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A Magnificent, Long, Complete Story of a Great School Rebelion!

N

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Schoolboy Rebels.
ALLO, ’Erbert!”

"Erbert — otherwise

(13
Morning-
ton II. of the Second Form at
tookwood—eame to a halt.

The fag was coming from the direction of
the School House, with a letter in his hand,
whien Jimmy Silver hailed him.

It was a bright, clear, frosty morning.

Most of the Forms at Rookwood were pre-
paring to go into the Form-rooms. But the
Fourth Form was an exception.

The Fourth Form were gathered in the
entrenched camp on the school allotments,
where the flug of revolt was waving—
metaphorically, of course.

Round the camp ran a deep trench, four-
square, and deeply dug, with the excavated
earth piled up on both sides of it.

The rebels of Rookwood had *dug them-
scives in” with great effect.

Jimmy Silver stood on the inner parapet
and waved his hand to the fag, who stared
at him. :

“Oh, Master Silver!” ejaculated 'Erbert.
Jimmy was still “Master Silver ” to him, as
in the days when 'Erbert had been a little
waif.

“Top of the morning, ’Erbert!”
Jimmy Silver. “How’s the Head?”

“The 'Ead was looking rather waxy when
e went into -the Sixth Form room,” said
‘Erbert. :

“I faney he will be still more waxy by
the time we get through,” remarked Arthur
Jdward Lovell complacently,

* What-ho!” grinned Raby.

“Have you come to join up, kid?”’ asked
Newcome, with a laugh. “No fags allowed
in the ranks. You're not of military age
yet.”?
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, ave you really barring-out the
'Ead?” asked ’'Erbert. evidently in a state
of great astonishment.

“We are—we is!”

“Oh crumbs!” said ’Erbert.

“Britons never shall be slaves!” remarked
Conroy.

“Oh! Is Erroll there?” asked 'Erbert.

“Here I am!” answered Kit Erroll cheerily,
jumping on the earthen parapet. *“ Anything
wanted,. 'Erbert 2*

Mornington II. held up the letter.

“This ’ere’s for you,” he said.

“0Oh, good!”

“It’s from Master Morny,” explained
‘Erbert. “It was put in the rack this morn-
ing, and I saw it, and I thinks to myself
I'll bring it to you. You wouldn’t ’ave had
it otherwise, you see. The ’Ead wan't send
the postman round ’ere.”

“Ha, ha! I suppose not!”-

“Pitch it across, kid!" said Jimmy Silver.

“Look out—there’s Carthew!” exclaimed
Tommy Dodd.

“Look out, 'Erbert!”

Carthew of the Sixth was running from the
direction of the house.

FEvidently the Rookwood hully had espied
the fag in communication with the rebels.

‘Erbert looked round quickly.

He threw the letter hurriedly towards
Frroll across the trench, but the wind caught
it and whirled it back again almost to his
feet.

. The next moment Carthew reached him and
caught him by the ear.

"Erbert gave a loud yell.

“You young rascal!” exclaimed the prefect.
“You know the Head’s orders—nobody is to
come here and speak to those mutinous young
scoundrels!*
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“I didn’t know! Yow-ow!?

“Well, you know now!” said Carthew
grimly, twisting the fag’s ear till the un-
fortunate 'Erbert yelled with pain.

Whiz!

A clod of damp clay came whizzing across
the trench from Kit Erroll’s hand.

It smote Carthew of the Sixth on the side
of the head, and there was a terrifie yell
from Carthew.

The missile fairly bowled him over, and
he released 'Erbert and sprawled on the
ground.

There was a delighted roar from the camp
of the Fourth.

“Well bowled!”

“Qut!*”

*Ha, ha, ha!” -

“Ow!” gasped Carthew dazedly.
—yah!”

"Erbert rubbed his ear and grinned.

Carthew sat up breathlessly, clawing clay
away from his face.

“The letter, 'Erbert!” shouted Oswald.

'Erbert made a dive at the letter.

Carthew grasped him again as he did so,
and held on to him.

“Give me that letter!” he panted.

“It’s Master Erroll’s!” «

“@Give it to me, you young hooligan!>

“Quick!” muttered Jimmy Silver. “The
plank !»

The long plank which was kept in readi-
ness in the camp was run out across the
trench. . -

The moment it rested on the opposite
parapet, Jimmy Silver ran lightly across.

He had a mop in *his hand.

He came down the sloping parapet with 2
run, with the mop at the charge, like an
old-time lancer.
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Crash!

The mop caught Carthew on the chin, and
he sat down again, much more quickly than
he had arisen.

Erroll was after Jimmy Silver in a twink-
ling, and he took the letter from ’Erbert’s
hand.

“Cut!” he muttered.

"Erbert did not need telling twice. He cut
oft in the direction of the school buildings,
and vanished.

HCarthew staggered up with a face like a
un.

He fairly hurled himself at Jimmy Silver.
But three or four more juniors had run along
the plank, and Conroy met Carthew’s rush
with a garden-fork—and Carthew stopped.

There was no arguing with the prongs of
the fork. The Australian junior grinned at
him over the implement.

“Come on " he said invitingly.

“Ha, ha! Come on, Carthew!”

“Chase him!” roared Lovell.

‘Whiz, whiz, whiz!

Clods and pellets of clay rained on the
prefect. He fairly took to his heels at last
and ran.

A roa' of laughter followed him.

Jimmy Silver & Co. returned triumphantly
into the camp, and the plank was drawn in.

Carthew  from the distance, shook his fist
and disappeared.

“This is where we smile!” grinned Arthur
Edward Lovell. “Are we downhearted?”

“No!" roared the Rookwood rebels, with a
terrific emphasis; and the roar reached the
ears of the fellows going into the class-rooms
in the School House. i .

And a good many of the Third, and the
Shell, and perhaps even - higher Forms,
wished that they were in the rebel camp on
the allotments, rather than grinding in the
Form-rooms.

There was risk—plenty of risk—in the
attitude taken up by Jimmy Silver & Co., but
there was no doubt that it had its compensa-
tions.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Morny’s Apneal!

113 NY news from Morny?”
A Kit Erroll was reading his letter,

fo. the second time, with a
clouded and thoughtful brow.

It was oni, the previous day that Valentine
Mornington of the Fourth had left Rookwood
with his guardian to be taken to a London
specialist.

There was 4 faint hope that the unhappy
junior’s sight might yet be restored.

Mornington had gone reluctantly. -

He had known the plans of Jimmy Silver &
Co.—to declare a barring-out in the Fourth
until Latfrev. whose cruel act had blinded
Mornington. was expelled from the school.

Whatever motive the Head might have for
alowing Lattrey to remain at Rookwood,
the juniors did not profess to understand, but
they nnderstood that they were not going
to stand it.

And the reckless scheme exactly appealed
to Mornington's nature, always reckless, and
none the less so' because he had lost his
sight.

He would giadly have joined the rebels.

“Morny must have written pretty soon
after getting home,” remarked Jimmy Silver,
as Erroll looked up from the letter.

Erroll nodded.

“He wrote -t once,” he said.
to come back.”

“He cant have seen the specialist yet,”
said Jimmy.

“No. But he wants to be in the fun, as
fie puts it.- He didn’t want Sir Rupert Stack-
poole to take him away yesterday.”

“Well, I'm sorry he’s not here, especially
as the barring-out is all on his account,”
ohserved Jimmy Silver. . “Can’t be helped,
though.”

“Morny thinks it can be helped,” said
Erroll, with u smile.

“Eho”

“He wants

“I'l read you the letter.”

“Go ahead!”

The juniors gathered round curiously.

It was written clearly enough, though the
lines wandered on the page. =

Here and there words ran over the margin.
Morningtor: had written without seeing what
hie wrote -

“Dear Kit,—!'m home now.
TreE Porurar—No. 162
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want to stick here and miss all the fun. I
can’t tell my guardian what's on; he
wouldn’t sympathise. But I want to come
back. Come and fetch me, there’s a good
chap I'm going to haunt the drive all day
in case you come. I know you will. I can’t
come alone; you know why, hang it! But
I must come back and take a hand.
“Your pal,
“MORNY.”

“Phew!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Poor old Morny!” said Lovell.
you can’t do it, Erroll!”

Erroll compressed his lips.

“Morny’s asked me,” he said.

That was evidently a sufiicient reason for
Kit Erroll.

Jimmy Silver looked very thoughtful.

He could well understand Mornington's
desire to share the excitement and the risk
of the barring-out.

But it was not so easy for his desire to
be carried out.

“I—I suppose you could try, old scout,”
said Jimmy Silver at last. “But I'm afraid
there’s a watch being kept on us here. I
fancy you won't be allowed to pass out.”

“And if you get nailed they won't let you
come back,” remarked Lovell. “You’ll be

“T say,

put in the punishment-room, or perhaps
taken home.”

“Or flogged!” said Newcome.

“I know. But I'm going to try. Morny
wants me to,” said Erroll simply. “Look

here, if I bring him back, we’ll hang about
till after dark; I could never get him in
in the daylight. You'll hear me give the
scout-signal then. I think I can get clear
now : the fellows are all at lessons.”

“Just as you like,” said Jimmy Silver.

Erroll’s preparations were soon made.

The plank was pushed over the trench, and
he crossed to terra firma. The juniors
crowded the parapet to watch him go.

He did not go towards the school-buildings,
beyond which lay the gates, but towards the
wall which bounded the allotments on the
other side of the camp.

He passed through a helt of beeches and
disappeared.

Jimmy Silver was still looking after him
anxiously, when Erroll reappeared from the
trees, running, .

“Stopped!” ejaculated Lovell.

“The sergeant!”

Sergeant Kettle was after Erroll, who was
speeding bhack towards the camp. The Rook-
wood rebels watched him anxiously.

The Head had been unable, so far, to
deal with the rebellion of the Fourth, but,
as Jimmy had cuessed, he had resolved to
isolate the mutineers.

The prefects had orders to see that none
of the rest of Rookwood approached the
trenches or communicated with the Fourth,
and the sergeant, and probably others, kept
wateh to “nail” any stragglers from the
camp. 3 .

“Let’s get out and help him!” exclaimed
Raby.

Jimmy shook his head.

“Can’t risk getting cut off from out base,”
he answered. “Besides, I think Erroll can
dodge him.”

“He’s slowing down.”

“By gad! Old Kettle will have him!” ex-
claimed Townsend.

Erroll was losing speed, running as if with
difficulty, and the sergeant was rapidly over-
hauling him. :

The junior fell on his knees at last, as if
quite exhausted. The next moment the
sergeant’s heavy hand was on his shoulder.

“Got you, by gum!” grinned Sergeant
Kettle.

He dragged Erroll to his feet.

Erroll leaned on him, gasping.

“Now then, stand up!” grunted the ser-
geant. *“Oh crumbs! Yooop!”

The apparently exhausted junior had sud-
denly awakened to new life.

With a violent shove, he sent the burly
sergeant sprawling, and so sudden and un-
expected was that shove that the sergeant
reeled backwards and sat down before he
knew what was happening,

“Yoop! Yah! Ow!” gasped the sergeant
dazedly. “Oh, you young limb! Ow!”

Erroll was speeding away again with the
fleetness of a deer towards the beeches.

Jimmy Silver burst into a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha! Spoofed!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

Sergeant Kettle staggered to his feet,
panting for breath.

The good old

sergeant’s brain worked
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slowly, but he realised that Erroll had fooled
him in order to take him by surprise and
get clear away.

. He blinked round in search of the elusive
junior; but Kit Erroll had already vanished
through the beeches, and was climbing the
further wall,

Far from the distance, sharp and clear,
came a signal whistle from Erroll, and it
reached the ears of the rebels, and told them
that he was olear.

“Good man!” grinned Lovell. “He’s gone!
He’ll be back to-night with Morny!”

“Hallo, sergeant!” shouted Tommy Dodd.

~“Let’s see you do that again!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

The worthy sergeant did not let them sece
him sit down again. He was aching enough
already. He shook a knuckly fist at the
grinning juniors and stamped away.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Last Word !
HERE was much suppressed
ment in  Rookwood School

I morning.

All Forms but the Fourth had
turned up to lessons, hut they had not
settled down to work with the usual steadi-
ness. The knowledge that the Fourth were
holding a barring-out had its effect on the
whole school—even on the great men of the
Sixth.

What the end was going to be was a
mystery, and all Rookwood wondered what
the Head would do.

He could scarcely yield to the rebels
demands.

Certainly all the school considered that
he ought to have expelled Lattrey, in the
first place. -

But having refused to do so, he could
scarcely rescind his decision at the dictation
of a junior Form.

Yet it was pretty clear that the junior
Form did not intend to give in until he did
0.

Moreover, if the rebellion continued, it
was certain to lead to a general spirit of
insubordination in the school, especially in
the lower Forms.

The rebels had to be brought to heel
somehow,

But how?

Was it the Head’s intention to leave the
rebels alone, for the rebellion to die a
natural death?

His intention had been to leave them to
be brought to their senses by hunger.

But since then he had received the report
of Sergeant Kettle, and ‘knew that Jimmy
Silver & Co. had raided the school shop over-
night, and that the camp was well
provisioned.

Whatever the Head might be thinking he
showed no sign.

Mr. Bootles was rather at a loss that morn-
ing. Of ali his Form, only Lattrey and Tubby
Muffin remained in the School House.

The Fourth Form master did not feel
disposed to hold a class of two, and he set
the two juniors tasks in their studies, and
left them alone.

The Fourth Form room remained empty and
silent.

Mr. Bootles shook his head very seriously
over the state of affairs.

It could not last, that was certain. But
how it was to bhe brought to an end was a
puzzle. .

The Head had taken certaih steps.

Sergeant Kettle was posted to keep an eye
on the camp, to see that the rebels did not
communicate with the rest of the school.

The rebellion was not to spread, if it could
be helped. The sergeant also had orders to
march in any straggler -from the camp.

+ After morning lessons the Head retired to
his study, and Mr. Bootles sought him there.

The Fourth Form master looked worried
and flustered as he met the cold, steely
glance of the headmaster.

“My Form have remained out this morning,
sir!” said Mr. Bootles.

“l am aware of that.”

“It is an unprecedented state of affairs,
sir!”

“Quite!”

Mr. Bootles coughed.

“Well, sir, is® this state of.affairs to con-

excite-
that

tinne? Surely the Fourth- Form cannot
remain in a state of riot!”
“I am about to take measures, Mr.

Bootles,” replied Dr Chisholm coldly, “It
the boys refuse to return to their duty, 1
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shall take drastic means of enforcing their
obedience.”

“Very well, sir!”

Mr. Bootles retired, wondering what the
“drastic means” were going to be.

A little Jater Dr. Chisholm left the School
Heuse and made his way with stately dignity
to the schoolboy camp.

A myriad eyes watched him go ard there
were many suppressed chuckles.

The fags, at least, were the
situation

Jimmy Silver was a tremendous hero in the
eyes of all the fags.

Even Algy Silver, who was on rather bad
terms with his Cousin Jimmy, was loud in
his admiration of the captain of the Feurth
Tor once.

Algy would willingly have joined the rebels.

Some of the more daring fags followed the
Head at a distance to look on, ready to
dodge if he should glance round.

Dr. Chisholm arrived at the camp, and
found its occupants hard at work with spade
and fork and pick.

They rested on their labours as the word
passed round that the Head was there.

Jimmy teok off his cap very respectfully to
his headmaster.

Jimmy wanted it to be quite clear that
the rebels were only standing up. for right
and justice, and that anything like “cheek ”
did not enter into the matter at all.

Impertinence to the Head was bad form,
and Jimmy frowned upon it very severely.

Dr. Chisholm fixed his eyes upon the ruddy
face of the rebel leader

“Bilver!”

“Yes, sir?” said Jimmy.

“I have given you time to think over this
matter. Have you decided to return to your
duty?”

“We are doing our duty here, sir.”

The doctor’s eyes glinted.

“We're ready to come hack, sir, as soon as
Lattrey 1s turned out of Roekwood!” chimed
in Loveli

“I am not here to discuss that matter, or
any other matter, with you!” said the Head
ieily. I ar~ here to order yow hack to your,
duty !”?

No answer.

“It appears,” continued the Head, “that
you have provided acainst losing “your meals
by robbing the school-shop overnight.”

Jimmy Silver flushed.

“We have mnot robbed the shop!” he ex-
claimed hotly. “We have a list of all the
sergeant’s goods, and they will be paid for
fo the last penny!”

“The bill will be sent in to you, sir!” said
Conroy.

“What!”

“We think you ought to pay it, sir,” said
Jimmy Silver; “but if you do not we shall.
The sergeant shall lose nothing.”

There was a long silence.

The juniors waited for the Head to speak
again.

It was a strange situation enough.

The Head, accustomed to seeing juniors
tremble at his frown, could not get used to
having his direct orders disregarded by those
same juniors. It was hecause he had placed
himself in the wrong, but he was not likely
to admit that, even to himself.

The headmaster spoke again at last.

“You must be aware, Silver, that this state
of.:i\ﬂ'uirs cannot be allowed to continue,” he
said.

“I hope you will do what we have asked.
sir. We only want that ruffian Lattrey turned
out of the schcol.”

“Kindly refrain from impertinence, Silver.
1t is my duty to re-establish authority over
this rebellious Form. Since you will heed
no argument but force, force will be used.”

Jimmy Silver smiled involuntarily, remem-
bering the ignominious defeat of the Sixth-
Form prefects the previous day.

Dr. Chisholm compressed his lips.

“You understand me. Silver? Force will
be used, and I fear that some of your mis-
guided dupes may be hurt. There is -still
time for you all to submit to just authority,
and save me from this painful alternative.”

“If you will agree, sir——"

“Enough!”

Dr. Chishoim turned and strode away, and
there was a seattering of fags who had been
staring on from a distance.

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulders.

“The Head means bizney!” remarked Van
Ryn.

NEXT
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“And so do we!” answered Jimmy.

And the rebels chimed in:

“Hear, hear!”

A8 both sides were equally determined, it
was the old story of the irresistible force
brought to beai upon the immovable object.

It was only a question which would “give.”
C merrily under the frosty sunshine.

The dug-out was growing deeper
and deeper, and the mounds of displaced
earth were growing higher.

.Jimmy intended to have the dug-out
finished that day, as a shelter for the
garrison during the winter night

But, while the work went on, two or three
fellows paraded the walls, watching for the
enemy.

The Head’s threat was not taken idly.
Jimmy knew that a move would come sooner

or later.
He expected it, too, while the school was

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
An Attack in Force!
LANG! C€lang! Clang!
Pick and spade and fork rang

at lessons; for the Head was certain to want

tural gentlemen for the purpose of putting
down the school rebellion by foree.

Probably he expected that the sight of
such a formidable array would be sufficient
to reduce the rebels to obedience.

“Looks like bizney at last!® grinned
Conray. “This lot ‘will be rather more

trouble than the prefects yesterday!”

“Sure, ye're right!” said Tommy Doyle.
“Faith, it’s going to be a broth av a shindy!
Hurroo !

The Head stopped just outside the parapet,
and his followers came to a somewhat dis-
orderly stop.

Dr. Chisholm was looking at the grinning
rebels on the earthworks.

“Silver, come out of that place at once,
with all the rest, and return to the School
House!” he rapped.

“Sorry, sir.”

“Will you obey me?”

“No, sir.”

“You see these men,” said the Head.
“They are here to remove you by force if
you do not go. 1 hope, my hoys, that you
will make sf€h a very unpleasant scene of
violence unnecessary by rcturning to vour

duty at once.”

Then, wth the speed and fleetness of

With a violent shove Erroll sent the sergeant sprawling on the ground.
‘“ Yooop! Ow !’ gasped Sergeant Kettle dazediy.

beeches, leaving the sergeant to stagger to his feet, panting for breath.
i (See Chapter 2.) *

‘“ Oh, you young limb!?”*
a deer, Erroil sped away towards the

to get the affair over as quickly as pessible.
There was a sudden call at last from Dick
Oswald, on sentry-duty.

“Qavel? >

“Here they come!” shouted Jones minor.

“Line up!” rapped out Jimmy Silver.

The juniors came scrambling out of the
dug-out, throwing down their implements,
ready for the fray.

In a minute, or less, the parapet was lined
with eager, excited rebels.

From the direction of the House the Head
was approaching, and he was not alon_e‘

Following him there came fifteen or sixteen
burly labouring men.

Jimmy Silver & Co. eyed them keenly.

They knew some of the men by sight,
having seen them at work in the fields around
Coombe.

“My hat!” murmured Jimmy Silver.
Head’s going it!”

The new contingent were all grinning as
they came towards the camp Sergeant
Kettle was with them, and appeared to be
in command.

The sergeant was solemn enough, and the
Head was grave and dignified, but the new
recruits seemed to be taking the matter
humorously.

Most of them were burly fellows, and most
looked ruddy and good-tempered men.

Evidently the Head had gone to the village

“The

in search of help, and had enlisted agricul-
SPLENDID

“Not unless you turn Lattrey out of the
school, sir.”

“Silence!””

“Well, that is our answer.”

Dr. Chisholm turned round.

“Sergeant, with the assistance of these
men, you will remove the juniors by force
from this spot.”

“Yes, sir!” grunted the sergeant

“I leave the matter in your hands.”

The Head retired, with a set face. -

It was a very uncomfortable expedient, he
had adopted, and he did not like it, but there
was nothing else to be done.

Force wag the only argument that could
now be used.

“Now, then—attention!” rapped out the
sergeant, ,feeling more at ease when the
Head was gone.

“Oh, cheese it!” said several voices.

“You — you — you swipes!” roared the
sergeant.

“Swipes yourself, sargint! You old
Prooshian, you!” ;

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors. “Give
it to him, Hodgey!”

“Talk to me!” resumed Mr. Hodge in-

dignantly. “Think I'm a conscript that you
can talk to any’ow you like? For two pins.
Sergeant Kettle, I'd give you a oner on the
jore!” :
“Ha;-ha, hal¥
Tae Porurar—No. 162.
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The sergeant suppressed his feelings.

He was purple with wrath, but the inde-
pendent Coombe labourers did not care two-
pence for the wrath of any sergeant in the
three kingdoms.

So the sergeant had to consume his own
smoke, so to speak.

“Come on!” he rapped out at last.

“Well, you lead the way, bein' a military
man!” jeered Mr. Hodge. “Show us 'ow it’s
done! We'll foller arter!”

Sergeant Kettle had a nasty temper, but
he had the courage of a lion.

He had rushed Boer trenches in South
Africa in his time, and he was not likely
{0 think much of a schoolboy trench.

He strode on haughtily, quite ready to show
tiiese “dashed clvilians > the way.

And the grinning yokels followed him,
cvidently regarding the matter as a huge
ioke, and an extremely easy way of earning
ten shillings apiece that afternoon.

But it was not to turn out such a joke as
they anticipated.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Britons Strike Home!

[{ TUCK up!” commanded Jimmy Silver.
“You bet!”
“Come on, sergeant! I've got this
mop ready for you!”

Sergeant Kettle did not heed. He
clambered manfully over the outer parapet,
and, on top of it, paused for breath.

Before him lay a trench nearly a dozen
feet wide at the top, as the inner parapet
sloped back.

And from the top of the banked-up earthen
parapet to the bottom of the trench was a
drop of nine feet.

Sergeant Kettle plunged down
trench, and - the agricultural
plunged after him.

“Fire!” shouted Jimmy Silver

Whiz, whiz, whiz! :

Clods of earth and clay rained on the heads
below, and there were yells of pain and angry
protests.

“Yarooh! Stoppit!”?

‘“You young limbs!”

“Oh, my 'ead!”

“@errrooogh !’

“Yow-ow! Stoppit! Yooop!”

But the juniors did not stop. The enemy
fiad chosen to attack, and they had to take
the consequences.

To allow the position to be captured for
fear of hurting the enemy was not an idea
that Jimmy Silver. & Co. were likely to
entertain.

Sergeant Kettle clambered desperately up
the inner parapet.

His, followers attempted to do the same.

But above them mops and sticks smote
and smote and smote again. There were
fiendish yells from the assailants.

The sergeant clambered on regardless of
blows.

into the
gentlemen

Lovell grasped him by the hair as his
flushed Aand furious face rose over the

parapet, and Raby laid hold on his ears. -

The sergeant roared like a bull. He had
not much hair left, and he felt as if he
were losing what he had.

“Leggo!” he raved.

“Ha, ha, hal?

Mr. Kettle clambered on desperately.

With a mighty heave the juniors sent him
spinning back, and he rolled in the bottom
of the trench.

Three or four of his followers had a hold
on the parapet, and were clinging on, and
hitting out angrily. Tempers were up on all

sides now.

But the. defenders did not stand on
ceremony.

“@Give ’'em socks!” roared Lovell, laying

about him recklessly with a cricket-stump.

“Yaroooh!”

“Oh! 'Elp!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” =

The scramble at the parapet was soon over.

The position was far too strong to be taken
if the defenders were resolutc—and they were
resolute enough.

The assailants
into the trench,
doughty whacks
bumps and b

Whiz, whiz, whiz!

The party were now scrambling frantically
out of the trench

They had had enough. And
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rolled and tumbled down
most of them aching from
and plentifully adorned with
'8 !

as clods of

earth rained on him the sergeant clambered
out, too.

Whizzing clods followed them, and Mr
Hodge & Co. fairly fled. But the sergeant,
disdaining to flee, marched off as if on
parade, like a sulky British lion.

And the victorious juniors, respecting
pluck, forbore to whiz any clods after Mr.
Kettle.

“This looks like a win for us!” chortled
Lovell. “I wonder what the Head will think
when he sees that crew?”

S Ha=ha, et

“There he is!” grinned Newcome.

In the distance the Head could be seen.
He met the fleeing villagers as they came
round the School House.

He looked at them, and he looked at the
camp, and then he disappeared.

The Head of Rookwood was finding that
his Fourth was a tougher proposition than

he had ever dreamed.
[13
! l The winter dusk -was thick upon
; Rookwood as the two juniors came
along Coombe Lane towards the school,
. Ekn-oll had succeeded easily enough in his
ask.

He had found Mornington waiting for him
on the drive at Sir Rupert Stacpoole’s
home, and a note had been left with the
lodgekeeper for Morny’s guardian; and they
had departed together.

Mornington, blind as he was, was in great
spirits.

He was looking forward keenly to joining
in the barring-out

“We shall have to be a bit careful in
getting in,” went on Erroll. “They may be
on the look-out. I suppose they know that
I got out this morning, and I may be looked
for. This way.”

“If they bhail us, you cut and run,” said
Mornington, with a laugh. “They won't
hurt me—poor afflicted youth, you Kknow.
By gad, I'm lookin’ forward to takin' a
hand, though!”

“Come on, old chap!”

3y devious .ways the two juniors reached
the old stone wall that bordered the school
allotments. 4

Erroll climbed first, and gave his chum a
hand, and drew him to the top.

He lowered Mornington down gently on the
inside of the wall, and joined him.

He stood silent for a minute or two,
gazing about him in the thick gloom.

“All serenc?” asked Mornington

“I think so.”

They moved on through the beeches, Erroll
with his guiding hand on the blind junior’s
arn.

As they came out from the trees Morny
suddenly halted.

“Somebody’s comin’!” he whispered.

“I can't see i

“But I can hear!”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Caught !
ERE we are, Morny!”
It was Kit Erroll who spoke.

Morny laughed softly.

“I’m usin’ my ears so much that 1 can
hear a pin drop, Kit. Listen!”
Erroll bent his head to listen. But he

could hear nothing save the sough of the
branches in the wind.

“I think you're mistaken this time,
Morny.”
“I'm not. Listen! There!”

“By Jove, you're richt!”

Erroll could hear a footstep now. A light
flashed out in the gloom.

“Collar them!” shouted a voice.

It was Carthew of the Sixth.

The sergeant was with him, and they made
a rush together at the two juniors. . Erroll
could have eluded them, but the blind junior
was helpless to run.

He pushed Erroll away from him.

“Cut!” he whispered shrilly.

“I'm sticking to you, Morny,” said Erroll
quietly. :

“Cut, you ass.
sha’n’t!”

“Got the young rascals!” exelaimed Car-
thew, as his grip fell on Morny's shoulder.

You'll get flogged, and 1

“Take the other, sergeant! Two of them,
at least! Hallo, it's Mornington!”
“Come along, Master Erroll! 'Ead’s

orders!” said the sergeant, taking Kit Errol]
by the shonlder. =
Erroll set his teeth.
fHe had sveceeded in conducting Morning-
ton to Rookwood, and they were on the
point of joining the rebels in the camp when
this stroke of ill-luck fell. -
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Erroll understood - that the IHead was
anxious to separate the rebels, if possible,
and any straggler from the schoolboy camp
;v‘l)gld be prevented from returning to the
old.

The sergeant marched him away, taking
good care that the junior did not escape
him as he had escaped in the morning; and
the prefect followed with Mornington.

In the darkness there was a faint glow
from the shed in the camp on the allot-
ments.

The stove was burning there, and candles
and bike lamps were lighted.

There was a glimmer of light, too, from
the lanterns where Jimmy Silver's followers
were still at work on the dug-out.

The captured juniors were marched on,
passing within a dozen yards of the camp
as they were taken across to the House. -

the nearest point Erroll suddenly
uttered a sharp, clear whistle. It was the
agreed signal with the mutineers.

The whistle was answered from the camp
at once, and Jimmy Silver leaped on the
parapet.

“Rescue!” shouted Erroll.

“Hallo!”

“That you, Erroll?”

“Come on, you young sweeps!” muttered
Carthew angrily. “Hurry om, sergeant, or
we shall have those young rascals round us
like hornets!”

But the stolid sergeant did not hurry. He
was not going to run from junior schoolboys,
not if he knew it!

“Rescue!” shouted Erroll again.
here! We're taken!”

“Rescue, the Fourth!” roared Mornington.

Carthew dragged him on.

“Shut up. you young cad! Oh!”

Carthew yelled as Mornington’s fist swung
round and struck him in the face. He re-
leased the blind junior for a moment.

“Oh! Ah! I—TI'll smash you!” he yelled

The bully of the Sixth grasped Mornington
and struck him savagely

Erroll, with a tremendous effort, tore him
self loose from the sergeant and sprang on
Carthew like a tiger.

The prefect . had to defend himself as
Erroll attacked him, but so flerce was the

“Morny’s

junior’s attack that the Sixth-Former
staggered back, barely able to hold his
own.

Mornington groped round him blindly.

Never had he felt so bitterly his affliction.
He gritted his teeth with helpless rage.
“Oh, you young villain!" panted Carthew,

closing with Erroll at last. “I'll smash
you!”
Erroll curled round him iike a cat, still

hitting out fiercely and savagely.

There was a shout from the camp, and
a rush of feet. Jimmy Silver & Co. were
coming to the rescue. ;

Knowles of the Sixth loomed up in-the
gloom.

“What'’s the row? Carthew—— Hallo!”

“Lend me a hand with this young fiend!”
panted Carthew,

The Modern prefect seized Erroll.

The junior resisted fiercely. but in "the
grasp of the two Sixth-Formers he was
helpless.

They rushed him away towards the School
House, half-carrying and half-drageing him.

Before the sergeant could follow with
Mornington the rescuers had arrived.

Sergeant Kettle was hustled away without
ceremony, and he stalked off the scene with
as much dignity as he could muster. Jimmy
Silver clapped Morningten cn thie shoulder

“Morny, old scout—-—" o

“Where's Erroll?” exclaimed Raby.

“They’ve got him!” shouted Mornington.
“Carthew and Knowles—they've got him!
Oh, if a chap could only see—" He broke
off with a gasp of rage.

Jimmy set his teeth.

“We'll have him back!
the camp, some of you!”

“Never mind me—gef on!” exclaimed Mnamn-
ington impatiently. “Erroll will be fiogged
and stuck m the punishment-room if they get
him to the House. Get a move on, for gcod-
ness’ sake?!”

But Jimmy Silver & Co. were already get-
ting a move on. They dashed away in the
dusk after Erroll and the two prefects.

Dick Oswald slipped his arm through Morn-
ington’s.

“This way, Morny,” he said.

He led Mornington, chafing, to the parapet,
and helped him over the plank laid across the
trench. -

A dozen juniors had followed Jimmy Silver
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to the rescue,
the camp.

Mornington walked across the plank with-
out hesitation, blind as he was.

Meanwhile, Jimmy Silver & Co. were hot
in ‘pursuit,

But Knowles and Carthew had a good start,
and they had reached the School House, with
Kit Erroll still in their grasp.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Erroll’s Sentence !

« HAT—what—"
Mr. Bootles had heard the
shouting, and he was looking out

of the School House doorway

when the two prefects arrived with Kit
Erroll. z

The breathless junior was bundled into the

ouse.

Mr. Bootles blinked at him over his spec-
tacles.

“Bless my soul! It is Erroll!”

“We’ve caught ome of the young black-
guards, sir!” panted Carthew.

“ What—what! Kindly do not use such ex-

the rest were on guard ia

pressions to me, - Carthew!” snapped Mr.
Bootles.
“Well, the W¥lead ordered us—-" began

Carthew sullenly.

There was a rustle as the Head came on
the secene. His eyes glinted at Erroll.

“You haye done very well, Carthew,” he
said. “This boy is one of the most blame-
worthy, I am assured.”

Erroll stood erect as the prefect released
him, taking care ‘to keep between him and
the door, in case he should attempt to bolt.

Dr. Chisholm looked at him grimly.

“We found him with Mornington, sir,” said
Carthew.

The Head started.

“Mornington ! He is at his guardian’s
home, Carthew!”

“Erroll seems to have brought him back.
We found them together.”

“Is that correct, Erroll?”

“Yes, sir,” said Erroll quietly.

“You have brought Mornington here!” ex-
claimed the Head, in astonishment. *With-
out asking his guardian’s permission, I pre-
sume?”

Erroll smiled slightly.

“I don’t think Sir Rupert would have been
likely to give permission, sir,” he answered.

“I presume not. However, Mornington will
be sent away again. Where is he now, Car-
thew?”

“With the rest of the Fourth, sir, I think,”
said Carthew.

“Oh!” said the Head. He paused a
moment. “Erroll, I understand that you are
one of the leaders of this outrageous out-
break of the Fourth Form.”

“I am as much responsible as anyone, sir,
certainly,” replied Erroll. “We are all in
it together, though.”

“You will not be together much longer,”
said the Head grimly. “It is my intention
to flog the ringleaders of this mutiny, and
expel them from the school. You will be the
first, and I trust that your punishment will
be a warning to the rest.”

Erroll did not answer.
it, and he did not flinch.

The Head looked at his watch.

“There is time for a train this evening,”
he said coldly. “Carthew, may I request you

take charge of this junior and conduct
him to his home? I cannot trust him to make
the journey alome. I should take it as a
favour, Carthew.”

“Certainly, sir!” said Carthew at once.

Erroll's handsome face grew a shade paler.

He was thinking of his father. Captain
Erroll, almost recovered now from the wound
he had received eatly in the war, was mak-
ing preparations to rejoin his old regiment.

What would he think when Erroll came
suddenly home, without warning, and with
such an explanation as the Head was likely

He had expected

. to send?

Yet he could not feel sorry that he had
answered Mornington's appeal, though it had
brought him to this—condemned, alone, to
disgraceful expulsion, far from the help of
his comrades.

He cast a hopeless look round. Knowles
and Carthew were at hand, watching him,
and there was no chance to bolt.

From the staircase a fag was looking down
at him, with a rather sarcastic grin. It
was Algy Silver of the Third Form. Rrroll
glanced at him, but only for a moment.

He did not expect any sympathy from
the young rascal of the Third.

NEXT
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“Wait here, Carthew,
for you to take,” he
boy does not escape.”

“Very well, sir.”

And the Head rustled away to his study.,

THE EIQHTH CHAPTER.
All Serene !

while I write a letter
said. “See that that

"t_ ISHED!” growled Jimmy Silver,,
The rescuers halted at a | little
e.

distance from the School 1
The big door had closed, and Kit
Erroll was on the inner side of that door.

Jimmy Silver’s eyes were gleaming with
wrath.

“They’ve got him!”
Dodd disconsolately.

., “Poor old Erroll!” said Lovell.
it fairly in the neck!
rush the place?”

“Fathead !” said Conroy. “If we even show
ourselves we shall be cut off from the camp,
and it will be all U P!”

There was a footstep in the gloom, and
the juniors hushed their voices. A diminutive
figure loomed up.

“Only little me!” came the
Silver II. of the Third; and
followed.

“Algy!” exclaimed Jimmy.

He looked rather grimly at his cousin as
the fag joined them. Algy was grinning.

“I reckomed I should find you hanging
about,” he remarked. “I'd have come round
to the camp otherwise.”

“Have you seen Efroll?” asked Jimmy.

“Yes; ‘they’'ve got him!” Algy Silver
jerked his head towards the School House.
“He’s sacked, and he’s going to be taken
home by a prefect, with a letter from the
Head!”

“Oh!” muttered Jimmy.

“That’s why I came,” grinned Algy.
“You've got time, if you like.”

“What?” Jimmy Silver caught his arm.
“What do you mean, Algy?”

“Carthew’s going to take him, to catch the
next train from Coombe,” siid the fag
coolly. “It’s pretty dark round the gates,
if you wait for them there. Catch on?”

“My hat!” said Conroy. “The kid’s right!
You're a little brick, Algy!”

“Thank you for nothin’!” answered
carelessly.

“Well, thank you for something, Algy!”
said Jimmy Silver. “It’s jolly good of you
to come and tell us this. I never expected
it of you.”

“You never know what to expect, do you?”
Temarked Algy sarcastically. And ke
walked away, whistling.

“I suppose the little beast isn’t spoofing
us?” observed Lovell doubtfully.

Jimmy shook his head.

“I'm not sure. Come on! There’s a
chance yet! They won’t get Erroll out of
Rookwood if we can stop them!”

“What-ho!”

The juniors hurried away through the
darkness to the gates.

The gates were closed and locked, and old
Mack was in his lodge, from which a faint
glimmer of light proceeded.

‘It was dark emough by the gates, and it

muttered Tommy

“He’ll get
I—I suppose we can’t

voice of
a chuckle

Algy

was easy for Jimmy Silver & Co. to take |

cover there.
They waited and watched breathlessly.
THere was a glimmer of light at last from
the direction of the School House as the
big door was opened.
“Here they come!” murmured Raby.
Footsteps were heard in the gloom.
Keeping close in the shadow of the old
stone gateway, the juniors watched eagerly.
Two dim forms loomed up, and stopped
at the door of the porter’s lodge.

They could see that between -the two was
a smaller figure, and they did not need telling
that it was Erroll, in charge of a couple of
prefects.

Knowles was with Carthew, who, on
second thoughts, probably doubted whether
he was quite equal to getting Erroll to his
home unaided.

Carthew knocked at the lodge.

“There they are!” murmured Jimmy
Silver. “They want Mack to come and let
them out. I fancy they’re not going out in
a hurry!”

There was a breathless chuckle.

“Come on!” :

Silently the juniors ran out of the shadow
of the gateway for the lodge. Just as old
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“Yes, yes! But—"

“He’s a troublesome young cub, but
mother—you understand? Keep an eye
on him, and don’t let the Bounder make
a rotter of him like Hazel.”

“Frank, you sha’n’t go! Tl see the
Head! T'll explain.” .

Nugent caught his arm.

*“Useless, Harry! I’'ve explained all I
can. You can’t alter the fact that I
went out after I was gated, and they
caught me hangingtound that pub.”

“ Nugent,” said Mr., Quelch’s hard
voice, “pack your box at once! You
have to leave Greyfriars in half an hour
to catch the train. I shall take you to
the station!”

“Yes, sir,” said Frank dully.

“Mr. Quelch,” exclaimed Harry,
“Nugent is innocent!”

“The matter is closed, Wharton, The
Head has decided!”

Mr. Quelch swung away. The chums
of the Remove, white and miserable,
went with Frank to the dormitory, and
helped him pack his box. There was no
help for it. They might hope in the
future; in the present there was no hope.
The fiat had gome forth, and Frank
Nugent had to leave Greyfrairs!

Dicky Nugent, looking very white and
scared, crept into the dormitory. Frank
looked round him, with a bitter smile.

“Frank,” gasped Dicky, “is it—is it
true—you’re sacked?”

Yy

“Great Scott! What will they say at
home?” gasped Dicky. “Frank, I'm
awfully sorry!” '

“You've caused it,” said Frank. I
went to the Cross Keys to see if you were
there—-"

Dicky began to blubber,

“B-b-but ve never been there,
Frank!” he said. ““Honour bright, Fve
never !’

Nugent nodded. :

“I take your word for it, Dicky, now!
The Bounder has played me for a duffer
all along. He knew how anxious I was,
and played on it. He’s too deep for me,
Pve been beaten. all along the line.
Don’t blub, Dicky! It’s not your fault;
it’s my own as much as anybody’s,
Don't blub, kid!”

Mr. Quelch looked into the dormitory.

“Are you ready, Nugent?”

“Yes, sir}”?

It seemed like some evil dream to
Harry Wharton & Co. The last good-
bye was said, there was a sound of hoofe,
a grinding of wheels, on the grayel path.

Frank Nugent was gone!

Harry Wharton went up to his study—
so,lonefy now without his chum !

Frank Nugent was gone—expelled—
sacked!  He could scarcely believe it
yet. But realisation forced itself into
his mind, and he sat, staring into the
dying fire, the tears welled up into his
eyes, seldom so wetted—tears for the
staunch chum who had always been faith-
ful, loyal, and true, and who was now
sacked from the sehool !

THE END.

(Frank Nugent is the first of the
Bounder’s wvictims.  So far ¥ ernon-
Smith is successful in his campaign

against Harry Wharton & Co. " Who
will be the next to go? Sce newt week’s
grand story of Greyfriars, entitled
“ Breaking Up the Famous Five!”)

(Continued on page 28.)
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Trae Porurar—No. 162.

TALE OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.
By FRANK RICHARDS. 21



)

SCHOOLBOYS ON STRIKE!

(Continued from page 23.)

Mack opened his door, and the light streamed
. out, Jimmy Silver & Co. reached it.

“Rush them!” shouted Jimmy.

The .two prefects spun round in amaze-
ment,

Brroll’s eyes danced.

“Jimmy!” he panted.

“Hands off!” roared Knowles.
you+— Ah! Ooooop!”

The juniors were rushing on, and the two
Sixth-Formers were fairly bowled over in the
twinkling of an eye.

They sprawled right and left, and Jiramy
Silver caught Erroll by the arm.

“You—

“Hook it!” he panted.

And they ran.

Knowles and Carthew sat up dazedly.

Before the prefects could gain their feet,
Jimmy Silver & Co. had disappeared in the
darkness, Erroll in their midst. :

They did not lose a second in reaching the
rebel camp. There was a shout from the
parapet as they came panting up.

“Hallo! Who goes there?” It was Dick
Oswald’s voice.

“Buck up with the plank!” shouted Jimmy.

“Right-ho!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. hurried across the
plank, and it was drawn -baek after them.

Erroll squeezed Mornington’s arm.

“Safe as houses, old fellow!”

“Hallo! Here's dear old Carthew!” chortled

Lovell.

Carthew and Knowles came racing up
after the plank was gone. A shower of clods
greeted them, and they disappeared, yelling,
into the darkness.

THE POPULAREvery Friday.

And a loud and triumphant cheer rang out
from the schoolbcy camp.
. . v . -

Dr. Chisholm compressed his lips when he
received the prefeets’ report that Kit Erroll
was in the rebel camp once more with his
comrades, and he dismissed them with
scarcely a word.

For a long time the Head paced his study’

in deep and troubled thought.

He sat down at last to write a letter, and
that letter was addressed to Mr. Lattrey,
the father of the outcast of the Fourth.
And-if Jimmy Silver & €Co. could have knowu
what was written in that letter they weuld
have felt that they were near to victory.

THE END,

(There will be another long, complete tale
of the Great School Rebellion at Rookwood
in next Friday's issue of the POPULAR.}
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YR i i Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Birds, =
ARE You NERVO Us ‘-}f;;,i'ﬁhyf‘z’é’ﬁifvo%‘;’r'}‘;sf‘i;‘;’u,'ﬁfr /PriceBd.each,“orl/-.—-’l‘.\g'.Harrison,239,l’entonvilleRd.,London.N.L ey
ing. Send 2d. stamp.—U. J. D., 12, All Saints Road, St. Annes-on-Sea. =

e HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS from £1—with AUTOMATIC Re-winder, =

“HOW TO BECOME A JUGGLER.”
By RUPERT INGALESE, the World’s Greatest Juggler. 20,000 words,
3 illustrated, POST FREE. 2/6.
' GASEARTH PRESS (Dept. A.P.), Balham, London, S.W. 12. 1

GUR’LY HAR - 1ts wonderful,” writes E. 10,000 Testimonials,
; “WAVEIT "' CURLS STRAIGHTEST . HAIR|
173, 38, (Stamps _ eccepted.) — ROSS (Dept. P. ), 173, NEW

NORIE Ron, LONDON, N, 1: STOP STAMMER|NG! particulars ee. — FRANK T

CINEMA FILMS AND MACHINES.—Comic and Cowboy Films, HUGHES, 7, Southampton Row, London, W.C. 1.
Stamp for Lists. 50-ft. Sample Film, 1/3. — TYSON & MARSHALL, £ < s 3
89, Castle Boulevard, NOTTINGHAM. ES U T T T T L L e

FUN FOR ALL ¥ —Ventriloquist’s Voi'ce Instrument. Invisible, 5
. 3 ® Astonishes, Mystifles, Imitate Birds, Beasts,
etc. 3/- P.Q. (Ventriloguism Treatise included). —Ideal Co., Clevedon, Som.

CUT THIS OUT

“ The Popular.” PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Send 7 of these coupons with omly 2/9 direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Flesat Street, London, E.C.4. You will receive by return a Splendid
British Made 14-ct. Gold Nipbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6 (Fine,
Mecdium, or Broad Nib). If only 1 coupon is sent, the price is3/9, 2d. being
allowed for each extra ceupon up to 6. (Pocket Clip, 4d. extra.) This great
offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the POPULAR readers.
Satisfaction guaranteed or cash-returned. - Foreign post « rtra.
Lever Self-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.

Printéd end published every Friday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Limited, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Lond.ofl, HC. 4.
Advertisemént offices: The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4. Subscription” rates: Inland, 13s. per annum; 6s. . for six months.
Abroad, 1la per anunum; 5s. 6d. for six months. Sole agents for South'Africa: The Central News Agency, Ltd. Sole agents for Austrelia and New
Zealand : Messrs. Gordon & Goteh,4td. ; and for Canada, The Imperial Naws Co., Ltd. (Canaded. Saturday, Feb. 25th, 1922. DN

from £3. Accessories—sw‘gdard Films—Tllastraved Catalogue Free. —Desk E,

DEAN CINEMA CO., "4, Draytop Avenue, London, W. 13.

BE A MAN and Look a Man by using ‘* MUSGRO,’’ the famous
Moustache Grower. 9 & 1/6. atled in plain

3 d.
wrapper anywhere. Post Free. ~MILLER & HILL (Dept. A), 19, Gee
Street, Goswell Road, City, E.C. 1.

Cure yohrnel!&s I did. Fall

All applications for Advertisement Space
in this publication should be addressed
to the Advertisement Manager,
UNION JACK SERIES, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4
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