked!”
he Head's got to get’ hold of me
first!” grinned Gunter. “I guess I'm
sticking it. Will you take him a mes-
sage from me?”
“wn:n's the message?” asked Jimmy
Silves
o Tell him he's an old mugwwnp, and
that he can go and eat coke, \VLLh
kmd rez&rds from his loving nephew
i
"Yes, S likely to take him that
message, I don’t think!” said Jimmy
Silver. “You had better chuck this,
Gunters It will oniy make things worse
for you
“I guess not!”
“Look here, you’re nut on cur side!”
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fortvnate for the Modern prefect that
he was wearing a straw hat, for the
tin hit him fair and square.
of the hat, it was a h;xrd knock.

“Yaroooh! stuttered
Knowles, backing away Wx(h remarkable
suddenness. “Ycu ou dangerous
young scoundre

"Herﬂ's mmther"' yellf\d Gunter.

Whiz

Knowles Jumped out of the way, and
the whizzing tin passed him, and
caught Junmy Silver on the side of
the head. Jimmy gave a roa

“Get baci!” said Lovell
“The beast's dangerous. He
brain a chap with cnre of these tins!”

The juniors crowded baci, angry now.
Sardine-tins hurled from a h?ight were

pecimen

hastily.
might

cxclmmed Tomm;
“We don’t allow Classncal rotters on
our side. If you don’t clear off that
tower, Gunter, we'll come and fetch
you!”

“Come on, then!” chuckled Gunter.

Tommy Dodd and Tommy Cook and
Tommy Doyle rushed to the deor of the
tower. But it was fast. The massive
oaken coor had been screwed, as well
as locked and bolted. The three
Tommies kicked at it, but they could
do nothing else.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gunl.er “Are
you coming in, you galcof

‘“Here comes. Knawles'”

Knowles of the Sixth, the head pre-
fect of the Modern side, strode upon the
scene. He stared up angrily at Gunter
and the black flag.

“What are you doing up there,
Gunter?” he shout

“Looking down at a silly idiot!” re-
phed Gunter cneer[ully

“Stap your sdly cackling, you young

an 5
of Gunter’s utier and rufflanly reckless-
ness id not please thera

y napper!” B o

Silv

He Tubbed his head tenderly. A big
bump was already forming there.

“The ruffianly beast!” said Raby.
“He ought to be scragged! Hallo,
Knowles has had enough!”

Knowles of the sixth was striding
away towards the School House. He
went to carry the news that Gunter
was not gone. The crowd in the quad-
rangle thickened. All faces were up-
turned, all eyes were fixed upon the
figure on the top of the clock-tower.

The excitement that reigned was
breathless. Gunter evidently enjoved
the sensation he was causing, and
cquaily evidently he was completely
reckless as to  consequences.

Time had been when a barring-ost
at Rookwood—when Jimmy Silver &
Co. had barred themselves in the tuck-
shop and held the fort against Mr.

S > “ Gunter, Manders But that had bappened
e dow it onge i ing the absence of the Head, and
“Rats!” S me Classical heroes were
P oh, my r by & Modern master.
hat! Yal ,oop That, as Loveu remarked now, had

Gunier had reac‘md behind him, and
a tin of sardines dropped from his
hand fairly upon Knowles’ head. It was

been a different maiter altogether—
very different from a young blackguard,
who had been expelled for mscally con-
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duct, fort: g himself in the clock-
tower, and duymg the Head himsclf.

Mr. Bootles came out of the School
House with Knowles, locking like a
man in a dch n. The surprising hap-
Dpenings morning had_ com-
Ppletely mro\m lm Bootles off his
balance.

The Fourth-Form master
towards the clock-bc\‘(m‘, and s
and blinked up at Gunter.
\mvched him b eathlessly.

unver!” ga: Je(. Mr, Bootles.

"Hallo cockey

“I—-1 thuught you had—had, in fact,
departed,” said Mr. Bootles. “I am
glad that you have ot been guilty of
the disrespect of running away, Gunter.
Kindly come down at once, and follow
me into the House!”

“Cut it out!”

“Wha-a-at!

“Hgtf’s one for you!”

swept
pped,
The crowd

Jimmy Silver sprang forward and
caught his Form-master by the arm,
and dragged him aside just in time. A
sardine-tin crashed on the ground at
Mr. Bootles feet. The master stared

b—whab— he stammered.
“Come back, sir!” shouted Jimmy.

*“Silver—what—what—"

Gunter was taking aim again with
another tin. Jimmy Silver forcibly
dragged the astounded and confused
Form-master back, and the tin crashed
down within a foot of him.

“G-g-good heavens!” gasped Mr.
Buoues “The—the reckless young ruf-

! He—he—he might have caused
me s-s-erious injury! Bless my soul!
Thank you, Silver. I—I—I must go and
report this to the,Head! Bless my
soul! What a very dreadful young re-
probate.”

Mr. Bootles, in a Stﬂte almost of col-
lapse, hurried into the House. There
was a yell of derisive laughter from
Gunter.

“Who's the next?
Timmy Silver?”

Jimmy Silver did not accept the in-

‘You coming next,
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He would have been very glad
within  hitting distance . of
Gunter; but at long range Gunter had
the advani and the Rookwood
Juniors c:unruﬂy kept out of range.
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CHAPTER 20.
CGunter's Defiancel

o HE Head!”
I Silenice and awe fell upon the
Rookwood crowd as the
majestic figure of the Head swept upon
the scene. :
Dr. Chisholm's face, always severe,
secred like iron now.

Some cf the fellows knew that he
had been kind enough to his strange
nephew when the latter arrived .at
Rookwood from the far-off plains of
Texas

He bad been patient with him, and
had pardoned him much. It could not
be said that the doctor had erred on
the side of severity in expelling his
sister’s son, for any other fellow who
had done half as much as Gunter
m\d done v‘aald have found the

““chopper much earlier.
‘Without the mn‘ccst of favouritism, the
Head could not overlook the conduct
of his nephew. If it had been a blow
to him, he had concealed the fact
under a cold and contained exerior.

Certainly there was no mercy -or
kindness in Dr. Cnxsholms face now.
The time for pardon was

Under the stern, sea.rchmg look of
the headmasier, even the young
rascal on the summit of the clock-
tower showed some sign of being

abashed.
But he did not retreac from view.
He stood leaning on railing

beside the fluttering black flag, and
s’ared down.
Chlsholm raised his hand.
“G
“Yes x
1t was not “Ha.uo'” this time.
“Come down immediately!”
Gunter grinned.
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“I guess I'm sticking here.f
“It is past the time artanged for
you m lcavc Rookwood.”

"lV[r Bootlﬁ is prepared to take you
to the station.”

“Good old Bootles!™

“You will leave this school, which
you have disgraced, at once. Nephew
or mlnc '\s you are, I should be guilty
nst the boys of Rookwood
lf I ﬂl ch you to stay here. Your
parents have been communicated with.
You will be placed in charge of a trust-
worthy person to be taken back to your
home. I do not desire to inflict further
punishment on you before you go.
command you, Gunter, to come down
at once, and cease this absurd and in-
soient conduct !

The Head's voice was deep and com-
manding.

The crowd watched Guuler ‘Would
he obey, or would he defy the Head—
the reverend and rcspec{ed Head of

ookwood, at whose frown the juniors
were accustomed to tremble?

There was ar awful pause.

But the Head had to break it, for
Gunter dnd not speak.
lo you hear me?”

::W.]l you obey me?”

'I‘he Hez\ds lips came tightly to-
gether. It was a distinct defiance. The
crowd looked on in silence and awe.

“Gunter, you have heard my com-
mands. If you do not obey, I shall
have you felched down by force. In
;.hnt case, I shall flog you before you
eave

“Get on with the fetching, uncle!™
All Gunter's check had come back; he
had been_abashed only for a moment.
“I guess I'm planted hyer!”

Dr. Chisholm flushed.

“Gunler, what is your object in this
absurd conduct? You are aware, surely,
that you must leave the school?”

“I guess I'm fed-up with Rookwood,
anyway, uncle dear. I guess the game
is up, too. expelled or not, though you
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don't know it yet. And I reckon I'm
gmnn to haye a regular jamboree before

gel the boot. I'm going to paint the
schoul red, you bet. IT've got grub here
—heaps—all I want—and I'm bholding
out. I'm goin' to give Rookwood som
thing to remember—. Get
on with the washing!

Dr. Chisholm turned away. Then
Gunter's impudence reached the
climax. A chunk of cake whistled
through the air. It struck the Head's
mortar-board, and knocked it from his
august head.

Dr. Chisholm was rooted to the
ground for a moment.

He gazed almost dazedly at the fallen
mortar- d..

Bulkeley of the Sn.th sprang for-
ward and picked it

Blcss my soul!" o

fes

“murmured the

Hls face was crinson now.

He took the cap from Bulkeley's hand,
and pnsscd away the House, his
gown rustling. !

He left a frozen silence behind him.

To the awed and astounded juniors
it seemed that an earthquake ought to
have happened next, or that lightning
should have flashed from the blue
morning sky to smite Gunter.

The Head’s mortar-board knocked oft
by a chunk of cake! It was like unto
the end of all things!

Their breath was taken away.
“Oh, my word!” murmured Jimmy
Silver. “The young scoundrel!”

Bulkeley looked up at the tower. His
look was gnm Gunter grinned down
at him impudently.

Evidently the junior from Texas
had no knowledge whatever of the fit-
ness of things. The enormity of his
action was quite lost upon him.

A bell rang, and the Rookwood crowd
went in to breakfast. They went in in
an awed mood. After what had hap-
pened, nathmg could have surpnsed
them. Gunter had cheeked the HeAd—
had knocked off his mortar-board. It
required some getting used t.

After breakfast there was a crowd
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round the clock-tower
some step would be

Gunter down was certain;
assuredly not be allowed
authority for long.

‘The juniors were anxious to see the
attack begin. had any sym-
pathy to " waste unter.  His
reckless daring might have earned a
little admiration, had he not spoiled
his own case by his effrontery. But the
insult to the Head put the lid on, as
Loveil expressed it. The fellow was an
out-and-out ca

“Just look at him” said Lovell.
5 vﬁ:‘:& a giddy sight for Rook-

It was Indeed a sight for gods and
men. Gunter was sitting on the rail

at the top of the tower, quite careless
of the fact that it was a dangerous posi-
tion, and smoking. He was blowing
out great clouds of smoke from a big
black cheroot,

It was the last word in impudence.

Bulkeley and Neville, and Knowles
«nd Frampton and Catesby, all pre-
fects of the Sixth, came up to the
tower, and the crowd looked on breath-

lessly. Was the band about to begin
to play? They wondered.

The Sixth-Formers tried the caken
door, and found it immovable. They
looked at the window; but that was
out of reach, and it was fast, too. Then
they retired into the School House.

Gunter dropped some ash from his
cigar upon Knowles while he was busy
at the foot of the tower, and Knowles
brushed it off with a savage look.

The bell for classes went a little
later, and the jugiors reluctantly
enough went into their Form-room. If
the band was going to play, they were
not _going to see the

“RoLl;en hard anes"’ gx‘owled Raby.
“We want to see it! Th ougut to
be a w‘mle holiday to-day!

“Betler ask the Head for one!”
grinned Jimmy Silve

But Raby did not take his advice.
The Fourth Form went info their class-

again, That
taken to fetch
he would
to defy
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After first
portion of the
their instruction in
wise the chemistry lesson, on the
Modern side. Tommy Dodd & Co.
looked eagerly towards the tower as
they came out into the quadrangle.

But there was nothing doing. Gunter
was yawning there, and there was no
attack going on. The junlor who had
defled the school was being left to him-
self for the present. Tommy Dodd &
Co. gave him a yell, to which Gunter
replied with a jeering laugh, and the
Moderns went on to the laboratories,

Morning lessons flnished, and the
Rockwooders came eagerly out. Gunter
was not to be seen; doubrless he was
inside the tower somewhere

Thny haven't fetchcd him_down
yet,” remarked Jimmy Silver, in disgust.
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lesson, the Modern
Form cleared off for
“stinks,” other-

“By George, if the Head left it to us,
we'd jolly soon have him out!”
“Wa jolly well would!” agreed

Lovell. “The prefects don't seem to
be able to do anything. I suppose
they're leaving him to get tired of it.”

“He won't give in unless they make
him,” said Jimmy Silver sagely. “He's
got plenty of nerve, and plenty of cheek.
And the Head can't leave him there
much longer; there's such a thing as
discipline.”

After dinner the Fistical Four were
free for tne afternoon, as it was a
half-holiday. They had arranged a
“rag” on the Bagshot fellows for that -
afterncon, but with one accord they
abandoned the idea now. They wanted

to see how the Gunter affair pro-
gressed.
They put in time at footer practice;

but a whistle from Jones minor warned
them when a move was made against
the rebel.

They rushed off the field at once:
M. Bootles was bearing down upon the

o
the Excited mob that lolluwed him.
“Gunter!” he called
Gunter's head appem‘ed over the
parapet of the tower. He grinned down
at his Form-master,
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“Hallo, old ceck!”

Mr. Bootles breathed hard.

“Gunter, you. have been gnen time
to consider the 1l)surduy and rascality
<f your conduct—-'

“cCut it out!”

“Will you ccme down?”

“I guess not!”

“Then roue \\lll be used,” said Mr.
Bootles.

“Wade in!”

Mr. Bootles retreated hastily, just in
time to escape a whizzing sardine-tin.
A buzz ran through the crowd as half
a dozen prefects of the Sixth came up,
Bulkeley and Knowles carrying a

ladder.
It was the attack at last.

CHAPTER 25.
One Against noukwnodx

ULKELEY planted adder
B against the sill or the lmlc win-
dow in the tower.

Gunter leaned over the parapet high
above, and grinned. The shutters in-
side the window were closed and barred,
and they were thick and strong.
Buikeley fumbled over the window,
it would ot open from the outside. He
uret large hammer from under his
coat.

Broken glass flew in nll directions.

Bang! Bang! Bang

The heavy hammer crashed again
and again upon the window-shutters.
Strong as they were, they were not
planned to resist an attack of that kind
for long. And once they were smashed,
Gunter was not big enough to keep Bul-
keley out, especially with the other
seniors backing him up.

“It’s the end of his tether now, by
gad!” said Adolphus Smythe.

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

It would have been the end of his
tether for any fellow but Gunter. But
the junior from Texas was reckless and
desperate, and he did not care how
much damage he did.

THE TERROR OF ROOKWQOD!

Gunter leancd over the parapet high
above Bulkeley’s head as he stood on
the ladder and wielded the hammer.

“Let up!” shouted Gunter.

Bulkeley did not reply. He crashed
away with the hammer \th ail the
strength of his pov.crful

ok out, Bulkeley ! 'sl‘ou\cd Jimmy

Silver.
A large tin of biscuits, part of the
plunder of the -shop, was in

Gunter's hands. It weighed several
pounds, and he cvidently mtend(‘d to
drop it on Bulkeley’s head. here
was a shout of alarm from the on~
lookers.
Whiz! »
Buliceley locked up at the shout of
warning, and swayed sideways on the
ladder just in time. The tin missed
ead, and struck him the
shoulder, and rolled to the ground and

Bulkeley uttered 2 cry of pain

The hammer fell from hls hand, his
right arm hung numbed at his side.
He swaycd on the ladder and lost his
hold. Neville sprang forward and
caught him as he fell.

Whiz! Whiz! Whiz!

Tins from above crashed dewn on
both the prefects as Neville dragged
the captain of Rookwood away.

Both of them were struck, and

2ville wiped away a smear of red from
his forehead as he laid Bulkeley on the
ground.

Bulkeley was
His face was white,

surrounded at once.
and he set his

teeth to keep back a groan of pain.
soul!”
“Bulkeley,

gasped Mr.
my dear fellow,

panted Bulieley.
hink.”
roared Gunter from

“A—a bruise, I
on!”

“Who's the giddy next? Who
to be brained? Ha, ha, ha!”
“You young scoundrel!” roared Mr.

Bootles, losing command of himself for

the moment.
‘“Come on,

Gunter.

old Boots!” yelled
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Bulkeley stag"ered to hls feet. His
face was twisted w

*Help me in, old chnp,” "he muttered
to Neville, “and keep out of the reach
of that young hooligan.

Bulkeley, leaning heavxly on Neville's
arm, went into the house. Guukr gave
a jeermg yell from the towes

here's one funk!” hs shouted.

“Why don't you try it, Jimmy sﬂver?

y don’t
ah'

Jimmy Silver clenched his hands with
age. He made a step towards the
tower, and Mr. Bootles rapped out :
“Btzmd back, Silver! Keep back
“Let me try, sir!” exclaimed Jimmy
agerly “Leave it to us, sir!”
“Silence! Stand back
Jimmy retreated unwilli
shook his fist at Gunter.
ment was at fever-heat now.

.:

Bulkeley
had been badly hurt, and his injury
might have been very serious if the
missile had struck him where it was

intended to strike. The reckless
savagery of the junior from Texas
almost scared the Rookwood fellows.
Most of them, however, were longing
to get at him. But how to get at him
—that was the question.

“What are we to do, sir?” muttered
Knowles very uneasily. “A chap mll’hb
be bramed by that mad Jyoung vll]mn

“I—1 NOW,' gas] Mr.

ootles. " The “retched boy appears 0
be little better than a criminal. But
he cannot be allowed to defy the school
in this manner, Knowles. He must be
seized.”

Knowles locked up at_the grinning
young rascal, who had Znother heavy

tin ready in his hands. He
where he was. Knowles had too much
respect for his head to put it under that

threatening tin.

Neville came back, looking grim and
angxy He did not hesitate. He picked

the hammer and mounted the

lndder The heavy biscuit-fin crashed
down upon him, and he jumped off the
ladder to escape it.

Crash

4 mto dnngex f\vum
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A square tin of sardincs smote the
DAD[E«.E ou the forchead, and he reeled
and fell. Knowles scized him and
pulled him away.

“Den't be an idiot,
nothing to be done

“I'll get at him!” panted Neville,
st,xggcnm; up. “I'll smash him!"” He
dabbed at his forehead with his hand-
kerchief, wi ch came away crimson.

“Come on!” roared Gunter.

Nevilie! There’s

“Keep back, Neville!” sald Mr.
Bootles hastily. “I forbid you to go
Keep back!”

“Stay “hcre you are, Neville! I com-
mand you!”

Neville growled and dabbed his fore-
head. The attack had failed. Gunter
was master the situation, Mr.
Bootles was at his wits’ end. He could
not allow the prefects to run the risk
of serious injury, and yet it was im-
peratively necessary for young
rascal in the clock-tower to be seized.

Out of the range of Gunter's missiles
the crowd looked on, wondering what
was to come of it. Gunter was defying
all Rookwood—with success.

To leave him there, in triumphant
possession of the fortress, was mani-
festly impossible. But what was to be
done?

While Mr. Booties stood in doubt, and
the boys waited and wondered, Gunter
disappeared for a moment. He came
into sight again, with a coil of rope in
his hand. It was his lasso. He swung
it round his head.

“Look out!” said Jimmy Silver. “He
could rope one of us in ai this dis-
tance"‘

Whiz

The hsso flew Lhrough the air, un-
coiling as it flew. The kne
Gunter's skill with that pecuhar
weapon, and they crowded back.

But it was not at a junior that the
1asso was aimed.

Mr. Bootles, greatly to his astonish-
ment and alarm, felt a loocse noose
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settle over his head and slip over his
shoulders.

“Goodness gracious!” he ejaculated.

He caught at the rope, but before he
could deal with it, or indecd realise
what was happening, it tightened, and
the noose was like a band of iron round
his body under the arms. A sharp jerk
on the rope, and the Form-master was
dragged off his feet.

“Help!” shrieked Mr. Bootles.

It seemed to the unfortunate mester
that the quadrangle rose up and
smote him. His cap went flying, his
gown was tangled with his legs, his
arms beat the air. Heels over head he
was dragged towards the tower.

“Rescue!” yelled Jimmy Silver.

Fistical Four rushed forward.
Mr. Bootles had bumped against the
wall of the tower, and Gunter had
taken a turn of the rope over the
railing on the parapet. he four
juniors seized hold of their Form-
master, and held to him.

“We've got you, sir!” pantcd Lovell.

Wkuz‘ sh!

000}

Cra:
hi”

Sardme—t\ns from above crashed on
the Classic: our. Jimmy Silver,
half- sﬁunned by a blow on the head,
fell to the ground. Lovell roared as he
caught a tin with his necl

Other fellows were rushlng forward
to their aid, but they boacked away from
hat shower of dangerous mig
Fxstlcx" Four let go—they (‘Gu‘d not help

y dedged the missiles from
not with mmuch success, for
‘s aim was good, u*m e had an
\m nited supply of ammunition. Ha‘r»
stunned and severely hurt, the Fi
Trour dcd"ed away from the \\‘nzz.mb
tins.

Then Gunter dragged on the lasso.
The rope whirled up over the rail of
the parapet. and Mr. Bootles was
dragged from the ground.

p he went, dazed i
rope grinding on hig ribs n'l he

:).bm e,

v, the

25
or seven fect from the ground. Ti
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Cunter made the rope fast, and left
him hanging.

“Helpl” panted Mr. Bootles fechly.
Gunter roared.

“Ha, ha, ha! Who's the next?”

CHAPTER 26.
Up to Jimmy Sitver!
z ELP!” 2
H . Mr. Bootles called out in
faint’ and quavering tones.
Jimmy Silver rubbed his head and
gritted his tecth. He had had three
or four hard knocls.
“Ob, my hat!” gasped Lovell.
old Bootles! Lok at him!”

“Poor

Mr Booues hung at the end of the

asso like a fish on a line. The rope
was too tight about his body for him
to have a chance of loosening it. His
heels beat against the brick wall as
he hung. He had caught at the rope
above his head with both hands, and
hung on to ease the strain on his
Til Bootles was not in a fit con-
dition for exercises of this kind—his
gymnastic days were long past. 1e
quadrangle swam about him as he
swang.

Gunter was roaring with laughter.
He had missiles in both hands, ready
for anyone who attempted the rescue
of the Form-master.

Mr. Bootles hung, like thomots
cofiin, between heaven and earth. The
ook upon his face was extracrdinary.

“Roped in, by lhunder!” chortled
Gunter. “I guess I'll keep him hang-
ing there all the afternoon, by gum, as
an example. Why don’t you e him,
J)mmy Silver, you funk'

“I'm going to, you cm"’”huuted *
>

“Came on!”
“Izuld on, Jimmy—heil brain you

aid Jimmy
Back up, Classies!”
cderns,” grinned Tommy
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Dodd. “He's our Form-master, too,
ain’t he? Shoulder to shoulder!”
Tommy Dodd and Jimmy made a
rush for the ladder, and a dozen juniors
followed them. Classicals and Moderns
rushed on, shoulder to shoulder. The
ladder was dragged from the window
and planted against the wall close to
the wriggling and gasping Mr. Bootles.
Whiz, whiz! Crash, thump, bump!
Gunter hurled the tins with reck-
less hands and good aim. It was a
. deadly fire that Lhe Fourth-Formers
had to face.
But the Fistical Four and the three

Tommies did not falter. They had t
rescue their Form-master.
Jimmy Silver was first up the

ladder, his open pocket-knife in his

H~ slashed at the rope over Mr.

Bootles head.
keen ed"e of the blade cut
thxaugh it quick!

‘Whiz, whiz, wkuz'

Jimmy Silver was getting all the fire
now. Tin after tin strucx him, but he
set his teeth and kept o

The rope suddenly parted with a

Mr. Bootles shot downwards, into the
arms of the juniors below, and they
collared him at once, and rushed him
back from the tower.

Jimmy Silver bounded off the ladder,
and followed.

He was dazed with the blows he had
received, and there was crimson stream-
ing down his forehead and his cheeks.

His head had been badly cut.
Mr. Bootles lay gasping on the
ground. It was several minutes before

he was able to sit up.

“Thank you, my boys!" he panted at
last. “Silver!” He uttered an exclama-
tion cf horror as he looked 2t Jimmy’s
face. “Silver! Good heavcns My
brnve lad, you are hurt!”

“Only a few cuts, sn'." said Jimmy,
as cheerfully as he could.

“Bless my soul! Boys, keep back
from the tower—keep out of the reach
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of . that young desperado
come into the House at once!

Jimmy Silver was glad to ha,ve his
hurts  atten to. There were
several bad cuts, and when Jimmy ap-
peared in public again he had a band-
age round his forehead. Several other
fellows had been hard hit, though not
so severely as Jimmy. Rookwood was
buzzing with excitement; but the fel-
lows were giving the clock-tower a wide
berth. The i\tta(‘k had stopped—for
good, apparen

Gunter cou‘d be seen smoking on the
tower, and occasionally he yelled to the
fellows in the quadrangle. They yelled
back, but they did not go near him.

Smythe of the Shell advocated tele-
phoning for the police. But Smythe
did not suggest how Police-constable
Boggs of Coombe was to get at Gunter
—unless he brought an aeroplane with
him.

It was a damaged-looking quartette
that gathered in the end study for tea.
Jimmy Silver was bruised and cut and
bandaged. Lovell had a cut cheek, ﬂnﬂ
Newcome a black eye, and Rab
several bumps on his head. And the
Fistical Four were breathing fur

“They're letting him alon sail
Lovell savagely—“letting the cud defy
us all. They can’t touch him.

“Blessed if I quite see how he's
he touched,” said Raby, feeling his
head l.enderly “I've got four bumps—
big ones.”

Jimmy Silver set his teeth,

“Keép smiling,” he sald. That was
Jimmy Silver's usual advice, under all
circumstances. “We're going to deal
with the cad. Look at my chivvy. I
shall be a sight for a week or more,

The chap who makes my chivvy look
like that is going to pay for it. Ow!”

“The Head seems to have chucked it
up,” said Newcome. *“The rotter will
have to be left there till he comes out

of his own accord. Blessed if I can
see how he's to be stopped from stick-
ing 1t out for ¢he whole term, if he
chooses.”

“We're going to stop him.”
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“T'm game,” said Lovell. “‘But how?”
“It’s up to us,” said Jimmy.

“I've had enough of his hlessed
sardine-1 ims on my napper,” said
Raby. ‘The beast dm't piay the game.
He don’t care if he injures a chap.
Might get your teceth knocked out.”

‘“He's a b'essed despemdo, and no
mistake,” said Jim:

“And he’s the Heads nephew!”
grunted Lovell.

Jhnmy Silver knitted his brows.

“I'm not so jolly sure about that,”
he said. “There’s something fishy
about the fellow. You remember how
alarmed he was when he got a letter
from America the other day. He said
something about the game here being
up, and he seened to ask for the sack
—he got quite reckless. He knew he
had got to go, anyway. It locks to me
as if the)e s sumedlmg shady about his
coming

Lovell opcned his eyes wide.

“You mean he’s an impostor!” he
ejaculated.
"I wouldn't say so; but it locks

jJolly like it from the things he's let

p, and the way he's acted,” said
Jimmy. “I know it seems a bit thick,
but such things have happened. After
he’d had that Yankee letter he said
that the game was up, and a fellow
he’d made an arrangement with had
gone back on him, and was coming

e, en he shut up like an oyster
*l)ed said too much. What does that
ook like?”

“My hat!” said Lovell, with a deep
breath.

“I know it sounds rather thi
said Jimmy, “but it's a bit thi
think that that ruffianly brute is Dx’
Chisholm’s nephew. Bat that isn't
the question before the giddy meet-
ing, anyway. The bizney is to yank
hh'ln out of the clock-tower by his short

*And how?”
We can't get near him,”
¢ don’t want to be br

.

I».”

seld Raby,
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“He won't be able to aim so jolly
well after dark,” said Jimmy.

“ After darl!”

“Exactly. A giddy night attack,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Us four—and
we'll take the Head by surprise. The
ladder’s still here, and I've got an
idea. They can’t expect to handle him
as this study would, you know.”

“Ahem!”

“Leave’ it to me, and pass the
muffins,” said Jimmy Silver. I we
don’t collar that cad thls EVGD‘DB: yuu

can call me a Modern,
After which thm-c was evidently
nothing to he said.

CHAPTER 27.
The End Study Docs It}

F.ED spoL Sn amed from the top
A i the ~tower, through the
shadows Of the old quadrangle

of Rookwood.

It was the glowing end of a cigar.

Four juniors who slipped quietly
out of the School House and ap-
proached the clock-tower in the deep
dusk, noted that red glimmer, and
grinved.

“He's there!” muttered Lc'.eﬂ
n the watch,” agreed
Silver. “But he isn't a blessed Cs,t—
he can’t see in the dark. Silence, my
infants!”

The Fistical Four almost tiptoed to-
wards the tower. In the Common-
room and the studies there was a
buzz of excited talk—the cencalion
was still at its height. The Classical
Four had slipped out quietly-
own. They were going to p:
Rookwood that Jimmy Sib
were equal to the emergency—
Gunter proved too much for them. *

Silently as ghosts the four juniors
arrived u')der the black shadow of the
clock-tower. Nine strokes hoomed
out above their heads.

The ladder was still there, Ieanlng
against the ick w Feour pairs of




:

THE SCHOOLBOYS'

hzmds grasped it and drew it quietly

Wlth the ladder in their grasp
Jimmy Silver & Co. trod cautiously
along to the window.

“Now, then, all together!” whis-
pered Jimmy Silver. “One good shove
ought to do it, and when ii’s once
open a dozen Gunters couldn’t stop
sy

“What-ho!"

‘That was Jimmy Silver's idea to
use the heavy ladder as a battering-
ram, and burst in the shutter with a
terrific charge at it. Bulkeley’s blows
with - the hammer lad already
damaged the shutter, though it was
not broken. But the heavy ladder pro-
pelled by four strong young pairs of
arms would tell a different tale. And
until the crash made Gunter aware of
El;eir presence, they would not be under

They retreated a little distance, and

then, at a word from Jimmy Silver,
rushed for

Crash!

The head of the ladder smote the
‘window-shutter with thundering

concussion. There was a loud splinter-
ing. The charge had succeeded better
than the juniors had expected. For
the end of the ladder not only shat-
tered the shutter and burst it open,
but it shot through the now open
window, and the four juniors tumbled
forward as the resistance gave way.
was a roar from Lovell as

his head came into violent contact
with Newcome's. The ladder had
slipped from their grasp, but Jimmy
seized it again instantly, and set it
straight at the window.

“Follow your leader!” he panted.

There was & yell above, and a whiz-
zing of missiles. Heavy tms crashed
on the ground around then

Gunter was on the defenslve at once.

Crash, crash! A wild yell from New-
come, a howl of pain from Raby. But
Jimmy Silver was head and shoulders
through the window.
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He pitched reckiessly in, and Lovell
was after him in a flash.

They picked themsclves up on the
dark stairs and rushed uj

Crash, crash on the nnrra.v splral
stair! Gunter had realised what had
happened, and that foes were within
the tower. was hurling his
missiles down the stairs with reckless

nds.

But a maxim gun would hardly have
stopped the Classical chums at that
moment.

Raby and Newcome had scrambled
in after them, hurt and furious. Thq
four of them raced up the stairs.
Crash! Bang! Crash! Bump'
Jimmy Silver resled heavy
object smote him on the chest but he
kept on. He cmme out panting at the
top of the stai
“‘Gunter, you ‘cad!”
“Silver, you fool! Take that!™
“That” was a whizzing tin of
several pounds in weight, which would
have felled Jimmy Silver if he ha
“taken” = it. But Jimmy Snlver
dodged it swiftly, and it passed him,
and the next second he was upon
Gunter.

“Now, you cad!” panted Jimmy.

His grasp fastened on Gunter with &
crash, Gunter fighting like a wild cat:
But he had found his match in Jimmy

Silver, and a little more than his
match.

Jimmy's knee was planted on his

st

“Got him!” he shouted. “This
way!”

Lovell and Raby and Newcome piled
1 brcatnleasly. | They seiied Glupter
on all sides, grasping him where they
could. Raby had one arm, Newcome
the other, and Lovell fixed a strangle-
hold round his neck.

“Grooh! Let up!”  screamed
Gunter.
“Do you give in, you cad?"”
o o E\Iope ! Grooh! Neverl Oht
17

“We've got him!*
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Certainly they had gob 'him. Gunter
was struggling still, but he had no
chance. With a rush the Fistical Four
brought him hurtling down the stairs.
Gunter, struggling, bumped from step
to step, and his yells showed that he
dig not f¥ind that mode of descent
grateful or comforting.

There was a shout in the quadrangle
—the crashing had been heard, and
me fellows were sireaming out of the

House. A roar of voices rose round
the clock-tower. The Fistical Four
reached the lower window with their
pyisoner.

‘This way!” panted Jimmy. “Can’t
open the door—it’s screwed!  Shove
him through the window! Hallo! Is

um you, Bulkeley
Bulkeley of the Sl‘{th blinked in at
them in the gloom.

' Jimy Silver!

“Here he is!”

“Oh, my hat!” said Bulkeley.

Gunter, kicking and yelling, was
thrust through the window. Bulke-
ley's powerful grasp closed on him
grimly. Then Gunter's struggles
ceased. e was as an infant in the
grip of the captain of Rookwood.

“Thank you; Jimmy Silver!” said
Bulkeley. “You were a cheeky young
rascal to do this without permission.
Bub—v~

“It was up to our study, you know,”
said Junm/ cheerfully.

Bulkeley laughed. He strode away
towards the School House with an
iron grasp on Gunter. Jimmy Silver
& Co. slipped through the window one
after another and found themselves in
‘he midst of a crowd.

“By gad, they've done it!” said
Smythe of the Shell. “Cheeky young
rotters to chip in, by gad!”

“You wouldn't have done it, would
you, Smythey?” grinned Tommy Dodd.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

**Three cheers for us!” said Jimm;
Silver cheerfully. *Hip, hip, hunayl"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hurray!”

What—how—"
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The Fistical Four marched back to
the School House in the midst of a
laughing and cheering_crowd—Jimmy
Silver waving high “the black ﬂag
which -had been hoisted on the clock-
tower by the rebel and captured by
the Fistical Four. Al t moment
there was no doubt that the Fistical
Four were, to use Jimmy Silver's
expression—it. They were absolutely,
mdubxtably m\d undcabted]y~rr

An hnur Iater the Hezxds car m!]c\d
out of the gates of ‘Rookweod with
Gunter sitting in it, and Mr. Bootles
Omn one sxdc of him and Bulkeley on

e of

The ras"a! of Rookwood was gone.

Jimmy Silver wondered whether he
would ever see him again, and whether
the strange suspicions he had formed
regarding the Head's nephew would
ever be cleared up. The night ex-
press had carricd Gunter away—far
from Rookwood. Was Rookwood done
with him? That was a question only
the future could answer.

CHAPTER 23.
Declined Without Thanks!
N eyeglass gleamed in at the door-
way of the end study.

Behind the eyeglars was the
languid and somewhat vacant counte-
nance of Adolphus Smythe, the orna-
ment of the Shell Form of Rookwood.

Seldom did the great Adolphus, the
dandy of the Shell, condescend to visit
a Fourth-Form study. It might have
been expected, therefore, that
four Fourth-Formers in the study wculd
have been duly impressed, and that they,
would have greeted the great Adolphus
with mark pect.

But they weren't—and they didn't! #

Jimmy Silver and Lovell and Raby,
and Newcome, the Fistical Four of the
Fourth, were in deep discussion.

That afternoon Jimmy Silver had re-
ceiyed a fiver.
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Fivers were remarkably uncommon in
the Fourth Form, and a junior with a
fiver was a remarkable and much-to-be-
respected youth, so long as the fiver
lasted.

It was a great and unique occasion.
The Fistical Four was holding a -
” concerning the disposal of the
fiver, It was, as Lovell remarked, a
day worthy to be marked with a white

Nacunuy they had no attention to
waste upon Smythe when that elegant
youth looked in and his monocle gub—
tered condescendingly upon them.

“A c&r out for the afternoon,” Raby

ying, ‘“that’s a good wheeze.
Lucky it’s 2 half-holiday.”

*What price a first-rate picnic?” said
Newcome.

Or a run over t/a Northwood and the
cinema,” sald Lo

“Or all the blcssed lot!” said Jimmy
Silver lavishly. ‘e could stand the
lot out of a fives r

Wh ereupon me devoted chums ejacu-
lated toget
ray!”

Adalphus Smthe sniffed.

Adolphus Smythe might have been a
stock or a stone for all the effect he had
upon the cheery juniors in the study.
They had not even observed hi

However, when he sniffed they looked
round. They had heard the s)

“Hallo! What's that?” said Lovell,
gazing at Adolphus as if he had never
seen him before.

“ Another escape from the Zoo!” said

Raby.

“I've looked in to see you, Silver,”
said Adolphus rather savagely.

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“Better go over to the Modern side,”
he suggested.  “That’s the proper place
for stray monkeys. Good-by

“Yes, run away!” ur!ed Newcome,

“Can't you see we're busy? Now, we'd
better scart immediately after dinner,

AT )V,;vant to speak to Silver,” sald
Smythe, “It's rather important.”
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‘“He's heard of the fiver,” said Lovell
in a stage whisper; and there was a
chuckle in the end study.

Smythe frowned.

“If you've got a few minutes to spare,
Silver—"

“My hat!” said Jimmy.

For the dandy of the Shell to ask
a Fourth-Former if he had a few
minutes to spare was really remarkable.
There seemed to be no doubt that Adol-
phus had, in fact, heard of the fiver.
Well, you can go ahead,” said Jimmy

““We're rather busy, but we can
give you‘a, minute or two. Fire away,

“It’s you I want to speak to; not these
kids!” said Adolphus, with a ainful
glance at Jimmy Silver’s chums.

Tha.t was Adolphus’ very tactful way:

“Why, you cheeky ass—" hegan
Lovell w

“You can speak to all of us, or you
needn’t speak at all, Smythe,” said
Jimmy Silver. “No blessed secrets in
this study!”

“Well, I suppose these kids can be

trusted not to blab,” said Adolphus.
“The fact is, Silver, we've got a little
excursion on this afternoon, and we'd
like you to come.”

““Oh, crikey!” sadd Jimmy Silver.

‘' Howard and Tracy and I are going,”
resumed Adolphus. “We'd like you to
make a fourth, if yowd care to come.”

“ it

Jimmy Silver had never been
asked to join In the little ex-
cursions of the lddy Goats of
Rookwood. As matter of fact,
and as he would have expressed it,
he would not have been found dead in
their select society. till, it was a fact
that he had never been asked, and
Smythe's manner conveyed that he fully
understood what an honour he was con~
ferring upon Jimmy.

ere was only one possible explana+
tion.  Adolphus had heard of the fiver:

‘It will be rather inheresun' 2 dmwled
Adolphus. ‘“‘We're havin’ out—
quite a gocd gee-gee and a dinky little
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trap—holds five guite well.
to drive. Will you come?”
I'm not insured.”

I'm goin’

f you're going to drive, Smythey,
I d prefer to get insured first.”
k here—"

“And I can't come, anyway,” said
Jimmy Silver. “I'm going out with my
own pals.”

“I should jolly well think so!” said
Lovelf wrathfu

dolphus ignored Lovell,

“You'd find it rather interestin’,
Silver,” he said. “We're goin’ to have
a really rippin’ time, you kl‘ow And
we're meetin’ a ch: chap
used to be in this study befl)re he lnﬂ,
Rookwood—Gunter, you know.” .

“The Head's nephew!” exclaimed

Lovell.

““He’s stayin’ in Coombe now,” pur-
sued Adolphus, “and we've arranged to
meet him. I dare say you'd like to see
him again.”

““Blessed if I want to see a chap that's
been sacked from the school for being a
beastly blackguard!” s2id Jimmy Silver.
“And what the deuce is he doing in
Coombe? Old Bootles took him to
Londoen, and handed him over to Lhe
chap who was to take him bacl
America.”

“‘Well, he hasn't gone,” said Smythe.
“He doesn't choose to go.
bit of 2 bounder he know, but he's
sportin'—very sportin’. And we've fixed
up the afternoon with him. It’s goin’
to be toppin’! ‘The fact is, we're goin’
to see somethin' rather entertainin'—
Coombe Races.”

Jimmy Silver jumped.

“You're going to the races!”
shguted,

he

*“Well, you rotter!”

“You needn’t do any bettin’, you
know,” said Smythe, with a sneer. “You
can sit on the trap and watch. It’s
worth seein’, you know, and it’s an ex-
perience. We should want you to pay
your whack in the trap, that’s all. It

He was a | S

Iy
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come rather expensive—your whack in
the exes will come to a couple of quid.
If you can shéll out you can come, In
fact, we'll be glad to have you! ~ What
do you say?"

“I say that if you don’t clear off this
minute I'll bun, cushicn at you!”
said Jimmy sﬂver picking up a cushion
from the armchair. “You precious
blackguard! You'd get the sack if you
were found out!”

“If you're afraid of that—"

“I'm not afraid, you worm!” growled
Jimmy Silver, “But I'm not going to
play the giddy goat and rotten black-
guard slmply to show that I'm not
afraid!”

“Oh, have a little pluck!™ urged

Smythe. “We don't often take the
Fourth-Form kids along with us. It’s a
chance for you {o have a good time in

really decent compmy for cnce. You
shouldn’t miss it.

“Are you going, Sm,

“Now, loock here, Silver—  Yah!
oh!”

Swipe!

Jimmy Silver kept his word. The
cushion flew with unerring aim, and it
caught olphus under the chi
Smythe of the Shell went spinning bP.ck
into the passage as if he had been shot
irom a catapull

There was a “loud bump in the pas-

“Yah! Ah! Wah!” stuttered Adol-
phus.  “You cheeky young sweep—
yooop! Il thrash ~ you—grooh!—

within an inch of your—ow!—life!
Yow!
scoundrel!”
Jimmy Silver fielded the cushion, but
e did not take it back into the study;
he used is as a duster on Adolphus.
Swipe, swipe, swipe!
Smythe of the Shell scrambled away
wildly, all his languid elegance vanish-
He fled for his life. Jimmy
er, warming to his work, pursued
him down the passage, swlplng away
with, the cushion. Adolphus fled down
the Stairs, gasping and stuttering, and

p 9l
Leave off, you young
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Jimmy brandished the cushion after
him from the landing.

“Now come bB.Ck and have some
more!” he roared.

But Adolphus of the Shell did not | &

come back. Wild horses would not have
dragged him back.

Adolphus’ one cbject at that moment
was to cover the greatest possible dis-
!.ance in fne shortest pessible space of

Jimmy Silver returned breath-
lessly to his study.

CHAPTER 29
Knowles on the Track!
o UNTER back!” said Lovell, with
G whistle.
And his chums whistled toc.
t was astonishing that Smythe, the
great. chief of the “Giddy Goats,”
should have the nerve to ask Jimmy
Silver of the Fourth to share in his
questionable cxcursions. But the news
that the nuts were going to meet Gunter
was more astonishing stil
‘The Rookwood fellows had supposed
that Gunter by that time was on board
shlp on his way to the western conti-
nen

s that he was in Coombe, the
hme illage nes Rookwoo, astounded

What was he doing there?

“The silly ass!” said Jimmy Silver,
referring to Smythe. “Gunter will get
hiin into trouble. Smyihey is only a
silly, timid blackguard, but Gunter is a
regular scoundrel. It would be his idea
of a joke to land Smythey with the sack,
too!”

“Serve him right!” growled Lovell.
“My hat!
him geing to the
They've done xt bemre," said Raby.
“Smythey thinks it sporting—or sport-
In’, as he calls it. Bullkeley never sus-
pects anything. Well, t'aia’t cur bu
What about our little run tais after-
noon?”

Suppose Enlkeley spotted

58, cm’mcchan \\Jth a felloy
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"We'l] settle on the car,” said Jimmy
Silve

“Hear, hear!”

“We've got time to run down to the
arage on our bikes before dinner, and
fix up,” sald Jimmy. “Get a move
on!”

The Fistical Four got a move cn.

It was not often, in fact, it was very
seldom, that the chums of the Fourth
could efford to have a car out for an

afternoon, and they were delighted at
the prospect.

‘Tommy Dodd of the Modern side met
them as they werc wheeling their
machines out. The Classical Four pre-
pared w ‘wheel the bikes into Tommy

ho, as a mere Modern, was
natura]ly to be set ‘upon under all eir-
cumstances, according to the Classical
view.

But Tommy Dodd held u
in ngn of peace. He was 1caLm° very
seriou:

“Have you chaps heard about Gunter.
He’s been seen in Coombe. Hc's stay-
ing there—putting up at the Bird-in-
Hand, that awfully low pub.”

*“Well, he doesn’t belong to Rookwood
now,” said Jimmy Silver.  “No business
of ours.”

“Isn't it?” said Dodd warmly.
the nephew of cur headmaster, and
everybody knows it. He ought to have
gone home when he was sacked. My
kelief is that he's hanging out at Coombe
simply to bring disgrace on the 5(“1001
and on his uncle for sacking him.”

“Well, it would be like him,” a;

“He's

Jimm;

a1 jelly well think he ousht to
be_clearc said Tommy Dodd.
“Enovwles, pm ct, says—

“Oh, blow Enowles!”

c‘~=c'» ! chums were very much
t 7 Knowles, the head pres

Aect cf thﬂ Modern side of Rookwood.
“Knowles says,” persisted Tommy
Dedd, “that Gunter is keepm~ up some
ookwood,
Classical pret cu‘s ought to
Gunter was a Classical

and t!
look in‘m iL.
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here, and s0 are his friends—whoever
they are. Seems to me that Bulkeley
is asleep, and that's a fact.”

“Why, you cheeky Modern ass—-""

“QOur prefects dont go round spying
and watching, like your Modern pre-
fects,” said Lo\.ell loftily.  “EKnowles
always knows what's going on, because
hes sum a prying rotter! Bulkeley

n't!”

“Fathe:td'" said  Tommy Dodd.
“Look here, that fellow Gunter has no
right to fix himself so close fo Rookwood,
and disgrace us!  Buppose we go down.
there in a pnrty and mop him up, and

make him clear 2

“A'ld what would the HMead say if he
knew we'd been in the Bird-in-Hand!”
grinned Jimmy Silver.

““Well, we should have to keep that

d.  “But if we
don't go there will be trouble. Knovhles
has gob his eye on him, and he'll spot
the fellows who go to sce him—Classical
chaps, of course, Ncbod;

% on our side
‘would touch the cad with a barge-pole.

“Enewles had better mind his own
business,” said Jimmy Silver. “The
Classical prefects can look after our
side!”

‘Tommy Dedd sniffed.

“They don’t seem to be doing it,” he
said.

“Oh, rats!”

“Bulkeley ought to wake up—"

“Bung himover!” said Jimmy Silver.

Any aspersion upon Eulkeley, the
head of the Classical side and captain
of Rookwood, could nob fail to put up
the backs of the Fistical Four. They
promp nu,: wheeled Lhc,r bikes into

d, and the Modern junior

saf down in the quad.
silly  rotters!”
“Yan! Oh!

you roared
Tommy Dhda. Rescus,
Moderns!"”

Cook and Doyle and a crowd of
Modern juniors came dashing up. The
Fistical Four, staying only a moment to
wipe their boots upon Tommy Dodd,
their bikes down to the gates.

v thim!” rosred Doyle.
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Tommy Dodd, breathing wrath and
vengeance, leaped to his feef, and led
the rush in pursuit of the Classical
Four. Jimmy Silver & Co. reached the

gates barely ahead of the raging
B/'odf-rr‘s, and rushed their machines
out and jumped on them.

Go it!” panted Jimmy.

Tommy Dodd & Co. came sweeping
out of the gates, with a wild whoop.
Bub four pairs of pedals were whirling
round, and the four cyclists shot away,
leavmg the Moderns panting in the road.

mmy Silver glanced round, and
‘xissed his hand at the dusty and infu-
riated Tommy Dodd, who shook a
frantic fist in reply.
en the Fistical Four rode on cheer-
fully. They had done their old rivals
in that little encounter, and they felt
that théy deserved well of their country.

CHMAPTER 20.
A Gurious Find!

IMMY SILVER & CO. came back
in time for dinmer. At dinner
Jimmy glanced curiously towards

the Shell table, where Smythe & Co.
were conversing in low tones and look-
ing decidedly “chirpy.”

‘The nuts of Rookwood were looking
forward to their afternoon’s excursion.
Bold blades as Adolphus & Co. fancied
tbemselves to be, they had hitherto only
“dabbled,” as it were, in vicious amuse-
ments—a little card-playing in the
study, a little betting on “gee-gees,” a
cigarette occasionally. They were, in
fact, more ridiculous than bad.
under Gunter's auspices, Lhey were
pretty certain to become more bad than
ridiculous. Gunter was an utbeﬂy reck-
less blackguard, and the nuts were look-
ing forward to a high old time in his
companyfsometmnf’ quite out of the
commorL

my Silver did not often worry
hlmself about Adolphus & Co. He
garded them s born idiots, and let Lhem
alone. Ifa fellow were ass enough to
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play bridge instead of footer, if he were
duffer cnough to damage his health by
smoking, instead of 1mp| ving it by
hc'\lthy exercise, it w: Jimmy’s busi-
ut on this oc 4
fc 5z rather concerne
be just like Gunier to get the foolish
“‘Goats " into serious trouble, and with
Knowles of the Sixth c n the watch, the
trouble would soon come home to roost.
Jimmy Silver knew only too well how
glad the Modern prefeci would be to
catch Classical juniors ontraging the
laws of the school. It would be “one
up” against Bulkeley—il would show
that the Classical prefects were neglect- |
ing their dutics, which in corsequence
had to be performed by a Modern pre-

It Duld

fect. Knowles would enjoy that.
Old  Bulkeley was conscientious
enmwh but he was good-natured and

ythe . found
ling the wool over
was hard for gocd-natured

his cyes. It
old Bulkeley to suspect any fellow of

being a rank rotter.

With  Knowles it W different.
Knowles own conduct s not exactly
estimable, and perhaps that helped to
enlighten him.

After dinner Jimmy Silver joined the
three nuts as they came out into the
quad. He had determined to give
Smythe a warning. It was not likely
to be received amicably, but he meant
to do his best.

*Smythey-—"" began Jimmy.
Adolphus Lurned his eyeglass upon
thc ;‘Oﬂﬂ.h -Form

aas? Thlnk youd like to come,
after all?” he asked.

Jimmy Silver was very welcome in
the little party—with his five-pound
note. Adolphus had schemed a cuining
little scheme of “planking ” the major
part of the expenses cn Jimmy Silver,
hence his visit to the end study. T
carry out that little scheme, Adolphus
was willing to forget all injuries, and
let bygones be bygones.

“No. Idon't think I'd like to come,”
growied Jimmy.

Adolphus froze at once.

“Time we were gettin’ off, Tracey,”
he remarked, turning his back on
Jimmy Stlver.

“Listen to me,” said Jimmy. “I
don’t want to interfere with your fat-
gﬂzded goings on—'tain't my business.

“Rippin’ weather for a little run,
Howard, ain’t it?” saild Adolphus, un-

F3
&

“Topp w'!" agreed Ho“

“I want to warn ye SJ:} ‘they, that
you may be booked for troublc if you go
out  with — Gunter,”  said Jimmy.

“Knowles s watching for a chnurc at

you. Very likely he will spot *

“I'm not likely to bother nbaut a
Modern cad,” ynwncd Smythe, “and
don’t talk to me, Jimmy er. Idon'c
generally mix with fags.

The great Adolphus walked away with
his pals.

Jimmy Stlver grunted. He had done
his_best, but he cou]d not feel that he
had done much goo

“The silly ass ls bound to run into
trouble.” e told his chums, witen he re-
joined them. “Can't be helped.”

“Serve him right!" said Lovell.

“It's up against our side if a Modern
prefect catches Classicals »" said
Jimmy frowning. “Still, it can't be
helped. There go the silly dufiers.”

Smythe and Howard and Tracey
were sauntering elegantly down to the
gates. They were dressed to kill. Noth-
ing could have cxceeded llle xlmsmess
oI their toppers and the their

m)!ets it was the beautiful

creas« ir trousers. Smythe & Co.
d.cappmund—on their way to keep their
appointment with the expelled nephew
of the Head.

e car was not due for ncarly an

hour yet, and Jimmy Silver 0. went
to the end sLudy to work through
some * vhad onhand. ‘Their

xmposmon dono moy could enjoy the
afternoon with clear consciences, ag
immy Silver put it. The lines wer
Guly finished. = A fragment of paper
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slipped out of Lovell's “Virgil” as he
was_closing il

“What’s that"" asked Jimmy Silver,
bis eye falling upon the paper, and nol
ing some of the words written on it.

“My bookmarlk,” said Lovell. “What
about it?”

“It’s part of a letter.”

“Yes; I picked it out of the waste-
paper basket weeks ago,” said Lovell
With a starc. “No good, I suppose?”

Jimmy Silver picked up the slip. It
was nearly half of a page of notepaper,
and it was covered with writing in a
sprawling, youlhful hand.  His threc
chums regarded him with e.
Jimmy Silver’s interest in that rrzgment

a“ a bookmark, astonished them.
“Have you looked at this Lovell?”

Jimmy as
4 ND Why should 12"
s a part of a letter—a letter to

Gumer, I think,” said Jimmy quietly.
“Dao you rcmember a short time befor
he left, he had a letter from America
that upset him a lot? It was after that
that he became such a thoroughly reck-
Jess rotter. He said something about a
fellow going back on him, after making
an arrangement. Listen to this—""
Jimmy read out the fragment.

“I can’t keep it up any longer, Sam,
and that’s the truth. I reckoned I
should like it, but I don't. Besides,
there’s mopper and popper to be con-
sidered. It was a wild idea, and I
reckon it won't do. You can expect
me pretty soon after you get this, so
it's no good writing. I gues:

‘That was all.

“That can’t be part of Gunter's
letter,” sa*rl Lovell.  “Gunter's name
isn't Sam.

“That letter came from America,”
said Jimmy quietly. “There’s only one
chap here gets letters from America,
and that’s Gunter.”

“But how do you know?”

i
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“It's written in Lhi Amerjcan lan-
guage, my son. oper and Dopper
are American for mater and pate;

“You ought to be a giddy defective,”
said Raby admiringly.

“Then there’s ‘guess,’ too,” said
Jimmy. “English people don’t guess,
except in guessing competitions. Now,
how is it that a chap writing to Robers
Gunter addresses him as Sam?”

‘““Ask me another,” said Lovell.

“Gunter said something .about the
game here being ¥ «fter he got that
letter.  You know ='s a jolly queer
Kind of chap to be a nephew of Dr.
Chisholm. It's been in the back of my
mind for a long time there was some-
thing shady about it,” said Jimmy
Silver.

“My hat! You—you don’t think—"

“T jolly well do,” said Jimmy Silver.
“We know that the Head had never
seen his nephew, who was born in Texas.
HE had never been in England before.

I can’t help thinking there has been a
swindle—and 1t looks to me as if this
letter proves it.”

Lovell whistled.

““It sounds a bit thick,” he said. “Not
much good saying so oulside this study,
Jimmy. The fellows will think you're *
potty.”

“I'm not going to say anything,” said
Jimmy, * because if it's as I suspect, the
truth is bound to come out pretty socar,

If it’s as I think, it will be jolly good
news for the cnd, anyway. Let's go
and look for that car.”

The Fistical Four quitted the study, in
a thoughtful mood. ~But the sight of a
big car buzzing outside the school gal
drove Gunter from their mind.

‘““Here it is,” said Jimmy Silver. “Now
wu 've got to get a bag of tuck, ar‘d we'll

whole quid out of Jimmy
Silver's fiver was expended in Sergeant
Kettle's little shop for tuck to pack into
the mofor-car. And the Fistical Four
packed it in, in great spirits.
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CHAPTER 31,
Krowlos Asks for 1t!
” b 01 b
S The Fistical Four were on the
point of starting. The chauffeur
had, in fact, started the engine.

Knowles of the Sixth came hwrriedly
out of the gateway.

He waved his hand towards the car,
and ran towards it. His face was ex-
cited. The Fistical Four eyed him.

Knowles, as a Mcdern fellow, had no
right to interfere with Classicals. Jimmy
Silver & Co. had impressed that fact
upon Knowles’ mind more than once.

If there was one thing that put Clas-
sical backs up more than anything else
it was 11Lerfcrence from the other side
of the 00l. The Fistical Four were
the vely last fellows likely to stand it.

So they looked grimly at Knowles. If
the bully of the Sixth had any idea of
stopping their motor-run that after-
noon, there was trouble to be expected.
That would not ke given up for a dozen
Knowleses.

“Lucky you're here,” added Know]es

—*“very lucky. I want that c:

“What!” ejaculated the Fisi ucal Four,
in chorus.

“You must lend me that car,”
Knowles.

hat!”

“I don't see Whﬂ.t you fags are doing
in a car, anyway,” said the prefect.
“Haye you your Form-master's permis-
sion to take a car out?”

“Liftle boys shouldn’t ask questions,”
said Jimmy Silver dei: 3
matter of fact, the Fistical Four had
forgotten to ask Mr. Bootles to sanction
the little run in the motor.

Knowles turned red with anger.

“None of your chee< Silver. Get out
of that car at once.”

out of it!” shouted
we're paymg for this car.”

said

Jimmy.
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Jimmy Silyer. “For sheer pure, ur-
adulterated cheek, you take the cake,
Knowles! If you want a car, ring up a
lﬂ xi.,"
“You know it would take too long,”
said Knowles.
“Then order a car in advance, and
wait for it, as we've done,” said Lovell

hotly. “What the thunder! YouTe
ot going to have our car.
“Tell the shover to drive on!” said

Raby.

Knowles put his foot in at the door.

Jimmy Silver hesitated to give that
order to_the ‘“‘shover.” If the car had
started, Knowles would have had a bad
fall; and, after all, he was a prefect of
the Sixth, although a Modern one.

“Take your hoof off, Knowles!”
roared Lovell.

“Look here,” said Knowles, in a
voice of concentrated anger, “it's come
to my knowledge that some young ras-
cals have gone to the races this after-
noon. I'm geing after them to fetch
them back. I've no time to waste, and

I'm going to borrow this car. Now, get
out of it!”
Jimmy Silver understood. Smythe

& Co. had not been quite so secret as
they had supposed. They could pull
the wool over old Bulkeley’s unsus-
picious eyes. _But Knowles was as keen
as a razor, and he was “on” o the little
gam

"Tho expression on Jimmy’s face as
this thought flashed through his mind
brought a sneering smile to Knowles’

hin 1ips.

“Now you understand,” he said, “so
get out.”

“It’s no business of ours if some of
your Modern cads have gone out play-
ing the giddy goat,” said Jimmy.

Knowles sneered again.

“Theyre not Moderns,” he said.
“Ye keep the fags on our side in order.
They're Classicals. Most of the black-

Knowles laughe
“Tll pay you what youve paid,” he

said. “It isn't a question of money.
But I'm in a hurry.”
“Well, that beats the band!” said

guards are on your side of the school.”
“ Not. th b)ggesc one!” said Lovell,
with a sno

“Clas“mal are they?” said Jimmy
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Silver. “Well, then, what bns)ness is
1t of yours, Knowles? You're not the
Classical preiw 1ts Bulkeley’s busx»

: wood prefect, anyway,
and T'm going to see into it, as Buikeley

seems to be oo busy,” snapped out
Knowles mnmy
lver wagged an irritating

forﬂﬁngvr at Knowles.

“My advice t,o you is to mind your
own business,” said. “NO good
comes of meudlm’ ln other people’s
affairs, you know.”

“You cheeky little rascal!” roared
Knowles.
“Bhus] You can't expect us to

help you do old Bulkeley's business for
him. Go and tell Bulkeley about it.”
“I'm not asking you for adv;ce,” said
Knowles, breathing hard through
nose: “I'm telling you to get out of Lhat
car and hand it over to me!”
“Bow-wow!”

Knowles' greenish eyes glittered with
raf

ge.

“Silver!

“You're not going to have our car!”
said Jimmy coolly o It s llke your cheek
to ask! Take your hoof a ol

Get out of that car, or Ill plbch you

out!” roared Knowles.

“Rats!”

“And many of 'em!” snorted Lovell.

Knowles, gnttm., his teeth, made a
leap info the

The Flshcal Four rose as one man io
deal with him

The Llodcl n prefect’s high-handed
proceedings would have exasperated

17

more ml!a s,nd pauent fellows than
Jimmy Silver & Co., a) ey were not
celehrated ﬁ)r mi!dness patience.

To have their car taken forcibly away
a Modern prefect for the purpose of
huntmg down Classical fellows was a
little too muc!
‘They Dreathed wrath as th ey tackled
Knowles.
Four pairs cf hands fastened upon
him at the same moment.
you go!» panted Loveil.
Knowles struggled furiously.

He was a powerful fellow, but four
juniors at once were a liftle tco much
for him. And the juniors were reck-
less and determined.

Knowles wasn’t going to have Lheir
car, prefect or no prefect. He

going out of that car if they could put
hxmdoLt And it locked as if they
co

Knowles clung to the door and strug-
gled, but his grasp was loosened, and he
went whirling through the door. There
was a loud bump in the road as Knowles
‘ﬂnded there.

“Drive on!” shouted Jimmy Silver
breathlessly.

The car started.

Knowles lay for some moments, com-
pletely winded. He sat up at last, blink-
ing and panting with rage. The car
was gliding away.

Knowles staggered brl:athlessly to his
feet and limped m pursuit.

“Stop!" he yell

“ Good-bye,
shrleked Raby.

a, ha, ha!”
= St

P
tell you!” raved
you! IN—IT—

The prefect halted, in a cloud of dust
and a reek of petrol, behind the car.
He could not overtake if.

Jimmy Silver waved his hand in fare-
well, and Knowles ground his teeth with
rage. The car buzzed on merrily down
the dusty road and vanished round the

bend. Knowles, trembling with rage,
limped back to the gates.

“Looks like another win for the
Classxc side!” grinned Jimmy Silver.

“The cheek of i, to think he was going
to have our car—our Classical car!”

“Modern fathead!” growled Lovell.
“Let him mind his own bizney, if he
wants something to do. T suppose he'll
get something to take him—it’ll take
him an hour at least to get it, though.”

“Meddling ass!” said Raby. “I don’t
wish that idiot Smythe muoh luck as 3
;]x_ne but T hope Knowies won't catch

.

little yellow  bird!"”

Stop, I

, you young rascals!
K “Ill skin

nowles.
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“Blow Smyfhe, and blow Knowles!"”
said Newcome. “We're off! Now for a
ripping afternoon!”

“Hurray!"”

CHAPTER 3.
At the Racos!

IMMY SILVER did not speak as the

] car buzzed on down the long
white road.

His brow was wrinkled in thought.

Everything seemed to be going first-
rate for the Classical chums, and that
thoughtful wrinkle in their leader's
brow puzzled the Co. Lovell demanded
the reason at lasf

“What are you mokmv like a boiled
owl abu\.t"” he demande«

“Thlnkmg of the row when we get

home?” asked Raby. “Knowles won't
a He knows Bulkeley

Wouldn t back him up in
our car, especially considering what he
wanted it for.”

“We're all right,” said Lovell.

“Oh, I wasn’t thinking of that!” said

Jimmy.
“Then what'’s the trouble’ We've got
the grub all nght—lots
% “Blo\v the
“You vea lost C your fiver?” ejacu-
lated Lovell, in alan
Jimmy Silver laughed
“No, ass! I changed it in the tuck-
shop, and I've got four pound-notes
quite safe. 'Tain’t that!”
“Then what is it?” demanded the Co.
with one voice.
immy e
“Are you fellows speclally set on the
run, and the cinemsa, and the 1)‘(:111(:?"
he asked hesitatingly.

“That’s what we've come out for,
isn't lt"‘ <axd aby.
“Yes, b =

“You don' mean to say that youre
getling stingy in your old age?” said
Lovell.

Jimmy flushed.

“You silly ass! It isn't that.
fiver belongs to the whole study.”

The

trying to collar |
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“Well, T knew 1t wasn’t that. I was
only pulling your fatheaded leg”

chuckled Lovell. “But what do you
want to give up the excursion for?”

“I don’t want to,” said Jimmy, “but
—but I've got a feeling that we ought
to. That idiot Smythe “has gone to the
races—that cad Gunter’s got him to go.
EKnowles has spied it out, and he’s atter
him. He'll 'phone for a taxi, or some-
thing. tAl’lyw:)y he'll get after Smythe.”

“Lef

“I know Smythels dang w.cng,"
said Jimmy, colouring. don’
make any excuses for him. Hes more
of a fool than a rascal, though, you
know that. And dont want a
Classical chap caught out and sacked
{rom the school because of a prying and
meddling Modern worm.”

“Well, no. But—"

“I tried to give Smythe a tip before
he started, but he wouldn't listen. But

bul thnk we ought to warn
said Jimmy. “Knowles may be BX
any time lookmg for him, and he'll ﬂnd
him as sure as a gun. Wel
run in the car to Where he 15 and tell
him Knowles is after him?”

“To the races?” yelled Newcome.

.hmnl.v nodded.

“ W it means a flogging or the

sack if we're found out,” said Lovell,
aghast. “You know how down the
If he found

Head is on such things.
that a Rookwood chap had gone—well

Lovell finished with a whistle.
kbow,” said Jimmy grimly. 1t
risk, But we don’t wanf
a Chs_.!cal cnnp sacked—even a rotter
like Smythe. ’'Tain't only that, either.
Iz will be up against old Bulkeley if a
Modern prefect does his work for him.
If it was Bulkeley after Smythe, we
couldn't very well interfere. But
Modern prefect has no right to chip in.

And we know that Knowles bets on
horses himself. He's only doing this to
get o score over old Bulkeley, and I
thu‘k it’s up to us to stop him if we

D Bulkeley is a bit sleepy,” said Raby.
“I wouldn’t cwn it to Tommy Dodd,
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but the old chap is a triffe too unsus-

picious.

“No  reason why Knewles  should
score over him.”

“Oh, no! I'm game if the others
are.”

Lovell shrugged his shoulders.

“Jimmy means to have his way, any-
way,” he said. “In for a penny, in for
a pound. Let’s chance it.”

“I don't want to umg you chaps into

the risk, though,” said Jimmy Silver
anxiously. “If yowd like {o drop out
“Rats!®

"(Il;d do it alone, and join you after-

“Shut up!”roared Lovell.
Jimmy Silver grinned.
All ~sercnel Tl
shover, then.”
Junmy pat his head over, and talked
to the chouffeur. That gentleman
looked rather serions when his destina.
tion was indicated to him.
Jimmy ~ Silver  understood  his
thoughts, and hastened fo. reassure

Its all right,” he said. “We’re not
going on the razzle, sonny. We're going
to feteh back some of our chaps who are
playing the giddy ox, and were going
to give them a g for giving us the
trouble. We want }Oll {o find a trap
with four young rotters in it—one
slovenly cad, and three idiots dressed
up like tailors’ dummies.”

“Yes, sir,” said the grinning chauf-

speak to the

feur

Thc car buzzed on again, iaking a
new direction for the racecourse that
lay about six miles from Coombe.

The Fistical Four were serious
enough now.

They were running a big risk to save
Smythe & Co. from the consequences of
their 0\ m folly, and thcv Lnn\\l it. Their
intentio: €re € (’ & r exA
cellent mtermcns W
them from condign pumshmr‘nt if thmr
escapade had come to Dr. Chisholm’s
knowledge.

The car was presently in the midst of
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a stream of vehicles all travelling in
one direction, and crowds cf pedes-
trians.

The crowded heath, with its shout-
ing crowd and swarming stands, came
in sight at last.

There the four juniors lefi the car.
Jimmy Silver directed the chauffeur to
wait for their return, and the Fistical
Four plunged into mc rowdy crowd in
search of the trap that had taken
Smythe & Co. there

Lovell caught his arm.

“There they are!”

Jimmy Silver followed his pointing
finger. In the ranked vehicles, the trap
was to be seen h three fellows in it
—Smythe and Tracey and Howard of
the Shell. The three young rascals had
put on raincoats to conceal their Etons,
but anyone could have seen that they
were schoolboys. They were standing
up, straining their eyes to watch the
next race, which was starting. Smythe
was using a pair of silver-mounted field-
glasses.

“Come on!” said Jimmy.

The Classical chums wormed their
way through the crowd, and came up
kehind the trap, from which the horse
had been taken. The three nuts of the
Sheil were too busy to notice them.
They heard Smythe's voice as they
<::~mO ne'u' Gunter was not to be seen,

d J] wondered whether the nuts
had )mﬂed him after all.
“By gad, there he is!” Smythe was

saying. “Three to one on Bonny Boy,
Tracey!”

“Not takin’ any, deah boys!” said
Tracey. “Bonny Boy's goin’ to win

“well, T've got three quid on him with
Fook,” chuckled Smythe. “Hook didn’t
think he was a winner, with a stranger
riding.”

“What would the Head say if he
could sce his giddy nephew now?” said
Howard.

The three nuts chuckled in chorus.

They were staring at the little bunch

and the Classical Four,
p\hzled by their vemarks, Stared n th




THE SCHOOLBOYS'

same direction. Then Jimmy Silver
uttered almost a yell.
“Gunter!"”

There he was—Gunter, once of the
Fourth, sacked from Rookwood—
Gunter, the nephew of the Head—in
silver-and-biue, sticking almost on the
neck of a horse—amcng the other
jockeys! Gunter was riding in the
A

“Cuntcr' 4 gnsped Levell.
Oh, my hat!
There was a roar; the horses were

“Riding!

“off.” Smythe's field-glasses followed
them anxiously. He had backed
Gunter’s horse to win. But the field-

glasses left his eyes, and fell into the
trap with a crash, as he was suddenly
jerked by the leg. He spun round and
sat down on Tracey.

“What the merry dickens!” stuttered
Smythe. “Oh! Jimmy Silver! Ha, ha,
ha! So the good and spotless models
of Rookwood have come to the races!
Ha, ha, ha!”

“we've come to find you, sou howl-
Ing idict!" said Jimmy Silve

“A“Hy o0 o youl” said smythe.
“I'm busy! How's Bonny Eoy goin',

w ? I've got three quids on Bu:my

St m»'md-blue wins!”  chortled
‘Trace!

“S‘nythe‘ you silly idiot,” howled
Jimmy Silver, “we've come here to
warn you!”

“Keep your warnin’, deah boy!”
grinned Adolphus. “I know I'm on the
glddy road to ruin—the downward path,
by gad

“Hn, ha, ha!” roared Tracey and
Howsard, greatly tickled by Smythe's
exquisite humour.

“we're goin’ to the giddy bow-wows,
and we like it!” chuckled Adolphus.
“We're paintin’ the town red, and we
ain’t repentin”. " Not by long chalks!”

“Youll repeat fast enough when
Knowles gets to you!” said Jimmy
Silver. “We've come to tell you that.”

Smythe suddenly left off grinning.

“Knowles!” he stammered.
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“Yes, Knowles. He's spied it out
somehow that you're here—"

57 ng cad, you've sneaked
about us!” shuuted Smythe furiously.

Jimmy gave him a contemptuous look.

“That's not the truth!” he said. “We
know about it because Knowles wanted
to take our car. If we'd let him have
it, he’d have been here by now, and
you'd hme been spotted!”

“Oh, by gad!" mumbled Adoiphus.

“As Xt he's coming just as fast as
he can, and he may happen along any
minute,” said Jimmy Silver. “If y
want to be caught here, and mnrched
back to Rookweed by the scruff of your
neck, and expelled in the morning, just
stay where ycu are. We came to give
you the tip—not that ycu deserve it,
you blackguard! Come on, you chaps
“let’s gel off. We don’t want Knowles
to see us her

hold

sa on!” panted
Adolphus.

Howard and Tracey were pale with
terror now. The mere thought of being
discovered there by a Rookwood prefect
was more than enough to knock all the
airy '\<surar‘.f_‘e out of the Giddy Goats.
you're not pullin’ our leg,
what?"” stnmmered Howard. “Honest
Injun, you know?”

“Yes, you blithering Idiot!”
JAmmV Sll'ler
* Kn

said

is  col muttered
by gad! The meddiin®
I—T say, we've got to

’I’m:ey on.
Modern cad!
get out of this!”

“Wharrer we goin’ to do?” mumbled
Smyl.ha helplessly. “The horse has
been en out. and—and we can't
drive cx nd—and if we delay—— Oh,
gad! Wi trcine goin’ to do?”

The “sack” loomed over the heads
of the Giddy Goats. Never had goats
looked less giddy than did Smythe &

Co. at that moment. They were almost
sl!:k with apprehension.

“Leave the trap \-.here it is and hook
it!"” said Jimmy
“But—bul—- Oh
we meet Know Oh
tered Howard.

"dear! Suppose
dear me!” stut-
- smyth& you silly idiot.
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what did you drag us her¢ for?
.xll bc sacked' On dear!”

gged!” mumbled Tracey.
“Oh you xdiu( Smythe!”

We'll

“Yes, pu all on (o me!” howled
olphus. Yrhats Tke you, you
low’s Bonny Boy goin' on, dear

boy‘?" asked Raby sarcastically.

Smythe didn't answer that guestion.

He had forgotten all about Bonny Eoy
and Gunter in the saddle. three
quids on Bonny Boy did n
now. He would have gnm nrce three
quids to be safe back in his study at
Rookwood ot that morsent.

Jimmy  Silver pity on the

wretehed nuts.

& down, and come with us,” he
said. “Weve got a car on the road,
and we'll give you a run.”

mok

Smythe & Co. fairly jumped at that
genorous offer.  Herdly staying (o
spatch up his  silver-mouw field-

glasses, Smythe bundled OxL 0

trap, and Tracey and Howard bundled
after him. Keeping close to the
Fistical Four, they squirmed a way
tarcugh the crowd. As they left the

heath there was a rcar—the race was
oV A raucous yell anncunced that
had won. Gunter had

ridden the winner. But Smythe did not
dream of seeking Mr. H uok and claim-
ing his three guids
He almost babbled with
was reached and the ju
into it.

“Let her rip!” he gasped.

And the car buzzed aw

CHAPTER 3.
A Licking for Three!

L2 ALT!” sang out Jimmy Silver.
H The racecourse had been left
miles behind, an he &

Co. were recovering their nerves. They
had  not been spotted.  Doubtless
Knowles was on his way to the Coombe
races, but Jimmy Silver | een  in
good time. He had saved the nuts of
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Reokwoed. And as soon as the danger
was over it was quite in accordance
wnth Smythe’s naturc that he should

sume a lofty and patronising air
{owards ‘the juniors who had saved

him.

*Dashed crowded in this car,”
lofty Adolphus had remarked. *
keep your boots away from my
treuzers, Newcome. You kids have
such dusty beots.”

“Shouldn't wonder if it was a false
2larm, afler =21l growled Tracey.
“Those cheeky fags may only have
bcen pu]lm our leg 7o

n that Jimmy Silver called

the
‘Do

neit,

The car stopued outside a roadside
inn with a teay garden,  Jimmy Silver
intended t He also

0 hav .
Ihionded {0 1o fivmaclt of the cgregi-
ous Smythe. He was quite fed up with
Adolphus.
Tallo!
asked
R/oohwood g

What are
Smythe.

you_ stcpping
“This ain't

‘being cro d"(l with fag anywa,
The nuts stepped out. The Fistical
Four followed them, looking grim.
Ana mow said Jimmy Silver
“‘put up your hands
Sy Vine jammed his eyeglass into his
and stared at him,
{hati® he cjaculaied.
“You've acted the giddy goat and the
rotten blackguard, and weve risked
the sack Lo yank you out of the
said Jimmy Silver. *Now
Put

ape,”

we're going (o give you a lesson.
up your paws!”

dr”

s one thing the nuts of
Rookwood didn't want to do, it was to
put up their “paws” to the Fx.-tlcal
heroes of the Fourth. But they

no choice about the matter.

Jimmy Silver tackled Smythe, Lovell
decided on Howard, and Raby started
operations on Tra: Newcome looked
on; fair play was a jewel in the opinion
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of the Fistical Four, and they would
no! give the cads of the Shell anything
els

Le:ve of!” roared Smythe. “Keep
ou young rotter! Oh, gad! My
Oh

smash you—yarooh!
dea; Yowp!"”

Blﬁ biff, bifl!

Jimmy Silyer & Co. were in deadly
earnest. The risk they had run, owing
to Adolphus’ rascality, made them
angry, and the nuts had to go through

it.
Finding that there was no hclp for
if; the Giddy Goats put up a fight.
‘wy did their best.
ut Ul"“ tkue'- elegant slackers of the

no chance. They were
Lnomed nght and left.
In three minutes, Smythe and
Howsrd and Tracey were on the

ground, and tiney refused for any con-
sideration whatever to get off it.
d their noses and caressed
and rubbed their ears; but
ould not get up. And as Jimmy
Silver & Co. could not it a fellow who
Cl Smythe & C unishraent
had to come 0 an untimely end.
id you ever see such rotten
?" growicd Lovell, in disgust.
“Get up, you worms!  You can stand
nother round or fwe
“Yow-cw-ow ! cried Lh» nuts.
Iv" conly blacked one of vour eyes,
rated Jimmy Silver.
e get Lt and let me

d Adolphus.
v “Know

dness’ s:

r 00 2l
have 2 go at the other!”
“ow-wor

b carn ng up the road.

Kuo‘ﬂcs of the Si "s seated in it,

evidently on his to the races.
5 jumped as h cauzht sight of

mm in the road before the inn.
hal

Jimmy Silver raned his cap politely
1o the Modern prefect.

“ Hallo, Knuwlescy' Going "to the
races?” he asked pieasantly. “Naughty!
Naughty!”

But Knowles was staring at the nuts,
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who sat up and stared back at him.
Much as they had suffered at the
Fourth-Formers' hands, Smythe & Co.
were devoutly thankful that they were
there, and not on the m'*ecourse 'y
could almost forgive the licking, as they
realised what they had bcen saved

rom.
“Smythe!”
“Tmf‘cy' Howard!
Oh, by gad!” stammered Smythe
“G-g-g-good-afternoon, Knowles!
“Have you been to the races?”
slmuted Knowles.
“Races said Smythe. “What

stammered  Knowles.
I—I thought—""

races?”

' The Coombe races.”

“Do they have races at Coombe?”
asked Smythe innocently.

nowles almost choked He felf
that his prying into Classical affaira
had led him astray for once. He was
en route for the races, to catch the
Giddy Goats in the act—and lo and
behold! here they were, “scrapping*
with Jimmy Silver, five miles at least
from the r;\cﬂcuune' Knowles felt that
he was beal T ime, at least, he
would not scorc over the capuam of
Rookweod.

He scowled savagely at the juniors,
and muttered something to his driver,
and the mxi swung round and whirred

back t had come. The meet-
ing out e tﬂe inn had saved Knnw!es
a journey, but ke was not grateful.

v':} grmdmv his teeth as the taxi drove

& J'\nmy stiver chuckled glectully.
disap!

intment  for
K'\owlese_‘ 1 od. “Life is full
of giddy disappointments, my sons! Do
they have races at Coombe? Ha, ha,

al
“Ha, ha! Do they?” roared Loveli:

nned as he

sk Enowles, at all
events. !t had been a natrow escape
for the nuts. But for the kindly inter-
nce 0! Jnmmy Silver & Co., Knowles
illy have caught the
mous Mo on the racecourse, and
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marched them back to the Hcﬂ.d wlth
@ report where he had found

And that would have mmnt Lhe
“chopper ” for the Giddy Goats of
Rookwood, short and sharp.

But all that Knowles could repert
now was that he had fcund the Giddy
Goats “scrapping ¥ with a gang of
Fourth-Formers at an inn near Cocmbe,
and naturally Knowles would not
bother to report that.

The meddling Mcdern prefect was
beaten, and the nuts were safe and
sound, Lut they were not troubled with
any fecelings of gratitude towards the
Fistical Four. That would not have
been like Adolphus and his select circle.

‘Their feelings, at present, were hurt.
Adolphus had a sw swoum nose and
darkcned eye. Tracey had a nose that
Icoked, as Raby aid, as if it had been
O.hmugh a mangle. Howard was quite
o wreck. It was only just that the nuts
should be punished for their rascali
and Lhcy had reccived their punish-
ment, not from the Head, but from
.hmmy Silver & Co.

They rubbed their eyes, they mopped
their noses, and they caressed their
ears, and they scowled.

‘The Fistical Four watchcd them

eerfully. They were ready to give
Adolphus & Co. some more, if
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% Oh, come on!" said Adolphus, scowl-

And the nuts tramped away on
thc mad to the village.
3 tea!” chuckled Jimmy

o
siver. "Fain’'t been such a rotten
afternoon after all. Enowles has been
done in the eye, ang Smythey's had a
lesson. Let’s hope it will do him good.
Now for a feed!”
The Fistical Four, In a cheerful
mood, sat down to tea on the grassy
eside the road, with fresh tea
from the inn, and en endle<~ supply of
tuck from the baske: "{‘he
, &

afternoon’s excursion wu .,1Lc1'

success.

CHAPTER 34.
Gunter's Little Game!
LATTER, clatter, clatter!
‘ “Hallo, somebody in & hurry!”
said Lovell.

Jimmy Silver
and were discussing
when that mdr‘cl clatier was neard on
the hard r

The Cla
the dusty hi;
A trap, handsome horrc
between the shafts, was dashing
reckless speed along the road. 1
juniors Smythe's

ical chums glanced along
Y.

vith a

& Co. wanted any

But Pdnlphus & Co. didn't. They had
had t"OL"

“Lel’ ret out of this, you feilow:
said Adolphus. “Let's get away from
these young hocligans, fer goodness’
sake. Suppese anybody we knew
sheuld find us along with them, by
gad!”

“Horrid!” said Tracey.

"Do they have races at Coombe?”

chuckled Lovell. “How would you like

us to tell Knowles where we found you,
ey?”

The chums of the
s amusing to sce

us come down off his
nerch agmn so suddenly.

-out,” which the nuts had aba
doned in their hasty depariure from
the racecourse. And they recognised
the lad who was drivi

ying recklesdy, as ho

The wild jusior was

2 excited and rechless
to

evidently

mocd. scer of
the sterticd cyclist ai alarm of
the pedes who jumped hastily out
of his way.

HL came up to the inn mm o ter

dragged

cal \.me
Whoa!” yelled Gunter.

“Hallo,

you

der!”

said Jimmy
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e looked curiously at Gunter. It
was the first time he had seen the
Head's nephew since the latter had
been expelled from Reokwood.

“Fancy meetin’ you!” grinn
Gunter, holding in the snorting hur<e
and looking down on the 0]

niors. “What a happy meetin’! HDW
are you getting on at Rookwood? Same
old slow and slecpy shebang—what!”

“Well, we're not mourning for you,
anyway!” snapped Lovell.

“Ha, ha, ha! T guess I was glad to
get om. tha place would have bored
me to death if I'd stuck it “out much
longer,” said Gunter. “It was a game
while it lasted, but I guess I couldn't
have stood it much longer. I reckon
%‘m Iun to something better now—just a
ew!”

“Riding in races,” said Raby, with a
curl of the lip.

“You've seen me!" grinned Gunter.

“So you've been there—you, the <pob—
less and immaculate models of Rook-
wood! Ha, ba, ha! Did you sce any-
thing of my pals, Smythe and his set?
e ve lost them.

“We saw vOLL“ said Jimmy Silver.
“And we got Smythe & Co. to clear off.
They'vé gone ome to Rookwood.
‘There was a prefect after them.”

Gunter roared.
“Ha, ha, ha! They funked it! Why,
I've Ot some pals there who'd have

xo‘lcd the pmfoct whoever he was, into
the horse-pond, and half-killed him.
They should have left him to me. You
Rookwood chaps have got no sand. I
guess I was surprised when I found
them gone, and the trap left for me to
bring home. I guess T'll talk to Smythe
about this.”

“you'd better let Smythe alone,
unless you want to E"b him sacked!”
growled Jimmy Silv

Another roar (rom Guntel‘

% Why not? What's
gond enough for me is good enough for

imythe, I guess. I don't care a Con-
(:mentﬂ.[ red cent.”

hat are you doing donn here,
anyway?” demanded Jimmy.
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Gunter chuckled.

“I guess I'm fixed in Coombe,” he
sald. “I'vo got friends there—the
merry galoots at the Bird-in-Hand. We
have a roaring time, you bet. I guess
I'm there to make my beloved uncle
squirm—see? He kicked me out of
Rookwood. But I calculate I'm not
guing back to the States—not much,

I'm going to stick in Coombe and paint
the town red, and make his name and
mine the talk of the neighbourhood. I
guess that will make uncle sorry for
himself—what!”

“You rotten cad!” roared Lovell.

“Ha, ha, ha! I guess that's the little
game!"” chortled Gunter. “They kicke
me out of Rockwood. Waal, they can
kick out some more after me—see? Il
show ‘em up. I guess I can hang out
where I like, and I choose to hang out
in Coombe. If my beloved uncle doesn’t
like it, he can lump it!”

The Fistical Four glared at Gunter.
They had guessed that this was his
motive in “planting " himself near the
r.nhoo1~rcvenge upon the Head for
sacking Rookwood
generally by ‘eringing disgrace on the
school. Such a reckless and rascally

¢ as in kecping with Gunter's

Charaster,

‘The expressicns upon their faces
seemed to amuse Gunter. He roared
with merriment.

“You can put that in ynur plpe and
smoke it!” he chuckled. u don't
get rid af me so easlly, 1 guess I'm a
sticker!”

Jimmy Silver looked at him steadily.
‘The thought was in his mind of the
fragment of the letter from America,
which turned up in me wastes
paper basket in the end

stud;
P ot may get ohifted,” he said
quietly.
Gunter laughe
“Who's *goin’ Lo shitt mere he
deman

"The pﬂl!ci‘. perhaps.’!
Gum,er stared al
Oh, come oﬂ"’ he ‘ejaculated. “I
guess they can't touch me. I rather
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reckon I‘m teo cute to give them the
ch

uppose” sald Jimmy Silver de-
hbera(,ely ppose they found out
umt your 5mnt name is Sam, and not

Gunter started viclently.
“Then Lhey might suspect that your

surname isn't Gunter,” said Jimmy
Silver, “You might be lagged as an
Impostor. .”
“By gum!” sald Gunter, staring
blankly ac Jnnny “By hokey! I
guess—" He broke off thh a reckless
laugh

“Eut you're bluffing. You don’t
know anythin’; you're only blufiing,
‘You can’t scare me worth a cent. That’s
bow much T cate for you and all Rook-

00!

LB.sh'

my Silver gave & sudden yell as
Gumet lashed out with the whip. The
thong caught Jimmy acmss the face,
and he staggered back.

‘The next instant the whip fell across
the horse, and the animal started with
a leap, and the trap clattered away
down the road, Gunter brandishing the
whip and yelling with laughter.

Jimmy Silver, panting with rage,
leaped out into the road, but the trap
:;V&s already vanishing in a cloud of

“My hat!” gasped Jimmy. “ I——I—I‘ll
smesh him! Tl scr: him! The
cowardly beast! Oh, crumbs! I’ll T
—Tll—" Words failed Jimmy.

Clatter, clatter, clatter! The thunder

of the recklessly-driven vehicle died
away in the distance. Jimmy Silver
stood in the road, and rubbed his face,
where a red streak showed across his
cheek. Gunter had vanished.

“So he’s staying in Coombe!” said
Lovell.  “And he’s come here to dis-
grace Rookwood as much as he can.
And he’s going to drag as ms,ny Rook~
wood fellows as he can into his dm‘.
'mks beginning that

yt.heA A preclous llttle game—l( hes
allowed to keep of

Jimmy Silver’s eyes glittered.

‘“He’s not going to be allowed to keep
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on!” he said. “The Head can't deal
with him, but it’s up to us, my infants.
Gunter is going to have the whopping
of his life, and hes going to he turned
out of Coombe

“That's a b:g order!” said Raby,
with a Whistle. “Who's going to do it?”

“«Oh!”

It certainly sounded like a big order.
But the Co. did not argue; Jimmy Silver
had made up his mind. And when
Jimmy Silver had made up his mind,
his resolution was like unto the laws of
the Medes and Persians, that never
changed. And when the Fistical Four
came home {o Rookwood there was a
solemn and serious “pow-wow ” in the
end study to discuss the plan of cam-
paign. It was Jimmy Silver against
Gunter, and it remained to be seen
which would have the upper hand.

CHAPTER 5.
Unsle Jimmy Does His Duty!
IMMY SILVER sat up in
There was a glimmer of moon-
light at the windows of the Fourth
Form Dcrmitory on the Classical side
at Rookw

Jimmy Snlver rubbed his eyes and
blinked round him.

It was very quiet in the dormitory.
From most of the beds came a low
sound of steady breathing. It was half-
past ten—the half-hour had chimed
out, from the clock-tower. Jimmy Silver
listened. There was a faint sound of
movement in the silence, a whispering
voice.

“Put your boots on outside, Top-
ham:”

Low as the voice was, Jimmy Silver
recognised the tones of Townsend, the
dandy of the F\

“mgh'rho"’ came Topham’s whisper

Ca'\;hous feet in socks moved towards

Jimmy Silver’s eyes gleamed, He had
not been mistaken. The two slackers
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of the Fourth were out of bed, and
about to leave the dormitory upen &
nocturnal excursion.

Properly speaking, it was none of
Jimmy Silves's business. Certainly, he
was the great chief of the Classical

Fourth, but he had never set up as
censor of morals in the Fourth Form.
If Townsend and Topham chose to
smoke cigarettes with Smythe of the
Shell and the other nuts of Rookwood,
if they played cards, and put surrep-
titious bobs on gee-gees, Jimmy Silver
was not really called upon to chip in.
He regarded the *“Giddy Goats” and
their proceedings with contemptuous
scorn, and let them alone, as a rule.
But c:rcums»unces alter cases. In
the pres"nt case, Jimmy Silver felt
he had good reasons for chipping
in He intended to chip in. And when
Jimmy Silver meant to do a thing, he
did it promptly and cfficiently.
He slipped out of bed, and grasped
s pillow,

Townsend and Topham were sneak-

Tt were fast . Jimmy
S)lvers wakefulness came as a surprise
to_the

.Hmmy did not trouble to be cautious.
With his pillow gripped in his hﬂnds
he made a rush towards the
overtaking the two nuts just as thej

reached it. They spun round as they
heard him.
‘Whop! Jimmy’s  pillow  swept

through the air at the two dim forms,
and there was a gasping howl from
Townsend as he caught it with his
chin,

Crash!

“Yow! Oh! Ah!” howled Townsend.

“What the thunder—" gasped
Topham. “Oh, you beast! Ah!”

Jimmy Silver's pillow smote Topham
fairly on the napper. Topham went
over with a yell, and landed on the
floor, bumping.

“Oh dear! Ah! Yow'"

OWN LIBRARY 81

exclaimed Lovell, sitting up in bed,
and from most of the beds came sur-
prised and inguiring voices. The fall
of the two nuts had awakened all the
cl‘fysmal FDur':h

“Wh&t the dickens——""

“Is it a Modern l‘a.id""

Jimmy Silver chuck!

“Only litile T “sald cheerily.
“Put a light on, Lovell,

A match scratched, and a candle-end
was lighted. In the glimmering light
the juniors stared in amazement at
the two sprayvlmg and gasping forms
on the floor, and Jimmy Silver stand-
ing guard over the door with his pillow.

“What the dickens—” exclaime
Raby.

“Yow! You rotter!” gasped Town-
send, s.mng upon the floor and blink-

ing at Jimmy Silver. “You
mtcrre.mg beasb

w! Yow! I'm hur!” moaned
Tcpnam. “Oh, my napper! Yow-ow=-
ow

“Our dear young mends \vere going
on the tiles,” explained Ji lever.
“T've chipped in for thelr guad hey
are going to thank me nicely and get
back to bed.”

a, ha, ha!”

Townsend and Topham were fully
dressed, save for their boots, Which
they had carried in their hands. Ther
was no doubt as to what their mtem
tions had been. But there was vel
great doubt as to whether their inten-
tions would be carried out Jimmy
Silver was a lion in the path.

‘““Rotten cads!” g‘ro\vled Newcome.
“Theyl geb spotted by a prefect one of
these times. Shouldn't wonder if
Bulkeley's heard the row. You'll look
pretty sick if he comes up and finds you
dressed, you pair of dummies.”

Townsend staggered to his feet.

“You interfering beast, Silver!
‘What’s it got to do with you, anyway?
Let me pass! I'm going out!”

“So am I!” mumbled Topham.

“By gad! Yaroooh! Oh .
“What the dickens is the Tow?

“Well, this is the way out,” sald



82
Jimmy lever, “and my pillow’s ready.
e on

Comy

“LUDk herel What right have you
got to' interfere with us?” howled
Townsend.

“None at all,” said Jimmy. “But,
bless your little heart, that doesn
bother me. I know your little game—
the Bird-in-Hand, and Gunter’s litile
party there—and I'm nipping it in the
bud—see?”

“Yowmeddling 1dmt~—v

“Get back into bed!”
ahformwaﬂy

said Jimmy

a!m oﬂ‘ your clothes!”
”Shn L
“Little boys shouldn't say shan't!”
said Jimmy Silver chidingly. “It's
rude—especially to a kind uncle.
VO;uI‘teel‘S to help Giddy Goats to
be

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘There were plenty of volunteers.
Lovell and Raby and Newceme turned
out at once, and Flynn and Jones
minor and Oswald followed their
example, Townsend and Topham
simply panted with wrath, Going out

the razzle was, in the eyes of the
nuts, a lofty and man-of-the-world sort
ol thmv to do. Being undressed and

0 bed like nauahby children was
hmmlmtmg\ But there was no help
Ior it.

“Lemme alone!” gasped Townsend,
as Lovell and Oswald collared him.
“Hands off, you ratters! Can't I do
as I like, you beasts!”

“Hardly!” said Jimmy Silver. “Not
while your Uncle Jimmy is around to
look after you. I'm going to save you
from geting the sack, dear hoy. ank
off their clobner' 1t doesn't n’mttar i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, grumbs! Leggo! Ooooch!”
“By gad! Yh! Oh! Yah, you
rotter! Oooop!”

The tvo nuts were in the hands of
the Philistines. Their c]

yanked  off by disrespectful 3
"There were sounds of tearing and rend-
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mg, to0, as the well-fitting clobber came
The chums of the Fourth did not
st:md upon ceremony.

Townsend and mpham were scon
reduced to a state of Nature, and ]
ga.sp°d and panted with helpless Iury

Jimmy Silver took away their clothes,
threw them into the cupboard at the
end of the dormitory, locked the cup-
board, and ‘took out the key.

“You can have your clobber agam
in the morning,” he remarked.
giddy goats like you won't want to go
down to Coombe in your pyjamas.”
_dThe Fourth-Formers chuckled at the
idea.

“‘Oh, you rotters!” moaned Topham.

“Ow! Smythe’s expectin’ us! Oh,
dear!”

“Smythe is, is he?” said Jimmy
Silver, “All serene' We'll deal with
Smythe next! Where is he?”

“Find out!”

“That's what we’ re gomg to do, my
tulip. Take hold ‘Toppy’s ears,

th em ml he answers.”

Lovell, and twis
“Right-ho!”
There was a fiendish howl from

Topham.

“Leggo, you beast! Oh, dear!”

“Where is Smythe ” asked Jimmy
Silver pleasantly.

“Yow-ow!”

“Give them another twist.”

Lovell gave Topham’s ears another
twist. Those ears were rather Iarge,
and Lovell had a good grip on them.
Topham wailed with anguish,

w! Wow! Leggo!”

“Wheres Smythe?” asked Jimmy
Silve

“YOW— ! He's waiting for us at
the end of the mext passage, by the
window,” groaned ‘Topham. “Leggo
my ears! Ow!

Good! Put the dear little kids to
bed, my sons, and spank ’em for get-
ting up.”

Townsend and Topham were bumped

into their respective beds. Then there
was_ & of heavy spanking
Townsend and Topham howled,

though with suppressed howls, for they
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were in deadly fear of drawing a pre-
fect or a master to the scene. If old
ley, Rookwood,

sufferings would have been much more
severe.

“There, now, I think they’re brought
to a proper state of mind,” said Jxmmv
Silver. "Don’t you feel obiiged to u:
Towny, for saving you from playmg
the giddy ox?”

“Yow-ow! Oh!”

“'Give him one more!”

Sn‘.nk‘ Spnnk Spankl

“Y ooh!
Hel,

Do yo.l feel ob]iged now, Towny?”
s, yes, yes!”

oft! .Ow!

shmeked Aawnsend

“That’s better. Always thank your
kind uncle nicely. Do you feel obliged,
Toppy?”

" Yes!” gasped Topham He did not
GS,H‘, for the extra sp:

“Geod! Now Im‘ Adolphus"’

Leaving Townsend and Topham
mozning, and the rest of the Fourth
chuckling, Jimmy Silver and Lovell
and Raby and Newcome - took their
piilows, and slipped out of the dormi-
tory. - Adolphus Smythe of the Shell
was waiting for the two nuts. He was
going to meet the Fistical Four in-
stead. And the meeting was certain to
be a painful one for Adolphus.

CHAPTER 36.
Nipped in the Bud!
"BY zad, they're keepin’ us wait-
Ty

Adclphus Smythe made that

remark in an indignant whisper.
Smythe and Howard and Tracey of
the Shell were waiting in the window
cove. They were dressed, and had
rubber shoes on, all ready for that
little excursion to the Bird-in-Hand at
Coombe, where they were to mect

tm old pal Gunter,

send and Topham were to be
x."e'nben. of the merry little party—at

least, that was what had been ar-
ranged. At the present moment the
merriment of Townsend and Topham
Wwas at a very low ebb.
“Keepin’ us waitin’,

by Jove!”
aﬂld Howard.

o "Let'sm 80 wl?.houg
re ey’ve . staye
asleep, the silly ngg" 7 AT

The nuts of the Shell waited im-
pstiently, straining their eyes along
the dark passage. It was not safe
for the Giddy Goats to hang about
after getting out of their dormitory.
Indeed the whole excursion’ could

rdly be considered safe; but the
Glddy Goats were prepared to run the
risk, for the sake of the high old time
they had in prospect. But thy were
anxious to be off.
come!” murmuzed
sound of
cautious steps in the dark passage, and
d.un iorms Ioomcd up.

kept us wamn ‘Towns-

end 7 mumb‘ed Smythe.

“Sorry!” said a voice,
tainly was not Towmend‘
as soon as we could,

“Jimmy Silver!” e]mculuted Smythe.,

Go for them!” howled Lovell

“Why—what— By gad!”

The Fistical Four rushed forward

Mth Swlpln'-" plllowb.
Smash!

Smyt.he &. Co. staggered right and
left under the swipes.

In their surprise and rage they for-
got caution, and d howls rang
through the passage.

“Cive ’em socks!”
Silver, swiping away.

that cer-
* Got, here

,panted Jimmy
“That's one for

your nob, Smythey! Pile in!  Mop
the floor with ’em!”
“yYarooh! Oh, by gad!”

“Run for it!” yelled Howard,

“on, my hat! Gerrofil O,
dear!” E o
Swipe! Crash! Bump! Crash!

The Fistical Four might have beem
beaung carpets by the way they piled
in. Smylhe and Howerd and Tracey
sp"awled on the floor, and as fast as
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they tried to pick themselves up the’
swipmg pillows sent them rolling

'I‘he bumping and roaring rang down
the passage and the stairs. It was
uproarious enough to alarm all Rook-
wood. f

A light flashed on the staircase.
“Bless my soul! What—what—"
It was the voice of Mr. Bootles, the

master of the Four!

“Cave!” gasped Jxmmy Silver.

The four juniors fi

They* vanished at top speed along
the passage, and bolted into their
dormitory and into bed like rabbits
into a burrow.

Smythe & Co. picked themselves uD,
dazed and bewildered. The light wa
coming up the stairs, nnél the Form-

master was with the lig]
“Hook it!” stuttered Smythn “We
&hall be nabbed, h, that

beast Silver!”
d’!‘het Giddy Goats fled for their
ormif

Half uure:sed and wholly te‘rr!ﬁfid
thiey bolted dnfo bed.  Jimmy
had assuredly “mucked up ” that httlﬁ
e"peu_\tmn for that night, at least.

he nuts were not thinking of the
lhﬁe party at the Bird-in-Hand now.
They were only thmlmvv of escaping
detection.

Fcrtuna(ey for them, Mr. Bootles
was slow.

He arrived in the upper passage
after the coast was clear. He listened,
and frowned, and finally made his way
#o the Fourth Form dormitory.
Probabiy his experience of the Fourth
led him to guess that the disturbance
Wwas mu‘:(: hke'xy to have proceeded from
that g

Bdb When ‘ne looked into the dormi-
{ory all was q calm. Towns-
end and Topham were qunkmg in bed,
wide awake, but they closed their eyes.
Jimmy Silver & Co. looked as if they
were sleeping the sleep of the inno-
cent babe.

Mr. Bootles shook his head, and
retired.
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Jimmy Silver waited till his footsteps
had died away before he gave vent to
the chuckle he had been suppressing.

Narrow sgueak that!” he remarked.
“We couldn'{ have told Bootles that
we were out as censors of morals, and
it would have meant a gating.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came from the Co.

“I fancy Smythe wen't be going out
to-night!” chuckled Jimmy Silver. “I
ian"y he will be fed up!”

I fancy so!” chuckled Lovell,

“You rotters!” came a mumble
from Townsend’s bed. “We'll jolly
g:ell g(’) another time, and be hanged

o you!”

**There won't be another time!” said
Jimmy Silver coolly. “That chap
Gunter is going to be cleared cut of
this neighbourhood. You blithering
ass, can’t you see that his game is to
get you fellows into trouble? He would
be glad to see some of you sacked alon"

“pid you say rats to me, Towny?”
asked Jimmy Silver, putting one leg
out of

“I—T meant good- nlght you beast!™
stammered Tovm.se

“Ha, ba, h

“Thais bet*er" said Jimmy Silver,
settling down again.  ““Good-night,
dear boy!”

nd the Fourth-Formers chuckled
themselves to sleep.

CHAPTER 37,

The Only Way!
IMMY SILVER wore a thoughtful -
look the next morning.

Smythe & Co. wore sullen and
savage looks. Their expedition had
been nipped in the bud; they had been
unable to keep their c,ppomtment and
it was all due to the extremely high-
handed mtexfo"encn of Jimmy Silver.

It was not surprising that the nuts
of Rcou\vuud v'ere savage and ratty.
If the noble nuts had been fighting
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men Jimmy Silver would certainly
have had several fights on his hands
that day.

.nmmy Silver would not have
minded. He thrived on ‘“scraps.”’
But the nuts were not ldoking for
scraps. They contented themselves
with scowling and muttering ven-

geance—the said vengeance being post- | T

poned to some indcfinite date in the
Tuture.

Jimmy Silver
about the nuts.
more important matters to occupy his
thoughts.

Jimmy Silver had come to a resolu-
tion, in which his chums fully con-
curred. Gunter had te be got rid of.

True, Jimmy Silver had no right tu
dictate to Gunter whether he

But Jimmy
tain occasions
ndedness was justified, and he
hag ma.dc up his mind that Gunter
Thax

After le<sons that day Jimmy was
still looking very thoughiful as he
came out with Lovell and Raby and
Newcome. It was up to Jimmy Silver,
as leader of the Co, to think out a
plan for dealing with Gunter, and
Jimmy had thought it out.

It had given him a good deal of
mental exercise, but he had come to a
decisicn at last.

“Well?” said Lovell and Raby and
Newcome, in cherus, as Jimmy Silver
halted in the quad.

“Well,” said Jimmy, “it's settled.
We'll speak to those Modern bounders;
they can ba.ck us up.”

~ Moderns are no
said Lovell with 3. Qmﬁ
it m our own

immy Silver shmk his hea

“Were going to let Gunter see that
all Rookwood’s against him,” he ex-
plained. “Moderns and Classicals
shouider to shoulder, you know. Be-
sides, he may have a gang of his
precious sporting friends with him,

was not bothering

goed!”
“Better keep

He had other and |p,
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and Tommy Dedd is uscful in a scrap,
Come ‘
‘Oh al! right!”
., Tommy Dodd and Tommy Doyle and
Tommy Cook, the heroes of the
Modern Fcurth were coming out cf
the tuckshop when the Fistical Four
bore down upon ‘The three
inmies looked warlike at once. They
had been meking purchases for tea,
and they scented a Classical raid.
‘em!” rapped out Tommy
odd.  “Hold on to the parcels and
rush the cads!” i
“Here, hold on!” roared Jimmy
Silver, as a sudden rush of the Modern
an sent the Clns..xcnl Four ;pmnmg.

own side
parcels, chuckling. Lovell
picked himself up with a snort of
wrath.

“Aﬂer hem!” he sheuted. “Mop
up the quad with the Modern rotters!™

‘““Hold on!” gasped Jimmy.

“Look here, Jimmy Silver—

“Fathead!”

“We'll mop up those cads, and then
go and mop up Gunter vnt‘wus any
silly Moderns to s!” said Raby.

“Who's leader manded Jimmy
Silver ferociously. “Can’t you follow

your leader, you burblers?  Shut up
and fall in and fullcw me!”

“Bow-wow ” yas not really a satis-
factory reply to the objections of his
chums, but it had the desired effect,
and Lovell and Raby and Newcome
followed their leader, though with loud

on the warp:

Jimmy Rlver kndekedat Tommy
Dedd’s study door and opened it. The
three Tommies were uhucklmg in the
study.

“My hat!” ejaculated Tommy Dodd
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as his visitors appeared. ‘‘Those
Clasical duffers again! They haven't

had enough! Hand me the treacle!
"“Hc'd Oll’” roared Jimmy Silver.
“IUs

pax!”

“QOh!” Tommy Dodd put down, the

t\‘eab jar. “That’ll save the treacle,
NAd It's a waste of good treacle to

mop it on Classical fatheads!”

“You silly chump!” said Jim
Silver. “I've a jolly good mind to
wreck the study. But I want to see
you ‘on_business, you shrieking fat-
head! It's about Gunter!”

“Ch, Gunter!” said Tommy Dedd.
“’I'h:lt sa“ked Classical! Not the only
felloy side who ought to be
sa-:::ed, if you ask me!”

“Well, I don’t ask you!” snapped
Jimmy Silver. ‘Look here. Gunte:'s
hangjng out in Coombe!”

“xes, M his cheek. Buf some
Classjcals bave cheek enough for any-
thing!” said Tommy Dodd dis-
paragingly.

“He's not a Classical now, fathead
—now he’s kicked out of Rookwood!
And he ought to h:we ,been a Modern
wmle he was hers

Mu ‘more ’ultable on this sids
a blackguard like that!” snorted Lov
Tommy Dodd picked up the treacle-

Jar again.

“Pax, you ass!” howled Jimmy
Silver. “Don't T keep on_telling you
we haven't come here to lick you this
time!”

“Lick us! Ha, ha, ha!”

“I./ook here—"

i ha, hat”
Tomm)es, in chorus.

They were cvidently determined to
regard Jimmy Silver's remark as 2 good
Joke.

roared the three

“Oh, let’s get off!” grunted Lovell
“These Madem cads wouldn't be game
enough, anyw

Gaume for anvmmg youTe gamo for,
iffed Tommy Dedd.

oing for Gunter,” said

[
Jimmy Sn.'er

v | suardly goings-on,
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“Well, that was my idea said
Tomy Dodd, “I suggested:
“Well, ii's my  idea, t00” said

Jimmy, manfully’ forbearing to start
another ment., “He's disgracing
the school and his uncle, our respected
Head, and he says plainly that's what
he's there for. He will be run in by
the police some day with his black-
and then think of
the disgrace. I believe that's his little
game, as a matter of fact. He'd do
anything to get even with Rookwood
for kicking him ocut. WeTe going to
shift him out of Coombe!”

“How?” demanded the
Modetns, with one voice.

“Go for him, and rag him, and make
hay of St he oeas off,” said
Jimmy Silver unhesitatingly.

¢ Oh, scissors!”

< “If youre game you can help us,”
said Jimmy. “If you're not, you can
go and eat coke!”

“We're game cnough,” said Tommy
Dodd. “But if it came cut that Wc’d
been to the Bird-in-Hand for any
reason, it would mean trouble.”

“Weve got to risk that,” said Raby.
ose you Modern bounders can
risk l( if we can?”

“I should jolly well say so!” said
Tommy Dodd. “You won't find the
top side of Rookwood backing out—-"

three

“Top, side! Why, you Modern
ass—"

“You Classma! duffer—"

“Order!” yelled Jimmy Silver, “You
can jaw

some other time. Is it a go?
Are we going for Gunter?”

“It's a go!” said the three Tommies
at ouce.

“Done, then!”

“Now we'll have tea,” said Tommy
Dodd. ‘“Stay and feed with us, dear
boys. Pax till after we've routed the

o

nemy !

“Right-ho!"

And the Classicals and Moderns sat
down to tea together aquite amicably.
Civil war was suspended till the com-
mon enemy had been disposed of.
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CHAPTER 38
Rookwoed o the Warpath!
marched out of the
ood after tea with
ed  looks. The
vood were on the wa
st one another for once.

They were serious enough about it.
Gunter, the sacked blackguard of the
Fourth, was a denizen of the Bird-in-
Hand, a low public-house on the out-
skirts of the village. That house was
strictly out of bounds for all Rookwood
fellows.

In any other circumstances Jimmy
Silver & Co. would never have dreame
of entering such a place. They knew,
too, that the penalty would be scvere
if the Head learned of it. Their excel-
lent intentions would not save them
from condign punishment.

But they were running the risk. For

“the sake of the school's good name,
they were going to get rid of Gunter.
There was only one way—the drastic
method of ragging the yeung rascal till
he cleared off. The Head might be
angry if he learned of their proceed-
ings, but there was no dcubt that he
would be grateful to hear that his
nephew was gone. Jimmy Silver & Co.
were, in fact, observing the imjunction
to do goed by stealth.

Of the “scrap” that was probably
before they thought little.
Gunter would put up a fight, and his
associates would prcbably help him;
but the heroes of the Fourth were pre-
pared for any amount of scrapping.

“Better go round by way of the tow-
ing-path,” Tommy Dodd observed, as
the party drew near the village., “We
don’t want to be spotted going in. If

0" or Bulkeley should be

path—not ag:

about—"

“Good idea!” assented Jimmy er.

‘The juniors cut down to the towing-
path, which gave access to the long
inn garden.

There was a gate in the hedge, and
the juniors paused there to survey the
enemy’s territory before invading it.

X
=3
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Jimmy Silver uttered a suppressed
exclamation. 2
“There he is!” 5.

“Gunter, by Jove!”

_“The roften cad!”
disgust.

Gunter was there, in full view, and
his aspect was not edifying. There was
« little summer-housé at the end of the

jarden, and through the leaves the
uniors could see into it. Three persons
were scated at a small table—one of
them Gunter, and the other two men
some years older. Gunter had & cigar
between his yellow teeth,
unch of cards in his hand.
were on the table and money, al
glasses  furnished with  something
stronger than ginger-beer. 5

The juniors lcoked on the scgne in
wrath and disgust, i

This blackguard had been in the
Fourth Form at Rookwood—hie was
still wearing a Rookwood cap, with the
badge of the Classical side;’ And
here he was, the nephew of the
reverend Head of Rookwocd, smoking,
drinking, and gambling. with Joey Hook
the bookmaker, and “Tadger” Tagg
the billiard sharper.

His insolence in still wearing the
Rookwood cap exasperated the juniors
more than anything else. It was part
of his plan, of course; but they thought
that even Gunter might have been
decent enough to put that aside.

“I guess that pot’s mine, pardners,™
remarked Gunter. with a chuckle. He
poke with the nasal twang the juniors
knew so well. Rookwood had not
changed Gunter in the least; he was
still exactly the same fellow who had
come from the far-off land of ‘Texas,
where his up-bringing had evidently
been of the roughest and rudes

Tadger Tagg muttered an oa§h.

‘iyou "ave good luck, Mister Giinter,”
said Joey Hook, with a somewhat
suspicious look at the one-time Fourth-
Former of Rookwaod. k

Gunter laughed as he raked in the
stakes. Probably the two sharpers had
not expected to meet their match in

rowled Lovell, in




{
8 THE TERROR
{he schoolboy. But Gunter was shead

f ’\ﬂ

ng the quiet viliage of Coombe
roduce in the way of rascality.

“Time we chipped in” murmured
Jn‘nmy Silver. “WE'VC fairly got him

ere!”

“What-ho!

“Follow on!" said Jimmy.

He put his hand on the gate, and
vaulted over, and ran towards the
summer-house. His chums were after
him in a twinkling.

Gunter sprang to his feet, as he saw
them
Tadger Tagg and Joey Hook rose
also, looking surprised.

“Friends of yours, Mister Gunter?”

1 guess not,” chuckled Gunter. “I
reckon these galoots have come hyar
Tooking for trouble.”

“We've come here looking for you,
Gunter,” said Jimmy Silver.

“T guess you've found me at home.”

“we've got bane to pick with you,”
said Tommy D

you aln't no business ere, young
gents,” yowll oblige by clearin’ off,”
said Mr, Hook.

“But we have business here,” s:
Jimmy. ‘“Our business is with Gunter.
Gunter, youw've been long enough in
Coombe. - When are you going?”

“When I choose, I guess.

“Thatl's where you make a mistake.
We've

You're going when we choose.
come (o tell you s0.”
guess you might have saved y«

breath,” =md Gunter. “I'm siavmg on
I guess your headmaster will be sorry
he sacked me before I'm through. Now
you can vameose the rﬂnch or I call
1he stable-hands to shiff

B e going!” said Jm\mv Silver
“You've disgraced Rookwood
eniough. Now you're clearing.”

Gunter laughed contemptuously, and
sat down again.

“Mind,” said ermy Silver, “we
mean business. I don't mind saying out
plain that I don't believe youre really
our Readmaster’s nephew at all. If you
were, you'd have some grain of decency
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in you. I believe youre some rnl:ten
swindler. * But anyway, youre going.”
Gunt..l‘ started.
“1 guess ynure talking out of your
hnt” he said. “Dont you calculate
Chisholm knows his own

Dr.

1\ephew°”

“'I know he'd never seen him,” said
Jimmy. “I know you came here from
Texas as his nephew. But I know, too,
that you had a letter from America in
which you were called “Sam.” Sam
isn’t the name of Dr. Chisholm’s
nephew. I know you were scared by
that letter, and you let out that you
were afraid somebody was coming to
Rookwood, and you said the game
would be up. Putting two and two
together, I conclude that you're not
what you make yourself out to be.”

Gunter shrugged his shoulders.

“I reckon you'll have to prove all
that,” he remarke

“Not at all; T expect it will come
out soon_enough,” said Jimmy, “and
anyway, I can't prove it!”

Then I guess you'd better shut your
vap-trap,” said Gunter, in the elegant
phraseolozy he had certainly not
leamed at Rookwood. “You make me
ire

“We 'ro here to clear you out,” said
Jimmy Silver determinedly. “You can
pack your bag and come with us to the
station.”

“What!” ejaculated Gunter.

“We'll see you off bV the next train.”

“By gum,; will you?”

“‘Otherwise yau‘n get ragged till
you're ready to

a, ha, hw'” roared Gunter, evi-
dently greatly tickled. The young
rascal had plenty of nerve, at least.

“I mean it!” said Jimmy. “Last
night you tried to get some =1Hy asses
in Rookwood to break bounds. You
didn’t care if they got themselves
sacked—or I rather suspect you'd have
been plessed We're putting a stopper
on all th;

‘We am'” said Lovell.

o go!
“On your feet, or on your neck, just

“You've got
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as you choose,” explained Tommy
Dodd.
Gur-ter roared with laughter.
young gents, youd better
get out,” said Mr. Hook. “¥ou can't
Qr-ter[eu, with Mister Gunter like this

Siiver.
you'll

“You ring off!” soid Jim
“If you chip in here, Mr. Hox
get, burt. Gmuer, are you going?”

“I guess nof

“Last_time ot asking,"

Snlver “Are you going?”

sald Jimmy

Golla,r him!"
There was a rush.

CHAPTER 30
A Battle Royal!
GUNTEE leaped to hi

His hands clos
of 3 heavy bottle, and he swung

it into the air. His eyes gleamed like a i

cal
£ Hnnds off“' “Hands
off, o

There was no doubt that the reck-
less young rascal would have struck.
Bub Jimmy Silver was upon him with
the spring of a tiger before he could
use the dangercus weapon.

Jimmy grasped his arm, and forced
it back, and Guuter struggled in vain
to release it, to strike a savage blow.

The next moment Lovell’s grasp was
on the bottle, and it was wrenched
Imm Gunterﬁ ang

Let up!” shrieked Gunter. ““Hook,
Call the stable-

he shouted.

Tagg. smnd by me!
men!”

Gunter was struggling furiously in
the grasp of three or four of the Rook-
‘wooders,

Joey Hook and Tadger Tagg ad-
w.med very gingerly to his aid.

They were seized by the juniors, and
hurled back unceremoniously. The Co.
had no ceremony to waste on a pair of
blackguards.

ger Tagg crashed into the
shrubb..rv, and laj there gasping, and
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Joey Hook crashed after him, and
rolled over

They were hors de combat at once.

But Gunter was a_ tougher customer.
He fought like a wildeat in the grasp
of the Rookwooders.

With hands and feet, and nails and
teeth, the young rascal resisted, and
there were loud howls from the jumcrc‘
who suffered considerable damages in
that mode of fighting.

But Gunter was borne to the ground
af last, and his hands were held, and
Silver planted a knee on his

ot nim 1 panted Jimmy,

yeiled Gunter. By hokey,
ere—

“perlice!” stuttered Tadger Tagg.

Chere was a shout in the garden,
and two or three rough fellows came
running from the direction of the inn.

“Get him out of here!” exclaimed
Dodd. “Duck him in the

“Good cgz!”

Gunter, still resisting desperately, was

dragged away, bmemg on the ground.
Raby kicked the gate open, and Gunter
was rushed cut on the towing-path.

Right down to the gleaming river he
was rushed, and then he was swung,
ycllmg, into the air.

“One, two, three!” shouted Jimmy
Silver. “Go!”

And Gunter went.

There was a terrible splash, and
Gunter disappeared into the shallow
water, two or three yards from the bank.

“Hurray!” panted Tommy Dodd.

Gunter’s head came up. He scrambled
to his fee[ in the shallows, smothered
with mud.

The water surged round his chest as
he stood. There was as much mud as
water close to the bank, and Gunter
was coverell with it. His features were
almost hidden by it. The juniors burst
into a roar of laughter at the sight of

m.
Gunter, grinding his fteeth, came
scrambling towards the bank. Ho
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clutched at the rushes to drag himself

J!mmy Silver's boot interpose:

“Not yet!” said Jimmy ccolly. “Have
you made up your mind to clear off,
Gunter?”

“No!” shricked Gunter.

“Then you're not cummv out!”

“I—I gless you—yor

unter's voice was lost in his rage;

he stuttered with fury.

Jimmy Silver thrust hard with his
boot, and Gunter went floundering back

into the mud. He came up again,
gasping.

“Look _out!” repped out Tommy
Dodd.  “Here come the cnemy !

Joey Hook and Tagg, and three
rough-looking fellows from the Bird-in-
Hand, were adv ancing upon the juniors
from the X immy Silver &
Co. faced the IG= at once. The two
weedy, unfit sharpers were 1ot danger-

ous; but the three roughs were another
proposition.

But Jimmy Silver & Co. feared no foe.
ThFY vlere qmte prepared for a battle.
distance!” snapped

Ju’nmy Silver.

“You let Mr. Gunter alone, then!”
\mwl:‘d Joc-y 00k,

“Mmar G\mtera  our property!” said
Tommy ister Gunter’s stay-
ing in lhe ‘mud for Lxle present!”

And as Gunter was mazking another
attempt to scramble out, Tommy Dcdd
promptly shoved him back with his

and Gunter floundered again in
\vmcr und mud.

“Go for th-m!" raved Gunter from
the water. “Pitch them in! TI'll stand

a quid tD each of you chaps if you pitch
them in

That was_enough for the loafers of
Lh{' Bird-in-Hand. They rushed to the
at

“Line up!” shouted Lovell

‘“Back up, Rookwood!” roared Jimmy
Silver.

Mr. Hook and Mr. Tagg prudently
kept in the background, urging the
roughs on. They had apparcntly had
enough. Three burly roughs and seven

i
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determined juniors mingled in a fierce
ﬁght.

a ﬁ"l;l of men R“'ﬂm‘t boys,

ol oy theis sdor ang ey were futl of
p!

It was a Homeric battle.

‘The roughs were hitting their hardest,
and the schoolboys were bowled over
like skittles when the blows landed.
But they were active; they were good
boxers, and their blood was up.
roughs received at least as good as they
gave. The wild scramble on the towing-
path  lasted  sever: minutes, and
Tommy Dedd and Cook and Raby lay
gasping on the ground; but by that time
one of their enemies had been knocked
into the water, another was down,
with Jimmy Silver kneeling on his
chest, and the third was fleeing, with
Lovell and Newcome after him raging
for gore.

Gunter came scrambling out, muddy,
and breathing vengeance; but Tommy
Doyle had an eye on him, and he met
Gunter with a terrific drive on the chin
that hurled him back into the river.

Tommy Dodd and Cook and Raby
were up again almost at once, very far
from beaten. One of their foes had
fled, another was scrambling out of the
river and taking to his heels, and the
fellow under Jimmy Silver’s knee was
howling for mercy.

Rookwood had won!

Mr. gg and Mr. Hook took a
hurried departure. They did not want
to argue with the victors.

“Lemme up! Lemme gerraway!”
gasped the unfortunate gentleman
whose nose Jimmy Silver was grinding
into the towing-path.

He was allowed m “gerraway,” and
the panting juniors remained con-
querors on the field of battle.

“Hurray for us!” panted Tommy
Dodd. ‘“Oh, my nose!”

“Ow, my eye!” murmured Cook.

“Oh, a black cye's nothing! said
Jimmy Silver. “ ked them!”
“Yo You havent got one!
Wow
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“Look out! That cads getting
away!” shouted Raby.

Gunter had ;pla.shed along the bank
to some distance, and was agai ing
to crawl out of the water. The junicrs
made a rush to the spot.

Half a dozen hands closed on the
muddy Gunter as he landed. - He
wriggled feebly; he was too spent to
struggle.

“ch guite done with you
grinned Jimmy Silver,

“Let up! Let up!” panted Gunter.
‘:A\ie you going?”

3

yet!”

There was a buzz of a bicycle-bell on
the towing-path. The juniors did not
heed it. But the cyclist halted and
Jump»d down, and a sharp voice rapped
out:

“Stop that at once!”

“Bulkeley!” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.

It was the captain of Rockwood.
The juniors dropped Gunter as if he
had become suddenly red-hot, a
whirled round to face Bulkeley. Gunter
squirmed and gasuzd in the rushes at
their feet.

]
a

CHAPTER 40,
Mot 2 Success!
ULKELEY looked at the juniors
grimiy.
The juniors looked at Bulkeley.

There was a short silence, broken
only by the spasmodic gaspl ng  of
Gunter.

“You've been fighting—eh?”
claimed Bulkeley at last.

The question was really superfluous.
‘There was not one of the band of heroes
who did not show very plainly that he
had been fighting. Seldom had even
the Fistical Four and the three
Tommies shown so many signs of
combat all at once.

“Sort of — of — of scrapping,

Bulkeley!” stammered Jimmy Silver.

“Is that iunter?”

“Yes.”

ex-
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What are you domg with him?”
“Duc::mg him."
“What for?”

““To make him clear off.”

“My hat!” said Buikeley.

The Rookwcod captain stared at
Gunter 2s that muddy youth dragged
himself to his feet. Gunter was red
with rage under the mud. He shook his
fist at the juniors, and then at Bulkeley,
and staggered away towards the garden
8t

There was a movement to follow him,

and_Bulkeley interposed.
““Stop!” he rapped out.

o W!}—\ye haven'’t finished yet,” said
‘Tommy Dodd.

“Get back to Rookwoed at once, all
of you!”

“1_1 say, Bulkeley—"

“Shut up, and geg off!”

There wes no disputing with the
captain of the school. Jimmy Silver &
Co. marched off, somewhat weary and
worn, and very much disappeinted.
They had not neaily finished with
Gunter yet.
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Bulkeley followed them, wheeling his
hike. He did not speal for some time,
and the juniors wondered lathcx appre-
hensively what he was king ahout.
He was head prefect of Rcckw u A
he knew they had he~n to the Bird-in-
Hand. True, he ais w their metive.
They were thanlulﬂ “that it was not
Knowles who had caught them. But
what would Bulkeley do?

Not a word did Bulkeley speak till
they were near the gates of Rookwood.
Then he called to them:

“You young rascals!

“Yes, Bulkeley?” said Jimmy Silver
meekly.

“Let there be no more cf this!”

‘“Oh, Bulkeley!”

“You'd get flogged if the Head knew
where yowd been. It's really my duty
to report you. Il give you a chance
if yewll promise me not to go near the
place again, or to touch Gunter.

“But the fellow ought to be cleared
off!” argued Jimmy Silver. “He's a
disgrace to Rookwood, Bulkeley!”

“You can leave that to others older
than yourself,” said Bul‘ “Now
then, are you going to gi e your
word, or do you wani me to ma ch you
in to the Head?”

““Oh, yes; certahﬂy!”

“Now go and get yourselves clean,”
saui Buume You look muore like a

0! hoohgnns than Rookwood

ang
fCuO“ 15

Bulkeley wheeled his bike in, and
Jimmy uﬂVE!‘ & Co., after looking at
one another uncertainly for a few
moments, followed him.

“Just like all your “rotten_Classical
wheezes!” groaned Cook. “I've got a
black eye, and cld Manders will be
down on me; ond we're jolly lucky not
to be reported to the Head!

“If were joily lucky, what are you
grousing _about?” “mumbled  Raby.

Lock 2t my nose

“Blow your nose!”

“V7ell, blow your eye!”

“You Classical fathcnd——

“You Modern worm-——

1t locked as if the Homeric battle of
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the towing-path would be followed by a
Classical-Modern battle in the school
quad. But the juniors were feeling too
sore, and after an exchange of com-
pliments they parted.

‘The- Fistical Four bathed their faces
in the dormitory on the Classical si
T'nclr faces needed bathing badly.

“It was a jolly good idea!” said
Jimmy Silver a little dubiously, how-
ever. “Jolly good! Bulkeley coming
along spoiled it, that's all.”

“That rotter Gunter wouldn't have
gone, anyway,” said Raby. ‘Look at
my nose.”

“Dash your nose! suppose after
what we said to Bulkelej we can’t rag
Gunter any more,” said Jimmy oll\ex‘
dolefully.

“Of course we can't, fathead!”
“Still, it was a jolly good idea.”

“Oh, rmpm‘*"’ groaned Raby. ‘“‘Look
at my no

“rn Jolly well dot you on the nose
if I hear much more about it,” said
Jiramy Silver, exasperated. ‘‘Go and
eat coke!™

When the Fistical Four gathered in
the end study to tea, however, hlej were
fuc.mg a little better. It agreed
that *“‘going for Gunter” ‘Rd been a
ripping idea, though it had not turned
out a howling success. It was agreed,
too, that old Bulkeley was a brick not
to report them. Jimmy Silver sagely

opined that Bulkeley sympathised with
their little scheme, though, of course, as
refect he couldn’t say so.

The Fistical Four, upon the whole,
were satisfied with themselves.
question remained unanswered.
was Reckweod to get rid of Gunter?
But, as it happened, that question was
shortly to find an unexpected answer,

®

CHAPTER a1
A Statling Discovory!
UNTER again, by Jove!”
It was the following Satur-
ternoon. As it was a
half-] hohday, End the Fistical Four had
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nothing better to do, they were saunter-
ing down to Coombe to sample the good
things in the bunshop there. They were
thinking of anything but Gunter, as it
happened—Jimmy Silver's “wheeze " of
going for Gunter was a thing of the
past. Then they came in sight of the
Jjunior from T

Gunter was sitting on a stile by the
side of the lane with his usual cigar in
his discoloured teeth. He was taiking to
Smythe of the Shell. The great
Adclphus was standing in an elegant
ammde, and he had a cigarette in his

1.mmny Silver & Co. exchanged a
glan

‘“We've promised Bulkeley not to
touch Gunter,” said Jimmy. “But we
can muun Adolphus—hard!”

u bet!” said his chums.

Adulphus Smythe looked round in
elarm as the Fistical Four came up.

“‘By gad!” he said. “Fancy meetin’
you!”

“So’ry to interrupt the little pow-
wow,” said Jimmy Silver poh,ely
“Don't you remember, Smythey, you've
got strict orders to keep away from that
blackguard.”

“‘You cheeky fag!” gasped Adolphus,
almest overcome with indignation at
the idea of receiving strict orders from
& Fourth-Former.

“Strict orders irom your Uncle
.hmmyv you remember.

“Don’t you
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the kind attentions they were now
debarred from bestowing upon Gunter
they meant to bestow upon Adolphus.
In that direction, at least, they could
counteract Gunter’s little game.

Wriggling and howling, the great
Adolphus went down the lane in the
midst of the laughing juniors. Gunter,
on the stile, roared with laughter. He
showed no sign whatever of gumP to the
aid of Adolphus. He seem
amused.

“ You checky young cads!” stuttered
Adolphus. e go! Il lick you,
by gad! le thra.sh you, you know!
Oh my nose! Leggo my hair! Yow-

“Hn ha! Come on, Adolphus!”
Adolphus had to come on.
“Wwell take him into Coombe, and
put his head in the horse-trough,”
grumed Lovell,
Adolphus

“Good egg!
dear.”

And to Coombe and the horse-trough
the unfortunate Adolphus would
infallibly have gone had there not come
a sudden interruption. There was a
wild clatter of a horse’s hoofs on the
hard road, and a trap came dashing
round a bend of the lane ahead.

“Look out!"” shouted Jimmy Silver.

The Fistical Four leaped out of the

rcad in time, dragging Adolphus with
them The trap went whirling past.
maway!” gasped Lovell “That

“Aru
kid’ ll be killed!”
Smythe of the Shel

Come on,

“You cheeky young sweep, be off!”
exclaimed Smythe, with a wave of the

and.

“Not without you dear,” said Jimmy
Siiver. “Loy hold, you chaps—any-
where you lxke Mmes his ears!

“Ha, ha, ha! Mine’s his nose!”
said Raby.

“Mine's his chin,” chorued Lovell.

““Gerooogh ! Leggo!”  spluttered
Smythe, struggling mldly as the Fistical
Four grasped him and rushed him away
down the lane towards Coombe.

But the Fistical Four did not let go;
they had no intenticn of letting go. All

1,
the Flsncal Four started after the trap.
Its only occupant wes a lad of about
fifteen, who was dragging at the reins
in vain, his somewhat weak face pale
with terror. The horse was dashing
along at top speed, completely out of
control.

The trap from Coombe had passed
the juniors in a flash; they had had no
time cven to think of rendering aid.

And it was impossible to overtake it
at the speed at which it was travelling.
They could only gaze after it in horror.
The vehicle rocked from side to side of
the rough road, and it seemed a miracle



v

b

that it kept to its wheels at all. A
collision with a stone or the bank beside
the road might have upset it at any
moment, and the occupant would have
been hurled out—probably to death

Jinmy Silver's face was pale.
Mechanically be began running after
the trap, though there was no hope of
getting near it.

’s done for,” muttered Raby,
“unless somebody smps him—-"

“He'll pass Gunl

“Gunter! That, C:l(l!"

My only hat!” yelled Jimmy Silver.
“Look!”

The Classical Four halted dumb-
founded.

Gunter had locked up as the trap
came thundering on towards the stile.
He threw his cigar away, and slipped
to the ground.

As the trap thundered up Gunter
made a desperate spring at the horse’s
head.

The juniors felt their hearts stand
still as they saw it.

Had Gunter missed his grasp he
would have crashed down into the road,
fairly under the thundering hoofs, to be
crushed out of life by the Hoofs and the
l:’ihegls He seemed to be springing to

But he did not miss his grasp. Rascal
and blackguard as he was, Gunter was
cool as an iceberg, steady as a rock. His
grasp was on the bit, and the horse’s
head was dragged down.

Gunter hung on,

Still the trap thund red on, Gunter
hanging to the s head, dragged
along in its wild c.lrﬂcr

Bat in a couple of minutes the veight
and the iren grip of the junior from
Texas told upon the excited horse, The
wild pace slackened, and the trap
slowed dewn.

Slower and slewer, till the ani

was

nal

dragged to a hait, and Gunter, covered
with dust, bruised and shaken, but as
cool as ever, stood upon his feet holding
the horse.
mmy

Co. were running
e filed with

“silver &
dost.
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admiration for Gunters pluck. They
felt that that minute of courage and
devotion had atoned for all the sins of
the razcal of Rookwood.

They came up panting.

Gunter had stood for a full minute
getting his breath. The horse, quiet
cuouah now, was trembling in every

The weak-faced lad in the trap
wu still shivering. It evident
enough that his nerve was not like

nter’

“Waal, that was a close call, if you
like, young ’un,” sald Gunter, raising
his eyes to the boy in the trap.

Then he gave a sudden spring.

“You!” he yelled.

He did nut, see the Fistical Four

racing up. a5 staring, or rather
glaring, at thhe white Tact s the trap.
“You!” he repeated. © “So you've
come at last. And I've saved your life
—like a fool! Like a thumping fool,
Bob!”
“Sam!”

‘“‘Saved your life!” repeated Gunter,
with a hoarse laugh. ‘‘Oh, by hokey!
If I'd let you break your neck, Bob, I
cau!d have played ihe game on to the

You ve saved my life, Sam,” said the
lad in the trap in tre: mblm"’ accents,
“I—I should have been Lilled.”

“That's dead ceri!” sneered
Gunter. “You never had any pluck,
Bob. If yowd had any pluck you'd
never have let me bullyrag you into
playing the game we played, I guess.
You changed your mind after I'd left,
though, you skuik, and you've gone

on me!” S
—TI couldn’t keep it up, Sam—there
was may father, you know iiah

“You hadn’t the nerve, you mean,”
jeﬂ.c'i Gunter. “Ch, thumping fool
L‘:15—‘» Wwhy didn't I let you break
eck
’vhaf the thunder do you mean?”
dmuted Jimmy Silver, selzing Gunter
y shoulder and shaking him.

r\ ’s this chan?”
Cu‘ﬂ{*:‘ laughed.
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“That chap? Can't you gua;s?

“Is it—"" began Jimm;

“The galoot who wrote Lo me that
he'd lost his nerve, and couldn’t keep
up the game—the galcot who was
coming to Rookwood to bowl me out
and show me up—Bob Gunter, the
Head's nephew.”

“The Head's nephew! My hat!”

“It’s true,” faltered the lad in the
trap. “I am Robert Gunter—I am the
nephew of Dr. Chisholm. I'm going to
Rookwood now to tell the truth.”

“And who are you, then?” shouted
Lovell.

The p euda Gunter grinned.

I'm Sam Barker, and I was
raised on 0Old Man Gunter’s ranch,” he
said. “And I guess the game’s up!”

CHAPTER a2,
The Truth at Lest!
IMMY SILVER whistled.
j He had vaguely suspected some-
thing of the sort; but it was start-
hng to have his suspxcnons confirmed
in this way. He had been right; the
rascal of Rockwood Was not the Head's
nepbew at all, and he had only been
aying a part ab the old school. Now
th\t the truth was known a score of
circumstances could oe recalled which
made the juniors wonder that the im-
posture had never been detected.

“I guess you can get on to Rookwood,
Bob,” said the outcast. “Give my Tove
to uncle—ha, ha!—and say good-bye to

im for me. Hyer, take the ribbons!
My hat!” he added scornfully. “I guess
you haven’t the nerve to drive the “hoss
now. I calculate I'll drive you.”

'he Head’s nephew started.
“Sam, you wouldn’t have the nerve
to go to Rnokwood again now!

“Why not?” said Gunter recklessly.
“T'm gnme"‘

He jumped into the trap, gathered up
the reins, and drove n\vay, The Fistical
Four looked at one anof L
‘“Well, that chap tzkes “the cake!”

OWN LIBRARY %

exclaimed Jimmy Silver. “Come on;
we're going to see the end of this!”
The Fistical Four hurried after the

T

Tt‘c real Gunter sat in it, silent and
pale, wh the false Gunter drove on
with reckless speed, and dashed up to
the school gates with a flourish. He did
not stop there. Without a pause 'he
turned the horse in at the gates and
went careering up the drive to ﬂm
School House. There was a
the feliows in the (‘uadranﬂ'le as they
recognised the dmver of the trap.
* Guntes

‘The junior from Texas cracked his
whip and laughed, and drove recklessly
on. The trap dashed up and swm’ed
outside the School House, the horse .in

foam. A crowd gathered round at
once, joined by Jimmy Silver & Co.,
breathlecs after their race.

“Where's  the Head?” _shouted
Gunter. ‘“Hallo, Bulkeley! How are
you getting on? Hallo, Knowles, still
the same foxy-faced galoot—eh?
Where's the Head? Tell hi T've
brouﬂm him his nephew.”

What!” shouted Bulkels

‘“Ha, ha! Bring the old buy out!”
shouted Gunter.

Dr. Chisholm had alreac‘ty appenred
on the steps of the School ms
severe old face was pale wah

“You have dared to return here"' he
exclaimed.

The Texas junior nodded coolly.

“I guess so. I've brought you your
nwhewAthe genuine article this time.”

“What!"” ejaculated the Hea

«I guess yowd never seen him alive
put for mei” chuckled Gunter. “The
horse bolted—Bob never did have any

nerve—and I stopped him. Haven't I
saved your life, Bob, you spoony

skunk
5 Ye= » panted the unfortunate Bob.
“It's true, sir!” broke in Jimmy
silver. “‘We saw it, sir. Gunter might
have been killed—it was an awfully
narrow shave—Barker, I mean—"
“In Heaven's name, what does all




%
tm;kl mean?” exclhimed the Head
Thxs galoot is your nephew!” said
the junior from Texas, flicking his com-
panion with the whip. The wretched
Bob fii nched and Gunter chuckled
“Tell him you're his nephew,
Blessed if he quite believes it

‘'m your nephew, s)r 1! you are Dr.
Chlsholm'” faltered “I'm y
.slstex 's son Robert, sir.’ “

“Then—then this boy-

Amazed as he was, TEllEf flashed into
the Head's face. That arrant, reckless
blackguard was not his nephew, after
all! It was a discovery that compen-
sated for much

“I guess it Was my idea, from start
to finish,” SBAd the so-called Gunter dis-
dainfully. “I don’t mind telling the
yarn. I was raised on old man Gunter's
ranch, and I was Bob's best pal, wasn't
1, Bob?”

“Yes,” faltered Bob.

“And when old man Gunter decided
to send the kid to England, Bob didn’t
want to come; he was afraid, weren’t

you, Bob, you miscrable worm" He
was always in a blue funk.”

“It wasn't only that,” flashed out the
mierable Beb. “You made me; you
talked me over!”
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“Well, so I did,” admitted Gunber.
“I bullyragged you, didn’t I?
never did have any nerve. And I took
your place and your name, and took the
Steamer instead of you, and gave your
father’s letter to the captain, and came
here, and left you in Galveston, where
you could have a topping time if yow'd
had the
"Ble*s my soul!” gasped the Head:

r | “Boy—Robert—if you are my nephew,

get down and come into the House:

After this reprehensible trick I shall
certainly not allow you to stay at Rook«
Wood, and you will be sent home imme=
diately. Go in at once, sir!”

Tlxc Head's nephew disappeared into
the House. Dr. Chisholm fixed a stern
gaze upon the impestor who had so
cunnvngly played his part.

As for you, whoever you are—"

“I guess I'm going. Good-bye,
cocky!”

The Head, purple with wrath, turned:
hastily into the House. Gunter—or '
Barker—swung round trap, and
drove down to the gates, amid a buzzing
crowd of excited Rookwood fellows. .

“Hold on!” said Jimmy Silver, fali
owmg me trap into the road.

“Youxe an out-and-out rotter, Gunter
—I mean Barker—but you've got heaps
of pluck!” said Jimm; “‘Give us your
fist before you g

The young adventurer looked at him
queerly. Then he leaned over and held
out his hand, and Jimmy Silver shook
hands Wl him.

s youre a good sort, Jimmy
s:lver,” he said, and for a moment his
reckless hardihood seemed to be gone:
“I reckon if I had my time here again,
I'd play my cards a bit different, It's
tog late now. Good-bye!”

od -bye, and good luck!”

The trap dashed away. The juniors
gazed aﬂer it till it vanished round the
bend in the road. Then thoughtfully
?nd sedately they turned back into

THE END.
8.
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’ GREAT GAMBLES.
—

UBLIN, the centre of the Irish
another great gamble. This was
during the wars of Napoleon, and the
stake was life itself.
A Life Gamble.
Recruits for the army were worth
ten guineas each, and a recruiting
officer offered five guineas bounty to
one hundred recruits, together with a
chance In a sweep for one hundred
quineas and a free discharge for the
mner.
the bad old days men enlisted for
, and such were the rigours and
-dships of soldiering then that not
e in fifty returned. Though it
meant gambling for life ILSEH the re-
iting soon nd  men
mbling ‘over (hemselves in their
eagerness to get a_chance to win a
hundred guineas. Had he offered the
full ten guineas bounty instead of five
guineas and the chance in the sweep
he would have been hard put to it to
fill his ranks. As it was, the astute
officer got his hundred men and
pocketed four hundred guineas that
t over from the sum the
aoriiies Slowed him for himedr!

Risking Life for a Shilling.

Another gamble prevalent in these
dark days was that played when the
savage military punishments were
ordered. It was the custom when a
regiment mutinied or ran away from
battle to sentence one man in every
ten or twenty to death.

Lots were drawn to determine who
was to die; but there were always
those who, having drawn clear, were

willing to take the place of another
wmho had yet {o draw his lot for a mere
s

il

The pay for a solider was fourpence
a day, therefore a shilling was very
welcome. They risked their lives for

only fourpence, why not do the same

for'a shilling?
A wealthy gambler once lost £50,000
at cards in two hours.

“That Is half of what I am yorth
in the whole world,” he said. “You
must, give me time %o sell My property
before T can settle.”

. not play for the other
half?” was the answer. He did, and
won all his losses back. Within the

next three hours he was not only clear
of debt, but had £20,000 in his pocket
as winnings from the game.

The Last Cut.

One of the wealthiest men in the

world puts a tenner in his pocket when
he sits down to a game of cards. When
he loses that tenner he stops for the
night. Sometimes he wins, but what-
ever the result he always stops when
his ten pounds is lost. The next night
he will start again with a fresh tenner,
and cheerfully expect to lose it. He
is wise enough to know that if he
thought he could win, his enormous
wealth would soon vanish.

One of those rare, desperate last
throws upon which everything depends
was brought off successfully by a Lol

Worthall _ years ago when gambnng
was much more in fashion than it is
to-day.

He had accumulated a pile of
gambling debts one night, and decided
to wipe them all off with a last cut.
10 e Tor a mew pack of cards. He
had to cut low to win, and in cutting
exclaimed :
“Up, now, deuce, or else a tray,
or Won.hnll's gone for ever and

His luz‘.k was in. He cut the two of
diamonds!  Afterwards he had the
card cut in marble and fixed on the
parapet of the family mansion it had
saved for him!
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