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monarch of all he surveye
“istraight left “for

«Bully » Higgs, the new Junior at Rookwood, regarded himself as

TAMI NG TI-I[
BU[LY

by Owen Conqucst

until Jimmy Silver cultivated a
his special benefit]

CHAPTER 1.
“ Thanks for the tip! "
IMMY SILVER, you ass,
wmtmﬂ for you!”
omv on, fathead!”
“Buck up
It was a halfhohday at Rookwood,
and Lovell and Raby and Newcome
Werc ready_to go down to the cricket-
ound. Jimmy Silver wasn’t ready.
.nmmy was in the end study, talkmn to
Leggett of the Modern side, wh is
three chums looked in, and mndc those
remarks.
Jimmy glanced round at lhs chums
“Hold on a minute!” he s:
« rats!”  said Lovell
mind that Modern worm!

we're

“Never
Come on!”

“Leggett’s just told me something

“Blow Leggett!”

“Look here, you can’t keep us wait-
ing while you jaw to a Modern cad,”
said Raby. “ch%tt can go and eat
coke. Come on!

“We’ll chuck him out if you like,™
suggested Newcome.

There was always warfare between

Classicals and Moderns at Rookwood.
The three Classicals were anxious to
get down to the cricket-ground, but
they were willing to waste a few
minutes “chucking out” a Modern
fellow.

in

Leggett backed round the table
alarm.
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“You don’t want to ‘talk to that
worm,” said Lovell. “I suppose you're
not bor: rowmg nmuey of him?"

“No, fath

“Well we’ 11 chuck him ou

“Hold on, I tell you, famead'”
Jimmy - Silver.

“On, rats!” growled Lovell

Lovell was wrathy. He did not like
Moderns, anyway; and Leggett was the
least likeable of the Moder:

He was not liked even on his own
side. Tommy Dodd & Co. had
“scragged ” him many a time for his
sneaking proclivities. And Leggett,
who was a very deep youth, turned a
more or less honest penny sometimes
by moneylending among the juniors.
He was the last fellow jn the world to
be welcome in the end s

Lovell came into the study with a
business-like expression. Leggett
backed farther round t.he table. He
did not like Lovell's

“Look here, I came here to speak to
Jimmy Silver—" he began,

“Like your cheek!” said Lovell.
“Youre going out on your neck!
Don't dodge behind Silver, you worm
—come and take your medicine!”

“Hold on, you ass!” said Jimmy,
pushing his chum back. “Leggett came
Lere w glve me a tip.”

aid

"Theres a new chap coming to
Rookwood this afternoon—a Classical

“Blow the new chaj

“‘Chap named Higgs, " <md Leggett.

“Blow his name!”

“And those Modern bounders have
gone to meet him at the station,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Leggett says so.”

“Well, let ’em meet him, and be
blowed!”

“Theyre going to rag him,” said
Legget

“Let, em rag him!”

““Look. here,” said Jimmy Silver. “I
don’t know the new kid, but he’s a
Classical. We're not going to let the
Moderns rag a Classical. It's up to us
to chip in.”

TAMING THE BULLY!

“What about the cricket?” demanded
Rab;

“Well it’s only practice, and it can

stand over for a bit,” sald Jimmy
Silver. “Of course, the new  kid
doesn’t matter twopence, so far as that

ern worme

goes, but we can’t have M
ragging Classical chaps.”

“Something in that,” agreed Lovell
“But what is that cad doing, giving
his own side away?”

L thought I'd come and give you
the tip,” said Leggett. “Of course, you
needn’t mention it to Tommy Dodd.”

Lovell snorted.

“You mean that yowve had a row
with Tommy Dodd, and you w: ant to get
even with him, and you 've come here
for a catspaw"’ he growled.

“Well, you can do as you like!"

snapped Leggett. “I thought Jimmiyh
glllver would chip in as the new kid's &
sical. ?

“And Jimmy Silver will,” said
captain of the Fourth.
the cricket slide for a bit, you c

walk to the station won’t hurt us.
the Modern bounders are ragging
Classical chap, we'll jolly well rag
them. It will make them put the
ears down, anyway.”

“Well, that’s all right!” agre
Lovell. “But Leggcn}s 2 cad to comg
and tell us, all the same, i
you get that nose, Leggett?”

Leggett’s nose was a little swollen,
and of a fiery hue. It looked as if it had
come into violent contact with a set
of knuckles.

“Find out!”
bmg his nose.

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“Tommy Dodd’s punched his nose,
and he wants us to punch Tommv
Dodd,” he said. “Well, were on,
We're going to the rescue; but before
we go we’ll bump Leggecb for sneaking
against his own s

“Good  eggl” said Lovell
you're tallcmg

Leggett was collared.

He wriggled in the grasp of tpe

growled Leggett, rub-

“Now
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Fistical Four as he was swept off the
floor.

Then he came down on the carpet—
bum,

Leﬂgebt’s yell ran the length of the
Fourth Form passage.

“Yoooop!”

“Give him another!” said Jimmy
Silver. “He only gave us one tip, but
we'll give him two bumps. That's
cent per cemeeggett likes that.”

“Ha, ha,

Bump!

“Yaroooh!” yelled Legget‘ “Oh.
yah—oh! Leggo! Yoooop

“Now all jump on h)m together,”
said Jimmy Silver, as Lef'ﬂett spravvled
on the carpet. ‘“Now, o

Leggett did not wait, !or i chree i

He was on his feet in a twinkling,

~and speeding down the passage to the
stairs. A vell of laughter from the end
study followed him.

(- “Now we'll frot down to the station,”

aid Jimmy Silver cheerfully. “I don’t
hink we shall ever get any more
riendly tips from Leggett. But we'll

put a spokc in Tommy Dodd’s wheel.

. Come o

i And bhe Fistical Four of the Fourth
took their straw hats, and started for

... Coombe, to *“chip in ” very foreibly in
“the little game the humorous Moderns
had planned for the afternoon.

CHAPTER 2.
A Stight Surprise!
2 ERE'S the giddy train,”
Tommy Dodd.
‘The three Tommies—Dodd
.and Doyle and Ccok—were on the plat-
form in Coombe Station.

‘They were looking very merry and
bright that afternoon.

Tommy Dodd had heard that a new
Classical fellow was coming into the
Fourth Form at Rookwood, and it had
been his ldea to pass an hour in polite
attentions to him. Not that Tommy
Dodd knew anything about the new
fellow, or had any dislike for him. or

said

anything of that kind. But the new
boy was a Classical, and Classicals were
born to be ragged by Moderns, and a
half-holiday could not possibly be
better spent than in ragging a Classical
That was how Tommy Dodd looked at
it; and Tommy Doyle and Tommy
Cook heartily agreed with their great
leader.

So the three Modern juniors were
waiting on the platform, ready to
pounce upon the new junior as soon
as he alighted from the train.

“Nail him as soon as he shows up!”
said Tommy Dodd. “Don’t hurt the
poor little beast, of course. We'll pull
his leg, and stuff him up—  Hallo!
Here he is!”

‘The train had stopped, and among the
passengers who alighted from it was
a lad in Etons. He was the only boy
there, so there was no doubt that he
was the new fellow for Rookwood.

The three Tommies stared at him in
astonishment.

He was not quite like their expecta-
tions.

They had expected to see a small,
quiet, somewhat sheepish fellow, some-
what nervous in his ways—in fact, an
ordinary new kid

The newcomer was nothing at all
like that.

In the first place, he was older than
the Fourth Formers, and considerably

powerfully-built, with a breadth of
chest and shoulder remarkable for his
age. His face was rugged, and curi
ously like that of a bulldog in expres-
sion. His jaw was square, and his
look very determined.

Tommies exchanged a

new boy did not look like a
fel‘ow who could be ragged, stuffed up,
and have his leg pulled with impunity

“H'm!” remarked Tommy Cook.
“That ain’t quite the merchant I ex-
pected to see. He’s too old for the
Fourth, I should say.”

“Must be the chap!” said Tommy
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Dodd. “I heard Bootles say he was
coming by this train, and he's the only
kid here!”

“Doesn’t look an easy customer,”
murmured Doyle. “Faith, he looks
Lke ,& young prizefighter, 1f you ask

“HaHO‘
us!”

The three Tommies had intended to
introduce themselves. But they were
staring at the newcomer instead.
new arrival came across the platform,
returning their stare with interest, and
addressed them.

“You fellows belong to Rookwood?”
he asked.

“Yes. Are you Higgs?”

“Yes; I'm Higgs. I'm going into the

He’s coming to speak %o

Fourth. One of you kids can carry
this bag.”

“Wha-at!”

“Deaf?” asked Higgs unpleasantly.

‘“Carry your bag!” ejaculated Tommy
“Are’ you going into the Sixth, by any
chance?”

“En? No!»

“And youre not a new headmaster,
or anything of that kind?”

“Of course not!”

“Then you can carry your bag your-
self,” said Tommy Dodd, “and you can
be thankful th'\,t I don't bash it over
your silly coconut!”

he new junior stared at him for a
moment, then burst into a roar.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We came here to—to meet you!”
exclaimed Dodd angrily. “We thought
we’d put you through your paces to
begin with. I think we can’t do better
than take some of the cheek out of you
to start with, Higgs! Collar him, you
chaps' We'll teach him to cackle at

“Bump the cheeky baste!” said
Doyle. “We might give him the frog’s-
march to Rook\vood afterwards. It
would do him goos

“Hear, hear!” saxd Cook. “Now, all
together, and bump him hard!”

The three Tommies collared the new
junior without ceremony.

They had intended to rag him gently,
and “pull his leg,” and generally ex-
tract a little harmless and necessary
amusement from him. But the new
boy’s manner had changed all that.
They felt that sterner measures were
required, and they were prepared to
take them.

And there was a surprise in store
for Tommy Dodd & Co.

As they seized the new junior he
ceased ’ﬁughn‘ dropped his bag, and
hit out. Tommv Dodd felt as if a mule
had kicked him on the chin, and he
went over on his back with a jerk.

Then Cook and Doyle, much to their
astonishment, found themselves grasped
by their collars.

gether with a gesounding concussion,
Crack!

“Oh! Ah! Ow!” gasped Cooks

“Tare an’ ounds! Yarcoh!” yelled
Doyle.

Cracl

Tommy Dodd sat up. His chin felt -
as if it wasn’t there, and he put both ‘
hands to it, and blinked.

It seemed like a dream to Tomm

. He was sitting on the plate
form, knocked out, and the new fellow.
was grasping Cook and Doyle, and
knocking their heads together!

The three Tommies were three of the
most redoubtable ﬁghtmg men in th"
Fourth Form at And ]
new fellow was handlmg them as 1f
they were Infants in the Second Form.

“Oh, holy smoke!” gasped Tommy
Dodd.  “This is a glddy nightmare!
Oh, my chin!

*“Yarooh!

“Holy Moses!
Doyle.

“Ha, ha, hal” .

With a swing of his remarkably
muscular arms, the new junior sent the
two Moderns spinning. They reeled
across Tommy Dodd, and sat down on

Oh crike;
Leggo!” roared Cook.
Hands off!” shrieked
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the platform.
down at them.

“:g’ant any more?” he asked.

“Yow!”

“Wow!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Higgs. “There’s
a lot more where that came from. Ha,
ha, ha!”

He picked up his bag and walked
away, to look after his box.

The three Tommies sat up. They
blinked at one another in a very un-
certain way.

“We—we came here to rag that
chap!” gasped Tommy Dodd. - “Oh,
my hat! It—if looks to me as if we've
woke up the wrong passenger.”

“He’s a blessed prizefighter in dis-
guise!” groaned Cook. “Oh, my
napper!”

“Thank goodness he's going on the
Classical side!” mumbled Doyle “Sure,

_they're welcome to him

*“Oh, my chin!”

“On dear!”

The three Tommies picked them-
selves up, and limped out of the
station. They had come there to rag
the new Classical. But they Kkindly
decided to let him get to Rookwood un-
., ragged. They really did not feel equal
. to any more ragging that afternoon.

The new boy grinned

CHAPTER 3.
Looking for Trouble.
ERE they are!™
The Fistical Four had ar-
rived. They met the three

e

Tommies as the latter came out of the |

station.  And they lined up in the
path of the Moderns, with warlike
180!

’I‘ommv Dodd gave them a feeble grin

“Pax!” he exclaimed.

“Pax, ye &palpeens!”
Doyle.

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“Pax, be blowed! We're on the war-
vath! What have you done with the

mumbled

We've come fo look after

“You needn’t have troubled!”
growled Tommy Cook. “He doesn’t
ng 100km"l after. He can look after
himself!”

“What has he done with us, you
mean?” groaned Doyle. “Sure, I'm
;:urgxps and lumps from me head to me

ee

T Look at my chin!” mumbled Tommy

new kid?
him!”

Dot
The Fistical Four looked astonished.
He's  handled you?” exclaimed
Lovell.
“Ye-g-esl”

“And you let him?” howled Raby.

“We—we couldn’t help it!”

“But—but the three of you!” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver. “What the
merry thunder is the new merchant
like, then?”

“He’s loike a blessed prizefoighter!”

bedad! Tl lick him to-morrow,” said
Doyle. “But 'muff’s as good as a feast
for one afternoon!”

“Well, my hat!” .

The three Tommies went on their
weary way, the Classicals gazing
after them in amazement.

“Well, this beats the band!” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver. “The new kid

must be rather a prize-packet. Doesn’t
seem to need much looking after. I
suppose that's the merchant!”

Higgs had come out of the station,
aftex giving directions about his box.

had his bag in hand, and was
Iookmg round him. The Rookwood
fellows looked at him with interest.
The fellow who had handled the three
ommies_single-handed was an object
of great interest to them
oks like a blessed mixture of bull
and bulldog,” commented Newcome.
“He wouldn’t handle us so easily,
though!”

“No jolly fear!”

“Well, we'd better speak to him,”
said Jimmy. “I can't say I like his
looks very much, but we came here to
be civil. After all, it's one up for cur
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side, a Clnsswal handlmg the Modern
bounders like that!”

The Fistical Four approached the new
junior, who stared at them.

“New chap for Rookwood?” asked
Jimmy Silver.

Higgs nodded.

“You're Higgs?”

“Yes—Alfred Higgs.”

“Glad to meet you, Alfred Higgs,”
said Jimmy Silver affably. “We came
0 see that those Modern bounders
didn’t bother you. We're Classicals.”

ongs grinned

; but I can lock after my-

aC]f They won’t handle me again in

a hurry, I expect. I dare say I could
llCK any fellow at Rookwood!”

‘‘Oh, could you?” said Lovell, nettled.

Hlvgs stared at him

Yes. F'rinstance, T could lick you!”

‘Why, you cheeky worm——" began
chell hotly.

“Sh ush"’ said Jimmy Silver. “We

didn’t come here to rag. Higgs, my
pippin, you've got a good deal to learn,
I think. I suppose you haven't come
to Rookwood to start rowing with
everybody you meet?”

“On, I don’t mind!” said Higgs. “If
1 do]nft get on with a chap I give him
my

“Your—your what?”

“My left,” said Higgs—“like that!”

His left shot out suddenly, crashed
on Jimmy Silver’s chest, and sent him
spinning " along the pavement. The
captain of the Fourth sat down vio-
lently. Higgs burs(. into a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver was up in a twinkling

“You silly ass!” he shouted. “Whai
do you mean by bowling me cver like
that? I've a jolly good mind to mop
up the ground with you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Higgs. “Td
knock you across the street as soon as
1ook at you!”

“Then you can jolly well try it!”
exclaimed Jimmy, blazing out. *Com
along to a bit quicter place, and Il
give vou a chance!”

“I'm your man!”

Jimmy Silver led the way. As a
mafter of fact, even the redoubtable
Jimmy had his doubts about being able
to lick the new junior. But the chief
of Lhe Fistical Four, the champion
fighting-man of the Lower School at
Rom vood, was bound to think of his
prestige.  He was going to lick this
bullying “bounder,” or else be licked
by him.

They passed out of the old High
Street of Coombe, and stopped in the
lane that led to Rookwood.

“This will do!” said Jimmy, stopping
on a grassy patch by the wayside, under
the trees.

Higgs threw down his bag.

“Go ahead!” he said carelessly.

“I'll tell you what I think of you

first!™ said Jfinmy. “You're a rotien,
snarling, qumrelsome cad and bounder!
Now, come on!” 3

Jimmy threw his hat and jacket on’
the ground, and stood up to his enemy.
Higgs was. half a head taller, much
broader and longer in the reach, and it
could be seen that he was a mass of
muscle. If he knew anything about
ngxnv it looked as if Jimmy had Ltk

ance.

But Jimmy was hard as nails, and n;
perfect condition, and he was a boxers
of renown in the Fourth Form at Rook-
wood. And his pluck was unlimited.

“Fair play, you know!” said Higgs,
looking round.

“Do you think we won’t give you fair
play, you rotter?” snorted Lovell,

“T11 lick you all, one after another,
if you like,” said Higgs. “For the
matter of that, le take you two to-
gether, if you like

#Oh, shut up, you swaniking cadl”
growled Raby.

“Ready?” said Jimmy Silver grimly.

“Onh, come on!”

Jimmy Silver came on, and the n
moment they were fighting hamm:
and-tongs.
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CHAPTER 4.
A Fight to a Finish!
ODVELL and Raby and Newcome
looked on anxiously.

They would each have given a
term’s pocket-money to see Jimmy
Silver knock out this bullying, swank-
ing newcomer.

But, great as was their faith in their
redothable leader, they could not help
having their doubts. They could not
help acknowledging that even Jimmy
Silver looked as if he had met his
match at last.

And their doubts were soon justified.

If Higgs had had only his strength
and weight to depend upon, the cap-
tain of the Fourth could have beaten
him by science. But Alfred Higgs
quickly showed that he knew some-
thing of boxing as well.

Jimmy’s attack was hard and fast,
~and his blows came home on Higgs’
Tugged face with e but the new
Junior did not seem w mind his punish-
ment. He drove home heavy blows in

.~ return, and he had a way of using his

left that was a new thing in Jimmy
Silver’s experience, varied as that was.

That heavy left came on Jimmy
Silver's chin_before the contest had
lasted two minutes, and the captain of
the Fourth went to grass.

Higgs grinned down at him.

“Had enough?” he chuckled.

Jimmy Silver panted. Every tooth
in his head seemed to have been jarred
by that terrific drive.

“I'll show you whether I've had
enough!” he gasp

Lovell ran to he}p “him up, but Jimmy
did not need assistance. e bounded
to his feef, and rushed on aﬂa‘n.

“He was very careful of Higgs' left
after that.

His teeth were set, and his eyes were
gleaming.  Jimmy put into that fight
all the strength and skill he was pos-
sessed of.

And the Co. gave a chirrup of joy
and satisfaction as a drive fairly be-
tween the eyes sent Higzs spinning
into the road.

The burly junior crashed down, fairly
1olhng m thc dust, and gasping.

Aan down' *  chuckled Lovell.
4 Good old Jimmy! Yowll lick him!”

Higgs staggered to his feet. Burly
and powerful as he was, that blow told
on him. He blinked rather uncertainly
at Jimmy for a moment or two.

Then he came on like a bull.

His rugged face was crimson now
with anger and exertion, and he put
all his “beef ” into it.

Jimmy Silver fought hard, but he
was driven back by a rain of blows.
His guard seemed helpless against the
force of the driving, and blow after
blow came home on his face and chest.

Down went Jimmy again with a
bump.

Tms time he was not in such a hurry
to_rise. :

He lay gasping, almost exhausted by
his own efforts, and the hammering he
had received. e

Higgs glared down at him. He was
not grinning now. Jimmy Silver,
though apparently not a match for his
burly antagonist, was a hard nut to
crack, and Higgs had paid dearly for
his sticeess, so far.

“Well, have you had
growled Higgs.

Jimmy panted for breath.

“Wait a tick, and I'll come on!” he
said. “The nexu time I tackle you we'll
have rounds.”

“There won’t be any next time!” said
Higgs. “I'm going to make. you sick of
it this time! Get up, or I'll stir you
with my boot!”

Lovell & Co. made a movement for-
ward, their faces grim and savage. But
szmy Silver scrambled up, and waved
them back.

“I'm ready!” he said between his
eeth.

And they closed again, hamme*and—

enough?”

Lovell and Raby and Newcome looked
on with bitter feelings.  The newfellow,
bully as he was, was entitled to fair
play, and they could not interfere.



8 ¢ TAMING THE BULLY!

But it was bitter to them to see their
leader being knocked out before their
eyes by a brutal and ungenerous
opponent.

Jimmy Silver stood up gamely to his
enemy, giving as well as receiving
punishment. But it was only too clear
now that he was outclassed.

Again he went down, under Higgs’
terrific left, and this time he struggled
in vain to get on his feet.

“I fancy that’s the finish!” grinned

Higes.
Jimmy made another effort to rise,
but he rolled on his side. Both his eyes
were closed, his nose was sireaming
red, and his face was cut and bruised.
He was aching in every limb, and his
strength was gone.

“T'mdone!” he gasped. “I give you

o

“I thought you would,” said Higgs
grimly. ‘“Any of you fellows want a
turn?”

He glared at the Co.

“No,” said Lovell quietly. “You've
licked Jimmy, and that means that you
could lick any chap in the Fourth or the
Shell. Now you can clear off!”

“One of you pick up that bag!”

“What!” d

“And carry it to Rookwoed for me,”
said Higgs.

My hat!” said Raby.

“Are you off your rocker?” said
Lovell, his voice trembling with rage.
~ Do you think you can fag us?”

“You're going to carry my bag,” said
Higgs, in a bullying tone; “and sharp’s
the word!”

Jimmy Silver strove to rise again, but
he seemed glued to the ground. It was
as much as he could do to suppress a
groan. f

Lovell & Co. exchanged glances. Lovell
pointed up the road to the school.

“You've been given best, Higgs,” he
said very quietly. “Thaf’s enough.
Now, the best thing you can do.is to
clear off!”

“Take up that bag!”

“I you one minute to clear off,
d ail,” said Lovell. = “If youre

not gene then, well rag you till you
can'’t crawl, and be glad of the chance!”

“I give you one minute to take up
that bag,” said Higgs; “and if you've
not started by then, I'll mop up the
road with the lot of youl!”

“Then, here goes!”

The three rushed at the new junior,
and collared him, *»

Higgs hit out furiously, and Raby
d‘mpped to the grass as if he had been
shot.

But Lovell and Newcome swept the
new junior off his_ feet, and he came
down on the ground with a crash.

Raby was up in a second, his grasp
on the new boy. i

“Bump him!” shouted Lovell.

Bump—bump—bump!

Higgs roared as he came into violent
contact with_fhe hard road.

Hestruggled furiously; but, powerful
as he was, he could not quite deal with
the three, though he gave them a tussle,

Bump—bump—bump!

“Now, will you get off quietly?” asked
Lovell, panting.

“71 smash you!”

Bump—bump—bump—bump!

“Yow-ow!” roared Higgs.
off! Tl go!”

The trio released him, leaving him

sprawling in the dusty road. Higgs's
face was crimson with rage .as hed
struggled up.
P11 lick you all for that!” he gasped.
“Do you want some more?” aske
Lovell. ~ “If youre not gone before T
count three, we'll shove you in the
ditch!”

“Leave

itch!

“Shove him in, anyway!” said New-
come.

Higgs picked up the bag, and started
for Rookwood. He paused only a
moment to shake a big fist at the chums
of the Fourth, and tramped away.

Lovell drew a deep breath.

“Of all the unspeakable rotters!” he
muttered. “The frabjous beast’ thinks
he can bully us—us!”

“Lend me a hand,” mumbled Jimmy

Poct old Jimn
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The three raised him up. Jimmy
leaned heavily on Lovell’s shoulder. He
was_utterly spent.

“You put up a jolly good fight,
Jimmy,” said Raby comfortingly.

Jimmy Silver grinned a twisted grin.

“I did my best,” he said. “Tll go
into training, and tackle him again as
soon as I can. The thing can't stop

i have a merry time in the
somebody has licked that

you do lock a picture!”
“There’ll be a
Bootles will

“I—I say,
said Lovell, in dismay.

“Come and bathe it in the pond.”

For the next quarter of an hour
Jimmy and his chums were busy remov-
ing the marks of combat, as far as
they could,

But they had little success.

Both Jimmy’s eyes were darkening
rapidly, and his nose was swollen and
crimson, and there were half a dozen
blue bruises on his face.

“The chap’s a giddy prizefighter!”
said Newcome., “It was jolly plucky to
stand up to him, Jimmy; but—

“I'm not sorry I did it. Better luck
next time!” said Jimmy, with deter-
mined cheerfulness.

The Fistical Four took their walk
slowly to Rookwood in a grim humour.
The defeat was bitter enough. And
they had the future to think of.

The Fistical Four had been cock of
the walk in the Classical Fourth,
though they had never dreamed of using
their fistical prowess for swanking or
bullying. They had fallen from their
high estate now.

Bitterest.of all was the knowledge that
they had not been beaten by a fellow
like themselves, who knew how to play
the game.

Higgs was evidently determined to use
his personal prowess in a way the
Classical chums would never have
dreamed of—for bullying, overbearing,
and hectoring—and they did not quite
see how jt was fo he stopped.

CHAPTER 5.
Higgs of the Fourth!
EAT Scott!”

G “What’s the matter, Jnnm) o
“Had an accident?”

The Classical juniors stared at Jimmy
as he came in, Jimmy's face burned
under his bruises. He never thought of
trying to conceal his defeat, if it had
been possible; but this was not pleasant.

“What on earth’s happened, old -
chap?” asked Dick Oswald, with real
concern.  “Been scrapping with a
bargee?”

“Or wrestlin’ with a_ motor-car?”
grinned Townsend, the dandy of the
TFourth,

“By gad, that face is a thing of beauty
and a joy for ever!” simpered Adolphus
Smythe of the Shell.

“T've been in a fight, and I've been
licked!” growled Jimmy. “That’s all!”

“We could guess that!” chuckled
Topham. “Bygad! The great one-and-
only has been licked at las

“‘Shut up, you cad!” grm\!ed Lovell.

“Licked !” exclaimed Oswald. “But—
but who did it, Jimmy? Not one of the
Bagshot chaps, surely?”

“No; a new fellow here.”

“Oh, my hat! That chap in Bootles’

um}’” e\c!auned Rawson

“Chap named Higgs.”

“You must have been off yer form
intoirely,” said Flynn. “Buf phwat did
ye quarrcl wid a new kid for, Jimmy?
’Twasn’t polite, me boy!”

“I didn’t quarrel with him—he quar-
relled with me,” said Jimm;

“The baste! T'll look for him and give
him a_tanning when Bootles is done
with him.”

‘Better
faint grin.

“T.ook out—here’s Bootles!”

Mr. Bootles’ study door opened, and
Higgs came out. The Fourth Form
master glanced out into the passage.

Jimray was hurrying for the stairs,
anxious to get his face out of sight;
but Mr. Bootles saw ib.

“Silver!” he rapped out.

not,” said Jimmy, with a
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“Ye-e-es, sir!” stammered!Jimmy.

“Come here!”

Jimmy Silver reluctantly went up.
Mr. Bootles scanned his face with horror
and indignation. Higgs looked on with
a grin. Higgs’ face showed signs of
combat, but not nearly so noticeably as

immy's.

“You have been fighting,
said Mr. Bootles sternly.

“Yes, sir.”

“Without gloves, I presume, to judge
by the state of your face?”

“Ye-e-es, sir.”

“You have done wrong, Silver, and
you are well aware of it!” said Mr.
Bootles severely. “You are in a dis-
graceful state! Bless my soul, your eyes
are quite black! TIs that a proper state
for a boy belonging to a respectable
school, S.lve*

“Nunn

Silver?”

0,

“You will b" a disgraceful sight for
a week or more. I am inexpressibly
shocked, Silver!”

“I—I'm sorry, sir!”

“As you apparently spend your half-
holidays in disgracing your scheol,
Silver, you will be detained for the next
two half-holidays!” said Mr. Bootles

angrily. I am ashamed of you! You
may go!

“Yes sir,” groaned Jimmy.

His chums glared at Higgs. Higgs

had been the aggressor, and if he had
owned up to it, Mr. Bootles would have
ore lenient view of the case;
did not speak.

Mr. Bootles went back to his study,
and the Fistical Four went upstairs.
Jimmy Silver threw himself into the
armchair in the end study.

“Gated for two half- hohuny
of that cad!” snorted Lovell.

“Can’t be helped! Keep.smiling!”

“The rotter ought to. have spoken
up!” said Raby.

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulders.

“He’s a rotter all through,” he said.
“Never mind! ating doesn't matter
much, I don't feel inclined to take two
black eves for a walk.”

“Well, that's so,”

because

agreed Lovell.

TAMING THE BULLY!

“Youwll have to lie low for a bit. You
do look a picture, and no mistake!”
“Coming down to the cricket,

Jimmy?” asked Jones minor, putting hig
head in at the door. Then he jumped.
“Great Kitchener! What's wrong with
your face?”
““Oh, clear off, and don’t worry me!”
But Jnm'ny Silver was ot to be left in

He had to pay the pnmltv of being a
prominent personage in the Fourth
Form at Rookwood.

The news spread like wildfire that
Jimmy Silver had been licked, and
fellows came from far and near to look
at him, and pass remarks.

His friends were quite concerned; but
there were a good many fellows whc
were distinctly pleased.

Smythe & Cc the Nuts of Rookwood,

rejoiced.

‘Their “old enemy was down at last,
and that was a cause of great rejoicing
'm*ong the Nuts. Townsend and Top-
hq Peele came in to sympathise
sawastmally till Lovell caught up a
cricket-stump and drove mem out.

Towny and his friends dodged the
stump, and went chuckling down the

passage.

“Thvs is a giddy stroke of luck—
what?” chortled Towny. “Jimmy
Silver’s down off his perch at last. He

won't be quite so ready to chip in -and
worry a chap now when he’s havin’ a
smoke or a game of banker. But, I say,
that new chap must be a holy terror if
he can handle Jimmy Silver like that!”

“Better pal with him!” said Topham
. “Idon’t want a face like Jimmy

“Must be a regular prizefighter,” said
Peele. “Let’s ask him to tea in the
sLudy, and butter him up a bit.”

Good! May be able to set him right
against the end study, and keep those
cheeky rotters in their place for good!”
chuckled Towny.

And the cheery Nuts looked for Higgs.

They soon found him.

Higgs had come up to the Fourth
Form passage, the recipient of a gt
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many curious glances. Flynn had looked
at him, and decided not to give him the
tanning he had mentioned. Higgs swag-
gered along the passage, quite conscious
of the sensation he had made. There
was none of the sheepishness of a new
boy about Master Higgs.

“Hallo!” s ‘Townsend, with great
affability. “I've been lookin’ for a
chance to speak to you, Higgs. Glad

to see you here!”

“Jolly glad!” chimed in Topham.
“How do you do, dear boy?”

“Got your study yet?” asked Peele.

Higgs shook his head.

“No; I'm looking for one.
the best study in the Fourth?”

““Oh, the end study!” said Peele.

“Then that’s going to be mine!”

“ont»

The Nuts were a little taken aback.
They wanted to get on the best of terms
with the terrible new junior; but his
insolence had the effect of putting their
backs up in spite of themselves. But
they had no intention of quarrelling
with him, if he put their backs up to
any extent.

“Been to school before?” asked Peele.

“Of course I have! I was at St.
Wode’s before I came here.”

““Oh, you know all the ropes, then?”

““Of course I do! You won't find any
green in my eye!” said Higgs. “I did
what I liked in the Fourth at St.
Wode’s. I'm going to do the same
here!”

“Oh!”

“Got anything to say against it?”
asked Higgs truculently.

Peele changed his mind about asking
the new junior to share his study.
Higgs was not likely to be a pleasant
study-mate.

“Where’s that study you were speak-
ing of?” asked Higgs. ~ “The Form-
master told me he would find me a
study, but he said I could go into any
of them it the fellows there asked me
to—I asked him that, you see. The
ps in the best ctudy are going to
me—sea?”

Which is

11
And Higgs grinned at his own astute-

The chaps in the end study won't,”

said Townsend.

“Won't they?
Who are they?”

“The chap you licked, and his pals!”

Higgs chuckled.

“I don’t suppose that ch'xp wants any
more,” he remarked. “I'll look at the
study, and decide whether I want it.
Thatll settle the point.”

“Well, there it is,” said Townsend.

Higgs strode along the passage to the
end study. Townsend & Co. grinned at
one another, and followed him. There
was more trouble for Jimmy Silver, and
that was a prospect at which the Nuts
of Rookwood rejoiced.

We'll see about that!

CHAPTER 6.
A Warm Reception]

RASH!
C The door of the end study flew
open, propelled by Alfred Higgs’

heavy boot.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were sitting
down to tea. Jimmy did not feel
equal to any cricket after his terrific
combat with the new Jumo

The Fistical Four started up as the
door flew violently open. Higgs of the
Foprth strode in.

Outside, Townsend & Co. watched,
grinning, and a good many more fel-
lows gathered to watch. There was
much curiosity in the Fourth as to how
the captain of the Form would deal
with the truculent intruder.

The Fistical Four fixed their eyes
upon Higgs with 2 deadly glare.

“Is that how you usually come into
a study, you pig?” asked Lovell, in a
sulphurous tone.

Higgs did not
the study, scan
calculating upo;
offered.

The end
hest room in the

eply. He looked round
g it, and evidently
the advantages it

study was certainly the
passage. It was
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larger than the others, and had two
windows, one of which comimanded a
view of the playing-fields.

Higgs nodded with satisfaction.

“This will suit me,” he said.

“Do you mean to say that Bootles
has sent you here?” exclaimed Raby.

“Why, he can’t! Were four, and
there’s never more than four to.a
study!"”

“There’s only two in Peele’s study,”
said Newcome. “Youw’d better go along
and dig in with Peele, Higgs.”

“Bootles hasn’t sent me here,” said
Higgs coolly. “I've come on my own. I
can go into any study where the fel-
lows ask for me to come!”

“Well, we're jolly well not likely to
ask you!” growled Lovell.

“No jolly fear!™

“Clear out!”

« take it for granted that you ask
me,” said Higgs. “That’s near enough
for Bootles. But we can’t have five in
a study; there’s no room.”

“Exactly! So you can clear out!”

“Three in a study is quite enough,”
said Higgs. “Two of you fellows will
have to clear out!”

“What!”

“My hat!”

“You can suit yourselves about the
two, but two will have to go! I can’t
be crowded-out by a gang like you!”

“Look here!” bawled Lovell. “Do
you think youre coming into this
study when we don’t want you?”

“I know I am!”

“You can’t do it, Higgs!” said Jimmy
Silver quietly. “I recommend you to go
along the passage and look for other
quarters.”

“I'm staying here! Tl have tea
with you as it’s ready! You can all
stay till after tea,” said Higgs mag-
nanimously. ‘“‘After tea two of you will

ve to go, and you can take your
traps with you!”

The Fistical Four could scarcely
believe their ears. The egregious Higgs
evidently regarded himself as monarch

f all he surveyed by right of the

strong hand. But Jimmy Silver & Co.
were not exactly the kind of fellows
to be bullied out of their study.

“You won’t have tea with us!” said
Jimmy calmly. “And you won't stay
here!  Clear off, and close the door
after you, please!”

“Do you want another licking?”

“It isn’t a questiowzof that, I'm
going to tackle you again when I feel
fit. At present I don't feel fit.”

“Then you'd better dry up!” said
Higgs. “Fit or not, youwll get another
hiding if I have any of your cheek!”

“Are you going out of this study?”
asked Jimmy.

“No fear!”

“Then pile in, you fellows!”

The Fistical Four piled in.

“Here, one at a time!” roared Higgs.
“Two at a time, if you like!”

The. chumsof the Fourth did not
heed. '

They grasped Higgs on all sides, and,
struggling desperately and hitting out,
he was borne to the floor.

Lovell held him with an arm round
his neck, and Raby grasped his wrists
and imprisoned them, and Newcome
stood on his legs.

Higgs struggled in vain.

Jimmy Silver picked up the bowl
of treacle that adorned the table.

“Are you going out quietly?” he
asked.

“7ll smash you!” roared Higgs,
struggling furiously. =

Jimmy upended the kowl over his
face. The treacle came swamping
down in a sticky stream.

“Oh, my hat! Oh,
Groooooooogh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a roar from
the passage.

Higgs' rugged, furious face  disap-
peared under a flood of treacle. Jimmy
Silver calmly rubbed it into his hair
and neck.

crumbs!

Higgs gasped and stuttered and
spluttered.

“Yurrggh! Gurggeh! YOow-0w-
oooog!”
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“Ha, ha, hal!”

“Faith, nge the spalpeen beans!”

“Rub it i

‘“Are you gomg now?” asked Jimmy
Silver, with cheery calmness.

“Groogh! Gerrooogh! Yah! Til
smash you!”
“Obstinate beast!” said Lovell

“That would have satisfied anybody
else. The hog doesn’t know when he’s
had enough!”’

“Roll him over,” said Jimmy.

Higgs, struggling frantically, was
rolled over, his nose grinding into the
study carpet Lovell sat on the back
of his head, to an accompaniment of
horrid gurgles from Higgs.

Jimmy silver wielded a shovel.

The flat part of the weapon of
punishment descended upon Higgs,
yého was beautifully placed to receive
it.

‘Whack, whack, whack!

Gurgle, gurgle!

‘Whack, whack, whack, whack!

Jimmy Silver was putting his beef
into it.

“Have you had enough now, Higgs?”
he asked, when his arm tired.

“Gug-gug-gug!”

“He can’t speak while I'm sitting on
his head,” said Lovell “Give him
some more, anyway.”

“No, let him speak. I'm tired.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell removed himself from Higgs’
head, grasping his ears. He turned
Higgs' crimson and dusty face up into
view.

“Are you going quietly now, Higgs,
or do you want some more?” asked
Jimmy Silver.

“Wow, wow, wow! Il go!” stut-
tered Higgs.

“Good!" Kick him out!” said
Jimm;

Higgs was dragged to his feet and
whirled to the door. Four boots were
planted behind him at the same
moment, and he fairly flew into the
passage. The juniors crowded back to
give him room to fall, and he went to

the floor with a crash.
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“‘You can come back when you want
some more,” said Jimmy Silver, as he
closed the door of the study.

Alfred Higgs did not come back.
Truculent as he was, he had had
enough, and he did not come back for
more.

CHAPTER 7.
Drastic Measures!
IMMY SILVER was feeling decidedly
J ““groggy ¥ when he came into the
Fourth Form dormitory that mgbt
His head was aching, and he had
a dozen aches all over him. His eyes
were a beautiful black by this time,
and his nose looked twice its natural
size. The Fourth Formers could not
help grinning when they looked at
him. Even his own chums smiled.
Jimmy did not feel like smiling him-
self.

Higgs of the Fourth came into the
dormitory with a swagger. Apparently
he had quite recovered from his rough
handling in the end study.

The other fellows had not rackled
Higgs in the manner of the Fistical
Four. Higgs had decided on Peele’s
study, after all, and Peele and Gower,
to whom it belonged had not ventured
to say him nay. Pecle & Co. had been
willing, in _fact, to pal with the new-
comer, and to rejoice in his success if
he downed Jimmy Silver & Co. But
Higgs was not an agreeable fellow to
pal with. He was ready to receive the
friendly advances of the Nuts, and
tolerate them, but nothing could pre-
vent him from bullying and overkear-
ing.

He burst into a laugh as he looked at
Jimmy Silver's disfigured face.
Jimnmiy’s ears burned, but he took no
notice. Jimmy could have taken a
licking as cheerily as he would have
given one—from a decent fellow. But
to be crowed over was not pleasant,
and to be bullied was not to be
thought of.
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“Well, you'll be a beauty {for a week
or two, you cheeky cad!” remarked

Higgs. “You'll know better next time
—what!

“Next time I'll try to lick you,” said
Jimmy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh shut up, you sw ankm«’ rotter!”
growled Rawson. “Yarooh!”

A back-hander from Higgs sent Raw-
son spinning. He rolled over a bed
with a roar.

“Got any more to say?” asked Higgs,
grinning at him.

Rawson was up in a flash and rush-
ing at Higgs.

He knew that he had no chance, but
that made no difference. He attacked
hotly, and Higgs received a blow fairly
on the nose; but poor Rawson went to

the floor the next moment. He lay
quite dazed.
“Up you get!” grmned Hngws “You

haven't had enough yet!

“Let him alone!” said Jimmy Silver,
as the bully stirred Rawson with his
boot—not too gently.

Higgs glared round.

“Do you want some more?”
demanded.

Bulkeley of the Sixth came into the
dormitory to :ee lights out. Rawson
was_ staggering uj

The captain of Roohwood frowned.

“Hallo, fighting in the dormitory!”
he exclaimcd. “A hundred lines to
each! Now get into bed!”

Rawson went to bed without a word.
Higgs gave the Rookwood captain a
rabher truculent look.

you hear me?”

he

said Bulkeley
uletl

“Al\ right,” said Higgs.

“And he turned in.

Lights were put out, and the cap-
tain of Rockwood left the dormitory.
His footsteps had scarcely died away
swhen Higgs was out of bed again.

“Up with you, Rawson, if that's your
name!” he called out.

Rawson did not reply.

“Do you hear me?”

TAMING THE BULLY!

“I'm not getting up,” said Rawson
quleh y.

You jolly well are!” said Higgs,
with a chuckle “I haven’t half licked
You called me a rotter!”

17 said Rawson.

There was a bump on the floor. Raw-
son, bedclothes and all, landed out of
bed in Higgs’ powerful grasp.

A match glimmered out.

“Anybody got a candle?” asked
Higgs, as Rawson struggled in his
tangled bcdclothes “Now, then, buck
up, some of you!”

Tubby Muffin squirmed out of bed as
Higgs’ eye rested on him, and brought
a candle-end. Higgs l!ghted it, and
stuck it on a washstand. Rawson was
on his feet now, his eyes gleaming.

“You can all sit up and watch,” said
Higgs. “Now, my pippin, youre going
throughr it!”

Jimmy Silver sat up in bed.

“Go back to bed, Rawson,” he said
very quietly. “You can’t stand up to
that fellow. Higgs, if you touch Raw-
son, youre booked for trouble.”

Higgs chuckled.

“I1l show you how I used to run
things in the Fourth at St. Wode's!”
he said. “I used to make ’em toe the
line, you can bet your hat! This chap
has called me a rotter. I'm going to
lay into him with a slipper. Get across
that bed, Rawson!”

Hicks picked up a slipper.

Rawson’s reply was a rush at him.
They closed, and Rawson went across
the bed with a crash, and then the
slipper rose and fell.

J)mmy Silver was out of bed with a

“Back up, Fourth!” he shouted,
The juniors hardly needed the bid-

Whawver Higgs had done in the
Fourth Form at St. Wode's, he was not
likely to “run things” quite &s he
wished in the Fourth Form at Rook-
wood, so-long as Jimmy Silver & Co.
were members of that Form,

Jimmy was upon him with a spring.

The bully of the Fourth turned and -



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY 15

grappled with him. ILovell and Raby
and Newcome collared him at the same
moment. Flynn and Oswald and Gower
fastened on him, and he went down
with a crash, with the juniors sprawl-
ing over him,

“Pin him!” gasped Jimmy.

Higgs struggled furiously.

“Leggo!” he gasped. “I'll lick any
chap here—any two of you—-three, if
you like!”

“This isn’t a fight—this is a_rag-
ging,” said Jimmy Silver coolly. *‘Lay
him face down on the bed.”

Higgs crashed on the bed.

“Give me that slipper, Jones.”

Jones minor grinned and handed
over the slipper.

Then Jimmy repeated the perform-
ance of the fire-shovel in the end study,
but considerably harder; -and as Higgs
was protected only by his pyjamas, his
sufferings were considerably greater.

With half a dozen angry fellows pin-
ning him down on the bed, he strug-
gled and wriggled in vain, while the
slipper rose and fell.

For a few minutes he bore it with
gritted teeth, and then his yells rang

out.

“You’ll have the prefects here,” said
‘Townsend.

“‘Shove his ja\’»s into a pillow.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mufiled yeus came from the pillow
that was jammed over Higgs’ extensive
mouth. Jimmy Silver lashed with the
slipper till his arm ached.

Then he tossed it aside.

“Let him get up!”

Higgs squirmed off the bed, breath-
less with pain and fury. He choked,
Uneble to find his voice for the
moment.

“That’s a beginning,” said Jimmy
Silver quietly. “You're a rotten bully,
Higgs. You can lick any chap in the
Form and that’s admitted. But you
won’t be allowed to bully any chap in
the Fourth—that’s a dead cert! Bully-
ing isn't allowed in the Fourth Form
at Rookwood!”

SPN—TN—"

1good for the brute‘

““Are you going to bed quietly?”
“I'm going to smash you!” roared
Higgs, and he made a furious rush at

And the Fourth Formers closed on
Higgs again. He was hitting out
savagely, and two or .three juniors
rol]ed on the floor. But he went down.

Put him on the bed, spreadeagled,
and hold him there, face up this time,”
said Jimmy Silver. acking’s no
He's going to stay
qumtly in bed.”

I won't!” roared Higgs.

“We shall s

A dozen paxrs of hands jammed Higgs
on his back on the bed. Jimmy Silver
went to his box and took out a coil of
cord. He cut off four lengths with his
penknife, the other fellows watching
him curiously.

With cheerful coolness, Jimmy Silver
knotted a cord round Higgs’ ankles and
wrists, and tied them to the bedposts.

he was released. He wriggled
convulsively in his bonds. But Jimmy
had done his work well, and he had
no chance of gcttmg loose.

Bed!” said Jim

You re going to ‘leave him like
that"’ chortled Lovell.

o H’1 ha, ha!”

The juniors turned in, and Jimmy
Silver blew out the candle and followed
their example. Higgs wriggled and
gasped on his bed. Jimmy had thrown
the bedclothes over him. But he was
far from comfortable.

“Come and let me loose!”
Higgs sulphurously.

“You're staying like that till morn-
ing,” said Jimmy calmly. “That’s the
only way to keep you quiet.”

“Till morning!” yelled Higgs. “Do
you think I can sleep like this, you
idiot?”

“I don’t care twopence whether you
can sleep or not!”

“T11 yell and wake the house!” splut-
tered Higgs

hissed
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Jimmy yawned.

“You can suit yourself about that.
If you kring a master here, he will
want to know why you're tied up. It
will mean a licking for you from
Bootles, and another licking from us
after Bootles is gone, and another tying
up with a gag in your mouth, I mean
business. You can yell if you like.”

Higgs did not yell.

He had already learned that Jimmy
Silyer was a fellow of his word.

“Look here, I—I'm not going to stay
like this!” he growled.

“Good-night!”

“Come and let me loose, and—and
Tl go to sleep quietly,” mumbled the
bully of the Fourth.

Jimmy Silver did not answer.
settled down to sleep.

“Wﬂl you let me loosc?” hissed Higgs,

He

“Look here,

No reply.

“Peele, come and 1°L me loose, or I'll
lxck \:m to -MOTTrow.”

Jimmy Silver—"

“Muffm Muffin, you fat beast, come
h

The bully of the Fourth had to make
the best of it. The Classical Fourth,
chuckling, settled themselves to sleep.

ut it was a long time before Higgs
could sXenp

Jxmmy Silver tumﬂd out of bed as
the rising-bell clanged out over Rook-
wood in the summer mommg An im-
ploring look was cast at him from
Alfred Higgs’ bed.

“Come and loosen me!” Higgs' voice
whs pleading. “I'm stif—I'm cramped
—TI've hardly slept a wink. Let a chap
loose!™

Jimmy Silver cheerfully cut the
qords. Higgs rolled off the bed stifily
and painfully. He was quite subdued.
He did not speak a word till he left
the dormitory, followed by the chuckles
of the Fourth Formers. For the present,
at least, they had succeeded in taming
the tartar.

TAMING THE BULLY!

CHAPTER 8.
Stumped!

RASH!

C The door of Study No. 4 in the

Fourth Form passage at Rook-
wood flew open violently. Jimmy
Silver, who was coming down the pas-
sage, stopped just in time as a flying
figure hurtled forth and bumped on
the floor.
“My hat!” ejaculated Jimmy.

It was Peele of the Fourth whe had
been violently ejected from the study.
He sprawled on the floor at Jimmy
Silver's feet, gaspin

“Hallo! Whats “the little game?”
asked Jimmy Silver.

ow!”

“Is that a new kind of gymnastics?”

“‘Groooh!”

Peele sat up, groaning.
hurt.

Jimmy glanced into the study. There
were two fellows in the room. One was
Gower, Peele’s chum, and the other
was Alfred Higgs, the new boy in the
Fourth. It was evidently Higgs who
had hurled the unfortunate Peele into
the passage. The big, burly Fourth
Former was brandishing a formidabkle
set of knuckles under Gower’s nose.

‘“‘See that?” he demanded.

Gowcr backed away.

He seemed

Ye-

“Do you want to go after Peele?”

“‘Nunno.”

“Then do as you're told.”

“Look here, I'm jolly well not going
to fag for you"’ growled Gow

“Then out you

“Hands off! Ymooooh!”

Gower roared as the new junior
grasped him. He came flying through
the doorway, and crashed upon Peele
and sprawled over him. There was a
yell from Peele, and a yell from Gower,

Jimmy Silver’s eyes glinted.

“What'’s the little game, Higds?” he
asked quietly.

“The cheeky rotters haven't got my
tea,” sald Higgs. “I told ’em specially.
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to have my tea ready at six. I'm boss
in this study.”

“Yow! You rotter!” mumbled
Gower. “Do you think we're going to
fag for you? Yow!’

Higgs chuckled.

“T rather think you are,” he said.
“Youre not coming back into this

study unless you do. I'm going to turn
you out, and have Muffin here instead.
Muffin knows how to obey orders.”

“Don’t you think that’s rather high-
handed?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“You mind. your own business!”
said Higgs. “I've licked you once, and
I'm ready to lick you again.”

Peele and Gower pxcked themselves
up breathlessly. They did not venture
to enter the study again. They were
two to one, but the Nuts of the Fourth
were not fighting-men, and Higgs was
a formidable antagonist. He was as
old and as big as most fellows in the
Shell at Rookwood, but he was a dunce,
and he was in the Fourth, which was
rather hard lines on the Fourth.

Higgs had only been a week at
Rookwood, but he had quickly made
himself the most unpopular fellow in
the school. Even Jimmy Silver, re-
doubtable fighting-man as he was, had
tackled the big bully in vain, and had
been licked. In his own study Higgs
was monarch of all he surveyed. But
his claim to fag his study-mates was
resisted, with painful results for Peele
and Gower.

“Look heze, we're coming in!” said
Gower.

“Come in, then,” said Higgs. “You'll
go out again on your neck! But come
in, by all means!”

“Do you think you’re going to keep
uss out of our own study?” howled
Peele.

Higgs nodded.

“Yes, I rather think I am,” he
replied coolly. “I'm ready to chuck
you t‘)’ut again. I can’t say fairer than

Peele gave Jimmy Silver a bitter

ok.
“That’s the kind of Form captain

you are!” he sneered. “You ought ta
keep that rotter in order.”

“I'm going to,” said Jimmy. “Cut
along to the end study and tell Lovell
and Raby and Newcome to come here.”

Peele ran up the passage.

“You're going to chuck this, Higgs!”
said Jimmy.

H“Yon‘d better make me!” sneered
ig

“Yes, that’s my idea. I'm going into
tramm« to lick you,” said Jimmy
calmly. “But I admit I can’t do that—
yet. But youre going to be kept in
order. You can’t fag fellows as if you
were in the Sixth.”

“I shall jolly well do as I like!”

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulders.
As captain of the Fourth, it was'up to
him to keep the bully of the Form
within limits. He -was prepared to do
his duty.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome came
hurrying along the passage.

What’s the trouble?” asked Lovell.

“Higgs again! He’s pitched these
chaps out—wants to fag them,” said

Jimmy. “He’s asking for another
lesson and were going to give him
one’

“Hear, hear!” said Raby.

“Collar him!”
The Fistical Four rushed into the
study together, Peele and Gower look-
on, grinning now.
“One at a time—two ab a time, if
you like!” shouted Higgs. “Fair play.”
“This isn’t a fight, this is a rag-
ging,” said Jimmy Silver. “It's ad-
mitted that you can lick any chap in
the Fourth. But youre going to be
kept in order, all the same—see?”
Higgs hit out furiously as the Fistical
Four closed on
But four pairs of hands grasped him,
and, powerful as he was, the bully of
the Fourth went down on the study
carpet with a crash.
Le;

go!” he roared. “I'll smash

you! Il pulverise you! I'll—Ill—
Yoop!”
“Sit on him!” said Jimmy.
“Groooh!”
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“‘Come here, Peele!”

Peele came into the study, grinning.

“‘Have you got a dog-whip, or any-
thing?”

‘“Here's a cricket-stump.”

“That will do. Give him two dozen
while we pin him.”

£ t-ho!” said Peele.

Higgs, struggling desperately, was

rolled face downwards on the hearth-
rug. Then Peele lashed out with the
cricket-stump.

Higgs’ roars rang along the passage,
and brought a crowd of juniors to the
scene. There was a_shout of laughter
from the Fourth-Formers as they stared
into the study.

“Go it!” Chuckled Oswald,

“Give

him beans, Peele!”
Lash! Lash! Lash!
“Yarooh! Leggo! Stoppit! Oh,
crumbs!” roared Higgs. -
Lash! Lash! Lash!
“Sure, he’s been askin’ for it!”

“Give him some

Ermned Flynn.
more

"Twe]ve' ” counted Jimmy Silver.
“That’s enough. Have you had enough,
Higgs?”

" YOW-Ow-0w-ow-ow !

““ Are you going to keep the peace, and
let these chaps stay in their own study
\nthouc fagging them?”

“I'll smash them!” roared Higgs.

‘““Another dozen!” said Jimmy Silver
calmly.
Peele lashed away as if for a wager.
For a week he had had to stand bully-
ing and ragging from Higgs, and now
his turn had come, and he made the
most of it. The cricket-stump fairly
crashed on the bully of the Fourth,

Higgs yelled, and writhed,
wriggled wildly.

“Slop! Have you had enough, Higgs,
or ﬁvou!d you like another dozen?”

and

Leave off! I give

in!

“You il keep the peace, :md make it
bax with Peele and Gower

HI—I— ! Yes! Ow'”

“Good!”

TAMING THE BULLY!

The bully of the Fourth was released.
He staggered to his feet, his face crim-
son with fury. But he had had enough.
Twenty-four with a cricket-stump suf-
ficed even for Higgs of the Fourth. It
was a good deal more severe than a flog-
ging from the Head.

“There’s plenty more to come if you
don’t mind your p's and q’s,” said
Jimmy Silver warningly, and he left
the study with his chums. Peele and
Gower followed hastily. They did not
want to be left alone with Higgs just
then, and the bully of the Fourth, with
all the truculence taken out of him for

the time being, was left mumbling, and,

groaning, and muttering vgngeance.

«  CHAPTER 9.
Locking for Peele!
IGGS of the Fourth was still feel-
H ing the effects of his licking
when the Classical Fourth came
into their dormitory that night. His
brow was black and sullen, and he was
evidently in a savage temper. Higg;

was fond of relating that he had had :

things all his.own way when he was in
the Fourth Form at St. Wode’s, his pre-
vious school. He had expected the
same state of affairs to obtain at Rook-
wood, and that would undoubtedly have
been the case but for the Fistical Four.
Pecle and Gower had done their pre-
paration in No. 4 that evening without
molestation—the effect of Higgs’ lesson
was still lasting. But the bully gave
them a dark look in the dormitory.
“You can cackle, you funk,” he said
to Peele, who was grinning as the bully

limped “You won’'t cackle to-
morrow!”
“Hallo! Do you want scme more

cricket-stump?” asked Jimmy Silver,
- Higgs grunted, and went to bed with-
out replying.

When the rising-bell clanged out in
the morning, and the Classical Fourth
turned out, Higgs was feeling better,
though he was still in a savage temper.

"k
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He cuffed Tubby Muffin as a vent for his
irritation, and ’I‘ubby promptly yelled:

“Jimmy Silver!”

“Come on!” said Jimmy.

It was a rule with the Fistical Four
to “pile in” immediately when Higgs
began to bully. It was the only way
of dealing with him. And while Tubby
Muffin whimpered, the chums of the
Fourth collared Higgs, and bumped him
on the floor,

Higgs leaped up, and rushed at them,
hitting out.

Lovell was knocked fairly over, and

Raby followed him, but Jimmy Silver
and Newcome grasped the bully of the
Fourth, and brought him down again
with a crash. Lovell jumped up and
grasped a water-jug, and up-ended it,
and the cold water swamped the new
junior from head to foot. That was
enough even for Higgs. There was
peace in the dormitory.

“We shall get that brute into good
order in the long run,” grinned Jimmy
Silver, as the Fistical Four went down-
stairs. “They must have been pretty

did. There isn’t
room for a bully in the Fourth at Rook-
Wood.”

“No jolly fear!” said Lovell emphatic-
ally. “The blessed ass has an idea that
he can run things as he likes, That’s
his little mistake.”

After dinner that day Jimmy Silver
& Co. were thinking of cricket. There
was a match between Classical and
Modern juniors. Higgs came down to
watch the beginning of the game. The
Fistical Four were rather surprised to
see him there. Higgs had shown no in-
terest in cricket hitherto.

“The duffer isn't a cricketer,” said
Lovell. “He’s only turned up at prac-
tice once, and made an ass of himself
at the wicket. What does he want
here?”

“Well, he can learn something of the
game by watching us beat the Moderns,”
remarked Jimmy Silver.

“Beat your grandmother!” said

13

Tommy Dodd, the Modern junior
skipper.

The two skippers tossed for innings,
and the Moderns went into the field.

Then Higgs strolled away from the
cricket-ground.

As a matter of fact, he had come
down to Little Side to see the Fistical
Four fairly started before he carried
out the plans he had formed for the
afterncon. He strode into the School
House, and made his way to the study
of Adolphus Smythe of the Shell. With-
out troubling to knock, he pitched the-
door open and walked in.

There was a haze of cigarette-smoke
&

in the study. Smythe were
amusing themselves in their usual
manner. They looked up uneasily at

the sight of the bully of the Fourth.
“Can’t you knock af the door, by
gad?” demanded Adolphus.
“Oh, shut up!” said Higgs.
Peele?”
“He isn't here?”
‘Townsend and Topham of the Fourth
were in the study with Smythe and
Howard and Tracy. But Peele, who was
usually one of the party of Nuts on a
half-holiday, was absent for once.
Higgs looked round with a scowl,
“I'm looking for Peele,” he said. “He
licked me yesterday with a cricket-
stump. What are you grinning at?”

“Where's

“Was I grinning?” said Adolphus
politely.
“Yes, you were, you monkey! I'd

mop up the lot of you as soon as look
at you! 17 growled Higgs.
“What beautiful manners!” mur-

mured Adolphus. “Would you mind
shuttin’ the door after you, Wiggs—I
think your name is Wiggs, isn't it?”

And the Nuts chuckled.

“Where's Peele?”

“Keepin’ out of your way, I fancy,”
smilcd Adolphus.

“Do you know where he is? I'm
going to lick him.”
“Yaas!”
“Well, where is he?”
“Find out!”
Higgs looked over the Nuts with a
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truculent eye. There were five of them,
and they felt safe in numbers. But Lhey
were not made of the same stuff as
Jimmy Silver & Co.

“Find out—eh?” said Higgs.
I'm going to find out.
tell me.”

He grasped Adolphus by the collar,
and yanked him out of his chair,

Smythe gasped.

“Grooh! Rescue, dear boys!”

The Nuts piled on Higgs at once.
They intended to hurl him forth from
the study.
was not to be dealt with by Smythe of
the Shell and his nutty friends. He
hurled Adolphus to the floor, and put
up his hands. The rush of the Nuts was
met with tremendous drives. Tracy
rolled on the rug, and Howard under
the table. Townsend and Topham were
seized, and their heads came together
with a resounding crack.

“Well,
You're going to

“Yow-ow! Leggo! I give in!”
}elled Townsend.
ame here!” gasped Topham. “Oh,

Iegg

Higgs grinned as he pitched them to
the floor.

“Anybody want any more?” he de-
manded, in his most bullymg manner.

“Ow! Owl

“By gad!”

“Oh, crikey!”

“Now, where’s Peele?” asked Higgs
advancing on Adolphus, who was sitting
on the carpet and gasping.

“Keep off, you beast!” gasped
Smythe, “I don’t want any row with
you! Hands off!”

“Where’s Peele?”

“He’s gone down to the boathouse,”
said Adolphus feebly. *He's goin’ up
the river this afternoon with Gower.”

Higgs strode from the study without
another word. Adolphus rose, gasping,
to his feet.

“Ow! The cheeky cad!” mumbled
Adolphus. “Layin’ hands on a Shell
<hap, bax Jove! Jevver hear of such
r.h ek ?”

“Horrid rotter!” groaned Townsend:

But the bully of the Fourth |«

“"I‘AMING THE BULLY!

“He ouvhc to be kicked out of the
school!

“Awful hoougan"’ mumbled Howard,

And the Giddy Goats of Rookwood,
feeling very rumpled and wrathy, re-
sumed the little game of nap that Higgs
had interrupted. Adolphus teking the
precaution to lock the study door first.

CHAPTER 10.
Qnce Too Often!
UCK up!” exclaimed Peele.

B There was a crowd of fellows on
the raft, and a good many boats
on the river, Bright sunshine streamed
down on the shining river and the
grassy banks. Pcele and Gower were
launching a boat from the landing-raft,
when the burly form of Higgs of the
I‘oulx{'th was seen striding down to the

Pecle had a strong suspicion &hat
Higgs would be looLmv for
afternoon, while Jimmy s:lver & Co
were otherwise engaged, and he had
wisely arranged to gne che bully of the
Fourth a wide bert!

‘“Shove her oub, Gower!” he ex-
claimed. ‘““Here comes that beast!”

The boat plumped into the water, and
Gower jumped in, followed by Peele.
Higgs broke into a run, and came down
to the edge of the raft, panting.

‘“Come ashore, you young rotters!”
he shouted.

“Go and eat coke!” retorted Pecle,
pufshmg off with an oar against the
Taft.

Higgs made a spring.

As the boat floated off, he landed in
the middle of it with a crash that made
the little skiff jump and rock.

He rolled over in the boat, but he was

up in a moment.

“Now, then!” he said grimly.

Gorwer backed into the bow, and Peele
into the stern, in great d)smay They
were at the mercy of the bully now.

Higgs grinned 2s he went along the
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boat towards Peele, whose face was
almost white.

“You licked me with a cricket-stump
westcrmy ” he remarked pleasantly.

I'm sorry!” stammered Peele.
“It—lt was Jimmy Silver's fault, you
£

"I'n going co make you sorrier,”
grinned Higgs. mt I cock of the
w alk in No 4—what

“Ye-es.”

“Ain’t you gom" to fag for me when
I tell you—eh?”

“No!” howled Peele.
man, get that boat-hook!”

“I—I say—" stammered Gowes

‘“Boat-hook—eh?” said Higgs.
give you boat-hook. Now, then—'

s heavy fist smote Peele.

The Fourth-Former staggered back.
His knees caught the gunwale, and with
a sharp cry he toppled backwards.

Splash!

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Higgs.

Peele disappeared under the water.

“Clumsy ass!” said Higgs; and he
knelt in the boat to help the Fourth-
Tormer in as soon as he came up.

But Peele did not come up.

Higgs waited in vain for his head to

“Gower, old

"Ill

pear.

“Good heavens!”
“YouAyou silly  fooll
down!”

Higgs’ face was white now,

A full minute had elapsed, and there
was no sign of Peele. The bully of the
TFourth knelt, almost frozen with horror.

“Help!"” yelled Gower. “Help!”

There was a rush of the fellows on
the

stuttered Gower.
He's gone

raft.
“What‘s the row?” called out Jobson
of the Fifth,
. “Peele’s drowned!”
“He—he can’t be drowned!” stam-
mered Higgs. “He—he can't:
“What's that?” shouted Bulkeley, the
_captain of Rookweod, who had just
come down to the raft.
“Peele's drowned!” shricked Gower.
“Higgs knocked him into the water, and
he hasn’t come up!”
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“Good heavens!”

The captain of Rookwood stayed only
to throw off his cap and kick off hi
beots. Then he plunged in.

A thick crowd was gathermg now, and
there was a buzz of excited voices.
Bulkeley had disappeared under the
water, and a hundred eyes watched for
him anxxously

Bulkeley came up, gasping, and held
on to the beat.

But he came alone.

“You can’t find him?”
Jobson.

“No1”

“He—he went in just here,” stam-
mered Higgs. “I—I just touched him,
and he dropped in just here. He must
have gone down like a stone.”

Bulkeley filled his lungs, and sank out
of view again. Three or four swimmers
had gathered at the spot, and they
joined in the search.

But it was in vain.

For ten minutes it was kept up, buk
there was no trace of Pecle. Bulkeley
clambered on the raft at last, dripping.

A hush fell on the Rookwood crowd.

If Peele was still under the water,
there was no doubt that he was dead,
and a thrill of horror went through the
crowd,

Higgs sat in the boat almost frozen

vith horror and fea:

He had not mtended harm to come to
his victim. He had only meant to bully
as usual. He had not struck very hard
—he had often hit Peele harder than
that. But that unlucky blow had made
him a murderer! And what was te
happen now?

‘The wretched junior was trembling in
every limb.

Bulkeley’s hand fell on his shoulder,
and Higgs looked up with a ghastly face.
The Rookwood captain’s face was hard
and grim.

.. You did this, T understand, Higgs?

“I—TI didn’t; —

“He did!” shrieked Gower. “He
jumped into the boat to bully Peele, and
knocked him into the river. Lots of
fellows saw him.”

called ouf
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“I saw him!” howled Tubby Muffin.

“And I!” shouted Rawson of the
Fourth,

“And I!”

“And I!”

Bulkeley
silence.

“Youwll come with me to the Head,
Higgs,” he said. ‘“Keep your eyes open,
you fellows, in case he—he comes up.
Follow me, Higgs.”

Higgs dlagged himself from the boat
to the raft. Black looks from the Rook-
wood juniors followed him..

Peele was not popular in the Fourth;
he was what Jimmy Silver called a
smoky beast, and he was one of the
most reckless of the young rascals in
Adolphus Smythe’s set. But all his
faults were forgotten now—now that it
seemed clear that his body was hidden
beneath the deep waters.

Higgs tramped wearily after the cap-
tain of Rookwood. Dripping as he was,
Bulkeley made his way directly to the
Head’s study.

Dr. Chisholm stared as the captain of
Rookwood came in, dripping with water,
follewed by the wretched Higes.

“What has happened, Bulkeley?” ex-
claimed the Head, rising to his feet.

“An accident, sir—in the river!” fal-
tered Bulkeley.

““Bulkeley!
fatality?”

“I'm afraid so, sir.”

“Good heavens! Who is it?”

“Peele of the Fourth, sir. I have
brought Higgs to you. Higgs knocked
him out of a boat, and he did not come
up again. We've ‘searched for him, but
—but—"

The doctor’s face was white.

“You—you are sure, Bulkeley——"

“There seems to be no doubt, sir. We
searched for him for ten minutes. I
suppose the—the body must have been
caught in an under-current. Tt will be
found farther down the river.”

"G(x;d heavens! And you say this
boy—'

“Yes, sir—he knocked him in. I sup-
pose. the police will want to see him.”

held up his hand for

You do not mean a

! TAMING THE BULLY!

Higgs shuddered at the word. Dr.
Chisholm bent his eyes upon the
wretched, trembling bully of the Fourth.

“What have you to say, Higgsﬂ”

“I—I gidn’t mean if, groaned
“I just gave hxm a ‘touch—

“You were amekmg that un-
lurtunace boy, Higgs?”

—I was gcmv to lick him, sir.

T
1_.

“That is enough, Higgs. You will go
to your study, and stay there till you
are sent for. I will telephone to the
police at once, Bulkeley. You had better
go and change your clothes.”

Higgs dragged himself away to his
study.

CHAPTER 11.
Jimmy Silver s Suspicious!

“yyRAVO, Jimmy Silver!”
B -The leather had gone whiz-
, and Jimmy Silver and
Lovell were running. One, two, three,
four! And loud cheers rang on the
cricket-ield for the junior Classical

captain,

Jimmy Silver reached his wicket
before the ball came whizzing in from
Tommy Dodd. The news of the acci-
dent had not reached the cricket-field,
or the crowd gathered there.

But as Tommy Cook took the ball
again to bowl, Jobson of the Fifth came
dashing up.

“‘Better

Jobson,

Jimmy Silver glanced at him from
the wicket.

“Hallo! What are
about?” he asked.

“There’s a kid been drowned!”

“What?”

““A chap in your Form—young Peele.”

“QOh, crumbs!”

Jimmy Silver glanced at Tommy
Dodd, and the Modern skipper nodded -
at once. After that news, the juniors
did ne feel in

chuck that!” called out

you burbling

ned to finish the match.
The batsmen and the field came off
with  an; ng but cricket in their
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minds now. Gower had followed Jobson
to Little Side. He was white and ex-
cited. The cricket crowd surrounded

him, eager for news.

There was a deep growl among the
juniors as Gower explained how the
fatality had occurred.

“That beast Higgs!” said Lovell, be-
t\\een his teeth. “He’s done it now!”
The awful rotter!” muttered Jimmy

Silver.

“He—he couldn’t have meant it,” said
Oswald. “Just his beastly. bullying, as
usual. Poor old Peele!”

“But is it certain?” asked Jimmy.
- “Peele was a jolly good swimmer!”

“He didn’t even come up once,” said
Gower. “I dare say the knock hurt
him, He never showed up once after
he went in. Bulkeley went in for him
and couldn’t find him. Theyre still
locking for him.”

There was a rush down to the river
at_once.

But there was no news.

Nothing had been seen of the un-
There were several

water. That was all.

«Let’s go and find Higgs,” said Flynn.
“Let’s tell the thafe of the world what
we think of him, anyway.”

“He must be feeling pretty bad, with-
Out that,” said Jimmy Silver soberly.

“It means the sack for him, and
prison, too,” said Oswald, “and serve
him jolly well right. That’s why he
came and watched us begin the match,
so that he could go for Peele without
being interfered with.”

“The awful beast!”

go and see him!” shouted
“Well rag him bald-

“Let’s
Jones minor.
headed!”

The juniors streamed away towards
the Schocl House to look for Higes.
Jimmy Silver did not follow. He signed
to his chums to stay. .

“Look here, the beast ought to be
told what we think about him,” ex-
claimed Lovell. “Why don't you come,
1 9

<1

Jimmy shook his head. His brow was

v'rmkled in thought.

I'm thinking,” e said quietly. “I

—1 hardly know what to think of this,

and thab’s a fact. It's jolly queer that

Peele should be drowned like that, when
he was a good swimmer.”

“Well, he is drowned, isn’t he?” said
Raby, with a stare, “Whether it's
queer or not, he’s drowmd, poor chap!”

“I don’t know

“You don’t knaw?" exclaimed New-
come,

“Look here,” said Jimmy. “If Peele’s
drowned, I'm as sorry for him as any-
body. But Peecle’s an awfully deep
chap; you know, he was as cunning as
a monke;

“Never mind that now!” muttered
Lovell.

Jimmy coloured.

“I'd be the last to say a word like
that if he’s drowned,” he said. “Buf
Pecle was as cunning as a monkey, and
he was a good swimmer. They haven’t
found the body. Lots of fellows have
pitched in off the raft and never been
drowned yet. I'm jolly well not satis-
fied.”

Lovell whistled.

“Dash it all, Jimmy! You—you don’t
think it's a trick?”

“I shouldn’t be surprised. It would
be just one of Peele’s tricks, if it were.
I know it sounds rotten to say so, when
the chap may be at the bottom of the
river all the time. But that’s the fact.
He’s a good swimmer, and he seems to
have gone down like a stone. It's jolly

ueer.”

“Higgs had hit-him. He might have
been too hurt to swim.”

“He mlght of course; but it's not

likely!”

“But—but—what—-"

“Let’s go and look again,” said
Jimmy quietly. “‘Higgs has used him
pretty roughly, and he's a bullying
beast. Higgs will have a pretty bad
time to-day. But if Peele has played
a trick to scare Higgs, and get him
punished: o E
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“It would be a rotten trick to alarm
us all for nothing,” satd Newcombe.

“Well, Peele was always playing
rotten tricks. Anyway, it's jolly odd
for a good swimmer to be drowned with-
out a struggle. Peele was good at
swimming under water, too; you've
seen him in the swimming-bath.”

“That’s so!”

‘The Fistical Four went down to the
river again. The boats were still out
on the river, some good distance down
the stream, searching. On both banks
there were Rookwood fellows scattered,
looking for traces of the lost junior.

Jimmy Silver knelt on the edge of
the plank raft, his chums watching
him curiously. The raft was supported
on thick wooden posts, and it was
eighteen inches above the water at the
present level of the river. Jimmy bent
his head down and looked under it at
the gurgling water beneath.

“Easy enough for a chap to come
up under the raft,” said Jimmy quietly,
as he rose to his feet. ‘“He could have
stayed there quite safely; he only had
to swim a dozen feet under watcr to
get out of sight when he came up.”

“It’s possible. t—

“But he’s not there now,” said Raby.

"Not now, certainly! Come this
wa]

Closo by one end of the raft gruv a
thick clump of willows. Jimmy led

the way, and the Fistical Four plun
into the willows.

“Suppose Peele was playing that
game,” said Jimmy. “Every chap was
looking towards the river, of course,
as soon as the alarm was given. No-
body'd dream of looking round to see
whether Peele was crawling out of the
water at the end of the raft.into the
willows. He could have done it as easy
as falling off a form. But it’s the only
way he could have disappeared, and if
he did it, we shall ﬁnd traces of him
ln Lhe willows here.

“And here they Jolly well are!” ex-
r.laxmcd Lovell.
M)

hat )

The ground was dry and hard; thers

'TAMING THE BULLY!

had been no rain for a week. But on
the dry earth among the willows wet
tracks showed clearly, and the twigs
were splashed with water, Someone
dripping with wet had passed through
the willows lately.

‘The chums of the Fourth exchanged
startled glances.

“One of the chaps who went in for
him might have come this way!”
muttered Newcome.

“Not likely.”

“Then—then—-"

“Let’s follow the track.”

It was easy for the Fistical Four ex-
perienced Boy Scouts as they w
follow the wet track from tie willows.

It quitted the willows, crossed the
riverside path, and disappeared into
the trees. There it was more difficult
to_follow.

Buf the Classical chums had little
doubf that they were on the track of
the missing junior now, and thev
pressed on determinedly.

CHAPTER 12,
Gees Through 1t!
of Study. No. 4 crashed

HE doo.
T
nggs of the Fourth was in the
study.

‘The wretched bully of the Fourth
was crouched in the armchair, his
elbows on his knees, his face in his
hands, in an attitude of utter despair
and misery.

He looked up as the Classical juniors
crowded in, with a face white as death.

He did not speak. He did not need
to ask what the Fourth had come for.

“Here the bheast is!” said Jones
minor.

“Here’s the rotter!”

“Have the spalpeen out!”

“Collar him!”

Higgs staggered to his feet. Plvmed
in misery and remorse, he had
given a thought to what his 1’orm»
fellows would be thinking.

The contempt, the scorn, the horror,

Higgs
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end dislike in every face stung him,
and a wave of crimson came over his
chalky face.

“I—I say——" he stammered.

“You know what you've done,” said
Oswald savagely.

“I never meam to hurt
groaned Higgs. “I just hit him

“Yes, you bullying beast,” said
Flynn, “You 've just hit a good many
fellows who can't stand up to you, and
you'd hmve done a good deal more if
Jimmy Silver hadn't stopped you.”

“T dldnb know he’d fall into the
river,” groaned Higgs. “How could
I know? I—I thought he could swim,
00! And—and I'd have pulled him out.
I—I didn’t mean him any harm.”

Oswald relented as he looked at the
fa e of the remorse-stricken bully.

“Let

him i

muttered.
through it.
him soon.”

nggs teeth chattered.

You—you think the Head will send
fcr the police?” he stammered.

hey're already sent for!”

“Oh dear! I shall be arrested!”
gaspcd Higgs. “But—but they can't
touch me. I didn’t do it on purpose.”

“Youll have to prove that, you
slinkin’ cad!” said Townsend. “How
do we know you didn’t?”

“It'll be a reformatory for you, my
pippin,” said Topham, “and that’s the
best place for you, too!”

Higgs groaned. Now that his bully-
ing had brough’ this fearful disaster
on him, he did not find within his
breast the courage to face the music.
He was utterly broken up by the horror
of his position.

But most of the juniors were not in-
clined to have any mercy on him.
Higgs’ hand had been felt too heavily
in the Fourth. Even now, he was
thinking more about the consequences
to himself than about the terrible fate
of his victim, as the juniors could see.

“Have him out!” growled Jones
minor. “Were not going to have a

1he pohce will be here for

%"

murderous beast like that in our
quarters.”

“No fear!”

“Fxogma.rch him in the quad,
bedad

Thc Classicals surrounded Higgs, and
grasped him on all sides. The bully
of the Fourth made no resistance.

His spirit was broken. He would
hardly bhave been recognised now as
the fellow who had bullied and
“swanked,” and who was the terror of
the small boys.

With a rush the juniors bore him
out of the study, and he went bump-
ing along the passage to the stairs.

Down the staircase he went, with
bump on bump.

Mr. Bootles came out of his study as
the crowd poured into the lower pas-

age, and he called out sharply:
“Let nggs go at once! Do you hear?
Let him

But for once the Form- masf.e. 's voica
was_unheeded by his Fon

Higgs went out into che quad in a
rush in the midst of the excited juniors,

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mr.

Bootles. “Boys! Do you hear me?
What? Whast? I command you—
Bless my soul!”

Right acrcss the quad went the

crowd, lmhcco g Mr. Bootles’ agitated
voice. Higgs was struggling now, but
his struggles were unavailing.

Mr. Bootles dashed away to the
Head’s study. The Fourth Form-
mastcr felt quite unable to deal with

H)ggs, struggling and shrieking, was
being frog’s-marched round the quad-
rangle, WhEn the Head appeared at the
big doorw.

“Bc_',s’” Lhundered Dr.'Chisholm,

There was a pause. Hi took ad-
vantage of it to tear himself loose, and
he went tearing across the quad to-
wards the House,

‘“Afther him!” roared Flynn,

The junicrs rushed in hob pursuit.

But fear lent wings to the wretched
bully of the Fourth, and he reached




26

the House steps, and fledybehind the
doctor. There he stood panting.

Right up to the steps the pursuers
rushed, but there they halted. Dr.
Chisholm’s hand was raised command-
ingly.

“Cease this riot at once"’ he ex-

claimed. ‘‘How dare you!”

“Plaze, sorr, we want to get hold of
the thafe,” said Fiynn. “We don’t
want the murtherous baste at Rook-
wood, sir.”

“Silence! Higgs will leave Roob
wood to-day,” said the Head. “He

could hardly remain in the school after
what he has done. He will leave here
in charge of the police!”

“Oh, good!” said Townsend.

“You will not molest him again.
I-{ilggs, go into my study and remain

The Head followed Higgs into the
House, and the crowd broke up with
a growl of disappointment. They had
by no means finished with Alfred Higgs
yet. But into the Head's study even
the boldest did not dream of pursuing

Dr. Chisholm followed the pantm
dishevelled junior into the stud

“You remain here, Higgs,” he saxd.
“After what you have done, it is hardly
safe for you to be anywhere else. You
cannot be surprised at it.”

“Oh, sir!” moaned Higgs.
never meant—-—

“I understand that, It appears, from
inquiries I have made, that you have
been much addicted to bullying, Higgs,
taking advantage of your age and size,”
said the Head. “It was mean and
cowardly, and it has led you to this.
But I will say no more. I trust that your
conscience will represent your conduct
to you in its true light.”

Higgs did not . The Head
motioned him to and the bully
of the Fourth f(_l! rather than sat in
it. Dr. Chisholm sat at his table and
resumed his work, taking no further
notice of the wretéhed junior.

Higgs waited, in fearful apprehen-
#on,. for the ‘ueavy steps of the police

“I_1
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in the passage. He knew they were
coming. He wondered whether he would
be taken away and lodged in a cell
The mere thought of it turned him
almost sick. His heart almost ceased
to beat as there was a heavy footster
m Lhe passage, and a tap came at the

“Come in!” said the Head.

It was Inspector Skipp, of Coombe,
who -entered the study, with a grave
face. Higgs half-rose to his feet, and
sank back again, his face white as a
sheet. The inspector gave him a curious
glance as he turned to the Head.

CHAPTER 13,
The Dead Alive!
i HERE we are again!” said Jimmy

he Fistical Four were
following the track through the wood,
the! yes oi the ground, watchful for
a “sign.”

Twicee the trail had been lost, but
search among the thickets revealed it
again—traces of wet boots and drip-
ping water that could not be mistaken.

Jimmy Silver had found it once more‘
and the chums of the Fourth pi
on again. They had little doubt 01
what they would find at the end of the
trail

Someone in wet boots and dripping
clothes had passed that way, a short
time before, and it was pretty certain
who that “someone” was.

Jimmy paused suddenly, and held up
his hand.

“See him?” whispered Lovell.

“I can hear him—or somebody.”

The juniors peered - through the
thickets into the green glade beyond.

‘Where the sun fell hotly through an
opening of the trees, they saw a suit
of Etons laid out to dry. And lying
in the grass, in the warm sun, was a
Jjunior in his shirt, and they recog-
nised Peele of the Fourth. s

“Come on!” said Jimmy. “He can't
dodge us without his clobber.”
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“Ha, ha! No!”
The chums of the Fourth ran into
the glade.
There was a startled cry from Peecle
as, hL leaped to his feet.
ell?” said Jimmy Silver grimly.
Peulc gasped.

—I— What—what are you chaps
domg here?”

“What are you doing here, you
<puuﬁnf' cad?” exclaimed Lovell wrath-
fully.

Peele chxuvgcd his shoulders. He
recovered his coolness at once.

“Drying my clobber,” he said coolly.
“I don't want to catch cold, you know.”

“You rotten spoofer!” exclaimed

Raby.

“Well, we've found you,” said Jimmy
Silver. *“‘Now you can get your clothes
on, dry or not, and come back to Rook-
wood.”

Peele started,

“Have you been looking for me?”
he exclaimed.

“Yes; and we've found yow.”

“But—but this is a quarter of a mile
How the thunder did

you know- .

“You can’t fool Scouts, you ass!” said
Newcome. “You left a wet trail be-
hind you.”

“Oh!” said Peele. “But—but is it
all out? Do ths ,other fellows lknow
I wasn't dmwne

“Not ye

“ My ha&'” said Jimmy Silver, with
a whistle. “If the Head knew youwd
spoofed him on purpose, Peele, you
would get something worse than
Higgs. Do you know you're reported
drowned, and the police are sent for?
“Good!” said Peele.

“What did you play such a rotten
irick for?” demanded Raby.

Pecle’s eyes glinted.

“I suppose you know what that bully
did?” he said, between his teeth, “He
knocked me into the river. I got caught
in the current, and came up under the
raft. If the river hadn’t been low, I
might have been drowned—if it had
been a floating raft I might never have

got out from under it. As it was, there
was room to breathe. Then I thought
of a dodge of paying out that cad.”
“So you sneaked away through the
willows while the fellows were all look-
ing towazds the river,” said Jimmy

Silves

“I ‘sec you know all about it,”
sneered Peele. “I didn't expect you
to be nosing about after me. I thought
you were playmv cricket.”

“We chucked that when we heard
the news,” growled Jimmy S)lver “and
then we thought it over—

“Well, you've found me,”
“‘and now you can clear off.

“Youre coming back to Rookwood
with us. Don't you understand that
everybody's feeling rotten about it——"

“Let 'em.”

said Peele,

“The Head's sent for the police—-"

“That’s what I want.”

“My hat! But the bobbies will have
something to say to you when they
know you've been foohng and wasting
their time,” said Jimmy Silver.

“They Wt w. I'm not going
back Lo Rookwood till to-night. ey
can take Higgs away and put him in
a cell—that’s his proper place, the
ruffianly beast!”

“And what do you think the Head
will say to you when you turn up?”
exclaimed Lovell

Peele grinned.

“I've got a yarn all ready,” he said
coolly. ‘'I got out of the river a mile
farther down, crawled ashore, and lay
exhausted for hours—savvy?”

“Youre going to spin the Head a
yarn like that?”

“Why not?”

“Well, I suppose he would believe it.”
said Jimmy Silver, after some thought.
“He wouldn’t suspect that you'd played
such a trick on purpose. ut, as a
matter of fact, my pippin, yonre not
going to do anything of the sort. You're
coming back to Rookwood with us. We
don't want a scandal in the papers
about the school to please you.”

“I suppose youTre not going to

neak?” sneersd Peele
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Jimmy shook his head.
“No. You know that. Wou ought
to be shown up for playing such a
rotten trick, bub we're not going to
give you away. But you're not going to
keep all Rookwood in 2 state of anxiety
till to-night for the sake of playing a
rotten game. We're going to take you
back with us.”

“I won’t come.”

“Won't you?” said Jimmy Silver.
“Wait till I've cut a switch in the
thicket, and I'll see if [ can persuade

“Look here—"

“’Nuff said! Youre coming!”

Peele gritted his teeth. The Fistical
Four meant business, and resistance on
his part was not of much use.

His plans had been cunningly laid;
to remain away from the school till
night, and then to return with
plausible story to account for his ab-
sence. By that time he hoped that
Higgs of the Fourth would be locked
up in the police station, and after that
the bully was not likely to be allowed
to return to Rookwood.  That the
affair would get into the newspapers
and cause endless unpleasant discus-
sion did not matter to Peele; he had
not given that aspect of the case a
thought. But it mattered very con-
siderably to Jimmy Silver & Co.

Slowly the defeated schemer resumed
his clothes, already half-dried.. The
Fistical Four watched him grimly.

“You're spoiling a first-class jape,”
growled Peele. “Think of that bully-
ing brute being locked uj 2

“And think of the disgrace to Rook-
wood,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Oh, hang that!”

“Are you ready?” growled Lovell

“Look here, I can’t come back with
you. If it comes out that you found
me here, it will prove it’s only a yarn
about my being carried down the river.”

“Well, don’t tell any lies, then,” sug-
gested Raby.

Peele panted

“You thumping idiot! Can I tell the
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Head it’s a trick—that I've alarmed the
| whole school for revenge on Higgs?”

“Ha, hal shouldn’t advise you
to tell him that!” chuckled Raby. “I
know what would happen next—the
birch and the boot.”

“You fellows go on first, and Il
fellow.”

“No fear!” sald Jimmy Silver
promptly. “Youre rather too downy,
Peele; we can’t trust you. Youwd dodge,
and stay away. You know we can't go
to the Head and give you away!”

“Let me alone, hang you!”

“We're going to see you as far as
the gates of Rookwood,” said Jimmy
Silver calmly.  “After that, you can
please yourself. But youre not keep-
ing up this game a minute longer.
Come on! Take his other arm,
Lovell!”

“You bet!”

And Peele, scowling savagely, was
led away in the midst of the Classical
chums, his little game fairly nipped in
the bud.

CHAPTER 14
A Surprise for the School!
H Y gad!”

B Adolphus Smythe of the Shell

almost fell down.

The great Adolphus was sauntering

in the quadrangle with his friends, dis-
cussing the untimely fate of Peele of
the Fourth. Adolphus had given up
hope of ever seeing again a pound that
Peele owed him, as he stated somewhat
sadly.
And all of a sudden his eyeglass
dropped from his eye, and his eyes
almost bulged from his head, as the
subject of the discussion walked in at
the gates.

“peele!” yelled Howard.

“Alive!” gasped Adolphus.

“Great Scott!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. followed Peele
in. Now that he was fairly within the
gates of Rookwood, however, they were
done with him. They left it to him to
make any explanation he pleased, D
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long as ne apprised the Head at once
that he was alive and well,

Paelc grinned sourly at his startled
friend:

“I;I thought you were drowned!”

stuttered Townsend.

“How the thunder did you geb out

2

nothing. I suppose Higgs won't be
sacked now?”
“What rotten

luck!” said Jones

of the river?”
say, the inspector’s just come Irom
Coombe; he’s with the Head.”

“Carried away down the river,
crawled out, and just got back,” said
Peele coolly.

“By gad!”

“Carried away down the river under
water—what!” grinned  Townsend.
“That may do for the Head, Peele!
You spoofin’ rotter!”

“Rotten game to alarm us all for
nothin’!” said Smythe,

Peele sneered.

“I suppose you were awfully cut up
—what!” he said.

Adolphus nodded.

“Yaas. I was thinkin’ I should
never get the quid you owe me, dear

I

y !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Peele grinned, and walked on to
the House. There were exclamations
of astonishment on all sides as he was
sighted.

Fellows rushed to look at him, and
speak to him, and clap him on the

~back. Never had there been such a
sensation in the old school.

Mr. Bootles spotted him from his
study ‘window, and rushed out to meet
him as he came into the House.

“Peele!” he exclaimed. “Can I be-

2

I hope you havenh been alarmed,

sir "” said Peele demure]

+“I - have been tembly alarmed,
Peele! Come’with mc

The agitated Form ‘master led the
junior away to the Head’s study. They
it a crowd in a buzz behind them.
“Aloive, afther all!” said Flynn.
‘And, sure, we've ragged Higgs for

minor. “Praps the Head will sack
him all the same, though,” he added
hopefully.

“But how did he get out of the
river?” Oswald. “Do you
know anything about it, Jimmy
Silver?”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“Least said soonest mended,” he re-
marked. “Peele is a deep beast.”

“But wasn’t he drowned intirely?”
ejaculated Flynn.

“Ha, ha! He doesn’t look like it!”

“’I‘hen he was afther spoofing us!”
growled Flynn. “It’s a dirthy trick,
and just like Peele! I take back all
the nice things I've been sayin’ about
him since he was drowned—I mane,
since he wasn’t drowned.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Junmy Silver clapped Tommy Dodd
on the shoulder.

“Time to finish the match,” he re-
marked. “Shall we go on?”

“Yes, rather!” said Tommy Dodd.
“It’s jolly queer about Peele! Did
you fellows find his

But Jimmy Silver d.\d not appear to
hear that remark.

The Classicals and Moderns pro-
ceeded to Little Side, and the inter-
rupted cricket match was soon in full
swing again. The shadow of tragedy,
which had hung so darkly over the
old school for an hour, had lifted.

CHAPTER 15.
A Flogging for Twof
IGGS of the Fourth bhad heard
H the excited buzz from the quad-
rangle without being aware of
what it portended.

The wretched junior was standing in“
the Head’s study, listening dully to the
talk between Dr. Chisholm and the in-
spector. His fate was being decided—
whether he should be taken into
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custody, and lodged in a cell at’Coombe
Police Station, or allowed to remain
under surveillance at Rookwood for the
present.
A tap at the door interrupted the
e:

Head.
““Come in!” he said, rather sharply.
Mr. Bootles entered the study.
“Pray excuse my interrupting you,”

said Mr. Bootles. “I have news—
startling news!”
“The body is found?” asked

Inspector Skipp.

“Peele is found,” said Mr. Bootles.
“He was not drowned!”

Dr. Chisholm started to his feet.

“He is alive!” he exclaimed.

“Yes, sir; he has returned, safe and
sound. Come in, Peele!”

Peele entered the study.

Higgs stared at him, open-eyed, his
jaw dropping.

From where he stood he had seen
Peele in the passage as Mr. Bootles
opened the door, and he staggered at
the sight of him. For a moment he
almost fancied that it was the ghost
of his victim that had returned to
haunt him.

“Alive!” he muttered. “Alive!”

He sank helplessly into a chair.

His eyes were glued on Peele, as if
he could scarcely believe their evidence.
The load of guilt and terror was lifted
from his heart.

“Thank heaven, Peele, that you have
returned!” said the Head. “But an
explanation is required. I was given to
understand that you sank in the river,
and was not seen again!”

“Yes, sir,” said Peele. “I—I was
partly stunned, I think, by the blow
Higgs gave me!”

“I hardly touched him,
claimed Higgs.

Higgs was almost himself again now.

The Head made 2 gesture.

“Silence, Higgs! Tell me precisely
what happened, Pecle?”

There was a significant tone in the
voice, which sent a shiver
through the scheming Fourth Former.
Dr. Chisholm’s keen eyes were readiug

sir!” ex-

his face. He answered as calmly as he
could.

“I was carried away by the current,
sir. I—I think I must have lost my
senses. I—I was carried a long way
down the river; but I got hold of some
rushes at last, and pulled myself out.
Then—then I lay exhausted for some
little time, and—and at last I was able
to walk home.”

“That is a very extraordinary story,
Peele.”

Dr. Chisholm turned to Mr. Bootles.
“Mr. Bootles, will you kindly call
Bulkeley?”

“ Certainly, sir.”

The Fourth Form master quitted the
study, and refurned with the Rook-
wood captain.

Bulkeley had already heard of Peele’s
return, and he gave the Fourth Former
a very curious Iook as he came in.

“Bulkeley, I think you mentioned to
me that you entered the river to search
for Peele almost immediately after he
sank?”

“Yes, sir,” said Bulkeley.

“Would it have been possible for
Peele to be carried away by the current
without being seen?”

“Impossible, sir. Fifty fellows were
watching the river.”

“I—I was under water!” stammered
Peele.

“you were carried away down the
river under water to such a distance
that you could not be seen from the
raft?” said the Head.

“I—I suppose so, Sir.

“Impossible,” said Bulkeley;
possible without being drowned.”

“That is my opinion,” said the Head
ominously. “As Peele evidently did not
sink as was supposed, Bulkeley, how
would you account for his getting cut
of the river unseen by anyone?”

Bulkeley reflected.

“He must have come up under the
raft—the landing-stage, sir,” he replied.
“He could easily have held on there
and called for help.”

“ Apparently he held on there, and
did not call for help.”

“im-
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«1t certainly looks like it, sir.”

“pid you look under the landing-
stage?”

“Yes, after I'd been in for him, H
was gone by that time.”  Bulkeley’s
brow darkened. “He must have been
playing a trick. It was impossible for
him to float down the river far enough
to be out of sight when he landed
without being drowned if he was under
water. It was a trick.”

“So I imagined,” said the Head, in
a rumbling voice.

Peele was deadly pale.

The game Was Up now,
vengeance.

“Well, Peele,” said the Head, turning
to the junior, whose knees were knock-
ing together, “what have you to say?”

“I—I—" The lies died on Peele’s
lips. “I—I got under the raft, sir, and
—and then into the willows, sir. I—I

with a

“¥You deliberately threw the whole
school into a state of alarm for a miser-
able trick!” thundered the Head.

“It—it was Higgs’ fault. He knocked
me m," mumbled Peele. “I—I wanted

“1 thmk I underscand £
r. Chisholm turned to the inspector,
who was listening grimly.

“I trust you will excuse me, Inspector
Skipp, for having given you t.he trouble
of coming here for nothing. As you
see, it was the result of a wrstched trick

exemplary. I apologise for having
troubled you.”
“Not at all, sir,” said Mr. Skipp
politely, and he took his leave.
“Bulkeley, will you be kind enough
to send the sergeant here?”
“Certainly, sir.,”
Bulkeley left the study. Then the
* Head’s grim frown turned upon Peele
and Higgs. The two unhappy de].m—
quents stood with knocking knee:
“Peele, you have been f’u\lty “of a
most unfeelmg deception. . You have
caused anxiety and alarm for no

reason but to gratify your revengefu:d
feelings.”

Pecle mumbled,

‘“Higgs, you are the original cause
of the trouble. You acted brutally to-
wards your Form-fellow, and probably
placed hlm m danger of his life,”

“I sh'lll flog both of you!” continued
the Head. “You, Higgs, for brutality,
and you, Peele, for deceit and imperti-
nence. I shall endeavour to make your
punishment severe enough to be a last-
ing lesson to you.”

Sergeant Kettle entered the study,
and the Head took up his birch. Higgs
was the first to suffer.

Outside, in the passage, a group of
interested juniors listened to the
swishing of the birch, and the gasps
and howls of the bully of the Fourth.
‘The doctor had said Lhat he would en-
deavour to make the punishment
severe; and he certainly succeeded.

The Head’s arm was aching a little
when he had finished.

“Now you may go,” he said. “Higgs,
I shall observe you in future, and I
warn you to take care.”

“Wow-wow!” mumbled Higgs.

The two juniors quitted the study.
They blinked at one another in the

passage, but they had not even enough
energy left to call one another names,
It was a lesson neither of them was
hkcly to forvet for a long nme to coma.

That evening there was peace in
Study No. 4

Over their preparation, Higgs and
Peele groaned in chorus, both of thenm
realising dismally that the way of the
transgressor is hard.

CHAPTER 16,
In Training!
IFF! ‘Bash! Bump!
B Jimmy Silver, the captain of
the Fourth Form at Rookwood,
was busy when Lovell and Raby and
Newcome came into the study.
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The punching-ball was suspended
midway between ceiling and floor, and
Jimmy Silver, in his shnrb—sleeves was
pounding at it with terrific energy.

Jimmy was in great form.

At every “biff” it looked as if the
punch-ball would be torn away from the
hook either in the floor or the ceiling.
He did not pause as his chums Iooked
in nt the open doorway.

*T say, Jimmy—-"" began Lovell.

“Theyre 's news,” said Raby.

“Mornington’s coming back,” said
Newcome.
Crash!

“Do you hear, fathead?” demanded

Lovell. “That cad Mornington’s com-
ing back. I've just heard it from
Topham. He’s coming this afternoon,
too!”

Biff !

“What do you think of this one with
the left?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“Oh, blow!”

“Suppose that punch-ball were B\,le
Higgs!” said Jimmy. “And suppose
got in me left like this—"

Crash

Jlmmy Silver_got in the blow with
terrific vim, and with the effect of tear-
ing the punch -ball away from its fasten-
m,

There was a roar from Lovell & Co.
as. the detached ball smashed upon
them. Lovell caught it with his nose,
and staggered back, throwing out his
hands wildly, and his elbow caught
Raby under the chin, and the back of
his hand on the other side smote New-
come fairly in the eye.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Jimmy
Silver.,

“Yaroop!”

“Oh, you ass! My nose—""

“My eye! Yooooh!”

“Ha, ha, ha! You shouldn't stand
in the way, you duffers! You never

know where a punch-ball’s going!” said
Jimmy Silver chidingly. “What do you
chaps think of that one with the left?

5 .
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Suppose Higgs got it fairly on the
hivVy—»

S

The Co. did not tell Jimmy Silver
what they thought of his straight left.
They rushed into the study, and hurled
themselves upon him.

“Here, I say, hold on! Leggo!
Wharrer you at? Oh, my hat!”

Jimmy Silver descended on the study
carpet u.h u concussion that caused
the dust to

‘The yell that rose from Jimmy Silver
could have been heard at the end of the

What the

You silly asses!

“Look at my nose!” roared Lovell.
“Give him another!”

“Look at my eye!” shrieked New-
come.

Bump! Bump!

Jimmy -Silver struggled desperately
in the grasp of his incensed chums
Accidents would happen, and could no'
be helped; and that accident had ap-
peared quite comical to Jimmy Silver
until the wrathful Co. collared him.

“Leggo! Tl give you my left that
I'm keeping for Higgs!” he yelled.

“Give him another!”

Jimmy Silver hit out. Lovell caught
the left with his chest, and sat down.
Then Raby caught the right, and sat
down, too. Newcome was pitched over
them, and Jimmy Silver made a Jump
for the grate, and coltared the poker.
Three wrathful juniors jumped up, and
rushed at him, and jumped back again
just in time from the brandished poker.

““Keep off, you asses!” gasped Jimmy
silver, ~*What are you going for an old
pal for, you chumps?”

“Look at my nose—"

“Well, it is a picture,” agreed Jimmy
silver, *I dare say Higgs’ nose will be
like that when I've done with him. You
ought to be glad.”

“Glad!” hooted Lovell
poker down!

“Not till you make it pax,” grinned
Jimmy Silver.

“Look at my eye—’

“Oh, don't be an ass,

“Put that

L Newcome!

—
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Higgs'
that.

“You—you fathead!”

“Blessed if it's worth a chap’s while
to stand up for his study,” said Jimmy
Silver indignantly. “Here am I training
like a Trojan, to get into form and lick
ngﬂs and that’s the way you back me

eye is going to be warse than

“You dangerous nss—

“Here's a new fellow come to Rook-
wood, too big for any chap in the
Fourth to tackle, and starting as a bully
and an all-round beast,” pursued Jimmy
Stlver. “I'm cultivating a straight left
for his special benefit. _You ought to

* back me up like pals. Blow your silly
ngse!”

“Groogh!  You lunatic—"

Lovell dabbed his nose. It was very
red. For the moment he was quite in-
capable of appreciating the beauties of
the Jimmy Silver left, even if that left
was destined to knock out the bully of
the Fourth.

“Now help me fix up that punch-ball
again,” said Jimmy Silver.

“You fix it up again, and we’ll brain
you!” said Raby, in concentrated tones.
“You can play the giddy ox in the

gym.”

Jimmy Silver snorted.

“Look here, do you want me to lick
Higgs, or don’t you?”

“I'd rather he licked you at the
present moment, you chump!” growled
Newcome. “I'd give a bob to lick you,
you ass!”

“Keep smiling,” sald Jimmy Silver
cheerily. “ Think of the state I shall be
in after I've licked Higgs.”

The argument was not without its
effect upon the Co. If Jimmy Silver
did succeed in lickmg the redoubtable

Higgs, there was no doubt that he would
be in a very parlous condlmon when he
had finished.

“Do you think you can do it?” said

“I'm going to try. Somebody’s got
to pui the beast in his place, and the
fellows all say it’s up to me, as captain
of the Fourth.”
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“well, so lt is.”

“Quite righ

“Well, (hen ‘back a fellow up, instead
of grousing because you happen to_get
a thick nose, 7 said  Jimmy Sllver
warmly. “I mayn’t have any nose left at
all when I'm through with Higgs.”

“Very likely!” grinned Raby.

“If you chaps were really keen about
it, you'd back me up no end. Suppose
you stand up to my left, Raby, and see
hOW it goes—""

YES‘I don’t think!” said Raby.

“Lemme try it on you, Loveil.”

“ 11l try the tongs on you, if you do!”

“And that’s what you call backing a
fellow up,” grunted Jimmy Silver. “I've
been_cultivating that left for a week,
and I've got to try it on somebody.
don’t want to tackle Higgs and get
licked again, Whom shall I try it on—
that’s the question?”

“Mornington’s coming back this
afternoon,” said Lovell. “We came
here to tell you. I thought the cad
had left Rookwood for good. Try it
him when he comes. It will do h)m
good.

Jlmmy Silver shook his head.

“Mornington couldn’t stand up to me
for two seconds. And I can lick any

chap in the Fourth excepung Higgs.”

“Try Smythe of the Shell.

“Pooh! It would nearly kill him!”
sniffed Jimmy Silver. “Look here, I've
got to put: it to the test before I tackle
Higgs. What about having a row with
a sc”lior?

5 th the Sixth, of course; T couldn’t
v/hop a Sixth Former—

ha, ha!”

“But a chap in the Fifth,” said
Jimmy Silver seriously. “If I could lick
'x Fifth-Form chap, I can take it that

T'm able to lick Higgs.”

“Why, you ass—" exclaimed Lovell.

“There’s Bailey—he’s a bit too I.ouﬂh
perhaps. What about Bingham?”

“Bingham could eat you, you ass?

“I don't know. ingham walloped
young Mufiin with a cnc‘{et»s\ump yes-

terday because he burnt his toast. He
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fags the kids who'll let him. It pught
to be stopped, oughtn’t it? Well, I'm
going to stop it and practise my 1eft on
Binghal

“You sxlly ass!” roared Lovell.
tell you—-

Jimmy Silver slipped on his jacket.

. Come on!” he said briskly.

“Where?’

o look for Bingham.”

“You thumpmg ass—"

“ Bow-wow |

Jimmy Silver left the study, snd
headed for the Fifth Form passage, and
his chums, in dismay, followed him.

Jimmy Silver was evidently in deadly
earnest, and the Co. were prepared to
back him up—to the extent of carrying
him away when Bingham of the Fifth
had dore with him.

“1

CHAPTER 17.
Put to the Test!

IGGS of the Fourth was in the
passage, and he scowled at the
Fistical Four as he passed.

Higgs was on the worst of terms with
the Classical Co.

Being a tremendously big and power-
ful fellow, as big and nearly as old as
most fellows in the Shell, Higgs had
matters very much his own way in the
Fourth.

Jimmy Silver had tackled him on his
first day at Rookwood, and had been
hopelessly licked. And as Jimmy was
the most redoubtable fighting-man in
the Lower School, Higgs was cock of
the walk afterwards.

But the bully of the Fourth did not
have matters all his own way. The
%‘i‘ticnl Four stood together in that.

en Higgs became too unpleasant
they were accustomed to tackling him
in concert, and ragging him till he saw
reason. So Higgs was far from being
monarch of all he smveyed much to
his indignation and wr:

Having established the ch& that he
could lick any fellow in the Form, he
had expected to reign supreme. He was
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prepared to tackle any member of the
Fistical Four, and “whop” him without
mercy. But the four together handled
even the burly Higgs with ease, and
checked his proclivities to a very great
extent.

But that posmon of affairs did not
satisfy Jimmy Silve:

The whole Form looked to him to put
Higgs in his place, and Jlmmy felt that
iy was up to him to do

For a long time now Lhe captain of
the Fourth had been training specially
for the purpose of “taking cn” the
burly Higgs once more.

Once the bully of the Form had been
licked in a fair fight, matters would be
very much more peaceful and comfort~
able all round.

But it was a tremendous task, and
Jimmy knew it. He had heaps of pluck,
but he was not nearly so big nor so
strong as the overgrown Higgs, and he
had to make up for the deficiency by
training and science.

“I hear youre going into training?”
Higgs remarked, with a sneer, as the
Fistical Four came along.

Jimmy nodded cheerily.

“Yes, that’s s0.”

b Thmklm7 oi tackling me—what?”

“ Exactl

“Well, I’ m ready to lick you any time
you hkc ” said nggs, and I may as
well begin,  Put ’em u

Jxmmy Silver shook hJs head.

Not quite ready yet,” he s:ud calmly,
“T’ll let you know the date of your lick-
ing. You're not in a hurry, I suppose?”

“I'm jolly well going to knock some
of the cheek out of you!” said Higgs, in
his most bullying tone.

Jimmy backed away a pace.

*I'll give you the date, if you like,” he
said amicably. “Next Wednesday, if
that will guit you.”

Next "Wednesday, or any time you
like!” jeered Higgs. “But I'll give you
a thick ear now to go on with!”

“Hands off, you silly ass!” growled
Lovell.,

Higgs was advancing, with his big
fists up. Buf the Fistical Four did not
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stand on ceremony with Higgs. They
collared him together, and bumped him
on the floor.

They went on their way, leaving the
bully of the Fourth sprawling.

Jimmy Silver led the way cheerily to
the Fifth Form passage.

Outside Bingham’s study door he
peused, and his chums attempted to
Teason with him once more; but they
reasoned in vain.

Jimmy had thought the matter out.

Bingham was a senior of the Fifth,
and a powerful fellow. By the kind of
stand he could make against Bingham,
Jimmy expected to judge his form in
the coming encounter with Higgs. Even
the burly Higgs was no match for the
Fifth Former.

+Jimmy was in the pink of condition,
and extremely pleased with his left. He
hoped to give a good account of himself
- with Bingham, and, once his mind was
made up, wild horses could not have
stopped him.

He thumped at the door, and threw it
op!

Bingham of the Fifth was in his
study, and Muffin of the Fourth was

was_on his knees, making
toast at the fire. The Fistical Four
frowned at the sight. For the Fifth to
fag the Fourth was an' unparalleled
“cheek,} and only timid fellows like
Mufin would have endured it for a
moinent.

There was a smell of burning in the
study, and Bingham. was assisting
Muffin in the art of making toast with
the business end of a cricket stump.

“You clumsy, sxlly young ass!” Bing-
ham was remarking, as the door
opene: “Don't you know how to make

0ngt?”
“Yow-ow-ow!”
“What are you making that row for,
you fat beast?

“Yow! That sttmp hurts! Yow!”
“Stop that!” sald Jimmy Silver
authoritativ

The Fifth Former swung round.

“What do you fags want here?” he
snapped. “Get out of my study!”

The Fistical Four came right in.
Lovell, at a sign from Jimmy Silver,
closed the door. Bingham stared at

E'—

“WhaL'S the
manded.

“You're the little game,” said Jimmy
Silver calmly. “You've been fagging the
Fourth, Bingham!”

“You Chﬂdxy

“It's got to stop!”

“Got to?”

“Yes!”

“And who's womg to stop it?”
me Fifth Form

“Iam!”

“And how are you going to stop it,
you cheeky, scrubby, inky little beast?”

“I'm going to lick you!” said Jimmy
cheerily.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Puf that toast in the fire, Muffin!”
sald the captain of the Fourth
4 g stamm“red Tubby
Muffin, Bingham—

“Never mind Bingham!” said Jimniy,
“I'm looking after Bingham! Get out,
and take that toast with you!”

Lovell took Tubby Muffin by the ear,
and led him to the door. Muffin had
no choice about going.

Bingham jumped forward.
Silver Jjumped in his way.

““Take the toast, Muffin!”

Lovell shoved the toast into Muffin's

grubby hands, and pushed him out of
the study, slamming the door after him.

Bingham had no chance to interfere.
He was already struggling with Jimmy
Silver.

The Fifth Former was a head taller
than Jimmy, and in a struggle even the
hardy and athletic captain of the
Fourth did not have much chance; but
his chums promptly piled in and
dragged Bingham off.

“That isn't the game!” said Jimmy,
a little breathlessly. “If you're look-
ing for a fight, I'm your man. No
bear-hugs, please!”

“Why, I—I—I'll smash

little game?” he de-

rinned

Jimmy

you!” splut-
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tered the Fifth Former, crimison with
rage. “I’ll smash you to smithereens!”

“Go ahead!”

The enraged senior went ahead ab
once, He rushed on Jimmy Silver, hit-
ting out with both fists.

Jimmy had to give ground before the
heavy rush; but his hands were up,
and he guarded well.

The Fifth Former drove him right
round the study table without, however,
getting a single blow home upon his

face.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome stood
with their backs to the door, looking on
with breathless interest.

“You little beast!” gasped Bingham,
pausing from sheer want of breath.

“Go it, Jimmy!” sang out the Co.
“He’s got bellows to mend.”

Jimmy “went it.”

He made a_ sudden onslaught as the
senior paused breathlessly, and Bing-
ham, much to his astonishment, found
himself driven back.

Jimmy's right caught him under the
chin, and he staggered, He hurled him-
self forward furiously, and then the
famous “left” came into play. It
seemed to Bingham of the Fifth that
a mule’s hind leg had struck him. With
a terrific crash the Fifth Former went
down on his back.

“Bravo!” roared Lovell.

“Hurrah!”

“Geod old Jimmy!”

Jimmy Silver stood panting a little,
waiting for his formidable adversary

to rise. But Bingham was not in a
hurry to rise. He lay on the carpet,
gasping, and blinking dazedly at

Jimmy Silver. is chin felt as if it
were no longer there. He seemed un-
able to realise at first that he had been
knocked down by a Fourth Former,
“Groogh!” he gasped at last. “Ow,
ow! Why, you cheeky little beast—"
“Get up and have some more,”
chortled Raby. “This is what comes
of fagging the Fourth!”
. Bingham sat up dazedly.
“You little rotter, I don’t fight with
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kids in the Fourth!” he spluttered.
“Tl jolly well lick you with 2 cricket-
stump for your confounded cheek!™”

He scrambled up 2t last, and plunged
at the cricket-stump.

Jimmy backed to the door.

“If youw've had enough Il go” he
said. = “Mind, no more fagging the
Fourth after this. The end study
doesn’t allow it.”

“Get out!” roared Bingham.

He flourished the stump, and the
Fistical four got out. They did not
want to argue with the stump at close
quarters. Lovell slammed the door
with terrific force, to show the whole
of the Fifth Form at Rookwood how
much the end study cared for them
generally,

And, in a gleeful mood, the Fistical
Four went in to tea in the end study.
Matters were looking up for that
famous study.

CHAPTER 18,
The Return of Mornington!

ORNINGTON stepped from a
big motor-car at the gates of
Rookwood. And there was a

rush of Townsend, Topham, Peele and
Gower to meet him, The Nuts of
Rookwood had not forgotten Morning-
ton, and they were glad to welcome
him back to the school.
Mornington shook hands with them.
“Jolly glad youre back!” sald
Townsend.
“I've had a holiday,” said Morning-
ton, as he sauntered across_the
uadrangle with his dear pals. “But I
decided to come back to Rookwcod. My
guardian wanted me to, and he’s not a
bad sort. I decided to come.” ,
“Hear, hear!” grinned Tcpham.
“I've gotsto report to Bootles,” said
Morningten, = “Ill join you in the
study when I've finished with him.”
“Right you are! ~Well have tea
ready.” 3
Mornington tapped at the door cf
Mr, Bootles’ study, and entercd.
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Mr. Bootles laid down his book.

“Ah! You have returned, Mornmg-
ton,” he saxd

“Yes, sir.”

Mr Bootles shook hands with the
junio:

Lo 4 hope Mornington, that you have
come back to Rookwood with good
resolutions,” he said.

“I shall be more careful than I was,
sir,” said Mornington.

“I am glad to hear you say so. Let
me see. You will share Peele’s study.
I believe Peele is a friend of yours?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Very well! You may go., I trust
there will be no more of the un-
pleasantness that marked your career
here on a previous occasion. Yau have
my best wishes, Mornington.”

“Thank you, sir!”

Mornington left the study. His
manner to Mr. Bootles had been very
respectful, and the Form-master felt
relieved. Mornington seemed to have
changed considerably, and for the
better, and Mr. Bootles was very glad
to see it. Mornington had given him
trouble enough.

Outside in the passage a bitter sneer
crossed Mornington’s lips as he walked
away.

He had certainly changed. He had
learned that he could not have matters
his own way at Rookwood. That there
were fellows there who did not care
twopence for his wealth, and that so
far as the masters were concerned he
was simply a junior schoolboy who was
expected to toe the line with the rest.
Mornington was no fool, and he had
learned his lesson. But the change
was only outward; at heart he was still
the inselent, overbearing, purse-proud
“pounder ¥ who had put up the backs
of the Rookwood Fourth.

“There was a chorus of welcome as he
entered Peele’s study.

There was a handsome spread on the
table, and Townsend and Topham were
in the study, with Peele and Gower.
Higgs, who also shared the study, was
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not present, and the Nuts were glad of
it. ~They did not pull well with the
truculent Higgs.

“Welcome home, dear boy!” said
Townsend. “How did you get on with
Bootles?”

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.

“T've had a lecture,” he said.

“You didn’t cheek him?” asked Top-

ham.

“No fear. I've learned some things,”
said Mornington coolly. “I know now
what I can do, and what I can't do.
T'm goin’ to have exactly the same kind
of time as I did before, but I'm goin®
to be more careful about it. What's
the good of cheeking a Form-master
and gettin’ licked?”

“No good at all,” said Peele. “But
you didn’t seem qulte to see it before.”

“I can see it now. Is Jimmy Silver
sLlll cock of the walk in the Fourth?”

No jolly fear!” said Townsend.
“There’s a new chap here—chap
named Higgs—a regular prize-fightin®
beast! He’s licked Silver!”

Mornington's eyes gleamed.

“My hat! That's good news!”

“Still up against that crowd—what?"”
asked Peele, with a grin.

“More than ever. I'm goin’ to have
a try for captain of the Fourth!”

“Oh, great Scott!”

“Not much in vonr line,” said Top-
ham, “Youd hav to grind at
cricket.”

“I'm goin’ to grind at cricket, and
beat Jimmy Silver at his own game!”

“Ahem!”

“You think I can't do it?”

“Ahem!”

“well, yowll see,” said Mornington.
“I've got some surprises in store for
the Fourth I can tell you. That’s one

of them.

“Wen we'd all like to see Jimmy
Silver downed,” said Gower. “A chap
can't smoke a cigarette” in peace, or
have a little game of banker.”

“What’s this fellow Higgs like?”
asked Mornington as he sat at the tea-
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table, assiduously looked after by the
devoted Nuts.

“A rotten, beastly bully!” growled
Peele.  “He shares this study, tco.
Youwll have to be rather civil to him.”

“If he’s up against Jimmy Silver he’s
on our side.

but he’s a regular beast,
you know. He expects a fellow to fag
for him in his own study. I shouldn’t
wonder if he wants to fag you.”

The dcor was thrown open,
Higgs of the Fourth came in.
party exchanged uneasy glances.

“Hallo!  Tea ready?” said Higgs.
“Well, I'm ready, tco. Make room for
a chap!”

Pecle & Co. had hoped to ke free of
Higgs while the little party was on.
But they did not venture to
will of the Form bully.
't you got a

i Higgs.
pect me to L°"¢~'ﬁhat‘.’
Mornington, I suppose?”

“I'm Mornington.”

i hlr’ pot—what?”

“Yes

“Well, you wo
this study,” said

put
£

on any airs in
“Youll make
my toast at tea-time sarme as the others
—see?”
“T sh

all do nothin’ of the sort!”

“You won't, by gum! Give me that
chair, to begin with!”

“Go and eat coke!” x

“You can have my chair, Higgs,”
said Peele.

Higgs snorted. :

«“I didn’t ask you for your chair.
I asked this cheeky young cad for his
chair. Now, then, up you get, Morn-
ington!”

Mornington did not move,

“Did you hear me?” roared Higgs.

b Arle. you getting up?”
“ N

“Then here goes!” grinned Higgs,
and he grasped the back of the chair
and swung it away, and Mornington
went with a crash to the floor.
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CHAPTER 10,
Turned Out!

HE tea-party in Peele’s study were
T all on their feet now—with the
exception of Morningten, Mcern-
ington was on his back. Higgs looked
down at him with a grin. Mornington’s
face was thunderous as he sprawled on
the study carpet.

“Up you get,” continued Higgs.
slacking in this study!”

Mornington picked himself up with
his lips hard set and his eyes glittering.
Higgs took the chair he had vacated,
and sat in it at the table.

“Now, then, where's the toast?” said
Higgs. “You can me some toast,
Mornington. It will teach you tQ know
your p'ace in this study. Now, sharp’s
the word!”

Mornmgton sprang to the fender.
Higgs, under the impr on that he
was in" a hurry to make the toast,
chuckled. But it was nof toast that
Mornington was thinking of.

He clutched up the tongs from the
fender, and whirled round on Higgs

“Here, look out!” yelled Feele.

Right at the bully of the Fourth the
enraged Mornington rushed, with the
heavy tongs brandished over his head.
The Nuts watched him in terror.

Higgs’ chuckle died away.

“Put those tongs down!” he roared.
“Oh, my hat!”

Higgs dodged out of the chair just
in time as the tongs came down. If
the blow had reached him he would
haye been stunned. The tongs crashed
on the chair and split it. Higgs’ face
was pale as he backed away.

“You mad young idiot!” he pasped.

“Morny!” gasped Topham.

“Hold on, old chap—" =«

“Stop it!” yelled Higgs. For Morn-
ington,. unheeding his alarmed pals,
was still making for him with the
tongs. Higgs dodged round the table,
and the tongs came down with a
crash among the crockery.

“Put those tongs down!” shrieked
Higgs. “I'll smash you!”

“No
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Crash!

The tongs swept the clock from the
mantelpiece as a third blow missed.

Higgs was dodging wildly about the
study now. The rage and fury in
Mornington’s face startled and terrified
him. The Nuts crowded back out of
the way, still more terrified than Higgs.
The heavy weapon reached Higgs at
the fourth swipe, catching him across
the shoulders. The burly Fourth
Former reeled to the floor, and crashed
down on his hands and knees.

Mornington was upon him the next
second.

He grasped Higgs by the collar with
his left hand and whirled him over,
and brandished the tongs over his ter-

rified face. Higgs put his hands hefore
his eyes involuntarily.
“Don’t!” he shrieked. “Don’t!”

“You hound!” said Mornington.

“Don’t, you fool! Do you want to
brain me?”

“I'd brain you as soon as look at
jou,” said . Mornington between his
ecth. ~ “Lie here, you hound! Il
mash you if you move!”

Higgs did not move. He dared not.

“Morny, old man—-" said
Townsend feebly.

“Bring a cricket-stump here, Peele!”

“I—I say——" stammered Peele.

“Do as I tell you!”

Peele obeyed.

“Now thrash that hound till he can’t
yelp!” said Mornington savagely. “I'll
see that he doesn’t resist. If he moves
a finger his skull goes!”

“I—I say~chuck it!”  stuttered
Higgs. “I make it pax! I—I—
Look here, you wild beast—-"

4 “Let’s make pax, Morny,” said
Peele, with very lively fears of what
would result afterwards if he carried
out Mornington’s instructions.

Mornington paused. His fury was
passing, and he was calming do¥%n. He
tossed the tongs into the grate with a
crash.

“Pax, then,” he said.

“But under-
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stand, Higgs, that if there’s any more
of your rot in this study youll geb
hurt!

He sat down at the table breathing
ard.

Higgs rose slowly to his feet.

He had been terrified to his very
soul by Mornington’s outbreak of
savage temper. But his terror had
passed now, and rage had taken its
place. He had made it “pax,” which
ought to have been sacred. But Higgs
was too enraged to think of that. The
dangerous tongs were in the grate now,
and Mornington was weaponless.
Higgs advanced on him furiously.

“You blessed wild beast!” he
snarled. “I'll give you something for
your temper! I teach you!”

“You've made it pax, Higgs,” said
Peele.

Smack!

The back of Higgs’ heavy hand hurled
Peele ouf of the way. Then he sprang
upon Mornington and grasped him.

Mornjngton's teeth came together
hard. As he was swept out of his
chair he caught the teapot from the
table.

reeled back with a fearful yell.
was not prepared for desperate
measures like t!

“Oh, gad!” gasped Peele.

Higgs staggered back, his hands to

his head. 1s head was cut, and tea
drenched his hair and face. He
blinked dazedly at Mornington. The

latter had caught up a jug, ready to re-
peat the blow.

“My—my—my hat!” stuttered Higgs.
“You rotten hooligan, you—you ought
to be in a reformatory!”

“Do you want any more?” asked
Mornington between his teeth, “Lay
your paws on me again, if you dare!™

Higgs clenched his hands hard. But
it was only too evident that if he made
an attack the heavy jug would smash
on his head. Higzs’ head was hard,
but net gquite hard enough to stand
that.
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He dabbed his forehead with his
handkerchief.

‘“‘You rotten wild beast!” he gasped.

Mornington laughed.

“I'm net cuite big enough to lick
wu,” he said, “but youll keep your
paws to yourself in this study. No
bul'«\‘ing hel'c Now get out!”

“What!”

“Get om, or I'll start on you with
this jug!

“I'm going to have tea!” roared Higgs.

“You're not going to haye tea here!
You're going to get out of this study
if you don’t want your thick skull
cracked!”

Mornington advanced as he spoke,
and Higgs read savage determination

in his face. He backed to the door.
“Look here—" He dodged out of
the study. “I say——"

The door slammed on him.’

Higgs did not reopen it. He was fed
up with Mornington.

Mornington returned to the tea-table.
‘The Nuts of Rookwood looked at him,
helf in admiration, half in distrust.

“There won't be any more fagging
or bullying in this study,” said Morn-

ngton. “Why didn’t you fellows
handle the brute like that?”

Well, we don't want to be sent to a
reformatory for cracking a fellow’s
skull,” said Gower tartly. “¥You may
like to chance that, I don't!”

Mornington shrugged his

“I'd rather chance that than b“
bullied in my own study!”

“well, Higgs will give us a rest now,”
said Townsend. “Blessed if the brute
wasn’t fairly cowed. But he’ll bave his
knife into you, Morn;

Mornington shook hzs head.

“That's all right! I'm going to
make friends with Higgs now I've
taught him a lesson,” he said coolly.
“I had to begin that way.”

“By gad, he won't be very friendly
with you after that lick on the head.”

“Oh, hell come round! If he can
lick Jimmy Silver he's the kind of chap
I want to pal with,” said Mornington.
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“I'm going to be captain of the Fourth
before the term’s out, and Higgs is
going to help me.”

“Hear, hear!” said Peele & Co.,
though they doubted 1t.

The tea-party finished without any
interruption from Higgs. And after
tea the young rascals gathered round
the table to play nap and smoke cigar-

ettes. Evidently Mornington had not
changed.
CHAPTER 20.
Mernington's Little Game!
IMMY SILVER looked rather

curiously at Morningten when he
ed him in the dormitor
that evening.

Mornington had been on the wo‘sc
of terms with the captain of the
Fourth. But Jimmy was quite pre-
pared to let bygones be bygones. So
long as Mornington behaved himself
now, Jimmy did not want to rake up
old troubles.

He had heard of the “row ” in Morn-,

ington’s study, and all the Fourth had
stared at the big bump on Higgs’ head.
The bully of the Fourth certainly did
not deserve to be gently handled, but
few were found to approve of Morn-
ington’s wild beast tactics.

‘Whether approved or disapproved,
those tactics had had their desired
effect. The Fourth Form bully let
Mornington severely alone. Morning-
ton certainly had risked expulsion
from the school, and perhaps a term
in a reformatory., But Higgs did not
wish to risk having his skull cracked,
whatever might happen to Mornington
afterwards. He feared Mornington’s
savage temper. far more than Morning-
ton feared his big fists.

Jimmy Silver nodded pleasanuy
enough to Mornington in the dormi-
tory. Mornington returned his nod.

“Yere you are again!” said Jimmy
cheerily. “I hope you'll like Rookwood
a bit better this time, Mornington.”

“Thanks!” said Mornington. “I in-
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tend to get on a bit better this time.”

“I hear youre going to be captain
of the Fourth this term!” grinned
TLovell. The boast had already made
its rounds in the Fourth.

Mornington rodded.

“Exactly!” he said.

“Well, you are a funny ass!” com-
mented Lovell.

Bulkeley of the Sixth came in to see
lights out, and his eyes fell on Alfred
chgs at_once. His brows contracted.

“What’s the matter w;th your head,

Higgs?” he exclaimed. “Your fore-
head’s cut. How did you get that
bruise?”

There was a hush in the dormitory.
The fact that Higgs had been bullyiig
would not have saved Mornington from
condign punishment if the incident of
the teapot broken on Higgs’ head had
transpired.

“I got a knock, Bulkeley,” said Hige
smlﬂy “With all his faults the bully oi
the Fourth was not a sneak.

“I1t must have been a pretty bard
knock,” said Bulkeley.

“Yes; but it's all right.”

Bulkeley gave him a sharp look, but
said no more, and lights were put out
and the captain of Rookwood left the
dormitory. The general opinion of the
Fourth was that on the morrow Higgs
would “smash ” Mornington.

But when the Fourth turned out in
the morning the bully of the Fourth
took no notice of Mornington.

Still more surprising, after lessons
they were seen waiking together in the
quadrangle.

And when tea-time came round,
Higgs joined the festive board in the
study in quite good humour.

Peele and Gower could not under-
stand it. But they were glad to see
their truculent study-mate in such a
subdued humour.

Mornington appeared to have‘quite
forgotten his trouble with Higgs.
was quite civil and friendly with hm1
But the savage temper was there, all
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ready to break out again if provoked,
and Higgs knew it. ‘There was ng¢
more bullying or hectoring in the study,
and Peele and Gower felt the relief
very keenly. But the bullv of the
Fourth found that friendship
Mornington was quite worth \\hxle
Tiggs was not wealthy, while Morning-
ton had much more money than was
good for him. The study was a land
uf plenty now that Mornington had
come, and tea there was like unto the
most prosperous spread of the most
prosperous times in any other study.
And for that combination of reasons
Higgs of the Fourth found it expedient
to be on pally terms with Mornington.

Mornington’s announced intention of
ousting Jimmy Silver from the cap-
taincy of the Fourth excited a good
deal of curiosity. Most of the fellows
laughed at the idea. The only fellow
who had a chance of competing with
Jimmy was Tommy Dodd, of the
Modern side. Mornington was one of
the most unpopular fellows in the
Lower School. As for Jimmy Silver,
he simply shrugged his shoulders and
dismissed Mornington and his boasts
from his mind.

By fair means Mornington certainly
never could accomplish his object; and
as for foul play, though he was none
too good for it, Jimmy did not see
what he could do. Mornington's party
in the Fourth consisted, so far, only o
the Nuts and Higgs. And a captain of
the Rockwood Fourth had to ke, before
everything else, great at games. Morn-
ington’s cricket was a joke. But it was
soon discovered that there was a
change in that respect. Mornington
beg n to be assiduous at the ncts, and

ven in a few days he showed quahty
as a cricketer.

Jimmy Silver locked on the change

with an approving eye. He would
gladly ave rendered Mornington
assistance in his new ambiticn to be-

come a cricketer. But Mornin
dislike was too bitter to be overcome.
He had not forgotten a single one of
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his “rubs” with Jimmy during his
former stay at Rookwood.

On Saturday afternoon he dropped
into the end study when the Fistical
Four were about to go down to the
cncket

“You're playing the Mcdems this
afternoon?” he remarks

“That’s so,” assented Jlmmy

“My frxﬂnd Higgs would like a place
in the team.

“Your fnend Higgs can go and eat
coke!” said Jimmy tersely.

“You mean you won’t play him?”

“ot course I won’t! He’s no good
at cricket !”

“Quite as good as Oswald or Jones
minor, I think!

“You're welcome to think s0,” yawned
Jimmy Silver. “But it’s what I think
that matters, as I happen to be cricket
cspmm You're not skipper yet, you

& Cbenky ass!” growled Lovell.

“If you refuse to do Higgs justice, I
shall advise him to give you a hiding,”
sald Momm ton.,

h, th at’s the little game, is it?”
saxd Jimmy disdainfully. “That’s why
yowve palled with Higgs, after nearly
crac‘ung his silly skull with a teapot.”

As a matter of fact T've a message
for you from Higgs ‘Where will you
meet him?”

“Next Wednesday, behind the barn
near Coombe,” said Jimmy Silver. “It’s
going to be a real scrap, and we can't
have it in the gym—the prefects would
interfere.”

You will meet him to-day.”

“Buzz off !

“I shall advise Higgs to tweak your
nose in the quad, if you funk it,” said
Mommgton

“Like that?” asked Jimmy Silver
affably, taking Mornington’s somewhat
prominent nose between finger and
thumb.

“Is that how
Jimmy calmly,
with Jaugbter

you mean?” asked
le his chums roared
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“Yow-ow! Led go by dose!” stut-
tcx ed Mommvton “Yoooow!”
a, ha, ha

Mommgton dra"ﬂed his nose away.
It was crimson. He shook his fist
savagely at Jimmy Silver, and_strode
out of the study, leaving the Fistical
Four howling with laughter.

“Jolly lucky I'm in training for
Higgs!” grinned Jimmy Silver. “Now
that cad’s come back I shall have

trouble with the beast every day. Morn-
ington’s going to use him to give this
_tudy the kybosh, if he can, Come on!”

The Fistical Four took their bats
and left the study. They found Higgs of
the Fourth in the passage, with Morn-
ington & Co. Higgs barred the way.

“You're not gomﬂ to play cricket just
yet, Jimmy Silve: exclaimed.
“You're going to seme with me first!”

“Certainly!” ,.smd Jimmy. “Where
will you have it?

Without waiting for a reply, he

jammed his bat against Higgs’ broad
chesb and the bully of the Fourth
backed away with a howl,

Three more bats prodded him
energetically, and Higgs fairly fled.

The Fistical Four smiled and went
on their way. And the match with the
Moderns was played without any inter-
ruption from Alfred Higgs.,

CHAPTER 21,

The Great Fight!
EDNESDAY was a great day in
W the Lower School at Rookwood.
The great fight between
Jimmy Silver and Higgs of the Fourth
was coming off that afternoon, and it
created immense interest in the Lower

Forms.

Jimmy had tackled Higgs before, and
had been hopelessly outclassed. But
he had been in steady training for
weeks since then. He was not over-
confident, but he hoped to be victorious,
and he had the best wishes of most of
the Fourth.

Higgs was brimming with confidence,
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and Mornington & Co. backed
heartily.

After dinner the Fistical Four strolied
out of the School House in a careless
sort of way. It was important to keep
the matter from the knowledge of the
Dowers.

Most of the fistical encounters of the
Rookwooders were fought out in. the
gym with the gloves on. But this
special fight was to be a record in the
way of fights. It was understood that it
was to be a fight to a finish, and inter-
ruptions from prefects or masters were
not desired.

Outside the gates of Rookwood
Jimmy Silver & Co. were joined by a
crowd of friends and sympail
Tommy Dodd & Co. of the Modern
were conspicuous among them. Tommy
Dodd’s sympathies were all with Jimmy
Silver on this occasion. Moderns as well
as Classicals yearned to see the bully
of the Form taken down a peg, and put
in his proper place. Tommy Dodd had
tried it valiantly himself, but he had
tried in vain. And Temmy was almost
prepared to admit that the Classicals
were “top side ” of Rookwood, if Jimmy
Silver succeeded in licking the bully of
the Fourth.

Oswald and Jones minor, Flynn and
Rawson and Dickinson minor, and a
crowd of other Classicals joined the
crowd. It was easy to see how feeling
ran in the Fourth.

‘When Higgs left Rookwood he was
accompanied by Mornington, Peele, and
the rest of the Nuts, and Smythe &
Co. of the Shell—all the old enemies of
the Fistical Four. But they were not a
dozen all told. There were thirty or
forty fellows with Jimmy Silver when
he arrived at the rendezvous.

The »old barn near Coombe lay well
back from the road, and there was a
stretch of level ground behind it. Several
large trees shut it off from view. It
was quite an ideal spot for the pecuitar
purpose of the Rookwooders.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were first on the
ground. Lovell opened his bag, and pro-
duced a towel, a sponge, and a basin.

up
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basin was filled at the pond, and
all was ready for the fray.

“Here they come!” said Oswald, as
the burly form of Higgs was scen cross-
ing the field, accompanied by ning-
ton & Co.

Jimmy sedately pesled off his jacket,
and rolled back his shirtsleeves. Higgs
grinned at him as he came up. Not the
slightest doubt did Higgs entertain of
the result.

“Ready to be smashed?"”
politely,

“Quite ready, thanks!” said Jimmy
Silver.

“Two to one cn Higes,
sang out Adolphus Smythe.
you sportin’ fags, play up!”

“T'll give you two to one on the boko
if you don't shut up!” growled Lovell.
“None of your rotten blackguardism
here!”

“T'1 take you,
gett of the Fourth.

“Money down!” said Adolphus, with
a supercilious look at Leggett.

The Modern junior produced a cur-
rency mnote, and Mornington held the
stakes. Jimmy Silver observed the pro-
ceedings with a frown, but he did not
interfere. As a matter of fact, Leggett's
proceeding was encouraging. Leggett
of the Fourth was an extremely keen
and acute youth, and his backing Jimmy
Silver was a good omen, though Jimmy
was greatly inclined to kick him for
doing so.

Lovell was Jimmy’s second, and Morn-
ington acted for the bully of the
Fourth. There was a grim smile on
Mornington’s face. It was evident that
he fully believed that the captain of the
Fourth would be hopelessly knocked out.
It was the first step in his campaign for
“downing ” Jimmy Silver.

“TIl keep time,” remaﬂvd Peele,
'.akmry out his gold w.
you won't! ' ” "said  Lovell
, “Well have a neutral to

he asked

Smythey!” said Leg-

kee]
“Look here, Lovell—
“Bow-wow! Tommy Dcdd will do it.”
“I'm your mani” said Tommy Dedd
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at once,
assent.

Tommy Dodd could be relied on for
the fairest of fair play.

“You agree to Doddy, Higgs?”

I don’t ca'e twopence"’ said Higgs.

“Right,

‘Tommy Dodd took out his watch.

“Seconds Out of the ring!” he said
nnprcsswely “Now, shake hands, you
two. Time!”

Higgs grmned as he shook hanés with
Jimmy Silver. Then the mill started.

Round the field of combat the Rook-
wood juniors formed a ring that was
growing thicker every minute as more
fellows arrived from the school. And
there was a buzz of encouraging shouts
to the captain of the Fourth.

“Go it, Jimmy!”

Higgs began with a bull-like rush,
which he fully expected would sweep
Jimmy Silver away like chaff before the
wind. Jimmy Was not heavy enough to
stop the weight, and he gave ground,
backing nimbly, followed up by Higgs
with lunging fists, They went right
round the ring, amid loud laughter from
Higgs’ party. But Jimmy did not turn
a hair. He was guarding like clockwork,
and not a single one of Higgs’ heavy
drives reached him.

Higgs paused at last, almost out of
breath. Then Jimmy came on, and the
breathless Alfred was being hammered
prettily when Tommy Dodd called
“Time!”

Jimmy jeined Lovell in his corner.

“He's got bellows to mend!” said
Lovell jubilantly. ‘“The  thundering
asses were keemng it up in the stu
last night~smoking like furnaces, you
know! Higgs' wind is no good to-day.”

Jimmy nodded,

“If he doesn’t knock me out in the
first two or three rounds, I think I've
got him,” he remarked.

“Stall him off you know.”

“You bet!”

“Time!”

Jimmy entered the ring again, and
Higgs recommenced his bull-like tactics.
This time Jimmy Silver did not give

and Jimmy silver nodded
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ground. He =)dcv~tep')ed quickly as the
rush came, and befcre Higgs knew what |
was happening Jxmmys right ram
crashing on the side of his head. Higg
spun sideways and crashed to bhg
ground.

There was a 10atr:

“Well hit!”

Tommy Dodd grinned, and counted:

“One, two, three, four—-"

Higgs was up again, looking dazed
and furious. He came for Jimmy Silver
again, but he was not rushing. The
rush had been taken out of him.

Hammer-and-tongs they went now,
and Jimmy began to receive *some

punishment. But he kept his bulky

adversary well at arm’s length, and gave

as good as he received. &
“Time!”

Lovell sponged Jimmy Silver’s heated
face as Jimiy rested on Raby's knee.
The captain of the Fourth was breath-
ing hard, but he was as sound as a
bell. On the other side of the ring
Higgs was breathing in gulps.

“Get closer to him and pound him!” |
was_Mornington’s advice to his prin-
cipal. “If you let him stall you off, he'll
tire you out and win!”

Higgs glared at his second.

“Do you think you know mecre about
it than I do?” he snorted. “He won't
stand up for another round; I can tell
you th

nggs tced the line angrily and
savagely. He was hurt, and he was
angry, and his second’s remarks had
irritated him. He resolved to finish
Jimmy Silver in that round with a
whirlwind attack.
The whirlwind attack came,
did not finish Jimmy Silver.
With all the skill at his command,
Jimmy kept his burly enemy off, giving
ground where necessary, and side-step-
ping briskly to escape being cornered.
Higgs followed him up fast, breathing
jerkily, till he had fairly pumped hun-
self to a stop. Then came a lightnin
attack from the captain of the Fourth

but 1t
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and Higgs reeled and staggered blindly
under a shower of blows.

The call of “Time!” came very fortu-
nately for Higgs. He was reeling as he
sank on his second’s knee in the corner.

“You haven't given him the left,
Jimmy,” murmured Lovell, 25 he fanned
his_principal.

Jimmy smiled.

“I'm keeping that in reserve!”

“How do you feel, old man?”

“As if I'd been under a lawn-mower ! ”
grinned Jimmy. “But I'm good for a
dozen rounds yet!”

The fourth round commenced, and
was fought through, then the fifth, with
much less energy on Higgs’ part. The
burly Fourth Former had bellows to
mend now with a vengeance, and he
1o longer rushed,

Both the combatants were showing
signs of wear and tear, and the crowd
was excited. Jimmy Silver’s nose had a
very bulbous look, and his left eye per-
sisted in winking. Higgs had one eye

“Time!”

The crowd was in a buzz when the
fifth round closed. Jimmy had stood up
to his burly enemy for five rounds, and
certainly had had no more punishment
than Higgs.

With delighted anticipation, the
Jjuniors realised that Jimmy had a
chance, alfter all—and a good chance.

“Pimel”

There were eager eyes watching the
combatants as they closed in the sixth

round.
Higgs made a hot attack, and
“petered out,” as before; but when

Jimmy closed in on him he met with a
surprise.  Higgs’ heavy right came
crashing on his jaw, followed by his
left,  which caught Jimmy under the
chin.

Higgs was winded, but not so winded
as he had made out, and Jimmy had
been taken in. The captain of the
Fourth went to the ground with a feavy
bump.

“Bravo!” yelled Mornington, in great
detight,
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Jimmy Silver lay gasping and Tommy
Dodd counted steadily :

“One, two, three, four, five, six, seven,
eight—"

Jimmy was up at “eight.” Higgs
rushed down on him; but Jimmy, with
herculean efforts, stalled him off until
“Time!” was called. His head was
reeling, his eyes swimming, and he took
blow after blow, hardly able to guard;

ut somehow he lived through the
round by sheer pluck and determina-
tion. Butf he was at his last gasp when
Tommy Dodd called “Time!” and he
sank on Lovell’s knee,

Lovell sponged his face, his own face
showing only too plainly his anxiety.

Jimmy gave him a feeble grin.

“Bad business!” he gasped.

“Yowll lick him yet,” said Lovell
hopefully.

But his look was not so hopeful as his
words.

But a minute’s rest had a wonderful
effect on Jimmy Silver. At the call of
“Time!” he stepped up again quite
steadily, if not briskly. Higgs lunged
forward, grinning. He had had a
momentary doubt; but it was gone
now. He was quite convinced that
Jimmy Silver would not survive the
seventh round.

But he did. He devoted himself to
defence, and, by sheer skill and deter-
mination, he held his own, while his
strength came back. He was feeling
better at the end of the round than at
the beginning.

“Eighth round, bedad!” said Flynn.
“Sure, Jimmy's stickin’ to him, and he’s
a broth av a boy! Go it, Jimmy!”

Hammer-and-tongs again! Rookwood
Junior “scraps ” seldom lasted into eight
rounds. It was a historic ficht. Higgs
was attacking again; but in that round
came Jimmy’s famous left, which he
had practised on the punch-ball and
Bingham of the Fifth.

It came on the point of Higes' jaw
with a terrific force, and Higgs' feet
scemed torn from the ground as he
received it.

“Hcoray!” yelled Lovell.
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“One, two, thres, four, five, six, seven,
eight, nine—'

Higgs staggered up. According to the
rules of the ring, Jimmy would have
been justified in knocking him out; but

e did not. Higgs could ‘ot have $tood
up against a fag of the Second Form at
that moment. Jimmy let him alorvc
until the call of “Time!”

‘“Ass!” said Lovell, at the end of the
round.

Jimmy grinned.

“Time!”

Higgs came up to the scratch, but
he was evidently “done.” He was stag
gering as he faced Jimmy Silver. The
fighting was all on one side now. The
Rookweod crowd buzzed with excite-
ment.

Higgs of the Fourth—the bully of the
Lower School—was on his last legs!
Jimmy Silver was winning—winning
hands down!

Ninth round, and last. It was pretty
plain that Higgs would not last into a
. Only dogged determination kept
him on his feet now. Jimmy Silver was
very nearly spent, but he was fit for
another two rounds at least.

Jimmy’s fists came home again and
again upon Alfred Higgs as he fought
savagely and wildly, and at last he went
down—under the “Silver ““left,” which
he could not stop. He lay groaning on
the grass.

“One, two, three, four, five, six, seven,
eight, nine—out!” said Tommy Dodd;
and he closed his watch with a snap.

Higgs sat up dazedly. Momington
gave him a scowl], and turned his back
and strode savagely away. His cham-
pion had been licked; it was a triumph,
instead of a downfall, for Jimmy
Silver.

“Lend me a
gasped Higgs. “I—

It was Reby who lent him a hand;
his own second was gon Leggetf
grinned, and hurried after Momn\gton
to claim his stakes. of the
fellows were cheerin
blinked at Jimmy 8i Iver.

hand somebody !
I—oh!”

He hed put
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up a dogged fight, and he could nol
Vma up without assistance.
“You've licked me—me!” he stuttered

Jimmy grinned' cheerily.

“You hched me once,” he said. “Give
us your fist o

He held out his hand.

Higes hesitated for a moment; then,
with a feeble grin, he shook hands with
the captain of the Fourth.

Both the combatants of that great
fight required considerable attention
befere they could venture to show them-
selves at Rookwood, and both of them
felt the effects of it for some time to
come. But in the Fourth Form,
Classical and Modern alike, there was
grent rejoicing O\er Jimmy Silver's

h.

CHAPTER 22
Much Too Thick!
v uiY S'LVI‘RK”

Jlmmy you fathead!”

Jnnmv heard his name called. But,
like the dying gladiator of old,, he
heeded it not.

Jimmy was at the wick et on Little
Side at Rookwoeod,  facil Tommy
Dodd’s bowling. It was only practic
certainly; but cricket was cricket.
And Jimmy Silver kept his eye on
Tommy Dodd, heedless of the fact that
Lovell and Raby and Newcome were
shouting to him from the pavilion.

““Telegrams, fathcad'” velled Lovell,
“Two of them

Smack!

The bat met the ball, and sent it
whizzing away. Then Jimmy Silver
condescended to glance round,

“Telegramis, ass!” called out Raby.
“The kid’s just brought two for you!”

“Well, it never rains but it pours,”
soid Jimmy. Silver. “Anybody whc
likes can have them. I'm batting!”

“Fathead!"” said Raby. “It may be
news Suppose something’s wrong at
home!”
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“Oh, my hat!”

Jimmy hadn’t thought of that. But
now he did think of it, he threw the
bat to Oswald, and ran off the pitch.

The lad from the post office handed
him the two buff envelopes. Telegrams
did not often come to junior fellows,
and it was rather remarkable for
fellow to receive two of them, at one
fell swoop, as it were.

Jimmy hastily opened the first that
came to hand. He read it quickly, and
gave an expressive grunt.

“Rotten!

®

“Nothing wrong at home?”

“Oh, no!”

“Your father—*

“'Tain’t from him. TIt's from that fat
keast Bunter!”

“Bunter! Who's Bunter?”

“That fat idiot who came over from
Greyfriars once to see us! The bounder
is coming again—this afternoon!”

“Like his cheek!” growled Lovell.
““Who's asked him?”

“Nobody. Bunter doesn’t wait for
trifles like that!” growled Jimmy Silver.
“I'm blessed if I'm going to stand it a
second time! We used up all our nice
manners the first time, and it was a
strain.”

“It was,” said Raby. “I'm fed up,
for one.”

“What does he say?” asked Newcome.

Jimmy Silver read out the telegram :

“‘ Arriving by two-thirty train. Meet
me at station.—BuUNTER.”

The Fistical Four of the Fourth
looked at one another grimly. It was
really a little too much for Billy Bunter
of Greyfriars to bag their half-holiday
in this way!

Jimmy Silver & Co. were on the best
of terms with Harry Wharton and his
friends of Greyfriars School. They
played regular matches with them, and
sometimes gave one another a look-in.
But, Billy Bunter was a borsedof quite
another colour. The fat junior of Grey-
friars had invited himself to Rook-
wood once -hefore, and had blagued

Jimmy Silver & Co. for a whole after-
noon.

He had “stuck ” them for his railway
fare both ways; he had borrowed money
right and left; he had been a worry and
a_bother all the time, and he had made
all the Rookwood fellows feel that it
would be a delight to kick him round
the quadrangle.

Because he was a Greyfriars fellow,
the Fistical Four had endured Bunter
with heroic politeness on that occasion.
Their politeness had come near break-
ing under the strain. But they had
stood it out manfully to the end. Now
it really looked as if they had overdone
it—Bunter was coming again.

Any of the fellows they knew at Grey-
friars would have been welcomed with
open arms. But they didn't know
Bunter, and didn't want to.

The fat bounder was coolly planting
himself on them, on the strength of
their friendship for Harry Wharton &
Co.

And William George Bunter of Grey-
friars wasn’t an ordinary guest. He was
a very exacting one.

Jimmy Silver had no desire whatever
to meet him at the station, and hear
that he had forgotten his purse, and
to hand him his week’s pocket-money
to pay his fare. He wasn't at all
keen to expend the whole financial re-
sources of the end study in feeding
Bunter. Above all, he didn't feel in-
clined to spend that sunny afternoon
in being bored by the fat and fatuous
fellow.  Jimmy’s plans were laid for
that afternoon, and they did not include
being bothered by Bunter.

“There’s the other telegram,” said
Raby at last. “You haven’t opened
that.”

“By Jove, no!”

Jimmy Silver opened the second tele-
gram. He grinned as he read it.

“Somebody else coming?” asked
Lovell.

“Ha, ha! No. Read it. It’s from
Wharton.”
The second telegram ran:
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“Dear Silver,—Bunter is coming to
plant himself on you this afternoon.

Don't lend hxm anjmmg Kick him
out.—WHARTON.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good!” said Lovell. “We'll do as

Wharton asks.
that fat bounder.

Jimmy shook his head.

“Can’t exactly boot him out!” he
temarked. “But—buf we're nof going
to have him on our necks as we did
before. Once is enough!”

“I've jolly well got no_politeness to
waste on him!” growled Raby.

“We overdid the polite bizney last
time,” said Jimmy ruefully. “I felt
Tather a humbug at the time. I thought
it was up to us to stand 1t civilly. We
won’t overdo it this tims

‘That we jolly well won't!”
Lovell, with emphasis.

“Biit—but a chap must be civil!”

“Oh, rats!”

“We've got the reputation of Rook-
wood hospitality to consider,” said
Jxmmv “My idea is to be pohte but
ILA 1

“Look here, we're not having it!” ex-
claimed Lovell. “I tell you I can’t stand
the fellow, with his gorging and lying
and swanking and bragging!”

“He isn't exactly the pal you'd pick
out of a thousand,” agreed Silver;
“but a chap must be civil. But—but I
think that if we're firm as well as civil
Bunter will get tired of paying visits to
Rookwood.”

“Well, if you've got a wheeze

“Of course I have, fathead! Rely on
your Uncle James!”

“We're not going to the station, any-
way!”

“No fear!
cricket!”

“ Besides, it’s too late to meet the two-
thirty now,” said Jimmy Silver. “Bun-
ter can come along by himself. Let's
get on. Sufficient for the day is the
q 7l thereof; we can deal with
en he gets here.”

I should enjoy booting

said

Let’s get on with the

Bunter

TAMING THE BULLY!

And the Fistical Four devoted them-
selves to cricket practice, and dismissed
Billy Bunter of Greyfriars from their
minds.

-CHAPTER 23.

Pay Up!

sAY, o fellows!"

I 0! Bunter, by gum!”™
The Flstmal Four had come off
the cricket-field about half an hour
later, and were sauntering to the school
shop for some refrcsmng gmger -beer
when a fat voice hailed them.

Billy Bunter had arrived.

He did not come alone. Old leliam‘
the ancient porter of Coombe Etation,
was with him, with a grim expression on
his face. Billy Bunter was not looking
happy. He blinked at Jimmy Silver &
Co. through his big glasses with quite
a pathetic look.

“I say, you fenows. didn’t you get my
telegram

Yes, we got it,” sald Jimmy.

“I asked yot to meet me at the

s'a.tlon"'
“Did you?”

“Yes, I did! You might have done it,
too, affer pressing a chap to visit you
here!” said Bunter warraly.

“I must have a bad memory,” said
Jimmy Silver calmly* “I don’t remem-
ber issuing any pressing invitations.”

Billy Bunter gave-him a quick, com-
prehending blink. He could see that the
politeness he had put to such a severe
strain was giving way.

“Ahem! Well, I rather expected to
see you at the station,” he said. “I've
got into rather a fix. You see, I forgot
to put any money in my pocket. I'm an
absent-minded chap somenmes—-”

“Yes; I've noticed that.”

“And I only just caught the train,
too, and didn’t have time to take my
ticket,” explained Bunter. “I intended
to pay at this end, of course.”

“After yowd met us!” said Lovell
grimly.
“Ahem! You-you see, when I got

cut I thought you'd be there, as I tele-
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graphed—— I borrowed the tin speci-
ally of Mauly to send the wire—I—I
mean, I sent the wire specially. Well,
as I'd left my cash at home, I couldn’t
pay up, and the rotters at the station
actually accused me of wanting to
swindle the company.”

“You don’t say so!” remarked New-
come sarcastically.

“Yes, they did, and they were going
to send for a Doliceman,” said Bunter
indignantly. “If I hadn't explained
that I'd got friends here who'd be
anxious and eager to lend me the
money, I might have been locked up.”

“Oh, you've got friends here?” asked
Lovell.

“Eh? Yes, of course!”

“Good! Youd better look for 'em and
ask ‘em to lend you the tin,” said Lovell.

“ Good-]

“He, he' I say, Silver, I sup-
pose you can lend me six bob? This

TAMING THE BULLY!

was coming to visit us. Lock him up
next time.”

‘William grinned.

Look here——" began Lovell warmly.
Oh, pay up and keep swmiling!” said
Jimmy §;

With tar from a good grace the juniors
rummage in their pockets for the
mone; sum was raised, with a
shuh‘ng over for William, who touched
his hat and retired from the scene satis-

o

Billy Bunter’s fat face cleared. He
was out of his serape, and the effect of
a scrape never lasted long with Bunter.
He was quite cheerful now.

“Thanks, awfully, you fellows!” he
sald.  * Of course, I'll settle up that
little sum as soon as I get back to Grey-
friars. How much do I owe each of
you?”

““Oh, never mind,” said Jimmy gruffly.

“But I do mind,” said Bunter firmly.
“I'm very particular in matters of this

beasb has come along with me to take| oo

Old William touched his hat.

“Begging your pardon, Master Silver!
‘The young person said he was a friend
of yours, so Lhe stahonmaster said he’d
give him a ch:

Jimmy Suvcr looked grim.

He knew that Bunter had deliberately

travelled without paying his fare, with
the intention of “sticking” the Rook-
wood juniors for it when he arrived.
And as they had not met him at the
station, the junior from Greyfriars had
found himself in a serious difficulty.

The porter had come with him for the
money. If it was not paid, there was
trouble ahead for Willlam George
Bunter.

If anything could have made Jimmy
Silver more exasperated by Bunter's
visit than he was already, this incident
would have dene it. He could not let
Bunter be marched away to answer for
his sins.

He fumbled in his pocket and pro-
duced half-a-crown,

“Lend us some tin,” he s “It's
all right, William, we’ll pay as mc fellow

‘“‘Oh, my hat!”

“Some fellows aren’t particular,” said
Bunter; “but I'm one of the sort that
are. Short reckonings make long friends,
you know. Still, I suppose it will be all
right if I send you a postal-order for the
amount, Jimmy, and you can settle with
the others?”

“Oh, yes; that will be quite all right,”
said Jimmy sarcastically.

00d ! ”

“And when the postal-order comes
I shan't cash it. I shall have it framed
and hang it up in the study,” said
sz*ny Silver.

‘He, he, he!” Billy Bunter decided to
treat that remark as a joke. “‘Well,
here we are again! Jolly glad to see
you fellows! You were just going into
the tuckshop, I think? Don't let me
stop you.”

‘“Oh, that’s all right!”

i The fact is, I'n> rather peckish after

my journey,” said Bunter. “Come
along with me! It's my treat!”

Jimmy Silver did not move. He had

ught like that before. Billy

tended to give orders reck-
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lessly, on the understanding that it was
“his treat,” and leave the Rookwood

fellows to settle the bill, to be reim-

bursed at some future date with a

vostal-order,

. Your treat?” said Jimmy.

“Yes, certainly!”

“How are you going to stand treat if
you haven't any money?”

‘“Ahem! I suppose you could lend
me a few bob, Silver, as I've left my
banknotes Xocked up in my desk at
Greyfriars?”

“Sorry! Can’t be did!”

! I say, Lovell—"
“Money’s tight,” said Lovell calmly.
Billy Bunter blinked at the Rook-

wooders, Times had changed, evidently.

e come and look at the
cricket?” asked Jimmy Silver blandly.

Billy Bunter grunted. He wasn't in
the slightest degree interested in the
cricket.

“Oh, all right,” he said ungraciously.

And the Fistical Four piloted the Owl
of the Greyfriars Remove to Little Side
with an expression upon his fat face
that spoke volumes.

CHAPTER 21
Buntor on the Warpath!
o AT Jack of the bone-house, by

Adolphus Smythe of the Shell
made that pleasant remark as he turned
his-eyeglass upon Billy Bunter.

Smythe & Co. were lounging upon
Little Side, looking upon the cricket
with a patronising eye, but taking no
part in the practice. The Nuts of Rook-
wood dodged cricket practice whenever
they could, with the exception of Morn-
ington. Slacker as he was in other
respects,” Mornington was keen on
cricket. He was at the wickets now, and
Dick Oswald was bowling to him.

Billy Bunter blinked indignantly at
Smythe.

‘‘Where did you pick it up?” pursued
Adolphus. “My hat! What wouldn't
they give for him in a tallow-works!
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He would melt down into enough fat to
last them for months and months and
meonths, by gad!”

“Is that Rookwood good manners?”
mquxred Billy Bunter.

up, Smythe'”
Silver uneasily.

He did not like his visitor, and he did
not like Bunter’s planting himself on
Rookwood as he had done. But there
was a limit. v

Billy Bunter’s little round eyes glinted
behind his spectacles.

“If a chap insulted a visitor of mine
at Greyfriars, I should lick him!” he
remarked.

“Great Scott! Could you lick any-
body?” grinned Smythe.

“I'd joliy well lxck you if I wasn't a
visitor here!” said Bunter.

“Don’t mind that,” chipped in Lovell
at once. “We’'ll excuse you, Bunter.”

“Yes, rather!” grinned Raby.

“Pile in, Bunter!”

“I'll hold your jacket,” said New-

said Jimmy

a
]

me,
“Oh!

“By gad, I'd forgotten I was meetin’
Howard in the village,” said Smythe
hastily. “Come on, you chaps!”

Adolphus was not looking for a fight,
even with the fat and unwieldy Owl of
Greyfriars. But his evident haste to
avoid one encouraged Billy Bunter.
Bunter was obtuse in most things, bub
he was keen in others, and it did n
need much keenness to see that the
lofty Adolphus was a funk of the first
water.
“Blessed if I don't jolly well lick him,
too!” exclaimed Bunter.
“Hold on, Smythey!
going?”

“I've got an appointment—-"

“You've got a previous one with
Bunter,” grinned Lovell, giving Adol-
phus a shove that sent him staggering
towards the fat junior.

“By gad! You insulting rotter—"

“Go it, Smythey!” said Townsend of
the Fourth. “You can lick that fat
rotter!” §

I say, you fellows, I—I mean

Where are you
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“I'm not goin’ to enter into black-
guardly scrappin’,” said Smythe. “A
chap’s got his dignity to consider.”

Billy Bunter needed no more encour-
agement than that. As a matter of
fact, he was very nearly as bad a funk
as Adolphus himself. But he was brave
as a lion when there was no danger to
be encountere:

He tore off his jacket and pitched it
to Jimmy Silver.

“Come on!” he roared. “I'll give you
Fat Jack of the bone-house! Come on,
you glass-eyed funk!”

‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hold my spectacles, Jimmy Silver!
Mind you don’t drop them! If they get
broken, somebody’ll have to pay for
them! Come on, you skinny rotter!”

“Look here——" stammered Smythe.

He had never dreamed that the fat
fellow would turn out ferocious like this.

The fat junior, blinking without his
spectacles, pranced up to Smythe, and
landed out forcibly, hitting Tewnsend
of the Fourth under the chin. Town-
send staggered back with a yell.

“Come on!” roared Bunter. “That's
one for you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly idiot!” roared Townsend.

“Eh? Did I hit you? Sorry! I'm
rather short-sighted, you know.”

‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Where’s that rotter? Bring him

here!” roared Bunter. “I'm not going
chasing him! Is this Rookwood pluck?
ah1”

Lovell and Raby grasped Smythe and
fairly hurled him at Bunter.

“There he is!” chuckled Lovell,

Smythe crashed into Bunter, and the
fat junior hit out wildly and blindly.
As it happened, his fat fist caught
Smythe on the point of the chin.

A drive with Bunter’s tremendous
weight behind it was no_joke:

Adolphus fairly crumpled up.

He crashed backwards to the ground,
and lay there, gasping, wondering
whether an earthquakc had happened.

“Come on!” yeiled Bunter.

TAMING THE BULLY!

a, ha, ha!”
“Bravo, porpoise!”
“Get up, Adolphus!”
“Yow-ow-ow-0w-0w!” mumbled

Smythe, caressing his chin as he lay in
the grass “My jaw’s brogen! Yow-
OW-0

“Yahl Gerrup!” roared the fat
junior from Greyfriars, dancing round

ths iullen Nut of the Shell. “Yah!
“Yow—o\«-ow"‘
“Funk!” mared Bunter,
‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
“Did you ever see a porpoise on the
warpath before° Get up, Smythc"’

“Yow-ow-ow !”

Townsend and Topham ran forward
to pick up the dandy of the Shell.
Adolphus’ head was swimming, and his
Jaw was aching. He had had enough.

“Go it!” saild Townsend.

“Yow-ow! - I'm not goin’ to fight the
beast!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yah! Funk!”

“You can’t funk a fat rotter like
thac o v»hlspered Topham. “Go in and
win!

o Lock here—"

«Qh, pile in! You can lick him!”

.Smythe of the Shell reluctantly piled
in. Billy Bunter’s warlike dance ceased
as the Shell fellow advanced on him.
He backed away.

“I'll let you off now,”
nanimously.
any farther.”

“Oh, don’t you?” snarled Adolphus,
realising that Bunter was as afraid as
he was. “Well, I'm goin’ to lick you,
you fat rotter! Come on!”

“I-T say, you fellows——  Yar-
©oooocooh!” roared Bunter, as Adolphus
attacked him, hitting out furiously.

Crash!

Billy Bunter went to grass.

It was Adolphus’ turn to dance a war-
dance. He pranced victoriously round
Billy Bunter as he lay blinking.

“Get up, you fat rascal—get up! I'll
give you a thrashin’ while I'm about

he said mag-
“I don’t want this to go
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it!” he exclaimed.
somebody !

“Oh, dear!
gasped Bunter.
back!”

“Ha, a1
“My le"s dislocated, and my back-
bone s sprained in two place! Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, Silver, if this is the way
you treat a visifor, you won’t see me
‘at Rookwood again in a hurry.”

“Get up!” shout,ed Adolphus.
goin’ to lick you!”

“You can lick me, if you're hungry
for licking somebody,” remarked Jimmy

“Drag him up,

I—I can’t get up!”
“I've sprained my

“I'm

Silver, pushing back his cuffs, “Come
on, Smythey!”
Adolphus would as soon have

attacked a tiger in his lair as Jimmy
Silyer of the Foi urm. His warlike
ar dour vanished at on
if that f t ‘bounder’s had

enough, T don’t mind lettin’ him off,”
he said loftily, and he walked away
hastily.

Jimmy Silver grinned, and helped
Bunter to rise.

“Is that rotter gone?” gasped Bunter,
blinking round hun nervously.

Yes, he’s gone.”

“Oh, you shouldn’t have let him go!
I was just going to get up and lick
him.”

“I'll call him back,” said Lovell.

“Oh, never mind; I don’t want to
hurt him!” said Bunter hastily. “I've
licked him, and that will do. You
Rookwood fellows ain’t much in the
fighting line. Not like us at Greyfriars.
We simply live on it.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Yes, rather! If a chap checks me,
1 knock him down,” said Bunter calmly.
“T'm a regular terror in the Remove at

Greyfriars, Fifth-Formers are jolly
careful how they talk to me, I can tell
you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at! What time do you fellows
have tea here?¥ asked Bunter, changing
the subiect.
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“We're going to have some cricket
before tea,” said Jimmy Silver. “You'd
like some cricket, wouldn’t you?”

“Im a demon at it,” said Bunter.
“I wouldn’t mind showing you some
things, at either batting or bowling. I
suppose you call that cricket?” He
nodded towards the fellows at practice.

“Of course, you'd put us quite In the
shade,” said Lovell sarcastically. *“If
you can play cricket as well as you can
fight, you must be a corker!”

“That’s right; I am a corker,” said
Bunter, “I don’t play for the Remove;
the cricket committee’s jealous of me.
That’s how the matter stands. If you
like, I'll show you some bowling that
Wﬂl open your eyes a little.”

Chuck over the ball,
called out Jimmy Silver.

Oswald grinned, and tossed the ball
to Billy Bunter. The fat junior caught
it—with his chest, and sat down in the

Oswald!™

grass,

“Ow, ow! Wharrer you up to?” he
roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Sorry'” ejaculated  Oswald. “I

thought yowd catch it!”

“You silly ass!”

“Ahem!”

.hmmy Silver jerked the fat junior fo
his Teet.

“There’s the ball!
Mornington,” he said.

And Bunter grunted, and toddled on
the pitch.

Go and bowl to

CHAPTER 25.
The Demon Bowler!

“ Y gad! Who's that funny mer-

B chant?” . asked Mornington,

staring along the pitch at the

Greyfriars junior.

Billy Bunter blinked along at him.

“Look out!” he called out.

“That fat idiot can’t bowl,”
Mornington., “What’s the game?
not goin’ to bat to that fathead!”

“He's the demon bowler from Grey-
friars,” said Jimmy Silver. “He’s the
chap who can't get into the eleven be-

said
I'm
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cause they're all afraid of being put in

the shade. Bunter is going to surprise
you with his bowling. Give him a
trial.”

““Oh, all right!”

Mornington stood up at the wicket
again, and Bunter prepared to howl.
All eyes were fixed on the fat junior.
Billy Bunter enjoyed the limelight, and
he was by no means averse to showing
off his wonderful powers to the Rook-
wooders. Nothing would have convinced
Bunter that he was not a first-class
cricketer.

His method of bowling was striking.
He retreated about a dozen paces, and
took a run forward at the pace of a
lazy snail, and turned himself into a
catherine-wheel. The ball came whizz-
ing down, and there was a fiendish yell
from Mornington,

‘The Rookwood junior dropped the
bat, clasped both hands to his head,
and fairly danced on the crease.

ere was a yell of laughter.

“How’s that?” chirruped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Out—what?” grinned Bunter.

Jimmy Si; threw himself in the
grass, and kicked up his heels in help-
less mirth. Mornington was yelling
with pain and wrath. Bunter had not
bowled at all; he had thrown the ball,
and it had caught the batsman on the
side of the head.

“Ow, ow, ow, ow!” shrieked Morn-

ington. “Oh, my head! Yah! Oh,
the fat villain! He’s brained me!
Yow!”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“I say, you fellows, field that ball.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, there’s nothing to run for,”
said Bunter, in surprise, as Mornington
came tearing along the pitch. “You're
out, you know.”

But Mornington was not taking a run.
He was coming for Bunter, There was
a big bruise on Mornington’s head, and
he wanted vengeance. The demon
bowler uttered a yell of surprise and
wrath as the infuriated batsman hurled
himself upon him.

TA&IING THE BULLY!

“Yarcoh! He's gone mad! Help!
Yah! Yoooop!”

Punch! Punch! Punch!

“Help! Murder! Fire! Draggim.

off I shrieked Bunter.

Mornington had the fat junior's head
in chancery, and he was pounding away
with terrific fury.

Jimmy Silver & Co, rushed to the
rescue,

They seized the enraged Morning-
ton, and drageed him off, and Billy
Buntfer collapsed into the grass, and
yelled.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow |
Oh, crumbs!”

“Lemme get at him!” yelled Morn-
ington.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hold on, Morny! It was an accl-
dent, you know—>- =

“I'm goin’ to smash him!”

But half a dozen juniors hustled the
infuriated Mornington away. Billy
Bunter was set on his feet again, blink-
ing dazedly.

““Grooh! Where's my  glasses?
Don't tread on my glasses, you silly
idiots! If they get broken—grooogh!
—somebody’ll have -to pay for them!
Oh, dear! Wharrer that silly idiot go
for me for? Grooh!”

“Here’s your barnacles, old chap!”
said Lovell, sticking them on Billy
Bunter’s fat little nose.

“Groogh! I've had enough of this!”
exclaimed Bunter indignantly. “You
Rookwood chaps don't play the game!”

“‘What!”

Yoop!  Groogh!

“When a fellow’s out at Greyfriars
to first-class bowling, he takes it like a
sport! He don’t go for the bowler!”
spluttered Bunter.

“Oh, my hat!: Morny wasn’t out!’
shricked Jimmy Silver, "“You chucked
the ball at him, and biffed him on the
napper!”

“Rot!”

“Eh—what?”

“Rot!” repeated Bunter. “I suppose
I know when I've got.my man out?
There never was a neater ball than
that. He was out, and he lost his tem-



THE SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN LIBRARY
We don’t dogwas borne in upon Newcome's mind

per and went for me,
that at Greyfriars!”
“You—you fat idiot—-"

“Shush!”
“I'm not bowling to that chap
again,” said Bunter. “I never did

think much of Rookwood cricket; but
I really did expect you fellows to know
when a batsman was out. I've had
enough of this, I must say, I'm ready
for tea!”

“But it isn’t tea-time yet,” said Raby.

“I'm hungry.”

There was no gainsaying that.

“‘Oh, come along!” said Jimmy
Silver.

The Fistical Four and their remark-
able visitor left the cricket-pitch, and
as they walked to the School House
Billy Bunter enlarged upon his views of
batsmen who didn’t know when they
‘were out.

What William George Bunter didn't
know about cricket wasn't worth know-
Ing—at least, so it appeared from
Bunter’s remarks. And it was an un-
doubted fact that nobody at Rookwood
was inclined to stand up to his bowling.

CHAPTER 2,
Short Commons,
ILLY BUNTER sank into the arm-
B chair in the end study with a
grunt.

It was far from being tea-time, but
Bunter was ready for tea; he was
always ready for a meal.

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not like
being dragged indoors on that sunny
afternoon, but there was no help for
it. Their visitor was on their hands,
and had to be looked after, to a certain
extent.

Bus it occurred to Lovell that there
was no need for four fellows to look
after him, and he strolled out of the
study.

It occurred to Raby immediately
afterwards that there was no need for
three, and he followed Lovell. Then it
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that there was no need for two, and he
sauntered out of the end study and
disappeared.

Unfortunately, there was need for
one, and Jimmy Silver bad to remain
with the uninvited guest.

The captain of the Fourth turned
out the contents of the study cupboard.
As it happened, the Fistical Four were
not in funds that day, and the sum
they had been compelled to raise for
Bunter’s railway fare had cleared them
out of cash. The guest had to take his
chance.

“You wouldn't rather wait for tea in
Hall, Bunter?” Jimmy Silver asked,
rather hesitatingly.

“I'll have tea in Hall as well,” said
Bunter.

“Oni»

Jimmy Silver made the best show he
could with the scanty supplies of the
study. He could do no more. He would
have cut down to the tuck-shop for
fresh supplies, if he had possessed the
necessary cash resources; but his cash
had been expended for Bunter already.

The fat junior dragged his chair fo
the table, and blinked over the festive
board.

“Ahem! Pile in!” sald Jimmy Silver
hospitably.

The hospitality was unbounded,
though the supplies were limited.

The Fistical Four would have had an
exceedingly frugal tea with those
supplies. As it was, they would have to
have tea in Hall. The fotal amount of
the study supplies was at Bunter’s dis-
posal, but the amount was not large.

Bunter’s blink was very expressive.

There were two sardines, half a loaf,
a fragment of butter, a suspicion of
jam, and tea, the latter very weak.

That was all,

Bunter had retained a loving memory
of his last feed at Rookwood. The
chums of the Fourth had “done ” him
very well on that occasion, having been
in funds, and having also borrowed
money for the occasion. Billy Bunter
wasn's an easy guest to provide for.
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Bunter looked at the tea-table, and
looked at Jimmy Silver.
sardines?”  said  Jimmy
y.

Oh, yes!” said Bunter sarcasucally
“VWire in, then. Take the lot

Bunter took the lot; there were only
two.

The meagre supplies vanished in
record time, and Bunter blinked dis-
contentedly over the table, It was
enough for any ordinary eater, but
Billy Bunter wasn’t an ordinary eater.

“Rather short commons_to-day,” re-
marked Jimmy apologetically.

“So I see.”

“You tock us rather by surprise,
you know.”

“So it seems.”

“Ahem! Would you like some more
—imore tea

“Is that tad"'

“Oh, yes!”

“Ycu'x‘e sure you didn't forget to put
the tea in?”

“I put the lot in.”

“Must have been a lot!” said Bunter.

“Have some more bread and-butter?”

“Where’s the butter?”

“I—I mean bread.”

“Thanks! I don't care for bread!”

“The chaps are playing cricket,” said
Jimmy Silver, “Let’s go and see old
Bulkeley batting—what?”

“T'd rather take a rest,” said Bunter,
rolling back in the armchair. “Don’t
you stay in. The fact is, Tl take a
little nap!

“Sure yowd like to?” said Jimmy
eagerly.

Unwelcome as bhis guest
did not wish to be want
mess. But certainly it a pleasant
prospect for Bunter to take a nap, and
leave him free to follow his own devices.
You cut off; T'll join you
presenLly 1" said Bunter.

Jimmy eyed him doubtfully. He had
never heard of a junior schoolbo) tak-
ing a nap after meals bef

But Bunter leaned back and closed
his eyes, and began to snore,

as, Jimmy
in_polite-

@
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That settled it.

Jimmy left the study with a lighter
heart. The Fistical Four had planned
a little excursion for that afternoon.
The excursion had to be given up now.
But at least Jimmy could get some
cricket, so long as Bunter was content
to sleep in the study armcha

But as his footsteps died aw: ay down
the passage, Billy Bunter’s eyes re-
opened. He sat upright in L‘le” chai

“Beast!” he murmures “Rotter!
Call that hospitality! I could have had
a better tea than that with Toddy!
But I'm jolly well not going to be
famished to please him! TI'm going to
have tea!

Billy Bunter rose and tiptoed to the
door.  He blinked out cautiously into
the passage. There was no one in
sight; there was no spund from the
studies.  All the juniors were out of
doors that sunny afternoon.

With a grin on his fat face, Billy
Bunter quitted the end study. The
Owl of Greyfriars was on the warpath,

CHAPTER 27.

A Pig in Giov

wU\TES' This is a
ght!”

it of all

Billy Bunter chuckled joy-
ously to himself.

He had scouted along the Fourth
Form passage, looking into the studies
—and into the study cupboards

He had taken a snack here and there,
when he had found on Cheese and
biscuits from Townsend’s study, cold
rashers from Jones minor’s, jam and
pickles from one, marmalade and ham
and cake from ‘mothnr, all was gr
that came to William George Bunter
mill.  But it was when he reached
Mornington’s study that the fat junior
ound himself in clover.

He did not know it was Mornington’s
study.  But he knew that it was a lani
ﬂowmv with milk and honey to speak
h"umc‘ ely.

Mor: mmtm was rolling in money, and
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he “@id” himself remarkably well. After
cricket practice he was having a few
friends to tea, and the study cupboard
held the supplies. Billy Bunter's eyes
danced behind his big glasses as he
blinked into the cupboard.

Jam and cake, biscuits and ham,
cheese and cold beef and pickles, and
Ichster, all sorts and conditions of good
things were there,

Billy Bunter ﬂazed at them ecstatic-
ally.

But he did not waste time in con-
templating the plunder.

He commenced operations at once.

Guzzle, guzzle, guzzle!

There was a steady sound in the study
of champing jaws. Seldom had Billy
Bunter found such an opportunity. And
he was making the best of it.

Ham and tongue and cold beef disap-
peared as if by magic. A hungry Hun
could not have made a more rapid
clearance.

‘or about half an hour Billy Bunter
hardly moved.

By that time the keen edge of his
appetite had worn off, and he proceeded
more slowly, picking out delicacies.

He reflected too, that if the owner
of the study returned, he would be sur-
prised—and probably exasperated—to
find the visitor from Greyfriars scoffing
his supplies.

He resolved to finish the feed in safer
quarters.

He gathered up a large cake, several
bottles of ginger-beer and currant wine,
a_bag of biscuits, a packet of chocolate
creams, and several other articles. His
pockets were stuffed, and he had a
cargg under each arm, as he trod cauti-

ously out of the study.

There was a sound of voices below,
and Bunter hurried along the passage.
If it was the owner of the study return-
ing, he had escaped only just in time.

A bottle of ginger-heer slipped from
under his arm, and crashed on the floor,
and rolled along; but Bunter did not
stop for it.

He bolted into the end study, closed
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the door, and turned the key in the
lock.

’lhen he spread out his plunder on

he table, sat in the armchair, and pro-
ceeded to dispose of it.

His fat face beamed over it.

If there was trouble to follow his raid,
that could not be helped, and the astute
Owl reflected that Jimmy Silver & Co.
could not very well stand by and see
their guest ragged.

Meanwhile, Mornington and  his
friends had come in. Townsend and
Topham and Peele and Gower were
with Mornington. They came into the
study in cheerful humour. Morning-
ton had recovered from his painful ex-
periences with Bunter the bowler,
though there was still a bruise under his
dark hair. But a change came over
his face as he saw the cupboard door
wide open, and noted the depredations
that had taken place.

“Who the dickens has been here?”
he exclaimed.

“Hallo, a giddy raid!” exclaimed
Townsend. “Some of the Modern

“On,
“There goes our tea!

rotten!” exclaimed Peele.

Look here, we're

not goin’ to stand this! Td go to
Bootles about it.”

Mornington scowled.

“Some cheeky rotter has collared

the stuff,” he growled. “ We'll jolly well
find him and get it back. Come along!”
He hurried along out of the study,
looking about him savagely. The
ginger-beer bottle on the floor caught
his eye.
“He went this way!” he exclaimed.
Mornington ran along the- passage,
looking into the studies, in search of
the raider.  All the studies were empty,
however, until he came to the last.
’kll'hcgc, the door did not open to his
and.

Mornington rapped savagely on the
door.
“Hallo!” came a fat voice within, “Is
that you, Jimmy?
t is I! Opcn the door!”
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o Whos 1?" asked Bumcr.l without
mo

o Mommﬂum 22

“How do_ you do, Morny? Remember
seeing me at Greyfriars?”

“Have you been to my study?”
vbouted Mornington, rattling the door.

“Smithy sent you his kind regards.”

“You fat rotter! Have you been
raiding my study?”

“And Smithy told me to tell you not
to overdo the smokes, Morn;

““Open this door!”

“Ehs”

“Open the door, you fat rotter!”

Billy Bunter made no reply. - But
Mornmaton could hear his champing,
as he disposed of the cake. The dandy
of the Fourth kicked furiously at the

loor.
“What’s the row?” asked Townsend,
coming along the passage. “Tain't one
of those chaps who’s raided us. They
are on the cricket-ground.”
“It’s that mc beast from Greyfriars.”
“Phew!
“He won't 1eb me into the study, any-
wa,

- B\mte) ! shouted Townsend.
“Hal‘
us int”

"Snme other time, old chap!”

“Have you got our grub there?”

No reply.

“He's scoffing it!” exclaimed Morn-
ington.  “Bunter, if you don'b open
this door, well break if

Only a fat chele repved. The
door was of stout oak, and Bunter did
not think it was L\kely to be btokul
easily.

Bub he did not know Mornington.
The Rookwood junior had flown into
one of his savage, passionate tempers;
and when he was in that mood he did
rot care how much damage he did.

“Get form!” he exclaimed. “Get
that form from the box-room. We'll
batter the door in.”

“On, draw it mild!” said Townsend
uneasily.  “There'll be the dickens to

"

“I don't care.”

!
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“Well, I do!”

“Pah!|”

Mornington rushed into the box-
room at the end of the passage. An
old, damaged form had been left there
with other lumber,
remembered  it.
dmgged it out into the passage,

d me a hand with it!” he ex-
lalmed
“Look here, \Iorny—

“Stand aside

Mornmeton lxﬂed the heavy form
with an exertion of all his strength, and
crashed it against thé lock. The door
shook and groaned.
hat!” ejaculated Billy

“Wlll you open the door?”
Mornington.

“Wlll you make it pax if T do?”

yelled

“’I‘hen you can go and eat coke!”
Crash! Crash!

CHAPTER 28,
Rough en Mornington!

« ALLO! What the merry
H dickens—-
Jimmy Silver & Co. came

along the passage. They quickened
their pace as they saw how Mornington
was engaged. He was about to crash
the old form on the door again, when
Jimmy Silver’s grasp -~fell upon his
shoulder.

“Hold on!” said Jimmy.

“Let me alone, hang yo

“That's my Study door,” saxd Jimmy
quietly. “ You won't bust in my door,
Mornington !

Mornington wrenched himself away
from the captain of the Fourth. The
form crashed on the floor, and there
was & howl of anguish from Townsend,
The end had clumped on his toe.

Townsend hopped on one foot, yelling.

¥ Yow-ow-ow! Yah! You silly
Jdmt' Yaw ow1”
a, ha, ha!”
“Oh my tos' Ow—yow!”
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“Now, what’s the little game?” asked
Jimmy Silver.

Mornington panted with rage.

“That fat beast has raided my study.
He’s got my grub in there, and the
door’s locked.”

Jimmy Silver whistled.

“Oh, my hat! Let me in, Bunter.”

“I5 that you, Jimmy, old pal?”

“It’s Jimmy, any’

Billy Bunter d  the dcor.
Jimmy Silver strode in, followed by his
chums and Mornington. Townsend
was still hopping in anguish in the
passage.

Mornington shook a furious fist at
Uz Owl of Greyfriars.

Now where is it?”
£ Wheres what?”

“What you've taken from my study.”

“I don’t understand you, Morning-
ton,” said Bunter, with dignity. “If

he shouted.

you mean to 1mply that I have taken
anything from your study, I can only
cay that I regard the insinuation with
seorn.”

Jimmy Silver looked sharply at the
Bunter

Iat Junior,

greasy and shi
b‘ eathing with s
tainly be looked hke a fellow who
over-eaten himself. But there were no
signs of a feed in the study; the fat
junior had teken care of that. All the
eatables and d rinkables were safely dis-
posed “ Bunter; and
ginger-beer bottlcs were hidden under
the table. The Owl of Greyfriers was
prepared to brazen it out. Billy Bunter
was quAte a Prussian in some things,
and “whoppers” cost him little.

“I know he’s had the stuff,” said
Mornington between his teeth “Why
wouldn’t he open the doo:

“Why didn’t you let \Iommgton in,
Bumer"f” asked Lovel

“Well, he seemed SO waxy, I wouldn't
risk it,” “said Bunter calmly. “I don't
want to have to lick him. I've licked
one Rookwood chap this afternoon.
didn't come over here to wallop all
Rookwood.”

locked rather

Cer-
d
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“Oh!” gasped Jimmy.
“I tell you he raided my study!”
shouted Mornington, advancing on
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Bunter with his fists clenched. “And
if he doesn’t hand it over, T'll take it
cut of his hide!

Bunter ~promptly dodged behind

Jimmy Silver.

“I say, you fellows—"

Jimmy pushed the enraged Morning-
ton back.

“Did you collar Mornington’s grub,
or not, Bunter?” he demanded.

“Certainly not.”

“Have you been in this study all the
time?”

“Yes, fast asleep. Mornington woke
me up by thundering at the door.”

“What did you lock the door for?”
asked Raby.

“I don't like bemg disturbed when
I'm having a nap.”

“He’s lyin’!” yelled Mornington.

Jimmy shook his head.

“You can see the grub isn't here,
Mornington. I dare say it was some
of the Moderns raided you.”

“Nothin’ of the sort. It was that
fat rotter, and I know it.”

“Well, you can’t know it.”

“He's goin’ to hand the stuff over, or
I'm goin’ to lick him!” shouted Morn-
ington. “And if you interfere, Tl lick
you, Jimmy Silver!”

Jimmy’s eyes gleamed.

“Wwell, youxe not, gomg to touch
Bunter,” he sa 've got no
proof.  Youd better clear out of the
study.”

udy.

“Yes, kick him out!” said Bunter,
keeping behind the stalwart captain of
the Fourth. “I don’t like a hooligan
like that in the place. I must say I
don’t think much of Rookwcod manners
—I must really.”

Mornington made a rush at Bunter.
As Jimmy was in the way, he came into
collision with Jimmy. His fist crashed
on Jimmy Silver’s nose, and there was a
roar from Jimmy.

The next moment Mornington was
being driven out of the study, with
Jimmy’s left and right driving him.
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The infuriated Mommgton, resisted
savagely, but he was driven out, and a
straight drive from Jxmmys left
hurled him fairly into the passage.

Mornington collapsed upon the ﬂoor
gasping.

“Now, if you want any more, you can
come in again,” said Jimmy Silver,
breathing hard.

“Come away, Morny,” muttered
Topham. “The grub isn’t there, you
know.”

Mornington’s friends picked him up
and led him away down the passage.
The dandy of the Fourth had had
enough,

Billy Bunter chuckled gleefully.

“You ain’t bad as a boxer. Jimmy,”
he remarked critically. “I could give
you some tips, perhaps; but you ain't
bad for a Rookwood chap.”

Jimmy glared at him.

;You could give me some tips?” he

5]

asked.

o Oh, yes!
boxing,

“Well T've got some gloves here. You
can give me the tips.”

“Ahem! Another time. I—I don’t
feel quite up to boxing aftcr a feed
like that,” said Bunter

“A feed like what?” demanded Lovell
suspiciously.

“I—I mean, on a warm afternoon like
this,” said Bunter. ~“That’s what I
really meant to say.”

Townsend looked into the study.

“Somebody’s been robbin’ my study
cupboard,” he said, with a savage look
at Bunter. ‘“’Tain’t only Morny’s.”

“Who's got my pickles, bedad?”
came Flynn’s voice along the passage.
“Tare an’ 'oun’s, and my pot of jam?”

“Where’s my cake?”

“Where’s my ham-and-tongue?”

The Classical juniors had come in to
tea, and the long list of depredations
had been discovered. There was wrath
from one end of the passage to the
other.

“Must have been a Modern raid,”
said Jimmy Silver.

I'm rather a dab at
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“Rot!” growled Townsend.

And he stamped away in a temper.

The Fistical Four eyed Bunter sus-
piciously. It was possible that some of
the Modern fellows had raided the
passage while the Classicals were on the
cricket-ground. But they could not
helo feeling suspicions of* Bunter.

“Well, we're going to have tea in

Hall,” said Jxmmy Silver. “Are you
remdy, Bunter?
“Ahem! T've had tea, you know.”

“You said you'd like tea in Hall as
well.  You didn’t have much of a
spread here,” -

“I'm not a great eater,” said Bunter
calmly, “You fellows 20 and have tea.
T'll wait for you her

“Well, I want my tEfi,” said Lovell.

“Better lock the door» said Jimmy,
with a grin.

“You bet!” said Bunter emphatically.

The Fistical Four went down to tea,
and Bunter locked the door after them.
Then he sat in the armchair and
grinned.  From his pockets he drew
several chunks of cake and biscuits and
chocolate creams, and proceeded to dis-
pose of them—slowly. Even Billy
Bunter had a limit, and after his tre-
mendous feed he had to be careful how
he crammed anything more in, lest
there sheuld be a Latastrophe

CHAPTER 23,
A Very Serious Probiem!
JLLY BUNTER was asleep in the
B armchair when the Fistical Four
returned to the study. A ham-
mering at the door awakened him, and
he let the juniors in. Jimmy Smez'
Co. regarded him curiously as he
yawned and rubbed his eyes.
“Napping again?” asked Newcome,
“Yes, just a doze, you know,” said
Bunter. "“I can do with a good deal of
sleep. I suppose I shall ha.ve to think
about my train pretty soon.”
« W]ll you?” said Jimmy politely.
Yes. I SUppose you're not going to
w :.]L to the station?”
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*No,” said Jimmy, misundcrstanding
—perhaps purposely. “We've got a
meeting of the cricket committee, and
we shan’t be able to get away.”

“So awfully sorry,” said Lovell.

“I don’t mean that,” grunted Bunter.
“I mean, you're going to have a lift of
some sort.”

“No lifts here,” said Jimmy;
ase the stairs.”

“I don't mean that sort of a lift.
Have you got a trap to take me to the
station, or haven’t you?”

“Nothing but a mouse trap.
pose that wouldn’t do?

“Brrrrr! When I have a visitor I
generally look after him a bit better
than this. I shouldn’t urge a fellow
to come and sec me if I wasn't prepared
to look after him,” said Bunter irritably.

As a matter of fact, the ham and
pickles and cheese and the rest were
engaged in internecine warfare inside
Buni,er. and his temper was suffering.

“well, we're prepared to look after
you,” said Lovell; “we’ll look after you
from the gate when you go, with
- pleasure.”

“Well, if I've got to walk, we may as
well start now,” said Bunter sulkily. “I
suppose yowre going to see me to the
station’

y: SOrry
mittee.”

“Then there’s something that will
have to be settled before I start,” said
Bunter, in alarm. “I told you I'd left
my money at Greyfriars. T've got to
get a ticket back somehow.”

“My-hat! That looks like a difficulty.
Sorry, I'm stony!”

‘“Same here,” said Lovell.

And Raby and Newcome shook their
heads sadly.

Billy Bunter blinked at them. Fol-
lowing his usual system, he had in-
tended to “stick” Jimmy Silver & Co.
for his fare. But he had overdone it
for once. The Fistical Four were stony,
and they had neither the desire nor the
intention to go up and down Rookwoocd
borrowing money for Bunter.

“Well see you as far as the gate”

“we all

I sup-

Can’t cut the cricket com-
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said Jimmy Silver. “Sorry we can’t
come farther. But a cricket committee
is a_cricket committee, you know.”

“I say, you fellows, I—I've got to
have a ficket, you know,” said Bunter,
in alarm. “I—I can’t dodgc the rail-
way company all the way.”

“It’s a good idea to take a return
ticket,” remarked Lovell. “We; l, I
must be off. Rawson’s expecting me.”

Lovell strolled away, whistling. How
‘William George Bunter was to get home
to Greyfriars was no concern of his. It
was up to Willlam George to consider
those details before he issued invita-
tions to himse]

Billy Bunter was utterly dismayed.

“Qh, really, you know. I—I can’t
stay here all night, you know!” he said.

“I might make you up a bed in the
study,” said Jimmy Silver thoughtfully.
“Would you mind sleeping on the
floor?”

“You ass!” roared Bunter. “I've got
to get home before locking-up, or I shall
get a licking!”

“Then yowd better not lose the
train,” remarked Raby

“I—I can't travel thhoub a ticket.”

“No; awkward, ain't it?

“If I had a visitor, and he'd left his
money at home, I'd lend him a few
bob!” snorted Bunter.

“How would you, if you were stony?”
asked Jimmy Silver calmly.

“well, I can tell you that T shall
think twice before I visit you again,
that’s all?”

“Youwre welcome to think three
times,” said Newcome. “See you later,
Jimmy.  Good-bye, Bunter! So sorry
you're in a fix!”

Newcome went out.

“I say, you fellows, don’t buzz cff like
that!” howled Bunter. “Where am 1
to get the money for my ticket?”

“Borrow it from Mornington,”
gnnnnd Raby. “Morny’s got lots of

And Raby sauntered out.

“Don't forget the cricket committee,
Jimmy!” he called back “The fellows
will be waiting for you.”



62

Billy Bunter caught hold of Jimmy
Silver's sleeve.

“Look here, what are you going to
do?” he demanded.

Jimmy shook hlS head.

“Blessed if I know. You should
really have thought of that before you
started, you know. Youll excuse me
now, won't you? I can’t keep the com-
m]b(eL waiting.”

ut I—say—"

“Perhaps you could borrew it of
Bootles,” said Jimmy, relenting.

“Bootles! Who’s Bootles?”

“Our Form-master. If you tell him
youre stranded here without your
return fare, I dare say he would stand
it. Only youwd have to send him the
money afterwards, or he'd write to your
headmaster.”

“Look here! You go and ask Beotles,
and I'll send you a postal-order to-
morrow—— I say, don't cut off while I
am talking to you! Al right, you
beast, show me where his study is,
then!”

Jimmy Silver, with a solemn face,
conducted Bunter to Mr. Bootles’ study,
and the fat junior knocked and en-
tered. Doubtless the Owl of Gre;
friars succeeded in explaining satis-
factorily to Mr. Bootles, for his fat face
wore a look of relief when he came out
of the study.

He blinked round for Jimmy Silver,
but Jimmy had disappeared. Th
cricket committee was in session, and
Jimmy was there.

Billy Bunter gave an expr
snort, and rolled out of the
House. He rolled down to the gat
and departed.

His visit to Rookwood had come to
an end. And, excepting for the stelen
spread, it had not fulfilled Bunter's ex-
pectations in the least. He rolled away
down the lane in a decidedly discon-
ented frame of mind, and as he
plumped into the train that bore him
away, he registered a vow that he
wouldn't honour Jimmy Silver & Co.

ressive
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with another visit, not even if they
went down on their bended knees and
begged him with tears in their eyes to

050. But Bunter's determination was
not likely to be put to such a test.

“Tubby’s gone, then!”

Lovell made that disrespectful rem
when he came into the end study to do
his preparation.

‘Dzd he raise the fare?”

yawned

Raby.

““Bootles lent it to him,” said Jimmy
Silver. “That was easy enough; the
only difficulty is, that Bunter will have
to square, or Bootlés will let somebody
hear of it.”

Jimmy Silver sat down at the table to
work. There was a clink under the
table as his feet knocked against some-
thing there.

“What the dickens—"

Jimmy -stopped, and pulled up the
cover. ‘Then he ejaculats

“Oh, hat!”

He l;mked out into view a collection
of empty ginger-beer and currant-wine
bottles, and several empty cardboard

boxes that had contained chocolates
and toffee.

“What the merry thunder!” ex-
claimed Lovell. “Where d tha

colleetion come from?”

“Morny’s grub!” yelled Raby.

“Oh, crumbs!”

The Fistical Feur leoked at one an-
Tt was evidently the debris of
ssing feed that bad been dis-
under the study table. Jimmy

hadn’t touched Mor mgL:m s St
said. “And I believed him,
ass, and—and punched Morny’s
nose!”

“Well, Morny asked for it,” s
Lovell. “Never mind Morny's nose.
Logk here, Jimmy Silver, if that fat
villain comes heré again, he's going to
have my boot! I shan't argue with
him, I shall just give him my boot, and

bthat's flat!”

e Do
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Jimmy grinned.

“I don’t think he’ll pay us another
visit,” he said. “He will feel oo jolly un-
certain about getting his fare home.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

And Jimmy Silver was right. The
chums of wood had seen the last
of the uninvited guest.

CHAPTER 30.
Too Much Self-Denial!

< HAT do yoa Modern bounders
want?”

“What do you
bounders want?”

Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd asked
one another those questions simultane-
ously.

They had just arrived outside Mr.
Bootles’ study.

It was close on time for aftemocn
lessons at Rookwool

Jimmy Silver & Co of the Classical
Fourth, came down the passage from
/. one direction; Tommy Dodd & Co., of
the-Modern side, came from the other.
And they met just outside Mr. Bootles’
study.

Classicals and Moderns eyed one an-
other suspiciously.

“You cut off,” said Jimmy Silver
authoritatively. And his chums, Lovell
and Raby and Newcome. ch.lmed in
emphatmally 3

Classical

To whxch Tommy Dodd and Tommy
Cook and Tommy Doyle answered in
chorus :

“Rats!?

“There were four of the Classicals.
But the three Tommies stood their
ground. They were quite ready for a
“scrap,” even just outside their Form-
master’s door.

“None of your butting in here!” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver wrathfully. “I
can jolly well guess what you're after!”

“I think I can guess what youre
after, too!” grinned Tommy Dx

o

“We're going to ask Bootles—"

o Exactly' And were going to ask

Bootles—"

“ About the new chap?” *

“Exactly!  About the new chap.”

“We'e going to get off lessons, and
0, Lo meet him!” roared Jimmy Silver.

“Ha, ha! So are we!”

“You're jolly well not! Bootles won't
give leave to seven chaps!™

“You cut off, then!”
You cut off1”

“Now, look here,” said Jimmy Silver
darkly, “We don’t want any of your

Modern rot. Youwll cut off, or we shall
shift, you!”

And the three Tommies replied
cheerily :

“Go ahead!™

“I give you one minute!”

«Rats!"

Jimmy Silver took out his silver
watch with a determined air to time
them. The Fistical Four, of the Classical
Form, meant business.

But so did the three Tommies.

There was a great deal at stake.

A new fellow was coming to Rook-
wood that afternoon—a new boy for
the Fourth Form, Whether he was
going to be on the Classical or the
Modern side, the juniors did not know.
But they knew he was comin,

Not that new boys, as a rule. mattered
much. New_ boys could come and go
in flocks and herds, as a rule, without
attractm" much notice from Jimmy
Silver &

But this partxcular new boy was some-
thing special.

His name was Van Ryn, and he came
from South Africa. As Jimmy Silver
said, it was a long, long way from South
Africa to Rookwood. ~The new fellow,
it was understood, had met friends
in London, and they had put him in
the train for Coombe. But, accord-
ing to Jimmy Silver, the new kid,
zhough only a new kid, had a right to
expect somebody at the station to look
aftér him after such a tremendous
Jjourney. Jimmy Silver, with great self-
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denial, was prepared to “cut” lessons
that afternoon, and go down to the
station for that kind purpose.

His chums; equally self-denying, were
prepared to let geography and English
history and the French lesson “slide,”
all for the sake of looking after a
perfect stranger.

Mr. Bootles, the master of the Fourth,
could not fail to be touched by such self-
denial on the part of his pupils, Jimmy
Silver considered. He was really bound
to give them leave to carry out their
generous purpose.

An afternoon out of doors, in the
sunny summer weather, would be quite
a sufficient reward for the self-denying
jniors, Indeed, it was barely possible
that the Fistical Four were thinking
more of the afternoon out than of the
comfort of the new boy, of whose exis-
tence they had only heard that morning.

Unfortunately, the same thought of
self-denial had come into Tommy
Dodd’s active mind, and the three
Moderns had arrived at Mr. Bootles’
study with exactly the same purpose in
view.

It was really a contest of self-denial,
and neither party had any intention of
giving way.

Jimmy Silver watched the big hand
‘on his watch grimly.

The three Tommies occupied the
interval of waiting by pushing back
their cuffs, ready for combat.

“Time's up!” announced Jimmy.

“Go hon!” .

“Are you going?”

“I don't think!”

“Then go for the Modern bounders!”
shouted Jimmy.

There was a rush of the Classicals.

“Back up!” roared Tommy Dodd.

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

Punch! Pommel! Punch! Yell!

The expected new boy was quite for-
gotten now. Classicals and Moderns
closed in deadly strife.

“¥ah! |

Oh!
“Yarcoh! Take that!”

/
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“Yoop! Classical rotter! Yow-
"t

“Grooh! Modern cad! Yow!”
Tramp, tramp, tramp!

The study door opened. The juniors

had forgotten Mr. Bootles. The Fourth
Form master was generally a good-tem-
pered little gentleman, But there was
wrath in his face as he threw open his
study door.

“Boys!” he thundered.

“Yaroooh!”

Bump, bump!

“Boys!” shrieked Mr. Bootles.

“Oh, hat!” ejaculated Jimmy
Silver. *Chuck it!”

The combat ceased suddenly. .

Tommy Dodd and Raby were sprawl-
ing on the floor. ‘They sat up and
blinked at the Form-master.

“Silver! Doddr Lovell! How dare
you fight in the passage!™

“Ahem!”

““Grooh!”

“I am ashamed of you! You will

take two hundred lines each!”
“Oh!»

“And stay in an hour after lessona
to write them out!”
«Ont”

“And now go into the Form-room at
once!”
“Oh dear!”

“If you please, sir—" began Jimmy
Silver, remembering his self-denying
intentions.

“Not a word!” rapped Mr. Bootles.

“If you please " pegan Tommy
Dodd.

e—the new kid, sir,” stammered
Jimmy Silver. “We were going to ask
leave to meet him at the station—"

“What—what!”

“He’s bound to feel a bit lonely, com-
ing all the way from South America—I
mean South Africal!”

“And we wanted—" began Tommy
Dodd.
“Sure, we were thinking—" stut-

tered Doyle.
“If you please, sir~—"
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“You see, sir—"

“Silence!” thundered Mr. Bootles.
“Do not deafen me with clamour!”

“Ahem! Certainly uob' But—

“But, you see, sir—'

“It’s like this, sir—"

“The new chap—-"

“Silence! T had intended,” rumbled
Mr. Booties, “to send some members of
my Form to meet the new junior and
bring him to Rookwood. But I shall
certainly not send such noisy, rowdy,
and disorderly members of the Fourth
Form as yourselves. Go into the Form-
room at once, or I shall cane you!”

And the rivals of Rookwood, dabbing
their noses and setting their collars
straight, went—dolorously, There was
no self-denial for the heroes of Rook-
wood that afternoon.

CHAPTER 31,
The Schoolhoy from South Afsica!

IMMY SILVER & CO. were looking

quite “down ” when Mr. Bootles
J came majestncally into the Form-
room a little lat

Tommy Dodd & Co. looked glum.

It had been a good idea for getting
an afternoon off—a ripping idea; but,
unfortunately, the old saying, that great
minds run in grooves, had proved true
again, That ripping idea had occurred
to both Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd,
and the result had been disastrou&

Instead of an afternoon off, the heroes
of Rookwood had an hour’s detention.
It was exceedingly hard cheese.

Most of the Fourth, however, when
they learned of the disaster, seemed to
see somnthmg comic in it, for they were
grinning at a great rate when the Form-
master came in.

Townsend & Co., the Nufs of the
Fourth, seemed especially amused.

Mr. Bootles glanced at the seven
damaged juniors, who showed very plain
traces of the scrap outside his study.
But he did not speak to them. There
was 110 hepe for the delinquents.
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“Townsend! said Mr.
Bootles.

The two Nuts of the Fourth rose in
their places.

“I am about- to ask you to render
me a service,” said Mr. Bootles.

Towny and Teppy exchanged cheery
glances. They could guess what was
coming, and they rejoiced. They were
not particularly “gone ” on lessons, and
they welcomed the prospect of a free
run for the afternoon.

“A new boy arrives at Rookwood this
afternoon,” said Mr. Bootles. “I should
like two boys to meet him at Coombe
Station and bring him to the school. I
have selected you, Townsend and Top-
ham, because you are quiet and well-
behaved.”

“On, sir!” murmured Towny.,

“Thank you, sir!” said Topham,

; Oh, what luck growled Jimmy
Silve;

And Tommy Dodd snorted.

“The new boy,” pursued Mr. Bootles,
“is named Van Ryn. He comes from
a great Dominion-—South Africa. I wish
you to meet him, Townsend and Top-
ham, and conduct him to Rookwood,
and treat him with great civility. He
will be quite a stranger to our ways, and
I am sure I can depend upon you to
refrain from any absurd jokes, such as
are sometimes, I believe, practised on
new boys, and to give him a very good
impression of Rookwood manners.”

“Oh, certainly, sir!” said Topham.

“Vou can rely on us, sir,” said Towns-
end; “we shall be delighted!”

“Vrr good! You will be excused
gom lessons for the purpose,” said Mr.

oties,

“Thank you, sir!”

“Van Ryn arrives, I understand, by
the three oclock train at Coombe. If
he should be later, however, you wil
W nit for him.”

“Certainly, sir!”

“You will take him to mv study when
you return. You xn?y g

And  Tow oppy  left  the
Forra- xoom in great whﬂht Then the

Topham!”
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afternoon lessons began for the rest of
the Fourth. Jimmy Silver and Tommy
Dodd gave one another quite a dispirited
lock. It was really hard luck.

And, as a matter of fact, Mr. Bootles
would have done better to choose
Tommy Dodd or Jimmy for that
mission.

It was quite possxble that those cheery
youths would have “pulled” the new
fellow’s leg in a humorous way, but
they could have been depended on to
treat him well. That was not quite the
case with Townsend and Topham. But
Mr. Bootles did not know Towny and
Toppy  quite so well as their Form-
fellows did.

Townsend and Topham grinned at
one another as they took their straw
hats and went out into the quadrangle.

“What a little hit of luck!” grinned
Townsend. “No blessed lessons this
afternoon! Mornington would have
liked to come, too. He tried to catch
Bootles’ eye.”

‘“Never mind Morny,” said Topham.
“We're off! Jimmy Silver and Tommy
Dodd dished one another.. Ha, ha!
And we've bagg?d the holiday!”

Ha, ha, ha!
The two Nuts of the Fourth started
dcwn Coombe Lane in great spirits.
“We can have a bit of a run this
afternoon,” remarked Townsend. “I
suppose we'd better drop in &t the
station, and just speak to the new cad.”
Oh, yes! Bootles will want to
know.”

“I wonder what he’s like,” remarked
Townsend. “He’s got a Dutch name,
and he comes from South Africa. Must
be a Boer.”

“Some rough-and-ready rotter, I ex-
pect,” said Topbam with a sniff. “If

Bootles thinks we're goin’ to pal with |

him, Bootles is jolly well mistaken. But
he comes in useful to get us off lessons.
Might rag him a bit to pass the time.”
“H'm! Some big, brawny chap, I
expect, with a fist like a leg of mutton,”
said Townsend doubtfully.
“Well, we're two to one
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“Yaas, that's so. We'll rag him,”
agreed Townsend.

If Mr. Bootles could have heard that
agreeable conversation he might have
regretted that he had not sent Jimmy
Silver or Tommy Dodd, in spite of the
fistical proclivities of those young

gentlemen.

Towny or Toppy were not at all
fistical in their tastes, it was true. But
hey were quite ready to rag a new-
comer who did not know the ropes,
when it was quite safe for them to do
so.

They arrived at the station in very
good time, and improved the shining
hour by extracting packets of cigarettes
from an automatic machine. That was
one of Towny’s and Toppy’s pleasant
little ways.

Then the train came in.

“Look out for some beefy bounder in
a slouch hat,” grinned Townsen

“And number eleven boots,” chortled
Topham.

But there was no one in a slouch hat
and number eleven boots among the
passengers who alighted from the train.

There was only one boy among the
passengers, and he was in Etons and a
silk hat.

Evidently this was the new bhoy.

Townsend and TFopham glanced af
him in surprise.

He was a lad of their own age, and
somewhat slimly built, though his limbs
were solid and strong. His face was
darkly sunburnt, and he had thick,
dark, curly hair. His eyes were a deep
blue, and very keen and strong in their
glance. The expression on his face was
sunny and good-tempered.

Towny and Toppy had had a vague
idea that all Boers were big-boned,
heavy, and lumbering. But the new-
comer, as he stepped from the train,
looked as lithe and as active as an |
antelope,

He glanced about the platform, and
his eyes fell on the two Rookwood
Jjuniors.

Mr. Bootles had told the Nuts of the
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the newcomer with
" great ecivility, in order to give a good
impression of Rookwood manners. But
Towny and Toppy had their own ideas
about carrying out those instructions.
“Thai’s the cad,” said Townsend,
loud enough for the new boy to hear.

Fourth to tr

“Yaas, that’'s the rotter,” said
Topham,
The rcomer flushed under the tan

on his cheeks,
harder.

“A dashed Boer!” said Townsend.
“Nearly as black as a nigger, .
dare say he is a bit of a nigger.”

and looked at them

“Looks like it, by gad!” agreed
Topham,
“I wonder whether he speaks Eng-

lish,” pursued Townsend calmly. “I
sgpn\,sx he talls some kind of broken
lingo.”

“Like a German,” agreed Topham.

“Well, he is a kind of German.”

“Yaas, that is So.”

Ivery word of those cheery remarks
was perfectly audible to the new boy.
The Nuts grinned as they saw his hand-
some face fiush with anger. Having
made themselves agreeable to this ex-
tent, Townsend and Topham walied
towarda the new boy.

“New kid for Rookwood—what?”
yawned Townsend,

“Van Tromp, or Van Bomp, or some-
thin’ ~wlmt?” asked Topham.

Van Ryn looked at thcm without
replying,

Ee seemed puzzled what to make of
the:

“We've come here to meet you,” ex-
plained Topham. “Our Form-master
sent us. As you probably don't speak
English, you want lookin’ after.”

The new boy grinned.

His keen, clear eyes had taken the
measure of Townsend and Topham.
‘Therz was a peculiar glimmer in his
ayes as he nodded.

“Me speak some little Engleesh,” he
said.

T

end and Topham chuckled.
They had not really supposed that tha

new boy could nct speak Engl

was only their exquisite nutty humour.

But Lhe sunposxtxou seemed to be well
all,

found ﬂf
“E: mn"‘ gasped Townsend.
‘VVhal dxd you say?”

Mc speak some Engleesh.”

“H: , ha!”

Vm, for you laff?”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Me soon learn speak him at Rook-
wood, ain’t it?” pursued th" new boy.
“Me speak Dutch first-chop.”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped 1‘ophnm.
“That new merchont w111 make ’em yell
at Rookwood! Ha, ha

“No see why Mynheer laff,” said ths
new koy, looking puzzled.
“Mynheer!”  shrieked
Ha,

Townsend.

T ha, ha!”
“Mynneer’ Oh, crumhs!”
“Mynheer! That’s the Dutch way of

saying ‘ Mein Herr!’ What language
do you talk when you're at home, kid?
DLLCh or Hottentot?”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Your box, sir?” said the porter.

“Send it to Rookwood,” said Towns-
enJ “This chap is goin’ to walk with
us!

Van Ryn slipped a shilling into the
old porter's hand, picked up a small
bag, and followed the Nuts of the
Fourth from the station,

CHAPTER 32,
Catching 2 Tartar!
OWNSEND and Topham were in
T hilerious spirits. A new fellow
who came to Rookwood talking
roken English was a new experience.
Ryn was, as Townsend remarked,
a real colwhdro
how me vay to Rookwood, ain’t
d the new boy, as the Nuts
d outside the station.

“Not just yet,” said Townsend. “You
see, we've been let off lessons to feteh
you. If we go straight back we shall
have to go into the Formroom again.
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We're goin’ to let Bootles think you
came by a later train!”

“Who Pootles?”

"'Pootles!“ yelled Topham. “Ha, ha,
ha!”

“Mr. Bootles is our Form-master,”
chuekled Townsend. “Now we're goin’
round the town a bit. You wait here!”

‘‘Vy me vait?”

“Because we don’t want to be
bothered all the afternoon by an
African savage,” said Townsend politely.
“Were goin’ round the town. well
come back for you and take you tc the
school in a couple of hours. "See?”

“No vant to vait.”

“It isn’t a question of what you want,
but of what we want. And if Bootles
asks you what train you came by, iell
him the half-past four!”

“Me come by tree o'clock train.”

“Yaas, I know you did, you fathead!
But if Bootles knows that hell expect
us to get back before lessons are over.
Youwll tell him you came by the half-
past four, and then if we get back to
Rookwood by five, it will be all serene.”

he new hoy’s eyes gleamed for a
moment.

“No tell lies,” he said,

“You cheeky cannibal!” growled
Townsend. “Youwll do as youre told!”

“No tell lies to Pootles.”

“I'll Pootles you if I have any of your
cheek!” said Townsend angrily. “Now
you stay here, and we'll come back for
you at half-past four. If yeu don't do
as you're told, yowll get a hidin’, you
silly Hottentot! Savvy?”

Townsend and Topham turned away.
Ii was a glorious opportunity for sneak-
ing into the Bird-in-Hand by the back

way, and enjoying the society of their |

sporting friends there. The Nuts of the
Fourth did not mean to miss that oppor-
tunity. N

But as they started off in one direc-
tion the new hoy started off in another.
He did not apparently want to spend
an hour and a half waiting outside the
village station

Townsend s
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“Come back, you Kaffir!” he shouted,

Van Ryn looked round.

“Me go to Rookwood,” he said.

“Haven'’t I told you youTre to stay
here?”

“You goes and eats coke, isn’t it?”

“Well, my hat! You cheeky rat—""

“Look here,” said Topham, “we're
goin’ to leave you here, and if you don’t
wait for us you'll get a hidin'!”

“ It

“Do you want the hidin’ first?”
growled Townsend.

The new boy grinned.

“No vait,” he said.

“Then well jolly well give you a
lesson to start with! Collar him, Toppy,
and bump the cheeky cad!”

Townsend and Topham were exas-
Derated.

The afternoon off would be quite
spoiled if they had to carry out Mr.
Bootles’ instructions. They did not see
why the new boy could not wait at the
station till they condescended to return
for him. Apparently the new boy did.

Townsend and his chum grasped Van
Ryn, with threatening looks.

“Now, are you goin’ to do as you're
told, or are you goin’ to have 2 jolly
£ood bumpin’?” demanded Townsend.

“You take dem hands off me!”

“Yes or no, you Hottentot?”

“No1”

“Bump him!” growled Townsend.

They dragged at the new boy. Van
Ryn promptly returned grasp for grasp,
and, to their surprise, Towny and Toppy
were dragged together, and their heads
came in contact with a resounding
crack.

Crack!

“Oh, by gad!”

“Yow-oh!”

Then Towny and Toppy sat down
suddenly on the pavement.

The new boy grinned down at them
good-humouredly.

“I tinks tat you not pump me,” he
remarked,

“Yow-ow-ow! You beastly Boer!”
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“Yooop! You rotten Dutchman!
Oh dear!”
“You gets up and haves some more,

isn’t it?” grinned Van Ryn.

Townsend and Topham got up, but
they did not want any more. They
regarded the new boy with mingled rage
and alarm, but they showed no desire
to come to close quarters again.

“What a rotten strong beast!”
growled Topham.

“You puts up der hands, isn't it?”
said Van Ryn, advancing on them.

“Keep off, you savage!” yelled Towns~
end, in alam

“Hands oﬂ you Dutch rotter!”

The l\«ucs of the Fourth backed away
in alan

“No want to scrap, Mynheer?”

“No, you beast!”

“Keep your distance, you rotter! I
want nothin’ to do thh wu'" groaned
‘Topham, rubbing his

“Den you takes me to Rookwood, I
tink.”

“You rotter!
Rookwood yet.

‘We're not goin’ back to
ere, you can

said Towns-
“You—you needn’t wait at the
We let

end.
station if you don’t want to.
you off that.”

“Tank you!” grinned Van
“Tank you for notting, Mynheer!”

“Well, come on!” growled Townsend
ungraciously. “We're goin’ to have
rather a good time, and you can come.”

“But Pootles expect us.”

“Blow Bootles! You can tell him you
came by the four-thirty.”

“No.tell lies!”

“Jolly particular for an African
savage, ain't we?” sneered Townsend.
“Well, you can jolly well tell Bootles
what you like, but we’re not goin’ back
yet. You can come with us if you like,
Do you smoke?”

“Nein, nein!”

“Oh, what a washy waster!” snorted
Townsend. “Do you know how to play

Ryn.

69

“Then we'll teach you. Youwll have

o0 keep it dark, of course. Come on!”
“No come.”
“Then go and eat coke! Come on,

Towny; we’ll chance it!"”
Van Ryn stepped forward and grasped
Townsend’s arm with one hand and
Topham’s with the other. They glared
at_him,
“Let go, you cad!

What do you
want?” howled Topham,

“No know vay to schnDl. You come
and show.”

“Catch us!”

“Me caught you,” said Van Ryn
cheerfully.

“TLeggo!”

“You gum wiz me, ain't it”

“Will let go?” said Townsend
sulphurously. ~ “We'll point out the
way.”

“No good enough. You tell lies.”
“Why, you cheeky Hottentot—"
“Gum on!” said Van Ryn cheerfully,
He had linked his arms with those of

the two Nuts, and, wriggle as they

would, Towmend and Topham could
not unlink !

They cxchanged furious looks across
the Boer.

They were two to one, and Van Ryn
was no bigger than either of them. But
they were aware that he was a decidedly
tough customer—their heads were still
singing from the late concussion.
Towny and Toppy sincerely repented by
this time that they had started ragging
the junior from South Africa. They
had caught a Tartar, as they realised
too late.

“Look here, we're not comin’!” said
Topham feebly.

“I tink you gum. g

“Will you let us go?” shrieked Towns-

nd.

“1 tink not.”

“You rotten Dutchman! Yow-ow-
ow! Don't twist my arm like that, you
ruffian!” yelled Townsend.

“You gum?”

There was no hcAp for it. Towny and
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Toppy had to “gum,” as the new §
expressed it.

With feelings that were too deep for
mere words, the Nuts of the Fourth
started for Rookwoed, their arms linked
in those of the new boy.

Van Ryn walked along erfully
between them, heedless of their black
looks and mutterings of vengeance.
nd he did not let go their arms till
they ar at the school and walked
in at the gates of Reckwood.

ior ¢

CHAPTER 33
Not a Hun!
NSEND and Topham came back
T nto the Fourth Form-room in
time for last lesson. They had
left Van Ryn in Mr. Bootles’ study, and
were glad to get rid of him there. Their
arms were still aching from his grip,
and each of them had a bump on his
head,

The afterncon off had not been very
enjoyable for the Nuts of the Fourth,
after all, and they were feeling a deep
and bitter animosity towards the new
boy. Mr. Bocotles glanced at them as
they came sullenly in. Thcy had no
cheice, but to turn up in the Form-room,
as they had come back to Ro ood.

“You have met the new _wmox“”
ask r. Bootles.

“Yes, s, siv.  Left him in your study.”

“Very good!”

Townsend and Topham went to their
places. €ome of the juniors looked at
them anxiously. It was trouble,

“What's Che giddy Colonial like?”
s to Townsend as the

beast!” growled Townsend.
ing?”

D]
He's a rotten German.”
“And speaks broken English like a
German pedlar!” E’r\mted Topham. “A
xotten rank outsider
e's a zotten German!
send. “He talks like
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“If he’s a German, we'll 30‘1\; soon
make Rookwood too Lot to hold him,”
sald Higgs. Tl see that merchant
after lessons and Lalk to him. He’s got
a Dutch name.” .

“Might be a German, all the same.
He wouldn't come here with a German
name, of course.”

“Very likely,” szud Higes.

Townsend y well that the
Scuth African junior was net a Cer-
man, but it was his idea to put the
bully of the Fourth on Van Ryn’s
track. There was only one fellow in
the Fourth who could stand up to
Higgs, and that was Jimmy Silver. If
Higgs started on Van Ryn, the new
boy was likely to su severely for
handling Towny and T¢ Dy in Coombe,

“It's up to you, gy,” whispered
Topham encouragin " “You show
the cad what we thmk of Germans
here.”

“What-ho!” said Higgs.

“We had a German

Be
S

here  once

before, and Jimmy Silver tock him
under his wing,” said Townsend.
“That was some time back. But

yowre not afraid of Silver. Of course,
he will be down on you if you call the
new kid over the coals.”

Alfred Higgs flushed.

The mere suggestion of anybody
opposing him was enough to make the
bully of the Fourth angry and deter-
mined.

“You leave him to me!”
“I1 put him through it!”

Mr. Bootles glanced round, frowning.

“Someone is talking in class!” he
said. That fact had just dawned upon
Mr. Bootles.

The discussion ceased, but Towny
and Toppy exchanged glances of satis-
faction.  They felt assured of ven-
geance now.

When the Fourth Form was dis-
missed, seven unfortunate juniors had
to remain behind. The Fistical Four
and the three Tommies were detained
until half-past five.

‘The rest of the Fourth streamed out.

he said.
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Mr. Booties went at once to his study,
where the new boy was waiting for him
to be at leisure.

Several fellows gathered round
Townsend and Topham to ask them
how they had got on with the South
African. Nobody at Rookwood had
seen the new boy yet. The Nuts of
the Fourth did not lose the oppor-
tunity of instilling prejudice into the
juniors’ minds against the new
fellow. From their description of
him Van Ryn might have been a
hooligan of the deepest dye. And
Townsend was convinced—or professed
to be—that he was in reality a Hun.

“An ugly, prize-fightin’ beast!? said
Towny. “Talks broken English, Ger-
man through and through—spy, very
likely!”

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Dick
Oswald. “Bootles said he was a
Colonial.”

“Wait till you hear him talk, then!”

_“Wait till he comes out of Bootles’

wstudy,” said Higgs. “I'll put him
through it. T'll make him answer up!”
“Better let him alone,” said Oswald.
“Oh, you go and eat coke!”
Quite 2 number of juniors gathered
in the passage for Van Ryn to appear.
Higgs declared that he was to be taken
0 the Common-room, and there put
through his paces. And no one present
cared to gainsay the heavy-handed
buily of the Fourth.

Mr. Bootles’ door opened at last, and
the new boy appeared. Mr. Bootles
signed to Tubby Muffin.

“Muffin, Van Ryn will share your
study—No. 5. Kindly take him there.
And show Van Ryn any little atten-
tions you can, Muffin.”

“Yes, siv,” said Tubby Muffin.

Mr. Bootles refired into his study
and closed the door. Tubby Mufin
looked the new . junior over critically,
and, as he looked pretty prosperous,
Tubby decided to be friendly. A
study-mate with ready money was just
what Tubby wanted, and Tubby would

kb

have taken Hitler himself as study-
mate, with plenty of cash attached.

“Come on, kid!” said Tubby politely.

But befole Tubby could proceed awy
further with his friendly attentions,
Higgs shouldered him ouf of the way,
and Tubby Muffin collapsed on the
floor with a yelp.

Higgs strode up to the new boy with
his most bullying expression on his

g2
8

“So yowre the German!”
claimed.

Van Ryn stepped back a pace.

“Listen to his English!” jeered Top-
ham. “Youwll soon see whether he's a
German or not!”

Van Ryn grinned.

“Me not German,” he said.
Dutch!”

he ex-

“Me

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Higgs. “ What
English! Haven’t you ever been to
school?”

“Ja, jal”

“Ja, ja!” mimicked Higgs. “A Ger-
man right enough. Bring him into the
Common-room!”

The juniors gathered round Van
Ryn, and he was bustled down the
passage into the junior Common-room
—a quarter generally safe from masters
and prefects.

The new boy seemed inclined to re-
sist at first, but he decided to go
quietly. The juniors, Classical and
Modern, streamed into the Common-
room after him.

“Shut the door!” commanded Higgs.

Townsend closed the door, grinning.
The new boy was going. to pay the
piper now. Towny and Toppy rejoiced.

“Now youre going to answer up,”
said Higgs.
an Ryn lcoked at him quietly.

My idea,” pursued Higgs, “is
that you're a German sneaking in here
as a Dutchman!”

“Nein, nein!”

“Nein, nein!” roared Higgs.
ha, ha! That’s German!”

“May be Dutch, too,” said Oswald.

“Ha,
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“Oh, rats! He's a German!” said
Higgs positively. “Anyway, a Boer is
the next thing to a German.”

“You lie!” said the new boy directly.

“What?”

“You are a
calmly.

The juniors stared at him. There
was no trace of his weird accent in
his voice now. Townsend and Top-
ham could scarcely believe their ears.

“Hallo! You can talk English
when you loike, you gossoon!” ex-
claimed Flynn,

Van Ryn laughed.

“Of course I can talk English!” he
exclaimed. “I was brought up to
speak both Dutch and English at
home. Those two fellows met me at
the station, and, before even speaking
to me, said that T should speak broken
English. So I spoke broken English o

ull their silly legs.”

h, by gad!” ejaculated Townsend.

“You spoofing cad!” exclaimed Top-
ham savagely.

There was a loud laugh. Townsend
and Topham, in their description of
the new boy, had laid particular stress
on the German accent and the broken
English. It was one of the chief
counts in their indictment against the
new fellow. And it was not agreeable
to discover that the South African had
been “vpulling their leg ” all the time.

“Well, you silly gossoons, to be taken
in by a new kld'” exclaimed Flynn,

‘“Ha, ha, ha

“So you were pulling my leg, too,
just now in the passage?” exclaimed

liar!” said Van Ryn

Higes.

Van Ryn nodded.

“Yes. As you seemed the same kind
of silly ass I pulled your silly leg in the
same way,” he replied.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That’s one for you Higgy!”
chuckled Jones minor.
Higes fiushed with rage. He was

far too important a person to have
hxs lteg pulled—in his own estimation at

‘TAMING THE BULLY!

Van Ryn was showing no sign of
uneasiness, though the burly bully of
the Fourth fairly towered over him.

Higgs’ hands were clenched and his
e)(‘\ were gleaming.

“You cheeky cad——" he began,

“Same fo you!” said Van Ryn
cheerily.

“You called me a liar!”

“So you are a liar, if you say that
I am anything like & German!” said
Van Ryn coolly.

for you,” said Flynn, with a
chuckle “Let the kid alone. He's
)cllv well not such a German as you

“I‘l\ make mincement of him,”
roared Higgs. “Do you think I'mt
going to let a blessed Boer cheek me?”

“Well, you have cheeked me,” said
Van Ryn. “One good turn deserves
anothex you know I do not want to
quarrel wnth you.”

“You won't have much choice about
that, if you don’t mind your p’s and
q's,” said Higgs darkly. “I'm going
to ask you some questions, and, if you
dont satisfy me, you'll be put through

“I do not mind answering guestions.
But about being put throuzh it, I
should have something to say to that.”

“And so should I,” said a cheery
voice at the door. And Jimmy Silver
came into the Common-rocm, followed
by his chums.

CHAPTER 32,
A Fight to a Finish!

IGGS scowled at Jimmy Silver.
H Jimmy’s detention had given
him a chance of bullying with-
out being called to account; but Mr.
Bootles had been occupied so long with
the new boy, that Jimmy’s detention
was over before the bully of the Fourth
could carry out his amiable intentions.
“Don't shove your oar in here,
Silver,” growled Higgs. “This cheeky
young bounder is going to give an

account of himself.”
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“Rxght ho,” said Jimmy. “Well sec
fair play

ol mind your
roared Higes.

“This is my business,” said Jimmy
calmly. “Trust your Uncle James to
keep an eye on you, Alfred, my boy.”
Higgs snorted.

Jimmy Silver seated himself on the
corner of the big table, and looked
on. Jimmy rather liked Van Ryn's
looks; but even if he had been as bad
as Towny's deseription of him, Jimmy
would have seen fair play. Jimmy
locked on that as his duty as captain
of the Fourth.

“Now, young shaver,” growled Higgs.
“What's your name?”

“Richard van Ryn.”

“Oh! You're a beastly Boer; bub
you've got an English front name!”
sneered Higgs.

“I am a Boer,” said the new junior
quietly. “Not heastly, that T know of.
I have an English name because I am
vartly English.”

“Where dn you come from?”

“The Ca

YA blessed rebel, I suppose?”

Van Ryn flushed.

“You are a cad to suggest that,” he
said. “My people fought against
England in Lh.e ohher war. But we
are one people now.”

“Oh, they did, did they?”

own business,”

said

Higgs.

3 (,ertmrdy My father was a Trans-
vaaler, and he was with De Wet to the
very last. Natuxﬂllv he fought for his
own country.”

“Of course he did,” agreed Jimmy
silver. “We shouldn’t think much of
him if he hadn’t.”

“Hear, hear!” said Lovell.

“But now we are united, all frue
Boers  are standmv by ngland,”
said Van Ryn. “We are hee under
the British flag, and all we ever asked
for was freedom.

“Sure, it’'s a Damel come to judg-
ment,” said Flynn. “Il’s a broth av
a bhoy ye are.”
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“Well, we've only got ymu word
for all that,” sneerc 80 ST
shouldn’t wonder if ar pA ecious
father was a rebel at this minute.”

Smack!

Higgs staggered back with a roar of
pain and amazement. Van Ryn's
open hand smote him fairly across the
Tace.

“That is my answer to that,” said
the Africander coolly. “You can have
some more if you want it.”

“Oh, by gad!” ejaculated Towns-
end. The astute Towny had planned
to “set” the bully of the Fourth on
Van Ryn. But the South African
seemed quite willing to meet the
truculent Alfred half-way, or more
than half-way.

Higgs was too astounded to do
anything but gasp for a moement or
two. Then he rushed at Van Ryn
like a bull.

Jimmy Silver jumped between, and
Higgs staggered back from a powerful
shove.

“Not so fast,” said Jimmy.

“Get aside!” bellowed Higgs.

Jimmy shook his head.

“Not a bit of it,” he said coolly.
“You asked for that, Higgs, and
you've got it, and you can put it in
your pipe and smoke it. You're not
going to handle a kid half your size
while your Uncle Jimmy is around.”

“Do you think I'm going to let him
punch my face?” roared Higgs.

Jimmy nodded.

“Yes, if you insult his father,” he
you say anything of the
face my-

said.
kind again T'll punch your
self, and hard.”

“Get aside!”

“Bow-wow!”

Van Ryn dropped his
Jimmy’s shoulder.

Thank you very much,” he said
quietly, “but you need not protect me.
I can stand up for myself.”

“You can’t!” said Jimmy doubt-
fully, “That rotter is head and
shoulders too hig for you.”

hand on
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Van Ryn smiled.

“Even if I cannot I shan’t allow any-
body to protect me,” he said. “Let
him come on, and we will see.”

Jimmy Silver stepped aside.

“Well, you can have your own way,
of course,” he said. “You can go
ahead, Higgs. Sing out when you've
had enough, Van Ryn.”

“No good his singing out,” said Higgs
savagely. “I'm going to hammer him
black and blue, and make him beg par-
don on his knee

“You're gomg to do nothing cf the
sort,” said Jimmy Silver cnntcmpLu~
ously “As soon as Van Ryn’s had
enough you'’re going to leave him alone,
or youll get such a ragging you'll re-
member it the rest of the term.”

“Better have some gloves on,” said
Lovell uneasily.

“I won't have any gloves,” roared
Higgs. “Let the cad stand up to me
and I'll smash him.”

“Gloves or not, as you choose,” said
Van Ryn, shrugging his broad
shoulders. “It is all one to me.”

“Take your jacket off, at any rate,”
said Lovell. And he helped the new
Junior off with his jacket.

Van Ryn rolled back his sleeves. It
could be seen that his arms were strong
and well developed. It occurred to
Jimmy that he was net so bad a match
for Higgs, after all.

But Higgs had no doubts.

He came on like a bull, with his big

fists thrashing out.
- Jimmy Silver & Co. looked on
anxiously. They could not interfere
in a fair fight, but they had a natural
repugnance to seeing the Colonial
knocked about on his first day at Rook-
wood.

But their fears were soon relieved.

Higgs’ heavy rush did not move the
young Boer. Te stood like a column of
stone, immovable. His hands were up,
and Higgs came to a stop against them.
His weight was almost twice that of
the South African, yet it had no effect
upon the boy from the Cape. Van

TAMING THE BULLY!

Ryns]ﬁsts lashed out like lightning.
Cra
The bully went over backwards.
“Right on the wicket!” chuckled
Jimmy Silver. ‘ Bravo, young 'un!”
Higgs sat up dazedly.
His nose was streaming with crimson,
and he was feeling dizzy from the
=hock He blinked stupidly at Van

# Oh, crumbs!” he ejaculated.

Townsend helped him to his feet.

‘“You're not done yet,” he said. “Go
for him! You can hck him, Higgs!”

“Of course I can,” gasped Higos,

and I'm going to. Don't be a silly
idiat, or Il lick you, t00.”

Higgs stood panting for breath for
some moments. The whole crowd of
juniors were grinning. If struck them
as comic to see the bully of the Fourth
catch a Tartar in this unexpected
manner.

But Higgs had not finished yet. He
had plenty of bulldog pluck, and the
mere thought of being knocked out by
a new boy made him furious. He camec
on again with a savage rush.

“Go it, Dutchy!”

“Give him another cn the boko!”

“Bravo!”

Van Ryn was holding his own
steadily, without giving an inch of
ground. But he did not get a chance
of another knock-down blow.

The handsome, sun-tanned face was
getting marked now.

But the South African took
punishment quietly, and all the time
his fists were hammering upon Higgs
of the Fourth.

The juniors looked on almost breath-
lessly.

It _was evident that there was more
in Dick van Ryn than met the eye
and that the bully of the Fourth had
once more met his match,

There were no rounds to the fight,
and it was a contest of endurance;
and Higgs, tough as he was, was the
first to weaken.
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His savage attack slackened off,
and he gave ground, the South
African following him up grimly, hit-
ting hard.

Higgs went down at last, with a
heavy bump.
“Somebody’d better count,” said

Lovell.
Jimmy Silver took out his watch,
He counted.
Higgs sat up. But he could not get
on his feet. He sat and panted, blink-

ing with half-closed eyes. Van Ryn
waited quietly.
“One, two, three, four, five, six,

seven, eight, nine, out!”
Higgs was still sitting on the floor.
He had been counted out, and there
was a ringing cheer in the Common-
room for the victor.

CHAPTER 25
Tubby Wufin is Hospitable!
eaned on the edge of
the table, breathing deeply.
‘The fight had told on him.
And the juniors remembered that
he had had a long journey that day.
Yet he had .stood up to the bully of
the Fourth, and licked him in & fair
fight. Jimmy Silver clapped him on
the shoulder.
“Good for you, kid!” he said.
know how to put up your hands.”
Van Ryn smiled faintly.
“Is he finished?” he asked.
“He looks like it. Are you finished,
}nzgs”’
ggs groaned.
“Ow ow, ow, ow!”
“Well, that sounds finished,” re-
marked Flynn, and there was a laugh.
“Oh! Wow!” said Higgs. “What
are you grinning at, you rotters?
can't go on at present. Yow! Wow!
Oh, my eye! Oh, my hat! Grooogh!”
Van Ryn came over to the bully a
little uncertainly. Higgs was struggling
to his feet, almost blindly, and the
South African rcached out to him.

“You

e

5
“Hands off!” panted Higgs. “I've
given you best, you rotter! (i

Van Ryn crimsoned.

“You duffer, do you think I was
going to touch you? Let me help you

It

up!

“Ch!” gasped Higgs.

Van Ryn helped him to his feet.
Higgs leaned heavily on the table and
blinked at him. Van Ryn held out his
hand.

“Give us your fist,” he said. “It
was a jolly good fight. Yowve damaged
me as much as I have you. Let’s for-
get all about it.”

“Bravo!” said Jimmy Silver.

Higgs blinked coldly at the Colonial,
and then slowly his big fist came out,
and he shook hands with him.

“Well, I den’t mind,” he said. “Of
course, I could lick you. I wasn't quite
ready this time, you see. Another

time—>

“Oh, don’t let’s haye another time!”
said Van Ryn cheerily. “Were both
feeling rather rocky at present, and it
ien’t enjoyable, is it?”

“Nunno!” grinned Higgs. “I fecl as
if I'd been through a threshing-
machine.”

“So do 1,” said Van Ryn frankly.

“Well, you ain’t a bad sort,” said
Higes.  “Bub youre jolly well not
going to crow over me if you have got
the best of it this time.”

“If I should try to crow over you
I hope youll hit out hard,” said Vamn
Ryn quietly. “You wont find me
that kind of cad, I hop:

“well, that’s all ughb.

——"  Higgs made an effort. “I—
I'm sorry I spoke as I did. It was
only rof, you know. I know your
pater must be all right or you wouldn’t
be here. T'm sorry, and I take it back.
Not because you've got the best of me,
though,” he added hastily. “Just be-
cause I choose, that’s all.”

“All serene,” said Van Ryn, smiling.
“Wwill anybody tell me where I can
bathe my eye?”

I—I—
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“What-ho!”
“This way.”

The Fistical Four marched Van Ryn
out of the Common-room in their
midst. Higgs followed them slowly.
Townsend and Topham did not offer
to lend them a hand. The bully of the
Fourth had been licked, and he was
no further use to the Nuts of the
Fourth. Towny and Toppy were dis-
gusted, in fact.

“Silly _ass to get licked by that
blessed Boer!” growled Townsend. “I
suppose the beast will be ridin’ rough-
shod over us now.”

Topham rubbed the bump on his
head.

said Jimmy Silver.

“He jolly well won't,” he muttered.
“Higgs can’t tackle him, but there’s
kuhng a cat.
The beastly savage isn’t going to handle
us as he likes. If the rotter can’t be
licked, he can be ragged.”

Townsend’s eyes glared.

“,G,ood egg! Half a dozen of us

“That’s the idea! We'll put him
through it. And after that scrap he
won't be able to put up much of a
fight, either.”

“Let’s go and talk to the chaps,”
said Townsend.

And the Nuts of the Fourth gathered
in war council in Study No. 4, and
Towny and Toppy, and Peele and
Mornington and Gower put their heads
together, with the idea of making
matters exceedingly warm for the
junior from South Africa.

Meanwhile, Dick van Ryn -was
bathing his damaged face in a bath-
room. Jimmy Silver & Co. lent him
what aid they could. Van Ryn looked
the better for it, but there was a dark
shade about one of his eyes, and his
nose looked red and bulbous, and there
were bruises on his face. His good
looks had been sadly marred for the

present. He had a good many aches
and pains, too, but he bore them
quietly.

y TAMING THE BULLY!

Tubby Muffin )()ll.ed him when he
had finished.
“You haven't scen the study vet,”

he said. “We're going to have tea
there. I suppose youre hungry—
what?”

Van Ryn looked at the podgy junior
with a good-humoured smile. Tubby
was not exactly the study-mate he
would have chosen, but he was pre-
pared to be friendly.

“We shall have the study to our-

selves,” went on Tubby. “There were
two chaps with me, but theyve
changed out. They said the grub

went too fast with me there. I hope
youre not that kind of mean beast,
Van Ryn?”

“I hope not,” said Van Ryn, laugh-

ing.
“Then we shall get on,” said Tubby,
with much satisfaction. “Come along
to the study. We're going to have a
topping spread.”

“I say, Van Ryn’s coming to tea in
the end study,” said Jimmy Silver.

Muffin shook his head.

“Look here, Jimmy Silver, you're
not going to collar my study-mate.
I'm standmg him a spread on his first
ere.”

“Oh, all serene!” - said Jimmy.
“You'll give us a look in another time,
Van Ryn.’

“Thank you,” said the mew junior.
And he followed Tubby Muffin,

They met Higgs in the passage.
Higgs had been repairing damages,
but he still looked decidedly damaged.
The two late opponents grinned at one
another rather ruefully as they passed.
Higgs of the Fourth did not seem to
bear malice for his defeat. He could
respect a fellow who could knock him
out as Van Ryn had done.

“How’s your eye?” he asked.

“Horrid. How’s your nose?”

“Rotten!”

“Come on, Dutchy,” said Tubby
Muffin. “Here’s the study. Ripping,
ain't it?  You sit down in the arm-
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chair while I get the things in for tea.
We're going to have rather a spread.”

“Youre awfully good,“ said Van

yn.

“Not at all! Backing up the giddy
Empire, you know,” said Tubby affably.
“I'm jolly glad to have a Colonial in
my study. Look what the Boers are
domq in East America now—'

East Africa,” said Van Ryn, laugh-
ing.

“Yes, I mean Fast Africa—T knew it
was East somewhere. You sit down
and take a rest, and leave it to me.”

Van Ryn was glad to rest. Tubby
bustled out of the room and scudded
along to the end study, where the
Fistical Four were getting tea.

“Ain't you fellows coming?” asked
Tubby.

‘Where?”

“I'm standing a spread to the new
chap in my study. As you're friendly
with him I thought youd like to
come.”

“Hallo! Are you growing hospit-
able in your old age?” asked Lovell,
in surprise. “First time I've heard of
you standing a spread, Tubby.

“Ahem! You see—""

“Well come,” said Jimmy—*we’ll
come, if it’s only fo celebrate the fact
that you're standing a spread, Tubby.”

“Come on,” said Tubb;

The Fistical Four followed him. It
was rather a surprise for Tubby to be
standing anything, as he was generally
hard up, and what cash he ever had
generally went at once to the tuckshop.
In the passage Tubby tugged at Jimmy
silver’s sleeve, and slopped him as the
Co. went into Study

“Hold on a mmut.e, lever ” whis-
pered Tubby mysteriously.

“Well, what's the row?”

“I want to do the thing rather
decently, you know, as I've got guests,”
said Tubby, blinking at him. “It’s
rather a big occasion, isn't it?”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“Awfully important, ” he agreed.
"“What about it?”

ki

“Well, can you»ahem;

“Can I what?”

“C-c-can you lend me half a quid?”

Jimmy stared.

“The fact is, I'm run right out of
tin,” said Tubby confidently. “Merely
temporary, of course; but it comes
rather awkward just at this moment.”

“Why, you spoofing villain!” growled
Jimmy Silver. “Yowve asked five
chaps to tea, and you've nothing to
give them. Why couldn’t you let Van
Ryn come with us?”

“Ahem! You see—"
“I see that youre a spoofing
porker!”  growled Jimmy Silver.

“Here’s five bob, you fat bounder! I
suppose we may as well pay for our
tea in your study as in ours. It comes
to the same thing.”

“Look here, Jimmy Silver, if you put
it like that—-"

“Well, I do put it like that,” growled
Jimmy,

“All serene! Tl cut off to the tuck-
shop,” said Tubby cheerfully. “I don't
care how you put it—anything to
oblige.”

And Tubby cut off, and Jimmy,
grinning in spite of himself, followed
his chums into the study.

Tubby Muffin returned laden with
good things, and in great spirits. He
was standing a hospitable spread, and
he was booked for the lion’s share of
it, and it did not cost him anything,
so he had reason to be pleased.

But it was a very pleasant tea in No.
5 Study, and by the time the Fistical
Four left they were on excellent terms
with the new boy. Jimmy Silver & Co.
were of opinion that Van Ryn was one
of the best—an opinion in which most
of the Classical Four soon came to
concur.

CHAPTER 3.

“~7HERE he comes!”
It was a whisper in the dark-

ness as Dick van Ryn came out
of his study late in the evening.
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The gas had been turned out in the
passage, and all was dark.

Van Ryn heard the whisper, and
stopped, peering about him.

It was close on bed-time, and most
of the fellows had finished their prap
and gone down to the Common-room.
A rush of feet followed the whispes

“Hallo!”  exclaimed Van Ryn.
“What—o>

He had no time for more.

Hands seized him on all sides in the
darkness, and he was brought to the
flcor with a heavy bump. ®

He realised that it was a ragging,
and he struggled fiercely.

But he was down, and fellows he
could not sce were swarming over him.
There were at least four or five, and
he had no chance.

“You rofters!
“Let me up—oh!”

Bunp, bump, bump!

Tubby Muffin blinked out of the
study=

“Help!” gasped Van Ryn.

But the fat Classical was not a
fighting-man. He only blinked. The
light from the study glimmered on
the struggling mass on the passage
floor. Van Ryn was in the hands of
Townsend & Co., and they were
ragging him mercilessly.

There was a heavy tread farther
down the passage, and Higgs of the
Fourth came along.

The Fourth Form bully stopped, to
stare at the peculiar scene.

panted Van Ryn.

“Hallo!” he ejaculated. “What the
thunder—

“Lend a hand, Higgy!” panted
Townsend. ~ “We're putting the cad
through it!”

“Plle in, Higgy!” shouted Morn-

ington.  “Come: and give him one
while you've got the chance!”

Higgs piled in.

But his “piling in” came in quite

HE BULLY!

an unexpected manner to the merry
Taggers.

He rushed at them, hitting out right
and left. Townsend Co. had
naturally expected that the bully of |
the Fourth would be glad to lend a
hand, in revenge for his defeat at the
hands of the South African junior.
But that wes not in Higgs' mind. It
was upon Townsend & Co. that his
terrific punches fell.

“Let him alone!™ recared Higgs.
“I'll mop up the lot of you! Take
that! That's for you, Morny, you
cad! Five to one, by gum! That's
for you, Peele! You can take that,
Gower! And that—and that—"

Higgs was hitting cut like a steam-
hammer.

The yelling raggers rolled right and
left from his terrific drives, amid a
chorus of howls and greans.

Townsend and Topham were floored,
Mornington rolled across them, Peele
was hurled headlong along the pas-
sage, and Gower fairly fled, barely
dodging Higgs’ heavy fist.

Higgs, like Ceesar of’ old, came and
saw and conquered.

In abcut a minute the Nuts were
strewn sbout the passage, and Higgs
was glaring at them, ready to knock
them down again as scon as they rose.
But they did not rise; they sprawled
and blinked at Higgs in anguish and
fury. >

Higgs gave a snort of contempt, and
stooped down to help Van Ryn to his
feet.

The South African junior stag-
gered up, considerably dazed, and
more surprised than hurt. The rescue
astonished him more than it did the
Nuts of the Fourth.

“Have they hurt you?” asked Higgs.

“Ye-es—a bit!” gasped Van Ryn.

“Help me Kkick ’em along the
passage!”
“Good!”
There were furious vells from
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Townsend & Co. as two pairs of boots
started on them. The unhappy Nuts
—no longer dreaming of ragging any-
body—squirmed out of the way, and
dodged, and fled. They did not stop
till they were at the bottom of the
stairs.

“There!” panted Higgs. “That’s
a lesson for the cads! They won't rag
you again in'a hurry, young ‘un!”

“I think not,” said Van Ryn, laugh-

. _He looked curiously at Higgs.
“It’s jolly good of you to come and
help me like that, affer—"

“After our scrap?”’ said Higgs.
“What rot! I like a chap who can
stand up for himself. Youan.”

“I'm much obliged.”

“Oh, rot! Of course, you didn't
exactly lick me in that scrap. If I'd
been—well, more ready for you, It
would have gone a bit different.”

“Any old thing,” said Van Ryn,
smiling.

“still, you put up a good fight, and
[ had my hands full,” conceded Higgs
pood-temperedly. “The fact is, I
rather like you, young 'un, and if you
want- a pal in the Fourth, you needn’t
look any farther for one. I can't say
fairer than that.”

“Done!” said Van Ryn at last.

The Classical Fourth hardy knew
ake of it. The next day
Higgs changed into No. 5 Study;
No. 4 being quite pleased to get nd
of him, as a matter of fact.
was very welcome in No. 5. Jim
Silver & Co. could not help thinking
that Dick van Ryn had a queer taste in
pals. But they agreed that a fellow
who could take a licking as Higgs had
taken his, could not be a bad fellow in
the main, and the bully of the Fourth
rose in their estimation. It was prob-
able that difficulties would arise in No.

Study; but for the present all was
peace and harmony in the quarters of
the South African schoolboy.

9

CHAPTER 37,
An Amazing Mystery!

IMMY SILVER jumped.

J Jimmy had come along to Study

No. 5 to call for Van Ryn, the new
boy in the Fourth, to take him down to
the cricket.

There was a conversation going on
in the study, and though the door was
clesed, the voices came quite dis-
tinctly to Jimmy’s ears as he stopped.

And this is what Jimmy Silver
heard with great amazement :
Help yourself to the smokes,

0y !
! Got B match?”

“Here you are,

“Rippin’ fags, these"'

“Oh, toppin’l”

Jimmy Silver simply blinked. - The
voices were the voices of Townsend and
Topham, the Nuts of the Fourth.
Such a talk between the two Nuts was
not surprising in itself —Jimmy knew
their little way:
on in Van Ryn'
was not in the least nutty, and, more-
over, he was on the worst of terms
with Townsend & Co.

“Well, my hat!”
ejaculated.

It looked as if Van Ryn had made
it up with his foes in the Form, and
adopted their nutty manners and
customs with a vengeance. If the
latter was the case, Jimmy Silver in-
tended to speak a word in season—an
emphatic word. He rapped sharply at
the door and turned the handle.

But the door did not open.
locked on the inside.

“Yan Ryn!” called out Jimmy
sharply.

The conversation in the study ceased
suddenly at the first knock.

“Hallo!” caued out the cheery voice
of the new juni

“Let me in, you young ass!™

Jimmy  Silver

It was

“Certainly!”
— The key turned, and the door
opened. mmy Silver strode into

Jimm;
the study. The sturdy South African
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greeted him with a smile. He had
been on the best of terms with the
captain of the Fourth from the day

e came.

“Time for the cricket?” he asked.
“All serene.”

Jimmy  Silver
study.

Townsend and Topham were' not
visible.  Neither, to Jimmy’s surprise,
was there any aroma of cigarette-
smoke in the room.

“What the thunder——" began the

astonished Jimm;

“Anything the matter?”

“Look here, Van Ryn,” said Jimmy
directly, “I heard Towny and Toppy
talking here! Where are they'

“Bles&ed if I know!”

“What was the door locked for?”

“I've been studying.”

“And you sported your oak because
you were studying?”

“Yes.”

stared round the

“No smoking going on?”

“Smokmg' Certainly not!
smoke

L VVe'll I hope you're nob such a 5111y
ass,” said Jimmy - Silve “But I
heard what was said. I couldnc help
it, as I had just stopped at your door.
I thought you were a straight chap,
Van Ryn. But I tell you I know that
Townsend and Topham are here, and
you ,5ay you don't know where they

I don't

V1n Ryn nodded calmly.

“I don't know where they are,” he
replied. “I haven't seen either of
them since lessons.”

Jimmy gave him a grim look.

“That’ll do,” he said. “It’s no busi-
ness of mine, of course. I thought you
were straight, and I made a mistake.
So-long!”
¢ Jimn

Silver turned to the door.

“Held on!” said the new junior
quietly.  “You think that Townsend
and Topham are in this study at this
ln‘m.LE

w they are—hiding some-

ki
where.”

' TAMING THE BULLY!

Van Ryn smiled.

“Well, look for them,” he said.
you find them I'll eat them!”

“What the dickens do you mean?”
exclaimed Jimmy Silver angrily, “Do
you think I was dreaming I heard
voices?”

“If they're in this study you can
use my head for a footer,” said Van
Ryn coolly. “You're caling me a liar,
you know. Put it to the proof!

“I'll jolly scon do that!” growled
Jimmy Silver.

He dragged up the table-cover and
looked under the table, naturally sup-

«1p

posing that the smokers had dodged
there out of sight. But there was
nothing under the table. He looked

behind the armchair, but the space
behind the armchair was vacant. He
pitched aside the screen in the corner,
but there was nothing behind the
screen. He looked into the study cup-
board, though certainly there was no
room there for two juniors to hide. The
study cupboard was drawn blank.

Van Ryn watched him with a smile
and a merry gleam in His eyes.

Jimmy gave up the search at last,
Lhomuvhly bewildered.

“Where are they?” he ejaculated.
“You said they were in this study.”
“I heard t")em talking here!” roared

Jimmy Silve:

“Well, lmd them!”

“They~they must have got out some-
how.”

Jimmy looked from the window, but
it was evident that Towny and Toppy
had not negotiated a thirty-foot drop.
He even looked up the chimney, but
there was no recom in the chimney for
Townsend and Topham.

Jimmy Siiver looked bewildered.

“Well?” grinned Van Ryn.
“Blessed if I understand it!”

Jimmy Silver, rubbing his mos
amazement. “Unless I was dreaming,
I heard their voices here. I—I couldn't
have supposed that they came from
this_study if they didn’t. But they're
Pob here. How did they get out?”

Ha, ha, hal!”
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“What are you cackling at,
Dutch image?”

“I'm waiting for you to find them,”
("mckle(l Van Ryn. “I told you they
weren't he: re Are we going down to

you

525
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“Ye-es, I suppose 50.”

“Well, I'm ready.”

Van Ryn followed the captain of the
Pourth from the study. Jimmy was in
a state of utter amazement. Unless his
cars had deceived him, he had heard
Townsend and Topham talking in the
study. Van Ryn's assertion that they
were not there he had regarded as a
palpable whopper. Yet they were not

there.
As ‘the two juniors left the School
House they sighted three elegan

juniors chatting
They were Smythe of the Shell, and
Townsend and Topham of the Fourth.
Jimmy stared at them.

“Hallo, there they are!” smiled Van
Ryn. “Not in my study, you see.”

“Well, my hat!”

Jimmy strode up to the three Nuts.

“Have you been in Van Ryn’s study
ten minutes ago, Towny?” he asked.

Townsend sniffed.

“I'm riot on speakin’ terms with the
cad,” he said. “I'm hardly likely to
go into his study.”

“Or you, Topham?”

“No!” snapped Topham. “I sha'n't
be goin’ there unless it’s to punch his
nose. What are you drivin’ at?”

It was evident that Townsend and
Topham, though not always truthful
yout s, were speaking the truth on this
ion. Jimmy Silver did not explain,
He walked on after Van Ryn, leaving
Towny & Co. staring.

“Satisfied?” . asked Van Ryn,
Jimmy joined him.

Jimmy Silver nodded. ,

“Yes. I'm sorry I doubted your word;
but—but I could have sworn— Dash
1], I must have been dreaming! it’s
joliy queer! Blessed if I can under-
stand it! Let’s get to the cricket.”

as
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CHAPTER 33,
Beaumont is Wrathy!

* HERLEFORE that worried brow,

Arthur Edward Lovell
asked that question. The Fistical Four
were at tea in the end study, after the
cricket practice. Lovell and Raby and
Newcome were ruddy and cheery, but
Jimmy Silver, usually the cheeriest of

the four, was plunged into deep
thought.
“Anything wrong?” asked Raby.

“You've been looking like a boiled owl
for a long time, Jimmy.
Jimmy Silver knitted h)s brows.

“It's awfully queer!” he said.

“Are you alluding %o your face?”

“Oh, don't be zn ass!” said Jimmy
peevishly. “I tell you it's jolly queer!
I'm not the sort of chap to imagine
things, am I1?”

His chums stared at him.

o Well, that depends,” said Lovell.
“You imagine you're better at hitting-
fours than I am, Jimmy. Pure imagina-
tion!”

“Fathead! Look here, listen to me,
and give me your opinion.”

“Fire away, my son! Pass the jam
first!”

“And the pickles!”

“ Listen to me, you frabjous asses, and
dash the jam and the pickles!” growled
Jimmy Silver.

“Keep you wool on. dear boy! Go
ahead; we're hanging on your words.”

Jimmy Silver related the peculiar
incident in Van Ryn's study. Lovell
and Raby and Newcome listened in
astcmshment at first, and then with
broad g

“Well uhac do you think of that?”
asked Jimy

W Lhmk you’re a bit off your rocker,
old chap!” said Lovell judicially. “Does
it run in your family, do you know?”

“Fathead!” roared Jlm_m

“It's a sure sign, when a chap hears
voices!” grinned Raby. “Poor old
Jimmy! But I must say JT've seen it
commg on for some time.”

“Ass
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“Next time the study’s in funds we’ll
get you a strait-waistcoat,
said Newcome comfortingly.
your old pals!”

“‘Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver glared at his old pals.

howling asses! This is a serious
matter! I tell you I heard Towny and
‘Toppy talking in Van Ryn’s study, as
plain as I hear you now. But they
weren’t there!”

“If they weren't there, they weren’t
there,” said Lovell. — “That’s a dead
cert, like anything in Euclid. Ergo—
that’s Latin—you imagined it! I sup-
pose it’s old age coming on suddenly!”

"Unless you’re trying to pull our leg,”

d Raby. “But if this is one of your
htﬁle ]okes I'm blessed if I see the

Jim
“Rely on

-« It isn't, fathead! It makes me feel
jolly uncomfortable!” said Jimmy.
“They weren’t there, right enough, and
I as good as called Dutchy a har over
it. But I heard their voices!”

“You've been drinking foo much
ginger-beer, Jimmy.”

“Brrrr!” growled Jimmy- Silver.

And the subject dropped, though the
three juniors eyed their study-leader
very curiously. Jimmy Silver, cool and
clear-headed as he was, was the last
fellow in the world to be afflicted by
strange fancies. The door of the end
study opened suddenly, and Higgs of
the Fourth rushed in excitedly.

The Fistical Four jumped up. Higgs
was the bully of the Fourth, though he
had mended his ways very much since
he had chummed with the new junior,
Van But Higgs was not on the
v‘arpath thls time.

““Come on, you fellows!” he shouted.

“What's on?”

Higgs chuckled gleefully.

“Beaumont, _you know— Beaumont
of the Sixth! Ha, na, ha! He’s in an
awful wax—-"

“Well, I'm jolly well not going to

leave my tea to see Beaumont in a
waxi” grunted Lovell. “Ive seen the
tad in a wax often enough!

TAMING THE BULLY!

“He can’t get into his
shouted Higgs.

“Well, let him stay out!”

“Fathead! I tell you, it’s awful fun!
Knowles of the Sixth has locked him-
self in Ecaumonts study, and won't let
him in!”

“Gammon!™

“Honest Injun!” yelled ngs
came to tell you chaps.

Higgs rushed out of the smdy in
great excitement.

“What rot!” said Lovell. ‘“He's
pulling our leg. Knowles wouldn't play
a <|lly trick like that!”

y hat! T'd like to see Beaumont
and Knowles punching one another!”
ejaculated Raby. “A pair of rotten
bullies—"

“Let’s go and see,
Jimmy.

The Fistical Four hurried out of the
study. They found a number of the
Tourth Form fellows hurrying the same
way, to the Sixth Form passage. The
exciting news had spread.

There was already a crowd on the
spot when Jimmy Silver & Co. arrived.
Beaumont, the bully of the Sixth, the
most unpopular prefect on the Classical
side, was thumping at his study door.
The door was evidently locked. Beau-
mont’s face was red with rage.

He thumped and hammered furiously.
The passage Was crowded with fellows.
Van Ryn and Tubby Muffin and Oswald
and Flynn were leaning in a row on the
wall opposite the door Beaumont was
hammering at, grinning gleefully. Van
Ryn, new as he was to Rookwood, had
felt the heavy hand of the Classical
bully, and he was evidently enjoying

The

study!”

o

anyway,” said

curious pr
prefect was not enjoying it, to judge by
dppearances
this door, you rotter!”
shouted Be..mmont
Bang! Bang! Bang!

Bulkeley of the Sixth came out of his
study, and pushed through the grinning
crow

“Bpaumcnt what on earth are jou
up te?” he exclaimed
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Beaumont turned round a red and
furious face.

“That idiot Knowles has locked him-
self in my study, and won't let me in!”
he shouted.

“Knowles?”

“Yes, Knowles.”

“What an awful check—a Modern
cad!” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.

Bulkeley looked astounded.

“Impossible!” he exclaimed. “As
if a prefect would play such a silly
trick.”

“I tell you hes here!” howled Beau-
mont. “He’s been talking to me
chrough the keyhole Lots of fellows
heard hi

“He must be out of his senses, then,
to play such a ftrick!” exclaimed
Bulkeley. " “Let me speak to him!”

Beaumont drew aside, panting, and
Bulkeley knocked sharply on the door.

“Knowles! Are you there, Knowles?”

“What-ho! Here am!” came a
sharp, unpleasant voice, with a slight
nasal sound—the well-known tones of
Knowles, the Modern prefect.

‘“What are you doing in Beaumont’s
study?”

2% Scomn" his tea.”

Bulkeley jumped.

Such a reply from a cheeky fag
would not have been surprising, but
from a prefect of the Sixth Form it
was_simply astounding.

“Knowles, are you mad?” exclaimed
Bulkeley. “ What have you locked
Beaumont out for?”

“Oh, I liks e to hear him ramp!”

“Open the door at once!”

“Go and eat coke!”

“Knowles—-"

‘Oh, shut up!”

Bulkeley gasped.

“He must be out of his senses!”
he exclaimed.

“I'm going into my study!” howled
Beaumont. My tea's getting cold, and
that Modern cad is scoffing it, too! I
just went out for a minute to speak to
Neville, and that retter must have
slipped in. Fancy a prefect japing like
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a fag! Why, I'll hammer him till he
yells, I tell you! Open this door,
ng:de._, you Modern cad!”

Bang! Bang!

CHAPTER 30.
Where is Knowles?

i¥ SILVER & CO. looked on,
highly amused, hut greatly aston-

ished. The Classical chums did not
like Knowles, the Modern prefect. He
was a_ bully, and he was a rotter
generaliy, according to the juniors. But
with all Knowles’ faults, they would
never have expected him to play a trick
like Uus, like a cheeky fag of the Third
i might have been expected
to ha,ve some sense of the dignity of
the Sixth Form.

Beaumont was astounded, too, but
he was still more enraged. Prefect or
no prefect, Knowles was locking him
out of his study and scoffing his tea,
and Beaumont intended to take sum-
mary vengeance as soon as he could
get at him.

He hammered on the door with grow-
ing fury.

“Better chuck that!” said Bulkeley
at last. “You'll have the masters com-
ing up here, Beaumont!”

“I don’t care! Do you think I'm
going to be locked out of my study?”
shrieked Beaumont.

“Knowles must be mad!”

“I'll hammer it out of him if he is!
Open this door, you Modern cad!”

“Go and eat coke!”

Bang! Bang! Bang!

“Somebody get me something to
smash in_the door!” roared Beaumont.
‘“Silver—Lovell—Jones, get me a form
or something!”

“What-ho!"” grmncd Jimmy Silver.

There was a rush to obey Beaumont's
excited command. The smashing in cf
a Sixth Form study was quite a de-
lightiul prospect to the juniors, and
there wasn’t a junior presenf wHo
wouldn't have given a week’s pocket-
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money to see the two unpopular seniors
hammering one another.

The Fistical Four came rushing back
along the passage, dragging a form with
a terrific clatter.

“Here you are, Beaumont!”

Bulkeley interposed.

“Beaumont, you can’t smash in me
door.”

“Can't I?” roared Beaumont. “Do
you think I'm going to be kept out all
:he evenmg, then? T've got my work

“Bleised if I understand it!” ex-

leimed Bulkeley. “But yowd better
get a Modern master here, and hell
order Knowles to open the door!”

“Oh, rats!”

Crash! Crash!  Crash!

The heavy form crashed on the lock,
and the door groaned and creaked.

“Look out, here comes Bcotles!”
called out Flynn of the Fourth.

Mr. Bootles, the master of the Fourth,
came rustling along the corridor, with
a very angry face.

“What is this uproar?” he exclaimed.
“Bulkeley, I am surprised that you
allow this. Beaumont, are you out of
your senses? What are you doing?”

“Knowles is keeping me out of my
study!” gasped Beaumont. “He's
locked me out. He's scoffing my grub!”

“Nonsense!”

“It’s true, sir!” said Bulkeley.

“Bless my soul!”

Mr. Bootles rapped sharply on the

loor.

“Knowles! Are you there, Knowles?”

The crowd in the passage listencd
breathlessly. They wondered whether
Knowles would venture to reply to Mr.
Bootles as he had replied to Bulkeley.
But there was no answer from the
study.

Mr. Bootles rapped agaln.

“Knowles! Knowles!”

No reply.

“‘¥ou must be mistaken; Knowles is
not there!” exclaimed Mr. Bootles. ‘It
is quite inconceivable that a prefect
would play such a trick.”

TAMING THE BULLY!

“I tell you he spoke tc us!”

‘“What—what? Nonsense! He can-
not be there! Knowles, if you are
morle, I command you to reply!”

Sij

“You sew he is not there,” said Mr.
Bootles severely. “Doubtless you locked
the door yourself, Beaumont.”

“Wha-a-at?”

“Probably you have the key in your
pocket at this moment,”

e

“Doubtless this is sheer absent-

mmdediess on your part, Beaumont.”

ut—but Knowles is in there, sir!”
e)\clalmed Bulkele; “He Was answer-
ing us through the keyhole.

“Then why does he not answer now?”
snapped Mr. Bootles. “You are mis-
taken. I am sure that a prefect would
not play such a trick. Look in your
pockets for the key, Beaumont.”

Beaumont spluttered.

“If you please, sir,” said Van Ryn
of the Fourth, “there’s a key lying on
the floor.”

He pushed it forward with his foot.
Jlmmy Silver gave him a quick glance.

had an idea Van Ryn’s foot
had been on Lhat key, concealing it,
until that moment, But Van Ryn’s face
was quite innocent.
i Mr1 Boocles blinked at the key over
is gla:
chat your doorkey, Beaumont?”

“It—)t—)b looks like it, sir,” stam-
mered Beaumont, utterly taken aback.

“Try it on the door at once!”

Beaumont, like a fellow in a dream,
stooped and picked up the key. He
inserted it in the lock, and it turned.
It was evidently the key belonging to
the door. But how had Knowles locked
himself in the study, while the key
was on the floor outside?

Beaumont threw the door open.

He stared into the study.

It was empty!

“Where on earth is Kncwles?”
ejaculated Bulkeley.

“Hiding  somewhere!”
Beaumont furioysly.

exclaimed
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He rushed into the study, followed by
half a dozen fellows. Their impression
was that the practical joker was hiding,
to avoid meeting Mr. Bootles’ wrathful
eyes. But a few minutes’ search was
quite enough to prove that there was
no one in the study, excepting the
searchers themselves.

“I told you Knowles was not here!”
snapped Mr., Bootles.

“But—but somebody was
gasped Bulkeley.

“Nonsense!  The study must have
been locked from the outside, or the
key could not have been outside!”

Beaumont blinked round the study.

“He—he must have got out of the
window,” he stammered.

“Nonsense!”

Mr. Bootles rustled away, frowning.

“All the same, Knowles was here,
and he must have cleared off by the
window,” said Beaumont, between his
teeth.,

“He hasn’t touched your grub,” re-
marked Bulkeley.

“No; I suppose that was only his

there!”

rot.”  Beaumont stared at the tea-
table Nothing had been disturbed
there. “He must have bolted by the

window when he heard Bootles, Fancy
a prefect playing such a fool trick! I'll
Jolly well go over and talk to Him about
this.”

“But how on earth did the key get
outside?”

“Might have shoved it under the
door.”

“There isn’t room.”

“The cad may have a key that fits,
then. Tl jolly well teach him not to
play tricks in my study!” snarled
Beaumont.

And the Classical prefect, leaving his
tea untouched, strode away, and
hurried over to Mr. Manders’ House to
see Knowles, He came back in about
ten minutes, looking rather dusty and
rumpled. Evidently there had been a
warm argument on the Modern side.
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CHAPTER 41, :
The Perscoution of Mr. Bootles!
R. BOOTLES was cross that
morning.

As a rule, the Fourth Form
master was a kind and good-tempered
little gentleman, Buf there were times
when he was cross, and this was one
of them.

Some thoughtless youth had played
a trick on Mr. Bootles that morning.
When he sat at his high desk at the
beginning of lessons, Mr. Bootles had
reposed on his stool for about the
millionth part of a secend, and then
leaped up with a yell that would have
done credit to a cannibal. There was a
bent pin on his stool, and Mr. Bootles
had found it. ;

It was not surprising that Mr. Bootles
was annoyed. The trick was a foolish
and dangerous one, and was probably
the work of Higgs. But the culprit did
not own up, and the whole class was
sentenced to an hour’s detention. And
Mr. Bootles’ temper had suffered so
much, that he was ratty all the morn-
ing, and, indeed, seemed to have
changed characters with Mr. Manders
of the Modern side. odern
Jjuniors were quite glad to get out of the
Form-room; but the —unfortunate
Classicals had to stand Mr. Bootles all
the morning. And towards third lesson,
he was beginning to have a wearing
effect on them.

“Blow the silly ass who played that
silly trick!” Jimmy ' Silver muttered
wrathfully, “Bootles won't get over it
for hours.”

“Silves

“Ye-es, sir.”

“You were speaking to Van Ryn?”

“Ye-es, sir.”

“Take a hundred lines! You will
ta{ge a hundred lines also, Van Ryn!”

Van Ryn didn't speak, sir,” said
Jimmy meekly.,

“Silence!”

“Bf—

“Silence! Another word, and Il
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“But I didn’t speak, sir!” protested

Van Ryn.

“Take two hundred lines, Van Ryn!”
Mr. Bootles evidently was not in a

reascnable mood.

“Right on the warpath, by gad!”

grinned Mornington.
Mr. Bootles’ ears seemed as sharp as
needles that morning.
“Take a hundred lines for talking
in class, Mornington!”

“Oh, by gad!” grunted Mornington.

There was no more talking in class.
Mr. Bootles was in a dangerous mood,
and had to be treated tactfully. But
there was an interruption before last
morning lesson was over. The big
Form-room windows were wide open,
to admit the fresh morning air. .Mr.
Bootles’ voice was droning away, When
a strange voice was suddenly heard.
apparently calling in from the quaa-
rangle.

“Rags an’ bones! Bottles an’ jars!”
The juniors simply spun round to-

wards the window, and Mr. Bootles
ceased speaking suddenly, and blinked
in the same direction.

“Hany ole rags

on the same sing-song

n bones?” went
ice.  ‘“Rags

an’ bones! Bottles an’ jars!”
“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
Bootles.

‘The juniors grinned.

It was the first time, in their ex-
perience that an itinerant merchant
in rags and bones had called to ply his
calling in the quadrangle of Rookwood
School.

““Hany ole rags an’ bones?”

Mr. Bootles strode to the wil
angrily.

“Go away!” he exclaimed. “ How
dare you come here? Go to the back
door, if you have any business here!”

The Form-master came back to the
class, quite supposing that the inter-
ruption was at an eni But it wasn't.
Just 8s he began droning again, that
sing-song voice floated in at the
window.

“Rags an’ bones! Bottles an’ jars!
Hany cle rags an’ kones!”

ow

TAMING THE BULLY!

There was 2 chuckle from the
Fourth. The Classical juniors were
tickled by the persistence of the rag
merchant, and they welcomed the in-
terruption to the lesson in the thun-
dery atmosphere of the Form-room.

Mr. Bootles did not welcome it. He
breathed through his nose.

Once more he strode, rustling, to
the window, and stared out angrily
into the quad.

“will you go away?” he shouted.

“Xeep yer wool on, guv'nor.”

Mr. Bootles blinked to and fro from
the window. The rag merchant was
not to be seen, though his voice
sounded quite close.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
Boeotles.

“Hany ole rags an’ bones, guvnor?”

“Certainly not!”

“Y1 give you a shillin’ for that there
gownd.”

“What! What!” gasped Mr. Bootles,
purple with indignation.

Mr. Bootles' gown had seen service,
but certainly it was worth a good deal
more than a shilling.

“Hany ole rags an’ bones?”

“Where is the insolent knave?” ex-
claimed the exasperated Mr. Bootles.
“I cannot see him! Where are you,
man? How ddre you hide behind that
tree and call out your offensive re-
marks?”

‘Eighteenpence
guv'nor.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” rcared the Classical
Fourth.

Mr. Bottles spun round from the
window.

““ Silence! Silence
There is no occasion for mer
the absurd insolence of that intrusive
person! Silence!”

“Hany ole rags an’ bones!‘

“Goodness gracious, this is unendur-
able!” exclaimed Mr. Bootles, and
he rushed from the Form-rcom- ta
interview the rag merchant personally
outside.

“My hat!
Jimmy Silver.

for the gownd,

immediately!
nt in

What larks!” chuckled
“The ragman is a boon
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and a b’cssm"
it for?™

e ¢ wonder!" grinned Van Ryn.

The Classicals rushed to the window.

Mr. Bootles came whisking out into
the quadrangle, with the evident inten-
tion of making some emphatic remarks
to the persistent merchant.

ut, to his amazement, the merchant
had disappeared.

Certainly there was no sign of him
to be discovered anywhere near the
windows of the Fourth Form-room.
He was not hiding behind the big tree
opposite the window. He was not to
be seen anywhere.

Mr. Bootles, breathing hard, came
back to the Form-room. The juniors
hurriedly resumed their places before
he arrived.

‘With a heightened colour, Mr. Bootles
resumed the lesson. But barely had
he started when the singing voice
floated in at the windows again.

“Hany ole rags an’ bones' ‘Tuppence
for that gownd guv’nor.”

“Dear me!”

“And mppence fur yer face, guv'nor.”

“Bless my soul! What—what inso-

But what's he doing

lence! I—I—I—" Mr. Beotles fairly
leaped -to the window. “Ruffian!
Rascal! If you do not immediately go,

I will come forth and—and personally
chastise you!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I am aware,” roared Mr. Booiles
from the window, “that you are hiding
behind that tree, you insolent knave!”

There was no reply, and Mr. Bootles,
with a snort, slammed the window
hard, and returned to the class, who
made heroic efforts to become grave.

“levt.xx you are laughing!”

«T 5

“Vers you not laughing, Silver?”

“Ye-es, sir.”

“Take a hundred lines!”

“The same hundred you gave me
before s)x”” asked Jimmy Silver inno-
cently.

Rap!

“Yarooh!” yelled Jimmy.

Mr. Bootles was in no humour for
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witticisms. His pointer came down on
Jimmy’s knuckles.

“I will keep order in this class!”
gasped Mr. Bootles. “Van Ryn, you
were laughing. There is no cause for
laughter, Van Ryn; neither is the
Form-room the proper place for un-
unseemly merriment. Hold out your
hand.

Swish!

“ Wow-wow !”

“Silence!”

The lesson was resumed in a high-
explosive atmosphere. But Mr. Bootles
was hardly going again when the voice
of the rag merchant was heard, and
this time it came from the door:

“Hany ole rags an’ Jbones!
bones, bottles, an’ jars!”

Mr. Bootles stood thunderstruck.

“The—the impertinent rascal has
actually entered the house!” he ejacu-
lated.

He ran to the door with whisking
gown.

“Rags an’ bones!”

Mr. Bootles flung the door open. and
rushed into_the corridor without, grip-
ping his pointer. If he had discovered
the rag merchant there, that gentleman
would certainly have felt the weight of
the pointer.

Butb the passage was empty!

Mr. Bootles blinked along it in amaze-
ment.

Surely the man had not had time to
flee along the corridor and dodge round
the corner? Yet he was not there!

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
Bootles.

He closed the door, and came back
to the class in great amazement.
Hardly had he turned his back on the
door when the sing-song voice was
heard again.

“Rags, bones, bottles, an’ jars!”

Round whisked Mr. Bootles like a
spinning-top, and he hurled himself at
the door. It flew open, and he rushed
out—into an empty corridor. |

“Rascal!” roared Mr. Bootles. “How
dare you, I say, enter these premises

Rags,
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and play these tricks? Iywﬂl have you
flogged! I—T mean locked up

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Bootles spun round again.

“Boys, the class is dismissed! Kindly
search the passages for that disreput-
able and insolent rascal, and bring him
to me. You are permitted to use
force!”

“Oh, certainly,

lassical Fourth.

d they rushed out pell-mell, in
great delight, to hunt for the rag mer-
chant. They hunted high and low.
But, to their astonishment, they did
not find him. Not a corner was left un-
explored. But nowhere within the walls
of Rookwood was a rag-and-bone mer-
chant to be found!

sir!”” chorused the

CHAPTER 41,
Very Mysterious!

] AG!”

F Beaumont of the Sixth called

out from his study doorway.

And_the answer to his call was a
seurrying of feet in various directions.

Nobody was anxious to fag for Beau-
moni

“F&g' roared Beaumont.

The bully of the Sixth came down the
passage, with a frowning brow and
his ashplant under his arm.

ill-luck would have it, Jimmy
Silver and Van Ryn were just coming
downstairs. The prefect spotted them
before they could dodge.

“Fag wanted!” he exclaimed.
off to my study, both of you!”

Jimmy looked rebellious.

“Just going out to the cricket, Beau-
mont,” he demurred. “Flynn’s your
fag. Find Flynn!”

“Puzzle, find Flynn!” grinned Van
Ryn.

Patrick O'Donovan Flynn had heard
Beaumont’s dulcet tones, and he was
ulread;' at a safe distance.

“Don’t give me any of your cheek,”
said Boaunom “Get to my study at
once

“Buzz

TAMING THE BULLY!

The ashplant slid down into his hand.

“Anything to oblige, dear boy,” said
Jimmy Silver, as there was no help for
it. “Come on, Dutchy!”

The two juniors walked in front of
Beaumont to his study. The prefect
did not intend to give them a chance
of dodging round a corner. Beaumont’s
study was in a dishevelled state.
Apparently some merry ragger had
been there, for the cinders were over
the carpet, the ink was spilt on the
table, and books and papers were
strewn about the floor. Some junior,
upon whom Beaumont’s ashplant had
fallen, had “got his own back ” in this
peculiar manner.

“I dare say you young scoundrels did
this, if the truth were known,” said the
Sixth Former, with a scowl.

“Not guilty, my lord,” said Jimmy
Silver cheerfully. “Never thought of it,
by gum!”

“Well, clear it up, and make the
study tidy, and lay the table for tea—
and look sharp about it!”

“Are we bound to do all that, Sil-
ver?” asked Van Ryn rebelliously.

Fagging at school was a new experi-
ence for the South African junior.

Jimmy shrugged his shoulders.

“It’s all in the game,” he said.
“When youre in the Sixth yowll be
able to play the tyrant like Beaumont.
Won't he, Beaumont?”

“Hold your “tongue, ‘and get to
work,” scowled Beaumont.

“But what about cricket?” said Van
Ryn.

“You've got a lot to learn here, you
young Hottentot,” said eaumont
angrily. “That will teach you to do
as a prefect tells you, without jawing!”
And he gripped Van Ryn’s ear and
twisted it.

The new junior gave a yell.

“Yow! Leggo, you rotter!”

“Now pile in,” said Beaumont;
no_more jaw!”

The South African junior clenched
his hands hard and measured the
senior with his eye.

Jimmy caught his arm.

“and
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You mustn’t
nst the rules of
C‘ln(: be helped.

“Cheese if, Dutchy'
hammer a mel‘eu ag:
the school, Pile in!
Keep smiling!”

Beaumont sat on a chest under the
window, ashplant in hand, to see that
the icgs i eir work, Jimmy and
n busied themselves about the

study. uuddenlry the Sixth Former gave
a jump. From the box beneath him
there came the sudden, savage growl of
a dog.

The senior rose hastily and stared at
the box.

Gr-r-rr!

“Wwhat the dickens!” exclaimed

at! Do you keep a dog in the

study, Beaumont?” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver. “ Beastly, to keep him shut up
in a box like that!”

“There can’t be a dog in that box!™”
exclaimed Beaumont. “It’s locked!”

Gr-rrr!

“Sounds like one,” grinned Jimmy.

Bow-wow-wow !

Beaumont, in_amazemnt.
“My

“My hat!” yelled Beaumont.
“Some young rotter has put the beast
in there! My Sunday clobber’s in that
box!”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jimmy Silver.
“I'm sorry for your Sunday clobber.”

“Shut up, you young villain! I dare
say you did it!” shouted Beaumont.

“Not guilty, your Majesty!” chuckled
Jimmy, dodging round the table as
Beaumont made a lash at him with
the ashplant. “But it’s a ripping idea
—ripping!”

Beaulnont tore at the lid of the box.

a vas growling msxde it, he
rntmally concluded that he must have
left it, inadvertently, un'ocked. But the
lid was locked.

“Locked!” stuttered Beaumont.

Grrrr! Bow-wow! Brorrr!

‘The prefect thrust a key into the lock
and threw up the lid.

The big chest was almost full of
clothes. Beaumont of the Sixth was a
dandy, and his wardrobe was extensive.
A neatly folded evening coat lay at
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the top. Beaumont lifted it and looked
under it.

5 H; dropped the coat and jumped
ack.

ome beast has shoved a dog under
lothes there!” he hissed. “I'll kin

my
him! IH smash him! Ill—"
G

Eclhmont flung himself at the box
and dragged the clothes out, with the
ashplant all ready to lash as scon a

saw the hidden dog. Van Ryn
touched Jimmy’s arm, and pointed to
the door. Jimmy nodded.

‘While Beaumont was busy with the
box the two juniors tiptoed out of the
study and vanished.

The prefect tore rticle after
article, but the sweet can.ne voice was
no longer heart

He stopped at last.

It was evident that there was no
animal, canine or otherwise, among the
clothes in the chest.

“My only hat!” stuttered Beaumont.
“I—I couldn’t have fancied it! Those
fags"heard it, too! Silver, you heard

Beaumont became aware that the
fags were no longer in the study. He
rushed furiously to the door.

“Silver! Van Ryn!”

There was a patter of feet in the dis-
tance, and that was all. The fags were
gone. Beaumont rushed to the window.
Out in the quadrangle Jimmy Silver
and Dick van Ryn came in sight
sauntering cheerily akm" Beaumont
waved a furious fist at them.

“silver! Come here'”

Jimmy Silver locked round and
kissed his hand to the enraged prefect.

Van Ryn raised his cap politely. Then
they strolled on.

Beaumont panted.

He knew that the young rascals
would be in cover before he could gef
along the passage and out of the door
of the School House. It was not exactly
dignified for a prefect of the Sixth to
scramble through a window. But Beau-
mont was too furious to think about
his dignity. He scrambled out, dropped
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in the quadrangle, and startéd towards
the juniors at a run.
“Look cut!” yelled Van Ryn.

“My aunt! I didn't know old Beau-
mont was an acrobat!” ejaculatcd
Jimmy Silver. “Run for it!”

‘The bully of the Sixth was bearing
down on them at top speed. Jimmy
and Van Ryn ran for it, speeding across
to the Modern side. Owing to Beau-
mont’s late troubles with Knowles, they
hoped that he would not pursue them
into Mr. Manders’ House. But Beau-
mont came on savagely, his coat-tails

ying.
“Dodge  in!” gasped  Jimmy.
“Tommy Dodd’ll let us into his study.”
‘The fleeing juniors “dodged ” in, and
unfortunately dodged right into Mr.
Meanders, the Modern master, who was
Just_coming out.
Oh! Ah! Yooop!” gasped Mr.
Manders.
The lean, angular gentleman stag-
gered back from the impact. Jimm,
and Van Ryn reeled, mo Beaumont
came to a sudden halt, and burst into
a chuckle. He strolled away, more than
content to leave the fags in the hands
of Mr. Manders. That sharp-tempered
gentleman was not likely to have much
mercy on two juniors who ha
“biffed ” him in that reckless manner.
The Modern master straightened up,
gasping for breath.

Boys! Silver! Rascals! How dare
you!” he stuttered.
“Sorry, sir! Ouxte an accident!”

“ Awfully sorry, s

“Follow me to my study!” gasped
Mr. Manders.

The two Classicals had escaped Beau-
mont, but they had escaped out of the
frying-pan into the fire. In great dis-
nmv they followed Mr. Manders to

his study.

CHAPTER a2,
A Wonderful Parrot!
A R. MANDERS selected his stout-
est cane, gasping the while, He
as winded. Strictly speaking,
Mr. \mnders had no authority to cane

THE BULLY!

Classical juniors, who did not belong
to his division at all; but he was assum-
ing the right for the occaston. And it
was plain that argument on the subject
would not be any use.

Jimmy Silver and Van Ryn stood
waiting while Mr. Manders pumped for
breath. Van Ryn's eyes wandered
round the study, and rested upon a
parrot in a cage before the window.
The_parrot was cackling and blinking
at the juniors with evil eyes, quite as
if he understood and enjoyed their
position.

Mr. Manders’ parrot was very like
his owner in temper. He delighted in
bestowing sharp pecks upon anything
that came within his reach—unsus-
picious fingers that offered him sugar
ofter: received a savage pinch—and
there were a dozen Modern fellows who
had sworn solemn vows to wring Polly’s
neck at the first convenient oppor-
tunity.

Van Ryn’s merry eyes glimmered as
he looked at the parrot.

“You young rascals!” gasped Mr.
Manders. “I shall impress upon your
minds that you must not—-"

“Cut it short, cocky!”

Mr. Manders jumped almost clear of
the floor.

“Wha-at? Who spélke?” he stuttered.

“Keep your wool on, cocky!”

The Modern master blinked at the
parrot.

Jimmy Silver stared at the bird
blankly. He knew that the Modern
master spent hours in frying to teach
that ill-favoured parrot to talk, but Polly
had never got- farther than “Good-
morning!” and “Polly wants sugar!”

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
Manders.

“Bless your boots!” came from the
parrot.

me! Polly—it—it is the par-
rot! Bless my soul!”
“Cackle, cackle, cackle!” from Polly.
“Dear me!” said Mr. Manders, lay-
ing down the cane and approaching the



THE SCHCOLEOYS' OWN LIBRARY

parrol’s cage. “This is extraordinary!
My t!Cu,)A\, has not been expended in
parrot has learned quite
sde enly o talke, This is very satisfac-

“Oh, what a face!”
“Wha-a-at?”
“Where did you dig up these

features, Mandy?”

“G-g-goodness gracious!”

“Oh, what a chivvy! Cackle, cackle!
What & benighted chivvy! Ha, m.

The expression on Mr. Mander
yas extraordinary. It was th\sm.\,mry

is parrot talking with such
fauhLy Butb Polly’s remarks in them-
selves could not be considered flat-
tering.

“Polly!” gasped Mr. Manders.

‘“Oh, cheese it, old scout!”

“Goodness gracious!”

“What a voice! Oh, what a voice!
Funny cld file! Laugh at him!” came
from the cackling parrot. ‘“What a
funny old file!”

Mr. Manders stuttered.

“I saw you, Mandy!” pursved the
astonishing bird. “Who goes down to
Coombe and ogles the milliner? Ha,
hat”

“Ha, ha!” echoed Jimmy Silver in-
voluntarily.

Mr. Ma_ndcrs spun round, his face
crimson.

_ “silence! Someone has been teach-
ing the bird to say those dreadful
things!” he gasped. ‘“‘Knowles’—

Knowles was passing the door, and he
stopped—* Knowles, are you aware of
anyfa.ny Jjunior having been in my
study, teaching my parroL to—to repeat
“txocxoub expressions?”
“No, sir!” said Knowles, in astonish-
ment.

“He has learned atrocious expres-
sions from someone!” exclaimed Mr.
Manders.

_“I didn’t know he could talk at all,
sir,” said Knowles.

“‘Nonsense, Knowles—nonsense! A
very intelligent bird—very. But—but
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he shall not be taught such vile expres-

sions! I shall inquire very strictly—"
“Cackle, cackle! Polly wants
sugar!” said the parrot.
“No harm in that, sir,” said
Knowles ‘“Is there?”

“N-no; but he was saying something
—something quite different—personal
references of the most unpleasant kind.
strangc to say, he has stopped it now,”

said Mr. Manders. “It is—is extraordi-
pary! A few minutes ago he was
speaking with astonishing facility, and
—and repeating vulgar express
is very strange mat he should have
ceased so suddenly.’

Knowles looked at the master’s red-
dened - face, wondering whether Mr.
Manders had been drinking. Knowles’
opinion was that the parrot was a
stupid beast, who would never learn
more than “Polly W’lnLS sugar.”

“It is extraordinary,” saxd Mr, Man-

ders, breathing very har He picked
Up his cane as his glcmcc fell on the
Jjuniors. “Ah! *

“Draw it mild, Mandy-pandy!”
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Knowles jumped as that voice came
from the parrot’s cage, and Mr. Man-
ders spun round again.

“My hat!” ejaculated Knowies.

“You—you hear him yourself now,
Knowles.”

“Hallo, Knowlesey! What a face!
Got a smoke about you, Knowles?”

Knowles’ face was a study.

“Some—some young villain has been
teaching him that!™ he gasped.

“Poor old Manders! What a face!
What a phiz! Why don't they put
Manders in the Zoo? Ha, ha!”

“Silence!” gasped Mr. Manders.

“Oh, go and chop chips, funny
face!”

“Bless my soul! I—I—I—"

“What a voice! Oh, what larks!”
came from Polly. “I say, Mandy, old

scout, kiss me and call me Albert ‘Who
ogles the milliner—what?”

“My word!” murmured Knowles.

“There is no foundation whatever,
I—I need hardly say, for the insinua-
tion implied in that—that speech!”
stuttered  Mr. Manders. “Some
depraved young scoundrel has taught
my parrot those words—"

“Qh, of course, sir!” said Knowles,
with a suppressed grin.

“Polly! Silence! Silence! Goed
heavens, what is he saying now?”
stuttered Mr. Manders.

“OCh, Mandy! Naughty, naughty!
What did you say to the milliner?
Kiss me and call me Albert! Ha, ha!”

“You may go!” exclaimed Mr.
Manders hastily, with a gesture to the
juniors. *“Go at once—do you hear?

Jimmy Silver and Van Ryn were only
too glad to go. Knowles stepped dis-
creetly out of the study. Mr. Manders
blinked at the parrot, and mopped his
perspiring brow. Someone must have
taught the parrot those dreadful say-
ings—someone—some fellow in his own
House, evidently. But who? Mr. Man-
ders stared helplessly at the bird.

y TAMING THE BULLY!

Strange to say, Polly did not make a
single further remark after the juniors
were gone.

“Well, that beats it!” ejaculated
Jimmy Silver as the two juniors hur-
ried out of Mr. Manders' House.
“Fancy that silly parrot talking like
that! Some of the Modern kids have
been teaching him, I suppose. Letting
poor old Manders’ secrets out, too!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Jolly lucky for us, too!” grinned
Jimmy Silver. “Mandy didn’t want
us to hear any more.”

“Jolly lucky, wasn't it?” agreed Van
Ryn.

And the two Classicals went down ts
the cricket in high good humour.

CHAPTER 43.
Mysterious Voices!
- ALLO, what’s the row?” asked

H Jimmy Silver as he came into

the Common-room that even-
ing. “Don’t keep it to yourselves.”

“The blessed place is haunted, I
believe!” growled Townsend. *
thought I'd sat on a dog! I heard xt
yelp distinctly,. And—and—

“And there was no dog there” re-
marked Van Ryn. “Wonderfull”

“Jolly queer,” said Topham. “I
could have sworn I heard a dog yelp
when Towny sat down.”

Townsend sat down in the armchair
again, looking puzzled and disturbed.
Jimmy Silver looked puzzled, too.

There had certainly been several
queer happenings at Rookwood during
the past two or three days—happenings
that could hardly be accounted for.
Jimmy Silver had been thinking about
the matter a good deal.

Townsend and Topham, with one eye
on Van Ryn, began a pleasant conver-
sation on the subject of South Africa.
Towny and Toppy had found by ex-
perience that Van Ryn was a hard
hitter, and they no longer thought of
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ragging the new junior, but they were
sml as much down on him as ever.
Now they were holding an agresable
(‘611 ate concerning Van Ryn’s native
land, for the South African to hear,
Townsend averring that Boers were
cannibals, and Topham suggesting re-
ferri: the question to Van Ryn, as a
fellow who ought to know. Some of the
Classicals expected to see Van Ryn
break out, but the ncw Jjunior only
smiled. Towny and Toppy’s pleasant
little talk was lutclrupbed however.

“Oh, you're a silly idiot, Towny!”

“Oh, am I?” said Townsend, star-
ing at his chum. “You silly ass——

“Eh, what’s that?” asked Topham.
“I didn’t speak.”

*“‘Don’t you tell whoppers!” growled
Townsend. “Tl jolly well punch your
head if you open your silly mouth
again!”

‘What!” yelled Topham.

“I—I—" Townsend stared about
l’}’?l\" in bewilderment. “I didn’t say
that

“You cheeky ass!” exclaimed Top-

wm.  “Don’t tell lies! I'd like to see

you punchmg my head, you tailor’s
my

Yeure a funk, Top-

“Look here, do you want a thick
ear?” shouted the astonished Topham.

“I—I didn’t say anything of the
knd' I-1—"

“Are you oﬁ your rocker?” de-
manded Topham. “First you say a
thm" and then you say you didn’t say

“I didn't! I—I never—"
“‘On, shut up! You're a rotten funk
yourself !

“Well, you two chaps are gettin’ re-
markably polite to one another, I must
say,” remarked Smythe of the Shell.

“I didn't say that!’ howled Topham.
“Somebody else— 't you shove
your oar m. Smythey, or I'll dot your

l‘ly nosc
will you, ad!” exclaimed
Adolphus Smyme wrathf\zuy “ra
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s00m shc\v you who will get his nose
dottcd
“‘Here, hands off !’ shouted Topham,
as the mdxgnant Adolphus rushed at
hxm “I didn't speak! I never!
rooooh
Adolphus was not a fighting man as
a rule, but Topham was a very easy
opponent. Adolphus bowled him over

at the first rush.
Topham blinked up at him from the
hearthrug.

Oh, my hat! I tell you I

e § you want a jolly good lwkm’ get
up an’ have it!” said Sm

“I tell you I never saxd—

“Oh, rats!”

Van Ryn strolled out of the Common-
room, leaving Smythe and Townsend
and Topham engaged in a heated argu-
ment. Jimmy Silver cast a very pecu-
liar look after the South African
Junior.

‘Ceme on, you chaps!” he said to
chums.

“Hallo, what’s on?” yawned Lovell.

“Follow your Uncle James, and don’t
jaw!”

“Oh, rats! All right!”

The Fistical Four strolled out of the
Common-room. As they passed down
the passage there was the sudden yap
of a dog from a dark corner, and they
]unxped back.

out!” ejaculated Lovell.
“There 's a blessed dog loose here!”

Grrrr!

The chums of the Fourth peered
about them. But there was no dog to
be seen. Lovell rubbed his eyes

“Is the blessed place haunted?” he
exclaimed.

“I rather think it is—in a way,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Come on, weTe
going to lay the ghost!”

Van Ryn was on the stairs, and
Jimmy Silver & Co. followed him up.
The South African junior went into
his study, and the four followed him.

hi:
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“What the thunder have we come
here for?” demanded Raby.

“To lay the ghost!” said Jimmy
Silver calmly.

“What the merry dickens——"" began
Lovell.

“shut the door,” said Jimmy.

“Hallo, what's the game?”
Van yn.

“You are!” said Jimmy Silver coolly.
“You're going to get the bumping of
your life, my son, for spoofing the end
study! Collar the cheeky bounder!”

Van Ryn backed round the table.
But Jimmy Silver’s followers, for once,
did not obey the order of their great
leader. They stared at him blankly
instead.

asked

CHAPTER 41
gimmy Sitver Solves the Mystery!
“ YIMMY, you ass—"
J “Jimmy, you fathead—-"
“What the dickens are you driv-
ing

“Dxdnc you say that Rookwood was
haunted?” demanded Jimmy Silver.
“Wwell, W“’V" come here to lay the
ghost !

“Blessed if I know what you're driv-
ing at!” said Lovell peevlshly V/hat
lhs Van Ryn gct LO do with i

“Lots, I

“A little uﬁ wur rockcr, pcrhars"’
suggested Van Ryn. Know
yowve been hearing voices ‘.nd things

“Yes, I know TI've been hearing
voices,” said Jimmy Silver grimly;
“and I've found out where the voices
come from, too!”

“Look here, what are you geftting
at?” roared Lovell. “If you're not talk-
ing out of the back of your neck—-"

a Shus‘n and listen to your Uncle
said Jimmy Silver chidingly.
s been too many jolly mysteri-
hquminn lately, and your
two and two
TFixst of all, the day before

ous n
Unele Jam
Sogether.

TAMING THE BULLY!

esterday I heard voices in this study
Tcwny and Tapp} voices—and they
‘cn‘t here,
Oh, you were dreaming!”
LD\"‘H while Van Ryn grinned.

“Then Beaumont heard Knowles’
voice in his study, and Knowles wasn'
there,” said Jimmy.

“Wasn't he there?” said Raby.

“No, he wasn’t. Then Bootles heard
a rag-and-bone man hooting in at the
window, and when we hunted for a
rag-and-bone merchant, there wasn't
one to be found.”

“Well, he had cleared off !”

‘“‘He hadn't cleared off.”

“You ass, he must have cleared off,
as he wasn't there when we looked for
him!"” said Newcoine, puzzle

“He wasn’t there, because he never
had been there,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Thalt rag- and bone merchant hasn't
been born yel

“ Wha-a-at!

Jimmy’s chums blinked at him,
seriously alarmed for the state of his
sanity. But Jimmy went on cheerily :

“Then there was a dog in a locked ’
box in Beaumont’s study, and Beau-
mont didn't find it—it wasn't there.
Then Mr. Manders’ parrot began to
talk in a wonderful way—never talked
like it before—and he said things that
made old Manders anxious to get us
out of hearing, and saved us a licking.”

“Well, that was jolly lucky!”

“Yes, wasn't it? Then Towny hears
a dog yelp when he sits down and
thinks he’s sat on a dog—which wasn't
there! Then Towny and Toppy begin
to slang one another, and each of them
declares that he never said what he
said. And then we hear a dog in the
pascage—but there isn’t a dog to be
found. But your Uncle James has
worked it out. Rcokwood isn't haunted,
and there is such a thing in existence
as a ventriloquist, and that’s what's the
matter.

said

,,.

ventriloguist!”  ejaculated

Lovell.
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Jimmy Silver nodded calmly.

“Yes; Lhats the only way of
accounting for it.”
“My hat! I shouldn’L wonder,” said

Raby thoughtfully. ‘“Blessed if there’s
any other way of accounting for it.
But who’s the chap? We should jolly
well know if there was a tricky beast
like that at Rookwood!™

“That’s what I'm coming to,” said
Jimmy Silver calmly. “There certainly
wasn't a ventriloquist at Rookwood
before Van Ryn came; but there was
one soon after he came. Putting two
and two together, my sons, and making
four of it, I conclude that Van Ryn is
the giddy ventriloquist, and the time’s
come for him to own up.”

“Oh, crumbs!”

Van Ryn laughed.

Jimmy Silver pointed an accusing
finger at him.

“Youre a funny beggar,” he re-
marked. “You've been pulling our leg.
You were studying, you told me, when
T heard those voices in your study.
rather think you were studying to re-
produce Towny and Toppy’s voices—
what? . You have been on the spot
every time these weird voices have been

eard. Youre the giddy Polonius
bc{nnd the curtain, and you're bowled
oul

-

“Bowled -out, by gum!” said Lovell.
“ Pulling the leg cf the end study, too!
Collar him!

“Leggo!” roared Van Ryn, as the

Fistical Four seized him. “I own up.
I— It was on!y a joke, I-— Yah!
Yoop! Yaroop

Bump! Bump! Bump!

“ Yow-ow-woop ! ”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Give him another!” gasped Jimmy
Silver. *He’s a funny merchant, but
h'e ;nusm’t be too funny with the end
stud

Bump't

“And another Lo show our apprecia-
tion of the joke!
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“Ha, ha, ha!”
Bump!
“Leggo!” roared Van Ryn. “I own

up. you silly asses! Chuck it!”

“Give him another for his cheel,
a.nﬂ;mother for his neck—"

Bump! Bump!

Justice having been done—over-done,
as it seemed to the unfortunate victim
—the Fistical Four released Van Ryn.
The South African junior sat on the
floor and gasped.

*You silly asses!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You frabjous chumps!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silver! What is this? What—
what?” - It was Mr. Bootles’ staccato
voice at the door. “Silver, I am sur-

prised—shocked! What—what?”

Jxmmy Silver spun round.
only—only a joke, sir!” he gasped.
“Only ‘Why—what—where—
where S Bouf.les? * gasped Jimmy Silver.
ha, ha!” roared Van Ryn.
Theu Jimmy Silver understocd.
“You japing bounder! Was that you
again? Collar him!”
Van Ryn caught up 2 cricket-bat.
“Chuck it!
“That’s all very Weu—
course it is,” said Van Ryn,
. “Pax, you duffers! TI've
pulled your silly legs, and you've
bumped me, $0 weTe quits! Chuck

And the Fistical Four, on considera-
tion, “chucked”

“So the bounder’s a giddy ventrilo-
quist,” said Lovell. “I say, what larks
we can have with the Moderns before
they can find out!”

“Hear, hear!” said the Co.
together.

And that happy prospect quite recon-
ciled the Fistical Four to the Rook-
wood ventriloquist.

all

THE END.
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ANIMAL ATHLETES

E fellow who can run a hundred
yards 1. ten seconds dead is a
champion; and if he can clip
another second off that he will be a
world-beater. ~ But even then he
wouldn’t beat the athletes of the
animal world, for there are scores of
animal species which can outstrip the
fastest human runner.

Fastest of them all is the cheetah,
or hunting leopard, which will keep up
sixty miles an hour for short spurts.
These long-bodied, long-legged giant
cats are trained by Indian rajahs to
hunt down wild deer, and a wealthy
native prince will pay fabulous sums for
a_specially speedy one. etah
which was once “timed” against a
motor-car to dmcover its um
speed, kept up with the car unt‘ ixty-
six miles an hour was reached.

254

High Jumps.

For jumping, the kangaroo has all
other animals of its size beaten.. The
kangaroo's powerful back legs, which
are perfect muscular springs, will flip
it over ground in thirty-five feet
bounds, and at 2 speed that will easily

utstrip a galloping horseman.

The g“eahesL long-distance runner of
them all f—cspecially th
Siberian \HLI \’»h)ch is found in Nonh
Russia. Cases have been known where
these amazing creatures have traveiled
a thousand miles in less than a week.

Probably mosi of you would say that
toe elephant is the strongest creature
in the animal world. That, however, is

only true when size is not taken
into accou for the gorilla, bulk for
bull, is many times more powerful than
the stro; clephant. A gorilla can

break a inch diameter tree-trunk in
half with its bare hands.

The ordinary ant deserves a medal
in the “strong man” championship,
too. Scientists who have studied ants
say that they are capable of dragging
about objects one hundred and forty
times as heavy as themselves.

200 m.pAh. Birds.

The strength of birds is sometimes
very remarkable too. An eagle is quite
capable of lifting a dead beast as heavy
as itself into the air, and flying a con-
siderable distance with it. The endur-
ance of birds of prey is equally startling;
the giant condors of South America are
believed to spend whole days and nights
on the wing, without ever coming to
earth to rest.

But when it comes to speed, our
British swifts have even the biggest
birds licked hollow. Scientists who have
timed them in-flight, by means of an
apparatus  similar that used for
gauging the speed of aercplanes, have
found that a swift can do two hundred
miles an hour in a “power dive.” The
sixty miles an hour of a racing pigeon
seems slow by comparison.

It is interesting to find that some fish
can also do a mile a minute. The
salmon is one cof the fastest swimmers;
others with approximately the same
speed are the tarpon and the marlin,
two giants from the Pacific Ocean.

The tarpon is also a pretty useful
jumper. Big-game fishermen have seen
a hooked tarpon weighing two or three
hundred pounds fling itself ten feet
clear of the water and clear a simiiar
distance in its mighty leap through the

ir
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You Cannot Fail to be Thrilled by this Ace-high
Yarn of Harry Wharton & Co.’s Holiday Adventures
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E ?10 DAY!

{

or China with

Who's for big-thrill adventures en o
Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars? Join up with
them to-day and follow their exciting experiences
in protecting Wun Lung of the Remove from the
vengeance of the Mandarin Tang Wang, a * tong '
leader secking his life !

On Sale Now - - - - Price 4d.
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