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GOOD-BYE TO DR. CHISHOLM.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Startling News!

UFFIN of the Fourth burst into the
Common-room on the Classical side
at Rookwood breathless with
excitement.

“Have you heard the ncws, you chaps?”
gasped Muffin.

_"“An extra half-holiday?” yawned Jimmy
Silver. : >

“Holiday be blowed!” said Mufin warmly.
“Bomething rather more important than
that. The Head’s going!”

“What?” /

“The Head!”

“@Going!”

Muftin of the Fourth
making a sensation.

The Classical juniors gathered round him
on all sides. :

“He’s going!” repeated Mufiin. “I've just
heard Mr. Bootles tell Bulkeley so. Bontles
looked awfully bothered, and old Bulkeley
-looked quite down in the mouth, you know.
The Head's going!”

“Resigned?” asked Lovell.

“No; sacked!”

Muflin of the Fourth liked to cause a sensa-
tion. He looked round triumphantly as he
made that statement. There was no doubt
that it caused a sensation. The idea that
Dr. Chisholm, the revered Head of Rook-
wood, could possibly be “sacked ” had never
entered the minds of the Rookwood fellows.
To them the Head had seemed a perma-
nent institution.

“Sacked!” yelled Flynn.

“The Head sacked!” cjaculated Raby.

“Rats!”

*“Spoof !”

“Bonnet him!” said Newcome.
irg our leg! Bonnet him!”

“Here, I say, hold on!” exclaimed Muffin,
in alarm. “It’s true—honest Irjun! Bootles
told Bulkeley so!”

“Did he use the word ‘sacked’?” grinned
Jimmy Silver.

“Well, not exactly that wopd,” said Muffin
cantiously. “But that’s what he meant. He
said that the governing board had requested
the Head to resign, on account of having
administered unjustifiably severe punishment
to a certain Rookwood boy. You know
Bootles puts in long words. But he meant
¢ sacked.’*

“Gammon !” said Oswald.

“Well, you'll jolly soon see!” said Muffin.
“I'he Head’s going this evening—soon, I

had succeeded in

“He's pull-

think. Bootles is going to the station with
him. The new Head’s coming this evening,

too, and the school will he handed over to
him. Chap named Scroop, selected by the
governors to take the Head's place. I wonder
what he’ll be Jike? The Head’s rather a

beast in some things, hut we might go farther

and fare worse.” : :

“We might,” agreed Jimmy Silver. “Thzs
is jolly bad news, if it's true! The Head’s
a jolly good chap—for a headmaster!” :

“But they wouldn't sack the Head for lick-
ing a chap,” said Lovell. “It must be all
rot! Besides, who’s the chap?” =

“Mornington! Morunington was flogged!
said Raby.

Jimmy Silver started a little.

“My hat!” he exclaimed. “You remember
Mornington’s gas when he was flogged. Hje
said the Head would have to go. His uncle’s
chairman of the governors. Mornington’s hqd
a hand in this!”

“The uncle must be as big a cad as the
nephew, in that case!” growled Lovell.

“Let's go and see Mornington. He may
know all about it,” said Oswald. *If he's had
a hand in it, we'll scrag him!”

“Good egg!”

Mornington, the dandy of. the Fourth, was
not in the Common-room. There was a rush
to his study in the Fourth Form passage.

The junicrs Lad little doubt that Morning-
ton knew something about the exciting event.
His uncle, Sir Rupert Stacpoole, was chairman
of the governing hoard, and the-dandy of the
Fourth had openly declared that the Head

would have to go for administering that
flogging. The juniors had grinned at the
threat, but it really looked now as if

Mornington had known what he was talking
about.

Jimmy Silver tapped at his door, and
opened it. .

There was a haze of cigarette-smoke 4n the

study. . =
Morny & Co. were enjoying themselves
after their own fashion. Townsend and

Topham of the Fourth, and Smythe and
Howard of the Shell, were in the study. The
Nuts of Rookwood- were all smoking. They
were also chatting and smiling, as if over
something very entertaining. Mornington
looked at the crowd of juniors in the doorway
with an insolent smile.

“8o you fcllows haye
Townsend.

And the Nuts chuckled in chorus. .This
example of the power of their pal “bucked
the Nuts very much. Mornington was a great
man in the eyes cf his pals that day.

“We've heard,” said Jimmy Silver. “Muffin
says the Head’s going.”

Mornington nodded.

“He’s goin’, right enough!”?

“Do you know anything about it2”

“¥aast ;

“Well,- what do you ‘know?”
Lovell.

“I know that Dr. Chisholm’s sacked,” said

heard?” grinned

demanded

- RULED

- BYA .

TYRANT!

A MAGNIFICENT
LONG COMPLETE
STORY DEALING
WITH THE
ADVENTURES OF .
JIMMY SILVER &
CO., THE CHUMS
OF ROOCKWOOD.

Mornington coolly. “I told you so days ago.
He's sacked for floggin® me!”

“You asked for that flogging,” said Jimmy
Silver.

Mornington shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, I said I'd make him sorry for it,
and I have!” he retorted. “But you needn’t
mind; the next Head will be a change for the
better. I know Scroop.”

“Oh, you know him?”

“Old friend of mine,” yawned Mornington.

“What a rippin’ time we’re goin’ to have!”
chortled Topham. “Morny’s old friend won't
come¢ down heavy on Morny’s pals.”

“You can rely on that,” said Mornington.
“Some cads who have been up against nie can
look out for squalls, though! I haven't
forgotten !”

Jimmy Silver looked steadily at the dandy
of the Fourth.

“I don’t know whether you're gassing, or
whether you're telling the truth for once,” he
said. “But you're bragging of having got the
Head sacked, and that’s enough. Gentle-
men, chaps, and fetlows, I suggest showing
these rotters what we think of them!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Collar the smoky beasts!” shouted Lovell.

“Hands off I yelled Mornington, starting to
his feet. “Mind, I'll have you flogged when
Scroop comes! I'll have you sacked—
yarooooh !”

He had no time for more.

The indignant juniors swarmed iute the
study, and the Giddy Goats of Rookwood were
collared without ceremony. Townsend gave a
dreadful gurgle as his cigarette went into his

mouth. Mornington descended upon his
cxpensive study carpet with a resounding
bump. —Smythe made a spring for the door,

and tripped over Raby’s foot and rolled over.
The next few minutes seemed to the un-
fortunate Nuts like a dozen earthquakes
rolled into one. -
When Jimmy Silver & Co. streamed out of

the study they™ left - five gasping and
dishevelied fellows sprawling on the floor,
amid overturned {furniture and scattered
cigarettes.

Morningten sat up and panted.

He had becn looking forward to a great
time under the reign of his old friend, the
new Head of Rookwood. This was not a very
promising beginning.

“OCh, gad!” groaned Adolphus Smythe,
sitting up feebly. “Oh, gad! Yow-ow-ow!"

“Groogh!” moaned Townsend.

“Never mind!” said Mornington, between
his teeth. “Wait till Scroop comes! They'll
change their tune then! -Let ’em wait!”

But the Nuts only groaned. Even the
prospect of dire vengeance in the near future
could not quité console them.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.,
Under a Cloud !

R. BOOTLES, the master of the
Fourth, wore a worried look as
Jimmy Silver entered his study. a

“ little later. Jimmy noted it at

The Form-master passed his band over
at the

once.
his. brow, and looked inquiringly
captain of the Fourth.

“Yes, yes,”what is it, Silver—what, what?”
.said Mr. Bootles.

“If you please, sir, we've heard some very
surprising news,” said Jimmy Silver respect-
fully. *Is it true that the Head is going?

“Yes, Silver. » The whole school will know
it shortly,” said Mr. Bootles, with a sigh.
“You must not suppose, however, that any
blame attaches to Dr. Chisholm. Neither is
his resignation permanent, 1 trust and
believe. The fact is, there<ds a misapprehen-
sion on the ﬁ)art of the governors.”

“Is that all, sir?” asked Jimmy, relieved.

“It is, however, of a somewhat serious
"unature,” said Mr. Bootles. “It appears that
Mornington, who was flogged recently, com-
plained to his guardian, and paid him a visit
shortly afterwards to repeat his complaints.
Sir Robert Stacpoole took a serious view of
the matter, and called a meeting of the
governors. I understand that there was a
prolonged discussion, and the result was that
the Head ‘was called upon to resign his post
here while an inquiry is hold. Meanwhile, a
temporary headmaster will take his place. I
hope and believe that the matter will be
settled in a satisfactory way. Meanwhile,
the Head is leaving.” .

“To-day, sir?” -

“Yes; very shortly, The new headmaster
arrives to-day,” said Mr. Bootles. "“You may
awquaint your Form-fellows with these details,
Sitver.” - - . <

And Mr. Bootles made a gesture of dis-
missal.

Jimmy Silver left the study, with knitted
brows.

It was clear now that the departure of the
Head was Mornington’s work; that he had
been successful in carrying out his threat.

Jimmy knew that several members of the
governing board were absent. It was prob-
able that the few who remained, and who had
constituted the meeting, were friends of the
chalrman, and under his influence. Doubtless
the most had bheen made of Mornington’s
flogging; which had certainly heen severe,
though not a whit more severe than he had
deserved.

Jimmy could understand the pain and
humiliation the governors’ decision must have
caused to the Head. True, his resignation
was only temporagy,” and the chances were
that he would he reinstated  in all honour.
But he was going now, under a cloud, after
many years of good service at the old school.

The juniors, naturally, did not come much
in contact with the Head, and he was a some-
what awful personage in their eyes. They
knew him as a just, if somewhat severe,
master. The bare idea of his being “sacked »
by the influence of the cad of Roskwood made
them boil with indignation.

A crowd of fellows were awaiting Jimmy at
the end of the passage, eager for news.

- “Well, what does Bootles say?” asked a
- dozen voices.

“It’s true,” said Jimmy. And he explained
what the Fourth-Form master had told him.

“It's rotten!” said Lovell. “So it was that
;}ad ‘ttl'mt's done it! We'll make him sit up
or it!”

“He's more likely to make us sit up, if a
friend of his is going to be headmaster,” said
Rawson. 1

“That’s swank, most likely.”

“More likely true. His uncle's appointed
the man, most likely. And it’s clear that
Mornington knows him.”

“It’s a rotten shame!”

“Who’s coming to the station to see the
Head off?” asked Jimmy Silver. “I think
it’s up to us to let him know we're sorry
he's going.”

“Hear, hear!”

“We’ll give him three cheers on the plat-
form,” satd Jimmy. “Then he'll know that
we're sorry to lose him.”

“Good egg!”

Jimmy’s idea was acted upon at once.
Jimmy cut over to the Modern side to apprise
Tommy Dodd & Co. of the idea. The Modern
juniors entered into it heartily,

Quite an army of Rookwood juniors
marched out of the gates. The car had come
round to the Head’s house to take him to
the station, and it was clear that his depar-
ture would not be long delayed.
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There were fifty or sixty juniors in the
crowd that marched into Coombe, and took
up a position outside the little station.

The Nuts of Rookwood were not among
them. But Mornington and his friends were
in a very small minority.

The buzz of a motor-car was heard in the
old village street. -

“Here he comes!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Now, you cheer when I raise my hand. All
together, mind!”’ :

“Right-ho !” =

The car stopped’ outside the station.
Jimmy Silver ran forward to open the door,
and the Head stepped out.

Dr. Chisholm was looking a little pale and
harassed. He seemed surprised at the sight
of the crowd of Rookwood juniors.

“What does this mean?” he said. Mr.
Bootles, who followed him from the car,
blinked at the juniors in astonishment.

“It’s a—a send-off, sir,” said Jimmy Silver,
hesitating a little. ¢We're all sorry you're
going, sir. We hope you'll soon come back.”

The Head smiled slightly.

“Thank you, Silver! Thank you all, my
boys!"

He passed with Mr.
Bootles.

Jimmy raised his hand.

A thunderous cheer broke
every echo of the old street.
. Dr. Chisholm started, and  frowned a
little. Then he smiled, and raised his hat to
the Rookwood crowd, and disappeared into
the station. And another tremendous cheer
followed him in.

into the station

forth, awakirig

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The New Head.

6 HAT is all this?”
A man bad stepped from. the
: station entrance as the Rook-

wood junlors delivered their last
salvo of cheering.

The Rookwooders
until he spoke.

He was a tall, thin man, with a silk hat
and a buttoned black coat that made him
look taller and thinner. His face was hard
and cold, with small eyes like points of
steel, and a very square jaw. ;

He looked over the Rookwood crowd with
a frowning brow.

Jimmy Silver stared at him.

The question, from a perfect stranger,
seemed to savour of impertinence.

“Did you speak to me?” he asked.

“To all of you. You are Rookwood bhoys,
I presume?”

“Oh, yes!” 3

“Then what does this unsecmly crowd and
disturbance mean?"

“I don't quite see what it matters to you,
sir,” said Jimmy Silver, puzzied and annoyed.

“What!"”

“What the dickens business is it of yours?”
demanded Lovell, more bluntly.

“I am your headmaster!” thundered the
stranger.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Jimmy.

“Great Scott!”

had not noticed him

“You—you are Mr. Scroop!” exclaimed
Raby.

“1 am Mr. Scroop!”

“I—I beg your pardon, sir!” stammered

Jimmy. “Of course, I didn’t know you.”

Jimmy was dismayed.

The hard, cold face and metallic eyes of
the new headmaster were not reassuring.
Mr. Scroop looked as if he would have made
a first-rate slave-driver. But he was, not
very prepossessing as a headmaster for
Rookwood.

Evidently he had arrived in the train which
was to bear away the former headmaster.

The two gentlemen had not encountered,
however. Dr. Chisholm had not cared to re-
main to hand over the school to his successor.
He had left that task to Mr. Manders, the
senjor master.

Mr. Bootles came out of the statien, looking
decidedly glum.

He, too, was unaware so far of the arrival
of the new Head. He did not glance at Mr.
Scroop till that gentleman’s loud and dis-
agreeable voice drew his attention.

“If this is an example of the manners of
Rookwood, I can see that I shall have much
to alter there,” said Mr. Scroop. “What do
you mean by gathering in a disorderly crowd
in the street, and making that disturbance?”

“We weren’t making a disturbance, sir,”
said Jimmy Silver.

“Then what were you decing?”

“Seeing our headmaster off, sir.”

“Indeed!” That is no excuse for disorderly
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behaviour.

hundred lines.”

“Ohi”

“Excuse me, sir,” said Mr. Bootles,

approaching the stranger. “Am I to under-
stand——" _

Mr. Seroop looked at him sharply.

“Are you a Rookwood master?”

“I am master of the Fourth Form.”

“I am your new headmaster. Are any of
the boys of your Forin in this disorderty
crowd?”

Mr. Booties seemed almost “floored ” by
the grim and uncompromising manner of the
new Head.

““Ye-es,” he said feebly. *“A large number
of my Form are here, Mr. Scroop.”

“Then I cannot compliment you on the
state of discipline in your Form.”

“Indeed!”

“No, siv. Your name—-"

“I am Mr. Bootles.”

“Very well, Mr. Bootles, I shall expect a
change in the behaviour of the Fourth
Form.”

“Indeed!” said Mr. Bootles again, more
drily than before.

“Yes, indeed. T understand that Dr.
Chisholm has gone?”

“He has just left by train.”

“A  most extraordinary proceeding!”
snapped Mr. Scroop. “I should have ex-
pected him to remain at the school until 1
arrived!”

“Indeed!”

“Mr. Bootles, kindly see that these hoys
return to the school at once, and that they
perform the tasks I have already set them!”

“Very well, sir.”

Mr. Scroop turned away, and a deep grean
from the crowd of juniors followed him. He
swung back with a frowning brow.

“What—what i3 this? Who made that
sound?"

Bilence.

“80 this i3 how the boys of your Form
are instructed to treat their headmaster, Mr.
Bootles?”

“Really, sir——" :

“I shall make a change,” said the new
Head grimly. “Every boy here - has his
imposition doubled. Now go!”

The juniors went. 5

They marched home to Rookwoed in a
Hunnish frame of mind.

They had not expected the new Head to
equal their old headmaster, but he had come
as a most unpleasant surprise to them.

Jimmy Silver Co. had certainly done
no harm in secing their headmaster off at
the station, but they returned to Rookwood
the richer by two hundred lines cach.

No wonder there were dark looks among
them, and a considerable amount of growling.

Mr. Bootles walked with the juniors, with
a very unhappy expression con his face.

The Fourth Form-master had been on
agreeable terms of friendship with the Head
of Rookwood. That pleasant relationship was
evidently at an end.

There was not likely to be anything agree-
able in his connection- with the new head-
master.

The party arrived at Rookwood, and Mr,
Bootles went at once into his study. The
juniors gathered in groups to discuss the
new situation.

Mornington and his friends were lonnging
in the doorway of the School House. In
spite of the recent ragging, Morningten
seemed to be in great spirits.

Jimmy Silver Tooked at him darkly.

Mornington was there to await the arrivai
of the new headmaster. The story of what
had happened at the station seon spread
through the school, and fellows gathered
round to see the new Head when he came
in.

Mr. Scroop came in the car which bhad
taken Dr. Chiskolm to the station.

The car stopped outside the School House
and all eyes were fixed upon the tall, thin
figure of the new Head as he alighted.

“Oh, my hat! What a chivvy!” murmured
Dickinson minor. .

“Blessed gargoyle!” muttered Hooker.

Those remarks were not loud enough for
the new Head to hear, however. The juniors
“capped " him very respectfully as he came
up the steps.

The frown that seemed habitual to Mr.
Scroop’s brow was still lingering there.

It cleared a little, however, at the sight
of Mornington.

Mornington approached the new Head with
a confident smile.

“Ah, it is you, Mornington!” said Mr.
Scronn, sraking hends with the junior. “f
am glad to see you!”



He passed on into the house without so
much as a nod to anyone else.

Mornington looked triumphantly at
friends.

“What was I tellin’ yon?” he remarked.

l"goomy for us!” grinned Smythe of the
Shell.

Jimmy Siiver & Co. looked disgunsted.

Mornington’s boast that the new Head was
his old friend was evidently not *“swank,”
after all.

The dandy of the Fourth was looking for-
ward to a  *“good time.” Doubtless his
expectation was well founded.

“We're goin' to celebrate this!” grinned
Mornington. “Nothin’ to be afraid of now,
my infants!”

The Fistical Four went to the end study
to write their lines in a mood of dismay.
They could forsee that a change was to
come over the old school under the rule of

his

Mornington’s old friend; Mr. Seroop. And
they were right.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER. -

Caught in the Act!

EFORE the new headmaster had been
a couple of days at Rookwood the
chums of the Fourth found all their
forebodings fulfilled.

Matters had changed under the new Head
with a vengeance. :

Lovell remarked that Mr. Seroop ought to
have been born a Prussian, and that he must
have been horn in England by mistake,

Nothing, certainly, could have been more
Prussian than the methods of the new Head.

The Rookwooders were not long in dis-
covering that Mr. Scroop was a tyrant, who
delighted in the exercise of tyranny.

He had his own ideas about. schoo! disci-
pline, and " his ideas were worthy of a
Prussian pedagogue.

At Rookwood canings were not common,
and floggings were of a very rare occurrence ;
but Mr. Scroop had changed all that.

On his second day at the school there was
a- flogging, the vietim being Flynn of the

Fqurt,h, who had unfortunately landed a
ericket-ball  through the Head's study
window. :

Certainly, Dr.  Chisholm would have

administered punishment in such a case, but
;n, ﬂl%ggmg was out of all proportion to the
ault,

The Rockwood fellows realised that it ve-
hioved them to be very careful indeed, and
to_give no excuse to the tyrant, wh was
evidently on . the look-out for excuses to
administer severe punishment.

On more than one occasion the new Head

stepped inte the Form-rooms and took the.

management of the class out of the hands of
the Form-masters. On such occasions faults
were certain to be found, and punishments to
be administered.

The masters chafed under this interference
43 much as the pupils did.

Mr. Manders, of the Modern side, was the
only master who appeared to pull well with
the new Head. He was a man after Mr.
Scroop’s own heart.

While Jimmy Silver & Co. were “minding
their p’s and g’s 7 with unusual eare, it was
curious that Mornington was more reckless
than ever. :

The cad of the Fourth had always been
reckless, and under Dr. Chishobm's rale his
recklessness had brought him some severe
punishments.  But whatever restraint the
fear of punishment had exercised was gone
now.

The little smoking-parties in his study
had been held “under the rose”; hut now
the dandy of the Fourth seemed quite care-
less of discovery.

His friends, relying upon his fmfluence with
thlq Head, became almost ds reckless as him-
self.

Jimmy Silver & Co. observed it, and won-
dered what would come of it.

Although Mornington was the Head's
favourite, it hardly secemed possible that Ar.
Scroop could allow him to defy the rules
of the schoel with impunity.

It was on the third day after the new
Head's arrival that the matter was put to
the test.

A select party of the Giddy Goats were
celebrating in Mornington’s study.
were “keeping it up ” in unusual style, and
the smell of tobacco penetrated from the
study into the passage. Voices could be
heard from the study, making such remarks
as “Your deal!” or “Nap!”

“Those silly asses will find themselves in
trouble if a prefeect happens to come along!”

They j

-—is The *““GEM”’ Library.

grunted Lovell
Jimmy Silyer. :
“1 wonder!” said Jimmy.
“Suppose Bulkeley came up—-"
“Mornington knows lie might,” said Jimmy

as lie paszed the door with

Siiver. *“He's counting on the Head protect-
ing him!”
*“Scroop couldn't be such a rotter!”

“Y don't know.”

“Ay hat!” murmured Lovell, looking back
as they reached the end study. *Blessed if
Buikeley isn’t there!”

P heyte

The captain of Rookwood
along the passage.
passing the door
Mornington’s
within:

“Let's mike it poker!
a kid's game!”

Bulkeley seemed rooted to the floor.

He sniffed

“By jingo!” be exclaimed.

“Now look out for the fireworks,”
mured Lovell.

Bulkeley scized the door-handle and flung

was coming
He stopped as he was
ol Mornington’s study.
voice came floating from

I'm tired of nap—

mur-
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Mornington stfuggled fiercely ‘in the door-
way and the passage. Bulkeley uttered a
S{lfﬂ‘p exclamation as a heel hacked his
shin.

“By Jove!”

He shook the junior like a rat, till his
teeth almost rattled. Then, with a arip-
like iron on his collar, he marched him
forcibly away to Mr. Bootles’ study, followed
by Townsend and Topham.

THE FiIFTH CHAPTER.
Beforo the Head!
< R. BOOTLES started to his feet as
i the breathless, furious junior was
l. bundled into his study. Bulkeley:
released him there, and Morning-
ton stood panting.

“Bless my soul! What is the matter?” ex-

claimed Mr. Bootles.

“1 thought ¥ bad better bring this young
rascal to you, sir,” said the prefect.
found him gambling
study.”

“Goodness gracions!™

“Thave

and smoking in his

plussed for the mioment.

‘The whole team walked off the field in a body.

Mornington looked non-

Not a single member of the Classical Team was
willing to play under his lead!

(See Chapter 6.)

the door open, and strode into the study.
The room was hazy with smoke.

Mornington and Townsend and Topham
were seated round the table, with cigar-
cttes in their lips and cards in their hands.

Townsend and Topham dropped the cards
as if they had become suddenly red-hot
at the sight of the captain of the school.

AMornington went on dealing with perfect
calmness. P

Raseal as he was, the dandy of the Fourth
had an iron nerve.

Bulkeley stared
iuniors.

“Card-playing,” he ejaculated, “and smok-

Well?

Pake a hand?” asked Mornington affably.

“What!”

“Give Bulkeley a chair,

Townsend did not move.

Bulkeley's face hecame crimsqn with anger.
He strode towards Mornington, grasped him
by the collar, and whipped bim out of his
chair.

“Haunds off " shouted Mornington.

“You'll come with me,” said Bulkeley.
“I'll take you to your Form-master. You
two young- rascals follow me.”

“Yes, Bulkeley!” sped Topham.

“Let go!” yelled Mornington. “I'll kick
your shins, Bulkeley!”

“Will you?” said the Rookwood captain
erimly. e

He jerked the Fourth-Former out of the
study.

grimly at the€ three

Towny.”

“If—if you please, sir—it—it was only a
lark!” stammered Townsend.

“We—we're sorry, sir!” mumbled Topham.

Towny and Toppy found that they lacked
the nerve to go through the ordeal now that
the test had come. But Mornington was not
troubled with want of nerve. He met Mr,
Bootles' horrified eyes coolly.

“Mornington !’ g d Mr. Bootles. “This
is—is—is outrageou nfamous! What have
you to say, you wretched boy?”

“Y appeal to the Head!”

“What !

“I appeal to the Head!”

Mr. Bootles blinked at him.

Any fellow had & right to appeal to the
Head if he liked. though, as it generally
meant a severer punishinent, it was a right
not oiten exercised, But Mornington knew
what he was doing.

“You appeal to.the Head!” repeated Mr.

Bootles. “Very well! Bulkeley, will yon
take this wretched boy- to Mr. Seroop’s
study?”

“Certainly, cir!” said Bulkeley. “Come
with me, Mornington!” 5

“I'll come!”’ said Mornington coolly. “But
you can keep yeur paws off me. I won't
stand that!”

The captain of Rookwood did not reply,
but he fastened a- grip on Morningtor’s collar

again. .
“Come !” he said briefly.
Mornington was marched out of the study,
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and Townsend and Topham brought up the
rear again. A hundred pairs of eyes watched
them on the way to the Head's study.

“They’ve done it this time!” remarked
Rawson.

“Fairly done it!” said Flynn. “Sure, the
baste flogged me for breakin’ his window!
They're booked!"”

“ Another flogging !’ grunted Cswald. “We
shall be gelting cne every day at this rate.”

“Sure, b ve asked for it!”

“They've ed for it, but they won’t
get it,” said Jimmy Silver, . “Mornington
knew what he was about. when he appealed
to the Head.”

“But the Head can't let him offI” ex-
claimed Cswald.

Jimmy Siiver shrugged his shoulders.

“We shall see what we shall see!” he re-
marked oracularly.

Bulkeley arrived at the Head's study,
watehed from a distance by an interested
crowd.

“Wait here!” he said. :

He tapped at the door and entered, leaving
the three delinquents waiting in the passage.
Townsend and Topham were pale with
iright.

“We're in for it!” groaned Townsend.

“Flogged, hy gad!” groaned Topham.
“You've got us into this, Mornington, you
fool!”

Mornington iaughed contemptuously.

“It will be all serene,” he said. *“You've
simply got to deny everything.”

“The Head won't take our word against a
prefect’s.” ]

“Ten to one he dees, in quids!” said Morn-
ingtoun.

“But—but he ean’t!”

“But he will!” said Mornington
“Keep a stiff upper Hp, and lie
Prussian, and you're all right.”

Bulkeley had entered the study, and the
Head greeted him with a cold look. There
was no love lost between the tyrand of Rook-
wood and the captain of the school.

“What is it, Bulkeley?” asked Mr. Scroop
icily.

B’;xlkeley had not handed in sufficient
reports for punishment to please the new
Head. The Sixth-Former had no intention
whatever of {ending hig aid to the tyrant in
ithat way. On tiis.occasion, however, he had
no choice about the matter; he was bound
to make his report when the matter was
serious.

“1 have a report {o make, sir,” said Bulke-
ley. “Three juniors smoking and gambling
in a study. Mi. Bootles has referred the mat-
ter to you.” =

Mr. Scroop’s hard face relaxed a little.

“Quite right, Bulkeley—quite right. I have
thought you were somewhat lax in these
matters, but I am glad to see that I was
mistaken. Undoubtedly this is a matter for
me to deal with. Call them in!”

The new Head selected a cane.

Bulkeley stepped to the door.

“You may eccine in,” he said.

The three juniors entercd—Mornington cool
and sclf-pos c¢d, and Townsend and Top-
ham with their knees knoeking together.

Mr. Sercop sfarted a little at the sight of

coolly.
like a

Mornington, laid the cane on the desk.
“Are these the <boys, Bulkeley?” he
exelaimed.
“Yes, sir — Mornington, Townsend, and
Topham.” :

“What have you to say, Mornington?”
asleed Mr. Scroop, in his kindest tone.

““Ruikeley is mistaken, sir,” said Morning-
ton ecalmly.

“Mistaken!” exclaimed Bulkeley. = “Why,
vou impudent young rascal, I found you with
the cards in your hand——"

“Kindly allow Mornington - to - finish,
Butkeley.? ¢ B 7

The prefect bit his' lip.

“Now, Morpington—-"

“As a matler of fact, sir,” said Morning-
ton calmiy, “we were playing a game for—
for nats. Sory ..of Christmas game, - sir.
Towny and Toppy Wwill bear me out.” .- .

Townsend and Topham . gasped. .. :On the
table in Morny’s. study, the money they had
been playing for was stiil lying. : 5

A falsehood that could immediately be. dis-
covered did not: seem- mueh use-to. the two
funiors. But they followed. Mornington’s
lead.

** Yes, sir,” said Topham.

“Just co. sir,” faltered Townsend.

- sir, 1 have no more

Mr. &eroop frowned, but his frown was
directed towards the astonished captain of ;
Rookweod.
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“You -appear to have made a very serions
mistake, Bulkeley,” he said coldly.
“I, sir!" -exclaimed = Bulkeley.
juniors were gambling and smoking.”
“They deny it.”

“These

“Is their denial to be taken against my |

word, sir?” exclaimed Bulkeley.

“1 intend. to be perfectly just, if that is |
is no harm in a

what you mean.
game for nuts.”
“They were playing for money. The money

There

is still there, if you would care to step as!

far as their study, sir.”

“1t seems to me hardly worth while. I
have great faith in Mornington.”

“Is that the case, Mornington?”

“Not at all, sir. Bulkeley is mistaken.”

“Really, Bulkeley—-"

“How could I be mistaken in such a
matter?” exclaimed the amazed prefect
“ Besides, they smell of tobacco now, and
their fingers are stained.”

“We've been doing some chemistry, sir,”
said Mornington calmly. “That’s where the
stains came from.”

. Tewny and Toppy blinked at one another.
What use there was in a palpable falsehood
of that kind, they could. not see.
saw  soon.
believe what he had already intended to be-
lieve. It was evident that Mornington’s in-
fluence with the ncw Head was unbounded.

‘_‘I accept your assurance, Mornington,”
said Mr. Seroop. “You may go. Bulkeley,
1 trust you will be more careful on another
occagion.” g

Bulkeley gasped.

“If you do not choose to punish them,

Bl to say,” he stuttered.
“It is im your hands, of course.”

“Exaetly. ¥ou may go.”

Bulkeley went without another word. The
three nutg grinned as he strode away down
the passage with knitted brows.

. ““Well, what did I tell you?” smiled Morn-
ington.

Townsend and Topham, completely re-
assured now, chuckled - gleefully. Morning-
ton looked vauntingly at Jimmy Silver & Co.
as he passed them.

“Not licked, you see,” he remarked. -

“I see,” said Jimmy grimly.

The three nuts went on their way rejoicing,
Jimmmy Silver & Co. looked at one another.

“Well, my hat!” said Lovell. “Looks to me
as if we'd better all pal on with Mornv, and
then we can do as we like! My word!”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mornington Has His Way.

¢ HE Head, by Jove!”
Lovell made the remark in tones
of surprise.

It was Wednesday afterncor, and
the Rookwood juniors were crowding Little
Side. The Classicals and Moderns were to
meet on the cricket-field, and stumps were
already pitched. Mornington and his friends
were standing in a group before the pavilion,
looking on.

The Nuts of Rookwood were not represented
in either team. There was no room for
slackers in- either the Classical or Modern
Eleven.

The juniors were surprised to see the new
Head coming down to the cricket-field. Mr.
Scroop had shown no sign, so far, of being
interested in the great game.

“My hat!” said Jimmy Silver. “Coming
to watch the match! More sense thag I gave
him credit for, by George!”

“Well, it’s rather a compliment to junior
teams,” remarked Oswald. “Dr. Chisholm
didn’t often honour our matches.”

“Faith, and "ye're .right!” said Flynn.

“More likely he’s going to chip in, though,

and worry us. More like him intoirely!’

“Well, our consciences are clear for once!”
sald Jimmy, laughing. “Even the Head can’t
have anything against gs this afternoon.
Ready, Tommy?” ax

“Onite ! said Tommy Dodd, producing a
penny.

The juniors “eapped * the new Head as
he arrived on the scene. It was necessary to
show respect, even if they did not feel very
much. They could see that Mr. Séroop had
something to say to them, and they wondered
what it was. Mornington and the Nuts were
exchanging glances and smiles.

“Ah, vou are playing ecricket this after-
nooni” said the Head, in a more genial tone
than the juniors were accustomed to hear
from him. 2

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy Silver.

“You arc playing, Mcernington?”

“They were smnoking, too!” said Bulkelcy.'

y But they |
Mr. Bcroop was determined to |

= NG

; sir,”

said Mornington.
! the team.”

“I'm not in

The Head frowned.

“ Really, Mornington, I am surprised at this!
Your guardian is specially desirous that you
should take a share in outdoor sports.”

“1t isn’t my.fault, sir. I'm not allowed in

| the team.”

“Nonsense!

[ I am;

{ quietly.

“Put Mornington into the team. Why have
| you left him out?”

“He is no- good, sir,” said Jimmy. “Chap
can't play for the side unless he keeps to
practice and gets into form.”

“Don't be impertinent, Silver!
play Mornington, by my order!”
Head.

Jimmy’s lips set obstinately.

This was a barefaced invasion of his rights,

and Jimmy was not disposed to surrender
his rights to anyone, even the headmaster
himself.
. The favouritism the new Head had shown
to Mornington could not have been carried
further. It seemed to Jimmy Silver that
the limit had been reached.

“You hear me, Silver?” said Mr. Scroop,
! as the captain of the Fourth did not reply.
“ Yoy, sir-5
“Very well, do as T tell you.”

“ Excuse me, sir, I can't play Mornington.”
“What!”

Who is eaptain here?”

sir,” said Jimmy Silver, very

You will
said the

“It’s impossible, sir! He's a rotten
cricketer, and I can't thirow the match
away.”

Jimmy’s tone was very quiet and very
determined, The cricketers looked on in
silence. 3

Mr. Scroop flushed deeply.

“Do you mean that you disobey
Silver?”

“Nunno, sir. Only a cricket captain has
the right to select his own eleven. I'd put
Mornington in if he were any good. But he's
no good at all.”

Mr. Scroop pointed to the School House.

“Go indoors at once, Silver! You will
take five hundred lines of Virgil, and write
them out before tea.”

Jimmy- did not move for a monient. But
resistance was hopeless, and he turned on
his heel and walked away towards the House.

Lovell & Co. exchanged furious looks.

The Moderns looked on in grim silence, Mr.
Seroop gave the juniors a sour glance, and
spoke to Mornington again:

“Mornington, you will take Silver’s place
in the eleven, and act as captain.”

“Yes, sir,” said Mornington.

“Then I jolly well won’t play, for one!”
broke out Lovell hotly.

“1 shall make a few changes in the team,”
grinned Mornington, as the Head moved away
and sat down in a cane chair before the
pavilion. “Lovell and Raby and Newcome
can clear off. They won’t be wanted. You,
too, Oswald.” -

“We should,
dainfully.

“Yes, rather!” said Oswald emphatically.

“You’ve got no choice about it,” sneered
Mornington. “Towny, 1 shall want you, and
Toppy and Pecle and Smythe and Howard.
The rest of the team will do.” .

“Sure, and ye can make another change!”
growled Flynn. “I’'m not playin’ for ye, ye
swankin’ spalpeen!”

“Same here!” said Jones minor. “Put in
another silly idiot like yourself, Mornington.
I'm sticking to- Jimmy Silver!”

“And I

“Me, too!™

“Comnte -on, all of you!” exclaimed Lovell.

And the whole team walked off the field in

me,

anyway !’ said Raby dis-

a body.
Mornington looked nonplussed for =
moment. Not a single member of the

Classical Eleven was willing to play under
his lead. But he shrugged his shoulders.

“Let them go,” said Townsend. “You can
easily make up a team from your own friends,
Morny.” =

“You bet!” said Mornington. “T'll do it,
too! Tracy and Selwyn and Chesney and
Beaufort and Muffin.”

“We're on!” grinned Tracy.

“Now we’ll toss, Dodd,” said Mornington.

Tommy Dodd -put the penny hack into his
pocket, looking the junior up and down with a
glance of contempt that made even Morning-
ton flush a little. ;

“Do you think we're going to waste an
afternoon playing such a team of fumbling
duffers?” said Tommy Dodd. “Not much!”

“The game’s off,” said Tommy Cook.




—1is The “GEN"’ Library.

“Come on!” said Tommy Doyle. “Let’s get
out on the river. We'll play Jimmy Silver’s
team another time.”

The Modern Eleven walked off.

Mornington stood rooted to the ground,
his face crimson with anger.

The Head’s interference had effectually
“quashed ” Jimmy Silver & Co. But that was
not of much henefit if there was to be no
mateh at all.

”B%t Tommy Dodd had counted without the
cad.

Mr. Scroop had not heard all that had
ed, but he could sec, and he rose to his
as the Moderns walked away.

“Podd!” he called out.

The Modern captain halted,
round.

¥ ¥es, sir?”

“Where are you going?”

“We're going on the river this alternoon,
sir.”

“You came here to play cricket?”

“Yes; but——"

“You will play the match as arranged,
Dodd. Not a word! I think I have made

and turned

you uuderstand that I brook no impertin-

enee,.”
Mornington smiled.

The Moderns came back slowly. There
was fierce rebellion in their breasts, but direct
disobedience to the Head's commands was not
to be thought of—not yet, at all events.
‘fhe habit of discipline was strong, and the
Rookwood fellows had not yet reached the
hreaking-point. T .

In silence, but with bitter anger in his
face, Tommy Dodd tossed for innings with
Mornington.  Omnly the presence of the Head
prevented him from planting his fist full in
the mocking face of the cad of the Fourth.

“You bat first, said "Mornington.

Tommy Dodd nodded without speaking.
Mornington and his precious eleven went
into the field. Tommy Dodd’s face cleared
as he exchanzed a few whispered words with
his men.

Then there was an outbreak of grinning
among the Modern cricketers.

The Moderns were forced to play in the
mateh. Butb there is an old proverb that it
is possible to take a horse to water, but not
to make him drink.

The maich had to be played, but Tomm;
Dodd had his own ideas as to how it was

te be played.
I The Head remained in his seat be-
fore the pavilion. Apparently he in-

tended to wateh the cricket. Tommy Dodd
& Co. were inwardly resolved that he should
see some cricket worth watcehing.
Mornington went on to bowl the first
over. The feliows round the field, wondering
how that curious match would turn out,
looked on with keen interest. There was not
a bowler in Mornington’s team capable of
toking Tomuny Dodd's wicket, and the two

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Very Entertaining Cricket!

OMMY DODD opened the innings with
Doyle. 5
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Tommies could have remained at the wickets
all the afternoon if they had so chosen. As
it happened, they did not choose.

Mornington sent down the ball, and it
missed Tommy's wioket by a foot. But the
l»)vicékc-t went down—floored by Tommy Dodd's
at.

“Hit wicket!” ejaculated Jobson of the
Fifth. . “Clumsy young ass! Out!”

Jobson was wump're at the other end.
Tommy Dodd smiled at him, and went to
the pavilion. Tommy Cook took his place,
exchanging a grin with him as he came in.

Townsend fielded the ball, and Mornington
bowled again. .

This time the ball came nearer the mark,
and knocked out the leg stump. Tommy Cook
watched it do so with an air of polite in-
terest. He did not make a movement with
the bat. -

“How's that?” called out Mornington,

“Out!” said Jobson.

“Yes, isn't it?” said Tommy Cook. Tommy
Doyle, at thc other end of the pitch, gave
a chortle.

Cook took away his bat. and Lacy came in.

Mornington sent the ball whizzing down
again. 1t was a ball that a fag in the
Second Form could have played with ease.
But Lacy did not play it. He held his bat
well out of the way, and watched his wicket
go dmz'x'l with & cheery smile.

“Outt” .

“My hat!” said Lacy, laughing.

He returned to the pavilion. Towle of the
Fourt-h.yawned, and came in next.

Mornington’s eyes were glittering now.

He had been delighted at taking Tommy
Dodd’s wicket so easily. His pleasure had
been mixed with doubt when Cook's wicket
fell. But there was no meore doubt in tife
case of Lacy's wicket. He understood that
the Moderns were simply pulling his leg. He
had insisted upon playing the match against
their will. The Head's authority compelled
them to play. But nothing could compel
them to play seriously.

Mornington gritted his teeth, and bowled to
Towle. He had already performed the hat-
trick; but he was not pleased with it, and
the crowd were laughing instead of cheer-
ing. All the Rookwood fellows understood
the Moderns’ little game by this time.

Crash! Towle’s wicket went down, with-
out Towle making the slightest effort to
defend it. Towle blinked at Jobson.

“Is that out, Jobby?” he asked.

“Ha, ha! Yes!” chortled Jobson.

Towle walked off the pitch.

Four wickets had fallen in five minutes,
and the bowler ought to have been distinctly
pleased. But he wasn’t! His face was crim-
son with rage. The shouts of laughter from
the onlookers added to his fury.

Price of the Fourth camc in next, grinning.
Mornington shouted to him along the pitch:

“Keep your wicket up! Don’t play the
giddy goat, Price!”

Price looked at him coolly.

“Are you bhatting or bowling?” he asked.

“Bowling, you fathead!”

“Well, keep to your bowling, and leave
me to bat my own way!” said Price, and he
clumped down his bat a yard off the crease.

“You're not looking after your wicket!”
shouted Mornington, almost beside himself
with anger and chagrin.

“Whose wicket is it?” demanded Price. “I
suppose I can do as 1 like with my own
wicket, can't 1?”

<13, -ha, hal?

Mornington- bowled, with a scowl.
Price’s bat was nowhere in the way,
wicket went down, the hails scattered,

“Qut!” chortled Jobson. “Ha, ha!”™

TAwful luck—what!” said Price, with a
grin. “That bowler’s a terror, isn’t he? Did
you ever see wickets go down like that
before? They ought to put Morny in the
First Eleven, they ought really.”

Another batsman came in, and Morning-
ton’s last ball knocked his bails off. The
bowler had taken six wickets for the over.
But he did not look pleased. The field did not
look pleased, either. As the match was
reduced to a farce, there was not much satis-
faction in playing it out.

The field crossed over, however, and
Townsend took up the bowling from the
other end. At the first ball, Tommy Doyle's
wicket went into pieces, and Tommy came oft
with a broad grin.

“Sure, it’s a terror ye are intoirely,” he
called to Townsend, as he passed. “Ye're as
deadly a bowler as Morny, bedad!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Man in!” chortled Tommy Dodd.

The Head was looking on, puzzled. He did
not know much about cricket, but he knew

As
the

17

that this was a very odd cricket-match.  The
shouts of laughter from the crowd round the
fleld would have told him as-much. -

Man after man went in, each of them going
out in turn to the first ball. The Modern
Eleven were all down for nothing in the space
of fifteen minutes. As it was a single-innings
match, the rival team had not much to do
to secure a victory. But they were not
looking happy about it. ‘Tt was no great
pleasure to he “gmyed ” in this manner by
the merry Moderns.

“Come on,” said Tommy Dodd. “We field
now. We shall have to buck up awfully hard
if we're not going to he beaten hollow.”

Ry, by hals

The Moderns went into the field.

“Dash it all, it’s no good battin’,”” growled
AHownsend. “They’re only foolin’ us, and the
whole school’s cacklin’!”

Mornington ground his teeth.

“I'll make them sorry for it, somehow!”
he muttered.

“Field's waiting, Mornington!” called out
Jobson of the Fifth.

Mornington grunted, and came in with
Smythe. Mornington took the bowling from
the pavilion end. Tommy Dodd went on to
bowl, and trundled the ball down under-arin
in the easiest possible manner. Mornington
sulkily eut it away, and the batsmen ran.

The ball had been knocked fairly to Tommy
Cook’s feet at mid-wicket. He picked it up
in a Jeisurely way. The batsmen were cross-
ing the piteh, and either wicket was at
Cook’s mercy. He calculated carefully, and
threw in the ball, missing the batsman’s
wicket by a couple of yards. The batsmen
made good, and the run was secured amid a
howl of laughter. s

“Congratulations, Morny!” yawned Tomisy.

Dodd. “You've heaten us to the wide. All
in twenty minutes, too! Wonderful perform-
anee!”

«“Marvellous!” said Tommy Cook eolemnly.
“Winning a match with all the wickets in
hand like that—marveelyous!”

“You spoofin’ cads ! hissed Mornington.

Tommy Dodd looked surprised and pained.

“My dear chap, what do you want? You've
beaten us at cricket, and you've still got the
afternoon before you to smoke and play nap.
What more do vou want?”

“Ha, ha;. hal’

Mornington snapped his teeth, and stepped
suddenly towards Tommy Dodd, and struck
him full in the face.

Tommy staggered back for a moment.

But it was only for a moment. The next,
his right hand shot out straight from the
shoulder, and Mornington, with a yell, rolled
over in the grass.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Roland for an Oliver!

113 oDD!”
Tommy Dodd had forgotten the
Head. 1Ie remembered him as the

harsh, angry voice thundered out:

“Dodd! How dare yeu?”

Mornington sat up stupidly, blinking and
rubbing his nose. Tommy Dodd faced the
new Head coolly.

“You saw what he did, sir,” he said quietly.

“Don’t bandy words with me!” said Mr.
Scroop harshly. “Follow me at once!”

He strode away towards the School House.

Tommy Dodd hesitated.

He understood that he was going to be
caned severely. - If Mornington bhad been
caned also, Tommy would have had nothing
to complain of. But Morington evidently
was to go unpunished. Tommy was to tak'u
the punishment for the two. He clenched his
hands, and stood where he was.

“Better go,” whispered Cook, with rather a
scared look. £

Tommy Dodd paused a long pause. Then.
with slow and reluctant steps, he followed
Mr. Secroop to the House.:. i

The juniors watched him go,: with grim
faces. Mornington staggered to lis feet,
dabbing his nese with his handkerchief. His
nose was streaming red.

Tommy Dodd’s friends waited for him to
emerge from the Head's study. They heard
the swishing of a cane from that dreaded
apartment, but no sound from Tommy. When
the junior came out at last his face was
pale and his lips tightly set. :

“Had it bad?” said To..my Doyle sym-
pathetically.

Dodd nodded without speaking.

He went away to his study; he wanted to
be alone after that licking. Tough as Tommy
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Dodd was, hie had had as much as he could
stand, s

There were black looks among the juniors
that afternoon. Tommy Dodd was shut up
in his study, and Jimmy Silver was grinding
out lines in the Fourth Form-room. Morning:
ton was in his study with his friends, and
with a swollen nose. The Nuts of Rookwood

were enjoying -themselves in their own
peculiar way, and the thosphere of the
study resembled that of & tap-room.

Jimmy Silver came into the end study at
tea-time, looking tired and gloomy.  His
chums had tea ready for him.

“Nice afternoon!” groaned Jimmy.

“Oh, ripping!” said Lovell dismally. “I
say, we sha'm’'t be able to stand this, you
know!”

“How did thie match go?”

Lovell & Co. grinned, and Jimmy Silver
laughed when he heard the story of the
cricket-mateh. Tommy Dodd came into the
study while the Fistical Four were having
their tea. He was still looking paie.

“Hallo, you Modern hounder!” said Jimmy
Silver.

“I want to speak to you fellows,” said
Tommy Dodd. “We're not going to stand this
much longer! The cricket's mucked up fo
the season if that brute is going to interferc
with the matches!”

“Looks like it!” growled Raby.

“I've been licked for knocking Moraningtor
down, though he punched me first! ¥’
rotten favouritism, of course! If this goe
on, something will have to go!”

“Can’t back up against the Head,” sai:
Newcome doubtfully.

“We backed up against Manders once,” said
Jimmy Silver. “And the Head is worse than
Manders—ten times worse! Mornington's got
influence with him, and he’s ‘using it like a
cad! But we can put a stop to that!”

“How?”

“By making an example of Mornington.”

“The Head may chip in again.”

“Let him! Tommy had a licking on Morn-
ington’s account. That's got to be squared.
Mornington’s going to have a licking for
every one he gets for other chaps!”

“Hear, hear!”

“That may stop him,” said Jimmy Silver
“If it doesn’t, we’ll try something else. It

e

you fellows have finished tea we'll go and
see him. Bring a stump.”

“Good egg! said Tommy Dodd. “I'm
on.”
Most of the Fourth Form were on when
they heard what was toward.

After -tea nearly all the Fourth Form
prescuted themselves at Mornington’s study

door. Jimmy Silver kicked the door open
and marched in. Q

“Dodd’s been licked, Mornington,” he said
abruptly.

Mornington smiled.

“He'll get licked again if he's cheeky!” he
remarked. “And so will the rest of you.
The sooner you understand that you've got
to ?oc the line the better it will be for
you!”

“Yes, rathier!” chortled Townsend. =

“PDodd’s licking is going to be passed on
to you, Mornington,” said Jimmy. “That’s
going to happen every time., See?”

“If you touch me—-"

“Collar him!”

Mornington jumped up, and was imme-
diately eollared and flung across the table.
here was a crash of crockeryware, and
oud exclamations from Townsend and Top-
ham and Peele as they crowded back out
»f the way.

“Heip!” yelled Mornington. “Rescue!”

“Look here-———" began Townsend.

“Kick those rotters out!” said Jimmy
Silver.

The three Nuts- were promptly bundled
‘nto the passage, and kicked along to the
tairs, where they were giad to take to
cheir beels.

Mornington did not cscape so easily.

Half a dozen pairs of hands pinned him
down, face downwards, across the table,
and Jimmy Silver grasped the cricket-stump.

“How many  did the Mead give 7you,
Doddy?” he asked.

“Eight!”

“Then there's eight for Morny.”

“Let me go!” shrieked Mornington e

you dare—-"
Whack !
“ Yow-ow !
Whack, whack, whack! .
Mornington struggled and kicked furiously.
But he was held fast, and the cricket-stump
rose and fell with mathematical precision.

HelpI”
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Whack, whack, whack, whack! »

The strokes were well laid on. A flogging
would not have heen much more severe than
the strokes of the cricket-stump wielded by
Jimmy Silver's powerful arm.

“That’s the lot,” said Jimmy cheerily.
“Now, Mernington, you've had a licking for
Tommy Dodd's. Now you're going to have
five hundred lines, to make up for mine.

See?”

“Hear, hear!” choruse@ the delighted
juniors.

Mornington rolled off the table, white
with rage.

“I won’t!” he shrieked.

Jimmy shrugged his shoulders.

“You'll be given two hours,” he said.

and if the lines are
a flogging—same as
me if I hadn’t done
my word on that!

“We'll come back then,
not written you’ll. have
would have happened to
my lines. I give you
Come on, you fellows!”

The juniors left the study, Jimmy lock-
ing the door on the outside and taking away
the key.

For two hours the dandy of the Fonrth
remained locked in his study. When that
spacc of time had elapsed the Fistical Four
returned. Whether Morningtoy had written
his imposition—imposed by Jimmy Silver—
they did not know, but they knew what he
would get if he hadn’t!

He knew it, too!

On the table lay sheets and sheets of
impot-paper, covered with serawling lines,

Mornington gave Jimmy Silver & Co. a
look of bitter hatred.

Jimmy counted the pages.

“Not quite doue,” he said—“twenty more
lines, Mornington! You must finish them!”

“Hang you!”

And finish them Mornington did.

“Good!” said Jimmy Silver, taking
the pages. “This will do to light the study
fire with. And remember, my pippin, that
every time you sneak to the Head you're
going to get as good as you give—impot
for impot, licking for licking!™

And Mornington was left to himself.

THE END.

(Another grand story of Jimmy Silver &
Co. nert week, entitled: *“ IN REVOLT!
Avoid disappointment by ordering your copy
earlyy.)
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NEXT FRIDAY’S PROGRANMME.

Our next long, complete story of the famous
chums of Greyiriars is one that will strongly
appeal to all my chums. It is entitled:

“ BANISHED FROM GREYFRIARS.”
By Frank Richards,

and will afford you a half-hour of solid en-
joyment. The nexg grand instalment of our
iplendid new serial,

fTHE MYSTERY MAKERS!"
By Nat Fairbanks,

deepens the mystery which surrounds the
ill-conditioned dwarf, Grimshaw,
affords Dick Tulliver an opportunity of show-
ing the stuff he is made of. Our other
splendid long complete school story deals,
of course, with the exploits of Jimmy Silver
& Co., at Rookwoad School. It is a story of
sensational! action, as will he gathered from
the title, which is:

“IN REVOLT!”»
By Owen Conquest.

PLENTY OF FRESH AIR.

A chum in Newport, Mon., tells me he
suffers from nervousness and deafness, and
he must have plenty of fresh air, and no
reading. The frésh air part of the cure is
sound enough, but I own to feeling sceptical
shout the rest. The fellow who cuts himselt
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off altogether from his amusements will very
likely find his health failing him just the
same. The mind must have occupation. My
correspondent has been overdeing study. He
wants to break away from his books for a
part of the day and take up some light’
exercise. Luckily fresh air is cheap, and, as
a rulé, easily obtainable. A fit of nerves is
often cured by a tramp across country.

FROM N. Y. C.

A cheery communication from New ork,
all about the Companion Papers, shows once
again what a word in season will accomplish.
Of course, you have to be sure you have the
right season. “I have always been a staunch
and faithful reader of the stories,” writes my
correspondent, “and have always done my
best to further the sale of the Companion
Papers. 1 have also tried to convince people
who judge books by their covers that your
books are not trash. I have made readers
of people who laugh at your books at first
until T give them one to read, and then they
sing a different tune.” This is just the way
of the world all the time. You have to con-
vince some folks. It is all right afterwards,
of course, though you would have thought
it might have occurred to anybody that it is
not the cover that makes the book.

NAMES OF VILLAGES.

A eapital suggestion was offered by H.R.H.
Prince Albert the other day. The notion
concerned village signs. The eareless,
jumbled-up world knows little of the small
Folks who travel abont

the country pass through hamlets without
having the remotest i1dea of what the names
ci- such places may he. Why should not the
designation be painted up so that everybody
can see it? Of course, Sloshton-on-the-Mud
thinks that the world ought to know its
name, but the world does not. It is just so.

ITEMS OF NEWS.

Gussy has bought an overall, and intends
to wear it. (N.B.—This intelligence has not
vet been verified). Bunter has a new pair of
specs, and can tell the difference between a
bun and a cheesecake at half a mile range.
Bulkeley is recovering.” Alonzo Todd has dis-
covered a teacup which bears -the initi
“W,” and Todd says it was part of the tea-
basket belonging to William the Congueror,

MANCHESTER CAN GIVE UP.

There are- heavier rainfalls than those
credited to dear old Cottonopolis. My corre-
spondent, Tom J. Ellison, of Zeehan, Tas-
mania, teils me that his district would be
hard to beat for rain. It is a first-rate place
to live in, none the less. The Zeehanites are
well ahead with things, and they have a
system of cadet training which will give
points to most countries. The Companion
Papers are tremendously popular in this part
of the world, and the writer of the letter I
have received speaks in terms of highest
praise of all the tales.

CHEERFULNESS.

There are people with faces like V-shaped
depressions, as the weather experts would
say. It-is terrible to see them. If they only
knew the hideous and devgstating effect they
had on others who have to look at them,
these wearers of Iugubrious countenances
would smile—and smile..




