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The Ginssical juniors yelled with joy as they swept ahead. Tommy Dodd & Co. raved, but they
ware hopelessly beaton, " Cood-bye, Blusbell,” shrieked Raby. ''Seo you at Rookwood. Ta-tal™ (A

striking incident from ' The Rivals of Rockwoed," a magnificent long complete school story contained in this

fasuie.)
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JIMMY SILVER—NEW BOY.

BY

OWEN CONQUEST.

The 1Ist Chapter.
Chooked Out.

Jimmy. Silver sat in the corner of
the crowded carriage, listening: to tho
buzz mbout him, Tho carringe was
crowded, not to say crammed. 1t
was supposed to aocommodate six,
snd thore worea nioo fellows in it
without counting Jimmy Bilver. And
as all those nine icllowa scomed bent
upon  making the  groatest  noise
possilile, tho H[n in that earringo was
torrific. f

Moat of the other carriagos in the
lang teain were crowded, too, and
fromm many of them proceaded an op-
roar of voices and musical instru-
monts. For it was the first day of the
now torm ot Rookwood Scliool, and
two liundroed odd h&:[u. of nll ages and
sizes, were roturnidg to the academic
shades of Bookwood—not to men-
tion & sprinkling of new boys, of
wham Junmy Bilver was ong.

* Black Monday ' seemed to have
no terrors for the Rookwood boya
From  the junior portion  of tha
:ﬁ.uc-lq.l train's human cargo, st loast

arn camns loud soundd indicative o

griat exubermnce of spirits. TE}E
soniors, who woro - awlully  solect in
CATFIR by  themsclves, were

maturaily more sodate But the
juniors fairly lot themselves go.

From one carriage came " Tip-

rary "' in & tremendous chorus;
rom another proceeded an  im-
provisad concerto of mputh-organsand
tin-whistlos. In the eorridor—it was
a corridor  train—somo  particularly
exubersut fags wore attempting a
game of leap-frog under difficulties.

In Jimmy Bilver's chorriago avory-
body waa talking at once, n:cnﬁuhng
Jimmy. He was speaking to nobedy,
and nobody was speaking to him. He
didn't know a soul there.  His exist
onoe was unhotigsd, sxeepting whon
somebody, trod on his fest, and un-
reasonably  asked him M Eo - wanted
all tha carriage.

Hea was only a new boy. He looked
on and listoned, greatly intorested in
the talk of his futura schoolfallows,
and wondering whether any of these
old hands would condeseend to notice
his existonoe beforo they arrived at
Rookwood. ;

“'Nother guarter of an hour,"" said
a boy with curly bair and a prominent
nose, looking ai a big silver watch
s Aind you iniluwa koop an eya opan
for the first brake !™

“ Right-ho, Tommy Dodd 1" o

“ There's nover snough brakes,
want on Tommy Dodd, * and if wo
don't buck up, Lovell and his crow
will do us in the l:-_"i'ltl- I tell f::.l.:1 you
chaps, we're simply going fo give
I.hufu Classica]l cads the kybosh this
tarm 1" ;

" Hear, hoar!”

“ A1 vory well with your ‘Hear,
hear," Tommy Cook. Bot liow can a
follow *Hoar, hoar’ when Dayle s
making such n thumping row on that
mouth-organ?’ said Tommy Lmdd,
o Chuck it, Tommy, for goodnoss’

jrr

saka ! ; .

Doyle—ovidently tho youth with
the mouth-crgan was Doyle—blow
h":i-_-:ir, glaring defiance over the
mouth-crgen.

Jiuun;,rp‘:i'llmr rnﬁurrlcrri the threo
with intorest, All throo of those
choorful vouths seemed to rejoice Iin
the Christinn nama of Thomas, From

their previoua
talk, Jimmy hsd
pusased that they
were pala,

Evidently they
took full sdvantags
of the pal's privi-
lega  of  puiting
things plain.

Tommy Dodd
Ln_ii his fAngers to

in ears. Tommy
Coak III“"DE'.d hia
example. Tomm
Doyle  blew :.nE
blew till be looked
likw & newly-boiled
hestroot,

*Ob, my hat}”
said Tommy Dodd,
‘' Lock bere, young
Doyle, if you wans
:Il#:lll; I'.II:.AI. !hutlir

ng, why not
s tooe? I"I'i R
nr!'.ii!"rim;nm“

B35 piay us *'Tj ary,” there's
L En-;dhcht:gi"muid ut:imy Caok.
& O MoUth-OrEaili aWA
[mprhi: lipa at that. EI: F

" ¥ou asgpoa | Wou burbling

fatheads | ou—you— I am play-

" Ha, ha, ha "
* Was that * Tipperary 1" ejncu.
lated To . "My only hat!

First 1 gught it was *Rule
Britannia,’ mixed up with the *Dead
March in Baul! and then I thought
you were just blowing away to make
o row ! Throw it out of the window,
old chap! Besides, thore's a now
boy hore.  Think of the impression
you'ro making on him."

‘** Blow the new boy!"

" Blow anything “vou like, m¥
son, except that awful mouth-organ 1*
siid Tommy Dodd. " Go out i the
corridor and Iﬂu.?' it to the Clossicals,
Thev deservo it

" Why, you—you—-""

* Ordor ' said Tommy Dodd, hold-
ing up his hand. " 1I"'m going to talk
to the new boy. He's hero some-
where—1L  romeinbar  treading on
something | Wheros that now
boy 1"

" Here?it in!" mid Tommy Cook,
who was sitting next to Silver, and
jnmming him uncomfortably in the
cornor, ' I'va trodden on it several
times, Theso now bove are always
gotting in the way.'

" Btand up, new boy !'" roppod ont
Tommy Dodd.

Jimmy Silver blinked at Tommy

LHAER,.

" Do demanded that vouth.

HEh? Are you speaking to me?"
demanded Jimmy, in ks torn.

“Of course I'm speaking to you!
You're the-only. now boy Eﬁrni ain't
you? Biand up !

Silver stood up. Cook promptly
appropriated hiv place, and there did
not soom much chance of tho  pew
oy sitbing down, signin

- Now, what's vour name ¥ Asked
Tommy Dadd,

All the fellows in the carriage worn
lpoking at Bilver now, apparently
becoming: awaro of hin existence for
thin Gret time,

As n now boy, and a stranger, he
masnesed o cortatn amount of inberost
of Lthinim. Intermat 0 the moutke

arpar solo had quite coased.

H Timmy Bilver,™
" oAnd you're coming o Rookwpod
with & nameo liko that?" said Tommy
Diodd disparagingly.
1 supposo so.

What's wrong
pskid  Jimmy
rathor warmly,

Y Not so much as thers is vwrong

repliad Mastor
“¥ou can't hel
the one any more than you ecan the
other, I suppose. When did you habe
Four accident?"

My—mv accident! ¥ haven't had
an accldent!"

Y You haven't
Dodd, in great surprisc. " You don't
mean to say that vour wern born with
your faco like that?'’
here wwas o chuckla from the other
in  rocognition
Jodid's plonsantry,

The face in question becamp quite
As & matter of
handaseme, sunburnt face; aod
thore was no'tall whatever for Master
Dodd's personal remarks.

Diodd chearfully,

oxclaimed Tommy

of  Mastor

fock, ©t wae

" Thesa new bovs
blushing when you speak

#aid  Muster Dodd.
But don't ba down' on
the poor chap—he can't help being
A new boy sny more than h
T tell you what, sou
chapa, if ha turps oot to be one of s,
wa'll have s whip-round and buy him
i mank, or &

Tommy  Dovle.
aro nlwiys

“ They ara!"
. They inl

help his faen !

" Hear, hoar "
feon alone

 MWhat prico
Was it an ‘clephant that trod on

Mastor Dodd's breath seemed ta hoe
takien away for n morment
Tho other fellows chucllad
pushed back his cuffs, and then nobly
restrnined his foolings.

YDant vons e
1N 0 WEENINE Volie.
Rl:'-nk'.l.'-::llu.l have to I!|'|i.|!||i
and Q's, T can toll sool
thoy 'acs “liable to: be® Foand - lving
phaut dn nopd  of  first -aid,
young Copper——""

sk BT, E:II.I"II.hl_' My

HBhuk - ap !

H Naw Lhioys at

Dtherwism,

If Itcll you ¥y

nama’s GuPpur.
'ouff sid!" - amid
Master Dodd fero-
cicusly. “Now,
rnm;gr Copper,
'hj.l':. side are you
on

" Which what?"

*8ide, fathead |
New eide or old
mida "

HI—=TI don't
understand.”

“0h, 1 forgok
you wers only A
new boy " asid
Master Dadd
P;tran[nugh‘.
‘Underetand,
then, my innocent
yvouth, that thers
sre two sides at
Hookwood, Thets's
the mouldy old sida
that dates from tha
time of tha Flood,
aovd 18 quite played
out and ook of dats
—that's the Classi-
esl side.  Tha
tesch you to gru
up Lstin roots and
things oo thst side.

“Bat just
bafore the mehool
pould die of old age
snd genseal debil-
ity; 'they brought
things round by
institotiop »
Modarn wside,
whera wo learn
things that  live

pls wsno to
E:n“ abont—sea!
And wa hava
French instead of
Greok, snd stinks
instend of Liatin,
and 80 on.  That'’s
the beat idem-—the
Modern side.
belong to the
Modern side™
added Magtar
Dodd, as if vhst
were n-final clincher.

Ok paid Bilvar, -

o Well, which are you? Out with

" I'm going into the Classicsl side,"
said Bilver modestly.

Thers wias & general groan from all
the  company. Evidently the new
boy had {ut into & carriage ocoupiod
only by Modern youthe He began
te understand, too, that Classioals
and Modorns at Rookwood were ' up
against "' one another—at  loast,
among the juniors.

4 mpasly Clagsical 1" said Tommy
Dodd, more in sorrow than in anger.
* A mouldy grubber of Latin roots!
And he'a had the choek to stick him-
ealf in our carriage!™ @

#Awhul nerve!™ said Cook

Choek  him aut !

Y¥oh, deew ib mild, you know 1"
gaidd the new boy, 10 S80S :|.h|.r|:r|.I HE
the Moderns all rose to their fest
“ Don't rot, you know.. Look here,
hands off]™

" Put vour gloves oh  befora vou
tonoh: him," =pid T Tommy Dodd
SoThean Classien] kide ain't fit to
touch.  Don't hirk him, as he's only
m oow  boy, and don't  know  any
better. Just shng him ouk on his
nock I™

** Look here, don't P]n:.r tho' goat!
I'm not going out—" :

U 0pen the door en the cormdor,
Waobh [

“Right-ho!"

‘' Now, out with him, Can't have
Classicals spoiling our atmosphers I’

"Ratal" enid Jimmy Bilver, puoti-

| ting ‘up bis hands. " Keep off, you

silly nsmes | I'm not going out! I
warn vou I shell hit ["

* Hn's going to lick us all—all nine
of vel!” gas Dayle, in mock terror,
“ Healp "

“He, ha, hat"

The crowil of Modern juniors elosad
on Junmy Biver.  The new  boy
fooked oxcited,  He hed no mind to
be pitched oot into the ecorridor, and
to fintsh o thel journey  standing upc
He kopt his word and hit ount.

"  roarsd | Tommy | Cook.
YWy, tho cheeky aweap——="

1 tnld. you 1 hpgrati Hilver,

H00llar him!" roared Tommy
Dioddd. 5 Al hande on deck 1"

It & moment more Jimmy Bilver

e rr————————rm
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waa in the midst of & wild and whirl:
ing mass of juniors, Hia nioe new
pilk bat went ho knew not where, He
put up & tremondous fight, and as it
was difficult to' get ab him in'the con-
fAned apace of the carriage, he hield his
own for o fow minutes,  Cook amd
Doyle and Weblb went down among
tho foet of their comrades, roaring.

. Then many hands scized the noew
unior, and he was whirled ovor, and
i:m]'nm ha knaw what was happening,
ha waa ahot bodily out of the carrisge
into the corridor. There ho came
violontly in contact with an elogantly-
dreasod youth who was chatting with
n oouple of others, and both of thum
rolled on tho floor togethar, The ear:
riags door closod with ' click, and
thers was s triumphant chuckle from
the Modern juniors within,

The 2nd Chapter.
More Trounble.

Wi Dw !rl

0k, my hat!"

“ You thumping ass| Where are
}'nugmng tol

“Ohl Ow! T—=I couldn't help it("

! Fathead !

Jimmy Silver sat on the dusty Hoor
of the corridor in & somaewhst dizey
state of mind, and n dusty stato of
clothes. Ho blinked dozedly at the
fellow he had knocked over, who st
s yard away i.::linI-:irl_EF wrathfully, und
holding his nose. Two other juniors
wors looking on and laughing,

* Me-m-my hat!™ gasped tho elegant
vouth on the Aoer. ' I'll amash him !
A blessod new boy run into mo like
that—""

“ Go easy, Lovell, old man!" said
pne of the two lookers-on. Y Those
Modern eads chucked him out: He
couldn't help it

" That's all vary well, Raby——"

P Of coursa 1t 18 7 said Raby, help-
ing Lovell to his feet. *' Next timo
pind where you'rs running, young
'un, when you're kicked out.'

Jimmy Silver staggered up breath.

losaly. He glanced el b hix oar-
ringn, the gless was crammed with
grinning Modern faces.  There was
not moch chanee of getting bock into
the chrriaga.
ST eaw, T'me awlolly sorryI"" swid
Jimmy. 1 eouldu't Lﬂp it.  Those
silly idiots pitched me out bocause
I'm going to be on the Classicsl side
et  Roclowood |

“0Oh, vou're a Classical, sre yoo?™
naked Raby, looking at him. " You
don't mean to say you put up a fight
agninst all that crowd ¥

*What-ha!"" said Jimmy promptly.
“T wasn't gowmng to bo chucked out
if I eould holp . Are vou fellows
Classioala?""

Milisten to ‘that, Newecome,' said
Habhy, addressing the third" junior:
""Ho 'nsks os il we are Claossicals.
SBhows he's o new boy, - Don't yvon
know, ¥oung "un, that all the decent
fellows st Hookwood nro Clussicnls?
:"]1; fellow with any !-D]F-ruﬁl:lurl‘. wou]d

L ba [ound dead on the new side 1"

“No foar!"” smid Newcome. ' As
vou're o naw boy, voung ‘un, T'I tell
vou something. At Bookwood you've
simply got to look at a chap to se
which =ide he's on. If he's decent,
and washes his neck, ha's & Clnésical.
Otherwise, vou cun set him down aa
g beastly Modern”

Jimmy Sileer grinned,  This did
not guite tally with what ha had heard
from Tommy Dodd & Co.. Ha began
to understand a  Lttle botter how
things stood ot Rockwood.

" What's the grin about?" de-
manded Tovell, still & little * edge-
wige " from his fall, which had dosted
his- glegant * clobber.!' " New boys
nri-not supposad to grin when they're
bainy '!n]rr things."" ?

i ﬁci heard it rather differéntly in
that carringe.” Jimmy expluned,
* Thay told e tho decent sido was
tho Modern side'’

Liovell snifled. .

* They would!™ he replied.

*Oh, ratherl”™ said Newpome
o Awiul outsiders: they'd tell o new
kid anvthing. Halle, wo'ra' getting
nenr powl  Heep an ooye open for
tha hrakes, vou fellows It would
be junt liko thoss Modorm cads to
bar the ficst brake; if thoy eould:™

' Ha s, ha 1"

" What are you ecackling at nowi™
demanded  the threo Classical youths

AT,
* That's jnst what thoy're going to

dot" grinned Silyer.
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MY hiatl Are they? Wo'll ses
ahott that!” seid Lovell, " You
fellows back me up, mind,. We're
going to begin this term by putting
those Modorn cods in their places.
You can back ap, too, Silver. Wateh
us, and do the samo &8s we do.
Modern worms liave a majority, and
every littlo holps—even a fat-headed
tew boy who biffs into people with
s oyes shat 1"

* Oh, rate!” said Jimmy. “I've
tolid you I couldn't help thot, and
there's no barm done, anyway i

* ¥You've mode my bags dosey,”
said Lovell, frowning. ** Luckily,
thero's time to dost them before wo
guet in. Have you ot a clothes'-brush
about  you '

L, {-hrdl_v I"h ”

* Une your hands, then, and sharm.™

* What for? i

" To dust my bags, fathead !”

“Go ond oot cokael”

Lovell loocked wrathfully at his
cumrades,

1 knew ho would have to be
licked, and you stopped me!™ ho ex-
r]nh.:ru:'l:l. “I'vu told you before that
youre an ass, Raby., Look here, I
miuy ps well tell you that 1 am junior

cuptain on  our side at wond.,
When 1 give an order to a new boy,
that now boy has to obey—sen?"

N, don't quite ses!” said
Jiminy, ** and I'm certainly not going
to rhjt'nit ;-'mti*rliruu;]nrl."

. 'Then I jolly  woll dust r
jacket,” said Lovell excitedly. E?:“Id
on to your topper, Raby."

" Botter chuck it," said Raby.
" You'll have o prelect coming along ;
old Bulkeley i= down on serapping in
5 Biow ‘ond Bulk

“ Blow o ulkeley "' sna
Lovall, " Hold on to my hﬁﬁ
while I teach that new boy manners."

“Oh, all rfght!" meid Raby.
* Knowles muy come along—"'

* Blow Knowles!"

And Lovell put his hands up, snd
pcdvanced upson Jimmy Bilver in & war-
liks ul.n'lmL-.

“Where will you have it he de-
demnnded.

* Wherover vou can put it," said
Bilwor,

“ That's on your noss; then. Take
that, ¥ou 1:'l113r:~E1'—— ¥ nrooooh (M
Jininy Silver's hands came up liko
hghtiing, and Lovell's right was
knocked up, snd Bilver's loft came
oul, and Lovell sat down on the dust
Aoor of the corridor once more, wit
both hands to his nose

" Grooh 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Raby.
"You've woke up the wrong pus-
eenger, old chap "

“Why, I—I'll sroash him 1" rosred
Lovell. Ho leaped up and rushed: st
the uew boy, and thoy clasped one
another in & loving embroco, and
bumped ko and fro in the narrow cor-
rider af the trein.

A big fellow in o tail-ooat came
glong the corridor from one of the
carringed  farther down the {rain.
There was & yelp of warning from
Haby and Newcome,

Bl 14.|."-'|.'I !ll

Y Pyofoect 1"

But the big senjor was on the scens
at opee.  He wos a big fellow,” with
o sharp, bard fsce, apd scmmewhat
Anshily dressed.

“Btop that row!" he rapped out
angrily. " Beginning the term in the
satno old style, | see, vou rascals 1™

Lovell released Jimmy Bilver. Ha
blinked round rather breathlessly st
thi b Bixth-Former of Rookwood.

“Tt—it's all right, Enowles. I-—I
was only licking l:iil new boy 1"

“ Bullying a new boy—ch!" maid
Enowles, " I'll report you for this."

Lovell's eves fashed.

* Roport and be blowed " ha ex-
cliimed. ' You're not my prefect.
You look after Modern kids, Knowles,
and let Classicals alone "

1 saw, 1t's all roght! " struck in
Jimmy Silver. ** He wasn't bullying
It was enly a serap. No harm

118
done ™
o nulu:l Y minrmuared Rnh}‘.
** Halio!  What's  the trouble?*

nsked g cheery voice, s another hig
Sixth-Formoer came IJ-I'.'II'I!'.; the eorrsdor
with 'a bag in his hond. Lovell and
Neweomie were awlully respectiul ot
obece, somewhut  to  the surprise. of
Jimitiy Bilver, who did not know 1liat
e hir, good-natured-looking follaw
was Bulkeley, the captuin of Rook-
wood. Knowles the proefect gave the
new-oomer o vicious look.

“Bame of vyour [ags. playing the
licoligan in the ecorvdar, Tilf-t'- all,
Rulkeley," he said, I keop the fags
vn my side in & hit botter order”!

And Knowles pased on.

* First dny ol torm, vob  know,
Bulkoley, old  moo!”  murmored
Loy ell.

“And we ain't at school yof, you
know," said Haby,

Bulkeley. laughod good-humouredly.

¥ Well, draw it mild, or you'll catch
it," he mid. ** No moro scrapping in
tho corridor, mind that."

===

I rival

* O, no, Bulleley!"

The captain of Roghywood went on
down  the  eorridor, "Fhr.' frain \was
eleckening  dovin now, and all the
fellows were preparing  te  move.
Jimmmy SBllver looked l'.!l.‘l'r'il:lllﬂﬁ' aitor
the big Bulkeley, to whom he had
talien & liking at once.

"1 say, who's that, vou chaps " ho

nsked.
“Well,” naid Lovell disdainfully
* that’s Bulkeley, our captain, arid
the hend of the Classical mide.'”
*oAnd that chap -Kpowles ™™
i rl.]n'u the Modery captain—and s

“Hallo, the train's stopping ["' said
Raby. * Mind you back up for the
brake."

* What-ho "'

Il lick yon later on, new boy
eaid Lovell. ** At prosent you can back
me up in geiting hold of the brake
before those Modern cads scoff it."

" Right-ho!" grinned Silver.

The door of Tommy Dodd's car-
riage alid open, and the Moderns
came pouring ioto the corrider, A
battored ailk hat sailed along and
caught Jimmy Bilver on the side of
the heoad.

“ There's your bu:b:[f you Classical
new  boy 1" shouted Tommy [Dodd,
and there was a how! of laughter.
Jimmy Silver caught his topper, and
smoothed it out with his sleeve
mather ruefully, It was—or had been
—a now  fopper, Bnd it :n.-rt.u.in
looked more like a busby than a si

hat now. The Modern young gentle-

But a rush of red-ribboned youwths
awept  Lovell and his friends aside,
and the Moderns piled into the brake,
D top of the benke Dovle was already
tented,  blowing  great guns. on his
mouth-organ, Half & dozen Moderns
round him hed produced pea-shooters,
with which they opened an effective
fire on the Classicals in the crowd.

" Come on!” yelled Bilver, highly
oxcited, and surprised to find him-
gelf falling into the ways of Rool-waod
so eoon. ‘'f Back uwpl"

And' Jimmy clambered on the
brake, in spite of shoves, pushes, and
thumps from the swarm of Modern
Juniors

“ Hallo, here's that. new bo
sinin "' roared Tommy Dodd. *
Classic!  Kick him ot !"

" Back up "

off the

Jimmy Silver went whi:n‘ni

brake, and again his to oew off,
This timo it was lm-lgg:rﬂp by a
Modern boot, and after that ifs siate
was hopeless, But Jimmy was too
excited to think abut toppers just
then, He caught Lovell by the arm
na the Classica were swept back in
the erowd.

“ Comie on!" he panted,

“ N, G. I" sapped Lovell, " Therc's
too many of them. Half our side are
slacking instead of backing wnpl
Rotten slackers !

“ What shout the other hrakes 1"

“ They're for the seniors. Mustn't
touch them," .

it Oh, have another try "' exclaimed.

s .l.l'
T e

% i : -_-1_-_ =% ._..'.1 _ '-I

Down the road it went towards Rook-
wood, and Lovell & Co. gathered out-
side tho station in & dojected vrowd.

“ Done . again " growled Lovell
*If our sido had backed up—-"

" What can you vxpoct from rotten
slackers like  Townesend 1™ - snorted
Newcome, * What do thoy care if
we're done by the Modern eads?
Blessed if I ain't sick of our side!
I've & jolly good mind to become &
Modern "'

" Now we've gob to waitl"' asked

Bilver.
YOf course we havel A jolly good
hour, too! And when wa got in,

those cads will be sniggering st us’

" Thero's the other brakes,”

“Don't I keep on ’m]'li.ng ¥ ou
they'ra for the seniors?'’  howled
Laovell, whoss tem had suffored
considerably from his defeat.’ * We
can't’ tevel "em. Don't be such &
fool! Mako that thing look some-
thing like s hat, and shuot wpl®

Jimmy was trying to thump his
topper jnto the shape of a topper
again, not with much success,

" Thers goes Bulkeley "' said Raby.

The captain of Rookwood, with a
crowd of Classical seniorn, started off
in one of the brakes.

The third: brake, evidently intended
for the Modern seniors, wes siill
empty. Knpowles, the captain of the
Moadern side, had gone inte the tuck-
shop near the station with & crowd of
his senior frionds, and was standing

=

| don't ase——-"" .Il-r lilirr hldnu tima to finlsh. Tho thras Juniors closed In on him, and

men had apparcntly been amusing
themselves with it. However, Jimmy
jammed i on his head sa the tezin
clanked to s balt, and was ready fo
join in the rush for the brake.

The 3rd Chapter.
Classicals Against Moderns,

A buzzing crowd poured out of the
station,

Jimmy Bilver looked round him in
tho bright sunshine. Lovell, Raby,
and - Neweconig hnd been joined by o
crowd of other juniors, ovidently on
the same side, and they eame out of
the little station in a body, and
Jimmy Silver kept wath them.  But
Tommy Dodd & Co. wore abhead, and
Dovle was blowing wildly on his
month-organ, which seemed to bo the
mllsing sigmal for the Modorns.

Outmde the station three brakes
wern'dravn up, Tommy Dodd: & Co,
wors awooping down on ong of them,
and  Tommy Dodd ' wa=' fret in.
Jimmy ‘noticed  that the Moderi
jiniore  seemed  to outnumber e
t‘lu.!aiuu.l ride, and they were turning
up in great numbers st the blast of
Davle's mouth-organ,

The Modern:, Jimmy forther
obscrvod, wors distinruished with red
ribands  in  their capa,  while: the
Clazsicals wore blue, They were the
eolonrs - ol Hooksood. And
Jimmy could not holp secing that a
pood many Tellows with red mbbons
were slacking aboub instead of help-
irng Leavell & Uo. in their enterprise
of bagging tho brake. = Apparccotly
the Clnssical side was not the most
energetic side st Hookwood,

* Buck up !" reared Lovell, " Back
up, Claasics |"

coliared him, and ha was lifted off his feat and bumpad down In the passage.

Raby. * If we don't get the brake,
won've got fo hang about an hour
whiting lor it to come back, or else

walk. Come on!"
“ Maks those slackers back up,
then!™ howled Lovell. " Here,

Townnend, lend & bhand, can’t you?
They'll got the brnke 1"

Townsend, & very clegant youth
wan drawing on & nico pair of ki
gloves. He glanced st Lovell and
shook his head.

"Moo mueh fag, dear boy. I'm
poing to have a cnb."”
“ Blow your cob! Back up, you

slocker |

“{h, rata!™ said Townscnd,
“ None of your scrapping for me!"

* [th, eome on !" shouted Raby.

A couple of dogen Classic juniors
rushed for the brake onee more, But
Tommy Dodd & Co, were fairly in
possession.  The Olnssics were pushed
and punched away. Every scat: was
taken, and there were fellows stand-
ing up, and Tommy Dodd was urging
the driver to start. Tho brake was
set in motion, with Bilver and Lovell
clinging on thoe back of it. The
Moderns cheered nproariously,

“ Done  again!”  yolled Tommy
Dodd; - " Knoek thoss Classic caids
off [ My hat, if it 't l!"l]'l.l new bay
ppnin ! Lemma get at him with this
imbrolla 1"

" I Tarrah !
Tonimy 1"

e pood 1Y pospod Lovell, and he
dropped off into the road ; and Jimmy
Silver followed his example, just in
time bo escape o swipa ol the brolls,

The erammod: baks rolled  on, the
Modern juniors shouting end waving
hata and paps ig tri nt derision.

Give him the brolly,

treat.  Lowell & Co, looked at the
crowded shop, and sniffed.

“Rnowles 18 splashing his mnnbr
ahount, as usual ! growled Lowvell.
“"Hame old Knowles! ' That's the
best of having a moneylender for a
pator."

"My hat! Is his father & money-
londer "' said Bilver.

“Well, Knowles
banker,” said Laovell. T daro sy
ho's 8 monoylender, Knowles simpl
rocks with quids, Disgusting, I call
it! Don't grin at me, you new boy !
I've got time to lick vou before tho
brake comes back.  Blessed of T 'don't

savs  he's &

do it, too! It will kecp me warm,
anyway."

“Might bo a little too warm,' sug-
gested Jimmy.

“Why, wou checky little boast!
Here, hold my hat, Raby ™

“Hold on!" smid Jimmy, into
whose active brain an idea flashed
—n daring scheme that had not
entered the heads of the Classical
juniors:  ** Look here, there's a brake
standing idle—""

“That's Knowles’s brake, you fat.

head I : .

" Well, Enowles is a Modern, isn't
he?"

O coursn hie "

#Apnd ain't wo o up against the
Moderns ¥

“Hark at the chapl" growled
Lovell, * Might have been fifty

yenrs at Rookwood by the way he's

tafking! Nover hoard a new kid gas

g0 much I' i : ;
“0Oh, don't jaw!" said Jimmy

Bilver, . “Look here, ‘what's the

matter with collaring that brokei"'
" Wha-a-at|"

* You am "

I don't see it," said Jimmy Bilver.
U We're Classicals, sin"t we
that's & Modern brake? “Tt“.. let’s
scoff jt."”

Lovell & Co. stared at him speech-
lessly, The ecool nerve of the new
boy took their breath away.

U M-mmy hat!™ gesped Raby sk
last, " Collar & senior brake! hy
they'd raise Cain! They'd scalp us
They'd—"

" Lt "om 1"

" Let 'am! Why, you—you sse—
But I may,' broke off Haby, " it
would s jolly lark if we didl
Thaosa Modern s would never dare
to scoff a senior brake ! °

*“Can't bo done!" growled Lovell,
though he was evidently somawhat
taken' with the ides, too. " The
driver wouldn't go if we told him.'"

“Tha driver's gone into the pub,'
said Jimmy Bilver,

" Then who's to drive, fathead ™

T will
“Oh, crumbs] Ydu cheeky fak

head! My hat, Knowles would be
waxy! We might get a licking all
round | But—baot it would be s dot

in the eye for the Moderns!" ox-
claimed Lovell, his eves glistening,
“ Are you fellows game?'

“Gamo aa  pel” sad  Baby
promptly.

“ Blessed if w> don't!" oxclnimod
Lovell, " After &ll, they can't eat
us, And—and tho brake can come
back for thoss Modern :

L B ﬂ..., .!H

o | -:[ﬂn'r. care if they'ro soniors,”
wont on Lovell, growing bolder and
yot more bold as the idea took hold
of him. " Seniors or noot, they're
only Modorn cads, And it's the Grst
day of term. Always & bit of free-
dom on first day. I—I wonder if old
Bulkeley would stand by us if
Knowles came over raging——""

* Chanoe it,"" said Bilver. " It'll bo
s lark, mnyway. And they're better
horses, and I ¢an drive, and we'll
cotch up the Modern cads and race
'am to tho school.”

“Dopel" exclaimed Lovell, quité
convinced now, ' “We'll chance it
Buck:up!"

Mo more timo was wasted in wordd,

Jimmy Silver- clambered inte  tho
driver's scat and gathered up the
roms. . Knowlos -I.'ﬁEIE]:III friands Wors

still very busy in the tuckshop, where
the . ginger- was flowing  freely.
Lovell nnd ﬂiﬂ_w and Newecome piled
into the brake snd shouted to their
frionds.

Tharg waa & general gasp from the
Classical  crowd at their necve,
Townsend and a number more held
baclk, “Mmll{; not wishing to brin
down the visls of Knowlea's wrs
upon their heads. Bot fifteen or
sixtoen  bolder spirits: clambered in
after. Lovelll Jimmy S2ilver eracked
hiz whip, and the two horses startod.

Al abonrd!™ =apg out  Raby.
" Come on, you alackers, if yvou don't
want to bo left!"

Two or three of the Clzssicals who
had hesitated made up their minds
at tho last moment and ru after
the brake and clambured in. But a
epowd  stayed “bohind.  There wis &
siont from the tuckshop as the brake
lumbered away down the village
street.  Enowles had caught sight of
that daring mct of commandecring,
osnd heo came out of the shop with &
bound, his face red with noger, and
waved his hand [rantically afltor the
brako.

““Hring that breke back,
woung swoops ™ he - yelled.

But Jimmy Bilver turned & deal
par. He gave tho horses & Hick, and
they broke into a rapid trot. Knowles

yau

started to ruo after the' brake, and
tha Classical passenpers, forgetting
the respect due lo & prefect in their
excitement, ye st him with
derisive epitheta.

"¥ah! Go homel"”

* Pat ik on, Knowlesey "

" Race you to the schooll™

“Hu, bha, hal”

Kuowles stopped ahort, his face
foripus, Ha saw that bo could not
overtakie the brake and that the
juniors had po intention of stopping.

o, strodo back. gritting his  testh,
and bestowed a series of angry culfa
upen the Classioal juniors who had
romained behind, which was all the
reward Townsend and his companions
rogeived for  their very laudable

respact for authority,
f:?lz.cﬂh. crack! wont the whi
“Don't turn ua over o the Ei:r:hl"
shouted Lovaell

*0h, rotl"

-Jlmmjr Bilver evidently know how
o handle horses. He was driving
excapdingly well,  Hiy handszome facs
was fushed with exeitement and cn-
joyment. On his first day at Rook-
wood ho had learned the “ropes'™ in
a really romarkable manner, and was
helping - in' & big scofe ovoer the rival
side. As for the consequences, it waa
iquite probable thai thers would be

¢ douce to pay. DBut that couldn't
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bo helped, Bufficient for the moment
wos the evil thareof.

“ Hallo; thera's old Bulkeley " ox-
claimed Lovell, as the Clazsical senior
ha.l;u'fra.u”u:igh‘tnﬂ ahpad. *'Can you

pasi him T

" What-hol"

“Giva him n choor ma wo go by,"
said Raby. ]

Bilver crecked his whip loudly, and
the Classiea]l sepiors locked back an
surprise.  Bulkeley stared-at thom as
Bilver awept ups  Thers waan'tanuch
room fo possin the lane, and somo of
tho juniors held their breath for n
moment na they swept by, But Bilver
innnaged it well.

";;Eu young sweeps, what are you
doing in that brake!” shouted the
capiain of Rookwood, s they swept
by him. : :

But ' the Cleasieal juniors did  not
soi Bt to reply to that question. Thoey
choered Euf&e[er instand,

SHuemh! UGood old  Bulkeloy!
Hurrah for the captsin of Rookwood,
and down with the measly Modernas!

Hip, hipl*

ﬂu]ku]uy grinned a little, apd the
junior brake swepi on. Tho horses
were [airly going now, and the senfor
brako was soon left behind.  Jimmy
Silver kept a keen look-out shead for
Tommy Dedd & Ca.

The Modern brake was spon sighted
in the winding: lane; The blists of
Doyle's mouth-organ  esmoe back on
the broeze. Tho driver; being &
steady person of middle 4Fu. was not
taking it oul of his catile as Bilver
was doing. The Modern brake was
going &t o moderate jog-trot. - Bilver
waa soon close behind, cracking: his
whip loadly. ‘Tammy Dodd & Ca.
looked back, snd their eyes aolmost
started from their heads at tha sight
of the Classical jij]ui.u:! crawded in s
senior . brake. Doyl even left off
blowing  his his
natontahment,

“Look st 'em!” gasped Tommy
Dodd, * They—they—they've collared
xsenjor brake! ¢ checky rotters!
My hat!”

= Paith; and they'll’ get the licking
of their lowves!' ' ejnculsted Dowle,

"¥eh! Modern cads]l  Gek aside}]!

“That's  the  pow  boy!" " howled
Tommy Dodd. * That's the naw boy
driving and velping to us to lot him
pesd.  Catch-ng!"

“Eet to the side ol the tord!"
shouted Silver. ' Do you youngsters
want to be run down?'

The Modirn juniors almost danoced
with rage. To'be ealled youngsters
%F that new lod wes g little too mach.

hey glered at Jimms Bilver in the
wracked . top-hat, who ‘was handling
the brako as if he had driven & pair
ol horsea sl his life. " They looked as
if they would have eaten him i he
had besn within reach.

molth-grgan  in

“The  cheeky dI”  gasped
Tommy Dodd. ' Youngsters! My
hat! What s Rookwoad coming to,

when new. bova talk like that!”
*That chap's got more cheek than
whole Classical s lumped
together,” said Cook. " But we're
not lotting him pass—not much "
No fear!” saidd Tomms Dodd
emphatically,

And the Modern erowd yolled and
shook their fists at the brake behind,
in defianee: and  contempt.  The
hosea of Jimmy Bilver's horses wers
almoat touching the Modern brake
now, but there was not room to pass
unless the leading vehiclo drow to the
gide. Far nway in the distance ahesd
rese-the grey old tower of Hookwood,

Urnok; drnck, crack! went Bilver's

whip,
"%us ‘em—pass "em " roared fhe
Classicals.

HahR

et aside!"  beollowed: Bilver
“Wa'll run you down!”

*Rats! nh!™ :

But the staid old driver of the

Modern brake did not sec ove to ore
with his youthful passengers. He
looked round, snd, sesing. a vehiclo
trying to pass, ho drew naturelly. te
the rmght to. give it room. ha
Moderns, who wore wll-looking back,
difl net obsorve this for s moment.
But they observed it when Jimme
Bilver,  taking instant: advantage of
it, - drow ebreast with them: Tien
Tommy Dadd turned round inoa fory
to his driver. i

* Thompeon, rou idiot, you'rn not
to let thoso cads pass us!  Pull out!
Do you howr? Pull oo, I ftell you!"

Buk as pulling out would have led
the Modern brake to lock whoels with
the other, the driver wis nob hkely
to obey. The horses were noeck und
neck now, and the two brakes, dnsh-
ing on side by side, flled ap the lane

from hedge to hedge. The Moderna
raved with wrath. .
“Buck upl" shricked Doyle

“You're lothing them beat us, yau
alpoen! Don't you ses it's & raco?
nt it anl'"

But the  deiver was o obdorato.
Farther ahead waa o sharp furn, and
& raes round that cornoer warthd almoat

certainly hove led to one or both of

the wehielos: coming to grief, So tho
prisdent driver declined abaolutely o
wput it on,” and shi Classieal brauko
forged ahead. i
Now the Clamicals were looking
back at their rivals, and Jimmy Silver
was prompt to take the middlo of the
road, =0 that he sould nof possibly

J e passed if the othor driver buocked

up ever so much. -
The Classical juniors :I}'l!ﬂl:d with
joy - as thoy swept shead., Tammy
odd & Co. raved and stamped and
shook their fists, But they wern hope-

legsly bantan,

“ Qood-bye, Blusbell!” shrieked
Baby. *' Bep voo later nt Hookwood.
Tatx "

0Oh, you roHers!
You cadal™

“Donel” groaned Tommy Dodd.
* Done by the Classio jaye! no' by
n naw boy! Oh, tako me awsy and
kick ma, somebody]™

And in helpleas wrath the Moderns
watehed tha Classical brake sweep
round the corner ahead and dise
appear from sight.

You spoofera!

The 4th Chapter,
The irst Day a8t Hookwood.

“"Hurrah for usl”

“Bomten - to the widel!"

“ Down with the Modern eads!

Hip, pip!"

Lovell & Co. rejoiced uproarioosl
as the Modern brake vanished behind.
Rookwood was in sight now—a
old tower and s mass of buildings,
some old and scma new, rising to
view abave the trees. The big gates
stood open, and a short, sguat man
was loa mg;( aut, evidently surprised
to sew & brake with & junior schoolboy
driving and coming up the road at
sitch-n spanking rats.

"_T'I‘IEI{.-': old Mack," said Lovell
" Give him' s yell 1"

The Olessicals gave the schoal-

porter a yell ms the brake came
pwee

in
:' J'!!}J* EM " gasped Mask.
e S
Fyoure not allowed to tako ako
inl" howled Lovell.

But Bilvar was too excited to heed,
Mack the porter meed out af the
'Hul'[!' in alarm.  With really wonderful
akill the new junior turned the horses
in ot tho gate, gnd the brake swept
in and up. the gravel drive,

" Btop, yoit mms]"

b Yol he be g by tbe Hasd

ol 1 !

i:'{_ﬂ;n. crmnhlﬁﬂﬁl

ight up to the grey old Bchool-
House the brake dlli!l:[riﬂ. fine style.
Jimmy Bilver brought it to s halt
outside the ivy-clad stone porch
with o masterly hand. The horsos
stood eniffing and stsaming, and
Jimmy Bilver jumped down from his
seat, his fnoe red and hiz eyes glisten-
in

-

The Classicals tumbled out of the
brake in & great hurry. Thay had
beaten the !I:Indum- hollow, and that
was n great satisfaction. But some
of them had caught sight of an awo-
inspiring fgure in ¢ap and gown on
the steps of the School House, and
their hearts T.ullrfﬂd within them =t

L]

the wight Chitholm, the
roverend Heoad of Rookwood.
Dr. Chishiolm was looking aston-

ished.  On the frst dey of the term
many little relaxations and freedom
wore allowed at Rockwood, and it
war the custom of the junior {orme
to tako full advantage of them. But
never in his experience had the Hesd
seen a brake arrive driven by a
junior boy, and dashing m styla right
up to the house.

“ Bless my eoul!" swid the Hend.

The juniors drogged off  hats: and
eaps in great haste, :

* Thoe Hoad !"" whispared lhhgv in
n scarod voice; and Jimmy iiver
jorked off his damaged topper in n

LLFFY.

"ri'hdt doos this mean?" said the
Head, in'a rumbling veice, which
sonnded like thunder to the ears of
tho  Classicals;  ** How comes it fhat
o junior is driving this brakal"

Y Ahem " murmuored Tavall,

* We—wp—wa—-—" Raby began to
pxplainy and there he stopped dead.

" Boy, what in your name?  You
arn n now boy, T think?”

“Yos, sir. Jimmy Silver, sir,”

“ Why have you taken the drivor's
plaga ™

Silver turried erimson. New: as hie
was to Rookwood, he was quito aware
that it wouldn't do to oxplain to the
Head that lie had taken the drivers
place in arder ta ' dish " the herogs
of timIMu-di'rn Side,
A new boy,'
. c!;n 11
thought—""1

boarell, well, s there han been no
acchdont, T' will ‘say ' nothing  abant
it,"" =aid the I'Il.ll'l.l'fr kindly. *"As =
now boy, perhaps you did nob know
any better—thouph cortainly noGe o
the others micht hisve told you™ He

pinmmored Sikver,
drive T,

v 1v What the juniors had =c

If you. plensn, #ir, ]'.'I:'JH

e

pavn a severs plance lowards Lovell
& Coowho “hung down theie hoads,
and  fookod properiy.  contrite;
Mok, please take charge of the
brake, and send it bock for the other
Boya.’

* Vessir,'" gasped tho portor, who
had come panting up tho drive after
the brake.

Tho Hoad disappeared
house, and o Classical  Jicroces
puspod with relief,.  As Mewenme
remarked breathlesaly, he had hoen
convineod | that tho  chopper was
coming down, But the chopper
hadn't come down, and the Classicals
ware free to rejoice in their victory
““Mack th t iving  Ji

Mao B porter, givin 1mm
Bilver a very peculiar lock, led thi
lmmll:rlf herses away. The juniors
crowded into the honss, Lovell and
Raby and Newcome scampered off
together ug the wide old oak stair-
_Ft:.:tla. and Hilver heard Lovell ejacu-

ni

“The end study—quick! Beforo
some cad can bag L.

And the trio vanished.

_The boys dispersed in various diree

tions, and Jimmy Bilver wes loft
standipg alone in the wide old hall.
The' excitement had died away, and
Jimmy er!:hr:d once ;m:r:ru tt;t.mtu
was L new boy, quite alons, an i
he didn't know & saul in the school,
-;'. feeling of loneliness came over

LT

inte  the

rodd
for he could not E:-un, boing &
new boy.  He did not know that they
werd anxious sbout their studies, and
that it was s case of first coma first
sorved,  Those who had had good
studies lnst ferm wore keen to re

gain possession of them, before
rivals  gould ut in & chim.
Those who had had bad onea wore

keen to make a chan Ewverybody
forgot tho new boy, .n‘fﬁnmm, ilver
left on his

was oW,
Not knowing what to do with him-
self, and finding nobody o take the

l-]]J.l:Lt'E'.I‘l interest in existence,
Jimmy  8Silver looked round the
place, and then wandered out into
the quadrangle, with his I:n.nfk iri hia
fcota. g liked the lock of
mokwood, and he gazed about him
with great interest.
Part of the schoal

: WBS YOIy
anctont, bot thore was & mass of new
buildi which time had not wyet
toned down. Jimmy Bilver was still
looking mbout him, when = brake
arrived, and the Modern crowd came
pouring in,. There wos s vell from

tho three Toms at tho sight of Bilvar.

* Thote's tho chap ['"

* Collar him! Bump the cad ("

Jimmy Silver pily made & run
for the shelter of the house, with the
whole crowd whooping after him,
Tommy Dodd & Co. awooped into the
hall after him, and Jimmy Bilver fled
up the staira in the direction he had
seeti Lovell & Co. take. With the
vongelul mob at his hosls, he rushod
on, and found himself in s wide
sago,  with dooars on  both l,iE:::
m:mi:umi‘ in order, A crowd of hic
old acquaintances of the braks wers
there, chatting in the pissage or in
the doorways of the studies, A shout
grioted  him.

 Modern cada!  Thoy'ro after the
new boy ! Kiek "em out "

Tommy Dodd & Co. halted on the
lnnding, as tho Classicals swarmod to
meet them, Jimmy divined that he
had lockily  stumbled into  the

ssical  nuarters, . There was in-
atantly s rough-end-tumbla scuffie on
thi Eip; landing, ' which Jimmy
joined heartily, and had the satisfac-
tion of flvoring a couple of Moderns
who collared him. Laovell and Haby
and Newcome came dashing out of
the endd study in the passage, and
joined in the fray. It was going hot
and strong, when a voice shouted up
the stairs:

“Biop that noise sk oncel”

“Phow! That's Pootloa!" ox-
claimed  Tommy  Dadd. * Botlar
cut "

And  the Moderns promptly cut,
fallowed by & howliof derision from
the wiotorious  Clossieals,  Jimmy
puessod that Dootles wos n master,
prid he disgovered” Inter that he was
the mastor of the Fourth—the farm to
which these young heroes. belonged.

i Halla, new boy!" said Lovells
‘“They were aftor you—what | Newvor
mipd=—1we'vo beaton them, And, look
hiers, 1 was going fo lick you i

= '|"||.-|.:|||-u'..l.!"I

*Rut after the way vor helped me
dish the Moderns, I'm going to let you
off. " anid Lavell Fenerouashy, _

VoA neo thanka!lh enid Jimmy, with
i ehuckle, Hé had anides that it
was lio who had dished the Moderns,
but Lovell, as junior captain, was
avidently bent on cliiming  the credit
of that g‘hl- ¥

1'..m-4-|!.l looked at Him rathor sus

icinusly;
it Nono of your cheek,

you know,

or I slimll liave to give you that liok-
ing aftor all” :
“HBPon't e the pnew kid, Lovell,Y

suid ‘Raby, *““He'll get cnouph of
that, T sy, kid, what Form' nra
you-mhmit

“T'vo  boen  propared  for  the

Fourth,” said: Jimmy.

" Well, vou'll have ta beheve vour-
sell if you're coming into our Form,"
said Lovell, "1 don't like checky
e boye!!

‘* Bow-wow ! ssid Raby. * Got
your study: yot, kid?

HDh %Ia I linve s stody ¥

“Does ho have u study!"  sasd
Lowell, with- deep’ scorn, " Ihd you
ever hear of sich a foal? Don't all

e Fourth have studies, you
booby 1"

“* Wall, T—T don't know, you know.
Can [ chooss a study. for myselil"

* Bootles gives out the studios,"
said Raoby. " We genarally bag ‘om,
and trust to luck. Dootlos b s good
little nss, and docsn't interfere. Pick
ant the best one you céan seo, and
plant yourself in it, and if the owner
doesn't like i, punch his head. Seo?"

b Tl mbea |

Jimmy Bilver took that exeollent
advice, so far ns picking out the best
siudy was - comcernad. He. went
along the passape, looking in st the
various studies, and came to the end
one, which was undoubtedly the beat
of the lot. It had two windows—one
of them overlooking the quadrangle—
and a firo-grate, and was & good dosl
Iarger than the other stodies. Jimmy
prompély walked into it

# Thia will suit ma,"" ha romarked,

“This['" exclaimed Lovell, who
had followed him in, in some surprise
nt his wction, ‘' This iv our study "

”}1‘.'! the best of the bunch,” said
EHT"IE}‘J 1 bagged i

" That's why we've bag ikt
grinngd Raby.  * T wasn't referring
to’ thin study when I gave you the
tip. Look a bit further.”

LCen'E 1. dig in hore!™"

0 course you can't!" exclaimed
Noweome, " Wo don't want any
new' kids planted on us, Get put, you
m_r!

""Aaby paid T was to nehi o the
owner's head, if he didn't liks it"™

“"You'd bettor not start head-
punching hero!" excla Lovell,
“Get on tho other side of the door,
you mlly fathoad !

1 don’t see—"

Jtr%im: Silver had no time to fnish,
Thoithreo juniors in on him
and collared him, and he 'I'I'Illllitert
off hia feat, and bu down inthe
passage, Then  the study door

slammed on him,
“* My—my hat!"" gasped the new

bor,

.1'5“ uestion of the end study wes
avidently sotiled. Feeling somewhat
sore, Silver went along the passagoe
locking for quarters, ﬁnl he found
thae most unfeeling inhospitality en
all' sides.. Now s, it m red,
were not wanted., Every fellow he
spoke to announved that he didn't
want any blessed outsiders in
study, and weme of them offered to
punch his head merely for making

the 1eak,

..uﬁ making & round of the
Fourth-Form pasasge, Jimmy, Silver
wisoly docided to leave the matter to
his = Form-master, and wuqd-cu-r.]
downstairs in search of something to

ent,

The Sth Chapter.
Fayving the Plper.

Big Hall was swarming. .

A high tea—which was vory plenti-
ful—was on a dozen tables,
and all Rookwood had gathered to
do_justice to ik .

Jimmy Silver was  wedged in
at & junior table amid a crowd of
youngsters he had never seen belore.
All Rookwood had arrived long ago,
and Jiminy was a little dazzled by
the swarm of buye, the incessant talk,
the noise, and the eonfusion,

The rattle of plates, the clatter of
tor-cups, made & ceaspless accompaii-
mant to the buzs of voicen. Jimmy
had brought a good appetito with
him to Rookwood, and be did full
justice to the gﬂﬂd fare on the table,
in spite of tho sirangeness of his
darroundings. ;

While ho ate ho kept his eves well
about him, anxious to pick up know-
ledge of hin mew quarters and his
new - assonintni

At another table ho eould seq Lovell
snd Raby and Newrome, together,
tnlking mineteen to the dozen; if not
ninoty.  They wore also exchianging
definnt sigrinls with Tommy Dodd &
Co,. at another table. But the
presence of the seniors prevented any.
thing more hostile  than  derisive
geatures, ;

The Sixth Form wero Lh{:im in u.II
their  glary. Big, rugmed, ood-
n||.1uh-_-§ ulﬂllkt-!o_'r was chatting away
with o group of seniors.  Knowles
waa in the group, and Jimmy Silver,

romembaring the scena ocutside the
station, wes not anxious to caich
Kuowles's eye,  He had a strong m-
pression that the Modern captain wis
nat the kind of fellow to forget or
forgive. But, wrdexl'd in as he was
among the fags, Silver wis not likioly
to bo noticed by so great a person s
a prefoot, and vicecaptain of Hook-
wond. .

Tha fags at his table wero talking
na thoy munched, and Bilver ligtoncd
r".hh interest while he looked about

1im. Y

’*"Il:hmud Classin {:nlf: nre ﬂun!mg to

t.!" sald ono vouth ‘Duly ons
mw boy on their side, 1 bear, snd
theee ni oors thia  goes  on;
blessed 1f Rookwood won't soon b
all Modern 1™ :

“And n jolly good thing, toa,
Lacy! Time that mouldy old Glassio
side wna torned out,™ =ard another.

Silver realised that, in his ignor-
ance of tho ways of Raeokwood, he
had plantod himself in the midst of
{HICTIIEE, Hoe went on eating
seddately, wondering whether they
would recognise him ns n Classic, and
what they would do if they did.

“ Awfully choeky beggar that new
kid,” said Lacy. ‘*Got-moro cheek
than all the old lot put together, 1
should  =ay. Walked o with
Knowles's {rnkr_ You should have
poon - Enowles when he came in.
Simply boiling. I shouldn't eare to
be in that new boy's shoes."

Bilver: left off eating suddenly,
Thiz was not mmfurtmEu

* Knowles has told Heeloy, and
Bulkeley skl something sbout u-l::lg
no notice, na it wea first doy
term,” remarked another. *Catch
Knowles taking. no  notice He's
going to stalp that new kid—simply
scalp him !  Bhouldn't wonder if he
gots him a swishing from the Head, "

“Oh, erumbs!" ojaculated Hilver
involintarily.

His remark caused the oyes of the
Modern fags to turn on him.  They
had been too busy eating to notice
him befors.  Mesten. Lacy & Co,
regarded ]:i11'|1 kw:th iusnicious and
di aging looks. .

ﬂ};-l:n [ That's n new boy." said
Lacy. “That's not one ' of ours. I
knaw that, bacause T gave 'em o thick
ear all round, just to show ‘em their
places, This kid hasn't got o thick
ear. Ho's a Classic.” ;

Tt was cdnelusive evidence. Hilver
certainly hodn't a thick ear, so far;

ut it looked as if ho would not be
ong without that adornmoent, for the
looks of the Modern young gentlemen
wern docidedly hostile,

“ Tha very new chap who scolfed
sctiior brake,” said one.  “That's the
cad! And he's zot the choek to sit
down among us, Hack him 1"

“Yow-ow-ow!"  roared = Bilver,

quite unintentionally, as half a dozen
boots hacked him under the table.
* He jumped up as he yelled, and his
oup u!}m wonk ﬂ'l:;lf, the tea being
hurled in a hot upon  Mester
Lacy's chest.  And thers was &
whoop from Lacy that would have
done eredit to & Red Indian,

Bvery eye in Big. Hall was throed
on Jimmy Silver.

“Keep ordor there, wyou fags!™
called out good-natured Bulkeley.
"ot so muc% of your row "

“I1t's only & Classic now hﬂ-ﬁ:]
Bulkeley, chucking hia tea over Lacy.

“Well, shut up, all of you!"

“"Hallo 1"  exelaimed Knowles,
whosze oyes had turned towards Silver
with the rest ! Thers ho isl That's
the junior who collared my brake
that I told you 1I:nu:,[ ulkelew,
Come hero, yuunﬁ hopeful |" s

Jimmy Bilver hesitated. Coming
therp looked like going for a licking.
But ho unﬂerl‘tnﬂﬁ that n prefect of
tha Sixth had to be obeyed, so ha
reluctantly squeezed his way out from
among: the Modern f Thosa
cheary young gentlemen. hacked and
shoved pnd Einuhed him as he passed
with great heartingss, snd the new
boy yelped onee or twice, before he
eecaped from them,

Ho enme up to the groop of semors,
and  chet & rather wistful - look =t
Lovell & Co, But Lovell & Co. wern
paming ot their plates as if they wore
counting thelr crumba, Apparantly
they wern too beshful to want to
como  into. public attention st that
momont. g

Knowles fixed n pair of groy-green,
unplensantly sharp eves on Silver's
:mj foce. It was not n light ordeal
for the new boy to stand there, tha
cvnosure of all oyes. “Buat ho bore il
manfully. :

“HBp vou drove off a sorjor brake,
did you t* said Balkeley. “I remem-
ber secing vou on - the rond,  Dan'l
you knew you mustn't touch the

serior’ hrake 7"

' Yoa, Bulkeley."™

“oAnd that  vou musin't chock n
prefiet—what 1" »

“Pleape, I'm & new boy,™ sad
Bilver meskly.

“Weall, well, if he didn't know you

bl
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wore & prefect, Knowles—"" bogan

Bulkelay.

* Ploase, T did know," said Jimmy
at once.  Whatever might be sawait-
ing him, hoe wasn't going to get out
of & serapo by tolling o lie.

“0h, you did know " ssid Bulke-
ley, & httle nonplassed. * Then it
was like your thomping cheek, you
young sweep. Shll, on first mght,
Knowlps—"

“ He's on ypur side," said Knowles,
with o shrog of !ths-shmﬂden. L 1
fag on the Modern side chesked you,
Bulkeley, I should lick him, and you
know it."

Bulkeley fushed; the Modern pre-
fect's tone  was  very unpleassnt,
Soma of the Classical soniors frowned,
und sorne of the Modarna grinned.

“*Well, I suppose ho ought to ba
licked,” aaid Bulkeloy reluctantly.
The good-natured captain of Rook-
wuoLf wae averse to lickmg o mew
boy on first pight. But the way ths
prefect had pot it left him ne choioe,

“1 should jolly well say wo,"
growled Enowles.  “Why, I bad to
wilk from Coombs, becauss they
collared the brake. There wore &
gung ol them in it "™

Lovell jumpad up.

“Tt was as much our fault as the
new boy's, Bulkeley [" ho cdlled out.
And thers was o murmur of admira.
tHon from tha Classical Juniors.

They agreed that this was very
decenit of old Lovelll ~ But Enowlea
guitg plainly did not shars the ad-
miration. He scowled.
©  “Then you can coms and take some
uf_élm medicine, you young cad,” he
pard,

“0Oh, for goodness' sake, don’t let's
have & general execution on  first
night 1" sajd DBulkeley restively.
“‘f“hi_-l young sweep's enough. Some-
body fvitch mo o oane,”

“Here's n cane,” suid Enowles

He handed the captain of Hook-
wood o light walking-cane.

Bulkeloy took it with reluctance,
It was ag unpleasant task for him to
cano & pew junior in Big Hall on
firat night, with all the school looking
an, {{111;'#:“5 had placed him in &

very unplensant position; which waa
puri.n,]:lu his object as much a§ any-
thing olse, There was no lave lost
betweon the captain and vioe-captain
of Rookwood. ; .

“Hold out your hand, kid,'" said
Bulkelay gruffly. )

Jimmy %il‘ror held out ‘his hand.
Tha cane came down - hard rl‘_mUEh.
and he squirmed. But he did not
uther & sound.

- Mow the other ™

Bwish ! :

0w " murmuorod Bilver. :

" Now you can clear off, and mind,
don't cheek n prefect again, or I shall
coma down heavy on youw.'

Jimmy Bilver- was only too glad
to lose himsell in the crowd. Hin
hands wero' smacting and ' kingling,
but he did not feel: any resontment
towards Bulkeloy, But he felt just
then that he would have liked to boil
Knowles i oil.

“Ts  that enough?”™ snapped
Knowles.. - ]
“T think that's enough,” =aid

Bulkeley, in so idecided s tone that
the Modern captain said no more,
though ho bit hia Jip .

Jimmy Silver got out of sight as
guickly as he could. He did not
return to the table of the Modemn
fags. Ho h‘t‘d%ﬂd hin way towarda
the Clasgical table, whore Lovell &
(o, were sitting. They grected him
with approving nods.

““You didn't howl much for a new
boy," maid Lovell.

T didn't howl at alll" exclaimed
Silver indignantly. }

“Bow-wow! Why, you're jolly
near blubbing now ™ g, o
* Cateh mo blubbing I'" said Bilver

scornfully, “T've o jolly good mind
to punch your head, Lﬂ‘ﬂ! 5
FOrdar [ murmured  Raby, as

Liowell half rose 1o his seat. ** Knowlea
in looking this Wli‘-"

Y1 don't care for o Modern cad,

rofoct or mo  prefect,’ granted

vell, bat he sat down sgain.

“Can't i mako room for =
chap?” nsked Silver. "1 haven't
finished my tes.” ;
" Dan’t want any cheeky new kids
nt this table!"

“0h, rot!" chimed in Raby sgain.
bThe pow kid's sll right; and lie's
heen licked. Don't s beast,
Lovell, old scout. Bit down here,
pow kid.”

And Raby shoved Newcome and
muada room  botwean, and Jimmy
Bilver wodped into tho sesi

In spite of the smarting of his
hands, he managed to make an ex-
oollent  menl, and Raby and Now-
come both condesconded to spoak to
him, Lovell looking rother morose.
Tha junior captain of tho Classical
side felt that this wns something
rathor unosual in new kids, and that
unloss ho woa very careful, his leader-
ahip of thoe Classic juniors woes in

danger. And Lovell was mentally
reucﬁ:in to give the new kid o
terrific %i{"lnng--hnt [rom  any per-
sonn] motives, aof course, bat u-!mtl'!_'r
for his own good, and to put him in
his place.

The ath Chapter,

Study Mates,

“Boginning to look shipshape,” re-
mu.rkeg MNaweome, :

Tha thres Classical chums were in
their study—the famous cnd study.
They wers putting it to rights for
the new term. The tremendous
cldaning dons during:  the . vacation
had left the study spotless as & new
pin, after all the wear and tear of the
previous term. It waas not likely to
remain long in that happy state. Bd
far, however, only one inkpot had
boen upset, and & can of eyclo-gil had
loaked, That was peally nothing.

Lovell & Co. were glad to get back
into their old qusrters, They had
sucepaded in bagging their old study;
though it had boen neccssary to eject
ane or two rivals “on their pecls. ™
That, however, had been promptly
and efficaciously done, and the thres
were in possession.  And they had
the cheory prospect of having the
study to themselven for the whola
torm.  There was only one mew Iod
on the Classical side, and no reazon
why ha ghould be planted onthem.
In & very cheery mood, after the feed
in Hall, the three chums had come up

! ] _ HNE
| _ -_I.l
| 1l " |

| i
him! 'l scmip himi
socored ageinet Lovall and Co.

to put their study to rights before
enll-over.

They had brought some posssssions
from home to improve theit quarters.
Lovell had & nice new pair of éur-
tains, which were huni::ﬂn armid great
satisfaction. Haby | brought =
new copper kettle, which gleamed like
n new penny, Nawoome had a pic-
ture, It was not exactly a work of
art, but it kad four colours in it, all

raminent, not to sy ?Iurmrg. and
Neowrame - said 1 would - give  an
artistio totich to tho study,

Thers was one corner of the study,
farthest #nm the two windows, which
was & little dusky, and Newcome

snid that picture would brighten it
up, Raby agrecd that it had boiter
be put in the dusky corner. Dtherwise,
in by's opinion, it might have a

startling eflect on  visitors—might
even produce apoplexy or something.
Thets wsa a pausa in the mgs
while Newcome told Haby what he
thought of him and his opiniona.
Then the three chums procecded to
hang the poture. ;

They were hanging tho picture—at
least, Mewvome was deiving s four-
inch nail into the wall with terrific
blows from a coke-bammoer, aud Raby
and- Lovell ‘was advising him, not {a
make o tunnel inte the next study—
when' the door cpened, and Jimmy
Silver came o,

The new boy hed beon interviowing
Mr. DBootles, k= Foroi-imester,  nnd
Lavell & Co, hid pot seen bim sinen
tes:  They looked round as'ho’came
in, Noweomo paceing to take breath,
Two inches of the nail still remaimed
to bo deiven o, and thoe wall was

good " howied Lowvall:
ot 'l sleaughtear RWiml

showing signs of damage, Newcome
did not hit tho wicket every time.

“ Hallo!" maid Jimmy Silver
-:!'.ur-c-rilmg.r.lzI “ Only you! Blemsed if I
didn't think the ans wers bom-

barding the school " 4

“ Don't you come botherin : hera !'
said Newcome testily, ' Wo don't
wint & new kid hera beoing funny

when we're putting our study to
rights. You can have a go at that
pail, Beby, 1f sou like. o want to

hang that picture befores second call.”

Baby took the hammer and stepped
on tha chair, There wea o clatter of
E':tliing plaster after his first doughty

o,

““ My hat!™ ejaculated Bilver in-
voluntarily. ;

Raby glared down st him.

“ Kick' that pew kid out!' he
bawled. * Do you think I'm gong
to hang your rotten pictdre with him
standing thers mhlin_q like & Cheshire
cheess—] mean cat?

‘“Here, hold on!"
Silver, as Lovell and Newcome mads
for him. He dod round the tahle
upon-which he laid & bundle of bocks.
s lﬁ_jE.:i er_'l H_”_“

Flear outl!

“T've  jant Mr.
Bootles—"' : -

“¥ou can go to him again,-if you
like. Will jou go out op your feol or
your neck ™ M

FT'm:  not
pa—""
Heye yvou como

paid Jimmy

been  with

going  out.

" Blow Bootles!

" Bome

cung ldiot has fas
hers to talk about Bootles? Go and
toll Hooker about Bootles in ’thﬂ nexk
study, il you like, Gebtoutl’
" But Booties— Legga! Ohl”
Lovell and Nowcome wseized him,

and he struggled.

T tell he roared.
" Bootleg——

“ Brought hia blessed books here,
ton,” maid Raby, from the chair,
;-m]ﬂﬁ him out, and his books after

im |

* Bat Bootles—"' panted Bilver.
" Bootles has sent me to o cthia
study,"”

“If wou'vn got & message from
Beotles, why couldn't you say a6,
ass 1" growled Lowvell, ** What doea
Bootles want "

“ He's sent me hore."

* Well, what for 1"

“ I'm to share this stody.'

" What 1"

**Mr. Booiles said as thers were
only three in this reom, and it's the
largest, - I'm to come hers,' said
Silver., * He told me—""

U Crame ] velled Lowvell furioualy.
* Bootles wouldn't be such a beast.
Wo're not Euin;{' to stand 1E, I.I'LF"IF]-IE’-
A new boy planted on’ us—us! ¥
hat 1"

“ Kick him out!" mid Raby, jump-
ing off his chair., * Mice. state of
thinga Wookwood i coming to, whon a
pew boyis planted on us, with s dozen
other sindies to choose feom. Ot 3on

6! Go down the passage wnd look
Fr_l'r pnother study. Bootles won't 585
aru_u.l[lll'Ling-hn docan’t care & tuppenny
rap. 2 1 e

“ But 1 do,” said Jimmy Silver

.?nu wi

ia
M—" And tha nw“hnr anly inughad, for

1
1

sturdily. ** This is the best study in
the pasmge, and I like it
. likes us!™ roared the ox-

asporated Lovell. * He likes our
ltﬁ;l! We'll give him something he
doesn't like——" :

W1 shall hit cut]" yelled Silver,
Y1 warn you"

“*“Hua, ho. hal™ b

“ Why, you—you greenborn,” said
Lovell, * Hit cut! Do sou know
that wo three are the tophole fight-
ing:-men in the Fourth—they call un
the * Fistical Threa' !

" Bow-wow ["

That ** Bow-wow " was not respect-
ful, and it was too much for the
clapgical trio. They simply piled on
Jimmy Bilrer.

The new boy meant busineas, He
put up n tumle that drew other
juniors round the doorway, in great
sdmirstion and interest. In the
course of the battio, the now lace cur-
tainy suffered somewhet from 1'|:rﬂn§
caught in a heavy boot and jerke
down, and Nowcome's picture could
not be said to be improved by having
& foot driven through it. :

The study table was pitched into the
fire-grate, and the clock camo off the
mantelpiece with s crash, Cutside
in ths passage a Classical crowd
looked on with intense cnng'mrmt-
They cheered on both sides with great
impartiality.

“Ge it now kadl'"

¥ Down him, Leowvell!"

“ Look out for your nose, Raby!

wll-z'l”ih:r'|lwr I

| l“ |

ad the door outslde. I'Il akim
Al ha had

My hat! It doosn't lock like a nose
now."”
*What's the

; Meweomo "'

“That chap is & terror—a top-hele
tarror]! What nerve !”

But the odds were too great. Jimmy
Hilver's powers ss & fighting-man won
wide admirstion. But tho Classical
three got him oub at last, Ho was
hurled bodily into the passsge, and
collapsed there, without an cunce of
breath left in him. The door slammed
on him. :

“ Oh, my hat!" gasped Jimmy.

:: %u, ha, hal" Hakd’ ks

ol put up = good fght, by
g.:ld!" fd.“ Townsend, the dandy.
“ Ry vou did'}

matter with your

Buot vou're &
cheeky kid, all the same."

" Timea thoss bounders in the and
study were taken down," remar
Hooker, )

“Oh, crumba!" murmured Bilver
daredly. 3

" Fancy tockling tha three ol
them !" eaid Jonea minor. " What a
nerve!l What was the row about,
new boy i :

“That's my study,” gasped Bilver.
"1T'm going in."

H They'll ent vou if you do
to thele swoet volcos now,”
Jones minor.

Jimmy staggered to o his feet. Hae
WIS ¥ v;-r!‘r dmﬂ;ﬁ::d breathloss, and he
roquired  his second  wind  before ho
eould earry the proreedings  farther,
From within  the oond stody excitod
voiped could be heard.  There had
been & good deal of damage done in
that terrific encounter, apnd the
Classical trio wero wrathy.

Listen
prinned

The juniors cloarso off, leaving
Timmy to recover his breath. Jones
miiner kindly hinted to him to get
himself tidy, as tha bell for second
call-over would go soon. =

“I'm going to have my study,
aaid Bilver. :

“* You mustn’t miss call-over on first
night—there'll be the deuce fo I"I
if you de,'" said Jones minor.
prefoct wi._il coma looking for you with
& cane, an won't take any ex-
cuses, 1 promise you. It's o o
guarter of an hour in Big Hall.'

Jimmy was left alone, strugglin
to reoor 3¢ his breath. From the en
siudy me voices in debate, as to
whothe the picture was still worth
hanging. Newcome ssid the gash in
it wonldn's ehow in that dusky corner,
and tha it was lucky therc wasn'c

lass in {t, considering. Raby
Eu coul hang it and be hanged.
Lovell @ zlared that what ba felt in-
clined t. hang was that new boy,

The ne * boy listened. His brain
was working. Roll-call in Big Hall
was cloie at hand, and the three
junicea who had o him had to
tirn up, like the rest, or be looked
for by & prefoct with & cane. Jimmy
Bilver whipped a len of whipcord
from his pocket, made & loop at the
end, and alipped, it quistly over the
door-handle, and drew it tight.

COpposite the junior’s stu WAL &

x-room, and the handle of that door
was not far from the handle of the
ptudy door. Silver the oord
fromi ope to the other, and fastened
it securely. That was a beginning.
He looked into Jones minor’s study,
where he had seen & box uncerded
The ropo lay an the foor, and Jones
had gone down.

Silver borrowed the rope, returned
to the end study, and added it to tha
whipcord, considerably strengthening
it. ~ As the end study door opened in-
wards, it was quite impossible for the
three occupants of the room to got
out pow, unless help came from ot
mid.

The sound of hommering bhad been
resimed in tho ond stucdy, =0 appac-
ently the thres had decided Gnoslly
arn hanging & picture. Jimmy
Bilver wailed in the passage, grin-
ning, He dusted down his clothes,
smoothed oub his collar and redied
his tie, and generally made himeelf a
littla more ]]:;rnluutahlu after thoe
rough-and-tumble, He was content
to wait choerfully, The studies wers
almont desertod now, the juniors go-
ing down o roll-call, The bell began
to ring st last,

The hammering suddenly ceased in
the end study.

My hat] There's the ball 1™ px.
claimed Lovell, “ Leave that blessad

y

—

"Well, leave it Can't be latp—
you koow the Head on firsh might
:I.I'H'l.i]'l takes the roll., HRatty if =
Eh&%l late. Come on!"

eroe was & rattle at the door, and
& tug from within, Then & surpriscd
exclamation,
: " .nlln1 The door’s jammed somo-
oW

Jimmy Bilver grinnped, snd waited
for developments.

“0Oh, rot!" ‘mid  Raby. " How
could it jam! Gimme hold of it!"

Tug! Then s grunt from Rahy.

“ It is jammad, by gum!"

The hed wan still ringing. Thera
ware . oxcitod volces — mora excited
than ever in the end study now. As
Jimmy Bilver realised, it was awfully
"mpartant not to be late for call-over
when the Head was inking the rall,

“Lay hald!" pan Noweome
desperatoly, “ I'll take the blessad
thing with both hands, and you hold

on to me, and all pull together I

“ Right-ho!"'

Tha door strained and croaked
under the pressure put on it. But s
did not opan.

NG 1" howled Lovell. *“*Let

}T! 'Tain'p jammed | Bomo young
idiot haos' Fasteniod -that door outaidé!
'l skin him'1 D'l sealp him! I'l]
slaughter him! I'I—*

Ehut tp!’ roared Baby, " No
time for jaw now. The bell's stopped.,
Halls, out thore! Unds this door at
ance, whoover you arel Do yon

g

“Haur, hear !"‘ sl Silver.

“ Why—why, it's that new bay!"
axclaimed Lovell, in tones  of con.

centrated ' wrath, " That new kid,
by Jovel! GE'en this door st oncs,
vou out therg !

" Hats i

1 tell yon wo've got to got down
to roll-call ' yellad voll 5 “'Wa
ehall be gated for & hali-holiday, and
li-nke::ll;--llukud, you idiot]l Opan ths

O

4 G’Wd'h}'ﬂ !r!

* Come and lot os out, soma of you
fellown "' shricked Newcome.

HiThey'ro . all ganel' - chockled
Bilvar.. * And I'm going!  Good-
bye, and kecp your peckers up! It'z

(Conecluded on page 423, columa L)
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A_PERSONAL
EXPLANATION.

Why Your Editor is Not

With the Colours.

HE photograph of your Editor,
which recently appoeared at
the head of this page, has

latoly bown the cause of ecynical
ramarks from u few of my readoers,
who arc—not unnaturally, perhaps—
puzzled that vne so comparatively
vonthful a8 myself 12 1ot i Flanders
enduring with others the inferno of
the trenches.

In justico to thess readers I have
vontured upoi o personal explanation
of thm matter—an explanstion whish
amply proves that no insinuations as
to Em]r. of petriotism van bo laid at
my door,

For  the  information of thoss
roadors of Tue Bove' Fmesp who
dosirs to° know tho facts of the s,
[ weuld say that the cxplanation

ppears in tho issuc of our companion
HThe Mapnet ' Library, No.

A
578 publistied lest Mondny,
NEXT o Y8 FINE
FEATURES.

“Magnificent ['' is the only word
which will adequately deseribo - next
woek's issuo of the vood old “ B, F.M
Apart from two ocxceptionally fine
instalmenis of our serials, thorn will
ba n grand complete tale of Jimmy
Bilver & Co. nt Rookwood, entised :

MTHE MODERMNS' Eiﬂ-‘l'ill! Ko

A stirring story of Tom Belcher,
the bey hl:r'l.i:rr,q; marvpl, will also
appear; aod W. Murmy Graydon
eoptributes. & rare treat in his in-
tensely  absorbing story of “The
Circlo of 13."

All things considered, I am of the
opinton that tho British boy would
bavo to go a long, lonp way béfore
he  discovered atother journal with
such an altogother atimctive army
of Toatiired ad thoss conbained in

NEXT MONDAY'S SUPERB
IS8UE.

THE RIVALS OF
ROOKWOOD,

By OWEN CONQUEST.
(Foncluded from page G110)

long woy to ealling-over, but

a long,
1 H'i.iﬁ yau Juck |
i"  nhouted Lowsll,
es Jimmy's

““Hold on!
:hr?’ugil tha ko ]:nln.l

cotstops rotroated. ' [ say, you pew
boy, don't go! Let us out !T L s
what'll you take to let us out? [--["iE
stand yoo a whack in my hamper,
and won't lick you! Honest
Injun!"

“Not good enough!"™ roplied
Jimm I Silver,

iy int do you want, you un
villain 7' yolled the hapless r:i::ui
together,

1 want my study,"

i "f‘r'h-l.-lau.t F' i

" Lewant my study,” sald  Jimim
Silver coolly, "I'r':l:u aharing tl:ll.It
study with you. I want you to
Fr_umum to let me in and take it in a
riondly way [™

o L
= LS

I would ke il my readers o look opan me =
thelr renl friend, someons fa whem thay oan
come for help snd sdvics when they are In doubt
or difficulty.
ma to o of use tomy boy and gl (riends if
they feal they would [ike to write {o me.

] IN YOUR

It s neeer * too much trouble™ to

& 0 L 7

POBTCARDAE ONLY,
PLEABE!|
= e

I bave a little grumble o make

W week in connection with the’
“Tales to Tell " Competition, which
18 progreesing 1 conjunction with our
famous - companion psper, “The
Gem" Library.

One of the rules goverming thia
fonture provides that all jokes arc
to be sent in on posteards anly—
othorwise they cannot be eonsidesed,
A pood many readers have ignored
thia rlt!E. with the resul it hn-
dreds of entries have had to be dis
qualified through non-sdherenca to it

Lt me urgo thoss readers who
compate lor our grapd little money
prizes to bear this detail in mind for
the future.

I much regret that owing to lack of
fpach I have been unable o mclude
any storyebtes in thin isaue, hit T pro-
mise my chrims that they will appear
i next Monday's number.

"H"l" El E.lTﬂ:IETlET

“Why should 1 be a patriot?™ aaka
H. W., of London, 'E. *“I do not
own one foot of land, and 1 find
therd are: thousands starving in the
land which'I am asked to love If
¥ou can show me the path of patriot-
1am cloarly, then 1 shall be pleased to
follow it, aod take ploasure in singing
HGod Save the King."

Lot me answor H. W.'s quertion by
nsking him  anobhor. What if we
waore not. patriotic? Just think for a
moment of tho state of cheos we
ghould soen b in iT evervens tpok
the -sclfish  view, and refussd o
scknowlodge himaelf or hersslf part
of the whole nation. Why, the entire
British Empize would pradoally brsak
up |

PNuw, supposing  we  liken our
Empire o o vast and mighty  busi-

ness.  For & bustness to be a success,
it 18 necessary that evérvone—from
the hirhest director to the lowlieat

offioe-boy=—shall be loval, enthusias-
tic, and n part of the preat machine
that Eeeps thiogs going. Tha . fant
that the office-koy B not o share-
holder shonld make no differonce.

Ho will be one day, if-he perseveres
It is the same with our Empero. 1

Sandwiches

* Nevar, you rotter|"
" WNever, you new lkid "
13 GWﬂ~EI_'|'e.. then |

“ Hers, hold on "

"“Borry 1 can't stop! I ahall be
lato for roll-oall!" " said Jimmy
calmly, * Good-bye "

' Oh, my hat!  Stop I

1 saw, Bilver, lat us cui—thera's |
a e chap I'{d g
’ immmy, old man, open the door
like n good fellow ! Wnp:wﬂn‘t misa
rollcall! I sag— "

" Last timo of asking,” said Jimmy
coolly. " Word of honour to let me
into my own study and keep the
poace, ot I'm off! Quick's the
Wor

L ﬂii, the beast!" groaned Raby,
"' Tha rottor | He's gob' us ﬂwe}:-l

properly, Lovoll old man! What do
you sayi'’"
“Nevor " yelled Lovell % Die-

tated to by a new hoy, by Jovel
I'll so0 him hangod flest | 4
“You can't see the Head hanged,
though—wa'ra u.l:mu.r]*- late! T eavw,
now kid, don't go—o"
“I'm going!
" yolled

o 0 | Emminn |
" Honour rEEh:!

Aftor all, Liov
Bootles" put him in hers. b

Hahﬂ. 'i

. | naines’ of the Fourth
Lot the | called.

COMPANION
, PAPERS :
ITHE BOYS' FRIEND,™ 1d.
Every Monday.

Every Monday.
THE GEM" LIBERARY, 1d.
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Every Friday.
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the Empire falls, we fall—like tho
Crreekin and Homans of old o If
tho Empire succends, we sucorod.  As
n cinss, T mean, of coursa, for in the
miost. wonderlallv-orpanise] affair, be
it netion or business, there will
always be somo who aro dissatisfied—
no doubt threugh no fault of thair
CDWEl: =

The faot that H. W. has soon
starving pooplo has no bearing oo
pho  quostion of his o petnootism—
nxcept, perbaps, to make him s
groater patriol, so that by increased
patrictiom ho Links himsslf still more
closely o the cause

Yes, FH. W.., be a patrict. Be
loyal ko your Hag, and sing " God
Savn the King ' as heartily as »on
like,  Pairioiiam is worth all er
kovpotes put together,

I! Eﬁﬂ I..I‘HHEI.HI llEu-ﬂl.Ll"

Tthis is the question recently asked
mo by & Newenstle reader, who signa
himaall ** Indopendand.”

My chum says thet it is all very
woll for pious parsens and suchlike to
ba everlastingly condemning the use
of bad lan e, but in many casds
it is oheolmiely unnvoidable, ~ His
own work, for mmstapcs, is of & very
trying . character—irying, that iz’ do
the temper—and he sometimes finds
himeelf giving wvent to bad | (h

“T know wyou are not in the it
of "preaching fo your boys," ' writes
*Independent,” “and hopa your will
find room on your chat page Lo soy
s few words in my favonr.”

If “Independent ™ imagines I
am going to take up the cudgela on
behalf of violent langunge, he 15 sadly
in orror. ‘There is ng:lﬁlut-ﬂlj’ N
prcuse for this vice—for m wice it
most assuredly is. It is the result
of s badly-trained mind.

When & man finds lnmself upsat by

Tea

benst have his whack in the study 1"
" Hama hera!" yolpod Neweome.
" Open the door, you mow kidl 1

promiseg
Loavell ™ asked

W What
E'Llwir- i

U111 smash you! I'll squash
you! TU—I'I—I'll—" said 'ﬂnveil
incohorontly,  “ T'll meke little tiny
pleces of vou! I say, don't go, you
oing villain!  We must get out!
—~I—1 promise "' gasped En-rell t
lant. " You share the study ! Honour
bright! Now open the door !"

" Right-ho "'

Jimi Silver's pocket-knifa
whi theough the repe and the
whipoord, and the study door How
open, Threo infurinted juniors eame
out, panting.  Jimmy éi]vnr Inoked
at them with & friondly, smiling face.

"All sarene !" ho eaid,  * We'll be
pnfl.wrr yet! Better got o move on, or
EI]'“__“ e

nbouk

lato!

Lovell choked back somothing, and
started at & wild run for Hall. Haby
and Noweome roced after him, and
Jimmy Silver raced sfter them.

They wore just in time to squeess
Hiemaalyves inoat the big door s tha
egan Lo bo

s

difficalty.
readers who write to me, sod &

fhcialil e sddressed g

Tendon, EO

soma  litile happening,
sometimes trifling, some-
times serious, if Eivms
vent to bad language, it
beeause ho lacks the propar ability to
control himeelf,

Lot s lonk at i from u.nunhur ?ﬂil‘ll
of vinw, Is swearing of ahy help to
you if. when you fnd yourself con-
fronted by some trouble, you express
words unfit for docent cars? What

ible good do you do  yourself!
{ow do you further the matier which
has broaght abeut your sjsculation?
In what posasiblo’ way do you do soy-
thing ar anybody good? Not at all.
You simply give vent to & burst of
unfestrained  passion; and the bo'Eli
who wauts to get on in the worl
does not help homself a bit hﬂ‘ allow.
ing his temper to pat the whiphand
of ham.

One of the secrofs of suocem is self.
pomtrol, and no fellow can say  that
he controls himself whibkt he i3 puilty
of the habit of bad Ianguage, even
upder provocation,

As far the boy or man who ussa in-
dooent w}r.;:ﬂi lﬁr I.'Emtr_:uﬁ p{]m:lr;ui
hearing himsell sy them; for B
person only contempt and loathing
can be felt. The English tongue ia
rich enough to cxpress in & thousand
formi, ‘without the need to resort to
foul words, whatever emotion a
human being can fesl. Let *Inda-
penident " bear this facl in mind, and
drop n habit wiich, apart from being
maost reprohensible; can do no posible
pood to  himmelf.

S o E LLUE.

The following cxcellent verses, all-
ing of & young horo who fought and
died far his cotntey, will
awaken in the minds of my oldes
readors rocollections of the
days when they worked and played
with their chums in the great warld
of school. ¥ .

The Duke of Wellington sid,
hundred yesrs ago, that *on the play-
ing-ficlds of England the baftles of
England arc won," and it canoot be
dopded by anyone that in the present
mighty conflict tha man from our
public schools are playing a great and
noble part. The spirit of "discipkine
and sportamanship which s fostarad
in our seholaetic inetitutions is bear-

Cakes

After  rolleall Jimmy  earofull
enrried his books into the end ltll‘ﬂj'!:
This time they wore not pitched out
into the passage, neithor was thaeir
owner ejected on his necl.

It was n bitter pill for the Classical
theoo to swallow, but they had given

theic word, and they kept it. But
Jimmy Silver forind the atmosphere
of the study decidedly chilly. ™ He

did not seem'te mind muoch.

* Don't be ratty I lio urged his naw
study-matos. ' You know I'm in tho
right, vou know. And you'll fnd me
ill right—A-1; in fact, top-hale! 1'm
quito an eary chap to get on with."

Tho Classical threo glared, and did
not reply.

“ Liko Achilles sulking in hin giddy
tent—what 1" said Jimmy., " Never
mind; I'l] stand it as long ax you do!
I'Il wait till you come round "

And the neow boy, comfortably
onsgonced  in the ond study, snd
utterly undismayed by the majostio
frowns of Lovell & Co., wiiled chear-
fully for thom to come round,

THE END.
(Next sweek's magnifdcent Hoslbenod
.Emﬁ

o rnbfiiled  immy Milver's flups"
ke il 1)

. Write to ms whemever you are In doubé or
i think o THE ‘SOVS FRIERD. " An
what you a : ol
nclose a stamped NERRTHTEC
epvelops ?1.'1] Fﬂ;ﬁ'i;ﬂ' mTr'It:In mire of Tnlvm: S l.,
| L Fﬂ- .
FRoUNT d I!'1?11‘.:.& %dwur, THE BOYS .
FRIEND, Tho Fleetway House, Farringdon Streer, |-

| ';,»-fj'

Al R

fniie 1

I fettera

ing rich and glorioas fruit on the
storn fiokls of duty, ¥ ETYONG
knows that many of the most stirring
and hertio desds in- the war redound

to the credit of young officers whoso
sohooldnys umj#j bt & wery [ew
«months ago.

Here ia tho poem:
MY BEST CHUM.

H?!h 1;“ my Einlut ;udhmr-u-_-.t. friend,
nod many o lomg, long yoar
Has rollod sway sinoe last wo s
In the dear old playground here.
Tall and fair, with shm white hands,
And blue, unclouded ayes,
Beautiful as a gicl in which
The soul of honour lies

First in class and frat in the fekd,
Gentle and bold was ibe;
I callad him my Bayard, my beau-
idmal
Of boyish chivalry.
And if over in aupht my own' hoard
failed, ;
Or my offort Tell faint and slack,
His choary woroe said, ** Bock up, kid !
Be true to your colours, Jack!™

Loyal friend, and goncrous foe,
pady to weep or lsugh;
Gay with tho glad, and prave with
the sad,
Hea nover did things by hali
Bcorning a he, and scorming 4 en
On his word he noler went back
“In woo or weal be true as stesl,
And stand to vour colours, Jack "

His grave lies lomn on Bélgian soil,
By Hunnish hands laid wasto;

MNn stonsa i thore to mark the spod,
Which oould not pow be tesced.

Leading a forlorn hope he fell,
The sword in his amall white hand,

ing & path to Fame—and Death,

In tha forefromt of his band.

And still T ses his noble faoe,
Hear the young voios silverclear,
Of my dear old chum of bygone days
Btill echoing In my car.
Like the solt refmin of a long-lost
sonig ]
His worde cfttimes come back,
As though “twere only yestorday—
HBa true to your coloars, Jack!™

YOUR EDITOR,

TOASTS
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Don Webster

Absent Friends

Lesley Rowley



