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—=Bostles is waiting.”
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A MAGNIFICENT LONG
COMPLETE STORY OF
JIMMY SILVER & CO., THE
CHUMS OF ROOKWOOD.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Fourth Form Mean Business.

6" LESS my sonl!” said Mr. Bootles, in
astonishment. X
The master of the Fourth Form

at  Rookwood had called out
“Cofne in!” in response to a respectful tap
at his study door.

The door had opened, disclosing to Mr.
Bootles' astonished eyes about half the
th Form crammed in the passage.

'he - Fistical Four of the Fourth—Jimmy
Silver, Lovell, Raby, and Newcome—were in
the lead, After them came Tommy Dodd &
Co. of the Modern side. Then there were
Ogwald anl Flynn and Rawson, and Van
Ryn and Towle and Tubby Mufiin, and a
dozen more fellows, Classicals and Moderns.

And they were all looking excited.

They marched into Mr. Bootles’ study—
cight or nine of them, the rest crowding
the doorway and the passage outside.

“Blgss my soul!” he repeated.

The Form-master’s study had
s0 many of his Form hefore at once.
a regular invasion.

“What does this mean?” asked My. Bootles,
still blinking. “What do all you juniors
want here?”

“11 you please, sir, we're a deputation,”
gaid Jimmy Silver, speaking up as captain
of the Fourth.

never held
It was

“Representing both sides of  Rookwood,
sir—Modern and Classical,”  said - Tgmmy
Dodd.

“QOlasgical and Modern, you mean,” re-

marked Lovell.
“1 mean Modern
Tommy Dodd warmly.
“Look here, Tommy Dodd——
“Look here, Lovell—-"
“Ahem ! said Mr. Bootles,
Tommy Dodd and Lovell, with a mutual
glare, ceased to debate the guestion of pre-
cedence. Mr. Bootles' study, they realised,
was not the right place for such a debate,
important as the question was. - -
“Mr;

and Classical ! said

“shut up, yon two!” said Raby.

“Really-——-" said Mr. Bootles.

“The fact fs, sir,” said Lovell, “we're a
deputation, representing all Rookwood.”

“Hear, hear!” said the deputation with
“dne voice.

“We want to speak to you, sir——"

“About Mornington, sir——-"

“That rotten cad, sir—"

“He hasn't gone—-'

“We want him to go—"

“He's got to go—-"

The deputation were all speaking at once,
and excitement was’ growing, Jimmy Silver
waved his hand for silence.

“Order! Let Lovell speak!
spokesman !™

. “1f you have anything to say, T will listen
to you,” said - Mr. Bootles. *“But pray be
brief.”

“Go it, Lovell!”

“It’s about Mornington of our Form, sir,”
said Arthur Edward Lovell. “You know
what's bappened, sir,  Mornington of the

Lovell's

Beaumont of the Sixth planted
a banknote on Jimmy Silver, and got him
accused of stealing it. 11 old Rawson badn't
got at the truth, Jimmy would have been
ked from Rookwood. He was sacked, in
t, but he wouldn't go—-~"

ha, ha!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Well, we hear that Beaumont and Morn-
ington have been expelled for their dirty
trick,” went on Lovell,

Mr. Bootles nodded.

“Both have been expelled from Rookwood,”

Fourth and

he said. “Beaumont has already left the
school. Mornington will follow."”

“That's the point, sir,” said Lovell. “We
saw Beaumont go—aud a good riddance to
him! But Mornington hasn't gone.”

“And we wait to see the last of him!"

said Rawson.

“Hear, hear!”

“They were sacked yesterday for their
dirty trick,” resumed Lovell. “ Beaumont left
yesterday  afternoon.  Mornington  didn't,
Well, we expected to find that he had gone
this morping. But this morning he hadn't
gone. His box is still in the dormitory, and
his things are still in his study. We haven't
seen him about, but we know he's still in the
school.” |

“Shame!” came a howl from the passage.

“Under the cirenmstances, sir, we've come
to you as a deputation,” said Lovell. “We
want Mornington to go. The Fourth Form
of Rookwood, sir, can't stand him.”

“Never!”

“We don't think it's possible that the Mead
would think of allowing him %o stay after
what he's done. But he hasn't gone, and
it's twenty-four hours since he was found
out. Why hasn’t he gone, sir?”

“That’'s the question, sir,” said Tommy
Dodd. “The Fourth Form feel that they
have a right to know, sir.”

“Sure, if he stays here, we'll glanghter him
intoirely,” said Flynn.

“We’ll scalp him!”
from the passage.

Mr. Bootles waved his hand,

“Silence, please!”

“Shut up!” said Jimmy Silver,
for Mr. Bootles!”

The Fourth Form-master coughed.

“My boys, I am not surprised that you are
indignant and disgusted at Mornington's
heinous conduct. He attempted to fasten
a false charge upon Silver; he had been com-
pelled to confess his guilt.  Silver stands
before you ecleared of any suspicion, withoul
a stain on his name—"

“Hear, hear!”

“Bravo, Jimmy !”

“Mornington is under sentence of expul-
gion. His aceomplice left Rookwood yester-
day, never to return. Mornington has not
yet gone, but he will be removed from the
school as soon as possible.

“Why not at once, sir?” asked Lovell.

“Because he is ill.”

“Wha-a-at?"

“The wretched boy appears to have suffered
severely from the shock of the discovery
and the punizhment that followed,” said Mr,

roared the deputation

“Silence

Bootles,

ggudy. and was removed to the sapatorium.
The school doctor is now in attendance upon

“He fell in a faint in the Head's

him. Mornington appears to be suffering
from a nervouns breakdown. In such a state
he &ar'mot leave the school.”

“«Oh L

“As soon as he fs snfficiently recovered
for removal, he will be taken away from
Rookwood,” said Mr, Bootles. *“You may
rest assured of that, Such an unmitigated
i\'uunu rascal could never be allowed to remain
ere.”

The juniors looked at one another.

_'I‘In»y knew Mornington—they knew the cun-
ning, unserupulous, and audacious nature of
the cad of the Fourth,

There was only one thought in the minds
of Jimmy Silver & Co. The dandy of the
Fourth, in spite of the discovery of his
raseality, In spite of the sentence of ex-
pulsion, hoped yet to escape the degrada-
tion of being kicked oul of Rookwood. His
illness was one more of his many twcks.

There was a murmur from the deputation-
a murmur of disgust and indignation.

“You may go!"” added Mr. Bootles.

But the deputation did not go.

“Excuse me, sir,” said Lovell, “we don’t
believe a word of Mornington’s yarn about
being ill—do we, you chaps?”

“Not a word,” said Jimimy Silver,

“Not a giddy syllab'e,” said Tommy Dodd
emphatically.

“It's only some more of his lies, sir,”
Rawson.

“It’s a trick to stuy at Rookwood,” said
Oswald. “Morny thinks it will blow over in
time, and his nobby relations will get round
the Head.”

Mr. Bootles frowned.

“The matter is not for you to decide,” he
said. “Tt is in Dr. Chisholm’s hands. Now,
please leave my study.”

Mr. Bootles waved his hand to the door.
The deputation, with grim looks, filed out of
the room at last.

But outside in the passage there was 4
roar of angry voices.  Mornington’s latest
trick roused deep anger in every breast,

“Rookwood won't stand it!” exelaimed
Lovell furiougly. “I know the game,. jusi
as if the cad had told me. He's going to put
on illness for 4 week or two, while his titled
connections have time to talk the Head over.
He thinks he's going to stay when it's blown
over,”

Jimmy Silver set his lips.

Jimmy had had a narrow escape from expul-
sion and disgrace, owing to the machinations
of his old enemy. He did not mecan to run
any more risks of that sort.

“He's got to go!” he =aid. “Gentlemen of
the Fourth, if the Head lets this matter
slide 1 vote that we take it into our own
hands,”

“Hear, hear!”

“So long as Mornington is in the sana«
torium we can't touch him; there's a bare
lumsihility that he's really ill, and we can't
handle @ c¢hap who may be seedy., But the
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wood,”

“Suppose the Head —-" began Higgs,

Jimmy Silver interrupted.

“1f the Head gives way, we sgha'n't,” he
Baid firmly. “ We're all together in this, and
wo're resolved that Mornington’s going. The
minute he shows up outside sanny, we march
him out of the gates, and kick him out,
whether the masters like it or not.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“And if he comes hack, we'll tar and
Peather him, and kick him out again!" said
Jimmy Silver.  “Rookwood’s fed up with
Mornington, and he's got to go!”

“Hear, hear!”

“And while he's here, nobody's going to
speak a word to him,” said Jimmy, “He's got
friends here—the merry Nuts. They're going
to send him to Coventry, the same as we
do, and we'd hetter go and tell them so.”

“@ood egg!” e

And the excited juniors streamed away
towards Townsend's study, to interview the
Wuts of the Fourth.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Nuts and the Nut-crackers.

OWNSEND & Co, were in  their

T quarters, looking decidedly dispirited.
The exposure of Mornington's rus-

cality and his expulsion from the

sohool  had come as a heavy blow to the

noble socioty of the Giddy Goats of Rook-
wood.

. Mornington, with lis decided character and
his unlimited wealth; had been the chief of
i Nuts, and ever since he had been at
Rookwood ‘Townsend & Co. had béen his
lm@bh- followers.

| Wven Smythe of the Shell, the great Adol-
phus himsell, bad taken a second place to
Mornington. !

Whe Nutty. Co. were discussing the matter
‘n Townsend's study, with the assistance of
some of Towny's special cigarettes.
| Townsend and Topham and Peele.and Gower
bf the Fourth, and Smythe and Howard and
Mracy of the Shell, were there.

And though they could not exactly uphold
the dastardly trick by ‘which Mornington had
wought to rid himself of his rival in the
Wourth, they agreed that it was thoroughly
wotten that old Morny should have to go.
Rookwood wouldn't be like itself without
‘Momy—they agreed on that.

{ “Afber all, that cad Bilver is a meddlin’
rotter,” said Smythe, through a cloud of
vigarette smoke., “He's always moeddlin® with
somethin’.” .

“He's shifted us out of the footer,” said
Howard.

“He won't let a chap into the eleven if
e goes in for a smokc now and then,” said
"Popham indignantly.

v “And won't give a chap a chance unless he
slogs ab practice, an' makes regular dashed
work of it,” said Pecle.

+ “An’ thinks nothin' of knockin® a fellow’s
at off if a fellow turns up his nose at
him,” remarked Tracy.

L"Dl course, if, was a bit thick, what Morny

id,” said Townsend. “I don't say I.
approve of it. In fact, it was caddish-——
awfully caddish. But, after all, he’s always
been ab loggerheads with Jimmy Silver, and
altl'qtf'alr in war. “That’s how Morny looked
ab it.”

“Well, Morny was always rather a cad;”
said Smythe. “Still, T'm sorry he's goin’,
1'd rather Jimmy Silver went,”
| “¥es, rather!”

" "Perhaps he ain't goin’, though,” said
Town: , with a grin. *“He's in sanny
now.” *

. "“Il! What?” said Smythe,
“So he says." |
Bmythe turned lis eyeglass upon Towngend

in surprise.

“By gad! Do you mean to say
spoofin 2" he askyd. .

i Townsend chuckled.

- “Or course he's spoofiin’! You never knew

Morny ill, did you? He's as hard as nails,

As for gettin® a bad shoek throngh bein’

shown up an' sacked, that’s all rot. It may

do for the Head.” .

' “Ha, ha, ha!”

“Me’s goin’ to be ill just long enough for
the row to blow over,” said Townsend
sagely, “He's goin’ to give ‘his people time
to get to work on the Head. He's got heaps

he's

Sl titled relations, aw{'ly powerful %

ine of’ 'em is a Governor of Rookwood.
They'il all begin on the Head, an’ I don't |
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see how the Head is to stand it. Money

talks, you know, an’ “nfluence counts.

Morny's people have o end of influence.”
Smythe whistled. \

“But the Head couldn’t let him off!” he

said. “He simply couldn’t! The fellows
would never stand it!” :
“Oh, things blow over in time. The

fellows will he thinkin' about somethin’ else
in a few days.”

“Well, there's somethin' in that.”

“It may bhe worked for Morny to leave at
the end of the term without bein’ sacked.
Then they’ll work it somehow for him to
come back next term, These things can be
wangled when you've got influential people.”

“Ha, ha hat™

“Well, [ wish him luck,” said Smythe.
“1 don't believe he can work it, but 1 hope
he can. We shall all miss Morney, but we
can't keep our end up against Jimmy Silver
without him."”

“I'm goin' to see him in sanny this
evenin',” said Towmsend, * I'll jolly soon see
whether he's spoofin’, anyway! The medical
johnnie can't tell; Morny’s too jolly deep for
him. Medical johnnies don't know much!”

Crash! b -

The study door flew open, and the Nuts of
Rookwood started to their feet in alarm.
Jimmy Silver & Co. crowded in.

“What the dickens-—" began Townsend.

“What the thunder ~do you want?” de-
manded Topham,

“Just a word with you chaps!”
Silver grimly.

“You needn’t trouble. Get out!”

“1t's abonut Mornington.”

“I don't care to discuss Mornington with
you,” said Townsend loftily.

“Never mind whether you care or not.
You're going to!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Look here-—"

“Mornington’s sticking in the sanatorium,
pretending to be ill,” said Jimmy Silver,
“You know it as well as 1 do.”

The Nuts exchanged startled glances.

“He is ill,” said Topham.

“He's spoofing, and you know it! Well,
we can’'t yank ®im out of sanny by his ears,
though we'd like to. We're going to kick him
out of Rookwood as soon as he comes out!”

“Perhaps the Head will have somethin' to
say about that!™ sneered Peele.

“The Head won't he allowed to chip in if
he wants to!” said Jimmy Silyer coolly.

“0Oh, by gad!”

“Morny's going! But while he sticks in the
school lying about being ill he's going to be
cut by all Rookwood. You know what he's
done, and 1 suppose you don't quite approve
of it, though you're not very particular.”

“That's our bizney.”

“Morny's our pal,” remarked Pecle. " We're
stickin® to him!”

“Not goin’ to desert a chap who's down
on his luck,” remarked Adolphus Smythe
very loftily.

“Well, that's all right,” saild Jimmy Silver.
“But being found out to bhe a criminal isn't
exactly being down on his luck! Sticking
to a slanderer and liar is only proof that
you're as bad yourself!”

“Look here-*-"

“And it's not going to be allowed!” roared
Lovell.

Smythe shrugged his shoulders.

“W’;)o's goin' to stop it?” he inguired.

“We are.,”

“And how are you goin’ to do it?” sncered
Adolphus.

“The order's gone forth that Mornington's
to be avoided while he stays in the school.
Nobody’s to visit him in sanny, and if he
sneaks out nobody’s to speak to him!”

“Rats!”

“That’s the order of the Fourth!”

“Hang the Fourth!”

“And anybody disobeying the order of the
Fourth will be given a Form ragging! " said
Jimmy Silver. “And as you scem inclined to
kick against the order, you measly collection
of smoky cads, you're going to have a rag-
ging nmow to begin with to show you what
to expect.”

“Hear, hear!” shouted the Tourth-Formers.

“Keep off, you cad!” yelled Smythe.

“Collar them!”

The Fourth-Formers swarmed in.

The fact that Smythe & Co. were “stick-
ing” to Mornington after his confession of
guilt was more than enough to exasperate
them to the ragging pitch. They were deter-
mined that Mornington should have no help
from his former friends in his attempt to
remain at the school. -

‘The “Giddy Goats” had to receive a
lesson, and Jimmy Silver meant it to be a
severe one.

said Jimmy
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‘minute he comes out he goes out of Rook-

The Nuls were collared on all sides,

Some of them put up a fight, but they were
not great in the fighting line, As judges of
neckties or of a brand of cigarette they had
no equals in the Lower School. But when it
came to fistienfis their ability was not con-
spicuous. ‘

Adolphus Smythe rolled on the floor in
Flynn's loving cmbrace, and his carcfuily
parted hair was rubbed vigorously in theé
ashes of the grate. Townsend, in the grasp
of Lovell and Raby, was bumped energeti-
cally on the carpet. Topham sat on the flex
in the grip of Oswald and Jimmy Silver, while
Van Ryn pourgd the inkpot over his head.
And the rest of the Nuts sprawled about the
floor, being bumped, hustled, rolled over,
inked, and cindered. - -

There was a chorus of wild yells in Town ™
study.

After five minutes the study looked as if
a eyclone had struck it, and the Nuts looked
as if they had been through five or six
cyclones.

By the time the raggers had finished with
them they were gasping on the floor in a
state of breathless dismay and dishevelment.

“I thiik that will do,” grinned Jimmy
Silver. *“Have you had enough, Smythey?”

“Grooogh!” gasped Smythe, frantically
clutching at the ashes in his hair,

“Have you had enough, Towny?”

“Yow-ow-ow !”

“What about you, Toppy?”

“Gurrrerrg!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Here endeth the first lesson!”
Lovell, *“And if you ever want
there’s another ready.”

“Ha, ha ha!”

The ¥ourth-Formers streamed out of the
study roaring with laughter.

Towny & (o. sat up and blinked at one
another.

It was a sorry spectacle.

“Oh, by gad!” groaned Smythe. "“The
young beasts! Ow! The rotten hooligans!
Yow!” e ol

“Look at me!” moancd Topham,
ink! Look at me!”

“Yow-ow-ow !"

“Gerroogh!”

“Oh dear!”

“All the same, I suppose we're goin' to
stick to Morny!” mumbled Townsend.

chortled
another,

“TPmeadl

With one voice the Giddy Goat§ re-
sponded :

“Hang Morny!"

And they drifted away disconsolately to
seek- the bath-room. One lesson had: bheen

enough for most of the merry Nuts of Rook
wood, and they had made up their minds 1o
leave Mornington severely alone, As Smythe
of the Shell remarked dolorounsly, as he
combed ashes out of his hair, it was not good

enough!
M He looked up as Townsend came
up to the bedside. Morington was

a little pale, and his face was darkly lined.
But he did not strike Townsend as looking
like am invalid.

He nodded to his visitor.

“Well, how are you gettin’ on, old chap?”
asked Townsend.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mornington’s QGame.
ORNINGTON of the Fourth luy in
bed in the ward.

=

Mornington grinned in a sneering way,

“I'm gettin® on all right, s that nurse
gone ?”
t“tYes. Shc'st comin® bagk in ten minutes

o turn me out.”

“Then we can talk,” said Mornington. 77 -
all right! Of couyse there’s nothin' the

matter with me,”

“I guessed that much.”

“Does anybody else guess?”

“I'm afraid so. Jimmy Silver said so0.”

Mornington scowled,

“Hang Jimmy Silver! T suppose he would
guess! He's no fool! Still, the Head thinks
I'm ill, and Jimmy Silver don't matter. The
doctor i3 a bit puzzled; but I have spoofed
him all right. I'm booked for a week in
sanny, at least.” R

“But after that?” said Townsend.

-~

“I'm stayin’ at Rookwood, I hope. I've
written to - Sir  Rupert Stacpoole, my
guardian.” i

“You've told him the whole- story?”

“I've had to. The Head's told him, you
see, in a letter, I've softemed it down aus
much as possible. Made “out that ‘it was
Beaumont who was the head cook an’ hottle-
washer in the affair. T was under his thumb,
an' he was a bully, an’ all that, As he was

n the Sixth, that sounds reasonable.”

é
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“You were always jolly deep, Morny,” said
Townsend admiringly. *“ Will your guardian
back you up, then?”

“1 think he will. He don't want the dis-
grace of havin’ his nephew expelled from
school. It will make him awfully wild. Be-
sides, he don’t want me at home,” grinned
Mornington. “F'm a bit of a handful at
home. As for sendin’ me to another school,
what decent school could I get into after
bein’ expelled from Rookwood? It means

vzl end of trouble for old Stacpoole, and he’s

*

/

#Afor him,

sure to do his level best to smooth the matter
over and keep me here,”

“But the Head?”

“That’'s a difficulty. The Head's
fully ratty about it,” said Mornington. “But

whe will calm down. I dare say he'll take old
sStacpoole’s view that I was simply a tool
in  Beaumont's hands, And Beaumont's
sacked!  So there’s one victim to satisly
justice, you know.. He's gone, basn't he?”

“He went yesterday,” said Townsend.
“He looked a miserable bounder when he
went,  Poor beast!”

“He owed me a good many quids, and 1
shall never see them again!” growled Morn-
ington, “Hang Beaumont! After all, with
one party sacked, a floggin' ought to meet
the case for the other. Don't you think so?”

Mornington eyed Townsend anxiously. He

ke in a confident manner, but it was easy
¢ that his confidence was assumed.
“Well, T don’t!” saide Townsend frankly.
“TI'm afraid the game's up, Morny! The
Head simply can’t let you stay. He ean't!
And-—-and T don't sece how your guardian
could have the chéek to ask him. He would
refuse, anyway!”
“Well, you're a
suarled Mornington.

“And there’s the fellows!”

“It will blow over,
in time!”
“F'm afraid this won't!

fright-

pretty Job's comforter!”

Townsend.
blows over

said
Everythin'

The Fourth have

et up a deputation to Bootles abeut it |

wivendy.”

“Hang them!”

“And—and they mean business,”

“1 suppose my friends are stickin® to me?”
growled Mornington.

Townsend hesitated.

“You see, it's jolly difMicult!” he said.
“We'd have stuck to you, though what yon
did was awfully thick, yon must own that!
Hut—but Jimmy Silver & Co. won't have it.
‘e rotters came and ragged us in our study.
Wrecked the dashed place! They won't even
Jet. o chap visit you here. They'll he lookin'
for me when I go back, I helieve.”

“Oh, by gad!”

“They're talkin® about tarrin’ and featherin’
You as socn as you come out of sanny. The
wame’s up, old chap! Even if the Head could
he talked aver, all Rookwood would cut up so
rusty you'd have to go. And the Head
couldn’t be talked over, either., You think
your dashed monpey can buy everythin'; but
it can't!”

Mornington’s face

looked scowlingly from
the pillow. He realised the truth of his
friend’s words. His conduct had been too
black, and there was no pardon for it. Yet
he elung to a straw of hope.

“Well, I'm not goin’ to give in!" he said
at last. “I'm not goin' to be kicked out an’
disgraced for life if I can help it. I shall
play the game out to the finish!"

“I wish you iuck!”

“But’ you won't help me!” sneered Morning
ton. “You mean that, even if the Head lets
me stay, I should have all the school against

s qne, includin® my old pals?”

Townsend was silent ; but his answer could
he read in his face. The kind of fellows who
would stick to Mornington after his treachery
were not the kind of fellows to face a storm
If he returned to his place in the
school, he had no friends to reckon on. At
the best, he would be sent to Coventry, and
his old pdls would pass him by lest worse

should befall them. It was mot a happy
prospect.  But Mornington’s face hardened
Jndomitably. By sheer determination he

would make his way, if only be were given a
chance.

The nurse came in, and Townsend rose from
the bedside.

“ Well, good-bye, old chap!
said Townsend half-heartedly,

Mornington did not answer, and he did not
glance at Townsend as he went. The hounder
of Rookwood was still determined. He meant
to fight it out to the very last; but deep
down in his heart he knew that it was all in
vain, and that his eareer at Rookwood School
was closing in disgrace —for ever!

Best of luck!”

biim iy
N

. N
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was seen again.
singed by the flames.

There was a gasp of relief from the boys gathered below as Mornington

pla was on the sill, clinging blindly, his clothes charred amd

But Bulkeley was rushing to his aid.

captain’s strong grasp closed upon him, ;ven as his hold was relaxing.
(See page 17.

The Rookwood

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Nice for Towny!

Head's

43 AITING for you, dear boy!”
Rawson slipped off the gate as
Townsend came across the

garden. Townsend
hit his lip in anger.
“What do you want?" he growled.
“You!” said Rawgon cheerfully.
“ Look here-—-"
“You've been
Rawson coolly.
barred.

pause

to sce
“You
Come on!”

Mornington,’
know Mornix

d and

said
igton’s

The sight of Tom Rawson sitting on the

gate had drawn other fellows to the sp
Quite a little army of the
waiting for Townsend.
The Nut of the Fourth
He remained where he was,
“Look here, I've only been to have @
with Morny!” he argued.
“One word too many !
“I've simply been tellin’ hiim that 1

looked

Fourth

ot.
were

alarmed.

1 word

remarked Lovell,

can't

come to see him again,” said Townsend.

“You should have left him to guess it
intoirely,” said Patrick O'Donovan Flynn.
“Come on and be ragged, darling!”

“I'm not comin’ out, then!”

“Don’t make us come into the Head's
garden to mop you up!” said Raby. “You're
going to be mopped wp in any case.”

“Better get it over,” suggested Tommy
Dodd.

Townsend breathed hard. The gate was
lined with Fourth-Formers -Modern  and

Classical—waiting for him.
couldn't remain a
garden,

fxture in the

And certainly he

Head's

Already Towny. was repenting that he had
paid that last visit to the “spoofer ™ in the
sanatorium, Certainly he was not likely to
pay another. But the Fourth were in grim
earnest. Mornington could remain at the
school so long as he succeeded in spoofing
the Head and the school doctor. But while
he was there he was to understand that he
was an onteast, avoided as a thing uncledn.
Townsend had failed to “toc the line ” with
the rest of the Lower School, and he could
not say that he had not received a warning.

“Are you coming?” demanded Newcome
impatiently.

#No; I'm not!” growled Townserd,
stayin’ here, hang you!”

“Then we'll come for you!”

“Mustn't have a row in the Head's garden,”
said Higgs,

“Oh, rats! We'll chance that!”

Newcome vaulted over the gate, dnd hall a
dozen juniors followed him without hesitation.

Townsend took to his heels, desperately
racing up the path among the shrubberies,

“After him!” shouted Tommy Dodd.

“ Afther the spalpeen!” yelled Flynn,

Tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp, tramp!

The shouting, crowd of juniors rushed after
Townsend, He dodged round the greenhouse,
and dodged again, and uttered a yell of
terror as he was run down, and three or four
pairs of hands closed on him.

“Got - him!”

“Bump him!”

“Hurrah!” °

Bump, bump!

“Yaroooh!”

“I'm

THE PENNY POPULAR,—N0. (5
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“@ive him another!”

Bump! :

Townsend made quite an impression on the
‘gravel path, He roared and wriggled in the
wrasp of the avengers. >
i “Yow-ow-ow! Help! Yaroop!” he shricked.
*Leggo! Oh, my hat! Yah!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“@Give him another!”

Bump, bump!

“Yow-ow! Help!”

“Now, are you goin' to spake to that
thafe of the wurruld again intoirely 2’ Toared
lynn,

“Ow-ow! Never! Yow-ow!"

“Honour bright?” demanded Lovell,

4 Yow?l Owl. Yes!s

“Then we'll let you off with one more!
All together!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yoop! Help! Yowp!” 3 ;

“Stop at once!” exclaimed a feminine voice.

‘And Miss Dolly came out of the shrubberies,
frowning.

“Oh, Miss Dolly!” ejaculated Lovell.

The juniors dropped Townsend as if he had
suddenly become red-hot. They blinked
sheepishly at the imperious little lady. .

Afterwards Townsend told his chums his
firm conviction that Miss Dolly had been look-
ing on from the shrubbery for some time
without caring to interfere. His opinion,
therefore, was that Miss Dolly was a little
wmink, But perhaps Miss Dolly considered
that Towny deserved some punishment. She
had interfered af last. ; g

“(o away at once!” gaid Miss Dolly loftily.

“Ahem!”

“Only a lark, you know!"” murmured I:ovrlll.

“Only bumping a rotter, Miss Dolly!” suid
Rawson,

“(o away!” ;

The juniors sheepishly withdeew. Townseid
staggered to his fcet, breathless and gravel-
stained, He blinked at Miss Dolly, and gasped
for breath.

“t-thank you!" he stuttered.

“Serve you right!” said Miss Dolly un-
expectedly. “You are a horrid boy—as horrid
as Mornington! 1 don't like you!”

“Oh, L eay-—-"

“Oh, go away!” :

Miss Doily turned her back, and Townsend

tramped away, gasping and feeling very badly |

used. He had to dod¥c some of the Fourth in
the quadrangle, and he reached the School
House at a run. ¢

As luck would have it, he ran right into Mr.
Bootles as he dodged breathlessly into the
House.

“Townsend!” rapped ont the Form-master.

Townsend halted, panting. :

“You are in a dfsgracoful state!” said Mr.
Bootles, eyeing him with great disfavour.
How dare you go about in such a dirty and
untidy state, Townsend?"

“f=l—[—" stuttered the
Nut of the Fourth.

“That will do! Go and make yourself tidv
at once, and take a hundred lines for dirti-
nesst”

Townsend almost choked. Lines for dirti-
ness for one of the most clegant and fasti-
dious Nuts at Rookwood amounted to insult
added to injury.

“Joml——" he sns&cd.

“Enough!” sai r. Bootles majestically.
“@o at once! You are a disgrace to your
Yorm, Townsend!”

And Townsend, with feelings that would
have done credit to a Hun, went.

“Seen Morny ?” asked Topham, meeting him
on the stairs.

Townsend snorted.

“Blow Morny! Hang Morny!
Morny!”

And he framped on savagely, leaving Top-
bam staring.

Townsend was done with Mornington.

unfortunate

Confound

—_—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
‘" F'r. ! ”
€ HAT the merry dickens—" mur-
- amured Jimmy Silyer,
The captain of the Fourth sat
up in bed in the Fourth-Form
dormitory.

It was past midnight, and the dormitory
was in almost pitehy darkness.

Jimmy Silver was usually a sound sleeper,
and he wondered what had” awakened him
as he sat up and blinked about him in the
gloom. Then he noticed a flickering red
light reflected on the wall.

“Fire!”

Rookwood was on fire!
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“Wake up, you chaps!” he shouted.

“Hallo!”

“What's the row?”

“ What’s that?” .

“TFire!” said Jimmy Silver. :

“Oh crumhbs!” \

The word was enough. A group of fellows
in the dormitory werc out of bed in a
twinkling, and most of them rushing to the
window. !

The door opened.

“Are you awake, my boys?” It was Mr.
Bootles’ voice, but the Fourth could only see
a dim shadow of their Form-master in the

gloom. “Yes, 1 see you are! Do not be
alarmed!” g
“We're not alarmed, sir!” said Jimmy

Silver cheerfully.

“Press yourselves quickly, and come down-
stairs,” said Mr. Bootles. “There is probably
no danger, but we must take reasonable pre-
cautions!”

*“Yes, 8ir.”

Mr. Bootles moved away in the darkness,
and the junicors proceeded to dress them-
selves, some of the clothes getting mixed
in the gloom. .

“Who's got my jacket?" demanded Higes,
in a sulphurous voice. “What silly idiot has
got my jacket?"”

“The same*silly idiot who's got my socks,
very likely!" said Townsend savagely.

“Where's my blessed waisteoat?”

“What thumpin' ass has collared my
trucks?”

“What the dickens does it matter?" snid
Jimmy Silver. “We're not going to be pre-
sented at Court, are we?  Buck up, and
don't jaw!”

Against the black sky danced a ruddv
gleam from a burning building. Sharp and
shrill a whistle rang out, the signal of the
school fire-brigade. b

Jimmy Silver. half-dressed. rushed to the
door, and tore downstairs, with a crowd affer
him.  Relow, there was already a erowd—
juniors and ¢eniors and masters mingled.

The word ran from mouth to mouth:

“Tt's the Head's house!”

“It's on fire!"”

There was a rush oub of doors. The Tead's
house was in flames. And in that building
were Dr. Chishalm and his wife and child!
Little Miss Dolly—she was there!

Jimmy Silver’s heart turned sick
thought.

A crowd rnshed towards the Wonse, tramp-
ling throngh the gardens. Bulkeley, the ¢ap-
tain of Rookwood, was rapping out orders
to the ‘school firemen. Mr. Bootles tried in
vain to keep the juniors indoors.

Lovell caught Jimmy Silver by the arm
in the quad.

“What about Morny?” he mubiered.

“Hang Morny!”

at the

“He's in the sanny, you know, It may
catch—-"

Jimmy halted.

“Quiet, please!” It was Mr. Manders’
voice. “Everyone is safe; all are out of

doors. Quiet, please!”

Jimmy drew a sobbing breath.

“Thank Heaven! Miss Dolly’s safe, then!
'l get Morny out, Lovell; the cad may not
be able to get out, if he's not spoofing.”

Jimmy Silver darted away to the sana-
torium. But when he reached the wards he
found the beds there enipty. Mornington was
already out. X

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulders as he
saw the turned-back bed, and noted that
tho invalid's clothes were gone. The alarm
had been sufficient to cause the invalid to
recover all of a sudden, and Mornington
was probably one of the first up.

Jimmy left the sanalorium again. Against
the sky there was a red glare; the flames
were bursting from the windows of the
Head's house,

S

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Hero!

1% 1SS DOLLY!”
“Where's Miss Dolly?”
It was a ery of alarm in the

crowd of Rookwood fellows.
Mrs. Chisholm had been seen-=the Head hud
been seen.

Dr. Chisholm had carried his wife, faint-
ing, across to Mr. Manders’ house on the
Modern side, out of all danger. But where
was Miss Dolly?

Lovell rushed up to Mr. Manders, and
eaught him by the sleeve—hardly aware of
what he was doing in his excitement.

“You said they were all out; sir—where's

" Miss Dolly?”
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Mr. Manders was very white.

"I thought so-1 certainly thought so,
But—but——-"

“Is she in there?”

“I"fear 80.”

Lovell groaned. ;

”Thc Head's house was a raging furnace,
The school fire-brigade were at work, pump-
ing gheets of water upon the flames. But
the water sizzled into vne fiery furnice with
little effect. It was evident that the buid-
ing would be gutted.

Jimmy Silver came up breathlessly.

“Morny's not there,” he said.
got out—-  What's the matter, Lovell?”
He stared at his chum’s ghasuly face,

Lovell pointed to the burning house.

“Miss Dolly!" he muttered. S

Jimmy turned white.

*Manders gaid.-———"

“He was mistaken. The Head hronght
Mrs. Chisholm out; Miss Dolly's still there.”

“Good heavens!”

Jimmy gazed in horror at the fiaming
house, Miss Dolly was there—there, in that
fierce furnace--overcome by the smoke, per-
haps, for not a cry had been heard.
1t seemed to Jimmy Silver that a hand of
ico gripped his heart. He pulled himseit to-
gether, and rushed towards the hounse.

Bulkeley caught him by the shouider and
swung him hack.

"Out of the way, you young fool!"

“Slig’s theret” = oo T g

“ What—who-—-'

“Miss Dolly!” s
LMy daughter!” Yt was the Head's voice,
‘Let me pass, Mr. Bootles; let me pass, §
say! My child is there!”

“Let go, Bulkeley!" yelled Jimmy Silver

furiously. - “I'm going in, I tell you! Let
me go, hang you!”
The Sixth-Former held him fast.
“You're not going in! Stand back! This

is nBjtl)b for me!”

“Bulkeley,” shouted Mr. Bootles, “afiy
where you are!  There is no hope /#Qy(
certain death!” —

“T must try, sir!” panted Bulkeley.

“Dr. Chisholm-—-"

The Head groaned.

"Stu_y. Bulkeley! You shall not sacrifice
your life, I order you to stay! There is no
hope.  Heaven have mercy!”

“I will try, sir!"

“Stop! 1 command you!"

Bulkeley hesitated. He still held Jimmy
Silver. The junior would have rushed in,
hardly conscious of danger. It was true that
there was no hope. The staits had been
heard to fall with a fearful crash and a
myriad of rising sparks. was death to
enter; and there was no chance of reaching
the girl's room. Neville and Knowles had
rushed away for a ladder. Dr. Chigholm
covered his face with his hands.

“You're sure she’s there, sir?” mutbered
Bulkeley.

“I called her; sho followed me,” said the
Head, in a trembling voice. “My wife had
fainted; I was carrying her. I thought
Dolly was close behind me. The smoke must
have overcome her. Heaven be merciful!”

“The ladder!” yelled Lovell,  *“Buek up
with the ladder!”

Jimmy Silver ground his teeth.,

“You fool, Bulkeley! Let me go! 1 tell
you I'm going in!”

Bulkeley shook his head, and held him.
It was death; and the sacrifice would have
been  useless,

“Look!” yelled Oswald suddenly.

He pointed to a window,

The glass, cracked by the heat, had lulli\lg-

out. Behind the blackened framework of #{he
window a smoke-grimed fice appearcd
Blackened as it was, the juniors knew it.

“Mornington!”

“Mornington!” cried the Head,
he doing there?”

“He was in the sanatorium!” gasped Mr,
Bootles. “In Heaven's name, how did he
come in the Head's house?” .

All eyes were upon the window, fascinated,
It was almost the only spot in the facade
where the flames were not rolling and biting,
Mornington’s hlackened fice looked down on
the sea of faces, »nd his blackened lips
curved in the gneering, ironical smile the
Rookwood juniors knew £o well. What was
he doing there? The Rookwood fellows soon
knew.

Neville and Knowles rushed the ladder
towards the window. Whatever Mornington
was doing in the Head’s house, he had to
be saved.

“Climb out on the sill!” shouted Bulkcley.

Mornington did not climb out on the sill.
He was smashing out the sashes with des-

“What js
-~

“He bhad £

-



THE PENNY POPULAR-—Every

perate hands, as if to make a larger passage.
Then he disappeared for a moment from
view,

The hearts below hardly beat.

There was a buzz, deepening to a roar, as
Mornington reappeared at the window, He
had something in his arms—a bundle rolled
m a blanket. He pushed it through the win-
dow, and held it while the ladder was
planted below.  From the rolled blanket a

tress of golden hair cscaped, Theu they
v —Kiew!
g T Miss Dolly !”

.‘nnmy‘ Silver breathied the words, br.

Chisholm  gazed at the blackened face of

the expelled junior, and at the bundle he

hield by main strength on the sill_gut of the

@)Iinu smoke and licking flame. -~ |

“My daughter!”

The ladder erashed on the wall, Bulkeley
rushed up it, bis feet sceming scarcely to
touch the rungs.

Mornington grinned down at him through
the smoke. In that fearful moment he was
the same Mornington as of old —cool, mock-
ing, reckless. 5

* “fake her, Bulkeley! She's not hurt--only
fainted !

Bulkeley, without a word,
sensible girl in his strong arms.
the ladder with her carefully.

Miss Dolly was passed into
arms, and his tears fell upon
conscions face, smoke-grimed,
not a hair of her head had been harmed.
And it was Mornington, the ead of Rook-
wood, the Dblackgnard, the expelled raseal,
who had saved her!

Could he save himself ?

As Bulkeley ascended the ladder again,
there came a gust of smoke and flame from
the /wiuduw where Mornington stood, and for
aninstant he was hidden from sight.

A groan-went up. All Mornington’s faults,
all his rascality, all his treachery, were for-
gotten then. At that hour he was the hero

“had saved a child from a fearful death

W the flery flames, and risked his own life
in doing it!

There was a gasp of relief as e was seen
again, He was on the sill, clinging blindly ;
his elothes charred and singed by the flames:
blind with pain, with smoke—at the end of
his strength.

But Bulkeley was rushing to his aid, The
Rookwood captain’s strong grasp closed upon
him, even as his hold wase relaxing. In
Bulkeley's strong arms he was brought down
the ladder. And as Bulkeley landed on firm
earth there was a shout of warning:

“Stand elear!™

The crowd surged back,
ing inwards—the ladder with it.
had been terribly narrow.

Bulkeley laid the junior on the ground.
Mis eyes had closed, but they opened again,
and  Mormington looked round him  wildly.
His face was burned; his bands burnt; his
Imir was almost gone, his eyelashes were
gone. Me was hurt - terribly hurt—and he
knew it.

“Morny!" panted Jimmy Silver, with tears
in his eyes. Jimmy bad more than forgiven

took the in-
He descended

lier  fatber's
the ealm, un-
but unhurt

The wall was fall-
The escape

g okd “enemy now, e

Mornington grinned —a {wisted, blackened
grin.

“Hallo! You knew T was spoofin’ in the

sanatorium, I sha’n’t be spoofin’ this time,
by gad-—what! T wonder if this is the last
lap? Well, T shall be game to the finish,
vou can bet on that! Is she safe?”

“My dear, dear lad!” The Head bent over
(he blackened dandy of the Fourth-not

much of a dandy now. “My brave, noble
fad! She is safe, and you lhave saved her
from a fearful death! Heaven bless you,
Mornington!”

“All serene, sir!” said Mornington coolly.

And then Mornington, hird as he was,
fainted,

Rookwood was im a huzz of excitcraent the
next day.

The Mead's house was a blackened ruin.
But few heeded that. No Jives had been
lost. ~The grim tragedy that might have
cast its gloom over the school had been
averted,

And Mornington?

Miss Dolly had been saved.
hurt, apart from the shock.

Mornington had found her overcome by
smoke, and, wth strange coolness in  the
four of fearful peril, he had wrapped her
carefully in blankets before he moved her,
and then he had fought his way through
flame and smoke to the window.

He had entered the burning house even
hefore the Head liad emerged from it. No
one had noticed him then.

Perhaps some thought had been in his
mind 0; rendering promptl assistance, and
thus improving his chaunces of ecluding the
sentence of expulsion. He hatl found her
and saved her, but the flames he had so
carefully protected her from bad taken their
vengeance upon him, Mornington of the
Fourth lay in the sanatorium, a “gpoofer "
no Pngur. but terribly ill, torn with pain,
and” enduring his pain  with grim, cool

She was not

stoieism.

There was no mention of expulsion for
Mornington,

Jimmy Silver, whom le had so cruelly
wronged, was the first (o ask the Head if
Mornington might be allowed to remain.

And the Head's answer that Mornington was
pardoned, more than pardoned, gave satisfac-
tion to all the school.

When Mornington recovered lie was to
take his old place in the Fourth Form at
Rookwood, and the Fourth were content to
know it.

It was long hefore the dandy of the
Fourth was destined to rise from the bed
of illne Jut as soon “as he was able to
see visitors, the Fourth Formers were eager
to pay him visits, and Jimmy Silver was the
first.

A scarred face grinned
white bed.

“Dbon't I look a picture?” said Mornington.
“But the doctor says it will go in time. By
gad, I shouldn’t like to keep a chivvy like
this! And I'm not going to be sacked!”

“And I'm jolly glad of it!” said Jimmy.

“I'm goimg to be a thern in your side
still!" chuckled Mornington. “When I'm
back in the Form I'm goin’ to give you a
tussle, Jimmy Silver. I'm goin' to he cap-
tain of the Fourth yet!”

“More power to your elbow ! said Jimmy.

“But there's only one thingl I'Il say,” said
Mornington, after a pause. *“1've been doin’
a lot of thinkin® while I've been lyin’ here.
I'm sorry I played that dirty trick on you
real sorry, and there's my fist on it, if you
like to take it!"”

And Jimmy Silver took it,
heart.

at Jimmy from the

with all his

THE END.
(Another splendid long. complete story of
Rookwood Sc¢hool will appear in next Friday's

PENNY POPULAR, entitled: ** Morny's Minor.”
Urder your copy at ence.)
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GOOD STORIES! ¢
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SELF-DEFENCE.
Mamma: “Good gracious, Tommy, what!
have you heen doing?”
Tommy (showing signs of a recent confliet):
“ Keeping a hoy from getting whacked, ma.”
Mamma: “What boy?”
Tommy: “Me, mal”

A NATURAL ANXIETY.
Teacher: “Why were you not in schooll
yesterday ?” |
Sammy: “Please, misg, ‘there was a
burglary in the West End, and mother sent
me round to see if father was the one that
was caunght.

ONE FOR THE LITTLE 'UN.
The Little "Un: “T would have you Kknow,
gir, 1've been well brought up!” ¢
The Big "Un: “Perhaps so; hut you weren't
brought up far enough, you see!”

“What did you think of that cigar T gave
you¥ It was an Admiral, you know.”

“Well, well, how appropriate!  There's
something about that cigar that's suggestive
of an admiral.”

“What's that?”

“1t's rank!”

Magistrate: “How came it that you dared
to break into this gentleman's house in thy
dead of night?” N

Prisoner: *“Why, your worship, the other
time you reproached me for stealing in broad
daylight. Ain't T to be allowed to work at
all?”

Willie: “ ¥

Nister: . Willie.
Jegs is a quadruped.”

Willie: “Well, Rover's got one of his legs
cut off. What's he now?”

a dog a quadruped?”
An animal with four

“Who signed Magna Charta?” asked a
school-inspector. There was no answer.

“Who signed the Magna Charta?”’ fumed
the inspeetor, waiking up and down the floor.

A very small, delicate boy raised his hand
timidly. y

“Please, sir, I didn't!”

Young Mother: “Now, Harold, whom do
you love most-—papa or me?”

Little Harold: “Papa.” o :

Young Mother: “But yesterday you said
you loved me most.”

Little Harold: “Yes; hut I've thought it
over since, and decided that we men must
stick together!”

“Now, gentlemen,” spoke the auctioneer,
as he leant over the rail of his perch, “what
can I say for this beautiful old master—a
genuine  Raphael?  Somchody give me  a

start.” : 4
“Five bob!" came froni a voice: in the
crowd. .

“What!” yelled the indiguant wielder of
the hammer.

“Ah,” spoke the voice again, "I thought
that would give you a sturt!”
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Miss Priscilla
—Form Master!

You will not find a more exciting, intevesting, or
anmusing story anywhere than this latest bril-
liant long complete tale of TOM MERRY & Co,
Do not miss it 1 You'll find it on Wednesday in

: A Tale of :
. TOM MERRY & C0. -
: At St. Jim's '
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