



































of the coloured garments roll the ball between

the sticks before the game ends itself. Does
Lal speak truly, sahibs?” finished the

professor anxiously.

There was a roar of rage from the Bagshot
Fourth Form, and simultancously a roar of
uncontrollable laughter from the rest of the
audience. Tt suddenly seemed to strike even
the Bagshot fellows, all except those in the
[Fourth Form, as being an excruciatingly funny
description of Pankley’s team of IFourth-
formers’ vain struggle against Jimmy Silver’s
Rookwood team. Never had Pankley & Co,
een so thoroughly and so publicly ** roasted ™
as by this pair of secemingly quite mmnocent
Hindus. In their apparently quite unsuspect-
ing way they had done less than justice to

“You fat black villain!" roared Pankley, shaking his fist angrily at

the dismayed-looking professor.
(

the actual display that Pankley & Co. had
given on the field, and had shown them up
in front of the whole school—and some of
the Rookwood fellows, too—as a pack of
helpless duflers.

Pankley & Co. simply writhed, while the
audience yelled with langhter.

“You fat black villain!” roared Pankley,
shaking his fist up at the dismayed-looking
Professor Walla-Walla. “ Youspoofer!”

The professor spread out lis hands.

“ But, sahib e

“Your blessed Lal is talking pifile ! " hooted
Putter. “ Piffle, do you hear 2 ”

“Rats!” roared a dozen voices,
quite richt ! (Go ahead, professor! ™

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ He was

“How do you
like 1it, Pankley ?

“You can’t play
footer, old man!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Pankley & Co.,
and the rest of
the Bagshot Fourth
Form team turned
red and furious
faces to the yelling
crowd. The redder
and the more
furious they got the
more the crowd
yelled !

“The—the howl-
ing  dummies!”

“ You spoofer!”

breathed Panklev
wrathfully. “If I
get hold of that
black heathen of a

Lal, I—TI'llspiflicate

him!”
“The young
rotter must be

spoofing us!”
gasped Poole. ‘1
don’t believe he
was 1n a trance at
all 1 ”

““ This is the limir,
and no mistake ! ”’

(See this page.) snorted Greene.
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‘“ Made absolute fools of us, don’t you
kmow,” said Putter.

‘“Ha, ha,ha!”

The Rookwood fellows, of course, were

almost in hysterics. It seemed funny enough
to the Bagshot fellows to see their own Fourth-
form footer team ** roasted ’ in this manner.
To the Rookwood fellows. who were 1 the
Know, the way Jimmy Silver’s litile plot was
working out was excruclatingly humorous.

‘““ Blessed if I can stand much more of this! ™
gasped Lovell, who was clinging helplessly
to Newcome, and almost weeping With mirth.
“ I—I shall sunply bust ! ”

“Ha, ha, ha!” cackled the Rookwooders,
feeble with laughter.

“Look out!” stuttered Raby.

professor’s off again.”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
Who’s Top Dog ?

HE professor, who appeared mystified by
the uproar his assistant’s description of
a football mateh had caused, was making
an attempt to attract the attention of the
audience from the unfortunate Pankley & Co.

to himself once more.

““ Will the sahibs ask some question concern-
ing the future ¢ > he bleated.

Then there came a roar from Lovell of
Rookwood.

“ Ask him who’ll win the next junior foot-
ball match with Rookwood, professor—whites
or colours ? ”

‘““ Hear, hear 2 *

“Bravo!”

“ Ha, ba,ha!”

The 511grrest10n was received with cheers
and yells of laughter. It just fitted in with the

mood of the audience.

The professor blinked at Lovell a little
doubtfully, then :

‘““ T understand, sahib ! ” he said, and, with a
little bow to the grinning audience, he went
over to his boy assistunt, who still lay back
motionless in his chair.

He bent down, put a question to him in his
strange lanﬂ'uage at the same time putting his
fat hand on the boy’s brow.

There wasan expcctant hush as the audience,
now thoroughly enjoying themselves, with the

*“ The
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exception of Pankley & Co., listened for tho
gifted young seer’s reply.

“ Hi chum him rum?”
low but clear tones.

The professor, with au cxpression of portent-
ous solemnity, walked bazk to the footlights
with measured tread.

For o moment there was a breathless silence.

The professor appeared to hesitate. Im-
mediately there were shouts of encouragement.

“Goit!

“What dees hesay ¢

“ Out withit!”

The professor held up his hand.

“ Lal Ram says that the sahibs of the many-
coloured shirts will win, by seventeen goals to
nil ! "’

There was a moment of stunned slience.

Then a great gust of laughter fairly shook
the school-room, mingled with a roar of wrath
from the junior members of the Bagshot
audience.

Pankley & Co. sprang up in a body, and
made a rush for the stage. Those of the
Rookwooders who were not too helpless with
laughter laid restraining hands upon them.

Amid a perfect pandemonium of shouts
and laughter, a wild and whirling strugale
commenced once more amidst the first few
rows of chairs, this time on a much more
extensive scale than befere. Pankley & Co.
were again the centre of it, and Pankley &
Co. were driven almost to desperation by all
that they had had to put up with on that
eventful evening.

The Bagshot masters, convinced that this
was the end of the cvening’s entertainment,
left the school-room with their wisitors,
laughing loudly, leaving the scniors to deal
with the uproar as best they could.

After a short struggle with Raby and
Newcome, Pankley and Putter managed to
scramble on to the stage, chiefly because the
Rookwooders were too doubled up with
laughter to cope with them efiectively.

The two heroes of the Bagshot Fourtl
gazed wildly round the stage.

“Where are they ?” " Liooted Pankley.
“Where are the black villains 2 ”

“We'll scalp ’em! Where are they ?”
echoed Putter ferociously.

)
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But Hindu
professor and |his

the

hopeful assistant had
departed.  Pankley
ind  Putter raged
round the stage, look-
ing  behind all the
screens, but no sign
of them did they
discover.

All the “ props ™
had gone, too, only
the screens and car-
pets, borrowed from
various quarters 1in
Jagshot School, re-
mained.

* They can’t have
cone far, especially
with all their props
to carrv,” said Pank-
ley sulphurously.
“ Let’'s run down to
the gates!”

“Good egg! 7 cried
Putter.

The two juniors left
the stage by the back
entrance, and bolted
out of the big school-room, and down the
passage. Poole and Greene were limping
along the passage, fresh from the fray i the
big school-room, and Pankley rallied them to
his standard.

*“ Down to the gates, you fellows—quick ! ™

Poole and Greene, jaded as they were,
pricked up their cars like a couple of war-
horses at their leader’s clarion call.

“Right-ho ! 7 called Poole.

And they followed Pankley and Putter.

Pankley & Co. dashed out of the school-
house door and across the playground towards
the big school gates. In the glimmer of the
starlight Pankley caught a glimpse of two
fizures moving in front of him in the direction
of the gates. One was tall and bulky and the
other shorter and slim, and between them
they carried a bulky basket.

Pankley gave a yell of triumph.

“ Here they are, you fellows! On to

'em!”

darkness :

(

“ Rescue, Rookwood ! " shouted Jimmy Silver, before Pankley could stifle |
the crv. There was a rush of feet, and Lovell’s voice sounded through the .,
‘““ This way, vou chaps!

Coming, Jimmy!"” (See Chapler G.)

The figures in front, evidently startled,
stopped, and set down the basket with a
bump. .

“Mind your eye!” exclaimed a voice,
and a voice that the Bagshot juniors knew
well. ““ Here’s Pankley & Co.! Runforit!”

Pankley gave a roar.

“Jimmy Silver!
Collar him!”

“Run for it, professor!” yelled Jimmv
Silver.

But the professor hesitated, and wrung
his hands helplessly. |

“My props !’ he wailed.
my props!”

Then Jimmy Silver, otherwise Lal Ram,

23

You—you spoofer |

“1 can’t leave

“hesitated, too, and was lost !

“Back up, then!” “ Ow !

Greoh!” :

Four pairs of hands were laid upon him
almost at the same instant, as Pankley & Co.
made a dash at him.

he gasped.
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Then Jimmy Silver was down.

With Pankley sitting on his chest and
Poole on his legs he could only gasp breath-
lessly.

“@Groo-hoo! Gerrofl !

Pankley gnspc(l too.

“Got you!” he ﬂ'runted victoriously.

“ GGerroff me chest !’

*“Some other time, Mr. Jimmy Lal Ram
Silver !

“ Help!
lessly.

There was a rush of feet, and the sound of
Lovell’s voice in the darkness.

" This way, you chaps!”

*“ Rescue, Rookwood!” * shouted Jimmy
Silver, bcfore Pdnklev could stifle the cry.

“ Coming, Jimmy ! ”’ shouted Lovell, recog-
nising his chum’s voice on the instant.

In a moment Pankley & Co. were surrounded
by a dozen shadowy forms. The Rookwood
juniors on their way down to the gates had
arrived In the nick of time to rescue their
leader.

Pankley & Co. turned to flee, but it was too
late. They were surrounded, and grasped by
many hands.

With the four Bagshot prisoners arraigned
im front of him, surrounded by the grinning
Rookwood juniors, Jimmy Silver held forth in
the hour of his triumph.

“ Now, you Bagshot bounders, listen to
your Uncle James a moment!” he said,
wagaing an admonitory forefinger at the
sulphurous Pankley & Co. * The hour has
come when we must part! DBut before we
do so, let us have a few moments’ sweet
converse ! 7’

There was a cackle from the appreciative
circle of Rookwooders. But Pankley & Co.
replied only with glares.

If looks could wither, Jimmy Silver would
undoubtedly have shrivelled up on the spot.
As it was, he did not seem to be affected the

Help!” gasped Jimmy breath-

least bit. He only grinned !
“And now, gentlemen,” said Jimmy.

“When I say ‘ gentlemen,” I mean you Rook-
wood chaps, of course % *
Ha >~ ha, ha'1*"
““ I have one question to ask you, gentlemen.
Who's top dog—Rookwood or Bagshot 7 ™

He asked this question with the air of one
propounding a point of the gravest impor-
tance. He was not kept waiting long for an

answer.
There was a roar from a dozen voices.

" Rookwood ! ”

“Uncle James” smiled, and waved his
hand airily. He was thoroughly enjoying
himself.

“ Iixactly ! ” he said gently. “ And now,
what do the Bagshot bounders say In answer
to the same question ?

“Bagshot!” shouted Pankley & Co.,
defiantly.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimm? sighed and shook his head.

“ It seems e\traordmarv !”” he said, 1n a
pained voice. “* After all the trouble we have
taken this evening, too!”

“Ha, ha, ha!?”

“ Would i1t make any difference 1if I
mentioned that there are miles of strong
twine 1n the professor’s prop-box, Pankley,
to tie you four up with ? ”

“Oh!” said Pankley.

“ And lots of make-up and feathers and
things to decorate you with ?

S Lghl™

“Groo!”

Pankley & Co. shuddered, and the Rook-
wood juniors yelled again.

Jimmy Silver went on with a serious face.

“We’re a bit late as it 1s, but we don’t
mind being late and getting a few lines, as
long as 1t’s in a good cause, Pankley, old
scout! If we tied you four up so you could
just crawl back to the school 5

Li Ug]l ! 723

“And painted your faces——

“Groo!”

“ And jammed feathers in your hair

‘i O}] I 2

“ And put notices on your backs, just to let
the fellows know who’d done it, you know 22

“ Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Rookwooders.

“Would it alter your opinion on this
important question, I wonder ? ”’ _

Pankley & Co. fairly wriggled. After all
they had been through that evening, and the
way they had been held up to ridicule in their
own school, they would have a sufficient

22
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amount of chaff to put up with from their
schoolmates as it was! But if they crawled
in finally, rigged out in the manner Jimmy
Silver so graphically described—well, 1t
seemed to the unhappy Pankley & Co, that hife
would not be worth living !

“Of course,” went on Jimmy Silver
sweetly, ‘it wouldn’t be necessary to pro-
ceed to these extreme measures.”-—and he
waved his hand towards the prop-box—
‘“if yvou would express a more reasonable
opinion about which school is top dog! We
should simply bid you good-night, and let you
vo, in that case.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha! " roared the Rookwooders.

The conflicting expressions upon the faces
of the Bagshot fellows was almost too comic.

They were fairly in the toils, and they
realised it.

“Well,” said Jimmy Silver at last, 1In
dulcet tones. “ Which school 1s top-dog,
gentlemen of Bagshot 27

Pankley & Co. looked at one another with
sickly expressions. Pankley’s lips moved, but
no words came. Then, reluctantly, he
nodded.

“Rookwood !’ came almost in a whisper
from four pairs of lips.

But Jimmy Silver was merciless.

“Louder!” he demanded. ** Say it as if
you meant it! Now, who 1s top dog ? ”

*“ Rookwood !’ shouted the
bounders, goaded to desperation.

Jimmy Silver chortled loud and long.

Let the beggars go!” he said. * They
know who's top dog at last ! ”
“ Hurrah!”

Laughing and cheering, the Rookwooders
released the unhappy Pankley & Co. Then,
with the comfortable feeling of fellows who
deserved well of their country, they gathered
up the big prop-basket, and with the pro-
fessor, grinning broadly, in their midst, they
marched off down the road towards Rookwood.

“ Nighty-night | * sang out Jimmy Silver.
“If he’ll let us know when he wants it, we’ll
“come along again some time, and remind him
again | ”’

But answer came there none !

Bagshot

¥
L

Greyfriars Champions
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LORD MAULEVERER
(Champion Slacker)

“To sleep, perchance to dream; " 1 cita
The maxim of Mauleverer;

At slacking, morning, noon and night,
No fellow could be cleverer.

He loves to lie and take his ease
In fields where sheep-bells tinkle ;

Sinking to slumber by degrees

For taking part in sport or game,
Mauly shows no proclivity ;

In fact, he hates the very name

Of action or activity !

A modern Rip Van Winkle!
When Cherry rouses him at dawn

His lordship gives a sleepy vawn,
At Homer or at Plato;
While as for games, they make him hot,

With noisy animation,
And murmurs * Botheration !

He finds it “ too much fae ” to swot
And flushed as a tomato!

He loves to lancuish in the shade
Beside the waving willow;

Alone with pints of lemonada,
And the green sward for pillow !

Come, Mauly! Shake your noble lee |
And stageer each beholder ; 3

I'll race you all the way to Pegy,
And swim you to the Shoulder !

To dream away vouth’s golden hours
[s folly most appalling ;

Wake up and exercise your powers !
The briny deep’s a-calling !



GLORIOUS GRUB!

By TUBBY MUFFIN

(of Rookwood).

ELL me not, in mournful numbers,
Life 1s but an empty dream:
If a pie your plate encumbers,
And there's strawberries and cream !

Life i1s lovely ! Life i1s ripping !
If the tuckshop i1s your goal ;

Don’t despair ! there's toast and dripping,
Saveloy and sau-age-roll !

Not privation, nor starvation,
Is our destined end or way ;

But to eat, with jubilation,
(Glorious grub the livelong day !

In the world’s broad field of battle,
In the camping-ground of Life,

Do not chew the cud, hike cattle,
Izat roast mutton, with a knife!

Trust no tabloids, howe’er pleasant,
L.et your meals substantial be ;

Dine on duckling or on pheasant,
(Gobble doughnuts for your tea'!

Lives of epicures remind us
We can make our lhives first-rate ;
And, departing, leave behind us
Not a crumb upon our plate !

Not a crumb to tell the story _
Of our glorious feasts and iceds;
Of the glamour and the glory
Of our picnics 1n the meads.

Dull would be the world and dreary,
And I'd feel inclined to ‘' blub ”
If there were no tuckshop cheery,
Stocked and stacked with Glorious
Grub !

LLet us, then, be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate!
Munching, crunching, gaily chewing—
L.earn to leave an empty plate!




	IMG_2025_11_25_13_50_26R
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_50_33L
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_50_33R
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_50_38L
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_50_38R
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_50_46L
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_50_46R
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_50_51L
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_50_51R
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_50_55L
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_50_55R
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_51_00L
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_51_00R
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_51_04L
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_51_04R
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_51_08L
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_51_08R
	IMG_2025_11_25_13_51_13L

