6 Tuesday is the **Popular’’ Day of the week!

WAR WITH THE FIFTH!

MORNINGTON TO THE RESCUE!

Valentine Meornington, the new skipper of the Fourth-Form, rises to the occ

fagging campaign.

capiain has performed his duty to his Form with satisfaction !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Unpleasant for Morny !

'3 ESINE!”
R Valentine Mornington stared.

Morny had just come up to his

study—No, 4 in the Fourth—and

ke was about to push open the door when

that surprising word, chalked on the panels,
caught his eye.

‘“ Resine!”’
Mornington paused,
remarkable word.

and blinked at the
He did not quite under-

stand it.
‘“Hallo, that you, Morny?”’ came Kit
Erroll’s - cheery voice from within Study

No. 4.
‘“ Yes. Come out here a minute, Kit!"’

‘“ Anything up?”

“Yes.

Erroll came out of the study, looking a
tittle surprised. Mornington pointed to the
chalked letters on the outside of the door.

‘“ Look at that!” he said.

‘ Oh, my hat!”

“ Wiat the thump does it mean?”’

‘“ Somebody’s chalked it there,”” remarked
Erroll--*‘ somebody rather weak in ortho-
graphy, I should say. Cheeky ass, whoever
he was!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. came along the
passage from the stairs, It was tea-time,
and the Fistical Four were bound for the
study. Arthur Edward Lovell had a bundle
under his arm, and Raby was carrying, very
carefully, a bag of eggs. The four chums
stopped at the sight of Morny and Erroll
staring at their study door.

‘“ Hallo, what’s that game?’® asked New-
come. :

‘“Only some cheeky. ass!’® said Erroll
hastily. “ I’ll rub it out, Morny——"*

Lovell blinked at the chalked word.

* Resin,”” he said. ‘‘ Resin, with an extra
‘e’ on the end. What the dickens does it
mean? Why should anybody chalk * Resin ’
on Morny’s door?”

Jimmy Silver smiled, but made no remark.
But Raby chimed in, with a grin:

‘““Put the accent on the second syllable,
Lovell, old top. Then you’ll get at it.”

‘ Resine!” repeated Lovell. ‘‘Oh, resign!
I.seet’’

And he chortled.

‘“ Resign!”” grinned Newcome. “It's  a
message from somebody who’s not satisfied
with you as junior captain, Morny.”

Morny’s brow darkened.

“J think I can guess who it was, from
the spelling,” he said.
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“Tubby Muffin, of
course!” ‘said Jimmy
Silver, laughing. “Well,
you’re not geoing - to Te-
gign, Morny, because
) Tubby Mufiin isn’t - satis-
@ fled. Stand him a bun,

dand he’ll think you're the
=¥/ best junior skipper Rook-
7 wood ever had!”

“Ha, ba, bal®

But Mornington did not
smile. He was evidently
deeply exasperated by that cheeky message
from the fattest junior at Rookwood.

It touched a tender spot, as it were.

Valentine Mornington had not been junior
captain long, but a good many of the fellows
who had voted for him had come to the
conclusion that they had made a mistake
in voting Morny into Jimmy Silver’s old
place.

Many - of the fellows, who had thought
that a change was a good idea, confided
to one another now, that things had gone
better in Jimmy Silver’s time.

“ Muflin, of course,” growled Mornington,
;‘bt.,h|e cheeky cad! I'll talk to him about
bh1g

He strode away towards Tubby Muffin’s
study.

The hapless Tubby had chalked that mes-
sage on his door, very surreptitiously, and
doubtless firmly believed that he had left no
clue behind to his identity, He was not
aware that his distinct originality in matters
of spelling furnished a clue that could not
be missed.

‘“ Morny !”*
easily.

He did not like the look on his chum’s
face. Morny had a savage temper when it
was roused, and it seemed roused now.

The junior captain did not heed his chum.
He strode on to Study No. 2, and threw
the doov open. Erroll went back into his
own room, with a troubled brow. Jimmy
Silver & Co. exchanged a glance, and followed
Mornington to Study No. 2.

There were four juniors in that study at
tea—Higgs, Jones minor, Teddy Grace, and
Reginald Muffin, otherwise known as Tubby.
All four looked up as Morny’s frowning face
appeared in the doorway.

‘“ Hallo!” said Teddy Grace coolly. *‘ Ever
heard of the ancient custom of knocking
at a door, Morny?”’ .

‘“Rot! I want to speak to Muffin.”

‘“Here I am, Morny!”’ said Tubby affably.
‘“If you want me to come to tea, old chap,
I'm your man. I shall be finished tea here
in a few minutes.”

‘“I don’t want you to come to tea, you
fat rascal!”

$-Fh?

‘“You’ve been chalking on my door¥’

‘“ Not at all, old chap! I—I don’t want
you to resign—I don’t, really!’* stammered
Tubby Muffin. *‘ Pi-pip-pip-perhaps it was
Jimmy Silver——""

‘“What?’ exclaimed Jimmy,
over Morny’s shoulder,

Tubby jumped.

‘“J—I didn’t see you, Jimmy, old chap!
I—I meant perhaps it was Lovell!”

called out Erroll, rather un-

looking in

s it doali
His method is unique, and proves very effective, and the Fourth have to agree that their
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“ Me?”’ roared Arthur Edward.

“ Oh dear! Nunno, not you, old fellow—
certainly not! Pip-pip-perhaps it was Erroll,
or—or -QOswald, or—or some¢body, you
know—"’

‘“¥a, ha, ha!t”

‘“You cheeky, fat cad!’ exclaimed Morn-
ing’t’on angrily. “ What do you mean by
it?

‘ Nothing at all!’”’ gasped Tubby, edging
behind Teddy - Grace’s chair. ‘‘I—I never
meant anything, you know!"”

‘““ Well, I mean to give you a licking for
your cheek!” growled Mornington.

‘“ Oh, I--I say——"

‘“Hold on, Morny!” said Jimmy Silver
quietly.

Mornington gave him an angry look.

““You needn’t chip in here, Silver. You're
not skipper now, if you want reminding of
that!”’

‘1 don’t,” answered Jimmy Silver. ‘‘ Buf
Tubby isn’t worth licking; and, besides, he’s
got a grievance.”

‘“ Yes, rather!” said Tubby Muffin, more
confidently now he-had found a champion.
‘“You ought to resign, Mornington§’

. What?”*

‘““ What good are you as captain, any-
how?”” demanded Tubby, blinking at the en-
raged Morny. *‘You let the Fifth fag us.
The Fifth Form never fagged the Fourth in
Jimmy Silver’s time. They do now. Well,
you ought to resign if you can’t stand up
for the rights of the Form, so you can
put that in your pipe and smoke it, Morny !’

‘“ Why, you—"

“ Easy does it, old chap!” murmured
Jimmy Silver soothingly. ' What’s the
good of scrapping? Let’s keep that for
the Fifth now they've got their ears up!”

“You can’t bully in this study, Moray!”
remarked Higgs. ‘“If you’re looking for

troulzle, there’s the Fifth waiting for
yow.’ g
‘“ Hear, hear!” came from Jones ‘minor.

The Fistical Four were all in the study
now. They were between Morny and
Tubby Muffin, and evidently intended to
see that the. fat Tubby was not licked.
Mornington’s . eyes glittered, but with an
effort, he controlled his temper. He gave
an angry, disdainful glance round the
study, and strode out into the passage.

“He, he, he!” [followed him from
Tubby Muffin, S

“Shut up, you fat sweep!” growled
Jimmy Silver.

“1 say, Jimmy—""

“ Br-r-rr!”

““ Morny ought to resign, you know, and
you ought to be skipper again,” said
Tubby. “Tll vote for you. I wouldn't
have voted for that swanking cad before,
only he stood me some tuck. It was
really bribery and corruption, you know,
and it wasn't right, was it? I can’t help
despising him. Look here—"*

‘“ Oh, dry up!”

Jimmy Silver left the study with his
chums. Morny’s door slammed as the
Fistical, Four - passed - Study No. 4, and

Arthur Edward Lovell indulged in_ a
chuckle as the chums went on to tWeir
own quarters. 3

An Extra Long Complete Tale of Rookwood Next Week !



“The League of Seven' is Coming—look out! 7

“He's rubbed i€ o his door!” he
remarked. ~ *“ Poor old Morny! He don't
bbeem to be making much of ‘a success of
1

‘““He hasn’t really had a chance yet,¥
said Jimmy,

‘* Oh, you're an ass, Jlmmv' If you put

up- again, you’d get nine in ten of the
votes!™
“Well, I  sha'n’t. try!” said Jimmy.,

¢ Give Morny a chance. We agreed to
give him a chance, didn't we""

“ He's had his’ chance,” said Raby,

and precious little he made of it!"”

, bow-wow! Let’s have tea!”

And the Fistical Four set to work
getting tea, and the subject of Morning-
fon” was dropped

THE SEOOND CHAPTER.
Putty’s lIdea.

' ALENTINE MORNINGTON'S hand-
some face was dark as he sat down

at the tea-table in Study No. 4.
Erroll "was silent, but good-
humoured.
He was accustomed - to  tolerating

patiently the variable moods of his chum,
“I've a jolly good mind to chuck up!”
growled Mormngton breaking the silence

at last

“*1 shouldn't do that, old chap!”

“I  haven't reallv had a chance of
. making  gouod vet said Mornmgton
_restively. ¢ 'Tain’t «JH roses being junior
skipper. I've a good mind to 80, along
now and give Muffin a thumpin’ good
hidin’! But he’s only said what the

other fellows are thinking—I know that’
. *“ Well, Tubby’s got a grievance,” said
Erroll, with a smile. “ Hansom of the
Fifth fagged him—"'

“The fat cad oughtn’t to have fagged
for Hansom!”

‘1 know that; but.Tubby. isn’t exactly
_a hero. Hansom and Lumsden and Talboys
had him wm their study and ‘licked hlm
Now, the Fourth don't fag for the Fifth,’
said Erroll. ‘ We're not going to stand

it. Something has got to be done about
it, Morny!”
“And it's up to me, you mean?”

.grunted Mornington.

“ Well, yes. Y¥ou're junior captain, and
it's up to you to take the lead and give
the Fifth a lesson,”” said Erroll frankly.
s Hallo' What on earth’s that?”

“That " was a peculiar sound from the
passage

* Yow-ow-ow ! Oh,
oh, oh—ow!"”

“Tts Flynn!” grunted Morny.

Erroll opened the door and looked out.
‘A good many other doors had opened, too.

Patrick O’Donovan Flynn of the Classical
Fourth was coming along the passage,
rubbing his hands dolorously and uttering
sounds of woe,

Ochone!  Yaroooh!

‘“ What's the row, Flynn?” called out
Conroy from Study No. 3.

* Ochone !’

“ Bootles been licking you?” asked Erroll

sympathetically.

‘“ Sure. 1t was the Fifth!”

‘ Hallo! Fagging ' again?” exclaimed
Conroy.

‘“ Yis, entirely!” groaned Flynn. * Sure,
I've got something to say to Morny.

Where is the thafe of the worruld?”

Flynn looked in at the door of No. 4,
and Mornington gave hisn a surly glance.

“You omadhaun!” shouted Flynn.

““ What?" snapped Morny.

“Ye spalpeen!”

“ What are you babbling about?”

“ Sure. I've been fagged” yelled Flynn,
in wrath and indignation. * Lumsden and
-:Brown major, bedad, told me to fetch a
cricket-bat, begorra, and laid into me with
a stump when I wouldn't go! Call your-
self a skipper! Phwat are ye going to do
about . it? . Think Jimmy Silver would
have let the Fifth fag us and rag us?”

And, having relieved his feelmgs with
those emphatic remarks, Patrick
O'Donovan  meandered on to his. own
study, still rubbing hlS hands and yowing

and wowing
““Yah: Resign!”’ came a yell from
Tubby Mnuffin along the passage.
Mornington kicked his door shut.
There - was a grim silence in Study
Ne ¢ -s Morny gnd Erroll went on with
their tea.

Morny had plenty of food for uncom-
fortable Jhought.
Since he had been junior captain the

with
JI'm going to offer a suggestion.”

Fifth had renewed their ancient claim to
fag the juniors—a clalm fiercely disputed
by the Fourth.

In Jimmy Silver's tlme, certainly,
Hansom and Co. had been given as good
as they gave, and they had found it
judicious to let the ¥Fourth alone. Now
they had their ears up again with a
vengeance. Jimmy Silver was dutifully
standing aside, leaving the lead to be taken
by Morny, loyally prepared to back up the
new captain to any extent. But the new
captain was rather at a loss. It was not
easy to decide how to deal with the pre-
sumptions of the Fifth.

Hansom and Co. were determined to
assert what they were pleased to con-
sider their rights; and they were setting
to work with some strategy. They had
“tried it on’ with the Fistical Four, and
failed dismally. But with Tubby Muffin
they bad been successful; and so the ice
was - broken, -as Hansom expressed it to
his chums, and the principle established.

Flynn was the next victim; and though
he hadn't actually fagged, he had been
licked for refusing to fag, which came to
much the same thing.

Licking the Fifth in return was too large
an order, The big seniors. of the Fifth
were rather too hefty for that.

Mornington wondered what Jimmy Silver
would have done ‘in his place. It was
quite certain that the former junior
captain would have devised some scheme
for bringing the herces of the Fifth to
reason.

There was a tap at the door as Morny

finished tea. He took no heed of it, but
Erroll called out- *‘Come in!”

It was Teddy Grace who came in.
Morny did not even look at him.

Putty of the Fourth was smiling and good-
humoured as -usual, but Morny was any-
thing but good- humoured just then.

“More trouble with the ﬁfth?"
Putty

“Yes—we've seen Flynn !
with a slight smile.

‘“ What are you going to do about
Morny ?"’

*“Find out!”’ was Morny's polite reply.

Teddy Grace coughed.

“I've uropped in to make a suggestion,”
he observed.

““You can drop out again!”

“So I will, when I've made my
gestion!” answered Putty, with un-
diminished  good-humour. ‘“This won't
do, Morny, you know! Hansom is letting
alone the chaps who are too hefty for
him, and biding his time. But he's getting
the Fourth to rag—some of them. Tubby's
bee'n told to go to his study and clear
up !’

“Is he goin'?” snapped Morny.

‘“ Well, I've told him not to;
afraid of gettmn another
fancy he’ll go.”

“Il! thrash him if he does!”

“No, you won't old top!”
cheerfully

“ Who'll stop me?” demanded Morning-
ton, with a glitter in his eyes.

‘“ Well, T will, for one—and I fancy most
of the fellows will stop you fast enough !

remarked
said Erroll,
it,

sug-

but he’s
licking, so I

said Putty

That isn't the way. We've got to stop
the Fifth.”

‘“ Well, anyhow, that’s my business, not
yours!"

‘“ But you seem so jolly slow getting on
your business, Morny! That’s why

‘““You can keep it!" .

‘ Oh, let Putty run on!”
“He has good ideas sometimes. What's
your suggestion, Putty?”

“It’s a ripping, good idea!’ said Putty
modestly. “ 1 think of things, you know.
But it will need all the fellows to back up
to carry it out, and tbey‘ll back up if
Morny calls on ‘them.”

Mornington's brow cleared a little.

“You can run on,” he said.

“ Thanks; I will! The Fifth have .got
their ears up, and they've got to get their

said Erroll.

dashed ears down again. That's agreed,
isn't it?”
£ ¥en. ¥ S

“ We can't—ahem!—lick them; they are
too hefty for that. But they claim to fag
the Fourth; and that's a claim they've
got to give up. Well, what's sauce for

bgw goose is sauce for the gander, isn't
it?"”

T suUppose  50; but I don't quite
follow—""

The Most Amazing Tale of Jimmy Silver & Co. Ever

“If the Fifth fag the TFourth,
s}‘ouldn't the Fourth fag the Fxf‘h?”
““ Bh

““That's the stunt!”
“ But—"’ :
“I don't say they’ll

why

fag if we order

‘em!” grinned Putty. * I don't mean
that. But suppose we catch Hansom on
his .own—"

¢ Yes™

*“Yank him along to this quarter, where .

his fnends can’t rescue him—-"
“Ont’ .

“And fag him!” said Putty."

‘“He wouldn’t’ fag!”

“ Then' we’ll try the same _method’ with
him that he tried with Tubby—lick him
till he does fag!” said. Putty cheerfully.
“ That’s the stunt. We'll make him clcan
up grates and wash: teacups—-

“(Great Scott!”

“ And fag him tl]l he goes down on his
knees and begs pardon, . and signs a
paper—""

“8igns a paper?” yelled Erroll.

“ Yes, signs a paper gnm" up his claim
to fag the Fourth—"'

* Oh, my. hat!” 4.

. “He wouldn’t!” rgasped Mormnﬁfon

“ He might be persuaded to—by shaving
his eyebrows off—"'

“ His—his - eyebrows!” SRR

“ Certainly; and=his hair!” said Putty, *
** Before he was quite bald, I am sure he
would agree!"”

‘‘Ha; ba, hal!”

There was a roar of laughter in Study
No.. 4. Putty grinned at the junior
captain complacently.

“ Rather a nobby stunt—what?"” ha
asked. x

‘“ Ha, ha! Yes, if it will work!”

¢ That’s for you to manage, Morny!

I've only made the -suggestion, you know.
Think it over.”

Ard Putty of the Fourth lounged out of
the study. Mornington looked at his chums

and smiled,

“Not a bad idea—what?"” he remarked.
‘“ Ripping!" said Erroll, laughing.
SCTHis a-gol

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hansom is Satisfied !

DWARD HANSOM, the captain of
the TFifth, was looking quite
cheery as he came into his study
with ~his bat under his arm.

Lumsden and Talboys followed him in,
with equally cheery looks.

Reginald Muffin was in the study!

Muffin, certainly, was not ordinarily a
person whom it was delightful to behold.
There was a plentiful lack of appreciation
in his own JForm for the delights of his
society But on the present occasion, ‘in
Hansom’s study, he was, as it were, a
symbol.

He was of the Fourth, and he was fagging
for the Fiftht He was the sign of
Hansom’s victory.

Tubby, however, was not looking cheery.

He was fagging for the Fifth by
Hansom’s lofty order, lest worse should
befall him. The junior captain had
failed to put Hansom's ears down; and
Tubby was not in want of another licking
with a cricket-stump. So he was fagging
with a deep sense of injury. It was no
wonder that he had chalked ‘“Resine!”
on Morny’s door. He was feeling inclined
to take much more drastic raeasures than
that if such had been possible.

He gave the Fifth-Formers a dark look.

But Hansom of the Fifth did not intend
to have dark 'looks from his fag. He took
Tubby Muffin by a fat ear. ~

‘“ What are you scowling about?"’ he in-
q\ured pleasantly.

‘Yow-ow-ow-wow !”’

*“ Now, then—-"" =

‘“ Pip-pip-please, I—I wasn't scowling!”
wailed Tubby Muffin, ‘ Leggo my ear, you
beast!” 4

‘“ What?”

‘“ I—I mean, please, Hansom!*

‘“ That’s better!” grinned Hansom, releas-
ing Tubby’s fat ear. “I don't want any
cheek from my fag, Muffin!”

0w

“ Why, you've broken one of the cups.
you clumsy young villain!”

‘“ Pip-pip-please, I c-c-couldn’t help
gasped Tubby.

“Give me that stump, Lumsden!”
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8 A Sensational Detective Tale in this week’s * Magnet ' !

‘ Here you are, old top!"”

‘Whack!

. *“*Yaroooh!”. roared Tubby Muffin.
ycu rotter!”

‘“ What?? .

“* I—I mean, d-d-don’t!” -
- " If you break any more of my croeks,
Muffin, I'll scalp you!” said Hansom sternly.
“1 ecan’t have fags breaking crocks in my
stud(,;‘. 'You’ve got to replace that cup!”

COw
- ““Bring a mnew one next time you come
here to fag!”’ said Hansom.

‘“ P-Putty.says I'm not to come—""

“ What?”’ roared Hansom.

‘“I—I mean, I'm coming, whether Putty
likes. it  or not. I—I like to come, you
know "’ ‘moaned Tubby.

“You'd better!”” growled Hansom. * I’m
going to make you my regular fag, Muffin.”’

‘“ Oh dear!”

“ You're to turn up here every day at tea-
time. I believe you can cook. You're to
get my .tea every day.”’

* Ye-es, llansom!”’

“ And if you burn the toast, Muffin, I'm
sorry for you—that’s all!”*

‘“ I—I won’t b-b-burn it, Hansom !’

“You’d Dbetter not. Now, then, you
haven’t cleared up that grate. It’s horrid
dusty.. Pile .in!”’ :

“I—I was j-j-just going to.” :

“ Well, get to work. I'm coming back in
ten minutes,  and if the room isn't like a
rew pin, yowll know about it!"*

** Ye-es, Hausom!” groaned Tubby.

The Fifth-Formers put down their bats,
and lounged out of the study again, grinning.
Their lofty claims to fag-service were being
admitted after all—at least, by Reginaid
Muffin. S

** That’s only a beginnin’, you know,” re-
marked Hansom, as they strolled down the
passage. ‘“I'm going to bring all those
unruly kids to reason in the long run. Dash
it all, it’s better for them as well as us—
nothin’ like discipline, you know!"

‘“ Nothin’!” agreed Talboys.

‘It’s simply rot that they shouldn’t fag
for the Fifth as well as the Sixth. Why
shouldn’t they?” -

‘“ No reason at all!”’ agreed Lumsden.

“ Well, we're poing to make them! As
I said, it’s better for them, too. It does
a kid good to be taught to obey orders.”

‘“ Of course it does!”

“And tea in the study is mueh more
comfy with a fag doin’ the work. My
opinion is that faggin’ is a splendid
institution!””

** Toppin®!”* said Talboys.

The chums of the Fifth quite agreed on
that. Possibly their views would have been
different if they had been fags. But they
weren’t fags, so they did not consider that
aspect of the case.

When Hansom & Co. came back to their
study, Jones minor of the Fourth was stand-
ing in the doorway. He had his back to the
passage, talking to Tubby in the study.

. “You fat rotter!””” Jones minor was say-
ing. ‘" Cut it, I tell you! We’ll scrag you
for fagging here!”

“ P’m not going to be stumped, blow you!”
was Tubby’s reply.

_“Cut it, I tell you! Oh! Ah! Ow!® con-
tinued Jones minor, as Hansom took him
from behind by the ear and jerked him
into _the study. * Yarooh! Leggo!™

“ Just arrived in time, Jonesy!” remarked
ansom. “ You'll find some tan boots under
the table that want polishing.”

“Do you think I'm going to polish your
boots?™ shrieked Jones.

‘“ Yes, I rather da!”’

“I won't—I won’t! I—— Yow! Ow, ow!
LJeggo my ear. you beast! Oh, crikey!
Yooop! I—I—I'll polish ’em, if you like, you
rotter!”’ wailed Jones minor.

And Jones minor did.

Hansom stood over him with a stump
whi.le he polished the tan boots, and the
polishing was well done. When it was done,
a lift from Hansom’s foot helped Jones
miner out of the study, and he fled to the
quarters of the Fourth, bursting with rage
and indignation, to pour his woes into
sympathetie ears.

Tubby Muffin, however, was rewarded with
a tart for his fag services.

ile left ITansom’s study in a more con-
tented frame of mind than the hapless
Jones.

“ I believe in treatin’ fags well,” Hansom
remarked to his chums. ‘‘ Lick ’em till they
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know their place, and then treat ‘em well.
That’s my idea.” =

And Lumsden and Talboys agreed that it
was a good idea. :

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In the Hands of the Amaiekites !
(13 EADY?"* whispéred Mornington.
“ Ready!” Jimmy Silver whis-
pered back.
And there was a hush.

On the landing of the lower staircase six
juniors of the Classical Fourth were in
ambush, with bated breath.

The light on the landing had been turned
out. All was dark, and all was silent.

Mornington and Erroll, Jimmy Silver and
Lovell, Conroy and Rawson, were the six.
And there were many more of the Fourth
waiting. with bated breath, in the Fourth
Form passage, up the next staircase, till
the signal should be given that the enemy
had walked into the trap.

Hansom of the Fifth was the enemy!

Hansom had been under observation for
some time—in fact, all the evening. Scouts
of the Fourth had ascertained when Hansom
was at prep in his study. They had noted
that Lumsden had gone down to the gym
with Brown major, and that Talboys re-
mained in the study doing ‘‘ maths.”” They
had noted, especially, that Edward Hansom
had gone along to the Sixth Form quarters
after prep.

A breathless seout had rushed back with
the news that Hansom was in Bulkeley's

“THE LEAGUE OF
SEVEN!”

WHO ARE THEY?

See Next Week.

study, talking to the captain of Rookwood.
Probably Hansom was discussing cricket
matters with the captain of the school,
little dreaming of the measures the wrathful
Fourth were taking.

Morny was in command, and he rapped
out orders that were promptly obeyed.
The ambush of six was stationed on the
lower landing.

Hansom had to pass that landing, if .he
returned to his study. And one of the
funior scouts had heard him call to Talboys
that he would ook in for him.

All was ready for Hansom; and there was
a thrill of excitement amiong the juniors
when a step was heard on the stairs.

The landing was in darkness, but from
below eame a glimmer of light, and the
ambushed juniors watched eagerly. It was a
Fifth-Former who came up, but it was not
Hansom. Jobson of. the Fifth stumbled on
the landing and grunted.

‘““ Where’s that dashed light?'?

Six juniors lay very low. :

Jobson went on into the Fifth Form
passage without troubling about the light
that was out. He was allowed to pass, and
he passed without even suspecting that an
ambush was there. Jobson was not their
game.

‘“ Next man in!"” murmured Arthur Edward
Lovell, when Jobson's footsteps died away,
and there was a subdued. chuckle.

Next man in was Hansom himself. The
juniors eaught ‘a glimpse of him in the
light below, and they hardly breathed as he
came up the stairs. There was a grunt
from Hansom as he came to the landing.

“ That dashed light out! Some fag play-
irg tricks, I suppose. Br-r-r!”

Hansom eame on.

‘“ Now, then!”

It was a sharp call from Mornington.

There was a rush’ of feet, and before
Edward Hansom knew what was happening
he was seized on all sides, and he went down
on the landing with a crash.

“Oh! Yooop! Ah-h-h-h!”?

“ The bag—quick!”

“ Yarooh! Leggo! Help!”

The next moment a

bag was over

. breathlessly.

Hansom’s head, and was drawn tightly
round his neck. v

- Got him!”

“ Quiet ! -

‘“ Bring him along!”’

. Hansom of the Fifth struggled furiously.

After the first moment or two of blank
astonishment; he guessed, easily enough, into
whose hands he had fallen, and struggled
guld wrestled and punched and roared for

elp. : =

But the bag over his head drowned his
yells, and six pairs of hands made short
work of his resistance.

He was lifted from the floor and rushed
away to the next staircase.

Morny gave a whistle, which was_answered
from above, and a swarm of juniors came
dashing down the upper staircase.

‘“ Got him?”’ gasped Raby.

‘“ You bet!™

‘“ Hurrah!”

‘“ Lend a hand!”

“ Yank him along! Ha, ha, ha!”’

““ Grooog-ogoooogggh!” came a voice from
within the Dbag. ‘“Oh! 0doooooch !
Grooooch! OQooooh!”

‘ Ha, ha, ha!»?

Wriggling wildly in the grasp of his cap-
tors, Hansom of the Fifth was whirled up
the stairs. He was a good weight, but his
weight was nothing in so many hands. It
was a- case of many hands making light
work. Nine or ten juniors had hold of him
now, and Tubby Muffin and Jonres minor had
an ear each through the bag. And they
pulled at the ears with great vim. They
had fagged for Hansom, and now they were
indemnifying themselves. = And the wild,
weird, and woeful sounds from within the
bag hinted that the captain of the Fifth was
feeling the situation acutely.

There was no doubt that he was.

The unfortunate fagger of the Fourth was
upside down as he was rushed along the
Fourth Form passage, and his head bumped
several times.

But nobody was thinking about Hansom’s
head.

He was rushed into Study No. 4, and de-
posited on the carpet with a resounding
bump.

He rolled theres; gasping.

The juniors swarmed into the study after
him. Morny and Erroll and the Fistical
Four, Conroy and Van Ryn and Pons and
Rawson, found room in the study with Han-
som. The rest congregated round the door.
All “ the Classical Fourth were there, with
very few exceptions, and some of the Modern
Fourth; though the latter, at that hour,
were supposed to be in Mr. Manders® House.
But Tommy Dodd & Co. were not to be left
out of this.

Edward Hansom sat up on the ecarpet,
clutching at the bag on his head. He
snatched it off and got his head out—a very
ruffled and dishevelled head. He gasped for
breath, and glared furiously at theé grinning
juniors. X

‘“ Yooooooch !’ was his first remark.

‘“ Go it!” said Jimmy Silver encouragingly.

**¥Ha, ha, hat?

“ You—you—you-—>  Ifansom = stuttered
““You—-you—you cheeky young

scoundrels!’”

‘ Let me give him a cosh!”’ gasped Tubby
Muffin. “ I've only pulled his ear, so far.
He fagged me, you know. Stumped me!
Lemme gerrat him! I want to give him

'a cosh!™

¢ Ha, ha. hat?

Tubby Muffin, valorous as a lion now,
rushed into the study, with his fat fists
clenched.

‘“ Here, hold on!"” exelaimed Mornington.
©“I'm going to give him a cosh!”’ roared
Tubby Muffin. * He’s fagged me, hasn't he,
and stumped me, too?”

“ You—you—"" gasped Hansom,

Biff! S x ;

A fat fist smote the breathless Fifth-
Former on the nose, and he rolled on the
carpet again.

There was a roar from Mansom.

‘ Now, lemme give him another! I'l—"

Jimmy Silver dragged the infuriated Tubky
back. -

‘ Stop it, you mad porpoisel™

‘“1’'ve only given him one!” 3
‘“ Roll that barrel out!” said Morning-
ton. . .

“ Look here, Morny, I'm going to give him
one in the eye!”’ roared Tubby Muffin in-
dignantly. ‘I tell you——* 5

The indignant Tubby was pushed eut.
Hansom of the Fifth was scrambling

Next Week’s Rookwood Tale Will Make a Great Sensation—¢ Jimmy Silvey’s Ordeal !
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breabhlessly to his feet, quite wild with rage.
His nose showed signs of the heavy punch
that had been delivered with Tubby's weight
behind it.

““ I—I—I"ll smash you!"’ panted Hansom.

¢ Go ahead!”" grinned Mornington.

Hansom went ahead. He was far too en-
raged to count odds at that moment. He
made a furious rush for the door, hitting
out as he rushed.

The juniors piled on him at once.

Against such heavy odds, even the athletic
Fifth-Former had not the ghost of a chance.
He went to the floor again with a crash.

““Now stdy there!” said Mornington.

“ Better stay there, old top!” advised
Teddy Grace. “ Every time you get up you’ll
bes knocked down.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Hansom tried his luck again, however.
He scrambled up and rushed on the juniors.
Down he went again, bumping. And this
time he stayed down. He was too breathless
for any further resistance just then.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Sauce for the Gander!
ALENTINE MORNINGTON glanced
round at the juniors in the passage.
“See if any of the Fifth are
coming,” he said. “ They may have
heard. %

¢ Right-ho!* said Putty.

Putty of the Fourth cut off to the stairs.
But he returned in a minute or less, smiling.

“All serene!” he said. “No alarm!”

“ Good !

“Ow, ow, ow, ow!” Hansom was mumb-
ling, from his seat on the carpet.

‘“If there’s amn alarm, and they try a
rescue. . They've got to be stopped!” said
Mornington.

““You bet !

“ Now, IHansom——"

¢ Grooooogh !

#Sit up and pay attention, Hansom !

L 3 Wow !))

“You’ve been fagging the Fourth!” con-
tinued Mornington, with a stern glance fixed
on the gasping Fifth-Former.

¢ Qooch!”

“You're goin’ to have a lesson.”

“Ow! Wow!”

“You've been brought here to fag!” said
Mornington. %

« Eh 93

“Sauce for the goose, sauce for the
gander!” chuckled Jimmy Silver.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Hansom, still gasping, blinked at the
grinning juniors. He was in the toils, and
he realised it; his lofty frowns had no more
effect on Morny and his followers than water
on a duck.

And he could see that the Fourth-Formers
meant business.
¢ “Get up, Hansom!” rapped out Morning-

on. ;
Hansom staggered to his feet.

“Get to work!”

¢ What 2?

“The grate is rather grubby,” said Morny.
You're to sweep it up. There’s a broom
there. Then you're to polish the fender!”

“ Wha-a-at?”

““ After that, there’s teacups for you to
wash up!”

“ Wa-wa-wash
dazedly.

¢ Exactly!”?

“You cheeky fag!” shricked Hansom.

“Are you going to begin?”’

“No!” roared the captain of the Fifth.

“You know how you persuaded Tubby and
Jones to fag. You'll get some of the same if
You _don’t begin sharp!”

“I1—1-T'1l—2

“Are you going to fag?”

“No!” shrieked Hansom.

¢ Collar him !’ said Morningéon."

Hansom put up his hands as the juniors
closed in on him. He was down almost in a
twinkling, however, and -the Fistical Tour
grasped him and stretched him over a chair.

“Tubby, take that stump!”

“ What-ho!” giggled Tubby Muffin.

He grasped the cricket-stump very readily.
Tubby had not forgotten his own stumping
in Hansom’s study. He was ready to repay
that stumping now with compound interest.

“A dozen o begin with!” directed Morn-
ington.

“Leave it to me!”

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

Tubby Muffin was not an athlete, but he
put remarkable muscular powers into the

“«

up!” repeated Hansom

Jimmy Silver & Co. in the Far West—See the

stumping. Hansom of the Fifth was well
placed to receive it.. He wriggled, and
roared like a bull, as the lashes rained down.
Whack, whack, whack!

““ Stoppit!” shrieked Hansom.
Help! Yoop!

Whack, whack, whack!

¢ Yooooop !”

Whack, whack!

‘“Help!” y

“Chuck it, Tubby! That’s a dozen!”?

“Lemme give him some more!”

“Hold on! Are you going to fag now,
Hansom?”’

“No!” raved Hansom.

“Give him another dozen, Tubby !

“I—I'1
Yarooh!

9

With a furious face, Edward Hansom
knelt at the fender, swept up the grate, and
sorted cinders from ashes under Morny's
direction. And as his first sattempt did not
give satisfaction, Morny ordered him to sift
them all over again. With a faco like a
Prussian Hun, Hansom of the Fifth obeyed.

Then he started washing up the tea-things.

There were howls of irrepressible merri-
ment from the Fourth. The doorway and
the passage outside were crammed with
hilarious juniors.

But Hansom did not feel like laughing.
His face, as Lovell remarked, resembled that
of the demon in a pantomime as he washed
up. He ventured to let one cup fall to the
floor, and his ears were promptly boxed for

Vil

i
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Chapter 5.)

HANSOM FAGS FOR THE FOURTH!
Hansom, knelt at the fender, swept up the grate, and sorted out the cinders
from the ashes, under Mornington’s direction.
him with the cricket stump ready to use it if the senior stopped.

With a furious face, Edward

Tubby Muffin stood over
{See

‘“He, he, he! You watch me!”

Whack, whack, whack! Tubby seemed to
think he was beating carpets. The wild
howls of Hansom of the Fifth rang through
the study, though they were almost drowned
by the roars of laughter from the Fourth.

“Say when!” said Mornington laconically.

“Yow-ow-ow! Yoocop! Stoppit!”

Hansom made a frienzied effort to drag
himself away; but the Fistical Four had
hir]rlx fast. The stump continued to rise and
fall.

“Your own. medicine,
Jimmy Silver. ‘ That's
Muffin till he fagged!”

“ Yarooooh !”

Whack, whack!

““Stoppit!” yelled Hansom.
in! Oow! Stoppiti”

“Hold omn, Tubby!
asked Mornington.

“Yow-ow-ow! Yes!” groaned the Fifth-
Former.

“QGood! Let him go!”?

Jimmy Silver and Co. released the captain
of the Fifth. Hansom leaned on the
mantelpiece, and gasped. It was, as Jimmy
had remarked, only a dose of his own medi-
cine; but it was evidently not to Hansom’s
taste. Discipline was a great thing; but
itnpad its drawbacks when applied to one-
self.

“I'm waiting, Hansom!”” remarked Morn-
ington.

¢ I—I—I—" gasped the hapless senior.

‘“Get_on with the fagging—sharp!”

And Hansom obeyed.

There was really nothing else to be done.
Tubby Muffin was prepared to go on with the
stumping till bed-time; and the other fellows
were ready to hold Hansom while he
stumped. It was fagging or stumping; and
Hansom had had enough of the stump.

So he fagged.

There were loud chortles from the Fourth
Form crowd as they watched him.

you
what

know,”
you

said
gave

“I-I—T give

You'll fag, Hansom?*

the breakage. After that he was careful not
to break any more ecrockery.

“He hasn’t polished the fender!” squeaked
Tubby Muffin, when the washing-up was
finished.

“ Get on with

CI—I—I"1l—

‘“Keep that stump handy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tubby Muffin was ready with the stump.
But Hansom did not want any more of it;
he had too many aches and pains already.
He started on the fender, and polished away
as if his life depended on it. The juniors
shrieked with laughter as he fagged. The
sight of the captain of the Fifth on his
knees in Morny’s study, polishing the fender
was irresistible.

“1I think that will do!” said Mornington
at last. “You've done that quite well,
Hansom !>

“Now let me get out of this, you young
rotters!” hissed Hansom. He was thinking,
with anguish, of what all Rookwood would
say when the story of the fagging spread
over the school. It was not likely to remain
a secret.

“ Not just®yet!” said Mornington. ¢ I’ve
got a paper here for you to sign, Hansom.”

“Read it out!” chuckled Jimmy Silver.

Morny read out the paper:

“ Whereas I, Edward Hansom, of the Fifth
Form, have had the cheek to think of
fagging the Fourth, and whereas I have
been justly compelled to fag for the Fourth
myself, I hereby certify that I give up my
cheeky claim to fag-service, and humbly beg
the pardon of the Fourth Form, and pro-
mise to behave myself in future like a good
boy. As witness my signature,

the fender, Hansom !
)

2
Hansom's face was a study as he listened.
Morny dipped a pen in the Inkpot and pre-
sented it to him.

TrE PoruLar.-—No. 232.
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“You sign your name there, Hansom.”

“T1 won’t!” roared Hansom.

Ile made a frantic rush for the door. But
he was promptly collared, and plumped into
a chair.

“Hold him!” said Mornington cheerfully.
“ (ive me tho scissors, Kit!”

Erroll handed him the scissors. Hansom,
helpless, in the grasp of five or six fellows,
looked at him with dire apprehension, won-
dering what he was going to do with the
scissors. IIe soon discovered.

- Snip!

A lock of hair brushed past Hansom’s
nose, and -fell on the knees of his trousers.
.And there was a shriek from the Fourth
Form erowd.

“Ha, ba, ha!”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Victory !

ANSOM of the Fifth sat petrified.
He could scarcely believe lns eyes.
Snip!
He began to struggle fr.mt.ca]l).
‘““Better keep still,”® advised Mornipgton.
“Y might snip your ear by mistake—’
“Yaroooh!”
“There! I told-you so!”
“ Ha, ha, ha!®
“You—you—you young villain!?’
_ Hansom. “Let my hair alone!”’
Snip, snip, snip!
The scissors were getting busy.
Mornington was not an experienced hair-
dresser. He got the hair off fast emough,
but it could not be called a neat job. There

panted

were bald spots showing on ]Iansom’s head |,

now.

“ You—you—— Stop it!”* gasped Hansom.
“You—you’re disfiguring me! You—you
young hooligan! Stop it!”

‘“ Are you going to sign the paper?”’

“No!” shrieked Hansom.

8nip, snip, snip, snip! .

There was a rain of hair on Hansom's
knees.

It was more than flesh and blood ecuid
bear. Already Hansom’s appearance was
likely to evoke smiles when he appeared in
public. Ie howled to Morny to stop it.

‘“Hold on! Stop it! I—I—I'll do apby-
thing you like!?’

“Youlll sign the paper?”

. “Yes!” gasped Hansom.
_“Just in time to save your topknot!™
said Morunington.

# Ha. ha, ha!”?

“@Give me a pen, Putty.”

Putty Grace placed the pen in Hansom’s
fingers. The Fifth-Former hesitated a
moment, calculating the chances of a
struggle. But there was really no chanece;
and Morny gave a threatening flourish- with
the scissors. Hansom decided to sign.

“Your usual signature, you know,” said
Mornington cooly. “If it isn’t quite your
usual style, Hansom, off comes one of your

ke
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eycbrows, and I'll draw up a fresh paper for
ou!

yAud that timely warning caused Hansom
to change the intention that had already
formed in his mind.

‘With a Hunnish look on his face, the hap-
less Fifth-Former signed his name at the
bottom of the paper.

Morny examined the signature carefully.

“Your eyebrow goes off, if it’s not all
right!”” he remarked.

Fortunately for Hansom, the signature was
all right. He had not ventnred to depart
from his usual style.

“That will do!” announced Mornington.
“I'm going to post this paper on the
board, Hansom, for all Rookwood to read!”

“Oh! You—you let me go!”?
“ After it’s posted up!” agreed - Morn-
ington.

¢“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““Keep him here till I come back, you
fellows !

‘“Yes, rather!’

Mormngton left the study, and Hansom,
helpless in the grasp of the juniors, groaned
in anguish of spirit. He could guess with
what hilarity that precious paper would be
read when it was put on the notice-board,

In a few minutes Mornington returned, with
a smile on his face. Hansom gave him a
wolfish look.

“Posted it?” asked Lovell.

“Yes; I've pinned it on the board,” smiled
Mornington. “ Bulkeley, of the Sixth, was
reading it when I came away. He seemed
rather amused!”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““There's quite a crowd round the notice-

board now. Most of the fellows seem
interested»—especiany the Fifth!”’
““Ha, ha, ha!’® roared the juniors.
“I—F—-I'lt make you sit up for this:”

“

gasped llansom. I—Ir'li—

“We’ve done with you now, old top! I
think you mentioned, Jones, that Hansom
booted you out of his study when he was
done with you?”

“Yes, rather!” said Jones minor, with a
vengeful glare at Hansom.

‘‘ Sauce for the gander!* said Mornington.
“Kick him out!®’

Jones minor rushed in for the first kick.
Buf, none of the fellows were" backward in
coming forward. It was a unique oceasion;
a chance that was not to be missed.

It seemed to the unfortunate ecaptain of
the Fifth that a forest of boots started up
behind him to help him out of Study No. 4.

He went out with a rush, and landed on
his hands and knees in the passage. But
there was no rest for him there. The Fourth-
Formers closed round him, and Hansom, of
the Fifth, was dribbled along to the stair-
case, yelling.

o He bundled headlong down the stairs, ard

He was followed by yells of laughter. On
the lower staircase, Hansom picked himself
up dazedly. He rushed down, his eonly
thought to get that tell-tale paper off the
notice-board before all Rookwood had seen

Owen Conquest writes an extra~long tale of Rookwood next week!

it. But nearly all Rookwood had seen #
already.

There was a swarm of fellows round the
board, and they were roaring. Even Lumsden
and Talboys were grinning.

“Hallo! Here he is!” exclaimed Nevilie,
of the Sixth. <My only hat! What have
you been doing with your mop, Hansom?*’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Hansom made no reply. He drove through
the yelling crowd with jabbing elbows,
reached the board, and tore down the paper.
Then he fled for his own study, followed by
shrieks of laughter.

Hansom, of the Fifth, was mnot seen in
public again that evening.

He did not appear in elass the mext day.
It was stated that Hansom had a cold, and
was excused classes.

Nearly all Rookwood, however, guessed
the nature of his ‘“‘eold.”” The hapless
Fifth-Former waswaiting for his hair to grow!

But, cold or no cold, he was unable to
lie low long enough {or it to grow very
mueh, and his hair presented a rather odd
speptdde when he was seen in public again.
Hansom was deeply thankful, in fact, that
he had signed the paper before Mornington
had put in any more work with the seissors.

But the paper he had signed was not likely
to be forgotten, even after his hair had
grown mare normal in appearance. Hansom
had fagged for the Fourth, and admitted it
under his own signnture—and there was no
getting out of that fact. The Fifth Form
chortled him and even Lumsden and Talboys
reproached him. This was the end of his
scheme of fagging the Fourth, they told him;
and 'Hansom could not deny it. It certainly
was .

The thorny question rested after that.
Whether Hansom still elaimed a right to fag-
service or not, he certainly did net attempt
to. enforee his claim. It was, in fact, a
game that two could-play at; and, having
made that valuable discovery, Hansom cf
the Fifth let the matter drop.

But in the Fourth Form there was endless

satisfaction. And Morny, who had risen so
effectively to the occasion, was no longer
called ‘upon even by Tubby Muffin to
“resine.” -
THE EXND.
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