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THE FIiRST CHAPTER.
Not Wanted !

ORNINGTON of the Fourth Form
at Rookwood knocked at the door
of the end study, and went in.

There were seven jeniors crowded
in the study, and there was a loud bhuzz of
voices raised fn heated argument.

Morpington entered unnoticed.

Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Rahy, and Neweame,
thie owners of the study, were all speaking
at onee; and. so were Tommy Dodd, Cook, and
Doyle, their visitors from the Modern side.

The four Classicals and the three Moderns
were apparently trying to carry convietion
hy putting on steam in argement, but none
of thein looked like being econvinced.

The subject was cricket--crieket in general,
and the S§t. Jim's match in particular.

Jimmy le\m, as junior captain, was
monarch of all he surveyed when it came
to making up the team for that great match.
B Imlmy was sorupulonely fair. His own
ull side--was represented in
¢ places. Five Modern juniors

i y Dodd’s opision was that five
2 is would have heen cnough, if not
too much, and that the sixth place helonged,
atmost by the laws of Nature, to a Modern.

Ta this contention the Fistical Four re-
plied, with 4mpha=19'

“Fathcad!”

“Modern a

“Duffer!”

“Chump!”

Aud the three Tommics
mhwxed their opinion of the ¥
‘Silly Lmaoon"

1l'y chumps

S¥ahie

Mornington frowned impaticntly. . Not the
glightest notice had heen taken of his
entrance. The Rookwood juniors were too
bhusy slanging onc another. Mornington was
not ,accustomed to being passed unnoticed—
at all events; he had not been accustomed
to it before he came to Rookwood. Since
coming there he had had a good many ex-
periences that hie was not accustomed to.

His frowns passed as unnoticed as his
enteri Neither Classicals nor Moderns had
any eyes for him.

“T don't mind you four being in the eleven,”
said Tommy Dodd. “I admit you can play.”
“Thank you for npothing!” said Jimmy
Silver.
nd Oswald, he’s a good man; and so is
Rawson. But you *t put in hoth Oswald
and Rawson. The sixth place belongs to the
Modern side.”

i“ l{ lt- 1k

“0f course,

simultancousty
stical Four.,

L6

you're captain,”

hered that?”

said Tonuny

asked Jimmy

cket captain ought to have some
sense,” said Tommy Dodd.

“Bure, he ought!” said Tommy Doyle.
“And & skipper 1 the sinse of a bhunny-
rabbit would play six Moderns ont of _eleven.
You see, we want to bate St. Jim's.”

“That’'s it,” said Tommy Cook. bagh & 5= 3
wasn't an imports mateh, it. wouldn’t

a2t mateh,
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matter so much. But we want o beat St.
Jim’'s, and how're we to do that with Classi-
cal duffers crowding good players out of th«

team?”

“Silly

“Look (2}

“I'm putting in you three, and Towle and
Lacy,” said Jimmy Silver. “Can’t do better
than that, and you can go and cat coke,
you Modern duffers!”

“Look here, you chump—--"

“I am waitin’ $o speak to you!” lwpr:{
?ut'£ Mornington, quite losing his patieuce at
ast.

“Wait, then, :mn
Tommy Dodd,

Classical -ass!” snapped
without looking round.

“Qh, join in the chorus, Mornington!”
said Jimmy Silver. ““Go ahead, kid! T sha'n't
hear & word you say, with these duffers
burbling. But go ahead |”

'It s about the cricket.” -

at the thump do you know about

* exclaimed Lovell, in astonishwient.

"l am takin’ vp cricket.”

“How good of you to come and tef! us!”
s:ud Raby. “Good-hye!”

on't give me any impertinence !”

}I.l ha' I'd give you a thick ear for
{iwo pms"’ chuckled Raby. *“Buzz off, you
young ass, and don’t play the giddy ox!”

“I want to speak to you, Silver. It is
important,” said Morhington, tuking no
further notice of Raby.

“Go ahead!” A
. “Yes, let's hear your views on cricket,”
said Tommy Dodil sarcastically “They're
hound to be interesting.”

The Rookwood juniors all looked at Morn-
ington, and grinned. MHe had not shown any
predilection for cricket befere. He was a
slacker, and mveh given to swank, and ahout
the last fellow at Rookwood to make a good
cricketer. This new departure rather amused

Jimmy Silver & Co.

“J have had a letter from my guardian,”
“You may be aware
is a

explained Mornington.
that my guardian, Sir Rupert Stacpoale,
governor of Rookwood.”

“Can’t say I was aware of it,” yawned
Jimmy Silver; “and I don’t care-twopei
anyway.”

“You may be made to care!” growied
ington.

“By gum!” ejaculated Jimmy.

“Go ahead!” said Tommy Dodd cncourag-
ingly. “I'll bave a bob each way on Sir
Rupert Stacpooic!”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“My guardian to take up
cricket.”

“Well, that shows his sense. Better than
hanging about smoking cigarettes and hetting
on geegees—your usual game.”

“That is my business|”

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“Quite so! It's all your business, if you
come to that, and I'm bothered if I can
sce what you're telling me about it for.”

“T have come to you because you are junior
cricket captain. I desirc to play in the
eleven.”

“Go hon!”

“I wish to play
next maten.”

Morn-

wishes me

inst St. Jim's in the

“at  practice,” =said

ROOKWOOD.

2, hat”?

Is and Moderns roared.

2 rnington stared angrily at the merry
juniors,  Apparently he did not see anything
vxtram'dnwry in his request.

‘I have told you what I wish,” he said
angrily. “I am not unsed to havin’ my re-
malks treated in this way.”

“Yon'll get used to it in time,” said Jimmy
W\« r biand!

“Ha, ha, hal?

'\\yll you piay me,

“Not!” said Ji

“Sir Ruper

or will you mot?”
promptly.

X § ole wishes it,” said
Mornington, eyidently under the impression
that tiec mere wisih of a member. of the
governing hody would elinch the matter, and
that Jimmy Silver had nothing left bt to
bow down and obey, with proper meckness.

But Jimmy Silver only chortled.

“Lemme see,” he remarked. “I believe
this chiap Stacpoole i3 a member of the House
of Commaons, isn't he? A rather prominen
politiciani”

- Xea."

“Well, drop him @ line, and tell him-—"
“Yes?” gaid Morningtoun.

“Tell hin to stick to politics, and not to
bother about things he doesn't understand,
like cricket.”

“What!?

“That's all,” said Jimmy. “CGive him my
kind regards when you \ulte. Good-bye !”

Mornington glared at the captain of the
Fourth. He made a stride towards Jimmy
Silver with his hands clenched. But he
pavsed. He had tried that kind of thing
with Jimmy before, with painful results to
himself.

“'liuu will not

play me?” he exclaimed.

darc to disregard a governor of the

< I think T can screw up enough

courage for that if the governor’s ass enough

> in our ericket affairs,” said Jimmy,
ask him to speak to the Head.”

Sl

u« \nu u.li be punished.”

“Ha, hat!”

The juniors ma;md merrily. Mornington’s
idea that he could “carry on ” in tlie Fourth
Form at Rookwood as he had done at home
never ceased to tickle them.

“This chap ought to be on the cinema,”
said Tommy Dodd.- “He’s wasted at Rooke
\\'qud." g

“He was bhorn to he a funny merchant,”
udm'ttfd Jimmy Silver. “He gets richer
Run away and play, Mornington!”

Mo umk 0n's eyes ;,!camed

“Then you will not let me
cricket !” he exclaimed.

“Qh, yes! I'd be glad to-see you turn up
Jimmy- Silver good-
“1'd give you some coaching, if

enter the

naturedly,
you liked.”

“You can do that- when I ask it,” said
Mornington arrogantly.

“Very well, T'Il leave it till then,” said
Jimmy, unmoved,

“You will not pluy me?”

“No, you ass! 3f you show on the crickets
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ground that you're beveer than a chap in
the eleven, you'll be given his place. Not
till- then.”

“Very well. T shall take no further notice
of vour team, bhut shall raise an eleven
myself, captain it myself, and run it quite
independently,” said Mornington.

*Ha, hal”

“f shall issue chaltenges, and fix up
matches, and my eleven will be regarded as
the Junior Eleven of Rookwood. You will not
he allowed to stop me.”

“Bless your little heart, I don’t want to
stop you!” said Jimmy Silver, laughing. “Go
ahead! I'll be jolly glad to see you playing
a decent game, instead of slacking and
_swoking and dodging off to the races on
a half-holiday. But you ean’t call yourself
the Rookwood Junior Eleven. That's us!”

“1 shall do #0!”

“Oh, all right! Do so, and be blowed!”
siid Jimmy Silver. “Now, run away—your
face worries me!”’

You shall suffer for your impertinence!”
said Mornington, between his teeth., My
wnardian—"

“Oh, bless your guardian!”

“He has great influence with thie Head——"

“ Bow-wow!”

“He is chairman of the governors, and can
do—=—==

“Oh, shut up!” >

“1 shall report your insolence to him—"
Jimmy Silver jumped up, quite out of
atience.

Report away!” he said. _“Report at the
ame time that I chucked you out of my
udy on your neck!”

Hands off! I— ARh! OLP*
Mornington went spinning through the
doorway.

Te landed in the passage with a bump.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver slamined the door.

Mornington did not return. In the end
study the argument was resumed, and the
juniors soon forgot all about him. The argu-
ment was warm, and it scemed to consist

chiefly of “Fathead!” “Duffer!” “(lassical-

assl” “Modern worm!” “Yah!”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Mornington’s New Wheeze !
8 NYTHIN’ wrong?”

Townsend of the Fourth asked
that question as Mornington came
into his study. Townsend and Top-

1, the dandies of the Fourth, were there.
vson, the scholarship boy, who shared the
with them, was out. Rawson seldom
stayed in the study excepting to work. He
did not find the society of the elegant
slackers of Rookwood at all congenial.

That something was wrong was evident
from Mornington’s frowning brow, and the
lizsty state of his jacket. Towny and Toppy
heard a bump along the passage, too.
Yes!” snapped Mornington.

. “Sorry!” said Townsend politely.
4 smoke, old chap!”
° Mornington accepted a cigarette.

_“1 want you fellows to back me up,” he
said, as he blew out a little cloud of smoke.

“Any old thing!” said Topham. “If it's
wnother run down to the races, though, you
#4n excuse me. It panned out rather badly
dast time.”

“It isn't that—it's cricket.”

“Oh gad!”

“I've decided to take up cricket,” said
WMornington.  “My guardian wants me to.
Ale’s rather a decent old chap. and always
Aets me do exactly as I like, and I'd like to
piease him.”

*0Oh, quite!” said Townsend, rather sur-

st

“Bave

prised. He had never supposed that Morn-
ington wanted to please anybody but
shimself.

‘Silver won't give me a place in the
“leven.”

“Ahem! Won't he?”

“No. I'm goin’ to raise a new eleven, and
kueck Jimmy Silver's team out,” said Morn-
‘dngton.  “I'm goin’ to make it the Junior
diieven of Rookwood.”

“Oh gad!”

“Smythe of the Shell has tried knockin’
wut 'Si rer’s team,” said Topham. *1t didn’t
WOr
. “Smythe’s a silly ass!” g
‘_x:"‘Well, yes. But how are you goin’ to do
ito

“Pick out the best cricketers I ecan find,
and go ahead.” "

“But—but will they play for you?”

Mornington raised his eyebrows.

“1 suppose so. I'll pay ’em.”

“Pay them!” repeated Townscnd.
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“Yaas!”

“You—you'll offer fellows money to play
for you!”. exclaimed Topham, his eyes open-
ing wide.

“That’s the idea!”

“My word!” .

“1 shall get a good team together, T think
—selected from both Classieals and Moderns,”
salifd Mornington. “I shall ecaptain it my-
self.”

“But—but can you captain a team?”

“Of course I can!”

“I mean, have you tried?”

“Oh, yaas! At home I've played some-
times, when we had a cricket-week. I was
considered rather good.”

“H'm1”

“Anyway, I'm goin’ to try. I've got pots
of money, and that’s the chief thing. I'll
put you fellows in my team for a start, and
then go round lookin’ for recruits.”

“You want me to captain the team?”

“Don’t be an ass, Townsend. I've told you
I'm skipper!”

“Well, I suppose T could play for you,” said
Townsend, with a grin. “You'll play, too,
Toppy, and start the ball rollin’!”

“Oh, certainly!” said Topham.

“That’s all right ”* said Morsington. “You
two, to begin with. I'll soon make up the
cleven, I think. T think I shall be able to
bag some of Siiver’'s men, by offerin’ good
terms.”

“Money, do you mean?”

“Yagsi”
Towngend said no more. He had never
dreamed that even this  purse-proud

“bounder ” could be duffer enough to enter-
tain such an idea. But he did not care to
quarrel with the wealthy Mornington—his
friendship was too valuable for that. He left
it to Mornington to discover his mistake for
himself. He did not think it would take

long. ~

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Recruits Wanted !

HAT evening there were many smiles
and chuckles among the Classical

Fourth of Rookwood School.
Mornington's stated intention of
raising a new Junior Eleven, and putting
Jimmy Silver’s €leven entirely in the shade

was productive of endless mirth.

Mornington had appeared on the ecricket-
ground a few times, but his performances
there had not impressed the Rookwood
fellows with his prowess as a cricketer,

His chief idea seemed to be to take up a
swanking attitude at the wicket, and to be
bowled out first or second ball.

How he would captain an eleven if he got
one together was a puzzle; and how he would
get one together at all was a greater puzzle.

His own friends were mostly willing to join
in the scheme, simply because they had their
own reasons for keeping in with him. Morn-
ington's endless supplies of cash was a horn
of plenty to needy fellows who were not too
particular where their supplies came from.

Most of the Nuts made it a great pomt
to be on good terms with him, and they sub-
mitted to his dictatorial tones, and his almost
insufferable arrogance, for what his friend-
ship was worth to them.

Most of them would have played in his
team, not with any idea of winning matches,
hut simply in order not to part with their

4 born of pleuty.

The difficulty was, that that kind of fellow
wasn’'t worth much as a cricketer.

It was useless to take into the field eleven
fellows who would he bowled without making
runs. Mornington did not wish to provide a
procession to and from the pavilion for the
amusement of a laughing crowd. .

For that rcason he did not ask Smythe &
Co. of the Shell to join his team. He knew
what Adolphus Smythe’s cricket was like—
—very like his own, as a matter of fact,
though he did not realise that.

Peele of the Fourth put his name down:
but that day Mornington’s team consisted of
only three besides himself, and he could not
lay the flattering unction to his soul that
they. were three of the best.

But he was far from being discouraged.

He had always found that “money made
the mare to go.” He had been flattered and
fooled to any extent for his wealth and his
title's sake, and he fully expected the Rook-
wood fellows to be influenced in the same
way.

That evening a notice appeared on the
board in the handwriting of Mornington. It
was read with many chortles by the Classical
juniors,

Tellows gathered before that notice, to

chuckle and grin, as if Mornington were a  “Yow-ow-ow!” mumbled Tubby.

humorist who was labouring solely for thel
entertainment.

The notice ran, in a very elegant hand, and
wéthtcapitals here.and there to add to the
effect:

“NOTICE! :

“Mornington, of the Fourth Form, is

raising a new Junior Eleven, which will be
the official Junior Eleven of Rookwood.

“Cricketers desiring to play in Morning-

ton’s team are requested to apply at Study
No. 4. Generous terms to good players.
* (Signed) MoRNINGTON, Captain.”

“Sure, it takes the cake!” said Flynn.
“The silly spalpeen is going to offer fellows
money to play for him!”

“Out-and-out cad!” said Oswald.

“Purse-proud bounder!” commented Jones

minor. =

“I wonder how many applicants there will
be?” grinned Rawson: “l don’t think there
wiil be a rush.”

“Ha; hat”

“By gum, T'm on this!” ejaculated Tubby
Muffin, the fat boy of the Fourth. *“This is
where I come in! Generous terms to good
cricketers! Well, I'm a good cricketer,
ain't 127

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'm jolly well going to see Morningwon,”
said Muffin defiantly. “I'm geing to play
for him, and some of you fellows will open
your eyes when you see me bowling

“Duck ocur heads, more likely,” chuckled
Rawson.

“Oh, rats!”

Tubby rushed away at-once to Mornington's
study. <

He tound Mornington there, yawning over
his prep. 2

He stared at Tubby far {rom politely when
the fat Classical came in.

“What do you want, you
muifin?” he asked.

“I'm your man!” said Tubby.

“ What?"

“I'm going to join your team.”

“You young ass!”

“Oh, I say!” exclaimed Tubby indignantly,
“Ain’t you advertising for cricketers? I'm
a jolly good cricketer!™

“I'm makin’ up an eleven, not a raree-

young raga-

show!” growled Mornington. “Run away,
and don’t be an ass!”

Tubby glared at him indignantly,

“I tell you I'm a first-rate cricketer. Look

here, if you're going to make up an cleven
vou'll want somebody. Decent fellows won’t
have anything to do with you, you know—
I—I:mean, other decent fellows. ~They'd feel
insulted at your offering ’em money., I happen
to be stony, so—"

“Buzz off!”

“You'd better take me in,” urged Tubby,
“You can’t get any of the good cricketers;
they wouldn't touch your team with a harge-
pole, youn know. Besidés. most of the chaps
can't stand a swanking cad. T can.”

“Qdet out!” shouted Mornington.

“You'd- better think it over,” gaid Tubby
anxiously. “What are _those generous terms
you arz offering?” : :

“Five sghillin’s a week, and a guinea a
match,” said Mornington. “But you're no
good, you fat fool! Clear off!

“Well, T can play quite as well as you can,
vou know. I've seen the fellows simply split-
ting their sides when you've been batting.
Here, I say, leggo my ear!” yelled Tubby.

Mornington did not let go. Tubby’s pain-
ful truths had not pleased him. He twisted
poor Tubby’s ear till the unfortunate Muffin
yelled ‘with anguish.

“Yow-ow-ow-oh!
kick you! Yarooop! Help!”

“Hallo, what's the row?’ said Jimmy
Silver's voice, and he looked into the study.
“Who's committing homicide here?” Jimmy's
brow darkened as he saw Tubby wriggling
in Mornington’s grip. “Let that kid alone
at once, you bullying cad!”

“Mind your own business!” shouted Morn-
ington.

“Let him go!”

“I won't!” :

“Then you'll be made to!" said Jimmy
Silver coolly, and he advanced on Mornington
with his hands up.

Mornington gave him a glare of defiance,
and gave Tubby's ear another cruel -twist,
eliciting a wild yell from Tubby Muftin,

The next instant Jimmy Silver’s grip was
on him,

The weedy, seedy slacker was an infant in
Jimmy Silver's powerful hands. Jimmy
whirled him off his feet and swung him down
on the study table, sending books and papers
and inkpot fiying far and wide. &

“Give

Leggo, you bully! I'll
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him a hiding, Silver! I was only offering to
play cricket for the cad, and he went for me
like_a Prussian! Groooh!”

“Let me go!” shrieked Mornington, strug-
gling furiously. :

Jimmy's strong grip pinned him down te
the table.

“Not just yet,” said Jimmy. “You've got
to learn not to bully little chaps like Tubby,
my son.
twist them. Sauce for the goose
for the gander!”

“Won't I just!” grinned Tubby,

“Gh! " Ah! Yarooch!” roared Mornington,
as 'Tubby grasped his ears, one in either hand,
and twisted them with great vim.

“How do you like it yourseif, youn heast?”
chuckled Tubby.

“Go-it, Tubby!”®

“I'm going it!”

“Yow-ow-ow! Stoppit! Oh, dear!
dare you touch me! Let me go!”

“That’s enough, Tubby!”

“Hadn't I bétter give him some more?
asked Tubby anxiously, “I ain't tired yct,
Jimmy Silver.”

“Ha, ha! No, that will do.”

“Well, just one more twist!”

“Yaroooop!”

“Chuek it!” said Jimmy Silver.
off, Tubby. before I let him go!”

“Oh, rather!” said Tubby promptly;
hie vanished.

Jimmy whirled Mornington off the table,
pitched him into a corner, and walked out
of the study.

He left him panting with rage and rubbing
his ears. His ears had been pulied!

Mornington  was almost more astonishied
than enraged. It seemed really like a bad
dream. It was scarcely credible that his
ears had really been pulled! Rut they had!

is sauce

How

“Now cut

and

THE FOURTH CRAPTER.
Tommy Dodd’s Replyv.

the quadrangle, after mornin
the next day, when
came up.

The three Tommies
smile.

They had heard all about his notice on
the board, and they were greatly interested
in the progress of his new eleven.

“Qetting on rippingly with the ericket?”
asked Tommy Dodd affably. *“Is the new
eleven blooming like a rose?”

“I should like you fellows to play- for me,”
said  Mornington, constraining himself to
speak civilly. S5

Tommy Dodd shook his head sadly.

“We're hooked,” he said, in a sorrowiul
tone, ‘“otherwise we should jump at the
Lhance—simply jump at it—I don't think!”

“I know you're in Silver’s eleven now, I
want you to leave him!”

“Not exactly Silver’s eleven. It's the
School Junior Eleven, and Silver happens to
be the skipper!”

“Well, will you leave it and play for my
team?” said Mornington. “I'll make it worth
your while!”

“You'll shed the ligzht of yer countenance
on us, and allow us to call you Morny ?” asked
Tommy Doyle. with great seriousness.

“You'll let us swank about knowing yon?”
asked Tommy Cook.

Mornington scowled. He was no fool, and
he kffew when his leg was being pulled.

“Look here, come to husiness. You don’t
make anythin’ out of cricket. ‘I'm offerin’
3‘;)11 A'L chance to make somethin’ decent out
of it!”

“Money, of course?” said Pommy Dodd.

“Yaas.”

Cook and Doyle made a movement, but
Tommy Dodd signed to them to he quiet.

“How much?” he asked blandly.

“TFive shillin’s a week regular, and a guinea
for each matech.”

“That's jolly generous!”

“I can afford to be generous,” said Morn-
ington loftily. “I've plenty of tin!”

“Yes, I've noticed that,” assented Tommy
Dodd. “You don’t hide your light under
a hushel where money’s concerped.”

“Well, will you accept the offer?”
Tommy Dodd smiled at his chums.

“Will we accept it, dear boys?” he asked.
“Will we? It’s so ripping of him to offer to
pay us for our services!” >

“The rotten cad——" began Cook.

.“Look here, give me your answer—ycs or
no!” snapped Mornington, “I've no time to
waste on you!”

“That’s where we differ,” said Tommwy Dodd
cheerily. “We’'ve got some time to waste
on you, just to teach you not to be a howl-
ing cad, dear boy. Collar him!}”

with a

him

greeted

Tabby, take hold of his ears and.

“Hands off !
“Duck him in the fountain!” said Tommy

Dodd. “A ducking will cool him. He looks
rather heated!”

“Ha;-ha, -hat’

In the grasp of the three laughing
Moderns, Mornington was rushed to the

fountain in Little Quad, his arms and legs
flying wildly in the air. 2

Splash!

“Gerrroooghh {*

The three Tommies sauntered away, leav-
ing him to wriggle out of the big granite
basin.

He wriggled out, streaming with water,
puffing and blowing, and red with rage.

He shook a dripping fist after the thiree
Tommies, and dashed away towards the
Sehool House. Townsend and Topham met
him in full carcer, and stared at him,

“Ye gods!” said Topham.
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He glared at the Fistical Four, and went
on rubbing.

Jimmy Silver gave him a quiet look.

“I hear you're going to Bootles to sneak
about the Bodern chaps, Mornington?” ha
said. -

“Mind your own business!”

“This is the business of all the Fourth.
You insulted the Modern kids, though you
too utter a cad to understand that, and y
deserve all you've got! You won’t sneak ahout’
them!”

“1 shall
Mornington.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“That's so. I can’t prevent you from sneak«
ing, if you choose. But I promise you, honour
bright, a Form licking if you do! You've
]h_?d that once before, and you know what it's
iket”

do as T choose!” panted

SIRLEPe ‘--\.{\\;\\\\
SR

M. Bootles jumped up in amazement as, Mdrnington dashed into his
study drenched and dripping with water.

“ Biess my. soul! " he ex-~
(See Chapter 4.) {

“Been getting wet?” said Townsehd—rather
a superfluous question. e

Mornington was drenched.

“It’s those Modern cads!” gasped Morn-
ington. “I'm goin’ to Bottles about it!”

“Yes, do,” said Townsend.

Mornington rushed into the House, leaving
his dear friends grinning. =

He never received much sympathy from his
dear friends in his little mishaps. Indeed,
they might have been suspected of enjoying
them.

Mr. Bootles, the master of the Fourth,
jumped up in amazement as Mornington
dashed into his study, drenched and dripping.

“Rless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Bootles.
“ What—what does this mean? What—what?”

“Go and change your clothes at once! You
will catch cold! You carcless boy, you are
spoiling my carpet!"”

“T tell you, sir—"

“Go and change yeur clothes!”

“But I—"

“Will you obey me?” thundered Mr. Bootles.
“Change your clothes immediately, and take
a hundred lines for coming into my study in
that state! Go!”’

The Form-master pushed the drenched
junior out of the study.

Mornington, panting with rage, hurried
away to the Fourth Forin dormitory. He was
beginning to shiver, and his teeth were
chattering.

In the dormitory he tore off his drenched
clothes, and rubbed himself down with a
tewel furiously. Four f looked in at

the doorway while he was so engaged,

claimed. ‘¢ What does this mean boy?’’

“You rotter!”

“Nuff said! If Tommy- Dodd is ealled up
on the carpet, you get a Form licking! " Put
that in your pipe and smoke it!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. walked away without
another word.

Mornington finished rubhbing himseif dry,
changed his clothes, and left the dormitory.
But he did not go to Mr. Bootles’ study. He
knew by painful experience what a Form
licking was like, and he didn’t want to repeat
the experience.

The three Tommies were not called “onj
the carpet,” neither were they approached
with any more of Mornington’s generous
offérs. Places in his eleven were no longer
open to those three humorous youths.
D the progress of Mornington
cricket captain.

Mornington was at least in deadly. earnest

Unfortunately for him, the fellows w
could play cricket were generally fello
who were inclined to knock him down
offering them money for their services.

It soon became clear, even to him, that if
he raised an eleven at all, it would be an
eleven “of sorts.”

But he did not give in. :

He had said that he would raise am cleven,
and he was determined to carry out his
words. And there were fellows on both sides
of Rookwood who were amenable to the cash
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Chaillenge Not Accepted.
URING the next few days Jimmy
Silver noted, with a humorous

as @

for
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irocument, though they were not much in the
cricket line.

Leggett of the ‘\Iojxm side was an early
vecruit. Leggett didn’t care for cricket, but
Lie cared a great deal for money.

For want of - better material, Moerninzten
accepted Leggett, which brought his team
to the number of five, including “himzeli.

Then he accepted the services of Selw;

and Chesney of the Shell, those two memi
(»f the Giddy Goats’ Soeiety having been hard
Lit on a late race, and in need of cash.

Dickinson minor joined up next, and lhhn

Hooker. They took the cricket part he
\’ran"ement as a joke, but the cash ca
very useful to them, W egg of *he Third cams
in next.

The team then numbered ten, but an
eleventh man was sought in vain on hoth sides
ot Rookwood.

At last Mornington accep the se
of Tubby Muffin, that plump youth forgivin
mxd forgetting for the sake ash in hand.

'he eleven was then mmpi z :

The first time it went down practice
half Rookwood went to watch it. There were
shouts of laughter as a reward or the efforts
of Mornington’s team.

The- Fistical Four
watched.

The cricket was a sight, as Jimmy r
marked, for gods and men and little fishe

Half the team were grinuing, quite con-
seious of the show they made, few of them

taking it seriously.

But it was an eleven, at ail events. Morn-
ington had carried out bis threat so far.

Winning matches with such an eleven was
quite a different matter.

Mornington, however, had 2 bigh idea of
Lis powers as a skipper, and did not despair
oi licking his team into shaj

As a matter of fact, he reqit
of licking into shape himseli befon
it to appear in a cricket wmatch.
"n“ever he was quite unaware.

The cleven having been iormed, and hn\wu
tind some practlce, he tooked out for fresn
\w.rxds to conquer.

1is idea of claiming to be the Junior Ele en
of Rookwood, and of sending out chall
40 nughbourmg teams was still in his head.
But he felt that as a preliminary step it
was up to the new eleven to beat Jimmy
Rilver & Co. on the cricket ileld.

Had Mornington known even a little abouv
the great game of cricket, he weuld have
known that his sorry teamn had as much
chince of beating Jimmy Silver & Co. as the
Prussians had of beating the British Army.

But ignorance, as the poet has remarked,
is bliss. Mornington’s idea seemed to be that
with first-rate leadership- ig leadership—the
feam would give a very goed account of
themselves.

Ience he lost no time in iss
to Jimmy Silven

The Fistical Four were diseussing tlm forth-
eoming match with 8t. Jim's one eve
ghe end study, whefn Snnnks of th( 2
arrived, with a letter in his hand and a grin
on his face.

“Hallot What's that?

“Letter from Morning
grinning.

“Put it on thz fire.”

“Don’t you want to read it?”

“No, thanks!”

“Morhingten’s given me a tanner to bring
this,” said Snooks.

“Well, you've earned your
t in the fire.”

Snooks chortled,” and threw the
the fire, and departed from the
chortling.

About ten minutes later
in with a frowning brow.

“1 gent you a letter, Silver!”
“Did you?” yawned Jimn
yeu come and bring your
»ou thumping ass?”

“It was a writéen challen

“You can send as many 1 likn.
boy. They'll all go the same way.,”

“f challenge you to meet my team on the
cricket-fleld!” eXclaimed Mornington,

"Ha ha, hat”

“Don’t be so jolly funny!” urged Raby.
ricket isn’t really & langhing matter. Run

almost wept as they

zood deal
he was
O1 that,

uing a challenge

d Lovell.
said Snocks,

tanner, Chuck

letter into
study, stitl

Mornington came

. bhe exclaimed.
v &

dear

away gnd learn the difference between a
ba ka?d a bowler, and then n to talk
¢ et.”

. “I intend to beat your team, 'md fake
my phce as junior caphm of Roo
Bilver!” exclaimed Moraington arr
’lho Tistical Four roaréd,
.“You are afraid to meet m
“Simply trembling!” s-ud
blandly. “Do I look pals,
THE PENNY PoPULAR.—NOD, »j

gten looked. at the four hilarious
juniors - .with knitted bfows and gleaming
eves,
“Do you refuse my challenge?”’  he
exclaimed.

“Yes, rather!”

“And why?”

“Rather too funny to meet a team like
vours,” grinned Jimmy RSilver. “We're not
exactly anxious to muke &he Junior Eleven
the l'm"hmr'-stoclx of the school by playing
a set of ml\v dummies!”

“1 will force you to meet me!”

“(io hon! Are you going to lick
round?”’ asked Newcome carcasticaily.

Morpington swung out of the study and
slammed the door. The Fistical Four
chuckled loud and longz. But they were not
done with Mornington and his challenge yet.

us all

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wiornington Has His Way.

i EEN the notice, Jimmy?”
Dick Oswald asked the question
as Jimmy Silver eame downstairs.
“ Anything o asked Jimmy. “I
haven't seen it.”
“ Another notice from Mornington, bedad!”
said Flynn.
“Oh, bother Mornington!”
“But it’s about you!”
Jimmy Silver grunted, and walked over to
the notice-board. But he opened his eyes
as he read the paper there, It ran:

“NOTICE O ALL ROOKWOOD!

“J. Silver having refused the challenge
of Mornington’s Eleven to a mateh, is herenw
denounced to all the school as a coward and
no cricketer. Mornington’s Eleven ,is pre-
pared to meef ﬁllurs Elevenr on ‘mv half-
holiday when Silver’s Eleven can pluek up
enough courage.

¢ MORNINGTON."*

Jimmy Silver frowned. -

He jerked the notice from the board, and
tore it into pieces, and walked away with a
moody brow.

Ten minutes later another paper, in the
same strain, was pinned up on the board.
Then Jimmy Silver weat to look for Morn-
ington.

He found him in the Common-room, with
some of his eleven. They grinned at Jimmy
Si!ver.

“Plucked up your courage yet, Silver?”
asked Chesney. -

“Screw it up and try your luck,” advised

LN,::(‘H

HE ve got a bone to pick with you, Morning-
ton,” sam Jimmy 8ilver angnlv “You've
called me names in your precious notice !”

“I've stated the facts,” said Mornington
calmly.

“We]l, if you put that paper on the board
ng‘un you'll get a licking!” said the captain
of the Fourth angrily. “I've bad enough of
your rot!”

“f{ shall put it on again in stronger
language, uniess you accept the chailenge, or

admit that you're a humbug and an im-
postor!” said Mornington coolly.

““What!” yelled Jimmy Silver. ~

“Humbug and impostor !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver clenched his hands.
ington ‘put his hands bchmrl hir.

“I'm not goin’ to fight yvou.” he said. “I've
fought you before, and you've licked me! T
own up to that. But at cricket I can lick
yvou, if you don’t sneak out of the match.
And you're a funk if30u refuse!”

Jimmy Silver pause

He could not punch a fellow who put his
hauds behind him, and there was, as he hud
to admit, a cerfain amount of reason in
Mornington’s new ettitude. The fellow really
fancied that he could heat the Junior
fileven, ahsurd as it was.

“Look here!” said Jimmy, more calmly. “I
can’t meet your elever, because { can't make
the Junior Eleven look silly asses by playing
sucll & mateh. won't lick you, though.
You can go on playing the giddy ox till
you're black in the face. t

And Jimmy stalked away.

The next morning there was a new notice
on the board, couched in the stronger
language ‘\Inmmfrton had referred to. It
ran:

Morn-

“Members of the Junior Eleven are advised
to chuek a skipper who is afraid to mr‘"t a
team that can make rings round him. Morn-
ington, the new junior skipper, is 1.rmared
to accept them in his team.

“Don’t stick to a funk!

* (Signed) MORNINGTON.

Friday.

Jimmy Silver snorted at

sighi of thad

notice, and the other f« ‘4 grinned, won-
dering what the tain of the Fourth
would do.

Jimmy Silver went out into the guad, lool
ing moody. He feit that this kind of ¢
could not be aliowed to go on; but t
seemed no way of stopping it save by pla
ing Mornington's ridiculous team.

And that Jimmv was determined never to
do. As for “hammering > Mov nmgtnn, ltnt
was easy epough; but quite useless iora-
ington was a swanker -and a duﬂc-r, and
several other things, but he had pluck and
detérmination, and any amount of hamier-
in% would not have stopped himn.

ommy Dodd jolned Jimmy Silver
quad, with a grin on his face.

“Seen the new notice?” he ashed,

“Yes!” growled Jimmy Silver,

“What are you going to do about it?”

“Nothing i"

“Tt ou“l\t to he stopped !” gaid

Jnmmy Silver grunted,

“I've got an ide;\,“
iunior.

“Go and boil it!"” said Jimmy ungr
“I've got no use for Modern ide

“You ounght to be glad to hear it, cou-
sidering that you never have an idea of
your own,” urged Tommy Dodsd.

“Look here, you Modern ass—-"

“But it's really a good wheeze!” said
Tommy Dodd. “It will put the stopper on
that, snily ass Mornington!™

in the

Tommy.

pursued the

“Well, get it off your chest!”

“Play them!” said Torumy Dodd.

“Fathead!” howled Jimmy Silver, exasper-
vated. “I'm not going to play Hmu' They

can't play cricket. l'm not -going
the eleven look a set of funny idi
crieket with those thumping duff
“That’s the only way to stop Mornington's
rot!”
“Well, I'm not going
“I haven't told you. the wi o yet It
“Brrr!  Vou're joll) aboub
it!” growled Jimmy SOan’t=you

e
explain instead ef jawing?”

Tommy Dodd proceeded to explain.

Jimmy Silver's face gradually cleared as
he listened. He grinued—and then buvst
into a laugh.

Then he gave Tommy Dodd a hearty U np
on the shoulder.

* “Good for you!” he exclaimed. “Tonping!
How the dickens did a Modern ass come to
think of a wheeze like that?”

“Well, we've got all the brains in Hook-
wood on our side, you know,” said Tonmuay
Dodd modestly.

“Bow-wow! Bat well do it!” said Jimmy,
taughing. “1'll go and tell Morningten at
once that his challenge is acceptedi”

Mornington was lounging in the quadranste
with Townsend and Topham. He guve Jimmy
a supercilions smile as he came -uj.

“Plucked up courage yet?” grinned- Top-
ham.

Jimmy nodded.

““Yes) just got it to the sticking-point,” hie
said calmly. “Your challenge is accepted,
'\[ornm"ton I'll play you on Saturday after-
noon !”

“Good!”
a licking!”

“Yes, [ won't fail to do that,” said Jimmny.
“1 ghall make my will before 1 meet your
team. A chap playing your lot vw)l.M- in
danger of dying of laughing.”

And Jimmy walked away in high
humour, leaving Mornington satisfied. too,
though his friends were looking ratber
dubious. for in Morpington's team hie bim-
self wag the only individunl who imagined
that the new eleven had the slightest zhost
of a chance.

The news soon spread that Morningte
challenge had heen adeepted, and Jimny
Silver was assailed M' Lovell and Raby aod
Newecome and Oswald and Rawon inat vl..
They lcoked inclined to “mop up” >
leader on the spot. ’

“What are you playing at:" roared Lovell
wrathfully. “You're going to take out our
eleven to be cackled at, playing that set of
weird cuckoos!™

“You awful ass!” said Rabhy.
Mornington bamboozle you inte
one-eyed team! You fathead!”

“Keep smiling,” sald Jimmy 8
ingly, “and put your meney on
James!  Uncle Jumes knows
about!”

“Fathead!” said Rawson. “We
a lot of duffers playing them.
know one end of the bat from tht other!

“Quite so!”

“Hark at him!" gazped Lovell.

said Mornington. “Look out for
-]

goed-

'S

“You've

led
H

“guite ol

%
i
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And he's asking us fo play them! Well, I'm
standing out!”

“Quite so!” said Jimmy, unmoved.
feaving you eut, Lovell!” =

“You can leave me out too!” growied Raby.

“Me, too!” said Newcome,

“Y'm going to,” said Jimmy.

“Make a clean sweep and leave us all out,”
sajd Rawson sareastically.
_“Just what I'm going to do!” said Jimmy
Silver cheerfully. “I'm playing Tommy Dodd
—it was his idea.”

“And who are playing
Dodd?” demanded Oswald.

Jimmy Silver smiled.

“Nobedy!” he said serenely.

His chums stared hlankly for a mowent,
Then the “wheeze ” burst upon them, and
they yelled,

“I'm

hesides Tommy

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Remarkable Match.
ORNINGTON led his merry men to
. the ericket-ground on Saturday
afternoon with a lofty stride.
He was in high feather.

He had forced Jimmy Silver to accept his
challenge—or he believed he had—and with
his marvellous powers of leadership he was
going to lead his scratch eleven to dis-
tinguished vietory. That was how he looked
at it. His team looked at it in a rather
different light. They feclt that they were
being led like lambs to the slaughter.

Stumps were pitched at two o’'clock.
Mornington & Co. were quite ready. Promptly
as two rang out from the clock tower on the
Modern side, Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd
came down the field in flanuels, with their
bat® uwnder their arms.

Lovell and Raby and the rest came after
them, but not in flannels. They gathered with
the other spectators on the ground. There
were a good many spectators. The Rookwood
junjors took the affair humorously, and they
did_not -wish to miss the entertaining sight
of Mornington’s eleven playing cricket.
“Ready?” asked Mornington, as Jimmy
Silver came up, smiling.

“Quite!”

“Your team isn't here,” said Townsend.

“Yes, it is!”

“Where?” s

“Here,” said Jimmy Silver, tapping Tommy
Dodd on the shoulder. *Here’s my team!”

“Dodd! But the rest?” asked Mornington
puzzled.

“There isn't any rest,” said Jimmy Silver
calmly, “I'm playing nine men short!”

“Nine men short!” yelled Mornington.

¥ om??

“You silly ass, you can't—you shan't—"

“I can please myself, I suppose?’ said
Jimmy Silver. “All my other men are
crocked. They saw you playing cricket yester-
day, and it was too much for them.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, if you're going to play the
fool—" began Mornington furiously.

“Exactly—or, to be more correct, eleven
fools!” said Jimmy Silver agreeably. -

: Some of the new eleven grinned sheepishly.
.ﬁpme of them, at least, knew that Jimmy
Silver and Tommy Dodd could have played
the heads off the whole team, twice over,

Mornington was red with anger,

The crowd had caught on now, and there
was a roar of laughter all round the cricket-
field. The idea of a team of two playing a
cricket match struck the Rookwood fellows
as comie, .

“I won't play you on those terms!"” shouted
Mornington.

Jimmy shrugged his shoulders.

“You play us on those terms or not at
all,” he said. “I can bring any team I choose
into the field, I suppose? 1If you beat my
team, you're the Junior Eleven of Rookwood.”

“Certainly!” said Tommy Dodd, with 2
grin.  “Beat us, and you can swank no end.
There's a temptation for you, Morny!”

Townsend pressed Mornington's arm,

“Play them, you ass!” he whispered. “We
might pull it off, and lick them--we might,
on those terms. If they're licked, they're
licked ¥

Mornington calmed down. He realised that
a victory was a victory, and would count as
such, even though brought about -simply by
Jimmy Silver’s sense of humour.

“Mind you stick to that!” he said, “You
can play any team you like; but when you're
beaten, you're heaten!”

“Right as rain!”

“And then we're the acknowledged junior
team of Rookwood?”

“Certainly, so far as I'm concerned—when
you've: beaten us!” said Jimmy Silver
sweetly.

“Then it’s a go!”

“Good! We're ready to begin when you
are!”

The two skippers tossed for innings. Morn-
ington had the luck, and he clected to bat
first.

He opened the innings with Selwyn of the

Shell. Jimmy Silver went on to bowl against
Mornington. Tommy Dodd went into t_,hc
field. 'The sight of a single fleldsman doing

all the iielding on his own made the Rook-
wooders roar. -

But Mornington's team were leoKing on
with revived hopes. That they could have
beaten Jimmy Silver's Eleven they did not
think for a moment; but they believed they
had a chance of heating a team of two. At
all events, they hoped so.

“@Go it. Jimmy!" sang out Lovell,

Jimmy Silver, the champion junior bowler
of Rookwood, could have caused anxiety
ceven to such bats as Bulkeley and Neville of
the Sixth. It was child’s play to him to mow
down wickets like Morniugton’s.

The ball came down to Mornington, who
swiped at it, intending it to be a “sixer.”

“It wasn't a “sixer Tor his bat did not
touch the ball at all, but deseribed a circle
in the air, and he .very nearly sat down on
the wicket. But the wicket was already
down, the bails scattered far and wide.

“How's that?” chirruped Jimmy Siiver.

“Ha, ha,! Outl”

“What price ducks’ egg
of the Sccond.

Mornington glared at his wretehed wicket,
and glared along the piteh at the smiling
Jimmy. He gripped the cane handle of the
bat, as if he would have liked to lay it abont
the captain of the Fourth—as was indeed the
case. Then he walked ofi with a black brow,
and Townsend came in.

Townsend meant to do his best. Only a
little luck was required to heat a team of
two.

But there was no luck for Tewny. = A ball.
hot as a bullet irom a rifle, knocked his
wicket to pieces in-a- twinkling. There was
a laugh from the crowd, and Townsend went
out with pink cheeks.

After Townsend came Topham, Wegg,
Chesney, and Leggett in turn.  Each of them
stayed long enough at the wicket to have his
stumps knocked over.

. “The double hat trick!” grinned Lovell.
“Oh, my hat! Good old Jimmy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tommy Dodd, in the field, had bis hands in
his pockets. His hands were not wanted.
He knew that the duffers would never score a
hit against Jimmy Silver’s bowling. Indeed,
he was laughing too heartily to make catehes,
even if they had come his way.

“Qver!” grinned the umpire.

The “fleld 7 crossed over,

Tommy Dodd took the ball at the other
end, and Jimmy Silver went into the field,
smiling serenely.

Mornington, with a face which Raby likened
to that of a demon in a pantomime, stood
looking on from the pavilion. It was a single-

shiricked Snooks

innings matceh, 20 his chances of distinguishing”
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himszelf as a batsman were gone for ecver.
Phe victory he had promised himself was
gone {rom his gaze like a beautiful dream.
His feelings were Hunnish as he looked on.

Tommy Dedd gave Selwyn a fast ball,
which Selwyn played in vain. It curled under
his bat, and knocked his middle stump cut
of the ground.

“Next man in!” chortled Lovell,

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Tubby Muffin came in. His leg-stump was
nearly lifted away hy the next ball, and
Tubby grinned and rolled away., He had
carned his guinea easily, and that was all
the cheerful Tubby cared about.

Peele was the next victim, clean bowled.
Then eame Dickingon minor, sharing his fate,
leaving Hooker at the bowler’s eand, not out.

The innings was over.

“All down for nix!” chuckled Lovell, as the
score went up—a big round 0.

Mornington’s face was a study.

Jimmy Silver and Tomimy Dodd came off
the field, lounging carelessly and smiling
sweetly.

“Nothing wanted to tie, and one {o win!”
grinned Oswald. “Poor old Mornington!
Look at his chivvy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We're ready for our innings, Mernington,
when you're ready to go into the field!” said
Jimmy Silver cheerily. “Buck up! You may
make a draw of it yet, ii we do no hetter
than you've done!”

Tommy Dodd exploded into a8 cachinnation
at the idea of such a “draw.”

Mornington clenched his fist; but he un-
cienched it again, and nodded sullenly, and
fed his merry men into the field.

Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd went to the
wickets, watched with great clee by a grin-
ning crowd. More than half Rookwood I
gathered to wateh that amazing match, ang.
there were loud chortles on all sides. 3

Townsend was put on to howl, ag
'Lrorgmy Dodd. Towny did his best—his very
hest. s

But a dozen Townies could not have taken
Tommy Dodd’s wicket.

The Modern junior smiled, and knocke:t
away the ball. The field went racing, and the
two batsmen crossed the pitch.

The ball came in seconds too late. -The
batsmen could have taken another run if they
had wanted it. But they didn’t want it.

The match was won.

Therc was a roar of laughter over the
victory. Morningtoir shook his fist at Jimmy
Silver, and strode oif the field, followed by
vells of merriment. Jimmy Silver and Tommy
Dodd strolled off, alter that very briel
innings. g

“Looks like a win for us—what!” smiled
Jimmy Silver. “Terrific game—what!*

S e chilh

Mornington strode away, his brow hlacil
and his eyes glinting. Even he had nevet
been made to look so utterly ridiculous be-
fore. After him went his team, There wad
a guinea due to each of that remarkabig
collection of cricketers, and they meant that?
Mornington should pay wup. There was &
sound of loud voices and scuffling in Morning~
ton’s study shortly afterwards, which looked
#s if he had some intention of “bilking ” his
cricketers. If so, he was persuaded to do
otherwise—for the players came away witht
their cash, and Mornington was left to sorh
himself ont, in a very dusty and breathlecs
state.

It was the first and last appearance of
Mornington's Eleven in the field. Only on
that solitary occasion did it dawn, in ail
its -glory, upon Rookwood. Then, laughed
out of existence, it disappeared.

But it was a long “while before Rockwood
ceased to chuckle over the result of Morning
ton’s Challenge.

THE EXD.
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