













































































the snow. It was a suit-case, and they
recognised it as the bag Mr. Bright had
been carrying.

Lovell peered at it.

‘“My hat! He’s dropped his bag—and
left it there I”’

‘“ Must have been fagged out by that
time, and too jolly tired to carry it any
farther,”’” said Newcome,

‘“1 suppose so. But 2z

“Tl carry it,” said Jimmy.
on!”’

They tramped on in the thickening dim-
ness. At intervals they uttered a shout, in
the hope that'the exhausted man might be
within hearing. TFrom the fact that he had
left his suit-case behind, it was obvious that
the man must be exhausted, and proceeding
slowly.

¢ Come

‘“Halloo! Halloo!”” rang echoing
through the shadowy woods.

‘“Hark!” exclaimed Jimmy  Silver
suddenly.

’? said Lovell.

““ Only the echo
¢ Listen I”’
T tell you:

‘“ Quiet, ass, and listen!’’

Lovell grunted and was silent. The
juniors listened intently. Taintly, from
the deepening shadows of the wood, came a
distant cry:

€ Help lll

»

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
The Rescue 1
“ ELP !’7
It was a faint, feeble cry, but it
reached the ears of the Rookwood juniors.

(3 Help Il’

““ That’s him I’ exclaimed Raby, joyfully
and ungrammatically.

‘“ Hurray !”’

Jimmy Silver shouted again.

‘“ Halloo! Where are you?"”

‘“ This way! Help!”

The juniors hurried in the direction of
the cry. They no longer needed the guid-
ance of the footprints, now almost lost in
the dimness.

‘s Help !71

They came on him suddenly.

At the foot of a frosty trunk, leaning

(

back on the tree, where he had sunk down
utterly exhausted, lay the stout gentleman
in the horn-rimmed glasses.

His face, white as chalk, glimmered in the
gloom, the big glasses giving it a strange,
owlish look.

‘“ Help I”” he murmured feebly.

‘“ Here we are, sir!’”’ said Jimmy Silver
cheerily. He bent down and peered at the
hapless man. ‘‘ You’re Mr. Bright?”’

““ Yes,”” gasped the stout gentleman,
blinking at him. ‘“ And you—I have scen
you before—you are the Rookwood boys I
met |’

““ Yes.
path, and followed,”’
serene now.”’

Mr. Bright gasped dismally.

¢I—T think I must have lost my way,”
he mumbled. ‘‘ But—but I came on foot-
prints and followed them, hoping that they
would lead me to a house, but—but I am
quite exhausted &

““ You came on your own footprints, gir, 2%
said Jimmy Silver. ‘ You must have
walked in a circle.”

““Ts it possible ¥’ gasped Mr. Bright.

““But it’s all right now,”” said Jimmy
reassuringly. ‘“ Thank goodness we found
you hefore it was too dark to get back to
the footpath.”

Mr. Bright shivered.

We found where you’d left the
said Jimmy. ‘¢ All

““ You—you—you can find your way
back in this dreadful wilderness?’ he
stuttered.

But there’s no time to
said

“I think so, sir.
lose. Lend a hand here, you men,”
Jimmy.

With the help of the juniors, Mr. Bright
gained his feet. But he leaned heavily on
them. Obviously, he had gone on till he
could no longer place one foot before the
other, and he was completely at the end of
his tether.

¢ I—I fear I am too exhausted to walk,”
he mumbled.

““ That’s all right, sir—lean on us!”’
said Jimmy. ‘¢ We’ll help you!”’

‘“ My dear boy! I—I hardly care to
think of what would have happened had you
not found me,”” gasped the hapless gentle-
man.
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Truly, it was not pleasant to think of.
Had not the Rookwooders found him, Mr.
Bright would have passed the long Decem-
ber night in the snow and darkness, and it
was searcely likely that he would have sur-
vived to see the winter sun dawn again.

But the Rookwooders were not out of the
wood yet—literally and metaphorically.
Darkness was falling fast now.

““Buck up!” said Lovell.
our way back, we’re dished.”

‘“ Come on, sir!”’ said Jimmy.

Mr. Bright walked between Lovell and
Jimmy, the two heftiest members of the
party, and Raby carried the suit-case.
Supported by the two sturdy juniors, the
slout gentleman found that he could walk.
But most of his weight fell on the two
Fourth-Formers, and his weight was very
considerable.

Manfully they stood up to the burden.

What would happen if Mr. Bright gave
out entirely, the juniors hardly dared to
contemplate. So bulky a gentleman would

“If we loso

(

At the foot of a frosty trunk, where he had sunk down
cxhausted, sat Mr. Bright.

not have been easy to carry, even by four
sturdy fellows.

Fortunately, Mr. Bright did not give out.
Help and renewed hope kept him going.

Progress was slow. The juniors tramped
on, with Mr. Bright tottering in their
midst, leaning heavily on Lovell and
Jimmy.

There was more than one halt to rest and
to ascertain the way, for the darkness was
settling blackly now, and the footprints that
had guided the juniors were lost to sight.
Fortunately, by the time the last glimmer
of light was gone, the juniors were on a
track they knew, and it led them back to
the main footpath.

There, all was safe so far as finding the
way was concerned, but nearly a mile’s
distance had to be covered to reach the
village of Coombe.

Mr. Bright seemed scarcely conscious
now; he tottered on like a man in a dream.
his weight falling more and more heavily
on the juniors.
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How they got to Coombe, Jimmy Silver
& Co. hardly knew.

They tottered into the village at last,
with an utterly helpless man on their hands.
They gasped with relief at the sight of the
glowing light from the diamond-paned
windows of the Red Cow.

But now all was plain sailing. The trap
from the Red Cow carried four fatigued
juniors and an exhausted master to the
zates of Rookwood.

And, in spite of what awaited them there,
never had Jimmy Silver & Co. been so glad
to see the old school.

‘“ Here we are again!’’ gasped Jimmy
Silver as he jumped from the trap and
tugged at the bell.

‘“Two hours late for roll calll”
Raby.

““ There’ll be a frightful row!” said
Newcome.

‘ Never mind that. We’re here at last,”’
said Jimmy Silver, and he rang another
peal on the bell.

0ld Mack came down to the gate.

‘“ My eye!’”’ said the Rookwood porter as
he blinked at the new arrivals. *‘ You,
is it? Which Mr. Dalton says iy

Old Mack broke off, to stare at the man
who was being helped from the trap.

““ Wot’s this ’ere?”’ he ejaculated.

““ Mr. Bright,”” said Jimmy.

““Mr. Bright!”” repeated Mack. *‘ He
ain’t come, and the ’Ead expecting ’im

said

““ Lend a hand, old bean, and give your
chin a rest,”” suggested Jimmy Silver.

And old Mack grunted and lent a hand,
and Mr. Bright was helped to the House.
And Jimmy Silver & Co., as they came in,
were hailed immediately by Carthew of the
Sixth.

‘“ Here, you!”

¢ Here we are, old bean,” said Jimmy
cheerily.

¢ You’re to go to Mr. Dalton’s study at
once,”’ said Carthew. ‘I may as well tell
you that it’s a Head’s flogging for you all
round ! Cut off!”’

And the Fistical Four, not in a happy
mood, cut off, to take what was coming to
them.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER

Something Like Luck I

““T EAVE it to me!”’ said Lovell.
‘“ What?’ yelled three juniors.

‘“ Leave it to me P

‘“ Fathead I’

" ABS lll

‘“ Duffer I”’

Jimmy Silver & Co. found Mr. Dalton’s
study vacant. The TFourth Form-master
had been called away by the commotion that
followed the arrival of Mr. Bright.

The four juniors waited in the study for
their Form-master. There was a buzz of
oxcited voices in the House, startled
exclamations, and the sound of many foot-
steps. The strange and unusual circum-
stances of Mr. Bright’s arrival had caused
something like a sensation.

But the Fistical Four paid that no heed.
They were thinking of themselves, which in
the circumstances was excusable.

They waited for Mr. Dalton to come back,
in the lowest spirits. Then Lovell sug-
gested that they should leave it to him.
Jimmy Silver and Raby and Newcome
looked at Arthur Edward as if they could
have eaten him.

‘““Leave it to me,” repeated Lovell
calmly. “T’'ll talk to Dicky Dalton!
Don’t you fellows say a word !”’

‘“ Look here——"’

““ You know you can’t open your mouth
without putting your foot in it,”” argued
Lovell, ““ so leave the talking to me.”’

‘“ You footling ass——"’

““ We’re likely to leave anything to you,
you frabjous ass!’’ said Raby. ‘ The best
thing you can do is to shut up.”

““T'm going to talk to Dalton

‘“ Rats!”

*“ I'm going to tell him——

““ Rot I’

““ Look how the matter stands,”’ argued
Lovell. ‘“T asked Dalton for leave to meet
Bright at Latcham, and sce him safe to the
school 12

‘“ Like your cheek

““ Dalton refused

‘‘ Yes, you ass, and you never told us.””

““Don’t jaw! Dalton refused, and look
what’s happened. Bright lost his way, and

”

”
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might have been frozen. Well, I'm going
to point out to Dalton that I was right, and
he was wrong.”’

““ Wha-a-at1”’

““ Dalton’s a sensible man,”’ said Lovell.
““1 mean, for & Form-master, of course.
Well, when I point out to him how utterly
in the wrong he was, he’s bound to see it.”’

““ Great pip 1"

‘1 shan’t tell him he was an ass.”’

When the trap arrived at

Rookwood Mr. Bright had

to be assisted by two of the
juniors Into the schoal.

“Oh!” gasped Jimmy. ‘‘ You won’t?”’

““Noj; I shall put it politely. But I'm
going to make it clear to him that he was
wrong, and I was right. and H

The three juniors gazed at Arthur
Ldward Lovell. That happy youth seemed
persuaded that the matter would turn out
all right, after all, if left to him. But his
comrades had had enough—more than
enough—of leaving it to Lovell. Noither
did they think that an angry Form-master
might be placated by having it explained
to him that he was utterly in the wrong,
and that Arthur Edward Lovell was utterly

( 229

in the right. It seemed improbable, at
least.

““ You—you benighted bandersnatch!”
said Jimmy Silver at last. ‘* We’ve got to
take what’s coming to us, and it will be
bad enough without you making it worse.”

““If you leave it to me 7

“If you say one word to Dalton,”” said
Jimmy Silver, in concentrated tones, ‘¢ we'll
serag you I”’

““ Look here—"’

““ All you've got to do is to shut up
hooted Raby.

Lovell’s countenance assumed
obstinate expression.

““1 shall certainly tell Dalton what I
think,” he said. ‘“All you fellows have
got to do is to keep your silly mouths shut
and leave it to me.”’

’

1

its most

It really was the
Jimmy Silver and Raby

It was the last straw!
thing-too-much |
and Newcome exchanged an eloquent
glance, and then they hurled themselves
on Arthur Edward Lovell.

‘“ Bump him!”’ roared Jimmy.

‘“ Yarooogh! Leggo! Mum-mum-my
hat! Yoooop I’

Bump |
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Ink and papers danced on Mr. Dalton’s
table as Arthur Edward Lovell smote the
floor of the study.

A Form-master’s study was not, perhaps,
an appropriate place for Lovell’s chums to
demonstrate thus what they thought of him.
But that was forgotten in the excitement
of the moment. Arthur Edward had asked
for it—he had hegged for it—and now he
was getting it.

Bump |

‘“ Whooooo I”’

‘“ Give him another I’

Bump |

‘* Yo000000000000000000p I”*

‘“ Now, you fathead Y

‘“ Now, you ass

‘“ Now, you burbling chump——""

‘" )Hem I”

That gentle cough in the doorway had a
more startling effect on Jimmy Silver & Co.
than a thunderclap.

The three juniors released Arthur Edward
as suddenly as if Arthur Edward had all at
once become red-hot.

They spun round. Mr. Richard Dalton
was standing in the doorway of the study.
He had come in at a rather unpropitious
moment |

““ "Hem !’’ he repeated.

““ Oh I’”” gasped Jimmy Silver.

Three juniors stood crimson and con-
fused. Lovell sat up, crimson and enraged.

“Ow!” he gasped. “I'll Ow !
Oh! Ooooooh”’

Mr. Dalton stepped into the study.

““You may stand up, Lovell,”’ he said

quietly.
Lovell stood up. He gave his comrades a
look. In the presence of the Form-master

he could give them nothing more than a
look, but his look was expressive.

There was a moment’s silence. The
chums of the Fourth waited for their Form-
master to utter the words of doom.

““ You have played truant to-day!’”’ said
Mr. Dalton at last. ‘ You have left the
school without leave, missed classes, and
refused to return at a prefect’s order,
though I sent him specially to fetch you
back.”

‘“ We’re sorry, sirl &

said Lovell.
‘“ Shut up I”” hissed Newcome.
‘“ Shan’t! You see, sir,” said Lovell, I
should like to say Yow-ow-ow |”’
Lovell had not intended to say that. He
said it involuntarily as his foot was fiercely
tramped on.
‘“ Order,

You see, sir

pleaseI”  said Mr. Dalton
severely.  ‘‘ Silence! You need say
nothing! It was my intention to report
you to your headmaster for a flogging,
but—""

The juniors hung on Richard Dalton’s

words. It seemed that there was a
‘ but.’
‘“ But: " said Mr. Dalton slowly.

A pin might have been heard to fall in
the study.

““But it appears that your reckless,
thoughtless, foolish conduct has led to an
unexpected but very happy result,”” said
the Fourth Form-master.

““ Mas it, sir?”’ ejacnlated Jimmy Silver.

“ Are you not aware that it has, Silver?”’

‘¢ I—I don’t quite——"’

‘“ Had you not broken bounds to-day, as
you recklessly and unthinkingly did for the
trivial purpose of visiting a circus, you
would not have been returning by Woody
Ridge, and would not have found Mr.
Bright there,’”” said Richard Dalton.

“On1’

The juniors saw light.

¢ By seeking him in the wood. with dark-
ness falling, you ran very considerable risk
yourselves,”” said Mr. Dalton, his severe
face relaxing. *“ You might not have suc-
ceeded in saving him, but might have
shared his fate.”

“Oh!”

“ There is no doubt that you have saved
this gentleman, Mr. Bright, from severe
hardship—possibly from death.”

“Oh1’

T am bound to take this into considera-
tion,”” said Mr. Dalton.

‘“ O]‘ l”

‘“ Nothing more, therefore, will be said
about your reckless escapade.”’

‘“ Oh I’ gasped the juniors.

‘“You may go, and may regard the



matter as closed,”’
said the Form-
master. ‘“ But,”” he
added in a deep
voice, ‘‘if anything
of the kind should
oceur again 4

Mr. Dalton did
not finish. He left
the rest to the
imagination of the
juniors.

He made a gesture
of dismissal, and the
chums of the Fourth
left the study.
Very gladly they
left it, scarcely dar-
ing to believe in
their good luck.

‘“Well, my hat!”’
said Jimmy Silver
as they went down

the passage. That
was all he could

say.

He was too aston-
ished at their good
fortune, as were the others. Even though
they had saved Mr. Bright, not for one
moment had the Fistical Four expected
Mr, Dalton to take such a lenient view of
their taking French leave. But in the cir-
cumstances, perhaps, it was the only course
left open to the Fourth Form-master.

““ This is what comes of leaving it to
me,”” remarked Lovell. ““T told you so!”’

Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome
looked at Lovell with an indulgent smile.

‘“ Another time,” continued Arthur
Fdward, ‘ perhaps you won’t need per-
suading so much 2

This was too much for the others.

““ You ass!”

““ You burbling chump 1"

““You fathead!”’

And the Fistical Four walked on down the
passage in silence.

“Ticked?’ asked a dozen voices as
they came into the junior Common-room.

““ Flogged "’

‘¢ Sacked 9’
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a gentle cough sounded in the doorway.

Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome were heartily bumping Lovell when

It came from Mr. Dalton !

Jimmy Silver & Co. smiled.
smile now |

“My dear men,”’ said Arthur Edward
Lovell patronisingly, ‘“ we’re all right!
We’ve been to the circus, and we’ve had a
jolly good time! That’s all 1"’

““ And you’re not licked 7’ howled Tubby
Muffin.

“ Not at all!”’

““ But you cut class!”’ exclaimed Morn-

They could

iE

ington.

¢ We did !’

‘““You went to the circus!” said
Townsend.

«“We did I”’

‘“ And you’re not licked 5"’

““We’re not.”

““Then how did you manage it?’
demanded Mornington.

Lovell smiled.

““ These fellows left it to me,”” he ex-

‘“ When a thing’s left to me, it’s
That’s all I’
THE END

plained.
all right!
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oME in, idiot I’ bellowed a powerful

voice, in response to my timid tap

on the door of Study No. 10.
Trembling, I obeyed.
A grim, broad-shouldered youth was
dancing up and down the study, pummel-
ling the walls for all he was worth. Orna-
ments and furniture were scattered about
the floor as though a whirlwind, a cyclone,
a monsoon, and a hurricane all rolled into
one had recently visited the study.

‘“ P-please I've called to iunterview you,
Mr. Bolsover, on behall of the Hovripay
Axxvuan,”” I began.

¢“ Just in time!”’ bellowed Bolsover,
giving me a genial thump on the back that
shot me into the far corner of the room.
‘“ You can jolly well interview me while
you’re sparring with me. I’ll tell you all
about myself. TFirst of all, I'm the
strongest chap in the Remove. Take that!”’

(

Qur Incurable Interviewer

Calls On

PErRcY BOLSOVER
(The bully of the Greyfriars Remove.)

“ Yaroooooh !’ T yelled as I took ‘‘ that
—‘“that ”” being a crashing blow on the
jaw.

“ But in spite of that I’'m an awfully nice
chap,” grinned Bolsover. ‘¢ Anyone who
tells you I’'m a bully is talking out of his
hat! Of course, I dish out lickings galore
to the fags, but that’s for their own good.
Here’s one for your boko!”

““ Whoooop !”’

““ My motto is: Be kind! Take that!”

And Percy Bolsover, in two brief seconds,
presented me with a thick ear and a black
eye.

¢ My recreation is bending iron bars.
My favourite author is Jack Dempsey, and
my favourite song, ‘Two Lovely Black
Eyes.” And here’s another for you, by the
way !”’

““ Yooooop !”” T roared.
Mr. Bolsover: =

“Dunno that there’s much else to tell,”’
continued Bolsover. “ You can tell your
readers that I'm a gifted member of the
Remove Debating Society, and I regularly
bring forward very weighty arguments—
like this!”’

Bifi !

Bolsover’s weighty argument took the
form of a pile-driver on my chest that sent
me to the floor, a huddled heap.

I suppose that ended the interview. I
have a dim recollection of being carried oft
by the Remove Ambulance Corps on a
stretcher and afterwards waking up in
hospital.

Perhaps the Editor will he merciful now,
and send me to interview somebody like
Alonzo Todd or Sidney Snoop. The next
time I’m asked to interview Percy Bolsover,
my reply will be more forcible than polite !
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““ Look here,
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