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BRIDGE-BUILDING
BRAIN-WAVES!
10 O

‘i‘j"’\’Y HEN a big bridge is being built

the engineers always make a

start from each side of the gap

to be spanned, gradually building

out towards the middle, where the
two halves meet and are joined.

It is one of the greatest marvels of
modern engineering that a bridge can
be built ih this way, for, although the
span is often over a thousand feet, the
two halves must join up exactly, not
even half an inch out! But it is not
always possible to carry out the job
without a hitch-—and then the engineer
has a chance to show his real worth.

u
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Heat Joins a Bridge!

In the building of the Forth Bridge,
Scotland, for instance, an extraordinary
snag arose when the two halves of the
last span, meeting 150 feet above the
river, had been completed. For it was
found that the gu‘dr‘rs did not quite
meet; there was a an inch in
the middle of the brxdge, s0 that the two
halves could not be bolted together.

Then one of the engineers in charge
of the job had a brain-wave. “Wait
till midday to-morrow,” he said. “By
that time the sun will have heated the
steel and made it expand, when the
gap will be closed.”

That is exactly what happened—but
only on one side of the bridge. For on
the other, a breeze which sprang up
cooled the s_t,eel, *preventing the neces-
sary expansiol

The engineer suddenly had another
idea. Ordering his men to collect piles
of wood shavings and oily rags, he had
the stuff piled into bonfires all along
the girders. Gradually, as the heat of
the fires expanded the metal, the gap

in the middle closed, until finally the
bolts could be tightened home, and the
mighty 1,700-ft. span of the bridge was
complete!

Ice Does the Trick!

The engineers who built the Eads
Bridge over the Mississippi at St. Louis,
U.S.A., had a different kind of trouble
to contend with. In their case, the last
girder of the central span could not be
fitted in, as it was found to be two
inches too long. Colonel Flad, the engi-
neer-in-charge, racked his brains for a
solution to the trouble. Then, in a
flash of inspiration, he ordered the
bridge girders to be wrapped in cloths
and boxed in-wooden troughs, into
which were rammed fifteen tons of ice.
As the steelwork cooled, the girders con-
tracted, and the gap between them
grew. But not until another forty-five
tons of ice had been sent for and packed
around the girders did the gap open
wide enough for the misfit girder to be
slid home.

Hell Gate Bridge, U.S.A., was another
nightmare for its builders. It was de-
signed to be the biggest arch bridge in
the world, with a 997-ft span, carrying
four rall\vay tracks. To support the
weight of this mighty structure, tre-
mendous fouhdations had to be dug out
at either side. But when boring started
at one end, it was found that, a hundred
feet below the surface, the sub-strata
of rock was split by a great fissure,
which had filled up in some past age
with soft red clay. It was impossible to
erect bridge foundations on such
material, and at first it seemed as if
a new site for the bridge would have to
be found. That would be so expensivges
however, that it was practically un-
thinkable; so finally, at great risk, the
chasm was bridged over with a_solid
concrete arch a hundred feet below
ground. How successfully the job was
done can be gauged from the fact that
since it was built in 1916 till the present
day, Hell Gate Bridge has carried
hea‘lv'ier traffic than any other in the
worl
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A tip-top yarn, featuring JIMMY SILVER & Co., the Cheery Chums of
Rookwood, in a series of lively school adventures.

CHAPTER 1.
Astounding News!
“ yIMMY!”

I Tubby Mufiin of the Classical

J  Tourth, came into the junior
Common-room, with a letter in his
hand.

‘There was an excited expression upon
Tubby Muflin’s podgy face as he called
out to the captain of the Fourth.

Jimmy Silver was talking football
with Lovell and Raby and Newcome
near the fire, and he turned .a very
deaf ear.

He could guess what Tubby \’[\lfﬁn
wanted, without being told.
was the best customer at the school
shop. He had the largest appetite at
Rookwood, but one of the smallest
allowances—and a large appetite and a

small allowance did
together.

Hence Tubby had developed into a
dly borrower, and as Jimmy Silver
was one of the best-natured fellows in
tl Fourth, Jimmy was a frequent
vietim,

Fellows who were better pmuucd with
money than Jinmy did not malke TL.bx)y
half so many loans. Mornington, who
rolled in money, would give him a cuff
instead of a lean. Tubby would not
have minded if he had received a loan
along with the cuff, but the cuff by
itsell was no use to him. Townsend
and Topham and Peele, and the other
nuts, had plenty of “tin” to expend on
secret cigarettes, but none whatever for
Tubby.

not “hit it off ”

s o,

But Jimmy was growing fed-up.
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Lovell and Raby and Nefcome had
been fed up for some time. Tubb;
never by any chance repaid a loan—
though he was always going fo, when
something furned up. Something never
did turn up.

So Jimmy Silver continued to dis-
cuss the offside rule with his chums,
and Tubby Muffin shouted unheeded:

“Jimmy—Jimmy—Jimmy Silver!”

Jimmy did not turn his head.

“Where'’s that silly ass, Silver!” ex-
claimed Tubby, looking round the
Common-room. “I thought the silly
fathea.d was herel”

a, ha!”

“Wbat‘s that, you cheeky oyster?”
Lxclmmed Jimmy Silver, looking round
at

- Oh Ididn't see you, old chap!” said
Tubby affably. “I was just asking
where my old pal Jimmy was——"

I'll old pal vcu"' growled Jimmy
Silver. “Cut off! You had half my
allowance last weck, and this week I
want it myself. Nothing doing.”

“T'm going to settle that, Jimmy.”

“Has something turned up?” asked
Jimmy sarcastically.

“Oh, my hat!”

“You're going to settle up a loan?
yelled Lovell. “Draw it mllj Tubby
Let’s see the tin.”

“I hay en’t got it yet.”

“Ha, ha,

“An’ you never will have, you
spongin’ tub,” saild Townsend. “You
owe me Lwo bob from last term!”

“And  me half-a-crown!”
Topham.

“The fat bounder owes me nearly a
quid,” growled Lovell, “and all gone in

said

grub! I'm done with him for one!”
“I'm not after your-'rotten bobs,
Lo\e]l ” sald Tubby Mufin disdain-

. “I want Jimmy Silver to read
Lh.{s letter for me, and give me his
;a%\tzice It’s an awfully surprising
etter.”

’ said Jimmy Silver, quite taken
aback “I 11 do that! But, really, Tubby,

you must go easy and leave a chap some
of his tin for himself, you know.” '

“I'm going to settle up shortly all
round,” said the fat Classical. “You
just read that letter, Jimmy. It's a big
surprise. I always knew my uncie
Joshua was rich—I've told you chaps
lots of times—-"

“About a hundred times” said
Rawson.
“Begorra, it’s nearer a rmllion, I

should say!” remarked Flynn.

“Has Uncle Josh died and left you a
fortune?” queried Mornington, in tones
of great sarcasm.

“Well, it looks like it,” said Tubby.
“That’s what the letter means, if it
mea.ns anything. It quite Lnochcd me

“By gad!”

7 You want me to read this?” asked
Jimmy, as Tubby shoved the letter into
his hand.

“Yes; and tell me what you think
of it. Read it out. I don’t mind the
fellows hearing!” said Tubby.

“Right-ho!”

The Classical juniors gathered round
with some interest.

If Tubby had been left a fortune, it
was quite an_interesting matter—for
there was hardly a fellu\v in the Fourth
to whom Tubby Muffin did not owe
some amount, larger or smaller. He
was supposed _even to have extracted a
loan from Leggett of the Modern
Fourth, the meanest fellow at Rook-
woed, such was his skill.

The impecunious Tubby as the pos-
sessor of a handsome fortune would be
quite a remarkable Tubby—more especi-
ally as nobody had ever believed in his
wealthy Uncle Joshua. Uncle Joshua
certainly existed, for he had visited
Tubby at Rookwood; but he did not
look like a millionaire, and none of his
fabled “quids” ever came Tubby’s way.
t, Jimmy!” said Van Ryn. Van
Ryn, as Tubby’s study-mate, was one of
his chief victims, and he had quite a
large financial interest in Tubby's m-
heritance—if it was a fact.

Jimmy, with growing surprise in mq
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face, read out the letter. It was typed
from beginning to end, and certainly
looked very businesslike. It ran:

2

“Law _Buildings,

Chancery Lane, London.
—We beg to inform you that our
valued client, Mr. Joshua Mufiin, died
suddenly on Saturday morning. By his
will you are left sole heir to his estate,
amounting, so far as can be at present
ascertmnbd to appreximately £600,000.
The estate will remain in the hands of
the appointed trustees until you reach
the age of twenty-one; but, meanwhile,
an allowance of £500 per annum will be

to you, under our late client’s in-
structions. Your presence will be re-
quired at a latter stage in the proceed-
ings, on what date we shall duly inform
you. Meanwhile, we remain, yours to
command,

H
“For Messrs &
5 smv‘xtors
“Master Reginald Muffin,
“Rookwood School.”

Crook,

CHAPTER 2.
Very Poputar!
REAT pip!”

SIX hundred  thousand

“Five h\u'dxed a ycar"’

“Tubby!

It was a r:-gular
Common-room. eye was fixed
upon Tubby l\quEm The startling news
almost took away the breath of the
Roo‘{\vond juniors.

Tubby, the most impecunious fellow
in’the school, the happy possessor of
six hundred thousand pounds!

It was staggering!

And only that day Tubby had been
seeking, in vain, to raise a loan of two-
pence ~or threepence from fellows he
had tired out with his importunities.

Not even twopence had been forth-
coming for Tubby, and he had been
compelled to go without anything to

chorus in the

eat between meals—an awful experience
for Tubby.

He was not hhd} to ask in vain for
twopences now.

“Well, my hat!” said Jimmy Silver.
“I congratulate you, Tubby!”

“Congratulations, old chap!” said
Townsend, clapping Tubby on the shoul-
der in the heartiest possible manner. It
was wonderful to see the change in
Towny. The good Towny was already
thinking of initiating Tubby into the
mysteries of nap and banker and bridge.
Tubby would be able to afford it out of
five hundred a year.

“Jolly glad to hear it, Tubby,” said
Topham, with equal heartiness. “I re-
member seeing your old uncle, old Uncle
Joshua, and I thoaghu he looked like a
=8 millionaire—

“Why, you said he looked like an old-
clo‘hcs man,” said Flynn, with a stare.

“Sure I heard ye.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘Topham turned very red. He re-
gretted that unfortunate remark now.
Had he only known that Uncle Joshua
Muffin would “cut up” like this he cer-
tainly wouldn’t have said he looked like
anything but a prince, or a duke, at the
very. least.

“By gad, youll be abc to settle up
all round now, Tubby,” said Peele.
“Don’t worry about that trifle you owe
me, though. That can wait.”

“I say, Jimmy Silver, that
that I'm going to be rich, does
asked Tubby anxiously.

Jimmy nodded and smiled.

“It seems so, Tubby. According to
that, you're going to be jolly rich.”

“That will be ripping, wen't it?”

“It will, rather. Yowll be the most
popular fellow at Rookwood,” chuckled
Lovell. “Youwre a nice chap, Tubby.”

“Eno»

“I always loved you like a brother,
you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha

“And we m\xsm t call you Tubby an;
longer, either. Now I come to think of
it, you are really a slim, elegant chap!”

“Graceful!” grinned Raby.
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“Beau  Brummell, only more so!”
chuckled Newcome.

“I say, don’t you make fun of me,
you know,” said Tubby. “I'm not going
to swank because I'm rich, like Morn-
ington.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Youre richer than
now,” grinned Rawson.
have two of ‘em.”

Mornington scowled, and stalked out
of the Common-room. Morny's wealth
had been cven more oppressive in the
Fourth than Tubby’s impecuniousness.
Certainly, Tubby couldn’t very well be
more proud of his cash than Morning-
ton had been. But, to do Tubby justice,
he showed no signs of “swank ” so far.

“I say, don't you fellows think this
will make any difference to me,” said
Tubby. “I'm going to settle up all
round, as soon as I get my money.”

“Hear, hear!”

“And anybody who's ever lent me
any meney can come to me for a loan
whenever he likes,” said Tubby liberally.

“Bravo!”

“I'm going to subscribe to the sports
club, and stand a new set of goalposts
and nets to the Form!”

“Hurrah!”

“And as soon as I get the first money
from the lawyers, there’s going to be a
ripping feed for all the Fourth!”

“Good old Tubby!”

There was no doubt that Tubby
Muflin was going to be popular.

Jimmy Silver & Co. and all the decent
fellows had to admit that Tubby wasn’t
spoiled, so far, by great wealth. He
offered a very striking and favourable
contrast to Mornington. fellows
who were not quite so decent were cer-
lain to “make up” to Tubby for his
money.

Tive hundred a year was a stunning
allowance for a junior schoolboy. Cer-
tainly the Head would probably have
something to say about that; but, at all
events, it was quite assured that Tubby
would always have plenty of money—
mere than even Mornington,

Mornington
“We shall

4

Towny & Co. were quite affectionate
to him already.

Mornington had stalked off; but his
dear pals did not follow him. They saw
no great necessity for flattering and
conciliating Mornington now.

Tubby reigned in his stead.

Tubby was richer, and Tubby was a
much easier fellow to get on with,
much easier to make something out of.
Towny & Co. were quite prepared to
install the fat Classical as leader of
their aristocratic and elegant set, if it
came to that.

After all, they considered, Tubby
wasn't a bad chap, and in their select
company he would tone down a little.
Come to think of it, Tubby really was
quite a little gentleman, in his way. Six
hundred thousand pounds made a mar-
vellous difference in Towny & Co.’s esti=
mation of Tubby.

Leggett of the Fourth came into the
Common-room, and he glanced at the
excited group inquiringly.

“Anything on?” he asked.

“Tubby’s come into a fortune,” said
Rawson.

“My hat! Congratulations, Tubby,
old chap,” said Leggett, with a rather
peculiar look at the fat Classical.

“You can buzz off, Leggett,” said
Townsend, before Tubby could reply.
“We don’t want any Modern rotters
here.”

“Well, Muffin owes me six bob,” said
Leggett surlily. “If he’s come into a
fortune, he can square.”

‘“He hasn't got the money yet, fat-
head. Might ke weeks. It's only the
lawyer’s letter telling him about it,”
said Topham. “Tubby won't be hard
up, though. Tuabby’s got friends.”

“I dare say he has—now,” sneered
Leggett.

you mean to insinuate—"*
began Topham hotly.

“Oh, I haven’t come here to rag,”
said Leggett. “I want my six hob,
Tubby.”

Tubby Muffin sniffed, *
“I dare say I can borrow six bobj
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and settle with you, Leggett,” he said.
“Jimmy Silver, can you lend me six

bo!

“Nothing doing,” said Jimmy. “Let
Leggett wait.”

“I say, Lovell—"

“Can’t be done.”

“Never mind about those chaps,
Tubby,” said Townsend. “T’ll lend you
six bob with pleasure—half-a-quid, if
you like.”

“I say, youre awfully good,” said

Tubby.

“Not at all, old chap. I suppose a
fellow can always borrow half-a-quid
of a pal,” said Townsend.

“Pals already!” murmured Lovell,
with a grin.

Tubby Muffin’s podgy fingers closed
greedily on the ten-shilling note Town-
send handed him. He secemed scarcely
able to believe in his good luck.

“Youll have lots of those soon,
Tubby,” remarked Towny indulgently.

“Ye-es, of course. Come along to the
tuckshop.”

“You haven't settled with me,” said
Leggett grimly.

“Oh, rats! Change that, then,” said
Tubby loftily.

Leggett took the ten-shilling note,
and handed Tubby four shillings
change. Then he walked away grin-
ning, evidently in a very satisfied frame
of mind. Townsend slipped his arm
through Tubby’s.

“Come up to my study to tea, old
chap.”

CHAPTER 3.
Quite Nutty!

WSON growled.
R Rawson, the scholarship junior,

had the honour of sharing a
study with Townsend and Topham, the
youths who were of the nuts nufty.
‘They did not pull very well together.
Towny and Toppy regarded Rawson
with lofty disdain, because he didn't
pay any fees, because his books were
bought out of his scholarship aliowance,
because he was the son of a working
carpenter, because he didn't wear ex-
pensive neckties, and didn’t care two-
pence about neckties, anyway, and for
many reasons of the same sort. Rawson
reciprocated their feelings with a still
more hearty contempt, because Towny
and Toppy were dandies and slackers,
and smokers, and dabblers in Turf
matters, and fumbling footballers, and
duflers generally, with a slight tincture
of roguery.

With such feelings towards one
another, naturally they did not pull well
together in the study. But, as a rule,
there was peace. Rawson was a burly
fellow, and could knock Towny and
Toppy’s heads together, if he liked,
Towny and Toppy being quite helpless
in the matter.

Rawson had laid down, as a rule, that
there wasn’t to be any smoking in the
study when he was there. He didn't
like it. Moreover, if a master or prefect
had found it going on, Rawson might
have been i along with the real

“Oh, do!” said Topham itably.

“I don't mind if I do, as you're so
pressing,” said Tubby cheerily. Only
the previous day, Tubby Muffin had
been kicked out of ‘Towny’s study for
presenting himself there at tea-time,
But bygones were bygones.

Tubby Muffin walked out of the
Common-room with his arms linked in
Townsend’s and Topham’s on either
side of him. Jimmy Silver grinned
Tubby’s inheritance was working won-
ders already; and_there scemed to be
no doubt that the Falstaff .of Rookwood
was beoked for a very good time.

delinquents, which, naturally, Rawson
considered “not good enough.”
Towny and Toppy regarded that rule
as a piece of sheer cheek on Rawson’s
pert. But Rawson did not mind how
they regarded it, so long as they did not
transgress it. Whenever they did, Raw-
son acted promptly and drasticaily,
Hence Rawson’s ominous growl as he
came into his study this evening. For
the room was quite hazy with smoke.
Towny and Toppy and Pecle were there,
th Tubby Muffin. All four of them
had cigarettes going, and there were

W
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cards on the table. Tea was over, and
Townsend & Co. were indulging in one
of their little games with Tubby Mufiin.

They looked up irritably as Rawson
came in.

“Look here, you can’t do your prep
here,” said Townsend. “Go into the
end study for once, Rawson.”

Rawson growled again.

He was annoyed and he was angry.
Tubby Muffin was a fat little rascal,
quite unscrupulous as a borrower, and
much given to spoofing in one way and

But he had never hitherto
signs of joining the nutty

His pockct money went in more tuck
than was good for him, but never in
cigarettes or nap or banker or on
“gee-gees.”  His rrific  inheritance,
announced in the lawyer’s letter, had
made a great difference. He had been
taken under the wing of the nuts, and
he was learning his new lesson—and he
seemed an apt pupil.

Tubby, not yet being in possession of
ais fortune, was playing for 10 U’s.
The previous day Townsend would have
chortled at the idea of accepting an
IOU from Tubby. But a fellow with
five hundred a year pocket-money
nnmw alonv shortly was evidently to
upon. Tubby would be able

sv L‘e up a few quids.

Indeed, Townsend & Co. had tacitly
arranged that by the time Tubby's

ey came along he should have quite
sum to settle in the way of

ave Rawson a fat grin. The
al did not seem to be in the
least ashamed of himself. He was en-
Joying himself. His admission to the
noble circle of the nuts flattered him
nnmcnse!y
#No, don't go, Rawson!” he said.

“You come in and take a hand. Have
a fag, old chap?”

Rawson snorted.
o We don’t want Rawson!” muttered
Topham.

“Well,

he can take a hand if he

likes,” said Townsend, \\l‘o did not quite
t

like Rawson's look. don't mind
bein’ pally.”

“Yes, come on, Rawson!” said Peele
anxiously.

“You rotters!” roared Rawson.

“Oh, shut up!”

“What would you xook like if a pre-
fect came down on you?

“Are you going to bring one here,
you rotten sneak?” sneered Townsend.

Rawson clenched his big fists.

“I'm not, and }ou know I'm not!
But I'm going to pu a stop to this kind
of thing in my stu

“Mmd your oxm bm,q I snapped
‘Topham.

“Muffin, you fat fool—"

“On, draw it mild!” protested Tubby.

“How much have you lost?” asked
Rawson.

“Only a couple of pounds,” said
Muflin quite cheerfully. “I don’t mind.”

“A couple of pounds!” ejaculated
Rat\son. aghast.

at’s nothin’ to Tubby!” said
Peele. “He’s not a sneakin’, poverb =
stricken scholarship bounder

“Well, if you're going to welsh Tubby,
you're not going to welsh him in my
study' * growled Rawson.

“You rotten, insinuatin’ cad! We're
not welshin’ him!” exclaimed Town-
send indignantly. “Do you think it
isn't a fair game?”

“Yes, ring off, Rawson!” said Tubby
Muffin. “I always was a bit of a sport,
you know, and this is a jolly good game,
I'm Icmmug it.”

“I! ands off, you cad!” roared Town-
sen

R:w son did not trouble to say any-
thing further. He strode to the table,
grasped at the cards, and pitched them
into the fire. A couple of packets of
cigarettes followed.

Then he took Peele by the shoulders,
jerked him out of his chair, and pro-
pelled him to the doorway.

“You're not wanted here,” he said.

Pecle stood in the passage quivering
with rage.
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Townsend and Topham jumped up,
their eyes blazing. Tubby Muffin sat
blinking in his chair.

“You interferin’ hound!” yelled
Topham.
“Collar him!” shrieked Peele from

the doorway.

Towny & Co. weren’t fighting-men,
and they disliked the idea of a scrap
with the burly Rawson. But they
were three to one, and they were en-
raged to boiling-point.

They took their courage in both
hands, so to speak, and closed in on
the scholarship junior with clenched
fists,

Rawsen put up his hands at once.

“Come on!” he said grimly.

“Oh, my hat!” mumbled Tubby
Muffin. His career as a “sport” was
opening rather stormily.

“Down the cad!” panted Townsend.

awson hi out~hard The three
nuts dodged and Rawson followed
them up, suu mmng Pecle slipped
behind him and caught him round the
neck while he was engaged with Town-
send and Topham, and Rawson reeled
back under his weight. Townsend and
Topham hurled thomselves on him at
once, and Rawson went to the floor with
the three Jjuniors piling on him.

“Now we'll give the m‘srfcl‘m cad a
lesson!” panted Topham

“Hallo! Fair play, you chaps'” saida
voice m the doorway, as Jimmy Silver
looked i

“Get, out hang you!”

Jimmy Silver did not get out—he got
in. He caught Peele and Topham by
their collars, and dragged them off
Rawson.

Rawson pitched Townsend off into
the fender, and staggered to his feet.

“Now come on!” he roared. “Two at
a time, if you like!”

But Toewnsend & Co. did not want any
more.

CHAPTER 4.
Tubby Goes the Pase!
IMMY SILVER smiled serenely at the
furious nuts.

“What's the merry trouble?” he
aged. “Tll hold anybody’s jacket.
Don'’t all speak at once!”

“I'm not goin’ to fight the cad!”
mumbled Townsend, crawling out of the
fender. “I decline tn do anythin’ of the

unless ynurc three to one!”
snorted Rawson. ou can see what’s
on, Jimmy.” He pointed to the scat-
tered cards on the floor. “Theyre
teaching that fat fool to gamble, and
it's not going on in my study!”

Jimmy Silver's face became
grim.

He picked up what were left of the
cards and tossed them into the fire.
The nats did not make a movement to
stop him

“Yot mtters!" said Jimmy. “Tubby,
you fat duffer, haven't you any more
sense than that?”

“Oh, you let me alone!” said Tubby
independently. “I suppose I can do as
I like, Jimmy Silver?”

“That's where you make a little mis-
take,” said Jimmy. “You can't!”

“Look here——"

o Gome along to my study, you chaps,”
said Peele. “We can’t stay here with
Lhese roW dy hooligans.”

“Right-ho! Come on, Tubby!”
Silver took Muffin by the

very

Jlmmy
collar.

“Tuhbvs coming with me,” he re-
mark

Teggo!” howled Muflin,

«Let Tubby alone, you bully!” snarled
Townsend.

Jimmy Silver made a step towards
Townsend, still holding Tubby with one
hand. Towny stepped hastily out into
the passage.

Rawson opened the window, and
waved a newspaper to clear off the
smoke. The three nuts, in a savage
mood, went down the passage, leaving
Tubby Muffin in the hands of the cap-
tain of the Fourth.
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“Come on, Tubby!” said Jimmy.
Wi Ot

“Kim on!”

Jimmy Silver marched the fat
Classical out of the room and down the
passage to Study No, 3. He tapped at
the door and led Tubby in.

Van Ryn and Pons, the two Colonial
Juniors, were there, and they looked
up from their prep in surprise at the
sight of Tubby Muffin wriggling in the
grasp of Jimmy Silver.

“Hallo!  What's the row?”

asked

Pons.

“I've brought this fat idiot home,”
explained Jimmy. “Have you got a
cricket-stump in the study?”

“Yes,” grinned Van Ryn.

“‘Now Tubby’s come into his money
he’s starting as a giddy blade,” said
Jimmy. “Towny & Co. are teaching
him to play nap. I recommend a good
dose of cricket-stump, well laid on.
There’s your prize idiot!”

And Jimmy Silver sat Tubby Muffin
down on the carpet with a bump, znd
left the study.

 Yow-ow-ow!” gasped Tubby.

“You fat duffer!” said Van Ryn
“So you're taking up that rot,
are you?”

“Why shouldn’t I?” gasped Muffin.
“It doesn’t cost me anything. I'm only
playing for I O U’s, you know.”

“Yowll have to square the IO U’s
when your money comes,” said Pons.

“Eh? Oh, yes; that's all right!”

“Don’t you know it’s wrong?” de-
manded Van Ryn.

“Well, a chap must be a bit of a
sport, you know,” said Tubby fatuously.
“The fact is, I'm rather a goey chap,
you know.”

“A—a what?”

“Goey!” said Tubby, scrambling to
his feet. “T'm all there, you know. A
bit of a knowing blade—what?"

Van Ryn and Pons looked at him,
almost dazedly. The idea of the fat,

podgy glutton of the Fourth setting wy
as a goey chap and a knowing blade,
t away their breath for a moment.

N there was a roar in the study.

“You can cackle,” said Tubby loftily,
“You're rather slow, you chaps. I sup-
pose you don’t see much life in the
Colonies.”

“Well, I've seen fellows blagging in
South Africa,” said Van Ryn. “I can’t
say I've taken a hand in it.”

“Same here,” grinned Pons. “We're
going to be slow, Tubby, and yowd
better go slow, too. Blagging is barred
in this study.”

“I'm going to do as I like,” said
Tubby. “A fellow’s his own master!”

“I suppose we shall want that cricket-
stump,” said Van Ryn thoughttully.

“I—T say—-"

“Tubby, old chap,” said Pons, “you
can’t help being a greedy little beast,
but there’s no need for you to be a
blackguard. Yowll get yourself into
trouble at this rate.”

“Oh, T'm pretty knowing!”
Tubby. “I shall be all right.”

“You fat idiot!” roared Van Ryn.

“Don’t you call me names!” said
Tubby. “You can be slow-ccaches, if
you like, but I'm going the pace a bib!”

“Oh, ye gods!”

“I'm going to have a jolly good time,
so long as if lasts!”

“Well, six hundred thousand pounds
will last a long time, even at nap and
banker!” grinned the South African
junior, “But you'd better think better
of it, Tubby. Don’t be a silly ass, you
know!”

“Oh, rats!” retorted Tubby.

Van Ryn rose to his feet, and Tubby
¥ ped out of the study at once. The
South African junior sat down again.

“Ought we to lick him for his own
good, Pons?” he asked.

The Canadian laughed.

“Might try it,” he said. “But I
fancy it’s no good. His money won't
do him much good, at this rate. Fat
duffer!”

The Colonial chums went on with
their prep. Meanwhile, Tubby Muffin
to Study No. 4—the apart-
ng to Pecle and Gower and

said
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He found his nds there, and they
weleomed him with open arms,

IMornington was not there. Towns-
end & Co. sat down to resume their
interrupted game. Tubby was scon in
full flow of goey enjoyment, and losing
I0U’s at a great rate. Prep was pos
poned while the more important busi-
ness of wnmmg Tubby Muffin’s IO U's

‘Comﬂ an’ take a hand, Morny,” said
Peele.

“What's that fat fool doin’ here?”
grov wled Molmnston.
*Playin’ naj
Get out, Mun‘m'"

«On, I say!” ejaculated Tubby.
“Don't move, Reginald,” said Pecle
quictly.
“Reginald!" yelled Mornington.
“My name’s Reginald,” said Tubby
ftily. *“My friends call me Reginald.”
“Not Tubby any longer!” said Morn-
mg on sarcasnmlly “Look here, you
chaps, if youwre going to suck up to
ihat fat fool for his money, you needn’t
expsct me to join in it! I don’t want
his rotten money! And I don't want
the £:|t beast in my study, an’ that’s

fia

And I don't care twopence what you
want!” retorted Peele. “It's my study,
ond Gower’s too, and we can have a
{riend if we like!”
“I should jolly well say so!” ex-
claimed Gower warmly
“Yes, rather!” chuﬂed in Townsend.
“Vou're not the only giddy pebble on
the beach, Morny. You think you are,
but it’s a mistake!”
“‘Quite a mistake!” chortled Topham,

not endear him to his friends, U]Ou!’h
lhcv found it worth while to cultivate

They were quite pleased to show
ra, for once in a way, that he was

not the only pebble on the beach, as
Townsend expressed it.

Tubby grinned with great satisfaction
at Mornington. He had never dreamed
of being placed on an equal footing with
the dandy of the Fourth. But there he
was—more highly prized by the nuts of
R(l)fO%(WOOd than the great Morny him-
self!

“I'm not
I\Icrmng on at last.

aL cad in my study, an he s goin’ out!
Nothin’ of the sort

“Shut up, Morny'”

“Yes, shut up!” said TuLby Muffin.
“You talk too much, Morny

“Wha-a-at!”

“Youre a cheeky cad!” said Tubby
independently. *Nobody here cares for
your dashed airs and graces, I can tell
Your”

Mornington stared at him speech-

essly. This from Tubby Muffin—the
fat bounder who would bave been de-
lighted, only a few hours before, if the
aristocratic Morny had bestowed the
slightest nod of recognition upon him!

“8it down and take a hand in the
game, or clear off!” pursued Tubby,
amid encouraging chuckles from the
nuts. “If you can’t behave like a gen-
tleman, get out of the study!”

“Bravo, Tubby—I mean Reginald!”
said Peele.

“Right on the wicket!” said Towns-
end heartily.

Mornington strode fiercely towards
Tubby Muffin, and grasped him, with
{he intention of ejecting him forcibly
from the room.

The bare idea of that fat, podgy
“pounder ” being sct up in opposition
to himself exasperated the dandy of
the Fourth. He intended to make it
quite clear that Tubby’s coming wealth
did not make any difference to  his esti-
of the fat Classical, at all

standin’ this!” panted
“I don’t want that

o

@ "nﬁs
“Teggo!” roared Tubby indignantly.
“ ‘Lmus off, M exclaimed
To d, jumping up
y & Co. exchanged glanees

and
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Mornington, to his surprise and rage,
was grasped on all sides and hustled to
the door. Fe went into the passage
with a rush, and Peele closed the door
after him, and locked it.

“Rather a come-down for Morny!”
grinned Townsend. “Let's get on with
the game!”

“Yrur deal, Reginald!”

Reginald dealt.

Mornington bestowed several savage
kicks on the door; but it was not
opened, and he gave it up at last.
Mornington, like Lucifer, Son of the
Morning, had fallen from his high
estate, and great was the fall thereof.

CHAPTER 5,
Tubby the Hut!
UBBY MUFFIN was an object of

I great interest in the Fourth Form

the next day. In fact, all the
Lower School at Rookwcod teok a great
interest in Tubby.

The news of the letter from Messrs.
Hook and Crook had spread.

It was very soon clear that Tubby
the greedy cadger, and Tubby the pros-
pective possessor of six hundred thou-
sand pounds, were two quite different
‘personages,

Fellows who had never wasted a word
of civility upon him were remarkably
civil now.

Even the great Adolphus Smythe of
the Shell was quite pally.

Six hundred thousand pounds really
made a {remendous difference. As
Adolphus confided to his chums,
Howard and Tracy, he was certainly a
fat little hounder, but now he was gilt-
edged, a fellow cDuld stand him.
Howard and Trac; tily agreed, and
they not only ﬁtODd ’I‘u:by, but became
quite pally with him.

Tubby Muffin ba:
of prcspcritv

mmy Silver & Co. regarded him
mlh considerable amusement and some

'ed in the sunshine
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coempassion. They did not want any
of Tubby’s money; but they felt a little
concerned about the duffer, who was
developing all the worst traits in his
character at the very first opportunity,

In twenty-four hours Tubby Muffin
had become a blade of the blades.

The mysteries of nap and banker were
no longer mysteries to him, and the
number of IO U’s he had lost to Tewny,
Toppy, Peele, Gower, and other fellows
of the same kidney could hardly be
computed.

But Tubby had some winnings, tco,
and as his winnings were in cash there

was an unaccustomed jingle of money
in Tubby’s pockets.

Moreover, as he was so soon to be
in possession of more money than he
could possibly spend, his kind friends §
were quite willing to make him small
loans, and even large ones.

Tubby had always been the best cus-
tomer aft the tuckshop, but the amount
he spent there now made old Sergeant,
Kettle open his eyes.

The old sergeant had never been very
pleased to see Tubby, who generally
tried to obtain credit for an uncertain
period. But Tubby had plenty of ready
money now, and, besides, his new
friends were prepamd to stand treat.

He owed Townsend & Co. more than
five pounds each already between loans
and losses at banker, and he did not
seem "to mind at all—neither did the
nuts mind at all. Out of his whacking
allowance Tubby would be able to settle
up without even missing the money.

Tt was a little odd that Leggett of the
Modern Fourth did not join the circle
of admiring friends round Tubby.

Leggett was the meanest fellow in the
school, and he had any amount of “soft
soap” to expend upon fellows better
off than himself. He would flatter and
toady to fellows he mnever expected to
get anything from, simply because they
were well of Yet he did not trouble
about ﬁ'LLtermg Tubby and
even seek his society at all,
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Towny, Toppy & Co. were certainly
better fellows than Leggett, yet what
they did Leggett appeared to disdain to
do. It was odd enough, and it caused
some remarks among the juniors.

But while Tubby Muffin showed an

h)s new wealth caused him to ““swank ”

in the least. It had to be admitted that
he was not purseproud, like Morning-
ton; which was all the more to his
cxed)t because he had not been accus-
tomed to wealth like Morny.

Van Ryn and Pous, after some cogi-
tation, decided that it was their duty
to make an attempt to save Tubby from
the downward path as a blade and a
goer; and, having come to that decision,

- they gave him a licking in the study, as
a warning. They felt that it was the
least they could do for their study-mate.

But it did not cure Tubby.

He went on his own way rcgardless
and the Colonial chums gave up
matter in disgust.

Jimmy silyer geve him good advice,
which had just as little eifect. Even
Tommy Dodd of the Modern side took
the trouble “jaw” Tubby; and
Tubby only sniffed with comempt and
told Tommy Dodd he was “slow

Meanwhile, Mornington was chﬂﬁn
savagely.

His dear friends were delighted at
the opportunity of putting him in his
place, as they called it, and they osten-
tatiously made much of Tubby, and let
Mornington like it or lump it, as he
preferred.

On the next half-holiday, when Morn-
ington proposed a little party out, his
friends were otherwise engaged; they
were going out with Tubby. They
offered to take him along on the strict
understanding that he was ecivil to
Reginald,

Mornington sniffed and declined.

He went down to football practice in-
stead, and undcubtcdly was much the
better for it.

Tubby M ufﬂn, for the first time in

11

his career, had the pleasure of an af
noon out with the nuts, expenses
and learned the great game of bxmards
at the Bird-in-Hand, losing a fresh crop
of IO U’s in the pmccss

He was looking rather seedy when
he came in with his pals. Jimmy Silver
met him in the Fourth Form passage
and gave him a grim look.

“Had a good time, Tubby ?” he asked.

“Oh, rippin’!” said Tubby. Being
now a wealthy person of consequence,
Tubby had begun to drop his final g's
in the nutty manner. “Toppin’, in
fact. You should come, Silver. I
wouldn't mind seein’ you through.”

“You fat duffer!” said Jimmy. “By
the way, have you answered that
letter?

“Eh? What letter?”

“The lawyer’s letter. It's three days
smce you had it.

“I—I'm going to,” said TuhbJ hastily,
“I quite forgot. No hurry

Jimmy gave him a very curious look.
“You shouldn't let business matters
slxdc, Tubby,” he said.

“You see, my time’s full up,” said
Tubby loftily. “When a fellow has
50 many engagements—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jimmy.
Tubby Muffin snorted and

away. He was not feeling veiy well
after that rippin’ and toppin’ after-
noon. The quantity of pastry he had

consumed did not quite agree with the
cigarettes. He was looking quite pasty
and 3ellow in the study that evening,
and n‘a not join Peel & Co. in Study
No.

“Hallo'
grinned Van
down to pr
pected honour.”

“Grooh!” was all Tubby replied.

After prep, however, he lighted a
cigarette. Van Ryn and Pons stared
at him for a moment, and then they
seized him and shoved the cigarette
down his back. Reginald did not
smoke in that stucy again,

Staying in this evening?”
Ryn, when Tubby sat
“This is an unex-




CHAPTER G
Dark Dounts!
OMMY DODD dropped into the
T end study the following evening.
Tommy Dodd was rubbing his
hands, and there was a curious expres-
sion on his face.

“Hallo! Been through it?”
Jimmy Silver.

i vl Mes”

“Never mind. Keep smiling.”

Tommy Dodd did not smile;
snorted.

“It's old Manders,” he growled. “I
shall scalp old Manders one of these
days. Have any of you Classical
duffers been larking on the Modern
side?”

Jimmy shook his head.

“Not guilty, my lord. What's hap-
pened?”

“Manders says somebody's been
meddling with his typewriter,” growled
Tommy Dodd. “He-says it’s been used.
He put it down to me, because he
wanted to cane somebody, I suppose.”

“Hard cheese!” said Lovell.

“As it happens, it wasn’t me,”
grunted Tommy Dodd. “I have usad
his rotten old typer once or twice, but
not this time. By the way, have you
fellows heard anything more about
Tubby’s fortune?”

The Fistical Four chuckled.

“Only Tubby's painting the town
red,” said Raby. “He’s no end of a
nut now. Towny’s introduced him to
his tailor, and seems to have lent him
enough to seftle with him. Tubby’s
quite a dandy.”

“And a goey blade!” grinned New-

asked

he

come. “Van Ryn says he was sick in
the study last night.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘And he hasn't even got_the tin
vet,” said Jimmy Silver. Goodness
knows what he’ll be like when he does
get it. He's doing it all on borrowed
mon; t pxcsnnt o

“W! he gets
Dodd tho\)ghtfully

it!” said Tommy
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“Well, I suppose it will come along]
in a few weeks,” said Jimmy. “There’
a lot for the lawyers to go through-
probate and death duties, and al
hat.”

“He will have a bill to settle when
it does come,” grinned Lovell. “Halfy
the Fourth have got his I O U’s now.
I hear he’s lost ten pounds to Towny|
at banker.”

“And he’s put poor old Morny’s nose,
out of joint. Morny is quite small beer]
these days.”

“I suppose the money will come,”|
remarked Tommy Dodd.

“Eh? Why shouldn’t it?”

“There’d be a howl in the Fourth!
if it didn’t,” grinned Lovell. “But it’s
bound to cume all right, as his uncl
left it to him.”

“I saw his uncle once,” said T mmmv
“He didn't look like a rich man.’

“No; appearances are deceptivel
sometimes.”

“Perhaps.”

“Look here, Doddy, what are you.
getting at?” asked Jimmy Silver.
“You don't think there’s am' doum
about Tubby’s fortune, do you

“Ics queer,” said the M udcm Junior

“queer that his people haven't been
Lo see him about it, or haven’t sent for
him to come home. An inheritance of
over half a million doesnt generally
pass off so quietly, does it?”

“Well, yes, it is rather queer.”

“I didn’t see the letter,” said Tommy
Dodd. “I understand that it was type-
written.”

“Yes; business letters mostly are,”
said Jimmy, with a stare. “What
about it?”

“Was it written on business pag

“Typing  paper,” said Jimmy
“Ordinary paper

“Without a business heading?”

Jimmy thought for a moment.

“The address was on it,” he said.
“I remember, it was typed, like the
rest.”

Tommy Dodd grinned,

“Do solicitors write letters

on plain
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and type the address at the
to aske

“Blessed if I know. I've never had
a letter from a solicitor,” said
ji “I suppose they usually use
ss paper, with the name of the
prinfed af the top, when I come
to think of it.”

“I fancy they do.”

“But Tubby had the letter right
enmgh said Lovell.

“Yes, and Manders has been kicking
up a row because somebody has been

using hxs typer this week,” said
Tommy Dodd.

The Fistical Four Jum;

“Oh, my hat!” elled Jlmmy Silver.

I know what a spoofer Tubby
is,” said Tommy Dodd. “He was so
hard up he was getting desperate. You
remember how he spoofed the school
once, pretending to go dumb, to get out
of lessons. Somebody has been using
Manders’ typer, and you say that letter
wasn’t on business paper, and Tubby’s
pecple don’t seem to be taking any
jntercst in his terrific inheritance-

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell. “I
shauldnt wonder. What a meiry sur-
pnse {ot Towny & Co.

a, h:

”But Tubby
gasped Raby.

“Somebody else helped him, I should
say. There’s a fellow on our side deep
enough and mean enough, and he could
get at Manders’ typer if he liked. He’s
the only cad at Rookwood who hasn’t
sucked up to Tubby for his money, too,
and Tubby has paid him a debt with
the money he’s borrowed on the
strength of that letter.”

“Looks like a trick, I must say
said Jimmy Silver. “Leggett, of cow
I wondered why he wasn’t butter
Tubby. He butters Smythe no end
and Smythey wouldn’t touch him with
a barge-pole, I—I sny if it’s spoof it
ought to be stopped.

“No business of ours!” said Lovell.
“There’s no proof, anyway, and very

isn’t deep encugh!”

"
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likely it’s genuine encugh. But if it's
spoof, what a surprise for Tubby’s
pals!”

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

The Fistical Four roared at the idea.
‘When they came to think of it, there
did seem to be some little me;,u' rities
in the matter, surprising enough when
such a sum as six hundred thousand
pounds was involved. Tommy Dodd
returned to the Modern side in a
thoughtful mood. He passed Tubby
Muffin and Leggett in the quad, and
Tubby was speaking in a loud, com-
plaining voice.

“Look here, Leggett, you've had
enough—two bob yesterday and three
to-day—-"

“Shut up, you ass!” whispered

Leggett fiercely, as he caught sight of
Tommy Dodd.

Tommy came up to them with a
grim lock.

“So youre getting money out of
Tubby, Leggett?” he said.

“He owes me a trifie,”
snllenly

said Leggett
“Tubby can afford to settle
“Do you owe Leggett anything,
I don't!” scud Tubby Mufﬁn
pxomptly “I—I m , yes, I do!

all ught Tommy Dodd You needn’t
chip in!

Tommv Dodd w’vlked on.
pretty certain about t
and it looked as if Le"gect al
a profit out of the transaction.
there was no proof, and Tommy did
not see what he could do in the matter.

I—Ye was

CHAPTER 7.

A Very surprising Visitor!
ORNINGTON joined Townsend
& Co. after dinner on Satur-
day. Mornington was looking
Very moro: His aristocratic nose nad
been put very much out of joint by
Tubby's great popularity with {fHie nuts,
To be cut by a fellow he despised
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thoroughly was a bitter blow to the
conceit of the dandy of the Foulth
and his determinati
to do w v
friends, and he \ms be"m:rng to feel
lonely.
“You fellows comin’ out?” he asked.
“Oh, wc)e Q(' ; out'” said Towns-
iri a little run into
kac to come? You can

Mommgton set hlb te l‘f] hard.
Hitherto he had a; ged such little
excursions, and th“ nfhcr fellows had
been glad to be included in his party.
Now he could “come if he liked.”
“That fat rotter con ’ he ﬂsk\‘d
“Reginald is comin’, certain

“Couldn’t leave Regziz out!” said
Topham blandly. “Re s a regular
sport, We get on ously with
Reggie!”

Mommgton sneer
“How much does

e owe you?” he

“Oh, he owes us a triflel” said
‘Townsend, a shrug of the
shoulders. “IT've lent him a quid or
two, an’ es about twelve

e
pounds, I've ”D’ hls IO U, too!”
“He owes me ten for banker!” said
Peele. *“What does it matter? He will
be able to settle up without missin’ it!”
“You seem to be doin’ prefty well
out of the fat fool!” sneered Morn-
ington.
“Makin’ hay while the sun shines!”
s2id Topham. “Why shouldn’t we?”
“No reason why you shouldn’t, if
you're willin’ to toady to a fat bounder
like that!” said Mornington scorn-

anyway, Morny!” said Townsend
“Reggie’s a bit better bred than
you, if you come to that. Not always
snecrin’ at a fellow, an’ talkin’ as if he’s
the lord of creation!”

“Well, T won't come if he does!”
snapped Mornington.

“Don’t, then!” said Townsend.

Mornington walked away, pale with

you,
tar
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anger. He left the nuts grinning. It
was easy to “draw” the overbearing
Mornington, and his friends found an
undiminished pleasure and amusement !
in “drawing ” hil :

The nuts of the Fourth were wait-
ing for Tubby on the School House
steps, when the telezraph-boy from the
village came up.

“Master Muffin?” he said.

“Hallo! Telegram for Tubby!” re-
marked Peele. “Somethin’ about the
money, I expec Where's  Tubby?
Seen Tubby, Jimmy Silver?”

Jimmy came out at that moment
with his overcoat on over his footer rig.

assed him on the stairs!” said
Jimmy. “Hallo, Tubby! You're
wshted

“Comm"" called back Tubby.

“Telegram for you, Reginald!” said
Townsend, as the fat Classical came
out. “Lel’s hear if it's good news!”

“For me!” said Tubby, looking
puzzled.

“Most likely from the lawyer
Johnnv'” remarked Peele. “Open it,
an’ let’s see if it’s good news, Tubby!”

“But it can’t be—ahem!—I mean,
%lve it to me!” said Tubby Muffin

He took the telegram, and opened it .
slow

Jxmmv Silver paused on the steps,
and se\eral fellows gathered round. All
the Fourth were interested in Tubby’s
huge inheritance.

The fat Classical looked at the tele-
gram, and his fat jaw dropped.

The expression that came over his
face was simply extraordinary.

His eyes became glued on the tele- |
gram, and his podgy face became quite
pale. His fat hands shook.

The juniors exchanged significant
glances. It was evidently very bad
news that Tubby had received.

There was terror in his fat face.
There was no mistaking his expression.
The telegram, whatever it contained,
had scared Tubby M

i

4
|
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“Anything wrong, Tubby?” Jimmy
asked.
“Oh, dear!”
“Mistake about the money, after
all?” asked Townsend quickly and
suspiciously.

“Nunno!”

“Is it about your fortune?”
manded Peele.

Tubby gasped.

ANo»

de-

“It’'s not from the lawyer?”

“The—the lawyer? Oh, no!”

“Oh, that’s all right, then!” said
Townsend, greatly relieved.

“Bad news from home, Tubby?”
asked Lovell. “Cheer up, old chap!
What’s gone wrong? Noboedy ill, I
hope?”

“Oh, dear!”

“Anythin’ a chap can do, Reggie?”
asked Peele.

Tubby stared at him pathetically.

“Oh, dear! Nunno! Oh, dear!”

“If it’s bad news, you can tell your
own pals!” said Townsend. “We're
awf’ly sorry, you know! Pater ill?”

“Nunno! "

“Well, it can’t be so bad!” said
Topham. “Buck up, Reggie! We're
ready to start when you are!”

Tubby jumped.

“I—I—I can’t go out this after-
noon!” he stammered.

“Somebody coming
asked Gower.

“Ye-e-es!”

“Oh! A blessed relation?”

“Ye-e-es!”

“What rotten luck!” said Townsend.
“Knocks our little run on the head.
But it isn't so serious as all that,
Tubby. No need to look as if a bomb
was goin’ to drop on your napper!”

“Let’s see the telegram!” said Peele
inquisitively.

Tubby Muffin hastily crumpled the
telegram in his fat hand, and shoved
it into his pocket.

“You—you fellows go out, all the
same!” he said. “I shall have to stay
in, as it happens. You—you go out!”

to see you?”
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Townsend winked at his friends, and
shook his head.

“No fear! We shouldn’t enjoy our-
selves without you, Reggie. We'll stay
in and help you entertain your rela-
tion!”

“Certainly we will!” said Topham
heartily.

“Oh, dear!” groaned Tubby Muffin.

“Is it your pater?” asked Jimmy
Silver.

Tubby shook his head.

“What’s the matter with you?
Nothing so jolly bad in having a rela-
tion come to see you, is there?” asked
the captain of the Fourth.

Tubby Muffin groaned dismally.

“Oh, dear! I—I never thought of
this!” he groaned. “I—I hadn't any
idea he would come down this term!”

“Who?” asked Raby.

“Oh, dear!”

“Never mind, Tubby! If it’s some
gargoyle of an uncle with a face like a
walrus we’ll help you to stand him!™
said Townsend consolingly. “When is
he comin’?”

Another dismal groan from Tubby.

“He says he’ll be here soon after his
telegram. No time to wire him not to
come, or anything! Oh, dear!”

“We'll meet him at the station, if
you like, and put him in a good
temper,” said Townsend encouragingly.
“What ftrain is he comin’ by?”

“He—he—he says the two o'clock.”

“Why, that’s in long ago! That
telegram’s taken some time getting
here from the village. Might be here
any minute.”

“Hallo! Here’s somebody!” mur-
mured Lovell, glancing towards the
gates.

An old gentleman in rusty black was
coming very sedately across the quad-
rangle. The juniors looked at him
fixedly. Some of them had seen him
before. He came up to the School House
steps, and gave the juniors a nod and a
smile, and held out his hand to the dis-
mayed Tubby, who took it mechanically,

“Got my telegram, Reggie? I found
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I could run down, and I wired sc that
you would not be going out. How are
you, my boy? ‘Glad to see your old
uncle—what?”

And Tubby mumbled, in an expiring
ol

“ Yc -e-e-es, Uncle Joshua!”

CHAPTER 8.
The Fall of Tubby Mufin!

NCLE JOSHUA!
l The name was repeated in a

buzz by the astounded juniors.

Townsend's face was a study.

Uncle Joshua.

Mr. Muffin, quite unaware of the
terrific sensation his arrival caused,
smiled to Tubby, and passed on into
the House.

“I will see you again after I have
called upon the Head, Reggie,” he said
benignly.

And he disappeared into the House.

Tubby Muffin stood rooted to the
steps.

The moment Mr. Muffin had disap-
peared there was a roar. Townsend
grasped the fat Classical by the arm.

“What does this mean?” he hissed.
“That’s your Uncle Joshua!”

“Oh dear!”

“Then he’s not dead?” said Topham
dazedly.

“Don’t look like it, does he"’ grinned
Jimmy Silver.

After his talk with Tommy Dodd,
Jimmy was not so surprised as the other
fellows to see Tubby’s Uncle Joshua still
in the flesh.

“Quite lively for a dear departed!™
chortled Lovell. “Where's thab six hun-
dred thousand pounds, Tubby?

“Oh, where, and oh, where can it
be?”” chanted Ral by.

“You spoofin” v1llain'” yelled Peele,

“I—T say
“What dees it mean?” shrieked
Townsend. “If he aint dead, he can’t
have left you a fortune in his will.”

“Looks as if he could leave a I?‘Ti

tune, doesn't he?” sneered Gower.

FORM AT ROOKWOOD!

should
it first

“Have you been spoofing us?” roared
Pecle.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Lovell. “Fancy
Uncle Joshua walking in only a week
after he's died and left Tubby his for-
tune! You should have made it some
other uncle who doesn’t come dowi to
Rookwood, Tubby!”

“You! Ow, ow! Leggo!” howled
TLbny, as Townsend shook him fiercely.

“It—it was only a j-j-joke, you know!”

“You wrote that letter yourself?”
shrleked Townsend.

“Nunno! I—I didn't!”

“Who did, then?”

“It was only a j-joke! I—I read about
2 chap in the paper who had a fortune
left him,” groaned Tubby. “He had
a letter from a solicitor about it, and—
and thought how ripping it would be

“You swindlin’ rascal!”

“And—and I asked Leggett about it,
and he offered to write the letter on old
Manders’ typewriter!” groaned Tubby.
“It was only a j-j-joke!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Fistical

ink he'd buy a new hat out of

'our.

“Spoofed!” ejaculated Flynn. “Well,
of all the thaves of the worruld!”

“You owe me two quids!” panted
Townsend. “You thievin’ young scoun-
drel, give me my quids back!”

“I—I can’t! I've spent them—you
know I have!”

“And your dashed IOU’s!” howled
Topham. “What are they worth?”

“Waste paper fetches something!”
remarked Lovell. “You can sell 'em by
wexght TODDY‘"

S ha!”

“Scra him!” yelled Townsend,
almost beside himself with rage as he
realised how he had been taken in—
taken in as much by his own greedy
rascality as by Tubby Muffin’s extra-
oxdmary scheme for ralsmg the wind.

. Pulverise him! Jump on him!”
“Yow! Ow!

Help!”
“Hands off|” Jimmy Silver chipped
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at once. “Let Tubby alone—while
his uncle’s here, at any rate!

“Stand  back, . hang you!
swindled us!” choked Townsend,

Jimmy shoved the exasperated Town-
send back, and his chums closed round
the unfortunate Tubby.

“Serves you right!” said Jimmy.
«“you wanted to swindle him, and
youve got what you deserved! 1t you
‘haan't been swindling rascals Tubby
couldn’t have had a red cent out of
you!”

“Why, you—you—you—-"

“And it was Leggett more than
You can go for Leggett, if you

He's

“Go for him, and welcome!” chimed
in Tommy Dodd. “He’s been squeezing
some of your money out of Tubby! Go
‘.nd scalp

‘11 say m was only a J-j-joke!™
wailed Tubby Muffin. “I—I thought
the fellows would lend me a few bob,
that was all! I—I didn’t know Towny
would become pally and insist on lend-
ing 2

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Townsend & Co. simply raged; but
the Fistical Four stood by Tubby, and
they had to leave the fat Classical alone.
They rushed off to the Modern side to
interview Leggett. They simply had to
wreak their vengeance upon somebody,
and Leggett, after all, was the more
culpable of the two young rascals.

They found Legegett in his study, and
for a quarter of an hour pandemonium
reigned in Leggett’s study, and when
Townsend & Co. departed they felt that
they had had their money’s
chgctt as he groaned over his nuuncs
felt that they had had a good deal
more than their money 's worth.

The Rookwood Fourth howled with
laughter over the outcome of Tubby
Muiﬁns great inheritance. It had been

“spoof ” from beginning to end, and
Uncle Joshua’s unexpected visit to the
school had given it away; and Tubby,
who had lived for a week like a pig in

clover was in clover no longer, though
in other respects he had not changed.
The fellows who had lent Tubby money
in anticipation of future benefits did
not join in the merriment, but every-
body else agreed that Townsend & Co.
had received what they deserved.

‘Tubby was no longer a member of
the noble society of the blades. His
career as a nutty nut had come to a
sudden end. He was the impecunious
‘Tubby once more—the borrower of six-
pences—and his limited means did not
run to cigarettes and banker. Which
was all the better for Tubby, though
for some time he looked quite dismal
about it, while the rest of the Fourth
chortled without limit over the idea of
Tubby being immensely rich!

CHAPTER 9.
Looking for Leggett!

ALT!™
H Tommy Dodd of the Modern
Fourth at Rookwood rapped
out the command.

Jimmy Silver & "Co. halted.

Not that the Classical C
Fistical Four of the Fourt.hfcmcd
twopence, or any other sum, larger or
smaller, for Tommy Dedd. Bub the
Fistical Four were just entering Mr.
Manders’ House on the Modern Side
at Rookwood, and a scrap in the door-
way would have brought Mr. Manders
on the scene, with unpleasant results
for all concerned.

So Tommy Dodd’s command was
obeyed, though Jimmy Silver and
Lovell and Raby and Newcome in-
dulged in quite a chorus of sniffs and
snorts, expressive of the utmost con-
tempt for Tommy Dodd and the whole
Medern side of Rookwood.

Dodd and Cook and Doyle lined up in
the doorway. They were masters of
the situation.

“Good!” said Tommy Dodd approv-
ingly. “Little boys should always
obey orders!™
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“Fathead!”

“What do you spalpeens want on
the respectable side of Rookwood!”
demanded Tommy Doyle. “Is it afther
thick ears ye are?”

“No larks!” growled Jimmy Silver.
“We're after Leggett.”

“And we’re going to scalp him!” said
Lovell. “And if you silly asses chip in
we’ll scalp you, t00.”

“Go ahead!” said Tommy Dodd
cheenly.
rush mem, and chance
Manders!” said Ri

But Jimmy lever shook his head.
He had chanced Manders before, and
the result had been disagreeable.

“Don’t play the giddy ox now,
Doddy,” he said. “We want to see

Leggett. He’s been up to his tricks
again, and we want to talk to him.”

“Leggett’s rather a worm,” agreed
Tommy Dodd. “More sunsble to the
Classxcal snde, really—

, you cheeky ass—" began

Newcome.

“Shush! Tell us what the trouble

is,” suggested Tommy Dodd. “Classical
fatheads ain’t allowed here on the war-
path. What's Leggett been doing?”
“Same old game!” grunted Jimmy
Silver.  “Sneaking! He told Car-
thew who put the gum in his slippers.”
Naughty to play tricks on a pre-
fect!” said Tommy Dodd, with 2 shake
of the head. “You Classical kids
haven’t any manners! But we'll talk
t,a Leggett about it. Know where

You howlmg ass!” exclaimed Lovell.
e?”

“Somewhere out of doors” grinned
Tommy Cook.

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver.

And the Fistical Four turned away
in disgust, to pursue the search for
Leggett of the Modern Fourth.

Leggett was a most unpopular youth,
as much upon his own side as upon
the Classical side. One of his agree-
able customs was to lend money among
the juniors at interest. Another was
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to tell tales to prefects who were mean
enough to listen to them.

At this very moment Oswald of the,
Classical Fourth was rubbing his hands
dolorously in his study, the painful
result of Leggett’s having informed
Carthew of the Sixth who had put the
gum in his slippers. And the Fistical
Four put off footer practice for a time
while they looked for Leggett, to im-
press upon him that sneaking was
barred in the Fourth.

“There he is!” exclaimed Newcome
suddenly.

He caught sight of Leggett’s weedy
form under the beeches in the quad-

rangle.

“Collar the cad!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. made a rush.
Leggett made a rush, to
the opposite direction, sbeak'nﬂ‘ for
the gates. He could guess what he had
to expect, and he was anxious to avoid
a meeting.

“Stop, you

Silver.

But Leggett did not stop. He was
running for his life, and he put up a
speed that would have done him credit
on the footer-field—a place Leggett
never visited if he could help it.

The Fistical Four dashed in pursuit.

“Stop him!” yelled Jimmy Silver,
as he sighted Tubby Muffin near the
gates.

Tubby Muffin blinked round, and
went spinning as Leggett crashed into
him. Leggett gave a howl, and stag-
gered, but he ran on. The next
moment the Fistical Four were
lumblmg over Tubby.

OW-OW-OW-W0oop !
Tulljz?y an

“You fat duffer!” roared Jimmy
Silver. “Keep your silly eroW out of
my eye, Lovell, you chump!”

“Yow-ow-ow!”

The Classical juniors scrambled up,
and rushed out of the gatcs leaving
Tubby Muflin roaring. had no
time to waste on the fat Classxcﬁl

rotter!” roared Jimmy

came
“Gerroff !

from
Yow-ow-
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“Where is he?” gasped Lovell, as they
rushed out.

““The rotter—there he is!”

Leggett was streaking across a field.

“After him!” said Jimm;

“\«Vh% about footer?”

“Oh, it wait!  We told Oswald
we'd bump the (‘aj for sneaking about
mm Come on!”

CRut

“Bow-wow! Come on!”

Jimmy Silver led the way, and the
Co. followed. Leggett had a good
start, and he was going like the wind;
but he had not the staying-power of
the Fistical Four. Smoking in the
study and sticking about the quad did
not produce stamina. Leggett began
to slacken, and the four Classicals
gained on him at every stride.

The Modern junior locked back over
his shoulder savagely.

“Stop, you cad!” shouted Lovell
“You're wasting our time!”

Leggett darted on, with a heartless
indifference to the fact that he was
wasting Lovell’s time. He dashed into
the Acotwth through Coombe Wood, in
the hupn of gwmg the pursuers the slip
among the

But as he rushed under the trees,
half a dozen juniors in Bagshot caps
suddenly closed round him and held

“Halp!”

“Lemme go!” yelled Leggett, strug-
Iglénr' I1'm'wa.llv “Pankley, old chap,
et go

“Rats!” said Pankley.
"Thcy re after me!”
re?y
Jxmmy Silver—and——"
“Good " egg!” said Cecil Pankley,
the great leader of the Fourth Form of
Bagshot School. “Let ’em all come!

All hangs stand ready to repel
boarders!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
onAntcllq th;oBta .,Lll)ot Bounders lined up
s fool e
Silver & Op to receive Jimmy

CHAPTER 10.
Rookwood's Rivals!
ECIL PANKLEY was grinning.
C ‘The heroes of Bagshot were on
the war-path that afternoon,
looking for any stray members of the
rival school who might come their way.
There were six of them, and they wers
glad to see Jimmy unvcx & Co. The
last encounter between the rival juniors
had been a Rookwood victory, and
Pankley & Co. were anxious to wipe
out their defeat.

Lezgett reeled against a tree, quite
He had no intention of
in the coming tussle. Any
other Modern at Rookwood would have
backed up the Classicals against the
outside enemy; but Leggett was not
patriotic, and he was never a fight-
ing-man if he could help it. In his
mean nature there was as much dislike
for Tommy Dodd & Co. as for the
Fistical Four, and he would have been

glad to see either party, or both,
soundly licked by the Bagshot fellows.

Jimmy Silver & Co. came on at a run.
But they stopped at the sight of six
Bagshot juniors in battle array.

“Bagshot rotters!” growled Lovell.

- “Come on!” said Pankley invit-
ingly. “What a happy meeting!”

"So glad to see you!” chortled
Pocls

* “o charmed!” grinned Putter.

Jimmy Silver held up his hand.

“Pax!” he said. “We're looking for
that sneak. We're gomg to bump

im. Don't you chip in.”

“Sneak, is he?” said Pankley, mm a
disparaging look at Leggett. He had
seen somenhmg of that agreeable
youth before. “All serene! You can
bump him and then we'll bump you!”

“I—I say,” panted Leggett. “Keep
them off, Pankley. Youre six to four;
you can lick them——"

“Geh out of the way, you Bagshot
asses!”

“Halt!”

“Rats!”
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The Fistical Four came on with a
rush. They had no time to waste
arguing with Pankley & Co., with the
football waiting for them at Rookwood.
In a moment more there was a terrific
scrap raging under the trees.

Leggett looked on with a grin.

‘The odds were on the Bagshot side.
‘The Fistical Four never counted odds;
but odds told, all the same.

Jimmy Silver went down into the
grass with two foes sprawling over him.
Lovell and Pankley rolled on the
ground in a loving embrace. Raby and
Poole w at close quarters, and slog-
ging terrifically. And Newcome was
struggling in the grasp of two pairs of
hands. And Leggett, feeling that his
time had come, chipped in—not on the
Rookwood side. He grasped Raby by
the back of the collar, and dragged him
down, and Poole fell on him, and re-
mained sitting on him.

“Oh, you rotter!” gasped Raby.

“git on eml” yelled Pankley.

“Ha, ha, ha!

The Fistical Four were still resist-
ing manfully, but the odds were too
cavy, especially with Leggett’s help on
the enemy’s side. They were pinned
cdown, and sat upon emphatically.

Leggett grinned down at them,

‘““You rotter!” panted J)mmy Sme"
“Youwll get something for this

“Then I may as well take 15 out in
advance,” grinned Leggett, and he
stooped and tock hold of Jimmy’s nose.

Tweak!

“Gurrg!”

“Here, chuck that!” growled Pank-
ley. “Knock that cad over, somebody!”

“I'm backing you up!” howled Leg-
gett indignantly.

“Well, don’t.”

“The fellow’s
Poole.

Jimmy Silver & Co. struggled furi-
ously to free themselves.

“Rescue, Rookwood!” bawled Jimmy,
he hope that other Rookwooders
might be in the wood.

There was an answering shout, and

a rotter!” growled
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a crash in the bushes, and Conroy,
Pons, and Van Ryn of the Fourth came
dashing up.

“Rescue!” yelled Lovell.

“Pile in!” yelled Conroy.

Leggett took to his heels at once,
Pankley & Co. jumped up in hot haste.
Instead of being the raggers, they were
in danger now of being the ragged.
Flynn and Rawson came in sight from
the fields, and Pankley wisely decided
to beat a strategic retreat.

“Hook it!” said Pankley tersely.

And the Bagshot party dashed away
down the footpath, in the direction ;
taken by Leggett. i

Jimmy Silver sat up and gasped. l

“Collar the rott

“They’re gone,” gxmncd Conroy. :

“Let’s get after them!” said New-
come.

<Ol

blow ’em!” said Jimmy Silver.
“There’s the footer wamng We shali
have to let Leggett keep.”

The Rookwooders rctumed towards
the school. Pankley & Co. were already *
at a distance. But the Bagshot
Bounders slacked down when they
found they were not pursued.

“There’s that Rookwood worm!*
said Poole, pointing to Leggett, wha
was panting on ahead. “Let’s give
him what we didn’t give Silver.”

“Good idea!” said Putter.

But Pankley shook his head. There
was a gleam in Pankley’s eyes, which
told that some great thought was work-
ing in Pankley’s brain.

“No rags!” he said. “I've got an

idea. That funny merchant is going
to be made useful. Here, you Leg-
gett!”

Leggett was quickly overtaken. He
eyed the Bagshot Bound
easily. But Cecil Pankley's
quite reassuring.

“I helped you, you know,” stammered
Leggett.

“We know you did,

y un-
manner was

you worm!”

growled Poole. “Frecious rotter, teo, to
i1
“Shurrup!” said Pankley. “Don’t
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I keep on telling you I've gob a scheme,
and Leggett’s going to help!
“I'll do anythinz you lxkc,” said Leg-
gelt eagerly, “T'd jolly well like to see
down those rotters!”
I thought as much,” said Pankley,
h a curl of the llp “I've heard
about you, Legget! Youre a sneak

“Leok here—"
“And g money-grubbing rotter—"

“Youd do anything for money,” said
Pankley. “You lend chaps bobs at a
penny a week interest, and so on.”

“Vhny shouldn’t I?” said Leggett sul-
lenly.

“Why shouldn't you, if yowre that
kind of worm?” agreed Pankley. “Well,
I've got some bobs in my pocket, and if

you do exactly as I tcll you, those bobs
are yours! Sayvy?

I cggett’s eyes glistened.

your man!” he said.

“Tncn lend me your ears.”

And Pankley proceeded to unfold the
wonderful scheme that had come into
his fertile brain; and as he proceeded,
here were loud chuckles from the

2gshot Bounders, and a grin dawned
on Leggett’s sallow face.

CHAPTER 11.
A Message from Bagshot!

UZz2Z!
B “Bless my soul!”
Bootles.

The master of the Fourth put down
his book, and rose. as the telephone bell

buzzed.  He took up the receiver.

“Hallo!  Yes?”

i{Is that Rookwood School?”

¢ Yes.”

said Mr.

“Please excuse me for troubling you,
sir. I should take it as a great favour
if T could be aliowed to speak to Silver
Of‘the Fourth Form.”

r of tbe Fourth, sir.

It's very
nn\mrhnt i

2
“Rcally, juniors do not use the tele-
phone,” said Mr. Bootles crossly.
"Kmdly teu me who you are.”
“My name’s Pankley, sir; old friend
of Jimmy Silver’s. Tve got an im-
portant message Ior him.”

Mr. Bootles grunted.

“In that case, I will call In Silver,”
he said.

“Thank you very much, sir!”

Mr. Bootles was a good-natured gen-
tleman. Cecil Pankley was well aware
of that, or he would hardly have ven.
tured to ring him up on the telephone
to speak to Jimmy Silver.

The Form-master crossed to the door,
opened it, and called to a junior in the
passage.

“Oswald, kmdly request Silver to
come here at once!

“Yes, sir!®

Oswald ran off. Jimmy Silver was
fortunately near at hand, and he pre-
sented himself in Mr, Bootles’ study
in less than two minutes.

“Some friend of yours asks to speak
to you on the telephone, Silver,” said
Mr. Bootles majestically. “You may
speak to him; but kindly understand
that this incident must not be taken
as a precedent.”

“Certainly, sir,” said Jimmy.

He took up the receiver.

! at’s wanted?”
“Is that lever?”

“Yes, I'm Jimmy Silver.
sneakmg?”

“ Pankley.

“My hat'" ejaculated Jxmmy

“I'm speaking from Tuppex s study,”
went on Pankley, “Tupper’s out.
your merry Form- mastex prescnt"”

“Yes,” said Jimm)

Then he can hear all you say?”

#¥es.?

There was a chuckle on the wires.

“Then youd better be careful what
you say, fathead! T've rung you up
to give you a message. You Rook-
wood duffers have a fatheaded idea
that you can go one better than Bag-
shot—what?”

Who's
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“Brr-rt” sajd Jimmy.

In  Mr. Bootles’ presence, Jimmy
could not venture to tell Pankley what
he thought of him. _Pankley could say
what he liked; but Jimmy couldn't—by
a long way.

‘Well, we're going to give you the
kybosh this time,” went on Pankle:
“I'm telling you about it, so th:
youwll know exactly what to expect.”

“Thanks!” said Jimmy sarcastically.

“Not at all. We're going to make
Yeu sit up, in your own quarters.”

Jimmy opened his lips to reply, and
closed them again. He remembered
that Mr. Bootles was present.

“We're going to rag you bald-headed
in_your own show,” went on Pankley.
“Youwll find my name written up in
your study soon.”

“Rats!”

“We're going to rag your study; and
the same to Tommy Dodd. We're yumg
to give you a high old time; and if
you catch us in the act, we’ll own up
that youre top school.”

“You're welcome to try,” said Jimmy
Sllver grimly.

“‘Oh, youre all asleep at Rookwood,
you know; you won't catch us!” said
Pankley, with a chuckle.

“You silly, cheeky ass—"

““Silver!”

“Ahem! Yes, sirl”

“You appear to be holding a very
curious conversation on the telephone,”
said Mr. Bootles severely.

“Ahem1”

“I bardly think, Silver, that it is a
matter of sufficient importance for you
to continue.”

“Very well, sir.”

— “Still there, fathead?” went on Pank-
ley’s cheerful voice. “Look out for us;
not that it’s much good you sleepy
Rookwood fatheads looking out. You're
going to get it in the neck this time.
You

Jimmy Silver replaced the recelver
on hooks, and Pankley’s voice be-
A!du(‘nly inaudible.

Bootles gave him a somewhat

camce
Mr,
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severe glance, and the captain of the
Fourth left the study rather hurriedly.
Loveil and Raby and Newcome met
him as he came away. E
“ Anything up?” asked Lovell.
“That cheeky rotter Pankley,” said |
Jimmy Silver, breathing hard.
“My hat! He had the n
you up on Bootles’ 'phone!”
Rab;

e to ring |
xclaimed |

Y. .

“Yes, the cheeky worm!”

“What did he have to say?”

Jimmy repeated Pankley’s message.
“Swank!” said Lovell. “He won’t
dare to come here. My hat! If he '
does, we'll give him a coat of treacle

and s

“I suppose it's swank,” agreed
Jimmy. “But well keep an eye open
for him, all the same.” i

“Oh, it's all rot!” said Newcome
confidently. “How could they get in
here without being spotted? If we
ever find Pankley’s name written up
in our study you can use my head for
a footer.”

The Fistical Four discussed Pank-
ley’s defiant message, and they all came
to the same conclusion—that it was
Bagshot “swank.” Buf Jimmy knew
Pankley of old, and he wondered
whether that cmer'prising youth had
some remarkable ‘“wheeze” in his mind.
He determined, at all events, to keep
one eye very carefully open for Cecil
Pankley.

There were many derisive chuckles
among the Rookwood ¥Fourth when
Pankley’s message became known. No-
body had the least expectation of see-
ing any the Bagshot Bounders
within Lhc \valls of Rookwood. It would
be easy e perhaps, for Pankley
& Co. to com buL it would not be so
easy for them m get away again. As
for the end study being ragged by the
enemy, that was simply impossible.

Jimmy Silver & Co. dismissed the
matter from their minds, and w
to the end study to tea. After
they paid o visit to the Modern
Leggett of the Fourth still remained
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be dealt with; and as it was now

past locking-up, it was certain that
eggett could be found.
for eggett?” grinned

v Dodd, as they came into Mr,

Manders’ House.
“Yes. Where is the rotter?”
“In his study. He had an awful

time with the Bagshot Bounders, ac-
cording to his own account,” said
Tommy Dodd. “You can see him if
you like. Tl come up with you.”

Tommy Dodd led the way. Leggett
was found in his study. He gave a
deep grean as the juniors entered.

“Well, what’s that thumping row
about?” asked Lovell.

“Yow-ow-ow!” said Leggett dis-
mally. “I—I'm aching all over. I've
been ragged. The rotters bumped me,
and made me run the gauntlet—yow-
ow-ow!—and chased me across the field.
Ok, dear!”

“Serve you jolly wcll right,” said
Jlmmy Silver ur lly. “You
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And the Fistical Four stalked oub
of the study. They did not feel
justified in bestowing the intended rag-
ging upon Leggett, after he had been
so severely handled by the Bagshot
Bounders.

They would have changed their
minds if they could have seen Leggett
of the Fourth when he was left alone.

As soon as the door had closed on
the Fistical Four and Tommy Dodd, all
s1gns of suffering vanished from Lege<
gett’s face.

He grinned.

“Silly chumps!” he murmured.

But Jimmy Silver & Co. did not see
Leggett’s derisive grin, and did not
hear his complimentary remark; and
so naturally they did not guess that
Leggett’s sufferings at the hands of
the Bagshot Bounders existed only in
his own fertile imagination; and that
his tale of woe was, in fact, “spoof,”
only designed to save him from his
just pu

backed them up, you rotter!”

“They don’t seem to have been
grateful for Leggeit's backing,” grinned
Tommy Dodd.

“The = rotters!” groaned Leggett.
“Ow! I'm hurt! Oh, dear! Tve a
JOHV

good mind to complain to the
Head Ow!”

“Oh dont be a rotten sneak, if you
can help !” said Jimmy contemptu-
ously. "You were geing to get a rag-

ging, anyway; we were going to
slaughter you for sneaking about
Oswald.  They've only saved us the
treuble.”

Yow»ow ow!”

“The miserable beast loo.{s as if he's
had enough,” growled Lovell,

On, dear! My ribs!” groan:-d Leg-
gett. “I_T pclieve T've got & bone
Tractured!”

“Oh, don't be a silly ass!” snapped

Jimmy Silver. “I don't suppose !
hurt you much; but youre as soft as
putty.  Anyway, what you got serves
you ‘OUy well right.”

CHAPTER 12
The Unscen Hand1
REAT pip!”
Jimmy Silver jumped almost
clear of the floor, in

agtonishment,

He was the first to come up to the
study to start prep. that evening. There
had been a rehearsal of the Rookwood
Players, and Jimmy Silver & Co. had
been very busy for some time.

Jimmy entered the study, and stum-
bled over a chair, and then lighted the
gas. And as the light showed up the
study to his eyes, he fairly jumped.

The end study presented a {ruly
remarkable appearance.

The table was upside down, and the
chairs were overturned. The book=
case was wide open, and the books and
papers scattered about the room. The
fender had been piled on the table, the
hearthrug on the fender, and the clock
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and fireirons on the hearthrug. Cinders
and ashes covered -the carpet.

And on the looking-glass, daubed in
ink, was an inscription in big capitals ;

“WITH KIND REGARDS!
“CECIL PANKLEY.”

Jimmy Silver stared at that inserip-
tion as if mesmerised.

Cecil Pankley!

Jimmy could scarcely believe his eyes.

Pankley had evidently kept his word;
in spite of Jimmy's resolution to keep
one eye carefully open,

“Mum-mum-my hat!* gasped Jimmy.

Then Lovell and Raby and Newcome
arrived, They stared at the disordered
study, and stared at Jimmy Silver,

“What on earth have you been up to,
Jimmy?” demanded Lovell,

“I?” ejaculated Jimmy Silver.

“Yes, fathead! What have you done
this for2”

“You silly ass!” roared Jimmy, ex-
asperated. “Do you think I've done it,
you burbling jabberwock? Look at the
glass, dummy!”

“My hat! Pankley!” yelled Lovell.

“Pankley!” echoed Raby and New-

Bagshot
Lovell dazedly.
Just as Pankley said they would!
crumbs!”

The Fistical Four were simply dumb-
unded.

Bounders!”  said
“They’'ve been here—
Oh,

To

They could only blink at the wreck-
age, and at the mocking inscription on
the looking-glass. Jimmy Silver was the
first to recover himself.

“They’ve been here!” he exclaimed.
“I suppose they sneaked in somehow
Wwhile we were rehearsing downstairs.
They mayn't be gone yet.”

“Can’t see 'em here,” said Lovell

“Fathead, I know they're not here!
But they mayn’t have got out of the
school yet. Look at that ink; it's
bardly dry!”

The thought that the invaders might
be still within the reach of vengeance
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awoke the Classical chums to action af
once. They rushed out of the end
study to give the alarm. E

““Bagshot Bounders!” roared Lovell

“Back up, Rookwood!” ]

That yell in the Fourth Form
passage was cnough to make all the
Classical Fourth turn out in hot haste]
Fellows came tearing from thes
studies. Even Mornington came das]
ing out—even Tubby Muffi

“Bagshot Bounders here!” exclaimed
Conroy.

“They’ve been in our study!” panted
Jimmy Silver. “They've wrecked it!”

“ Great Scott!”

There was a rush to look into thef

end study.
“Kind regards from Pankley!”
chuckled Conroy. “My hat! You'

been fairly done in the eye this time,
Jimmy !

“Oh, don't jaw! Help us to look for
the rotters!” growled Jimmy Silver.

“They can’t he outside yet!” ex-
claimed Oswald. “They didn't come
downstairs—I know that. I've been in
the hall!”

“Back window,
Van Ryn.

“How could they get into a back
window?”

“ Goodness knows!”

“Look for tracks!” grinned Higgs.
“Here’s a chance for you merry
scouts!”

“Silly ass! How can we pick up
tracks on linoleum?” snorted Lovell.

“I don't know,” said Pons quickly. “I
should say they must have tramped out
some of those ashes with them. The
floor’s smothered.”

“Good egg! ~Have a look round,
anyway,” said Jimmy Silver,

The Canadian junior’s suggestion
was a good one. Jimmy Silver had
trodden in the ashes, but there were
other marks of boots, though not clear
footprints. It was more than possible
that the intruder—or intruders—had
taken away ashes on their boots, and
left traces of their flight. The Classical

most  likely,” said




scattered up and down the

juniors d

passage to look for “signs.’
There was a shout from Pons in a
few minutes.
“This way!”
juniors
[canadian.
. Pons was kneeling on the floor, with
a lighted match in his hand, in the
passage that led to the Modern
quarters.
“On the floor could be seen quite
clearly scveral patches of ash, evidently
left there by a boot.
“Pons’s found it!” exclaimed Van
Ryn. “How many of them, Pons?”
The Canadian junior looked up.
“Only one” he said. “Pankley
elf, of course. He's got away by

rushed to join the

passage, through -the Modern
side!”
“But—but he couldn’t!” exclaimed
Jimmy  Silver. - “The door’s kept
locked!”
“Let’s see, anyway!”
‘The juniors rushed along the
passage, which was unlighted. It was

a long and irregular passage which led
into Mr. Manders’ House, but, owing
to the fact that it had been used for
“raids” by the rivals of Rookwood, the
door giving admission to the Modern
side was now always kept closed and
locked. The passage at that point was
entirely closed by the big, heavy door,
the key of which was in the possession
of Mr.” Manders.

True, Tommy Dodd had once found
a key to that door, and opened it to
carry out a raid on the Classical Fourth
dormitory, ~ The lock was a big, strong
one, but of a common design, and any
Rookwood fellow might have opened
1t by getting a big bunch of keys, and
trying them on the lock in turn.

But that Pankley could have done so
Has almost incredible. How could the
&shot fellow know anything about
that door af al1?

Jiovell struck matches,
Silver tried the door.
and fast,

and Jimmy
It was locked
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-| said Rawson.
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“Can’t have passed this way,” said
Jimmy.

“More likely dodged into the side
passage because somebody was coming,”
“He couldn’t get out this
way!™

“Well, that’s very likely, of course,”
admitted Pons.

“Come on!”

The Classicals rushed back to the
Fourth-Form passage. That passage,
and all the studies and the box-room
end the upper staircase, were searched
by excited juniors.

But there was no trace of the Bag-
shot Bounders to be discovered.

Even the Canadian’s keen eyes failed
to discover any further “sign.”

The enemy had vanished.

“The rotter's got away!” said Jimmy
Silver at last. “Dropped cut of the
window, perhaps, though it's a jolly
good drop!”

“Anyway, he’s gone, and we've got
our prep to do,” said Oswald.

And the disappointed Classicals dis-
persed to their studies.

“Rather a comedown for the
mighty  Uncle James!”  chortled
Mornington. “Time you retired from

business, Jimmy Silver!”

“High time!” chuckled Townsend.
“Fancy lettin’ the Bagshot Bounders
come and rag your study! I'm sur-
prised at you, Jimmy Silver!”

“The Fourth want a new captain, in
my opinion!” grinned Topham.

Jimmy Silver went into his study,
and slammed the door. He did nof
want any more opinions from the nuts
of the Fourth.

It was indeed a ‘“‘come-down” for the
Fistical Four, accustomed to being
monarchs of all they surveyed—on the
Classical side, at least. The enemy
had invaded their own sacred quarters.
He had ragged their study, and left his
sign-manual for them to stare at.

And though all the Fourth were
exasperated, they were all inclined to
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join Mornington & Co. in “chipping”
the Fistical Four on the subject. For
the present, at least, that famous Co.
had to hide their diminished heads.

CHAPTER 13.
The Moderns' Turn!
L A, ha, ha!”

H Tommy Dodd & Co. seemed

to be enjoying themselves.

They roared, and they yelled.

It was after morning lessons on the
following day, and the three Tommies
lingered in the quadrangle to see
Jimmy Silver & Co. when they came

d the three Tommies appeared to
fan m*o hysterics at the sight of the
Classical chums.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tommy Dodd.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Tommy Cook.

“Ha, he, ha!” shricked Tommy
Doﬂe “Her» they are intirely! Ha,

Jlmmy Silver & Co. looked at their
Modern rivals grimly. They knew the
cause of the merriment. All the
Lower School of Rookwoed was chort-
ling by this time about the way the end
study had been invaded and ragged.

“Had any more visitors?” gasped
Tommy Dodd, wiping his eyes. “Any
more kind regards from your old pal
Panky?”

“Oh go and eat coke!” growled

5 Well it isn’t fair to cackle at them,”
said Tommy Cook considerately. “They
can’t help being howling duffers. The
Classicals are all howling duffers.
Youwd better leave Ragshot to the
Moderns after this, Silver!”

“Leave ’em to us!” chuckled Tommy
Dodd. “I've told you lots of times
that you're not up to their weight!”

“We couldn't help Pankley sneak-

ing into our study, could we?”
growled Jimmy Swu
“Of course couldn't!” agreed

Tommy Dodd. ‘WL could, but you
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couldn’t! The Clasclcal side in thls
school is played out

“Why didn't you stop hxmﬂ”
Tommy Doyle.

“How could we stop hxm v»h'm @
never saw him, you Modern ass?”
roared Raby.

“How could you?” grinned Tommy
Dodd. *“We should have seen him if
he’d come to our side; but you couldn't!
The Classical side knew better than
come to the Modern side, though!”

‘“‘Poor Uncle James! It's time for
Uncle James to sing: small!” chuckled
Cook. ‘‘Unfortunate old Uncle James!
T advise Uncle James to chuck up being
captain of the Fourth!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. stalked away in
great wrath. The laugh was against
them now, and they quite expected the
Moderns to make the most of it. There
was not a Modern junior at Rookwood
who wasn’t quite sure that if the in-
trusive Pankley had invaded ,the
Modern side, he would have been caught
red-Handed and punished severely for-
his sins.

The Moderns chuckled over it with-
out limit, They had always main-
tained that the Classical side was
played out, and here was proof of their
oft-repeated assertion.” And they -did
not mean to let it rest.

And Jimmy Silver really had no-
thing to say. He could not deny that
Pankley had coolly told him he was
coming, and that he had come. After
that decidedly cheeky warning on the
telephone, Pankley had fulfilled his
boast. It was not “Bagshot swank,”
after alll

How Pankley had got in and out of
Rookwood without being spotted was
a mystery—a mystery that Jimmy
Silver strove in vain to decide. But
evidently he had done it, and the
Fistical Four had had their colours
lowered in their own stronghold.

“Poor old Jimmy Silver!” said
Tommy Dodd, as the three Moderns
sauntered away to their own Hou
“Pancy being done in the eye like tha

asked

- 79
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pven the Classicals are chortling at
him!”
«1 wish Panky had tackled us!”
grinned Doyle. “Faith, we'd have made
mple of the baste!”

s got too much sense,” said
Tommy Dodd serenely. ~ “He knows
he wouldn't have any chance on our

side!” Tommy opened his study
door. “T'd just like to catch him
ragging our quarters, that's all! Oh,

my only summer hat!”

Tommy Dodd stood transfixed on the
threshold of his study. His eyes
almost started from his head.

Cook and Doyle stood rooted to the

floor.
They stared dazedly into the study.

. The study table was standing on end,
and the fender was leaning against it.
The chairs were piled on it. The cup-
. board door was open, and the contents

of the cupboard had been dragged out
and scattered over the floor. Upset ink
and treacle formed a pool on the carpet.

And on the leg of an upturned chair
was stuck a card, and on the card, in
huge capitals, staring the amazed
Moderns in the face, was the message:

“GO AND EAT COKE!
“C. PANKLEY.”

Tommy Dodd felt as if his head were
turning round.

The enemy had been there.

In broad daylight—with the quad-
rangle swarming with Rookwood
fellows—the Bagshot Bounder had
come, and Tommy Dodd’s own study
was ragged, and Pankley’s mocking
message stared him in the face.

4 great pip!” stuttered Tommy.
p-Pankley!” mumbled Cook.

“The thafe of the worruld—he’s been
here in our study!” gasped Doyle.

" Tommy Dodd’s eyes gleamed. He
Tushed across the study and opened the
Wwindow and glared out into the
Quadrangle.
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“Towle!” he yelled.

Towle of the Fourth looked up.

“Hallo!”

“Pankley’s been here! Tell all the
f;llo]\‘;',s, and get to the gates and stop

im!

“Oh, crumbs!” ejaculated Towle.
“Buck up, you ass!”

Towle rushed off. The news spread
like wildfire among the juniors.
Classicals as well as Moderns were
wildly excited. Jimmy Silver & Co. had
gone down to Little Side to punt a
ball about before dinner; but they left
the football ground at once.

Some of the juniors posted themselves
at the gates to cut off Pankley’s escape
if he was not yet gone. Others
searched the quad and Little Quad for
him, and the abbey ruins. Mean-
while, the three Tommies sought him
up and down the House. Bub they
found him not.

The juniors had been nearly all
downstairs, or out-of-doors. Pankley
apparently had come and gone un-
scen. ‘The Tommies had found only
one Modern junior in his study.
was Leggett. Leggett had come in
immediately after morning lessons,
and he was found in his study wrink-
ling his brows over an account-book—
doubtless calculating the losses and
gains on some of his financial transac-
tions. He looked up irritably as the
hrec Tommies burst into his study.

“Have you seen him?” panted Tommy
Dodd.

“Eh? Seen whom?”

“Pankley!”

“Of course I
peevishly. ‘‘How t]
see Pankley? I can’
half.”

haven't,” said Leggett
v thunder could I
see a mile and a

“He's been here, fathead!” howled
Tommy CooK.
Leggett grinned.
e's paid Jimmy Silver another
visit, has he? He, he, hel”
“Stop your silly he-he-heing, you ass!
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He’s paid us a visit!” growled Tommy
Dodd. “He’s mucked up my study!”
“Oh, my hat!” said Leggett.

“You seem to be the only chap in-
doors at the time; didn’t you see any-
thing of him?”

“Not a sign! Never thought of any-
thing of the kind, of course!”

“Didn’t you hear him, you ass?”

“I heard somebody pass my door,”
said Leggett, “about a quarter of an
hour ago. I never thought anything
about it. Supposed it was one of the
fellows, of course!

“Oh, you're a silly chump!” said
Tommy Dodd, somewhat unreasonably.
And the Modern chums hurried out of
the study to seek further.

But search was in vain.  Pankley
was not to be discovered. He scemed
to have vanished into thin air, Tommy

Dodd & Co. came out into the quad-
rangle, looking decidedly savage, and
they were greeted with smiles by the
Fistical Four. It was Jimmy Silver &
Co’s turn to smile now.

“Caught him?” chuckled Jimmy.

“No, ass!”

“He seems to have visited the
Modern sxde, after ali!” wared Lovell.
“Ha, ha, ha

“Oh, don’t cackle!” said Tommy
Dodd crossly. “I'm going after him!
He must have come on a bike to get
here after lessons, unless he missed
morning lessons. We might run him
down on the road.”

“Safe in by this time,
said Lovell.

“Oh, rats!”

The three Tommies rushed for their
bicycles. Jimmy Silver &. Co. fol-
lowed them. There was a bare chance
of catching Pankley on the road, and
making him suffer for his sins. It
was worth trying. Seven bicycles were
rushed out at cates of Rookwood,
and seven juniors pedalled away in the
direction of Bagshot School as if their
s depended on it.

I should say,”
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CHAPTER 14,
Too Thickl
HERE’'S Bagshot!” gasped Jm1my
T Silver.

The Rookwooders had ridden
hard; the ground fairly flew under their
wheels. They arrived in sight of the
gates of Bagshot; but there was ne sign
of the elusive Pankley on the road.

They slackened down outside the
gates. There was a yell from the high
brick wall by the road. Pankley,
Puiter and Poole were seated in a row
there, watching the Rookwood cyclists

1% shouted Pﬂnk\ey “Lock-
ing for trouble? Come in

The Rookwooders jumped off their
machines. They glared at up Pankley
& Co. The three Bagshot fellows
were high out of reach, and they smiled
down on their exasperated foes in the
most irritating way.

!
“So you've got bacxl, you mttﬂx'”

glo\vled ‘Tomm;
t back!” w\)e”zted Pankley.

“I Wlsh rd cnught yeu in my study!”

“Ha, ha, ha!

The Bagshoc trio yelled.

“I wish I'd caught you in mine!”
roared Jimmy Silver. “Jump down
hen? and I'll mop up the road with
youl”

‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!” roared Pankley. “Did
you find your study a little Dbit dis-
turbed?”

“You cheeky rotter!”

h“ Dxd you find a message from Bag-
shot

“Come down and be mopped up!”
roarcd Doyle.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Pankley & Co. did not come dO\\n
But Pankley extracted an apple ir
his pocket, and, with accurate aim,
knocked Tommy Dodd’s cap of.
Tommy Dodd gave a roar of wrath.

“Good-bye, dear boys!” smiled Pank-

ley. “¥ou can expect another visif
so?n And if you catch me, I'll let you
eal

And Lhe Bagshot Bounders dropped

1
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inside the school wall and

:r“

“Let’s go in after them?” suggested
Lovell recklessly, “The gates are
open.”

“Fathead!” growled Jimmy Silver.
“If you want a scrap with fifty to
seven, you can have my \IhuC\ as well
as your own. Let’s get back. We shall
be late for dinner, anyway.”

And the disappointed Rookwooders
remounted _their machines and rode
back to Rookwood in a decidedly
exasperated mood.

They arrived late for dinner, and had
the pleasure of receiving fifty lines each.
Which did not improve their tempers.

Afternoon lessons that day were a
worry to the heroes of Rookwood. They
were thinking out ways and means of
avenging their defeat upon the Bagshot
Bounders. And lessons at such a time,
as Lovell said, were a little too thick.
But lessons had to be done, as well as
a considerable number of lines awarded
for inattention.

Mr. Bootles knew nothing about the
war that raged between Rookwood and
Bagshot. And, if he had known, cer-
tainly he would not have approved of
warlike plans being laid in hours sup-
posed to be devoted to lessons. Lines
fell very thickly that afternoon.

There was one comfort for Jimmy
Silver & Co. The Moderns shared in
the defeat nhow. They had been
equally “dished ” by the astute Pankley.
There were no more merry remarks
from Tommy Dodd & Co.

But on the Classical side Morning-
ton and his friends made the most of
the matter. As a rule, the nuts of the
Fourth were too loftly and nutty to take
part in the warfare between the rival
schools. But they did not lose the
opportunity of “chipping ” the Fistical
Four with their defeat.

Indeed, Mornington proposed in the
Common-rcom that a new Form cap-
tain should be selected for the Fourth,
as Jimmy Silver was evidently—
according to Momy—no good. But

29

the dandy of the Fourth found very
few backers for that proposition.
“Uncle james’” star was not yeb on
the wane.

And ab tea-time Mornington had
something else to think about. When
the juniors came in to tea there was a
yell from Peele, who had gone into
Study No. 4. ¥

“My hat! Look here, Morny!”

“What’s the row?” asked Morning-
ton, coming along to the study.

“Look!” yelled Peele.

Mornington looked into
and jumped.

“By gad, they’ve been here!”

‘“‘Hallo! You had a turn?”
chuckled Jxmmy Sllver, Jjoining them.
“My hat! Ha,

The Classxcal juanrS gathered round
the study doorway, and there was a
yell of Jaughter. Mornington was pale
with rage.

The dandy of the Fourth had an
extensive wardrobe—three times as
extensive as any other junior at Rook-
wood. He kept a good many of his
things in the study, in a large chest
under the window. The clothes-chest
had been opened, and a sacrilegious
hand had dragged out Morny’s finery.

Fancy waistcoats, high collars, beauti-
ful neckties of all hues and in great
number, purple silk socks, flowery
braces, evening clothes of the most
elegant cut, dancing-shoes—in fact, a
tremendous supply of elegant articles
that would have delighted a tailor’s
heart—had been yanked out mercilessly
and scattered about.

Some of them were tied round the
ccal-scuttle, some tied in knots, others
smothered with ashes, others draped in
festoons on the gas-bracket. The study
seemed full of clothes.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Jimmy Silver.

card was pinned to a pair of
clegam trousers, with the now
familiar inscription on it:

the study,

“WITH KIND REGARDS!
“CECIL PANKLEY
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“My hat! What a ot of clobber!”
yelled Lovell. “Are you going in for
the tailoring bizney, Morny?"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The rotters!” panted Mornington.

“Ha, ha, ha!” shouted Peele. “It’s
too bad! It's a shame! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Too rotten!” chuckled Gower. “Ha,
ha, ha!” |

Peele and Gower had no belongings
of that kind in the study, and they
had not suffered. But Mornington was
furious.

“Shut up cackling!” he snarled.
“There’s nothing funny in this.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors yelled. It was up against
Rookweed; but it was funny, and
Morny’s rage only made it funnier.

The dandy of the Fourth snatched
up a cricket-bat and started looking
for Pankley. If he had found the Bag-
shot junior certainly there would have
been some damage done.

But he did not find him.

As on previous occasions, the ragger
had vanished without leaving a trace
behind.

The juniors went in to tea, grinning,
but very much puzzled.

How had the Bagshot junior got in
and out of Rookwood unseen and un-
molested? It wss a puzzle they had to
give up. Jones minor suggested that
there was a secret passage somewhere
—a suggestion which was received with
sniffs. It was quite possible that there
were secret passages behind the ancient
walls of Rookwood, but it was scarcely
possible that a Bagshot fellow knew
anything about them when the Rook-
wooders themselves did not.

It was the boast of the Fistical Four
that the end study never was beaten;
but they had to confess themselves
beaten this time.

How did Pankley do it?

And where was it going to end, too?
It really seemed that they were at the
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who
their

mercy of their elusive enemy,
could do just as he liked in
quarters with impunity.

“The awful rotter may come-along
again this evening,” said Jimmy Silver
as he sat down to tea in the end study.
“How on earth does he do it? Bow
can he get away from Bagshot, even,
just as he likes? It beats me.”

“Hallo! What the thunder is this
in the teapot?” growled Lovell, who was
about to make the tea.

‘Then he gave a yell.

“Look here!”

He held up the teapot. The spout
was blocked with sealing-wax, and on
the side of it were chalked the iniiials,

C.

“Cecil Pankley!” said Jimmy Silver,
with a deep breath.

“Pankley again!”

“I'm getting fed-up with this!”
snorted Lovell. “Look here, Jimmy'
Silver, it’s up to you to stop him, or
we'll give you the sack!”

““Oh, rats!” growled Jimmy crossliy.

The Fistical Four had tea in a some-
what excited frame of mind. When
Jimmy opened the door to come out
afterwards he simply staggered: On
the outside of the door—visible as soon
as he pulled it open—ivere chalked the
words :

“HOME FOR IDIOTS.
“Yours truly,
“CECIL PANKLEY.”

The Fistical Four locked at one an-
other aghast. The chalked inscrip-
tion had certainly not been there when
they entered the study. It had been
chalked there while they were at tea. ~

“He—he—he’s still in the House!”
babbled Raby.

Jimmy Silver panted.

“Conroy,” he called out as he sighted
the Australian junior in the passage,
‘““have you seen anybody here—anybedy
from Bagshot?”
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“Of course not!” said Conroy, in sur-
rise.

“Look at this!”
“Oh, crumbs!” ejaculated Conroy.

“He's been here againl” roared
Lovell. “I tell you I'm fed up, Jimmy
Silver! Something’s got to be done!”

“Looks as if weTe going to be done,”
grinned Conroy.

Jimmy Silver looked at the Cornstalk
rather suspiciously.

“I suppose this isn’t one of your little
jokes?” he asked.,

Conroy stared.

“Mine! No, ass!”

“Blessed if I see how Pankley could
come here without being seen,” said
Jimmy. “I know youre a funny mer-
'chant, Conroy——-"

_““Honour bright!” said Conroy, laugh-

ng.

“Well, it beats me!”

Lovell shock a warning finger at
Jimmy Silver.

“It’s up to you!” he said. “Great
leaders have to lead, or they get left
on the beach. We don’t want any
blessed wait-and-see leaders in the
Feurth. It's up to you, Jimmy Silver,
and if you don’t put a stop to Panky’s
mnky-panky you're going to get a study
llckmg

“Hear, hear!” said Raby and New-
come heartily.

Jimmy Silver did not reply. His
brows were wrinkled, and he was
evidently in deep thought.

“Do you hear?” demanded Lovell.

“Eh?” said Jimmy, waking up, as it
were. “Don’t jaw, old chap! "I'm
thinking.”

“Time

you did!” said Lovell sar-
castically. “Youd better think out a
way of nobbling Panky, or youre
going through it, Uncle James. See?”

“Bow-wow!” said Jimmy.

And he walked away, deep in thought.
.A mew idea had come into Jimmy
Silver’s mind, and he was thinking—
thinking very hard.

CHAPTER 15,
Uncle James Keeps an Eye Open!

HERE’S that 9ss Silver?”
\x/ . ere’s  that - fathead
imm;
“Where has he got to, the chump?”
It was a meeting of the Classical
Players in the Common-room—a very
important meeting. The players had
to discuss a forthcoming play, which
was to knock into a cocked hat the
efforts of the Moderns in the amateur
dramatic line. And Jimmy Silver,
the leading spirit of the Classical
Players, was missing. Everybody had
turned up, but Jimmy Silver hadn’t.
Mornington & Co. were there.

Classical Players out of Jimmy lever ]
hands, and the nuts backed him up
cordially. Nearly all the Classical
Fourth belonged to that honourable
society, and they were all there—ex-
cepting Jimmy Silver.

Lovell ran up to the study to look
for Jimmy, but he was not there. He
looked up and down and round about,
but there was no Jimmy. And he re-
turned to the Common-room grunting.

“Hasn’t he turned up?” he asked.

“No. Can’t you find him?” asked
Conroy.

“’I‘he silly ass has disappeared!”
growled Lovell. “We shall have to get
on without him.”

“We can do that easily enough!’
<nccred Mornin
move that Momy takes the
cbaxr ” said Townsen
i | second it1” smd Topham at once.

““Oh, take the chair and be blowed!”
growled Lovell.

And Mornington took Jimmy Silver’s
accustomed place, and the proceedings
proceeded, so to speak, without the cap-
tain of the Fourth.

Jimmy Silver, as a matter of fact, was
not far away. It had not occurréd to
Lovell to look for him in the unlighted
upper passage which led to the Modern
quarters. Had he looked there, how-
ever, he would not have spotted Jimmy
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silver, who was in cover in a deep
alceve in the old stone wall.

Jimmy Silver had been thinking hard,
and the result of his cogitations had
led him to cut the Players’ meeting,
without giving notice of his intention,
and to station himself in that alcove on
the watch. The passage, which was
seldom or never used, was unlighted,
and Jimmy was invisible; but from
where he stood he could hear any foot-
steps that came along the Fourth Form
corridor or along the passage from the
Modern side.

Jimmy Silver was on the watch,
though, if his comrades had known it,
they would have wondered what he was
watching for.

He waited with cool patience, as
became a Boy Scout. His patient was
rewarded at last.

There was a faint sound in the dis-

tance.

Click!

Jimmy Silver started slightly, and his
eyes gleamed.

He knew what that sound was. It
was the click of a key turning in a
lock, and it came from the great door
far down the passage, towards the
Modern quarters. The door had been
unlocked.

Jimmy Silver stood still, listening.

Faintly, along the dark passage,
came the sound of cautious footfalls.
They passed the alcove where Jimmy
Silver stood, so close that he could have
touched the unseen form by stretching
out his hand. But he did not move.

The footfalls passed on—into the
Fourth Form passage.

They died away.

Then Jimmy Silver stirred. On tip-
toe he crept along the passage, and
peered round the corner.

A figure, momentarily visible, disap-
beared into the end study, and the door
closed behind it.

Jimmy Silver smiled.

He did not go towards the end study.
He knew that the mysterious raider
Was there. But he turned away down
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the passage and hurried silently to the
stairs. A few moments later he threw
open the door of the Common-roem.

“Hallo! Here he is!” exclaimed
Newcome, =

“You're too late, Silver!”, sneered
Mornington. “We're geftin’ on nicely
without you, thanks!”

Jimmy dld not even look at the dandy
of the Fourt)

“Come on,
““He’s here!

“Who's here?” cxclam‘cd Conroy.

“The merry raider!”

“Great Scott! Pankley!”

“Youve been watching for him?”
exclaimed Lovell, compre

“Exactly! He's in the ‘end study
now. Don't make a row, but come on,
and we'll catch him fairly in the act. ”‘

“Look here, this is a meetin'—
began Morm‘ngton.

But nobody heeded Mornington. He
was left to preside over empty chairs.
The Classical Fourth streamed after
Jimmy Silver and swarmed up the
staircase. There was a glimmer of light
under the door of the end study as
they reached the Fourth Form passage.

“He's there!” breathed Lovell.

«“You bet! Quict! Don't alarm him
till we’'ve fairly cornered him.

“He seems to know the right time to

you fellows!” he said.

come, when the coast’s clear,” said
Oswald.

‘“He does!” grinned Jlmmy Silver.
“He do! Youll soon see why.”

On tiptoe, with bated breath and grin-
ning faces, the Fourth Formers trod
lightly down the passage to the end

udy.

Within that study the sound of a
movement could be heard. The nuqer
was fairly cornered at last.

Jimmy Silver turned the handle of
the door; and as he turned it he heard
a gasp within. He hurled the door wide

“duught"’ yelled Lovell, rushing in.
“‘\Xow, Pankley, you rotter— h;
Oh- VIY bhat! Leggett!”
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For the fellow who steod in the study
with a pale, startled face and bulging
was not Pankley of Bagshot, It
s Leagett of the Rookwood Fourth!

CHAPTER 16
No Luck for Leggeit!

“ EGGETT!
L The whole crowd of Cl:
velled out the name in astonish.

ment.
eggett's face was pale.

He had already been at work. The
¢/ was in the process of being

ghly ragged. Soot and ashes

were scattered over the carpet and the

ture, and on the wall was daubed,

inky letters:

Signed) CECIL PANKLEY.”
But it was evident that the im-
pertinent message had not been
seribed there by Pankley of Bagshot.
AL was the work of Leggett of the

Tne Classical juniors sxmply gasped
as the truth dawned on then
~“Leggett!” stuttered Conro;v “The
cad! It was Leggett all the time!”
mmy Silver nodded cheerfully.
Yes; Leggett all the time! And
n s.. he s bowled out!”
7 stammered Leggett

1y.
voice died away.
nothing to sa

He had, in fact,
He could not expect the

Rockwood juniors to disbelieve the
cvidence of their own eyes.

“Le{,gct\” sald  Oswald. “That
ﬁccd\mﬁ

“That accounts!” said Jimmy

Silver, with a nod. “That accounts for
h 'y raider getting in and out
g seen. Panky hasn’t been
here at all. He’s put up Leggett to
piaying these tricks on us in his name.
Just as easy for Leggy Lo chalk up
ankl namne as his own.”
“The awful worm!” exclaimed Lovell
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indignantly. “Playing Pankley’s game
against us!”
actly!”
ud you knew, Jimmy Silver?”
‘No, I didn't know,” said Jimmy.
“I was feirly fogged at first. But 1t
came into my head that Pankley
simply couldn't have got in and out
as he seemed to do, unless he’s a blessed
magician, and I asked Conroy if he'd
chal n my door, and that put it into
my head that it was a Rookwocd chap
all the time. I thought of Leggett,
because he's the only chap at Rookwood
who's cad enough to help the enemy
against his own school. But I wasn’t
sure, and I watched. But when I heard
the door in the passage unlock I was
pretty ain it was Leggett, and then
I saw him dodge into this study, and
there you are!”

“I—I—] It was only a j-j-joke!”

mumbled Leggett

Jimmy Silver interrupted him scorn-
fully.

“You fixed this up with Panky the
other da;

and your yarn about being
vas only some of your lies!” he

dare say Pankley paid you
a(]l’\'.cthlﬂ” to do it—you wouldn't do it
) OLHNQ’ No wonder Panky cackled
when we chased off to Bagshot
h? hadn't been here at a‘l It

“And jolly mean af Leggett!” said
Raby. “What have you got to say, you
worm?”

“No need for him
grinned Jimmy Silv
in the act, and now h
ihe piper!”

Leggett made a rush for the door. He
was surrounded at once, and angry
hands grasped him on all sides, The
juniors did not blame Pankley of Bag-
shot for using the rascal of Rookwood
in this great wheeze against them, but
Leggett’s conduct was the very limit.
There was no rcom in the Rockwooa
Fourth for a traitor in the camp.

“I—I say— Leggo! I—I—"

say anything,”
“He’s caught
going to pay
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Leggett gasped

mth tetror, “I—I
didn’t mean—— Leggo! *

It was only

, how much did he give you,
you rotter?” demanded Lovell.

“Nothin! I « Yarooh!”

Bump! Bump!

“Now, how much @did he ngc you?”

“Yow! ~Ow! Five bob!" groaned
Leggett. “He was gomg—o\v'—to
give me another half-crown—yow, ow!
—if it came off all right! Yooop!
Leggo!”

“You'll send that five bob back!
Jimmy Silver. “You can do
morrow. And now, youre geing to be
rolled in the soot you've scraped cut of
the chimney! Roll him!”.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The next ten minutes were like a
fearful nightmare to the cad of Rook-
wood. He was bumped, and he was
rolled in soot, and soot was rubbed into
his neck and his hair, and Lovell added
the ink and the gum with a liberal

and‘

Leggett’s yells died away in gasps and
mumbles, and when he was finally
kicked out of the study, to crawl away
to his own quarters, his feelings could
not be described in words. There was
no doubt that he had earned Pankley’s
five bob—more than earned that
moderate sum.

The next day Pankley received a
letter at Bagshot. It contained a postal
order for five shillings, and a meossage
in Jimmy Silver’s handwriting :

“Try again!”

And the great Pankley had to con-
fess that his great wheeze, after all,
had not been such a howling success
as he had anticipated.

Panklcy was not likely to “try
again” in the same way. Leggett,
after escaping from the Classicals,

found still more drastic treatment .at
the hands of the Moderns, and the
number of bumps, shoves, kicks and
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cuffs ‘that the rascal of Rookwood re-
ceived could hardly be counted; and
whether the punishment c¢id him good
or not, it certainly cured him of any
desire to play again the part of
traitor in the camp. Gl

a

CHAPTER 17,
torny Has His Way!
" O H, rot!” qmd Junmy SAM;

“All right, blow hm, if you like!”
said Lovell resignedly. “But it would
look better to agree, Jm‘nﬁs 2

Jimmy Silver grunted.

He was not pleased. .

It was a half-holiday Rockwood,
and half the Lower School, Moderns
and Classicals, were joining in a “hare
and hounds ” run across country. There

had been considerable prepar: atmns
overnight for that run, and %
had been provided in great quantities,
old exercises and newspapers and, dis-
used school-books being torn up for the
purpose.

Jimmy Silver was one of the hares;
that was settled. Mornington of the
Fourth had offered to be the other,

And Jimmy Silver did not like the
idea.

He could not pull with Mornington,
and, as junior football skipper, it had
been his duty to keep the dandy of the
Fourth out of the eleven. Most of the
fellows agreed with Jimmy in that.
Mornington was altogether too unreli-
able a fellow, though he could play a
first-class game when he liked. It de-
pended on his temper whether he liked,
and his temper was very uncertain.

But if, could not be denied that Morn-
ington was as good a runner as J)mmy
Silver himself—that a
and an endurance almost unequa!led m
the Fourth Form, which was all the
more remarkable, because he took very
little trouble to keep himself fit. And
Jimmy Silver’s chums felt that it was
an ungracious position for Jimmy to be

at
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“down” on Morny whenever he put
himself forward in any way.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome did
not like Morny any more than Jimmy
did, but they did not want the fellows
to think that Jimmy was determined
to keep his rival in the background in
every possible way, which Morny & Co.
declared to be Jimmy’s intention,

“Why can’t he run with the hounds?”
growled Jimmy., “He knows I don't
want him.”

“I dare say that's why he's offered,”
grimned Raby. “Still, I don’t see any-
thing against it. He can sprint.”

“And you needn’t talk to him, you
know,” said Newcome. “You can save
all your wind for runmng. you'll need
it, with*us after you.”

Another grunt from Jimmy Silvex
“Better agree, Jimmy,” urged
Lovell. “Towny and Topuy and that
sct_are singing out that you're jealous
of Morny and want to keep him in the
shade—

Towny and Toppy! What have
they got to do with it, anyway? They
won't run in the pack.

“Bless ’em, if you like. But—-"

“QOh, I'll agree!” said Jimmy. “Any-
thing for a quiet life. But I can tell you
there’ll very likely be a scrap as
well as a paperchase this afternoon. I
shan't stand any of Morny’s tricks.”

“I don’t see what tricks he can play
in a paperchase.”

» That s because you're an ass, old
chaj u can depend on it that if
Mo s as a hare, he will make up
his to be the only hare that gets
no\‘v‘, uzxd he'll play any rotten trick
to leave me behind.”

“I say, Jimmy, that's a bit suspicious,
you know Morny isn't such a cad as
all that.”

“Oh, all uwm'” snorted Jimmy Silver.
“Wait and see!

“Donu begin punching him till he
shows cloven hoof, anyway,” said
Raby, laughing. “I really think youre
a bit oo suspicious this time, Jimmy.”

“Oh, rats! 1It's seitled, then. Morny
runs with me.”

“I tell him,” said Lovell.

“Tell him to go to Jericho at the same
time,” said Jimmy crossly.

Lovell grinned, and quitted the end
study. He went along to Study No. 4,
where Mornington of the Fourth was
found, with his study-mates, Peele and
Gower. Townsend and Topham were
also in the study, and Smythe and
Tracy of the Shell. The nuts of Rock-
wood were discuss the paperchase
when Lovell locked in.

“Hallo!” said Mornington, looking at
Lovell.  “Has the Great Panjandrum
decided?”

“You're to run,” said Lovell curtly.

“Hear, hear!” said Smythe of the
Shell. “Chance fo\ you to get into the
limelight, Morny.
nington shrugged his shoulders.

“I don't know whether the hares will
get home,” he said. “I expect I shall
bhave to dawdle for Jimmy Silver.”

“You don't expect anything of the
kind,” said Lovell bluntly. “Don't talk
out of your neck, you fathead!”

“What beautiful manners tney have
in the end study!” said Mornington,
unruffied. “Any more 01 your graceful
remarks to make, Lovell

“Oh, rats!” grunted Lovall And he
swung away and returned to his own
study with a somewhat clouded brow

“1 fancy you were right, Jimmy,” s
Lovell. “It would have been be
leave that swankin’ cad out. Rookwoo
won't be big enough to hold him, if he
gets home and you don’t.”

“That won't happen, unless there’s
foul play,” said Jimmy Silver quietly.
“And if there’s foul play, Morny won't
knecw his cwn face again when he looks
in the glass!”

From which it really locked as if
there was likely to be trouble during
the Rookwood paperchase that after-
noon.




CHAPTER 18,
Hare and Hounds!

& EADY?” said Bulkeley.

R Immediately after dinner the

Rockwood juniors turned out

into the quad, most of them in run-
ning-clothes. Even Smythe of the Shell
and the rest of the nuts had turned up,
though they seldom took part in such
affairs. But Smythe & Co. were looking
forward with keen interest to the in-
tended “dishing ” of Jimmy Silver. They
were not likely 10 be “in at the death.

Tommy Dodd & Co. had come over
in great force from the Modern side.
The three Tommies lined up with more
than a dozen other Moderns. And there
were a good thirty Classicals of the
Fourth, Shell, and Third, Even some of
the Second had turned up, for the firs
part at least of the run—dJones minimus,
Snooks, Fisher, and Murphy. Bmkr\ley
of the Sixth, the captain of Rookwaod,
was to start them.

Jimmy Silver and Mornington both | g;

looked very fit and well in running garb,
with the bags of scent slung over their
shoulders. Morny was the great leader
of the “Giddy Goats” of Rookwood,
but he never looked weedy and seedy
like his pals. And certainly he looked
very fit now, and very handsome, with
a flush in his cheeks and a sparkie in
his eyes.

*Three minutes’ start 2

‘“Right-ho Bulke ey

“Off with y

The two ha*es started from the gates.
They trotted down the-road towards
Coombe, side by side.

The pack waited for the signal.

Bulkeley had his eyes on his wals JA
and the waiting juniors eyed
eagerly. The captain of Roo.moﬂd
raised his hand at last.

“Off1”

, And th
in great spirits.

said Bi

¥

streamed out of gates
It was a keen, cold,
frosty afternocon, al \\eathcr for a
hard run. A blast from Tom y Dodd’s
bugle announced that he had sighted
the hares across the flelds, and the
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pack went plunging threugh a hedie
with loud whoops. g
The hares, however, had a good start.
Dropping the scent as they ran, Jimmy
Silver and Mornington kept on ot a
steady trot. Mornington looked hack
over his shoulder as the bugle-ndte
nded through the clear air.
Tommy Dodd’s ahead,” he said.
“Moderns won't catch us,” said
Jimmy Silver, with all the pride of a
Classical, “Lovell or Raby, if anybody
does.”

“Well, nobody’s goin’ to catch mie,”
said Mornington. “Hurry up!”

He put on speed, and Jimmy S
followed suit. Jimmy’s eyes glea
little. He was captain of the Fc“nh
and it was for him to give dircetions, if
anybady did, and he was a better j
of the necessary pace than Mori
was. But Morny evidently did not mean
to lose the opportunity of “‘swank.” A
quarrel between the hares meant an
carly capture by the hounds, and J d
ilver did not want that. Morny was
willing to risk it rather than keep hi:
place. That was where the unscrupu-
lous junior had the advantage.

However, Jimmy Silver said noth
but ran on, scatfering the scent.
was headmg for the bridge over the
river, when Morny swerved and hore
off towards Coombe Wood.

“Come on!” called OuL Mornington.

“That’s not the way,” called back
Jimmy. “The run is over the bridge
and 'ﬂong the heath, and back by the

“Ecﬁte} try the wood first—they're
comin’ on fast. Theyll lose us in the
wood.”

Mornington shouted the last words
over his shoulder, keeping on. Jimmy
Silver hesitated a moment, and then
followed. The hares had to keep to-
gathu and it was clear that unless

Jimmy fellowed, they would not keep
together, It was fhe beginning of
Morny’s knavish tricks. The dandy
of the Fourth meant to take the lead,
and Jimmy Silver could like it or lump
it, as he chose.
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ﬂS his Daaner in the run. But Jt

1o,

= He rejoined Mornington, and they
ged into the wood together, under

, that were showing the first

of spring. Side by side they ran

e 1ootp;uh, leaving the scent

hmd s

The pack were out of sight now.
Mornington left the footpath, winding
through the wood, and leaving a cir-
cuitous trail, and Jimmy had no choice
hut to-follow his lead. Morny paused
to take breath as they reached the
streama that flowed through the heart
of the wood, crossed by a single plank
resting on stones.

“Done them so far,” said Morny.
“Careful how you cross that plankflt
2 bit rocky since the rains.”

“Keep your advice till I ask
said Jimmy Silver curtly.

. Mornington laughed and ran lightly
across the plank. He turned, and
stopped, catching the end of the plank
in his hands, as Jimmy was following.

“Let that alone!” shouted Jimmy
Silver,

“I'm holdin’ it for you—it’s loose!”

“Let it alonc you fathead—you're
loosening it

tell you I'm helpin’ you.
gad!” ejaculated Mornington,

The plank slipped from the stones,
and Jxmmy Silver had just time to jump
back to the bank he had just left. The
plank, caught in the current, whirled
do\ rstream, and jammed in the rushes

a dozen yards away.

Mornington looked at Jimmy across
1the stream.,  Jimmy glared back at
him.

“You howling cad!” he shouted.
“You did that on purpose.”
“‘l My dear chap, I was goin’ to help

for it,”

Oh, by

Jimmy clenched his hands hard.
There were six yards of icy water in
front of him, deep in the middle.

Eid
T Faintly from afar came the shouting of
the pack in hot pursuit.
“By gad! T'm afraid youre done
in,” called out Mornington, with a
M0 g grin. “No good both of us
gettin’ caught! /I‘ll get on.”
roared Jimmy.

and ran on,
leaving the tom»paper trail behind him.
And Jimmy Silver stood on the bank,
and shook a helpless fist at the fellow
who had {ricked him so easily.

CHAFTER 19,
in the Hands of the P
RA-RA-RA-RA!”

Tommy Dodd's bugle rang
through the woods.

Down the footpath towards the
suream came the Rookwood pack, in
great style. But the pack was less
NUMErous Now.

Jones minimus and the other Second
Formers had dropped out, and Smythe
and Tracy and Howard of the Shell,
in spite of their keenness to see Jimmy
Sﬂver “dished,” had given it up, with

bellows to mend, Townsend
ham, Gower and Peele, W
nuts that remained in the pack.

Tommy Dodd was in the lead—nex! b
to him Lovell and Raby—then, in
bunch, Newcome and Tommy Doyle And
Tommy Cook, Next came Pons and
Ryn and Conroy, in a row, running
steady strength. The rest of the pack
were strung out behind.

“Ta- ra ra Ta-ral”

hitistines !

ul

my Silver!”

“By Ji
o Le.L b(hmd by

there's

gasped To\\nscnd
gad!”

The nuts gave a breathless chuckle,

There was Jimmy Silver, on the hither
sxd‘gtof the stream, his companion out of
sig]

“Morny’s done him, just as he said!”
chortled Topham.

“Put it on!” shouted Tommy Dodd.
“Here's one of them
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Jimmy Silver looked bwk
hrows.

To be faL]y caught A[te‘ a hard run
was not so bad! But to be captured
almost at the stert, throug the
treachery ol his fellow-hare,
bitter.

Jimmy Silver was not caught yet,
however,”

He turned to the stream again, and
plunged down the bank. There was a
splash as he disappeareq into the water,

The water was icy cold; but Jimmy
hardly noticed it. He struck out for the
other side with powerful strok:

There was a whoop as the p:
sv.'ooping down to the bank, Tk
halted.

“No surrender!” said Temmy Dodd.
“I'm going on.”

“Same here!” gasped Lovell.

Splash! Splash! Splash!

Six or seven of the lea(lmg hounds

r of

vith kaitted

came
they

plunged in recklessly; the r th
Pack trying along the bank for sn easier
crossing.

Meanwhile, Jimmy Silver dragged

himself out, squelching mud, on the op-
posite bank, and took up the run again.

He followed Mornington's paper trail
throughr the wood, putting on & spurt
that left the pack well behind.

His running-shoes were thi with
mud. He was soaked to the skin, and
steam rose from him as he ran. Bui he
ran on hard, and in about ten minutes
sight,cd Mornington, clearing out of the
wood and entering upon the heath.

Mornington looked back, and gave a
jump at the sight of the mudd/ Junior
ing down on hip,

By gad! You got across!” he
claculated.
“Yes, you cad!”

Mornington faced round, and put up
his hands defensively. The glitter in
Jimmy Silver's eyes told of war.

But Jimmy restrained his anger, A
fight between the two hares meant cer-
tain capture. The hounds were coming
on fast.

“Come on!” growled Jimmy. “Tll
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tallk about that to you at Rookwood,

AT ROOKWOOD!
you x\omn' But xf you play m*omu
xr e, Iook o1

H Rats"’ sa]’i Mmmngton coolly.

And in that humour they ran on.
Jimmy Silver was putting on har
speed now, to make up for lost nmc
Mornington, good runmper as he w

hard put fo it to keep the pace. His
teeth set hard as he ran. g

At this rate, it was Mor gton who
was in dﬂlgcx of being left behind.
That prespect did not suit the dandy
he Fourth at all. His first scheme

“stranding 7 Jimmy Silv had
failed. But Morny’s brain was fertile of
schemes, He had not finished yet.

The hares paused on & knoll on the
heath to look back. Mornington \-: s
glad of the respite.

The pack had streamed out of U\o
wood, sadly diminished in numbe:
fellows who had gone along the
for a dry crossing were hopelessly left
behind.

But the three Tommies, muddy, hut
cheerful, were still in the lead, and
Lovell and Raby and Newcome and the
Colonial Co.
and Rawson and Towle and Flynn,

As the hares looked baclz, Conroy and
Pons and Van Ryn passed the leade:
and led the way, with the same stead;
pace they had kept to all along. The
Colonial Co. were pretty certam net to
be far behind at the finis] i

“Coma on!” said Mornmgtm)

“This way!” shouted Jimmy angrily.
“That path leads to old Slucku
gxound, and we're not allowed there.” .

t's the best way!”

::grﬁ:s wa/, I tell you!” roared Jimmy.

With that MommgLon dashed on.

Jimmy Silver drew a decp, hard
breath,  But there was no choice left
for him, and he followed Mornington,
who was already a dozen yards ahead.

Mornington was putting on great
speed now to keep ahead.

The heath was left, and he followed
a deep, rutty lane, leading hetween
ploughed fields, still scattering the
scent, Jimmy Silver close hehind.

vere still there, and Oswald.

o
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Mornington stopped at a low gate and
vaulted over it. There was a board
beside the gate, bearing the legend,
“Trespassers will be Prosecuted.”
Morny did not even glance at it.

Jimmy Silver leaned on the gate and
shouted :

“Come back, you idiot!
old Stuckey out!”

“Rats!”

‘“Come back, you chump!”

Mornington ran on,

Jimmy Silver gritted his teeth. Mr.
Stuckey had more than once complained
to the Head of Rookwood about tres-
Jassers on his land, and the old gentle-
man’s proverty was strictly out of
hounds. Jimmy Silver did not want the
paperchase to end in a caning all round
in the Head’s study at Rookwood.

And he could see Farmer Stuckey
himseif near the farmhouse—a fat old
gentleman in gaiters, who was staring
as if transfixed at Mornington. Mr.
Stuckey’s breath seemed to be taken
away by the junior’s “cheek” in dash-
ing across his land under his very eyes.

Mornington saw him, but he did not
pause. He was too reckless to care for
Farmer Stuckey or possible punishment
later; and if Jimmy did not follow, he
would be caught, and Mormy would
have the pleasure of calling him. funk.
The whoop of the pack down the lane
decided Jimmy, and he vaulted over
the gate and followed.

“Stop, you there!” came in a bellow
from the outraged Mr. Stuckey, as he
started towards the juniors,

They ran on, unheeding, Mornington
more than a dozen yards ahead now,
owing to Jimmy’s delay at the gdte. Mr.
Stuckey was dashing to intercept Morn-
ington before he could escape from the
fleld on the opposite side. He came puff-
ing and panting into the Rookwood
Junior’s way.

Mornington eyed him warily, and
made as if to charge straight at him, his
head lowered to butt on the farmer's
fab waistcoat. Mr. Stuckey gripped his
whip, and waited for him; but, just out
of the reach of the whip, Mornington

You'll have
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swerved, and circled round Mr. Stuckey
like a flash and ran on, leaving the
farmer spluttering with rage.

Mornington ran on, laughing, for the
opposite fence. With perfect coolness,
he was still leaving the paper trail.

Mr. Stuckey, spluttering, followed him
a'few paces, but he quickly realised that
he had no chance of overtaking the
nimble schoolboy. He swung round, and
faced Jimmy Silver as he came on. He
was directly in Jimmy’s path, and
Jimmy was not likely to elude him so
easily as Morny had done.

“Stop, you young varmint!” roared
Mr. Stuckey, flourishing his whip.
“Here, Willyum, Charley—'ere! Stop
him!”

Two labourers were running up from
different directions.

Jimmy Silver set his teeth.

Mornington had left him in another
trap, more serious than the first. Mr.
Stuckey was not to be negotiated so
easily as the stream in the wood.

Jimmy dodged round the farmer, but
Mr. Stuckey was on the watch for
dodging now. He plunged down on the
junior, and grasped him by the
shoulders.

Jimmy struggled furiously.

hooked his leg in Mr. Stuckey’s,
and the fat farmer came with a bump to
the ground, uttering a wild roar. It was
no time to stand on ceremony.

But Willyum and Charles were close
at hand now, and as Jimmy, breathless,
dragged himself away from the sprawl
ing Mr. Stuckey, the two labourers col-
lared him.

“Let go!” yelled Jimmy, struggling.

“Hold him!” splitered Mr, Stuckey,
struggling to a sitting position. “Hold
the young villain! Groooh!™

“My heye, ’ere’s some more of 'em!”
ejaculated Willyum.

The pack had arrived at the gate, and
were scrambling over.

“Stop ‘em!” shouted Mr. Stuckey.
“Leave that young varmint to me! You
go and stop ’em!”

Mr. Stuckey grasped Jimmy Silver
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in brawny hands there was no escaping
from. IHis two men rushed to the gate.
They had pitchforks in their h'ﬁds, nd
the pack scrambled hastily back into
the road. There was no argning with
pitchforks at se quarters.

“Look here, we want to cross this
field!” exclaimed Tommy Dedd.

“You keep hout!” said Willyum.

“We shan't do any harm,” said Con-
roy. “Let us pass, like a good cha

“Mr. Stuckey’s orders!”

“Look here—"

“You'n get this ’ere fork if you come
over

And the pack raged in vain at the

Mpawwhlle, the unfortunate Jimmy
Silver was a priscner. Mr. Stuckey held
him in a grip like a vice. Mornington
had vanished across the adjoining
field, merrily leaving the paper trail be-
hmd quite satisfied at the way matters
had turned out. The pack were stopped,
and Jimmy Silver was cut of the run-
ning, and all Morny had to do w.
saunter home to Rookwood, a victo:

all OV&Dta so it seemed to Morny,
kled gleefully as he trot

and
cd on.

CHAPTER 20,
“ Stone walls do not a prison make!
* OW, you young rascall”

N Mr. Stuckey shook the cap-

tured junior vigorously.

“Go casy!” said Jimmy Silver
cheerily. “I don’t want to kick your
shins, old scout, but you're going the
right way to make me!”

Mr. Stuckey snorted, but he ceased
to shake his captive.

“wWell, I've got yer!” he remarked.

“You have,” agreed Jimmy.

Jimmy cast a glance round. The pack
were stopped at the gate; he was in no
danger of capture so far as they were
concerned. He had a lingering hope
for a moment that Mornington mwm
turn back to his aid now that the two
farm-hands were at a distance, but the
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dandy of the Fourth was already vam<h<
ing across the next field.

Jimmy strove to take his reve:
cheerfully, and to “keep smiling,
according to his motto.

“Let go, Mr. Stuckey!” he said, a
sweetly as he could. “No harm done

you_know. Be a sport!”

“You tripped me up!” snorted Mr.

Stuckey.

“Wwell, accxdems wxll happen.
in rather a rTy.”

The farmer smiled grimly.

“You won't be in a 'urry now!” he
remarked. “You jest tell me where you
came from. I dessay you belong (o
Rookwood or Bagshot?”

“Go hon!” said Jimmy cheerfully. -

He had no intention whatever of tell.
ing Mr. Stuckey where he belonged. M.
Stuckey could find that out for himself.

“You're a schoolboy; I can see that!”
snarled Mr. Stuckey. €

“That's jolly sharp of you!” said
Jun'ny admiringly.

e you a schoolboy or ain’t you?”
rozued Mr. Stuckey.
lear chap, I'm a hare!” said
Jnnmy seriously.

Mr. Stuckey shook him again.

“1 dessay you belong to Bagshoi
School,” he said, “perhaps Rookwood.
Anyway I'm going to take you to your
headmaster! here’s your school?
Tell me Lhe name of your scheol, you
young rip!”

"Youxe gomg to take me there?”
a=':ed

I was

b Wont that be a waste of your valu-
able time, sir?”

“Not if I see you thrashed by your
headmaster!” said Mr. Stuckey grimly.
“Now, what’s that school?”

“Glas"ow University!” said Jimmy
sweetly, “It’s rather a walk from
here!”

“Wha-a-at!”

“OrSon second thoughts, Trin
lege, Dublin!” said Jimmy.
start at oncc or we shan't get Lhcle
before dark

“So you \xonc tell me?” growled Mr,

ycv




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

Stuckey. “Well, Tl take you to the
police-station in Coombe, and charge
you with trespassing! They’ll find out
where you belong fast enough!”

Jimmy Silver groaned dismally.

This was' an unbappy end to the
merry paperchase. Police Constable
Boggs, in Coombe, knew Jimmy well
enough. He had had the honour of
having his helmet dislodged not so long
.ago by a snowhall from Jimmy. Mr.
Boggs would be quite pleased to see him
—under such circumstances. But the
i)leasure ‘would be all on Mr, Boggs’ side.

“Well, you going to tell me where
that thexe school is?” demanded Mr.
Stuckey.

“Oh go and eat coke!”
Jimmy Silver.

Mr. Stuckey snorted, and marched
- Jimmy Silver off in a tight grip. A
paperchase across his land really did
no great harm, but Mr. Stuckey was
2 bad-tempered gentleman. Also, he
had strong opinions about, boys wasting
their time at school instead of working
on the land, as they did in the good old
times, for more kicks than halfpence.

Mr. Stuckey hadn’t had much school-
g, and, as he sometimes proudly re-
marked, it had made him what he was.
What he was was an unpleasant-
tempered and unreasonable old fellow;
but Mr. Stuckey did not look at it like
that. Mr. Stuckey was prepa
waste an hour of his valuable time in
taking Jimmy Silver to his headmastesr
and demand.mg a flogging for him—a
shocking waste of time, as Jimmy
thought.

It was no use Jimmy resisting; there
was no arguing with the big, homy
hand that gripped him. He was led away
to the farmhouse.

“ALL 1apncd out Mr. Stucke;

growled

'8

“Yes,

"Put tho pony in the trap at once!”
> You can walt ‘eve,” said Mr.
Stuckey, leading Jimmy Silvcr into a
shed.  “Ill come for you when I'm
ready. Cool your ’eels ’ere, my fine
young feller!”
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“I say, Mr. Stuckey, don't be a beast,
you know!” pleaded Jimmy.

Snort!

T say—»

Slam! <

The shed door closed and the
turned in the lock, an i
was left alone. He shook hi

ey

imy Silves
fist at the

st1” he remarked.

Jimmy’s situation was decidedly un-
pleasant. He was still damp from his
immersion in the stream, and his run-
ning-clothes were scanty and xe\y damp.
And it was very cold in the shed. The
little window was thick with frost.

He waved his arms to kecp himself
warm, and considered.

As soon as the trap was ready it was
e\ idently Mr. Stuckey’s intention to

drive into Coombe with him and deliver
hmx up to Police Constable Boggs., That
was rather worse -than being taken
direct to the Head of Rookwood. If he
were taken to the Head, Jimmy was
doubtful whether he would get a flog-
ging or a caning. But he did not yearn
for either.

“I've got to get out or this!” growled
Jimmy. “And—ar 1 hammer thaf
cad Mornington un he \xon‘t know his
face again!”

He rubbed the window clear and
looked out. The window faced towards
the farm-buildings, and he could see
Mr., Stuckey at a distance, Te Was
no escape that way.

He crossed to the opposite side of the

It was a flimsy building, not in the
best of repair, and built entirely of
weod. It was no time to stand upon
ceremony. There were several agricul-
tural implements in the shed—spades,
rakes and forks. Jimmy
spade, and commenced oper
board that showed signs of rot.

Crash! Crash!

The spade went through the board
near the ground. The gleam of d
light through the wood was enccuraging,

Jimmy wondered whether anyone in
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the f"\r. shouse would hear the noise.
But he could not afford to hesitate.
Vmsh crash went the spade,
by his sturdy hands,
splinter, splinter, went the

In o very few minutes Jimmy Silver
had crashed open an orifice large
enough to squeeze through. He threw
down the spade, panting.

There was a shout outside the door.

“Damaging my property, you young
1ascal' You wait till I come in to
you

‘The key grated in the lock.

” Jimmy shoved his head and shoulders
desperately thrcugh the jagged opening
in the wooden wall.

The shed door on the opposite side
opened, and Mr. Stuckey’s portly form
was framed in the doorway. The
farmer was red with anger, and he had
a big cart-whip in his hand.

Jimmy wriggled desperately through
the opening.

Mr. Stuckey gazed, for a moment
transfixed, at the legs of the junior,
‘which were all he could see of him.

“By gosh!” hie ejaculated.

He rushed across the shed, lashing
out with the whip, There was a fiendish
yell from Jimmy Silver as the thong
curled round hlS unprotected legs.

“Yooacoop!”

He shoved on furiously to get clear.
His body passed through the gap, and
his legs were following, when Mr.
Stuckey grasped one of his ankles,

“No, you don’t!” said Mr, Stuckey
grimly. “Here, Alf! Come ‘ere!”

Jimmy Silver was desperate.

‘As Mr. Stuckey held on to one foot
Jimmy landed out with the other, back-
wards, and his shoe caught Mr. Stuckey
under his fat chin,

There was a terrific roar from Mr.
Stuckey, as he sat down on_the shed
floor with a sudden bump, Iletting go
Jimmy to clasp his chin.

The next moment he made another
furious clutch at him. But one second

ad been enough for Jimmy Silver.
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He_ was through the gap now, and
he rolled on the ground outside., He sat
up rather dazedly.

Mr, Stuckey’s furious face glared at
him through the gap in the wall. The
farmer was a little too portly to follow
the same way.

‘Oh, my hat!” gasped Jimmy,
blinking at him. “Hallo, Stuckey!
Where did you get that face?”

Mr. Stuckey, almost choking, whirled
about, and rushed for the door to get
round.

And Jimmy Silver picked himself up
and dashed away at top speed. He was
in need of all his running powers now.

CHAPTER 21,
Run Down?! 1

“(TOP ‘i, Alf!” shricked Mr.
S Stuckey.

Jimmy Silver sprinted des-
perately across the farmyard, scattering
startled ducks and geese as he ran.
There was a terrific cackling as the
Junior dashed on, with the stout farmexr
lumbering breathlessly after him.

He reached the fence about a dozen
yards ahead of the farmer, and bounded
over it without touching it with his
hands,

On the other side he paused and
looked round. Mr. Stuckey shook a fat
and furious fist at him.

Jimmy kissed his hand in response.

£ G{;Od bye, Stuckey'” he called out.

“p

“Keep smiling, cocky!” said Jimmy
Silver cheerfully. “Ta-ta! See you
again some other hme—next time we
have a paperchase!”

And Jimmy ran on, laughing.

Mr. Stuckey stopped at the fence,
breathless. He was quite pumped, and
he could only shake a fat fist after the
Jjunior as he disappeared.

The pursuit was over, but Jimmy
Silver did not pause.

Kecping to the paper trail left .by
Mornington, he ran on at a good speed,
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in the hope of overtaking the dandy of
the Fourth. He had something quite
emphalic to say to Mornington as scon
as he met him.

e crossed field after field, and came
out on the heath again at last. Morn-
ington was giving the hounds a long
run.

Jimmy panted to the top of a knoll,
and looked round him,

Far in the distance behind appeared
a number of moving specks, and he
Lknew that they were the
could sce only scven of them, 3
.were “well behind. The hounds had

argued in vain with Willyuin and
Cuarley, and had rm lly gone a long
way round, avoidi. . Stuckey’s land
altogether, cmd mﬂ up the trail on
the other s

“Aall scxcnc so far!” murmured

Jimmy Silver. “Now where's Morning-
ton, the sneaking cad?”

He lcoked in the opposite direction.

In a few moments he spotted Morn-
ington, sauntering now, at a consi
able distance across the' moor. Ther
.was no hurry for Morny; he was so far
'\nead of the pack, owing to his peculiar

actics, that he was safe to walk home
Lo Rookwood if he chose.

Jimmy ran on steadily.

He was gaining on the single hare at

every stride, he knew that. But the trail
ran ‘into the wood before he sr’h*nd
Mornington. He came in sight of
dandy of the Fourth at last, sauntering
along the footpath with a careless air.
Morny was still scattering the scent
with a careless hand,

Jimmy's light footsteps made no sound
on the grass and the old leaves, and he
was quite close behind before Morning-
ton learned that he was there at all. But
Morny looked round suddenly, and
started violently as he saw Jimmy Silver
within a few yards, running him down.

“By gad!” ejaculated Morny.

“Stop!” panted Jimmy.

“So you got away?”

“Yes, you cad! Stop, and put up
your hands!”
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ran on,
was much
t ahead
Jimmy

Mornington grinned, and
After a leisurely walk, he
fresher than Jimmy, and he
—-still scattering scent, howeve:
pax ated after hin

‘ Stop, you rotter!” he roared.

Momy gave a mocking laugh.

“I'll see you at Rookwood, if youre
not caught!” he called back.

“Stop, you rotter!” panted Jimmy.

There was plenty of time to deal
with Mornington, with the pack so far
behind, and Jimmy did not mean to
leave the reckoning till they reached
Ry ood. He meant to make sure that
there were no more tricks on the home-
ward way, by giving the cad of the
TFourth the hammering of his life.

But Mornington ran on. He was on
the bank of the little stream again now,
and running along it in the direction
of the Coombe high-road. Jimmy Silver
guessed his intentios Near the road,
the stream was crossed by another
plank; and Morny evidently intended
to cross it, and displace the plank, as he
had done with the other pla:
carlier,

It would mean another
Jimmy Silver in icy
pleasant experience when he was blaz-
ing with heat from his exertions—and
it would mean delay which would
enable the treacherous hare to make
his escape and get to Rookwood.

Jimmy put all his “beef ” into it, and
fairly flew over the ground. He gained
on Mernington now.

Nearer and nearer he came, till with
his outstretched fingers he could almost
touch Morny’s shoulder,

A handful of torn paper, hurled hack
by Morny, smote him in the face, and
he staggered, blinded for a moment.
Mornington darted across the plank.
But Jimmy Silver recovered in a second,
and dashed on the plank after him.

Mornington bounded to the bank, and
turned; and as he turned, Jimmy Silver
was upon him,

“Now, you cad!” panted Jimmy.
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“Hang you!” muttered Mornington,
between his teeth,
| And they clutched, and rolled in the
grass, hammering fuuous

CHAPTER 22.
Bad Luck for Jimmyl

4 ANG you!”
H “You rotter!”
“Take that!”

Thump! Thump! Thump!

Both the hares had quite forgotten
the pack now, and whether they werc
near or far. Morny had played too
many tricks, and the hour of reckoning
had come, Jimmy Silver was hammer-
ing away furiously, and Morny ham-
mered in return with hearty goodwill.
The dandy of the Fourth was no coward.
They rolled in the grass, punching and
pummelling and gasping, and then
broke loose and jumped up.

“Now come on, you cad!” shou
Jimmy.

“I'm ready for you, hang you!”

And they rushed at one another,

More than once, already, since Morny
had come to Rookv\ood he bad come
to blows with Jimmy Silver. He had
always had the worst of it; but he had
plenty of pluck, and he did not shrink
from trying again. Jimmy was not at
his best now, after so severe a run, and
Morny, who had been taking it easy till
the last ten minutes, was a good deal
rested. They seemed well matched as
they slogged away furiously.

Mornington was the first down, how-
ever, stretched in the grass with a right-
hander that swept him fairly off his
feet.

5
3

Jimmy glared down at him as he lay
gasping,

“ N you cad will you play the
game?” he pant

“Hang 30\1"‘
#I' smash you!”

He scrambled breathlessly up.

“You rotter !” breathed Jimmy.
“Youve tried twice to leave me

howled Mornington.
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nd“d Jou swanking cad! You won't

e tried twice, and Tl d
d Mornington. “You w
ﬂ‘ for a run after I've-done

contempLuoml b
And they closed again, hitting hard.
Faintly, from the distance, came an

echoing voice—the voice of Tommy
Dodd :

“Tally-ho!”

“Hold on!” gwped Jimmy. . “Theyre

coming: He dropped his hands.
“We'l 11 Jfnish this at Rookwood, Morn-

finish it .snarled

VI crmugton .
ou fool! Do you want to be

caught?” panted Jimmy, stepping back.q

But Merny was rushing on, and his
fists lashed into Jimmy’s face. Jimmy
was standing close ‘to the edge of the
woodland stream, where the steep bank
sloped down three feet to the water.
The sudden attack sent him reeling,
and he crashed helplessly down the
bank.

Splash!

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Mornington.

Without a look to see how Jimmy
Silver had fared, Mornington ran on,
scattering scent for the trail,

Jimmy Silver had gone headlong into
the water, but he came up puffing, and
scrambled on the thick, muddy .bank.
He gave a cry of pain as he did so. He
had fallen helplessly, in a heap, and
his foot had caught in a trailing root,
and his ankle was hurt. His face was
pale with pain as he dragged himself
up the steep bank to the grass,
there he sank down, almost exhausted.

Mornington disappeared down the
footpath towards the high-road.

“Oh, crumbs!” groaned Jimmy Silver.

He felt over his ankle savagely.

It was not sprained, but it had had

a bad twist, and it hurt him to move
m He set his teeth to keep back a cry
of pain as he staggered up.

here!”"
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down the footpath towards the
pack came in sight, and a

St Oll Tommy Dodd’s bugle
showed that he had seen Jimmy. 'The
pack was sadly reduced now. Tommy
Dodd, Lovell, Van Ryn, and Conroy
were all that remained of nearly fifty
rs who had started frem Rockwood
early in the afternoon.

They were showing signs of wear and
tear, too, but they still came on gal-
lantly, Far in the rear, the others
re struggling on—such as had not
- g1v0n up the game, and started for

Rookwood by short cuts.

. Jimmy ran on, and came in sight of
gh-roa: He clambered over a
and dropped into the road—his
gun. him a sharp spasm as he

s Oh crumbs!” gasped Jimmy,

But on he went, at a limping run.

If the pack had been fresh, Jimmy
Silver would not have had much
chance. But the four who were keep-
ing up were hard hit by the run, and

-the pace had slackened very much.

Only three came clambering over the
fence into the road after Jimmy Silver
—Tommy Dodd, Lovell, and Conroy.

Jimmy, with teeth hard set, was run-
ning for Rookwood—nearly a mile yet,
and Mornington wel] ahea

Mornington looked round as he heard
the pattering feet behind him. He
grinned at.Jimmy’s white face.

“By gad, youre a sticker, Silver!”
he cxchlmnd with reluctant admira-
tion. “Youre not fed-up yet?”

“You cad!” panted back Silver.

Mornington slackened a little,
Jimmy Silver drew nearer.

“What’s the m'utu with your hoof?”
demanded Morn

“Hurt, cOnfuu

“Oh! Hurt it w
the water?”

“Yes; it's your domsﬂ”

“Why not chuck
Morningten.
ng}‘t chey can't touch me!”

and

hien 5'au tumbled into

Mommgton laughed, and looked back,
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Lovell had dropped out—he was walking
now; he hadn’t a run left in his smray
s. But Tommy Dodd and Conroy, the
Cornstalk, were coming on at a2 pace
that equalled that of the h“rcs ¢ ou"h
they were not gaining. The
the open high-road now—a strmzht lu"l
to Rookwootl.

“I could shake them off,” said Morn-
ington, breathlessly but coolly. “ Better
leave it to me, Jimmy Silver!”

Jimmy lurched in his run at that

moment—his ankle had almost failed
him. His face grew paler.
But he pulled himself together, and
ran on, his teeth shut hard. If it killed
him he felt that he could not let the
cad of the Fourth beat him now.

Mornington laughed, and kept cn. He
was dmwing ahead again, andhe could
have drawn farther ahead, but he did
not. More than once he glanced at
Jimmy Silver, whose face showed only
too clearly the pain he was enduring
with Spartan fortitude. Perhaps there
was a glimmer of remorse in Morning-
ton’s lock.

“You're done up, Silver,” he said at
last.

Jimmy did not reply.

“Better chuck it!” .

“Shut up, I tell you!”

“There’s Rockwood!” said Morning-
ton, as the school came in sight far down
the road. “Hallo, theyre putting it
on!”

Tomimy Dodd and Conroy were put-
ting on all they could now, in sight of
home. The next hundred yards settled
the matter one way or the other. Jimmy
Silver exerted himself, and ran on; but
it was too much. A sharp cry escaped
lips, and he pitched helplessly for
and rolled in the dust.

CHAPTER 23.
Piaying the Gams!

“ ERE they come!”
l—"i “By gad, Morny’s lea 1
“Hurrah!”
There was a crowd round the

gates
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of Rdekwocd. Smythe & Co, were there
in force, to see Mornington come in sole
victor, as they hoped. Some of the
pack who had given in early and re-
turned home, were there, too. Fiftecn
or sixteen fellows were waiting to see
the finish. And there was a shout as
the hares came in sight, with only two
of the pack still clinging to the trail.

“It's a win for the hares,” said
Townsend, “and Morny will do it!
Look at Silver; he’s quite groggy!”

“Staggerin’, by Jove!” grinned
Topham.

“Good old Morny!”

“Go it, Morny!”

“There were yells of encouragement
to Mornington from his nutty friends
and to Jimmy Silver frem the other
fellows.

“By gad, he’s down!” yclled Adolphi
Smythe, in gr cat de light.

“Silver's done

“Put it on, Momy'” yelled Peele.

Jimmy Silver was down—there was
no mistake about that. His damage
ankle had failed him. He rolled help—
lessly in the road. Mornington ran on.

But he

expression on Mornington’s face as he
turned back to Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy sat up, gasnmg He tried to
rise, but he could not.

“Done?” muttered Mornington.

“Yes, you rotter!” muttered Jimmy
Silver, between his teeth. “It's your
win—gcc on, you rotten trickster!”

“Come on, Morny!” yelled Smythe,
from the gate.

Mornington did not heed either
Jimmy Silver or Smythe. He cast a
backward glance at the hounds. Tommy
Dodd and Conroy were coming on

the dandy of the TFourth
stooped mcn Jimmy Silver.

“Get h d'” he snapped out.

“Wha

b Puc wur arms round my neck, and
hold o

& VVhaC the dickens—"

“Don't waste time! You can't go on.
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I'm going to carry you!” said Morning-
ton _coolly.

“You can't!” g

“Im (/om’ to!

_nepcd Ji mxmy Silver.

e Cat(‘] hold, I tell you, or they'll have
5!

Jimmy Silver, in utter amazement, did
as Mornington directed. He was too
astounded to say anything further.

Probably Mornington himself did not
fully understand his own. motives.
Somewhere within the wilful and way-
ward breast was the instinct of a true
sportsman, though it had not always
had full play. He grinned at Jimmy
Silver's astounded face as, he hoisted

im,

“Hold on—we'll beat them yet!” he
rvutwled

“You could beat them alone—"

“Both or neither! Sink or swim tec-
gether!” said Mornington. “Now for
it1”

Jimmy was half-acress his shoulder,
holding on. Burdened with the weight
of the captain of the Fourth, Mommg-
ton ran on, more slowly now
was a panting shout from Tommy Dodd
kehind.

“Come on, Conroy!

We've got ‘em
® You bet!” gasped Conroy.

The two hounds—last survivors of the
numerous pack—put on all they could.
Morningten was putting on all he could,
too. Without his burden, he could have
run clear home ahead of the hounds.
But, burdened as he was, the result was
exceedingly doubtful.

“Of all the howlin’ idiots,” ejaculated
ythe in amazement, “Morny takes
h:scmt' Look at him!™
The burblin’ ass!” said Townsend, in

disgust.

The nuts simply blinked at Morning-
ton as
Jim:
we

he ran on unsteadily under
y Silver's weight. What Morny
it for was a puzvle to the nuts.
re not troubled with any sport-
ts. But Morny was dmnv it,
r his motives.

and cleser came the panting
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hounds, gaining at every stride now.
Mornington was panting on grimly.
{is flushed face had turned pale now.
His eyes glittered hard, his teeth were
set, showing white between his parted
lips. He was under a strain that would
have made most of the Fourth *crack
up,” but he would not yield to it. By
sheer force of iren will he drove his
aching limbs on.

Closer and closer to the gate, and
the crowd opened to give him room to
pass through. But the hounds were
close behind now.

“Buck up, Morny! Buck up!”

“Put it on! They're at you!”

“Go it, Tommy Dodd”

Tommy Dodd made a catch at the
hare, missed, and stumbled, falling on
his knees. Tie had missed by an inch.
Conroy rushed on past him.

Mornington did not feel the out-
stretched hand close behind him, but he
knew it was there. With a last terrific
effort, he hurled himself forward into
the gateway.

Conroy’s finger-tips just missed.

Before he could catch again, Morn-
ington was through the gateway of
Rookwood, and staggering in.

Bump!

With a crash, the dandy of the
Fourth went to the ground, Jimmy
Silver with him. He was down at last,
utterly spent.

But he was down within the gates,
and the race was won!

CHAPTER 20,
Veil Wonl!

< ¥ FOORAY!”
“Well run, Morny!”
Conroy staggered against the

gates, snent and breathless. It had been
a near thing, but a miss was as good as
a mile.

A dozen fellows rushed to help up
Mornington and Jimmy Silver, Morn-
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ington leaned breathlessly on Town-
send’s shoulder.

“We've done them!” he gasped.

“What the merry dickens did you
carry Silver in for?”

Mornington laughed.

“Blessed if I know!
we've done them!”

Jimmy Silver, held up by Oswald of
the Fourth, grinned. His feelings were
quite cordial towards Mornington at
that moment.

“We've done them!” he agreed.
“Thanks for getting me in!”

Morningten ed his ¢

“If youd like to step into the gvm
after tea——" he said.

“I wouldn't!” said Jimmy quietly.
“Youre a queer_fish, Mornington—a
jolly queer fish. But I'm not going to
lick you.”

“You're welcome to try.”

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Jimmy
Silver,

And he limped away to the School
House, leaning on Oswald’s arm.

‘Mornington laughed and w:
with his friends.

An hour later, the Fistical Four
gathered to tea in the end study. The
Classical chums were all feeling the
effects of the hard run, but they were
quite merry and bright. Jimmy Silver’s
ankle was not giving him such pain
now, and as he was satisfied that it
would be well enough for footer on
Saturday, he round it quite easy to
“keep smiling.”

“So Morny carried you in?” said
Lovell. “You did that once at the end
of a run, . But I'm blessed if
I should ever have expected it of Morn-
ington.”

“He’s a queer fish,” said Jimmy.

“Did you have trouble on the run,
after all?", asked Raby.

“Ahem!

1 say, Silver,

hrug:

d away

“What's the matter with your nese?”
grinned Newcome,
“My nose?”



It looks as if it's knocked
something hard.  So does

Jxmn‘y\ ver laughed.

“Well, as a master of fact, there was
a bit of uouble. he said.

“Mornington tried to dish you on the
run?”

“Yes,” admitted Jimmy.

“He moved that plank in the first
.place, and he got you on Stuckey’s Farm
on purpoese,” said Lovell, with a nod.

“Well, yes.”

“And you hammered him?”

Jmmy nodded.

“Then why on earth did he change
his mind at the finish, when it was all
in his hands, and nsk getting caught,
0 see you through?”

“Because he's a queer fish,” said
Jimmy thoughtfully. “He acted like
a howiing cad all along, and then like
a real sportsman at the finish. That’s
the kind of funny animal he is. And
Vye been thinking, you chaps—-"

Jimmy paused.

“ADOLL Morny?”

“Yes. Look here, the chap’s 20t the
makings of a sportsman in him,” sal
Jimmy Silver. “I've been thlm{'n" of
giving him a chance.”

“In the footer, do you mean?”

“Yes, and generally.”

Lovell whistled.

“You know how it turned out last
time, Jimmy.”

“I know,” said Jimmy Silver. “But
—>but he did play up like a real sport
for once. And, if you fellows agree,
we'll give him a chance. And I'll play
him at Bagshot on Saturday and see
how it turns out. What do you say?”

“Any old thing!” said Lovell, with a
i “I think I know how it’ll turn
Somebody’s nose will be punched.
But give mm a chance, by all means,
and we'll s

And Jxmmy Silver decided that hc
would, though what the dandy of thi
Fourth would make of his chance re—
#ained to be seen.

THE FQURTH FORM AT ROOKWOOD!

CHAPTER 25.
simmy Has His Way!

oT1”
R
opinion.
Tommy Deodd pronounced it with
considerable emphasis. There was no
mistaking Tommy’s meaning,
“You see- " began Junmy Silver.
“Rot!”
“I must say, I agree with Tommy,”
remarked Rawson. ‘“You must be off
your rocker, Jimmy, to think of playm"

was Tommy Dodd’s

Mornington in the Bagshot match!”
“You see—"
“I don't see,” said Tommy Cook,
quite in agreement with the other

Tommy. “Youre a howlg ass!”
“Qh, give Jimmy his head!” said
Lovell. “He always gets it in the long
run, so youre wasting time!”
“Rot1”

“Bosh!”

“Look here,” said Tommy Dodd
warmly, “you know Mornington’s a
rotter; you've said so yourself!” .

“Yes; but- » said Jimmy Silver.

“¥You know he never plays the
game!”

“Yes; but—"

“Oh, blow your yesses and buts!

Haven't we tried him in the matches
before, and how did it turn out?”

“Rotten!” said all the junior foot-
ball committee together.

“Hasn't he actually tried to give a
game away to the enemy, because he
was in one of his ratty tempers?” de-
manded Tommy Dodd. “Why, you
said you’d never play him again as 10;
as you were skipper. If you're think-
ing of playing that unreliable rotier
against Bagshot, it’s about time you

K skipper, by Jove!”
" agreed Cook. “ri
tell you what, Silver. You chuck it,
and let’s have a Modern skipper. It
will be all the better for Rookwood!”

To which suggestion the Classical
membcxs of the committee answered,
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Burdened with the weight of Jimmy Silver, Mornington struggled on. Ha

did ot feel the outstretched hand of the ** hound ' close behind him, but he

knew it was there. With a last terrifio efiort, he hurled himseli forward Into
the gateway, and the race was won !




5 ~

Jimmy Silver looked a little worried.

He had proposed to the committee to
give Mornington, the dandy of the
Fourth, a chance in the next match.
The proposal came as @ surprise from
Jimmy Silver.

But Jimmy Silver had his reasons.

“I knew youwd be surprised,” he
agreed. “But lend me your ears in-
stead of your jaws for a bit. Momv s a
Iipping forward when he

“And he likes when he happens to
be in.a good temper,” snorted Tommy
Dodd; “and if his noble temper
happens to be ratty, he will chuck away
a game out of sheer ratiiness!”

“And he’s done it, too,” said Cook.

“He can’t be relied on, Jimmy,” said
Rawson, with a shake of the head.
“Put him in the eleven, and he'll try
to boss the team at once, and the
Tellows won't stand it, even if you will!”

“I know,” said Jimmy. “But—"
“Butting again!” grunted Tommy
Dodd.

“Do listen a minute. I know
Morny’s rather a worm, but he played
up like a real Briton cver the paper-
chase last week—-"

“One swallow
summer.”

“He’s shown some
some good points-

“He gencrally keeps ‘em pretty well
‘hidden.”

“My idea,” said Jimmy, “is to give
him a chance. He's had seme pretty
stiff lessons, and he’s got the makings
of a decent chap in him, and he might
make the best of a chance.”

“He might!” grunted Tommy Dodd.
“And suppose you offend his noble
lordship, and he decides to chuck away
the match to spite you—what!”

“I don’t think he would now.

“He did before.”

“Well, yes.”

“And he would again. Il tell you
what—if you want a new man in the
team, there are several Modern chaps
X can recommend——"

#Oh,“don’t begin cn that!”

doesn’t make a

mes that he’s got

said
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Jimmy. “Do let a fellow have his say
out! I won’t play Morny if the com-
mittee’s against it. I agrée to that. I
know it’s a risk. But I'd like to give
him a chance to play up, and I think
very likely he would make the hest 0(
it. Perhaps I'm a bit too trusting:

“No perhaps about it!” grunted
Tommy Dodd.

“I{’s the Bagshot match, too,” said

Cook. “Pankley & Co. will give us a
tussle, even if we're at full strength.”

“'Vlornys a ripping winger, if he
chooses-

“He may not choose.”

“Well, pus it o the vote! said

“1
him a tr nl

Jiimmy Silver resignedly.
insist on it. . I'd like to givi
that’s all.”

““Oh, rats!” said Tommy Dedd. “If
you really want to, I agree for one.
I don't want to ovexmle you. But I
think you're a chump!”

“Same here,” said Cook, with a nod.
“I think youre a burbling ass, and I
agreel”

“I've agreed already!” grinned
Lovell. “It’s no good arguing with

immy. He could argue the hind legs
off a donkey!”

Jimmy Silver smiled.

After all the explosive remarks on the
subject, there was not a dissentient
The junior football committee
agreed that Jimmy Silver was a how!-
ing ass, and that he was to have ¥
asinine way.

“Then T'll put his name down,” sal
Jimmy. “The list’s got to go up this
evening. The fellows want to sce i

“There’ll be some surprise when they
do!” grinned Lovell.

“And I hope youll get
Jimmy Silver,” remarked Cook.
can't deny that you deserve it!”

Jimmy Silver grinned, and proceeded
to complete the footer list. There were
ten names down so far: Conroy, Raby,
Van Ryn, Rawson, Jimmy Silver, Doyle,
——, Lovell, Tommy Dodd, Pons, Cook.
In the place of the — Jimmy v
now wrote in the name of Morr
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“I'll go and get this on the board,"
he said.

“You can go and eat coke!” grunted
Tommy Dodd.  “Don’t forget I think
you're an ass!”

Jimmy Silver nodded agreeably, and
quitted the study to post up the notice
on the board, many of the Rookwood
Jjuniors being very anxious to see it.

And the football committee turned
their attention to tea, which was the
next item on the programme.

CHAPTER 26
A Ragging for Jimmy!
“ ERE comes the cad!”

H Mornington of the Fourth

made that remark.

There were a good many of the
Classical Fourth gathered about the
notice-beard in the hall, and promi-
nent among them were Mornington and
his friends—Townsend and Topham,
Peele and Gower, and Smythe, Tracy,
and Howard of the Shell. The nuts of
Rockwood were in a group, talking to-
gether in low tones, when Jimmy Silver
was sighted on the big staircase.

“Yaas, here he comes,” said Smythe.
“Ready, dear boys?”

“What-ho!” grinned the dear boys.

“Wait till he gets here,” muttered

Mornington. “We'll collar the cad
while he’s pinnin’ up the notice!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Well stuff the precious footer

list down his back, an’ bump him, an’
give him the frog’s-march along the
Dassage!” grinned Mornington.
“That’ll let him know what we think
of his football eleven!”

And the nuts chortled.

The nuts were in a merry mood.
Mornington had arranged that pleasant
reception for Jimmy Silver when he
came along with the footer list.

Morny had no idea of the purport of
the committee meeting in the end
study. It never crossed his mind for a
moment that the captain of the Fourth

51

had decided to give him a chance in
the Bagshot match.

Mornington, with all his dandified
and slacking ways, was a keen foot-
baller, and, if his temper had been a
little more reliable, would have been
a valuable recruit for the eleven. He
declined to admit that it was his own
fauit that he was excluded, and re-
sented his exclusion bitterly.

On occasions when he had heen
played, he had calmly assumed the
rignt to act as if he were skipper of
the team, which Jimmy Silver could
hardly be expected to take patiently.
There was not exactly room for the
two captains in one eleven. And if his
lordly temper happened to be crossed,
Morny had gone to the length of ob-
structing his own side, after which ha
had been dropped like a hot potato.

But the dandy of the Fourth was far
from admitting that he was to blame
in the slightest degrece. His idea ap-
parently was that whatever he chose
to do was to be respectfully tolerated—
an idea which he had all {o himself.

Jimmy Silver glanced at the nuts as
he came along to the notice-board, and
smiled a little, thinking of the surprise
the notice contained for them. Smythe

Co. were as annoyed as Morny at
being passed over, and with still less
reason, for they were anything but
footballers, and never turned up to
practice if they could help it.

“Now, then,” murmured Morning-
ton, as Jimmy reached the board.

There was a rush.

“Hallo!”  exclaimed Jimmy, in
surprise.
He was collared on all sides. With

a yell, he went down on the floor in the
midst of the grinning nuts.

“Yow! Ow!” roared Jimmy, as he
smote the floor. “Leggo, you silly
asses!”

“Down him!”

“8it on him!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mornington tore the paper from
Jimmy’s hand, crumpled it, and pro-




52
ceeded to stuff it down Jimmy’s back,
while the captain of the Fourth
struggled furiously in the grasp of tne
rest.

Jimmy roared and resisted.

But the odds were too great, and the
nuts had it all their own way. Ts
crumpled note was safely deposited in-
side Jimmy’s shirt.

“Frog's-march!” said Mornington.

“Rescuel? yelled Jimmy.

Flynn and Oswald and Jones minor
ran up. But they were shouldered off,
and Jimmy was dragged up in the
grasp of Mornington & Co.

“Up the staircase!” chuckled Morn-
mﬂton “Buck up, or Bootles will be
cut

a, ha, ha!”

“Yaxooh‘ Rescue!”

“Up with him!”

Bump, bump, bump

Jimmy Silver, strugglmv wildly,
rushed up the big staircase, bump!
on every step as he went.

Bump, bump, bump!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Up the staircase went the crowd of
nuts, yelling with laughter, and Jimmy
Silver yelling in quite another manner.

They reached the Fourth Form
passage, and rushed along towards the
end study.

Conroy of the Fourth sLeppcd out
of Study No. 3 as he heard the din

“What the merry dlckens— he
began.

“Lend me a hand!” yelled Jimmy.

“My hati”

The Australian junior rushed to the
rescue. But he was bowled over by
the rush, Jimmy Silver- bumping into
him like a baitering-ram as he was
rushed on.

Conroy went down with a bump and
a yell, and the yelling nuts rushed
over him, and Jimmy Silver, with his
arms and legs flying wildly, was borne
along to the end study.

Mornington kicked the door open.

“Hallo!” shouted Lovell, Jumn‘n" up
from the tea-table. “What——'
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“Great Scott!”

The football commitice w
their feet, staring.

Jimmy silver was rushed headlong
into_the study.

“On the tanle'” yelled Morhington.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Up went J.mmy in the grasp ef the
nuts, and he was brought do\\n with
a crash on the tea-table. There was
a terrific smashing and crashing of
crockery, in the midst of broken tea-
things and scattered provende:

“What —what the dickens—
gasped Tommy Dodd.

Having deposited the captain of the
Fourth on the table, the nuts retreated
from the study, roaring with laughter.
Mornington looked back from the door.

“That’s what we think of your merry
footer skipper!” he explained.

Then he followed his friends, chuck-
lin,

The foothall committee gasped. Then
they roared. The end study rang with

e all on

”

it.
“Ha, ha, hal”

CHAPTER 27,
All tho Samel
e CW! Ow, ow, ow!”
Y Thus Jimmy Silver.
He sprawled dazedly on the
wrecked tea-table.
The juniors in the study howled wit!
merriment. They could not help xt
Mornington’s outbreak, in reply to
Jimmy’s including him in the eleven,
struck them as comic. Jimmy had
carried his point, and Morny’s name
was down, in spite of the adverse
opinion of the whole committee. And
this was Morny’s reply! The juniors
roared.
Jimmy =at up in the butter and jam,
and gasped,
“Oh, mv hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Yow! Ow, ow!”
“Ha, ha. ha!” shricked Tommy
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Oh, you ass!

& Oh, Jimmy!
ha

oooh' There’s nothmg to ca
i ‘m h

illy "L‘sscs‘ Ow! u

The ]umoxs‘ almost wept.
Jimmy rolled off the table,
butier and jam clinging to him.
g‘,ared at (he hilarious comnuttclx
You silly cuckoos—""
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Tm hurt!”

with
He

.~ ““Well, you can’t be used as a steam-

hammer without being hurt!” gasped
Cook. “You've smashed all your own
crocks.”

“And mucked up the tea!” grinned
Raw

HE, ha ha!”

“Is that Morny’s way of showm(Y h1>
ratitude?” chuckled Lovell

JAmm 1

Raby and Newcome came into the
study. They stared at the sight of the
wreckage. Then they joined in the
roar.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, crumbs!” mumbled Jimmy.
“Oh, dear! Of—of course, it was a mis-
understanding. Mmmngton didn't
know his name was in the list.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“On, stop. cackling!” \cl'ed Jvnmy
Silver. “This isn't funn

“Your mistake; it is!”
Tommy Dodd.

“B ungrateful
howled TLovell, “Oh,
ha, hat”

chox tled

of
Jimmy!

Morny!”
Ha,

offy
ike Lhmr cheek to handle a footer
captain like that, though!” said
Rawson.

“Blow them!” growled Jimmy.

“They were all ready for me in the
hall Iamd they mshcd me.”

“They had :t all cut and dried, of
course. The silly asses! Of course,
Morny thought he was left out, as
usual.”

I suppoze he will be left out now?”
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grinned Tommy. “Even you won't he
ass enough to play him after this.
Better play Towle, of our side.”

“What are you at, Jimmy?” asked
Lovell. Jimmy appeared to be trying
to tie himself into a sailor’s knot.
“ Anything down your back?”

“Yes, ass; the footer list.
for me.”

There was a fresh explosion of mirth
the study. Lov extracted the

Get it out

ed footer , gasping . with
Jimmy Silver smoothed it out.
“Cross out Morny’s name!” said
Raby. “The rotter oughtn't to be

played, Jimmy!”

Jimmy Silver paused.

His handling by the nuts naturally
made him very wrathful. He was
greatly inclined to take the advice of
his chums and scratch Mornington's
name.

But he paused. Mornington’s action
had been cheeky, there was no denying
that; but, after all, it had nothing to
do_with footer. I1f he had ever been
entitled to a chance in the Bagshot
match, he was as much entitled to it
now as before that outbreak.

Jimmy sheok his head.

“You're going to play him
demanded Lovell.

“Yosn

“ After what he's done?”

still?™,

“Well, you fathead!”
“Of all the howling asses
Newecome.

“This doesn't make any difference,”
said Jimmy resolutely. “We'd de-
cided to give Mornington a chance.”
“Youwd decided, you mean.”

“well, I'd decided. I don’t see why
should change my mind because of
silly rag.”

“Oh, you're an ass!”

“Thanks! \Io*‘ny plays all the same.”
“Fathead!”

“I shall post up this notice, just as
if nothing had happened,” sa‘d Jimmy
silver. “I think I ought to.

7 said

o
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“We'd better come with you, then,”
g)mned Lovell. “There may be another

“Br -r-r-r-r1”

Jimmy Silver, having made himself
a little more tldy left the study with
the paper in his hand. Lovell and
Raby and Newcome went with him.
‘The nuts were not likely to attempt
another rag with the rlsuc'\l Four all
together.

The notice was duly pinned on the
board, and it was at once read by a
crowd of Juniors.
here were general exclamations of
surprise at the sight of Mornington’s
name in the

“Morny, hedad"’ exclaimed Flynn,
“Is that Mumys reward for raggin’
ye, Jimmy?”

! Morny’s name was in the
list before.”

“Faith, it’s an ass ye are!”

“Morny will think he’s ragged yon
into putting him in, Jimmy,” said Dick
Oswald.

Jimmy snorted.

“Morny can think what he lik

And he strode away.

“What about calling on Morny?”
asked Lovell, as they passed Study
No. 4 on their way back to the end
study.

‘There vas a sound of laughter from
Study No. 4. The nuts of Rookwood
were 1e10

Jimmy Silver hesitated.

Never had he felt more inclined to

“mop up ” the passage with the dandy
of the Fourth.

But he decided not,

If Mornington was to play in the
clesen on Saturday, giving him
ing was not a very good preliminary
* playing in the match with him.

With rare self-control Jimmy Silver
df'cxded to let the “rag™ pass.

After all, it was only a rag” he
said. “We've ragged Morny often
cnough, Let him alone.”

“Theyll think youre a
s‘ﬂpned Lovell.

Let em!” said Jimmy.

5.

funk!”

a|you?” sneered Higgs.
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And he went
followed.

But JJmmy was looking
thoughtful at tea in the end \.tu
was qmbe possible that the nuts n
take the view that Morny’s name
been put into the eleven after the
and not before—that, in fact, Jiw
had done it from motives of “funk

It was quite probakle that
ton himself would take that vi
such an impression would do a great
deal to spoil the effect of Jimmy’s comn#
cession. Yet he felt that he ought not
to change his settled plans because of a
misunderstanding on the part of
“swanking ” bounders. That was so.
but it was very unfortunate, all the
same.

Higgs of the Fourth looked in during
tea.  Alfred Higgs was scowling.

“Look here, Silver!” he e .
“I see yowve got that swanking cad
Mornington’s name in the list.”

“Oh, yes!” growled Jimmy.

“What do you mean L; ite”

“Can’t you guess?” snapped Jimmy.
“I mean by it that ‘\/Iorm jton plays
in the eleven. A name in a footer-list
generally means that, doesn't it?”

“Oh, don’t be funny!” growled the
bul‘y of the Fourth. “What about

on, and his chums

m

“Oh, blow you!”

“I can play back!” said Higgs
angrily. “You can put Raby in the
front line, and me at right-back, if
you want another man.”

“I don't!” said Jimmy.

“Perhaps you'd put me in if I came
here with my friends and ragged
“That seems to
be a gaod way of getting into the
eleven.

Jxmmy flushed.

“Morny’s name was
before,” he said.

“Oh, rats!” said Higgs rudely. “If
it’s a ragging you want before you put
;1 cgap in the team, I shall know what

in the team

Jimmy Silver jumped up.
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“Wwell, come and get on with the
ragging,” he said. “You won’t go into
the team, but you'll go out of this study
on your neck!”

“Perhaps you could put me out!”
sneered Higgs.

“Perhaps I could!” assented Jimmy.
“I'll try, anyway.”

Jimmy’s temper was not at its best
at that moment, and Higgs’ attempt at
bullying was the last straw.

He rushed at the bully of the Fourth,
and they grasped one another, and
executed what appeared to be a waltz
round the study.

' The waltz ended suddenly.

Alfred Higgs shot through the door-
way, and landed in the passage with 2
bump.

Jimmy slammed the door after him.

He returned to the tea-table with a
ruffled brow, which was not made more
serene by the chuckles of the tea-party.

But Higgs, at all events, was finished
with. The bully. of the Fourth appar-
ently gave up the idea of getting into
the junior eleven by ragging in the
end study, for he did not return.

CHAPTER 23.
Not a Success!
% EWS for you, Morny!”
N Townsend came into No. 4
Study, his face full of excite-
ment,

Mornington and Peele were there,
smoking cigarettes. Mornington gave
the newcomer an inquiring glance.

“Jimmy Silver sent me a challenge?”
he asked carelessly.

“Ha, ha! No. Guess!”

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.

“Not worth the trouble of guessin’.
What is it?”

“He’s put you in the eleven!™

“What!”

Mornington jumped up at that.

. “Blessed if I could believe my eyes
when I saw it!” said Townsend. *But
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it’s right enough! Your name’s down
in the list, in Silver’s hand.”

“By gad!” sald Mornington.

His eyes gleamed.

“My hat!” exclaimed Peele. “You
went the right way to work, after all,
Morny. A raggin’ does that cheeky
cad_good.”

“Youre mnot rottin’, Towny?” said
Mornington.

“Honest Injun!”

“By gad! Fancy Silver toein’ ths
line like that!” said Mornington, with
a deep breath. “I meant to make him
do the right thing in the long run, but
I'm dashed if I expected it so soon!
I%T's been brought fo his senses after
all!”

““Looks like a funk, an’ no mistake!”
remarked Peele,

“Not exactly funk—he isn't what
yowd call a funk—but he’s thought
better of 1f!” grinned Mornington.
“He doesn’t want trouble. Well, I
don’t, either, if I have my rights. I'm
goin’ to have my rights, Jimmy Silver
or no Jimmy Silver! If he chooses to
do the right thing, I'll let him alone.”

“Anybody eclse in?” asked Peele.
He was referring to the nuts.

Towny shook his head.

“No; only Morny.”

“Let’s give him another raggin’, and
he’ll put some more of us in!” chuckled
Peele.

“That will do for a beginnin’,” said
Mornington. “We've gained our point,
and that’s enough. I must say I never
thought he’d give way so soon. I was
expectin’ him to come ragin’ here.”

Mornington left the study in high
good-humour, and hurried down to
Iook at the notice. He found a good
many of the Fourth looking at it, too.
He grinned with great satisfaction at
the sight of his-own name in the list,
in Jimmy Silver’s handwriting.

“Well, that’s all right!” he remarked.

“I don’t call it right,” said Flynn.
“Jimmy Silver could have found a
better man. Conroy’s as good a goal-
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keeper as I am; but I'm a better for-
ward than you are, any day, Morny!”

“So he's got that Cornstalk chap in
goal,” said Mornington, glancing at the
list again. “You've lost your job,
Flynn.”

“Conroy’s all right between
sticks; I'm not grumbling at that,” sa
Flynn. “A chap can’t expect to play
in every match. But you: —"

“I wouldn’t stand it,” said Morning-
tor. The amiable Morny lost no op-
portunity of sowing dissension among
Jimmy Silver’s followers in the Fourti.
“ Like h]S cheek to leave you out,
Flynn!

“Well I don’t say that,” said Flynn.
“Jimmy’s sklppex Conroy ought to
have a_chance.”

ell, yes, in a Form match if you
like,” said Mornington. “But in an
important match we ought to stick to
a tried man.”

“Sure, there’s somethin’ in what j
say!” assented Flynn unsuspicious!
“Sure, Conroy’s only a new kid, an
I've played in goal nearly every toime,
and the fellows think I'm a good
goalie.”

“First-class,” said Mornington, con-
cealing a smile. “I only hope this
doesn’t mean chuckin’ the match away.
‘To be honest, I think it does. It’s
risky putting a new untried man in
goal against a team like Bagshot.

-

should jolly well raise an objection in
your place.”
“Well, Jimmy’s skipper, you know

“A chap has a right to speak,” said
Mornington. “He’s treated you badly,
and if you don’t speak up for yourself
nobody else will.”

“Faith, and ye're rig]
“Tll spake a worrud,
worrud, too.”

And Fl;nn started for
spake 7 a word to Jimmy Silver.
nington  returned to his  own
rters in a satisfied mood. He had
started trouble between the unsus-
])xcxom Irish junior and Jimmy Silver,
Wwhich was Morny’s way of showing his

eht,” sald Flynn.
and a good

the end study,
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gratitude for finding his own name in
the list. It was the kind of gratitude
Jimmy Silver might have expected.

Flynn’s face was clouded as he pre-
sented himself in the end study. Tea
was over there, and the guests had left,
and the Fistical Four were settling
down to preparation.

“A worrud with yez, Jimmy Silver,”

said Flynn abruptly.

“A dozen if you like,” said Jimmy
Silver cordially.

“Ye've left me out of the team.”

“I told you vcsterdw you wouldn'
be in this time,” said Jimmy.
ye did,” said Flynn.
you Wanc my opinion—-"

“Well, I don’t specially,” said Jimmy

“But if

“But you can go ahead. Get it off
your chest.”
“It’s a big match, the Bagshot

match,” said }1ynn surlily. “I've kept
goal for Rookwood a lot of times.
You've put an untried man in for one
of the big matches, an’ left out a good
man.”

Jimmy Silver gave Flynn a sharp
look. Jimmy was no fool, and he could
see at a glance that the happy-go-
lucky Patrick O'Donovan Flynn had
not thought of “grousing” on his own
account.

Flynn had taken it quite cheerily the
previous day, and never thought of
grumbling. And his present “grouse”
had been put into his unsuspicious head
by 1;son’nebody else; Jimmy could see

The hands were the hands of Esau;
but the voice was the voice of Jacob,
so to speak. And Jimmy did not nced
to cudgel his brains to guess who was
the Jacob in the case.

“Look here, Flynn,” said Jimmy
quietly, “don’t be an ass. You haven'
been treated badly, but some cad has
suggested to you that you have. 1
suppose Mornington’s been talking to
you.’

Flynn started.

“Sure he has, but he only said—"

“He only said enough to lead you
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by the nose, and make you come here
,md oy with Jimmy,” growled Lovell
¢, I—I—" Flynn stammered.

“And Conroy isn't untried,” said
Jimmy. ‘““He sticks to practice like
glue, and he's a first-rate goalkeeper.
You know he is, Flynn.”

“Sure, I'm not sayin’

Pt

“There isn't any but,” said Jimmy
cheerily. “Let me give you a tip
When 2 chap me; to make you grouse
with your pals, don’t listen Lo him,
Punch his nose instead.”

Flynn grinned.

“Faith, I think ye're right,” he said.
“Sure, it seemed all right before
Morny spoke to me, and I dme say he
was pullin’ my leg. I'll go and punch
his nose.’

And Flynn left the end study,
ing the Fistical Four grinning.

he isn't,

leav-

“Morny hasn’t changed his ways
yet,” said Lovell.
“He doesn't seem to have,” ad-

mitted Jimmy. “I wish the fellow
wouldn’t be such a rotten cad. Still, I
don’t think he’ll get much change out
of Flynn.”

. Jimmy was right. The Irish junior
had gone directly to Mornington’s
study. Morny gave him a very cordial
look as he entered. Morny did not
like the breezy, open-hearted Irish
junior, but he would have shown him
brotherly affection to set him against
Jimmy Silver.

“Spoken  to
genially.

‘“Sure I have.”

“What does he say?”

“He’s pointed out to me that you've
been pulling my leg you baste,”
Flynn unexpected‘y ‘and he’s adwsed
me to punch yc re nose, and faith, I'm
2oin’ to do it.

Mornington jumped up with a yell
as Flynn rushed at him. The next
moment they were rolling on the study
carpet, pommelling mnous‘y

\Jhcu Patrick O’'Donovan Flynn left
the study five minutes later, he was

Silver?” he asked

Lo

dabbing his nose and grinning 2t the
same time. He left Mornington sitting
cn the floor, also dabbing his nose, but
not grinning.

CHAPTER 29,
Smythe Has No Luck!
ORNINGTON turned up to
M practice with the Junior Eleven
the next day.

Jimmy Silver was very keen on
vractice, and a fellow who missed it
without good reason had little chance
of remaining in the eleven.

Morny had not the slightest doubt
that Jimmy had put him in the team
to avoid further txouble with him. He
could not quite think that the captain
of the Fourth was afraid of him—but
he believed that his tactics had caused
Jimmy to think better of his policy of
exclusion.

‘That he had, in fact, shown Jimmy
Silver that he was too dangerous a cus-
tomer to be passed over. But having
gained his point, as he zegarded it,
Mornington did mnot attempt
“swank » over the football captain.

He attended practice sedulously, and
played a fine game, and some of the
other fellows began to think that he
was, after all, an acquisition. He could
play footer; and if he had learned to
play the “game,” too, there was no
reason why he should not play for
Rookwood.

Jimmy was not long in seeing how
Mornington looked at_the matter;
but he gave no sign. If Morny was
fool enough to think that Jimmy had
been forced into playing him, he could
—that was how Jimmy looked at it.

Jimmy was not specially given to
being dignified; bul could not
descend to argue such a matter out
with purse-proud, self-suilicient
L\O\U’d“l like Mornington.
of the Fourth h “side” in
consequence, Jimmy would have dealf
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with him sharply enough.
did not.

He was a good deal too cautious for
that.  Now that he had “squeezed ”
into the eleven, he meant to keep there,
if he could, and use his best efforts t0
undermine Jimmy Silver on his own
ground.

So, though Morny made no secret
of his opinion that the long contest
had ended in his favour; he was care-
ful not to display his disagreeable
qualities on the footer ground; and
off the footer ground Jimmy had
nothing to do with him.

y had never supposed it pos-
sxble bcfore that he and Morningten
could pull together in the same team;
and the success of the experiment, so
far, made him glad that he had made
the attempt.

Smythe & 'Co., who came down to
watch the first practice in the hope
of seeing a passage ut arms hetween
the new recruit and his captain, were
disappointed.

After the practice, Jimmy spoke a
word of commendation to his new out-
side right.  As Mornington regarded
himself as’the hest junior player at
Rookwood, Smythe & Co. did not
expect him to take Jimxr:iy 3 commenda-

h

But Morny

tion amicably. But
“Glad I've given satisfaction,
Silver,” Mornington replied, with

perfect gravity.

“Youwll do!” said Jimmy . “If you
play up like that on Saturday, I shall
be glad I put you in the team.”

"Rv]y on me!” said Mornington.

And he put on his coat and mufiler,
and wa]ked away with Smythe & Co.
“Seems to be toeing the line, after
all ”’ Lovell remarked.
“On, he's all right,” said Jimmy.
“Mind you don’ tread on his toes
on Saturday, that’s all,” grunted
Tommy Dodd. “If you do, hell kick
the ball through our goal.”
Bow-wow!” said Jimmy.

Smythe & Co. eyed Mornington very

cmmus‘y as they walked away with
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him.  They did not understand his
tactics.
“You've grown

remarkably tame,
Morny,” Adolphus Smythe remarked.
“I expected you to fly out at Sil
more than ence.”

“Not  hefore
Mornington.

“Well, he couldn’t turn you out. He
put you in against his will; you know
that.”

“I know; but I'm not spoilin’ my
own chances. The fellows are goin’
to see on Saturday that there’s a better
footballer than Jimmy Silver at Rook-
wood,” said Mornington. “It’s my
game to toe the line till I'm sure of my
ground.”

“Blessed if I thought the raggin’
would turn out like that,” remarked

Peele. “That’s a game that can be
tried more than once.  I'd like to play
for Rookwood.”

Mornington’s lip curled.

“Don't, you try it, Peele.
succeed.”

“Why shouldn't I,
demanded Peele.

“Silver knows he can’t keep his end

Saturday,”  said

You won't

if you have?”

up against me, in the long run. It's
different with you.”

“Swank!” growled Peele.

“Well, have your own way; but
leave me out of your raggin’,” . said
Mornington.

I backed you up,” said Pecle wrath-
fully.

“I know you did, old scout; but that
was to get a good player into the team.
You're not a good player, you're a
rotten bad one.”

And Mornington walked away.

“Swankin’ rotter!” growled Peele.
“Look here, you fellows, you back me
up. ‘SA:“’EI‘ gave in last time, an’ he’d
give in zgain.”

“Of course he would,” said Smythe.
“Why should we be left out of the
footer? He's playin’ some of the
Modern cads. I used to leave ’em out
when ¥ was skipper. We'll make him
gwe u, a show, We can do it if Morny
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“Goed egg!” said Tov
say Silver had Morny’s na
before he was ragged.

end. “They
me on the list
But that's all

rot. wouldn't. Well, if we rag
him again, we'll malke him give us a
chance,

“Done!” said Smythe.

With that scheme in their heads
the nuts locked out for Jimmy Silver.
Jimmy had gone to the tuckshop for
supplies for tea, and he came back
with a parcel across the dusky quad-
rangle.  Smythe & Co, intending to
st the iron whils it was hot, sur-
rounded him under the beeches.

“Now collar the cad!” said Adolphus.

Jimmy Silver was not taken off his
guard this fime. As the nuls ciosed
round him, he dropped the parcel, and
put up his hands.

Smythe, rushing on, met with a
terrific drive from Jimmy’s that
laid him on his back, and the next
moment Jimmy’s left caught Peele
under the chin, and he crashed into a
beech-trunk with a yell of anguish.

The rest of the nuts jumped back.

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver
cheerily.

“Yow-ow-ow!” mumbled Smythe,
remaining on the ground. And Peele
nursed his chin, and groaned deeply.

Jimmy Silver grinned. He could
guess that it was an intended ragging,
encouraged by the svppo'sed success of
Morny’s ragging. The idea tickled

“Wun’c you have some more?” he
asked.  “Come on, Towny!”

Townsend jumped away.

“You spoiling for a row, Foward?”

“Keep off, you beast!” growled
Howard.

“What about you, Tx‘acy?”

Tl 'l(.y strolled awa,

Well, Gower?”

Gower backed away.

“My hat!” said Jimmy. “Is the
circus over already? Well, ta- t’U"

picked up his parcel, and

saunLcred on, and the nuts did not

aise a hand io stop him. As a matter
of fact, the merry band were not much
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use without the leadership of the
resolute and reckless Mornington.
Adolphus  Smythe lememed on the
ground till Jimmy was

Roften rufian!” groaued Adolphus.
'm not goin’ to have anythin’ more
ta do with him.  Qw!”

“Yow-ow!” said Peele.

Mernington was in Study No. 4 when
Peele came in, still nursing his chin.
He grinned.

“How did you get on with raggin’
Silver?” he aske

“Oh, rats'” growled Peele.

“H'\ ha, h;

2ele gave hlm a savage look.

“I don't believe Sllvers playin’ you
b ause you rag gged him, Morny,” he
aid. dare say he had your name
«Iown before that, just as Lovell said.”

Mornington sneered.

“He'd have taken it out after, I
should say, if he had,” he remarked.
“My dear chap, Silver knows it's no
good buckin’ against me. = But he can
walk all over you, and. you're a fool to
try to tackle him.”

And Peele growled, and was silent.
But the cheery nuts of Rookwood did
not renew their attempt to influence
the football captain by means of rag-
gings.  Whether or not it had been a
success in Morny’s case, it was evident
that there was no success for them.

CHAPTER 30.
The Cloven Hoof!
“ ¥ SUPPOSE we're goin’ to have a

j coach

“rn telephone for a car, if you lJike.”

“I don't like!” said Jimmy Siiver
curtly.

Mornington frowned.

It was Saturday afternoon, and the
Rookwood Junior Eleven were pre-
paring to start for Bagshot School. The
distance was not much aover a mile,
and the football party were to walk;
but that did not suit Morny’s ideas.
Morny didn’t want to crawl into
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Bagshot, as he expressed it. Money
was no object to Morny, and he would
willingly have stood a car for the whole
party.

But Jimmy Silver had no intention
of letting him do anything of the kind.
The Rookwood junior club did not want
to sponge on Mornington, and they did
not want a car.

Club funds were rather low, and
economy was the order of the day. No
one minded, except Mornington.

“Lock here, what’s the matter with
my telephonin’ for car?” said
Mornington angrily. “I'm not goin’
to ask you to pay for it.”

“Rotten bad form,” said Jimmy
cheerfully. “We're going to walk.”

“I'm not going to crawl into Bagshot
on foot.”

“You'll stﬂy behind then.”

“Look her

Jimmy lever turned away before
Mornington could finish. The dandy
of the Fourth gritted his teeth.

Up till now Mornington had been very
careful. Even Lovell and Tommy
Dodd had to admit that on the footer
ground Mornington had given no cause
for complaint.  But the control he
had exercised over his accustemed
insolence had been an effort, and
Morny’s temper was none the better for
being suppressed.

It Jooked as if Morny had come to
the end of his prudence, and was going
to show the cloven hoof at last.

The foothallers came out in a merry
mo\xd and Mornington joined them
K good many fellows were
vf‘kmv over with the team, and the
nuts joined the crowd, Smythe & Co.
entertained {he charitable hope that
Morny’s temper would break out, and
cause trouble in the team.

They thought Morny ungrateful.
They had backed him up in forcing his
way into the eleven, as they supposed,
and he had refused to do the same
good turn for them. There would
have been dry eyes among the nuts if
Morny had been turned out after all,

“Nice weather for walkin’,” grunted

*
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Smythe. “Look at the mud! I used
to stand a coach when I was junior
captain.”

“‘I've offered to stand a car!” growled
Mornington.

“¥aas, I heard you. Silver sat on
you fast enough,” chuckled Smythe.
“You'd better give him anothcr raggin’.
He s getcm his ears up again.”

sham’t stand much more of his
of, ; said Mornington.
old chap,”

“I wouldn't!”

Morningten strode on sullenly. His
uncertain and insolent temper was all
the worse, perhaps, for its long sup-
pression. After all, why should he
be sat upon, as Smythe expressed it?
He had forced Jimmy Silver to admit
him to the team, and that meant that
he had, in fact, the whip-hand, if he
chose to use it. Morny was fully
determined not to stand any more of

sald Adolphus

Jimmy Silver’s “rot.”
The Rookwood crowd arrived at
Bagshot with muddy boots. The foot-

ballers did not mind that, but it was
little short of a catastrophe in the
estimation of Smythe & Co.

Cecil Pankley, the junior captain of
Bagshot, greeted Jimmy Silver cheerily.
They were deadly enemies and rivals in
a sense, but quite good-humoured about
it, and “rags” were barred on the
occasion of football matches. Pankley
glanced rather curiously for a moment
at Mornington's sullen face. It was
very noticeable in the midst of the
otherwise cheery crowd.

The Rookwooders went into their
i om and proceeded to change.
the dickens is the matter with
y?” Lovell asked impatiently.

you scowling about?”

“Go an’ eat coke!”

“The Bngshot fellows
sulky ass!

“Yes, cheer up, Morny,” said Tommy
Dodd.  “Your face would frighten a
Hottentot !”

“Ch, shut up!” growled Mornington,

The Modern junior's eyes gleamed
for a moment.

“What

noticed it, you
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“If you want a thick ear to begin
with——" began Tommy Dodd.

“I do, if you can give
sneered Mornington.

“Now, then, no ragging!” exclaimed
immy Silver interposing.  “Get into
your clobber, and den’t jaw!”

“All serene!” said Tommy Dodd
cheerily. Keep your wool on, old

And Tommy turned his back on the
sulky Classical, and proceeded to
charge. Mornington stood with his
hands in his pockets.

“Buck up, Mornington!” said Jimmy
Silver, with rather an anxious glance
at the outside-right. He wondered

whether Morny’s evil teniper was going
to break out again, and half-regretted
that he had had his way with the
football committee, after all.

“Any hurry?” growled Mornington.

“The Bagshot fellows are waiting for
us.”

“Let ’em wait!”

“We can't let them wait!” s
Jimmy sharply. “Don’'t be an ass
Get changed!”

Mornington gave him an evil lodk.
When his sulky temper was roused, he
was reckless of everything else.

“I suppose I can take my own time,”

aid
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ne said.  “I'm goin’ to, anyway.”
“Will you get changed, or won’t
you?” szid Jimmy, hxs own temper
hegmmng to rise.  “We can’t wait
for you!”
“Youwll have to!” said Mornington
coolly.

Jimmy drew a deep breath. But he
controlled his temper with an effort.
“Don’t let us have any trcuble now,
Mornington,” he said quietly. This
isn't a time for it. You've zot a c"zance
now of playing for Rookwocd, and
like to see you make the best of
it. I put you into the team against
the advice of the committee to give
you a chance—-
“I know why you put me into the
team,” said Mornington, shrugging his
shoulders. “That's ancient history.”

me one,” |
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And why, you rotter?” hbroke out
ell savagi

h»cause I couldn’t be kept out of

aid Mornington.

serves you right, Jimmy!”

said Lovell. “I told you how it would
be. The silly rotter thinks he drove
you into playing him.”

“ Never mind v'hat he thinks, so long
as he plays up,” said Junmy Silver
quietly. “That’s all we want.”

“It’s true,” said Mornington coolly.
“Youve tried every dodge of keepin’
me out of the Eleven, an’ you put me
in at last because you knew you had
to. Everybody knows that.”

“Everybody’s made a little mistake
thcn if they know that,” said Jimmy.

If you Te not ready to turn out with
the res% you don't play to-day, Morn-
ington.”

Jimmy's tone was very quiet, hut
hard as steel; and Mornington con-
sidered it best to get changed. He
was ready to turn out only a few
moments after the others, and the
Eleven went out together. But Jimmy
Silver was in a somewhat anxious
mood.

The nnprovcmmt in M forny had
evidently not lasted; he was showing
the cloven hoof again, and there was
no telling what would come of it. And
Jimmy Silver, by this time, was feeling
inclined to kick himself for having
brought Mornington to Bagshot at all.

CHAPTER 31,
The Same Old Momy!
AMsLEY won the toss, and ga
ookwood the wind to kick ofr
ammsc The ball rolled, and the
game startch
There was a crowd of Bagshot fellows
round the ropes, and a dozen or more
Rookwooders who had come over:
Smythe & Co. stood in a little group
near the Rookwood goal, looking on in
pleased anticipation. They knew the
danger-signals in Morny’s face.
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“Morny’s in one of his rotten tem-
pers,” Smythe remarked to his chums.
“I know that gleam in Morny’s eyc.
Sulky cad!”

“Silly ass if he mucks up his cwn
chances by playin’ the goat now,” re-
marked Tracy.

“Well, Silver was fairly forced to
play h he wouldn't have if he
could have helped it,” saild Adolphus
“Morny was too much for

“I've been thinkin' that over, an’
T'm not so jolly sure of it,” said Pecle.
“Lovell said Morny’s name was down
before that raggin’.”

“Oh, that’s Tot!”

“Silver's kept him out all the
season,” said Gower. “Why should
he let him in of his own accord?
Morny gave him too much trouble in
every way, and he saw he had to toe
the line. What surprises me is that
Morny has been so jolly civil to him
all the week. But he was bound to
break out sooner or later, and take the
bit between his teeth.’

“If this match goes through with-
out a row, I'll eat my Sunday toppcx »
said Adolphus. “An’ if there’ oW
in the team, Rookwood will be th cd,
an’ serve ’em jolly well right.”

“Blessed if I wouldn't put half-a-
¢guid on Bagshot, if I could find a
taker!” grinned Tracy.

“You'd win, dear bov.”

And the nuts watched the game w
much more attention than they genes
ally bestowed on a footer-match;
or, indeed, upon anything but their
necktie

Mornington was playing up weli, so
Tar.

The Bagshot men had started with
a hot attack, which came through to
goal; but Conroy, between the posts,
kept the leather out. The game went
away to midfield, and struggled from
there towards the Bagshot citadel, and
then back to midfield again. The
two teams seemed to be remarkabl
well matched, and it looked like any-
body’s game.
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Rookwood’s chance came at last,
however. Jimmy Silver, at centre-half,
received the ball from Raby, and sent
it to Tommy Dodd, the centre-forward.
Tommy sent it out to Lovell, inside-
right, as Pankley rushed him down.
Lovell had a chance for a clear run in,
and he started merrily. The backs
were rushing in, but Lovell judged well;
he had time.

“Pass, you Tool!”
ton from the wing.

Morny evidently did not judge
Lovell's chance to be so good as the
inside-right supposed.

Lovell did not heed. He ran the
ball on, beat the backs, and drove the
leather at the goal. It was a good
shot, but Putter of Bagshot drove it
out with his fist, and Poole cleared
away to midfield.

There was a Iusl
outside-right swerved up to
right and | shouted :

“You confoundnd ass!
you pas:

“Shut up!" snapped Lovell.

“I should have put it in.”

“Will you shut up?” roared Lovell
angrily.

“Youwre throwin’

shouted Morning-

for the ball, and
inside-

Why didn't

the game away,”
said Mornington. “A kid the
Second Form would have known better.”

Lovell manfully resisted a powerful
inclination to plant his fist full in the
outside-right’s face, and send him
spinning into touch. It was no time
for a row. The forwards were strug-
gling for the ball It came out cf
th he press.

“On the hall,

Jimmy Silver.

But Lovell did not need the shout:
he had seen the chance, and was on
the ball. As he ran it up the field
against the wind, it was hooked away
from his foot, Lovell at the same time
being elbowed off. But it was not
a Bagshot player who had robbed him
5t the hall; it was the Rookwood
outside h !

Lovell staggered,
purple with rage.

Lovell!” shouted

and almost fell,
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Mommgton was running the ball in,
and by sheer luck he dodged the backs
and kicked for goal, and Putter missed
the leather by a

“Goal!”

a hair’s breadth.

in the net.

ed Smythe. “My hat!

ny!” yelled the nuts.

Mcmmgﬁcn swung round from gos
with a vaunting air.

Lovell was stuttering with rage.
Ji nmy Silver had seen it all.
15 black as he strode
J gton. A goal was a goal; but
rotten and d derly play which, by
luck, had ended in a goal was not what
Jimmy wanted in the Rookwood team.
- “You utter idiot!” panted Jimmy.
“What do you mean?”

“Isn't it a goal?” sneered Morning-
ton.
“Yes, it's a goal, by a fluke

“It was a good goal!”

“What do you call it?” ecxclaimed
Jimmy. “Do you think that’s how to
play footer—getting out of your place
and taking the ball away from another
man?  Are you out of your senses?”

“Lovell was goin’ to muck it up, an’
I prevented him,” said Mornmgtc;,
insolently. “I'd do the same again.”

Jimmy clenched his hands hard.

“Do the same again, and you go off
this ground without finishing the
mateh!” he said, between his teeth.
“Get to your place

Mornington shmugod his shoulders
and went to his place as the team lined
up after the goal. ILovell, in his
‘cxcltement caught Jlmmy by the arm.

“Look here, Jimmy—

“Easy does it, old chap” said Jimmy.
“T'm sorry I put that rank outsi
the team. Can’t be helped no

“But I'm not going to stand—-"

“Keep your temper, for the sake of
the game.”

“TN keep my hands off him, if I
can!?” stuttered Lovell. He glared
at outside-right as they lined up, and

outside-right gave him a sneering

smile in return,

His
up to
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“‘Better let me have the hall next
time!” called out Mornington. “You're
not going to throw away cmnccs while
I can stop you, Lovell.”

Lovell said nothing; but he clenched
his hands till the nails drove into his
palms. He was trying to control his
temper, for the sake of the game, but
it was hard work.

The goal had been a certainty for
Lovell; and Mornington had brought it
off by a fluke—and such play was not
ikely to be followed by another success.
If there was any more of it, it was
possible that there would be a “scrap >
in the Rookweod front line.

And it was pretty certain that there
would be more of it. Mornington’s
lcok showed that he intended to go on
as he had started.

““"omys breakin’ out,” chuckled
he to his friends. “Did you ever
such play? Nearly spoiled a goal
for his own side through swank. I
fancy Morny is goin’ to get scalped this
afterncon!”

“What a game!” chortled Townsend.

And the nuts watched with de-
lighted anticipation. Mornington’s
variety of the great winter game was
entertaining, at least.

The Bagshot men, with the wind
behind them, were attacking now,
hotly. The wind was keen and strong,
and it gave them an advantage.
attack came right up to the visitors’
goal, and shots rained in on Conroy.
The Australian junior was beaten at
last, and the Bagshot crowd roared:

“Goall

Then came half-time, with the score
equal. Mornington came up to Jimmy
Silver in the interval. His manner
was insolence itself.

“You'd better speak to Lovell, Silver,”
he said.
“What do you mean?” growled

Jimmy.

“I suppose you saw that he was
tryin’ to keep the ball away from me
all the time? I warn you that I'm not
standin’ 1£!"
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“That’s enough!” said Jimmy curtly.
“I was a fool to trust you, after what
I know of you! I shan’t be such an
ass again in a hurry!”

“You mean you won't play me
again?” grinned Mornington. “In that
case look out for another raggin’. You
can't keep me out of the team, an’ you
know it!”

Jimmy's eyes blazed.

“Do you want to be sent off the
ground now?” he asked.

Mornington laughed.

““Oh, don’t be funny!” he said. “An’
remember what I've told you—if Lovell
tnes to spoil my chances, there’ll be

uble. T'm goin’ to win this match
fm Rook\sood

Mornington sauntered away before
Jimmy could reply. Jimmy opened his
lips, but closed them again. Sending
Mornington off was playing a man
short, and that was not to be risked
against a team like Pankley & Co.,
except in case of dire necessity. Jimmy
felt that he had brought it upon him-
self, and that it was up to him to
1\nde1<tud/ the celebrated Job m the
way of being patient. And h

The whistle went for the resumption
of play. The wind was behind the
TRookwegoders now, and it was freshen-
ing. ‘They had held their own with
the wind in their faces, and now that
it was behind them their hopes were
righ. But for the uncertainty of the
outside-right, Jimmy Silver would have
counted on a win, But there was no
telling what Mornington would do next.

Mornington did not leave his com-
rades long in doubt, however. Playing
the game was an idea that did not
seem to enter his head at all.  Be-
tween swank and sulky temper, Morny
was at his worst now.

The ball came out to him, and he
ran it up along the touch-line. It was
easy to see that he intended to m:
a reckless run for -goal, in the hope
of bringing off another dramatic shot,
instead of passing in, as he should have
done. He had not the slightest chance
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of getting through, as a less conceited
player would have seen at once. The
Bagshot defence could see it, and they
were grinning.
“Pass!” yelled Lovell, keeping pace.
“Pass!” roared Jimmy Silver. “Do
you hear, Mornington? Pass! Pass!”
Mornnwton heard, but he did not

He ran on, dubbhn" the ball.
charged him fairly
over, ball went anywhcere.

Mornington sat down, gasping.

The leather, lifted into the air by
a Bagshot back, sailed away over the
half-way line.

“Well cleared!
me Bagshot crowd.

hat a game!” chuckled Smythe.
Gl Oh my only Aunt Matilda! What
a game

Jxmmy Silver was too busy to deal
with Mornington for the moment.
Bagshot were attacking fiercely, and,
in spite of the Rookwood defence, they
drove through and scored.

Then Jimmy Silver strede up to
Mornington, his face set and his eyes
gleaming.

“Get out!” he said.

Mornington eyed hun inselently.

“Jokin’?” he aski

“Get off the hcld"

“Rats!”

“Will you go?” panted Jimmy Silver.
“T order you off!”

“Goin’ to play a
smered Vummg\ n.

Ha, ha, ha!” roared

man  short?”

“On dont be a cheeky ass!” said
Mommntou ““You can't keep me out!
Do you want{ some more raggin's
before you come to your senses? You
put me into the team against your will,
an’ yowll do it again.”

Jimmy Silver did not answer. He
had no more words to waste on Morn-
ington. He strode right at him with
his fists clenched.

“Ah!  Would you?”

hissed Morning-

ton.
He threw up his hands. They were
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knocked  aside,

Jimmy’s right,
clenched haxd
bet

planted fairly
. Mornington gave
hm\l and staggered over the
, and sprawled in touch.

b kf‘ l‘) ¢ Lad away, Flynn!” called
out Jimmy Silve;

“Arrah! Im ye're man!” grinned

and
was

Flynn,

He ran forward and dragged Morn-
ington off the ground.

The footballers lined up again with-
out Mornington. Most of the Bagshot
fellows were grinning.

A man short, Rookwood put up a

gallant fi

ros

S t"\ey would have fared bacll;
As it was, they held their own, and
towards time Lovell sent the ball into
the net, and the score tied.

That was the last goal taken. The
match ended in a draw, and, under
tn circumstances, Jimmy Silver & Co.

felt that they were lucky’ to draw.

aythe & Co. had walked hom:
Mornington, with  many  ir
condelences.

When the footballers came in, they
found Mornington at Rookwood, with
a swollen nose and a darkening eye.
He gave them a ferocious look, but that
was all.

It had dawned upon Mornington at
last that it was not, after all, the
rageing that had made Jimmy Silver
give him a trial in the footer eleven.
1t had_dawned upon him rather too
late. He had had his chance, and he
bhad thrown it away. He was not
likely to have another.

At tea in the end study, when the
Fistical Four weré discussing the forth-
coming match with St. Jim’s, Lovell
inquired hilariously whether Jimmy
was going to play Mornington. To
which Jimmy Silver morosely reptied:

“Fathead!”

From which it was to be inferred
that he was nof.

CHAPTER 32,

Tommy Bodd's Ideat

o 'VE got it!”
I Tommy Dodd of the Modern

Fourth grinned as he made that
nnouncement,
And  Cook and Doyle,
s, sald simultanecusly :
Go it, Tommy!”

And the half-dozen other Modern
Jun,ors gathered in Toemmy Dodd's
ulh\l\' cchocd

0 it!

his loyal

I

Thus encouraged, Tommy Dodd went

know rno<o classical duffers
d dramatic
al Players’
our Stage

‘You

tation of

ed the Classical Players
ked Towle, rather un-

,” rem
fortunately.
Tommy Dodd paused, to bestow a
glare on Towle.
“You silly ass, Tow
“Well, they did, dld“t they?” pro-
1:(,51 d To\ le

« Dry un"’

“Oh, all right!” s
I don’t see how it was
they started first!”

“Towle had better go and join the
ical side,” suggested Cook sar-
castically.

“Ch, draw it mild!” said Towle
nv_dxcnantly “I was only pointing out

“I'l go on, if Towle doesn’t mind
shutting up before bed-time!” said
Tommy Dodd, in a tone of patient
politeness.

“Oh, rats!” grunted Towle. “I only

“Order!”
“Cheese it!”
“Pile mn, Tommy!”

Towle gave another grunt, and sub-
sided into silence, and ’I‘cmmy Dodd
cht on victoriousl;

“The Classical P

ers is a rotten,
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spoofing, spurious, imitation of
Modern Stage Society—"

“Hear, hear!”

“And it’s no good—"

“Hear, hear!”

“And it’s up to us to see that
Classical duffers 't make th
selves and Rookw idiculous

cod

playing the giddy ox in what they call
amateur theatricals 4

“ontr

. “u{oxcowr, they mucked up our

last play mth vhen pea-shooters—-"
“The rotter,
“Jimmy Sl!vcl‘ and his fatheaded
pals came over in a gang and did it!

Well, I've found that the Classical
Pifflers—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Are getting up a new bpley,

and they have their rehearsals in the
box-room. ~According to what I hear,
it’s something quite new—a modern
play, but on Shakespearian lines, and
the silly chumps scem to think
an awiul lot of it—"

“silly asses!”

“They lock themselves in the box-
room for rehearsals, ia case we should
raid them and interrupt,” continued
Tommy Dodd. “I scouted round last
evening, but there was no getting at
them. But I've been thinking it over,
and I've got it!”

“Go it, Tommy!”

“They’ve shoved all the boxes and
trunks to one end of the rcom,
to give ’em space for their fatheaded
rehearsals. Well, all those boxes and
trunks are empty, of course.”

“Of course!” said Towle. “Boxes in
the box-room generally are empty.”

Shut up, Towle!”

“On the ball, Tommy!”

Tommy Dodd gave the interrupter
a withering look, and proceeded :

“My idea is to sneak along to the
box-room on the Classical side, and
take cover there some time before the
rehearsal. Then they can come in
and rehearse—

THE FQURTH FOR!
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“Can’t
boxes,”

behind
“They're

the
not

take cover
said Towle.

piled Lp, cnly shoved to one end of
the roos
“Oh,

sxt on him. somebody!” ex-
od Tommy Dodd. “We're not
ng to ambush behind the boxes, ass,
but m the boxes, fathead!”

y hat!” &
“That the idea,” said Tommy
Dodd; “and with us in the boxes, the

Classical asses can rehearse tneir giddy
play that theyTe keeping so dark, and
we shall hear every blessed word—-""

“Hear, hear!”

And thep when I whistle,
come out and mop them up!” said
Tommy Dodd. “We’ll make an example
of the whole gang——"

“Brayo!”

“And Jimmy Silver can go home
and hide his diminished napper. The
Classical Pifflers have got to be sat on
—heavy! We’re the fellows to sit on
them!”

‘““Hear, hear!”

“We'll take a rope along, and . tie
‘em all up in a row!” pursued Tommy
Dodd. “Well tie up their right legs,
and make them hop out—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And if that don’t make Jimmy
Silver sing small nothing will. Now,
theyre meeting at seven, and it’s
half-past six now. Youve got to
wedge along to their old box-room one
at a time, without being seen.”

“Easy enomh if we can get there,”
said Towle. ‘“What about the door in

the passage leading to their  side,
though? ILs kept locked.”
“Fathead!”
“Wen I can’t get through a keyhole,
for one

“Do yuu think I hadn’t thought of
that as& Leggett’s got a key to that

“Oh good!”
“Jolly good wheeze, bedad!” said
Tommy Doyle heartily. Ite

janius ye are, Tommy darling!”
“Bravo, Tommy !”
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“Right-ho!” said Tommy, much
gratified by this heaxty approval from
his loyal followers. “We shall make
the Classical asses look small this

time, and no mistake! Tl go first,
and you come after me, one at a
time, 2 few minutes afier one
another.”

And  Tomwmy Dodd quitted the
study.
CHAPTER 33.
Tihe Rehearsal!
for the rehearsall” re-

ed Jimmy Silver, the cap-
of the Fourth, as seven
the clock-tower of Rook-

“PIIME
l mart
i

rang out {rc

wood.
“Rea,

and N

said Lovell and Raby

together.

0'1 the new play,
n planned, written, re-wmtnn,
d in the end study. It was

stunning play, as all the Classical
Players were agreed. It was really
Jimmy Silver’s idea.

The lassical players had done
Shakespeare many a time and oft—in
first-rate style, as they all agreed.

But they agreed, also, that something
a bit more modern was wanted by
way of a change, and Jimmy Silver
had desi ma on Shakes-
pearian Lnes, g with modern
events.

Hence the play, which was written
upon the lines of “Julius Ceesar ”—
an old favourite with the Classical
and which they knew by

quite

Classicals all agreed that the
a real “corker,” and they
careful to keep it to them-
. For their deadly rival, Tommy
Dodd of the Modern side, would cer-
tainly have “lifted” that stunning
idea, if he had had wind of it.

“I've been thinking,”
Raby.

remarked
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“Don’t!” said Jimmy.

“But it's the First of April in a few
days!”

“Never mind your birthday now, old
scout!”

“You v 155' reared Raby. “It
isn't my birthday.”

“My mistake!” said Jimmy Silver
blandly. “Judging by appearances

“Oh, ring off, you funny ass! I was
thirking that we ought to take a rise
out of the Modern cads on the First
of April.”

“So we ought,” sa;d Newccme. “We
oughtn't to let that date pass without
spoofing Tommy Dodd. And I've got
an 1dm tco.”

“You u’.’.ltln“‘ ideas?” said Jimmy
Sh\\r, in surpz]
‘athead! Ixe got an idea for

dishing those bounders on the First.

What about getting them to a spoof
footer match?” said Newcome. “If we
coeuld th of a way of fixing it

up, and hondin,, them somewhere to
with a team that doesn't

e suiffed.

get to be thought cut, ot
course. Tt would male a ripping wind
up of the footer season, if we could

over it,” he agreed.

the First of April
X axtal‘s the order of the
Oswald.”

“Ready?” said Dick Oswald, looking
into the study.

“You bet!”

er chaps are going in,”
said Oswald.

“Right-ho!”

The Fistical Four followed Og

the box-room.

The gas was lighted there, and the
blinds were drawn. Fiynn and Con-
roy, Rawson and Pons and Van Ryn

elready there. The boxes and
aving been shifted to one end

vald
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of the rcom, there was a Qmplcy space for
the rehearsals of the Classical Players
—a study not being quite large
enough,

THE FOURTH FOR)

Jimmy Silver turned the key in the
0%k after they had entered.

It was always necessary, on such
oceasions, to take precautions, in case
of a raid by the rivals on the other
side of Rookwood. The warfare be-
tween Classicals and Moderns seldom
slept.

The box-room was empty when the
Classical Players came in; at all
events, it looked empty. But, as with
the jam in the story, there was more
in it than met the eye.

“Well, here we are!” said Rawson.
“I say, Jimmy, the Modern cads have
got on to it that there’s something on.
‘Iz’ummy Dedd’s awiully curious about
i

“He won't guess Jfhe idea In a
month of Sundays,” said Jimmy
Silver. “It isn't everybody who's got
brains enough to think of a parody of
Shalespeare. Tommy Dodd won’t
know anything about it iill the play
comes off in the Form-room. Hallo!
‘Who's that sniggering?”

“Not a dress rehearsal this time?”
asked Oswald.

“No; we haven't got the stufl

ready yet. Next time. I hope you
fellows have got your lines by
heart?”

“Pretty fair, I think,” said Conroy.
“You haven’t given me such a lot.

This edition of ‘Julius Cmsar’ won’t
take more than a quarter of the proper
ume

“Well, we don't live in the spacious

days of Queen Bess, as old William
did. Life’'s short, you know, and
fellows won't sit down to a play for
more than an hour, if they can help
it. It isn’t like the Sixth Form play
on Speech Day, when chaps have to
stick it out whether they like it or not.
We give the whole bizney in half a
doz . Jtelling scenes. I’s an improve-

I AT ROOKWOOD!

“I've no doubt Shakespeare would
think so0,” grinned Oswald.

“Never mind Shakespeare now,”
said Jimmy Silver. “We can give
Shakespeare a rest for a bit. He's

that effect,” said Conroy,

thoughtful look. *“Now, where did I
hear that rumour?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don’t be fuhny, Con This
isn’t a time for jokes,” said nmy
Silver severely. “We shall ply
knock the Moderns with this play.

Who ever thought of producing a real
live modern play on Shakespearian
lines?”

‘“‘Nobody outside the end
said Lovell.

“And nobody outside the end study

study,

seems to be getting’ much of the
play, be abﬂs'” remarked Patrick
O'Donovan  Flyn “You fellows

have it jolly nearly al ameng you.”

“I've noticed that,” grinned Os‘mld

“Well, that had to be s0,” ex-
plained Jimmy Silver. “We couldn't
have so many characters as Shake-
speare. The thing had to be boiled
down a bit; and, of course, for the
leading parts, the best actors in the
Classical Fourth had to be selected.
That was only sense.”

“On! You were going to select
the best actors for the principal
roles?” asked Conroy.

“Exactly.”

“Then why don’t you?”

Jimmy Silver’s reply to that ques-
tion consisted of a glare, while the
1cst of the Classical Players chuckled.

“I've warned you not to be funny,
you ass!™ he said. “Let’s get on with
the bizney. We're going to give the
Moderns the kybosh with this play,
and make the Fifth Form sing small
with their precious Thespian Society,
as they call it. Mind you don't let
Tommy Dodd get wind of it, that's all.
‘Who was that sniggering?”

“Oh, get onl” said Lovell.



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

“I thought I heard someone snig-
gering,” said Jimmy Silver, looking
round suspiciously. “Never mind.
Let’s get on! Lend me your ears.”

“Is that the play?” asked Conroy
“innocently.

“No, fathead, that isn’t the play!
I'm just trying to draw your fat-
headed attention. Now, I'll give you
one of my speeches.”

“What for?”

“To show you how it goes, ass!
Who's stage-manager of this theatrical
company, I'd like to know?” said
Jimmy Silver warmly. “Now, where
" do I begin? If you don’t leave off snig-
gering,

. \usnt sniggering!”

“Well, somebody was. This is a
rehearsal, not a smvgermg mateh!
Now, shut up and listen!”

Jimmy Silver sorted out his script,
and prepared to deliver his lines, and
the Classical Players prepared to
listen to him, with varying expres-
sions of resignation upon their faces.

' “Friends, Britons, countrymen, lend
‘me your ears!” began Jimmy.

“Sure that sounds hke Shw&cspcaxe
himself, bedad!” said FI.

“Of course if is, rathead!” roarcd
Jimmy Silver. “Haven't I told you this
play is on Shﬁxespca.uan lines, adapted
to modern events!”

“But sure, pcople don’t spake like
that in real life

“Ass! People can speak how they
like in a play!” snorted Jxmmy Silver.
“¥You dry up, and listen!”

“Mark, learn, and inwardly digest,”
grinned Conroy.

n the bawl"’ said Pons,

And Jimmy Silver restarted, after

the interval, so to speak,

#Friends, Britons, countrymen, lend me
your ears
I come to call my countrymen to
arm
Too long worshipping the name of
Peace,
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We lay unarmed. Shall the proud
And noble flag on which no sun has
set

Retreat be.‘orc the Dictator’s veiled
threats?

Perish the thought !
Empire stands.

Firm, and four- Squa]c to all the
winds that blov,

The British

“Bedad, and it’s foine,” said Flynn,
as Jimmy paused. “But where do we
come in, Jimmy darling?”

“That’s where you cheer!” ex-
plained Jxmm}h “You yell ‘Hurrah!”
at that bit.

“Oh, Hurrah!”
“What next?”

“Then I go on!”

““Oh, do you, bedad!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yes, I do!” roared Jimmy Silver.
“If’s rather a long speech—the best
thing in the play, really. Dry up!”

The Classical Players dutifully dried
up, and the captain of the Fourth,
having resumed his dramatic attitude,
was about to recommence, when there
iqme a sudden and startling interrup-
ion.

roared  Flynn.

There was a sharp whistle in the
box-room, and as if moved by the
same spring, the lids of several

boxes and trunks flew up.
From the boxes and trunks Modern
juniors Jjumped like jacks-in-the-box.
“Give ’em socks!” roared Tommy
Dod

ad..
“My hat! What the
“Gredt Scott!”
“Go for ’em!” yelled Tommy
Dodd. “Down with the Classicals!”
Angd there was a rush.

CHAPTER 31,
A Glassical Procession!
IMMY SILVER & CO. were com-
pletely taken by surprise by the

The sudden and unexpected charge



of the Moderns howled them faily
ove:

Jimmy  Silver went dow and
Tommy Dodd sat on his chest, and
the vest were bowled over by th
Moderns like skittles, and a grinning
Modern sat on each of them to keep
them down.

Like Cmsar of old, Tommy Dodd
came, and saw, and conquered.

The Moderns were there in
The odds were against the Classic:
And the surprise did the rest.

Almost before Jimmy Silver & Co.
knew what was happening, they wer
pinned down, and the Moderns
yelling with triumph cver them.

“A clean sweep!” chuckled Cook.

“Hurray!”

“You silly chumps!” roared L«
“Lemme gerrup, d Tl pulveric
you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
rotters!”

force.

gasped Jimmy

“So that's the merry secret, is it?”
grinned Tommy Dodd, as Jimmy
wriggled under his weight. “That’s
the merry play that's going to knock
spots off creation. I don’t think much
of it myself!”

“Rotten!” agreed Towle.

“Jimmy Silver does all the jaw,
and the other asses stand round like a

lot of moulting hens!” grinned
Doyle. “Do you call that a play
intoirely?”

“still, we'll take it in hand, and
see whether we can make a play of
it,” said Tommy Deodd considerately.

“Oh, you Modern rotters!” groaned
Jimmy. “Just like a Modern trick,
hiding yourselves in the trunks—-"

“Yes; a Classical wouldn't have the
brains to think of it!” agreed
Dodd. “‘This is where we smi

“Hg, ha, ha!”

“Trot out the rope, Lacy!”

Lacy trotted out the rope.

“Look here!” panted Jimmy Silver.

Dry up, dear boy! Youre dead in

this act! Tie ’em up, Lacy!”
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“What-ho!” chuckled La

The Classical
desperately.

But it was no us
firmly held.
by one, and their w
hind their backs.

Then they weré allowed (o rise to
their feet.

They were too
dealt with one
s were tied be-

“Look here! What's the game,
fatheads?” demanded Jimmy

savagely.

“You are!” chortled Tommy Dodd.
“Stick ’em in a row!”

““Oh, you rotters!™

The Classicals were slammed into a
file, Jimmy Silver at the head, and the
other fellows behind. They were
secured one behind the other by several
cords, every fellow’s wrists being tied to
those of the fellow behind him, leaving
them just room to walk.

The Classicals almost raved.

But there was no help for it. They
were in the hands of the Philistines,
and they had to stand it. -

“Don’t they look a preity set?”
said Tommy Dodd admiringly. *Yowil
find the paper caps in the box, Cooky!”

Tommy Cook brought out the
paper caps. They were fool's caps,
and they were arranged on the heads
of the Classicals.

Then Tommy Dodd groped in the
chimney for scot. With the soot he
daubed the noses of the Classical
juniors one after another. 2

Those who opened their mouths to
remonstrate received a littie of the
soot in the opening, and thereafter
they closed their lips and endured in
silence.

“Unlock the door!” grinned Tommy
Dodd.

“Oh, you rotter!” stuttered Jimmy
Silver. “Youre not going to send us
out like this?”

“I rather think we are!”

“Look here, you Modern worm——-—

“March!” rapped out Tommy Dodd.

“I'm not going a step!” roared
Jimmy Silver furiously.
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A*\ybody got a pin?”
2, ha! Here you are!”

i A ¢ you going to march, Jimmy?”

“No!” yelled Jimmy. “Oh, my hat!
Keep that pin away you beast.
Yaroooh!”

Jimmy Silver marched; there was no
arguing with a pin at close quarters. His
comrades followed; there was no
choice about that. L)ke a long serpent
winding its length away, the file of
Classlcals “processed ” out of the box-
room and into the Fourth Form
passage. .

The Moderns followed them
vells of laughter.

Never had the Classical Players pre-
sented so absurd an appearance. The
funniest comedies they had -repre-
sented on -the amateur stage were
nothing to this.

A howl of laughter in the Fourth-
Form passage greeted them.

Mornington & Co. were chatting
near the landing, and they yeiled at
the sight of the procession, in fool's
caps and thh blackencd faces. -

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“Oh, by gad'“ gasped Townsend.

“Come and help us, you cackling
chumps !> bellowed Lovell.

“Keep off!” rapped Tommy Dodd.
“Don‘t mtexfere with the procession!”

a, ha!” roared Mornington.
“We're not goin’ to interfere. Is this
a rehearsal of somcthm specially
funny, Jimmy Silver.”

dress rehearsal, by gad!” chortied
Topham. “I must say your cap suits
you, Silver.”

“Quite the thing, by gad!” chuckled
Peele.

“Ha, ha. ha!”

‘There was no help from the nuts of
the Fourth. Jimmy Silver & Co.
varaded down the cortidor in un-
happy procession.

The yells of laughter soon drew the
rest of the Classical Fourth to the
spot. Jones minor and Hooker rushed
to the rescie, but thev were hurled off
by the Moderns.

with
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Most of the fighting-men of the
Classical Fourth were tied up in the
soot-noosed procession, and Morning-
ton & Co. remained neutral, and
Jones and his friends were qmte out-

numbered. There was no rescue for
the unkappy victims of Tommy Dodd’s
jape.

“Take ‘em down to the Common-
room!” suggested Towle.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ahem! We don’t want to run into
Bootles,” said Tommy Dodd. ‘Bootles

nightn’t see the joke. You know these
Form-masters.”

“Right wheel, Jxmmy Silver!”

“Oh you rotter!”

Jlmmy had to turn, and the proces-
sion wound round from the landing,
and marched back along the passage,
amid shrieks of laughter.

“When father says turn,
turn!” chortled Doyle.

“Look out! Here comes Bulkeley!”
velled Peel =uddenl

“Oh, my hat!”

The yells of laughter had brought
the captain of Rookwood upstairs. The
Moderns vanished down the passage

we all

leading to Mr. Manders’ House like
magic. They had disappeared by the
time Bulkeley of the Sixth came

striding on the scene.
The captain of Rookwood gasped
atb the sight of the wriggling proces-

8.
)

n.
“What the—what the—what the
dickens ” he stuttered.

The procession groaned in spirit.

“I-TI say, Bulkeley—" stammered
Jimmy Silver.

“‘What do you mean by this?” roared
Bulkeley. “What have you young
idiots tied yourselves up 1i ke this for?”

‘We—we—we didn’t——

“It's a rehearsal of the Classical
Players, Bulkeley!” chuckled Morn-
ington. ~ “Theyre going to stagger
humanity with it!”

“It isn't!” roared Lovell.
been tied up! Oh, crumbs!”

Bulkeley’s face relaxed.

“We've
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“Oh! Scme of your rot with the
Moderns, I suppose?” he said.

“Ahem!”

“Buf this is rather past a joke,”
sald Bulkeley, frowning. “You can
be heard nearly all over the house.
Stop it at once, and go and clean your
faces!”

“Please can’t!”  gasped
Jimmy Silver. “We're tied up!”

““Cut them lcose, then!” rapped out
Bulkeley to Mornington & Co., and the
nuts of the Fourth unwillingly obeyed.
Mornington & Co. were quite enjoying
the discomfiture of Jimmy Silver & Co.

Bulkeley strode away, grinning in
spite of himself. Jimmy Silver & Co.
were set loose at last. They scutiled
away to the dormitory to wash off the
soot, followed by a howl of laughter
from the other Classicals.

In the dormitory Fynn shook a set
knuckles under Jimmy Silver’s

of
nose.
“Ye omadhaun!” he roared.

“Oh, go and eat coke!”

“Ye ca¥l yersclf a leader intoirely,

and ye lead us into this!” roared
Fiynn,

“Jimmy, you  chump!” yelled
Lovell.

“Jimmy, you ass!™

“Jimmy, you duffer!”

“You grousing chumps!” ex imed
the exasperated Jimmy. “You didn't
see the Modern cads in the trunks any
more than I did!”

“We're not leader!” howled Flynn.

“Fnth, and it’s a precious leader ye
are!

“Ass!”

“Fathead!”

“Oh, go and eat coke!” growled

Jimmy.

The Classicals agreed that it was all
Jimmy Silver’s fault. A leader’s place
certainly was not to lead his devoted
followers into a trap, and to have them
“guyed ” unmercifully by the enemy.
Jimmy Silver retreated from the dor-
mitory with a heightened coleur. When
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his chums joined him in the end study.
Jimmy met them with a glare.
“Of all the asses—" began Lovell
“Chuck it!” said Jimmy. “I'm fed

“Molmn%ons proposing tc get a
new captain for the Fourth,” growled
R).by “ Blessed lf 1 don’t think it's

a good idea!”

“This study has been let down,”
Newcombe, with a shake of the I
“You will really have to brighten up
a bit, Jimmy.”

“Was it my fault, you
huwled Jimmy.

“well, you m leader.”

“Oh, rats

And ‘with that the Fistical Four sat
down to their prep.

2
2

said
2

.chumps?”

CHAPTER 35.
Never Say Die!
'VE thought it out!™
I Jimmy Silver made that an-
nouncement in the end study a
couple of days later. And Lovell and
Raby and Newcome replied, with one
voice :
“Rats!”
The great leader of that famous
study was no longer apparently the
oracle he had been. Never had the

prestige of the end study been at so
low an ebb.
There was no doubt that .the

Moderns had scored, and even Jimmy
had to admit it. All Rookwood had
laughed over the procession of the
Classical Players. Really, Jimmy Silver
could not have been expected to spot
that cunning ambush of the enemy in
the box-room. But the Classicals felt
that somebody must be to blame, and
they agreed that Jimmy Silver was
that somebody.

A scapegoat was required, and the
leader of the Classicals was the scape-
goat. There wasn’t a Classical junior
at Rookwood who was not of opinion
that Jimmy Silver would have to be
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o “scrapped ” if he didn’t brighten up &
it.

The great drama planned by the
Classical players had heen dropped.
Any performance of it would have been
too reminiscent of the ridiculous pro-
cession in which the players had
figured.

But Jimmy Silver was not worrying
about that. He had been thinking out
ways and means of dcaling with the
victorious enemy, and restoring the
damaged prestige of the end study‘

Having thought it out, he was pro-
ceeding to communicate it to his
c‘xums after tea, when they grccted
h)m with the umanimous reply of

Rats!”

“Don‘t you do any  thinking,
Yimmy,” advised Lovell, as the captain
of the Fourth glared at him. ‘“Tain’t
in your line, you know.”

‘Look here, you ass, it’s a wheeze!”

Cake it away, and boil it!”

“Yes; let’s have tea,” said Newcome.
“Never mind your wheezes, Jimmy.
Have you got a new idea for a pro-
cession?”

“Oh, don't be an ass!” growled
Jimmy. “We've got to down the
Moderns somehow, or we shall never
hear the end of the cackling. I've
thought of a wheeze for dishing them
on the First of April.”

“Bow-wow! Shove the kettle on.”

Jimmy Silver looked daggers at his
followers. The end study seemed to
have lost faith in its great leader.

“It’s really what Newcome suggested
the other day,” he remarked. “I've
thought n ou& vou know.”

“Oh, s hear it, then,” said New-
come, s!\owxm some interest.”

“You can go on, Jimmy,” said Lovell.
“I don’t suppose it will be any good.
Bnt you can rip it if you like.

Suppose we spoofed the Moderns on
the First of April?

“‘Oh, you couldn't, you know.”

“Suppose they got a telephone
message from Latcham Barracks?”
went on Jimmy Silver, his eyes

gleaming.  “Soldier
he’s heard of their
asks them to come
army eleven.”

*Soldier chap wouldn’t.”

“Fathead! I should be the chap on
the telephone.”

“And Tommy Dodd would guess it at
once.” grunted Lovell. “He isn’t ass
enough to think that a junior eleven
would be asked to play a soldier team—
especially a rotten Modern eleven.”

“Yes, try something better, Jimmy,”
said*Raby consolingly.

“You haven't heard
roared Jimmy.

“Oh, is there anything more?” said
gnedly. “You can run on
he eggs. I'm sure I don't

chap tells them
footer team, and
over and play an

it all yet!™

There was a plentiful lack of en-
thusiasm in the end study. But Jimmy
Silver went on.

“I don’t suppose Tommy Dodd would
take his one-eyed team over to
Latcham on the strength of a tele-
vhone call. But the secretary of the
soldier chap’s team would come over
to make the arlangement i

“Oh,

“But he wouldn’t!” howled Raby.

“Haven't you evet heard of the
Classical Players?” demanded Jimmy

ilver. “Can’t I play a part, fat-
head?
“You?”
“Yes, ass!”
“Tommy Dodd would spot you.”
“He ight spot you, ass! He

wouldn’t <puc me!” said Jimmy Silver
witheringly. “ Now what do you think
of the \vheeze
“Oh Jou duffers! Look here, it’s a
hali-holiday on the first, and the
Modern asses would jump at the invi-
tation, if they got it. They would
swank over us no end at being asked.
And when they get to Latcham-
Lovell grinned at the Lho‘xght of
that. But he shook his head.
“N. G.!” he s
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“They’ll bowl you out and cackle all
th“ more,” said Newcome.

Jimmy Silver gave the doubting
Thomases a withering look.

“Well, I'm going to try it,” he said.
“You silly duffers can back me up or
not, as you like.”

“Oh we'll back you up. But

“Bless your buts! Pass the eags”
said Jimmy crossly.

Over tea in the end
scheme was discussed in full, and
something like enthusiasm dawned
upon the Co. Lovell and Raby and
Newcome agreed that it would be a
tremendous jape on Tommy Dodd—if

study the

it came off. On that point they had
their doubts.
Perhaps Jimmy Silver had some

doubts, too. If so, he kept them to him-
self. And. at all events, the Co. wexe
prepared to back him up, as they
always did in the long run.

CHAPTER 36
A Very Flattering R: '

“ H, come in, Dodd!”
O Mr. Bootles blinked over his
glasses at Tommy Dodd, as

that cheerful youth presented himself
in the study doorway on the following

sent for me, sir,” said

“Yes, Dodd. A gentleman at Latcham
Barracks wishes to speak to you on the
telephone,” said Mr. Bootles. “As .I
conclude, Dodd, that it is some relative
of yours in His Majesty’s Army, I
shall allow you to use the instrument
for a few minutes. I shall return in
five minutes, Dodd.”

“Thank you, sir,”
wonder.

Tommy Dodd had several relatives in
the Army, but he was not aware that
any of them were at Latcham. Mr.
Bootles walked out of the study, and
the Modern junior picked up the re-
ceiver, which was off the hooks.

said Tommy, in
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“Hallo!”

“Hallo! Is that Thomas Dodd?”

“Ye' ” said Tommy. “Who's speak-
ing?

“I'm speaking from Latcham. Please
tell me whether you are Thomas Dodd,
junior captain on the Modern side at
Rookwood School?”

“That's me.”

“Very good. Would you care to bring
a junior eleven over to the barracks to
play us in a footer match?”

“By Jove!” ejaculated Tommy Dodd.

“En?”

“Sure you don’t want Bulkeley?”
asked the puzzled junior. “I'm only
in the junior eleven here, you know.”

“Yes, exactly. Our team is the—
ahem!—Drummer Boys' eleven. We
have a vacant date on the first of the
month, and should be very glad to meet
a Public school junior eleven.”

“Oh, T understand!”

“If you care to arrange the fixture
our secretary will call upon you on
Saturday afternoon to make all
arrangements. The match would be
played—ahem!—at the barracks. The
colonel would kick off for us. Tea
afterwards in the tent. Would you care
about the match?”

Tommy Dodd’s eyes danced.

Would he?

Bulkeley would have jumped at the
chance of securing an Army match for
the First Eleven of Rookwood. Jimmy
Silver would have given one of his ears
for such a chance. And it had fallen to
Tommy Dodd!

“Oh, rather!” gasped Tommy into
the transmitter. “We shall be jolly
glad. Tl bring over a Modern team.”

“Exactly! I have heard that the
Modern side at your school is a long
way ahead of the Classical side in
footer, and we want a good game. That’s
why I've rung you up.”

“I see you know all about it,”
agreed Tommy Dodd. “The Classicals
think they can play, but, of course, we
play their heads off. We’ll be glad to
see your secretary.”
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“Good, I'm the man. Then T'll drop
in on Sauuxcmy afternoon, about three.
Tlnﬁ you?

2ight on the nail!”

Donc‘ Good-bye!”

“ Good-bye!”

Tommy Dodd replaced the receiver
on the hooks, and simply tore out of
the study. He was in a hurry to im-
part that stunning news to his chums
on the Modern side.

In five minutes all the Modern side
at Rookwood knew that Temmy Dodd’s
eleven had been challenged to an Army
matceh, and that the secretary was com-
ing gn Saturday afternoon to arrange
details,

Needless to say, the Moderns rejoiced.

A crowd of them rushed over to
acquaint the Classicals with the news.
They swanked a little about it. Swank
was excusable under the circumstances.
It wasn't every junior team at school
that was asked to a match with a real,
live Army eleven on a military ground.
with a real, live colonel to kick off the
ball for them.

‘The news was received with
credulity on the Classical side.

Jimmy Silver, as it happened was
absent. But when he came in on his
bike from a long spin he heard the
news. Tommy ;.)ndd with pardonable
pride, told him before a crowd in the
Commion-room.

“Gammeon!”
shaking his head.

“Why, you ass?” exclaimed Tommy
Dodd wrathfully.

“They’d ask the School Junior
Eleven, if they asked anybody,” said
Jimmy Silver, with another shake of
the head. “If they know anything
about Rookwood they must know that
the Moderns ean't play footer. You
admit that yourself, Doddy?”

‘Tommy Dodd did not admit that him-
self. He snorted.

“Faith, the sceretary’s coming to sce
us about it on Saturday,” said Temmy
Doyle.

y’v 1, T swallow that when I see
him,” said Jimmy Silver,

in-

said Jimmy Silver,

“Oh, you're a silly ass!” said Tommy
Dodd disdainfully. “The fact is, I'm
vather sorry to see you get the cold
shoulder like this, Silver, If you like
Tl make room for you in the team.”
t’s going to be a Modern te:
laimed Cook.

“Yes, I know: Rut we can make
room for Silver. After all, hos a good
half, though he’s a Classical.”

Jimmy Silver grinned.

Want me to captain the team?” he
asked,

“No jolly fear!” said Tommy Dodd
nromptly and emphatically.

“Then I shall have to decline with
thanks.”

“Wwell, you can go and eat coke,”
said Tommy Dodd. “* After all, we shall
be stronger without any Classicals.”

Most of the Moderns agreed on that,
Tommy Dodd was very careful in his
selection of the eleven. He was con-
siderably exasperated by Jimmy Silver's
want of faith. But, as a matter of fact,
Tommy himself xmght have had some
doubts about the genuineness of the
telephone message but for the fact that
the Drummer Boys’ secretary was to call
on Saturday to make arrangements.
That circumstance, of course, banished
all doubts.

The Moderns looked forward to
Saturday, and the arrival of the secre-
tary of t‘ae Drummer Boys’® Football
Club, with great keenness. So the

lassicals—especially Jimmy Silver &
Co.

CHAPTER 37,
The Chap from Latcham!

** ERE he is!”
H It was Saturday afternoon,
and the three Tommics i ere

waiting at the gates of Roockwoed. The
tical Four had gone out on their
bicycles—perhaps for” a pienic, as
Jimmy Silver had taken a large and
wellfilled bag with him. But the
Moderns were not bothering about the
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Fistical TFour. They were thinking
about the secretary of the Drumimer
Boys® F.C.

A youth came wheeling up at a good
rate on a bicycle to the school gates,
and the three Tommies eyed him
eagerly. Was this the sec?

He was not in khaki. But he wore
& khaki cap, which looked very
soldierly. His face was very red, and
there was a trace of a moustache on his
upper lip. But what was most strik-
ing about him was a bandage over one
side of the face, which concealed one
éye, one cheek and one ear. Apparently
the youth had met with some accident
that had severely damaged his face.

He jumped off his machine and
looked at the thiree juniors, touching
his khaki cap with a military salute.
“Is this Rookwood?” he asked in
L,,ypi'ci:ed but quite agreeable

a
voice

L RAgl}t“ said Tommy Dodd.

“Perhaps you would be kind enough
to tﬂll me where to find Thomas Dodd.”

the chap,” said Tommy.
“Yome the Drummer Boys' F.C. sec,
I suppose?”

“I'm the man.” =

T my Dodd shook hands with the
yo stranger heartily.

“Jolly glad to see you,” he said.

“Tyot in, Leave your bike at the
lodge. You take it, Cooky. You seem
to have had a bit of an accident.”

The newcomer passed one hand over
his bandaged face.

“If's dangerous to get too near a
gun when they're testing it,” he said.
“Never mind. All in the day’s work.”

The three Tommies could not help
feeling a keen admiration for the youth
who made so light of what was evi-
dently a serious accident. They marched
him in across the quadrangle in great
triumph. The khaki cap attracted
glances from all sides, and a crowd of
fellows came up to be introduced to the
drummer—whose name appeared to be
Argent—rather a Frenchified name,
Tommy Dodd thought, though the chap
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~—what could be seen of him—did not
h.

‘not bcin‘ asked.

“Jolly good,
“All the -same,
have asked the Moderms—a
scrateh -lot.”

“Might have asked us, by gad!” re-
marked Smythe of the 'shell, turning
his eyeglass on the youth in the khaki
cap. “The Modern cads will be swank-
in’ about this no end.”

Smythe was right there—the Moderns
did show just a little swank. It was
really the first time thai the great
superiority of the Modern side had been
recegnised outside the school.

Twenty fellows gathered round the
youth from Latcham to march him into
Mr. Manders’ House. He was marched
up to Tommy Dodd's study, where a
tea of unusual magnitude was ready.
The Drummer admitted that he had
brought an appetite with him, and he
seemed to enjoy the lavish hospitality
of Tommy & Co. The study was crowded
with Modern fellows.

Unfortunately, it appeared that
Master Argent could stay only half an
hour. But half an hour was enough
for a ripping tea, and for all arrange-
ments for the fooler match to be made.

Those arrangements were carefully
noted down by Tommy Dodd.

The Modern eleven was to arrive at
Latcham Barracks not later than half-
past two on the first of the month—
fortunately a half-holiday. They could
bring any number of visitors with them,
All would be welcome to a tremendous
spread in the tent after the match.
Every Modern fellow who wasn't in the
eleven decided at once to go as a
spectator.

There was no room for Classicals in
the crowded study. But Tommy Dodd
did wish that Jimmy Silver hadn’t been
out that afternoon. He would have
liked Jimmy to see that youth from

said Townsend.
it's queer they shculd

too!”

retten
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Latcham, and have his doubts dispelied
at once,

“Thanks awfully, you fellows,” said
Master Argent, as he rese from the
table. “It’s really good of you to treat
me h ke this. I'll see you again on the
first.”

“What-ho!” md Tommy Dodd.
“Smc you must go?

“Yes. Were not quite our own
masters in the Army, you know,” sai
the secretary, smiling with the visible
side of his face.

“Yes, I understand. We'll see you off
at the gates,” said Tommy.

Modern .army marched down to
‘the gates with the popular visitor.

Tommy Cook wheeled out his bicycle
for him. Tommy Dodd held it while
he mounted. The visitor shook hands
with the three Tommies and half a
“Bozen other fellows, and they gave him
a cheer as he cycled away at last.

The Moderns turned in af the gates
with leoks of great satisfaction. They
bestowed superior glances upon the
Classicals—who weren't asked to
khali match.

The visitor rode away at a good rate
tqwards Coombe. id not go so far
as the village, however. After a glance
back over his shoulder he turned into
the feotpath through the wood.

He had followed the footpath about
half a mile when he came upon three
Jjuniors who were eating sandwiches,
with three bikes lcanmx, against the
trees. Then he jumped down.

“Well?” said Lovell, Raby and New-
come in one voice.

‘The bandaged youth chuckled.

“All serene.”

i“You weren't spotted?” yelled Lovell.

“Of course not fathead!”

“Oh, my hat

1t the thlee ‘Tommies could have
been present just then they would not,
probably, have been so pleased with
their visitor. The youth from Latcham
took off the khaki cap, and pecled off
the bandage from his face. Then, in
spite of the reddened comee‘uon and
the darkened evebrows, it would have

oo

been quite easy to recoghise J
Silyer of the Fourth,

“The bandage did it!”  grinned
Jimmy Silver. “I don’t think I should
h'n,g passed muster without that.”

a, ha!

“Avd Lhe’ khaki cap!” chuckled
Jimmy. “It was worth the four bob
we gave for it at Hinks'—what? And
it will come in handy, too, for some of
our merry dramas. Now Il give my
face a wash in the brook and get the
clobber off, and we'll get home.”

The cheery Jimmy stripped off his
clothes—under which he wore his Rock-
wood Etons.

“Here’s the sandwiches,
chur kled Ra’

Thanks! I've had my tea.”

Lovell yelled.

“Did they stand you tea?”

‘ Certainly—a topping spread!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I was a distinguished visitor, you
know. THere was no end of hospitality.
I \Y as mtmduced to half the Modern
si

Jimmy!”

The Co. yelled.

“ And they’re coming over to Latcham
at half-past two!” 2

“Oh, crumbs!”

“On the ﬁrst ol Aprill”?

“Ha, ha, ha

“And I can on!y say I hope they'll
enjoy themselve:

The Fistical Foux roared till the
wood echoed. Jimmy Silver chortled
while he was washing the make-up
from his face. His gravity had been
put to a severe test in Tommy Dodd’s
study at Rookwood. On_the first of
April, probably, Tommy Dodd would
admit that there was at least one
member of the Classical Players who
could act.

An hour later four cheery cy
arrived at Rookwood—one of them
with a bag tied on his handlebars. As
the Fistical Four went into the School
House Morni i
evidently i
put upon Jimmy Silvi
tion to the Modern
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the nuts of the Fourth,
wanted to “rub it in.”

“Pity you were out, Silve,” grinned
Mo*‘z‘mr't

Anymmg happened?” asked Jimmy
cazdu ly.

“The Army sec has been over,” said
Townsend. “He's fixed it all up with
Tommy Dodd, I hear.”

“Honest Injun?”
Serlousxy.

“Yes, by gad!” said Mornington.
“Therc’s some chaps who don’t think
the end study is the salt of the earth,
you see. I dare say you'll wonder for
weeks why they didn’t ask you to play
the match at Latcham.”

“Well, it’s a bit odd, isn’t_it?” said
Jimmy. “As junior captain, I ought to
have got the invitation, really.”

“Puts your nose out of joint a bit—
what!"” chuc‘(led Townsend.

“Oh, I don't mind! I wish Tommy
Dodd luck. I shall bike over to see
them at Latcham on the first, any-
way,”

Jiramy Silver passed on with his
chums, leaving the nuts somewhat dis-
appointed. But Morny shook his head.

“You bet he doesn't like it, all the
same!” he “It's one in the eye
for Jimmy Silver, however he chooscs
to take it.”

And the nuts agreed that it was, and
all the Modern fellows shaded their
opinion. As a novelist would put it,
they little knew!

and they

asked Jimmy

»

CHAPTER
Not a Match!
AVING a bus?”
Silver affably.
It was the “first” at last.
April was ushered in by bright sun-
shine, and the weather was excellent.
It was really almost good enough for
cricket. But the Modern juniors were
thinking of the winter game, and of
tho gxeﬁt match which was to wind up
the season for them in great style.

asked Jimmy

THE FOURTH FORM AT ROOKWOOD!

“Yes, were having a bus” said
Tommy Dodd, with a genial smile.
Tommy was feehng in great spirits
that day. “Bit too far to walk. Be-
sides, we must put on a bit of style
for an Army match. Il find room for
you m the bus if yowd like to come
over.”

ng it,” said Jimmy cheerily.

“You're coming to \vwch us?” asked
Towle.

“Certainly.
worlds!”

“I must say you're taking it decently,
Silver,” said Tommy Dodd. ‘“Some
chaps would ba»e groused at being left
out like that.”

"1\0 fear!” said Jimmy. _“You're
welcome to all you get at Latcham,
Tommy. I only hope you'll enjoy it.”

‘Same here!” chuckled Lovell.

“Blessed if I sce where the cackle
comes in,” said Tommy Dedd, puzzled.
“It’s a feather in our cap. One up for
Rookwoed, too. Hallo, here comes the
bus!”

The Modern footballers were ready,
in coats and muffiers, to take their
places in the bus. The bus was a large
one, bub there was none too much
room, for every Modern fellow who
could cram himself in was going. There
was no rcom for Classicals. Any
Classicals who \w(hcd to go had to bike
it after the b

But quite a ~\u'nhe1 of them had de-
cided to do so. The Fistical Four, of
course, were going—they had their
own reasons. The Colonial Co. alse
wheeled their machines out, and Raw-
son and Oswald and Flynn and Jones
minor, and several more.

I wouldn't miss it for

t was really very flattering to the
Moderns. The Classical ists seemed
to be in high good humour, too.

Tommy Dodd was surprised to see such
a bunch of Cilassical juniors following
he bus. He was not aware that Jimmy
Silver had been passing a whisper round
among them which made them very
keen to see the denouement at Latcham
Barrack:

It was a glor

vious first. The sun, as
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if to meake up for late misbehaviour,
was shining merrily. The Modern
fellows trilled choruses in more or less
melodious tones as the hus rolled away
up and down high roads and lanes for
Latcham. The bunch of cyclists behind
were in equally high spirits. Their
faces almost continually wore smi

Latcham town came in view at last,
and the bus rolled through the High
Street, and out of the town again, to
the big barracks outside.

At the gate on the ad the bus
stopped.  Several motor-lorries and
other vehicles were coming out, and the
bus had to wait for them. Tommy
Dodd scanned the gateway. He had
half expected Master Argent, that
agreeable secretary of the Drummer
Boys*F.C., to be at the gates to welcome
the arriving team. But Master Argent
was nowhere to be seen. He was not,
as a matter of fact, far away, if Tommy
Dodd had only known ib.

The Rookwood cyclists arrived, and
stood by their machines, waiting for
eventualities. Exactly what was going
to hagpen, Jimmy Silver did not know;
but he knew that it was nothing like
what the merry Moderns expected to
happen.

“Argent doesn’t seem to bn here,”
said Tommy Dodd. “That bl ed
sentry’s staring at us as if he'd never
seen a footer team bef I dare say
word’s been left with him. Il speak
to him, anyway.”

The sentry at the gates had come a
little nearer, and Tommy Dodd jumped
down from the bus to speak to him.

“Hallo! What's wanted?” asked the
sen(,ry. eyeing Tom curiously.

“We're the eleven from Rookwood,”
explained Tommy Deodd.

The sentry stared.

“You're the what?” he asled.

“The football team from Rookwcod,”
said Temmy. ‘Haven't we come to the
right gate?”

ou cut off!” said the sentry

sternly. “This isn’t the place to come

-md nlay | your little jokes, Master
Szhoothoy

“It isn’t a joke,” said Tommy Dodd
impatiently.  “We're the Rookwood
Sr~hool Elﬂven, and we've come for the

match.”

“The what?”

“The football match of course.
you know where Argent is?

« Argent?”

“Yes the secretary of the Drummer
Boys’ Football Club.”

“The—the—the—what?”
sentry.

“The Drummer Boys’
Club!” howled Tommy Dodd.
pose you've heard of it?”

The soldier blinked at him. His first

npx ession was that it was a schoolboy
i ’  But Tommy Dodd’s earnest-
nes mpressed him a little, and he was
perplexed. The Modern fellows in the
bus were beginning to look a little un-
e The Classicals standing by the
bikes were all smiles.

“First I've heard of t" said the
Tommy good-humouredly. “Sure you've
come to the nghc place? This is
Latcham Barracks.”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Here, Bill,” shouted the sentry to
another man within the gates, “have
you ever heard of the Drummer Boys’
Foothall Eleven here?”

f“ Oh, don’t be funny!” was the reply

Do

yelled the

Footmll
“I sup-

of Bill.

“What’s all this?” asked a deep voice
as a big, bronzed sergeant came out of
the gates. “Now, then, what do you
want?”

“We've come to play the football
match,” said the bewildered Tommy
Dodd. “It’s for this afternoon. Chap
named Argent—-"

“Never heard the name.”

“He’s secretary of the Drummer
Boys’ Football Club—"

“Never heard of it,” said the
geant suspiciously. “If thls is a lark,
young man, I warn you—-"

“Do you think we should hir
bus and come ten miles for a la
bawled Tommy Dodd.

The sergeant grinned.
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“Well, I s'pose not. But Wait
a minute, young gentleman, .and I'll
inquire.”

“Thank you!”
gratefully.

The sergeant went in. The rest of
the Modern footballers had gathered
round Tommy Dodd now, in a puzzled
and worried frame of mind. It was
simply extraordinary that the eleven
they had come to play had never been
heard of in Latcham Barracks.

A handsome young lieutenant came
out aiter a few minutes and gave the
Rookwood juniors a genial smile.

“Come, now, what is it?” he aske

Tommy Dodd went laboriou
through his explanation once more.
The sentry and the sergeant were grin-
ning. The lieutenant’s lips were twitch-

said Tommy . Dodd

g you've come to the wrong
snop, my lad,” said the officer. “You
can’t come in here, that’s certain. And
there isn't a‘qv football match on for
to-day, and if there were a Drummer
Boys’ Eleven in the place 1 should cer-
tainly have heard of it.”

“My only hat!”
Dodd, in utter dismay.

“Did you look at the calendar before
you sthried?” asked the lieutenant, with
a smile,

“The—the
Tommy Dodd.

“Yes. You might have noticed then
that it was the first of April,” said
the young man, laughing. “I'm afraid
somebody has been pullin’ your leg,
young Iriend. Good-afterncon!”

The natty young gentleman disap-

peared, still smiling. Tommy Dodd
Co looked at one another in blank
dismay.

“The—the—the first of April!” re-
peated Tommy Dedd mechanically.

“April fools!” muttered Tommy
Cool

gasped Tommy

calendar?”  stuttered

“Spomcd"’ stuttered Tommy Doyle.
“Oh, howly mother av Moses! If I iver
get within hittin’ distance of that
spalpeen Argent—"
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“Oh, what a se

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Modern footkallers climbed back
into their bus. It only too clear
that they had been spoofed, and that
they had, unn tentionally, as ed some
practical rin  celebrating the
famous anniv . There was a wild
yell of laughter from the Classical
crowd.

The Moderns’ faces were crimsen.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Jimmy Silver &
Co. as they dragged their bikes cut into
the road.

“Oh, shut up!” snapped Tommy
Dodd. “Wait till I meet that chap
Argent again!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yowd like to meet him?” asked
Jimmy Silver, pausing with one leg over
the saddle.

“Wouldn't T just!™
Dodd, clenching his ﬁ&ue

“Then I'll manage it for you!” said
Jimmy.

“You?”

“Certainly! Do you remember any
of the French you've learned at Rook-
wood?”

“wamh‘

panted Tommy

What's that got to do with

“I ots!” chuckled Jimmy Silver.
“What’s  the french  for  silver,
Tommy?”

“En? Argent, of course.”

“And  what's the English for

Argent?”

“Silver!” said Tommy Dodd, mysti-
fied,

“Exactly!” said Jimmy, while his
chums roared. *‘And thcre you are!”

“Why—what—what- A light
began to dawn upon Tommy Dodd, and
his look grew positively femcmus

“Argent—sil you—-""

“Queer that bit of a bandage over
a chap's chivvy should make such a
dl(\‘erchce isn't it?" =ald Jimmy.

Yo*lfwvA§ u—"

why Master Argent
rmtch for the first of

1 kno
arranged Lhe
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' roared Jimmy Silver. ‘Good-

mmy Silver & Co. were home soon
the bus. Howls of laughter
the Modern heroes as they
dl away to their House to hide
ushes.
procession of the Classical
s was quite forgotten now. The
ige of the end study was quite re-
by that extraordinary jape by
vvhlch the luckless Moderns had been
fooled“on the first.

The

Pla;

p1

CHAPTER 9,
Only the Ventriloguist!
VAN RYN, of the Classical
rih, looked into the end study
h a lugubrious expression
upon his usually cheery face.

“Rotien news!” he announced.

Jimmy Silver and Lovell, Raby and
Newcome were at work. But they sus-
pended prep to look up as the South
African junior made his announcement,

“What's happened?” asked Jimmy.

“Bootles has got a cold.”

The Fistical Four stared at Van Ryn.
Mz, Bootles, the master of the Fourth
TForm at Rookwood, was a mild and kind
little gentleman, much liked by his
Form. Jimmy Silver & Co. were sorry
to hear that he had a cold. But they
were prepared te bear Mr. Bootles’ mis-
fortune with fortitude. They did not
see any reason whatever for making the
announcement with a voice and a
countenance like Job of old.

“You howling ass!” said Lovell, in
mﬂ sured tones. ““Have you come here
face as long as a fiddle to tell
m that?”

Yes.”

“V/C:l
bury i
" 2 due say Bootles will get over it,”
id Jimmy Silver. “People generally
do get over colds.”

“He may be laid up for two or three

take your chivvy away and
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days with it,” said Van Ryn, as
lugubriously as before. “It’s roftent”

“Like a coal-scuttle to cry into?”
asked Raby sarcastically.

“I tell you it’s rotten!”

“Rotten for Bootles,” said Newcome.
“But not quite so bad as an earthquake,
or anything like that. Are you trying to
pull our leg, you ass?”

“You don't seem to catch on

“We'll catch on soon enough when
a duffer comes here pulling our legi”
"rohlcd Lovell. “Catch on, you
cha

H’\, ha, ha!”

The Fistical Four jumped up as if
moved by the same tpring, and “caught

on” to Van

The luqubnous Jumor was suddenly
swept off his feet, and he came down
in the doorway with a loud concussion.

“Yaroch!” he roared. “You silly
chumps! Oh, crumbs!”

“There, that’s worse than Bootles’
cold,” said Jimmy Silver. “You can
make a long face now with something
tor ¢ it about.”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

Van Ryn sat in the doorway and
gasped, while the chums of the Fourth
returned to the study table, grinning.

“You howling asses!” gurgled Van
Ryn. “You don’t understand! I've
a geod mind to mop up the W‘mlc
study!”

“Wade in!” grinned Raby.

“You—you—you—o>" Van Ryn
scrambled up. “You chumps!  You
dufers! Don’t  you understand?
Bootles is laid up with a cold- 0

“Blow Bootles and blow his cold!”

“Oh, you're an ass!” growled Van
Ryn. “Carthew of the Sixth is going
to take the Fourth to-morrow morn-

ing—-"

“Eno”

“In Bootles p!vce for the day.”

« 1
The FN.)cal Four understood now the
reason of Van R; lugubriousness,
They locked rather lugubricus the:
selves.

-
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Carthew, the bully of the Sixth, was
to take the Fourth! As a Sixth Form
prefect, Carthew was quite capable of
taking a class temporarily. The Fourth
Formers did not doubt his abilities; but
they knew Carthew.

None of the juniors liked Carthew
—excepting perhaps Mornington, who
got on very well with him. Morning-
ton’s wealth enabled him to secure the
good graces of a fellow of Carthew's
character.

Carthew had special dislikes for two
sets of fellows in the Classical Fourth
—the Fistical Four and the Colonial
Co., Van Ryn, Cenroy and Pons.

Those seven juniors had a very un-
pleasant time to look forward to, with
Carthew of the Sixth in charge of the
Fourth.

“Oh, my hat!” said Lovell, in dismay.
“Is it certat
“I've just heard it from Bulkeley.”

“Why couldn’t they give Bulkeley the
joh?” growled Lovell. “We can stand
cld Bulkeley. We can't stand Carthew

t any price!”

“It means trouble,” said Jimmy
Silver. “Carthew won't let a chance
like that slip. We e bocked for a high
old time, my sons.”

Lovell snorted.

“I shan't stand any of his rot! If
Cartbew comes the Form-master over
me there will be a row!”
tons never shall be slaves!” said
Raby. ‘That applies specially to Rock-
wood fellows. We'd better show Car-
w his place at once.”
at about ragging him for

asked Lovell, with a warlike

1 getting reported to the Head
fiogged?” growled Jimmy Silver.
good enough!”

there’ll be trouble, anyway,”
ed Van Ryn. “Carthew may let
us c-.!cae——he‘s not up against my study

“Rats!”
“But he’s sur
pf you chavs,” said Van Ryn che

to make an example
arfully,

“You had better be good little boys
and toe the line.”

“Fathead!” roared Lovell,
“That’s my advice.”
“Keep it!”

“Jolly good idea, all the sam:
Jimmy Silver. “We'd better make up
our minds to be good—very, very good
—like Little Georgie in the sm*‘*-%ook,
vsho loved his kind teachers.”

ow-wow !

“No need giving Carthew a c‘mnce
at us,” said Jimmy. “He wi 00k~
ing for chances, anyhow. If we h'ue to
go for him, we'd better be in the right
when we do it.”

“Something in that,” agreed Raby.

“Rot!” grunted Lovell. “I don't care
twopence for Carthew, and I wouldn’t
stand any more rot from Carthew than
I would from any other prefect Car-
thew’s a rotter anyway—-"

“Lovel

It was a sharp, unpleasant voice from
the passage—the well-known disagree-
able voice of Carthew of the Sixth.

Lovell jumped.

“Oh, my hat!” he ejaculated.

‘“Were you referring to me, Lovell?”
thundered the voice from the passage.

Lovell blinked at the doorway.

“Ahem! I—I—I—

“Come out here at once!”

Lovell hesitated a moment. But, in
spite of his warlike announcement, he
Lad to obey a prefect’s order. Whether
he cared twopence for Carthew or not,
Carthew was a prefect of the Sixth, and
a junior had to do as he was told,

With a glum face, Lovell stepped out
of the study inte. the passage.

Then he stared blankly.

The passage was empty.

Lovell blinked up the passage, and
blinked down the passage. Then he

made a sudden jump at Van Ryn, who
was grinning in the doorway,

“You spoofer!” he roared.
you ventriloquism!”
an Ryn and Lovell rolled into the
study tovvthcr with a crash. Jimmy

ilver & Co. Jllmped up and @ C
Carthew was noft on

“T'll give

them gpart.
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scene at all, and Lovell remembered
that Dick van Ryn was a skilful ven-
triloquist, and the mystery was ex-
plained.
“Lemine get at him!” roared Lovell.
Van Ryn roared, too, with merriment.
“You don't care twopence for Car-
Lhe\ l" he chuckled. “Ha, ha, ha!”
“UU—T1 "

“Hold said Jimmy
“* chp mmm g, you know!”
T1—T1- ” spluttered Lovell.
Van Ryn walked away, smiling, and
Jimmy and Raby and Newcome
plumped Lovell into his chair.

Silver.

“Keep smiling!” said Jimmy. “This
study can take a joke, fathead!”
Lovell grunted.
don’t see the joke.”
“*You wouldn’ t"' grinned Raby.
»

a, ha, ha!
“And I don't see anything to cackle
at!” roared Lovell,

“Never mind; we do!

“Oh, rats!”

And preparation in the end study was
interrupted several times by chuckles
from three members of the Co—
chuckles for which the fourth membe:
of the Co. could see no grounds what-
ever.

Ha, ha, ha!”

CHAPTER 40,
The Upper Hand!
RE was a good deal of discus-

l sion that evening in the Classical

Fourth when the news became
known.

All the fellows were sorry that Mr.
Bootles was laid up with a cold; but
not wholly on Mr. Bootles’ account.

Carthew’s bullying proclivities were
too well known for the juniors to expect
a comfortable time with him in charge
of the class.

And the juniors who were on bad
terms, anyway, with Carthew, had no
doubt that the bully of the Sixth would
make the most of the opportunity to
wipe out old grudges.

It was ratier a serious outlook for the
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Fistical Four, who had had many little
rubs with the prefect.

Only Mornington and his friends
seemed pleased, Mornington & Co.
knew how to keep on the right side of
the Sixth Form bully. Mornington was
looking fo!vmrd to seeing Jimmy Silver
& Co. a_high old time.

isit to Carthew’s study, and it
remely probable that he was
putting in a word for Jimmy Silver—not
for Jimmy’s benefit,

Jimy phn—.nmmy was never at
a loss & plan—was adopted by most
of the Clask!c‘.l Four. It was to give
Carthew his head, as Jimmy expressed
it.

If the juniors were very, very good,
even the bully of the Sixth would have
no excuse for coming down on them;
and they resolved to be very, very
good.

It would be rather a strain, perhaps,
but it was evidently the best thing to
be done; and the juniors decided to be
good, and to hope for Mr. Bootles’
speedy recove;

The Modern juniors were not so much
concerned about the matter. They did
not see much of Carthew, as a rule—
Carthew being on the Classical side,
and they did not spend much time in
the Form-room with the Classicals.

So Tommy Dodd & Co. were able to
face the new situation with equanimity,
while Jimmy Silver and his friends
looked forward to it with anxiety.

In p ance of their plan, the
Fourth-Formers marched into the Form-
rooin in the morning with the greatest
orderliness.

Although their master was absent
there was no pushing or shoving. Car-
thew was not there yet, but he had
been spotted round the corner of the
vassage; and Jimmy Silver sagely
guessed that Carthew was leaving them
alone for a few minutes, in the hope of
catching them at horseplay when he
came in.

If that was Carthew’s hope, he was
disappeinted.
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When he came into the Form -To0m,
five minutes late, the Fourth were seated
at their desks, in grave silence. They
were understudying the old Roman
senate when the savage Gauls arrived.
Carthew was more savage than a Gaul,
really; he was more like a tiger, in bhe
opinion of the juniors, at least.

Carthew cast a glance over the Form,
and frowned, and went to Mr. Bootles’
desk. His firs' action was to take out
Mr. Bootles’ cane, and put it in a handy
position.

‘The juniors exchanged glances at that.
It was pretty clear that Carthew had
already decided upon stern measures.

First lesson, however, went off qmet‘v
After that lesson the Modern part of
the Form trcoped off, being due on the
Modern side with Mr. Manders. The
Classicals were left in the sole enjoy-
ment of Carthew’s company.

“Muffin!” rapped out Carthew sud-
denly.

'I‘ubby Muffin jumped.

““Yewes, Carthew!”

“What are you eating?”

“Eating!” stammered Tubby.

“Yes, you fat pig! Come out he:

Tubby Muffin left his place, making
desperate efforts to get rid of the chunk
of toffee that was bulging out his fat
cheek. The prefect picked up the cane.

“Don’t you know that youre not
allowed to gorge m cuss, Muffin?”
““Ye-e-es, Carthew!”
“Hold out your hand'”
wash

“Yow-ow-ow!”
“‘Now the other!”
Swish!
“¥00,
“Put that muck in the fire, and go

back to your place!” snapped Carthew.
The fat Classical mournfully ejected
the toffce into the grate, and crawled

back to his place, squeezing plump
hands.
Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged

glances. Carthew was beginning.

Mr. Bootles would have given Tubby
Muffin lines for eating toffee in class;
wo cruel cuts with the cane
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quite out of proporticn to the offence.
The bully was getting his hand in, as it
were.

Jimmy Silver was called up:
strue. Jimmy had been ve:
with his prep, foreseeing that Car
would catch him tripping if he conld.

Carthew was not able to catch him
tripping; Jimmy construed without a
fault. But it was a case of the wolf
and the lamb over again.

“That will do, Silver! Is that the
way you do your work in this Form?”
said Carthew. “You did no prep last
night, I can see!”

“I did, Carthew,” said Jimmy quietly.

“Thon why are you construing like a
fag in the Second Form?” demanded
Carthew.

“I'm not.

“What?”

“I've done my best, anywa
Jimmy.

“If that's your best, you will have to
learn to do better,” said Carthew; “and
don’t argue with me!”

Jimmy's lips opened,
themn again.

*1 fancy youxe rather accustomed to
running wild in this Form,” went on
Carthew. “You won’t find it pay while
I've got you in hand! I tell you plainly
that I'm going to have no slacking!”

Grim sience from the Fourth.

“You will take two hundred lines,
Silver, and bring them to me hefore
afterncon classes.”

“Very well!” said Jimmy.

“And don’t scowl!”

“I wasn't scowling.”

“If you give me any more b'wk
answers, Silver, I shall cane you!”

to con-

but he closed

Jimmy repressed his feelings with a

manful effort, and was silent.

Carthew gave him an angry leok; bub
he could not very well find any more
faults, especially as there were none to
nnd and he passed on.

“Mornington!”

Mornington smiled as he was cailed

upon. His construe was by no mean
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so perfect as Jimmy’s; Morny had done
no prep.

" But Carthew had no fault to find with
it; quite the contrary.

“Very good, Mommgton I am glad
to see them is one member of this class,
at least, who is not a dunce!”

Mmmngton sat down with a smile.

“Love

Lov ell stumbled over his construe, as
was natural. He was not a brilliant
scholar, and Carthew’s evident inten-
tion of catching him out if he could,
flustered the junior. He stopped in less
than a minute.

“Don’t go on, Lovell!
Second Form-room!” said Carthew.
“I'm ed to hear such
in the Fourth. Why didn’t you do your
preparation?”

“I did do it, Carthew!”

“Don’t tell hes !”” snapped the prefect.

“I'm not telling lies!” growled Lovell.

““And don’t answer me! You are a
dunce, and a disgrace to the Form!
You will stand in the corner for the
rest of the lesson!”

“Wha-a-at!”

“You hear me? Go into the corner
at once, and stand with your face to
the wall!”

Lovell turned crimson.

Such a punishment was never in—
flicted in the Fourth; it was treatin
the Fourth Former like a nau"hty
infant.

Some of the juniors began to grin.
Lovell drew a deep breath, and stood
firm in his place.

“Do you hear me, Lovell?”

“ e

“Do as you're told!”

LoveH did not move. Carthew’s eyes
gleamed, Disobedience was what he
wanted from the Fistical Four; it gave
him the excuse he required for visiting
long-deferred vengeance upon their
heads. He took up the cane.

' “For the last time, Lovell; obey me!”

Jimmy Silver jerked at Lovell’s sleeve.

“Go xL Lovell, old chap!” he whis-
pered. “Don't give him an excuse.”

This isn’t the
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Lovell swallowed his fury, and left his
desk, and went into the corner. He was
simmering with rage.

Carthew was disappointed for a
moment. But he had observed Jimmy
leve. s whisper to his chum.

T, you were speaking to Lovell.”

“Ye-e-cs,” stammered Jimmy,

“Are you not aware that talking is
not, nllowed in class?”

“Ye-e-es.”

‘“Stand out here!”

Carthew took a step towards the class,
cane in hand. Jimmy Silver drew a
Geep, deep breath. Raby and Newcome
looked at him, and their looks said as
oquently as \vords that they were ready
to back -him up in “rushing ” the bully
and downing him.

But Jimmy held himself in hand. His
good resolutions were not forgotten. He
came out before the class, with his lips
set.

“Hold out your hand!” said Carthew,
in his most bullying tone.

Jimmy obeyed, and the cane came
down with a terrific swish The junior
uttered a sharp cry.

“Now the other!”

Swish!

Jimmy was silent this time, though
his eyes were burning. Mr. Bootles had
never in his life administered such cuts
as those. Carthew was evidently bent
on making the most of his oppor-
tunities.

“Get back to your place!”

Jimmy sat down again, squeezing his
aching hands under the desk.

I

CHAPTER 4t
Jimmy Loses His Temper!
ORNING lessons in the Fourth
M ended at last.
It had not been a pleasant
morning.

Mornington & Co., certainly, had been
very cheery; but the Fistical Four were
in almost a homicidal mood when
classes closed. :
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Lovell and Raby and Newcome had
been caned in turn. They had been
careful to give their tyrant no excuse;
but Carthew found it quite easy to in-
vent excuses.

Lovell was caned for scowling; Raby
for shuffling his feet; Newcome for
having whispered to Flynn, theough
Newcome declared that he hadn’t whis-
pered to Flynn,

Curiously enough, the rest of the
Form escaped almost scot-free.

Even Van Ryn, Pons, and Conroy,
whom Carthew disliked e{cwdmg.y had
not been caned or “lined.

Carthew’s leniency to the juniors was
a little puzzling, but Jimmy Silver was
at no loss to guess the reason.

The bully of the Sixth had seized
upon the opportunity of feeding fat his
ancienf grudge against the end study.

A general course of bullying and
worrying would probably have heen
more agrecable to Carthew’s taste; but
by leiting the rest of the Form alone,
he made his vengeance upon the Fistical
Four more secure. He did not want his
rule in the Fourth to end in a riot.
Canings all round might very easily
have caused trouble to that extent.

Carthew was too cunning for that.
He had selected the four juniors whom
he detested as his victims, and he was
devoting himself, as it were, to them.

“Sure, he's nof such a baste as I ex-
pected intirely,” Flynn remarked, as
they came out of the Form-room.
“Sure, he hasn't said a worrud to me!”

“Nor to me,” remarked Rawson.
never expected him to go easy
me!”

“Same here,” said Jontes minor.
“After 2ll, he's not such a rotter as he
wmight have been!”

It won't be so
Hooker.

“Only you've h'sd. a rotten time,
Jimmy,” said Rawson sympathetically.
“He seems to have picked you out.”
“It's Adaou(, time some cheeky cads
were put in their place!” remarked
Mwmnglon with a grin.

bad, after all,” said

b
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“Yaas, by gad!” chuckled Townsend.

“I think it’s an lmprovement on
Bootles,” said Topham with a grin.
“Carthew doesn’t make a chap work
like a nigger!”

“Not some chaps,” said Van Ryn,
with a curl of the lip. ‘“Sneaking
rotters who have been shckmg up 1o
Carthew are in luck no

“I'm jolly well not gomg to stand
much more of it!” muittered Lovell,
rubbing his hands. “The rotter's made
a dead set against our study!”

“If he hecps it up, something will
have Lo be done,” said Jimmy Silver
quis

"We 11 all back you up, Jimmy,” said
WSOl

“VVe 'Olly well won't!” exclaimed

Townsend. “You won't cateh me back-

ing up against a prefect to please
Jimmy Silver!”

“Nor I, either!” said Peele.

“No jolly fear!” exclaimed Gower
emphancan

You wuuldnl, have pluck enough,
;ny\ ay!” said Jimmy contemptuously.

“But we won't drag you into it, Rawson,
or the other fellows. We'll toe the line
if the rotter keeps within the limit; but
if he doesn't—-"

“Youll toe the line all the same,”
said Mornington; and there was a
chortle from the nuts of the Fourth,

Jimmy Silver looked steadily at
Mornington.

“I'm bound to take cheek fr
Carthew, as he’s a prefect,” he sai
“but I'm not bound to take it from )ou
rr_mﬂton, and I warn you to chuck

0

Mornington laughed mockingly.

Carthew was visible at the end of the
passage, looking out into the quad-
rangle.

With the bully of the Sixth so near,
Morny's idea was that Jimmy Silver
would find it prudent to keep his temper
in check; but he did not quite know
Jnnmy yet.

said Morningon. “The fact
it, J 1 iy Silver, you're not quite the
ig Panjandrum you fancy, ard you've
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got to toe the line. And don’t give me
any of your cheek; I'm not standin’ it!”

“Give him one, Jimmy!” growled
Lovell.

“I've a jolly good mind to,” said
Jimmy.

“And a better mind not to,” chortled
Mornington.

That was enough for Jimmy Silver.
His temper had already been sorely
tried in the Form-room.

He made a jump at the dandy of the
Fourth, and grasped him. i

“Hands off!” yelled Mornington, hit-
ting our furiously.

His fists lashed into Jimmy's flushed,
angry face.

But he had no time to hit twice.

Jimmy swung him over, and, drop-
ping on one knee, laid Mornington
across the other, face downwards, and
wriggling furiously.

Then his right hand rose and fell
with resounding thwacks.

Spank—spank—spank—spank!

“Yarooh! Oh! Ow!” yelled Morn-
ington, struggling wildly.

“Ha, ha ha!”

“Give him socks, Jimmy!”

“Ha, ha ha!”

The Classical juniors roared with
laughter at the sight of Mornington
sprawling across Jimmy Silver’s knee,
and being spanked as hard as the cap-
tain of the Fourth could spank.

“Yarooh! Help! Oh!” “

Spank—spank—spank!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mornington struggled and kicked and
Bl hed, but he could not get out of
Jimmy Silver’s muscular grasp. The
spanking went on with terrific vim.

“TLook out, Jimmy!” gasped Oswald.
“Here comes Carthew!”

Jimmy Silver did not heed.

His long-pent-up wrath was finding
veni now, and Mornington was being
bunished for himself and Carthew too.

Spank—spank—spank !

“Jimmy—r

“Ha, ha, ha!”

87

Carthew strode up, and seized Jimmy
Silver by the shoulder. The captain of
the Fourth was dragged to his feet, and
Mornington rolied from his knee and
sprawled on the floor.

He sat up, dazed and crimson and
furious. Even the nuts were grinning
at the ridiculous spectacle Morny had
presented. The rest of the Fourth were
yelling.

“Silver! How dare you?” roared
Carthew, shaking Jimmy by the shoul-
der.

Jimmy jerked himself away.

“What's the matter?” he asked
coolly.

“I saw you, you young hound!”

“Well, is there any law against spank-
ing a cheeky cad?” asked Jimmy Silver.

You attacked Mornington—-"

“‘Oh, rats!”

“Rats!” said Jimmy Silver, quite
reckless now. His good resolutions had
been thrown to the winds at last, and
he faced the prefect with blazing eyes.
A little tyranny went a long way in the
Fourth. ‘“Keep that ashplant to your-
self, Carthew! If you touch me, I shall
hit back!” .

“Wha-a-at!” gasped Carthew.

The bully of the Sixth had hoped, and
intended, to drive his old enemies into
resistance, so that he could have ample
excuse for visiting vengeance on their
heads. _But he had not quite expected
this, He was grasping the ashplant
with a hand that almost trembled with
rage.

“Hold out your hand,
stuttered.

Jimmy put his hands behind him.

“Do you hear me?”

“I'm not deaf,” said Jimmy coolly.

“Will you hold out your hand?”

“No, I won't!”

There was a breathless buzz from the
Fourth Formers. Jimmy's defiance.
rang out loud and clear. And the
juniors waited in breathless expectation
for what was to happen next,

Silver!” he



CHAPTER 42,
The Head Comes Down Heavy!
HERE was a crowd in the Form-
i room passage now. The Shell
and the Third were out, and they
had gathered round to look on, with
the Fourth. The sight of a Fourth
Former facing a prefect of the Sixth
with flashing eyes made them stare. It
was an almost unprecedented scene
within the walls of Rookwood.
Carthew gripped his ashplant almost
conv ulsively.
lever, Tor the last time!”

“Bravo, Jimmy!” sang out Conroy.

Carthew did not speak again. He
sprang at the junior and grasped him
by the collar. Then the ashplant
came down in a shower of blows across
Jimmy's shoulders.

Jimmy Silver struggled fiercely,
and hammered at the prefect’s ribs.
But he was not left to fight his battle
alone. Lovell and Raby and Newcome
rushed on Carthew like hounds on a
stag.

‘The prefect was grasped on all sides,
and dragged away from Jimmy by sheer
force and weight.

Ee staggered in the grasp of the
Jjuniors, and went with a crash to the

oor.

“By gad!” said smybhe of the Shell.
“By gad! He's dov

Carthew was dovm, and the Fistical
Four were upon him. Lovell, hardly
knowing what he was doing in his ex-
citement, was banging Carthew’s head
on the floor, holding his ears for the
burpose.

The unfortunate prefect’s yells rang
along the passage.

Mornington made a movement as if
to go to his help; but he was collared
promptly by the Colonial Co. and fairly
pitched along the passage. Mornington
sprawled and yelled, and did not come
back.

“Help!” raved Carthew, as he
struggled wildly in the grasp of the in-
censed juniors. “Oh! Help!”
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Bulkeley of the Sixth, the captain of
Rookwood, came running up.

“What the dickens—what—— Silv
Lovell, are you mad?” roared Bulkeley,
almost petrified with astonishment at

he t of a prefect struggling with
the heroes of the Fourth.

“Give him jip!” roared Lovell,
heeding.

“Stop this at once!” shouted Bulke-
ley, grasping Lovell in one hand and
Jimmy in the other, and dragging them
up. Raby and l\‘ewcomm, how ever, were
still pounding at Carthew.

There was a sudden buzz among the

un-

juniors.

“The Head!”

“The Head!” murmured Adolphus
SmthP “Now look out for fireworks,
dear boys!”

Dr. Chisholm, with rustling gown and
frowning brow, strode upon the scene.
The din in the passage bhad reached
e"en the sacred precincts of the Head's

“Ccase this at once!” {hundered the

“On my hat!”

Faur abashed juniors blinked at the
Head of Rookwood — Carthew sat on
Lhe floor, groaning.

“Bulkeley,” rumbled the Head,
“what does this disgraceful disturbance
mean?

“I don’t know, sir,” said Bulkeley.
“I came up and found Carthew
struvghn« with the juniors.”

Gef up, Carthew!”

The prefect struggled to his feet. He
was dusty and dishevelled, and crimson
“lth rage.

Now, Carthew, kindly tell me what
this c\traoxdmnry scene means,” said
the Head, in icy tones.

Carthew panted.

“I have been attacked by these
Silver refused to be

miors, sir.

caned, and they set on me.
The Head's frown grew simply
terrific.

“As you know, sir,' I am in charge
of the Form,” added Carthew. “I sup-
pose these bo,/b thought they could do
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as they liked with their Form-master
absent, and they have given me trouble
all the ,morning.  This is what it has
led to.

“y

undersmnd," said the Head.
“Silver, Raby, Lovell, Newcome, follow
me to my study.”

“If you please, sir——"" began Jimmy

“Have you anything to say, Silver?’

i ¥es, sir. Carthew is a rotten bully!”

“ What?”

“He picked on me for nothing!”

“How dare you, Silver? Did you or
did you not refuse to be caned by the
preicct pAaccd by me in charge of your
Fori

“Xey, sir. But—-"

“Enough! TFollow me.”

The Head swept away majestically,
and the Fistical Four had nothing to
do but to follow him,

They went in dismay.

From the Head’s point of view, it
was a case for the most severe punish-
ment. Carthew had deceived him
easily enough. It was natural that the
Juniors should be a little out of hand
in their master’s absence; and the
Head, naturally, knew nothing of Car-
thew’s private grudge against the four.
Jimmy Silver & Co. marched dolorously
into the Head’s study.

Dr. Chisholm selected his stoutest
cane, and gave the unhappy delinquents
a dark frown.

“I shall punish you severely,” he
sald. “You must remember t a
prefect placed in charge of your Form
must be treated with the same respect
and obedience as your Form-master
himself. I am surprised and shocked
at your conduct.”

“Yes, sir, but

“It is all the more reprehensible as
your Form-master is ill at this
moment,” said the Head severely. “I
am greatly shocked. I should have ex-
pected better feeling from my boys.
You fxst Sﬂver ”

Vour hand! Silence!” .
There was an almost continual swish-
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ing in the Headmaster's study for some
minutes. When it ceased, the Fistical
Four were wriggling with anguish. The
Head had laid it on with gxeat vigour.

Dr. Chisholm pointed to the door.

“You may go! If there is any
further insubordination in the Fourth
Form, while Carthew is in charge, I
shall administer a public flogging to
the culprits. Bear that in'mind.”

“If you please, sir—"

“You may go!” said the Head, rais-
ing his voice a little.

And the unhappy delinquents went.

‘They crawled away to the end study,
with a feeling that life was not quite
worth living. In the study, they
groaned and mumbled in chorus. They
had already been licked that morning
by Carthew. But even Cartliew's
caning was not quite so bad as the
Head’s. The reverend gentleman had
exhibited unsuspected muscular powers.

There was a crowd of sympathetic
visitors to the study. Oswald and
Flynn and Rawson and the rest con-
doled with the sufferers. But it was
noticeable that there was no suggestion

of “handling ” Carthew.

The Head’s interference put that out
of the thoughts of the most reckless
fellow. Jimmy Silver & Co. replied
only with mumbles and groans to the
condolences, and their sympathisers left
them to groan it out, as Jones minor

expressed it. Then Mornington and
Townsend looked into the study,
smiling.

“What a happy-lookin’ crew!”
grinned Mornington.

“’I‘Oppm"” said Townsend. “Are

you gom to toe the line after this—
what

.hmmy Silver made a feeble clutch
at a cushion to hurl

But it was not needed. Three juniors
came along the passage, and Mornin,
ton and Townsend found themselves in
the grasp of the Colonial Co. There
was a succession of wild yells as the
two nuts were kicked along the passage
as far as the stairs. Then Van Ryn
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and Pons and Conroy came into the
end study.

“Thanks,” groaned Jimmy Silver.

“Had it bad?” asked Van Ryn.

“ Yow-ow -ow!” groaned Lovell. “Do
you?lhmk we're making this row for
fi

“It's hard cheesc, old chap!”

“ Yow-ow-ow!”

“We're going to stand up for you,
said Van Ryn encouragingly.

“Oh, rats!” groaned Raby. “What
can you do, fathead? Head says
there’s a flogging for anybody who cuts
up rusty in class with Carthew. Yow-
ow-ow! I'm going to give him his head,
for one.”

“I've got an idea!”

“Go and bury it!” snorted Lovell.

“We're going to tackle Carthew!”

“Fathead! Rats!”

The South African junior laughed
He was not getting much gratitude
from the end study.

“Carthew has got us in a cleft
stick!” said Van Ryn. “We can’t
handle him. The Head don’t under-
stand, and he would come down like a
ton of bricks. But there are ways
and means.”

“Yow-ow-ow!”

“I'm going to sprmg some ventri-
loguism on him

“Oh, bother your ventriloquism!
What’s the good of your rotten ven-
triloquism! Yow-ow-ow-ow-wow!

“But you see—-"

“Oh, rats! Yow-ow-ow!” §

The Colonial Co. departed—Jimmy
and his chums were not in a mood to
be comforted. But Dick Van Ryn did
not give up his idea. He intended Car-
thew to meet with some surprises in
the Form-room that afternoon,

CHAPTER 43,
The Ventriloguist Sets to Work!
ARTHEW was smiling when he
C came into Lhc Fourth Form-room
fternoo:
1y of the Sixth had been
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somewhat roughly handled by Jimmy
Silver & Co.; but he was not sorry the
incident had occurred. The Head had
been drﬁ\m into the matler, and had,
vas bc expected, supported the
ct 1 all his authority. 3
her resistance, the Fistical
Four would be backing up against their
headmaster, as well as against Carthew.
Their old enemy felt that he had them
in a cleft stick, as it were. If they did
not resist, he could persecute them at
his own swect will; and if they did re-
sist, the Head would be down upon
them again more severely than before.
Carthew would have been quite pleased
at being bumped on the Form-room
floor, if it had resulted in a flogging in
Hall for Jimmy Silver & Co.

The chums of the end study under-
stood the position as well as Carthew.
They came into the Form-room with
glum faces. They meant to stand
Carthew as long as they could; but if
he went too far, and they couldn’t,
they knew what would follow resist-
ance. They felt that they were caught,
and that they were at the mercy of the
mean-natured prefect, and it was not
a pleasant feeling.

As for the South African junior’s in-
tention of “chipping ” in, they thougnt
little of it. If the end study couldn’t
back up against the bully, what good
was any other study? None at all!
But the Fistical Four, as well as Mark
Carthew, were to be surprised that
afterncon,

Carthew gave the four a malevolent
look. He did not waste time before
beginning on them.

“Silveri” he rapped out, before the
Jjuniors had fairly taken their seats.
“Yes, Carthew,” said Jimmy, very

“Have you done the lines I gave
you?”

“No

“I teld you to bring them to me
before afternoon lessons.”

“My hands were too bad for writing,
Carthew. I can't handle a pen yet.”
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“Don't pitch me any lying yarns,
Silver! You are the biggest iar in the
Form, I thin]

Jimmy’s eyes glinted, but he was
silent. But at that moment, ihrou
the half-open door of the Form-room,
came a thunderous voice.

“Carthew! Is that the language you
use to a junior?”

Carthew spun round in alarm.

For it was the voice of the Head.

“Sir!” stammered Carthew, taken
utterly aback. He had sup prosed that
the Head was the th bmm o0,
or in his study.

“Follow me at once, Carthiew!” came
the stern, commanding tones.
“Ye-g-es, sir!” stutte Carthew.

He almost limped towards the door.
The Head had not appeared there, and
though it was a liftle singular that he
had spoken to Carthew without look-
ing into the room, Carthew had no
choice but to obey him. The Fourth

- Formers exchanged glances of keen
satisfaction. The bullying prefect was
in a row at last.

Carthew went into the pagsage, and

stared. The Head was not in sight.

How the old gentleman could have g‘ot

out of the cormidor already was sur-

prising; Dr. Chisholm did not usually
move in a hurry. But he was gone, and

Carthew made his way reluctantly to

the Sixth Ferm-room.

He cntered the senior Form-room,
where the top Form were at work with
the headinaster. Dr. Chisholm was
deep in Euripides with the Sixth; the
Sixth, perhaps, not being qmtc
L Q*ﬂ] interested as the doctor was.

round somewhat sharply
Caxt‘ww came in,

“Carthew! Why have you left the
Fourtts Form? I trust there is no more
frouble with the juniors?”

C thew stared at him blankly.

as

I—I—> he stamme)cd
“Well, what is it?"
“I—I—I've come, sir,” stuttered

Carthew.

“I can see you have come,
thew,” said the Head tes
g you why you have come.

The Sixth Formers all looked curi-
ously at Carthew. The latter’s face
was growing crimson.

“But you—you told me to come, sir,”
stammered Carthew, in helpless bewil-
derment. He wondered whether the
reverend Head had taken leave of his
senses.

“I told you, Carthew?”

“Yes, sir.

“I have no recollection of doing s0,"
snapped Dr. Chisholm. “When
placed you in charze of a junior Form,
on your own offer to undertake Mr.
Bootles’ duties during his indisposition,
it was understood that you would sacri-
fice your own work in this room.”

“Yes, sir, but—but—-"

“When did I tell you to come back.
Carthew?”

“A—a few minutes ago, sir,” stut-
tered the prefect.
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“Wth”

You—you called to me from the
sir, and—and told me to
you here.”

“Carthew! Is this a joke?” thun-
dered the Head. “Have you ventured,
sir, to play a foolish joke on your head-
inaster?”

“Nunno, sir!” gasped Carthew. The
prefect would sooner have played a
joke on a tiger than upon the Head
of Rookwood.

“Then what do you mean, sir, by
stating that I called to you from the
corridor a few minutes ago?”

“But you—you did, sir.”

“I have been in this room for ten
minutes, Carthew.”

Carthew felt as if his head were
turning round. The seniors were
beginning to grin. They could only
suppose that—unheard-of as it was-—
Carthew was really venturing to “pull
the 19" of the headmaster.

—I—T— babbled Carthew.
olm was looking at him

Dr Ch
vary hard.

“If someone called to you from the
corridor, Carthew, it was not I Per-
haps some jumor was deceiving you
from a mistaken sense of humour.”

uppose so, sir!” gasped Car-
X “I— 'm sorry I've interrupted
you, sir.”

Dr. Chisholm had already returned
to Euripides, and Carthew left the
senlor rcom. He rubbed his nose in
wonder as he went down the passage

Unless he was dreaming, Dr. Chisholm
had called him out of the Fourth Form-
room; yet he denied having done so.
If it was some fag’s practical joke, the
fag had imitated the Head’s voice won-
derfully. And what fag could it have
been, when all the juniors of Rookwood
were at classes?

Carthew returned to the Fourth
Formroom in a dazed state, blinking.
He found the juniors all in their

S5 and some of them smiling.
cpression upon the face of Dick

\'\n Rvn was child-like and bAana,
Conroy and Pons were grinning; and
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Jimmy Silver & Co, looked remarkanly
cheerful. They knew now that the
voice from the passage had been pro-
duced by the Rookwood ventriloguist,
and they could have hugged the junior
from South Africa.

Carthew scowled at the class, and
singled out Conrey, whose grin cer-
tainly was very noticeable.

“What are you laughing at, Conroy?”

The Australian junior became serious
at once.

“Was I laughing, Carthew?” he
asked.

“Yes, you were. Come out here.”

“Carthew!”

It was the Head’s voice from the
passage again.

Carthew jumped to the door.

He peered out into the passage; it
was emply. Carthew stared at the
blank walls, and gasped. Then he spun
round to the class again,

“Some junior is playing a trick!” he
shouted. ~ “Who is it that has been
calling out from the passage? I know
you know who it is!”

Silence.

“Silver!” thundered Carthew.

“Yes, Carthew

“Sormecne has been calling to me
from the passage, and imitating the
Head's voice. Do you know who it
was?”

“I don't think there was anybody in
the passage, Carthew,” said Jimmy
Silver meekly.

“You know there was!” roared Car-
thew furiously. “I believe you have a
hand in it. Come out here!”

Carthew snatched up Mr. Bootles
cane. The practical joker in the pas-
sage, apparently, dodged away too
qun}lv to be caught, but Carthew in-
fended that someone should smart for

“Carthew!”
It was the Head’s voice once more.

But Carthew did not Icok into the
bassage; he strode towards Jimmy
Silver.

Swish! Swish!

4
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“Yow-ow!”

Carthew pitched the cane on ne desk
again.

Jimmy Silver rubbed his
gave Van Ryn an expressive look. The
South African junior, certainly, had
made Carthew “sit up ” with his queer
ventrilequial gifts; but Jimmy had not
benefited ch, so far, But Van Ryn
was not finished yet.

hands, and

CHAPTER a.
An Exciting Time for Garthew!
ARTHEW, you cad!”
C Carthew jumped, and looked
round. 'I‘l‘e voice did not come
from the cla It came from the wall-
cupboard at the end of the Form-room,
where the blackboards and easels were
kept.
“Who—what's that?” ejaculated the
prefect.
“yan! Cad! Rotter! Bully!”
Carthew’s face became crimson with

rage.

He strode to the desk, and grabbed
the cane, and then strode to the big
cuphoard.

Evidently some fag was hidden there
—at least, that was the only explana-
tion Carthew could think of.

The Fourth Formers watched him,
grinning, while he hurled the big door
open, and peered in among the lumber
in the cupboard.

All the Fourth knew by this time that
the Rookwood ventriloquist was at
work.

Mornington & Co. were exchanging
dubious glances. They could have in-
formed Carthew of the exact nature
of the mysterious voice; but “sneak-
ing” was a serious offénce at Rook-
wood.

. All the protection he could have ob-
tained from Carthew would not have
made Morny’s life worth living after-
wards, if he had petrayed Van Ryn.
He knew if, and he was silent. He did
not want to be mercilessly ragged and
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sent to Coventry; neither
of the nuts.

As for Towny & Co., they were ¢
joying the prefect’s bewildermer
discomfiture, and would have b
sorry to spoil the joke.

Carthew’s movements certainly were
interesting. He peered among the
lumber in the \-vall -cupboard, without

ng anyone hidden there, He

ed the cane into every recess that
was large enough to conceal a cat. But
the practical joker did not come into
view.

“silly ass!”

Carthew spun round at the voice be-
hind him.

“Who s;‘oke”” he roared.

i3
d the rest

ar

ha,

“S)lence'” yeued Carthew.

“Fathead!”

The voice came this time from Mr
Bootles’ desk. Carthew rushed to it,
and peered under it. But the space
was empty.

“By gad!” gasped Carme\v in utter
bewilderment. I—I can't under-
stand this! It's a tnck of some sort!”

He glared at the grinning class.

The opprobrious epithets having
ceased, Carthew took up the lesson
again, in a very red and fiustered state.

He was in a villainous temper by this
time, and he rapped knuckles right and
left with a ruler, by way of solace.

Mornington came in for a rap, and
scowled like a demon. Carthew was
not in a mood to distinguish frient
irom foes now. Anybody who happened
to be near him was in danger from ths
ruler.

“Mind what youre doin’!” shouted

Mormngmn. sucking his knuckles
furiously.
“Hold your tongue, Mornington!™

snarled Carthew savagely.
“Well, let my knuckles alone, con-
found you! Yarooh!” roared Morning-
ton, as the angry prefect dealt him a
terrific box on the ear.
There was a howl of laug
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the Fourth. Mornington had enjoyed
Carthew’s rule in the morning; he was
not enjoying it s0 much in the after-
noon. The prefect was in too savage
a temper to think of favouritism.

“Now shut up!”
“I'll keep order in this class, or
know the reason why!”

“Yow-ow-ow!” mumbled Morning-
ton, rubbing his ear. ‘““Oh, by gad!

h, ow!”

“Silver, what are you laughing at?”

“Mornington, please,” sald Jimmy
meekly.

“Hg,

8l leuce‘
Silver!”

“Don’t be such a beastly bully, Car-
thew!” came a voice from the back of
the class,

“Who spoke?” shrieked Carthew

“Go and eat coke!”

“Was that you, Muffin?”

Tubby Muffin jumped, in dismay and
terror.

“Nunno. No, please,
wasn’t!” he howled.

“Who was it, then?”

“Find out, fathead!” came the voice.
And, for the life of him, Carthew could
not tell frem which junior it proceeded.

He gripped the ruler hard, and went
in among the desks, gritting his teeth.
There was a cudden sound of yapping
and sna !

“Gr-]

Carthew jumped almost clear or th\‘

snarled Carthew.
i

Hold out your hand,

Carthew, it

Or.

“Wio's got a dog here?” he yell=i.
“Who has dm«_d to bring a dog info the
Form-room?’

No reply.

Carthew ﬁAmed under the desks iu
search of the dog. But there was no
dog to be seen He came back towards
Jnnmy Silver, with a deadly gleam in

a trick!” he said hoars!v.
“I don’t quite know how you are doir
it, Silver, but I know it is you! TI'll
thrash you within an inch of your life,
you *ky young cad!”
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He grasped Jimmy by the collar, and
dragged him out of his des!

“Leggo!” roared Jimmy wmthfully
“Oh, xm hat! Yow-ow t1”
The ruler was crashing 01\ h.s
shoulders; Carthew was in too great a
rage to care how hard he struck.
“Let go, you rotter! Il kick your

shins
“I'm Pob standing this!” roared
Lovell. “Come on!”

He rushed out of his place, and drove
his fist fairly into Carthew’s face. The
prefect reeled away, releasing Jimmy.
Raby and Newcome rushed forward the
next moment—the Fistical Four were
always shoulder to shoulder. Both the
juniors crashed into Carthew, hitting
out; and the Sixth Former went to the

cor.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Van Ryn.

His ventriloguism had brought about
rather unexpected results.

“Back up!” yelled Oswald.

Carthew staggered to his feet. He
was gripping the ruler to rush on the
tical Four, who faced him with
gleaming eyes.

Oswald joined them, and the Colonial
Co. were only a second later. Then
came Flynn, with a rush.

“Go back to your places!” roared
Carthew.

“Let Jimmy Silver

alpeen!”

alone, then, ye

at Flynn,
e next moment the
m his hand, and six
seven juniors swrrounded him and
him.

Carthew struck furiously
by way of reply.
ruler was torn
or j

Frog's-march!”
“Hurrah!”
“May as well be hung for a sheep
as a lamb!” grinned Conroy. “Therell
bo 2 Lhui‘.nmlc mw anyw: wy"’

‘Ha, ha, ha
Give him soc

“Let go!” howled Carthew.
lease me! Oh, crumbs!”

The struggling prefect was caught up

roared Lovell

“Re-

in the grasp of the juniors, and round
1 round the Form-rocm he went, ex-
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g, for the fi time since he
had been o senior, the joys of the frog's-
march. ently the Fourth Form

E
were quite out of hand.

PTER 45.
of the Tyrant!

T iE Form-room deor was flung sud-
doorway  ab-

pear figure of the
Fcad, towe; in W

“Cavel” =m~LC)Ld Jones minor.

Bump!

‘The Fourth Formers drupped the pre-
fect like a hot tato.  Carthew

sprawled on the floor, uiterly breath-
less, unable to speak.

Dr. Chisholm strode into the Form-
} room, his brow like thunder.

& Catthew' Is this the way you
keep order in this class?” he exclaimed.
“Gurrrrgh!” came from Carthew.
“Go to your places!” thundered the

d.

ead.

E ‘The juniors scuttled back to their
desks like rabbits. Morningmn & Co.
had not joined in the rag; but most of
the Fourth had helped to nge Carthew
the frog’s-march, and now they sat pal-
pitating. But Van Ryn was as cool as
a cucumber; he had not finished yet.

“Carthew!”

“On, don’t yell at me!”

The Fourth Formers jumped at that
“reply, in Carthew’s sulky voice. Dr.
Chisholm stood rooted to the floor.

“Wha-a-at!” he stuttered.

“I say, don'’t yell at me!”

“My hat!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

“Carthew! Are you out of your
senses? How dare you address your
headmaster in that manner?” thun-
dered the Head, hardly able to believe
his reverend ears.

“Crooogh!” gasped Carthew.

As a matter of fact, he had not
spoken a single word; he was still
trying to get his second wind. The
Rookwood ventriloquist had kindly
speken for him.
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“I—1 ha
solence!” gasped the Head.
Carthew! Do not sprawl upon
floor in that ridiculous manner!”
Carthew staggeret

“I'm fed up with this,
holm! You can get somcbo(v 1se to
ook after the Fourth! The little bea%s
won't let me bully them!”

Mh a-at!” articulated the Head.
hew stared blankly.

“I—I didn’t speak, sir.”

“Carthew, I begin to believe that you
have taken leave of your senses! Are
you in your right mind?” roared the
Head.

“I—1 never said—

“I shall certainly not leave you in
charge of the Form after this, Carthew!
1 should not think of m (or one
moment! You have the
unparalleled audacity—to Leu me that

e never heard of such in-
“Get up,
the

you wish to bully these boys? I can
scarcely credit my ears!”
“I—I didn't—— I—I never- I
Do not interrupt me,  Carthew!

You tempt me to administer corporal
pqmsnment Sixth Former as you are!”

“So when you offered your services,
Carthew, in Mr. Bootles’ place, it was
your intention to bully, as you call it,
these juniors: il

“Nunno! No, sir! I—I never—"

“And you have the unheard-of
audacity to tell me so!” exclaimed the
Head. “I am glad, Carthew, that in
your unseemly excitement you have
blurted out the truth. I begin to un-
derstand why there has been so much
disturbance in this Form under your.
l,h'uge ld N

It 15 too late to attempt excuses,
Carthew. You have addressed me,
your headmaster, insolently. Unless
you apologice for it this instant, in the
humblest manner, I shall e‘{pel you
from the school.”

Carthew almost staggered.

“You hear me, Carthew? I am
waiting.”
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The Head was evidently in deadly
carnest. There was no choice left to
Carthew. He did not want to be ex-
pelled from Rookwood.

“I—I apologise, sir!” he stammered,
hardly aware of what he was wanted
to apologise for. “I—I beg yo
pardon, I'm sure, sir! But I didn't—

“That will do. You have shown your
unfitness, Carthew, for the position 1
have placed you in. You will go to the
Sikth TForm-room at once and ask
Bulkeley to step here!”

“But, sir, I—I—I can take charge of
the Fourth, sir. I'm quite willing.”

“Only a few minutes ago, Carthew,
you told me you were not—using a
vulgar expression.”

“I—I didn't sir. I—I—I never—"

“Do you expect me to believe a
palpable falsehood? Can I not believe
my own ears?” thundered the H
“Not another word! Go to your place
in your own Form-room at once, and
send Bulkeley here!”

Carthew, hardly knowing whe!
was on his head or his heels,
out of the room. There was a gasp
of laughter from the Fourth, but it died
away instantly as the Head’s glance
went over them.

“Silence!”

A pin might have been heard to drop
then.

“T found this Form-room in a state
of uproar,” said the Head sternly,
“But for Carthew’s amazing confession
that he had been bullying, I should
punist you all most severely. As it

shall pass over the matter. Accordix
to Carthew’s own words, he was chiefiy
to blame.”

Tne juniors were silent. Only Van
Ryn closed one eye at Pons, who was
next to him.

“Bulkeley will take charge of the
class until Mr. Bootles recovers,” added
the Head. “I need not say that if
there is any further disturbance, th
punishment of the offenders will
most exemplary.”

THE FOURTH FORM AT ROOKWOOD!

“There won't be, , sir,”  ventured
Jimmy Silver. “Bulkeley won't have
any trouble with us.”

“I trust, not, Silver,” said the Head
grimly.

Bulkeley came into the Form-room.
Smiling faces from the Fourth greeted
him. The juniors were only too glad
to be put under the authority of the
pepular captain of Rookwood.

“Bulkeley, I should be glad if you
would taks c‘large of this class until
Mr. Bootles is able to do so again.
Carthew has proved totally unfit for
the post.”

“Certainly, sir!” said Bulkeley.

The Head swept out of the Form-
room. Bulkeley eyed the juniors rather
grimly. But they smiled at him
sweetly. And from that moment lessons
proceeded in the Fourth Form-room
without a hitch. That the .trouble in
the Fourth was due to Carthew's
methods made quite clear, by the
fact that the Classical Fourth did net
give Bulkeley a single cause for com-

plaint. The captain of Rookwcod was
quite satisfied with them when he dis-
missed them after lessons.

As soon as the Fourth came ouf,
Jimmy Silver & Co. rushed up to Van
Ryn and coi'ared him.

“Hallo! What’s the
Van Ryn.

“Shoulder high!” shouted Lovell.

“Oh, I see!” The South African
junior grinned. “Any old thing!”

On the shoulders of the Fistical
Four, Dick van Ryn was carried out
in triumph into the quadrangle, amid
cheers from the Fourth.

The Fourlh Form had done with
Carthew, and their trials and troubles
were over; and they owed their rescue
from the ty-ant to Dick van Ryn, and
for the present, at least, there was no
more popular junior in the school than
the Rockwood ventriloguist.

2

game?” roared

THE END.
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THE schoolboy who wasted a quarter

of 'a million pounds: i 5. b
short weeks ! That’s the Hon. Douglas
Singleton, of the St. Frank’s Remove—
and not before he is penniless does he
learn the lesson of his extravagance !
You'll this

' powerful tale. Don't miss it.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

enjoy every word of

On Sale Now

POWERFUL book-length yarn of
Harry Wharton & Co., of Grey-
friars, telling of the dramatic and
exciting adventures which were thé
outcome of a fag running away from
St. Jim's and being sheltered by the
chums of the Remove. Get this grand

yarn to-day.
By FRANK RICHARDS.
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