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A MAGNIFICENT, LONG, COM-
PLETE TALE, DEALING WITH
THE ADVENTURES OF JIMMY
SILVER & CO., THE CHUMS OF
ROOKWOOD.

OWEN CONQUEST.

wev-BY .

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Down on Their Luck!

113 ATED!”
Jimmy Silver of the Fourth
uttered that word in a tone of

intense exasperation. And Lovell,
taby, and Newcome echoed in a sort ot
chorns: i

“Gated, by gum!”

And Tommy Dodd ehimed in:

“What the merry thunder is going to he
done?”

That was a puzzle which exercised severely
the brains of the chums of Rookwood School.

-What, indeed, was going to be done?

Yhe cricket c>mmittee, meeting in the
Common-room on the Classical side of Rook-
wood, tackled the question hopelessly. It
really did not seem that there was anything
to be done. Or, rather, as Tommy Dodd
suggested, with a feeble attempt at humour,
they themselves were coing to be done.

It was the day before the datc .of the
match with Rylcombe Grammar School. The
Grammar School mateh was a new fixture for
Kookvyood juniors, and, naturally, it was a
very important matter in-their eyes.

Jimmy Silver had planned to take over
eleven of the best, and begin that fixture by
“mopping up” the Grammarians on their
own ground.

The junior cricketers had looked forward
:Io Wednesday afternoon with great keen-

ess.

And now the fiat had gone forth—gated!

Jimmy Silver & Co. were ordered to remain
within gates for Wednesday. The match
with the Grammar School was “off.”

How the dickens was the matter to be
explained to the Grammarians? That was
one difficulty. Certainly they couldn't tell
&ordon Gay & Co., of Rylcombe, that there
was a new Head at Rookwood, that the new
Head was a beast, that he had a favourite,
Mornington of the Fourth, and that he was
“down ” on Jimmy Silver & Co. because they
were “down 7 on Mornington.

For the credit of Rookwood they couldn't
explain all that to the Grammar School
fellows. i

Some excuse, perhaps, might be thought
of, and the match scratched or postponed.
But that wasn't the only trouble. For the
cricketers did not want to scratch or post-
pone the match. They wanted to play it.

That was the real difficulty. How was the
match- to be played at Rylcombe when theel
junior cricketers were gated at Rookwood?

It was a problem that was too much even
for Jimmy - Silver, who was generally quite
equal to any emergency.

“@Gated!” repeated Jimmy Silver. “It’s
the real limit! Of course, it’s all through
hat ead Moraington {”

“All through  old Scroop's
favouritism!” grunted Tommy Dodd.

“What right has even a headmaster to
interfere in junior cricket?” . demanded
Lovell. “That's what T want to know!”
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“But
I wish

“Echo answers none!” said Raby.
old Scroop interferes, all the same.
Dr. Chisholm were back.” :

“No good wishing!” grunted Jimmy Silver.
“The old Head’s gone, and the new Head’s

come, and we've got to deal with him.
Mornington’s his favourite, and he vdoes
whatever Mornington wants. We've licked

Morny, to bring him to reason, and the
result is that we're all gated for Wednesday.
Now, what’s to be done?”

“Lick  Mornington again!”
Lovell.

“Well, that would be some satisfaction;
but it wouldn't make any difference to the
gating.”

“Oh, it’s rotten!”

The door of the Common-room opened, and
a very elegant junior stepped in. It was
Mornington of the Fourth. Grim looks were
cast upon him by the junior cricket com-
mittee. Mornington was the cause of all the
trouble. ;

“Get out!” growled Jimmy Silver.
meeting’s private!”

Mornington did not get out.
cheerfully in.

“I've got something to say to you fellows,”
he remarked.

“We don’t want to hear it!”

Lovell.

“You're in rather a fix,” went on Morn-
ington, unheeding. *The match is comin’
off to-morrow, an’ you're gated. You've
asked for it, and you've got it. I can get
you out of the fix if you like.”

Lovell had risen to his feet, with the inten-
tion of kicking Mornington out of the Com-
mon-room. Now he sat down egain. The
cricketers looked at one another rather hope-
fully. They knew the extent of Morning-
ton’s influence with the Head, and they knew
that he could undo the harm he had done if
he chose.

“Well, you can run on.” said Jimmy Silver.

“Mr. Scroop will let you off if I ask
him,” pursued Mornington. “In fact, it was
a hint from me that made him gate you.”

“Gammon!” said Newcome.

“You can believe it or not, as you like,”
said Mornington, with a shrug of the
shoulders. “You ought to know by this time
that I can do anythin’ [ like with the
Head.”

“Pretty state of affairs in a school like
Rookwood !” snorted Tommy Dodd.

“Well, that’s how it is,” said Mornington
coolly. “Seroop, if you want to- know, is
a sort of dependent on my uncle, who's chair-
man of the governors, and my uncle got him
the post here. My uncle backs me up in
everythin’, and Scroop hasn’t much choice
about the matter. Besides, he’s not fool
enough to quarrel with a rich fellow with
influential connections.”

The juniors stared at Mornington in utter
disgust.

They knew that what he said was true
enough. The new Head of Rookwood was
a very different man frowm the former Head.

But that Morningfoa should boast openly

suggested

“This

He sauntered

snapped

of his influence over the Head—a thing that
certainly did neither of them credit-—jarred
on the merves of Jimmy Silver & Co.

“I’'m not geing to stand that fellow’s jaw,”
said Lovell, rising again. “He’s a disgrace
to Rookwood, and so is Scroop. I can
punch this cad, if I can’t punch Scroop.”

Jimmy jerked him back into his chair.

“Shut up a minute, Lovell! Go on, Morn-
ington. When you've finished bragging, "
let’s hear what you've got to say!”

“I wasn't braggin'—only explainin’ how
the matter stands,” said Mornington coolly.
“If I ask the Head to let you off, he'll
do it.”

“We don't want to be under an obligation
to a sneaking worm!” howled Lovell.

“We want to play Rylcombe,” said Jimmy
Silver. “Let Mornington finish. = Do, you
mean to say you're going to be decent for
once, Mornington?” * *

“T'Il get you off to-morrow, if you like.”

“Well, we like, if that’s all!”

“On conditions, of course!”

“Name them!” said Jimmy quietly.

“That I captain the team that goes to
Rylcombe—"

_ “I'm going to smash him!” ‘roared Tovell.
“Let go.my arm, Jimmy, you silly ass!”

“Hold on a minute! Anything else, Morn-
ington?”

“And that three, at least, of my friends
play in the eleven,” said Mornington. “Say
Townsend, Topham, and Smythe.”

“Is that all?”

“Yaas. What do you say?”

“I’ve nothing to say, excepting that you're
a bigger cad and worm than I took you
for!” said Jimmy Silver. “But I leave it
to the committee ta, decide. What do you
fellows say?” 3

And with
plied :

“Kick him out!”

one voice the .committee re-

Jimmy Silver released Lovell’s arm, and
Arthur Edward Lovell jumped up like a

jack-in-the-box. He made a rush at Morn-
ington.

“Now, you cad!”

“Hands off! I—— Oh! Ah! TUgh!”

For about a minute there was a wild and
whirling scene in the Common-room. Lovell
and Mornington looked somewhat like a huge
catherine-wheel, chiefly composed of flying
arms and legs.

Then there was a heavy bump in the
passage, and a yell from Mornington as he
landed on the floor. ;

Lovell slammed the door.

The deliberations of the junior ericket com-
mittee continued without any further inter-
ruption from Mornington.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,.
- In the Lion’s Den!

AP!
It was a very respectful knock at
the door of the Head’s study.

: Mr. Scroop, the new Head of Rook-
wood, looked up irritably.



o

chig- frown before.
‘the severc punishments handed out by Mr.

neryously.

— See this week’s

The new Hecad was not a good-tempered
gentleman. His reign at Rookwood had been
signalised chiefly by heavy and continual
punishments.

He had one favourite in the sehool—Morn-
ington of the Fourth. Mornington did very
much as he liked. His friends, too, found

‘his protection very valuable; but the rest

of the school knew Mr. Seroop as a hard
and unfeeling tyrant.

All Rookwood had noted that favouritism,
and resented it. But there was no help. The
Head’s word was law.

It was useless for the prefects to report
Mornington, even for the most outrageous
breaches of the rules.

The Head simply pooh-poohed the reports.
Indeed, he had spoken very sharply to Bulke-
ley and Neville and the other prefects, and

told. them quite plainly that he was satisfied |

with Mornington’s conduct, and did not wish
to hear anything to his detriment.

Reports were not made after that. and
Mornington did pretty much  as he liked;
though Bulkeley sometimes took the law into
his own hands, and “licked ” the unruly
junior on occasion. But that was soon put

a stop to. »
The new Head interfered, and positively
forbade the prefects to cane Mornington

under any circumstances whatever.

All Rookwood—with the exception of Morn-
ington & Co.—longed for the return of Dr.
Chisholm, the former headmaster. But
Mornington & Co. basked in. the sunshine of
Mr. Seroop’s favour.

A good many fellows found it expedient
to chum with Mornington, under the peculiar
cireumstances.

But Jimmy Silver & Co.
kind.

They went on their way regardless, so to
speak, and treated Mornington as of old—
as a slacker, a cid, and a sneak, and did
not, take the trouble to dlsgulse thnnr opinion
yt him in the least.

“Come in!” snapped the Head.

Jimmy Silver opened the study door, and
went in, followed hy Lovell and Tommy
Dodd.

The new Head knitted his brows
looked at them.

All three of the juniors had come under
All three had shared in

were not of that

as he

Seroop sinece his coming to Rookwood.
“They went into the study somewhat

It was Jimmy's Silver’s idea to go in a
deputation to the Head; but his comrades
could not help feeling that it was very
m like venturing into the lion’s den. It

ase of daring to be a Daniel.
e grim look of the new Head made them
feel mere uneasy still; but they faced him
with all the firmness they could muster.

“Well?” said Mr. Scroop.
“May we speak to you, sir?” said Jimmy
Silver. “We’ve come as a deputaticn from

the Lower School.”

* Nonsense !”

“It's about the cricket, sir.”

“Nonsense !”

“Ahem! Wce're gated for to-morrow, sir,
and we have to go to Rylcombe to play
in a rather important mateh. The whole
cricket club, sir, would be very grateful if
you would allow us to go.”

“Probably,” said Mr. Scroop. “But you are
not punished without reason. When you
have learned a proper respect for your head-
master, then you may as}. favours. Have
you «m\thmg clse to say

“We—we'd like to go, sir,” faltered Tommy
Dedd.

“Very good,” said Mr. Seroop.
why you are punished.
against a. very worthy
your Form.
mit !”

The Jumors were silent.

It was impossible to argue with the Head,
neither could they impart to him their true
opinion of his favouritism. 1t was useless
to explain to him that Mornington was a
stacker, and no cricketer; he knew that
already.

“If you choose to act more reasonably and
justly, I may consider the matter,” the Head
went on. “It is the desire of Mornington’s
uncle, the chairman of the governors, that
Mornington should take a prominent part in
the school games. I see no reason to dis-
appoint him.”

“That depends on Mornington, sir,” said
Jimmy Silver. “We can’'t be expected to
lose matches by playing a lazy slacker!”

“Don’t argue with me. boy! Now,

“You know
A set has been made
lad—Mornington of
This injustice I cannot per-

listen! over to Rylecombe,”

I will withdraw my order. and allow you
to proceed to Ryleombe for the cricket-match
to-morrow on condition that you play Morn-
ington and at least three of his friends in
the _eleven.”

The jumiors did not answer, It was Morn-
ington’s proposition over again. They had
answered Mornington in a . way they could
not venture to answer the Head.

Mr. Seroop’s steely eyes glittéred at them.

“Well?” he snapped.

“We can’t do that, sir,” said Jimmy Silver.

“What! " You refuse?”

“It would simply mean throwm« the mateh
away, sir. We’d rather not p]ay it than
make ourselves look fools!”

“So you refuse? Very well. You will re-
main within gates to-morrow,” said Mr.
Scroop. “However, it is not my wish that
the regular matches should fall through.
1 intend that the fixtures shall be met, for
the- sake of the school’s playing record. I
shall therefore entrust to Mornington the
task of raising a junior eleven for this
mateh 7

The juniors started.

“Mornington will select a team, and take it
over to Rylcombe to-morrow afternoon,” said
Mr, Scroop. “The former junior eleven will
remain within gates. You may go!”

The juniors went without a word. Their
feelings were too deep for werds.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
‘The Worm Turns!

(14 HAT luck?”
A score of voices asked that
question as the deputation came

back into the junior Common-
room.

The faces of the deputation were a suffi-
cient indication of the result of their mission,
however.

“N. (., of course!” said Rawson.

“N. blessed G.!” said Lovell.

“ Sure, and we all knew it was no good,”
remarked Fiynn. * The Head’s a baste, and
we’re dished!” -

“That isn't all,” said Jimmy Silver, his
voice quivering with anger. “The whele
eleven’s gated for to-morrow, and Morning-
ton is going to take over a team to play
Rylcombhe—our fixture!”

“What!”

“Rats!”

“ Great Scott!”

“That's the Head's decision!” said Jimmy

savagely. “We're out of it—out of the

cricket—and \lomm"ton has bagged our
fixture!”

“Qh, the rotten cur!” said Oswald.

“The match is a goner, of course. You

know the way those slacking duffers play
ericket! Tt will be an cleven like the old one,
when Smythe of the Shell was skipper! The
Grammar School fellows will simply howl!”

“ Blessed if I don’t wish we’'d never made
the fixture!” groaned Tommy . Dodd.

“We won't stand it!” howled Raby.
“Something’s got to be done!”

“ Something is going to be done,”
Jimmy Silver, his eyes gleaming.
Head's gone too far. It’s the limit!"

“What can we do?” said Oswald.

“ Shut the door,” said Jimmy. “ Don’t let
any of Mornington's pals get on to it.”

“You've got a wheeze?” asked Lovell.

said
“ The

Vel
*“ Hooray !’ 3
Lovell closed the door. The juniors,

Classical and Modern, gathered eagerly rétmd
Jimmy Silver. Classicals and Moderns were
at one now.

All minor differences were sunk. All junior
Rookwood felt hound to stand shoulder to
shoulder ‘against the cad of the Fourth and
the unjust headmaster.

“Well, go it, Jimmy!*

“Pile in, Uncle James!”

“It’s got to be kept dark, of course,” said
Jimmy Silver. ‘“If Mornington guessed, we
should be dished in advance!”

““ That’s all right! Go it!”

“ Well, my idea is to play the match all
the same.””

“ Phew!"

“ We shall have to break bounds. That will
be justified under the circumstances.”

“Quite! But it means trouble,”
Tommy Cook doubtfully.

“1 suppose you feliows are game to face
the music afterwards?”

‘*“ Yes, rather!”

“ We'll back you up, Jimmy!"

“ But—but Mornington’s taking an eieven
said Tommy Doyle.

said
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“Sure we can't send two clevens for ona
mateh !

“That’s the important pomb—\lommgwn(
team of slacking duffers can’t be allowed te
represent. Rookwood. We're not going to be
disgraced because Mornington's a cad and the
Head's a beast !’

“Hear hear !

“ Mornington’s eleven
stopped on the road—"

“Oh, crumbs!”

“And the real ‘eleven is going over instead (»

““ Phew!"”

= There 11 be the dickens to pay after
wards,” said Towle.

“That’s understood,” said Jimmy Silvet
quietly. “ We’ve got o go through it, unlesg
we can think of a dodge later. As a matter
of fact, I'm a good deal inclined to back
up against Seroop. We backed up against
Manders once, and heat him. And Scroop’d

are going to b

worse.”

“I—I say, that's “jolly seriousi” said
Tommy Dodd.

Jimmy shrugged his shoulders. -

‘“ This.state of affairs can’t last for ever.
he said. *‘If there was real trouble in the
school, it might make the governors let ug
have our Head back, instead of that rotter
Seroop !

“Hear, hear!”

¢ Bubt never mind tbat now,” said Jimmy
Silver. “My idea is to see about tha
Rylcombe match first, and trust to luck after-
wards. I further suggest that, after it's "
over, and the Head’s down on us, we should
all refuse to be flogged.”

Ol -

“If it's lines, we'll do ‘em. If it’s an
ordinary licking, we'll take it. If it's s
ﬂogging, we all stand together and refuse”

‘Bravo!”

“Hear, hear!”

Townsend of the Fourth opened the doou
and looked in, wondering what was on. A
cushion promptly smote him on the nose, and
hurled him forth again, and he disappeared,
with a wild yelk

The excited juniors were not in a mood
for gentle measures with the followers of

Mornington. Raby closed the door again.

“ Well, it's agreed?” asked Jimmy, look.
ing round. 5

“Nem. con.,” said Lovell.

“Hear, hear!”

‘“But what's’ the programme?” askes
Newecome.

“We shall have to think out the pro
gramme. But the point that’s settled is that
Mornington’s eleven won’t be allowed to ga
to Rylcombe, and that the real eleven will
go in its place.”

“Hear, hear!”

And with that the meeting broke up.

The Fistical Four retired to the end study
with the three Tommies from the Modern sidq
to discuss ways and means.

The minds of the juniors were made up.

Injustice could bhe carried to a cartain
point ; but beyond the limit there was certain
to be resistance. And the limit had heen
reached.

Meanwhile, Mornington and his merry men
were rejoicing.

Mornington had already selected his team.

ft was such a team as had represented
Rookwood in the days when Adolphus Smythe
of the Shell was junior skipper.

It consisted of Mornington himself, Town-
send and Topham and Peele of the Fourth,
and Smythe, Tracy, Howard. Selwyn, Chesney,
Beaufort of the Shell, and Lacy from the
Modern side. All but Lacy were Classicals,
and members of the select socicty known ag
the Giddy Goats.

As “giddy goats” they were perhaps quite
up to the mark; but as cricketers they left
very mueh to be degired.

Some of the old eleven watched them at
practice en Little Side, and grinned as they
watched them.

Duffers at the wicket, duffers at bowling,
and duffers in the field—such was the verdiet
on Mornington’s eleven. But what they
lacked in knowledge of the game they made
up—to their own satisfaction, at least—in
swagger.

The new eleven were quite satisfied of their
ability to uphold the colours of Reookwood
on the cricket-field at Rylcombe Grammar
School.

But—if Jimmy Silver’s little scheme wag a
success—the nuts of Rookwood were not likely
to get nearly so far as Rylcombe on the
morrow. But that was a dead secret, so far

THE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 73.
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‘“ Stand back there !’ roared the porter.
new Head collapse together on the platform.

Looking ti'n'ough the windows,
Then the train rushed on
(See page 46.)

the juniors saw the porter and the
and the station vanished behind.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver Takes the Law into His
Own Hands.

HERE were a round score of Rookwood

* juniors under detention on the follow-
ing afternoon.

- But the detained * juniors "™ did

not look so *‘glum' us it was usual for

fellows under detention to look.

There was, on the other hand, a great deal
of suppressed excitement, and Jimmy Silver
& Co., in fact, were looking forward to a very
exciting afternoon.

Immediately after dinner three or four
fellows who were not detained, but who were
in the scheme, left Rookwood with the
cricket-bags belonging to the team. Jimmy
Silver & Co. waited.

Mornington and his men made their pre-
paration in great spirits, with many grins
and chuckles directed towards the old eleven
—which the cricketers took with unexpected
quietness.

“Sorry you're not comtn’, Silver,idear hoy,"”
Smythe of the Shell remarked to—Jimmy.
“If you weren’'t detained, by gad, you could
come over with us and see some real ericket !”

“Yes, hard lines, isn't it?" said Jimmy
pleasantly. “It would be as geod as going
to the cinema to see you play cricket,
Smythey! When are you starting?”

“Two!” said Smythe, with a sniff.

“ Train, I suppose?”

‘“ Nothin® of the sort,” said Adolphus
loftily. “We’'re havin' out a car.”

“Quite in your style, Smythey,” said Jimmy
Silver affably. “But it’s quicker by train
kb by cgr, as a matter of fact, you know.”

“More corzfy in a car, dear hoy, and we're
‘fuz PENNY POPULAR.—No 73.

startin’ early,” said Adolphus. “Sorry you
can't come—you will be a cheeky little beast,
you know !

Adolphus walked away with his nose in the
air, and Jimmy Silver smiled. Five minutes
later a score of detained juniors were walk-
ing calinly down to the gates. Old Mack,
the porter, came hurriedly out of the lodge.

“Master Silver! Master Silver!”

“Hallo ! said Jimmy.

“You ain’t to go out of gates,” said Mack.
“'Ead’s orders!”

“Sorry!” said Jimmy politely.
got rather an important appointment.
you later, Mack.”

“Look ’‘ere—"

“Ta-ta!” said Tommy Dodd. .

“Which I shall 'ave to report yer.”

“Right-ho!”

And the juniors sauntered on, leaving old
Mack scratching his nose. However, he
ambled away to the Head’s house to report,
as in duty bound. But by the time that
report was made Jimmy Silver & Co. were
far out of sight of Rookwood. They were
out of the reach of Mr. Scroop until they
returned to the school—and many things
were to happen before then.

“Well, what’s the programme now?” asked
Cook, as Jimmy called a halt in the road.

“Halt!” said Jimmy. “We wait here for
the car.” z

“And stop it?” asked Lovell. =

“Of eburse!”

“And then—"

“Then we collar the cricketers.”

“Good egg!”

“And shut ’em up in the
Tommy Dodd, with a chuckle.
cal bounders remember

“We've
See

barn,” said
“You Classi-
how we shut you

up there once—"

“Never ‘mind that,” said Jimmy Silver.
“It’s Mornington & Co. who are going to be
shut up now. Half a dozen chaps will stay
with them to look after them there, and see
that they don’t get away. Rather a dull
job, but it can’t be helped."

“Oh, that's all right!” said Jones minor.
“I'm on, for one.”

“It's all in the game,” said Lovell.
eleven have to go on to Rylecombe.
price bagging the car?”

Jimmy shook his head.

“Can’t be did! This isn’t a jape—it's
serious bizney! And the chauffeur would
have to be argued with. We take the train
to Rylcombe.”

“How are we going to stop the car?”

“Easy enough. We're going to wheel that
old cart out of the field into the middle of
the road. The car will have to stop. We
can't block the road yet, though. One of
you shin up a tree, and give the word when
Mornington’s crowd are coming.”

“Good!”

Newcome “shinned” up a tree to a high
branch, and kept watch in the direction of
tookwood. Jimmy Silver & Co. seized the
old cart, and wheeled it with some diffi-
culty as far as the hedge, ready to be run
out into the road.

Then they waited.

A quarter of an hour later there was a
whistle from Newccme from the Jeaiy tree
overhead.

“Here they come!” called out Newcome.

Jimmy Silver jumped up from theé grassy
bank.

“Pile in!’ he said.

The juniors seized the cart, and ran it
out into the road through a big gap in the

“The
What
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hedge—not without some damage to the
hedge. That could not be helped, however.

The ecar was in sight now, buzzing along
gaily from the direction of the school,
crowded with the slackers’ eleven. :

The chauffeur slowed down at the sight of
the cart standing in the middle of the road.
Jimmy Silyver & Co. were in cover so far.

Mornington rose in the car. :

“What are you stoppin’ for, Williams?” he
snapped.

“Road’s blocked, sir,” said the chauffeur.

“By gad! What silly ass left that cart in
the road?” growled Mornington. *Get down
and shift it, Williams.”

#¥en fir.?

The chauffeur descended from his seat, and
stepped towards the cart. :

There was a shout from Jimmy Silver.

“Pile 1

Twenty Rookwood juniors rushed out from
behind the hedges. 7

Mornington and his companions stared at
them blankly as they surrounded the motor:

car, ;

“What the dickens——" ejaculated Morn-
ington.

“Look here, no
in alarm.

“Get out!”

“By gad! What?”

“Get out of the car!” 5

“We won’t!”’ yelled Mornington furiously.

“Turn them out!” said Jimmy concisely.

The Rookwood juniors swarmed into the
hig car. Mornington struck out furiously,
and Lovell caught his knuckles with his nose.
Lovell gave a roar of wrath, and Mornington
went spinning into the road.

Smythe and Townsend and the rest were
bundled after them, yelling. 4

The odds were heavily on Jimmy Silver’s
side, but they were hardly needed. The
slackers of Rookwood were not famous as
fighting-men.

With the: exception of Mornington, they
hardly resisted the overwhelming attack.

Mornington picked himself up in the road,
and charged back at the car. He was
collared by Tommy Dodd and Newcome, and
held a prisoner,

The rest of the party were collared, and
they gasped for breath in the grasp of the
Rookwood cricketers.

“What does this mean?” shrieked Morn-
ington, “What’s your little game?”

“By gad, you know!” gasped Adolphus.
“You'll be licked for this, you know!™

“We’re chanciag that,” said Jimmy Silver
.eoolly. “At present you're coming for a
little walk with us.”

“I won't!” yelled Mornington.

“We’'ll see! Chauffeur!”

“Yessir?” gasped the chaunffenr, who had
looked on at the scene in utter amazement.

“Take that car back; it's not wanted!”

“Don’t go, Williams!” yelled Mornington.

The chauffeur hesitated.

“Sorry if we have hurt you, chauffeur,”
said Jimmy Silver politely. “But you’ve
got to taks that car back. I give you one
minute before we duck you in the difch!”

lark-s!” exclaimed Smythe,

“I1--I say—" stammered the unfOrtunate
Williams,

“Don’t go!” yelled Mornington. “I order
you— Yarooh—groeogh—oooogh!”

Mornington’s remarks were brought to a
sudden close by Lovell, who jammed some
turf into his mouth. Mornington gasped
and gurgled, but he was-incapable of speech.

“Time's up, chauffeur!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Collar him, you chaps!” c

Half a dozen determined juniors gathered
round the chauffeur.

“*0ld on!” exclaimed Williams. “I'm
goin’ I” v

“ Buck up, then! We begin throwing clods
in half a minute!” said Jimmy.

‘“Give a man a chance!”
chauffeur.

He fairly jumped into the driving-seat, and
backed the car, and turned in the road. The
big ecar whirled round, and the chauffeur
x’:xigly made it fly as the juniors stooped for
clods.

The motor-car disappeared in a cloud of
dust towards Rookwood.

“By gad!” murmured Adolphus Smythe
feebly. “By gad! Cheeky young scoundrels!
Ch, dear!”

“You'll get into trouble for this!” mur-
-mured Townsend.

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver, without
taking notice of the remarks of the Nuts of
Rookwood. ‘ Shove that cart back, some of
you; and the rest bring that gang of rotters

gasped the

along{”® &

Hal a dozen of the juniors shoved the cart
back into the field to clear the road. The

Nuts of Rookwood each with an iron grip
con his arm or his collar, were marched away

across the figlds.
M Lovell and Tommy Dodd had hold
of his arms, and he had no choice
about accompanying them. He struggled
every now and then, and his arms were
promptly twisted till he ccased. There was
no time to stand wupon ceremony with
Mornington.

The rest of the Nuts went quietly in a
dazed state of astonishment. A few minutes
ago they had been rejoicing in their triumph
over Jimmy Silver & Co. The tables were
turned -now with a vengeance.

True, a condign punishment doubtless
awaited the raiders—later. But that pros-
pect, satisfactory as it was in its way, was
of no use to the captured Nuts now.

They crossed the field, and were led by a
footpath through the wood.

‘‘ Where the dickens are you takin’ us, you
Isill%: asses?” mumbled Adolphus Smythe at
ast.

‘ Where you will be safe!” said Jimmy
Silver,

“T’ll make you sorry for this!"” hissed
%\Ihqn'xington. “ You'll be flogged all round for

S

‘“ Go hon!"”

The party proceeded by a solitary foot-
path through the wood, and emerged on the
further side inte another field, where the
old barn stood. It was a spot the juniors
knew well—the Fistical Four had once been
shut up there by the Moderns on a cele-
brated occasion. On that occasion they had
escaped; but Jimmy Silver & Co. did not
mean to leave Mornington a chance of
escape,

The captured cricketers were marched into
the barn. It was an ancient and disused
building, seldom or never visited.

“You're not goin’ to keep us here!” hissed
Mornington.

“Your mistake!” grinned Tommy Dodd.
“We are!”

“We are—we is!”” chuckled Lovell.

Jimmy pointed to the ladder that led into
the old loft.

“Up you go!” he said.

“Look here, we—-"

“Kick them up!” said Jimmy.

It would probably have been difficult to
kick the slackers of Rookwood up an almost
perpendicular ladder. But a few kicks, as
it happened, were sufficient. Adolphus
Smythe no sooner felt Lovell’'s heavy boot
clumping upon him than he made a rush
for the ladder and bolted into the loft.

His comrades followed him fast, only a
few kicks behind heing required to accelerate
their movements.

Mornington was the last, and he refused
to mount the ladder. Lovell exercised his
boots upon him in vain. ' Mornington was
obstinate.

“Blessed mule!” said Lovell, gasping. “ You
take a turn, Dodd! Your boots are bigger
than mine!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Give him the frog’s-march!”’ said Jimmy
Silver. “Say when, Morny!”

It did not take Mornington long to “say
when,” after the frog’s-march had started.

“Let me go!” he shrieked. “I'll go gp!”

“Up you go, then!”

Mornington bounded to the ladder, and
clambered up.

Jimmy Silver and Lovell grasped the ladder
after he had joined the rest of the party
in the loft, and dragged it away. From the
opening above a dozen savage faces looked
down on them. But black looks" did not
affect the cheery Jimmy.

“Now, you're going to stay here, Hooker,
and three or four more; and see that they
don't get out!”

“Right you are!”

“Oh, you rotters!’ howled Mornington from
the loft. <

Jimmy waved his hand to him.

“Tat-ta, dear boy! We're going to..
Rylcombe! That's ever so much better th
you going there collecting up lickings, isn’t
2

Mornington almost ehoked.

_“You're going to Rylcombe!” he stuttered.
“Certainly! It's our fixture, isn’t it3”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You=syou—you—-"
Words failed Mornington, and he shook his
fist furiously from the loit.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Prisoners of War!
ORNINGTON spat out the fragments
of the turf, and gasped for breath.
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Jimmy Silver & Co. laughed, and walked
out of the barn. Hooker and Jones minor
and several more juniors remained, to keep
an eye on the prisoners above, not that there
was much chance of the Nuts escaping.

The Rookwood ecricketers, in high spirits,
made their way to Coombe Station. The
consequences of their action were dismissed
from their minds for the time. Sufficient
unto the day was the evil thereof.

Dickinson minor was waiting at the station
with the cricket bags, as previously arranged.

The cricketers had ten minutes to wait for
a train. {

That ten minutes was rather an anxious
period. They knew that, their breaking
detention must be known to Mr. Scroop
long since.

But it was extremely unlikely that he
would guess the astounding “wheeze ” Jimmy
Silver had planned for the afternoon, and sa
he was not at all likely to look for them at
the railway station. :

Dickinson minor, however, kept watch af
the station entrance, ready to give warning
if lt{le tyrant of Rookwood should come in
sight.

“Here’s the -train!” said Jimmy Silver at
last, with a sigh of relief.

The train rolled in, and stopped. At the
same moment Dickinson minor’s scared face
was seen staring through the gate on to
the platform.

“Cave!” he gasped.

“Oh, my hat!”

There was a momentary hesitation on the
part of the cricketers. But Jimmy Silver did
not hesitate. He rushed for the train.

“Pile in!” he shouted.

Doors flew open, and passengers tumbled
out and cricketers tumbled in. Cricketers
and cricket-bags vanished into the train.

3 Doors slammed, and the guard waved his
ag. "

The engine snorted. With the first snort
of the engine came rushing feet on the plat-
form. Mr. Scroop had arrived.

Probably he had caught a glimpse of the
cricketing party as he ran for the platform,
wildly waving an umbrella.

“Stop! Stop! Come back!” he shouted.

Some of the juniors looked a little scared.
Jimmy Silver grinned. The train was already
in motion, and it was scarcely possible to
obey, even if the juniors had wanted to.

“Stop!” shrieked the new Head furiously.

“Stand back there!” roared the guard.

The train was gathering speed.

The Head rushed forward, apparently to
attempt to hurl himself into the train. The
porter caught him by the shoulder and swung
him back.

. Looking from the train windows, the
juniors saw the porter and the Head collapse
together on the platform. Then the train
rushed on, and the station vanished behind.

“Seroop!”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Grammarian Match!

6« YLCOMBE!” :
Jimmy Silver & Co. collected up
their bags and alighted from the

train in the old-fashioned Sussex
railway-station.

The journey had been rapid, and the
cricketers had arrived. They were in high
spirits, in spite of their narrow escape at
Coombe,

They had no fear of Mr. Scroop following
them. The Head knew nothing of the cap-
ture of Mornington’s team, and so he could
not possibly have any idea that the juniors
were going to the Grammar School to play
the match. He undoubtedly regarded their
escapade simply as ordinary breaiing bounds.
But, as Jimmy remarked, even in the unlikely
event of the Head tumbling, there wasn't
another train for an hour.

The Rookwood cricketers poured out of the
station, a merry party of fourteen in all.

Outside, a brake was waiting, with Gordon
Gay and Wootton major of the Grammar
School waiting in it.

&Hallo! Here you are!” exclaimed Gordon
Gay, as he shook hands with Jimmy Silver.
“I thought you were coming by an carlier
train!”
¢ “Sorry if we've kept you waiting, Gay!”

- “Oh, not at all! Lots of time!”
The ecricketers clambered into the brake,
af@ the driver started for the Grammar
School. The latter was not far from Ryl-
combe, and the party soon arrived.

The cricket-ground at Rylcombe Grammar
School was pretty well erqwded when Jimmy
Silver & Co. appeared on the scene. The
Rookwood match excited a good deal of
interest in the school. There were_ also
several fellows over from St. Jim’s to sed
the match—old acquaintances of the Rook:
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wooders. Tom Merry and Blake of 8t. Jim's
were there, with Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
D’Arcy especially told Jimmy Silver that he
was “vewy glad” to see him again, and
hoped to_see some “wippin’ cwicket.”

“So you will,” said Jimmy cheerily.

“Though he came mighty near seeing some
iolly bad cricket,” grinned Lovell, “if Morn-
on & Co. had come—what!”

And the Rookwood cricketers chuckled.

“Mind, we've got to beat Rylcombe,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Perhaps the Head will look
over it if we tell him that we've won a
tremendous victory.”

“Perhaps!” grinned Lovell. “I don’t
think!”

“Anyway, it will be a consolation for the
licking we're going to get,” remarked Tommy

Dodd.
Stumps were already pitched, and the
Grammarians were ready. Jimmy Silver

tossed for innings with Gordon Gay, and the
latter won the toss. The Grammarians went
in 30 bat, and Jimmy led his team into the
field.

Gordon Gay opened the innings with Frank
Monk. Jimmy Silver took the first over
for Rookwood.

Jimmy’s bowling was something of a sur-
prise to the Grammar School. Jimmy was
the champion junior bowler of Rookwood,
and nevér had his hand seemed s0 cunning.
The contract between Jimmy's bowling and
what Mornington’s bowlers would have put
up made the Rookwooders chuckle to think
of it. They felt more than justified in the
drastic measures they had adopted.

Gordon Gay’s wicket went down for 3, and
Frank Monk was dismissed for 2. In the
second over Tommy Dodd accounted for
Wootton minor's wicket.

It was a good beginning for Rookwood.

“Bai Jove!” D'Arcy remarked to Tom
Merry and Blake. “Bai Jove, you know, I
should weally find it wathah hard to play
that bowlin’ myself!”

‘And D’Arcy’s chums grinned and agreed
that he would.

But the Grammarian batsmen were good
stuff, and though-the wickets continued to
fall at a good rate, runs did not fail to
pile up.

Thesinnings closed for 50. As Tommy Dodd
remarked, it wouldn't have closed at all if
the Grammarians had been playing Morning-
ton and his egregious eleven.

The Rookwood innings began, and Gordon
Gay & Co. soon showed that they, too, knew
something about bowling. After an hour’s
play, Rookwood were all down for 60.

There was a pause for ginger-beer and
cake, during which Jimmy Silver cast several
anxious glances towards the school gates.

If Mr. Scroop guessed the object of the
escapade of that afternoon, there was ample
time for him to have reached the Grammar
School at Rylcombe.

But he did not appear, and Jimmy was
relieved. He had had a lingering doubt, but
it was gone now. Mornington & Co. were
still safe in the barn, guarded by Hooker
and his comrades; and doubtless the Head
had gone back to Rookweed, to fume and
walt for the delinquents to turn up.
Probably he was planning drastic punishment
for the whole party.

But that did not worry the Rookwooders at
present. The business in hand was to beat
the Grammarians, and they devoted all their
thoughts to that object.

In the second innings the Grammarians
went ahead.

Gordon Gay proved impregnable at the
wicket, in spite of Jimmy Silver’s best bowl-
ing. He was second man in, and he was not
out at the finish, with 40 runs to his own
score. The total for the innings was 90.

“You'll have to buck up, deah boys,”
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy remarked to Jimmy
Silver.

The sun was sinking towards the west now,
but there was ample time to finish. Jimmy
i&‘)il\é%r opened the second innings with Tommy

odd.

Then bad luck befell the Rookwooders.

Gordon Gay was at the top of his form
with the ball. Tommy Dodd was dismissed,
and Tommy Cook followed him, and then
Lovell, all within the limits of a single over.

There were loud cheers from the Grammar.|
School crowd to greet the hat-trick.

“Looks wathah woeky foah Wookwood,”
remarked D’Arcy. “I am wathah sowwy I
can't go on and give them a hand and level
things up a bit. This is where one of my
centuwies would come in useful—what!”

“But what price one of your duck’s-eggs?”
asked Tom Merry.

To which Arthur Augustus D’Arcy replied
with disdainful emphasis:

“Wats!”

The Rookwooders were certainly down on
their luck. As in the case of the cele-
brated Raven’s unhappy master, misfortune
followed fast and followed faster. Jimmy
Silver held his fortress, but at the other end
there were falling wickets galore. Dick
Oswald was dismissed for 3, and Flynn scored
only 2. Tive wickets were down when the
score was at 12

The Grammarians exchanged smiies.

Jimmy Silver was looking grim.

“At this rate,” he said to himself, “Morn-

ington might as well have come.”

Rookwood wanted 80 in the second innings
to tie with Rylcombe, and it certainly lcoked
as if they would never get them. It looked
still less like getting them when two duck’s-
eggs 2W0rc scored in succession. Seven down
for 12.

“Oh, bai Jove!” said D'Arcy.

Then Tommy Doyle came in. The Modern
junior did better. The two batsmen
accounted for 15 runs between them before
Tommy was out to a catch by Gordon Gay.
Towle was next man in.

Then Jimmy Silver made the running, and
the figure leaped to 40. Towle added 5 before
he was stumped by Wootton miner. Then
the word passed round:

“Last man in!” :

Tom Rawson was last man.

Rawson was not a brilliant cricketer, but
he was a solid, steady player, who could
always be depended on to keep his end up.
Rawson was a scholarship fellow, and poor,
and Mornington would never -have dreamed
of playing him. But Jimmy Silver was
decidedly glad to have Rawson at the other
end for a last attempt to pull the game out
of the fire.

He gave Rawson almost an imploring look
as he passed him on his way in.

“Stick it, old chap, for goodness’ sake!”

Rawson nodded.

“Right-ho, Jimmy! I know what’s wanted.
Rely on me!”

And he went to his wicket. ¥

The over was not yet finished, and Gay
was bowling. He finished the over to Raw-
son. No runs camé¢ from it, but the wicket
remained intact.

Rawson knew what he could do, and what
he was wanted to do. What was wanted
was steady stone-walling to give Jimmy Silver
a chance to make the running., And Rawson
provided what was wanted.

The bowling came to Jimmy Silver again
from Wootton major. Jimmy let himself go
at it, knocking it far and wide. 12 for the
over brought the Rookwood figure up to 57.

‘“Bai Jove!” said D'Arcy sagely. “The
boundahs may dwag the game out of the fiah,
aftah all, you know. Lucky for them I'm not
bowlin’—what ?”
lucky—for-

Rylcombe!” agreed

In the next over Rawson stole a single
run and gave the bowling to Jimmy Silver
again. Jimmy was'in great form, and his
hitting powers had never been so displayed.

By FRANK RICHARDS

Billy Bunter at his best! A
rollicking school story without
a dull line. Do not fail to
read it in .to-day's issue of

Half~-Crowns for Readers! —

Two 4's, and then a 3, and then Rawson
stonewalled again with quiet imperturbability.

Lovell rubbed his hands.

‘“ Eleven more to tie!" he grinned. * We'll
do it yet! Isn't Rawson a giddy treasure!
If he tried to make the running we should be
booked !”

. “"But he won't!” said Tommy Dodd. “And
it looks as if Jimmy will make all the running
we want! Good old Jimmy!"”

Again 4, when the ball’ came to Jimmy
Silver, and then a 8. 76—and Rawson like
a tower of strength receiving the bowling;
4 more to tie!

But the most tempting ball did not tempt
Rawson to hit out. He knew what he could
do, and he did it.

Down came the ball again to Jimmy Silver,
and clack went the willow on the leather,
and the leather flew. Rawson made a motion
to run, but Jimmy Silver waved him back.
There was no need to run. And a yell from
the Rcokwood fellows announced that the
scores had tied.

“Bai Jove! It’s a dwaw, anyway!”
remarked Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
“Draw be blowed !” said Lovell. “It’s a

win !”

And Lovell was right.

Jimmy Silver smiled -as he hooked away
the next ball. The batsmen ran a single, and
there was a roar.

‘“ Well done, Jimmy !

Gordon Gay clapped Jimmy Silver on the
shoulder as the fleld came off.

**Jolly mear thing!” he said
““but you've done it. Congrats!”

Jimmy Silver had indeed ** dome it,”” and
his comrades almost hugged him as he came
back to the pavilion, looking a little Aushed,
but still fresh.

heartily ;

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Facing the Music !

ORDON GAY & Co. and the St, Jim’s
fellows saw the Rookwood party oft
at the station.

They parted in great spirits.

But in the train, as it bore them homeward
to Coombe, the Rookwood cricketers looked
rather graver.

The match had been won—they had done
their duty to the Rookwood Junior Cricket
Club. Looking at the matter most im-

partially, they could not blame themselves,
But the time had come now

And the thought of the
was not

not in the least.
to pay the piper.
cold, hard face of the new Head
pleasant.

** Perhaps we've been rather as
all!” Towle remarked.

‘“Rot!"” said Tommy Dodd.

“I wonder what the Grammarians would
bave thought if they’d known what we were
going home to?" remarked Lovell. :

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“It was best not to tell them. No need
to worry anybody else with our troubles.
We’ve agreed on the programme. If it's
lines or a caning, we take it quietly; but we
won’t be flogged.”

“N-no!” said Towle, rather dubiously.

‘-We’ve got to stand together,” said Jimmy

quietly. *“ It was bound to come to a row
with Scroop sooner or later. As well sooner
as later.”

‘““Ahem! Ye-g-es!"”

“ Anyway, it ®an’t be helped now,” said
Jimmy. “Keep smiling:”

And Jimmy Silver, at
smiling.

But the party looked decidedly serious by
the time they arrived at Coombe and alighted
from the train.

In the dusk of the summer evening they
walked to'the old barn, at the door of which
they found Hooker and Jones minotr and the
rest waiting for them.

* All serene?” asked Jimmy.

“Right as rain!” said Hooker. * The
bounders are still in the loft, raging! They've
been saying things!”

“ Emphatic things!" grinned Jones minor.

‘“ Mornington offered us a quid each to let
them out,” said Hooker, °** After about an
hour he raised it to a fiver. I don’t know
whether he’d have kept to it. We didn't
give him a chance, anyway.”

‘* There’s.some things even bloated million-
aires can't do,” said Jomes. © Morny’s still
in the loft—fivers and all!”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“How did the match go?”

“Won, of course!”

“Well, that's lucky!
chucked it away

least, did keep

Morny would have

=
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Jimmy Silver & Co. entered the barn.
AMornington’s furious face looked down at him
ifrom the opening above. Mornington had
rot spent a happy afternoon.

The ladder was reared up to the opening.

“You can come down!” called out Jimmy
Silver.

Mornington was the first down. The rest
of the Nuts followed him. They looked
rather a dusty crew after their sojourn in
the old loft. It was not the cleanest of
retreats.

Mormngton shook his fist savagely in Jimmy
Silver’s smiling face. His voice was husky.
with rage as he spoke.

“You hound, I'll make you smart for this!”

Jimmy smiled cheerily.

“Like to take your jacket off and lick me
here and now?” he asked.

“You're going to be flogged!”

“Perhaps!” said Jimmy,

"Ill have you expelled!” hissed Morning-
ton. “A flogging all round for the rest, and
e\pulsmn for you, Jimmy Silver!”

*Thanks awfully!”

‘You——}ou hound! Yow-ow!”

“Better language, please!” said Jimmy,
taking Mornington by the ear. “Out you go!
You're in a hurry to sneak, I can see!”

And the powerful propulsion of Jimmy
;}’sers boot helped Mornington out of the
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Smythe & Co. followed him out without
speaking. They did not like the looks of
the cricketers. But they were looking for-
ward to vengeance.

They had spent that fine summer’'s after-
noon cooped up in the dusty loft. And their
ouly consolation was the flogging that was
to be awarded to: the raiders.

They hurried away to Rookwood, mutter-
ing vengeance, followed at a more leisurely
pace by Jimmy Silver & Co.

» 3fornington broke into a run, anxious to

sarrive at Rookwood and lay his tale of wrongs

and grievances before the Head.

Jimmy Silver & Co. sauntered down the
leafy lane, and arrived at Rookwood a few
minutes before old Mack came out to close
the gates. The Rookwood porter looked at
them grimly.

“1'm afraid there’s trouble for you, Master
Silver,” he said, not unsympathetically.
Even the crusty old porter liked Jimmy
Silver. “You're all to report yourselves to
the 'Ead at once.”

“We've been looking
pleasure, Mack, old
affably.

The school porter shook his head, and
closed the gates. The juniors, with grave
faces, crossed to the School House.

“Now to face the giddy music!”
Tommy Dodd.

“I—I suppose he can’t flog the lot of us!"
muttered Towle.

“He’s not geoing to flog any of us!” said
Jimmy Siiver quietly. “We've stood up for
our rights, and done nothing to be flogged
mr =

“H'm!”

“All serene, Jlmmy, we're backing you
up!” said Lovéll. “March on, you be"gars
and keep your peckers up!”

The juniors entered the House.
of the Sixth met them in the Hall,
them a curious glancc

‘dYou re wanted in the Heads study e=he
sai

“We’re going there, Bulkeley.”

“Where have you been?” asked the captain
of Rookwood.

'Rylcombe
know.”

Bulkeley stared.

“¥ understood ‘V[ornm"ton was. gom" thurc
with a team——"

“We decided we had bettex‘ "0, for the
cxtdxt of Rookwood, you know.” ..

“Then—then what became of ‘\Iornm"toxﬂ”
exclaimed Bulkeley..

. “He had a fancy for staymg in: a loft mer
4 barn for the afternoon,” said Jimmy Silver

forward 1o that
chap!" said Jimmy

said

Bulkeley
and gave

We had a fixture there, you

-calmly. . “No accountmg for tastes, you
know.” 4
My hatt? eJacu}ated' Bulkeley. ~ “TI'my

afraid there’s going ‘to be trouble for you,
Silver.  Mornington- IS w1th the Head now.
I'm sorry!”

Jimmy bllver _nodded, and led his flock on
to the Head’s study. Bulkeley was sorry for
the delinquents, and probably did not blame
them very much; but he was powerless to
belp them.

(Continued on page 20.)
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A SHORT STORY OF ST. JIM'S.
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{ SAVING THE |
{ SITUATION !}

-
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[13 UCK up, Tommy {”
B Thus Monty Lowther of the Shell

at St. Jim's, as he halted outside

Study No. 10 in eompany with

Manners.

“Coming, old scout!” replied the voice of

Tom Merry from within the study.
your wool on!”

It was a half-holiday, and the Terrible
Three had planned a tramp across the moors.
The sun, streaming down over the old school,
gave promise of a brilliant afternoon, and
Lowther and Manners were impatient to be
oft, :

“ Keep

“ The silly ass is always late!” grumbled
Lowther, looking at his watch.

The words were hardly out of his mouth
when the “silly ass » in question appeared, and
Lowther’s grumblings ceased.

‘“ Ready?’ asked Tom Merry.

¢ My hat, what cheek!” exclaimed Manners.
“We've been waltmg for you this last half-
hour, aud yet you've got the nerve to ask
us if we're ready"

‘“ Oh, ring off!”
“Let's get out!”

And the chums of the Shell sauntered down
to the gates and took the road to Wayland
Moor. Their spirits soared under the pleasant
heat of the sun as they tramped along, admir-
ing the beauties of Nature, and Manners

called a halt several times to take a snap
of some interesting view. In the distance
could be seen the deserted woodman’s hut,
and the juniors decided to pay it a visit. As
they drew nearer the sound of voices was
distinetly audible to them. Evidently the
deserted hut was a deserted hut no longer.

“I wonder who's in there?” queried Tom
Merry.

‘“ Mights be some of the fags,” suggested

said Tom Merry, grinning.

Manners. “ You know they often come over
here for a picnic.”

“Let's have a 1look in,” said Monty
Lowther.

That point agreed on, the three juniors
walked up to the rickety old door. Tom
Merry was about to fling it open when voices
floated to his ears from within, and the con-
versation, such as it was, caused the junior
captain to put a warning finger to his lips.

“Don't make a row!” he cautioned.
“ There are two men inside, and they seem a
precious pair of scoundrels! Listen!"

“It will be quite OK,” came the gruff
tones of one in the hut. “I’'ve fixed it up
with the constable on duty. He thinks we are
a movy-picture company. I told him that the
scene would take place at half-past four——"

The voice died away, and, although the
listening juniors strained their ears, nothing
more could be distinguished from their con-
versation. Tom Merry made a sign to his
chums to retreat, which they did, silently and
stealthily. Behind cover of a gorse-bush they
stopped, and held a hurried consultation.

“What do you make of it?” asked Tom
Merry.

“Blest, if I-know!” said ’\Iannezs

“1t's something jolly shady,” said Monty
Lowther, after a few moments of silence,
“ They appear to have concocted some yarn to
spoof the constable—P.-¢. Crump, no,doubt.”

“ 1 vote for following them!” said Tom
Merry. -

“ Hear, hear!” agreed Monty Lowther.
“ You heard one of the rotters say that the
scene wag fixed for half-past four?”

“Theti we'll he on the scere at half-past
four!” chuckled Lowther.

“ That’s the idea! Look out!"”

The warning came from Tom Merry, who
had seen the door of the old hut open and
two figures emerge into the daylight. The

juniors crouched behind the gorse-bush, and
Manners brought his camera into play. There
whs. a click as the shutter moved, and the
picture of the two rascals was taken.

The - taller of the two rascals turned
on hearing the sound of Manners’ camera
shutter being released; but his companion
took him by the arm, and they marched ofi
in the direction of Rylcomhe

Five minutes later Tom Merry & Co. crept
from their hiding-place and followed in the
track of the pair,

It wanted but fifteen minutes to half-past
four when. five other men joined the late

“GEM " Library.

visitors at the hut. One of them was carry-
ing a film camera, and as Moaty Lowther
noticed this he clutched Tom Merry excitedly
by the arm,

“Don’t you see it, Tommy?” he said.
“ The rotters are going to rob the post- otﬁre
or the bank under cover of a film company.

“ My hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry. o
believe you're right! They're starting now!"

Following Tom Merry’s outstretched finger,
Manners and Lowther saw four men “eurm"
masks enter the bank. Each gripped .
revolver in his hand. A few feet away from
them another man was turning the handle
of the film camera.

“ Come on, you chaps!” yelled the leader
of the Terrible Three. * This is where we
chip in! See if there are any other St. Jim's
chaps in the tuckshop, Manners! I'm going
to get help from the police-station!”

The three juniors set off in different dirce-
tions as fast as their legs could carry them.
In a couple of minutes Tom Merry arrived at
the police-station, and unfolded his tale. At
first the inspector laughed denswdy, but
he was so struck by the junior’s earnestness
that he enlisted the services of half a dozen
men, provided them with truncheons, and set
off at the double.

Tom Merry panted along with them, and
Manners and Monty Lowther could be seen
a few yards away, returning to the scene of
action with a couple of seniors and a swarm
of juniors, who had been pressed into service.
From the tuckshop close at hand another
swarm of juniors poured. eager to see
whether Manners’ tale was correct.

As the three parties raced to the bank the
individual operating the camera took to his
heels and bolted. Immediately a group of
juniors gave chase.

The inspector of police walked over fo
P.-c. Crump, who was looking startled and dis-
mayed, and reprimanded him in severe tones
for allowing daylight robbery to be carried
out under his eyes. Then his attention was
turned to the bank entrance, where he had
posted the remainder of his squad

Four men were backing out of the doorway,
with their revolvers levelled at the astonished
group of bank-clerks, who were holding their
hands above their heads. So intent were the
rascals on keeping their victims covered that
they did not see the squad of amateur con-
stables who were w'ntmg for them at the foot
of the steps.

But as they turned the whole band was
upon them, backed up by the'crowd of St.
Jim’s juniors, who fell upon them and
tackled them in true Rugby fashion.

A terrific tussle ensued, and a few shots
were loosed off by the rascals, none taking
effect, however. One of the party managed
to free himself, and, bolting towards a car
that had been held in readiness, scrambled in.
Shaking off the juniors who ‘swarmed over
the car, he opened the throttle wide, and
disappeared down the road like a whirlwind.
His escape was compensated for by the
return of the operator, who had bolted. He
was jostled along by a dozen juniors, who
triumphantly handed him over to the in-
spector, where he was made secure by a pair
of handcuffs snapping over his wrists.

The bank-clerks-swarmed out, and a terrific
buzz of conversation went the round.
appeared that they were about to leave the
bank for the day when the four -masked men
held them up at the point of the revolver,

hilst one of them collected the rolls of notes
that were piled up ready to be put away in
the safe.

The bank-manager, looking very excited,
fussed around, and poured his thanks to the
juniors and the amateur police, and it was
quite half an hour before the High Street
resumed its normal, quiet aspect.

By means of the picture Manners had taken
of the two rascals~the raider who had escaped
in the motor-car was traced two days later
and handed ovér to the police. When the
trial came off the Terrible Three were called
in as witnesses, and the magistrate warmly
commended them for their presence of mind,
Each of the raiders received three years’ Eard
labour.

Of P.-c. Crump, it must be mentioned he
was severely reprimanded for his stupidity,
but that was all. Tom Merry pleaded on his
behalf, and the inspector eventually consented
to let the matter drop..

The next day a handsome cheque arrived
for the Terrible Three from the manager
at the bank; but Tom Merry, with the con-
sent of Lowther and Manners, despatched i§
to the local charity fund for helping disabled
soldiers.

THE END.
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IN REVOLT !

(Continued from page 17.)

T Yimmy Silver tapped at the Head's door.

“Come in!”

It was a gharp, snapping voice within. The
captain of the Fourth entered, followed by
nearly a score of juniors, all quiet and grave.
They all felt that a crisis was at hand.

Mr. Scroop was seated at the Head's desk.
Mormington stood before the desk, his face
flushed, and his eyes gleaming. Evidently
the had just made his report to Mr. Scroop
of the events of the afternoon.

The new Head's glance turned upon the
juniors with a glitter like cold steel in his
eyes.

“So you have returned,” he

said, in a

point of view, the delinquents were in the

Jimmy Silver was silent.
1t was useless to speak. From the Head's

wrong ; and nothing they could have said
would have persuaded him to look at the
matter from their point of view.

“You have nothing to say?” said Mr.
Secroop.

“Only that we—we don't think we have
dene wrong, sir, under the ecircumstances,”
said Jimmy Bilver quietly.

The Head smiled grimly.

“I do not agree with you upon that peint,
Silver. ¥You have disobeyed my commands,
and you have treated Mornington, the
nephew of a governor of the school, in the
most outrageous manner—"

“It was his own fault, sir.”

“He asked for it!” growled Lovell.

Mornington looked at the Co. with gleam-
ing eyes. It was his turn now.

“Don’t bandy words with me, Silver!” said
the Head harshiy. “I shall make an example
of you—all of you! Every boy who broke
bounds this afternoon will be severely flogged
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“Very well, sic!” Jimmy pdused a moment,
and his comrades hung on his words. “I
think it only right to tell you sir, that we
don’t think we ought to be flogged, and—""

“Leave my study this instant!” thundered
the Head.

“We shall not be flogged, sir.”

“What!” 1

“We shall refuse to be flogged.” -

Mr. Scroop sank back in his chair, staring
blankly at the juniors. Before he could
recover from his astonishment Jimmy Silver
& Co. crowded out of the study.

Mornington followed them out, ‘a
upon his lips.

“You're booked now!”
his teeth. “You—— OR!

Jimmy Silver hit ouf, without a word, and
Mornington rolled oen the floor. Without a
glance at him, Jimmy Silver walked on. The
juniors returned to their own quarters. In
the Common-room, they looked at one
another grimly.

Jimmy Silver broke the silence.

sneer

he said, between
»

grinding woice.

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy Silver respectfully.

“Where have you heen?”

“We felt that we couldn’t t}iil Rylcombe,
siz. sf%er arranging a fixture,” said Jimmy
Siiver. “80 we've played the match.”

*“ And—and won i%, sir,” murmured Towle.

“You have been to Rylcombe?”

“¥e8, sir.”

“You confined Mornington and his friends
in a building, and kept them prisoners there,
after \my orders to you, and prevented them
from going to Rylcombe to play im the
match?” g :

-#Yes, sir,” said Jimmy. “We felt that we
couldn’t let Mornington take the fixture out
of our hands, as 2%

*Enough!”

It had come!

ing.
quietly.
a voice of thunder.

Jimmy Silver's lips
“We don’t think

—severely and publicly!” |
Jimmy Silver drew a deep hreath.

The Rookwood juniors all looked at ‘Jimm‘ﬁ
Tt was for their leader to lead.
captain of the Fourth was not found want-

“If you please, sir,”
“If you gave us lines 7

“You have heard my decision, Silver.”

“If you decided to cane us, sir—-""

“You will be flogged!” said the Head, -in |

flogged, sir,” he said.
Mr. Scroop started to his feet.
“Leave my study at once!”

“It’s war now!” he sgid.

“War, and no mistake!” said Lovell.
“Well, we backed up against Manders. We
can back up againft Scroop. Shoulder to
And the | shoulder!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. went to bed that
night in a grim mood.

On the morrow the tug-of-war was to come.
And how it was to end there was no one at
Rookwood who could foretell,

(Another exciting complete story of. Rook-
wood School next Reiday, in which matters
come to a climax between Jimmy Silver & Co.
and the new Head. It is entitled * Jimmy
Silver's Barring-In!" by Owen Conquest. Be
sure you don't ‘miss it!) =

said Jimmy, very

set.

we deserve to be

¢ARE YOU SHORT ?

1f 80, let the Girvan System help you to increase
your height. Mr. Briggs reports an increase of
5 inches; Driver E. F. 3 inches; Mr. Ratcliffe 4
inches; Miss Davies 3} inches; Mr. Lindon 3
inehes; Mr. Ketley 4 inches; Miss Leedell 4
inches. .This system requires only ten minutes
morning and evening, and greatly improves the
health, physique, ‘and carriage No applianees
+r drugs. Send 3 penny stamps for further par-
ticulars and £100 Guarantee to Enguiry Degt..
A.M P, 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4.

BOYS, BE YOUR OWN PRINTERS

and make extra pocket-money by using The
Petit “ Plex’” Duplicator. Makes pleasing
numerous copies of Notepaper Headings, Business Cards,
‘Sports Fixture Cards, Scoring Cards, Plans, Schooi
Publications, Drawings, Maps, Music, Shorthand, Pro-

» grammes, Notices, etc., in a variety of pretty co'loun.
SEND FOR-ONE TO-DAY. Price 6/6, complets with all
supplies. Foreign orders, 1/6 extra.—B. PODMORE
& Co., Desk P.P., Southport., And at 67-69,
Chancery Lane, London, W.C. 2.

MY HEIGHT IS5 @FT. 3INS.
Increase YOUR height by the ROSS SYSTEM,
price 7/6, complete. Particulars 2d. stamps,

BE TALL P. ROSS, 16, Langdale Road, Scarborough.

Catalogue
Post

Fre e. 6, Hope Stores, RYE. (Estd. 1869,)
lack of energy, self-confidence,

IF YOU SUFFER will-power, mind concentration, or

feel awkward in the presence of others, send at once 3 penny stamps for par-
ticulars of the Meato-Nerve Strengthening Treatment.—GODFRY ELLIOTT-
SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C. 4.

CUT THIS OUT

PEN COUPON Value 2d,

Send this coupon with P.0. for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet St., L.ondon, E.0. 4 In return you will receive (post free) a
splendid British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6. 1f
you save 12 further coupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; so you may

Raincoats, Trenchcoats,
Boots, Shoes, Cutlery, Cose

on easy terms, 30/- worth, 5/« monthly ;
60/- worth, 10/- monthly, etc. Write for
Free Catalogue and Order Form, Foreign

from nervous, worried feelings,

. The Penny Popular,”

send 13 coupons and only 3/-. Say whether you want a fine, medium, or broad -

nib. This grea+ offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the
PENNY POPULAR readers. (Foreign postage extra.) Satisfation guaranteed
or cash returned. Special Safety Model, 2/- extra.

tumes, Rings, Watches, ete,, -

MASTERS, Ltd.,

FACTORY T0 RIDER

Packed Free. Carriage Paid. &yfteen Days’ Eree Trial,
|LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.

Promptdelivery. Save Dealers' Profits, Big Bargainsin
Shop Soiled and Second-hand Cycles, ‘gSalisgfaction
guaranteed or Money Refunded. "Write for Monster
Size Free Lists and Sgecial Ofer of Sample Bicycle,

ME AD CYCLE COMPANY, Incorpd.

Dept, 8 607 BIRMINGHAM.

Get Nerve Control, and Don’t be Laughed at.

Think what a pogition Nervousness, Bashfulness, and Blushing,
put you in. Peop}p smile when you enter a room, sometimes laugh outright,
aund all sorts of wit and sarcasm are indulged in at your expense. You can’t
£0 on like that. Cure your Nervousness and Blushing, and. turn the laugh
against your t»or;nen tors by proving your power to win suceess. My System
of Treatment will cure you in a week—quite privately at home. It will
bring to you the priceless gift of self-confidence, build.up your Will Power,
and develop in you that splendid Nerve Control that makes you master o!
yourself in every circumstafce. Don’t neglect this opportunity.
Write to me now, nentioning PENNY POPULAR, that I may send you my
little book, full particulars, quite free in plain envelope.—Specialist, 12,
All Saints Road, St. Anne’s-on-Sea.

PHOTO POSTCARDS. 1/3 doz., 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, 8d.

ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALGGUE AND SAMPLES

FREE. HACKETT'S, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.
&5 Ny 9 “My bristl d. 1, =
CURLY HAIRI™ L7 Drptss Were Made oy o s fow dayer

hair. 1/3, 2/8. (13d stamps accepted.)—SUMME o~ e
UPPER RUSSELL STREET, ﬁmcu%’o‘x.) Er i AR,
Illusions, etc.—Parcels 2/6, 5/6,

MAGIC TRICK ¢ and 10/8. Sample Trick, 1/-—

T. W. ®WARRISON, 230, Pentonville Road, London, N. 1.

@ SHORT MEN AND WOMEN

gi,@ are often ignored and looked down upon. Tall people
7t

receive favourable consideration and attention in
every walk of life. By my easy, scientific, and safe
method you can grow several inches taller. Many
people have added 1}in. to 4in. to their height by
My System. Write at once for FREE particulars,
mentioning Penny Popular.
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