









































Herr Kinkel brandished his cane in the
air as he saw the juniors looking back.

“ Stop mit you ! ”” he bellowed.

“ This way,” murmured Jimmy Silver.

He cut across the field towards a haystack,
and his chums followed. On one side part
of the hay had recently been removed, and
it was easy to climb the rick.

“T say, he’ll corner us here,” said Lovell,
inalarm.

“Let him corner us,” said Jimmy Silver
cheerily. “ Follow your uncle.”

Jimmy Silver clambered up, and his
chums followed him. They sat on the top
of the rick and looked back at the German.
Herr Kinkel’s wet and crimson. face lighted
up with ferocious satisfaction as he saw
them halted at last. He came gasping up
to the. hayrick and shook his stick at the
four juniors above.

“ Gum down ! ”” he bellowed.

Jimmy Silver raised his cap politely.

““ Good-afternoon, Herr Kinkel ! ”

“ Gum down ! ”

“You look wet, sir,” said Jimmy Silver,
with friendly solicitude. “I hope you have
not been falling into any water.”

““ Mein Gott, 1 preaks efery pone in your
ody ! ”

¢ Nice afternoon, sir ! ”’

“ Vicked poy! I preaks cfery pone when I
vunce gets hold of you! I gums up and
fetches you, isn’t it.”

And the fat German essayed to climb the
rick. It was not so easy for him as for the
active juniors. He had more weight to
carry, and he was not much of a climber.
But by slow degrees he came up, panting
and puffing.

“ Time we slid,” murmured Jimmy Silver.

He slid across the rick and held on by his
hands, and dropped lightly into the field
on the other side. It was rather a long drop,
but he alighted safely, and his chums followed
him, one after another:

They sauntered cheerfully away from
the rick. At a distance of about fifty yards
they looked back. On top of the hayrick,
outlined against the blue sky, was a fat

and furious figure brandishing a stick.

“Poor old Kinkel, always getting left in

the lurch ! ” sighed Jimmy Silver. “ These
Germans ain’t up to our form, you know.
They’re too slow.”

“Ha, ha,ha!”

Herr Kinkel, in overpowering wrath and
disappointment, brandished his stick madly
on top of the haystack.

Jimmy Silver & Co. broke into a_trot.
They were fed up with Herr Kinkel, and they
wanted some ginger-beer. They disappeared
from the field at a pace that gave the German
master no chance, if he took up the chase
again. .

The first halt was in the tuckshop in
Coombe. There they called for ginger-pop
and quenched their thirst, and cheerfully
drank confusion to Herr Kinkel. But they
kept one eye on the street.

It was about half an hour later that Herr
Kinkel hove in sight. He was proceeding
at a walk now. He hadn’t a run left in him.

Jimmy Silver threw a shilling on the
counter.

“ Good-bye, Mrs. Wicks! If a fat German
inquires after us, give him our love ! ”

The Tistical Four trotted out of the tuck-
shop. Herr Kinkel gave a bellow of wrath
at the sight of them, and broke into a feeble
run. The Fistical Four dodged him ropnd
the railway station, and trotted away into
the lane towards Rookwood. It was time
to get within gates.

Jimmy Silver looked back in the lane.

Herr Kinkel came lumbering out of the
village.  After him came about a dozen
village urchins, yelling. The herr had for-
gotten his plight when he ventured into the
village, but the sight of a fat German, hatless,
squelching with water, and daubed with
mud, with wet hair plastered round his bald
crown, had naturally excited the village
youths to risibility.

“ ’Ere’s another guy ! ” hooted the urchins
of Coombe, as they followed on the track
of the excited German.

Herr Kinkel turned furiously and shook
his stick at them.

“Yah! Look at ‘im!”

“’Ere’s a guy [

“ Haw, haw, haw ! ”

The enraged German charged back at the
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“Save us, sir!’ exclaimed Jimmy Silver, as the Fi
** What—what |’ The master stood up in startled amazement as Herr Kinkel appeared in the doorway,

crowd of young rascals, laying about him
with his stick. They scattered, yelling, but
they did not go far. They gathered at a safe
distance, and a shower of stones rattled upon
Herr Kinkel.

Breathing wrath and vengeance, the
German beat a retreat, and then the hooting
crowd followed on his track again. They
accompanied him all the way to Rookwood,
with yells and jeers and occasional volleys
of stones and turf.

“ Oh, what a day out for Kinkel ! ” gasped
Jimmy Silver. “ Let’s get out of this! I'm
not going home along with that disreputable
old ruffian and his gang of hooligans!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The Fistical Four put on speed and van-
ished. But Herr Kinkel couldn’t put on
speed; he had no speed left. He was
pumped.
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stical Four rushed across Mr.

Bootles’ study.

He lumbered, gasping, along the lane, to
an accompaniment of hoots and yells, with
pebbles clinking on him, snorting with fury.

Not till they reached the gates of Rookwood
did the cheery urchins leave him, and then
they gave him a final yell before they departed.
Old Mack, the porter, came out in a state of
great astonishment, and he almost fell down
at the sight of Herr Kinkel.

“My heye!” said old Mack. “ Wharrer-
marrer with you, sir? ’Ad a haccident—a
bad haccident ? ”

“Dose poys!” hissed Herr Kinkel wildly.
“Dose poys! Mein Gott!”

The porter backed away. Herr Kinkel’s
look was wild, and his eyes were gleaming.
Old Mack did not like his looks.

“Yes, yes, sir; it’s all right,” he said
goothingly. “ They will do it, the young
himps, when a gentleman ’as ’ad a drop too
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much, Better go in quietly, sir, afere the
'Ead sees you! ”

Herr Kinkel raved. It was too much,
after all his sufferings, to be supposed by
this idiotic porter to be intoxicated.

“Dummbkopf! ” he roared. “ Fool of a
man! I have notting trinken!”

‘ For goodness’ sake, sir, be calm ! ”* urged
old Mack, in alarm. “ You'll ’ave a crowd
round, and the ’Ead—— Oh, my eye!”

Old Mack dodged into his lodge, and
slammed the door and locked it. Herr Kinkel
looked distinctly dangerous.

Herr Kinkel shook a fat and muddy fist at
the locked door, and stamped on towards the
School House, with curious eyes turning on
him from all sides.

Outside the School House the Fistical Four
were chatting cheerfully with Hooker and
Jones minor of the Fourth. The German
master gave a furious grunt as he caught
sight of them, and rushed at them.

The juniors scattered in alarm. Hooker
and Jones simply bolted. Herr Kinkel looked
like a dangerous lunatic at that moment.

The Fistical Four rushed into the House.
Herr Kinkel stamped in after them.

“ Stop mit you! Now I bunish you!” he
roared.

“ Whither, O King?” murmured Raby.
“ The study ?

“ No, Bootles’ study,” whispered Jimmy
Silver.

“ Bootles’ ? ” gasped his chums.

“Yes; we've got to go through it,” mur-
mured Jimmy. “And if Bootles sees the old Hun
in that state, he won’t be surprised that we ran
away from him, and led him a giddy dance !’

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The Co. rejoiced in the sagacity of their
chief. They made a run for their Form-
master’s study. Herr Kinkel was close
behind now, brandishing his stick. Without
even stopping to knock, Jimmy Silver hurled
open the door of Mr. Bootles’ study, and the

Fistical Four rushed in.

Mr. Bootles leaped up from his table in
startled amazement.

“ What—what—what——" he exclaimed.

“Bave us, sir!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver
dramatieally.

(

 What—swhat | ”

“Bave us!” yelled the Fistical Four, in
chorus.

And they dodged behind Mr. Bootles as
the pursuer, who had run them to earth at
last, came thundering in at the study doorway.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
Mr. Bootles Protects the Innocent.
MR, Bootres stared at Herr Kinkel, his
eyes almost starting through his spec-
tacles.

Never had so fearsome an object burst into
Mr. Bootles’ study.

With wet and tangled hair smothered with
mud and dust, crimson with rage, panting
for breath, dripping with water from head to
foot, Herr Kinkel presented an extraordinary
appearance.

“ What—what ! ” said Mr. Bootles feebly.

“Ach! Verearedey?”

“ Herr Kinkel! Is—is that you, Horr
Kinkel ? "

“Ach! Ja, ja! Dose poys—I bunishes
dem 2

“Save us, sir!” shrieked Jimmy Silver,
with a terrified accent, which showed that he
was a born actor, as the German master
strode forward. “ He’s mad, sir. Save our
lives ! ”

“ Help | shrieked Lovell.

“ Spare our lives ! ” screamed Raby.

“ Mercy ! ” wailed Newcome.

“Silence! Silence!” cried Mr. Bootles.
“ Goodness gracious!  Stand back, Herr
Kinkel ! Do you hear me, sir? Do you

venture to use violence towards these boys in
my study, Herr Kinkel ? ” thundered Mr.
Bootles.

“Ach! I tinks—"
“Stand back! Boys, there is nothing to
fear. Calm yourselves. I will protect you.

Pray calm yourselves!”

“He’s dangerous, sir!” sobbed Jimmy
Silver. “ He’s been chasing us all the after-
noon, and we barely escaped with our lives!”

“ Nonsense—nonscnse, Silver! You are
mistaken, ] am sure ! ”

“ He attacked some of the Bagshot hoys
violently. sir, and we heard them shrieking
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for help!” moaned Jimmy Silver. “Keep
him off, sir! Oh, keep him off | I know he
means murder ! ”

“ Herr Kinkel, stand back, or I will call
for help ! ” shouted Mr. Bootles, confronting
the German master with flashing eyes. *“ How
dare you? I repeat, sir, how dare you?
Have you taken leave of your senses % ”

Herr Kinkel backed away, in spite of him-
sclf. He was in a towering rage, but he had
sense enough left not to attack the Form-
master. He was greatly inclined to hurl

fr. Bootles aside, but a remnant of common-
sense withheld him.

“Now, tell me what this means, Herr
Kinkel ! ” said Mr. Bootles, who was very
angry himself. “What do you mean by
chasing these boys into my study, and
frightening them in this manner ? ”

“Ach! I follow dem all der after-
noon—"

“ Then Silver’s statement is correct. The
Head shall judge of this matter ! " exclaimed
Mr. Bootles. “I am shocked—astonished !
It is unheard-of ! I repeat, have you taken
leave of your senses, Herr Kinkel ? Or have
you been drinking—yes, sir, drinking ? ”

“ Mein Gott!”

“ Look at those boys,” said Mr. Bootles.
“ They are trembling!” The Fistical Four
began to tremble violently. Whether they
trembled with terror or with suppressed
merriment we cannot undertake to say, but
certainly they trembled. “ How dare you,
Herr Kinkel, throw these boys into such a
state of terror 2 ”’

“Ach! I tells you, Mr. Bootles. Dey are
sheeky young rascals. Dey preaks detention,
and I goes after dem !

“ We didn’t break detention, sir!”’ wailed
Jimmy Silver. “ We didn’t go till Bulkeley
came and told us, sir | ”

“Ach!”

“You appear to have made a mistake in
the first place, Herr Kinkel,” said Mr. Bootles
severely. ‘‘ These boys had permission to
leave their Form-room when they had written
s hundred lines each. Have you written
your lines, my boys ? ”

“ Yes, sir.”

 But—but—but——"" gaspod Herr Kinkel.

(

“ It vas till six o’clock. Mit mein own ears
1 shall hear you tell dem———"

“ That was rescinded, and I requested a
prefect to tell them so. But if you were
under the impression, Herr Kinkel, that these
boys had broken detention, you could have
mentioned the matter to me, and if they had
been guilty I should have punished them.
You had no right to take the matter into your
own hands. You are a master on the
Modern side at this school, sir, and have no
authority whatever over Classical pupils.
How dare you undertake to punish boys in m;
Form—to inflict corporal punishment witi
your own hands ?” exclaimed Mr. Bootles
mdignantly.

“Ach! I tink tat tey preak pounds, and 1
goes after dem to fetch dem back,” said Herr
Kinkel. “ Den dey plays a trick on me. I
finds ozzer poys in a room zat is all in shadow
—I whacks dem in mistake—"

“A very reckless and foolish mistake,”
said Mr. Bootles. ‘ Their headmaster will
probably make a complaint to Dr. Chisholm
on the subject. I should certainly do so in
his place.”

“Vy dey not stop venn I call to dem,
hein ?”’ roared Herr Kinkel. “I tinks tat
I am a master, and tat poys shall obey me |

“ How could we stop when he was chasing
us with a big stick, sir?” sobbed Jimmy
Silver, still trembling. “ And we saw him
assault the Bagshot boys, sir—and they
hadn’t done anything. They were sitting
quietly having their tea when he rushed in
and attacked them. After that we—we——"

“1I see tat dose poys are rasgally yo
peasts——"" roared Herr Kinkel. TIeE

“ Moderate your language, sir, in this
room, if you please ! ”’ rapped out Mr. Bootles.
* I am not accustomed to listening to bullying,
agyou will find. In the first place, you made a
ridiculous error, for these boys certainly did
not break detention ; they had my permission
to go. In the second place, you have caused
them to fall into a state of terror which may
be injurious to their health, and have given
them the impression that you are not in your
right senses. I trust, sir, that upon calm
reflection you will realise how utterly absurdly
and unjustifiably you have acted.”
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“ Mein Gott | ”

*“ You will now kindly quit my study, sir !

“ Dose poys——"" stuttered Herr Kinkel.
* After all dis dey shall be punished.”

‘“ There is nothing whatever to punish
these boys for,”” said Mr. Bootles icily. “I
am hardly likely to punish them for being

" frightened at your actions and your wild
appearance, Herr Kinkel. Certainly they
shall not be punished.”

¢ Mein Gott !

“ You may go, my boys,” said Mr. Bootles.
“ Herr Kinkel will not touch you. If he
should do so, you are under my protection.
But dismiss from your minds your fear that
Herr Kinkel is insane. He is only excited—
very excited. Foreigners are not so self-
controlled as English people, that is all. But
Herr Kinkel is sane—quite sane.”

*“ You—you are sure, sir ? ”’ faltered Jimmy
Silver, as if he still had very strong doubts.

“ Yes, yes, Silver! You may go.”

The Fistical Four ventured out from behind
Mr. Bootles. They passed round Herr Kinkel
with great caution, keeping their faces towards
him and backing to the door as if he were a
wild animal that might spring at any moment.
But Herr Kinkel did not move. He was
quelled.

The Fistical Four reached the doorway,
backed into the passage, and bolted. What
Mr. Bootles said to Herr Kinlkel after that they
never knew, but it was probably couched in
very plain language.

The Tistical Four were away in the

end study, where they lay on the carpet and
kicked up their heels and roared.

‘““Ha, ha, ha! Oh, dear! Ha, ha, ha!”
yelled the Classical heroes in chorus. * Good
old Bootles! Bootles is a brick! Did you
see Kinkel’s face ? Oh, dear!”

The wild yells from the end study were
heard along the passage, and Fourth-Formers
came crowding In to hear what the dickens
was the matter.

“ What's the matter with you ? ”” demanded
Townsend. ‘‘ What’s the matter with Kinkel?
I’ve just seen him, and he looks as mad as a
hatter.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Have you been pulling his leg ?” de-
manded Topham.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ye howling gossoons! Tell us all aboub
it, or sure we’ll scrag yez ! ” roared Flynn.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Fistical Four sat up at last and told the
tale. And when it was told there was a howl
of merriment from the Fourth. If Mr.
Bootles had heard that roar he might have
suspected that the cheery four had deliberately
led Herr Kinkel a dance that afternoon, and
that they had not been so alarmed as they
appeared to be when they rushed into his
study.

Fortunately, Mr. Bootles was not within
hearing, so the Fourth howled with laughter
to their hearts’ content. And it was many
days before the Fistical Four ceased to chuckle
over the memory of that stern chase.




& THE Rocky Mountains, as you
know,

)
Or, if you don't, I'll tell you so,
Were haunted many years ago

By bears,” Old Prouty said.
“’Twas in the spring of '88
When first I chanced to emigrate,
As 1 shall now to you relate—"

(“ No doubt!” ‘agreed the Head.)

] (0] @

“ One moming, doctor, as I strode
Along the steep and rocky road
Towards my primitive abode,
I had a fearful shock :
For standing at the doorway there,
Regarding me with fearful glare,
I came across a monstrous bear——"
(“Bare what ?” asked Doctor
Locke.)
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“Did 1, dear doctor, turn and run ?
Not I't" I quite enjoyed the fun!
With careless laugh I seized my gun
And shot the creature dead.
It was a most amazing hit ;
The creature fell. 1 thought a bit,
Before 1 looked, and found that
it
(““ Was stuffed | exclaimed the
Head.)
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“Well, as I cut the bear in two—

For bear-meat makes a tasty stew—

I heard an awful growl, and through
The hills there came a flock

Of other bears. I said a prayer,

But do not think I felt a scare;

It was with rage 1 tore my hair—"
(“ What hair 2 ” asked Doctor

Locke.)
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“1 gave it to those creatures hot:

The leading bear I straightway shot,

Then killed two more upon the
spot——"

(““ Which spot ? "’ the Doctor said.)
‘“‘But after that I gave a groan,
And stood like one turned into

stone—"
™ % (“I think I hear the telephone.
Good-morning ! ” said the Head.)
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