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in my booth for six three-minute rounds,

Gash down on the nail!

Don't be frightened, gents!”

‘1 hoffer,” exclaimed Posh Powell, brandishing: the sticks of the big drum, ‘‘five pnunris to any man.in Banbrozke who will stand up to any lad l've got
My boxers won't eat yer. Walkup! Walk up! Now's the time!"
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. The 1st Chapier.
Of the Road,

“Harness up the old lmgs, Tom !
Skip lively there, mates! 1% Inr:l-ul
like being a dirty night; but we've
gof to get to Banbmoke and have
our tent pitched before the fair opens
in the mornng. 2

It wis Ben Adams who spoke.
Ben was an old boxer of some repu-
tation, who, finding times o bit hard

in London, had taken to the road with.

W h@ingebouth. a gouple of caravans,”
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GATGHING A TARTAR!

A Great New Long Complete Tale of Tom Belcher, the Boy Boxer.

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

and a froupe, or ecompany of boxers,
including young Tom Belcher,

The
the roadside. The caravans had been
drawn on to & plot of grass, the lorry
placed at the side of the road, and the
horses had been cast adrift to rest
and browse a$ ¢heir pleasure.

- Boxers, manager, and Mrs, Adams,
who acted as mother to them all, had

eaten a hearty meal during the bredk.

in the ]oumey, and now at Ben’s
command they leapt to their feet,

“ecompany” were resting by

small, boyish
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knocked the ashes out of their pipes,
stretched  themselvées, ‘and began to
round up the horses,

Tom Belcher, a little ‘chap, with a
face, & mere morsel of
& lad, made o dash for Chiee, a ten
years’ old mape, coaxed her into cap-
tivity, backed her between the shafts
of one of the earavans, and harnessed
her up in good time. =

The others were equaﬁy as a.dt pt.
Thes the debris of the meal they had
strewn about them 011 ‘the grass Was

swopt together and thrown whers it
would not be an eyesore, and the
]uurnC\ resumed.

Up the rise of a steep hﬂl the two
oaravans and the lorry went, the
horses straining bravely at their tasl,
the men walking alongside eneourag-
ing them by word of mozuth, but
nevey using: the whip, for Ben did
not believe in that.

Overhead sweph  dark, lowering
clouds. Frem the North a bitter
wind blew, and thejr were going right
into the teeth of it.

. Hands in pockoels,
throats; heagds bowed to the blast, the
hardy froupe trimped onward g ]ml to
lic on the move, yet longing to reach
their journey’s end and be at rest
again,

It was a long and weary journey
between pitches, and Banbrooke still
seemed an unreachable distance away.

Past. hedgerows just breaking into
bright emerald. bud the travellers
went, and so on to the crest of a hill,
from whence they were able fo scan:
the “surrounding country, which

mufflers round |

stretched on and on for seemingls
endless milés,
! ¥t wus a wonderfol view, and they
paused to admire it, Ben Adims,
grasping & whip, presently pointed to
o dark patch near the horizon to the
west of them. Trom this paich onc
tall spira or chimnoey re ared its length
inte the sky.

“There’s Banlmvoke, boys!” said

e.

“Have we gob to go as far as
that 7" gasped a burly bexer named
Ulonette,

“We have, my lad, and a rare up
and down, winding roa.d it is, topt™
said the proprietor of the hoxmg
booth. “ And never a moment's rest
until we ‘get there. Thank goodness
T've resérved and paid for my pich,
so that there can be no fear of our
not getting a place But we must
reach tho town to-night, no matier
what the weather, We shall have
Posh Powell and his troupe against
us, and if we want to do decent busi-
ness, ‘we. must start on egual terra.

(Continued on the next page.}
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The 1st Chapter.
Simply Awful!

Y On the balll” said Jimmy Silver.

Morning lessons were over, and the
boys of Rookwood had streamed out
into the guadrangle, bright in the
spring sunshine.

Tommy Dodd & Co. of the Fourth,
the hovées of the Modern Side, were
punting about an eld football 1 the
quad. And as soon as Jimmy Silver
& Co. of the Classical Bide spotted
them their natural impulse, of course,
was to “bag’ the bhall. Which
they immediately proceeded to do.

There was quite a crowd of Modern |

juniors round the ball, but the
Clussical four mnever counted odds,
Jimmy Silver led the charge, and
Lovell and Raby and Newcome
backed him wp at once. ™ Tommy
‘Dodd”was rushed off the ball, amd
Tommy Cook was shoved aside, and
Tommy Doyle was floored, and Leg-
gett went over with a roar, and the
Ulassical youths rushed the ball away
to their own side almost before the
Maoderns knew what was happening.
Tominy Dodd sat up and roared.
“¥ah! Classical c¢ads!  After

them?”

“ Ow!” gasped Doyle.  “Pm kilt
intoirely ! Afther the bastes!” 4
_ The whole crowd of Moderns rushed
it pursuil. ¥

But Jimmy Silver was going n
great stylé, dribbling the ball at top
speed, He took it yight vound the
gym, and then passed to Lovell as he
was charged over, and Lovell passed
to Raby as he fell. in the clutehes of
the exasperated Tommy Dodd. Raby
sént it to Newecome, and Newecome
skied it as the three Tommies rushed
him over. Jimmy Bilver recaptured
it aseit came down, and dribbled it
away towards the House.

¢ After the beast !’

Lovell: and Raby and Newcome
wers léft sprawling on the ground,
gasping for breath, and the Modern
horde sped on the track of Jimmy
Silver.

Jimmy was going strong, and it

looked as if he would escape into the |

House with'the ball, when two or
three Moderns, coming from a dif-
ferent direction, cut him off. Jimmy
Silver paused, and Tommy Dodd &
CUo. gave a yell of triumph,  But
Jimmy was not beaten yet. He was
within shooting distance of the big
doorway, and the brilliant idea oc-
curred to him to kick the ball right
into the House, where there were
plenty of Classicals o secure it

No sooner had that idea flashed
into Jimmy Silver’s active brain than
he acted upon it. There was no time
to think it out, which was rather un-
fortunate, as it happened.

Jimmy delivered a tremendous kick,
and the bhall rose over the heads of

. the Moderns in front of him and
sailed straight for the doorway.
Nover had Jimmy delivered a surer
kick for goal. -

It was sheer ili-luck that Bulkeley
of the Sixth, the captain of Rook-
wood, chose that very moment for
coming out of the House.

Jimmy Silver couldn't possibly
have foreseen that, as he told his
chums afterwards. Neither could
Bulkeley have foreseen if, or he
would certainly have dodged. As it
was, the sormewhat muddy {ooter
canght the captain of Reckwood
fa.ir?y under the chin,

Bulkeley staggered back with a yell,
and the ball rolled at his feet.

The rush of the juniors stopped as
if by magic. Bulkeley sat down in
the doorway, blinking., Jimmy Bilver
stood petrified. Bulkeley—the great
Bulkeley—oid Bulkeley, the captain
of the school, had heen floored by the
ball, and his face was splashed
with mud, likewise his collar and his
waistcoat. I was time for the skies
to fali! 1 5

“Qh, my hat!” gasped Jimmy
Silver, in vtter dismay.

“ Oh _erumbs !’ said Tommy Dodd.
“ You've done it now!’’

“ 3erve the beast right!” muttered
Leggett, whe had his own reasons for

By OW

disliking Jimmy Silver. Jimmy was
always down on the cad of the
Fourth.

Bulkeley jumped up. He tock out
his handkerchief, and mopped his
gnuddy face, and pglared at the
juniors.

Bulkeley could generaliy be de- |

pended upon to be good-tempered.
That was one reason why he was so

pular at Rookweod, not only on
11:.)1?5 own side, but with the Moderns as
well, -

On this oceasion, however, his well-
known good-temper had evidently
failed him.

“ Who kicked that ball at me?’ he
roared,

Dead silence.

Jimmy Silver did not feel inclined
to ‘impart any information. And
Tomm & (o, would not have
“ sneaked *’ td save their lives.

“Do you hear me?”’ shouted Bulke-
ley. “Wha kicked that ball? By
Jove, Plt lick the lot of you all
round ! /

' Please, Bulkeley, it wag Silver!”

It was Leggett of the Fourth, the
cad of the Modern side, who squeakod
out that piece of information.
¢ S ¥ou cad!” roared Tommy Dodd.
“Shug upl”

8o M was you, de-
manded Bulkeley, :

“ Yes, Bulkeley,” said Jimmy
Bilver meekly, ¢ Awfully sorry! 1t
was an accident—quite an accident!
I didn’t see you coming,”

“You were kicking the ball into
the doorway, anyhow.'’

“ Ye-e-es!’”

*“You young idiot! The
might have heen coming out!”

¢ Oh, ecrumbs!” murmured Jimmy,
almost overcome by that awful pos-
sibility. It was bad enough to have
floored Bulkelay
meré idea of flooring thé Head made
hiu‘n’eel giddy.

Silvert"

Head

Come into my study!?* said
Bulkeley.
“ Anything to oblige!” groaned

Jimmy Silver

Disconsolately he followed Bulke-
ey to hig study. The prefect picked
up & cane. .

““¥ou thundering young ass!”
said Bulkeley. *‘ Accidents like that
can't bhe allowed to happen! Hold
out your hand!”

Swish!

* Now the ether !’

Swish !

“Oh dear! groaned Jimmy
Bilver. 1 say, Bulkeley, are you

getting your muscle up for your hat-
ting this afternoon?™
ulkeley grinned,

*“You can clear off, you cheeky
rascal!”

Jimmy Silver did not need telling
twice, He cleared off promptly, and
the great Bulkeley procecded to take
un axtra wash,

The 2nd Chapter,
Leggett in Luck,

*Modern sneak!”

Lovell and Raby and Nowcome
howled out the  words together.
“ Sneaking '’ was almost unknown
among ihe cheery juniors of Rook-
wood, and Leggeft’s betrayal of
Jimmy Silver madé the . Classical
chums boil with rage, And Tommy
Dodd & Co. were equally furious,
The cad of the Fourth had brought
diggrace on their side, and given the
(lassicals a *“ handle ” against them.

“What do yon expect of thess
Modern worms?’ hooted Raby.

“Vah! Modern cads!”
HOPain’t our fault, is 1677 howled
Tommy Dodd. * We didn’t sneak!

It was that -rotter Leggett! We
don’t own him! He ought to be a

lassical!”

" Yah !l’

“Qerag the boast!” yelled Cook.
“Make an exampie of him "'

# Collar him!” ‘ ; :

Leggett was speeding away towards
the I\%I%dem side, He did not like the
looks of Tommy Dodd & Co. .

But he:was not allowed to escape.
The thres Tommies were keen to

of the Sixth, . The |,

BACKING UP BULKELEY!

A Magnificent New Long Complete School Story of Jimmy Silver & Co. al Roaé;z?ood.

EN CONQUEST.

=

show in the plainest possible munner
that they were as much ‘* down " on
sneaking as any measly Classical at
B,ﬂtlgkwaﬂd g

hey charged after Lieggeti, yelling
to him to stop.

wasg not likely to stops Fear lent him

he had never displayed on the play-
ing-fields.

e rushed into the House, with
Temmy Dodd & Co. swhooping after
him.

“ Clollar the cad!”

“Scrag him !

Leggett, in desperation, rushed for
the Sixth Form passage. In those
sacred precincts he felt that he would
be safé from the avengers. Asa rule
the most reckless raggers would have
Teept elear of the quarters of the high
and mighty Sixth.

But Tommy Dodd was toc exasper-
ated to think of that. The disgrace
Leggett had brought on his side had
to be wiped out. They scudded after
the sneak of the Fourth, and Leggett
panted with terror as he heard them
still on his track.

They were close behind when Leg-
gett whipped open the door of
Knowles’s study and dashed in, slam-
ming the door behind him.

Then even the three Toms paused.

Knowles was head prefect of the
Modern side, and a fellow of uncer-
tain temper, and it.was manifestly
impossible to perpefrate a ragging in
his study.

#The thafe of the wotld!” gasped.
Doyle, coming to a sudden halt.
“ Niver mind: we'll scrag him when
he comes out !”

The three juniors waited, breathing
hard, in the passage. It was evident
that Knowles was not in his study,
or the fugitive would bave been
booted out already.

Loeggett © was  palpitating  with
alarm’ in the study. He had rushed

iin blindly to escape the avengers,

| without stopping to think that the

Under the circumstances Leggett

wings, and he dashed on- at a pace.

Knowles,

Bulkeley dragged the zoggles away frorn tho chayffeur's faco

“What does this mean?”

sharp-tempered Frefeet. might be
there. Fartunately for hiri, Knowles
was not there.  Leggetf squirmed
under the bed in the corner, as the
safest place, determined to stay
there, and kick his hardest if the
three Tommies ran him fo earth.

“Ow, the rotters!” he mumbled.
“The beasts! If Knowles comes and
catches me here—ob, dear!”

He was almost inclined to face
the anpry juniors rather than
But not quite! He re-
mained palpitating under the bed,
waiting’ till the coast should be clear,
and hoping that Knowles would not
come.

Alas for his hopes! Tommy Dodd
& Co. had not been on guard three
minutes when Knowles and Cateshy

of the Bixth came along. Knowles
frowned at the trio of Fourth-
TFormenrs.

“What are your fags doing here?”
he smapped. *“Clear off 1™ -

The three Tomiries had cleared off.

Knowles and Catesby entered the
study.

Leggett, under the bed, palpitated,
thinking that the avengers had re-
solved %o tun the risk of cornering
him in the prefect’s study. But
the sight of -two pairs .of Yegs that
certainly did not belang te the Fourth
reassured him, But his case was nof
much improved. He knew what to
expect i1 Knowles found a junior
hidden under his bed. Leggett sub-
dued his hurried breathing, and lay
very low. Tt wag evidently advisable
just then to undersiudy the celebrated
Brer Fox.

“ Bhut the door!” said Knowles.
“Help yourself to a fag, old man!”

Leggett grinned under the bed,
Leggett had a way of knowing most
things that went on, whether they
conserned him or not, and he knew
already that Knowles was a smoker.

“There's the match this afternoon,
Knowles,” said Catesby doubtfully.
“ Better not put on a smoke till after-
wards, I think."
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“Jocy Hook™™ he exclaim ad.

“Pooh! One won’t hurt you! Be-
sides, we shall win anyway.”

Leggett grinned again. = That
afferncor the match was to take place
of the Moderns versus Classicils—
the sénior teams. It was a trial
match, and from the best men on
hoth sides the School eleven was to
be selec But it was common
knowledge in the school that
Knowles’s eleven would nevor keep
its end up against Bulleley’s team.
The Classical seniors would win all
along the line. Old Bulkeley was a
tower of strength to his side, and
hig innings alone would decide the
matter.

¥Yet Krowles spoke in a tone of
,certainty that puzzled Leggeit.
| Surely Knowles should have known
as weil as anybody that he hadn’t an
earthly !

“ Here’s the list of ocur side,” went
on Knowles, “It’s the best team
we can get into the field. Without
Bulkeley on the other side, T haven’s
the slightest doubt that we shall beat
them hollow."”

“They'll put a man in in Bulke-
ley’s place—"

“Yes; one of the Fifth very likely
—not much pood! Mind,- when
" Bulkeley's called away, there’s to be
no zot about postponing the trial
matali. Some of the Classicals may

suggest it. We're all to he downon
it at once.”
“You bet!” chuckied Cateshy.

“ And Bulkeley will be held to his
promise, too. If we win the match,
we have six men in the School
eleven.”

Knowles chuckled, too. ;

“What-ho! Of course, the sublime
Bulkeley did not foresee that he
would be called away from the match.
And, under the circs, he will very
fikely think that his promise ought
to be called off. Of course, we shall
not listen to any suggestion of the
kigd.” N

“Some of the fellows may—""

“The fellows will back us up,”-
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said Knowles, “They're all as keen

as we are to get a fair show for the’

Modern side. - We can’t ‘afford to

viold an inch, I haven't talketl all

this trouble for nothing!” t
atesby rubbed his hands:

“Looks liké a dead cert for ws!”
ho remarked.

“ It is a dead cert!” said Knowles.
“1 took a spin on ny bike hefore
lessons this movning, and saw Joey
Hook. It's all fixed. He's gob the
car réady, and he’s calling at helf-
past two. got up as ‘o respectable
family chauffeur. Bulkeley can’t ve-
fuse to go—unless he's o heartless
biast—when he hears that his uncle’s
sinking fast, and asking for him.".

% 1:0T say, it is rvather thick!” gaid
Cateshy slowly. 2

Knowles burst info a sacering
inugh. i
" Aye you getting soft?’ he asked,
“ We've gohi too much at stake 'to
séick at s, trifle. We've pot to win
the trial match, and start the season
with a good show for the Maoderns in
the Firsy Eleven.”

3y wish we could beat them on
our form,” muttered Catesby.

0o do I, But we can’i, and that's
anend. When we get the First Eleven
into our hands, the fellows will put
more beef into it: we've never really
had a fair show.”

“Well, that’s so,” said Catesby,
hesitating. He did not really think,
in his heart, that Bulkeley had not
given the Moderns a fair show, but
it made his conscience more comforg-
able to think so as much az he could.

“Anyway, it's fixed now,” said
Knowles. “Tt's too late ic stop Joey
Hook, even if we wanted to. Not
that we would.”

There was a smell of tobaces in
the study.

The two prefecis, ,whose duty ib
was to punish ot report any feilow
in_ the school found smoking, puffed
at their cigarettes, and chatted, their
talk running on a certain Spring

" Handicap, which secmed to interest
them very much,

Leggett, under
frembling. : .

He was getting an insight into
Kuowles’s litile ways that, with all
his prying and spying, he had never
dreamed of before. The thought of
what Knowles would do to him, if
he found that he had overheard, made
him feel faint. Fle searcely breathed
ag he Iay like a mounse under the bed.

Would they never go? he wondered,

Knowles and Catesby were pot in
a hurry to go. The Spring Handi-
cap, and the chances of Blue Bird
and Snooker 1I. reepectively, scemed
to interest them even more than the
trial cricket match of the afternoon.

They did not leave the study till
the bell was ringing for dinner.

Then, to Leggett's grest relief, they
lefe thie study, without sven snspeck-
ing the presence of a third party in
the room.

Leggett waited till their footsteps
had died away, and then crawled out
from under the bed, trembling in
every limb. The discovery he had
made terrified him: There was a plot
to eget Bulkeley away from the school
that afterncon, and deprive the
Classical team of their captain’s ser-
vices. He understoed now why
Kuowles was so confident of winping.
Without Bulkeley in their ranks, the
(lassicals would have a hard strugelo
to keep their end up against
Krnowles’s team.

The cad of the Fourth peered out
into the passage. Ii was deserted;
everybody was in the dining-room.
Leggett scuttled out, his heart beat-
ing. He was five minutes late to
dinner, and received a hundred lines
from Me, Manders. But the thought
of what might have happened to him
H TKnowles had found him in the
'Is_tudy consoled him Hor the hundred
nes.
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BULKELEY!

The 3rd Chapter.

“Let Mim Rip!%
Jimmy Silver & (o, were adorn-
ing the stéps of the School' House
when Bulkeley and Neville came

out afler dinner. Bulkéley was look-
ing very cheerful and satisfied. It
was one of Bulkeley’s biggest
troubles that he failed to pull "with
Knowles, the captain of the Modern
side. Bulkeley was keenly desirous
of sdeing the Rookwood First do well
at cricket that sesson, but withoul
co-operation between the two sides it
was not likely to come to pass.  There
were three men nn the Modern side
who could not be left out—Knowles,
Catesby, and Frampton—if the team
was to be the best that Rookwood
could produce.  And fhat was one
reason why Bulkeley never listened
to some liot-headed fellows who sug-
gested  playing o wholly Classical
team as the School eleven. It would
have been a lekson to Knowles, cer-
tainly; but it would have been = bad

‘business for Rookwood's ericket
record,
Bub. now the trouble seemed ‘o

have passed over. i

Knowles had “groused ¥ at having
only three Maderns considered good
enough for the School team, and
all the Moderns backed him un hotly.
Bulkeley did not expect the trial
match that afternoon to reveal any
hitherto unsuspeeted geniuses in the
rapks of the Maoderns, But he had
met Knowles half-way, and he had
stated that if the Moderns beat the
Classicals in the trial mateh, Knowles
should- be considered to have proved
his claim, and six Moderns should go
into. the first eleven. If Knowles's
team won by fair play, certainly they
would have proved their right.

As to their winning by foul play,
Bulkeley never evén thought of that.
If anybody had warned him that a
Rookwaod fellow would be guilty of
“nobbling 7 an oppesing player to
win u mateh by foul means, he would
certainly have kicked hiz kind in-
formant out* of hiy study.

Yet that was exactly what Knowles
had planned—as Leggett could have
testified, and as Jimmy Silver & Co.
could have testified, too, if they had
carad to face the drastic consequences
of making such an accusation against
Knowles.

By chanee, the previous day, the
Fistical Four had “spotted ™
Knowles's little game, and they had
taken their measure to defeat it with
such deadly secrecy that nobody out-
side their own select circle suspected
a word of it

The Fisticel Four could keep a
sceret when they. liked; and they
kept that one as carefully as if it had
been a secret of hidden freasure.

They smiled genially as they zaw
Bulkeley’s contented face as he came
out chatting with Neville of the
gixth. They knew that he would not
have felt so contented if he had
known that the Modarn captain was
plotting, and that four juniors on his
own side were plotting, too—or,
rather, counterplotting.

“X say, Neville!” chirped Jimmy
Silver. as the great men of the Bixth
were passing on the steps.

The two prefects good-naturedly
halted. They liked Jimmy Silver—
nobody could quite help hiking that
somewhat cheeky, but always frank
ard cheery junior. b

“Hallo I” said Neville. * What is
it? Are you going to offer your
services for the irial match, Silver?”

The feur juniors grinned dutifully
at the great man’s little joke.

“Blessed if I don’t think he’d have
nerve encugh, really,” said Bulkeloy,
lrughing.

“Well, Bulkeley might do worse
than take a player or two from the
Fourth.” said Jimmy Silver modestly.
“But that isn't what 1 was going to
say. It's about that-letter, Neville,”

#*EKh? What letter?” :

Jimmy Silver iooked indignant.

“Yon don't mean to say you've for-
gotten I he exclaimed. ““You a pre.
fect, too!”
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“Blessed i I haven't,” said
Neville, puzzled. - What letter.are
you talking about ¥

“ Didn’t Igive you-a letter to mind
for..me " lagt ~might ! sald ~ Jimmy
Silver % An awfully valuable letter;
you remember 27

“0h, yes, I remember!” -said
Neville, feeling in his pocket. “It’s
here.”

Jimmy waved his hand.

“1 don't want it yet, thanks,” he

said. © ““I was only ‘mentioning it
You see,  it’s awlully valuable—
awfally.”

“Far above rubies,” said Lovell
solemnly.

“YWhat the dickens—" maid
Julkeley,

Neville laughed:  The keenness of
the fags about that precious letter
amuséd “hini. “
“T'm minding o letter for Silver,"”
he explained. * Stlver gave it to me
last night to mind—"

“Just “before we went to the
dorm,"” said Jimmy.

“Yes. And it's craimmed: with
banknotes, 1 suppose,” said Neville.

“No, it isn’$ ‘money,” said Jimmy
Silver. “It's wiare valuable than

mofiey.
“ Bulkeley

“¥ou bet,” said Raby.
will know when #$’s opened.’ :

“Yes, rather,” ‘said Newcome,
“when Bulkeley sees it—— Ow!l”
Newcome “broke off - suddenly as
Jimniy Silver kicked hin.

The . captain of - Rookwood
at the fags.

“ Something to do with me?”
asked.

“Wall, in a way," admitted Jimmy
Silver cautiously. = Keep it in your
pocket, Nevillo—if it were lost it
would be all up.” i

“Oh, all serene!” said Neville.

The two prefecis walked out into
the quad. 3

“Something awfully mysterious—
what |7 said Bulkeley. 5

“Beems #0,% said Neville, *that
young ass bronght it to me in my
study last night, sealed up with seal-
ing-wax, and "asked me to take
charge of it. I concluded there was
money in- it, and he was afraid of
losing it; but it appears not. What
a ripping afternoon for the trial
maéch, Do you think the Moderns
have an earthly, Bulkeley ?7-

Bulkeley sm%ed‘ ;

“Knowles seems to think se, and T
like to seée him keen,” he replied.
“But, of course, they won’t have a
laok in.”

“Tf they should beat us, Knowles
will claim six places in the School
eleven for his side as agreed.”

“1f they heat us, they’ll be entitled
to them,” said Bulkeley.

“Well, yes, 1 suppose s0.”

“Knowles thinks 1

indersate the
Modern players, Well, if they beat

stared

he

I'm wrong,” said . the
Rookwood, “and if that's so, T'll be
glad to find out my mistake before
we begin playing the School matches.
But I faney it won't turn oul as
Knewles thinks.”

Bulkeley's opinion was shared by
all the Classical side. But it was
certain that the Modern seniors were
very keen about the match, and
wonld play up their hardest. 1

Jimmy Silver & Co. smiled at one
another beautifully as the proat
swells of "the Sixth walked away
chatting. That valuable letter, which
had been delivered so mysteriously
into MNeville’s charge, was thoir
counter-stroke to Knowles's plot.
They felt elated that it had fallen fo
them to back np old Bulkeley and
save the Classioal side from a defeat.

“ Mind you kids are at the gate ai
half-past one,” murmured Jimmy
Silver. “I want to see Knowles’s face
when his little gume goes bang.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“And Knowles don't know we
know,” chuckled Lovell blissfally.
“ Hasn't the faintest suspish that we
were in the barn when he jawed it
over with Joey Fook. His face will
be worth a guinea a box when he
finds out.”

“Ha, ha; hal”

“Hallo, here’s that
sneak 17 said Neweome.

Legeett of the Fourth was ap-
proaching. Leggett did mnot  look
happy. One of his ears looked
swollen, and his nose was very red.
There was a bluish tinge round one
of his oyes. Tommy Dodd & Co. had
interviewed him immediately after
dinner, with painful results to the cad
of the Fourth.

The Fistical Four glared at him,

_ “Just in time for e licking,” said
Jimmy Bilver.

“(huck 1!7  growled Leggett.
“T’ye come over here to speak to
Smythe. You'ra jolly well going to
see your rotten. Classicals licked this
afternoon.”

Modern
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us, it will show that he's right and:
captain of:

“Not much chance -of that!” said
Lovell disdainfully.

“What will you bet on it?e sad
Leggett. The amiable Leggett was
much given to making bets on the
school events,

“1 won't bet anything, because T'm
not a blackguard,” said Lovell; “but
if T did ‘bet, F’d lay a hundred to one
on the Classics.”

“T'd take “you,”
“T'1 take vou at 1w
like, In quids, too.”

The Fidtical Four stared at him.
Leggett’s unpleasant manners and
cnstoms got an their nerves, but so
far' as they had observed him, he
generally did - well “out of his little
frahsnobions. That he should be will-
ing to bet against’ the Classic side,
when even the Moderns themselves
had- little hope of winning, was extra-
ordinary. Leggett generally found a
sure thing to put his money on. and
now it looked as if he wag deliberately ¢
betting against the chances. They

were puzzled, . 5
“Where's the quids?” said Lovell
handful of

saig  Leggett,
o to one, if you

sceptically. -
Leggett drew duite a
money from his pocket.
“Money talks,” he said. ]
“Where on earth did you get
that 7”7 exclaimed Raby, in astonish- |
ment. " % ¥You dor’t’ generally have
much money.” ;
“T've got some now, anyway,” said
Leggett, with a sneering smile, * As
4 matter of fact, I've been collesting
some little debts for this special ocoa-
sion.' - - . . ¥ 7
Lending money among his Form-
fellows was another of Leggett's de-
lightful - ways: " Hoe would lend -a
shilling for a week, to receive back
fifteenperice on  Saturday. - There
were always half a dozein Ffellows |
owing Leggett money. [
“You think your rotten Classics
are going to win?” added Leggett.
“We know they are!" growled
Jimmy Silver.
“Well, thep, put your money on

dts s
“You know we don’t bef, you
worm " -

Leggett laughed’ sneeringly.

“Yes; I forgot you were a set of
giddy Hries. Never mind—Smythe |
of .the Shell will take me — so will
Howard and Tracy, and as many as
I Hke. They’re sporting. ”

“Blessed if 1 make you out,'’ said
Lovell, *Even if you think your
Modern cads have a chance, you can’t
think it’s a cert, and you always doing
your dirty betting on ecerts. You
must be going off your rocker. Any-
way, you're not coming here with
your flthy racecourse tricks. Bump
him :7!

Lovell and Raby and Neweome col-
lared Leggett before be could flee,
But Jimmy Silver shouted at once :

“Hold on! Let him go!”

“What rot!” exclaimed Lovell
“T.ook here, Jimmy Silver—"

“Hands off the dear boy,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Let him go sporting
—tet him go betting--let him rip!
He'll' lose his money, and i’ be a
lesson to him. Let him go, 1 tell you,
or T'H whip you.”

“Why, you ass—

“You fathead, I'll—""

“¥You cheeky chump!”

Leggett bolted into the house, leav-
mg Jimmy Silver’s three chums,
arguing wrathfully with Jimmy.
Jimmy was grinning serenely.

“Don't jaw, my infants——"'

“ You silly fathead I roared Lovell.

“Clome away with your Uncle
Jimmy—come where that worm can't
hear us-—-and I'll whisper in your silly
ear,” said Silver.

He led his comrades away across
the quad. He did not want to risk
letting Leggett hear what he had to
say, and he knew Leggett’s wonder-
ful gift of hearing all sorts of things
he was not intended to hear, Under
the old beeches they paused.

i)

“Don’t you see?” grinned Jimmy
Bilver. T
“No, I don's,” growled Lovell,

“and I think——"

“QOh, you don't 6 think!” said
Jimmy. cheerfully. *“Can’t you see?
Don’t you tumble?  All Rockwood
knows that the Classicals will beat
Knowies’s lol—and yet here comes
the sportive Leggy offering to lay
odds against the Classica? Don’t
you know that Leggett is the cham-
pion spy and eavesdropper and snesk
generally? Can’'t you see he's gob
on to something 7"

“What ?'

“He’s spotted Knowles, same as
wo did,” chuckled Jimmy Silver.
“He's spied, or listened, or some-
thing, and got on to what Knowles
has arranged for to-day.”

“My hat!”

“And instead of trying to bottle
him as—as we've done, Legey is on

| wis clouded.

to make & good thing out of it. He
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thinks Knowles’s little gaine is going
to be a suceess, and so it's safe to
book’ bets apgainst the (lessics. Sec "

Lovell ‘and Raby and Newcome
burst inte & rear. 1t was plain
enough now that Jimmy: Silver
pointed it out, “That was the only
possible explanation of Leggett's ap-
parently reékless conduct.

“(h, my bhat!” gasped Lovell
“The silly cad! Of course, he don’t
know we know—he don’t suspect that
Knowles’s little game is going to be
knocked sky-high—ha, ha, ha 1"

“ Let him rip!” said Jimmy Bilver.
“Tt will be a lesson to him aboub
betting on dead certs—what !”

¥ Ha, ha, ha!” 2

And at the idea of the cunning
Fourth-Forier “overveaching himself
in that way the Fistical Four yelled
with laughter. And they let Lieggett
rip! 3

The 4th Chapter.
Good. Business.

Adolphus Snyythe, the dandy of the
Bhell, was in his study. The angust
countenance " of the great Adolphus
He was not contented.

It was, as he told his study-mates,
Howard and Tracy, dashed rotfen.

Adalphus was a sporting young gen-
tleman, resembling: Master Legsett in
his tagtes, though the lofty dandy of
the Shell regarded the former as”a
rank outsider, and would not have
touched him with a pdir of tongs.

It ,was a custom of the great
Adolphus to make up a little “ book "
on the principal events at Rookwood ;
aiid #s-he generally had plenty of
money, he sometimes bookéed quite
oxtensive bets, He was ready and
willing to make up a book; as usual,
on the trial oricket mateh, Modern
versus Classical. But he found that
for onece, his sporting proclivities were
nipped in the bud.

There were no takers.

Everybody on the (lassic side knew
that Bulkeley’'s team would win.
Eversbody on the Modesn side felt
pretty sure that they would.

There were some sporis, of Smythe’s
variety, on the Modern gide, bt
Adolphus.had sought in vain to get
them to back up their team with their
money. Perhaps Knowles would have
taken him on if Smythe hud dared
to approach a prefect on the muatter,
and if the prefect bad dared to risk
making bets with a junior. But that
was out of the question.

Modern fellows declared that the
trizl match would be by no means a
walk-over for Bulkeley's lot. But for
reasons best known to themselves they
declined to bet on their own men.

It was in vain that the welllined
Adolphus had offered odds of threc
‘to cne on the Classics. Theve were
simply no takers.

T ¢afl it dashed rotten!” said
Adolphus, lighting a cigarette, with
a discontented frown. *Seems to be
no sporting instinet lefé in Rookwood,
by gad, since they started that measly
Modern side in the school. T've
offered young Leggett three to one
on Bulkeley, and he wasn't on, by
Jove!”

“(fateh him !” said Howard. “That
young.oad bets on certs.”™

“Well, a fellow ought to back up
his own team !” said Smythe. “If 1
was a dashed Modern, T'd put my
money oh ‘em, I would, you kunow,
by gad!”

There was a tap at the door, and
Leggett of the Fourth came in. The
three Shell fellows stared at him with
far from welcoming looks. Tnless it
was to make a bet they had no use
for Leggett, and he had already heen
tempted 1n vain.

“Oh, get out, do!” said Smythe.
“T'm rather particular who I have in
my study, bai Jove. I bar Modern
cads. There’s the door.”

“Why the dickens don’t you buy
a new neckiie, Leggett?"” said Trucy.
“PBlessed if T ever saw such a dingy
bounder as you are, by George!”

“0Oh, Lkick him out!” yawned
Smythe,

“Hold on!” said Leggett suavely.
“¥ou were offering me bets last
night, Smythey-~three to one on
Bulkeley’s feam.”

“VYaas, and you were afraid to back
your men,” said Smythe disdainfully.

“I've changed my mind,” said
Leggett.

Smythe’s expression changed af
once. Quite a cordial smile came over
his face. Tracy, who had picked up a
cricket-stump to help Legpeib oub of
the study, dropped it behind him very
quickly. The nuts of the Shell were
all smiles now.

“Goin' to bet, asked
Howard.

“T1 take you on,” said Leggett.
“ T’'ve been thinking 1t over. It's
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only. patriotic to back up ome’s own
toam, isn’s iH??

“Quite s0,” said Smythe heartily.
“You've a sport after all, Leggett.”

“ Desides, 1 think the Moderns will
win,” said Leggetf. g

The Shell fellows suppressed their
morriment at thé “ides. They weka
quite willing to let Leggett think so,
if he was willing to back up his

opinion with hard cash. .
“Well, there’s no game so uncertain

as crickel,” said Adolphus, “A feam

isn’t licked till it’s beaten. A game

isn*t fost ll” s chucked away.
You're a real sporting fellow, and no
mistake, Leggett.”

“Three to one on the Classics?”
asked Leggett.

“Yaas!™ ;

. "What are you goiag to put up?”’

“Quids, if g:ou i;ike?“ SEEd Sniythe
negligently. $

“Same here!” chorused Tracy and
Howard., “Don’tleave us out! Take
us all.in, Leggeit, old man!”

“Money talks 1 said Beggett. “T'm
ready to.put up thard cash, if you
fellows do the same. I don’t helieve
in betting on the nod.’?

“Go easy, though,” said Smythe
suspiciously, “Let’s see the colour of
your money, Leggey. - You're a joily
bad payer.”

“Three quids!” said Leggett, pro-
ducing his money. “I've been screw-
ing 1t together to pub on this match.

There's my fin, if you fellows can
cover it.” :
Fhe young rascals of the BShell

looked greedily at the handful of silver
with two or three sovercigns glisten-
Jdng-in it Smythe produced three cur-
renay notes for a pound each.

“There’s my little bit, by gad!”
hevemarked.

Loggett  looked inguiringly at

Howard and - Tracy. hose two
young . genflemen hesitated. 'Fhey
were eager 10 bock bets with Legpgets
Lot they wete mot rolling in niune:?
like Adolphis.

“Among gentlemer
Howard.

Loggett laughed. .

“Monéy talks,” he said, “I'll put
up the stakes if you do, and Selwyn
will hold theor for us.  Selwyn can
be depended an. ™ ;

“Why, you cheeky rotter, do you
think we wauldn’t pay up?”’

Leggott s}n‘ug'gerllCl his shoulders.

“(Jash or mo bet,” he said,

“Hold on,” said Tracy. “This 1s
tao good to be let slide. T'1l get some
of the fellows in, and we’ll whack
it gut.”

“Right-ho !

Tracy rushed from the study. He
came back in five minutes with half
& dozen fellows, all excited and eager
Townsend and Topham of the Fourth,
and Selwyn and Chesney and a couple
of Jhell fellows followed him in.

They were all “nuts ¥ of Smythe's
secret circle, and they were all look-
ing excited,  Like Adolphus, they had
hitherto sought in vain for “takers.”

Leggett greeted them with a grin,

“Ajl on?” he asked.

“By gad, you can het we're all on,”
gaid Chesney. 'Tain’t often we get a
chance like this, We'll take all ihe
tin you like to offer.”

“T've only got three guid, but T'll
put it alf up,” said Leggett. ‘1 want
nine pounds to cover . Smythe's
put up three.”

“We'll jolly soon make up the
rest,” said Selwyn.

The nuts of Rookwood almeost tum-
bled over one another to take Leg-
gett’s bet, Never had so easy and
gdorgeons n chance come the way of
the “Giddy Goats,” as the sporting
young rascals styvled themselves.

“Selwyn holds the stakes,” said
Leggett. ‘‘ He's square.”

“Tf you mean that we're hot square
——" hegan Smythe.

“1 don’t mean anything,
Selwyn holds the stalkes,”

“That's all right,” =aid Selwyn.
“You can trust me, I suppose,
Bmythey.”

% (Oh, yaas, ahsolutely 1

And the Giddy Goats booked the bet
with great care, and the cash was
handed over to Helwyn for safekecp-
ing. Leggett looked very satisfied,

“Tf the Classics win, you pay out
these chaps, Belwyn,” he remarked.
“Tf the Moderns win T call on
you after the match, and you hand it
over to me.”

“That's it,” said Selwyn.

Legzett nodded and left the study.

The Giddy Goats burst into' a jovous
chuckle when he was gone,
- “Tt's as easy as pickin’ up guids,
by gad,” said Smythe. “The young
ass must be absolutely off his rocker,
don’t you know.”’

“Balmy, ¥ should think?”’ said
Selwyn.  “If the Moderns win—ha,
Ha !—I'll iand him the money rioht
enough. If!"”

* - began

only

- Arp you trying for one of our magniﬂépnt- P

“He's generally so jolly cute,™ 'sai%i !

Tracy thoughtfully. “There can't be
anything the matter with the  team
that he’s heard of and we haven's, I
suppose,

“QOh, rot!” said Bmythe,
dead sure thing for us!”’

And the Giddy Goats agreed that
it was, and chuckled gleefully over the
prospect.  Leggett was chuckling, too,
us he walked away. He also regavded
it &3 a * dvad sure thing.”

“It's a

The 3th Chapter,
Jimmy Silver Chips In,
“Time I said Jimmy Silver.

Tt wanted a few minutes to half-past

one. The Fistical Four came out of
the tuckshop, where they had been re-
freshing themselves with ginger-beer,
and sauntered down fo the school
gates, They had smiling faces, The
denouoment was at hand.

Jimmy Silver leaned on one of the
old stone pillars, and surveyed the
road. Never had Jimmy Silver felt
quite so satisfied with himself,

“Rister Anno! Sister Anne,"do you
sec a -mobor-car coming?” chirruped

aby.

“ Ha, ha, ha!*

Theve was a koot of a motor-horn
down the road a few minntes later,
and a small grey car came in sight
It dashed up to the gates of Rookwood

rush immediately he received the

Iportecls message.

“What’s, this¢"! he exclaimed, as
the chanffen?tétiphprihis aap.  * Mack
tells me you’ve hEEn ssehfefom my
uncle’s to fetech me 27 &7 efn

“Yes, mir.”

* “It's serions.”

“*1 gave the potter ey message, sir.
Mr. Buylkeley 1s sinking fast, and if
any time i3 lost, you may not see him
alive.”

“Good heavensz ! muttered Bulke-
ley, his lips trembhling. “Poor old
Uncie George! ¥ hadn’t the faintest
idea he was like that! I’'m coming, of
course.”’

“What on earth’s the matter,
Bulkeley ?”” ex¢laimed Neville, The
Classical cricketers, in a state of great
dismay, had followed Bulkeley down
to the gates, They had heard old
Mack’s message. :

“T say, I'm sorry,” said Bulkeley,
his lips twitching. *“You'll kave to
play without mé this aftermoon,
‘Neville. Do the best vou can.”

“But—" began Raikes ‘of the
Sixth.

My uncle’s dying,” said Bulkeley,
with a cateh in his voice. “I'm sorry
to leave you fellows in the lurch lika
this, but it can’t be helped, Lend me
i cap, one of you—I've forgotten
mine. I sha'n’t stay to change.”

L)
oy ]

“What [ yelled all the Classical
seniors together.

Knowles's face was a study.

“Make him take off his goggles,
and you'll see,” panted Jimmy Silver.
“¥ tell you he is Joey Hook, and he’s
fooling you, and I can prove it.”

Bulkeley adggest staggered. He
could not bﬁ“ that anyone: would
play so heartle¥ & trick, but Jimmy
Silver's earnest face impressed;him in,
spite of himself. Ile swung towards
the chanffeur. .

“Tiet me see your face, guick ! If this
iz one of your jckes, Silver, I'll flay
you.’l

#1f that man.isn’t Joey Hoole, fay
me and welcome,” said Jimmy Silver.

The chauffeur stood motionless, He
was taken as much by surprise as
Knawles.

“TDo yor hear ma?" roared Bulke-
ley. *‘Leét me see your face! Hang
you, man, what are you wasting time
tor 77

Without waiting for the man to
answer or move, Biulkeley dragged
the motor-gogeles away with his own

d

and.
“ Jaey Hook 1”7 yelled Neville.
Bulkeley stared furiously at the pre-
tended chanffenr.
“What does this mean, ook, you
rascal 77
Joey Hook pulled himself together.
Knowles had already warned him

The car containing Joey Hoock whinpped down' the road, leaving nmothinz but a cloud of dust
and a smell of petrol for the enraged and disappointed Reokwood feHows.

and stopped, A very respectable
chauffeur stepped down,  Hiz face
was abnost hidden by his motor-
gogoles. He glanced at the juniors in
the gateway, but passed them withont
speaking, and went up o the porter’s
lodge.- Jimmy Silver & Co, exchanged
ecstatic glances. If they had not
known of the plot; they would never
have dreamed of recogmising Joey
Hook, the sporting tout, in that ex-
tremely respectable get-up. He looked
like a very sedate old family servant.

Old Mack, the porter, loocked out
of his lodge.

“Is Master Buileley about?” asked
the chauffeusr.
_t;'Yes,” said old Mack. “Wot is
w7

“§ have a message for him from his

uncle.. Wil *you eall him at once,
please. Tell him his uncle, Mr.
Bulkeley at the Elms, has had a

sudden attack, and is sinking fast. and
I have heen gent over tc fetch him,
There is not a moment to foze.

“ Bless my ’eart,” said old Macdk.

The old porter hurried away for |
- idiot.”

Buikeley. The chauffeur stepped out
into the road again, and busied him-
self with his car, turning it for the
return journey. Jimmy Silver & Co.
waited patiently.

Bulkeley of the Sixth, his face very
pale, came striding déwn to the gotes
with old Mack following him. Bulke-
ley was in his flannels, he had alieady
changed for the match, and he was
bareheaded. He had come out with a

rizes ?

“I¥s rotten,” said Neville, con-
cerned for his friend, and concerned
too for the Classical prospects in the
trial mateh. “Of course, youw can’t
think of cricket now. 1 hope you’ll
find it’s-not so bad, cld chap. Here’s
a cap.”

“I'm sorry, 1oo,” said Knowles,
“Keep your pecker up. Bullkeley.”
The look on Bulkeley’s face sent, for
a moment, a pang of remorse to the
fieart of the cad of the Sixth, Knowles
would have heard of the illness of any

of his nncles with great equanimity; |

bul Bulkeley ssemed to be made of
different stuff. “Don’'t be down-
hearted; you may find him better,
old fellow.*

“Thank you,” said Bulkeley. I
hope so. Do the best you can, Neville,
Good-bye 7

“Hold on !”.

. It jwas Jimny Silver’s voice as he
sprang into Bulkeley’s way. The
captam of Rookwood, who was spring-
ing for the car, almost {ell over him.

“Got out of the: way, you young

“Hold on, T say! Bulkeley, listen
to me. Your uncle’s not ill—"

B WAL Py

“Tt's a- rotten jape!”

“You young fool,
roared Bulkeley.

“T tell you it ist"” shricked Jimmy
Bilver. **¥Il prove it! That man
isn’t a chaufieur; he's Joay Hook, the
tout.”

get aside |

-See the special announcement on page
and every reader stands a Tair chance!

what te do i the improbable event of
being recognised ; Knowles left nothing
to chance;, The improbable event
had happened. 3

“Wot does wot mean ?** said Hools,
i his turn. “I come over to fetch
you, sir, and if you don'{ choose to
come, that’s your loock out. Mr.
Bulkeley’s doctor sent me, becanse
thers ain’t time for you to get to
Shoremounth by train. And I warn
you that there ain’t & minute to lose,
from what the medical gentleman
said.”™ 5

Bulkeley hesitated a moment, It
was plausible enough. It was ona of
Joey Hook's many lines of business
to hire out motor-cars, which hé often
drove himself. It seemed absurd to
suppose that he would waste Hme,
trauble, and money in faking the
captain of Rookweod on a run of
thirty miles for nothing. That Joey
Hook knew, or cared, anything about
the trial mateh that afternoon, never
even entered Bullzeley’s head.

“I must go,” he seid. “J¥ ean’t
chance it. It must be all right.” .
. “Yon sha’n’t gol” yelled Jimmy
Silver. *1¢'s a trick to get you away
from the match, so that the Moderns
will win, ™ v

“You young idiot—"" stammered
Knowles. “How dare youn——" He
broke off hurriedly. Jimmy 8&ilver
had not apcused the Moderns yot, and
2. too hurried defence woull
been a proof of guilt.

bave 7 exclaimed

“Oh, nonsense!”- said -DBulkeley.
“What can Hook know -about cur
matches, Silver? T suppose you mean
well, but you'te a little fool. Get
aside ™

“He was put up to it!”
Jimmy.

¥ Who by, then ?”

“The Modarns.”

1 “You  young

shouted

rascal ' roared

‘Ll'{\ﬁiqr-!v_v. “How dare you say such
) Noing 1 Lk

: ¥ 2
VWb, 1 say— (B dgasped
Jimmy Bilver, Yas %Egn faptain
of Rookwood grasped his collar and

shoolk him furionsly. * Bulkeley—I
say: 2 i
“The young cead!” &flaimed

Enowles curiously. * Bulkeley, you
can't believe——"

“Do I look as if T believed i6?”
pented Bulkeley. 4When T get back,
Pl lick him within an inch of his life
for saying such a caddish thing.”

“I¥'s true!” bawled Lovell “We
can prove it.”? .

*We can prove it!” shrieked Raby
and Newcome, 5

They had expected that Bulkeley
would be hard to convince, but they
had hardly expected this.

“Don’t talk rot,” said Neville. *Ag
for that young ead i

“1t's true!” howled Lovell desper-
ately. “It’s true! We've got proof—
proof !  Brlkeley, don’t be a beast!
We can prove it if you listen just a
single minute.”

Bulkeley gritted his teeth.

“Well, then, you young rascals, Il
give you a single minute,” hé ex-
claimed, *and i you don’t prove it,
D1l report this to the Ilead, and ask
him to fog you 1” .

“ Right-ho I panted Jimmy Bilver,
ag the Rooliwood captain released him.
“ A minnte’s enough. Neville, you've
got the proof ! Give me my letter I

“¥our letter I What——"

“(Give itme ! No, open it and show
it to Bulkeley! It's all written down
in that letter ”

“What 577 shouted Dulkeley.

“It's written down theve thar Joey
Hook was coming for you today in a
a-car, with a lis about your unele
being il stuttered Jimmy Silver.
*Now, if what he says iz true, how
could I have known it lagt nightz”, -

“# Yon conldn’t, you young imbeeile.
Noy——110 0 =

“1ts in the lefter.”

“Nonsemse! You——" - ...,

“(pen the letter, Neville, und show
him " shrieked Jimmy in desperation.

Neville, amazed, drew. the letter
from his pocket. : e

=i, T »
The 6tk Chapter.
Preoof Positive, ot

Half- Rookwood seemed to be
gathered round the gates mow, -

The .strange scené -had' drawn the
fellows from all guarters.

Knowles was pale as death. Tis
scheme wes crumbling abouthis ears;
butb it wae not only the failure of his
schemd that he dreaded. He dreaded
exposyre more than that! Yet, how
could it be proved? - His word was as
good as anybody's—Dbetter than that of
a fag in the Fourth—a fag who was
known to be on the bess of terms with
him, Knewles did not want for nerve.
He pulled himself fogether, Bus
Catesby bad already hurried away.
He could not face 1t ount.

Neville broke the seal of the leiter.

In the midst of a deadly silesce, he
drew the letter out of the envelope.
He wunfolded it, and handed it to
Bulkeley.

- The captain of Rookwood read 1f,
with his eyes almosé starsing from his
head. The letter bore the previeus
day's date, and ii ran, in Jimmy
Silver's sprawling hand :

“Dear Bulkeley,—Joey Hack will
call for you te-morrow in a car, with
a whopping eram about your uncle
being seedy, to take you away from
the match, It's all spoof, your uncle
is all right. Don’t you he taken im.
We heard him -jawing 15 over with
anocther villain, Tt's a jape.

“ Yonrs affectionately,
“ A Frienp.”

Bulkeley read the leiter aloud, and
every word was heard by everybody
prasent.

Jimmy Hilver smoothed his rumpled
hair and collar, while Bulkeley read.
He did not bear any malice for that
rough-shaking. Tt was just like okl
Bulkeley to refuse to believe harm of
anvhody, though he might have been
a bit more gentle about i, sperhaps.

M only  auntd®  exdatmed
Neviila, when Bulldlev-hud finished.

“ What om ‘earthitdoes it mean?t"
Raikés” “When was that
letter given to you, Neville?”

777 There are 500 prizes offered,
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BULKELEY!

* Last night,” said Neville.
“Last night!” muttered Bulkeley.
“And youw've had it in your pocket

ever gince, haven't Naville?”
said Jimmy Silyer.

“Tver since,” agreed Neville.

“ But—but—" stammered Bulle-
ley. .

“If what that rotter says is true
about your uncle having a sudden
atbael, and the doctor sending him
over for you, how could I have known
it last might?”
Silver trinumphantly.

“ You—ryou couldn’t—""

“But I did, you see, because we
wrote it down in that iefter, and gave
it to Neville to¢ mind |”

“Pve certainly had this letter in
my pocket ever since haif-past mine
last might,” said Neville, “There's
no doubl at all about that., Silver
knew last night thut Joey Hook was
coming here in a car for you to-day,
Bulkeley. He must have!”

* And we know it, too."” said Lovell.
“We gll wrote that letier together, in
the end study last night.”

“Tt was a trick to get Bulkeley
away from the mateh,” said Raby,
taking: up the tale., “ We heard them
talking 1t over in the old barn!"

Knowles’s teeth came’ togother
with a olick. He understood now,

“Hook swas paid to do this”
chimed in Newcome. “He had a
pound down for the car, and he was
going to have another guid after-
wards.”

“T1—1—1I suppose the yarn can't be
true, if these young beggars knew
this last night,” stammered Bulkeley
at lask,  “ Hool’s message is that my
uncle had a sudden attack, and the
doetor sent him hére.  If it's true, he
couldn’t have known it himself last
night, let alone these kids It's a
trick !

*Coliar the cad, and make
explain——" began somebody.

“8top him!" yelled Jimmy Silver,
as the car buzzed. “He's mizzling !V

There was & rush towards the ocar,
but it was too late. i

Joey Hook was in the driving-seat,
and he had staried the cngine the
instant Bulkeley had read out that
letter, Hook understood that the
game was up, and he did not intend
to remain to be handled by Bulkeley,
T'he ear whipped away down the road,
leaving nothing but a cloud of.dust
and a smell of petrol for the enraged
and disappointed Rookwood fellows.

Two or three of them broke into a
ran in pursuit, but it was in vain.
The car vanished round a_bend in the
lane, and Joey Hook “was gone,
Knowles was left to get oub of the
serape the best way hé dould.

IE the astonished Bulkeley had
nesded any further proof, the fight
of Joey Hook would have furnished
it.

you,

him

The captain of Rookwood stood
dumbfounded.

It was evidently a heartless trick
that had been played upon him. No
,message had come from bis uncle;
his uncle was not ill.  That was clear
enough now. It was equally clear
that only Jimmy Silver had saved
him from being taken away on a
fool’s errand, and leaving his team to
be beaten in his absence,

“1t’s plain enough,” said Raikes.
“We'll jolly well go into this.”

“¥es,. rather,* said  Neville.
“Silver says it was a Modern chap
fixed it np with Hook. Who was it,

ilver?’

“IP’s a He!” excluimed Knowles
foriously,  ““And T tell you plainly,
Bulkeley, if that young cad dares to
accuse anybody on my side, I'll take
the mattér to the Head!”

“Hold on, Silver!” said Bulkeley
quickly,  “You can come info my
study and tell me, and TR ses
whether there's anything in 161"

““But, I'suy—"" bagan Neville.

“Leave it ta me,” said Bulkeley.

demanded  Jiminy |

“C?me, Silver—and you other fags,
too!"

The Fistical Four followed Bulkeley
to the School Houge.. They were not
fecling very pleased. They had
backed up old Bulkeley, and dished
Knowles, and the Classicals were
going to win the trial match. That
was all to the good. But the trium-
phant exposure of Knowles's villainy

_did not look so assured.

The 6ith Chapter.
The Reward!
Bulkeley marched the Fistical Four
into his study, and closed the door.
Bulkeley’s rugged face was very
grim in its expression, and Jimmy
Silver & Co. felt uneasy. DBulkeley

- had cut up rusty before they proved

their siatements, and they had for-
given him for that. They really liked
him all the better for his faith in
others, which made him so slow to

believe evil; but surely he wasn't
going to eut up rusty now? That
would be a little too thick.

“Now fell me abous it,” said
Bulkeley. “Youn, SBitver! Don’t
all jaw at once.  You say a Modern

fellow put Hook up to playing this
trick on me?"”

“Yes, It wag-—"

“ Don’t tell me his name,”

“0h, all right!”

“If 3t's true, I don’t want to know
his name.”

Jimmy Silver {rembled with indig-

nation, -

“H it’s true ! he gasped.
you don’t believe me!
think I'm telling crams!
a word, then!

“You—
You—you
1 won't say
You can lick me if

‘you like! I think—7

" ope you've made a mistake,
Silver," said Bulkeley quietly. “1
can’t doubt your word after the proof

yoi've given me.
vou'd come with this story to me
before Hook got here with the car, T
shouldn’t have believed & word of it—
couldn’t!* It's too utterly rotten to
believe it of any fellow!  Where did
you hear this misn Hook getting his
mstructions ?? x

“In the old barn yesterday.”

“* What were you doing there,
of blonnrl'-'}”

“It’s becanse i was out of bounds.

out

We :i")'ttlwf_ ahem!—if T'm not to
mention his name, 1 won't—we
spotted o certain party coming—a

party who had no right to report
us out of bounds because he’s ouly
a rotten Modern prefect; but he
would have done it, ali the same, so
we took cover in the lofe, Then they

there were two of them—came in,
and then Hook. We couldn’t hsalp
seeing them, and hearing what they
said. We didn’t dare show ourselves.
And what they said was what I piit in
that letter I gave to Neville.”

“You saw them, as well as heard
them?”

Gy Yc--‘.':

“You're sure you couldn’t have
been mistaken?”

“How could I, when I saw them—
we all saw them?®” T

Bulkeley looked deeply worried.

“T'm going to ask you to keep this
dark,” he said. i

“Oughtn’t they to be shown up?”
demanded Lovell hotly.

“Perhaps * they ~ought,” sud
Bulkeley. “But it's a frightful dis-
grace for Rookwood. If it came out
they “would bo expelled, and—and
think of the disgrace to the school!
We don't want the good name of
Rookwood dragged in the mud!”

“Well, no’; but——""

* And the bitterness it would cause
between the two sides,” added Bulke-
loy; “it might take vears to heal.”

Well, those rotten Moderns onght
to be put down ! said Lovell,

“Yes, rather!” chorused the Co.
“You must see that, Bulkeley, Pusb
the cheeky cadi-in their plaee, you
know !”

Bulkeley smiled faintly, Tt was
not much use trying to get the fags
t? ‘](;'“k at that matter as he looked
at it.

SBuppose
‘bl'a,ialll. : € )
- and they conld warn Hook that if he

I admit that if

“There’s another point,” he said.
“¥ou've got no proof.” A fellow who
is villain enough to do a thmg iike
this is \‘i'l]aigAfanpu.gh to deny ib.
he—agethify—denied it point
Your word against theirs;

was sent for, he was to deny all know-
ledge of them!”

The Fistical Four were silent. -

They realised thabt they were mot
out of the wood yet.

‘The proofs they had produced were
indeed conclusive agamst Joey Hook,
and had baffied the rascally plot. Bui
they were as far as ever from possess-
ing any kind of proof against Joey
Hook’s employer. They realised that.

“But what T'm thinking of chiéfly
is. the disgrace to ‘tho school,” said
Bulkeley. “Teast #ald  soonest
mended. Now, I don’t want to order
you like a prefect--I ask you to do as
I wish. Let the maiter drop!”

“7 suppose we shall have io,” said
Jimmy Bilver. “That’s why we
didn’t come to you last night because
we'd wot no proof against the rotter.
That's why we fixed up that letter
with Neville, because you wouldn’t
believe a word of it till Jeey Heok
came with the car. You'd have told
H—ahem I —told the chap we accused,
and he’d have warncd Hook 1o keep
away, and we should have been dished
and held up as liars.”

“T munderstand,” said Bulkeley.
“You've proved it against Hook, but
you can't prove it against the other
chap. If the tale’s told, all the
Classicals will believe you, and all the
Moderns will say it’s o falsehood, and
it can’t lead to anytbing but rows and
bad blood.”

“T—TI suppose 50.7

“But will the Moderns let it
drop?” said Loveil “They're
awfully wild about it.”

“They may demand inguiry,”

_grinneg Raby. “If they do, they'll

gefi if.

“They will follow Knowles’s lead
in that matter,” said Bulkeley,

“0Oh, Knowles won't deinand an
inguiry,” chuckled Jimmy Bilver.
“ Knowles will be glad to let it drop.
That—that certain party whose name
I mustn't mention is a very close
friend of Knowles—very close.”

“That's enough,” said Bulkeley, as
the four juniors chuckled. “ ¥You're
talking too much, Silver. If Knowles
is satisfied, the Moderns will let the
matter drop, and the sooner the
better. You fellows say nothing.”

“All right, Bulkeley,” said Lovell,

“ All right, if you don’t believe us,”
said Jimmy Silver. * But if you don's
say plainly that you believe every
word we've said, Bulkeley, we'fe
going to have the thing right out.

. We're not going fo have our word

doubted.”

“Hear, hear 17’ said the Co.

“1 do believe you, every word,”
said Bulkeley. “I wish I didn't!

| Now, least said soonest mended; we

don’t~want recrimiinations and accuse-
tions that can't be proved, and a
Rookivood prefect lying himsell black
in the face to get out of the scrape,
and all that,”
“Mum’ys the
juniors,
Bulkeley opened the study door.
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word agreed the

“I rely on that!” he samd. “You
can clear ! ;

The Fistical Four cleared, They
were only half satisfisd.

“Bulkeley don’t seem so  jolly
grateful.” grumbled Lovell. *Of

course, he’s a bif cut up to find a
Rookwood fellow sueh a cad. But it's
only & Modern, and they’re cads any
W-al_:v-”l

“Never mind; we'll. give him his
head,” said Jimmy Silver gencrously.
““After all, it would make Tommy
Dodd rather sick, and he’s a decent
chap, for a Modern, you know.”

The Classical Four had agreed that
mum was the word, But theére were
difficulties. The moment they came
out into the quadrarigle, they were
surroundsd by an army of Classicals,
wll demanding information.

“Who was it, Silver?” - )

““What Modern oad was krying to
nobble old Bulkeley?” g

“Pell us all aboust 1.

“Why don't you speak, you ass?”

Jimmy Silver looked helplessly at
his chums. T wasn’t easy to refuse
information’ to the Classicals; bus
their promise was given to Bulkeley
now.

“Why don’t you tell us?” basled
Smythe of the Shell.

“It's in Bulkeley's hands now,”
waid Jimmy Sidver at Tast. “He's
rafher waxy about my saying so much
already. We've left it entirely in his
hands.” -

“But you can tell us!” shonted
Jones minor,

HBulkeley’s fold ns not to jaw.”

“My sainted aunt!” said Town-

gend,  “He's going to screen the
Modern cad who did it}
like Bulkeley! He's an ass! But we
worn't have it!  You'll just tell us
about it, Jimmy Silver, or we'll
serag you I” ’

“(Get it off your chest,
young villain.”

“Now then, ou$ with it!”

“Liook here——" said Bilver.

“Bump himm! Scrag the cheeky
rotter if he won’f tell I”

Oh, my

you checky

“Hands off, you duffers!
hat! Oh, erikey! Yow!™

The exasperited Classicals, their
thirst, for information unslaked,
swarmed over the Fistical Four, and
bumped them down in the guad.
They left them in a breathless condi-
tion, Even then they would probably
not have left them, bub somebody
shouted that the places were filling
for the matoh,.and the Modern cads
were 'bagging all the front places.
Tho- Classical crowd rushed off to the
cricket-field, and the Fistical Four
sat up, and blinked at one another
and gasped.

“(h, my word!” groaned Silver.
““(dh, crumbs! This is what we get
for backing up old Bulkeley, and
saving the match for our side, and
frustrating Knowles's knavish tricks.

Blessed if Tl bother about his
knavish tricks any more, Oh, my
Bt

And the Co, groaned assent.

The 7th Chapier.
Well Won!

Jimmy &ilver & Co. were rather
late on Big Side for the.match, They
found the Rookwoed fellows swarm-
ing round the field of play, and there
was no room for them anywhere near
the pavilion. The match had already
started, and Bulkeley and Nevilie had
opened for the Classies, and the
Moderns were in the field, Knowles
bowling the first over. :

Knowles was not locking quite so
fit a8 usuaal.

His scheme had been shattered like
a house of cards—the cerfain win he
had been counting on was gone fram
his gaze like a beautiful dream, and
he felt thai Bulkeley knew, or, af
least, suspected bis sreachery. Bulke-
ley had spoken a few words to him
bhefore the match. The Rookwood
captein seid simply that he had toid
the four juniors to hold their tongues,
and that the matter had better be
allowed to drop, for everybody’s sake.

Knowles, only too glad to lot it
drop, had assented at once—greatly
relioved in hig mind, but feeling that
his ready assent was as good as an ad-
mission that he was concerned in the
plot with Joey Hook. However, that
could not be helped. e had been
prepared to pile’ up a mountain of
falsehoods in seli-defence, but he was
immensely relieved not to have to do
it. Lies come home o roost some-
times, and He might make a slip—he
knew that!  Dulkeley's view of the
makter lifted a weight from his mind.

But he did not feel quite himself.
Bulkeley, saved from ihat fool's
errand to Shoremouth, was playing in
the Classical team. On its merits, the
Modern team could not win. The
great object Knowles had had before
him was slipping from his grasp. He
wns down-hearled, - dismayed, irri-
table, uneéasy—in anything but a
mood to pub up a good game.

That was soon evident from his
bowling. He was the best bowler at
Rookwood ; but now that he needed
all his skili, he was bowlng like a
fag. The wretched schemor was com
plefely off his form.

Loud.cheprs from the Classic crowd
greeted Bulkeley’s mighty hitting.
The captain of Rookwood was piling
up runs. The score was at fiity be-
fore a single Clagsic wicket fell.

The Moderns, with the exception
of Knowlés and-Catesby, played hard,
There were some rood catches in the
field, and Frampton did some good
bowling, But Catesby was Lke a
limp rag, and Knewles was off-colour,
The Classic first innings was a tre-
mendous SUOCess.

The" Modeorn crowd looked on
glumly, and fhe Classioals roared
themselves hoaise. Jimmy Silver &
Clo. added their voices to the din at
every hit. Smythe of the Shell and
his select coterie were In ecstacies.
Leggett’s three quids were as good as
theiras. Ag for Leggett, his face was
green and vellow as he watched the
game.

The cad of the Fourth bad staked
upon Knowles's success in his plot.
The failure of the plot completely
“dished '* Legzett. He gaye Jimmy
Silver & Co. savage looks, and they
grinned at him cheerily, and asked
him how Black Tulip was getting on

That's just

- Knovwlesey !

for the .Spring Handicap, and Blua
Bird for the Swindleim Btakes. For
‘onco the trickster of the Fourth had
burned his fingers badly in his little
specilations, and Jimmy Silver &

o. charitably hoped that it would be

a lesson to him.
* When the last Classic wicket went
down for a total of 110, the Classics
roared. Smythe gave Leggett a dig
in the ribs.

“Teeling chippy—what ! chortled
Smythe.

Leggest groaned.

“Now watch the Modern duffers
plaging the giddy ox!" said Jimmy
Silver, as Knowles and Frampton
came in  to open the inmings.
“ Knowlesey looks a bit off colour,
don’t he? I wonder if Knowlesey
can have anything on hig mind, you
chaps?”

“Ha, ha, ka!” yelled the Co.

Y A little bird niay have whispered
to him that old Bulkeley would be
ImMIsSSINg

“TIa, ha, hal”

“ And old Bulkeley’s here as large
as life. Hard cheese for poor old
These Modern cads are
always getting left !

‘“Ha, ha, ha!l”

The Modern -innings made their
supporters groan; they were all down
for ferty. The Moderns followed
their innings, and the (Nassical
crowd chortled. Y& looked as if the
Classioc team would win with an
inninge  te spare.  Jimmy Silver
furned a beaming face on his chums
when the Moderns began to bat a
second time,

“If Knowles wins this match, he’s
going to have six men in the Schosl
teamn, my infants! Do yon think
Kngwles is likely to get his six men
in?

And Lovell and Baby and New-
come almost howled with glee. They
were not so very sorry now that
Knowles had been let off. e was
getting it fairly “in the neck ” now;
there was no mistake about that!

Wicket after wicket went down,
and it soon becams clear fo the mosi
obstinate and’ enthusiastic Modern
that the seeond inmings would not
pull the team level with their oppo
nents. Last man in was greeted with
a chuckle of derigion from the Classic
juniors.

He did not stay in long. 'The
last batsmen did their best to force
the Classicals to bat again, at least,
but they could not do it Fifty-five
was the score for the second inmings
when the last wicket fell to Neville's
bowling,

“Total for two innings, ninety-
five!" gurgled  Jimmy  Silver.
“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows, the
Modern mugs ave by an
innings and fifteen yuns! Where will
Krnowles geb those six places from—
what?”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

And the field rang with Classical
cheering.

Knowlos strode away from the feld
of his defeat, his brow black, his teeih
set, hig eyes glinting green, The way
of the transgressor is hard, and
Krowles was finding it so.

Leggett shared his feclings to the

full. The wretched “sport ” of the
Fourth thought of his three sove:-
eigns, and fairly wept,
. But: Adolphuz 8mythe and the
Giddy Goats were in high feather.
They claimed thelr winnings from
Selwyn, who handed them out in the
study; and therc was a great cele-
bration among the Giddy Goats that
evening, to which they did not even
ask Leggett. Loggoetl, in his own
study on fthe Modern side, was be-
eroaning his loss,

In the end study the Fistical Four
went carvefully through all their
pockets in search, for forgotten six-
pences and coppers, and pooled the
result, and paid a visit to the tuck-
shop. They felt that that great voea-
sion had to be celebrated. It did
not often fall-to fellows in the Fourth
Form to save & first eleven match—
especially a trial mateh, uwpon which
g0 much depended!

“Only to think,” eaid Jimmy
Bitver, “that if we hadn't spotted the
little game, the Classicals would have
‘been licked, and the fivst eleven would
have been faivly in the hands of
those Modern cads ! Only think of it!
Gentlemen and chaps, we've saved
old Rookwood from going fo the
giddy bow-wows! Here’s to us, and
may our shadow mnever grow less!
We are it—absolutely it!”

And the Co. agreed heartily that,
beyond the shadow of a doubt, they
were IT!

THE END.

(S Jihmmy Silver's Fiz ™ ig the title of
next Mondey’s leng complele story of
Jimmy Silver & Co. Don’t miss it 1)
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