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masler of the Fourlth. Il was the voico of

Cyril Peele !

Putty lmerud round a corner of the
screen. Cyril Peele was standing at the
lnluplmne. the receiver to lis car, lun_back
lo Pulty. And Putty of the Fourth grinned
clicerily at Peele’s back. It was un}iy
Pecle—only. a junior who bad taken ad-
vaptage of the Form master’s absence 1o
use the telephone ! But as he heard Peele's
voice over the transmitter, and caught on
{o what the cad of the Fourth was saying,
{he grin vanished from Putty’s face and

he grew grave.

The 4th Chapler.
A Trick on the Telephone!l

‘ R. SPINDLES !"
M “Mr. Spindles speaking.”
Peele grinned.

Putty of the Fourth, behind the screen,
was no longer grinning. He knew the name
of the Latcham moneylender, whose
prominent advertisements appeared every
week in the “Latcham Times.” TEe

Peecle had spoken in his natural voice in
calling up the exchange and asking for his
number. Bul he was not speaking in his
natural voice now. He had assumed au
deep bass voice with considerable skill,
evidently to give Mr. Spindles the im-

pression that it was a man who. was aﬁmnk- |

mg to him. The meaning of that little
picce of trickery was apparent as Deele
went on :

“ Good-afternoon, Mr. Spindles. Mr,
Dalton speakipg.”
“Good-afterpoon, Mr, Dalton! DMay I

Ly

ask

“I Lave scen your advertisement in the
* Latcham Timeg,” Mr, Spindles, I am 1in
iced of some temporary ‘accommodation.”

“Oh, quite, quite.”

“1 am speaking from Rookwood School. T
sm master of the Fourth Form here.”

“Quite so.” T e :

‘My position, I take it, is a sufficient
guarantee, Mr, Spindles. I require a loan
of ope hundred pounds. Can you possibly
give me a call this afternoon to discuss
the uratter?”

“I have every wish to oblige you, Mr.
Dalton. We do eyverything we can to oblige
our clients,” answered Mr., Spindles. “As
a rule, however, business is conducted bere
in my office.”

“1I quite understand, But the circum-
stances are a little unusual,” sald Peele,
still in the deep, bass voice. “In my Eosi-
tion, I canpot possibly take the risk of
calling at your office. You are, Barhupu,
acquainted with the name of Dr, Chisholm,
licadmaster of Hookwood.”

“Oh, yes, certainly. A very admirable
centleman, sir,”

“Very, bul extremely severe in his judg-
ments, Mr. Spindles. To be brief, I can-
nol take the risk of allowing Dr., Chisholm
to learn that I am obtaining tumpornr[v
accommodaton from a moneylender, I will
be frank, and admit that it would cost mo
my position here.”

IPecle grinned oyver the telephone as be
made that statement.

He could guess the effect that it would
produce upon the Latcham moncylender.

Mr. Spindles was the kind of usurious
gentlemen who liked to meet “clients ¥ who
dared not alloty their dealings with him to
become known, He was known in Latcham
as a ““Shylock’” naund n very hard case,
though at a first interview with a client
Mr. Spindles could be as sweet as honey.

It was probable that 8 Form master in a
publie school, whose position depended upon
keeping secret his dealings with y
Spindles, would have found Mr. Spindles a
very exacling ereditor! Mr, Spindles would
not, perhaps, exactly have blasckmailed him
Lbut undoubtedly he would have put the
scrow on without mercy.

Bebind the screen, Pully of the Fourth
was as still as a mouse. He quite under-
stond Peele’s little scheme now.

1t was a development of Peele's previous
scheme, which had lod to n regging for the
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Indeed, Putty guessed

oad of the Fourlh.

lender's advertisoment on Mr, Dalton, with

of the Fourth ! Pecle’s preliminary scliemo
had ended disastrously for him; but in s
second move he secmed likely to be more
successful. For Mr. Spindles’ reply showed
how very keen lic was to get a gentloman
in Mr. Dalton’s position into his usurious
clutches, ‘ 3

“My dear sir—my dear sir, I compre-
hend |” said the: smooth voice of Mr.
Spindles over the wires, some of the words
coming to Putty’s cars as lio stood belind
the screen. “I shall bo glad to eall upon
you, if you so desire, afler oflice hours.
My office closes at four, If five o'clock
would suit you——"

“Porfectly, Mr. Spindles,”

“Then I will be with you, sir, at five
o'olock,” said the moneylender. “1 shall
be very happy to oblige you, My, Dalton.
You will find my terms extremely reason-
ablo, I hope, but we can arrange details
when T cdll.” *

“Thank you, Mr. Spindles, Ask for Mr.
Dalton, and you will be shown to my study.
I shall expeet you at five, and I am very
much obliged.”

““Not at all, sir—not at all.”
Pecle rang ofl.
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He did not linger.
ceiver was back on the hooks, Peele darted
across the study to the door and dis-
appeared into the corridor, closing the door
alter him,

“Oh, my hat!” murmured l'utty,

Putly of the Fourlh cmerged {rom
bebind the screen,

“The awful rotter! The awful tick!”
ejaculated Putty. “Great pip !* If Spindles
comes here to sce Dicky Dalton—why, a
dozen Rookwood men know him by sight—
that fat old rasenl! Why, it’s enough to
get Dicky the push.”

Putty whistled.

But for his accidental presence in the
study no one would have suspected—cer-
tainly be mever would have suspected—
that Peele had borrowed My, Dalton’s name

.to ring up the moneylender on Mr. Dalton’s

telephone.

Mr. Dalton himself would not guess that,

The moneylender would call, and liowso-
ever surprised Mr, Dalton might be by such
a visit, there it was—the visit would have
been mnde. Any Rookwood fellow who saw
the fat man from Latcham might recognise
him as the moneylender., In fact, il was
absolutely certain that the visit would be-
come known—Peele would take care of that.
Peele wonld take excellant care to be on the
scene and to point out the visitor as the
Latcham moneylender. That was assured,

“Oh, my hat !” repealed Pulty.

What was the result likely to Le? Dr.
Chisholm, worthy old gentleman as he was,
wae o stern old gentleman, severe, and hard
to argue with or convince. It would be all

Our top-notch Companion Papers—The ‘ Magnet '’ Library, the

now that Peele had “planted ¥ thnt monoy-

a view to this further development—ai per-
gonal call from Mr. Spindles on the master
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shrilly. * You—you mean to tell me that Spindles asked for me, Tupper 7" '
And the gent's walting In the visltors' room, sir,'’ sald Tupper.

The moment the r¢-

very well for Mr. Dalton to tell him that
Mr. Spindles’ visit was a mistake—some
unaccountable mistnke on the telephone—a
grent nuerrim to the Form masfer—but all
that Mr. Dallon could say would sound like
lnme excuses. It the Head knew that Mr.
Spindles had called on a member of his stalf
lo transact moneylending business, it might
very likely cosl Richard Dalton his position
at Rookwood, in gpile of any explanntions
that might be given. And the Head would
know. As clearly ns if the rascal of the
Fourth had fold him, Putly knew {liat Cyril
Peele planned somehow to deaw the head-
waster’s attention (o My, Dalton’s amazing
visitlor.

Putty was not much given {o refleclion,
but he did some hard thinking now.

The outeome of his reflections wns that
he crossed to the telephone and rang up

Mr. Spindles’ office number at Latcham.
“Oh, my hat!"

“G
It was o mutual surprise.

Richard Dalton, having returned from his
wanlk, was coming to his study, when lis
utud[\: door opened and o junior stepped out
gquickly into the corridor.

Mr. Dalton stopped, and Putty of the
Fourth stopped. '

The Gth ﬂhlp‘l‘.ll"-
Looking Alter Dicky!

RACE !"”

! |-
llllil )

Cyril Peecle Illqrqll'ld. ‘‘ What—what—what
do you mean You fool ! ' he exclaimad
it Jest so, sir,

| I 1

They looked at one another.

On Mr. Dalton’s brow a thunderous frown
gathered, Teddy Grace's counlenancg ©x3-
pressed blank dismuy,

He had occupied five minutes on the tele-
phione. TPour would have scen him eolear,
The last minute had done it. Undaubtedly
that Wednesday was not Teddy . Grace's
lucky day. R
“Grace, what have you been doiug in my
study ¢" ' '

HI‘ I " { 3 | o

“Why are you uot in the Form-room 7"

“Hem [ |

“Have you already comploted your de-
tention task?" "5

“Nuuno,” _

“I think I can guess the reason for this
surreptitious visit to my study,” said Mr,
Dalton sternly, “1It was your intention to
regain possession of the articles taken awny
from you in the I'orm-rogm this morning,
Grace.” .

-2 Ohfﬂcnrf Yes, eir!"” murmured Putly.

“Very good ! Step back into my study !”

“Oh ernmbs |

Mr. Dalton entered his study and selecled
a cune from the table, Putty of the Fourth
stood waiting with a dismal countevance.

It wos for Mr. Dalton’s sake that Le had
lingered in the room, to prevent the usurious
Mr. Spivdles cnlling at Rookwood that
ufternoon. But he could not explaju that
to higs Vorm master, Peele's rascality ex-
cited his deepest contempt and disgust, but
it was not for a junior to betgay any fellow,
however bad, to a master. Putty of the
Fourth could say nothing in his own defence.
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Besidesy -Mr. Daltow had - guessed correctly

—Ait was to recover the electricnl gndgets

that Putty had visited the study in ﬂiu first

place. Now he had to pay the reckoning.
Mr. Dalton swishied the cane,

“1 am sorry o bave to punish you again,
Ur_a:]ue. after alrendy caning you to-day,” he
said, - TR

Pulty was about to say: “Same here!”
but he decided that he lhad beller nol.
Humour was out of place now.

“Hold out your hand, Grace.”

Swial !

“The other haud !”

Swislht ! - |

“Now return to the Form-room and cons
plete your task, Grace. If it is not com-
Elutml sutisfaclorily I shall have no ehoice

ut to keep you in until it is completed,”

“Yes, 6ir,” murmured Putty of the Fourtl
meekly.

He left the study and returned to the
| { orm-room, s(ueezing his hands under his
arms. Twice that day lie had felt the welght
of Mr. Dalton’s cane, once bending and now
on his Tntms. Renlly, it was enough te make
any fellow feel fed-up with Dicky Dalton.
It was very much to Putty’s eredit that he
was still: feeling a friendly coucern for the
wr;lfure of .the Fourth Form master, and was
still resolved to frustrate Cyril Peele’s
knavish tricks, i .

He set to work dismally on Latin irregular
verbs. . _

It was neurir half-past four when his task
was done. and lie carried a neatly ‘written
paper to Mr. Dalton’s study. h

Richard Dalton. was deep in papers when
lie arrived there. He was going te be busy
till tea-time. He took Putty’s exercise and
glanced at it. g | v

“Very good, Grace,” he said icily. * You
may go.'"r &t '

Putty went. :

Mr. Dalton’s manner lacked its. usual
geninlity, Pulty was in his Form master’«
bad graces now. He wondered what would
have been Mr. Dalton's view had that
gentleman known of the happenings on lhis
telephone during his absence. But of that
e knew nothing, and Putty certainly could
not tell Jum.

As Putty of the Fourth walked away from
the Form master’s study he came on Cyril
Peele. -

Pecle was loafing at the cormer of the
passage, with his hands in his pockets.

Putty grinmed. ., . |

Evidently the ead of the Fourth was keep-
ing one eye on Mr: Dalton’s study. - He did
not mean to run any risk of missing the visit
of the fat gentleman from Latcham.

“Waiting for somebody, old bean ?” asked
Putty.
~ “Find out !” replied Peele politely.

Putty smiled and walked on, e repaired
-to the Classical Fourth passage. Tlie junio
footba!l match was over, and the Fistical
Four had come into the end study fo tea.

They smiled cheerily at Putty: of the
Fourth ns he looked inm, - V1A%

“It'd  all  right!” annonnced Arthur
Edward Lovell. |

“Is it?" asked Tulty.

“Yes—we beat them.”w |

“Eh?  Beat - whom?”™. Palty, -in lus
interest in other matters, had quile for-
gotten the House mateh with the Moderus.

Arthur Edward glarved, |

“You silly owl !/ The Moderns; of*coursc
We beat them by two goals to ene!”

“It would have been three if 1'd been
there,” said Putly. “Bubt-uever mind (hal
1 didn't come here to talk footer.”

“Pid you come to' tea? asked Jimmy,
smiling. “Take a pew, old mau, dod takc
the cake !” ' '

Putty sat down.
YTl (ake o suack,” he said. “I'va gol
something to say to you chaps. It’s rather
im‘mrtuut." 2
“More'important than House matches?
asked Lovell savcastically.
ru I.iﬂtﬂ !ll : 34 :
“Well, you checky ass—
‘“It’s about Dicky Dalton~—"

“Oh, ean it!"” interrujited Tovell, *'7T
keep on telling you that {uu jolly wall nsked
for what you got, and it serves you right |
If you're thinking of puother jope ou Dicky,
throw it away, or you'll get n ragging lrom
(his study ! ‘That's a tip !” |

“T went to Dalton’s study for my gadgets,
and he spotted me when he eame in,” said
Putty, unheeding.

“Licked?” asked Raby,

“Yes.”

“Well, that serves you right, tco,” safll
Lovell, "I think—"

“Oh, draw it wild!"” said Putly,
believe anything but that!”

“What?” roared Lovell,

“Dear man, give your chin a rest for a
fow minutes—there isn't much time now

“1 can

_before five o'cloek,”

‘““Gem ” Library, and the '‘ Popular.” Read them every week!
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“Anything happening at five o'clock?”
asked J‘immg Sulgep: 2

“Yes; and I want you to help.”

T Gﬂ it,!“

“Is it 8 jape?” demanded Lovell.

- “Just that.”

. “Then cut. it out! This study isn't
Japing Dicky Dalton;: and my opinion is
that the more e licks you the .better it
will be.” '

“Thanks for your opinion! Now dry up
aud let a chap get in a word,” said Putty
inperturbably. -

vell snorted, but he “dried” up at
lnst, and Putty of the Fourth proceeded to
explain. And the eyes of the Fistical Four
grew wide with amozement as they
listened. -

The 6ih Chapter.
M Awlul for Peoele !
: YRIL PEELE started a little.
* Five strokes Jboomed out from the
clock-tower of Rookwood.

Pecle’s heart beat a little fasler.

At ony moment now Mr. Spindles, n&
Latcham, might argive at Rookwood, an
ask 1o be admitted o Mr. Dalton’s study.
There was no doubt that the moneylender
would keep the appointmeut—the arrange-
ment had been éxplicit. And the moment
the fat gentleman from Latcham ng:pcnred.
Peele would spread the news that Spindles,
the moneylender; had called on Mr. Dalton
—and that news was certain to cause great
excitement in the Fourth. While the
astonished Form masler was trying to make
out why his visitor had called, Rookwood
would buzzing with the amazing news
that the moneylender was there.

Mr. Dalton could give any esplanation
he liked; but facis were facts! It seemed
to the cad of the Fourth that he could
not fail to score. At the very least, Mr.
Dalton’s name would become a byword in
the school—at the best, from Peele’s point
of view, e would be called over the coals
by the Head.

It seemed to Pecle that he had guarded
every point, and that he could not fail to
score; -and, at all events, he was safe—no
one could ever guess his complicity in the
affair.

Yet he felt a little uneasy, and his lieart
beat faster as he heard the strokes of five
from the clock-tower. The best-laid
schemes of mice and men “gang aft agley,”
and- Peele’s c}mning schemes did not always
prosper—in  fact, they seldom pr red.
Still, this time he rﬂ:ﬂly did nutpﬁmhnt
was 1o go wrong, -

There was a step in the passage, and
Tapper, the house page, came along.
Peele’s eyes glinted,

He had no doubt that Tupper was going
to Mr, Dalton’s study to announce the
arrival of a visitor. It did not oceur’ to
him that he was the person for whom
Tupper was looking; he knew nothing of
an inferview between Tupper and Putty
of the Fourth, and of a tip of a half-crown
"that had changed hands,

“Somebody called, Tupper?” asked Peele
—he could not restrain his eagerncss for
news. - :

“Yessir,” said Tupper,
room now, sir.” _

“Waiting there, is he?” grinned Peele,

“Yessir."”

“What name did he givé, Tupper? You
can tell me, you know.”

“Certainly, sir,” said Tupper., “Name of
Spindles was what bhe give me, sir.”

Peele grinned.

“Spindles, eh?
name before.”

“1’ve seed it, sir, in the advertisements
in the Latcham paper, sir,” said Tupper.
“Moneylender’s name, glr.”

“Oh, yes—I remember now,” said Peele
carclessly, ‘““Well, you'd better get on and
tell Mr. Dalfon.”

Tupper stared.
. -*ﬁﬁe‘un Dalton!” he repeated.

“In the visilors’

I think I've heard that

“Yesa; he wants fo see Mr. Dalton,
doesn’t he?” nsked DPeele, staring in Lis
turn. |

“No, sir; he asked to see you.”

“What?”

“Master I'cele, sir—that’s what he asked
for, sir, and I come looking for you, sir—
Master Grace said I should find you ’ere,
sir.”’ ;

Peele staggered,

“What—what—what do you -mean® You
fool I” he exclaimed shrilly. *“You—you
mean to tell me ‘hat Spindles asked for

(AL

me?
“Jest so, sir; and the gent’s waiting in

the visitore’-room, sir,” said Tupper,

And the page walked away, having
delivered his message to Cyril Peele.

Peele leaned on the wall, gasping for
breath. :

He woudered if be was drcaming,
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Certainly, it was he who had telephoned
to Mr. Spindles, and made that appoint-
meutl for five o'clock at Rookwood. But he
used Mr. name—lie had
imitated a man’s voice. He wns cerlain
that the moneylender had been deccived on
that point.

What could it mean?

“Peele!”  Arthur Edward Lovell came
along the passage, with a very grave face.
“Peele, you awful ass, what have you been
up to? Do you think you can have money-
lenders coming to sce you at the school?
If you've got any sense you'll get rid of
that giddy visitor before he's seen.”

Peele gasped.

had Dalton’s

“I haven't any visitor—I haven't—I
didn’t—I never " he stammered in.
coherently.

“He’s waiting for yoh.”

“But I never——"" stuttered Peele.

Lovell shrugged his shoulders.

“My advice to you is to &heer him off
as sharp as you can,” he said. “Some
fellows have seen him already.”

And Lovell stalked. away. >
‘Cyril Peele possed his land over his fore-
head. .

What did it mecan—what could it mean?
Spindles, the moneylender, had called to
sce him—hiim—instead of Richard Dalton!
How could his cunning scheme have gone
wrong to this extent?
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which made Cyril Peele Jump. Peels
to understand how It was that Mr.
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;n_rlj- too well what. that would mean for
vim.

“I—=I "tell you—" -

“Oh, rats!” said Jimmy: and he walked
away, leaving Cyril Pecle to his terror.

Peele suppressed a
gone wrong-—f{rightfully wrong—that was
clear.  The only thing that remained. for
him to do was to get ‘rid of that awful
visitor at the earliest possible moment,
hoping and trusting that Mr. Spindles

would get clear of Rookwood without being
noticed or recognised. |

Pecle tottered away,. feelin
limbs would® hardly support him. But he
was almost running when he reached the
visitors’-room. . Raby and Newcome were
near the door of that opartment. They
gave the cad of the Fourth expressive

as if his

looks.

“You've done it now, Peele!” remarked
Raby.

“ Fairly done it !” said Newcome.

Peele did not heed them. He opened the
door of the visitors’ room and entered,
closing the door guickly behind him.

It was deep dusk iu the quad, and the
light had not been turned on in the room.
But Pecle saw a figure standing at the
window—a fat figure in an overcoat, holding
a bowler hat in his hand. )

Peele did not venture to switch on the
light. Juniors were not allowed to use

lllll

"

L
=
i

llllllll

. T T

! ‘“"Serve
* worm!'
azed at him open-mouthed. He was too dazed to try
pindles, of Latocham, was speaking with the voice of

[
iir
. L
e e

Hi
.édl.f*‘ I

I

o
Slggo'i=2

you right if it did mean the'sack, you
sald Mr. Spindles, In a changed volce

Putty of the Fourth !

moment of mental aberration, given his
Own name on the telephone, instead of Mr.
Dalton’s? 1f not, how could this possibly
have hnppeued?

" Peele !”

It was Jimwy Silver now.
gave him a haggard look.

“ Peele, you ass!”

“I never asked the man to call,” breathed
Peele. I don’t know him. I’ve nothing to

Cyril Peele

do with him! It—it's some awful mis-
take!”
“Then you'd better explain to him and

Silver dryly,
this

sheer him off,” said Jimmy
“He wsays you telephoned
NOON——="

“Telepboned ! stammered Peele.

“Yes; and made an appointment here for
five o'clock.”

Veele fairly tottered. Was it possible
that he was wandering in his mind, and
liad actually given his own name on. the
plione? So far as he knew, the Latcham
moneylonder had never heard of his exist-
ence; yet here he was, waiting in the
visilors'-room, asking to see Master Peele’

“Tell him to go away, Silver ™ muttered
Ill:pele. “Tell him it's all a mistake—tell
.lm""—'—""

“He's not likely to take that from me,”
sald Jimmy Silver. “Tell him yourself.
Are you off your rocker, Peele? Don’t
you know what it will mean for you if
it's found out that you've got a money-

after-

lender visiting you, right here in the
school 7"
The wrelched junior panted. He kunew

the visitors’ room - withoul special per-
mission, and the lighted windows might
have caused attention to be drawn to the
spot. Attention was about the last thing
in the world that DPeele desired at that
moiment.

Only one thought was in his mind—to get
Mr. Spindles to go, to explain as quickly as
he could that it was all a mistake, and to
get him to go, only to get him to go—at
once! 1f someone should come to the
visitors room and find him there with the
moneylender! The bare thought of it made
the cad of the Fourth sick with terror.

“Mr. Spindles ! he gasped.

The fat, overcoated figure turned from
the window. But the fuce was deeply in
the shade, and Peele saw it very dimly,
little more than a large beard.

" Mhster Peele?” asked a sharp, high-
pitehed voice.

“Yes, ves—il's all a mistake——"

“I'do not understand you, Master Peele.
[ am here to keep my appointment with
yt}u_—_li e

“I—I made no appointment—-"

“What? I repeat that I do not under-
staud ‘you, Master Peele ! Did you not tele-
phone to my office at three o’clock this
afternoon ?” |

“Yes—no, I mean——" articulated Peele.

“You muada the appointment for five
o'clock, after office hours. I am here. Now
you tell me that it is o mistake! Does that
mean that you do not desire to do business
with me, Master Pecle?” |

“Yes—no, I mean—— Oh dear !” gasped

Twopence

groan. Something had

A Then he

I L1 Pllttj'
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Peiele.-.':hlt's a mistake, .I never telephoned
“Do you mean that some trick has been
played on me !” '
“Yes, yes, yes " e
“Then I had better sce the headmaster.”
“Wha.a-at !” & S e T
“Kindly tell me where to find Dr.
Chisholm ™ T
Peele gave a gasp of sheer terror.
“If a trick has been played, wasting a
busy man’s time, it is for the licadmaster

of this schoel to inquire into’it. You see
that, Master Peele?”

“For mercy’s sake don't do anything of
the kind !” howled Peele, his knees knock-
ing together with fright. “I should get
into no end of a row—it might be the sack
for me—[—I—I—" '

_ "It jolly well-might!” said Mr. Spindles
in a changed voice, which made Cyril Peele
Jump¢ “ And serve you right if you did,
you worm !” |

Peele gazed at him open-mouthed. e
was too dazed to try to understand how s
was that Mr. Scindlu, of Latcham, was
speaking with the voice of Putty of the
Fourth.

The ‘door opened and Jimmy Silver
ate‘i)ped m. The light was switched on,
and Lovell and Raby and Newcome followed
Jimmy in. Peele glanced at them, and then
his dizzy eyes fixed on Mr. Spindles. In the
light he could see that gentleman quite
clearly now—and he could see that the face

[ was the face of Teddy Grace, with a large

e

beard—one of the “ props.” of the Classical
Dramatic Society—fastened to his chin.

Peele stared at him dizzily.

Putty of the Fourth cheerfully took off
the beard and slipped it into a pocket.
peeled off the big overcoat, and re-
vealed the fact that his plmmp appearance
had been caused by a padding of several
cushions. He grinned brightly at Peele.

“Yes, I think it might mean the sack for
you, old bean, if the Head knew or if Dicky
Dalton knew,” he remarked cheerily. “It’s
rather lucky for you that the gennine
Spindles hasn’t turned up, what ?”

Peele could only gasp. He felt as if his
bhead was turning round and round.

“You horrid worm !” said Jimmy Silver.
spotted you télephoning to Mr.
Spindles’ office this afternoon, in Dicky
Dalton’s name. Do you understand now,
you rotter?”

“Oh !” gasped Peele.

Putty chuckled. »

“The Spindles man isn’t coming, old
bean,” he said. “ After you'd cleared out of
Dicky’s study I rang him up and told him it
was a trick and that he wasn’t wanted at
Rookwood.”

“Oh!” gasped Peele again.

“He was quite cross,” grinned Putty,
“but he's not coming, old scout—which is
rather lucky for you.”

Peele pulled himself together.

*You--you rotter !” he muttered. *“ So—
so you were there—you heard me—"

He backed away to the door, but the

sturdy form of Arthur Edward interposed.

“Nol yet !” grinned Lovell.

“ Look here,” multered Peele,

only a jape——" -
. “That kind of jape is barred at Rook-
wood,” said' Jimmy Silver. ““You'd be jolly
well sacked if the Head knew, but we're
letting you off with a flogging.”

“ Wha-a-at ?”

“Yon've got the cane, Lovell?”

“Yes; I borrowed if from Bulkeley's
study.”

“ Bend over that chair, Pecle ™

Peele paunted.

“I—I won’t! I—-I—"

“Then you'll come to Mr. Dalton ' said
Jimmy Silver grimly. “ You can take your
choice, Peele !”

Peele’s choice was quickly made, Aund for
several minutes aflerwarnds anyone passing

“11—1t was

the door of the visitors’ room would have

been surprised to hear a sound of steady
whacking, as if somcone was beating o
carpet in that apartment.

L] - -

Mr. Dallon never knew.

He remained quite unaware of what he
owed to his loyal friends and protectors in
the Classical Fourth.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were satisfied to do
good by stealth, as it were.. And there was
no doubt that they had dome good, for
there was o sudden end of Cyril Peele’s
scheming and plotting. He realised that it
was not good epough; the results had been
altogether too painful for Peele.

: THE END.

(I's a scream, boys! “Muffin the Merei-
less!™ next Monday's ripping long complete
story of the chumas of Rookwood School., Don't
miss it on any aeccount, Order your copy of

\ the Bovs’ Fmexp to-day and thus make eertain
.0f obtaining it?)

Don’t forget “ The Football Outcasts!’ by Arthur S. Hardy, next week’s grand 15,000-word Cuptie story of Jim G’ryce‘ and the Rovers !
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