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Here is a photograph of the Cambridge crew taken during
a practice spin, Even if they do not start favourites for
the Boat Race, they are sure to want a good deal of beating.
Insct left is a picture of Mr. A, G. Wansbrough, their stroke

\

Below is a photograph of the Dark Blues, who are the heavier crew

of the two, Their supporters expect them to avenge, on Saturday,

the defeat of Oxford last year. Inset right is a portrait of their
stroke, Mr. A, V. Campbell, who is an old Blue.

“THE ROOKWOOD BOAT RACE PARTY ! AND “ THE BARRING-OUT AT ST. KlT’Sj! " INSIDE!
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YOU’LL ENJOY THIS TOPPING STORY OF JIMMY SILVER & CO. AT

THE BOAT RACE!

The 1st Chapter.

' Unexpected !

“Muffin !”

“I—I didn’t, sir!?

“What ?”

“It wasn’t me.”

Mr. Richard Dalton, master of the
Fourth Form at Rookwood, gazed
at Reginald Muaffin blankly.

Jimmy Silver & Co. smiled.

The chums of the Rookwood
Fourth ' were discussing the Boat
Race prospects in the doorway of
the House, and Tubby Muffin had
joined them there; not to discuss the
Boat Race, but in the hope of ex-
tracting a small loan from one
member or another of the Fistical

Four.

Then Mr. Dalton stepped - into
view and called to Muffin, appar-
cntly to the dismay of that plump
youth.

Tubby’s  denial was  prompt.
Apparently he expected an accusa-
tion, and he did not wait for it to be
uttered. Generally, Tubby had a few
sins on his fat conscience. If tuck
was missing at Rookwood, it did not
need a Ferrers Locke or a Sherlock
Holmes to trace the deed to Regi-
nald Muffin.

“It wasn’t, sir!” said Tubby
cagerly.  “I assure you, sir, that it
wasn’t me.”

“You should say it was not I,
Muffin,” said Mr. Dalton severely.

Tubby stared.

I'm

“Of course it wasn’t you, sir!
sure nobody would suspect you of
bagging a pie from the pantry!”

“What ?” ejaculated Richard
Dalton.

*“Ha, ha, ha!” Y

The TFistical Four chortled. They
could not help it. Mr. Dalton
smiled, and then he frowned.

“Have you taken a pie from the
pantry, Muffin?”

“No, sir! I've just told you it
wasn’t me,” exclaimed Reginald
Muffin. “I don’t see why you should
come to me about it, sir.”

“I did not come to you about any-
thing of the kind, Muffin. The
Head desires to speak to you in his
study. That is all.”

“Oh!” gasped Muffin.

Mr. Dalton walked away, leaving

Tubby Muffin blinking.  Jimmy
Silver & Co. chuckled.
“Oh!” gasped Muffin again. “He

—he wasn’t going to speak about the
pie? I—I say, Jimmy, d-d-do you
think he’ll guess now that I had it 7

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jimmy. “I
fancy so.”

“Just a few !” grinned Lovell.

“I—I thought the cook had been-
complaining to him, of course,”
mumbled Tubby. “It’s rotten how
people seem to take it for granted
that I do these things. Of course,
1 never touched the pie, apd I'm
certain nobody saw me. 1—I say,
what do you fellows think the Hea
wants to see me for?”

“Something to do with a pie, T
imagine,” chuckled Raby.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh dear!”

“Put some exercise books in your
bags, old man,” suggested Newcome.
“It will be six, and six from the
Head is no joke.”

“Keep your paws from picking
and stealing, Muffin,” said Jimmy
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Silver severely, “and get along and
see the Head. He doesn’t like to
be kept waiting.”

“Oh dear !” groaned Muffin.

The fat Classical lingered.

A summons to the Head’s study
was a serious matter, and was sup-
posed to be obeyed without an in-
stant’s unnecessaty delay. But Regi-
nald Muffin was not anxious to see
his headmaster. He had only too
much reason to suppose that the in-

terview had some connection with a.

missing pie.

“1 say, Jimmy—-"

“Cut along, old man. The Head
will lay it ‘on harder if you keep him
waiting.”

“Suppose you go, old fellow ?”

S Ehige

“Own up to
had the pie—"

“Ownup! But I never——-"

“That’s all right. The Head will
believe you,” said Tubby Muffin
eagerly.  “You're known to be a
truthful chap, you know.”

“My only hat!” said Jimmy.

“You see, the Head won’t believe
me if I say I never had it,” said
Muffin disconsolately. “But he will
believe you all right if you say you
did have it. See? And—and you
don’t mind a licking, Jimmy.”

“Don’t I?” grinned Jimmy.

“You see, I'm rather delicate,”
said Tubby. “Now, you’re about as
delicate as a rhinoceros. It wouldn’t
hurt you so much. See ?”

“Fathead! Buzz off to the Head
before I start you with my boot !”
said the captain of the Fourth.

“I'll make it square,” said Tubby.
“I will, really! Look here! My
pater’s going to get leave for me to
go and see the Boat Race, and—and

the Head that you

I'll take you with me if you’ll—"
“Can it!” said Jimmy cheerfully.
And the Co. strolled down the

steps into the quad, leaving Reginald
Muffin blinking dismally after them.
The fat Classical groaned, and
started at a snail’s pace for the
Head’s study.

The summons had to be obeyed;
there was no help for it. Tubby
Muffin arrived at last at the dreaded
apartment and tapped feebly on the
door.

It was so feeble'a tap that it was
not heard within the room. -

The hapless Muffin felt a great deal
like Daniel going into the lions’ den,
and Tubby was not of the stuff that
heroes are made of. He did not
dare to be a Daniel.

He stood irresolute, his fat hand
raised to tap again, but not tapping.

The door suddenly opened.

It was close on lunch-time, and
the Head, probably, wanted his
lunch. He had waited several
minutes for Muffin of the Fourth,
and several minutes of his valuable
time were much too much to waste
on so insignificant a personage as a
Lower boy.

The door opened and Dr, Chisholm
came outf.

Tubby, with his fat mind deeply
occupied with his own unfortunate
position, had not thought of that or
expected it.  There was a sudden
collision.

Crash !

“ What—what—Dbless my soul!”

“Ow 17
Bump !

By OWEN CONQUEST.

(Author of the tales of Rookwood appearing

in the * Popular.”)
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In high spirits Tubby Muffin’s Boat
Race party sets out to see the
battle of the Blues!
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Reginald Muffin sat down at the
feet of the astonished headmaster of
Rookwood.

“Upon my word

Dr. Chisholin stared down at Tubby
over his glasses. The hapless fat
junior quaked.

“Oh dear! Ow!”

“Boy !I” thundered the Head.

“It wasn’t me!” gasped Tubby.

“What? I sent for you, Muffin!

1

I have waited three minutes for
you!” exclaimed the Head. *How
dare you keep me waiting? Rise at

How dare you sit on ihe floor

once !
¢ P

in that ridiculous manner
I didn’t ! gasped Tubby.
You are doing so at this

-

“What ?
moment !

“I—I mean I didn’t—"

“Will you rise to your feet, Muffin,
or will you not ?” demanded the Head
angrily. Jpon my word! I have
ery great mind not to give you
leave for Boat Race Day, after all!”

Tubby jumped.

“ Wha-a-at 7’ he ejaculated.

“You ridicnlous boy! You have
caused me quite a shock! Why were
vou standing outside my study door?”
demanded the Head.

{ti okt »

“Answer me, Muffin!”

“J—I—1 thought it—it
pie!” gasped Tubby.

“The pie?”

“Yes. Ow! Ye-e-es.” °

“Is the boy insane?”
Head,” addressing space.

“Oh dear!”

Tubby Muffin wriggled to his feet.
He stood q ing in every fat limb,
with . his te 1 eves fixed on the
Head.  Dr. Chisholm drew a deep
breath and controlled his wrath.
Perhaps the quaking terror of the
hapless Tubby helped to calm him.

“You absurd boy, Muffin! 1T sent
for you to tell you that I have re-
ceived a request from your father
for leave to be given you on Boat
Race day.”

“Oh!” murmured Tubby. Ob-
viously it was not the pie, after all.

the

was

asked the

Twice had Tubby’s guilty conscience
driven him to unnecessary admis-
sions.

“It appears that Mr. Muffin wishes
you to accompany him to view the
race,” said the Head. “I have con-
sented.”

“Oh, sir!”

“You have, therefore, leave to take
the nine-thirty train on Saturday
morning,” said the Head. “You will
be expected to return in time for roll
at six. That is all, Muffin. You may

0.

‘“Oh, thank you, sir!” gasped
Tubby.

The dignified Head of Rookwood
sailed on down the corridor, leaving
Tubby Muffin with his fat face
irradiated with smiles.

The 2nd Chapter.
Swank !

“TLmcky bargee!”

That was the general verdict in the
Classical Fourth.

Reginald Muffin had lost no time
in making known the glad news, and
in making the most of it.

Reginald Adolphus Muffin was not

a fellow to make the least of any-
thing.

The smallest occasion for swank,
where Reginald was concerned,
became like the beanstalk in the fairy
tale. It grew and grew and grew.

As the actual facts stood, Mr.
Muflin had requested the Head of
Rookwood to grant his hopeful son
an exeat for Saturday morning. The
afternoon was a regular half-holiday,
anyway. The Head had consented,
as he was wont to consent to any
reasonable request from a boy’s

par
That was all.
But that was not enough for a

fellow of Tubby’s lively imagination-

and propensity to swank.

He told Jimmy Silver & Co., going
in to.dinner, that he had special
leave for the Boat Race day, and they
congratulated him.  During dinner
the affair assumed larger proportions
in Tubby’s mind. And after dinner
he told several fellows that the Head
had specially selected him for this
concession, and it might have been
gathered from Tubby’s remarks that
the University Boat Race could
scarcely have been considered a suc-
cessful function at all minus Reginald
Muffin.

That he was going to stand with his
estcemed parent in the crowd on
Hammersmith Bridge, and watch the
eights from that popular coign of
vantage, was a little ecircumstance
Tubby did not mention. Reginald
Muffin differed from George Wash-
ington in one important particular.
Mr. Washington could not tell a lie.
Reginald Muffin could not tell the
truth.

Nobody belonging to Rookwood
would see Reginald Muffin at the
Boat Race. = Therefore, it was safe
to *‘spread ” himself a little. Tubby
began by spreading himself a little,
and he finished by spreading himself
a lot.

Any curious observer might have
noted that Tubby's story grew in
regular stages.  Before dinner he
simply had leave to go to the Boat
Race. After dinner it was a special
concession made to Muffin because,
apparently, he was a fellow of un-
nsual importance. By the time the
Classical TFourth went into their
Form-room that afternoon, Tubby
was to be a member of an exclisive
party on & motor-launch following the

“Let that cake alone!”

“ After all, I couldn’t very well take
you, Higgs,” said Muffin. “You'd
be rather out of place among a
fashionable party, with your big feet
and bad manners.”

“They’re my sardines,” said Jones
minor, as Tubby’s fat fingers came
forward again.

“Look here, Jones——"

“I'm looking,” said Jones minor
grimly.  “You don’t bag my ear-
dines, you fat bounder. If you want
tea in the study, why don’t you stand
your whack like any other fellow?”

“I happen to be short of money for
the moment,” said Muflin, with
dignity.

“Then I can make a suggestion,”
said Putty of the Fourth blandly.
““ Ask your pater to cut out the pate-
de-foie-gras from that fashionable
luncheon on Boat Race day.”

“Eh?”

“And send you the quids he will
save,” said Putty.

“ Look here, Putty, you rotter——1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you fellows don’t believe what
I've been telling you—-"

“Oh, my hat!”

“I've been thinking of making up
a party to take from Rookwood,”
said Tubby loftily. “The Head
would do anything my pater asked
him, so there would be no difficulty
about leave. There will be room for
a few fellows on the launch——"

“If not, your pater could leave out
a duke or two!” suggested Putty.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, now I won't take you!”
howled Tubby. “I was going to be
kind to you fellows, as you're in my
study. But it would be rather thick
taking fellows of your stamp into a
fusi}nlinnablc party of Society nobs.

Zah 17

And Tubby Muffin rolled indig-
nantly out of Study No. 2, leaving
his study-mates chortling.

Reginald Muffin rolled along the
Fourth Form passage, where most of
the Classical Fourth were at tea in
their studies. With all his glorious
and expensive prospects for Saturday,
Reginald Muffin  was, for the
moment, in an impecunious state—
not a novel state for him to be in.
He looked into the end study and
found the Fistical Four there

Jimmy Silver and Raby and

THE BOAT RACE!

“ Here they come !’
along the crowded banks of the river followed
‘“ Oxford, I think!” said Jimmy Silver.

‘“ Hurrah !

boats. During class the motor-launch
became Mr. Muffin’s own motor-
launch, and by tea-time Mr. Muffin’s
launch was to start from Mr. Muffin’s
own riverside mansion—Putney Oaks
—with a distinguished company of
the nobility on board.

“I wish I could take you fellows,”
Tubby Muffin remarked in Study No.
2, where his study-mates—dJones
minor and Higgs and Putty of the
Tourth—were at tea. “T'd really
like to take you chaps. Ow!”

Tubby had stretched out a fat hand
to the eake. The cake belonged to
Higgs, and Higgs had delivered a
sharp rap on Tubby’s fat fingers.

Newcome were going through their
pockets, apparently in scarch of cash.,
Arthur ldward Lovell, at the corner
of the study table, was deep in Cross
Word problems. Lovell till
nourished a hope of bagging tenner
by means of Cross Word puzzles.
far, no tenners had mater
“but hope springs eternal in
human breast.”
“You fellows——"" began Muffin.
Lovell waved an impatient hand at
him.
“Cut!”
say——
“Know a word of nine letters be-:
ginning with X and ending with K,.

3

-You’ll laugh loud and long when you read ‘“ April Fools at Rookwood ! >’ next Monday’s great story of the chums of Rookwood School !

All eyes were o
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with C H N in the nudd]u”’ asked | over tea in Hall that he desired to
Lovell. discuss the Boat Race party. N
“Nunno.” “Come on, Tubby!” shouted J . N
“There’ s dashed Greek word m Arthur Edward Lovell, from the
i said Lovell.  ““’Tain’t | stairs. H”I
ng Greek on chaps. Bu// But Tubby Muflin only snpr'cd.
oﬂ Muffin 17 and turncd .ln deaf Nu“ lln} J‘xsti(lal e / N
“You fellows like to go to the Boat | Four ““tea’c in Hall without the PR A
Race?” company of Reginald Muffin. q "é‘ \
“Eh? What? Yes, rather!” said N
Lovell, for the moment ceasing to The 3rd Chapter. Iy \\
troublé over the elusive word he re-
quired, which lunr‘m with an X and Gunner is Pleased ! "N:‘(f‘%
B! ] i) vha ~ Y .
ended with K. Reny il ghasavang Peter Cuthbert Gunner, of the »

was likely to keep, ]40\'«-11 husy a very
long time before he found it.

“What-ho!” said Jimmy Silver
cheerily “Is the Head going to
give us leave, too?”

“Well, he would if my father asked
him,” said Muffin. My pater's got
no end of influence with the Head. I
should simply have to put it to my

pater.

“Put it, then!” grinned Raby.
“No objections in this study.”

“Tt will be rather decent, you
know,” went on Tubby. “We lunch

at Putney Oaks——"

‘A picnic under the oaks?”

“Nunno! Putney Oaks is my
pater’s pla n the river,” explained
Tubby airi “V\c lunch there, and

then the pater’s launch will take us.
We follow th(- eights all the way.
Tea later at Mortlake, and a run
back to the school in the pater’s car.
How would you fellows like it?”
$Oh, nmmm”’ said Newcome.

- ']'oppm;,‘ said Jimmy Silver.
“You g9 in the car, I suppose?”

“Yes.”

“Then you lunch at your pater’s
place on tlm river.,”

“ Exactly.

“Then you follow the race in your

pater’s magnificent, gilt-edged
motor-launch.”
“Eh? Ju Ly

“Then te \lm(lake in tip-top
style, and a (u\f class Rolls-Royce to
bring you back to Rookwood.”

“You've got it.”

““ And then you wake up !”

“Eh?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the end
study, as Tubby blinked at the cap-
tain of the Fourth.

“I—I say, I'm giving you the
straight goods, you know,” urged
Tubby. *Honest injun, you know.
That’s the programme, and if you

Classical Fourth, frowned as Tubby
Muffin looked into his study. Dickin-
son minor grinned. Dickinson minor
was not a very bright youth, but he
was bright enough to take ninety-
nine-per cent. discount off all that
he heard from Reginald Muffin. Gun-
ner, with all his faults, was not a
suspicious fellow, and not a distrust-
ful fellow. He had, indeed, a great
capacity for belief: he believed that
he could play football and cricket,
and that he was the cleverest fellow
in the Fourth, and--in spite of the
plain evidence of his looking-glass—
that he was a handsome fellow. With
such guileless faith in his composi-
tion, (xunncr was really the very fel-
low that Muffin wanted to meet.

“You cut, Muffin!” said Gunner
crossly. “I don’t like favouritism
The beak’s given you an exeat.
hasn’t given me one.”

“I say, Gunger—>

“Oh, get out!” said Gunner.

Tubby Muffin, after a glance at
the study table, was distinctly disin-
clined to get out. There was a cake
on the-table, twice the size of Higgs’
cake, there were two kinds of jam,
and a jar of jelly, and a dish of eggs,
and other things. Gunner’s manners
and customs often exasperated his
study-mate, but at tea-time Dickin-
son minor always feit that he could
forgive Gunner and tolerate him a
little longer.

“If you’d care to join my p.nty
for the Boat Rd(f‘ Gunner——

*“What’s that?’

“I can take as many fellows as I
like,” said Tubby recklessly, with his
eye on the cake. ““Some of the Sixth
have asked me alrecady, but I've
turned them down. I want to take
a fellow who will really do me credit
in a fashionable party. So I thought

of you, Gunner.”

n the two graceful skiffs and the oars that dipped and gleamed.
ind accompanied the eights as they
idge, you mean ! ”’ snorted Arthur Edward Lovell mdlgnantly

pulled.

A roar of voices
They were by almost in a flash.

come, we'll
You haven’t

fellows would like to
talk it over—over, fea.
had your tea ye

“Not yet,” nne(l Raby.

“1t's "a gu,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Let’s talk it over, over tea; Muffin.
Come on, we don’t want to be late
tm Hall.”

‘Ll

“We're teaing in Hall to-day—
funds run out. Come on, old chap,
and let’s talk over the arrangements
for the Boat Race part;

The Fistical Four walked out of
the end study, and headed for Hall.

Tubby Muffin blinked after them.
But he did not follow, It was not

Peter Cuthbert Gunncr relaxed.
“You can come in,” he said.
Mufiin came in.

“Take a pew!” said.Gunner hos-
pitably.

Muffin drew a chair to the table.
Dickinson minor eyed him rather
morosely. True, there were ample
supplies in the study; but Gunner
was, in a sense, Dickinson minor’s
property, and Dickinson did not
want to see another fellow pulling
his leg, for the sake of the crumbs
that fell flom the rich man’s table.

“So you’re making up a party—
what ?”? said Gunner genially. “The
fact is, I'd like to come, Mufflin.”

door

TUBBY I_\ND THE HEAD COLLIDE!

d and Dr. Chi

im came out.

Crash !

ump'
hed

Tubby Muffin stood irresolute, his fat hand raised to
tap again at the door of Dr.
‘Fubby, with his fat mind deeply occupied with his own
unfortunate positlon, had not expected ths Head to come out of his study.

“ What—what—bless my aoul b !

Chisholm’s study. The

There was a sudden collision.

Regmald Muffin sat down at the feet of the

“Do!” said Muflin.

“The Head's bound to give me
leave, as Im joining your party,
xmd you've got leave already.”

*Certain!” said Muffin, fervently
hopmg that the Head wouldn’t.
‘Tuck in, kid !’

Tubby Muflin tucked in. An invi-
tation of that kind never had to be
repeated where Reginald Muffin was
concerned.

“What's the programme?” asked

Gunner. ‘“We leave here by train
in the morning, 1 suppose?” 4
20 \inoﬂ)irh i <aid Muffin, with

his mouth full. ““The pater was go-
ing to send the car, but it will “beo
wanted to fetch some of his fashion-
able guests from the West Knd. \\e
keep only three cars, you know.”

“Only rats!” "ulutcxl Dickinson
minor.

“The car will be at the London
terminus to meet us,” said Muffin.

That’s all right. Then a run down
to Putney, and lunch at the Laurels.”
“Goad!” said Gunner. “Try the
cake, Muffin.”
“Thanks, I will.
the Beeches, we—"
“At the what?”
“The ]mo( hvs —my
on the riv
L thoughk you said the Laurels.”

After lunch at

pater’s place

“Oh!. AhE Y I mean the
Laurels,” said Muffin hastily.
“The house hasn’t got two names,

has it?” asked Gunner, staring at
lhe fat Classical.

“Yes. I mean, no!
it’s really two houses turned
one—the Laurecls and the Beeches,
explained Tubby. “The Laurels had
only twenty-four rooms, so my pater
bought the next house.”

“Oh! I see.’

“Pile it on, Muflin!” said Dickin-
son minor, with deep sarcasm.

‘Make it a bit steepdr. It was Put-
ney Oaks last time 1 heard of it.”

* Putney ()nl\ is the park attached
to the honse,” said Muflin calmly.

“Oh, my hat !

“Don’t be captious, I)ir'kiucon #
said Gunner severely. “You carp
at a lelow You're always carping,
you know.”

“Muflin’s pulling your silly leg,”
grunted Dickinson minor.

“Oh, I say!” muwmured Muffin,
with an uneasy blink at Peter Cuth’
bert. But he need not have been
uneasy.

“Pulling my leg!” repeated Gun-
ner. “It’s not so jolly easy to pull
my lrm Dickinson. If you think I’m
the kind of fellow to ha\c his leg
pulled, I can only say you’re a big-
ger idig»t than I ever sup])owd, and
that’s saying an awful lot. Tl ask
you to be'a bit more civil to a fellow
I ask to tea, Dickinson.”

“Look here——"

“Dry up, Dickinson. You’ve got
too much to say, and you can’t say
I haven’t told you so before. I've
told you so scores of hm(w Shut up,
old man; give us a rest!

Dickinson minor sulkily shut up.
He finished his tea and left the study,
leaving Reginald Mullin deep in dis-
cussion with Gunner, on the subject
of the Boat Race party. Mulffin ate
while he talked; but he had not very

The fact is,
mnto
»

w

much talking to do: Gunner was

‘always prepared to take the lion’s

share in a talk.

When the sprcmd was finished and
Muffin rolled away, all details were
seftled, and Muffin’s only hope was
that the Head would decline to give
Gunner leave on Saturday. Tubby
had so fertile an imagination that
while he was spinning his yarns he
almost believed them himself, if not
quite. Putney Oaks and the motor-
launch secemed quite real to him
while he was talking to Gunner. But
when he reflected on the matter
afterwards and realised to what he
had committed himself, Reginald
Muffin had quite a cold fe(,lmg down
his back. Gunner was casy to de-
lude, but if he found himself deluded,
he was likely to cut up rusty; and
he had a punch like a steam-! hummm
which Tubby was far from anxious
to sample.

Later that evening, when Reginald
Muffin came down to the Common-
room, Peter Cuthbert Guuner came
over to him with a rather grim look
on his face. Muffin understood at
once that Gunner had been telling
the fellows of his great excursion for
Saturday, thereby evoking merri-
ment in the Classical Fourth.

“Look he Auflin,” said Gunner.
“I suppose straight, what you
were telling me—it’s all right about
Saturday?”  Obviously a doubt had
crossed (;unnm unsophisticated
mind.  “If you’ve been pulling my
leg I'm going to smash you! Now,
then?”

Gunner clenched a big fist.

“Straight as a string, of course!”
gasped Muffin, with an anxious eye
on the fist.

“Peele says your pater
fried-fish shop in Islington.”

“He doesn’t!” howled Tubby.

“Then it’s all square?” asked
Gunner. “If it’'s not, I'm going to
lu'ﬂm an example of you!”

“Square as a die!” Tubby Muffin
had no desire to be made an example

keeps a

of.

“Right-ho, then!”

And all was calm and bright—for
the present! But Tubby had a very
feeling that the calmness and
brightness would not last over Satur-
day, and that in the long run that
feed in Gunner's study might cost
him more than its value.

The 4th Chapter.
Tubby Going Strong.

Reginald Muffin had an unusuvally
good time during the next few days.
He was pally with Gunner, and
being pally with Gunner meant a
free run of a study that was like unto
a land flowing with milk and honey.

Jut that was not all.

Tubby had had some uneasy
twinges on the subject of his mag-
nificent invitation to Guuner. = But
he realised that he was fairly landed,
and had to trust to luck in the
matter. And, on the principle that it
was as well to be hung for a sheep
as for a lamb, Muffin extended his
generous invitations furtber. Indeed,
he felt that the more fellows that

accepted his invitations the better,
for the Head was less likely to give
leave to a whole crowd than to one
or two fellows. And if the Head
refused leave, it was all right for
Tubby.

There is an old proverb that one
fool makes many, and, undonhtedly,
there is a great deal in the force of
oxample. CGunner talked a great
deal about the great time he was
going to have on Boat Race Day, and
Dickinson minor began to wonder
whether after all there was some-
thing in it. There was hc undoubted
fact that Tubby Muffin’s father had
obtained for him an exeat on the
great day, to begin with. When
Gunner generously declared that he
would put in a word for him with
Muftin, Dickinson minor assented;
and Gunner put in the word, and his
study-mate was included in the party.
The same day Alho([ Higgs graci-
ously .Aslmrl Muffin to step into the
school shop aftor second lesson—and
Muffin stepped in promptly. All was
grist that came to Tubby's mill.

“ About tha little party of yours,”
5;\1(] ngg', over the ginger-pop
id Tubby, bu*mmuw on
th jam-tart.

I thought it was

” said Higgs. You're such a
bdg, you know. But (.mmm and
Dickinson seem to think it’s all right.
Look here, Muffin, if you're really
taking a, party out on Boab Race Day,
you nu"hm t to leave out your own
friends.”

“I don’t l\.n\\ that you're a friend
of mine,” said Muffin loftily.

“Have auother ginger-pop,
fellow.”

“Thanks, I will.”

“And try those doughnuts—they’reo
really good.”

Muftin tried the doughnuts.
found them good, and {tried
uguin

**What about Saturday?”

all gammon at

old

He
them

hinted

by \ly dear man, I'll be glad if you’l]
come,” said Tubby. “T'1 ask my
pater to telephone to the Head and
get you leave. Kasy as falling off a
form.”

“Good!” said Higgs.

Jones minor was the next. At the
reasonable cost of two ginger- pops
and one bun, he secured an invita-
tion to the Boat Race party. The
same evening Townsend and Topham
canme graciously up to Tubby Muffin
in the junior Common-room. The
two nuts of the Fourth seldom or
never noticed the existence of Tubby
Muffin, as a rule. Now they were
all smiles—and Tubby was well aware
of the reason. Belief in the. Boat
Race party was spreading, and Tubby
Muffin, for once, was a fellow worth
knowing. Towny and Toppy were
added to the list.

The next day, after morning class,
Arthur Edward Lovell was observed
by his chums to be in a rather
thoughtful mood. They supposed at
first that it was Cross Words, and
that Arthur Rdward was in mental
search of a word beginning with

(Continued overleaf.)
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“XYZ " and .ending’ with (/*J2
But, for once, it was not Cross Words.
* About that party of Muffin’'s—"
said Arthur Edward.
“Gammon !” said Jimmy Silver.
“Well, is it gammon?” said Lovell
argumentively.  ** After all, there'’s
nothing uncommon in it—there will
be plenty of parties going to the
Boat Race. don’t sce that it’s
gammon. A good many of the
fellows have arranged to go, and
even Muflin couldn’t be such an ass
as to ask fellows to a party that isn’t
coming off. Why, he would be jolly
nearly lynched !”
“Something in
Rab,

assented

y.
Te's asked us,” said Lovell. *I
can’t say that we took it very civilly.
I don’t see being left out.”

“But—" said Jimmy dubiously.

“Old fellow, you're always *but-
ting "—a good deal like a dashed
billy-goat!” said~Lovell. *““Muffin’s
had a good many feeds in our study,
and if he wants to stand something
in return for once, I don’t see why
we should turn him down.”

“But i

“There you go again. My idea is
that we should go,” said Lovell. 1
want to see the Boat Race, if it can
be fixed. 1t really ought to be a
whole holiday on Boat Race Day, if
the Head could only see it. If Muflin
us, why shouldn’t we go?”
id Jimmy.
1orted.

“You're too jolly clever for this
world, . Jimmy!” he said. “Y
know too much, you know. Always
‘bufting ’ and ¢ iffing ' 1»

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“Well, I don’t mind,” he said.
“We know Muffin's got jeave, any-
how, and there may be something 1n
it. we can get off from school,
we can jolly well see the Boat Race,
Muffin or no Muflin!  But can we?”

“More ‘buts’!” snorted Lovell.
“Muffin says that his pater has got
some influence with the IHead, and
can arrange it.”

“He says so!” agreed Jimmy.

“Lots of the fellows seem to be-
liesve him—only, you're so jolly
clever !” said Lovell. “I think we
ought to accept Muffin’s invitation.”

“We've turned it down already.”
“That’s all right. .I'll ask him to
tea.”
“But—"

“If you can’t say anything but
¢ but,” Jimmy, you really. might give
a fellow a rest!”

“Oh, all right!” said Jimmy Silver
Z}pﬂsigr}:zdly. “I leave it to you, old

ap.

that,”

So it was left to Lovell; with the
result that Reginald Muffin came to
tea in the end study that afternoon—
and four more names went down on
his list.for Boat Race Day.

The (Fistical Four having thus
given in their adhesion, as it were,
Muffin’s Boat Race party was now
taken quite seriously by alle :he
Classical Fourth. Instead of having
his_invitations greeted with mervi-
ment, Tubby Muffin was now sought
after, and fellows hinted, or declared
plainly, that they would like to join

up.

Tubby Muffin had no objection.

By this time he almost believed in
the party himself; and, anyhow, a
few fellows more or less made no
difference.

Oswald and Flynn, Hooker and
Peele and Gower, were added to the
list, and then Rawson and Conroy.
Really, it looked as if Reginald Muffin
would be leading quite an army to
invade Putney on Boat Race Day!

On the last evening before the
great date Tubby was quite a lion in
the junior Common-room; he was the
cynosure of all eyes in the Classical
Tourth. But he had some inward
qualms; he could not help thinking
of the cutcome when the bubble had
burst.

(Continued from previous page.)

“We haven't heard from the Head
yet,” Gunner remarked. “I suppose
1t’s all right about leave to-morrow,
Muffin?”

“Oh, quite!” gaspad Muffin.

“Yas your pater {telephoned?”
asked Dickinson minor.

Tubby breathed hard.

‘“"I’he—the fact is, I—1 forgot to
write and ask him,” he said.

“ What !”
“It’s too late now,” said Muffin
regretfully. Then, 'as he noted

Gunner pushing back his cufis, he
went on hastily: “But it's all right.
I'll ask the Head myself in the morn-
ing. It's quite all right!”

B hope so—for  your

: sake,
Muffin,” said Gunner

crowd of fellows who had accepted
his extensive invitations for Boat
Race day. And it looked now as if
that last hope was going to fail him.
And what was going to happen then
Reginald Muffin did not care to con-
template.

The 5th Chapter.
Oft to the Boat Race.

There were cheerful faces in the
Classical Fourth Form at Rookwood
School the following morning.

Reginald Muflin’s was not very
cheerful. At breakfast he ate only
enough for three fellows, which
showed that some secret worry had
affected even his appetite.

After breakfast Muffin was slipping
away by himself, when ~Arthur
Edward Lovell caught him by a
plump arm. Muflin had an idea of
keeping in strict seclusion till the
Fourth were in class, and then scud-
ding off to Coombe to catch his
train. But Mulfin was too important
a personage on this especial morning
to be lost sight of.

“This way, Mufiin,” said Arthur
Edward cheerily.

o Say—

Dalton wants to speak to

train at the London terminus, sir,”
said Lovell.

“Very good.
ment, Muflin?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And I may take it that Mr,
Muflin  will sce the whole party
safely in their traiv for the school
after the race?” ashed Mr. Dalton.

““C-c-certainly, sir.”

“Very good. I will speak to the
Jead.”

“I-t-thank
Muflin.

Mr. Dalton walked away, leaving
an eager crowd awaiting his return.
Tubby Muflin waited for him more
eagerly than the rest. The Head,
after all, was somctimes crabby,
especially early in the morning. It
was quite probable, at least possible,
that he would pooh-pooh the whole
thing, and send Mr. Dalton bootless
away. To that hope Reginald
Muffin clung; it was all that he now
had to cling to.

Mr. Dalton came back in a few
minut The juniors hung on his
words specially Tubby Muffin.

“My boys, I am glad to say that
Dr. Chisholin has acceded to my
request: Ile has Jeft the matter in
my hands, and the excursion, there-
fore, will take place.”

That is the arrange-

you, sir!” murmured

DODGING GUHNER!

time.

his hold on Muffin’s arm as he did so.

‘““ Well, where’s the house, Tubby ? ’’ asked Qunner, for about the twentieth
‘“ What did you say, Muffin 2 7’
come !’ exclaimed Muffin, with an inspiration. Gunner stared round towards the gleaming river, relaxing
In an instant Reginald Muffin jerked himseif away and vanished in

‘“Oh dear!”

the crowd.

‘“Look! There they

Tubby’s inward qualms intensi-
fied.
“It—it's all right! Iu fact, the

Head as good as told me I could
take a few fellows if I liked!” he
stammered. “Rely on me!”

“Good 1

“Anyhow, Mr. Dalton would put
in a word for wus,” said Arthur
Edward Lovell thoughtfully. = Our
giddy ¥orm master is a giddy old
Blue himself, and jolly keen on the
Boat Race. I'm sure he would
speak to the Head if we put it to him
nicely.”

“Oh, don't do that!” gasped
Muffin. “It—it’s not necessary—not
necessary at all.”

“Well, a fellow can’t make too

sure, in a case like this,” said
Gunner.  “Mr. Dalton’s "a good
sort, and I think he'd fix it for us

if he could.”
« “Good egg!” said Rawson.

“TIl speak to Dicky Dalton in ghe
morning,” said Lovell decidedly.
“Now, your father expects us all,
Muffin—"

o Eh-{”

“T suppose you've let your father
know how many guests to expect 7

“Oh! Yes. se.”

“Well, it would be rather rotten
to let him down. It’s jolly kind of
him to stand a treat like this to a
party of schoolboys, Mzr. Dalton
will see that. I'm sure.”

“Sure to!” agreed Gunner.

Tubby Muflin went to bed that
night in a rather perturbed frame
of mind. . His last hope was that the
Head would refuse lcave, to the

“Oh dear!”

“ Anything the matter, Muflin 27

“QOh, no'!”

“You're not looking very bright.”

“Oh, right as erain—ripping, in
fact. I—I'm as happy as anything !”
groaned Tubby Muffin.

“Come on, old fat tulip!”

I'ive or six fellows were round
Tubby Muffin, as he was led up to
Mr. Richard Dalton in the corridor.

The master of the Fourth gave
Muffin a gracious smile. Ior once
Muffin would have preferred to see

his Form master frown. He guessed
what that kind smile meant.

“I understand, Muffin, that your
father desires to take a party of
Rookwood boys to the Boat Race to-
day,” said Mr. Dalton.

In the presence’ of his nvited
guests there was only one answer
that the hapless Muflin could make.

“ Just so, sir.”

“The Head has alrcady given you
leave to go,” said Mr. Dalton, “and
I have no doubt that he will grant

Yes.

Jeave to a nmumber of your school-
fellows. T shall be very pleased to
the request to him, at all

It is understood, of course
that your father will be in charge of
the party.”
*“Oh, quite !”
“Mr. Muflin will

be meeting our
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“Hurrah !”

Mr. Dalton smiled. He was glad
of the opportunity to confer plea-
sure on the boys of his Form. He

le dreamed how little pleasure he
was conferring on Reginald Adolphus
Muflin.

“Isn't

it ripping?”  exclaimed
Lovell, slapping Muflin on the hack
when Mr. Dalton left them. “Isn’t
it tip-top, old fut bean?”

“Ow ! AL Mg

“Lot's get ready to go,” said
Gunuer.  * Mustn't risk losing the
train.”

waiting for that train,
said Dickinson minor. I say,
it will have to be a jolly big car to
take a crowd |1 this.”

“Oh, that's

? said Tubby
reck I'he pater will hire a
few to follow.”

“Oh, good !”

There were busy preparations now
among the Boat Race party.
Jimmy  Silver had any lingering

doubt leff ‘on the subject, he did not
express it. Anvhow, there was
leave from school, and they were
going up to London -and that was
all to the good. If the riverside
mansion, the magnificent Junch, and
the motor-launch did not materialise.
there was still the it Race; and
that, after all, was the chief thing.

A havpy band marched out of the
gates of Rookwood to take the train
at Coombe. At Coombe, it trans-
vired that Reginald Muftin was short
of cash, for the moment; but Gunner
took his ticket for him without

hesitation. The juniors crowded inta
the train and changed into the ex-
press at Latcham Junction, and the

express boomed away with them
Londonwards.

Tubby Muffin  sat silent and
thoughtful.

As a rule Tubby had plenty to say
for himself—too much, the Fourth
Form fellows often thought.

Now he said nothing; if spoken
to, he answered in monosyllables.

For a fellow who was taking a
happy party to a handsome function
on Boat Race day, Reginald Muflin
seemed quite out of spirits.

It might have been expected that
he would expatiate with more
cloquence than ever upon the magni-

ficent mansion by the river, the
super-launch that was to carry the
Rookwooders in the wake of the

racing eights, and the other glories
he had airily sketched out to his
guests,  But now that these glories
were close at hand, they seemed to
pall on Reginald Muffin—he did not
open his mouth even to swank.
He was, in fact, in a state of horrid
trepidation, wondering what on
earth was going to happen when
London was reached. For certainly
there would be no Mr. Muffin, and
no big car, waiting for the Rook-

wood party. When the hapless
Tubby was boasting, he hardly
realised that untruthfulness was

lying; and it is to be feared that it
was not his fat conscience that was
troubling him now. But something
was troubling him.

“Here we arc!” chortled Gunner
at Jlast.

The Rookwooders poured out of
the train, and mingled with a big
crowd on the London platform.

“Don’t get lost, any of you,” said
Arthur  Edward Lovell. “We'd
never find one another again in this
scrum.  Here, Muffin.”

He caught Muffin by the shoulder
just in time, or indubitably Reginald

3

would have beens lost in that
- “serum.”

“Keep with us, Muffin!” said
Gunner. “What the thump should

we do if we lost you, you young
g1

ass ?
Muffin ]n.x‘d the grace to blush.

“Keep hold of my arm,” said
Gunner.

To malke assurance doubly sure, as
it were, Peter Cuthbert kept hold of
Tubby's arm. And, in a eheery
crowd, the Rookwooders poured out
of the station.

The 6th Chapter.

The Boat Race!
“Bus it!”  suggested
Silver.

Gunner snorbed.

“Dash it all, we can’t bus it, and
leave Mvr. Muffin hanging up here,
you know,” said Rawson.

“Hem!”

“The car must be here some-
where,” said Gunner. *“Tve tipped
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