SCHOOLBOYS OWN ””

LIBRARY No 380



HE JOLLY ROGER

flutters from the

masthead. Small shot
sweeps the decks. The
clang of grappling iron and
the clash of cutlass ring
once more over the blue
waters of the Spanish
Main !
The swashbuckling pirates
of the past live their excit-
ing adventures over again
in this magnificent book.
In thrilling stories and vivid
illustrations they blaze
their trail of pillage and
destruction across the
Seven Seas. Specially written by Flying Officer

E. JOI

HNS

% Ask your newsagent to
show you a copy.




No. 389.--THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN

LIBRARY.

me ﬁswﬁ of Q%KW@GW

An exciting Long Complete School Story of JIMMY SILVFR & Co.,
he Cheery Chums of ROOKWOOD.

CHAPTER 1.
Up to Uncle James!

“" HEREFORE that
brow?” 2

Jimmy Silver asked that question
humorously but sympathetically.

Tommy Dodd's brow certainly was
worried.

He looked, indeed, as if there had
fallen upon his youthful shoulde: kli
the troubles in Mr. Manders’ Ho
if not in all Rookwood.

He was tramping under the beeches
with h's hands driven deep into his
pockets, with a deep line corrugating
his fO)\,hm’.d

The Fistical Four, of the Classical
side, drew up in a %mxlmg row before
him and stopped his gloomy progress.

Jimmy Silver apd Lovell, Raby and
Newcome were particula rl; chee
that afternoon. For was it not a half-
holiday? Was not the weather, for

worried

E

once in a way, rather fine, and were
not the four of them booked for a
visit to Mr. Sankey’s World-Renowned
ircus, now camped in a field near
Coombe?
- In that cheerful conjunction of cir-
cumstances the Fistical Four felt that
all was right with the universe.
“What's the awful trouble, old man?”

asked Lovell. “Thinking of the next
House match and the whopping you're
going to get?”
“’Shush!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Tommy’s up against it. What's the

trouble, Dodns"
James can do?”

“Yes,” said Tommy Dodd, with a
ferocious look. “‘Take Mr. Manders
out to some quiet spot and—and drown
him. Tl be ever so much obliged.”

The Fi al Four grinned.

Feelil so cheery themselves, they
were they

Anything your Uncle

2
epared to do anything

(Al rights reserved, and ropr
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could to buck up Tommy Dodd, their
old rival of the Modern Side at Rook-
wood. But they really could not oblige
him to that extent.

“So it’s Manders?” asked Raby.

“Isn’t it always Manders?” g]untcd
Tommy Dodd. “He's never happy
except when he’s miserable, and
making chaps miserable. I'm gated
for this afternoon, and I was going
down to the circus. Everyhody else
is going, and T've got to loaf about and
watch ’em off. I suppose you
Classical asses are going?”

“We are!” agreed Jimmy. “Therell
be a big crowd of Rookwood fellows
there this afternoon. The show’s only
at Coombe for a few days.”

“And I've got to give it a miss!”
growled Tommy Dodd. “Cook and
Doyle have offered to stay in with
me. But, of course, I'm not mucking
up their afternoon because Manders
has mucked up mine. Fancy being
gated on a half-holiday for nothing!”

“For nothing?” asked Newcome.

“Practically nothing.”

“Oh!” said Jimmy Silver.
practically?”

The Fistical Four smiled. Mr. Roger
Manqels, the senior Modern master,

as a severe gentleman—very severe.
But even Roger Manders was not likely
to “gate” a fellow for nothing at all.

“Practically ” nothing was quite
another matter.

“Suppose a fellow’s carrying a footer
downstairs under his arm,” said
‘Tommy Dodd argumentatively. “Is it
his fault if a silly ass butts into him
and he drops the footer?”

“No fear.”

“Can a fellow help it if the footer
hounces on the banisters?” demanded
Tommy Dodd.

“Certainly not!”

“And is it a fellow’s fault if Man-
ders happens to be ambling by and
catches the footer with his silly head?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tommy Dodd’s gloomy face relaxed
as the Classical fellows chuckled.

“Only

,‘2

“Well, it was funny,” he said.
“You should have seen Manders jump.
I think he cleared the floor by about
a foot. Startled him, you know.”

“I suppose it would,” chuckled
Jimmy.

“But it was a sheer accident, of
course.’

“Oh, cof course!”

“It was vreally!” hooted Tommy
Dodd. “Really and truly! Manders
isn’t the man to bonnet with a footer
if you can help it. Hes too jolly
dangerous.”

“Well, didn't he believe it was an
accident?” asked Newcome,

“Oh, yes! Being an accident, he
let me off with a gating. If it hadn't
been an accident I should have been
skinned or flayed or beiled in ml or
something,” said Tommy Dodd. “And
when I told him I was booked for the
circus this afternoon he said that he
trusted that the deprivation of that
somewhat infantile entertainment
would “impress upon my mind the
necessity of being more careful.”

“Perhaps it will,” suggested Lovell

bngmly

“Ass!”

“Look heAe

“"athead T

“If you want me to lick you before
I'go to the circus—" roared Arthur

Edward Lovell.

“My dear man, if you began you
wouldn’t go to a circus afterwards,
you'd go to a hospitall” said Tommy
Dodd.

“Why, I—I—" TLovell pushed
back his Cuﬁb “I jolly well—" .

“No, you won't, ass!” said Jimmy
Silver ~ cheerfully. “Tommy’s _ UD
against it, and were going to help
him out. Youwve not got & detention
task, Doddy—only gated?”

“Yes, only!” snapped ‘Tommy Dodd.
“I can mooch about in the quad or
Little Quad, or play f football all by my-

self if I like. Or I can go into the
lnbrary and read the ‘}'::r)c:yclc)ped,.~L
Britannica,’ i I like,” he addeq
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sarcastically. as it
happens.”

“That’s all right.”

“Is it, fathead?”

“I mean, you can cut,” said Jimmy
Silver encouragingly. “You know how
Manders spends his afternoons when
he’s clear of you kids—mugging over
chemistry. He won't be watching you.
Of course, you needn't walk out of
gates with the rest. Drop over the
wall and chance it. Turn up for the
roll, and ten to one he'll never know.”

“I don't like,

Tommy shook his head
dolorously.
“#You don’t know Manders. When

he gates a fellow he takes jolly good
care the fellow goes through it.

know jolly well he’'d miss me before
I'd been gone a quarter of ,an hour.
And that’s a licking, and Manders’
lickings are rather hefty. He doesn't
Jjust flick you like Dicky Dalton.”

“Chance it!” said Lovell
would !”

“You would,” agreed Tommy Dodd.
“That’s the sort of ass you are!”

And Tommy Dodd drove his hands
deep into his pockets again and
tramped on in his pessimistic way.
Jimmy Silver frowned thoughtfully.

“It's rotten!” he said.

“Yes,” growled Lovell. = “I really
ought to lick that Modern ass for his
cheek.”

“I don’t mean that, ass! I mean,
it’s rotten for poor old Doddy to be
gated when we're all going to the jolly
old circus.”

“Oh, blow Doddy!”

“Still, it's rotten!” said Jimmy.
wonder-——""

Jimmy Silver fell silent and very
reflective. He felt that it was really
rotten for Tommy Dodd to he left
out of the merry crowd going down
to Mr. Sankey’s circus that afterncon
for so trivial an offence as dropping a
footer on Mr. Manders’ head—by acci-
dent, too. If there was any way of
rescuing Tommy Dodd, Jimmy Silver
felt that it was up to him to find out,
and to pluck the hapless Tommy up

“I

said Lovell.
«f
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from the depths of gloom. And so,
while the Fistical Four sauntered
under the beeches, Jimmy Silver

exerted all his intellectual powers on
the problem,

CHAPTER 2.

Something Like a Wheeze!
“V{ E'LL stay in if you like,
man,” said Tommy Cook.

“No1”

“Sure, we will, and we'll punt a
ball about, and—and rag old Mack
and the sergeant, what?” said Tommy
Doyle.

Tommy JDodd smiled faintly.

“Get going, you two!” he said.
“I'm all serene. I've got a fire, and
an armchair, and a ‘Holiday Annual’
Tell me all about it when you come
back.”

Cook and Doyle hesitated.

The three Tommies of the Modern

PLEASE SEE IMPORTANT
NOTICE ON PAGE 95

old

Fourth generally were inseparable on
a half-holiday. And with heroic self-
sacrifice Tommy Cook and Tommy
Doyle were prepared to give the circus
a miss, and stay within gates that’
afternoon to keep their gated chum
company.

But probably they were relieved
by his refusal to accept the sacrifice.
They looked rather brighter when
they received an answer in the nega-
tive.

Still they hesitated. The study
locked very cosy and cheery, with a big
fire, and Tommy Dodd sprawling in an
armchair, with his “Holiday Annual "
propped open on his knees. But they
did not like leaving Tommy to it.

“It’s a shame intirely,” said Doyle.

“Rotten!” said Cook. “I believe
it’s a jolly good show at Sankey’s—
bucking horses, you know, and lions
and tigers—they make a special fuss
of the royal Bengal tiger—they've got
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a picture of him on the hoardings at
Coombe and Latcham—no end of a
corker! 1 say, Tommy, what about
hocking it, and chancing Manders?”

Tommy Dodd was tempted, and his
look showed it. He laid down the
“Holiday Annual.”

“After all, you mightn’t be spotted,”
said Cook hopefully. “Manders may
forget all about you and—-"

“Hush!” said Doyle suddenly.

There was a step in the passage.
‘The juniors knew that quick, jerky
footstep; it belonged to Mr. Roger
Manders.

‘The Modern master arrived at the
study doorway. His sharp, suspicious
glance gleamed over the three juniors.

“Oh! You are here, Dodd?” he
snapped.

“Yes, sxr,” said Dodd.

“Very good!”

The thin, angular gentleman, with
another suspicious glance at the three,
walked on.

The Modern trio exchanged eloguent
glances.

Tommy Dodd sat down again

“Nothing doing!” he said.© “Of
course, he knows jolly well thac I shall
cut if I get half a chance. He's keep-
ing an eye open. It’s not good enough,
you fellows. Off you go

And two of the Tommies took their
departure, leaving Tommy Dodd to his
“Holiday Annual.” But as _soon as
they were gone Dodd laid down his
volume and crossed to the study win-
dow. From the window he had a view
of a cheery crowd setting out for the
gates—Moderns and Classicals  to-
gether.

Tommy Dodd looked very gloomy.

“Oh, here you are, kid!”

It was Jimmy Silver’s cheery voice
at the door. He smiled in at the
Modern junior, and Lovell and Raby
and Newcome smiled, too. Tommy
Dodd did not smile. He looked dismal.

“You fellows just off?” he asked.
“Cook and Doyle have gone.”

“I'vé got a wheeze, old kean,” said

Jimmy.

“Take it home and boil it!”
answered Tommy Dodd. “Nothing
doing! Manders has just been

mooching along to see whether I'm
here, and he’ll be mooching along
again soon. If he misses me from
the study he'll take a walk all over
Rookwood to make sure that I'm not
out of gates. He’s a sticker, Manders
is—he’s got what he calls a sense of
duty. Blow him!”

Jimmy levu nodded.,

“All the sarne I’ve got a wheeze,”

he said. “Thert a risk, but it may
worh all right. I think it will.”
ur Classical wheezes are no

cod'

“Is that how you thank a chap?”
inquired Arthur Edward Lovell, with
sarcasn,

“Bow-wow!”

“Look here—-""

“well, I think—

“Never mind \Vhat you thmk old
scout,” interposed Rab;
short, you know. Go-ahe: d Jxmmy'”

Jimmy Silver smiled and went ahead.

“Manders may look round for you
once or twice, Doddy——"

I know he will. No ‘may’ about

“Well, he will, then. Suppose he
sees you in this study, reading your
‘Holiday Annual’—then he won't miss
you, and you can bhe at the circus all
right, see?”

Tommy Dodd stared.

“Potty?” he asked. “How can he
see me in this study if I'm -at the
circus, you ass? Is that a Classical

&

joke?2”

“Yes—a joke on Manders. Look
here!”

Jimmy Silver drew a small, hairy

object from his pos
blinked at it.
wig.

“From our props,” explained Jimmy
Silver. “Our private theatrical things,
you know. I've picked it out as the
nearest to your mop in colour.”

cket. Tommy Dodd
It was a light brown
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s \Vhat on earth—-—
ol 've got an old sun of Etons, I

sup)

“YLs—\'.hv‘?“

“Then what's the matter with rig-
ging up a life-size Tommy Dodd in
that armchair, with a book?” said
Jimmy complacently. “Leave the door
half-o‘ —if Manders passes he sees

here—see? No reason why he
should butt into the room if he sees

y

Tommy Dodd jumped.

“My only hat!” he ejaculated.
. “I've thought il out, you see,” said
Jimmy cheerily. “Leave it to your
Uncle James.”

“Jolly good stunt, what?” grinned

aby. .
Tommy Dodd chuckled. The possi-
bilities of that idea dawned upon him

at once.
“Well, for a Classkc‘zl )ouve gob

some sense, Jimmy Silver,” he con:

ceded.. “If we could mase it hfehke
“No ‘if’ abobt it,” said Jimmy

briskly. “We can Sort out your

old clobber, and some rags and things
for stuﬂlng, and let’s get along. Then
we’ll see if the coast’s clear for you to
slip out, see?”

Tommy Dodd hesitatet—only for a
moment. He wanted to get out—he
wanted it very much, and he was
ready to take some risk. And really
this scemed almost as safe as houses.
Mr. Manders, he was. certain, would
take occasion later in the afternoon
to ascertain that he was within gates.
But a glance into the study from the
passage would show Tommy Dodd’s
effigy there—and, seeing it there,
the MOJCrn master would not be likely
t into the study. Why should

At close quarters the effigy would
not bear scrutiny, certainly.  But it
would not have to stand such a test.

“Ill risk it!” exclaimed Tommy
resolutely.

“Geod man!”
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And the juniors closed the door
and set to work at once. A suit of
Etons was laid out,
proceeded to stuff the trousers and
jacket to fill them out to life-size. A
cushion, tied up in a muffler, formed
the head of the efiigy, and was secured
to_the stuffed jacket and nice white
collar fastened round an imaginary
neck. Then the light brown Wl
which was just Tommy’s colour o
was skurully affixed to the top of “the
dummy

Tap

“Oh my hat!”

“Oh, dear!”

The knock at the study door made
the conspirators jump. With desperate
haste they shoved the half-finished
effigy under the study table as the door
open

CHAPTER 3.
At the Gircus!
LARENCE CUFFY of the Modern
Fourth stocod in the doorway,
His simple, innocem face looked
benignly into
Tommy Dodd and the four Classical
Juntxjm looked at him—Ilooked daggers

m,
For one terrible moment they had
supposed that it was Mr. Manders at

the door. It was a rehef to find that
it was only But it was
exaspexatmg, all the same,

“You silly ass!” gasped Tommy
Dodd.

“My dear Thomas——" The duffer
of Rookwocd seemed mildly surprised.

£ YoLfycu owl!” ejaculated Jimmy
Silve:

“My dear James—

“What do you Waﬁt?”
Dodd.

“My dear Thomas, I do not want
anything,” said Clarence Cuffy in his
kind and gentle way.

“Take it and go, then!” suggested
Love

“My dear Arthur—>

demanded
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“Hook it!” said Raby.

“I came to see you, my dear
Themas,” said Clarence Cuffy. “Being
aware of your unformnate predica-
ment, my dear fellow—-

“cut it short!” howled Tommy.

“Being aware, my dear Thomas,
that, by order of Mr, Manders, you
e detained within the precinets of
ool for the afternoon,” con-
ed Cuffy. “It occurred to me that
sibly you would be glad of my com-
pany, my dear Thomas. It would be a
genuine pleasure to me to help you pass
the time pleasantly and profitably by
showing you my entomological speci-
mens and explaining something of the
attractiye science of entomology to
you

“Great pip!”

“I am sure, my dear Thomas, that
in such an entrancing pursuit you
would soon forget the wthm frivolous
atiraction of a ecircus,” said Cuffy,
beaming, “Pray do not think it
would be a trouble to me. I assure
you that I regard it as a pleasure, as
vell as a duty, to pass on my accumu-
lations of knowledge to less gifted
individuals. you are somewhat
dull and slow of comprehension, my
dear Thomas, you need not fear that
I shall lose patience. Far from it. I
shall, indeed, endeavour to suit my
exn‘anﬁtxons to your rather limited
elleet.”

Tommy Dodd did not answer in
words.

Fle picked up the poker from the
and made a sudden rush at
wrence Cuffy.
f was in the kindness of his kind
and gentle heart that Cuffy had come
there.  Probably he did not expect
thanks. If so, he was not disappoin
Certainly he did not receive any.

What he received was a lunge from
the study pokcr which elicited from,
him a terrific

““ Yargoooohi”

“Ha, ha, hd'” roared Lovell.
h'm another.”

O, dearl

in

“Give

My dear Thomas!

Yoooooph!” howled Cuffy as Tommy
Dodd ‘made another lunge,

Clarence Cuffy turned and fled along
the passage. His affectionate friend *
and relative, Tommy Dodd, brandished
the poker.

(]

“Come back and be brained!” he
roared.

“Oh, dear!”

Clarence vanished.

Tommy Deodd came back into the

study, breathing hard. He shut the
door with a bang, and hurled the poker
into the fender with another bang.

“That's all right now,” he said.
“Let’s get on. We shall be late for
the circus at this rate!”

Tommy Dodd II was dragged out
frem under the table, and the juniors
set to work actively. Many hands
made light work, and the efligy was
finished at last and arranged in the
armchair,

Really it locked amazingly lifelike.

Jimmy Silver stepped out into the
passage and surveyed it from that
point of view. The back of the chdir
was partly tumed towards the door.
From that direction a shoulder and
an arm could be seen, and the back
of a brown head, and one leg crossed
cver another,

Certainly, anyone coeming right inta
the study, and getling a front view of
the effigy, would have scen what it was
at a glance.

But from the passage it looked just
like a junior sprawled in the arm-
chalr and the ‘“Holiday Annual”

s skilfuliy propped up on the crossed
as if being perused by the
sA rawling junior.

“Right as rain!” said Jimmy Silver.

«Ripping!” said Lovell, joining the
captain of the Fourth in the passage.
“Blessed if I shouldn’t think it was
Doddy!”

“Tip-top!” said Tommy Dodd.

‘There was general satisfaction. The
juniors retired from the study, with the
pleased feeling of good work wel

The door was left half open. Any-
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one passing along the passage—Mr.
Manders, for instance—could glance
in and sce Tommy Dodd comfortably
at home, while he was in reality
revelling in the attractions of Sankey’s
Circus a mile away. So all parties
would be pleased—a state of affairs
"E'ldom attained in this imperfect
unive

“No'.*, “for getting out!” said Tommy
Dodd.

That was fairly easy. In the cir-
cun stances it was not judicious for
Modern junior to walk out of the
HOJJD by the front door But it was

easy enough to slip out by a back door,
and to drop over the school wall in a
secluded spot.

Jimmy Silver & Co. strolled out of |5

Mr. Manders’ house cheerily.  As they
went they spotted the tall, angular
gcn’le‘naj looking out of his study
window. They smiled as they Wwalked
down to the gates—Mr. Manders seeing
quxLe clemly that Tommy Dodd was
not with th

But outslde the gates of Rookwood
Tommy Dodd joined them and they
walked down the lane to Coombe in
cheerful company.

They reached the field near the
village where the circus was camped,
and where a crowd was going into the
hig tent. Tiny Tony, the clown, was
beating a drum at the entrance, and
calling on ladies and gentlemen to

walk up. And the ladies and gentle-
men were walking up in goodly
numbers,

Tommy Dodd slapped the backs of
two Modern juniors in the crowd, and
Cook and Doyle turned round arfd
stared.

“Tommy, old man—-"

“Here I am!” grinned Tommy Dodd.
“ All serene, old scouts! I don’t think
Manders will miss me— and, if he does,
bother him! Shove in!”

“Now then, you Modern bounders,
don’t shove!” roared Lovell.,

ush. those Classical duffers out of
the way!”
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, my hat! Ow!”

Arthur Edward Lovell, suddenly up-
ended by the three merry Moderns, sat
down hard. He scrambled up in great
wrath; but Tommy Dodd & Co., chuck-
ling, had venished into the big tent.

“This way, ladies and gents!”
shouted Tiny Tony, rattling the drum.
“Walk up, walk up! Come and see
Hercules the Strong Man and Tiny
Tony, the funniest clown on earth!
Come and see the royal Bengal tiger,
that eats a man for his breakfast every
morning in his native jungle! Walk
up, walk up!”

“Where’s those Modern blighters?”
gasped Lovell.

“Never mind the Moderns!” said
Jimmy Silver, laughing. “Come on, old
man—we don’t want the back seats.”

And the Fistical Four pushed on and
paid their shillings and marched into
the big tent.

They found themselves three or four
rows behind the Modern trio, in the
amphitheatre of wooden seats. Lovell
shook a fist at Tommy Dodd over a
crowd of intervening heads, and
Tommy grinned.

“Here they come!” said Raby.

Clatter, clatter!

Horses began to carcer around the
ring with thundering hoofs. Mr, San-
key, resplendent in evening-clothes,
with white waistcoat, and a diamond
in his shirt-front which must have been
worth a thousand pounds—if it was
worth anything—cracked a long whip,
and Tiny Tony jumped through paper
hoops, on and off horses, and cracked
his ancient circus jokes—jokes ever
new to an audience willing to be
pleased.

In an interval of the performance
Tommy Dodd stood up and waved a
friendly hand at the Classicals behind.

“This is better than a gating!” he
called out cheerily.

“Yes, rather!” agreed Jimmy Silver.

And Arthur Edward Lovell grinned
and ncdded.
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“Here comes the giddy tiger!” said
Newcome.

And there was deep attcnuon as an
jron cage was wheeled into the arena,
with a huge striped beast inside, shif-
ting restlessly to and fro, eyeing the
encircling sea of faces with savage,
scintillating eyes. The tiger tamer
walked beside the cage as it was
wheeled in—a dusky Hindu, in his
native costume.

“My hat!
savage!” commented Jimmy Siver.
“Blessed if I should like to do that
darkey’s turn in the cage!”

“Same here!” agreed Lovell.

All eyes were upon Sujah Das, the
tiger-tamer, as he stepped into the cage
and the iron door clanged behind him.
Tommy Dodd had forgotten even the
existence of Mr. Roger Manders, and
yet, if he had only known—— But that
is another chapter!

CHAPTER 4.
The Death of Temmy Doud!
CLARENCE Cuffy was looking sad.
He was concerned for his rela-
tive, Tommy Dodd.

Cufly was a forgiving fellow. Al-
ready he had forgiven Tommy Dodd
for those lunges with the poker.

‘What he was thinking of now was—
‘whether he should venture to approach
dear Thomas again and comfort him in
his isolation. He was willing, indeed
eager to do so; but he did not want
any more lunges from the study poker.
e was very, very sure that he did not.

Footsteps came along the passage,
and Cufly brightened.

Was it dear Tommy coming to seek
him?

Cufly jumped up and opened the
study door. He was prepared to wel-
come a repentant Thomas with open
arms.

But it was a thin, angular
that strode along the passage.
was quite disappointed to sce M
Manders.

That brute looks jolly,

Mr. Manders glanced at him sourly,
and passed on towards Tommy Dodd S
study.

Cufly noticed that he stopped there
for a moment, and glanced in at the
half-open door.

Cuffy even heard him give a grunt.
Then Mr. Man walked away to the
staircase, and disappeared.

Cuffy smiled faintly.

He knew that Roger Manders was
suspicious, and doubted whether
Tommy Dodd had not, after all, dis-
regarded his gating and gone to the

2

circus. But that glance into Tommy’s
study had reassured the Modern
master.

After Mr. Manders had gone back to
his own quarters downstairs Cuffy
made up his mind,

He walked along the passage to the
study that belonged to the three Tom-
mies. The door was still haif-open
and-Cuify glanced in. 1

He had a partial side view of the
junior in the armchair, with the
“Holiday Annual” propped up on his
crossed knees, and his light curly brown
head showing cover the white collar.

Tommy Dodd was, apparently, deeply
interested in his book, for he was very
still—quite motionless, in fact.

Cuffy stood at the door and coughed, -
to draw the attention of his relative.
But he did not succeed in drawing any
attention from the figure in Tommy
Dodd’s armchair.

"\dy dear Thomas!” said Cuffy at

- No reply.

“Thoma; dear Thomas!”

Not a movement—not a sound. A
pained look came across Clarence

Cuffy’s mild face. Was dear Thomas
sulky? He had cften known Tommy
to be wrathy, but never sulky before.
“Thomas I trust that you are not
offended with me,” said Cufly gently.
not ' stress the point,
dubitably the
ortunate en-
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counter was sustained by me. You
really caused me considerable agony
in the ribs, my dear Thomas, when you
thrust that iron unplement into jux-
taposition with my person.”

The junior in the armchair did not

even turn his head. He seemed deaf
to the gentle voice of Cuffy.

“Will you not answer me, ’Inona”’
asked Cuffy in great distress, “Su
¥ are not nourishing a feeling
rancour?”

No answer.

Cufly stood looking in at the moti
less figure. Mr. Manders had only
glanced in at it and had passed on
satisfied. But Clarence Cuffy had been

staring into the study for five minutes
or more now, and it was dawning upon
him that there was a strange, lifeless
ness about the figure in the arm-

c
It was not like Tommy Dodd to be
sulky and to refuse to answer. Not
like him at all, and he was very, very
ill; indeed, Cufly listening intently,
could catch no sound of breathing.

He began to feel alarmed.

“Thomas, are you ill?” he exclaimed
anxiously,

There was no answer, and Cuffy
stepped into the study at last. He set
the door wide open and stepped in
warily. He was anxious about Tommy
Dodd—anxicus and alarmed—but h
had not forgotten his experience with
the study poker.

Sagely, he left open a retreat behind
him as he stepped warily in.

@

ﬂancc was
alarmir Not the
came from,the hunched- up ﬂgure m
the chair—it might have been a lifeless,
stuffed figure, from its deadly still S5,

“Oh dear!” gasped Cufly.

Was Tommy Dodd in a fit, or some-
thing of the kind? Was he—was it
possible that he not only looked, but
ually was, lifeless—some terrible

1'ea]ly uncmmy,

seizure, or stroke, or heart failure, or
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something? Cuffy had read of such
things, though they had not come with-
in the range of his experience.

At that terrible thought Clarence
threw prudence to the winds. A hun-
dred study pokers would not have kept
him away now.

He rushed towards the inanimate
figure in the chair and grasped it by
the shoulder, shaking it violently in
his ag’ltation.

“Thomas!
goodness!”

Crash!

The shake did it.

Skilfully as Tommy Dodd II was
fixed in the annchair, he was not in
a position to stand slnkmg

‘The figure tumbled helplessly for-
ward, and sprawled face down on the
hearthrug.

The “Holiday Annual” crashed to
the floor.

Cuffy jumped back with a wild cry.

He stood and stared at the motion-
less figure. Had it fallen face up even
Cuffy would have seen what was the
matter with it. But the face was down
—he could see only the well-stuffed suit
of clothes, the white collar, and the
back of the curly brown head. To
Cuffy’s eyes it was a Rookweod junior
who lay stretched there—still, motion-
less, and obviously lifcless. Cuffy gazed
at -the figure in horror, wide-eyed, and
backed to the door, gasping.

“Thomas!” he gasped.

The silence was terrible. With a face
as white as chalk, Clarence Cufly
turned and rushed from the study. He
only thought now of getting help; and
he raced along the passage to the stairs,
velling. Knowles of the Sixth was
coming up the staircase as Cufly
on his way to Mr.
study; and Cuffy, heedless,

nto him. There was a
as he staggered and
ers.

Dear Thomas! Oh, my

started down,
Manders’

“oni» gfngﬂd Cuffy, “Ow!?
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Knowles, dear Thomas is dead!
dear!”

Knowles grasped him by the collar.

“You little idiot! You—-

“Let me go!” shrieked Cuffy wildly.
“Dear Thomas is dead! I must tell

Oh,

Mr. Manders. Oh, dear!”
Knowles released him in sheer
astonishment. Clarence Cuffy raced

down the stairs and crashed at Mr.
Manders’ study door, hurling it wide
open. It was no time for the cere-
mony of knocking at a door.

Mr. Manders seemed to think that it
was, however. He jumped up, startled
and angry, and glared at Clarence.

““Cuffy, how dare you! What-

“Help

“What! Is the hoy mad?" Mr.
Manders grabbed up a cane. “Cuffy,
held out your hand! Do you hear?”

“Dear Thomas is dead!” wailed
Cufly.

“Wha-a-t9"

“He is lifeless in his study,” sobbed
Cuffy. “Oh, dear! And to think that
I was angered towards him for having
somewhat violently placed a poker in
juxtaposition with my ribs! Oh, dear!
Ow!” roared Cuffy, as the puzzled and
angry Mr, Manders brought the cane

down ucross his shoulders. “Ow! Oh!
“’h .
No\v what do you mean?” thun-

dered Mr. Manders.

“Whoooop!”

“Were you ﬁlludm" to Dodd of the
Fourth Form?”

“I—ow! Yes. Who-coop!”

“Has something happened to Dodd?
I saw him only ten minutes ago in his
reading.”

He's dead! Wow!”

'Axe you out of your senses?” roared

Manders,

“He is—ow!—dead !
—lifeless  before
gasped Cuffy.

Mr. Manders glared at him. Mis-
taken or not, Cuffy was evidently in

He fell—wow!
my—yow !—eyes!”
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dead earnest, and a twinge of uneasi-
ness seized the Modern master. He
shoved Cuffy roughly aside and rushed
out of the study, and, with a speed
very unusual for Mr. Roger Manders,
raced up the staircase and sprinted for
Tommy Dodd’s study in the Fourth
Form passage.

CHAPTER 5.
Unparaifeled !
oDD!”

Mr. Manders gasped out the
name.

He stood in the doorway of the junior
study, staring in at the still figure
stretched on the fl

Knowles of the Sixth had joined
him, startled and perturbed. Clarence
Cuffy had followed him, and two or
three fellows who happened to be about
the house followed on, surprised and
interested.

So there was a_group gathered out-
side Tommy Dodd’s door, staring into_
the room, where the still, lifeless form
met their startled gaze. Mr. Manders
s»(\od arrested on the threshold.

Dodd! What is the matter, Dodd?
Get up at once!”

“He is d-d-d-dead!” wailed Cuffy.
“He f-f-fell over as soon as I t-t-
touched him. Oh dear, oh dear!”

“Silence!” snapped Mr. Manders.

He strode into the study. The figure
on the floor looked lifeless enough; but
Mr. Manders, after the first shock, was
more angry than alarmed. It was more
likely that Tommy Dodd was playing a
trick than that he had suddenly ex-
pired in his study, which really was a
very improbable proceeding on the part
of a fit and healthy youth like Tommy.

Mr. Manders stooped and grasped
the lifeless form by the shoulder.

“Now then, Dodd—-"

No d answer—no
An extraordinary expression came over
Mr. Manders’ face. The grasp of his

19
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wiry fingers sank into the shoulders
of the lifeless figure, which startled
him very much, but which was not
really surprising, as the shoulder con-
sisted only of an Eton jacket stuffed
with muffiers and handkerchiefs.

“Bless my soul! What—"

“He—he can’t be—be dead,
exclaimed Knowles.

“It is a trick!”
‘Mandgrs fur! iously.

He dragged the figure up, its ex-
tremely light weight showing that it
certainly was not a human form.

There was a buzz of amazement from
the group at the study door. The life-
less figure dangled helplessly in Mr.
Manders’ grasp as he held it up; sway-
ing loosely. The boots hung down from
the trouser-ends, obviously having no
feet inside them. The head sagged
sideways, and displayed no features on
the face, only a handkerchief tied over
a little cushion.

“It—it—it—it is a—a—a figure—
a—a dummy!” gasped Mr. Manders.
“It is not Dodd at all!”

“Great Scott!” gaspcd EKnowles.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The fellows in. the passage burst into
a laugh. Mr. Manders gave them a
.glare of concentrated ferocity, which
checked their merriment with startling
suddenness.

“What—what is that? Is this—this
wretched deception an occasion for
merriment? Leggett — Lacy — Smith,
take a hundred lines each!”

“Oh,- dear! Is—is it not really
Thomas?” gasped Clarence Cufly,
blinking at the figure in blank amaze-
ment. “Is dear Thomas not dead, after
all? Oh, I am so very, very glad!”
s:upid boy!” roared Mr.

sir!”

exclaimed Mr.

“You incredibly stupid and obtuse
*boy, how could you imagine for one
moment that this—this stuffed dummy
was Dedd? Go to my study and wait
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for me there, Cuffy.

“On, dear!”

Clarence Cuffy tr
ously. He was very,.
he was going to be cane
it was very, very hard and unj
he feared that it would be
painful. But it was very, ves
that he was “for it.”

Mr. Manders hurled the dummy into
the armchair, where it collapsed into
a shapeless bundle, cerlmnly not look-
ing much like a Rockwood junior now.
Mr. Manders glared at Knowles, on
whose face a grin was lurking. The
grin vanished as Knowles met Mr.
Manders’ infuriated stare.

“This is not a laughing
Knowles.”

“Nunno, sir! Certainly not.”

“It is an act of trickery—of astound-
ing impudence!”

“It—it s, " sir,”

hastily. “Amazing!”

“Dodd ha» evidently gone out—gone
to the cir of course—and has left
this—this—this object here to deceive
me into believing that he was still in
the House,” Mr. Manders gasped.
“I—I was actually deceived. I lcoked
into the study a quarter of an hour
ago, and—and actually supposed that
Dodd was here!”

“D-did you really,
Knowles.

It really was hard work for the
Modern prefect {o suppress a chuckle
at that.

“It is unparalleled—unprecedented!”
stuttered Mr. Mande: “Dodd’s

unishment for this—this trickery shall
be exemplary. But for that absurd
boy Cuffy I should never have dis-
covered the deception. Knowles, I have
said that this is not a laughing
matter!” roared Mr. Manders.

“Oh, yes! Quite so, sir! Cortainly

11
I shall cane you!”

away dolor-

y, very
certain

matter,

agreed Knowles

sir?”  gasped
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Mr. Manders swept out of the study.
Knowles stared after him, and stared
at the collapsed figure in the chair,
and chortled. Now that Mr. Manders
was gone he could chortle unchecked,
and he did.

The Modern master hurried back to
his study. He was in a towering rage,
vvh'ch really was not surprising in the
nces. His leg had been pulied
of Roger Manders—almost the

most important leg at Rookwood!
While he had believed Dodd in his
study, the young rascal—the young

rogue—the young trickster—the young
scoundrel was enjoying himself at the
circus, in defiance of “gating.” Really,
it was too much!

Bu{ Dodd’s enjoyment was to be cut
short. He was to learn that the leg
of Roger Manders could not be pulled
with impunity.

Mr. Manders stayed only fo cane
Cuffy before he started in pursuit of
the elusive Fourth Former. Not for a
moment did he think of leaving the
matter over till Tommy Dodd returned.
Doubtless the young rascal, the young
scoundrel, was grinning with his
friends at that very moment over the
cunning way he had fooled the Modern
master. If so, his grinning would very
quickly be changed into intense sericus-
ness. To reach the circus tent as
quickly as possible, to seize Tommy
Dodd by the collar and drag him away
—that was Mr. Manders’ only thought.
‘To leave him in enjoyment of his ill-
gotten entertainment was not to be
thought of for a moment.

“Hold out your hand, Cufiy!”

“Oh, dear!”

Really, Mr. Manders might have
been grateful to the duffer of Rook-
wood, without whom he never would
have discovered that he had been taken
in. But he was not in a grateful mood.

He was yearning to cane somebody.
He would willingly have caned Knowles,
for grinming, had it been possible to
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cane a prefect of the Sixth. He could
cane Cuffy—that was possible, and it
was a solace.

‘Whack, whack!

“Whoop!” roared Cuffy.

“You absurd boy, you have alarmed
me for nothing! Hold out your hand
againl!”

Whack!

“Yarooooh!”

“You are the stupidest boy at Rook~
wood! The other hand!”

‘Whack!

“ow!

“Now go

“Oh, dear! Oow!”

Cuify was glad to go. He limped out
of the study with his hands tucked
under his arms, wriggling.

Mr. Manders felt a little better.

He hurried to get his hat and coat,
and started out of the House at a great
speed. He was in a great hurry to get
to the circus tent. The bare thought
that the entertainment there might
finish before Dodd could be taken away
was an unendurable . one to Mr.
Manders. He whisked out of the school
gates at a speed that astonished old
Mack, the porter. Old Mack came out
of his lodge and blinked out of gates
after Mr. Manders, still —more
astonished at the sight of the tall,
angular gentleman whisking along the
road almost at a run.

«My heye!” murmured old Mack.

Mr. Manders whisked on.

But the luck of Roger Manders was
out.

He arrived at the circus-field in time
to see the crowd swarming out of the
big tent. The circus was over, and
Tommy-Dodd, that young rascal, that
young rogue and scoundrel had had his
afternoon’s entertainment, evidently, to
the very end. And Mr. Manders, feel-
ing that this was the last straw, stared
round furiously to pick the offender out
of the erowd of Rookwood fellows pour-
ing out of the tent.

Wow wow!”

1
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CHAPTER 6.
Mr. Manders Does It!

IMMY SILVER & CO. came cut of
Sankey’s Circus in cheery mood in
the falling dusk. It had been quite a
ripping show, and the Fistical Four
were satisfied with it. Tiny Tony had
been very funny; Hercules the Strong
Man had done wonderful feats of
strength; the Queen of the Ring had,
to put it Shakespearianically, witched
the world with noble horsemanship;
and the royal Bengal tiger had thrilled
the audience with his savage growling

amd ferocious glares.

They had, as Arthur Edward Lovell
remarked, had a good bob’s worth.
The three Tommies were equally sat’
fled—especially Tommy Dodd. @
unconscious of the fact that he was a
young rascal and a young rogue—ac-
cording to Roger Manders—Tommy
Dodd was feeling quite pleased with
himself and things generally. The
Modern chums joined the Fistical Four
as they came out, all in cheery mood.

“Ripping—what, you chaps?” said
Tommy Dodd.

“Jolly gocd agreed Jimmy Silver.

“I wonder what Manders would say
if he knew I'd been here?” chuckled
Tommy Deodd. A

“Something emphatic, I fancy. But
he won’t know, if you sneak in the back
way and keep it dark,” said Jimmy.

“Jolly good wheeze of yours, old
chap!” said Tommy. “But the sooner
I get in. and put that dummy out of

sight the better. TLucky Manders
doesn’t care for circuses! If hed
dropped in—'

“Tare and ‘ounds!” ejaculated

Tommy Doyle suddenly.

“What’s the row?”

“Manders!”

“Oh, pip!”

The tall, angular figure of Mr.
Manders appeared in sight, in the glare
of a naphtha lamp. He was staring
round him, as if in search of someone,
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but he had not seen the group of
Juniors in the swarming crowd. Tommy
Dodd gazed at him in horror,

‘What had brought Mr. Manders
there he did not guess. But to be seen
by him now meant- discovery, and all
the fat in the fire,

“Cut!” breathed Cook.

“Dodge away among the vans,” whis-
pered Jimmy Silver.

1

“Wh

at-

Tommy Dodd plunged through the
crowd, heading for the circus camp.
There was a good chance of dodging
away unseen among the vans and carts
and the canvas stables.

Unfortunately, a sudden energetic
plunge through a thick crowd raised
loud objections on the part of the
persons plunged into.

“Where are you shoving?”

“Stop that!”

“Mind where youre going!”

Mr. Manders’ keen eye noted the
disturbance. He spotted Tommy Dodd
just as that youth reached the canvas
shelter where Mr. Sankey’s menagerie
was housed.

He made a plunge after Tommy
Dodd.

Tommy glanced round and spotted
the angular gentleman coming in his
direction. Whether Mr, Manders had
seen him or not he did not know, but
he was taking no risks. He dodged
into a canvas shelter out of sight. It
was dark under the canvas, and Tommy
ran blindly into a little, dark man in
Oriental costume, who was standing by
the door of a huge iron cage on wheels.

“Oh, sorry!” gasped Tommy.

“What do you in a tent?” asked a
sharp voice. “You no go come in a
tent like so you belong!”

It was Sujah Das, the tiger-tamer.
He made a grasp at Tommy Dodd, and
caught him by the collar.

There was time to explain.
Tommy jerked himself loose and ran
on, stumbling in the dusk, towards an
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opening on the
structure.

“you one scamp!” howled Sujah
Das. “You no go come in a tent you
no belong! I whack!”

And the tiger-tamer ran angrily after
Tommy Dodd, catching up a gtick as
he went. Tommy ran out, with the
angry coloured gentleman on his trail.
A minute later Mr. Roger Manders
arrived in the canvas shelter.

He stooped his tall head and pcexﬁd

other side of the

in.

“Dodd, I know you are here. I saw
you enter. Come out at once"‘

No answer,

Tommy Dodd was already out on the
other side, scuttling across the dusky
field, with the angry Hindu on his
track, waving a vengeful stick.

“Do you hear me, Dodd?” roared Mr.
Manders. “I repeat, that I know you
are here in hiding! Boy, come forth!”

The boy did not come forth.

“I am aware of your trickery!”
shouted Mr. Manders, quite uncon-
scious of the fact that he was address-
ing space, and wasting his sweetness
on the desert air. “I have come to

take you back to Rookwoodl Your
wil —eX-
emplary! Come forth' Wwill you

come forth, Dodd, or will you compel
me to fetch you?”

And as he received no reply, Mr.
%Ialt'xders plunged into the shadowy
ent.

On the farther side Sujah Das had
let fall a flap of canvas in pursuing
Tommy Dodd. It was very dark inside,
and no way out was to be seen, and
Mr. Manders had no doubt whatever
that Tommy Dodd was lurking there
in the deep shadows.

“Dodd, where are you?
I know you are here!”

There was no reply, but Mr. Manders

of

I repeat that
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of the sound, and his hands came ia
contact with an iron door. Beyond
that door of iron bars he could hear
a stealthy sound, as of someone—or
something—creeping in straw. He had
no doubt whatever that it was Tommy
Dodd in hiding.

“You young rascal! Will you come
here, Dodd? Upon my word, this passes

all bounds! But I will find you, Dodd
—I will find you!”
Mr. Manders, in a state of fury,

groped over the iron bars and found a
fastening. The next moment the door
Was open.

“Now, Dodd—"

A stealthy movement again.

“Dodd, you impudent young rascal!
I am perfectly well aware that you are
hiding in this cage! Do you hear me,
Dodad?”

Mr. Manders stooped his head into
the cage. His wrath was at boiling-
point.  For a Rookwood junior, hunted
by a master, to dodge into an empty
cage and hide there, was unpaxallcled
—it really passed all bounds. It did
not occur to the exasperated Mr.
Manders that the cage was not empty,
and that Tommy Dodd was not there.

“Dodd! For the last time, will you
come out?”

Growl!

Mr. Manders stared and started back,
his blood running cold.

That deep and savage growl certainly
did not proceed from a Reokwood
Jjunior.

It dawned upon Mr. Manders that
Dodd was not there—that the sounds
he had heard had been made by some
animal stirring in the straw.

“Oh, dear!” gasped Mr. Manders.

He jumped back.

Then, realising that he had opened
the door of an animal’s cage—perhaps

heard a thing that
stirred among straw.
He groped his way in the direction

a animal—he jumped for-
ward to close it again. As he did so,
a huge heard loomed up in the gloom,
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and huge, shadowy, behind it, was a
long striped body.
“Oh!”

One glimpse Mr. Manders had of two
rolling eyes and a frightful set of teeth!

One glimpse was enough!

He leaped away, with a leap that
carried him out of the tent, and he
stumbled over in the field on his hands
and knees.

There was
behind him.

Forgetful of Tommy Dodd, forgetiu!
of everything, but the danger he had
brought upon himself, Mr. Manders
leaped up and ran. It did not even
occur to him that others would be in
danger with the tiger loose. His long
legs made wonderful time as he
sprinted across the dusky field.

From the tent, a long, striped,
sinuous body came creeping out, and
the freed tiger glared round him, and
then crept softly away among the tents
and vans. A minute or two later,
Sujah Das came back into the tent,
and threw down his stick angrily. He
had not succeeded in laying it about
the intrusive schoolboy who had butted
into his quarters—Tommy Dodd had
vanished over a hedge, and was already
half-way home 40 Rockwood.

In the circus field, a great part of
the outcoming crowd had cleared off,
but there were still a good many people
about—among them Jimmy Silver &
Co.—when a dark, little man, with
wildly rolling eyes, came tearing out
of the menagerie quarters, waving his
dusky hands and yelling with alarm.

““You look out! You take some care!
Him tiger be loose!” yelled Sujah Das.

Sujah Das’ English was not good.
But his meaning was clear. There was
a lubbub of alarm at once. Mr. Sankey
rushed up to the tiger tamer and
caught him by the shoulder.

“What's that?” he howled.

““Him tiger be loosel” shrieked Sujah

a deep-throated roar
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Das. “Someone who no belong do
come and cpen him cage. He go! Him
locse! He not in a tent!”

“Hook it, you chaps!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver.

“What-ho!”

The field ‘'had been clearing slowly.
Now it cleared with remarkable
rapidity. The news that the royal

Bengal tiger was loose was cnough.
On all sides there was the sound of
running feet.

“Put it on!” gasped Lovell

The Rookwood  juniors fairly
sprinted. They came out of the field
into the lane, and headed for Rook-
wood—and had Cocmbe Lane been the
cinder-path, they could not have put
up a better race. The royal Bengal
tiger had been thrilling enough to
watch, behind the iron bars of his cage.
At close quarters he was likely to be
much too thrilling.

“Here, I say! What—what—"

Rookwood fellows arrived at the
schodl in a scurrying crowd. They
poured in at the gates, and yelled to
old Mack to lock up. And as soon as
the Rookwood porter learned that the
circus tiger was loose, he lost no time
in locking up. Later comers were
admitted cautiously, squeezing in, with
Mack holding the gate.

‘That evening, great excitement
reigned at Rookwood. Fellows were
severely confined to their houses; no
one was allowed even to cross the quad.
So it was not till the following day
that Jimmy Silver & Co. learned of
Clarence Cuffy’s exploit in the after-
noon, and of the terrific caning Tommy
Dodd captured from his Housemaster.
Mr. Manders, greatly worried and
alarmed by the result of his intrusion
into the tiger tamer’s tent—of which
he did not breathe a word—“took it
out” of Tommy Dodd, and that youth
did not enjoy his evening, His only
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solace was to call on Cuffy in his study,
taking a stump with him; and Clarence
Cuity was very, very uncomfortable for
some time aftexwards.

CHAPTER 7.
No Takers!
UTTY of the Fourth came into the
end study and dumped down a
large bag on the carpet.

Then, after a cautious glance out
into the Fourth Form passage, he
closed the study door carefully and
turned to meet the surprised gaze of
Jimmy Silver & Co.

The Fistical Four were at tea in the
end study. But they forgot tea for the
moment in their surprise at Putty’s
proceedings.

Teddy Grace—better known in the
Classical Fourtd as ‘Putty »—nodded
and grinned at the Fistical Four.

“I've got 1t!” he said.

“What?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“Which?” inquired Lovell.

“The jape of the term!” said Putty
impressively.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked dubious.
They knew Putty and his japes. They
had, so to speak, been there before.

Putty of the Fourth was a practical
Jjoker, a humorist whose sense of
humour was seldom kept within due
limits. Nobody ever knew what Putty
might do next, excepting that it would
most likely be something better left
undone.

“What have you got in the bag?”

asked Raby.
“The Head's head.”
“What?” roared the Fistical Four,

with one voice.
“I bagged it
museum.”
“The museum?”
“Yes. And I can tell you it wasn't
sasy to get it away without being
spotted. Carthew got his eye on this
bag. Bul I dodged him all right. Of

irom the school
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course, it's against the rules to take
anything from the museum without
spe leave. But I couldn’t ask for
special leave to get hold of the tiger’s
head to jape with, could I?”

“Oh! You mean the Head's tiger's
head?” said Lovell .

Putty chuckled.

“I didn't mean Dr. Chisholm’s own
head, ass! Besides, his head wouldn't
have been of any use. It was the
tiger’s head I wanted.” <

“My only hat!” ejaculated New-
come. “You've had the neck to take
the tiger’s head out of the museum?”

“Just that!”

“It means a licking, you duffer. The
Head will be no end waxy. He thinks
an awful lot of that giddy old napper,”
said Jimmy Silver. “It was his father
shot the tiger and brought home the
head and had it stuffed. At least, I've
beard so. And what on earth do you
want it for?”

_“The jape of the term. I suppose
you fellows know that the royal Bengal
iger has escaped from Sankey’s Circus
at Coombe?”

“We were there when it happened,™
said Lovell. “We got back to Rook-
wood jolly quick, too, when we heard.
He looked a savage beast when we saw
him in the cage. Shouldn’t like to
meet him out!”

“Of course we know!” grunted Ral
“Isn’t the whole school gated tlll (h
blessed old tiger is rounded up

“Suppose he came to Rookwoud?”
said Pufty.

“Well, he might. Nobody seems to
know where he’s wandering,” said
Jumny Silver. “Might happen along
here.”

“It would cause some excitement—
what!”

“A lot, I should think,” said Jimmy
Silver, laughing. “Let’s hope he won't
give Rookwood a call!”

“He’s jolly well going to!” said Putty

55

“Eh

“That’s the jape.”
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“The jape?” repeated Jimmy.

“Just that! That’s why I've bagged
the tiger’s head from the museum,”
chuckled Putty of the Fourth, his eyes

would make them glitter like—like any-

thing; more than lifelike, in fact. See?
we’ xe going to rig up a spoot tiger for

“Oh, my hat!”

“Of course, the fellows will jump to
it at once that the escaped tiger has
got into the schooll” chm“ded Putty.
“No end of a catch—what?”

Jimmy Silver & Co. gazed at Putty.

Evidently the humorist of the Fourth
was greatly pleased and tickled with
his great wheeze.

“That’s why I've brought it to this
study,” explained Putty. “You fellows
are going to help me.”

“Are we?”

“Yes. The chaps in my study haven’t
the nerve. Tubby Muffin and Jones
minor and Higgs—theyre no good.
They just hooted at me when I
proposed it.”

“I should jolly well think they did!”
roared Althur Edward Lovell. “You
-

“You bnrulmr’ bandersnatch!™

“What?”

Jimmy Silver rose to his feet. Often
and often Putty of the Fourth's mis-
directed sense of humour had led to
drastic measures being taken with him.
And it was clear to the captain of the
Fourth that it was time for drastic
measures to be taken once again.

“So we're going to rig up a spoof
tiger, and make the fellows believe thal
the escaped circus beast has got into
Rookwood,” said Jimmy.

“That’s the idea. Ripping—what?”

“ And we're going to bag a licking all
round from the Head for foolmg about
with his silly old tiger’s napper?”

“Pooh! What’s a licking?”

“That's what you're jolly well going
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to find out here and now!” grinned
Silver. “Collar him!”

‘Here, I say!  What—what—-
Leggo!” roared Putty of the Fourth, in
surprise and indignation, as the Fistical
Tour rushed at him.

But the four juniors did not let go.
They held 6n, and Putty came down
on the study carpet with a heavy con-
cussion.

“Whoooop !

“Bump him!”

“You silly owls!

Bump!

“There’s a stump on the shelf,” said
Jimmy Silver.

Arthur Edward Lovell made a jump
for the stump. A moment later there
was a sound of loud whacking in the
end study, and still louder yelling.
Putty of the Fourth, not looking or
feeling in the least humorous now,
roared and yelled and wriggled,

“You silly asses! You fatheads!
Leggo! _ Stoppit! Oh, my hat!”

Whack, whack, whack!

“Now chuck him out!” said Jimmy
silver. “Youre too funny, Putty!
Youw'd better get that tiger's napper
back to the museum just as faﬁt as you
can, before it’s missed. Savvy

“Yow-ow-ow!”

Puity of the Fourth, wriggling in the
grasp of four pairs of hands, was swuhg
through the doorway. There was a
loud bump in the Fourth Form passage
as Putty landed there, roaring. Then
there was a crash as the bag was
hurled after him.

Then the door of the end study
closed with a slam.

Jimmy Silver & Co. returned to their
tea, chuckling. Putty of the Fourth
was not likely, in their opinion, to
carry on his new and wonderful jape
in the face of such drastic discourage-
ment. If he did they were prepared
to give him some more. The affair of
the escaped tiger was much too serious
for Putty’s japes, though Putty of the
Fourth seemed unable to realise if.

Yarcoooh!”



CHAPTER &
“ Tiger, Tiger, Burning Bright!
» HAVE they got him, sir?”

Mark Carthew of the Sixth
asked that gquestion, as Mr. Dalton
came into the House in the falling
dusk.

Mr. Richard Dalton, master of the
Fourth, shook his head.

He did not need to mqmre to whom
Carthew alluded as “him.
escaped tiger was the chief topm at
Rookwood School now, as indeed in
all the vicinity.

For twenty-four hours the royal
Bengal tiger—one of the greatest and
most thrilling attractions of Sankey’s
Circus—had been missing. huge
tiger wandering free as air was no joke,
except, perhaps, to Putty of the
Fourth. Mr. Sankey and his men were
seeking the tiger far and wide, anxious
to recapture him before he did any
mischief, or sustained any. For he was
a very valuable tiger, and it would have
been a very serious matter to Mr.
Sankey had he been shot, a thing that
was quite likely to happen.

“No, Carthew, the tiger has not
been caught yet,” said the Fourth
Form master. “He has been scen
again, however. A carter saw him in
the WOOd from the road, in Rufl’s
spinney.”

Carthew started.

“That’s quite near Rookwood, sir,”
he remarked.

“Yes. The prefects must see that
the House after
s “It is im-
probable that the animal will come
near the school, but one cannot be too
careful.”

Carthew had a rather worried look.
In the prefects’ room he had expressed
annoyance at the announcement that
the Sixth, as well as the other Forras,
were gated. But, as a matter of fact,
Carthew would not have ventured out-
side the walls of Rookwood at any
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price. His glance was quitt anxious as
he looked out into the dusky quad.

“Look out, Carthew!” shouted Putty
suddenly. “What's that behind you?”

Carthew involuntarily spun round.

There was a yell of laughter from

the juniors.

W“All serene!” called out Putty. “It
was only your back hair, a‘d bean. It's
stiil behind you.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Carthew gritted his teeth and made
a rush for the stairs. The juniors fled
up the staircase, still chortling. And
there was a laugh from two or three
fellows in the lower hall.

“Grace!” shouted Cardew. “Stop!”

Putty of the Fourth did not stop.

The bully of the Sixth hurried up
the stairs, and turned into the
Classical Fourth passage.

There was a sound of scampering
feet, and the juniors had vanished,
probably into their studies.

Carthew stamped on angrily to Study
No. 22, which belonged to Putty of the
Fourth, and Jones minor, Higgs, and
Tubby Muffin. The owners of the
study were apparently absent now,
however, for the room was in darkness.
Carthew threw open the door.

“QGrace, you cheeky young rascall”
he exclaimed savagely. “I jolly well
know you're there. Put on the light.”

There was no answer from the
shadowy room.

Carthew strode in.

“Now, you young sweep—"

He broke off suddenly.

From the farther corner of the room,
in the darkness, two balls of fire
gleamed and glowed, eerie in the deep
shadow:

Carthnw stared at them blankly.

Two awful-looking eyes were glaring
at him, and as he stared at them,
almost frozen with terror, he made out,
in the dimness, the shape of a fearful,
bristly head—the head of a huge tiger.
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Carthew stood rooted to the floor.

His knees knocked together; close
and awful as the danger was, he was
deprived of the power of movement.

Fascinated by those awful eyes, he
stood motionless, his heart scarcely
beating, realising with horror that the
escaped tiger must have penetrated
into the school. For here he was!

There was a rustling sound in the
shadowy study.

That sound brought Carthew to life,
as it were. It seemed to indicate that
the awful beast was stealthily creep-
ing upon him—perhaps about to spring.

He uttered a hoarse yell and jumped
backwards into the passage. Then
there was another yell. -

Arthur Edward Lovell was coming
along the passage, and Carthew had
landed on him. TLovell staggered
acrdss to the opposite wall.

“Ow!” roared Lovell “You silly
ass! What—"
Carthew did not heed him.

He tore away to the stairs.

Down the staircase he went, three
steps at a time, white as a sheet,
expecting every moment to hear the
roar of the tiger behind him.

“Help! The tiger! Help! Look
out!” shrieked Carthew, as he came
tearing down the stairs.

“What's that?” shouted Bulkeley of
the Sixth from below.

“The tiger!” yelled Carthew. “Study
No. 2, in the Fourth!”

“Rubbish!”

“The tiger—here?” howled Hansom
of the Fifth.

“I've seen him—in the Fourth! Oh
oh, dear! Help! Carthew babbled in-
coherently. He rushed on, almost
knocking over Hansom of the Fifth,
and tore away to his study, where he
rushed in and slammed the door after
him and locked it. He left a wild buzz
of excitement behind him.

CHAPTER 0.
A False Alarm!
RTHUR EDWARD LOVELL stared
blankly after Carthew as he fled.

A light gleamed in Study No. 2.

Lovell looked in at the open door.

Putty of the Fourth was there. He
had switched on the light, with a
cheery grin on his face.

Lovell’s gaze passed him to the cor-
ner of the room.

He started at the sight of a huge
tiger's head, with glass eyes that
gleamed and glowed. But the sight
was not alarming now that the light
was on. The tiger’s head was not.an
unfamiliar sight—Lovell had seen it
often enough in the school museum.
It was a terrible-looking head, cer-
tainly, and in life its owner had cer-
tainly been a dangerous beast. The
glass eyes, with an electric lamp gleam-
ing behind them, were strangely life-
like. But there was nothing very
alarming in a tiger’s head arranged on
a coal-box, the rest of the tiger not
being there at all. Even Carthew
would not have been alarmed had the
study been lighted when he entered it.

Putty winked at the surprised Lovell.

‘ Car:

“Lend us a hand,” he said. “Car-

thew seems to have been a bit
startled—-"
“xou silly ass!” gasped Lovell

“So youre playing your silly tricks
with that napper, are you?”

“Lend us a hand! They’ll be up here
soon, and I've got to get it out of
sight!” snapped Putty.

He grabbed up the tiger's head
hurriedly, and jammed it into the big,
open bag. Lovell held the bag open
for him, and the “napper ” of the once
fearsome beast was hidden from sight.

Putty shifted the bag into a corner
behind the bookcase, and drew a chair
to the study table and sat down.

“Look ere, you ass—" began
Lovell.

“Shurrup!” hissed Putty. “They're
coming.” .
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There were footsteps on the stairs,
aud many voices. Carthew had spread
the alarm far and wide.

Bulkeley came up the stairs at a run,
poker in hand, and Neville was soon
after him, and Hansom of the Fifth
followed, and then a crowd of other
fellows. As a matter of fact, nobody
quite believed that the tiger really was
there; it was, to say the least, a very
extraordinary lurking-place for the
escaped animal to select.

“Why—what—" ejaculated Bulke-
ley. He stared blankly into Study

0. 2.

According to Carthew, the escaped
tiger was there. Bulkeley did-not see
any sign of a tiger; he saw Putty of
the Fourth sitting at the table with a
Latin grammar before him, and Arthur
Edward Lovell sitting on a corner of
the table with a grin on his face.

Putty looked up placidly.

“Hallo, Bulkeley! Anything up?”
he asked.

“Carthew says he saw the tiger in
this study!”

“What tiger?” asked Putty.

“The escaped tiger, you young ass—

* the circus tiger! I suppose you
haven't seen anything of it?” growled
Bulkeley.

“I saw it at the circus yesterday

(s

“Don’t be a young ass!”

“Well, I don’t think it’s here,” said
Putty, glancing round the study. “I'm
just starting my prep, Bulkeley, but if
the tiger is here I shall ask Mr. Dalton
to excuse me from prep this evening.
A fellow can’t be expected to do his
ET?;R with a tiger in the study, can

e

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell.

Bulkeley grinned.

“I knew there was nothing in it,”
he said, turning back into the passage.
“It’s. pretty thick for a Sixth Form
prefect to get nervy like this. I sup-
gose Carthew fancied he saw the
iger.”
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“Dashed funk!” growled Neville.

“What is this?” Mr. Dalton arrived
in haste on the scene. “Whatis all
this disturbance, Bulkeley?”

“Carthew thought he saw the tiger
here, sir—"

“Absurd!”

“Well, he said so, sir, so I thought
we'd better come.” o

Bulkeley, with a very pink face, tried
to keep thé poker out of sight. In the
circumstances, he felt that the poker
was a little ridiculous.

“Quite right, Bulkeley; but, of
course, the.tiger could not possibly be
in the house,” said Mr. Dalton. “It
really is too much for a Sixth Form
prefect to spead an absurd alarm in
this manner. I shall speak very
severely to Carthew.”

Mr. Dalton walked away, frowning.

Bulkeley glanced into the study
again. His glance dwelt rather sus-
piciously on Putty of the Fourth.

“Have you been playing any tricks,
Grace?” he demanded.

“Tricks!” repeated Putty innocently.

“You're such a tricky little villain,”
sald the captain of Rookwood. “Have
you been pulling Carthew’s leg some-
how?”

“Oh, Bulkeley!”

“Where were you
thought he saw the tiger'

“In the study,” said Putty meekly.
“I was just going to light up when
Carthew looked in. Perhaps he took
me for the tiger! You never can tell
what a Sixth Form chap may do, can
you, Bulkeley?”

Bulkeley did not answer that ques-
tion. He turned away, and tramped
out of the Fourth Form passage, still
trying to keep the poker out of sight
as much as possible. The crowd dis-
persed, grinning, some of them going
alone to Carthew’s study in the Sixth,
rather interested to hear what Mr.
Dalton had to say to Carthew.

Mr. Dalton was knocking at Car-

when Carthew

P
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thes. s door angrily. He had found it

Carthew!” he called out.

“Oh!” came a gasp from within the
prefect’s study. Oh! Who—who—
who is that?”

“Open your door, Carthew!”

“Is he—is it gone?”

“Do not be absurd, Carthew! The
tiger has not been here at all”

“I saw it!” howled Carthew.

“You could not possibly have seen
it when it certainly is not here. You

are making yourself utterly ridiculous,

Carthew!” exclaimed the Fourth
Form master.

“Buck up, Carthew!” called ouf
Hansom of the Fifth. “It's all right!
You were omy frightened by a
shadow, old man.” i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The key turned in Ca)thews lock.
The €oor opened, and he stared out at
the grinning fellows outside. Mr.
Dalton, however, was not grinning; he
was frowning.

“You—you're sure
stammered Carthew.

“I repeat that the animal was never
here, Carthew,” shapped Mr. Dalton.
“I am surprised that a Sixth Form boy
should be frightened by a shadow.”

“I saw the tiger—"

“Nonsense!”

“In Grace’s study in the Fourth!”

“Grace himself is in his study, at
preparatmn———

‘Wha-a-at?”

“For goodness’ sake, Carthew, pull
vourself together, and do not display
such childish nervousness,’s snapped
Mr. Dalton. And he walked away,
leaving Carthew blinking at a dozen
grmnm" fellows.

“I tell you I saw him!” Carthew

“He was crouching in the

it’s gone, sir?”

study—"
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“I tell you—"
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Slam!

Carthew banged his deor, leaving a
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chortling crowd to chortle in the
passage. And they chortled still more
as they heard Carthew’s key turn in
the lock again. Evidently Carthew
was not satisfied that the Bengal tiger
was not within the walls of Rookwood.

Meanwhile, Jimmy Silver & Co. had
dropped in at Study No. 2. They had
something to say to Putty of the
Fourth. Putty met them with a
cheery grin. But the grin faded away
as he noted the stump in Jimmy
Silver’s hand.

“Here, no larks!” he exclaimed.

“Just what we've come in to tell
you!” chuckled Lovell.

“You howling ass!” said Jimmy in
measured tones. “Didn't we give you
a stumping as-a warning not to play
these fatheaded japes? You've put the
whole House into an uproar, and you
might have frightened Carthew into a
fit. Can’t you get it into your head
that this is a serious subject?”

“Bow-wow!”

“Collar him!”

Putty made a jump for the poker,
and the Fistical Four made a jump for
Putty. The humorist of the Fourth
was collared and extended across the
study table, face down—his face, in
fact, was in the ink, the inkpot being
upset in the process.

“Groogh! Look here—-" howled
Putty.

“Didn’t we tell you to take that
tiger's napper back where it belongs?”
demanded Jimmy,

“Fath ead' Leﬂgo'”

“ We'll take it ourselves,” said Jimmy.
“You're too funny to live, Putty old
man; but if a stump can make you
feel serious we'll do our best with it!”

hack, whack, whack, whack!

“Yow-ow-ow-whoop!”

“Do you feel more serious now?”

“Yaroooh | ™

‘Whack!

“Now—-"

“Ow! Yes!
yelled Putty.

And the Fistical Four released the

Stoppit!  Leggo!”
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hapless humorist and quitted the study,
Jimmy Silver taking with him the bag
containing the hgex s head.

Putty of the Fourth rolled off the
table, gasping and spluttering ink. It
was borne in upon his mind that his
weird gift of humour was very i
adequately appreciated in the Classical
Fourth, and undoubtedly the stump
had reduced him to seriousness. For
quite a long time, in fact, Putty of the
Fourth was feeling very serious indeed.

GHAPTER 10.
Awful for Mr. Manders!
N R. ROGER MANDERS of Man-
ders’ House sniffed.

“A Classical boy, of course?”
said.

“Oh, yes, sir!” agreed Knowles.

“No boy belonging to my House,”
said Mr. Manders, “would have the
audacity—the effrontery—to remove a
valuable article from the school
museum.”

Knowles of the Modern Sixth was
not quite so sure of that. But it was
his cue to agree with his Housemaster.

“Some Classical fag, to be sure, sir,”
he assented. “In fact, the whole House
has been questioned.”

Mr. Manders nodded.

“I will acquaint the Head with that
fact,” he said. “Thank you, Knowles.
The stuffed head has undoubtedly been
taken to play some foolish and reck-
less trick, to cause a scare, the school
being in a state of alarm owing to the
escape of the circus tiger. . A foolish
and reprehensible trick!”

“Ohn, very sir!” agreed Knowles.

And the Modern prefect left Mr,
Manders’ study. Mr. Roger Manders
sniffed again.

There was trouble in the air. Dr.
Chisholm had missed the stuffed head
from the school museum. His wrath
was great.

he
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Ever so many years ago the doc-
tor’'s father had brought that stuffed
head home from India. It had
frowned and glared at the doctor since
his boyhood days—ever so long ago.
Ever since he had been headmaster of
Rookwood—over twenty years—that
stuffed head had adorned the school
museum. Never had an audacious
hand been laid upon it before. Now
it had actually been removed—taken
away by some audacious person or
persons unknown. The startling news
had been communicated to both Houses

for investigation throughout the
length and breadth of Rookwood
School.

Mr. Manders had instructed his pre-
fects to inquire; hence Knowles’ report.
Nobody on the Modcm side, apparently,

knew anything about the missing
“napper.” Mr. Manders was quite sure
that it been purloined by some

Classical boy—probably one of Mr.
Dalton’s boys. He did not like Mr.
Dalton.

The Modern master put on his coat
and hat and left the House, to cross
the quadrangle to the School House.

There was a sound under the beeches
as the singular figure of the Modern
master whisked along the shadowy
path.

Mr. Manders paused and glanced
round him.

“Bless my soul!” he ejaculated sud-
denly.

A great, whiskered head loomed up
dimly in the dark shadow of a tree.

Two eyes that seemed like balls of
fire glimmered at the Modern master.

For a moment Mr. Manders stood
stock-still, his heart thumping very
uncomfortably.

Then he uttered an impatient and
annoyed exclamation.

“Pish!”

His eyes gleamed.

The dim shape he discerned under
the beeches was that of a huge tiger's
head—and Mr. Manders had not the
slightest doubt that he had chanced
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upon the practical joker who had pur-
loined the stuffed “napper” from the
school museum.

Doubtless that practical joker ex-
pected to cause a scare with the stuffed
head in the dark. But Roger Manders
was not so easily taken in. He faced
the dim head and the glaring eyes and
shouted :

“Boy1” 2

There was no answer;
not move.

“Boy, I can see you!” shouted Mr.
Manders angrily. “Come here at once!
Do you hear? I command you to come
forth!”

Silence. But the head backed a little
deeper into black shadow. Mr. Man-
ders started angrily towards it.

“You young rascal! How dare you
disregard me!” he exclaimed. “Upon
my word, this is too much! Will you
come here immediately?”

Growl!

Mr. Manders started at that sound,
it was so lifelike. Had he not known
—or, at least, been convinced—that
this was a practical joker playing a
foolish trick with a stuffed head he
might have fancied that the growl
came from the deep throat of a Bengal
tiger.

“You—you impudent young rascal!”
roared Mr. Manders, all the angrier
because the growl had startled him.
“How dare you! This is unparalleled,
upon my word! Do you think, sir,
that you can frighten me by imitating
the growl of a wild animal? You shall
oe flogged for this, sir—flogged!
you hear?”

Growl!

It was too much for Mr. Manders’
patience to hear that growl repeated
by the practical joker. As if he could
be scared by such nonsense!

He rushed under the dark beeches
right at the dimly seen head and the
glaring eyes.

the head did

“Now, you young rascal!”
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A deep sound rang and echoed under
the ftrees. It was not a growl this
time; it was a terrific roar.

Mr. Manders stopped dead.

He had a glimpse in the gloom of a
caverncus mouth, wide open, and a

terrific set of teeth.

Certainly the stuffed head from the
school museum could not possibly
have opened in that manner!

For a single second Mr. Manders
stood frozen.

It was not a practical joker; it was
not the stuffed head! It was a live
head—wnh a frightful set of teeth in

1
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Only for a second Mr. Manders stood
there, while he realised in an awful
flash that he was standing within three
feet of the royal Bengal tiger that had
escaped from Sankey’s Circus!

Then he made a backward jump.

That jump carried him at least six
feet, as if he had been Spring-Heeled
Jack ms»e'ui of Roger Manders.

o

Mr. Mamdcrs spun round and fled.
His long legs fairly twinkled as ha

=
8

He bumped into a tree, and staggered
—he bumped into another tree, and

yelled. He stumbled over, and picked
hxmself up again, and ran on, not even
knowing whither he was running—only
knowing that behind him was the royal
Bengal tiger.

Light glimmered from a little window
—it was ola Mack’s lodge. Mr. Man-
ders tottered to the door and banged

Do | on it

“Mack! Mack! Let mein!”

There was a slow movement within
the lodge. Old Mack, the porter, was
not a young or active man—he was
old, and he had his rheumatism to con-
sider.

“Mack, Mack! Help!”

The door was locked. With escaped
tigers in the neighbourhood, old Mack
sagely locked his door at dark. Mr.
Manders tore at it and thumped at- it
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in wild desperation. He could see and
hear nothing of the tiger; but the
shad round him were peopled, in his
terrified faney, with glaring eyes and
c:v.c:nous jaws and terrific rows of

teel
wmt’s the row?” came old Mack’s

voice. .

“The tiger! The tiger!” yelled Mr.
NManders. “Just behind me! Open
the door at once!”

“Oh, my heye!” exclaimed old Mack.

He did not scem in a hurry to cpen
the door. Perhaps he did not like
royal Bengal tigers at close quarters,
any Hlole than Roger Manders did.

Bang, bang, bang! rang the Modern
nastex s thumps on the door.

There was a sound behind Mr. Man-
ders. It was the winter wind stirring
the beeches, but to Roger Manders’
mind it was the growl of the Bengal
tiger. He quitted Mack’s door, and
rushed frantically away.

Lights gleamed before him—the
lighted windows of the School House.

Panting, bedewed with perspiration,
Roger Manders rushed up the steps
and hurled himself at the big oak door.
And as he did so there sounded close
benind him the deep, terrifying growl
of the Bengal tiger.

CHAPTER 11,
Hard Gheess!
ERE'S the jolly old Fead!” mur-
mured Lovell.

Prep was hardly over in the studies
of the Classical Fourth, But most of
the juniors looked out of their doors as
Dr. Chisholm appeared in the passage.

The Head was frowning. A visit to
the Fourth Form quarters by the head-
master was a rare occurrence, and evi-
dently it boded trouble. The Classical
Fourth wondered upon whose devoted
head thechopper was to come down.

Dr. Chisholm stopped at Study No. 2.
Carthew of the Sixth \\as with him,
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and Bulkeley, head prefect of Rool
wood. And the Head had a cane unde;
his arm. Only too evident there was
trouble for someone.

Carthew opened the door of Study
No. 3 for the Head. Putty of the
Fourth, Jones minor, Higgs and Tubby
Mufiin jumped up as the headmaster
stepped in. They were alarmed; but
it was a relief to the rest of the
Classical Fourth.

“That ass Putty has been up to some-
thing again,” Arthur Edward Lovell
murmured to Jimmy Silver, in the
passage, and Jimmy nodded.

Dr. Chisholm surveyed the four oc-
ants of Study No. 2 with a stern
brow. Bulkeley looked very serious,
and Carthew gave Putty a venomous
look.

“Boys!” said the Head, in a decp
voice.

“Yes, sir!” murmured Putty.

“An article has been taken from the
school museum—a stufled tiger’s head,”
s”ud Dx isholm.

Sy

“It«»xt isn't here, sir!” stammered

ngg

shall see!” said the Head
m]mly “I have little doubt that it was
taken, at all events, by a Fourth Form
hav It was in this study, Carthew,
chat you fancied you saw the cscaped
tiger.

Y Yes, sir,” said Carthew.

His look was black and bitter. As
soon as he had heard of the missing
“napper,” Carthew had guessed at once
what had happened in Study No. 2, and
he had no doubt that it was one of
Pmtys practical jokes. He had made
an absurd display of cowardice before
all the House, and he was certain now
that it was nothing more than a stuffed
head that had scared him. But there
as golace in reporting the practical
r {o the Head.

“Which of you boys abstracted the
head from the museum?” demanded
Dr. Chisholm,

No reply.
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“Doubtless it is still here,” said Dr.
Chisholm. “Of course, some boy not
belonging to the study may have played
that ank~l think you told me the
study was unoccupied at the time,
Carthew?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Very well; search the room. If it
is not here, I have no doubt it will be
found in one of the studies. Bulkeley,
you will see that no Fourth Form boy
leaves the passage.”

“Yes, sir.”

Carthew proceeded to search Study
No. 2 for the stuffed head. Having no
doubt that Putty was the guilty party,
he was rather puzzled by that youth’s
cool equanimity.

Putty, as a matter of fact, was quite
cheery. Jimmy Silver & Co. had de-
prived him of the tiger’s head to put a
stop to his weird japing, and he had
been intensely exasperated at the time.
Now he was rather pleased. Certainly
he would not have liked the missing
article to be discovered in his study.

Carthew’s search was thorough. But
nothing remotely resembling a tiger’s
head was found in Study No. 2.

It's not here, sir,” said Carthew at
t, with a savage look at the cool and
smiling Putty.

“Very well; let us proceed,” said the
Head.

They proceeded.

Bulkeley of the Sixth had ordered all
the juniors back into their studies. So
every fellow was at home when the
Head looked in with Carthew.

Under the Head’s eyes, Carthew in-
vestigated each study in turn.

Study after study was drawn blank,
and the searchers arrived at last at
the end study.

Jimmy Silver, and Lovell, Raby and
Newcome stood up respectfully when
the Head loomed in their doorway.
Carthew came briskly in.

“Is—is anything the matter,
asked Jimmy Silver mildly.

“Yes, Silver! The stuffed tiger's

sir?”
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head has been taken from the school
museum, and I have the best of reasons
to suppose that it is in some study in
the Fourth.”

“Oh, my hat!”
involuntarily.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome
almost gasped with dismay. Carthew
had already spotted a large bag in a
corner of the study, and was going over
to it. The Fistical Four watched him
blankly. They knew, only too well,
what was in that bag. There had been,
so far, no opportunity of taking it back
to the school museum. Now, evidently,
it was too late!

Carthew ope'}cd the bag.

“It's here, sir.

Dr. Chisholm

ejaculated Jimmy

knitted his brows

good!” The cane
down from under his arm into his
hand. “Take it away, Carthew! It
may be placed in my study for the
present. Silver! Lovell! Raby!
Newcome! You are responsible for
this!”

“ We—we—-" gnsp»d Jimmy Silver.
“You—you see, sir——

“Hold out your hand—you first,
Silver!”

“The—the fact is, sir, we—we—"

“You need say nothing, Silver! The
article has been dxecovcred in your

slipped

study, and that is enough
“But  we—we—we—"  stuttered
Lovell,

“Do you venture to tell me that yo
did not know it was here—that you did

not bring it here?” demanded the
Head.

“Oh, no, sir! But—-"

“That is enough! Your hand!”

thundered m-z Head. “Not another

word, Silver—hold out your hand!”
Swish, swi:
“Lovelll”
Swish, swish!
“Raby!”

“I—T say, siv—-"
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“Boy!” thundered the Head. And
George Raby’s hand came out.

Swish, swish!

“Newcome!”

Swish, swish!

Dr. Chisholm tucked the cane under
his arm again. He swrveyed four
wriggling juniors with a terrific frown.

“Any repetition of such conduct and
you will be flogged!” he rumbled.
“Bear that in mind!”

And the Head rustled out of the
study following Carthew who had
already taken away the bag with the
tiger's stuffed head in it.

Jimmy Silver & Co. wrung their
hands in speechless anguish. The
Head had felt that it was an cccasion
for severity. He had not spared the
rod. Jimmy Silver & Co. felt that
they had been right to intervene
and put a stop to Putty's humorous
activities with the tiger’s head. Buf

“undoubtedly now they wished that

they had left that duty undone.
“Ow!” gasped Lovell at last. “Wow!

I—I-T1ll pulverise that villain Putty!”
“I'll slaughter him!” groaned Raby.

“Ow! My hands!”
“Ow! Wow, wow!”
“We—we—we'll squash him!” gasped
Jimmy Silver. “We—we'll lynch
him! We—we— Oh, come on! Let’s

go and smash him now!”

The Fistical Four rushed out of the
study. There was only one possible
solace in their anguish—passing it on
to Putty of the Fourth. Possibly
Putty expected such a visit. He was
not in Study No. 2 when the aveng-
ing Four arrived there.

“Where’s that villain Putty?” roared
Lovell

“Eh? He's gone down,” said Jones
minor.

“Come on!”

The Fistical Four rushed for the

stairs. They caught sight of Putty of
the Fourth in the Lower Hall, and
they sped down the staircase at almost
breakneckspeed.  Putty of the Fourth
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promptly vanished from sight. Jimmy
Silver & Co. reached the bottom of the
staircase.

The next moment Putty and his
many sins vanished from their minds.
The big door swung open, and Roger
Manders of meders House, with a
face like chalk, tottered in.

He recled against a wall, panting.
He could not speak, but he made wild
gestures towards the door as a dozen
fellows gathered round him in wonder.
Jimmy Silver & Co. stared at him
blankl;

“Whac on earth—-" began Lovell.

The next instant they knew!

A huge whiskered head, with glaring
eyes and gleaming teeth appeared in
the doorway, a long, sinuous, crouch-
ing bedy behind it. The fierce eyes
glared at the Rookwooders.

“The tiger!”

One yell of alarm, and then scurry-
ing and scampering feet. Up the stairs,
along the passages, into the studies

the Rookwood fellows scattered. It
was too late to shut the door. The
head and shoulders of the royal

Bengal tiger were inside. In something
less than a second the old oak hall
was untenanted, flying footsteps and
slamming doors sounding in all direc-
tions, and the tiger was left monarch
of all he surveyed.

CHAPTER 12.
Trapping the Tiger!
ILLY asses!” murmured Putty of
the Fourth.

Putty had dodged into the Fourth
Form class-room and closed the door
after him. There, in the dark, Putty
of the Fourth lay low. Just then he
did not wang to meet the Fistical Four.

It was fortunate, from Putty’s point
of view, that the stuffed head had been
discovered in the end study instead of
in his own. But he realised that he
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could not expect Jimmy Silver & Co.
to be pleased. Judiciously he decided
to give them time to get over the
Head’s licking before he met them
again.  So he retired to the deserted

Form-room and sat down on a form to
He did not venture to put on a

wait,
light, with four avengers seeking b
That would have been extremely m-
Jjudicious.

As he sat waiting in the dark, pre-
pared to take cover under the desks
if Jimmy Silver & Co. thought of X
ing in the Form-room, he heard con
fused sounds from the distance—shout-
ing voices and slamming doors—and
wondered what was happening. The
Fistical Four could scarcely be making
all that uproar in searching for him.

He appoached the door af last, and
opened it cautiously to peer out. The
passage outside was dark, and he could
see nothing. The disturbance, what-
ever it was, was at a disionce from
the Form-rooms.

“What the thump—" murmured
Putty, quite perplexed. Somethir
evidently was geing on, but he could
not guess what it was. Naturally, it
did not occur to him that the escaped
circus tiger had come upon Roger
Manders in the quad, that Mr. Manders
had fled into the School Houge, and
that the Bengal tiger had followed
him in. He was nct likely to guess
that.

As he stood peering out into the dark
passage a stealthy, creeping sound
became audible to his ears. Suddenly
he became aware of two glowing,
greenish cyes quite close to him,

Puity started back.

For a moment his heart stood still as
he made out dimly a long sinuous,
striped body, crouching and creeping.

It was the tiger!

It was probable that the royal
Bengal tiger had been startled, if not
scared, by the terrific uproar that had
follo his sudden appearance in the
hall of the Sehool House of Rookwood.

t all events he had crept away from

OWN LIBRARY 27

the light, seeking cover, as had once
been his way in his native jungle.

Putty stared almost wildly at the
crouching, creeping beast. His heart
throbbed almost to suffocation as he
backed into the TForm-rcom and
grasped the door to slam it hard.

There was a wild roar as he slammed
it.

It slammed on the head of the tiger,
and not shut! The great beast’s
head was groping in the doorway as
Puity hurled the door to, and probably
the concussion startled the tiger con-
siderably.

The door flew back on Putty, and
m sheer desperation he ﬂattened him-
behind 1t ugmnst the wall, draw-

the door to
H rt, beat lxk° a hammer as he
ger creeping into the Form-

com, growling savagely.

If the brute found him there—

The tiger passed on. Whether seek-
ing cover or seeking Puity of the
Fourth the junior could not guess.
But in a minute or two he could hear
the great brute moving among the
desks, where in the daytime the Fourth
Form were wont to sit and receive in-
struction from Mr. Dalton.

Putty pulled himself together. With
set teeth he stepped out on tiptoe from
kehind the door.

A second more and he was out in the
corridor, dragging the door shut after
him.

The door closed. There was a roar
from the tiger, and a heavy body
crashed on the inner side of the door.

Putty recled against the wall, almost
overcome for the moment. Within
the Form-room there was a wild roaring
and growling and crashing of over-
turned desks as the trapped tiger raged.
Twice again the great animal crashed
en the door, shaking the solid oak.

But the royal Bengal tiger was
safely trapped now. He could not get
out of the Form-rcom. And Putty,
recovering himself walked away, find-
ing the House deserted on all sides. He
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proceeded to Mr. Dalton’s study and
tapped at the door.

The door opened instantly. Mr.
Dalton grasped the junior by the
shoulder, hooked him into the study,
and closed the door again in a flash.

Putty grinned,

“It’s all right, sir!?

“Remain
Dalton.
window to reach the sergeams house.
Fortunately, he has a rifle.”

“No need, sir,” said Putty with cheer-
ful coolness. “I've bagged the tiger,
sir.”

“What?™

“I've shut him up in the Fourth
Form room, sir!” said Putty airily. “I
thought He'd be safer there, sir. He
can’t get out.”

Mr. Dalton stared at him.

“This is no time for jesting——" he
began sternly.

“Honest Injun, sir—I—I mean, he's
really shut up in the Form-room,” said
P 3 “He's making no end of a
shindy there, but he can't get out.”

“Upon my word!” ejaculated Mr.
Dalton.

He hurried from the study, and a
minute later he was outside the door of
the Fourth Form room. The royal
Bengal tiger, realising that he was
trapped in the room, was roaring and
growling and pacing wildly about. But
strong walls and a strong oak door
held him a prisoner.

said  Richard

“All serene, sir—what?” grinned
Pufty, who had followed the Form-
master.

Mr Dalton smiled.

“Quite, my boy. You have done very
well and very bravely,” he said. “I will
telephone to Coombe at once, and no
doubt the circus people will be here
very quickly to secure the brute. You
have done very well indeed!”

5

Half gn hour later a breathless ex-

cited Rookwoed watched Mr. Sankey
and his men taking away the tiger.
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Sujah Das and Mr, Sankey and
Hercules the Strong Man and a dozen
other men were in charge of the ani-
mal, and strong ropes secured the limbs
of the royal Bengal tiger, recaptured,

.| much to . Mr, Sankey's satisfaction,

without damage.

The Fourth Form rcom was left in
rather a parlous state. But that was
a trifling matter. With deep r: the
Rookwooders saw the royal Bengal tiger
borne away in a motor-van. And old
Mack gladly slammed and locked the
gates behind him.

Putty of the Fourth was the hero of
the hour.

Jimmy Silver & Co. eyed him rather
grimly as they came on him in e
junior Common-room, giving a descrip-
tion of his adventure to a crowd of
Rookwood fellows.

Putty gave them a cheery nod.

But the Fistical Four felt that he
had earned his pardon. It really was
difficult to say what might or might
not have happened at Rookwood had
not Pufty succeeded in trapping the
escaped tiger in the Form-room. 4

“Jolly well done, old bean!” said
Mornington. “But what .the thump
were you doin’ in the Form-room in
the dark when the giddy tiger got
there?”

Putty grinned.

“Taking cover,” he explained. “Four
silly asses were tracking me.”

“I've a jolly good mind—" began
Lovell,

“We'll let you off,” said Jimmy
Silver. “You got us a licking, you
silly owl, but in the giddy circum-
stances—” He rubbed his hands.
“The Head laid it cn jolly hard, you
fathead!”

“It might have been worse,
bean.”

old

“How could it have been worse, ass?”
“He might have licked me.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bump! The hero of the hour smote
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a hard oak floor and roared. And once
more it was borne in upon Putty’s mind
that it was possible to be too humorous.

CHAPTER 13,
A Shance for Gunner!
HAT about Gunner?”
Jimmy Silver laughed.

Arthur Edward Lovell made the sug-
gestion, and he laughed as he made it.
Raby and Newcome grinned.

“Why not?” said Jimmy.

‘After all, he’s keen,” said Lovell.
“He can’t play footer for toffee—he
can’t do anything for toffee or nuts.
But he’s keen—no end keen. Give
him a chance to distinguish himself
in a school match for once.”

‘There was merriment in the end
study in the Classical Fourth. The
mere mention of Peter Cuthbert
Gunner in connection with. football was
sufficient to cause merriment.

“Too - thick, though!” said Raby,
shaking his head “Of course, the
match will be a walk-over—we knew
St. Kit’s style in Soccer. But, after all,
it's a school match, and it counts.
Can’t leave anything to chance.”

“Rot!” said Lovell.

“Make us look awful asses if a crew
of fumblers like that happened to beat
us,” remarked Newcome.

“Rot!” replied Lovell,
phatically.

That was Arthur Edward’s way of
countering argument. And opinion
that did not agree with his own was
obviously rot, and Lovell never hesi-
tated to say so.

Jimmy Silver looked thoughtful.

He had a paper on the study table
before him, and a pencil in his hand.
He was jotting down names for a foot-
ball-match.

Usually that was.a very serious
matter for the junior football captain
of Rcokwood—as serious as a senior
match could be for  Bulkeley,
the captain of the school.

more em-
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But the circumstances, in this case,
were exceptional.

Rookwocd juniors had played St.
Kit’s once in the previous term. The
match had been, from their point of
view, a comical one. They had beaten
St. Kit's by eleven goals to nil, and could
have made the score higher had they
not been laughing too much to kick
goals.  Jimmy Silver had rather re-
gretted taking on the match at all; it
was a waste of time, from his point of
view. At Rookwood they took Soccer
seriously, which was evidently far from
being the case with the St Kit’s
fellows..

But the return match was to be
played. Jimmy Silver & Co. were go-
ing over to St. Kit's to play it, after
which it was Jimmy's idea to bid a
long long farewell to that pamcular
fixture,

So the sorting out of players, usually
a serious task, did not worry Jimmy
very much now. Any old thing was
good enough to play the nuts of St.
Kit's,

The great men of the junior eleven
were ready to stand down—indeed,
rather keen to stand down. There was
no need for a centre-half like Jimmy,
a-right-half like Lovell, a forward like
Mornington or Erroll or Tommy Dodd,
a_goalkeeper like Rawson. In fact,
Jimmy’s opinion was that the Thi: d
Form fags could have put up a team to
walk cver St. Kit’s.

So fellows who seldom or never had
a chance in a school match had a
chance at IasL of seeing their names in
the football 1

Still, there WS.S a limit.

Gunner of the Fourth was the lim'.
Sc Arthur Edward Lovell’s merry stg-
gestion made Jimmy think a little.

“Give him a chance!” said Arthur
Edward. “He’s keen. -After all, ii’s
m\bher hard cheese on old Gunne

. smy asses arcn‘b really wanted in a
foatball side,” remarked Jimmy.
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“st. Kit’s will be playing eleven silly
asses,” retorted Lovell.

“Well, that's s0.”

“You can put in two or three good
men, to make a sure thing of it. But
the fact is, Jimmy, fellows aren’t keen
g those goats. It’s a waste

p!
of time.”
Jimmy nodded.
“You've offered to let Morny cap-
tain the side, and he’s told you that
he wants to stand out.”

‘T know.”

“I'm standing out, too,” added
Lovell.

“Oh, are you?”

“Yes, I am! I'm afraid of being
charged with manslaughter if I

charged one of those stuffed dummies.
Suppose he fell down dead?”

Jimmy laughed.

“The Modern chaps are always say-
ing they want a better show in school
matches,” went on Lovell. “Well, give
’em a show. Let Tommy Dodd skipper
the side if he likes. And put Gunner
in. Give Gunner a chance. He's a
born xdmt but he’s good enough for St.
Kit's.

“After all, three or four of ours could
play all St. Kit’s,” observed Raby.
“Old Gunner will jump for joy if he'’s
given a chance.”

“St. Kit’s will jump, too, when they
see his style,” said Newcome

“Oh, they don’t know anything about
footer!”

“I believe they've got a good senior
side,” said Jlmmy Silver. “I've heard
so. But their junior side is too funny.
T'm jolly well inclined to give them
Gunner.”

“Do!” said Lovell.

Jimmy Silver hesitated.

It is well said that he who hesitates
is lost. Jimmy was well aware that
2 football captain should leave nothing
to chance. But, really, there did not
seem any chance in this matter. Vic-
tory over Carton’s team at St. Kit’s
Wwas a foregone conclusion.

RIVAL GUYS OF ROOKWOOD!

“After all, it will make him happy,”
said Jimmy Silver cheerily; and he
wrote down Gunner’s name.

Then the captain of the Feurth
strolled downstairs to the junior Com-
mon-room to post up his list. There
were a good many Classical juniors in
the room, and among them was Peter
Cuthbert Gunner, of the Fourth. The
burly, bulky Gunner was talking to his
study-mate, Dickinson minor. Gunner
was a great talker, He rather prided
himself upon being one of those
strong, silent characters—and, like
many of such characters, he had a
great deal to say. The hapless Dickin-
son had to bear the brunt of it.

Gunner was talking football now;
and Dickinson was shifting from one
leg to the other, and casting unhappy
glances to right and left, hoping that
some other fellow would come up and
talk to Gunner, and give him a chance
to escape. But there never was any
yearning on the part of the Rook-
wooders for Gunner’s conversation.
He was a good fellow, good-hearted
and good-natured, in a lofty sort of
way, and he was rather liked, as well
as laughed at. But there was no doubt
that he was a bore—especially on the
subject of Soccer. On that subject,
what Gunner did not know would have
filled huge volumes.

Jimmy Silver’s entrance rescued
Dickinson minor, however. Peter Cuth-
bert Gunner glanced at the captain
of the Fourth, and crossed over to him.
Dickinson had not ventured to move
off while Gunner was talking; but
Gunner moved off without the slightest
ceremony.

“That the footer list, Silver?” in-
quired Gunner, in his powerful voice,
which was heard all over the room.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“Usual gang of fumbling footlers—
what?” asked Gunner sdrcastxca]\y

“Not quite,” said Jimmy mildly.
“I'm makmg some changes for next
Wednesday.”

Gunner sniffed.
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“You call yourself a football cap-
tain?” he sai

“I do,” ”ssented Jimmy.

“You fancy you know
form?”

“I've got a sort of fancy that way,”
agreed Jimmy.

“Well, you're an ass! Look at me.”

“I'm looking! It's not a particu-
Lmy pleasant sight—but I'm looking.”

“Is there a half at Rookwood hke
me?” demanded Gunner warmly.

“Not one!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Gunner stared round, surprised that
Jimmy’s unexpected admission had
caused a burst_of laughter from the
other fellows. Even Dickinson minor
was grinning.

“I don’t see anything to cackle at!”

a fellow’s

. snorted Gunner.

“There’s a looking-glass yonder!”
suggested Mornington,

“Ha, ha hal”

“Youre making some changes,
what?” resumed Gunner. “Leaving

that ass Lovell out of the half-way
lme by any chance?”

“Weu that shows sense, at least.
But I'll be bound you're going to put
some silly fathead into his place.”

“Think s0?” asked Jimmy genially.

“Sure of it,” scoffed Gunner. “The
silliest ass you can dig up at Rook-
\wod in either House, most likely.”

“Well, you ought to know,” agreed
Jimmy.

“Eh? Who's the chap?”

“P. C. Gunner,” answered Jimmy.

“Wha-a-a-t2”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Classical
fellows. B. C. Gunner’s face was quite
a study just then.

“Oh!” gasped Gunner,
—you’re playing me?”

“Little you!” agreed Jimmy, and he
put up the paper. Peter Cuthbert
Gunner, scarcely believing his eyes,
had the pleasure of readmg his own
name therein.

“You—you
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His rugged face was irradiated with

my hat!” he ejaculated.

“You're not by any means such a silly

o'xl as I've always supposed, Silver.”
hanks.”

“Not at all; I speak as I find,” said
Gunner. “You're no great shakes of a
foothall captain; but youw're not such
an absoluely foozling fathead as I
thought.”

“Good!”

Gunner rubbed his hands.

“This is all right,” he said. ~“The
game is practically won; in fact, ms
all over bar shouting alread_y'.
not a fellow to brag—

“Oh, my hat!”

“I'm not_a fellow to brag!” roared
Gunner. “But I will say this—I'm the
only footballer in the Lower School
here—speakmg seriously of football,
you know—-

“Ha, ha, hal”

“And I can jolly well tell you that
there are seniors in the First Eleven
nowhere like me at Soccer.”

“Lots,” said Jimmy; “all of them in
fact. Nothing like you, old beax

“Well, I'm glad you can see Xt,” said
Gunnex‘, ‘whose mighty intellect was
never very quick on the uptake. “Jolly
glad! You seem to be getting quite a
sensible chap, Silver—not nearly such a
fool as you look, you OW. can
promise you somcthmﬂ worth watching
next Wednesday.”

“I'm sure of it,” said Jimmy cordi-
ally.

And he walked away, leaving Peter
Cuthbert Gunner in high glee.
Whether it was wise to chance a man
like Gunner in any football match
might be a question; but there was
no question that he had made Gunner
happy. That evening Peter Cuthbert
seemed to be walking on air; and
almost, like the gentleman of ancient
times, to strike the stars with his
sublime head.




CHAPTER 11,
Not Keen!
HEEK!” X
Tommy Dodd, captain of the
Modern Fourth, made that observation
warmly.

The observation was called forth by
the perusal of the list of men for the
St. Kit’s match.

Generally, the Modern fellows
groused a little because there were too
few Moderns, in their opinion, selected
for the School junior team.

Now their complaint was on reverse
lines.

For once, too many Moderns had
been selected.

In the list, there were no fewer than
six, Moderns, to five Classicals; and as
the Classical side at Rookwood was
the more numerous side, that number
was quite out of proportion.

Really, the Moderns ought to have
Leen flattered, and so Lhey would have
been had the match been with St.
Jim’s, or Greyfriars, or Bagshot. But
it was not flattering to be picked out
for the St. Kit’s match. That was a
mateh “pour rire,” as Morny put it in
French; simply a comic episode under
the guise of Soccer.

“Classical cheek!” agreed Tommy
Cook.

“Just neck!” said Tommy Doyle.

‘The three Tommies were quite
agreed. Tommy Dodd frowned at the
list.

“Look here, we're not standing it,
he said. “We're not going to waste an
afternoon going over to St. Kit’s to
fumble about with those foozlers. I'd
rather ' play Oakshott/ again- and
they're nearly the limit,”The Classicals
can have the St. Kit's match all to

“What-ho!” agreed his comrades.

“They’ve got Gunner in; that shows
what they think of the match!™ said
Tommy Dodd. “Fancy thinking we'd
play in the same team with a bon
idiot like Gunner!”
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“Cheek!”

It was the “quarter” after second
lesson on Saturday morning. The
match was taking place on the follow-
ing Wednesday, so the list had been
posted unusually early. But Jimmy
Silver had not had to bestow much
mental exercise in that list.

The three Tommies walked over to
the Classical side, where they found
Jimmy Silver & Co. strolling under the
chchss, whiling away the time till
third lesson.
D“It won’t do!” announced Tommy

“What won’t?” inquired Jimmy.

“You've goc six Moderns down for
Wednesday.

“That’s all right—they won’t do any
harm this time,” said the captain of
the Fourth reassuringly. And there
was a chuckle from Lovell and Raby
and Newcome.

“Cut it out!” snapped Tommy Dodd.
“I tell you I wouldn't be found dead
in a team with Gunner in it. Catch
on?”

“You want to stand out?”

“All three of us! We're not wasting
time going over to St. Kit’s to play a
set of dummies, who ought to be play-
ing hop-scotch.”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“All serene, old man; keep your wool

on. I was going to ask you to cap-
tain the side.”

“Ask your grandmother!” retorted
Tommy Dodd.

And the three Tommies walked away
sniffing. Jimmy Silver grinned and
sighed. As a rule, there was crowding
for places in the junior eleven; some-
times soreness on the part of fellows
who weren’t selected. On this occasion
there was no crowding—quite the other
thing. Only Peter Cuthbert Gunner
was eager to play.

“It won't be so jolly easy to fill up
the eleven, at this rate,” said Jimmy.
“Morny’s standing out, and Erroll, and
Rawson. and—and all of us; and




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

Oswald’s told me he'll rather drop it,
and nobody’s keen excepting Gunner.

But _somebody will have to over to
St. Kit's.”

“Youwll jolly well have to go!”
chuckled Lovell. “You've offered two

ollo“s to let

ned.
I shall have to go,” he
“Anyhow, we shall have to

concf‘d:‘d
send three or four players along with
the duds; even St. Kit's could beat a
. team made up wholly of Gunners and

Dicki
. any

ons and Muffins. We can’t run
k of a beating.”

“My ! We should be la ughrd to
deam if 8t. Kit's beat us,” said New-
come.

“We're for it,” <aAd Jimmy. “We

shall have to go—*

“Leave me out!” said Lovell.

“I've left you out; but I shall have
to put you in again, old man. You
two chaps as well. Somebody’s got to
play.”

“Rot!” snorted Lovell “Those
cheeky Moderns are always grousing
that they don’t have a full show in
the matches. Now they're given more
than half the cleven, and they drop
out.”

‘The bell for classes cut short the
discussion, and the Fistical Four went
to their Form-room.

The junior football captain found
himself compelled, after all, to give the
St. Kit's match some reflection. His
difficulty was a very unusual one; the
difficulty of finding eleven fellows will-
ing to play. As Morny had put it, a
footballer with a reputation to con-
sider couldn't afford to be seen play-
ing a team like Carton’s men at St.
Kit’s. No feliow who really could play
wanted to play in that match. Every
regular member of the team wanted to
stand down and give the reserves a
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chance. And the reserves were far
from eaget to close on the chance so
generously offered them.

Fellows who never had a chance at
all in matches had a chance now, and
they did not seem at all keen. But
even in a football match “pour rire” it
Was necessary to play a few good men
to make sure of victory. And Jimmy,
as captain, could scarcely keep out of
it, and he decided that his three chums
should back him up. The Fistical
Four, on_their own, were quite abie
to beat Vernon Carton’s team. And
the other seven players might be any
sort of odds and ends.

After dinner that day Jimmy Silver
called on his men for games practice.
The new,team—such as it was—had to
be put through its paces, and Lovell
and Raby and Newcome, after some
demur, agreed to play up. But Peter
Cuthbert Gunner was going out that
afternoon, and he stared when Jimmy
told him he was wanted for practice.

“Bosh!” said Gunner. “That’s all
right. I don’t need practice like you
fellows!”

“Oh, my hat!” was all Jimmy could
say.

“You fellows pile in,” said Gunner
encouragingly. “You need it! I hear
that St. Kit’s are no great shakes in
the football line; but you can't be too
careful. Stick to it! No need for me
to worry, as I'm in great form, and
there’s nothing left for me to learn
at Soccer.”

“Little Side at two-thirty!”
Jimmy curtly.

“I tell you I don'’t need practice,” said
Gunner impatiently. “I'm going out
for a spin with Dickinson.”

- “Dickinson’s in the team, and he's
wanted for practice, t0o.”

Gunner sniffed.

“Well, look here, Silver! It’s a bit
thick for a fellow like me—a man of
my football abilities—to put in a lot
of unnecessary practice with a lot o

said
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fags. Still, I don't mmd Only, I
want one thing clear.”

“What’s that?” asked Jimmy,
smiling.

“Youve made up your mind jolly
suddenly to give me a chance in the
matches,” saild Gunner. “You're
changeable!”

Jimmy laughed. He had his reasons
for being changeable on that occasion,
though Gunner was too obtuse to com-
prehend them.

“If I put in this afternoon at games
practice—quite unnecessary—I want it
to be clear that I'm not wasting my
time,” said Gunner. “No dropping me
at the last minute or anything of that
kmd ee?”

“I see,” assented Jimmy.

“If T'm playing on Wedri\esday, I'm
at your orders,” said Gunner. ~“If
not, not! That’s how it stands. I'm
playing—honest Injun?”

“Honest Injun!” said Jimmy reas-
suringly.

“That’s a promise?”

“Yes.”

“Good enough!” said Gunner graci-
ously. “I'm your man, then! Here,
Dickinson, we’re not going out. Get
changed, and come down to footer!
T'll show you some things in Soccer
that you're not used to, Silver.”

“I dare say you will,” assented

immy.

d "Gunner walked down to Little
Side with the footballers,-to join in a
pick-up game, and cause considerable
gaiety among the fellows who saw him
at it.

CHAPTER 15,
Surprising News!
5 I SAY, you fellows!™
Jimmy Silver looked round.

He was watching the pick-up game
on Little Side, and smiling cheerily at
the mysterious antics which Peter
Cuthbert Gunner regarded as playing
football when a fat voice addressed

im.
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A fat youth, whose podgy face was
adorned by a big pair of spectacles,
grinned at him and held out a fat

“Surprised to see me—what?”

Jimmy Silver shook hands rather
perfunctorily with Billy Bunter of Grey-
friars. He was surprised to see the
Owl of Greyfriars there, and not partic-
ularly pleased; but he was polite.

“Thought I'd run over and see you

chaps,” said Billy Bunter brightly, “I
knew you'd be glad to see me.”
“Did you?” murmured Jimmy. He

wondered what could have put that
idea into Bunter’s head.

“Yes. I've really neglected you
rather,” said Bunter. “But a fellow
has so many calls on his time—a fellow
like me, I mean. It’s a bit of a worry
sometimes being so much sought after.
Still, a fellow likes to be popular, on
ths \vhole,"

“So Im giving you this afternoon,”
said Bunter. “There’s a match on to-
day at Greyfriars. We are playmg
St. Jim’s. Wharton wanted me to
play, but I told him plainly that 11:
couldn’t be done. A chap can’t give
up every half-holiday to footer, can
he?”

Jimmy Silver grinned. He could
guess exactly how much Billy Bunter
was desired to figure in a Greyfriars
team.

“So here I am,” said Bunter. “I
shan’t be able to stay very long. 1It's
rather a slep from here to Greyfriars,
you know. But I shall be able to stay
to tea.”

“I'm sure you will,” assented Jimmy.

“By the way, is that what you Rook-
wood chaps call footer?” inquired
Bunter, with a grinning glance towards
the players in the pick-up.

“It’s practice.”

“Who's that long-legged idiot barg-
ing about like a bu!] in a china shop?”

“That’s Gunner.”

“Does he think he’s playing footer?”



THE SCHOOLBOYS’

“He does!”

“well, that sort of thing may do for
Reokwood,” said Bunter. “It wouldn't
do for Greyfriars!”

Jimmy Silver smiled cheerily. He
had met Bunter more than once before,
and knew- what kind of manners to
expect from him.

Bunter continued to watch the pick-
up, and to make polite and pleasant
remarks; to which Jimmy Silver
listened with polite tolerance. The
practice finished, and Lovell and Raby
and Newcome came off to change, and
the Fistical Four adjourned to the
end study for tea. The three juniors
eyed Billy Bunter rather grimly; but
they followed Jimmy’s example of ex-
tending politeness to the stranger
within the gates, and Bunter was al-
lowed to wedge into the end study to
tea. And some extra supplies were
very necessary in any study where

* William George Bunter of Greyfriars

was a guest.

Bunter grinned cheerily over the
festive board. Lovell dished up the
eggs—five nice new-laid eggs, one for
each rhember of the tea-party. Bunter
helped himself to three of them.

“Don’t apologise, you fellows,” he
said.” “I've taken you by surprise, I
know. I don’t expect much. It's all
rlght, I can do with eggs!”

Oh! Can you?” gasped Lovell.

“Certainly, old chap!”

Bunter polished off three eggs in less
than three minutes. He blinked round
for more, but the other two had van-
ished.

Jimmy Sx]ver hastily pushed the cake
towards

“Help )ouxsclf. Bunter.”

“Thanks, old fellow!”

Bunter transferred the cake to his
plate, a procesding that was watched
in a rather petrified way by the
Fistical ¥our. Certainly it was not
& very large cake, but there was enough
to go round. But evidently the cake
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was to stop as well as to start with
Bunter.

“This isn’t a bad cake,” said Bunter,
with his mouth full

“Oh, isn't it?” murmured Newcome.

“No, not at all. Of course, not
like the cakes I get from home,” said
Bunter.

“No?”

“Oh, no! If you saw the cakes I
have sent to me from Bunter Court

you'd think this rather measly. Still,
it’s all right. I can eat it.”
“Looks like it!” said Lovell.
Bunter finished the .cake. Then,

like Alexander of old, he looked round
for new worlds to conguer. But
the table was bare now.

“Is that the lot, you fellows?” asked
Bunter
hat’s the lot!” said Loveli grimly.
] &hls what you call a study spread
at Rookwood?”

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not answer
that question. They were beginning
to feel that the .manners and customs
of Billy Bunter of Greyiriars were
too much for them.

Arthur Edward Lovell, indeed, was
so restive that only Jimmy's warning
glances restrained him from some ex-
ceedingly plain speaking. Lovell was
debating in his mind whether he would
be able to resist much longer his in-

‘tense desire to Kick the Owl out of

the end study.

“I'll do you better when you come to
see me at Greyfriars,” said the fat
junior.  “Youwll be coming over for
the footer-match scen, anyhow. But I
c’\n Le\l you you'll get jolly well Inughed
ou play footer as I've seen you
p‘ it this afternoon.”

“Shall we?” said Lovell in a sul-
phurous. voice.

“Yes, rather?! We play Soccer
Greyfriars, you know, with the accent
onthe ‘play,” said Bunter calmly.
“My hat! Your style will make the
fellows cackle no end. Do you call it
footer, by the way?”

at -
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Lovell breathed hard.

«If that's the team yowre bringing
over to Greyfriars—the lot I saw to-
dayfyou may as well save your railway
fares,” said Bunter. “You won’t have
the ghost of an earthly.”

“That's not the team,” -said Jimmy
Silver quietly. “That’s a scratch team
we're sending over to St. Kit's on Wed-

nesday. Any old thmg is good enough
for St. Kit's—see?

“Oh, you -play St Kit's!” said
Bunter. “My dear man, don’t do it!
They're over your weight. Why,
they’ve beaten us!”

“What?”

“Fact!” saild Bunter. “I was left

out of the Greyfriars team, and I dare
say that accounts for it. But they did,
a week ago.”

Jimmy Silver stared at the fat junior.
As Rookwood had a regular fixture
with Harry Wharton & Co. of Grey-
friars, he knew the form of the Grey-
friars footballers pretty well. Bunter’s
statement was astounding.

“Are you gammoning, Bunter?” de-
manded Jimmy Silver.

“Eh?
“Do you mean to say that St. Kit’s
juniors beat Wharton’s team at

footer?” roared Lovell

“Yes; last Saturday.”

“Rot!”

*“Oh, really, Lovell—"

“What’s the good of giving us that?”
snorted  Lovell. “Carton’s  team
couldn’t beat a girl’s school.”

Bunter stared.

“They beat Wharton’s crowd, two

oals to one,” he said. “Carton isn’t
]umm captain at St. Kit’s now. TI've
heard he was sacked. Anyhow, he’s
gone. They've got a new lot. There’s
a chap named Wilmot junior captain
now, and I can tell you he’s a corker.
He's fixed up a regular fixture with
Greyfriars, and hes won the first
m:).Lch two to one.”

0‘1 my hat!”
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Jimmy Silver & Co. blinked at
Bunter.

It dawned upen them that the Owl of
Greyfriars had stated the facts; and,
if that was so, evidently there had
been great changes in St. Kit’s junior
football since the last time Rookwood
had played that school.

“Wilmot!” said Jimmy Silver at last.
“I've never heard of the chap before.”

“I believe he’s rather new at St
Kit’s,” said Bunter. “From what I've
heard, he’s made a lot of changes there.
Ax\yhow if you fellews are playing St.
Kit’s, you'll have to pull up your socks,
I can tell you. Not that you'll have
any chance, anyhow. If they've beaten
Greyfriars, Rookwood isn't likely to be
able to stand up to them—wpat?”

“Fathead!”

“QCh, really, Silver—"

“I—I mean, isn’t it aboLt time you
caught your train, Bunter?

Bunter sniffed, and rose to his feet.
There was nothing left to eat, and he
realised that he was wasting his time.

After Bunter was gone, the Fistical
Four looked at one another. .

“What a discovery!” murmured
Jimmy Silver.
“ Gam opinion,” said

m;
Lovell Ogsunately “St Kit's can’t
play footer for toffee, and never could.”

“Well, it stands to reason they've
got some fellows who can play,” said
Jimmy. “That chap Carton was a
swanking sort of an ass who simply
fooled with the game, and he picked
his men to match. But if they’ve got
a new captain who knows the ropes it
would make no end of a difference.

I'm rather glad Bunter butted in here
to-day. Look’s to me as if we've had a
jolly narrow escape.”

Raby and Newcome nodded.

If St. Kit's juniors were putting into
the field a team capable of beating
Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars, it
was obvious that Rookwood would have
to sit up and take notice very seriously.
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Only the best men they could send out
would hove a chance of beating a team
that had been victorious at Greyfriars.

“It’s nam"non‘” repeated Lovell.
“Bunter was pulling our legs. I've
never hi Ard of Wilmot."

“A chap might exist without you
hearing of him,” suggested Raby. “We
know l‘othxm, about what happens at
St.

“Rot,n

“The fact is, I've played the goat,”
said Jimmy Silver soberly. “I've taken
too much for granted. Nothing should
be left to chance in football-matches.
My hat! If we'd sent that crew
over to St. Kit’s, and if they put a
strong team into the field—"

“They couldn’t,” said Lovell.

“Well, 'm going to find out,” said
Jimmy Silver. “We can get an exeat
on Monday and go over and see. If
it's as Bunter says, we've had a jolly
narrow escape of making complete
asses of ourselves.”

“It isn't!” persisted Lovell

But Arthur Edward Lovell was alone
in his opinion, which doubtless was the
reason why he persisted in it. To the
other fellows it was clear that I.he
butting-in of Billy Bunter had been a.|
blessing in disguise, and that they had
had a very narrow escape.

CHAPTER 15,
Cunner Sticks!

IMMY SILVER came in with his
bicycle on Monday just in time for
lock-up.  His face was grave as he
walked to the House, after putting up
his machine. It was a good distance
to St. Kit's, which was just over the
border in the mnext county; but a
long cycle ride did not worry Jimmy
Silver, who was as hard as nails and
always fit.  But what he had seen that
afternoon at St. Kit's worried him a
little,  For he realised clearly now,
and beyond the shadow of a doubt,
that he had had the narrowest possible
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escape of making the completest kind
of an ass of himself.

Tea was ready m the end study
when he came in, and Lovell and Raby
and Newcome were there. They gave
the captain of the Fourth an inquiring
look, and Lovell gave a sniff. He was
not prepared to be shaken in his fixed
opinion if he could help it.

“Here you are, Jimmy,” said New-
come. “Tea all ready. Tuck into those
muffins, ¢ld man. What's the news?”

Jimmy Silver sat down and started
on muffins. He was hungry after his
long ride.

“Seen Lhcm’" asked Lovell.
got tp St Kit’s'

Vs

#T ready shouldn’t have cared to
butt in myself,” said Lovell. “My im-
pression of those fellows is that they're
swanking cads, especially that chap
Carton; not likely to be very civil to an
unasked visitor.. I shouldn’t expect
them to waste politeness on us as we
did on Bunter.”

Jimmy smiled.

“I was treated jolly civilly,” he an-
swered. “That man Carton isn’t at St.
Kit’s now, and his friends, so far as
I can make out, are pretty small fry.
I've met Wilmot, the new junior cap-
tain, and he’s a good sort, I think—
civil enough, anyhow, and seemed glad
to see me. He wasn’t at St. Kit’s when
we played them last, I think; but he’s
going to captain the side in the return
match, and he’s a good man.”

“Seen him play?” jeered Lovell

“As a matter of fact, I have,” an-
swered Jimmy. “I was in time to see
them at games practice, as it happens,
and I watched a pick-up on Little Side
there, and I saw some Jolly good play.
Wilmot’s one of the best junior foot-
ballers I've ever seen, and he’s got a
winger named St. Leger who is a
regular flier. The others seem pretty
good, too—all new men, but one or two,
from what I could gather. He was
putting his team through their paces,
ready for next Wednesday, and they

“You
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shaped jolly well. Wilmot and St.
Leger were friendly enopgh, quite
gdifferent from Carton’s style.”

“Lucky Bunter blew in when he did,”
remmked Raby. “It’s put us on our
guard.”

“Yes, rather!” assented Newcome.

Arthir Edward Lovell was In
the face of what Jimmy Silver had
seen with his own eyes, Arthur Edward
could scarcely persist that the informa-
tion received irom the Owl of Grey-
friars was all “bunkum,”

“Well, you are an ass, Jimmy!” said
Lovell, breaking his thoughtfu! silence

“P‘a,vmg a chap like Gunner, when
St. Kit’s are a good team in good form
all the time,” said Lovell severely. “I'm
surprised at you!”

“What! T never knew—

“I know you never knew!
ought to have known, old ch
you took  such
Gunner!” |

“Why, you suggested playing Gunner
},olu<c1f“’ roared Jimmy Siiver.

d I?” Lovell seemed to have for-
gotten that little circumstance.

“You jelly well did!”

“Well, I didn’t know about this jolly
old revolution at St. Kit’s,” said Lovell
triumphantly. “And it wasn't my
business to know. I'm not football
captain.”

“Fathead!”

“Youwll have to make some pretty
extensive changes in the team now,”
went on Lovell.

“I don’t need an oracle to tell me
that,” said the captain of the Fourth
sarcastically. “Of course, I shall go
over the team with a comb, now. All
the duds will have to be dropped.”

“There’ll be a howl,” grinned New-
come, “as soon as they find out it's a
decent match, after all. They’ll be keen
to play.”

“Very likely. But we can't chuck
away Schocl matches to please the
duds. They've got to go.”

But you
D, before
risks—especially

OF ROOKWOOD!

“Gunner will be wild.”

“Let him!”

“Yes, let him!™ said Lovell warmly.
“Let me hear Gunner putting on side,

and Y1 jolly weil punch him fast
enough. Gunner’s got to go, first of
he

“ Yes, rather!”

Jimmy Silver finished his tea thought-
fully. Then e went down to take
away the list posted in the junior
Common-room. Higgs of the Fourth
strolled up to him.

“Isay, Silver. I can’t say I'm keen
on going over to St. Kit's on Wednes-
day,” said Higgs patronisingly.

Jimmy smiled.

“Not?” he asked.

“No. Oswald says you've <hmed me
in because I'm no good in a decent
match,” growled Higgs., “Of course, it
isn’t so.”

“But it was,” said Jimmy.

“What?”

“Higgs, old man, don’t be a goat. You
know youre not the form for a real
football game.”

Higgs snorted.

“Then you can jelly well scratch my
name out!” he exclaimed.

“Done!”

Jimmy Silver drew his pencil through
Alfred Higgs’ name at once. In the
new. circumstances of the case Higgs’
name had to go, anyhow, but Jimmy
certainly had not expected Higgs to
ask for it. However, he had asked,
?nd he had got at once what he asked
or.

Jimmy looked round and nodded to
Jones minor.

“You keen on playing,
asked.

“Not a bit,” answered Jones minor.
“I'll oblige you, Silver, but I expect
you to be civil about it.”

“Out you go, then!”

“Blessed if I care!” said Jones
minor, shrugging his shou‘ders

“What about you, Muffin!

“Oh, I'll play!™” said Tubby Mufiin,

Jones?” he
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“Mind, I'm not going to make work
of it. ~But I'll play.”

“I'm afraid, old fat tub, that you'd
have to make it the work of your giddy
existence, if you played,” said Jimmy
Silver, laughing.

“Catch me!” jeered Muffin.

“You don’t like the idea?”

“No jolly fear!” said the fat Clas-
sical emphatically.

“Then you drop out! Yowd drop
out, anyhow, if you come to that,”
said Jimmy, and he drew his pencil
through Reginald Mufiin’s A
“Hallo, Dickinson! I'm sorry I shall
have to drop you on Wednesday, after
all.”

“Drop me, and be blowed!” an-
swered Dickinson minor independently.
“I'm not keen on a.mugs’ game.”

“Right! And you, Gunner?”

“Cut it out!” said Gunner.

“You see, it’s turned out that things
aren’t quite as I supposed at St. Kit’s,”
explained Jimmy Silver. “I'm really
sorry that I shan’t have any use for
your valuable services, Gunner. I'll re-
member you some time when we play
St. Kit’s at hop-scotch or halma. But
you will have to be counted out of the
footer.”

Gunner looked unpleasant.

“Can’t be done,” he answered. “I've
heard a lot of jaw about St. Kit’s, and
it seems that they're a lot of foozlers—
like you chaps, really—and not up to
a player of my weight. Still, I'm play-
ing. I've been kept out of the matches,
so0 far, and I'm not missing this. See?”

“I'm afraid, old man, that youwll
have to give it a miss,” said Jimmy
regretfully.  “Sorry, and all that,
but there it is. Ii’s turned out that
there’s been a sort of revolution at
St. Kit’s since we saw them last, and
they've got a new skipper and a jolly
good team. We've got to go all out to
beat them. ~So you sce, there’s no
room for little you.”

“That's ‘good news,” said Gunner.
“I'm glad if it turns out to be a good
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match. It will give me a cha
show my quality.”

“It won't, old bean. Besides, you
haven’t any quality to shu\v " explained
Jimmy. ““You drop out.

“I don’t!” said Gunner unpleasantly.
“I fancied something of this sort might
crop up. You're changeable, Silver,
and you never know your own mind
from one day to anocher, That's why
I made you promise.”

“Promise?” repeated Jimmy Silver
blankly.

“Honest injun!” said Gunner.
suppose you haven't forgotten?”

Jimmy stared at him. In point of
fact Jimmy had completely forgotten
his rash promise to Gunner. He
remembered it, of course, now that
Pctcr Cuthbert referred to it.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Jimmy.

He had promised Gur
injun,” that he should play
Kit’s match. The promise had been
made under a misapprehension, cer-
tainly. But a promise was a pormise,

“Lost your memory?” asked Gunner
sarcasticaily.

“I remember, now, of course,” said
Jimmy. “But that’s all rot, Gunner.
When I promised to play you I never
knew-

“I'm not accountable for what you
knew or didn’t know,” sneered Gunner.
“I know jolly well that you ought to
have known what you were talking
about, whether you did or not. I know
that a promise is a promise, and that
only a cad and an outsider breaks his
word. You're a duffer, Jimmy Silver,
and an ass, and no fcotballer, in my
opinion; but I don't think you're dis-
honourable. You'll keep your word, I
suppose?”

Jimmy Silver’s face was a study.

“You dor’t hold me to it in the cir-
cumstances?” he said.

“T jolly well do!”

“Look here, Gunner, we want good
men to play St. Kit’s, as it turns out,
and it’s simply impogsible to play a

e to
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dud in a hard game. Youve got to
let me off that promise.”

“Rats!”

“Look here, you cheeky ass!”

“You can talk till youre black in
the face. But unless you choose to
break your word, I'm playing in the
St. Kit’'s match on Wednesday.”

“I tell you we've got to put our best
men in the field, you crass ass!” roared
the captain of the Fourth.

B Thats what you’ll be doing, if you
play

“Oh you fathead!”

“’Nuff said!” interrupted Gunuer,
with a lofty wave of his hand. “I'm
playing. You'll be glad of it when you
see the St. Kit’s men going over like
ninepins. I'm playing not for my own
sake, mind you, but for the sake of the
school. We've got to beat St. Kit's.”

“You—you—you—" gasped Jimmy.

“’Nuil said!”

And Peter Cuthbert Gunner turned
his back on the angry and indignant
captain of the Fourth and walked
loftily away.

CHAPTER 17.

Cuaner is Game!

i YOU’VE done it now!”
Jimmy Silver gazed at Lovell.

There was no doubt that he had
“done it.”

It was Tuesday, the day before the
St. Kit's match. ~Forewarned is fore-
armed and drastic changes had been
made in the Rookwood junior team.
The three Tommies of the Modern side,
now that they knew how matters
stood, petitioned to be taken back into
the eleven, and were taken. They were
also keen that there should be six
Modern members as heretofore, but on
that point the answer was in the nega-
tive. Tour Moderns was a good allow-
ance in Jimmy’s opinion, too much of
an allowance in the opinion of many
Classicals.
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Mornington and Erroll, of course,
were in the team again, and Rawson
for goal. Conroy and Lovell and
Raby and Jimmy Silver made up the
total. That left Peter Cuthbert
Gunner over as twelfth man.

And Gunner claimed to play.

Somebody—some man who was
wanted, and perhaps badly wanted—
had to stand out if Gunner played.
And Wilmot's team at St. Kit's was
as strong as any team Rookwood ever
met.  They knew that now. To take
a passenger like Gunner was to ask
for a defeat. It would be playing ten
men against eleven. Indeed, wi
than that, for Gunner was cer
get in the way, to hamper his side, to
commit, infractions of the rules, prob-
ably to give the enemy penalty goals.
Gunner was not in the picture at all.
He had to stand out. Only he wouldn’t!

On many and many an occasion
had Gunner claimed to play for School,
thereby adding to the gaiety of Rook-~
wood, and effecting no other result
cases.

Jimmy Silver, carelessly anouwh had
given his wo:

His word, gnen carelessly or care-
fully, was his bond. f he remained
football captain he had to play Gunner
or break his word. The latter alterna-
tive was not to be considered.

As for dropping out himself and
leaving the captaincy in cother hands,
nobody suggested that, or wanted it.
Jimmy Silver was neceded in that
match, even plus Gunner. Without
Jimmy in his usual place at centre-
half the Rookwooders had little to ex-
pect but a beating.

A beating on ordinary lines they
could take like sportsmen. But a
beating hecause a “dud” was in the
team—pecause Gunner insisted on
Jimmy keeping a rash promise—that
was the limit.

Jimmy had put it to the foot-
ballers. He would resign if they liked
and leave a new skipper ‘to pmk his
own men. If he captained the eleven
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he had to play Gunner, unless P.C. G.
let him off.

The bear idea of resignation was
scouted. So the only alternative re-
mained—to play Gunner. A prospect
which made “Uncle James” of Rook-
wood look as if all the troubles in the
county of Hampshire had fallen upon
his youthful shoulders and stuck there.

“Youvie doné it,” repeated Lovell
accusingly.
Gunner. I've argued with him. TI've
even punched his head. And it's done
him no good at all, no good whatever.”

Jimmy smiled faintly.

Arthur Edward’s nose, like Marian’s
in the poem, was red and raw. It
Jooked as if all the punching had not
been on one side. Gunner was a hefty
youth, and when it came to punching
heads he was generally able to keep
his end up.

“You've done it!” said Lovell. “I've
often told you, Jimmy, what an ass you
are. You can’t deny it. But this—
well, this is the limit.”

Jimmy Silver rose to his feet. In
silence, but with vigour, he grasped
Arthur Edward Lovell by the collar,
and shoved his head into the coal-
locker,

There was an indignant roar, and
then a wild and dusty splutter from
Lovell. He struggled furiously, but
the captain of the Fourth held him
grimly and rammed his head into the
coals, and stirred them with Lovell’s
scalp.

It was Arthur Edward’s way to say,
“I told you so.” Apparently, he had
said it once too often.

Leaving Lovell in a dazed state, gasp-
ing on the study floor, and raking coal-
dust out of his eyes and hair and ears
with both hands, Jimmy Silver walked
out of the end study. " Lovell perhaps
had supposed that his remarks might
improve matters somehow. But they
had only had the eﬁect of demonstrat-
ing that even “Uncle James” of Rook-

“I've talked to that idiot|,
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wood might, at times, arrive at the
extreme limit of his patience.

Jimmy walked along to Study No. 7,
which belonged to Gunner and Dickin-
son minor. The door of Study No. 7
was wide open, and three or four of the
Classical Fourth were standing there,
telling Gunner what they thought of
him. Jimmy pushed through into the
study.

Gunner sat at his table, serene and
ofty. His large nose showed some
signs of damage, doubtless due to his
argument with Lovell ~ Otherwise he
was very merry and bright.

.He nodded cheerily to Jimmy Silver.
Dickinson minor eyed the captain of
the Fourth rather uneasily. In these
hours Dickinson lived in fearful ex-
pectation of a terrific study ragging
taking place in Study No. 7. There was
no doubt that Gunner was asking for
it, or, as- Putty of the Fourth said, beg-
ging and praying for it.

“Hallo, Silver! Feeling fit?” asked
Gunper brightly.

“What?”

“Youre looking a bit down,” said
Gunner critically. “Mind, we want
to be in form to-morrow, Silver! If
you don’t feel up to the mark, stand
out of the game. I'm prepared to
captain the team if you ask me.”

“Oh, dear!” groaned Jimmy Silver.

«Hark at-him!” hooted Oswald from
dOOrw ay. “Gunner, born

idiot—

“Gunner, you frabjous jabberwock!”
hooted Rawson.

“You burbling,
howled Townsend.

Gunner grinned cheerily.

footling frump!”

‘Yau 11 sing
orrow when I
walk all over Wilmot’s lot at St Kib's.
But keep it up now if it amuses you.
It doesn’t hurt me.”

“Gunner, old man,” said Jimmy
Silver imploringly, “let me off. There’s
a good chap, let me off. I—TIll play
you in a House match with the
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Moderns instead next weck.  Honour
bright.”

“Rats!”

It won’t matter so much if you
make a guy of yourseif in a House
match, with only Reokwood to see
you,” said Jimmy, almost tearfully.
“But we can’t—we can't take you to
St. Kil's to make us all look fools, old
chap!”

“Anybody would hardly think you
were talking to the best footballer at

okwood, would they?” said Gunner.
“You see, Silver, you don't know much
about the game. I'm not really satis-
fied with you at centre-half. Mind you
don’t keep barging into me to-morrow.”

“You won’t let me off if I play you
in the next House match?”

“Youwll be glad to play me in all the
House matches after you've seen me at
St. Kit’s.”

Jimmy Silver suppressed his feelings.
He quitted the study without another
word. It was his last appeal to the
egregious and self-satisfied Peter Cuth-
bert, and it had failed.

Gunner slammed the door after him.

“Pretty thick, isn’t it, Dickinson?” he
said, a little gloomily. “ Silver isn’t such
a fumbling foozler as the other chaps,
yet even he can’t see that I'm the only
good footballer in the Fourth. Thick,
isn't it?”

“Is it?” gasped “Dickinson.

“Isn't it?” roared Gunner.

“Oh, yes, yes!” ejaculated Dickin-
son minor hastily. He did not desire
a nose to match Lovell's.

“That ass, Silver—that chump, you
know—actually thinks it will weaken
the team to put me in,” said Gunner,
more in serrow than in anger.

“He—he—he does!”  stammered
Dickinson minor, “I—I—I wonder
why?”

“No eye for a fellow’s form,” said
Gunner, ““Properly speaking, I should
be football captain. Buf there’s a
brejudice against me in football
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matters. Our record would be a good
deal different with me as skipper.”

“It—it—it would. I'm sure it
would.”

“But I'm holding on,” said Gunner.
“The fellows all think I'm playing it
rather low down on Silver by holding
him to his promise. So I should be
if I were a dud at the game—like you,

frinstance, Dickinson.”
“On1”
“Being the best junior player at

Rookwood. I'm bound tO stick to this

chance. You see tha{?”

“I—T—I—" stuttered Dickinson
minor,

“Do you see it or not?” roared
Gunner.

“Oh, yes! Yes, rather!”

“So I'm sticking! They can say
what they like, and—— Hallo! What
the thump do you fellows want?”

Gunner of the Fourth swung round
to the door as it was hurled open.
Seven or eight members of the Clas-
sical Fourth crowded into the study.
They were led by Mornington, and
after him came Raby and Newcome
and Oswald and several more of the
Fourth. And they looked warlike.

Many fellows might have felt un-
easy at the sight of that invasion. Not
so Peter Cuthbert Gunner. So far
pluck went he was of the stuff thﬂ(
heroes are made.

“Last time of askin’, Gunner!”
said Valentine Mornington. “You've
got our captain in a cleft stick, and
you're takin’ a rotten, mean advantage

l th Are you goin’ to chuck it?”

“That’s only your ignorance,” Gun-
ner pointed out. “If you knew any-
thing about footer—"

“Are you letting him off?”

“No fear! I've got my duty to the
school to consider, as the only really
first-class player at Rookwood.”

“Do you want a raggin'?”

“There’ll be some trouble if you start
ragging in this study!” said Gunner,
pushing back his cuffs. “Back up,
Dickinson!”
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Dickinson minor did not back up.
He slipped out of the study.

““Dickinson!” roared Gunner.

But Dickinson minor was gone.

“Now, the long and short of it is
that you're lettin’ off Jimmy Silver, or
else you're gettin’ the raggin’ of your
life,” said Mornington. “Which is it
to be?”

“Outside!”

“What?”

“Get out of my study!”

“He's beggin’ for it! Collar him!”

There was a rush at Gunner. A wild
and whirling scramble in Study No. 7
followed.

Gunner fought valorously.

He was hefty, and he had heaps of
pluck, and the raggers had their hands
full for some minutes. There were
crimson noses and blinking eyes among
the party by the time Gunner was
secured. But secured he was at last.

“Now, then, Gunner!” gasped Morn-
ington.

““Yarooh! Leggo!”

“Will you chuck it?” 3

“No! Il Jol]y well wallop you!
Lemme gerrup

“Bump him!” -

Bump, bump, bump, bump!

“Oh, my hat! Yaroooh!
verise you! Yaroocoop!”

“Give him the cinders!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Gunner resisted desperately, but he
resisted in vain, Never had there been
such a ragging in the history of the
Fourth Form at Rookwood.

Gunner was rolled and bumped, and
the cinders from the grate were rubbed
in his hair and down his neck. The
inkpot was emptied over his head, the
coals from the locker were distributed
over him, In ten minutes he looked a
fearsome object, like nothing else in
the earth or the air or the waters
under the earth.

I pul-

OWN LIBRARY 43

“Now will you chuck it?” demanded
Mornington.

“No!” gasped Gunner faintly.

“Give him some more!”

Still resisting, though feebly now,
Peter Cuthbert Gunner was stretched
face down on the carpet,
put in some vigorous W
cricket stump. The whacks of the
stump rang from one end of the Fourth
Form passage to the other. Almost as
loud rang the howls of Gunner. And
still, when Morny put the question, the
answer was in the negative. Peter
Cuthbert Gunner might be the worst
footballer that ever was, but un-
doubtedly was game.

Bumped and rolled and ragged, a
picture of disastrcus dishevelment to
the e,e. Gunner sprawled on the dusty
carpet, gasping, with the tired raggers
round him, He wes breathless, he was
exhausted, he was spent; but he was
still Gunner, and as obstinate as ever.

“Will you chuck it?” demanded
Morningten,

Gunner’s lips moved, but he could
not speak. With a last effort he shoolk
his head.

Peter Cuthbert Gunner was a hope-
less wreck when Dickinson minor came
back, uneasy, to the study. Fortunately,
from Dickson minor’s point of view,
he was in no state to take vengeance
for his study-mate’s desertion.

He was a wreck—a hopeless wreck.
There was only cne solace for Gunner
—that on the morrow he was playing
for Scheol. On the morrow he would
be scoring goals for Rookwood amid
enthusiastic cheers—at least, he fully
believed 50, That was a solace, It
he sorted
hair. It

was a happy prospect.

It was anything but a happy pro-
spect to Jimmy Sﬂver & Co., and for
once in his career “Uncle James” of
Rookwood found it hard to live up to
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his own favourite maxim and “keep
smiling.” Indeed, Jimmy Silver really
lookad as if he were at present under-
studying that ancient king who never
smiled again.

CHAPTER 18.
Perplexing!

IMMY SILVER smiled.

Arthur Edward Lovell grinned,
Raby and Newcome fairly chuckled.
The Fistical Four were not the only

members of the Roskwood Fourth who
gave signs of great joy.

Mornington  glanced at Erroll
brightly, and Erroll smiled and nodded
to Morny. Tommy Dodd winked at
Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle—the
three Tommies of the Modern side
seemed quite hilarious.

In fact nearly every member of the
Fourth Form at Rookwood seemed
greatly bucked.

r. Dalton, master of the Fourth,
was puzzled—naturally! He thought
that he understood his Form; he was,
indeed, assured that he knew them
quite well. But he could not account
for this.

Really, it was surprising.

The cause of that sudden and uni-
versal brightening in the Rookwood
Fourth was the fact that the “chopper”
had come down on Peter Cuthbert
Gunner.

Gunner of the Fourth was in trouble.

P. C. Gunner never was a gratifying
pupil. Richard Dalton often found him
a severe strain in the Form-room.

It was not only that Gunner was
obtuse. He had a peculiar self-
satisfaction which rendered his ob-
tuseness quite irritating. Having made
a “howler” of which a fag in_ the
Second Form would have been
ashamed, Peter Cuthbert would receive
correction with a look of superior know-
ledge and wisdom, scarcely concealing
the fact that he regarded his master as
an ass,
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It was not easy for his Form-
master to struggle against Gunner’s
obtuseness; but that was his duty, and
he did it manfully. To struggle against
his self-satisfaction as well was asking ’
too much.

So  Gunner
against the

sometimes came up
sharpest edge of Mr.
Dalton’s tongue, and sometimes up
against the cane. All of which he
bore with the same air of misunder-
stood superiority.

On this particular morning in the
Fourth Form-room, Gunner had been
unusually and particularly exas-
perating.

He was as obtuse as ever, as self-
satisfied as ever, and, in addition, he
was  careless, forgetful, evidently
thinking of anything but the Form
work. He obviously regarded lessons as
a worry and a bore,” and found it
difficult to be patient with Mr. Dal-
ton, who was worrying and boring him.
More important matters occupied the
powerful brain of P. C. Gunner.

But if Gunner found it difficult to
keep patient with Mr. Dalton, Richard
Dalton, on his side, found it impos-
sible to keep patient with Gunner. So
Gunner was “for it” that morning.
First he was what he called “jawed”;
then he was rapped with the pointer,
and then he was caned. And then
Mr. Dalton, on fresh offence given,
came down very heavy.

It was Wednesday, a half-holiday,
and the day of the St. Kit’s match.
Third lesson was drawing near its close,
after which the Fourth Form would be
their own masters for the rest of the
day. And then, worn out by Gunner,

Mr. Dalton rapped out a severe
sentence :

“ Gunner!”

“Oh! Yes, sir!” said Gunner, in a

tired voice, He was fed-up, and made
no secret of the fact.

“You will be detained this after-
noon

«Eh9» -
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“You will be detamed for the half-

hoh(hy. Gurm
“Wha-a-at?”

“3 bhall set you a detention task at
two o'clock, and you will remain in the
Form-room till five,” said Mr. Dalton.

Peter Cuthbert Gunner stared aghast.

But the rest of the Form, Classical
and Modern, smiled and grinned and
nodded to one another, and displayed
every sign of the liveliest satisfaction.

Mr. Dalton could not help noticing

it.

It perplexed him.

Gunner was every kind of an ass.
no doubt, but he was a good-hearted
fellow, not at all unpopular in the
Form, The fellows laughed at him,
perhaps, but they rather liked him.
Even Dickinson minor, his study-mate,
rather liked him, in a way.

Yet the whole Form was obviously
pleased—in fact, delighted—to hear
that Gunner was detained for the
half-holiday.

They were so pleased that they
couldn't conceal it. They looked as if
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the xe]olcmg was open and manifest.
“ Silen
'I'h:xn \Vas sxlence in the Form.
Gunner broke

“Sir!  Mr. Da!Lonv
“You may sit down, Gunner!”
Mr. Dalton paused. He had

sentenced Gunner, deservedly. But the
gladness of the Form displeased him,
and he began to consider whether he
might_not, after all, let Gunner off
more lightly.

It was just like Gunner to go
ahead at that unpropitious moment
and make his master implacable.

‘‘Excuse me, sir, must speak!™
exclalﬁxed Gunner.

& S cant possibly be detained this
afternoun

“Impossible, sir! Any other after-
noon you like, Not to-day!”
“Not to-day?” repeated Mr.
qmte dazedly.
“No, sir!
afternoon—I've

Dalton,

I'm playing football this
got an important

Mr. Dalton had just school-
life for them in me most wonderful

way.

Had the Head come into the Form-
room and announced an extra whole
holiday they could not have looked
more delighted.

So Richard Dalton, who had sup-
posed that he understood his Form
quite thoroughly, had to admit to him-
self that there was still something in
the Rookwood Fourth that he did not
quite catch on to.

Smiles, grins, congratulatory nods
and winks, passed up and down the
Form; there was quite a buzz of ap-
proval, pleasure, and relief.

“Silence!” rapped Mr, Dalton.

Rejoicing in the misfortunes of a
Form-fellow was quite unlike the
Rookwood Fourth. Generally they had
plenty of Sympathy for a fellow who

tained—even  ai
fellow like Peele or Gower.

Yet now

Mr, Dalton picked up his cane ang
walked over to Gunner.

s Gurner' Bend over that form!”
“On!”

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Oh! Wow! Wow!”

“Now be silent, you u‘nuly and
stupid boy!” saui Mr Dalton.

“I—I say, sir——"

“Another word, and I will send you
to the headmaster!”

Gunner collapsed.

‘Third lesson proceeded to its finale,
with a severe frown on Richard Dal-
ton’s face, blank dismay in Gunner’s,
and a smile on every other face in the
Fourth Form. And when the Fourth
were dismissed, Jimmy Silver & Co.
went down the corridor in a joyous
cake-walk, and other fellows smacked
one another con the shoulder and
chortled gleefully.

“Gunner’s detained!”
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“Landed for the afternoon!™

“He can’t come over to St. Kift's!™
“Hurrah!”

“What larks!

“Hip, hurrah!”

And Richard Dalton walking away
from the Form-room, heard those joy-
ous ejaculations, and was more
perplexed than ever,

CHAPTER 19,
Plus Guraor!

IMMY SILVER came in to dinner

with a cheery face that Wednesday.

‘Trouble had lain heavily on Jimmy’s
shoulders for several days, and now it
was lifted by the detention of Gunner.

For Gunner personally Jimmy was
sorry, as he would have been sorry for
any fellow under detention. But satis-
faction on other accounts quite
swamped the sorrow.

Dicky Dalton had sav cd the captain
of the Fourth. He cut the
Gordian knot, as it wcre

So it was no wonder thaf Jimmy
Silver smiled at dinner, and met
answering smiles on the faces of the
other footballers.

Only Gunner was frowning.

Gunner could not he expected to
feel pleased. But, unfortunately, it did
not matter whether Gunner was
pleased or not.

After dinner Gunner came out with
his chum, Dickinson minor, his rugged
‘brows deeply corrugated

“It’s rotten,
‘Gunner rema: i

“Isn’t it?” assenfed Dickinson, wink-
ing into space with the eye farthest
from Cunrer.

“Mind, I'm not thinking of myself.”
said Gunner morosely, “I'm thinking
of the school. What sort of a match
will those fcozlers put up at St. Kit's
vmhout me to give the team a back-

you know,”

R my hat!”
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“It means a licking for Rookwood, of
course,” said Gunner gloomily. =

“They sometimes win matches, you
know,” remarked Dickinson minor,
with a sarcasm that was lost on
Gunner.

“I know. It beats me how they
do it, foozlers like that crowd! There’s
a lot of luck in Socc They've fluked
several wins this season. But we can't
depend on fluking through all the
time, can we?”

“Oh! H'm! No,” murmured Dickin-
son minor.

“Something will have to be done,”
said Gunner, knitting his brows more
gloomily than before. And he walked
away with his hands driven deep into
his pockets, apparently thinking it out.

Dickinson minor chuckled. His
impression was that Gunner was going

to be “done” and he considered it
2 jolly good thing.
Meanwhile, Jimmy Silver & Co.

were making their preparations for
the journey over to St. Kit's.

With Gunner in the team they had
viewed that match rather pessimisti-
cally; but now all was calm and
bright.

“Were going to beat them now.”
Arthur Edward Lovell told Jimmy
Silver. “I don’t care what form
they're in, and what sort of a captain
they’'ve 'got in that man Wilmot.
We're going to beat them all right
now. that idiot Gunner is dropped.”

“What terrific luck!” grinned Rab

“Amazin’!” said Mornington.
always liked chky Dalton, but ncvgt
so, much E.S to-d

“Ha,

Jm:my Sllver chucklcd

“Youwll be wanted, after all, Conroy,”
he said.

“What-ho!” said Conroy.

“And let this be a warning to you,
Jimmy,” said Arthur Edward Lovell,
feeling that it was up to nim not to
let pass this oppertunity of delivering
a little lectu)e “You can’t be too
careful, you know!"”
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“Fathead!” said Jimmy politely.

“You shouldn't have promised Gun-
ner a place in the team, and you jolly
\Vell know it!” said Lovell warmly.

b Oh draw it mild!” said Erroll.
“We all thought .that St. Kit’s were the
same fumblers we played last term, and
Gunner wouldn’t have done any harm
in playing Carton’s lot.”

“Any old thing would have done for
that crowd,” said Tommy Dodd. “But
as it happens we've had a lucky
escape.”

“Jimmy was an ass to promise. You
have to be careful in football matters,”
said Lovell. “In fact, he was an ass to
put in Gunner at all” s

“Why, you suggested Gunner!” ex-
claimed Newcome.

“I wish you wonldn’t keep on argu-
ing, Newcome.”

“Well, it’s all serene now,” said
Jimmy Silver cheerily. “I did pvomise
Gunner, and I was bound to keep it
or resign, and you fellows didn’t want
me to do that. Now Dicky Dalton’s
solved the difficulty, and it’s all serene.
Let’s get off.”

“The ’bus
Tommy Cook,

Jimmy Silver & Co. went out to the
’bus cheerily with their bags. They
were in high spirits.

The footballers, and a good many
other fellows who were going aver to
St. Kit’s with them, mounted into the
bus and it started.

“Hallo, there’s old Gunner!” ex-
claimed Lovell, as the ’bus was rolling
slowly away from the school gates.

“He wants to say gooed-bye,” grinned
Newcome “What has he got that bag
for, though?”

The crowd in the ‘bus stared pack at
Gunner

Bag in hand, he was racing after the
bus, with a red face, and perspiration
on his brow. He waved his free hand
and shouted:

Stop!”

“No fear!”

is here,” called out

murmured Mornington.
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Gunner put on a desperate spurt and
came up with the bus. To the sur-
prise of the occupante he tossed his
bag in and clambered up behind.

“Coming to the station with us?”
asked Jimmy Silver, rather surprised.
“I say, old man, will you get back in
time for your detention?”

“Make room for a chap!” gasped
Cunner. “Why the thump didn’t you
stop for me?”

“We've got a train to catch, old man.
Glad of your company as far as Lat-
cham,” said Jimmy, with a smile.

“Suppose I hadn’t caught you up?”
snorted Gunner.

“Well, it would have been awfully
unpleasant to miss your company as
far as the junction, but we might have
survived it,” remarked Mornington.

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Gunner.
“You might have lost the hest man
in your team, Silver—the only good
man in it, in fact. Still, a miss is as
good as a mile.”

“What on earth do you mean?” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver, staring at him.
“You're detained!”

“That’s off.”

“Wh-a-a-t?"

“Eh?"

“How?”

Gunner smiled.

“It’s all serene,” he sald “Dalton
isn’t a bad sort—a bit stupid, you know,
but quite a decent sort in a way. I
explained to him that I was down to
play this afternoon, and he’s let me off
detention.”

“What?” roared the footballers.

“Decent of him, what?” sald Gunner.
“Of course, I get the detention all the
same—next Saturday. Dalton seemed
surprised to hear that I was in the
eleven.”

“I should say so!”

“But as soon as he knew, he let me
off for this afternoon. He's a bit of
a fool, but he’s a sportsman,” said
Gunner.

Peter Cuthbert sat down
ably.

comfort-
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“So it's all right!” he added.

Gunnrer was alone in that opinion.
The fcotballers stared at him in blank
dismay.

The popularity of Richard Dalton,
master of the Fourth, recently so great,
was now at its lowest ebb.

CHAPTER 20.
Dasperate Mieasuros!
RTHUR Edward Lovell gave Jimmy
Silver an accusing look.

“Well, you've done it, Jimmy!” sald
Lovell, apparently in the role of Job’s
comforter. “The match is a goner
now.”

Jimmy did not answer.

“Oh, don’t be an ass,” said Gunner.
“What bothers me, Lovell, is having
a fumbler like you in the half-way line
aleng with me. Mind you don’t butt
into my way in your usual style.”

“You silly owl!” roared Lovell.

“Dalton ought to be lynched!” ex-
claimed Mornington. “What the thump
does he mean by letting that dangerous
lunatic off detention?”

“Oh, cheese it,” said Gunner. “I dare
say Dalton would like to see Rookwood
win matches. He was bound to let me
off when I explained.”

“What about dropping the born idiot
out of the bus?” asked Tommy Dodd.

Look here, you Modern chump—-"
roared Gunner.

“Let's!” said Towle.

Jimmy Silver shook his head sadly.
He would have been willing to sec
Peter Cuthbert Gunner dropped out
of the bus, or out of the solar system
had that been possibe. But “Uncle
James” of Rookwood was a slave to
his word.

“Can’t be done!” he said. “I prom-
ised him—-"

“You shouldn’t have!” hooted Lovell.

“T know that!”

“Well then—'

omise is a promise,” said

1o
Jimmy. “Now the circumstances have
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altered, Gunner oughtn’t to hold me to
it. But if he does, I'm bound to play
him.

“T jolly well do!” said Gunner
promptly. “I'm going to show you fel-
lows what real football is I

“Fathead!”

Py

“Jabberwock!"”

Gunner smiled serencly. Offensive
epithets rolled off him like water from
a duck. His self-satisfaction was like
an armour of proof.

“I'm ready to resign,” said Jimmy,
looking round. “If I stand out, a new
skipper can play Gunner or not as he
pleases.”

“Oh, rats"’ said Lovell.

“Bosh

“Thats no good!”

“Then Gunner plays,” said Jimmy,
with a sxgh “We must do the best we
can to win with Gunner-on our backs.”

“Oh dear! What a prospect!”
groaned Raby. :

“Rot!” growled Mornington.
silly ass ought to be scragged.”

“Wait till you see me shoving the
ball through the goal!” said Gunner,
cheerfully.

“Through our goal, if any!” grunted
Conroy.

“Oh, youre an ass, Conroy. You
don’t know anything about Soccer, and
it’s really lucky that there’s no room for
you in the team. If I were skipper, I
should drop you, too, Mornington.”

“Would you?” breathed Morny.

“Yes, rather. Mind you don't get in

my light,” said Gunner impressively.
“Wlbh a front line like ours, the halves
will have to do a lot of work for the
forwards, I can see that—at least, I
shall have to. Mind you don’t get im
my way.”

“Oh, kill him, somebody.”

‘The bus rolled on towards Latcham,
its occupants in a dismal humour, with

ption. Valentine
at a little distance from Gunner, con-
versed in low tones with Tommy Dodd.
Generally, the dandy of the Classical

“The
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Fourth had little to say to the Modern
junior; but now they seemed to have
some topic that engaged them deeply.
Several times, as they spoke in whis-
pers, they glanced at Gunner; but that
youth did not observe it. Gunner was
observant fellow; besides,
rinking of the tremendous
t awaited him at St. Kit's.

In his mind’s eye, Gunner could al-
ready see himself making overwhelm-
ing ru\bes up the field, scattering
Wilmet and his men like chaff before
the wind, and raining in shots on a
dazed goalgeeper. In his mind's eye,
he saw the doubt change to delight in
the faces of his comrades—he saw him-
self lifted in enthusiastic hands, and
carried shoulder-high from the field of
victory amid thunderous cheers.

Unfortunately, Gunner w: never
likely to see all that with any eye than
that of the mind.

But for the present, at least, all was
happy anticipation; and Gunner was

9

happy.
“There’s Latcham!” grunted Lovell,

at last.

“Plenty of time for the train,” re-
marked Tommy Cook. “Not that -it
matters! Might as well lose the train
as we're geing to lose the match.”

“Just as well!” groaned Rawson

“Oh, cheer up!” said Gunner. “I
admit it looks a bit doubtful, with a
lot of foozlers like you iellows if st.
Kit's are in anything like form. But
yowve got one good man.”

“Oh dear!”

The Rookwood crowd poured out of
the bus at Latcham Junction. Nearly
a dozen fellows were going over to St.
Kit’s with the eleven, so it was quite
an army that invaded the platform
at Latcham. The train was not yet in,
and the Rookwooders stood about in
groups waiting for it.
she comes!” said Oswald. at

if Gunner would only fall down
murmured Putty, of the
and Oswald were not in
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the eleven, but they felt the presence
of Gunner as keenly as any of the foot-
ballers.

“He won’t!” said Oswald dismally.

“No such luck!” groaned Lovell.

And Gunner didn’t!

He crammed into a carriage with six
or seven other fellows. Jimmy Silver
was about to enter the same carriage;
but Morny waved him back.

“Full up!” he said.

“Oh, make room,” said Jimmy, rather
testily. The presence of Peter Cuthbert
Gunner had had a rather deteriorating
effect upon the usual sunny good-
humour of “Uncle James.”

“Can’t be done, nld bean!
door.”

“Oh, rats!” growled Jimmy.

He moved to the next carriage, and
Morny and Tommy Dodd smiled at one
another. Merny sat opposite Gunner,
in a corner seat, and Tommy Dodd sat
next to the undesired half.

“Shut the door, Morny,” said
Gunner. “Don’t want a lot of passen-
gers shoving in here. Too full already.”

Morny was holding the door with his
hand, and looking out. He did not
seem to hear Gunner.

Doors were slamming along the train.
The guard was about to wave his flag,
when Morny suddenly woke to action.

Before Gunner could realise what
was happening, or anything was hap-
pening at all, Morny signed to Tommy
Dodd; and the two Juniors grasped
him.

Crunner went out of the carriage like
a pip from an orange.

He sprawled on the platform with a

roar.
Mornington slammed the door; the
train moved. A shrill whistle rang over
Latcham Junction; the express was in
motion.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tommy Dodd.

Mornington sat down.

“Rather neat—what?” he said.

“Oh, great Scott!” yelled Lovell, who
was in the carriage. “Guuner has——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Try
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Tommy Todd glanced from the win-
dow. Every door had slammed, and
Gunner was sprawling on the phtfmm
blinking at the gliding train.

Tommy Dodd sat down again,
chuckling.

“Poor old Gunner! Jevver get left?”

“Morny old man, youTre a giddy

genius!” howled Arthur Edward Lovell.

“Oh, my hat! What a wheeze! He's
left!”

The crowded carriage rang with
merriment.

“That’s why you kept Jimmy out!”
exclaimed Raby.

Valentine Mornington chuckled.

“Better for our respected captain not
to be on the scene,” he remarked. “H
couldn’t have a hand in this, as he had
prom:sed Gunner!”

“Ha, B

“Buf I fancy that he will be rather
pleased when we get to Oakstead to
find that Gunner isn’t in the jolly old
party.”

“I fancy so,” chortled Lovell.

“Next express an hour and a half,”
added Mornington. “I shouldn’t won-
der if Gunner comes on after us. He’s
a sticker! He will be in time to see
us coming off the field at St. Kit's.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The roars of merriment reached the
next carriage. Jimmy Silver put his
head out of the window at the next
stop and glanced along to meet Morn-
ington’s laughing face at the carriage
window.

“What's the howling joke?” asked
Jimmy Silver. “You fellows can be
heard all over the train, I thin

“Nothing much—only Gunners lost
the train,” called back Mornington.

The captain of the Fourth jumped
and knocked the back of his head on
the window in his surprise and joy.

“Ow! Lost the train?”

“Yes; he seems to have got left be-
hind at Latcham. Got out at the last
moment for some reason!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a roar behind
‘Morny.

&
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“Well, my hat!” said Jimmy, his face
all smiles,

He sat down again with a cheery
countenance and quite enjoyed the run
of the express to Oakstead, in Sussex.
It was quite 2 happy journey for Jimmy
Silver.,

CHAPTER 21,
Fool's Luck!
AKSTEAD! Change for
and St. Kit’s!”

The express stopped, and Jimmy
Silver & Co. swarmed out on the plat-
form. All the party knew by that time
that Peter Cuthbert Gunner had been
left behind at Latcham, and rejoiced
greatly thereat. It was a smiling
band that poured out of the carriages.

“Over the bridge for the local train,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Five minutes for
the train; so buck up!” B

The Rookwooders marched off
cheerily. There was a sound of patter-
ing feet behind them and breathless
panting.

Jimmy glanced back.

A burly figure was running hard
along the platform after the Rook-
\V()Odexs, and he came up panting.

Jimmy stared at him as if mes-
merised.

“Gunner!” he said faintly.

It was Gunner!

Valentine Mornington stared at him
as if he had been a ghost. Up to that
moment he had firmly believed that
Peter Cuthbert had been safely left
behind at Latcham. His sudden reap-
pearance at Osakstead was really
uncanny.

“You rotter!” panted Gunne:

He rushed right at ngto!
Three or four fellows grasped b)m and
yanked him back.

“Let me go!” roared Gunner.

“Shut up, you ass!”

“Don’t kick up a shindy here!”

“I'm going to punch him!” bellowed
Gunner in indignant wrath. “I'm
going to smash him! Think I'm going
to be hoisted out of a train—

Wicke




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

“How did you get here, you villain?”
shrieked Mornington. “I thought you
were left behind.”

Gunner snorted contemptuously.

“Catch me being left behind, when
a football match depends on me, and
me only!” he snapped. “I jumped into
the guard’s van.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Just in time!” said Gunner.
Jjumped in in time as it passed me.
Made the guard jump,
you. But for that I should have been
left behind, and the St. Kit’s match
would have been a goner. You deliber-
ately tried to throw that mafch away,
Mornington—tried to keep out the only
man who could win for Rookwood!
You, too, Dodd! I'm jolly well going
to smash both of you!”

“Behave yourself, you ‘ass!” said
Jimmy Silver gloomily. “Shut up, for
goodness’ sake! Buck up, you chaps;
we _don’t want to lose the locall”

The footballers walked on over the
bridge, and Gunner, contenting him-
self with ferocious glares at Mornington
and Tommy Dodd, tramped along with
them.

The ‘brightness had faded once more
from the faces of the Rookwood foot-
ballers.

The local train was waiting on'the
other side, and the Rookwooders
crowded into it. Peter Cuthbert Gun-
ner, with a distrustful glare at Morn-
m"ton wedged into Jimmy Silves
carriage. He did not intend to risk
another sudden descent on the plat-
form on hi§ burly neck.

In another carriage Valentine Morn-

“Just

ington sat in discussion with Oswald|

and Putty Grace and several other
fellows who had come over with the
team.

It ‘was a short run from Oakstead to
Wicke, the station for St. Kit’s, but it
was long enough for the discussion
between Morny and the followenr:
the Rookwood team.

too, T can tell |5,
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“You've got it clear?” murmured
Mornington, as he walked down the
platform with Oswald & Co. “You
collar the silly owl—"

“Yes, rather!”

“Sit on him, or jump on him—any
old thing you like! It doesn’t mattet
if you lynch him—-"

The conspirators chuckled.

“Only keep him from St. Kit’s,” said

Morningion. “You might tie him to
tree. Or chuck him under a motor-
car!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yowll miss seeing the match, but
yowll help us win!”

“That’s all right!” said Oswald.

“Well take jolly good care of him!
He won’t turn up at St. Kit’s unless
he carries us there!”

“Good man!”

Morny looked satisfied as he joined
Jimmy Silver and walked out of the
station with the captain of the Fourth.
It was impossible for Jimmy to dodge
his promise by having any hand in the
elimination of Gunner; and if he had
known of the scheme there was little
doubt that he would have felt bound
to intervene. But if Gunner vanished
without his knowledge or concurrence,
and had to be replaced in the eleven
by another man, there was no doubt
at all that Jimmy would be pleased.

And that Gunner should vanish was
the fixed determination of Oswald and
four or five other followers of the team
who had come over to see the match,
but were quite willing to miss seeing
it so long as Peter Cuthbert Gunmner
missed flguring in it.

It was not a long walk from the
station at Wicke to St Kit’s, but there
would be plenty of time to contrive
somehow to collar Gunner and sit on
him somewhere, while Mornington and
the rest kept Jimmy's attention en-
gaged elsewhere.

Indeed, it really seemed that nothing
could save Gunner this time. ue,
there was such a thing as “fool’s luck.”
Gunner undoubtedly was e led to
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count upon that kind of luck on his
mer

Oucsxde Wicke Station a_ bus was
standing, and a couple of fellows stood
by it chatting, and glancing towards
the entrance. As Jimmy Silver & Co.
came out, one of them came towards
the Rookwood crowd with a cheery
smile on his handsome face.

“Here you arel” he said.

“Hallo, Wilmot

Jimmy Silver shaok hands cordially
with the St. Kit's junior skipper.

“We've got the bus for you,” said
Wilmot. “Tumble in!”

“Thanks, old bean!”

Mornington’s face was a_study.

It was kind and Lhoughtful of Harry
Wilmot to turn up with a bus for the
Rookwood crowd. But Morny was not
feeling grateful just then. He was
feeling deeply -disposed to punch Harry
Wilmot’s head for his kind hospitality.

“Roll in, you chaps,” said Jimmy
Silver.

‘The Rookwooders rolled in, Gunner
among the first. Oswald gave Morn-
ington a look, and Morny shrugged his
shoulders hopelessly.

He had counted on the walk to St.
Kit’s; but_obviously Gunner could not
be collared in a crowded bus, under the
eyes of a couple of St. Kit’s fellows,
and under Jimmy Silver’s.

“Fool’s luck” had befriended Gunner
once more, and once more he was
saved. He sat cheerily in the bus,
without the slightest suspicion of the
danger he had so narrowly escaped.

The footballers and their friends
crammed in, and the bus rollcd out of
Wicke on the road to St.

Wilmot and his comp’mmn St, Leger,
chatted cheerily with Jimmy Silver &
Co. on the way. Gunner, of course,
butted in.

“I hear you've been making some
changes in your footer at St. Kit’s,
Wilmot,” he said.

“A few,” assented Wilmot, with a
Fmile.

“That chap Carton gone?”
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“yes?

“New men in the team?”

“Nearly all new men.”

“Well, it may be something like a
game, then,” said Gunner. “The lot
you sent over to Rookwood last term

ere really enough to make a (lonkey
up on its hind legs and cackle!”

“Made you laugh—what?” asked St.
Leger.

“Yes, rather!” said Gunner, and he
was surprised to hear a chertle through
the crowded bus. “Awful lot of fcozlers,
you know. I really hope you've got
something Dbetter this time. I don't
want to feel that I've wasted my after-
noon coming over here. These chaps
could have beaten your old crowd with-
out my help. I like a good game. I
don’t want to walk all over you without
a tussle, you know.”

Wilmot stared.

“Shut up, Gunner!” implored Jimmy
Silver.

“Is this a giddy Internaticnal you
fellows haye bagged to spring cn us?™
asked St. Leger.

“I suppose that’s meant for sare,”
said Gunner. “But, as a matter of
fact, there are some Internationals
not at all my style.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Gunner knows the difference be-
tween a football and a fancy-dress
ball” said Mornington seriously.
“Don’t you, Gunner? It's the limit of
his knowledge of the game, though.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Wilmot and St. Leger looked mthez’
perplexed, as well they might.
bus rolled on to St. Kit’s and landed
its crew. Gunner looked round him
with the air of a fellow who was
monarch of all he surveyed. The St.
Kit’s eleven, when he saw them on
Little Side, did not seem to impress
him,

“Pretty  so-so,” he remarked to
Oswald. “I dare say they'd beat Jimmy
Silver’s usual Jot. But you just watch
me!”

“I'm going to,” said Dick Oswald
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grimly. “I'm not gong to take my
eye off you for a minute, Gunner.”

“Well, that shows you've got more
sense than I ever supposed, Oswald,”
said Gunner quite cordially. — “You
keep an eye on me, and yowll get a
surprise.”

“So will you, if I can manage it,”
murmured Oswald.

“Eh—what?”

“Oh, nothing!”

Oswald moved away, and thpered
to Morningfon. Mornington nodded
hopefully. There was little time left,
but there was still time for a last throw
of the dice, as it were.

CHAPTER 22,
sat Upon!

TOP!”

Gunner roared in astonishment
and wra
“Stop!
stop!”

Jimmy Silver looked round angrily.

“What’s that row?” he exclaimed.
“Will you dry up, Gunner? Youre
always kicking up some shindy.”

Gunner did not answer.

He brushed past Jimmy Silver and
started off at a run. Jimmy staled
after him in amazement.

“What on earth’s the matter with
that ass?” he asked.

Mornington laughed.

“Perhaps he’s gone for a ramble, in-
stead of playin’,” he suggested. “You
never know what Gunner may do.”

“Oh, rot! No such luck.”

“While there’s life there’s hope,”
saxd Mornington.

“If he’s not here on time he won't
play,” said Jimmy Silver grimly.
“I've got to keep my word to the silly
idiot, but I shan't delay the match one
second for him. Come in and get
d‘ lycu fellows.”

" Putty, you cheeky rotter,

The Rookwooders went into change,
minus Gunner.
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” Gunner, indeed, would have found
it dificulf to change into football rig
at that moment. Putty of the Fourth
had picked up Gunner’s bag and
cleared off with it at a run. Gunner,
indeed, would not even have known
that he had done so, being engaged
in talk with Oswald, had not Oswald
drawn his attention to the fact whexn
Putty was at rather a distance.

Then Gunner roared to Putty of the
Fourth to stop, and started after him
as Putty ran on without stopping, and
with the bag.

Gunner breathed wrath as he ran.

Putty of the Fourth was famous at
Rookwood as a practical joker; but
this, in Gunner’s opinion, was no time
for practical jokes. Putty had often
suffered for his humorous proclivities,
and now he was going to suffer again,
severely, as soon as Gunner arrived
within hitting distance.

“The silly owl!” gasped Gunner, as
he sprinted. “Fancy playing such a
sllly trick on a fellow just now!”

“After him!” exclaimed Oswald.

Oswald was running with Gunner, so
were Jones minor, and nn, and
Hooker, and one or two other fellows
of the team.

Apparently they were keen to help
Gunner run down the practical joker,
and recover his property. Gunner,
naturally, had no doubt on the subject.

Putty of the Fourth vanished into
the Oak Walk, a long avenue of trees,
Gunner panted after him, and Oswald
& Co. panted after Gunner.

Some St. Kit's seniors were strolling
in the Oak Walk, and they stared at
the Rookwood juniors as the latter
raced along. But the Rookwooders did
not heed them.

Putty, bag in hand, kept well ahead.

As a matter of fact, he could have
walked away from Gunner if he had
liked; he had at least twice Peter
Cuthbert’s sprinting powers. But he
did not like. He kept his distance,
while Gunner panted in pursuit.

At the end of the Oak Walk, Putty
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twrned, and waved the bag at the in-
furiated Gunner. Then he started off
again by a path that led towards the
river. There was a gate in the way,
but Putty coolly tossed the bag over the
gate and clambered after it.

Gunner stopped at the gate.

He was breathless and enraged.
But he realised that he was losing
valuable time.

“After all, I can borrow Conroy’s
things, and smash that idiot Grace
afterwards!” he panted.

PutLy grinned at him through the
gat
“Old bean, you couldn’t smash a
mosquito,” he said cheerily. “Get over
the gate and see what will happen to

you. Tl wait.”
“Youwll wait?” spluttered Gunner.
“Yes, rather! T'll wait till you

screw your courage up!” said Putty.

« —I——" Gunner clambered
fx'anucally over the gate, and after him
clambered Oswald & Co. hey were
far from the football field now, out of
sight and sound.

Putty waited, as he had promised.
Gunner landed on his feet and rushed
right at him.

“Now, you funny idiot—"

“Pile in!” roared Putty.

“What-ho!” chuckled
“Collar him!”

Oswald & Co. rushed on and collared
Gunner right and left. Gunner yelled
in surprise and wrath.

“You silly owls—ow—leggo!
him, not me, you dummies!
you at?”

Apparently, Oswald & Co. knew what
they were at. They collared Gunner,
not Putty, and Peter Cuthbert, hefty
fellow as he was, was soon quite help-
less in the grasp of half a dozen fellows.

Amazed, wondering whether he was
on his head or his heels, Gunner col-
lapsed in the grasp of many hands.

“Will you let go?” he gasped.

“No jolly fear!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yank him along!”

Oswald.

Collar
‘Wharrer
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“I told you I'd keep an eye on you,
didn’t 1?” gasped Oswald. ‘“Now, will
you walk, or will you be carried?”

“I—I—T1'1l smash you!”

“Bring him along.”

Gunner struggled frantically, as he
was picked up by half a dozen pairs
of hands and borne away.

But his struggles did not avail. He
was “for it ” this time, and he had no
chance—his luck had failed him.

Down the path towards the. river
the grinning juniors bore him, out of
sight of St. Kit’s. They avoided the
uaathamc, and turned up the towpath
with the wriggling Gunner.

From the towpath they turned into
a wood, a good quarter of a mile from
the football ground of St. Kit’s, and
there Peter Cuthbert Gunner was
dumped on the ground and held, still
wriggling spasmodically.

“You—you—you villains!” gasped
“What are you playing this
potty trick for? Youll make me miss
the match at this rate.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Oswald & Co.
Apparently their object had not yet
dawned upon Gunner’s powerful brain.

“Do you want the match to be lost?”
s]mcked Gunner.

Ha, ha! We want it to be won!”
chuckled Putty. “That's why we’
looking after you, Gunner.”

Gunner comprehended at last.

“You—you rotters! You're keeping
me away from the match.”

ear me! FHe's got on to it.”

“What a brain!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Gunner struggled furiously.

“Will you have a little sense?” he
raved. “You know there’s a set of
silly duffers there to play St. Kit’s.
You know I'm the backbone of the
team—the only good man in it. That
ass Conroy will have to plav if, I don’t
get_back! Thm‘( of that!”

“Ha, ha, ha

“Have they‘bnbod you to keep me
out of the match?” roared Gunner.
“Is this a St. Kit’s trick? Bribed
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Rookwood f"hcvs to let them win!
Is that it

“Ha, h“, ha!” shrieked the juniors.
Gunner’s new theory was really too
much for them. They laughed till they
wept.

“You rotters!” gasped Gunner.
“You don’t understand—you're spoil-
ing everything! I teu you, Rookwood
can't win without me!”

“Can’t jolly well win with you, at
all events,” grinned Jones minor.
“We're giving them a sporting chance
by keeping you here, at least.”

“You fathead! You ass!
will—"

Gunner made a terrific effort.

But it was of no avail. He went
down again, and Oswald sat on his
chest to keep him there. Flynn and
Hooker sat on his thrashing legs.

“Make up your mind to it, old bean,”
advised Putty. “You ought really to
be grateful to us. We're saving you
from playing the goat, and from chuck-
ing away a football match. You
haven’t thanked us yet.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here,” gasped Gunner. “How
much have St. Kit’s given you to keep
me out of the game?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"You vxllams—"

“Go if

“will you let me go?”
Gunner.

“No jolly fear!”

“They’ll be waiting for me—-"

“I dom’t think!” chuckled Oswald.

“I'll smash you!”

“Go hon!”

For the next hour or so Gunner’s
remarks were almost incessant and
wholly emphatic. His captors heard
him, but they heeded nof. Like the
flower that is born to blush unseen,
Gunner wasted his sweetness on the
desert air. In despair he realised that
he would kick no goals that day for
Rookwood. That need not really have
worried him, for that was the_ precise
numper of goals that he would have

I—1—1I

shrieked
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kicked, anyway. But it did worry him,
very much; and his emphatic objur-
gations continued, to an accompani-
ment of chuckles and chortles from
Oswald & Co. There was no help for
Peter Cuthbert Gunner; fool's luck
had failed him at last.

CHAPTER 23.
Minus Gunner!
IMMY SILVER frowned.
“Where’s Gunner?”
stared round.

“Anybedy seen Gunner?”

“Of all the silly chumps!” exclaimed
Arthur Edward Lovell, in exasperation.
“After butting into the team, to wander
away and leave us waiting! Look here,

Jimmy, yc‘\rc jolly well not going ta
wait for h

“He must be off his silly chump!”
growled Jimmy Silver. *I saw him
running off somewhere teh minutes
ago. Hasn't he come. back?

“Looks as if he hasn’t,” =ald Tommy
Dodd. “You're not going to keep St.
Kit's waiting for an ass like Gunner.”

Conroy caught Jimmy’s eye. If
Gunner was not available, the Aus-
tralian junior was wanted.

“Blessed if I understand it!” growled

Jimmy. “He was frightfully keen to
play, you all know that. But even a
chump like Gunner can’t expect us to
keep St. Kit’s hanging about waiting
for ‘him. _Get into your things, Com'uy.
anyhow, in case you're wanted.”

“Right-ho!”

Conroy lost no time

“Youre not going to wait, Silver!”
exclaimed Tommy Dodd and several
other fellows.

Jimmy hesitated. He had declared
emphatically that he would not wait a
second if Gunner was not ready. But
Jimmy was a generous fellow, and a
promise was a promise. He felt that
it would not be the game to jump at
a chance of escaping his rash promise;
the superiluous member of the team
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was entitled to as much grace as
Jimmy would have allowed any other
fellow in the eleven.

“I'll speak to Wilmot,” he said.

“Oh, rats!”

“Don’t!”
“Get on with it!”
However, Jimmy Silver spoke to

Wilmot.

“One of my men has gone off the
ground — will you give us a few
minutes?”

“As many as you like” answered
Harry Wilmot.

“Say five!” said Jimmy Silver un-
easily. “If he’s not here in five
minutes I play another man. He's
ready.”

“Right you are!”

Five minutes ticked away slowly.
Conroy was ready—all the team were
ready. They were five minutes of real
anguish to all the team, excepting
Valentine Mornington.

The unexpected—the unhoped for—
had happened. Gunner, the dead-
weight passenger in the team—the
player whose presence spelled defeat,
and who could not be eliminated—had
chosen to walk off, and give his cap-
tain a chance of dropping him. If
only he did not come back in time——

It was amazing that the obtrusive
Peter Cuthbert was not there on time.
1t was a stroke of good luck that was
almost incredible—to all but Morny.
It was, as Tommy Dodd remarked,
really wicked not to take prompt ad-
vantage of it. But Jimmy Silver had
promised Gunner, “honest Injun,”
that he should play, and he was bound
to give the man a chance. But Jimmy,
as well as his comrades, counted the
seconds as they crawled by, with an
anxiety that amounted to anguish. If
only Gunner didn’'t come Dback in
time—-

And he didn’t!

As a matter of fact, with half a
flozen fellows sitting on him a quarter
Bt a mile away, he couldn’t.

*[ime!” exclaimed Lovell eagerly.
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Jimmy Silver drew a deep, deep
breath.

“You play, Conroy!”

“Oh, good!”

“Ready!” called out Jimmy Silver.

And the footballers went into the
field—minus Gunner.

It was a great game.

From the kick-off it was hard and
fast, and Jimmy Silver & Co. found
that there was indeed a wonderful new
quality in St. Kit’s side. Wilmot especi-
ally made them open their cyes, after
their former experience of St. “Kit's
foothall.

But Rookwood were in a winning
mood. Their fortunate escape from
Gunner had bucked them immensely.

In the first half there was no score,
but in the second, Mornington found
the St. Kit’s net. After that, the game
was ding-dong to the finish; time and
again St. Kit's nearly got through,
but Rawson in goal was a tower of
strength. There were narrow escapes,
many of them—but a miss was as good
as a mile; and St. Kit’s did not quite
“get there”

They played hard and well, but
Rookwood had to go all out to hold
them; and it was absolutely certain
that with a weak spot in the defence,
St. Kit’s would have come through with
flying colours. But there was no weak
spot—Gunner was not there.

The final blast on the whistle was
welcomed. It rang out with Rookwcod
still one goal to mnil.

Rookwood had won.

“Good old Gunner!” said Morning-
ton, as they came off the field. “He’s
won_the game for us.”

“Gunner has?” ejaculated Lovell.

“Yes; by standing out.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But where the thump can Gunner
be all this time?” said Jimmy Silver,
remembering Peter Cuthbert’s exist-
ence. “He hasn’t turned up even yet.”

“I wonder?” murmured Mornington.

And the Rookwooders changed in
great spirits, bade a cheery farcwell tc
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Wilmot & Co., and rolled away in their
bus—still minus Gunner.

Jimmy Silver & Co., so happily minus
Gunner during the St. Kit's match,
found themselves plus Gunner, when
they took the train at Wicke. There
Oswald & Co. rejoined the party; with
them Gunner, arguing.

“You lost, of course?”
Gunner.

“No; we won!” said Jxmt};xy Silver,
wnh a smile. “Why didn’t* you twrn

howled

“Ask that rotter—that
That—that—

“You see, we were sitting on him,”
cxplained Oswald. “We thought that
a player of Gunner’s quality was safer
at a good distance, with somebody sit-
ng on him. So we sat.”

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

villain—

a!
my hat!” said Jimmy Silver

““Oh,

blankly.

On the way home to Rookwood,
Gunner was cloquent and inex-
haustible. Roars of laughter punctu-

ated his indignant eloquence. And
when Gunner told his tale of woe at
Rookwood, there were more roars of
laughter. Gunner had not, after all,
played football for Rookwood; but un-
doubtedly he had added consxdcrably to
the gaiety of existence at the old
school.

CHAPTER 24.
Unlucky for Lovell!
“ WHERES my crackers?”
“ER 9"

“Crackers!” said Lovell,
accusing look at his comrades.

Classes were over for the day at
Rookwood, and Arthur Edward Lovell
had gone up to the end study of the
Fourth. He had come down again
with a frowning brow.

Evidently Lovell was annoyed.

“Crackers)” be repeated. “Crackers

with an
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Some silly ass has shifted
Now, which silly ass wa§

and squibs!
th2 box!
ite?»

“Fathead!” was the answer of Jimmy
Silver, Raby, and Newcome, and they
answered in unison.

Lovell’'s frown deepened. Arthur
Edward Lovell was a thoughtful fellow
in some ways, and for the greal occa-
sion of the approaching Fifth of
November he had taken time by the
forelock, as it were. Being in funds,
he had made quite an extensive pur-
chase of crackers, squibs, and Roman
candles, and other fearsome things,
with which the anniversary of .
Fawkes’ little plot was to be duly cele-
brated when the date came round.
‘Which was really very thoughtful of
Lovell; for riches take unto themselves
wings, and fly away—especially in the
hands of the Lower boys at school.

It was quite probable that Lovell's
funds might have evaporated before
the Fifth of November, leaving him in
a firework-less state on the bonfire day.
While the fireworks, already purchased
and stacked in a box in the study,
couldn’t evaporate.

But if they had not evaporated, it
seemed that they were gone. Hence
Lovell’'s wrathy questions and accusing
looks.

“It’s a queer thing,” said Lovell,
“that a fellow can’t lay a thing down
in the study without some silly ass
shifting it. My account-books are
always being shifted. I left my foot-
ball boots in the bookcase only yester-
day, and some chump shifted them
into the corner behind the desk, and I
had to hunt for them. Now some
frabjous, footling ass has shifted the
firework box. Where is it?”

“Not knowing, can’t say,” said Jimmy
Silver cheerily.

“Can’t you remember what you did
with it?” asked Raby, gently as the
cooing dove.

It is said that a soft answer turneth
away wrath. Raby’s soft answer, how-
ever. seemed to add fuel to the flames.
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“You silly chump!” roared Lovell.
“I left it under the study table—I keep
it there. It’s gone!”

“Gone off?” asked Newcome. “Well,
I suppose the fireworks were made to

go off, weren’t they?”

Lovell breathed hard and deep.

Fxlled with righteous indignation as

he was, he _was not in any mood for
nme ]ests like this.

“You footling chump!” he said.

“Can it, old man!” said Jimmy Silver,
laughing. “Nobody’s shifted your old
box! Youve shoved it somewhere and
forgotten it.”

“I haven't!” roared Lovell.

“But you must have!” said Raby, in
a gently argumentative tone. “You
say you keep it under the study table;
I remember seeing it there myself. If
it’s not there now, yowve put it some-
where else, see? Try to remember
where, instead of blowing off steam.”

“Yes, try!” urged Newcome.,

Arthur Edward Lovell seemed on the
verge of an explosion, as if he were
a firework himself.

“You—you—you—-""
“Mean to say that you
that box, any of you?”

“Not guilty, my lord!” said Jimmy
Silver meekly.

“Then who has

“Ask me another"’ yawned the cap-
tain of the Fourth.

“Somebody has!” roared Lovell.

“Then Tl tell you what,” said Jimmy
Silver, as if struck by a sudden bright
idea, “look for that somebody, and
find him, and roar at him instead of
at us! See?”

And the Co. walked away smiling,
leaving Arthur Edward Lovell in a
sulphurous state.

Slowly it dawned upon _Arthur
Edwards powerful intellect that hxs
were not r
the removal of the box of ﬁreworks
It began to look as if some other fellow
in the Classical Fourth, with a taste
for fireworks, had shifted that big card-

h gasped.
haven’t shifted
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board box, stacked with crackers and
squibs and Roman candles.  Possibly
the _raider was actually entertaining
himself by letting off the fireworks in
some secluded corner at that very
moment. o

“Can’t you help a chap leok for his
fireworks, you chumps?” bawled Arthur
Edward, as the Co. sauntered off.

But the Co. turned a deaf ear. In
his present frame of mind, they did not
yearn for the company of Arthur
Lovell. They deemed it judicious to
give him-time to cool off.  Arthur
Edward was one of the best fellows in
the wide world, but there were times
when his manner was against him.,

“I—T11 jolly well find the rotter, and
scrag him!” gasped Arthur Edward.

Bagging my fireworks! I'll give him
fireworks!”

And Arthur Edward proceeded to in-
quire after the missing box. It was a
matter requiring care, for the juniors
were not allowed to keep combustibles
in the studies. On Bonfire Day rules
were relaxed, but on other days no-
body was supposed to have such things
in his room. There was danger of fire,
a danger which Lovell, in his own lofty
way, loftily disregarded. In such
matters he knew better than the Head.
He had no doubt on that point. Still,
it was impossible for a Fourth Form
fellow to tell the Head so, and soO
Lovell’s loss had to be kept away from
the knowledge of masters and prefects.

Fortunately, information was soon
obtained. Tubby Muffin was loafing on
the stairs, and Lovell bore down on
him.” Tubby had eyes for everything
that did not concern him, and it was
quite possible that he had had an eye
on the end study since classes, as he
had no business there.

“Seen anybody rooting
study, Tubby?” asked Lovell.

Reginald Muffin nodded.

“I saw Cuffy—"

“Cuffy! That Modern idiot?”

“Yes. He wasn't ragging,”

about my

said
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Muffin, “Cuffy never rags. He
carried away an old cardboard box. I
thought you must have sent him for
it.”

“An old cardboard box!” gasped
Lovell. “Was it about a foot square,
and tied with string?”

“That's 1617

y hat. That born idiot Cuffy

taking to study-raiding!” ejaculated
Lovell. “I'll give him ra;dmw my
study!”

Lovell scudded out of the House.

It was surprising in fact astonish-
ing to learn that the mild and amiable
Clarence Cuffy had raided his box of
fireworks. But there it was. Muffin
had seen the raider with his own eyes.
The cardboard box that Cuffy had car-
ried out of the end study was un-
doubtedly the cardboard box contain-
ing the fireworks.

Lovell cut across the quadrangle to
Mr. Manders’ House, breathing wrath.

He was going to recapture his fire-
works and he was going to punch Cuffy.
He was going to punch him hard. He
would give him a lesson to stick to
noughts and crosses and leave study-
raiding severely alone.

Lovell rushed into Mr. Manders’
House. Being a Classical fellow and
warfare being fairly perpetual at Rook-
wood between Classicals and Moderns,
it would have been wiser of Lovell to
stroll in quictly and sedately. But he
was too excited and angry to be
cautious.

And so it was that Mr. Manders,
stepping out of his study, almost
walked into the Classical  junior as he
came in a great hurry, And Lovell’s
excited face showed that he was there
on no peaceful mission. Mr. Roger
Manders raised a commanding hand.

“Lovell!”

- Arthur Edward reluctantly halted.
He despised all Moderns, and espec
ally Modern masters. Mr. Manders
taught chemistry, and wore elastic-
sided boots, and was therefore an ob-
ject of scorn to Classical men, Never-
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theless, he was a master, and a House-
master, and, especially in his own
House, he was not to be disregarded.
So Arthur Edward Lovell halted
rebelliously.

“Why are you in this House, Lovell?”
asked the Modern master suspiciously.

“I—I've come to speak to a fellow,”
stammered Lovell. “I—I want to see
one of the Fourth, sir.”

“Another of the rags, as I believe
you call them, which cause continual
disturbance a{ Recokwood,” said Mr.
Manders acidly. “Which boy do you
W)sh to see, Lovell?”

Cuffy, sir,” said Lovell savagely.

“Indeed! For what reason?”

“He—he—he's got a box of mine,
sir.”

“Do you mean you have lent Cufly
a box?” asked Mr, Manders.

“N-n-no, sirt”

“You cannot mean that Cuffy has
purloined a box belonging to you,
Lovell? If so, you may inform me
of the particulars of the theft.”

“No!” gasped vell It was just
like Mr. Manders to put it like this. He
really was a very unpleasant gentle-

an.

“Then what do you mean, Lovell?”
asked Roger Manders in his most
magisterial way.

“I—TI mean it was a lark, sir—a study
raid—only a jape—no harm done,”
stammered the unfortunate Lovell. “I
—I iust want to ask Cufly for the box,

sir,

“If Cuffy has taken a box from your
study, I fail to see how it can possibly
be regarded as a - joke,” said Mr.
Manders. “ At all events I fail to see any
humour in it. But if Cuffy has your
box, Lovell, certainly it shall be re-
turned to you. Describe the box.”

Lovell began to regret his hasty in-
vasion of Mr. Manders’ House. But
he regretted too late, as he often did.

“Qh, just a cardboard box, sir, about
a foot square, tied up with stlmg,” he
stammered.

“What did it contain?”
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“Hm1”

“Kindly acquaint me with the con-
tents of the box which, you allege, a
boy belonging to this House has taken
from your study in the School House,
Lovell,” said Mr. Manders sternly.
“Was it some article of value?”

“N-n-no, sir!”

“Some eatables, I suppose—some of
the indigestible pastries upon which, I
believe, Classical boys are allowed to—
to gorge in their studies?” said the
Modern master in disgust.

“No, sir, it wasn't tuck.”

“Then what was it?” snapped Roger
Manders.

“Hem!”

“If you cannot acquaint me with the
contents of the box, Lovell, I decline to
believe that Cuffy has taken any box
belonging to you,” said Mr, Manders.
“It is clear to me that you have come
here to pick a quarrel with a Modern
boy, for no reason whatever save your
natual quarrelsome disposition.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“I shall take you to your Form-
master, Lovell.”

“I—I—I don’t mind telling you, sir,”
gasped Lovell desperately. “It—it was
fireworks, sir, that I'd got ready for
the Fifth.”

Mr. Manders frowned.

As he was a Modern master, and
had nothing to do with the Classical
side, Lovell hoped that the existence of
fireworks in a Classical study would
not worry him. But he had overlooked
Mr. Manders’ well-known gift of in-
terfering in matters that did not con-
cern him.

“Upon my word!” exclaimed Mr.
Manders.  “You have been keeping
fireworks in your study against the
rules of the school, Lovell?”

“It isn’t long to the Fifth, sir, and

—and:
£ %andulous‘ 1 exclaimed Mr,
Manders. “You will be punished for

this, Lovell, punished severely!”
Arthur Edward Lovell’s eyes gleamed.
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He was more than fed-up with Roger
Manders by this time.

“I shan’t be punished in this House,
sir!” he e\(clammq

“What at?”

“You can’
Lovell.

Mr. Manders siniled grimly.

“I shall deal with "Cuffy myself,
Lovell, as he belongs to my House. As
you so clearly state, you are a
Classical boy, and to be dealt with

t cane Classicals, sir,” said

elsewhere. I shall take you to your
Form-master, and explain - to
Dalton. Come!”

Lovell backed away.
e »

“Come!” said Mr. Manders in a
grinding voice, and he dropped a
heavy hand on Lovell's shoulder and
led him out of the House and across
the quad to the Classical side.

CHAPTER 2.
Cuffy Means Welll
Y dear James
“My dear ass!”
Jimmy Silver cordially.

Clarence Cuffy, with a grave and
serious expression on his face, came
up to the three juniors in the quad.
Jimmy Silver and Raby and Newcome
resisted the impulse to walk quickly in
another direction.

Really, they felt that they had had
enough Cuffy for one day. But they
were good-natured fellows, and they
held on.

“I observe that Lovell is not with
you, my dear James,” pursued Cuffy,
blinking at the captain of the Fourth.

“He's looking for a giddy box he's
lost,” answered Jimmy. “Why not run
along and help him, Cuffy?”

“Good egg!” said Raby heartily.

“Do!” urged Newcome.

Clarence Cuffy was so excessively
obliging a youth, so thoughtful for
others and so forgetful of himself, that
the three Classicals expected to see

answered
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him scud off towards the House at
once to lend his assistance to Arthur
Edward.
But Cuffy did not.
luad very seriously.
“In the circumstances, my dear
James, I do not desirc to approach
within closer proximity of Lovell,” he
said. “I should greatly prefer to
zive you a message for him, James.”
“A message! What on earth about?”

He shook his

“Possibly he may have ;drE:'\dy
missed his box of fireworks—
“My hat! That’'s the box he's

looking for!” Jimmy Silver stared at
Cuffy. “You don’t know anything about
it, I suppose, Cuffy?”

am very, very well acquainted
w1th the matter, my dear Jages. You
I removed the box from your

“You did!” yelled the three.

“Precisely, my dear friends.”

“My only hat!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver in amazement. “Here's Cuffy
taking to playing japes in his old age.
Great pip! But you mustn’t jape
Classical studies, Cuffy! You really
mustn’t, you know! Keep it for the
Modern side!”

“But, my dear James——"

“We always bump silly asses who
jape in our study,” explained Raby.
“We give them whole beans.”

“My dear George—"

“Collar him!” said Newcome. “I
hardly like the idea of bumping a white
rabbit, but we can’t let Moderns rag in
Classical studies. It’s a matter of
prestige.”

“My dear Arthur—"

“Sorry!” said Jimmy Silver kindly.
“I'm not displeased to see you waking
up, Cuffy, and developing some of the
attributes of a human being. In fact,
I am very, very pleased.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Raby and New-
come, quite tickled by that playful imi-
tation of Cuffy’s solemn style.

“But,” continued Jimmy Silver, “it's
8 well-established law, like unto the
laws of the Medes and giddy Persians,
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that any merchant who rags in our
study gets it in the neck. Sorry and
all that, but for the sake of our
prestige we've got to bump you.”

“My dear James—""

“Bag him!”
“Yarooh! I assure you—- Oh,
dear! Oh, my goodness!” yelled Cufly,

as he was upended in the grasp of the
Classical trio.

Bump! 3

It was not a hefty bump, only a
playful bump. But it was enough for
Clarence Cuffy, who was of the weedy
variety physically. The game of
noughts and crosses, though so very
much preferable to football, had not
developed Cuffy’s muscles to any great
extent. He sat on the ground and
gasped and blinked at the three in a
dizzy state.

“Oh, dear! Oh, my goodness!” he
gasped. “My dear James—my dear
George—my dear Arthur—ow! I do
assure you in the most serious manner
that I was not what you term japing
in your study. I have always sedu-
lously avoided jeining in anything of
the nature of a practical joke. I assure
you, my dear friends, that I removed
the—ow!—box of fireworks with the
very, very best intentions. Ow!”

Jimmy Silver chuckled and picked
Cuffy up by the collar and set him on
unsteady feet.

“If you weren’t japing we've wasted
that bump,” he said. “¥You can con-
sider that you never had it.”

“Ow! Ow! My dear James——"
gasped Cuffy.

“But if you weren’t japing, what the
thump did you mess about with Lovell’s
box of fireworks for?” demanded the
captain of the Four

“Ow! That is what I was about to
explain when you broke out into what
I can only characterise as indefensible
hooliganism !” stuttered Cuffy. “I re-
moved the box of fireworks in order to
save Lovell from the punishment due
for keepmg such things in a junior
study. I felt it my dutv to do Lovell
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this act of kindness. Ow! But as I
considered it possible that Lovell might
be annoyed, I was going to ask you to
tell him, instead of personally acquaint«
ing kum with this act of—ow!—kind-
ness.”

The leslcal trio stared at the gasp-
ing C

“Do you mean that some giddy
master had heard about Lovell's fire-
works, and was going to rcot them
out?” asked Raby in wonder. “If so,
you could have tipped Lovell the wink,
instead of taking them away yourself,
you born ass!”

“You do not as yet wholly compre-
hend the situation, my dear George.
Lovell was breaking the rules of the
school in keeping fireworks in his study
before Bonfire Day. I learned that
Bulkeley of the Sixth suspected their
presence there, and, had he found
them, undoubtedly Arthur Edward
would have been caned. That would
have been very, very sad.”

“sad enough for Lovell!” agreed
Jimmy. “But why couldn't you tell
Lovell about it, fathead?”

“My dear James, I could not wholly
reconcile it to my conscience to be a
party, however innocent, to a serious
infraction of the rules of the school,”
explained Cufly. “Lovell would merely
have placed the firew i
spot. In an entirely unjustifiable
spirit of self-sufficiency he would have
persisted in his infraction of the rules
of the school. For that reason I con-
veyed the box of fireworks to Mr.
Dalton’s study.”

“What!” reared the Classicals.

Cufty blinked at them.

“I considered that the most judicious
thing to do in the circumstances,” he
said. “The fireworks, of course, will be
confiscated. I hope and trust that that
will impress upon dear Arthur Edward
the necessity of obeying the rules of
the school. Do you not think it prob-
able, my dear James?”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped dear James.
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“Somebody’s put the silly owl up.to
this,” said Raby. “How did a Modern
ass know anything about a box in &
Classical study? Who told you, Cuffy?”

“Dear Albert.

“Fathead! Do you mean that cad
Leggett? He's the kind of spying cad
who would know what there v in a
fellow’s study,” sniffed Raby.

“My dear George, pray de not speak
so very, very slightingly of dear Albert.

s caned by Mr. Dalfon in the
room this morning, and is suffer-
onsiderable discomfort,. but he is

wing a kind and forgiving spirit
that has delighted me. Dear Albert
told me that the fireworks were in
Lovell’s study, and that Bulkeley knew,
and suggested that a really kind-
hearted fellow would remove them in
time. Was not that very, very kind of
Leggett?”

“Pulling your silly leg, you owl! He
spied out Lovell’s fireworks, but Bulke-
ley never knew anything about it,”
growled Newcome.

“Oh, my goodness! You surely do
not think that dear Albert was capable
of deceiving me.”

“Fathead!” &

“But he seemed so very, very kind
and thoughtful,” said Cufly in distress.
“He suggested saving Lovell from an
offence against the rules of the school
by taking the fireworks to Mr. Dalton’s
study. I had not thought of it myself
but as soon as dear Albert sugg
it I perceived what a very, very good
idea it was.”

“You crass ass!” said Jimmy Silver.
“You—you—you pink-eyed white
rabbit!! Loveil shelled out a quid for
those fireworks! They'll be confiscated

“erhouc doubt, my dear James. But
do you not think that that will be a
valuable lesson to Lovell? - Albert
thought so.”

“Ill talk to dear Albert later,”
growled  Jimmy Silver. “Come on,
vou chaps! Dicky Dalton went out for
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a walk after class, and we may be in
time to get the fireworks back before
he comes in. Well try.”

“My dear James,” exclaimed Cuffy,
“let me prevail upon you not to undo
the good work I have done, on the kind
suggestion of dear Alpert. I assure you
that I acted with the very, very best
intentions—

“Oh, cheese it!”

But Cuffy was not to be denied. He
grabbed the captain of the Fourth by
the sleeve as the juniors turned back
hastily towards the House.

“One moment, my dear James—""

“Leggo, you fathead!”

“But if you will reflect seriously for
a few minutes: Yaroocooh!” roared
Cuffy, as he sat down.

Jimmy Silver had no time to waste,
and he smote. The three Classicals cut
off towards the House, leaving Clarence
Cuffy sitting on the hard, unsym-
Dathetic earth—so different from Cuffy
himself, who was so very soft and sym-
pathetic! But there was no doubt that
the earth was unsympathetic and hard,
and Clarence Cuffy felt very, very
pained.

“Ow!” he gasped. “Wow!
Oh, my goodness! Ow!”

The three Classicals raced for the

House.
They knew that Mr. Richard Dalton,
the master of the Fourth, had gone out
for his usual walk after classes, and
there was a chance of annexing Lovell’s
box from his study before he returned.
If he had already returned the game
was up; but they hoped for the best,
and did not lose a second.

They ran breathlessly into the House
and headed for Mr. Dalton’s study.
Valentine Mornington was loafing in
the passage, and Jimmy caught him by
the arm.

Yow!

“Has Dicky come in?” he asked
quickly,
Morny nodded.
Yes; he passed me a minute ago.”
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“Oh, rotten luck! Did he go to his
stugy?”

“I think so.”

“Come on,” said Jimmy. “There’s a
chance yet—he may have gone to
Masters’ Room! If he's there, we'll
ask him something about deponent
verbs; if he isn’t, we’ll bag Lovell’s box.
Come on.”

The three hurried on to Richard
Dalton’s study.

Just as they reached it, the door
opened. Richard Dalton himself
glanced into the passage.

“Ah, Silver!” he said. “Have you
box of matches, my boy?”

“Oh—ah—wiat! Matches?” There
was no doubt that Richard Dalton had
gone to his study!

“Yes,” said Mr. Dalton, with a smile.
“My fire is laid, but I find there are no
matches in the study and I have none
about me. Perhaps you will fetch me
a box, Silver.”

“ON, certainly, sir!” gasped Jimmy.

He cul off, and returned in a minute
or two with a box of matches.

“Thank you!” said Mr. Dalton, and
he went back into his study and closed
the door. The fire was ready laid in
his grate, and Mr. Dalton was accus-
tomed to putting a match to it him-
self when he came in from his walk
after classes.

In the passage the three Classicals
looked at one another.

“Nothing doing!” remarked New-
come, with a shrug of the shoulders.

“Only to kick Cufly and thrash that
cad Leggett,” said Raby.

Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.

“It’s rotten,” he said; “but we've
done our best. Better find that ass
Lovell and tell him where his giddy
fireworks are, anyhow.”

“My hat! Here he comes, with
Manders.”
“Oh, dear! More trouble!” sighed

Jimmy Silver.
Mr. Roger Manders, with a grim and
frowning brow, came along the cor-
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ridor, with a heavy hand on the
shoulder of Arthur Edward Lovell.
Arthur Edward was looking sulky and
rebellious,

Mr, Manders glanced at Jimmy Silver
& Co. with a frown, and then tapped
at Mr, Dalton’s door. Lovell, with a
grimace at his chums, went with him.
Evidently Arthur Edward was being
taken to his Form-master for punish-
ment for sore offence; he had not been
long in gathering up trouble after part-
ing with his comrades.

“What on carth’s up?” said Jimmy.

“Goodness krows!  Let’s wait for
him.”

And the Cilassical three waited.

CHAPTER 5.
Explosive!
HARD DALTON glanced over
is shoulder as a tap came at his
study door. He was kneeling before the
fire, appl matches to the paper
stuffed vnder the wood and coal.
“Come in!” he said.
The door opened, and Roger Manders
entered, leading in Lovell of the Fourth
by the shoulder.

“Mr. Dalton rose to his feet.
The paper in the grate had caught
row, and was flickering. Mr. Dalton

laid the box of matches on the mantel-
piece and stepped to his table. He was
not looking pleased. Mr. Manders’
expression hinted only too plainly that
he had come to lay a complaint—and

Mr. Manders was a gentleman much
given to laying complaints. Always, or
rearly always, Mr. d some
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“Good-afternoon, Mr. Manders!”

“Oh, good-afternoon, sir!” said Roger
Manders acidly. “Mr. Dalton, I have
to bring to your notice—"

“I trust that Lovell—-"

“Lovell has been insolent tc me, sir.”
said Mr. Manders, ‘“‘That, perhaps,’
may not seem very serious to you, Mr.
Dalton.”

“Really, Mr. Manders—""

“I will not dwell upon it, sir—I will
not dwell upon it!” interrupted the
Modern master. “I am well aware that
on the Classical side in this school
views differ from those held ‘on the
Modern side.” Lovell's impudence, I
have no doubt, is in keeping thh the
andmm\s of his House.”

My, Manders!”

“But_there is .another matter, sir,
which I must report to you, which 1
think that you regard as serious!”
snfipped Roger Manders. “Lovell burst
into my House, sir, a few minutes ago,
in search of a Modern boy, whom he
accuses of taking a box from his study.
So far as Cufly of the Modern Fourth
is concerned, I shall deal with the
matter. But reluctantly, sir, very
reluctantly, Lovell confessed to keeping
a box of fireworks in his study, against
all the rules of the school, sir. This
utterly reckless boy totally disregards
the danger of setting Rookwood on fire,
and recklessly disregards the strict in-
junctions of Dr. Chisholm! That
matter, sir, I felt bound to bring to
your notice, as Lovell's Form-master,
sir.”

And having thus delivered himself,
at twice the necessary length, vn
Manders took up a

complaint to make of the conduct of
Ciassical fellows, and Classical masters
generally suffered from a tired feeling
on the subject.

Still, it was Richard Dalton's duty
to hear the complaint and to adjudi-
cate, and he stood at his writing-table
and looked across it at Mr. Manders
and Lovell as politely as he could.

tion on the hemm ug, leaving eu '0
face his Form-master across the writ-
ing-table.

Mr. Dalton frowned.

He was annoyed by the manner of
the Modern master, annoyed by the
fact that Mr. Manders had a plausible
pretext for reporting one of his boys,
and angered by the infraction of the
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rules of the House. So he was by no
means the usually kind and genial
young man the Classical Fourth knew
as he fixed his eyes on Lovell.

“Lovell! You had a box of fireworks
in your study?”

“Yes, sir,” said Lovell.

“You are well aware of -the stvict
rule against keeping fireworks in the
studies before the Fifth of November?”

“I—I-forgot, sir!” stammered Lov
Sniff! from Mr. Manders.
Mr. Manders, with his hands under

his coat-tails, stood on the hearthrug,
his back to the fire, enjoying the genial
warmth as the flames spread through
the grafe.

“The boy at he forgot!”
sneered “I venture to
suggest, i
thing of tt
untruthfully

Lovell's eyes flashed.

“I'm not!” he shouted. “You've no
right .to that, Mr. Manders!”

“Wh at?”

“Con vourself, Lovell!” said Mr.
Dalton sternly,

“T'm not a liar, sir!” growled Lovell.
“‘¥You know I'm not, Mr. Dalton, If T
didn’t exactly forget the rule about
fireworks i

. sir.

That’s what I meant, sir. I know jolly
well I've broken a rule, and I'm not
denying it.”

“It is a serious matter, Lovell! A
fire was caused in a study at one time
rom ihe explosion of some fireworks
which had been carelessly left near a
fire. Since then the rule on the sub-
ject has been very strict. It was quite
right and proper of Mr. Manders to
report this fo me. I am obliged to you,
Mr, Manders,” added Richard Daiton,
with an effort. ~

““Not at all, sir—not at all!” said Mr,
Manders, with a slight inflection of
sarcasm.

“As for you, Lovell—”

Mr. Dalton was interrupted.
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It was an amazing interruption.
Bang!

“What——" ejaculated Mr. Dalton.

Bang!

“What—" stuttered Lovell.

Bang, bang, bang! Fizzzzzzza!
Squisssssssh!  Bang, bang, BANG!

“Whoooooop!” yelled Mr. Manders.

It was a sudd terrific, deafeningz,
volcanice explosion in.the fire-grate!

Wood and coal were hurled in all
directions!

Bang, baag, bang!

That sudden, terrific explosion just
behind him made Reger Manders leap
fairly into the air.

Bang, BANG! Squlzzzzzzza!

“Help!” shrieked Mr. Manders.
“Fire, fire! Help! Whoooop! Bless

soul! Heip! What—what-—

—in the fire! That villain Cuffy
Oh, my only summer hat!”

Mr. Dalton stcod transfixed. But for
Mr. Manders’ visit, probably he would
have been seated in the armchair
before the fire, changing his boots for
his slippers, and in that case he would
have got the full benefit of the sudden
eruption.

As it was, it was Mr. Manders wha
got the full benefit of it.

He leaped away from the fender,
pursued by whizzing fragments of coal
and wood, whizzing rockets and Roman
candles and fizzing squibs. To the
astounded and scared Modern master
it seemed as if a bomb had exploded
Jjust behind him.

Bang, bang, bang!

Evidently a stack of fireworks had
been carefully hidden in the heart of
the fire. If had taken a little time for
the newly lighted fire to reach them.
And then—

Bang, bang, bang, bang!
__Fireworks flew on all sides. A “jump-
ing” cracker—one of those fearsome
contrivances that explioded half a dozen
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times in succession—seemed to haunt
Mr. Manders as he jumped and leaped
and dodged. It banged under his coat-
tails; it banged again between his feet
as hie came down after his first jump;
it banged behind him as he fled; it
banged after him; it jumped and
banged again in front of him. It
seemed endowed with almost a human
ingenuity. Mr. Manders stumbled over
a chair in his wild dodging and fell to
the floor, fairly on the repeating
cracker. It gave a final bang as he
landed on it.

BANG!

Mr. Manders jumped up as suddenly
as if the floor had become red-hot.

“Oh! Ah! Ow! Help, fire, fire!
Help!” shricked Mr. Manders
frantically.

“Upon my word!” gasped Richard
Dalton.

Lovell stared dazedly at the smoking,
fizzing fire-grate. He knew where his
fireworks had gone now. Evidently
Cuffy had not taken them over to
Manders’ House, as he had supposed at
first. They were here—here, in Mr.
Dalton’s study, going strong!

‘The door opened and Jimmy Silver’s

alarmed face looked in, with other
alarmed faces looking over his
shoulders.

“What is it, sir? What—what—"
stuttered Jimmy.

“A diabolical outrage!” gasped Mr.
Manders. “Upon my word! I am
burnt—I am scolched-l am injured!
Mr. Dalton, I—I—-

Words failed Roger Manders.

The study reeked with smoke and the
smell of gunpowder.

With a last fizz the last quib went
off, and there was silence after the ter-
rific uproar. Outside, in the passage, a
startled mob of Rookwood fellows
stared into Mr. Dalton’s study. Along
the passage some scared fag was yell-
ing “Fire!” and an angry senior was
yelling to him to “chuck” it. The
there was a buzz of “the Head!” and
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the crowd in the passage parted to give
room to the majestic figure of Dr.
Chisholm, the headmaster of Rook-
wood.

CHAPTER 27.
Awful for Alberi!
R. CHISHOLM swept into the
study. He swept in lofty and

majestic. But the next moment as

the atmosphere of the study struck,

him, he coughed and sniffed. This
detracted a little from his majesty, but
adqe d to his anger,

“What is all this?” he exclaimed.
“'What does this mean—in your study,
Mr, Dalton? I have been startled,
astounded by an exploslon a series of
deafening detonations!”

“It is an outrage, sir!” almost
shrieked Mr. Manders. “I have been
subjected to an outrage—a—a—a
diabolical outrage!”

“What has happened?”
the Head.

“Explosives, sir, were stacked in Mr.
Dalfon’s fire, and I—as I was standing
before the fire, sir—was blown up—
blown up, sir!” stuttered the Modern
master.  “Mr. Dalton can doubtless
explain, sn'er Dalton may be able to
explain—

“ Have a little sense, Mr. Manders!”
rapped out Mr, Dalton. “Do you
imagine for one moment that I am
a party to this—that I had any know-
ledﬂe of this rascally trickery?”

“I suspect it very scronolv
Dalton. I certainly think—-’

“You are childish, sir!” hooted the
Fourth Form master.

Did

“What — what?
“I said childish, sir, and I repeat

thundered

Mr.

you say

childish?”

4 Sﬂcncpl” exclaimed the Head in a
formidable voice. You forget your-
selves, * gentlemen! ~ Mr. Manders,
calm yourself ! Mr. Dalton, kindly
tcll me at once what has occurred.”™

“Mr. Manders came here with Lovell,
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We
by that sudden
Somie person had stacked
fireworks among the coal in my grate.
Quite norant cf this, I applied a
match to the me when I came in, as
is my hal was, of course, by
the sheerest acmdem that Mr. Mande:
was standing before the fire when the
explosion took place.”

“‘Undoubtedly,” said the Head. “But
this—this \mckcd and dangerous trick
—this must be severely inquired into.
Lovell, it appears, had fireworks in his
possession. Did you place fireworks
m Mr, Dalton’s gnfe Lovell?”

“No, gir!” gasped Lovell.

“Where are your fireworks now, at
this moment?”

“I—I don’t know, sir!”

“You do net know!” thundcred the
Head. “I think we may safely con-
clude that they were 3our fireworks,
then, that exploded in this study,
Lovell.”

“It—l think it's very likely, sir; bub

“Then was

“No, 5 panted Lovell, in dire
appxehenswn “Not at all, sir!  Mr.
Manders will bear me out, sir, that I
went over to his House, looking for a
fellow who had taken the fireworks
from my study.”

“If you kept fireworks in your study,
Lovell, you will be caned. If you played
this dastardly and dangerous mck you
wxll be given a punuc flogging.”

didn’t, st
+ “Give me the name of the boy who
has taken the fireworks from your
stuuy immem’\lely o

I—" stammered Lovell.

& It. ‘was.Cuffy, of my House, sir,” said
Mr. Manders. “That was Lovell's
statement. But I am absolutely
certain, sir, that no Modern boy played
this tnck and least of all Cuffy.”

“Cufy|” repeated the Head. “I
have noticed the boy Cufly, and cer-

tainly I should never have suspected
Send for Cuffy at once, and I

OWN LIBRARY 67

will question him. This matte) must
be probed to the very root.

“Cuffy!” shouted voices along the
passage.

Half a dozen fellows propelled
Clarence Cuffy towards Mr. Dalton’s
study.

The duffer of Rookwood came in
brightly enough. Being the only

fellow at Rookwood who was blessed
with an absolutely clear conscience on
all possible subjects, Cuffy had no fear
of standing in the presence of his
headmaster. He did not know why he
was wanted, but he came along quite
cheerily.

“Cuffy!” said the Head, fixing his
eyes on Clarence’s mild face. *You
removed a box of fireworks from
Lovell's study?”

“Yes, sir.”

“What did you do mth mcm?”

“I brought them her

“Here!” e;\claxmed Mr Dalbon
this study?

“Yes, sirl” said Cuﬁy brightly.

“Upon my word

“Then you are gmlty of this out~
rage, Cuffy?” demanded the Head,
scarcely able to believe his ears.

Clarence Cuffy jumped.

“I, sir!  What outrage, sir?
anything happened, sir?”

There was a chuckle in the cor rldor,
which died away instantly as Dr.
Chisholm’s eye turned towards the
Grave and serious faces

«To

Has

. my goodness! No, sir! I should
consider such an action, sir, as ex-
tremely disrespectful to Mr. Dalum 3
should regard it a8 taking a very, very
great liberty,

“Then why did you bring the fire-
works here?”

“I considered it was my duty to do
$0, sir, as Lovell was keeping them in
his s my against the rules, sir. My
intention was to do Lovell a service,
sir, and I hoped and trusted that it
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would be a lesson to him to act in a
more thoughtful and law-abiding
manner on future occasions, sir.
Leggett was also of the same opinion,
and, though I seldom agree with
Leggett’s views, I certainly consider
that on the present occasion dear
Albert advised me with unusual perspi-
cacity and propriety of feeling, sir.”

“Bless my soul!” said the Head.

“Is it possible thal Leggett played
this wretched trick, after inducing that
foolish boy to brmg the ﬁreworks to
this rocom?” said Mr. Dal

“Oh, my goodness!” gasn‘d Cufty,
quite overcome by the ca of
such duphclty on the part uf dear
Albe’

“I do not think so for one mc‘nent,
sir!” boomed Mr. Manders. “No koy
in my House would dream of playing
such a dastardly prank. Some Classical
boy beyond a doubt. I suspect
Lovell.” 4

“It appears to be clear that Lovell’s
fireworks were taken away by Cuffy,
and Lovell is, therefore, exonerated,”
said the Head. ‘“Send for Leggett,
and he shall be questioned.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged
glances. They had no doubt what-
ever that Albert Leggett had stacked
the fireworks in . Dalton’s grate,
after Cuffy had landed them there,
dodging into the study to play his
trick after Cuffly had left. —But they
were equally certain that Leggett
would never admit anything of the
kind; and there was no proof of any
kind to be had—Leggett had planned
too cunningly for that. All the evi-
dence there was was against Clarence
Cuffy, though the happy Clarence did
not realise it in the least.

“It is possible, of course, that some
other boy than Lovell had fireworks in
his possession—very probable, in fact,”
said the Head. “Lovell’s fireworks
may not have been used. I shall sift
this matter thoroughly, and you will
be given every opportunity of clearing
yourself, Cuffy.”

“I, sir!” stuttered Cuffy.
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“You, sir!” snapped the Head. “At
present, every circumstance points to
you as the culprit.”

my-goodness!”

“There scems nothing to connect
Leggelt with the matter, unless it can
be proved that he came to Mr. Dalton’s

study af you left the box of fire-
works here. If the same fireworks
were used for this trick, therefore,
Cuffy—"

“Oh, dear!”

“Where did you leave tie box of
fireworks, Cuffy?” asked Dalton
gently. “I do not see it in the study.”

“I left it under the table, sir.”

“See if it is still there.”

There was a cover on Mr. Dalton’s
table which descended half-way to the
floor. Clarence Cuffy raised the edge
of the cover, and peered uader the

able.

He' started back with a howl of
surprise.

“Oh, my goodness! What o
du‘ng there, my dear Albert?”

“What?” gasped Mr. Daiton.

“What?” stuttered Mr, Manders.

“What?” thundered the Head.

“Great pip!” murmured Jimmy
Silver, almost in ecstasy. “Leggett
was here—must have been here when
Dicky came in, he hadn’t time to dodge
out of the study after stacking the
(‘mckels in the fire— Oh, holy
smoke!”

“Ha ha, ha!” yelled Raby and New-
com

“Slleuce !” boomed the Head.

Dr. Chisholm stepped to the table
and jerked aside the cover.

“Emerge!” he thundered.

Leggett of the Fourth emerged. His
face was white with terror. Al eyes
were fixed on him. Only too plainly,
Leggett, having stacked the fireworks
in the grate, had been surprised in the
study by Mr. Dalton’s sudden return
from his walk, and had desperately
dodged under the table to escape dis-
covery. — He had been there all the
time, listening and quaking, fearing
detecticn: and now—-"

re you
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He cringed with terror before the
4 If his. presence there, and
had.not been proof enough,
smears of coal on his
fingers, plain for all eyes to see. For
a terrible moment there was nee.
“I think we need look no further
for the culprit!” said the Head, in a
deep voice. “Leggett, follow me to my
study!”
And Albert Leggett, quaking, followed
the Hea

The episode, to the"Head, seemed an
exceedingly serious one, and' he im-
pressed his view upon Albert Leggett,
with the assistance of the birch. But
most of Rookwood saw a comic side
to the affair, and there were roars of
laughter over it in the Classical Fourth
studies. Even Arthur Edward Lovell
hardly regretted the loss of his fire-
works, the way the affair had turned
out. When Leggett came away from
the Head's study he was wriggling and
writhing; and for a long, long time
he writhed and wriggled, and groaned
and gasped. But nobody wasted any
sympathy on Leggett; even Clarence
Cuffy did not sympathise with him.

CHAPTER 2.
Cuffy is Very, Very Pleased]
UFFY looks joyful!” grinned
Arthur Edward Lovell.

“He do—he does!” agreed Jimmy
Silver. “No end bucked! Has Mr.
Manders patted him on the rnpper
and told him he’s a good bo
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under the beeches, spotted him, and
paused to observe

Something, evxdently, had happened
to cause great pleasure to the duffer
of Rookwood, and they wondered what
it was.

He looked as pleased as a fellow who
had just been picked out to play for
School; but that, as it happened, would
not have pleased Cuffy at all.  Foot-
ball was much too strenuous for him.
As a game he preferred noughts and
crosses. He considered it more intel-
lectual, #nd undoubtedly it called for
less exertjon, and was not so rough a
game,

Had he reached the top of his class
he might have looked pleased but h
was never likely to attain it.

So Jimmy Silver & Co. wondered why

his kind face was irradiated with
satisfaction, and they paused to
inquire.

“Give it a name, old chap,” said
Lovell.

Cuffy gazed with mild inquiry at
the Fistical Four.

“I do not quite follow yqur remark,
my dear Arthur,” he said. “To what
are you referring?”

The Classical juniors chuckled.

That was Clarence Cuffy all over.
He had never been known to ask a
fellow what he was driving at. He
would ask him to what he was refer-
ring. Every Rookwood fellow knew
that you shouldn’t wind up a sentence
with a preposition, and Clarence Cuffy
was the only fellow who never did.

“Youre looking bucked, old man,”
said Jimmy Silver. ‘“Have you been
beating at noughts and

“Or has he won th
noughts and crosses? suggested R1 by
ha,

'I‘here vvas no doubt that Clarence

Cuffy, of the Modern Fomth looked
quite bucked.

he sat on a bench under one of

the old Rookwood beeches, his kind

and gentle face was beaming with
satisfaction.
Jimmy Silver & Co. sauntering

crosses, after a terrific struggle?”

“Or has somebedy told you you're
a good boy, and do credit to your Aunt
Georgina’s training?” asked Newcome.

Cuffy shook his head. He took those
questions quite seriously. Cuffy took
everything with great seriousness.

“Neither, my dear friends,” he
answered.  “But it is an indubitable
fact that at the present moment I am
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considerably pleased—I think I may,
without cxaggemuon say very, very
pleased.”

“How vely
Jimmy Silv

“Is it no( my dear James?” said
Cuffy, beammg “You are perhaps
aware that for some days I have been
on bad terms with my dear school-
fellow, Albert Leggett. We have now
made friends.  Is not that very, very
gratifying?”

“Oh, ripping!” gasped Jimmy.

“Spiffing, in fact!” said Lovell.

“Dear Albert was vexy, Very cross
with me,” said Cuffy. “You are aware
that he played a foolish and incon-
siderate trick in Mr. Dalton’s study
with some firewerks, and I was very
nearly punished by mistake.”

“You silly owl!” said Lovell. “Leggett
tried to land it on you, and if he's
made friends again, he’s going to play
you some dirty trick. I know he’s not
got over the flogging the Head g?ve
him, and he’s as spxteful as a ca

Cuﬂ'y looked pained.

“My dear Arlhm, Leggett has
assu’rcd me that he is very, very sorry

very nice!” murmured

“Gammon!”

“He has confessed that his action
was very, very thoughtless—-"

“Pulling your leg, old bean.”

“I should be very, very unwilling to
suspect Albert of such duplicity, my
dear Arthur,” said Cuffy. “In fact,
if I may say so without wounding your
feelings, I am shocked at the sug-
gestion.”

“Fathead!”

“I'd trust Leggett of the Modern
Fourth about as far as I could see
him,” remarked Raby. “Of course
he’s pulling your silly leg. But what
the thump is he taking the trouble to
pull your silly leg for?”

“My dear George—"

“Leggett got an awful licking the
other day for his silly trick wlbh the
fireworks,” said Jimmy Silver, “I'm
prelty certain that he wants to take it
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out of you, Cufly. Mind your eye, old
bean.” %

“I should be very, very sorry to dis-
trust dear Albert,” said Cuffy mildl;
“But, as a matter of fact, my dear
friends, Albert has given preof of his
good intentions. He is standing me
a spread this afternoon. Although
dear Albert is not in your House, doubb—
less you are aware that he very, very
seldom stands anybody anyth:

“I know he's as mean as a chap
can be,” said Lovell. “So he’s stand-
ing you a spread to make up for gettuw
you into a row with Mr, Dalton?”

“Just so, my dear Arthur!”

“Well, the proverb says that leopards
can’t change their spots,” said Lovell.
“But, if this is straight, Leggett has
changed his giddy spots with a venge-

ance.  Not that I believe it. He's
spoofing you.”
“Let’s go and kick him,” suggested

Raby.
days.”

“Good egg!”

“Hallo! Here he comes!” exclaimed
Newcome, as the weedy figure of
Albert Leggett, of the Modern Fourth,
appeared on fthe path under the
beeches.

Cuffy jumped up in alarm, s

“My dear friends, I trust you will not
be rough with dear Albert!” he ex-
claimed. “I should be very, very
shocked and grieved.”

Jimmy Silver chuckled.

“Come on,” he said. “We mustn't.
shock and grieve dear Clarence. Be-
sides, he was born to have his leg
pulled. We'll kick Leggett another
time.

And the Classical chums walked
away as Leggett came up. The cad
of the Fourth cast a suspicious glance
after them, and joined Cuff:

“Quick march!” said Jimmy Silver.
“There’s Tubby Muffin, and he’s tried
three times to borrow a half-crown
to-day. He may get hold of it at the
fourth time of asking.”

“I say, Jimmy—" shouted Reginald
Muffin.

“We haven't kicked him for
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Fistical Four walked very
my!” -roared Muffin.

It was nearly tea-time, and at such
a time it was rc'my not safe to meet
Reginald Mufii

Jimmy S)lvcz & Co. turned a deaf
ear. Like Felix, they kept on walking.
But Muffin was not to be denied. - The
fat Classical rolled in pursuit and
broke into a run.

“Trot!” said Jimmy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Reginald Muffin was so plump, and
had so intense a dislike of exertion,
that it seemed rather a%*ood wheeze to
give him a run. The chums of the
end study broke into a trot, and passed
under the arch into Litle Quad. Regi-
nald Muffin, uffing and blowing,
trotted after them. The Fistical Four
passed under the library windows, and
right round Little Quad, with the fat
Classical puffing on their trail.

He stopped at last to get his second
wind. .Then the Fistical Four halted
and looked round.

“Hallo! Did you call, Muffin?”
inquired Jimmy Silver,

“Ow! I say, Jimmy—groogh!—I'm
out of breath!” gasped Tubby Muffin.
"I say, can you lend me a—grooogh!”

Ha, ha, ha!”

“Half - crown!” pluttcred Tubby
“You see, I'm rather shor

“And fat!” remarked Jxmmy

“I mean, short of money, owing—"

“Owing money right and left, what?”

“Owing to not getting a remittance
from my uncle, Captain Muffin. I've
got nothing for tea,” said Tubby lugu-
briously.

“Try tea in Hall!” suggested Raby.

Muffin sniffed impatiently,

“I've had tea in Hall! That doesn’t
make much difference to me.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Try Leggett!” said Jimmy Silver,
laughing. “Leggett of Manders’ House.
He's standing a feed to-day.”

Another sniff from Muffin.

“Meanest cad at Rookwood.” he said.
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“He never stmds anything. Lend me
half-a-crown——"

“He’s standing Cuffy a spread, and
Cuffy may let you in. You know, he’s
very, very kind and very, very obliging,”
chuckled Arthur Edward Lovell.

“I'd rather you lent me half-a-crown.
You see—"

““Good-bye, Muffin!”

“I say—hold on—stop! Yah!”
roared Muffin. The Fistical Four
trotted again, and vanished through
the old stone arch into Big Quad.

Reginald Muffin hadn’t a trot leftin
him. He ralled on after them at a more
leisurely pace, and by the time he
eniered Big Quad they had vanished.
And Tubby Muffin, with a discontented
grunt, proceeded to look for Cuffy and
Leggett. There was a very, very slim
chance of capturing anything in that
direction, but it was a case of any port
in a storm. Muffin had had only one
tea, so he was hungry, and when
Muffin was hungry, matters were
serious. So he looked under the beeches
for Clarence Cuffy, with a faint hope
in his podgy breast.

GHAPTER 25,
The Wrong Man!
Y dear Albert
Cufly beamed on Leggett of
the Modern Fourth.

Leggett grinned back.

The mild and gentle Cuffy would
have been very, very shocked to suspect
Leggett of duplicity. No other Rook-
wooder would ever have suspected him
of anything clse.

Leggett was not a nice character.

He had laid his little scheme a few

days before to startle Mr. Dalton with
a firework explosion in his study grate,
the blame and the punishment to fall
upon the unsuspecting Cuffy.

But the best laid schemes of mice
and men gang aft agley, and Leggett’s
scheme had not worked out success-
fully. Cuffy had been lucky in escap-
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ing. It proved, as Mornington had re-
marked, that there was such a thing
as “feol's luck.”

Leggett had been flogged, as he had
deserved, but he did not like getting his
deserts. He blamed Cufly for his dis-
aster, and Leggett was a fellow who
never forgot a grudge. He could forget
a benefit with wonderful facility, but
a grudge lingered long in his memory.

He had always despised the mild and
kind-hearted duffer of the Fourth. Now
he disliked him intensely, and was d
termined to make him “sit up” in re-
taliation for his flogging.

Anyone lacking Cuffy’s touching faith
in human nature might have suspected
Leggett of trickery when he spoke of
standing a spread. Leggett was never
known to give anything away. His
dearest pal—if he had had one—would
never have dreamed of asking him for
anything. Orpheus, with his lute, drew
iron tears’ down Pluto’s cheek; but a
dozen of him, with a whole orchestra,
would not have drawn sixpence from
Albert Leggett. But to the kind and
simple mind of Clarence Cuffy this
unusual and amazing generosity on the
part of Albert Leggett was only a signal
breof of his repentance of his schem-
ing trickery.

“My dear Albert, I am so pleased
that we are friends again,” said Cuffy.
“I was very disturbed by the rancor-
ous feelings you displayed, my dear
Albert, after you received that very,
very well merited flogging from the
Head. I am so glad, Albert, that you
can see now how very, very badly you
acted, and how you deserved the con-
tempt which all the fellows feel for
you.”

“Eh?”

“It is possible, my dear Albert, that
if you keep in this greatly improved
frame of mind the fellows will begin
to regard you as quite a decent chap,”
said Cuffy, beaming. ‘“They may cease
to consider you a rank outsider and an
unsvezkable cad, as they do, at present.

RIVAL GUYS OF ROOKWOOD!

Will not that be very, ¥
my dear Albert?”

Leggeft seemed to cxperience some
difiiculty in breathing.

“How very, very pleasant
be for you, Albert, to be trusted and
liked, instead of being distrusted and
despised,” said Cuffy. “I have often,
often reflected how disagreeable
it must be to you, Albert, to be regarded
with general dislike and contempt.”

Leggett gasped.

“Oh! Yes! Ah! I say, Cuffy, I
came to tell you that I've fixed it up
about the spread.” .

‘It is very, very kind of you, Albert,”
said Cuffy “I should have had a very
nice tea to-day, as I received a large
plum cake from my dear Aunt
Georgina, but Towle asked me for the
cake, and I thought it would be selfish
to refuse. I think, perhaps, Towle was p
Jesting, as he seemed quite, quite sur- 4
prised when I gave him the cake. How-
ever, he took it, and I should have to
take my tea in Hall but for your
thoughtful kindness, my dear Albert.”
“Well, of all the idiots—"

‘What?”

gratifying,

it would

“I--I mean, I—I see,” said Leggelt. !

““Quite so. Look here, you know how

fussy Mr. Manders is about fellows

having feeds in their studies. So I've

arr:énged this spread in the wood-*
ed.”

“I trust that there will be nothing
of a surreptitious nature, my dear
Albert,” said Cuffy anxiously.

Leggett breathed hard.

“Oh, no! There’s no law against a
feed in the wood-shed, old chap. That’s
all right. I've taken the stuff there—
it's all ready. Just cut along and un-
pack it, will you, while I go and—and
post a letter for Mr. Manders. I'll join
you in the wood-shed.”

“ Certainly, my dear Albert.”

“Don’t wait for me, you know,” said
Leggett. “Just begin! Everything I've
put in the wood-shed is for you, Cuffy!”

“That is certainly very kind of you,
Albert. I will proceed to the wood-shed
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immediately, as I
hungry,” said Cuffy.
s00n as you can.”

“Right-ho! Cut off now!”

Clarence Cuffy walked away under
the beecches, and Leggett gazed after
him with a sarcastic grin. Certainly
he had prepared something for Cuffy
in the wood-shed, but only Cuffy would
have believed that it was a spread. But
the happy Cufiy had no doubts,

Leggett walked back to Manders’
House feeling satisfied. Clarence Cuffy
was. about to pay fop the flogging
Léggett had writhed under a few days
ago.  Without a glimmering of suspi-
cion in his mind, Clarence Cuffy
trotted off cheerfully. As he passed
the stone arch a fat figure rolled cut of
Little Quad and hailed him.

“Cuffy! I say, Cuffy!”

Cuffy looked round. Even Cuffy, ki
as he was, fell disposed to clear when
he sighted Tubby Muffin. But he
would not give way to a selfish impulse,
50 _he halted.

Tubby Muffin rolled up to him.

“In a hurry?” he asked, with a fat,
ingratiating grin.

“Iam somewhat pressed for time, my
dear Reginald,” said Cuffy. “The “fact
is, I am a little hungry, 'md I am going
tc partake of a spread.”

"Muffin’s round eyes glistened.

2 3 ® Yo:jx Te going away Irom the House,”

e

am  somewhat
“Pray join me as

“The spread is in the wood-shed, my
dear Reginald. Mr, Manders is rather
fussy about fellows in our House stand-
in, s in the studies.”

“Oh!” gasped Muffin. “And—and
is the stufl really in the wood-shed

now?”

““Certainly, my dear Reginald.”

“I—I say, Cuffy, Jimmy Silver wants
to speak to you. He wants you to go
to his study—very important!”

, dear!” said Cufly. ‘I am some-
what hunrrry and the spread is actu-
ally waiting for me. Are you quite,
quite sure that it is important,
Muffin?"”

3
“Oh, quite! You—you see, his
father’'s been run over by a motor-
lorry,” said Tubby recklessly, “He’s—

he’s fearfully cut up!”

Cuffy jumped.

‘‘Oh, my goodness! What a dreadful,
dreadful blow for poor dear James!
How very, very sad! Are you quite
sure, Reginald?”

“Oh, quite! He |got right under the
traction-engine—’

“The what?”

“I mean the motor-lorry—and—and
expired without a word,” said Muffin.
“It was—was. frightful! Awful, in fact!
Jimmy’s,blubbing in his study, and if
you'd only go and speak a \wld to him
—comfort him, you

‘“Certainly, my dear Regmald' Iam
very, very grieved and pained. I will
go to poor dear James at once! It
would be very, very selfish of me to
think of my tea at such a time.”

And Clarence Cuffy started for th
School House at a rapid run.

“Oh, my only hat!” gasped Muffin.

It really seemed too good to be true,
to Reginald Muffin. Cufly was dis-
posed of, for ten minutes at least; and
he had said that the spread was all
ready in the wood-shed. In ten
minutes Reginald Muffin could dispose
of the most expensive spread ever heard
of in the annals of Rookwood School.
Cuffy was a fellow who, as it were,
opened his mouth to be -stuffed; but
Reginald Muffin had scarcely dared to
hope to stuff him so easily. While Cuffy
cut off to the House, Muffin sprinted
for the wood-shed. He forgot that he
was tired; the enticing prospect of bag-
ging Cuffy’s spread gave him new life.
And that spread was at his mercy; and
on such occasions Reginald Muffin was
merciless! Really, it seemed too good
to be true!

As a matter of fact, it was!

Tubby Muffin reached the wood-
shed. The door was a few inches ajar,
and Muffin hmnedly pushed it open

and rolled in.

Crash!
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Squash!

“Yarococoooooh!”

Something from above fell and
squashed and splashed on Reginald
Muffin; something that had been lodged
on top of the door as it stood ajar.

“Grooogh! Hooooch! Gug-gug-
gug!” spluttered the hapless Tubby.
And he staggered and tottered, and
spluttered and gurgled and gasped in
a sea of tar—wrapped in black, oozy,
sticky tar as in a garment.

CHAPTER 20,
Fool’s Luck!
B X pom deqr James!”

“ My pocs bereaved James—"
“Enho»

“I am very, very sorry- » gasped
Cuffy.

Jimmy Silver & Co,, sitting down to
tea in the end study on the Classical
side, stared at Clarence Cuffy.

Cuffy had rushed breathlessly into
the study, and his kind face was full of
emotion. Evidently he was feeling the
deepest sympathy for Jimmy Silver;
but for what reason was a mystery to
Jimmy and his friends.

“Wandering in your mind, old
bean?” asked the captain of the Fourth
pleasantly.

“My poor dear James, I have only
just heard the dreadful, dreadful
news!” gasped Cuffy. *Were you very,
very fond of your father, dear James?”
Jimmy Silver jumped.
“What?”

“Your poor dear father—"

Jimmy Silver felt a horrid chill run
through him. He strode at Clarence
Cuffy and grasped him by the shoulder.
His face was set and almost white.

“What do you mean? Talk like
human being for once, you idiot!
happmed to my father?”

©

happened?” shrieked

t’s
Jimmy.
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“Have you not heard the news, my
dear James? Surely it is a mistaken
kindness to LN‘,) it from you? Your

vr
e, you dummy! What news

do you mean” What's happened to my

father?” shouted Jimmy furiously.
“Did you not know that he had been

run over by a motor-lorry——" gasped
uffy.

od heavens!”

Jimmy  Silver released Cuffy’s
shoulder and staggered back, with a
feeling of strange weakness in his in-
side that he had never experienced
before. For a moment the whole study
swam round him.

“Buck up, old man,” said Arthur
Edward Lovell. “Keep cool! It can’t
be true; yowd get the news before
Cuﬁy Where did you hear this,
Cuffy

“Mumn told me a few minutes ago

“HOW did Muffin know?”

“He did not acquaint me with the
details, my dear Arthur. He simply
stated that dear James wished to see
me in his study, because of the dread-
ful news—"

“You fool"’ roared Lovell.

“What?

“ You—you crass idiot! Muffin was
pulling your silly leg! It’s all right,
Jimmy; we saw Muffin only ten
minutes ago in Little Quad, and he’d”
have said it then if there was anything
in it. It’s some sort of an idiotic joke
on this fool Cuffy.”

Jimmy Silver pulled himself together.

“I suppose that’s it,” he said. “Of
course, the news would have come to
the Head, and he would have sent for
me at once. But, my hat! Ill make
that fat villain wriggle for making jokes
on such a subject! You've not heard it
from anybody but Muffin, Cuffy?”

“No, my dear James! I came here
directly to offer you my deepest, deep-
est sympathy—-"

“Fathead!” said Jimmy Silver un-
gratefully. “Lot of good your cackle
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would do-if it had really happened.
But why on earth should Muffin want
to send you here with such a yarn?
I'll skin him! I'll burst him! Where
is he now?”

“I really do not know, my dear
ames,”

“Ass! Where were you when he teld
you?”

“I was in the quad, my dear James,
on the way to the woodshed.”

“What the thump did you want in
the wood-shed?” snapped Lovell. ‘‘Go-
ing to add your head to the stock?”

“No, my.dear Arthur! I was going
there for a.spread. Dear Albert had
placed the spread in the wood-shed, and
as he was detained posting a letter for
Mr. Manders. I was going there first.”

A light broke on Jimmy Silver.

“Did you tell Muffin there was grub
in the wocd-shed?”

“I certainly referred to the circum-
stance, my dear James, but I do not see
how that affects the matter in any
way.”

“You born ass, Muffin wanted to
clear you off, and he spun you a yarn
to get shut of you!” sncrted Lovell.

“Oh, my goodness!”

“We shall find Muffin at the wood-
shed if there’s any grub there,” said
Newcome.

Jimmy Silver picked up a fives bat.

“I'm going to sce if he’s there,” he
said.

“My dear James, you surely do not
suspect that Reginald would make an
untruthful statement with the deplor-
able design of raiding my tuck in the
wood-shed!” exclaimed Cuffy. “I must
really say—— Yoooop!”

larence Cuffy did not mean to say
“Yoooop!—he said it quite involun-
tarily, as Jimmy Silver cleared him out
of the way with the fives bat. Cuffy sat
on the floor of the end study and
gasped; and Jimmy Silver sprinted
down the Fourth Form passage, fol-
lowed by his chums. Tea in the end
study, in the circumstances, was a
secondary consideration,

%

It was clear that Muffin had told
the duffer of the Fourth the first yarn
that had come into his untruthful head,
te sheer him off the scene while he
dealt with the spread in the wood-shed.
Jimmy Silver had no hope of teaching
Reginald Muffin to tell the truth; but
he intended to instruct him that he had
better be a little more careful in the
sclection of his untruths. The fives
bat was taken for the purpose of in-
struction.

The Fistical Four hurried out of the
House, and sprinted round to the wood-
shed. Startling sounds greeted them as
they arrived on the spot.

“Groogh! Gug - gug -gug - gug!
Oooooch!”

“What the thump—" exclaimed
Lovell.

“What—what en earth's that?”
“That” was a blackened figure that
aggered in the doorway of the wood-
hed, gouging wildly at its blackened
ace, and uttering weird and wild and
woeful sounds. o

Only by his extensive circumference
was Reginald Muffin, of the Classical
Fourth, to be recognised.

“Is—is—is that Muffin?” gasped
Jimmy Silver. The fives bat dropped
to his side. Really, Reginald Muffin
looked as if he had captured sufficient
punishment to go en with.

“Grooogh! Ocooogh! Ow! Oh!
I'm smothered! I'm chook-chook-
choked!” spluttered Muffin. “That
villain ~Cuffy — booby-trap — told me
there was a spread—— Ow, wow!
Oocoooch! Grooogh! Gug-gug!”

‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell.

“Ow! Lcok at me!” shrieked Muffin.
“Tar—tar all over! Bucket of tar right
on my napper! Oooococh!”

“You fat villain! Did you tell Cuffy
that my father had been run over by

a  motforlorry?” demanded Jimmy
Silver.
“Ow!  Wow! I dare say I did!

Grooogh! I had to clear the silly idiot

offt I thought it was all straight, and
there was a spread here. Ococh! And
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he was pulling my leg all the time!
Groooch! Making out there was a
spread here—owch!—and all the while
it was a booby-trap! Frcoh! Look at
me!” spluttered Muffin.

The Fistical Four locked, and they
roared.

Reginald Muffin was a remarkable
and striking sight.

Tar streamed all over him—over his
fat face, and his hair, and his neck,
and his collar, and his clothes. The
cleaning of Ref'mald Muffin looked like
being a hefty task—a hefty one and a
lengthy one. To the beholder there
was_something comical in Reginald
Muffin’s remarkable aspect. To
Reginald Muffin himself there was

nothing but tragedy in this awful
catastrophe.

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, hat!” gasped Lovell.

#Fancy Cuffy!
practical Jjoker!
ha, ha!”

“Oh, my goodness!” Clarence Cufly
had followed the Fistical Four to the
wood-shed, and he gazed at the black-
ened visage of Reginald Muffin in
horror. “ What—what—what has hap-
pened to dear Reginald?”

“You ought to know, if you fixed up
the booby-trap for him!” chuckled
Raby.

Cuffy coming out as a
Cuffy the japer! Ha,

Cuffy jumped.

“I, my dear George! I trust I should
never be guilty of so thoughtless and
inconsiderate an action. My good-

ess!”

Jimmy Silver burst into a chuckle.

“Oh, that was Leggett’s game!” he
exclaimed. “I see it now! That was
why he yarned to Cuffy about a feed
in the wood-shed. He had this fixed
up for Cuffy!”

“Oh, my goodness!”

“And Muffin butted in and got it
shne ked Lovell. “Ha, ha, ha!

% ow!  Ooocooch!” spluttered

way of the giddy
chortled Newcome.

trans-

gressor!” “You
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asked for that, vxumn, ’md I hope you
like it now you've got it!

** Grocogooh.!”

“Is—is—is it possible that Albert
really laid such a snare for me, my dear
friends?” ejaculated Clarence Cufly.
“I'l that case, I am compelled to su
i of untruthfulness and
Is it not very, very dread-

im
dup':c)Ly
ful?”

“Oh, very!” chortled Lovell.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look at me!” shrieked Tubby
Muffin. “Look! Smothered with tar—
smothered! Look at my clothes! Oh,
dear! Ooocooh!™

“It is very, very horrid, my dear

Reginald; but how fortunate you ought
to consider it from an unselfish point
of view,” said Cuffy. “But for you,

my dear Reginald, I should now be in
that horrid, tarry state. I am very,
very much obliged to you, my dear
Reginald.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly owl!” gasped Muffin,

—I—" He made a rush at Clarence

Cuﬁy, with the intention of transfer-
ring some of the tar to him.

Clarence promptly backed away, and
retreated. Hehad had a very fortunate
escape, and he did not want any of the
tar. Jimmy Silver & Co. walked away,,.
chuckling. ~ “Fool's luck” had be-
friended Clarence Cuffy once more; and
Tubby Muffin had been justly punished
for his sins. Reginald Muffin was left
gouging at the tar; Jimmy Silver & Co.
returned to tea in the end study, and
Ieft him to it.

In Mr. Manders’ House, Leggett of
the Fourth had quite a shock, when he
saw Clarence Cuffy walk in, thhout a
trace of tar on him. Cuffy came up
to him with a shocked and grieved
face,

“I am very, very shocked my dear
Albert!” he said.

“I—I say, didn’t you go to the wood-
shed?” asked Leggett. “Haven't you
staned on the spread?”

I have now discovered your men-

“«r
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dacity and duplicity,” explained Cuffy.
“I am very, very shocked! I fear that
you are a very, very bad boy, Leggett!”
And, with that crushing statement,
Cuffy walked on, leaving Leggett star-
ing after him and gritting his teeth.

CHAPTER 21.
Too Good!
OW very, very kimd!”

Cuffy of the Fourth uttered
that observation in his study after
classes the following day.

Quite a surprise awaited Cuffy in
his study.

On his table lay a large cardboard
box, open at the top. Inside the box,
nicely wrapped in shiny paper, was a
large cake.

It was a very large cake, with marzi-
pan on the top,.and stacked with plums.
It was a cake that might have made
any fellow’s mouth uatcl simply to lock
at it.

Culiiy gazed at it with great pleasure.

He was surprised to find it in his
study, as he had certainly not been
expecting a handsome present like this
from anyone,

But there it was—evidently intended
for Cuffy, as it was on his study-table.
Some kind friend, apparently, had
planned this little surprise for him,
and Cuffy felt that it was very, very
kind.

He wondered who the unknown
donor could possibly be. Possibly it
was Towle of the Fourth, who was re-
pd ng a similar act of kindness. Pos-
ly it was Albert Leggett, if he had
repen(cd of his misdeeds and desired
to make atonement; but Cuffy could
not help thinking that that was un-
likely. He had given up hope of seeing
Albert Leggett, reform,
cake came from Tommy

on in the - Modern
Anyhaw, from whosoever it
came, there it was, and it was a beau-
tiful cake—an expensive one, and a
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luscious one. It was delightful to the
eye, and probably still more delightful
to the taste. Cuffy was an extra-
ordinary youth in some respects; but
he had a normal schoolkoy’s apprecia-
tion of a good cake. He liked the look
of that handsome cake; but, still more
than the cake, he liked the thoughtful
kindness of the unknown donor who
had presented it to him in this delicate,
anonymous way. Evidently the giver of
the cake did not want to be thanked
for his handsome present.

Cuffy sbeamed at the cake.

It was just what he wanted for his
tea; he was going to enjoy himself,
But it occurred to him at once that it
would be sclfish to enjoy that cake all
to himself. He would ask some other
fellow to share it—and it was just like
Cuffy to think of Leggett.

Leggett had injured him, and had
tried to injure him still more. So it
would be an act of kindness and for-
giveness to ask Leggett to the feast.
It might have an improving effect on
Leggett’s malicious nature and hard
heart; and Cufly was extremely keen
on improving people. He decided at
once to ask Albert Leggett to share that
lovely cake.

But from that point his thoughts
worked on. His kind face beamed with
the consciousness of goodness.

Instead of asking Leggett to share
that cake, he would give the cake to

Leggett!
That would be an act of goodness,
generosity, and sclf-denial, which he

was sure would gain the whole-hearted
approval of his Aunt Georgina.

His face glowed at the thought.

“What a surprise for dear Albert!”
murmured Cuffy.

He picked up the box containing the
cake and walked along the psswge to
Leggett’s study.

That study was empty; Albert Leg-
gett was not in his quarters. . Cuffy
laid the box on the table.

‘Then he smiled sweetly.

Instead of presenting the cake to
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Leggett, as he had first intended, he
would leave it in the study for him,
just as some kind and thcughtful
friend had left it in Cuffy’s study for
Cufty.

What a surprise that would be for
Leggett; and what an ameliorating
effect it ought to have on his hard and
selfish heart! Surely even that bad
boy would be touched, and brought to
think of better things by the present
of that beautiful cake from an un-
known hand, it would make him
realise that someone was thinking
kindly of him; that he was not so
generally disliked and contemned as he
had only too much reason to suppose
was the case.

With a beaming face, Clarence Cuffy
left the study, closing the door care-
fully after him; leaving that fragrant
cake on Leggett’s table to surprise the
cad of the Fourth when he came in,

Cuffy went down to tea in Hall.

It would be idle to deny that he felt
a slight pang. That cake was really
S0 very hice, so very fragrant, so very
rich and attractive; and tea in Hall
seemed very pcor and spare in com-
parison. But the consciousness of good-
ness and self-denial sufficed for Cuffy.
He resolutely shut out of his mind the
thought of that tempting cake, and
headed for Hall and weak tea and
bread-and-butter.

He found Albert Leggett among the
Modern fellows who had turned up for
lea in Hall,

Leggett stared at Cuffy, as if sur-
prised to see him there. Cuffy gave him
a kind and forgiving smile. Badly as
Leggett had treated him, Cuffy’s kind-
ness and forgiveness were unlimited.

“Aren’t you teaing in your study,
Cuffy?” Leggett asked, as the duffer of
Rookwood sat down.

“No, my dear Albert.”

“Haven't you been to your study since
class?”

“Yes, my dear Albert.”

“Well, then—" Leggett seemed
puzzled somehow.  “You're looking
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Jolly pleased about something,” he said.

“I have done a good deed,” ex-
plained Cuffy.

“Oh, my hat! You silly owl!”

“My dear Albert—"

“Shut it!” said dear Albert rudely.

“Leggett,” came Mr. Manders’ rusty
voice from the head of the table, ““you
are chattering. I have said, more than
once, that I will not have chattering
among the juniors at the table. You
will take fifty lines, Leggett!”

““‘Oh, yes, sir!” gasped Leggett.

He looked daggers at Cuffy.

“I am 50 very, very sorry, my dear
Albert,” whispered Cuffy.

“You silly chump! I've a jolly good
mind to hack your shins!”

“Leggett, you are talking again!”
said Mr. Manders. “You will take a
hundred lines, and if you speak again
I shall cane you.”

Leggett did not speak again,

CHAPTER 32.
The Track of the Raider!
KNOWLES of the Sixth came imto
his study in Mr. Manders’ House
with his friends Frampton and Catesby.
The three Modern seniors had been at
football practice, and they had come
in rather late for tea, and very hungry.
“All ready, I think,” said Knowles:
“I told my fag to have tea ready. I've
got something rather decent—a cake
from home, and it’s rather a corker,
to wind up with.”
“Good!” said Frampton.

The tea-table was laid in Knowles’

study. Knowles’ fag was not likely to
neglect his duty. Knowles had rather
too heavy a hand for that. The fag,
Tomkins of the Third, was in the study,
persuading the kettle to boil.

“Make the tea, Tomkins,”
Knowles.

Tomkins made the tea.

“You've made the toast?”

“Yes, Knowles.”

“And cut the ham, I see. Eggs

said

4
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ready? Yes.” Knowles had no excuse
for using the ashplant. “Very well.
Get the cake out ol the cupboard, and
you can cut, Tomkins.”

“The cake?” repeated Tomkins.

“Yes. Don't jaw.”

“I didn’t see a cake—'

“Look, then, you young ass!”

The three seniors sat down, and
Tomkins \v_ent to the cupboard. He
stared into it, and stared again, and
then turned round and stared rather
apprehenswely at Kngwles.

“I say, Knowles, there isn’t any
cake here!”

“Don’t be a little idiot!” said
Knowles. “There’s a big cake in a
cardboard box. Unpack it and put it
on the table.”

“It isn’t here, Knowles!”

“By gad! Are you asking me to
lick you, Tomkins?”

“But it isn't,” said Tomkins, almost
tearfully. “There isn’t any box, and
there isn't any cake, Knowles. There
isn’t, you know.”

“Phew! Somebody raided your cake,
Knowles?” asked Catesby, with a grin.

“I don’t think anybody would dare
to raid my study,” said the Modern
prefect grimly. “He would be sorry

" for himself afterwards, if he did. Get
out that cake, Tomkins!”

“It isn’t here!” gasped Tomkins,

Knowles rose from the table and
picked up his cane. But as he stared
into the study cupboard a change
came over his face.

Undoubtedly, no cake was there.
‘There was no sign of a cake, or of the
box that should have contained it.

Knowles was astounded. The cake
‘was gone, obviously gone! It was really
incredible that any fellow in Manders’
House should have dared to raid the
study of Cecil Knowles, head prefect
of the Modern side, and captain of the
House. But the cake was gone!

Knowles turned a grim eye on the
terrified To

“What ha,ve you done with it, you
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{cun“ SWLC}J?” he demanded, swishing
can

“I_T T haven't seen it!” gasped
Tomkins. “I haven't, really, Knowles.
There wasn’t any cake here when I
came in.”

Knowles eyed him.

It was fairly clear that the fag was
telling the truth. Moreover, it was
simply unthinkable that the Third
Former ‘would have ventured to raid
the cake belonging to Knowles of the
Sixth. Some much bolder spirit than
Tomkins of the Third must have done
the deed.

“You'didn't see anybody about the
study when I sent you in?” asked
Knowles, his face growing grimmer and
grimmer.

“No; and I've been here half an hour,
waiting for you to come in,” said the
fag. “If there was a cake here, some-
body tock it before you sent me in,
Knowles. I never saw it.”

‘What a neck!” said Frampton.
“The fags raid one another’s studies,
I believe, but it’s rather a new thing
to raid the Sixth.”

“Quite new,” said Catesby.
beginning on you, Knowles.”
Knowles’ jaw set hard.

“It’s the first time,” he said, “and
it will be the last. I cam’t quite be-
lieve that any fellow in this House
would have the nerve to do it. Might
be some Classical kid—that cheeky,
young cad Silver, perhaps.”

“silver and his gang were at the
footer,” said Catesby. “I noticed
them there.”

“Anyhow, the cake’s gone,” said
Prampton. “I don’t see how a
Classical kid could know anything
about it, if you come to that. Some
young sweep saw it brought in here, I
suppose,”

Knowles nodded. He realised that
it was extremely unlikely that this
was a raid from the Classical side.

“Well, I'm going to look into it,”
he said. “You fellows get on with your
tea. I'm going after that cake. I

“They're
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may be able to get it back. Anyhow,
I shan’t let the matter rest till I've
fairly skinned the young scoundrel who
coilared i

“Go ahead!” grinned Frampton.

Knowles left the study, cane in
hand, while his friends started tea.
He proceeded at once to the Fourth
Form passage, znd kicked open the
door of Tommy Dodd’s study.

Dodd and Cook and Doyle were at
tea there, and there was a fishy at-
mosphere in the room. Herrings
bulked larg on the tea-table of the
three Tommies of the Modern Fourth.
There was no sign of a cake.

“Hallo, Knowles! Anything up?”
asked Tommy Dodd, rather uneasily, as
the prefect glared into the study.

“Somebody’s raided a cake from my
study,” growled Knowles. “You checky
young scoundrels know anything about
127

“Not guilty!” said Tommy Dodd, at

“We wouldn't, you know.”
“I don't think yowd dare, if that’s
what you mean,” snapped Knowles.
“But some young cad has done it, and
youre the cheekest young rotter in
thf House. If you've done it, look
out!”

And Knowles went along the passage
to investizate further.

The three Tommies exchanged a

grin,

“Fancy raiding Knowles!” mur-
mured Tommy Cook. “I say, the chap
must have had a nerve, Knowles will
raise Cain about it.”

“Shouldn’t like to be in the fellow’s
shoes when Knowles gets hold of him,”
remarked Tommy Doyle.

Tommy Dodd whistled.

“I noticed Leggett hanging about his

study, just after classes,” he said.
“Leggett wouldn't have the nerve,
surely ?”

“No fear! About the last fellow in

the House to do it, I should think.”
“Well, I should have thought so,”

said Tommy Dodd. “But I saw him

2s T was coming down the staircase.
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He was dodging out of Knowles’ study,
and he had something under his arm.
He didn't see me—he cut off very
quickly. Knowles was at the footer
then.”

“Well, if Leggett had it he's put it
out of sight, and he will tell lies by
the bushel if Knowles asks him!” said
Cook. “Anyhow, it's no bizney of ours
—we're not going to tip Knowles the
wink.”

“No fear!”

And the three Tommies went on
with their tea, quite indifferent to
Knowles’ loss. Knowles was not popu-
lar among the juniors of his House.

Cecil Knowles proceeded along the
passage, looking into study after study.
In some of the rooms he found the
Modern juniors at tea; others were
vacant, their owners being at tea in
Hall or in other fellows’ studies. He
looked into Clarence Cuffy’s study, but
it was empty; and next he looked into
Leggett’s.

Then he jumped.

Albert Leggett was not there. But
the cake was there! Knowles stared
at it quite blankly.

There -it was, on Leggett’s study
table, still in the box it had arrived
in, only the lid having been removed.

“Great gad!” ejaculated Knowles,

He had had his eye, as a prefect, on
Leggett more than once. He knew that
Leggett was a shady sort of fellow,
with little regard to the rights of
property. Leggett, he was well aware,
would have had no scruples whatever
about bagging a cake belonging to any-
body else, friend or foe. But he would
never have guessed that Leggett had
the nerve to raid a prefect’s study.

But there was the cake—on Leggett’s
table. More than once Leggett had
been punished for forcibly annexing
apples or tarts from smaller boys. Now
he had had the unexampled impudence
to annex a cake from a prefect of the
Sixth Form. It was his first venture
of that kind. And Knowles was grimly
determined that it should be his last.
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Taking a tight grip on his ashplant,
Knowles left the study and proceeded
to look for Albert Leggett of the

Modern Fourth.
‘
CHAPTER 33,
No Luck for Leggeit!
“PI'\RY  Cufly!” grinned Arthur

Edward Lovell#

Jimmy Silver & Co. had come away
from the footer ground rather late for
tea and feeling keenly in need of tea
of a substantial kind. But—as will
i ppen in the best-regulated
nds were short in the end

1 Four were late for tea
in Hall; that, as Raby remarked, was a
goner. And as they went through their
pockets in search of cash to expend at
the school shop, they found themselv
in possession of a total sum of seven.
pence.

. Sevenpence was not a large sum to
provide tea for four hungry schoolboys.
B0 the question arose: Was tea to be
missed—which was really impossible,
considering the keen edge which footer
gave to a fellow’s appetite—or were ‘the
Fistical Four to invite themselves to
tea in some other study? Or was a
loan to be raised somewhere in the
Fourth? The ms of the end study
decided upon raising a loan, and they
asked Putty of the Fourth firsh of all.
And Putty answered at once that he
would lend them his last farthing if
they liked.

But it turned out, on investigation,
that that farthing was all that Putty
of the Fourth possessed in the way of
cash. £

Jimmy Silver & Co. were looking for
a loan, not for ame of Putty's playful
jokes. So they banged his head on the
trunk of a beech and left him roaring,
and looked for somebody clse to pro-
vide the necessary funds. Then they
sighted Clarence Cuffy, ambling along
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with a beatific expression on his face,

and Lovell suggested trying him.
“Can’t borrow off a Modern cad,”

said Raby, shaking his head.
“Oh, we can stretch a point at
times!” said Lovell —“Cuffy looks

bucked—he may have had a remit-
tance. No need to carry on these
House rows all the time, you know.”

“Especially at tea-time!” grinned
Newcome.
“Cuffy, old man—-" said Jimmjy

Silver cheerlly.

Cuffy gave the Fistical Four =a
pleasant smile.

“You're looking bucked,” said Jimmy.
“Have you had a whacking remittanco
by any chance?”

“No, my dear James! If you are
hard-up, I should be very happy to
make you a loan.”

“Good!”

“It would be a real pleasure to me,”
said Cuffy. “Nothing is more truly
gratifying than to help a friend in
need. Do .you not think that it is very,
very gratifying, my dear James?”

“Right on the wicket!” said Jimmy
Silver heartily. “There are times, old
bean, when you talk so sensibly that a
chap would think you were almost
sane. Hand it out.”

“I should be very, very pleased—-"

“Cut the cackle and come to the
hosses!” said Newcome. “We can do
with five bob.”

“It would be a very, very great
pleasure,” said Cuffy. “But it unfor-
tunctely happens that at the present
moment, my dear friends, I have no
money!”

“You frantic ass!” roared Arthur
Edward Lovell. “Couldn’t you say so
at first?”

“My dear Arthur—"

“Oh, bump him! He’s a Modern
cad, anyhow, and these Moderns have
to be taught manners!” growled Lovell.

“But I can make a suggestion, my
dear friends,” said Cuffy hastily.
“Leggett has a Jarge—a very, very
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large cake for tea. Perhaps he would
be willing to share it with you.”

“Too much perhaps about that, fat-
head!” grunted Raby.

“Catch Leggett parting with a crumb
that he’s paid for!” snorted Lovell.

“But Leggett has not paid for that
cake,” sald Cuffy, beaming. “I have
made him a present of it. Some kind
friend placed it in my study, and I
found it there, and I took it to Leg-
gett’s study as a joyful surprise for
him!”

“Well, my only hat!” said Jimmy
Silver, in astonishment. “Mean to
say that you found a cake in your study
and don't know who put it there?”

“Exactly, my dear James! Some
kind-hearted and thoughtful fellow
made me that handsome present. It
is a very expensive cake, and could
not have cost less than fifteen shillings.
Was it not a very, very kind act?”

“So jolly kind that I'm blessed if I
catch on to it!” said Jimmy. “There’s
a catch on it somewhere. They don’t
do these kind acts on the Classical
side, anyhow!”

“And you gave it to Leggett, you
f'abJous ass?” asked Newcome.

Not a word to dear Albert!” said
Cuffy. “I placed it in his study as a
happy surprise for him, just as some
kind friend had placed it in mine.
Far be it from me to boast of a good
action, my dear friends, but I cannot
help feeling that this was an act of
self-abnegation which will delight my
Aunt Georgina when I tell her ahout
it next holidays.”

“Of all the frabjous idiots, I think
Cu takes the bun!” said Arthur
Lovell, apparently not taking the view
of the transaction which Cuffy ex-
pected his Aunt Georgina to take.

“My dear Arthur—"

“Here’s Leggett,” said Newcome, with
a grin. “Shall we be nice to Leggett
and see whether he hands out any of
the cake?”

“I'd rather punch his head!” growled
Lovell.
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Leggett came up to Cuffy. Evidently
he was looking for that mild and bene-
ficent 1th.

chgett was in a puzzled frame of
min

aving raided Knowles’ magnificent
cake and planted it on Cuffy, as it
were, he had expected Cuffy to “tea”
in his study—and to be found in pos-.
session of the remnants of the cake
by the enraged Knowles.

Somehow it had not happened. Cuffy
had been to his study—he had said
so—and must have found the cake
there, yet he had “tea’d ” in Hall. Leg-
gett had an uneasy feeling that some-
thing had gone wrong with his latest
scheme for catching Cuffy, and he
wanted to know! He was keeping clear
of the Modern Fourth studies till the
affair was over. He did not want to
be on the scene when Knowles started
looking for his cake. In such matters
a fellow could not be too careful.

“I say, Cuffy—" began Leggett.

“Yes my dear Albert.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. moved ®ff.
There was no loan to be raised from
Clarence Cufly, and they barred Leg-
gett. In the distance they saw Cecil
Knowles of the Modern Sixth come
out of Mr. Manders’ House with an ash-
plant in his hand and stare about
him with knitted brows. Knowles was
looking for somebody, and, to judge
by his look, that somebody was booked
for an exciting time n Knowles
found him.

The Modern prefect came striding
over towards the Classical juniors. He
signed to them to stop.

“I'm looking for Legzett of my
House!” he snapped. “Have you seen
him? He seems to have gone out of

the House after tea.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not answer.
A big becch screened Leggett from
Knowles' view, and they did not feel
disposed to put the bully of the Modern
Sixth on his track.

“Have you seen him?”
Knowles angrily.

shouted
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“Hem!”

The Modern prefect’s angry voice
reached Leggett’s ears. He stepped
from behind the beech with a grin on
his face. Having heard Knowles shout
“Have you seen him?” Leggett had no
doubt that the prefect had discovered
the raided cake in Cuffy’s study and
was looking for Cuffy. He had ho
scruples about putting a prefect on
the track of a delinquent. He grabbed
Cuffy by the arm and pulled him out
into view.

“I think Knowles wants you, Cuffy!”
he chuckled.

“Oh, my goodness!” ejaculated Cufly
in alarm as the prefect, catching sight
of the two juniors, strode towards them
gripping his cane. “Knowles looks
Very, very cross——"

“He does!” chuckled Leggett.

“I—I think I—I shall not wait for
Knowles!” gasped Cuffy. “He looks s0
very, very angry.”

And Clarence Cuffy, with unusual
presence of mind, scudded away among
the beeches and vanished.

To Leggett's surprise, Knowles did
not heed the flight of the duffer of
Iciookwood He did not even look at

Ui,

He strode straight up to Leggett and
grasped him by the shoulder.

“You young rascal!”

“What?” ejaculated Leggett.

“So you think you can raid a pre-

- fect’s study, do you?” roared Knowles.

Lleggetb Jjumped.

[ ik

“Don’t tell me any of your lies, Leg-
gett! T've found the cake, and I know
that you took it from my study!”
howled Knowles.

hat!” stuttered Jimmy
“Leggett’s luck is out again!”
ha, ha!” roared Lovell.

“I—T say, Knowles—" gasped Leg-
gett. “I—I—yaroooh! I never—
©Oh, my hat! Leggo! Leave off! I'm
sorry! I—— Yaroop!”

Whack! Whack! Whack!

Knowles was in such a hurry to ad-

83
minister punishment that he did not
even wait to tell Leggett to bend over.
He gripped the cad of the Fourth by
the collar and laid on fhe cane reck-
lessly, with terrific swipes.

Leggekt struggled and roared and
Stoppit! Oh, my
ow

“I'll teach you to raid a prefect’s
study!” roared Knowles. “It’s the first
time, and I think it will be the last,
Leggett! Take that—and that!”

“Yoooooop!”

“Oh, dear!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
“This is too rich! Leggett was the kind
friend who put that cake in Cuffy’s
study!”

Lovell gurgled.

“And Cuffy’s put it in Leggett’s, out
of sheer fatheaded gocdness' ©Oh, my
only hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Fool’s luck!” chortled Raby.

ha, ha!” yelled Newcome.
“Leggett doesn’t seem to have any
luck.”

Leggo!

The Fistical Four roared. Leggett
was roaring, too, but in quite a differ-
ent way. Krowles laid on the ash-
plant as if he were beating carpet.
Leggett roared and howled and pro-
ested and begged pardon in vain. How
the prefect knew that he was the
raider of the cake was a mystery to
Leggett—a mystery he had no leisure
just then to solve. Evidently Knowles
knew, and did not need ILeggett's
howling confession. He laid on the
ashplant till his arm was tired.

Jimmy Silver & Co. walked away
chuckling. Once more Leggett’s pecu-
liar schemes had gone awry. In
Morny’s study—where they found hos-
pitality—the Fistical Four told the
story, amid roars of laughter. The
hapless Leggett, after Knowles had
done with him, leaned feebly on a
beech, gasping and groaning. And
when Clarence Cuffy came gently up
and told him that he was very, very
sorry for him and felt the deepest,
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deepest sympathy, Leggett was too far
gone even to punch Cuffy.

After that painful epxsade LEgge'b
of the Fourth quite gave up his schemes
for catching Cuffy. He found the trail
of vengeance altogether too exciting.

CHAPTER 34.
Mimioking Mr. Manders!
HAT'S that?”
“Manders!”

“What?”
“Manders! ” repeated Arthur Edward
Lovell. “Mr. Manders! Roger Man-
ders! Mr. Roger Manders, head of

Manders’ House, chief beak on the
Modern Side at Rookwood! Is that
explicit enough?”

Lovell’'s explananon was sufliciently
explicit. But Jimmy Silver, Raby and
Newcome stared, all the same.

They had come up to the end study
in the Classical Fourth, and found
Lovell very busy there.

Lovell had been shut up in the study
for some time. His comrades had
missed him, and supposed that he was
at his accounts; Lovell, being secretary
and treasurer of the junior football
club, was often deep in accounts.

On such occasions his comrades pre-
ferred his room to his company—ac-
counts having a deteriorating effect on
Arthur Edward’s temper and manners.

But they had come up at last, and
now they found that Lovell’s occupa-
tion was not accounts.

The study table had been pushed
aside, and in the middle of the room
was a strange figure.

Had not Lovell been at work upon it
the chums of the Fourth might have
supposed that some practical joker had
annexed a scarecrow from a field and
n;cmduced it into the end study by way
of a

A rusty old black frock coat was
stuffed out with shavings, a pair of
long, thin trousers flapped round two
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sticks, elastic-sided boots adorned the
lower ends of the sticks. Above the
frock-coat was a collar, and above that
a head formed of a toy balloon with
paper pasted over it. Two glaring eyes
were painted on, with a pair of horn-
rimmed spectacles over them. A wide
mouth was painted also—very wide.

Lovell was in the act of attaching a
long, thin nose, red at the tip, when his
amazed chums stared into the study.

Lovell stepped back, with the nose
still in his_hand, and grinned at his
chums, and then surveyed the weird
figure with great pride.

“Something like—what?” he asked.

“Like—like Manders?” ejaculated
Raby.

“Yes.?

“Oh, my hat!”

“Of course, it’s not a speaking like-
ness,” said Lovell. “But every chap at
Rookwood will know those barnacles
and those boots! Manders is the only
man at Rookwood who creaks about in
elastic-sided boots. I dare say it’s corns.
They Jnay be good for corns. I dare
say he’s got corns—look at his tempd!
Anyhow, he creaks in that kind of foot-
gear—you can hear him creaking yards
away! The fellows will know him.”

“But what on earth’s the game?” de-
manded Jimmy Silver. “Are you mak-
ing an efligy of Mr. Manders?”

“Just that!”

“What on earth for?”
Newcome.

“Please to remember the Fifth of
November, the Gunpowder Treason
and Plot!” chanted Lovell. “I see no
reason why gunpowder treason should
ever be forgot.”

Jimmy Silver gave a yel

“You frightful ass!
for Bonfire Day?”

“Right first time!” assented Lovell,

“You—you—vou frabjous cuckoo!”
yelled Raby. “If you guy Mr. Manders
he will report you to the Head! It will
be a flogging.”

“Rats! It’'s one up against the
Modern side if we guy their beak,” said

demanded

Is “that a guy
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Lovell. “Tommy Dodd will be quite
wild. Of course, he would like to lynch
Manders, probably. But Manders is a
be
mld xf we guy their House

Modern man, and the Moderns will
irightfully

ccux‘red to you that Mr.
will be wild, too?” demanded
Jimmy Silver. &

Lovell grinned.

“That’s all right! I'm not a fooll
I'm not going to put a label on him,
“This is Roger!” I'm simply going to
put on a long nose and horn-rimmed
specs and elastic-sided boots, and leave
the fellows to guess. They’ll guess all
right.”

“So will Manders when he hears ot
it, ass!

“Let him! If he thinks this guy 1s
like him, and says so, it will be the
cream of the joke' Cap fit, cap wear,
you know!

Jimmy Silver stared at the weird
figure, and burst into a laugh.

Certainly if Roger Manders, of the
Modern side, claimed that that fear-
some object was a caricature of himself,
and professed to recognise even the re-
motest resemblance, it would set Rook-
wood in a roar.

“It’s all right,” said Lovell con-
fidently. “Manders will hear of it, and
he will come out of his House to spy
on it. You know his way—always spy-
ing and pryin

1 shan’t say anything!
no law against putting elasti
boo&s and specs on a guy, is ther
“No. But—-"
Lovell proceeded to affix the long
nose to the weird face.
B His chums chuckled as they watched

There’s
ed

Inhuman as the horrid-looking figure
was, there was some reminiscence of
Mr. Roger Manders' features about it.
That long nose was modelled after
Mr. Manders’ own—it was the longest
hose at Rookwood. According to Morn-
ington, this could be explamed on the
theory of evolution: Mr. Manders’ nose
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had grown longer and longer through

being continually poked into other
people’s business.

An extremely long nose, with horn-

rimmed spectacles perched over it, un-

suggested Mr. Manders. Th

elasnc sided boots more than suggested

Sml there was, as Lovell said, no law
against such adornments for a guy.

“It’s risky, all the same,” said Raby.

“Bosh!” said Lovell.

“ Anyhow, the Moderns will be wild,”
said Newcome. “They don’t like Man-
ders, but they will be wild at having the
head of their House guyed.”

“Just what we wantl” sald Lovell
“It’s Jno end of a jest on the Modern

5 Yes " assented Jimmy Silver. “But

“Old man, yowre as full of ‘buts’ as
a billy-goat,” said Lovell. “Leave off
butting, and get tea while I’'m finishing
this guy. There’s a lot of work in it.”

“Oh, all right!”

And Lovell proceeded with his task.

CHAPTER 35.
Tommy Dodd is Not Pleased!
H, gad! Ha, ha, hal”

Valentine Mornington ~burst
into a roar of laughter as he looked
into the study after tea.

The guy was finished now.

It stood leaning against .the table,
facing the door, and it rather startled
Morny for a moment. Then he roared.

“Ha, ha, ha! Good egg!”

“Think it’s good, what?” asked Lovell
with pardonable pride.

“Oh, rippin’|”

“You recognise it, then?”
Jimmy Silver, a little uneasily.

“Manders, of course! You've got his
boko to a T. And his specs! And his
boots! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Dash it all, Lovell, if Morny jumps
to it at once, so will Manders, if he
sees it,” said Jimmy.

asked
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“Let him!” said Lovell, with an in-
different shrug of the shoulders.
“Might be his twin! ” chuckled Morn-

ington. “A  bit betterloozmg than
Mdf)ders },elhaps but—

“Ha, ha,

“SLLI a \Vondeuul resemblance.

Youll get an awful licking for this,
but it’s worth it. T must tell the fellows
this.”

And Mornington shouted along the
Classical Fourth passage:

“Oyez! Oyezl Roll up, men!
Here’s another guy! Manders’ twin
brother!”

Morny’s shout brought the Classical
Fourth fellows out of their studies.

The Classical Fourth, almost to a
man, crowded along the passage to
stare at the guy, and chuckle at it, and
chortle over it.

“Rippin’! ” declared Townsend.

“Toppin’! ” said Topham.

“Manders will be wild!”
Tubby Muffin.

“It’s the jape of the term!” said
Putty of the Fourth. “How the merry
thump did Lovell come to think of it?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why, it will make all Rookwood
yell when we parade it round!” ex-
claimed Oswald. “It’s a corker! The
Moqems will be gnashing their giddy
teet!

“Keep it dark till the day,” said
Lovell. “We'll let it come as a surprise
to the Moderns. They'll be getting up
some guyyon their side, but I rather
fancy the! won’t beat this.”

“No fear!”

There was a shoving in the passage,
and a Modern junior came pushing
through the Classical crowd towards
the end study. It was Tommy Dodd,
captain of the Modern Fourth.

“Here, you sheer off, you Modern
cad!” exclaimed Townsend, as Tommy
Dodd’s elbow jabbed into his well-fitting
wnstc@at

chertled

hap pass!” said Tommy
chccmullv “Tve got to speak to Jimmy
1S)lvm- about the House match. No
ark:
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“Keep him out!” shouted Lovell, as
he heard the Modern junici’s voice in
the passage.

But it was too late. Tomray Dodd
had hustled his way to the end study,
and stood looking in at the doorway.
ou here, Silver?” he asked. “For-
gotten that I was to see you about the
foothall match after tea?”

“My hat, I'd forgoucn' ” said Jimmy
silver. “But—"

“Great Scott! What's that?”

‘Tommy Dodd fixed his eyes upon the

guy.

The crowd of Classicals watched him,
grinning. They wondered whether the
Modern junior would spot the likeness
to his Housemaster.

They were not long left in doubt.
Perhaps the nose did it, perhaps the
elastic-sided boots, perhaps the horn-
rimmed glasses, perhaps all of them to-

ether. From the expression on
Tommy Dodd’s face it was quite clear
that he recogniscd the effigy as a carica-
ture of Mr. Roger Manders, sciemce

master of Rookwood, and head of
Manders’ House.

Tommy Dodd did not laugh; he did
not even grin. He did not like his
Housemaster—nobody could really like

oger Manders. But Mr. Manders was
his Housemaster. The dignity of Man-
ders’ House was bound up with the dig-
nity of Mr. Manders, and Tommy Dodd
cared a very great deal for bis House.

Tommy Dodd knitted his brows, and
looked at the Fistical Four.

“What's that?” he demanded.

“Don’t you sort of recognise it?”
grinned Lovell. “Tsn't there a resem-
blance to somebody yow've seen—some-
body over in Manders' House, frin-
sbance7

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You cheeky Classical chump!”
claimed Tommy Dodd indignantly.
“How dare you guy my Housemaster?"”

The Classicals roared.

Tommy Dodd made a rush at the
effigy.

“Stop him!” shouted Lovell.

Tommy’s intention was plain.

He
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was going to smash up the effi
spot, and his action was so 1!
he very nearly succeeded. But Morny's
foot came out in time to trip him up
as he rushed at the imitation of Mr.
Manders, and Tommy plunged head-
long. He reached the effigy with his
head instead of his hands, and knocked
it over with the top of his head. The
effigy fell on its back as Tommy fell on
his nose.

The next moment five
Classicals had collared him.

“Outside! ” shouted Lovell.

Tommy Dodd struggled desperately.

But the crowd of Classicals whirled
him out of the study, and he went
spinning "into the passage, where he
collapsed, gasping, against the wall,
with his necktie gone and his hair
rumpled.

“Ont!” he spluttered. “Ow! You
Classical rotters! Ow!”

“Kick him out!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Collar him!”

Tommy Dodd fled.

or six

CHAPTER 2.
Wrathy !
§ RATHY was not the word.
Lovell had opined that the
Modern fellows would be wrathy.
But the word was too mild.
The Modern fellows raged. On the
following day, when the news had
spread all over Manders’ House, the
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He had never been under the delusion
that any fellow in his House liked him
any more than Classical fellows did.
So he would have been greatly sur-
prised to know that his House raged as
one man because he was being carica-
tured on the Classical side, and was
going to be held up to general ridicule
on Bonfire Day.

The plain fact was that the Modern
juniors did not care two straws about
Mr. Manders, except as the official re-
presentative of his House. On that
score alone he was important in their
eyes.

Manders could not be ridiculed with-
out Manders’ House sharing the ridi-
cule. If Manders was guyed, Manders”
House was guyed. It was not pleasant
to Manders’ men to know that they had
a Housemaster of whom they could not
be proud. But to have a Housemaster
who was to be held up to general
mockery was the last straw. Men were
bound to stand by their House, and, in
consequence, by its official head.

“If Manders were ten times the tick
he is, they shouldn’t guy him! ” Tommy
Dodd declared vehemently to his bosom
pals, Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle.
“If he were a born Hun, they shouldn’t

pull his silly old leg I this! If he
wore spats over his elastic-sided boots,
they shouldn’t make fun of it! Not if

we could stop them!”

“Hear, hear!” said Cook and Doyle
loyally.

The three Tommles were quite in
agreement on that, and the rest of the

of tha were

furious,

Mr. Manders noticed a good deal of
excitement among the junior members
of his House. He attributed it to the
arrival of the great anniversary, when
there always was excitement in the
school. He little dreamed that he had
any personal connection with it.

Indeed, it would have surprised Roger
Manders had he known how furious his
House was, and what was the cause of
its fury.

He was not popular in his House.

were in full agreement with
all three. Third and Fourth and Shell,
on the Modern side, agreed with won-
derful unanimity that Roger Manders
was not going to be guyed by Classical
“ticks."”

But how they were going to stop it
was another question.

Wild proposals of “rushing ” the
Classicals, of knocking the Classicals
into a cocked hat, and seizing upon the
guy and destroying it, were mooted, but
had to be dropped. For the Classical
side at Rookwood was a more numerous
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side than the Modern;
house outnumbered Mr. Manders’
Biouse by almost two to one. To knock
double their number of fellows into a
cocked hat was a large order—too ex-
tensive to be executed, in fact. In a
general affair between Classicals and
Moderns, the cocked hat was likely to
fall to the Modern share.

“But we're going to put the stopper
on!” said Tommy Dodd determinedly.

“We are!” said Towle of the Fourth.
“But kaw?”

“Somehow!” said Tommy.

And there it rested, for a time.
Somehow it was going to be done, but
the “how ” had not yet transpired.

Meanwhile, Manders II, as the Clas-
sicals called the guy, remained safely
locked up in the end study. And the
Fistical. Four kept a watchful eye on
that study. Lovell came up before tea
and found Lacy of the Modern Fourth
prowling in the passage, and Lacy of
the Modern Fourth fled before Lovell's
vigorous boot with loud howls.

“A giddy burglar, you know, » said
Lovell, at tea in the end study. “Look-
ing for a chance to burgle the study!
Greedy, you know—he's got Manders I
on the Modern side; he can leave us
Manders IL”

And Lovell's comrades chuckled.

“If the door hadn’t been locked, that
cad Lacy would have got at the guy,”
went on Lovell. “There wouldn’t have
been much of it left for us then. Lucky
I thought of locking the door.”

“Hem! "

the Head’s

S

“At least, you suggested it, Jimmy,
but I did it, and I had the l'cy m my

pocket. And I'm keeping it there.”

“They can’t get through the key-
hole,” grinned Raby. “Our Manders is
all right! Theyll have Lu be satisfied
with their own Manders."”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

After tea Jimmy Silver & Co. had an
engagement in the gym. The study
door was carefully locked when they
left it, and Arthur Edward Lovell put
the kev in his pocket again.

RIVAL GUYS CF ROCKWOOD!

About half an hour later Tubby
Muffin looked in at the gym and noted
the Fistical Four busily occupied there.
Reginald Muffin grinned a fat grin and
rolled back to the Fouse.

He arrived at the door of the end
study and turned the handle.

Reginald Muffin was not specially
interested in the guy. But he was
deeply interested in a cake that had
arrived that day for Jimmy Silver from
home.

Tubby’s eye—he had a special eye for
cakes—had noticed that it was a very
lairge cake, and he considered it ex-
tremelv I Sbable that a good portion of

t was left over from tea. It was very
likely that the chums of the Fourth
intended the remainder for supper.
That intention was to be carried out
now, only the cake was to form Tubby’s
supper.

Reginald Muffin was quite unaware
that the study door was locked. Study
doors never were locked in the Fourth.

He was in rather a hurry to #t in,
as he did not want to be seen raiding
the study by any fello“s who might
look out of another roo:

So he turned the h:mdle, shoved at
the door, and made a forward move-
ment to enter, all at once.

Had the door been unlocked, all
would have been well

But as the door lem’\med fast, the
outcome was that Reginald Muffin
drove his fat little nose against the
pancls thh a heavy smite.

“ow!

Muffin released the door-handle and
°d his nose with both fat hands.

ite or more Reginald
in stood in anguish, with his hands
clasped to his nose. That organ felt as
if it had been pushed back suddenly
into his head.

Fortunately, it was not so bad as
that. But it was very painful.

“Oh, dear!” groaned Muffin. “Ow!
Wow! Oh, my nose! Wow! Awful
beasts. locking the door! Just as if
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they suspected that a fellow mlgm be
after their measly cake!

And Reginald Muffin lenned \xealey
on the locked door and caressed his
damaged nose.

Suddenly he.gave a start.

The door was locked and the study
was dark; its owners were in the gym.
yet a sound came to Muflin’s ears from
the study. It was the sound of a
window opening.

Tubby Muffin started and jumped.
The thought of burglars flashed into
his fat mind. But really burglars
seemed rather improbable, so early in
the evening, with lights in the windows
of both Houses. Tubby 's second thought
was nearer the facts. Somebody was
entering Jimmy Silver’s study by the
window, and it dawned on Tubby that
that “somebody ” was & Modern junior

ter the efligy of Mr. Manders. Cer-

tainly, nobody was likely to get a
ladder to a study window for the pur-
pose of annexing a cake—even Reginald
Muﬂin would not have gone to that

y hat!” murmured Muffin.

He lmened breathlessly.

He could hear quite plainly the win-
dow being pushed up, and then came a
muttering voice:

“Careful! ”

Tubby Muffin grinned. Faint as the
whisper was when it reached his ears,
he recognised the voice of Tommy Dodd
of the Modern Fourth.

A moment more, and Reginald Muffin
was scudding away for the gym as fast
as hxs fat little legs could carry him.

CHAPTER 37.

Caught in the Act!
AREFUL!"”
“ow!”

“What’s the trouble, ass?"”

“Knocked my blcs;@d head on the
window-sash! Ow!

“Well, don’'t knock your silly head
again, for goodness’ sakel”
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“I'T jolly well knock you‘* silly head,
Cook, if you don't look out

“shut” up, both of you"’ snapped
Tommy Dodd.

Tommy Dodd, captain of the Modern
Fourth, stood inside the end study.
Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle were
clambering in at the window. It was
very dark—they did not venture to
show a light.

A ladder, borrowed—without leave—
from Sergeant Kettle, was reared
against the window-gill. The window

ad not been fastened; Jimmy Silver &
Co. had thought only of securing the
door. They had never dreamed of bur-
glarious expedients like this. But the
three Tommies of Manders’ House were
in deadly earnest. They were going to
make an end of that disrespectful effigy
or pe: in the attempt.

Tommy Dodd groped round the study
as Cook and Doyle dropped within, and
Doyle stood rubbing his head. Inside
the study was very dark; the fire was

out.

“Turn on a light now,” said Cook.
“Nobody will notice a light specially
from a study window.”

“That’s so,” assented Tommy Dodd.

He lighted up the study.

The emgy was spotted Lhen standing
in a corner of the room, looking hor-
ribly lifelike, and hideously reminiscent
of Mr. Manders.

“There it is!” said Tommy Doyle.
“We can’t get it away. We’ll smash it
up into little pieces, and leave them for
those duffers to find when they come

i

Tommy Dodd chuckled.

“Better than that. We'll drop it out
of the study window. It will smash on
the ground. They can hunt for lc to-
night and find it in the morning.”

“Good egg!”

“Lift it over,” said Dod

Manders IT was lifted 'ICIDSS to the
study window. There was a decp drop
pelow; and it was quite certain that
if Manders II smote the ground after
a fall from that height, Manders IT
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would separate into more pieces than
could be counted:

“Heave-ho!"” grmned Cook.

“Out he gees!

Head and shoulders of the figure were
shoved through the open window.
Then, all of a sudden, Tommy Dodd
jmnped

“The ladder!” he exclaimed.

The ladder was moving!

It had been planted safely enough
against the window-sill, and the thzee
Tommies had mounted by it. But it
was swaying away now—and in horri-
fied alarm the Modern juniors saw if
swing back from the sill. Tommy Dodd
ade a frantic clutch after it in vain.

“Great Scott!” he ejaculated.

The figure of Manders II was
dropped on the study floor. The raiders
from Manders’ House were not think-
ing of the effigy now. They were
thinking that with the ladder gone,
their escape from the study was cut off;
the door was locked, the key gone, and
there was no means of descent from
the window.

“Somebody’s down there!” exclaimed
Doyle, peering down from the window.
“My hat! It’s those Classical cads!”

“Oh! They've moved the ladder—

“That’s it! We're done in the eye.”

‘There was the sound of a laugh
below. The three Tommies, peering
down in the gloom, dimly made out
half a dozen upturned faces.

“They're still there!” tame Tubby
Muffin’s fat voice. “I heard them, you
know—I spotted the cads! We've got
them now! He, he, he!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Arthur Edward

Lovell. “We've got you, you Modern
rotters!”

“Fairly trapped!” chuckled Jimmy
Silver.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Classicals roared. The light'in
the study showed the dismayed looks
of the Modern trio at the window.

“Look here, you Classical rotters!”
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exclaimed Tommy Dodd. “Shove that
ladder back here.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“After our guy!” roared Lovell.
“Isn’t cne Manders enough for you?
Do you want two of the same sort?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Chuck the guy down on their
nappers!” exclaimed Tommy Cook.

“Hold on!” called out Jimmy Silver.
“We've got you fair and square. If
you damage that guy, well take the
ladder back to the sergeant’s yard and
leave you there for the night.”

“Yes, rather!” chortled Lovell.
“You touch a giddy hair of its head
and you're landed till morning.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The three Tommies had lifted the
efiigy, with the intention of hurling it
out. But they stopped now and looked
at one another.

“Sure, they won't dare to leave us
here!” muttered Doyle.

“There’'ll be a frlgthul row if we're
not back in our house for lock-up,” s:ud
Cook uneasily.

“We're jolly well going to smash this
guy!”

“Hold on!” said Tommy Dodd.
“Lock here, you Classical cads—-

“Is it a go?” asked Jimmy Silver
cheerily. “You let our guy alone and
we'll Jet you out. Otherwise we walk
off with the ladder and we don’t come
back.”

“And you can amuse yourselves by
singing ‘ We won’t be home till morn-
ing’ !” chortled Lovell

“We're going to smash it!” roared
Tommy Doyle.

“Good-bye, then!”

The Classical juniors lifted the long
ladder to their shoulders and started.
Tommy Dodd & Co. stared after them
blankly.  They realised that the
Classicals were in earnest; that it had
to be give and take. To remain locked
up in a study in the Head’s house was
impossible.” They were fighting the
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battle o( Mr. Manders; but they knew

V ad to expect from Mr.
they w out of their
the deo locked.

e !” muttered

mmy
“Chuck the blinking thing
chance it,” said Doyle.
“Fathead! They mean business!
Jimmy Silver!” shouted Tommy Dodd.
Jimmy turned his head.
ring that ladder back, you rotter!”
“You're letting the guy alone?”
“Yes,” said Tommy Dodd reluctartly.
“Honour bright?”
“Honour bright!”
odd.

out and

growled Tommy

Jimmy Silver chuckled.

“All serene, then! Back she goes!”

The grinning Classicals bore the
ladder back and reared it up to the
study window. Tommy Dodd & Co.
heard it clump against the window-sill
with deep relief.

“Roll down!” chortled Lovell.

One after another the three Tommies
descended the ladder with frowning
faces. They were greeted with laughter
by the Classicals as they stepped to
the ground.

“Now bump them for their cheek!”
said Lovell.:

“No; let them ch‘ ” said Jimmy
Silver, laughing. “Run away while
youre safe, Tommy. And don't try
burgling again—next time we'll make
an example of you!”

“Rats!” growled Tommy Dodd.

“Don’t be peevish!” chuckled Lovell.
“We'll invite you to the show on the
Fifth—you shall help {o carry Manders
II if you like.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tommy Dodd & Co. returned to
Manders’ House with feelings almost
too deep for words.

“We’re done!” growled Tommy Dodd.
“We shan’t have another chance at
that blessed guy. They’ll make game
of our Housemaster in their giddy pro-
cession on the Fifth—but were going
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to get our own back somehow. We've
got to turn the tables on those Classical
chumps—and especially on that howl-
ing ass Lovell!”

Tommy Dodd gave that unpm*am
matter a great deal of deep thinki
He was still thinking it over after hvh(s
out in the Modern Fourth dormitory.
Apparently his deep thinking produced
some result, for suddenly a loud chuckle
broke the silence of the dormitory.

“I say, Cook, old man!”

“Mmmmmmmm!”

“Doyle, old chap!”

“Mmmmmmmm !”

“I've got it, you fellows!”

“Keep it!” mumbled Cook sleepily.

“Look here—"

“Mmmmmmmm !”

Tommy Dodd had to keep it.
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CHAPTER 28,
Another Guy!
i PLEASE to remember the Fifth of
November!” chortled Arthur
Edward Lovell, as he came across
Tommy Dodd & Co. on the day before
that celebrated date. “You fellows
coming to the show?”
The three Tommies smiled.
“Oh, we shall turn up!” said Tommy

Dodd. “We're whacking out the bon-
fire, you know! We shall have a guy
of our own.”

“Anything like ours?” grinned Lovell.
“Look here, T'll give you fellows a tip.
Catch Mardezs napping.”

“What'

“We had to make our Manders,” said
Arthur Edward. “You've got your
Manders ready-made! Ha, ha, ha!”

“You cheeky ass!” exclaimed Cook.

“Oh, that’s all right!” said Tommy
Dodd, unperturbed. “We're going to

ve a Classical guy. There’s one
fellow on the Classical side who was
born for the job, and our guy will be
his giddy likeness!”

“Who's that?” asked Arthur Edward.

“His names Lovell!”

“Why, U — you — you — you——"
spluatered the ow'ner of that name.
“Ha, ha, h:

The three Tommnes walked away
laughing, leaving Arthur Edward Lovell
glaring after them in great wrath.

Loveil was a humorous fellow in his
way, but, like many humorous fellows,
he failed to grasp a joke against him-
self. It seemed to him no end of a
jest to mimic the Modern Housemaster
in the form of a guy. But to be guyed
himself in the same way did not appeal
to his sense of humour in the least.

He strode away to the field adjoining
the kitchen gardens, where a crowd of
fellows were already busy stacking up
combustible materials for the bonfire
that was to be lit that afternoon.

Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-
come were busy there; but they had to
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suspend their
listen to Lovell.
In deep indignation Arthur Edward
explained, and his indignatiocn was
intensified when his comrades chuckled.
“Do you think it’s funny?” hooted
Lovell.
“Keep sm;

busy preparations to

iing, old chap,” said Jimmy
Silver soothingly. “It’s only Modern
gas. They can’t do it. We can imitat:
Manders with a guy because he
designed by nature for tha part. Yo
not—not quite, anyhow

“Thanks!” said Lovell sarcastically.

“Hallo!” Tommy Dodd came up.
“Lovell there?”

“Here I am!" snorted Lovell angrily.

“Sure it’s you?” asked Tommy Dodd,
as if in doubt. “You’re not my guy

hat’s goc out and started wandering,
are you?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell did not ans\wzr Lhe question,
He rushed at Tommy Dod

To the surprise of Lhe Classical
fellows, instead of closing in combat
with the enraged Lovell, ’l;ommy Dodd
took to his heels and ra

Lovell was surprised himself. Tommy
Dodd was the greatest fighting man on
the Modern side, yet he was running
like a frightened fag. Lovell whooped
after him in pursuit.

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Jimmy
Silver. “Who'd have thought that
Doddy would show the white feather
like that?” -

“I¢’s a lark! ” said Mornington. “He’s
goin’ to give that hot-headed ass a run
round the school. Let’s go in for the
guy, and let him run.

“Let’s!” agreed Raby.

And the Classicals marched in to
bring out the guy that still reposed in
the end study behind a locked door.
Meanwhile, the wrathful Arthur Ed-
ward was chasing on the track of
Tommy Dodd.

Tommy Dodd dashed into the arch-
way into Little Quad and Lovell rushed
after him.
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As he rushed into the dark arch, two
dim figures detached themselves from
the shadows and grasped him.

Before he knew what was happening
Arthur Edwaid Lovell was on his back
on the ground, with Tommy Cook si
ting on his chest and Tommy Doyle
grasping his wrists.

Tommy Dodd stopped his headlong
flight, and turned back with a breath-
less chuckle.

“Got him!” he gasped.

And his grasp was added. Arthur

Edward Lovell began to struggle; but
the three of them were tco many for
him.
It dawned upon Lovell now that
Tommy Dodd had deliberately led him
into an ambush, and that the whole
thing had been planned. But that
knowledge came too late to be of any
use to him.

‘To his utter amazement, Lovell found
himself tied up and gagged. Then
Doyle fastened a paper fool's-cap on
Lovell’s head. Tommy Dodd decorated
his face with coloured crayons. A char-
coal moustache, red circles round his
eyes, and green ears gave Lovell a wild
and unearthly aspect. The three
;\Acdcms chortled as they locked at

him,

Lovell could not speak. He chewed
despi y at the gag; but he could
not utter a word to tell the Moderns
what he thought of them.

Towle and Lacy arrived carrying an
ancient chair, evidently sorted out of
a lumber-room. Lovell was lifted into
the chair and tied there with ample
cords. A ragged old coat was draped
round him from head foot; an
ancient boot and an equally ancient
shoe were shoved on his feet over his
own shoes. Festoons of coloured paper
were pinned to him. His aspect, with
his eyes rolling with fury, was so
amazing and extraordinary, that the
Moderns almost wept with merriment.

Even yet it dzd not dawn upon Lovell
what the game

“I think Lhat 111 do,” smd 'I‘ommy
Dodd at last. “Take him up

E
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Four Modem fellows lifted the chair,
with Lovell in

“Now w ere ready!” said Tommy
Dodd. “My belief is that our guy will
knock their guy into a cocked hatl”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell wriggled
understood at last.

“Catch on, old bean?” asked Tommy
Dodd. “Didn’t I say that we were going
to have a guy just like you? Well,
you're like yourself, I suppose—what?
Come on, you men!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“March!”

“Here’s another guy!”

And the Modern crowd, roaring with
laughter, marched, with Arthur Edward
Lovell elevated on the chair in their

convulsively. He

midst.
CHAPTER 39,
Like Lovelll
ERE'S another guy!”
“Ha, ha!”

The Classical procession had reached
the field in which the bonfire blazed.

Manders IT carried on an old wicker
chair on the shoulders of the Classicals,
swayed above the crowd.

Roars of laughter from the
Classicals and cat-calls from the
Moderns greeted the appearance of
the imitation of Mr. Manders.

“Crikey! Here comes the Head!”
exclaimed Silver suddenly.

“Oh, my hat!”

Trepidation seized upon some of the
Classical fellows as Dr. Chisholm was
seen approaching in company with Mr.
Dalton, the master of the Fourth. The
Head had a benignant expression on
his face, and Mr. Dalton a kindly smile.
They were giving the celebration a
kindly look-in, partly to encourage the
merrymakers, partly, perhaps, to see
that ‘excitement did not run too high.

“Dear me! - Is this the—the efligy!”
said the Head, signing to the proces-
sion to halt. “Bless my soul! What
a very extraordinary figure!”
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“Extraordinary indeed!”
Dalton, rather dryly.

The Head, fortunately, had noticed
nothing of the horrible lesemhhnce to
Mr. Manders in the efiigy

Richard Dalton, however was a little
keener, and the juniors did not quite
like the expression on his face. How-
ever, he kept his thoughts, whatever
they were, to himself,

“A very ingenious construction, I
must say!” observed the Head kindly.
“Very ingenious indeed! Proceed, my
boys.”

said Mr.

And the procession, in great relief,
proceeded.

“Here comes another procession,”
remarked Mr. Dalton, as the arrival of
Tommy Dodd & Co. was heralded by a
roar.

Two or three dozen Modern juniors
marched into the field, with a chair
held aloft, in which sat a weird-looking
personage with a black charcoal mous-
tache, red-rimmed eyes, and green ears,
wrapped in a ragged coat, with an odd
boot and shoe on its feet.

“Bless my soul! This is really more
extraordinary than the other figure!”
exclaimed the Head, bursting into a
laugh. “It is quite lifelike!”

“Quite!” said Mr. Dalton.

“Hwrrah! Here's another guy!”

The two masters walked away, smil-
ing. Tommy Dodd and company
marched on, with their extraordinary
guy. Crackers and squibs rattled and
banged and fizzed round the swaying
figure in the chair as they went.

The two processions, marching round
the field from opposite directions, met

at last. The two guys swayed face to
face.

“My hat! TIs that your giddy guy,
Doddy?” asked Jim: Silver, staring

y

at the stra figure in the chair.

“That’s it!” chuckled Toramy Dodd.
‘Lsnt it a bit like Lovell?”

“By Jove, you do seem to have caught
a likeness!” said the captain of thn
Fourth, in amazernent.

“Whare's Lovell?” exclaimed Raby.
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“I say, Lovell would be v'avy if he were
here! Where’s he got

“March!” shouted Tommy Dodd.
“Here's another guy! Get out of the
way, you Classical chumps!”

Crash!

A faggot, suddenly hurled by a
Modern junior, caught Mr. Manders IT
on the chest, and the effigy went to the
ground with a crash. There was a roar
of wrath from the Classicals.

“Up with it!” shouted Jimmy Silver.

Manders IT was lifted up. But the
crash on the ground had had much
the same effect on the effigy as
Humpty-Dumpty’s celebrated fall. The
effigy was hopelessly smashed, and all
the king's horses and all the king’s men
could not have put Manders II to-
gether again,

“It’s done for!” exclaimed Morning-
ton. “Cheeky rotters! Collar their
guy and smash it up!”

“Yes, rather!”

“Shove it on the bonfire!”
Tubby Muffin,

‘“Smash it up!” roared Gunn®r,

The Classicals rushed at the Modern
procession.

“Hands off, you dummies!” yelled
Tommy Dodd in alarm. “Keep off!
Oh, you chumps! I tell you—
Yarooooh!”

The chair came to the ground and
rolled sideways. The Moderns, out-
numbered and hurled aside by the
Classical rush, were swept away. The
Classicals surrounded the guy which
was so strangely like Arthur Edward
Lovell.

“Smash it up!” roared Gunner,

“Jerk its head off!” shouted Dickin-
son minor.

A gurgling sound came from the guy,
but in the general din it was unheard,
Many hands were laid on the Modern
guy.

Jimmy Silver gave a sudden horrified’
yell and jumped back.
Ow! It's alive!
move!”
“Rot!

yelled

"I saw its eyes

You're dreaming!”
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“Great pip! Leok at it!” howled
Oswald.

The Classicals stared blankly at the
t so resembled Lovell. Its eyes
een to roll horribly.
as only too clear now that the
figure was alive; that it was, in fact,
vood fellow got up as a guy.
T t of its face seemed to be
wrapped up, and Jimmy understood
now that the hapless guy was gagged.
He dragged the cord and duster away.

‘Who—what—-"

“You silly idiot!” yelled the guy.

“Lovell!” .

“You {rabjous dummies!” yelled
Lovell. “You footling chumps! Didu’t
you know it was me? You burbling
Jjabberwocks, let a fellow loose!”

“Great pip!”

“Lovell}”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Edward Lovell was released.
He wriggled out of the chair amid roars
of laughter. His aspect, with his
painted face, made the Rookwooders
shriek. Classicals and Moderns alike,

“Oh, Lovelll” gasped Jimmy Silver.
“Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha! So that
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was Tommy Deodd’s wheeze—you were
the guy! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here—-"

chumps—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”
Lovell gave it up.

It was a merry celebration, after the
remnants of Manders II had been con-
signed to the bonfire, Classicals and
Moderns fraternised in letting off fire-
works, shouting, and generally kicking
up a tremendous shindy, till the powers
that were decided that it was enough,
and the prefects came on the scene and
shepherded the hilarious juniors back
to their Houses. All the fellows agreed
that the celebration had been unusually
ripping, with one exception—the excep-
tion being Arthur Edward Lovell.
Lovell had not been pleased by his part
in the performance. For days and
days, after the Fifth, any fellow who
wished to excite Arthur Edward Lovell
to frenzy had only to whisper as he -
passed “Here’s another guy!”

THE END,
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{ “LEGPULLING”! |

HO was the world’s first hoaxer?
If you cared to take the trouble
of tracing the ancient sport of “pull-
ing the leg,” as the French have it,
back through the centuries, you might
find that it owes its origin to the
stone-age humorist who slipped the
news to one or two of his worst enemies
that there was a fine juicy ichthyo-
saurus steak waiting for them round
the corner—and forgot to add the
ichthyosaurus was still very much
alive and kicking.
The Bomb That Wasn’t!

Anyway, whether that is the first
hoax on record or not, there always
seem to have been people with such a
highly developed gift for leg-pulling
that to them a day without somebody
or other “taken in” is a day wasted.
One daring, original, and successful
piece of bluff has very often made its
perpetrator famous for the rest of his
life, though not more than once or
twice in a century does a hoax receive
as much publicity as that given to the
practical joke the whole country was
talking about quite recently.

During the visit of a certain distin-
guished statesman to a Public school
in the North of England, a queer con-
traption, described as a “highly danger-
ous bomb,” was found under the dais
in the school hall only a few moments
before the great man was due to make
his appearance. Startled and panicky,
the governing body called in Scotland
Yard, and no cffort was spared to track
down the “anarchist plotters™ re-
sponsible for the “outrage.” ~ The
mystery was becoming steadily deeper
when the police experts to whom the

“infernal machine ” had been sent for
examination ﬂnnou"ced that it was
actical joke, without
to make a jumping
stuff. The school

authorities breathed large sighs of
relief; then suddenly awoke to the fact
that a few million people were having
a good laugh at their expense, and
hunted high and low for the hoaxers.
But those young gentlemen were wise
in their generation; they laid very low
and said nothin’.

The Sultan of Zanzibar!

For sheer nerve it would be hard to
beat the exploits of a hoaxer who,
during his undergraduate days at Cam-
bridge, made it his special job to biuff
and hoodwink as many of its solemn
and dignified personages as he could. A

newspaper report that the Sultan of
Zanzibar was paying a State visit to
this country gave him a bright idea.
He decided that his Highnegs was going
to honour Cambridge with his presence,
and that he would impersonate the
sultan. He advertised his arrival all
over the town for days beforehand,
suitably disguised himself and his
retinue of attendants, and, without the
quiver of an eyelid, arrived punctually
to the minute.

The mayor and corporation, as well
as important University officials galore,
were at the station to meet him, and
their hespitality was almost over-
whelming. They showed him round the
colleges, entertained him in great
style; and, to cap everything, even
listened to his speech of tha.nks in
“real Zanzibar,” without smelling a
rat. Not until nearly a year later,
when the daring japer had left the
University, did the sultan’s real iden-
tity leak out.

Compared with one of this prince of
practical jokers’ later efforts, however,
even that stunt seems tame.  This
time he became the King of Abyssinia,
and, with four, friends similarly dis-
guised in gorgeous rig-outs, passed him-
self off as a guest of the Foreign Office
Wwith such success that the party was
shown over the flagship Dreadnought
by the admiral himself! And once
again the japer got away
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" TWO MORE TIP-TOP SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE
YARNS TO READ'!

THE'boys of St. Frank’s, exploring
in the Antarctic, have discovered
a secret world amidst the icy wastes.
ut the amazing discovery suddenly
becomes fraught with peril—for war
breaks out between the two rival
countries | You cannot fail to be
thrilled by Nipper & Co.’s adventures
In a new world at war. See that you
read this sripping story.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
On Sale Now - -

IN the ordinary course of events, Billy

Bunter, the fat and fatuous Owl of
the Greyfriars Remove, hasn't the
strength of a bunny-rabbit. Suddenly
e blossoms out as STRONG
BUNTER, with the muscles of a
Samson—and things happen! Read
and enjoy this super school story of
Harry Wharton & Co., the world-

famous chums of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS

- Price 4d. each
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BEST BOOKS OF DETECTIVE THRILLS, MYSTERY AND ADVENTURE!

Make sure of this month’s issues of the

SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY

folob3. TRY RURIER EXUAGLDRS

dventure and clever. dotet:
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tha lorie-wanted Hotorious. ol
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No.604. THE SECRET OF THE GOLDEN
HORSE. |

By ANTHONY PARRONS.
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ux(nurml ol not. aouse sex i W

THE MYSTERY OF THE MISSING
REFUGEE.
By HEDLEY SOOTT. »
A grand new novel commencinys with & porplexing
Trder in Marsellies, and later-thie arival Jn
Flind Of & mian reputed to b & Fofge from
Czcoho-Blavakia, Rea and revel i this strange
AfTaTR of, topical intorest
No. 696. THE uﬁu-nolﬂ' MYSTERY.
By JONN G. BRANDON.
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And don'lmisslhesefihe numbers of the

BOYS' FRIEND LIBRARY
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No.694. YOUNG GUY m\wnn

By HEDLEY SOOTT.
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No.695. THE RACE GAME
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No. 696, THE SCHOOLEOY TREASURE
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Ty ALFRED EDGAR.
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