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CHAPTER 1.
Rounding Up a
R——"

ks OWEF
G “Oh, let him
Jimmy Silver.

“T don’t see it!” said Lovell

“My dear man, come on—we're wast-
ing time!” urged Jimmy Silver. “ Gower
will keep.”

Arthur Edward Lovell did not come
on. Instead of that, he frowned severely
at Jimmy Silver, the captain of the
Fowrth Form at Rookwood.

“Look here, Jimmy, this won't dol”
said Lovell,

“Fathead!”

Stacker!

rip!” said

Lovell loftily. “You seem to have
forgotten it. But there is.”

Jimmy Silver grunted impatiently.
Generally he was very patient  with
Lovell; in fact, a fellow could not
1 ne been Lovell's pal without pos-
sing a very considerable gift of
pamence But often and often Lovell
tried the patience of his friends. Now
he was tr)m" their patience once
more.

The lofty look on Arthur Edward’s
face showed that he was about to
mount the high horse, so to speak.
Lovell on the high horse was Lovell

“Duty first!” in his least fascinating role.
W % “Chuck it, old man!” advised
There’s such a thing as duty,” said | Raby.
B without 'py strictly )

{All righta roserved, and
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“Give your chin a rest, you know,”
suggested Newcome. “It’'s Jimmy’s
bimey i 10s anybody’s. Leave it to
Jimmy.’
“J:mmy doesn’t seem keen on it,
though it’s his business,” said Lovell

saveastically.  “Now, my opinion is
“Oh dear!”
Really, Jimmy Silver & Co., did

mnot want Arthur Edward Lovell to
bring them up in the way in which |7
they should g

t was uue that football practic
was on, that was a compulsory
day, and that Gower of the Fourth
was slacking in his study and obviously
seeking to dodge games practice.

Equally was it true that Jimmy Silver,
as captain of the Fourth, was bound to
round up the slackers on compulsory
days, being answerable to Bulkeley of
the Sixth therefor.

Nevertheless, Jimmy Silver had
decided to give Gower a miss, and
that should have settled the matter.
But it did not settle it. Arthur

ﬁdwatﬂ Lovell felt it incumbent upon

im to see that Jimmy did not neg-
ect his duties.

“Gower’s a slacker!” sald Arthur
Edward severely. “He slacks all the
time, and fairly works at it. Now he
ought to be rounded up. It's bad for
him to stick in his study, very likely
smoking cigarettes—and bad for you to
let him do it, Jimmy?”

“Heé's wound up!” said Raby, with a
sigh.

“You're captain of the Fourth,
Jimmy-—-

“I thoug ‘ou might have fmgou.en

that little cireumstance, old man,” re-
marked Jimmy, with gentle sarcasm.
“Don’t be ratty, old chap, because
TI'm lreonmg you up to your duty,” said
Lovell. “Gower’s in his study. Il go
and rout him out for you, if you like.”
“Oh, give him a miss, and let’s get
. down to the footer,” said Newccme,
Duty first!” said Lovell.

ROOKWOOD CALLING!™

“Weill, 'm off!” And Newcs
walked away, and Raby grinned &
walked ter him. They had I
enough of Arthur Edward Lovell
the high horse.

“Come on,
patiently.
“What about Gower?”
“Bother Gower!” ¢
“I'm surprised at you, Jimmy!"” said
Lovell. “The fact is, I'm really shocked ! :

‘This slacking—"

Look here, ass!” said Jimmy.
;E}ov. r's told me he doesn’t feel

“Majmgcrmg 17
looks a bit seedy!”

“He would—smoking cigarettes and
hanging over a study fire!” agreed
Lovell. = “Games practice is what he
wants.”

“Well, I've let him off, so come on!”

Lovell shook his head.

“It’s your weakness, Jimmy, that
anyhody can pull your silly old leg,”
he said. “Gower’s pulled your leg.
Now, look here!” 4

“Uncle James” of Rookwood wasg,
very patient, but by this time he Imd
arrived at the limit of his patience. 4

“Are you finished chin—wag;ing,
Lovell?” he asked.

“Eh? No, I think—-"

“ Well, come along to the footer \xhev’«‘
you've finished!”

And with that Jimmy Silver walked ,
away after Raby and Newcome. :

Arthur Edward Lovell snorted. ;

In the end study of the Fowth, |
Arthur Edward often seemed to con-
sider it his duty to keep his comrades
up to the mark. It was a thankless
task. His comrades never expressed
any gratitude; indeed, they frequently
expressed feelings that were not in the
least akin to gratitude. Even, on occa~
sions, they had bumped Lovell on the
study carpet—to such a length did they
sometimes carry their ingratitude.

Lovell!” said Jimd

Really, it was too bad, and Lovell -
felt it so. He was simply pointing out:
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Jimmy Silver’s duty to him,
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looking into study

ing him up to it, and here was Jimmy |after study in search of the skulker,

walking away, as if Lovell's weighty
words were like the idle wind which
he regarded not!

“Well,” said Lovell, “my hat}”

Jimmy had told Lovell to come
along to the footer when he had
finished “chin-wagging.” Naturally,
Lovell finished at once. It was use-
Iess to “chin-wag” without a listener
~he was not disposed to waste his
sweetness on the desert air.

But he was wrathy.

Instead of following his comrades to
Little Side for games practice Lovell
turned back and ascended the stairs.

He headed for the Fourth Form pas-
sage and stopped at the door of Study
No. 1, which belonged to Gower, Pecle
and Lattrey. The last two were already
on the football ground—unwillingly.
But Gowér, Lovell supposed, was still
in his study—and Lovell’s intention was
to “rout” him out. Lovell was going
to do his duty for him, like a faith-
ful comrade. That this was a “cheek ”
on his part never cccurred to Arthur

ward.

" Lovell turned the handle of the study
.

door and hurled it open

“Now then, 'you slacker!” he

* shouted.

There was no reply from the study.

“Gower, you slacking bounder!”

Lovell strode in. He was prepared
to pour scorn, and contumely on the
slacker of the Fourth, and shame him
into turning up for games. If that
gentle method did not answer, Lovell
was furtheér prepared to take him by
the scruff of the neck and conduct him
personally to the football ground, help-
ing him with a boot.

But as it happened the room was

enpty. .

Lovell stared round it, but Gower
was not there. .

“Skulking in one of the other studies,
of course,” grunted Lovell.

And with increasing wrath, Arthur
dward marched along the Fourth

Study after study was drawn blank,
till Lovell arrived at the last in the
passage—the end study, which belonged
to the Fistical Four. It seemed unlikely
to Lovell that the slacker would have
the nerve to skulk in his—Lovell's—own
study, but he looked in.

“Gower!” he ejaculated,

Gower was there!

He was standing over Lovell's desk,
in 2 corner of the room, and as Arthur
Edward spoke he swung round, his face
lushing a deep crimson. Then, as he
stared blankly at Lovell, the colour
ebbed from his face, leaving him
ghastly pale. He did not speak. He
stood as if rooted to the floor, staring
at Arthur Edward as.if the latter were
2 ghost. Lovell, with an angry snort,
strode heavily into the end study.

CHAPTER 2.
Lovell on the Warpath!
J H1” gasped Gower at last.
O “You!”
“I've been looking for you!"#

Lovell grimly,

“I—I came here to—to—-""

Lovell grinned.

“I know why you came here, old
bean,” he said.

CGaower of the Fourth started violently.
His glance went for a moment to the
desk, over which he had been standing
when Lovell appeared. Then it returned
to Lovell in a questioning, terrified way.

“You—you think——" he stammered.

“I don't think—I know!” snapped
Lovell.

“It’s a lie!” said Gower huskily, “I—
I haven't touched your desk—I never
meant- it}

“I didn’t suppose you had touched my
desk, fathead!” Lovell burst into a
laugh. “Ha, ha, ha! Did you think X
thought you'd come here to burgle my
desk? Ha, ha, ha!”

Gower stared at him.
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““You—you said—-"

“I said I knew why you'd come here.
you silly owl.” said Lovell contemptu-
ously. “You're slacking, and you're
skulking here because you expected to
be rounded up for games practice. Like
your dashed neck to slack in my
study!”

“Oh!” gasped Gower.

He eyed Lovell rather curiously, and
he seemed relieved somehow. Lovell
did not observe it—he was not very
observant.

He pointed to the door.

“Get a move on!” he said.

Gower obediently quitted the - end
study. He seemed glad to get out of it.

Lovell followed him along the pas-
sage. Gower stopped at his own study,
and Lovell stopped, tco.

“Keep on!” he sald.

“I'm going into my study.”

“Youre not: you're going down to
the changing-room,” said Lovell. “I'm
going to see that you do it, too! See?”

“T'm let off games practice this after-
noon,” said Gower sullenly.

“Rats!”

“I'm not going!”

Lovell drew back his right foot ex-
pressively. Lovell already had his foot-
ball boots on, and Lovell took a good
stze in boots.

4 ROOKWOOD CALLING!

slammed the door. His intention was
to turn the key, but before he had a
chance of- turning it' Lovell's hefty
shoulder crashed on the door and if
burst open again. There was a yell from
Gower, as the door crashed on him and
sent him spinning across the room.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell.

“Ow!” Gower sat dazedly oa the
study floor. “You beastly bully—"

“What?”

“Bully!”

“My hat

The imputation of bullying was too
much for Lovell-when he was only
dning his duty—or. at all events,
Jimmy Silver’s duty. He made a rush
at Cuthbert Gower, and grabbed him
by the collar. Gower was jerked up
from the carpet.

“Now. then!” growled Lovell.

“Ow! Leggol”

Gower came out of the study Iike a
bundle, in Lovell’s powerful grip. The
dutiful—perhaps  over-dutiful—Arthur
Edward propelled him along the pas-
sage to the stairs. .

From that point Gower decided to go
quietly. He was nothing like a_match
for the burly Lovell, and he really had™
no chance. He went down quietly to the O

howled Gower,
1

changing-room, where he changed into

football garb under Lovell’s grim eye.
His eyes burned with rage and resent-

“Now

“That’s better,” said Lovell
“You rotter!” hissed Gower. :

did not want Lovell’s

“ Where will you have 1t?” he asked.
Gower | backed away, eyeing him|ment as he did so.
savagely.
“Jimmy Silver's let me off,” he|come on!”
muttered. “I'm not fit! I—I've been
feeling seedy for days.” “If you want my boot—=
“That’s your rotten bad habits,”| “I'm going, you cad!”
Lovell i O 2! Wi i
and  slacking about, and breaking |yl o,

bounds after lights out, and so on. What
you want is football practice, and lots
of it. I'm going to see that you get it.”

“Bilver says—""

“*Never mind Silver now—TI'm attend-
ing to this for him,” said Lovell. “Are
Yyou going down?”

“No!” howled Gower desperately.

“Then I'm going to take you!”

Gower dodged into the study and

+

boot. He slouched out of the room, and
Arthur Edward Lovell followed him out.

They walked down to the football
ground together.

Gower’s face was pale, and he cer-
tainly did not look like e fellow wha
was prepared to enjoy a game of
football. The faet was that Gower
looked, as he felt, seedy; but Lovell did
not think of noting it. No doubt
Gower’s seediness was due to his bad
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and slacking habits, as Lovell declared,
and it was therefore a matter of no im-
portance - In  Arthur Edwards eyes.
Lovell was an extremely energetic
fellow himself, and he had no compas-
sion for slackers.

“Hallo, here comes Lovell!” grinned
Raby, as the two latecomers arrived on
Little Side

Jimmy Silver glanced round.

“On, here you are, Gower!” he sald.
“I'm glad youve turned up. after all.
Feel beiter?”

“No,” gm\.\lcd Gower, “I'm seedy. I
told you go. I shall jo 1y well complain
to Bulkeley about this.”

Jimmy stared.

“Eh? I've let you off, if you want to
be let off,” he said. “What the thump
are you here for if you're seedy?”

“¥'ve brought him,” said Lovell loitily
“He's only melingering. and you realily
ought to.have sense enough to see it,
Jimmy "

“On, gad!” murmured Morningten,
with a grin: and severa! of the Fourth-
Formers laughed.

. Jimmy looked rather fixedly at

Lovell’ Lovell was hls chum, but there
was 2 limit.

“You've yanked Gower down here
afmr Td let him cﬂ'” he exclaimed.

“Yes. You see—"

Jimmy raised his hand.

“You can cut, Gower,” he said

“Look here——" rcared Lovell

“Don't be an ass, old chap.” said
Jimmy mpudenuy “When vou are
elected captain of the Form, vou can

run the show just as you choose. Till
that e, leave it to your Uncie
James.

Gower, with a derisive grin at Lovell.

turned and walked away.
Edward Lovell grew crimsen.
“You're letting Gower off, after I've
rounded him up!” te exclaimed
“Y let him off before you rounded
him up Now, drop it, and let’s get
going!” said Jimmy Silver tersely.
“Look here—-"
“Chuck it, old man!”

Arthur

satd Ravy.

“You're not captain of the Fourth
yet, you know.” sneered Cyril Peele.
“Why can’t you mind your own dashed
business, Lovell?”

“Cateh Lovell minding his own busi-
ness!” grinned Lattrey.

Jimmy Silver turned away. He did
not waut an srgument with Lovell: still
less did he want & guarrel. But the
wrath of Arthur Edward was too
intense to be suppressed.

“Jimmy!” he roared.

“That’s all right, old ehap—football
now!” sald the captain of the Fourth
soothingly.

“You silly ass——""

“Shaush!”

“You cheeky dummy-

“For goodness’ sake, shut up,
Lovell!” exclaimed Jimmy impatiently.
“Now pick up sides, you fellows: we've
wasted enough time."”

Lovell was heeded no further. He
stood with a crimson face, his hands
driven deep into the pockets of his foot-
ball shorts. and majestic wrath in his
brow Some of the fellows on the
ground surmised that it would come to
punching; but, fortunately, Lovell re-
strained his wrath. And he turned and
strode away from the football ground.

“Lovell!” called out Newcome as he

vent.

Lovell did not heed.

He tramped away savagely towards
the House.

“Slacker!” shouted Peele.

Even that did not make Lovell turn
back to the feotball. He was fecling too
furicus to join in the game with his
comrades But it nappened, unfortun-
2 for Lovell, that & dozen yards
avay he met Buikeley of the Sixth face
to face. The captain of Rookwood was
coming down to the junior ground to
take charge of the practice.

He stopped Lovell.

“Where are you going?” he asked.

“Eh? Indoors!” snapped Lovell

“What are you cutting games prac-
tice for?” asked Bulkeley. .*This won’t
do, Lovell! Get back to the field!”
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“Can't have any slacking!
back!”

Lovell's feelings were too deep for
words as he tramped back to Little
Side. The imputation of slacking was
really the last straw. But the Head of
the Games was not to be argued with.
And Lovell went without a word.

Get,

Football practice over, Arihur
Edward Lovell marched away by
himself, instead of walking off with his
chums as usual. He did not give them
a glance.
Evidently
offended,
“Lovell 1” Jimmy called out amic:
Lovell seemed deaf.
“Billy ass!” commented Raby.
In the changing-room Lovell seemed
blind, as well as deaf. At all events,
he did not appear to sce his comrades.
He changed in silence, taking no part
in the cheery buzz of talk in tae
crowded room, and was soon gone.
“Now old Lovell's got his back up!”
sighed Newcome. “I suppose he's going
to scowl about the study till he comes
rount I've a jolly good mind to kick
Gower!”
- Jimmy Silver laughed.

}IMMY SILVER compr: d his lips.

Arthur  Edward  was

ably.

“ Well, it really wasn’t Gower’s fault,” | *

e said. “I don't like the fellow, but ne
m 1y is seedy, as he said. I dare eay
Lovell will be all right after tea.”

Ana the Co. proceeded to the end
study for tea—ior which footer practice
had given them a keen appetite.

Lovell was glveady there. He did not
seem {0 be thinking of tea; ke was sit-
ting 2% a corner of the study table, with
an account-book open before him and
a stump of pencil in his hand. It gave
ithe Co. a di eli Lovell
ounts
n the

at the best of L'm

WErC 4 WOl

end study! Lovell being treasurer to
the junior club, the accounts were one
of his important duti And he never
failed to make the rest of the study
realise how important this duty was!
When Lovell was at his accounts he
expected deep silence. Fellows had to
move about on tip-toe, or else receive
an accusing and reproachfu re from
Lovell. Lovell was not yremt Lt arith-
metic, and his accounts were often in a
tangle. And when he had to disen-
tangle them, the task tazed heavily his
intellectual powers. At such !mcs his
temper was not wont to be ot
The sight of his account-books, in
fact, generally made his chums remem-
ber important engagements elsewhere,
But at tea-time they could not flee.
“Tea mnow, old chep!” said Raby
amicably.
Lovell glanced up coldly.

You fellows can get your tea. I
suppose I ean have a corner of the table
for my accounts?”

“You were doing your accounts yes-
terdey!” grunted Raby.

“And the day before!” said Newcone,
“The feliows made me treasurer,”
said Lovell icily. “Probably = they
expected me to take proper care of their
money I should imagine so myself.

Anyhow, I'm going to do iti” 435
“Well, keep on, old chap, and well
get tea)” said J;mmy soothingly.
"lm going to tea Pum, you
4 botl

3 d Newcome
set about tting v tea.  Lovell
devoted his attention to his accounts.

The clink of a teacup, the bubble of
2 kettle, was quite enocugh to make
Lovell lock up with an expression of
patient martyrd But hungry foot-
ballers had po time to cobsider that,
They really wanted their &

Lmell rose ot lasf

5 I‘m.shed?” Lr:ed Raby afﬂ bly.
“Ne”
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“Hme some of these sosses and
' chips?”

“Thanks! I'm teaing in Study No. 2.”

"Look here, Lovell—" urged Jimmy
Silves

Lm ell walked out of the study. The
three chums of the Fourth exchanged
cxasperated glances,

“Now the silly ass is sulking!”
growled Newcome. “I'm getting fed-up
with Lovell’s silly rot!”

Lovell was quite unconscious that he
was_sulking, and he was far from re-
garding his line of conduct as “silly
rot.” With lofty dignity, he quitted the
end study and walked along the passage
to Study No. 2, where he expected to
find Putty Grace. He had told his study-
mates that he was “teaing ” with Putty
of the Fourth; that being his intention,
Lm when he looked into Study No. 2
found only three juniors there—
mm:. minor, Tubby Muflin, and Higgs.

“Where's Putty?” he asked.

“He's teaing with Conroy,” answered
J ones m\uor,

“Oh!

Lovell stepped back from the study.
‘Me was not disposed to. “tea” with
Higgs & Co. even if they had asked him,
which they did not. He stood in the pas-
sage rather disconcerted. Nothing would
have induced him to return to the end

.-study and claim a share of the good
things there. He had told the Co. that
he was teaing out, and he was going to
tea out. But he could not very well
follow Putty to Conroy’s <budy &s an ad-
ditional guest unasked.

Tea in Hall seemed the only resource,
and Lovell did not like tea in Hall—the
last resource of hard-up juniors. But
there was no alternative after his dig-
nified exit from the end study, so down
to Hall he went.

Weak tea and thick bread-and-butter
compared very unfavourably with
“sosses” and chips in the end study,
and they seemed weaker and thicker
than ever to Lovell now. Ie sat and
glowered over his tea, feeling a very
Injured fellow indeed.

After tea he lounged out into the
quadrangle.

The autumn dusk was falling, and it
was close on time for all Lower feliows
to be in their Houses. But Lovell was
not eager to get back to the end study.
He had to turn up there for prep, but
he did not mean to turn up so long as
e could help it. After his severe rebuff
in the matter of Cuthbert Gower, Lovell
felt like the prophet of old that he did
well to be angry.

He tramped by the path under the
old Rookwood beeches with his hands
in his pockets and a deep frown on his
face. The dusk grew deeper and deep-
ened into dark; and Lovell glanced once
or twice at the lighted facade of the
House. But he did not go in. Really,
it almost seemed as if there were some
pleasure in a state of solitary sulkiness,

All the Rookwooders were in their
Houses now—or should have been.
Lovell tramped the path under the
beeches in solitude and silence.

The silence near him was suddenly
broken by a strange and unexpected
sound. Lovell started.

Ii was a sob.

He stood rooted to the ground, amazed
by the sound. Somebody, unseen in the
shadows, was mnear him under the
beeches and evidently in trouble.

After the first moment of surprise
Lovell wondered whether it was some
wretched fag, who had sneaked away
into that quiet corner to mourn over
some cuff from a bullying senior.
Possibly some young scamp of the Third
or Second, who had been licked—and
probably had deserved it. Or, possibly,
it was scme “kid ” who had had the ill-
luck to fall foul of Carthew, the bully of
the Sixth.

The sound was repeated.

Lovell stepped towards it, peering
before him in the shadow of the trees.
If it was some bulliéd fag crying over
his injuries, Lovell was prepared to
sympathise, and to take up the cause
of the injured party, if there was any-
thing to be done.
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A shadowy flgure was discernible,
half sitting, half Iying on the ground.
The figure started, and a sob was
checked and choked as Lovell loomed
up in the gloom.

“Who's that?” exclaimed a startled
voice.

.Lovell jumped. He knew that voice.

“Gower!” he exclaimed.

CHAPTER 4,

The Way of the Transgrecsor!
RTHUR EDWARD LOVELL
A stared @own at Gower’s shadowy
form. The junior did not rise.
He seemed shrunk into a heap of hope-
less dejection, and after the first
startled ejaculation he stared up at
Lovell, with a face that glimmered
white in the gloom, in silence and with-
eut movement. Arthur Edward stooped
a little nearer, staring at Cuthbert

Gower.

“What on earth’s the matter
you?” he asked.

“Nothing.”

“Yauve been blubbing!” said Lovell,
with immeasurable scorn for a Fourth
Form fellow who was guilty of blubbing.
A Head’s flogging would not have caused
Lovell to blub.

“No bizney of yours, is it?” said
Gower savagely. “Leave me alone.”

Lovell relented a little. His bratn
did not work with great swiftness, but
he realised that Gower must be in a
very great and very unusual trouble to
be knocked out like this. Even a ker
like Gower was not likely to “blub”
unless something very serious was the
matter with him,

“Feeling seedy?” asked Lovell, with
some compunction.

“Yes—no! Let me alone.”

“I say, has Carthew been bullying
you? If he has, well jolly well take
the matter up in our study.”

“No—what rot! Do you think I
should be knocked over like this by
being bullied?” growled Gower. “If

with

you want to know, I'm going to be
sacked from Rookwood. I dare say
you're glad to hear it! Now leave a
fellow alone.”

“Sacked!”

“Yes. Get out, can’t you? Can’t you
leave me alone, when you're going to
see the last of me in a day or two?”
hissed Gower.

Lovell did not go. Gower’s statement
had taken him quite by surprise.

“Has the Head found_you out, then?”
he asked, after a pause. “Look here,
Gower, yowve been a silly ass, and a
good deal of a blackguard, but youre
not half s¢ bad as Peele; and I jolly well
know that Peele’s led you into more

than half of your blackguardly scrapes.
Of course, if you're up before the beaks
you can’t give a pal away, even a cad

like Peele. But—but isn't there any
chance? How did the Head know?”

Gower’s lips curled sardonically.

“He doesn’t know—yet,” he said. “He
will know to-morrow morning. Then
it’s me for the long jump. Why don’t
you laugh? You've told me often enough
that I was heading for the sack. Now
Tve got there! Why don’t you laug]

4 i e laughing. "He
was not very reflective, and he certainly
was_headstrong and rather obstinate;
but he had a kind heart, and he was not
the fellow to be down on another.
feliow in the hour of trouble. There
was something in Gower's white,
pinched, worn face that appealed to
Lovell conscious of strength and firm-
ness of character.  He realised, too, that
Gower must be in a very shaky state
o break down utterly like this, and his
heart smote hir a little for the drastic
measures he had used towards the
wretehed slacker that afternoon.

It was up to the strong to help the
weak, and that, as a matter of fact, was
the favourite role in which Arthur
Edward Lovell fancied himself. He felt
a keen desire to help Gower now, if he
could—all the more because his pro-
phecies had been fulfilled by the
wretched feliow’s downfall.
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“Is it really so bad as that?” he asked,
after a long pause.

“Yes—and worse! I'm going to be
booted out of the school—bunked from
Rookwood!” snarled Gower. “What a
Jest for the end study—what? You can
all tell one another that you said so
all plong! A regular triumph for you—
I hope youwll enjoy it! And ”
The tone of sardonic mockery died away
as a realisation of his position rushed
over the junior. He hid his face in his
hands and sobbed. - “Oh, what am I
going to do? What can I do?”

Lovell stood in silence, looking at him.
His contempt had given place now to
compassion for the unhappy fellow,
almost groveliing there in despair in the
decp shadow of the beeches.

“Dash it all, kid!” said Lovell un-
casily. “It's Jolly hard cheese. What
has the Head found out? About your
Treaking dorm bound and going down
to the Bird-in-Hand?”

“He hasn’t found out anything yet.”
“What?”
“He will know it all to-morrow morn-

T

ing—by the first post. It—it's in a
letter! I’m done forl”
“But I don’t - understand,” said

Lovell, deeply perplexed. “ Do you mean
that somebody’s going to write to the
Tead and give you away?”
“Yes,” groaned Gower.
“But who—how? Not

pals here?”

“Of course not. A man—a rotter—a
shady blackguard I was a fool ever to
speak to,” hissed Gower. “It was Pecle’s
fault, too. Pecle introduced me to him
Jast term. I'd never have known him
but for Peele. Bul catch Peele helpin’
me out now! He says he can’t—and I
dere say it's true—but he wouldn’t,
anyhow! Peele don’t care much for a

one of your

ITame duck!” Gower laughed mirth-
lessly. “I'm a lame duck now, and no|y
mistaie.”

“How could Pcc’c ht\lp you'J" asked
Lovel] puzzled. “Oh

suddenly.

“Qf course it is!”

“You're in debt?”

“Seven pounds,” grunted Gower.
“And—and I haven't sevenpence to
wards it, and if it isn’t pald this even-
ing Joey Hook is sending on my 10U
to the Head.”

“Phew!”

Lovell whistled softly. He under-
stood at last how the matter was. It
was this that had been weighing on
Gower’s mind for days, and making
him look ill and seedy. It was no
wonder—for, in case of exposure, the
headmaster’s sentence on the offender
was certain to be ‘short and sharp.
There was no place at Rookwood for
fellows who dabbled in beiting on
horse-races.

“Now you know,” mumbled Gower.
“You con teil all the fellows, if you
like! It won't make any difference. As
soon as the Head hears from Joey Hook
I shall be called on the carpet, and
then it will all come out—breaking
bounds, and going to that den, and the
lot of it. It will be the first train home
for me—and serve me right. But—but
what am I going to say to my father?”

Gower cowered in the shadows with
a spasm of terror. Facing his father at
home, after being ignominicusly turned
out of Rockwood School, was a more
severe ordeal than facing ven the
Head. Truly, the dingy blackguard of
the Fourth was finding the way of the
transgressor hard.

“Seven pounds!” repeated Lovell.
“My hat! If it was seven bob, I'd
lend you the money. But, look here,
Gower, is it straight? How did you
come to owe that man Hook such a
sum of money as that?”

Cower made an impatient
ment.

“Part of it was a bet on a horse, and
part was money that Hook lent my
en I was playing cards at the Bird-
Hand,” he groaned. “I was fool
erough to give him my IO U for the
whole amount—and the Head will

move-

know my witing. Ican't deny mwy own
hend.”
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“Well, you precious blackguard!"
cxclaimed Lovell in disgust. “You've
jelly well asked for what ypu're going
to get, that’s certain.”

“Rub it in!” muttered Gower.

“Well, I don’t want to do that,” said
Lovell, relenting again. “But real
you've been an awful rotter, Gow
Look here, Peele ought to stand by you
in this—he’s more to blame than you

He can’t—or won’t!”

“Can't you meke terms with the
man?” asked Lovell. “It won’t pay
him to get you kicked out of the school,
He will never get his money then. Your
father’s more likely to prosecute him
than to pay him anything, I should
think, Make terms with him, and pay
him 2 little at a time.”

“I—T've tried. ‘He says he's waitcd
long enough!” mumbled Gower. “So
he has, if you come to that. He agreed
to wait while I sold my bike and got
the money. Only-—only—"

“I know you sold your bike,” said
Lovell. “Didn’t it raise enough to pay
him?”

“Yes; but—but—-"

“But what?”

“The—the money went,” mumbied
Gower.

“Well, my hat!”

Lovell turned to walk away. Gower

whimpered as he crouched in the
shadows, and Lovell’s kind heart smote
him, and he turned back. He looked
down on the wretched fellow with
mingled pity and contempt.
* “The man’s a scoundrel to have such
dealings with a schoolboy!” he said.
“But you seem to have taken him in,
Gower. It’s no wonder he's cut up
rusty.”

“I—I know. He’s given me till nine
this evening,” mumbled Gower. “He's
waiting for me in the road now, I
think. He said he’d wait till nine, in
case T came with the money. I—I can't
pay him anything. I know I've been a
fool—a rotter! I'm going to suffer for
it now. If—if it wasn’t for my people
I wouldn't care so much. I've wever
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done any good for myself at Rookwood.
But the—the mater, she'll be frigh-
fully cut up—" Gower’s volce trailed
off miserably. iy

Lovell’s face softened.

In that extremity of misery and fear,
the wretched fellow could still think of
his mother. It showed that he was not
all bad, at all events.

“I'm sorry,” said Loveil. “I—I wish
1 could help you out. You've asked for
it, and no mistake. But you might
have thought of your people a bit
sooner, Gower.”

“I know that.”

“Well, I suppose you do. But, look
here!” sald Lovell. "“Are you sure the
man isn’t simply frightening you? He
mayn't intend to give you away at all.”

“He does. He's awfully wild with
me.”

“Then take my tip and go to the
Head first,” said Lovell, “Make a
clean breast of it, and he may let you
down lightly. He's a tough cld bird,
but lots of the fellows say he's got a
kind heart. Go to the Head before that
man Book can get at him.”

Gower shuddered.

I-T couldn't.”

“It’s your only chance,” urgéd
Lovell.
“I can't! It wouldn't be any good

if T did, and I can't! I—I'm not a
fellow like you,” groaned Gower. “I
haven’t your nerve. But look here,
Lovelll If you wanted to help me you
——" He peered up at Lovell's face in
the Shadows. “If—if you wanted to

“I'd help you if I could,” said Lovell.
“Then—then if you went to speak to
Hook—-"

“Catch me speaking to a scoundrel
like ghat! Besides, what good would
it do?”

“I—TI shall have some money next
week,” said Gower, in a gasping voice.
“Hook won't take my word. But—but
you will, Lovell. You know I wouldn't
let you down. If you'd give him your
word that the money would be paid,
that might make it all right. He might
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He knows about you. He knows
Your word would be

wait.
yowre straight.
2ood enough for him.”

Lovell stared down at the shadowy
white face.

“If I give him my word it would have
to be kept,” he said. “He’s a swindling
raseal, but a promise is a promi:

“1 shall have the money next weex,’
ispered Gower, “I—I give you my

wmd on that.’

“You gave Hook your word that

yowd pay him,” said Lovell. “I

couldi’t make a promise on your word,

Cower. And couldn’t go out of

bounds after dark and meet a

scoundrel like that. t’s too thic

Why, it would mean a flogging or the

sack if it came out.”

“I knew you wouldn’t help m
muttered Gower. “Of course
won’'t! Why should you? We've never
been friends.”

“It'isn’t that.

“Oh, let me alone,
alone!”

Lovell opened his lips, but closed
them again. It was uscless to tell

—Sewer what he thought of him, and teo
much like hitting a fellow who was
down., There was nothing he could do
to help, and any advice that he cculd
give was unwelcome.

He turned away in silence.

The sound of a miserable sob fol-
lowed him as he went, and that sound
was stiil ringing in Lovell’s ears as he
came along a little later to the end
study in the Fourth.

But—"
then—let me

CHAPTER §
A Friend In Need!

IMMY SILVER & CO. were begin-
j ning prep when Arthur Edward

Lovell came into the study.

They hoped that, by this time,
Arthur Edward had got over his “tan-
frums.” But Lovell’s face was dark and
gloom;

Ag o maitter of fact, he wa s thinking
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about Cuthbert Gower, not about his
little tiff with his comrades of the end
study. Gower's wretched white face
and quaverimg voice haunted Lovell
He tried to dismiss the matter from his
mind as no business of his. But he
ceuld not quite succeed. If Gower had
been “up” for o flogging, Lovell would
e regarded ib as o good thing, and
Ivkhly to do Gower good. But the
"sack” was a terribly serious matter.
From the point of view of a Rook-
wooder it was almost the end of all
th Contempt ood disgust wers
swallowed up in compassion for a
fellow who had come so fearful &
eropper.
Lovell sorted out_his beoks, and sab
down in silence. He worked at pre-
paration, but Gower's miserable face
haunted him all the time.

“Still got 'em?” asked Raby, after
a ti

e. -
h?” Lovell looked up, “Still got
what?”

“The tantrums.”

“Oh, don't be an ass!”

“Lovell, old man,” said Jimmy Silver
mildly, “isn’t it about time you chucked
this? What's the good of sulking?”

“Who's sulking?” snmrcd Lovell.

“You are, cld bean.

“Oh, rats! Let ‘a fellow
growled Lovell. “This study is
cage of magpies.”

“Phat chep Gower really is seedy,”
remarked Newcome. “I saw him when
we came in after footer, and he looked
like a giddy ghost. Looks to me as if
he’s got something on his mind.”

“Perhaps he has!” grunted Lovell.

“What the thump could he have on
his mind?” asked Raby.

“Perhaps his latest gec-gee has run
away with his mcmy. grinned New-
“ going up and
to. borrow

work!”
like a

e S’
moeney for days and dwys
“Blessed outsider!” said Raby. “He
iil get it in the neck soms day when
it comes out. It's bound to in the long
run. And Gower isw't the fellow to
face it out. He will just crumple up

Ie
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and hcm when the chopper comes
do’

Jimmy Silver pushed away his books
and rose.

“Finished!” he announced.
coming down?"

Raby and Ne“come jumped up.

“Lovell—-'

“I'm not finished prep. You needn’t
wait for me.”

“Oh, all serene!”

Three juniors strolled out of the end
study. Lovell was left to flnish his
prep. Generally, be was careful with
prep. Mr Dalton was rather an exact.
ing Form-master. But on the present
occasion Lovell decided to let it sl
As scon as his comrades were gone he
rose from the table. and. instead of
working, he moved restlessly about the
study, with his hands in his pocke
his boyish brow wrinkled in thought.

It wes no business of his he told
himself again and again. Gower of the
Fourth had asked for it and got it. and
ihat was all there was about it. He was
a rank outsider, and Rookwood would
be all the better without him In fact,
the sconer he was gone the better it
would be for the school.

That was all true enough, and yet
Lovell could not feel satisfied or at ease,
Somehow, he could not dismiss the
wretched fellow’s tormented face from
his mind. He wished he had never
taken that walk under the dusky
beeches. It was rotten to be loaded up
with another fellow’s troubles in this
. And that weas sll Gower's fault.

But for Gower he would never
have been on sulky terms with his
chums, and would not have been avoid-
ing them that evening.

The hands of the studv clock pointed
to half-past eight Lovell remembered
what Gower had told him—of Mr
Hook waiting 1 the road °till nine
o’clock, giving the hapless debtor a last
chance. In half an hour it would be
too late.

Lovell wavered.

It was risky to 2k school bounds
at such an hour—ter nb!y risky to meet

“Who’s
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such a character a8 Mr. Hook, of the
Bird-in-Hand! Why should he run
such a risk for a fellow like Gower?
If Lovell had been in trouble, would
Gower have lifted a finger to help him?
Lovell knew that he would not. And
yet—

He lcft the study, and moved along
restlessly to Study No. 1, at the stair-
case erd of the passage. He locked in.

Cuthbert Gower was there alone.
anry and Peele had finished their
prep and gone down--probably scon
tiring of Gower's company in his
present state of spirits. Gower was not
working. He was sprawling in the arm-

. | chair, staring at the opposite wall’ and

did not even turn his head as Lovell
entered.

“Done  your
awkwardly.

Gower scowled.

“What's the good? 1 shan’t be in
class to-morrow morning.”

Lovell paused. He called himself a
fool for what he was going to do. but
he proceeded to do it, all the same.

“Look here, Gower, are you abso-
lutely certain about the money, nex:
week?" he asked.

Gower looked up quickly.

“Absolutely!” he answered.

“Honour bright?”

“Honour bright!” repeated Gower.

‘Well, there can’t be any harm in
telling the man so,” said Lovell slowly’
“I suppose I can take your word. kK
here, if you think it will do any good,
I—I—Tll go and speak to him.”

Gower’s face flushed with hope.

“I—1I say, you're 2 good chap, Lovell,”
be said huskily. “If—if you can get
the brute to give me time, it will make
e‘l the d\ﬁexmcc Once I get out of

prep?”  asked Lovell

jaged

You 11 promise me to keep clear of
that kind of thing in future!” said
Lovell sharply. “Otherwise, I'm keep-
ing clear of you now.”

“Of course I promise,” said Gower.
“Do you think I want this over again?™

‘Well. T suppose not. Where is the
man now?”
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“He’s waiting In the road—he said he
would—five minutes’ walk from the
school gates,” muttered Gower. “Walk
duwn towards Coombe, and youll see

“Nxce if a Roakwuod master happens
to be coming along the same road about
the same time!” muttered Lovell

“It’s not lkely!”

“Well, I11 do my best,” said Lovell
ungraciously. “Blessed if I know why
it matters to me whether you're sacked
or not! But Il do my best. Mind, I
don't answer for anything, but I'll do
what I can.”

Without waiting for Gower’s reply.
Lovell left the study. Mornington and
Errol were on the stairs, and the former
called to Lovell.

Lovell affected not to hear. He went
up the passage, past the end study, to
the box-room. There was little time to
lose if he was to make an efiort to save
Gower from the results of his foliy.
Having made up his mind to it, Lovell
lost no time.

He slipped from the box-room
window to the leads outside, and

_~gropped to the ground. He was fully
Conscious that he might be missed. and
his absence discovered. But he had to
take that risk now.

With great caution he skirted the
school buildings, and reached the wall
in a dark corner behind the beeches.
There he climbed the school wall and
dropped into the road.

It was a quarter to nine. Lovell gave
2 hasty and uneasy glance about him,
and hurried up the dark road towards
Coombe. There was no time to lose
now.

In the deep shadows by the roadside
a spot of erimson glowed, and Lovell
guessed that it was the lighted eno of
a cigar. He halted, and made out the
figure of a squat man in a coat and
a bowler hat. The crimson spot shifted
as Mr. Joey Hook removed the cigar
from his mouth and peered out at the
schoolboy in the road.
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“Jest in time!” came a husky voice:
“Jest in time, young Gower! Ten
minutes more and I'd have
gone!”

been

CHAPTER 6.
Loveli's Way!
RTHUR EDWARD LOVELL
breathed hard.
1In the darkness Mr. Hook had
mistaken him for the junlor he was
expecting—the wretched “sportsman *
of the Fourth. But a moment later he
realised his error. Lovell's sturdy
figure was a good deal bu!kxer than the
weedy Gower's.

The bookmaker- muttered a startled
exclamation.

“What's this here? Who are you?”

“It's all right!” whispered Lovell,
“1—I've come for Gower.”

“Oh, youve come for Gower, have
you?” said Mr. Hook surlily. “All
right if you've got the dibs. Let’s
‘ave a look at you.”

He struck a mateh, and the light

flickered on Lovell's face. Joey Hook
red at him.
I've seen you afore,” he said.
“You're y g Lovell! I didn't know
you was a friend of young Gower's
—not that sort at all.” His manner
became more civil as the match went
out “Why, I'm glad to meet you,
Master Lovell—very glad indeed! If
there's anything in my line you’re after,
Joey Hook’s your man, fair and
honest.”

Lovell's eyes gleamed.

“I'm not likely to want anything in
your line!” he exclaimed. “I'm not
that kind of a fool, or rascal, either.”

i , oh!” said Mr. Hook. “Then
what may you 'appen to want, young
Mister ‘'Igh-and-mighty? I never
asked you to come along 'ere and talk
to me, that I knew of.”

“I've come for Gow

“Gower can come hxmseu if he’s
got anything to say.” said Mr. Hool
evidently very much offended. “I dont
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want to have anything to do with

Lovell reallsed that he had been a
little lacking in tact. But it was diffi-
cult to speak to this man without
betraying the scorn and disgust that
he felt.

“It’s about his debt to you,” he said,
speaking as civilly as he could force
himself to speak.

“If you've brought the money you
can hand it over,” said Joey Hook
sullenly. “I ain’t stopping you. I've
got young Gower's paper here, all fair
and square, and it's hisn Mlen he’s
paid up. Where’s the dibs?

Lovell coughed.

“I haven’t brought the money,” he
al

“Then what 'ave you come for?”

“To ask you to give Gower time to
pay,” said Lovell “He will ke able
to square next week—-"

“I've heard that story before,”
Joey Hook, interrupting rudely. *
heard it several times. That’s a chicker
that won't fight, young Lovell. You
needn’t spin me that yarn. Hand over
the dibs, or take yourself off. And
that’s that!”

Lovell gritted his teeth. It was hard
to bear talk like this from a dingy
loafer like Mr. Joseph Hook, and
Lovell's eyes fairly blazed at the squat
fat man in the bowler hat. But he
tried hard to keep his temper.

“Gower says——"" he began again.

“I don’t want to ’ear what he says,
or what you say, neither!” said Mr.
Hook surlily. “I want seven pounds,
and I don’t want nothing else. Don’t
he owe me the money?”

Lovell's anger broke out.

“No, not honestly!” he exclaimed.
“A scoundrel who leads a kid like that
to play cards and make bets ought to
be in puso'l That’s where you ought
to be!

“Oh, that’s the tune, is it?” ex-
claimed Mr. Hook, his hf\*d face grow-
ing purple with rage. “Why, you
cheeky young rascal, you dare to talk
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to me! Why,
you—-"

“I'd like to see you do it!” retorted
Lovell contemptuously, quite forgetful
by that time that he had come as an
ambassador.

“Would you, by gum!”
Joey Hook.

And the squat man lurched out of
the shadows, his walking-stick grasped
in his hand, and made a cut at the
Rookwoed jlmlon n

Lovell caught the stick with his
shoulder, and gave a yell. The next
instant he was leaping at Joey Hook
with clenched fists and blazing eyes.

Crash!

“ow! Oh, my eye! Yoooop!”
splutterud Mr. Hook, as he reeled back

from = terrific right-hander, which
landed fairly on his red and bulbous
nose. “Ow! Oh! My hat! Ow!”

Lovell's left followud up his right
with terrific vim. Mr. Hook’s fat legs
doubled under him, and he was strewn
along the lane. He smote the earth
with a heavy thud.

Lovell stood over him, panting.

“Now, you scoundrel-—"

Tl lay my stick round

exclaimed

“Ow! Keep orf! Wow!” gasy
the astonished Mr. Hook. “You young
‘ooligan! Keep your ’ands orf!”

“Do you want any more, you rascal?”
roared Lovell.

“ow! Ow!
Hook.

He scrambled to his feet. His stick
had fallen somewhere in the grass, but
Mr. Hook did not stop to look for it.
He dodged away from Arthur Edward
Lovell in great alarm,

His bulbous nose looked more bulbous
than ever, and a stream of crimson ran
from it over his ragged moustache. One
of his eyes blinked painfully.

Mr. Hook had had enough—more
than enough! He gasped with rage
and apprehension as he dodged away
from Lovell.

“I'll make you sorry for this!” he
spluttered. “Laying ’ands on a man!

Keep orf!” yelied Mr.
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You young villain, you, I'll make you
ow orf!”

Mr. Hook fairly ran as Lovell made
snother jump at him.,  As he fled,
Lovell let out a_ hefty boot, which
landed on Mr, Hook and sent him spin-
ning forward. He very nearly went
down again, but he just saved himself,
and plunged on, disappearing in the
shadows down the lanc.

vell stared after him, frowning.
He had dealt with Mr. Hook as that
dingy rascal deserved; there was no
doubts about that. But it dawned on
Lovell’s mind—rather late—that though
Mr; Joseph Hook had certainly rececived
his deserts, the cause of the hapless
Gower had not been much improved
thereby.

“Well,
Lovell.

Mx' Joseph Hook was gone; his ster-
{orous breathing had died away down
the lane. Slow!y Arthur Edward Lovell
turned back towards Rockwood. From
somewhere in the distance the hour of

he asked for it!” muitered

nine had chimed out through the
autumn night.

vell hurried back towards the
<hool.

CHAPTER 7.
The Return of the Ambassador!
EEN that ass Lovell?”
S ‘Three Rookwood juniors were
asking that question up and
cdown the Fourth Forn passage as bed-
time drew near.

The three were Jimmy Silver, George
Raby and Arthur Newcome. They were
the three who had the privilege—not
always a happy one—of being the
?xxom pals of Arthur Edward Lovell
of the Classical Fourth.

They had asked the question a dozen
times, and they were still asking it,
without, receiving a satisfactory answer.
Sometimes they varied it a little; but
always in a szy that denoted an
exiremely  dispa opinion  of
Arthur Edward Lovens intellect.
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“Seen that chump Lovell?”
“Seen that frabjous fathead Lovell?”

“Anybody seen that burbling
blitherer Lovell?”
Nobody had, apparently. Arthur

Edward Lovell, of the Classical Fourth,
seemed to have disappeared; he was
gone from the gaze of his comrades
like a beautiful dream.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were
exasperated, and very uneasy.

There had been a difference of
opinion in the end study, and Lovell
had been displaying a dignified resexve;.
which was his more pleasing name for,
what other fellows called “sulks.”

While the dignified reserve, alias
sulks, lasted, his chums were not spect-
ally anxious for his society. But it was
close on bed-time now, and they won-
dered what had become of Lovell. He
did not.scem to be in the school at all,
and Mornington had seen him slipping
into tha box-room at the end of the
o—and the box-room window was
a \my uf .egress well known to juniors
bent on breaking bounds.

“The silly ass has gone out!” Raby
declared. “He’s broken bounds without
saying a word to us! Just like him
to get nailed by a prefect when he
comgs in.”

“Oh, just!” agreed Newcome.

Jimmy Silver sighed.

“Old Lovell can’t help being a silly
” he remarked. “Asses are like

oet’s—born, not made.  But really,
this is the limit—getting cut of bounds
on his own, just because he's on his
silly dignity! We'd better bump hiny
when he comes in.”

“Good egg!”

“Oh, hell come in with a prefect’s
paw on his collar!” said Rab; “He's

bound to land in moublo, otherwise it
wouldn’t be Lovell.”

“It wouldn't!” agreed Newcome.

Jimmy Silver was worried. Nearly
every fellow in the Classical Fourth
had been asked whether he had seen
Lovell; but nobedy had scen him since

growing

]
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Morny. In ten minutes, or less,
Bulkeley of the Sixth weuld me shep-
herding the. Classical Fourth off to
their dormitory, and if Lovell was still
missing then it would mean serious
trouble for the headstrong Arthur
Edward. Arthur Edward was rather a
complacent fellow, with unbounded
coniidence in himself. But that confl-
dence his chums were far from sharing.

‘Their opinion was, that if any trouble
happened to be lying around loose
Lovell was precisely the fellow to butt
right into the middle of it, and stick
there.

So they were anxious as well as
exasperated. Lovell tried their patience
often, and tried it hard. But, after all,
he was their chum,

“If the blinking chump has gone out
of bounds, he’ll have left the box-room
window unfastencd,” said Jimmy at
last. “Let’s go and see.”

And the three juniors went into the
box-room, which was near the door of
the end study in the Fourth.

It was very dark in the room, only
the window showing itself as a glim-
mering square against the starlight.

Agamst the starlit window there

was a dark shadow, and the juniors
started as they saw it.

“Somebody’s  here!”
Raby.

In the darkness a junior was stand-
ing by the box-room window, his face
pressed against the glass, staring out.

Jimmy Silver & Co. could not see
who it was; the figure was simply a
black shadow on the glass. But as
Raby murmured, it spun round, and
they caught a gleam of startled eyes.

“Who—who's there?” came a gasp-

murmured

ing voice.

_“HaIlo' Is that Gower?” asked
Jimmy.

“Yes!” gasped Gower. “What—
what do you want? Has—has Lovell
f)ll)%d you? IHas he—-" Gower broke

Jimmy closed the box- -room door, and
came across to the window. In the
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dimness Gower's face showed pale and
scared.

“Has Lovell told me what?” asked
Jimmy very quietly.

“‘Oh, nothing!”

“Are you walting here for Lovell?”

“No! Yes! Oh, yes!” stammered
Gower.

“Then he’s out of bounds?”

“I—I think so.”

Raby gave an angry grunt.

“Is Lovell palling on with Gower?”
he asked in disgust. “He never said
a word to us about clearmff out. Where
has he gone, Gower?

“I—I—-" Gower stammered.

“If Gower's waiting here to let him
in, we needn’t trouble,” said Newcome
dry! “If Lovell prorem a smoky,
bettin’ outsider for a pal, let him have
Gower, and welcome. Let's get out of
this!”

“Hold on!” said Jimmy Silver. “I
don’t quite catch on. Only tc-day
Lovell was ragging Gower for slacking
in the games practice. That's what
our little tiff was abouf, in fact. I
don’t see how he’s become so pally thh
Gower all of a sudden. I thin]

Jimmy broke off as a shadow moved
outside the window.

The rather burly form of Arthur
Edward Lovell loomed up there, stand-
ing on the flat leads outside.

“Here he is!”

“Oh, good!” gasped Gower.

Cuthbert Gower hurriedly pushed
up the lower sash of the window.
There was a startled exclamation from
the junior outside on the leads.

“What— Who's that?”
“It’s me—Gower!”
“You ass! You made me jump!

I thought it was a prefect for a
minute!” growled Lovell. “What the
%igkens are you waiting here for,
“I—T was anxxous about you,”
“What rot!”
Lovell climbed in. In the
the box-room he did not see

loom of
s three
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chums. Gower caught him by the arm
as he got in.
= LovellAqlhc,U Is it all right?”
“No

"Onl" gasped Gower.

“I did my best,” said Lovell. 4T
met Joey Hook where you told me. He
was cheeky, and I knocked him down.”

hat!” yelled Gow

“H(' was cheeky, and I knocked him

down,” repeated Lovell. “I kicked
him, too. I think very likely it's done
him good, Gower.”

“You fool!”

“What?” exclaimed Lovell.

“You fool—fool—fool!” hissed Gower.
“Is that your way of helping a fellow?
I'm done for now!”

“You were done for, anyhow, if I
hadn't interfered and helped you!”
growled Lovell.

“How have you helped me, you silly
idiot?”

“Well, I've knocked that scoundrel

He will have a prize nose, I
That’s something.”
h, you fooll”

Gower was trembling from head to
foot with rage and terror.  Arthur
“Edward Lovell glared at him.

“Is thwt your thanks?” he bawled.

“Fool!”

“Do you want me to serve you the
same as I served Joey Hook?”

ool

“My hat! I—Ill—

“No, you won't!” interposed Jimmy
Silver, catching Arthur Edward Lovell

by the arm. “Come away, fathead!”
“That you, Jimmy——
“Yea, ass!”

“Has Gower told you—-"

“No—you have!” chuckled Jimmy.
“Come away! Gower doesn't look as
if he wants punching.”

“I ‘m done for!” moaned Gower.

“Serve you jolly well right,” said

Lovell wrathfully. “My hat! I never
expected any gratitude, but this is too
thick. T've jolly well risked a flogging,
20Ing out “of bounds to see that

scoundlel for you. Now you call me”

‘Pool"’ groaned Gower.  ‘“‘You've

done for me! Hook might have let me
off, or given me time—now he will be
in a fngh'tul rage, and he will take it
out of me.”

“ Well, you've asked for it, haven't

ou?”

“What on earth’s the trouble?”
asked Raby, in wonder. “Mean to say
you've been out of bounds, Lovell, to
see that billiards sharper of the Bird-
in-Hand, that rotter Joey Hook?”

“I say, that’s the limit,” murmured
Newcome.

“I'll tell you,” exclaimed Lovell
angrily. “That blackguard Gower has
been betting with Hook, and borrowing
money of him to play cards, and owes
him seven pounds, and has given him
a written promise to pay. He can’t

pay—and Hook threatens to send his
paner to the Head.”

h, my hat!”

“Gower got me to go and see the
man, meeting him in Coombe Lane,”
pursued Lovell. “I was going to try
to get time for the shady ass to pay,
and all that, Gower thought it might
do good. I was a fool to go—"

“You were!” agreed Raby.

“Well, I went, and the man was
checky—in fact, insolent—and I
knocked him down,” said Lovell.
“What else could a fellow do, with a
blackguardly rotter like that?”

“Oh crumbs!” murmured Jimmy
Silver.

Newcome broke into an involuntary
chuckl

“Did )ou think that would make him
go easier with Gower?” he inquired.

“Oh, don't be an ass, Newcome!
I've no doubt it’s done him good—he's
wanted a lesson for a long time. I've
Jolly well knocked him down, and I
kicked him when he bunked, too—and
my opinion is that it will teach him
a lesson. And all the thanks I get
from Gower is—well, you've heard
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hlm, 2 exclalmed Lovell, in great wrath.
“Ha, ha, ha

" Whm: are you cackling at?"” roaved
Lovell.

“My hat! I shan't select you for
an ambassador, Lovell, if ever I get into
a scrape like Gower’s!” chortled Raby.

“Fathead! I've done my best—"
“I'm ruined!”  groaned Gower
wretchedly.  “He said he would send

my paper to the Head by post to-night,
unless I paid. He might have relented
—uow he won't—not now that fool has
laid hands on him. I'm done for at
Rookwood.”

Gower limped out of the box-r:
trembling. Arthur Edward Lovell
a snort of disgust.

“That’s the thanks I get!” he ex-
claimed.

“And about all you've earned, I

m
ve

think,” said Jimmy Silver. “Come on,
ass—it's dorm now. =~ We shall bhe
missed in another minute. I suppose

you donw’t want to have to explain to
a prefect that you've been on an
embassy to a loater in the Bird-in-
Hand. Come on,”

And Jimmy Silver fastened the box-
room window, and the Fistical Four
hurried away after Gower—Lovell still
fuming with indignation.

CHAPTER &,
Lovell's Reply !

LANG!

C The rising-bell of Rookwood

rang_out in the hazy April
morning. The Classical Fourth turned
out of bed. Therc was one member
of the Form who was so while and
worn that it attracted many curious,
and in some instances derisive, glances
from the other fellows.

Cuthbert Gower had slept little.

He turned out of bed white and
wretched, in a state of apprehension
that he could not conceal, that he
ha.x(uy thought of attempting to con-
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More than once had the sportsman
of the Fourth tempted Fate; and now
it seemed that the “chopper” was
coming down at last, in deadly earnest,

Jimmy Silver gave him a compassion-
ate glance. He was disgusted with
Gower’s dingy blackguardism, but he
could feel for a fellow who was down
—and Gower was down and out now.
Jimmy would have helped him if he
could, but there was, of course, nothing
to be done.

Arthur Edward Lovell, however,

irowned at him. Lovell’s view was that
he had gone out of his way and taken
trouble and risk, to help a measly out-
sider, and .had been slanged for his
pai] Naturally, Arthur Edward was
gnant.
So he gave Gower a lofiy look of
disdain as he left the dormitory, which
Gower answered with & glance of
haggard reproach.

The Fistical Four walked out into
the quad before breakfast to punt
a football about. Gower came out
soon afterwards and looked round for
them, and joined them.

“I want to speak to you, Lovelll”
he called out. -
“Oh, don’t bother!” sn“pped Love]l

“I'm fed-up with you, Gower!

“Let him speak, all the same,”
Jimmy Silver mildly.

“I~—I think it’s up to you to help
me somehow,” muttered Gower:
“You've landed me in this, Lovell”

“I have?” bawled Arthur Edward.

“Yes, you! Why couldn’t you let
the man alone—keep your hands off
him? He might have let me off—
now he won't! If the letter's posted
to the Head I'm done for, but if it
isn’t, there may be a chance—if X
could raise the money!”

“Are you asking me to lend you
seven pounds?” asked Lovell sarcastic-
ally. “I've got about three-and-six.
Not that I'd lend you any money if I
had it, to give to a man like that!”

Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-
come followed the foothall. Lovell

said
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would have gone after them, but the
wreuhed Gower caught him by the

“Look here, Lovell—"

“Oh, give us a rest!” said Lovell
“Look here, Gower! That brute Hook
wanted knocking down. My belief is
that it was the best way to deal with
him. It was what he’s been asking for.
1 think it’s very likely that he’ll let you
alone now he’s had a lesson. — See?
He won't want to be knocked down
again!”

“You duminy!” muttered Gower.

“Well, that’s what I think,” said
Lovell. “I don’t believe he’s sent on
your paper to the Head. I think I've
knocked the impudence out of him.
That's the stuff to give a rotter like
that—hard knocks and plenty of ‘em!
‘You should have tried it on.”

Gower licked his dry lips.

“Look here, Lovell! If—if I cut
down to €oombe on my bike before
brekker I—I could sce him. If I had
the money-

“‘No bizney of mine!”

“Lend me the money!”
Gower.

L “Don’t e an ass! I wouldn’t if I
could—and I haven't it!”

“Youwve got quite enough—in your

muttered

desk in the end study—" Gower's
voice was a hoarse whisper.
Lovell stared at him, not under-

standing.

“There’s no money in my desk except
the football funds,” he said.

i mean—-""

Gower did not dare to finish, but his
meaning dawned on Lovell. The brow
of Arthur Edward grew thunderous.

“Are you asking me to embezzle the
club funds to give you the money to
pay betting debts?” he gasped.

“Only for a time—a short time. I

—I—— Oh!” roared Gower as Arthur
Edward’s fist shot out.
Crash!

Cuthbext Gower sat down in the
qua,
% That's my answer to that!” roared
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Lovell. “Now get up again, and I'll
knack you down again!”

Gowcr did not get up.

Lovell, with a glare of contempt, left
him sitting there and went after his
comrades. Then the wretched fellow
picked himself up and moved away
Limply.

CHAPTER 9,
The Sword of Damacles!

e HO wouldn't be a jolly sports-
man?” murmured Valentine
Mornington in . the Fourth

Form Room that morning, before Mr.

Dalton came in.

Some of the Fourth chuckled.

By that time Gower’s disaster was
very little of a secret in the Form. His
wretched face gave away his trouble,
and there were a good many fellows
who knew his ways who had quite
expected it to come to this in the long
run.

Precise details were not known, but
it was generally known that Gower had
come a “mucker” in his sporting
pursuits and was expecting to be called
up before the “Beak.”

His own pals, Pu,le and Lactrey, may _
have sympathised; but if so, they did
not err on the side of being too demon-
strative about it. They seemed to be
leaving Gower rather severely alone.

Probably they were rather uneasy
about their own little peccadilloes
coming to light, and were very anxious
not to risk being dragged down in
Gower’s fall.

Valentine Mornington had little sym-
pathy to waste on Gower. A fellow
who asked for trouble and lacked the
courage to face it when it came evoked
only contempt on Morny’s part. The
dandy of the Fourth, indeed, seemed to
find something entertaining in Gower’s
long, dismal face.

“Who wouldn't be a merry old sports-
man?” he repeated. “No end jolly
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and excmn' and all that! Isnt it,

o Ha ha, hal”

“Oh, cheese it, Morny!” murmured
Erroll. “The chap’s down on his luck,
you know!”

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.

“He’s makin’ enough fuss about it!”
he said. “Why, if this goes on it will
be a standin’ joke soon!”

Gower gave him a bitter look.

“It won’t go on!” he said. “I'm
gettin’ the sack to-day—as you ought
to have long ago, Morny!”

“Well, if it comes my way you won't
hear me whinin'{” said Morningten
contemptuously.

Mr Dalton came into the Forni-room,
and the juniors took their places in
silence. Gower gave the Fourth Form-
master an almost anguished look. By
that time Dr Chisholm must have
opened his morning’s
Gower fully expected Mr. Dalton to
tell him that the Head wanted him

But the Form-master did not address
Gower or take any special notice of
him.

Gower felt relieved, and yet he would
have been glad to get it over, as 1t
had to come. He wondered whether
the Head was leaving the matter till
after morning lessons. It was rotten
to keep him in suspense like this, he
thought. Or was it that Joey Hook
had not posted the letter overnight,
aﬂ:er all?  Was it barely possible that

he had been cowed by Lovells drastic
method of dealing with him

Between fear and hope, Gower was
not in a happy mood that morning.
He was deeply thankful when classes
were over and Mr. Dalton dismissed.the
Fourth,

Gowex slipped quietly out of gates

soon as he was at liberty. He
felt that he must know the worst, and
the only way was to sec Mr. Hook.
Gower was prepared to eat ‘humble
to any extent to apologise for
Lmexls conduct—to say anything, to
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promise anything, to induce
sharper to hold his hand.

He hurried along Coombe Lane to-
wards the village. At a short distance
from the school he stopped suddenly.
He had caught sight of Mr. Joseph
Hook in the lane.

Gower stared at him. Joey Hook’s
occupation was a peculiar one, He
was on his knees in the grass by the
roadside, peering and blinking around
him, with a red and angry face. Appar-
ently he was looking for something
that had been dropped, and his failure
to find it was irritating his temper.

He glanced up and saw Gower look-
mg at him, and rose to his feet with o,
black scowl.

“Oh, you!” he snapped.

“Lost something, Joey?” ed
Gower, with an attempt at cheerfulness.
*Let me help you find if

“You mind your own business!”
said Mr. Hook sourly. “I don’t want
any ‘elp from you, ,young Gower!"

“What is it, Joey?” asked Gower.
“I'll ind it for you.” ~

“Never you mind what ‘it is!” an-
swered Mr. Hook. “You coming 'ﬂong
to see me? You got the money?”

‘No I—

“Then get outi” said Mr. Hook
rudely. “Your pal last night punched
me! P'r'aps you're going to try on the
same game?” And the fat man came
towards Gower with a threatening
scowl. He did not care to handle a
sturdy fellow like Arthur Edward
Lovell, but certainly Gower could not
have punched Mr. Hook with impunity.

The Rookwood junior backed away.

“No—no! I—I'm sorry!” he stam-
mered. “I—I— Lovell was a fool—
a silly fool—I never meant—-*"

“You was a fool to send him to ‘it
a man,” said Mr. Hook. “Youll be
sorry for it, young Gower.”

“I never meant—-"

“Get out!”

“I—1 say, Joey——"

“Don’t say anything, unless you've

the
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got the dibs,” sald Mr. Hook. “1 ain’t
posted that letter yet, but it's coming
along to-day if you ain't squared up
Now you get out!”

He made a threatening motion with
his stick, and the hapless Gower turned
away There was evidently nothing
to be got out of Joseph Hook It was
a relief to know that the tell-tale piece
of paper had not yet been posted: but
the blow was only averted. Gower
tyamped dismally back to Rookwood.

Joey Hook watched him out of sight
with a scowling face, and then dropped
on his fat knees again and resumed his
search in the grass.

Hither and thither he went, peering
and blinking. growling to himself as

carched. But his search was in

Whatever it was that Mr. Hook
, the object cluded him, and
he rose at last and slouched away to-
wards the village muttering to himself

Gower came in at the school in time
for dinpner. He met Arthur Edward
Lovell as he went into the House.

Lovell gave him a sarcastic glance.
__ “Chopper not come down yet?” he
asked.

“Not yet!” muttered Gower.

“I told you so.”

“En?”

“T've knocked the check out of that
scoundrel, as I told you,” said Lovell

it

“That's all there is about it.
“Fool!”

“My hat! I'll—"

Gower hurried into the House. Mr.
Dalton presided at the Fourth Form
table, and Cuthbert Gower eyed him
uneasily, and was relieved when he
failed to catch the Form-masters eye.
Evidently Mr. Richard Dalton knew
nothing so far. The Head had not
received the letter from Mr. Hook.
But—when it came—

Gower almost wished that it bhad
come. The suspense was his hardest
vunishment.  He felt like Damocles
of old. with the sword suspended over
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his head by a single thread. After
dinner the wretched fellow slunk away
by himself in almost a state of despera-
tion.

CHAPTER 10.
Morny's Find!
i OMIN' out, Gower?”
C Valentine Mornington asked
that question with a derisive
grin. Erroll, who was the dandy of the
Fourth, frowned a lttle. He quite
failed to see apything funny in the
hapiess Gower’s predicament, enter-
taining as it appeared to be to Morny.

Gower stared at them He was
*mooching " dismally under the old
beecl his hands driven deep into
his pockets. Classes were over for
the day, and it was a pleasant, sunny
afterncon; but sun and storm were all
the same to Gower that day.

“We're goin’ out, old chap,” went on
Mornington. “Nothin' in your line, of
course There was a time when I
looked on the wine when it was red,
and the billiards-table when it was
green, but Erroll has put a stop to all
that—haven't you, Erroll?”

Erroll did not speak.

“Now, I'm like the johnny on the
tub at the street corners,” went on
Mornington. “T used to be everythin’
that was bad. and now I'm everythin’
that’s good. An hour or two in my 1m-
provin' society will do you good,
Gower. Come along!”

*Oh, cheese it!" muttered Gower.
He was in no mood for Morny's airy
badinage.

“After your plungin’ and sportin’
1t will be a nerve rest,” said Morny.,
“We're not goin’ to  the Bird-in-Hand
or to the races. Were goin’ to take o
quiet and sedate walk, and talk
seriously about Shakespeare—ain't we,
Erroll?”

“Fathead!” said Erroll

‘We've egot sandwiches in our
pockets,” “went on Morny. “Sittin’
under a peaceful hedge, we're zoin’ to




23 .4
have our tea, and reflect what really
nice and well-behaved fellows we are!
Come on. It’s just the stunt for a
repentant sinner. I'm sure you're
repentant now you've been found out.”

Gower gritted his teeth, and turned
his back on Mornington. Erroll caught
hls chum by the arm and dragged him

Y.

y laughed as he went.
you ever see such a sickenin’
h" asked. “By gad! He’s

“Did
funk?”
makin’ himself a figure of fun to the
whole school, with that face of his.
Dxcky Dolton will notice it scon, and

csk him what’s the matter. Then
Govy r will begin weepin’ and wailin’.
‘Who weuldn't be a jolly sportsman?*

“The poor beggar’s got it,” said
Erroll,  “For goodness’ sake let him
alone.”

Morny laughed again,

“He looks as if he’s taken the
knoclk,” he remarked. “But he hasn't
taken it yet. What will he lock like
when he really gets it?”

“Poor beggar!” said Erroll,

The two juniors walked out of gates.
Valentine Mornington was in a moc]
ing mood, as his observations to Gower
showed. As a matter of fact, Morny
was still a good deal of his old self—
the old Morny, who had been the most
reckless fellow in the Fourth, and not
a little of a blackguard. Erroll’s
serious influence over him had brought
about a change, and the ¢

gone deep; but Moy was so)
quite the old Morny. Lefi to his own
devices, he would have preferred to
spend his leisure hours that after-
noon in some risky escapade—probably
of a shady kind. With Erroll that was
impossible.

But the idea of going out forsa quiet
ramble, and siiting under a hedge to
eat sandw for tea, made Morny

grin at . He wondered some-
times how hc stood it, and why he did
no wrow Erroll over chum up

egain with his former comrades—I
and Gower and Smythe of the
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and fellows of that kind. But he
never did. 5
“Hallo, there’s jolly old Joey!”

remarked Mornington as the chums
strolled down Coombe Lane.

Joey Hock appeared in a gap in the
hedge, close by the spot where Gower
had seen him that morning—the spot
where Arthur Edward LOJCU had met
him the previous nigl
apperently on his 3
ever that quest w he was rooting
about in the hedge, chviously in search
of something he failed to'find.

Morny gave him a cheery xmd Joey
Hook was an old acquaintance of his
an acquaintance he had long dropped,
however.

“Lookin’ for somethin’, old bird?” he
asked.

“Yes!” grunted Mr. Hook.

] glanced lly at
his chum.

“Let’s help Mr. Hook,” he eaid.
“Were Beouts, you know, and it

wi l be our good turn for the day—

‘ Oh come on,” said. Erroll.

“Don’t you want to do a good *
deed, oid chap?” mocked M Tornington.
“Good decds are re;
line than my own. Al
playin’ the Good Sama

Erroll dragged him on, and Morny
went, laughing. Mr. Hook was left
rooting shout, his fat face growing
blacker und blacker, till at last he gave

arch end rolled away
rds the Bird-in-Hena for refresh-

ment.

Mornington and Errcll continued
their walk. In the pleasant sunshine

it was agreeable encugh to ramble in
the fields and woods, d Erroll was
quictly enjoying it.
bored almost to tears, (Lr gh
hard to conceal the fact.
a good deal sometimes, to play up to
is quiet and sedate ehum-—more per-
s than Kit Erroll ever suspect

eame back by a field-path to»
Coombe Tane, and Erroll
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stopped at a spot where a clump of
willows shaded a green, sloping bank
in the sunset. It was about a hundred
yards from the spot where they had
seen Mr. Hook, but there was no sign
of Mr. Hook oi the horizon now.

“git down here,” said Erroll cheer-
fully. “I'm jolly hungry, Morny.
n't you glad now we've brought the
ndwiches?”

“No end glad,” said Mornington
gravely.  “Ever so much better than
{ea in the study—in this fine weather
and in the midst of these jolly
pastoral surroundings. Listen to the
bleating of the sheep and the mooing
of the cows. Ever so jolly peaceful
and elevatin’, isn’t it?”

Erroll laughed, and sat down on the
grass.  Valentine Mornington sup-
pressed a deep yawn and followed his
example.

Flowever, he gave his attention to
the ssndwiches—the ramble had made
him hungry.

The sandwiches disposed of, Morn-
ington leaned back in the grass on the
sloping green bank and stared at the
sky, red in the sunset. A light wind
suffled the grass in the wide meadow,
and the lights and shadows danced on
it as it ceaselessly stirred. A crumpled
fragment of paper was tossed on the
wind here and there, and Mornington
watched it idly. It dropped in the
grass, disappeared, and he forget it;
but a gust of wind caught it again and
fluttered it to his feet.

His idle glance became suddenly
fixed.

‘There was writing on the paper. It
scemed to be a letter, or something of
d, lost or thrown away by the
Other people’s letters had no

for Mornington; but, as the
paper lay crumpled by his feet, he
caught sight of a name written on it,

Cuthbert Gower!

O;Good gad!” murmured Morning-

sa!

ton.
He stirred lazily and picked up the
baper and glanced at it. Then he
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laughed, and looked at Ervoll. Erroll,
his eyes fixed on the glorious sunset in
the west, had not noted the incident.

“Erroll, old man—-"

Erroll looked round at him.

“You remember seeln’ thai man
Hook rooting about yonder?” -

“Eh? VYes!”

“He was lookin’ for somethin'!”

“I dare say he was.”

“I fancy I've found what he was
lookin’ for.”

“No bizney of yours, Morny! You
can’t go and see that man if you've
found anything of his,” said Erroll.
“If it’s of any value you'd better hand
it in at the police station.”

Mornington chuckled.

“I don’t know about it’s value,” he
said. “The face value is seven pounds,
but I don’t feel at all sure that Hookey
would ever collect the cash.”

“What on earth do you mean?™

“Look!”

Mornington held out the paper, to
which the name of Cuthbert Gower
was signed.  Erroll stared at it and
started.

“So that's what's the matter with
Gower!” he exclaimed.

“That’s it!” grinned Mornington.

And he laughed, and slipped the
paper into his pocket.

CHAPTER 11,
The Limiti
¢ H, my hat!”
O “Sorry, old man!”
“Wow!”

Arthur Edward Lovell took a good
size in football boots. The impact of
a football boot upon a knee was never
very pleasant—and when that football
boot was oneé of Lovell’s it was more
unpleasant than ever.

Jimmy Silver gasped. He stood on
one leg and gasped. The other leg
felt as if it had been under a loryy.

Football practice was going on, but
it had ended rather suddenly for
Jimmy Silver.



24

“You got in the way, old chap,” said
Lovell “Awfully sorry, and all that,
buL what did you stick your knee there

Jxmmy gave him an expressive
glance.

“You shouldn’t have, you know,”
said Lovell, with a shake of the head.

“Pathead!” groaned Jimmy.

“Better get off quick and rub it, old

dnp, said Raby.

uch  betier,” agreed Lovell
“Bettex still not to shove your knee
in the way of a fellow’s bom,—-prevcn-
tion is better than cure. But, now
youw've done it, better get some Elli-
man’s.”

Jimmy Silver did not answer., Werds
were wasted when addressed to Arthur
Edward Lovell. P

“Keep on, you fellows,” said the
captain Of the Fourth. “I'll chuck it
for a bit.”

“Shall I help you in?” asked New-

come.

“No—that’s all right!”

Jimmy Silver limped off the foot-
ball ground, leaying the pick-up sides
still going on. He was glad to get to
the changing-room and rub his
damaged knee with embrocation. It
was soon feeling better; but Jimmy was
crocked for that day at least, and he
went up to the end study, after chang-
ing, to rest.

The TFourth Form passage was
deserted.  Most, if not all, of the
fellows were out of the House.

Jimmy limped along the pq'w e to
the end study. The door was L“m“’d
and Jimmy Silver threw it open.

'he next moment he jumped.

There was a startled cry in the
reom, and Gower of the Fourth spun
round from the desk in the corner. It
was Arthur Edward Lovell’s desk,

Jimmy Silver stared at Gower,

For a moment or two he did not
understand. Then, as he saw that
chisel was clutched in Gower's
lrembling lnnd he comprehended all
of a sudden

o

“'Rookwood fellow to
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His brow grew black.

“You awful rascal!” he gasped.

Clang!

The chisel dropped to the floor from
Gower’s shaking fingers. The wretched
junior cowered away to the wall of the
study, his dilated eyes fixed on Jimmy.

Quictly the captain of the Fourth
crossed over to the desk, in which
Lovell, who was treasurer of the junior
club, kept the club funds.

There were two or three seratches
on the wood, showing that Gower had
already been aitempting to open the
locked desk. Fortunately, Jimmy Silver
had arrived in time to prevent him
from going farther than that. That
clumsy kick of Lovell’s on the foothall
§;xound had had that good result, at
east,

“You miserable rotter!” exclaimed
Jimmy, turning his accusing eyes on
Gower, ‘W}mts your game? Are
you a thief?”

Gomcz cowered away and groaned.

“I—I—~TI- &

“You were trying to open Lovell's
desk

"I-I asked him to lend me .the
money!” moaned Gower. "I—I—I‘m
up against it! I—I—

He sank helpessiy mt,o a chair as if
his spine had given way, and covered
his face with his hands. Tc of
terror and utter dismay trickled
thirough his trembling fingers,

.hmmy Silver looked at him
silency

His indignation was deep, but the
utter smxenuer of the wretched fellow
cisarmed hi

“I—I dox't care!” muttered Gower,
“You can take me to the Head, 1f you
like, and tell him! I don't care! May
as well be bunked for this as for the
other. I've got to go, anyhow!”

He sobbed.

“For goodness’ sake pull yourself
together!”  exclaimed Jimmy  Silver.
“You were going to rob Lovell's desk.
My hat, that’s a pretty pass for a
come to. You

in
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silly rascal, do you think you wouldn't
have been spotted?”

“I'm desperate!™ muttered Gower.
“I don’t care! TII be glad to go and
get it over!”

“Youre a precious sort of weak-
ced blighter, to kick over the traces,
aren’t you?” said Jimmy Eilver. “St
blubbing, for goodness’ sake.

nose it was bound to come to thi
stealing is next door to gambling. If
you had the sense to keep straight—-"

“What's the good of ftelling me
that?” groaned Gower. “I know that
better than you do. If I get out of
I'll keep straight cnough. But I
can't get out of it. 1'm donme for
here!”

ne sooner you go the better, I
think!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver
wrathfully. “I jolly well ought to march
you to Mr. Dalton by the scruff of your
neek.”

“Do!” mumbled Gower.
care!”

He removed his trembling hands
irom his face, and blinked at the cap-
tein of the Fourth with wet eyes.

“I don’t

v, Do you think I haven't been
through it?”,he muttered. “I've been
a fool, but I've suffered for it. You
wouldn’t  understand—you've never
206 into a scrape like this. That brute
Hook has got me into his clutches—
he’s got my paper with my name on
it d the money he lent me he got
off me again, at banker.”

“Of course he did,” snapped Jimmy.
“You knew jolly well the sort of man
he was. Why couldn't you keep clear
of him?”

“I—I wish I had!
out of this! That fool Lovell knocked
out my last chance by butting in. I
¢ould pay the man next week, only
he doesn’t believe me, and won’t wait
for the money. I1—1 say, Silver”—

ver eyed the captain of the Fourth

timuily, and eagerly—“if yowd help

me—->
“After

ing?”

I will if T get

T've just caught you steal-
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“I—I tell you I was desperale. I
—TI'd pay you back,” moaned Gower.
“I can manage it next week, I tell
you. It's only seven pounds, and I'd
get clear, and—and I'd swear never
to touch anything of the kind agaip
There was a step in the passage,
and  Valentine Mornington looked
into the end study.

“Gower here by any chance?” he
asked. “T've looked In every dashed
study along the passage—-—
here you are, Gower!  You look
if you've been enjoyin’ your Jjolly old
sportin’ eelf.”

Gower gave the dandy of the
Tourth a look of hatred, but did not
speak. Jimmy Silver kicked the
chisel out of sight under the table.

That last and deej guilt of the
wretched “sportsman ” of the Fourth
was not to be revealed, at least.

“Who wouldn't he a merry blade
and a giddy plunger?” said Morny.
“Gower’s thrivin’ on it. Looks like
it, doesn’t he, Silver?”

“No need to yub it in, Morny,”
said  Jimmy Silver, rather tartly.
“He’s got it in the neck, anyhow.”

Mornington laughed.

“Never sign your name to a Ppaper,
Gower, if you can help it,” he said,
“It’s  injudicious when you
mean to meet the little bill.”

Cuthbert Gower stared at him,

“What do you know about it?” he
asked, “Has Lovell told you about
meetin’ the man for me and knock-
ing him down? The fool! The idiot!
But_for that—-"

“Ha, ha, hal!” roared Mornington,
“That's Lovell's style. I thought
Hookey’s nose looked as if he’d run
it against somethin’ hard.”

“You've seen him?” asked Jimmy,

“Yes, rather! The dear man was
rooting about in the hedges for some-
thin’ he’d lost,” grinned Mornington.
“He never found it.” He fixed his
mocking eyes on Gower. “Dear old
sport. suppose you got out of this.

=

Oh,
as

don't
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serape, would vou undertake to be-
come a reformed character, like my
noble self, and never be naughty any
more?”

Gower's face flushed with eager

pe.
“Will you help me, Morny?” he

gasped.

“Certainly, old bean!”

“It’s only seven pounds!” gasped
Gower,

“And I belleve I've got nearly
seven shillin’s,” said Mornington with
a nod. “I can see myself givin' you
soven pounds, Gower, if I had it—I
don't think. But I'm goin’ to help
you. You know it's my special line to
play Good Samaritan and help
lame dogs over stiles—what? And
youre about the lamest dog I ever
saw—not to say a lame cur.”
chuckled. “How would you like me
to fix it for you to pay Hookey when
you like, and how you like, and on
' your own terms?”
“You—you can't.”
I can,

b old bean—an' will. Here

you are.”

Valentine = Mornington drew a
crumpled paper from his pocket and
tossed it across the study to Gower.
Then he turned, with a’ laugh, and
walked away.

ower, in amazement, caught the

fluttering paper. He stared at it
blankly.
“Oh,” he stuttered. “ My—ny—

—my paper! My IOU! Then that
was what Hook lost—what he
lookin’ for! How the thump
Morny got hold of it? Oh, gad!”

Cower leaped to his feet. The
sight of that tell-tale scrap of paper
scemned to have given him new life.
‘Your IOU!” exclaimed Jimmy
ver.

Sil
Gower broke
could laugh now.
“I think I catch on!” he exclaimed.
“Hook had this ready, of course, to
hand over for the money, and then
that feol Lovell pitched into him
Hiook ran for it. Of course,

into a laugh. He

and
he

¢ jmore betting on geegees
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dropped the paper, and never thought
of stopping for i, with that idiot
Lovell goin’ for him,”

“Oh1” exclaimed Jimmy,

“That’s what he was rootin’ about
for—that's why he never sent it to
the Head!” Gower chuckled. *He

Joily well won’s send ii now.”

Gower struck a match and lighted
the paper at the corner. He held it
over the study fender till it was con-
sumed,

“That’s that!” he said. “Hookey
won't have much choice about givin’
me time to pay now. Of course, I
shall pay him. But he'll have to wait
till I'm ready to do it.”

Jimmy Silver looked at him grimly.

“And that's the last of your deal-
ings with Joey Hook!” he said. “INo
for you,
Gower.”

“That’s my business,” said Gower
coolly.

“What?”

“When I want your advice I'll
you for it.”

Jimmy Silver picked up the
from under the table.

“Very good!” he
come elong and sec
take this chisel with us.

Cuthbert Gower red at hi
his new-found courage oczed
with startling suddennoss.

“I—I—I—I mean, I
promise—" he stuttered,

“Oh, cut it out!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver contemptuously. “If this lesson
isn't enough to keep you straight, |
Gower, you're going to have arother,
and youll get it from me. Kcep that
in mindi Now get out before I kick
you.” 4

And Gower got out.

sk

assented. “Now ,
Dalton., We'll

CHAPTER 12.
The Last Lesson!
i ALT!”
It was the following Wed-

2

nesday, and Jimmy Silver
Co. were out of gates for the half-¢
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Cuthbert Gower of the
lefi the school and walked
away quile jauntily down the lanc
towards Ceombe.

The sportsman of the Fourth was
quite a new Gower—he could hardly
been recognised as the snmo

holiday.

Fourth

have

wlfcw who had excited the des n of

the Fourth with his long, dism: fz‘LCc
ago—the trembling culprit

my Silver had barcly pre-

becoming a thief. Gower
and bright, and he
sauntered down the lanc towards

(‘o‘ nbe with his hands in his pockets

1 his cap on the back of his head,

whis tling. Gower’s trouble was gone,

and it seemed to have left little trace
nd it.

om_the lane he turned
pmh which led across a

hack gate on the garden of Lhc Bl
in-Hond Inn. The sword of Damocl
sas no longer suspended over Gower
d, and, like a inoth, he was flults
2 once more about the candle where
Be had singed his wings. But he had
reckoned without “Uncle James” of
Rookwood.

< ~He was close on the garden gate,
fellows strolled out from

into a
eld to

when four

the trees into his pdth. And Jiminy
Silver ped out: “Halt!”
Gower halted, with a sneering grin.
:‘\Vcl!, what do you want?”.he

“Looking for you, cm bean,” said
Jimmy  Silver. 're  going it
,  what? Jookmg for move

e, and anomer chance of dis-

m”cmg Yyour schcol.”
ine of
“T'm jolly well goin’ to do just what
I jolly well hko, and you can put that
o)

rs,” said Gower.

in your pipe end smoke it, Mister
Meddling Jimmy Silver!”

“Beginning 3 you?”
hoatcd Arthur b

ower  gave the Fistical Four «a
vaunnting 1

“Your it?” said Jimmy
Bilver wfkmvcly too, I

“Our
lb‘n‘( Just a little, DlLut 1 me

14 diteh.
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to you, Gower, that if one lesson
wasn't enough for you yowd get
another?”

“Oh, give us ! said Gower.

}ﬂ\uled Gower. “ Welly
promises are like pie-crusts, you know

—made and broken! Now let me
pass.”
‘' Collar him!” roared Lovell.

Gewer jumped back,

“Look here- ” he shouted.

The chums of the Fourth closed
round Gower. Four pairs of hands
were fastened en him.

“This way!” said Jimmy Silver.

Cuthbert Gower was led away acioss
the eld. He resisted desperately.
csistance did not count for

ch,

{ the Fistical Four securcd
2 arm or 2 leg belonging to Go\ver.
ked off with them. The rest
€r, 0 1tmally accompanied his
He was borne away,

fud where there was a deep, muddy,
nd rather malodcrous ditch.
Leggo!” roared Gower.

*Dear cld gporismen,” said Jimmy
Silver cheerily. “When we leggo, ym\
won't be feeling fit for paying in
calls.  You won't feel at all equal to
nap or banker. You wonL really”

“You rotter! I—I—

“In with him!”

Splash!

“Ow!  Woooooch! Groooogh!"”

‘“Ha, hsa, hal”

Cuthbert Gower vanished into the
ditch. Muddy water and eoze closed
right over him. He came up, spiut-
tering, easping, and gurgling, and
stood waist-deep in the ditch. He
gouged at the slime in bis eyes, and
spluttered cut mouthfuls of coze.

Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell. “There's
picture for you!”

“chnrmuoch' Gug-gug-gug!”
Gower scrambled madly out of the
Certainly he was not in a

a
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state now for calling at the Bird-in-
Hand, or anywhere else  From the
depths of the ditch he had dug -up
horrid odours, and the powerful aroma
clung iound him like a garment as he
crawled cut.

“Oh, my hat! This is too rich! "
exclaimed Raby. “Keep your distance.
Gower!”

“Keep to the windward of him!™
gasped Newcome,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow.'ow! Ooooch!

Gug-gug-gug!
Mmmmmmmmmm !>

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Fistical
Four, as they retreated from the maio-
dorous sportsman.

“Ow! Groooogh! Oocoococh!"”

“Let’s get off; for goodness’ sake!™
gasped Lovell. “Gower is too rich for
my taste. Good-bye, old sport!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Fistical Four walked away rather
quickly—the neighbourhood of Cuth-
bert Gower really was not pleasant.
They chuckled as they went; but

wer, as he sat down and scraped
at mud and slime, did not feel like
chuckling. It was hours latéer when
Gower ' slunk wearily into school, and
he looked quite pale and worn. Jimmy
Silver met him with a smiling face as
he came in

“I'm m.epmg an eye on you this
term, old bean,” he said. * You're going
to have some more of the same when-
ever you ask for it You've only got
to ask.”

And Cuthbert Gower, on reflection,
decided that he wouldn’t “ask” for any
aore,

CHAPTER 13.
Carthew's Cateh!
b JUST come here, Silver!”

Carthew of the S'xth spoke In
unusually polite tones.
Generally, Carthew did not waste

ROOKWOOD CALLING!

much politeness cn juniors, especially
on Jimmy Silver of the Fourth Form.

Now he seemed quite amiable, and
he even smiled as he called to the
captain of the Fourth.

Jimmy Silver stopped very unwill-
ingly. He had had many a trouble
with the bully of the Sixth, and he did
nut trust Carthew. especialiy when he
seemed amiable.  And Jlmmy was on
his way to join Lovell and Raby and
Newcome, wno were waiting for him in
the quad. It was a half-holiday, and
the Fistical Four had planned quite an
extensive bike spin for the afternoon,
and they were arxious to get off as
quickly as possible after dinner

Perhaps Carthew of the Sixth was
aware of it

 What is it, Carthew?” asked Jimmy
Silver as cm'ly as he could.

“No_ foothall match on this after-
noon. I think?" asked Carthew.

“No»

That’s all right, thea. I shoulin't
like to interrupt a footbali metch, fﬁg-
ging you,” said Carthew agreeably.
want you to take this note dovn to

Coombe, Silver.” A

“I'm just going out.” §

“‘Quite so! Take it to the printer's
office.  You know. the office of the -

Coynmbe Times."

“Look here, Carthew—-

“Ask Mr. Oldface spemlly to put
it in this week’s ‘Times’ It's an |
advertisement, you know,” said Car-
thew blandly. “Here's the half-crown
to pay for it. And youwll bring back
the receipt.”

“I say—"

‘I'm scliing my bike, you know,” said
Carthew. “I shan't want it any more
this year. Mind you tnake it clear that
the advertisement is to go in this
week."”

Jimmy Silver, breathed hard

How far thé fagging rights of the
Sixth extended over the Fourth was
a -question that had never really been
seitled at Rookwood. It was estab-|
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lished that gamces and games practice
could not be ‘interrupted by such duties.
At other times there was no settled
vule, which was guite convenient to e
feilow like Carthew, who liked to make
!ns power felt in the Lower School

Jimmy was perfectly well aware that
Carthew knew of the excursion the
chums of the Fourth had planned for
the afternocn. Likewise there was no
reason why Csrthew should not have
sent his advertisement by post the day
before, and there was no reason why
he shouldn’t walk down to Coombe
with it himself. Nevertheless, it was
difficult to refuse.

“Well, what are you waiting for,
Silver?” asked Carthew cheerily.

“ We're going out.” said Jimmy. “ We
wont to get as far as Bunbury this
afternoon, Carthew. Can’'t you get
another {ellow—"

“Fraid not,” sald Carthew, still
bland and agreeable. “You see, a pre-
fect has to be impartial in these
matiers. Can’t let one fellow off all
the ime and pile things on other
feliows.”

“Look here, I can’t go!”

“I think you can,” smiled Carthew
‘“You see, otherwise you'll have to bend
over and take six. and then you'll still
have to go.” %

Arthur Edward Lovell put
head at the doorway and bawle

‘Are you ever coming, s.acker?
What are you keeping us V\alung for?”
Jimmy Siiver backed away from
Cnrthew

“Look here, Carthew.” he said.
“We'll go round through Coombe and
drop your message at the printer’s I'll
bring you the receipt when we aet
back from our ride. Will that do?”

Carthew smiled

That would have ‘‘done” qulbe well
it Carthew’s object had not Leer to
Pay off old scores against the end study
But that precisely was Carthew’s Gb-
Ject, so obviously Jimmy Silver’s sug-
gestion would not “do.”

in his
d @
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“Not at all,” said the Sixth-Former.
“Not in the least!! You'd probably
lose the receipt—a careless fag like you.
You must learn to be careful in money
matters, Silver. Bring the receipt
back directly!”

Jimmy’s eyes gleamed.

“Rats!” he retorted.

* What?”

“Do you think I don’t know your
game, Carthew?” exclaimed Jimmy
angrily. “¥You want to muck up our
half-holiday, nnd youre jolly well not
going to.

Carthew ha,d ms ashplant under his

arm. Doubtless he had been prepared
for objections on the part of the cap-
tain of the Fourth He let the ash-
plant slip down into his hand.

“Bend over!” he said laconically.

“Go and eat coke!”

“Silver!”

“Rats!”

Carthew made a stride at the junior.
Jimmy Silver jumped back and made a
bolt for the big doorway on the quad.

“Stop!” roared Carthew. “Bulke-
ley, stop him!*

Bulkeley of the Sixth eame in at the
door as Jimmy Silver almost reached

&

He glanced at the junior and then
at the prefect, and held up his hand,

Jimmy Silver halted in dismay.

Bulkeley, the captain of Rookwood,
was not to be disputed with. As head
prcfect the matter was within his juris-

diction.

“What's the trouble?” asked Bulke-
ley quietly.

He gave Carthew rather a suspicious
look. He was quite aware of Carthew’s
bullying proclivities and of the trouble
that had long existed between Carthew
and. the end study.

But Carthew was not looking like o
bully now. He was quite genial and
good-tempered.

“I've asked Silver to take a message
for me to Coombe,” he said. “The
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young ra\cal was geudding off instead
of taking if

Bulkeley frownc(i

“This won't do, Silver,” he said.

“You—you sce, Bulkeley—-"

“There’s no game on?” asked the
captain of Rookwood.

“No, but—-"

“Thcn you can take Carthew’s mes-
sage. I'm surprised at you, Silver.
You know very well that §ou re under a
Sixth Form prefect’s orders.”

“Yes, but—-"

“That’s enough! Take Carthew’s
message at once, or you'll find your-
self in trouble.”

With that, and a frown, the captain
of the school walked on.

Jimmy Silver suppressed his feelings.

It was useless to attempt to explain
to Bulkeley, even if he had felt dis-
posed to do so. Jimmy was quite
sure that his old enemy had planned
to “muck up” that half-holiday for the
juniors he disliked, but _he had no
proof of any kind, and Bulkeley was
not likely to believe a Sixth Form pre-
fect guilty of such meanness without
the strongest proof.

“Youve heard the oracle, Silver,”
said Carthew, when Bulkeley was out
of hearing. “Are you taking the
message or not?”

Jimmy set his teeth.

He did not answer, but he held out
his hand for the letter and the half-
crown.

Carthew smiled as the junior walked
out of the House. For once, at least,
he had made Jimmy Silver knuckle
under and realise that a prefect of the
Sixth was a little too powerful for him.
Bullying the end study had never been
quite successful. Jimmy Silver & Co.
had always been able to keep their end
up against that. But petty persecu-
tion was more difficult for them to deal
with, and Carthew had scored. As for
the meanness of such a score, that did
not trouble him in the least.

ROOKWOOD CALLING!

CHAPTER 1.
Putty Obliges!
RTHUR EDWARD LOVELL gave
A Jimmy & glare as the captain of
the Fourfh came out of the
House.

“We're waiting!" he said acidly.

It was not uucommon for Arthur
Edward to keep his comrades waiting.
On such occasions he expected them to
wait with patience. But personally he
did not like waiting.

“well, let’s get off now you're her
J)m*m ” said Raby.

Cant’" growled Jimmy Silver.

“More waiting?” asked Lovell swni
castically. i

“Fathead!”

“Well, why can’t we get off, old {

chap?” asked Newcome.

Jimmy Silver held up the note and
the half-crown and explained. There:,
were exclamations of annoyance from
the other three. |

“Look here, it's too thick!” e»j
claimed Arthur Edward Lovell hotly.
“If we wait while you mooch down to
Coombe and hack we shan't get out to |
Bunbury to-day. You're not going?” #

“Must!” said Jimmy. “ Carthew don’ n\i

matter, but we can’t back up against
old Bulkeley.”

“ Bother Bulkeley!” growled Loveil.

“Well, I've got to go. Wo'll make |
it a shorfer run afterwards, unless you |
fellows would like to get off and leave |
me to it.”

“Oh, rot!” said Newcome.

“We'll come down to Coombe \nthl
you,” said Lovell. “But it's all a catch.
Carthew could have sent that off by .
post, and, anyhow, it doesn't matter '
about bringing back the receipt for his
miserable half-crown. It’s just a
catch to do us in the eye.” E

“I know that.”

Jimmy Silver took his bicycle, which
Raby was holding for him, and the
four chums wheeled the machines
down to-the gates.
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They were all in a mood of great

e‘mﬁ&ﬂﬂk’l\.)()n
+ The wea.t.m was exceptlonally goed
exrnoon, aind they had been

rd to an agreeable excur-
ial extent. Now that
pect was knocked on the

Bub that was not the worst of it

what rankled more deeply was the
Jiowledge that their old enemy of the
th had “done.them in the eye”—
completely, and without any
prospect of Tetaliation.

Even Jimmy Silver, whose face was

generally sunny and sevene, looked
meody and downcast.

Arthur  Edward Lovell breathed
wrath.

The Fistical Four mounted in the
road, and pedalled away towards
Coombe. On the stile in Coombe
Lane a Fourth-Former of Rookwood
was seated, reading the ‘“Holiday
Annual.” It was Teddy Grace, better
known at Rookwood as Putty of the
Fourth. As a new boy at Rookwood,
GxacL had been named Putty because
soft.” Later the Rookwooders
had discovered that Putly was by ne
means so soft as they had supposed,
but the name clung to him.

Putty of the Fourth glanced at the
four frowning cyclists with a cheery

grin.
_ “Hallo, old tops! Going o0 a
funeral?” he called out.

q'm)rt from Lovell.

“This isn't the way

to Bunbury,”
added Putty.

“Weren't you fellows

going bike-pushing to Bunbury this

afternoon?”
Jlmm
achine,

Silver  jumped  off  his
Quite a bright idea had

Oh, come on!”
“Let’s get it over.”
‘Hold on 2 minute!”
“Oh, rof

th “You: 'e not doing anything special
h Wltcmoom Putty?” asked Jimmy

growled Lovell.

Putty grinned.

“¥es, I am. I'm keeping out of Cm‘
thew’s way.”

“What for?”

“I fell on him coming downstairs
just after dinner,” explained Putty.
“Carthew wnuldnc believe that it was
an accident,

“Was xl?“ asked Newcome,

«Hem

Jlmmy Silver laughed.

“¥ want to_give him time to cool
down before I see him again,” said
Putty. “So I've borrowed Morny’s
‘Holiday Annual,’ and I'm spending a
Jjolly afternoon out of gates. Anything
I can do for you?”

Jimmy Silver held up the note and
the half-crown. Once more he ex-
plained Carthew’s device for “muck-
ing up” the afternoon for the chums
of the end study.

“You see, even Carthew couldn’t find
fault with another fellow taking his
message, if you cared to take it,” he
said. “You can read that giddy
‘Annual’ any old time. Carthew’s
particular about receipt  being
taken back, so if you don’t want to see
him—-"

Putty smiled genially.

“Leave it to me,” he said. “T'll buzz
down to Coombe for you, and I'll see
that Carthew gets his receipt. I'm
getting a licking from him, anyhow,
and that won’t make it any worse.”

“Good man!” said Jimmy le\m
gratefully.

“Not at all, old bean.”

The PFistical Four brightened up.
That ride to Bunbury was to come off,
after all; and even Carthew could
scarcely complain, so long as his ad-
vertisement appeared in the local
paper, and the receipt was taken back
to him at once. If he did, Jimmy had
only to appeal to the head prefect. Car-
thew’s real object, certainly, would he
defeated. But he could not very well
explain his real object to George
Bulkeley.

“Leave 1t to me, old beans,” said
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Putty. And the Fistical Four, quite
merry and bright now, left it to Putty
and rode away cheerily, to take the first
turning that led into the Bunbury road.

Putty of the Fourth sat on the stile,
and looked after them with a smiling
face.

He was on chummy terms with the
Fistical Four, and glad to cblige them.
But that had not been his only object
in offering to take Jimmy Silver’s
mission off his hands Putty’s cmef

istic was
practical jokes, and he thought he
could see an opening here with Mark
Carthew as the victim. Jimmy Silver,
in his keenness to get away on his bike
ride, had quite forgotten Putty’s pecu-
liar propensities.

“I wonder—" murmured Putty.

He calmly tore open the envelope and
looked at the contents. There was a
brief message from Carthew to the
printer of the local paper.

g

“Dear Sir,—Please insert the en-
closed advertisement in this week’s
number of the ‘ Coombe Times.” The
earer will pay 2s. 6d., for which, please,
send receipt.

“Yours truly,
“M. CARTHEW.”

There was an enclosure as follows:

“FOR SALE—Enfield bicycle, in ex-
cellent condition. £5, or nearest offer.
Communication, by letter only, to M.
Carthew, School House, Rookwood.”

Putty of the Fourth pondered over
that advertisement, with a pucker of
thought in his brow, and a gleam In
his blue eyes.

Then he took out a fountain-pen.

For some time Putty of the Fourth
was deep in the throes of composition.
He was making a couple of trifling al-
terations in the advertisement.

Then he slipped off the stile and
sauntered away down the leaty lane in
the direction of Coombe.

He did not go at gnce to the printer’s.

ROOKWOOD CALLING!

He dropped in at the post-ofiice, which
was also a stationer’s, and bought an
envelope there. In the new envelopé
he sealed up Carthew’s letter and the
advertisement.

‘Then he strolled along to the office of
the “Coombe Times.”

He found Mr. Oldface there, some-
what grubby and very busy, setting the
type of his paper. The “Coombe
Times” was not one of the larger unaer-
takings in the newspaper world. Its
circulation was limited, and its con-
tents were chiefly advertisements.

The staff consisted of Mr. Oldface
himself and one youth of sixteen.

Putty of the Fourth handed in the
letter and the half-crown. e daly -
impressed upon tha printer Lhat the‘
advertisement must appear that week
without fail, and received an official
receipt for the half-crown.

“I'm setting up the Sale column
now, sir,” said Mr. Oldface. “I'll put
it in at once. It will be all right.
You can tell Master Carthew so.”

“I will,” said Putty.

And he sauntered out of the dusky
little office, and walked back cheerily’
to Rookwood.

A little later Carthew of the smﬂ
hastily put a cigarette out of sight a§
a knock came at his study door.

“Come in!” he snapped.

It was Townsend of the Classical
Fourth who entered. e laid a receip!
on Carthew’s table.

“I've been asked to bring this to you,
Carthew,” he said.

“Wha

“All nght isn’t it?” asked Townsend.
Carthew glared at the receipt. IJ
was ‘“all right,” so far as that wen!
Still, the bully of the Sixth did ng|
seem satisfied.

e
. Young Grace of the Fourthﬁ
“Oh!”
Townsend left the study,
Carthew glaring at the recei
jumped up and called after Townseh

Teaviny
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“Townsend, do you know where
silver is?
*Qut of gates, I think. I heard that
they were goin’ on a jaunt to Bunbury
on their bikes,” answered Townsend.

Carthew turncd back into his study,
picked up the receipt, and jammed it
savagely into his pocket. He realised
that he had not scored over the Fistl-
cal Four so successfully as he had
supposed.  Teddy Grace, apparently,
had relieved Jimmy Silver of his task,
and the Fistical Four had gone off to
Bunbury, after all. Until they came

back they were out of reach of
reprisals. But Carthew put his ash-
plant under his arm, and walked out to

ook for Puity of the Fourth.

But he did not find him.

Putty of the Fourth was ensconced
in a quiet corner of the Head'’s garden,
with Morney’s “Holiday Annual” to
keep him company, and Carthew was
not likely to see him again till roll-call.

CHAPTER 15.
“Bend Over!"

IMMY SILVER & Co. wheeled in
their machines cheerily just a few
minutes before old Mack closed the

chool gates. The chums of the Fourth
ere rather tired and rather dusty,
ut they had enjoyed their spin. They
ad had an excellent tea at Bunbury,
nd a merry spin homeward in the
utumn sunset. So they were feeling
e pleased with themselves and
Angs generally; and they put up their
pikes, and walked cheerily into the

Ouse in time for. Roll.

| Roll was being taken that evening
Y Bulkeley of the Sixth, the captain
ulhe school.  The last fellow to
5 ouarcé,e into Hall was Putty of the
oSSibi He had left 1t till the latest
voig ¢ moment from his desire to
* & meeting with Mark Carthew.

Arthews  oye %
V's eye was upon him the
&‘;}e?‘ he ‘entered Hall; but Putty

Shed a hope of dodging away after
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calling-over, and still keeping the bully
of the Sixth at a safe distance. Putty’s
propensity for practical jokes often in-
troduced an element of excitement into
his career at Rookwood, and dodging
some offended person was by no means
a new experience to him. Falling on
Carthew, in coming downstairs, was
a little incident that required some time
to blow over.,

Bulkeley of the Sixth called the
names, and when the roll was finished
he gave the signal for dismissal. Putty
of the Fourth scudded for the door at
once; but Carthew was already stand-
of the crowd that poured out of Hall

“You can hold on, Grace,” he said,
with a sour grin. “You, too, Silver.
Stay behind!”

Jimmy Silver and Putty stood out
of the crowd that poured out of Hall
Jimmy, who did not think that he had
anything to fear, waited cheerily; but
Putty of the Fourth did not look so
cheerful.  He realised that he was up
against it now.

But Knowles of the Modern Sixth
stopped to speak to Carthew, and Putty
saw his opportunity. He mingled
swiftly with the outgoing crowd. and
vanished, while Carthew’s eye was off
him for the moment.

Jimmy Silver waited. He smiled a
little as Carthew stared round, and
then gave him an inquiring glare.

“Where’s young Grace?”

“I think he went out,” said Jimmy.

“I told him to stay.”

Jimmy Silver made no reply to that.
That was no concern of his. The school
marched out of Hall, and Bulkeley of
the Sixth stopped behind, as he noticed
Jimmy remaining with Oarthew.

“What's the trouble now?” he asked.

“gilver did not take my message to
Coombe, after all, this afternoon,” said
Carthew. “I'm going to give him six.”

Bulkeley frowned at Jimmy.

«This is rather too thick, Siiver,”
he said. “I told you myself to take
Carthew's message to the printer. Why
didn’t you go?”
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“Another feilow took it for me, Bulke-
ley,” explained Jimmy. “The receipt
was brought back to Carthew. It's all
right. I suppose it didn't matter who
took it, s0 long as it was en.”

“I suppose not,” assented Bulkeley.
“Has anything gone wrong with the
meseage, Carthew?”

“Not that I know of,” grunted Car-

hew.
“¥You've got your receipt ail right?”
yas”

*“Then what's the matter?”

“I told Silver to go, and he didn't
ge!” snapped Carthew. “I did not
authorise him to hand over my notc to
another fag.”

Bulkeley compressed his lips.

“So long as the message was deliv-
ared, it didn’t matter a hang whether
Silver handed it over or not,” he said
quietly. “There’s no sense in ptvkmg
faults like this, Carthew.

“I gave him an order,’ » said Carthew.
“If he doesn’t carry out an order, he
takes six.”

“He carried it out, to all intents and
purposes, You’ve got no fault to find.”

“Lock. here, Bulkeley—"

Bulkeley raised his hand.

“The matter's closed. You can cut
off, Silver.”

“Thank you, Bulkeley!”

Jimmy Silver walked cheerily out of
Hall. Carthew watched him go with
an almost lvid face.

“Bulkeley,” he muttered, “do you

think I'm going to stand this?  If |tion.

you keep on interfering between me
rmd the fsgs, I shall put it before Dr.

as soon as you like,” answered
the captain of Rookwood. 1
keep on interfering so long as you keep
on bullying, that’s a certainty. You've
get a down on Silver, and that’s the be-
";nmrg and the end of it. Let him
al
“I warn you-—""

“Oh, that’s enough!” interrupted
Bulkteley, and he walked out of Hall,
teaving Mark Carthew alone.

"The bully of the Sixth hreathed hard

ROORKWOOD CALLING!

and deep. So far fram scmmg O]

Jimmy Silver that afterncon his p

persecution had ended in a snub

himself from the head-prefect.

was nut; an outcome of the affair

\va'lg like] to please Mark Carthew.
cre

for hin
“ounh, and give him his due rewa
for that fall on the staircase. As
was Putty who had rélieved Jim
Silver of his fag duty, there was so
satisfaction in the prospect of gh
him six.

So Carthew proceeded to the Cla
cal Fourth quarters, and looked in
Study 3«0. 3. He %

wu) look for Putty af

H and Tubby Muffin there, b
the fourth member of the study was naf
to be scen.  Carthew scowled in af thy
three juniors.
“Where's Grace?” he demanded.
“T saw him a few minutes ago, €al

thew,” answered ‘Jones minor.
“He, hie, he!” came from Tubl
Mufin,

Carthew glared at the fat Classic:
“What's that cackle about?” he dg
manded, 1
“Oh, nothing!” gasped Tubby.
“Do you know where Grace 8%
b hink he's dodging you, Ca
thew,” stemmered Tubby. “I—I think
he would be waxy if I told yon v:hcm t
for him.”
“Where is he?” roared Carthew.
“I—I don’t think I—T ought to me

“Shut up!” sald Higes,

“Hold your tongme Hig; "
Carthew angrily. “Now ﬁhm Vu A
go on! Where's Grace?”

“I—I think I ought not to mentis
that—that—ihat he was gvo ng over
Mr: Manders’ House-——7>"

“Oh, all zight!”

Carthew left the study and tf
House, to cross over to the Modern si
and continue there his search for Pul
of the Classical Fourt]

ng closed the smdy door rxth

'I'N,x there was a movement



the study table, and Putty of the
Fourth emerged into view.

“Dear old Carthew!” he murmured.
aggow lucky that he never thought of
Jooking under the table!”

“fe, he, he!” chortled Tubby Muffin.

«f thought that fat villain was going
to & .uma!; for o minute!” growled Higgs.
«1 pearly punched him!”

“T,00k 21 re!” exclaimed Tubby indig-
nantly. 'I think I was jolly diplo-
matie. sald I thought I ought not to
mumou Lh;c Putty was going over to
Manders’ House. That was rught, as
Putty wash' t going there—what?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Now he§ ‘gone_rooting round the
Modern side!” said 'I‘ubby, with a fat
eri “That'll kﬂep h\m busy while you
do your prep, Putt;

“Good cld fat man.” said Putty,
iaughin; “Blessed if I ever thought
you were so jelly deep!”

Tubby grinned complacently.

I fancy I'm fairly wide!” he re-
marked.
“You arc!” agrced Pulty, with a

glance at Tubby’s ample circumference.
There was m doubt that Regmald
Mufiin was very wide; physically, at
least.
“Leave it te me to pull the wool over
Carthew’s cyes!” chuckled Tubby, ex-
with himself and his
Carthew’s a silly owl, you

“Is he?” said an unpleasant voice, as
the door opened suddenly.
Oarthew of the Sixth looked in again.
my hat!” ejaculated Putty of
the Fomth
“So you were here all the time!”
grinned Carthew. “I -thought there
fmight be some trick gmng on. SoIm
v silly owl, am T, &
| Tubby Muffin blink cd ab the prefect
n utter dicm“y

0; not at all, Carthew!” he
“I—L “ uldn’t call you a silly
OW] for—for anything! I—I—I'm too
eSpectiull I—1° wouldn't dream of
e,}}{hf' 2 prefect what I thought of him,
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“What!” roared Carthew.

“Honest Injun!” gasped Tubby. “Lots
of the fellows think you're a silly owl,
Carthew, but I keep on telling them
that fellows ain’t always such fools as
they look—— Yarooch!”

!

ack

Tubby roared and dedged away from
the ashplant.

Carthew fixed glinting eyes on
Putty of the Fourth. That teo-humor-
ous youth realised that he was “for it”
now, and he waited for it.

“You fell on me on the staircase after
dinner to-day, Grace,” remarked Car-
thew.

“‘Oh, what a fall was there, my
countrymen!’” murmured Putty.

“ You've been dodging me ever since.”

“You re not always a nice person to

eet, you know, Carthew,” said Putty.

“Bend over!”

“You’re not going to lick a chap for
a little accident like that, Carthew!”
urged Putty.

“Do you give me your word that it
was an accident?”

“Hem!”

“I thought not! Bend over!”

here was no help for it.  Putty of
the Fourth bent over a chair, and the
ashplant rose and fell.

“Six” was a light or a severe punish-
ment, accordlng to how the -strokes
were laid on. Where Carthew was con-
cerned it was generally severe. On this
occasion the bully of the Sixth put un-
usual beef into it

Putty had to “bend over” many a
time and oft; a propensity for practi-

cal jokes often led to such undesirable
results. But bhe had se]dom been
through so painful & “six” as thi:
face was quite pale when 1t was

OV

“I hope that will do you good!” re-
marked Carthew, as the hapless jester
of the Fourth stood wriggling.

«1—1 hope so!” gasped Putty.
“rhanks for your kind wishes, Car-
thew!”

Carthew

“You-took on

smiled grimly,
gilver's fagging job this
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afterncon,” he said.
other six for that, o

“Only 1 should go straight to M.
Dailton if you did!” interrupted Putty
coolly. “Hand them out, if you like!”

Carthew did not scem to hear that
remark.

“You seem to be fond of fagging,”
he said. “T'll see that you have plenty
to keep you busy for some time, with-
out taking on other fags’ jobs! That's

“r'd give you an-
nly——""

Ahd Carthew tucked his ashplant
under his arm. and left the study.

Putty sat down to prep, but jumped
up again rather quickly. That evening
Putty of the Fourth did his prep stand-
ing.

CHAPTER 16,

No Trade!
RTHUR EDWARD LOVELL
A whistled.
“You fellows seen this?”

he
asked.

It was a few days later.

The Fistical Four of the Fourth were
adorning one of the old oaken benches
under the beech trees, and Lovell was
looking through the latest issue of the
“Coombe Times.

Lovell, as secretary and treasurer of
the Junior Football Club, kept an eye
on the advertisement columns of the
local paper. with a view fo bargains
in the line of sports requisites. That
was how he chanced on a rather sur-
prising advertisement.

“What is it?" asked Jimmy Siver
lazily.

“Carthe\vs seiling his bike.”

‘Let him

“He’s oﬁermg it for ten bob,” s
Lovell.

“Must be an ass!" sald Newcome.
“Why. it’s a ripping Enfield! I've seen
it often enough. It’s worth ten
pounds!”

“It's a jolly good bike!” said Raby
“Carthew must be frightfully hard up
}i hes offering to let it go for ten shil-
ings

ROCKWOOD CALLING!

Lovell looked thoughuul
“Well, there it is!” he
thew must be an ass!

va if he
doesn't want the bike for his own use,
it would feich a great deal more than
that if he wants to sell it. Lots of,
fellows hc.e would give him a fiver]
for it, at 1
"Emss;d if 1 understand it}” said]
immy. “Let’s look!”

‘The juniors read the advertisementy
t was plain enough.

“FOR SALE—Enfeld bicycle, in exal
cellent condition. Ten shillings, o
nearest offer. Call personally only ta
M. Carthew, School House, Rockwood.”

“That must be the advertiscmen
Carthew wanted me to take ,down to thd
printer’s the other dav,” romarke
Jimmy %nver
That's it!” 1
“Weil, hes an ass. The bike’s worthy
five pounds, I should think, second
and-- —unvhow, lots of fellows would

e or fou ]
“Tha ts 50,” asscm.ed Lovell. “Now
I think this is where I come in.”
Jimmy Silver shook his head.
“[he jigger's no good to yon,”
said.  “Size’s too big!”
“I know that. ass! But I coul
it agaih,” explained Lovell. "If Ca
thew chooses to sell a first-class jiggd
like that for ten shillings, it’s his ow
funeral! I could easily sell it again fi
ive pounds or more the same day.

don’t mean that I'm after a profit pe i
sonally. But it would raise some fung in

for our club—see? TI'll buy it with t
bob from  the club money, and
praﬁL will go to swell our funds.
can do with some new goalposts!”
Jimmy Silver & Co. looked dubio
Epeculating with the club funds

d io W a clear pmﬁt of 8
without risk.  Neverthel
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ward Lovell determined. Only oppost-
tion was neceded to confirm him in any
opinion.

“That’s what I'm going to do!” he
announced.

& on't do,” said Jimmy Silver de-
cidedly. “But I tell you what—we’ll
puy the bike with ten bob of our own
money, and sell it again, and present
the profit to the club.”

“Where's the difference?” demanded
Lovell.

“Well, there is a difference, old chap,
whether you can see it or not. But I
can’t belicve that this is genuine.” said
Jimmy. “Carthew must have had an
accident with his bike, if he’s offering
to sell it for ten bob! The lamp alone
is worth that.”

“Let’'s have a look at it,” suggested
Raby. “We can see it in the bike shed.”

“Good!”

The Fistical Four left the oaken
bench and strolied round to the bike
shed.  There, among innumerable
machines. they found Carthew’s Enfield
on its stand.

Apparently Carthew had not had an
accident with it. The machine was. as
the advertisement stated, in excellent
condition. It was undoubtedly a good
bike, and Carthew had taken care of i
It was well worth five pounds of any-
body’s money second-hand.

“Looks all right!” said Raby.

“My bat! It does!” said Jimmy
Silver, greatly puzzled. “Carthew
needn't have spent money on advertis-
ing if he wanted to sell that jigger for
ten bob, Any fellow at Rookwood
Would have taken it off his hands at
that price!”

“Yes, rather!”
“Well, we happen to have seen the
. “I don’t suppose
there’s another copy of the ‘Coombe
mes® in the school—it’s not a paper
the fellows would read, except when
ere’s a report of a First Eleven match
it. We're not missing this. I'm go-
to see Carthew about it at once.
he’s fool enough to sell that jigger
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for ten bob I'm the chap that's going to
bag it!"”

And Arthur Edward Lovell walked
out of the bike shed, eager to strike the
iron while it was hot and secure that
wonderful bargain while it was still
going.

Relations were very strained between
the Fistical Four and Carthew of the
sixth. Generally, they avoided his
study with sedulous care. But this was
a matter of business, and Arthur Ed-
ward Lovell marched into the Sixth
Form passage with cheery confidence,
and tapped at Carthew’s door.

Carthew was there, and he' scowled
at Lovell as the junior entered. Knowles
of the Modern Sixth was with him, and
Lovell did not fail to detect a scent of
cigarette smoke in the study—though
no cigarettes were visible.

“Well, what do you want?”
Carthew. =

“Your bike,” answered Lovell with &

asked

in.

Carthew stared, and then his face re-
laxed its expression. On a business
matter he was prepared ta be civil. The
Enfield was well worth five pounds. but
buying and selling are different mat-
ters, and Carthew was well aware that
he might have to let the machine go
below its value. If this junior was pre-
pared to take it off his hands for five

unds, Carthew was prepared to meet
him half-way, and with great civility.
As he had not seen the “Coombe
Times,” Carthew had, of course, no sus-
picion of the trifling alteration that
had been made in his advertisement.
Certainly it never occurred to him that
Lovell had come there to buy his valu-
able bike for ten shillings.

«“Oh, you've seen my advertisement?”
he said quite genially.

“That’s it,” said Lovell. “I've got
the paper in my pocket. You needn’t
have paid for that advertisement, Car-
thew—I'd have taken the bike off your
hands if you'd told me.”

“Well, I couldn’t guess that, could
1?” said Carthew with a smile. “You've
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ot a jigger of your own. haven’t
you?”

“Qh, yes!”

“What the thump is
Sixth-Former's bike to
asked Know]es with a
can't ride it.

Lovell smiled cheerily.

“Never mind whether I can ride it or
fot,” he answered. “I'm going to buy
it, and that's near enough.”

“Quite,” said Carthew. “T!
course, if youve got the m
not. selling things to a fag en tick.”

“I'm not «A.Skln" ior tick—spot cashi”

“All serene, then.”

Lovell was quite elated. Why Car-
thew should have advertised that hand-
some bike for sale for ten shillings was
& mystery to him. He could not help
entertalning a fear that at. the last
moment,

the use of a
you, Lovell

stare. “You

at is, of

plekse'( to fud Carthew opcn to do
business.

“It’'s a_go, then, Carthe said
Lovell. “Youw'd better draw a re-
ceipt—that’s business-like—and Il go
and take the machine off the stand.
Here's ten bob.”

Lovell drew a ten-shiiling
his pocket

Carthew stared at it.

‘The genial look faded from his face
at once.

“Youre offering me ten bob?” he
said

“Yes.”

“For my Enfield bike?”

“That’s it,” said Lovell.

Knowles burst into a chuckle. Car-
thew did not chuckle; he rose to his
feet with a scowl on his face.

Neither of the senicrs had the slight-
est doubt that this was a jape—that
Lovell had come to the study to pull
Carthew’s leg over the sale of his bike.

he coffer of ten shillings, when Car-
thew knew that he had advertised the
bike for sale at five pounds, could
ft'§§5°ly be lcoked on in any other

Carthew of the Sixth was not exactly

note from

RCOXWCOD CALLING!

m|you going to do with that cane, Car

the fellow fo be jested with this,
He picked up a cane smd swnpcd be:
tween Lovell and the doo &
“Jolly funny, no doubt, 3 k‘e remarked.
Lovell sf ab hi
“I don’t see anyt;
hie said. “I'm offe:
for your bike.”
“Ha, ha, ha!” rnw.‘ed Knowles. i
anything to chortle;
vildercd Lovell. “Here’s
the ten bob—spot cash! Wha-a-at are

g funny in it,”.
g you ten shillings

the we”
“I'm going to lay it round a cheeky
young scoundrel.” answered Carthew.
And he proceeded to suit the action to
the word without delay.
hack, whack, whack!

“Oh!” roared Lov “Ow! M}
hat!” He dodged frantically round the
study table, Carthew pursuing hi

with the lashing cane, “¥ou silly as:
—ow! You beastly bully—yooop! Don’l
you want to sell your rotten bike:
varooooooh!"
ack, whack, whack, \\ha(,k'

“Oh crikey! Ow! Ov

Lovell reached the door and fled inf
the passage. A last hefty swipe of t]
cone caught him as he went, anj
Lovell's yell echoed through the Sixt]
Form passage from end to end.

Then v

Whetlh ‘
five pcunds or ten !
tain now that Arthur Edward Lovell «

would not be the purchaser. He
fed-up with business dealings with Cj
thew of the Sixth.

CHAPTER 17,
Mad as a Hatter}

HAT—-" , 1
J “Which——""
b‘ “What the thump— .

“Ow! Ow! Groogh! Mogh! Qoo

gurgled Lovell. “He’s mad~mud
hati Onh, dear!”
Jimmy Silver and Raby and it

come simply bliniked at Lovell.
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hed waited in the changing-room for
pim to return from his visit to Car-
thew’s study. Whether he would r

furn the happy possessor of an Enfl
e, secured at a great bargain, they

felt rather doubtful. But certainly
they had not expected him to return
like this.

Lovell came into the room wriggling

and writhing and mumbling, breathless

with anguish and fury.

“What on earth’s happened?”
ed Jimmy Silver in amazement. _
ow-Ow-ow!"”

“Had a row with Carthew?” asked
Newcome,

“Mo00000000h!”

“Blessed if I'see what there was to
row about!” exclaimed Raby. “I sup-
pose even that bully could be civil when
he’s selling a bike.”

“Ow, ow! My hat! Il make him
sit up for it!” gasped Lovell. “The
beastly bully, pitching into a chap for
nothing!”

“What’s happened?”
Silver impatiently.

Lovell spluttered.

“He wouldn't take my ten bob. He
was_civil enough at first—leading me
on, I suppose, while he got between me
nd the door. Then all of a sudden
he began swiping with his cane.”
“Did you cheek him?” asked Raby.
“No!” roared Lovell.

“Then what does he mean by it?”

I don't know—unless he's mag! I
uppose he’s potty!” howled Lovell, “I
now I jolly well shan't buy his bike

yelled Jimmy

Jimmy Silver whistled. He was quite
prised by the occurrence. Unless
@rthew was out of his senses, there
ally seemed no accounting for it.
d offered the bike for sale, and there
S no reason why thur Edward
an should not turn up as a pur-
T
k‘\Ntll, it’s jolly queer!” said the cap-
of the Fourth. “I suppose Carthew
Uts to sell the bike, as he’s advertis-
it for sale. Of course, he’s down
nally, but T don’t see—"

“That's got nothing to do with a
business matter,” said Newcome.

“Nothing at all,” agreed Jimmy.
brute can’t keep his
beastly temper!”

“Ow, ow, ow!” groaned Lovell. “I've
a jolly good mind to go to Mr. Dalton
about this!

1d | suppose

ex-

Jimmy wrinkled his brows. It was
true that Carthew was a bully, and that
he had a special dislike for the Fistical
Four. But it was really very odd that
even Carthew should have broken out
like this. Apparently from sheer ill-
temper he had driven away a purchaser
of the bike he had offered for sale.

“Tt beats me,” said Jimmy. “Any-
how, were done with the thing. Car-
thew can keep his silly old bike!”

There was a tap at the half-open
door of the end study, ana a cheery
junior came in. It was Teddy Grace,
otherwise known as -Putty of the
Fourth, Putty’s cheery face wore &
bright smile.

“You fellows seen the local paper?”
he asked.

“Yes—we've  got it here” sald
Jimmy.

“Good! I want to look at it,” said
Putty. “I've been over to Rookham,

and got back only just in time for
lock-up—too late to get the paper, and
I want to see it particularly.”

He glanced down the advertisement
columns, and chuckled.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Is that Carthew’s advertisement
you're looking at?” asked Raby.

“Ha, ha! Yes.” Putty of the Fourth
carefully closed the door of the end
study. “I can tell you fellows—yow'll
keep it dark. Of course, it will have to
be kept dark—it’s rather risky pulling
a prefect’s 1eg —especially Carthew’s.”
“What the thum =
“TN tell you You remember Car-
thew sent you to the printer’s with an
advertisement about selling his bike,
last Wednesday, Jimmy. I took it off
your hands, as you were going to
Bunbury.”

“T remember,” said Jimmy Silver.
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“I'd been having some trouble with
Carthew, and I got a bright idea for
making him sit up,” continued Putty
hrightly. “I altered the advertisement
before I took it in”

“What?”

“You see, Carthew offering his
bike for five

“Five pounds!” repeated Jimmy.

“Yes, and put in cominunications
by letter only’ Of course, he didn’t
want people calling here about his old
bike, perhaps during classes, too. His
idea was to fix up appointments to
show it to a buy

‘The Fistical Foux stared at Putty.

The expressioy on Arthur Edward
Lovell’s face was really startling. He
was beginning to understand.

“Catch on?” continued Putty, still
merry and bright, and quite failing to
note Lovell's expression. “I altered the
five pounds to ten smlhngs and put in
‘call_personally only.’ Here it is, in

was

the paper.”
“You—you—-—" gasped Lovell.
“Bright idea, wasn't it?” grinned
Putty. “You see, lots of readers of

that paper will see the advertisement,
and their will be a regular mob after
an bike for ten bob. And
they're told to call personally They'll
come all right. While Carthew is in
class with the Sixth to-morrow, very
l)Per C'lLCh on? Ha, ha, hal”

my Silver and Raby and New-
come stared open-mouthed at the
practical joker of Rookwood.

They comprehended now.

That surprising advertisement was
quite explained—and so was Carthew’s
amazing conduct. Having—as he sup-
posed—advertised his bike for sale at
five pounds no wonder he was enraged
when a junior dropped in to offer him
ten shillings for it. No wonder Carthew
had supposed that it was a “rag” on
the part of the junmiors, and had re-

arded Lovell with the ashplant.

“So—so—so that’s it!” stuttered
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Fourth, beaming with glee. “No end
of a catch on Carthew—what?”

“You silly ass!” roared Lovell.
CER9"

“You howling duru; i
“Hallo! What's biting yor
asked Putty, in astcmsnmmt
you think it’s no end of a jest on Car-
thew? Think of people coming here to
see him in class—and Carthew not
being able to make head or tail of it
when they offer him ten bob——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Raby. “You
silly ass, I suppose it never occurred |
to you that some Rooiwood chaps
would see that advertisement, and
would take it as genuine.”

Putty started.

“You don't mean-—"
silly ass!” howled Lovell,
Jumping up. “You funny chump! I've
been to Carthew, through that fat:
headed jape of yours, and offered him
ten bob for his bieycle.”

“You have!” yelled Putty.

“Yes, 1 havc\ you blithering funn;
bandersnaich !” 4

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Putty. “ Wh:
did Carthew do?”

“He thought it was a rag—I can s
now why he thought so. He pitch
into me—-"

“Pitched into you?”
‘;Yes—~wh'1ckcd me right and I
and—

“Oh, my hat!”

“And booted me out of his study
roared Lovell.

““Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Putty.

“You think it's a laughing matt
bawled Lovell.

Apparently Putty did. He
yelled with merriment.

“Oh, dear!” he gasped.

, Lovell?”
“Don’t

Sin

“I n

thought any Rookwood chap woul 8¢
caught—never thought about thaj p\,
all. Fancy you, Lovell! Ha, ha n

Perhaps it was funny. Putty @ K,
dently thought it was funny; Sy

Jimmy Siltver, Raby and Newcome
beginning to see the funny side
Not so Arthur Edward Lovell! T

aby.
“That’s it!” grinned Putty of the

still aching and paining frox
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#nd whirling experiences with Carthew.
The humour of situation was
utterly lost on Lovell; and Putty’s yell
of laughter was the last straw.

Arvthur Edward Lovell made a jump
for Putty of the Fourth, catching up a
bulky cushion as he jumped.

Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Putty. ‘“You
must have been surprised! Ha, ha——
Yah—oh! Yoooop! Wharrer you at?
Oh, my hat!”

Swipe, swipe, swipe!

Putty’s merriment came to a sudden
end as Arthur Edward Lovell swiped
him right and left with the cushion.

Putty spun doorwards—still yelling,
but not with laughter. His yells now
were yells of anguish.

“You silly ass! Yoop! Keep off!
Gerrooogh! Oh my hat! Why, byt
punch you—— ¥aro0o0ooh—-

Crash!

A hefty swipe with the cushion sent
Putty of the Fourth spinning into the
passage. He collapsed there in a breath-
less heap, still yelling—and still not
with merriment.

“Hold on, Lovell!” gasped Jimmy
Silve:

But Lovell dil not hold on. He was
full of aches and pains that he owed to
Putty’s misdirected seuse of humour.
He was quite keen to give Putty his
share of pains and aches, and he did
—with energy.

He rushed after the sprawling Putty,
still “smiting with the cushion. The
thwacks of the cushion and the
yells of the hapless Putty rang through
the Fourth Form passage.

Whack! Whack! Whack! Bump!

“Oh! Ow! Yaroooh! Gerroff! Keep
him off! Oh crumbs!”

Putty of the Fourth scrambled up
Scmehow and  fled. ovell, unap-
beased, pursued him along the passage,
Smiting franticaily with the cushion.
He did not stop till Putty bolted into
Study No. 2 like a rabbit into a burrow,
and slammed and locked the door.

Then Lovell returned breathlessly to
the end study. He was breathless, but
B was feeling better.
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CHAPTER 18,
The Third Form Syndicate!
LGY SILVER of the Third Form
A at Rookwood came into the
Form room with a crumpled
paper under bis arm and a cheery grin
on his face. Prep in the Third Form
room was over; Mr. Bohun, the master
of the Third, had finished with his
Form for that evening. After prep the
fags had the room {o themselves until
nine o’clock; they preferred it to the
Junior Cummon -room, where they were
in awe of the Fourth and the Shell.
Generally. after prep, there was plenty
of noise going on in the fags’ quarters
—the Rookwood Third had no idea at
all of the repose that stamps the caste
of Vere de Vere. The present evening
was not an exception—there was plenty
of noise going on, when Jimmy Silver’s
fag cousin strolled i
Stacey and Wegg ‘and Hawes were
“buzzing ™
Lovell minor was arguing with Grant
at the top of his voice, and Grant was
arguing with Lovell minar with all the
power of his Jungs. Pipkin and Lucas
and Wylie were gathered round the -
fire, cooking herrings for a fag supper
or perhaps scorching them would be
correct. There was & scent of
rrings, and a smell of burning, and
an aroma from Pipkin’s boots, which
hz\d been too neer the fire
Algy Silver locked round the noisy
Form-room, and sign=d to Lovell minor
and Grant. His lock and gesture in-
dicated that something was “en,” and
the two fags ceased their argument,
and joined him in a corner. .
“What’s up?” asked Lovell minor.
“A chance for us!” said Algy im-
pressively. “Enhel of you fellows got
ten shillings?”
“Ive got sixpence,”
minor.
“I've got half-a-crown,” said Grant,
“ And I'm keeping it,” he added, as a
afterthought.
Algy frowned.
‘I tell you this is a chance for

said Lovell

inkballs at one another. |
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young Grant,” he said. “If you wan{ to
keep out of it, keep out, and be blowed
to you! If you want a chante of turning
your half crown into a quid, say the
word.”

“A quid!” gasped Grant,

“Or perhaps thirty bob,” said Algy.

“Gammon!”

“Look hel young Grant——

“What's the me?” asked Teddy
Lovell. “Give it a name, Algy! If it’s
a sweep, you can leave me out.”

“And me!” sald Grant.

“It’s not a sweep. Look here!” Algy
held up the crumpled paper. “You
know I went to see my cousin Jimmy
in the Fourth, to see whether I could
raise ‘a few bobs from him. Well,
Jimmy’s gone over to Manders’ House,
to jaw about the football with Tommy
Dodd—so Rawson told me. His pals
have gone with him, and fhere was
nobody in the end study.”

“What about it?”

“I'm coming to that. It was no good
‘waiting for Jimmy—you know what he
is when he gets going on football-jaw.
He womr't be back till dorm most likely.
Buat this paper was lying on the study
table, and I had a look at it while T
was waiting, before I asked Rawson
where the silly chumps were.”

“The *Coombe Times,’” said Lovell
minor. “I believe that's my major’s
paper—I saw him with it

“Very Hkely—TI've only borrowed it to
show you chaps,” said Algy Silver. “I
suppose a fellow can look at the ad-
vertisements in your major’s paper,
can’t he, young Lovell?”

“What the thump do you want to
look at the advertisements for?” de-
manded Lovell minor. “Lots of bosh!”

“There’s an advertisement here from
Rookwood,” said Algy> “Carthew of the

Sixth is advertising his bike for sale,
for ten shillings.”
“Phew! Must be an ass! It's worth
unds.”

“I dare say he's hard up!” grinned
‘Algy. “You know Carthew — banker
d nap in the study, and always two
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or three TOU’s knocking abouf among
the Sixth and Fifth. I dare say he's
in a hole for money.

The fags chuckled.

Apparently the young rascals of the
Third knew more about Mark Car-
thew’s manners and customs, than the
prefect dreamed of suspecting.

“Anyhow, there it is,” went on Silver
II. “Now, you've seen thai bike—a
ripping Enﬁold with three-speed gear,
and in jolly yuod condition, just as
Carthew says in the advert. He’s a
howling ass to sell it for ten bob; but
that's his own business. Of course, we
couldn’t ride Carthew’s size in bikes—
but if we wheeled it over to Rookham,
a cealer would easily give four or five
pounds for it.”

“Why doesn’'t Carthew, then?” asked
Grant.

“Blessed if I know—silly ass, I sup-
pose. Anyhow, look at the advert, and
you'll see it's offercd for ten bob.

Grant and Lovell minor looked, and
were convinced. There was no doubt-
ing plain print.

“I've tol? you,” resumed Algy Silver,
“that this is a chance for us. I'm let-
ting you fellows into it because you're
pals of mine.
bol now, as it happens.
course, Carthew will expect cash.”

The three fags looked at one another.;
Their faces were growing eager. A
chance of bagging a handsome bicycle:
for ten shillings, to be sold the next
half-holiday for four or five poun
was the chance of a lifetime.

the comrades of the Third.
a more extensive and more profitable
operation than “swopping” postages
stamps and white rabbits.

that looks all right,” said
f we can make up ten boly

Grant.
among
“You've got half-a-crown,” said Alg;
“I've got two shillings.”
“I've got sixpence,” said Love
“That makes up bo five bob.”
“Five bob isa’t enough.”
Grant looked thuughttu\
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«yp says ten shillings, or nearest
offer,” he remarked. “If we're first in
ﬂwe crld and offor five shillings cash

/pr Silver shook his head.

“The bike’s worth pounds,” he said.

-Carthew’s a fool to let it go for ten

pob. We don’t want to mk losing it
py uffering too little We shall have to
take some other fellows into it.”

“That means whacking out
pmﬂt’ said Grant reluctantly.

“But we've got to get hold of the
bike—that's the first 1hing. We can’t
raise the monev by oul%lve& We shall
haye to flx up a syndxcate

“A—a—a what?”

Lovell minor and Grant looked at
Algy Silver with something like awe.
The word syndicate was impressive—
all the more because the fags did not
qu|t° know what it meant.

lgy smiled the smile of superior
kno\ sledge. He knew all sbout finan-

cial syndicates. He had once read a

ovel in which a financial syndicate
ﬂgmed and he fancied that there was
not much left for him to learn on that
subject.

“A syndicate!” he sald. “They have
thera in the City, you know—Ilot of
fellows get together, and pool their
spondulics, and they whack out the
profits according to the amount of
xbmo they put up. See?”

see. Then we're a syndicate,” said
Lovell minor.

“We are!” assented Silver II “But
we've got to let some rcore into it.
We've got to raise capital.”

Algy Silver glanced over the fags in
the Form-room, debating in his mind
which should be the lucky fellows to
be admitted into the syndicate. By this
time the confabulations in the corner
had drawn a ~good many curious
glances towards the three. The rest
Of the Third realised that something
Was

the

s on
2 Pxpsml * called out Algy. “You teo,

TLe two fags named came over to
| the corner,
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“What's the game?” asked Pipkin,

“Have you got anv money?”

“Not to lend,” said Pipkin promptly.

“Don’t be a young ass, Pippy!. Have
you got any money, or haven't you got
any meney?” asked Silver II severely.
“If you haven’t, you can clear. You
can’t come into this syndicate without
any moncy to put up.”

bads & -7 vhat?” ejaculated Pipkin,

“Syud.cme,” said A:g; ver, with
studied carelessness. Pipkin and Wylie
\wre du]J 1mpxe&

e got @ shilling,” said Pipkin.
“ So have 1,” said Wylie. But

vh

“Tb'n would make seven!” said Algy
Silver thoughtfully. “Well let these
two chaps into the syndicate.”

“Good ? said Lovell Minor.
how—-

“T say, Wegg,” called cut Algy Silver.
“Come over here a minute, old chap!”

Wegg of the Third came over.
Wegg was rather a big fellow, and he
called himself captain of the Third.

By this time there was keen curi-
osity in the Third. Several fags
drifted over towards the corner,
anxious to know what the mysterious
confabulation was about. But Algy
silver had no intention of letting out
the valuable secret. This chance of
a lifetime was to be reserved for the
members of the syndicate — other
fellews were not to be given a chance
of butting in.

“You kids clear off,” called out
“This is private—strictly pri-

“Bub

“Rot!” said Smithson.

“Wegg, old man, kick Smithson, will
)ou? We want you in this, but Smith-
son’s out of it.” o

Wegg cheerfully kicked Smithson,
and that youth retreated with a howl
The other curious observers backed

off.

Privacy having been restored, Silver
II. proceeded to explain the matter to
Wegg
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Wegg listened, and looked at the ad-
vertisement, and nodded.

“Looks a goed thing!” he com-
mented. “Carthew must be off his dot
to sell that bike for ten shillings. I
cleaned it for him the other day—
it’s a ripping bike.”

“That’'s where we come in” said
Algy. “If Carthew’s off his dot
that’s his own bizney. We shall make
pounds on this”

“Have got three
Wegg?” asked Teddy Lovell

Wegg of the- Third went through
his pockets He produced two shillings,
a sixpence, a threepenny piece, and
three pemnies

“That does it!”
great satisfaction.

“Good egg!”

“Shove the money on this desk, and
Jet’s count it, and I'l make up a list
of shareholders,” said Algy.

The word shareholders was impres-
_sive—almost as impressive as syndi-
cate. With serious faces the six fags
pooled their financial resources on the
desk—quite a remarkable variety of
coins. Lovell minor was the smallest
shareholder—his contribution was six-
pence, in pennies. and on examination
it turned out that one of the pennies
was & French penny. But after some
discussion it was agreed that Carthew
of the Sixth would not be likely to
notice that French penny, among such
a heap of small currency.

“We've got the money now,” said
Algy Silver, when he had made up
the lst of shareholders in the syndi-
cate, with the subscribed amounts
ticked off against each name. “Now
about dividing the profits.”

“Equal whacks all round, when we
gell the bike.” said Lovell minor.

Five separate and distinct glares
were turned on Lovell minor.

“ Cheek!”

“Look here—"

“Do you think you’re going to hag
as much for your measly tanner as I
get on three bob?”

shillings,

said Algy, with
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“Chuck it!1” 3

“Equal whacks is the rule in a
syndicate,” insisted Lovell minor.

“Bosh!™

“Cut it out!”

“Youwre in a minority, Lovell
minor,” said Algy. “Shareholders
whack out profits according to the

amounts of their subscriptions.”

“That’s all very well” said Lovell
minor warmly . “But—" :
“There ought to be something extra

for the biggest shareholder,” suggested
Wegg thoughtfully. “My idea is that
1 should take half the profits, and you
fellows whack out the other half”
“Cheese it!”

“That won’t do,” said Algy Silver

decidedly. ** We calculate according to
sixpenny shares. Lovell minor takes
one share. Pipkin and Wylie take

two each, for their bobs. ~And so on.”
“That’s fair!” said Pipkin.
“Only the chairman of the syndi-
cate takes a double share,” added Algy

Silver hastily. “As the originator of |
the idea, I'm chairman of the syndi-
cate—"

“Rot!”

“Think again!”

“Can it!” ]

“Now. look here!” said Algy hotly.

“I've put you fellows up to this. I've
had all the trouble of forming &
financial syndicate.”

w ow !

“Rats!

There was a hot argument amo
the members of the Third Form sy
dicate. Matters looked rather serious
Wegg introduced a knobby set
knuckles into the discussion. and Al
Silver picked up a ruler. But Granb
poured oil ‘on the troubled waters,
pointing out that if they talked mu
longer it would be bed-time and
late for the financial operation to
carried out that evening at all.

“And to-morrow Carthew may
a lot of offers for that bike.”
the cautious Scottish fag. “Boum
at that price!” i

o

]
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«That’s so,” sald Algy. “Just like
you fellows to waste time jawing and
haggling about money and lose the
chance of a lifetime! Lock here!
we'll decide about dividing the profits
uftcrwa-rd.s We haven't got the bike

re' ‘was general assent to that.
The members of the Third Form syn:
dicate realised that they were rather
following the example of the hunters
who divided the lion’s skin before the
lion was caught. The first and most
important step evidently was to be-
come the legal possessors of Mark
Carthew’s bike.

Algy jumped up.

“Come on!” he sald. -“Well sce
Carthew at once before anybody else
can butt in"”

“Good!”

And the members of the syndicate

hurried out of the Form-room in
search of Carthew of the Sixth.

CHAPTER 19,
Dectined Without Thanks!
ARK CARTHEW of the Sixih
M Form was in the prefects’

He was chatting with Prampton of
the Sixth. a Modern senior. Framp-
ton had come over to see Carthew on
a matter very important to the two of
them. Most of the Classical prefects
were in the room. including Bulkeley.
the captain of Rookwood—for v.hlch
reason Carthew and Frampton
ta'king in low tones in a quiet aXcove
Their subject of discussion was not
one tha: they could let Bulkeley hear
abeut.

“Monday will be in time!” Frampton
Was saying. “I've seen old Hook, and
he will put the money on for us on
Monday. It looks like 2 good thing,

arthew.”

w. The very best.” agreed Carthew.

From what I've been able to get hold

> &

Of, Sweet Lavender is bound to wi:
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“We can get three to onc against
now,” said Frampton. “Hook thinks
we shall get the same odds on Monday.
I'm goin’ in to the tune of three
pounds.”

Carthew smiled.

“I'm hopin’ to put up a fiver,” he

I wish 1 had flvers to
threw about!” said the sportsman of
the Modern Sixth.

“I'm selln’ my bike,” explained Car-
thew. “I shan’t want it any more
is year, enyhow. I expect to get five
quids on it. Anyhow, I shan't let 1t
go under four-ten. And every quid X
get on it is going on Sweet Lavender
for the two o’clock on Wednesday at
Rookham.”

“Well, you're a plungﬁr‘ old man,”
said Frampton admiringly

Carthew looked complacent. The

lack sheep of the Classical Sixth
liked to fancy himself as a plunger.

Bulkeley’s voice was heard just then.

“Hallo! What do you fags want
here?”

Carthew and Frampton glanced
round. Six fags of the Third Form

were looking ‘in at the door of the
prefects’ room rather nervously. Fags
were not supposed to enter that im-
portant apartment unless on messages
for prefects or masters.

“We—we hear that Carthew's here,”
said Algy Silver “We want to speak
to Carthew, Bulkeley. if you don’t
mind.”

“Speak to him, then” said Bulke-
ley. with a smile. “There he is. over
in the corner.”

Thus encouraged. Algy Silver & Co.
entered the prefects' room.

Carthew stared at them.

He wondered what the fags wanted.
Certainly he had no suspicion that this
was a financial syndicate.

F‘ramp&m rose from his chair with

;. “We“ I've got'to get back to my
House,” he said “IIl leave you with
your friends, Carthew.”
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“Oh, don't

Frampton walked out of the prefects’
room, and Carthew sat‘and eyed the
half-dozen fags as they came across to
him. His 100k was not pleasant. He
was still feeling the annoyance of the
supposed “rag ¥ on the subject of his
bicycle.

Carthew had not taken the trouble
to get a copy of the local paper to
Icok at his advertisement in it. He
knew that the advertisement would be
there. Naturally, it never occurred to
him that the advertisement had been
altered in transit to the newspaper-
office by the misdirected humour of
Putty of the Fourth., He supposed
that his bike was advertised for sale
at five pounds. That it actually was
advertised for sale at ten shillings was
not likely to occur to his

Lovell’s offer of ten shillings he had
“taken as a “rag " concerted among the
Juniors to worry him. He hardly
thought that fags of the Third would
venture into foining in such a rag on
a prefect.  Still, he would not have
been surprised if It proved to be so
when he recognised Jimmy Silver’s
cousin ,and Arthur Edward Lovell’s
young brother in the party

So Mark Carthew was quite prepared
for drastic measures if these fags
proved to be ragging.

Algy Silver and his comrades ceame
over to where Carthew was sitting in
the alcove. They noticed that he was
ub there was nothing un-

usual in that. The bully of the Sixth
scowled much oftener than he smiled.

“Well,” <nam)“d Carthew, “what do

be an assl” said Carthew.

you wan
“It's all right, Carthew,” Algy
Silver hostened to assure him.  “We

have heard that youre selling your
bike.”
Carthcu 's tecth came hard together.
“We've seen the advertisement in
the ‘Coombe Times,’ you know,” said
Lovell minor.
“So youre in it,
Carthew

are
unmnas:mtly.

you?” said
“I  suppose
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your ma]or put you up to this, young

“x
as Algy's idea.

“Your idea1 “what?” said Carthew,
ﬁxhw his eyes upon Silver IL

Yes,” said Algy Sliver brightly.
“We want the bike, Carthew. I
couldn’t raise the money personally, so
we've formed a syndicate.”

“A what?” ejaculated Carthew.

“A syndicate We're going Co. to
buy your mxe, lf youll sell it to us,”
explained

Carthew hnd half-risen to put into
force the drastic measures he
ready. But he sat down again now.
If six fags had combined their re-
sources to purchase the bike, it was
possible that this was not, after all, a'|
rag—possible that they were going to.
offer him the advertised price. He
declded to give them a chance, at least.

“Oh, you're a syndicate, are you?”
be said, with a grin. “Well, you can
have the bike if 5ou can pay for it.
I don t car s 11"
of a Sixth-
little asses?”
f the Sixth, who was

“0‘11 no,” said Lovell minor.

ke
asked Ncunc
looking on.

“Well, we want it,” said Algy Silver.
“We're ready to pay for it, Cnrthcw

and we've got the money her

“Shell out, then!” said Carthew
laconically.

Algy Silver proceeded to shell out.

“Here you are

Carthew was qule good-humoure:
now. There was & rattle and a cli
of colns as Algy sorted the funds
the syndicate out of his trouse;
pocket.

“We shall want a receipt, you know,
sald Grant cautiously.

“That's all right, Carthew will gi
us a receipt, of course,” said
Silver. “Here you are, Carthew!”

A grubby fist, crammed with coin;
most of small denominations—wi
held out. Carthew received the mon:

in his palm,
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2 stared at it.

Tne brief good-humour faded from
nis face. It was a “rag” after all—so
i scemed to Carthew, at least.

“Whnat's

this?” he asked, In =
grmdmg voice.
Ten shmmgﬂ" gaid Algy Silver

“Now the bike's ours!” sald Lovell
THIOT.

Carthew looked abt the fags for onc
xpressive moment. Then he quite
irprised them. He lifted his hand
and hurled the handful of small silver
and coppers at the syndicate.

“¥ou young sweeps-——” he roared.
“Oh, my hat

“Owi?

« What—-"

Carthew jumped up. Algy Silver and
Lovell minor were neerest to him, and
he selzed those two hapless youths by
\hc collaxs

o “fiendish yells reng through the
prefects’ room, as Algy’s and Lovell
minor’s heads came together with a
resounding concussion.

“Oh! Ow!”

“¥Yarcooh!”
“What—-" gasped. Pipkin.
“Look here—"

“Pick up the money!” gasped Grant.

But there was no time to pick up
‘Be scattered money. Carthew was
en the Third Form syndicate like a
whirlwind.

Yells and howls arose as he boxed
r ears right and left.

Whack! Crack! Smack!

Thump!

' Whooooop!”

The Third Form syndicate scattered.
snd scampered for the door. —Even
did not think of lmgermi to
up the money.

amazement and terrar. Algy
r & Co. bolted through the door-
¥ into the passage.
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Algy was last to go; and as he went
he received Carthew’s boot, planted
behind him with terrific energy. 4
Silver fairly flew into the passage, and
spr'\\\.lcd over t‘ne xcﬁt of the syndicate.

‘“Carthew!” called out Ewkcley.
“What—!ook here. chuck it

“Do you think I'm going to be
chieels bawled Car-
thew. “This is a rag—they're all in

it~—Third and Fourth and Shell!
jolly well show them they can’t rag
mel”

. “”Ynmcoh! Oh, my hat! Run for

“Hook it1”

Carthew rtushed  into the” passage
after the Third Form syndicate. They
bolted in terror.

Seattered and breatbless, the hap-
less syndicate found refuge at last in
obscure corners, and Cartbew tramped
back, scowling, to the prefects’ room.
And fater on, when the unforunate
syndicate foregathered again in the
Third Formroom, there was weeping
and wailing and gnashing of teeth.

It was not till the next morning,
when Lovell minor told his tale of woe
to his elder brother, Arthur Edward,
that the Third Form syndicate under-
stood the cause of Carthew’s amazing
conduct. Then they looked for Puity
of the Fourth.

It was no use looking for Carthew—
they could not handle a Sixith Form
prefect. But they could handle a
Fourth Form practical joker.

And they did.

They ran the humorous Puity to

rth in Little Quad, in a nice quiet
epct and after telling him what they
thought of him, they proceeded from
words to deeds. After they had
finished with him Putty of the Fourth
was left in a state of wreckage—and
he dimly wondered whether if paid,
after all, to be the brightest humorist
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at Rookwood. and to think out these
bright ideas. Certainly, judging by
Putty’s looks, the Third Form syndi-
cate had had their ten shillings’ worth.

CHAPTER 20,
Callers for Carthew!
SILVER. & CO. observed
on his way to the Sixth
oril room in the morning, and
smiled.

Carthew noticed them, and noticed
their smiling faces, and scowled. He
had no doubt that they were smiling
over the ‘“rag.”

Carthew, however, felt assured that
he had knocked that “rag” on the
head. The fate of the Third Form

. syndicate had been a warning to
raggers, in Carthew’s opinion.

Certainly, no other Rookwood junior
had ventured near Carthew to make
him a ridiculous offer for his bike.

Ji Silver & Ce., as a matter ot
fact, were smiling, not over the past,
but over the future. They were won-
dering whether Carthew would have
any callers that day, on account of the
bike advertisement. It seemed very

* probable.. The way it had “caught
on” at Rookwood indicated that it
would “catch on" elsewhere—there
must be plenty of people round about
Coombe and Latcham who would be
keen to bag the Enfield bike in excel-
lent conditicn for the absurd sum of
ten shillings. So the Fistical Four
expected something to happen that
morning, and they only regretted that
they would be in their own Forin-room
at the time,

Putty of the Fourth was aaticipa-
tive, too, though he was not smiling.
The handling he had received from
Algy Silver & Co. had deprived him
of any desire to smile, for the present.

Most of the juniors by this time
knew of Putty's trick with the ad-
vertisement; but no one dropped a
bint  to - Carthew. Arthur Edward

ROOXWOOD CALLING!

Lovell, Having recovered from his
licking by this time, began. to con-
sider it quite a good joke on the bully
of the Sixth, and he was prepared to
punch any fellow who should enlighten
Oarthew. But nc one wanted to en-
lighten him—Carthew was not popular.

Dr. Chisholm was taking the Sixth
that morning in Greek. The Head
was fairly launched when there was
a tap at the door of the Sixth Form
rocom, and Tupper, the page, looked
in The Head-frowned at him. He
detested any interruption in class.

“What is it, Tupper?” he snapped.

“Gentleman called to see Master
Carthew, sir,” said Tupper. ;

The Head stared, as well he might.

“A gentleman has called to see
Master Carthew during class?” he ex-
claimed. “Nonsense!”

“Leastways, a man, sir,” amended
Tupper. “I don’t know as he is a
gentleman Rough-looking cove, sir.”

“Wha-a-at?”

“Rough-looking
Tupper. :

Some of the Sixth grinned. They:
wondered whether the Head knews
what a “cove ” might possibly be.

Dr. Chisholm looked at Carthew.

“Carthew! What do you mean by
having callers during ciass?” he de-
manded. “What does this mean?”

“I don’t know, sir,” answered the
surprised prefect. “I wasn't expecti:
any caller, sir.”

“I should hope not,” said the He
“Kindly tell this gentleman, Tuppes
that he cannot see Master Carthew.

“Very good, sir.”

Tupper retired, and the Sixth 1
sumed the entrancing study
Sophocles. But Tupper came back
a few minutes.

“Please, sir—"

“You must not
interrupting me.” 3

“A gentleman says he wants to §
Master Carthew, sir— A

cove, sir”  sald

come here, TuppV

“Have you not told him to go?”
“Please, sir, this is another gent
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man,” said Tupper. “He hiked in, sir,
Jest as the other cove was hiking out.”
“Rea Carthew, this passes all
atience!” exclaimed the Head,
emand to know what it means.”
“I don't kuow, sir,” said Carthew,
bewildered.

says it’s about a bike,

aimed the Head.

“Oh!”  Carthew started. “He
shouldn’t have come here.”

“Explain what this means, Car-
thew,” said the Head tartly. = “What

is this about a bicycle?”

“I'm advertising my bicycle for sale
in the local paper, sir, But I specially
said correspondence only,” said Car-
thew. “I should make an appoint-
ment to show the machine, of course.
‘The silly feuc\v seems not to have
understood.”

“Tt is very annoying,” sald the Head.
“Tupper, tell the man he must write
to Master Carthew, and certainly
cannot sce him. Go to_the porter's
lodge and tell him to admit no one
again to see Master Carthew.”

“Yessir.”

Timothy Tupper retired, and the
Sixth Form room door closed. From
a distance the Sixth Form heard the
sound of an excited vohe-—appaxenuv

the gentleman had gone. The Sixth
settled down again to Sophocles,
It was a mild and sunny spring

morning, and the big windows of the
Sixth Form room were/open. A little
later through those big, open windows
there floated sounds, from the direction
of the school gates. The Sixth-
Formers looked at one another, and
the Head’s brow was observed to grow
grimmer. At last the Head stepped to
a window and looked across towards
the gates, which were in view in the
distance.

0Old Mack, the porter, was standing
there, in ar Hument with a2 man whose
voico was loud and whose gestures
were cxcited. Apparently the man
wanted 10 come in, and Mack was re-
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fusing him admittance. A dusty bike
leaned against the buttress of the old
stone gateway; and the gentleman,
who was rather dusty himself, looked
2s 1f he had made a long joumey Un-
doubtedly he was in a state of excite-
ment. His powerful voice was borne
on the breeze to the open windows af
the Sixth Form room.

“Look ’ere, old man, I've rode all
the way from Rookham to see that
hera bike, and I'm goin’ to see it,
see

“You can’t come in now,” said old
Mack. “’Ead’s orders.”

“I'm come ’ere to see Master Car-
thew, according to the advertisement,”
shouted the caller. “Do you
bloke is going to push a bike ten mxle
for nothing?”

“Bless my soul!” said the Head.
“This is really most annoying. Care
thew, this is intolerable.”

“I'm sorry, sir,” gasped Carthew,
“I—I never supposed anybody would
have the cheek to call here, whén I
said communications by letter only,
quite plain. I can’t understand it.”

he Head looked from the window
aga}

“Bless my soul!” he ejaculated,

An unexpected sight met the Head’s
view. It was the sight of a . dus
gentleman climbing over the gate thab
old Mack refused to open.

The Eoad stared on blankly from the
Sixth Form room window. He almost
wondered whether he was dreaming.
But it was no dream—the climbing
gentleman came right over the gate,
ar‘d dropped dow 1 beside the astonished
Mack.

CHAPTER 21.
A shindy in the Sixth!
Sh RE we are!” said the dusty
E gentlema.,
He grinned at Mack.

He was a powerfully-built gentle-
man, with broad shoulders, and fists
that looked like legs of mutton. Old
Mack had spoken to him quite sharply
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through the bars of the gate. At
close‘ig quarters, however, old Mack

backed away eyeing him warily and
easily. One hefty drive from those
leg-of-mutton fisis, and Rookwood
would have been in need of a new
porter. OId Mack had no desire what-
ever to reduce unemployment on those
lines.

And the dusty geatleman looked
quite ready to use his fists. He was
qmte a rough-lookinz gentleman, and

his complexion looked as if he had
stopped.at the Red Cow and the Bird-
in-Hand to refresh himself on his long
and dusty ride.

“’Ere we are!” he repeated. “No
offence, mate, but I'm ‘ere on business.
A bloke don’t ride ten mile to be told
he can't see the cove what he’s come to

“You -can’t se: Master Carthew
now,” gasped nld Mack. “He’s in class
th the "E:

“Then wot ‘does he mcm by telling
a8 bloke to apply personal
I don’t know; buo——
“Where’s this ’ere Carthew?” de-
manded the dusty gentleman. “I
shan’t keep him. long—only long
enough to ’and him ten bob and take
hover the bike—if in good condition as
stated., You go and tell ’im that Bill
Biggins has called about the hike.”

“I tell you I can’t! I tell you—-"

“Oh, stow iti”

The dusty gentleman looked round
him, and started for the House, old
Mack blinking after him helpless!y

The scandalised Head leaned from
the Sixth Form window.

“Fellow!” he called out,
Biggins drew nearer the Heuse.

The dusty gentleman cL'm.d round.

“Hallo, old gent!” he sai

‘,’Leave these premises at once ¥

as Mr.

“How dare yoa force your way in
hcre?” thundered the Head. “Go at
cnce, or the police will be called in.”

““'What’s biting you, old gent?” asked
“PMr. Biggins. “You Master Carthew?”

ROOKWOOD CALLING!

“Eh! What? Certainly not!”

“Then ‘old your row.” said the dusty
gentleman,

And Mr. Biegins walked on to the big
doorway of the House, leaving the
Head petrified In all his scholastic
career Dr Chisholm had never before
been told to hold his “row !

from the shock.

Mr. Biggins arrived at the dcor and
hanged twice, and thrice, till it was
opened by the startled Tuppe

Tupper blinked at the &
man,

“Tell

Master Carthew I've

come
about the bike!” said Mr. Biggins.

“Oh, my eyei” said Tupper. “You
el )
“‘Not

M'lsb& Carmnw now
id Mr Biggins.
‘nng n bike ten mile to .sce
personal, like he osked in bis ad-
vertisement! I don't thinkl Look ‘ere,
you blooming menial, you tell him I'm
‘ere—see?”

A large and knuckly fist was shaken
at Tupper’s startled face, and the page
slammed  the oak door. But it
slammed on Mr. Biggins' big boot,
which was swiftly jammed in the way.

e next momens the big door was
hurled wide again, and Mr. Biggins
strode into the House.

He grasped Tupper by the shoulder.

“Now, then, no tricks,” he said. “T've
called on business, and I can tell you
that I don’t understand this ‘ere treat-
ment. I don’t understand lt and I
ain’t taking it quiet, see? Where's {]
’ere Carthew?”

“¥You can't—— Yarooooh!” roared

‘Tupper, as Mr. Biggins shook him till
the teeth almost rattled in his head.
Mr. Biggins appeared to be loﬂng his
er. Perhaps that was nob sur-
prisipg in the circumstances.

“You'll take me to this ‘cre Cnmew
you blinking menial,” said
gms, 0 ‘\Tow then. sharp’s the v:o;

‘Oh crumbs!” gasped Tw

He led the way to the S
room door, with Mr. Bigging
grasp on his shoulder

%

Form
powerful
Tupper &id not
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want another shaks—the first hefty
shake had left him with 2 semi-
detached feeling, and he most decidedly
did not want any more.

He knocked at the Sixth Form room

door. It was opend by the Head in
person. Dr. Chisholm’s face was
crimson.

“Fellow!” he gasp

“Feller ymu:nlf"’ rctolt(‘d Mr. Big-
gins indcps‘x"en'ly “I ain’t ’cre to
see you. I'm ‘ere to see Master Car-
thew. Think I'm frightened of an old
donkey dressed up in an old woman’s
gown?”

“Bless my soul!” said the Head
faintly.

Mr. Biggins shoved into the Form-
room. Tupper, only too glad to be re-
leased from his iron grasp, disappeared
promptly.

‘The Sixth we-e all on their teet now
in great a.vLomshment‘ ‘The dusty
gentleman surveye

“Which of you blakes ls Master Car-
thew?” he asked. “ t's the cove I'm
‘ere to do business wit.h.”

“Carthew,” gasped the Head. “I—
I shall call you to account for this. Tell
this man to go.”

“What the thump do you mean by
coming here, my man?” cxclaimed
Carthew indignantly.

“*You Cartl h”“ "t

“Yes.

I
“T’nen you're the bxoammg adver-
txvcr ‘Where’s the bike?”

“You can’t see it now, you fool!”
shouted Carthew. “Haven't you any
sense? Go away at once %

“I've rode ten mile to see that bike.
If it’s in excellent condition, as stated,
it’s a blinking bargain, and I'm 'aving
it,” said Mr. Biggins. “I don't under-~
stand this treatment of a man calling
on business, fair and square. I don’t
that! 'Ere’s the ten shillings.”

“The—the what?”

Mr, Biggins flourished a currency

- ’Ero ’s the money’! Now where's the

stared ab him like a fellow
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in a dream. The repeated offers of ten
shillings for his bike from Rookwood
fellows he had taken ns a “rag " Bub
he could not suppose that a rough

haracter from Rookham was con-

cerned in a schoolboy rag. He simply
could not comprehend.
“Man!” gasped the Head. “Do—do

—do you wish me to telephone for the
police, and give you in charge?”

“On, 'old your row, old gent!” said
Mr. Biggins contemptuously. “I was
asked to call personal, and I've called
personal. And ‘ere I am, ready to do
business. Where's the bike?”

“Shall we deal with this man, sir?”
asked Bulkeley of the Sixth.. The
captain of Rookwood measured Mr.
Biggins with his eye, and received a
glare of defiance in return.

“The—the man must be drunk, sir,”
gasped Carthew. “I never offered my
bike for ten shillings, and I never
asked—

“Wot's that?” roared Mr. Biggins
angrily.  « ng to beck out of it,
arter a bloke’s mde ten' miles to see
the jigger? Going back on your own
advertisement, Jare you?”

“I never—-'
“Carthew!” gasped the Head.
“You are to blam» for this, You—

you had better hand over the machine
to the man, and let him go.”

“’Ere’s the ten bob, as soon as I've
seen the jlgger, and seed that it’s in
good condwon as stated,” said Mr.
Biggin:

Canhe\" spluttered.

“I'm selling that bike for five pounds

“Ten shillings, you mean—-"

“¥Five pounds!” roared Carthew.

“Oh, dror it mild!” said Mr. Big-
gins, “Think I'd 'ave rode ten miles
to buy a bike for five pounds? I can
get ’em cheaper where I live. Ten
shillings is what you said, and ’ere’s
the blinking aaverhec‘ncnt to prove my
blinking words.”

And Mr. ' Biggins jerked a much
solled copy of the “Coombe Times”
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from his pocket, and pointed with a
grubby thumnb to the advertisement.
“It’s five pounds, and communica-
tions by post only—read it for your-
self,” hooted Carthew
“It’s ten shillings, and call personal

“It isn't—" yelled Carthew.

“AIn’t you got any eyes?” roared
Mr. Biggins, thrusting the paper fairly
into Carthew’s face. “Look!

Carthew looked—he couldn’t help if.
He stared blankly at Putty of the
F’ourths second edition of his adver-
ment,

“Oh crumbs! It—it—it’'s a mis-
print,” he gasped. *The silly fool of
a printer has made a mistake—"

“Oh, come offt” said Bill Biggi"bs
surlily. ~ “That's too thin. You've
changed your mind about selling thai

~bike for ten bob, wot—and you think

2 man’s going to ride ten miles for

nothing. - Well. he ain’t

“ Give me the paper!” s2id the Head,
in a grinding voice.

Dr. Chisholm looked at the adver-
tisement. Then he fixed a baleful
glance on Carthew.

“The matter is precisely as this—
this man statea Carthew You are
thi ion of

lessons—for chis dxsgvaceful seene in

a Rookwood Form-room.

“I—I—I-——" swtcered Carthew
Ceqt 'S & mispring.”
“Nonsense! Elther you will hand

over the bicycle to this man for the
sum stated in the advertisement, or
you will COl'annaate him for his waste
of time."

“Now you're talking, old gent!” said
Mr. Biggins, more amicably. “I ain’t
“he man to drive a 'ard bargain. If the
young gent’s changed his nund, let him
call it off; but & man ain't riding ten
miles to be told that a young gent
has changed his mind--not for nothing.

Make it’ arf-a-sovereign.”

ou C.heekv 1otter!”  exelaimed
Carthew  “I'm not giving you any
woney. ' I-I—— Yarooooh!”

ROOKWOOD CALLING!

Carthew roared as the enraged, dusty
gemlen\an grasped him by the collar,
Shake! Shake! Shake!

w! Ow! Help! Yooop!”

‘““Calling me names, arter making
me waste a ‘ole morn: are you?”
shouted Mr. Biggins. “Tll larn youl”

“FOW-0W- O\V"

“Good heavens!™ exclaimed the
Head. “Man-—control yourself. Bulke-
ley—Neville—Lonsdaie—control him.”

Three stalwart Rookwood prefeets
collared the angry Mr. Biggins. He was
d off Carthew by main force.

some minutes there was 2
terrific scene in the usually quiet and
s"hul stic precinets of the Sixth Porm

oom. Then Mr Biggins went whirling
Lhmw o the doorway, and crashed in

the ge.

“S“e hm~ off the premises!” gasped
the Head.

& Biggins struggled up—still in a
ghting humour. Really, l'.e had cause
to be angry; and undoubtedly he was
very angry indeed. He charged into
the Sixth Form room like a bull; and
half the Sixth were needed to get him
out again.

Then the dusty gentleman was es-
corted down to the gates, and he went
struggling and shouting. Form-room
indows were packed with faces,
va.tchm" the amazing scene. Fight~
2 as he evidently was, Mr. Big-
glm eached the school gates. Old
Mack swung open the gates, and the
dusty gentleman wus hurled forth in a
heap. Then the gates clanged on him.

For fully ten minutes Mr. Biggins
stated, at the top of his voice, what
he thought of Rookwocd and the
dwellers therein. Then, at last, he
mounted his dusty bike, and disap-

peared down the road.

‘That morning, and that afternoon,
there were many callers at Rcokwood,
to sec_Carthew and the ten-shilli
bike. Every caller was turned away,
old Mack so far departing from the
straight line of veracity as to inform
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them that the coveted bike hed been
already sold—as the easiest method of
getting rid of them.

It was with the greatest difficulty
that Carthew succeeded in convincing
the Head that his advertisement must
have been somehow misprinted. The
Head allowed himself to be convinced
at last—efter Carthew had been re-
duced to a state of almost tearful
apprehension

In the Lower School, there w
howls of laughter--Putty’s jape
admitteq to be the jape of the term.
The jester of Rookwood came quite
into the limelight, and bore his blush-
ing honours thick upon him, but—

There was unfortunately a “but,”
For Carthew of the Sixth was keenly
investigating the extraordirary mis-
print—with such success that Putty of
the Fourth in the midst of his cheery
satisfaction found himself called upon
the carpet—and in the next scene the
Head’s birch figured prominently.

After which it was several days
pefore Putty of the Fourth was in a
mood again for jesting

CHAPTER 22,
Brag!
« §'VE done it!”

1 Th s Tommy Dodd.

Tommy Dodd came into his
study in Mr. Manders’ House at Rook-
wood with a lugubrious face. and made
that announcement in a lugubrious
voice.

Lugubriousness, indeed, was written
all over Tommy Dodd of the Modern
Fourth.

Evidently something had happened.

Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle re-
garded him inquiringly.

“You've done it?” inquired Ccok.

“Yes.

“What may it
asked Doyle

“T've fairly put my foot in it!” said
Tommy Dodd. “It really wasn't my

happen to be?”
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fault That ass Lovell was bragging
about footer—"
“But what have you done?” in-

quired the other two Tommies. together.

‘You know Lovell's style,” said
Tommy Dodd, without replying to the
question * How his pals get on with-
out punching his nose every day regu-
larly is a mystery to me.”

“Have you punched Lovell’s nose?"”

“No-harm in punching a Classical
duffer’s nose.’

“No,” groaned Tommy Dodd.  “I
wish I had. Perhaps I'd better go
over to the Classical side and punch
his nose nov. Not that punching his
nose will do any good. You see, it’s
fixed now.”

“What is?” roared Tommy Cook.

Tommy Dodd flung himself into a
chair, drove his hands deep into his
pockets, and regarded his comrades
lugubriously ‘and pessimistically. He
seemed in the lowest of spirits.

“The worse of it,” he said, “is that
I shen’t be able to make good. IUS
rotten all rcund.”

Cook picked up an inkpot from the
table. He was getting impatient.

It was clear that something very
serious had - occurred, and the two
Modern juniors wanted to know what
it was

“Are you going. to tell us what'’s
the matter, you thumping ass, or shall
I buzz this inkpot at you?” inquired
Cook.

“I may as well tell you, now I've
dor.. it.” said Tommy Dodd. “As I
saia, Lovell was bragging about footer.
Those Classical asses seem to think
they're the big noise in footer, because
they happened to win the last House
mates on a fluke. Well, I got fed-up,
and—and—and I said—"

“You said?”

“I—1 said—"

Tcnmy Dodd paused. He seemed
reluctant to state what he had said
in the heat of a football argument with
Classical feliows,

“well, what

" dia you say?” .de-
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anded Doyle. “Sowething fatheaded,
grcnm'se. gr it wouldn’t be you. But
what was it?” g

“I—I said we'd beat the Classical
Fourth at football—""

“So we will intirely.”

“With Cuffy in gosl,” said Tommy

Dodd.

“What?”

“Fhwat?”

Cook and Doyle stared at Tommy
Dodd, and he blinked at them dis-
mally. That reckless offer he had
made in the heat of argument. When
the heat of argument had passed, and
Tommy Dodd considered the matter
coolly, he realised what he had done.
Undoubtedly he had put his foot in
it. He had “done it * with a vengeance.

“Cuffy!” repeated Doyle,

“Clarence Cuffy!” babbled Cook.
“That dummy——"

“That ass!” said Doyle,

“That frabjous chump!” said Cook.

“That blinking, burbling bandex-
snatch! Why, he doesn’t know a goal-
keeper from a goalpost! ™

“He doesn’t know a football from a
fancy-dress balll”

“That howling quffer!”

“That—that—Cuffy—".

“You ass!”

“You chump!”

It was a kind of chorus, strophe and
antistrophe, and Tommy Dodd listened
to it'without a word in his own defence.

“Pile it on!” he said bitterly. “You
can’t call me a bigger ass than I'm
calling myself. Keep it up.”

. “Play Jimmy Silver’s team with Cufty
in goal!” roared Tommy Doyle. “It’s
potty ye are”

“Go it1”

“Cuffy can’t keep
can’t keep white mice

“Iknow he can’t.”

“Well, you ass!”

“Well, you chump!”

_The three Tommies of the Modern
Side at Rookwood were great pals.
Being great pals, they talked to® ung
Buother with great franikness of speech.

goal. Why, he
i

ROOKWOOD CALLING!

But never had Cook and Doyle been
quite so frank as on the present
occasion.

“Of all the fatheads
“Of all the blinkihg,
burbling dummies—> said

“Of all the chumps!”

“Of all the idiots—"

Tommy Dodd stretched his legs and
nodded. He seemed almost to welcome
this chorus of opprobrium,

“You've got it,” he said. “I was an
ass, a chump, a fathead—any old thing
you like. I told you I'd done it, didn’t
I? You see, that ass Lovell was brag-
ging, and he reaily drew me and made
me play the goat I told him we'd beat
the Classical junior side, playing Cuffy
in goal, just to shut him up and make
him sing small  Of course, I never
really meant it. But he took it seriously
and closed on it, and then, of course,
I couldn’t back out. So there we are.”

“Are we?” roared Cook *We're jolly
well not. I'm not playing in a team
with Cuffy in it.”

“Nor little me!” said Doyle,

“It's asking for a licking,” sald
Tommy Cools, more calmly. * Putting
swank aside, the Classicals are quite up
to our weight at footer. Every House
match is touch and go. They've got
more men to select from than we have,
being a bigger House. That’s an
advantage, and it’s no good making out
that they don’t win more matches than
they lose, because anybody can read it
up in the records. And now you think
of tackling them with a passenger in
the team—-"

“In goal, too!” sald Tommy Doyle.
“Might as well leave the chicken run
empty. Better, in fact, than putting
Clarence Cuffy in it.”

‘Tommy Deodd nodded.

“We're for it,” he said. “I've got to
keep my rd. We can’t let those
classical asses malke out that we swank
and then eat our words. Next House
match Cufly goes into goal.”

“You ass!”

“You duffer!”

* said Cook.
blithering,
Doyle. _ ~
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it!” said Tommy Dodd re-
signedly, “I've asked for it, and you
can sling it out all you want to. Al
the same, I'm keeping up the brag, and

“Go

Cuffy goes into goal next match.
And d—and we've got to beat the
Classicals anyhow, all the same.”

Tommy Cock jumped up.

“you're not landing us like that, you
ass! I dare say Lovell was just pulling
your leg. Il go over and see Jimmy
Silver.”

“I1 come with you,” assented Doyle.

“No good,” said Tommy Dodd. “I
{ell you they're holding us to it, They
want to make us look asses.”

“Rats!”

Cook and Doyle, in a rather excited | PO

frame of mind, quitted the study.
Tommy Dodd was left alone to refiect
upon the imprudence of “gassing” in
the heat of argument.

There was a gentle tap at the door
of the study, and Tommy looked round
irritably.

A kind and gentle face looked into the

study.

It was the simple, benevolent face of
Clarence Cuffy, who was admitted on
all hands to be the biggest duffer in-
side Rookwood, or out of it.

He smiled sweetly at the frowning
face of Tommy Dodd.

“My dear Thomas—-—"

Grunt!

“I trust, my dear Thomas, that
nothing has occurred to distwb the
serenity of your temper,” said Clarence
Cuffy anxiously.

Grunt!

“In the unfortunate event of any
untoward happening having disturbed
your eguanimity, my dear Thomas,
perhaps you would find relief in con-
fiding the circumstances to me,
suggested Cuffy.

Tommy Dodd blinked at him.

This was the fellow who, in a wild
and reckless moment, he had engaged

to play in goal in the next House|ha

mateh,
ommy Dodd rose to his feet,
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He picked up a cushion.

“My dear Thomas, what are you
going to do with that- cushion?”
inquired Clarence Cuffy in mild sur-
prise.

Tommy Dodd did not answer in
'Hc let his action speak for him.
z!

Crash!

Bump!

The cushion flew, and if caught
Clarence Cuffy upon the chest, and
Clarence Cuffy flew. He sat down in
the passage with & terrific concussion.

A yell rang through the passage.

“Yooooooop!”

“Now wait a tick till I get the

ker!” exclaimed Tommy Dodd. !
-Clarence Cuffy did not walit.

It was only too clear that the serenity
of dear Thomas’ temper was very much
disturbed. ¢

Cuffy was not a bright youth. Buf
he was far too bright to walt for
Tommy Dedd to get on with it.
1‘fHe picked himself up and fled for his

e,

CHAPTER 23,
Nothing Doing!

IMMY SILVER & CO. were smiling
as they sat down to tea in the end
study in the School Hou:

Arthur Edward Lovell,
was grinning hugely.

The Fistical Four were in enjoyment,
of a great joke. Tommy Dodd’s brag,
which had caused so much dismay in
Tommy’s study, was_causing great
merriment among the Fistical Four.

“The silly owl, you know!” said
Arthur Edward Lovell, for about the
tenth time. “Swanking about Modern
football—as if those Modern chaps can
play footer! I told him that marbles
was nearer his mark, you know. And
then he said he’d beat the Classical side
at Soccer, with Cuffy in goal! Ha, ha,

™

se.
especially,

“Ha, ha, ha!” echoed Jimmy Silver,

»Raby, and Newcome
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“Just swank, you know,” grinned
Tovell. “Of course, he didi’t mean a

word of it. But I nailed him down.”
2, I

“Falrly pmmd him,” chuckled Lovell.
“You should have seen him wriggle!
But I had him. What?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” %

“Either he had to keep to it, or own
up that he’d been gassing, and take
it back. And he wouldn’t do that.”

“Couldn’t, very well!” remarked

aby. -

“Of course, he couldn’t! But I fancy
the Modern chaps will faw bhim when
they hear that he’s undertaken to play
o Soccer match wlth the biggest idiot
at Rookwood in go:

“Ha, ha, ha! "

“Too much swank about these
Modern chaps,” remarked Newcome.
“It will do them good to take them
down a peg.”

“Yes, rather!” agreed Raby.

“It's rather hard on Doddy, Lhough v
said Jimmy Silver laughing. O
course, he spoke without thmkmg———

“Time he learned to think, then,”
chuckled Lovell. “This will help teach
him to think.”

“Ghap shouldn’t brag, if he isn’t pro-
pared to make it good!” grinned Raby.
“He's made the offer—it's a challenge
to us—and we're bound to take him at
his word.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A tap at the door interrupted the
merriment of the chums of the Clas-
sical Fourth. Tommy Cook and Tommy
Doyle came into the end study.

Jimmy Silver & Co. smiled at them.

They could guess the purport of the
Visit.  Evidenfly Tommy Dodd had
informed his comrades of his un-
fortunate Iitile brag. and Cook and

Doyle had dropped
FiE Pped in to speak on the

'I'he “two Modern  juniars gt
1ather uneasily, s
ot in, old beans,” said Arthu
Edward Lovell hospunbly “Try the<g

t | keeper.
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muffins—they’re good. I hear youve
got a new goalie on the Modern side.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Fact is, we came over to speak about
Lhat little joke of Doddy’s,” said Cook.

Joke?” repeated Lovell. “Has
Doddy been making jokes? What's the
Joke this time?”

“That little joke about Cufly——"

“Is there a ioke about Cuffy? Cufly’s
rather a joke in hlmself isn't he? But
what's the joke now?

The Fistical Four smiled—politely,
but implacably. Cook and Doyle ex-
changed a glance.

“That little joke about playing Cuffy
m goal in a House match,” said Cook.

“Ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha”' echoed Doyle feebly.

“Oh, that’s not a joke,” said Lovel}
calmly. “That’s & fixture.”

“Oh, quite,” said Jimmy Silver.
> murmured Doyle.

“We see,” agreed Raby. “You're not
satisfied with Deddy’s choice of a goal-
But Doddy’s your skipper, Isn’t

he?

“Yes, but—"

“Has Doddy sent you over to climb
down for him?” grinned Lovell. “Is
he owninv up that he was only brag-

ing’

“B'«ckmg out—what?” grinned New-

om

“WeH " said Doyle haltingly, “our
idea is that it was just a joke, you
know—-"

“Cut it out!” said Arthur Edward
Lovell cheerily. “If Doddy wants to
climb down, and own up that he was
gassing, let him go ahead. e said
before a dozen feliows that he would
beat the Classics at footer with Cuffy
in goal. He’s got to do it, or else
swallow his jolly old Wmds No good
telling us it was a joke. :

“You’ re holding ‘him to it, then?”
asked ;

2Ot course~unless he climbs down.
He’s only got to own up that he wasi
bragging, and talking out of the back
of his neck.”
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“You know .he won't do that!”
snappcd Cook.

Then let him go ahead, and heat
us at footer, wnh Cuffy in goal.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Fistical Four roared, and the
ambassadors glared. That Tommy
Dodd would consent to eat his words
was not to be thought of—that was out
of the question. But if he did not, it
was evident that the football match,
with Cuffy between the posts, was a

cut the cackle!” exclaimed
“After all, we can beat you all
right, Cuffy or no Cuffy.”

“We'd beat you with an empty goal!”
mcvxted Doyle.

Isthat a Lhallcnge?" grinned Lovell.
“If you mean it—""

“Oh, go and eat ccke! Tl jolly well
bet you ten to one in doughnuts that
we beat you, Cuffy or.no Cuffy!” roared
Doyle,

“Donel”

Arthur Edward Lovell jerked out a
pocket-book and a stump of penecil
Doy]e glared at him,

“Ter

n to one in dough-nuts,” said

Arthur Edward. “That’s all right.
Save up your pennies for Saturday,
Doyle.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You phumging, too, Cook?” asked
Lovell hilar: 10u5ly “What'’s your giddy
wager?”

“Back up your own side, you know!”
chortled Raby. “What's the odds?”

Tommy Cook opened his lips, but
closed them again. Really, the
ambassadors were making matters
worse rather than better.

“Oh, we'll beat you all right!” said
Cook at last. © But—>"

But you don’t fancy backing your
opinion?” gﬁnned Newcome.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, rats!”

Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle
exchanged a glance, and madf i sudden
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raiders they were fairly successful.
Before Jimmy Silver & €o. could make
a movement the two Modern juiors
had grasped the tea-table and up-cnded

it.
Crash! Clatter! Crash!
“Hook it!” gaspad Doylc

“Collar the cads!”

Ceook and Doyle dodged out of the
study and fled. They went down the
Fourth Form passage as if they were
on the cinder-path. Jimmy Silver &
Co. leaped up in the midst of the
wreck of their tea-table.

“After them!” roared Lovell.

The two Moderns had only a few -
seconds’ start.  But they made the
most of i,

‘They arrived at the staircase at top
speed. It was unfortunate for Tubby
Muffin of the Classical Fourth that he
was coming upstairs just then. Cook
and Doyle had no time to stop foy
him.

Crash!

“Whoooop!” roared Muffin.

He sat down on the stairs. Cogk
rolled over him, and Doyle rolled over
him and Cook.

They had intended to go down
quickly. They went down much more
quickly than they had intended. Theéy
arrived on the next landmg, rolling,
in a breathless state.

But they did not linger. They
picked themselves up and fled, and
vanished down the lower stairs just
as Jimmy Silver & Co. arrived at the
top landing. As they went they
heard behind a sound of rolling and
tumbling and bumping, which seemed
to indicate that the Fistical Four also
had come to grief on Tubby Muffin.

But they did not stay to listen. In
a few seconds they were speeding out,
of the school House and sprinting
across big quad. i
On the staircase the Fistical Four

from

rush at the Classical b

S
_ambassadors they had failed, !;ut as ']

‘Tubhy
Mufin and from one another. They/
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‘ned to the end study’in a breath-
;;t;xrsmw leaving Tubby Muffin also
breathless, but apparently — with
breath enough to roar. Tubby's roars
awoke the 2t echoes.
“The cheeky cads!” gasped Lovell
“Look at our cf ocks
“The blessed Lutter's
grate!”
“The teapot's gone west!”
“My hat! We—we—we'l—"
Jimmy Silver burst into a lauf,h
's  all

in the blessed

“Never mind! in the
game!” he said chec rily,

“That's all very welll” snorted
Lovell.

“And they’ll be playing us on Satur-
day with Cuffy in goal” said Jimmy
Silver. “We 1 put the ball in
about fifteen or sixteen times!"

And the chums of the
chuckled once more.

And there was chuckling all
through the Cleassical Fourth when
the news spread. Tommy Dodd’s un-
fortunate predicament furnished food
for merriment in all the studies in
the Classical Fourth passage.

Junior House matches were always
keenly contested at Rookwood, and
generally they were looked forward to

eenness,  But never had the
Classical juniors anticipated a House
match so keenly as on the present
occasicn, when Tommy Dodd was to
make good his reckless words, and
Clarence Cuffy was to figure as goal-
T, and the Modern footballers
were to be overwhelmed with defeat
and confusion,

Fourth

~ CHAPTER 2.
Coaching Cuffy!
E'VE got to pull it off!”
That was Tommy Dodd’s
s declshon
e on the Classical side there
had been chuckling and chortling
without limit, on the Modern side

there ha\i e
i €N 8 considerable amount

ROOKWQOD CALLING!

Tommy Dodd, as junior captain of
Manders’ House, was very popular,
and asfa footballer he was greatly
admired and respected. There was
no doubt that he was as good a
skipper as the House could have
found anywhere within its ranks. But
there was something very near rebel-
lion among the Modern footballers
when they learned to wha{ Tommy
Dodd had committed them.

Some of the fellows even went 50
far as to suggest that it was time that
Doddy resigned. Some of them de-
clared that they wouldn't be found
dead in a team with Clarence Cuffy in
it. All of them told Tommy Dodd
what they thought of him in language
that was frequent and painful and
free.

Whereupon, of course, Cook and
Doyle, like loyal chums, rallied round
their leader, and backed him up for
all they were worth. "In private they
told Tommy Dodd that he was every
imaginable kind of an ass, a duffer,
and a piffling foozler. But in public
they stood by him nobly, and even
went to the length of declaring that
Tommy’s rash challenge to the
Classicals was a jolly good idea.

It would, Cook declared, put the
Classicals in their place if they were
beaten by a team minus a goalie, for
that was what it amounted to. It
would, according to Doyle, show the
Classic side what the Moderns
thought of them, when they played
them with such a howling dummy as
Cufty between the posts.

Tommy Dodd was gmhetul for this
loyal <upport It helped him to bear
what Cook and Doyle told him in the

study.
The fellows groused, but they
acquiesced.  There was, indeed, no-

hing else for them to do, unless they
sacked Doddy from the captaincy.
That was a length to which no one
wished to proceed.

But it was quite on the cards that

_it would come to that if the defeat
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m the ¥ouse matech proved to he
ludicrously overwhelming.

“We've got to pull it off!” said
Tommy Dedd. “It’s the only way. I
admit I opened my mouth s bit too
wide, tolking to that silly owl Lovell
It can’t be helped now. Wwe've got to
play those blighters, and play them
with Cuffy in goal. Weil, if we win
{he match the Classics will be laughed
to death, especially after the way
they've been chortling.”

“If1” snorted Tommy Cook. “If
thsk skies fall there will be catching of
larks.”

“We've got to,” said Tommy Dodd.
“To-day’s Tuesday. Match on Satur-
day. We've gof nearly a week.
Cufly’s got to learn to play footer.”

“In a week!” yelled Doyle.

“Yes

“Make it ten years, and he might
begin to commence to start to get an
inkling of the game.”

“He's going to learn in a week.
After all, he's watched games, &nd
he’s done some games practice—not
much, but some, We've got to coach
him and keep him at it, and make
him play up. Let’s go and sec him now
about it.”

“Rats!”

“Rot!”

“Oh, shut up and come on!” said
Tommy Dodd.

Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle
came on, but did not .shut uvp.
Tommy Dodd, in fact, had almost
given up hope that Cook and Doyle
ever would shut up again.

Clarence Cuffy was in his study
when the three Tommies called. He
was sitting at the table, gently poring
over a volume his kind father had
sent him on his hirthday. It was
entitled, “Gentle Georgie, the Boy
Who Never Said an Unkind Word.”

The career of Gentle Georgie was
deeply interesting to Clarence Cuffy.
His eyes were moist with emotion as
he followed the adventures of that
interesting youth. But he looked up
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with a sunny smile as the three
Tommies butted in.

“Busy?” asked ‘Tommy  Dodd
grim

1y.

ot at all, my dear Thomas, if
there is any little service I can per-
form for you,” said Cuffy brightly.

“There is. I'm going to play you
in the House maich on Saturday.”

Cuiy started.

“My dear Thomas, I am very flat-
tered at your selecting me,” he said,
“But I feel bound to warn you that
I am not expert al this game. It is
not one of the games I play well.”

“Go hon!” gasped Cook.

“It would be false modesty on my
part, my dear fellow, to deny that I
am very expert indeed at noughts-
and-crosses,” said Cufiy.  “I. have
had some success, too, at draughts
and- il

“Dranghts!” gurgled Doyle.

“But to games of a more strenuous,
indeed rough, character, I have given
little attention,” said y. “To be
quite frank, I have rather considered
them beneath my intellectual powers.
Projecting a ball across a ficld by the
impact of a foot does not appear, to
me, to be a form of activity adequate .
to my mental gifts. I trust, my dear
Thomassy that you-will not regard me
as speaking in a boastful or vain-
glorious spirit.”

‘Tommy Dodd gazed at him. Y

«After all, he’s got good wind,”
he said. “Must have plenty of wind,
or he couldn’t chin-wag like that.”

“That’s so,” agreed Cook.

«well, youre playing on Saturday,
in goal,” said Tommy Dodd. “I sup-
pose you know wihat a goalkeeper

0€:

“Qertainly, my dear Thomas. -1
nave learned quite a good deal by
watching games, though I have sel-
dom take a personal part in them.
The goalkeeper, I think, stands in the
goal area—-"

“You—you think?” gasped Cook.
“you don’s know? You only think?”
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“I should be sorry, my dear Cook,
to speak positively on a subject in
which I am not well grounded. But
1 am somewhat keen on observation,
and I think I may venture upon
saying that the goalkeeper occupies
the goal, and one of his occupations
Is to wave his arms about and thump
himself on the chest. At least, I have
often observed this.”

“Oh, dear!”

“He also has to keep the other side
from putting in the pill,” suggested
Doyle.

“Dear me! I did not know a pill
was used in the game,” said Cuffy.
“That is indeed news to me.”

“The ball, fathead—the
shrieked Doyle.

“My dear Doyle—"

“Come on, Cuffy,"
. “We're going

goalkeeper of you. We've got an

hour for practice this afternoon.

You're putting in sixty minutes. Come

down and change.”

“My dear Thomas—-" -

Clarence Cuffy did not really seem
keen on it. His glance lingered long-
ingly on “Gentle Georgie.” He really

did want to pursue the enthralling,

if spmewhat mild, adventures of the

you who never spoke an unkind
word,  But the three Tommies per-

Suaded him out of the study—Tommy

Dodd took him by one ear, Tommy

Cook by ancther. Cuffy’s ears had

to go down to the changing-room,

and the rest of Cuffy had no choice
about going with them

uffy changed fc .coter, and a
few minutes later em:rged from Mr.

Manders' House, and walked down

to the Modern practice-ground with a

crowd of Modern fellows, They took
- half a dozen footballs with them,

Most of the footballers seemed to
2 mocking humour, apparently

ROt expecting great things of Clarence

Cufy. But it was agreeq that, as

Cufty was to play on Saturday, it was

better to put him through hi paces.

Even Cufty, they considered, ought to

ball!t”

said Tommy
to make a
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be able to pick up a few tips about
keeping gozl, with plenty of coaching,
and a litile kicking and cuffing to
brighten him up—though, of course,
he could never expect to become so
expert at footer es at noughts-and-
Crosses,

Tommy Dodd pointed to the goal.

“That’s the goal, Cuffy,” he said
patiently. “See?”

“I certainly observe it, my dear
Thomas.”

“Get into it.”

Cufy got into it.

“Now, you've got to keep this ball
out,” said Tommy Dodd. “We're all
going to pile in shots, see? Every
time you let the ball pass you we’re
going to kick you hard. Catch on?”

“My dear Thomas!”

“Play up!”

“Look out in goal!”

Clarence Cuffy looked rather un-
happy in goal. He thought it very,
very hard that he should be kicked
if he let the ball pass him. But he
could see that dear Thomas was in
deadly earnest, so he resolved to do
his very, very best.

Tommy Dodd sent the ball whizzing
n

Clarence Cuffy blinked at it. He
had to turn his head to finish blink-
ing at it. It dropped, and there was
2 shout from Tommy Doyle,

“Kick him, bedad!"”

“My_dear Thomas— Yarooooh!"”

“Why didn’t you stop that ball?”
roared Tommy Dodd.

“Yow-ow-ow! My—my dear—-"

Chuck that ball out, and stand up
te it!” howled Towle.

‘My dear Towle—-"

“Chuck that ball out, fathead!”

“Certainly, my dear Towle,”

Cuthbert Cuffy hurled the ball out,
It landed on Towle’s nose, and thera
was a shout from Towle.

“You clumsy ass- »

“Really, my dear Towle—"

Towle rubbed his nose, and seemed
disposed to charge into goal and com- |
mit assault and battery. But Tommy ¢
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Dodd pushed him back, and- placed
the ball for another kick

“Look out, Cuffy! Mind you stop
it this time.”

“I will endeavour—-"

“Shut up and look out!”™

Whiz!

Clarence Cufly had been kicked
once. He did not want to be kicked
twice. So he glued his eyes on
Tommy Dodd and the ball, and as it
came in, he jumped at it, and stopped
it—with his features. There was a
loud smack as the footer came on
Cuffy’s features, and there was o .wild
and dismal yell from Cuffy.

“Ha. ha, ha! Well sto;

“Bravo, Cuffy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Modern junicrs roared and
rained shots on the unhappy Cuily.
Some of the Classical feliows, who
had heard that Cuffy was on the foot-
ball ground, had hurried aleng to s
the entertainment, and they yel
The only fellow present who did nol
chortle was Clarence Cuffy. He yelled
in quite a different way. The impact
of the whizzing footer had hurt
Cuffy’s features. There was a little
streara of red oozing from his nose,
and one of his eyes blinked wearily
And he was feeling very startled and
shocked and upset. He had always
known that Soccer was a rough game.
That was why his fond father had
stipulated that he should be exempt
from games practice. But he had
never realised that it was quite so
rough as this. More than ever.
Clarence Cuffy realised how much
supermr noughts-and-crosses was, as
a gam

Cuffy dabbed his injured
while the Modern juniors yelled.
blinked dazedly at Tommy Dodd.

“That's right!” said Tommy en-
couragingly.

“My dear Thomas—"

nose,
He

“You stopped it an

right,”
Tommy Dedd. that a

sald
gain
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Every time you stop the ball youre
let off a licking, see?”

“Oh, dear! But,—but really, my
dear Thomas—-
“Play up!”
Clarence Cuffy blinked at the

juniors in dismay, abmest in borrer,
as Tommy Dodd prepared to kick the
ball in again. Apparently he- had
done right—by accident. But if it
was the duty of a gealkeeper to stop
a2 whizzing ball with his nese,
Clarence Cuffy felt that he was not
really up to a goalkeeper’'s duties. He
was very, very sorry, but, really, he
could not undertake duties like that.

S0 while Tommy Dodd was kick-
ing, and the other feillows stood back
lsughing, -Clarence Cufly made a
sudden bolt out of goal and fled
across the field.

‘There was a roar at once.

“Stop!”

“After him!” yelled Towle.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Classicals
as the whole troop of Modern fellows
rushed in pursuit ef Clarence Cuffy.

Cuffy was not, as a rule, much of
a sprinter. But circumstances alter
cases. Fear lent him. wings.

He s of the football ground
almost in a twinkling. He was flee-
ing across the quad in a few seconds
more, Puffing in breath in great
gasps, he fled into Manders’ House
and raced up the staircase.

He bolted into his study lke a
rabbit inte a burrow, and slammed
the door and turned the key.

A minute later Tommy Dodd was
rapping on the door.

“Cuffy

“Oh, dear! Go away!”

“Come out, you villain!™

“My dear Thomas, it is with ex-
ceeding deep regret that I resolve to
refuse a request made by you, but in
the circumstances I feel that 1 have
no alternative but to do so,” gasped
Cuffy.
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“You've go* to practice!” roared
Tommy Dodd,

“My dear Thomas—" o
“Will _you come out?” shrieked

Tommy Dodd. :

“The answer, my dear Thomas, is
in the negative.”

“il jolly well
nose!t"”

“I trust, my dear Thomas, that
you will not yield Lmlnnkm«ly to an
angry impulse—-"

“Br-r-r-r-ri”

Tommy Dodd tramped away. Foot-
ball practice on the Modern junior
ground went on without Clarence
Cuffy after that. It was not till dark

punch your silly

that Clarence ventured to unlock his|t
The interval he spent in{P.

study door.
rubbing his damaged nose, and won-
dering how dear Thomas could be so
very, very cross, and what dear
Thomas could possibly see in so very,
very rough a game as football——vnh.ch
as a game, was SO very, very inferior
to noughts-and-crosses.

CHAPTER 25,

) Gumer Pute His Foot Down'!

‘ §'M putting my foot down!”

I Peter  Cuthibert Gunner, of

the Classical Fourth made that
observation in emphatic tones to his
study-mate, Dickinson minor.

Dickinson winor looked at him rather
nervous}y.

Hard!” sald Guaner.

Gunner of the Fourth had a hefty
sizo in feet. He could not have put
his foot down hard without making
the study furniture dance.
from Dickinson minor's uneasy look,
it might have been supposed that hé
tancied that to be Gunner's intention.

- What old chap?”

Gunner of the Classical Fourth was
not 2 bully.  But he haq manners
end cusioms 9!mmt mdxsmmgu:sha 1
from these of a-‘bully.  Gertan v,
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he made his study-mate walk in fear
and trembling. Being always pre-
pared to introduce an enormous fist
into any discussion, Gunner was not
a pleasant fellow to argue with.

Dickinson minor prepared to dodge
out of the study. One of his chief
occupations ,was cvading scraps with
Gunner.

“That silly ass Silver—" went on
Gunner.

Dickinson minor brightened up.
Apparently he was not the object of
Gunner's wrath; the object of it was
Jimmy Silver, capt'ﬂn of the Fourth.
Dickinson_rminor was very glad to
it. Jimmy Silver was quite able
ku care of himself—the wrath of

Gunner was wont to pass him
hhe the idle wind which he
regeuded not,

“I've been patient,” said Gunner,
“I've given him his head. I've
waited to glve him a chance to make
up his mind to play me in a foot-
au match. He hasn't done it. He

thinks I can't play footer. As if
he knows anything about the game,
the silly ass!”

Dickinson minor grinned.

A fellow did not need to know
much about the game to know that

Gunner couldn’t play football.
'Ihz\c fact leapt to the eye, as it were,
when Gunner was seen at games prac-
tice.

“I've talked to him,” said Gunner.
“He can't say that I haven’t men-
tioned my claims.”

“He can’t,” agreed Dickinson
minor,
“I've even pushed them,” said
Gunuoer.,
“You lmve, said Dickinson minor.
“Lots of ‘
yeL ha leaves me out. I'm /
puumg my foot down now!” said

Gunner darkly. “I'm going to give

him his choice—he can play me in |

the next House match, or he can take |
20t

a thundering licking. What A
“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Dickin-
£on minor, 4
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“That's what I've demded, said

unner determinedly. “I'm fed-up
with being passed over like this!
Injustice is @ thing that vrankles.
Mind, I wouldn't dream of pushing
my claims if I didn't know that I
was the best junior footballer Rook-
wood ever. turned out. Being that,
Um_entitled to play. What?”

“Oh!” gasped Dickinson minor.

“Don’t you agree with me?”
roared Gunner. -

“Qh, yes, certainly!”

“Well, I hope Silver will, for his
own sake,” said Gunner. “Other-
wise, I shall feel it my duty to smash
him up. I'm fed-up with his cheek.
m going to put my foot down, and
put_it to him plainly.”

“I—I would!” gasped Dickinson.

“And@ I jolly well willl” said
Guner,

And Peter Cuthbert Gumner, in a
mood of great determination, quitted
the study, much to Dickinson’s relief.
Gunner went along the Fourth Form
passage to look for Jimmy Silver.

It was Friday—the day before the
House match—that match which was
causing Tommy Dodd & Co. so much
anxiety. Gunner felt that. he had
been patient too long. He had never
figured in a match—even in a game
with the Third Form his claims were
overlooked. Being blissfully uncon-
scious that he was as hopeless a
fumbler at football as at everything
else, Guoner naturally felt-indignant.

The captain of the Fourth was not
in his study—prep was over, Gunner
went downstairs to look for him in
the junior Common-room.

There he found Jimmy Silver.

The Fistical Four were all there,
and they all had smiling faces. ‘1ney
ad been discussing the mateh
the morrow, in which Clarence c\xﬁy
was to figure on the Modern side.
During me week they had watched,
with keen interest, Tommy  Dodd’s
manful efforts to turn Cuffy into a
footballer. They had not noticed

(5]
that Doddy had met with any sucecess
And the feclings with which the

Modern fellows wtxc)paied ihe Haouse
match were a subject of great hitarity
to the Classicals. Tommy Dodds un-
fortunate krag had comc home fo
roest, as it were, and it was causing
great stress of fecling among the
Modern footballers.

“Silver!”  bawled
came in.

Every eye was turned on Gunner
at_once,

He was a truculent youth, and a
great Lghtmg man, and more than
often in a row than out of one.
Gunner had known anythmg about
boxing he would have be
dangerous  character.
his boxing was on a par with his foot-
ball and ericket.

“Hallg, old bean"'
Silver cheerily.

Gunner planted himself before . the

Gunner as’_he

said  Jimmy

Gumner was going
down.

“There’s a House
morrow,” said Gunrer.

“That’ so!”  assented Jimmy
Silver.  “I believe I'd heard of it—
but. tmmks for the information, all
the same.”

“Youw've not posted up the Hst yet.”

“Not yet!” agreed Jimmy.

“I want my name to appear i it!”

“Déar met”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a general
cackle from all corners of the room.
Guuner and his claims to play for
Formi and House were a standing
joke in the Classical Fourth. As
Mornington had put it, Gunner and
footpall were a contradiction in terms,

Gunner stared round angrily.

“You can cackle!” he snorted.

“Thanks—we *will!” said . Convoy.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I mean fit,

match

Jimmy Silver! T'm

‘fed-up with being passed over in this
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‘scandalous way. The way you run
football matters is a disgrace to the
House and the School. I'm speaking
‘plainly—I'm a plain chap!”

“You are,” agreed Jimmy Silver
—“frightfully plain. How your look-
ing-glass stands it, without cracking is

giddy mystery.”
you silly ass!

I don’t mean

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I don’t want any
Gunner in great wrath. “I'm giving
you an ultimatum—either I play in
the House match to-morrow or I give
you the hiding of your life!”

“Oh, gad!” ejaculated Mornington.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bump the cheeky ass!” exclaimed
Putly of the Fourth, “Say the word,
Jimmy, and well rag him bald-
headed.”

A crowd of Classical fellows closed
up round the group, Guuner was a
lofty and dictatorial youth—qualities
that had often landed him into
But to claim a place in the
Classic eleven, with the alternative of
committing assault and battery upon
the football captain, was really the
limit—it was altogether too thick.
At a sign from Jimmy Silver, Peter
Cuthbert Gunner would have been
subjected to the ragging of his life.

» But Jimmy Silver did not make the
sign,

He smiled.

“I_didn’t come here to be grinned
at, Jimmy Silver!” hooted Gunner.
“I want a plain answer. Do I play
to-morrow, or do I thrash you till you

rot!® howled

won't feel like grinning again for a
week—which?”
DT man!” said Jimmy Silver.
“The fact is, you order me to play
you—what?”

“It amounts to that!® assented
Gunner.
rel‘l‘s"flelé. iii you &dir me, what's a
fellow to do? ar i oy,
it ear is to obey,

Gunner stared.

ROOKWOOD CALLING!

He had hoped, if not expected, to
gain his point. But this surrender on
the part of the junior football captain
was rather surprising.

“Oh! You—yowll do it!” he stut-
tered.

Jimmy smiled cheerily.

“How can I help i, when you

order me?' he asked pleasantly.
“Who I to disregard your in-
structions?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If that's @ joke—" growled
Gunner.

“Not dt all. You play.”

“Ol good!”. said Gunner, as-
tontshed but greatly gratified. “I'm
your man, then, Where are you put-
ting me?”

“Goal!” said Jimmy Silver,

“I'm good in goal, of course—in
fact, I may say that there isn't any
place on the footer field where I'm
not worth my salt. But I think I'm
rather better at centre-forward.”
_“Just as good, at least,” assented

o

mmy,

“Well, 'm glad you can see it.”
“My dear man, I know you're quite
as good in one place as in another in
any game,” said Jimmy,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But we speclally want you in
goal,” sald Jimmy. “I'll shove your
name in the list at once, and you can
pin it up.”

“Well, 'l play in goal!” said
Gunner graciously, ‘

“Good “man!”" sald Jimmy Silverj
cordially,

Pencil and paper came out of
Jimmy’s pocket, and the name of
P. C. Gunner was put on the
Classical football list, much to his
satisfaction. With his own large
hand he pinned up the notice in & jj
prominent position. 3

“That’s good,” he said. “I'm glad
we've arranged this without my hav:
ing to pitch into you, Silver.”

“Youve reason to be glad!”
assented Jimmy. 4

“Ha, ha, hal”
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Gunner walked out of the room
with his n vell up in the air to
carry the surprising and gratifying
news to Dickinson minor that the
name of P. C. Gunner was, at long
last, down for a House match.

He left the room in a roar.

“Better have punched him for his
cheek, though,” said Arthur Edward
Lovell.

“Why punch his nose?” smiled
Jimmy Silver. “It’s all right, We'd
decided to play the biggest fool on
the Classical side In goal, to make
things even for Doddy having to play
Cuffy. Gunner offered—-"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“So it’s all right.”

Peter Cuthbert Gunoer strolled into
his -study in’ the Fourth with an
clated look. Dickinson minor eyed
him rather uneasily. He had fully
expected Gunner to return in a
thoroughly thrashed state, and a ter-
rific temper. Gunner’s cheery equani-
mity surprised him.

“It’s all screne,” said Gunner.
“gilver decided to toe the line. I'm
down to play to-morrow.”

“Wha-a-at?” gasped
minor. “Gammon!”

“You can go and look at my name
on the list.”

“I willl” said Dickinson. And he

Dickinson

d.

Dickinson minor almost fell down
when he found P. C. Gunner’s name
in the football list in the Common-
room.

“You're playing Gunner  to-
morrow, Silver?” he stuttered.

“Yes.”

“That silly idiot?”

“That silly idiot1” assented Jimmy.
“That burbling jabberwock—-"
“That burbling jabberwock!”

my hat! What on earth

_“To make things fair all round, as
Tommy Dodd is playing Cuffy. It's
Up to us to play our silliest ass if
Tommy Dodd does.”
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“Oh! Ha, ha, hal” yelled Dickin-
son minor.
He understood then. But P. C.
Gunner did ot understand—and
Dickinson minor, when he- returned
to the study to congratulate him, was
careful not to explain. It would
really have been a dangerous under-
taking to explain to Gunner that he
was being played on this special
occasion because: he was the silliest
ass and the biggest idlot in the
Classical Fourth. Dickinson minor
wisely left him to make the discovery,
for himself.

CHAPTER 26.
Woll Matched!

i ILL it rain?”
Tommy Dodd.

It wouldn't!

This was the very first time that
Tommy Dodd had desired see a
heavy downpour of rain on the occa~
sion of a football match. But that
Saturday morning was quite bright
and sunny, and the weather showed
no sign whatever of obliging Tommy
Dodd.

During the week Olarence Cuffy’s
career had been something like that
of a hunted rabbit.

Tommy Dodd was determined to
turn him into something distantly
resembling a footballer. Although
very, very anxious to oblige his friend
and relative, dear Thomas, Cuffy had
developed surprising gifts as a dodger.

Nevertheless, he had been dragged
down to games practice several times,
and each time Cuffy’s sufferings had
been enough to touch a heart of
stone. But his knowledge of - the
great game had not perceptibly in-
creased.

In fact, his preference for noughts-
and-crosses, as & game, had been
greatly intensified.

But hope springs eternal in the
human breast, and with a few more
days, or a week, to work in, Tommy

murmuretl
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Dodd would not have despaired. of
furning Cuffy into a rather less hope-
less ass. So a downpour of rain, post-
poning the match, would have been
welcome.

And go, as Tommy said blithely to
Cook and Doyle, it was bound to be

You could always depend on
the British climate to play up in the
wrong way!

Eick-of was timed for two-thirty,
and K was not in cheery spirits that
‘Tommy Dodd led his merry men down
to Little Side in th® sunny afterncon.

. Clarence Cuffy was with them.

‘Dearly would Cuffy haye loved to
dodge out of the gates or into a coal-
ceuar or anywhere; but that afterncon
there was no dodging for Cuffy. Tommy
Deodd had to make his words good—
he had said that he would play the
Classics with Cuffy in goal, and that he
was going to do. He had said also that
he would beat them; but that was quite
another matter.

Jimmy Silver greeted him with a

smile.

cheery
“Goaue going strong?” he asked
afabl;

Tommy Dodd snorted.

“Oh, cheese it!” ted Tommy
Cook. “If you ask me, it's rather mean
10 hold Tommy to it because he gassed
a bit. Just like you Classicals!”

“Oh, just!” said Doyle.

“Cut that out!” said Tommy Dodd
morosely. “We're going to be as good
ag our word, and were ready when
you Classical chumps are.”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“We're ready,” he said.

It was then that Peter Cutlibert
Gunner, in shirt and shorts, as
member of the Clessical junior team,

- dawned on the Moderns.
hey blinked at him.

Cunner, with an eir of great self-
satisfaction, walked to the goal after
be skippers had tossed. Tommy Dodd
blinked after him, not undexstandm"

say, Silver——"

“Hallo}” swilad Jimmy

©

ROOKWQOD CALLING!

“You're r\ot playing Guuncr?®

on earth x‘oﬂ” asked {he
‘' He’ nearly as
idiot at fomer as our man

iy dear mutimured
y Silver laughed.
v's why!” he said,

Tommy Dodd looked ai him. He
seomed slow to grasp the situation.
ub at last he g cd with relief,
“Silver, old ’ he said with feel-
ing, “you're a brick! You know I got
myself into a serape by opening my
mouth teo wide—and you're letting me

off. You're a real br Lk

That was all that \\'as said;
Tommy Dodd lined up with his men in
much better spirit. Al mc Moderns,
in fact, scemed to he considerably
bucked bj the sight of Peter Cuthhert.
Gunrer in the Classical geal.

Apart from the custodians, the tm&
were fairly well maiched—ien good:
men aside. And the goalics were fairly
well matched, t0o, If it came to that®

de Rookwood or

a crowd of Classicals and

M:)dcms gathered to see the game—a

1out goalkeepers, for that was

what it ciounted to. And the Moderns,
generally agreed that Jimmy Silver wa:

A P!
re consequence of his brag.

(nmnm was undoubtedly as heavy
handicap to the Classical side as
could possibly be to the Modern.

It was a match on fair terms afl
all, and on fair terms the Moderns we
swre of beating the chcs]cs

sics, on their side, e

sure of beating the Mode;

It was quite an inter

Arthur Edward Lovell put m t,he .
first, catching Cuffy on the chin
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it, and causing him to st down with
surprising suddenness,

But Tommy Dodd scon followed that
up with a Modern goal, the ball miss-
ing Gunner’s clutch by about a yard.

The full-backs had the duty of de-
fending the goals; and at one end of
the field Cuffy thumped his chest to
keep warm, and at the other end
Gunner stamped and thuraped likewise,
neither of them having anything eclse
to do. For when the backs failed to
keep the goal intact, the ball always
went in--Cuffy generally sceking to
dodge it as it came, and Gunner
sprawling at it in v

In the peculior ci cumstances the
foothaliers expected a heavy score. It
vy enough. In the first half,
Classics led by four goals to three.
After the interval the Moderns picked
up, and for a time they led by seven
goals to five. Then the Classicals gave
Cuffy some concentrated attention, and
their figure jumped to eight. By that
time it was getting near the finish, and
almost on the stroke of time Tommy
Dodd planted the ball on Gunner’s
chin, and Gunner sat down in goal
apparently nurslng it like a baby.

Then the whistle went.

“Eight 2l11” grinned Jimmy Silver.
“It’s a giddy draw! ‘Well, Gunner
hasn’t beaten us!”

“Ha. ha, hat”

“And Cuffy hasn’t beaten wus!”
chuckled Tommy Dodd. “I was going
to slaugbter him if he did.”

“My cear Thomas—-"

“I'll kick him, anyhow.”

“Yarooooh{”

Clarenca Cufly quitted the football
&round, determined that wild horses
Siould never drag him into so very,
;Ery rough a game again. Peter Cuth-

Tt Gunner walked off, with his head

was

b, appsrently quite satisfied with him-
h“ and his performances. In the
‘Anging-r oom he called to Jimmy.
I say, Silver! You've seen my
WMality gy, >
‘Ha, hal  Yes”
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“Satisfled, I hope?”
“Quite. One sample is enough.”
“When ‘are you playing me in a
House match again?”

“Next time Tommy Dodd plays
Cufly.

‘Eh?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Whmh \"Zb not a promising praopect
for Gunner.

Clarence CGuffy was quite, quite deter-
mined that he never would play in a
House match again. But he was not
quite so determined upon that point as
Tormmy Dodd.

CHAPTER 27.
Wot!
« ¥'T will be rather fun!” sald Lovell.

E immy Silver and Raby and

Newcome looked doubtful

Lovell, of course, looked obstinate at
once.

If another fellow doubted the wisdom
of his opinicn, that was quite enough
to make Lovell absolutely certain that
his cpinion was weil-founded.

“No end of fun,” he said.

“Hum!”

“In fact, quite jolly,” said Lovell
“Take my v.oxd for it."

You see—-" said Jimmy silver.

“I see that you're going to argue,”
assented Lovell. “I never met such
a fellow for arguing.”

“But, you OW- ” began Raby.

“I know youre going to chin-wag,

Raby. Doesn’t your chin ever get
tired?”
“Look here- " sald Newcome.
“Oh, go it, the three of you!” said

Arthur Edward Lovell, in a tone of deep
resignation. “Y can see that we're going
to' spend this half-holiday in chin-nag
Rather a waste of time, if you ask me;
but I don't mind if you fellows don’t |

Go'i

Loven leaned back in the armchair
in the end study. His three chums
looked at him, seemingly inchned to
tilt him out of the armchair on to the
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carpet, and bump him there. Lovell
was quite a geod fellow—one of the
very best—but he often made his
comrades feel like that.

Lovell was silent—but only for a
moment or two. Indeed, it was but
‘seldom that Arthur Edward Lovell was
silent for more than a moment or two.

“It's a lot of fun.” he said. “I've
been to an auction before You bid
for things and run them up. you know,
and it’s exciting.)

“Must be exciting, if*you get landed
with the goods and don’t want 'em!”
remarked Newcome. “T call that a
mug’s game!”

“You can call it what you like, New-
come Tve never expccted ony sense
from you.”

“Look here. Lovell—-"

**Can we play footer in this drizzle?”
demanded Lovell “Do you want to go
biking 0 the rain? Do you want to
stick in a stuffy picture palace, blink-
ing at awful rot? Do you want to
frowst over the study fire like Peele or
Gower? 1It’s a half-holiday, and we've
got to do something. Well, there’s that
auction on at Latcham  Let's go!”

“But—" said Jimmy.

“We may pick up some bargains.”
said Lovell “1 heard of a chap once
who bought something-or-other at an
atiction for a few shillings, and it
turned out to be real genuine old
thingummy, and he made pounds out

of it Pounds!" added Lovell impres-
sively. “Now. I've an eye for a
bargam."

“Quite -an expert on genuine old
thingummy. and well up in real antique
what-do-you-call-it?” asked Raby.

“Oh, don't be an ass, Raby! The
question is, are we going or are we
not gomg“ said Lovell. “I say go.
Now,

Ancr al!

we want to get out of
doors, "

‘ said Jimmy Silver resignedly.
‘It will be a bit muddy walking to
Latcham. Never mind—let’s go to
the giddy auction. I don’t quite see

ROOKWOOD CALLING!

wihere the fun will come in; bug Lavel!
scems to know all about it.”

Lovell jumped up.

“Now youre talking,” he said.

“That’s all right.
quite keen on it.
thin;

The fact is, I'm
We want some new
for the study—the clock’s never
the same since that ass Putty put
2 in it. And that soia would
vace a self- -respecting dustbin  All
ie chairs are rocky—-"

“Are we coming back to Rockwood
carrying clocks and sofas and chairs?”
e;awlatcd Newcome. )

“Fathead! They deliver the goods
for you,” said Lovell. “ You just select
what you want, bid for them, and
they're knocked down to you. and you
pay for them—-"

here's the rub.
i

I don't like thap

33! Then they deliver them the
next day, and—and there you are,”"
sald Lovell. “Now, sort out your macs
and let's get gomg We've wasted too
much time in chin-wag already. I
really never did see such fellows as you-
three chaps for talking!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. made up their
minds to it After all, something -
had to be done with the afterncon.

It was wet, it was drizzly, it was
distin discouraging in every way.
Focter was off. cycling was not attrac.
mu‘ and many of the Classical Fourth

ere 2t a loose end. Pecle and Gower |
and Lattrey were playing banker in
G somewhere, bu

snoozing over a study fire. but the
certainly did not want to snooze,
end Rawson were “swotting
but Jimmy Silver & Co. felt that the;
had quite enough Latin with Mri
Dalton in the Form-rcom—even a litt]
too much, in fact. The Fistical Po
serted out raincoats and saliied for
from the House

Anyhow, it was something to be ot
of doors, wet and drizzly as it wad
They pulled down their caps. tu
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up the collars of their coats, and
plunged through the drizzle to the
gates.

It was a long walk to Latcham. The
roads were muddy, the lanes muddier.
Naturally, they took the short cut:
equally naturally, the short cuts were
deeper in mire than the roads. After
s mile or two three members of the
party considered that they had been
prize asses to start for Latcham at all;
but Lovell ploughed on with a deter-
mined, cheerful expression, resolved to
enjoy the walk. Since it was his idea.
it was a good idea. But had it been
anyone else who had proposed that
miry tramp to Latcham, Lovell cer-
tainly would have told him what he
thought of him, with more emphasis
than politeness.

“Well, this is pretty thick, and no
mistake,” said Raby at last.

“What's a little mud?”
Tovell.

“1t isn't & little—it’s a lot!”

“Better to have gone by train!”
grumbled Newcome.

“Railway fares are a waste, when
we've got time to walk,” said Lovell

grunted

“Buck up! I'm not grousing! Never
mind & little mud.”
“Oh, rats!”

“Keep smiling!” said Jimmy Silver
cheerily.

Grunt—from Raby and Newcome.

“Of course, it would be nicer in a
Rolls-Royce car!” said Lovell sarcas-
tically. “I'm going to buy a motor-car
some day, when some kind old gent
will give me thirty thousand pounds for
its upkeep. Just at present we've got

0 hoof it. Keep on!”
“Fathead!”
“Assl”

The rain was coming down harder
now; the drizzle had turned to a down-
pour. Even Lovell's determined cheer-
fulness paled a little, and his three
comrades began to look round for some

kind of shelter, But there seemed no
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shelter at hand save weeping, leafless
trees—they were following a miry. lane
between meadows. drenched with rain,

Suddenly, from a narrow  turning,
there was a trampling, and a horseman
rode out into the lane, splashing mud :
right and left. The Rookwood juniors
jumped out of the way promptly.

The rider pulled in his horse as he
saw them.

“Hil”

““Hallo, it's a bobby!” said Lovell,

It was 2 mounted constable, with
water streaming from his waterproof
cloak. He waved his hand to the four
schoolboys. ;

‘“‘Have you seen a man pass this
way?" he called.

“Seen anybody?”
“No.”

The mounted man rode on. - He dis-
appeared among weeping hedges and
trees. 3

“He’s after somebody!” remarked
Lovell. “Pleasant job, in this weather
—I don't think! Come on! We've got
miles to do yet.” 4

“Thank goodness!” exclaimed Raby:
a few minutes later.

“There’s a shed.”

“We're not looking for any dashed
old shed!” exclaimed Lovell. *“We're
going to Latcham.”

“Go to Latcham, or go to Jericho!”
retorted Raby. “I'm jolly well going
to get out of the rain.”

And Raby plunged through a gap in
a hedge and headed for the shed.
Jimmy Silver and Newcome followed

him. :
Lovell stared after them. b
“Look here, you. slackers!” he
shouted. §
“Rats!” e
Arthur Edward Lovell snorted. and
followed his comrades.  As a:matter

of fact, Arthur Edward was quite glad
to get out of the rain .. i
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CHAPTER 123,
A Stastling Discovery!

IMMY SILVER & OO. plunged into
the shelter of the shed thankfully,
‘The rain was coming down in tor-

rents now, and their raincoats were
streaming, their trousers were damp,
and their caps wringing wet.  Three
members oi the party were powerfully
tempted to turn on the fourth and roil
him ip the mud for having led them
on this hapless expedition. Perhaps
Lovell realised that there was an
electric atmosphere, for he did not turn
his eloquence upen his drenched
corarades.

“After all, it's jolly wet!” he re-
marked quite reasonably and amicably.
“It's got worse since we started. Of
course, a fellow couldn’t foresee that.”

“Of course, you couldn’t, at any
rate,” said Newcome.

“Never mind, we're out of the rain,
and it’s too fast to last,” said Jimmy
Silver. “Thank goodness we found
this shed!”

“Yes, rather!”

It was not an inviting shelter, really,
but it was a case of any port in a storm
to the Fistical Four of Rookwecod. The
shed was apparently used as a cattle
shelter. One side was open to wind and
weather. In one corner was a large
stack of damp straw, not clean. Out-
side was a trough swimming with rain.

The four juniors stood well inside,
looking out at drenched fields and
trees. The rain came down in great
splashes. They stamped their feet for
warmth, and wrung out their caps.

“Nice, isn't it?” grunted Raby.

“Rotten!” sald Newcome.

“Miles more to Latcham, and miles
back to Rookwood!” went an Raby.
“What a giddy half-holiday!”

“Oh, don’t grouse!” sald Lovell, “I'm
as wet as you are!”

“To think that we might be in the
study now, with a goed firel” said
Raby.

“Bad for a chap to frowst over a
fire!” said Lovell loftily.

ROOKWOOD CALLING!

‘If T catch & cold, I shall
bunch your silly noge, Lovell.

“Well, I daresay youwll catch a cold
slackers and frowsters do, you know,”

Jolly well

remarked Lovell. I must say it's
chilly here. What about getting on to
Latcham?”

*“In this rain, ass?”

“Well, we don’t want to be late for
the auction.”

“Blow the auction!”

“Bless the auction!”

“Bother the auction!”

Auction sales, it appeared, did not
seem attractive to Jimmy Silver & Co,
just then. Lovell grunted.

“We came out to go to the anction,”
he said.

“We came out because we were silly
sses, and let a sillier ass jaw us into
it!” snapped Raby.

“And youre sticking in_ this shed
because yowre slackers, and afraid of
a little wet!” said Lovell. It was really
impossible for Arthur Edward to keep
his eloquence bottled up for long.

Raby and Newcome glared. They
were wet, they were muddy, they were
fed-up to the chin. And Lovell, instead
of showing any regret for having led
them into this disastrous outing, was |
adopting his customary attitude of:
lofty superiority. Perhaps it was not
surprising that Raby and Newcome be-
came very cross, though Lovell did not
seem to expect if.

“Well, if you like rain, have a
more of it!” roared Raby.

“Yes, rather!” concurred Newcome,

And Raby and Newcome collare
Arthur Edward Lovell, and hurled hi
forth.

“Oh, my hat!” ¥

Arthur Edward Lovell went spinning
out in the rain. )

He brought up against the haors
trought, and pitched forward over §
and there was a heavy splash. 1

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell lifted a dripping face from
trough.

Tigtl

He élax'ed round at his comrade: o
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“You--~you-

“Ha, ha, ha

“Now, then,”
Silver pacifically.

But Lovell did not heed. -He came
charging back infto the shed with a
terrific rush.

The next moment Lovell and Raby
and Newcome were rolling over to-

interposed  Jimmy

gether in a struggling heap.

“Chuck it, you duffers!” shouted
Jimmy.

“Buzz him out again!” roared
Newcome.

“Qutside, you fathcad!”

“IN jolly well—" panted Lovell.

Three excited juniors reeled and
staggered to and fro. Lovell lost his
footing and went down, bumping on
the stack of straw in the corner of the
shed, dragging down Raby and New-
come with him. !

A yell rang through the shed, but
it was not Lovell or Raby or Newcome
who yelled. Loud and startled, that
yell came from under the heap of straw
on which they had crashed together.
“Wh: »”

“Who-—»

“Great Scott!”

Utterly amazed, the three juniors
sprang to their feet, staring blankly
at the heap of straw—now in motion.
From the straw protruded a foot and
part of a leg; from another spot a hand
and sleeve projected. Evidently some-
one was hidden under the straw, and
no doubt he had been startied when
{hree schoolboys crashed down on him.

“Somebody’s there!” yelled Jimmy
Silver.

“Oh, my hat!”

Thé straw was tossed aside, and a
man sprang to his feet. The four
Juniors stared at him blankly, and he
d back at them, with a fierce,
age, suspicious face. His eyes
med like those of a hunted animal,
ang it came to the minds of the aston-
‘ﬁhu\ junicrs that he was indeed

“for a few seconds the man stood

; L
panting and glaring. He was a short,
thick-set man, with 2: bulldog jaw and
& broxen nose, and sharp, fierce liftle
eyes set close together under - thick
brows. It was a face that, once seen,
was not likely to be soon forgotten.
But it was only for brief seconds that.
the Rookwooders saw it. The man
turned from them, ran swiftly to the
cpening of the shed, and bolted out into
the pouring rain. s

Almost in a flash-he disappeared
from sight, running hard. e

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Jimmy
Silver. ¢

The juniors stared after the- van-°
ished man, and then looked at one
another. The sudden and unexpected -
happening had fairly astounded them.

“The silly ass, to clear out into the
rain,” said Lovell. “We shouldn’t have
hurt him, I suppose.”

“What the thump was he hiding
for?” said Raby. “He must have seen
us coming here, and dedged under the
straw.”

Jimmy Silver looked very thoughtful.

“He had jolly geod reasons for keep-
ing out of sight, I should say,” he
answered. “You remember that
mounted bobby we passed some time
back—he was looking for somebody.
Looks as if it may have been this chap
he wanted.”

Lovell whistled.

“Shouldn’t wonder,” he said. “He
was scared at being found here, any- .
how. If he's some rotter wanted by
police we ought ta have collared him.”

“Rather too late to think of that,”
said Jimmy.

The man had vanished, and the
juniors discussed the matter for some
time as they stood watching the rain..
Fortunately, the surprising happening
had restored peace in the Co. Lovell
and Raby and Newcome did not renew.
their argument.

The juniors stamped &
and waved their arms to keep Warml,
and waited dismally for the rainl to
stop. It did not stop. But after - o

about the shed,
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it slackened, and they decided to get
moving.

“Are we going on or going back?”
asked Neweome.

“I'm going on,” said Lovell gruffly.

“Oh, let’s keep on, as we’ve come S0
far!” said Jimmy Silver. “We can get
& train back from Latcham to Coombe,
you know.”

So they went onward, and tramped
through dreary drizzle and deep mire
to the town of Latcham, which they
were very glad to reach.

CHAPTER 29.
Just Like Lovell!

ERES the place!” said Lovell,
H e Fistical Four were fecl-
mg a hme better now.

At the old inn at Latcham they had
had some hot coffee and cake, and had
oeen nble to dry themselves at a glow-
ing they were feeling better
as f,hey walked down the old High
Street to the building where the auc-
tion was being held.

It was a large zinc building,
poster outside announced
Bunce was holding the auction there
that afternoon. The proceedings were
already proceeding, so to speak; the
Rookwooders were late for the start.
They moved into the building among
the crowd, which was not large, the
weather probably having kept a good
many people away. The auctioneer, a
plump man with a rosy complexion,
was already at Lot 37, and was tapping
with his hammer.

“Gentlemen, this handsome rosewood
cabinet — this splendid rosewood
cabinet, in excellent condition—I am
offered seven guineas for this first-class
rosewood cabinet. Gentlemen, what
improvement on seven guineas for this
desirable rosewood cabinet?”

“Eight!” called out Lovell.

“You frabjous ass!” gasped Jimmy
Suvcr

‘Dry up,
hissed Raby.

, and a
at M.

you blithering chump!”

ROOKWOOD CALLING!

tion.

Lovell did not heed.
If that handsome and desival

Edward Lovell for eighf
guineas scveral problems would hawvy
arisen.  Pirst and foremost amon
them, where Lovell wz\s {o get eigh
guineas from to pay for i
Fortunately, it was not kuonked down
to Lovell.
“Nine!” came from a podgy littl
gentleman with a large, hooked no;
and a lisp.
“Ten!”
“Twelvel”
Lovell grinned at his comrades.
“All serene, you see,” he said.
quite a game, you know. Only y
hsne to keep your eyes peelcd and not’
get landed with the stuff.”
“And suppose you do get landed wnh
lt”’ demanded Newcome.
“Oh, I shouldn't! But dont yo
fellows do any bidding. You're as likely:
25 not to put your foot in it.”
“And you're not?” snorted Raby.
“Not at all. I know my way about,”s
explained Lovell. “I shan’t get landedy
with anything I don’t want. That's all
right. Leave it to me!”
The chums of the Fourth had to,
leave it to Lovell, because there was
nmhmg else to be done. Short of gag-
Arthur Edward Lovell, there w:
no s*opping hi
Lovell's confidence in bhis own pes
spicacity was unbounded. He was quite
assured that he knew what he wa
about. He was going to bag som
necessary things for the study, if pog
sible, at bargain prices. And to whil
away the time he was going to help od
the bidding, always taking great ca
not to be the fellow who made the fina
bid.
Jimmy Silver & Co. were very fa
from sharing Lovell’s confidence.
perspicacity they regarded as a miny
quantity. But there was no help fo
it, short of gagging their exuber:
chum, which really was out of the g

The rosewood cabinct was “knock d
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down,” and Lot 38 came on view. It
was a large perambulator. The rosy-
cheeked auctioneer tapped gently with
his hammer, and proceeded with his
peean of praise.

“This beautiful baby-carriage, 2
triumph of the most modern construc-
tion, gentlemen, what offers for this
handsome baby-carriage?”

“Ninepence!” came 2a voice, and
there was a laugh. It was the tubby
gentleman with the hooked nose and
the lisp who made that offer, evidently
in a spirit of humour.

The auctioneer grinned indulgently.

“Gentlemen, be serfous. This hand-
some, reliable baby-carriage cost thirty
guineas. What offers, gentlemen, for
this most desirable lot?”

“Fifteen shillings!”

“A quid!”

“Thirty bob!”

“Thirty-five!”

There was & pause.

“Two pounds!” sang
Tdward Lovell cheerily.

Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged hope-
less looks. Arthur Edward was “ab it”
again. But again Lovell came off scot-

out Arthur

Tee.

“Tyo pounds ten shillings!”

“Three pounds!”

“Four!” rapped out Lovell.

The auctioneer glanced curiously 2t
Lovell. Possibly he was’ puzzled by a
sehoolboy bidding for a baby-carriage
But Lovell had a right to bid if he
chose, end he looked well-dressed
cnough to be good for the money.

“Gentlemen, four pounds I am
offered,” said the auctioneer. “Four
pounds for this handsome baby-car-
riage, in excellent condition, hardly
used. - Are you making it guineas, Mr

Isaacs?”

The hook-nosed gentleman shook his

ead.

“Gentlemen, this handsome baby-
carriage going at four pounds. Going
—going—"

Arthur Edward Lovell breathed
rather hard. What on earth he would

3
have done with 2 baby’s perambulator,
knocked down to him for four pounds
was a deep mystery.

But again he was in luck,

“Guineas!” came from the back ot
the crowd.

“Gentlemen, I am offered four
guineas for this excellent baby-car-
riage. Going at four guineas. Going—
going—gone!”

Rap!

Arthur Edward Lovell had quite a
serious look. Four guineas was the top
bid, and it had just saved him from
being landed with a perambulator to
wheel home to Rookwood.

“You thumping ass!”
Newcome.

It was an unfortunate remark.

Lovell's narrow escepe from the
perambulator might have been a
warning to him. But Newcome’s re-
mark roused all his obstinacy again.
He was quite determined to show his
companions that he knew his way
about, and that their uneasy fears were
groundless.

Instead of keeping silent, therefore,
he plunged into the game more reck~
lessly than before.

Lot after lot was brought forward,
and each time Lovell bid recklessly;
but, considering that he was not bid-
ding in earnest, he had amazing luck,
for each time he was outbid by somes
one who really wanted the article.

Lovell grinned at his comrades from
time to time, as if to say, “I told you
S0

They bhegan to watch him - with
interest now, wondering how long it
would be before he gob “landed.” For
such a peculiar game, kept up too long,
was fairly certain to end in disaster.
Lovell’s fate was likely to resemble that
of the lion-tamer, who put his head
into the lion’s mouth every day until
he put it in once too often. It was cer-
tain to be bitten off at long last. i
The only question n the min
the Co. wai's, q\vhat Sort of an undesired

and vndesirable article Lovell - would

murmured |
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get landed with. They wondered
whether it would be a perambulator or
a suite of drawing-room furniture, or
8 grandfather’s clock, or a dinner-set,

or a carpet.

“Lot 54. Large leather trunk. A
very strong trunk of very great
capacity. Old-fashioned, but, gentle-

men, the old trunks are of the stoutest
make. Not one of your light, modern
fibre about this. A genuine, strong
trunk of solid leather.”

There was no doubt that the trunk
was solid and of great capacity. It
was nearly five feet long, and its other
dimensions were about two feet. = The
man who had built that trunk, long,
long ago, had been a believer in the
maxim that there is nothing like
leather. Its weight must have been
very considerable empty. Two men
who had brought it forward looked
rather tired when they had set it down.
It was a trunk which a modemn rail-
way porter would have gazed at in des-
pair and wonder. If in its youth that
huge and heavy trunk had ever
travelled by railroad, it seemed that
there must have been giants on the
earth in those days.

Many grinning glances weré turned
on the big trunk as the autioneer ex-
toiled its value. No doubt a leather-
dealer might have found his money’s
worth in it. Mr. Isaacs remarked that
if he bought Lhmb trunk he would let it

ROOKWOOD CALLING!

The auctioneer looked round.

If he had heard somecne make 1§
guineas his ears had deceived him, for
there was silence.

“Gentlemen, gentlemen, two pounds

I am offered! Going at two pounds

Lovell had a cold feeling down his
back.

“You've jolly well done it now!” mur-
mured Newcome.
“Going at two pounds—going—going

cast an

Arthur  Edward Lovell
i Had he, in-

anxious glance round him.
deed, “done it” at last?

He

“Gom" at two pounds--going—going -
—gone

“Yours, sir!” said the auctioneer,
with a smile and a nod to the dismayed
Lovell. “You will settle with that
gentleman yonder. Next lot! Lot 55,
a wireless set, complete with——"

Lovell was not listening.

He had not the remotest desire to
join in the bidding for Lot 55. Lot 54
was enough for him—too much, in fact.

Arthur Edward Lovell was the happy
possessor of a gigantic leather trunk,
of no conceivable use to him or to any-
body else, unless he should start in
business as a leather-worker, and cut it
up into boot-soles and saddles and such
things. Which, of course, was quite

ble for a fellow in the

evidently a humorist.

He started the bidding with fifteen
shillings.

“Pound!” said Lovell cheerily.

“Twenty-five shiliings!”

“Twenty-six!”

“Thirty!”

“Two pounds!” called out Lovell.

“Gentlemen, this handsome trunk,
this well-made trunk, this capaclous
travelling trunk of thé most solid con-
struction, is going at two pounds. What
offers, gentlemen? Two pounds I am
offered! Did I hear someone make it
guineas?”

Fourth Form at Rookwood.
stood and stared at the trunk. i
comrades stared at Lovell He hs.d :
“done it” now. §

A rather dusty and olly gentleman
nudged Lovell

“You settle up now, sir, and, if you
like, we can arrange for the dehvery
of the trunk, or you can send for it
later in the day. Two pounds, plsa.se %

Lovell had the sum of two shillings:
and threepence in his pockets. It w:
obvious, even to Arthur Edward Love!
that he had put his head into the lon’s
mouth once too often. 4
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CHAPTER 30.
Back Upl
IMMY SILVER & CO. looked very
serious.
Lovell cast an ahmost haggard
look at his chums.

He was landed now; there was no
doubt about that. He could not
repudiate his own bargain. Exactly
how he would have stood legally, had
he repudiated it, he did not know—as
a minor and a schoolboy, probably
he could not have been held to it. But
an honourable fellow, of course, could
not take advantage of that. The fact
that the bargain could not possibly
have been enforced on him made it
absolutely essential for a decent fellow
to stand by it. Perhaps the thought of
backing out somehow crossed Lovell’s
mind for a moment; but, if so, it was
only for a moment. He was “for it,”
and he knew it.

Mercifully, his comrades forbore to
deal with him as he deserved.

At a time like this, when a fellow had
landed himself in a scrape by his own
wilful obstinacy, no doubt they would
have been justified in leaving him to
it, but that was not the part for loyal
comrades to play.

Lovell had asked for it, and he had
got it; and now it was up to his com-
rades to help him through. Among the
Fistical Four there was frequently
argument and dispute, and even punch-
msr was not quite unknown in their

happy circle. But with them it was
alwnys sink or swim together. As a
matter of course, the three backed up
the hapless Lovell without even saying
“I told you so!”—which certainly
showed great forbearance and self-
denial on their part.

“Two pounds!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Wait a minute, my man—it’s all

serene. How much have you got,
Lovell?”

“Two-and-threepence!” whispered
Lovell.

“Oh, my hat!”

“T've got a ten-bob note,” murmured
Rahy.

3

“Six shillings here,” said Newcome,

The oily gentleman eyed the juniors
rather curiously. Bidding for Lot 55
was going on briskly. Nobody was
giving any attention to the happy pos-
sessor of Lot 54, exeepting the oily
gentlemen, whese business it was ‘to
collect the hard cash. The juniors -
withdrew from the crowd. They were
done with the auction now, Even
Lovell had not the slightest desire to do
any more bidding.

“That’'s eighteen-and-three  alto~
gether,” murmured Lovell “Have you
got anything, Jimmy? Of course, I
shall settle up.” RS

Jimmy Silver suppressed a sigh.

He had a few shillings in his pockets,
and & pound note which had been
specially sent him by his father for
some new football things.

But it was a case_of all hands on
deck, so to speak. Lovell had to be
saved. The oily gentleman was already
looking suspicious, and if Lovell had
failed to take over his bargain, cer-
tainly there would have been a m
unpleasant_scene.

That had to be avoided at any cost.
A Rookwood fellow was bound to be
as good as his word, and it was a time
for his friends to rally round him, re-
serving their comments till afterwards,

Afterwards, no doubt, Lovell would
hear what they thought about the
matter and about him—at considerable
length. But that was in the future;
the present was a time for action.

Jimmy Silver produced a pound note
and three shillings. There was more
than enough to satisfy the oily gcxme-
man.

“Taking it away with you, sir?”
asked the man when his pecuniary
claims had been satisfied. “Like to
leave it till the morning?  All goods
‘ave to be cleared afore twelve to-
mOrrow.”

“Leave the blessed thing where it i8,"
said Raby. “It's no good to you, Lovell:
You don’t want it at Rookwood.”

“It’s cost two pounds, Raby,” said
Lovell. “Itmustbe worth sorething,
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Somebody else offered thirty bob. Of
course I'm not going to chuck it away.”

“How the thump are you going to
get it to the school, and what the
dickens are you going to do with it
there?” demanded Raby.

“Leave that to me!” said Lovell,
with a touch of his old loftiness, which
made George Raby breathe very hard.

“Well, sir, I shall be wanted in a
minute,” said the oily gentleman

“Could you send it over to Rook-
wood for me?” asked Lovell.

“Where’s that?”

The oily gentleman had apparently
aever heard of Rookwood.

“Near Coombe.”

“Oht!” The oily gentleman con-
sidered. “I'll manage it, sir. Seven-
and-six You'll pay now, please.”

“You cculdn't do it for fifteen-

pence?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“'Course I couldn’t!” said the oily
gentleman warmly, and he turned away
and left the juniors to deal with the
gigantic trunk themselves,

“We've got Jjust one-and-three left
among us,” said Jimmy, looking at his

"Itls a jolly good trunk!” remarked

“Oh, blow the trunk!
.you going to do with it?”
“Take it to Rookwood, of course.”

“It won't go into the study.”

“I can put it in a box-room. Il
advertise it for sale in the local paper,
same as Carthew did with his bike, and
very likely sell it at a profit. There's
a lot of leather in it, and leather’s very
expensive these days The fact is, it’s
rather a bargain.”

Arthur Edward Lovell was recovering.

“You frabjous owl!” said Raby.
“Don't talk to us about bargains! Of
all the silly idiots—""

“Of all the crass dummies——" said
Newcome.

“Look here, are you going to help
me with this trunk or not?” demanded
Lo‘yen “We can carry it among us.”

Carry 112" gasped Raby. “Carry

What are

/ ROOKWOOD CALLING!

that back to Rockwood? I
myself doing it!"”

% Carrv it out of here, anyhow,” sald
Lovell. “We've got to get it away. We;
can get somebody to give us a lift with
it to Rookwood. Or we can hire a
horse and cart.”

“For fifteenpence?”
Silver. 4

“Well, we can leave it at the carrier’s
office,” said Lovell. “We can pay car-
riage on it at the other end to-morrow.
Tl borrow a few bob of Morny."”

The chums of Rookwood looked at
the big trunk. If Lovell was going to
keep it, certainly it had to be got away
from the auction-rooms. Taking it to
the carrier’s office was perhaps the best
plan—but carrying it there was a big
proposition. Even four sturdy fellows -
were likely to find that gigantic trunk’
difficult to negotiate.

“Lend a hand!™ said Lovell briskly. .

“Look here, leave it here!” growled |
Raby. “The rotten thing's no good—
we've wasted the money, anyhow.
What’s the good of carting it away?”

“Don't be an ass. Raby!”

“Look here, Lovell—" l

“Oh, let’s lend a hand!"” said Jimmy
Silver resignedly. “It’s not far to the
carrier’s office. anyhow.”

Four pairs of hands arasped the great
trunk. A good many grinning faces
were turned on the Rookwood juniors
as they bore it out into the street.

In the street they set it down. to gaspi
for breath. Undoubtedly it was a very
heavy trunk.

“Can’t we get a trolley or somethin,
somewhere?” gasped Raby. .

“Where the thump are we to get
trolley?” snapped Lovell. *“Put yo

can ste;

asked Jimmy

beef mLo it! It's only a hundr
yards

“Go it!” said Jimmy Silver. * Up shi
goes!

Up went the huge trunk. With
Rookwoed junior at each corner
swung into the air. and the foi
corners rested on four shoulders.
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was it borne along the High Street of
Latcham.

A light drizzle descended on the
trunk and its bearers. But they did
not feel cold now. Their exertions suf-
ficed to keep them very warm. Some
members of the rising generation of
Latcham gathered and followed them,
evidently interested in the trunk. One
youth inquired whether it was a
“moving job," and ancther asserted
that they had “pinched " the trunk—
and the laiter suggestion caught on.
‘With crimson faces the Rockwooders
marched on with their burden.

“Look out!” yelled one of the
urchins. “There’s & copper!”

“Oh crumbs!” murmured Jimmy.

The policeman at the corner locked
very curiously at the Rookwooders and
the trunk. But he did not suppose that
they had “pinched ” it. By the time
they reached the carrier’s office nine or
ten youths of various ages were follow-
ing them in a procession, all eaccrly

the of
the trunk,
“pinchers ™
it.

and the nerve of the
in passing a “copper ” with

Jimmy Silver & Co. were glad to hand
that trunk over to the carriet They
came out of the office feeling that a
weight was gone from their minds, as
well as from their shoulders. Outside,
the youth of Latcham greeted them.

“’Ere they are!”

“’Oo pinched the trunk?”

“Por goodness’ sake let’s get out of
this!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

And the Fistical Four walked off with
burning faces, at a good speed.

CMAPTER 3t.
The wanted Man!
5 SHANKS' pony again!” growled
. &'ze ve got to hoof it! O
dear!"”
‘There was 10 help for it.

G

Fifteenpence remained to the Fi
Four, and fifteenpence would not ?o‘fg
the railway fares to Coombe for four.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had intended to
take the train back. That intention
had to be -abandoned now. It wasg
Shanks’ pony. as Raby remarked; and
ir only consclation was that the
rain had stopped at last.

By miry lane and nuddy ﬁeldpam
the juniors tramped on, ving
Latcham behind. Lo\ell had declared'
that it would be “fun” attending the
auction; but, so far, his comrades had
failed to perceive any fun in it. Indeed,
three members of the party agreed that,
of all the utterly rotten ways they had
ever spent a half-holiday, this was be-
yond doubt the rottenest.  With muddy
and miry miles before them, they did
not leave Lovell in any doubt a8 m
their opinion cn the subject.

“Hallo! There’s that bobby agam!"
remarked Lovell, perhaps glad
change the topic. A mounted conswlxle.
who looked very muddy. appeared in
sight in the lane.

On a closer inspection, however. the
Juniors saw that it was not the same
mounted constahle whom they had seen
earlier in the afternoon on their way
to Latcham. Apparently, more than
one officer was patrolling the country-
sde between Latcham and Coombe,
and the Rookwooders —wondered
whether this search had -anything to
do with the broken-nosed man with the
bulldog jaw whom they had surprised
under the straw in the shed .

The constable was riding towards the
juniors, and he puiled in his horse &s .
they came up to him.

“Looking for somebody?” as.ked

vell.
0 Yes sir. I suppose you haven't seen
dnybody dodging or hiding about these

0 '\tan with a broken nose. by any
chance?” asked Lovell

‘The mounted man gave guite a jump.

“You've seen him?” he exclaimed.

“My hat! Is \‘,hac the mean you
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want?” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
“We've seen him right enough.”

“Oh, good! ‘Where—and when?
Quick1"”

The Fistical Four explained about
the mecting in the shed three hours
or more ago. The constable listened
very attentively, especially to their
«description of the man.

“That's Noscy Jenks, right enough!”
he said. “He's still about here, then.
We'll have him socner or later.”

*“*Noscy Jenks?” repcated Jimmy
Silver.  “What a giddy name! I sup-

pose he's a criminal,
mm. officer?”
“Burglar,” said the constable. “Six
months ago hc got away with a bundle
cf banknotes from the Latcham County
He was spotted and caught; but
he got rid of the banknotes before our
men laid hands on him. He got away
before they could get him to the
station, and vanished—and we never
expected to sce -him in thess parts
again. But he was scen the day before
vesterday—angd again yesterday—so its

as youre after

pretty clear that he's come back to find | y,;

the banknotes he hid somewhere before
bhe was caught that nigl He's got a
face that’s easily remembered, with
that nose on it.”

ROOKWOOD CALLING!
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“How’'s that?” grunted Raby. w
“Well, we've been able to give the:
police a tip about a man they want.
May lead to his capture.” i
“Rats! I fancy he's a good ten miles |
away from that shed by tma time. Must |
be, if he’s got any sensel” 3
“Might be that shed where he hid -
the loot,” sald Lovell. *“I remember |
secing something in the local paper’
about the bank robbery now. It was
rather interesting, too. The thief was
spotted getting out of the bank by a
top window, and they got after him on
the roof, and he got through a window
into an attic in the next house
—a house belonging to a Colonel
Thompson. It's really interesting—-"
“Blessed if I see it! Why?”
“Because it was Colonel Thompson’s
stuff that was being sold by auction
to-day,” said Lovell. “He’s gone abroad,
and his household effects were sold by
auction—we've bagged his old trunk.”
“You have, you mean!” said New-
come. “X wish the giddy colonel had
taken his dashed old trunk abroad with
im!* .
‘““Hear, hear!"” sald Raby.
“They caught the burglar a few
mmmes aiter he got away from Celonel

- “I think everybody would rem e
his chiyvy!" grinned Lovell.

“If you should happen to see him
again, let them know at the nearest
police station at once.”

“Yes, rather!”

“He's taken to the fields, and hell
never get to a railway station without
being nabbe gaid the constable.
“But he's giving us a hunt, and no
mistake. Where's that shed exactly?”

The juniors pointed out the direction
of the shed, and the mounted man rode
away.

The Reokwoeders walked on towards
the school.

“Lucky we came out this afterncon,
after all,” said Lovell, with a glance
at his comrades.

reading
ic in the paper said Lovell. unheeding.
“It’s near the bridge, you know and it
was suggested that he threw the bundle
of banknotes into the river before the
bobbies collared him. But his coming
back here looks as if he hid them some-
where where he could find them again.”

‘Shouldn't wonder,” yawned Jimmy |
Silver. “Here's Ccombe at last. Less.
than a mile to Rookwood now, thank
goodness!”

“Might be fun hunting for those |
banknotes next half-holiday!” said
chel!.

es; just about as funny as gbixxg
aucdons and buying silly old,
nksi” said Raby.

“Put it on,” said Jlmny levcr.
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haven’t too much time to get back
before lock-up.”

Tired and muddy, the Fistical Four
reached Rockwood School just before
0ld Mack shut the gates. They tramped
into the House not in the best of spirits.

It was some time before they got rid
of the mud they had brought home
with them. Then they had a rather
lbacte tea in the end study, and felt much

Over tea Arthur Edward Lovell was
quite himself,

“It’s all right about that trunk!”
told Ms comrades.

“1s 27

he

011 yes! TI've very little doubt that
I shnu get three pounds for if,” said
Lovell. “It’s really a valuable trunk,
thongh it’s so jolly heavy. When I sell

“When“' said Newcome.
“Yes, when!” snapped Loveil
I selt it TN settle with you (umv.s

i You 11 get your new footer boots,
Jimmy, in time for football next winter
perhaps!” remarked Raby.

“T'll settle up out of my allow anee !
roared Lovell “And when I sell (]
{runk I sholl bave three quid.”

“Why not ask ten pounds for it?”
inquired Newcome.

“'T don’t suppose I could get ten.”

“I don’t suppose you could get three.
So you may as well ask ten as three,”
said Newcome amicably.

“You silly owl!™”

And the subject of the unlfm'tm.aw
irunk was droppedin the end study.

1o

CHAPTER 32,
Homeloss1
" ASTER LOVELL!”
M *“Hallo, Tupper!”

“Which there’s a big trunk
come for you, sir, in the lodge, sir,” said
V)])ul

good!” said Lovell
It wag the fellowing dﬁ.y, “after mom-

ing class. Jxmmy Bilver & Co. had
come out of the Form-room and were
sauntering in the. quadrangle when -
Tupper brought his news.

Lovell had been talking about’the

trunk—apparently convinced, by this
time, that he had made a great bargain..
Even Lovell did not pretend that he
had any use for the gigantic trunk; but
he averred that, on a resale, he would
make 2 handsome profit, the. only
question being to find a buyer. &

That question, in the opinion of hxs
chums, would remain a question with-
cut an answer.

Jimmy Silver was not listening wy
ach to Lovell's anticipations, hew-
ever; he was thinking about his foothall
boots-—for which the pound note had
been intended. The trifing demﬂ Tad
quite escaped Lovell’s 1w mury.

Let’s go and get it, wl
“By the way, I shall have to pay ﬂle
carrfer, I can borrow a bob or

of the fellows.”

The Fistical Four walked dcwn ‘bo
Mack’s lodge. By that time it had
Jeaked out that Lovell had made a big

bargain at the Latcham auction the

dGay before, and a good many of the
Fourth were curious to see it. So quite
& number
gathered to look at ‘he goods TOW
4 by the carrie

carrier had lmdﬂd the trank at
Maci's lodge, end he was wiping his
brow. The exertion seemed i0 mve
tired him.

“'There it is,” said Lovell

“Yes, ‘ere it is,” said old Mack. "Th:s
‘ere yours, Master Lovell? This ‘ere is
agin the rules.

““There's uoLh.nu in it,” said Lovell,
with a grin. “I'm not smuggling tack
into the school, Mack. How

mt question was addressed to tbe

car
o F‘we shillings, sir.”
“Give him the trunk,
advised Raby. “That's just about. thi
value of it; and you don’ 1. want it here
“Ha, ha, hal”

9

of the Classical Fourth |
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Iovell g}ured at Raby,

“Do shut up, you ass! Morny, old
man, will you lend me five bob till
Saturday?”

Valentine Mornington handed out
the required loan. The carrier tock it
and wiped his fevercd brow again.

“'Ot work, sir,” he said “That
trunk’s 'eavy, sir. I've ’andled lots of
trunks in my time, but that there trunk,
sir, is a regler corker!”

Lovell nodded

“Makes a man thirsty, sir!” said the

carrier,

Loveil loocked appealingly at his com-
rades. Fifteenpence remained to the
Fistical Four. Jimmy Silver, with a
rather wry smile, handed out his last
shilling, and Lovell tipped the carrier.
That gentleman wiped his brow again
and departed.

The trunk was left in the doorway of
Mack’s lodge. Old Mack stared at it
disparagingly, and blinked at Lovell.

“This 'ere can’t be left eret” he said.
“Blocking up a man’s doorway. You
see 'ere, Master Lovell—-"

“I don’t want it left here!” snapped
Lovell. “I want it carried into a box-
room.”

Old Mack blinked again.

“Carry that!” he said. “I ain’t a
blinking giant, Master Lovell, neither
I ain’t a steam-crane, nor yet a bloom-
ing derrick!”

With that assurance, old Mack retired
into his lodge. and closed his door on
the trunk and its cwner,

Lovell glanced round at a ring of
grinning faces. That huge trunk, once
the property of Colonel Thompson, of
Latcham, now the property of Arthur
‘Bdward Lovell, of Rookwood School, had
to be moved; but the question of trans-
port was a serious one. Certainly old
Mack would not have undertaken the
herculesn task without a very consider-
able tip—the threepence that remained
to the Fistical Four certainly would
not have induced him to do so.

Some of the lumors. with grinning
faces, examined the trunk. Once upon
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time it had been a magnificent’
structure, there was no doubt of that,
But time had told on it. The lock was
broken, the key was gone; the inside
lining was torn and ragged in many
places and rather damp, as if the trunk
had been stacked for a long time in a
lumber-room—as doubtless it had.
Putty of the Fourth jumped on the
trunk.

“ Gentlemen,
magnificent mouldy trunk?
twopence halfpenny——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“Shut up, you ass!” heoted Lovell.

But Putty did not shut up. He ran
on in the style of the Latcham
auctioneer,

“Twopence halfpenny I am offered!
Gentlemen, let me point out the
advantages of this trunk! In a time
of house shortage, gentlemen, a trunk
like this is not to be despised! Divided
into apamnents, it could be let in flats

what offers for this
Going at

m
£ Yau suly owl!” roared Lovell.
off that trunk!”

“Any advance on twopence half-
penny? Threepence! Did somebody
say threepence? Going at threepence,
which is really below its value! It is
worth fourpence of anybody’s money

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“Going at threepence!
Going! Gone! Yarooooooh!”

The humorous Putty was gone, t00, as

-1 hooked his leg and brought hxm
down off the big trunk.

“Now lend me a hand with the thing,
some of you fellows!” said Lovell.
“Half a dozen of you—" :

“Catch me!” grinned Townsend. y

“Ask next door!” said Topham, 1

“Look here, you slackers! Bear &
hand!” shouted Lovell. “It can’t bej
left here!” 3

“Oh, pile in!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Volunteers wanted!”

The Fistical Four collared the bi
trunk. Rawson and Errol and Conro}

“Get

Going!
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lent a  helping hand. With seven
fellows holding it, the great trunk was
swung up and borne away.

“Stop!”

It was Mr. Dalton’s voice, as the
juniors reached the House with
Lovell's big bargain. The master of
the Fourth stared at the party in
amazement,

. “What does this mean?” he ex-
claimed. “To whom does this—this
enormous trunk belong?”

“Me, sir,” said Lovell

“And where, in the name of all that
is absurd, did you obtain possession of
such an article?”

“I bought it at an auction, sir.”

“Upon my word! You canmof bring
that rubbish into the House, Lovelll
‘Take it away!” 8

“Wha-a-at2”

Mr, Richard Dalton raised his hand.

“Take it away at oncel”

“But. —

“Take it away!”

“Oh dear! Come on, you chaps!”
groaned Lovell.

The procession turned away from
the House, Mr. Daiton frowning after
it. A crowd of grinning juniors followed
the seven bearers and the huge, shabby
trunk.

“Whither now, O King?” asked

Conroy.
“perhaps Mack will take it in if I
tip him?” said Lovell hopefully.

Back to the lodge went the pro-
cession. But old Mack, with an
emphasis that was really uncalled for,
declined to have anything to do with
the trunk under any circumstances
whatever,

“Try the sergeant!” grinned Puity
of the Fourth.

“Come on!” gasped Lovell.

The trunk swayed on again to the
school shop in the corner behind the
beeches, kept by Sergeant Kettle. The
sergeant stared at it with wide eyes.
He stared still. more when he was
requested to take it in and glve it
shelter, His answer was as emphatic

.8t
as Mack’s, and even more so. The
trunk went on its travels again, its
bearers panting and perspiring by this
time, and their followers howling with
laughter. Half the Lower School of
Rookwood had gathered to look “af
“Lovell's Latest,” as Putty of the
Fourth had already christened the huge
trunk. b
“I—1 say, I can’t stand this much
“What

longer!” gasped Raby. e
thump are we going to do with if,
Lovell?” :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell panted.

“Shove it in the wood-shed!” he
gasped.

“Oh dear! Go it!” groaned Jimmy
Silver.

With a final effort, Lovell & Co. bore
the enormous trunk to the wood-shed.
And they found the wocd-shed locked.

That was the last straw,

“Chuck it!” gasped Jimmy.

Crash!

The trunk was landed beside the
wood-shed. The juniors mopped their
brows.

“Look here—" exclaimed Lovelk

“Good-bye!” 5

“The trunk can’t be left herel”

hooted Lovell, 5
“Looks to me as if it can! / Anyhow,
we're leaving 1t!”
“You silly owls! You i dashed

slackers! You—you—you—
“Ha, ”

. he, ha! 2
Arthur Edward Lovell was left alone
with his great bargain. He stared
after his comrades, then he stared at
the big trunk. Then he sat on it and
wiped his brow.

CHAPTER 33.
The Head Is Surprised!

L HAT—what is this?” y
W Dr Chisholm, headmaster
of Rookwood School, seemed

surprised.
Hpe paused in his stately walk, ad;
justed his eyeglass upon his augus!
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nose, and stared intently at the object
“ which had attracted his attention, and
caused his surprised ejaculation.

“Bless my soul!” said the Head.
“It is a—a—a trunk!”

It was, in fact, a gigantic leather
{runk, more than four feet long, and
very high and broad—almost a mam-
moth trunk. It was a massive relic of
the days when trunks were trunks,

Even considered merely as a trunk, it
was rather unusual. In its present sur-
roundings it was more than unusual—it
was startling, It lay in the open air,
net far from the wood-shed, behind

.soeme of the school buildings, and it
was wet wiih recent rain. How that
gigantic . trunk had found a place
within the wells of Rookwood was &
puzzling mystery to the Head. He gazed
at it in perplexity. As the poet has
vemarked :

“The thing was neither rich nor

rare,
But how the dickens did it get
ere?”

“Bless my soull” repeated the Head.

He glanced upward, as if suspecting
that the mysterious trunk might have
been dropped in the school grounds
Irom a passing aeroplane. Then he
glanced round him, and sighted four
members of the Classical Fourth Form
—Jimmy Silver, Raby, Newcome, and
Lovell

'Th

The four were, as a matter of fact,
watching the Head.

They had seen that the headmaster's
stately walk was taking him along the
secluded path by which lay the big
frunk,
her he would spot it, and what
Id say if he did. So they kept him
in sizht, at a respectful distance, so
they were in view when the head-
master glanced round,

Chisholm beckoned to them.

, my heat!” murmured Jimmy
Silver. “He's seen it, and he's seen us,
Y(l“Y ass, Llovell—"

ou  chump, Lovell!” ']
Raby, D, vell murmured
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“You
Newcame,

The Head’s beckoring finger was not
to be disregarded. Reluctantly, the
Pistical Four of the Fourth approached
their headmaster.

Then Dr. Chisholm pointed to the
huge trunk.

“What does this mean, Silver?” he

asked,
asked

frabjous =ss!”  muttered:

“That—ihat trunk, sir?”
Jimmy,

“This—ihis cnormous trunk,” said
the Head. “Do you know anything
about it, Silver?”

“Ye-e-es, sir.”

“It is extraordinary that such a
thing should be lying here,” sald the
Head. *Does it belong to you, Silver?”

“Oh, no, sir!”

‘It’s mine, sir!” said Arthur Edward

r, Chisholm’s cyeglass turned on
Lovell,

“This is your trunk, Lovell?”

*Yes, sir.”

“It is not your school trunk,” said
the Head,

“Oh! No, sir.”

“Then what is it?” demanded Dr.
Chisholm. “How came you to be the
Dossessor of this—this huge timnk, and
why is it lying here, in the open air?”

Arthur  Edward Lovell crimsoned
under the steady gaze of the Head, He
was_feeling cxiremely uncomfortahle.

“I—T hought it, sir,” he stammered.

“In the name of all that is absurd,
Lovell, why did you purchase this
NoINCUs and useless trunk?”

“I—I didn’t mean to—"

“You purchased it without meaning
to do s0?” exclaimed the HHead, rais-
ing his eyebrows. He was naturally
astonished at such a statement.

“Ye-e-es, sir,” stammnered Lovell. “It
was at an auction—-"

“An auction?”

“That’s it, siv There—there was an
auction the other day at Latcham—
they were selling the goods of Colonel
Thempson, of Latcham, who's gone
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We—we went, and—and I
did some bidding for—"
“You did some bidding?” repeated

the Head.
“Yes, sir, and—and got landed with
the trunk. I—I didn’t expect it to be

knocked down to o, » explained Lovell.

“Bless my soul!”

Dr, Chisholm fairly blinked at Lovell

He did not know Arthur Edward so
well as Arthur Edward’s chums knew
him. So he was greatly surprised to
hear that Lovell had entertained him-
self by bidding at an auction for goods
he did not want to buy.

“Dear me!” said the Head at last.
“This is very extraordinary! You seem
to have acted very thoughtlessly, Lovell.
In fact, very Iaou:.hly I dld not know
you were so stupid a boy.”

Lovell's face, already crimson, fairly
burned.” Jimmy Silver and Raby and
Newcome manfully strove to suppress
their smiles. They had already told
Lovell what they thought of him, more
than once. Now he was hearing much
the same from the Head, though in
more polished language.

“I should not have expected you to
act so recklessly, thoughtlessly, and
foolishly, Lovell,” said the Head.

“Oh, sirl”

“You have wasted your money,
probably ten ‘or twelve shillings,” said
the Head severely,

Lovell gasped. He was glad that the
headmaster did not guess that the huge
trunk had run into pounds.

“And why is the frunk brought
here?” continued the Head.

“I—I had to bring it away, sir,” said
the unhappy Lovell. “It—it’s worth
something. sir.”

“Very little, I think,” said the Head.
“It appears to be in a deplorable con-
dition—the lock seems quite shattered,
it is torn and generally dilapidated.
You were extraordinarily stupid to pur-
chase this trunk, Lovell.”

“Oh, sir!” mumbled Lovel. *“
hope to be able to sell it again, sir. The

»«

—the leather’s worth symething, sir.” -
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“It may be worth something to &
person whose calling is in leather,”
said the Head. “It can be worth
nothing to you. Why is the trunk
placed here?”

“Mr. Dalton told me ic couldn't be
akcn imo the House, sir. o

very !’lght and proper.
You mmc dispose of this trunk imme-
diately, Lovell. It cannot remain here.
Certalnly it cannot be placed in the

Touse. It must be disposed of. In fact,
I will give instructions to the house-
keeper to request the dustman to
remove it ont his nex{ visit.”

“Oh, sir!” <

“You should not have attended an
auction, Lovell. ¥ou should not have
joined in the bidding. Above all, you
should not have made bids for articles
you did not desire to purchase. Your
conduct seemed to me to indicate_the
most crass stupidity on your part. You
will take two hundred lines of * Virgil®
for tl;]isl act of folly, Lovell.”

“Ohi"

“And unless you contrive, in some
manner, to dispose of this trunk im-
mediately, it will be removed by the
dustman!” added the Head.

With that, Dr. Chisholm resumed his
stately walk.

Arthur Edward Lovell was left star-
ing at his trunk, and his comrades
staring at Lovell—and smiling.

CHAPTER 34,
Urexpscted!
EDWARD LOVELL

RTHUR
A grunted. ;
From every fellow in the

Lower School at Rookwood, Lovell had
received more or less chipping on the
subject of his bargain at the Latcham
auction-rooms.

Truly, a reckless bidder at an auction
sale could scarcely have been landed
with an article more cumbrous and
utterly useless than that enormous
trunk.
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Lovell had hoped to get his money
back on the bargain. He had adver-
tised the trunk for sale n the local
paper at Chombe. There had been no
replies, so far, and Loveil had given up
expecting any.

Nevertheless, the idea of having his
trunk taken away by the dustman as
rubbish was very disconcerting to
Lovell. EHe had paid hard money for it.
It was a good trunk for anybody whn
wanted a trunk nearly large enough to
live in.

Jimmy Silver had made the really
useful suggestion that it should be put
up at the next auction in Latcham to
go for what it would fetch. But Lovell
did not like that idea. It was only too
probable that the huge trunk would
have to go for much less than Lovell
had given for it.

Somehcw or other Lovell still hoped
to see his money back on that trunk.
He Ionged and yearned to make a profit
on the transaction—not for the sake
of the money but so that he could turn
on his chums with the simple remark :
“I told you so.”

Now thes Head had butted in—which
really Lovell might have expected to
happen sooner or later.

The trunk reposed in a secluded
corner. but even there it could not be
expectea to adorn the landscape foi
ever unobserved -

“Well. it's got to go!” remarked
Jimmy Silver. “The tooner the better,
old chap There's been quite enough
jokes made about that trunk!”

Snort from Lovell,

“Perhaps we shall hear the end of it
when it’s gone, assented Raby. “All
very weli for Lovell to play the goat
like this but it lets the study down!
Makes the fellows think the end study
is a_home for idiots. you know!”

“Look here!” grunted Lovell.

“1 dare say a ragman would give
3}{)%10 ork:wloéor it.” suggesteq Newcome.

ouy on’t knos X
away if he dig o W how he'd get it
“Oh, cheese it!” said Lovell. “Thaps
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a jolly good trunk. I know it’s heavy.
That's because the leather’s so joliy
good. I know the lining is torn; but T
suppose lining can be mended. The
lock’s gone; but locks can be put on
trunks easily enough. [ could get a
good price for that trunk if I could get
into touch with a chap who wanted
such a thing."

“If!” grinned Raby.

“I may get an answer to my ad-
vertisement any day,” went on Lovell.
“I gave a full descripticn of the trunk,
and any fellow who wanted one ke it
would fump at the chance. That trunk
must have cost twenty-five pounds at
least—before the War, too!”

“Before the Peninsular War, I think,
from the look of it!" said Newcome.

“Ha. ha. ha!”

“Oh, don’t cackle!” said Lovell
crossly. “My belief is that I shall
sell that trunk for a fiver ”

“Oh, my hat!” -

“That is, of course, if the Head

doesn’t butt in and spoil it. It's rather
hard on a chap to lose his money
because of his headmaster butting in.
Still, very likely he’ll forget all about
it. He does forget things.” said Lovell

hopefully. “I'm pretty certain hell
forget to ask for my lines. He's got his
good points. As soon as I get my nexi

allowance I'm going to tip Mack tc
shave it out of sight 1n the wood-shed
You can cackle as much as you like. but
I shall see my money back on that
trunk all right. Youw’ll see.”

Arthur Edward Lovell spoke with a
conviction he did not quite feel. But
it was quite impossible for Arthur
Edward Lovell to admit that he was an
ass. Though. as his chums had politely
reminded him more than once, the fact
was plain enough whether he admitted
it or not.

Jimmy Silver & Co. walked back to
the House—three members of the Co.
smiling, and Arthur Edward Lovell °
frowning.

Tubby Muffin called to them as they
came in.
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“Letter for you, Lovell.”

“Oh, good!” said Lovell

Perhaps Lovell hoped that the letter
was an answer to his advertisement of
the valuable trunk. He hurried across
to the rack to take it down.

“My hat!” ejaculated Lovell a
minute later.

“Remittance?” asked Raby hope-
“Just in time for tea in the

“Better than that,

He grinned cheerily.

“I think you fellows had an idea that
I couldn’t sell that trunk!™ he said.

“Just a few."” agreed Jimmy Silver.

“You fancied that I wasted half-a-
crown in advertising it in the local
paper?”

“You wasted exactly two-and-six if
you spent half-a-crown cn the ad,” said
Newcome.

“Look at that, then.”

Lavell held out his letter to his three
chums. Jimmy Silver, in some sur-
prise, took it, and the three read it
together. And then they stared.

For the letter ran:

said Lovell,

“Dear Sir.—From your description of
the trunk you have for sale, I think it
is just the one I am in want of. Please
let me know whether you will accept
five pounds, or name your price.—
Yours truly,

“JOHN SMITH.

“The Peal of Bells,

“Greenwood.”

CHAPTEN 36
Lovell in Luck!
IMMY SILVER & CO. blinked at that
letter.
Tt fairly took their breath away.

Arthur Edward Lovell grinned.

After all the chipping he had received
‘over his curious bargain at the Latcham
Auction Rooms the week before, Arthur
Edward Lovell felt that he was entitled
to indulge in a triumphant grin.
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Five pounds for the colonel’s old
trunk showed a handsome profit on the *
transaction—a profit of whole quids!

There were few fellews in the
Classical Fourth Form at. Rookwood
who could have picked up an old trunk
at an auction sale and sold it the
following week at a handsome profit.
Or rather, there was only one fellow
who could have done it. And the name
of him was Arthur Edward Lovell!

“Well, my only Aunt Jane!”
ejaculated in i

“It’s a hoax!" said Raby.

“A what?" hooted Lovell,

“A hoax! Nobody in his senses

would give five pounds for that rotten
old trunk!”

“You silly ass, Raby!”

Jimmy examined the letter with care.
So far as he could see, it was genuine
enough. Mr. John Smith, whomsoevet
Mr. John Smith might be. had read the
description of the trunk and decided
thal he wanted it. If Mr. John Smith
had any use to put it to, no doubt five
pounds was a reasonable price for the
great leather structure.

*Looks fair and square,” said Jimmy
at last. “I'm jolly glad!”

“I fancy I told you I could sell that
trunk,” grinned Lovell. "I won't say
‘1 told you so!’ But I did tell you so,
all the same!”

Lovell took back his letter and read
it through again with great satisfaction.
His comrades were puzzled. but cer-
tainly pleased. They had lent Lovell
most of the cash with which he had
paid for his bargain at the auction. So
they, as well as Lovell. seemed likely to
see their money back much sooner than
they had anticipated.

“Jolly good news—what?” smiled
Lovell =

“Jolly good!” agreed Jimmy Silver
heartily. The captain of the Fourth
was surprised, but undoubtedly he was

leased.

“T'l tell you what,” said Lovell. “T'1
go over to Latcham again for the next
auction, and pick up some more bar-
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. gains. Fellow might make a lot of
;”noney that way—fellow with an eye for
a bargain, of course. You fellows
wouldm’t be much good at it.”
“oh!”

“1 knew that was a jolly good trunk,
you know. ¥cu chaps didn’t see it, but
Igid”

Jimmy Silver & Co. grinned.

By this time, Arthur Edward Lovell
had apparently persuaded himself that
he had bought the old trunk purely and
simiply as a bargain, regardless of the
fact that he had been bidding reck-
lessly by way of a jest, and had had
the big trunk knocked down to him
quite unexpectedly. But that was just
like Arthur Edward Lovell.

Still, the transaction seemed to have
turned out well; the chums of the
Fourth had to acknowledge _that.
Whether intentionally or not, Lovell
had brought off a bargain.

Arthur Edward seemed to be walking
on air, as he proceeded to the end study
with his chums for tea.

Over tea he talked a good deal,
chiefly on the topic of himself and his
unusual perspicacity as a bargain
hunter.

The offer of five pounds for the trunk
was, indeed, a, much-needed solace to
Arthur Edward, after all the chipping
he had received on the subject.

The news of the letter from Mr.
John Smith spread in the Fourth Form
bassage, and a good many fellows came
;ttlung to the end study to inquire about

Lovell laid the letter on the table for

all to see,
The general impression at first was
that the letter was a hoax. Mornington
declared that nobody but Lovell could
possibly be ass enough to buy that
trunk at all.

But Morny, when he had read the
Ietcexj. had to admit that it looked
genuine enough. Mr. Smith, of the
Peal bf Bells, apparently wanted just
sDL‘:’ch a trunk for some reason of his

n.
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“Well, you're in luck, old man,” said
Mornington. “I've always heard that
there’s such a thing as fool's luck—-"

“What?” ejaculated Lovell.

“And this proves it!» said Morny.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You cheeky ass!” roared Lovell

“It jolly well does,” said Puity of
the Fourth. “This man Smith wants
to buy the trunk for more than Lovell
gave for it, which proves another thing

“What’s that?” grunted Lovell.

“That you're not the biggest ass in
Hampshire, as we've always supposed,”
said Putty blandly. “There’s one
bigger, and that’s Smith.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, Lovell, Ill go and sce the
man for you if you like,” said Tubby
Muffin. “T'll collect the money for
you, and—"

Lovell grinned.

“I don’t think!” he said. “You can
go and eat coke, Tubby. I'm geing over
to Greenwood on my bike after tea, to
see the man and settle up without delay.
He can send for the trunk to-morrow.
This man Smith seems to be a jolly
sensible chap; he knows a bargain.”

There was no doubt that Arthur
Edward Lovell was in high feather.
Certainly he “spread ” himself a little;
and howsoever the other fellows jested
on the subject, they had to admit that,
as Peele put it, “money talks.” Lovell
was the fellow who was going to capture
a fiver for the old trunk, and that was
a fact that could not be gainsaid.

After tea the Fistical Four wheeled
out their bicycles. The village of Green-
wood was only a few miles away, and
there was time to bike across and see
Mr. Smith before lock-up.

Lovell wanted to clinch the matter
at once. Possibly he had -a lurking
doubt that Mr. Smith, given time,
might repent him of his offer. For
really and truly, at the bottom of his
heart, Lovell could not guite under-
stand why any man, presumably in his
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right senses, should offer five pounds
for that dilapidated old trunk.

Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-
come cycled over with him, rather
curious to see Mr. John Smith, whose
munificent offer had brought so much
satisfaction to Lovell.

The four juniors pedalled zlong the
country lancs at a great rate.

About half-way to Greenwoed there
was a sudden interruption.

A constable stepped out of a gap in
the hedge, and held up his hand, and
the four juniors jammed on their
brakes and jumped down.

“Hallo, what’s the trouble!” asked
Jimmy Silver.

The constable scanned them.

“'Au right,” he sald, “you can get

“But what the thump did you stop us
for?” demanded Lovell, rather warmly.

“Dooty, sir!” said the gentleman in
blue. “My orders are to watch this
road. We're looking for a man, and
he ain’t far off, either.”

Lovell whistled.

“Nosey Jenks?” he asked.

The constable gave him a quick look.
“What do you know about him?” he

“Lotsi” answered Lovell 'cheerily.
“We happen to be the chaps who found
the giddy burglar hiding in a shed
Latcham way, one day last week.”

“Oh, I see. Youve not seen him
since?”.

“No!” said Jimmy Silver.

The constable stepped back into the
hedge, and the Fistical Four remounted
their machines and rode on.

“So they haven't got Jenks ‘yet,”
remarked Raby.

“Must be an ass to hang on around
here, with all the bobbies after him,”
said Newcome,

Lovell grinned.

“He's after the loot he hid away in
these parts, and he won't be happy till
he gets it,” he remarked. “I1 fancy
they’ll get him before he gets the loot,
at this rate.”
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“It's queer!” Jimmy Silver remarked
thoughtfully. - “It's months ag. that
that man Jenks robbed the bark at
Latcham, and got away with a hundle
of banknotes. They suppose that he
hid them somewhere, as he had nothing
on him when the police collared him,
As he's come back after getting away, it —
looks as_if he hid the loot somewhere
around Latcham; but it’s more than a
week since we saw him in that shed,
hiding from the bobbies. It's jolly
queer that he hasn’t got hold of the
stuff yet, if it’s really hidden in these
parts as they suppose.” C

“Jolly queer!” agreed Lovell. “It’s
jolly risky of him to come back, too,
He'd be known anywhere, with hig
broken nose.”

“I suppose he thinks it’s worth .the -
risk, with two or three thousand pounds
in notes lying around,” said Raby.
“Must be a jolly exciting life for him.”

“There’s Greenwood,” said Lovell, as
they came in sight of the village.

The chums of the Fourth rode into
the village. The Peal of Bells, a little
old-fashioned inn, stood at the end of
the little old rugged High Street.
Greenwood was a quiet little sleepy
place, with not more than thirty
inhabitants, and it did not even boast
a village policeman. s

Jimmy Silver & Co. rode up toel e
inn, and jumped off their machines,

CHAPTER 36.
Al Serene?!

o R. SMITH at home?”
M Arthur  Edward  Lovell
asked that question of the

-red-cheeked, rather sleepy-looking inn-

keeper at the Peal of Bells.

The innkeeper nodded.

“yes, sir; he's always at home since
he's been staying * here,” he said.
«Here, George, tell Mr. Smith there’s
a young gentleman to see him.”

A plump, red-cheeked youth blinked



88

at the Rookwood
'\greared upstairs,

He came back in a few minutes.

“Mr. Smith wants to know the young
gentleman’s name and his business,” he
said. “He's got a cold, he says, and
can’t come down.”

“My name’s Lovell, and I've come
about the trunk, tell him that,” said
Lovell.

“ Y, sirt”

The lad went upsnairs again.

The juniors heard a murmur of voices
again, and George returned,

“You can come up, sir,” he said.

“Right-ho! You fellows wait here,”

said Lovell.

Hc followed the boy upstairs.

“’Ere you are, sir.”

Lovell was shown into a back room,
and George descended the stairs again,
leaving him with Mr. Smith.

Lovell blinked about him.

Outside, the sun was setting, but most

_ of the sunset was shut out by curtains

* across the little diamond-paned window.
A candlestick stood on a table by the
bed, but the candle was not lighted.
Mr. John Smith seemed to prefer the
gloom.

Mr. Smith was seated in an armchair,
and he did not rise as Lovell entered.
His face was swathed in a muffler, con-
cealing nearly all his features, reveal-
ing little more than a pair of very keen,
shifty eyes, closely set together.

There seemed to Lovell someti
familiar about those keen, shifty
as he looked at Mr. Smith.

The man fixed the shifty eyes on the
Rookwood junior very keenly, and it
scemed to Lovell that he gave a start.
Somehow it came into Lovell's mind
that he had seen the man before some-
Wwhere, and that the man had also seen
him.

“Mr, Smith?” he asked.

“Yes.” The man’s voice was rough,
but subdued. “You're Lovell, who was
;g;emsmg a trunk in the Coombe

“That’s 50,” said Lovell,

funiors, and dis-
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“8it down.”

Lovell sat down.

Mr. Smith had his back to the
window, keeping his face out of such
light as there was. Lovell faced him,,
puzzled by the familiar aspect of those
keen, shifty, close-set eyes.

“Let us come to business, then,” said
Mr. Smith. “Your description of the
trunk looks ss if it will suit me. Four-
feet-six long—-"

“That’s right.”

“[,.,eather. with leather handles and

“Right!” said Lovell,
“Nearly two feet high, and the same
deep.”

“Fes

“The description is very like that of
a trunk mentioned in an auction sale
catalogue in a sale that took place at
Latcham last week,” said Mr. Smith,

Lovell smiled,

“It’s the same trunk,” he said,

Mr. Smith’s shifty eyes glittered.

“How’s that?” he asked.

“You see, I bought the trunk at the
auction,” explained Lovell. “Not want-
ing to kecp it, T've advertised it to sell
again,

G 1 Lhought 50,” said Mr. Smith,

“There’s not many trunks knocking
about that answer that description. I
fancied it might be the'same.”

“That doesn’t make any difference, T
suppose,” said Lovell mther anxiously,
“I want to sell the trunk.

“Not at all. I'm ready to buy it,”
said Mr. Smith cordially. “But I want
to know what I'm buying. If the trunk
is the one that was the property of

Cclonel Thompson, of Latcham, it's
gocd enough for me.”
“It’s the one,” said Lovell. “It was

sold at the auction with the rest of the
colonel’s things when Colonel Thompson
sold up on going abroad.”

“Thats all right, then. Where ig
it now

“At my school—Rookwood, You car
send for it when you like.”
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Mr. Smith scemed to reflect for a
moment,

“Tll send for it,” he said.. “That's
all right. Tl ask my landlord here to
tell the carrier to call for it to-morrow.”

“Youre going to buy it without see-
ing it first?” asked Lovell.

“It’s all right, from the description,”
said Mr. Smith. “I can see you're &
straightforward young g ﬂlcman and
I t’\‘(e your word about it.

“Thank you!” said Lovell,
flaitered.

“Now aaovt the money?”
Smith.

Love clls eyes danced. He already saw
the fiver in his hands—and himself dis-
playing the same to admiring cyes in
the Fourth Form passage at Rookwood.
But Mr. Smith went on:

““Of course, I trust you, Master Lovell
—1I can see you're straightforward. Stiil.
one doesn’t pay for goods before
delivery.”

“How are we going to arrange it,
then?” asked Lovell.

Mr. Smith reflected again.

“I'll send the money by the carrier,”
he said. “He’ll hand you an envelope
with the fiver in it, and you'll hand over
the trunk to him. Is that all right?”

“Right as rain,” said Lovell.

rather
said Mr.

“That’s settled, then,” said Mr.
Smith, “Good-evening!”
Lovell rose to his feet. Mr. Smith

pulled the muffier a little closer about
his face and coughed.

“I've got rather a bad cold,” he said
apologetically. “Shut the door care-
fully, will you?”

“Certainly!”
evening!”

And he quitted the room and closed
the door after him. It struck Lovell
that Mr. John Smith was ratner a
peculiar man to do business with, but
he was too pleased at the success of his
visit to think much about that. He
joined Jimmy Silver & Co. downs:airs,

“Come on!” he said. “We shall have
{o buzz to get back before lock-up!”

“Is it all right?” asked Raby.

said Lovell. “Good-
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“Of course!”

“You've got the fiver?”

“Smith’s”sending it by the caitier
to-morrow, when he sends for the
t{unk ” explained Lovell. “It's all
right; he’s very keen to have the trunk.
He knom it’s Colonel Thompson's old
trunk that was sold at the auction last
week. Idaresay he meant to be at the
auction and bid for it; he seems to
know all about it, anyhow.”

“What's he lke?” asked Jimmy
Silver as the juniors wheeled their
bhicycles into the street.

“Blessed if I know! He's got a cold,
and kept his face mufled up,” said
Loveil.  “If struck me I'd seen him
before somewhere; his eyes scemed
familiar somehow. Let’s get on.”

And the Fistical Four rode back to
the school, Lovell'in high feather, The
chums of the Fourth were just in time
to escape being locked out. As they
came up into the Fourth Form passage
at least a dozen of the Classical Fourth
greeted Lovell with. qLcstmns =

“Sold the giddy trunk?

“Where's the fiver?”

“1 say, Lovell,” bawled Tubby Muffin,
“there’s just time to change it at the
tuckshop before they close! Shall I
g0, fm you?”

Ha, ha, ha!”

“I haven't got the
began Lovell.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You silly asses, it’s all right!”
howled Lovell. “The fiver’s coming to-
morrow, when Mr. Smith sends for the
trunk.”

“I don’t think!” said Putty of the
Fourth, and there was another laugh.
“Jolly old Smith is a practical joker,
and he’s pulling your leg!”

“Fathead!”

“Two to one in doughnuts that the
Jolly old fiver doesn’t come along to-
morrow!” chuckled Mornington,

“No takers!” sald Townsend.

Arthur Edward Lovell snorted, and
strode into his study. His comrades
smiled as they followed him there.

fiver yet—-"
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“gilly lot of asses!"” growled Lovell.
“They'll sing a different tune when the
fiver comes to-morrow—what?”
*When!” murmured Raby.
Lovell
“You

larved.
ily owl! Do you think it isn’t

coming?” he bawled. “I tell you I've
drtanged it all with Mr. Smith.”
“All serene—keep . smiling!” said

Jimmy Silver. “Mr. Smith must be
poity to give five pounds for a silly
old trunk he's never seen—but he

may be potty, for all we know! Any-
how, we shall sez te-morrow.”

“Sceing is believing,” remarked
Newcome.

Lovell snorted.

“Well, to-morrow you'll jolly well

see what you will see!” he said.

And as that was a statement that
could not possibly be controverted, the
subject was dropped, and the Fistical
Four settled down to prep.

CHAPTER 37,
Startling News!

RTHUR EDWARD LOVELL was
in an expectant mood the fol-
lowing day

He was looking forward keenly to
the arrival of the carrier, with a five-
pound note to hand over for the trunk.

His friends were not quite so ex-
pectant.

But Lovell had no doubts. Old
Mack, the porter, was instructed to
deal with the carrier if he came
during class, snd to receive the pay-
ment for the trunk, and to hand over
that enormous article in exchange.

But when morning class was over
and  Lovell hurried down to the
%)ortrrs ledge, old Mack had no news
or

The carrier had not called.

e suppose he’ll be here this after-
nooni” Arthur Edward Lovell re-
marked to his comrades.

“Let’s hope so!” said Rab; by.

Lovell sniffed a lttle, but he did
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not doubt. Why on earth should
John Smith, a stranger to him, bar-
gain for the trunk and arrange to
purchase it if he had no mtentxm of
keeping to his bargain? The thing
was absurd. Lovell was quite assured
that Mr. Smith intended to keep to
his bargain, unless prevented by some
accident.

But when classes were over for the
day, and Lovell inquired again at the
porter’s lodge, there was still no news.

Lovell was puzzled.

“The carrier’s not likely to come
along later than this” he said. “Of
course, his van may have broken down
or something.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. smiled.
ot the slighfest belief that thb
’s van had broken down. Really,
it would have been rather too much of
a coincidence.

“I suppose hell come to-morrow!"”

said Lovell.  “Affer all, there’s no
hurry that I know of.”

“Quite so!” murmured Jimmy
Etlver.

Lovell waited till dark for the car-
rier—but there was no carrier. Then
he was rather sorry that he had
waited and had not cycled over to
Greenwood to see Mr. Smith again.
However, it was too late to think of
that now, so Lovell had to wait till
the morrow.

The Fourth Form fellows were all
chuckling over the incident by this
time—no one having the slightest faith
in Lovell's sale of the great trunk—
though why a perfect stranger had
taken the trouble to pull his leg on
the subject was a mystery

Lovell’s own belief was shaken; but
he privately determined that if Mr,
Smith had really made a fool of him
he would pay another visit to the
Peal of Bells, at Greenwood, and
punch Mr. Sniith’s nose hard.

““Of course, there may have been
some accident,” Lovell told his chums
the next morning after breakfast.

“Of course,” smiled Jimmy Silver.
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“Mr Smith may have fallen over
his own feet and broken his neck,”
suggested Raby. “Or the carrier may
have retired from business, or emi-
grated to Canada. You never know!”

Lovell glared.

- “You silly owl! ZLots of things
may have happened——"

“Cn, lots!” said Jimmy Silver pacifi-
cally. “Hallo, ‘Tubby, what’s the jolly
old_excitement?”

Tubby Muffin came up to the Fisti-
cal Four in the quad, his fat face
fairly, blazing with excitement. He
had a “Daily Mail” in his hand—prob-
ably Mr. Dalton’s copy of that news-

paper.

“You fellows heard?” he gasped.

“Heard what?”

“They’ve got him!"”

“Lucid!” said Newcome. “Who's got
whom?”

“The bobbies, you know!” gasped
Tubby. “They got him yesterday—that
man Nosey Jenks, who robbed the
Coumy Bank at Latcham months
ago

The Fistical Four were keenly in-
terested at once. Lovell even forgot
Mr. Smith end the big trunk. For
more than a week, it was known, Nosey
Jenks, the bank-robber, had been lurk-
ing in the neighbourhood of Latcham
and Rookwood. Jimmy Silver & Co.
had actually found him in hiding, and
others had seen him in various places.
The news that he had been arrested
at last was not -surprising, but it was
quite interesting.

“Well, I'm glad they’ve got him!”
said Jimmy Silver. “I believe he was
a jolly dangerous character. Where
dld they get him?”

“At an inn at Greenwood.”

“My hat, there’s only one inn at
Greenwood !” exclaimed Lovell. “Mean
to say they got him at the Peal of
Bells. where we went the day before
yesterday?”

“That’s it!"” said Tubby. “He’s been
living there two or three days, vnder

91

an assumed name. He called himselt
John Smith—

What!” roared the Fistical Four
together.

“John Smith!” .

“You silly fat duffer!” shouted
Lovell. “Is that your idea of a joke?
Sit down!”

“Yarcooh!” howled Tubby Muffn, as
he sat. He sat down hard under
Lovell’s heavy hand.

“You shouldn’t be so jolly funny,
Tubby,” said Jimmy Silver, laughing.
“It ism’t really in your line.”

“Yarooogh! It's true, you dummy!”
howled Tubby Mufin., “It's in the
paper. »

“Oh, cheese it!” snapped Lo

“I tell you it’s in the paper!” yeued

Tubby.

Jimmy Silver jerked the “Daﬂy Mail”
away from Reginald Muflin. He
looked at once at the column headed:

THREE MORE SUPER SCHOOL
YARNS FOR MAY!

THESCHOOLBOYS’ OWN LIBRARY !

Nos. 370, 371, and 372.

“THE GREYFRIAKS TOURISTS!"

By FRANK RICHARDS.
“ASKING FOR THE SACK!™
By CHARLES HAMILTON.

“YELLOW MENACE!”
By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

Out on:

THURSDAY, MAY 4ih.
Book Your Order in Advance.
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“WANTED MAN ARRESTED AFTER
SIX MONTHS!”

“Read it out,” said Raby.
Jimmy Silver read it out, what time

Tubby Mufin picked himself up
breathiessly, glaring indignantly. at
Lovell. The news was rather start-

ling to the Fistical Four—most of all
to Arthur Edward Lovell. Lovell’s
face, indeed, was a study as Jimmy
proceeded.

“*John  Jenks, alilas ‘*Nosey”
Jenks, was arrested yesterday morn-
ing at a village called Greenwood, in
Hampshire. It will be recalled that
Jenks was wanted in connection with
a bank robbery at Latcham, in the
same county. On the occasion of the
robbery Jenks was discovered in the
bank, and escaped by the roof and by
forcing an entrance into an attic win-
dow of an adjoining house, belonging
to Colonel Thompson. of Latcham. He
was seized soon after escaping from a
lower window of the house, but his
plunder was not found upon him, and
it was surmised at the time that he
had thrown it into the river. He
escaped again later, and has since been
at lagrge.  Why he returned to the
scene of the crime. where his face, dis-
fizured by a broken nose, is quite well
known to the local police, is not at
present known; but it appears that he
has been staying some days at an inn
called the Peal of Bells at Greenwood,
a few miles from Latcham. under the
name of Jchn Smith. He is noew in
the hands of the police.’”

“Well?” snorted Tubby Muffin in-
dignantly. “Well, Lovell, you silly ass,
what about that?’

Lovell did not speak.

He grabbed the paper from Jimmy
Silver and read the paragraph over
again.  The news had come like a
thunderci to- him—and, indeed to
his comrades They had wondered a
good deal about Mr. John Smith, but
certainly it had not crossed their
minds that he was the man with the
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broken nose whom they had seen the
previous week—Nosey Jenks, the bank-
robber.

“My hat!” said Lovell at las..
“This beats it!” said Raby, with a
whistle. “But, I say, Lovell. you must
be a thumping ass! You saw the
man face to face the day before yes-
terday!”

Lovell breathed hard.

“That's why he kept the room dark
and had a mufller over his face,” he
said. “I saw nothing but his eyes,
and I remember they seemed familiar
somehow. If I'd seen his nose I'd
have known him at once.”

“But what the thump did he want
with the trunk?” said Jimmy Silver
in great perplexity *His offer to buy
it can’t have been a practical ]Oke.
after all.”

“I knew it wasn't!” snapped Lovell.

“Well, it couldn't have been. A
chap in such a scrape couldn’t have
been thinking of practical jokes. He
really wanted the trunk,” said Jimmy.
“What the thump could he have
wanted it for? It was risky for him
to see anybody, even a schoolboy, who
wasn't likely to be suspicious.”

“It's a good trunk, and a bargain!”
said Lovell. “I believe he meant to
buy it, as he said He wanted it. The
bobbies seem to Lave nailed him before
he could send the carrier for it. That's
why the carrier didn’t call yesterday.
I-I'm rather glad he didn't. The
brute might have paid for it with
stolen money!”

“That’s pretty certamn. I don’t sup-
pose he has any other kind of money.”
said Jimmy. “But -it beats me why he
should have taken the risk of seeing
anybody about a silly trunk.”

“There goes the bell!”

The Fistical Four went into class.

No one else in the Classical Fourth,
excepting Tubby Muffin, had yet seen
the newspaper, so the news was not
known yet in the Form. But during
class, regardless of Mr. Dalton, Tubby
Muffin spread the surprising informa-
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tlon, in a series of excited whispers.

Lovell sat very red and uncomfort-
able.  The sale of the famous trunk
was “off.” after all; and his narrow
escape of having dealings with a man
“wanted” by the police was very dis-
concerung. That enormous trunk
was still on Lovell's hands, and he
scarcely expected any more answers (0
his ertisement The dustman’s
cart seemed the certain destination
now of Lovell's great bargain.

Lovell was quite pleased when Mr
Dalton came down on some of the

- Fourth for whispering in class, and
handed out lines right and left. It
stopped the chuckling discussionr of
Lovell and his trunk.

Jimmy Silver was not joining in the
whispering, however  Neither was he
giving his usuai attention to Mr.
Dalton’s valuable instructions. He was
caught out several times that morning
by the Form-master, and by the time
the Classical Fourth were dismissed
Jimmy Silver was the richer by three
hundred lines. As a matter of fact.
Jimmy Silver's mind was greatly
exercised on a matter beside which
Form work sank into insignificance
Never had the captain of the Fourth
been so glad to escape from the Form
room, as he was when the Fourth were
dismissed after second lesson.

: CHAPTER 33,
The Secret of the Trunk!
5 OME on!” said Jimmy Silver,

C “Where?” grunted Lovell
Lovell was not in a good
temper
I want to have & look at your trunk,
old man.”

“Oh. blow the trunk!” said Lovell
crossly - “The fact is, I'm fed-up
with that dashed trunk. The sooner
the dustman takes the dashed cld
thine away. the better!”

Rabv and Newcome grinned.

“Never mind let’s go and have &
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look at it again,” said Jimmy Siiver,
‘It may turn out. after all, to be mare
valuable than we supposed ”

Loveli stared at him

“What the thump do you mean? It's
2 Jolly good trunk—Iots of ‘leather n
it, and good leather too, 'But if—-"

“Come on!” repeated Jimmy Silver.

Somewhat mystified, Jimmy  Silver’s
chums followed him. They  walked
round the buildings to the wood-shed,
and came on the great trunk—still
lying where the Head had seen it. It
had not yet fallen a prey to the dust-
man; though that sad fate hovered
over it, as it were. and was not likely
to be much longer delayed. 7

Jimmy sat on the trunk.

“I've been thinking about this, you
chaps,” he said. “Just listen to me .
a few minutes Why do you fellows
think Nosey Jenks wanted to get hold
of this giddy trunk?” 5

“Can’t imagine,” said Raby. " Must
have been an ass to bother about buy-
ing old trunks, when he was hiding
from the police!”

“He must have had a jolly strong
mative.”

“Well,. he read the description of
the trunk in my advertisement, you
know,” said Lovell “He knew it was
2 good thing.”

Jimmy Silver gazed at Lovell, and
smiled.

“He read the description right
encugh,” he said. “He was lying
jolly low at the Peal of Bells; but, of

course, he would have the papers
brought to him to keep an eye on them,
and read up any references that were
made to the hunt that was going on for
his Jolly old self That was how he
happened to see the advertisement. T
suppose:, and he must have read, too,
that Colonel Thompson’s household
effects had been sold by auction at
Latcham Certainly a man in his posi-
tion wouldn’t have been thinking about
buying trunks if—"

“But he was,” said Lovell.

“But he was interested in the big
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trunk that had once belonged to
Colonel Thompson, of Latcham,” said
Jimmy, unheeding. “From the de-
seription it struck him tiat it was very
lilkely the same trunk. It's a bit un-
common, you krow.”

“He told me that when I saw him,”
said Lovell.

“Quite s0, old chap. Well, why did
he want to get info touch with
Colonel Thompson’s old trunk?”

“He knew it was a barga.

in—->

“H'ml  Just recall what happened
when the bank was robbed,” said
Jimmy. “Jenks was spotted there,

and chased over the roof. He got into
an attic window of the colonel’s house,
which is next to the bank. He had a
bundle of banknotes with him, but the
plunder was missing when he was
collared soon ‘afterwards in the street,
Now, Jenks must have known that it
was a hundred to one that he would
be collaved, with the police so close
after*him, That was why he got rid
of the Igof. Tt was supposed that he'd
chucked it into the river; but his com-
ing back here shows pretty plainly that
he bhad hiq it somewhere, and hoped to
get hold of it again. Now, suppose he
hid it somewherc in the colonel’s
house?”

“Phew!"”

“Suppose,” went, on Jimmy, “that
after getting into the attic window he
shoved it into an old frunk that was
stacked away there—-'

“\Iy hat!”
“Jimmy!{”

“The police got him soon after-
wards,” went on Jimmy. “He let them
think he'd pitched the banknotes into
the river. If he'd gone to prison he
would have hoped to get his loot back
when he came out of chokey. As it
happened. he escaped, and after a time,
when he thought it would be safe, he
came back after the plunder. If it's
as I've supposed, his game would be to
get into the colonel's house, and get
hack what he’s shoved into that old

ROOKWOOD CALLING!

trunk in the lumber-room. Only, as
it happened, Colonel Thompson had
gone abroad, and put his effects up to
auction. That was rather a facer for
Mr. Nosey Jenks—one right in the eye.
Then he learns, from an advertisement,
that the chap who had bought that old
trunk at the auction was trying to sell
it again—-

Raby and Newcome stared. Lovell
grinned.

“Jimmy, old man, youre not built
for a Sherlock Holmes,” said Arthur
Edwerd. “The actual fact is, that
Jenks, thief asg he was, had an eye for
a bargain, and knew that it was a jolly
good trunk—-"'

“Fathead!”

“Lgok here, Jimmy—""

“A man in his position, hiding from
the police, could have taken an in-
terest in the colonel’s old trunk, for
one reason only,” said Jimmy Silver
Quietly. “It had something to do with
the plunder he had hidden, and which
he was nsklng his liberty in coming
back to find.

- Bov« -wow ! said Lovell.

“You don't think 50?7 asked Raby.

““Not in the least!”

“Then it looks as If Jnnmys right.”

“Why, you cheeky as:

Raby chuckled.

“Let’s look in the trunk,” he said.
“Unless Jenks was potty, he must have
had a pretty strong interest in this old
trunk. I shouldn’t wundex if Jimmy’s
got it right. Let's look!”

“Rot!” said Lovell.

Jimmy slid off the trunk.

The huge lid was raised, and the
interior, with its torn lining, was ex-
posed to view. The trunk, of course,
was empty, but Jimmy Silver proceeded
to examine the torn lining.

al and Newcome watched him
with interest, Lovell with a derisive

ri

“Tl tell you what, Jimmy,” said
Arthur Edward. “I’ll eat ail the giddy
banknotes you find hidden in this
trunk.’



“Asal?

Jimmy Silver groped under the torn
lining. Carefully and methodically
he groped, shoving his hand through
gﬂp after gap in the lining. He gave
a start as ‘'his hand came into contact
with something that was certainly not
lining.

In a remote recess, down in the
corner: of the trunk, at arm’s length
from a gash in the cld lining, something
was wedged in tight.

Jimmy Silver drew it out.

It was a wedge of crisp slips of paper,
crumpled tightly together. He held it
up in the sunshine.

Lovell jumped

“I—I say, that looks like—like—like
banknetes!” he gaspe

i Ih is banknotss fath cod!” sald Mew-

con

o Great Scott}”

Jimmy Silver unfo\ded the wedge
of crisp papers. tes—Bank of
England notes—met the sum*led eyes
of the chums of the Fourth—bank-
notes of various denominations from
five to fifty.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Lovell. “ Wy,
there—there’s a thousand pounds mcrc
or morel”

“Quite!”

“ @Great pip!”

‘There was no doubt about it. Jimmy
Silver had discovered the secret hiding-
g):ce of Nosey Jenks’ loot. Certainly,

id any police-officer been aware of
Nasey Jenks’ interest in the colonel's
old trunk, he would not have been long
in arriving at the same conclusion that
Jimmy had arrived at. But of Nosey's
dealings with Lovell, on the subject of
the ancient trunk, no one outside Rook-
wood was aware. But for Jimmy
Silver, the old trunk with its hidden
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“Come on!” said Jihmy,
And the F‘xshc'\l Four humed away
to thc House

Dr. Chisholm was astonished,

S0 was all Rookwood.

30 was a police-inspector who eame
over post-haste fi Latcham, called
on the telephone.

50, prebably, was Nosey Jcnks wheu,
in me cold seclusion of the
jug,” he learned that his !oet, had
been found.

It wi as qmte a triumph for the Fis-
tical ¥

‘V(osc of all, it was a tr!umph 101'
Arthur Edward Lovell—in the eyes of
Arthur Edward, at least.

What would have become of  the
hidden banknoies had Lovell not had
1hat, old trunk “knocked.down” te him

t the Latcham Auction Rooms, w:
pmhlpm Certainly no one would have
been likely to search behind the lining
of the old trunk for hidden treasure. It
was due to Arthur Edward’s reckless
bidding at the auction that the trunk
had come to Reokwood—it was ewing
to his endeavour to get rid of it again
that Nosey Jenks had leaimed where
it was and had ettempted to get pos-
session of it, and it was through Nosey
Jenks’ attempt that Jimmy Silver had
figured out how the matter s
it was Lovell who had brought the dx&
covery about—at least, in Lovell’s own
opinion.

“Jolly lucky I bought -that old
trunk—what?” Lovell said to his eom-
rades about a hundred times.  “¥Yeou
fellows were against it, you remember?
Suppose T'd taken any notice of your
10t, where would those banknotes be
now? This uwlly ought to bhe a
lesson to you chaps.”

treasure, would have been
to the dustman.

“Better get those giddy banknotes
to the Head at once,” said Raby, rather
uneasily. “That’s an awful lot of
money !

Vher the Co. &
It was Lovell's fixed opinion that the
whole credit in this affair was his own,
a.r;s‘i he had that opinion wholly to him-
self.
THE ERD,
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CFIGHTING

FOR LIFE!

][T takes a man with planlv of nerve to
face of the wild beasts of ll‘s
jungle alone, even when armed with
riflo that he knows will not fail him. 'lhmk
what it meaus, then, to fight a lion with
bare hands.
At Grips With a Lioness!
This nlmutt incredible feat,
of its kind on record, was accomplishe:
1vf a tmoper of the famous 'Ltane\ml
ounted Police some years after the Boer
War. With one companion ho was patrol-
ling in tho Northern Transvaal when they

tho ouly one
plished

me on« .'.m cncau pment,  of uteh
wagons. The owners iv d with them two
neu]y Ssitard b eotes e Hro

policemen wore hardly surprised  when,
soon after resuming their journcy, they
wmet a lion and lioness following the wagon

Cool and_quick-thinking, the trooper un-
slung his riflo and fired at the lioness from
the saddle, bren‘cmg her shoulder. T
Jion turned and b ho second police-
wan did the sama—ﬂnd one man was left
to fight a wounded and raging lioness.
Despite her broken shoulder, she sprang

and kng him  out of e saddle, and
then began tho trooper’s terrible fight for

=
H

Gripping tlie lioness yound tho neck, he
got astride her back, inserted two fingers
in each of her mostils and forced her thead
back. Timo and
wriggled him  boneath

ghastly wounds with her
Siways therl ffmxmnni Mountm Lept her

glea
R oG struzgle
went, o, ntil ab last his soreatd of pain
brought ' xescuo from tho nearby vagons.
For fourtcen days, -showing ity
Sireng 55.bis ootags, he. taads & magaif
cent_fight for_ recovery, b;x(, ng'\msi those
tervible wounds it was hopeless. Hundreds
of Deoplo attonded: tho fancral of this horo.

In the Jaws of a Llonl

once in the
o tell the talel
the time of his amazing adventure ho
a n\m,cr in the Transvaal Game Res:

jaws of
At

vas

and was returning to his station ono even-
ing at dusk when, without an instant’s
arning, a lion sprang at him from the
de of the trail. Onc mighty paw knocked
him clean from his horse into the path of
another lion that had appeared from the
other side of the path, nud in a flash the
ranger found_ )nmscli hy the 5houlder

cf he u-ml thc lion'.
dxopped lum beneath a large tree and stood ;
im. Juch by inch he worked
a_hand towards his, belc mll it closed on i

his long sheath knife; then, with all his
force, he thrust it agaln ond again behind
the lion’s shoulder. To his amazement

and relief the animal sprang aside, loped
about a dozen paces away, and lay down.

It was the ranger’s chance, and in a
few minutes, crippled though he was, ho
had climbed tho tice out of reach. There

ayed, strapped {o o branch for safety,
unhl. hia niative, oarriers arrived sed. jotedl
the beast that had seized him gtono dmd‘ 3
A Fight to a Finish.

Fighting a wild animal unarmed is
ordeal few men would face except in dlre
necessity, yet not long ago a young Hindu
farmer dcfbmatcly took on a man-eating "
tiger in single combat—and won! This
ferocious beast, the terror of the dlsmcb,
had killed one of the farmer’s bullocks; 3
with only a four-foot stave as a \wmon,
he went in search of the mnraudor 1<md-
ing it asleep in his fields he 7
and then, whilo the shole iilage atchad |
in breathless suspense, stood rea

The farmer’s tactics were simple. Again
and again as the tiger sprang he darted
aside and brought his stick crashing down &
on the animal’s hea nly his almost
uncanny sense of anticipation, his snom.rth
and his amazing quickness of hand -an
eye saved him from falling a victim {
those slashing claws, but he was still on
his feet, though streaming with bluod.
when the man-eater at last fell dead.

Afterwards, when - the carcass \\as -
amined, it \ms found that every one of the
Hindw’s blows had reached it ~head=-uo
other part l\ore the sign of, a bl)w.




DON'T MISS OUR GREAT COMPANION NUMB

CONCBALED on the island where
i the St. Frank's cadets are camp-
ing out is a hoard of gold. By chance
Nipper & Co. discover the hoard in a
secret vault ; but their success is short-
lived, for they find themselves shut in
by enemies also seeking the treasure !
What happens makes a thrilling story
that no boy should miss.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

On Sale Now

HE "cheery chums of Rookwi
are here again | Their humorous
and exciting escapades will keep you
amused from first line to last in this.
sparkling book-length yarn. Make a
“ date " with Jimmy Silver & Co. to- |
day by getting this splendid long
complete story. §

By OWEN CONQUEST:
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No.665. THE MYSTERY OF
SR THE AFRICAN

By REX HARDINGE. Vit
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No.666. THE GREAT AIR SWINDLE.
By JOHN. CREASEY

A wonderful novel of topical interest. A cunning
oriminal plot. to make & for
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No. 867. BONESHAXER BILLY BLOWS ¢
By IVAN THOM
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