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oE PmNC]I'AL CHARACTERS ARE:
aTacR REDFERN, a Sixth-Former and a prefect

ARTI ' Sehool.

o5t PR ERFERY, or * Redfern minor,” Arthur's
SN ES Bitight, fun-loving lad. St 'Doliy's is
peother jnto two eduertional sections—Modern and
e arey s a Classical, and firm chums with
“"’"f“"r' BROWN, of the Fourth, A deadly
SKEL u the Classicals and the Modvens,
o v

AN, VERNON, and RAKE of tho

Foutlooy(e, a Sixth-Tormer. - A slacker and a good-
AN o, exereising a strong influence over
Ugels tue prefeet mived wp with a

gung. Thauks 10 his younger brother, Acthue

pettinf F2UE i wosavoury crowd, and  [romises
gt AL e will have nothing further to do with

Sdory I shndy transactions.

e, Tesenfing vows vengeance, ond gceks

other St. Dully under his wing.

Rass!

{odns¥ et

ing of a new ferm finds the school captain-

.m‘m:n R g Arthur Redfern and another lad

Al e vles are renesed for eleetion. " Additional

nm e election by ll;dl fact that Arthur
te.

oy d ot

folerest is added to the ¢

\and Knowles a Modernite.

i Classioy o incidence o match between the Mods

1s 15 10 be played on the game day as the

424 Clontil o take place.  Nedierh major s

oy the Classicals Knowles the Moderns,

Pl ed that 1he winning of this match will have
ach 10 do with the resnlt of the election.

e erowds of boys are preaent 1o’ witnees tliis

tch, and Sidney liediern, Skelton, and Browm

P branches of o tree, the Letter to watch

!
ber into the
[ firat half ends with the Classicals one

e pame.  The

§04 52 elated is Tledfern by this fact that he loses
1B falance aud folls from the tree slap on fop of Herr
Rheinberger, (ht German master, who is standing

m'(.\'au read this week's plendid instalment.)

THE 5th CHAPTER.
The Second Half.
“ M-MY only hat!"
Skelton” gusped out the words
as he clung helplessly to the
bough. The sight of Redfern
mirer and Herr Rheinberger sitting in the
gruas and staring blankly at one another was
too much for him. He clung to_the boufh
overhend, gasping with mirth. DBrown IIL
v hanging on convulsively, strange sounds
proceeding from his throat. g
oo Ach!" gasped tho German master again.
I tink tat it vas vun earthquake. I tink tut
womelings vas full upon mo, ain't it?
“Oh, “my Aunt Selinu!" groancd Redfera
minor. “I—]-—1'm rorry, sir!” N
»Redfern, ain't it, after?”
wies, 1—1I fell down, sir!" il
wich, T tinks tat you fall on me pelore!
wI'm sorry, sir!"” .
Ltinks fat I am hurt!" eaid Herr Rhein-
rger gaspingly. “1 tinks tat I preaks te
ke in mein licg, and anodder pone in mein
v, after 1" :
-1 Lopa not, sir!”
maﬁdfem.nlaggarcd to his feot. He was very
m::h Uruised and shaken and broathless, but
i vise vot hurt, And be did not think
m‘b‘cfhﬂ German master was really much burt,
"Mv; but he kept a fuce of awful seriousness
S etepped towards him to help him up.
o Lan clp you, sir?"
wh tinks T proaks o pone!”
Red’-“ 1o get up, sir,"”
& fern grasped tho German's hand, and
;;ﬁ“{ at him. Ierr Rheinberger was &
lp) Weisht, and Redfern might as woll bave
it?’d st the clock-tawer of St. Dolly's to pull

own, He glared upward at Skelton and
' i’:“"v who wera nil])hanging hcllll“-“zr°:

wiger USh: and chuckling away a3 if
wor. !

Wulx“he" you'vo done cackling you might
@gdown und lend o hand," ho said.
lyw"!.f‘"tnmly!" ssid Skolton. *‘Come on.

¥ %o juniors scrambled down the tree.
nhf"nnhuiniyergvr fat up, gasping. Skelton
1 do d".’"n and Redfarn seizod him, andy with
Ry Pl effort, got him upon his soat. florr

Uberger then mado the pleasing discovery

s Jack Noble's

cand New School Story.
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that neither his arm nor his log
] was broken after all.

e rubbed them both to make
sure, and looked very much re.
lieved,

“1 tinks tal ta yones are not

proke,” he remarked. “1 have
an enoriious pain in mein leg,
but it is not proke. Redfern,

tinks you are lerry cnreless.”

“1'm oso sorry, " waid Red.
fern meekly., 1 won't all out
of the tree ogain il [ can help
i, sir "

And  Skellon  nnd  Drown
chuckled softly.  That ‘wos a
¥ sofe promise {o make,

tinks T giffs you lines, nin't
1'd

ralher you didn't,

wir 5
Tven Horr Rheinbergor, with

the cnormous pain in his leg,
could not kelp amiling at that re-

marlk.

“Vell, vell," he said; “I dare say you aro
hurt, too, mit yourself, and vo says no more
about it, pefore. Only, mein pose, climb not
tot tree ngain after!"

**Oh, sir!"

“You_keep on lo ground," said [Terr Rhein-
herger fiemly.  “I tinks tat perhaps you
preaks your neck, ain't it? You keeps on (e
ground.”

And the fat German teddled nway Lo a bench
to sit down and recover his breath.

“Well, that's up, then,” eaid Skelton.
“You're jolly Jucky to get off £o cheap, Roddy.
1Hn||f|‘. there goes tho whistle for the sccond
3

Tow ore we fo see!"
*Go and crowd the Mods, I suppose.”
Redfern minor thook his head.

*Bad form, while the match's on," he eaid.
“Let's get behind tho Classicsl goal, end we
shall sec something, anyway. When it gels
exciting, you chaps can hoist me on your
thoulders, and I'll tell you how it's going.”

o that cheerful suggestion Skelton wnd
Brown made_simultanecusly the ancient and
classical rejoinder:

‘' Rats !”

But they made their way to the Classical
goal, and joired fhe crowd bohind it, and by
dint of rising every now and then upon their
toes, they managed to sce something of the
field of play.

The sccond hall of (he walch hud com-
menced, Knowles kicking off for the Modern
side. Knowles's face was not good-tempered
now, and his lips were eot tight and hard, and
there was a-glitter in his eyes. n most
casual observer could see that the Modern
skipper took mattera very much to heart, and
that the Classical score was worrying him.

Arthur Redfern was quiet and cheerful, but
evidently in a determined humour, and out for
goals.

The St. Dolly’s crowd eagerly watched Lhe
restart of the game.

The first half had had plenty of hard fight

g and the strajn had left its mark upon the
playore on hatl sides,

Arthur, who was in splendid form, seomed
10 be #ill nx fresh as point, and Know
splendidly fit, though not amiable. The C
sieals, ypon the whole, steod the strain well.
But the signs of fag were plain nmong the
Modern inen.

As o omatter of fact, the wear and teor of
o hardcontested moteh was showing up the
aquality of the players, and Lefore the second
ha!f g been fen minutes in progre: t was
peetty clear (hat the Claesical mdo was the
slrouger of the two.

Tho Maderns fought well, and Carne in gonl
was capocially good ; but the Clessical attack
was aweeping, and for a long time the struggle
was alimost wholly in the modern half.

Which, of courte, was extromely gralifying
to Redfern & Co.

"We'ro licking them ! snid Bkelton, with
conviction, os ho slared hard at the field, dodg-
i r n view among the crowded hends.

The Mods can't hold a candlo to us!"

o " were the Classicol senior team, of

courso,

Redforn minor nodded.

Tt looks liko it, Skelty. But Knowles is a
good man."

“Yes, if he lind a better temper. It's not
A sportsmanlike thing to scowl when the game
18 going againgt you."

Skelten was right; Knowles cartainly was
scowling every now and then—whenever ha did
not remember to control his features, as a
matter of fact,

le wns leginning  to  realiss clearly
that, in spite of all they declared to the con-
trary, the Modern side were nol quite up to
the Classicals in matters of sport; and (hat
iscovery was extremely galling to him,
especinlly as the caplain’s election probably
depended upon the result of the match.

Knowles put all his '*boel ™ inta the game,
nnd, in fact, ho was playing the gamo of his
life, but football is not a *‘one-nan’ game.
Knowles could not be everywhere, and
do cverything; and as the sccond half woro
on, and the Classicals pressed hotter and
botter, the Lide of fortune ran more strongly
ogainst the Modoros, and Knowles could not
afrest it.

"By Jove!" said Redfern minor.
will
axerei

Kelly, the Classical goalkeepor, was walking
about in his goal, clapping his hands and wav-
ing his urms lo keep warm, and exchanging
remnarks with the fellows round the ropes. e
had had very little to do since the whistlo
went., . s

“Tallo, look thera!" exclaimed Skelton.

The Modern lorwards had suddenly broken
away.

They came in line down the field, passing
the ball splendidly, and getting through tha
Classical defence in fine style.

The backs were bealen hollow, by the sudden
surprisa of the attack, which Lad changed the
aspect of the game completely in a second or

0

. * Kelly
teh cold if Lib doesn't get some more
"

Qunter struggled in vain. He was laid face downwards across the tal
Bkeiton kopt him thero with & grip of Iron. Thwack !
the dust rise In clouds from Qunter's garments.

b nd
The flat of tho shovel made

two. There was a buzz of renewed intereet in
the crowd, and loud cheers.

“Go it, Moda!"

"On the ball, Knowles!™

“Ilurral ™

Kelly «prang ta atiention at onee.  1le met
the ball as it came in from Knowles's foot, and
fisted it oat. A Classical back rushed in and
cloured—or, rather, did not clear, for he kicked
the ball fairly at Knowles, who headed it in
in the twinkling of an eye. )
Beforn Kelly kuew it was coming it was in
o nd tha Modern crowd wero yelling
with joy and relinl.

Ganl, gonl! HMurruyl”
" Bravo, Knonles!™

o reara was lovel,

The Modern skipper fully deserved  the
cheers ho had won. ITe had enatched that
goal from ndversa fortune, o to_ spesk;
Lot the effort could nat ba repeated. The Clas-
sicals were too carcful for it to happen a
second time.

They _rallied after that glimpee of succesa
for thcir rivals, and hewmmed in the Moderns
in their own half, and pressed for goal.
Marder and harder the tussls grew, the Clas-
sicals getting the better all thn time, till st
Inst tho leather went in once more, and the
Classicals were one goal ahead again.

There was now only ten minutes to play to
the finish, and tho Moderna were fagged and
disheartoned as they lined up for il

Thes had little chance of even equalising, and
they knew it. But they wera resolved to Bght
to a finish. )

Redfern was rubbing Lis hands glecfully aa
they kicked off. i

It ripping!” ho said,
think of my major, now, 57

* Oh, amuzing ! said Skelton. ** There never

wnz, never will be, and never could be anybody
liko him." .
Ledfern minor grioned.
“'No rot!” he said. **But he's casily the
hest footballer at St. Dolly's, and chance it.
And he's going to be captain of the xchool—
what?"
** Oh,
heartily. ) o
They were quite at one with Redlera minor
there.

** Make room, there!" s
It was an unpleasant voice hehind  Lhe
juniors. Ransome, of the Sixth. was pushing
his way forward, and he pushed Redfern minor
very roughly. Ransome had his hnt and coat
on, and hm{ evidently just come in. Redfern
starod at him, his cyes gleaming. He did not
like the bullyinz manner of the cad of the
Sixth; and he was surprised, too, at Ransome
taking any interest in the football-match. .
Redfern bad not scen him since the scene in
his study, when tha Smart Set of St. Dolly's
had been o discomfited by Arthur's visit.
“Who are you pushing?"" demanded Skeltan
belligerently.

Ransome scowled.

** Get out of the way, you brut!"

The. juniors reluctantly made way. [Ransome
reached the (ront, and looked at the field. The
juniors heard him ask o Sixtb-Former near Fim
jow the score stood.

Harris, of the Sixth, stared st him.

“ Haven't you ween the gome?”

“I've been out."

“Oh! Classicals aro throe to two."

Ransome snapped his teeth. lle could not
restrain  that cxpression of annoyanco and
chagrin; but it made Harris stare in greater
surprise.

“Well, you'ro & queer chap!" he exclaimed.
“You look ns il you'd rather the Moderns
worn. &

' \What do you
g

rather!” said Skelton and Brown

h, rats!" raid Ransome.

“ But ho would rather tho Mods won, thoazh
he's o Claseical himesell,"” eaid Redlern, in a low
tena. *I never heard of such a cad! IHallo!
Hark 1"

It was & roar from the crowd.

** Goal!" A

It was neadlesa to ask who had scored it.
Arthur Redfern had put the ball in the net.
The Clasticals were four to two now. And,
with fve minutea more to play, they preased
the Moderns agsin, harder and harder, and tho
Cli al score stood at five.

o goala to two.

And that was only tha limit because tho
whistle went. The score might have gono to
almost any Sgure with another quarter of an
hour to play. Tha Modorns were on their last
logs, and it was all they vould do to ck their
goal, and keep the scorn unaltered till tho blast
of the whistle relieved them of tho strain.

Phip!

’l'hepgnmu ceased. The Classicals round the
ficld wero yelling exuberantly.

“Goall “Five to two. Hurrshl Good old
Redfern!" . ~

Arthur Redfern's face was bright. Knowlea's
lips wero sct like iron as he walked away
towards the pavilion. Redlern major tapped
him on the shoulder, i

*Hard cheese, old man:™ he said
put up & splendid game!" .

Knowles sto| , and looked at him savagely.
His bitter chagrin at having lost the match
wolled up in voico and look; he could not
r\uzr-in it

" You

[ don’t want aoy of your sympathy,” he
said abruptly. " You've won, and " that's
enough. My men Jid not back me up."

Redfern major stepped back.
** Oh, very well!” ho said quictly,
Knowlrs gritted hia tecth,

The Junior wriggied and yelled. J

Double,”

a Laughable Football Yarn, 4§
Appcars in This Wosk'a

""Kzep your condolences till they're asked
or.”
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And he strade on.

Dut grim looks of disapproval followed him
from all sides, and more than one murmur;
1 it was probable that thoso hasty and witter
oulid cost Knowles dear when the hour
. VFor, Modern or Classical,
" Daolly's wanted o sportsman
“Tellow who could take a
lip, and Knowlea
[ that kind.

ant
words w

the fellows of 3
for their captain, and a
Jefeat with a stiff upper
evidently was not a fellow ol

THE Gth CHAPTER,

canvassing for Votos. )

:DFERN MINOR was busy. e sat in
tho study shared by the three chums,
with a_paper before him on the fable,
a pencil in his hand, and a deep frown

upon lis brow.
Rediern minor was ne

w deep in & mathe-
he composing Latin

matical prublem, nor was L
hexameters for the critical eves of a Form-
master.  He was simply caleulating the number
of votes that could be depended  upon  for

Arthur Redfern m the coming  election  for
captain of the school.

Skelton glanced at the German clock on the
mantelpicee. b

“ Getting near time," he remarked. y

« Oh, that beast's o quarter of an hour fast,”

aid Redfern, withont lookirg —up. “I eay,
Skelton, what price Ransome s
1 should think,” said

About twopenee, 1 )
on; **only 1 wouldn't like to give that for

waid Brown.
+Oh, don't rot, mow!™ said Redfern. 1
mean, what about his vote? I subpose cven o
cad lil:e Ransome can be depended upon to vote
Classical at an clection for school skipper "
1 <hould think so. Ilc could hardly he such
a rotten outsider ns to votn against his own
wide ! gaid Skelton warmly. X
And that blessed Smart Ser,” said Redfern.
“ There's Gunter and Wake, and several more,
who are iu the gang, and they're in our Forn.
You know, 1 rather think that they will vote
which way Ransome tells them, whichever it

ame bere,”

18,

“ Oh, he's bound to go Classicall”

“Well, I'm not quite so surc. Il he does,
and the rest of the Classicals stick fogether, it's
n pretty sure thing for Arthur, for I know we
van depend on at least twenty Modern votes.
A lot of the Modern chaps who go in for sport
are making a sporting matter of at, and plump-
ing for Arthur, because he won  the footer
match.” =

“ Good for them! Even the Mods aren't all
Jduffers,” said Skelton heartily.

“But I'm not surc about’ Ransome.” Red-
fern rose from the table. * Let's go and do
canvassing.”
Some which?"
Canvassing for vote:
* But Ransome will kick us out—'

“Woll, we've been kicked out before, and
we're nane the worse for it,’”” grinned Redfern.
“1 must know how the Smart Set vote is

" said Redfern minor,
i

going. N
Although Skelton was captain of the Fourth
Form, and Redfern his follower, Redfern did
most of the leading, as a matter of fact.
Skelton and Brown followed him from_the
study, and they made their way to the Sixth-
Form possage, and Redfern tapped = at
Runsome'’s door. There was no reply, and he
opened it and looked in.  The room was empty.

Redfern grunted. -

*1 should think he was at the races, only we
saw him on the footer-ground.V he remarked.
** Let's draw the other studies.”

““Hallo, you youngsters!' eaid Arthur Red-
forn cheerily, ax he met the juniors in the”
passage. " What are you doing here? It's
nearly time for the election,”

** Oh, king round!" said Redfern minor.
“ Have you seen Ransome?”

* Yer, I saw him go into Knowles's study.

r

What do you want with him

“Only to tpesk to him;
portant.”” -

And Redlern minor hurried on  before his
brother could question him further. He tapped
at_Knowles's door, and the Modern prefect's
voice bade him enter. Redfern opened the
loor,

Ransome was there,

it's rather im-

. e was sitting on the
edge of the table, (llkmf to the Modern senior,
who was standing on the hearthrug, with his
hands in his pockets, Both of them glanced’
irritably at tho three juniors.

“What do you want?”
brus uzlvly. i -

“Only a word with Ransome,"” said Sidne:
Redfern. ‘I say, Ransome, would you mi b
telling mo how you're going to vote?™

“Mind - your own business!”

n]mrr!o. s

“It i3 my business, you see,”" cxplaine
Redfern minor, with the {‘nolnmu for wk[]ich hﬁ
was famous at St. Dolly's, * We'ro canvassing
for votes."

Knowles burst into a laugh, hut Rantomo
scowled. .

“ Get out!” he said.

W All right,  Aro you voting Classical?”

Get out!” roared Ransome.
ch"'l suppose you'll stick to your own Ride—

R'unwmq did not reply, but he came towards
Redlern minor with hia fist clenched and raisod,
His faco was white with anger. The juniors
crowded out of the door, Runsome atopped in
lh_:: doorway, his eyes gliflering,

I suppose 1 may toke it that you're voting
Modern, then,”" said Sidoey Redfern, * That's
what you're chow-owing over with Knowles.
Well, we'll win the clection without you!"

asked Knowles

snapped

Please Tell All Your Friends About ** Peter Jackson of Manchester!”

“ You young cad!"

Ransome caught up a cane from the prefect's
andd ran into the passage.  The three
seuttled aw; it was uscless (o stay and
I the scpior ot that wament.,  Dut
Ransome dashed after them, and the cane
whistled in the air.  Defore it conld descend,
Ransome's arm was arrested, and he glared into
the face of Arthur Redfern.

* Lot me go!”
Arthur did not reply.
ors

table,
juniors
argune wit

o glanced at the

a1 ho eaid briefly.
“ \What-ho!" said Skelton, with equal brevity.
And the Claszieal chums “cut.”
Ransome looked furiously at the Classieal
Arthur released “his arm, and lhe
owerced 1he cane, For the moment their eyes
mot—full—and  then Ransome turned awrny.
Not a word had been exchanged.  But in that
glance Ransome expressed all he felt of hatred
and malice. and Arthur Redfern fully realised
that in his old companion he had the bitterest
enemy he had ever ma

The cad of the h walked back to
Knowles's sfudy, and threw the cane on the
table. Tle closed the door. The Modern pre-

wrefect,

wa

foet watched him curiously.

“\What did you get your rag out like that
7" he gaid. ** The youngsters were cheeky,
ags are always that."

+1 hate them!" raid Ransoine between |is
teeth, * Both the Redlferns! And I'll make
them sorry yet that they made an cnemy of
me !

“Then I can depend npon your vote?"

“Yes; and upon all the votes I can musler!
Look here, Knowles, I may as well put it
plain,” said Ransome abruptly. T should
naturally vote Classical, but I think you'll be a
better skipper in many woys for St. Dolly

** Thanks "

“Redfern major has set himself up to stert o
puritanical crusade,” said Ransome savagely.
“There's to be no smoking in the Sixth; a
clinp is never fo have a game of billiards or
back a horso!  We're all to kow-fow to Red-
fern mnjor and his confounded mi

minor, and I,
for one, am not going to stand it!"

“1 should eay not! I wouldn’t!"

“1f you get in as captain, you'll have mero
sense than 1o meddle; you'll know when fo
keep one eve closed. and not bother your head
about another chap’s affairs.” said Ransome.

The Modern prefect met his eyes, and then
dropped his glance.

There was guite a long pause.

“What da von say. Knowl

“Yes," said the prefect at last; “I never
was a meddler.”

“Good !

5 ] d Ransome, with evident roliel
in his face. ~ “Then I back you up throurh
thick and thin. and there are o dozen [ellows

who'll vote as I tell them, too!"

“Good ! don't know if even that will
balance Redfern major's party,” said Knowles,
with o rloomy look.

“Redfern major’s party may not all he
there."”

The prefeet started.

“Why not? They're bound to turn up in
force.”

“That’s all right! Leave it to me!" said
Ransome. )

And he left the study. Knowles ran to tha

.

Look  here, tricks,

no you

““Ransome !
Lnow "

But Ransome was gone. Knowles hesitaled
a moment, undecided whether to fallow him or
not; then he stepped back into the study, and
closed the door.

THE 7th CHAPTER.
No Intimidation.

IDNEY REDFERN and his comrades
lost uwo time in gelting out of the
Sixth-I'orm passage. Canvassing for
votes was all very well, but that was

not a healthy quarter for them just then. They
turped into the Fifth-Form quarlers, and re-
commenced operations there.

Most of the Fifth were as keen about the
clection as the juniors were. But-the Fifth
were & dignified Form—not quite so senior as
the Sixth, but sonior enough to stand very
much upon their senior dignity. They did not
appreciato being canvassed for votes by the
fags of the Fourth, and so the Classical chums
soon discovered.

Vane's study was the first they entered.
Fellowes and Milward were there, and the
Fifth fellows were discussing the election. Tlioy
fixed o very unpleasant staro upon the juniors
when the latter presented themselves.

*“What do you want?" demanded Vane, who
had not forgotten the sceno in . Ransome's
;lu-:y. in which Redfern minor had borne a

art. .

““We'ro canvassing for votes.'

“Oh!" snid Fellowea, * And you'
canvass the Filth?" Anl yoitvgipome bo

(& l';xlcll{ !"k

' You chocky ruts—"" bogan Milward.

_“No check “about it. We're making up a
list of the voters. T suppose we can re ly upon
you chaps to do the decent thing, and back up
your own side?"” said Redlern minor.

IVlm-: grinned. &

11 Oh, camo in, and talk it over!" heo said.

.’Elﬁhl you are! We haven't much time to

 Wo won't keep you long.”

Vane was quito veracious there, for as soon
s the throe juniors were in the study, he made
A rgn to hie i und the young

(458)

wera seized. They struggled, but in vain, in
tho muscular grip of the Fifth-Form fellows.

“lere, lot go!" exclaimed Redfern minor
indignantly. “ What are you up to?”

“ Kick them ont!" grinned Vane.

“Ilold on! We—— Oh, oh!"

“Yah! Oh! Ow!”

“Yaraoh!" L.

One aflter another, tha fhrec juniors were
yanked to the door, and sent flsing into the
passago with powerful kicks, which would kave
heon useful on the football-field, but which
scomed to the juniors quite out of place now.

Redfern, Skelton, and Drown went reeling
along the passage, to eprawl io o heap half a
dozen paces from Vane's deor. o
They sat up rather dazedly. Throa grinning
tneos looked at them from the doorway of
Vane's study.

“N-n-my hat!"" gasped Skelton. i

“Goi do any moro canvassing. for

votes?'"" asked Vane.* :
“1la, ha, ha!" roared Fellowes and Mil-

e gasped Redfern,
d the three juniors
and Brown

n-no; I think not!"”
Vane slammed his door, an
picked themselves” up. Skelton

Inred accusingly at Redfern. P
£ Well, I 13\]“ say your blessed idea of
canvassing for votes is furning out a howling
success ' said Skelton.

“Oh, rather—I don't think!" remarked
Brown, with emphasis, @s ho dusted his
trousers.

«Oh, rats!" said Redfern. “Perhaps we'd
better confine the canvassing to our owu Ierm,
that's all.” $

“Yes, pechaps we had.” .

There wnsn't inuch doubt that it wonld be
wiser 10 do so. The three juniors turned their
steps towards the Fourth-Form passage. At
the corner of it a group in ecarnest conversation
caught their eyes.

“Flallo!" said Redfern. * Ransome jawing
fo Tafly & Co.! What does that mean?"

“ 1t means that ho's voting Modern."

“Yes; I'm pretty certoin of that.”

Ranzome was speuking very earnestly to the
three Modern  juniors. affy & Co. were
chiuckling, and they seeméd so interested in
what Ransome was saying that they did not
even notice the Classical chums passing them.

“Let's get down to the common-room,” said
Redfern. “*Gunter and Wake are there,"

“What do you want with them?"”

“ A little jaw. You see, it's important to sce
that there's no intimidation in this election.”
explained  Redfern  minor,  ““ Gunter and
Wake are both - Classicals, aund they bath
belong to that precious Smart Set, with Ran-
some at the head of it. If Ransome voles
Modern, he'll try to make them vote Modern,

too.

““And they'll do it.”

“They jolly well won't! That would be
intimidation, if they voted as Ransome told
them, because they were afraid to refuse.’

““Well, wo can't help it."”

“Yes, we con! I'm going to sce them. and
explain thet they ncedn’t be afraid of Ran-
some, and that we sha'n’t allow any intimida-
tion under any circumstances."

“T don't see—"" &

“Never mind! You never do see anything,
you know! Come on!" .

“ Look here, young Nedfern—

“Oh, come on; there's no time to jaw !"

“Rats! You always say that when you've
said your own say!

‘;I\.\'ha( a chap you are to argue!

o

Come

_ They descended to the common-room. As
it happened, Gunter and Wako were the only
fellows there. Most of the Fourth Form had
already crowded into tho hall, where - the
clection was to be held. The two junior mom-
bers of the Smart Set were cating tarts from a
bac, and Redfern minor guessed where thoso
tarts had come from, Tley wero a bribe for
the votes of the twa juniors.

“Hallo!" said Redfern mijnor, halting in
[ront of the two Fourth-Formérs. ** Aren't you
going to vote this evening 1"

“That’s all right " said Gunter.
plcn(! of time—half an hour yet."

“We're canvassing for votes,” explained
Rediern, taking out his notcbook. *“I suppose
we can rely upon you two to vote Classical ?''

g'unmr and Wake exchanged uneasy glances.

o Well, you sce—"" began Gunter.

b You see—"" started Wake.

- You are Classicals !" said Redfern severely.
“You are mnot going to be bullied and
Intimidated into voting against your own side,
I suppose 7" ?

:: Well, Ransomo said—""

Nover mind Ransome; he's & worm! Are
You going to vote Classical 1 5

0" said Gunter, with a touch of defiance.

!'lmlfvm frowned darkly. g

Then you're going to back up o Modern
l-‘ll'r!(hdn(a against your own side!"”

o Rgtlon traitors!"" growled Skelton.

o Worms !" said Drown.

1 supposo wo can vote as we like!" soid
Gunter defiantly.  **Wo think Knowles will
}nn io o botter captain! Ile won't meddle like
({‘_I"{'rlx; major! So there!"

. Rotters!" xaid Skelton. ** You'ro going to
;ﬁle Modorn for tho sake of a ba Lo"l) lErtu.
m(‘w'd Esaus—selling your birthright for a

088 of pottage!”

i m i:.,’u"" good tarts,” said Wake.

" v, You're going to voto ical I
:Igu,l Redlern decidedly. R Rnuwnf’}“?:\;?lr.m
i l;‘_ll ,;“ try to influence you in any way. It's

otinidation, to say nothing of bribery and

“There's

The Boys’ k
corruption by means of t.
defy the bully—et ot You'ry oo
Wlhe hasn't bullied usn L
es, he has, but you're
tarts ta notica when you're [r:.ni?mhm’ By
and independence,’”  waid ROt dige
witheringly. ' As heads of the FI
we can't possibly allow any 'im""‘f'hihu"'
the matter of the clection,” "Midatpem
“But we ha! intimj h
G :\n  been lnllmldllcd'n. IS
“Your mistake; you have," "y
- ]“k‘ll ¥ b |
"My dear il you don't
qill b pretey clear” that You've ey |
ited by a Sixth-Form buily,” " %0 gy !
“We haven't! Weom—? e
“A'ro.r\‘ou voting Classical?
m,?lnz yvllo}:l Gunter. 3
.. Then we shall have to put :
intimidation with a stern E:m{’?'“-‘h" ot
resolutely, * Collar them ! fid RCIU-;:

Gunter and Wake spran i
wero immediately Sti?n{’i l.ygb‘;rplzrly? Uacm, ]
The two weedy, pnw_v-compluiunl . n"";\
of tho cigarelte brigadn hal ny red Den
tho sturdy athletes of the Foyry, - r Sy
helpless in the grasp of Skelton 5 d“"‘! w!,:'
egro: aimed Guntor, g Dowy

'.\'lrm 1”"\"' wa're going to
a loathsome tyranny," oxply; You |,
““We're not going to allow in{‘;’::{:;d. .';z
Fourth in matters of voting, Y:“W of
gaing to give your solemn worg ho“ 10 4y
to vote Classical—" + ONeRt injyy

“Rutsll" Ho lick

“Or clso get the licking of

Redfern minor took the nly.g‘:é
grate.  Gunter and Wake
nervously.

“Lay Gunty across the table, g
hald him there!"” &

aRight you n]rcdl"

unter struggled in vain, | i
downwards across the table, .Lﬁ;f,"“"-w
him there with a grip of iron, “1t00 kepe

* Now then, Gunter, honest injup—r

‘“No!" yelled Gunter.,

Thwack !

“Oh! Ow! Yow! Yarooh!" :

'{‘}mwhck, thwack, thwack!

Tho flat of the shovel made t ite i
clouds from Gunter's garmcnuht dl'-':; fise im
wriggled and yelled. Junioe

* Sorf aid Redfern firmly, * but we can'
ellow intimidation in the matters of votigs. AM
sou poing to vote Classical?” )

* No—ye:

rescue vy,

lireg

from. g
n n

kel 4y

I—honour bright?"

4 gapmé'cuntcr.

! t"him go. Wake, are z
ta fol Gunter's ngoble cxample, i':: ‘,:n:
intimidation like a hero and vote Clasical, or
shall I lay on with the shovel?"

“1-T'll vote Classical," said Wake, servously
eyeing the shovel. 5

‘** Honest injun?”

“Yos'

Redfern threw the shovel into the grate with
o clang.

“Jolly good!" he exclaimed. *You'll be
glad 'somo day, when you look back to this
time, that was hero to help you resig
tyranny and intimidation, and to preserve your
independence to vote as you please.”

*““What-ho!" said Skelton and Brown
heartily. |

*“Come on!" said Redfern. “Thero may b
somo more intimidation going on, and we
haven't much time to look info it before thn
clection comes off.  We shall have to turn up
in hall pretty soon.” &

And tho Classical chums left the commos-
room. Redfern Jooked about him outside ia
surprisc.  The gos had been turned_out b -
someone in thy passage, and it was quite dark.

“Somo silly ass up to larks!” growled Red-
fern. “Don’t shove your napper against
wall, or you'll know it. I—— Oh! What—
how—help!"”

Hands, invisiblo in the darknes, ssddls
grasped tho threo juniors. There seeet
bo numberless hands grasping them all °"ﬁ;
and they did not have the slightest chance b
resist.  Struggling  ineffecrually, the ‘““J‘_
lifted off their fect, and rushed along it U
ness. Save for panting breath and tra®
foet, there waos no sound. But Redferd
that it was an ambush—an ambush ©
Moderns, and that they were in the hao
Taffy & Co.

* Leggo!" ho gasped.
Yah! Leggo!” .

Thero was only a faint_chuckle in ""F:"
A door was opened, the juniors were b
in upon the floor, the door closed,
clicked. Tho next moment Redfern,
upon his feet in the darkness, hurling
furiously at the door; but it was ast
recled back, slumblorl upon somebody, &
and thero was a yell from Skelton.

* Prisoners!" gasped Redfern.

There was no doubt about it.
were evidently **canvassing,” too!
Skelton, and Brown were prisoners.
aod the election almost due!

(Another rollicking long in o
will appear next week. Don't ”ﬂ
to tell your chums about “pe
Jackson of Manchester,’ 0UF
new boxing yarn.)

the
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“ Leggo, Fou rotterss
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