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Preparing for the Great Offensive against the Jungle Men!

(See our amazing mystery and adventure story inside.)
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The 1st Chapter.
A Peculliar Problem.

“Oh dear!”

Jimmy Silver was quite startled.

It was a deep, deep sigh that he
heard, and it proceeded from Study
No. 2 in the Classical Fourth. And
he rccognised the tones of Teddy
Grace—better known in the Fourth as
“ Putty.” |

Putty of the Fourth, as a rule, was
the cheériest junior at Rookwood.
His face alvfays wore a smile. Even
when his over-developed sense of
humour led him into japes and
scrapes that“ended in trouble, Putty’s
cheery spirits were seldom dashed.
Even after a. Head’s licking he had
been known to come up smiling. .

And so that deep, deep sigh from
Putty of the Fourth startled Junmy
Silver. Jiumfny was coming along the
Fourth Form passage with s football
undef his arm.  But he dismissed
games ptactice fromn his mind for the
moment to turn into Study No. 2 and
ascertain what was the matter.

Grace of the Fourth was alone there
—his « study-mates, Tubby Muffin,
Higgs, and.Jones minor, were out of
doors, Grace was sitting on the
corner of the study table, with a letiter
in his band. : Apparently he had been
reading the letter, and found therein
cause for deep sighing. 1Ilis [gce was
lugubrious,

“Bad news, old chap?’ asked
Jimmy BSilyer sympathetically,

“ Rotten !”” groaned Putty.

“¥From home?”

ki E.F[bb"l ]

“Sorry !"” said Junmy. * Anythipg

Pulty shook his head sorrowlully,

“Nothing, thanks! Ii's pretty
awful. My uncle Theophilus—"
Putty brokeiofl with a groan.

Jimmy Silver was deeply concerned.
He had never heard of Grace’s Uncle
Theophilus before—had he heard of
him, certainly he would have remem.
bered a name like that, But if there
was apything amiss with the old gen.
tlemen Jimmmy was sorry enough,
especially as.Grace seemed to take it
so much to heart.

“TN1" asked Jimmy.

“Worse than that.”

““ Poor. old chan! Dead?”

“Worse than timt.”

Jimmy Bllyer was startled nguin,
e did not quite see whet there counld
be worse than death.

“Worse ?” he asked in porplexity.

“Much worse.”

“Then whet——"'

“He's coming hiere,”

“Eh?i”

“Coming fo TRNookwood to
me,” said Putty.

L

visit

Jimmy Bilver stared at Putty of the |

Fourth. Putty was still looking
lugubrious,” but there was & glimmer
in his evye. .
“You silly owl !” ejaculated Jimmy
Silver at last. ' Are you irying to
pull my leg, you howling ass ?’ *
“Yop wouldn't ask that question
if you knew my Unocle 'l’hqnphilul."
said Putty gloomily. *His name’s
‘T"heophilus, and he looks ljust as if it
might be. He's coming here. lo's
attached to me.”
" No accountling Tor

tostes,” said

Screamingly funny—** Bucking up Cuffy! "’ next week’
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Putty Grace gives
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Jimmy. *Perhaps he doesn’t Know
you very well.”

“ Fathead! He's so jolly attached
to me that he wants me fo leavo
Rookwood and go to live with him.”

“Is there ipsanity in your family "
inquired Jimmy.

“Eh? No! Of course not!”

“Then how do you account for it?”

“You silly ass!"” roared Putty ol
the Fourth. Like many humorists,
Potty did not wholly relish humour
that was directed towards his own
humorous sell,

“Well,”” argued Jimmy. * A mnan
who knows you, aud still wants you
lo go to live with him must be a
bit Jogse somewheye in the crumpet.
Doesn't it strike you like that?”

“You silly chump!”

Jimmy Silver grinned. He felt that
his leg hiad been pulled, and that he
had been done, as it were, out ol un-
necessary sympathy, . A visit from an
uncle, even ap uncle ndmed Theo-
philus, could not be such a very
serious matter,

“You see,” said Putty, “I'in one
of six.”

“Bix what?” ;

’ NuPhawn of my Uncle Theophilus
Bubb,’

* Paor old nunky—if they're all like
you !”

“Ass!  This letter 1 [rom my
pater,” groaned Putty. *‘He tells me
that nunky has decided to adopt one
of kis nephews, and take the lucky
man to live with him. The lucky
man’s going to heve a tutor, and live
at home, and brighten Jife for Uncle
Theo. 1t doesn't scem to have
occurred o Uncle Theo thet he won't
brighten  life much for the lucky
maen.”

Jimny chuckled.

“Is the old gent wealthy?” he
asked.

“Tons ol it.”

“Then it might Le a jolly good
thing for the lucky men.”

“1 fanoy he .would’ curn if, if he
had fo brighten life for Uncle Theo,”’
groanéd Putty, **The pater seeins Lo
think I'm in luck. He says that Uncle
Theo is giving me first chance. Five
other jolly old neéphews are also

rans.”
“Woll, what is there to grouse
aboutt” demanded Jimmy Bilver,

“Il you don't like the idea you con
{ell the old sport 50, can’t you 7"
Putty shook his head dismally,
“Uncle Theo isn’t a man you can
g8y ‘No' 1o,"” he answered,
“1 suppose he doeen’t bite?”

“Well, I shouldn't be surprised il
he did. ftnywnf. he barks—loud. He
licked me last holidays for sitting on
his hat, I belieyve lie’s a very good old
sort—onoe of those crusty johunies,
you know, with a heart of gold. e
stood by the pater like a brick once,

. whon he was up against it, and the

ater thinks a lot of him. The rnlur's
‘Ild experience of the heart ol gold,
you seo—I1've chi¢lly had the crust,”

“1 sce! Your pater doesn't want
you to let him down?" :

Putty nodded.

““He says I can rlnnm myeelf—Dbut
that I'm to take jolly good care nol to
hurt nunky's feelings. Now, how are
you going to refuse a beneficent offer

le!

( Author of the Tales of Rookwooa appearing In the '* Popular.'')
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his uncle a very rough time

of it when he visits Rookwood !

from a benevolent uncle without jolly
well hurting his feelings?”

Jimmy Silvor shook his head. That
was a problem to which he could find
no solution,

“Why not accept the offer?” he
suggested. ‘1t would be a bit hard on
nunky to have you around every day,
but he's nskihg for it.”

“IFathead !

“ Probably he would soon
up?” suggested Jinuny.
that's very likely mysell.”

Wi !l”

“He may be keen now to take yon
away [rom "Rookwood, but I rcally

ot (ed-
think

“YARCOOH !’

think T ecould guaraniee that in a
week's time he would be still keeper
to seénd you back.”

“You silly owl!” roared Putty.
“Flave you come in liere to be funny ¥
(o and eal coke.”

Jimmy Silver chuckled, and loft
| Bludy No. 2—lcaving Puity of the
Fourth to wrestle with his peculiar
problem,

The 2nd CQhapter,
Backing up Pully.

“You fellows busy!”

1t was Wednesday alternoon, a hall-
rl holiday ot Iookwood School, and
Jimmy Sllver & Co,, as a malter of
fact, wore not busy, ‘Ihere had been
a hoavy fall of snow, and football was
off. The anow was still unmin{‘ down
in light, whirling flakes. T'he Fistical
Four were Jooking out at the weather
from o Hall window in the School
Ilouse when Vutty of the Fourth
came up. |
| . “Nol,  vary,” answered Jiminy
Silver. . “Just thinking whether we
should o sud look for the Bagshot
Boundeérs,. and give ‘eni snowballs,.”

“Might” as well,” sald Arthur
Bdward Lovell. **No good hanging
t about in the studies.”

"THE BOYS’ FRIEND
. A SCREAMINGLY FUNNY STORY OF THE CHUMS OF ROOKWOOD SCHOOL!
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Mr. Bubb suddenly grasped Jimmy Siiver and
Lovell by the baocks of thelr oollars and brought

thelr hoade together In a sounding
the two hapless juniors simultaneously.

‘said Pully hasti)

Raby and Newcome nodded assent,

Snowballing the Bagshol fellows was

the Lest device they could 1hink ol
for killing time on a mnw{v‘;flammn,t

“Come with me, then,'

“What's on?'" asked

“Js it o rag?'™ ssked
intorost,

“Well, yes, I want
me up in a shindy.”

“Right you arel” &5 4.

A “shindy" was just what the
FFistical Wour wanted to keep them
warm (hat afternoon’ : So. withput
nshinf further questions, they went
for their conlg and Lheir caps, and

said Pully.
aby. .
Lovell, with
you (o Lack

-

sallied out with Putty of the Fourth,

Price
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‘| but the

1 looking gentleman,
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*“What = what — what —"
roared, | | +
“Go- for him!" gasped ~Puily,
sloopmng (o grab wp more anow.
MGive him all you can!” a
‘Whiz, \th}!. whiz, whiz!" »Jimmy
Silver ‘& Co. were a little bew {ldered,
layed up. 'They 1ook it for
| gronted- that Palty bad some cause
or, _grievanco agninst this stern

Spowballs crashed on the fur coat.
One landed on the slern geptleman’s
nose, and burst there, smothering his
[eg&ure: with snow,

T'here was a roar from the stranger
that was a good deal like the roar

A snowball whizzed across the | of a balll  He had spolted bis
quad from the divection of Mr, | assailants now, and he camo charging
Manders’ house, and whisked off | across the street with his umbrella
Lovell's cap. grlpﬁed in his hand,

“Hallo! Those Modern cads!” '“Hook it1"” gasped Raby.

exclaimed Lovell, asa he flelded his
cap. " Lel's give 'em jip!”

“Never mind the Moderns now,”

. "You can rag
them any time. {"v’n'm gol to get to
the station at Coombe."”

“\What on earth for?"”

“I}."m' the jape, old infant. Ilurry
u

pﬂo Arthur Edward Lovell shook
his fist at the Moderns, and followed
his compenlons down to tho gates,
There was snow in Coombe Lane,
snow on the hedges, snow ridging
the leafless branches of the trees.
But the five juniors went along the
Jane at a trot, and they arrived in
the village in a glow.

The hall after two chimed out nas
thoy arrived opposite the little rail-
way-slation.

“Just in time,” said Pulty cheer-
fully,

“TFor whalt?" asked Neweome.

“The train's In at half-past two.”
“I know (hati but—-"

lon, ‘¢ h!1" yelled
concuss nn ud;ﬁugﬂp : ﬁ

“ (ot your snowbhalls ready."

“Snowballs!  Are we suowballing
soniobody 1"  asked Jimmy Silver,
m_}v'aliﬁud‘.' |

That's it.” |

“But what—"

“It's all right! You fellows buzz
snowhalls al 5!& johnny 1 buaz thern
at,” said Putly. *He'll be slong
a minute now, Tl nnl}luiu later,"

“Look here, if we're, going Lo
snowball* somebody, 1'd jolly wull
rather you  oxplaingd - béforehand,
sald Jimmy Silver warmly,

“ No time=hero ho iy !’

The euniurﬂ Jooked across (he
snowy sireob at a stranger who had
sleppod out of the railway-station,

Ho was & middle-aged gontloman
in & fur eoal, with 'a bowler-hat
jammed tightly on his head, 1le had
rogged fonlures, and a bristling grey
moustache, ‘wid. his brow was stern,
Jimmy Silyver & Co. had never seeil
him Lefore, but evidently Putly
know him,

“hat's the merchant!
at him " oM

Putty started with a . well-aimed
snowball which smote the bowlor-hat
amidships, and fairly lifted it from
the stranger's head. The fur-coated
gentjeman jumped. :

Duzz them

. But there was no time for hooking
it. The stern gentleman was very
aclive. Heo came on the Rookwoollers
like a whirlwind, and his umbrella
smote right and left.

“Oh, my hat!"” gasped Lovell.

i anﬂmh :l‘l

“Oh crumbs!”

“IHelp!"
_Like straws belore the wind, the
Fisticn] Four were scattered by the
charge,  Jimmy Silver dodged
round a pillar-box, Raby backed into
the porch of the Red Cow, Lovell and
Newcome sprawled in the spow,
roaring, Pully of the Fourth was
slilliless fortunate. A grasp of iron
was on his collar, and he was held
under the umbrella, which came down
l on him almost like a flail.

Whack, whack, whack, whack !

** Yooooooooop 1" roared Putty.

Whack, whack, whack!

* Yow-ow-wowooooop "

“You oung  rascal! Yon
yotuhg—— Bless my soul! Edward "

I'he raining swipes of the umbrella
cecased suddenly, and Mr. Theophilus
Dubb, holding his hopeful nephew

at arm’s length, stared

{ hi
blankly. > 2z

| The 3rd Chapter.
The Kind Uncle,

“Uncle!" gasped Putlty.:

Jimmy Silver Iqu:lf too. This
waus Uncle Theophilus—and this was
Putty's way of grecting his uncle!

;Ynu tilly ass!” stuttered Jimmy,
i 'ull___l'l'

“ldward!” thundered Mr. DBubb.

“Oh dear!"

“What does this mean "

“ Loggo|”

Mt. Bubb released his nephew,
Putty of the Fourth stood before him,
wrig[ﬂmg and wriLhinF. The whacks
had burst the ribs of the umbrella,
and very nearly Putty's. Mr. Bubb
was well on in middle-age, but he was
a hefty gentleman. |

Lovell and Neweome crayled, F“k
of the snow and backed away. Th
Fistical Four—at a  safe -diftadte—.
blinked at Putty and his unc‘{;‘if-ﬂ“‘ﬁ,

“\What does this mean, .Ldward
Grace?” thundered Mr, Dubb, s

“Oh dear! Only a lark, uncle!"
groaned Pully. =

“ A—a—a lark "

“That's all.” :

“You have been snowballing me—
vour uncle—lfor o lark?”’ gasped Mr.
Lubb.

“Oh dear! Yes!”

“You young rascal!”

“i [____I Bﬂ}r"—"t .

“You yvoung ruflian!’

“Oh, uncle!”

Mr. Bubb glared at his nephe.

{ 1le was very angry—not without
caiise. Perhaps, like the pm].lh!l. of

I old. he felt that he did well to be

i ryi Certainly he was very ungry
veed, / . Winm -

m“l have a great mind, EdVayd, o«

step back into the station and Yaks

the first train home!" ho thundered,

“Oh, uncle !" b

“A very great mind indeed! T
am wall aware, Kdward, thet you are
given to practical joking, T1f you
wish me to carry out my inlentions
lowards you, you will have to eurh
this propensity. Do you hear?”

“Yes, uncle," |

“ As [or these young rascals, w“hq
porhaps have led you into this—

“Oh, no, uncle!"

“No jolly fear!"” gasped Lovyell, A

* Do thu{ belong to Nookwood?
demanded Mr, Dubb. |

“Yes, uncle,”

“Ihoy are a disgrace to- theie
school 1~ I shall report this to their
headmaster! An  unprovoked at-
tack—""_ . _ s

“1—I say, unclo— :

“Rilence! Come with me! 1 for-
bid you to speak to (hose four
| ruManly boys again! They are not
fit associates for you, Come!"

Putty, of ghe Yourth came—~he had
no choice about that. Mr, DBubb
- (Continued overleal.)

s long story of the chums of Rookwood School.  Make sure you read it!
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gripped his arm and walked him off,
with a last glare of anger and con-
tempt ot the hapless chums of the
Fourth.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at one

another,
“The silly ass!” breathed Lovell.

‘' His uncle! What the merry tlmmr.
did the born idiot want (o snowball
his own uncle for?"

““Goodness knows!”
“Ow! I'm hurt!” _

“JT—1 thought it was some johnny
who'd done something to him, and he,
wanted to get his own back,” mum-
bled Newcome.  “T'll jolly well scrag,
Putty for this!” gl

“The silly chump!” said Jimmy
Silver.  *“\We'll rag him when his
uncle's gone!”

“Ow! Yes, rather! Ow!"

And the Fistical Four dismally
started to walk back to I{nukwuud.;
quite fed-up with Putty and Putty’s
uncle. Meanwhile, Putty of ‘the
Fourth had recaptured Mr. Bubb's
bowler-hat, and was dutifully brush-
ing the snow from it. Mr. Theo-
philus Bubb had calmed down a little,
though he still looked wris; severe.
Puity—though still feeling the effects
of the umbrella—had recovered him-
self, and bis good-looking face wore
the cheery, innocent smile that was
customary to it. Teddy Grace had
been nicknamed “ Putty ”: on his
eoming to'Rookwood, because he was
considered to look so very solt.
Fellows who had taken him for |
““soft ” had generally found out their
mistake soon enqugh, DBut Putty of
the Fourth certainly had a way of
looking as if butter wouldn't melt in
his mouth—and so he looked now, as
he brushed his uncle's hat. ,
~ Nobody would have guessed, from

the gentle smile on Putty's [ace, that
while he was brushing the hat, he
was also inserting the contents of a
bottle of gum into the lining.
"Certainly Mr. ‘Bubb did not guess
it. Ilad he been aware of the cir-
cumstance, his anger would not have
cooled down as it was cooling now.

“You may give me my hat, Ed-
ward,” he said. “That will do.”

. “Just o minute, Uncle Theo.
There's still a speck on it,"” said Putty,
brushing away with his handkerchief.

“You are n very foolish and reck-
less boy, Edward!”

“Oh, uncle!”

“When I have seen you in the holi-
days, Edward, I have noticed this
propensity of yours to practical jok-
in "

groaned Raby. |

** Have you, uncle?”
~ “Y have!” said Mr. Bubb sternly,
Y1k, is most reprehensible! 1 havo
no,sympathy whatever with practical
joking.”

"Oil. uncle !” murmured Putty.

“It is my intention, Edward, as you
know, to adopt you, and you will
“reside with me, and assume the name
of Bubb,” said Uncle Theophilus,
“T have chosen you from among all
my nephews for this.”

**Oh, uncle!” ;

“But I warn you plainly that T may
change my intention, unless you com-
pletely cure this wretched propensity
for practical jokes, :
- call them. oxpect my heir to be
serions and thoughtful. 1 do not

and larks, as you | put both hands to his hat.

approve of folly and frolic—what you

turm*luks." %
““No, uncle.

(Continued [rom pr:viu.us page.)

have become a permanent fixture by
the time Mr. Bubb -reached Rook-
wood. ‘

With that happy anticipation in his
mind, Putty of the Fourth started to
walk to the school with his uncle—
still looking as if buiter would not

melt in his mouth,

The 4th Chapler.

Sticking to It! ‘

Jimmy Silver & Co were back at
Rookwood before Putty and Putlys
uncle arrived there. They were en-
gaged 1n a snowball battle with the
Modern fellows, among the old
beeches, whon Putty conducted Mr..
Bubb in at the gates, past the porter's
lodge,~and up the path to the School
House. Catching sight’ of Mr. Theo-
philus Bubb in the distince, the Fisti-
cal Four dodged behind the frosty
trunke, hoping to keep out of his
view. They trusted to duck,yand to
Putfy, to keep the old gentloman
fyip reporting them to the Head for
the tunfortunate incident at Coombe.

Fortunately, Mr. Bubb’s’ knelguyus
did not light on them :among the
crowd of ' Classical | and’ Modern
fellows. He marched on with his
solid, lieavy tread towards® the- School
House, dutifully. ~escorted ' Dby his
nephew Edward.

Dr. Chisholm, the Head of Rook- :

wood., had just descended the steps
of the Scheol House, and was about
to walk across the quad to tha Modern,
side to sec Mr. Manders. Dut as he
saw Mr. Bubb ogmung up with Putty,
the Head -paused,” and saluted him
courteously. Hd was . slightly ac-
quainted with Mr., Bubb; and it was
the business of the Head to turn on a
special courtesy towards the ‘parents
and relatives of Rookwood fellows.
Hle had a rather fixed and mechanigal
smile which he used for such occa-
sions, R e ’

Mr. Bubb bowed and raised his hat
to the Head. That is to say, be

1 of stuck on, sir.

\

THE BOYS' FRIEND

~ The sight of an old gentleman try-
ing to jerk an obstinale hat off in the
quadrangle of Rookwood naturally
drew attention. |
Rookwood fellows.gathered round, ap-

parently under the impression that |

this: was some sort,ol an
mont. : .

“Thore  1s someothing—something
wrong !” gasped Mr. Bubb.' “I—I
am aslounded ! 4 '

“I'ry again, sir,” said Mornington.
“Shall I give it a pull, sir?"”

“T don't mind lending a hand, sir,”
said 1Townsend, *“‘It scems to be sort
" Too much bear's-

entertain-

—

grease, perhaps,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The hair-0il's  frozen,  perhaps,”
said Mornington, with great gravity,
“Step inside, sir, and hold it over the
Hall fire.” |

Ie

Mr. DBubb glared round.

| realised that he was providing an

entertainment for hilarious youth;
and he hurried into the house. Putly
dutilully followed him. :
“Will you call on my Form masler,
Mr. Dalton, upele?” murmured Putty.
“T—I cannot go to Mr. Dalton's
study with my hat on,” gasped Mr.
Bubb; ‘“‘and—and it will not come
off ! It is extraordinary! BSome sticky
substance scems to have got into the
hat, and it adheres to my hair.”
“Ts it possible, uncle?” |
“Bless my soul! It—it will not
come oft! Try to get it off for nie,
Edward—gently."”
Mr. Bubb bent his head, and Putt
took hold of the hat's briin with bot
hands. He guve a tug. 1

“Yaroooh !"” roared his qu‘tl‘u. g
Still to be
Obtained!
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bowed and started raising his hat.

But the hat did not rise far.

It rose less than an inch, and, amaz.
ing to relate, most of Mr. Bubb's
rather thick iron-grey bair rose with
it.

Then the hat stopped in 1its up-
ward career, with a sudden jerk, that
took ‘Mr. Bubb quite by surprise.

The gum had set by that time, and
the hat was firmly attached to Mr.
Bubb's hair. The jerk was quite
painful to Mr. Bubb, who was not

THE GREATEST BOOK
OF THE YEAR!

Packed with stunning School
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uccustomed to having his hair pulled.

“Oh!” he ejaculated, :

The Head blinked a little over his
glasses. A sudden and startled “Oh!”
was not a customary greeting.

“Mr. Bubb, I think—"

“Qw 7

“Bless my soul!” gaid the Head.

Mr. Bubb tugged at the hat. He
was so startled and amazed by its
unexpected adhesion to his head that |
he forgot everything else for the

moment. He tugged, and gave a yelp
of pain at the result of his own tug.
“Good gad!” he gasped.
The Head looked at him, amazed
and dignified. Then with a slight

salute he walked away towards Mr. |

Manders’ house, He did not know
what was the matter with Mr, Bubb,
and did not appear to care to inquire.
Indeed, a dreadful suspicion crossed
his mind that the old gentleman had

|

“Oh, uncle!”

“You young idiot—=""

““Wha-a-t 2" .

“Gently {” roared Mr. Bubb.

Putty gave another tug, and Mr,
Bubb gave another fiendish yell.

*“*Whoooop !

“D-d-did that ln.lrLF

“You young fool!” spluttered Mr.
Bubb, * Let go my hat at once!”

“But I'm trying—""

“Yooop!” roared Mr, Bubb.

He fairly wrenched the hat out of
Putty’s dutiful hands. In that wrench
it camo off, at last, and Mr. Bubb
dragged it away from his hair, With
a crimson face and gloaming eyes he
glared into the hat. Perhaps a sus-
picion was already dawning in  his
mind.

“Some adhesive substance—I-—I
think gum—is in the hat; it—it has
stuck to my hair; it-—it—it was in

uncle ¥

been drinking. your hands, Edward, Have you
Putty watched his unclé with a | dared, you young, scoundrel—"

swect smile. At the same time, be
backed out of reach.
Mr. Bubb, with a crimson f{ace,

{o rafse il gently from his head. But
the hat stuck, |

“Upon my word, this is absolutely
astonishing!” gasped My, Bubb,
“My—my hat appears to be stuck

/' “Now give me my hat, and we will | to my hair, Edward,”

walk to Rookwood.”

Putty handed the old gentleman
his hat, and Mr, Bubb 'jn[nmntl it
firmlv upon his iron-grey hair. Putty
watched him, as if fascinated, as he
ditl ga, He could not help wondering
bow long it would tuke tho gum to
hecome ““set’” on Mr. Bubb's hair.

1t was probable-that the hat would')
The further adventures

“Is it possible?” exclaimed Putty,

“1 should not have thought it pos-
sible, Edward—but it is the fact! 1
am utterly amazed—it is most as-
tounding——" .

Mr. Bubb, crimgton, astonithed, al-
most unnerved at the slrange occur-

rence, jerked again and again at his
hut, . |

He tried |

| iire on his track,

Mr, Bubb made a jump at. his
nephew. Putty made a jump for the
stairs,

“Stop!” roared Mr. Dubb,

Putty was a bright youth—much
too bright to stop just then, Ie
went up the staircase three at a time,
After himn went his enraged relative,
gripping his umbrella. My, Dalton,
tho master of the Fourth, looked out
of his study, and faitly jumped as he
saw Putly of the Fourth vauish up
tho stgircase. abs top: speed, with o
ferocions-looking old gentleman vay-

“What——"" exclaimed My, Dulton,

“La, ba; ha!” came in a vasr [rom
tho doorway, where a dozon juniors

of Jimmy Silver

WoKo slaring n. . o 4 AT

Quite a number of |

Price

“Doys, what—who—" -
_“1t's only Grace’s uncle, sir,” said
Mornington. * - ““Ie's visiting: Teddy
Grace, sir.” | 24

“Upon my word!” murmured Mp,
Dalton, . : T

He retreated into his study again,
much surprized, (s NG

Putty of the Fourth reached Stud
No. 2 and bolted i, with Mr. Bub
only a yard behind him, Putty had
just time to slam the door and turn
the key. * >, -
 “Edward!” reared Mr. Bubb.

“Yeos, uncla?” came Putty’s voice,
goft as the cooing dove. ¥

“Let mo in!”

“Oh, uncle!” '

"1 am going to thrash you.”

‘"\\'lmt or, uncle 7”

“For plnyin% this—this dastardly
trick I roared Mr. Bubb,

“Oh, uncle|”

“I will disinherit you!"

" Oh dear!”

“1 will eut you off with a shilling!”
rn{ued Unele Theophilus. |

‘Make it eighteenpence, uncle.”

“‘E"Il?-n*ntf" *

“Eighteenpence.”

i I'-"l-"I""_'I'-""l’

Words failed Mr. Bubb. He
bestowed ‘a terrific thump on the
study door and stamped away.

| e —

| but his eyes were wary

| undertaken to clean tho hat.

I The 65th Ohapter.

- Amusing Uncls !
“Uncle Theo!”
Putty's voice was soft and gentle,

. It was an
hour later, and Mr. Bubb was leay-

| ing Mr. Dalton's study, after a talk

with the master of the ~ Fourth,
Tupper, the page, had Kindly ‘con-
ducted Mr, Bubb to a Dbath-room,
where he was able to wash the
romains of the gum from his hair,
and Tupper, for a consideration, had
. The
feelings of Mr. DBubb, as_ he
scrubbed gum from ks hair, wero
not " avuncular ‘in the least, they
weoro quite Hunnish. 1His mind was
niade up—or almost made up—to quit
‘Rookwood - at the, earliest possible
moment, without another word to the

a sense of humour.

. But Mr. Bubb relented.. e had
five other nephews, and not one of
those nephews would ever have vou-
tured to snowball him, or to put gum
in his hat. Those Gve nephews had
a keen eve on the main chance, and
Mr. Bubb was well aware of the fact.
It was for that reason probably that
his favour was bestowed upon Teddy
Grace. Certainly, Putty could not be
suspected of secking to propitiute him
for the sake of his moncy—that was
guite certain.

So, when he was newly swept and
garnished, Mr. Bubb decided to
spcak to the master of the Fourth
before he left; and from Mr. Dalton
ho received an account of IPutty that
placated him a good deal. A . very

ood and clover boy, Mr. Dalton

eclared Teddy Grace to be; e credit
to his class and to his school, only
with a lamentable propensity for prac-
tical joking, which Mr. Bubb knew
alrecady.  Mr. Dalton, having been

| made awaro of what was at stake,

said as much for Putty as he could.
He did not wish the junior's prospects
to' bo spoiled by his thoughtlessness.
So Mr. Bubb was restored to good-

Form master’s study, and in the cor-
ridor he found Putty waiting for him,

i humour when hoe omergod from the

| looking, as usual, as if the softest

butter would find it difficult to melt

in his mouth, i

“You young rascall” said Mr.
Bubb.  *“Take me to your study.”

“VYos, uncle. I've got tea ready for
you. I—I thought you'd like to have
tea in the study,” said Putty mcekly.

Mr. Bubb smiled.

“Very well,” he eaid.

And Putty led him to the Fourth
Form passage, and showed him into
Study No. 2. The table was laid for
{ca, and it was a very handsome
spread. There wero already four
guests in the study, 'The Fistical
IFour had been asked. Jimmy Silvor
rather

l meoting Mr. Bubb atb tea, but thoy

& Co, wevo dubious about

wero . hungry after ragging the
Moderns in the snow, and the spread
was ample and tempting, so they
chanced it; Tubby Muflin also was
there. It was his study, and Tubby
folt entitled to a *‘whack” in any
spread that took place in his own
quartors,

My, Bubb, glanced rathey severely
ab the Fistical Mour,
sipiledd al hin sas sweetly as - they
cauld, amld hie made no allusiop o the
allair at Coombe.

“*UG-g-good-aliornoon,
wured Jimmy . Silver, | Just as )

L
4 np
=

mur-

’

& Co. of Rookwood School appear in the ** Popular " every Tuesday !
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nephew who possessed so misdirected |

But they all |

fithey | cushion.alone did not depress the push

26128

hadn’t met before that day, ‘““So—so
pleased to meet Grace's uncle, sir.”
- *8o jolly pleased, sir!” murmured
Lovell. 77}
"And Raby and Newcome ducked
their heads and grinned as politely as
they knew how. __‘

Mr, Bubb gave thern a nod. Evi-
dently he was in a good temper
agajn, He was not, possibly, <o
severe and stern a gentleman as ho
looked. Certainly Putty of the
Fourth was a nephew calculated to
try the most amiable - avancular

“Here's your chair, uncle!” said
Putty gently.

It was a Jarge, comfortable chair,
with a cushion on it, - Mr. Bubb sank
down weightily on the cushion.

Buzzzzzzzzz222 |

The sudden raucous buzzing of a
loud electric bell as he sat down made
the old gentleman jump. -

" Why, what—what is that?” he
ejaculated.

Buzzzzazzzzzzz!

It was like a telephione bell. Tf was
loud, 1t was raucous, and it was inces-
sant. Jimmy BSilver & Co. looked
about them in amazement; even
Tubby Muffin took his gloating eyes
off the cake 'for a moment. Mr.
Bubb stared round the study as the
deafening buzz of the bell buzzed on.

“Is this "another of vour E)ukea,
Edward ?” thundered Mr., Bubb. .3

“M-m-my jokes, sir?”

“Are you ringing thal bell 7"

Putty held up both bands—emptys.
Obviously he had no bell about him,
and was touching no bell.

“Then it is one of these young
rascals!” Mr, Bubb roared. to mako

his voico heard ashove the din of the

buzzing electric bell. What ‘do vou
mean g)‘ it? Hay?”

Buzzzzzzzzzz72 )

Mr. Bubb jumped up in great
wrath. At the same instant the elec-
tric bell ceased.

He fairly blinked round him.

“It—it—it has stopped!” he stut-
tered. |

‘‘Blessed if T understand it.” said
Jimmy Silver in astonishmeni.
“There’s no electric belis in junior
studies that I know of.’ |

“It is a trick of some sort ! enorted
Mr. Bubb. “I suspect iny ncphow!
Take care, Edward!”

“Oh, uncle!”

“T have forgiven vou twice!” thun-
dered Mr. Bubb. * Take care! Have

I not told you many times that I have
an utter detestation of practical =

jokes 7"

He sat.down again as he delivered

that warning.
DBuzzzzzzzzzzzz |
The instant Mr.
the electric bell recommenced.:
gave an almost convulsive start.
*“\What—what—what——" |
“I say!”™ Tubby Muffin spoke in
a stage-whisper. “I say, he's ringing
it himself! He's got it about him!
Is your uncle mad, Putty?’ B
2> Shurrug!" gasped Jimmy Silver.
Mr. Bubb glared. \

Bubb sat' down'
Ho

“ The—the sound cvomes from the—
the floor—in that—that corner!” he '

hooted. * There is a bell there, I—""

He jumped up. Instantly the bell

ceased.
“T told you so!” whis
“He's Eut it about him!

en he sits down!”

red Tubby.
It only

rings w |
fimm;v Silver & Co. blinked at Mr.

Bubb. Tt really seemed that Tubby

was right, and that Mr. Bubb had an

electric bell in his pocket, which he

set off whenever he sat down. An ald
gentleman who played such amazing
tricks certainly could not be quite

ri%\l;t in the upper story.
MT.

Bubb, almost overcome with
surprise and exasperation, sat down

again.
Buzzzzzzzz2222 !
furioufly.
“Gooyl gad !” _
Uncle Theophilus leaped to his feet
again, and ogain the buzz of the bell
ceased as if by magie.

The bell buzzed

“[—I--1 am sure the sound came

from that corner !"” gasped Mr. Bubb.
He plunged into a shatdowy coruer

botween a bookease aud the wall, and

grabbed there.  lle rose with an

electric bell in his hand. _
“Why, there it is!"” exclaimed

Putty. *“Who'd have thought it !”

Thére was a wire attached to the

bell. ~ Mr. Bubb, with a grim face,
traced the wire. It ran winder the
study. carpat to the leg of Mr. Bubb’s
chair, where it emerged from a hole

in' the carpet, and twined round the

leg of the chair, and disappeaved
undor the cushion. Mpr, Bubb lifted
thé enshion, . $

“My hat!”  ejaculated  Jimmy
Silver. |

On 1he seat of the chair lay a hells
mish, of the tlat variety. 'I'ho cushinn
{IIH' luin on ik, "Lhe weight of the

J
; !‘J.
k
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did not desice to meet his ;lﬂ'autiﬂnnle
I-uncla any more, AT RN
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sufficienitly to ring the bell. But when
‘Mr, Bubb &at on it there was plenty
of weight for the purpose, and to
spare. - 5 ‘
AMlr. Bubb, with growing excite-
ment in his face, grabbed up the bell- |
push, and dragged on the wire, jerk-

THE BOYS' FRIEND

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Jimmy
Silver, jumping back. - _
“ It's' 8 booby-trap!"” yelled Lovell.
“A booby-trap in our study!”
“Putty, you dangerous ass!”
“That ass Flynn—" _
“ Groooogh !"” nplutterecf Mr. Bubb,

came up, _ But the enraged: M
Bubb did not seem particular as to :
the identity of his victim. Perhaps | “Oh, there you are!” ejaculated
he considered  that- all Rookwood | Jimmy.

| juniorstwere, mych of a muchness. | .. * Has he gone!” .~

At all events,. lJc grasped Valentine | © “Ha, ba! Yes,”

d boxex -hi?am right. - “Thank goodness!"  The rest of

| looked at Putty. Flynn's remark had;
ovidently been a signal of some kind,
and the chums of the Fourth won-
dered whether some more samples of
Putty’'s weird sense of humour
awaited Mr. Dubb when he emerged

from Study No. 2. But it was no Mornington, a

g a dry battery into view from the
shadowy corner.

Then he turned on Putty of the
Fourth with a basilisk glare. Putty
et his gaze with an innocent smile.

“Did it amuse you, uncle?”

“Wha-a-a-t "

* J—1 thought I'd try to amuse you,
uncle, You see, whenever you sat
down you were bound to ring the bell.
Quiie a surprise, wasn't it?" _

Mr. Bubb looked fixedly at his
innocent nephew.

“This—this—this is another of your

rlﬂitiﬂll jokes, Edward?" he articu-

ated.

“Yes, uncle,” said Putty sweetly, |

“I've got a lot of dodges like that to
entertain people. When I'm livin
with you permanently I hope I shall
atnuse you a lot with these gadgets.’
Uncle Theophilus dropped into his
chair.  This time tho ‘bell did not
ring. There was doubt in his face

as he stared at his mnephew. He
gcemed at a loss for words.
“You—you—you - thought that

would amuse me, Edward?"”

“Didn’t it, uncle?” asked Putty
meekly.

“It did not !” roared Mr. Bubb.

“Oh. uncle!”

“How often am I to tell you, yor
vyoung rascal, that I detest practical
jokes in any shape or form?!” hooted
AMr. Bubb. “I shall be sorry to be
hard on you, Edward! Very sorry
indeed! But I warn you most
solemnly that if you play a_single
practical joke on me again I shall
rescind the arrapgements 1 have
made—"’

“Oh, uncle!”

“I shall rescind them all, and 1
shall definitely rofuse to take you
away from Rookwood—"

ad Oh IH

“Or allow you to live in my¥
house,” hooted Mr. DBubb. “or to
assume the old and honourable name
of Bubb as my heir!"™

“PDear uncle—"

“Enough!” ;

Mr. Bubb majestically waved his
‘nephew to silence. And tea started m
Study No. 2 in a thunderous atmos-
phere.

The Gth Chapler.
' Floury! :

Jimmy Silver & Co. tried to make
{hemselves agreeable to Mr. DBubb
over tea. They tried hard. They
ialked to him cheerily, they told him
about Rookwood football matches,
and about the way they ragged the
Moderns: they talked cheerily,
pleasantly, and kindly. Buf it was
all in vain. Mr. Bubb refused to be
pleased. It was evident that he re-
garded the whole party with suspicion,

and did not approve of Rookwood |

manners- and customs in the very
least. Equally evidently, doubt had
crept into his mind as to whether he
had acted. wisely in
his cheerful nephew Edward to dwell
with him in his own residence. He
had told Putty’s father that the
adoption of a bright young nephew

would brighten his home, where
cheery vouthful voices were mnot
heard. It now began to dawn upon

bim that tpe brightening process
might be carried too far. If his ex-
]mrieme% with Putty at Rookwood
were.to be continued ad lib, obviously
life would become much too bright
for his tastes,

v This was » worrying reflection to
Uncle Theophilus. But he was a gen-
tleman of his word, and he would not
disappoint his nephew if he could help
it. But upon one point he was deter-
mined—no more practical jokes, One
more, and nll was over! Mr. Bubb
was almost ferociously <determined
upon that! 1f his dutiful nephew
asked for it, he should get it! He
had been sufficiently warned, and it
would be entirely his own fanlt if My,
Buhb gave uphis scheme and left him
at Rookwood!

Jimmy Silver & Co.. gave up their
cheery attempt at chalb at last, under
the grim influence of Mr., Bubb's
frowning brow. Even Puity of the
Fourth seemed’n little discouraged.
Only Tubby Muffin did not heed—he
was too husy with the good things on
ilve table, and he did not care for
conversation when he could use bis
podgy jaws to better purpose.

Tea was almost over when there
was & tap ot the door, and Flynn of
the Fourth lookéd in. He gave Putly
a wink and a nod.

“ All serene ! ™ he said.

“Right-ho | said Putty.

Flynun went whistling down the
passage, snd Jimmy Silver & Co.

?L!;nning to take

—

business of theirs, and they finished
their tea, feeling rather anxious to
oscape from Mr, Bubb's
society.

Mr. Bubb rose at lask e glanced
at his watch.

“No hurry, is there, uncle " asked
Putty, “I—=I want to show you
vound the Fourth Form quarters, il
you've time. You've never visited us
at Rookwood before.”

“ Well, well, I should cartliqlf'
to look round, Edward,” saic

Bubb, rather more graciously. “I
confess, my boy, that I wns-heginninr
to doubt whether 1 should, after all,
carry out my plans regarding you.
But if you can control your unhnpgfr
propensity for practical joking, I will

like
Mr.

| see what can be done,”

“ Yes, uncle,” said Putty meekly.
He led Mr. Bubb along the Fourth

Form passage. The Fistical Four
followed thein out of Study No. 2;
Tubby Muffin remained. There were
still eatables on the table, and so
Tubby wwvas still busy.

Fourlh

“These are the Form

studies, uncle,” said Puity gently.
“Rather nice guarters, what? The
end study is-the best: it belongs to
these chaps, and I'm sure they'd like
you to see ift.”

. * Oh, certainly !” said Jimmy Silver
politely. -

Arthur Edward Lovell gave Putty
a private glare, The end study was
not in o state for receiving dis-
tm?umhed visitors. It eeldom was
without due notice. Lovell remem-
bered that he had left a pair of foot-
ball hoots on the table, and that a
jam-jar, lately ecleared of its last
remnant of jam, reposed on the
window-seat.

But that could not be helped now.
It was impossible to push rudely
ahead of the visitor to make a hurried
clearance of the study. Putty and
Mr. Bubb had almost arrived at the
end study, with the Fistical Four
behind them.

The door of the study ivas ajar,
Putty put his hand on the knob, but
stepped back to give place to his
uncle. My, Bubb pushed the ‘door
open and entered the study.

Whiz! Crash!

What . happened next Mr, Bubb
hardly knew. Something that had
been lodged over the door descended
on his devoted head and burst there.
It was a large paper bag, and it was
crammed with flour.

Flour drenched Mryr. DBubb. "It
smothered his head—so lately waslied
clean of gum—it filled his nose and
mouth and ears, it wedged into his
collar and ran down his neck; it sur-
rounded him in clouds. In the midst
of whirling flour he staggered and
spluttered,

“Gerrooogh !

Gerrooch! Ogooch!
Cug-gug-gug!” |

chilling

TROUBLE FOR THE SNOWBALLERS !

umbrella emoté right and left, ‘*Oh, my hat!'’ gasped _
Like straws belore the wind the Fistical Four and Putty Qrace were -uttirqd by the charge.

clutching wildly at his floury face.
“Qaooch! Gug-gng! 1 am sufio-
cated! Oooooooch! Grooogh!”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Dear uncle—"

“Oh! Ow! Mmmmmmmmmm!”

“You fixed this’ up with Flynn,
Putty, you villain!" breathed Arthur
Edward Lovell.

Putty grinned. i

“You—you crass ass'!
and—" ;

“Look out!" welled Nowcome.

Mr, Bubb, gouging flour from his
¢yes, glared round. in search of a
victim. For some moments he could
not see, and then heg could not sce
very clegrly. Spluttering with flour
and wrath, and white as a speetre in
his floury covering, lie rushed at the
U?iﬂﬂ. Probably he wanted to ﬁet
old of his humorous nephew chielly.
But Putty dndged warily behind the
burly form of Arthur Edward Loyell,
and it was upon Arthur Edward that
the infuriated old gentleman’s grasp
fastened.

“Here, leggo!” roared Lovell, as

Our study

4. Stn[.:: | Yoling rascal!
ere

lﬂd l‘Ett- ‘\ 23 T
“Oh gad " Yelled Morny.
Is the man mad? . Lll.jell$
your ghins! Oh, yaroocoop)"” = -

Morny went staggéring,«and then
ﬂb ‘éﬁuﬂl

Mr. Bubb had o clear field’ for Putty.
Heo hurléd- himself at his nephew,
Mr, Bubb- was supposed to

not ecem very attached now.
judge by his looks, he was more than
semi-detached. - e came at Putty
like a hurricane, floury and furious,
looking as if hie intended not merely

to cut him off with a shilling, but to
cut him off in the bloom of };iu

o 1
went down the Fourth Form passage
as il it were the cinder-path, and beat

youth, Putty did not wait,

Mr, Bubb to the stairs b
“Btop!” spluttered

a neok.
ir.

Smot
with flour! Stop! Scoundrel!”
was o litile incoherent.

Putty of the Fourth did uot stop.

Just eseaping the outstretched hands
of Mr. Bubb, he made a flying leap |

(i

il

an iron grasy was fised upon his

collar

“Leggo!” howled Jimmy Silver
the next moment, as his collar was
captured by Mr. Bubb's left.

Crack!

‘“Yaroooolh!"” - - yelled the two
hapless juniors simultapeously, as
Mr. Bubb brought their heads

together in a sounding concussiop.

“Grooogh! You young rascals

“Yow-ow i1 Help!”

“You young scoundrels! Ooooch "

“Whoop! Leggo!”

Crack, crack, crack!

Instead of letting go, Bubb
knocked the two juniors’ heads
together again and again, as if he
supposed them to be nuts that needed
cracking. Jimmy Silver and Lovell
yelled with anguish,

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !"

“Rescue !"

Raby and Newcoine

(LL]

Mr.

'

valiantly

rushed to their aid. Mr. Bubb was

too floury to be touched if it could
be helped. but evidently he was get-
ting dangerous. Raby and Newcome
grasped him and dragged him back
{rom his hnrlasn victims,

But they had to pay for their devo-
tion. Mr. Bubb released Jimmy and
Lovell, but he grasped Raby and
Newcome instead.

Crack, crack, crack!

Wild vells rang from the two
juniors as their heads were knocked
together.

“What the thump's the row?”
shouted Marnington of the Fourth,
huerying along the passage. :

Mr. Bubb threw Raby and New-
come aside, velling, and rushed at
Pulty Grace. 'That wary youth

' dodged behind Mornington as he

The stern old gentleman made a sudden rush at the
Hntkwnndt_rt who had been snowballing him, and his
oveéll, as he sat in the snow,

_!,.__I;a Fourth.

‘Yarooh! Help!"”

for the banisters, landed on them,

and sailed down whizzing.

Mr. Bubb was no longer of an age
rl'u to teckle a

He went |
down by the stairs, but he went two
at a time, in jumps like a kangaroo.
Putty, still on the banisters, curved
round the landing, and went shoot-
ing down the lower flight. Mr. Bubb,
as it happened, got na farther than
He stumbled in 2
kangaroo-like jump, rolled over, and

when it was practicab
staircase in that manner.

the landing.

sat on the landing—with a bump.
And while he sat there M\r.
Theophilus Bubb made some remarks,

quite loudly, that were totally unfit
for Rookwood jumiors to hear, and
which scemed to indicaie that he was

not really the right person to bring

up an innocent yout

**The 7th Chapter,
All Right Tor Puitly!

“Has he gone?”

Jimmy Silver started as he heard
ihat question. It was a couple of
hours since Mr. Bubb had done his
noso-dive down the Fourth Form
stajrcase, and since that time Putty

of the Fourth seemed to have melted |

away ioto thin air. Mr. Bubb had
not seen him again. and his comrades
of the Fourth had not set eyes on
him. Jimmy Silver had gone into
ihe Form-room later to fetch a book,
and then he was startled to hear the
whispering voice of Putty.

Puity’s face looked out from a
large cupboard in the corner, where
catels and blackboards were kept.
He looked out’with a stealthy and
very cautious look, Evidently Putty

Leggo !
well kick

be
attached to his nephew, but he ('illd
O

Bubb,
Scoundrel !
d! Sulfocating ! Humthenﬁd

¢

like Putty of

| me to brighten

Putty emerged from the  cupboard.
““Has he been gone long?”

“Qver an hour!” grinned Jimmy.

“J—1 hope he wasn't hurt.”

““He sounded nas if he was."”

““Poor old nunky!” scaid Putty.
“Of course, a fellow couldn't foresee
his getting so jolly éxcited over =
harmless little joke.”

Jlm‘mE Silver chuckled.

" Lucky for you you got out of
sight!” he remarked. I fancy Mr.
Bubb would only have five nephews
left, ba_thl_n time If he'd got hold of
you. You've done it now."”

:‘Think s07"” sighed Putty.

" Well, from th hie said on the
staircase, | fmcg- he's not keen on
taking you to brighten his home,”
chuckled Jimmy Silver. “ e seemed
chiefly to want to wring your neck.”
~ “Dear old nunky! erhaps it’s
Just as well that we didn't meet
again,” said Putty. “ Bit stuffy in

at cupboard. But better than
meéeting nunky, I expect. I hope
they let uncle have a wash before he
went.* He looked rather startling.”

“Yes; but he was still a bit
loury. You must be potty, T think.
Putty. He told you plainly that he'd
done with you if you played any
more fool tricks on him, and then

 you fixed it with Flynn tqQ rig up

that booby trap.”
rubbed hizs head. “I've got a lump
here, you ass! He nearly cracked
my napper on Lovell's.”

Aund Jimmy Silver picked up his
book and left the Form.room, rub-
bing his damaged head occasionally
as he went, |

'utty of the Fourth followed him
with a cheery smile on his face.
Uncle Theophilus® visit had been
crammed with incident, but it ecould
not be called a success. But Putty
of the Fourth scemed satisfied:

Jimmy Silver

A couple of days later Putty Grace

was smiling over an epistle in his

father's handwrjting. Ho read out
gome of it to Jimmy Silver & Co.
*“Your prospects of being adopted
by your Uncle Theophilus are now
entirely shattered. He does not
‘ntend, he tells me, to remove your
name from his will. as, upon reflec-
tion, be is prepared to makeé allow-
ances for youthful high spirits, and
for the unfortunate propensity for
practical joking, which you seem un-
able-to control, But he declares that
na consideration whatever will induce
him to take vou into his house, and

| that, so far from wishing to remove

vou from Rookwood, he considers
that that is the very best place for

you, among——"-

“ Among . nice
asked Lovell. Eras e
P&:tty grinned, and contiued to
read : ; Y

““ Among other young ruffians like
yourself !” :

“Oheek !” exclaimed Lovell.

*“Ha, ha. ha!™

Putty folded up the letter.

“Ro that's that!” he said.

“Well, I'm sorry, old bean,”™ sail
Raby. “But what the thump did
you expect if you gave the old gent
such a high old time " ) .

“You fairly asked for it," said
Newcome. )

“Begged and prayed for it, 1
should say,” said Lovell. “I must
say vou've got what you deserve,
Putty.”

“Just that,” agreed Putty. “You
gee, the pater said 1 could please
myself, but I mustn’t hart nunky’s
feolings Ly a refusal. ' Sd'the only
way was to make nunky!'ehdnge his
mind.”’ e

“Oh!” ejaculated Lavell.

Jitnmy Silver laughed. He had had
a strong suspicion of Putty’s reasons
for his extraordinary nmethod of en-
tertaining his affectionaté uncle.

“And he seems to have changed
it,” sighed Putty. * He doesn't want

iis liome now. He's
leaving me here to brighten Rook-
wood. T think T can bear it ' though
there are four more lwful't\lin[u to

fellow's !ﬂq us?”

| contemplate.”

“What are they?” inquired the
Fistical Four. :

“Your faces, old beans.”

And Putty of the ‘Fourth "fled
hefore Jimmy .Silver & Co, could
reach him,

THE END.

(Next week's sercamingly * funny
atory of Rookwood School va entitlel
“Bucking Up Cuflyl’”” On no
account mual yow miss at! Order
your ecopy of the BOYS' VRIEND in
advance and avoid disappointgent/)

The book that lasts a whole year! The * HOLIDAY ANNUAL!”’ - Full of wonderful stories and other features. Price 6s. On sale everywhere!
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