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@ [ SHADOW
oF SI'IAME'

Ml In His Tirne 6? Trial the Captain of

Rookwood Finds His Staunchest Sup-

porters in Jimmy Silver & Co. of the
Fourth Form.

A Powerful Stor) from the Pen of

OWEN CONQUEST.

CHAPTER 1.
Fag Wanted!
1i, roiten!”
Jimmy Silver gTanced round as
he heard that irritated exclama-

Catesby looked round quickly as he l:card
the cough, and scowled,

“What do you want here?” he snapped.

Jimmy smiled cheerfully.

“Waiting for some chaps" he answered.

W mt do you want here, if yoii come to

0.

¢ of the Sixth Form was standing
pateway of Rookwood, with a
ill-tem-

1is hand and a decidedly
kpression on his face.

d not nh;(‘r\'u the junior, his eyes
his hand,
not

the letter in
:h nppm'(vnﬂv

r\g fixed upen
contents of wh
e him.
. Jimmy Silve \\as waiting for lna cln
i Lovell and Ra Neweome; the
'ml Four being hound upon’ a little excur-
hat afternoons
ten ! declared Cateshy. “Why the
2’t he come here? And what does
want to spring it on me at the last
ninute like this for?®”
And the Sixth-Former gave a dissatisfied
runt,

did

hem ! eoughed Jimmy Silver.”

my thought it best to let the Modern
nior kuow that he was there.

Hp didn’t wank to be made Catesby’s in-
voluntary confidant,

The Modern prefect made a threatening
gesture, and Jimmy Silver ulrrnt\:d with

He

glanced at his letter aga
was evidently disturbed.

He looked at his watch, and frewned.

Jimmy Silver had seen a lad from the
village hand that letter to Catesby ten
minutes before, and he wondered whether it
was from some of Catesby’s sporting ac-
quaintances at Coombe.

Certainly it had a worrying eflect on
Stephen Gatesby.
The senior erumpled the lefter in  his

hand at 1 and turned to the Classical
F mul]l I 1
“Silve he rapped out.

“Ha!lo'” sald Jimmy. '
“I want you to cut down to C'oombe for

er shook his head.
Catesby, I'm going out for

the

“Sorry, C
afternoon with seme cha
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“You're going down to Coombe for me!”
roared Catesby.

Jimmy's face set obstinately.

Modern seniors, prefects or not, had no
right to fag juniors of the Classical side, and
Jimmy Silver was a stickler for his rights.

Besides, ho was booked for that afternoon,
and did not feel inclined to throw over his
own arrangements to please the bully of
the Sixth. :

“1 want you to take a note,” resumed
Catesby. “I've got to get” ‘now somie-
where. I'll write the note here; and you

can cut off with it.”
* Better call some Modern

fag!” suggested
. -

“No time.” | ’

Chatesby took out his pocket book, and
geribbled on a page, and tove it out.

The junio tehed hify coolly.
intention: whatever of fg-
ging tha woon for the Modern senior.

If there was a “row ” Jimmy was guite
prepared for it, :

The Sixth-Farmer folded the note, took
4 stump of sealing-wax from his pocket,
~struck a vesta, and-scaled it.

Jimmy Silver's lip curled as he saw.

This was a precautionsfor kecping the
messenger from rcndin.i‘ the note, ang that
sign of distrust in_his honour made Jimmy
more determined, if possible, that he would
riot take the note.

“There you are,” said Catesby, holding
out the sealed note. ‘‘Take that down to
Coornibe, Silver. Yowll find a man waiting
by the stile—"

“T don’t think T shall find him, Catesby.”

“Eh! Why not?”

“Because I'm not going!”

Catesby gritted his tecth, and made a
stride towards the Classical junior.

‘At the same time Lovell and Raby and
Newcome came up and joined Jimmy in
the gateway. ol N

The Modern prefect paused.

“One of you kids cam take this note, if
you like,” he said.

“Can’t be done,” said Laovell. “ We're
going out.”

“Sorry !’ added Newcome politely.

“Come on, Jimmy!"” said Raby. “Time
we were off.”

“ Stop I

The Fi
gates.

n:hn uted Catesby angrily.

jcal Four walked out the

of
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They ‘*’d no time to waste on Moderns,
senior of junior.,
Catesby made an angry rush after them,
seized Jimmy Silver by the collar, and’ 3
swung him round-
“You checky little cad!
tell you!" he shouted.
“Leggo, you Modern

Jimmy. .

“’1‘;5(& this note—"
“Bother your note! I won't take it
Shake! Shake!

“Let.go, or I'll biff you, Catesby,” ex~
claimed Jimmy Silver, clenching hiz hands
hard. ‘* Now, then : ey

Shake!

Biff ! i

Jimmy Silver hit out, and Catesby j
ceived his clenched fist on the chest.

He gasped, and released his kold,
gering back. >

Jimmy, with his hands up, fuced him
lessly, his chums rushing to his sid
once. i 5 o

Catesby, panting, sprang forward ag

But before he could bhurl  himself
Jimmy Silver—perhaps fortt v for
Bulkeley of the Sixth came siriding ug
interposed his stalwart form. i

The captain of Rookweod pushed
back. 3

“ Now, whsi.;a the row?” said| B

1 :

Stop when I

cad!” howled

roared. " You must have scen him
“T saw you shaking him, too,”
ley quietly. “What's the matte
“(atesby wants us to fag for him, an
we'fe not going tol” shoub
fully. “Let him get Modern fogs to fak
his blessed notes. There's lots ofy
too many, in. fact. He can't fag CI
Ieals " /
“No jolly fear!" said Raby cmphaticaily
“Is that the trouble, Catesbyi” aske
Bulkeley, frowning. I
“Suppose it 1877 snarled Catesby.
“Well, you are in the wrong, then, an
you've no right to lay hands on Silver,
said the Rookwood captain sharply. “ You'y
no right whatever to fag the lassical si
and you know it. I've spoken to you abon
it before, and to Knowles, too. If y0©

want Silyer to do anything for youg yo
must ask him."” ~ - . :
ST wring his neck!” howled Catesbye 2
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“Sou \scnl” said Bulkeley. Hu mado
a sign io the juniors. “Cut off!"
“You bet!” answered Jimmy.
The Fistical Four walked cheerfully out
of the gates.
Catesby made a movement, and
TRookwood captain swung in the way.
“I)anr be a fool, Catesby,” he said
quietly, I shall not allow you to touch
them.™
The Modern prafect gritted his teeth,
“T'll remember this, Dulkeley ! he mut-
tered.
He turned from the gateway and strode
mtu thc quadrangle.
went out of the gate with a
brow.
fecanned the quadrangle for a fag.
in a hurey; and on that fine aftor-
Bro was fow fags to be seen about
most of them were out of gates.
tied Leggett of the Modern Fourth
g lazily in the stone archway of
nd, and called to him.
t came up sulkily.
as oply slacking about,
t to fag.
tbeing a Modern. junior, he had no
about the matter.
by banded him the note with his in-
and Leggett nodded and walked

the

but he did

it.

the prefect looked at  his  watch

cand uttered an angry exclamation.

ed lost a good deal of gime in the

i Silver Co.

muttered. “Unele

keep him waiting!
v the thunder on]dn't he come here?

QOh, rotten! Hang it!”

And in that amiable mood Catesby of the
h sirode away from Rookwood, cutting

across Lhe ficlds at a great rate,

CHAPTER 2.
Cornered !
IMMY SILVER & CO. were proceeding
judicious to
distance  from

at a trot, feeling it on
keep ot a respectful
(Catesby that afternoon
Bulkeley had taken their side in the dis-
pute, and Bulkeley's word was law.
Still, the Modern fellow was a prefect,
and it was a very licklish husiness defying
a pw[e«.t

4
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They did not want any fresh trouble with
Stephen Catesby. after the Rookwood cap-
tain was off the scenc,

“Pat it on a bit for a mile or so!” said
Jimmy Silver. “I shouldn't wonder if that
Meodern cad waits till Dulkcle_y s gone, und
then comes after us, os moean cnough.”

“We could handle him !’ growled Lovell.

“My dear ass,” said Jimmy cheerfully,
“we don’t want to handle prefects. There's
such agreeable possibilities as a flogging
from the Head, if he didu't happen to agree
with our” point of view. And he mightn's
He doesn’t ul\\'nys i

“Not always,” grinned Raby. “ Besides,
1o going out of bounds, Catesby could
is own back by reporting us, if he
d us there.”
xactly, my infant. So put it on.”

And the Fistical Four kept up a steady
trot, which got them over the ground at a
good rate, till they had put half a dozen
ficlds between them and Rookwoo

Then they dropped into a walk, bul still
proceeded at a good pace.

They kept their eyes well about Li:cm,
too, for Rookwood scniors as they went,

(aomg out of bounds was an enterprise
that was best kept dark.

Not that there was any harm in their
little excursion, so far as that went.

Fellows like Peele and Gower would go
out of bounds’to visit questionable charac-
such as Joey Hook, the billiard
shmpc), at Coombe,

But that kind of shady game was not in
Jimmy Silver’s line at all.

The ms of the Fourth were going to
visit the scenes of a country-house fire, a
couple of miles from the school.

And the reeling walls and tottering frag-
ments of roof were decidedly dangerous to
explore, for which reason the Head of Rook-
wood had placed Woodend Lodge out of
bounds.

It was a wise decision of the Head: but
the juniors, curious to see the effects of the
fire, did not quite agrec with him.

i “Here we are,” sard Jimmy Silver at
ast,

The juniors had followed =a footpath
through the wood, and they came out on
the ruins, glmnmumg in the afternoon sun
of spring.

The house had been completely burnt out.

Not one floor remained above another,
ond the vieinity was strewn with scatlered
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bricks and plaster, and broken beams and
shattered glass.

“AMy hat!” ejaculated Lovell, “The fire
made a pretty good job of it!”

The juniors entered through the great
doorway of the house:

Inside, the sunlight fell on the broken
masonry. 4

It was difficult to tell where the separate
rooms had existed, so complete was the
smash.

“Hallo, my hat! That Modern cad has
stalked us down, after all!”

Jimmy Bilver was glancing through a
shattered casement.
From the footpath, in the distance,

Catesby of the Sixth had come in sight,

striding straight towards the ruined house.
“Oh, crumbs!” said Lovell, in dismay.

“This means a report to the Head "

“How on carth did the Modern brute
guess wo were coming here 1 grunted Raby.
~Jimmy Silver knitted his brows,

“Keep out of sight,” he muttered. “He
mayn't know we're here. He may only be
ceming Lo sco the show, same as wo did.”

“Well, that’s so,” agreed Lovell, relieved.

The Fourth-Formers kept carefully in
cover, peering out cautiously at the prefect
as he came on.

They realised now that their exeursion
was rather a more serious matter than they
had understood at first.

They had come there carelessly encugh,
but they realised that, if the matter was
reported to the Head, he would regard it as
an act of flagrant disobedicnce to his ex-
press commands.

So it was, in point of fact, but the some-
~what heedless juniors had not intended it.

They watched Stephen Catesby anxiously.

The Modern prefect came on, looking
about him, and they wondered whether e
-was looking for them.

But he hardly glanced at the ruins.

Jimmy Silver remembered now that he
had heard Catesby . muttering over his
lelter—something . about - somebody he was
to meet, and who ha thought might as well
have come to Rookwood. f

Was this the place of appointment?

Catesby stopped at last, a dozen yards
from the shattered building.

_Ho stoed there, looking about him.

“He's waiting for somebody,”
whispered. with a perplexed look.
not after us, Jimmy,”

Lovell
*He’s
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Jimmy sheok his head.

“Some appointmeni  with his  precious
sporting pals,” grunted Raby. “I’s pretly
well known that Calesby knows Hook and
his gang at Coombe,"”

“'"Pain’t that! Why should
as far as this to meet Catesby?’

“Qh, I give that up.”

“Well, he's not after us, that’s one com-
fort,” murmured Newcome. *“So long as
we lie low, like Brer Fox, it's all serene.”

they come

1o

Jallo, there comes tho other johnny

4

muttered Lovell,

From a different path through the woods
a man appeared in sight—a tall wel
dressed, middle-aged man, who il
gleamed in the sunshine.

Catesby waved his hand fo J
moved off to meet him, .

“My word,” murmured Lovell,
amazement, “That's Catesby's u
seen him at Rookwood, when he
the r.-x}d. What on carth are they
here for?? )

“May have como down for Cates
show him over these blessed ruins,”
gested Newcome, 4

“Oh, rotl He wouldnt tak
trouble.” £

“Blessed if I see what else i ca
said Lovell. *I think we'd better g
of sight, in case they come in.”

“Mind how you move! 'I‘at

wall may come down{”

“Careful |

“They’re’ coming this wayl’: @
they'll hear you!” whispered Jimmy

In a very unenviable frame of m
chums of the Fourth stood quite still.

In the silence voices came elearly to their
ears from without, :

Catesby and his uncle had stopped just
outside the shattered doorway, and only a
few yards separated them from the four—
with a tottering well and a heep of broken
bricks interposing,

CHAPTER .

Mysterious |
; ATESBY'S voice sounded irritable as
C it came fo the ears of the four

juniors,
The Rookwood prefect was nok in
& good humour, .
“Couldn’t you bave come to -the school,
Uncle James? I really don't see the neces-
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&
[{:sily for coming here at all—miles out of
the way.”

A cold, quiet, silkky voice replied—a voico
that the juniors instinctively did not like.
“There was a reason for it, Steve.”
“I'm blessed if 1 seo it!”
“I did not wish anyone to
I had visited you, Stephen,™
¢ Jimmy Silver & Cn, looked at one another

tncmnfortnbiy as they heard that.

“ But why ever——" hegan the Rookwood
prefect, in astonishment,

(“There is a reason. You told me in
your letter of the fire at this place, and so
[ thought it would be a good place to meot,
as you mentioned that it was placed out of
bLounds for the school.” .
“Yes, that's right enough, if you don't
want any Rookwood fellows to see you,”
answered Catesby, in wonder. “ But T don’t
see why "Ut: You've visited me at Rook-

t e

be aware that

nl..ler is different now,” answered
esby quietly. “But take a glance
b building, Stepl ; someone may
3

the place is quite desorted,”

Catesby carelessly.  “I've been
time, and I've scen no one.”

a glance round, all the same,”

I right,” said the Rookwood pre-

ill-concealed impatience,

ofsteps were heard erunching the

bricks,

Silver & Co., after a stariled

one another, ducked down among

ses of fallen brickwork.

| ov bad not the slightest desiro to seo
or hear anyihing of Catesby and his unele ;

but they did not want to be spotted there

by the Modern prefect,

Well they knew that it would mean being
marched in to the Head as soon as they re-
turned to Rookwood, to receive a severe
eaning, and possibly a
three half-holidays,
That was not “good enough.”

They ducked among the ruins, and almost
held their breath, as the Sixth-Former
erunched in at the shattered doorway.

Catesby gave a perfunctory glance round,
and returned to his uncle.

“Nobody there, uncle.”

. 'y good !

“gatinf » for two or

Step into the doorway,”

THE SCHOOLBOYS OWN LIBRARY
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They crunched over the fallen bricks and
teams, so that the remaining portions of the
doorway hid them from view from without.

Catesby was growing more and more sur.
prised and impatient,

But he had to keep his feclings within
bounds, so far as expressing them went; he
did not care to quarrel with his relative,

Mz, Catesby was a wealthy gentleman,
director of half a dozen companies, and was
good for generous *“tips.” i

“I dare say you arc surprised, Stephen,”
said the banker, breathing vather hard after
clambering over the debris,

“Well, yes, uncle.”

“Never mind that.  You are to keep
secret tho fact that you have met me to-
day. Mention il to no one—in fact, forget
it yourself.”

“You e me o hint in your letter,” sid
Catesby. *I've not spoken to anyone about
it. Why didn't you write in the usual
way ?"’

“I thought it safer to send a lad from the
village with the note,” answered Mr.
Cateshy, “The post is sometimes unre-
liable, in these deys, and one cannot be too
careful,”

“You speak as if it were some awful
secret, nnelo,” said Catesby, in growing as-
tonishmnent,

“It is not an awful secret, Stephen; but
it is a secret. A great doal depends upon
it—how, I need not explain to you. You
have, I believe, a study to yourseli at Rook-
wood 17

“Yes; all the seniors have.”

“Quite so. You have some receptacle in
your study that is perfectly safe, and never
epened by anyone but yourself 7

“Yes, there's a locker, where
some things,”

Catesby had nearly said “cigarettes,” but
he stopped in time.

“Only one key ™
“Yes.”

I keep

“And vou keep it about you?”

“ Yos.”

“Good! I wish you to lake charge of
some papers for me, Stephen, and place
them in a safe place, and keep the place
locked very carefully.”

Catesbhy.
“very rough there.”
mind thag®

“Oh!” said the Rookwood prefect, in
astonishment, i

“They are rather valuable papers, Stephen,
connected with some business T have in
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hand, and I do not care to keep them in
London, in case of destruction by fire.””

—by fire!
-

C

“Well#" he said grimly.

“Won't the papers bo safer in a bank’s
vaults?”

“T have resson to believe that they will
be safer at Rookwood.”

“Bui—but Rookwood may catch fire
much as any other place,” said the Si
Former.

“T did not como here for an argument,
Stephen,” said Mr. Cateshy coldly.

as
h-

“Well, why can't you be candid with |is i

me, uncle?” exclaimed Catesby. “1 den’t
mind taking charge of the papers—I'd
enything you asked me. DBut fire isn't
reason.”

There was a short silence.

“1 have no other reason to give you,” |Cate

“You should not
Will you take

said Mr. Catesby, at last.
ask questions, Stephen.
cherge of the papers?”

*Of course.”

“That is enough, then.”

“Unele !

“Well?”

“1—1 " (Catesby stammered. “I—1
}'lnerc‘s nothing fishy about it, I sup-

“Fishy #”

“T—T mean wrong!” stammered the pre-
_fect.

“Stephen I

“Von—you're 50 jolly mysterious about it,”
minttered Catesby. ~ “Of—of course; 1 know
there's nathing wrong about it.”

“1 trust so,” said Mr. Catesby. “I am
simply asking you to render me a little ser-
vice for a fow weeks, If you do not care to
undertake it—"

“T1l do it with pleasure, wcle.”

“Very well, then, Here are the papers.”

The banker handed his nephew a thick,
sealed, heavy envelope,

“By gad, it weighs a bit!” said Catesby.
“Quly papers?”
“VYes, logal papers. Put it out of sight.”
Cateshy slid the largs envelope into the
inside pocket of his coat.

“Ii’s safe theve, uncle.”

“Very good. Mind, ne eyes bub your
own are to see it, and get it locked up as
quickly as possible. The consequences might

be serious if you are not discrdet, How are

¥
do | of Rookwood,”
they pull with him very well

| It will be better.

you off for moncy, Stephen?” asked M
Cantesby, changing the subjeet abruptly.

“Hard up, as uswal,” said_Cotesby, with
a smile. “lverything's so jolly 4
" “No reasen why vou should be pushed
for money, my boy. I suppose two fivers
would be very useful to you?”

“Ty wad, I should say so!”

“Well, 1 have brought them for you.”

“I say, you're awfully good,uncle Ut gaid
Catesby, in amazed delight.

He had expected two or three pounds at
ihe most.

“Not at all, my boy.
do you get on with George Bulkeley !
vour Form, T believe?”

s; he's head of the Sixth and captain
said Catesby. "1 don's

i

&

By the way, how
He

“Really, you should try to do
father is your uncle’s partner
by, a little severely.

‘ Ye-cs, but——"

“You don't likk him?”

“Well, no. You see, he's a Cla
we Moderns are rather up againstd
sical side. My pal, Knowles, is
against Bulkeley, and T back him
don’t consider that we get o faie!
games, for one thing. —Some ef
that Iguewius ought to be captain

wood.

“1f Bulkeley leit—" 2

“0Oh, Knowles would get in as
ihen,” said Catesby. *T wish he
would be ever so much better for
my set.” . .
Quch a thing may hoppen,” said Mr.
Cateshy. by

“EL? Why should Bulkeley lcave?” ex-
Jaimed Catesby, *Is'his pater thinking of |
taking him away?”’ -3

0, 8§

“ Possibly he_.may have to do soﬂ')"
answered - Mr. Cuntesby drily. “Of course,
Stephen. I know 1

, r,'" sai
“J will gef back to the stabi
Jeave here till T have been gol
Good-
you find yourself in nee
uncle know.”
“T will, v
My, Cat
disappeared 1
Catesby of the B
him blankly.

ood staring after
|
§
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“Woll,»my hat!” he ejaculated.  “This
beats it—beats it hollow! What's all the
dashed mystery about?’

The Rookwood senior shook his head over
that question. !

e was puzzled, fut he was feeling very
contented,

Ten pounds meant quite an extensive
little run among the sporting fraternity at
the Bird-in-Hand, and there was more to
come if he wanted it—and he was very
likely to want it. &

Stephen Catesby was locking very bright
when he sauntered back at last from the
ruined house, with the mysterious package
safely concealed inside his coat.

CHAPTER 4.
Rather a Puzzle!

- REAT Scott!”
G Arthur Edward Lovell rolicved
his feelings with that exclama-

tion as Catesby vanished in the

distance,

The TFistical Four
“dusty ruins.

They were amazed—or, rather, that word
did not express their feelings.

They were, as Raby put it, simply flab-
“‘bergasted.

They were feeling very . uncomfortable,

emerged from ‘the

00,

They had been forced into the position
of listening to the secret interview between
Cgﬁesb_y and his uncle quite against their
will, ,

For Mr. Catesby's mysterious communica-
tions with his nephew they ‘did not care a
rap. They were not curfous, and they were
not interested.

They would much rather have warned the
speakers of their presence, and so escaped
hearing the talk, but as, that meant placing
themselves at the mevcy of the malicious
prefect they could scarcely be expected to

“do so.

- To do Catesby a good turn, and to be re-
ported by him to the Head in consequence
was not quite good enough.

.« “Anybody guess what all that means?”
asked Lovell, looking at his chums inquir-

wingly.

“Don’t .ask me

" said Newcome. “It

beats me hollow ! ‘It seems to beat Catesby
hollow, too, from what he said.”

“'The merry old gent scems to have taken
to play-acting late in life,” grinned Raby.
“Secret meetings and mysterious documents,
like a blessed heavy yillain in a drama.”

“He's a banker, I believe,” said Lovell.
“I wonder whether he’s been pinching
some of the bank's funds, and brought "em
to Catesby to hide.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s jolly queer,” said Jimmy Silver.
“But it's no business of ours. I'm sorry [
heard their silly burbling, but it couldn't
be helped.”

“Well, T don't see how it could. We
couldn’t be expected to show up and ask to
be reported to the Head for breaking
bounds} T suppose.” -

“No jolly fear!”

“I say, he's a deep old
Raby thoughtfully. This is the very bést
spot for a secref meeting, only we hap-
pened to be here out of bounds.  If he had
to inquire his way to the place, he wounld
only be taken for a sightseer who wanted
to see the damage. I—I suppose we'd
better say mothing about all this.”

“Not a word 1” said Jimmy Silver. “The
old duffer wants it kept dark that ho's met
his nephew. Besides, if we spoke about it,
Catesby would know that we'd been out of
bounds. A still tongue makes a wise head.”

And with that the Fistical Four, puzzled
as they were, dismissed the matter from
their minds, and proceeded to explore the
ruins.

Having _risked their limbs half a dozen
times, and covered themselves with dust,
they were satisfied. h

On their way back to Rookwood, late in
the afternoon, they met Tommy Dodd &
Co. in Coombe Lane,

’]Fl\e three Tommies were looking wrath-

codger,” said

ful.

“Hallo, you fellows been to the ruins?”
asked Tommy Dodd, stopping.

“Ruins!” said Jimmy Silver. “What
ruins "

“The house that was burnt out, fathead.
We were going, and we met that worm
Catesby, and he turned us back. -
lieve he'd been there him:elf, too!” ex-
claimed Tonymy wrathfully.

“What, a prefect out of bounds!” said
Lovell, looking shocked.

“Well his hants and bags looked jolly
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dusty,” said Tommy Cook. “Same asabout Bulkeley l(‘m‘ing. Bulkeley Tsu't
yours do, you bounders!” | lmn.:ngl”

“Sure,” remarked Tommy Doyle, “if “You don't know, old scout.”
you haven't been to Weodend, you'd better “But I do imuw' said Lovell. “I've

dust yourselves before you go in, or they’ll
think ye havel”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. acted upon that ex-
t advice, and carefully removed the
dn«r which was just as well, for they passed
(‘ato%by in the quadrangle when they went

Tho Modern prefeet looked at them, and
gave Jimmy Silver a serowl,

Jimmy ve him a smile and a ned in
return, which had the effect of blackening
Catesby's scowl still further.

Bulkeley and Neville were chatting in
the hall when the Fistical Four came into
the School House.

Bulkclﬂ seemned in very cheerful spirits,
and the jumiors heard his remarks on the
coming ericket scason,

Bulkeley. was laving great plans for
ericket that season. apparently, and Jimmy
Silver could not help glanging st him cur-
jously, remembering what My, Catesby had
said concerning the possibility that Bulkeley
might be leaving the school.

If that was a real possibility it was evi-
dent that George Bulkeley knew nothing
about it.

Jimmy was rather thoughtful when he
went. into the end study to tea with his
chums,

The Rookwood captain was so populac
that all the juniors would have felt it as a
blow if he had left Rookwood,

Why should Mr., Catesby have referred
to it a possibility ?

v - Balladass: poohan, e Rave: aii
fided such an intention to his partner. But
why should he think of taking his son
away before his time was up?

Jimmy was puz_ﬂl‘ﬁ

It was odd cnough that he should lmow
more about the Rookwood eceptain’s future
prospects than Bulkeley himself knew, and
he wished he did not know.

But that could rot be helped.

“That old merchant was talking out of
his hat I Lovell remaiked suddenly, as he
was seraping the last fragment of merma-
Inde out of the jar.

“Eh?  What old asked
Jimmn

*“0ld Catesby.,

merchant ¥

He was burbling some rot

heard Bulkeley speaking about the footer
next term. He expeas to be here then.
1 suppose he knows as much about his own
business as old (?nﬁesby knows.”

“Well, he ought to,” admitted Jimmy,

“That old merchant don't like Bullu.lu’
I could tell that by the tone of his voice,’
added Lovell. “They're a pair, uncle and
nephew, I think. Catesby’s a cad, and his
uncle’s much the same. I shouldn't wonder
if let precious packet was some swindle or
other,”

“Oh, draw it mild, old chap!” ﬂald Raby.

“Well, 1 shouldn't wonder!” snorted
Lovell.. “What's all the mystery about if
there’s nothing fishy in it ?”

But that was a question to which no
answer could be found in the end study.

CHAPTER 5.
The Shadow of Trouhle!
| 'VE got an idea!”

Jimmy Silver made that romnrk a
few days later, as he was sauntering
in the sunny quadrangle with his

chums after lessons,
_The Fistical Four had forgotten by that
time about the mysterious meeting at Wood-

end.

They had other things to think about,
and the meeting of Mr. Catesby with his
nephew had passed from their minds.

Jimmy ha.d been thinking, but not about
that affair, which did not interest him in
the least. !

“(lo abead 1” yawned Lovell. “Don’ t ey
:Es another pillow-raid on the Moderns,

m fed up with Knowles jumping on us.”
i ‘Bobher the Mederns! I'm Lhmkmg— of
Il

}]ulkclcy has given me &

mes:"
“Precisely.
hundred lines.”
“Rotten 1™ ;
“Considering the way we hack Bulkeley
up uguinst the %Ic‘dnrn cads, it's rathcr -
grateful,” continued Jimmy Silver. “He
might have known that it was an accident
my sending a cricket-ball in at his study
window. Besides, how could T help tha
| blessed ball knocking his inkstand over?”
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ks accidents like that
ought not to happen?” grinned Raby.

“Well, geeider will happen; but I
den’t want the lines to happen.  You know
how Mr. Bootles has been jawin’ us about
not wasting any paper. Well, it seems to me
a sinful waste of paper to do impots,”

“Ha, ha! So it is!”

“It's a sin 2nd a shame,” pursued Jimmy
Silver.  “1 was thinking of pointing that
out to Bulkeloy instead of doing the lines.
I'm sure he'd see it, as a sensible chap,
and perhaps thank me for the sugges "

on.
“And perhaps give you some of the ash-
plant.”

“Well,” said Jimmy thoughtfully, “I'll

keep rather near the door whilo I'm making

. the suggestion. You never do know how

ko take a prefeet. Hallo, Frroll, you're a

sensible chap. What do you think of this
idea?”

Errolt and Mornington came along, aml
Jimmy explained his bright idea to them.
They “grinned.

“I'd certainly keep near the door,” said
Erroll.

“And don't try it on Carthew, anyway,”
advized Mornington. “ You can generally
depend —on Bulkeley’s  good — temper,
though.”.

“len’t it & good idea?” demanded Jimmy.

“Oh, rippin’!”

“Well, P'm going to put it to Bulkeley.
It's a half-holi to-day, and T don't sce
wasting it in doing lines,”

And Jimmy Silver—not very hopefully,
perhaps—proceeded to Bulkeley's study.

Tubby Muffin mes him in the passage.

“I say, Silver, something’s up,™ said
Tubby.  * Bulkeley’s had a letter.”

“Did he show it to y and ask wour
opinion about it, Tubb asked  Jimmy
Silver sarcastically,

“e looked jolly queer when he was read-
ing it,” said Tubby. “I was watching him
I mean, T happened to sec him. His
father’s coming down to-day.”

“Brer-rr!” grunted the eaptain of the
Fourth.  “Why don't you learn to mind
your own bizney, Tubby i
o “Well, you know, I rather like old
Bulkeley,” said Muffin. “T'll be sorry if he
leaves Roalkwood.”

Jimmy Silver jumped.

“Leaves Rookwood! What are
ing about. vou Fat duffer 77

“Perhaps he thi

you talk-|
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“Well, T heard him =
afternoon, you know 3
“Yon hear too much, Tubby.
and I'll pull your car!™

Tubby Muflin did not accept that invita-
tion.  He seuttled off to find somcone more
interested in his news and surmises,

Jimmy Silver tapped at Bulkeley's door.

There was no reply from within, and he
opened the door and glaneed in to seo
whether the Rookwood captain was in bis
quarters,

Bulkeley was there, but he did not look
up.

He was sitting at his table staring at
the open window on the quad.

His face was pale and troubled, and he
was evidently sunk in deep and painful
thought.

Jimmy Silver staried as he looked at
hi

ay to Neville ihis
2

Come here,

.

He had never seen the head of the Sixth
looking like that bofore.

Bulkeley had not heard his knock, and

| had not noticed his entrance.

He was deep in a troubled reverie.
Jimmy Silver conghed loudly.
Then the captain of Rookwood siarted
and looked round guickly.
A slight flush came into his face.
“Silver!” His voice was unusually sharp.
“What do you want? You shouldn’t come
in without knocking.”
“T did knock, Bulkeley.”
“Oh, 1 didn’'t hear you!” said Bulkeley.

“What is it? Don’t bother me now, I—
I'm: expecting my father,”

“I1--1'll et off; it doesn't matter,
Bulkeley,” said Jimmy Silver hurriedly.

It went straight to Jimmy’s heart to see
ald Bulkeley looking like tlhiat.

Bulkeley passed his hand across his fore-
head.

“I—Tm rather worried,” he said. “Never
mind.  What is it, Silver? Didn't T give
vou some lines? Lay them on the table,
kid.”

“I—I haven't done them.”
“You needn’t do them.
after you!"”

“Yes, Bulkeley,” said Jimmy Silver very

Shut the door

softly.
He went out, and closed the door very
qnietly.
His chums were waiting for him in the
quadrangle, and they grinned as he rejoined

* them.
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¢ luck ?” asked Lovell. -

“Did you get tho ash-plant?” grinned
Newcome, y
“Hallo! You're lookin" jolly serious,”

remarked Mornington, noticing the ex-

prossion on Jimmy's face. “Anythin’ up?”
“Bulkeley's let me off the lines.”

“By gad! What for?”

‘He—he's worried about something, T
think,” said Jimmy. “T'm sorry 1 went
in. He's expecting his pater here, tap.”

“Naothing to worry him in that, surely 1"
said Erroll.

“I suppose not.”

Jimmy Silver walked
chums, his brows knitted.

" The Fistical Four strolled through the
gates, three of them eyeing Jimmy very
oddly.

“What's the row?” asked Lovell.

“Eh1”

«

along with his

“Fathead! Is there something up with
Bulkeley 2"
“I—I'm afraid so,” faltered Jimmy.

“He was looking awfully worried when I
went in.  That fat bounder Muflin says he
was looking queer over a letter to-day, and
that he said something to Neville about
leaving Rookwood.”

“0Oh, my hat!” )

“Leaving Reokwood!" repeated New-
come, with a stare. “Then there's some-
thing in it, after all.”

Jimmy looked guite miserable, as he felt.

“1 don’t understand it,” he said. “There
may be something wrong at home; and,
if s0, old Catesby knew about it that day
at Woodend. Poor old Bulkeley! It gave
me a regular twinge when I saw his face.”

The chums of the Fourth walked on in
silence, perplexed and troubled. .

If old Bulkeley was in any trouble, there |
‘were many fellows at Rookwood who would |

feel it, and the Fistical Four were among
them.

Tho captain of the school was a tre-
mendous  big gun in the eyes of the
Fourth, but M’itﬁ all his great dignity as
captain and head prefect, Bulkeley was so
kind and good-hearted that the fags liked
him as much as they respected him.

There was a rattle of wheels on the dusty
road, and the station hack from Coombe
came jolting by,

The juniors glanced at it, reeognising
&J‘(é} somewhat stately gentleman who sat
Within

THE SHADOW OF SHAME!

It was Mr. Bulkeley, the father of thae
Rookwood captain.

The juniors had seen him a few weeks
before,” when he was visiting 'Rookwood,
and they were struck by the change in his
appearance now.

The handsome old gentleman seemed to
have aged years in those few weeks, and
there was an cxpression of haunting trouble
on his lined face that he could not control.

They raised thetr caps to him as the hack
passed, but he did not even see them.

As the vehicle rolled on in a flutter of
dust they stared after it.

“That's Bulkeley’s pater,” said Lovell,
breaking a long silence,

“He locks rotten!” muttered Raby. 1
—I say, there must be some bad news for
Bulkeley. But—but what—"

The Fistical Four had intended to spend
that afterncon in a rag on the Bagshot
fellows.

But.they were not feeling inelined for a
rag now,

The shadow of Bulkeley's trouble, what-
ever it was, had fallen upon them.

CHAPTER 6.
Black Shame!

IMMY BILVER & CO. were hanging
about the lane aimlessly, feeling dis-
turbed and ' bothered, when Tubby
Mulfin came out at the school gates,

Tubby spotted the Fistical Four,
joined them.

“I say, Jimmy, it's prelt‘y thick, ain’t
it?” he said - breathlessly. “Yow-ow-ow!”

“What are you yow-ow-owing about?”
snapped Jimmy crossly,

“That beast Neville kicked me!”

“Berve you right, I dare say!”

“The beast thought I was listening,” said
Tubby, with an injured expression. “Of
course, 1 wasn't!”

“0f course, you were!” grunted Lovell.

“But ain’t it queer about Bulkeley?”
pursued Tubby, his eyes gleaming with

and

excitement, *“What's his pater done,
Jimmy 7
“You fat idiot, he's done nothing!

What do you mean?
"'Thcn what's he going to be arrested
for?”

“*Arrested " shrieked Jimmy Silver.

“I thought that.would make vou jump!™
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grinned Tubby Muffin, with great  satis- | Tubby  Muflin, “Perhaps  somebody's
faction, “Hallo ! Wharrer  you  at? | pinehed them, and old Bulkeley doesn's
Leggo! O, crumbs 1” : know how they went They must think he
Jimmy  Silver grasped the fat Classical | pinched them if they’re going to arrest him.
by the collar and shook him foreibly. Do you think Bulkeley's pater would pinch
“You fat fool!” he roared. “How dare | them, Jimmy 7"
@

ryou babble such rot! How dare you, you Oh, shut up!” greaned Jimmy Silver,
fNa}‘J;'Hh: i . | “Poor old Bulkeley ! TPoor old chap !
Yow-ow-ow-wosoop ! “Well, if he pinches bonds and things,

“Chuck him inte the diteh!” growled | o ought to be collared,” said Tubby
IJ?K\'O.II. X . . Muaffin judicially, “Must draw a line somo-
I've a jolly good mind to!” panted where. I say, fancy Catesby’s uncle turn-

Ji ¢ savapgely. .| ing up h a trump, too!”
Yow-ow! T—I say, wharrer marrer 7 “Eh? What has Catesby’s uncle to do
gasped  Tubby, “I'm  sorry  for old | with it

Bulkeley, ain't TI—in fact, I'm awfully He's the old chap'd partner, vou know—

sympathetie! It will he the finish for him and Mr. Bulkeley said that his only com-

2t Rookwoad if his father goes to chokey. | fore had been the way James Cateshy had

Here, you keep off, you beast ! stood by him and expressed the firmest faith
Y What are you driving at?” _shouted | 5, him,” and something like that,”

Lovell. *Are you drunk or dreaming 1 “Shouldn't have expected it -of that silky
“Well, T only know what he said him- | old merchant, anyway ™ muttered Lovell,

“ Tommy Dodd! I've

sell1” gasped Tubby, “T suppose he knows. Hallo!  There's
He said distinetly to Bulkeley, *It may  got to speak to Dodc
. come to my arrvest. I folt that T must see Lovell caught the
you, my boy, to give you my last assurance oulder.
that T am innocent—as innocent as a baby.’ “You sneaking, eavesdropping worm ! he
Those were his vory words!” said savagely. I suppose Mr. Bulkeley
The Fistical Four stared at Tubby Muffin, |-didu't ay all this te our skipper in the
It was evident that the fat Qlassical passage where anybody could hear him?”
was speaking the truth, No fear! They were in Bulkeley's
He had heard Mr, Bulkeley utter those study, of conrse; and the door jolly well

fat Classical by the

N

words to his son. | elosed 1" grinned Tubby.
Jimmy Silver felt utterly siek at heart. | “Then how did you hear them "
What ferrible misfortune was hanging| “I-1 say eggo ! .
over Bulkeley's head, then? “How did you hear them ?” roared Lovell

“Good heavens!” muttered Lovell, hiaiﬁcrmly. . N
ruddy face quite pale, J “I—=I—— It was rather curious!” stam-

“It—it can’t be true!” stammered Raby. | mered Tubby, *“I—I happened to

“Well, he said so himself,” zid Tubby | Bulkeley’s door to—ie admire the view from
Muffin,  “0ld Bulkeley gave a sort of gasp, [ the passage window, and—and being near
He scomed bard hit, I thought. The old | the keyhole, as it happened, I—I—"
gent went on te say that he didn't know “You fat sncak!”
what had become of the bonds.” | "1 say—leggo! wasn't listening, of

“The bonds!” repeated Jimmy meclmni-‘ course ! That beast Neville thought 1 was
eally. listening when he came along the passage,
“Yes, T Lelieve honds are those valuable | and he kicked me—jolly bard! I wanted to
pvapers and things they have in beml{n"'| hear the rest—I mean, I—I hadn’t finished
| said Tubby vaguely. “Must be jolly valu- | looking at the view—when thai brute sud-
, able to be worth twenty thousand pounds. | denly landed out and sent me faivly sprawl-

'

That’s the amount Mr. Bulkeley mentioned, ing.” ” .
I say, Jimmy, how eould he lose twenty “And now TI'll do the seme!” growled
thousand pounds without knowing i Lovell,

{ “Oh!” muttered Jimmy, amazed and “Yaroooh !” .

i aghast, Tubby Muffin gave a terrific howl as
“I suppose he was respons for the | Lovell ‘spun him round and planted  his
:ds, being a banker, perhaps, ﬂn'nliscdl boot on his fat person, !
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The fat Classical bolted along the lane
yelling.

And it was a gquarter of an hour before
he confided his startling story to any other
fellows—in striet eonfidence, of cou

Before bed-time il was pretty certain that
all Rockwood would have been taken into

strict confidence by Tubby Muffin on the!

subject of Bulkeley's father.

The Fistical Four looked at one another
grimly and miserably.

If old Bulkeley had been their elder
brother, and the shadow of shame and ruin
had extended to themselves they could
hardly have felt the blow more keenly.

“That'll be all over the school svon!”|

“That fat idiot won't
-1

muttered Lovell.
keep his tongue between his teeth.
suppose it’s true.”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“It’s bound to come out, Tubby or no
Tubby,” he said. *“As far as I meake out,
there's twenty thousand pounds’ worth of
bonds missing from the bank, and Mr.
Bulkeley is suspected of making away with
them,”

“He didn’t do it,” said Raby.

Jimmy was silent.

Whether Mr. Bulkeley was innocent or
guilty was a gquestion the juniors bad no
means of deciding, or even forming an
opinion on.

They were naturally prejudiced in his
favour by the fact that he was George
Bulkeley's father; but they knew very well
that a gentleman in his posilion would not
be suspected without very strong reasons.

Tt was of Bulleley they thought chiefly.

e would haveto leave Rookwood-—under
a cloud of disgrace and infamy

His father a thief—old Bulk

é!o}-'s father

a thief!

It was incredible and almost too horrible
for words,

Well they knew how the Rookwood

captain would be bowed down under the
shame and misery of it, whether it was true
or false.

The bright sunshine was on the road, but
to the chums of Rookwood the whole carth
scomed to have hecome suddenly clouded.

Poor old Bulkeley !

That was all that they could say or think.

A man came up the road from the village,
and paused as he saw the juniors near the
school gates.

They hardly observed him  but as be

vV OF SHAME!

approached them the four gave him some
attention,

He was a quietly-dressed man in a dark
coat and bowler-hat, with a thin, sharp
face and very keen, ferrety eyes.

“Excuse me,” he said, and his voice was
as sharp as his face. “You belong to this
school, I think—Rookwood 1

“Yes,” answered Jimmy Silver.

“Are you acquainted with a bey named
Bulkeley 7

Jimmy started.

“He's our captain,” he answered.

His eyes glinted at the man, It came
into his mind that the stranger was a plain- |
clothes policeman; he hardly knew why.
“Can you tell me whether he has had a
visitor this afternoon?” asked the man

\

lly enough. “I have a reason for
asking.”
“His father's come to see  him,” 'said

Raby, without thinking.
“Thank you!”
The man turne

school.

Jimmy Silver's face became quite pale as
he understood. He wondered that he had
not understood at first.

He gave his chums a look of terror.

“You—you see?” he breathed. It—it’s

d towards the gates of the

a volicoman | -
“Jimmy 17 &
“After  Bulkeley’s pateri2” stammered
Lovell,

The Fistical Four stared dumbly after the
man, s

Knowing what they did, they could guess
the rest. Mr. Bulkeley, under suspicion
already, had suddenly left London—and his
arrest had been determined on at once. And
this man—evidently a detective—had fol-
lowed with a warrant in his pocket.

The juniors were almost frozen with tho
horror of it. <
To this hard-fi * man_ the task was

simdpiy'pﬂrt of hip';’ tial work—a job he had
mp i T 2
But to Bulkeley—to all the Rookwood

fellows !
An arrest in the school—the Rookwoo
| captain’s htlhez taken away in custody |
Jimmy Silver panted.
“Keep that man back & minute,
| fellows,” he whispered. “T'm going to cus
{ in and warn Bulkeley. It—it shan’t take
| place before all Rookwood if I can help it.
! Keep him a minute.”

you




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

“Right! But how?”

“Bump him over and chance it.”

“All right! Serve him right, too—hang
him 1 said Lovell.

It was a reckless roceeding enough. But
the chums of the f-’
think. There was no time for thinking.

The detective had nearly reached the
scheol gates when they overtook him.

Jimmy, in his ex itement, caught him by
the arm, and the man stared at him in
astonishment,

*You've come here for Mr. Bulkoley?"
panted Jimmy,

No answer.

“You'ro a detective?”

“TI am a detective,” said the man quietly,
“and you young follows had better lot me
get about my busincss. Hands off, you
young fools!”

. The juniors were round him threaten-
4 ingly.
¥ “Answer me then !” said Jimmy, *“Are
you_after Mr. Bulkeley 1
Y ps

“That's enough.”

Jimmy Siiver ran on to the gates, and the
detective strode angrily after him almost
as quickly as he ran,

But a fcot came in the way, and the man
from London rolled over in the road with
a gasping howl,

Lovell & Co. ran in, grasped the heavy
. bronze gates, and closed them with a rush,
- The next moment the angry man's face
was staring at them between the bars, and
the three juniors were holding the gates
shut against him,

CHAPTER 7.
i The Blow Falls!
g IMMY SILVER ran breathlessly into
the School House.
His face, white and excited, drew
many glances on him as he ran,

Jimmy did not heed.

As he dashed into the House he fairly
ccllided with his Form-master, Mr. Bootles,
who was moving along at his usual slow
and stately pacc.

Mr. Bootles staggered.

“ What—whal—Silver.!” he gasped.

The Fourth-Former did not even stop to

ologise to Mr. Bootles, .

“He rushed on to Bulkeley’s study in the
Form corridor,

ourth did not stop io |
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“Bless my soul!” stuttered Mr. Bootles.
“Is the boy mad? Bless my soul!”

Knock, knock !

Jimmy's fist crashed on Bulkeley's door.

Withont waiting for an answer from
within -he threw the door open, and entered
the study breathlessly,

Mr, Bulkeley was there in the Rookwood
captain’s armchair, looking pale and worn.

Bulkeley of the Sixth was standing before
him. But he swung round with an ex-
clamation of fierce anger as Jimmy Silver
burst in,

“You young rascal!” he shouted. “How
dare you? Get out!”

He advanced on Jimmy with blazing
eyes.

::{Iﬁlld on, Bulkeley I” panted Jimmy,

“I—I came to warn you! He's coming!”
stuttered Jimmy, gasping for breath. “Ha
will be .’hurc in a minute! I came to tell

you—-=>
“He? Who? What do you mean, you
young fool 1
“The detective!” ;]

Bulkeley staggered back.

“The—the detective!”
“A detective! What—>

Mr. Bulkeley rose to his feet, his lips
trembling.

“I feared it, but I did not lock for it
here, George,” he said in tremulous tones,
“They have acted quickly. ~ My boy "—his
voice was quite kind as he spoke to Jimmy
Silver-—how do you know what you have
just stated 2

Jimmy explained breathlessly,

Bulkeley stood as if turned to stone.

His face was ashen.

“Father!” he  muttered brakenly.
“Father! Father, where are you going?”

“The man is detained at the gates,” said
the old gentleman hurriedly. “I will go
there ab once, George; I will save you
what disgrace I can. Heaven knows I would
n;t bave come hero if I could have forescen
this.”

“ Father 17

“Good-bye, my boy!” .

“Father! You—you can’t—you shan't!”
Bulkeley's look was almost wild. “They'ro
keeping him out! You—you can get away,
father—escape—-"'
“George!” The old gentleman’s voice
was severely rebuking, “It is for the guilty

he

stammered.
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to attempt escape, not the innocent.  Good-
bye, my boy !"

He grasped his son’s hand,
from the study.

The unforfunate man had only one
thought now—to save a scene of disgrace
at Rookwood School that would never be
forgotten.

Bulkeley looked after him dazedly, and
then, with a groan, he covered his face
with his hands.

Jimmy Silver slipped from the study.
His eyes were full of tears.

Tn the quadrangle there was a bizz of
voices, and Jimmy ran to the door.

Across the quad came the hard-fentured |
man in the bowler hat, with kuoitted brows.

He had entered in spite of Lovell & Co.—
old Mack had come out of his lodge at the
furious ringing of the bell, and the juniors
had been forecd to give way.

He was half-way across the quad when
he caw Mr. Bulkeley advancing to
him, and he smiled grimly and quickened
his pace.

Fellows were looking on from all sides.

Who the man was, and what he wanted,
they did not know, but it was clear that
something unusual was in progress.

A hundred pairs of eyes were upon the
two men as they met in the old quadrangie
of Rookwood Schoel,

Bulkeley of the Sixth came stridin
his face white, his eyes glinting, and
to join his father.

Upon that father’s shoulder the hand of
the man from London had lightly fallen.

“You are my prisoner, Geoffrey Bulke-
Jey ! he said du a low, distinet voice.

There was a gasp from the Reokwood
feliows. 5

Jirmny Silver set his teeth hard.

He could have struck the man down with
pleasure—yet, after all, the detective was
only doing his duty.

Amazement and  consternation
written in every face now.

“By gad, what does it mean?” gasped
Smythe of the Shell, blinking on at the
scene in utter eﬁtomsllmenl.

Knowles and Catesby of the Modern Sixth
were looking on, cqunﬂy astonished with

and strodée

out,
e I‘ﬂll

were
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meel |

the rest.

At that moment Cecil Knowles felt almost
for his old rival, so terrible was the |
ion of grief and horror and indigna-
poor Cicorze Bulkeley’s face. i

SHAME!

mercy's sake get me away from
r. Dulkeley was muttering in the

s car. ‘You ' need mot have
inflicted this on me.”
‘I had my orders, sir, when you left
London——
“Let us go! I am your prisoner. For

merey's sake—-

“We shall take the hack.”

“Let it follow us, then.

The detective hesitated a moment,
he was not perhaps so hard as he looked.
ery well, sir Stand back, boy!
What do you want?” he added sharply.

Dulkeley's fists were clenched, and his
eyes blazing. He was no masier of him-
soll at that moment.

Hit father pushed him back.

“My boy, calm yourself! You eannot
help me! Calm yourself! Go in—go in!”

The detective hurried his prisoner away
to the gates, and the driver of the hack
followed with his vehicle down the gravel
path.

The crowd of fellows watched them go,
and then all eyes were turned on Bulkeley.

Knowles tapped him on the arm as b
stoad dazed.

but

ulkeley ! What does this mean?” he
exclaimed,

! The captain of Rookwood burst into a
wild Jaugh.

“Mean! It means that they re mad—

hang them ! It means that some roguc has
stolen bonds from the bank, and they're
fools enough and villains enough to say that
my father did it!”

“Bonds!” repeated Catesby, “From the

bank I
“Your father!”. Knowles, to do him
justice, was shocked. “Bulkeley, nobody

here will believe it! Buek up, old fellow I”

Bulkeley turned away without replying,
and moved away blindly towards the house.
Neville of the Sixth ran to hin and gave
him his arm. The stalwart captain of Rook-
wood was moving with uncertain steps, as
if all his strength had deserted him.

In the quadrangle the crowd broke up
with a buzz of amazed and horrified
comment.

The hack had rolled away towards the
station; Mr, Bulkeley was gone,

He was gone to the prison gates that
\\‘gulhl be shut on him till he stood his
trial.

That evening all Rookwood was in a buzs
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with the news—from the Head down to the
smallest fag nothing else was thought of.

And Bulkeley?

The captain of Rookwood remained shut
up in his study,

He had refused admittance even to his
chum, Neville,

During the long,
alone.

Jimmy  Silver late in  the evening
ventured near the study; he heard from
within the monotonous tramp of fect—to
and fro, to and fro.

A Et@a{ly tireless tramp, telling of the
unri‘stiug-mnery shut up in the gloomy
room.

And  when, before bed-time, Jimmy
came to the study again, his heart aching
for the kind fellow upon whom this fearful

 misfortune had fallen, he heard still the
. unwearying tramp of Bulkeley's feet within.

‘The dull, monotonous sound haunted
. Jimmy Silver in his dreams that night.

black hours he was

- CHAPTER 8.
f The Testimoniall
L HEREAS—'"’
“That's a good word!” said
Lovell approvingly.
“Jolly good ! said Raby.
And Newcome nodded approval.
*! Whereas——'"  recommenced Jimmy
Silver.

““Sounds well,” said Lovell. *‘Makes it a
bit ngc a legal document. Still, it’s impres-
sive.”

“‘Don't interrupt, old scout .’ said Jimmy
Si]ver:, “Let a chap fimg * Whereae

The door of the end siudy opened as
Jimmy Silver reached that point once more.

Tubby Muflin looked i

“You chaps having tvea’” he asked.

“No!" hooted Jimmy Silver. *‘Scoot!”

“I was going to offer you a whack in my
. sardines,” said Tubby, in an injured tone.
" “I've gol a whole tin.’
“Oh, bless your sardines! * Whereas—-"
““Hold on, though!” said Rabg, “Tea's
retty skinny to-day, and if Tubby wanis
stand some sardines, no reason why he
uldn’t. He's generally scoffing a fellow’s
ub instead of whacking it out.””
#*Look here, am I going to read out this
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testimonial, or am T not going to.read out
this testimonial 7’ ma:cd Jimmy Silver.

HY suppose you're going Lo, as you've
made it up,’” answered Arthur Edward
Lovell calmly. “In fact, I don’t believe
that all the King’s horses and ali the
King’s men oould prevent you doing ib.
We may as well have the sardines, all the
same.”

" Wherea IR

“Got the tin_ with you, Tubby?’ asked
Newcome, showing more interest in bby
Muffin’s sardines than in Jimmy Silver’s
testimonial.

‘“Here they are, old chap.”

“Then come in and have tea with us,”

said Lovell. **We’ve got a cake!”
““Oh, good ! said Tubby Muffin,
And the fat Classical rolled in.

Jimmy Silver gave a suort.

He had been husy with pen and paper
while his three chums were getting tea, and
now he was vomg to read out his com-
position, the Co. politely letting tea wait

‘| while he did it.

Still, they were hungry.

“Go on, Jimmy!™ said Lovell encourag-
ingly. ‘“You can read it out while 1 open
the sardines, I suppose ?”’

I suppose s0,”" grunted the captain of the
I‘nurth.' “Listen to this, then: *Whereas

*‘Seen the tip-opener, anybody 7"”

Jimmy Silver shrieked. He really seemed
fated to get no farther than *‘Whereas.”

“Will you shut up?”’

“I want the tin-opener.”

“Blow the tin-opener! Dry up! ‘* Whereas

v

"I can’t open a tin of sardines with my
ﬁngors ,Jimmy. If you can, you're welcome
to try.

“Br-rrr-r!”’

« “Here it is,”’ said Neucumc laughing.

““Thanks! Ga on, Jimmy."’

“¢ Whereag—-""

Y.\roouh!"
You shrieking ass, what are you yelling
fnr 7" shouted J.mmy ilver.

“I've jabbed this dashed tin-opener infv
my dashed thumb all through listening to
your dashed testimonial instead of seeing
what 1 was doing with this dashed tin!”
howled Tovell.

“Sﬂ’rvc you right!

Shut up! * Whereas

“Yow-ow I"*
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“L won't read it out!” shouted Jimmy

Bilver. “You silly chumps can sign it v
out reading it at all!’

“Oh, go ahead!” said Raby, with a

“You needn’t say ‘ Whereas * any

Get u

chuckle.
more. Wo kuow that bit by heart.
move on!"

“¢ Whereas," ”’ said Jimmy Silver, with a
ferocious g,lmc at his chums—* wherexs,
the Rookwood Fourth, Classical and Modern,
feel shocked and mdlgnn't at the accusa-
tion brought against Bulkeley's pater, and
whereas they feel sure that it is all a s
mistake, and Bulkeley's pater is as innoc
as o baby, and that his aceusers are a sot
of silly idiots, they hereby— "

“me’.’ The silly idiotsf'’ asked Raby.

“No, ass! The Fourth Form. ‘Tlu:_\'
hereby _testify that their confidence in

ieorge Bulkeley of the Sixth Form, captain
of Rookwood School, is boundless and un-
shaken, and they are prepafed to back him
up to the Iast shot in the locker.” ”

“Bravo !
“That all?"”
“No, it isn't all. Listen! ‘They beg

Bulkeley of the Sixth, their respected cap-
tain, not to think of leaving Rookwood, as
some cads have suggested he should, but
to stick it out. They are further assured
that his pater’s innocence will be proved in
the long rim, and all will be serene. In
witness whereof—"""

“Oh, good!”

“tIn witness whereof, thcy herewith
append their innds and scaTs

“Tnppm"'

“Ripping!"”

“Bravo!”

Jimmy BSilver smiled, a little complacently,
quite mollified by that praise from Lis
study-mates.

Jimmy flattered himself that he had drawn
up that testimonial vather well.

Certainly, it left no doubt as to ihe
opinion of Jimmy Silver & Co., and all the
Fisticul Four agreed that it uugh: to please
Bulkeley no end.

The Rookwood captain, being under a
cloud—and such a cloud—could not fail
to be bucked by learning that the Fourth
Form—Classical and l\iuﬂemfstlﬂ reposed
the most unbounded faith in him.

At least, the chums of the Fourth were
sure of it.

Tubby Muffin blinked up from his sar-
dines. He was busy with them already.

THE SHADOW OF
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““Chaps going to sign that, Jimmy 7" he
1sLed
ivery chap in the Fourth,” answered
Jimmy. “It will let all iloui\uood know
what ~ the Fourth Form thinks of old
Bulkeley. Knowles and Catesby and Car-
thew nmi uthvr rotters will see that they're
ina mmom.).

“But they're in the Sixth,”” said Tubby.
“They won’t take much notice of the
Fourth, will they?"”

“Fathead! Get on with your sardines,
and don't talk rot!”
| *Besides, how do you know Bulkeley's
| father is innocent 7" persisted Tubby. **He’s
been arrested for stealing a lot of bonds
from the bank.,”

‘‘He didn't do it."”

“How do you know "’

**Oh, you're a silly ass! We know Bulke-
ley, don’t we? Well, it stands to reason
{that old Bulkeley's palu‘ wouldn’t do a

dirty trick like that.

“The police think he did!"”

“Who cares what the police think?"
| answered  Jimmy  Silver  disdainfully.
{Aren’t they always arreﬂmg the wrong
people for wrong things?”

*“Not that I know of. Are they 7"’

“Well, perhaps not always,”” said Tunm\,
modifying his somewhat sweeping statement,
“But sometimes, It happens occasionally,
and thls is one of the occasions. IHere's a
pen. ;u here, you fellows.”

The Fistical Four signed in turn.

They had no hesitation whatever in testi-
fying to their faith in the honour of Mr.
Bulkeley, mainly hecause Bulkeley of th
Sixth was a fine fellow, a good-natured pre-
fect, and a tremendous man at games.

Fourth-Form rpéasoning was not, perhaps,
very logical, but the Fourth-Formers wera
satisfied with it.

“But, T say,”” began Tubby, who seemed

to be in an argumentative mood “Pesla
and Gower were saying—""

““Bign here, Muffin!”

“But I don’t think——"

“That’s mo news; you never do. Sign

here.”
“You jolly well shan't have any cake if
you don’t sign!”’ exclaimed Lovell warmly.
“Oh, gimme that pen, Jimmy, old chap !’
said Tubby Muffin. **Of course, I belleve
that old Bulkeley’s pater is nmncenii
to think of it. There you are! Pl’siga
lit twice if you like.””
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“You fat duffer! Now, after tea we'il
fake this round the Fourth,” said Jimmy
Silver. “Lvery chap will sign it, I know.
He'll jolly well get his nose punched il he
doesn’i. I say, these are good sardines. A
good iden of yours to whack them’out in
this study, Tubby.” |

The deor opened again, and Flynn of the
Classicnl Fourth put o somewhat excited |

_ face into the end study. |

“8ee that thafe of the worrnld, Muffin ?"

he exclaimed. ““Oh, there you are! ou
thaving young sweep—-""

“Here, hold on!”’ exclaimed Lovell. “‘Let
Tubby alone.  He's the founder of the

merry feast.””
*Sure, he's pinched me sardines ! roared

ynn,
““What 7"
“_#Me illigant sardines; and by the same
* token I've got nothing for me tea but the
bread. T'll acalp him!”
7 “Oh, my hat!" gasped Lovell.
Flynn rushed after Tubby Muffin, who
“dodged him wildly round the table.
*“Keep him off, Jimmy !”" he yelled.
“You young villain!” shouted TLavell.
“They're Flynn’s sardines yow've brought
here, are they?”
“Yarooh! Keep him off I’
Tubby Muffin roared as Patrick O'Dono-
van Flynn collared him.
The Fistical Four glared at him in wrath
They understood now that unexpected
generosity on Tubhy's part.
: He had **whacked out’ the sardines in
order to get protection when their owner
came after them.
““You young spoofer!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver.

“¥arooh! Help! Stand by a chap when
he’s stood you a feed!" howled Tubby.
“Yah! Draggimoff!”

The Fistical Four were not proof against
that appeal.
 They seized the infuristed Flynn, and
dragged him off.
“Arrah! Leggo!” shouted Flynn. “*Sure,
I’m going to slaughter him intirely! Me
illigant sardines 4
“Kick him ont!” said Lovell.
“Yes,' panted Tubby, ““kick him out, the
beast! Oh—ah—yah—yaup! Wharrer you
kicking me for?’ |
It -was Tubby that Lovell was alluding
. to, not Flyne, and he promptly suited the
“action to the word. ‘

¢
%.
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ieal difparted with a series
i at the tea-
O'Donovan

The fat O
of fiendish yells, and his place
table was taken by Patrick
¥ . who was grinuing now.
by Muffin’s masterly scheme liad ot
ry successful, after all.

ub
been ve

CHAPTER 9.
Knowles’ Chance!
NOWLES of the Sixth glanced at his
K study door, to make sure that it was
A shut, and lighted a cigarette.
“Ielp yourselves!™ he remarked.

Catesby and  Frampten followed iis
example.

The three Si
side were met in Cecil Knowles™ study
a consultation.

There was an unusually satisfied expres-
sion on Knowles’ hard face.

Matters were going well for the Modzrn
captain.

“Of course,’”’ said Knowles, with a slight
smile, ““nobody wants to hit a fellow whea
he's down.”

“Oh, not at all!"" said Frampton.
atesby did not speak.

“Bulkeley's down,” continuved Knowles.

th-Formers of the Maodern

for

“He's carried his head jolly high, and
has always been pretty lofty towards the

Modern side. We've always held that
Butkeley, being a Classical, did not give
our side fair play in games, or in anything
else. That being the case, we're entitled
to get our own back, without being too
jolly partienlar.”

““Hear, hear!” said Framp
are good smokes, Knowles.” =

“Glad you like them. Now, as the
matter stands, Bulkeley's father has besu
arrested on suspicion of robbing the bank.
It looks a elear case. The police wouldn't
act like that without jolly good grounds to
go upon.”

“That's a cert.”

“I don’t kmow,” said Catesby
““Mistakes have been made before n

“Rot!" answered Kanowles decisively,

“My uncle seems t5 hbelieve that his
partner will be able to clear himself,”” said
Catesby. “You know my uncle is Mr.
Bulkeley's partner. He soems to be stand-
ing by him.”

“Well, innocent or guilty. Mr. Bulkeley

ton. **Thsse

slo
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s under areest,” said Knowles. ““To come
;2 the point, we don’t want as captain nf!
Rookwood n feilow whose father is arrested
on a charge of stealing!”

“No fear!”

“* Bulkeley ought really to leave the school.
But the least he can do is to' resign the
saptainey.” '

Frampton nodded and grinned.

““I believe a lob of fellows think =0 on the
Classical side,”” resumed Knowles. *“ They’re
bound to. 1 know Carthew agrees with me.
Well, if Bulkeley gets out, there’ll be a new
election for captain, and that's where we
come in, I think I ought to got in as cap-
tain_of Rookwood.”

“You ought, old chap,”

“And that will make things a bit different
for the Modern side,” said Knowles, with
a smile. “We shall get a fair show in the
cricket and footer if I'm captain. The
Classicals can learn what it is like to be
always in a minority in the eleven.”

"1 shouldn't mention that too soon,”
remarked Cateshy. *‘Youw'll have to depend
on a good many Classical votes to get
elected. They're a majority.”

Kuowles laughed.

“That's between ourselves, of course,””
he said. “'In public I spin the same yarn
a5 Bulkeley—strict fair play, no favour to
oither side, shoulder to shoulder for the good
of the school, and so on, and so forth. 1
know the game. It goes down from
Bulkeley. Ne reason why it shouldn’t go
down from me.”

~*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, my idea is to call on Bulkeley and
put it to him gently,” said Knowles. *He
onght to r A 1t's some days since his
pater wgs d by the bobbies, and it’s
simply @ shoutin’ disgrace for the school!
Fancy poiutin® out Bulkeley to a visitor and
explaiming:  “That's our skipper! His
pater’s in prison!” Not quite good enough
for Rookwood—what 7'? 3

“My hat! Nol"

“I—1I shouldn't wonder
innocent, all the same,”
Jateshy hesitatingly.

“Look here, Stewe. What are you back-
ing up the Buikeleys for all of a sudden 7'
demanded Knowles irritably. **You've said
that a dozen times ab least!””

“Well, T—I think—*’

if old Bulkeley's
said  Stephen

“¥You'd better think about making the
most of this opportunity, if you want to

THE SHADOW OF SHAME!

think at all!” snapped Knowles. *‘Dash it
all, didn’t Bulkeley pitch you neck and crop
out of the footer eleven? Ho said you
weren't fit. I backed you up for all I was
worth, and it did no good.”

Cateshy’s eyes gleamed.

“You're right, Cecil. I'm with you all
the way,” he said, “I'm fed up with
George Bulkeley as captain of the schoal,
and if we can af;ﬂ't him out, let’s do so.”

“That’s better. Now, shall we call on
him personally, or shall we put it in a
note 7" asked Knowles,

*A note, I think,” said Frampton slowly,
“Might be a row otherwise.”

“I don’t object to a row, with Bulkeley
in the wrong. We should keep  our
tempers.”

“8till, it’s better avoided. Make it a
polite note, pointing out that for the good
name of the school, eto, You know what
to say.”

“All right.”

Kiibwles drew a paper and pen to him,
chewed the handle of the pen for & moment
or two thoughtfully, and then began io
write.

He smiled as he wrote, not a pleasant
smile. 3

The Modern ?refect had said that he did’
not want to hit Bulkeley when he was dows
but that remark was perhaps int.endeti
humorously. &

There was no doubt that Knowles in-
tended to make the fullest use of the mis-
fortune that had fallen upon the captain of
Rookwood.

He had his own personal dislike of
Bulkeley to consider, as well as the keen
rivalry between the two sides of Rookwood
—Modern “and Classical.

He showed his note to his two com-
panions when he had written it, and they
nodded approval. The epistle ran:

“Dear Bulkeley,—~I feel bound to draw
your attention to opinion in the school on
& certain matter, and I feel sure that
you will receive this hint in the spirit in
which it is meant,

“Under the present painful eircum-
stances the general opinion seems to be
that, for a time at least, you should resign
your position in Rookwood. Nothing at all
personal is meant by this; it is simply tae
fitness of things.

“Yeu have my fullest sympathy, and T
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sincerely hope that your father will succend
in clearing himself from the cloud that resis
upon his name. Until that is done, how-
ever, you must feel youself that would
be more judicious for you to take up an
attitude less in the public eye.
“T should be glad to hear your views.
“Yours sincerely,
“Crern Knownes.””

“Jolly good!” said Frampton heartily.
4.That’s putting it plain—and nicely, too.
I really wonder Bulkeley liasn’t seen 1t him-
self and resigned already.”
“Call in a fag to take this nofe, old
\gcout,”” said Knowles, throwing his cigarette
into the grate.
. Frampton went te the door. Tommy
~Dodd of th adern Fourth was in sight,
‘~9m£;he '{"‘u; h-Former hailed him.
S Rag

&
%

“Hallo!"” said Tomimy Dodd.
wanted "’

“You are.

Tommy
edutiously
. Knowles' study was not a pleasant place
for fags to visit sometimes—the three Sixth-
Formers were sometimes given to bullying.

But Knowles & Co. were in high good-
humour now.

“Come in, Dodd! Take that note,’” said
Knowles, tossing it to the Fourth-Former.
“Take it over to Bulkeley, and wait for an
answer.

“Right you are, Knowles!”
Tommy Dodd, and he trotted off.

“What's

Come here!”

Dodd approached rather

answered

CHAPTER 10.

Backed up by the Fourth!
!‘JUST in time!” said Jimmy Silver.

The Fistical Four were in the
Sixth Form passage when Tommy
Dodd ved in the School IHouse,
- note in hand.

Jimmy = Silver had
Bulkeley in his hand,
Y. It was quite a long document, and was
‘made by pinning together a number of
“gheets of impot paper.

“ In size, at least, it was imposing.

- Jivery name in the Fourth Form, Classical

d Modern, was appended, so there was a
mendous_list of signatures.

the testimonial to

“Bure, it’s a testimonial, Bulkeley
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The Fistical Four were about to preseat
the testimonial, when Tommy Dodd camn
over with his note from Knrowles.

Tommy glanced at the testimonial admir-

y

rished "7 he asked.

every blessed name’s  down,™
rod Jimmy Silver. ‘“We're going te
post it up on the notice-board after present-
ing it to Bulkeley. That will show all Rook-
wood what we think of our captain.”

“Goed!” said Tommy Dodd.

Jimmy Silver tapped at the study door.

“Come in!"

The juniors entered.

Bulkeley of the Sixth was not alone.

Neville, Jones major, and Lonsdale of the
Classical Sixth were in the study.

The four seniors had been {alking
Bulkeley was wearing & troubled and
harassed look.

The captain of Rookwood had never looked
his old self since that terrible scene in the
quadrangle, when his father, while on a
v 1o Rookwood, had been arrested in tho
view of all the school.

That blow had hit Bulkeley hard, and
his anxiety for his father added to the bit-
terness of 1t

Not that his loyal faith
faltered for one moment.

He felt that the truth must come ont
when Mr. Bulkeley stood his trial; and the
truth, he was sure, was thal his father was
innocent.

But the misery and shame of the accusa-
tion and the arrest cut him to the very
heart.

He gave the juniors a good-humourad
glance, however, as they came in.

His troubles had not embittered his kind

in his father

temper. .

““Hallo! What do you kids want?” he
asked.

““Ahem!’

In the presence of four prefects of
Sixth Junmy Silver felt a little abashed.

“What on earth have you got there?”
asked Neville, glancing at the rrﬁl in Jimmy
Silver's hand.

“Ahem! You see—""

“Buck up, kid!’ said Bulkeley.

“The—the fact is——""

** Arrah, and why don’t ye come to the
point " exclaimed a voice_from the ps

“Horray ! squeaked Tubby Muffin.
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Gieorge Bulkeley glanced at the doorway
in astonishment.

A dozen or more juniors had gathered
there.

“What on earth-—"" began the Rook-
~wood captain,

“It's a testimonial,
Jimmy Silver.

*Oh, gad! What does it mean?"’

“May T read it out?”

‘“Yes, if you like, but buck up!™

Jimmy Silver procecded to read out the
testimonial.

Bulkeley listened in amazement.

Neville and Lomdu\e and Jones
grinned.

Apparently lhc) saw something amusing
in that exposition of the firm faith and
loyalty of the Iourth Form of Rockwood.

From ‘‘whereas’ to. the last of the =ig-

Bulkeley,” explained

major

natures, Jimmy Silver read it out, at every |

pause a cheer coming from the crowd of
Juniors in the passage.

Bulkeley did not interrupt him.

He smiled slighily.

Perhaps he was not quite displeased Ly
that display of fervent faith and loyalty
on the part of the juniors, though doubtless
it was a “‘cheek ' on their part to take
the captain of the school upder their wing in
this way.

“Is that all?"’ asked Bulkeley patiently,
when Jimmy Silver had ﬁlu.shﬂd at last.

“That's all, Bulkeley.”

i) suppose all that’s meant as a compli-

ment,’” said Bulkeley. “I’m much obliged
to you. Now run away’

*"Oh!”

Y Bpeech!”™ howled Flynn irom the pas-
sage.

And there was a roar.

“Bpeech, Bulkeley!

“You young asses!”
“Cut off 1"’

‘“Bpeech!”

‘(‘umn clear off, you kids!’" said Bulke-
ley. “Enough’s as good as a feast, you
know, Run away "

“Ahem!’

*Oh, come on,” said Lmel]
it up on the board, anyway."”

Bulkeley jumped.

“That’s nonsense—ahem, I
testimonial '’ he exclaimed.

‘‘Yes. rather!’

“Don’t do anything of the sort!” ex-

exclaimed Neville,

“We'll stick

mean  that

SHADOW OF SHAMIE!

\
claimed Bulkeley sharply. “You young
donkeys, I suppose you mean well,”

“Oh, really, you know, Bulkeley——"

“Leave it here,”” said Bulke{uy.

““Oh, all right!”

“And clear!”

Jimmy Bilver & Co, cleared, not feeling
whaolly satisfied.

The testimonial had not evoked nearly so
much enthusinsm in Bulkeley's study us
among the Fourth, y

Tommy Dodd lingered behind,
Bulkeley pointed to the door.

‘‘Note for you, Bulkeley,” said Tommy,
with a grin. &

*Oh, run away,

“1t’s from Knowle:

“Oh, Knowles? Give it to me, then,”

“I'm to wait for an answer,” suid Tommy
Dodd, handing over the Modern prefect’s
note,

Bulke ley nodded, and opened the envelope.

His brows came together darkly as he
read, and he tossed the note to his friends.

“Read that!” he said.

“The cheeky cadl”
wrathfully.

““ Confound his nerve!” said Jones major.
““There’s no opinion of the sort in the
school*-I know that. There may be on the
Modern side.”

“They're cads enough for anything!”
growled Lonsdale.

““Oh, draw it mild!”
Dodd warmly.

“‘8hut up, you cheeky fng.

“Well, don't you slunr-
then,” said Tommy Dodd independend]
“Lots of eads on thid side, T can !vh you,
I'll give you the | names, if you like.”

“Dry up, kid,” said Bulkeley. “I'd better
aend an answer to this, you fellows.”

“Put it plain,”’ growled Neville. *“'Tell
him what you think of him."

“Well, I must be civil. Besides, 1 dare
say Knuwles is only nctmg from what he
thinks is a sense of duty.

“T don’t think 1™

and

kid !I"*

exclaimed Nevillo

interjected Tommy
:r

the Moderns,

“Well, I'm hound to take that for
granted,” said Bulkeley, ““T’ll let him have
his answer.’

He scribbled a hasty nole, folded it in
:m envelope, and handed it to the wnlamg

“'Tnke t?\at to Knowles, *4.”
Tnmn\v Dodd left the study.
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Bulkeley’s face darkened as the door
?ed behind him, and his lips trembled a
tle.

+I—1 wonder——" he began.

“Don’t take any notice of what that
Modern cad’s said!” exclaimed Neville.
“We all know what Knowles is after—the

+ captaincy, if he can get it."”

“There's a lot in what he says.”

““Rats! Bosh!"”

“But T ean’t resign the captainey,” said
Bulkeley quietly. ““To do so would be like
“admitting there was possibly something in
¥ the charge against my father. I can’t do
~that. Unless a majority of the BSixth ask
& me to resign, I shall go on.”

«“ And that’s not likely to happen,” said
Jones major. “You're Jolly well not going
to resign, anyway. Hang Knowles!"

v

. “Knowles don’t count, anyway!" said
Neville, ¥

- But Bulkeley’s friends were mistaken
there.  Cecil %(nm‘l_us did count, and he

was not finished yet

g CHAPTER 11.
3 The Classicals are Wrathy!
OMMY DODD presented himself in
i I Knowles’ study, on the Modern side,
250 and found Knowles & Co., waiting
there.
There was an atmosphere of smoke in
the study, which Tommy judiciously alfected

E: ot to notice.
© T CWell?” said Knowles.
. “Here's Bulkeley’s answer,” said Tommy
- Dodd.
i “Did he say anything "’ asked Frampton.
i “Bulkeley didn't say mueh,” answered
‘. Tommy. “‘The others did.”

“Oh, Bulkeley wasn’t alone?” asked

/Knowles, with interest.

.“N‘” three Classical Sixth chaps with
him.”
“What did they say, then?”’
“Neville said < Cheeky cad!” "

““What ?"’
" major * Confound  his

said

cheeky young rascal!” shouted
“Do you want me to give youn
a hiding ?”
“You asked me what they said!"” repliad
mmy Dodd, in an injured tone. “I'm

& only telling vor what you asked me.”
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““Hold your tongue!"

*Oh, all right! Can I clear out?’” askad
Tommy.

“Wait!” snapped Knowles.

Tommy Dodd waited, with an exaggerated
expression of resignation on his face.

Knowles opened Bulkeley's note, and
three Modern seniors read it together.

It was brief, but to the point.
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“Tear Knowles,—I had already considered
the question of resigning the captainey, but
decided not, as to do so might imply that
1 had some, even the faintest, doubt of my
father's innocence. Thank you, all the same,
for your suggestion, which, of course, I take
in the spirit in which it is meant.—Yours,

“(t£ORGE BULKELEY."

““Rather a_sting in that last sentence,”
remarked Catesby, with a grin,

Knowles gritted his teeth.

“Tt's a refusal,’”’ he said.

“Well, you might have expected that.”

“Can 1 go now?” murmured Tommy
Dodd.
“No!” shouted Knowles. “Wait «¢ll

you're told, you young rotter! You've got
to take an answer to Bulkeley.”

“Well, I whas thinking of prep.,’” said
Tommy Dodd resignedly. ' But anything
for a quict life.”

Knowles reflected.

“I think I'll go personally, you chaps,’
he said. **You can cut off, Dodd. You
two fellows come with me.

“But—I say——"" murmured Calesby.

“If there’s a row, let there be a row,
said Knowles. *“*We're in the right, and
we're bound to make a stand. Come on, I
tell you.”

The theee seniors left the study together,
and Tommy Dodd looked after them, a:
he followed, with a perplexed look.

“I wonder what's on?’ murmured the
junmior. **Something up against old Bulke-
ley, 1 suppose!

Yah! Rotters!”

Which was a festimony to the estimation
in which Cecil Knowles was held by the
juniors of his own side.

Knowles & Co. crossed to the School
House, in the dusk, and made their way at
once to Bulkeley's siudy.

Some of the Classical juniors
them, and gave them grim looks.

Knowles & (. were not liked on the

spotted
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Classical side, and Cecil Knowles was more | out of Rookwood, as a matter of fact, if i
than suspected of wishing to make capital | you want it in plain English. That’s my

out of Bulkeley’s misfortune. opinion.’
Knowles knocked at the study door, and “Well, now you've tald me your opinion,
" Bulkeley’s voice e him enter. you can leave me alone,” said Bulkeley.
The three Modern seniors marched in. | "“You still refuse to resign?’”

Bulkeley and his companions rose to their |
fect.

10 reason to alter my decision,”
“Not even the fuet that someone else is
x waiting to step into his shoes, Knowles,”
wood | gaid Neville bitterly,

. “I_despise insinuations of that kind,"
jead your answer to my mote, | saig Knowles loftily. *“I’m thinking of tlie
Biulkeley,” said Knowles curtly. good name of Reokwood. What are people

s evidently not a friendly t

Knowles 7 asked the Roe

o1 hope it satisfied you.” to think of the school when they hear that

*Not in | the captain is a thief’s son 7"

" Sorry ! 1 Bulkeley politely. | Bulkeley made a stride forward, his fists
T’s a painful matter, d Knowles, | qanched hard, his eyes blazing.

“‘hut it’s best to speak plainly. There’s a
big section of opinion in the school, Bulke- |
ley, that thinks that a fellow whose name | a
is under a clond ought not to b captain i - 3

% = 3 s N Get  out, Knowles, said  Bulkeloy
of Rookwooed. I thought it would appeal hoarsely, I ean't angwer for myself if yon

o you in that light.” 2 5
h]gi:\];le]”tr‘,”fm:i:i deaily stay hpre. h,m’ve said what you came ta
W & T . 1 & in tring | B HOW O!!
5 'El_:ﬂm[;ﬁ] hed;:}?! motives and intentions “And said I.l for all Rookweod fo hear,””
i i ) said Jones major, with a glance at the open

oL T P
“Ilth:.l\[ ”10\3,%;"l"'eg;g;'dc:f:x;g{ door.  ‘““The fags out there have heard

“That matter can’t rest here,” said | VeIY word.
Knowles, biting his lip. *‘Of course, we all | _‘“All Rf_'ok’wood can hear me,” sad
feel sympathy, and all that. Bu:, to put | Knowles. “I've nothing to conceal.  As
it plain, it's a disgrace to the school.” | you refuse to do the right thing, Bulkeley,
“What 7 exclaimed Bulkeley. I shall see that steps are taken to make you
“It’s a disgrace to Rookwood to have for | "D.lt- The Sixth Form will make represen-
captain a fellow whose father has beer  tations to the Head on the subject. That’s
You've made me: speck | all.” ) _
| With that, Knowles strode from the study,
tazed. | followed by Catesby and  Frampton.
cad!” shouted Nevillo, | Neville slammed the door after them; he,
shall T kick him out- of the | would gladly have kicked Knowles down the
yout” . p&Tlﬂge. too. i :
fles turned quite pale. He lad ex- lerd was a roar in the passage.
ed a mw{ul‘m‘q not {lung so much as| The loud words in Bulkeley’s study had
been heard.
Fisticuffs in the th were unheard of, o | Jimmy Silver & Co., and a dozen more
nearly so. fellows, knew what Knowles had come for.
“Quiet, old  chap,”  said  Bulkeley. | As the three Modern seniors went down
“Knowles, my father is under arrest, but | the passage a crowd of angry and indignant
he has not heen tried yet. The case is sub | Juniors surged round them.
judice, as the lawy I am convineett| ‘““Cads! Modern rofters!” roared Arthur
' ab the trial he will be completely Rdward Lovell furiously.
How dare you suggest that he 1s| **Cads! Sneaks!™ yelled Conroy.
been tried "’ | “Yah! Modern cads!”
reed his shonlders, “Kick 'em out!”
y he was wuilty. I said he “*Bump the Modern rotlers!”
ted for theft,” he answered.| “Siand back!” shouted Knowles furiously,
to resign. You ouuhl te get!as the angry juniors closed round.

Knowles involuntarily stepped back,
““Knock the cad down!” shouted Lons-

]

ad been a
“You out




# Collar them!” shouted Jimmy Silver.
“Down with the Moderns!
All respect for the high and mighty Bixth,
~and the rank of prefect, was forgotten now.
The insult to Bulkelay, their popular cap-
_tain, was more than Jimmy Silver & Co.
‘could stand.
They fairly swarmed on Knowles and
Catesby and Frampton.
© In a minute more the three prefects would
~‘have been down, and bumped on the floor
by the excited juniors.
. But Bulkeley's study door was hastily
&t‘\.ppcncd, and the captain of Rookwood, strode
“out

.Smp!" he shouted.
“Oh!”

ngrily. “*How dare you! By Jove, L'l
lone at once!™

The juniors reluctantly fell back.
* Bulkeley remained watching, with a frown-
ing brow, while Knowles & Co. walked out
the School House, unmolested now.
. (eorge Bulkeley’s intervention had saved
“them from a severe ragging, but they were
not feeling grateful—Knowles least of all.

~ Bulkeley went back into his study whan
~the Modern seniors were gone.

~ The juniors dispersed, angry and dis-
 satisfied. i\
“Bulkeley’s a silly ass!’ said Jimmy

" Bilver, as tho Fistical Four went into the

énd study for prep. ‘“Why couldn’t he let
© us mop up those cads? Fancy letting
* Knowles come and ride the high horse on

our side! Brrorr!”
“Bulkeley won't resign, though,”” said
- Lovell.

“No fear! That's Knowles’ game, but it
won't wash,”” grinned Jimmy Silver. 1
‘dere say our testimonial bucked Bulkelsy
a good bit, and made him firm.”

““Ahem!” £
“He knows that the Fourth back him up,
anyway.”’

_““He don't seem to care much whether the
“ Fourth back him up or not,”” Newcome re-
marked candidly.

““Oh, rot!” said Jimmy Silver uneasily.
Of course he does!”

1t
“ “When you've done butting, we'll get
with pre

Aad the
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“You young rascals!” shouted Bulkeley |

“lick you all round for this! Let Knowles

p."” y
Tistical Four got on with prep.
.

z5
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CHAPTER 12.
Bulkeley is Wanted!
« rIMMY I”

Morning lessons’ were over the fal-
lowing day, and the Fist Four
were in the sunny quadrangle, when

Tubby Muffin rolled up in great excitement.

Tubby’s fat face was simply ablaze.

“1 say, Jimmy- »’ he gasped.

“0Oh, get out ! said Jimmy Silver. *“Dou’s
tell us you've got a tin of sardines you warlk
to whack out, you fat fraud!”

“'Tain’t that! There's a bobby—""

“A what?”’

““A bobby ! gasped Tubby excitedly.

‘Do you mean a policeman, fathead ¥

“Yes—a bobby, and that detective chap
who came here the other day and arrestdd
Bulkeley's pater when he was visiting
Bulkeley. I know him again. He's got a
face like a saw.”

““What the thump do they want here?”
growled Lovell,

“Leggett says he thinks they’ve come for
Bulkeley I gasped Tubby Muffin,

“Let me hear Leggett say so!" said
Jiwmy Silver, with a gleam in his cyes.
“T'll give him something else to talk about,
the cad!”

“But, I say, you know, do you think
they've come for Bulkeley, Jimmy? og-
gett thinks perhaps he was hand in glove
with his pater—— Yaroooop !

Tubby Mufin found himself suddenly sit-
ting on the ground before he could state
the rest of Albert Leggett's charitable
surmises.

The Fistical Four left him sitting there,
gasping, and hurried towards the Scheol
House.

A policeman was visible there, with a
quietly-dressed man, whom they recog-
nised Mr. Serew, the detective.

They were geing into the House as the
Fistical Four spotted them.

Mornington came towards the chums of
the Fourth, with a knitted brow.

“What the dickens does this mean, you
fellows?"” he exclaimed. * What does that
rat-faced bounder want here again®’’

“Can’t be anylthing to do with
Bulkeley.”

“He’s come to see Bulkeley,” said Kit

| Erroll, joining them. “He asked for

Bulkeley. Mr. Bootles is taking him to

| the Head, and the bobby is \vsi!mig in the

| hall—look’ as if he's on the wateh,” _ &
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"My only hat!” said Jimmy blankly.

The Fistical Four were astonished and

Tismayed
What

Yard po
“The

could detective from  Scotland
ly want with George Bulkeloy?
fools 1" muttered Mornington.
t suppose that Bulkeley know
3 * about .t, even if b id it.”
“ His pater didn't do it !
“No. But even f
couldn’t k
be potty !"

The n that the dotective had returnca
and had asked to see Bulkeley, was very
quick in spreading.

A crowd of fellows gathered about the
doorway, and glances were cast on all sides |
at_the stolid policeman standing in the hall,

Smyihe of the Shell even ventnred to ask
the officer what he had o for; but he
received only a stare by way of reply.

Whatever the policeman’s intentions were |
he did
Adolphus Emythe,

Bulkeley was on Big Side, with some of
the Sixth and Fifth.

The news soon reached ihe fellows Jook-
ing on at the practice; but no one ventured
to mention to Bulkeley
come for him,

There was a buzz among the crowd out-
side the door, when the detective was scen
again,

The Head came info view with him.

. Dr. Chisholm’s face was set, and indi-
eated elearly enough the anger and annoy-
ance Le wes Keeping wnder striet control,

Mr. Serew was murmuring some apology,
and the Head of Rookwood miterrupted him.,

*You have your duty to do, sir,” he said
ifly. 1 am astonished that it should be
considered needful ; but if it is your duly,
must do it. I will take you to Bulke-
s room, and send for him *

*Thank you, sir!"

“You will find nothing there, M. Screw,
that should not Le there,” the Head
vold “But you shall satisfy yourself.

ssib
th

t. They must |

now anythin' about i
.

Yos, siv?” 8il

“Da you kn
prosent 37

“On the ericket-pround, sir.”

“Kindly tell hir) at once that a gentle
man has called to see him, and that I re-
quest him to come to his study immedi-
at

id

a
ow

ver.
where Bulkeley s at

tainly, sir!®
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s | Bulkeley’s face brighten.

. | be said.

| Jimmy Silver followed

OF SHAME!

Jimmy Silver hurried down to Bi
“Bulkeley ! Le called out breat
“Don’t bother now, kid!”

“The Head wants you, Bulkeley.”
“Oh, all right!” *
Jimmy deliveredehis message, and he saw

ﬁ Side.
lessly.

“News about my pater, I expeet, Neville,"
“They may have found out the
facts by this time.”
“1 hope so, old chap,” said Neville,
Bulkeley hurried away to the house, and
. with a clonded brow.
He knew very well that if the Rookwood

captain was anticipating good news he

would be disappointed, . p
Whatever Mr. Serew had come for, it cor
tainly was not to give Bulkeley good news

| of his father.

not think fit to confide them to |

that a “bobhy” had |

|

The Rookwood captain passed through a
silent crowd, and eniered the house,

Heo stared a little at the sight of the con-.
stable.

But* his eves weve fixed upon the Head,
calmly and inquiringly.

“You sent for me, sir?”

“Yes, step into your study wit‘h me,
Bulkeley. please.”
e .1

Dr. Chisholm entered the Rookwood cap-
tain's study with Mr, Screw, and Bulkeley
followed them in.

‘e doar closed, much to the disappoint-
ment of the Rookwood fellows.

Whatever the transaction might be, it
was evidently going to take place behind
closed doors,

“Bulkeley didn't look seared,” remarked
Townsend of the Fourth.

Jimmy Silver gave Towny a fierce look.

“Why should he look scared *” he de.
manded.

“Well, the bobby's come for somethin®, I
suppose "' said Townsend tarily.

“What's all this fuss ahout?
the Sixth had come over from M

Cateshy of
Mander's

house. “Was that a bobby 7

“You bei!” said Leggett. “He's after
Bulkeley,””

“Shut up, you Moedern cad ! roaved

Lovell furiously, “ You say that again, and
Ul shut you .up fast enough i*

Loggett, fecling safe in the prescnce of
a Modern prefeet, sneered.

* He's after Bulkeley,” he repeated. “ He'a
gone inte Bulkeley’s study with the Head,
Cateshy. can jolly well guess what it
ns, too. Mr, Bubkeleyv's accused of steale




SeMr. Bulkeley was
Tgkipper when he was arrested.

e

1

. His face was white and set. “How dare y

ing bonds from
be found.” -
“What's that
said Lovell, clenching his
. *“Plain enough, I think,’

ot to do with Bulkeley?"’

hands,

sueered Leggett.

visiting your cheery

Of course,

the detective thinks his son bad a hand in

it—very likely thinks that Mr. Bulkeley
ought the siolen property down here to
ide.”

Cateshy gave a violent start.

~ “What—what's that 7" he exclaimed.

~ “Well, wouldn't it be a clever dodge " said

t, evidently pleased with his surmrse.
“Where would you find a safer place to hide

“stolen bonds, finstance, than in a school-
boy's locker? Nobody would think of look-

" ing there. But the detective happens to have
_t]l\]l%}lt of it.”

ou voung fool!" said Catesby harshly.
u

suggest such a thing? Hold your tongu
The Modern prefect stalked away towards
Mr, Manders' house, several glances rvesting
on him as he went.
" Leggett’s suggestion scemed to have had
a very startling effect upon  Stephen
Catesby; why, it was impossible to guess,
Leggett would have followed the Modern
prefect, but he was not allowed to do so.
Lovell's grasp was upon him.
“Cmteshy 17 yelled Leggett desperately.
Catesby did not even turn his head.
And during the next few minutes Albert
Leggett had reason to repent his sage sur-
mises, as the Fistical Four rubbed his nose
on the cold, hard guadrangle.

CHAPTER 13.
Under Suspicion?!
s ULKELEY "
B The Head's tane was very kind.
Ever sinco the misfortune that
had fallen upon Bulkeley's father
the Head had been very kind and consider-
ate towards Bulkeley, and the Rookwood
Jellows hed noted it, and liked their head-
master all the better for it
What the Head's opinion might be on
the subject of Mr. Bulkeley himself nobody
could guess: but, at any rate, he evidently
" did not believe that he had a right to visit

- the sins of the fathers upon the children,

“ Ve, sir?” said Bulkeley, looking at the
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the bank, and they cnn‘!.} Head, and taking vo notice of the presence
| o

| the purpose of
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the detective.

“ Bulkeley, this is—is a very unpleasant
matter. You understand, of course, that
what is about to take place is not by iy
wish—that my faith in you is quitc un-
shaken.”

“You are very kind, sir,” said Bulkeley,
in wonder.

“You aro aware that a number of bends
are missing from the bank of which your
father was manager,” said the Head.
“These bonds have not been found, T am
totd, and cannot be traced. They represent
a large sum of money. I hardly like to—to
tell you what is now considered possible by
the detective in chargo of the case, Bulke-
ley; but—but—" The Head paused.
“Kindley explain to the lad, Mr. Serew !
“Certninly. Master Bulkeley, your father
visited you a few days ago, \\‘i"wen 1 had the
painful duty of taking him into custedy.”

Bulkeley nodded.

“Did he on that occasion place anything
in your kecping?”

“No.”

“Had he on any occasion within the last
month placed any article in your keeping?"
“No,

“Have you at the present time any
property of any kind, of which you ave tak-
ing care for yvour father?”

The detective coughed.

“ Ahem ! Well, the bonds cannot be found,
Master Bulkeley, though the search for them
has been rigid.”

“You had hetter find the thief, and then
vou may find the stolen bonds,” said Bulke-
ley disdainfully.

The detective smiled slightly.

“To come to the point, Master Bulkeley,
it occurs to me as possible that your father's
hurried visit to you on that occasion was for

placing the bonds in hiding
here in a safe fncc.”
Bulkeley's eyes glittered.
“T suppose you are doing your duty, Mr,
Serew,” he said, repressing his anger, *
can only say that my father handed me
nothing.”’

“He might have placed something in your
chargo without stating its natwre,” sug-
gested Mr. Serew. “He might have called
it by some other name—family doctments,
literary manuseripts, anything.””

“He gave me nothing.”

“1f vou have any such thing in

your
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charge, Master Bulkeley, I am willing to
believe that you were ignorant of its nature,
and if you hand it to me at once a very
lenient view may be taken of your condu

I am here to find the bonds, if they are hid-
den h'('-rc', I bhave a warrant o search for
the

arch as long as vou liko!" said the
captain of Rookwood scornfully. “ You will
find nothing here that does not belong to

v well. I wished to give you a

“I dare say you meant kindly,” said
Bulkeley wearily. “But as I know nothing
of the bonds, and have never even seen
them, T cannot help you. My father did
not take the bonds.”

“ Very well. T have my duty to do. Please
remain.”

“I will remain ulso," said Dr, holm,
“I am perfecily convinced that noth ng Wil
be found here that does not beleng to
Bulkeley,”

“We shall sce,” said Mr. Screw calmly,

He opefed the door and called in tho
constable.

Bulkeley handed over his keys, and stood
pale and Ssilent whilo the search proceeded.

1t was a thorough oue. i

Under Mr. Screw’s unfailing eye the con-
stable ransacked every corner of the study,
and every receptacle and recess,

Lven the books in the bookease were
tal‘clon out. and opencd and shaken separ-
ately, .

Tt was more than half an heiir before the
search of the study finished. =

The Rookwood fellows had go
dining-hall to dinner,

Bulkeley was not thinking of dinner, and
the Head forgot that his lunch was wait-
ing.

The scarch was over at last, and nothing
had been discovered.

“Well, sir?” said Dr. Chisholm, as the

5
ne iato the

detective stood with a somewhat baffled cx- |

pression on his face. “ Master Bulkeley will

not object to his person being searched 7 |

d Mr, Screw.

Bulkeley flushed erimson.

“Surely this is an absurdity |” exclaimed
the Head. “A number of bonds would be
too bulky to be concealed about the person,

a

sir,

“Thoy might be separated, and even
severed in pieces,” answered Mr. Screw.
*However, if Master Bulkeley abients—-"

THE SHADOW OF SHAME!

“Will you allow this gentleman to do ay
he pleases, Bulkele: 1

“I will do whatever you suggest, sir,”
answered the Rookwood captain.

“Very well. Proceed, Mr. Screw,”” said
the Head.

1t oceupied but a few minutes io search
Bulkeley from head to foot,

But again the search was unrewarded.

“May I conclude that you are finished
here now, sir?” asked the Head, whose im-
patience was visibly growing.

“Are these the only quarters that Mr.
g;ikelcy oécupies in the school 7" asked Mr,

4 &

“Clertainly I

“He does not share a dormitory—"

“The Sixth Form do mnot sleep in a
dormitory. You can see that this room is
a bed-room as well as a study.”

“Quite so. Has Mastor Bulkeley a locker,
or anything of the kind, in any other room °
—a cluss-room, for instance?” -

“There is my locker in the Form-room,”
said Bulkeley. “If you want to Jook in it,
the key is on the bunch I have given you.”

“I should certainly like to look in i3

“Follow me, sir,” seid the Head.

“Kindly accompany us, Master Bulkeley.”

“Very well.”

Bulkeley followod the Head and the detec.
tive, the constable bringing up the rear.
But a fresh disappointment awaited Mr,

rew,

Bulkeley's locker
was drawn blank.

“And now, My, Screw 7 asked the Head,
as politely as he could.

“For the present, sir, I have finished,”
said the detective quietly.

“You are satisfied, 1 resume, that
Bulkeley knows nothing whatever of the
stolen bonds 7 uxclaimcg the Head sharply.

“I am satisfied that they are not to be
!'loglud, at all events,” answered the detective
drily.

“Really, sir, as you have searched—"’

L ave not scarched évery nook and
J cranny of this extensive building, and I am

in the Sixth Form-room

not able to do s0,” said Mr. Screw, © Therg,
are, T imagine, iany hidden recesses in this
old place where a small article could be
hidden,  Master Bulkeley, I will make one
more appeal to you. If your father has
placed any article in your keeping, it will
be for your own interest to hand it over
' to me,”




1 have answered you already,” seid

e Very well, Far the

‘datective _emphasised the word—"for the

.ﬁasunt, Dr. Chisholm, my duty here is
me.”

And Mr. Screw, with o polite bow, took

is loave, the stolid-faced constable follow-

i jni in his wake.

20 Bulkeley went to his dinner late.

Neville joined him, and sat chalting to

im while he ate.

But Bulkeley hardly answered his chom.

There was a fixed gloom upen his face.

He knew why Neville had come there—

was to show that the latest hap;:taning had

ade no difference.

But it must have made a difierence to

nany, and George Bulkeley knew it.

All Rookwood knew that his quarters had

een searched for stolen property, or they

would kmow it soon.

Nothing had been found.- But that did

“not prove that nothing had been hidden.
“"Phe shadow of shame that had rested on

Bulkeley's father had spread, and it dark-
ned now the captain of Rookwoeod himseli.
Knowles would make the most of it.

Bulkeley did mnot think about

Knowles.

For he had come to the same conelu-

sion now as the Modern prefect.

. *The fellow upon whom rested the shadow
of shameful suspicion was mnot the right

captain for Rookwood Scheol.

CHAPTER 14.
Cood-hye to Bulhelay!
}’IMMV’ SILVER was worried.

It was just like Jimmy to forget his
own concerns, and trouble his head
5 sbout the troubles of soniebody else.

But George Bulkeley was so great a man
in junior cyecs—he filled so large & space
in the little world of school—that almost all
h}‘m Rookwood fellows felt concerned about

1ni.

- It was known now what the detective had
o gome for.

" And there were not wanbing ill-natured
E tongues to hint that perhaps My, Screw had
"been qn the right track, though he had net
found Wwhat ke sought.

Bulkeley was popular with nine-lenths of
ookwood, but the other tenth did not like
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aikeley coldly.
present’ —the |
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Juniors like Peele and Gower and Tracy,
ors like Catesby andFrampton, Knowles
0 Carthew, disliked him and feared him.
He had too strict a sense of duty to be
liked by mean-spirited fellows,

And now was the chance of his enemics,
the few he had. -
His guarters had been searched by the
police for stolen property, He.was innceent
—-he might be innocent—but the guspicion,

tho stain, remained.

Tt was simply impossible for a fellow in
such a position to remain captain of the
schoal.

Even Jimmy Silver felt that it would not

0.

And Jimmy knew that Bulkeley had been
packing—it looked as if he.was leaving
Rookwood.

Jimmy felt that #s a personal blow.

“Y helieve he's going, you fcllows,’
Jimmy said dismally, in the end study that
evening. “I—I suppose it's a bit rotten for
him now. Some fellows are cads encugh to
think evil of him. Poor old Bulkeley I”

“Poor old chap!” said Raby. F

“It'g sensible of him to get out for a
bit, tille this is settloed one way or the
other,” said Erroll, who was in the study.
“The position is too_ totten altagether. If
his father is acquitted, Bulkcley can come
back with Aying colofirs.”

“But if he isn't—" muttered Newcome.

“Then Eosr old Bulkeley couldn’t stay,
anyway. Bui—but I think the old man's
innocent, and if he’s innocent, I suppose he
will be acquitted.”

“Mistakes are made sometimes,” said
Lovell. *

Erroll smiled faintly, but did not reply.

LovelPs meaning was pretiy clear; he
did not intend to believe anything against
Bulkeley or his father, whatever a judge
and jury might decide.

Tubby Muffin looked inta the study.

“He's going " he announced.

“Who's going, you fat chump?” growled
Lovell,

“ Bulkeley,™

“Oh 19

Jimmy Silver & Co, dashed down the
staircase. =

The big door was open. Outside, in the
dusk, gleamed the lights of the station taxi.

O1d ‘i{xck and the taximan were carrying
out a trunk.

Bulkeley, in coat and ecap, “was saying
good-bye to some of the Sixth,
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His face was a little pale, but very calmn.

Neville was looking furious, and the other
seniors troubled and dismayed.

“Bulkeley ' exclaimed Jimmy
“You—you're going 7

Bulkeley gave the juniors a kind smile,

“Yes, kid, for a time.

“You're coming back ! exclaimed Lovell.

“1 hope s0.”

“ Bulkeley, old chap, there’s no need:
muttered Neville miserably.

“It's better, old fellow,"” said Bulkeley
quictly. “'The Head thinks so. Good-bye, old
man—good -bye !”

Neville went out with him to the taxi.

Through the dusk the figure of Cocil |
Knowles of the Modern Sixth loomed up.

“ You're going, Bulkeley !” he exclaimed,

“Xeos?

Knowles drew a deep breaih.

He composed his features to an expression
of symipathetic eoncern, but he could not |
disguise the glitter in his eyes.

“P'm sorry you're going, Bulkeley,” he
said,

“Thank you!" said Bulkeley dryly.

“1 hope we part friends,” said Knowles.
“I'm sorry there have ever been any dis- |
agreements between us, Bulkeley; and I'd |
like to sny that T believe your father is |
innocent, and believe that the truth will |
come out in time, And there’s my hand on
it !~

Biulkeley took his hand cheerfully enough.

“I'm glad to hear you speak like that,
Knowles,” he said simply. “It’s kind of you,
Certainly we part friends, old fellow!
Good bye !

Knowles stood looking after the taxi as
it rolled away in the dusk.

There was a twinge of remorse even in
Cecil Knowles” hard heart,

But as he walked away to his own House
his eyes were shining.

“Captain of Rookwood!” he murmured.
“The path’s clear now—Captain of Rook-
wood 1"

Jimmy Silver was thinking of that, too,
when Bulkeley was gone,

“There’ll be an election for captain,’” he
said. “That cad Knowles will think it’s a
sure thing for him; and we've got to stop
him. Do yon hear?”

“And we jolly well will!” said Lovell,
with emphasis. “lvery vote counts, and
we'll rally all the fellows fo keep him out.™

Bulkeley was gone, with a shadow on

Silver.

"

OF SHAME!

his name, but it did not seem so certain asg
Knowles supposed, that the Modern prefect
would realise his old ambition,

Jlumn,\' Silver & Co. had to be reckoned
with.

CHAPTER 15,
The Eve of the Election!
a IVE him a yell!” said Lovell,
‘ Jimmy Silver shook his head.
“Shurrup, old chap! Mustn’t
yell at a prefect, even if he's only

| a Modern!”

Lovell grunted,

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not “give him
a yell,” But they looked grim as Cecil
Knowles of the Modern Sixth came into
the Bchool House.

They had never liked Knowles, and they
liked him less than ever now.

A change from Bulkeley to Kuowles
wourld be, as Jimmy had expressed it, a sltep
from the sublime to.the ridiculous.

Hewever, Knowles was a Modern, and
the Classicals, at least, did not want a
captain of Rookwood selected from the
Modern side.

But it could not be denied that Ceecil
Knowles had an excellent chance of success
in the election which was shortly to take
place,

The Moderns were certain to vote for
him as one man, and a great many of the
Classical seniors looked on Knowles as the
best man to succeed Bulkeley.

With grim looks, the Fistical Four of

| the Fourth fixed their eyes upon Knowles

as he came in.

They wanmted to express their scornful
ion, with due regard to the limits
within which juniors were allowed to ex-
press their personal feelings towards the
high and mighty Sixth.

To their astonishment, Knowles did not
bestow on them the scowl with which he
usually greeted the Fistical Four when he
came across them;

He nodded quite genially.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were so surprised
that they left off looking grim and stared
ai_Knowles open-mouthed.

Knowles was in a good temper—and with
them!

It was amazing !

And that was not all!

Knowles paused, and spoke to the as-




nded juniors in a cheery, chatty tene.
~ #Neville in his quarters, do you know,
Bilver?” he asked.
“T think so0,” answered Jimmy.
“Thanks! I hear vou've got a ericket-
P ming off soon with the juniors on
* said Knowles.
“Yes; we'ro beating Tommy Dodd’s lot
t week.”
Knowles smiled.
“Well, good luck to the best team
“1 shall come and see how you

1"

“ghape.

Wil you ! gasped Jimmy.
"4 %es, " I think the Roolkwood Junior
even ought to get a bit more of the lime-
ight,” said Knowles. “If I become Head
the Games I shall see to that. My idea
5 that junior cricket and football ought
come more to the fore.”

My hat!”
‘Rookwood First has made a pretty good
putation,” said Knowles. “But I'd like
o see Rookwood Juniors going great guns
1 want the School to be heard of in
footer this season, too; I'm glad to see
you youngsters so keen about it!”
And with another genial nod, Knowles
walked on te Neville's study,
. Hec left the Fistical Four almost gasp-

2.
Was this Knowles, the bully of the Sixth
“the fellow who had always had a * down”
on them, partly because ‘they were Classi-
‘gals, partly because they were—themselves!
“Well, my hat!"” said George Raby, in
wonder.
“This is a sudden change, isn't it?"” mur-
nured Newcome.
Jimmy Silver rubbed his nose.
Either he had very sericusly misjudged
cil Knowles in the past, or the bully of
¢ Sixth had changed very considerably
a few days.
“1 say, if that's Knowles' tack, he won’t
bo such a rotten failure as captain of the
school,” remarked Arthur Hdward Lovell
thoughtfully, *Bulkeley always used to
back up junior games, but Knowles seems
to want to go the whole hog.”
" “Blessed if I ever expected to sce
MK nowles keen about junior games,” said
immy Silver.
- “Well, of course, he'll have more respon-
libility on his hands if he becomes captain
f the school and Head of the Games. He

r the Modern side,”
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“That’s so!”

“1 must say he's showing up better than
I oxpected,” conceded Lovell.

“Charmin’ chap, Knowles?” said a voico
at -their elbow.

Mornington of the Tourth had been
lounging near at hand, and he had listencd
to them, with a smile on his handsome,
somewhat cynical face.

“T don't know . about charming,” said
Jimmy Silver, looking at the dandy of
tho Fourth. “But he seems to have be-
come a lot more civilised all of a sudden.”

“Charmin’, T call him!"” answered Morn-
ington, with a grin. “I don’t think he's
parted with his Eosc of original sin, though.
I can't help suspeetin’ that he's got an eye
on the election.”

“Oh!” said Jimmy Silver slowly.

Mornington chuckled.

“You see, you four merchants are
workin’ your hardest to keep him out, and
to get Neville into Bulkeley’s place,” he
remarked. “Knowles seems to have hit on
soft sewder as a dodge. Disarmin’ the
enemy with sweet words, you know!”

“Oh!” vepeated Jimmy Silver.

Me had not suspected it. He was pot,
perhaps, so keen as Valentine Mornington,
and certainly he was not so suspicious.

But now that Morny peinted it out, it
was plain enough.

“1 can’t help feelin’,” chuckled Morny,
“that after he's elected eaptain, if he ever
is, dear old Knowles will drop his charmin’
ways an’ procced to make his old enemies
sit up.” .

“Oh!" said Lovell

“8o don't be bamboozled, dear boys,”
vawned Mornington. *We want a Classi-
cal captain of kwood, an’ Neville's the
man. 1 don’t say he's a patch on Bulkeley,
but he's the next best; and we don’t want
a Modern cad in the job at any price.”

“No fear!”

“I—1 suppose it was soft sawder,” said
Lovell ai last, “Fancy a Sixth-Form pre-
fect coming down to that!”

“He won't bag our votes, at any rate,”
snid Newcome. “He can be as cheery as
he likes, but the Classical Fourth are
solid against him. I don’t know about the
Shell.”

Jimmy. Silver frowned.

“Neville’s the man,” he said. “And, a3
the election takes place to-morrow, we've

have to act for Rookwood, not onl;,'l

got plenty to do. Electioneering’s the
2 word i
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CHAPTER 16.
The Rival Candidates!
B OMJ in!” said Neville of the Sixth,
‘ Knowles stepped into the study.
Jones major of the Classical
Sixth was there with Neville.

The two seniors had been discussing the
election when Knowles arrived,

Thev. did not give the Modern prefect
welcoming looks.

His keenness to step into Bulkeley
did not endear him to Bulkeley's

However, the Classical seniors
civil.

“I've just looked in,” remarked Knowles.
‘T hear that you've put in your nawe as
a candidate, Neville.” k
'm standing at the election,” assented
lle,

s shoes
iends,
were

P e,
“Bome of the fellows expected that the
slection would be a formal matter,” ob-
served Knowles,  “They didn't suppose
that anyone would seriously dispute my
claim to succeed Bulkeley.”

“What rot!” said Jones major warmly.
“We don't feel inclined to select the new
captain from the Modern side, I can teil
yvou!”

Kuowles looked unpleasant.

“Bulkeley used to say that the two
Houses ought o pull together for the
good of the school,” he said. “In such
a question, the matter of Classical or
Modern ought to be dropped out of sight.”

“Well, yves! But 5y

“But you fellows don't mean to give the”]

Modern side fair play on any account—is
e

that it ?
“That's not it!” said Neville. “T think
1 should make a pretty good skipper,

Knowles. T wasn’t keen on coming for-
ward, but the fellows asked me.”

“Simply to keep a Modern out?"
ville coloured a little,
tly that, either,” he answered.
3 nt it plain, it was fo keep vou
ut, personally, Knowles. On this side we
b think vou would make a good cap-
tain of the school.”

“Thanks! So von are going to wedge
. in the hope of dishin’ the Modern side.
without earing a rap whether vou're ft
fo- the jab or not?” 3

“Oh, rot ! said Neville sharply., *Any-
vov, I'm standing. If Rookwood wants
vai, ftonkwood can elect you, T suppose.”

“ A« hend prefeet, now Bulkeley's gone,
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as vice-captain, and as captain of the
Modern side, 1 have a natural claim to
take the top pince,” said Knowles, *“This
putting up a Classical candidate is simply
a trick!”

“You're welcome to think so!” grunted
Jones major.

Knowles’ eves gleamed.

“1 came to tell yau, Neville, that if it's
true that you've put in your name you
ought to withdraw,” he s

“I call that cheek !” answered Neville.

“You're going to start a contest between
Classic and Modern by pufting up, and a
lot of fellows will vote according ta sides,
without thinking about the merits of tho

" said Knowles. “As there ave

candidate,”
a good many more Classicals than Moderns
you may wedge in, by splitting the school,
and causing bad blood. [ call it a roften
trick |”

“You won't call it that here, Knowles!™
said Neville, rising to his fect, “T don't
take that sort of talk from anyone.. You'd
betfer go.”

Knowles and
grimly,

There was, to a cerfain extent, some-
thing in Knowles' contention,

Neville was a good-tempered and popu-
lar fellow, but it was a question whether
he had the firmness of character required
for Bulkeley’s post.

Knowles certainly had more of the gifts
of a_ captain, and had he been a more
popular fellow personally he would have
stepped into Bulkeley’s place without oppo-
sition,

But he was not popular with the Classi-
cels, at all events,

And probably there was a feeling among
the Tatter that 1t was desirable to keep the
captainey on their own side,

The candidales measured one another
with their eves, and for a moment or two
it looked as if there would be trouble in
Neville's study.

But both of them felt that it would not
do; and Knowles, with 2 shrug of the
shoulders, turned on his hecl and walked
out of the study.

His brow was clouded as bo crossed back
to Mr. Manders’ House,

e had looked upon his election as a
certainty, but he feared Neville's popu-
lurity on his own side, and he knew that it
would be a struggle now.

His feelings were bitter,

looked at him savagely




s chums, Frampton and Catesby, were
ing for him in_his_study.
him inquiring looks as he

anding 17

That ass!” said Catesby.

“It's a trick, of course, to keep the
ptainey in their hands!” said Knowles
avagely. “They know jolly well that
Neville is no good ns captain of Rook-
wood !

“It may he his idea to keep the place
arm for Bulkeley,” remarked Frampton.
“ They hope Bulkeley will come back, some
pf them."”

“That's not likely. But if he comes
back, and I'm in the poss, Bulkeley won't
ind it easy to get the captainey back!”
nid Knowles grimly. “T've got to get in,
pou fellows, by hook or by crook! It can't’
bo done without some of the Classical voto
on my side, and we've got to nobble tha
lassical vote.’”

“Not so jolly easy,” said Cateshy.
“I’s got to be done. I think we can
depend on Smythe and his friends in the
Shell,” said Knowles. ‘“Some of the
Fourth, too—Townsend and Peele, and
5 sI'm rather afraid of Silver
band his gang. Mind how you treat those
young sweeps for a bit. Be eivil to them.”
I “(ivil to those checky litile cads!” ox-
¢ claimed Catesby.

“Yes, till after the election.”

“Oh 17

“When T'm captain of Rookwood Tl
make Jimmy Silver sorry for some of his
_cheek !” said Knowles, setting his lips.
L “T'll see that he's kicked out of jumior
W cricket, and some things. I've got a long
_score against him. But for the present be
L civil. very vote counts.”

Catesby langhed.

“I'll ask him to tea, if you like!” he

said.

“That would be a bit too palpable,” said
Knowles, laughing., *Mustn’t be too sud-
But I fancy, all things considered,
‘that I shall get in all right. T've got a
@ list liere of the Classicals I can depend on
for votes, and we can do some electioneer-
ing. Luckily I'vo plenty of money.”

“Money ! said Frampton.

“Money talks!” said Knowles. *“ Any
fellow who's hard up, and in want of a
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You fellows will keep your ecyes open.
And a few bets wouldn’t hurt.”

“How do you mean?”

“You may lay bets, two to one, among
the sporting fellows, that I shan’t get in,”
said Knowles coolly. “T'll find the tin
to pay up if you lose. I hope you'll lose.
A fellow who's betted on my winning
will vote for me.” s

“My het! You've got a head on you,
Knowles!” said Catesby.

“1 flatter myself that I have!” said
Knowles complacently.

And the three Moderns settled down to
a discussion of the pros and cons of the
cage, And if the Head of Rookwood could
have heard their discussion of election
methods, Knowles would never have be-
come captain of Rookwood, if he had re-
mained at Rookwood at all!

Fortunately for Knowles the Head could
not hear.

*GHAPTER 17.
Jdimmy Gilver Means Business!
LECTIONBERING was the order of
E the day at Rookwood now.
the fags of the Second

Even
in the

Form took a keen interest
great gquestion.

[o the Sixth and the Fifth it was & very
serious matter.

But the Fourth scemed keenest of all.

Jimmy Silver and his friends were men
of push and go, and when they took up
anything they took it up in a strenuous
way. :

Everybody, nearly, was counting votes
in advance, making caleulations as to how
the clection would go.

The Classicals being numerically the
stronger side, the election ought to have
been a sure thing for the Classical candi-
date.

But there was division in the ranks.

Neville was pdpular, he was good at
games, and he was old Bulkeley’s best pai.

All this told in his favour. It was more
than enough to make Jimmy Silver &
Co. enthusiastio,

But among the more thoughtful of the
seniors there were doubts.

Knowles was not liked personally as
Neville was, even on his own side, but
popularity was not everything in a school

Loan can have it—-if he votes the right way.
There’s a good many fellows in that wav,

captain.
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More important than that was the show
Rookwood was likely to make at football
and ericket,

Knowles, haps, would unduly favour
his owa side in that connection.

But as a games captain he was far and
away ahead of Noville, who was by no
mneans one of those fellows who are born to
command,

Knawles could be very unpleasant some-
times, but he was a good skipper in the
main,

Under his lead, the Moderns had kept
their end up fairly well against the Classi-
cal side, and under his lead there was no
doubt that Rookwood would go ahead.

So, in spite of their natural desire to
have a Classical as skipper, many of the
Classical seniors meant to vote for Knowles,
as_evidently the best man for the job.

There was division amomg the juniors,
too. :

Townsend and Peele & Co. of the Fourth
were supporters of Knowles simply be-
canse Jimmy Silver & Co. backed Neville,

In the Classical Shell, the Knowles party
was strong. .

Adolphus Smythe, who gave the law to
the Shell, openly announced that he was
for Knowles,

Smythe's motives were not very credii-
able,

Adolphus was a “blade,” and blades had
found no encouragement under Bulkeley's
rule—quite the reverse. =~

But it was more than
Kunowles himself was given to “going the
pace,” strictly under the rose.

Under Knowles’ reign, the Classical nuts
expected a much casier time,

“Knowles is our man!” Adolphus
Smythe told his friends. “You sece,
Knowles himself isn’t above puttin’ a sov.
on a geegee occasionally—on the Q.T., of
course; but fellows know it. Leggett says
they have bridge-parties in Knowles” study
—an’ I believe it. It stands to reason that
Knowles, as skipper, can’t be down an such
games as Bulkeley was. Neville would
follow Bulkeley's example, Knowles is
our man !’

And Tracy and Howard and Selv yn and
the vest heartily concurred.

I the ond study that evening Jimmy
Hilver made an anxious caleulation wich
the aid of a sheet of impot paper and «
stump of pencil. -

The result was not encouraging.

suspected that

It won't be a walkover for Neville,”
Jimmy announced.
“Do_you mean

that he'll ‘be licked?”

d Raby.

“Well, it looks doubtful. Tve got a
list of all the fellows in the lower Forms
who have promised to vote for Neville,”

“What’s the figure?” asked Lovell,

“S\Xt_v-"

Classicals ?
Yes, of course.”

“The Moderns are sticking together like
a ot of thieves!” growled Laovell,
“They've got the cheek 1o think that
Knowles is the man for the job! Lacy-—
the Modern Lacy, T mean—actually told
me he liked Neville as a prefect, bt was
going to vote for Knowles because Neville's
an ass!” ;

L UNeville dsn't an ass,” said  Jimmy.
“He's very easy-going and good-tempered
—everyhody [ikes him.”

“I don’t say he's a first-class skipper,”
said Lovell thoughtfully. “Knowles would
be the better man actually for the job,
if he wasn't such a beast!”
“And if he wasn't a

Modern!” said

aby. i

“Yes, that's the great point.”

“Well, we can’t expect the Moderns to
look at it in that light,” said Jimmy.
“They back their man, same as we hack
ours. The worry is, that a lot of Classicals
are hacking him, too.”

“Traitors!” snorted Lovell.

“Carthew of the Sixth is on his side-
because he’s a bully, and Carthew's an
other,” said Jimmy. “Bulkeley used in
leep Carthew in check, but Knowles won't,
Carthew knows that,”

“ Rott. 2

“Ledbury and his friends dre backing
Knowles, foo. They seem to think Rook-
wood will get on better at cricket and
footer under Knowles.”

“ Well, that’s possible, Knowles is sure
to favour his own side, though, Neville's
a bit too easy-going, I think.”

“Then these Shell rotters——

“I  know  why 3 backing
Knowles!™ snorted Lovell.” “He thinks
he's going to be sllowed to smoke, and
play cards in his study, because that
Modern cad does thie same kind of thing
over ihe ar .

“I'm af

*Taking one thing with another, it's
rather a bad look-out for our man,” said




| With two or three fellows dragging at the handle of the door within and Tommy Dodd
i wrenching at tho chisel embedded between the door and Jamb without, the lock

% parted. *Hurrah!" gasped Townsend. He burst out of tha ntudy with a rush and
' the imprisoned juniors followed him hotfoot for the Big Hall. (Ses page 39.)
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Neweome dismally. “The pro-Moderns
seem to have a lot of mixed motives, but
it comes to the same thing—they'll get
their man_in.”

Jimmy knitted his hrows. .

“T'm afraid the. Classical vote is split
about equal,” he said; ‘““and then the
Modern vote will turn the scale. Inowles
has talked over Ledbury of the Sixth. T
hear that he's going to write to Bulkeley,
asking his advice about meking up the
First Eleven.”

“Well, that's good, if he does it!”

“He won't da it!” snapped Jimmy
Silver. “It's camouflage. Just an election
dodge, because most of the Classicals are
backing up old Bulkeley. Bet you that if
he gets in s captain Knowles will be a
regular tartar!”

“It's a rotten look-out!"

“It's up to us,” said Jimmy firmly,

“We can’t do anything but vote for
Neville.”

“We can, and we must,”

“What clse, fathead?”

“Tt comes to this, that it’s a tussle be-
tween Classical and Modern,” said Jimmy
Silver. “The Classical man's got to get
in. He's Bulkeley’s pal, and Bulkeley
would like it, and that's enongh for us.”

“JIp’s enough for Smythe and Townsend
and that lot—only the other way round!”
growled Lovell.

“Smythe & Co. are not going to be
allowed to back up against their own side.
We've got to persuade them to vote Clas-
sical.” X
“¥ou'l] only make 'em cackle if you ask
them.”

“T'1l ask them, all the same. And if
they won’t agree, we've got to keep the
cads out of the election.”

« “Phew !” %

“ All voters have got to be in Big Hall
at seven sharp to-morrow. Chaps who are
not there when the doors are closed can’t
vote.”

“But—but—-""

“Smythe & Ca. won't be there,” said
Jimmy Silver.

“But there'll be a row.” :

“That don’t matter—after the clection.”

“That's se, if we get our man in,” said
Lovell. *“But what's the game?”

“(all in the fellows, and I'll put it to
them.” sajd Jimmy.

“Rizht-ho !
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And a meeting was held forthwith in
the end study. ;

Conroy and Pons and Van Ryn, the three |
Colonials, came; an Mornington _and
Erroll and Oswald, Flynn, and Jone:
minor, Hooker and Rawson, and several
more—all fellows who were devoted to the
Classical cause, and could be relied upon

Jimmy Silver expounded his little schemc
to his faithful followers, and there was
complete agreement.

To the C%usicals it seemed that anythi
lassicals  from:

:

i

}

|
was jusbifiable to kee
voting for the cnclny—}‘(nc\vfrs being the
enemy. 4

Moreover, they knew quite well that the
three Tommies would use any dodge te
keep Neville's voters away from the poll.

It was quite probable that Tommy Dodd
was scheming something of the kind at thu:
very moment. |

As Jinmmy Silver put it, the result of
the election—and the future fate of Rook-
“",uud School—depended on the Classical
Fourth. i |

And the Classical Fourth rose to the
occasion |

CHAPTER 18.
Drastic Measurqs!
CECIL KNOWLES the next day was

observed to be displaying a consider-
able amount of confidence, not to
say swank.

Things were looking up for the Modern
candidate. i
For one reason or another many Clas
sicals were on his side—with bad motives
or good, according to the kind of fellow:

they were.

And the Modern vote was solid behind.

un.

Knowles was calculating on gebting in
with a majarity of at least a dozen—possi-
bly twenty, thirty, or forty.

But for the rivalry between Classicall}
and Modern, there was no doubt that he
would have polled three-quarters of the
votes,

Classical loyalty influenced many fellow:
who otherwise would have that Kpowl:
wae the best man for the job.

TKnowles’ election methods were not ver:
creditable, but they scemed successfi!
enough.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were maore than
suspiciots of Knowles' methods, and they

"
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tnat they were fully justified in counter-

ng.

gh‘t:rc: well aware that Townsend,
Peele, Gower, and others had

n betting with Leggett.

vhy was Leggett laying money against

own man ! 1

“Plain  coough!” eaid Jimmy Silver

_;Iu]i\ “They'll vote for Knowles, to
their measly bets. Where s Leggett

tting  the money he will have to pay

said Mornington.
mply bribery and corrup-

1t ought to be shown up!"™ exclaimed
% \\cH we ean't sueak about the cads
Bootles, that's certain—and thero's no
ot anyway?
“Proof enough for us!” said Lovell.
{4 Quite. And we're going to put a spole
i their wheel,” said Jimmy Silver deter-
inedly. “I\nu\\les can spend hiz money
h votes, and we'll JD”\ well soe that the
ers dort't furn up! That's a Roland for
Oliver!”
Lessons that day
Hered an unnecessary evil.
were upon the election.
Il Rookwood was glad when the day’s
ork was over, and they could turn all
ir thoughts to the great guestion that
as to he decided at soven o'clock.
_Over tea in the end study the Fistieal
Four arranged the final details of their
tle scheme.
‘After tea Jimmy Silver & Co. visited
ownsend and Topham in their study.
“The two nuts had finished tea, and as
om Rawson was not there just then they
put on cigarettes afterwards,
i3 immy Silver took no heed of the cigar-

were generally con-
All thoughts

L7 Shall T put your names dewn on my
st 7" lie asked.
HFar Knowles?
*No: for Neville
"'l'lmnkn no.”
L “You're vo

gnnncd Towny.

g Modern?™
said Topham,
“(eme

£ You know we are,”
L Yes, we know it,” said Jimmy,
pr a walk with us, will you?”

¥No fear! We're goin’ down to Hall.”
“J'. lekt‘ for walk,

you ta come a

\\: il, I won't come [
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“You mistake. You will.  Collar them!™
Townsend  and  Topham  jumped up
furiously,

But they were collared in a moment,

aind in spite of their fierce protests, they
were marcied way to the box-room at the
end of the passage.

“What are you up to?" shriecked Towns-
end, as he was hustled into the box-roam.
“1 suppose you don't think you can keep
us here?”
rather

think so,” assented Jimmy
're going to hold a m(‘Ltlug ot
the junior debating ao(‘wtv this evening—
you're weleome to qpea}(

“You mean you're goiug to keep us
out of the clection, and pretend afterwards
that it was a wmeecting of the debating
gociety sed Topharn,

“Toppy, old man, you'ré growing quite
bright.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Keep them quiet here,” said Jimmy
Silver. “If they try to get out before the
—ahem !—dchate, lnock them on  the
head.” :

“*You bet!” said Conroy.

The three Colonials were left in charge
af the prisoners, and the rest of the party
left the box-room.

Townsend anil Topham eyed one angther
and their guardians in fury and dismay.

They did not make any altempt to get
out of the room,

They knew that that was useless.

Ten minutes later the door was opened,
and Peele and Go were marched in,
squirming and protesting.

Five minutes more, and there was an up-
roar in the passage.

Conroy opened the door, grinning.

Through the doorway came hurtling the

| clegant figure of Adolphus Smythe of the

Shell. not looking quil‘{_ so elegant now as

+ usual,

Adolphus landed withies bump and a roar,

After him came Tracy, spiuming.

He collapsed on Smythe, eliciting an-
other roar from the unhappy Adolphus,

Selwyn, Chesney and Howard followed
them in, helped by a liberal application
of Fourth-Form hoots behind.

There was a chovrus of protests, howls,
and fierce denunciations in the box-room,
Jim Silver did not heed.
H s followers away
vietins

in search of




were

6
Conroy & Co. remained within the box-
room on guard.

The door was locked, and tho key was
in the Australian junior's pocket.

And though the odds against the three
heavy, Smythe & Co. made no
attempt to get hold of the key.

The three sturdy Colonials were dread-
fully hard hitters, and the Classical nuts
were not fond of hard hitting.

Moreover, each of them had a bat in
his hand, and those bats were not to be
argued with,

There was a knock at the door soon alter-
wards, and Conroy opened it.

Tubby Muffin was hurled in, grunting.

He collided with Adolphus’ Smytl and
thrcw his arms round Smythe’s neck to
s himsell from falling.

Smythe shoved him off angrily, and the

fat Classical rolled on the floor ‘and yelled
dismally.

Tracy minor of the Second was
“chucked"” in after him, and several more

]fag:doi the Third and Second Forms fol-

oW
The
cm\w’.ud.
“Better keep guard outside now,”
.!'mxmy Silver,
o you think we're goin' to stand
this ! shrieked Smythe, in helpless wrath.

"le can sit down if you like, dear
Loy."”

The door was closed on them.

Qutside, the Colonial Co, remained on
guard.

There was really danger of a revolt if
they had stayed inside, the crowd of pri-
soners was Erowing so pumerous.

During the next half-hour the door was
opened again, and junior after junior, fag
after fag, was pitched  into the box-room.

All the nuts of the Classical side, all
the fellows who, for one reason or an-
other, good or bad, had determined to
vote ‘Modern, came In ing into the box-
room in twos or threes,

Large as the room was, it was getting
swarmed.

There were nearly thirty fellows there
when the door was finally closed and locked
on the outside.

And Jt was past half- past six.

box-room was growing  quite

said

“Thai’s about the lot,” said Jimmy
Silver, in the passage “1'd have liked
a fow more, but some of the cads are

ofit of doors and we can’t collar lem in

the quad; might attract attention.”

THE SHADOW OF SHAME!

ha! It might!” chortled Mornin:

“Ha.
t

n.

“And some have gone into ITnll alread: |
and we can’t nobble them under the nos
of the prefeets,” said Jimmy Silver regre:]
fully, “I suppose Neville wouldn’t real!
approve of this.” -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But as we're not going to tell hin
that doesn’t matter. One of us had betic

stay here.” :
“It's losing a vote,” zaid Lovell “W
can t afford to chuck votes away, evel

"

no

X Up to the last moment,” said Jimm:
“You stick here. C’ourov. and cut down ¢
Hall at the last minute.”

“Right you are!”

And as seven o'clock drew near, Jimnn
Silver & Co. marched inte Hall, in goo!
time for the election. ¥

CHAPTER 19. -
The Captain's Election!

“ E'VE got kesp our
peeled,” remarked Tommy Dod |
oracularly, as he and his chun
left Mr. Manders’ House on th::

futeful evening. '

“It's all serene,” answered Cook. “Ever |
fellow will come up to the scratch. TFhe!
know what they'd get if they didn't.”

“Bedad, an’ they do!” said " Doyld
emphatlcally :
know the Moderns will turn up

du&'er ” answered Tommy Dodd. Th?{
mostly in Hall alread lha ve got order-
It's our Classical bm{el’a I'm thinking of
Some of the Fourth have been threate:
ing to sealp Smythe for backing our”man
Smythey’s a bit of a funk, and may b
scared off. He's got to have proteetio:
if he needs it.”

*Faith, an’ a hidirg wouldn’t do hin
any harm, Tommy darling! re -yol
know why+he’s votin' for our man?”

“A vote's a vote, and we 're not goind
to risk lcmng, Smythca answered hic
leader. 'We've gob ta keep a special e
on Smythe & Co., in case those bounde
try to threaten. them. Then therc:
Muaffin—"

“That fat baste!”

“A fat beast can voto as well as a tht
beast!” grinned Tommy Dodd. “We
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Muflin scoff two-thirds of our rations,
pd everything else we could get for him,
br his vote. Well, if somebody elee [ed
fim at the last miuutc, he would go back
n us. The clection may turn on a single
ote; there's no telling. You keep Mu
ndu- your eye, Cook.”

it will be scen ‘that the
hree Tommies were very much on their
ward, and were not running any risks with
pheir voters.

Knowles had no keener backers than the

'ommies, though they disliked him ex-
eedingly, {
Bat he was “their man,” and they were |

joing to get him in,
here was nothing ?rdt lassical about
gmmy Dodd & Co.
Thny had been very busy, and it was
ibout a quarter to seven when they entered
Big Fall in the School House.
,gig Hall was getling crowded,
The candidates had not yet appeared, but
i large number. of seniors of the Fiith
Sixth were present, and Mr. Bootles
ad just come in.
Mr. Bootles and Mr.
sliers in the election.
| Tommy Dodd looked round him keenly,
make sure that all the Modern sup-
priers were present.
S atesby an me ton were looking after
enior voters very sharply, but the junior
Joment was under Tommya special eye.
| Cecil Knowles had been rather surprised
v Tommy Dodd’s keenness,
had had many rubs with Tommy,
there was no love lost between them.
n point of fact, if Knowles was success-
he was Ilkoly to owe it in great part
Tommy Dodd’s faithful backing.
word was law among the

fodern juniors, and fags who might have
pembered  cuffs  and  canings  from
owles at an awkward moment for him
¢ all. following  Tommy’s loyal lead.
xmmy Silver & Co. came in, and
from the guarter where Tommy
dodd ua.s looking about him,
oy did not want anything to say to
ommy just then
t. ’]'.'ummy ]omcd them, with a knitted

B }ma noted the absence of the Classi-
nuts, and of Tubby Muffin and some
the fags who had gone over to the
odern party.

Wiggins were the

]
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“Don’t your blessed Classics know it's
ten to zeven?” asked Tommy, with sar-
casm. “Or are they going to hop in at

the last minute ¥
“0Oh, we're turning u
force!” said Jimmy canﬂ»
“%;‘cn Smythe 7

in preity good
sly.

“Where is the duffer, then?”

“I saw him at dinner.”

“Oh, don’t be a funny ass!” =aid
Tommy Dodd crossly. “8mythe’s vutinq
Maoder None of your tricks, you know!”

“Tricks!” said Jimmy Silver, opening his
eyes in astonishment at the bare sugges-

tion.
“Oh, draw it mild!” said Lovell. ~“As

for tricks, what about fellows betting to
lose money if Knowles gets in? I call it
bribery !"

Tommy Dadd coloured a little.

He new  something  of  Knowles’
methods, and in some respects he was not

proud of his candidate,

“T've had no hand in anything of that
kind!” he said hotly.

“1 know that; but some Maoderns have,
and it's a dirty trick!”

“Well, if anybody's bribed, it's a Classi-
eal! A Modern would hit you in the cye
if vou tried it on him!” retorted Tommy.

“The thief's as bad as the receiver,”
said Raby.

“Alll very well. But where’s Tubby
Muffm?”

“Ask me another.”

“Have you chaps been feeding him?”
askml Tommy Dodd suspiciously.

“ Hallo! ere comes the merry candi-
date,” said Oswald.
nowles came in with Stephen Catesby.

A few moments later Neville entered,
with Jones major and Lonsdale,

Their entrance was the signal for a
burst of cheering, in which Modern vied
with Classical in apparently attempting to
raise the ancient roof from its rafters.

Other fellows crowded in after them.

ig Hall was filling. It was close on
seven.
Mr. Wiggins came in, and joined Mr.
Bootles. z
Jimmy Silver & Co. smiled at one an-
other,

They took up o sirategic position closa
to the big door.
That door would bo

closed at seven
o'elock, and all who were i

ot wi the
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Hall at that hour would be shut out of
the election.

Jimmy Silver meant to see that the door
was closed as soon as Conroy had darted
in_at the last moment.

Knowles' majority, largely pgained by
shady methods, would remain shut up in
the box-room, out of the proceedings.

Meanwhile, Tommy Dodd was getting
anxious.
He compared mnotes with Cook
Dioyle, who shared his anxiety
“The silly idiots will 1niss the vete if
they don't come in!" said Dodd. “Cut
and warn _them, Cook! They musi
o

and

“Don’t let tho
out, theni”

“We'll watch ‘emi”

Cook hurried out of the Hall, but he
came back in a few minutes. -

He was alono.

“Can’t find ’em!” he announced. “All
the studies aro empty, and I couldn’t sce
a soul in the quad!™”

“Where the thump can they be?”
claimed Doyle.

Tam Dodd set his teeth,

“It's dodgoe of some sort!” he
teced. “They're being kept away. Why,
there's more than twenty of our backers
missing "

“Three minutes to seven!” said Cook,
with a glance at the big clock. ot
much time left for 'em.”

“It's a dodge!” repeated Tommy Dodd.
“My hat! They'ro closing the door!”
He raised his voice and bayled: “Leave
that door alono, you Classical cads!”

Mr. Bootles looked round.

“Bilver!”

“Ye-es, sir!”

“Tt is not yet time to close the door.”

“ Ahem! All right, sirl”

Jimmy geve Tommny Dodd a glare, and
Tommy  grinned.

“That shows they're keeping them out!”
whispered Cook. “They've got all their
men here, and they want to keep ours
out. Hallo! There's Conroy.”

Conroy of the Fourth came quit-lly into
the =Hall and joined the Classical group
just  inside the door.

Tt wanted one minute fo soven.

Tommy Dodd was wild with impatience.

Thero was no sign of Smythe & Co., or
Tubby Muffin or the rest, and the Iast
minute was slipping away in i
seconds.

Classical eads shut me

ex-

rapid
! I
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“I'm going out!” whispered Tommy.

“Youn'll miss the voting!”

“] tell you our men arc heing keph
away somechow, If that's so, we'll make
‘em open the door if I can find em. Tt
you hear me at the door, tell Knowles
T've fetched 'em along, and he'll make
‘em_open the door !

A a?

Tommy Dodd slipped out of the Hall,
and Jimmy Silver grinped as he went.

It was another voter gone.

The clock indicated seven, and the Clas-

sical juniors ehut the big door with a

'uan%.

“Qur game!” grinned Lovell .
And the Fistical Four smiled with satis-
faction.

CHAPTER 20.
Captain of Rookwgod!
JOMMY DODD hurried up the stair-

I cuse, doserted now,

No one was in sight in the pas-
sages.

It was certain enough that voters were
being kept away, and Tommy Dodd did
not grumble at the *‘dodge.”

It was no more than just retaliation for
Knowles' many dodges.

But he did not mean to let it succeed
if he could help it.

He hurried along, and looked into some
of the Classical studies. Bus they were
empty. »

Bang, bang, bang!

Tommy Dodd jumped as he heard that
sudden commotion from the direction of
the box-room.

He fairly raced towards it.

Thump, thomp

Smythe had started thumping, in the
hope that someone might hear and let the
prizoners out. g

But for Tommy Dodd’s wariness
Smythe would have hoped in vain.

Tut, as it happened, Tommy was there
to hear.

Tommy Dodd knocked at the door.

“Who's in there?” he called out,

“By gad! Is that you, Doddi™

“Yes, That you, SBmythe?” '

“You bes! That cad Silver® shut us
up here to keep us out of the election !
velled Smythe, through the keyhole, “Un-
ack tho deor!”

“There’s no key here.™
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“Oh, gad, then we're done, after all! Tuside,’ wmy  Silver & Co. had their
a key from somewhere, Dodd— | backs against
re's nearly thirty fellows here.” The election in the hall was p:ocecdm;,
“Oh, crumbs!” gusped Tommy Dodd. Catesby had proposed Knowles, seconded
3 'lormm was a fellow of resource, but he | by Frampion, and Jones major and Lons-
- was dismayed. dale had done the samo for Neville
K ‘II}l"i:]h past seven, and he was shut out | Topmy Dodd hammered fiereely outside,
' O a

but the roar of cheering that grected the
uonnuauuns dmunr‘d the noise.

"Too late!" chuckled Jimmy Silver.
through the kr\ho!n “You can keep out
now. Doddy!”

“Let us in, blow you!" shouted Smythe.

It was doubtful if he would regain an
entrance, with his rescued voters, if" he
resened them.

And the door was locked between.

“Get us out somchow, man!” yelled
EO“' li.er ‘We've got to beat” that .Timzm Silver jumped at that voice,
prela g . “My hat! They've ot out!™ he whis-

“I'll- get you out somehow,” said ¥ L b
’Iommy Dch]d' Wait a minute!” ?e;:;ﬂ, ;ml‘;”t;::gmd“ *Doddig gt £ho

Tommy was desperate, w s B s . o

The elcction trm?ll)lcd in the balance. rirr'ﬁte} ra. mot. .caming ini" adid’ Lovell
" He knew that the Modern candidate | = The shot-out voters kicked and ham-
could not win on a count without those| mered and thumped.
thiriy votes. « | Within, the cheering had died down,

He rushed into the nearest study, in .nui the uproar outside was quite audiblo.

ch of an instrument for breaking the ‘hear 1 “,.], epered Jimmy. —“Kick up
lock, leaving the consequences of such a row, ar
reckless proceeding to take care of them- “Hurrah!” roared Lovell, *‘Neville for
aclves. . ever! Hooray!”

He dragged open Lovell's lool-chest in | “Silonce, please,” said Mr. Bootles,
the end stndy, and seized a hammer and looking round,

a cold chisel. | “Hurrah! Hip-pip!”?

In a twinkling he was back at the door “Silence!” shouted Knowles.
of the Lox-room. “Open that door!” yelled Tommy Cook,

“Pull at the door!” he called out. | easily guessing the state of affairs. “Get

“Right-ho ! | away from that door, you Classical cads!”
Clang, clang! Bang! | *“Shift him, bedad!” howled Deoyle.
Tommy jammed the chisel between the | “Order!”
door and jamb, and hammered it fiercely. |  “Siop that shuffling, there, you fags!”
. With a rain of blows he drove it in, and | shouted \'ml"m
. the lock strained and creaked and groaned | “Silly asz! He don’t know we're mak-
under the steady pressure. | ing him captain of Rookwood!” growled

Then, with three or four fellows drag- | Lovell. *“Keep those Modern cads off "
ging at the handle of the deor within, and | “W’e ehall now proceed to take the
 Tommy Dodd wrenching at the cmbcddcd count,” said Mr. Bootles. " Hands up for
chisel without, the lock parted. B nll:,“ p!cﬂme. Quiet there !

There was a loud erack, and the door| “Ord

C flew open. "Tllefre keeping out our vaters!” yelled
“ Hurrah!” gasped Townsend. \
“(Come oq?gs)l:oeuh,d Tommy Dodd | 'Srlnm:ul Anyone not in Hall by seven

He threw down the chisel, and ran for | cannot come in,” said Mr. Bootles. “The
the staircase; and after him ran Adolphus | time ofl the eclection was perfectly well
Smythe and Peele and Tubby Muffin and | known.

the rest, Tommy Cook did not heed.
They were only too keen on avenging He called on his comrades to the attack,
“ their imprisonment by defeating Jimmy | and there was a terrific charge of the
Silver at the last moment. Moderns,

- In a breathless_crowd, they arrived at | The election could not proceed while
the door of Bi tha\l nproar was going on.
It was doscf and locked, Three or four prefects strode amene the
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pommelling  juniors, laying about them

right and left to restore order,

The belligerents were scattered by those
drastic measures,

But Tommy Doyle made a spring for
the door, and seized the key and turned
it back.

He was caught by the collar by Carthew
the next moment, and swong away. |

But the door was open now, and Tommy

Dodd and his merry men swarmed in.
“Keep them  out!” voared Lovell
ain't fair—it's past seven!”’
“Turn those cads out—it's too late!”
yelled Jimmy Silver,
“We've been locked in a box-reom!”

howled Smythe.  “Stand by us, Knowles;
we're voting for you, and we've been kep
away hy foree.”

“*Sneak!” yvelled Lovell.

But Knowles had heard enough, and he
strode on the scene,

“What's that? Kept away by foree?”
he exclaimed.

“Yaas!” gasped Adolphus.

“Then yvou can come in.  Mr. Bootles,
these juniors were kept aw by force.
Under the circumstances, they must be
allowed in.”

“Bless my soul!” eaid Mr. Bootles. |
“Yes, certainly. T am shocked at such a |
thing. I trust it was only a joke. Let

them enter, by all means!

The ‘door clanged shut again

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at one an-
other with sickly expressions.

A foew minutes more, and Neville wouid
have been elected captain of Rookwood,
but it was not to be.

Tommy Dodd had been ons too many
for his old rivals.

Tommy grinned screnely at the Fistical
Four.

“Sold ngain!” he choriled.

And Jimmy Sjlver could only glare.

There was nothing else to be done.

The counting proceeded.

Jimmy Siiver & Co. held up their hands
for Neville, and yelled applause; but their
hopes were mnot high.

They howled with derision when
vote was taken for Knpowles, but
though it was a personal satisfaction,
not affect the resul -

There was a breathless Dush when Mr,
Bootles, after comparing notes w
Wig . anncunced  the  result
count.

the
that,
did

Mr.
of the

or

“lecil Knowles, one hundred aud thirty
votes.”

SHAME!

Oh 1" murmured  Jimmy Silver.
“Lawrence Neville, one hundred and
five votes.™

“Oht”?

“(Cecil Knowles is duly elected captain
of Rookwood I
There was a roar of cheering from the
Knowles faection, and deep groans from
the Classicals. .

Knowles' face was smiling,

It was the realisation of his long ambi-
tion,

Fate had removed Bulkeley from his

path, and he had won what he had long
schemed for.
mmy Silver groaned.
Majority twenty-five!” he murmured.
We should have done it if that beast
Dodd hade’t got those rotters out of the
box-room! It's the limit!”

“Sickening 1" growled Lovell.

Jitmmy Siﬁror g, Co. had done their best,
but Cecil Knowles walked out of Big Hall
captain of the sohool, and he walked as if
he were treading on air.

That evening there were great rejoieings
on the Modern side. fr

On the Classical -side there was less satis-
faction; though the Fistical Four found
o eolace in visiting Smythe’s study, and

Jike anything but rejoicing.

“J4 ean’t be helped,” Jimmy Silver re
marked, later. “Keep smiling!
our  be and a fellow can't do more!
And if Knowles trics any of his games
now he's captain of Rookwood, he will
find himself up against this study; and
this study never says die! Keep emil-
ing 1™

CHAPTER 21.
Knowles Shows His Hand!
UBBY MUFFIN put his head in at
l the end study in great excitement,
“Jimmy Silver—you fellows—"
“Hallo!” said Jimmy Silver, look-
ing round.
“The list’s up!” announced Tubby.
«Oh 1

“Nearly all Moderns said  Tubby.
“Just as we expected, you know. Come
and look at it! - The fellows are grousing,
T can tell you!” =

agging the rejoicing nuts till they felt

We did |
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And Tubby Muflin vanished, to carry the |
L news further.

Silver & Co. were at prep. in the |
but they rose ta their feet at |

onee.
Prep. on such an oeccasion could wait.
All Rookwoad, in fact, was waiting to seo
list of the First Eleven for the St.
match—the last big fixture of the
season at Rockwood.
cals and Moderns alike were cager
to sce the kind of cleven Knowles of the
Sixth intended to put into the field.
By that list it could be scen how the
new captain of Rookweod intended to work.
The Fistical Four quitted their study and
hurried towards the stairs.
They found a good many

maore of the

al  Fourth  bound in the same
divection,

“I hear Koowles has done said

Mornington, as he came out of study

L
with Errell ‘and joined the Fistical Four.

“Looks like it,” answered Jimmy Silver.
- “But let’s see the list!”

The juniors hurried downstai

Strietly speaking, the St.
being a First Eleven match,
the heroes of the Fourth.
They played 8t. Jim's themselves—the
junior team; and, truth to tell, the junior
match loomed larger in their eyes than the
senior match did.

But all Rookwood took a pride in the
exploits of the Rookwood First, which had
done great things under Bulkeley's leader-
ship

Il.
junier
really *

Jim’s mateh,
did not concern

would be a blow to nll senior and
nlike if Ihe Fivst ven should
‘o {o pot " under I.m,\ new leader-

ship.

Jimmy Silver & Co. found a crowd
already collected before the notice-hoard in
the hall, where the cricket list was posted
up for all to read.

The crowd were nearly all of Classicals,
and their comments were decidedly un-
favourable,

“ Rotten [

“What a set of tripe!”

“It’s a_joke |

“Knowles must be potty!”

“This is asking St. Jim's for a ]

Such were the remarks Jimmy Silver
Co. heard as they came up. |
They heard other remarks, tee, as they '

.

ng |

& |
|

OWN

shoved their way threugh the erowd by a
liberal use of elbows,
Dut they did not heed then.
'J hey were anxious to sce the |
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"Wha are you shoving, hedac roared
F i\ nn,
“You, old chap!” answered Jimmy

Silver cheerily.

And he won his way to the board, fol-
| lowed by his chums.
“What do you think of that, Jimmy

Silver?” shouted Rawson.
“Let’s read it,” answered Jimmy,
And he read it, with o frowning bro
The list of players given for the lust
match of the season ran:

C. KNOWLES,
5. CATESBY.
R

T,

H. TRLQHA\I.
M. MYERS.
T. LISTER.
K. BRAYE,
L. NEVILLE.
E. JONES

M. CARTHEW,

Jimmy Silver fairly blinked at that list,

Light names in it belonged to the Modern
side of Rookwood.

The final three were Classicals.

Several of them were fellows who had
nover been seleated for the Rookwood First
at all, even as reserves,

Of the three Classicals, Neville and Jones
major were firstrate men,c but  Mark
Carthew certainly was not.

DBut he was a friend of Kunowles', and that
accounted for hiz selection.

Jimmy rubbed his eyes.

“My only hat!” he said. *That isn’t a
Rookwood  team—that's a  Modern o
team. Lonsdale’s loft out, and Hausom,
and Scolit y hat!™

“It's asking fur a licking,” said Raby.

“An’ gettin’ _it, by gad!”" remarked
Mornington, Knu\w]es is beginnin' well 1"

“Here comes Neville!”  murmured
Oswald.

The juniors made way for Neville of the
Sixth, &s he came along with Lonsdale.

Neville glanced at tho excited crowd of
juniors,

“What's ont” he asked.

“It’a lhc cricket-list,” said

“Oht

Jimmy Silver,
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“Your name’s in it
Smythe of the Shell.

Neville took no notiee of that remark.

e read the list through quictly.

Lonsdule read it, too, and his brow
darkened.
Lonsdale had been one of Bulke s host

men, and he could not be spared from the
First Eleven in a big fixture.

But Knowles bad evidently
that he could spare him,

“My hat!” said Nevillo at last.

“What a team!” said Lonsdale, his lip
curling, “Well, the Classical chaps who
voted for Knowles are gettin’ what they
askod for now. 'T'hat list is simply a
disgrace !

The two seniors walked away.

“We know what the Sixth think of it
now,” grinned Oswald.

Hansom of the Yifth
Lumsden.

Both of them generally played for the
Rookwood First in Bulkeley's time.

Both of them were left out of Knowles'

anm.

“Did you ever?" gasped Hansom. as he
stared at the list.

“Well, hardly ever!” remarked Lumsden,

“Tt must be a joke!”

“ A jolly bad joke!”

considered

came up with

“Knowles will have to be talked to about |

this!” exelaimed Hansom hotly. “I voted
for the fellow. It was understood that he
was going to play the game. This isn't
playing the game. This is favouring the
Madern side, and chucking away First
Eleven matches.”

The Fifth-Formers stalked away in great
wrath.

Jimmy Silver & Co. returned to the end
study.

Prep. had to be done. But thai evening
the Classical juniors certainly did not give
o much thought to prep. as they should
have given.

The way Knowles had started, as captain
of Rookwood, filled all thoughts,

It was not only that he was going to put
into the field a team that couldn’t beat St
Jim's. That was bad enough!

But it was clear that in Knowles’ eyes the
Modern side—his own side—was the only
side that mattered, and that under the new
caplain ihe Classicals were ta be lefi out
in the cold in every way.

And that was sericusz,

THE SHADOW OF SHAME!

Neville,” grinned |

“They're going to remonstrate with
Knowles, 1 believe,” said Jimmy Silver,
with a sniff. “Fat lot of good that will
be! Knowles will only grin. He's got the
whip-hand now, and he's going to use it.”

“And Reookwood games will go to pot!”
said Tovell

“Well, it does look like it. " Serve the
fellows  right for electing  Knowles 1"
growled Jimmy. “I wish old Buikeley
could come back !

Jimmy Silver was not the _only fellow
on the Classical side who wished that.

The Classicals—even some of those who
had voted for Knowles in the captain’s
election—would have given a great deal to
see George Bulkeley in his old place at
Rookwood again.

CHAPTER 22,
Knowles Knows Best!
BCIL KNOWLES was standing by the
‘ window in his study. ;
He turned from the window with
a smile to Catesby and Frampton,
who were in the study.
“We're goin' to have visilors,” he re-
marked.
The two Modern senjors grinned.
“I thought the ericket list would stir "em
up a bit,” remarked Frampton.
“Bound to!” smiled Cateshy.
They joined Knowles at the window.
Through the dusk of the quad they dis-
cerned Noville and Jones major of the
Sixth, and Hensom and Lumsden of the
Fifth, coming to the House.
The four Classical seniors looked very
serious. 1\ i
There was no doubt that it was Knowles’
selection of the First Eleven that was the
cause of their coming.
“Shall we clear off, Knowles?” asked

stay where you are. I shall speak
protty plainly if there’s any nonsense.”

“Good | [Y.et them understand that the
captaincy is on this side of Rookwood
now !” A

“I intend to. We had to do a lot of
knucklin’ under while Bulkeley was skipper.
It's their turn now.”

“Hear, hear!” chuckled Knowles'
supporters.

In a very cheery mood the three Modern
seniors walted for the visitors

two
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“Come in!” said Knowles very politely,
&as a tap came at the door.

Neville and his companions entered.

Knowles greeted them with a cheery nod.

" Glad to see you fellows ™ he said affably.
#8it down!”

“ We shan’t be, staying long,” said
“The fact is, we've come to see you a |
the team for the St. Jim’'s match, Knowles.” |

“Any suggestions to offer 2”

“Yes; if you care to hear them.”

“Certainly! You are on the commiitee,
Neville, and you have a right to make any
suggestion you think fit. Of course, the
1 rests with ‘the captain of the

“I don't dispute that,” said Neville drily;
while Hansom of the Tifth gave utterance
to an expressive grunt, “We've seen the
notice you've posted up, Knowles. Tt was
the first I'd seen of it when I found it on
the board., Ave we to take that cricket-list
seriously 7

Knowles clevated his eycbrows.

“Naturglly I’ he replied.

“That’s the eleven you intend to play
against S& Jim's?”

Yoo

“And you expect to win?”
Jones major.

“I hope to,” answered Kuowles calmly.

“With that team 1" snorted Hansom.

“You think it could be improved?” asked
Knowles. i |

“What! I know it could!”

“Well, T don’t think T ought to leave out
Neville or Jones major,” said Knowles, with
a shake of the head. “They're good men.”

“Eh! I'm not suggesting anything of
the sort. Leave out some of the Modern
crocks you're loading up the team with,”
said Hansom,

Knowles smiled. ~

“I'm afraid you're a bit prejudiced, as a
Classical, Hansom. You must really allow
me to use my own judgment, especially in
connection with fellows in my own house
that I know thoroughly well.” N

“I should jolly ‘well think so,” said
Catesby warinly, -

“If you're determined to play this team,
Knowles, I suppose there’s nothing more to

said,” said Neville guietly. “DBut as|
ead of the Classical side, I feel bound to |
protest. It's practically a IHouse team, not

broke in

"8 8chool team et all, and it can’t possibly
- Jneet St. Jim's on
]

anything like equal

-the Classical side.
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terms. It means a defeat for the Iirst
Eleven,”

“Why

“Because half the men you have sclected
are no good,” answered Neville bluntly.

“Because they are Moderns?” sneered
Frampton.

“Because they can’t play cricket up to
the standard required for a firft-class mateh,

“I don’t know it,” said Frampton. "I
know the Modern side produces better
cricketers than the "other side, though
Bulkeley didn’t think =0 in his time.”

“Oh, come out into the open!” said
Lumsden. “Now Knowles is captain, tha
Classical side is to be left in the shade.
That’s it.”

“Not at all,” said Knowles smoothly.
“You remember what Bulkeley used to say.
In matters affecting the school we must
forget that there are two sides to Rook-
wood, and think only of the school.”

“That’s right enough.”

“Well, that's what I'm doing. Bulkeley
worked on that principle, and it always led
him to select the majority of players from
It just happened that
Working on  the same

LIBRARY

| I mean, and you know it,”

way, of course.

| principle, I happen to find the best mcn on
| the Modern side,”

“Only you don’t find the best men there;
you find a set of crocks,”

“I might have said the same to Bulkeley
in his time, T certainly thought so,” said
Knowles calmly. “The fact 13, since you
foree me to speak plainly, I'm not satishied
with Classical cricket.” %

“ What #”

“1 want fo see a general improvement in
your form,” went on Knowles. “T want to
see you stick to practice, and buck up
generally,.  When you [xroduce men fit to
play for Rookwood FIl play them with
pleasure, Intil then T've got to win
matches somehow with the material I've got
in hand. That’s how the matter stands.”

Knowles spoke with perfect gravity,
though the effect was somewhat spoiled by
the lurking grins of his two comrades.

The Classical eeniors stared at him almost
open-mouthed,

Knowles” statement was so dircetly con-
trary to the facts, that it quite took their
breath away.

“Bo—s0 that's how you look at it, is it?”
gasped Jones major at last.
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“Yes, that's it.”

“Then we may as well get out.
you fellows 1™

“We protest!” said Hansom,

Knowles nodded.

1 will make a note of your protest,” he
replied.

“ And you arc going to play that team of
duds all the same?”

“] am going to play the Rookwood First,
if that is what you mean.” .

“Then I'm dashed if T'll play in a team
that goes out hunting for a thumping lick-
ing ! exclaimed Jones major angrily.

“If you choose to resign your place, of
course you are at liberty to do s0,” gaid
Knowles unmoved. I dare say I can 6l it
—we've got plenty of good men in this
House. Only don't say it was my doing to
make the First Eleven entirely Modern,
The responsibility for that will be yours.”

Jones major strode out of the study with-
out replying.

His companions followed him.

Knowles had them in a cleft stick, as it

Come on,

ere.

The Classical players could either share
in the match, foredoomed to defeat, or they
could resign and put it in Knowles' power
to say that defeat was brought about by
their desertion.

They were breathing hard as they crossed
the quad back to the Schocl House. /

Knowles smiled as the door closed.

T don’t think our dear friends got much
change out of me,” he remarked.

“Not much!” grinned Frampton. *“By
gad, this is like Bulkeley's time over again,
but with the boot on the other leg!”

And Catesby chuckled,

’

CHAPTER 123.
Tubby Muffin Has His Suspicions!
UBBY MUFFIN insinuated himself
inte the end study,  whero the
Fistical Four were otarting their
preparation.

Tubby ought to have been at prep. hin
self, but he was apparently putting it off,
as he often did, sometimes with dire results
to himself when he had to deal with Mr.
Boailes in the mor

Jimmy— he began.
vivesl o hand at him,

tveu see Lm

bugged Siltuze 1

OF SHAME!

“Clear!” grunted Lovell.

“Jeat!” said Raby.

« Absquatulate I” howled Newcome.

Tubby Muffin remained entirely unmoved
by those four ebjurgations, all delivered at
once.

He only waited for silence, and recom-
menced :

“1 say, Jimmy, Catesby's gone out!”

“PBother Catesby! What the dickens does
it matter to us whether a blesscd Modern
bounder stays in or goes out?” snapped
Jimmy. “Let a fellow work!”

“But I say—"

“(Go and do your prep.,
You'll have Bootles on your track
morning 1

“Never mind prep. now,” said Tubby.
“(atesby’s gone out, I tell you. It's &
jolly good chance for one of you fellows to

you fat duffer!
in the

{ nip into his study!”

Jimmy looked up from his work at lash
and stared at the fat Classical

“What.on earth should anybody nip into
Catesby’s study for, you owl?” he de-
manded. “Have you gone off your
rocker "

“T've got a strong suspicion—"

“ Bow-wow !”

“That he's got a lot of grub there.”

_“Rats!”

“Then what is it he keeps in his desk??
demanded Tubby,

“Fh? Any old thing, T suppose!”

“T mean that big mahogany desk in his
study,” said Muffin eagerly. *He keeps it
locked; and always takes the key out.”

“Ho may be afraid of a fat little
inquisitive beast nosing among his papers I
remarked Raby caustically. .

“His fag's noticed it—in fact, he told
me,” said Tubby, unheeding. “One day
Catesby found him near the desk, and
cuffed him. Taverner wasn't going to-
touch his old desk, but Catesby cuffed him,
He thought he was. Looks suspicious,
don’t it?” ¥

" Oh,

“You see, Cat
that desk locked.

“Fow do you know?”

“His fag says so. Taverner says the
matches used to be ke%t in that dei, and.
he used to get them when he was going to
light a fire for Cateshy. Well, all of &
sudden Cateshy took to keeping it locked.
Why should he? The koy used to stick o

?_sby never used to keep
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the lock, but now Catesby wears it on his
watchch He don't keep papers in it
It's never opened. Taverner knows that.”

“And_ how does Taverner know that?”
asked Newcome,

“He was rather curious
see,” grinned Tubby, “so put h:m np
to a dodge. He stuck some wax in the
keyhole. It’s never been disturbed, though
it was a weeck ago. Catesby never unlocks
that desk. Yet heo's awfully careful about
the key. He had a ring made spomn]]y to
kup it on his \\ul.ch(,hlun "Tain’t a key|
vou'd wear on a chain, neither. It's rather
big and clumsy, and must be awkward on
a chain.”

Tubby Muflin paused and looked inquir-
ingly at the Fistical Four,

Evidently the Paul Pry of Rookwood con-
sidered that he had strong grounds for sus-
picion.

“What do you fellows think?” he asked.

“I think you'd better mind your own
business and let Catesby’s desk alone!” said
. Lovell gruffly.

“But he's hiding something in it!” urged |
Tubby. “What can he be hiding there it |
not grub?”

“Nonsense!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Don't you think so, Jimmy ?"

“No, T don't!”

“But he’s hiding something there I urged
Tubby. “Isn't it plain enought”

““Rats!”

“It's grub, right enough!” said Tubby
with conviction. “Couldn't be anything
else. I say, what a lark to scoff it and leave
him to find the desk empty when he goes
to take it out—what 7"

“¥You fat burglar!” said Lovell.

“T suggest one of you fellows going there,
You could burst the desk open by—by
accident, you know,”

“I'll burst yougmnot by accident, if you
don’t mizzle " excluimed Lovell indignantly.
“Buzz off, you fnt clam !”

“But, I say—"

Lovell grasped the inkpot, and Tubhy
Muffin rolled hastily out of the end study
without finishing his remarks.

The Fistical IFour were not to be enlisted
as amateur cracksmen.

“1 say, that’s jolly queer, all the same,”
remarked Newcome, as Lovell set down the
inkpot.  “Why should Catesby bother so
much over his old desk 7

about it, you
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Jimmy Silver smiled.

“I can guess what's in
answered.

" You cani” ejaculated Newcome,

“Yas

“What the dickens is it, then?”

“Papers!” said Jimmy,

“But how do you know ™

“Don’t you remember the day we were
at Woodend 7 said Jimmy, with a touch ot
impatience, “Catesby met his uncle there,
and the old johnny gave him a bundle of
papers to mind, Ten to one it's that that's
m the desk.”

i remcmbcr now,” said Lovell, with a
nod. “I'd forgotten. That was Jul]y queer,
too. It puzzled me at the time.”

“Not our business.”

“No; that's so. But it was queer. 1
wonder what Catesby would say if he knew
we knew ?” zaid Lovell, with a grin,

“Just as well he doesn’t. He would be
down on us, though we couldn’t help know-
ing, and as his pal is captain of Rookwood
now he could make it warm for us,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Not a word about it.
They want to keep it dark, accordlng to
what we heard them say. And it's not our
bizney. Pile in, or we shan’t pet done.”

And the Tistical Four resumed their
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that desk,” he

prep.
But Tubby Muffin was not thinking of
¢

prep.

The thought of Stephen Catesby’s locked
desk haunted him,

Tubby Mullin knew nothing of that
mysterious meeting between the Modern
prefect and his uncle, which Jimmy Silver &
Co. had accidentally witnessed.

The only conclusion he could come 1o was
that Catesby was concealing a store of food
in the mahogany desk, all the more becanse
Tubby's thoughts and dreams ran con-
tinually upon food.

The thought of that possible supply was
so enticing to the fat Classical that he made
up his mind at last to risk it himself,
having failed to interest the Fistical Four
in the matter.

With great caution Tubby made his way
into Mr. Manders’ House, and as most of
the fellows were at preparation at that hour
he succeeded in reaching Catesby's study
unobserved.

‘With bated breath the ful Ciassical tip-
toed into the study.

It was in darknesgs.
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Tubby groped his way to the desk in the
far corner and struck a match.

His eyes lingered on the desk, but he
tried in vain to force the locked lid.

His glance wandered to the poker in the |
grate, and he wondered whether he could
risk if.
The match went out, Tubby standing |
undecided.

The thought of food so near at hand made
him feel ravenous.

He struck another matel, his fat mind |
almost made up.

There was a step in the passage, and the

door opened.
“FHallo! You're in, Catesby?” It was|
Tresham of the Modern Sixth. “Hallo!

Wh
Tubby dropped the match in terror,
Trosham entered the study, switching on

the electric light.

Ho stared  sternly

Fourth-Former.
“You young sweep, what are you up to?"}

he exclaimed. “What are you doing at

that desk ?”

“Nen-nothing ! stammered 'Tubby. “I—

t touching it, you knmow. I—"
hat did you come here for?"”

“ N-nothing! ”

Tresham graspod him by the collar.

“This way " he said grimly.

“I—1 say Yaroeoh !” reared Tubby.
The Modern senior spun him out of the
study, ard planted a heavy boob behind |

b

|
|

at the palpitating

A, O

im.

Tubby Muflin went down the passage as if
he had been shot from a catapult.

Tresham burst into a roar of laughter as
he went.
_ Tubby Muflin did not laugh; he rosred
in quite another way, and fled for his life.

CHAPTER 24.
The St. Jim's Match!

IMY SILVER & CO. started for Big
Side immediately after dinner on the
following day.

They were looking very serious.
: Though the First Eleven match was nol,
in their eyes, =o important as their own
matches, they still admitted. that it was a
match of importance.

And thev had no desire to see Rookwood

THE SHADOW

OF SHAME!

First “walked-over ” by Kildare and his
merry men from St. Jim's,
But that was what they fully expected to

se0.

could a team composed almost
of Moderns beat any lot that could
play kot at all? ’
That was the question the Classicals asked
themselves, and to which they could lind

Most  of Classicals  agreed
Knowlos was simply chucking the
awav for the sake of Modern swank.

The view taken by the Moderns was quite

that
match

different.
Tommy Dodd & Co., the heroes of the
Modern  Fourth, opined that Rookwood

would finish the season in style mow that
the Modern side was really geiting a chanee
in the games.

1t was House patriotism that
Tommy Dodd taking this view.
was not founded on the facts.

But Tommy Dodd and the rest held that
view with great obstinacy.

“Hallo, Doddy!” said Jimmy Silver, as
he arrived on the cricket-ground and found
the Moderns there. Nice prospect for
to-day—what

“Ripping!” agreed Tommy Dodd.

“Faith, and we're going to see some
cricket  entoirely!” said Tommy Doyle
sturdily. “Real ericket, I mane!”

“1 don’t think!” snapped Lovell.

“No need to tell ns that, old scout,” re-
marked Tommy Dodd kindly. “We know
you don’t. You can’t, in fact !

“Look here, you cheeky Modern chump!”
roared Lovell belligerently.

“«Order!” said Kit Erroll with a laugh:
“Leave Tommy his opinion. He'll change
it fast enough when the play begins.”

“Well, that's so,” agreed Lovell.

“Rats!” said Tommy Dodd.

“What a team!” said Jimmy Silver, with
an extremely disparaging look at the First
Tleven, who were standing by the pavilion.
“Two good men—Jones major and Neville.
Carthew’s not much good.”

“What do you expect of a Classical?”
inquired Tommy Cook,

“But the rest. What a crew!” said Raby.

“8illy ass!” answered Tommy Dodd.
“Phe Classicals have had the games in
{heir hands too long. Now we're going to
see some cricket, now that the Modorns
have got a look-in.”

led to
It really
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“Here comes 8t. Jim’s!” said Morning-
“« »

ton. ey look a rippin® lot!
There was a cheet for the 8t. Jim's
cricketers.

Jimmy Silver knew a good many of them
by sight, having seen them when over at
St. Jim’s for the junior matches with Tom
Merry’s team.

Kildare, their captain, was a mighty
ericketer; and Monteith, Darrell, Langton,
Rushden, Lefevre, and the rest looked very
it and in great form.

They were a team that required the best
men in Rookwood to be put into the field
against them, and even the Maderns could
hardly maintain that Knowles' eleven re-
presented the best in Rookwood.

Knowles scemed to have no doubts, how-
ever.

He was smiling and confident.

A victory over St. Jim’s would certainly
have been a great triumph for Cecil
Knowles, and a proof of his contention that
the Moderns had never been given a fair
show under George Bulkeley’s rule.

But it was a very great question whether
he could win such a victory with his present
team.

Knowles himself was a first-class man,
and Catesby and Frampton were good; but
most of the others could have been replaced
with advantage from the ranks of the
Classical seniors,

Knowles won the toss, and elected to bat,
and he opened the innings for Rookwood
with Frampton.

Kildare and his men went into the field.

“What price duck’s eggs to-day 1 growled
Lovell.

“Cheap!” said Jimmy Silver,

And Tommy Dodd snorted.

Darrell bowled the first over for St. Jim’s
against Knowles,

The Moderns cheered loudlv as Knowles
dealt with the bowling.

The Modern captain was certainly at the |
top of his form, and at such times he was |

decidedly good.

Jimmy Silver felt his hopes rise as he
watched him.

Angry as he was with Knowles, Jimmy
could have tolerated his iriumph if only
he could have bagged a victory for Rook-
wood Sehoal.

Suddenly there was a loud shout.

“Well bowled 8t. Jim’st” |

in and
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Knowles' wicket was down for twenty-
five runs.

1t was a_good innings, against good bowl-
ing, and Catesby was ealled in to take his
captain’s place.

“Catesby will never stand that bowling,”
said Mornington sagely.

Morny was right.

After a few overs, Catesby’s wicket fell
to Langton of 8t. Jim’s.

A few minutes later Frampton was eaught
out by Kildare.

The Rookwood score stood at filty.

“A jolly good beginning!” said Tommy
Dodd, with a defiant look at Jimmy Silver
and the disparaging Classicals. s

“But what price the ending?” snorted
Lovell. *“Look out for the procession !”

And a “procession * it soon proved to be,
and Jimmy Silver’s misgivings were more
than realised.

CHAPTER 25.
Something Like a Licking!
NOWLES looked grim as he watched
the * procession.”
The Rookwood batsmen went to
the wickets, and came away—they
had little time to stay.

Knowles had set down Neville and
Jones major at tenth and eleventh, much to
tha disgust of the Classicals.

- Alter the third wicket fell not a single
run was taken till the tenth man went in.

That was Neville. Six batsmen had gone

ne out, ingloriously. .
fud no chance against the St. Jim's
bowling and fielding.

The Saints, by that time, were grinning.

This was not the ericket they had ex-
pected at Rookwood, and they were already
looking on the great match as a walk-over.

The game did not wake up again till
Neville and Jones major were at the
ckets, doing their best for Rookwood.
Tho Modern erowd.looked on grimly.
The collapse of Knowles' new men dis-
mayed them.

Even Tommy Dodd was silent and dis-
mayed.

The most patriotic Modern had to admit
that in Bulkeley’s time no Rookwood First
Team had ever collapsed in this deplorable
style. .

S‘IQ:I\":,‘H Tommy Dodd murmured to his

They

wi
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chums that perhaps Knowles had overdone |
it a little.

The opinion of the Classicals was that
Knowles had overdone it a lot.

Probably Knowles himself realised it by
this time, now that it was too late.

Tle had given more altention to exercising
his new powers, and humiliating the rival
Clussicals, than to selecting a winning team.

Now he was getting the result with a|
vengeance.

Tt was not much consolation to him that
Neville and Jones major were making a
great stand in their innings for Rookwood.

Both were Classicals, and their stand was
only too plain a hint of what might have
happened if he had played more of
Bulkeley’s men.

The two Classical seniors brought the
score up to. ninely between them before
Jones major was caught out by Monteith,
Neville earrying out his bat. |

“ All down for ninety!” said Mornington.

“Why don’t you Moderns cheer? Cheer, |
you beggars!”

But the Moderns did not feel like
cheering.

The innings had ended very early, and
it had ended badly.

And when the 3t. Jim’s men went to the
wickets they showed that their batting was
guite equal to their bowling and fielding.

Kildave remained at tho wicket while
other batsmen came and  went, even
Kuowles' best bowling failing to touch him.

As the runs piled up, the faces of the
Raokwood crowd grew longer and longer,

Lonsdale of the Sixth fairly groaned as
he waiched.

“Couldn’t T bowl him, Hansom #* he said
to the Fifth-Former, almost in despairing
tones. “They've put on Cateshy. Now,
ean't T bowl Catesby’s head off 1

“You can, old man,” said Hansom. “ And
ean’t I bat Catesby's head off ¥

“You can!” groaned Lonsdale, “I fell
ﬁml what, Hansom—that man Kildare will

o mot out, as well as first in. Knowles
can’t beat him. They'll declare.”

“What a game!” grunted Lovell.

“Tet you they'll declare!” grinned Marn-
ington. = “Why, they could keep it up till

dark, if they liked! Knowles is the only
really good man, beside Neville and Jones, |
and {1e worn’t give Neville the bowling.” {

Cecil Knowles scemed quite dqtnrm_inerll
on that.

OF SHAME!

But when the 8t. Jim’s score amounted
to a hundred runs for two wickets, the
Classicals in the crowd lost all patience,
and they fairly yelled at Knowles.

“Give Neville the ball!”

“¥Yah!”

“Let Neville have a chance!”

“Neville ean bowll Yah!”

Knowles flushed with rage, but he could
ot the appeal in which many of the

| Moderns were joining.

Neville was put on to bowl.

AMatters looked up a little for Rookwood
then., two wickets falling quickly.

But even Neville cunivfnot touch Kildare.

The runs went on piling up.

It was Jones major who caught Kildare
out at last, amid thunderous cheers ol
great relief from the Rookwood crowd.

Jimmy Silver & Co. shouted till they were
almost husky. o

“Well caught!”

“Bravo, Jones!”

“(ood man, Jonesy !”

“That was a good cateh,”
Todd. “Jolly queer a Classical
caten like that.”

“Lucky there was a Classical to do it
snorted Lovell. “Not that it makes any
differcnce. The Moderns have lost the
match.”

“Rot 1" answered Tommy, bub he spoke
without assurance.

The most sanguine Rookwooder had to
admit that prospects were very dubious for
the home team.

At 150 runs, Kildare declfired the innings
closed, as a good many of the Rookwooders
expected him to do.

The opinion among the St. Jim's men was
that they would not have to bat again.

Knowles was not looking happy.

Fven if he made 8t. Jim’s bat again he
could scarcely hope to beat their innings.

The new captain of Rookwood was
dy repenting him that he had allowed

vide and prejudice to carry him so far.

The.match was as good as thrown away,
and there would certainly be a reckoning
afterwards.

Tiven on the Modern side there would be
sevious complaints—the Moderns were not
Jacking in school patriotism.

To exalt his own side, at the expense of
lnsing school matches, was not the conduet
they expected even of their own captain.

Knowlos opened the Rookwood second

said Tommy
making a

"




Linnings in a dogged mood, hoping vet to
isnatch victory from the jaws of defeat.
He let Neville apen the innings with him,
with Jones major down third on the list.
This was an improvement, and showed
hat Knowles was beginning to see reason,
‘at least.
The few good men in the Rookwood team
‘put up a great fight.
. Bat  their opponents’ bowling was
good as ever, and their fielding superb.
. Kunowles went out after his twentieth run,
band Neville secured only 15

Catesby was down for 6, and Carthew
 for 2.
Frampton. had bad luck, and was dis-
missed for a duck’s egg.
Rookwood still wanted 17 to tie, of which
Jones major contributed 11,
" But. Lister added only 1;
(there was once more a * procession.’
Jimmy Silver locked at his chums with
feelings too deep for words.
i “They won’t have to bat again, even!” he

as

and afler that

sped. -

“No fear!” said Lovell gloomily.

“What  rot!” snapped Tommy Dodd

ficrcely.  “There's Braye to go vet, and
‘resham and Hoke!”

b “Tuppence the lot!” said Mornington,

“Fathead !

“What a merry job-ot!” said Oswald.

“Ii’s all over bar shouting. Why don’t

hose Moderns chuck it and go home ?”

“They might as well!” grinned Smythe
the Shell.

Smythe was right.

The rest of the story was

and the innings closed for 55.
Five were wanted to tie, to make St

Jim's bat again, but five hundred might

ust as well have been wanted; they were
not- to be had. :

St. Jim’s had

linnings to spare.

Knowles' face was like thunder.

He was not a good loser, and this defeat,

oo, was especialiy humiliating.

It was a defent of his plans and schemes,

as well as a cricket defeat.

It was seldom that Rookwosd First had

ver experienced such a crushing reverse on

the cricket-field, and it was impossible to

deny that the reverse was due to Knowles'

election of the players, and to that alone.

The crowd broke up in utter disgust.

duck’s eggs,

won the match with an
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Kildare and his men were smiling whon
they started on their homeward Journey,

They could net. help it.

They had been very keen on that match,
but they would hardly have taken so much
trouble if they had known what it was to
be like.

Knowles went to his study in a thunderous
mood. He went there alone.

Cntesby and Frampton had backed
their chief all along the line,
not expected this. .

And even Knowles' most faithful followers
were fed up now,

He had realised his long ambition, and
had become captuin of Rookwood: and in
the first exercise of his new authority he
had come a “mucker,” and he had himseif
to thank for it—which did not make it any
the pleManter!

up
but thev had

CHAPTER 2.
Catching 11!

b OW-0W-Woooop 1+
"'Ha]!o, that's Tubby Muffin "
said Jimmy Silver,

“Yowow-ow! Telp!”

“Sounds rather as if Tubby is gettin
hurt!” remarked Arthur Edward Lovell.
“I dare say be's asked for it. What's he
doing on this side, anyway ¥’

“Yaroch! Leggo, Catesby, you beast!
Yow-aw "

‘Come on, Jimmy !

But Jimmy Silver did_not “come on."

The ehums of the Classical Fourth
conie over fo Mr. Manders' House to spea
to Tommy Dodd about ericker.

They were on their way to the Modern

junior's study, when fhat sudden outburst
of yell

smote upon their ears.
velling came from Catesby's study-—
Cateshy, of the Modern Sixth.
had  evidently found Tubby
Muftin in his study, wherc he cortainly hasl
no business, and the fat Classical was woing
through it

“DBetter give them a look-in,” said Jimmy.
“Oh, rot!” said Raby. “Tubby's no
business there.”

“Seouting after Catesby’s grub, you Let 17

said Newcome. YA licking will” do him
good, Jimmy.”

“But Ca a  beast,” sail
Jimmy. , you knew. Let's

give then a look-i:
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TJimmy Silver settled-the matter by start-
ing for Catesby's study.

Iis comrades followed him.

There was no doubt that Muffin of the
Fourth had been “nosing ” where he had
no_concern,

But to judge by his howls, the Modern
prefect was going too far.

Even Tubby Muffin did not deserve to be
entirely slaughter

Jimmy Silver pushed the study door open.

Tubby Mufin was lying across a sofa,
held down by a heavy hand on his collar.

With his other hand, Catesby was wield-
ing a fives bat.

And the bat was making rapid play on
Tubby's fat person.

Stepht.n Catesby’s face was d'uk with

WlmcL ! Whack! Whack!

“Yarooh! Help! Yooop! ¥Yah! Leggo!”
wailed Tubby Muffin, “I wasn't going to
open your desk! Yow-ow! It's locked,
ain’t it, you beast? Yoooop! I-—I didn’t
expect to find any grub there! Yarooop!”

Whaek! Whaek! Whaek!

Jimmy Silver stepped in, his brows
kmtu.d

“That will deo, Catesby!” he ex-
claimed.

Catesby glared round.

“Get out of my study!” he snapped.

“Let Muffin come, too,” answered Jimmy.

“He's had enough,” said Lovell. “Don’t
be wch a bl.aslly bully, Catesby! Let the
kid alone

“y fmmd him trying to open my desk!”
roared Catesby.

“I wasn't!” shkrieked Muffin, “And it
wasn’t your desk—it was only that old desk

in the corner, the one you don't wuse.
Rescue 1"
Whack! Whaek!

Jimmy Silver ran forward.

Catesby had a right to punish the prying
Tubby, but there was a limit, and the
Modern prefect was far execeeding it.

Jimmy c¢aught hie descending arm, and
dz‘nggedy it aside, and the fives bat de-
scended on the sofs instead of upon Tubby
Muflin,

The next moment Jimmy- jerked it from
the prefect’s band, and pitched it across
the study.

“That’s enough!” he said curtly.

Tubby Muffin squirmed off the sofa as

THE SHADOW OF SHAME!

Catesby turned furiously on thc: Classical
junior.

With one rush Tubby was out of the
study, and fleeing for his life.

It did not scem to occur to his fat brain
to stand by his rescuer.

‘ You—you—you ocheeky cub!” shouted
Catesby; and he fairly jumped at Jimmy
Silver.

Jimmy whirled in his grasp; he hadn't
much chance against the big Sixth-Former.

It was fortunate that his chums wero
there,

Lovell and Raby and Newcome rushed
into the conflict at once.

In the grasp of the Fistical Four of the
Fourth, Stephen Catesby discovered that
he was not to have matters all his own
way, by any means.

He was dragged over and bumped on the
floor, in a breathless condition.

Jimmy Silver & Co. stood looking down
at him, breathless and panting, ready for
another attack.

It was a rather serious proceeding, hump-
ing over a Sixth Form prefect; but the
chums of the Fourth had not had much
choice in the matter.

Catesby sat up and gasped.

“You—you—you—" he splutiered.

“Better cut!” murmured Raby.

But it was too late to “ecut.”

In the open doorway appeared the form
of Cecil Knowles of the Sixth, captain of
Rookwood sinee the late clection.

Behind him were Tresham and Hoke and
Frampton.

The uproar had been heard, and the
Modern seniors had come to see what the
row was about. *

They had arrived at an
moment for the Fistical Four.

Catesby staggered to his fect.

“Don’t let them get away!” he panted.

“Not likely,” said Knowles, with a grim
look at the juniors. *“Handlin’ a prefect—
what?  This is tha kind of thing you
learned when Bulkeley was captain—ch’
You'll 1eam different manners now, my
pippin

The chnrns of the Fourth drew closer to
gether, their fists clenched.

The rescue of Tubby Martin had landed
them in a serious scrape, that was only too
clear.

Knowles was palpably glad of the chance.

His eyes were glittering now.

unfortunate




i 1|
rasenls |

“All serene, Cateshy!”
make an example of the
Hand me a canet”
“atesby tossed him a eane from the table.
Knowles swished it in the air,
“You first, Silver!”
Jimmy get his teeth,

be said.
young

“You're not pgeing o cane me,
Knowles!”
“"No#” snid Knowles, w.th a smilo=not

a pleasant smile.

“No. You can complain to my Form-
master, or a Classical prefeet, u like.
You can't cane Classicals on this side.”
“Anything clse? smiled Knowles.
“That's all. Keep your distance,” said
Jimr
“Doesn’t 1t occur to you that the captain
of the school is a person in authority 7"
said ‘Knowles smoothly. “T admit that pro-
fects” can only pun fags on their own
side; but the captain of the school has full
authority, my boy, as yow're going to fing
Jimmy did not answer.

He was aware of that, as a maiter of
fact, though Bulkeley, in his time, had

Lw: een careful not to interfere on the

ern side if he could help it.

+ Knowles was not so particular.
i “Ob, thrash the rastals, and not so much
alk, old chap!" zaid Frampton.

S My dear man, it’s tho duty of the cap-
tain of the school to uphold the laws of |
Rookwood,” answered Knowles, “Tt's my
duty to observe the rules, and see them
observed by others.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Frampton.

It was news to him that Cecil Knowles
had a sense of duty at all,

“They're going to be thrashed,” added
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nowles, *You see, Silver, I'm nol going
to lick you as a Modern prefect, but as cap- |
ain of the school. If you'rc quite satis-
ed, I'm ready.”

“ Precious captain of Rookwood I growled |
ovell undanntedly. “Who chucks away
ricket matches through plaving Modern
uds instead of Classical erickelers?”
‘nowles’ brow darkened, .

“I'm waiting for vou, Silver,” he said.
“If you don't hold out your hand at once,
'l take you to the Head.”

mry Silver drew a deep breath,
There was no help for it.

Knowles was acting within his rights—
is new rights as captain of the sehoo , and

OWN LIBRARY

gressed all the rules by bumping a Sixth
TForm prefect on the Aoor of his own study,
It was not much use heing taken before
the Head, when he hadn’t a leg to stand
on, so to speak,
Ji(imuy stepped forward and held out his
wand.
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Swish !
It was a cruel cut, such as ald Dulkeley
would never have given a junior, but

Kuowles had a eruel and cattish nature.
“The other hand 1™ he 1
Swish!
“Now you, Lov
Lovell elenched his fists for a moment.

He still looked on Knowles as a Modern

| prefect, not as captain of Rookwood,

But he realised that there was no
for it.

Knowles was choosing to administer the
punishment in a careful and lawful way;
but, as a matter of fact, the juniors were
hemmed in by the Modern soniors, and i
any caso they would not have escaped with-
ont a licl

Swish !

R.

help

g
Swish!
and Newcome next went through
the infliction.

Then Knowles, smiling, pointed to the
door with his eane.

“Cut!” he said briefly,
out, you fellows "

“What-ho!” grinned Frampton.

he seniors stood back for the four fo
pass. As the Classicals retreated from the
study they kicked.

Jimmy Silver & Co. fled ingloriously
down the passage, with the Sixth TFormers
behind them, shouting with laughter and
landing out with their boots.

This was not by any means a lawful
method of punishment. but it apparently
suited the views of the new captain of
Rookwood.

The four juniors scudded along to their
own quarters, and escaped at last,

Their visit to Tommy Dodd’s study wa
indefinitely postponed.

“Wow! My hands! Wow!”

Mornington of tho Fourth looked inic
the study,

Te grinned at the sight of the Tistical
Four rubbing their hands and grunting.

“Been in the wars? he asked.

“Wow! Yes. Knowles! Ouw!”

“Our merry new captain?” smiled Morn

“Help them

rtainlv the Classical juninrs had -trans.

ingten.  “Never mind; Knowles won'i
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reign over us long if Bulkeley comes back.
His father’s innocent.”

“Well, T hope he is,” said Jimmy. “But
Mr. Bulkeley was arrrested, though he's
let out on bail since, You speak as if you
knew something.”

“I've thought it out” said Mornington,
taking a seat on the corner of the table.
“There -really isn’t any proof against Mr.
Bulkeley.  Twenty thousand pounds of
bonds are missing from the bank. I've read
up the evidence that was given when he was
remanded, in the newspaper. It seems that
the junior partner, James Catesby, was
in Scotland, where it took place. Only the
two partners had keys to the safe, and Mr.
Catesby had left his with Mr. Bulkeley
when he went away.”

“My hat!" said Lovell. “That looks
pretty clear. I remember hearing that the
bank safe was opened with a key, when the
bonds were taken away.”

Mornington nodded.

“That isn't all,” he said. “The night
watchman was stunned by a blow from be-
hind, and My. Bulkeley's stick was found
on the premiscs.” ¥

“Oh!”
“Poor old Bulkeley!” said Jimmi' Silver
feelingly. “I'm blessed if I sce how his

father is to get away from evidence like
that.”

“All the same, I believe he's mnot
guilty,” said Meinington,
“Why 77

“Knowledge of human nature, old scout.
I've scen the old boy when he’s been down
here visiting  Bulkeley; he  looked
thoroughly decent. I'd lay ten to one in
quids on Bulkeley’'s pater—if I had any
quids "

“Well, T hope he'll get clear,” said
Jimmy Silver, “But you can see what the
police think from that detective man, Screw,
coming here and searching Bulkeley’s quar-

ters. They thought Mr. Bulkeley <had
the bonds, and suspected that he might
have given them to Bulkeley to hide, as

they couldn’t find them at his house,™
“But they haven't found them,”
Mornington.
“Naot here.”
“Not at ali,” said Morny.
“How do you know?”

said

THE SHADOW OF SHAME!

“Becausze I've just spotted that defective
chap hanging about the school,” answered
Mornington ecoolly. “He stiil thinks old
Bulkeley may have hidden the bonds some-
where here, and he's after them. Of course,
if they found the bonds here, that would
be & clincher at the trial.  Until they find
them, I don’t believe they can find Mr.
Bulkeley guilty, and there will have to be
another remand when the case comes up.
See?”

Lovell frowned angrily.

“The fellow’s no right to hang about
Rookwood !” he exclaimed.

“Just what T was thinkin’.”

“As if Bulkeley would have a hand in
such a swindle ! ‘exclaimed Raby. “ That
detective idiot must be off his chump.”

Mornington grinned.

“The detective idio’ doesn’t know Bulke-
ley as we do, old scout. 1 dare say it seems
the likeliest thing in the world to him.”

“The silly ass!”

“Bulkeley's as innocent as a baby, what-
ever may be the truth about his father,”
seid Jimmy Silver.

“Exactly. I've been thinkin',” eaid
Mornington. *“The detective johnny was
in the lane a few minutes ago. I heard
him askin’ old Mack questions about the
abbey ruins.”

“What on earth does he care about the
ruins of Rookwood Abbey?” exclaimed
Jimmy in surprise.

“Don’t you see? Ho thinks those blessed
bonds may bave been hidden in some nook
;Jr[ cranny by poor old Bulkeley before he
eft.”

_Jimmy Silver uttered an angry exclama-
tion.

“The silly chump

“And is he there
Lovell.

“You bet!”

“Confound his cheek !” _

“Yaas, it is a chegk—a thumpit’
cheek ! agreed Mornington. “That’s what
I was thinkin'. I came here to make 2
suggestion. The merry 'tec is nosin’ in the
abbey ruins. Why not go for him?™

“Eh?”

“And shut him up in the vault,” sail
Mornington calmly, “It would be a lessos

now 7 exclaime:!
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to him 1o do his Sherlock Holmes' bizney
somewhere else.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell,

"I suggested it to Erroll, but he’s such
a sober old judge,” said Mornington, “and
he wants to play cricket. 8o I came along
here. What do you say?”

“There’d be a row,” said Raby doubt-
fully,

“Not a bit of it! It will be an accident,
of course.”

“Ha, hat”

“We go there without knowin' he's
there,” explained Mornington, “We let
him hear us talkin' about somethin’ hidden,
an' he follows us into the vault, spyin’,
See? You bet he'll dodge out of sight
when he sees us comin’, He won’t want
all Rookwood watchirg him at work. It
would be no end of a joke to boitle him up
an' Jeave him {o investigate the habits of
the merry little lizards in the vault !”

The ical Four chortled.

They did not feel very amiable fowards
the cnterprising Mr. Serew, whose sus.

icions of Bulkeley seemed utterly ridicu-
ous to the majority of Rookwood fellows.

“Of course, we'll let him out later,” added
Mornington, “A fow hours in the wvault
will teach him not tc nose about here.”

“It's a go!” said Jimmy Silver.

A “lark ” with the detective was an at-
tractive cnterprise to the Fistical Four,
who were not feeling up to ecricket just
then.

The four left the cnd study with Morn-
ington, and they sauniered away with an
air of carelessness towards the abbey ruins,

—_—

CHAPTER 27,
Bagged |
“ ¥N this siyle, three-and-nine!” mur-
I mured Mornington.
The Fistical Four. chuckled softly,
The juniors were approaching the
_abbey ruins, at some distance from the
school building.
Morny’s remark was called forth by the
sight of a black bowler hat showing above
a pile of ancient masonry,

Only the bowler hat ecould be seen, but
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it was cvident thal the owner was under-
neath i,

“He hasn't heard us yet,” murmured
Mornington. “When he does he will take
cover, ten to one on that! You see!
Otherwise, he would expect to et a erowd
reund to find out what ho's doin’' here,”

Morny kicked a chunk of loose stone and
began fo speak loudly,

“The vault's open, you chaps; T noticed
that. Whoever went there last left the doar
unfastened,”

Instantly the bowler hat vanished.

The umnseen detective ducked down at
once at the sound of the footsteps and a
yoice.

As Morny sagely divined, he did not want
to be spotted there, and to get a crowd of
curious schoalboys on the scene.

Mornington winked at his companions
as the hat disappeared.

The TFistical Four suppressed their mer-
riment with some difficulty,

The detective’s belief that his _presence
was unsuspected there seemed comic to the
juniors,

The Fourth-Formews walked on, clatter-
ing over the loose stones and mortar, head-
ing for the opening of the vault.

The deteetive rernained out of sight.

They reached the mossy stone steps that
led down to the vaults, at the bottom of
which the great door was ajar.

It was supposed to be kept closed, but
fellows with a taste for exploration some-
times got it open, and left it so.

.19

“This way!” said Mornington. “I've -
got an electric torch in my pocket, you
chaps. We'll find  the bundle casily
enough,”

Jimmy Silver & Co. stared for a moment,
and then they understood that the word
“bundle * was intended for the sharp ears
listening behind the masonry.

Jimmy entered into the spirit of the thing
at once.

“What do you think is in the bundle,
Morny #” he asked.

“Well, that's rather 2 deep one,” said
Mornington gravely, “To Jjudge by the
look of it, it contains papers of some kind.
But I don't see why a chap should hide a
bundle of papers in the yault—do youi*
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“Rlessed if 1 de!” grinned Lovell.
“Tt must be grub!” said Mornington,

with owl-like grav “A chap couldn't
want to hide his papers.”

“T don’t see how le could,” said Ra‘by.'

“If it’s grub, we'll jolly soon find out, any-
way !”

sl tell you what,” said Mornington
thoughtfully, “if it's grub we'll confiscate
it ‘That’s fair!”

“Yes, rather!”

“Put if it's papers of any kind we'll|
jcave them there. and not say a word about)

it. If a chap chooses to hide b
here, it's no business of ours, is

property

cot. a hit,” grinned Newcome.
t's a go, then!” said Morny.

The ) :
and passed into the opening of the vault.

There was a cliek in the ruins above.

“e's on the mave!” murmured Morning-
ton

The juniors chuckled silently.

Morny turned on the light of his electric
toreh and led the way in, followed by the
Fistical Four.

e stopped in the second vault and made
a sien for silence.

Behind  them,
faint soand.

it was the =ound made by a man softly
creeping.

My, Screw was on the track.

The deteetive's eves were gleaming as he
crept into the vault.

Heo was there to hunt for the bonds, which
he suspected were hidden in some nook or
cranny about Rookwood.

The words he had overheard settled the
matter for him,

These juniors were evidently seeking the
bundle he wanted 2

Mr. Screw intende
that bundle the momant it was revealed.

in the darkness came a

The schoolboys might leave it there if | ‘?"_,

il only ntained papers, but it was papers
that Serew wanted.
Not for a moment did Mr. Serew suspect

that the junic knew he was ihere, and
were puiling his official leg, 1 that the
bundle had no oxistenee cutside Morng s

imag yration

Fthe light of the elect
| close to the side of the

juniors pulled open the heavy door |

ro his eyes | H L ]
to have his eyes onl g ooy 5o alike!” he said.

THE SHADOW OF SHAME!L

The gentleman from Scotland Yard cer-
tainly woull not have suspected that his
dignified leg could possibly be pulled by
schoolboys.

Morny smiled as he heard the faint sound
behind, which showed that Mr. Serew was
on the track.

The *‘spoof ”

“Lebt me sce.

was working like a charm.
I think it was in the third

| vault,” he remarked thoughtfully. * Comea

on & bit further.”

The juniors moved on, the light flashing
ahead.

Behind them was black darkness, and
through the darkness N Serew followe
torch, keeping
vault to escape ob-
servation if the boys looked round.

He did not intend to reveal his presence

| until the hiding-place of the bonds was dis-
| closed.

Then it wouhl be easy to step forward
and take possession of the stolen goods
under the eyes of the astonished juniors.

But to show himeelf so soon would
spoil it all, for it was very probable that

| Morny would refuse to reveal the hiding-

place at his order.

Carveful as he was, the detective could not
help making a few slight sounds as he crept
along in the darkness.

The juniors were well aware that he
was in the second vaull by the time they
entered the third.

“Here, is it?” dsked Jimmy Silver.

«T think so; awfully carefully hidden,
too,” said Mornington. “1'll bet vou contd
search for a week without finding it, Sil-
verl?

Which was very probable.

“Well, where's the place?” asked Jimmy.

Alorny Aashed the light round, taking car

!not to flash it behind kim. '

“RBlessed if 1 can say which vault it was,
“T really, ought
made a note of it. Let's try from
{irst one, that’s the best idea.”

e turned suddenly, and walked back to
the first vault, looking neither to the right
nov the left, and keeping the light straight
before him.

The ¥

My, Serew sgucezed himscif clase to tho

@

al Four fillowed his example.
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pillar in the sccond vault at the side of
the “arch, to keep out of sight.

He need not reully have taken the trouble,
for the juniors did mot intend to see him.

But Mr. Serew was not aware of that.

They passed back into the second vault,
and then into the first, and now they were
between Mr. Serew and the door.

Morny shut off the light suddenly.

“Hallo, it's gone out!” he exclaimed.

“Well, you ass!" exclaimed Raby.

“I've got a refill in my pocket,” said
Mornington. “Come into the light, and
I'll put ii in the lamp in a jiffy.”

“Right-ho!”

The four juniors moved on to the door
of the vnult where the daylight streamed
in fai

They ]'MhSO(i through the arched doorway
to the stone steps outside. I

Mr. Screw was waiting within for Morsiy
{g-renew the exhausted lamp, and for the
juniors to return and recommence the
search,

He had a long wait hefore him.

Once outside the door Morny dropped the
electric lamp into his pocket.

“I suy, we'll come back later, you fel-
lows,” be said. “Better the door in
case anybody else comes d

Slam!

There was a rush of feet inside.

Mr. Screw was etill unaware that the
junjors knew of his presence, but Le had no
desire to be ehut in in the dark vault.

But it was too late.

The heavy oaken door was shut, and
Morny calnly jammed a \\edg,( of stone
ugder the outer side, so that it could not
possibly be opened from within,

Bang, bang!

Mr. Serew was thumping on the door
inside, and the sounds came, faint and
muffled, through the massive osk.

“Hallo ! There's somebody in there!”
yawned Mornington.  “Time wo took a
stroll, T think.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the merry juniors took a  stroll,
leaving Mr.
vault,

CHAPTER 28.
Tubby in Luck!
laughed

o A, ha, hat!”
Jimmy ver & Co.
loud and long as they walked

merrily from the abbey ruins.

Mr. Screw was left to his just punish-
ment, as the juniors regarded it.

The man who suspected a Rookwood fel-
low of having a hand in a robbery deserved
punishment, “according to the Rookwood
point of view,

Mornington joined Erroll of the Fourth
in the quadrangle, and they went along t(\
Little Side.

The Fisticed Four sauntered dov\n to ﬂm
gates.

Tubby Muffin met them thom and rolled
after them as they went into the lane.

“You fellows after Catesby?” he asked.

“Bother Cateshy !”

“He’s just gone out,” said Tubby, b
say, what a chance to gnL that key off kim,
and open that desk with the grub in in Jm
study.”

Tubby Muffin dodged Lovell's boot,
ceased to make any remarks.

But he followed the four ju‘!h‘)rs down
the lane.

Tubby’s thoughts were running on the
supposed store of tuck in Catesby's study,
and he half suspected the Fistical Four of
being on the track of that tuck. He never

and

could understand that other fellows did
29‘; think so much about “grub” es he
id.

As it happened, Jimmy Silver and Co.
were well aware that there was no tuck in
Catesby’s locked desk.

Dy chance they had seen the mecting
between Stephen Catesby and his uncle at
Woodend, and had seen the banker hand
Catesby the bundle of decuments he was
te mind.

They had heard him impress upon his
nephew the great necessity for keeping the
documents safe and seeret, so they could
guess it was that bundle of papers that
Catesby was keeping so carefully locked up
iin the mahogany desk,

The inecident had puzeled them;

but it

Screw simply raging in the | was not their business, and they had almost

forgotten it. when Tubby’s keen interest
- i
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in Catesby's desk brought it back to their
minds.

“There's that AModern worm
Lovell, as the juniors
stile in Coomba Lane.

Sitting on the stile, half hidden by the
willows, was Catesby of the Sixth,

Jimmy Silver gave a sniff,

“He's waiting for some of his precious
sporting friends, you bet,” he said, i |
suppose he’s got some money on the races.
I lmow he plivs that game, and Knowles,
too.”

“Ripping, for a captain of Rookwood !”
growled Lovell, 5
“What price bumping him off the stile 7
d Raby.

Fathead! I've had
Catesby 1”
Raby burst into a sudden chuckle,

? grunted
came in sight of the

enough of bumping

“I say, it's ten to one he’s there to meet
some  sneaking sharper from the Bird-in-
Hand,” he said in a low voice. “You can
tee he's staring towards the place.”

“Most likely.  But what about it?”

"Well, Jet us wait, teo”

“Eh? We don’t want to meet a book-
maker or a billiard-sharper, do we?”

“Yes, we do,” answered Raby, with a
grin.  “It will meke Catesby no end waxy;
end he can’t go for us for hanging about
the lane.”

Jimmy Suver laughed.

It was quite a good scheme for worrying
the bully of the 8 xth, in return for what
the juniers had reeeived in his study.

“Dome ! said Jimmy.

‘Tho four walked on
abreast of th e,

Catesby glanced round for a moment, and
{rowned.

Then he resumed his watching across the
Selds
delds.

antil they came

his

lere was an  aunxious S)ucl\-m- in
brows, and the jumors, who more than
suspeeted  Catesby’s secret pursuits, could
ot the “gec-gee” he had put his
ng unrelieble,
ofect became awwre, afie:
. ihnt the juniors lad halted.
locked round angrily.

fow

a
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Jimmy Silver & Co, stood in a group a
few yards from the stile, with Tubby Muffin
hovering near,

They were not looking at Catesby, and
they were talking footer.

The Modern prefect had no right what-
ever to order them off.

But it did not suit Catesby to have them
there just then, when he was waiting for
the arrival of his bookmaking friend.

“Clear along, you fags!” he rapped out.

Jimmy Silver glanced round.

“Did you speak to us, Catesby?”
asked politely.

“Yes, clear off!”

“Off what—the earth?”
“Do you“want it all?”

“Get along, T tell you!”

“Can’t we stand in Coombe Lane if wo
want t0?” demanded Lovell. “Have you
bought the lane, Catesby?”

“What are you hanging about for:?
snapped Catesby.

“For half an hour!”
humorously,

But Stephen Catesby was in no mood for
Fourth Form humeur.

He slipped from the stile with a threaten-
ing Jook. .

“Clear ™ he said.

The Fistical Four fuced him coolly.

They did not intend to take orders from
a Modern.prefect, with justice so clearly on
their side!

“We're not going to clear!™ answered
Jimmy Silver deliberately. “Wo've as
much right here as you have, Catesby!”

“You spying little rotter!”

“What is there to spy on?"” asked Jirffiny
sweetly; and his comrades grinned.

“Will you go?” shouted Catesby, striding
towards them. :

“.\‘0 fear!”

“Then I'll kick you along the road!” ex-
|cluimed the prefect snvagely.

“Kick away,” answered Jimmy coally.
“We can do some kicking, too.”

Catesby rushed at them,

Probably he expected to sce the fags
dadze and fee before him.

But they didn'i|

he

inquired Jimmy.

answered* Jimmy
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grasped Catesby as he rushed them
down, and all five of them rolled in the

I-I-Tll

Ow! red Catesby. “Oh!
smash you! Ow!”

He hit out furiously, and there was a
chorus of yelling.

But the - juniors grabbed: him fiercely.

Lovell's clutch chanced on his watch
chain, and it was dragged out.

The drag, however, pulled Catesby over,
and he rolled on bis side, and Loveli
planted a knee on him.

“Down him!” panted Lovell.

“Yarach 17

“Bump the cad

“Look out!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
-Tu the distance, from the dircction of
Coombe, appearad the figure of Mr. Bootles,
the master of the Fourth.

‘He was coming direcily towards the ex-
cited group.

In a flash the Fistical Four jumped away
from Catesby, and bolted through a gap
in the hedge.

They did not want to meect their Form-
master, in the very act of ragging a Sixth
Form prefect—cven a Maodern one,

Catesby staggered to his feet, gasping,
wondering ‘for & moment why the juniors
Lkad so euddenly released him.

Then' he canght sight of Mr. Bootles,
and at the same moment of Mr. Joey Hook,
the bookmaker, rvolling across the ficlds
from the dircction of the Bird-in-Hand.

Stopping only to catch up his cap, Catesby
darted through the hedge on the opposite
side of the road, and vanished,

It was Mr. Hook’s turn to wait for the
appointment to be kept. Catesby was not
likely to keep it while a Rookweod master
was anywhere about.

“ Tubby Muffin, left alone in
Llinked in astonishment,

In a few seconds the excited, struggling
group had vanished frem Tubby's startled
eyes.

“8illy asses!” muttered Muffin discon.
tentedly. “They might have had the key
of that desk off Lim if they'd had any sense!
They—— Oh!”

Tubby fairly jumped, as a gleam of metal
in the dust caught his eye.

the lane,
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A key lay in fhe road, with two or three
silver links of a chain still attached to it.

Catesby’s watchchain had broken when
| Lovell’s sudden drag came on it.

l The watch had been left in his pecket, but

the other end of the chain had come loose
and broken with the violence of the jerk,
and the key attached to it had fallen into
the dust.

Tubby Muffin knew that key!

He gave one glance in the dircction of
Mr. Bootles—the master was still twenty
| yards distant.

Then he pounced on the key!

In a twinkling the key was in_Tubby
Muffin’s pocket. and the fat Classical was
seudding back to Rookwood as fast as his
at legs would carry him.

Stephen Catesby's food-hoard was at his
mercy now—il it was a food-hoard |

CHAPTER 9. °
An Amazing Discovery!

UBBY MUFFIN sirolled into Mr.
Manders' House with an air of great
carelessness, as if merely looking in
to speak to'a fellow.

But as soon as hif'saunter brought him
to Catesby’s study he whipped open the
door and darted in.

He closed the door behind him, and lis-
tened breathlessly for a minute or two.

But nebedy had observed him; the corri-
dors were deserted, as were most of the
studies.

As for Catesby bLimself, he was ocut cof
gates, and was not likely to returimtill aft
he had kept Lis postponed appointment with
Mr. Hook.

Tubby felt that 1* was “all clear,”

He stopped before the old mahogany desk
in the corner of the room, and fumbled in
his pocket for the key

A moment more. and the key was in the
lock, and Muffin had turmed it,

The fat Classical was trembling now
partly with excitement and partly with noer-
vousness.

It was a serious matter, unlocking a pre-
| feet’s desk without his knowledze or por-
mission.
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He put back the hea'y lid of the desk
noisclesshy. [
His round eyes glistened as he looked into

He did not need telling that this was an
official paper of some kind. &

What could an official paper, issued by

the desk, and then his face fell. the Japanese Government, be doing in
He had expected to -find the space | Stephén Catesby's desk at Rookwood ?
erammed with good things—ham and | A lesser mystery than that would have

tongue, and sugar and cake, and ather good

things.

Instead of which a!l he saw in the almost
empty desl was a bundle, which looked as
if it contained bulky papers.

o fairly blinked at the bundle.

Why on earth did Catesby keep that old
unused desk so earefully locked, and wear
a heavy key on his waichchain, if there was
nothing in the desk but a bundle of papers?

In the faint hope that the bundle might,
after all, contain something in the catable
line, Tubby Muftin picked it up and
examined it

1t was fastened with string, and wrapped
jn thick paper. but it felt as if it only
contained documents.

Tubby Muffin was as inquisitive as a daw,
and his fat fingers were fairly trembling
with eagerness now.

There was something so odd, so mysteri-
ons,
traordinary eare of a bundle of papers, that
even Tubby’s fat brain realised that there
must be something very unusaal about those
papers.’

Tubby had very few scruples when his
insatinble curiosity was aroused.

He wanied to know, and he meant io
know.

Almost unconscionsly his fat fingers un-
fastened the string that tied up the bundle
of documenis,

Aftet all, he couid leave them as he found
them, locking the desk after him, and no
one would ever know that he had been
there—anly he would know the secret, what-
ever it was.

That was his reflection.

Astonishment grew in his fat face as he
brought the contents of the packet to light.

The papers were very Lhick and heav,
were }frintvd in_two colours, and were
covered with small print.

In large type, at the head of the top
paper, be read. the words, “(overnment of
Japan,”

Tubby fairly blinkeds

in Cateshy of the Sixth taking such ex- |

made Tubby Muffin breathless with curio-
siLy.

Lower down the document were the
figures, **£1,000.”

Alwost stubtering with amazement and
excitement, Tubby examined the remainder
of the documents. ¥

Some of them were in French, and one,
or two in Spanish. g

All had figures marked on them, and
sheets of coupons marked in smaller sumsg
and Tubby, reading them, found that
coupons entitled the holder of the documents
to payments of interest at specified datasss

And there were twenty of the docume
in all #

Tubby fairly gasped.

It made his brain whirl to realise that he
was holding in his fat hands documents that
|4rcpru>€*ulud a nominal value of twenty thott--
sand pounds !

He knew what they were now.

e had heard of War Bonds, aud he
knew that these must be bonds of some sort
—bonds issued by foreign governments.

- Bonds!

Twenty thousand pounds !

In Catesby's desk!

1f Tubby had never heard of the bank-
robbery, he would have known that ' a
Sixth-I'ormer at Rookwood conld not pos-
sibly have come honestly into the possession
of fwenty thousand pounds’ worth of bonds,

But he had heard of it, of course. “He
knew that Mr. Screw had visited Rook-
wood, searchng Bulkeley’s quartors for the
tweniy thousand pounds’ worth of bonds
| Mr. Bulkeley was suspected of stealing from

the bank. 3
| Tubby was not a l;rig.ht youth, but he did
| not need telling that here wore the bonds
| of which Mr. Screw had been in secarch.
In Cateshy’s desk—and Catesby was not
| a friend of Bulkeley’s!

Mr, Screw had evidently searched in the
wrong house at Reokwood.

“Oh, erumbs!” gasped Tubby.
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He let the bonds fall back into the desk.

They were not the kind of plunder he was
looking for,

With trembling hands Tubby closed the
desk, and locked it again.

His hearr was thumping as he stole out
of the study, almost bursting with excite-
ment ab the discovery he had made.

He rolled away to the gates, and gave a
chirrup of velief as ho sighted the Fistical
Four in the lane.

Jiramy . Silver
hame.

Tubby Muffin rolled out to meet them.
geJimmy I he gasped.

Hallo, porpoise !
er. “Still ]1 ingry 1

& Co. were saunte

answered  Jimmy

W h.LL .Li»oul Buchlc;.".‘" m-kl'!‘ Lmt\i].
His father—bis father's innocent ! splut-
Tubby.
Jimmy s["\ru_l nf. Tmn

said, “But what
‘you lmow uboul. it, I'aHy ;i
v who robbed the bank."
yelled the Fistical Four,
#Honour [ gasped Tubby,
You know who robbed the ban
atcd Jimmy Silver dazedly.

“"GE 2.

. " Wha was it, then?”
5 ¥ Catesby of the Sixth!’?

CHAPTER 30.

Light at Last!
UBBY MUFFIN maulo
nouncement impressiv
Apparently he cxputpd the Fisti-

cal Four to be very astonished and

ll'ﬂpl‘t‘h“wl_d
But they weren't!

As Tubby made that astounding state-
ment the Co. naturally supposed that he
was lrylng to pull their leg, and they laid

7]« on l‘ui)hy and bumped him down in
o lane.

that an-

was not permissible to pull the leg of
1d study.

It
the
* Yaraoooh 17 rearved Muffin,

in surprise

OWN LIBRARY
and wrath, “ Wharrer you at? What's thal
for, you boasts?”

“That’s for :leurnnw fmu\l the straichi
and narrow pat!: of city "' said Jimmy
Siiver severely, “Tell us an casicr one next
time I

“A much easier one, please!’
Raby.

‘Yow-ow-ow ! TIt's true!”

“Fathead !” Jimmy Silver looked at
watch, “I think we may as well drop in »
ihe ablb ou chaps, before we go do
to Little Side. 1 shouldn’t wonder if ¢
detective chap has finished his explorations

59

z

by this time.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tubby Muffin serambled up in  great
wrath.

“You silly asses!" he gasped. “Iv's {rue !
I've seen the bonds! They're locked up in

Catesby's desk. It wasn't a food-loard, alter

all! It's the stolen bonds!”
* What 1"
Tubby Muffin beld up the key.
“Catesby dropped that when veon
handiing him,” he explained. *J——"
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“You've been
Neweome.

“Yes, I have.”

“And was there any grub there, you fat
burglar?”

“No, you ass! Don’t T keep on telling
that the stolen bonds were ihere—
twenty thousand pounds’ worth!” splui-
tered Tubby.

Jimmy Silver looked at him fixedly.

DBack into his mind came that mysterious
meeting at Woodend, when Mr,

to his desk!” exclaimed

you

Cateshy of the Sixth, with injunections to
keep them safe and secret.

And Mr. Catesby was Mr. Bulkeley's
partner at the bank!
The possibilitics flashed into Jimmy's

mind at once.
He dropped his hand on Tubby’s shoulder,
“Quiet now, and tell us what you've
seen,” he said quietly.

Tubby, only teo glad to have impressed |

Junmy ver at last, went on to telate with

great cireumspection what he had dis-
covered,
The juniors listened without an inier-

ruption, their faces growing very grave.

It was cvident that Tubby was telling
the truth.

He could not possibly have invented that
description of the foreign bonds, which he
had never seen till he saw them in Catesby’s
desk. N

“My only hat!” said Jimmy at last, when
Tubby's tale was told. *That lets in some
light on the subject, you fellows.”

Lovell whistled,

“Then it was Mr,
he said.

“1It looks like it.”

“IHe was supposed to be in Scotland ai the

Bulkeley’s partner!”

time, and he had left his key of the safe
with Mr. Bulkeley,” said Raby. “Morny
said s0.”

“1lis journey to Scotland was spoof If‘

James |
fJatesby had handed a parcel of papers to |
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he did it, he came back secretly, of course,”
said Jimmy quietly. *As for leaving his
key with Mr. Bulkeley, he could easily have
had another made like it in advance. I dare
say he could easily get hold of a stick be-
longing to his partner, to leave there after
he had knocked the night watchman on the
head,  Anyway, if those papers he handed
to Catesby to keep are the stolen bonds,
that settles it.”

“But, why-

“Don’t you rememhber the bobbies sus-
pected that Mr, Bulkeley might have given
the bonds to his son to hide?"” said Ji
*“As a matter of fact, that was exactly w
Catesby’s uncle did. He wouldn’t wan
keep them anywhere near him, in case
accidents or suspicion, and he wouldn’t
to depesit them in a bank or safe-depd

Tubby hadn’t been a sneaking, prying cas
“Oh, T say!” exclaimed Tubby Muffin'
dignantly, “I think I’ve done jolly w
Haven't 1 helped  the innocent and
nounced the guilty, and—and—"

“But you, only meant to bag anotl
fellow’s grabi™ growled Jimmy.  “Stil
must say it's lucky for old Bulkeley
vou are a food-hunting pig, Tubby.”

 Look here—"

“You can come and spin this yarn o ‘
Screw," said Jimmy, “ He’s the proper per-
son to hear it. He's after those bonds.”

“But~~but where is he?” gasped Tubby,
“Do you know where to find him 7"

Jimmy grinned.

“Yes; we keep detectives bottled up in
vaulls, in case we want "em !’ he answered,
an answer that made Tubby Muffin blink,

The Fistical Four hurried in at the gates,
taking Tubby Muffin with them,

Knowles called to them in the quadrangle.

“Here, Silver!”

“Hallo?"” answered Jimmy,
respectfully.

nol very



THE SCHOOLBOYS?

“Take my bat in.”

“Oh, find a Modern fag ! said Jimmy.

Knowles' eyes glittered,

“You've still got to learn that I'm captain
of Roeckwood, you cheeky
what 7" he asked.

“You won't be long,” said Jimmy Silver
coolly. * Bulkeley’s coming back, old scout,
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“1 shall complain to your headmaster !*
he shouted.

“What about?” asked Jimmy mnnl]y
“We're supposed to close that door afier

young cub— | going into the vaults,”

“You—you—you——->=>"
“Lasy does it, Mr. Screw !’ grinned
Jimmy, as the enraged man clenched his

80 you can put that in your pipe and smoke | hands, as if about to makc a frontal attack

it
And the juniors dodged Knowles,

on the Fistical Four. “T've got news for

and | you. How would you like to find those bonds

fled, leaving the new captain of Rookwood 'nﬂel all?”

a

ate of angry astonishment,

faving shaken off Knowles they hurried
nd the buildings, and made their way
e abbey ruins.

here was a faint sound of thumping from
hin the oaken door of the vaults as they
cended the steps,

Sorew was evidently still tiving to
ot attention—not o very hopeful pros.

uny knocked on the door

allo! Anybody in there?” he called
.

Bang, bang!

mmy kicked the wedge

d the door open.

Mr. Screw, with a furious Ince, strodc

awa;'r, and

‘k
e shook a bony fist at Jimmy gilver,
“You young rascal|” he leud(\lcd
“Hallo! Is that your thanks for being
let out?” inquired Jimmy. 2

“You shut me in the vauli!” raved Mr,
Serew. “I can see now that you knew I was
there, and you were leading me into a trap
hy protomimg that there was # bundle
bidden in the vault! Do you dany i

Jimmy Silver smiled,

“Don’t that show what trnmmg in the
police force will do for a man?” he ex-
claimed.  “Fancy the ehap guessing that,
you fellows !

Mr, Screw almost raved,

Mr. Screw's manner altered ab once.

“If you know anything of the stolen
property you are bound to tell me!” he said.
“If you can give me any information I will
forgive you the trick you have played on
i

“I don't know that I'm worried
about that,” answered Jimmy calmly, “ But
I'can tell you where the bonds are, if you

| like.”

Me. Screw gave him a very suspicious
loak.

“Ua ahead, Tubby I added Jimmy Silver.
“Spin your yarn, old porpoise. I shouldn't
wonder if Mr. Serew ntood ycu a twuppuuy
bun for it (" e

Tubby Muffin m]lcd mto the limelight at
onee,

With a wealth of detml ba narrated ina
startling discovery to Mr. Screw, who
watched him almost like a hawk all the
time he was speaking. . &

The detectno rnppcd out two or three
questions, evidently fearing that his leg was
being pulled once more, .~ -

But Tubby soon satisfied him that he
was relating faets, o

M, Serew’s illhumour was entirely gone
when he realised that.

He even smiled, g rather hard and crusfy
smile, but a smile,

“Good I” he ejaculated at length.

“Does that clear Bulkeley’s pater, Mr,
Screw 1" asked Lovell anxiously,
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“If T find the bonds in Master Catesby's
desk it certainly appears to do so,” an-
swered Me, Serew  guardedly.  “ Master
Catesby certainlr could not have received
them from Mr. Bulkeley.”

“We know who he received them from,’
said Lovell. “Tell him, Jimmy."”

Jimmy, in a few words told of the meet- |

dng the chums had accidentally witnessed
in Woodend, when James Cateshy !
banded the precious packet to his nephew.

Mr. Screw smiled again, a very pleased
smile.

“You young gentlemen have performed
a very gieat service,” he said. “If you are
attached to this lud Bulkeley, as T gather,
you may rest satisfied that his father's name
will be cleared when I have verified this in-
formation. Please show me the way (o
Master Catesby's study.”

“Can you open his desk, though?” ashed
Lbvell dubiously.

“1 have a warrant to search for the
bonds.””

“That's all right, then.” .

The juniors left the abbey with Mr.

Serew, who grinned to himself several times
on the way to Mr. Manders’ House.
It was plain that the gentleman from Seot-
land Yard was feeling in high feather.
Having been hopelessly on the wrong
track, and having been set by sheer acci
dent on the right track, he was doubtless
caleulating upon the eredit his striking sue-
cess would gain him.
> followed the j

iors inte Mr. Man-

dors’ House to meet an inquiring stare from |

Mr. Manders.

Mr. Manders' stare did not disconeert hin,
however.

He spoke in a low tone to the Modern

mazter, the juniors standing respeetfully
back.
My, Manders' face was very entertaining

atch as he listened to the detective.
“ ool keavens!” the iuniors heard him

¥

to

had |
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gasp. " DBless my soull Impossible! Yes
—yes, certainly! At once! Come with
me "

Mr. Menders whisked away with the’
detective to Cateshy’s study.
| Jimmy Silver & Co. followed at a res-

peetfu! distance.

They looked in quictly as the mahogany
desk was opened in the presence of Mr.
Manders, whose cyes semed to be almiost
bulging through his spectacles.

Stephen Catesby, at that moment discus-
ging geegees and the odds with Joey
at Uocombe, would probably have forgo#
the very existence of geegees if held
known what was going on in his studg
Rookwood.  But Catesby did not k
yet.

Mr. Scrow rhrew back the lid of thejy
and lifted out the bundle of papers.

Quietly he examined them, comp
| them with the list he produced from
pocket-book.

Mr. Manders watched him with a
of horrified gasps, the juniors in b
less silence.

“Correct!” said Mr. Screw at last.,

“That—that—that is stolen propes
stuttered Mr. Manders in horror. 2

“Yes, sir; the bonds Mr. ‘Bulkeley,
accused of purleining,”” answered thesd
tective. “They are found in the posscssion
of his partner's nephew. [ think it prob-
able that” the boy did not know what his
unele was placing in bis charge.”

“1 am sure of that, at least!” gasped
. Manders.
| “But as for the uncle
jaw squared, “M I Yo
vour telephone for a few minutes, sir?”

“Yes, yes; certainly!” stuttered Mr.
Manders, “ Please follow me.””’

He brushed the juniors aside, and Mr.
| Serew  followed him, bestowing a really
I;:oniul smile on the Fistical Four as he

M

¥ Mr,
uest the use

Serew’s
of

¢ passed then.



; He had quite forgiven them for his im-
prisonment in the abbey vault now.
Jimmy Silver & Co. left the House, walk-
ing out into the quad as if they were walk-
ing on air.
“My hat!” was all Lovell could say.
“Think what it means!” said Jimmy
Silver, his eyes dancing. “ Bulkeley’s pater
will be cleared. Bulkeley will come back.
He'll be captain of Rookwood again, and
Knowles will get the order of the mery
sack! Let’s go and tell the fellows! This
is too good to keep!”
“Yes, rather!”
“T say, it was my doing, you know!”
el Tubby Muffin,
t Tubby was not heeded.
mmy Silver & Co. fairly raced down to
le Side.
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The excited looks drew upon them the
eyes of the junior ericketers.
“Hallo I’ exelaimed Mornington. “ What's

the news? One of you found a fiver?

“Retter than that,” chirruped Jimmy
Silver, “Listen, you fellows! Lend me
your  cars. Friends, Romans, and
countrymen, Bulkeley's coming back !”

“What 17

“The bonds have been found, and
Bulkeley's pater is cleared!” chortled

Arthur Edward Lovell. “8o Bulkeley will
come back, and be captain of Roolwood
again! Hurrah!"'

And then there was a roar from the
Classical juniors that rang far beyond the
limits of the playing-fields,

“Hurrah! Hip, hip, harrah

It
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BOWLS!

ONE OF THE WORLD'S CLDEST GAMES.
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3

Bowls was always reckoned an  excellent | attracts crowds of youngsters. And the bowl
pame for everybody. But when the pastime | ing green itself is something to loek at.
was ab least threc hundred years old, some | thing but grass is a trespasser.

wiseacre took it into his Lead that it was o
bad ga and it was consequently prohibited.
This silly ‘enactment, which was passed 1n
the time of Heary the Eighth—he ought to
have kpown hetter, being a bit of a sportsman
—was not repealed ‘until 1845, Despite all
that ponsense, the enthusiastic bowlers Lept
hard at it, their eyes fixed on the jack, and
sent the sphers to keep the waiting object
ball com

There wans a certain game of bowls playad
on Plymouth lloe on a memorable ocension,
but there s no need 1o go into that historle
It is too well known. Bul this only
that bowls, though frowned on by the
spoil-sports of the law, was the popular amusc-

ment. It was played all over the British
Tsles.

SKILL REQUIRED!
Bowls has its lessons, snd calls forth all

the smartness of the player to get the ball to
go straight, keeping a happy little curl up its
sleeve, as 't were, 50 that right at the end of
its course it can skim right or left and take
up a neighbourly position to the jack. Ib Is

not @ nice thing to misjudge, or to reckon
wreng, When you do that, your bowl twings
right bang off in the opposite direction to

that which you thoroughly meant it to take.
©f course, bowls ranks high amongst games
culation, There are players who have
every subtle characteristic of the

No bowl can deceive them. They
pauge distapce to an inch as they measure
with their eyes the relative positions on the
streteh of turf 40 to 6CIL. squire,

capital
game, as

1k & ow
wors'

game to watch—an old
well as a sport which

Cumberland
turf is what tlic best greens boast—turf like
a soft green ecarpet, nothing to mar the mar-
vellous level on which players display their
congimmate dexterity.

CARE OF THE GREEN!
You can spot these greens as you bike )
hike about the eountry. They are asy
as the lawn at the old Universily, which’®
ancient gardener told an American visi
took centuries of work with a heavy
t bring to its present perfection. Somis
the old wmanor houses have a bowling
and, of course, lots of the sport
clude this feature. For bowls has
out, as some people think. It
ph of meglect, but it'is coming “ba
the districts, while it was g
esteem  in a myriad  old-fash
spots where the greens were treated wi
respect due to worth. me of these
look as though they were dusted every dag.
I can recall one, flanked by a mighty yew
fedze, a place hundreds .of years old, and
here a bix match was mething worth study-
ing, an afiair of international importance, witih
ail the champions gathered together to sho
their mastery of a difficult, and intensely
fascinating game. It has proved its worth in
many ways. As pointed out, it wenlhered
yeurs of repression and stern disapproval, but,
fike many a good old English sport, it got
away with a large measure of popularity
despite of all. Possibly it Dbepefited by the

o

populous
high in

interference of the mischief-makers. Anyhow,
since the wmerry old days of the thirteenth
century it has held its own. What more could

be asked?
n/R
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ARE YOU IN NEED OF A GOOD LAUGH? THEN READ
THIS FINE COMPANION VOLUME!

A rollicking story of Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars,
introdueing Wun Lung. By FRANK RICHARDS.

GET YOUR COPY NOW:!
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