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CHAPTER 1.
Simmy Siiver Means Businoss.
T won't do!”
down on the table in the end study
i; Silver Dbrought his fist
fhat made the fable jump,

his  study-mates  jump,

q

Jimmy Silver had been thinking, with
wrinkled brows and a glint in his cyes.
That bang upon the table was the out-

1c of his reficctions—apparently of an
perating nature.

But it was certainly an unfortunate
moment for that demonstration, even
though Jimmy Silver, like the prophet
of old, did well to be angry.

For Taby was pouring out the tea.

The jump Raby gave as the table
| jumped” naturally spoilt his aim with

the teapot.

There was a ferocious yell from Lovell
as the hot tca came over his knees.

o chool.

“Look out, fathcad I”

Tho startled Raby jerked his arm back,
to the accompaniment of a wild war-cry
from Newcome, who caught the teapot
with s chest.

<O, you idiot 1”

“My hat!” gasped Raby,
bergasted. “Mum-my hat |

“Stop pouring.out the tea !” shricked
Neweome. “Do you want to drown the
study P

Tlhe tea was still strcaming from the
pot, fortumately into the sugar-basin
now. Raby riglited it at last.

Lovell mopped his knces, and gave
Raby looks that ought to have felled him
on the study carpet. Newcome mopped
his waistcoat, and said things,

“'Twasw’t my fault!” eaid Raby.
“How could I lelp it? When a silly

¢ bangs a silly table with his silly
just when I'm pouring out the silly

quite flab-
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“Oh, you ass !”
“Oh, you fathead!
“Look at my bags !”
k at my waistcoat

the rcst of the tea over him !
howled Lovell.

“Here, hold on!” exclaimed Raby, in
alarm. “Mop it over Silver! Tt was
his fault! ﬁe silly jabberwock made

me jump—-

“éo De did,” said Lovell, “and he
made us jump, too! Now I'll make him
jump 1

Jimmy Silver did jump as_the teapot
swung round towards him. He jumpe
up in time to escape the stream, for-
tunately. But Lovell was not to be
denied.” His knces were soaked with hot
tea, and he was wrathy.! And he pursued

BACKING

Tm scalded

P

Jimmy Silver ferociously round the |

study, teapot in hand.

“Hold on!” cjaculated Jimmy Silver.
“Don’t play the goat! Kecp that tea-
pot away, you burbler! Gerrout of the

way, Raby! Stop, you ass!”
“Stop him!” yelled Lovell, chasing
round the table.
“Oh, my hat ”
Raby and Newcome _grinmed, and

collared Jimmy Silver.
panting with the teapot.

“Now, then, where will you have it?”

“Pax "

“Blow pax! Look at my bags!”

“Look at my waistcoat ”

“Yarooh I” Toared Jimm
the tca streamed over his
“Stoppit, you dangerous lunatic!
Bot ! Yowawp !”

“Now, his waistcoat!” grinned New-
“Fair play all round!”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Yaro-o-o-op! Will you stoppit?”

“Yes—the pot’s empty ! said Lovell.
“Next time you can moderate your
transports when o clumsy chump is
pouring out the tea !” _

“Oh, you asscs!” groaned Jimmy
Silver, a5 he mopped away the warm
fluid with his handkerchief, which was
soon a stained and limp rag. “You
cuckoos! I've been thinking it out—

“Thinking what out, fathead ?”

Lovell came up

Silver, as
trousers.
It’s

UP JIMMY!

“About the Greyfriars match.”

“Well, you can think it out nest time

without banging the table,” said Lovell.
“All the tea’s wasted mow, and thero
isn’t any more in the cupboard. That
was the last lot.” -
__ “Serve you jolly well right for wasting
it 1” growled Jimmy Silver. “Look here,
I suppose you fellows agreo that some-
thing’s gob to be done?”

“Yes; we shall have to borrow some
tea from Hooker, I suppose.” !

“Blow the tea | shouted Jimmy Silver,
“I'm thinking of the cricket match 1

“Blow the cricket match!” retorted
Lovell. “I'm thinking of the tea !

Jimmy Silver gave a snort of wrath.

“You'silly ass—?

“You burbling cuckoo !

And, with that eschange of complis
ments, Lovell left the end study, to
borrow a mew supply of tea from
Hooker of the Fourth.

Jimmy Silver sat down again with a
growl. ~ Jimmy had been giving that
fmportant subject a lot of hard think-
ing, and the lack of enthusiasm on the
part of his study-mates exasperated him.

Tt really was an important matter.!
Every fellow in the Fourth agreed that
Smythe, of the Shell, was about the
“yottenest ” junior cricket captain that
Rookwood could possibly have. i

Smytho of the Shell was perfectly in-
different to their opinion on the subject.
He went on his way loftily, and mado no"
sign, liko Jove of old on Tigh Olympus.

He only thing that could possibly
worry, Smythe was a_new clection and
a majority against him in the votes of
the junior sports club.

And that couldn’t happen. For the
junior club was almost equally divided

ctween the juniors of the Modern and
the Classical sides at Rookwood. And
Moderns and Classicals could not agree
upon a_candidate.

Smythe was a Classical, but then
Smythe was in the Shell. The Shell
stood upon their dignity as “Middle
School,” and not a Shell fellow would
have voted for a candidate from the
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Fowrth Form.
were_more
the Slell.
candidate.

The Fourth Form was more numerous,
and could have heaten the Shell casily
in an clection, if they conld have come
to an agrccment. But no Classical
would voto for the Modern man, and no
Modern would vote for the Classical
man.

Indeed, at the last election all the
Classical Fourth had voted for Smythe
to_avert the fearful danger of having
a Modern junior skipper.

Anything was better than that, from
a Classical point of view—the rivalry
between the two sides at Rookwood bei
very keen, especially in the lower Form:

Jimmy Silver had averted that danger
—they had a Classical skipper. But he
was a frstelass rotter, as the junio
clegantly csp it, and under Lis
gmdmu the ]umox cleven was going to

It happened that there
lassicals than Moderns in
So Smythe was a safe Shell

MHacdly a Modosn chap wés.pub into
the team, which was a very sore point
yith Torimy Dodd & Co, ihe heroes of
the Modern' side.

But Jimmy Silver & Co. might have
aTdonedi that  thas. “merol whs | ntn
down, on the Modetns. But hardly a
Classical who could play was put in, and
that was the rub. Smythe of the Shell
cxercised his powers as a skipper to the
full, so far as the solection of the team
went. And he scemed to regard the
making up of a team as a sort of family
arrangement.  His friends in the Shell
filled most of the places. e took
players from the Fourth they were
usually slackers like Townsend —and

Topham.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had sworn a
solemn swear that the ericket season
shouldw’t be “mucked up.”

But, witliout coming to an agreement
with fheir old rivals of the Modern sido,
there was 1o giving Smythe a fall. And
all attempts at a “rapprochement
with the Moderss had ended in free
fights, so far
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Such was the state of affairs which
gave Jimmy Silver food for thought,
and coused him to bang the table  in
the cnd study with such disastrous
results.

Jimmy Silver sat with a gloomy Dbrow.
He felt that he was not getting the
proper amount of support from the Co.
Lovell came back into the stady with a
frezh supply of tea, borrowed from
Hooker, and Jimmy looked at him with
a glum eye.

Lovell did not scem to mind. He made
the tea, and cheezfully asked Jimmy
Silver if he would have some.

“0h, pour it out!” said Silver misan-
thropically. “There’s nothing to thi
of in this study except guzaling, I sce.
It doesw’t matfer if Greyfriars lick us |
Wore wsed to being licked, it we?

’s have tea! Eat, driuk, and
merry, for to-movrow we'll be licked I

“Well, yowre a eheery soul " said
Tovell. “Got any more nice consoling
jaw like that? Iicel it off, and dow'd
mind us !

“Somcthing ought to
grovled Jimmy Silver.

“I suppose we can’t lynch Smythe?”

“I'd like to!” said Jimmy Silver
savagely. “The ass wouldn’t be so bad

¢ knew how to make up a teara.
“Tain’t that I want to play myself—
though T do want to, as a matier of fact!
I'd forgive him if he'd put that Modern
worm Dodd in, Dodd can play. But
what’s the good of a set of dummies like
Smythe and Howard and Tracy and
Townsend and the rest going over to
play Greyfriars?”

“Not much good,” agreed Raby. “But
they’re going, and we can’t help it.
Smythe’s skipper, and we clected him.”

“It’s all the fault of those Modern
cads,” said Newcome. “If they'd vote
for one of us we'd soon shift Smythcy
out.”

<But they won't, the worms.”

“Well, we'll get up a game among
owrsclves_while they're “gone,” said
Tovell. “We'll play cnckct Shile they'ro
playing the giddy ox.”

be dome!”
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“We're not the junior eleven; it don’t
count. Smythe has got to bo prevented
from making a giddy ass of himself.”

“Can’t be dome. ~He was born, not
made,” said Lovell. “Asinus nascitur,
non fit,” added Lovell brilliantly—a
fittle joke quite worthy of a study on
the Classical side, where they patronised
Latin.

Jimmy Silver declined to grin.
did not feel like grinning.

“Something’s going to be donc,” he
said determinedly.

“What?” asked the Co., in chorus.

“Blessed if I know,” grunted Silver.

“Same here! Have some of this cake,
and stop grousing.”

Jimmy Silver had some of the cake,
but he did not stop grousing. It was a
little too thick for a topping cricketer
like Jimmy Silver to be left ab Rook-
wood while a sct of “burblers” went
over to Greyfriars to play the giddy ox.

Jimmy Silver did a big think while
he dembolished the cake, and suddenly
he uttered an exclamation.

“T've got it 1"

“The cake?” asked Lovell. “I can
see you have. Pass it this way I”

“¥athcad ! Come along !”

“Whither, O King?”

Wero going to seo Smythe.”

“0ld Bulkeley came down on us last
time we ragged him,” said Raby doubt-

He

ully. 5

“This isn’t a rag. Come on |

“Oh, all right !’

The Co. followed Jimmy Silver from
the study. They were quite willing to
back up their chum, even if it led to a
“rag” and having old Bulkeley down
on them again.

CHAPTER 2,
A Warning to Adolphus.

DOLPHUS SMYTHE, the ornament
A of the Shell and junior captain
of Rookwood, reposed in an arm-

chair in his elegantly-furnished study.
He had a cigarette between his lips.
That was one of his little ways. It was

a most expensive gold-tipped ci
Adolphus was an expensive youth.
Three juniors of the Fourth were in

the doorway, talking to Smythe, as tho
Classical four came along the passage.
They were Tommy Dodd and Tommy
Doyle and Tommy Cook, of the Modern
They were all talking at once,
and their voices were mot gentlo mor
were their remarks  complimentary.
Adolphus surveyed them  with calm
disdain as he blew out little clouds of,
smoke. Adolphus looked more Olympian
than cver at that moment. E
“So you're playing the giddy ox, as
usual ¥ Tommy Dodd was saying. = -
“It's making a howling ass of yoursclf
you're after,” eaid Doyle.
“You want to give the Greyfriars
fellows another cackle,” said Cook.
Adolphus Smythe raised a manicured
hand to remove the cigarctte from his'
lips to speak. i
“Shut the door after you!” was his!
remark. 3
“Let’s have him out of that chair and|
scrag him |” said Cook. L
“Frere’s a prefect down the passage,”,
growled Tommy Dodd. |
“Run away and play, dear boys ” said
Smythe cnlml{. . Your voides geb op!
my nerves a bit, I can’t stan% you!
Modern, fellows, yow're so raucous.’”,
“You've really settled about thé)
team ?” demam‘ledy Tommy Dodd, i
Xansr

“Not a Modern fellow in it !” howled;
i :

D svle.

mythe shook his head.

“I"want oricketers,” he explained.
_“Cricketers | There isn’t one of your
nll%gang who can play cricket.” 3

“By gad, thesp Modern kids pte]
noisy |” said Smythe. “How’s a felm
to put up with these young hooligans,
Tracy, old man?” :

Tracy shook his head. R

“,Don'h ask me,” he replied. “ Why)
don’t they go away and study stinks o
mug up German? " That's what Moderh|
kids are born for. T wonder what the!
think they know about cricket?” )

Tommy Dodd & Co. shook their fists
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at the placid Smythe, and debated
whether they should Tag him and chanco
the prefect. The Fistical Four arrived
in the doorway, and Tommy Dodd
glared at them. But the rivals of Rook-
wood met without a rag for once.

“Don’t go,” said Jimmy Silver. “I’ve
come here to talk to that tailor’s dummy,
and you Modern kids can back me up.”

“I've been talking to him,” growled
Tommy Dodd. “He hasn’t the sense of
a bunny rabbit. THe’s going to let Rook-
wood down again. All because you
Classical worms won't vote for a dedent
candidate.”

“All because you Modern idiots won’t,
you_mean,” said Lovell hotly.
© “Why, you ass—-"

“Why, you fathead—"

“Pcace, my infants!” said Jimmy
Silver. “Smythey is our game now.
I'm going to try to bring the sublime
Smythey to reason.”

! “By gad,” said Adolphus, lighting a
fresh cigarctte, “it’s a regular deputa-
tion! Any more fags coming herc to
jaw?”

,J “I'm going to talk to you like a Dutch
uncle,” said Jimmy Silver. “Youw've
made up a rotten team for Greyfriars.
You've put in every slacker you could
\dig up, and left out every fellow who
‘can play. Well, I want you to make
some changes.”

Smythe yawned.

“I want you,” continued Jimmy
Silver calmly,” “to make.seven changes
'at least. Put in us four and these three
Modern_chaps.”

{ “We'd be satisfied with_that,” said
“We're willing to be

Tommy Dodd.
teas,ona}ﬂeé"

“Well, do you agree, Smythey?”

“Hardly ! }}nwnfa Smythy:, ¥

“Yow're going on your own way?”

“Yaas.”

“Well, then, now I come to the sccond
point. Do you think that your team
can beat Greyfriars Remove?”
| “Yaas.”

“You don’t think they’ll beat you with
an inuings to spare?”

“Very improbable, dear boy.”

“It’s a_dead cort,” growled Tomm
Dodd. “If Greyfriars bat first they’ll
declare, and you'll have to follow on your
innings, and they’ll beat you with runs
to spare and without batting again.”

“What & pleasant prospect,” said
Smythe pleasantly.

“Yes, you carc a fat lot if Rookwood
is let down all through the season,”
growled Lovell savagely.

“By gad I’

“Now I'm coming to the point,” said
Jimmy Silver.

“Time you did, dear boy,” agreed
Smythe.

“We're going over to Greyiriars to sce
the match.”

Smythe shook his head.

“Can’t have a lot of fags tagging
along after the team,” he said dccidedly.

“We're coming, all the same.”

“You jolly well won't come in the
car.”

“We shall bike it.”

“By gad !”

“And we'll sce the match and—
“What the thunder arc you driving
at?” demanded Tommy Dodd angrily.
“Do you think I'm going over there to
soe the Greyfriays fellows cackling at our
cleven?”

“Let me finish, my son. Smythe says
he can beat Greyfriars Remove. I say
that he’ll be beaten with an innings to

spare. Well, we'll watch the matel. 1f
the Greyfriars Remove win by an
innings, Smythey—

“Yaas?” drawled Smythe.

“Then we'll give you the ragging of
your life.”

“What 1”

“And give the Greyfriars fellows
something to laugh at as well as Rook-
wood cricket,” concluded Jimmy Silver.

“By gad !

The Fourth-Formers burst into a
chuckle. Jimmy Silver’s scheme just
jumped with théir inclinations.

“Jolly  good wheeze!” exclaimed
Tommy Dodd Leartily. “We're on.”

“Taith, and we arc intoirely !”
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“Good egg !”

“You savvy, Smythey? Yowve picked
the team, and if you win the match or
givo the Greyfriars team o good tussle,
you're all serene; wo'll cheer you no

end. But if you have a licking that
makes them cackle, we rag you bald-
headed 1

“By Jove!”

“Now will you make some changes in
the team?”

“ Hardly I”

“Then you know what to expect.”

“Thanks I”

“You idiot ™ :

“Would you mind shutting the door
after you?”

The Fourth-Formers retired from _the
They closed the door after them
with a bang. In the passage they looked
at one another expressively.

“The burbler thinks we're blufling,” said
Tommy Dodd.

“He'll_find out tomorrow,
Jimmy Silver. “We're going?™

“Yes, rather " 4

“Pll tell Towle,” said Tommy Dodd.
“That'll make eight of us. Eight will
bo enough to handle eleven slackers like
that_crew.” e

“More _ than enough,” said _Jimmy
Silver. “All of you get your bikes out
after dinner to-morrow. ~It's a long
ride—"

“It’s o long, long way to Greyfriars

sang Nowcome. i
“But we'll get thefe; and if they put
up their usual funny game, we'll make
‘em look funny afterwardsl™ - -
“‘Hear, hear!”
“And so it was settled,

growled

CHAPTER &
Two Parties for Greyfriars,
CRICKET was tho order of the day

now at Roockwood.
Rookwood has always_been a
cricketing school, and the Rookwood
First Eleven was famous for its exploits
on the playing-fields. Bulkeley, the captain
of the school, was getting together a first
cleven that was to do wonders that season—
if Bulkeley could bring it about. And
there was excellent material in the Lower
Torms for a first-rate junior eleven.

{ School House,

It was only owing fo the unfortunate

stato of affairs between Moderns and
Classicals that tho Rookwood juniors had
no opportunity of distinguishing them-
selves, but nobody was satisficd with
Smythe & Co. They did not sccm to mind
that. They Eore their many defeats quite
cheerfully  Indeed, Adolphus had been
heard to declaro that no game was worth
a chap’s while if he had to fag over it.
. Fagging over anything certainly wasn't
in Adolphus’ line at all. When ho was
got up for cricket, he was a thing of beauty
and a joy for ever to look at. It was quite
a sight to_behold Adolphus lounging down
to the wicket, elegantly drawing on his
gloves.

It was another sight to sec him lounging
away again, quito unperturbed, when ho
had been bowled, stumped, or caught, often
without breaking his duck. But it was not
a sight to bo enjoyed by fellows who were
keen on crickef, and jealous of their
school’s record in_games.

The day after Jimmy Silver's interview
with the great Adolphus was the date of
the match with Greyiriars. Very soon after
dinner Smythe & Co. came out to start. A
whacking d_come round for
them. Adolphus always did things in style.
He gencrally had plenty of moncy, and. his
friends were in the same fortunato position
—for_the simple reason that Adolphus de-
clined to know anybody who was hard up.

It Adolphus had suggested paying for

o car out of the club funds, Adolphus
would_probably have been tcalped; but
he didn’t. The Giddy Goats—the name
Adolphus & Co. loved to call themselves by,
—stood the car themselves. And they felt
vory proud of tho big car and of themy
eclves, as it stood snorting outsido thd
waiting for them. §
Half Rookwood gathered to seq thom off
It was a party of twelve—special friends
of Adolphus, and most of them Shell felst
lows. Only Townsend and Topham of thé,
Fourth were included. ;

The Fistical Four and Tommy Dodd &
Co. were there, looking ferocious. They]
had hoped up to the last moment that
Smytho might chango his mind. If he took!
oven a few good players with him, they|
were willing to call it square. But Smythe
had mado no change,

Ho did not take Jimmy Silver’s threat at
all seriously. It was a long way to Greys
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such a_bike ride would have

. o did not_belicve for
Fourth-Formers  in-
tended to_undertake it.

“So yow're off 1* growled Jimmy Silver.

Smythe glanced gt him carclesdly.

“Yaas,” he r

“Remember wgt 1 told you!”

Smythe looked  reflective.

“Did you toll mo anything, dear boy ?”
ho asked. “Excuse me, I've quite forgot-
ten. Shocking memory, by gad! What
was it?”

Oh, go and cat coke!” growled Jimmy

[ viars, and
killed Adol

Bilver.
“Come Smythe,” said Howard.
“Dows wasta time falking to fags, old
2
Raas, T'm
| Smyths & Co. R e

the car with their cricket-bags. The chauf-
four drove tho big car down to the gates.

o Well, they're off!” grunted -Tommy
“Rxgh offI” said Lovell. “ Ofi their
onions! Off their silly ro

er:

“Get out the bikes,” said Jimmy Silver.

Tight juniors rushed for their bikes.

They rushed the bikes down to the gates
and mounted. g Side a_trial match
was going on betwenn two senior elevens—
Bulkeley’s Classical team and Knowles’
Modern elcven At any other time the
heroes e Fourth would have been
&ad to waich old Buikeley batting; but

ey had no time for senior matches now.

The Classical four and Tommy Dodd &

. were all sturdy fellows, and in the
pink of condition, They pedalled avay at
& great rate on tho track of the
. The big car was still in sight, A
slackcned down to lot a market-cart geb

t of the way in the narrow lane, the
oyclm.s almost overtook it. Smythe & Co.,
looking back, perceived them.

i There was a ripple of laughter from the
lellows in the car.

“By gad!” said Smythe, extracting an
eyegbxss Strom his pocket, and jamming it
into his eye “Those fags are after us!”

“Ha, h
i “Where ‘are you kids going ?” called out
Trace

“Greyfrian," replied Jimmy Silver.

“Ha, ha, ha! You've a long vay to go!”

“(\Z;»hauﬁeur 17 called out Smyth>.

es. sir.
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“Tet her go! There arc a gang of
ercling bo boungers just behind

The chauffcur “lot her go,” and the big
car taced away from the cyclist. It
vanished in the distance in a cloud of dust.

“Steady, the Buffs!” said Jimmy Silve
“No good trying to race a giddy moto:

car! Don’t pump yourselves out ab the
start!”

“Yes, go casy with these Cl.s,<sxcal klds,
remaxk;d Tommy  Dodd.

ant them cracking up on the md

“Prohably leave you behind fainting

ubout lnI( way |” snorted La ell.
lassical ass—"

“You Modern worm—-'

“Shut up!” roared Jimmy Silver. “Is
this the time for ragging, you chumps?
We want all our wind for riding, if we're
gethnﬂ to Greyfriars ”

1ght-ho!” smd Lovell. “Bub that
Modern ass—""

“That Classical chump—-

‘;ny up, you pair o b)u1<ersl
on

The_ rivals of Rookwood, vmh noble self-
restraint, forbore from
Silver’s remark was just— they needed a.F
their breath for their long ride. They went
on at a steady pace, without scorching, but
they covered the ground pretty quickly.

‘motor-car was long out of sight, and
they did not expect to sce it again il they
arrived aj Greyfriars, Bub half-way to
their destination, when they were feeling
decidedly warm, a_sight burst upon their
S aton ik et athems great joy.

Tt was the sight of a big motor-car drawn
up beside the road, with a smudgy and
sulky chauffeur at work upon one of the
wheels, and twelve elegantly-dressed fellows
sf.mdmﬂ round and looking on.

“Hooray!” _cried  Jimmy
“Sm; Lhc s li;ir, by gum!”

,,,

Kim

Silver.

The' cyelists put_on a spurt, and swept
up in fine style. Smytho & Co. stared and
blinked at them, They had never dreamed
of Sgeing tho funiors so for from. homo.
y ged, (4 thos fags!” said Smytho.

e cyclitts jumped dow

“Breakdown — what 1” grinned Jimmy
Silver.

“Beastly puncturo or something " growled
Tracy. seem o bo ablo to

get tho tyre off, or somethm,, or he can't
get it on, or something!’
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acy’s & of

were
videnly i
“This'jo what comes of svanking,”
marked Tommy Dod

gardon tratn would have Liden san thess
Without a p\\ncture”

“We'll | cxpect at  Creyfriars,
Smythey,” said Tovell. “Tll tell_you what
—ss wo'vo found you, there’s sl timo to
make a chango in your team!

“TLast time of asking,” said Raby.

Smythe frowned,

“Don't be checky!” was his zeply.

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver. _*Leave

*em to worry with thair old car. Ve shall
1

o

get_there first now!”

The_cyelists rode on in_great s
they did not get to Greyfriars first, it
certain that they would not be far bo)nud
Mile after mile slipped under the flashing
whecls.

The loud hoot of a motor-horn behind
ﬂ\em drove them to the side of the road,

d Smythe’s big car camo whooping by.

Smythe & Co. smiled disdainfully at the
warm and dusty eyclists as they passed, and
left them choked with petrol and dust.

“Never mmd"’ panted Jithmy Silver.

“There’s a milestone—two miles to
Courtfield; that's closs, to. Greyiiarst

They pedalled through Courtfield at last.
It was another mile on to the school, they
found, and that mile certainly scomed
long one 1n Jumny Silver & Co., hard riders
as_they wi

But ths gntcs of Greyfriars came in
sight at last, and they jumped down, a
warm, perspiring, and dusty crowd, but
greatly satisfied with themselves. "With
red and smiling faces they wheeled their
dusty bikes in &b the school gates.

CHAPTER 4.
“ Gricket! "

ARRY WHARTON, the captain of
glce(cd Rdolphus 'Smytho with
great politoness, Smytho was grati

fied to see that a goodly crowd of G

friare. fallows was® gathering about  the

ground to seo the match.

He would not, perhaps, have been so
gratified if he had divined the reason that
drew the Greyfriars juniors to the spot.

Harry Wharton & Co. were keen

ol and in tho Remove cgdwb club
i had been debated more than once
whother they should drop the Rookwood

xture very seriously. But Bob Cherry,
a humorous youth, maintained that the
Rookwood match was as goed as a cinema
of tho most comic variety; end the other
fellows agreed that to ece the Rookwood
slackers leather-hunting was a sight for
gods, and men, and liifle fishes. It wasn’t
cricket, but it was an entertainment. But
it never dawned upon the sublime Adole
phus that he was regarded in that light.

Smythe gro Harry Wharton two fingers
to shal Groyfriars fellow bestowed
a rvnp upon ey that made Smytho yelp.

3y ged!” said Smythe, gasping.

“Th 77

Smythe rubbed his fingers. He was very
glad ‘that he had not given Wharton his
wholo hand. As a matter of fact, it was
the offering of two cold, fishy fingers that
had carned him that iron grip.

“Any )0\11 fellows commg ovet”‘
mml Bob_Chen

Vaas, I think there_are somo fags on
the road, bkag lt ) m)d Sm»the ¢ lhey
may got here. T don’t know.”

“Biking il Sid Bob Cherry, a little
surprised. Judging by what ho had seen
of the Rookwood fcllows, he would never,
have supposed that any of the Rookwooders’
wero keen enough about ricket fo. ride.
over twenty miles to se0 & matd

“Ygas,” said Smythe. “I dare say
they'Il_crack up on the rondthoggh? ok
“Very likely,” agreed Bob Cherry. I

suppose you're going to give us a thumping
licking this hme, and they’re coming to
see xe—wh

“Yaa;

“Wall, it would bo worth the ride.”. -
Harry Wharton gave his chum a warnin,
glence, The cgregious Smythe could never
sco when_his leg was being pulled, but
some of his team might. And comio as
the  Rookwooders considered a3
ericketers, courtesy came before everything.’

Greyfriars won tho toss, and Harry Whar-
ton clected to bat first, He did not_think

at_moro than ono innings would bo
needed for his side.

Bob Cherry and a sunburnt youth whont
his comrades called Squiff went out to
open the innin

pAolphus. lod Tis merry men into the

Ro\md the field the crowd was thickening.
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"They had smiling faces. Thoy were pre-
pared lo enjoy the acrobatic performances
¢i Smytho & Co. in- scarch of the elusive

' valhe bowled the first over. To fancied
himsclf as a bowler. He also fancied himself
as a bat; and he fancied that as a fieldsman
he was hard to beat. He had ouite a num-
ber of fancies. But if ho fancied that he
could make ‘any improssion upon Bol
Cherry’s wicket, never had his fancy so
dLI\.\ded him.

The batsman knocked thoe ball carelessly

away, glvnw Townsend at point a pretly
ensy catch, if Townsend had been wide
awake. Townsend woke up after the ball
was on the ground, and the Greyfriars
crowd smiled audibly.
! Smythe sent down another Lall Bob
Cherry let himself go at that, and the ball
‘soared away, and the batsm em u
times they crossed the p.tch before the
legthor was fielded and sont in.

“By gad!” said Smyt
. Smythe had rested in “an casy attitude
waiting for the ball. When it came in at
last he managed to catch it with both
hands. Then he strolled away to take his
liitle run, and delivered the ball once
more, It gavo Greyiriars three, and
brought Squiff to the batting end. There
were loud shouts of ironical warning from
the spectators, as Smytho grasped the ball

again
% out, Squifft”
“Mind your cye.”
Squilf out tho ball away for three, and
Smythe bowled to Bob Cherry again,” Bob
Cherry contented himself with a smvle that
time. Then Squiff knocked away the last
ball of the over for four.
| Harry Wharton was smiling. He had
never Fad & good opinion of Rookwood
loy; but this was a littlo “thicker ” than
ho had ever expected. It looked as if Bob
Cherry obligingly gave Townscnd o catch,
'and camo o
% What the dickens did you let that duffer
catch you out for? * demanded Wharton.
Tho batsman chuckle
“Thought I'd give you a turn, old chap.”
" Wharton laughed, and vent in. Smythe
varied the bowling with Howard and
Tracy and Townsend. By a miracle, Sqyilf's
wicket_fell when tho score was at sixty.
Mark Linley went in to take his place.
Tt Sva ust then that cight dusty fellows

8
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Bob Cherry gave them a cordial
linis as they camo up to ibo payiiion.
o

arrived.
gre

“Come to seo us licked—what?”
asked.

Jimmy Silver gave an expressive grunt.
“c e to tea ot teann play the giddy
o e

"\[y hat! R¥ot that worth biking tventy
miles 7"

“Oh, it's fanny!” said Lovell “Too
good to miss! I seo a lot of your fellows
think so. My only summer liat, look ab
the way Townsend’s bowlingl Does he
take the_wicket for a_barn?

Mark Linley knocked tho ball away.

“Look out in tho slips!” shricked Jimmy
Silver.

Slips woro ot looking out, Tho ball
glided past_them _a d.  Mark
finloy and Harry Wharton sauntercd along

the pitch, stopped Tor a litle chat in ihe
middle, en went on lazily to their
wickets. The crowd yelled with laughter.

Jmm‘.y Silver looked ab his chums ex-
pressiv

“That's what we've come to sec,” he
said, between his teeth. “To sce a Rook-
wood team guyed by theso bounders.

Sizmply gued, by gum?
t's too sickening|” taid Tommy Dodd
wretchedly. “The Greyfriars chaps bat
woll, but wo could givo them something
to think about. those «ummies—ob,
it’s too rotten!”

“There they go again!”

IL was quito an easy catch this time, and
Smythe, that brilliant field, looked like
getting it But it pussed his fingers and

dropped. Smythe did not seem_perturbed.
He shrugged his shoulders, and remarked
calmly:

“By gad!”

“Vahi Butterfingers”
Silyer, cxasperate

Smythe looked round calmly.

“Hillo! You fags thorot> he said.
“Don’t make a row here, dear boys! Fven
tho Fourth aro supposed to have  somo
o

Tho Tourth-Formers of Rooclwood wero
not. thinking “about manncrs Jush
They were in such a state of cxasperation
that they were inclined to invade the field,
and “mop up ” the egregious Smythe on
the Fcrtunatcly, they restrained
th

What

yelled Jimmy

ot

thc_y' “felt was almost too deep for
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words, as the picturesque innings’ went on.

sco_batsmen strolling across ‘the pitch,
while the Roolwood slackers dawdled aftor

o ball, was too irritating. the sub-
limo Adolphus appeared to havo not the
slightest inkling  that ho  was being

It was & relicf to Jimmy Silver & Co,
when the innings ended. It was not played
out. With three down for & level hundred.
Harry Wharton declared. Tho Greylriars
bats could have stayed in all the afternoon
if they had liked, but they generously
decided to givo their visitors a lookin, and
Smythe jumped at tho chance.

“Only mado a hundred, by gad!” ssid
Smythe, as the field came puffing and
panting off. ",.vaect at least that in an
innings—whiat ¥

t did not matter a rap to Smytho that
e ro T s e A i e i esiares
with cight wickets in hand. o beat
them, ho beat them, and Wharton would be
sorry that ho had taken chances. It did
0T avoh ookhe’ o Adolphis, that e had
5o dhance of beating Harry Wharton's

Bub Jimmy Silver & Co. were perfectly
aware of it. They knw that the Groyfriars
team would not need to bat again. That
hundred would never be _equalied s
Smytho & Co. in a couple of innings—or in
half a_dozen, if half a dgen had been
allowed. Bub Smytho & Co. came off to
discuss cako and ginger-beer with_placid
faces—only o littlo brathloss—and looking
a3 if they thought that they deserved well
of their country.

CHAPTER 8.
Licked to the Wide.

IMMY SILVER & Co., in spite of their
exasperation, found the Greyfriars
follows very ngremb]e. They were

a littlo sore over the guying of the
Rookwooders; but they did not blame
Wharton & Co. for that. They could mot
expect keen cricketers, as tho Greyfriars

fellows eyvidently were, to such a
team seriously. There wes an interval
before tho Rookwood innings started—

which tho visitors were glad o prolon%
they needed a rest, Harry Wharton & Co.
wos very hospitable, and the g inger po

Towed Fraely. immy Silver found bimselt

UP JIMMY|

chatting with Bob Cherry as if hL had
known him wholo terms.

And he folt that ho was bound to cxplain
a little. Ho found Bob a sympathetic
lxskenet

n’t you run away with the idea that
those burblers ropresent Rookwood,” said
Jimmy Silver emphatically. _“ They don’ti
Our first eleven is a terror, I can fell youl
You should sce old Bulkeley’s boundary hits.
And Knowles is a toppin; bo\v]cr—I 11 sy
that, though he’s on tl s%\

“Better than any rotten bomm ou can
dig up among Ciwur mouldy Ch ssics, and
chance it1” Tommy Dodd.

Timay bedi explain the somo-
what complicated politics of tho Lower
School at Rookwood, which had led to
such an egregious duffer as Smytho of tho
Shell being junior captain, with the un-
happy consequenco that a team of howling
asses went forth to represent Rookwood in
the playing-fields.

“Why don’t you get a better sklppcr,
then ?” nsked the puzzled Bob Cherr:

“It’s all the fault of thosc Modem cads'

hoy won't vote for a Classical ma

“It’s all the iuulf: of those Class)cnl c;\ds'
They won't vote for a Modern chap

Those two cxplsnations were mado
simultaneously by Jimmy_ Silver and
Tommy Dodd, and Bob chuckled. An
argument _scemed about {o commence,
which would have been more suitably con«

ucted at Rookwood than at Greyiriars|
but, iottunntely. the resumption of play
came

Smythe v bertt iabto open
the innings for Rookwood, and Harry
Wharton & Co. sauntered into the fiold,

Smythe camo to his wicket with & swank-
ing stride that made the spectators chucklo,
knowing what they had to expect.

Jimmy Silver & Cor Ioakoten morosely.
They knew what to expect, too,

Harry Wharton tossed the ball to a
du:ky youth, whom he called Ink; bu(
whose name, Jimmy Silver ﬂeameg, wag
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh, and who wai
a nabob or rajah or something in a far-off
Indian lan as soon as the dusky
buwler went on to bowl, Jimmy Silver eaid

a.

at
“That fellow knows something.”
Jimmy Silver's keon ey bad not deceivod
him. The dusky junior did know some:
Hhire. (1The O pak e te ke
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tluuHe about his dclivery, but the ball

cked Smythe's off-stump out of
g]mmd rithatt, giving the Hoskwood”cap.
tain the slightest chance.

Smythe stared down at hls
wicket, evidently in a state of s

“By gad!” ho cjaculated.

“How's Umt, umpuw"

“Ha, ha! Outl”

“Yaas, zls ouLl agreed Smythe. “By
gadl” And he strolled clegantly < with
his, bat under his arm.

What ducks’
Jxmmy Silver.

Smythe did not deign to rcply to that
He signed to Tracy to go on.
“Oh, don’t tn]k Maout ducks’ eggs,” said

3

\rrcckcd

eggs?” howled

Tom odd. going {3 bo @ pair
of spectacles Tor Syt St fPhe
bats_again!”

2 There goes Tracy!”
was staring at his wicket. Tho
nnddle stump had gone, and the wicket
jooked as if a dentist had visited it. Tracy
had the grace to look glum as he camo off.
His armour of sclf-satisfaction was mnot
quite so thick as Adolphus’.

Townsend wenb in next, and the third
ball of the over laid him low. After that,
it was_quite a procession. Hurreo Jamset
Ram Singh was not satisfied with the hat
trick. He was evidently a deadly bowler,
“and he was putting in all he knew, whether
for the sake of putting the batsmen out of
their misery, or for a lark, Jimmy Silver
could not guess. All kinds of bowling
came with equal case to him, and never

a ball seemed ultc like its predecessor.
Townsend. warns Yhnm to look out for
a fast ball like a shell from a particularly
}Zo\vellul big gun. But it was a slow that

nocked To hnm s wicket to picces.
ham told Che: to “.’.\tch ior that slow,
with a weird itching to the

off ; but the ball p)tchcd to eg and brought
Chesney to grief.

i “Oh, what a giddy entertainment!”
groaned Jimmy Silver, as the sixth wicket
went down to the sixth ball.

It was the double hat trick, and a roar
of cheering from the crowd greeted tho
performance. It was good work, oven
against such poor batsmen as the Rook-
wooders.  Hurreo Jamset Ram  Singh
grinned, and went into the field, and Harry
Wharton took the Rookwood wer
six down for

OWN LIBRARY 1

“Tooks rather thick,” Smythe murmured
to Tracy. Jven Smythe was a littlo stag-
gered. “Blessed if we don’t scratch tlns
fixture, old man. They don't play cricket
here—(hey work at it.”

“Tt thick,” agreed Tracy.
“Look at thoso fags—they're boilin

“Oh, blow the fags!” said “mythe care-
lessly.  “They’d have dono worse.”

How the fags could have dore worse than
lose their wickets for no runs, the great
Adolphus did not troublo to uplam

Matters looked up a little for Rookwood
in the second over. Harry Wharton, cither

from good-naturo or carelessness, gave
them a run for their money. Howard
almost chirped  when took a two.

vn chuckled \\hen three came to him.
ugent, of Gre; s, bowled ihe third
over.  Then Ho\».ud went back to the
pavilion, his j uddenly cut  short.
Another and anolhu- bat followed him.
“For mercy’s sake, buck up a b
Smythe whispered, as the last man went in.
Last man in tried to buck up, with the
result, that Bob Cherry caught him out

“All out for ﬁve"' said Jimmy Sllwcr,
with a gasp. * All—all—all—out—out—o
{or five! Carry me away and bury mc,

nebody.”

“Jiven “Adolphus Smytho looked a littlo
sick at the result. He was more determined
than ever, mentally, to scratch Greyfriars
off the Rookwood playing list: Hc wasn't
going to work at cricket. Not if he knew
it. Selwyn was the only fellow who looked
pleased. “Selwyn was not out, for the simple
reason that tho innings being at an end,

e could not bo bowled, stumped, or
caught.  But Selwyn choto to kit
h-s survival at the finish to his superior

Teu had been_arranged_after the Rook-
wood innings. But that innings had been
so remarkably short, that it was decided
to go on before tea. Smyihe was called
upon to follow on, which he did in some-
what low spirits.

“Better let me open the innings with
you,” caid Schwyn, “and, for goodness’
Sake, back mo up this time, some of you,

But  Sclwyn's cheery assumption  of
:upc.mmy was_short lived. For he got
the first ball of the over, and it knocked
his middle stump out of the ground.
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wyn came back o the pavilion talking
S Lot e T rited et
romarks about_rotten_ batsmen.

“HTow long is this blesced funcral going
to_last?” grumbled

Jimmy Silver snortedd with _disgust.

“Not_ long,” h “There’s that
blegeed nigger, going, to bow! sgein.

would bo. rotten,” eaid

Tommy Dodd. *But 1 diawt i

would "be quite so_ rotten as this! There

isn’t one of tho silly idiots who can play
for nuts.”

“Not one, by gum!”

he Groytriars chaps will simply | 'bur-t
their xibs soon,” said Newcome. ‘¢
trying mot to lough. I thought that Sl
bounder was going tohavo a fit”

s Smythey’s duck’s egg.”

i Adolphus Smytho ambled off the field.
o had sccured o duck’s egg in his sccond
innings, making the dreaded “pair of
spectacles.” Ho was quite silent for a long
time, apparenily ruminating on tho un-
cortainty of the of this world,
espocially i crickot.

Man_after, man ambled in, and ambled
out again. Tho Greyfriars crowd did n
b b SUdSLbUE eI ot vt
their morriment; it was moro than fle
could stand. . Shouts ‘of laughter Tollowed
tho fall of every wicket.

TThe sccond innings lasted longer than the
first. Bub it did not last very long. It
drew to a rapid and disastrous close.

Jummy Silver's eyes gleamed when last
men went i

“The ﬁmsh “now,” he said. “You fellows
are_ready

% Ready, o king|” said Raby,

“Thoss ‘sillyduffers have mado us look
fools to all Greyfriars. We're going
malke them look the same, and a little more
s0!”

“Hear, hear!”

The Rookwood chums wers quite deter-
mined upon that. They had given Adol-
phus Smythe fair warning; that could not
Do denicd. Adolphus had not chosen to
take rarning, or fo act upon I and
‘Adolphus had to fake the coasequénces.
Jimmy Silver intended to show Smythe &
Co. that they could not covar Rookwood
with ridicule with impunity, and he meant
to show tho Greyiriars fellows just how
much the ineffable Smythe was appreciated
by his own school. At least. thev would
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not_allow Greyfriars to believe that all
Rookwood was a home for idiots. And they
waited grimly for the finish,

It was mot long in coming. _Tho last
slacker_was clean-boyled, and Rookwood
were all down for nine.

“Five and nino, that's fourteen,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Fourtcen for the two inn-
ings!” TFourtcen, my sons! Fourteen!
Greytriars have ‘wou by au inaings an

exghty -six runs|”
“Oh, don’t!” sa.xd Lovell. “It's a bad
dream!”
““And look at Smythe I” brmthed Tommy
Dodd. “Only look af
e seemed to have recovered his
self-satisfaction. ~ After all, what was a
blessed

gamo of oricket, st & o pould
worry a
“By gad i Smythe, “you seem to
haye licked us rathor badly, Whartan!”
Rather badly!” murmured Jimm

Sitver, ¢ “Only zother, my Infants. Not

bland

Smy\‘.he nodded assent.

“Yoar  Astouishiy’ aumbor of flukes
occur in a gamo like this—astonishin’s

Some of your bowlmg was good though—
some of it,

“Only some of it?” murmured Bob
Cherry, almost. overcome.

“And nohced soms of your batting,”

said Smythe, “You've got a couple of

gogd bats.”
Only " couple!” grimmed Harry
“3 “eouplo gutte 00d,” eaid Smythe,
“and some of the bowlin’ twas good; you'v

g0t & conplo o bowlors that 15°
lay in my team, by gad
And Smythe el bis drpssing-

room with his team, not looking in the
dlightest degree downhoarteq,  ~ Ho left
the Greyfriars cricketers almost in con-
vulsions,
iy
CHAPTER 6,

Thinge of Beauty.
MYTHE & CO. had been about &
couple of minutes in the dressing.'
:mom, when the door was opened, and
ight juniors ewarmed in,

Sllver & Co. had called on business,
Smythe looked round with & frown,

“T s 02 uncertain game,” said Wharton

d be willing
|
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“Clem _om, you fags!” ho said. “Is
tea, ready 2"

“No, tea isw’t quite reads,” said Jimmy
Silver., “But wo're ready. We'vo had

some buns, and we're not siopping to tea,
thanks I”

“Well, it’s timo you got off, if you're
not going to be lats for calling-over,” said
Tracy. “If tho match had lasted as long
as we expected, we wouldn’t havo got home

calling-over.””

“It lasted as long as we expected,”
Tommy Dodd.

Swythe waved his hand to the door.

“None of your cheek! Get out! What
are you up to, Silver, you checky young
gedp? What are you locking that door

said

Jimmy, Silver turned tho Koy

“That's to prevent m(erruptmns,
said ety

“+Took here—

g
Smythey 7 said Silver,
olitencss. “We gave you the straight tip.
B yon wero beaien by an innings, you
remem|

ot want to argue with you fags!”
said Adolphus loftily. ~“Unlock” that door
and get out, or you’ll bo thrown out!”

“Get on with the throwing, bedadl”
chuckled Doyle.
4Tt you've come here to make a Tow—"
began Howar:

“Bless_you, wo haven’t,” said Jimmy

he

b i
in 5 Jone of deadly

Silver. “There won’t be any row unless
you make it. We're simply going to rag
you

“W}mt 1

“Yowve made us look fools, and made
Rookwood look like a home for idiots.
Now wo're going to mako you look like
smta,ble inmates for a home for idiots!
See

ot

e PaTain kol kow better mext Hime,
Thore's thora maiches fo follow this, and
goure’ sl dipper. - But 1 hove Soul
Dencit by tho tesson.  Collar b

e he et
a dosen'of e and if yoy dou't clear out
et ol bo"pu—

Dt awas

Ty Sver slipped o Koy in bis
pocket.” Thera, was 1o nter.
Fvance from. the Groyfriars follows, with
the door locked. Indeed, it was not likely
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that Harry Wharton & Co. would have
interfered in the private domestic affairs
of tho Rookwood crowd. If they heard a

hey wero most likely fo turn a
politely deat ear.

[They cstaaly conld not fail to hear a

2

“Yor Jimmy Silver & Co. were rushing to
the attack, and the slackers of Rookwood
put up a fight, astounded by the assault.

As they were twelve against cight, they
ought to have carried off the victory quite
ea,slI) But they didn’t. A dozen slackers
and nuts had no chance whatever against
such doughty fighting men as the Fistical
Four, and Tommy Dodd & Co. They were
mostly older fellows, too, and somewhat
bigger; but it did not steady them. They
were knocked right and left,

The_battlo raged for full five minutes,
and then the 1m‘mbers of the team who
were_not groaning on_the floor twero
dodging about the dressing-room, secking
in vain an avenue of cscape.

Adolphus Smythe sat dazedly on the
floor, and held his nose, which was stream-
ing with crimson. He was not really much
hurt, but he was completely hors-de-combat.
Adolphu: ras no!' a fighting-man.

mbs!”  gasped  Adolphus.
“Y‘m;, 3mmw ruffians!” You hooligans!
elp1”

“Help!” yelled Townsend. “Rescuel!”
“Yaroooh I

Yow-ow-ow !
roared Tommy Doyle.
Knock Jem down as

‘Bump, bump, bump!

“Oh. orumbel?

“Chuck 1 Yow!”

“Shopptt, yon young fiends! Oh, my
nosel "Ow, mny eyl O, dear "

SimmySifver & o, Burst nto o roar
of laughter as thy surveyed the field of
battle. The dozen slackers of Rookwood

were on the floor, most of them_soverely
damaged. As fast as one jumped up, h
was promptly knocked down again, and
they had fnally decded to stay on tho

“Thicro was a disoret tap on the door, and
Harry Wharton'’s voico was heard oufsido:
““Ahem!” Anything wrong, you fellows?”
“Yes,” panted Smythe; “wo Ger-ro-0-0«
ogh!” he broke off,” gurgling, as Jimmy
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Silyor lunged at his ibs withifa cricket bat.
0 (1

say a word, jump on ‘em—
hard1” said Jimmy Silver.
The wretched nuts of Rookwood did not
a word. They dared not. Jimmy
Silyer fowrished the bat vithin an inch
F Smythe's nose.
“Call out to Wharton that it's all right!”
o, commandod,

h!  Ow! TI—— Yow!” gasped
Smythe, as tho bat lungcd again,  “All
right; I was just going ou

I—I say, Whmtun, it—it's

young demon!
Bll right!

© replied Wharton.

And ho_walked away, in a state of
wonder. Ho had cortainly thought that a
battleogal was going on in tho dvessing-

“Row, i omtonatid young hooligans
»" panted Smythe.
Shut up
Ow!  Yow! Oh dear!
Stoppit!”
i,k e cords, Lovell1” asked Jimmy
ilv

f’ Yes, rather!

Here thy arel”
Tie up their paws
“Tit-tut-tie up I
“Why, what do you mean
mean what I say,” szud Jimmy Silver
noolly. “Didn’t I warn you there would
bo o ragging if Greyfriars beat you by
an_innings? is is going to be 2 valu-
able lesson for you for nm time 1"
ou young Tobters—you—-
“Thump them_ .f thoy wriggle!” said

gasped Smythe.

Jimmy Sily docsn’t matter if you
‘hurt them; it can nll go down as part of
the lesson "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Some of the wretched vx(,tn-ns, in despera-
tion, attempted resistance. oir resist-
ance was c&\lmlled sharply and efficaciously.
Townsend howled loudly that he wouldn’t
have his hands tied. But when Lovell had
bumped his head on the floor three times,
getting harder each time, Townsend
decided that he would. And his wrists
were fastencd together behind his back.

Lovell and Raby did the tying, one after
another, while the other fellows were on
guard, watchful as cats, to thump the un-
happy vietim into submission at the first
sign of resistance,

4Adolphus Smythe was the last. He gave

UpP JiMMY!

5
the juniors almost homicidal looks as thes
secured his bands, But e did not resish
Ho had had enough of that.

“Got up1” commanded Jimmy Silvor.

Tho dozen slackers scrambled to their
fect, with their sccured hands behind their
backs. They were powerless now, even if
they had beon indlined G0 offor further

trouble. |
“What's the little game, you young
villains?» roared  Smythe, = “ What are
vou playing ws {his trick for1” .
“We smash you for this!
mumbled How

iereno t boliowed Topham.

And then o yolled as his head was
bimped against the wall

oing to be qulet'f‘”

Sihver

“Oh, dear! Yes.”
“Gobd ! Wo ean’t have Roolowood
fellows making a_row on another school's
ground 1” Jimmy  Silver severely.
“Think of your manners, you sweeps!”

“Ha, ha,

The hapless team were slammed against|
wall row.|

smiled Jimmy

the in a scowling, furious |
Jimmy Silver took a pair of scissors fromi
his pocket.  Smythe trembled with

apprehension as the junior approached -
“W}nc—whm—whut are you going to
do?” he panted,

“Cup yaur }nurl

“Wha-aat

“Only a T said  Silver,
reassuringly. “Not enough to give you a
cold in the nappert Only that beautifal
curl that you put in ping ereey: nig]
dow'tly shricked Sm et it
Al ] ATl s o
“Botter keop your Bead still, or T may,

hayg sour soalp instead of your curll”
Jaf
“Hp ¥ thricked Smythe.
Deprived of that beautiful eurl,
which ho expended a great deal of tim
daily, the dandy of the. Sholl folt that
lifo wuuld not be worth living.

upnn

Smithe s head knooked against the wall,
and he did not yell for help any more,
The scissors clinped, and tho beautiful ourl
dropped at his feet.

Jimmy Silver mmcd along the dismayed
and demoralised line of “knuts,” who

could ot play crickat, but who were as
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skilful as 11 in look-
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ing after their hair.
Tho scissors clipped and_ clipped, amid
gasps of horror from the victim
Jimny Silvor had as lighta hand saia

arber.  He simply gave the muts a
“yorkhouso  fringe,” as Tommy Dodd
called it, along their forchcads. The

change it made in their nutty appearance
was_considerable, however.

“That_ do, you chaps?” asked Silver,
cocking his eye thouwhcfully to survey his
hanl;i:;work

!

“Oh,’ you Dossto 7
Smythe. * “Oh, you awiul beasts |
get that grown again this term |
beasts 1

Adolphus_almost _wept.

“Chuck hairdessing, and start cricket
practice|” suggested Lovell.

But Smytho only *groaned.
excollent, advice; but thero was no con-
solation in it for Adolphus of the Shell.

Jimmy Silver slipped tho scissors_back
into his pocket. 'The wretched victims
hoped that he was finished. But he wasn't;
he had only started.

[His next step was to take a bottle of Ted
ink and a brush from his pocket. Dipping
the  brush into ink, painted
‘Adolphus’ nose a brilliant red. Adolphus’
aspect, when he had finished, was really
remarkable.

Floven

roaned Adolphus
I shnn t
Oh, you

It was

more moses were similarly
adorned.  The slackers mumbled an
endured it. But that was not al

A dozen paper fools-caps came into view
from Lovell’s pocket, and he unfolded
them - while Jimmy Silver was dpamcmg
noses. The fools’-caps were placed on the
twelve wretched heads, and fastened there
by a really novel means—Lovell swamping
thick gum on the hair, and jamming the
paper hat ol

The Fourth TFormers  were  almost
suffocating with laughter by this time.
The aspect of Smythe & Co. was un-

nerving.
the said Raby,

“Now
gurgling.

Jimmy produced a ] o
spectacles of huge size, with rusty, metal
frames, which he had evidently mked up
cheap. He placed them on Adolphus’ nose,
and fastened them securely behind his ears,
by passing a. knotted string round the
of his head. There were no lenses in the

for specs1”

large  pair

ck | Goleondas of wealth

and they did not impede
vision. But they made him
to look at.
cast |” gasped Adolphus.
“That's to mark your score, you know,”
explained Silver.
“Ow! Tl smash you! Tl pul\'ense
ou—I’lle’ll-— Oh—oh—oh,

“Sort of look well-finished nowI” said
Jimmy Silver, surveying the hapless dozen
with great satisfaction. “Put ’em in file.”

& Co. wero dragged from_ the

placed in file, one behind
A cord was run along,

“You villains! You ruffiansl
not_taking us out like this!”

“We jolly well are!” said Jimmy Silver.
“This is & warning to you! Wo heroby
promise ol o samo over
again, every mme you lose a match for
Roolwood by playing the giddy ox!”

4] “We s veul" C‘mlkl ed Tommy Dudd.

es

Jimmy | le\‘er 3% the 3508 epan

“March

oL wunt'" shrieked Smythe

“Kick away!” said my Silver
cheerily. “Luckily, it doesn’t matter if
they're hurt, as it gocs down as part of tha
lesson. Pile in!”

Kick!l Kick!

“Yow, yow, yo

Thero was 1o resisting persuasion of that
sort. The miserable procession wriggled
out of the dressing-room. Still persuaded
from behind, the twelve juniors wriggled

doIplm
extmonlmar%

You're

on, ko o huge contiped, out of the
pavilion. roar greeted their
appearance.
CHAPTER 1.
Rdslphus Smytha Sings Small.
HA ko, bat” a0
< }}Iliuo, el Mallot Ha, ha,
|
Tho Grayiriars fellows stared ab the
human centipede, and shrieked. ~Bob

Cherry_threw himself down in the grass,
and Kicked. Yells came from everybody
within sight, and the yells drew others
to the spot.
Smytho &
and shame.

Co. almost wept with wrath
They would have given whole
if the earth would

have opened and swallowed them wup.
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There were twelve of them, and they had
let eight fellows handle fthem like this—
helplessly.  Even tho imeflable Smythe
realised that it does not always pay to be
a }mpclm slacker, Some of the care he

ad spent on parting his b.m and curling
thaﬁ bmunlul curl—now lost for ever—
ve been botter expcndui in the
Fym. with tho gloves on, . There was no
doubt about that now. Iiver so dainty a
ressing could not save him

“Ffa, ha, ha, ha!”
“Ob, hold me, somebody I” groaned Bob
try. “I'm having fits! Im havin
spoplexy! Oby my ribs—ny poor riba!”

“BYbut’ what does it mean?” gaspod |
Wharton. “What the dickens—what tho
thumping dickens—

HaltT sang out Jimmy Silver.

Thu centipede  halted, tho differcnt
members ing on one another, and
hagking witl o

them | said Jimmy Silver.

“&1 o W Tooking |

“Help 1 vailed Towasend.

“Ha, ha,

“’lhcso fcllu\vs are the nuts of Rook-

wood,” said Jimmy Silver. ~ “Gentlemen
of Greyfriars, I have grcat pleasure in
presenting the nuts of Rookwood, and can

guarantes tHcm genuine filberts!”
“Ha, ha, ha!
“The honourable nuts came here to pla;
the giddy goat and to let their schoo
be guyed by the way they play ericket.
Wo camo here to exhibit them in a get-up
suitable for giddy goats! can’t play
cricket, but they part their hair beauti-
fully, They can’t box, but they have a
topping taste in scent. They can’t make
run3 or stop a ball, but thoy can mop P

all tho places in the eleven, @nd play
Tere

the giddy ox off the ericket-field.
you cho{d them suitably attired as giddy
o

ha, ha!”

"cenuemcn, I leave you fo contemplate
ouz happy nufs| Good-bro!

Tillain1 Don't leave us liko this1”
Sereamen Smythe.

Jimmy Silver did not reply. Greyfriars
crowd wero shrieking and rolling with
morriment,  Tho slackers of Rookwood
wriggled and panted with fury. Jimmy
Silver & Co. gathered up their bikes, which

UP JIMMY!

they had left at the lougc and rushed them
out through the g:

A
away gaily for Rookwood.

They did not ride fast. They couldn’t.
At every turn of the pedals they burst into
a fresh roar of laughter.

The ndwulous defeat Rookwood had
saffered—the loss of a match whol ue to
the iatmty of Adolphus Smythe & Co.—
was a ow, And with the promi:
of ‘similar attentions o como next time
he threw away a match, it was po;
that even tho’ egregious Adolphus would
begin to consider himself, ;md sce the
error of his ways. Cert:unly e could not
w.:mt to go through such ‘an experience

“Oh what'll they say at, Rookwood?”
gﬂsncd Tommy Dodd.
Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pity wo couldnb have brought
home like that—

The juniors yelled at the idea.

“And I wonder what the dickens the”
Greyfriars  chaps think of it!” gurgled
Raby; and he went off into a fresh-roar.

Jimmy Silver released a handle-bar to
wipe his cyes.

“It'll show Greyfriars. that we're not all
fatheaded chumps at Rookwood !” he said.
“Smythe has given them the impression

we were. After Smythe’s beer
through this a few times, he’ll sce light!”

incs, and sailed

’em

On the following Wednesday there was
another cricket fixture to come off, and
Jimmy Silyer & Co wondered grimly what
kind of @ junior team was to play. They
soon heard some news—news which made
it unnccessary for Jimmy Silver to pur-
chase any more gum, red ink, or fools’-
oaps. One lesson had been _enough.
Adolphus’ beautiful curl had not had timo.
to grow again yet. Perhaps he was afraid
of losing his back hair next time. Anyway,
there was news.

There were to be changes in the team!

When Jimmy Silver & Co. heard that
nevws, they grinned, they chuckled, but
they mobly forbore to gloat over Adolphus.
They rosolved to givo Adolphus & chance,
content that the school would no longer be
represented _in the cncl\et field by
slackers of Rookwood *
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CHAPTER 8.
slack Ingratitude.

IMMY SILVER & CO. wero grinning
joyously.
J The Tour young rascals were leaning,

in a row, against the wall in the Sixth-
rm passage, ncar Bulkeleys study, on
A “Classical ” side at Rookwood.
.. The juniors had, of course, no busincss
in’tho sacrod prosinets of the SixthTorm
passage.  But they were there all the
same.

They were interested.

From Bulleley's study came the sound
of raised voicos. Bulkeley of tho Sixth,
the captain of Rogkwood, tho idol of tho
Classical side, had visitors. And from
the sounds that proceeded from the study
it was evident that Bulkeley and his
visitors did not find themselves in agrec-
ment.
And Jimmy Silver & Co., instcad of
being shocked and pained, ws they really
ought to have been, scemed to fegard it in
the light of a
the slightest sign on their grirning faces
to show that they were shocked or pained.
They ware enjoying it

Bulkele's visitors _wero seniors from
the “Modern ” side—Knowles and Catesby.
The sharp, unpleasant voice of Knowles
came distinctly from the study, backed up
by the grumbling tones of Catesby. The

cifio voico of old Bulkeley could hardly
Pe feard.

The talk ran on gkt
growing excited. In t
Silyer of the Fourth pushed e R
as if to be in readiness.

Lovell and Raby and Newcomo all
followed his oxample, and pushed back
their, cuffs. Then they waited in gleeful

And lt Was

{on Modern cads” said Jimmy
@Avtul eheok $o come over here
old Bulkeley. Hell get fed up
What an awful lark to see Bulkeley
a\irz;ﬁng Imzwlcs out on his neck!”

“They're two » said  Jimmy
Silver. 4 When Bulkeloy gets fed up, ho
mill want moro halp. Wo're backing up
olg Bulke

»
“We ¢an't lay hands on prefocts as a
rule. soon as there’s a row in old

here's
Bulkeley’s study, that’s where we chip in.
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He's bound to be grntelul o see us ready
to back hmn up Jike t

“QOh, rai

“My wnrd' Knowles is going it!” said
a with a whistle.
metallic voico of the Modern prefect
could be clearly heard.

“1 warn you, Bulkeley, that there will
Do trouble, if there isw’t fair play for our
side, We've stood about as much Classical
bunkum as we intend to stan If the
Modern side doesn’t get a fair show in the
cricket this scason, \'c shall make up our
minds to leave the club.”

Jimmy Silver & CO of course, were not
there to listen, They were there to back
up their popular captain in case of nce
It did not occur to them that the capta
of Rookwood was not likely to “ chuck
out ” his visitors like a fag, even if words
ran very high. In their keenness to get a
chanco of ]aym hands on the Modern
captain, they did not think of that. Any
onc of them, in Bulkeley’s place, would
have kicked Knowles out long ago. And
they did not make allowances for the self-
rcstmmt of the high and mighty Sixth.

ulkeley must 5o for him now,” mur-
mured Jimmy Silve

But Silver was dlsappomted Bulkeley
replied in a calm tone:

That would mean rum [or the first
eleven this scason, Knowles.”

“Well, it would be your f;mlbl” came
Knowles' snappish reply. “We want to

back up the school as much as you do.
But_three Moderns in the first™ cleven
against eight ~Classics—it's o little {00
t

17

“If you had the men, I'd play 'em.”

“Well, we think we've got the men. I
fancy we shall give your side a tussle to-
morrow in the trial match, anyway.”

“I hope you will, Knowles. I want to
sce both sides play u But the fact s,
your side huve been slacking a lot—"

don’t admit anything of the_sort!”
[ supfwsc you don’t think the Modern
team will keep its e gainst tho
Classics in the trial match ?”” said Bulkeley,
a ]lttlo urltabl)
“Yes, I do.”

“Certainly,” chimed in Catesby. “I
think very likely our ,feam will beat you

o_thoe wide, Bulkeley.”

“Bulkeley surcly can't stand that!”
tered Jimmy Silver, in the pass
ot ready to chip in, you chapsi”




18 BACKING

But Dulkcley's paticnce seemed, to be in-
exhaustible, Tho “chucking-out " process,
fo the bitter disappointment of tho four
did not begin. Instcad of that, tho

juniors,
captain of Tookwood could be heard reply-
ing quito calm

% ory well, "Catesby, Tf the Modern

team beats us_to-morrow, I'll admit that
T'vo mado a mistake in the selection of the
first cleven. Beat us on the field, and you'll
prove that your men are better than I've
though

““So you say now I” snecred Knovle

“Oh, he can’t stand that!” gasped Lovcll

But Bulkeley stood it

““I say it now, and I will stand to it,
Knowles. If the Modern team beats the
Classic team in the trial match it will show
that I've made a mistake, and LIl admit it,
and prove it by putting six Moderns in the
first_eleven.”

“It's a_go?” said Knowles.

right!” said Knowles. “Wo only
ask for fair phv but we meart to get thnt
Come on, Catesb;

Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged glances of
tho deepest disappointment. Bulkeley had
stood tho Moderns' check, and they were
going quictly. Thero was to be no chuck-
vw out at all—their vuluuble aid was not

What's the Classio, side coming to?”

nlrl Sll»er, in deep xt. “I'm fo]ly
well mhnmed oi old Bul cloy., I wouldn’
have _stood if

“No fear X

“Give the cads a groan as they go,”
Lovell.

“Yes, rather!”

Tho Tistical Four wero intensely exas-
perated.  Tho Modern prefect had been
tlanging their captain, tho Classical ldo]
and Bulkeley had taken it all pacifical
They felt almost ashamed of Bulkeley. B t
they meant to let Knowles see that there
were some fellows on the Classic side who
had a proper opinion of his check. If they
had been a littlo less excited, they might
havo hesitated to “groan ” a prefect in the
Sixth-Form passage.” But they were furious

said

iio study door opened, and Knowles and
shy camo out. m Jimmy Silver
thero burst deep groans in chorus,

s stared at them.
checky young cads o

upr JiMmy!

Gro

Lnowlcs looked back into the study, with
a bitter sneer on his hard face,

“So that’s the outcomo of all your talk
about keeping the peace and pulling to-

gether, Bulkeley—planting a g:mg af fags
in_tho passago to insult us as we go outl”

‘Bulkoloy sirode to the doorway, is face
ﬂushed and angry.

hat arc you fags doing here?” ho
rapped out,

ulkeley did not look so good-tempered
as usual.” The mere idca that a band of
fags had heard raised voices in his
annoyed him. Tho thought that the dxsputo
botwoen the great men of the Sixth should
become common talk to tho Lower School
was exasperating. The captain of Rook
wood did not sec eye to eye with the heroes
of the Fourth.

Jimmy Silver & Co. left
They blmkcd rather do\\btlu]ly at
ThLy did not like his looks.

em ! smd Jimmy Silver,

“Just so!” said Lovell vaguely. “Ahem!1”

“What are you doing here?” thundered
Bulkc\ei “Do you mean to fay that
you've been eavesdropping 1,

The Tistical Four turned crimson. It was
an unpleasant _accusation—especially une
Eleamnt from old Bulkeley, who ought

ave known them better.

% it mild, Bulkeley,” said
J:mmy Silver indignantly. “Of course we
haven’t.”

“You must have heard—"

“We couldn’t help hearing Knowles yell,
could we, when we were on y six feet from
the door ?” demanded Lovell.

Sanin
Eopeine:

"And what were you dumg six feet from

y oor 17

“ Ahem

“Listening, tho young cads!” eaid
Knowlcs

“We weren't listening!” shouted Jimmy
Silver. “Only n cnd would think we would
do. such a thing!

“Tho manners_of the Classio fags aro
improving,” said Knowles, with a shrug of
tho shoulders. That's how you let your
hgs talk to a prefect, is it?”

“Will you explain what you wero doing
here, if you have anything to say, Silver
askod Bulkeley, in a tono of concentrated
anger,

“Well, we—we—we were going to back
you up, Bulkeley,” confcsw(l Silver, seceing

that there was no help for
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“Back me up! What tho dickens do you
mean

“Wo—we thought you'd chuck out those
cads for checking you, and—and we wero
going to lend a hand.”

Jimmy Silver stolo a look at Bulkeleys
faco as ho made that explanation.
hoped to see somo sign of gratitude thero,
But there was not the faintest sign of it,
Bulkeley scemed to gasp for a moment,
Then ho turned into the study, and grasped
a cane from his table, and strode out into
the pass
“Hold i your hand, Silver|”

“Wha-a-at I’

“Now, then—

£0n, my it

Sw

SWiow the other—sharp "
Swish !
“Yow-ow-ow
“Now you other rascals—Lovell "—swish,

“Raby”—swish,  swish !—New-
e ieh vzl

50k, orumbsl - Ow 1

“ Wow-wow-wow I

“Now clear off I” said Bulkeley. “And if
there's any moro of your check, I'll give
sora real licking next time.”

mmy Silver & Co. cleared off. They
P they had had a real licking tl
time. - Bulkeley went back angrily into i
study ; Knowles and Catesby walked away,
emiling in a way that oxasperated tho
Fistical Four even more than that unex-
pected licking.
! Jimmy Silver & Co, retired to their own
quarters, the end study in the Fourth, and
squcezed their hands, and groaned in
orus.
; Tho awhul besstt” gasped Raby. “
o were going to him up, too 1"
T Ungraiofal rottor groaned Tovoll.

“Ow, ow!” muml owcome.  “T

nlwaya’ thought—ow I—that Bulkeley was a
decent chap—yow t=but now T think—wow |
—ho's a beast!
\ Jimmy Silver rubbed his hands hard, end
for some time he said never a word.
loyalty to old Bulkeley had been put to a
very severe test. But it stood the strain.

“It’s rotten!” he said at last.

:‘ oW ow 1"

“But wo'ro_backing up old Bulkeley all
the same ” said Jimmy Silver ﬁrml{] 0
my hands! He's rather a beast—ol donrl

“ After

~but you can’t expect much sense from a
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Sixth-Formez—woooh l—and we're backing
im up all the samo!”

The Co. did not amswer. They only
groancd.
CHAPTER 9.
Knowles’' Little Plot.

NOWLES was smiling as he cam
K into his study on the Modern ARR

osby followed him into the
stud looking considerably puzzled.
Knowles Ficked tho  door shut, . and

lighted a cigarcite, Ho smiled at Chotosby
through a blue haze of smoke.

“Well 7 ho said.

“Well,” said Catesby, “T'm blessed if 1
understand I”

“Why don’t you understand 7’

“You seem to bo jolly "ol satisfied,”
said Catesby.

“1 am satisiod,” suid Knowles, with &
no

“Well, T don’t sco it. It soems Lo me
that we'ro beaten all along the line. When
the trial match comes off to-morrow, the
Classios will win hands down. Wo can say
yhat wo liko over thoro, Knowler but you
know s well as I do that the Modern
cleven will never beat tho Classio team.
t wasn’t easy to scrape up a senior eleven
on our side at all. We've got half a dozen
good men, but the rest are very corappy.
And Bulkeley’s team is nearly all good
stuff.

“Botween ourselves, 1 suppose wo may
admit that,” assented les.

“Well,” thens> argued Catosby. “Tho
First Tléven I’ going to be picked from the
ost men on_both sides. ~ Bulkeley had
already agreed to tako three of us—yourself
and Irampton and me. We've simply
wasted time over there.”

“Hardly. Bulkeley has agreed that if
the Modern team beats him in the trial
match, | wo get six mon in the School

“Buh we can’t beat him, and you know

"« don’t know it,” said Knowles calmly.

Catesby stared at him. Catesby was hand
in glove with Knowles, and prepared to

back him up to any extent in sccuring tho
Moderns tkeir rights, or a little moro than
their rights. 'o have a majority in the
First Eleven was the keenecst ambition of
the Medern seniors.
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But among themselvos they had to admit
that the Modern players did not equal the
,l1sslcs in the ﬁer I—at least, Knowles and

Catesby admitted it in strict privacy. In
making his plans and stratagems Knowles
had no use for humbug.

The sclection of the First Eleven was an
important question. There was a great deal
of keenness, too, about tho Modern versus
Classical match, though it was only a trial
match to show the form of the various
players. The rivalry of tho two sides found
1ts keenest cxpressicn on the fz]u; ing-ficlds.

Bulkeley kept_his men well up to the
mark, and the Classical scnior team was a
very good cleven, The Modern senior team
was nowhere near it in form. e merits
of the case, the Moderns should have been
nusﬁc(l \\lth having three men picked for
Eleven, but they did mot see it.
Knowlcs saw it, but was determined not to
seo it, and all the Moderns were bn.ckmg
up the uew Knowles chosg to

beat, Qhe Classics ?

“So long as we R Bulkeluy will
have to keep his word.”
i1 kmow that, "But—n
going to beat them,” said
Knowles. “A lob in cricket depends on the
captain.  If the Classicals had to play

under another skipper to-morrow, it would
mako a big difference.”

“Of course it would; but they're mot
likely to givo Bulkeley tho go-by to pleaso

“Thoy may haso no choico. Bosidos
Bulkeloy is their best man. He is a good
chango bowler, a roliablo field, and a

whacking batsman. Their biggest score mn
come from Bulkeley. Without him I don’
believe their score will even tie with ours.”
“But they won’t play without him!”
:lmmc shricked Catesby.  “ Why should
o
I Nol if they can help it, of courso.”
‘atesby stated.
“Dash it all I\ncmlcs"’ Hxs voice fal-
ere¢ a littl You ¥ ean to say
you're th nl\mg of some dodgo ifor nobbling
Buﬂ\r'cy
los coased to smile; his face grew
1 his cyes had an unpleasant
nt in them,
sn’t a time to be particular,” ho

UP JIMMY!|

said. “Of course, this 15 siricily between
ourselves, Catesby.

Weta: Fanlyiin “or 'it? pursued)
Knowles.  “Wo've set out this term to

We'ro going to make our

down Bulkeley. e,
‘The fellows

sido top sido of Rookwood.
depend on us to keep their ¢ oro
all fed up with_ Classical sv Every
follow on that sido is a swanking cad, from
Bulkeley down to the littlest fag. They're
up against us because wo
moncy, more brains, and generally becauso
wo'ro the Modern side, and their mouldy
old side is going to the dogs. Well, wo'ro,
going to help it get there
“Hear, hear!” s:ud Cutesby heartily.

“This season wo're coming out strong on
cricket. If wo play our cards well, wo may
get the school games right in our hands,
sad o may berablo to/sht Bulkeley——

ad

“hafs the goal. You know vory well T
ought to be captain of Rookwood, and you
ought to be vice-captain, Catesby.

“Of courso, I seo that, Dut Bu]keley it
a pretty good skipper; d by,
him to a man, and a ettt o back
him up no en

“We've got to alter all that, and we'ro
going_to begin by getting a good repre-
sentation in tho School eloven. Bulkeley
was talking a bit too looscly this after-
noon, but, he will have to keep his words
I shall nail him down to it. If we beat the|
Classicals in the trial match, wo get six|
men into tho first eleven. If they don't)
play Bulkeley wo shall beat them.. Well,|
thon, “tho long and the short of it is, they
won't play Bulkcley. T shall fix it.

“0h, Knowles!”
“The game's worth the candle,”

said

Knowlos,  “Of course, it will havo to be
¢ | Kept axfully dark”

thould ‘tolly well say s gasped
Cntcsby “Why, the fellows on our own'

sido_would scrag 'us if they suspeeted.” |
“They won't suspect,” said Knowles

coolly. ~ “I can fix it for Bulkeley to be
called away_ just before the match on a'
fool's errand—and he’s too fatheaded ever
to suspect that I had & hand in u l.mem
f he did suspect he wouldn’t

so—there wouldn’'t be an atom oi roof.
Of course, T ehall get a third party to da

“Joey Hook is the man,” said Knowles,

“the fellow who drove us in the car to the'
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zacos tho ottier day—another, littlo seoret of
ours.” Knowles grinned. “He can work
2 Whon Bulkdley finds out ho's been
spoofed, ho can think what ho likes. As a
maier of fach, ho won't suspect me—

“He wouldn't suspect a Rookwood chap
of pluymg a trick like that,” agreed
Cate

Knowlcs flushed a little.

. “Well, never mind what he suspects.
That's the little game. Without, Bulkeley,
wo shall beat them. Bulkeley will have to

keep his word all the same. I specially
faid there was to be no backing out after
the match. this idea came into

my head tho mlnuto hc'd spoken. We are
oing fo win that match, and then wo will
B e e That's
only a eginning—but thero you sro.

*No necd to talk that over here, We
Bhall have to see Joey Hook.”

“I1 my, its & bib risky  meeting Lim
near the school, or going i
Combein  the daylights” said  Cateshy
doubtfully. "If we should be spot(ed you

now the reputation ho
SR ner oot the Black Dog to
peo’ him,» grinned Knowles, “and we'ro
it meciing bim near the dhool.
elito) Him ioirnsst fuajsomewhare, whiste

I’vs met him before, out of sight—the old

lh giutvbub is it safe to send a wire like
“Fathead! We've got a code, the: same
R0 Ssc When it's a wire about horses.”

Knowles sat down to the fable, and drew
pen and inke, and o {elograph-form Lowards

m. Catesby read over his shoulder as he
wrote

"John Harrls, Iy Cottage, Lenchester

“ilhats his name gt telograms.” oz
lained Knowles. whon T do't
ention a place of meetmg, he knows it's
tho old bam. See

“Oh, good” said Catesby “Puzale any-
bod{ guess anything from that.”
£ he's not at homo, they'll phone him

Wherever ho is, so that’s_all right—I've
given him plenty of time.” Knowlcs epened
the study door, and shouted:
Tommy s “along.
‘ Take Uus telegram to the post-office,
Dodd and send it off at once. ~Here’s a
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“Oh, my hat!” said Tommy Dod
“Woll, what are you waiting Rori said
Knowles’ m‘lbzbly
“I'm going down to cricket practice this
aftornoon,” said Tommy Dodd. “We're
keen about it, you know. We're making
Smythe put some new men in the junior

BRI

“Take_that wire at once, you young
sweep. It's important.”

“Not 50 jolly important as our ericket
ractice,” said Tommy Dodd, backing away
& o spoke, howaver.

“Why, you—" Knowles caught up a
cane.

““Oh, it’s all right!” said Tommy Dodd.
“ Anything to oblige a nice chap like you,
Knowles, ~ You're always so kind and con.
siderate,

Tommy Dodd dodged away befora
Kuiowles. could. zonch Kint with! fho cene

e went somewhat dismally to look for
his chums, Tommy Doyle and Tommy
Cook, and they heroically decided to cut
the cricket practice and walk down ta
Combo with him, So the three Tommics
started off together to take the felegram,
littlo dreaming of the treacherous scheme
to which they wore uawittingly giving their
aid.

CHAPTER 10.
Taking Cover.
“ ELL_hit!”
\W Jimmy Silver grinned as he
watched tho ball in its fight.

Ho strolled off th pitch, tossing
the bat to Jones minor, and joined Lovell

and_Raby and Newcome outside  the
pavilion.

Tho Classical juniors wero at cricket
practice.” Smyth of the Shell was looking

n, with an nyeglnss in his eye, and a some-
what disdainful expression upon bis face.
Smythe, the junior captain, had been con-
strained to agree to put players in tho
junior tesm who could play, as well as his
own “nutty ” pals who could not play. It
had been difficult to bring Smythe to
roason, but he had been brought.
when ‘the re-formed ecleven was solectad
there was no doubt that Jimmy Silver
would have a place.

Silver was a good bat, but it was in
bowling that ho excelled, and the Rook-:
wood Tunior team was weakest in bowlers.
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Tho juniors wero prepared to “corag’
Smytho i he left Jimmy Silver out of Fo
ncxt match.

SN for {o-day ! remarked Jimmy
Silver.  “What price a stroll out, my
infants? We'll drop in for tea at Combe,
al fresco—what I”

“Good egg!” said Lovoll. “Wo've done
our little_ bit. Those Modern cads have
been cuiting practice. They're all expect-
ing places in the eleven, too.”

“Checky cads!” said Silver, “Of course,
Tommy Dodd will have to go in; he's a
thumping good bat; but Doyle and Cook
can go and cat coke, Wo shall havo to
keep an eyo on Smythe when he's making
up tho tewm, Hell dodgoe us if he can.
He docsn’t like playing anybody outside
tho sclect, family circlo of nuts. ~ Well,
zomo on
h’] he I‘lthc’ll Tour sauntered away towards
the gt

Vs s atisendsi,.nd o walk
H:rough the green country-side was very
CIEot IS, chums’ of the Fourth tad
dono their duty at cricket practice, and
they had vecovered from tho licking ro

ived at tho hands of Dulkelry. So thoy
strolled out of the gates of Rookwood in
great spirits.

Three Modern juniors coming up _tho
road met them in tho lane, Jimmy Silver
wagged an admonitory forefinger at Tommy

“You'vo been missing practice,” ho re-
ked,

That ass Knowles sent us with a tele-
gram” said Tommy Dodd, with a enort,
Tt doesn’t mattor, though, wo don’t need
lico so much as you Classic mugs.”
Sure wo conld play your | hoads ot any
time,” remarked Tommy

“ And not half try ¥’ “wided Tommy Cook.

my Silver winked at his _comrades,
and they made a_sudden rush. Three
Modern caps went flying over the hedge,
and threo Modern juniors sab down_sud-
denly in the duct, and tho Classical chums
1o lane laughing.
Doad eprang to° his fect,
fter thom,

ms?” he roared.

leng.
and

a, ha, ha

Tiher Umm 1 yelled Doyle.
e \(‘\ogntlogctscmcpnc-
i \t cad Smythe will be trving to
. of cven,” said Tommy

UP JIMMY!

So the Modern chums recapturcd their
caps, and went on, postponing vengeance
till a futuro occasion.

Much inspirited by
over their R lodern llassical
quartetto “cauntered on. . They stopped in
the ancicnt village of Coombe for ginger-
pop, way of refreshment, and then
started on a long walk across the heath.
Jimmy Silver was a keen walker, and the
Co. weren’t going to admit that they wero
not just as goo§ walkers as he, so they
followed Jimmy’s lead without demur, and
kaflt Rookwood a very considerable distanco
chi

“ ’lhmkmg of walking to London ?” asked
Raby at

“ 8+ Manchester 27 queried Newcome sar-
castically.

immy Silver grinned.

“If you're tired, little ones—"

“Oh, wo'ro not fired,” eiid Tovell.
“Keep on to Inverness if you

“Let’s get to Coombe,” said Silver. “I'm
ready for tea now—quite. It's only three
miles following the footpath.”

‘Bl the footpath!” said Lovell
“There’s a shon cut of Ic:! than a mile if
wo go by tho old quarry.

“Right you are,” sid Jimmy Silver
cheerfully. “As a matter of fact, I'm feel-
ing a bit fagged mysclf.”

Jimmy Silver was at once restored to
popularity by that candid admission.

The Classical four followed a track,
guided by Lovell, which led them past the
old_quarry.

They wore sauntering towards a_barn,
knce-deep in grass and ferns, when Jimmy
Silver uttered a sudden exclamation,

“Hook it, quick ! 2

“What's tho row 1

“dnfo tho barn, I tell you—sharp’s the
wor

that

little _victory
vals,  tho

7 my Silver caught Lovell by the nrm,
and rushed him at headlong speed into the
old barn. Raby and Newcome, much sur-|

followed at a run. They did not'
\mdcls(:‘ml in the least what Jimmy Silver

n that remarkable manner for,'

Fnew o must have . Eoo

Jimmy Silver panted as they stopped in
o bar

cd!” he cjaculated nnnmhml!v
at the thunder—" Lovell

warmly
“Shush I
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“Look here—""

“Jolly nearly spotted,” said Silver. “If
I hadn’t scen them coming over the ridge,
they'd havo nailed us, as sure as housos.

“Who would?”

“Prefeels, my son!”

“Qh!” said the Co. They undersiood
then, Tho old Coomboe quarries and their

vicinity wero strietly out of bounds for tho
juniors, owing to tho d:mgemus nature of
the_locality. 'o bo “spotted ” there by
refects mcant linos and 5 gating, and per.

Japs o can

lossod ST T caw them,” said Raby.

« Doty for you. you had your Uncle
Jimmy with yon, then said Siiver cheer-
ful “Tywo rotten Modern prefects. No
business to report Classicals, of course; but
they'd do it all the samo.”

o four juniors cautiously pproachod
tho old window, which was partially covered
by @ broken 'shutter, and poorod ot
through the opening. Knowles and Catesby
of the Sixth wero in full view, crossing the
heath towards the barn. They were talk-
ing together as they came, and evidently
d scen nothing of the juniors. Jimmy
Siiver's prompt sotion in taking eover hed
saved the chums of the Fourth from a dis-
covery that would have had unpleasant con-
sequences. Knowles would have been de-
lighted to seport them for being out of

ou

Tha's juniors grinned as they watohed the
Bixth-Formers, from tho cover of the barn,

“Poor old Knowlesey! Ho doesn’t know

what he's missed,” remarked Lovell.
“Might have got us a licking all round if
he'd been a bit sharper. We'll lio low here
till he's cleared off.”

“I supposo bo can’t be coming hers,”
mutfered Silver uneasily.

“Why should he? Ho hasn’t scen us!”

“I know that; but they’re coming straight
towards the barn.

i Tho juniors watched in silence from the
windoy. ero wa of
Knowlos and Catosby had left, the path,

and wero striking across towards the barn
directly. It was clear that the old barn was
their dostination.

The Fistical Four exchanged uneasy
glances
! “Spotfed after all, it looks like,” mur-
mured Rab;
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cgg. If they don’t hear us, it
\v)]l bn all right. They can’ 't be going to
stop long, I should_think.”
“Wo'll ‘take good care Lhey don't hear
5.7
Jimmy Silver swarmed up tho rickety old
ladder into the loft, and his chums followed
him quickly. Knowles and Catosby wero
very close tn hand now. Silver closed tho
creaking, cracked trap-door over the ladder.
Tho _ancient bo.uds under their feet
creaked as they moved.
“Quict I whispered thcr “If we'ro
spotted, it means Saturday afternoon’s de-
ot anil nioterichat; pmctlco—as well as
being marched back to ool by a
Modern cad. Sit down znd don’'t even
breathe.”
That command was a little difficult 10

exccute. However, the chums of
Fourth sat down, and breathed snﬂly
Through chinks in the dilapidated flocr of

the loft, they could sce into the barn below.
In o fow minutes thero was a_sound of
boots on the old brick floor, and Knowles
and Catoshy ~eatered.  Knowles looked
round the bar

““Not hero yet,” ho remarked.

“Woro early,” aid Catesby, looking ab

his watch. “It's only a quar
Betier carly than late. Havo o g
“ o

Tho two prfects lighted cigarcitee, and
stood leaning against the old duor of the
arn, smoking and chatting—and Ehk

CHAPTER 11,

A Startling Discovery.

IMMY SILVER & CO. exchanged
glzmces of deep disgust and indigna-
tion.

Smoking was strictly prohibited by
all the rules of Rookwood, and if Knowles
had caught a fag smoking, he would have

con “down” on him like a load

Dricks. h g himself

with Catesby. Knowles was cvidently one
of those authoritative persons whose maxim

18,45 say, not as
The scent of tobacco and tho murmur

of voices floated up to tho juniors in the

loft. Through the chinks in the floor, they

° nob spotted yet,” said Jimm;
Silver cheerfully. P“ Get \};p mto {he loft.”

could see the two seniors quite plainly
The minutes passed very slowly. T
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unv ]\nuwlos look at his watch scveral
all, it's well past six,”

He'ouglt to be here.
e e got the telegram?”

said

o didn't, they'd have telephoned to
I Imo\v fie's not away—I saw him

:day.”

in
I

him.

|hu Clnmcx! juniors exchanged

That was the uhgmxu

'm-u.,, D~dd had mentioned, of cou
They began to be interested, and. S ic
poasy.  Knowles was Sodently kooping. o

ot appointment—he would not have
come such o long way without good reasons.
But the Classical chums had no desire what-
cer to hear his little scerets, whatever theys|”
But there was no choice about the
matter, if the intcrview was held direetly
Lelow them in the barn.  They could
hardly be expeeted to hand themselves over
to punishment, for the sake of Knowles'
beastly scerets.  And Jimmy Silver re-
flected grimly that Knowles had accused
of cavesdropping that afternoon. It
ud serve Knowles right!
They would gladly have got out of hear-

w

ing, however, i it had been possible. But
it was not posible.  Anywhere in the loft
they could have heard ¢ below—and

they could not orcn e ey

immedinte dizcover

looked silently and inquiringly to-

wards Jimmy Silver. Jimmy shrugged

his shoulders. It could mot be helped.
Knowles was uttcring impatient exclama-

tions cvery few minutes. But at last
Catesby, who was looking out of the door-
way, called out:
“ilero o comes "
oth winute or two and a man
(ho bara. Ho was a man of |
Licight, with orsy look,
gandy and a \o\\!cr hat “cocked on

tic,
one ~4ulv of his head.
* You're late, look,” said Knowles irri-

‘Iu‘(«‘l’ Knowles, I 'ad to get

Uup JIMMY'!
“Dbit” on a geegee.  Any fellow with that
kind of sporting taste found a friend in
Joey uaof(I and to judgo by tho amount
of liquid “refreshment  Jocy im-
bibed at th lhxdm Hand, he did very
\\oll out of if
“My only hat 1” breathed Jimmy Silver.
“Knowles—Catesby—and a bookmaker—a
sporting tout! Oh, ye gods and little
fishes |
was a startling overy, and the
Classical chums almost trembled at the
bare thought of Knowles discovering their

presence now,

“T5poso its eomothi on o torso—
wot 1 said Mr. k. “I recly camo_as
soon as ) § \ld \h\sk‘r Knowles. ou

o

rd something for the Spring ’Andicap?’

It's not that,” said Knowles; *quite

a_different matter.  You remember you

picked us up in a car tho other doy—""
Yes

spose you could bring the car out

to-morx
Suttingly.”
“You could come rigged out as a chauf-
four, I suppose—respectable sort of chauf-
fuur, with goggles and so on?”

oey Hook stared.

“Suttingly T could,” be replicd. “But
why—>

T want you to do me a good turn,” said

Kt P16 il bo wosth e quid m you,
and tho expenses of the car. It will take
up_ tomorrow afternoon.”

“I'm at you vice, ter Knowles.

sco—

going to explain. You
Bulkeley of I!nok\mcdvn. big fellow in the
Sixth orm 1"

Jocy l!onk sco\\lcd

Ma

iz

know ’im 1’ he said. “Ho
nl 1\\ ‘cad once ’cause he found me

talkin’ young  Master

Funched my "ead: th scoundrel !”

“Then ho knows you by sight?” said
Knowles uncasily

“Oh, yes! \\ot nhout it?”

“1 fuppose y d rig yourself up in
ng goggles so llmt he wouldn't know

yo

cre, .
Ta “ho loft above Jimmy Silver ex-
clanged clpyuent glanges “They had seen
%' before, hanging round tho
and  the -Hand at
e ‘was a gentloman of eport-

2 kindly predilection
who wanted to put a |

i 1sy as winkin', But—"

“Well, T want you to call at the school
with the car to-morrow alternoon—
t the school I ecjaculated Jecy ook,
his cyes opening wide.

“Yes—got up

as @ very reepectable
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chauffour, of course,  Youll ask Mack,
me porter, for Master Dulkeley. You'll
o him @ message that old Mr. Bulkeley,
Hin's Bulkeloy's uncle, has bocome seri.
ously ill, and is sinking fast. = Yow're old
Mr. Bulkeley’s chauffeur, and you've been
sent_in the car to fetch him quick.”

“My oyo!” said Jocy Hook, in o state
of groat astonichment. Vot §s it—a. lark
on that' there Bulkeley 1

' Bhat's 36, said Knowles, “pulling his
leg, you know. It will take him away
from a game for the afternoon, and worry
bim no end.  You don’t object to that.”

Joey Hook chucklcd

“No_fea n!”

<Ol Mr, Bulkoley lives at Shoremouth
—that’s thirty miles or so.
the Elms, a place outside the fown.
yowll take as much time as you can get-
ting there—to use up the afternoon, you
know. = Have a puncture, if you like, at
some plade whero there’s no railway-station
en route—or, say, the road’s up and go a
long way round—anything you like, so
long as you use up time. Finally, land
him at the Elms. While he's gone into
the house, and is finding out that his
uncle’s the same as ever, you can clear
off in the car, and leave him the

Jocy Hook burst into a_hoarse “Tragh.

hat o game I” he sai

“Ho won't know you again—he'll know
somebody bos spoofed him, and that's all.”
said Knowles. wll'get away quite
safely whilo he’s mtcrucwmv his_uncle,
and finding out that the old gent isn't at
death’s door.

“Haw, haw, haw!”

“He can got back from Shoremouth by
train, It's a crosscountry journey, and
he will have to change three, times, so he
won't arrive at Rookwood in a hurry—
not before dark,

(
é

fancy. It's casy
enough for you,” said Knowles.

“Easy as winkin’, Master  Kaovles,
What a young gent you are! glad

to serve him a turn, too punchm
’ead, the scoundred, for ’aving a word
with Master Leggett You rely on me,
Master Knowles. I'll be sich a respectah!e
chauffour _that you wouldn’t know me
yourself. I can borrow a chauffeur’s livery
casy enough, and look like an old family

secvant. DIl rig a_spoof number on the
car, in caso he notiess, foo, . You leave
it to e !”
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“Right !
than two.
make sure.

“Arf-past ono_it is!” said Jocy Hook.
“That'll be a quid for me, and a quid for
the car, Master Knowles!”

Knowles nodded.  Tho prosperous
banker’s son had plenty of money. He
would }mve spent_much more than that to

lepri he Classical seniors of Bulkeloy’s
services for the afternoon if it had been
necessary.

“Here's a quid!” said Knowles.
rely on me 1

“Time we got_back,” said Catesby, who
lmd ]1stcned without speaking a word.

“It looks to me like an ecasy catch!”

“Tasy as winkin’, Master Catesby.

“Good-bye, Jncyl chall see you on
Saturdey as usual 1"

With a nod to the dingy blackguard,
Knowles went out of the barn with
Catesby.  The sporting tout remained a
few minutes to light a cigar and to let the
Rookwood _eeniors get clear. It would
not have done for Knowles to risk being
scen in the company of Joey

25

Get to the school not later
Get there at half-past one to

“You

Mr. Hook chuckled glecfully over his
cigar.
“My eye!” he murmured. “What o

lark on Mister 'Igh-and-Mighty Bulkeley |
And wot a precious raseal Master Knowles
will make when he grows up ! e, he,
ho ”

And Mr. Hook departed in his turn, and
the old barn was deseried—save for the
four juniors silent in the loft.

CHAPTER 12,
“ Mum’s the word! "

“ ELLJ”
\W Jimmy  Silve
silence at lant wnth
lation.
The Classical chums were trembling with
indignation and h

T " raseally plot had been unfolded
under their very noses; they had heard
every word from beginning to end.

“The cads! The rotters!” spluttered

Lovell. *Let's gt siraiglit back fo Rook:
wood and tell Bulkeley-!

“Hell lick Knowles for that, surely I”

brol the
e ejacu-



+sivoa Bulkoloy wouldn’t

aid Ral
d I.Lt'
st7‘“\\ hat o lark for old Bulkeley to, Jik
that howling cad " said Nowcome. —“And
show 'him up o tho Sarhols Duahiml. 501
Come on, Silver!  What are you moon-
ing about? ol 2
& Hold on!” eaid Jimmy Silver.
“Rats!” said Lovell warmly.  “Lets
got back fo tho_ school. o sooncr wo

tLll Bulkeley this the better. The awful
beast | /ou remember we heard old
Bulkeley say that if the Moderns won
the trial match he’d give in, and le
l\uo“lce have six men in the first. This

k to let tho Moderns win. They’ll

a
o \cly likely if old Bulkeley’s away.
Knowles would pin him down to his word,
all the same, though Bll“\c.ey meant if he

We'll jolly well put a spoke in his
vheel I” said Raby, with great satisfaction.
“This will be & rogular show-up for
Knowlesey | Fanoy lotting all Rook-
wood know that the cad has plotted with
a raseel liko Jocy ook to nobblo old
B

Aro you coming, Silver, you ass?” de-
manded Tovell, liff o' trap, and pro-
paring to descend from e ot

Jimmy Silver was standing silent, his
Lands driven deep into his pockets, and a
deep wrinkle in bis boyish brow. He w
thinking hard.

“Wait a bit Lovell!
time to get clear.
to spot us,” said Silver.

Gnu those cads
n't want them

t care much if they spot us now.

we were here, anyway, when
what we'vo found’ out I”
uncle tells you,”. re-
. “This matter_isn’t
We'vo

ot

“Blassed if 1 can see it! My idea is
to go to Bulkeley rl unco, and tell him
the whole yarn I’ Lovell.
;' bose ho (locmt believo it?”

In faa

T
mlv as you think!
carefu!

” continued my Silver
«Bulke S limovatratras up against
and he would find it jolly hard
that a Rookwood follow would
an utter cad. He would speak
wles at once, and Knowles would

upr

be on h-s dofcnce
md of i
“Oh1” smd ancll

“And Catesby \\nu]d

through thick and thin
“Bui—but it's true I’

“We know that, fathead, but Bulkeley
doesn’t.  All Bulke!cy will know is that
\\c come to him with a very improbable

A

"Impw\mbln" it

“Well, it's improbable on the face of
it,” said Jimmy Silver. “If you hadn’t
heard it, and somcbody told you, what
woul think of such a story? Wo
know Knowles better than Bulkeley does—
we'vo got, reason to—but wo shouldn’t havo
believed it even of Knowles if we hadn’t
he~rd it with our own ears!”

‘0. looked at Jimmy Silver in

silence. It was true cnmough. uch a
story wanted the most cmwlusivn proof
beforo it could be believed, and they knew
that frank, unsuspicious old Bnlkclcy would
be slow to believe evil of anybody.

“It will be our word ngamst Knowles”
and Catesby’s,” said Silver, “and they'ra
prefects, and we're only fags in the Fourth.
And it's well known that wo've got our
knife_into Knowles. Therc'd be_no proof,
for Knowles would get word to Joey. Took
at once, and he wouldn't turn up with his
blessed motor-car to-morrow.  Knowles
would say it was an infamous elander

Oh crumbs 1”

And he's got nerve enough for any-
Hun" He hates us L\lrcndy Ho woul
be qux(c capable of taking tho matter
before the Head, just to prove to all Rook-
wood that he was innocen

“Innocent 1" stuttered Lovell.

“Yes. And he'd prove it, too—good
cnough for all the school, my boy.
Tmagine Dr. Chisholm’s face when he
heard such an accusation brought by fags
against ono of his prefects! I tell you
Knowles has gob nervo enough to report
it to him, and demand our punishment as
=landnrers L

JIMMY !

e would deny every

back him up

nt—"'

my sainted aunt!”

“ And then,” added Jimmy Silver, “this
little scheme being kiocked on the head,
Knowles will lay somo other schemo to dish
Bulkeley very likely, so we shall havo
done it all for nothing. He won't talk
over the noxt scheme under our noses!”
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«B-b-but what's to be done, then?” said
Lovell quitelimply. “You don’t_suggest
Jing him rip, and letting old Bulkeley be
spoofed to-morrow 77

«No fear! We've got to think it out,”
said Jimmy Silver; “but its no good start-
fog by getting ourselves heuled up before
he flead for slandering a prefect. My
dear kid, if we told this to the fellows in
the Tourth, they'd think it was gammon.
Wouldn’t you, if Jones or Townsend came
to you with such a yarn?”

@T—I—1 supposc I should,” said Lovell,
after a pause.

“Mum’s the word,” said Jimmy Silyer.
“Spocch is silver, and silenco is golden:
In this case, Silver is silent!” he added,
With a grin, “We've got to have a pow-
wow over this, and think it out. ~We've
got to prevent Knowles dishing old Bulke-

but wo can’t prevent it by getting our-

Rl scrapo, and leaving
Knowles fre to lay another little schomo,
Let’s get out!”

In silence the Classical chums qumcd tbe
old dbum, and took their way to Rook

It was too late for tea at Combe now;
they had only time to get in before lock-
ing-up.

Almost in silence they walked back to
the school.

The Co. thought it over, and they
realised that Jimmy Silver was right. If
they had carried out their first impulse to
rush off to Bulkeley with the news of the
rascally plot there was no doubt that the
cunning Knowles would have “dished”
them, “and their attempt to “back up
Bulkeley” would have recoiled on their
.own heads. Indeed, the three juniors
shivered to think what might have hap-
Fcned to them but for Jimmy Silver’s
oresight.

“The fellow's a cnmmnl—slmply a
cnmmall" gasped Lovell at las

Jimmy Silver shrugged his ahouldcrs
; H“ noh much better,” he said.  “Bu

0od saying so in public
vmhout 3 m ofgpraof il R

.“But what are we to do, then?” said
l\(\wome helplessly.

“That wants thinking out.
B Dow-wow over tea.”

But that “pow-wow”
£ soon,

We'll have

was not to come off
Jimmy Silver & Co. entered
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just before old Mack came down to lock
the gates, thinking of their problom, and
of anything but Tommy Dodd & Co.

But Tommy Dodd & Co. wero thinking
of

The three Tommics had not forgotten the
encounter in the lane, and they were wait-
ing for_the Classical four to come in. And
s tho Classicals entorod and lirried across
the quad towards the School House there
was a sudden rush of feet under the old
becches.

“Collar the cads!”

Beforo Jimmy Silver & Co. knew what
was happening they were surrounded by
a horde of Modern juniors and swept off
their foct and rushed away in the grasp
of many hands.

CHAPTER 13,
Trial by Jury.

« A, ha, ha!”

H “Bagged I”

“Bring ’em along
Jimmy Silver & Cc strugglea
desperately.
hey were generally ready for a scrap
with tho Moderns; but just then, with
that deep problem on their minds, they
were in no humour for japes.

But their humour in the nnucr wag
net consulted.

cre wero a dozen Modern juniors
round them, all holding on, and the four
Classicals struggled and wriggled in vain
as they were rushed awa;

‘Away under the beeches they went, and
away round the gym., the Modern herocs
taking great care to keep their litile gamo
out of sight of the School House. They
reached the wood-s cd, and there thc
prisoners  weroe rnshcd and dumped
down on the floo To securc them a
heavy Modern youth sat on ecach of them,
and the rest gathered round, laughing like
hyenas.

The dusk was falling over Rookwood,
and it was very shadowy in the wood-
shed. ommy Dodd lighted a bicycle-
l:u:np to illuminatc the proceedings.

Tommy Cook carefully closed the door
and bolted it. There was to_be no chance
of a roscue, if the other Classicals got wind
of the Modern raid.

“Look here, chuck

it!” said Jimmy
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Silver crossly. “We don r. Jant any of your
rot now, Tommy Dod

“Yes, do chuck Atl‘ amd Lovell. “Wo
want to get in to tea. csides, we've
got something to dol”

The Clmcnl chums were very anxious
to have that “pow-wow” in the end study,
and decide what was to be dono.
was not much timo to waste, for it was
upon the morrow that Knowles' plot was
to bo carried out. But they could not
cxplain all that fo the Moderns—indeed,
if they had made that accusation against
Knowles to the Modern juniors they would
havo reccived o t:.-rnﬁc Tragging us a ro-

&

z

ward.  Tommy Dod Co. were not
to admit that (hc.r captain was so
thorough a rascal.
. as houscs!” said Tommy Dodd
chee “Keep quiet, you  Classic

worms, and leave off ‘m.ivglmw
“Look hm-, what's the littlo gnmc, you

fatheads ?
t said Tommy Dodd.
A very scrious matter.

n't a game,”
“Nothing like n
Form the court.”
Tho grinning ‘\ln«lvrns formed themsalves
into n circle, oxcopting tho four who wero
sitting on Jimmy Silver & Co. They
seu]cd themselves a little more comfort-
ere was not much comfort for

tllc “Fistical Four, but that couldn’t be
elper

“Laoy " rappod o'|t Tcmmy Dodd.
“Adsum1” said L

“Fathead, this lsn L “roll-call ! You'ro
judge. No good being tho hopeful son
K | il it uyou. can thjudge.
Get on the bench.”

Lacy sut cross-legged on tho berch.

“Put on your wig, you ass! What's
the good of a judge wxclmul a wig? Tho
wig 1s the ehicf part of the bizney. There's
between a judge and a

no diffcrence
dock, excepting the wig.”

eri mm.d in

“All right, keep your wool on, Tommy
I)mlll )1

ted his wig, which was nothing
iuz than the cover of a
cave Lacy a very striking

snid Webb.

cuting lun‘—-l mean law-
% your wig.”

1 a cushion-cover. The
ad evidently prepared

Upr JIMMY!

this little scene, and they seemed to regard
it as very amusing. Jimmy Silver & Co.
wore not in tho least entertaine
“Look here, will you gerrup?” growled
Lovell. “Wo w ant our tea l”
“We're fed up! Raby.
“Gentlomen of tho jury,” said Tommy
Dodd. “I beg you to note the contradio-
tory statoments of tho prisoners on tho
. mo says that ho wants his toa
and another states that he is fed up. I
draw attention to this trifling circum
stance, gentlemen, as a proof that Class
cal cads aro  habitual .,mrytemn and
couldn’t tell ﬂn- truth if they tried.”
Henr,
Will | you lcmmc .mmp':"
Jlmmv Silver sulphurously.
“Sit on him tight, Green!”
You bet!” said Green.
“What sill, gamc nro you playing, you
duﬂ'r-rs? yollo
appeal to tho court for protection,”
nnd Tommy Dodd.
“Contempt of court,” said ﬂm Judge.
“Knock his hoad against the floo

Rap! Rap
“Ow! Oh, crumbs!”

roared

p!
Ol T say!
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“It you' silly idiots dow't let me get
up—" shricked Jimmy Silver.
Knock his head

“Co:msmptX of court !

"on, you Totters!
cads!’ Yow-ow !

“Silenco in court !
“This is o trial by jur
know_how {o behavo

Ow, you Modern
said Judge Lacy.
, and if you don’t
urselves ‘in_court,

Classic wor you'll bo taught! Any
interruption is contempt of court. Sit on
his head, Green. itlemen of the jury,

the court is 1 and the procecd-

worship, and honourablo gen-
& \Vcl‘b, pushing tho corner

os, cgret to say
ious case. T hope to

e prisoners at the bar—I
the floor—are guilty of

potty

ocket-picking,

i brother may get
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Webb cleared his throat with quite a
Jegal little cough. genclemcn of the
jury stood round e

The Fistical I‘out, safely pinned down,

glare rial by jury might be funny
‘mm the Modern point of view, but_the
four Classicals entirely failed to sco where
Lhe fur came i

“Your honourablo worship,” pursued
Webb, “thase pnsonersflmn\vn to be bad
charactes

“I rise to order,” said a member of
the jury. “Let the learned counsel state
in what way these prisoners are known to
be bad characters.”

"’Fhe question is in order,”

said the

“1 "hope to satisfy the court upon that

oint,” said the proscouting  lawyer.
" They dro Classicals—measly, mingy Clas-
sicals1 I trust the jury reqmre no further
evidence on that point.”

“Hear, hear I”

The jury were quite satisfied. The
prisoners on the floor looked daggers,
‘o resume,” continued Webb, “these

bad ‘characters—these measly Classicals—
committed assault and battery upon three
respectable_citizens this afternoon. They
attacked Messrs Dodd, Doyle, and Cook,

and deprived them of their caps, un-
duubtedly with tha intention of purloining
them, Owing to their great speed in re-
tiving from the sccne, Messrs. Dodd,
Doyle, and Cook were unable to decal \vxch
them on the spot. Gentlemen of the jury
know the great speed a Classical cad can
put on when there is a Modern after him.”

“Hear, hear!” said the jury.

“You rotter 1” lonred immy Silver.
“Lemmo get up, and I'll mop up the floor
with any three of youl”

Rap!

Green ]ammed Jimmy Silver’s head on
tho floor without waiting for the judge to

Pronounce the interruption, “Contempt
of gourt I”

L il now call the injured parties”
pusued the prosceuting _cou “Mr.
539, kindly como forward

I

Mr. Dodd kindly came fc

State what ocourred this nfternoon,
on the occasion of the assault, Mr. Dodd.”
© were coming along tho lane,” saxd
{ho witnoss; “wo noticed a bad smell in
ito atmosphere, so woe knew there were
e Classicals hanging round,  These
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Classicals  never  wash_ their  mecks.
Tho prisoners came up and rushed us. They

actually had the check to lay their hands
on  us—us oderns! ~That s lese-
majesty and contempt of court by all the
laws of Rookwood. ~ Tho touch of a Clas
sical cad is well known to be contamina-

& witness’

statement is according
to law,” said the judge. “TFor a Classical
e i Ly hovds o ., Modern young
gentleman is lazy-majosty
“Ha, ba, ha!”
“Silence in court! The prisoners are
guilty of lazy-majesty—"
oro laughter in court. The learned
judge’s pronunciation of lese-majesty mado
even the Classicals grin.
ave ather witnesses to call,”
mitted the lcarned counsel.  “Mess;
Dogyle and Cook will kindly step forid
]’I‘)hg{i ,cvrroborate the statement of Master
odd.””

sub<

“Faith, and we do!1° said Tommy Doyle.

“The prisoners on the floor laid hands
upgn, you

e T Tt to By ekt tien
wards.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1

“And T had_to wash in Condy’s Fluid!*
corroborated Mz, Coo
bab

You silly asses ronred Lovell. “I'll
jolly well— Yaro

Rap, rap!

“Gentlemen of the jury, and learned
judge, and your worship and honour, that

m my case,” said the learned counsel. “I
mand o verdict of guilty against the
prlsoners on the floor.”
“You lhumping idiots——" roared
immy Silye;
“Sit on }ns silly, hezxd Green !”
“T'm sitting on it ! Yoowwwww 1”

shricked Green, m'lkmg a sudden, spring

into the air. cowwwwwww
“What the thunder—
YurnrrrrL T'm bitten!  Yooop!”
“H,

Great luughber in court.

Jimmy Sitver had jumped up.  But
the jury piled on him as_onc man, and
ho was bumped down again. This time
time two jurymen sab on him—not on his
head, however.

“Glntlomen of the jury, have you con-
sidered your_ verdict?
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“Guilty, my lord!”

“Prisoncrs on the floor, you havo been
found guilty by a of your fellow-
countrymen, sitting m the wood-shed, ac-
ing to law. ve Fou Au)llung to

y sontenee uhuuld not passed
upon you?"” demanded the judge.

“Wait {ill I get hold of you, and I'll
sy othing 1" gurgled Jimmy Silver.
Rap, oo

“Ow miny 1"

O Al.nll now procced to pass sentence,”
said tho judge.  “After a fair trial, the

prisoncrs” havo  boen  found  guilty.
Wretched,  depraved,  and  hardened
ofenders, need nnt (-nlar"n upon the
enormity You,

of your conduct.
Classicals, belonging to the mouldy side
at_ Rookwood, Lave ventured to lay your
ids upon the honourablo persons
rns, thus confaminating them, and

committing the crime of lazy-majesty
ha, ha!
No words can express the
o of the prisoncrs’ conduct, 80
I will ot enlargo—"

0; cut it short, Lacy!" came from

“Your voico gives me a painl”
me of the jury chuckled, and the judge
glnrl ed.

“I uhall now pass sentence,” he said.
“The prisoners on the floor aro sentencod
to be hanged, and nn lhe regular hangman
has gone to te: call upon the jury to
carry out the s n(em’

“Iecar, hear!”

“Why, you silly jabberwocks,” howled
Jimmy Silver, ns 'lommv Dodd draggod
four ropes into view, “what uro you at?"”

“Carry out the sentence !” said the judge
soverely.

The ropes wero thrown over a beam
above, and four nooses were made at the
ends. . The four Classicals wore dragged
under them.  They were a little alarmed
now. To their relief, the v
clipped under their arms. The whole
crowd of Moderns dragged at the ropes,
und the Fistical Four were swung off the

Raby

clutehod at the ropes abovo thom,
nd bung on, gluring
ling Mod
silly duffers

at the
yo!

s dowa,

UP JIMMY!

“Ha, he, hat”

Tho unfortunato Clussicals swung throe
feot from the floor. ’lmnmy Dodd Co.
proceeded_to .mm- the ends of the ropo
& Co. turned round

ayed.

d
, the Moderns
gathered round them. They turned them
ns if they had been on spils, taking care,
owever, to dodyge the lunging bools of the
lassicals.

\\ ill you let us down,

you shrick

fatheaded burblers* gasped Jimmy £il
Ia, ha, ha!”

.Junmi, Silvor kicked out desperntely.

Ho could not loosen the loop undor |

arme—bis weight dragged it (oo tight. Ho
could only hang on and

The Moderns surged back, Dogle uttering
n wild howl as Silver's boot caught him.
Tommy_Dodd picked up o long broom.

coping out of ronch of tho lunging
woots, ho stirred the swingers.  The une
fortunate victims gasped and roared, but
there was no help for l—n.\m The
dcrns nluri\LcJ with laughtes
Tim Zot in to lca chucklcd
Cook. "(.uml bye, Bluchell I
“Ha, ha, ha! Good-night, Mary Ann!”

“Fare thee well, and
for ever fare thee wcll!

f for ever, still
sobbed Tommy

a,

“Took hore, you'ro not going to leave
us like this!” hooted Jimmy Silver, as
the chortling Moderns made for the door.

Y hn. hal Good-bye, sweetheart

d out of the wood-

—g
Thn )'o«l.ms strean:
. Thoir laughter
dumucn, ond Jimmy Silver & Co. glare
unspeakablo things. © Jimmy made a wil
cffort to drag the rope loos
weight was too much—tho loop was tigh
round him, and was not to be nrgmd b th.)
“Oh, gasped Love
leave us hn\m liko!
hat 1
‘m getting” cramped 1"
a sound of foot cps outside
a_few minutes later.

beasts |

this !
“Oh,
There

the wood

Oh,
il
was

shed

my only,

it was not the ).[ochrvn returning.
minor of the

e Ifourth cimo

him o cm\\ll of Classical

velled

after
by

stared H.—mkl
wder the
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“Tla, ha, ha!” yelled Townsend.
#Tommy Dodd told us_we should find
something funny here. Ha, ha, ha!”

“He was right I shrieked Jones minor.

What are you fellows up
thero for 7 .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

«(et us down!” shricked Jimmy Silver.
“Loosen those ropes, you silly idiots!
This isn't a joke, you fatheads!”

“Tem’t it?” stuttered Jomes minor. It
looks like one! It looks a jolly lot like
one | should have taken it for a joke!
Ha, ha, ha!”

“You dummies——"

“You chortling chumps—

“You burbling jabberwocks—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

The hanging Classicals glared daggers
2t the yelling juniors. It was bad enough
to furnish merriment to their old enemies
the Moderns, but to bo howled at like this
by their own side was a little too thick.
Jones, almost weeping with mirth, cut the
ropes at last, and the Fistical Four camo
down with o run. They bumped on the
foor, and roared, and the Classical arowd
roared.

“Go for ’em!” yelled Jimmy Silver,
who would have gone for anybody at that
moment.

The Fistical Four charged furiously, and
the hilarious crowd roared—not wi
merriment this time. The Classical chums
knocked them right and left, and ran for
the School House. They did not halt till
they were safe in the end study.

“Well, this is a go!” gasped Lovell.
“Those ~ Modern cads have scored this
time 1

Trom the passage came a howl of
loughter.  Thero was no doubt that for
once, at least, the Moderns had scored.

CHAPTER 14.

Jimmy Silver Does the Trick.

EA in the end study was a_ some-
what grumpy meal that evening.

_ Jimmy Silver & Co. were con-
at 1, Siderably “soro over their “guying”
o the hands of the merry Moderns.
1oy Jlassical juniors—with the exception
e he Tistical Four, of course—were howl-

€ with laughter over it.
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“We shall have to down those worms,
or this study will lose its giddy prestige!”
growled Jimmy Silver. “But_for tho
present_wo've gob to discuss that other
matter.”

The “pow-wow * was long and earnest,

but the difficulty was great.
A go to Bulkeley with the story was
impossible, for the rcasons Jimmy Silyer
had made very clear. But to stand aside
and let the Modern prefect’s plot be
carried out was still more impossible.

“We've somehow got to let Bulkeley
know in advance that_the man’s coming,
and then he’ll know it’s spoof when he
comes,” said Jimmy . “But we
can’t go and tell him; we'vo worked that
out. How the thunder—

“Tt beats me!” confessed Lovell.

Jimmy Silver uttered a sudden excla-
mation.

“Bureka!”

“Got it?” asked his admiring chums.

Jimmy Silyer’s face was very excited, and
his eyes had lighted up.

“Yes, I think so. You see, if Bulkeley
got the tip now, it would be out. Knowles
would_hear of it, and warn Joey Hook
off; that would make us look like liars.
Bulkeley has got to have the tip just when
Joey Hook gots here; and, at the samec
time, he's got to have proof that it was
known beforchand that Hook was coming.
Black and white, my sons—black and
white!”

“Eh! What are you driving at?”

. Jimmy Silver jumped to the table, and
jabbed a pen into the ink. _His chums
Watched him breathlessly as he scrawled
on a sheet of impot paper:

“Dear Bulkeley,—Joey Hook will call
for you to-morrow in a car with a whop-
ping cram about your uncle being_seedy,
fo take you away from the match. It's
all spoof ; your uncle is all right. Don’t be

taken in. We heard him jawing it over
with another villain. It's a jape.
“Yours affectionately,
“A Friesp.”

“There!” said Jimmy Silver, with great
pride.  “When Bulkeley sces that, ‘and
knows it was written to-day, he will know
it’s all spoof to-morrow, won't he? Be
cause if Hook’s yarn is true, hcwJ could 2

friend have known it in advance?
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But—"

by won't get this till the car is
plained Jimmy  Silver  trium-
)nu it will bo oo late for
los to change his plans.”

1

You sece, I'm
wville of the Sixt
Jimmy Silver scaled up the communi-
tion in an envclope,

ovil
Yos; hc s Bulkeloy's chum. You come
with me.

Juum) Silver rushed out of the study,
and his chums followed him in amazement.
Jimmy did not pause till ho reached
cville's study in the Sixth Form passage.

]v" tapped discrectly at the door,
s good natured voice bade him
ha prefect looked inquiringly at
the four excited juniors.
“I've got an (n\r‘ln pe hero,” raid Jm.my
Silver. “It's nwful f valuable—awfully
Would you mind it in your podm
till_to merroy lo?”
'\.-\.l lau

ﬁmng to give this to

sending  you bank-

" o Dut it's awfully
valuablat said Jiminy Silyer impressively.
“I'd like you to put it in your pocket-

, if you will, and hand it over to mo
you for it to-morrow. I
vo dono it up with wax!”

“Oh, all right!” said Nn\ ille, sur]nlnnd,
but tured. And
dlipped Ihg letter into n

obliged,

. don't ek !” enid Noville, lnugh-
Clear

I ay, we're awfully

s nuupc!rJ away. They had

Ju

very cheery
Ihv dormiitony.

chuckling as they lhollghl of the scene on
the morrow—wlien_the car would arrive
for Bulkeley, nnd Nevillo would bo ealled
upon to produce that letter, clear proof that
it had becn written the night before, and
#o that the story o| Mr. Bulkeley's sudden

illness was  “spoof.” Tho thought of
Knowles' fare, loon. Bulkiolay did not go,
made the Clasical Four chortle.
Hallo'™ ownsend. * What's the
Ry T how  we  fourd  you

up JINMY |
strung up
wasn't it? Ha, ha, La!

But the Classical Four did mot explain
what tho joko was.  Thoy hugged that
knowledge to themsclves, and looked for-
ward with Dlissful anticipation to tho
morrosw.

in the

CHAPTER 15.
Simply Awful,

mumcd out into_the quadranz!
bright in tho spring sunshine,
umy Dodd & Cor of (e Fourtl, the
heroes of the Modern' Side, were punting
about an old football in the quad. And
ns soon as Jimmy

wos_ quite n crowd of Modern

rv.mml the ball, but tho Classical
never counted odds. Jimmy Silver

charge, and Lovell and Haby and

hacked him up at once. ‘Tommy

Dodd was rushed off tho ball, and Tommy
Cook wus thoved asido, and Tommy Doylo
vas floored, and Leggett swept over with
a roar. and the Classical youths rushel
the ball away to n side a
beforo the Moderns knew what was hag
pening.

’lommv I)mld sab up and roared.

Vah! Classical cads fter them!”
“(Jh. ed D

K I'm kilt en-
toir Afther t
The \\hom crowd (vl s
pursuit,

ns T

But Jimmy Silver wes going in great

<h|c, dribbling I|u~ I‘ ! m top #pecd.” o

took it right round \m and t!
passed to Lo red

25 Lovl pa

the clute

t
Lﬂ\t]l mnl I(m\ and Newcomo were left

sprawling on tho ground, gasping for
'nu‘”l and tho Modern otdo sped an {ho
trac




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY 35

1t was Jimmy Silver who found Knowles In the rulns. He was tied hand and foot,
and over his head was a baa with a slit for him to breathe through,



&) A

Jimmy was going strong, and it looked
as if ho would escupe into tho Houso with
3 rns,

the bail, when two ar eo M

c\‘:.mnj( {rom Eud'hm duecn:d:. aii_u him
off. Jimmy er paused, a ‘ammy
Dodd & Co. gave a yoll of triumph. But
Jimmy was not beaton yet. He was within
shonhn“ distance of the big donrvq, and
&o brilliant idea oemnd‘o him to kick

o

right into the House, where lhn
were plenty of Classioals to secure it.

No econer flashed into
Jlmmy Silver’s active brain than he acted
upon it. 'Thero was no timo to think it
out, which was rather unfortunate, as it

Jimmy delivered & ous kick, and
tho ball rose over the heads of tho M:
in front of hi smiled straight for

im
tho doorway. Never had Jimmy delivered
a surer kick for m.\d.
It was sheer ill-luck that Bulkelcv of
!.h‘Sulh the eaptain of Rookwood, chose
moment for coming out of the

ey il aqldn's pomibly ke foxe-
soon mu, s he_told his chuma afterwards.

Neither could Bulkeley havo forescen it,
or -o-ld certainly bave dodged. As
it was, the somcwhat footer nuzht

the eaptain of Rookwood fairly under th

chin.

Tulkeley staggered back with a yell, and

ﬂm b.l} rolled at his feet.
rush

i of the juniors stopped us if by
eley sat down doorway,
bl:lu ing. ‘h.li-:y Silver una
y—the great Bulkeley— ol
the captain of the school, had been foored

e
by tho ball, and his face was eplashad with
mud, likewiso his callar and his w.utml.

It was time for the skies to
“Oh, my hat!” gasped Jimm:; !:lnr, m
utter dismay.
crumber” id Tommy Dodd.
“You've done it now
“Berve the benst nghtl" muttered Leg-

ott, who had bis own reusons for dit-
iking Jimmy. Jimmy was always down

on tho i i the J
ol up. ~Ho took out out his
i umes ‘muddy face,
and glured at tho ju
Who kicked (]lllt bL‘lH at me?” he
D«:ld silence.
Jimmy Silver did not feel inclined to
impart any | information. And Tommy

BACKING UP JIMMY!

Dodd & Co. would not have “sneaked”

to save their lives.

L ou hoar me?” shouted Bullu-h'v.
“Who Lckcd that ball? By Jove, 1l
lick the lot of you all round!”

"Pleu!. Bulkeley, it was Sil L

s L. tho Fourth, the cad

was Leggett o
ol f0R Mot sido, who squeaked out
that pieco of information,
cad!”  roared Tommy Dodd.

"shuu uwp!”

n. was you, Silver?” demanded
Bu].ke
"Y's, Bulkelof said Jimmy Silver
mookly. “Awfully sorryl It was an ac-
cuhnb—-qmlu an accident| I didn’t sco you

icking tho ball into the”

You ymmﬁ idiot! The Head might
havo been coming om,l

“Oh, crumbs I mur: d Jimmy,
overcome by thu -wlul pusbxhq
was bad enough to h:
keley of the Sixth
flooring tho Head made him_ feel

“Como into my study!” said Bi l.y
;l'Anyu.ln. to oblige!” groaned Jimmy
ilv

< tely be, followed Bulkeley (o

m

hi rofec pnekedu s’
"‘Ym:lylhmhm" 1" aaid Bul-
“Acoidents Jike that can's be

llln\vcd to happen! Hold out your hand!
“Lov the other1™

Oh. danl' p-d Jimmy Silver. “I
say, Bulkeley, ‘rihng your muscle
up _for your bcttm' afternoon?”

Bulkeloy grinned.

% You can clear off, you checky rascal 1"
immy Silver did not need telling twice.

He aoaredi o promptly, and the great
proceeded take an extra

Bulkeley to
wash,
CHAPTER 1.
Leggett In Luck.
L] ODERN sneak!”

Lovell and Raby and New-,
combo howled out the words to-
yether. “Sneaking ” was almost

unknown among the cheery juniors of
Rookwood, and Leggett's betrayal of
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|Jimmy Silver made the Classical churs
boil with rage. And Tommy Dodd & Co.
iwere equally furicus. The cad of the
Tourth had brought disgrace on their
side, and given the Classicals a “handle”
against them.

“What do you expect of these Modern
worms ?” hooted Raby.
| “Yah! Modern cads!”

! “’Tain’t our fault, is it?” howled Tommy
Dodd. “We didw’t sncak! It was that
rotter Leggett! We don't own him. He
ought to be a Classical !”

© “Yah!”

“Serag tho beast 1” yelled Cook. “Make
an_example of him!”

“Collar him!”

Legzott was speeding away towards the
Modern did not like the looks
of Tommy o,

But he was not allowed to cscape. The
three Tommics were keen to show in the
plainest possiblo manner that they wero
as much “down” on sncaking as any
measly Classical at Rookwood.

They charged after Leggett, yelling to
Tim to stop.

Under, tho circumstances Leggott was not
likely to stop. ITear lent him wings, anc
he dashed on at a psce he had never

isplayed on the playing-ficlds.

He rushed into the House, with Tommy
Dodd & Co. whooping after him.

“Collar the cad!”

“Scrag him!”

Legsett, in desperation, rushed for tho
Sixth-Form passage. In those sacred pre-
cincts he felt that he would be safe from
the evengers. As a rule, the most reck-
less raggers would have kept clear of the
quarters of the high and mighty Sixth.

But Tomimy Dodd was too eéxasperated
to think of that. The disgrace Leggett
had brought on his side had to be wiped
out. They scudded after the sncak of
the Tourth, and Loggett panted with
terror as he heard them still on his track.

Thoy were close bchind _when Leggett
whipped open the door of Knowles' study
and dashed in, slamming the door behind

him.
Then even the three Toms paused.
Knowles was head prefect of the Modern
side, and ow of uncertain temper,

and’ it was manifeslly imposeiblo to. por-
“The thafo of the world!

potrafe a ragging in his stu

gasped
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“ Niver
he comes

Doyle, coming to a sudden halt.
mind; we'll serag bim when

waited, breathing
t was evident that

_ three juniors
assage.

‘| Kuowles was not in his study, or the
fugitive would have been booted —out
already.

Loggett was palpitating with alarm in
the study. e had rushed in blindly to
cscape the avengers, without stopping to
think that the sharp-tempered ~prefect
might be there. Fortunately for him,
Knowles was nob there. Leggett squirmed
under the bed in the corner, as the safest
place, determined to stay there, and kick
his hardest if the thrce Tommics ran him
to carth.

“Qw, the rotters!” he mumbled. *The
beasts! If Knowles comes and catches
mo here—oh, dear!”

He was almost inclined to face the angry
juniors rather than Knowles. But not
quite! He remained palpitating under tho
bed, waiting till the coast should be clear,
and hoping that Knowles would not come.

Alas for his hopes! Tommy Dodd &
Co. had mot been on guard three minutes
when Knowles and Catesby of the Sixth
came along. Knowles frowned at the trio
of Fourth-Formers.

“What are you fags doing herc?” he
snapped.  “Cléar off I”

The three Tommies cleared off.

Knowles and Catesby entered the study.

Leggeit, under the bed, palpitated, think-
ing that the avengers had resolved to run
the risk of cornering him in the prefect’s
study. Dut the sight of two pairs of
logs {hat cortainly did not belong to the
Tourth reassured him. But his case was
not much improved. Heo knew what to
expect if Knowles found a junior hidden
under his bed. Leggett subdued his hur-
ried breathing, and lay very low. It was
cvidently advisable just then to under-
study the celebrated Brer Fox.

“Shut the door I” said Knowles. “Help
yourself to a fag, old man!”

Leggett grinned under the bed. Leg-
gett had a way of knowing most things
that went on, whether they concerned him
or not, and he knew already that Knowles
was a smoker, A

“There's the match this afternoon,
Krowles,” said Catesby doubtfully. "
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ter not put on a smoko till afterwards, I
think.”
Oue won't hurt you!
ball win, anywa
Ucrcs the of
Know “It's th best team wo can
get mco the, field. Without Bulkeley on
o othor 'side, I havon't tho slightost
dmxl;t that we shall beat them hollow.”
el

Besides,

qur, side,” went on

put & men in in Bulkeloy's

“Yes; one of the Tifth very likely
not much good! Mind, when Bulkeley's
called away, there’s to be no rot about
[éostponmg the trial match, Somo of the

ascicals may suggest it. Wo're all to
be down on it at once.

“You bet!” chuckled Cateshy. “And
Bulkeley will be held to his promise, 1oc.
If wo win tho match, we have six men
in_the school (\len

Knowles chuckled,

“What-ho! Of conrse the sublime Bul-
keley did not foresco that he would bo
called_away from tho match. And, under
the circs,, ho will very likely think um
his promiso ought to bo callod off.
course, we shall not listen to any sug-
gestion of the kind.”

“Some of the fellows may—""

“Tho fellows will back us up,” sai
Kno\vlcs “They're all as keen as we

et o fair show for the Modern side.
Wo'can't afford to yield an inch. 1 ven't
taken all this trouble for nothing

Catesby rubbed his hands.

““Lool ike a dead cert for us!” he
rcmarkcd

“Tt is a dead cert!” said Knowles. “I
took o spin on my bike beforo lessons thiz
morning, and saw Joey Hook. It's all
fixe He's got the car reedy, and hea
calling at half-past one got up as 8
reapcunble family chauffeur. Bnlkoley

't refuso to go—unless he’s & heartless
east—when he hears that lm uncle’s sink-
ing fnst, and asking for i)

I say, it is rather duckl"
Camby slow

Knowles ot into & meermg laugh.

“Ato you gotting soft?” ho asked.
“Wo'vo got too much at stake to to stick
at o trifle, We've got to win the trial
match, and start tho scason with a good
:how for the Moderns in the First Elc‘en

“I wish we could beat them on our
form,” muttered Catesby.

“So But we cunt and that’s

said

f BACKING UP
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an end. When wo get the Iirst Bleven

into our hands, thc fellows will put moro
hccf into it; we've never really had a fair
show.”

“Well, that's so,” said Cate: hesi-
tating. He did mob really think, in his
heart, that Bulkeley had not g the

Modcrns a fair show, but it made hie con-
scienco more comfortable to think so as
much as he could.

nyway, it's fixed now,” said Knowles.
s too lato to stop Joc) Hook, even
if wo wanted to. Not that we would.”
"1"‘}1010 was @ smell of tobacco in the

The two profects, whoso duty it was
to punish or report any fellow in the
school found smoking, pufied at their
cigarottes, and chatted, their talk runmng
on irtain Spring Handicap, which
seemed to interest them very much.

Leggett, under tho bed, was trembling.
He was getting an insight into Knowles
]qu v\ms that, with all his prying and
5| had never dreamed of before.'
Tho zlmu ht of what Knowles \\ould do,
to him if ho found that ho had overheard,
mado him feel faint. He scarcely blcnthad
as he lay like & mouse under the
Would they never go? he wondered.
Knowles and_Catesby were not
hurry to go. The Spring Hendicap, and
the chances of Bluo Bird and Snooker IL
respectively, scemed to interest them oven
more than the trial cricket match of the
afternoon.
They did not leave the skudy till the
bell was ringing for
Then, to Legﬁ] Stt's great rolief, they left
tho study, without even suspecting the
prosenco of a third party in the room. 1
Loggett waited till thelr footsteps had
died away, end then crawled out from
under_the bed, t(emblmg in every limb.'
The discovery ho had made terrified him.
Thero was o plot to got Bulkeley sway
from the school that afternoon, and depnve
tho Classical team of their captain’s ser-
vices. He understood now why Knowles
was so_confident of winning. Without Bul-
keley in their ranks, the Classicals would
have a hard strugglo to keep their ond
up agninst Knowlcu team.
ho cad of the Fourth peered out into

the nnssnxe It was deserted; everybody
was in tho dining-room. Leggeit scuttled
out, his heart beating. He was five minutes

in a
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late for dinner, and received a hundred
lines from Mr. Manders. But the thought
of what might havo happened to him
Knowles had found him in the study con-
soled him for the hundred lines.

CHAPTER 17.
“ Lot him rip!"

IMMY SILVER & CO. were adorning
the steps of the School House when
Bulkeley and Neville came out after

inner.

¢ Jimmy Silver & Co. smiled at one

enother as the great swells of the Sixth
walked away chatting. The valuable letter,
which had been_delivered so mysteriously
into Noville’s charge, was their counter:
stroke to Knowles’ plot. They felt elated
that it had fallen to them to back up old
Eulkeley and save the Classical side from
efeat.
{“Mind you kids are at the galo ab
half-past one,” murmured Jimmy Silver.
“1 want to see Knowles face' when his
Tittlo' gume goos bang.”
i “Ha, ha
I “And Knowles don’t know we know,”
chuckled Lovell blissfully. ¢ Hasn't the
famtesb suspish that we were in the barn
on ho jawed it over with Joey Hook.
Tiis faco will be worth 8 guinea & box
when he finds out.”
i “Ha, ha, b

al”

| “Hallo, hore's the Modern sneak!” said
Newe

" Leggets, of the Fourth was approaching.
/Loggett did not look happy. Ono of
o e kad wollon, and b nose wis, very
zod. Thero was a bluish tinge round one
of his eyes. Tommy o. had in-
torviewed him -immediately after dinner,
’wn‘.h painful results to the cad of the

rth.
’I‘he Fistical Four glared at him
| “Just_in time for s licking™

Jlmaf ilver.
ck it1” growled Leggott. “I've
Gome aver hero to speak to Smythe. You're

said

Jolly well é;'cmg to see your rotten Clas-
slos, s licked this afternoon.”
Not much chance of that!” said Lovell

isdaintully.
| “What will you bet on it?” said Leg-

| receive back

gett. The amiable Leggett was
givan to making bets on the school events.

OWN LIBRARY .14

“I won't bet anything, because I'm not
a blackguard,” said Lovell; “but if I did
bet, I'd lay & hundred to one on the
Classics.”

“I'd take you,” said Leggett. “Tll tako
on, at two to one, if you like. In quids,

“Tho Tistical Four stared at him. Log-
gett’s unpleasant manners and customs got
on their nerves, but so far as they had
observed him, he generally did well out
of his little transactions. That ho.should
be willing to_ et against the Classio side,
when even the Moderns themselves had
little hope of winning, was extraordinary.
Leggott generally found a sure thing to
put_his money on, and mow it looked
250t ho was gelibarately hotting against
the chances. They were puszle
“Where's tho quids?” said Lovell scep-
t)cail
gott drew quite a handful of monoy
from ie pocket.
“Money talks,” ho said.
“Whero on carth did you get that?”
oxelaimed Raby, in astonfshunent. , * You

dogit enerclly hayejmmohiin ney.
e ions e enyey i Lot
geﬂ;, with_a sneering smile. a matier

fact, I've been collecting somo little
debts for this special ol n
Lending money amon; -m-fellows
was another of Leggem dehghtful ways.
He would lend a shilling for a week, to
fifteen penco on Saturday.
There were always half a dozen fellows
owing Loggett money.
“You think your rotten Classics
going to win1” added Leg
L w know they are i growled Jimmy
ilve:
“Wel! then, put your money on_it.”
“You know wo don’t bet, you worm!
Leggeu laughed sneeringly.
I forgot you were a seb of gxddi«'
Encs Never mind—Smythe, of the Shell
will take me—so will Howard and Tracy,
nnd s many as I like. Thoy're sport-

“FBlessed if T make you out” said
Lovell. “Even if you think your Mudern
cads have @ chance, you can’t think it's
a cort, and you ate always doing your
ducy betting on certs. You must be going

your rocker. Anyway, you're not com-
g ahir with your Hlthy racecourse tricks.
Bump him

ool u Raby and Newcome collared

are
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Leggott, before ho conld flee.
Silver shouted at once,

i on! ‘Lot him go1”

“What rot!” exclaimed Lovell.
Jimmy Silver—
Hands off the dear boy,” said Jimmy
“Let him go, I tell you, or I'll
make you.”

“Why, you ass—"

“You fathead, T1l—"

“You checky chump!”

Leggett bolted into, the house, leaving
Jimmy Silver’s three chums arguing wrath:
fully with Jimmy. Jimmy was grinning

serencly.
okl

“Look

jaw, my infants—"
“You silly fathead ! roared Lovell.
“Come away with your Uncle Jimmy—
come where ﬂ\nt worm can’t hear us—and
T'll whisper in your silly car!” said Silver.
Ho led his comrades away across the

quad. Ho did mot want to risk lotting
ggott’ hear what ho had to say, an
ha knew L(‘ggr tt’s wonderful gift of hear-

ing all sorts of things he was not intended
to hear. Under the oid beeches they
pmx cd
t you seo?” grinned Jimmy Silver,

h‘“\lo, T don't,” growled Lovell, “and I
t!

“Oh, you
cheerfully.
tumble?

don’t think!” said Jimmy
“Can’ t you sce? Don’t you
All Rookwood knows that ‘the

Classicals will beat Knowles' lot—and yet
here cm(rxlcs the sportive Ln%gy offering” to
odds

ng'\mﬂr the ssies?  Don’t

Leggett is the champion

csdropper and sneak generally?

you sce he's got on to something 7
“What?”

“Ho's spotted Knowles, same as wo did,”

chuckled Jimmy Silver. “He’s spied, or
listened, or something, and got on to what
I\\—m—)\‘;;c;f h’\\’ arranged for to-day.”

“And instead of trying to bume him
as—as we'vo done, Leggy is on to make
a good thing out of it. o thinks Knowlos
little game is going to be & success, and

.ﬂsnc fo book bets against the

and Raby and Newcome burst
into a rour. It was plain enough now
that Jimmy Silver pointed it out. That
was the only possible explanation o
Leggoti’s apparently reckless conduct.
“Oh, my hat!” “gasped Lovell.  “The

UP JIMMYY

silly cad!  Of course, he doesn’t know wo

now—he doesn't_suspect that Knowles'
little gamo is gomg to bo knocked sky-
ln"h-]m, ha, ha!”

“Let him npl” said Jimmy Silver. “It
will be a lesson to him about betting on
dead ccn;—wlm

“IIa, ha, i
And A\c tho idea of the cunning Fourth-
verrenching himself in that way
|hc I'rstwal Four ycllod with laughter. And
they let Leggett ripl

CHAPTER 18.
Cood Businees.

DOLPHUS SMYTHE, the dandy of
A the Shell, was in his study. The
august countenance of the great
Adolph\\s was clouded. He was not
contenfc
was, as ho told his stu('lymntc=
Ho\\:ud and Tracy, dashed rotten.

Adolphus was & sporting young gentle-
man, resembling Master Leggett in his
faetes, though the loity dandy of tho Shell
regarded the former as a rank outsider,
and would not have touched him with a
pair of tongs. '

Tt was a_custom of tho great Adolphus
to make up o little " book * on tho prin-
cipal events at Rookwood, and as
generally had plenty of money, he SR
times booked quito extensive bets. He
was ready and willing to make up a bool,’
as usual, on the trial oricket match,
Modern versus Classical. But he found
that, for once, his sporting proclivities were
mpped in the bud.

Thore were no takers.

Everybody on the Classic side knew that,
Bulkeley’s team would win. Everybody’
on the Modern side felt pretty sure that
they would.

There were some sports, of Smythe's
variety, on the modern side, and Adolphus
had sought in vain to get them to back
up their team with their money. Perhups
Knowles would have taken him on if
Smythe had dared to uppronch a prefect
on the matter, and if the prefect had
dared to risk making bets vuth a ]umcm
But that was out of tho questi

Modern fellows declared ﬁmt the Lnnl

match \\ou]d be by no means a walk-over
for Bulkeley's lot. But for reasons best




THE SCHOOLBOYS’

known _to ﬂxemsel\es they declined to bet
on their own men.

It was in vain that the welllined
‘Adolphus had offered odds of three to
one on the Classics. There were simply
no takers.

“I call it dashed rotten!” said Adolphus,
lighting a_cigarette, with a discontented
frown. ““Seoms to be no sporting instinct
Teft in Rookwood, by gad, since they started
that measly Modern side in the school.
Tvo offered young Leggeti threo to one

on Bulkeley, and he wasn’t on, by Jove!”
“Catch him!” said o\vald. “That
young cad bets on certs.”

“Well, a_fellow nught to badk up his
own team!” said Smythe. a
dashed Modern, I'd put my money *on
"em, I would, you know, by gad !

There was a tap at the door, and Leggett
of tho Fourth came in. The threo Shell
fellows stared at him with far from wel-
coming looks. Unless it was to make a
bet they had no use for Leggett, and ho
g alrcady been tempted in voin.

ut, dol” said Smythe. “T'm
cathor rshtaul s whio T hive By my study,
ar Modern cads.

bai Jovey There's
or.
“Why the dickens don’t you buy & no
necltie) Teggottr said Tiacy.. " Blossed

if I ever saw suc'h a dingy bounder as
you are, by George!”
“Oh, kick him out!” yawned Smythe.

“Hold on!” said ch§ete suavely, “You
woro offering me_bets last night, Smythey
—three to one on Bulkeley’s team.”

“Yaas, and you were afraid to back
your men,” said Smythe dxsda,mfully

“T've changed my mind,” said Leggett.

Smythe’s expression changed at_ once.
Quite a cordial smile came over his face.
Tracy, who had picked up a cricket-stump
fo help Leggett out of the study, dropped
it behind him very quickly. Tho nuts of
the Shell were all smiles now.

“Coin’ to bet, what?” asked Howard.

“I’ll take you on,” said Leggett. “I've
been thinking 1t over. It’s only pa.tuouo
to back up ong's own team, isn’t it?”

“Quite s0,” said _Smythe
“You're a sport, after all, Legget
“Besxdc= I thinlcthe Moderns W;l' win,”

,ud Leg:

Tho smu fellows suppressed thoir merri
ment at the idea. They were quite will-
ing to let Leggett think so. if he was

Joartily.
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willing to back up his own opinion with
hard cash,

“Well there’s no une so uncertain as
cricket,” said Adolphus “A team isn't
licked till its beaten. A game isn't lost
#ll it’s chucked away. Youw're a real sport-
ing 3f{euow and no mistake, Leggott.”

“What are you going to put up?”

“Quids, if you like?” said Smythe negli-

gently.
“Samo here!” chorused Tracy and
Howard, “Don't leave us outl Take us

all in, Leggett, old man!

“Money talks,” said Leggett. “I'm ready
to put up hard cash, if you fellows do
the same. I don’t believe in betting on
the nod.”

“Go casy, though,” said Smythe sus-

piciously.  “Let’s sce the colour of your
money, Leggey. Yowre a jolly "bad
payer.

“Three quids!” said Leggett, producing
his money. “I’ve bcen scrowing it tfo-
gether to put on this match. Thore's my
tm, if you fellows can cover

young rascals of the Shell looked
grcadxly at the handful of silver with two
or three notes in it. Smythe produced
three currency notes for a pound each.

“There’s my little bit, by gad!” he re-
marked.

Leggett looked inquiringly at Howard
and Tracy. Those two young gentlemen
hesitated. They were eager to book bets
with Leggett, but they were not rolling ir
money like Adolphus.

mong_gentlemen——" began Howard.

Leggett laughed.

“Moncy talks,” he said. “I'll put up
stakes if you do, and Selwyn will hold
them for us. Selwyn can be depended

ety vou checky rotter, do you think
we wouldn’t pay up?

Loggott shruggod his shoulders.

“Cash or no bet,” ho said.

“Hold on,” said Tracy. “This is too
good to let slide. Tl get some of
the fellows m, and we'll whack it out.”

“Right-ho!”

Tracy rushed from the study. Ho cam.
back in five minutes with half a dozen
ellows, all excited and eager. Townsend
and T m of the Iourth, and Selwyn
and Cthney and a couple of Shell fellows
followed him in.
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'lhry were all “nuts ” of ‘Sm;

and they were all fooks

kao \(.0]pl|v|= they had hitl
for “tal

he's sceret

g oxcited
ro sought

cgett grected them with a grin,

“ I o|‘”’ he asked.

“By gad, you can bet we're all on,” said
Chesney. “ "Pain’t often wo get a chance
like this.  We ’I] Ldfo all the tin you like
to offer.”

“Ivo only got three quid, u..: Tl put
it all up,” said Leggett. want nine
pounds to cover it smuws put up
three.

“We'll jolly soon mako up tho rest,”
said Sclwyn.

The nuts of Rookwood almost tumble
over one another to take Leggett's bet.
Never had o easy and gorgeous a chance
como tho way-of tho “Giddy Goats,” as
the sporting young rascals styled them-
selves.

“Selwyn ho‘ds the stak
Y Hc s square.

“If you mecan that we're not square—"
bvg'm Smythe.

“I dow't mean anything,
l:u]ds the stakes.”

hat's all right,” said Selwyn.

me, I suppose, Smythcy.
, yaas, absolutely !
the Giddy Goats booked the bet
with great care, and the cash was handed
over to Sclwyn for safe keeping. Leggott
]ooked very satisfies
If the Cla: win, you pay out ﬂmic
chaps, Selwy he remarked. f
Moderns win Tl call on you nﬂot the
match, and you hand it ores to m

“That's it,” said Selw;

Leggett nodded and 1okt the stady. The
Giddy Goats burst into a joyous chuckle
when he was gone.

“It's as casy as pickin' up quids, by

\%nd " said Smythe. “The young ass must

e ubsolulr.ly oft his rocker, don’t you

o

cs,” said Leggett.

only Selwyn

,:' You

I should think!” said Selwyn,
“If tho Moderns win—ha, ha!—T'll hand
him_tho moncy right enough. If1”

“He's "ncml]y o jolly cute,” said Tracy
thoughtfull; “There can’t be anything
the matter w.th me team that he’s heard
of and wo haven't, I suppose?””

“Oh, rot!” mythe. “It’s a dead

Balmy,

8
suro thing for us!”
And the Giddy Goats agreed that it

BACKING UP JIMAMY!

was, and chuckled glecfully over the pros

pect. Leggett was chuckling, ftoo, as he
walked awa o also xegarded it as &
“dead sure” thing.” :
CHAPTER 10,
Jimmy Silver Chigs tn.
“ rIME! said Jimmy Silver
It wauted o fow minutes fo hall-
rast one, Tho Tistical Four

t of the tuckshop, where tllcv
refreshing  themselves  with
ginger-beer, and_sauntered down to tho
school  gatés. hey had smiling faces.
The denouement was et hand.

Jimmy Silver leaned on one of the old
stone pillars, and surveyed tho road. Neves
bad Jimmy Silver felt quite so satistied
with himself,

“Sister Anne! Sister Anne, do_you sco
a motor-car comm~  chirruped Raby,

“Ha, ha, ha!” |

Thiero was o hoot of a motor-horn down|
tho road a few minutes later, and o small|
grey car came in sight. It dashed up tol

had  bheen

the gates of Rookwood and stopped.
very _ respectablo clmuﬁ'cm stepped  down.
u faco was almost hidden by his motor-
oggles, Ho glanced at tho janiors in the,
gutcwn), but passed them without speak-
ing, and went up to tho porter’s lodge.|
Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged ecstatic
glancés, If they had not known of the
plot, they would pover havo drcamed of
recognising Joey the sporting tout,’
in that extremely respectubla get-up. o
looked like & very sedate old fnmly eor-
vant.
; (I)ld Mack, the porter, looked out of }un
od
“Is Master Bulkeley about?” asked the
hauffeur. |
“Yes,” said old Mack. “Wot is it?”
“I have » mesago for Lim from his|
uncle. Will you call him at once, please.|
Tell lnm his uncle, Mr. Bulkeley at_the,
Elms, has had a tudden attack, and \
sinking fast, and I have been sent ovel;
{o leich i “Where i not a moment to]

o Bleu my ‘eart,” said old Mack.
old porter hurried away fop

The
Bnlkela)x Tho chauffeur stepped out into
the road again, and busied himself with

o
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his car, turning it for the return journey.
Jimmy Silver & Co. waited patiently.

Bulkeley of the Sixth, his face very palo,
came striding down to the gates with old
Mack Tollowing him. Bulkeley was in his
flannels, he had already changed for the
match, and he was barchea od.
come out with a rush immediately ho re-
cmcd the porter’s message.

“What's this?” ho exclaimed, as the
chaufleur touchcd Lis cap.  “Mack tells
me vou've been sent from my uncle's to
fetch me?”

“Yes, si

“I’s serious,”

“I gavo tho porter my message,
Mr. Bulkeley is sinking fast, and i
time is lost, you may not sce him alive.”

Good heavens!” muttered Bulkclc), his
lips trembling.  “Poor old Unclo George!
I hadnw’t the faintest 1dc1 he was like

that! I'm coming, of cour:
hat on carth’s tho mnm.r, Bulke-
ley?” exclaimed Nevilie.  The Classical
cricketers, in a stato of great dismay, had
followed Bulkeley down to the gates. They
de heard old Mack’s message.
say, I'm sorry,” said Bulkeley, his
lips twitching. “Yowll have to phy mkh-
out me this n(tcrnocn, Neville.

best you cax
egan Raikes of tho Sixth.

“\Iv unclc= dying,” said Bulkeley, with
a catch in his voice. “I'm sorry to leave
you fellows in the lurch like this, but it
can’t bo helped. Lend mo a cap, one of
,hou—rve forgotten mine. I shan’t stay to
<

"It: rotten,” said Neville, concerned
for his friend, and concerned too for the

assical prospects in the trial match. “O
coure, you san't, think of arickeb now.
hopo yowll find it’s not so bad, old chap.
Here's a cap.”

“I'm sorry, too,” said I\nm\Im “Keep
your pecker up, Bulkeley.” The look on
Bulkeley’s faco sent, for a moment, a pang
of remorse to the heart of the cad of tho
Sixth. Knowles would have heard of the
illness of any of his uncles with great
equanimity; but Bulkeley scemed to b
be made of different stuff. Don't be
downhearted; you may find him better, old
fellow.”

“Thapk you,” caid Bulkeley, “I hopo
o Do the best you can, Neville. Good-

yel”

sir.

“WI

~2

“Hold on!”
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It was Jimmy Silver's voico as ho sprang

into Bulkeley’s The captain of Rook-

wood, who vas springing for the car, almost

fell
\|L ol the way, you young idiot.”

“Told on, T say! Bulkeley, listen to
me. \uar uncle’s not ill—

“Wha

T votton jape!”

“You young fool,
Bulkn

get aside!” roared

shricked Jimmy Sibver.
“Tl prove it! an isn't a chaufieur;
Lie's focy Took, tho tout.”
hai 17 yolled all the Classical seniors

togother.

Knowles' face was a study.

“Make him toke_off hix gogsles, and
you'll sce,” panted Jimmy Silver. “T t
T on 15 s Tony Haok Jand holation
and I can it.”

Bulkeloy alinost steggered.  Ho. could
not belicve that anyono, would play so

Sl

ng )ou,

Boastloss a trick, but Jimmny s carnest
faco impressed him in spito of lLimself.
Ho swung towards "the. chauffeur

T Polthaa o T Uik T thig

is pmo of sour jokes, silver, I'll flay you.
Ii man isn’t Joey Hook, flay me
L okt T IO voh

"Fho ehanffaur.stood motionless.

taken as much by surprize as Knowles.

“Do you hear me?” roared Bulkeley.
“Let me sco your face! Hang you, man,
what are you wasting time for ?”

Without waiting for” the man to answer
or move, Bulkeley dragged tho motor-
gogzles avay with Jis oun hand.

“Joey Hook!” yelled Nev

Bulkoley stored  furioudly at tho pro-

tu\dcd chauffeur.
Wi this Hook,
rascal 1”7

ocs
Jooy  Hook pulled together.
“Wot does wot me: Hook, in
vaen. T come over to lotch you, ‘sir,

nd if you dow't choosc to come, that’s
your look out. Mr. Bulkeley's doctor sent,
because there ain’t timo for you to get to
Shoremouth by train. An m you

mean,

),

you

imself

that there ain’t a minuto to 1u , from
what the medical gentleman said.””
Bulkeloy hesitated_a moment. It was

plausiblo enough. was one of Jooy
Hook’s many lmcs of business to hire out
motor-cars, which he often drove himself.
emed absurd to suppose that he would
time, trouble, and money in taking
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the captain of Rookwood on un
thirty miles for nothing. That Jocy Hook
knew, or cared, anything about tho trial
mateh (lmll afternoon, never even -entered
rcad.

“I must go,” he said. “I can’t chance
it. Tt must be all right.”

“You shan't go!” yelled Jimmy Silver.
“Its a trick to get you away from tho
so that the Moderns will win.”
stammered

o broke

hurriedly. had not
accused tho Moderns yet, and a too hurried
defence would have been a proof of guilt.

“Oh, nonsense!” said Bulkeley. Vhat
can 1look know about our matches, Silver?
I suppose you mean well, but you're a
little fool. Get aside!”

“Hg was put up to it!” shouted Jimmy.
“Who by, then?”
“The Moderns.”

“You young rascal!” roared Bulkeley.
“How dare you say such a thing!”

“Oh, I say— Oh—ow!"” gasped Jimmy
Silvor, as tho angry captain of Rookwood
grasped his_collar and shook him furi-
ously. “Bulkeley—I say—"

“The young cad!” exclaimed Knowles
cuti?,usly. “Bulkeley, you can’t believe

“Do I look as if I believed it?” panted
Bulkoley.  “When I got back, Tl lick
him within an inch of his life for saying
such a caddish thing.”

“It's true!” bawled Lovell “We can
prove it.”

“Wo can provo it!” shricked Raby and
Newcome.

Thoy had expected that Bulkeley would
hard to convince, but they had hardly

xpected this. ,

“Don’t talk rot,” said Neville. “As

for that young cad—'
“Igs true!” howled Lovell desperately.
“Ips truo! We've got proot—proof!
Bulkeley, don't bo a beast! We can prove
it if you listen just a single minute.”
Bulkeley gritted his tee
“Well, then, you young rascals, I'll give
you @ single minute,” he exclaimed, “and
it you don’t provo it, I'll report this to the
Head, and ask him to flog you!”
“Right-ho! panted Jimmy Silver, as
tho Rookwood captain released him. '“A
“minute’s_enough. Neville, you've got the
Fiocfl Give me my letter”

{BACI{ING uUpP JIMMY;

“Your letter! What—"

Give it me! No, en it and show 1t
to Bulkeley! It's all written down in thal
letter.”

“What " shouted Bulkeley.

“It's written down there that Joey Hook
was coming for you to-day in a car, with
a lio about your ‘unclo being,ill,” stuticred
Jimmy Silver. “Now, if what ho says is
true, how could I have known it last
night 2
_“You_couldn’t, you young imbecile.

ou—-" .

“It's in the lotter.”

“Nonsense! You—

“Open the letter, Novill, and show
him!” shricked Jimmy in desperation.

Noville, amazed, drew the letter from hi.
pocket.

CHAPTER 20.

Proof Positive.
ALF  Rookwood scemed to
gathered round tho gates now.
Tho strange sceno had drawn tho

follows from all quarters.
Knowles was pale as death. His schemo
was crumbling about his cars; but it was
not only tho failure of his scheme that he
dreaded. Ho dreaded exposure more than
that! Yet, how could it be proved? His
word was as good as anybody’s—better than
that of a fag in tho Fourth—a fag who was
known to be on the worst of terms with

be

im. wles did not want for nerve.
Ho pulled himsclf together. But Catesby
had already hurried away. He could not
faco it out.

Novillo broko the seal of the lettor.

In the midst of a deadly silence, he drow
the letter out of the envelope. = Ho un-
folded it, and handed it to Bulkeley.

“Tho captain of Rookwood read it, with
his eyes almost starting from his head,
Tho lotter boro the provious day's dato, and
it vam, in Jimmy Silvers sprawling hand:

“Dear Bulkeley,—Joey Hook will call
for you to-morrow in a car, with a whop-
ping cram about your uncle being seedy,
Yo fake you away from tho match. Its
all spoof, your uncle is all right. Don’t
be taken in. We heard him jawing it over
with another villain, It's a jape.

; “Yours affectionately,
“A FRIExD,”
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Bulkeley read the letter aloud, and
overy word was heard by everybody
prosent.

Jimmy Silver smoothed his rumpled hair
and_collar, whilo Bulkeley read. He did
not bear any malico for that rough shaking.
It was just like old Bulkeley to refuse to
helieve hurm of anybody, though he might
have bes bit ‘moro’ gentle about it,

: perhnps.

mly aunt!” exclaimed Neville,
w hm Uulkcley had finished.

What_on’ carth does it mean?” ex-

claimed Raikes. “\thn was that letter

given to you, “Novillo 1
“Last night,” said Neville
“xm mghu" muttered Bulkeley.

“And you've had it in your pocket ever
since, haven't you, Neville?” said Jimmy

Silver.

“Ever qnce, agreed Neville,
“But—but—" stammered Bulkeley.
AT “}m that rotter says is truc about
your unclo having a sudden attack, and
the doctor sending him_over for you, how
could I have known it last mg\m" de-

o] Titimy! Bilyortriamphantly
“You—you couldn’t—"

“But I did, you sce, because we wrote

it down in that letter, and gave it to
Neville to mind!”
“I've certainly had this letter in my

nco half-past nino last night,”
said Noville., “There’s no doubt at all
about that.  Silver knew last night that
Joey Hook was coming here in a car for
you to-day, Bulkele; 0 must have!”
“And we knew it, too,” said Lovell
“We all wrote that h-ttcx together, in the
end study last night.”
“Tt was a trick to get Bulkeley away
from the match,” said Raby, taking up the

pocket_ever

tale. “We henrd them talking it over in
the old barn!”

Kuowles’ teeth camo togclhc\ with a
click. He understood now

“ Hook was aid to do this,” chimed in
Neweome. | He had s pound down for the
car, and he was going to have another
quid afterwards.”

“I—I—T supposo the yarn can’t be true,
if_ihoso young beggars knew this last
night,”  stammered Bulkeley at last.
s messago is that my uncle had a
sudden attack, and the dector <ont him
hiere, i it's true. he couldn’t have kno
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:Iz hlmwlfklnd, night, let alone these kids.
b

OWN

Collar the cad, and make him explain
— began somehody.

“Stop him!” Vellod Jimmy Silver, as the
car buzzed. “Tie's mizzling !

There was a 1 towards the car, but
it was too late.

Joey Houk \\’l: in tho driving-scat, and
he had star the engine tho instant
Bulkeley h:\d rm'l out that letter. Hook
understood that the game was ur. and ho
id_not mtcnd to remain to be handled
by Bulkeley. The car whipped away down

ho read, lc’nlng nuthm but cloud of
d\wt and a smell for the enraged
and’ disappointed Rookwood fellowa.

Two or three of them broko into a run
in pursuit, but it was in vain. The car
aruhcd round a bend in the lane, and

Hook was gone. Knowles was left to
get out of the scrape the best way he

If tho astonished Bulkeley had nocded
any further proof, the mgm of Joey Hook
would have furnished it.

ho captain of Rookwoed stood dumb-
founded.

Tt was ovidently a heavtless trick that
had been played upon him. messago
had come from his uncle; his uncle was’
not ill. That was clear encugh now. It
was equally clear that only Jimmy Silver
had saved him from being taken away on

a fool's crrand, and leaving his team to
bo beaten in his absence.

i aid Raikes.

23

“we'll

“Yes, rather,”
says it was a Modern
Hook. Wo was it, Silver?

“It's a lm" exclaimed Knowles furi-
ously. “A tell you plainly, Dulkeley,
if that voung R anybody
on my side, I'll take the maiter to the
Head!”

“Hold on, Silver!” said DBulkeley
quickly. “You can come into my study
and fell me, mml T'll sce whether there’t
anything in i

Neville. | “Silver
b fixed it up with

" be ille.
to me,” “said Dulkeley
ver—and you St Tag et
istical Tour followed Lulkeley to
the School House, They wero not fecling
v pleased.  The ed up old
Toy and  the
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Classicals_were goin yin_the
match. That was all e good. But
the tefumphant xposurs of Kelowion W
lainy did not look so assured.

trm!

CHAPTER 21.
The Reward.

ULKBLEY marched tho Fistieal Four
B into his study, and closed the d
Bulkeley’s ugged _ face vas \ery
grim in its exprossion, and Jimi
Silvor & Co. folt uncssy. - Bulkeloy had oot
up rusty before they proved their stato-
monts, and they had forgivan bim for that.
Thoy really liked him all tho better for
bis faith in others which mado him st
slow to believe evil; but surely he wasn’t
oing to cut up rusty now? That would be
& 110 oo thick.
i “Now tell mo_about it,” said Bulkeley.
“You, Silver! Don't all jaw at once. You
say a Modern fellow put Hook up to play-

ingthis trick on mel”
It was—
aport fell mo his name.”

- Oh all right
If it's true, I don’t want to know his
me.

Jimmy s.lm trcmhled with mdlgnanon

“If it's asped.
don’t behum mel ou—you thmk T
telling crams! I won't say a word, thenl
You can lick me if you like! I think—

“I hope you've made a mistake, Silver,”
said Bulkeley quictly, “I can’ 't doubt your
word after the proof you've given me.
admit that if you'd come with this story to
me bc(cre Hook got here with the car, I
have believed & word of fi—
It’s too utterly rotten to believe
it of /any fellow! Where did you hear this
Hook getting his mstrucnom”'

the cld barn yesterday.

“Wh at wero you doing zhere, out of
‘bounds ?

“It’s becauso it was out of bounds. Wo

’'m not to mention !us
o spotted a certain party
y who had no right to report

-

coming—a part:
us out of bounds because he's only a rotten
Modern prefect; but he would have done
it, all the same, so we took cover in the

loft. Then they—thero were two of them—
camo in, and then _ We couldn't
help seeing them, and hearing what they

UP, JIMMY !
sid  Wo did't daro show qurselves.
And what thoy eaid was what I put in

that lotter T gavo to Neville” i
ir<Fou,saw thom, a3 well as heard them?

“You're sure you couldn’t have been
mistaken ?”

“How mx]d I, when I saw them—wo
all saw them

Bulkeley lnokcd deeply worried.

i Im gomgd to ask you to keep this
ark,

“Gughtn’t they to be shown up?” de-
manded Lovell hotly.

“Perhaps they ought,” said Bulkeley.
“But it's a frightful disgrace for Rook-
wood, If it camo out they would bd ex-
pelled, and—and think of the disgrace to
the school! We don’t want the good name
of Rook\\ood dmggcd m the mud!”

Vell, no; but—

“And the bitterness it would cause
tween the two sides,” added Bulkeley;
might take years to heal.”

“Well, those rotten Moderns ought to
be put down!” sai

“Yes, rather!” chorused tho “You
must soo that, Bulkeley. Put the cheeky
cads in their places, you know I”

Bulkeloy smiled faintly. It was not much
use trying to ﬁ:et the fﬂgs to look at that
matter as he

4 There s
“You've got mo proof.
villain snough to do a thin,
villain enough to deny it.
or they—denied it point-blank.
against theirs; and they could warn Hook
that if ho was eent for, he was to den
all knowledge of them!”

The Fistical Four were silent.

Thoy roalised that they weroe not out
of the wood yet. {

Tho proofs they had produced were
indeed conclusive against Joey Hook, and,
had bafled the rascally plot. Dut they
woro s far a3 over from possossing any|
kind of proof against Joay Hook's em
ployer. Thoy realised

“But what I'm thinking g of chiefly 18
the disgrace to the school,” said Bulkeley,
“Least said soonest mended. Now, I don'é :
want to order you like a prefect—I ask|
you to do as I wish. Let the matter dropl"]

" said Jimmy|
dnc como to'

be-
“it

s e

A ‘fellow who is

like this is
050 ho—
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ugainst the rotter. That's why wo fixed
up that letter with Neville, becauso you
wouldn’t believo a_word of it till Joey
ook came with the car. Yowd have
told-—abom —told iho_chap wo accused,
and he'd have warned Hook to keep awa;
and e should Lave beon dished and held

up
P undorstand,”

» caid Bulkeley. “Yow've
proved it ngainst Hook, but you can't
prove it against the other chap,  If the

tale’s told, all the Classicals will believe
you, and all the Moderns will say it's a
falschiood, and it can't lead to anything but
rows and b

Moderns let it drop?”
said Loveu “'llxq re awlully wild about
i

““They may demand mq\urv,’

“If they do, they'll gef
‘”lhcy will follow Kno\vlcs lead in that
matter,” said Bulkeley,

“Oh, nowles wcmh demand _an in-
qmr\ chuckled Jimmy Silver. “Knowles
will ‘be glad to let it drop. That—that cer-
tain party whoso name I mustn't mention
is a yery close friend of Knowles—very

clos

| grinned

“That's enough,” said Bulkeley, as the
four juniors chuckled.  “You'ro talking
too much, Silver. If Knowles is satisfied,
tho Moderns will lot the matter drop, and
tho sconor the botter. You fellows say
nothing.

“All right, Bulkeley,” said Lovell.

3 But if you don't say
phmly that you believo every word we've
said, Bulkeley, wo'ro going to have the
thmg right out. \'Vc ro not going to have
our \\ord doubte
, hear!” ‘said the Co.
belmve you, every word,” said
“I wish I didn’t! Now, lecast
said _soonest mended; we don't want Te-
criminations and accusations that can’t be
proved, and ookwood prefect lying
himself black in |he face to get out of the
scrape, and all t
“Mum’s tho

o agreed tho jusiors.

Bulkeloy opened the study door.
rely on that!” e said. “You can
dear
The, Tistieal Four cleared.  They wero

The
nn]v hu!f :ut

don't. seem so jally gratefal”
v'ad Io\u] “0Of course, he’s a bit
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cut up to find a Rookwood fellow such a
ca ut it’s only a Modern, and they're
cads_any way.”

“Never mind; we'll give him }u: hcnd i
said Jimmy Silver gencrously, * r all;
% would make Tommy Dodd nlbcr gt
1nd he's a decent chap, for a Modern, you

know.”

The Classical Four had agreed that mum
was tho word. But thero were difficulties.
The moment they came out into the quad-
rangle, they were surrounded by an army
of Classicals, all demanding information.

Vho was it, Silver?”

“What Mcdun cad was trying to nobble
old ] ulkeley

Tell us all ahout it.”

“Why don’t you wpcuk W

Jimmy_Silver looked hel nl
chums. It wasn't_easy to refuso informa-
tion to tho Olassicaly b e promiss
was given to Bulkeley now.

“Why don’t you tell us?” bawled Smythe
of the Shell.

t's in Bulkeley’s hands now,” said
Jlmmy Silver at last. “He's rather waxy
about my saying so much already. We've
left it entirely in his hands.”

“But you can tell us!” shouted Jones

you

inor.
“Bulkeley's told us not to jaw.”

“My sainted aunt!” said Townsend.
“He's going to screen the Modern cad who
did it! That's just liko Bulkeley! He's
ss! But wo won't have it! Youwll

just tell us about it, Jimmy Silver, or we'll
serag you!
ct it off your chest, you cheeky young
villain,”
“Now then, out \vlth IU"
“Look hor said S
“Bump him it e eheaky rotter
if ho won't tell "
Hands off, you duffers! Oh, my hat!
oh, crikey! Yow
The exaspemted Olassicale, their_ thirst
for information unslaked, swarmed over
Fistical Four, and bumped them down. in
the quad. eft them in a breathless
condition. Tvon ot they - el ot
y not have left them, but somebody
laces were filling for the
ta. and the Modorn cads wero. baggin
all tho front places. The Classical orow
rushed off to tho cricket-ficld, and the
Fistical Four sat up, and blinked at one
angther and gaspe
Oh, my word!” groaned Silver. “Oh,
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crumbs! This is what wo gt for backing
old_ Bulkeley, and gaving the matel

for our side, and frustrating Knowles'

Tonavih tricke, Blossed i1 Tl huthcr about

bis knavish tricks any more. Oh, m, U
nd the Co. groaned asscnt.

CHAPTER 22.

Vel Won.
IMMY SILVER & CO. were rather
] lahs on Big Side for the match. They

lows

BACKING UP JIMMY !

now_that he needed all his skill, he was
bowling like & fag. The wretched schemer
was completely off his form,

01 cheors from the  Classic crowd
greeted Bulkeley’s mighty hitting. ~ The
captain of Rookwood was piling up runs.
The score was at before a single
Classio wicket fell.

The Moderns, with the oxception of
Knowles and Catesby, played hard. There
wero some good-catches in the field, and
TFrampton dxd some good bowling. But
Cateshy was like a limp rag, and Knowles
was uﬁco our, 'he (/I.assxc first innings

round the field of play, and there was
ho room for them anywhere near the
pavilion. The match had already started,
and Bulkeley and Nevillo had opened for
the Classics, and the Moderns were in the
fiold, Knowles bowling the first over.

Knowles was not looking quite so fit
as_usual.

+ His scheme had been shettered like a
house of cards—the certain win he had
Dbeen counting on was gono from his gazo
like a beautiful dream, and he felt that
Bulkeley knew, or, at least suspected, his
treachery., DBulkeley had spoken a fow
words to him before the match. The Rook-
wood captain said simply that he had told
the four juniors to hold their tongues, and
that the ‘matter had better be allowed to

drop, for everybody’s sake.

* Knowles, only too glad to let it drop,
had assented at once—greatly rclieved in
-his mind, but feeling ﬂu.b h s rendy assent
was @s good as an ad at ho was
‘concerned in the plot it Jocy Hook,
However, that cauld not be helped. He had
been progared to pile up a mountain of
falsehoodk in self- defcnco, but he was im-
‘mensely/relieved not to have to do it. Lies

Home to roost sometimes, and he
might tuake a slip—he knew that! Bulke-
ley’s view of the matter lifted a weight
from his mind.

But he did not feel quito himself. Bulke-
ley, saved frem that fool's errand
Shoremouth, was playing in the Classical
‘beam. its merits, the Modern team
could not win. The great object Knowles

had had before him was slipping from his
grasp. He was down-hearted, dismayed,
frritable, uncasy—in unythmg but a mood
to_put up a good g

5t os Toma o Hlent from His bowling,
Ha was the best bowler at Rookwood: but

B

Tho Medern crov»d looked on glumly..:md
the Classicals roared them: 1 :usc
Jimmy Silver & Co. added t} s to
the din at every hit. Snylhe of the She‘l
and his select coterio were in the ecstasi
Le"gcht s three quids werc as good as the:

As for Leggett, his faco was green and
yellow as he watched the game.

The cad of the I‘omth had staked upon
Knowles’ success in plot. The failure
of the plot completely “liched " Leggott.
He gavo Jimmy Silver & Co. savago Jooks,
and they grinned at him cheerily, and
asked him how Black Tulip was getting on
for the Spring Handicap, and Blue Bird
for the Swindleum Stakes. For once the
trickster of the Fourth had burned his
fingers badly in his little speculations, and

immy r & Co. chauhahly hoped that
it _would be a lesson to

When the last Classio wicket went dm\n
for a total of 110, the Classics Joare

mythe gave Leggott a dig in the o

“keehng chippy — what?”
Smythe.

Lnggcct groaned.

“Now watch the Modern duffers playing
the giddy ox!” said Jimmy Silver, as
Knowles and P rcaolablaai B o onen
the innings. “Knowlesey looks a bit off
colour, doesn’t he? I wnc}lm if Knowlesey
on his

chcrtled

can havo anything mind, you
chaps?” :
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Co.

«A little bird may have \\hlspercd to
]um thab old Bulkcley would be missing

“Ho, ha, hat

“And old Bulkeley's hero as largo as
life, Hard choeso for poor old Knowlesey !
Mhése Modorn cads are alvays  getting

el HW ha, ha!”
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The Modern innings made their sup-
porters groan; they were all down for 40.
The Moderns followed on, and the Classical
crowd chortled. It looked as if the Classic
team would win with an innings to spare.
Jimmy Silver turned a beaming face o
his chums when the Moderns began to bat
a second time.

“Tf Knowles wins this match, he’s going
to have six men in_the School tcam, my
infants! Do you think Knowles is likely
to get his six men in?”

Ang ovell and Raby and Newcome
almost howled with glee. They were not
50 very sorry now that Knowles had been
was getting it fairly “i
now; there was no mistake about

il

Wicket after wicket went down, and it
soon becamo clear to the most obstinate
and enthusiastic Modorn that tho second
innings would not_pull the team level with
their opponents. 1 in was grected
with a chucklo of derision from the Classic
juniors.

He did not stay in long. The last bats-
men did their best to force the Classicals
to bat again, at least, but they could not
do it.  Fifty-fivo was_ the score for the
second innings when the last wicket fell
to Neville’s bowling.

“Total for two innings, ninety-five!”
gurgled  Jimmy  Silver.  “Gentlemen,
chaps, and {fellows, the Modern mugs are
licked by an innings and fiftcen runs!
Where will Knowles get those six places
Ir?mA\vht\t 150

a, ha, ha!”

. And the field rang with Classical cheer-
ing,

Knowles strode away from the field of his
defeat, his brow black, his teeth set, his
cyes glinting green. The way of tho trans-
gressor is hard, and Knowles was finding
it _so.

Leggett shared his feclings to the full.
The wretched ‘“sport” of tho Fourth
thought of his three pounds, and fairly

wept.

But Adolphus_ Smythe and_the Giddy
Cioats were in high feather. They claimed
their winnings_from Sclwyn, who handed
them out in the study; and thero was a
great celebration among the Giddy Goats
that evening, to which they did not even
ask Leggett. Leggett, in his own _study
on the Modern side, was bemoaning his loss.

In the end study the Fistical Four went
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carefully through all their peckets in scarch
for forgotten sixpences and coppers, and
pooled tho rosult, and paid a visit to the
tuckshop. They felt that that great occa-
ion had fo bo celebrated. It did mot
often fall to fellows in the Fourth Form to
savo o first cloven match—especially a trial
match, upon which so much depended!

“Only to think” said Jimmy Silver,
“that if wo hadn’t spotted the little game,
the Classicals would haye been licked, and
the first eloven would havo been fairly in
the hands of those Modern cads! ly
think of it! Gentlemen and chaps we've
saved old Rookwood from going to the
giddy bow-wows! Here's to us, and may,
our shadow never grow less! Wo are it—
absolutely it!”

’And the Co. agreed heartily that, beyond
the shadow of a doubt, they were IT1

2

CHAPTER 23.
Very Rough.
NOWLES of the Sixth strode into tho
K Junior Common-room ‘at Koolcwood,
with a black frown upon his brow,
and a stout ashplant in his hand.

Knowles looked wrathy, and really it
was not surprising. A very littlo sufficed
to make Knowles wrathy; and a_very
great deal was going on in the junior
Common-room.

It had started as an argument. Tommy
Dodd & Co. had come over from the
Modern side to argue a certain important
matter with the Classical juniors.

Nearly all _the ookwood  juniors,
Modern and Classical, were dissatisfied
with the junior sports captain. It was
agroed on'all hands that Smytho of tho
Shell was no good. Tommy Dodd knew
what was wanted. A mew election, and
a general rallying of Classical and Modern
juniors to elect him, Tommy Dodd—that
was Tommy’s idea.

The Classicals didn't see it. Jimmy
Silver had his own ideas about what was
wanted. new election, and a general
rallying of Moderns and Classicals, to
elect him, Jimmy Silver—that was his
idea.

But Jimmy Silver was accommodating.
He conceded that the case might be met
by the election of ono of his pals—Lovell
or Raby or Newcome. He felt that he
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could not say fairer than that. As for the
clection of & modern cad, that was absurd

on the face of it, and he pat it to Tommy
Dodd as « sensible chap.

Then the band began to play, so
speak. Voices rose crescos and_from
words the rival juniors of Rookwood pro-
ceeded to actions,

Both sides had really intended that the
matter should be urged out peacefully and
calmly—quite calmly. somchow or
other, aften ten miuntes or so, Jimmy
Silver had 'omimy d’s head in
chancery, and Lovell was rolling on the
floor_with Tommy Cook, and Newcomo
and Tommy Doyle were staggering about in
a loving embrace, and Raby and Towle
were hammering one another, and a dozen

juniors were shouting, punch-
¢, pommelling and gererally

ing, trampl
raising Cain.

Then Knowles dropped in.

“You young hooligans ! '” roared Knowles.
“Stop that row at once!

“ “Cave!” squeaked Jones minor—rather
ate.

It was too late to
was on the spot.

Jimmy Sll\cr released Tommy Dodd,
and Tommy Dodd released Jimmy Silver.
Both of them blinked rather dazedly at
Knovwles. Lovell and Cook sat up breath-
lessly. Tho scrap ceased as if by magic.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Tommy Dodd
disconsolatel y. e’re in for itl”

They were cmtwmly in for it. Knowles
advanced into the Common-room, gripplug
his ashpla

“You yuung ruflians!” he said. *Do
you know that you can bo heard all over
the place? 6w then, who started this?”

That wag just_like Knowles, too. . The
lueroes o the Fourth had mo intention
what f accusing one another, and they
slmply Plinked at Enomles

“Sort of started by 1(:591! I think,

Kuowles,” ventured Tommy Dodd,

e—we were only having @ bit of an
argument, Knowles,”’

cave.” The prefect

said Cool
Only "talking _about _tho cncket s
spects,”_added Jimmy Silver. “We—we
gog & little excited, perhaps.

’ve no_doubt you were the ring-
leader,” said Knowles, with & glare at

Silver! “Well, Im going to cane you all
zound. Now then, ong at a time!”
“I say, Knowles—"
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“You first, Dodd 1”

Tommy Dodd granted, and came to take
his medicine. It was vory bitter medicinc.

nowles gave him three on each hand,
and Tormy Dodd was. simply wriggling
\vhen he }mdb finish
o cast 1" gasped Tommy.
“Wl Basp
'Ahuml I*I n—-""

“Como here again ] said Knowles.

“0h, I 'say, Knowles—

“Come here ! zoared Knovwles,
Swicht

S\'\'I:h t

““Sure, and I did!” said Tommy Doyle

pendently. “It's a baste ye arel”
You next, Doyle!” said Knowles,
clasum his_thin lips tightly.

'ommy Doyle went through it with a
wry face, [He suffered more severely than
Tommy Dodd. Then came Tommy Cook’s
turn, and he wriggled with enguish. The
threc Tommics groaned in chorus.

Knowles was gotting his hand in by this
ime. The rest of the Modern juniors
took their punishment one after another.
‘When he had disposed of the last of them
e Drateot tinned Jimmy Silver.
“You next, Sllvcrl”
J:mmy Silver stared at hia,
“Did you speak to me ” e inquired
politely.
“Come here 17
"W}mb for?”
be caned.”

immy Silver laughed.

“You're dreaming, Knowles!” he said
pleasuntly “You can’t cane the Classxml

B

“No, jolly fear!” said Lovell hotly
“You can report us to Bulkeley if you like,
Knowles, or ootles, You know you
can’t lick us!”

Knowles set his teeth. He was exceed-
ing his authority as a prefect of the
Modern side in inflicting canings
Classical juniors. But that was one of
Knowles’ httle ways. And he had a special

own » on Silver & Co.
“Will you come ere, Silver?”
“No, 1 won

Knowles s(:,rode towards him, gripping

the ashplant,
“Back up!” said Jimmy Silver,
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Lovell and Raby and Newcome lined up
with him at once. The Fistical Four had
20 intention whatever of being caned by

odern prefect. The rest of the crowd
\loo]‘ed on with intense interest; the threc
{Tommies forgot to_groan for a moment.
Tho. robellious ]umoxs were quite within
their rights, but it was a serious matter to
Tesist a prefect, c\en if that great person-
age was overstepping his just authority.
But the Fistical Ifour were cclebrated for
their cheek.

Hold out your hand, Silver!”

"Wmm” yelled Knowles.
s immy  Silver
'You cant lick us, and you ow
We re willing to be taken to Bulkeley or
ead if you hke, but you won't
bouch us with that ashplant.
poHear, hear!” sang out Hooker of the

 Knowles hesitated one moment, Bub ho
ad gone too far to retreat now. e sirode
ight at Jimmy Silver and grasped him
by e shoulder.
Let go!” roared Silver.
“Mind youe own busmcss, Knowles I”

coo]Iv

“Clear off, you cad|”

Whaok { Whaok | Whack !

Tho ashplant_came down across Jimmy
Wilver’s shoulders  with terrific  vim.

Knowles had completely lost his temper.
| “Collar him, you duffers!” yelled Jimmy
Silver, struggling furiously in the grasp of
the big Sixth-Former.
! Lovell and Raby and Newcome rushed
on Knowles. Ho was dragged and
tho ashplant torn from his hand, Raby
fossod it out of tho open window into thy
quad. Knowles uttered a howl of rage, and
used his fists. Jimmy Silver went flying,
and Lovell pitched across him, and then
Raby and Newcome felt their hmds being
knocked together, an Knowles
cd them over the two juniors on the

oo
Then the_profect strodo out of the room.
Jimmy Silver & Co. sat up dazedly.

They were feeling hurt.
“Oh, my hat!” graamed Silver. “The
beast | The awful bea:

stuttered Lovell,
“The

“The horrible tu(ﬁ.aml
clasping his nose with both hands.
e-usLly pnze fighter | (O)h Idcar‘ -
w | 1

» Groo—haoh~yuw_ R 3
There was weeping and wailing and
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gnashing of tceth in the Common-room.
And for once Classicals and Moderns were
auito in accord. Thieir own little disagreo-
ments were completely forgotten.
TFistical Four and the three Tommies \AEd
with one another in breathing vengeanco
upon the bully of the Sixth.

CHAPTER 2.
Done in the Dark.
ULKELEY of the Sixth, the capt:
of Rookwood, was having a talk with

Knowles, who had como across fo
see him that ovening, Kpowles'
“edgewise ” from

temper was still a little
the happenings of tho afternoon. The
defiance of his aubhomy by the Cla.ssxml
juniors irritate

Certainly, they had been pretty severel
punished for,it. But he was still irritated.
Morcover, he kne.v that he might be called
to account.

When ho received Bulkeley's messago
asking him to come over he had no doubt

Whatever that Jimmy Silver & Co. had
complained to their captain, and that
ulkeley wanted to see him about it. So

Knowles had come pver in a warlike
‘humour.

But he was mistaken—the Tistical Four
had not, complained. Badly as Kuowles
had used them, they were not the kind to

tell tales.

Bulkeley wanted to talk about tha
cricket. For ten minutes the two talked
together, and then Knowles left the study,
and went out_into the darkness of the

quadrangle. He strode under the old
beeches.
A sudden footstep under tho heavy

shadows of the trees made him pause and
peer about him.

Even as ] he stopped there came a sudden
rush of

Knowles narted

at—who—— Oh!”

He had no time for more.

Hands grasped him on all sides, and an
open bag was dragged over his head and
jerked tight round his neck.

astounded  prefect struck out
furiously on all sides at random, but the
surprise was so sudden that he was down
on the ground in a few seconds. still
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struggling. He shouted savagely, but the
bag muffled his voice.

A knee was planted on his ‘chest, and he
felt the grip of a pair of hands on each
of “his wrists.

Ho struggled wildly, but he was help-
less. He knew that he was in the hands
of juniors. He could tell that, but he had
not caught the faintest glimpse of them
in_the darkne

Vs yoing hounds) Help! Help!”

But the thick bag drowned his cries,
and a hand jammed it tighter over his
mouth, almost choking him with dust.

He felt a slip-knot placed over his right
wrist and drawn tight. Then his hands
were dragged together, and, in spite of
his resistance, the cord was twisted tightly
round his wrists and knotted.

The prefect lay gasping and choking, in
almost a_frenzy of rage. In the darkness
under the elms the sceme was passing
utterly unsuspcctcd Dby tho rest of Rook-
wood ; an g jammed over his head
and faco shﬁed his_cries. He knew that
his voice could not be heard.

His hands being secured, his unknown
captors turned their attention to his feet.
His ankles were bound tightly together,
several hands going to work deliberately,
with the evident intention of making a
secure job of it.

Then a cofd was passed round the bag,
fastening it round his neck.

Krnowles was almost suffocated by this

time. Probably he would have been quite
suffocated, but a knife was slit across the
bag, making' an opening before his mouth

icient to admit air. Ho opened his
mouth to shout, but his_captors evldantlv
expected that,for a muddy chunk of turf
was prnmpi. jammed through the slit in

o lind  Knowles sputterod and
gurgled e yelling.

There was a pause in the proceedings,
and he heard faintly & murmur of voices—
only tho faintest murmur, which did not
enzhle him to distinguish them.

Not that he had much doubt as to who
his assailants were. He was convmced
that they wero Jimmy Silver &

Iu:r three or four pairs of hands h'ul been
busy upon him, and he was assured that
hey belonged to the Classical chums. He

s certain of that as if he could see

lay panting and gasping, wondering
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furiously what his assailants were about to
e soon_discovered.

[Ho was seized and raised from the
ground, and this time he was certain that
four pairs of hands were at work, for each
of hissarms and legs gave @ Told to a
different  bearer. of them—the
Classical chums of the Fouxth of course.

Knowles inwardly resolved ~that they,
shonld pay dearly for it.
what wero they going to do? They

couldn t intend to leave him like that. It
was_getting late in the evening; it would
be bedtime soon. They could not intepd
to leave him out of doors.

Ho was alarmed now as well as enraged.
He did not know what direction he was
being carried in, but two or three times he

umped against a wall or a tree, and h
knew that his captors were skirting che
quadrangle, keeping in the shadows out
of danger of lighted windows.

¢ was bumped down at last.

He felt rough and stony ground under
him. Not a word came from the assailants,
but he heard @ sound of retreating foot-

steps.

They woro gonot

Knowles siruggled into a sitting position,
writhing with rage. He dragzed madly a
his bonds, but he [ould not S
hands or fect. Tho bag was tied round
his ncck and it was impossible to get it
off. ly the narrow slit in front allowed
the air o entor. . Tho unfortunato prefoct
began to shout, but the bag muffled his
crics.

Whero was ho?

Had the young rascals set him down at
o distanco Trom- the sohool buildings? If

o did not make his voice heard, he was
destined to pass tho night there. The
thought of it made him shudder.

No answer came to his cries. [He rolled
over desperately, working himself along
the rough ground in the Hpc of Teaching
the quadrangle again. brought up

against a and felt ivy dragging
against him, and two_or three loose stones
rattled down upon him.

[He guessed whero he was then. Ho was
in the' ruins of the old abbey, which,
though within the walls of Rookwood, was
& considerablo distance from the School
Housc. He lay there, panting, blind with

T was some time before the thought
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his comrades.
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camo to him to use his tccth on the bad.
He succeeded in gotting tho cdge of the
slit betwoen his teeth, and gnawed ab it
desperately.

he opcning was soon enlarged, and he
broathed more freely. Then he began to
shout for help again, and his voico rang
through tho ruim, ahd schoed away over
the old quadrangle of Rookwood.

CHAPTER,25.
Acscused.

IMMY SILVER sat up in bed, in the
Tourth-Form  dormitory  on
Clasqoﬂ.l side.

vas xu)llv ten o’clock, and the
Fourth s T oo ‘time, and
most of them had fallen asleep.

The Tistical Four, however, were still
wakeful—for two reason: ey were still
feeling the effects of e extremely pain-
ful “scrap * with Knowles in the Common-
room, and they wero plotting and schem-
ing schemes for making the bully of the
Sixth sorry for hmeelf How exactly to
make Knowles sorry sclf was a
yery difficult qucsmm. buv it had to be
answered somehow. he Classical Four
did not mean to teke their great wrong
Iying dow

Jimmy Silver had been listening for
somo minutes, but not to the remarks o

e sab up at last.

“You fellows hear something?” he
asked.

"I can hear Hooker snoring,”

Lovel
5 Fm.houd !
Lisf t

said
Something outside, I mean!

Tob 17
Do T tell you—r
Tho juniors listened. Faintly through
the silence of the night a cry came, as if
from & groat distance.

“My sy hat1” sjaoulated Lovell. *I's
somebody calling for help

Jimmy Silver was P e 6 Ve
moment.

Ho bent his head to listen, and as the
ory camo again he ascertained the
direction.

o, big windows at one end of the
dormitory looked towards the old abbey

STtk s foom this. direction the oty
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came. The windows were open at the
top, or Jimmy Silver would have heard
nothing. ~ Ho mounted to ome of the
windows, and pub his head out, and
listened again. Clearer now, through the
still air of the mght came the faint cry
from, the old abbey

Jm.my Silver jumped down
“It’s somebody in thc ruins, calling fot

help,” he said. “Nobody clsc scems to
have henrd it yet. Better go and tell
Bulkeley.

“Yes, rather; we'll all come.”,

The four chums bundled into their
clothes at top speed. Then they and two
or three of their Form-mates dashed down
tho stairs four at a time, and sped away
to Bulkeley’s study.

Jimmy Silver bum apcd on the door, amrl
opened it at once. was an exclama-
tion of wrathful astomshmem‘, in the study.
Bulkeley and Neville, and Price of the
Sixth were there discussing tho cricket
prospects, and the prospect of trouble with
the Modern side over the cricket. They
]umﬁed up, staring blankly at the juniors

as,they appoared i the door
ou' young  sweeps!” exclaimed
Bulleioy. “What aro you doing out of

our_domitory
i Thor's somcbody——'
hat 7"
“do mebody’s calling for help
ruins”_panted Jxmmv Silver.
“Stuff 1” said N 3
Bulkoley looked b the junior in amazo

in the

men
D: this o lark?”_he grunted.
“Honest Injun, Bulkeley
“Somebody in’ the ruihs calling for
help!” repeated Price. “What uiter rot!
How could anybody got into the ruins
aftor the gates aro locked ?”
“We heard it,” said Lovell.
“How could you hear it1”

“Through the dorm. window,” said
Jimmy  Silver. “We hadn't gono to
sleep.

e, you ought to have zone to slecp,”
said Bulkele: ey. “More likely you went to
sleep, and dreamed it. Still, we'd better
look, you fellows. If there’s nobody in tho
ruins, these young jackanapes will be licked

'1 like that!” said Jimmy sum
mdlgmmtl After we've taken
trouble to come and tell vou!”
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“Go back to your dormitory,” said

Bulkeley. “Como on, you chaps! Bettcr
sce if there’s anything in it.”
Neville and_Price assented, and the

three seniors hurried out of the house.

Jigumy Silver & Co. Iooked at ono another.

ack to the dorm 1 murmured Raby.
S)l\,er shook his h

're going to sce what's the matter,”
he said. “Dash it all, we gave the alarm,
didn's wo? They've no right to shovo
us, out of i

“Hear, hen.r"’ said  Newcos “Wo
might as well see the whcla bu»mus
thmur’h now we've started on it.

mmy Silyer ren out of the houso

AfthE e senioral and| his chums followe
him. They were intenscly curious to know
what was the cause of the alarm, and they
folt that they were entitled to assist in
the investigations. Out in the open air,
tho erios could bo heard more plainly.
“Help, help!”
“By Jove, it’s right enough!” exclaimed
Bnl\mley “Dash it! How dark it is!
We'd better get a lantorn. Get a lamp
from the bike-shed, Nevxlle, there’s a good
Llw)l){, ulnd como after m
1

rushed away towards
the ruins, and the juniors followed them,
unnoticed in the dark. There was a pause
of silence, and then the faint voice was
heard calling again. It bewmc louder as
ﬂmv dre\v ncar to the old abbe;

hat's Knowles' . toot!”

" whispered

i

“Knm\'lcﬂ, by
broken his neck |
ably.

Tlmy ran_into hhe ru

It was densely dark t'herc, and they
covfd seo nothing but the rugged shapes
of the old masses of masonry rising dimly
on all sides.

2 Where aro you?” shouted Bulkeley.

“All right. Wo're coming!

What's happencd 1

“T'm_tied v

“Tied wup " cjaculated Bulkeley. Ho
Jumped info Jimmy Silver as he fried to
find the dircction of the voice. “Hallo
What aro you fags doing here?”

“Vo've come to help, please.”

Bulkeley grunted.

“Well hunt for
bere, he said.

guml Let's hope he's

Newcome charit-

T can’t sec

bim then, as youw're
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“What-ho! We'll soon find him.

Neville was coming with g lamtern.
The light*gleamed through the night as h
came_running up, But before ho areived
the Modern_prefect was found. Jimmy
Silver stumbled over something in the dark,

and_thero was @ yell
“Yow I”
“Hallo! Here ho is, Bulkeley.”

“Light this way I” called out the captain
of Rogkwood, g P

“Coming 1

Nevillo camo up with the lighted lantorn,
pant The searchers gaihered roun
Krowlés of the Sixth, as the light gleamod|
upon him, Bulkeley’s eyes almost started
from his head as he saw the prefect, bound,
hand and foot, with tho bag fastened over
his head.

“Great that  you,
Kpowles?” :

“ Yes1” “Get mo

Scott I Is—is
how]ed Knowles.
loose, can’t you

“T've got a nite, said Jimmy Silver,

“You young hound!” panted Knowles.

“Lh! What?”

“Don’t como near me, you lmle beast !
Pll have you sacked for tl

“Wandering_in his mmd 1 suppnse,”,
sald Jxmmy Silyer, cat aammshment

essed if I know what you're talking
zbout, Knowles.”

“You young liar1”

“Oh, crumbsl What
about Bu]kclvy

im laauel" said the captain of
Rook\\acd brusquely.

Jimmy Silver obeyed. (e soon whipped
through the cords, and Knowles was freed,
631 o bus was drageed From ids bead
He stnggercd o lns Teet, his face red and
inflamed \mh ra,

AT Jxmmy Silver, and
Silver” pmmpuy dodged
What’s the matter \vn.b him?” Silver
cxc]a]med, m amazement.

“Hold on, Knowles,” said Bulkeley,
“There’s nothmg to go for that kid about,
It was ho who heard you calling, or we
-lmuldn t hme known you were here.”

T suppose the young villain Zidn't
dare ]o.we me here all night!” panted

is he burbling

nowles,
“What! Do you accuse Silver—"
“Yes, T do!” roared Knowles furiously;

“1 was collared in tho quad after leaving
sou, and I'vo been here ever since, Theyt
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tied mo up and dragged mo hero. Thoso
four young scoundrel$1”
“My word!” stuttered Lovell.
Bu!ke!c) looked at thom sternly.
“So this was your work?" ho éxclaimed.
aid Jimemy Silvor promptly.
*Enowlos must be wanduring in iu  mind,
X should think. Or else ho's dot!
| “Doty, I should say,” S
\ Knowles madoe & spring towards them.
Tho Fistical Four put up_their hands
'ab onco. They had been tho means of
reseuing Knowlos {rom his uncomiortablo
‘position, and they did not mean to be re
Marded 'with a thamping, Jimmy Silvors
eves wero blazing.
: come on you cad ! he exclaimed.
“You won't ind s o casy to handle a3
you did this afterncon. We're ready for

“No

You mowi
Bulkeloy hnrl caught Knowles by the
arm, and ho pushed him back. Knowles

looked for a moment as though he would
Im ouh at the capf wood.
on. Kaowlos 17 sid Bulkeley

qmetly. “This will have to be gone into.

o you say that you are certein these
juniors assaulted you in this way?”
§ “Yes, I do]” howled Knowles.
{ “And we deny it,” said Jimmy Silver.
#It’s & lie!”
{ “You hear him?” panted Knowles.

“Blessed if I can make it outl” said
Bulkeley. “If you were collared in the
idark, Knowles, are you quite sure you
*fecognised them

ol ol t recognise them, when
th g was put over my head first thing?”
outed Knowles.

“Then you didn’t recognise them?”
: 1 didu’t seo them; but I knew who
‘thoy_wore all the time.”

ou guessed, you mmean,” said Bulke-

ey.

| *There wasn't much guessing required.

They did thls because I licked them this

Lfm obn

h ou had no right to lick them,” said

B-,umlmy coldly.
So you are backing them up, after

Whut they’ve done?”

“If they've done this, they’ll be flogged
oﬂ' expelled,” said Bulkeley quietly. “But
it's got to bo proved first 1

h, I expeot that from you!” encered
Knowlés. “ Luckily, it dnesn’& rest with
you. I'm going to the
" Knowles, dusty and m\\ddy and rumpled,
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strode furiously away, making directly for
he School House. Heo evidently did not

n to lose any time in sceing the Head.
B\\lkeley Dbent '@ scarching glance upon
the nmors

Do you give mo your word thal
O lios m)thmg ‘about this?” he as!

“Honour bright 1” said the Fistical Fove
with one voice.

“Then who the dickens can have done
it?” muttered Bulkeley.

There was sincerity .md truth in the faces

f the juniors, and it was almost impossi-
ble to doubt their assertion.

But Bulkeley was sorely troubled.
Whether the olmms of the Fourth were
gmlty or not, there could be little doubt

4 Classicals had handled the unpopular
Madem prefect, and the episode could not
fail to make bad blood. It secmed that
Bulkaley s efforts to draw the two sides to-
gefher were doomed to failure.

t hayo been Classical chaps,” mut-
t'jzlrcd Ne\']lle, voicing the cap
Bhﬁkeley nodded, and walked away to
the house. Jimmy Silver & Co ol owed,
in a very disturbed frame of mi

“Go back to bed, you fags,” sald Bulke-
ley. “The Head will want to see you.”

And the four chums returned to their
dormitory.

CHAPTER 26.
The Lie.

OVELL lighted the gas in the dormi-
l tory, and the Co. proceeded to finish
dressing.  Most of the Fourth had
awakened, and _questions were
showered upon the four juniors. The story
of the discovery of Knowles in the ruins,
bound hand and foot, mede the Classical

Fourth gas

“\What o thumping lark, begorra!” said
Flynn. “Serve tho baste right1”

“Hear, hear!” said Hooker. “But
there’ll be an wwiul row! It's rather

moro than e Joke, kidnapping o profect
and tying him

“Blessed if 1 see how they had tho

nerve to do it1” said \Te“nmd the dandy
be

of the Fourth, “Why, may
sagked for this, you duffers

Us!” exclaimed Raby.

you

“Yes, you. Didn'¢ you say Knowles
gone. to tell the Head you did it?”
“Yes, he has; but we didn’t do it.”
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“‘Gammon 1” said T
Jisamy Silvor elonched Jm fist!

5 silly ass, we didn’t do it! We
hadn’t tho Tnintest idea it was Knowles
there when we heard somebody yelping!”

“Ilow did you come to hear him, when
nubody clse did?” asked Topham sceptic-

“ooks a bit fishy for you, anyway,”
said Rownsond.  “ Bovidos, if you didat do
it, who did?”

“There’s lots of fellows hate Knowles,”
said Lovell. “Might have been any of
you chapsl"

draw it mild!” exclaimed Town-
“Don’t try to put it on us!”
bt have beon some of the Shell

suggested Flyn
was_ some. fellows who'd got_their
kmfc into Knowles,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Ho's alvays ragging somel ody. Might
have beon somo of the Tifth, for all we
know. Anyway, it wasn't us!”

*“You'd_better got the Head to believe
thag!” grinned Townsend.

“So 't tako my de-

BACKING

“Oh,
send.
“Mi

chaps.’

Tou can’t word 1
manded Jimmy Siiver: greatly inconsed.
Well, you would deny it, anyway ”
“Not if it was M\xe, you lohber P
“Bow-wow!” said Townsend. “You
wouldn’t own up and be sacked, I suppose !
Tero—yak—stoppit—leggo—hoooo - hoooh—

yowp1”
d JimmySilver yanked
Fourth out of bed, and

Tho exasperate
the dandy of the
bumped him on the floor. Townsend roared
as he came down in a tangle of bedclothes.
Jimmy  Silver grasped his ears, an
knmknd his head on the floor.

Now do you belicve me, you fathcad?”

“ Yow-ow-ow "

Jan you take my word now—what?”
Ymroonhl Oh, crumbs!”
Ia,

Bulkeley lcmkcd m at the door.

““Sop that row I ho said angrily. *You
four are wanted m “ine Hond 's Thudy at
once, This isn’t a time for mggmg, Sx vor.
vrc in trouble enough alread
I don’t see that I'm in troul Ie, said
iy Silver, “If Knowles acouses us
collaring him, Knowles is telling lies.
Tt isn’t a mistako—it’s & lie!”
“You can tell all t}mb to the Hmdl”

wied Bulkeley. “Come with mol”
! v niors followed him from the
g the Fourth in a bu
and Townsend rubbing

UP JIMMY!

head and mumbling. The news of the way
Knowles been handled afforded the
Fourth-Formers purc delight.  Nobody
had the slightost sympathy_ to waste upon
him. odern profect had mado him-
self too thoroughly ced for that on
the Classical side.” Indced, it was doubt:
ful JF tho Juniory on his awn sido would
bo displeased to hepr what had happencd.
Knowles was a little too freo with cuffs
and Tings and lickings to be popular oven
with the Moderns.

The [‘lstlcal Four followed Bulkelcy
downstairs, " extromoly disturbed in mind,
in of their knowledge of innocence,

Tl Baowlos wotld maks. the matter ad
black against them as he could was certain.’

Tndeod, it was probable that he really
believed ' they were his assailants; they
had to admit that. At the very moment
whon they had first heard his cries for
help, they had been disoussing plans for
vengeance upon him,

And everyone would regard it as a fore-
gono conclusion  that tho assailants be-
longed to the Classical side. And who so
likely as_the Fistical Four? What others
wmong the juniors had such cause to ho
bittor againat Knowles? ~And what others
wero known to be so genmully veckless
and regardless of consequences?

Tho, four Classicals realised that they
wore in a bad box, and they did not feel
happy ns they filed into the Head's study
aftor Bulkeley.

Dr. Chistiohn was lgoking ‘starner)ither
they had ever known him look before. The
dark frown upon his brow mado them fecl
glummer than ever. Knowles had had tho
Advantage of telling his story first. Tho
prefoct, o littlo calmer now, but dusty
and muddy s when he had left tho ruins,’
was standing by the Head's table.
govo tho juniors a bitter Jook as nlatie

DA Chisholm made a sign to the juniors
to approach his tabl>. They came up, an
stood in a row before him,

"You know why I sent for you?” said
the Head, in o hard voice.

“Yes, sir.”

“A most outrageous assault has been
committed upon Knowles—an outrage un,

heard of in the hlstory of Rookwood 12
smd the Head sternly. ¢ accuses you!”

know he ," said  Jimmy
S:hor

“You deny it?”
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ir
sure me that you know nothing
whatever about the matter?” asked the
Hmd scarching their faces with his keen

“Yos,
“You

S Nothing whatevari sir
“It appears that you first heard Knowles
calling For help. How did that come abuut,
if you know nothing of his situation?””
hadn’t gone to sleep, sir,” Jimmy
Silver explained.

“You had not gone to sleep—so late?”
“Wo~\\c were talking, sir.  We often
jaw—I mean, chat—a bit before wo go to

Sleep,” said Jimmy Silver, “and the win-
dow of the dorm. is towards the ruins,
That's how we heppened to hear him, and
wo came down at once and told Bulkeley.
We didn’t know it was Knowles then.”

' “Knowles tells me that he punished you
this afternoon, and that you have ected

s, si,
“He has no rlghb to punish us. He
into_our Common-room and bullied us

“Ti would cortainly be more judicions,
Enowles, §f. you loft the juniors on
Claomionl aido to the_ Classical profests,”
said the Head parenthetically.

Knowles bit his lip.

o el profocts_ had_takon the
trouble to see to the matter, sir,” ho re-
e, “1 found the Common-room wurned
inlo o bear-garden. A dozen or more
juniors were fighting.”

oame
>

“It was oaly o little scrap, sir—
began Jimmy Si

“What!

“I—I mean, only a tussle, s

didn't really hurt one another—;
ra,

with u:
“He_neyer \v:ll
obody on this side can

owles is alwags interfering
e Tl
lot’uselone.
stand him

P et will do, Lovell,” said the Head
dryly. ““By showing your porsonal animus
ngamsb Krowles in_this manner, you aro

ding weight to his accusation !

1 niurmured Lovell.

Hls outbusst certainly had not improved
mabters.

Tho Hleag rested his chin in his hend,
and scanne¢ the juniors keenly.  They
looked flushed and  disturbed, as was
natural under the circumstances. It was
no light matter to bo brought before the
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Iead on a c'nnrge of man-handling e pre-
fect of the Sixth, It was a matter for a
flogging at least, and possibly cxpulsion
from the school, and the four Classicals
could not help fcclm* uneasy.

“This is a very serious matter,” said
tho Head at last.  “The matter could not
vory well bo more serious. I should be
sorry to think that four Bocknend boys
could stand before me and utter falseho

may ask you, Bulkeley, whether you haw\
ever found these four boys untruthful?”

“Never, sir,” said Bulkeley at once.
“They are rather unruly sometimes, and
hu.ve given soma trouble, but I should not
ne of them would tell an

untruth [”

Jimmy Silver & Co. gave old Bulkeley
grateful looks. They realised, too, that
a ::nod reputation had its value.

ou are convinced, Knowles, that tho
persons who aessaulted you were these four

o
*Quite, sir. Thers is not tho slightes.
doubt of it in my mind.”

“You did not see them

“They were too cunnin, l'or that;
was in the dark, under the beeches.
course, they had all that plenned.”

oro is, howover, no actual proof, as
you did not see them.”

“There_is actual proof against_Silver,
sir, and I concludo that his friends wera
tho boys who woro with him, as they aro
alyays his helpers in mischie

ut you say that you i e
Silyer?”

“I did not see him, sir, but T heard
him,” said Knowles, after a hesitation so
brief as to be imperceptible.

aXou heard him, Knowles”

and ‘rccognised his voice!”
said Baomics Saibarasely.

it
ot

CHAPTER 27.
Condemned |
IMMY SILVER started violently.
Tho Head's faco had become as
T e now.
! looked _very grim. even
Lovell and Raby and Novwcomo gave theit
chum startled glances.
Dr. Chisholm bent his frowning brows
upon Jimmy Silve
*You hoar. Silver
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“Yes, sir,” stammered
beard what Knowles said.”
hat havo you to ay 7’
Jimmy Silver’s oyes blazed, He pulled
hmm]f ‘together, his face flushing crimson
rage and excitement.
His voice rang through the study as he
angwored:
that it’s a lie, sir!”
Knowles comprossed” his lips hard tor
gother. Ilo had lied—he knew that—but
he was so convinced }

BACKING

,Jimmy.  “I-T

the leader of
his assailants was Jimmy Silver that he
wegarded the falschood as a venial one.
Te had heard a murmur of voices among
his assailants, but he had certainly not
recognised e voice. Buf he had no doubts,
and ho considered hxmself justified in
making his assertio was casy for
IanWlLs conscicnee m satisfy itself.
must not say that, Silver,”
the Head harshly. ‘““At the most,
may say that Knowles made a mistake.”
It couldn’t bo a_mistake,” said Jimmy
Silver, trembling with rage. ‘“How could
he tako another chap’s voice for mine?
o says ho heard me speal, and it's o lie
—a lie—a lie
Jimmy Slis s ol tots thian excited
§}10uty as he Jost coriﬁﬂ\#hume]f in his
ury
ulkeley’s hand droppnd on his shoulder.
“chr young 'un! Remember where
you are!
Jimmy Silver tried to pull himself to-

gether.

'm sotry, sir,” he stammered. “I
—1—— But it isn’t true, sir! He didn’t
. Ho couldn’t bave, when

said
you

“T am afraid that I am bound to accept
Knowles’  statement,” Head
coldly. “The only question is as to your
mcomphcus. Were they theso boys?”

“You—you believe I—I did it, sir?”
sm'mnmed Jimmy Silver, aghast.

ndoubtedly.

"‘Ié.ult I I dndn t, sir—I dide’t!

Jimimy. bl]ve) s frenzied voice died away.
There was condemnation in the doctor’s
iaie

r o moment or two there was grim
co in tho study. Bulkeley broko it.
May 1 say o word, sir?

stainly, Bulkeloy.”
nowles “was assgulied after poying o
visit to my study, sir. Ho left mo about
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eight o’clock. It must have been within
a few minutes that he was scized in the
qmammlc
‘It was,” said Knowles, wondering what
the captain of Rookwood wes driving at.
“Very well. Where were you at eight
o'clock, Silver?”
immy Silver undorstood. Tho capmm
wanted to_give him a chance of pro
an nlxbx if he could. The Head nodded
appro
AT my study—the end study, Bulkeley,”
smd Jimmy.
“What were you doing?”
“ Preparation. )~ We're  always
prep, at eight o'clock.”
“Then you were nob alone?”
“No fear! My uudy -mates were all
there—these three chaps.’”
That we were!” exclaimed Lovell, with
a breath of rolief.
Knoywles' statement had been so positive

doing

that it had staggered Jimmy _Silver’s
chums for a moment, and made them'.
wonder whether he had, after all, led that

attack on the Modorn profoct, without their
knowledve

“Yes, rather,” said Raby. "I remem.
bor we waie dn ile sty ab bt _past
seven, when we started prep. We came
down before nine.”

“That hardly improves matters for the
oung rascals]” said Knowles, with a
Ianmr smile. “There was no doubt that
those three helped Silver in his assault
on me. He woum not be likely to leave
them out of it. Of course, they had this
story :m'ranf'ed ready for an inquiry]”

“We're not hm, like you, Knowles!
smd Lovell hot!

“Silence, Lovell' ” exclaimed the Head.

“How daro you speak in that manner in
my presence !”

“We've told the truth, sir,” said Levell
stubbornly.  “We were m in the
study together doing our p

“Nobody else thero?” i Bulkz,ley.

“Of course not. The other fellows wero
doing their prep. in their studics. They
always are at eight o'clock.

Krnovles gave a sncering smile.

“And as all the juniors were at work
on their preparafions, it was easy enough
for you to slip in and out without being
seen, he remarked.

t would have been sa, | I suppose,
mld Lovell “but we didn’t d

them away, Bulkclcy,” s'ud the
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Head icily. | “Tomorrow morning I shall
deal with them, Knowles, I am decply
sorry for what has happened to you—it is
unheard-of—but you may rest assured that
the offenders will be severely punished!”
_:‘Dr. Chisholm—" exclaimed Jimmy

ilver.

The Head made o gesturc.

“Silence!  To-morrow morning, after
prayers, you will be flogged, in the pre-
sence of “the whole school. ~Go back to
your dormitory I

* But—but—but—"

“Teke them away, Bulkeloy!” said the
Head, frowning.

Jimmy Silver & Co. stumbled out of
the study. They were overwhelmed. The
captain of Rookwood conducted them back
to the Fourth-Form dormitory in grim
silence. They found tho Fourth in a buzz
of excitement.

“TDarn in,” said Bulkeley, very quictly.

Jimmy Silver gave him an elmost hag-

gard Jook.
“Bulkeley, you don’t believ that wo
did it, do you?”
Bulkeley did not reply.
| “Wo might have handled Knowles if
we'd thought of it,” said Jimmy. “Bui—
but wo wouldn’t toll tho Head a pack of
ies, Bulkeley. You ought to know us
o

“Knowles says he knew your voice.”

“He couldn’t have—I wasn’t therel He
was tolling a lie 1”

“You ocan’t expect the Head to think
50.”
“Well, say a mistake, then,” said Lovell.
“Knowles must have been pretty excited,
and how could he swear to a voice with
& bag over his head, as ho says it was?”

Bulkeley hesitated.

“Tain’t only the flogging,” said Lovell
dismally. “That’s pretty tough, but we
could stand that. But we wouldn't tell

ou crams, Bulkeley, honour bright.”

“Blessed if I know what to think,” said
Bulkeley. “Tumble in now, kids, and got

to Be%"

“The Fistical Four turned in, and Bulke-

ley put out the light and retired, consider-

ably puzzled and perplexed in his mind.
Fourth-Form dormitory_ remained

in’ @ buzz of voices for a long time.

Aftor the rest of the Fourth had dropped
o to sleep, Jimmy Silver & Co. were still
wwake, dismally disoussing the situation.

{ Alter prayers in the morning they were
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to be ﬂegi;cd. There was one slight chaney
—tho real culprits might own up to save
them from an unjust punishment.

v would have done that themsclves,
but they knew there were a good many

fellows who wouldn’t. It was a slight
ope, but they hugged it to their heants,
it was all they had.

They slopt at last, and dreamed of a

stern face and a switching birch. The
star of the Tistical Four was certainly nof
in the ascendant.

CHAPTER 28.
A Very Awkward Discovery,
NOWLES strode away with thundet
K on his brow and bitterncss in his
heart.

A moving shadow under the old
beoches caught his cyo, and he stopped.
Tt was not likely that o sccond oftack on
him was planned, but he was on his guard.
It was most likely somo junior who was
out of his dormifory at forbidden hours,
and Knowles was in_the mood to punish
somebody—anybody—just then. Ho made
o epring towards tho shadow, and he
beard @ footstep and hurried breathing.

The footsteps pattered away swiftly in
the dark, Knowles set his tecth and dashed
in_pursuit.

Te caught a glimpso of a rumning figure
for a moment, and then it vanished round
the new wing, Knowles dashed after it,
guessing that it was a Modern junior out
of bounds, and that ho was sceking to re-
enter at the back of the house.

o was right.

As he came running round the house,
he saw a little window at the back half
open, and a dark figuro clambering in.
Krnowles came up, panting, end grasped
tho legs of the vanishing junior. There
was a start! ory.

ST

“You can come out, you sweep!” said
Knowles, holding on tight to the legs.
“T've got you!”

The junior made a terrific offort to drag
himself in_through the wi but
Knowles_held on like a vice.
slackencd, and the junior gasped. Knowles
dragged him bodily from the window, and
he_plumped on the ground, panking.

“Eet up !” growled the prefect.

The junior rose. Knowles peered at him,
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aud recognised Tommy Dodd of the
Tourth, - Dodd was looking very pale, and
breathing hard,
s youl” said Knowles.
'lommv Dodd looked sullon.
#¥es,” he said defiantly.

“What are you doing out of your dormi-
tory ?

Tommy Dodd did nof enswor, but his
eyes were fixed on Knowles with & poculiar
exprossion, which  tho profect could ot
fail fo nofice. dark as it was.

“Why don’t you am‘m me?” exclaimed
Knowles roughly.  “ Have you been playing
larks on, tho “Classical side?”

“Then what have you been up to?”
“I’ve been out in the quad.”
‘Nu\\)mrc else?”

“Yeu wore_going out, when I camo on

you,” said Knowles, “You turned and
tan’ when you met me. Where were you
going

Silen

@ \Vhy “don't sou answer?” said Knowles,
as surprised as angry. “Do you want me
to_take you to khe Head?”

“T don't care.”

Knowles stared at_him. It was not like
the cheery Tommy Dodd to be silent and
sullen. Perhaps he had not forgotten that
tremendous licking of the afternoon, from
which his hands were still aching. Tommy
Dodd was certainly sullen and savpge and
reckless now me/

“You were up to sometling,” said
Knowles, mystificd and curious. % u
may as well own up what it was.
mw’ lm emcul.ztod as a sudden ‘Lhoughb

n. “You were going to sce

i hm 0

“I wasn't.”

“Perhaps you were with him in what
ho did. this “evening, said Knowles, his
oyes glittering, and his grasp_tightoning
on the junior’s shoulder. “You young
rascal! "I might have "ncssad that "

“I wasn’t going (a see Silver, and I
dmt know what s done, and I don’t
said Tommy Dodd sulkily.

J.hm\ what were you doing out of

ow well enough,” said
agoly. . “Thoso Classical cads
were not alone in it. Perhaps you helped

UP JIMMY.

them to_ collar me. Own up, you youns
it
Tommy Dodd started violently.
“So that_touches you, does it1” sneered
Knowles. “Were you in the gang? There
poro four of thom at loasi—thoro might
haye been more

“Good! You can take
along with the rest,” said Knowles.

the flogging
ome

vith. me; youw're going straight to the
Tead.”

“I—1 say—" stammered Tommy
Dodd.

“You meedn’t say anything,” said

Knouwles grimly. “I'm pretty certain that
you woro_ono of them, and, anyway, you
can exphzm to the Head what you re doing
out of the dormitory at half-past ten. You
)onng hound, that's becauso I licked you
to-day. You've helped those Classical cads
to assault your own prefect—""

“They're going to be flogged?” asked
Tommy Dodd, in a husky voice.

“Yos;, .-md you with them, if you had
a hand i

“Jxmmy th er and his friends, do you

mean ?”

“Yos.

“Jor—for collaring you in the

“I sce you know all aboub it,”
Knowles. ~ “ They'ro going to be flogged
to-morrow. I wish they could be sacked.”

Tommy Dodd drew-a deep, deep breath.

“Then I'll come to the Head,” be said.
“I—Tm glad you dropped on me, Knowles.
I—I hadn't the lamtcsb 1dca they might be
suspected. I never thought of it. But I'd
have owned up as soon as I heard
were going to be ﬂogvcd anyway.”

“So you admit it?

Tommy Dodd laughed recklessly.

os, you brute! Yes, you bul]y'

collared you, and serve you An
I chan't tell you who heﬂ)ed me, elthm'

T Lnow who helped you—Jimmy Silv
and the rest—

"lhev lmd nothing to do with it,” said
Tommy

hnowlcm mxted It began to dawn upon
hm\ that he had discovered a little too

quad ?”
sneered

they

I
d

mu
“Dont toll lies,” he said savagely.
“T'm not telling Jics, you cad! I
houldn't be likely to

chaps helped mo. 1 8 ¢
ho Classical rotters for help I” said
Tommy Dodd disdainfully. “Now, take

me to t]xe Head. I'm readv to own up.
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and Tll show him my hands, 100, and let
him see how you licked me tais afternoon,
you bully.”

Knowles released Tommy Dodd.  He
stared e Modern junior blankly in
the gloom. He understood now. It was

not the Classicals at all, Lhe juniors of
his own side, whom he had savagely
punished, had planned that vengeance and
Garried it out. There were four of them—
Dodd and Doyle and Cool, undoubtedly,
and anofher. It was uterly unlikely thui
tho Moder chums would kave called

lassical juniors for eid in such an_enter-

P Knowles knew that  His case
Sgainst Jimmy Silver & Co. crumbled
away. He had discovered too much.

Tor, oddly enough, though Temmy Dodd
fad collared him and tied him up, Knowles
would have preferred Jimmy Silver to be
flogged. And tho lie he had told in the
FHead’s study came back to his mind with
Staggering force. He had declared that

_ he had recognised Jimmy Si'ver's voice.
And Tommy Dodd was the guilty party,
nd ready to own up that Junmy Silver

had had nothing to do with it, and had
noj boen on the spot at all

t—it was you?” stamm. Knowles.
“You and Doyle and Cook:
“Tind out!”

Knowles was
His lie
a ven-
el 1”

“Oh, you young hound!”
almost dazed by his discovery.
had come home to roost now, wif
geance. ' You—you young scoundr

“Pile it on,” said Tommy Dodd reck-
lessly. “1 made up my mind yowd go
through if, and you have. I don’t care
if Fou take me to the Head was
fool to care what happened to you at_all,
thet’s all. I don’t care if you know iwhere

Was going, as you know the rest. I
meant to leave -you tied up in the old
abbey for a few hours, and then come and
untio your legs so that you could walk, if
you hadn’t gos help sooner. 1 was going
to the abbey to see if you were still there,
when I ran into you just xow. Still, T
don’t_care. I'd have owned up to-morrow
, anyway, rather then see Jimmy

[

enough to take Tommy Dodd to the Head,
and got the right party senfeuced to con-
dign punishment. But how was he to ex-
plain the lie he had told? He had told
it, in the conviction that Jimmy Silver was
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guilty; and the lie could not be explaincd

away.

T only he had had sense enough to ke
to the truth! He gritted his teeth wit
rage as he thought_of it. Fven now he
would rather that Jimmy Silver had the
fogging than Tommy :

“Well, why don’t you take me to the
Head?” growled Tommy Dodd. “I'm
ready.”

Knowles drew a deep breath.

“Because I don’t believe vov,” he said

deliberately.
Tommy Dodd jumped.
““You"—you don’t believe me, Knowles?”

“But—but I've owned up!” stammered
Tommy Dodd, in utter amezement. He
had_not the faintest idea of what was
working in Knowles’ mind, and he was
astounded.

“I believe yow've been trying to pull
my log,” seid Knowles calmiy. “I don’t
believe  you know an%thug about the
matter, excepting what I've tcld you. Go
back to your dormitory.”
“But—but—"

“Get in at that window, and go back to
your dormitory,” said Knowles harshly.

NEXT MONTH'S WINNERS!
GET ON TO THEM—THEY'RE
GREAT!
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111 you havo tho sonso to hold vour tongye,
1 will say nothing sbout this. n "

He pushed the amazed 'junior tow:uds
the window. Tommy Dodd, with his brain
in a whirl, clambered in, and disappeared
in the darkness within, Knowles went
r;)und the building, and hurried to his own
study.

The prefect’s face was pale with rage
and chagrin. What was to kappen now?
If Tommy Dodd had sense enongh to hold
his tongue, he could escape punishment, |f
and Knowles would say notaing. The real
perpetrator of the outrage could escape
scot-free, with Knowles’ blessing for that
matter, so long Silver was

ogged, and Knowles false ood was not
brought to light.

‘Would Tommy Dodd hold his tongue?

After some refletion, Knowles decided
that he would. A flogging was not a light
maiter, and ho was pretty certain that tho
junior ‘would keep silence, so long as the
prefect _held his peace. If nothing was
said, Jimmy Sl el Be flogged, and
Knowles’ falsehood, which had come home
so uncomforbtably to roost, would never
be brought home to him.

. Knowles went to bed leelmg more com-
orte

Tommy Dodd ‘was sure to have encugh
sense to hold his tongue! Unfortunately
for Knowlos, Tommy Dodd, though quite

y
a_sensible youth, was nog blessed with th
e el AT e
for.

CHAPTER 20,
Coming to Terms.
IMMY SIL\ILR & CO. mlned out in
ho clang of the Tising-

I+ -
S heyieh

sun with facos as$ sunny as his own.
on this particular morning, they
decidedly downhearted.

Tho fizt had gono forth, and thoro was
no arguing with the Heed, After prevers
befon morning cl.a.;se; assemble
Fistical Four wero io be hauled up hitons
the whole school and .

The disgrace of that pusiabment, as well
in of it, troubled their minds,
iousness of innocence made it all
mo‘c bitter.

They came down in glum spirits.

i the rising
But
were

Long
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before breakfast all the Classicals were in
possossion of story. Smythe of the|
Shell and his friends, who were very much’
up egainst the Fistical Four, declared that,
it served them wight. Smythe of the
Shell, in fact, scemed to look forward to

o_occasion with somo pleasyrable antici-
p-u‘/wn. But the chums of the Fourth were
too dispirited even to knock Smythe’s hat

off.
“It’s rotten,” groaned Lovcll do]o!*-

ously. “It wouldn’t be so bad

had’ the satisfaction of ragzing the oad

But to be ﬂogged for ragging the beast,

when we didn’t rag the rotter—that fairly

pujs tho Iid on "

grumbled Raby.
i Sl e G0 1 P o
Might bo Smytho and his set, for all wo
know! Ob, it's rotten.”

“They may_own up, whoover they are,”
said Jimmy Silver hopofully, *We're not
flogged yo.”

Wo So0n shall bel” granted Lovell.

Ts was, cxasporating, 400, that most of
tho Classionl fellows setmod'to beligvo thak
the Fistical Four ¥
e i )
and commiserated the quarteite on belu'f
found out. But they only smile ho
Flstioal’ Four's, almost Tranyiod asscrhons
that, they hadn’t done it, It was a good
deod, and they “wishod e L
bus they hadn

iTii oeder o gons. foshiTos 4l swhola.
school to assemble in Big Hall after prayers
to witness the flogging. Tho order caused
much hogrt searching ainong cerlan Juniors
on_the Modern side.

Tor tho threo Tommies, and Towle, who!
hac holped thom ‘on "that ‘greatoeeasion |
did mop like the idea of being flogged
themselves. ~ But they agreed, dolefully
enough, that there was nothing for it but|
to faco the music, |

o, could't keon quict and let 4
on” said Tommy Dodd.. “Itsall my ool

T'got vou ahaps. into S

Huro you didn’t nioiroly,” said Tommy
Doyln lojally. W can staud in it, any-
wa

¥m going to own up, and I shan't
name you chaps,” said Tommy Dodd. *No
noed four geiting licked if one will do.|
And T persunded you, anyway.

#Rot! ¥ aid Toiomy Cook
we're goin B
WS Sl Timmy Dodd, “let's go out

1

“1f you ow

up,




THE SCHOOLBOYS’

and look for those Classic worms, and ease
their minds & bit.”

“Right-ho!”

“Dodd!” Tt was Knowles' voice; he was
iooking for the cheerful youth.

“Hallo, Knowles|” said Tommy Dodd,
with the respect due to a prefect con-
spicuously absent from his manner.

“Como into my study,” said Knowles.

“Wait for me, you chaps !’

Tommy_Dodd followed Knowles into his
study.  Knowles ha n watching his
face during breakfast. e was sure—
almost sure—that Tommy Dodd would do
the scnsible thing. But ho wanted to be
quite, quite sure.

“You remember that rot you were telling
mo iast night, Dodd?” said Knowles, when
the door was closed.

“Yes,” said Tommy.

“T told you I didn’t believe it. I don’t
believe it now. And I shan’t say anything

bout the maiter,” said Knowles.
% ‘ommy Dodd’s lip_curled.

‘I know!” ho said. “Youw've got your
~ knifo into Jimmy Silver, Knowles, "and
| yowd rather ho was floggod than mo,
though you know I did it.”
, Do you want to be flogged, you young
¥ Adiot?”

“No fear!”
“Then hold y>ur tongue!” b
“I can’t! won't! What do you

want me to hold my tongue for?” deman-

ded Tommy Dodd. ~ ““So that Silver may

be flogged, when ho hasn’t done anything,

Yowve still got it in for him over that

barring-out, I suppose. Well, as soon as

we're in Big Hall, if Silver is to be flogged,

I'm going to own up.”

“You—you mean that?”

“Yes, T \Lo it. You ought, as a
ave reported my confession to
ready,” said Tommy Dodd.
Knowles ground his teeth, It had come

to that—through his crooked ways.

junior of the Fourth Form was coolly lec-
turing him, a prefect of the Sixth, on what
he ought to have donel

“And it wouldn’t do you any good if I
told how yow've tried fo persuade me to
keep quiet and let Silver be flogged,”
said Tommy Dodd, with flashing eyes.

“Blessed if I haven't a good mind to let it

out, too! If I'm going to be flogged for

nailing you L'll give you a show-up, tool

Tl bet the Head wouldn't let you be a
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prefect after what I could tell him if I
chose I”

“He wouldn't belicve a word of it!"
stammered Knowles, palo with uneasiness.

“Very well, I'll tell him and see.”

“Wait—wait a minute! Look here,
Dodd, I want you to keep yous mouth shut,
I—I'm willing to overlook what you did
last night. Perhaps I was a bit too rough
on you,” said Knowles unsteadily. ¢ I—
don’t want you flogged.”

“Tat lot yon care!” said Tommy Dodd.
“You want old Silver flogged for nothin,
—that's what's tho matter with you. An
you think I'm mean cad enough to stand
by and sce it dono to save my own skin.
Well, you’ll see. As soon as Jummy Silver
is called out I shall trot up.”

“You know yowll be flogged!” stam-
mered Knowles.

“Of course I know it.”

“If you hold your tongue—"

“Oh, cheese it1” said Tommy Dodd dis
respectfully. “What sort of a cad do you
think you're talking to?”

Knowles clenched his hands almost con-
vulsively, and made a movement towards
the junior. He looked dangerous at that
moment but Tommy Dodd did not flinch.

The junior looked the prefect steadily in
the face. Ho was very mearly as angry as
Knowles, And a suspicion was working in
his mind. It could not simply be the desire
to seo Jimmy Silver flogged that moved
Knowles to this extent. There was some-
thing more than that in it. Knowles
evidently had something to fear if Tommy
Dodd owned up; and Tommy was not long
in guessing what it was. He gave a low
whistle, and burst into a laugh.

“You are in a fix, Knowles,” he said
cheorfully..  “Fairly bunkered, by gum!
1#11 be worse for you than for me. You've
told tho Head crams. My hat! What a
nervel 1 might have guessed it! °
Wouldn't flog old Silver unless he thought
it was pretty clear against him! ow
yowll have to own up you fibbed! ~No
Imore prefecting after that! I'd rather be
ﬂo.ggﬁd mysolf than own up as a liar!”

you young
There’s the bell for prayers!”™
said Tommy Dodd. “Come on, Knowles.
Mustn’t be late, you know. I'm going to
be ﬂog%{ed, and yow're goini to get it in
the neck! The Head will be pleased to
hear how you tried to get me to keep it
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dark, becauze ye

BACKING

v'd been telling him whop-

pers!  Oh, my aunt!”

“You—you will not tgll him that—
st (.L[mml Knowles. “Ilo, wouldn't bcllcvc
you—

Do wow! Il givo him the chence!”
grinned Tommy Dodd, thoroughly enjoy-
fng the discomfiture of the bully of the
Sixth, “Oh, crambs, you have put your

foot in it!”
Knowles panted with rage.
“You_ wili hold your toiiguc, Dodd—"

No jolly fear!”

“I—T will get Silver off the flogging
somchow,” said Kpowles at last, his voice
quite b Then—then if ‘you dow’t

sy m)u;.nw you'll get off, too.”
» Dodd whistled.

)ou rc I'\V '10

ho_exclaimed
e that, and it's a go!
o Fecp the Tittlo” sooretbotween to
what ?”
“¥en” eaid Knowles, grinding his tecth.
“After the w 1 sy,
sou are a forgiving chap. I\nm,lml You
"t really the sort of feliow a chap would
Eicct &0 turn the. other check like this1"
chuckled Tommy Dodd.
“Oh, }ml young—you—-="
to have it all out if you
areln gnxmcd Tommy b, what
X , the bel Ta-ta,

forg

¥ stonpmgl
Knowlosey 1

Tommy strolled out of~the study with
his hands i pockets, whistling, and loft
tho door wide cpcn Any other fag who
had dono_that would have been dragged
back by the seruff of his neck and licked
till he roared. But Tommy Dodd was a
privileged person just now, and Knowles
did not say a wort

The three Tommics joined Jimmy Silver
Co. . they scooted actoss the quad for
Tommy Dodd gave Silver a thump

“It's all sercne!” he said. “Kecp your
pocker upl Lhere's not going to be any
ilogging !”

“What " cjaculated Jimmy, Silver.

“Ifs right as rain! You've got off”
cgeled Tommy Dod
33 s got me off 17

“Knowles ’

oniy h-LLl"

went into chapel in a state
hment.

UP JIMMY:
CHAPTEK 30.
Scot Free.
R. CHISHOLM was on his
& Hall, whero all Roo
assembled the floggiug
Knowles camo up to him.
was looking pale and troubled.
“What is it, Knowles?” asked the Head,
pausing and regarding tho Modern profect
very caulicusly.
“I—T fecl ‘that I must sxpmn m you,
said Knowles, with an e
ad thought it out, and ncu od u[von the
nly possible course but he was
very Qoubtful how the Hcml ould take it.
“18's about Silver, sir.
£TMis punishment is about to be adminis-
tered, Knowl
| eTEs—its

way 1o
ood was

when
“Knowles

I8
on

cs.

about that, sir. I—I've been

thinking it over. You see, sir, last night

was very excited when I found myself

attacked in the dark, and—and a bag was

2 nd_after thinking it
‘e come to th
istaken.”

ir, T think perhaps T wes mis-

taken i thinking that [ recognise Silver's

YDy Chisholm’s faco becamo very grim.
Knowies,

“Tndeed !
declared to
possible th

Lost might,

in the most
Jou recoznisod ¥

“Tknow sir. But sino then I've reflocted
very _earefully seo,  sir,
thought it was Silver, and—and I (ho\vght
T knew his voice. But now 1 don't feel at
all sure about it—in fact, I really think I
was_mistaken !”

“That is very strange indeed, Knowles.
Upon_your positive assertion, I have fon-
tenced  four juuiors to bo flogged, Now
you tell me tha: you have made & mistake.”

“T felt that I ought to speak to you |dn

a

you

time, sir, before the punishment w
ministered,”  mumbled  the  wretched
Knowles.

“Quite so. That was undoubtedly your
duty. It would havo been infamous if you
had allowed those boys to be punished, if
thero is the slightest doubt in the matter.
I‘mt you have pTu‘cd e in an absurd posi-

Knowles,” seid the Head severely.
"'ch wholo school has boen assembled to
the flogging.”

i I—I am SO_SOrry 1}
o trust so” said the Head tar
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am glad you have spoken to me in time.
But I must tell you, Knowles, that you have
acted very foolishly and rashly. You had
no_ right to make that positive statement
unloss you wero absolutely surc.  You have
narrowly escaped causing me to commit a
great injustice.”

“T'm very sorry, sir! I felt sure then,
but, on thinking it over—"

“Vory well. I am glad to have made
this discovery in time, at all events. Have
you any fresh supposition as to the authors
of the outrage?”

ommy Dodd’s name trembled on the
prefect’s lips.

But he dared not utter it.

Tt was maddening to let the junior escape
punishment. dared not_ bring
Tommy Dodd in contact with the Head.

For, after hearing Tommy Dodd’s story,
Dr. Chisholm could hardly be left with
any doubt that Knowles had not made a
“mistake” the previous night, but had told
him a deliberate falsehood.

ere was no help for it—the Head must
ever know that he had attempted to in-
uco the real culprit to keep silent while
Jimmy Silver was_punished.

His crooked policy had led him to that
unpleasant position; for by his attempt to
punish the innocent he was compelled to let
the %uilty If’mY escape!

“Well, Knowles?”

“I have no idea, sir,” faltered Knowles.
“I—I think Lovell and the rest were tell-
ing the truth last night, sir. I am sure
they had nothing to do with it.”
| The Head frowned with intense annoy-
ance. He felt that ho had been placed in
a ridiculous position. Still, he was glad
that this discovery had come before the
ﬂo‘g"gmg ‘had been inflicte

well, Knowles! T cannot say I am [ him

Ty
pleased” with you. There will be an in-
auhy, and T hope the real culprits will be

iscovered I”
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Dr. Chisholm swept on, frowning, leaving
Knowles breathing more freely. The chief

worry on the prefect’s mind now was that
the inquiry might possibly be sucoessful.
Knowles, the yictim of thet unexampled
outrage, was in the curious position of
praying that the culprits might not be
discovered. It was really a valuable lesson
on tho advantage of sticking to the truth
on all occasions!

There was no flogging that morning.

The surprised school was dismissed from
Big Hall, and the fellows went to their
Form-rooms in a state of wonder.

That day there was an inquiry but, as
it was naturally confined to the Classical
side, the facts had not much chance of
coming to light. Nobody suspected thas
Knowles' assailants came from his own side
—-except the young rascals themselves,

And, to the general surprise, Knowles
did not show himself at all keen to get on
tho track of the culprits. Ho seemed oniy
anxious for the whole unpleasant matter to
be dropped and done with.

And dropped it was. For some days
Rookwood _surmised and wondered about
the mysterious affair. But it remained a
mystery.

Jimmy Silver & Co. wore greatly puzzled.
But when Tommy Dodd and his chums
came to tea one evening in the end study,
the mystery was cleared up so far as the
Fistical Four were concerned.

Jimmy Silver & Co. almost wept With
laughter over Knowles' peculiar predica-
ment. The mere idea of Knowles’ schem:
ing and worrying to_save from discovery
e £l who Bad Kagred Him and tied
im up made them shriek. But outside
that select circle in the Fourth, tho myste-
rious happenings of that night remained

» mystery.




64

6UR MAGAZINE CORNER,

Wmcmv

The Start of the Game.
B I too young to start
racing ? "This is a quostion which

is froquently asked, especially at this

time of year when tho sport is in full blast
and thousands of pooplo aro flocking to soo
their particular favourites shifting the cinders.
Most of the big riders of to-day started
young. Billy Lamont, porhaps the most
uderfs, started when he was

dirt-track

«ges vary from 17 to 19. Any
t0 mako big monoy out of tho specdway
racket has got to start young, fox they aren’t
ol I it for o very

-track racing is pmha,hly in fact
Wurmmly the toughest game in the
world. At present it is more or less impossible
to say how long o man can stick it. Tho
sport only originated seven years ago, whon
Roarin’ John Hoskins started it down in the
Huster, Rivor velloy in Austmlia. Filly
Lamont, Sprouts Eldes, and sevoral othors who
avo okl knov to-day wore among the first
to ride, and {hey are still at it now, But
forty is probably the absolute age limit, and
then_only for a man of exceptionally fino
physique.

So the great gamo is to make big money
and malio it quick, And there is roal big
monoy to bo mad if you reach the top of the
troo, ~ Amounts vary . feront countrios,
and onio ot fhio bost paying is New Zealand
Thero is & ridor thore who, although he only
1idos at two meotings a wook, makes about
£100 per week. this counLry rates of
payment have been standardiso

£50 in a Night!

‘here are no “ stars” these days, but tho
man of that standard receives £10 appoarance
monoy in the Sontli of England and £15
the North. This is meroly for ppennn
Ater that he gute what ho wins, Tho winnor
of a handicap or scratch raco gets £10, the
second £5, tha third £2 105., and tho fourth £1.
In a three-r'und match race between two
riders the wiraer gets £12 end the loser £3.

3
2
gy

From this you can see that there is plenty
of money to bo made. It is no unusual thing
for oo of tho bost riders to cloan wp evarything
at a meeting. It is almost a co; &
rence for (hls to be done &t W]mbleuon by
Jim Kempster, at Stamford Bridge by Frani
Arthur, ot Harringay by Vie Huxley, or ot
Belle Vuo by Frank Varcy.

Whon o 21der dos this e makes anyiling
up to £45 or £50. Sometimos a rider has a
seally good wook; Lo xaoy bo riding, af six
meetings and make betwoen t\vo a3
hundred pounds in one weel alon g
things all round, a top-notch ider in this
country who goos to Australia during tho
winter and hes a good four there, can m.ake
threo thousand pounds or more in (l'e full year,

Keep Fit !

Of course, his exponsos are heavy. Ha ey
2t least one mechanic to pay, for no man
can succeed ab this game unless kis motor is
always giving tho besb possible, Tho com-
petition is too great, second-best is useless to
the first-clas man. The keeping of a dirt
motor in perfect ordor is an expensivo job, and

ho big man alwrays has two or threo momnts,
Fo must nlways havo o sparo one ready at
th track i his frst ono should Iob him down.

But dow’t imagino that this is tho lot of all
tho lads who go in for cinder-shifting. Many
of them make nothing like this amount, They
havo to keep themsoives roally fi6 and well,

and give theiz best always.  One of the best
mmp}ez of this fact is a_well-known rider,
who is riding far better this scason than an
ono hero has ever soon him ride beforo, al-
though ho has been beforo tho public eye
ever since the gamo first reached this country.
This year hie has decidod to take tho mattor
zeally seriously, and to Leep s fit as a mar
ca

n be,
"At tho moment dirt-track racing is a rathor
over-crowded profession, despite tho number
of tracks that exist in this country, It is not
a gamo for anyono to take up, and to the
would-ho track Tider tho essontinls are a first-
class physiquo, cool head, unlimited courage—
and o bundred pounds in the bank |

8.8,
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