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

THE BOYS' FRIEND

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

g a dry battery into view from the
shadowy corner.

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

“Did it amuse you, uncle?”

“Wha-a-a-t "

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

Mr. Bubb looked fixedly at his
innocent nephew.

“This—this—this is another of your

rlﬂitiﬂll jokes, Edward?" he articu-

ated.

“Yes, uncle,” said Putty sweetly, |

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

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

would amuse me, Edward?"”

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

“It did not !” roared Mr. Bubb.

“Oh. uncle!”

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

“Oh, uncle!”

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

ad Oh IH

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

“PDear uncle—"

“Enough!” ;

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

The Gth Chapler.
' Floury! :

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

and did not approve of Rookwood |

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

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

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

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

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

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

“ All serene ! ™ he said.

“Right-ho | said Putty.

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

?L!;nning to take

—

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

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

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

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

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

like
Mr.

| see what can be done,”

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

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

Fourlh

“These are the Form

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

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

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

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

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

Whiz! Crash!

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

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

“Gerrooogh !

Gerrooch! Ogooch!
Cug-gug-gug!” |

chilling

TROUBLE FOR THE SNOWBALLERS !

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

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

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Dear uncle—"

“Oh! Ow! Mmmmmmmmmm!”

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

Putty grinned. i

“You—you crass ass'!
and—" ;

“Look out!" welled Nowcome.

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

“Here, leggo!” roared Lovell, as

Our study

4. Stn[.:: | Yoling rascal!
ere
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“Oh gad " Yelled Morny.
Is the man mad? . Lll.jell$
your ghins! Oh, yaroocoop)"” = -

Morny went staggéring,«and then
ﬂb ‘éﬁuﬂl

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

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

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

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

youth, Putty did not wait,

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

a neok.
ir.

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

Putty of the Fourth did uot stop.

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

(i

il

an iron grasy was fised upon his

collar

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

Crack!

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

together in a sounding concussiop.

“Grooogh! You young rascals

“Yow-ow i1 Help!”

“You young scoundrels! Ooooch "

“Whoop! Leggo!”

Crack, crack, crack!

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

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !"

“Rescue !"

Raby and Newcoine

(LL]

Mr.

'

valiantly

rushed to their aid. Mr. Bubb was

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

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

Crack, crack, crack!

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

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

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

' dodged behind Mornington as he

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

_!,.__I;a Fourth.

‘Yarooh! Help!"”

for the banisters, landed on them,

and sailed down whizzing.

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

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

when it was practicab
staircase in that manner.

the landing.

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

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

not really the right person to bring

up an innocent yout

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

“Has he gone?”

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

of the Fourth seemed to have melted |

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

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

Leggo !
well kick

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

Bubb,
Scoundrel !
d! Sulfocating ! Humthenﬁd

¢

like Putty of

| me to brighten

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

“Qver an hour!” grinned Jimmy.

“J—1 hope he wasn't hurt.”

““He sounded nas if he was."”

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

Jlm‘mE Silver chuckled.

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

:‘Think s07"” sighed Putty.

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

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

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

 you fixed it with Flynn tqQ rig up

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

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

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

Jimmy Silver

A couple of days later Putty Grace

was smiling over an epistle in his

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

| that, so far from wishing to remove

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

you, among——"-

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

““ Among other young ruffians like
yourself !” :

“Oheek !” exclaimed Lovell.

*“Ha, ha. ha!™

Putty folded up the letter.

“Ro that's that!” he said.

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

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

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

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

“Oh!” ejaculated Lavell.

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

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

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

fellow's !ﬂq us?”

| contemplate.”

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

“Your faces, old beans.”

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

THE END.

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

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