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. Jimmy Joigs Up/

Owen,(fgonqua

Who's

JIMMY SILVER? Only a common or garden ‘' new

kid ” think the Fourth Form at Rookwood— un.?l Jimmy

alters their opinion for them!
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CHAPTER 1.

Cirucked Outl
IMMY SILV sat in the corner of the
crowded ca

§ ing to the buzz
about him. ¢ was crowded,
not to say l{t was supposed

to accomun and there were nine
fellows wout _counting Jimmy
Silver. And as all those nine fellows scerned
bent upon king the greatest noise pos-
sible, the din in that carriage was terrifie,
Most of the other carriages in_the long
train were crowded, too, and from many
of them proceeded an uproar of voices and
musical instruments.  Tor it was the first
day of the new term at Rookwood roel.
n_ml two hu ~d odd boys, of all and
izes, were g to the academic shades

W

{ rinkli
of whom Jimmy Eilver w

of Rookwood—not to mention a s
of new boys,
one,

“Black DMonday ' scemed to have
terrors for tho Rookwood boys. From t
r portion of the speeial train's hum
at least, there came loud soun
b of great exuberance of spiri
The seniors, who were awfully scleet
carriages by themselves, were natura
more scdate.  Dut the juniors fairly |
themeselves go.

From one carriage came “ Tipperavy
a Ircm(nmms chorue; from another i
ceeded an improvised concerto of mout
ns and t tles. In the corridor
a corridor train—some particulas
exubverant fugs were attempling a game
leop-frog under difficultics.
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In Jimmy Silver's carriago everybody was
lking at onoe, cxoepting Jimmy. He was
peaking to nobody, and nobody was k-
1g to him. He didn’t know a soul me.
[is existencoe was unnoticed, exeepiing when
»mebody trod on his fect, and unreasonably
sked him if he wanted all the carriage.

Ho was only a new boy. He looked on
nd listened, greatly intercsted in the talk
f his future schoolfcllows, and wendering
shether any of these old hands would con-
osoend to notice his existence before they
Frmod at Rookwood.

' “*Nother guarter of an kour,” said a boy

ith curly hair and a prominent nose, look-
at a big silver watch. “Mind you

ows keep an eye open for the st

ke 1” ’

 “‘ Right-ho, Tommy Dedd I

."Theu;fogever enough brakes,” went on

‘ommy d, “and i we don't buck up,
ovell and his crew will do us in the eyc.
tell you, you chaps, we're simply gmng

;9 those Classical cads the kybosh this

, hear!”

“All very well with ggur * Hear, hear,’

fommy Cook. But w can_ a fellow
car, hear, when Doyle is making such a

%mw on that mouth-organ?” said
odéLP'“Chuck it, Tommy, for

te—evidently the youth with the
uth-organ was Doyle—blew harder, glar-

st. All three of thoso cheerful youths
d to rejoice in the Christian name of
as. From their previous talk, Jimmy
d guessed that they wero pals.
Evidently they took full advantage of the
‘s privilege of putting things plain.
Tommy Dodd ]pul his Gngers to his ears.
followed his example. Tommy
le blew_and blew till he looked like a
y-boiled’ beetroat.
Oh, my hat!"” said Tommy Dodd. “ Look
ere, young Dovle, if you want to play that
tly thing, why not play a tune? ™ Tip-

)

prary,” f'rinstance.”
f Yes; play us * Tipperary,’ there's a good

1" gaid Tommy &mi:

Doylo took the mouth-organ away from
}eps at that.

“You eilly asses! You burbling fathends!

Fou—you—— 1 am playing * Fipperary ' 17
“Ha, ha, ha!”
[#Was that *Tipperary'!”  ciaculated

Tommy Dodd. “My oniy

him,
“Blow the new boy I

that awful moul

hy, you—yon—>*"
1

his hand. “I'm going to' talk

sitting mext to Silver, and
uncomfortably in the corner.

always getting in the way.
“Stand_ up, new boy!”
Tommy

manded Jimmy, in his turn.
thc’::mly new boy

priated his place, and there
again,

Tomm;

“ Jim, Silver.”

pn_::ulgmg]y.

than you can the other, I-su

did you bave your nccident

All ivhe fellows in the carria
ing at Silver now, apparen
awere of his esistonce for the

As a new boy, and a stranger,
essod o certain amount of interest for
them. Interest in the mouth-organ solo

hat?

First I

thought it was ‘ Rule Britannia,’ mixed u
with the * Dead Mareh in Saul,” and
thought you were just blowin,
make a row! Throw it out of the window,
old chap! Besides, there's a new boy here.
Thln,if of the impression you're making on

then

away to

“Blow anything you like, my gon, exoccpt
1" said Tomm,

Dodd. *“Go out in corridor and m._\’;
it to the Classicals. They deecrve it.”

W :
“Order!” said Tommy Dodd, holding
Wk o tho new
boy. Ho's here somewhere—I- remember
h-u;lll.ng on something! Where's' that new

“Hero it is!” said Tommy Co&,'lm was

him

0 T T'vo tre
on it sev: times. Theso mew boys ere

rapped ﬂ}l

Dod
Jimmy Silver blinked at Tommy Dodd.
“Deaf 1" demanded that youth.
“Eh? Are you speaking to me?” de-

“Of course I'm speaking to you! You're
gara, ain’t you? Stand

Silver steod up, Cook prom| tly appro-

did not seem

“Now, what's your namef”

S?csn

ﬁn wero look-
becomin

much chance of the new boy sitting down

asked

C g
time.
hé pos-

«'And you'ro coming to Rookwood with
a nat::lln l!ke that 1" sﬁd Tommy Dodd dis-

—1 suppose to. What's wrong with

my namoe?” asked Jimmy rather warmly.
“Not ¢o much as thera is wrong with

our feco!” rteplied Master Dodd cheer-
ully,  “You can't help the one any more

‘When
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“NMy—my accident? 1 haven't had an
accident I

“You haven't?” excleimed Tommy
Dodd, in great surprise. “ You don’t mean
{o say that you were born with your face
like that?”

There was a chuckle from the other
jumiors in recognition of Mester Dodd’s
pleasantry.

Tho Esee in  question beeame quite
erimson.  As a matler of fact, it was quite
a bandsome, sunburut face, and there wasz
no call v ever for Master Dodd’s per-
gonal remar

“Behold, he blushes!” said Tommy
Doyle, *These new boys arc always blush-
ing when you speak to 'em!”

“They are!” said Master Dodd. “They
is! But don't be down on the poor chap—
he can’t help being a new box any more
than he ean help %I‘L’i face! I'1l tell you
what, you chaps, if he t out to be one
of us,” we'll have a whipround and buy

him a mask, cr a lirc-screcn, or some-
thing ™

"ﬁmr. hear 1™

“You let my face alonc!” ecxclaimed
Jimmy, a little nettled,  **What price your
own, anyway? Was it an elephant that
trod on it

Master Dodd's breath seemed to be

faken away for a moment at that ques-
tion, 'Fhe other fellows chucklad still more
loudly. Alaster Dodd pushed back his cuffs,
and then nobly restropined his feelings.

“Don't you bo checky!” he said, in a
warning voice. *‘New boys at Rookwood
bave to mind their s and Q's, T can tell
vou! Otherwise, they are liable to be
found lying about in need of first aid.
No ung Copper——"

v, please!”

“Shut up! If I tell you your name's
Copper. 'nuff said!" said Master Dodd
ferocionsly, “Now, young Copper, which
side are you ont”

“Which what?"”

“8ide, fathcad! New sido or old side?”

“J—I don’t understand.”

“Qh, I forgot you wero only n now
boy!” eaid Master Dedd patronisingly.
“ Understond, then, my  innocont _!'ouki;.
that there are two sides at Rookwood.
There's the mouldy old side that dates
from the time of tho Flood, and is quite
played out and out of date—that's the Cins-
gieal side. ‘They toach vou to grub up Latin
roots and things on that side:

“Dut, just before the school could di
of old nge and general debility, the
brought things round by instituting
Modern side, where we learn things the
live people want to know about—see? An
we have French instead of Greck, an
stinks irstead of Latin, and g0 on, That
the best idea—the Modern side, T belen
to tha Modern side,” added Aaster Dodi
as if that were a final clincher.

“Oh!” said 8ilver.

“Well, which are yvou? Out with it!”

“I'm going into the Classical side,” sa
Silver modestly. \

There was o general groen from all t

FEvidently the new boy had g
arriage cecupied only by Moda
Ho began to understand, too, th

flodcrns at Rookwood we

vouths.
Classicals and
“up against ” one ancther—at least, amo
tho juniors,

“A  measly Classical?”  said  Tomn
Dodd, more jn sorrow than in anger, “
mouldy grubber of Latin roots! And hi
had fthe cheek to stick himself in o
carriage!”

“ Awful nerve!” said Cook.

“Chuck him out!”

“0h, draw it mild, you know!" said't
new boy, in some alarm,. as the Moder
all rose to their fect, “Don’t rot, ¥
know. Look here, hands off I

“Put your gloves on before you tou
lim.” said Tommy Dodd. “Theso Cl
sical kids ain't fit to touch. Don’t h
him, as he's only a new boy, and do
know any better, Just sling him out
his neck!”

“Look here, don't play the goat! I
not going out——"

“Open the door on tho corridor, Webk

“Right-ho 1

“Now, out with him. Can’t have Cl
sieals spoiling our atmosphere !

“Rats!” said Jimmy gil\'or, putting
his bands. “Keep off, you silly asses! I
not going out! I warn you I’ shall hit!

“He's going to lick us all—all nine
us!”  gasped Doyle, in mock torr
“Help t”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The crowd of Modern juniors closed
Jimmy Silver, The new boy looked
cited.” He had no mind to be pitchod
into the corridor, and to finish the jour:
standing up. He kept his word and
aut,



“All hands on deck !”

In a moment moro Jimm{ ‘Bilver was in
tho midst of ‘a wild and whirling mass of
j His nice new silk hat went he
knew not where. He put up a tremendous
fight, and as it was difficult to get at him
in tﬁs_ confined space of the carriage, he
eld his own for a few minutes, Cook and
. Webb went down among the
Heet of their comrades, roaring.

Then many hands seized the new junior,
nd he was whirled over, and before he
jknew what was bappening, he was shot
ibodily out of the carmage into the corridor.
[There he came violently in contact. with an
elegantly-dressed youth who was chatting
with a couple of others, and both of them
olled on the floor together. The carriage
door closed with a click, and there was a
iumphant chuckle from the Modern
jjuniors within,

CHAPTER 2.
Trouble!

, are you
| “Oh! Owl" I—]
* Fathead I
-Jimmy Silver sat on the dusty floor of
o corridor in a somewhat dizzy state of
mind, and a dusty state of clothes, He
nked ly at the fellow he had
nocked over, who sat a yard away blink-
g wrathfully, and holding his nose. Two
bther juniors were looking on and laugh-

E.M-ura-my hat 1™ 5 the

clegant
youth on the floor. “I'll smash him!

A
b new boy run into me like that-—"
*Go easy, Lovell, old man!” said one of
he two lockers-on. “Those Modern, cads
chuc! out. He couldn’t help it.”
“That's all very well, —n
“Of course it is!” gnid Raby, helping
Lovell to his feet. “Next timo mind
where E_ou'rn running, young ’un, when
frou’ro kicked out.”
Jimmy Silver slag;
He glanced back at his carmage, the
was crammed with grinning Nf:dorn aces.

ered up breathlessly.-
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“Ow I Tommy Cock. “Why, the y There. was not much chance of gettin,
Ph‘t‘mky SWH " ) back into the cnrr;:ge. © 8
I told you——" began Silver, o ¢ mly Pm awfully sorry 1” said Jimmy,
. “Collar “him!” roared Tommy Dodd. | “I couldw’t holp it. Those silly  idiots

pitched me out becauso I'm going to be
on the Classical side at Rookwood !”

**Oh, you're a Classical, are you?” asked
Raby, looking at him. * You don’t mean
to saév you put up a fight against all that
erowd 1

“ What-ho!” said Jimmy promptly, . #T
wasn't going to be chucked out if E could
help it.  Aro you fellows Classicals?”

“ Listen to that, Newcome,” said Ral
addressing the third junior. “He asks
it we are Classicals.” Shows he's a
boy. Don’t you know, young 'un, that all
the decent_fellows at Rookwodd are Clas-
sicals? No fellow with any nl!vres?oct
would be found dead on the new sidel”

“No fear!” said Newcome. “As you're
a mew boy, young 'un, I'll tell you some-
thing, At Rookwood gou’ve simp}iﬁd. to
look at a chap te see which side 8 on.
f he's decent, and washes his neck, he's
& Classical.  Otherwise, you can eet him
down as o beastly Modern.*”

Jimmy Silver grinned. This did not
%mtu tally with what he had heard: from

ommy Dodd & Co. He began to under-
stand a little better how things stood at

WO 3

“What's tho grin about?” demanded
Lovell, still n little “edgewise ” from his
fall, which had dusted bis clegant * clob-
ber.” *“New boys are not supposed to
grin when they're being told things.”

“I'd heard it rather differently in that
carriage,” Jimmy explained. *They told
me the decent side was the Modern side.”

Lovell sniffed,

“They would!” ho replied.

“0Oh, rather!” said Newcome, ' Awful
outsiders; they'd tell a new kid anything,

lo, we're getting near now! Keep an
eyo open for the ‘brakes, you fellows, It
would be just like those Modern cads to

bag the first brake, if they could.”
““Ha, ha, ha!" .
“What are you cackling at now®? de-
manded the three Classical youths to-

gether, ) K
“That's just what they’re going to dol™
grinned Silver, )
“My hat! Are they? Wc'll sece about
said Lovell. *You fellows back
mo IIE, mind, We're going to begin !.hlll
term by putting thoso Bg‘adcru cads in their
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‘places.  You can back up, too, Silver.1 “Why, I—I'l smash him!” roar
{;Vatc'h us, and do’ “game as we do.| Lovell,” He leaped up and rushed at tl

Those Modern worms have a majority, and

every little helps—even- a fnb_}lendqd new

boy “who biffs into people with his eyes
T

“Oh, rats!” said Jimmy. “I've told you
I couldn’t help that, and there's no harm
done, anyway !"
. “Youw've ibade my bags dusty,” said
Lovell, frowning., *Luckily, there’s time to
dust them before we get in. Have you got
a clothes’-brush about you?”

“Hardly !"

“Use vour hands, then, and sharp!”

“What for?"

“To dust my bags, fathead!”

“Go and cat coke!”

Lovell looked wrathfully at his comrades,

“1 knew he would have to be licked, and
you stopped me!” he exclaimed. “TI've
told you before that you're an ass, Raby.
. Look here, I may as well tell you that I am

junmior captain on our side at Rookwood.

% n I give an order to a new boy, that
new boy has to obey-—sce?”

“No, I don't quite see!” said Jimmy.
P “And I'm certainly not going to dust your

trousers.

“Then T'll jolly well dust your jacket!"
said Lovell excitedly, “Held on to my
topper, Raby!”

“Better chuck it,” said Raby. *You'll
have a prefect coming along; old Bulkeley
is down on serapping in the train, too!"

“Blow old Bulkeley!” snapped Lovell,
“Hold on to my topper while I teach that
new boy manners.”

“Oh, all right!” said Raby. ‘“Knowles
may come alopg—"

“Blow Knowles!”

. ‘And Lovell put his hands up, and
advanced upon Jimmy Silver in a warlike
attitude.
“Where will you have it?” ho demanded.
$Wherever you can put it,”” said Silver.
“That's on your nose, then. Take that,
you cheecky— Yarooooh 1"
Jimmy Silver's hands came up like light-
ing; and Lovell’s right was knocked up,
and Bilver's left can:c out, and Lovell sat
down son the dusty ioor of the corridor
pnee more, with both hands to his nose,
! “@rooh!”
“'Ha, ha, hal” roared Raby. ‘You've
woke up the wrong passenger, old chap!”

new boy, and they clas ono another '
a loving embrace, and bumped to and f
in the narrow corridor of the train. 2

A big fellow in a tail-coat came alor
the corridor from one of the carriag
farther down the train. There was a ye
of warning from Raby and Newcome.

“Cave!”

“ Prefect!”

Bat the big senior was on the scene
onco. Ho was a big fellow, with a shar
hard face, and somewhat flashily dresse

“Rtop that row !” he rapped out angril
“Beginning the term in the same old sty
I see, you rascals!”

Lovell released Jimmy Silver. I
Blinked round rather breathlessly at t
big Sixth-Former of Rookwood.

“It—it’s all right, Knowles. I—I w
only licking this new boy!”

“Bullying  a new boy—ch?” . sa
Knowles. *T'll r:;)}n]ort you for this.,”

Lovell’s eyes flashed.

“Report and be blowed!” he exclaime
“You're not my prefect. You look aff
Modern kids, Knowles, and let Classici
alone!”

“I say, it's all right!” struck in Jims

Silver. “He wasn't bullying me. It w
only a scrap. No harm done!™
“Good !” murmured Raby. .
“Hallo! What's the trouble?” asked

cheery voice, as another big Sixth-Forn
came along the corrider Wiﬁl o bag in |
hand. Lovell and Newcome wero awfu
respectful at once, somewhat to the surpr
of Jimmy Bilver, who did not know &l
the big, good-natured-looking fellow
Bulkeley, the captain of Rookwo
Knowles the prefect gave the mewcomer
vicious look.

“Some of your fags pla -in%the hoolig
in the corridor, that’s all, Bulkeley,”
said. ‘I keep tho fags on my side in &
better order.”

And Knowles passed on.

“First day of term, you know, Bulkel
old man!” murmured Lovell.

“And we ain’t at school yet, you knov
said Raby.

Bulkeley laughed good-humouredly.

“Well, draw it mild, or you’ll catch i
he said. “No more scrappiog in tho c
ridor, mind that,”



“Oh, no, Bulkeley!”
1 The captain of Roclkwood went on down
' the corridor. The train was slackening
down now, and all the fellows were pre-
paring to move. Jimmy Silver looked
curiously after the big Bulkeley, to whom
|he had taken a liking at once.

“I say, who's that, you chaps?” he

ked.

“Well,” said Lovell disdainfully, *“that’s

Bulkeley, our captain, and the head of the

Classical side.”

“And that chap Knowles?”

“He’s the Modern ¢aptain—and a cad.”

“Hallo, the train’s stopping!” said

Raby. *“Mind you back up for the brake.”

“What-ho 1"

“I'll lick you later on, new boy,” said

‘Lovell.  “At present you can back me up

in getting hold of the brake beflore thoso

Modern cads scoff it."”

“Right-ho!” grinned Silver.

The door of Tommy Dodd’s carriage slid

open, and the Moderns came pouring into

e corridor. A battered silk hat sailed

long and caught Jimmy Silver on the side

f the head.

“There's your bushy, you Classical new
1" shouted Tommy Dodd, and there was

gowl of laughter.

Jimmy Silver cauiht his

smoothed it out with his sleove rather rue-

ully. It was—or bad been—a new topper,

it certainly looked more like a busby

han o silk hat now. The Modern ycung

been amusing
However, Jimmy

! as the train clanked

dy to join in the rush

as.

topper and

entlemen had apparent!
it,

hemselves  with

o a halt, and was
or the brake.

CHAPTER 2.
Classicals Against Moderns!

BUZZING crowd poured ocut of the
station.

Jimmy Silver looked round him
in the bright sunshine. Lovell,
aby, and Newcome had been joined by a
rowd of other juniors, cvidently on the
amo side, and they came out of the little
tation in a body, and Jimmy Silver kept
with them. But Tommy Dodd & Co. were
end, and Doyle was bﬁ)wing wildly on his
nouth-organ, which scemed to be the rally-
ing signal for the Moderna,

6 JIMMY JOINS UP!

Outside the station three brakes were
drawn up. Tommy Deadd Co, were
swooping down on ono of them, and Tommy
Dodd was first in. Jimmy noticed that
the Modern juniors seemed to outnumber
the Classical side, and they were turning
up in great numbers at the blast of Doyle’s
mouth-organ, -

The Moderns, Jimmy further observed,
were distinguished with red ribbons in their
caps, while the Clussicals wore blue. They
were the rival colours of lookwood. And
Jimmy could not help sceing that a d
many fellows with red ribbons were slack-
ing about instcad of helping Lovell & Co.
in their enterprise of bagging the brake,
Apparently the Classical sido was not the
most energetic side at Rookwood. ——

“Buck upl” roared Lovell. “Back up,
Classics 1" .

But a rush of red-ribboned youths swept
Lovell and his fricnds aside, ‘and the
Moderns piled into the brake. On top of
tho brake Doyle was already seated, blaay-
ing great guns on his mouth-organ." Half
a dozen Maoderns round him had produced
pea-shooters, with which they o d an
cffective fire on the Classicals in the crowd,

“Come on!” yelled Silver, highly ex-
cited, and surprised to find himself fallin;
mt? ,rlm ways of Rovkwood so scon. “ Bac!
apl’

And Jimmy clambered on the brake, in
SE““ of shoves, pushes and thumps from
the swarm of Modern juniors.

“Hallo, here’s thal new boy again!™
roared Tommy Dodd, *“A Classic! Kick
him_out!”

“Back up!”

Jimmy Silver went whirring off the brake,
and egain his topper flew off. This timeo
it was trodden on by a Modern boot, and
after that its state was hopeless, But
Jimmy was too excited to think about top-
pers just then, He caught Lovell by the
arm as the Classics were swept back in the
crowd,

“Come on!" he panted.

“N.G. 1”7 snapped Lovell. “There's too
many of them. Half our side are llnckinﬁ
instead of backing upl Rotten slackers!

“What about tho other brakes?”

“They're for the seniors, Mustn't touch
them.”

*“Oh, have another try I exclaimed Raby..
“If we don’t get the brake, we've got to
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hang aboit an_hour waiting for it to come
back, or else w Come onl”

“Make thoss slackers back up, then!”
howled Lo\rell “Here, Townsend, lend a
hand, can't you? They'll get the bmku! 4

Tn“nscnd a very elc%-;nnt yuu , Was
drawing on a nice pair of kid gloves. He
glnm'.e(f at Lovell and shook his head.

“Too much fag, dear boy. I'm going to
have a cab.”

“Blow your cab! Back up, you slackert”

“Oh, rats!” seid Townsend. *‘None of
your scrapping for me "

“QOh, come on!” hmlud'Raby.

A couple of dozen Classic juniors rushed
for the brake once mom. But Tommy Dodd
& Co. were fairly session. The
Classics were pushed - an punched away.
Every scat was taken, and there were
fellows standing up, and Tommy was
urging the driver to start. The brake was
set in mohon, with Silver and Lovell cling:
ing on the back of it. The Moderns cheered
upt oariously.

“Done again!” yelled Temmy Dodd.
' “Knock those Classic cads off| My hat, if
it isn’t that new boy agnin! Lemme get
at him “with this umbrellal

“Hurrah! Give him the brolly,
Tommy 1"

“No good!”. gasped Iove][, and he
dropped off .into the roa an immy

followed his ckﬂmplo, just in time to cscape
a swipe of the brolly.

The crammed brake rolled on, the
Modern juniors shouting and waving hats
and capsin triumphant derision. Down the
road it went towards Rookwood, and Lovell
& Co. gathered outside the station in & de-
jected crowd.

“Done again!” gromlcd Lovell. “If our
side had backed up—"
“What can you expect from rotten

slackers like Townsend 7" snorted Newcome,
“*What do they care if we're donc by the
Modern eads? Blessed if T ain’t sick of our
l‘vo a jolly good mind to become
o Modern !’

“Now we've got to wait?” asked Silver.

“Of course we have! A jolly good hour,
too! And when we get in those cads will
be amggcrm at ue.

“Therc's the other brakes.”

“Don’t I keep telling you they're for the
seniors " howled Lovell, whose temper had
suffered considerabl from his defeat. *“We
can’t touch ‘om. on’t be such a fooll
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Make that thmg look something like a ha
and shut up!

Jimmy was trying to thump his topps
into the shape of a topper again, not wil
much success.

“There goes Bulkeloy 1 said Raby.

The captain of Rookwood, with a crow
of Classical scniors, started off in one
the brakes.

The third brake, evidenily intended f
the Modern scniors, was still empt
Knowles, the captain of the Modern sid
had gone into the tuckshop near the static
with a crowd of his senior friends, and w
standing treat. Lovell & Co. looked at tl
crowde shnp, and sniffed.

“Knowles is s Isshmg h:s money abov
as usual [ groﬁl; “Same o©
Knowles! That's thu heat of having
moneylender for a pater.”

“My hat! Is his fathcr a moneylender
said Silver.

“Well, Knowles says he’s.a banker,” ﬂ
Lovell.  “I dare say he’s e moneylende
Knowles mmPIy reeks with quids. D
gusting, I callit! Don't grin at ww
new boy! I've got time to lick you
the brake comes back. Blessed if I dor
da it, too! It will keep mo . warm, an
wn.y.”

“Might be a litile too warm,” s ggmti
Jimmy. »

bl ¥y, you clzccky little beast! He
hold my hat, Raby!”

“Hold on!” said Jimmy, into whe
active brain an idea had flashed—a dari
scheme that had not entered the heads
the Classical ]lll]l()l‘! “Look here. ther
a brake standing- idlg—""

“That's Rnnwﬁu brake, you fntheld

“Well, Knowles is a Modern, isn't

“Of course ho isl”

“And ain't we up against the Moderns

“Hark at tho chap!” growled Love
“Might have been fifty years at Rookwo
by t,ﬁn way he's la]kmgl Never heard
new kid gas so much!”

““Oh, don't _|m\ 1”7 said Jimmy Silve

“Look here, “lmt s ithe matter with col
ing that brake?’

‘Wha-a-at!”

“You ass!”

“Y don't see i,” ‘eaid Jimmy Silee

“We're Classicals, 't wo, and Umt‘a
Modern braket Wi let’s ecofi it.”
Lovell & Co. stared ut himn spoechloss

I~

o
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The cool nerve of tho new boy took their
i breath away,
“M-m-my hat!” gasped Rahy al
, “Collar a senior brake! Why, they'
‘Cain! They’d scalp us! They'd——'
“Lot Tem1”

last.
raise

i
i “Let ’em! Why, you—you ass— Bat
iI say,” broke off Raby, “it would be a jolly
lark if we did! Those Modern cads wouid
dnever dare to scoff a eenior brake!”
“Can’t be done!” growled Lovell, thonzh
he was evidently somewhat taken with the
idea, too. “The driver wouldn't go if we
told - him.”

“The driver’s gone into the pub,” said
Jimmy Silver.
“Then who's ta drive, fathcad *”

“I will.”
' “Oh crumbs! You cheeky fathead! My
‘hat, Knowles would be waxy! We might

get a licking all round! Bui—but it would
fbe a dot in the eye for the Moderns!” ex-
holaimed Lovell, his eves glistening. “Are
Evou fellows game 1™
“Game as pie!” said Raby promptly.

““Blessed if we don’t!” exclaimed Loveil.
After all, they can’t cat us. And—and
ﬂ_yas brake can come back for those Modern

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I don’t care if they’re seniovs,” went on
ovell, growing bolder and yet more bold
the idea took hold of him. “Seniors or
of, they're only Modern cads. And it’s
jho first day of term. Always a bit of
piroedom on first day. I—I wonder if old
Bulkeley would stand by us if Knowles
rame over raging—"

“Chance it,” said Silver. “Ill bho a
fark, anyway. And they're better horscs,
nd I can drive, and we'll catch up (hLe
IModern cads and-race 'em to the school,”
“Done!” cxclaimed Lovell, quite oon-
inced now. “We'll chanee it. Buck up!”
No more time was wasted in words.
immy Silver clambered into the driver's
beat and gathered up the reine. Knowles
ind his friends were still very busy in the
kshop, where the ginger-pop was flow-
ng freely. Lovell and Raby and Newcome
iled into the brake and shouted to their
fends.

There was a  general gasp from the
Dlasical crowd nt their norve, Townsond
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not wishing to bring down the vials of
Knowles’ wrath upon their heads, But!
fifteen or sixteen_ bolder spirits clambered|
in after Lovell. Jimmy Silver cracked hls!
whip, and the two horses started. 1

“All aboard!” sang out Raby. “Come un.!
you slackers, if you don’t want to be left !}

Two or three of the Classicals who had:
hesitated made up their minds at the last!
moment and rushed after the brake and
clambered in. But a erowd stayed behind.!
There was a shout from the tuckshon nsl
tho brake lumbered away down the village'
street. Knowles had caught sight of that
daring act of commandecring, and he came:
out of the shop with a bound, his face red
with anger, and waved his hand frqnticnliyl
after the brake. s |

“Bring that brake back, you young
sweeps!™ he yelled.

But Jimmy Silver turned a deaf ear, He
®ave the horses a flick, and they broke inio!
a rapid trot. Knowles started to run after|
the brake, and the Classical passengers,!
forgetting tho respect due to a prefect in
their excitement, yelled at him with/
derisive epithets, v

“Yah! Go home!”

“Put it on, Knowlesey!”

“Race you to the schooll”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Knowles stopped short, his face furious.
He saw that he could not overtako the
brake and that the juniors had no intention
of stopping. He strode back, gritting his
teeth. and bestowed a serics of angry cuffs
upon the Classical juniors who had re.
mained behind, which was all the reward
T 1 and his i received for
their very laudable respect for authority,

-ack, crack! went the whip.

“Don’t turn ws over in the ditchl”
shouted Lovell.

“Oh, rot!”

Jimmy Silver evidently knew how tg
handle horses. He was driving exceedingly
well. His handsome face was flushed with
excitement and enjoyment. On his first day,
at Rookwood he had learned the “ropes ™
in a really remarkable manner, and w
helping in a big score over the rival side.!

for the consequences, it was quite »ro
able that there would be the deuce to pay.|
But that couldn’t be helped. Sufficient for

and a number more held back, evidently

the moment was the evil thereof.



THE SCHOOLBOYS'
“Hallo, there’s old Bulkeley!” exclaimed

T.ovell, as the Classical senior brake was
eighted ahead. “Can you pass him?”
“What-ho!"

"Gi\e him a cheer as we go by,” said

%li\er cracked his whip loudly, and tre
Classieal seniors looked back in surprise,
Bulkeley stared 2t them as Silver swept up.
There wasn’t much room to pass in the
lane, and some of the juniors held their
bhreath for a moment as they swept by.
But Silver managed it woll.

“You young sweeps, what are you doing
in that brake?" shouted the captain of
Rookwood as they swept by him.

But the Classical juniors did not see fit
1o reply to that question. They cheered
Bulkeley instead.

“Hurrah! Good old Bulkeley! ITurrah
for the captain of Rookwood, and down
with the measly Moderns! Hip, ]upl

Bulkeley grioned a litile, and the junior
brake swept on. The horses were fairly
moing mow, and the senior brake was soon
left behind. Jimmy Silver kept a keen
look-out ahead for Tommy Dodd & Co.

The Modern brake was soon sighted in
ihe winding lane. The blasts of Doyle’s
mouth-organ came back on the breeze. The
driver, being a steady person of middle-age,
was not taking it out of his cattle as Silver
was doing. The Modern brake was going
at a moderate jog-trot. Silver was soon
close behind, cracking his whip loudly.
Tommy Dodd & Co. looked back, and their
eyes almost started from their’ heads at the
s.mht of the Classical juniors crowded in a
senior brake. Doyle cven lefi off blowing
his mouth-organ in his astonishment.

“Jook at 'em"” gasped Tommy Dodd.
“They—they—they’ve collared a  senior
brake! The cheeky rotters! My hat!”

“Faith, and they'll get tho licking of
1}1(-" loives!” ejaculated Doyle.

“Yah! Modern cads! Get aside!”

“That's the new boy!” howled Tommy
Dodd. *“That's the new boy driving and
velping to us to let him pass. Catch usl™

“Get {o the side of the road!” shouted
Silver. " Do you youngsters want lo be run
Jdown 1"

The Medern juniors almoest daneed with
rage. To be called youngeters by that naw
kid was a little too much, They glared at
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Jimmy Silver in the wrecked top-hat, wi
was handling the brake as if he had drive
a pair of horses all his life. They looke
as if they would have eaten him if he h:
been within reach.

“The cheeky cad!” gasped Tommy Dod
"Youngstorsl My hat! What is Roo
wood coming to, when new boys talk L]
that 1"

“That chap’s got more check than il
whole Clussica] side lumped together,” sa
Cook. “But we're not letting him pass
not much I

“No  fear!”
emphatically.

And the Modern crowd yelled and shox
their fists at the brake behind, in defian
and contempt. The nozes of Jimn
Silver’s horses were almost touching ¢l
Modern brake now, but there was not roo
to pass unless the leading vehicle drew
the side. Far away in the distance ahe:
rose the grey old tower of Rookwood.

Crack, crack, crack! went Silver’s whip.

“Pass ’em—pass ‘em!” roared L
Classicals.

“Yah1”

“Get aside!” bellowed Silver,
run_you downl”

“Ratst Yah!"

But .the staid old driver of the Mode
brake did not sce eye to eye with his youl
ful passengers. Ie looked round, and, ac
ing a wvehicle trying to pass, he dre
naturally to the left to give it room. T
Moderns, who were all looking back, d
not observe this for a moment. But th
observed it when Jimmy Silver, taking ]
stant advantage of it, drew abreast wi
them. Then Tommy Dodd twned row
in a fury to his driver.

“Thompson; you idiot, you're not to |
those cads pass us! Pull out! Do ¥
hear? DPull out, I tell you!”

But as pulling out would have led t
Modern brake to lock wheels with f
other, the driver was not likely to ohe
The horses were neck and neck now, a
the two brakes, dashing on side by sic
filled up the lane from hedge to hedg
The Moderns raved with wrath.

said  Tommy Do

“We

“Buck up!” shricked Doyle. “You'
letting them beat us, you spu]pcnu' Do
you see it's a race? " Put it onl”

But the driver was obdurate. Iarth
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shead was a sharp turn, and a race round

‘[hat corner would almost certainly have led

"o one or both of the vehicles coming to

' zrief. the prudent driver declined

,,.ﬁbsolubely to “put it on,” and the Classical

rake forged ahead.

:‘ Now the Classicals were looking back at

“heir rivals, and Jimmy Silver was prompt
take the middle of the road, so that he
uld not possibly bo passed if tho other

tlriver bucked up ever so much,

g, The Classical juniors yelled with joy as

swept zhead. Tommy Dodd & Co.

red and stamped and shook their fists,

they were-hopelessly beaten,

. “Good-bye, Blucbell!” shrieked Raby.

“Bee you later at Rookwood. Ta-tal”

( “01_1,. you rotters! You spoofers! You

“Done!"” groaned Tommy Dodd. “Done
7 the Classic jays! Done by a new boy!
h f.n‘lo me away and kick me, some-

And in 'imlrlcaa wrath the Moderns
d the Classical brake sweep round
corner ahead

and disappear from

CHAPTER 4.
The First Day at Rookwood !

. ¥ Y URRAH for us!”
: H *“Beaten to the widel!™
! with the Modern

ip, pip!”
vcsl 2 Co. rejoiced uproariously as the
dern brake vanished behind. kwood
8 in sight now—a grey old tower and a
'ass of buildings, some old and some now,
ising to view above tho trees. The big
Pstes stood open, and a short, squat man
b8 looking out, cvidently surprised to sce
fbrake with a junior schoolboy driving and
ning up the road at such a spanking

There’s old Mack,” said Lovell. “Give
m a yell!”

he Classicals gave the echool porter a
BH os the brake camo sweeping up.

My 'at!” gasped Mack.

] '89.:31 now, new boy. Mg hat, you're not
nwﬁ to take the brake in!™ howled

iBut Silver was tog oxcited to hced.
fMack the porter jumped out of the wry
I alarm. With really wonderfui skill the
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new junior turncd tho horses in at the gate,
and the brake swept in and up the gravel
drive.

- S_itop, you ass!”?

“Stop, you fathead!™

“You'll be M§gcd by the Head!™

**Oh, crumbs!

Right up to the grey old School Houso
the brake dashed in fine style. Jimmy
Silver brought it to a halt outside the ivy-
clad stone porch with a masterly hand. The
horses st snifing and steaming, and
Jimmy Silver jumped down from his seat,
his face red and his eyes glistening.

The Classicals tumbled out of the brake
in a great hurry. They had beaten the
Moderns hollow, and that was a great satis-
faction. But some of them had caught sight
of an awe-mspiring figure in cap and gown
on the steps of the Sciool House, and their
hearts quaked within them at the sight of
Dr. Chisholm, the reverend Head of Rook-
wood.,

Dr. Chisholm was looking estonished. On
the first day of the term many litile relaxa-
tions and freedoms were allowed at Rook-
wood, and it was the custom of the junior
Forms to take {ull advant of them. But
never in his expericnce had the Head seen
a brake arrive driven by a junior boy, and
dashing in style right up to the house.

“Bless my soul!” said the Head.

The juniors dragged off hats and caps in
great fm.sto.

“The Head!” whispered Raby, in a
scared voice; and Jimmy Silver jerked off
his damaged topper in a hurry.

“What does this mean?” said the Head
in a rumbling voice, which sounded like
thunder to the ears of the Classicals. “How
comes it that a junior boy is driving this
brake?”

“Ahem!” murmured Lovell.

“ We—we—wi "' Raby began te cx-
plain; and there he stopped dead.

“Boy, what is your name? You are a
new boy, I think{” :

“Yes, sir. Jimmy Silver, sir.™

“Why have you taken the driver's
place?’

Silver turned crimson. New as he.was
to Roockwood, he was quite aware that it
wouldn’t do to explain to the Head that he
had taken the driver's placo in order to
“dish ” the heroes of the Modern Side.
I— If you please, sir, I'm a new
stammered Silver. *“I—I=I . can

I—I thought—"
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“Well, well, as there has been no acci-
dent, 1 will say nothing about it,” said the
Head kindly, “'As a new boy, perhaps you
did not know any belter—though certainl
some of the others might have teld you.
Ho gave a severe glance towards Lovell
& Co., who hung down their hoads, and
looked properly contrite. ‘‘Mack, please
take charge of the brake, and send it back
for the oﬁmr boys.”

“Yessir!" gasped the porter, who Lad
come panting up the drive after the brake.

The Head disappeared into the house, and
the Classical heroes gasped with relief. As
Newcome remarked bieathlessly, he had
been convineed that the chopper was com-
ing down. DBut the chopper hadn't come
down, and the Classicals were {ree to re-
joice in their victory once rore.

Mack the porter, giving Jimmy Silver
a very peculiar look, led the steaming
horses away. The juniors erowdeq into the
house. Lovell and Raby and Newcome
seampered off together up the wide old oak
staircase, and Silver heard Low#ll ejacu-

=

to:

“The end stndy—quick! Before somo
cad can bag it.”

And the trio vanished.

The boys dispersed in various directions,
znd Jimmy Silver was left standing alone
in the wide old hall. The excitement had

- died away, and Jimmy realised once more

that he was a mew boy, quite alone, and
that ho didn't know 2 soul in the school.
A feeling of loneliness came over him.

What the juniors had scampered off for
he could not guess, being a new boy. He
did not know that they werd anxious about
their studies, and that it was a caso of first
come Grst sorved. Those who had had good
studics last term were keen to regain pos-
session of them, before rivals“could put in
a claim. Those who had had bad ones were
keen to make o change. Everybody forgot
the now boy, and Jimmy Silver was left
on his own., .

Not knowing what to do with himself,
and finding nobody to take the slightest in-
terest in his existence, Jimmy Silver locked

-round the place, and then wandered out

into the quadrangle, with his hands in his
pockets. o liked the look of Rookwood,
and ho gazed ebout him with great interest.

Part of the school was very ancient, but
there was a mass of new buildings, which
time had not yot toned down, Jimmy

Silver was still looking about him, w
a brake arrived, and the Modein er
came pouring in. There was a yell fi
the three Toms at the sight of Siiver.

“Ihere’s the chap!”

“Collar him! DBump the cad!™

.Timmf Silver promptly made a run
the shelter of the house, with the wl
crowd whooping after him. Tommy D
& Co. swoope into the hall after
and Jimmy Silver fied up the stairs in
direction |{c had seen Lovell & Co. ti
With the vengeful mob at his heels,
rushed on, and found himself in a wide
sage, with doors on both sides, numbx
in order. A crowd of his old acquainta
of the brake were here, chatting in the
sage or in the doorways of tho studies,
shout greeted him.

“Modern cads! They're after the
boy! Kick 'em ount!”

Tommy Dodd & Co. halted on the I.
ing, as the Classicals swarmed to meet ik
Jimmy divined that he had luc
stumbled into the Classical quarters. ‘Tl
was instantly a rongh-and-tumble seunfll
the big landing, in which Jimmy jo
heartily, and had the satisfaction of fl
ing a couple of Moderns who collared |
Lovell and Raby and Newcome came d
ing ont of the end study in the pass
and joined in the fray, Tt was going
and strong, when a voice shouted up

“Stop that nelse at once !”

“Phew! That's Bootl
Tommy Dodd, “Better cut!"”

And the Moderns promptly cut, follc
by a howl of derision from the victor
Classicals, Jimmy guessed that Bootles
a master, and he discovered later tha
was the master of the Fourth—the forr
which these young heroes belonged.

“Hallo, new bo said Lovell.
were alter yon—what! Never mind—w
beaten them. And, look here, I was g
to lick yon—"

“Thanks!”

“But after the way vou helped me
the Maderns, I'm going to let you off,”
Lovell generovsly.

“More thanks!” said Jimmy, wit
chuekle. He had an idea that it wa
who had dished the Moderns, but Ic
a3 junior captain, was evidently ben
claiming the credit of that feat. |

Lovell looked at him rather suspicio

”  exclai

r
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_“None of your cheek, you know, or I
_ hu!} have to give you that licking after

r' —'I'Dou’t rag the new kid, Lovell,” said
Raby. “He'll get enough of that. I say,
, what Form are you in1"

“I've been prepared for the Fourth,” said
[immy.
§ “Well, you’ll have to behave yourself if

Fou’re coming into our Form,” said Lovell,
l1' don't like cheeky new bo,
1" “Bow-wow!"” said Raby,
udy yet, kid?”
1 “gl:, do I have a study?”
“ Docs he have a study !” said Lovell, with
! scorn. “Did you ever hear of such a
tool? Don’t all the Fourth have studies,
‘ou-booby 2"
by “Well, I—I don’t know, you know. Can
s chooso o study for myself?”
“Bootles gives out the studies,” said
aby. “We generalld bag 'em, and trust
b luck. Bootles is a good little ass, and
oesn’t interfere. Pick out the best one you
n sec, and plant yourself in it, and if
"C'D‘WIIEI’ doecsn't like it, punch his head.

L *Thanks 1"
“Jimmy Silver tock that excellent advice,
i far as picking out the best study was
oncerncd.  He went along the passage,
ing in at the various studies, and came
“the end one, which was undoubtedly the
of the lot. It had two windows—one
em overlooking theozundranglo—and a
grite, find was a good deal larger than
et.oghol- studics, Jimmy promptly walked
it.
I “This will suit me,” he remarked,
gis " exclaimed Lovell, who had fol-
him in, in some surprisc at his
on. ‘““This is our study!"”
“It’s the best of tho bunch,” said Silver,
That’s why we've bagged it,” grinned
by. “I wasn't referring to this study
i Look a bit

ve."
“Got your

hen - gave you the tip.
"

rther, =

“Can't I dig in here?”

L £“Of course you can't!” exclaimed New-

thme. “We don’t want any new kids

lanted on us. Get out, you assl”

Bl ““Raby snid I was to punch tho owner’s

bead if he didn't like it.”

' t head-punching
“Get on the
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other side of the door, you silly fathead!™
ST don’t see——"

Jimmy Silver had no time to finish. The
three juniors closed in on him, and collared
him, and_he was lifted off his feet and
bumped down in the passage. Then the
sﬂ.udgI door slammed on him.

** My—my hat!” gasped the new boy.

The question of tho end study was evi-
dently settled. . Feeling somewhat sore,
Silver went along the passage looking for
quarters, But he found the most unfeel-
ing inhospitality on all sides. New boys, it
appeared, were not wanted. Every fellow
he spoke to announced that he didn’t want
any blessed outsiders in his study, and somo
of them offered to punch his head merely
for making the request.

After making a round of the Fourth-
Form passage, Simmy Silver wisely decided
to leave the matter to his Form-master, and
wandered downstpirs in scarch of some-
thing to cat.

CHAPTER &.

Paying the Piper!
1G HALL was swarming. T B,
B A high tea—which was very plenti-
ful—was spread on a dozen tables,
and all Rookwood had gathered to
do justice to it. 1
Jimmy Silver was wedged in at a junior
table amid a crowd of youngsters he had
never soen before. All Rookwood had
arrived long ago, and Jimmy was a little
dazzled by the swarm of boys, the incessant
talk, the noise, and tho confusion. ‘
The rattle of plates, the clatter of tea-
cups, mado a ceaseless accompaniment to
the buzz of voices. Jimmy had brought a
ood appetite with him to kwood, and
!gw did full justice to the good farc on the
table, in spito of the strangeness of his
surroundings. g
While he ate ho kept his eyes well about
him, anxious to pick up knowledge of his
new quarters and his new associates. '
At another table he could see Lovell and
Raby and Newcome together talking nine-
teen to the dozen, if not ninety, They were
also exchanging d signals  with
Tommy Dodd & Co. at another table. Bat
the presence of the seniors prevented any-
thing more hostilo than derisive gestures.
The Sixth Form were there in all their
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glory. Big, rugged, good-mtured Bulkeley
was chatting away with a group of seniors.
Knowles was in tho group, and Jimmy
Silver, remembering the scene outside the
station, was not anxious to catch Knovwles
eye. He had a strong impression that the
Modern captain was not the kind of fellow
to forget or forgive. But, wedged in as he
was among the fags, Silver was not likely
to be noticed by so great a person as a pre-
fect and vice-captain of Rookwood.

The fags at his table wero talking as they
munched, and Silver listened with interest
while he looked about him.

“Thoso Classio cads are going to pot,”
said one youth. “Only one mew boy on
their side, I hear, and_three on ours. If
this goes on, blessed if Rookwood won't
soon be all Modern!”

“And a jolly good thing, too, Lacy !
Time that mouldy old Classic side was
turned out,” said another.

Silver realised that in his ignorance of
the ways of Rookwood he had planted him-
sclf in the midst of encmies. Ho went on

eating sedately, wondering whether they
would recognise him as a Classic, end what
they would do if they did.

ey

«“Awfully checky beggar that new kid,”
said Laey. *Got more cheek than all the
old lot put togethor, I should say. Walked
off with Knowles’ brake. You should have
seen Knowles when he came in. Simply
boiling. I shouldn't care to be in that new
boy’s shoes.”

Silver left off eating suddenly, This was
not comforting.

“Knowles has told Bulkeley, and Bulke-
ley said something about t:»kmg no notice,
as it was first day of term,” remar
another. “Catch Knowles taking no no 1
He's going to scalp that mew id—simply
scalp him! Shouldn’t wonder if he gets
him a swishing.from the Head I™

“Qh, crumbs!” ejaculated Silver inveolun-
tarily.

His remark caused the eyes of the
Modern fags to turn on him. They had
‘been too busy eating to notice him before.
Messrs. Lacy & Co. regarded him with sus-
picious and disparaging lools.

«Hallo1 That's a new, boy,” said Lacy,
“That’s not one of ours. 1 {now that, be-

13

It was conclusive evidemee. Silver ct
tainly hadn't a thick ear, so far; .
looked es if be would not be long m
that adornment, for tho looks of the:
young gentlemen were decidedly ‘hostile

“The very new chap who scoffed a seni
brake!” said one, *That’s the cadl A
he’s got the cheek to sit down among v
Hack him1”

“Yow-ow-ow!” roared Silver quite I
intentionally, as half a dozen boots hack
bim under the table.

He jumped up as he yelled, and his ¢
of tea went flying, the tea being hurled ir
hot flood upon Master Lacy's chest, A
thero was & whoop from Facy that wol
have done credit to a Red Indian,

Every eye in Big Hall was turned
Jimmy Silver.

“Koep order there, you fags!” cal
out good-natured Bulkeley, * Not so mi

of your row!” i
“It's only a Classic new ‘!m:r, Bulkel
| '

chucking his tea over Lacy.

“Well, shut up, all of you

“Hallp!” exclaimed Knowles, wh
eyes had turned towards Silver with
rest, “Thero he js! That's the ju
who collured my brake that 1 mh!l j
about, Bulkeley.” Como here,
ful 1" 2

Jimmy Silver hesitated. Cam'mitl
looked like going for a licking. But
understood that o prefect of the Sixth
to be obeyed, so he reluctantl, squeezed
way out from among the dern f
Those cheery young gentlemen hacked
shoved and pincheﬁ him as he sed
groat heartiness, and the ncw boy ye
one or twice before he escaped from the

He came up to the group of seniors,
cast a rather wistful look at Lovell &
Dut Lovell & Co. were gazing at |
plates as if they were counting their eru
Apparently they were too bashful to 1

young he

to come into public attention at
momen!
Knowles fixed a pair of grey-green,
eyes on Silver's red

chmantly shnrl'a..
t was not a light ordeal for the new bt
stand there, the cynosure ol all eyes,
he hore it manfully.

“8o you drove off a senior brake,
you1” said Bulkeley. “] remember s

cause I gave "em a thick ear all round, just
o show ’em their placcs. This kid hasn’t
got a thick ear, He's a Classic.”

you on the road. Don't yeu know
mustn't touch the senior brnke?™
“Yes, Bulkeley.”
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1 And that you mustn’t check a prefeet—
at ™

44 Please, I'm & now Loy,” said Silver
I““Wcll well, if he didn’t know you were
, Knowles > began Bulnclc)

I did know,"” said Jimmy at
Wi hatever might be awaiting ‘hina,
‘waan't goi to get oul of a scrape
- tellicg a lie.
“Oh, you did know!” said Bulkeley, a
i}tlo nonp]uuod “Then it was like your
z‘umpmg check, you young sweep, Still, on

433 mslll Knowles—"

1" He's on vour side,” said Knowles, with
B @hrug cf the shoulders. “If a fag on the
wodern  side  cheeked you, Bulkclcv I
ltmlv:! lick him, and you know it.”
(Bulkeley flushed; the Modern prefect’s
ne was very unp!e—nnnt Bome of the
gassical seniors frowned, and some of the
oderns grinned.

Well, I suppose he ought to he licked,”
Bulkeley  reluctantly.  The goﬂd-
fturcd captain of Rookwood was averse

licking a new boy on first night. DBul
wns the prefect had put 1t left him no

L § s'hou!d jolly well say so,” prowled
wles. “Why, I had to walk from

i%’s, Bulkeley !” he called out, And there
& murmur of admiration from the

ssical juniors.

hey agreed that this was very deecent

old Lovell. But Knowles quite plainly

not sharc the admiration, e scowled.

“Then you can come and take somo ol

medicine, you young cad,” he eaid.

h, for goodness’ sake, don’t let’s have
neral execution on first night!” said

"dlkeley restively. *This voung sweep's
ipugh. Somebody fetch me a cane.”

i Here's a cane,” said Knowles.

He handed the captain of Rookwood a

foht walking-cane.

ulkeiov took it with rcluctance, 1t

nn unplens.nnb task for him to canc

unior in Big Hall on first night,

f the school looking on. Knowlas
placed him in a very unpleasant

ion; which was porbaps his object na
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much as anything else. There was no love
lost_between the captain and vice-captain
cf Rookwood.

“Hold out your bhand, kid,” said
Bulkeley grufily,

Jimmy Silver held out his hand. The
cano came down hard cnough, and he

sqummd But he did not utter 2 sound.
“Now the other!”

murmured Silver.

“Now you can clear off, and ‘mind, don't
cheek a  prefect ngmn, or I ehall como
down heavy on you!™

Jimmy Silver was only foo glad to lose
himgeli in ihe crowd. ~ His hands wero
smarting and tingling, but he did not feel
any resentment towards Bulkeley. DBut ho
felt just then that he would have liked
to boil Knowles in oil,

“Is that enough?"” enapped Knowles.

“I think that’s enough.” eaid Bulkeley,
in so decided a tone that the Modern
captain said no mere, though he bit his

l-:lirmny Silver got out of sight as quickly
as he could., THe did not rcturn to the
table of the Modern fags. He edged his
way towards the Classical table, whero
Lovell & Co. were sitting. They greeted
him with approving nods.

o 1cu mdnt how! much for a new boy,™
said Lo

“I dldut howl at all!” cxclnm‘cd Silver
indi nantly.

wwow | Why,
blubbing now!”

“Catch_me blubbin, said_Silver scorn-
fully. *“I've a jolly good mind to punch
your head, Lovelll”

“Order!” murmured
half ros¢ in his seat.
this way.”

“I don't care for a Modern cad, prefect
or no prefect,” grunted Lovell, but ho sat
down again.

“Can’t you make room for a chap?”
asked Silver. “I haven't finished my tea.”

't want any checky new kide a%
this table.”

“0Oh, rot!™
new kid's all right,

you're jolly near

Rab\.. as Lovell
“Knowles is looking

chimed in Raby again. “This

and_ho's been licked,
Don't be a beast, Lﬂr(‘]!. old scout, 8it
down here, new

i
And Reby shoved Neweome, and made
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room between, and Jimmy Silver wedgod
into the seat.

In spite of the smarting of his hands,
he managed to make an excellent meal,
and Raby and Newcome both condescended
to speak to him, Lovell looking rather
morose. Tho junior captain of the Classical
side felt that this was something rather
unusual in new kids, and that unless hs
was very carcful, his leadership of the
Classic juniors was in danger., And Lovell
was mentally resolving to give the new kid
a terrific licking—not from any personal
motives, of course, but simply for %is own
good, and to put him in his place,

CHAPTER 6.
Study Mates!

i EGINNING to look shipshape,” re-
marked Newcome.
The threo Classical chums were
an_ their etudy—the famous end
study. They were ﬂubﬁing it to rights
for the new term. The tremendous clean-
ing done during the vacation bad left the
study spotless as a new pin, after oll the
wear and tear of the previous term. It
was not likely to remain long in that happy
stato. So far, howover, only one inkpot
had been upset, and a can of cyele-oil had
leaked. That was really nothing.

Lovell & Co. were glad to get back into
their old quarters. ey had succeeded
in bagging their old study; though it had
been necessary to oject one or two rivals
“on their necks.” That, however, had been
promptly and cfficaciously done, and tho
threa wero jn possession. And they had
the cheery meicct of having the study o
themselves for the whole of the term. There
was only enc new kid on the Classical side,
and no reason why he should be planted on
them. In a very cheery mood, after the
feed in Hall, tho three chums had come
up to put their study to rights before call-
over.

They had brought some possessions from
haine to improve their quarters. Lovell had
o nice new ir of ecurtains, which werc
hung up amid great satisfaction. Rab
had brought n new .copper kettle, whic!
gleamed like & new penny, Newcome had
& picture. It was not exactly a work of
arl, but it had four colours in it, all

1
prominent, not to say glaring, and Ne
come eaid it would give an artistic fou
to the study.

There was one corner of the stud
farthest from the two windows, which w
a little dusky, and -Newecome said th
picture would brighten it up. Raby agre
that it had better be put in a dusky corn
Otherwise, in Raby’s opinion, it might ha
a startling cffect on visitors—might ey
produce apoplexy or something. There ¥
a pause in_the proceedings while Né
come told Raby what he t ouﬁht of b
and his opinians. Then the three chu
proceeded to hang the picture.

They wore hanging the picture—at
Newcomo was driving a four-inch nail
the wall with terrific blows from a co
hammer, and Raby and Lovell were !
vising him not to make a tunnel into
next xtudf—when the door opened, 3
Jimmy Silver came in.

The new boy had been interviewing 1
Bootles, his Form-master; and
Co. had not seen him since_ tea. Tl
locked round as he came im, Neweo
pausing to take breath. Two inches
the neil still remained to be driven
and the wall was showing signs of dama
Newcome did not hit the wicket ev

time,

“Hallo!” eaid Jimmy Silver cheer
“Qnly you!”

“Pon’t you come bothering herel” s
Newcome testily, “We don’t want a 1
kid here being funny when we're putt
our study to ri%]htl. You can bave a
at that nail, Raby, if you like. We w
to bhang that picture beforo second ca

Raby took the hammer and step
the chair. There was a clatter of fall

ster after his first doughty blow. -

“My hat!” ejaculated Silver jnvol
tarily.

Raby glared down at him,

“Kick that new kid out!” he baw
“Do you think I'm going to hang ¥
rotten” picture with him standin
cacl;!'ing like a Cheshire checse—!
cat

“Here, hold on!” =aid Jimmy Silver
Lovell and Newcome made for him.
dodged reund the table upon which
laid n bundle of books. **Mr. Bootles-

“Clear out!”

th
o

“T've just been with Mr. Bootles—
“You can go to him again, if you 1



feet or your

‘I'm not going out. Mr. Bootles—"

1. “Blow ootles!  Have you come
fere to talk about Bootles? o and tell

¢eiooker about Bootles in the mext study, if
ou like.  Get outl®

“But Dootlas Leggo! Oh!™

Lovell and Newcome scized him, and he

ggc ¥

] “” tell you—" he roared. “Beotles
4 —’

|ﬂ,“Brought his blessed books here, too,”
<qid Raby, from the chair,  “Chuck him
IZ,‘lh and his books after him!”

HBut  Bootles—" anted

7 this study.”

"% If you've got a message from Iootles
lﬂw[fouldut you say so, ass?” prowled
vell,

“What does Bootles want?”
*Ho sent me here.” =

*Well, what for.”

*I'm to sharc this study.”

“What 7
#0¢Mr. Bootles said as there were only
¢ in this room, and it's the largest, I'm
come here,” said Silver. “Ho told me

Crams!”  yelled Lovell. furiou
ootles wouldn’t be such a beast, We
going to stand it, anyway. A new |
planted on us—us! My hat!”

Kick him out!” said Raby, jumping
his chair. *Niee state of things Rook-
is coming to, when a now boy is
nted on us, with a dozen other studies
choose from. Out you go! Co down
ssage and look for another study.
les won’t say anything—hc doesn't
2 a tuppenny rap.”

ut I do,” said Jimmy Silver sturdily,
is is the best study in the passage, and
iko it.”

He likes us' roared the exasperated
vell. “He likes our study! We'll give
something he doesn’t like—"

T shall hit out!” yelled Silver. *T warn

Ha, ha, ha!”
Why you—you greenhor said Lovell,

JIMMY JOINS UP!

The new boy meant business. He put
up a tussle that drew other juniors round
the doorway, in great admiration and in-
terest. In the course of the battle, the
new lace curtnins suffercd somewhat from
being caught in a heavy boot and jerked
down, and Newcome's picture could not be
=aid to be improved by having a foot
driven through it,

The study table was pitched into the
fire-grate, and tho clock camo off the
mantelpicce  with a  erash, Outside in
the passage a Classical crowd looked on
with intense enjoyment, They cheered on
both sides with great impartiality.

“Go it, new kid!" s

*“Down him, Loveli!”

“Look out for your nose, Raby! My
hat! Tt doesn’t look like n nese now.”

“What's the matter with your eye, New-
come?"”

“That chap is a_terror—a top-hole ter-
ror! What nerve!”

But the odds were too great.  Jimmy
Silver's powers as a fighting-man won wide
admiration. But_the Classical three got
him out at last, He was hurled bodily into
the passage, and collapsed there, without
an ounce of breath left in him. The door
sln‘l:noTed cnlhinlm. 4%

h, my hat!|” gas immy,
“Ha, ha, ha!” geﬁ - 1%l
b up o goo t, by gad!” sai
Tﬂwlh(‘nR, the dnﬁcly. “lii_v gad, you did!
But you're a checky kid, all the same.”

*Time those bounders in the end study
were taken down,” remark ooker.

*“Oh, crumbs!” murmured Silver dazed!,

“Fancy tackling the three of them
said Jones minor  “What a nerve! What
was the row about, new boy?”

“That’s my study,” gaspcdthnmy. “I'm
going in.”

“They'll cat you, if you do. Listen to
their sweet voices pow,” grinned Jones
minor,

Jimmy staggered to his fect. e was
very dusty and breathless, and he required
his sccond wind before he could carry the
proceedings farther. From within the end

n,

out! Do you know that we three are
top-hole fighting men in the Fourth— |
¢ call us the ¢ Fistical Three.! "
Bow-won' "
hat *Bow-wow " was not rnqy-.-{f::Lf
it was too much for the classical trio. |
¥ simply piled on Jimmy Silver. i

study excited voices could be heard. There
had been a good doal of damage &om’. in
that terrific encounter, and the Classical
trio were wrathy. . 3
The juniors cleared off, leaving Jimmy
{o recover his breath. Jones minor kindly
binted to lhim to get himself tidy, as tho
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Jbell for the second call-over would go soon.
. “I'm going to have my study,” said
Silver.

“You mustn't miss call-over on first
night—there’ll be the deuce to pay if you
do,” said Jones minor. “A prefect will
come looking for you with a cane, and he
won't take any excuses, I promise vou,
It’s in a quarter of an hour in Big Hall*

Jimmy was left alone, struggling to re.
cover Lis breath. From the end study
came voices in debate, as to whether the
picture was still worth hanging. Newcome
said the gash in it wouldn’t show in that
dusky corner, and that it was lucky there
wasn't glass in it, considering. Raby said
he could hang it, and be hanged. Lovell
declared that what he felt inclined to hang
was that new boy.

The new boy listened.
working.

His brain was
Roll-call in Big Hall was close

at hand, and the three juniors who had ;

cjected him had to turn up, like the rest,
or be looked for by a prefect with a
cane. Jimmy Silver whipped a length of
whipcord from his pocket, made a loop at
the end, and sl?ped it_quietly over the
door handle, and drew it tight.

Opposite the junior’s study was a box-
room, and the handle of that door was not
far from the handle of the study door.
Silver passed the cord from onc to the
other, and fastened it sceurely. That was
o beginning. He looked into Jones minor's
study, where he had seen a box uncorded,
The rope lay on the floor, and Jones had
gone down.

Silver borrowed the rope, returned to the
end study, and added it t® the whipcord,
considerably struugthening it. As the end
study door opened inwards, it was quite
impossible for the three occupants of the
room to get out now, unless help came
from outside.

The sound of hammering had been re-
sumed in the end study, so onarcnﬂy the
threo had_ decided finally on hanging the
picture. Jimmy Silver waited in the pas-
sage, grlnmxlF. He dusted down  his
clothes, smoothed out his collar, and re-
tied his tie, and generally made himself a
little more presentable after the rough-and-
tumble, He was content to wait cheer-
fully., The studies were almost deserted
now, the juniors going down to roll-call,
The | began to ring at last,

The hammering suddenly ceased in the
end study, .

_jaw  now.

11

“My hat! There’s the bell!” exclaim
Lovell. *“Leave that blessed caub——"

‘“*Tain't a daub—-"

“Well, leave it. Can’t be late—you kno
the Head on first night always takes tl
roll. Ratty if a chap’s late. Come on!”

Thero was a rattle at the door, and
tug from within. Then a surprised e
clamation.

“Hallo! The door’s jammed somchow,

Jimmy Silver grinned, and waited f
developments,

. “Oh, rot!” said Raby. “How could
jam? Gimme hold of it!”

Tug! Then a grunt from Raby,

“It is jammed, ]7 gum I”

The bell was still ringing  There we
cxcited voices—more excited than ever
the end study now. As Jimmy Silve
realised, it was awlully important not |
be late for call.over when the Head w
taking the roll

“Lay hold!” panted Newcome  despe
ately. " “I'll take the blessed thing wi
both hands, and you hold on to me, ai
all pull togother!"

“Right-ho!"

Tho door strained and creaked under tl

pressure_put on it. But it did not open.
“N, G.1" howled Lovell,  “Let u
"Tain’t jammed! Some young idiot h

fastened that door outside! I'll skin hin
Tl scalp him! T'll slaughter him! I

“Shut up!” roared Raby. “No time f
The bell's stopped. Hall
out there! Undo this door at once, wh
<ver you pre! Do you hear?”

“Hear, hear,” said Silver.

“Why—why, it's that new boy!” e
claimed Lovell, in tones-of concentrate
wrath. “That new kid, by Jove! Op
this door at once, you out there!”

*Rats 1*

“I tell - you we've got to g_ot down f
roll-call!” " yelled Lovell. “Wa shall 1
gated for a half-holiday, and licked—lickes
you idiot! Open the door!” -
*“Good-bye !"

“Come and let us out, some of you fe
lows!” shrieked Newcome,

“They've all gone!” chuckled Silve
“And I'm going! Good-bye, and kee
your feckors up! It's a long, long wg
to calligg-over, but I wish f'uu Tnek 1"

“Hold on|"” shouted Lovell, through 1
kevhole, as Jimmy's footsteps retroate
“1 say, you new bor, don't go! Lot |



I say, what'll you take to let us
I=Tli stand you a whack in my

E‘.hnmper and ‘I won't lick youl Honest
“ Irqunl”
| . ‘Not good enough!” replied Jimmy
," Silver.

& **What do you want, you young villain?”
i yelled the hapless three fogether,
1 want my study.”

ha-a-t 1

T

i, “I want my study,” said Jimmy Silver

g

lly, “I'm sharing that study with you.
want you to promise to let me in and
Ire it in a friendly way.
*Never, you rotter "
“Never, you new kid!”
“Good-bye, then 1™
“Here, hold on!™
“8orry, I can’t stop, I shall be late
or roll-call,” eaid Jimmy Silver calmly.
*Good-bye!” 4
“Oh, my hat! Stop!"
] gy Silver, let us out, there's a good
.

“Jimmy, old man, open the deor like

good - fellow! We mustn't miss roll-
ealll I say—"
“Last time of asking,” said Jimmy

soly. “Word of honour to let mo into

own study, and keep the peace, or

I'm off.”

beast!” groaned Raby.
He's got us fixed properly,
vell, old man! What do you sayi”
“Never! yelled Lovell. *Dictated fo
a new boy. By Jove, I'll sce him
hanged first )™
“You can’t sec the Head hanged though
—were already latel I say, new kid,
b go—"
“I'm going.”
¢ “I—I promise!”
bright! = After al

hack in the study!”

“Bame  here!” ycI;I)‘ed Newcome.
Z n the door, you new kid, I promise!™
‘hat about Lovell?” azked Silver.

“1. | smash you! I'l squash you!
i —rn—rin—-" sai ovell ~ in-
Sicoherently.  “I'll make little tiny pieces
wof youl say, don’t go, you young

Svillain! We must get omtl I=I-I
Bpromisc!"” gasped Lovell at last. “You
fsharo the study! Honour bright! Now
&fopen the doorl”
i “Right-ho " . .
Jizuny Silver's pocket kiifo whipped

Ecllnd Raby. “Honour
, Lovell, Bootles put
the beast have hig
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through the rope and whip cord, and the
study door flew open. Three infuriated
.lunmrs came out, panting. Jimmy SBilver
fcu-\:;kf.\:l at them with a friendly, smiling
ace.

“All serene!” he said. “We'll be fmlly
f:ttll"Beitcr get a move on or you'll be

o

Lovell choked back something and
started on a wild run for Hall. Raby and
Newcome raced after him, and Jimmy
Silver raced after thom. i

They wero just in time to squeezo them-
selves in at the big door as tho names
of the Fourth began to be called.

After roll-call Jimmy carefully carried
his books into the end study. This time
they were not pitched out into the
passage, ncither was their owner ejected
on his neck.

It was a bitter pill for the Classical
three to swallow, but they had given their

word" and they kept 1t. But Jimmy
found the atmosphere of the study
decidedly chilly. He did not scem to
mmd mucil.

“Don’t be ratty!” he- urged his new
study mates. “You know I'm in the
right, you know. And you'll find me all
right—A. 1., in fact, top-hole]l T'm quite
an easy chap to get on with.”

The Classical three glared, and did not

roply. . . A
P'Lilm Achilles sulking in his giddy
tent—what " said Jimmy. “Never mind,
T'll stand it as long as you dol T wait”
for you to come roundl”
And the new boy, comfortably ensconced
in tho end study undismayed by the

majestic frowns of Lovell & Co., waited
cheerfully for them to come round.
CHAPTER 7.
First Night at Rockwood!
buzz of

HERE was an_inccasant
I voices in Big Hall. i
It was First Night at Rookwood.! ,
First Night was always some-
what free and ensy. Though it was close
upon bed-time, not even the youngest fags
showed any si of getting off to tho
dormitories. Fellows who had mét from
all four corners of the kingdom had heaps
of things to say to one another, and r.hc:;t

were all saying them at once. -

‘
1
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Bulkeley, the captain  of Rookwood,
centre of an admiring crowd of seniors,
was laying down the law on the subject
of footer during the coming term. CGiroups
of juniors were relating tall stories of
wonderful doings in the holidays. New
boys wandered about like lost sheep, or
sat, with cves and mouths open, staring
at their unaceustomed surroundings, and
wondering whether they would ever feel
at homec at Rookwood, like that chap
Lovell, or that mnervy bounder Tommy
Dodd.

There was one new boy, however, who
did not bear the remotest resemblance to
a lost sheep,  That was Jimmy Silver, of
the Fourth. Jimmy Silver strolled into
Hall with his hands in his pockets, look-
in crfectly  cool and  self-possessed.
Indeed, Knowles of the Sixth, the captain
of the “Modern” side at Rookwood,
bestowed a cuff on him in passing simply
because he looked so very much “all
there.” :

Bat Silver did not seem at all east down

by that_sign of Knowles’ disapproval. He
only sniffied disdainfully, and dodged. He
was quite satisfied with himself. For was

not he on- the * Classical * side—the old
old side at Rookwood; the gentlomanly
sid@p as Lovell called it—and was not
Knowles simply a measly Modern?

And althnuﬁh Jimmy Silver had only
belonged to Rookwood for a few hours,
he had already learned to entertain a
tremendous scorn for the Modern side,
from the oldest prefect down to the
youngest fag.

But even Jimmy Silver, cool an® cheer-
ful as he was, wished that he had some-
body to speak to in that buzzing crowd.
He would have liked to add his voico to
the general din. Heo approached Lovell
and %awcome and Raby, his new study-
mates, but they gave him the *“marble
cye,” and turned their backs on him.

They resented having the new boy—
Jimmy Silver—planted in their study, and
they meant to let him know it. immy
indulged in another sniff, this time at tho
Classical juniors, and walked away, and
leaned up against ono of tho pillars in the
old ball and leooked on nt the animated
scene,  Snatches of talk came to his ears
from all sides, oddly.

+'Yans, I tell you ‘winter sports are the
thing.” This carn: from Townsend, a

1

Classical dandy. “We had simply a to

ping time—top-hole, you know.”
“That ass Smytho footer captain'! N

this term ! camo from Towle, a Mode

junior. “The biggest ass on the Classic

side—what 1"
' Elections to-morrow, Towle—
“It's spelt “ski,’ ” went on Townsend

Elrm'.'!mg ”\'oice, “but  you pronouice
e '

I

“My hamper hasn’t come yet.
spoken to the dame about it.”

“Hallo, here's that new boy i

Jimmy Silver looked round quickly
ho heard that last remark. Three junio
bore down upon him—Tommy Dsdd, an
Tommy Cook, and Tommy Doyle, of th
Modern side. Jimmy leoked at them wit
a smile,. He had had some little troub
already with tho threce Modern heroc
but he was quite prepared for more.

“Here he is!” repeated Tommy Dods
surveying the new v with a sever
glance. ““The cheeky beggar who collare
& Modern brake to get from the statior
and left our prefect to walk I

“And got licked for it,” said Cook.

“Not licked enough, to judge by hi
looks,” said Doyle.

And_ the t'}u-cc Tommies  frowne
majestically at the new boy. Jimmy Silve
laughed, :

“You Modern worms wouldn't hav
had the necyve, would you?” he suggested

“8till the same cheeky ass ho was il
the train,” said Tommy Dodd. *Did o
fellows mnotice him tucking into supper
‘Just as if the whole place belong, t

him. = Where are your colours, you youuny
asst'

“My colours?” rcpeated Jimmy, nol
understanding.

Tommy Dodd laughed ecoffingly.

“Did you chaps ever sco such a green
horni” he exchimed. ““Don’t you know
wo have different colours for the sides
here, i,-oung Hopeful——rexi for the Modern:
and blue for the rotters.

Jimmy Silver nodded. He remembered
having noticed that distinction in the eaps
of the Modern and Olassical fellows.

“Well, where’s your cap?” demandod
Tommy Dodd

the lobhy.”

.
"I--vf left it i
Tommy Dodd Jooked at his watch.
three minutes,” he

“You've got just
snid. “I suppose you wouldn't know,
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i;ﬂemg w boy,” he went on patronis-
ngly. "But the Head always gogs round
4'-’“ Yirst Night, speaking to new kids, giv-
jing ‘et -a word of encouragement, you
fknow. Says nice ‘things to them about
‘their side, whichever it is. Making the
rounds, we call it here. It's a regular
hm:tutlon at Rookwood on First Night,*
*QOh, leave him alone, Tommy !” said
oyle. “What does it malter to us if
cad rags him? He's only a Classic.”
i "“u , that's s0,” said Tommy Dodd,
hnmmt.mgly “But—hes a new kid, and
't know the rof
- Jimmy Silver loo ed a little alarmed.
Be thrce Modern juniors looked preter-
mmlly grave, and gave him pitying
Jimmy had been fecling that he
f:mng on’ remarkably well for a
But hero was evidently some-
bmg that he did not know—and some-
hm{ of extreme importance, too, judg-
cang by the looks of the Modern trio.
-“I--I say, you might as well tell me,”
“I-lasnt Lovell told you?”

“ Lovell's been cutting up rusty because
] ve bccn put into his study,” explained

Lhe

“I\n wonder, such a benighted grccn-
as you are” gaid Tommy Deodd
ornfully.” “A new chap who hasn’t even
ard of making the rounds—" .
I—I'm new here, you know,” said
. Dush it all, you might as well
a chap.

Tommy Duad seemed to reflect deeply.

“Well,” he said, relenting, “as you're
new lud lmps I might. Don't you
telling fellows on

my side, though,

at I've been looking after a Classical

d. They'd scalp mel”

*All rlghtfnot a word l"

"Only two minutes now,” said Tommy
“T'll tell you, and chance it. You

yau can’t expect the Head to know

"the shape of your mnose or the cut of

¥ your clasam brow that you belong to the

Clmcal side.”

“I suppose not.”

AL Wall thr.-n. when the Head makes the
fround all new boys have to wear their
hats or caps, as they like, so that ho
knows them at once, And il you don’t
want to get a thumping good wigging,
o innocent, the. sooner you get your
sap the better for you. Don't tell any of
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our fellows I told you. They'd like to
see you licked, as you're only a Classic’
new boy. Come on, you chaps, don't let's
be scen talking to him, or some of the
fellows will guess we gave him the tip,”

And the three Tommics walked quickly
away, without another word or look at
Jimmy Silver. But Silver did not wait
for another word or look. He was squirm-
ing through the crowd to get out to the
lobby where he had left his ca 1f the
Head was to make the rounds in two
l;mm]utes. there was evidently no time to
e

He dived into the lebby in scarch of his
cap and found it, and heard tke half-hour
after nine etrike as he came out again
cap in hand, He hurricd back breath-
lessly to Hall. He could not help thinki
that it was very decent and good-nature
of Tommy Dodd to give him that tip,
considering that Tommy was a Modern
and he was a Classic.

d many glances wete cast ab
Jn:nmy Silver as he came breathlessly into
Hall with his cap on. Lovell & Co. stared
at him and whispered to one another.
Jimmy glanced round auickly, and was
glad to see that the Head was not present.
He was in time.

“By gadl” came Townscnd's

“Look at that new boyl
an eye on him! Mg

“8ilver 1”7 camu nlkeleys deep voice,
booming across th

“Hallo 1" said Jlmmy.

“Come here ?* -

All cyes were upon Jimmy as he a
proachcd the captain of kwood. The
junior felt his checks burn under tho
gennral serutiny, and he wondered why

erybody was looking surpﬂsed or
umused Bulkeley was irnwnmg Jimmy
could not see that anything was the
matter. He had his cap on in time, he
was sure of that.

“Silver—your name’s Silver—"

“VYes,” said Jimmy, wondering.

“What the deuce do you mean by wear-
mg \hnur cap in Ha

3h 77

“What do you mean by it!”
Bul!:o]oy

head 7

** Nunno.”
i “Somebody fird mo a GMN-'."
oy,

voice.
Bulkelcy s got

rapped out
“Have yon got a cold in l.ha

s4id Bollay
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“But—but I say,” gasped Jimmy, “it—

it's all right, you know. I—I put it on
on g_urpozae, you know.”

I “¥ou did, did you?” said Bulkeley.
“Then it’s up to me to teach you

manners.*”

{ “But—but—~— The Head, you know
”

i ¢“Eh, what's that about the Head?”

“Isn't he just going to make the
rounds *

i Bulkeley stared at Silver open-mouthed.
i “The what?” he stuttered.

! “The rounds,” said Jimmy, a littlo in-
dignantly.” *Don’t new boys always have
to wear their eaps in Hall when the Head
makes the rounds, so that—"*

“He's mad !” said Bulkeley. “He must
be! Stark dotty! Nice kind of new kids
we get at Rookwood nowadays. Take that
cap -off at once, you young idiot!”

‘Just like these Classic new boys!”
came Tommy Dodd’s voice, in disparagiug
tones, “What de you. expect of ’‘em,
Bulkeley
t_Jimmy Silver stared blankly at Tommy

: “Why, you—you—-" ho gasped. ‘“You
told me—" .

i\ “They've got no more manners than
bears,” said Tommy Dodd calmly. *Still,
coming into Hall with his cap on is a bit
thick even for a Classic.” -

- “You told me” roared Silver—"you
told me that the Head was going to make
the rounds, and that new boys had to
have their caps on—"

i Jimmy’s voice was drowned in a roar of
laughter. The new boy at Rookwood, who
had been so satisfied with himself only ten
minutes ago, realised at last that his leg
had been gnlled by the cheerful Modern
youths, and that he had been hopelessly
done. His face was crimson as he blinked
at the hilarious crowd. DBulkeley wiped
away his tears.

“QOh, you young duffer!” he gasped.
*¥ou silly young ass! Clear off, and.if
I catch ﬁ'uu wearing your cap Jn Hall
again, I'll warm you! Dodd, you young
rascal—"
| But Tommy Dodd had discreetly re-
reated into the erowd. Jimmy Silver
beat as prompt a retreat as ho could.
Seniors and juniors were howling. with
aughter, and the unfortunate victim of

my Dodd's little joke was only
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anxious to get out of sight. But he w
not_allowed to escape so easily. A crov

of Modern juniors blocked his way to tl
door, and ~ Towle snatched away  tl
offending cap.

“Give me my cap, you, roiter I shoute
Silver. !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy made a rush for his clﬂ), at
two or three of the hilarious oder:
tripped him, and he rolled on the floc
As Eu sat up breathlessly, he saw Tow
parading the captured cap, clovated «
the end of a poker, through the hall, am
yells of merriment.  Silver picked himse
up and fairly scudded out of
leaving tho trophy in the hands of
encmy,

—_— t

CHAPTER 8.
A Dormitory Raid!
. PRECIOUB ass 1

“Hallo, where's your cap?»
“Don’t you wear your hat
the dorm 7

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver was first in the Class
dormitory, and he turned very red as ¢l
rest came in and greeted him with tho
remarks, After the absurd scenc in B
Hall, Jimmy had been glad to disappea
He had inquired of the matron for b
dormitory, and gone there and turned i
It was_already bed-time, but as it w
First Nith. the Fourth did not come 1
till ncarly half an hour later.

But Jimmy BSilver was not asleep.
he had been, the remarks of his g“on
fellows would have awakencd him. Loy
wnd Newcome and Raby starcd at hi
with unmeasured confempi. Tho othe
laughed at him in an equally unmeasure

way. Lovell & Co. felt that the new be
had brought discredit on his side by beir
taken in by the Moderns, 'nd $h

were not slow to let him sco it.
That blessed new boy, who had be
“shoved ™ into their study, and decling
to scck. fresh quarters mt their  lord
behest; he was ass enough to havo-his I
gullcd in full Hall by a sct of Mode
uffers! No wonder the Fistical Thr
were indignant. They wore very mu
inclined to yank the new junior out
bed and bump him on the foor of
dormitory.

4
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“By god, he's Dblushing I yawned
Townsend. *“What a complevion! I say,
young  Silver, Eut your pillow-case on
your head—gnick 1

“Eht What for?”
astonishiwent,

“The Ilend's going to make his rounds,”
grinned Townsend; and there was a
_cackle ¢f laughtor through the dormitory.

“Look hore, chuck it!” said Jimmy, his
face like a bectroot. *“How was I to
know? Dodd told me it was an cld
custom ot Rookwood—

“Ha, ha, hat”

“And that’s the image they've planted
in our study!” said Lovell, in tones of
the mo:t contemptuous diszust.

*Hard eheese, old chap!”

Jinuny Silver put his head on the
pillow again, und clesed his eyes. —He
was fecling the ridicule keenly. Ho knew
that he had got on uncommenly well for
‘a new Loy umtil that unlucky moment
when he fell into the humorcus Tommy
Dodd's little trap. Now it scemed as if
- thoro would be mo end of it. The_junjors
did not tive of the subjeet. When Neville,
a Classical senior of the Sixth, came in to
goe lights out, Raby yelped out to the new
' hoy to put his hat on quick. And Neville
wckled—the preat Sixth-Former actually
corellad at the joke.

Poor Jimmy wished that the dormitery
floor would open and swallow him up.
Neville put out the light, and cleared off,
{ and tho Classic Fourth-Formers were left
| to themselv The Modern juniors evi-

dently had another dormitory. After the
prefect had goue, there was & buzz from
! ed to bed. La'e as the hour was—past

 ten a'cloc o juniors were not thinking

asked Jimmy, in

H ta-morrow,” said Lovell.
L% And mind vou all turn up, and mind you

rout all tho fags. We've got to be in
¥ sirony force. 1f the Modern cads beat us
H we may as well give up the

fellows than we

wing, ik
arel” said Lovell.
What do they

JIMMY JOINS UP!

caro aboub the cluba? But Tommy Dodd
will pull it off if he can,”

“I say, what are elections?"” came an
inquiring voice irom the new boy's bed.

Lovell snorted. . -

“Of course, being a new kid, you don't
know.” = e

“How the dickens§ should T know?” said
Jimmy warmly. "Wh{ can't yon tell a
fcﬂow.,’ instead of talking out of your

neck?
L AT tell you," said Raby. " Eleciions
ja where a fellow woars his cap—"

Raby was interrupted by e loud laugh,.

and Jimmy subsided into silence.

“May as_well tell the chap, though,”
remarked Newcome. *© “Now boys have
votes, and every voto counts in the clec-
tions.” .

“Yes, that's ®0,” admitted Lovell. Ho
sat up in bed. *Listen to me, youn
Silver. Hecond day of term the school
elections are held. ’i:ho senior_clubs_elect
their officers, and so on—lot of rot, I call
that! That doesn’t mattor to us, Dub
we've got a footer club in_ the juniors,
see? We don't see why we shonldn’t have
clections if the seniors do. Well, prao-
tically cverybody is in the clubs, and the
Modern cads are sure to try to carry it.”

“T thought you were up against the
Moderns?” said Jimmy, puzzled.

“So wo are, ass|”

“But they belong to the same club?”

“The junior school club, of course. Wa
have our own teams as well—Classical and
Modern—but for outside matches we have
to play a combined team,”

“0h, T see!”

“0f eourse, we could make uvp a
Classical tcam for School matches, so far
as that goes, but we don’t, because—be-
cause—"

“Yon're too modest?” suggested Jimmy.

“Don’t you start being funny, young
Silver. We consider it only the right thing
to lot those Modern cads have some sort
of a look-in,” said Lavell loftily.

“Besides, they pay their subscriptions,”
remarked Ifooker.

“Oh, shut up, Hooker! As if that’s got

lanything to do with it!” said Lovell
irritably.

“Well, new kid, you sce now how it
js. Weo hold the mecating after lessons tor

mOTrow——

“In 1Ial11" asked Jimmy. £ 7
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“The scnior eclections are held there,
fathead!” . : .

“But the junior elections are just as
important, I suppose?™

“Of course they are. Still, we don't
want to—to inconvenience the seniors, so
we hold our elections in the junior
Common-room.  We used to hold them in
the woodshed, but there isn’t Toom enough
there now those Modern cads have taken
to bringing in every possible man to vote.
There’s simply no meanness they would
stick at to beat us at elections.”

"A;e you going to take every possible

© man?

“Of course, idiot!"™
“Well, if you do, why shouldn’t they

“Hark at the silly fathead!” said Lovell
wrathfully. “Why don't he go over to
\}b’q" Modcrn side and have done with
it?

“Well, T only wanted to know——"

“You know what I tell you, and that's
enough. After lessons to-morrow, you take
jolly good care to turn up in the

mmon-room, and vote for our man.
That's what you've ¥09. to do.”

“Who's our man?”
“Smythe of the Shell. You'll know
him—a swankin’ ass with an eyeglass.”

“Good footballer, I suppose?”

“Rats! No, rotten!”

“Then what the dickens do you want
1o _elect him skipper for?”

“Because bo's a Classical, you silly ass!
Haven’t you got any patriotism 2 bellowed

vell.

“Well, I'd rather have.a good skipper
“‘l]’m going to play in the team,” said

ilver.

‘“Ha, ha, ba!"

“You play in the tcam .snorted
Lovell. “You—you idiot! About another
dozen terms, and you may be allowed to
try your luck. Don't be a silly assl And
if you don’t.come up and vote for Smythe,
you'll be scalped, dzughmred, and ragged
—s007" g8}

“But why not pms up a_botter man?”
demanded Bilver, who evidently had a
thirst for information.

“Oh, you ass! We'vo got lots better in
the Fourth, of course, but tho Shell fellows
won't vote for @ Fourth-Former; they'ro
too high and mighty., The louts think

’re almost seniors. And as they stand

't

.85

E Smythe, we stand by him too, to keep
I3 odern ocads out. If we split the
vote the Moderns will romp home, Now

o you scel?

“That’s_all very well, but—"

“Oh, shut upl You know what you've
got to do now?"”

_“I haven't decided yet.”

What!"”

“I haven’t decided how I shall vote,”
said Jimmy coolly.

*My only hatl If you voted Modern
you'd be cut dead by every chap on this
side, as well as slaughtered and boiled
in oil!” said Lovell excitedly. ‘“¥ou-—
you unpatriotic beast " ‘

“Have him out and bump him 1" said
Raby. “He's got too much check for e
new boy !”

“Hear, hear!"”

But just as Lovell & Co. were turning
out of bed, with perfectly ferocious in.
tentions towards the new hoy, the door o
the. dormitory was thrown suddenly open,
and a voice, recognisable as that of Tommy
Dodd, was heard to howl: 4

“Co for the cads!”

“Give 'em socks, the Classic rotters !
howled Tommy Cook. i
forgetting all aboubt the

vell,
new boy, shouted :
“Look out! Modern cads! Back up,
Classics 1”
CHAPTER 5.

Back to Back!

HERE was a rush of foet in the
darkness of the dormitory, a swip.
ing of pillows, and howls and

gasgs galore.

Jimmy Silver sat up in bed, blinki

round him in the gloom, wondering.

light gleamed out—a match, and then a

candle, The light flickered upon a peculiar

scene,

A dozon juniors in pyjamns, nrmed with
pillows, had suddenly invaded the Classic
dormitory, Tommy Dodd & Co. were tak.
ing advantage of the liberties allowed on
Kirst Night to raid the dormitory of tha
rvival party. They had come with the's
pillows for a pillow-fight, but it looked
more like a rout than a fight, for the
Classics were taken quile by surprise, and
Townsend and some more of the slackers

o
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remained in bed instead-of backing up as
Lovell commanded.

The rush of the Moderns carried all
before it. Lovell & Co. were knocked
right and left, and fellows were “pil-
*lowed” out of bed and rolled on the floor
amid gasps and howls and yells.

The threo Tommies were well to the
fore, laying about them with their pillows
like ancient Crusaders with their battle-
axcs.

The Classics who backed up were sent
spinning, and the Moderns carried the
attack to tho fellows who remained in bed,

| There was a yelp from the aristocratic
Townsend s ho was dragged out by the
cars and landed on the floor with a bump.
. Bedclothes were hurled right and left,
pillows and bolsters and mattresses and the
Luniors‘ clothes flung round the dormitory
y the victorious  raiders till the room
 Jooked as if a hurricane had traversed it.

«Back up!" gasped Lovell, staggering to

E}\EI feet. “‘Back up, I say! Turn out, you
| slackers!”
! Tovell went over_ again under Tommy
| Dodd’s pillow. The Moderns had not been
\jn the room five minutes, and already, in
‘the glimmering candlelight, it looked a
. wreck. Then Tommy Dadd & Co., fearful
of a visit from a prefect with a cane, re-
treated towards the door.

That was where Jimmy Silver came in.
The new boy had been tco eurprised ta join
in at first. Bus he quickly realised ‘that all
hands were wanted. And even ss Tommy
Dodd called ont' to his valorous followers
to clear, Silver darted to the door, closed
it, and turned he key in the lock, and faced
the Moderns. his pillow in his hands.

“Back up!” he was slaoutin?( in his turn.
. “Don’t go to sleep on the floor, Lovell!
(et a move on, you fellows! Back up,
Classics!” -

Jimmy had no time for more. The
| Moderns were keen to get out of the dor-
mitory now, and they rushed on him in a
body. Like Horatius of old on the bridge,
Silver faced the rush of the cnemy, hit-
ting out mighty swipes with his pillow.
The great Tommy Dodd himsclf was bowled
over, and Cook went epravling across him,
. end Doylo across Cook. Then Jimmy was
| dawn on the floor with _twn or threo
odorns sorambling over him, aud Towle
agged b the door. Towle gave a yell:

— — -

JIMMY "JOINS UT'!

“Where's the key?” .
The key was somewhere on the floor,

under the struggling heap of juniors. The
cscapo of the Moderns was cut off. And
the Classics, having recovered from the.

surprise, were coming on now, and numbers'
were on their side. i

Lovell & Co, led the attack gallantly, and,
{he Moderns were hemmed in round the

door.

Jimmy Silver stumbled to his feet in the
midst of the Moderns, and brought his
pillow into play again. Torture no longer
smiled on Tommy Dodd & Co. They had;
wrecked the dorm., but their escape was
barred. They were outnurtbered and they:
were surrounded, i

“(iive ’em socks! gasped Lovell, “Oh,
what a ripping wheeze to lock the door!

Collar the cheeky rotters! Bump ‘em
over!”

“Pile in!"” i
“Back up, Moderns!” gasped Tommy'

Dodd; and then he went down again, and
Jones minor sat on him and kept him there.|
Tommy Cook and Temmy Doyle were also

on the floor, very much sat upon. i
All the Classics were in the fray now,'
strong in numbers; even the ineffable

Townsend had seized a bolster and joined
in. The tables were turned. i
‘(30 for the cads! Sit on’em! Hurrah!",

“Ow! Gerroff!" 3

«“Wow Gerroff my head, you idiot !

“Oh, erumbs!” 3

“Down and out!” yelled Raby, as ihe
last Modern was floored and a Classic
junior jumped on him and pinned him down.|
“Hurrah for us!” -

“Hip-pip-hurrah 1" L. ¢

«Not sa much of your hip-pip, or we
shall have a blessed prefect bere!” panted
Lovell.

“Not on first night,”” grinned Newcome.
«0ld Bulkeley’s deaf on first night. That
cad Knowles would chip in, but,’ thank good-!
ness, he’s on the other side!  Now we've
gxot 11\]1 the cads, and we're going to executo

“Whatho!”? o el
The Classical juniors were chirruping

with lrium()])h. Every raider was on the
floor, Yinne

down by a (ﬁ‘!‘:ﬂie junior, and
struggling to eseape, but sl geling in vain.
vOw, you rotters!” groened: Tommy,
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Dodd. “Lemme gerrup, and Il lick any
two of you! Ow!”

“What a nobby wheeze to lock the
door 1" chuckled Raby, “Who did it?"

“1 did!" panted Silver.

“Like your check to chip in!” said Raby,
rather unreasonably. “ Still, we've got em
now. Keep still, Doddy. Tf you wriggle,
your face gets trodden on—""

“Grooh!”

«Y warned you. My word, what a haul !
Twelve Modern cads in the cart. We'ro
going to make an example of you, Doddy !

TLovell waved his hand commandingly.
Lovell was master of the ceremonies now.

“Tie 'em up!’ he said.

“Wha-at!” .

“Tig 'em up!” repeated Lovell firmly.
*Back to back!”

“My hat!”

«Then they can wriggle home."

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Look here, you rotters—""
Tommy “{Grooooogh!”

1 warned yon,” said Raby again, as his
foot caressed ihe faco of the furious Modern
leader. *You will have it.”

+“Oh, crumbs! Grooh!”

«]—1° sssay!” gasped Tommy Cook.
“We c-c-can’t get back to our dorm., you

if you fix us up liko that. Now—""

“You can carty one another pickaback,”
said Lovell cheerfully. “Take it in turns,
you know."”

«“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Qh, you rotters!” enorted Tommy Dodd.
*“Qh, you wasters! You— Gerrooogh!”

The grinning Classicals hastened to carry
out their leader’s behest, Pockets and boxes
were searched for whipcord, any kind of
cord, to serve as bands. Tommy d and,
Tommy Cook were the first victims,

Struggling manfully, but in vain, they
were roll together on the foor, their
in position, and bound tightly
together. Then they were hauled upon their
fect, and stood up, back to back, unable
to escape from that awkward position, and
panting with rage.

Pair by pair the captured raiders wero
tied up, ck to back, till the last pair
were disposed of, and six couples stood glar-
ing and panting jn the candlelight. Round
them the triumphant Classics were grinning
and chuckling.

roared

25

Jimmy Silver hunted for the key, and®
the door was unlocked. :

«Kick ’em out!” said Lovell. “Come.
back whenever you like, you know. Always
g]iad to see you.”

‘Ha, ha, ha!”?

“We—we can’t—— Oh, you beast!”

“I el you, you Classic ‘cads— Oh, |
yarcooh 1 -

With howls of laughter, the Classics
bundled the unfortunate raiders out of the
dormitory.  Fortunatcly, Tommy d
& Co  had nmno stairs to negotiates

They had to go down {he passage, across

a wide lighted landing, and then wriggle
home to their own dormitory. .

With_gentle pushes from the foot and
swipes from the pillows, the Classics helped
them to start. In an awkward procession,
the defeated raiders stumbled away down
the passage, half of them walking back-
wards, and all of them growling and
grumbling as they received buck-kicks from
one another.

“What the dickens—"

_The, dne{j voico of Bulkeley from the
direction of the landing put a sudden stop
to the Classic laughter, The Classics,
bundled back into the dormitory, closed
the door, and blew out the candles in hot

Moderns there was
ht on the landing
ed into the captain

aste.
But for the unluck
no escape. In the {i
they had almost stum
of kwood.

Bulkeley stopped dead, staring blankly
at the extrmrdinarg procession.

“What the thunder—" be exclaimed,

“QOh, crumbs!” i

“Don’t hang on me, Towle, you ass!”

“Well don't bang me with your heels,
you fathead 1™

“What's this little gamo?"” roarcd Bul-
keley. *'What are you kids doing out of
our dormitory? What are you tied up
ike this for?”

hem !

#“You—you sce, Bulkeley—"

“First Night, you know, Bulkeley,” said
Tommy Dodd, with a fecble grin. It
ibTE'.'n only a la-lllark?”

said Bulkeley lgrimly‘
“You call it a lark to tie yourselves uf
like that and parade about the passage o
“Wo—we didn’t!” gasped Cook. * We=
wo—we' va—"" ;
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= *“Wo—we called on the Classic chaps,
you kncw'.‘” stammered Doyle, “and—and

—an :

* % And they fixed us up like this!” groaned

Towle. “Only a—a—a lark, you know.”
To their relief, Bulkeley burst into a

ugh,

"g\’(cn, get off to your dorm.,” he eaid.
“My hat, you lock a weird sight! Wriggle
away, you worms!”

The unhappy Moderns wriggled away.
It took them 'a long time to wriggle ?o
their own quarters. They were glad that
they did not encounter Knowles or any
Modern prefect-during that prolonged and
painful wriggling. Tgey were panting and
¥ ing by the time they wriggled into their

rm. at last. And the fellows there
greeted them with a howl of surprise and
merriment.

. *“0h, don’t cackle!” snorted Tommy
Dodd. “Come and get us loose, you fat-
heads1”

_“You let those Classic duffers handle you
like that?” shricked Lacy.

“QOw! ‘They couldn’t have done it. It
was lha:.‘ new kid, He locked us in, and

cn—"
. “Ha, ha, hat”

“Let us loose, I tell you, you cackling
dummy 1"

And when they were freed ab last Tommy
Podd & Co. were glad enough to turn in,
and postpone to a fufure occasion ven-

nce upon the Classics. But even Tommy
gﬂd had to admit that on the first day
of the term the Classics had distinctly
scored, and that it was all due to the new
boy at Rookwood.

_ CHAPTER 10,

Yotes Wanted!
IMMY SILVER tock his place in the
i gonrih Form at Rookwood the next

ay.
ks He found that somo lessons were
shared by Classics and Boderns, but for
the most -part the rival juniors saw little
of ono another in the class-roome.

Between Classic and Modern at Rook-
wood, in fact, there was a great gulf fixed.
It was not so very long since Rookwood
g Classical school, Tha
T v been taught
Ftivere for centuries with little change. But
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the spirit of modern times had pcnéfrnted
even to Rookwood at last.

The Modern side had begun in a small
way, with the introduction of German in-
stead of Greek for those boys whose parents
preferred it. Then the chemistry class had
made its appearanco—‘‘stinks,” as the
Clasgic juniors called it, snifling whenever
they mentioned it. Then came other im-
provements—or otherwise, according to the
view taken—till, as Lovoll‘said sorrowfully,
even boo!:—!reapm could be mugged up at
old Rookwood. fndcnd. Lovell asked sar-
castically why they didn’t institute a type-
writing class while they were ubout it.

The Modern side, which had started so
modestly, progressed by leaps and bounds,
till at last it was the bigger side. Fellows,
when they went out into the world, found
French more uscful than Greek somehow—
perhaps because I‘huy did more business

with modern Fr than with
Greeks.
Book-keeping, it appeared, was &

greater asset than any amount of Latin.
A Modern fellow would ask you, with a
superior smile, what salary you could com-
mand in the City for hexameters of the
most clussic finish and graco. To which the
Classics would retort that it was just like
a measly Modern to be thinking about dis-
gusting money. x
According to the Classic idea, there were
two kinds of fellows at Rookwood now—
Classics and cads. Accor@ing to theModorns,
there were two kinds, classified as Moderns
and duffers. Nothing could exceed tho

Classic contempt for French, bogl-kecep-
ing, stinks, and the rest, unless it%%as the
scorn the Moderns felt for the dead

languages, which, according to them, ought
to be buried.

But it was not only the items in the
curriculum  that the = Rookwood fellows
disputed about.  Of late, since they had
grown in numbers, t Moderns - bad
“wedged ? themselves into all  sorfs of
things that, according to, thenOlassics, did
not concern them. They did not Venbuzc
to lay sacrilegious hands o old Bulkeley’s
position as captain of- the school. ub
thov had carried the election’ of-their own
bead-prefect, Knowles, ds Vlne,--cnl.p_ga‘n_.

They were cgually roprosented ‘im> ihe
school cleven, And they made it & great
merit on their part that thoydidn’t bag
all the offices in the school s, ~as theit
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numbers would have enabled them to do
if they had been inclined to carry matters
with a high_hand, Indeed, there was sus-
picion in_some quarters that Knowles had
an idea in thnc\nck of his head of sup-
planting Bulkeley as captain of the school
ns soon as a convenient opportunity
arrived, and the bare idea of that was
enough to put every Classic’s back up.
Needless to say, the juniors took cven
more pronounced views than the scniors.
Lovell & Co. especially stood up for the
Classics—not _to the extent of displaying
any extraordinary cnergy in the Form-
recom. Indead, their private feelings to-
wards Julius Casar and Virgil were fre-
quently almost homicidal. Teramy Dodd !r.
Co. were cqually stubborn in their sup
of odern  ideas—though, again, tl ell"
kind teachers liad never observed them to
take n sincere delight in French verbs.
But there was no doubt that the Modern

side was_more ‘“‘go-attad” than the
@assic. Even Lovell confessed_that, more
in sorrow than in anger. In his own

Form, Townsend and his set were slackers
of the first water, much more occupied
about manicuring their hands and parting
their hair than about standing up for the
rights of the Classic side. While Tommy

odd Co. were all hustlers. But that,
as Lovell would remark, was just what you
might expect of Modern cads.

Jimmy Silver absorbed all this informa-
iion with eager interest during his first day
in the school. And he was prcpu.rcd to go
to any length to maintain the ancient
dignity of the side he belonged to.  And
the great question of clections was to be
decided that day, and a most important
auestion it was.

Tor, from the junior point of view, the
junior clubs were out of all comparison
more_important than the semior variety.
If a Modern cad should get in as captain,
all the Classies agreed that Rnokwuodf
would go to the dogs. Smythe of the Shell
might be an ass—he was; he might be a
swanker—ho was; he might wear an-ecye-
glass—he did; but he was a Classic, and it
was the duty of all true Classics to sce that
he got in as captain of the junior clubs.
He might be no footballer—he wasn’t; he
might be a rotten skipper—it was sad,
but true; but he was a LFD%SIC, and Lovell
& Co. were prepared to move heaven and
carth to seeure_his re-cloction.

On that point Jimmy Silver had his
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doubts,
thorough!
atmesphere.

After lessons the great question was
be decided, and about that tima Lovell
Co. showed Jimmy Silver a new civilit
that was as surprising as it was pleasing
Lovell offered him a “whac n_th
study bookcase, which was lus privat
pmpcrl}. Newcome showed him where |

“bug " a chair for his own use in . th
study. Raby made him a present of
pocket-knife—of which Jimwny afterwar
discovered that both blades were brokel
The fact was, the Fistical Three ha
rcalised that the new boy had a will
his own—and cvery vote counted in
close eleetion.

But to ail hints and remarks on_tk
matter of the election Silver responded, i
an airy way, that he hadn’t decided y
how he would vote.

His indecision was perhaps excusabl
but it made the Classics writhe with rag
Ono vote might turn the scale, and sta
Rookwood on the road to henour, or th
path to the giddy bow-wows. And th
new boy hadn’t made up his mind.

Lovell & Co. darkly debated whether
general licking wonld help him make
up a bit more quickly But the lhoughtf!
Raby pointed out that it might mako ti
beast go and vote Modern out of sheer i
gratitude.

They decided to get Smythe of the She
to speak to him; and the great Smyth
who was very keen to be elected, bore dow
on the new junior in the quad, nobly co
dcsccndinr__ln beecome aware of his exi
tence.  With his beautifully-cut trouser
his diamond pin, and his eyeglass, Smytl
ought to have overpowered tho mew ki
at first sight, but J:mmy Silver seemc
singularly, unmoved. He looked coolly
Smvthe, just as if Smythe wns a me
ordinary mortal, instead of—Smythe!

“Look here,” smd Smythe, “you're vo
ing for me—what!

“I haven’t decided yet how I'm going |
vote.” said Silver.

“Look here, when my name’s cailcd ¥
put up vour hand for me. Sﬂc?

“I haven't decided
- Smvthe clenched his fhh But he remen
bered the value of a vote, end unclenche
them again.
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5 “You want your own side
what " he asked.

“Yes, rather!”

“Then you must vote for mo.”

“Buppose iuu stand down, and let in &
candidate who's some good:" suggested
Jimmy. “You're no footballer—anyhody
can sco that.”

Smythe nearly choked.

“You checky young ass! Do you think
anv of the Bhell would vote for a Fourth
Form kid? They're solid for me.”

“Must be awful duffers in the Shell,
then 1” was Bilver’s remark,

“Look here,” roared Smythe,
temper,

to win—

losing his
you're going to vote for me at
3 whop you—sce? And if
ou don't give me your word now, honest
;niun. to vote for me, I'll whop you now !
Now. what do you say?”
"1 haven't decided yet how I
replied Silver sweetly.
Smythe pushed back . his
cuffs, He was much bigger than the
- Fourth-Former; but Jimmy looked at his
~ weedy form and pasty complexion, and
! amillcl‘d. He wasn't afraid of Smythe of the

“Then Tl give yoa a jolly good hiding
to start with 1" said Smythe.

And he rushed at the new boy, intending
?m wipe him right off the quadrangle.
1. What happened next was a surprise to
| Mnaster Smythe—a surprisc he was a long
~.time in recovering from,

His windmill blows were all knocked
aside. and a fist that felt like a lump of
lead crashed an his nosce, and there was a

- spurt of clarct.

shall vote,”

immaculate

Master Smythe sat down in the quad,
_ greatly astonished and very much ~hurt.
While he sat dazed, his utiful silk

topper was jammed down over his eyes,
and his highly-scented cambric handier-
chief was jerked ou' of his pocket and
crammed down his back.

Smvthe  of the Shell sat gasping and
sphtoring, dabbing at Lis strenming nose
with one hand and strugeling with his
topper with the other. When he recovered
himself a little, and glared round for
Jimmy Silver, he saw the new boy stroll-
ing cheerfully away with his hands in his
pockets,

And Smythe of the Shell, for reasons
best known io himsclf, allowed him to
stroll away in peace.

e
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CHAPTER 11.
Rival Claimants!
i ERE he is|”
H It was Tommy Dodd. Jimmy's
saunter through the quad had
brought -him ncar the little.,

school shop, tucked away in a corner o
the old auad. The three Tommies wore i
the doorway, and Jimmy BSilvor prep:
for war at the sight c:oty them. "But the
three Toms were smiling nwcctl{. oand looks
ing as if butter or cream would not me
in their mouths. 5
Come in, kid,” said Tommy Dodd.
“*Have you tasted the tarts here yet 7
asked Tommy ok.
“Come and try 'em,”
“Our treat I” i
Jimmy looked at them suspiciously. He
suspected another jape. But the three
Modern juniors walked him into the tuck-
shop, and Tommyv Dodd ordered tarts.
Sergzeant Kettle, the old soldier who kept ¥
the school shop, trotted them out. is
looked like business, and Jimmy Silver
thawed. 5
“You don't mind that_little joke last

said Tommy Doyle.

night-—about your cap, mean 7" said
Tommy Dodd. “We always jape Classic
cads—ahem !—I mean, fellows, No, -
offence. ”

“Not at all,” said Jimmy, tucking
into his fart, It was certainly” very nico.
“I can take a joke.”

“And you did us brown in the dorm.,
said Tommy Dodd. **

locked the door, wasn't it?” é
“You bet!” &
“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed the threg

Moderns, apparently enjoying the joke

against themselves. “It was great|”

“Oh, good!” said Silver, considerably
puzzled. : ‘

What tho Modern heroes*wero buttering
him up in this fashion for, and why they
were standing him tarts, was a deep mys-
tery. But the mystery was explained as he
started on his second tart. 1

“I've hcard some of your side talking
about you,” said Tommy “I-hear *
that you won't allow that nss Sinythe to
lead you by the nose, as ho does e rest
of them.” X

“No fear!” said Silver promptly, .

“Hear, - hear!” saidegy Toimmy -Cook.
“Britons never shall be sMves, i
that you haven't decided liow yow're.going

! to vote, Bilver?”
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Then Jimmy understood. Those three
extremely artful young gentlemen were
after his vote. e new junior began
realise what o very Lmportant person

was.
“ {ertainly 1" he smiled.

“That's really decent of you, ;ilver,”

to | change of fromt,
he | glares from

ahem! Perhaps you're right,
Tommy Dodd, with a -Inrtj_ingly sudden
3 as he received WAIDIDE
bis comrades, “I—1 dare say
they were Romans,
—have another tart?

“Thanks; I willl”

said Tommy Dodd impressively. ou see, “The election’s going
that cad gm the isnno guuy‘ Ho can’t | Went on Tomm Dodd, sweet and concilia-
play footer. You should have scen . “ln fact, it depends on you

were licked last time
friars, because that
tain, Smythe only
the team, and they're
ja. Now, I know yo
chap to vote for a duffer like that, simpl.
because he’s a Classical. The first time
caw you, I thought to myself, now here’s
a sensible chap.” h
. “B8o did L” said Cook, with a nod.

«Same here!” said Doyle heartily. “It's
a queer coincidence.”

immy thought tho _coincidence

queer indeed. Those tributes to his
scnsog  were extremely flattering.
started on a third tark

“Have some ginger-pop?”

we played Grey-
howling ass was cap-
puts his own pals into
all as duffy as
u're too sensible a

very
d
“He

said Tommy

- Dedd hospitably:
I

“Oh,

“You see, you're a protty jmportant_pez-
son just mow, Bilver, said Tommy Dodd.
“Your vote may make all the dilference.
If that frabjous ass Smythe gets in, Rook-
wood may as well throw up the sponge
at once, as far as footer's concerned. Now,
if I'm elected—"

“You!” said Silver.

«Yes. I'm the rival candidate.”

“Qhi” .

«Jf I'm elected, we shall finish the
geason in grand style. And, you see, what
we've got to thin of is _tElo good of the
school as a whole, not this side or that,”
said Tommy Deodd patriotically. “ Like
those giddy Greeks, you ow, in the
poe! “ Then none were for a party, then
all wero for tho State—' What are you
cackling at?”

T thought they were Romansl!” grinned
Silver.
“] tell you they were Greeks!” said

Silver shook his head.
“Romans I he replied.
«(recks, you [athead!”

“ Romauns, Eou nssl”

“You cheeky kid—- Leggo

my arm,
Tommy Cook! I'm going to—— ihem—

ht thing, Silver.
ou bet I'll do the right
know how,” said Silver.
“ That's right,” said Dodd approvingly.
«J gaid at first you were & sensible chap,
nnd”ﬂ-ouldn’t lét those measly Classicald

thing, if I

“I'm a Classicall” !
«J—] mean those Classical chaps lead
by the nose. ow I don't mind tell-

ing you that I've been making o caleula-
tion.. We can make calculations on our
side,” said Tommy Dodd loftily. “
fact is;-if you hadn't come, the number of
voters would — bave been just equally
divided.”

“1 thought there were more Moderns,”
said Silver. .

“gg there arc; but they don’t all bolori

Tommy . Dod:

to the club,” explained
“gome of 'em go in for bug-hunting in-
stond of footer. Some of ’em are nuis om
boteny and stinks. Even as it is, some
of them dido’t join till I hammered them.
And, you see, only thoso who've paid up
their subscriptions are allowed to vote
And those chaps I licked into joining
haven’t =ll paid up their subsecriptions
*Tgin’t all lavender tryin '
duty by l'hc ach:loi, I can te lb?DI“'I
way, you've paid up your sul ope

Silver nodcr d.

«“That's all right, then.
You see, last term they L
by a rotten Classical majority of four. Thi
term there are four new kids in th
Modern side. Well, we looked after ’em tt
day; wo simpl licked ’em till they agree
to join_tbe club and pay up their sul
See? BSo that makes the voling exact!
equal on bath sides.”

“ Without i

fzsition he occupied in the

wer School.

You can vote
got Smythe i

said Silve
an_importal
politics of tl

the onl

“ Just so !
“ You're

new boy on {l
Classical side,” said E)oy!u. +If you _Il_n@q

e
il

qut as you say. }Iavnl

to bo very mm-_ni

Silver,” said |




o
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" voice in the doorway.

' Silver by
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come, we should have tied. Nono of thoso
cads would have voted for our nan;
they're too jolly mean for that. And you
can bet that the Moderns are too decent
to vote for a Classical idict!”

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“What eve you cackling at?”

“Now then, Doyle, don’t vou start rag-
ging the new ki 1% said ‘Tommy  Dodd,
in an authoritative manner. “Silver’s a
good sort, and he's going to do the right
thing. Yon haven't made up your mind
yet, Silver?”

“Not yet,” said Jimmy,

“Hauve anothor tarc?®

“Thanks !”

“You see how the matter stands,” urged
Tommy Dodd cloguently. *With me ns
captain, we go ahead by leaps and bounds.

o shall lick Greyfrinrs and St. Jinvs,
and that’s worth something, isn't it? With
that ass Smythe, we shall be wiped off the
field, as usual. Now, decide how you are
going to vote, old man.”

“I'll think it out.”

“But look here—" :

“Look at the rotters!” shouted Lovell's
“They've got hold
of our voter! Back up, Classies!”

re was a rush of Classic juniors into
the tuckshop. Evidently they had
looking for that very valuable new boy.
Tommy Dodd Yo, gathered round
Silver, prepared to defend him by force
of arms until they had extracied his pro-
mise to vote for the Modern candidate.

“Yah! Cade!”  howled Newcome.
“Trying to nobble our voter?”

“He ain’t your voter ! retorted Tommy

. “He's our veter! You're going

. to vote Modern, ain't you, Silver?”

“He'd better not!” roared Lovell.
“We'll scrag him if he does! You haven't
promised those cads your vote, Silver?”

“Haven't promised anybody eo far,”
said Silver lazily.

“But he's .;oing to—="

“He isn't "

*“*Come on!" exclaimod Lovell, seizing

the arm. “You come with us.
Decent fellows nover speak to Modern
cads. 'Tain't safe to leave you hero!

They've mean enough for anything. You

conte o
“Let him alone!” shonted Tommy Dodd.
“Rars! Ile's our voter 1™
“Rot! Ho's ours!™
“Maldern cad "

been |
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“Classical snob 4

“Back up, Classics!” shouied Lovell.
“Rally round, Modcrns!”

“Here, I say!” yelled Silver, as he was

scizedd on all ‘sides by the rival juniors,”™™

‘Let go!  Leggo, I sayl
Gerrreeurrer ! E

The rivals did not let go. Jimmy Silver's
vote was too precious for risks to be run
with him. Lovell had evidently been mak-
ing calelations, as well as Tommy Dodd,
and understood the extreme valué of the
new junior. ‘The Fistical Three all col-
lared Jimmy Silver together, and Tommy
Dodd & Co. promptly coliared him also—
and other Classics and Moderns crowded
in, and all scized hold of the unfortunate
voter wherever they could get a grasp.

A whirling crowd surged out of the tuck.
shop, with tho breathless mew boy struge
gling vainly in their midst. Neither party
was inclined to yicld him to the othor,
and it really looked as if Jimmy Bilver
would be divided between the two,

“Let go our voter, you Modern rotters!”

“Hang on, Moderns!™

Oh, my hat!

“Drag him away!”

“Hold tight!"”

“Yarocococooh!” eame in tones of
anguish from the subject of dispute. It

was not all lavender to be a very valuable
voter,

The juniors struggled, and swayed, and
staggered to and fro, but they all held on
to Jimmy Silver, The Moderns had cap.
tured his legs. and the tail of his jacket.
But his arms were in the possession of the
Classicals, also his head, nnd Lovell had
an arg round his neck, in a regular
strangle-hold. The struggle was tremendous
—cspecially for Silver,

“Ow! Ow! Ow, wow!” came from the
victim of Rookwood politics. *‘Wow, wow,
wow! Leggo! Grooh! I'm chook-chook-
choking! g?r, wow [ \

“Let go, you DModern cads!
damaging him!"

“Damaging our voter!”
minor indignantly. 1
we'll look after you. We won’t let gol”

'‘No fear!” "

“Yow! Wow, wow, wow, wow!

“Punch their heads if they don’t let
go!" yelled Tommy Dodd.

“‘Mop up those Modern cads, you follows.”
The fight grew hoiter. The necessities of
attack and i

You're

howled Jones

““Never mind, Silver,”

defence cavsed tho rivals to

-
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relax their hold on Silver, and he dropped
to the ground among the trampling fee

The tussle raged over him. Jimmy Silver
squirmed out from among the combatants—
& sorry sight—his jacket split, his trousers
rumpled, and all the buttons gone from his
waistcoat, He started for tho School House
at a run, He had had enough of both sides
just then. ‘“A plague on both your houses,””
was his feeling, to put it in Shakespearcan
language.

There was a yell from the juniors who
spotted the escape of the bone of contention.

““He’s mizeling I”"

““After him!| Collar him["”

The whole troop broke into pursuit
Classics and Moderns racing across the quas
together after the fleeing voter, ready to
renew the struggle as soon as he was cap-
tured,  But the voter was not to boe cap-
tured. He was fed up. He ran like a
deer, and,vanished into the School House;
and without a pause sped up to the Fourth
Form Classic doxmitory, and locked the
doobl;dnner him, Then he sank, panting, on

sa

 “Oh, my eye! Oh, my.hat! The silly
chumps! T've a jolly good mind not to
vote at all! Ow, ow, ow, ow!”

CHAPTER 12,
The Election]

i ILVER, old man!"
S It was a sweet and gentle voice
through the keyhole, about a guarter
of an hour later. Jimmy Silver,
having got his second wind, was making
some much-needed improvements in his
toilet. He was looking more like himself
when LovellPs dulcet tones came through
the keyhcle. Lovell had tried the door and
found it locked.
“Hallo ! growled Silver.
“J—I hope you weren't hurt}’
Bilver understood = exactly how much

Lovell cared whether he had been hurt or | ¥°

not, and so he replied with a snort. .
“We backed up like ‘anything to rescue
E::u from those Modern cads,”” went on
vell, through the keyhole.
“I didn’t want reseuing,” growled Silver.
“They were standing me ginger-pop and
jam-tarts."

F )
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““That was a rotlen bribe, They were
trying to corrupt you,” said Lovell indig-
nantly, “But I know you're going to
the decent thing, Bilver[!’

“Oh, yes!”

““And vote Classical,"
“Bow, wow!"*

“Look here, Silver, it dopends on your
vote. I've counted ’em on both sides, and
its a tie.”

“I’ve had that from Dodd.”

“Ho that worm’s been counting, has he?
Just like a Modern cad—always making
some rotten caleulations. They learn that
rot on their side, I say, Silver, open

door.”
“Rats!”
““How are you going to vote, old chap?’’
Silve. chuckled.

I haven't decided yet."

Lovell breathed hard through his nose.
Never had he felt so inclined to give the
new junior a tremendous licking.

“I say, Silverl”

“Well 7?

“If we get our man in, we're going to
have a fccgein the end study. You will be
the guest of honour—ahem!—if you .vote
Classical.” . _

“What about bribery and corruption:
now 1" chuckled Silver.

“Time we got down to the Common-
room,” said Raby’s voice, “Those cads
will be holding the meeting without us, and
getting their man in. Bootles will bo there,
and he won't wait."

“gilver,”” came Lovell’s persuasive woice
through the keyhole, *‘the meeting’s coming

off now., You don’t want to miss it, do
you?” P

““No fear|”

““Then come out.””

“Thanks! I’m not going to bo yanked

about any more. I know where the
Common-room is, and I can walk there on -
my own.” y

"E.l"hnse Medern cads will try to nobble

k.
‘“Oh, rats!” .
“Look here, youn young scoundrel, if you
dare to vote Modern—"'
““Bow, wow " .
““Haw are you going to vote, confound
you?"
“T haven't decided yet.”
The grinning Silver heard a muitering
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of curious voices outside the door. Then
there was a eound of retreating footsteps.
Jimmy waited till all wae quiet in the pas-
sago, and then unlocked the dormitory door
and stepped out. Immediately there was a
rush of feet. and he was surrounded by
triumphant Classicals: Too late he realised
that thase wary young gentlemen had only
pretended to depart, and had stolen back
on tiptes to lie in wait for him.

“Let go!™ shouted Silver, as Raby took
one arm, and Newcome the other, and
Lovell made a hasty grab at his hair.

““We're not going to hurt you,' said
Lovell rcassuringly. “Only just going to
wall with you into the Common-room."

“Loggo!”

“Bring him along, you fellows! Those
cads mustn’t be given anoither chance,’”

In the midst of tho Classics, Jimmy Silver
was walked along the passage, and “down
the stairs. A crowd more fellows joined
them; heading for the junior Common-roem,
The hour of elections was nigh, and all the
fellows who had votes were anxious not to
bo left out. Ii any Classié bad failed to
register his vote, his life would not have
been” worth living on the Classic side at

. Rookwood zfterwards—and the same was

the case with the Moderns.

Fourth-Formers, and fags of lower Forms
who belonged to the School club, were
swarining towards the rendezvous.
and Moderns chipped ono anoth and ex-
changed wvords and howls of defiance, as
they trooped in, There was a rush as the
new boy was epotted, but the Classic
Fourth-Formers closed ronnd him in a solid
phalanx, and marched him on triumphantiy
mto the Common-room.

“There!"” panted Lovell, as they came
into the crowded room. “Now, if the
beast’s got a spark of giatitude, ke’ll vote
Classical, after we've looked after him like
that.”" .

“How are you going to vote?” hised
Rahy.

“Haven't decided yet' said Silver cheer-
fully. And Raby looked daggers, or rather
machine-guns, at him.  He wns mentally
promising the new boy all sorts of things
fater for kecning the anxions Classicals on
ka Jiko this.
friends in the Shell were
all their glory, More and 1

a
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fellows were crowding in. With the swarm
of fags, there were over a hundred fellows
in the Common-room. Leaving a trusty
band to guard the new boy, Lovell hurried
about, aseertaining whether all his backers
were present,

He was really taking much more trouble
about the eleetion than the candidate him.
self. For Smythe, ns a_matter of fact, he
did not care two pins. What he wanted was
to get a Classic elected, and it was Smythe
or  nobody. Al other considerations
vanished before that great and important
point—the alternative of Classic or Modern.

A lietle man, with bushy whiskers, in a
gown, czme into the room, and Moderns
and Classics, who were ragging one another,
became more orderly, The new-comer was
Mr. Bootles, the master of the Fourth.
The TForm-master kindly presided at the
election in order to prevent it from ending
in & free fight. For, without that restraining
presence. it was a_dead certainty that the
defeated side would have proceeded from
the counting of hands to the punching of
noses,

*“Ahem!™ said Mr. Bootles, peciing round
the erowded room through his spectacles.
“Are we all here—what—what !’

““All heve, sir,” said Lovell promptly.

Lovell had ascertained that all his voters
were in the room, and he was nol without
hopes that some of the rival paty were
stiil ontside. Onco the door was closed,
and the counting started, late comers wonkd
apply in vain for admittance,

“Then we may proceed—what —

“Hold on ! shouted Tommy Dody
all here yet, sir. Some of ours

“Time!" exclaimed Raby, pointing to the
clock. ‘‘Look, sir—it’s half-past seven! [f
we waste any more time, we shan’t be alle
to do eur preparation.’” 8

Mr. Booties nodded approval.

“Quite =0, Raby. am glad to see—
ahem!—that you lave returncd to school
this term ‘with a determination to work—
what—what! A decided imprevement upon
lust term, Raby!™
h, the roiter!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
“Fat lot he cares about r-m{o. the sweep!™”

“What did you say, Dodd?”
but I

vhat !

“ Not

8 think that

and

Lis wateh,
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* Lot go our voter, you Modorn rotiers1” Hang on, Moderns [ "
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"Look here—"
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compared it with tho clock. The Classicala
watched him :mxinusl% They were anxious
to get_to business. DBut Tommy Dodd &
Co. highly ded that deliberation
of manner. Lacy and Towle were still
absent. Tommy Dodd cast a desperate look
down passage, He did not dare to
go in-ecarch of tho missing juniors, lest
he should be shut out himself.

“H'm! The clock appears to bhe right,”
said Mr. Bootles, putting back his watein
“And as Raby has very justly remarked,
further delay will interfere with evenin
preparation—which is not to be thought of,

not for a moment—what, what! Please
shut the door, Dodd.”

Yo-c-08, sir.”

“Well, you are not shuiting it.”

#I—J—yes, sir. It—it secms to have
caught,” stammered Tommy Dodd, who did
not intend to shut the door, i
help it, until Towle and: Lacy wero on the
right side of it

“TJl help you, Dodd, old chap,” said
Lovell sweetly. *Why, it's not jammed
at A],t', Doddy. Quite a mistake on your

art.
“It won't shut.” .
“The cad’s got his boot in the way.

There was a hurried scampering of feet
in the passage, and Towle and Lacy rushed
up—ijust in time.

“Too late?” shouted Lovell. “Shut 'em
out!”

“Tet 'em in, you spoofers1”

Lacy and Tow]t:e ‘Gﬂilxedd‘hu mtterhbty;
equeezing - in. n the door was shu
glaring ot Tommy Dodd, an
Dodd grinning triumphantly al
Lovell. They were all thero now, full
force on both sides, and the it
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CHAPTER 13.
Awfully Closel
question was abogt to be

HE great
I decided.
The two candidates; Dodd of the
Fourth, and Smythe of tho 1,
were proposed by their friends, amid cheer-
ing -from their respective sides. :

As both sides demanded a show of hands,
it was nccessary to count. It was clear
from the rival cheering and howling that
tho voting would be very clese. Curionsly
enough, the two candidates attracted Jdess

eneral attention than the new boy' ab

kwood—the fellow who _hadn’t been
forty-eight hours in tho_school.  Anxious
glances were turned on Jimmy Silver from
all sides,

Bilver stood with his hands in his pockets,
and a sereno smile on his face. If ha liked
the limclight, he bad plenty of it at that
moment.

“gilver, cld man, how are you go
to vote?” murmured Lovell, almost
tones of anguish. And a crowd of fellows.
hung wpon Silver's reply, as if pearls of
wisdom were to fall from his lips.

ly.

LBI'EH! ground his teeth,
“Oh, you wait till afterwards!” he
oS o .

“Ehl What did you say?” asked Silver
calmly. “Wait for what, Lovell 12

Lovell smiled a sickly smile.

“The—the feed,” ho eaid fechly, “A,
ripping feed in the end study, you knowy
if our man gets in—my hamper from home

“We will now count—w pt—what 1" said®
Mr. Bootles,

decision depended on the mew boy—who
hadn’t decided how he was going to vote.

“You silly chumps, you nearly spoiled
it all1” muitered Tommy Dodd fiercely to
the two late-comers,

“All your fault1” said Towle indig-
nantly. “Didn’t you tell us to watch for
Bulkeley’s fag, and shut him up in the
box-room-—"

taid Mr. Bootles.
We will pro-

“Ahemt  Bilenec!”
“¥ou must not wasto time.
cend—what—what I

And they proceceded.

apparently quite oblivious fo-
the thrilli itement of tho situatighy~"
g‘ndmﬂwuxiomtowbwkwhis

in his study. “Boys in favour of
will hold up their right hands.”

A forest of right hands went up. Mr
Bootles pr in his deliberate: and
solemin manner, to count, Lovell Jooked
at Silver. The new boy still had his hands
in his pockets. He wasn't going lo vota
for the Modern beast, mnyway.. A% the
worst now it could only bo a tie. Lovell
felt immensely rclieved, and Tommy Dodat
looked dnggers. The bribery and corruption
in tho tuckshop had evidently been wasted

T

Y

“1_haven't decided yet!” said Silver o
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‘—a sheer waste of four jam tarts and
two ginger-pops.

Classicals and Moderns waited anxicusly
for the result. Tommy Dodd had a des-
perate hope thaleome Classical at the last
moment might do the right thing, and
Lovell had a lurking terror that some un-
speakable cad might go over to the enemy.
Bat when the result was announced, all
their doubts were set.at rest.

“*Thomas Dodd—fifty-four votes!”

It was the exact number of Modern
juniors and fags in the assembly, Well
enough the rivals knew the numbers—they
Iad counted and reconnted many times.

“Now bands up for our man!” said
Lovell, with an jmploring glance at Jimmy
Silver,

Raby whispered to the new boy:

“T say, Silver, do you like white rabbits?
TI've a beauty—a real beauty—and you can
have him for—for nothing if you like.”

.‘Ilimmy Silver grinned.

Have some of this  butterscotch,
Jimmy 7’ murmured Newcome.
“Thanks !*
“Ilow are you going to vote, old
#’cllnw?"
“I haven't decided,”
If Mr. Bootles had not hcen there,

Jimmy Silver would have been massacred
on the spot, Fortunately, Mr. Bootles
was there.

“We will now count hands for Smythe,
what—what 1" said Mr, Bootles,

“Hands! Back up, Classics!”

Mr. Bootles started at the end, and ecameo
slowly towards whero Lovell & Co. stood
with 8ilver, counting, .

Besceching laoks were cast upon the new
junior.  Silver appecared to hesitate for a
moment. o drew his left hand from his
!;x-knt, and the Classicals’ hopes rose, whila

ommy Dodd’s went down to zero. Then
he put it back again. and Lovell & Clo.

asped, and Tommy Deodd brightened up.
hen, just before Mr. Bootles reached him,
he detached his right hand from his pocket

and held it high in the air.

There was ‘2 gasping cheer from the
Classicals.,
“Our game!” chortled Tovell, At that

moment he felt that he conld forgive that
exasperaling new junior everything.
“Fifty-three, fifty-four—ah, _fifty-five 1"
droned- Mr. Hootles’ voice as Talmly as if
nothing out of the ordjnary wus cecurring.,
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A cheer from the Classics and a groan
from the Moderns, The die was cast.

“Hilence, please! As Dodd has taken
four votes and Smythe has taken fifty-
Gve, T declare Smythe to be clected,” said
Mr. Bootles,

“Hurrah!”

“Smythe for cver!”

“Yah! Classic cads! Vah!”

“Our game!"” roared Lovell, “Bravoe, the
Classics! Tfurrah!”

Smythe of the Shell stood smiling and
smirking. Onee moro he was captain of
the school junior club, and free to dis-
tinguish himself on the football ficld in
his- usual manuer with disastrous results
to the Rookwood record.

But the Classicals did not think of that.
They had won the victory, They had de-
feated the bated foe. They had upheld
the ancient honour of tho Classic side of
Rookwood. What did anything else matter
in comparison with that! The Moderns
were defeated, beaten, baffled, licked to
the wide. And the Classicals cheered and
cheered, till the roof rang.

“I congratulate yvou, Smythe,” eaid Mr.
Bootles, gracefully. “Dodd, if you throw
that cushion at Lovell I shall cano you.™-
Tommy Dodd dropped the cushion. * Plecase
do not mako such a dreadful noise, my
dear boys, There is really nothing to be
cxcited about; and you must not forget
your preparation. You Medern juniors will
now return to your own side. I will—ahem
—sco you off.”

Mr. Bootles knew what would happen if
he left Modorn and Classicals in the com-
mon-room togcther after the election. And
tho defeated Moderns, thus compelled to
postpone dire vengeance, were shepherded
off by the thoughtful Mr. Bootles, accomn-
panied by thunderous cheers from the
Classics.

“Beaten to the wide!” chuckled Raby.
© “Got our man in,” eaid Jimmy Silver
cheerily.  “Now, what about that feed in
the study, Lovell? There's time beforo
prep.”

Lovell gave him a glance.

“You jolly near turned traitor!”

“Rats!” said Jimmy Silver twarmly,
“Of course I meant to vote Classical all
aleng.  Did you think T would vote for a
Modern rotter 2”

“You said vou hadn’t decided how you'a
vote ! roarcd Lovell,
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“I know that; and I badn't.”

"You—— ou hadn't?”

“No. meant to vote Classical, but I
hadn’t decided how I'd vote,” explained
‘hlvur affably,

“ What—why—how—"

“You sce, I could have voled with my
right hand or my left hand,” Silver further
cxplained. “It really didn't make a pin
of difference, you know. But I finally de-
cided how I'd vote, I voted with my right

hand.”

“You—you funny idiot!” burst out
Lovnll when he found his voica at last.
S&Fs&--m you were rotting us—what ?”

S\lvor nodded cheerfully,

“Yes. I thought you wero a bit tco
lordly, you know, the way you told me how
to vote, so I thought I'd pull. your leg a
e, I'-ri

u—yon—- —I—"
Word: ¥a|ledy Lovell,

“You'll come ug to the study and stand
lhaedfeoldf" said Bilver. *You gave ﬁour
WOr 8| you're nnt go:ulg' to back
out like a m‘:ly Modern?”

“Ha, ha, hal’
fair catch, Lovell, Bury the
giddy hatehet. After all, we got our
man in, and it was Silver's vote that did it.
Comg on, no scrapping nftar a glorious

roared Raby. “It's a

old man.

victory.  Think how we've dished the
Nndurns. Come onl"
Yea, make it pax, old son!” said New-
“I'm hungry!”
"W'e]l— said Lovell

But he made it pax, and the hatchet was
I:uned. and good-humour was fully restored
in the end study, where a tremendous feed
celebrated the great victory of the Classi-
cals over the erns. ood had
had, as the Classicals said, an awfully nar-
row escape of going to the E*dy bow-
wows, but the situation n gaved,
and it was Jimmy Silver ﬂm had saved it.
And so, for that evening at least, Jimm
Bilver was a personage whom the Classicals
delighted to honour.

CHAPTER 14.
Trouhble for Three!
HERE was trouble in the end study.
I Excited voices could be heard pro-
coeding from that famous apart-
ment. Apparently four fellows were

talking at once, and cach doing his best to' very much put out hv the excitement of

drown the voices of the others. Grinning
Fourth-Formers came along the passage
and listened to the row.

“It’s that new kid,” remarked Tophum of
the fourth. “Lovell & Co. can’t stand him
at any price. He’s pot too much nerve.'
Gather round, my infants, and sce him
come out on his neck!”

And quite a crowd of Fourth-Formers
gathered round to wait for. that interesting
event. They fully expected to see Jimmy
Silver, the new junior, come ont of the end
study “on his neck.” For a whole week,!
ever since Jimmy Silver had arrived at!
Roojwood, in fact, there had been more
or less trouble in the end study. And if
had evidently reached a head at last.

Inside the study Jimmy Silver was
seated on_the corner of tha table with his,
hands in his trousers pockets.: He was 1]13
coolest there. Lovell and Newcome and'
Raby, bis study mates, were highly excited.
Lovell, in fact, was brandishing a clenched
fist in the air to lend addltlonnl emphasis
to his remarks. Not that they ed em:'
phasising, They could be henrd at the
other end of the passage. ‘\i

“I tell you, you—>" Lovell was shouting.

“And 1 say the same!" exclaim
come. “A npew kid that hasn't been a
week in the school—"

“I tell you it won't do!” vom[eral.ed
Raby. “And we're not going to stand
it. And we're not going to stand youl
We're fed up!”

“Fed right up to the chin!” mared
Lovell.

“And the long and the short of it u.
we won't have you in the study—' £

“And if you don’t get out——"

“We'll make it too hot to hold you—-—"

“ And we’ll begin now—" i

Jimmy Bilver h:nk his hands_ont of hiis,
pockets, It looked as if he would need the'
use of his hands soon.

“Qh, draw it mild!" he protested. :

“You can go and d.uz with somta'l:ncui,r|
elsel” shouted Lovell. “Go over to thel
Modern side if you like! I dare say they'd
take you'in! You're their sort!”

“Yes, you'd just suit the’ Mndom cadal"‘
chimed in Raby. “Anyway, you're not:
staying here. We're not tuking any. Ncﬂi'»!‘
what do you say

Jimmy Silver grinned. He did nol scem

Now- &
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away @ur,
.with his eyes, and Neweom

cucumber.

Inates.
“Oh, I

“What!
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the Fistical Three. He was as
- Indeed, it was his remarkable
coolness which as much as anything elso
had an exasperating effect on

say rats!” he replied,

“Rats!" said Silver,
“That's done it!” howled Lovell. “Out

And outside the study, Topham
companions  chortled:  Now

' Lovell & Co. made a rush at the ool new
junior sitting on the table. Jimmy Silver's

he goes!”

hand was
came up

vell
mouth, wl
gling frantically,

Then the
war-like
Rurgling,

resting on the inkpot,

cool as a

his study

His hand

as the three oxasperated juniors
closed in on him. The inkpot was full, but
it was empty in a second, as a
black fluid met the oncoming three.

caught the first eplash with his

hich was open, and he

stream of

staggered

Raby caught it
e with his nosa,

inkpot was empty, and the three

Jjuniors were coughing, spitting,
and  gasping hysterically,

semothered with ink.
£ " Gro-oo-0-ogh I*
“Gur-rrrpg-grgg-ph 1"
- “Oh crumbs! Oh! Yow!"
Silver slid off the table. Ho
made a quick step to the door.

. Jimmy

study was

after that,

3 “Ta-tal

i

J

The end

not a salubrious spot for him

he said cheerily,  “Sea you

later, and T hope you'll be a little more
reasonzble. T'm sticking to this

“Gur-rr:
* Jimmy
stepped o

Silver camo coolly o

-rgh1”
Silver opened the

study |

door aad

ut inta the' passage. There was o
murmur of expectation among
a3 the door opened. Then they stared as

the passare. Then they roared a
of the three inky juniors in_the room,

‘dabbing

wildly at

“Grooo-gh! Oh, Tl slaughie

Yow!
“Oh cr

shoving t

Jimmy 3

the crowd

ut and “walked down

t the sight

the streaming ink on

T _him >

My eye! I'll massacre him 1*
umbs!  Let’s got after him and
smash him ("

The inky trio rushed out of

the study,

hnir_'\rp‘y through the laughing
orowd, in pnrsuit of the now

ilver had not lingered,

y.  But
He was

already downstairs, If they had been a
little calmer, the Fistical Three might have
hesitated to show themselves in public with
their faces and collars streaming with
black ink. But they were not calm. They
wanted vengeance, and they wanted it at
once,

They rushed furiously down the passage,
and us they caught sipnt of Silver in the
Lower Hall, they rushed down tho stairs.
A yell of laughter from a crowd of Modern
juniors greeted their appearance,

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Tommy Dodd,
;]'Lﬁuk at those Classical niggers! Ha, ha,

al”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Lovell & Co. did not heed, They hardly
saw their old rivals of the Modern side.

'hey had cyes only for Jimmy Silver, who
Wwas sauntering out coolly into the quatl.
They dashed after him at top speed. In

eir  hurty they plmost dashed  into
Bulkeley of the Sixth, the captain of

" Rookwood, who was in the doorway,

Bulkeley stared at them and gave g
shout ¥

utl.

“Stop! Do you hear? Come in a
oncal”

The inky three reluctantly  stopped.

Ofe. Was 10 gainsaying Bulkeley, The
big Sixth-Former glared at them. -

“You young sweeps! A pretty state {o
come out inl What do you mean by jt—
what |” L

Lovell & Co. blinked at him through ihe
ink. They could mot deny that they were
in a very l state for ing i

“Oh, don't mind them, Bulkeley 1
chirped Tommy Dodd. “These Classical
kids never wash themselves! I dare say it's
a week since they spilled that ink on their
chivvies!”

“Ha, ha, hal” s

“Go in at once!” said Bulkeley, frowning
at the dismayed three, “Go in and wash
yourselves, you mucky young rascals! And
take fifty lines each, and show them up by
tea-time, do you hear? Not n word. Ges
out of my sight, you sweeps!” *

Lovell and Nowcome and Raby wont dis-
consolately in. Vengeance on the obnoxious
new boy evidently had to be postponed.'
The Modern juniors éent a volley of
laughter and- chippimg after them as they
sucaked upstairs and got out of sight. In
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the Fourth Form dormitory there was a
sound of splashing as the heroes of the eud
study proceeded to remove the ink.

It was not casily removed. There was
plenty of it, and it cluing. By the timo
they had cleared it off and changed their
collars, Lovell & Co. were crimson with
exertion and stuftering with rage.

“That—that new boy!" gasped Lovell.
“We'll slaughter him  for this! We'l!
boil him in oil! *

“Hallo!" exclaimed Topham as they came
back to their study. “Have you slaughtered
the new kid? Why—what— Yarooh!”

Topham, to his surprise and indignation,
was collored hy the exasperated three and
bumped in the passage. The three badly
wanted to bump somebody, and Topham
had come along just in time with his
awkward question. They went on fo thewr
study, leaving the Fourth-Former sitting
on . the floor and spluttering with
indignation.

Meanwhile, Jimmy Silver was sauniering
cheerfully round the quadrangle. Under
the circumstances, he decided that he wouid
give tho end study a wide berth for the
present.

CHAPTER 15.
Run Downl

OVELL did not see Silver again,
L however, till dinner-time, when
they met at the Fourth Form table.
He knew that the new boy must
have been avoiding him. As a matter of
fact, Jimmy had been carefully keeping
out of his way. The cause was not funk,
2s Lovell su[j:pusod. But Silver realised
very clearly that if his life was to be com-
fortable nt Rockwood he would have to
get on better terms somehow with his
study mates. And a fight with Lovell was
not very good as a beginnng.

Although Lovell & Co. were called the
Iistical Three, from their well-known
prowess as fi g-men, Jimmy was not
at all nlnrmnﬁ at the prospect of an en-
counter.  He was a good boxer, he was
strong and sturdy, he had heaps of pluck,
and a really sublime confidence in himself.
He was not airaid of being licked, But ho
was afraid of licking Lovell. If it came
to a st
would wir

there would be an

, and then

d-up fight, he believed that he !
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.end to all hope of chumming up in the
end study. Levell had lost enough ground
already, and a licking from the new boy
would be the finish. = So Jimmy sagely
avoided him till he had had time to calm
down, .

Unfortunately, Lovell showed no signs
whatever of calming down. He was, as ho
would have expressed it, fed up to the chin,
Nothing would satisfy him save giving the
new junior a terrific whopping. That was
his fixed intention. He dropped iuto his
seat beside Silver at the dinner-table, and
gave him a black look,

*“I want you after dinner,” he muttered.

“.:Sorryl" murmured Silver. “I'm going
out.”

“You can stay in.
rou !

“I'm not leoking for a licking, thanks.”

“You'll get it without looking for it.
I you're not a rotten funk, you'll com
behind the gym. this afternoon.” F:

“My dear chap, I'm going to have a
look at the Coombe Quarries this afternoon.

I'm going to lick

“You can't expect me to give that up simply

for a licking, now can you!" i
"Eoﬂn:?ﬂuk ™ R
 Bow-wow 1"

“Look ‘here, you've got to fight me l".
hissed Lovell, :

“What are we going to fight for?"”

“‘Because you're a cheeky new kid. I'm
goinag to thrash you.”

“That's all very well. But suppose I
thrash you, what then?”

“* You—you: silly ass——->"

“Look here! Will you agrce to make
it pax and be a decent pal if I thrash
you?" asked Silver in a businesslike tone.

Lovell almost choked,

“You—you worm! I=I'll mop up the
ground with you!  As for palling with
you, I'd sooner pal with a hyena!”

“Then I'm not going to thrash you,”
said_Silver determinedly. G
“You howling jabberwock!” exclaimed
Lovell. “Do you think you could stand

up against me for two ticks?”

“Lovell, you are rnising your voice,”
said Mr, Bootles, blinking along the table,
“You secem to be quarrelling. You will
| go to the Form-room for an hour this after-
' noon, Lovell, and write out a verb of the
| first conjugation, both active and passive
! volces.”
| Lovell gurgled,

His luek was out again,



.hAnd then Lovell sat down to the joys of

@thing.”

If he was to spendE
the active and pas
the first conju
}aa able to

felt
B

couldn’t wait,
had to wait.

After dinner, when
he made a move to follow the rest into
the quadrangle, Mr. Bootles shepherded

bim off to the
planted with a
of impot paper.

“As soon as bIr. Bootles had gone Lovell
jumped to the Form-room window. He
zaw Jimmy Silver sauntering away, evi-
dently bent on the visit to the Coombe
%uarrms that he had en of. Lovell
shook his fist from the dow after the
un‘con.»cmus junior,

rm-room, where he was
in grammar and a sheaf

"You wait a bit, you blessed funk!” he
growlcd “0Oh, won't T give you a hiding
presently!”

e active and passive voice.

: An_hour later he crawled wearily out of
'lh!s Form-room. o Classical juniors had
a tremendous contempt for Moderns
and all their studies, They held that

o shldy of the dead languages was “the
They prided t cmselves  upon
mugging ap Vu-gll while the Modern cads
were busy with bookkeeping or ‘““stinks.”

Lovell might therefore have been ex-
pected to L‘!IJOV hiz hour with the active
and passive voices of a verh of the first
conjugation.  But he hadn't. At all
events, he did not look as if he had been
enjoying himself when he came out from
his detention. Ilo looked as if he were
in-a mood for homicide—or manslaughter,
at_least

Raby and Newcome were waiting for
him.  They were sympathetio,

“Where’s that new kid1?” was Lovell's

first question.  “Has he come in?"”
*“No,” said Raby. *“Never mind him
now. We've been mmimg for you to go |

dowr to the footer. old chap.

“Hang the footer!”

*Oh, draw it mild!” said Newcome in-
dignantly. “We've waited an hour, und
I want to get to the footer, for one.”

“Get to it, then!” said Loveil, “I'm
gmm: to look for that new kid!”

*Oh, let him alono!™ eaid Raby yn-
casily. “If he don’t want to fight you,
Lovell, don't pile it on him.  ile-he
jm't such o ba chap, you know.”
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| snorted Lovell

3

** Are you standing up for him?” bawled
Lowell,

“Don’t shout, old chap. 1 say he isn't
a bad sort. Look how he dished the
Modern cads—"

“Like his check!”

“\Vell yes, but—"

“And he's a measly funk. I told him T
was going to fight him this afternoon, and
noltiv Le’s sncaked off somewhere by him-
se

“He dide’t strike mo as a funk,” eaid
Newcome. “It does look a blt hl:n it,
though. But if he's a funk he a:n 't worth
bothering about.”

“I'm going to lick him.”

“Come down to the footer, there’s a
good chap,

“Blow the footer!
new !ud, I tell youl

“Well, T m

T'm going after that
I know \\hcm he's

Sgmng' down to t!m qu!ar
said Raby ou later, Lovell. We"
gom§ to have a ed at tea, you know.
I've had a postal order.”

“Blow the feed!” growled Lovell. Evi.
r!ent]y he was not in a reasonabla mi

“Must say you're ngreca'ble this nftm-
noon,” eaid Raby. “As you're so joll
p!nm-spoken I'll follow your example.
think we've been too much down_on that
new kid—or, rather, you have. ~He's not
a bad sort at all, and it would be more
sensible to make pax with him, He could
he]P us no end against the Modern cads.”

“*S8o0 you’re backing him up against mel”
snorted Lovell, "Thata the kind of pals
you are, is it?"

“Oh, don’'t you get your rag uut over
rnthmgl remonsirated Raby.  “Blessed
if you don't fly out at a w Dul What's the
matter with you? You u to br- o good-
h:mu-red chr\p once upon a time,’

“Well, if you prefer thai chap to me’
you can back ‘him up and leave ne alono!”
“But he'll come back to
you with a beautiful set of features, I can
promise you that!”

And Lovell strode away towards the
school gates, in & towering rage,

Raby and Newcome looked after him
in something like dismay.

““My het! Old Lovell's got his back
up, and no mistake,” said Newcome. **Shall
we go nfter him, Raby "

“Lot’s down fo the footer,

ot ITe'll
feol betier when he's licked the 4id,”

said
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Raby. “All the same,
is decent, end I don’t quite ing
down on him Jike this, Come on,

They went down to the footer,

Lovell strode out of ths gates and took
the road towards Ceembe. Jimmy Silver
had told him that he was going to
see the Coombe Quarries, so Lovell inew
where to look for him. ¢ strode on with
a set brow and tight lips. The felluws
who knew Lovell for a good-tempered and
amiable fellow would hardly have known
him now. His *“down” on the new boy
scemed to have quite changed him.

He strode along the lane at a geod speed.
Half-way to the village he tumcﬁ off by the
footpath that led to the quarries.

The old chalk quarrics were abandoncd

that chap Silver
be

now, and the spot was a very lonely one. |

The great yawning pits left in the earth
where the quarrymen had worked years
ago made the vicinity dangerous to a
stranger.

But Lovell knew the ground well. Tle
came out from the footpath amid the
bracken and gorse that grew thickly over
the wide expanse, and that covered up in
some places the opening of the decp old
pits until one was very close. And his cyes
glittered now as he caught sight of a
junior in Ltons at a distance,

“That’s the cad!”

He started towards the jumior. Tt was
Jimmy Silver. The new boy at Rook-
wood was spending 2 very cheerful after-
noon exploring the old quarries on the up-
land near the sea. But the cheerful ex-
pression faded from his face as he caught

sight of Lovell dashing towards him
thruuﬁh the long grass and bracken, He
looked worried.

“Stop!” shouted Lovell.

Jimmy Silver stood still watching him.
Between him and the oncoming junmior ley
a wide pit which extended for a great dis-
tance in cach direction. Lovell had not
observed it, but the pit barred him off
from Jimmy Silver. He came on at a

Tun,

*Hallo!” called out Silver.
for me?”
“VYes, you funk!"
“Mind where you're running {o!"
Lovell balted, gritting his teeth with

“Looking

rage.

-The deep cavity in the carth yawned at
his very feet. t was ten feet wide, and
the sides sloped steeply down. At the

bottom there was a splash as Lovell's foot
detached a stone and it whized down in
the depths. There was water down there,
but in the-gloom of the pit it could not
bo seen. The Classical = junior halted,
simply raging. Jimmy Silver smiled across
at him.

“You funk! You've been dodging me!"

“CGuilty, my lord!"

“I'm going to lick youl”

“Bow-wow "

“Will you wait for me there till I get
round 7" “shouted Lovell,

Silver laughed.

“No fear! I'm going for a stroll.”

“Wait there, you funk—you rotrer—"

“Rats 1

“Then I'll jump it!”

Lavell retreated from the side of the pit,
to take a run for the jump.

Jimmy Silver stared at him in alarm,

“Don’t be a mad idiot!™
“Why, it’s sixiy feet decp at least!”

“Bah! Miu(iy your own business! I
can clear ten foet, I supposel”

“Dut_suppose vou don't! Stop, I tell

youl Lovell, don't bo a silly ass?” yelled
Silver, really alarmed now. a
But Lovell did not stop. Ile took a’

rapid run and bounded across the cleft.

Jimmy Silver watched him stonily. The
leaping f‘:‘guro came soaring across, and
Lovell's feet landed, but the crumbling
edge of the pit yiclded under his feet. He
flung himself desperately forward, clutch-
ing with his hands. Roots came out in
his desperate clutch.

Silver unded towards him, white as
death. But before he could reach the un-
fortunate junior Lovell had slipped back,
ﬂmmy Silver halted on the very verge of

¢ pit.

FaI; below came the hollow ccho of a
splash. Lovell bad disappeared!

CHAPTER 16. ‘.
By Sheer Pluck!

IMMY SILVER stood paralysed on the
crumbling edge of the pit. His face
was whito with horror.

But it was only for a moment that
he stood thus. Then he flung himself on
his hands and knees on the dizzy verge
and peered down into the darkness below.

he shouted. .

*

The bulging side of the pit alone met |
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his gaze. And there was silence below,
after that one faint eplash.

“Lovell1”

Jimmy's voice was hoarse and strained;
he hardly knew the sound of it, as he
called:

“Lovell! Are you hurt? Answer me!”

Only the echo of his voice replied.

“Lovelll Lovell!”

And  “Lovell”
mockingly.

From the junior who had disappearcd
into the depths of the old quarry came no
word, no sound. :

Jimmy Silver staggered to his fcet apd
cast o wild look reund him. Not at %t
moment did He "think, or care, that the
fallen junior had been seeking him with
bitter hostility, His only thought was for
Lovell. He glanced wildly to right and
left. Only the lonely uplands stretching
away to the sca met his gaze. There. was
no help—no help!

The nearest building was far out of sight.
And Lovell lay—maimed perhaps; perhaps
dead—at the bottom of the abandoned pitl

“It’s my fault!” groaned Jimmy. “I—
I've got to get to him! But how—how?"

He thought of following the edge of the
pit. Sconer or later he might find where
it was shallower, where he could descend
in safety. He knew nothing of the lay of
the land; it was his first visit there.

But the time was passing; and perhaps
there was no way into the quarry, no way

answered . the  echo

ut——

Jimmy Silver looked over the dizzy verge
and shuddered.

Could he do it?  And if he fell? What
had happened to Lovell? If he fell

Ho sct his teeth. It was barely possible
that, with the aid of the clinging roots and
the bulging wall of the old pit, he could
climb down.

He could not leave Loveli there. He
had fallen in water, He might be drown-
ing at this very sccond! ivery instant
was precious.

Jimmy Silver made up his mind.

The ,Rookwood juniors would not have
suspeoted that he was a funk if they had
seen him then,

He ran along a dozen steps, o where a
mass of crl'!'q)!::rs hung over the edge of the
pit. Ho looked down, setting his teeth.
It needed all his self-control to keep his

brain from rceling.  But he did not
tate,  Lovell lay below in the de
injured, perhaps gyin , and he was g
to him. He grasped the crecpers,
swung himself over the edge.

Fragments of carth and stone ra
down upon him, and fell with s
splashes far below. With his teeth
Silver worked his way downwards,
bulging side of the pit helped him. I
and down he went, digging his hands
the erevices of the clayey soil, clutehir
creviges, at roots, at tiny projections, |
root came out in his hands, his br
fingers slipped as he grasped, and he
himself going!

In a moment all the horror of ¢
thrilled the junior,

He was falling—falling. Stones
carth rattled down_on him; his last {
grusp was goue. He was falling! B
was only o dozen feet that remained,
almost in an instant his feet plunged
icy water. He reeled over and fell,
serambled up again, wet and muddy,
unhurt.

He panted for breath. There was
dusk around him, though the sun
shining on the uplands. He was achis
every limb, but he did not think of fa
just then. The shallow water left b
rain filled the old quarry from side to
but it was more than a foot deep; unc
was thick, soft mud. Jimmy Silver sli
and stumbled along, peering through
dusk for Lovell.

“Lovell ! Lovell 1"

Still no answer, but a sigh of
escaped him as he caught sight of the
he sought. -

In the deep dusk of the pit he saw
at last, Lovell lay in the water, hur
up against the wall of the pit. His
lay back against the chalk; his face
deathly white, his eyes were closed.
legs were under water. Jimmy splashe
to his side.

“Lovell! Lovell!”

He grasped the insensible junior,
dragged him ferther out of the w
upon the strip of mud .between the
and the side. His heart was throl
with relief. The worst had not happ
The water and the bed of soft mud
broken the junior’s fall, Jimmy felt
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they were sound. There was
bruise, growing blue, on his forehead—
lat was all. And, to Silver’s joy, Lovell's
es opencd and stared at him wildly.
“Tovell, old chap—"" panted Jimwy.
“Qh, my head! Oh!”

“Foor old clmp!_ll thought you were &
1ver.

limbs ;

and shivered. The
ntact of the water was icy. It was some
inutes before Lovell realised whero he
and what had happened. Yo tricd to

se, and sank back again, panting.
“Qh, crumbs! I—I fell in!”
uttered
4 Ves, Thank geodness it's no worse!”
“How did you get here?”
“] came down for you.”
Lovell stared at him.

You—you came down?”
Silver nodded. Now that it was done,
hardly knew how he had done it, Tt was
wonder that Lovell was surprised.
“You climbed down!” ,gnspcd Lovell.

T had to sce what haod happencd to
" gaid Silver. *“You—you di
" 7 led to"ymi..l ithaug}}t
wat perhaps—perhaps— e broke off.
Thank goodness it isn't so bad as that !
in_you walk? We've got to get out of

he

“¥ou came down for me,” said Lovell
pzedly. “Then—then you can't be a funk!
.gon’ﬁ know a fellow who'd have tried

[« Never mind that. How are we to get

4t? You know this place better than I

o *vo never been here before. Is there

‘my out of this?”

‘Lovell blinked at him.

“We can't climb out,” ho said.

4 No fear,” said Jimmy, with a glance
at tho almost perpendicular walls of the

#Not much chance of that.”

' You—you eame down for me, without

nowing whether there was a way out "

iammered Lovell.

B4 Blessed if 1 thought about that.”

,r?“And suppose there isn't a way out?”

f# My hat ”

iBilver's face became very grave,

dnce, it was not pleasant Lo think

“ould happen to tho two juniors.

Their

JIMMY JOINS UP!

voices would never be heard; there was
no building within a mile.

“We've got to get out somehow,” said
Jimmy desperately. My word! What
are you grinning at, Lovell? Blessed it I

can sce anything to grin at in a ghastly fix
like this.”
“Qh, you ass!” gasped Lovell. “You—

you p{uvky gss! Do you think I should
take it so calmly if there wasn't a way out?
We've got to follow the dashed pit for
about half asmile, and then we can walk
out easily.” ~

Jimmy breathed more frecly.

“Cood! Can you trot?”

“Op 17
*“What's the matter mow ?”

“My ankle!” groaned Eovell,
T've twisted it1"”

“Might have been your neck!” said
Silver comfortingly. “Don’t grumble.”

“But I can’t walk, you ass!”

“Lean on me."”

“QOh, crumbs!™ groaned Lovell, ns
dragged his foet [rom the mud. “I
can’t stand it! I—I can't! I can’t put m
foot down. Cut off, young Silver, and fet
belp.”

“Rats!” said young Silver.
can't walk, I'll carry you.”

“You can't carry me half a mile.”

“I'm not going to leave you here.”

Lovell blinked at him again. This was
the junior he had a *down ™ on—the fellow
he had como out to thrash, He coloured as
he thought of it.

“I'm not going to let you carry me,” he
muttered. * It—it's not good cnough, Be-
sides, you can't.”

“Bosh! Get on my back.”

¢ But—but—""

“You'll catch your death of cold here,
fathead. Get on—pickaback.”

“Yow!

he
—I

“If you

Lovell made no further demur. Io was
already shaking with the cold, Jimmy
helped him on his back, and started.

Splash, splash, he went on through the dark
water, dragging his feet heavily out of the

If there !
lias no way out of the pit in that lonely |
of what | times, but
did not speak a word, and Jimmy had no'

mud at every step. It was mot casy going,
with thick, goft mud under his boots, tho
icy water swishing round his legs, and
Lovell's weight op his back. But ho stood
it manfully. On he went, staggering some-,
never losing his footing. Lovell




~drowned.
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‘breath left for talking.

In silence, save
for the splashing of the water, he tramped
on.

The pit was growing shallower at last;
the sunlight sircamed in on them. A stee
slope brought them to the upper ground.
Tho water was left behind. —Jimmy
stumbled on with his burden up the slope.

He staggered out upon the grassy upland
at last. -

There he let Lovell slide upon the grass,
and sank down himself, utterly exhausted.
Tor a quarter of an hour or more he lay in
the grass, drawing quick, almost sobbing
‘breaths,

" YTovell sat in the grass, chafing his
bruised ankle, and rubbing his head. He
had been lucky to cscape only with bruises.
But he was not thinking of that. He was
thinking that if Jimmy Silver had not|
come down to his resene he would almost
certainly have perished in the disused pit.

He remembered how Silver had found
him—a little slip might have brought his
head under water. And he could never
have crawled away without aid, and even
“an hour in the icy water might have meant
death to him, even if he had mnot becn
He was thinking of that as he
watched the exhausted junior slowly re-
covering himself from the terrible strain
(hat had been put upon him. And there
was a strange expression on Lovell's hand-
soms face.

Jimmy Silver sat up at last. He grinned
as he looked at Lovell, and Lovell grinned,
too. Both of them were simply smothered
with mud, and barely recognisable.

“Wo're out of that,” said Silver. “ What's
the next move? We've got to get back !o;
‘Rookwood jolly sharp, or we shall eatch our |
'death of cold.  I'm wet through.” |

“Zame here,” said Lovell. “But wel
needn’t go to the school. The village is|
close here mow, behind that ridge. We
can get & change there, and a man to drive
us home, You can’t carry me 1o Rook-
wood,”

“Well, I could, but I'd rather not,” said |
Silver, laughing. He rose rather stiffly to|
his feet, *I shall have to ::J:ry you into,
the village, anyway, Come gh!”
© “Hold ont” said Lovell quictly.

Jimmy looked at him inquiringly.

“Your ankle hurting you?

in, is it?"

"lisn't a|

“No, only a_thumping hard knock. By
I can't walk., But—but it wasn't that I w4
going to say. I—I don’t quite get on 4
this. You knmow what I came after yo
for?”?

“Qh, don’t begin thut again, old cha
You don't; look much like licking anybo
just now."”

“T'm not thinking of licking anybody jui
now,” said Lovell, with a muddy smil
“You can lick me if you like, and I won)
say a word.”

“T'll carry you
Come on!”

“But 1 haven't finished yet. Why d
you scoot off instead of scrapping ?
thought you were a funk.”

“Thanks!"

“Well, I know you're not a funk now,
said Lovell. A funk wouldn't do wh
you did. I'm not a thap to jaw, but
know what you've done for me, and by
not likely to forget it. But why did yd
keep out of my way, then?”

“Because 1 didn’t want to scrap.”

“Why not?”

“1’d rather be friends.”

“ Aftor—after the way I've been dow
on you?" faltered Lovell.

“Oh, that’s all right! You didn’t kno
me, you sce. We'll get on better when yo
know mo better,” said Silver cheerily.

«1 think T know you well cnough now,
caid Lovell. *“I could kick myself. T
been an ass, Silver—and a silly ass! I'd |
obliged to you if you'd kick me.”

“Well, I won't!”

“1t would serve me right. But there
something else you can do, After this I"
your pal—if you care about palling with
silly idiot? What do you say 1"

“Done "

They cxchanged a firm handshake on i
and then Silver took Lovell on his shoulde
again. ‘

Mrs. Wicks, at the village tuck-shop, w
much astenished when a muddy juni
tramped in with another muddy junior
his back. But the good lady Lnslmmd
provide them with hot water and towe
and while they were cleaning off the m

into Coombe instcaq

possible of the mud from the
boots the trap from the Red Lion hore the

"away to Reokwood.



CHAPTER 1T.
Pals!

ABY and Newcome were waiting tea

for Lovell.

There was a festive spread in the
& end study. It was past teatime,
1d Raby and Newcome had prepared a
sally handsome spread ready for their
@yward chum. They sincerely hoped that
3 would come back in a better temper.
t as the time passed on they grew a little
yxious—not about Lovell, but about the
‘:;. The roshers were beautifully cooked,
‘g toast was made, the tomatoes were done
turn, the kettle was aiuging on the hob.
as ready for Lovell, and if he did not
in soon the feed would be spoiled,
/%I suppose the duffor's still hunting for
1 a new kid,” said Raby, with a growl.
‘The bacon will dry up, bize silly ass!”
" And the poached eggs!” said Newcome,
[ must say this is.rather rotten of Lovell
({ keep us waiting like this| Blow that
w kid 12
{“Hallo! Hero he is!"
«The door of the end study was thrown
‘sen. Lovell appearcd, and he did not
alone. He was limping and leaning

savily on the arm of Jimmy Silver.
Raby and Newcome stared at them. If
ovell required an arm to lean om, they
;uld have expected him to select any arm
| ther than Jimmy Silver's. The two
ymiors could hardly believe their cyes.
3“'1‘“ ready 7" ls.md Lovell, .
i

S

“Yes; but—

“8o am I. So is Jimmy."

##Jimmy!"” gasped Raby and Newcome
er. It was their ears that they could

¢ now.

1% Yes. hove a chair this way. TI've
‘art my hind leg, and I can hardly walk
t. Look muddy, don't we?” said Lovell.
:L"Ye.g. a bit. Where the deuce have you

‘At the Lottom of the old pit” said
‘ovell, as he sat down,
| “Great Scott!”
Pon’t be funny !” said Newecome. ¢ You
tean to say you fell in?"

“Right in.”
'“Then how the thunder did you get
ut?"

~“Bilver fished me out.”
“Bilver relled Newcome.
" ut to lick Bilver ™

“You went

T JIMMY JOINS UP!

“T've asked him 1o kick me for it,” said

Lovell. “He won’t. I'm going to kick
myself when my hind leg gets better., I
8o's Bilver. I hope you

Mf', I'm hungry.
fellows are going to do the decent thing
to Silver now he’s my pal.”

“Your—your pal!” said Raby dazedly.

“Well, ho saved my life, and might have
broken his neck doing it!" said Lovell
warl “If you think I'm an ungrateful
beast, Raby—""

“QOh, draw it mild |” said Silver. “Look
here, I'm hungry! But if you fellows don't
want mo to tea, I'll hook it. That's
straight.” 1

“8it down, you thundering ass!” said
Raby, pushing him inte a chair. “This
wants a bit of getting used to, that’s all.
Newcome and I wouldn’t have cut up so
rusty but for Lovell. But we have to Eack
him up. Last time we saw him he was
thirsting for your gore, Now he's come in
like a tame lamb. It wants some getting
used to, that's all.” |

“You can get used to it while we have
tea,” said Lovell. “Don’t I keep on telling
you that I'm famished?"”

Tho four juniors sat down to tea, Raby
and Newcome still in a dazed condition.
When the first edge of his tremendous
appetite had been taken off, Lovell con-
descended to tell them the whole story,
Jimmy Silver did not interrupt him. He
bestowed all his attention on the rashers
and the poached eggs and the toast, i

“Well, my hat!” said Raby, when he
had heard all. “I must say that Silver
played up like a real brick. Serve you
jolly well right if he'd left you down there
to soak, Lovell!” H

“Don’t I know it?” said Lovell
“Haven't I told you a dozen times that I
was an ass—not such an ass as you and
Newcome, but still an ass1” |

“Well, I like that!” exclaimed Newcomq
indignantly. “Why, I liked the chap from
the very first, when he dished the Modern
cads, but you—" 1

“Same here,” said Raby, with eoqual
warmth, “It was you—you ass—"

“Look here—"'

“Look here—""

“Look here—" i

“Cheese it!1"” said Jimmy Silver, burst.
ing into a laugh. “Let giddy bygoues be
bygones! We're friends now—what 1"
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“Hear, hear!”

“Bosom pals!” chuckled Lovell. ‘Pass
the rashers!”

And fellows in the Fourth who locked in
on the festive scene in the end studg had
the surprise of their lives. The trouble in
that famous study was over—quite over—
and Lovell & Co. and the new kid were
bosom pals.

CHAPTER 15
On the Football Ficld!

o OAL1"
G “Bravo, the new kid!”
_ The shouts rang very pleasantly

in the ears of Jimmy Silver, the
new fellow in the Fourth Form at Rook-
wood.

_Little 8ide at Rookwood was crowded.
Nearly every junior in the old school had
turned up for that match. For it was a
match of unuswal importance. Not only
did the teams represent the rival sides—
Classical and  Modern—but from_  the
players on both sides was to be selected
the team to meet Greyiriars on the follow-

. ing Wednesday. So every fellow in the
twenty-two was doing his best, in !he_hn?e
of catching the eye of Smythe of the Shell,
the junior captain. 3

And there was no doubt that Jimmy
Silver was doing remarkably well. He
played inside-right on the Classic side.
His chums, Lovell and Raby and Now-
come, were delighted with him. And
Tommy Dodd & Co., the heroes of the
Modern side, were surprised—not quite
agreeably surprised. At this rate, as
as Tommy Dedd granted to his comrades,
the Classical new boy would get a place
in the School junior eleven, which meant
one less¥chance for a Modern.

The match had been very hard and fast,
so far. Jimmy Silver's goal was the first
one taken. And they were in the second
half. Bmythe of the Bhell was not play-

. ing himself. He was looking on—judgin,
the form of the players, as was supposed.
As a matter of fact, he spent most of the
fime with Townsend and Topham of the
Fourth, and only glanced at the field every
now and then in a patronising sort of way. |
“Hallo! What’s that yelling about?”

drawled Smythe, looking round languidly.
“That kid’s scored,” said Townsend.
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Smﬁﬂle frowned.,

““That new kid—the cheeky young rej
who sguaahed my topper on my he
By gad!”

“He will exrect a place in_ the el
against Greyfriars after that,”
Townsend, with a grin, :

“Let him!" said Smythe, in a tone
did not promise much for Jimmy Sily
chances of playing for Rookwood.

Smythe of the Shell was a lordly yo
a great nut, and a good deal of a slac
And he had not forgotten that Jin
Silver, while he was still gquite a new |

had the unexampled check to “squa
his topper on his head—an action
was cqually astonishing and e:nngen
to the 5reas ‘Smythe. True, he
“cheeked " the new. kid, but that wal
reason whatever why the new kid
check him!

Jimmy Silver's face was very cheer
he walked back to the centre of the f
Lovell patted him on the shoulder.

“That was ripping, kid,” -88
“simply ripping! I couldn’t gebt wuf
time to take the centre, but I m
thought you'd put it in. But you d
what-ho!” .

“Rotten fuke!” remarked Tommy D
who overheard the remark.

Lovell sniffed.

“There’s going to be some more fl
like that, you Modern bounder!”

“You Classical fathead—"

But the whistle went, and the game
resumed—just in time to prevent it f
turning into one of the old fam
“rags ” between Moderns and Classical:

Tommy Dodd & Co. put all their
into it after the restart. It was “up’
them to play their hardest. As Smj
the skipper, was a Classieal, they I
than suspected that he would put as o
Classicals in the school team as he ¢
And they were determined that he sh
have no good reason for leaving out
Modern heroes. 2

Bulkeley of the Sixth, tho ecaptair
Rookwood, strolled down to the groun
look on, having finished his own pra
on- Big Side. And the deep voice
Bulkeley was heard as Tommy Dod
Co. broke away in line and charged d
on the Classical goal:

“Bravo, young ‘unl’ :

The encouraging voice of the captai



fie school inspired Tommy Dodd. If the
‘reat Bulkeley approved of his play, even
ok slacker Smythe couldnt very well
;Fve him out of ths junior eleven.
And Tommy Dodd played up like a
ig::lar International. He simply streaked
ugh the opposing side, And in spite
¢ the eflorts of Jones minor in the
1assical goal, Tommy Dodd sent the ball
l inning in. Then there was a roar from

e Moderns crowded round the field:
“Goal! oal 1"
(1“Well kicked!" exclaimed Bulkeley.
FAnd Tommy Dodd’s face glowed.
ut the Moderns were not to have it all
eir own way. There remained still ten
inutes to go, and the Classicals were
Stermined to make n win of it.
(The struggle was hard, and it swept
way to the Modern goal, and then -came
hirling" back to midfield.
Tommy Dodd got away with the ball
rain, but a Classical back robbed him of
and cleared, and the Classical forwards
ad another chance. They passed like
‘pokwork as they swept the ball onward.
ight down the field they came, with a
i mdred pairs of anxious eyes upon them.
*Go it, Classics!”
Look out in goal!”
Kick! Kick, you beggars—kick!”
weome had the ball on the wing. He
Jimmy 8ilver have it, and Jimmy
ed on, eluding a leaping half and
B‘tih% round a stumbling back. , But the
r back was on him like a shot, and he
ntred just in time to Lovell. Lovell
ad the ball as Jimmy went sprawli
fore the charge of the back, and Lav:ﬁ
fammed it in before Tommy Cook, the
odern goalkeeper, could see it coming.
en there was a tremendous rear from
Classical crowd.
“Gioal 1" “Hurrah!”  “Well kicked,
ver !”  “Well kicked, sir!” " Hurrah!”
Bulkeley of the Sixth dropped his hand
Smythe's shoulder, and the Shell fellow
ked up at him,
“You've y,]ot some good men there for the
nior school team, Smythe,” said Bulkeley.
“Yaas,” said Smythe.
Smythe was a dandy,

="

and affected o

awl,
“Why aren't yon playing?" asked the
gxth-Former.

h, I'm watchin’ and selectin'!”

|ham together.

JIMMY JOINS UP)

“Are you captaining the junior side
apainst Greyfriars on Wednesday 1™

“Yaas, rather!”

“Well, you'd do better to be playing
instead of mooning about with your hands
in your pockets,” said Bulkeley.

And with that remark he waﬁccd away.

“Check!” said Smythe, waiting till
Bulkeley was out of hearing before he
made that remark, however. “No bizney
of his. Not going to have seniors meddling
in our bizney, what!”

“No fear!” agreed Townsend and Top-

Blow Bulkeley! You're
not going to crowd the eleven with Modern
rotters!”

“Cateh me!” said Smythe.

And the match being over, Smythe
walked away with his companions. The
players came off the field, Tommy Dodd
looking a little sore.

The Clessicals had won the match, and
as a rule the Moderns beat the Classicals
—the Classical side at Rookwood being
gt:!nerally much slacker than the Modern
Bside.

And Tommy Dodd felt that this would
be an excuse for Smythe to leave Moderns
out of the School eloven.

“Well, you’ve pulled it off, you
bounders!” grunted Tommy Dodd.

The Classicals chuckled. .

“What did you_expect?” said Lovell.

h, rats!” said Tommy Dodd crossly.
“It was that new kid did 1t. Your team’s
never up to ours. But I admit you've got
a good man there!”

“Thanks!” said Jimmy Silver, laughing.
“And T suppose Smythe will be shovin,
you into_the eleven next Wednesday,” aais
Tommy Dodd. “Well, I don’t mind that,
if he gives the Moderns a look-in. But if
we don't have fair play you can look out
for trouble!”
“Bow-wow I”

And the footballers went off to change.

CHAPTER 19.
Bmythe's Selectiona!l
IMMY SILVER & CO. had gone to
their quarters, the end study in the
I'ourth Form passage, to tea, Thov
wore in great spirits. That tea was
an uvusually festive spread, in celebration
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of the victory over the Moderns. But
Silver noted that there came very thought-
ful expressions over tho faces of his
chums, * Indeed, they looked at last as if
a great part of the worries of the world
had settled on their young shoulders,

Jimmy Silver was not worried. Hae did
not seo anything to be worried about.
,During his first week or two at Rookwood
he had been on fighting ferms with his
study-mates, but all that was over now,
and they were bosom pals.

The Fistical Three, as Lovell & Co. had
been called, had become the Fistical Four.
So everything in the garden was lovely,
as far as Jimmy Silver could see. And his
recent exploits on the footer-field made it
practically certain that he would get his
cap for the junior 8chool Eleven—at least,
he supposed so. So he was in tremendous
spinits

“What's the trouble?” he asked at last.
“ Anything the matter? You were looking
chippy enough when we beat the Moderns.
.\'ulwl_yuu’re looking like a sct of boiled
owls.

“I'm a bit worried,” admitted Lovell.

“Confide it in your Uncle Jim!" said
Silver encouragingly.

Lovell grinned.

“It’s about the
Wednesday,” he said.

Jimmy Silver looked perplexed.

“Blessed if I see anything to worry
about!” ho said. “This study is sure to
be well represented in the team. As the
junior skipper is a Classical, he won't
make the mistake of putting in too many
Modern cads. course, he'll have to
put in Tommy Dodd in the front line, and
Tommy Couk in goal, and Tommy Doyla
among the halves. But I don’t see why the
rest of the team shouldn’t be Classical.
You at centre, Lovell, and Newcome and
myself on the right wing, and Raby at
centre-falf—" .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Where does the cackle come in? Ain't
that a good selection?”

“Jolly good!” said Lovell, with a
chuckle. “But where does Smythe come
in? And where do hia pals como in?"

“My hatl 1 forgot Smythe. IIo plays
centre-forward, doesn’t he? Then you'll
have to go on the wing."

“And his pals?” said Lovell moodily.

“Eoole here.” said Jimmy Silver warmly,

Greyfriars match on

“you don’t mean to say that Smythe we
be rotter enough to put in his own :
over the heads of fellows who can pla

“He always does.” . P
“Oh, crumbs!” i
“That's why we're always licked,” |
: “In the last match
Greyfriars the{! simply walked over
Everybody walks over us. We could m
up a junior team that would lick them
vight, but not so long as Smythe's skip,
Last term we had only one win. 8 ti
an ass! What ho doesn’t know about fou
would fill big books.”

Jimmy Bilver stared at his study-ma
His_expression was very grave.

“That isn't playing the game,” he s
“A football akipﬁer ought to make uj
winning team if he can.”

“Catch _ 8mythe
growled Newcome.

“But why did you vote for him for jur
captain?” demanded Silver warmly.~

"Why did you?” grunted Lovol{ &
“Well, becanse he was a Classical.”
“Bame here 1"

“It had to be done,” said Ra
“Tommy Dodd only missed it by one v
and we came jolly near having a Mod
rotter for junior skipper. If guu hagd
happened to come to Rookwood it wo
have heen a tie. You see, the Shell fell
woulde’t vote for a Fourth-Former, so
was no good one of us putting up.”

“The Shell fellows on the Modern 8
voted for Dodd.”

“Yes; that's different. They were k
to get in their best footballer as skipg
Bat thero are a lot of slackers on
side,” said Lovell.

Jimmy Silver wrinkled his brows. . A
new boy at Rookwood, he had voted
that election and turned the scale in fave
of the Classical candidate. He had 1
thought much about the matter, excepti
that the- Moderns, as the deadly rivals
the Classical side, were to beaten
the election. 'I‘her had been beaten, a
Smythe of the Shell had been re-elected |
the new term as junior captain.

The results o#‘ that victory over f
Maderns were now becoming appare
Smythe and his_pals in tho Shell were
set of hopeless slackers and nuts, and st
friends ns Smythe had in the Fourth v
of the same sort, like Townsend and T
ham. If 8mythe mado up an cleven of tk

Ruby gloomily.

playing the gam
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'n't the match would be a walk-over for
friars.
y Hat!" said Silver, alter a long
“This is jolly robtea! Why, this
wor‘kcd like thunder to get Smythe
 and now do you mean to say that
bing to pass us over, and Fut in howl-
g slackers and duflers like Townsend 77
I'm ]D!ly certain of it.”
1“Then we’vo acted the goat, and no mis-
ke, We ought to have voted for Tommy |

*And had a Modern cad for jnnimfI
pper! No, thanks!”

Better than chucking footer matches
ay!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver warmly.
must say you fellows have pla;,-ed the
. I was new here, and I didn’t quite
'stch on. I tell you, when the cricket
mes on and there’s a new election, I
all vote against Smythe, \\herhor we get
y Modern skipper or not.”

“Blessed if T shan’t feel inclined tol”
{id Lovell. "It's sickening, the way we
Bt \m]kcd over in the mat. cs considering
at we've really got the material for a
good eleven. If you've finished tea,

R
o

?;.

s go down and see if the list is up. 1t's
i be posted up to-day.”

e Fistical Four left the study and
ade their way down to the hall. :Ilmmy
Iver was in a worried mood now, guite

much as his chums. He was a keen!

otballer, and whether he played in the!
g match or not, he wanted the school to]
Ave n chance of winning.  Under the
dg;rs:-np of the egregious Smythe, how-
er, it looked as if they would not have a
g’s chance.
tThe list for Wednesday was evidently up,
there was a_big crowd of juniors in
t of tie notice-board, and the groans
hd gro“ls of mdlgnnhnn showed that the
gblime Smythe's selection did not meet
Bth the approval of those young gentle-
gen, Tommy Dodd & Co. were there with
crowd of Moderns, and their faces were
ly crimson with rage,
g!ere they come!™ howled Tommy
odd. “Let em sec the list and the result
¥ their giddy election vict.ry, Look
\ you silly chumps! What do you th
1 :h..t for a team to meet Greyfri
i b howled the Moderns
ical Four pushed tl

rongh the erowd and read the list dow
was in Smythe's sprawling hand, and

JIMMY JOINS UP!

made them almost as furious as the
Moderns.  Smythe of the Shell had
evidently followed his usual method of

making up a team of his own pals, irrespec-
tive of the form shown by the players in
the afterncon’s match, Smythe was sup-
posed to sclect the eleven from the best
players on both sides in that match.

The list showed how much he had done
s0. It ran:

Lake; Selwyn,
How :mj Topham;
Sm}‘lh:—. Wilton, Tracy.

In all the eleven only Tracy was a
Modern and a passable player. Ie was in
the Fourth. Of the rest, Townsend and
Topham were Fourth- Formers. All the
remainder of the team were in the Shell,
and on the Classical side, and they were all
fellows like Smythe and Townsend—nuts
and slackers, The Fistical Four were con-
gpicuous by their absence from the list,
and Tommy Dodd & Co. were totally un-
represented.

Jimmy Silver stared at the list as ii
he could scarcely believe his eyes. He had
been uncasy, but he had never anticipated
nnythinf like this. That even Bmythe
should he wss cnough to leave out all the
players and put in duffers was extraor-
dinary. The match was as good as lost
already. Not only lost, but the Greyfriars
team would simply Iaugh at the kind of

Merton;

Chesney,
Townsend,

Lacy,

game Rookwood would put up. For once
the rivalry between Classicals and
Moderns was forgotten in their cqual

indignation against the Egrﬂgmus Smythe,
Their rage at tho sight of the list was a
bond of union.

“The silly ldlot I" shouted Jimmy Silver.

“The crass ass!

“’,lh- howling jabberwock !”

“Satisfied now?" howled Tommy Dodd.
“You elected him! You gut. him in a8
junior l‘uollml] captain! I hope you're

satisfied now! My word!

“Nearly nll Shell fellows, and all
C]nmcnls but one!” shouted Tommy Doyle.
“Bure, we're not going to stand i
intirely 1"

"Tlu- silly ass ought to be scrag
hooted Tommy Cook. “The Gru}frma
follows will laugh us to death!”

“That's no new thingl"” snorted Tommy
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The indignation of the three Tommies
was tremendous. It was shared by all the

Moderns.
Only one Modern in the whole team—
and that one sccond-rate! But the

Classical juniors were equally indignant.
If 8mythe had gone deliberately to work to
make up the worst team possible, he could
not have succeeded much better.

“Well, this is a go!" said Lovell, with a
whistle.

“Rotten1”

“Shame " .

“Oh, go for ’em!” said Tommy Daodd.
“Mop up the ground with these silly
idiots who voted for Smythe, anyway!”

“Hold on!” Jimmy Silver held up his
hand. “Pax, you fellows!™

“Pax be blowed !”

“Pax, Isay! This isn’t a time for rags!”
exclaimed Silver. “If we’re guing to rag,
let's rag Smythe.”

“Well, that's a good ideal" admitted
Tommy Dodd.

“We're not going to stand this,” con-
tinued Jimmy Silver. “We can’t let
Smythe make fools of us like this. Let's
go and sce him about it. Let’s show him
that we're united on the subject; that’s a
great point.”

“Something in that—"

“Hear, hear!” said Lovell, “Come on!
We'll put it to him plain.”

The idea was taken up at once. All the
fellows, Classicals and Moderns, felt that
it would relieve them to talk to Smythe.
They had quite a lot of things to say to
him, and there was a rush at once to
Smythe’s study.

Jimmy Silver jerked down the notice
from the board, and carried it in his hand
as he led the extremely excited deputation
to visit Smythe. It looked as if there were
trouble ahead for somebody—probably
Smythe.

CHAPTER 20,
lllmomlrltlzs with Smythe!
SMYTHE of the Shell was at lca in

his study.
Ha  had guests  therc—quite a
number of guests, .all Classicals, of
course; SBmythe was far too lofly to
“know " Moderns. His contempt for the

Modern side, where they studied German

L]

and bookkeeping and “stinks” was un-
bounded.

Smythe prided himself on being one o
the “Fenlleman]y” side at Rookwood. S
did all the other Classicals, as a matter of
fact, but most of them took that attitude-
more or less humorously. Smythe of the
Shell took it with as deadly scriousness as
he took himself.

There wasn’t a more completely self-
eatisfied young gentleman in all Rookwood
than Master Smythe.

Topham and Townsend, the nuts of the
Fourth, were in the study, so were Howard
and Chesney and Lacy of the Shell. They
were all looking very pleased with them-
selves.

They had reason to be pleased. They
were all members of the junior school
eleven. True, their footer was rotten;
they regarded regular practice as a “fag,”
and, in fact, looked on the great game it-.
seli with a more or less patronising eye.
Playing & bard, keen game was not in their
line at all, But they fancied themselves in
the role of the champion junior players
of Rookwood all the eame.

Slogging at practice was all very well for
those young ruffians in the end study, and
for rotten Moderns like Tommy Dodd &
Co. It didn’t suit the nuts. Their idea
was to stroll elegantly on the football field,
as il the game wasn’t really quite worth
playing, but they had mndescuu}cd to play
to give it a leg-up. And the man ]ickinﬁs
they received did not abate their self-
satisfaction in the least.

“There’ll be some grousing among the
fags over that list, Smythe,” Howard re-
marked.

“Let 'em grouse!” said Smyibe,

“The Moderns will cut up a bit rupty,
by gad!" said Townsend.

“Let "em cut up!” said Smythe.

And the nuts applauded. That was the
way to deal with cheeky fags. Let 'em
grouse, and let ’em cut up rusty, and the
great Smythe would still be unmoved.

But a tremendous kick at the door some-
what startled even Master Smythe from his
lofty serenity.

Jimmy Silver, at the head of a crowd of
excited juniors, stalked into the study. .Ha
bad in his hand the famous footer list.

Smythe started to his feet.

“What do you fags want here?” he ex-
claimed. “Gab outl”
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Jimmy Silver thrust the footer list
almost into Smythe’s face.

“What does that mean?" he demanded.

“Why, you cheeky beast, you've taken
my list down off the boardi” ejaculated
Smythe. “Go and pin it up at once! Do
you_hear 17

=1 want to know what it means!"

“Can’t you read, by gad!” said Towns-
end. “It's the list for the eleven on
Wednesday.”

ere  was a

roar from ‘the crowd.

MIs it a
Jimmy Silver.
Smythe was red with rage.

“No; 1t isn't a joke!” he bawled.
“That's the footer list. Go and pin it up
again, you impertinent cadl”

“It isn't & joke! Then what is it?”
“The footer” list, you dummy 1”
“Bosh!” said Jimmy Silver. “This list
might be a list of candidates for a homo

joke, Smythe?” demanded

for idiots. It might be a list of cases
or a [pl‘i\':ltu‘ lunatic asylum. But it
isn’t a footer list.

“Hear, hear!”

~_“And we've come to tell ‘fou. Smythe,
that we're not going to stand it1” roare
Lovell.

“Not for a minute!” yelled Tommy

“Get out of my study 1"

““Are vou going to alter the list 7%
0!’ tled  Smythe, “Who's
i d like to know. Wasn’t T

You voted for me your-

“And a preeious ass T was!” agreed
Jimmy Bilver. “But this is too thick!
You cught to put me in—but I won't ask
that—but put in Lovell and Neweome and
Raby, um? Tommy Dodd and Doyle and
Cook 1

“Hear, hcarl”

“I've made up that list, and I'm stick-
g to that list!’” said Smythe. “Now get
out of my study! You ought to know
that you can’t question the decision of a
foothall captain.’ i

HWell ye-cs; but there are limits.”

“And you've passed tho limits, Smyihe,
you howling ass. We'ra not going to
ﬂhﬂd (ki ”

t any prical

“To've had enough Iir;kiugs at footer.

Put jn hall a dozen who can play, and

keep the rest of the list for yourself and
your pals,” said Raby.

“That's a fair offer.”

But Smythe did not seem pleased at
that fair offer. Perhaps he thought that
he and his pals could lay.

. JWill you clear off 1" he shouted. “Yon
inky voung scoundrels, get out of my
study 1"

“Will you alter tho list?”

“No1"”

“Then you'll jolly well
shouted Tommy f)o #
well begin now.”

“Hurray ! Pile inl™

Thero was a furious rush of the juniors,
Smythe & Co.
rage.

But their rage did not matter to the
heroes of the Fourth,

They were fed up—right to the chin, sa
to speak. Smythe had always becn a
rotten football skipper. Favouritism and
fatheadedness, as Tommy Dodd said, was
his motto, But he had never gone quite
so far as this before. On previous
occasions he had kindly allowed five or
six fellows who conld play to be in the
team, and on those occasions they had
gritted thoir teeth to see the smiles with
which the opposing teams had regarded
the Rookwood cleven as a whole,

Lovell & Co, had vaguecly hoped that
8mythe would do a bit better this term.
That he would go from bad to worse they
had never dreamed. They could have
kicked themselves for electing him, But,
as that wouldn't have done any good, it
was some comfort to kick Smythc. And
they kicked him—bard] Smythe dodged
round the table to avoid the rush of the
ragge and Jimmy Silver’s boot cameo
beﬁmd im, and Smythe roared.

He was_‘““passed ” to Tommy Dodd, who
swung him round, and “passed” him
again to Lovell, who also swing  him
round, and “passed” him once more.

his time Smytho collapsed - inte tho
fender, into a dish of toast that was wait-
ing to be transferred to the table. And
the howl that Smytho gave, as the dish
oracked under him, and ho squashed the
hot toast, might have been heard as far
as the Sixth-Form passage,

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow] 1" :

“Going to make a change iu the list?"
howled Tommy Dodd. .

be ragged!”
dd. “And we may ag

were almost dancing with

e
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“You! No! Yow-ow | MHelp !
shricked Smythe “You young villains!
Leggo !

“Bump him!"

“Help!” yelled 8mythe, “Townsend, you
dununy—Topham, you ass—Howard, you
cad—lend me a hand!”

But the select company couldn’t help
Smythe, They couldn’t ul}) themselves.
They made a’ valiant rush for the door.

But there was no getting through the
crowd. ‘They were tumbled back into the
study, bowled over, and rolled on. .And
their dismal howls rose like a chorus of
woe. They were not great fighting-men.
But if they had been Goliaths, Berserkers,
or anything in that line, the "odds would
bave been too great for them. Smythe
was dragged out of the fender. His
comrades were on the floor, most of them
being sat on heavily.

The din in the study was terrific. That
it would rcach the Sixth-Form gquarters,
and bring the Classical prefects on the
scene, was pretty certain. But the in-
dignant footballers were too excited to
think of that.

“Rag 'em !

“Bump ’em!"

“Jam 'em!”

“Now, then, Smythe, are you going to
do the sensible thing?”

T “Yow-ow-ow!"”

“Will you alter the list?"”

“Grooh! Keep that jam away!
I won't! Gurrrrgl!”

“Will you resign?”

“No, I won’t! _Hnipl"

“Give him the jam!” said Jimmy Silver
aGuragely. “Then we'll give him beans.

o it!”

Smytho gasped and gurgled horribly as
his own jam-dish was cmptied over his
carelully-oiled and_ parted hair. Jimmy
Silver mixed up the jam with his hair,
using the butter-knifé, with plenty of
butter on it. Jam and butter streamed
over Smythe’s immaculate collar.

The dandy of the Shell struggled wildly
in the grasp of his tormentors. But he
Mrugglcg in vain.

“Now then, Smythe,

e
Help!”

No,

are you giving

:"%l.:oooh 1
. "

"B:.z;oilq'm the pickles!

“Qooo-ohhlih 1" gurgled Smythe, as ho

received the pickles, somo on his head,
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but most down his neck. “Oh, crumbs)
Oh, yow! Help!™

“Give some of those other slackers—"".

“Keep off 1 shrieked Townsend. “Oh,
dear! You ruffians! Il tell Mr. Bootles!
Yaw! I'll go o the Head! Oh!

“Take some pickles with you, Towny,
dear 1"

*Oooooch !
“Yow! Help! Oh, help!”
There were  hoavy footsteps in  tha

passage, and a yell from a Modern junior
at the door,
Cave!"

The erowd in the passage fled at top

there

speed. But was no time for tho
fellows: inside the study to flee. Into the
doorway sirode Bulkeley and Neville,

prefects of the Sixth, with frowns on their

faces and canes in their hands. And the
festive proceedings in  Smythe's study
came to a sudden stop.
CHAPTER 21.
No Luck!

“ OU  young  rascals!”  roared
Y Bulkeley.
“0Oh, Bulkeley1”

“Blessed set of hooligans!”
exclaimed Neville. “This is a Modern
rag, I suppose. I\'coj there are both sorts
of voung hooligans.”

“T—T say, Bulkeley——?

“What does it mean?” roared Bulkeley.
“You can be heard all over the house.
Let Smythe go at once, Arc you ragging
this study 7"

“Nunno!"” said Jimmy Silver, kccg_ing
a wary cye on Bulkeley's cane. “This
isp’t—isn't exactly a rag, you know,”

“Then what is it?”

. “We—we're remonstrating with Smythe,
in a—a friendly way.”

“That’s it, Bulkeley,” chimed in Lovell,
“It--it's a_ friendly remonstrance., Of
course, we shouldn’t It theso Modern cads
rag & study on our side.”

“Lot you could do to stop us, if we
wanted to,” enorted Tommy Bodct.
“Why, you Modern cheeky rotter—""
“You silly Classical ass—"' '

“Dry up!"” shouted Bulkeley. "Smythﬂ.ii

tell me what's the matter, as I ean't get
any sense out of these fage. You're a
8hell fellow, and you ought to have more

s
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sense than to turn
garden in this way.

Smythe dabbed jam and pickles from
his face, almost sobbing with rage.

“I couldn’t help it,” he howled. *The;
rushed the study. Didn’t they, Towny?”

Jour study into a bear-

“They did!” shricked Townsend, also
busy with pickles. “Rushed us like a
lot of wild tigers. Groo! Look at my

clothes! Oh, dear!”

*1 sce hovj it is,” said Bulkeley grimly.
“You young monkeys have got tired of
ragging one another, and you've joined
Well, I'm
I'm going to t ou better manners.
Hold out your paws in turn!”

“T say, Bulkeley, we haven't explained

t. you know,” ventured Jimmy Silver.
"!—fl admit we got a little bit excited.
But, you see—"

“¥ou—you see—" stammered Lovell.

“Yes, see. IIold out your hands!
You first, Silver!

“PBut—but it was only a foothall argu-
ment,” said Jimmy feebly. *Wo—we
were only talking fo Smythe about the
footer—""

“He's made up a rotten team for the
Greyfriars match,” shouted Tommy Dodd.
“He ought to be mgged. He ought to
be scragged. He ought to be hung.”

“So0 that's how you argue with your
footer ocaptain, whom you elected your-
selves?” said Bulkeley. *“Enough said!
If there's any more of it. I'll report you
our Foym-master., This time I'll deal
with you myself. Come, Silver!”

There was no help for it. Jimmy Bilver
had to hold out his hands, one after the
other, and the two cuts he received were
ﬁmrlg terrific. Old Bulkeley was an
athlefe, and he seemed to think ho was
swiping et cricket, as Jimmy said after-
wards _dolefully. vell came next, and

en Raby and Newcome and Hooker and
Jones minor, and the rest of the Classical
crowd. The Modorns weited, rubbing their
hands in painful anticipation. But Bulke-
ley lowercd his cane.

“] shall report you kids to your own
prefect,” he said. ‘““Knowles will look
after you.”

“Oh1” said Tommy Dodd, in dismay.
Knowles was heavy-handed in dealing out

unishments, and the young rascals pre-

orred Bulkeley, *“I—I eay, Bulkeley,
would you mind licking us yourself in-
u b7 Neville will do it if you're tired.'

"JIMMY JOINS UP! .

Noville burst into a laugh and Bulkele;
grinned. But the captain of Rookwool
shook his head,

“I can’t interfere with Knowles'
menagerie,” he said. “T'll give you &
note to take to Knowles, Dodd.”

And a few minutes later Tommy Dodd
& Co, were driven forth, Tommy Dodd
armed with a note from the captain of
Rookwood to the head prefect of the
Modern side, enumerating their names and
requesting _punishment. Smythe was
blinking triumphantly at his assailants
through the jam and pickles. The heavy
hand of authority had come down on the
mutineers.

“Now, don't let's have any more row
here,” said Bulkeley.

“I say, Bulkeley,” said Smythe, *“‘those
fags bave mucked up my study. Look at
it!  Ain't they to make it tidy?"”

The Classical heroes looked at Smythe
as if they would eat him. Fag'fer a Shell
fellow—and a dandy and slecker like
Smythe! That was likely! But to their
horror Bulkeley nodded assent,

“That’s only fair,” said the Rookwood

captain. ‘“Buckle to, you young ramls;
and I'll stay here and watel you do it!”
‘“Look here, Bulkele 7 exclaimed
Jimmy Silver rcbelliously. “Ow! Yowl

Wharrer you doing with that cane?”

“I'm lickmtg you with it,” said Bulke-
ley. *And if you don’t do as I tell you
i!._tr once, I'll give you the licking of your
ife |

With looks of suppressed fury the
mutinous Classicals set to work, under
Bulkeley's eye, t:ojmt the study to righta.

era was 8 g deal to do, for the
room had been almost wrecked by the rag-
ging. Smythe and his pals stood looking
on, grinning. They were enjoying the
scene, in spite of the jam and pickles that
still clung to them. It was very pleasant
to see Lovell screping up pickles from’
the carpet, Jimmy Silver on his knees
mopping up_spilt j;;n, Reby jwisting the
fendor into shape, Newcombe wiping milk
off the table, and so forth. i

Not until the study was almost spick-
and-span did .'l]::nllm!a%1 let the exasperated
juniors off. When they had finished, he
saw them safely off the premises before
he departed. ilad he left them there
thero would certainly have been a renew
of the trouble. =

The Fistical Four and their [ricnds re-
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farned to their own quarters in & state
of mind that bordered on frenzy.
I “Well?” said Jimmy Silver, with a
sickly smile, as they gathered in the end
study. “We haven’t done much good by
regging Smythe—I mean ecemonstrating
with him.” .
“Giddy disaster all along the line,”
groaned Lovell. “Bulkeley is a beast.
I used to think well of old Bulkeley. I'm
done with "him now!” :
“Iot of damage that will do him!”
sniffed Jones minor.

“Fagging for Smythe!” breathed New-
me.

€0 “Fagging for @ worm in the
iﬁgullf Oh, my hat! That does put the
id on!”

+ *“Apd the way it ended, that raﬁguing
won’t do him any good,” grumbled by.
“The cad won't alter the list now.
| “Ow! My hands!”
. “That beast Bulkeley must have been
Eolling up his muscle specially,” groaned
ooker.  “Yow!  Bitill ooker
brightencd up. *“Knowles will take it out
of the Moderns.” He's a worse beast than
Bulkeley. Bulkeley’s only a beast some-
times, but Knowles is a beast all the time.
They'll get it hot!”
i Which was all_the consolation there was
for the sorely-tried Classical heroes.

—_

CHAPTER 22.
Tommy Dodd's Little Dodge!

; OMMY DODD & CO. looked dolor-
ous as they came over to the
Modern side of Rookwood. Tommy
Dodd had Bulkeley’s note in his

haend. It almost secemed to burn his

fingers. He had to take that note to

Knowles' study. It was not e pleasant

duty. His commades had to go with him.

‘And they knew what to expect. Knowles

of the Sixth was not like good-natured

‘old Bulkeley. Bulkeley could “lay it on”

when he saw rcason, but he never laid

it on like Knowles. Knowles was a good

‘deal of a bully, and his methods with

juniors were very strict.

Of course, in the presence of .their rivals
the Classicals, Tommy Dodd & Co. would
have maintained, at the loE!of their voices

if noed were, that the odern eaptain
was every bit as good as the Classical cap-
tain,

They would have averred that it
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was totten that he should be only vico-
captain of the ool. Th%y would have
held that Knowles was a first-class foot-
baller, as indeed he was, and that he was
a captain any side, or any school, might
have been proud of—which. was net quit
50_certain.

But when it came to beinﬁ licked, the
would have preferred to chance it wit
old Bulkeley. The Classical captain had
given the delinquents two each—sfingers,
certainly, but only two each. ommy
Dodd knew that ho and his friends would

ot at least four each for the same offence,
rom Knowles, and perhaps lines as well.

“Don’t take the blessed note,” suggested
Tommy Cook. * Bulkeley may forget to
speak to Knowles about it."

Tommy Dodd shook his head. :

“No go. Heo won't forget, and il
Knowles knew we'd chucked away a mofte
for him, he'd be frightfully waxy. No
go.”

“SBure we're in for it, then,”
Tommy Doyle. “Why couldn’t
lick us himself, the spalpeen?”

“Well, if he chipped in with Knowles
bizney, he \youl(F have trouble with
Knowles,” said Tommy Dedd sagely.
“Bulkeley’s always very careful about not
going over tho line. Knowles isn’t so
'q!}!y"cnruful. T've scen him cuff Classical

1ds.

“Knowles is a cad,” said Cook. He
did not mind saying that as thero were
no Classics present to hear him make the
admission.

“Let’s go and get it over,” grunted
Towle.

But Tommy Dodd had halted, with a
peculiar expression on his face, and
twinkle in his eyes. An idea had 00d£
into his fertile brain.

“Hold on!” he murmured. *I've been
thinking—I've got a wheoze. Look here
—strictly among ourselves, of course—
Knowles is a bit of @ worm.”

*“Of course, wo crack him up to those
cads,” said Cook, ““but among ourselves—
ahem 1" k

*“And not to put too fine & point on it—
he's as jealous of old Bulkeley as e fellow
could be without ﬁoing quite green,” con.
tinued Tommy Dodd,

“There ain't much secret about thal,"
said Webb.

“And  he's frightfully touchy abou
anv Classical prefects interfering with the

rowled
ulkeley
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that's why Bulkeley has sent us
to him to be licked, He's keeping off
the grass. He doesn’t want trouble with
Knowles,” Cook remarked.

“But Knowles wouldn’t be so jolly
sorry if there was trouble,” said Tommy
Dodd. “In fact, among ourselves,
Knowles looks for trouble, and nothing
pleases him better than to give Bulkeley
one in the,cye.”

“We know that. But what—-"

“Lei's go and get it over!” growled
Towle agai Towle found anticipation
painful.

“We mayn't have to get it over,” said
Tommy Dod “You ﬁmve it to your
Unele Tomr Knowles is always hunt-
ce to give Bulkeley a fall,
and we're going to give him a chance.
I'in going to pull Knowles' leg.”

“What!”

“You a

said Towle. “I'd rather

£ pu!l]al”wild tiger's leg in the giddy
jungle

“You

leave it to me,” said Tommy
Dodd.

“Follow me, my infants, and don’t
Let me do the jawing, and we'll

The Moderns followed Tommy Dodd to
Knowles' study. What was in his active
brain they counld not guess, but they were
willing to back him up in eny scheme for
escaping thet licking. But they did not
feel hopeful.

Tommy Dodd tapped discreetly at the
study door, and Knowles' somewhat sharp
voice bade him enter.

Knowles was at tea with his chum
Catesby of the Sixth.  The two Modern
seniors starcd at the crowd of fags.

“Well, what do you want?” snapped
Knowles. Knowles' sharp manner with
the fags was a contrast to old Bulkeley’s
cheery, good-natured way. Strictly among
odern juniors wcore not
prouwd of their captain.

“If you please, Knowles,” said Tommy
Dodd ‘meckly, and trying to look as if
butter or cream would not melt in his
moutl, “we've come to be licked.”

Knowles siaveil. and Cateshy buist into
a lsugh.

“Wall,
won oblige

inat’s what vou want I'll
Wi eaid the eaptain ef the

JIMMY SOINS UP{

Modern side, “Hand me e cane.
what do you want to be licked for?”

“Wo don't want to be, pleaze, Knowles,
but Bulkeley says you're to lick us.”

Knowles' face flushed a little. =

Tommy Dodd, noting it, could hardly
repress a chuckle,

The Modern captain’s back was going
up at once, Tommy Dodd, with a great
effort, maintained his meck-and-mild ex-
pression. And his chums, beginning to
understand in what manner he intended to
pull  the prefect’s leg, Dbacked him up
oyally, assuming expressions of sorrowful
indignation with happy effect.

“YWhat's that?” rapped out Knowles.

“Bulkeley's orders,” seid Towle, im-
proving o little on Tommy Dodd.

“Bulkeley’s orders—ch?” =aid Knowles,
with a gleam in his cyes. “Bulkeley knows
very well that he can’t send any orders
hﬂml"

“Preity cool, I must say!™”
Catesby.

“What have you been doing?” remarked
Knowles, with a magisterial air. Instead
of caning the young rascals ell round, he
was preparcd now to hold a sirietly fair
inquiry, and even stretch @ pomt in
favour of the culprits.

“Nothing really,” said Tommy Dodd.
“We had a bit of a_talk with Smythe
You i’

But

remarked

Tommy Cook solemnly.

“How could they have?” said Tommy

Doyle, “They haven't got a prefect like
Knlmwles on their side. They simply run
wild.”

“One of your rags with the Classicals—

h?* said Knowles. “T don't sco why
ould be bothered about that.”
Buikeley often said it's best to take
no notice,” remarked Catesby. “I should
really recommend taking no notice.”

“You've donc a lot of damage—what?”
asked Knowles.

“Oh, no! Only a bit of a dustup in
Smythe's study. But you know what
rotiers those Classicals are,” said Tommy
Dodd, in an aggrieved tone. P 3
there was @ bit of n vow: but 8
made most cf the row. Ide was simply
Pyelling. In faet, it was Smythe's row that

about the footor. know, those
Classical cads are very aggravating.” i

“They've got 1no  manners—you've
noticed that yoursclf, Knowles,” said

B Tan
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brought Bulkeley there. All the chaps
will tell you so.”

'll‘he Moderns nodded as solemnly as
owls.

% ¥ Tommy Dodd’s statement was strictly
true. He did not consider it hecessary to
add what had been the cause of Smythe’s
yelling. Tt was no good giving too much
information.

“You went to Smythe's sindy to talk
footer, and there was a row, and Smytho
made most noise, Is that it!” asked
Knowles,

“That's it, Knowles, exactiy!”

“Then you can clear -off,” said Knowles.
#1 don't want to be bothered with it.”

“Oh, thank you, Knowles! We knew
we should ges justice from zou,” said
Tommy Dodd. " “Oh, I—ahem—forgot!
Here's a note from Bulkeley!”

“You should have given me that first,”
yaid Knowles. i

He oponed thoe note, and passed it to
Clatesby, )

It ran:

‘A “Dear Knowles,—These fags”—hera
" followed the names—"have been kicking
‘ up a shindy on this side. I leave their
punishment in your hands.

“C. BULKELEY.”

Knowles pursed his lips a little. Even
he could not find fault with that note.
But as he had alr told the juniors
they could clear off, they were clearing

off. Knowles did not call to them to

come back.
Tommy Dodd & Co. lost no time. Thcg
an

siﬁ)ly scuttled out of the study,
Dodd shut the door efter him. 2 .
Knowles looked at the note again, and
looked at Catesby.

“Let Bulkeley go and cat coke!™ said
Catesby. “You can deal with your own
fags how you like, T suppose. I dare
say they deserve a licking. But Bulkeley's
said lots of times, don’t take too much

notice of these fag rows. Take him at his
word."”
“He’ll speak to me about it,” said

y Enowles.

b “All the better. It will be one in the
eﬁoﬂl‘nr him when he finds you've let them
off,

2 “H'm!” said Knowles. *“Of course, my

business is to pull with Bulkeley fo far

[
as p;:asihle. for the—the good of the

ool.

Catesby winked at the ceiling,

“Exactly!” he assented. “Call ’em
back and whack ’em, thenl”

Knowles laughed.

“I dare say they're far enough away
by this time,” he said.

And the subject was dropped.

Tommy Dodd & Co. were indeed ‘far
cnougznaway. They had not lingered in
the rous precincts of their captain’s
study. ﬁf!hcy had fled promptly to their
own gquarters.

In their own study the three Tommies
exccuted @ war-dance of triumph round
the stndy table.

“Huwray for us!” chortled Tommy
Dodd. “Dida’t I pull his leg a treat=
what I

“Ha, ha, hal You did!” -X

““What do you say now, cfour’nf Towle?
Wwill you trust your Uncle To next
time ?” demanded Tommy Dodd severely.

“Why, e chap can alweys work on
Knowles; he's as jealous as a cat, end
he'd let us burn down the giddy lab if
he thought it was one up against Bulkeley.
What price that licking?”

“Ha, ha, hat”

And the young rascals d
laughter over their success in pulling the
august log of the Modern captain. Which
would have been very gratifying indecd
to Kunowles of tho Bixth if he could have
known it.

yelled with

CHAPTER 23.
Tho Greyfriars Match!

S Jimmy Silver remarked, more in
A sorrow than in anger, that raggin,
hadn’t done Smythe of the Shcﬁ

an aotom of good. It was realiy

hard lines, because the ragging had been
very thorough, and might bave been ex-
m&tn'dlko have some good results. Dut ik

n't

.
For the samo evening the football list
E:pl\arnd on the board again—without a
ange. -

During the next few days there wecre
fiery mcetings in the end study on the
subject, There wero equally ficry meetings
in Tommy Dodd’'s study over the way,
But, oxcepting for tre -alicf afforded to
their personal feelings by Dlowing off

. e

a
2
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" principal means of clecting SBmythe

* confess

3]

steamn, the meetings came Lo nothing. The
egregious Bmythe was past reasoning
with. Not a jot, not a tittle would he alter
to please the rcbellious fags of the
Tourth.

The day of the Greyfriars martch
arrived, and the Fistical Four had to con-
fess that they had made no progress.
Smythe and his vpreoioua team were going
to meot Harry Wharton & Co., from Grey-
friars —and they were going to get it right
in the neck; there wasn’t a shadow «f
doubt about that.

All the other fellows could do was to
stand Ly and sce the Rookwood tcam
licked out of its boots. It wasn't a
pleazant prospect.

Tommy Dodd & Co. weroe especially

furious. The Fistical Four had been t!:e
o
that responsible post. And the four hadn’t
a word to say for themselves. In private
they sormw[u]lfy confessed that they had
made a dreadfnl howler. It would have
been botter to have a Modern for junior
skipper—anything, in fact, would have
been better than this.
' But it was too late; there was no help-
ing it mow, and they weren’t inclined to
their repentance to their ol
rivals, When = the three Tommies
demanded what kind of a match it was
going to be, all ll'nrou‘;}gl their fatheaded-
ness, they replied that the Modern
rotters could go and study “stinks” in
the lab. It was not a logical reply, really,
but it bad the effect of enraging and
exasperating Tommy & Co., and
ihat was the important point.

And Tommy Dodd, 3uitq furious,
declared that 1f Rookwood were licked
the end study should be licked, too—all
four of them should have the whopping
of their lives! That was a threat that
did not bother the Fistical Four in the
least, They were Eullﬂ prepared to meet
an uqlunl number of Modern youths with
the gloves on—or without tho gloves on,
for that matter. Indeed, the arguments
on the subject of the Greyfriars match
were so warm that before Wednesday
came there was quite a crop of thick ears
and swollenn noses in the Fourth Forin at

Rookwood,
After mov . lessons on Wednesday all
thoughts rmed to the ‘Gm;fn'arl

mateh, T

Groyfriars  juniors
voming cs

in the afternoon.

vere
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Soon after dinner the foutball-ficld on
Littlo Side was thronged with juniors.
They had come there to sce Rookwood
win, But, as Tommy Dodd said bitterly,
it would be interestiuf to sce just how
many goals they were licked by, Tommy
Cook prophesied that it would be a round
dozen. Tommy Doyle said a baker'’s
dozen at least.

The Fistical Four took up a good position
near the ropes in the midst of a crowd of
Classical juniors. Tommy Dodd & Co.
werg well to the fore, with an army of
Modern fags. They improved the shining
hour while they were waiting for the

match by hurling opprobrious epithets at
one another, and indulging in catealls
and yells.

Master Smythe and his friends wero in
no hurry to come down to the ground.
Indeced, they scemed to take a pride in
showing how oarelessly they regarded the
game. What did it matter who won and
who lost, so long as their lofty serenity
was not disturbed? When they camo
down at last, with coats and mufHers over
their football clobber, they were greeted
with a general groan. But thoy did not
mind—not in the least. They were per-

d | fectly satisfied with themselves.

A brake bore the visiting teamn from
the station. Jimmy Silver locked with
keen interest at tho Greyfriars players
when they arrived. He had not scen them
before, though most of tho other fellows
knew them well enough. He saw at o
lance that they were a good team. And
ge saw, too, that they did not take the
Rookwood match with any great serious-
ness. Of course, they did not say so, but
it was easy cnough to read what they
thought of Smythe and his team of
slackers.

And there were really .good footballers
standing round the ropes, fgllows who
could have given the Greyfriars team tho
tussle of their lives. It made them almost
nash their teeth to think of Rookwood
gning walked over, because that ass
Smythe had made up almost the rottenest
team that could have been ‘“dug up’
within _the walls of Rookwood. And the
Fisticnl Four were feeling conscience-
stricken as well as furious, They had
done it—they had got the egregious
Smythe clected. In their exasperation,
they could hardly restrain, themselvesg
from charging Tommy Dodd & Co. on
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the ‘spot. They decided that it was all,
somechow, the fault of the Moderns.

Harry Wharton of Greyfriars shook
hands_with Smythe of the Shell. Smythe
gave him three fingers in a languid way.
Smythe’s expression was that_of a fellow
whe found it almost too much trouble to
live, let alone play fooler.

“Ilow do do?” said Smythe.
you're booked this time—what!”

“Booked for what?” asked Wharton,
with a smile.

“Oh, a licking, you know!

“Well, it would be rather a change,”
said Wharton, *““You_ never know your

“I fancy

luck. Comeo on, you fellows, and get
changed ™
The smiling fellows from Greylriars

went into their dressing-room, and when
they emerged, and ran lightly into the
field. Jimmy Bilver looked lugubriously
at his chums. i

“They're & topping team,” he said.
“Anybody can see that. Thn*y'.ll simply
make rings round our duffers.”

“And we've got to stand by and watch
’em do it!” said Lovell, breathing hard
through his nose. “Look at Smythe!
{.,oaks as if he can just crawl down to the
ine,"

“E'Bntisﬁed now, you fatheads?” hooted
.

Tommy Do “Oh, won't wo lick you
after this!

L"Bow—wmr! All your fault!" growled
O

e

vell,
My fault!” exclaimed Tommy in-
dignantly. - “Didn’t you elect that
howling ‘ass? Weren't we all against it?"

“Yes; all your fault!” =said Lovell
obstinately. f you Modern cads would
have voted for me, T'd have put up
against Smythe, and then it would have

been all right.’

“Catch-us voting for a Classical cad!™
said Tommy Dodd disdainfully. *You're
not much better than Smythe !

“What!” yelled Lovell.

That was a little too much, and he was
about to rush on Dodd, when Jimmy
Silver caught him by the arm,

“Not_while the Greyfriars chaps are
here, kid,” he said. “We'll lick those
rotters after tho match. TIt's all their
fault, of course. I'd ve put up as a
candidate myself if they'd have voted for
me."

“There goes the whistle.”
Fowler of the Fifth, a Classical senior,
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was refereeing the match. Harry Whar
had won the toss, and he gave the Re
wood side the advantage of the wind.
ran no risk in giving them advanta
Jimm Silver Co. wunderstood
enough that Wharton felt a profound ¢
tempt for the Rookwood side as f
ballers, and it enraged thom.

He was willing to give them ev
advantage, simply to make the matcl
little more. interesting for the visit
And Jimmy Silver knew that he cc
have made up a team that it would h
taken MHarry Wharton & Co. all
time to beat. It was intensely exaspe
ing. he only consolation
prospect of “whopping ™ the Mods
after the match. It was all their faulk

Smythe kicked off, and the Rookwood

followed up the kick-off with a
Slackers as they were, Smythe &
fancied themselves as  footballers. .

they might as well have rushed a s
wall as tho Greyfriars side.

Wharton eaptured the ball, and he @
through the Rookwood side like a k
through cheecse. His two near win?
Nugent and Vernon-Smith, ran with |
almost as regardless of the kwoos
as if they hadn’t been . there. 1
shouldered the defenders away, and rus
for goal, and Harry Wharton put
ball 1n, scoring a really beautiful go

“Goal!” groaned Jimmy Silver.

“By gad!” =said Smy:gc of the 8!
picking himself up rather dazedly.
ad, it's a goal! Tough and rough
ot, these Greyiriars fellows, Towny!”

“Oh, rotten!” groaned Townsend.

The teams lined up again. :
Whartan & Co. were grinning; they o

not help it e Rookwood  er
shouted furiously to their men.

“Play up, you slackers!”

“On the ball, Reokweod!"

“Get a move on, Smythe, you fathe
Don’t go to sleep! Do you think yo
in the rmitory

“Wake up, Townsend, you ass!”

“8top them!” “Runl!” “On the |

't

you silly jabberwocks

Su, were tho encouragements the R
wood side received from their er
They did play up, as well as they °
able. For a time Smythe succeedex

cking his goal, and I.:ee{;mg the wis
rom scoring. DBut just before half-
Bob Cherry of Greyfriars sent the bal
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gont, and Nugen! centred to Wharton, point. Tach rty persisted in main-
lo slammed it in, Lake in gosl hadw’t| taining that that egregious flasco was
hance of stopping it. Indeed, until it|the fault of the other. vell's view was
in tho pet ho didn't know it was|that he’d never have got Smythe in as
! skipper, if the Modern cads would have
e whistle went before the Giroyfriars|voted for him, Lovell. That was right
ows could score again. Smythe & Co. enough.
@ looking rather breathless and| Tommy Dodd’s view was that he—
napled. Thoy confided to one another | Tommy Dodd—would have been skipper,
t the wisitors wero a set of rough|if the Classical cads hadn’t backed up
sts. But it was preity plain that the| that howling. ass Smythe. Which was
gh beasts wera going to score a sweep-|also right enough. -
_victory. And the two partics were -equally
the sccond half Smythe and his| exasperated by the untoward outcome of
y men—who did not look very merry | their rivalry, which had caused the in-
d bellows to mend. The ball went in| effable Smythe to be “planted ” on them
Tommy Dodd tore his hair, The|as football captain. They could hardly
wood goalie scemed to be asleep, | keep the peace until ‘the Greyfriars
ay Cook in gonl could have saved| fellows were gone.
ot a8 casy as winking. DBut it beat| When the brake rolled away to the
‘of the Shcll o the wide. station at last, with Harry Wharton & Co.
you villains!” growled Tommy|in it—all of them smiling—Tommy Dodd
glaring at the Fistical Four. | rushed up to Lovell, and sboved a business-
't we wallop you alter the match!| looking set of knuckles within an inch
won't we!” of his nose.
All xour fault!” yelled Lovell. ™I| “After tea, in the gym.!” he howled.
& you're egtisfied now! Oh., “‘Oﬂ't’, we|  “Jolly glad of the chanee to lick you!”
b your bait presently, that's alll said Lovell. “Pretty disgrace you Modern
,. you Classical chump— cads have brought on Hookwood, haven't
Oh, you Modern worm— you "
There goes the ball againl” gasped|” «we we—  Vou—you—" Tommy
my Silver. “Give the fellows a cheer!| pgdd stuttered with wrath. “Oh, you
y deserve it for taking the trouble 0| orms! Oh, you rotters! Six goals to nil!
a team of hopeless idiots!” If I'd been skippor———="
tt llllm Rc;akwun(li juniur? w-[e:‘e :}So disl- “1f T’d been skipper—"
ed to cheer. It was the four oal, “ 1 - H
Rookwood had not yet broken aeir After tea in the_g m., four of us against
s . . - - | four of you, and we'll lick you right out
g The very referce was grinning. } Let™ shouted Ral
i it was not over yet. Harry Wharton | 0f your socks: ™ shouted Laby. N
the ball in again, and then, before| .''Here comes Smythe! Rusk him!
_final  whistle blew, Vernon-Smith yelled Jimmy Silver.
pmed it into the net. Thea Fowler,| The rival juniors looked as if they would
bhing heartily, blew the whistle for|pnot wait till after tea, But at Jimmy
N Silver's yell they ceased slanging one an-
Six goals to ni groaned Lovell. | pther, and turned their attention to Smythe.
h, this is too rich, cven for Smythe. | The Shell fellow had scen the Greyfriars
n - Smythe will make some changes in|team off at the gates. end was walking back
team after this. Oh, erikey!” to the House with IHoward and Townsend.
fuytho and his morry men were stagger- | The three nuts lounged along graccfully,
o Beld. They were completely | evidently mot in the Jeast perturbed by
kled. rry Wharton & Co. trotted [ their crushing defeat.
quite cl Iul![v. Scunds of laughter| But they were periurbed enough when
t' have heen heard from their dress- ited L’ox;r:l»ﬁ’ovnmss rushed on themn.
som. while they were changing—and, dignant juniors wasted no time in
gof, were heard. w s. They collared the three puis, and
gnd the pground Classicals  and ed them in the quadrangle, in spito
s were very mnearly at fghting- cir frantie yells.
-

=
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“The fish-pond! This way!” shouted
Jimmy Silver.

“Oh, crumbs! Leggo!”
But Jimmy Silver's suggestion was taken
up with a roar.

Duck thema!”

Away went the unfortunate nuts at a
rush for the doctor’s fish-pond. Topham
was met and gathered up on the way.
There were four heavy splashes in the fish-
pond, which must have startled the fish
considerably, There were four sputtering
yells from the unhappy vietims.

Then the crowd surged off, somewhat
satisfied. They had shown their football
chnmpions what they thonght of them, at
all events. Four draggled nuts crawled ont
of the pond, and blinked at one another in
a watery way.

“Qw{” gasped Townsend, “The rotters!
guuxmdon't seem to be popular, Smythey.

W

“Groo!” said Topham. “They're talk-
ing about holding a mew election for skip-
per. You did play rather like an idiot,
Smythey 1”

Smytho of the Shell did not reply to that
ungrateful remark. He craw ed away,
leaving a trail of water after him, and his
comrades followed disconsolately. — Truly
it was probable that Smythe’s days as
junior skipper were numbered—if only the
Aloderns and the Classicpls could have
agreed upon a candidate. Just at present,
however, there did not seem much agree-
ment among them. The war of the rival
sides of Rookwood was raging more ficrcely
than cver,

CHAPTER 24.
A Four-handed Mill!
OVELL eyed Jimmy Silver in a
L doubtful way at the tea-table in the
end study.
“Can you box?" he asked sud-
denly.

Jimmy grinned into his teacup.

“You sce, this is important,” remarked
Raby. “Tommy Dodd can box—he's
knocked mo out, as @ matter of fact. Cook
and Doyle are topping. And young Towle
is all there. They ean put up a good four,
And if we're licked, it means nc end of
kudos for those Modern cads. They'll call
themsclves the top side at Rookwood, 1t
they knock us out.”

“You three all right?” asked Jip
ilver, *You can keep your end up!
“Ain't we called the Fistical Three?”
manded Lovell.  “But what about y
Can you box? 1 know you squas
Smythe; but Smythe's a slacking t
Could you stand up against a real g

pug? If you can’t, just you say so at o
and Tl pick another fellow along the
sage. Jones minor ein't bad.™

“Well, I can box,” said Jimmy Sil
“You've got some mittens here. ~Sup
we have & round or two before we go d
to the gym. Then you can sce.”

“Jolly good idea,” said Loveli, relic
“1'd like to have you in the mill.”

And when tea was over, the table
dragged into o corner, and Lovell fi
out a pair of boxing-gloves.

“Jf you can stand up to me, you
stand up to any of that tribe,” he remas
“T'd undertake to whop any Modern i
Fourth or the Shell, cxcepting per
Tommy Dodd. I admit he's a corker’
the gloves.”

“Leave him to me,” suggested Ji
Silver. .

Lovell snorted.

THEY'RE WINNERS!
BOOKS FOR NEXT MON]
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T JIMMY JOINS UPT

Yes, I'm likely to leavo him to you, I, “We'll jolly soon show "em whether wo're
o't think. I expect he'd knock you out in afraid,” growled Lovell. !
o round. I'm taking Dodd on myself.| The Fistical Four strolled out of the
1, let's sco what you can do.” study. Jimmy Silver had proved his right
'hey removed their jackets and donned | {5 be a member of that sclect circle, and
b gloves. Raby and Newcome sat on the | to share that honourable title. The chums
ble to watch. vell began with o Tather | of the end study, in fact, had recognised
sing attack, to asccrtain whether his | tha fact that their new comrade was con-
b chum could stop him. This he soon | siderably more *fistical ” than they werc
covered. He found his guard knocked | themselves. And the mew fellow had been
and a hard glove planted on his chin, | 50 modest about it that they had mever
1 he sat down with o sheok that shook.|suspected. They felt their’ liking and
study. respect for him increase with the unex-
‘M-m-my hat!” gasped Lovc!ll. . pected discovery. |
‘Sorry if I hit rather hard,” said Jimmy | There was a tremendous erowd of juniors
er, as he helped his Smd.‘i';,]““de' to his | jn the gym. Both parties were well repre-
t.. “I forgot! Not hurt?™ . sented, and keenly interested in the boxing-
upno! You try that sgein. . match., Tommy Dodd & Co. had come over
oll was much niore cautious this time. | with an army of Moderns. The Moderns
was o good boxer, and he played up | wore keener on gymnastics {han the Classi-
JI. But it was no use. Ho soon discerned | cals, ns a rule, but in the Fistical Four they
“what Jlmmf Silver did not know about | a4 foemen worthy of their steel.

. manly art of self-dofence was not worth | wprace they ore!” sang out Lacy.
wing. Jimmy Silver's bend and cve | upre o the rotters who chucked a footer
as-quick o8 lightning, Lovell, much |t o vay.”

his_astonishment, found himself driven | "y, "Aodorn cads chucked it away!”
nd the study, and he brought up in the | 4 outed Lovell. ;a1
, where Juufmy Silver procecded tg #“Well, and now we'll chuck you after it,"
fiver u_scries of taps on his nose and | iq oy Dodlc,l. “Youre m“},dwe” %o-
H i R ing to bave a thumping good hiding for
Hurray i™ chortled Raby. “Ho's got | M8 05 Syl Saios Smythe on us 1"
Loyell! Chuck 1t now or youwll be | "m0, Fop e fault 1

! “You've got to be in form for the | wRue1 We're ready, if you arel”

derns, S =
vei{1 peelcdhoﬂ' r.hed gloves, regarding his au;:ln[i:ad.g_yt‘:]}gé:ciﬁfﬁﬂ; right off the carth,”
i cith” wonder. G
‘iclfs:s:l i1 thought you had it in you!” ,‘t‘hSort ’:,';‘5"]."&’;‘,‘,‘3“2,’; ?nuyi Ezr;n;lgul??f‘;i
- “W) # v with a snort. v :
w::scﬁdr-&t h!‘::tl:mnl:;:ul y;:: o‘;ﬁn;!}g 'l undertake to knock spots off any rotten
uble with you, I thought you were s Classic at Rookwood, Who's my man?”
k, berause’ you didn’t want to have it :'}1‘““};" :}ald thn‘;my S"l“f? chcgrful!_v.
] e g 1 ‘Ha, ha, ha! ey re putting the new
ﬁ,;?:'ﬂ: yﬁl-llmguhéigl\l,::.c13:.(:8)]:"(%_'“9 0 kid up against me!” roare Tommy I'zodd.
&0 long as I lick Tommy Dodd, that «Tg that o little joke of yours, Lovell?”
| be-all right,” he said. *Leave Tommy “ Exactly,” said Lovell. “You'll find it
1 on't you?” a thumpiugl_;zooid joke, Ioko! I\I']l take g-ou‘i
o ed, Cook, and Doyle can take Newcome, an
You iwiid! You'll handle him better T‘ff‘é” canrlnq:nl Bab:-'l”“( .
n I could.” Sure, fix it how you like,” said Tommy
oncs minor looked into the study, with | Doyle. 471l whop any Classical in the
Foxcited cxpression. The boxing-matceh | school.” i = *
ivoon the rival champions was causing | “Fowler's keeping time,” said Tommy
kroat deal of excitement in the Lower Dr’ﬂ:l. ﬁ‘\\'}:n-;e}"\sFFowlcr? I f.a'é'i' Fmv:‘ert'}!"
ool. (he big Fifth-Former came through the
Vou [fcllows ready?” he oi\daimrd. cager erowd of j‘(linil:"si S‘ol\::lell'lof the Fl'hg
1 Modern cads are in  the gym. |was a boxer, an e ha indly consente
baott's cayving that you're nfraid to show |to take that contest under his wing. He
{tesk ont o big silver watch. |
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“OF with vour j
a!l  Sort yourselves
unds, and one-min
£ the Tiith.
amage iz dones but il vou don’t
od fight,
{ow then!
“And the side that wins is Top Side of
ockwood for the vest of the term,” said
ommy Dodd quickly.
“Done!™ said Lovell at once.
The juniors formed a wide ring, erowd-
g round to sec the four-handed mill. The
o quartetfes faced ere another, Tommy
d and Jimmy Silver measuring cach
ber with their eycs. Fowler of the Fiith
avded his watc?;, and gave the word,
'ime !
“Go it, Classics!”™
“Go it; Moderns!”
pAnd Classics and Moderns went it, Most
~the spectators cxpected to see Jimmy
Iver knocked out in the first round by
mmy Dodd, who was well krows to be a
ghty man with his hands. But they were
appointed. Jimmy held his ground well.
ough _that round and the next he held
sown, but without doing much attacking.
t the sapicut ones observed that Tominy
‘s ettacks did not materialise. In the
h round Jimmy Silver seemed as fresh
ever, and Tommy Dodd was getting o
le excited. Ho kad expected to knock
t the new boy very guickly, But the new
was turning out a Lard nut to erack.
ho fourth ronnd finished the contest be-
een Newcome and Tommy Dovle. The
ical champion had put up a good fight,
t the Irish junior was a little too good
bim. And thero were loud Modern vells
en the Classical was counted out. It was
firast victory to the Moderns.
ut -there was a change of fortune in the
h round. Lovell knocked Tommy Cook
t with & mighty swipe, and Cook was
blo_to toe the line for the next round.
en it was the turn of the Classicals to
. and yell they did till the gymnasium

Get the mittens
Three-minuto
* said Fowler
“T'Il stop you hefore any
ut up a
"l'll vhop you all round mysell.

g
Level so far,” Jimmy Silver remarked
Lovell, us he rested after the fifth rovnd,
Looks all right for our side—what!”
“How are you going?” askea Lovell
Trou:ly

T

"wo pauirs of combatants stepped up for

n3 a trivet|”
1o

JIMMY JOINS UP!

the sixth round at the call of time. Both
finished, and the seventh started amid
great cxcitement. The seveath round was
the finish for poor Raby. Towle was pretty
nearly finished, but ho was able te toe the
line for the cighth round, and Raby wasn’t,
Another vietory for the Moderns, and they
wmnde the gy, ring with their jubilation.
Tommy Dodd and Jimmy Silver stepped
up again. The excitement was tense now.
Both the champions were showing signs of
damage, in spite of thegloves, but both

were determined and full of pluck. The
liopes of the Moderns were high; they had
every faith in Tommy Dodd, and if he

keocked the new kid out the Moderns were
secure of the coveted Litlo of Top Side at
Rookwood for the rest of the term.

These  were thrilling  moments.  The
Classicals were agog with anxiely. Would
their man succeed in knocking ouf tho great
Tommy Dodd and making tho four-handed
mllil a draw? . All depended on Jimmy
Silver.

“Time!”

The combatants separated, Jimmy Silver
sat dowi on the knee Lovell made for him,
and Lovell fanned his heated brow. Webb
was performing a similar servico for
Tommy Dodd.

“They’ll be Top Side if he beats you,”
said Lovell to Jimmy.

“He won't beat mel”

“Time!™

Breathless silence ss the minth round
started. Tommy Dodd piled in for all ho
was worth. The Classioals searcely breathod
as they saw their man give ground. He
secmed to sink back, and Lovell groaned
as Tommy Dodd rushed in. But it was only
a feint,  The apparentily fagged boxer
stifened up, Tommy’s blows were well
guarded, and Silver closed in, hitting hard.

Crash, crash, crash came left and right,
right and left, and Tommy Dodd went
down with a heavy bump.

“Brave!"” roared the Classicals

Fowler of the Fifth began to count :

* One—two—three—four—five—sis—""

Tommy Dodd staggered up. Jiamy Silvor
could have knocked Eim out as he rose. But
he kept his hands down till Tommy was
fairly on his feet. Thore was a growl from
some of the Classicals. This wasn't a time
for their champion to be taking chauces,
But he had lost nothing. Tommy Dodd
was groggy, end another right-hander laid
him on the floor again, *
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“Time!"

"fommy Dodd had never been so glad to
hear the call of time. Ho staggered to
Webb's knee.

«That will do,” said Fowler of tho Fifth.
“You can't go on, Dodd.”

“I'm as fit as a fiddle!” howled Tommy
Dodd. T tell you I can lick any Classical
kid that ever came to Rookwood1”

“Well, time!”

It was the tenth round. Tommy Dedd
Fu!. into it all he was worth. But one of
1is cyes was closed, and with the other he
(id not sce very clearly. Jimmy Silver
met his attack with counter-attack and his
drives came out like steam-hammers. In
less than a minute Tommy Dodd was on
his back, gasping.

Fowler E)cmm to count. Tommy Dodd
made an offort to rise, and sank back again

He was “done.” i

 One —two—three—four—five—six—seven
—eight—nine—out I”

’.[Egr-n from the Classical crowd burst &
yoar that made the roof almost shake.

“Bravol Hurrah | Classics  win!
Hurrah!” .

“Tt’s a draw!” said Fowler of the Fifth.

Two- wins on each side. ow sheke
hande.”

Tommy Dodd had staggered up,

leaning

6

heavily on Cook. e grinned a_twist
grin as Jimmy Silver held out his han
He took it readily cnuugl\.

“You're a good man!” he gasped, “We
{ry it over again some time. DBut you'
done me now, and it's a giddy draw, C
my eyo!”

Tommy Dodd’s friends helped him awi
e had put up & gallant fight, and the fo
handed mill had ended in a draw.
great question as to which was Top Side
Tcokwood remained unsettled. Probably
never would be settled. But it had beer
tremendous mill.

The Classicals surrounded Jimmy Sil
as he put on his jacket with Lovell's he
The Fistical Three were brimming o
with delight. Well had their new ¢
upheld the honour of tho end study.

“Shoulder h:g}]!" shouted - Hooker.

And Jimmy Silver, with one eye clo
and his nose very bulbous, was moun
upon the shoulders of the cheering juni
and marched out of the gym. in trium
Right into the House and up the stairs t
marched him, and did not put him d¢
till they reached the end study. Then, ¥
a final cheer, the Classical juniors depar
and for the mext half-hour the bathin

cyes and noses was the prineipal oecu'paﬂ
of the Fistical Four.
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| The Growih of the Skyscraper !

To loave a warm. well-lit office or workshop»
stop into a lift, and he whisked in five seconds
to the bosom of the family, is a prospoct
calonlated to appeal to most city-dwellers
in this country. In winter the wind and
slush, thoe crowded trams and trains, make
getting to work and geiting home again in &
_¢ity like London mnything but a pleasure.

‘I'he skyscrapers in New York City oro fast
devoloping on lines which will abolish that
| tircsome part of the day's routine for the
| Oity worker. As the advantagos of this t‘i’pe
of building become maonifest, cities other than
Now York will have their thirty-five-storey
| towers of steel rising to the sky.

| Say 1i in Stone 1

The prospect of skyscrapers in London may
alarm the old-fashioned, to whom a skyscraper
~is o flat, uninteresting Btructure, with nothing
to. recommend it but its sizo, Actually, the
modern ekyscraper is 8 thing of beauty as
well ns utility, . What is ealled the ** sét-baclk k)

openod up grest possibilitios in this ty
of structure, The upper portion of the
skyscaper Tises up in the form of one or more
towera, sob back from the baso, which will
|-often occupy a wholo city square. The
tower is rounded off artistically, and some-
timos with an eyo to advertisement, as in the
easo of the American Radiator Building, one
. of the boncons of New York City. This
building, designed by a clover architect named
" Raymond Hood, is buils of black brick on a
base of IAack granite, and the tower is crowned
L with n crest of glowing gold end red, which
not only looks very effective, but eunningly
suggests tho warm glow of the heating ap-
paratus tho enmpany manufactures. Oue can
¢ {hink, roadily enough, of instances where this
! form of a snont could be employed with
! lcsa bnppy results, but thero are strict laws
alating tho usd of ndvertising on thesy
14, in Now York, and no ono is allowed
sure tho sky-line for commercial gain.
.

d | glass bang from the ceiling.
b it

G UP!

i

st e e

To wgﬂl: into the entranco-hall of a sky-
seraper is to bo impressed by the spaciousness
and beauty of the design. Tho ceiling is in
colour, the ‘motal work is executed with great
skill and finish. Large larnRu of coloured

t night, flood-
ghts on the set-backs bathe the upper towers
with light, and with the growing use of
colou tiles in harmonised mnasecs, the
City of Skyscrapers in the near future will
glow with an Oriental splendour.

Looking Down—and Ahezd !

Tmagine, in fifty years’ time, the tired
business man being whisked to his home on the
thirty-fifth floor, ﬁuvinﬁ just loft hia office on
the tenth, He will look down from his
windows on tg flower-heds and terraced walks
laid out on the set-back, and should he
take o satroll, furthor below he will watch
motor-cars, shaped something like inverted
bullots, rushing along at o hundred miles an
hour. These cars wiﬁ be at leas: twenty-five
fect long, soverely strenm-lined, with the
driver inside the nose, and the engines and
fuol stowed in the tail. Tho road itself will be
used only for vehicular traffic, while pedes-
trians will uso on arceded side-walk above
the strect. The road will have a concreto
base and o bituminous surface, tho trailic
will be controlled by lights, and the garages
and parking places will all bo underground.
Landing-places for aeroplanes will bo provided
at convenicnt levels, and the 'plane, rather
than the car, used for long-distance travel.

1In the core or centre of the skyscrapor will
ba theatres, Tes ion-rooms, gy i
librarics, overvthing mneeded ?u: a  joly
communal life, and all without having to
cross the road.

Such buildings are actually rearing skyward
in New York City, whero i?ig Buaincas has
spen the benefit of having thoe worker near
lig work, in surroundings that stimulate him
in his leisure time,

8.L.





