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without masters—no lessons, no prep, no impots! Never
all its history has Rookwood School wi d such ing

scenes as when the masters go on strike!

CHAPTER 1.
Under Sentence!
» ¥'M going to the Head!”
l Arthur Edward Lovell made
that announcement in tones of
determination.
Raby and Newcome looked rather un-
certainly at Jimmy Silver.
Jimmy shook his head hopelessly.
“It's no good, Lovell,” he said.
“But—>
“The Head won't listen to you. He
won't listen to'me. He's made up his
mind, d—" Jimmy's voice fal-
tered. "fmd I'm to be flogged in the

morning.

“You shan’t, Jimmy,” exclaimed
Lovell angrily. “I tell you I'll go to
the EIead—we'u all go! We can prove
_—

“He mightn’t believe us,” said Raby,

Lovell snorted. -

“I'll jolly well make him!” he said.

“Hallo, little one, what's the
trouble?” asked a cheery voice in the
doorway of the end study.

It was Conroy, the Australian junior,
who was looking in.

Pons, the Canadian, and Van Ry,
of South Africa, looked in over his
shoulder. g

“ Anything wrong?” asked Van Ryi.

“Yes,” said Lovell shortly.

“well, don't bite a chap’s head off,”

said the South African good-

humouredly. “What's the row? Any-

thing about the footer?™ .
“No, ass.”
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“Thanks, fathead. We came along
to speak to Jimmy Silver about footer.”
“Oh, blow footer!” growled Lovell

croasly.

“Well, my hat!”

The Colonials looked astonished, as
well they might.

It was something new to hear Arthur
Edward Lovell of the Classical Fourth
“blow ' fooler!

“well,” said Conroy, “if we've
dropped in at the wrong moment, we’ll
travel along. But w not tell your
Australian uncle all about it, and ask
him nicely for his valuable advice?”

Lovell grunted.

““There’s not much to tell,”
Jimmy Silver, smiling famtiy
got landed in a scrape.”

“That’s nothing new.”

“This one is, I'm to be flogged to-

morrow morning in Big Hall before all
Rookwood!” said Jumny Sﬂver bitserly.

“¥e gods! What for?”

“Nothing!"

The Colonial Co. became grave at
once.

It was a serious matter enough.

Flogging was very seldom adminis-
tered at Rookwood, and only for very
serlous offences.

The disgrace of the punishment was
worse in most fellows' eyes than the
infliction itself—which was painful

said
“I've

enough.

And for Jimmy Silver, the captain of
the Fourth Form, and the most popular
junior in the Lower School, to be sen-
tenced to a flogging, was a surprise, and

. it nesded explaining.

“Tell us what's happened, Jimmy,”
said Conroy guietly.

“I hardly know,” said Jimmy. *I
was called down to the Head's study,
and found that a ttick had been p!
on Dr. Chisholm.' Somebody had tied

a cord across his study, and he went in
in the dark and took a tumble. He

“Phew!"”
“You didn’t play such an idiotic trick,
surely?” exclaimed Van Ryn.

“No.”
“But the Head thinks he did,”
growled Lovell,

“Why?"

“Because he’s a silly ass!”

“Draw it mild, I..ovell, old chap. The
Head isn't a silly ass!” said Conroy.

«T say he is!” roared Lovell.

“Then you'd better tell him so, old
scout; it's no good shouting at me.
Why does the Head think you did it,

9
“They found my silver pencil-case in
the study. It was dropped there as if it
had slipped from my pockel when. I
stooped down to tie t.he cord. It hadn't,
of course, &s I never did it. But it looks

Jimmy paused and coloured as he
read the expmsmm on the faces of
the junior:

e § suppme you believe*me?” he ex-
claimed hotly.

“Yes, of course,” said Conroy, rather;
slowly. “But you must admit that il
was pretty good evidence for the Head,
Jimmy. How the merry thump did
your pencil-case get there if you didn't:
drop it there?”

“Y don't know.”

“Ahem! Not much good telling the:
Head that!” \
“I found that out,” said Jimmy dee:r,

bitterly, “But that isn’t all. I was in’
the study a short time before, as it hap-
pens.” i

“Oh!”

“You remember I biffed into the,
Head when we were playing leap-frog in
the quad; it was misty. He sent me in
for his cane to lick me. I fetched t.haw
cane, and took it back afterwards. He's'
got it into his head that while I wasi"
there I rigged up that trap for him.
of—of course, I had the chance; I had!

layed | an excuse all ready for being In the

study, if I was spotted there. 5[.‘115;1;4;f
how he looks at it.”
“Blest if any‘body wouldn't, Jimmy.:
It does look bed.
“I know it doﬁ," sald Jimmy Silver'
savage! Bub that doesn’t alter the
fact that I didn’t do it, and never even,
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‘heard anything about it till Mr. Bootles
fetched me to the Head’s study.”

“And your -case—"

“I dropped it somewhere yesterday,
‘or left it here in the study,  I'm not
quite clear which. I know it wasn’t in
my pocket when I felt for it this morn-
4ng in class.”

“Might have been in another pocket
‘you didn’t feel in, if you don’t remem-
jber dropping it.” :

*‘It's possible, of course.”

. “And you might have dropped it in
ihe Head's study when you were there.”

“I don’t see how I could without
stooping  down—"  Jimmy Silver
‘broke off. “Oh, you needn’t tell me
how it looks. Perhaps I dropped the
pencil-case there, and perhaps the Head
biffed his foot against it when he
tumbled over, and knocked it along to
‘where it was found. I don’t know. Or
‘the chap who rigged up that trap may
have found my pencil-case, and left it
there to fix the thing on to me. How
can I tell?”

“That’s rather thick.”

“I know it is. But I know I had
nothing to do with the jape on the
l!j!:gnd,‘."md it could be proved if he'd

““That’s better,” said Conroy. “How

Jimmy nodded towards his chums,

“Three witnesses,” he said.

Lovell broke out angrily.

“Jimmy’s been with us here—we've
been fencing—ever since we were In the
quad. He hadn't beén out of our sight
a minute before Bootles came to take
him to the Head. We saw him take the
cane back to the study; he hadn't any
‘blessed cord with him. He didn't stay

could it be proved?”

" in the study three seconds. Then he

came up here with us, Isn’t that
proof?”

“Plenty,” assented Conroy. *Then
go to the Head and tell him.”

“Jimmy thinks the Head won’t give
us a hearing,” sald Newcome.

“He’s too wild,” sald Jimmy Silver,
shaking his head. “I've mever seen

him in such a wax. He was hurt by
his tumble,”

“These fellows ought to go, all the
same,” sald Conroy decidedly. “The

Head’s bound to listen.”

“I'm jolly well going, anyhow!” said
Lovell angrily. “Ill make him listen;
I suppose the Head isn't a dashed Rus-
sian Czar that’s got to be approached .
In fear and trembling? I'm going. ¥ou
fellows coming?”

‘He looked at Raby and Newmmf. who
ithum looked at Jimmy Silver.

nodded at last.
“Try it, if you like,” he said. .“But
youre risking a licking if the Head

C.
thinks it's a put-up job.”
Snort from Arthur Edward Lovell.
“We'll chance that,” he said. *Come
on.”

And Lovell & Co. left the study, the
Colonial chums remaining with Jimmy
Silver to await their return,

CHAPTER 2.
A Friend in Need!
L OME in!”
The HealglE voice was sharp

and snapp!
Dr. Chisholm was alene in his study;
seated at his writirig-table, but he was
not occupied.

. He was feeling sore, disturbed, and

The sudden fall over the stretched
cord"in the darkness had shaken up
the old gentleman badly.

He had bruises on his knees and
severe abrasions on his hands, and a
bump on his head where it had knocked
against a chair,

Such an outrage against the majestic
person of the Head was unprecedented
at Rookwood, and it was no wonder that
he was bitterly angry.

Indeed, he was reflecting that he haa
been too lenient with Jimmy Silver, and
that he should have expelled the culprit
from the school, instead of ‘sentencing
him to a flogging, when the tap came
at his door,



His tone did not make Lovell & Co.
feel hopeful as they entered the study.
Neither did his look as he turned his
grim brow upon them.
Seldom or never had they seen the
brow of the doctor so thunderous.
The Head's face was severe at the
m ;ﬂimcs,ﬂgut at present it ]was. as
d afterwards, a good likeness
of the fabled Gorgon.
His eyes gleamed at the juniors ovér
glasses.
"We]l" * he rapped out.
“Plcase—" stammered Lovell,
*What do you want here?”
“ About—about Jimmy Silver, sir—="
stuttemd Iavell.

“.hmmy. sir—I mean Silver—"

Dr, Chisholm raised his hand with a
commanding gesture.

“I am aware that you boys
Silver's study-mates,” he said. “Is it
possible that you have had the as-
tounding impertinence to come here to
intercede for him?”

*“N-no, sir; but—"

“You may go. You can have no-
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“I repeat, Lovell, that you can have

nothing to say to me on the subject
that I care to hear. I have bidden you
Ieave my study!”
sjr_.._'l.

“One word more, and I will cane

you!” said the Head, picking up the
cane.

Raby caught Lovell’s arm.

Bub Arthur Edward Lovell jerked
himself free.

He did not mean to leave the study;
if he could help it, without saying what

e come there to say.

‘[; I want to explain, sir—" he jerked
oul

Dr, Chisholm rose to his feet, and the
cane swished in the air,

“I warned you, Love]l’ ‘You have
chosen to disobey me. Hold out your
hand!”

"Jlmmy Silver never—"

“Hold out your hand, sir!” thure.
dered the Head.

And as Lovell did not obey promptly
enough the angry headmaster took him

i h{sthe collar and laid the cane across

shoulders, with & loud swish.
Lovell yelled, as much with surprise

to say to me on the subject. Sﬁ\*er 'as pain,

thing
wlllee flogged m the morning.”™

“And I trust,” thundered the Head—
“I trust it will be a warning to him,

and to any other boys who may have'_

been his accomplices!”
I
"You may go!”
“But—but we came to say—"
The Head pointed to the door.”

“We—we happen to know, sir—we}
We—"

were with him—

“You were with him when he fastened
the cord here, over which I fell vio-
lent.ly?" exc!aimed the Head.

' gasped Lovell. *Not
at alll Ididnt.mean that. I mean,
We were with him when he didn’t do

“What! Are you daring to jest with
me, Lovell?”

“N-n-no, siri” gnsped Lovell breath-
lessly. “I mean—

“Now go!” exclaimed the Head. “Go
before I punish you more severely for
your unheard-of impertinence, Lovell!”

He pointed with his cane to the door-

Stiil Arthur Edward hesitated; but
Raby and Newcome took hold of him
and fairly forced him out of the study.

The door closed on them.

In the passage Lovell shopk himsell
free, and he looked af his chums, pant-
ing, his eyes ablaze,

“The rotter!” he gasped.

“Shush!” murmured Raby. “Don't
be an ass, Lovell! He's rather wild
now, but he's not a rotter, and you
know it! Come abnsl”

“I'm going to tell

“You silly ass!” breathed Newcome.
“Haven't you had emough yet?” Do
you want to be flegged in Hall al
with Jimmy? Come on. I tell m!."—

”»
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“Look here, I'm going—"

“Oh, rats!”

Lovell’s chums seized him again, and
walked him away forcibly down the

assage.

The interview with the Head had been
la failure, and in the opinion of Raby
jand Newcome it was time that Lovell
{“chucked ” it.

Certainly he could not have re-
‘entered the Head’s study without risk-
{ing the infiiction of severe punishment.

On the staircase, however, Lovell
{halted again.

5 'Let me go!” he growled. “I'm going

' “Youre not going to see the Head
iagain, Lovell!” said Raby decidedly.
Ii’s not good enough, old top!”

. “Pm going to see Bootles. He's our
Form-master, and he's bound to speak
up for Jimmy when he knows the
ifacts.”

“Well, that's not a bad idea,” as-
sented Raby. “We'll come with you.”
. And the three juniors headed for Mr.
Bootles’ study.

They found the masfer of the Fourth
Jooking very distressed, -

= He was in conversation with Mr,
[Mooney, the master of the Shell, who
jwas looking very grave and con-
cerned.

‘The outrage on the Head had been a
wshock to the masters.

Mr. Bootle gave Jimmy’s ehums a

kindly glance..
. “Well, what is it, Lovell?” he asked|

imi A
This was a reception very different
ifrom that accorded by the Head, but it
‘was the Head who had ‘“taken a
‘tumble ” over the cord, and that ac-
‘counted for the difference perhaps.

. “About Jimmy Silver, sir—* hegan

ell

“I hope, Lovell, that you had nothing
‘to do with the outrage perpetrated in
the Head’s study by Silver,” said Mr.
Bootles gravely.

“Jimmy Silver didn’t do it, sir!”

“Lovell!”

e

]

“And we can prove it, sir, if you'll
listen to us,” said Lovell eagerly.

l"Nonsenae, Lovelll The case is quite
clear.” .

" We can prove it, sir!” gaid Raby and
Newcome together.

“I will hear what you have 1o say,”
said Mr. Bootles, with a troubled frown.
“You may proceed.”

Lovell & Co. proceeded, and the de-
tails were laid before Mr. Bootles, the
Bhell master also listening very intently.

It was scarcely possible to doubt that
the three earnest juniors were speaking
the truth,

Mr., Bootles’ brow became more and
more troubled as they proceeded.

Perhaps he realised that, though the
conviction of Jimmy Silver's inngcence
was stealing upon his own mind, ft
would not be easy to convince the angry
headmaster. ¥

“Let us have this quite clear, Lovell,”
Mr. Bootles said at last. *You saw
Silver when he took the Head’s cane
back to gis,studﬁ”

“Yes, sir.”

o Y??li saw him come out of the study
n

“We did, sir.”

“And you are sure he was not long
in the room?”

“Only a few seconds, sir!” said Lovell
earnestly. “Just long enough to iake
the cane in and lay it on the desk.”

Mr. Bootles coughed.

“The cord in the study was attached
1o two screws driven into the wainscot,™
he said, “It musi have taken some
time—many mgn.lgtas, at least. If bgyog
are sure of what you say, my
Silver could not have done this.”

“We are quite sure, sir.”

“And afterwards—""

“ Afterwards Jimmy came to the end
study with us, and he was there all the
time till you came for him, sir!”

‘“Bless my soul!”

“Somebody else did it, sir!” gaid

vell,
“But Silver's pencil case—" .
“He may have dropped it therg, sir,
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or the other reiluw may have put 1t
there on purpose.”

“That is a very serlous statement to
make, Lovell
. “well, sir, I know Jimmy Silver didn't
put the cord there. He couldn’t have,
as he"wa.s only a few seconds in

Mr, Bootles glanced at Mr. Mooney.

That gentleman coughed.

“I will think over this, Lovell,” said
the master of the Fourlly at last. “¥Yotl
may go now. I will speak to the Head
this evening—ahem, to-morrow morn-
ing! To-morrow morning would per-
haps be best.”

Mr. Bootles did not say that he hoped
to find the Head in a more reasonable
frame of mind in the morning; but the
Juniors guessed that much.

“You may go now,”. added -Mr.
Bootles abruptly.

The three juniors left the study, their
hearts lighter.

‘They could see that Mr, Bootles be-
lieved their story.

Indeed, it was scarcely possible for
him to doubt it; he knew them far too
well to suspect that they had concocted
the tale to shield Jimmy Silver. £

After the dcor-had closed, Mr. Bootles |
blinked at Mr. Mooney over his glasses,
and the master of the Shell -coughed
expxessively

*Your opinion, Mr. Mooney?" a.sked.
the master of the Fourth.

“The same as yours, I think,”]
answered the master of the Shell
“Silver is evident.ly mnocent. © Those
boys were speaking th

“And if they are speaking the truth,
it 1s impossible thnt. Silver can
guilty.”

"Precisely!“

Mr, Bootles took off his gla-ssee. and
wiped them, and put them back again.
He was in a very agitated frame of

nd.
“Under these circumstances, it is un-
doubtedly my duty to ex;ﬂaln the
olm,” he said.

|

mstber to Dr. Chish
- “Undoubtedly!”

MASTERS ON STRIEE!

“But—but—" murmured  Mr.
Bootles,

“Tt will not be a pleasant task,” said
the master of the Shell. “I respect. Dr,
Chisholm highly, as we all do, but I
have not failed to recognise a strain of

the | undue firmness in him—I might call it,

even, obstinacy. If I may make a sug-
gestion, I should certainly not raise the
matter this evening. In the morning
Dr. Chisholm will be—ahem!—some-
what calmer.”

“My own opinion exactly,” said Mr.
Bootles. “It is my duty to protect a
boy in my Form from an act of in-
justice.”

“I should certainly do.so if it were
a boy in the Shell who was concerned,”
said Mr. Mooney. ‘“After all, the Head
is bound to accord you a civil hearmg,
and the matter will be set right.”

Mr. Boolles nodded assent, but he was
not. feeling quite so sure of that.

In faet, he was looking forward to his
interview with the Head with very much
the same feelings as Jimmy Silver's. ..

But Mr, Beotles had a strong sense
of duty, and he intended to do his duty,
unpleasant as it was.

1t only remained to sce what' would
come of it

CHAPTER 3.
In Suspense!

IMMY SILVER was not looking
happy when he came down on thé
following morning.

The flogging in Hall Was to take place

immediately before morning lessong, in

the presence of all Rookwood; but it

be | was not so certain now that it woyld

take place. .

Lovell & Co.'s visit to the Head had

resulted a good deal as Jimmy had ex-

pected it to result; bui the interview

with the master of the Fourth had been

more successful, and the Fistical Four

expected Mr. Bootles to intervene.
“They had noted that he was looking

very troubled and clouded at breakfast..
The previous evening Jimmy Sliver's
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sentence had been the one topic in the
Lower School; and in the morning it
was still being discusseqd with unabated
interest.

The Modern juniors were as con-
cerned as the Classicals; and To
Dodd, of the Modern Fourth, came over
specially from Mr. Manders’ House to
f?eak to Jimmy after breakfast about

Tommy Dodd was sympathetic,

“It looks jolly bad, Silver, old man!”
he commented, “I take your word,
n:liqy.rse. But I hardly think the Head
wilL'

“There's witnesses,” grunted Lovell,
“And Mr. Bootles has promised to put
in a word with the Head.”

. "But if Jimmy didn’t lay that littie
trap for the Head,” said Tommy Dodd,
“who did?”

“Some robter,” said Jimmy.

““The chap ought to own up,” said
the Modern junior. “It's up to him,
i; You are going to get the flogging for

“T dom't suppose he will.
get tne flogging.” : ‘

“ A decent chap would,” said Tommy
Dodd. :

He would

“Well, a decent chap wouldn’t have
played such a rotten trick on the Head
—he might have hurt him badly,” saig

Silver. “It was a dangerous
irick, and only a rotier would play a
brick like that on a middle-aged man!
The Head feels a tumble more at his
age than we do at ours.” -

“That’s s0. It was too thick, even if
the chap had had a licking. By the
way, do you know any chap who'd just
had a licking from the Head. That
would be a clue.”

- 'Y had!” said Jimmy, with rather a
wry ghu!:g'
Dodd was rather taken
.aIaa.(:‘k.'lmmmr

“The Head had just licked you?” he

“Jolly unlucky!”

“*All the same, I wouldn't nave played
that trick on him.”

I know, Jimmy, but it does look bad,
and no mistake, Still, your pals’ evi-
dence ought to pull you through, if
Bootles pitches it to the Head!”

“There he goes!” murmured New-
come.

Mr. Bootles was seen rustling away
io the Head's study—where the Head
was Dprobably, just then, selecting a
birch for the painful ceremony in Hall,

‘The master of the Fourth had a wor-
ried look.

Only his sense of duty urged him on
to face what he knew would Le a very
disagreeable interview, .

“Bootles is a good little goat,” said
Tommy Dodd. “He looks almost as if
he was going to be flogged himself.”

“He's a good sort!” said Jimmy,

And the juniors waited in consider-
able anxiety after the door had closed
on Mr. Bootles, and he was shut up
with the Head.,

The Colonial Co. joined them, and
Mornington and Emell and Tubby
Muffin and several other fellows; all
were concerned about Jimmy.

It seemed reasonable to suppose that
Jimmy's sentence would be rescinded,
or at least postponed, after Mr. Bootles’
explanation to the Head; but—

There was a “but.”

The Rookwood fellows respecied their
headmaster, and were awed by him; but
some of them were well aware of the
streak of grim obstinacy in his charac-
xer, which was rather beyond the limit
of mere firmness.

“The Head looks awful ratty this
morning, Jimmy!” said Tubby Muffin,
perhaps by way of comfort.

“Br-r-r-r!” said J ]

“I saw him after he came out from
brekker in his house,” said the fat
Classical. “He had a face like a gar-
goyle. There’s & bump on his napper,
and I saw him rub it.”

“Is this what you eall cheery con-
versation, Muffin?” asked Mornington.

blinked at him, -

“The prefects have been told to



assemble the whole school in Hall,” he
went on. “I heard Bulkeley say so to
Neville and Knowles,” o

“Give us a rest!” grunted Lovell,

“I wouldn't like to be Bootles!"”
rattled on Tubby cheerfully,
shouldn't wonder if the Head slangs
him no end for chipping in. You see,
he’s damaged and sore, 50 it stands te
reason he wants to flog somebody. He
won't want to let you off, Jimmy, unless
there's another chap to flog. Well,
Bootles can't produce the other chap,
can he?” "

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“I don’t think that's quite the Head's
view, Tubby,” he said. “The Head
wants to flog the right chap, not the
'WIong one.” 3

Tubby Muffin shook his head know-

ly.

“That's how he puts it to himself, of
course,” he agreed. “But Il bet you,
Jimmy, that what he really wants is to
flog somebody because he feels sore. The
masters are all the same, you know.
They make out that they wallop a
chap for his own good, but they never do
it excepting when they're ratty.”

“A Daniel comes to judgment!”
grinnied Mornington.

“Talking of Daniels,” said Tubby

“Muffin, “I think Bootles is a

like Daniel going into the lions” den. I
wouldn’t have Bootles' job for a term’s
pocket-money ! ”

Bulkeley came along with a grave

ace.
“All you fags into Hall!” he said,

“I say, Bulkeley, is Jimmy Silver
really going to be flogged?” sang out
Tubby Muffin,

y :
The captain of Roodwood walked on
without answering.
“That looks bad,” said Tubby, wag-
ging his-head sagely. “You'd better
gme exercise-books In your bags,

“Br-rr-rr!” grunted Jimmy.

The juniors streamed away into Big
Hall, where the school was; assembling
as some of the

MASTERS ON STRIKE!

Jimmy Silver received many sym-
pathetic glances.

Leggett, of the Modern Fourth, was
the only fellow who did not seem con-
cerned about the matter at all; ine
deed, he looked very cheerful.

But the cad of the Fourth was on the
worst of terms with Jimmy Silver, and
probably he was looking forward to the
entertainment,

Even Adolphus Smythe, of the Shell, *
said It was “hard cheese, begad, you
know.”

There was a murmur of voices in Hall,
subdued but incessant, :
All the Rookwood
ranked in their
ters and the prefects keeping order,

They waited for the arrival of the
Head and Mr. Bootles,

But the hand of the big clock was
crtle:ping round, and there was still
delay. 80 T

And with every minute of delay
Jimmy Silver's hopes strengthened that
all would turn out well, after all,,.

fellows were there,
with their mas-

CHAPTER 4
TNB

hich Mr, Bootl
eyes rested for & moment uneasily.

The Head's ammérml? washhard and
uncompromising.: aps he guessed
that the master of the Fourth had come
there to Intercede for the condemned
Jjunior.

As a matter of fact, the doctor was
feeling very out of sorts that raw morn-
ing. s

The various bumps and bruises and
abrasions he had collected In his tumble
the previous evening seemed to ache
more in the morning than the night,

before, )
his face was enough to

show that he

One glance at
was in-no mood to Hsten
to a plea for leniency. x
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It was not leniency Mr. Bootles was
about to ask for, but justice; but he had
an inward foreboding that his appeal
would fall upon deaf and obstinate

ears.
- In fact, Tubby Muffin's simile was an
accurate one; Mr. Bootles felt a great
deal like Daniel entering the lions’ den
as he rustled into the Head's study.

. “You have come to inform me that
" the school is assembled?”

Another cough from Mr. Bootles.

'This wtﬁs a d%libirghte misunderstand-
ing on the part o e Head, and the
Form-master knew it.

. “Ahem! Not exactly, sir!”

“I have given instructions—"

“The fact is, sir, I have something to
lay before you.”

"Dr. Chisholm held up his hand,

“Kindly do not utter one word in
favour of Silver, Mr. Bootles. I cannot
listen to it.”

“But, sir—

“The subjeéct is not one for discus-
sion, Mr. Bootles.”

The*Fourth Form-master drew a deep
breath, His task was turning out
harder than even he had anticipated.
+**“¥ou will accompany me to Hall,”
8 the Head.

I “Buf, sir,”

ehly.
“There is nothing to be said, Mr.
- Bootles!"
And the Head walked towards the
door.

¥ Mr. Bootles gasped for breath.
~Even. upon the masters at Rookwood
" the Head had rather a terrifying effect,
and Mr. Bootles was not & man of much
force of character.
“He was sorely tempted at the moment
%0 hold his peace, with the feeling that
e had done his best and failed.

““But his heart was too good for that, | .

and, though with great inward trepi-
«datlon, 'Mr. Bootles dared to be a

“Dr, ‘Chisholm.” he gasped, “I must

speak! I must really uest you to
listen to me!” s

“What!"”

The Head turned back towards him
majestically.

“Mr. Bootles, I think you forget your-

self!” ;

“I do not forget myself, sir,” said
Mr. Bootles, with some spirit. “I have
my duty to do,”

“One moment, Mr. Bootles. Is it
upon the subject of Silver, of ymﬁr:hrm.
t.hat&yuudeure' to speak to me?"

“Fes.”

“Then I decline to hear you. I am
surprised, Mr. Bootles, that you should
g;en ﬂﬁinl}:l of spea!;‘t‘?ﬁwin ;avour of a

y who has been of an unpre-
cedented outrage upon his :Head-
master!”

“I am here to ask justice for Silver,
sir,” said Mr. Bootles, with dignity.

“Justice!” exclaimed the Head
angrily.  “Strict justice requires, sir,
that I should expel that boy from the
school with every circumstance of
ignominy. I have been lenient—too
lenient—for the sake of his family. A
flogging, sir, is an inadequate punish-
u}slgt for the action he has been guilty
of!

“You mistake me, sir. The guilty
person should be most severely punished,
in my opinion, but I think that Silver
is not guilty.”

“Nonsense!"
“Really, sir——" ejaculated Mr.
Bootles, colouring.

“Last evening,” said the Head coldly;
“you were present when the matter was
inquired into. You then agreed abso-
tho gty porty . Fen e

e guilty party. ou
denials as a barefaced falsehood, as I
did. Por some reason, to me,
you appear to have changed your mind. I
have not changed mine, Mr. Bootles.”
“Y have learned—" .

“You have learned that someone elses,
and not Silver, was guilty of the out~
rage in my study?” exclaimed the Head,
starting. ‘““His name?" :
“I do not mean that.” .
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“Then what do you mean, Mr.
Bootles, if you mean anything at all?”
exclaimed the Head testily,

“I mean thab fresh circumstances
have come: to my knowledge, which, to
my mind, exonerate Silver.”

Dr. Chisholm made an impatient
gesture.

“If you insist, Mr. Bootles, I am bound
to hear what you have to say. Kindly
be brief.” .

It was not an encouraging opening,
but Mr. Bootles made the best of it, and
he went on hurriedly.

“Silver’s study-mates came to me last
evening—-—"

“They came to me, and were guilty of
impertinence!” interrupted the Head.
“I was forced to cane Lovell for sheer
audacity.” -

“Ahem! However, they told me—"

“Well, what did they tel you?”
snapped the Head. “Time is passing,
Mr. Bootles, and the school is waiting
in Hall.”

“They told me, sir, that it was im-

Dossible that Silver did what was done boys.

in this study. They were with him
when he came back here with your
cane, and they bear witness that he was
only in the study long enqugh to re-
place the cane on your desk, and then
jojrm,ed them outside. A few seconds,
sir.”

““He was here, at all events.”

“The cord over which you fell, sir,
Was attached to two screws driven into
ihe wainscot. That requires the use
of a gimlet and a screw-driver, and
must have taken some time.”

“Undoubtedly.”

“Well, if Silver was in the room only
& few seconds evidently he had no time
for all this.”

“And what evidence, Mr, Bootles, is
there that Silver was in the study only
a few seconds?” exclalmed the Head,
with an expression that was Dperilously

like a sneer,
Junior boys,
“‘whom I know to be truthful and honour-
able,” said Mr, Bootles warmly,
“Am I to understand that Lovell and
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his companions timed Silver with their
watches!”

“ Certainly not!”

At the most, then, they have an ims
pression that he was only a few seconds
inhe study—when he may have been
here five or ten minutes, for all they
can remember o the contrary.”

“Certainly they can remember—

“‘Moreover,” said the Head, in a
erinding voice, “I attach no importance
whatever to the evidence of those three
boys. I should not be surprised if they
were Silver’s accomplices,”

i Chisholm!"

“I repeat, sir, that 1 consider it very
probable that they had full Imowledge:
of Silver’s action at the time. - I am
decidedly of opinion that this story is
concocted by them
from his just punishment.”

Mr. Bootles flushed red, He Was gete
ting angry now as well as the heag-

- You are at liberty to question
them if
repeat, sit, that I know them to be boys
with a high sense of honour, and I am
convinced that they would not utter

falsehoods to save Silver from Ppunish~
ment.” i
*Nonsense!”
“Siry» ‘ )
“I repeat—nonsense!  You have'

allowed yourself to be deeeived by a
concocted tale, Mr. Bootles!"”

retorted Mr. Bootles. “And I am sure
that if you were in a calmer mood you
would admit——"
The Head's brows became thunderous.
The observation was not very tactful,
perhaps; but Mr, Bootles was growing;

Do imply that I'

| heated.

“Calmer, sir!

"Cerﬁ
I—I merely mean Al

ugh, sir; T am satisfied of
Silver'sguilt, If you hold a contrary

simply to save Silver,

master, i .
“I disagree entirely, Dr. Chisholm 1"
he said tartly. “I have questioned the

“I am not so easlly deceived, sirt”! -
I

you choose. I know them—I .
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‘opinlon, you are at liberty to hold it.
You have stated your opinion, and I
have taken due note of it. The matter
closes here.”

' With that the Head swept from the

8 i

Mr. Bootles stood rooted to the floor.

. He took off his spectacles, wiped
© them, and replaced them upon his

agitated nose. -

*‘Bless my soul!” he murmured.

He moved to the door, and halted
:..again. What to do was a problem to
. the unhappy Mr. Bootles,

He knew that Jimmy Silver was in-
nocent. He believed that the Head
% , In a less exasperated mood,
swould have admitted the evidence in
“fgavour of the unforturate junior.

Yet the punishment was to take

ace—an act of crying injustice from

Form-master’s point of view.

‘His intervention had been brushed
aslde—he was treated as a child—and
a boy of his Form, whom he was bound
to_protect, was to suffer an unjust and
disgraceful p ent.

- At that thought all Mr. Bootles' hesi-

tation vanished, and a gleam came into

his eyes.
. -Irresolute and hesitating as he was,
Mr. Bootles had plenty of courage when
it was put to the test.
* "It shall not be!"” he exclaimed aloud.

And with a very red face Mr. Bootles
rushed out of the study and hurried to
Big Hall.

)

CHAPTER &.
Mr. Booties Dares to Be a Daniel!
ar, ERE comes the Head!”
mured Mornington.
Jimmy Silver drew a quick
breath as Dr. Chisholm entered Big
Hall by the upper door.
“8ilence!” called out Bulkeley of the

The buzz of volces died away.
“Buck up, Jimmy!” whispered Con-

roy... .
‘There was a dead silence

mur-

.

Jimmy gave the Australian junior a
nod and a faint smile; but his heart was

heavy. .

Why had not Mr. Bootles come in
with the Head?

And what was that in Dr. Chisholm’s
hand, half-hidden in his gown?

It was pretty clear that the Form-
master's intervention had failed.

All eyes were fixed upon the Head,

His face was calm and severe, and
there was an unusual flush in his cheeks
angma gliit.ct:r in his eyealy ugh the

voice came sharply thro
dead stillness. i

:lsyver of the Fourth Form will stand .
out!”

Jimmy set his lips.

“Get a move on, kid!” muttered
Bulkeley.

Lovell clenched his hands hard. Raby
and Newcome looked utterly miserable.

There was a slight mprmur in the
Classleal Fourth. -

“Silence!”

Jimmy Silver stepped out of the
ranks of his Form and walked up Big
Hall with a crimson face but a steady
step.

It was inevitable now, and he could
only go through it with all the fortitude
he could muster.

He halted before the Head, his glance
meeting steadily the eyes that were
fixed upon him. 7

Old Mack, the porter, was present,
ready to take up the condemned junior
and “hoist " him for the flogging.

+ Jimmy did not heed him.

His eyes never wavered as they met
the Head's grim glance.

“Silver,"—the Head's voice was low
but deep, and it reached every ear in the
crowded Hall—“you are about to be
punished for an act un ented in
the history of Rookwood, You have
committed what amounts to be an as-

a i Yot
in my mind to expel you from e
school; but I have ycu that ex-
treme punishment, chiefly for the sake
of your parents, ¥our punishment
will, however, be ‘severe. and I trust
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that it will be a warning to you—and to
others who may have been your con-
federates.”

He paused.

“T did not do it, sir!” said Jimmy
Si[vg,r steadily, “My Iriends can prove

“Silence!™

“T protest!” said Jimmy, a little pale
now, but still steady. *“There is proof
that I did not—" °

“Take up that boy, Mack!”

“Yessir!”

The porter came towards Jimmy
Silver.

At that moment there was a bustle
at the lower end of the Hall.

The big door swung open, and all
eyes turned in that direction,

Mr. Bootles, in a state of great flurry
and excitement, bustled in,

A buzz rose from the crowded ranks
of schoolboys.

The Head’s face became thunderous
as the little Form-master bustled up
the Hall towards the platform.

“My only hat!” murmured Conroy.
¢ Bootles is going to chip in!”

“Great pip!”

“Give him a cheer!” muttered Lovell

“ghut up, you ass!” whispered Morn- | .

ington, catching hold of Arthur
Edvtr’nrd’s arm. “You duffer! 8Shut
up!

* Silence!” shouted Knowles.

There was silence, broken only by the
rustling of Mr. Bootles’ gown as he
whisked along.

The on on the Head’s face
could only be described as awful

The other masters looked thunder-
struck.

Mr. Mooney exchanged a hopeless
glance with Mr. Wiggins, of the
Becond.

Mr. Bohun gave the Fourth-Form
master an approving look.

The sympathy of the staff was with
Mr. Bootles, though they marvelled at
his audacity.

Mr. Bootles was gasping as he came
to a halt.
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0Old Mack blinked at him, wondering
what this might mean.

The Head's voice was heard at last,
lilke the rumble of distant thunder.

“Mr, Bootles! Kindly stand back!”
“Sirl”
“you are interrupting, Mr. Bootles!”
“gir, it is my intention to - inter-

rupt!” panted Mr. Bootles, his eyes

gleaming over his spectacles.
A thrill
Hall.
look.
Th&l:c was & sound of deep-drawn

breal

The Head looked dumbfounded.

His sway al Rookwood was unques-
tioned, For his lofty edicts to be dis-
puted by any member of his staff was
unheard of. A iy

And.here was the little, prump Form=
master, not at all heroic to look at, dis-

ran through the erowded
Heads were craned forward to

puting his will, opposing his determina-

tion.

An earthquake in Big Hall could nob

have astounded the Head—and all
Rookwood—more than that.
fd'lt‘;he sﬂencek that followed could be
The Head broke it.
“Mr. Bootles!” He was almost gasp-
ing. “Mr. Bootles! Do I hear aright?
It—it is your—your intention, sir, to—
to interrupt?”

“Yes, sir.”

. “Have you taken leave of your.
senses, sir?”

“No, sir, I have not! I protest in
public, since you will not hear me in
private! I protest, sir, against this act.
of injustice!”

A gasp ran through Big Hall.

“Good man, Bootles!” murmured
Lovell. “Right on the wicket! Oh,
good man—good man!”.

“gilver belongs to my Form, sir!”
pursued Mr. Bootles, gasping. “He is
under his Porm-master’s protection, sir.
1 am convinced of Silver’s innocence.
T will go further, slr, and say that Sil-
ver's innocence is ggrtectly clear ta any-
one who ch consider the facls
calmly. In se circumstances, sir, I
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ieannot stand idly by while a boy of
Form is subjected to a humiliating
and wholly unjust punishment!"
4 'll':he speech came out in gasps and
erks
Mr. Bootles was greatly excited, and
almost lost his voice once or twice. But
it came out, to the end.

The Head's face had become ‘8 littie | floor.

pale now, and the look in his eyes was
not pleasant to see.
»But he remained calm.

“This scene, Mr. Bootles——" he
began.

*This scene, sir, is not to be laid to
my charge. I am speaking from a
sense of duty.”

- “Your ideas of duty differ from mine,
sir, and you must be aware that after
this outrageous defiance of authority
your connection with Rookwood must
T an pected. fur sk, gle: Bk &

‘I'am pre) for tha 3l
will not remain silent while injustice
is done to a boy entitled to my protec-
tion!”

“Bravo!” came from somewhere in
the Fourth,

t “Silence!” thundered the Head.

“Silence!” cried the prefects.

“Very well, Mr. Bootles,” said the
Head, with deadly quietness. *You
have now utterell your protest. Now,
sir, I beg of you to retire, and not pro-
long this scene, which is a disgraceful
one!”

“ Before I retire, sir, I desire to know |-

whether Silver is to be flogged.”
“Most decidedly!”
“Then, sir,” exclaimed Mr. Bootles,
#I will not retire. I am aware, sir,
that I shall forfeit my position in this
‘sehool, and that is & serious matter for
; but so long as I remain here, sir,
am master of the Fourth Form, and I
diave my duty to do, which is to protect
me’mber of my Form from in-
cel”
*Mr. Bootles!” gasped the Head.
. “Bilver!” Mr. Bootles turned to the
‘dismayed junior. “You belong to my
Form, and you are under my orders.”

3

“Yes, sir!” stammered Jimmy.

“I command you to leave this Hall at
once!™

“Hook it, Jimmy!” came the “voice ”
from the Fourth once more, which
sounded & great deal like Lovell'
“Silence!”
Jimmy Silver stood rooted to the

He was grateful to Mr. Bootles—more
than grateful. He knew what it must
have co,sl; the little gentleman to inter-
vene this.

But for Mr. Bootles’ own sake he
would have preferred to let the Head
proceed.

But it was a question of now obeylng
his Form-master, who was sacrificing so
much for his sake.

He could not hesitate about that.

And the Head did not speak.

It was on his lips to order Mack to
take up the junior for the ogg.ng
regardless of Mr. Bootles, but the Ilittle
Form-master was quivering with angry
excitement, and there was no telling
what he might have done.

Bifterly angry as he was, the Head
did not want a scuffle in Hall, and
that was pretty clearly what it might
have come to.

So hehmas silent, biting his lip till it

almost

“You hear me, Silver?” said Mr.
Bootles.

“Yes, sir!” said Jimmy quiefly.

He turned and walked Uut of Hall.

CHAPTER 6.
Saoked,
OOEKWCOD was in a Iermnt that
merning.
What had happe.ned in Big
Hall was amazing—almost incredible,
Even yet the fellows felt that they
could hardly believe their eyes and
ears.
In the Classical Fourth, Mr. ‘.Boutles
was at the zenith of popularity.
He had stood up for a Fourth-
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Former against the Head himself, and
that required a nerve the Juniors had
never believed him capable of,

And he had succeeded, too. Jimmy
Silver had not been flogged!

Whether the flogging was only post-
poned remained to be seen; but so far,
atb all events, it had not been adminis-
tered, owing to Mr, Bootles’ courageotis
intervention.

The Rookwooders were late in class
that morning, but the Drefects shep-
llairfed them into the Form-rooms at

In the Fourth Form-room there was
keen anxiety till Mr. Bootles appeared.

That he would have to leave Rook- | g

wood School seemed
juniors wondered whether
take the Fourth that morning.

Doubts on that point were relieved
by the appearance of Mr, Bootles, very
troubled and agitated, in the Form.
room.

When he came in, the Fourth, as if
moved by a common instinct, rose to
their feet and cheered,

It was a spontaneous outburst, and it
seemed to surprise Mr, Bootles.

The little 1
what he conceived to be his duty, and
he was sorely troubled by the thought
that he had perhaps gone too far.

He stood and blinked at the Juniors
over his spectacles as they cheered.

“What—what—" he ejaculated

The cheers rang through the Form-
room, and rolled out over Rookwood
with a roar.

“Bless my soul! Silencel” exclaimed
Mr. Bootles, waving his hand, “
boys, silence! I beg you to be quiet!
What will the Head think? Silence!”

The cheering died down at last,
| Mr, B?IOtt}oesl'J vseﬁiy ﬂl:)sb:l‘fd and red,
Proeeede usiness, but lessons were
very desultory that morning,

In the prevailing state of excitement,
the fellows had little attention to give
to Latin grammar,

gentleman had only done mi;
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Lessons that morning, in fact, were|
little more than e, and both|
masters and boys were relieved when,
the hour of dismissal came,

Mr. Bootles whisked away to hig
study, still in a worried and troubled
frame of mind, while the Juniors
streamed out into the quadrangle, :

“Welll” said Arthur Edward Lovell;

ing his feelings by that ejacula~
ﬁun‘ Hwell!n

Jimmy Silver was
grave.

He had been saved—for the present;,
at least; but he was di
by tﬂe thought of what it meant to Mr)

ootles.

“It’s & shame!” said Jimmy in s low,
voice. “Bootles will have to go. I—IL
suppose he can't stay after chipping in;
like that against the Head.”

“I—I suppose not,” said Lovell.

“It's a shame!” :

“Perhaps the Head will come round,™
said Conroy hopefully, “After all, he'’s
in the wrong, and he may ecome round
when he's had time to think it over.”

Jimmy shook his head.
Tlé?wenemﬂajlwasrreahmMs
bel

authority had been
nought, and a much

and calm man than
the Head might have refused to pass
that over.,

It was impossible that it would be
forgotten or forgiven by the Head.

After Mr. Bootles wag gone, the Head
might, or might not, deal with Jimmy.
Bilver as he had originally intended.

Perhaps he would take the more dig-
drnmed course of letting the whole matter

0p. 1

But whatever happened with regard
to Jimmy, it could not be doubted that
the Head would be inflexible with re-
gard to the Fo Form-master,

‘Willingly enough Jimmy Silver would
have taken his flogging to save his
kind-hearted Form.

very quiet and

Dr. Chisholm’s
deliberately set at
more reasonable

-master from what
was a serious disaster to him.
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But Jimmy was helpless in the
mafter,

He could only feel distressed and wor-
ried, which was not of much use to
‘poor Mr. Bootles.

That gentleman was feeling dis-
tressed enough himself,

He shuf himself up in his study after
Jdessons, and was pacing to and fro,
jwith a wrinkled brow, when a tap
came at his door.

-* It was Tupper, the page, who pre-
i{sented himself,
“Yes, yes. What is it—what, what?”
d Mr. Bootles, much flurried.
; “The 'Ead wishes to speak to you in
.-J'us stuiv sir,” said Tupper, with a
‘eurious eye on the Form-master.

It was known “below stairs” that
‘something very sensational had hap-
ipened in Big Hall that morning.

“Very well, Tupper! Thank you,
"l‘upper' You may go, Tupper!” stam-
mered Mr. Bootles. »

And Turpper went.

. 'The little Form-master pulled himself

#ogether for the dreaded interview,

. He whisked out of the room at last,
- E;x)d whisked along to the Head’s study,
“‘more jerky than ever in his movements

4n his state of agitation.
. He found the Head cold and calm.
.. Dr. Chisholm's eyes were like points
. of steel as they rested upon the plump
" little Form-master in the doorway of

~ his study.

“Pray step in, Mr. Bootles!"”
His manner was studiously polite.
" But it was a steely, deadly politeness,
- ‘and it told of an inflexible determina-
tion, as Mr. Bootles could see.
Very red and uncomfortable, the
" master of the Fourth stepped into the

- study,
Tbl;f:l Head did not ask him to be

ed this
Mr. Bootles, doubtless you

1" ‘realise very clearly that you cannot re-

" main at Rookwood"' sald the Head,
dcr tmea

in
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“Indeed, sir!” said Mr. Bootles.

Dr. Chisholm raised his eyebrows.

“That is surely apparent to you!"
he said.

“I did my duty, sir!” blurted out Mr.
Bootles. “I was sorry—I am sorry now
—to have acted with any apparent dis-
respect towards the Head of this
school. Buf you had left me no choice
in the matter.”

“I do not care to open a discussion,

Mr. Bootles. I have only to say that I
am prepared to receive your reakgnatlon
and accept it.”

Mr. Bootles blew through his nose.
:'My res;gnation, sir!” he snapped.
( sely.”

**Well, sir, I shall not place my resig-
nation in your hands. To do so would
be to acknowledge a fault—which I
definitely refuse to acknowledge. I
shall not, sir, under any circumstances
:'ctﬁate]ver, resign my post in this

“Then it only remalns for me fto dis-
miss you, Mr. Bootles

“You have the power in your hands,
sir, to add one injustice to another,”
said the Form-master, with dignity.
“Buf I shall certainly not make the
path of injustice, sir, easy to you! I
refuse to resign, and if you care to
carry injustice to the length of depriv-
ing me of my position here, I leave it
to your conscience, Dr. Chisholm.”

‘The Head set his lips hard.

“Very well "—his voice was low and
incisive—' Mr, " Bootles,  you are dis-
missed!”

“Bo be it,” said Mr. Boot.les. <

G expect. you, sir, to leave Rock-
wood School at the earliest possible
moment convenient to youw The
matter of salary will be arranged to
your satisfaction.”

“I am not concerned about that, sir;
that is a trifle to which I have given
no consideration whatever,” said poor
Mr. Bootles. “I have the honour to
bid you good-morning, Dr. Chisholm.”

And, more jerky than ever, the little
gentleman whisked out of the study.
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CHAPTER 7.
The Last Chance!
L OTTEN!”
That was the verdict in the
Fourth Form, and, indeed, in
all Rookwood.

It was known that afternoon that
Mr. Bootles was definitely dismissed by
the Head.

He had done his duty.

He had paid the price, and it was a
heavy price for the Fourth Form-
master to pay.

The Jooks of the other masters were
grave and concerned.

It was not difficult for even the
juniors to see that their sympathies
were with Mr. Bootles,

The blow that had fallen upon him
was a very heavy one.

-He had been so long associated with
Rookwood -that it was his home, the
abiding-place in which all his thoughts
and his feelings were centred.

Leaving Rookwood was like the up-
rooting of a tree to Mr, Bootles.

He was worried and flurried by the
mere thought of the plunge into the
great world outside, far from his old
familiar associations,

The quiet old study, with its precious

ks; the shady old beeches, under
which he had been wont to take his
quiet walks; the dusky library, where
he had spent many a happy hour; the
Mastersroom, the scene of many, a
pleasant conversation—he was to say
good-bye to all, and the fact that it
was for consclence’ sake did not make
the parting any the less bitter.

And the prospect afterwards—of seek-
ing a new post at a time when all his
habits had become set and fixed, and
under the stigma of dismissal for in-
subordination —it  was  dismaying
enough to the little gentleman.

Jimmy Silver understood a good deal |

of what was in Mr. Bootles’
breast and in his mind, and his usually
sunny face was sombre that day.

He would have chosen the flogging
twice over rather than this, and he had

®
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a miserable feeling that he was, in part
at least, the cause of the Form-master'’s
misfortune.

In spite of the Head's urgency, it was
impossible for Mr, Bootles to leave at &
moment’s notice; but he was making
his preparations in a gloomy and
despondent mood.

In the end study that evening the
Fistical Four discussed the matter in
somewhat dismal tones.

There was nothing they could do,
save to give Mr. Bootles a cheer when
he left—if that was any use.

“It’l let him know that we back him
up, anyway,” Lovell remarked.

Jimmy Silver smiled faintly.

There was a tap at the door, and
Conroy, the Australian, came in. His
face was clouded. e 3

“You fellows know about Bootles, of "
course?” he said,

“Ves.”

“He's sacked!” sald Conroy.

“We know. It's rotten!”

“Well,” said the Australian Junior,
“can’t something be done? I don't see
sitting down an“c‘ljs §gemg old Bootleg

buzri%i 3;1 ; ukenythmg said Jimmy. ]
A i T |
was for my sake he's got it in the neck

;ié:te this._tg &Ighﬂhe lha.d let the Head
on wi ogging.”

“Well, I've been thinking,” said Cons
roy quietly. “Look here, Jimmy, you
déudg;t,.play that trick in the Head's

s

“No.”

“If you didn’t, somebody else did.”

“That follows, of course,”

“Well, who was it?”

“I can’t even gud§y—if it mattered.”.

“It does matter,” said A
“That's what I've been thinking of.:
Suppose the fellow was found out and
made to own up.”

“Well?” 5

“That would prove that Mr. Bootles
was in the right in backing you up,’
Jimmy, and then the Head couldn’t’
push him out like this. He would have
to admit that Bootles had saved him

from being unjust, wouldw't he?” -
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*I—I suppose 50,” said Jimmy Silver
slow,

*The Head's ratty now,” said Conroy.
“‘But he's a good sort in the main—
-we know that. Suppose it was proved
to him that somebody else had done
that frick, he would be in honour bound
to let up on Bootles.” L

“Yes. But—" i

“Well, then,” said Conroy, *Bootles
isn't gone yet. He can't go for a day

or two, at least. In that time the|-

fellow may be found. It's up to us—
we've got to save Bootles by finding out
the guilty party and showing him up,
or making him own up. That will see
Bootles clear.”

“By Jove!” said Lovell.

Jimmy Silver’s face brightened.

“'But how?” said Raby.

“We've got to find out how,” an-
swered Conroy. “It's up to us, and
we've gol to do it somehow., We'll all
work together, and set our wits to work,
and ﬂx}::l out the truth, and save

H “I'm on)” said Jimmy Silver at once.
~ And the Co. heartily concurred.

It was a chance, at least, and the
only chance.

And from the moment that Jimmy
:Silver & Co. set themselves that task
they lost no time.

‘What would come of it—whether any-
thing would come of jt—remained to be

seen.
But if they failed, it would not be for
want of striving.

L
L

l CHAPTER 3.
A Task for Tommy Dodd!

" oDD!”
D Albert Leggett of the Modern
Fourth called out to Tommy
Dodd in Big Quad at Rookwood.
Tommy Dodd was chatting with his
chums, Cook and Doyle, under the
beeches, the subject under discussion

master of the Fourth—a burning topic
fust then at Rookwood School.

'

a7

“It’s rotten!” said Tomuny Dodd,
“You see—"

“Dodd!”

“Of course, it was cheeky, perhaps,
for poor old Bootles to stand up to the
Head as he did,” said Tommy Dodd
judicially. “But—""

“Dodd!” howled Leggett.

Tommy Dodd condescended to turny'
his head at last.

“Go and eat coke!” he snapped.
Tommy did not like Leggett, and he
made no bones about letting that fact
appear in his manner,

Leggett scowled.

¢Old Manders wants you,” he
growled. “He's sent me to tell you so.
You're to go to his study.”

“What the dickens is it this time?”.
exclaimed Tommy Dodd, in tones of
great exasperation. “What does he
want me for, 2 =

“How should I know?” grunted

Leggett. . ~

“ Better go!” remarked Tommy. Cook.:

Tommy Dodd gave a snort.

“I know that, fathead! But I'm
blessed if I know what Manders is on
the war-p"ath for now. I haven't done

anything.'

“We never have, bedad!” remarked
Tommy Doyle. 5

“I haven't even punched Leggett’s
nose—have I, Leggett?” -

“Oh, rats!” snapped Leggett.

“Buck up, Tommy; you know Mans
ders,” urged Cook.

Tommy Dodd indulged in another
snort, and moved off towards Mr. Man~
ders’ House, followed by sympathetic
glances from the other two Tommies.

Leggett joined him as he went in,

There was a worrled expression on
Leggett's face, and, in fact, he looked a
good deal more like a delinquent in
trouble than Tommy Dodd did.

“I~I say, Dodd—" he mumbled, as
Tommy was heading for Mf, Manders’

study.
“Well?” :
“You—you really don't know what
Manders wants?” asked Leggetd. -
“Not the faintest idea.”
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““You—you might tell me—after you
come out—-"

Tommy Dodd looked at him.

“I don’t see why it should interest
you, Leggett,” he answered. *You
don’t care a rap whether I get a wig-
ging. Go and eat coke, old scout!”

Tommy Dodd tapped ot the Modern
master's door and entered, Leggett
hanging about outside the study, still
looking worried.

The door closed on Tommy Dodd,

Mr. Manders was standing before the
fire, with a grim €Xpression upon his
hard and severe countenance,

As he read that expression Tommy’s
palms tingled in anticipation,

“You sent for me, sir!” murmured
Tommy,

“I sent for you, Dogd!” said Mr.
Manders sternly. “I sent for you, as
you are generally the ringleader in any
infraction of discipline in this Houge.”

“Oh, sirt”

“Something has been abstracted
from my study,” said Mr, Manders., “A
key, in point of fact. Do you know any-
thing of it, Dodd?”

Tommy Dodd glanced at the door.

“If—if you please, sir, the key is in
the lock now,” he murmured.

. “I am not alluding to the doorkey,
Dodd. I am alluding to a key which
was kept in my desk,”
"' The Modern junior coloured.

““You surely don’t think I've been to
your desk, sir!” he exclaimed warmly.

“I hope not, Dodd. I do not intend
to find you guilty without proof. But
someone has taken the key from my
desk, and it must have been a boy of
this House, A Classical boy could not
enter here unnoticed. The key, Dodd,
is the key of the door in the passage
which leads to the School House. I am
quite well aware why it has been
taken. It has bmazil1 tak?n be!orek for tkixe
same purpose, when it was kept in
charge of the porter.”

“Oh!"™ murmured Tommy.

“It was taken to open the corridor
door, in order to visit the Classical quar-
ters and renew the incessant disturb-
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ances which take place belwesn
Moderns and Classicals of the lower
Forms!” exclaimed Mr. Manders, “As
you are generally the leader in thesp
rags, as I believe you call them, I con-
clude that you know something about
the abstraction of that key, Dodd.”

Tommy Dodd shook his head. ,

Tommy was quite likely to borrow the
corridor key from Mr. Manders’ deslt,
in order to invade the Classical guarters
Ior a “row ”; but, as a matter of fact,
he hadn’t.

For once his consciencg was quite
c]ealx:’. £

“No

W, Dodd, did you take the key?"
“No, sir.”
“Do you know who took it?”
*“No, sir.”
‘“Have
taken?"”
*No, sir.”
“Were you aware that it had been
tlﬁk'elillﬂ”sir d cheerfully, f; ‘
“No, sir,” said Tommy cheer! , for ©
the fourth time.
Mr. Manders searched his face with

you seen it since it wax

angry eyes. )
The Modern junior met his glance
calmly. He knew nothing whatever

about the key,
at ease,

“It is very curious, Dodd, that
know nothing about the affair, as you
are generally concerned in guch
affrays!” snapped Mr, Manders,

“I don't understand it, sir,”
Tommy Dodd. “We have—ahem |-
raided the Classical chaps sometimes
by way of the corridor, but—but we
haven't done it lately, sir—not since,
the time we got the key from the por-;
ter's lodge. It hasn't happened since
you kept the key in your study, sir.”

“Then why was the key taken,

Dodd?”
“I don’t know, sir,” said Tommy,:
couldn’t be|

and he was feeling quite
you

honestly puzzled. It
wanted except to get into the School
House quietly, I suppose, But, 50 far as
I know, nobody has been there kicking'
up a shindy, I—I mean, raiding the
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IClassicals, sir, And it couldn't happen
\without my knowing.”

' Mr. Manders gave a grunt.

4, It was manifest that Tommy Dodd
iwas telling the exact truth, and even
£ Manders could not find an excuse
or pouring out the vials of wrath upon

L “Very well, Dodd, I accept your
ssurance. But the key must be found.
took charge of it, in order to prevent
hese incessant disturbances. It was
pn act of the most astounding imper-
@inence to take it from my desk. It
5t be found at once.”
SI—TI'll look for it.”
“Do so, Dodd; and in order to spur
on in the search,” added Mr, Man-
's caustically, “I may mention that
l holidays for the Modern Fourth
i be cancelled until the key is
found.”
¥ Tommy Dodd
*“Oh, sir!” he E
‘“You may go, Dodd.”
- "But, sir—but—the—the footer—"
w. "I did not call you here to discuss
_t,balll. Dedd. You may leave my
dy.’

jumped.
gasped.

e A

b
‘Tommy Dodd restrained his feelings.
4w If he had told Mr. Manders what he
hought of him at that moment he
d certainly not have escaped from
study with a whole skin.

- He left the study rather hurriedly,
‘and a figure outside the door jumped
ack: just in time to avoid a collision.

“Leggett! Listening, you cad!” mut-
o d Tommy scornfully.
 “I—I—" stammered Leggett.

. 4'Oh, get off, you rotter!”

% ‘Tommy Dodd strode away to rejoin
8 chums, and tell them of Mr, Man-
sentence—news which made
'o Cook and Tommy Doyle share
“Bis feelings to the fullest extent.

- /Theé three Tommies felt that the only
‘adequate way of dealing with Mr. Man-
ders was by-lynch law, the only draw-
back"to- that method being that hang-
Abg was too good for Mr, Manders.

CHAPTER 8,
Conroy’s Campaign)

“ ENTLEMEN—"

G “Hear, hear!”

“ Gentlemen—"

“Go it, Conroy!”

“ Advance, Australia!”

Conroy of the Classical Fourth was
mounted upon the table in the junior
Common-room yn the Classical side.

Round the big mahogany table were
gathered the Classical Fourth, to the
very last man.

t was a meeting of the Form—the
Classical portion of the Form—and well
attended.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were there—
Jimmy and Lovell, Raby, and Newcome
—but for once the Fistical Four were
not taking a leading part in the pro-
ceedings. )

Jimmy was the object of a good deal
of attentive curlosity, however.

He was still under the Head's sens
tence of a flogging, though the sen-
tence had not been executed yet. owing
to the intervention of Mr. Bootles.

Conroy, the Australian, was taking
the lead, and the lead was certainly in
very capable hands.

His chums, Pons and Van Ryn, were
supporting him, their support taking
the form of sitting on chairs placed on
the table and cracking nuts—and eat-
ing them—while Conroy addressed the
meeting. ;

“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,”
said Conrgy. “This meeting has been
called on my suggestion——""

“Go it!”

“To deal with the very important
matter of—"

“Hear, hear!”

“Mr. Bootles—"

There was a roar of cheering in the
Common-room at the mention of the
master of the Fourth,

For a couple of minutes at least the
orator was interrupted.

Anyone who had listened to that ter-,
rific outburst would not have needed



telling that the master of the Fourth,
was very popular in his Form.

““Mr. Bootles,” resumed Conroy,
when silence was established at last,
“ha.-;:, recelved the order of the boot

“Shame!"

“The Head has sacked him—"

“And here’s our merry Form-master,
one of the very best—a man who under-
stands that juniors have rights, and
stands up for them—here he is, with
the order of the boot! Only this after-
noon I saw him in his study, packing
up his mouldy old papers and things,
angl looking as miserable as a boiled
oWl

“Poor old Bootles!”

‘He’s been at Rookwood for years on
end—he's really part of the place—and
it's an awful blow to him to leave! It
will be a blow 10 us, t00. We shall miss
him. He's an istitution. It's like
somebody taking away the clock-tower,
or t!ze beech-trees, or Sergeant Kettle

“Ha, hal”

:'Agfl fo come to the point—* "

‘Oh, youwre coming to a point?”
asked Townsend, in a tone of mild sur-
prise,

“8hut up, Towny!”

“To come to the point!” roared Con-
roy. “We're not going to stand it1”

“Hear, hear!”

“We back up Bootles—"

“Bravo!”

‘“And there's one way of setting mat-
ters right, if we can work it. Suppose
the real offender is found—the chap
who Iaid that trap in the Head's study—
well, then, the Head will have to own

up that it wasn't Ji Silver, and
that Mr. Bootles acted quite rightly
in stopping the flogging. I don’t see
how Dr. Chisholm could possibly get
out of that.”

“Right on the wicket,” said Erroll.
“But how?”

“Well, that's what the meeting’s

called for,” said Conroy. “We don't
know who did it. Might have been
#lmost anybody. But the fellow’s gob
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to be found and maae to own up. That
Will clear Jimmy Silver and set Mr.|
Bootles right, and the order of the sack
will be withdrawn. The Head can't
do less than that.”

There was a murmur of approval.

The whole meeting agreed with Cons
roy on that point,

“If the gentleman present agree—""

:Igear, hear!” e

assed unanimously, old nut!’

“Let's send for Sherlock Holmes at
once,” said Townsend. “We’'ll pass the
hat round to pay his fees.”

“Look here, Towny—"

“If we can’t get Holmes, there's
Sexton Blake. Anyhody know his
address?”

“'Cheese it, you ass! Ive told you
this isn’t a joking matter.” s

“My mistake. I was thinkin’ that it’
was,” w

“Order!” s

“The next step,” said Conroy, “is to
find the merry japer. Now, if he was a-
member of the Classical Fourth, he's
here present, and I appeal to him as a
man and a brother to own up and set!
matters right without any more’
trouble.”

A dead silence followed Conroy's

remark.

If. the guilty party was In the Clas
sical Fourth, it was pretty clear that he
had no intention of coming forward.

"“It's up to the fellow, if he's hera,”
said Jimmy Silver, breaking the silence.
“A chap’s bound to own up when
another fellow is going to take his
punishment. That’s a law in every
school.”

“It’s Rookwood law, anyhow,” said
Lovell. “My belief is that it wasn't’ a
Classical. It was a rotten trick on the

Head, and a good deal more like a|
Modern chap.”

“Fathead!”

“Well, that’s what I think.”

“Any takers?” asked Conroy.

No answer,

‘:I 58y——" began Tubby Muffin,

“Hallo! You Tubby?”

“No!” roared Tubby, in alarm. - Ij
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don’t know anything about it, of course.
I was going to make a suggestion.”

*“You needn't trouble. Now, you
fellows——""

“But I've got a jolly good suggestion
‘to make!” exclaimed Tubby Muffin ex-
dmd}y. “I know how to find the
sman ” ;.

“Well, go ahead, and cut it short.
‘What’s the idea?"
© “Offer a reward.”
“What?”
“Offer a reward—say, five pounds—
and I'll take the matter in hand at
said Tubby Mufin
And with my gumption, you know—my
ains—I think I can undertake to—
arooop! -
Tubby Muffin wound up with a yeli
s he sat down hard on the floor of the

Ommon-roonl.
~ It appeared that Tubby's valuable sug-
gestion was not likely to be adopted,

, “Bit on that fat idiot if he begins
again,” said Conroy. "Now, it's agreed
«that the matter will be set right if the
-real rotter is found. My idea is for all
‘the Form to set to work and find him. It
istands to reason that he can be found.
%an:ebody may have seen him sneaking
“mear the Head's study that afternoon.
o ebody may have seen him getting
whis screwdriver ready, or getting the
seord from somewhere—lots of clues, if

! look for them. With the whole
‘ng:m investigating, the fellow's bounad

‘be persuaded to go to the Head and own

. He will do the decent thing, or

we'll make his life not worth living at
kwood.”

*‘Hear, hear!”

"“Everything else has got to be set
ide—even footer. We've got to nail
e rotter and get at the truth before
otles leaves Rookwood,” said Con-
. “It's the only way to save Bootles"
acon. ‘Nuff said! That's the pro-

e,

The Australian junior jumped off the
table, and the meeting dispersed.
), There was excited discussion as the
uniors went their ways,

el

be unearthed. And then he’s got to | Present
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Conroy had received the backing of
the whole Classical Fourth, and the
Form had resolved itself, as it were, into
a conunitiee of Inquiry. »

And in those circumstances it was
very probable indeed that the culprit
would be brought to light, and the pain-
ful parting of Mr. Bootles from the old
school would be obviated.

In his study poor Mr. Bootles was
sorting out his innumerable books with
a heavy heart.

He had done his duty, and he was not
sorry that he had done it; but the result
was a crushing blow to the little gentle-
main.

He was quite unaware of the effort his
Form were going to make to save him:
and perhaps he would have derived
little comfort from it if he had known.

But the Classical Fourth meant busi-
ness, and investigations were already
proceeding.

CHAPTER 10.
Tubby Muffin on the Track!

IMMY SILVER pointed to the door.
The Pistical Four were discussing
tea—and the great investigation

—in the end study when Tubby Muffin’s
fat face looked in at the doorway,

Jimmy was generally very patient
with . the fat Classical, but just at
he was in no mood to be
hothered by Tubby.

The sentence of fogging that was
hanging over his head worried him;
and he ‘was still more worried for poor
Mr. Bootles, who had sacrificed so much
for his sake,

It was probable enough that when
Mr. Bootles had gone the flogging would
be administered after all; but Jimmy
was less troubled about that than abous
the blow that had fallen upon his king-
hearted Form-master.

“Don’t, bother now, Tubby,” he said.
“Buzz off, there’s a good chap! We've
only got l'lemngs for tea; anyway.”

“If you think I've come here aftem



P
your ¥armouth warrlors, Jimmy Silver

4uwen
it!"” said

Instead of “cufting
rolled in, -

“I don't expect much in the way of
manners from you, Lovell,” he re-
marked, ‘“but you really might be
.&vu to a chap who's devo;iing his t}me

saving Jimmy from a ogging. I've
taken the matter in hand—"

“ Ass!”

“As for the
sald Tubby, wit
dignity. “I let that pass!

whatever you've come for, cut
y.
16,” Tubby Muffin

question of a reward.”
with a great deal of
If I find

the chap, I hope you fellows will do
the decent thing. I'm willing to let it
go a. that.”

“Fathead!"” ?

I've got a clue already,” said ‘Tubby.
“ What?"

The fat Classical chuckled.

“I thought that would interest you,”
he grinned. “You see, I'm a bit
sharper than most chaps. I see things,
you know.”

“You don't seem to see that door!”
remarked Newcome.

“Ahem! Now, the chap who played
that trick on the Head is keeping it
Jolly dark,” said Tubby. “It needs a
chap with brains to bowl him out. As
‘it happens, I've got the brains.”
th“P?ty you don't use ’em sometimes,

en!”

“Right on the nail. You haven't,
either,” said Raby.

“Wrong! "

“Look here, you .fat duffer,”
claimed Jimmy Silver Impatiently.
“do you mean to say you've found the
fellow out?”

“Yes”

“Then who Is it?"”

*Conroy!"

“What?” yelled the Fistical Four to-
gether.

ex-

MASTERS ON STRIKE!

m'lll‘;hby Muffin grinned at them cheer=
“I thought it would surprise you!”
he said. — “I'll bet you'd never have
guessed it, Jimmy!"”

“You howling ass!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver angrily, “I've a jolly good mind
to punch your silly head for suggesting
it Conroy’s taken the tead in trying
to :mcover the fellow, whoever he
was!"

“That was camouflage,” explained
Tubby. “Covering up his own tracks,
you know, by pretending—" .

“Oh, shut up!” ]
“But there’s a clue!” yelled Tubby., :

“Well, what’s the clue, you fat
;i“uﬁ-;m\y?" asked Jimmy Silver ungrate-

“You noticed that when I suggested
offering a reward at the meeting some
silly ass pushed me over—" 3

“I'did!” growled Lovell. “I'd do it
again now, only youre not worth thé
trouble!" .

“Then Conroy told the fellows to sit
on me if I said any more,” said ‘Tubby.
“Isnt that plain’ enough? He was-
afraid a reward would be offered, and
make the fellows awfully keen to find
out that japer. I saw it at a glance,”

“You—you saw that at a glance, did
you?” gasped Jimmy Silver.

“Yes." Tubby tapped his forehead.
“Brains, you know{"

“QOh, my hat!"”

“I saw it at a glance. Guilty cons

science, you know. Now, now we know
it's Conroy, that makes it easier, We've
simply got to find the proofs.”

“You crass ass!” shrieked Jimmy
Silver. “It wasn't Conroy!”

“What!" ejaculated Tubby. “What
do you mean? Haven't I Just proved
that it was?”

“You've just proved that you ought
fo be in a home for idiots, you ass!”

“Look hers, Jimmy, it was Conroy, as
plain_as an; —"

Arthur Edward Lovell Jumped up.-
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His intention was very plain, and
Tubby Muffin made a wild bound for
the passage. Lovell’'s boot shot after
him, and landed as Tubby reached the
doorway.

‘“Yooop!™
- Bump!

" Lovell slammed the door.
. “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!* came from .the

.passage. “Oh, dear! I'm hurt! Ow,
ow! Yah!”
& Arthur Edward Lovell sat down at the

fea-table again with a ruffled brow.
4 I that fat idiot comes in here again
Il slaughter him!” he said sulphur-

The door opened.
@ "“Get out!” roared Jimmy Silver, .
‘I—I—I'm only going to say I—I
ade a little mistake about Conroy!”
“I see it all now!” said
by, while the Fistical Four fairly
? i "I dare say Conroy
sBad a hand in it, because I saw at a
ce that he had a guilty conscience,
know. But Lovell was the man!”
Lovell!” stuttered Jimmy Silver.
When a fellow cuts up rough with a
ainy chap who's making an investiga-
lon, the reason is pretty plain, I think.
ovell was afraid I was going to spot
«bim, and he simply gave himself
way!” said Tubby triumphantly.
“I-T—I gave myself away?” gasped
Aovell y.
A“0wn up?”
. “Its up to you,” said Tubby, with a
g sterial air, “See how the matter
is  sacked—Jimmy
Bilver is going to be flogged! You've
t to do the decent thing, Levell, and
up.”
I—I suppose I'm dreaming this!”
bled Lovell. “Is that fat idiot
accusing me of japing the Head?”
Ha, ha, ha!”
a laughing matter!” said
“I think it's simply dis-
of Lovell not to own up when
old Bootles has got the chopper!
“tell him that the whole Form will
m to Coventry when they know.

w
"
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And I'm going to tell them., I look on
that as my duty.”

Lovell recovered himself at last, and
he made a bound for Tubby Muffin,

This time the fat Classical was too
quick for him, however.

He scudded out of the study, slam-
ming the door after him, and fled for
hl‘scllé;] back!” d Lo giaring

g e ! roare vell,
out of the end study, *Come back,
you fat villain, and Tll make shavings
of you!” ril—In—»

‘Tubby Muffin rushed on desperately
as he heard that roar behind him.

Three juniors who were coming up-
stairs reached the landing from one
direction just as Tubby reached it from
the other.,

Crash!

Conroy and Pons and Van Ryn reeled
right and left, and Tubby Muffin, with
8 gasp like very old bellows, sat
down on the landing.

“Squash him!” panted Pons.

“Yarooh! I—1I say, Conroy—I say,
Pong—look here—he's after me!”
yelled Tubby Muffin, “Keep him off 1"

“"Eh? Keep who off?” demanded
Van Ryn, glancing up the passage,
which was empty.

“Lovell! Yarooh! He's after me
hecause I've found him oug!”

“I should think you'd found him at
home!” said the South African junior,
lat . ‘“Have you been bagging his
grub, you fat burglar?”

“Ow! No! I—T've found out who
japed the Head that time!”

“Lovell,

Tubby, staggering to his feet.
you know! Ow!”
“Lovell?” shrieked the Colonial Co.
“Yes! Rather clever of me fo spot
him ‘t wasn't it;”nasﬁilgg Tubby. “That's
what comes o gumption, you
ghnow. It was Lovell did the trick, Fancy
abl”

“¥ou burbling bandersnatch!” said
Conroy, “I can't quite fancy that! It

needs a brain like yours to fancy that,,
you jabberwock!”
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“I've got proof—"
“Hand it out!” grinned Pons.
“Lovell kicked me—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Because I wds on the track!” ex-
Pplained Tubby breathlessly, “I thought
at first you were the man, Conroy.”

“You thought what?” yelled Conroy,

“QOwing to your showing a guilty con-
sclence, you know——"

“Oh—a—gig-gig-guilty conscience?”

“Yes. But when Lovell cut up so
rusty I saw it all at a glance. It was
Lovell right enough, and he was keeping
it dark, though his own pal was going
to be flogged for it, you know. I'm
shocked at him!” said Tubby. “I think
it’s ?simp.ly rotten of Lovell! Don't

e
“I think—I'm

“No!” g Conroy.

asped
blest if I know what to think of you, o

Muffin. Why don't your people put you
in an asylum?”

“Look here, Conroy I suppose that
means that you and Lovell were hand-
in-glove in playing that trick on the
Head! Now I think of if, it’s plain
enough. I wonder I didn't see it at a
glance!”

“Hold on a minute!” said Van Ryn.
“Tubby was suggesting in the Common-
room that a rewsrd should be handed
out to-the lucky finder. I we
ought to give Tubby a reward.”

“Just what I think!” said Tubby
brightly. “If it takes the form of cash
I shall raise no objection. I really
must say—— Yah!  Oocoopop!”

The three Colonials collared Tubby
Muffin, and it dawned upon the fat
Classical that the reward was not to
take the form of cash,

It took a much less agreeable form.

Bump, bump, bump!

‘Tubby Muffin smote the landing three
times with his person, and a
flendish yell rang out each time,

“Yaroooh!c;) 3 il

Conroy & Co. went into their s dy
wea, and Tubby Muffin sat and splut-

“Yow! Ow, ow! Rotters! Pitching
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Into a chap because he found them out!
Fancy that! Yow-ow-ow! Il jolly
well chuck up the whole thing now, and
:uv:rpn't clear up the blessed matter at

CHAPTER 11.

The Colonial Co. Get to Work!

R. BOOTLES took the Fourth
Form as usual the following
morning.

It was his last day at Rookwood; on
the morrow he was to leave,

Most of his packing was done, and it
was prcbable t there had been tears
dropped on some of Mr. Bootles’ beloved
books as he packed them.

He was looking distressed that morn-
ing, though he made a manful effort to
keep his troubles from the eyes of his

ys.
It was understood in the Fourth that;. .,
after Mr. Bootles had gone, a prefect
would take the Fourth until a new
master was appointed.

Some of the fellows had already
decided that that prefect, whoever he
was, would not have a happy time in.
charge of the Fourth. §

Never had the Fourth Form at Rook-
wood been so exceedingly good as it was
that morning. .

Nearly every fellow, Classical or
Modern, wanted to be as nice as possible
to Mr. Bootles and to give him no
trouble.

As a matter of fact, lessons were little,
more than a farce. i

Mr. Bootles was too worried to put his
mind very much into them, and the
F;)urth had their owa troubles to think
of.

The Classicals were thinking a good
deal about that great inquiry for the
unknown japer—not successful so far.

And the Moderns had their own
worries, owing to Mr. Manders.

The prospect of all holidays being
stopped until the missing corridor key
was Iou;zd.wasa dismal one to the
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- Tommy Dodd & Co. had spent many
Jhours airg.ady in quest of that key, with-
m;vm fellow in the Modern Fourth
ad been questioned; and every fellow
d denied knowledRe of the missing

ags of the Second wnd Third pro-
] the same ignorance, when the
ee Tommies questioned them,

8 'Yet it was clear that somebody must
have taken the key from Mr. Manders’
—and that St{gat somebody must be
p e,

Evidently somebody was lying—there
vas no other word for it,

With all holidays stopped till the key
vas found it was‘natural that Tommy
d & Co. should be thinking more
Bbout the missing key than about their
essons—and they were.

Lessons were, in fact, simply “walked
through” that mo: 3
fi -After lessons, the Moderns scudded at
gnce for Mr. Manders’ House to put in

nother search for the key.

& - Jimmy Silver & Co., on the Classical
@Bide, had their own affairs to attend to.
. 80 far, Conroy’s idea had come to nil,
@very fellow was doing his best—but
othing had been discovered.
@ With the exception of the egregious
Tubby, the Classicals had to admit that
here was nothing doing.
. Conroy was in deadly earnest, and he
Was far from giving up hope.
And he pointed out to his chums, as
ey strolled in the quadrangle, that
the inquiry on the Classical side had
hot been so entirely without result as
the fellows su
“ Nothing’s come out!” remarked Van

Y.
*“There's something in it!” answered
. “If the japer in the Head's
dy had been a Classical chap, some-
hing would have come out. If it was

fellow on this side, I feel sure that
fomebody on this side would remember

3

“You mean that it myst have been
Modern?” g

e lttle circumstance, or something
: h
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Conroy nodded. >

“That's my idea. At least, we'Te
Justified in concluding that it was most
likely a Modern, and looking in that
direction.”

Van Ryn whistled,

" Not much chance of getting them to
Im it gke that, thougﬁ;ahe re-
m “If we begin inw in
Manders' House, it simply mgnng a
scrap with Tommy Dodd and his gang.”

““Not, in this instance. Tommy Dodd’s
as sorry about poor old Bootles as we
are. My idea is to put it to him fairly,
and ask his help. He's & good chap—for
& Modern—and he can't refuse.”

*The Moderns seem to be in the wars
just now,” remarked Pons, “Old
Manders is ragging them about a lost
key, or something, I heard Towle say.”
E “Bother old Manders and his

ey!
Tommy Dodd after dinner,”

“Oh, all right!” 2

And after dinner the Colonial Co.
dropped in at Mr. Manders’ House.

They found nearly all the Modern
Jjuniors indoors, and in a highly exas-
perated frame of mind.

Mr. Manders had sent for Tommy
Dodd again, to learn whether the miss-
ing key had been found, and Tommy’s
answer had been in the negative,

Whereupon Mr, Manders had rejoined
that he expected the key to be found
that day at the latest, and that all the
juniors in his House would be given
lines if it was not forthcoming.

Fellows were searching up and dowd
and round about, making remarks
about Mr, Manders that were not loud,
but very deep.

The Colonial Co. found the Tommies
In the junior quarters, in a far from
amiable mood.

“Bedad, and here's a gang of
Classicals' coming to bother us
intirely!"” exclaimed Doyle. “Roll them
down the stairs!”

;l‘.;ax!" sald Conroy, holding up his

"ciear out, then!” said "Tommy
Dodd gruffly. *“We've got to hunt for &
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blessed key, blow it! I shouldn’t
wonder if it was one of you Classical
worms bagged it, after all!”
“Jolly likely, I think!” chimed in
t.

et
“Tommy, old scout,” said Conroy
pacifically. “There's something on now
: bt't maore important than a dashed old

ey!”

*“Oh, rot!"”

““Mr. Bootles, you know——"

“I'm sorry enough about Bootles; but
I've got to find that key, or else do &
hundred lines!” grunted Tommy Dodd.

“You don’t want our help,” said Cook. | cackle—

“There's enough of you to find out the

Classical dummJy who japed the Head, | soof
nk.”

I should thi
*“We think it was a Modern chap, you
ee.”

see.
“What"” howled Tommy Dodd.
‘We think—

“You think!” snorted Tommy. “You

can’t think, if you think that! Do you

& Modern chap would keep mum,

and let Jimmy Silver take his licking?

‘That kind of meanness may go on on
the Classical side. Not on this side.”

“Don't get ratty, old chap!”

“Well, don’t you talk out of the back
of your neck, then!” said Tommy Dodd.
“Now, you chaps, about that key—"

“¥ou might help us, Tommy,” said
the Australian junior reproachfully.
“You know what depends on our finding
out the rotter—»

“There are no rotters on this side—
they're all on the Classical side!” re-
torted Tommy. “You know that as well
as Ido!”

“Look here, you Modern ass—"

“Look here, you Classical chump—"

“Sling 'em out!” exclaimed Leggett.
“T'll back you up! Collar 'em, and roil
‘em down the stairs!”

Dodd was already thinking of
that safety-valve for hig exasperation;

b as spoke he calmed down,

d fixed a disdainful look on the cad
of the Fourth,

“You're jolly warlike, all of & sudden,
Leggett,” he sald. “We don’t want any
direction from vou. thanks!”
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“Look here, I—"

“Let's see you roll one of them down,”
added Tommy Dodd sarcastically,
“We'll stand by and see fair play!”

Leggett scowled, and moved away
hurriedly.

Apparently he was not inclined to
tackle one of the sturdy Colonials “on
his own.”

A chuckle from the Colonial Co. fol
lowed him; but that chuckle brought
upon them the wrath of Tommy Dodd
once more.

“If you fellows have come here to
” he began.

“Not at all, old chap,” said Conroy

“Leggett’s in a blue funk; but there's
lots of fellows here can roll you down,
and not half try!” announced Toramy.
But for the important business in
hand Conroy & Co. would certainly have
taken the Modern leader at his word.
But they suppressed their feelings
manfully, d
“We didn’t come here looking for
trouble,” said Van Ryn mildly.
“You're jolly likely to find it, if you
don’t travel, then!”
“Look here, Tommy,” said Conroy,
“Keep your tem) & L
*“Who's losing his temper?” \
“Ahem! It seems that there's ai
blessed key missing, and you think a|
Classical may. have hooked it. We'
think that japer rotter may be a
Modern. Let's make a bargain. Well
help you look for the chap who boned:
the key, if you help us look for the chap,
who japed the Head.”
Tommy Dodd knitted his brows. .
1t was a fair and reasonable offer, and
Tommy Dodd was & fair and reason-
able felkgw, when he was not quite so,
ed

exasperated,
‘;'Well, that’s fair!” he admitted, at

las
“Good! It's a go, then! I think
our mwt gught to be taken first, as it’s
nt.

“That’s where you're offi-side, We've,
got lines round unless that!
dashed key js found to-day. You find|
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/the Olassical cad who sneaked over here
bagged d

{ ; lers’ key—'
+“ Now, look here, Dodd—"

%/ “That's flat!” sald Tommy

Dodd ob-

g “Brrrr!” .
§ 'Is it the key of Manders’ study?"
gked Van Ryn.
‘Tommy Dodd snorted.
E.“No; he always locks his study now
fhen he's out. Isn't that like him?
DI course, the chap who took the key
E & d like a chance of sneaking in and
putting it back, now there’s such a
fhundering fuss  And Manders keeps
@his door locked—he doesn’t mean him
o have a chance. He wants somebody
thrash.”

“What key is it, then?”
‘The key of the big door in the
idor that leads Into your quarters.
ime ass has bagged it, to let himselt
etly into the School House—to jape
e Classicals, I suppose. And we
an’t find the chap.”

Conroy started violently,

”

o o
en't I just sald so?” grunted
Dodd.

Ay only hat!"” Conroy’s eyes were
g “It's a clue—a giddy clue!
've got on the track at last]™

—

CHAPTER 12.

Light at Lastt
NROY'S companions stared at
him blankly.

“A clue?” repeated Van Ryn.
Blest if I can see it!” said Pons.
“Blest if I do, elther!” said Tommy

o you explain

e
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Conroy's eyes gleamed. s

“Don't you see?” he exclaimed ex- -
citedly. “The key of the corridor door?
When was it missing?”

“Some time before yesterday.”

“And Manders thinks it was taken by
some chap who wanted to get into the
School House to raid the Classicals?”

“Naturally. It was borrowed before
for that reason, when Mack used to
keep it.”

“But there hasn't bee
quarters,” said Conroy,

‘1;-1 know that. I can't make it all
out.” 3

“I think I can,” sald the Australian
junior quietly. “That key was taken
by a chap who wanted to get info the
School House quietly for a jape—not on
us, but on the Head.”

“Wha-a-at?”

**Somebody sneaked into the Head's
study and set a trap for him, I know
yowll say it was a Classical, but_just
admit for one moment that it was a
Modern. How would he get there? It
he walked into the School House by the
door he would be seen, and fellows
would remember they’d seen him at
that time. But by borrowing Manders’
key he could let himselt into the School
House by the corridor door, and get
back by the same way unseen.”

“My hat!” exclaimed Van R;

Tommy Dodd himself looked
by that argument. .

It certainly accounted for the abstrac.
tion of the key from Mr. Manders’
study, which otherwise it was very
difficult to account for, since it had evi-
dently not been borrowed to help in a
ra‘id on thelglas.sicals._ i

“Begorra!” murmured Tommy Doyle.
“It looks—" 4

“Well, I don't say it's impossible,” ad-
mitted Tommy Dodd reluctantly. “That
—that may be the explanation, In
that case, when we find our man, you'll
find yours. It will be the same party.”

“And we can jolly well work together
to find him!” exclaimed the Australian

a raid on our

yn,
struck

Dedd % Suppose
what . you're - talking abou fat-
’N'"m t, you

Junior, “T tell you we're on the track!;
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That accounts for the japer nob being
noticed anywhere near the Head's study.
He came by that corridor, which is
always locked up, and the back passages
that nobody ever goes into, He only
had to watch his chance of d into
the Head’s study. He knew the Head
was out, of course. We all knew it
And he must have known, too, that the
Head had sent Jimmy Silver to his

study a little while before. We Were n

all present when Jimmy biffed into the
Head at leap-frog, and was sent, to fetch
his cane.”

Tommy Dodd nodded slowly.

He was beginning to be convinced by
the clear reasoning of the level-headed

Australian,

“But—but,” he objected, “a chap
would have to be awfully ratty with the
Head to play such a trick on him, He
risked getting sacked. Now, Jimmy
Bﬂver“had just been licked by the

Head.
“@Got it!” shouted Tommy Cook sud-

'_‘F.‘.h'-' tmat have you got?”

“Leggett!” repeated Tommy Dodd.
“What do you mean, Leggett?”

«T mean it was Leggett! Hadn't he
just been flogged by the Head for his
maney-lending tricks—holding an 10 U
over that silly idiot Muffin's head?” ex-
claimed Tommy Cook. “Jimmy Silver
chipped in, and there was a row, and it
all came out, and Leggett was flogged.”

“ But—"

The objection died on Tommy's
tongue before he could utter it.

nly wonder that he had
not thought of Leggett before,

He remembered Leggett's anxiety to
know why he had been sent for by Mr.
Manders the previous day; he remem-
bered how Leggett had listened at the
study keyhole while he was with the
Modern master.

What was there to account for Leg-
gett’s anxiety, except the fact that he
. had purloined the key and had had no
opportunity of replacing it?
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And it was pretty clear now that the 4
key had been purloined for the purpose 8
of %ab surreptitious visit to the Head's
study.
Leggett had been flogged by the Head
for rascally conduct; and Jimmy Silver,
though unintentionally, had been partly
the cause of the Modern junior's
rascality coming to light.

It was clear enough to Tommy Dodd

OW.

Albert Leggett had played that dan-

gerous trick on the Head, and he had

placed Jimmy Silver's pencil-case there,

partly to save himself from suspicicn,
from malice towards the captain

of the Fourth,

“Leggett!” repeated Tommy Dodd.
“Leggett! Why, what a silly fool I've
been! He's as good as given it away,
and I never thought of i€t No wonder
he wanted us to roll you fellows down-
stairs when you came up here investi-
gating! I've been ab blind as a bat!” E
“Let's go and see Leggett!” said Con~ |

T0Y.

“Let's!” agreed Tommy Dodd. F

“And sure he's got the key all the
toime if it’s Leggett intirely,” breathed
Doyle, “and us hunting high and low
for it!”

“More likely chucked it away when
he found he couldn’t sneak it back into
Manders’ study! Come on!” >

Classical and Moderns, quite on terms:
of amity now, started to look for the
cad of the Fourth.

The matter was not, perhaps, proved
yet, but they felt a conviction that was
as good as proof.

There were very few fellows at Rook=
wood mean enough to hold their peace
while their just punishment fell on
another fellow; but Leggett certainly
was one of that small number,

The juniors were well aware of that.

Of most of the fellows it could be said:
without hesitation that they could not
possibly be the guilty party, but of Leg~
gett that certainly could not be said.

Leggett’s cunning and unscrupulous-
ness were a little too well known. i

Albert Leggett was not found in his

T
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study, and the juniors proceeded to
k for him in the quadrangle.
k. *“There he is!” exclaimed Cook sud-

lenly.

Leggelt was sighted under the trees,
pnd the whole party made a rush for
him,

| Legpctt started as he saw them com-
ng, with grim looks, and his sallow face
#hanged colour,

The cad of the Fourth was a pretty
ihorough rascal in his way, but he had
pot the courage to be a successful one.

Stop!” .

# “What do you want?’ panted Leg-
gebt over his shoulder, without stopping.
£:“We want the key!"”

Leggett ran on faster.

& He headed for the School House as
fhe safest refuge, and just as he reached
fhe door the Fistical came out.

# The unhappy Modern halted in dis-

§¢ “Stop him!” shouted Tommy Dodd.

¥What's the row?”
Leggett's the man!”
Jimmy Silver took Leggett by the
Ashoulder,

4 The Modern junior kicked out
‘Bavagely, hardly awars of what he was
; , in affright,

. &%Let go!" he howled,

. “Yow-ow-woop!” howled Jimmy

‘Bllver, as he caught Leggett’s boot with
“his leg. “Oh! Ah! Ow! .Why, you

'tl_etin.g beast—ow! "

!> Tommy Dodd came up as Leggett
wrenched himself away. He grasped
his Form-fellow by the collar.

i Leggett panted.
+\"Let me go! 'l yell for the prefectst
Jiet ma go, T tell you!” he cried shrilly.

fYell for as many prefects as you
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like, old bean,” said Tommy Dodd
grimly. “Wherc's that key?”

“What key?” :
“You know what key I mean. The

corridor key--the one you bagged from
Mr. Manders' study.”

“ T—didn t—""

Tommy Dodd gave him a grim look,

“We're not wasting time on you, Leg-
gelt. If you don’t choose to tell us the
truth, I fancy Manders will squeeze it
out of you, Come along! Take his
other arm, Cook!”

“You bet!” i -

Leggett struggled spasmodically as the
two Tommies marched him away.

He dared not face the steely, search.
ing eyes of Mr, Manders.

In spite of himself the truth would
have come out in the presence of the
stern, grim master, and Leggett felt
that it was so. i

“Let go!” he panted. *You—you
can’t give a chap away, anyhow! TLet
me go! I—TI'l—I'l kick your shins!
Let go!” howled Leggett, his voice ris-
ing to a scream.

*Now then, what's this?” came Bulke-
ley’s deep voice, as the captain of Rook-
wood came out of the School House.
P Cook—- 7

“Like to explain éood Bulkeley, Leg-

gett?” asked Tommy d.
Leggett gasped.
“It—it's all right, Bulkeley!” he

stammered.
The Rookwood captain stared at him.
“If it’s all right, what are you yelling
about?” he demanded,
“Only—only—n-n-nothing!” gasped
Leggett.
“Then shuf up!” sald Bulkeley,
He walked on.

The two Tommies had released Leggett,
but the whole crowd of .juniors were
round him.

The cad of the Fourth looked round
the circle like a hunted animal,

“Are you coming to Manders?” asked
Tommy Dodd.

“I—I'm hang you!

) not, I haven't
got the key!” panted Leggett,

“You
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can't give me away to Manders! I—I've
chucked it away!”

“You've chucked away the corridor
key?” asked Conroy gquietly.

“¥Yes. I—I was looking for a chance

tower to get rid of it!” panted Leggett.
“Now you know! Hang you!”

“That settles it about the key,” said
Tommy Dodd. “It can be found in the
old clock-tower, I suppose. I'm done
with you, Leggett. But I don’t think
Jimmy Silver has.”

The three Tommies walked away to
the clock-tower to hunt for the key
there,

Leggett made s movement to go.

But there was no escape for him.

The Colonial Co, and the Fistical
Four were round him, and Leggett, with
growing apprehension, realised that the
matter was not yet at an end.

CHAPTER 13,
Own Up!

IMMY SILVER'S brow was very dark.
He understood well enough now.
In turning over in his mind the
names of all fellows likely to be the
guilty party Jimmy had thought of Leg-
gett, among others, but only as much
as some others, such as Lattrey and

Peele and Gower.
There had been nothing ‘definite to
attach suspicion to the cad of the

Modern Fourth.

But there was something definite now,
for Leggett could only have taken the
risk of abstracting the corridor key
{rom Mr. Manders’ study for one reason.

“So it was you, Leggett!” said Jimmy
Silver at last.

Leggett tried to pull himself together,
but it ‘was hard to calm his shaken

“Nut.hlng to do with you!” he mut-
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“I think this is my business, as
sentenced to be flogged for the trick
played on the Head!” answered Jimmy;
sternly.

Leggett’s jaw drop

you

i
:
n

ped. P
“The—the trick I—I—" he stamd

mered.

“What did you want the corridor key
for, you -toad?” asked Lovell, with ai
loollflo! utter contempt. “We know jollyi
welll”

“J think it's pretty clear,” said Con-
roy. “You may as well own up,
Leggett.

“I—I never went anywhere near the;
Head’s study that evening!”
Leggett, m a shrill whisper, “I-J]

swear-
“That’s enough!” said Jimmy Silver;
“I had thought of you, but there was]
no evidence. I think there’s enough'
evidence now. The Head wouldn't want
much more. Bring him into the School|
House!"

“What—what do you mean?” gaspeaﬁ
Leggett.

“Can't you guess?

before the Head!” said Jimmy Bilver

determinedly. * Bootles isn't going to,
be sacked to save your sneaking skinl!”

“You—-you can’t give me away!"
Leggett hoarsely. “The—the Head willl
think~-he will believe—"

“He will think and believe the
truth!” said Conroy. ‘“And it's time he|
did, Leggett! If you'd had a rag of]
decency you'd have owned up before|

Leggett .shwered.

“I—I can't—I—

“You must!” said Jimmy Silve
quietly, “You put my pencil-case there|
to bring me into the matter, You must|
have done that on purpose!™

“And stole the pencil-case in the n.rst}
place!” said Lovell savagely.

“I—I didn't! Silver dropped i
when we were leap—froggins that af
noon!” ed

Then—thén I must have dropped it In|

tered. . “Manders will get his key now,
hang you! Mind your own business!”

the Head's study! I swear it was an|
accident!™

You've got to, anyway!”
said|

[
i
|

|



7es, we know how much of an acci-
it was,” said Jimmy Silver con-
ously. “You needn’t shiver, you
T'm no{ going to touch you!™

i him along!” said Lovell
Eead’s got to know!”

1 can’t face the Head!” hissed Leg-
“You—you c':‘an't sneak about me!

up—
4 But you've got fo own up
teithe Head!”
®I can't! And—and you
daven't sneak about me!' hissed Leg-
f5. “You can't do it!”
Jimmy Silver & Co. paused.
Phey had been prepared to take Leg-
gt before the Head if he refused to
@mit the truth; but to give informa-
n about him now that he had owned
was quite another matter. -
%.eggett, in spite of his terror, had not
gite lost his cunning. )
2~e knew that he could depend upon the
. ng of every decent fellow . from
g the part of an informer.
Hiamy Silver looked at his chums.
1 hadn't quite counted on this,”
id. “I reckoned that if the fellow
found he would have decency
igh to own up when all the school
'%uMut that worm hasn't any

got to own up!” roared Lovell
hegpett recovered himself a little.
fp was feeling more assured now.
was assured, indeed, of the sting-
f contempt of his schoolfellows If he
psed to own up; but that did not
him very deeply; he had experi-
that before.
¥ the angry faces of the juniors
find him he could read that he would
. be betrayed, and that was enough

pgett,” said Conroy at last, *you
how matters stand. Mr. Bootles
aving to-morrow unless the facts

e out. All the fellows will know
i1 did that trick in the Head's study.

You
) school if you 3
I won't!” sald Leggett between his
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“Youll he sent to Coventry!"”

“I don’t carel”

Jimmy Silver set his teeth, ;

“If only won't, yow'll be made to somes;
how!" he said. “Let the cad go now,
you fellows. He makes me sick! Keep *
this in mind, Leggett: If you don’t own
up this afternoon we'll find some WaY;
of making you, that's alll”

He passed Mr. Bootles as he went:
into the School House.

The deep trouble in the little gentles
man's face went straight to Jimmy's

heart.

He clenched his hands as he thought
of Leggett.

Somehow, the cad of the Fourth
should be made to own up in time to
save the master of the Fourth from dis~
missal. Upon that point Jimmy Silver
was determined. But there was liftle
time to lose, for qn the morrow morning,
Mr. Bootles was to shake the dust of;
Rookwood from his feet!

CHAPTER 14,
The Heavy Hand!
o HEY—they're coming!™ -
I There was & tramp of feet in
the passage outside the study,
and Leggett of the Fourth shivered as
he heard it.

Alvert Leggett had been moving rest-
lessly about his study, unable to settle,
down to work or anything else.

His ears had been on the alert, as he
moved, for the sound of footsteps.

He knew that they would come.

He stood still, breathing hard, as the
door handle was turned.

The door did not open.

“Tocked!” It was the voice of Tommgy,
Dodd, the chief of the Modern Fourth,
outside.

“Bust it in, bedad!™

* Speak to the rotter first!”

That was the voice of Jimmy Sllvel'.l
of the Classical Fourth.

Knock!

“ Are you there, Leggett?”
Leggett made no reply.
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“We know you're there,” went on
Jimmy Silver's quiet voice. ‘‘¥You can
hear me, Leggett. Will you let us in?”

“What do you want?’ panted Leg-
gett, breaking silence at last.

“You know what we want. Will you
open tr,:,e door?”

“Befter!” said Tommy Dodd.

“I—I won't! Keep out, hang you!”
exclaimed Leggett. “I—I1l yell for a
pret‘ect. if you try to open the door!”

“Go ahead! If you bring Knowles
here he will want to know what the
row’s about!” answered Tommy Dodd.

“Cut off and get the coal-hammer,
Cook::{,!, Well soon have this door
“Right-ho!”
Leggett’s hands trembled.
- “I—T1l open the door"’ he stam-
mered.
“‘Sha ent”

and unlock

The door was thrown open, disclosing
a crowd of juniors in the passage.

‘There were Dodd and Cook and Doyle,
the three Tommies of the Modern side;
and Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Raby, and
Newcome, the Fistical Four, Classicals,

Both divisions of the Fourth Form at
Rookwood were well represented.

The seven juniors came quietly into
the study.

Leggett backed away round the table,
eyeing them uneasily,

Tomng Dodd closed the door, and
turned the key again, Leggett’s sallow
face paling as he watched him.

Tommy Doyle had a fives-bat under
his arm.

Leggett looked at tha$ bat, and he
thought he could guess what it was

for.

“Betther put him on the table,” re-

marked Doyle thoughtfully. “Some of
ez hould his paws, and some of yez
ould his hoofs!”

“I—I—I—" stammered Leggett.
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rp,
Leggett tgia%fed himself to the door, | tered

The threat to call for help died on
his lips, -

“You can howl,
Tommy Dodd, guessing
thought. “That will
prefects will settle the matter—and we,
Jjust as soon they did. Rather, in fact!

Leggett did not speak.

“Put him on the table, bedad!” '

“Hold on a minute!” said Jimmy §
Silver. “Well speak to first
Leggett, you've still goz a chance
do the decent thing.”

No answer.

“¥You know how the matter stands,”
said Jimmy quietly, almost persuasively
“Mrs. Bootles is dismissed, and ha::
got to leave the school in the morning
He's your -master as well as mine
Leggett, and he’s always treated- ucS
decently—you as well as us. You don]
want him to be turned out of Rookwoot,j§
Leggett?” K
“It's nothing to do with me!” mutg

Leggett. :

if you like,” &g
his unspok

i uis"vhy you rotter—" began Lovel]

“I~-I'm sorry for- :Booﬁee"' falterec’)
Leggett. “But—but—

“Then do the decent thing,
make m right for him.”

“I—I can't!™

“You can! The Head would have !;o
admit that Bootles did right, if :
knew that I hadn ’tearnedtheﬂegw
ging he was going to give me when #
Bootles chipped in. He’ll know that, -
if you own up to what you did.” 5

“I can't!’ i

“Why not?”

“You—you silly fool!” panted Leg- 1
gett. “Own up to the Head that I fixed 3
upatraprorhm and made him faD*
over and damage his dashed nose! He °
would flog me!”

“You've asked for it, haven't you?” -
growled Lovell,

“Look here, you cad—"

“Do you want Jimmy to have yout -
flogging?”

“Of course he does!” said Tommy
Dodd, with bitter contempt. “He tried
to fix it for Jimmy Silver to get the flog-
ging, He don't care a rap if poor old

andg

4
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But were going to

g 6t licked his dry lips.
“¥ou can't give me away!” he mut-
“That's sneaking!
ft Bootles—you can’t tell the Head!”
AfYou've got us there!” admitted
Silver. “Any decent chap would
n up.  You won't!” )
I won't!” said Leggett desper-
amle you can send me to
Coventry, if you like!
¥ “Qmie so—and s0 we're not going to
ther about Coventry. You won’t own
' to the truth because you're afraid of
flogging.  Well, you're going to get
18 sald Jimmy Silver.
That’s what we've come here for. Are

“Faith, I'm waiting while ye're exer-
¢clsin’ yer chin, Jimmy darling!”
Leggelt clenched his hands, .
.%You won't face the flogging you've
ged for, from the Head,” coniinued
captain of the Fourth. *“Well, you'll
one from us, quite as bad—if not a
E And that isn't all!
mothqr to-morrow—and another the

‘Every day till the end of the term!”
‘Tommy Dodd, nodding his head.
Now, youre a business-like chap,
ett,” said Jimmy Silver.
business-like in some ways for a
nt fellow. You can see whether it
‘pay you to sneak out of one flog-
g, and bag one for every day of the
change, Think it over.”

zgett gritted his teeth,

wles or Mr. Manders—
Just as you like!
gh, that if the masters are brought
the whole affair comes out,” said
Amy “You won't be allowed

you, we shall have to state
0w you can please your-
ling for Mr, Manders.”

¥, you spalpeen!”

Tommy Doyle. “And sure I'm waitin'
for yez to put him on the table!”

Leggett panted as the juniors closed
in on him. g

He struggled as he was grasped, but
the grip of many hands was upen him,
and he was swept off his feet.

There was a bump as he was landed
on the table. -

“Now, then, Doyle!”

Leggett gave a howl.

There was no doubt that the juniors
were in deadly earnest.

Leggett’s last lingering hope vanished
as Tommy Doyle raised the fives-bat.

“Stop!” he howled.

Whack!

The howl came a little too late.

Whack!

“Stop!” shrieked Leggett, struggling
in the grasping hands. “I—I—I1i do
as you want—TI'll own up! Let me go!”

“Hold on, Tommy!”

“Better give him a few more, or he
may ¢hange his mind.”

“Hold on! Leggett, do you mean
that?” asked Jimmy Silver sternly.
“Mind, if you break your word, you'll
gel the flogging, and harder. You've
got to take it from the Head or a good
many from us.”

“I—I mean it!” panted Leggett.

He was lifted off the table.

He stood gasping, his face convulsed
with rage and fear.

The cad of the Fourth had been
brought to order at last.

“Well, lose no time,” sald Tommy
Dodd. “We'll come with you, Leggett.”
‘“Hang you!”

“Will you go to Mr. Bootles or to the
Head?”

“Mr, Bootles!” gasped Leggett.

The thought of confessing personally
to the Head was terrifying,

“Very well; we'll see you as far as
his study.” *

Tommy Dodd unlocked the door.
Leggett, breathing hard, left the
study with the seven juniors, and they
walked out of Mr. Manders' House in &
party, Leggett in the centre. *
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A good many Classical juniors eyed
them as they came into the School
House.

All glances were turned on Leggett.

“Is the cad goin’ to own up?” asked
Mornington.

“That’s what he’s come for.”

“Good |

Leggett gave them a glance of hatred,
and tramped on to Mr. Bootles’ study.

Jimmy Silver & Co. went with him,
and Jimmy tapped at the deor.

“Come in!”

Jimmy Silver opened the door.

Leggett hesitated a moment, but the
black looks of the fellows round him
decided him.

He tramped sullenly into the study,
and Jimmy Silver drew the door shut.

But he did not latch it.

The Fistical Four were leaving no-
thing to chance, and they meant to be
witnesses of the confession.

CHAPTER 15,
The Confessionl

R. BOOTLES was not alone In
M the study.

Mr. Mooney and Mr, Bohun,
the masters of the Shell and the Third,
were with the little gentleman, trying,
perhaps, to cheer him up on his last
evening at Reokwood.
m’lgle study had a rather dismantled

Mr. Bootles'. hooks were packed, and
his other personal belongings; the book-
shelves were nearly empty, and the bust
of Socrates was gone from the mantet-
plece.

Mr. Bootles was keeping up a calm
manner, but in spite of himself his face
was troubled and worried.

As the moment for leaving Rookwood
School came nearer he felt the wrench
more and more keeniy.

The little gentleman was a “home
bird.”

Indeed, Mornington of the Fourth
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domesticated animal,

His life was spent between his study ‘
and the Form-room, the library, and
the Masters-room; and when he took
his walks abroad he generally had a |
Greek classic under his arm. 1

All his thoughts and feelings were
bound up in Rookwood School, and he
had a lost and desolate feeling at the
thought of leaving those grey old walls
for ever. !

The other masters were sympathetic.

Mr, Bootles was popular with his col-
leagues; he was so inoffensive and good-
n?;ured that he could scarcely be other-
wise, i

The “staff,” indeed, had been sur-
prised by the unexpected firmness Mr.
Bootles had shown in confronting the
Head, in open Hall, for the sake of the
jurior he believed innocent. of the
charge laid against him, %

But it was felt that Mr. Bootles hac
to go. A

‘Whether Jimmy Silver had been inna-*
cent or guilty, he was. condemned to
punishment by the Head, and the
Head's word was law In Rookwood'
School.

Dr. Chishol:n expected his decision to
be taken without question—and, in fact, .
only Mr. Bootles had questioned it.

He had done what he believed to be
hisg‘guty. and now the penalty had to be

pai

The little gentleman blinked at Leg-
gett over his glasses, as the cad of the
Fourth presented himself in the study.

He did not observe that the door re
mained ajar, and he did not know that
five or six dmlom were quietly gathered
just oul ;

Leggett was aware of it, however.

If he had hoped to trick the juniors
at the last moment he abandoned that

hope now: .

“Well, Leggett?” said Mr. Bootles
kindly. The worry on his mind did not
make him any less gentle in his manner:
“What is it, my boy?”

Albert Leggett drew a deep breath:

had once described him as a thoroughly i

i



He was in for it, and there was no
gicape, and his only thought now was
'ms;l;e the best he could et it for

¥ If—if you please, sir——" he began.
iHe blinked uneasily at Mr. Mooney
gnd Mr. Bohun.
The presence cf the other masters
pade his confession more difficult.
“Well, Leggett?”
“I—I—Tve a confession to maks, sir,”
gasped Leggett.
Mr. Bootles smiled faintly.
““¥ou have been guilty of some fault,
geth?”
@ *Ye-e-es, sir.”
“And you feel impelled to confess it
cause I am leaving Rookwood to-
. w?"” said the little gentleman in-
cently. “That is a very right and
per feeling, Leggett. You may pro-

[TeIts—it’s a rather serious matter,
,” mumbled Leggett, “I—I—TI feel I
ght to tell you, sir, because—because
"  Leggett had a ‘“brain-wave"”
ile he was speaking, and he pro-
seded more confidently. *‘Because, sir,
s really my fault you are leaving, and
#l's on my conscience, sir.”
i It was the first that had been heard
st Rookwood of Leggett’s conscience.
&% The fellows outside the study lcoked
it one another.
i 'I‘hey had not expected even Leggett
0 put it like that.
i Still, it did not matte: much how he
t it., so far as they were concerned—
long as he made full confession.
“Dea.r me!” said Mr. Bootles, in sur-
“Whatever have you done,
His brow became sterner
Leggett. if you have been guilty o
tising usury again—of lendmg
ey amo"tg your Form fellows at

"Oh o, mrl
.“I am glad to hear that, Leggett.
Go on,”

“I—I—I played that trick in the
Head’s sf.udy. * gasped Leggett.
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Mr. Mooney and Mr. Bohun looked
round quickly as the confession came
out; they were as astonished as the
Feurth Form-master.

“you?" ejaculated Mr. Moohey.
soul!” murmured Mr.

Leggett went on hastily.

“I—I've come here to own up, sir, so
that you can tell the Head, and—and
tﬁ.e’n you won’t have to leave, I hope,
sir.” 3 .

Which was very clever, though cer-
tainly not very truthful, of the astute
Leggett. ‘

“What—what?”

“I—I'm sorry I did it now, sir,” said
Leggett humbly. *“I—I never meant
any harm. It—it was just thoughtless-
ness. I never meant the Head to hurt
his boko—I—I mean his nose, sir.”

“Leggett,” said Mr. Bootles sternly,
“you played this wicked and disrespect-
ful prank on Dr. Chisholm, and you re-
mained silent when Silver was sen-
tenced to be flogged in your place!™

Leggett hung his head.

‘“That was very unmanly, Léggett.”

“I—1I know, sir.” '

“And since you did net confess to
save Silver, your Form-fellow, from un-
just punishment, why have you come to
confess now, Leggzett?”

“To cave you, sir,”
boldly.

‘“Bless my soul!”

“When the Head knows that Silver
didn't do it, sir, he will be glad you in-
terfered to stop the flogging,” said
Leggett. “Then he will ask you to stay
on, sir.”

Leggett had derived that idea from
Jimmy Silver & Co.; and though he did
not care a button whether the Head let
Mr. Bootles stay on or not, he was well
aware that it was an excellent plea to
put before the dismissed Form-master.

Mr. Bootles® face became very kindly.

“That was a very worthy motive, Leg-
gett " he said

“Thank you, six!”
Outside the study, Arthur Edward .

said Leggeit
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Lovell was brandishing a clenched fist
in the air. .

Arthur Edward's dearest wish, at that
moment, was to plant that fist in Albert
Leggett’s face, and thus drive his false-
hoods back where they came from.

But Lovell, fortunately, was invisible
‘o0 the occupants of the study.

“You are aware, Leggett, that I must
report this to the Head?” said Mr.
Bootles.

“I—I want you to, sir.”

“It is very honourable of you to make
this confession, my boy, but I cannot
hold out the slightest hope that you will
thereby escape punishment. Dr. Chis-
holm is naturally very much incensed.
You will certainly be flogged, Leggett.”

Leggett shivered.

But he thought of the fives-bat, and
the daily application thereof, which was
the alternative.

“I—I'm ready, sir,” he faltered.

Mr. Bootles looked very thoughtful.

“You may await me in the passage,
Leggett,” he said at last.

“Very well, sir.”

Leggett left the study, and shut the
door after him.

Mr. Bootles glanced at the other two
masters,

“This is a very honourable proceed-
ing on the part of the boy,” he re-
marked.

Mr. Mooney shrugged his shoulders.

*Possibly so; but I fancy there has
been pressure brought to bear upon Leg-
gett!” he said. “The other juniors

It is possible.”

“At all events the truth is now
known,” remarked Mr. Bohun. “Dr.
Chisholm is bound to alter his views
when he knows the facts, Mr. Bootles,”

The master of the Fourth nodded.

His troubled face had brightened up
wonderfully.

“I am sure of that” he said, very
cheerfully, “When the Head is aware
that he has narrowly escaped adminis-
tering a barsh and undeserved punish-
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ment, I am sure he will feel exceedingly |
obliged to me,”

“I hope so,” said Mr. Mooney, with a
slight cough.

He did not feel very sure about that;
but he would not discourage his col-
league.

Mr. Bootles rose to his feet quite
briskly.

“¥You will excuse me, gentlemen, I
had befter see the Head at once.”

“Certainly!”

The master of the Fourth rustled to

the door.

As he opened if, the voice of Arthur
Edward Lovell was audible in ' the
passage.

“You sneaking worm, Leggett!”

“Hang you!”

“Cave!” murmured Raby, as the
opened.

The juniors scudded away.

door |

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Bootles, |

blinking after Jimmy Silver & Co.; in
surprise. “What—what? Ah, you are
here, Leggett! Kindly follow me to
Dr. Chishelm’s study!” X

“Yes, sir,”
junior. :

Mr. Bootles whisked away, with Leg-.
gett following in his wake. .

From a distance Jimmy Silver & Co.-
watched them enter the Head’s study.

“All serene now!” said Jimmy, with
great satisfaction,

“Right as rain!” said Conroy, the
Australian. ‘““The Head can’t fail to
play up.”

“But that worm Leggett!” breathed
Lovell. “Why, he was lying like any-
thing—taking credit to himself——*

“Never mind Leggett, so long as
Bootles comes out all right,” said Jimmy
Silver. * Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,
I think it's going to be all right, The
tuckshop's mnot closed yet, Who's
coming to drink Bootles' health in
ginger-pop? My treat!”

‘Hear, hear!”

Quite a large party proceeded to Ser-
geant Kettle’s little shop to drink Mr.
Bootles’ health—Tubby Muffin, in fact,

rinking it several times over.

mumbled the Modern: |



CHAPTER 16,
A Nothing Doing!

) EALLY, Mr. Bootles——"

: Dr. Chisholm's veice was cold
and incisive.

gpected than liked by the school staff;
nd there had been times when he was

study full of hope and brightness,
8 led at once.
His confident manner disappeared,
ind he became ill-at-ease under the un-
ympromising glance of the headmaster.
There was nothing encouraging in Dr.
phishojm’s look.
Appa.rencly he concluded that Mr,
tles had come to make some appeal
ai dismissal, and he desired to
ut the interview as short as possible.
*“The—the fact is, sir—" began the
rm-master.
#'The Head raised his eyebrows, furthe
sconcerting the little gentleman, who
red and ceased.
Well?”
‘The—the fact is, sir, this boy—Leg-
tt—has made a very surprising con-
{ lon, I have brought him to you

“Indeed!"

“Tt appears, sir, that Silver, as I sup-
ed, was guiltless of the prank played

this study.”

¢ ‘'That matter is closed, Mr. Bootles.”

& “I can now produce incontrovertible

oof, sir!” exclaimed Mr. Bootles.

Pn;gr sir, which you cannot refuse to

“Nonsense!”

L “Really, sirl” exclalmed Mr. Bootles,

olouring. -

¢ Dr. Chisholm raised his hand.

i “The matter Is closed, Mr, Bootles.

I decline to hear one word on the gub-
& That is all I have to say!”
"Leggett sir, has confessed—"
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Iﬂshfr Bootles had the advantage al

Cold and stern as he was, the Head
was essentially a just man; he could not .
have been respected in a school like
Rookwood had he been otherwise,

He had been firmly convinced of
Jimmy Silver’s guilt, though possibly,
as Jimmy surmised, the damage to his
august nose had—unconsciously—helped
to convince him.

‘There was a short pause, during
which Leggett's knees knocked together.

He felt a strong inclination to bolt
from the study as the Head's terrifying
glance turned upon him.

+ “Leggett!” Dr, Chisholm’s voice was
like the rumble of thunder. “Leggett!
You confess—-"

“Oh, sir! Y¥es, sir!” gasped Leggett.

“You were the author of the outrage
in this study?” thundered the Head.

“Yes, sir. I'm sorry—-"

“You fastened a cord in this room for
me to stumble over in the dark!”

Leggett gasped.

“And why have you kept silent so
long, Leggett, in order to confess the
truth at this late hour?”

“I-I was afraid, sir!” stammered
Leggett.

There was no doubt of the truth of
that statement.

At the present moment, Albert Leg-
gett was so terrified that his tongue
almost clove to his mouth,

“I can well believe that, Leggett,” said
the Head grimly. “Yes, I can believe
that. But you are a Modern boy. How
did you obtain admxssion here without
being observed?’

“I—I borrowed the corridor key from
Mr. Manders’ study, sir.”

“Then you had, apparently, planned
this outrage very carefully, Leggett?
It wag not merely a foolish, boyish trick.
And how, Leggett, did James Silver’s
pencil-case come here?”

~“I—I d.roppecl it, sir,”

“By-hy accldenf sir!”  stammered
Leggett,
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His voice died away under the Head’s
grim look.

“Very well!” said Dr. Chisholm. “I
shall express my regret to Silver that
he was unjustly suspected. You, Leg-
gett, will be soundly flogged. You have
acted disrespectfully towards me, and
basely towards your schoolfellow, I
would expel you from the school, Leg-
gett, but for the fact that this confes-
sion is apparently made of your own

free will. I shall flog you to-morrow
morning, Leggett, most severely. You
Tay go.”

Leggett limped from the study.

Dr. Chisholm turned back to the
papers on his table.

He seemed to have forgotten the pres-
ence of Mr. Bootles in his study.

The little Form-master coughed.

He coughed a second time, but the
Head did not look up.

“Dr. Chisholm,” said Mr, Bootles at
last, nervously,

At that the doetor raised his head.

“Well, Mr. Bootles?”

“It is clear that Silver is innocent
now—""

“Perfectly so.”

“In that case, an act of great in-
Justice would have taken place if ke
had been flogged, sir.” .

“Undoubtedly!”

“I was convinced at the time of his
innocence from the evidence before
me."”

“You were wrong, Mr, Bootles,” said
the Head coldly. “It is true that he
was guiltless, but the evidence against

im was, to my mind, conclusive. A
judgment could only be formed on the
known facts; and the facts, as then
known, pointed to Silver's guilt. I do
not blame myself for being deceived,”

“But you are glad, sir, that you did
not punish Silver unjustly!” exclaimed
Mr. Bootles warmly.

“No doubt.”

“You will allow me to point cut, sir,
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that my interference, which you re-
sented af the time—* E

“Not only at the time, Mr. Bootles:
My feelings on that subject have not
changed.”

“My interference, at least, sir, pre-
vented an act of harsh injustice. I did
my duty as Silver's Form-master.”

*“I do nof see it in that light. How- .
ever, there is no need to discuss the /
matter. We hold different opinions. I .
Inay mention that I am rather busy at
the present moment, Mr. Bootles.”

The Fourth Form-master drew a deep
breath,

His face was pink; his anger was
rising, though he held it in check,

“Am I to understand, sir, that this
discovery makes ne difference to your”
decision as regards me?” he asked very.
quietly. .

‘None at all, Mr. Bootles. I cannop
retain upon the school staff a master
Wwho opposes me in public.” p

"It was by your own act, sir, that the 4
opposition was public. I tried to con-
vince you in private.”

‘The Head mad%a gesture.

“Mr. Bootles, I am headmaster of
Rookwood School, and I do not brook
opposition. Kindly do not reopen the
subject.”

“Then, sir, you desire me to leave
Rookwood to-morrow morning, as ar- L
ranged?” asked Mr. Bootles, with g i
tremble in his volce. &

“Quite s0.” }

“I am bound to say, sir, that in this
matier you are acting with the same |
harshness and injustice you displayed
towards Silver of the Fourth!” burst
out Mr. Bootles indignantly. :

The Head’s eyes glittered for a
moment over his glasses, g . K

“Very well, Mr. Bootles,” he said .
calmly. *“You have stated your opinion,
and I have noted it. Will you oblige me
by closing this interview?” :

“Certainly, sir! You shall not have
to ask me twice to leave your study !
spluttered the indignant Mr, Bootles.

And he whisked out in a gréat heat.




CHAPTER 17.
Friends in Need!
iy HEW!”

“That doesn’t looR as if it's
21l right, Jimmy!”
J y Silver & Co. came into the
shool House in time to see Mr. Bootles
jurn to his study.
iThe agitation and distress in the little
ptleman's face was visible to them,
gh Mr. Bootles whisked on without

e door closed on him, and the
s looked blankly at one another.
My—my hat!” murmured Jimmy
er.

¢ll rubbed his nose thoughtfully.
#Ii hasn’t ‘'worked!” he sald
Bootles wouldn't look like that if if

all right. What the merry dickens
88 it mean?”

e tapped at the Form-master's door
fl opened it, and found Mr. Booctles in
gited and indignant talk with Mr.
un.
Mr. Bootles whisked round at him.
*Silver! What—what is it? Please
Fnot disturb me now.”
'm sorTy, sir,” said Jimmy respect-
1 “But—but all the fellows are
glous, sir. Would you mind telling
sir, whether youare staying on at
jokwood, Mr. Bootles?”
I amI 'l_eaving in the morning, Silver.

. Bootles waved his hand impati-
towards the door, and Jimmy
got out at once.

e kind and patient temper of the
Form-master had evidently suf-
from his interview with the Head.
ny Silver rejoined his chums with

omy brow.
a .!thm sacked?” asked Lovell.
‘Yes.”
Rotten!” said Mornington. “What
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B it mean? The Head ought to have
it back.”
thought he would,” said Jimmy.
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“He ought to. He ought to be glad
Bootles chipped in, as it turns out, I °
suppose he's got his back up.”

“If’s a shame!” growled Lovell.

“The Head's a crusty old bird!” re-
marked Mornington. ‘*After all, Bootles
stood up to him in Hall, and wouldn't
let the flogging go ahead. I suppose it's
made him a bit stiff.”.

Bulkeley of the Sixth came along to
the group of juniors, and signed to
Jimmy Silver.

“The Head wants to speak to you,
Silver. You're to go to his study.”

“Yes, Bulkeley.”

Jimmy wondered what the Head
wanted as he made his way to the
dreaded apartment,

He found Dr. Chisholm cold and grim.

The Head felt that it was his duty to
express regret for his mistake, but it
was an unpleasant task, and he was not
feeling amiable,

“ilver, I have learned that the
author of the outrage in this study was
Leggett,” he said coldly. “Leggett has
confessed, and the matter is now be-
yond doubt. I am sorry, Silver, that
you were suspected. Your sentence is,
of course, rescindeg. You" may go,

ver.”

It was the “amende
though far from gracious
manner.

Jimmy Silver hesitated.

“You may go!” repeated the Head.

“Thank you, sir!” faltered Jimmy.
“I'd like you to believe, sir, that I
wouldn‘i;., have playsd such a trick on

you, sir,

“T believe you, Silver.”

“ And—and Mr. Bootles, sir—""

“What!"” .

Jimmy jumped at the Head’s tone;
but he stuck to his guns, and went on
_courageously ;

“Mr. Bootles stood up for me, sir,
because he knew—"'

“That will do, Silver. You may go!”

“We shall all be sorry, sir, if Mr.
Bootles leaves Rookwood——"

“Leave my study, Silver!”

That was final,

norable,”
tone or
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The Head's glance was straying fo-
wards his cane.

Jimmy Silver controlled his feelings
and quitted the study.

He rejoined his chums, with a glint in
his eyes.

“\hat was it—a licking or a mélrry
apology?” asked Mornington.

“polite regret!” grunted Jimmy.
“He could have kept it for all I care,
He jumped on me when I mentioned
Bootles. The fact is, kids, the Head is
2 little bit of a Kaiser, I suppose there’s
nothing doing. But it’s a jolly shame
if Bootles goes.”

“Rotten!"” agreed the Co.

“gomething ougnt to ~be done!”
growled Lovell.

“What can be done?" asked Erroll.

“Blest if I know! It's a shame,
though!*

There was & good deal of bitterness in
the Co., and some of their remarks
about the Head that evening were far
from respectful.

Somehow, all the fellows had taken it
for grented that Leggeft's confession
would sct matters right, and when that
had been brought about they expected
the clouds to roll by.

Their disappointment was mingled
with deep indignation.

“Just as if the Head is waxy at
knowing the facts!” said Oswald.
“Just as if he’d rather have flogged
the wrong party!”

“Stiff-necked old bounder!”
Mornington.

The Fistical Four had gloomy faces
when they gathered in the end study
for prep.

All the trouble that had been taken
to discover the real culprit had been
taken in vain.

The only result was to place the Head
hopelessly in the wreng in the eyes of
masters and boys.

But, right or wrong, the Head was
monarch of all he surveyed at Rook-
wood School, and the juniors’ only com-
pensation was “slanging” the stiff old
gentleman in {F: privacy of their own
studies,

said

MASTERS ON STRIKE! .

* Tubby Mufin looke& into the eng|
study while the Fistical Four were en.
gaged in a rather desultory way on

prep. .

Tubby’s fat” face was full of excile-
ment.

“There's something on, you chaps!”
he announced.

“Oh, rats!” grunted Jimmy Silver.

“But there is, you know!” said Tubby.
“There’'s a Masters’ Sesslon going cn,
and this ain’t the regular night, you
know!”

“Blow the masters!” said Lovell ir-|
reverently. “Blow the masters, and
bother their silly sessions!”

“But it's about Bootles!”: shrieked’
Tubby Muffin, determined to make an,
impression. 1N

Jimmy Silver léoked up quickly. 4

“About Bootles!” ‘he repeated. |’
“How do you know?”

“1 heard Mooney say sp to Wiggins!”
announced Tubby
“There's going to be a protest!”

“ A protest?” exclaimed Raby. @

“That's it—a masters’ protest!" said
Tubby excitedly. *They're going to
piteh'it to the Head, you know. They're i
not going to let him sack Bootles, now
it's come out that Bootles was in the
right all the time, I heard Mooney
say it was Tsarish!”

“My hat!”

“And Wiggins was snorting like any-
thing—like a—a—a war-horse!” pursued
Tubby. “He said to Mooney that it was
time for the staff to stand shoulder to
shoulder to get justice for a colleague—
his very words! What's a colleague,
Jimmy?”

“well, my hat!” said Jimmy Silver,
“After all, they're right! The Head's
in the wrong, and they all know it, and
they oughtn’t to let Bootles be sacked.
If he were a plumber or a bricklayer his
union wouldn’t let him be sacked for
nothing, They'd call a strike. Jolly
good idea to protest, though I don’t
think it will do any good.” E

“Wiggins was going to say somes
thing,” continued Tubby. “But just
then Mooney saw me, and the beast




puffed me—just as if he thought I was
istening, you know.”
* “Ha, ha, ha!”
Tubby rubbed his fat ear.
“You wouldu't cackle if you'd got it!”
e snapped. “I say Mocney is a beast,
but I'm glad he's standing up for old
Bootles! What do you think the Head
vill say, Jimmy?”
£ “Goodness knows!” .
Under such cxciting circumstances,
prep. was evidently out of the question,
jand the Fistical Four “chucked it”
nanimousiy.
They went downstairs, where they
ound a good many of the Classical
Pourth and some of the Third and the
Bhell gathered in a’big window recess
hear the door of the Masters’ Room.
& The news had spread.
¥ Probably the gentlemen of the staff
(were quite unaware that the subject of
their weighty deliberations was known
putside the sacred apartment where
ey were met in council.
But it was well enough known, partly
lowing to Tubby Muffin's long ears, and
partly to the portentous looks of the
istaff themselves. -
} “They're goin’ it like anythin’!” re-
arked Smythe of the Shell. “If you
tlisten, you can hear Bootles' pipe and
pld Mooney's Geep bass. Looks like a
erry indignation meetin’.”
“Blowin’ off steam!” said Townsend
. “They won't dare to face the
Two to one they don't, Smythey
—in quidlets!”
Adolphus Smythe shook his head.
“Not takin’ any, dear boy. It would
be givin’ a quid away!”
“Hallo! Here lney come!” exclaimed
¢ Lovell suddenly.
:_The door of the Masters’
¢ opened.

In stately procession came forth the
staff; almost all the masters of Rook-
wood School, with grave and serious
 faces,

.. There was a scudding of the juniors
‘at_once,
But from corners and recesses they

Room

v
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watched in breathless excitement, and
the excitement reached slmost fever '
pitch when it was seen that the staff
marched directly to the Head's study.

“You'd have lost your quids, Towny!”
gasped Topham. “Theyre goin’' to
Leard the merry old lion in his den!”

“Good egg!” murmured Jimmy
Siiver.

At g distance the juniors watched and
waited with a thrill of excitement such
as had not been known in Rookwood
Schoo! for meany a day.

CHAPTER 18.
Turned Down!
R. CHISHOLM raised his eye-
D brows.
The Head had returned to his

study after dinner to attend to some
business in connection with replacing
Mr. Bootles. I8

He was decp in papers now, with a
rather less severeexpression on his face
than of late.

A good dinner had doubtless had an
ameliorating effect upon the old gen-
tleman., But he raised his eyebrows
very expressively when, afier a tap at
the door, the scheol staff presented
themselves.

Mr. Greely, the master of the
Fifth, led the way.

Mr. Greely was a stout, rather impos:
ing gentleman, with a ruddy face and
short breath,

After Mr. Greely came Mr, Mooney,
the master of -the Shell, and Mr.
Bohun of the Third.

Then came Mr. Wiggins of the Second
Form, and Mr. Bull, familiarly known
as “Maths.”

Monsieur Monceau, the Frenchi
master, brought up the rear in a state
of great agitation, but with resolution
in his little’ bearded face. '

Wwith Mossoo walked Mr. jFlinders,
the German master—Roolwood's Ger-
man master being no ionger a native
of Germany. i

It was nearly the whole stafl.

Mr, Bootles had discreetly remained
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in the Masters’ Room, there to await
the outcome of the deputation.

Mr, Manders, the senior mastgr on
the Modern side, had declined to take
part in the proceedings. .

Mr. Manders had, in fact, sought to
keep Mr. Flinders, also a Modern
;na?t.er. out of the affair, but unavail-
ingly.

The staff marched in under a steady
stare from the Head, and there was a
general remark of :

CHmM1”

The Head's brows went up till they
really looked as if they were trying to
climb over his bald forehead.

“H'm!” repeated Mr, Greely.

“H'm!” came from the other gentle-

men.

“Mon Dieu!” whispered Monsieur
Monceau.

It was pretty clear-that the staff were
feeling exceedingly uncomfortable.

There was something very disconcert-
ing in the steady, steely stare of the
headmaster.

“To what,” sald Dr. Chisholm, in a
voice that seemed to cut like a razor—
#to what, gentlemen, do I owe this un-
Ex-’-’if'ff,‘? ,9“‘1 extraordinary visit?"

« presume that you have some busi-
ness with me?”

Mr. Greely looked at Mr. Mooney,
but Mr. Mooney was Iindustriously
studying the pattern of the carpet, and
did not catch his eye.

He looked at Monsieur Monceau, but
that gentlemen only shrugged his
shoulders almost up to his ears, and
murmured :

“Mon Dieu!”

The master of the Fifth pulled him-
self together.

“Dr. Chisholm——" he began.
“H'm!”

“Well, Mr. Greely?”

“We, the staff of Rookwood, slr,
have just met in Masters’ Session,”
sald Mr, Greely.

“Indeed] I was not aware that this
was the evening for the Masters’
Besslon.”

MASTERS ON STRIKE!

“We have held an extraordinary
meeting, sir.”

“Yes? And you have something to
communicate to me regarding your
deliberations?” asked the Head.

“Exactly, sir! Hm!” w

«“I am occupied at the present
moment,” said the Head. “I am, in
fact, in communication with several
gentlemen regarding the appointment
that is now vacant at Rcokwood.”

“Oh! Hm!” o

“However, if you have a matter of
any importance to communicate, pray
be seated, gentlemen, and proceed,”
sald the Head courfeously, “As you
know, it is always a pleasure to me to
hear the views of my staff.”

“H'm!” murmured the staff.

Mr. Greely glanced round for a
chair, decided to remain standing, and
went on, after two or three more
“H'ms!” to clear his throat.

“The matter discussed at this meet-
ing, Dr. Chisholm, is the dismissal of
our colleague, Mr. Bootles.”

Dr, Chisholm's face hardened.

“Indeed!” he said.

“Yes, sir, indeed.”

“You have, perhaps, passed a vote of
censure upon Mr. Bootles?” suggested
the Head. “I agree with you, gentle-
men, that his conduct was quite with-
out excuse.”

The discomfort of the
staff was Intensifying.

unfortunate

But Mr, Greely came gallantly to the

atiack.

“Phe fact is, sir, we have not passed
a vote of censure upon Mr, Bootles,”
he said, “Perhaps I had better
explain,” h

“That would doubtless be judicious!”
sald the Head, with a faint inflection
of sarcasm. :

It was pretty clear that the head-
master knew what was in the wind
now, his eyes were more
steely.

“H'm! When Mr. Bootles opposed
your authority, sir, In the matter of

?
‘:
|



he flogging of Silver of the Fourth,
his action was condemned by the staff,”
iMr, Greely. “I may say that I
red Mr. Bootles’ doubts as to
er's guilt, but in such a matter I
it my duiy to be silent, and bow to
he decision of the gentleman placed
authority here by the governing
Pbody—yourself, sir.”

i «“Very right and proper!” assented
he Head. + :

. “Certain circumstances have since
anspired,” said Mr. Greely ponder-
pusly.. “It appears that Mr, Bootles
fiot only believed in the innocence of
Bilver, but was quite certain on the
point. The discovery of the real cul-
fprit places that beyond a doubt.”

t «Undoubtedly!” ., murmured Mr.
Mooney.  “Mr. Bootles’ intervention
ed you, &ir, from inflicting en un-
eserved -punishment. We, the staff,
ertainly * supposed that when this
e to light you, sir, would decide
overlook any irregularity in Mr.
Bootles’ procedure.”

“For which he would express
egret,” said Mr. Bohun.

“Sincere regret!” murmured Mr.

Wiggins.

 “And that the matter would be
flered to fall into oblivion. H'm!”
- . “To our surprise, sir,
bwe find that Mr. Bootles s still under
'the order to leave Rookwood.”
i To our amazement!” murmured
¢ Mr, Bull.

i ‘‘we have discussed the matter in
[ Masters' Session, sir, in all its bear-
i ings,” pursued the master of the Fifth,
i “We feel it our duty, sir, as Mr.
| Bootles’ colleagues, to make an _appeal
¥ to you. In the name of the whele staft,
I sir, we beg you to reconsider your

decision- with regard to Mr. Bootles.”

“YWhich will be taken, sir, as an act

whole staff!” sald Mr. Bohun.

«Oui, oul! Mon Dieu, mais oui!”
murmured Monsieur Monceau.

Dr. Chisholm looked quietly and
calmly at the somewhat flustered group
of gentlemen hbefore him.

His eyes glinted a little,
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The remonstrance was very respect=
ful, in fact humble, but it was a remon-
strance, and it did not accord with the
somewhat autocratic views of the head-
master of Rookwood.

“Ts that all?” he asked, as the staff
fell silent. C

“H'm! Yes. I—I think that Is all,
Dr, Chisholm,” said Mr. Greely, rather
taken aback.

“Very well, gentlemen, I will answer
you. I regret exceedingly that it is not
possible for me to reconsider my
decision with regard to Mr. Bootles,”
said the Head icily.

“Sirt»

“I have considered the matter very
carefully, and have come to the conclu-
sion that, after an act of ppen insub-
ordination, Mr. Bootles cannot remain
at Rookwood. I said I ath sorry, and I
repeat it. Gentlenen, the matter
closes here.”

“H'ml”

“Hum!1”

The staff looked at one another.

This was a “‘facer,” though they had
not been unprepared for it,

“Allow me to further point out, sir,
that—" began Mr. Greely rather
hotly.

. Dr. Chisholm raised his hand. .

“Mr. Greely and gentlenten, discus-
sion is futile. I shall be obliged if you
will allow the matter to rest.”

The Fifth Form master drew a deep
breath.

“That, sir, we cannot do!” he
answered. .

“What!”

“We have requested, sir, in the most
respectful manner, the reconsideration
of Mr. Bootle's dismissal. We are now
compelled, sir, to proceed further, and
protest against that dismissal.” W

“We protest, sir!” said Mr. Bull

rmly.

“An act of injustice to one is an act
of injustice to all!” said. Mr. Greely.
“1f {s our duty to support our col-
league, sir, at this crisis, Therefore,
sir, we protest.”

The Head's lips were hard set now..
“You protest?” he repeated.



44

“Yes, sir, most emphatically.”

“Very well,” said the Head, with
grim urbanity. “You protest, and I
will duly make note of your protest.
I regret that it cannot influence me to
alter my decision with regard to Mr.
Bootles. And now, gentlemen, I am
compelled to remind you that my time
is of value.”

‘The unhappy deputation looked at
one another.

Monsieur Monceau made a straiegic
movement towards the door. He backed
out, and Mr. Flinders nearly backed
into him,

But Mr. Greely maintained his firm-
n

“Very well, sir,” he said—" very well!
Oh, very well!”

It was always a matter of regret with
Mr, Greely afterwards that he could
not on the spur of the moment think
of anything more crushing than that.

With that he stalked out of the
study, bumping into Mr. Bull, and thus
rather spoiling the effect of his exit.

The staff crowded rather confusedly
Into the corridor.

Mr, Greely popped his head back the
next moment.

“Dr, Chisholm!”

“Well, Mr, Greely?”

“The matter does not end here, sir.”

“¥You are mistaken, Mr. Greely; it
does end here. Will you have the
goodness to close the door after you?”

Slam!

The staff retired.

CHAPTER 19.
The Strike of the Masters!
L IKE a giddy gang of moulting
wild-fowl!»
That was how Mornington
of the Fourth described it.

Perhaps it was not quife so bad as
that, but the departure of the
staff was nothing in the nature of a
triumphant procession.

They were all looking very pink and
yery flustered as they whisked away
from the Head's study.

MASTERS ON STRIKE!

They did not disperse to their own
quarters and give the matter up, as the
Head undoubtedly expected them to do.

They returned to the Masters’” Room
in a great heat.

The door closed on them, but juniors,
gathering outside from near and far,
heard an excited murmur of voices
going on within.

Apparently the staff were still on the
war-path.

“That's Mossoo’s top note!” re-
marked Mornington, as a i,
excitable voice came to the ears of the
Juniors, though they could not hear the
words, “Old Mossoo's llke a merry
bantam!”

“I wonder what the game is?” said
Jimmy Silver. “It’s pretty plain that
the Head’s turned down-their protest.”

“Yes, rather!”

“I don’t see what more they can do.”

“Blest if I do, either!” said Arthue
Edward Lovell. “I suppose they're just
gassing, to make out to one another
that they're not afraid of the Head.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“They are, though!” -said Tubby
Muffin, with a chuckle. “I say, the
Head's a terrific old corker, ain’t he?”

“A bit too much of an old corker,”
growled Lovell. “I'd give him a bit of
my mind if I were in Bootles’ place!”

“Hark!”

The deep bass of Mr. Greely came
booming from the Masters' Réom. -

The juniors were not there to listen,
but they could not help hearing the .
Fifth Form master's powerful voice,

“Then I recommend placing our
resignations in Dr. Chisholm's hands,
There is no other course we can pursue
consistent with our dignity. We have
been freated, gentlemen, with disdain

and contumely!”
“Fancy that!” murmured Tubk,

“Mais, mon cher ‘Monsleur Greely
“Such is my opinion,” hoomed the
Fifth Form maate]:- “Since it pleases

the Head to the views of his
staff, gentlemen, let him manage Rook-




wood without the assistance of his

‘staff!”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Jimmy

* Silver. N

“Gentlemen!” came Mr. Bootles’

“Calmness, gentlemen! Pray

-do not, for my »”

l «It is not wholly for your sake, Mr.

 Bootles!” boomed the master of the

;Fifth, “The dignity of the whole staff

t'is at stake! 'This tyrannic action, sir,

mt.ighf;”have been directed at any one
us!

“But—but—"

“Mon Dieul” *

b “I propose, gentlemen, t the

'whole staff relinquish its dutles until

he Head is pleased to come to reason.”

i “But—but ”—this was Mr. Bull's

voice—“but that—that.is a strike, Mr.
reely!” i :

- «and why,” boomed‘Mr. Gre.ely—.l
¥ why, sir, should not we, because we

o hers in similar. circumstances? Have
we no rignts? Have we no dignity?
fAre we, sir, slaves to be trodden upon?”
come away, you chaps!”
asped Jimmy Silver. “I—I—I didn't
mean to hear what they were saying.”
. “Can’t help it when the bounders
e ‘shouting, can we?” said Morn-

gton.
;Lgt's get farther off, for goodness’
ake s

! The juniors moved off, though sorely!
Mgainst the grain; they were feverishly
anxious -to know what was being
cided at that unprecedented Masters’

ome; and they stepped out of the
ge of voices, only a distant murmur
F coming to their ears from the Masters'

Room.
¥ Tubby Muffin was the only fellow
fwho wanted to linger, and Lovell kindiy
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The door of the Masters’ Room was
suddenly thrown open. :
~ “Here they come again!” said Morn-
ington, dodging into a window recess.
“Keep out of sight; Greely looks
rabid.”

“On the giddy war-path, and no mis-
take,” chuckled Conroy. “I wonder
whether the Head will ring for the ser-
geant to chuck them out?”

There was a subdued chortle.

Matters were getting quite thrilling
now,

The door of the Masters' Room was
left open, and Jimmy Silver, after the
staff had gone, caught a glimpse of
Mr. Bootles there.

The little gentleman was walking to
and fro, in a state of great agitation.

“Come on, Jimmy!” breathed Lovell;

At a safe distance, but with keen and
eager eyes, a little army of juniors fol-
lowed on the track of the staff to the
Head'’s study.

Before Mr. Greely. & Co. reached
that apartment, however, the door

d | opened, and the Head came out.
In the

broad corridor, under the
electric lights, the Head met the
returning procession, in full career, as
it were. .

He halted.

The staff halted, too, litile Monsieur
Monceau making a hapless attempt to
screen himself behind the broad
shoulders of Mr, Bohun.

“There's the Head!” murmured Con-
roy. “Keep back, you chaps! If he
spots us therell be earthquakes!”

“Quiet!”

The staff clustered fogether in the
corridor, flustered and confused; the
Head as cold, calm, and stately as ever.

“well, ‘gentlemen,” said Dr. Chis-
holm, in & tone of icy surprise, *were
you coming to my study?™ B

“We—we .were, sirl” gasped Mr,
Greely. & .
t“No} I hope, to reopen the matter
of— :

“Yes, sir! Most decidedly, sir!”

ook him by one fat ear to persuade
£ to go with the rest.

“Then I regret that I cannot listen
to you,” said Dr. Chisholm.
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Mr. Greely drew a gasping breath.

In the Masters’ Room he had been
the boldest of all, and he had brought
his colleagues to his way of thinking.

But somehow his boldness seemed to
ooze out at his finger-tips in the pre-
sence of the Head.

But there was no retreat now, and he
took his courage in both hands, so to
speak.

“Dr, Chisholm! Ycu must listen!™

“What!”

“I repeat, sir, that you must listen
to what we have to say!” said Mr.
Greely. “In protest against the unjust
_dismissal of Mr. Bootles, sir, the whole
staff begs to place its resignation In
your hands.” L

“Mr. Greely!”

There was no doubt that the Head,
for once, was taken aback.

He set his glasses straight,
blinked at his mutinous staff.

“That is our decision, sir!” said Mr.

Greely more boldly. “An act of in-
justice to one is an act of injustice to
all. We have agreed to support Mr.
Bootles, sir, to the utmosé limit of our
power.”
“Is it possible?” The Head almost
gasped.  “Is it possible, Mr. Greely,
that the staff of Rookwood School con-
tempiates a strike, like discontented
hands in a factory?”

“Tt is not only possible, sir, but it
is the fact!” retorted Mr. Greely. “We
decline, sir—decline absolutely to carry
on our duties here until Mr. Bootles has
been reinstated.”

“I refuse to reinstate Mi. Bootles!"”

«Very well, sir, so long as that Is
your resolve, you will remain the head
of a school without masters.”

Mr, Greely turned to his colleagues.

“Come, gentlemen!”

And the staff walked away, leaving
the Head standing in the corridor,
dumbfounded.

“Yaroooh!”

Again the dignity of Mr. Greely's
departure was inpaired, this time by
ms walking into Tubby Muffin, whu
dodeed away too late.

and

MASTERS ON STRIKE!

“What—what! Boy, you—ah!—you
—you young rascal!”

Cuff, cuff, cuff!

*Yoooop!”

Tubby Muffin fled, yelling.

Mr, Greely stalked on with his col-
leagues, and they disappeared.

Dr. Chisholm glanced along the cor-
ridor, and caught-a glimpse of vanish-
ing feet.

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not want fo
interview the Head just then, and they
boltad for the Fourth Form guarters.

In the Fourth Form passage there
was an excited crowd, discussing the un-
precedented state of affairs that had
come to pass at Rookwood.

A strike of the masters!

It was unheard of!

When Bulkeley of the Sixth came to
shepherd the Classical Fourth off -to
their dormitory he found them still
breathlessly discussing the subject.

The discussion went on long after
lights out in the Fourth Form dormi-

tory.

What would happen on the morrow
in a school without masters was un-
known, almost unimaginable, and
intensely interesting. - 3

“There won't ke any lessons, you ~

fellows!” chuckled Tubby Mufin, “I
say, that's ripping, ain’t it? Can't he
any lessons, can there? I say, I'm
backing up old Greely’s gang!”
“How on earth will it end?” sald
Jimmy Silver.
ﬂ’l‘here was no answer to that ques-
on. /
The juniors could only twait for the
morrow—and for their first experiefice
of a school with the masters on strikel

CHAPTER 20.
Expectant]

breakfast next morning after a

IEMMY SILVER & CO., came in ‘§

rangle. ;

They looked round at once to sée
whil;her Mr. Bootles was in the dining-
room.

in the keen, fresh air of the quad- |

l
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¢ That day Mr. Bootles, the master of
the Fourth Form, was fo leave Rook-
wood—or was to have left Rookwcod,
r it was by po means certain now that
he would go.
. The juniors were glad to see him in

troubled and

yet, and that was satisfactory.

Mr, Bootles took his place at the head
of the Fourth Form table as usual.

It Was plain enough to the juniors
that he was in a perplexed and worried
frame of mind.

At the breakfast-table the Classical
" Fourth were very good indeed.

There was no chattering or whisper-
ing, no shying of bread bullets; they
& did not, in fact, take any advantage of
# Mr. Bootles’ preoccupation.

# They wanted the little gentleman to
understand that they were backing him

‘was a question, however; he was prob-
ﬁly not thinking about the juniors at

al

f Jimmy Silver glanced at the other
tables, noting the looks of the other

masters present.

Mr. Greely of the Fifth was looking
grim and stern.

§  That stout and important gentleman

¢ was the leader of the strike, and there

' were certainly no signs of surrender in
his severe face,

b: Mr. Wiggins and Mr, Bohun did not

look happy, and they were very quiet

deed.

. The other masters were not fo he

. seen. ;

i Breakfast passed off in an atmo-
sphere of subdued thunder.

i.  Even the juniors, though they still

- regarded the masters’ strike as a “lark,”

that it had its serious aspech.

After breakfast, when the chapel

bells began to ring, the juniors headed

for chape), with a great curiosity to see

&' the Head,

. Somewhat to their disappointment,

f° Dr. Chisholm presented his usual

i aspect.

PWhether Mr. Bootles understood it [*

OWN LIBRARY £y

Perhaps his lips were a litfle tighter
thare usual, but that was all.

Certainly he showed no sign ¢f being
in a worried frame of mind.

“The Head’s a hard case!” Arthur
Edward Lovell remarked, as they came
away from chapel. “Hard as steel. He
won't give in.”

“I don't think the maslers will,

either,” remarked Newcome.

“Goodness knows what will happen,
then.”

“It's a case of the Irresistible force
brought to bear upon the giddy immov-
able object,” remarked Jimmy Silver. “I
wonder if there’s going to be any
lessons?”

“ Are you going in to lessons, Tubby?”
chuckled Lovell.

“I—I think so,” said Tubby Muffin:

“On second thoughts, you know, I don't
think this idea of striking is much
good. Bulkeley’s such a heast, too.” '
“Ha, ha, ha!”
The hour was at‘hand for morning
classes, and fellows gathered round the
doors of the Form-rooms in a state of
subdued excitement.

The Sixth went in as. usual; those
high and mighty personages declined to
show the slightest excitement or per-
turbation,

Perhaps they felt that they were
called upon to set an example to the
rest of Rookwood.

But outside the Fifth Form-room
Hansom and Jobson and Lumsden and
some more of the Fifth stood chatting
in low voices, and wondering what they,
were to do if Mr. Greely did not come
along. Py

Adolphus Smythe of the Shell was
chatting with some more Shell fellows,
with a satisfied grin on his face.

Adolphus did not object to a day off:

He was discussing “geegees” with
Howard and Tracy, and making ar-
rangements for a “little run " that day
if there were no lessons. 5

Among the fags of the Second and
Third there was open chirruping and
chuckling. i

Algy Silver, Jimmy’s cousin In the
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‘Third, was starting a punt-about i
Third Form-room with a cushion
footer.

Evidently the seriousness of the
position was quite lost upon that lively
young gentleman.

The Fourth Form made it a point not
to be noisy like the fags; something was
due to the dashed dignity of the Form,
as Townsend put it.

They waited—some of them in the
Form-rcom, and some outside.

It was past the time for beginning,
but not a master had put in an appear-
ance so far.

The strike was taking effect.

The Second Form were playing leap-
frog along the passage now.

It was & symptom of what was to
come.

Peele of the Fourth came in from the
quad, grinning,

He looked as if he had news.

" “Anythin’ goin’ on?” asked Morning-
on.

“Yes—the Head!” grinned Peele.

“What about the Head?” asked
Silver.

“I've Just® seen him through his
window. Marchin’ up an’ down his
stady like a giddy Grenadier on sentry-
g0,” chuckled Peele. “He doesn’t know
what to do. of course. I saw Knowles
come into his study an’ go out. The
Head knows what's goin' on, and he
doesn't know what to do! Ha, ha!”

“Poor old Head!” grinned Conroy.

Jimmy Silver wrinkled his brows.

“It’s a rotten state of affairs, and no
good for Rookwood,” he said. “The
Head ought to let up on poor old
Bont.les, and make an end of it.”

“He can't give in!” said Moming—
ton, with a shake of the head.

“Well, I don’t see how he can." ad-
mitted Jimmy. “He oughtn't fo have
let i} go as far as this. It's got to end

- somehow."”

“There goes Bootles,”
Lovell.

Mr. Bootles was observed, with a
troubled brow, heading for the corridor
that led to Dr. Chisholm's study.

the

murmured

a | cautiously after him,
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Two or three of the juniors scouted
and they came
back with the information that he had
gone into the lion’s den—in other
words, the Head's study.

The juniors continued to wait.

Adolphus Smythe had coolly put a
cigarette between his lips.

He did not yet venture to light. it.
Doubtless that would come later.

From the Third Form-room came a
continuous uproar.

And the Second Form fags were grow-
ing more and more lively with their
leap-frog.

CHAPTER 21.
The Substitutes!
R. CHISHOLM turned a glance
D like steel upon Mr. Bootles as
that nervous lltt]e gentleman en-
tered his study.

Calm as he was, it was only boo clear
that the Head of Rookwood was deeply
and bitterly incensed.

A strike of the school staff’ was
utterly unprecedented; it was a thing
incredible, aimost unimaginable,

And it had happened!

It was no wonder that the Head was
at a loss, and that his feelings were
very bitter indeed.

He was far from laying the blame at
his own door.

He was conscious of good intentions
and a strict sense of duty, and he did
not realise that he had carried authori-
tative severity a little too far.

“Pray excuse this intrusion, sir!”
sald Mr. Bootles mildly. “I have comeé
here to—to—to ascertain whether—
whether anything cannot be done at
the last moment—"

“I have no deslre to diseues the
matter, Mr., Bootles.

-“It is past time for classes, sir, and
there are no masters to—" :

';:,?m aware of it, and of whose fault

1t
Mr. Bootles flushed.
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Lovell writhed and struggled in vain as the new master of !Ile Fourth lashed him

‘savagely across the shoulders. A Latin dlcl. nary struck Stange full on the
ribs; an nkpoﬁ 'ﬂllow-d Just missing. * Gome on 7 huutad immy Silver,
rushing ou cua 1" At that moment the door of the Form-room was flung

upan and the Head of Rookwood stepped in.

L]
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“It Is not my fault, sir My col-
leagues refused to allow me to be vic-
timised, for that is what it amounted
to. You yourself have said that it was
fortunate that Silver of my Form was
not flogged for a fault he had not com-
mitted. Under such circumstances,
_eould you not have overlooked a tem-
porary oppesition to your authority,

which had such happy results.”

“1 am Head of Rookwood, Mr.
Bootles.'

“The staff, sir, are not pleased at
this state of aﬁa.l:'s, they are dismayed,
disconcerted,” said Mr. Bootles p&cl-
ently. “'mey would be only too happy
to resume their duties.”

“I am prepared fo receive thelr
apologies, and allow them to resume
their duties.”

Mr. Bootles sighed.

‘There was assuredly no hope of com-
promise while the Head was in this
m

00d.

“In short, Dr, Chisholm, I am ready
to express my sincere regret that there
was ever any difference of opinion be-
tween us,” he said. “I am prepared to
do my duty here if you will reconsider

Dr. Chisholm raised his hand.

“I reconsider nothing, Mr. Bootles.
You are dismissed from your post, and
I expect you to leave the school with
convenient despatch.”

“In that case, the present state of
affairs remains unaltered, sir—my col-
leagues are resolved to continue to
support me.”

“If they do not resume their dutles
to-day, ‘Mr. Bootles, they will also be
d.isxpi.ssed You may tell them so, from
me.”

“And the school, sir—"

“The school, sir, is under my direc-
tion,” said the Head calmly. “Deserted
by my staff, I shall carry on with the
aid of the prefects until a new staff has
been appointed.”

“That will certainly take some time

“Danbtless”
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* And meanwhile—""

“Meanwhile, sir, the matter is under
my direction, and I am not In need of
counsel.”

Mr. Bootles bit his lip.

“It is probable that the governors
will have something to say when the
news of this untoward state of affairs
reaches their ears,” he said tartly.

“I am responsible to the governing
body, Mr. Bootles, but not to you. ~As
I am expecting the prefects, whom I
have sent for, I shall be obliged if you
will close this unprofitable interview.”

“Very well, sir!” said Mr. Bootles,
with dignity.

He left the study, shutting the door
very sharply. i
He made his way to th Fbrm-mbm
where a hush fell on the junm as he

came up.

“We're ready for lessons, sir,” said
Jimmy Silver respectfully. "Shall we
go into the Form-room?”

Mr. Bootles coughed. _

“I have not come to take the Form,
Silver, I am sorry to say. Iam lenv.lng
Rookwood to-day—"

“Qh, sirl”
1 should like, however, to make an
ap] to you,” sald the Form-master.
“You are no longer my pupils, and I
have no right to give orders to you, but
I am sure you will regard my wishes

"Oh. yes, sir!” said a dozen voices.

appeal to you, then, to keep
order" sald Mr, Bootles. “The present
state of affairs is unfortunate—very un-
fortunate Indeed. It must not be
allowed to degenerate Into disorder,
You will remember the good name of
tne school, and you will be careful nod
to be led into disorder or anyt.!ung un-
seemly I hope and trust so.”

“Certainly, sir!”

“That Is all, my boys.”
Mr.. Bootles walked away, leaving a
buzz of discussion behind him.
A little Jater Tubby Muffin, who had
scoutlng, brought the news that
the prefects had left the Sixth Form-
room, and gone to the Head's study.




I “Prefects!” said Lovell, with a grin.
FDo they think they can run Rook-
vood with prefects? My word!”
‘There was another long wait.

. Then there was a hush, as Bulkeley
t the Sixth came along, with Neville
ind Carthew and Lonsdale, all Sixth
Form prefects.

E Bulkeley, with a grave face, addressed
e Fifth-Formers, who were lounging
bout at ease.

“The Fifth are to go In with the
Bixth to-day,” he said.

- “Who says so?” asked Hansom of
he Fifth.

- “Head's orders!”

i “On, all right!”

"V‘izhat about little us?” murmured
ove

' It was clear now that an attempt
as to be made to “carry on” with the
prefects, as masters were not available.
- Lonsdale went into the Second Form-
foom, and with a considerable amount
f cuffing the fags of that Form werc
educed to order.

 Bulkeley took charge of the Third,
bab]y the most unruly of all the
Forms; and even the great Bulkeley
gid not find it very easy to get the
ird Form into an orderly state.

« Neville locked after the Shell.

| Adolphus Smythe’s cigarette disap-
peared as if by magic, still unlighted,
ft the sight of the prefects.

i The Shell went in quite meekly with
Neville.

| It was Mark Ga.rthew the bully of
e Sixth, and the most unpopular pre-
of Rookwood, who was assigned to
phe Fourth.

ace as he came up to the group out-
de the door of the Fourth Form-

2 The juniors eyed him rather grimly.
. The Fistical Four, especially, had
d their rubs with Mark Carthew,
and it was nos with pleasant feelings
Pthat they discovered that the Sixth
rm bully was to take their Form-
master's place
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“Now, then!” rapped out Carthew.
“Get in! You've wasted enough time,
you idle young rascals!”

“What are we to get in for, if there's
nothing doing?” asked Lovell.

“Don't answer me, Lovelll I'm
taking you to-day, #and if there's any
rot in this Form I'm sorry for you.
that’s all.”

And Carthew made a significant
movement with his ashplant.

“So you're going to give us lessons?”
asked Jimmy Silver.

“That's it.”

“We shall go ahead like steam, and
no mistake,” said Jimmy sarcastically.

“No cheek, Silver, I warn you! Go
to your places!”
The  Fourth-Formers exchanged

looks, and in silence they went into
the Form-rooms and sat down at their

desks.
?arthew followed them in with a

grin

The bully of the Sixth was plainly
pleased with his new authority, and it
was pretty clear that he was going to
exercise it to the utmost limif.

From the.looks of the Fourth it was
pretty clear, too, that if Carthew car-
ried his aut‘rmnbsr too Iar there would
be trouble.

But the juniors were nob unmindful
of Mr, Bootles' appeal, and lessons in
the Fourth Form-room began quietly,
though with a subdued atmosphere of
thunder.

CHAPTER 22,
* A Jittle brief authority ™ and the Result!
RMA virumque cano—"
A “Construe!”
“The Army, the man, and
the dog—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tubby Muffin was not reflecting
credit upon the instruction he had re-
ceived from his Form-master.

A howl of irrepressible laughter
from the Classical Fourth greeted his
unigue rendering of P. Vergilius Maro.
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Pr?or Tubby was not really at his
bas!

He could have done better than that
but for Mark Carthew’s bullying

MASTERS ON STRIKE!

Carthew was a prefect of the Sixth,
and was supposed to know Virgil in-
side out, so to speak; but there was
more supposition than reality about

manner, which made him so nervous{ that.

that he hardly knew what he was
saying.

"S\le‘)"e'" thundered Carthew.

The laughter died away,
juniors were still g.

“Muffin!”

“Ye-es, Carthew.”

“Is that how you construe in this
Form?”

‘“Ye-es, please.”

“I'm not surprised at it,” said the
prefect sarcastically.

“This—this isn’t where we left off
with Mr. Bootles, you know, Carthew,”
ventured Tubby Muffin,

“So you forget all that’s gone hefore
every time you make a step forward—
is that it?”

“Exactly!” gasped Tubby.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence Muffin, come out here.”

“I—1I say, Carthew, what for?” stam-
mered Tubby Muffin

The question was quite unnecessary,
for Carthew of the Sixth was taking
Mr, Bootles’ cane from the desk.

It was abundantly clear what the un-
fortunate Tubby was to come out. for.

“Do you hear me, Mufin?’

“Ye-e-es.”

“Do you want me to fefch you?” de-
manded Carthew.

“Nunno!"” gasped Tubby.

The fat Classical came out very re-
luctantly before the Form.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked on grimly.

Jimmy had been the first to construe,
and he knew that Carthew had tried
to catch him, but Jimmy was well up
in the Form work, and was not to be
caught.

The Classical Fourth were well on
in the “Aeneid,” and Jimmy had gone
on in the right place; but Carthew, on
his own account, had turned back to
the beginning.

More than one fellow In the Fourth
had a suspicion of his reason

but the]

He found it easier to deal with the
beginning of the “Aeneid,” which, of
course, everybcdy knew mere or less
by heart.

It was quite possible that some keen
scholar like Erroll or Rawson would
have caught Carthew himself “out” if
the prefect had not taken that pre-
caution. i

Naturally, that suspicion did not In-
crease the respect of the juniors for
the fellow who was placed over them
instead of Mr. Bootles,

In the First Book the dunce of the
Sixth was sure of his ground—but so
were most of the Fourth, and he had
little chance of coming down on fellows
like Jimmy Silver, or Mornington, or
Lovell.

Hence, as Jimmy felt sure, he had
picked on Tubby Muffin; and_éven
Tubby would have construed “Arms
and the man I sing” if the bully of the
Sixth had not made him nervous and
confused. )

Mark Carthew's object, In fact, was
not so much to impart instruction to
the Classical Fourth as to find some
opening for exercising his new
authority. ;

He “fancied ” himself in a Fo
master's place, and he meant to let
Fourth understand = that he was
monarch of all he surveyed in the
Form-room. :

But Carthew of the Sixth, in the
character of amateur Tsar, was likely
to find trouble hefore long.

He swished the Form-master’s cane
in the air, with an evident satisfaction
mTlﬁeanng ghe .*swlsl:xt of it. . to.

e sound was not so gra! ng
Tubby Muffin.

That plump youth eyed Carthew very
uneasily, and looked inclined to bolt
back to his place. 4

“Hold out your hand, Muffinl”

"y
4

—I say, Carthew——"



£ “Hold out your harnd!" thundered
{Carthew, in his most bullying manner.
Having found a vietim and an excuse,
“the bully of fhe Sixth was not to be
denied. .

Jimmy Silver, with knitted brows,
started up in his place.

He was head of the Form, and he
felt called upon to speak up for the
*unlucky Muffin,

. “Carthew!” he called out.

~ The prefect spun round.

© “Silence, Silver!”

“I was going to say—"

““Hold your tongue!”

[ “I'm bound to speak” answered
rJimmy steadily. “Mr. Bootles never
ed a chap for a mistake in his con-
strue.

“Perhaps that’s the reason why you
em such a lot of dunces,” said Car-
w, with a sneer. “My methods are
flerent, as you will see.”

Carthew spoke of his “methods” as
B8f he had been a Form-master for a
pouple of years at least.

He was, in fact, swelling with im-
portance, and was not in a humour to
brook the slightest contradiction.
“But—" began Jimmy again deter-

fminedly. o

"« Another word, Silver, and I will
bcane you as well as Muffin!”
“¥ou have no right to cane Muffin,”
bsald Jimmy Silver. “He wouldn’t have
1under§§1m as he did if you hadn't

ared 5
“Hear, hear!” murmured Lovell
Carthew fixed his eyes -on Jimmy
Silver. -
. He had been unabie to catch the cap-
‘tain of the Fourth in his construe; but
immy had placed himself in his hands
‘now. He had the excuse he wanted.
“gtand out here, Silver!” he said.
-Jimmy hesitated a moment.’
- He was strongly inclined to refuse;
put he remembered Mr. Bootles' appeal,
. and the fact that the bully was, after
all, placed there in authority by the

Head.
His hesitation was only momentary.
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“Wait your turn!” said Carthew
grimly. *“Hold out your hand, Muffin!
If I have to tell you again, it will be
the worse for you!”

Tubby Muffin’s fat hand come out in .
a very gingerly manner.

Swish!

“Yaroooh!”

“gilence! Go back to your place!”

Tubby Muffin, with an expression of
deep anguish, squeszed his hand under
his fat arm, and limped back to the
form.

He had, however, escaped more
cheaply than Carthew had intended,
for, had not a second victim offered,
the bully of the Sixth would certainly
not have let Tubby off with one cut.

Carthew turned to Jimmy Silver with
a glitter in his eyes.

“You have interfered and disobeyed
orders, Silveri” he said. “Mr. Bootles
may have allowed that sort of thing,
put I don't! Hold out your hand!”

Again Jimmy hesitated.

“Do you hear me?” rapped out Car-
thew.

Again Jimmy was on the point of re-

sistance, and again he restrained
himself. " .

He held out his hand.

Swish! .

It was a cruel cut, and it made Jimmy
catch his breath. | 5

Lovell's eyes glittered, and he half
rose. But he sat.down again.

There was a murmur in the Fourth.

Jimmy had set his teeth to keep back
a cry of pain.

“Now the other hand!” said Carthew
grimly.

Jimmy looked him steadily in the
face, and did not move.

He had had enough, and he did not
intend to have any more—from Mark
Carthew, at least.

“You hear me,

“I hear you.”

«Will you hold out your hand?”

“ Nt

“Wha-at?”

Silver?”

He rose, and came out before the class.

“That's enough!” said Jimmy Silver
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quietly.
Carthew!”

A loud murmur came from the
Fourth,

It was clear enough that the Classical
Juniors were in sympathy with the cap-
tain of the Form, and ready to back
him up.

Garthew stared blankly at Jimmy
Silver.

Like most bullles, he did not know
where to stop, and, having provoked re-
sistance, he did not quite know how to
deal with it.

“Will you hold out your other
hand?” he repeated.

“No, I won't!”

“Do you want me to lay the cane
ahout you?”

“I shall kick your shins if you do!"

“Bravo!” chirruped Lovell.

“I'm not taking any more,

Carthew panted.
“silver! You—you— Go to the
Head at once! I will write you a note

to take to Dr. Chisholm, and he will
deal with you!”

Jimmy Silver turned on his heel and
walked back to his place.

There he sat down.

“Silver! ‘¥ou are to go to the Head!”
shouted Carthew,

Jimmy Silver did not move.

P

CHAPTER 23,
The Fourth Breaks Qut!
HERE was a breathless pause in
T the Form-room.
Jimmy Silver sat tight, with
his steady eyes fixed upon the prefect.

The juniors reund him were quiver-
ing with excitement.

Trouble had threatened from the
moment Mark COarthew had taken
charge of the Fourth, and now it had
broken out.

oul
Carthew stood with the cane gripped
in his hand, his eyes blazing at the cap-
tain of the Fourth.
“gilver,” he panted at last, “this
means a flogging for you! I order you
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to take a note to the Head in the Sixth
Form-room!"”

Jimmy did not answer.

“wWill you go?”

“No!”

“Don’t go, Jimmy! " called out several

voices.
“I don't mean to!” said Jimmy
Silver.

# Silence!” thundered Carthew.

“Rats!’

“Wha-a-at?"”

“Rats to you, old sport!” said Morn-
ington coolly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Carthew's face was crimson with

rage,

He had made a mess of his Form-
mastership already, and he had no idea .
at all how to deal with the situation he
had created.

He decided on drastic measures, and
strode towards the Form,

Tubby Muffin was chuckling, a fat
chuckle, greatly delighted to see Car+
thew taken down; but he ceased all’
1015 a sudden as the prefect turned -on -

m. ;

Probably Carthew was selecting himh
as the easlest victim, in the hope of
Flking terror to the Fourth by the

ght of condign punishment.

“What are you laughing at, M.umn?"
he asked in a grinding volce.

“I~I—I wasn't laughing, Carthew!”
gasped Tubby in dismay. “Not & bit!
I—I was—was crying—— Yaroooh!”

The cane sang on Tubbys fat
shoulders.

He uttered a yell that rang through
the Form-room.

Carthew gripped the fat Classical by
ghgkcollar and swung him out from his

e

Then he laid on the cane.

‘Tubby Muffin struggled and howled
wildly.

But Carthew had miscalculated, if he
had supposed that the sight of that
thrashing would reduce the juniors to
obedience.

It had the reverse effect.

The cane had fallen thrice on the




howling Tubby, when Jimmy Silver

Sumped up and ran out of his place.

' He grasped. the prefect’s arm and

firagged it back. :

“Stop that, you bully!” he said be-

een his teeth.

“Let go my arm!” shrieked Carthew.

‘#Let Muffin alone, then!”

: ‘Carthew released Tubby Muffin and

rned furiously on Jimmy. The cane

shed out with savage force.

L There was a rush of Lovell, Raby, and
ewcome to the aid of their leader.

. They charged into Carthew, and sent

n spinning.
b Erroll and Mornington, Conroy and
van Ryn and Pons were only a moment
pehind them.
| Carthew sprawled on the floor of the
-room, with the excited juniors

young  rotters!” yelled
ew, a3 the juniors seized him on

“11 smash you! Il call in
ad! Ill—I1i—  Yarooh!

usement that was not, under ordin-
cireumstances, indulged in at Rook-

00d.

Perhaps for thabt reason, among
others, the Classical Fourth were not
inclined to let the present opportunity

Seven or eight pairs of hands were
Cion. the infuriated prefect, and
‘struggles were quite unavailing.
) He was swept off the floor, yelling,
¥ and he came down again with a smite
" that made him yell still louder.
#Glve him another!”™
“Ha, ha! Bump him!*
w@Give him jip!” howled Tubby
Mufin. “Lemme gerrat him! IT jump
Let me jump on the beast!”
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“ohl Ah! Ow! Help!”

The door opened.

Mr. Bootles, in his overcoat, with his
umbrella, on his arm, looked into the
Form room, with distended eyes behind
his glasses. .

The “sacked” master had been about
to leave when the uproar from the
Fourth Form-room reached his ears.

It had drawn Mr. Bootles to the spot.
“Boys!” stuttered the litile gentle-
man in horror. * Silver—Erroll—Con-
roy! My dear boys—" .
“Oh, my hat! Bootles!”

Jimmy Silver & Co, released Carthew
suddenly.

The prefect lay on his back on the’
fioor and roared.

The juniors turned crimson faces to-
wards their horrified Form-master,
True, Mr. Bootles was no longer their
master, and he had no authority there,
but old habits were strong.

“Sorry, sir!” gasped Jimmy.

«What does this riot mean?” ex-
claimed Mr. Bootles.

«“We can’t stand that rotten bully,
sir,” sald Mornington coolly.

+ “Mornington "y

“yow-ow-ow!” came.from Carthew.
“11 go to the Head! Yow-ow-ow!
You young demons, just you wait a
minute or two!” p

The breathless and dishevelled pre-
fect staggered out of the Form-room.

“Carthew!” exclaimed Mr. Bootles.
“«One moment, Carthew—"

«pon't spesk to me!” panted
Carthew, “You are not a master here
now, Mr, Bootles, and you needn’t in-
terfere.”

“What! Carthew, this impertinence

»

is—-'
«Oh, rot!” snapped Carthew rudely.
Mr. Bootles stood quite dazed by that

reply.

But from somewhere in the Fourth a
Latin dictionary whizzed through the
air, and it landed on the side of
Carthew’s head in the doorway.

The juniors were not disposed to see

“Ha, ha, ha!”

their Form-master insulted, whether he
was sacked or not. .
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Carthew uttered a fiendish yell and
went staggering into the passage.

“yWeil hit!” yelled Lovell. “Right on
the wicket!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Carthew spun back in the doorway
with a face like a demon, &s if about
to rush at the juniors.

A regular fusillade nzet him.

Books and inkpets whizzed through
the air, and under the volley Carthew
fairly turned tail and bolted, streaked
with ink.

A roar of laughter followed him.

“Boys!” exclaimed Mr. Bootles, al-
most wringding his hands in dismay at
such 2 scene in the Formn-room. My
dear boys, do not—"

“Order!” called out Jimmy Silver.
“Remember® Mr. Bootles is here, you
fellows!  Order!”

“Right you are!” said Conroy. “Sit
down, you chaps. Shall—shall we go
on with Virgil, sir?”

“Yes, yes!
Mr. Bootles.

He picked up the book Carthew had
laid on the desk, and the Classical
Fourth sat down in a very quiet and
orderly way. ’

It scemed to Mr. Bootles the best
method of quietening the tumult,

In a very few minutes the Form-room
presented its old aspect, with the ex-
ception that the Form-master was in
his overcoat, and had an umbrella
hanging on his arm.

Bub within five minutes the door was
flung open, and the Head of Rookwood
strode in, with rustling gown, with the
ink-splashed face of Mark Carthew
scowling behind him.

—

CHAPTER 24.
Trouble with the Third!

R, CHISHOLM'S face was pale
with anger,

A hush fell on the juniors as
the Head's angry glance swept over

e,
The next moment, however, the Head

Certainly!” stammered | g
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obgerved Mr, Bootles, end he trans.
ferred his atfention to the Form-
master. .

Mr. Bootles coloured under his grim

gaze.

“You here, Mr, Bootles!” cxclaimed
the Head angrily.

“Really, sir—"

“¥You have no right in the Form-
room! Have I not spoken plainly
enough, Mr. Bootles, in iniorming you
that your services are no longer re-
quired in this school?” rapped out the

Head.

Mr, Bootles crimsoned.

“I came here because the Form-
room was in an uproar,” he exclaimed.
“I have interfered to restore order,
Dr. Chisholm, and I have done s0. Now
glatnt have done it I am ready to re-

re.

And Mr. Bootles, trembling with
wrath and indignation, laid down his
book and whisked to the door. i
“Good-bye, sir!” called out Jimmy

ilver,
“Silence, Silver!” thundered the
Head. i g B

Jimmy bit his lip.

Like most of the Rookwooders, he:
had a great respect for the Head, but
the stern old gentleman was running
the risk of losing it now.

“ And now,” resumed the Head, when
Mr. Bootles was gone, “what does this
riot mean? I placed Carthew, of the
Sixth Form, in charge of this class. In
dlst:l,neylng him you have disobeyed
me!” .

“He's a rolten bully, sir!” said Morn-
ington.

. “How dare you use such expl
to me, Mornington!”

“It's the truth, sir!” .

“you have taken advantage of the
present unusual state of affairs to
break out in riot!"” exclaimed the Head,

«Tt's not like that, sir,” sald Jimmy
Silver. “We—"

“Don’t contradict me, Silver!”™

“But, sir—"

“silence! I shall punish every boy
here!” said the Head. “Give me a
cane, Carthew.”

ns
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'of this Form,” he said.
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Carthew, with a glitter in his eyes,
handed Mr. Bootles' cane to the Head.
“You may go to the Sixth Form-

' room, Carthew,” added the Head. . “I
. will place another prefect In charge of
. the Fourth Form.”

“Qh, sir!” exclaimed Carthew.
‘The Head made a gesture of dis-

. wmissal, and Carthew left the Form-
~ room

. He was “sacked” from his new posi-
tion already.

The Head intended to punish the
juniors for their outbreak, but he had
tact enough to send away the prefect
who had been unable to keep order in
the Form,

The next ten minutes were not enjoy-
able to the Fourth.

They had to file before the Head and
take a cut each, and Dr. Chisholm did
not lay the cane on lightly.

The juniors were looking grim, some
of them sullen, when they went back
to their places:

Dr. Chisholm laid down the cane.

“1 shall send Bulkeley to take charge
“If there is
any further trouble, very severe
measures will be taken.” .

“There won’t be any trouble with
Bulkeley, sir; he’s not a rotten bully,”
said Mornington.

The Head did not appear to hear
that remark,

He left the Form-room, and in a few
minutes Bulkeley of the Sixth came in.

Another prefect had been placed in
charge of the Third, leaving the cap-
tain of Rookwood free to deal with the
Classical Fourth.

Bulkeley's methods were very differ-
ent from Carthew'’s, and the remainder
of the morning passed off quietly
enough.

Bulkeley was too popular for the
juniors to wish to give him any trouble,
though they were in a restive mood.

Some of them were rubbing their
hands as they came out of the Form-
room at twelve o'clock.

*What a merry mornin’!” remarked
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Valentine Mornington, with a laugh.
“The Head was in a rare wax.”

Lovell gave a snort.

“They can’t run a schecol on pre-
fects!” he said. “Ib's all rot. Bulkeley
can handle the Fourth, simply hecause
we like the old chap, and don't want
to worry him. I'll bet you there’s been
trouble in the Third.” d

Jimmy Silver was of the same
opinion, and he looked for his cousin,
Algy of the Third, to learn how matters
had gone on that morning.

He found the usually cheery Algy
scowling in the corridor, and squeezing
his hands—an occupation that was also
Grant's and Wegg's.

“Trouble?” asked Jimmy.

Algy Silver grunted,

“Of course! What did you expect?
Did you think the Third Form could be
run by o blessed prefect?” he inquired.

“But old Bulkeley—"

“We were willing to go easy with old
Bulkeley, so long as he didn’t want to
make us work,” said Algy, in an in-
jured tone, *Of course, we weren't go-
ing to work without a Form-master. He
cut up rusty. And in the middle of
the Rlorning Bulkeley was called away

“He came to take us!”
Raby. .

«And they sent in Knowles instead,”
said Algy resentfully. “Knowles—a
Modern prefect—a worm of a Modern,
you know. They actually thought that
Classicals were goin’ to be run by a
Modern! I don’t know why they made
old Chisholm Head of Rookwood. It
wasn't for his brains.”

“Qw-ow!"” remarked Grant.

grinned

“Woooop!” murmured Wegg, rub-
bing his grubby hands.

“You've been ragging?” asked
Jimmy.

“What do you think?” answered his
cousin, with a grunt. “We weren't go-
in’ to stand Knowles, He’s a_bully—
nearly 55 bad as Carthew—and he's o
Mud,e‘:m. I shied an ink-bgll at him
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“Oh, my hat!”

“Of course, he laid into me with the
pointer,” groaned Algy. “He's been
givin' us the pointer most of the
mornin’, I don't know whether that's

what the Head thinke we're sent to|f

Rookwood for. I thought we'd come
here to learn things.”

“Well, Knowles could teach you the
rot you learn in the Third, if you'd let
him,"” remarked Newcome.

“Catch us lefting Knowles teach us
anything!” .

“It’'s all rot,” said Wegg, in a very
Injured tone. “There ain't any masters
and there oughtn’t to be any lessons.
I don't call it fair play.”

“Why should we pull with Knowles,
when the Head himself can't pull with
his giddy staff?” said Grant.

“That’s what I say,” agreed Algy
Silver, “I know jolly well I'm goin’
to make Knowles’ life a burden, so long
as he's lookin' after the Third. Ow!
My hands!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. walked away in
a thoughtful mood.

There was no doubt that discipline
was already considerably relaxed, and
that the school without masters would
be the scene of strange happenings if
something was not done soon.

“Hallo, there go Bootles’ goods and
chattels,” remarked Arthur Edward
Lovell, with a nod towards the gates,

0Old Mack, the porter, was taking out
the trap, with several trunks and boxes
stacked in it,

Mr. Booiles, in hat and coat, was to
be seen in the old stone gateway, in
company with Mr. Greely of the Fifth.

The Fourth Form-master had not
gone yet, but he was evidently going
at last.

“Let’s go and say good-bye to him,”
said Lovell,

*Yes, rather!”

The Fistical Four walked quickly
down fto the gates, glad of the chance
of saying good-bye to their Form-
master before he went.

Mr. Greely was speaking as they
came up. and they could not help hear-
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ing the words of the Fifth Form-
master,

“The Coombe Arms, then,” said Mr.
Greely, “Well—very well! You will
engage a sufficiency of accommodation
Or——

“Yes, certainly. But—"

“If matters remain as they are, the
‘whole staff will be leaving Rookwood,”
said Mr, Greely. “We do not intend,
however, to disperse—not yet, at all
events, My idea is to wait at hand &
return to common-sense on the part of
Dr. Chisholm, or the intervention of
the governing body.”

“Quite so; but—"

“At the Coombe Arms we can re-
main till matters are clearer,” said Mr.
Greely. "“The Head, I believe, has been
telephoning and telegraphing to various
agencies all day, with the view of en-
gagigg a new staff without delay, but

The Fistical Four walked away, and
Mr. Greely's voice was no longer heard.
Neither of the masters had observed
them, and they gave up their intention
gli saying good-bye to Mr. Bootles just
e,

“A new staff!” murmured Lovell,
“Fancy a new set of masters at Rook-
wood, with the-old set putting up at
the inn in the village, looking on! Can
the Head get a new lot in so quick as
all that? And isn’t that what's called
blacklegging?"”

Jimmy Silver wrinkled his brows
thoughtfully.

The masters’ strike at Rookwood
might be a tremendous lark, in some
of its aspects, but Jimmy realised that
it was not for the good of the ol
school, and he would have been very
glad to see it at an amicable end.

Bt

CHAPTER 25.
Misohiat Brewing!

HERE was an interview that even-
ing between Mr. Greely and the
Head,

Probably the Fifth Form-master was



imaking a last attempt to reach some
gettlement.

" If so, the attempt was a failure, for
Huring the evening there was a general
oxodus of the staif from the school.

§ On the Modern side Mr. Manders
and another master remained, but on
the Classical side there was not one.

*  Even the French master had thrown
fin his lot with his English conireres.
Some of the Rookwooders watched
E them as they left,

 The staff had very serious and grave
faces, and Mr, Greely a decidedly irri-
itated expression,

The gates of Rookwood closed behind

them.

& Most of the school knew that the
departed masters had taken up their

| quarters at the village inn, which

F- Yooked as if they did not believe that

t.he:v;1 had looked their last on Rook-

t  wood.

. There, apparently, they were to wait
i 411 the strike had its effect, and the

i headmaster came to reason.

But there was no sign about Dr.

. Chisholm of any intention of coming

f'to_reason.

§  In public his face was as calim, severe,

F. and unemotional as usual,

‘ In private, probably, he felt the
trouble that had fallen upon him and

the school; in public he betrayed

nothing of what he thought or felt.

The school was without masters
pending the arrival of a new staff, and
8 new staff for such a school as Rook-
wood was not to be gathered at a
moment's notice.

Meanwhile, it was necessary fo
“earry on” by the ald of the Sixth
Form prefects, who did their best in
the unprecedented emergency.

But that evening there were growing
signs that the rule of the prefects
would not long remain undisputed.

Some of the fellows alluded to them
openly as “blacklegs.”

That, when it came to the ears of
the prefects, naturally caused grea
wrath, and the liberal use of the official
ashplant, which, in turn, excited indig-
nation and restiveness.

-
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The next day the Forms went into
class as usual, with the prefects in
charge.

In the Classical Fourth all was quiet.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were attached to
wold Bulkeley,” and did not want to
worry him.

Bulkeley's perscnal popularity carried
him through.

But it was different with the other
Forms.

Knowles of the Modern Sixth was in
charge of the ird, and there was
trouble with that lively Form.

During the morning, the Fourth
heard an uproar proceeding from the
quarters of the Third, and grinned at
one another.

They guessed that Cecil Knowles was
having a lively time.

When the juniors were dismissed,
Jimmy Silver & Co. went along to the
Third Form-room, and, to their sur-
prise, found the door locked—a crowd
of fags roaring with laughter outside,

and  someone inside hammering
furiously on the door. .
“What's the row?’ asked Jimmy

Silver.
Thump, thump, thump! came from -
within the Form-room.

«Only Knowles!” grinned  Algy
silver. “We've locked him inl!”

“My only hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

bit too fresh,” ex-
“We're

“Knowles was a
plained Grant of the Third,
going to leave him there.”

Thump, thump!

“ogve! Here comes the Head!”
called out Oswald of the Fourth.,

There was a sudden scudding off of
the fags.

The Fourth-Formers vanished also,
leaving a clear field for the Head. -

Dr. Chisholm’s brow was like thunder
as he came up to the door.

Thump, thump!

“ILet me out, you young scoundrels!™
roared the Modern prefect within.

“Knowles!”
“Qh, it is you, sir! T've been locked

in, sir. Those fags—"
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«JT will see that you are released,

Knowles.”

It was some time before the key was
found and the prefect released.

Shortly afterwards there was a pain-
ful scene in the Third Form- , with
fags holding out reluctant hands, and
the Head wielding the cane.

In the afternoon Bulkeley returned
to the Third; it was pretty clear that
Knowles could not handle them.

Knowles was bestowed upon the
Classical Fourth,

And the moment Knowles stepped In-
to the Fourth Form-room the juniors
exchanged glances that told that their
thoughts were of war.

Knowles was unusually good-
tempered that afternoon; perhaps he
had had enough trouble, and did not
want any more.

But an angelic temper would not
have saved him from trouble.

The. Classicals were *“up against” a
Modern, anyway--and Knowles had not
Bu!kelgy‘s popularity to see him

through.

And the feeling was growing in the
Form that the prefect was acting the
part of a “blackleg.”

Knowles was systematically worried
by his hopeful pupils, till at last his
temper failed him. ’

Then he brought the cane into play.

And then there was a volley of gram-
mars, dictionaries, and exercise books
from the Fourth, smiting Knowles right
and left and covering the floor of the
Form-room like & snowstorm.

“You young rotters!” howled
Knowles, “You—you disorderly little
beasts, you—you—you—-""

“Clear off!” called out Mornington.
“You've no business here! We want
Bootles!"”

“Silence! Order!™

“We want Bootles!" roared the
Fourth.

And that cry was taken up as a
slogan, and chanted at Knowles, and
his voice was drowned in the roar,

“We want Bootlesl We want
Dcotles!”
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Knowles stood panting for breath,
and quite at a loss. He beat a retreat
from the Form-room at last.

“He's gone for the Head!” mur-
mured Lovell.

grinned

“Look out
Mornington.

In a few minutes Dr. Chisholm
entered the Form-room, with a brow
like thunder.

“Silence!” he exclaimed, as the buzz
of voices did not cease at his entrance.

::We want Bootles!”

for squalls!™

“We want Bootles!” came in a shout.

The Head stood transfixed for a
moment,

It was the first expression of ¢pinion
from the Fourth that had reached his
ears, and it probably came as a sur
prise to g

“How dare you!” he panted at last.
«Silence! Silence! The next boy whe
speaks will be flogged.”

There was silence then,

The Head’s glance swept over his
class, flashing; but it did not find ghere
the usual awed submissiveness. £

“7 shall take this class for the re.
mainder of the day!” said Dr. Chis.
holm in a grinding voice. “I warn you
to let me hear no more insolence.™ -

How the Fifth and the Sixth got on
on their “lonesome” the juniors did
not know; probably they spent the
afternoon chatting.

The Head was tied to the Fourth.

And there certainly was exemplary
order in that Form—while the Head
was there. i LE

The Head was probably as glad as
the juniors when the time came to dis-
miss the Form. fes

He had a harassed look as he rustled

away. ;
With all his grim determination of
character, he was not finding it an easy
task to run Rookwood “on his own.™
Jimmy Silver & Co. were smiling as
they strolled Into a dusky quadrangle.
“1t can’t last!” sald Lovell saplently.
I don’t say I wholly approve of
masters going on strike! It's setting a



Head's too stiff by
| Bootles.”

fhe stood up for liftle me!
fus to stand up for him!”
“Hear, hear!™

Bootles home—what?”
And the chortle that fo

ted that Jimmy Silv

ought it very prokable.

—

CHAPTER 26.
Picket Dutyl

i« o~ REELY, by Jove!”
3 Silver.

e platform at Coombe

f Mr. Greely.

i toned frock-coat, his silk
a little back from his bal

" was almost Napoleonil

them.
juniors of the Fourth
—stern  busin

murmured Lovell, “I say,

f: the line, where the train from La
Junction was almost due to arrive.

His arms were folded upon his but-|ab the station! .
hat pushed idently

Mr. Greely had no eyes

We wanl

“We do—we does!” .said Jimmy.
uBootles has got pushed out because

It's up to

“aAnd when the new masters come,”
's «1 think 'there's going to
We're not going to see
ootles ousted. Perhaps, when our
fiddy new master has dealt with us a
ibit, the Head will be glad to call

llowed indi-
er's chums

said Jimmy

The Fistical Four paused.
. Jimmy Silver & Co. were entering
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had example to us nice boys. But the
i half,

be here for the same reason as little
us, can he?”

“My hat!” murmured Raby. 1
shouldn't wonder!”

Jimmy Silver burst into a chuckle.
“T've got 1t! He's a pickeb!”

«A which?” ejaculated Newcome.
«A picket—a striker’s picket, you
know! He's here to speak to the giddy
blacklegs when they arrive.”

“Great Scott!”

“100k at his chivvy!” argued Jimmy
silver, “He looks like Ajax defying
the lightning. Depend on it, he’s here
to jaw the new masters.”

The Fistical Four chuckled.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had strolled
down to the station to see the new staf?
arrive. 'They were due at Rookwood
that afternoon.

Jimmy Silver had heard from Tubby
Muffin that they were coming by that
train. Tubby had his own means of
acquiring information,

The chums of the Fourth were
naturally rather curious to see the new
masters,

Arthur Edward Lovell declared that

Station—the | they were bound, under the vircum-

i 'was standing on the platform,

d forehead.

His brows were grimly contracted,
% Mz&aﬁibﬁ&ﬂmﬁpmmn of masters, the new masters were, in fact,
Mr. Greely’s attitude at that moment | pic]

tion for . Rookwood - School—when | giances, to b ther scratch
0 Lo R e PoFily U | s ehvime agreed. With him. ik nd

So the Fistical Four had walked

The Fifth Form master of Rookwood | down to the station to-get an early view
facing | of the scrafch lot.

And they found Mr. Greely, the
leader of the masters' strike, on guard

Jimmy Silver's surmise was ev.
correct. Mr. Greely was there to inter-
view the arriving staff.

From the point of view of the old
“placklegs,” and Mr. Greely was &

ket.
Jimmy Silver & Co. went quietly g

c.
The juniors looked at him, but he did {5 the platform and took up th
ot Jook at them; he did not even see | position a little way back from Mr.

Greely, not caring to attract his atten-

for the|tion.

They did not mean to miss the scene.

He was g,vidently there on business| The sightof a Rookwood master act-

as a strikers’ picket was unusual

ess.
“Waiting for the train, I suppose,” | enough, and was likely to be entertain-

Greely can't " ing.
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“Look out for the circus!” murmured

Lovell. “The train's signalled.”
“Good luck to him!” murmured
Raby. “After all, the Head's in the

wrong. He oughtn’t to have sacked Mr.
‘Bootles.”

“1'd go for ’em if I was Greely,” com-
mented Lovell, “I'd jolly well mop
up the platform with the whole lot!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Shush!”

The train was rumbling in.

Mr. Greely did not change his
Napoleonic attitude.

He stocd with stern brow and folded
arms, watching the train as it stopped
and disgorged its passengers.

From a first-class carriage five gen-
tiemen alighted, evidently travelling-
companions.

Mr. Greely’s stern gaze fixed upon
them. k

They were the only passengers who
could be supposed to be the new
masters for Rookwood; the rest were
farmer-folic and women.

“There he goes!” murmured Jimmy
Silver.

Mr. Greely unbent from his
Napoleonic attitude at last!

He strode towards the newly-arrived
quintette.

Five frock-coated gentlemen, three of
them in spectacles, blinked at him, evi-
dently wondering who he was and what
he wanted.

“Excuse me, gentlemen,” said Mr.
Greely, in his deep, rich voice. “May I
inquire if you are the new masters for
Rookwood School?”

“That is correct,” said a tall, thin
gentleman with a hooked nose cruelly
pinched by a pair of gold-rimmed pince-
?"" You are here to meet us, I sup-

e

“Quite s0!” said Mr. Greely.

“pr. Chisholm has sent—"

“I have not come from Dr. Chis-
holm,” said Mr. Greely. “My relations
with the Head are, unfortunately,
strained at the present time. Gentle-
men, I am here to speak to you on my
own account, and on account of the rest
of the staff of Rockwood Scheol.”
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“Indeed!” said the hook-nosed gen-
tleman, blinking at him.

“You are doubtless aware of the
state of affairs at Rookwood?”

“] am aware that Dr. Chisholm’s
staff has suddenly left the school,” said
the hoolk-nosed gentleman. “I am
awate of nothing further.”

“Then you are not informed that
there is a strike?”

“A—a—a—a what?”
“ A masters’ strike.”
«Absurd!” .
“Not at all absurd!” said Mr. Greely
warmly. “It is the fact! I am here,
sir, to acquaint you with the  circum-
tances—-" .
The hook-nosed gentlemen looked at
his watch. %
“Thank you very much!” he said, fn
a thin, acid voice. “I am afraid I have
no time to spare, as I understand that
I am required to take the Fourth Form
this very afternocon!” B
“So that’s our new Form-master!?
murmured Jimmy Silver to his chums.
“Looks a beaky bounder—what!” .
“Horrid!” said Lovell. “We shai
fgt on with him. Not that we wal
L YO
“gir]” Mr. Greely’s deep voice v
deeper. “Sir, I beg you to listen to n?
explanation—" '
“Y fear that I cannot spare the
time, sir.” ;
And the beaky gentleman walked
away to the platform exit, bag in hand.
Mr. Greely gave a_snort.
" Gentlemen——" he began, appeal-
ing to the other four.
One of them followed the beaky geny
tleman, then another.
Mr, Greely stepped in the way of the
last two as they were about to move on.
The big, porty master towered over
them, and they stopped.
The last pair were small men, and
they seemed overawed by Mr. Greely.
«T insist upon your hearing me!”
exclaimed the Rookwood master.
“Ah! Ahem! Certainly!"
“Pray proceed!”

The two litile gentlemen blinked ner-
vously at Mr. Greely, who proceeded.
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“1 have come here, gentlemen, to
protest against your taking the
positions offered to you over the heads
of the staff by Dr. Chisholm. Among
trade unionists such a proceeding is
known as blacklegging.”

“H'm1”

“Now that you are acquainted with
 the facts, I am sure you will not
F accept positions that rightfully belong

to other gentlemen,” said Mr. Greely.

“Ahem!”

“Such an act s unworthy, sir, of the
' high traditions of our common pro-
. fession!”

- iont»
. T beg of you, therefore, not to pro-
aeed to Rookwood School, but to take

' the next train back to town!” pursued | W

- Mr. Greely.
- Emi” .
,  Jimmy Silver & Co. grinned.

They could see that all Mr. Greely’s
eloquence was wasted on the -new
masters,

" They were only anxious to dodge the
* eloquent gentleman and get out of the
. station. -

© "uyhat Is your answer, gentlemen?”
l asked Mr, Greely, with a great deal of

dignity.
“Ah! Ahem! H'm!”
«You will not, I am convinced, act in

so underhand a way?” suggested Mr.
| Qreely. “You will not take up your
positions at Rookwood?”

The two small gentlemen did not
" reply in words.

They suddenly parted, and ran quickly
past Mr. Greely, one on either side.

The Fifth-Form master spun round
in surprise.
It was quite an undignified proceed-
part .of the new masters,
put really there seemed no other way
of escaping Mr. Greely’s eloquence.

“Gentlemen!” exclaimed Mr. Greely.

But they did not look round.

- emen, I insist—"

“Mr, Greely strode after the fleeing
gentlemen.

«Blacklegs!” he exclaimed,
And then they were gone,
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CHAPTER 27.
Hice for the Fourihl .

L A, HA, HA!”
H Jimmy Silver & Co. roared.
They could not help it.

The sudden flight of Mr. Greely’s
victims was too much for them.

The Fifth Form master looked round,
frowned, and then strode out of the
station, with knitted brows,

He had done his best, but certainly
he had been a hopeless failure as a
strikers’ picket,

Probably the five gentlemen who had
been in such a hurry to secure posts at
Rookwood were too much in need of
“jobs * to care much whose jobs they

ere.
“Oh, my hat!” said Jimmy Silver.
«pgor old Greely. I say, that gang
Jooked an awfully scratch lot! Not the
style of Rookwood masters at all.”
“What did you expect?” said Raby.
«The Head had to bag them in a
terrific hurry, and that gang have been
sent down by some blessed agency,
without much inquiry, I should say.”
«That beaky bounder looks a cough-
drop,” remarked Lovell. “We shall
have trouble with him, He’s got a Jaw
like a vice.”
“We're ready for trouble,” ebserved

Jimmy.

“Hear, hear!”

The Fistical Four strolled from the
station. :

Outside the Head’s car was waiting,
readg to take the new arrivals to Rook-
wood.

Mr. Greely was striding away in the
distance. .

The new staff packed themselves into
the car, and it glided away up Coombe
High Street.

As it passed the Coombe Arms a
number of gentlemen could be seen
looking down from the inn balcony—
Messrs, Bootles, Wiggins, Bohun, and
Mooney—masters of Rookwood at
present on strike,

Mr. Greely joined them there, and

pointed to the car as it passed with a
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fat forefinger that trembled with indig-
nation and scorm.

Jimmy Silver & Co. followed the car,
and they raised their caps very respect-

fully to Mr. Bootles, their old Form- 1

master.

Mr. Bootles gave
worried smile,

The master of the Fourth was not a
truculent gentleman like Mr. Greely,
and he was greatly distressed by the
turn affairs had taken at Rookwood.

“Good-afternoon, sir!” Jimmy Silver
called up to the Form-master.

Mr. Bootles leaned over the balcony.

“Good-afternoon, my boys! Have
you leave from lessons this afternoon?”

“N-n-no, sir.”

“Then surely it is time you were in
the Form-room?”

“Ahem! We've taken time off, sir.”
Mr. Bootles looked more worried.

“That is not right, Silver. Of course,
T have no right to give you orders now.
But I hope, my boys, t you will do
your best to maintain order in the Form
under these—these very trying circum-
stances.”

“Oh, certainly, sir!” said Jimmy.
“There hasn't been much order in the
Fourth, though, since you left, Mr,
Bootles.”

“I am sorry to hear it, Silyer.”

“We don't like being run by blessed
prefects, sir,” sald Lovell. “We want
our own Form-master.”

“That is for the Head to decide,
Lovell. I must not give you commands,
but I am sure you will remember my
wishes.”

“Oh, yes, sir!” said the Fistical Four

ther.
walked on, looking very

They
thoughtful,

“Bootles is a good little ass,”
remarked Lovell, as they came into the
lane. “His Form is the apple of his
merry eye, and he doesn’t want us to
break cut. All the same—-"

“I think he's right,” said Jimmy
Silver, *“After all, I suppose we needn't
get mixed up in a row between the Head
and the masters. Suppose we give our

them rather a
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new man a chance,
Bootles.”
“Qh, all right!”
“We're sure to have trouble, by the
‘look of him,” added Jimmy Silver,

It would please

"I;:et's give him & run and let him begin
it.

“Ha, ha! Done!l”

“Hallo, there’s the car!” said Lovell.

The Head’s car had stopped in the
Jane, and the chauffeur was on hi
hands and knees.

“Trouble with the Central Powers!”
remarked Raby, with a grin. i

The five gentlemen were blinking out
at the busy chauffeur.

The beaky master addressed him as
the juniors came up. )

“Are we likely to be long delayed,
my man?”

Grunt! .

“Kindly tell me—"

Grunt! "

“We are in a hurry to reach the
school!” exclaimed the beaky gentle-
man. “How long -shall we remdin
here?”

The chauffeur turned up a red and
somewhat excited face. 3

“Prraps ten minutes!” he snapped.
“p'r’aps an hour! P'r'aps two!
knows? I don’t!” Grunt! i

“7 shall walk!” said the beaky gen-
tleman decidedly. :

He stepped out of the car, and, cateh-
ing sight of the Fistical Four, beckoned
to Jimmy Silver.

“Can you tell me how far it is to
walk to Rookwood School?” he asked.
Then, looking more closely at the
juniors, he added: ‘“Perhaps you
belong to Rookwood?”

“Yes, sir!” said Jimmy.

“Your Form?” The beal gentle-
man’s manner was quite authoritative
now, and the juniors did not like it.

“Fourth!” said Jimmy curtly.

“Then you are in my Form!” said
the beaky gentleman. “I am Mr.,
Stange, your new Form-master.” *

The Fistical Four felt it incumbent
upon them to raise their caps.

Mr. Stange looked at his watch.

“It is three o'clock,” he said, “Surely
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you boys ought to be at classes. Is ita
half-holiday to-day?”

“No, sir.”

“Then why are you out of school?”

«Pourth Form's taken by a prefect
this afternoon,” explained Jimmy
silver. “We thought we'd have a
walk.”

“without permission?”

“Ahera! Yes"

“That is not the kind of discipline I
shall maintain in my Form.” said the
beaky gentleman, his thin lips coming
together like a trap. *Mr, Mobsby, will
you kindly lend me your cane?”

One of the small gentlemen handed
Mr. Stange a walking-stick.

The chums of the Fourth blinked at
their new master.

“Your name?” snapped the beaky
gentleman.

“Silyer!”

“Very well!
sitver!” ‘

«what for?” asked Jimtny Silvér
quietly, but with glitter in his eyes.

«Don't bandy words with me, boy! I
am about to punish you for absenting
yourself from school without leave.”

“Are you?” said Jimmy Silver

Hold out your hand,

grimly.

“Certainly. Hold out your hand.”

Jimmy Silver put his hands into his
pockets.

“Do you hear me, Silver?” thun-
dered the beaky gentleman.

“I hear you,” answered Jimmy.

“QOpey me at once!”

_ “Youwre not our Form-master yet,”
gald the captain of the Fourth coolly.
awell cbey you when you are, Mr.
Stange, Come on, you chaps!”

Jimmy Silver walked away with that
towards Rookwood, and his chums
followed him. .

“Boy!” shouted Mr. Stdnge, grow-
ing purple.

The other four gentlemen were smil-
ing. It was rather a setdown for the
beaky gentleman.

The Fistical Four walked on without
a glance back.

« gjlver, come back at once!” shouted
Mr, Stange.

65

Jimmy Silver whistled a merry tune
and walked on,

Mr. Stange was left to swallow his .
wrath as best he might,

CHAPTER 28,
Beginning Weill
L EEN the gang?”
S Mornington, of the Classical
Fourth, asked that question as
Jimmy Silver & Co. came into the
TForm-room at Rookwood.

The Fourth were in class, but it was
not a very orderly class.

Lonsdale of the Sixth, a prefect, was
in charge.

Lonsdale was a good-nalured and
casy-going fellow, and he certainly did
not worry the Fourth very much.

They rewarded him by not worrying

him.

They did about as much work as they
pleased, which was not a staggering
amount.

It was probably fortunate for all con-
cerned that Lonsdale let them do-very
nearly as they liked.

There had been severe trouble when
Carthew of the Sixth had tried other
methods.

So long as the juniors were not
actually rioting in the Form-raom
Lonsdale seemed content, and probably
showed his wisdom thereby.

“geen the new crowd?” continued
Mornington. “Tubby was right about
the train?”

“0Oh, yes,” said Jimmy.

“What are they like?”

« A pretty dusty lot,” answered Jimmy
silver. “Three of 'em Jlook like tame
rabbits, one like a walrus, and the
other like a Hun.”

«Oh, gad!” ejaculated Mornington,
«what a zoological collection! ~And
which one is goin’ to honour us?”

“The Hun!” .

Morningion grinned.

“well give him as gocd as he
sends!” he remarked. “He won't find
this Form easy to handle.”
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“No fear!” said Flynn emphatically.
“Sure we're going to kick up a shindy
if we don’t get our Form-master back.”
“Had any trouble with the man,
Jimmy?” asked Tommy Dodd.

Jimmy Silver explained.

“So that’s the sort of worm he is,
is it?” asked Tommy. “He will have a
high old time in the Fourth if he tries
that game,”

“And he can bet his socks on that!”
sald Ccok.

‘“Hear, hear!”

Lonsdale of the Sixth looked round.

“Not quite so much row there,
please!” he called of

“Right-ho, old top'” said Mornington
affably.

Lonsdale coughed, and turned his
attention elsewhere.

There was a merry buzz of voices in
the Form-room, the prefect letting it
go on, glad that it was no worse.

Two or three of the fellows strolled
out presenily to see whether the new
masters had come in,

There was a call from the passage
at last.

‘‘Here they come!” howled Higgs.

Then there was a rush into the
gassage. but there was another rush

ack in a few moments.

The Head had come in sight.

“Keep your places,
sweeps!" exclaimed the distressed
Lonsdale, “I shall have to call the
Head to you—TI really shall, you know.”

“All serene, old infant!” said Lovell.
“Better sit down, you chaps; we may
have the Head in soon.”

And there was a semblance of order
for some time.

A scout came in from the passage
with the news that the new masters
had all gone into the Head's study.

“That means a lnng jaw!” yawned
Lovell. "Ma:rnt see 'em this after-
noon, after all.”

And Loyell changed his seat from the
form to the desk.

He was still in that elegant position,
about a quarter of an hour later, when
the door suddenly opened and Dr.
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Chisholm came in, accompanied by the
tall, hook-nosed gentleman.

There was a sudden hush.

The Head’s keen, sharp glance swept
over the class.

“Lovell!” he thundered.

Arther Edward Lovell slid off the
geilx as if it had suddenly become red-
0]

Dr. Chisholm fixed his eyes upon the
confused Lovell, and seemed about to
begin on him, but he changed his mind
and let the matter pass, much to
Arthur Edward’s relief.

“Boys,” he said quietly, “this is Mr.
Stange, your new master.”

Grim sllence from the Fourth.

They were not prepared to welcome
any new master. They wanted their
old master, as the Head was well
aware.

“I fear, Mr. Stange, that you will
find order somewhat relaxed in this
Form,” said the Head, “Doubtless you
will soon effect 2 change for the better
in that respect.”

“You may rely upon me for that,

sir,” answered Mr. Stange, in his t.hm.
acid voice,

“Boys, Mr, Stange now takes charge
of this Form, and you will treat him
with every respect and obedience.
Lonsdale, you may return to the Sixth
Form-room.”

Lonsdale left the Form-room gladly

noug
He had-not enjoyed his dealings with
the Fourth, " A

“1 shall now leave Mr. Stange in
charge,” continued the Head, with a
grim look at the silent class, “I trust
there will be no occasion for me to
return here.”

And after a few words in a low voice
tnt'the new master the Head rustled
ou

Mr. Stange stared over the class, his
%lance meeting with a good many sulky
aces,

His eyes rested upon the Fistical
!I:our, and a glltter came into them as

e juniors,
He beckuned to them with a bony
forefinger.



“you four boys will stand out here,”
he said. “Silver and the three who
were with you in the road this afier-
noon.”

The Fistical Four walked out of their
places with grim looks.

Mr. Stang took a cane from -the
master’s desk,

Evidently he intended to lose no time
in putting his foot down.

“Hold out your hand!”

\ Jimmy Silver hesitated.

But the new Form-master was armed
with authority now, and the Rook-
wooders were not yet provoked to the
point of resisting constituted authority.

Jimmy held cut his hand.

Swish! =
+ “Now the cther hand!”

Swish!

Jimmy's face was quite pale as hé
received the sharp cuts—much harder
and sharper than any Mr. Bootles had
ever administered.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome went
through the same punishment In their
turn,

They went back to their seais with
set faces.

Mr. Stange's glittering eye rested on
Tubby Mufiin, and he beckoned to him.

“¥our name?”

« M-m-m-muffin,
Muffia,

“YWhat are you eating?”

«p  tut-tut-tut-tart, sir!”
Tubby.

“Come here!”

Swish, swish!

«Oh!” groaned Tubby Muffin.

Tubby Muifin crawled back to his
place quite limply.

Mr. Stange laid down the cane with
a grim smile,

He locked as if he thought he was
starting well!

It was possible that he was starting
a little too well!

sir!”  stammered

gasped

»
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CHAPTER 29.
Trouble Ahead!
IMMY SILVER & CO. were not

j looking happy when they came out
of the Form-room that day.
Afternoon lessons had turned out
decidedly unpleasent.

No doubt Lhe Fourth Form ai Rook-
wood were a little out of hand, and per-
haps they needed a strong hand to pull
them together again; but Mr. Stange’s
hard severity was not likely to have
that result,

1t roused a spirit of angry opposition
and obstinacy in the Fourth, which was
destined to bear its fruits.

Jimmy Silver was rather curious to
learn how the other Forms had got on
with their new masters, who had all
taken up their duties that afternoon.

Only the Form-masters, as yet, had
been replaced; the 1less essential
masters could be dispensed with for a
time.

Jimmmy looked for his cousin, Algy
silver of the Third Form, and found
that lively young genileman in great
spirits.

He grinned at Jimmy, as the cap-
tain of the Fourth came up.

“Corkin'!” snid Algy, without wait~
ing to be questioned.

“you like your new master?” asked
Jimmy.

«ie love him!” answered Algy,
“Don't we, Grant?”

“We do!” grinned Grant. “We does!
Little scrubby beast named Mobsby—
and he’s afrald of us! Goodness knows
where they found the animal! But we
like him all right.”

“Hes a duck!” chuckled Wegg.
« Algy caught him behind the ear with
an ink-ball, and he pretended not to
notit;e it! That’s the kind of frump

oI5

Jimmy Silver smiled as he walked
away.

From their own point of view the
Third were right to be pleased with
their new master, but the discipline of
the Form was likely to suffer.

Jimmy looked next to Mornington



68

II, otherwise

Form.

blI-Ie found Morny's cousin looking
ue.

“How do you like your new master,
"Erbert?” queried Jimmy.

’Erbert rubbed his hands ruefully.

“Rotten!” was his reply. ‘“Beast
named Hogg. Lays info a chap, Oh
dear!”

““Had it bad?”

“Awful! I say, we're not going to
stand much of it! The chaps are talk-
ing about pelting him with exercise-
books to-morrow. We'll do it, too, if he
don’t mind his p's and g's!” said
'Erbert darkly.

So there was trouble brewing in that
quarter, too, though in a different way.

Jimmy Silver found a group of Shell
fellows discussing their new master in
the corridor.

Adolphus Smythe wad laying down
the law.

“What’s the Head thinking of?
That’s what I want to know. What the
merry dickens is the Head thinking of?”
Adolphus was saying.

“How are you getting on with your
new man, Smythey?” asked Jimmy
Silver.

“We're not gettin’ on with him at
all!” answered Adolphus. “I don’t
know where they dug him u His
name’s Snaggs, and he looks m I shall
certainly profest to the Head! The
man’s a fearful bounder!”

“Horrid!” said Tracey.

“Uses scent!” said Howard, with a
shudder. “Sirong scent—about nine-
pgnclxg,: a gallon, I should say, by the

“And wears elastic-sided boots!” said
Smythe, almost tearful]y “They creak
when he walks.”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“We shall be going on strike soon.
like the giddy masters,” said Tracy.
“The best thing the Head could do
‘'would be to give us all an extra

’Erbert of the Secund
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Snaggs. We're thinking of screwin’
him up in his study. There’s no
standin’ his scent!”

Jimmy Silver strolled on, smiling.

Undoubtedly the new set of masters
for Rookwood were, as Lovell had pre-
dicted, a scratch lot.

He looked in at Hansom's study, to
ascertain what the Fifth thought of
their new man.

He found Hansom and Lumsden and
Talboys in excited consuliation,

“Cheeky rotter!” Hansom was say-
ing. “The Head must have been potty
to take on such a cad! Picked him up
in a hurry, I suppose. We can’t kick
up a row like the fags, but—-"

“But the man will have to be pul
in his place!” said Lumsden. * &
sium was he dragged up in, I wonder,
where he never learned that you don't
cane fellows in the Fifth Form?”

Jimmy Silver grinned, and passed on
without making any inquiries; he had
learned how the Fifth liked their man.

He went along to the end study to
tea in a thoughtful mood.

Trouble was brewing at, Rookwood—
that was certain.

It was preity plain already that the
new masters would not be a success.

The fact was, that the masters’
strike and the Head's obstinacy had
shaken the habit of discipline; and even
e first-class set of masters would have
found it difficult to pull the school
together.

With such a “scratch lot » as the

regime will last

Arthur Edward Lovell gave a snort.

"It won't last another day in the
Fourth!” he said, “I'm not going to be
caned again by Stange, I know that!.
I've made up my mind, The man’s &
low cad!”

Jimmy wrinkled his brows thought~

id
“I don't beheve the new
long.”

holiday while he's scrappin’ with his | fully.

staff. He can’t expect the Shell to
stand a bounder like this person

“That means trouble with the
Head,” he remazked.




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY
Why doesn't the Head'

“Let it!
bring our own masters back? He's in
. the wrong, and he ought to know it!
He sacked Bootles for nothing, and the
others were right to stand by Bootles.”

«“Quite so! We were willing to give
our new man a chance, but he’s asked
for trouble,” assented Jimmy. “If he
wants trouble, he can have it—hot and
' strong! He's caned half the Fourth
to-day, and I dare say hell cane the
othe’x; half to-morrow. It's going to be
war.

“yar!” assented Lovell. “And there
' won't be any pacifists in the Fourth!
. Even Tubby is breathing vengeance!”
After tea the Fourth-Formers
¢ gathered in the Common-room, where
there was a good deal of excited dis-
pussion,

It was proposed by Jimmy Silver,
seconded by Lovell, and carried nem
con., that there should be no prepara-
tion done that evening.

. At the usual hour for prep the
juniors went to their studies, but they
did not settle down to prep.

What Mr. Stange would say in the
morning they did not know—or what
he would do. But they were agreed
that they would stand no nonsense
from the new master.

As it happened, they did not have 0
wait till the morning.

The Fistical Four had dropped into
Erroll’s study for a chat, when the door
opened-—without & knock—and Mr.
Stange look in.

The juniors were silent at once, ris-
ing to their feet, with the exception of
Mornington, who remained at ease in
the armchair, .

Morny's hands were still smarting
from a caning, and he had no polite-
ness to waste upon Mr, Stange.

The latter had a cane under his arm,
as if he expected to find some use for
one in the Fourth Form quarters.

«Mornington!” he rapped out, fix-
1ing his eyes upon the dandy of the

Fo
*Hallo!” answered  Mornington ' him.
: [N
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coolly, without.changing his position,
except to cross one leg carelessly over
the other.

“Get out of that chair at once! Are
you not aware that you should rise to
your feet when a master enters?”

“My Form-master’s puttin' up In
Coombe, Mr. Stange,” drawled Morn-

“Mr. Bootles always used fo knock
at a chap's door before enterin’,” went
on Morny, “But perhaps you don’t
know our customs, sir.”

“Will you rise to your feet at once,
Mornington?” thundered Mr. Stange.

Mornington condescended to rise at
last, lounging carelessly out of the
chair.

Mr. Stange had let the cane slip down
into his hand.

The juniors knew what that meant,
and their faces hardened.

The new master's angry gaze swept
over the half-dozen Fourth-Formers.

“Why are you not at your prepara-
tion?” he demanded.

“ Ahem!”

“ Answer me, Silver! You are per-
fectly well aware that this is time for
evening preparation, yet I find you loaf-
ing about!”

Jimmy drew a deep breath.

“We're not going to do any prep,” he

“Fed up, you know!” explained
Mornington, with polite impertinence.
“you may be an awf'lly fascinatin® man
in the glum you seem to have come
from, sir, but we don't like you.”

Mr. Stange seemed rooted to the
floor, petrified by fhat remark, as well
he might be.

He recovered himself In a few
moments, however, and strode towards

Morny. -

“You .Insolent young rascal! Hold
out your hand!” .
Mornington put his hands behind
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CHAPTER 30

Back Up!
R. STANGE stared at the juniors,
M and the juniors stared at Mr.
Stange.

There was a breathless pause.

“you hear me, Mornington?” said
the new master at last.

“Qh, yaas!”

«yill you hdid out your hand?”

“Not this evenin’!”

“If you do not instantly obey me,
Mornington, I shall thrash you with the
utmost severity!”

“By gad, will you, sir?”  drawled
Mornington.

«yes!” thundered Mr. Stange.

Mornington glanced round at his
silent companions.

“you fellows standin’ by me?” he
asked.

“Yes, rather!”
between his teeth.

“We're backing you up, Morny!”

Mr. Stange made another stride
towards Mornington, who looked at him
coolly without receding a step.

But he moved quickly enough as the
new master grasped him by the collar
and the cane swung in the air.

“Back up, you fellows!™

Swishl

Mr. Stange had time for only one cut.

Then half a dozen pairs of hands
were laid upon him, the cane was
wrenched away, and he was hustled to
the door.

That outhreak seemed to astonish him
so much that he staggered out help-
Jessly, scarcely resisting.

He tottered across the passage, and
Jeaned against the opposite wall, gasp-
ing for breath.

Jimmy Silver & Co. crammed the
doorway of the study, with flushed and
determined faces.

So determined were their looks that
the new master, after making one step
towards them, stopped dead.

«Better not come back, sir!” sald
Morny, with a grin “If we have to

said Jimmy Silver
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collar you again we'll roll you down the
stairs, sir!”

Mr. Stange panted.

“This is mutiny!” he spluttered.

“Somethin’ in that linel” agreed
Mornington  with  perfect coolness.
«“Like some more of it?”

Other fellows were coming out of
their studies now, and there was &
crowd in the passage, looking on breath-
lessly.

Mr. Stange seemed quite at a loss for
some moments, and he finally turned
away and strode towards the stairs.

A loud hiss from the Fourth followed
him as he disappeared down the stair-
case.

“Bet you he's gone for the Head!”
murmured Raby.

“Phew!”

«My hat! How are we goin’ to deal
with the Head if he comes along?”
said Townsend.

«Chuck him out, too!”
ton recklessly.

“Fathead!”

«Who's game for downin' the Head
if he chips in?” asked Morny, looking

round.

“Dry up, you ass!” whispered Erroll.

“None of that!” said Jimmy Silver
quietly. “The Head’s a bit of a mule;
but he’s our headmaster, and he’s got
to be respected. I'm against cheeking
the Head in any way.”

shrugged his shoulders.

 Just as you like!” he answered. “1
don't care! Let him rip!”

The juniors waited rather anxiously
for some time.

For Mr. Stange they did not care
two pins; but the Head was, s Conroy.
remarked, quite another proposition.

But the Head did not come.

Evidently Mr. Stange had not, after
all, gone to Dr. Chisholm to report the

said Morning-

happenings in the Fourth Form
passage.
Probably he did not care to confess

to the Head how utterly he had failed
Form

to exert authority over the
placed in his charge.



THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIBRARY

Tubby Muffin, a little later, came
along with the information that Mr
,Stange was in the masters’-room, talk-
ing with the other masters.

The juniors retirned to their studies
relieved.

They saw no more of Mr. Stange that
evening.

; The new master had swallowed the
(affront, athough doubtless he was plan-
ining to make the Fourth sorry for

]memselves on the morrow.

! In the junior Common-room that

‘evening there was a good deal of talk,
‘the juniors rejoicing over their pre-

liminary success, and auguring well
from it for the future.

.- Mornington confidently predicted
that Mr. Stange would be fed up in &
. very short time, and would “give them
~ their head.”

When bed-time ecame the Fourth
marched off to their dormitory in a
rather noisy crowd; but the noise
‘ceased when Bulkeley of the ,‘Sixt.h
came along.

Bulkeley was not. to be trifled with,
‘and, moreover, Jimmy Silver & Co. had
no desire to “rag” the captain of the
‘school, who was very popular.

They rather expected Bulkeley to
make some reference to the incident of
the evening; but he did not, though,
from his looks, it was pretty clear that
he had heard of it.

There was a buzz of talk in the dor-’

‘mitory afler Bulkeley had put out the
light and retired.
{"Sphe Classical Fourth were in great
'spirits, and quite

ready for more

trouble the next day.

- Jimmy Silver & Co. were first down

iin the morning, and they came upon

[Mr. Stange walking i the quadrangle

before breakfast.

* 7The new master looked at them, and

his thin lips closed like a vice. He

called to the captain of the Fourth:

. “silver!”

i mYes, sir?” answered Jimmy Silver,

iwithout approaching. =

i “Come here!” sald Mr, Stange, let-
~ 'ting his walking-cane slip into his hand.

n

Jimmy Silver walikea away.

“Silver!”

“<gpeech is silver, and silence I3
golden,’ " grinned Lovell, as the Fistical
Tour sauntered away without answer-

ing.

And the chums of the Fourth
chuclled.

Mr. Stange looked after them with a
baffled expression on his face.

He could not very well enter into a
foot-race with four elusive juniors; and
really there seemed nothing else to be
done—unless he swallowed their
defiance.

Apparently he decided to swallow it.

Jimmy Silver & Co. went into break-
fast in great spirits.

They found Mr. Stange at the heac
of the table in Mr. Bootles' accustomed
place.

His brow was black, but he did not
speak to the Fistical Four.

“We're tamin’ him!” remarked Morn-
ington, as they came out after brekker.
“A few more days, dear boys, and h
will feed out of our hand.”

And the juniors chortled.

It really did look as if the tyrant of
the Fourth was being tamed already.

CHAPTER 31,
Mr. Stange Loses His Temperl
IMMY SILVER & CO. were rather
early in the Form-room that morn-

ing.

They had their own reasons for that.

When Mr. Stange came in to take his
class he found all the Fourth in their
places, looking very orderly—in fact,
quite demure.

He glanced over them in some sur-
prise, and all the juniors looked thei>
meekest.

The blackboard was standing on its
easel in the middle of the Form-room,
and Mr. Stange glanced at it in passing.

Then he gave a sudden start.
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On the blackboard was chalked in
huge apters the single unpleasant word:

“BLACKLEG!”

That was why the Fourth were eaily
in their ploces—to prepare tnat polite
greeting for their new master!

Mr. Stange’s hard face purpled as he
jooked at the blackbeard, and his eyes
ghttered over his pince-nez.

There was a decp-drawi breath in
the class as his glittering eyes turned
upon them.

The struggle was coming!

“Who wrote that word?” gasped the i

new master,

Silence!

«I demand to know who has done
+his!” shouted Mr. Stange.

The juniors did net answer.

Mr. Stange was welcome to find it out

f he could, if he was anxious for infor-
mation.

The Fourth Form did not intend to
give him any help.

“Bilver!™

“Yes, sir?”

« Are you aware who wrote that word
on the blackboard?”

“Yes, sir,”

“Give me his name at once!”

“Sorry, sir.”

“will you do as I tell you, Silver?”

“No, sir.”

There was a pause.

Mr. Stange had to calm himself
before he spoke again.

«gilver,” he said, in a more moderate
voice, “take a duster at ence and wipe
that word off the blackboard.”

Jimmy Silver decided to obey that
command.

He came out before the Form and
rubbed out the offending inscription.

“Now hold out your hand, Silver,”
said Mr. Stange, taking up his eane.

Jimmy walked calmly back to his
place and sat down. .

Again there wvas & pause, while Mr.
Stange looked at the Fourth, and {he
Fourth Jooked at Mr, Stange.
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“He, he, hel”

That fat chuckle came from Tubby
Muffin, who was greatly entertained by
the expression on Mr. Stange's face.

The savage glance of the new master
picked him out at once, with a look
that made poor Tubby cecase chuckling
all of a sudden.

“Mufin!®
“Ep? Oh! Yes, sir,?  stattered
Tubby.

y.

“you were laughing!”

“Qh, no, sir!” gasped Tubby. “Not
at all, sir! I—I—I wouldn't think of
such a thing, sir! Not for worlds!”
The unfortunate Tubby sat palpitat-

ng.
Mr. Stanze beckoned to him.
“Step out, Muffin!”
Tubby Muffin stepped out, with a

groan,

He knew very well that the tyrant of
the Fourth had picked on him because
he was the easiest fellow in the Ferm
to deal with.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were made of
sterner stuff.

Jimmy knitted his brows.

Mr. Stange.intended to punish Tubby
severely, that was plain; partly as &
vent for his wrath, partly perhaps as an
example to the rest of the Fourth.

That proceeding did not accord at all
with the ideas of Jimmy Silver.

As Tubby Muffin passed the end of
his Form, Jimmy took hold of his faf
arm and stopped him. '

“Go back, Tubby!” he sald.

Muffin blinked at him. .

“I—1 say, Jimmy—" he mumbled.

He blinked at Jimmy, and he blinked
at Mr. Stange, greatly dismayed and
undecided,

“QOh dear!” gasped Tubby.

He did not want the caning that was
waiting for him, but Mr, Stange’s cruel
eye seemed to fascinate him, like a ser-
pent’s,

“Muffin,” thundered Mr. Stange,
“come here at once!”

Tubby jumped.

“Yes, sir. Oh, yes, sir! I—T'm kik-
kik-kik-coming!” he stamm: red




“you're not!” said Jimmy Silver, still
holding the fat arm. “Go back to your
place, you young ass!”

“Y—I gay, Jimmy—"

Arthur Edward Lovell rese, and tooi
Tubby Mufiin by the collar, and led him
back to his place.

He plumped Tubby down in his seat.

“Stey therc!” said Lovell

“Oh dear!”

“TLook out, Lovell!” yelled Oswald.

Loveil spun round just 2s Mr. Stange
reached him.

The new master was striding on him,
. his eyes gleaming.

Lovell dodged too late, and the new
ester’s grip fastened on his coller.

“Let go!” roared Lovell, struggling.

With a wrench, Mr. Stange jerked him
to the middle of the Form-room, and
then he laid on with the cane across
Lovell’s back and shoulders.

His hard face was pale with rage, and
he laid on with the cane as if he were
beating a carpet. -

The blows fell like rain.

It was so suddenly done that for a
moment or two the Fourth stared on ab

" the scene, while the lashing of the cane
. and Lovell’s wild yells yang through the
' Form-room and the corr.idur outside.

Jimmy Silver leaped to his feet.

His hand closed on his Latin dic-
tionary, and he hurled it with unerring
aim,

The solid volume struck Mr. Stange
full on the ribs, and clattered to the
floor.

An inkpot from Mornington followed
it, just missing.

“Come on!”
“Rescue!™

The cane was still lashing.

Jimmy Silver rushed cut, followed by
nearly all the Fourth.

At that moment the door of the
Form-room was flung, open, and Dr.
Chisholm stepped in.

shouled  Jimmy.
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CHAPTER 5.
Thke Order of the Boot!
RTHUR EDWARD LOVELL tore
A himself away from Mr. Stange’s
grasp as the Head enfered the
Fourth Form-rocm.

The new master relaxed his grip at
the sight of Dr. Chisholm.

Lovell's face was white with pain.

“You rotter!” he panted “You
beast! Oh!”

“Lovell!” exclaimed the Head.

Mr. Stange turned, cane in hand,
gasping a little.

He had quite lost his temper, and he
was well aware that the punishment he
had administered was far beyond what
was permissible,

“So he is a rotter!” shouted Lovell
recklessly. **And a beast, too!”

“Silence! What does this scene
mean, Mr. Stange? I heard that boy's
cries from the Sixth Form-room!™
exclaimed the Head.

Mr. Stange spluttered.

“1 have had to deal with utter in-
subordination in this Form!” he ex-
claimed. “Disobedience and disrespect.
1 h‘u've actually had hands laid upon
mel’ ¥

“Bless my soul!”

“and yowll have them again if you .

don't clear out!” shouted Mornington.

“Hgar, hear!”

“gilence!” thundered the Head.

The shouting voices died down, but

ere were fierce looks on all sides. _

The Fourth Form were in a dan-
gerous state of exasperation, and their
accustomed respect for the Head him-
self was on the point of failing.

Jimmy Silver took hold of Lovell's
arm to hold him.

The unfortunate Lovell was white
and almost fainting.

He leaned heavily on the captain of
the Fourth.

. Dr, Chisholm’s brows darkened as he
looked at him.

Severity was not unknown at Rock-
weod, by any means, but brutality was
a new thing there, and it was cleai
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enough, even to the Head, that this was
a case of brutality.

“Mr. Stange—" began Dr. Chis-
holm, -

“The boy openly defied my authority,
sir,” said Mr. Stange. “He is not the
first. I felt compelled to make an
example of him.” .

i

'gou rotten hmﬁéan!” hooted Morn-
Jul 1

“Silence!”

Jimmy Silver pecled off Lovell's
Jacket.

He knew what cruel marks must have
been left by the blows that had rained
on his chum's back, and he dragged
down the shirt to reveal them.

“Look at that, Dr. Chisholm!"” said
Jimmy, in a choking voice. “Is that the
right thing for Rookwood?”

“Let me alone, Jimmy, you ass!”
muttered Lovell

“Rot! The Head's going to see it!”
answered Jimmy.

*Silence, Silver!”

Jimmy Silver's eyes blazed.

“Dr. Chisholm! You can see how
that man's treated Lovell. We are not
standing any more of it!”

“Silver!”

“If that man doesn't leave Rook-
wood,” said Jimmy, too enraged to care
what he was saying, “I'll take Lovell
dowr: to the police-station and show
this!”

“How dare you, Silver!” rasped the
Head.

“I mean what I say!” retorted Jimmy
silver, “If that ruffian stays at Rook-
mod. we'll see what the law says about

“Bravo, Jimmy!” came in a roar from
the Fourth.

The headmaster stood petrified for a
moment.

Then he strode towards Jimmy Silver,
who faced him undauntedly.

Mr. Stange stood biting his nails, his
rage having given place to apprehen-
sion by this time, .

“ Sile: " The Head broke off as
his glance fell on Lovell's shoulders,
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cruelly scored by the cane. “Bless my
soul! My poor boy! I did not imagine

He turned upon the new master.

“Mr. Stange! How dare you use &
Rookwood boy in this manner!” ex-
claimed the Head, his voice trembling
i “You are a ruffian, sir! A
brute!”

“gir!" stuttered Mr. Stange.

Dr. Chisholm raised his hand.

“Leave this school at once, sir!”

“Wha-a-at!”

“T give you,” said the Head, “a quar-
ter of an hour to be gone, sir! If you
remain longer than that, I will see that
a prosecution follows for this act of
brutality!”

Mr. Stange gasped for breath. °

The tables were turned with a ven
geance.

Jimmy Silver helped Lovell on with
his jacket. .

The tyrant of the Fourth had over-
shot the mark, and he had brought
about his own discomfiture.

“Dr, Chisholm, I—I—T refuse—at all
events, I shall claim—" stammered
the discomfited man.

“You may claim what you choose, sir,
but you will leave Rookwood School
immediately, or I will have you thrust
from the doors!”

PE G

“Gd!"

With aw hipped looked, the tyrant of
the Fourth slunk out of the Form-

room.
There was a buzz among the juniors,
Dr. Chisholm turned to the class as
tl\ge:j. Stange’s footsteps died away down

The beaky gentleman was gone for
ever.

#My boys, T am sorry that this has
occurred,” said the Head very quietly.
“Owing to—to—to circumstances, 1
allowed that—that person to take up
his duties here before I had time to
make a sufficiently full examination
into his credentlals. He was recom-
mended to me, but—— However, I




need not go Into that. IHe is leaving
Rookwood at once. Lovell!”
“Ye-g-es, sir!” mumbled Lovell
“You may leave the Form-room.
You sre excused from lessons to-day.
-Silver may go with you. The rest will
take their seats, and”—the Head's
voice grew more stern—*kindly keep
order here. I shall send Bulkeley here
to take charge of the Form for the—
the present.”
Dr. Chisholm left the Form-reom,
and Lovell followed, leaning heavily on
Jimmy’s arm.
Arthur Edward rather prided him-
 self on being “tough,” but he had been
very hard hit this time, and he was
' likely to feel the effects for some time
to come.
. But he grinned faintly at Jimmy
E Silver in the passage. ¥
«1 ‘don’t care’ he murmured.
« After all, we've gob rid of that brute!
| It was worth'it! Ow! Yow!”
«There he goes!” muttered Jityny
Silver.
Through the open doorway the two
juniors had a view of Mr. Stange, in
hat and coat, striding away towards
the gates.
The new master disappeared from
sight, and Lovell grinned again.

“The Head’s goin’ to have a high old
time, bookin’ masters in a terrific
hurry,” he said. “I wonder what the
next will be like? Ow!” .

1 wonder!” said Jimmy.

In the Form-room there was a roar
of cheering, fellows crowding to the
windows to see the last of Mr. Stange.

«Qur win!” said Mornington, with
much satisfaction, “Poor old Lovell’s
been through it, but the rotter did him-
gelf in. After all, the Head's rather a
brick!”

«He's a good sort, really!” said

Erroll,

“yes, if he wasn’t quite so much like
a mule!” remarked Conroy. ‘“‘The best
thing he can do now is to let Bootles
come back.”

“«I'm afraid he won't do that.”
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| Mornington.

%

“He may be glad to when we get to
work with the next master!” grinned
J“But we'll go easy with
Bulkeley, After all, the Head's not o
bad hat. I thought he would come
dowyn heavy on Jimmy for giving him
so much back chat; but he let it drop.
Gentlemen, I suggest that we keep
order to-day like good little chappies,
as a reward to the Head.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bulkeley if the Sixth found the
Fourth Form very amenable when he
came in in rather a-doubtful mood.

The morning passed off quite agree-
ahly, much to the prefect’s relief.

After dinner it was known that the
Head had been very busy with the
telephone, apparently ringing up the
agency in London.

“That’s all very well,” said Jimmy
Silver. *“The Head can be as obstinate
as he likes, but were fed up with his
new masters, and with the whole game
—and we're going to have Bootles and
the.rest back. We musi start a proper
campaign—and the campaign begins
to-morrow!"

And a loud cheer from the Foufth-
Formers showed that they were pre-
pared to back up their Form-captain
to a man. g

GHAPTER 33.
The Campaign Begins!

IMMY SILVER smiled as he camt
] along to Hansom’s study, in the
Fifth Form passage at Rooliwnod.
There was a buzz of voicgs'in that
study, and the veoices sounded rather

excited.
“The cheeky ass!”
That was Edward Hansom's voice, in
tones that were almost sulphurous.
“Cheeky cad, you know, by Jove!"™
That remark came from Talboys, the
“nut” of the Fifth.
Jimmy Silver looked in. 5 ™
Hansom and Talboys, Lumsden and
Brown major, of the Fifth Form, were
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gathered In the study, in what ap-
peared to be a council of war.

Jimmy Silver did not need telling
that they were discussing Mr, Pum-
%hrey, the new master of the. Fifth

'orm

Hansom was holding up his hand.
“Caned me!” he sald, “Me—head
of the Fifth! The cad doesn’t know

that the Fifth Form ain't caned! I'm |-

feeling it now! By gad, you know, I
was jolly inclined to let him have my
lef! I'd have done it, only—"

Hansom paused.

Evidently he had been strongly
tempted to let the master of the Fifth
have his left, only—

There was a very considerable
“only.”

His glance fell on Jimmy Silver in
the doorway, and he frowned.

“Cut off!” he said. “Fourth Form
fags are barred here! Take your face
away!”

Jimmy Silver did not cut off.

Instead of that he walked into the
study with a cheerful smile.

“T've got something to say to you
chaps,” he remarked.

The Fifth-Formers glared at him.

Jimmy Silver’s manner. did not dis-
play the great respect that was due to
the Fifth Form, who were seniors and
Igreatt:. guns—in their own estimation, ab

eas

“Tookin’ for a lickin'?” inguired
Cecil Talboys.

Jimmy shook his head.

“Business!” he explained. “I can
see that you're not satisfied with your
new Form-master.”

“Rank outsider!” growled Hansom.
“But it's no business of a blessed fag,
that I can see!” -

“That's where you're off-side, little
one,” answered Jimmy Silver affably.
“It is my business. We've been hold-
ing a council of war—"

“Bother your fag councils of war!”

“We're not satisfied with the new
masters,” continued Jimmy, unheed-
ing. “And we've made up our minds
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that they're not going to stay at Rook-
wood.”

“Eho"

“We want Mr. Bootles back, you see;
he’s a really good chap, and we're not
going to lose him,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Same with you fellows; you'd like to
have Mr. Greely here again, Instead of
your new man.” J
“0f course we would! But—"

“Well, if the new man goes, there’s
a good chance of it. My scheme Is, to
lead t,!,.im such a life that he’ll be glad

0.
“Oh!” ,
“Frinstance, were beginning this
afternoon,” said Jimmy Silver. “Ib's

close on time for classes. I advise you
chaps to be a bit late for lessons.”
“When we want advice from the
Fourth Form,” sald Hansom, with
crushing sarcasm, “we’ll come and ask
for it. Thanks all the same.” .
m"ﬁlust as you like. Are you fond of
7" :

CiTaper

“And soot?”

“Soot?” repeated Hansom. “What
do you mean?”

“I mean that the first man in the
Fifth Form-room this afternoon will get
a collection of soot and tar on his
napper!” explained Jimmy Silver.

“You cheeky young sweep!” roared
Hansom. “Do you mean to say you've
had the nerve to rig up a booby-trap in
our Form-room?”

“Exactly!” -

“Well!” breathed Hansom.

“Better be a few minutes late, and let
your merry Form-master arrive first,”
advised Johnny Silver. “First come,
first served, you know. Whoever gets
that collection on his napper will want
some cleaning afterwards. Ta-ta!l” :

Jimmy Silver sauntered out of the
study with that, leaving the Fifth-
Formers staring.

i
_ The captaln of the Fourth strolled
into the quadrangle, where his chums,
Lovell and Raby and Newcome, were
walting for him. \
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“Told ’em?” asked Arthur Edward
' Lovel], with a grin.
. Jimmy Silver nodded.
i “What are they going to do?”
;

“I fancy they're going to let dear old | ing

Pumphrey bag the prize-packet,” an-
swered Jimmy. “Theyre wild about
his caning them. He lacks respect for
the noble Fifth!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"”

#The man isn't really nice,” said
Raby. “It will serve him right. And

he ought to go.”

“He’ll go all right, if we keep on the
“warpath,” sald Jimmy Silver confi-
- dently. “If’s only a question of stick-
- ing to it. Hallo, there’s Hansom!”

Hansom of the Fifth came out of the
School House with his friends, with a
smiling face.

The Fistical Four observed Hansom &
Co. going round and speaking to other
members of the Fifth, and they drew
the conclusion that the Fifth were
being warned to be late for lessons that
afternoon.

Hansom, with-ell his loftiness, was
evidently acting upon Jimmy Silver's
sage advice.

“I think we’ll be late for lessons,
too,” remarked Newcome. “Only a
blessed prefect taking us, you know. I
want to see Pumphrey catch it.”

So did a good many other members
of the Classical Fourth.

And so it happened that when George
Bulkeley went into the Form-room for
work that afternoon he found only five
or six of the Fourth-Formers present.

The rest had teken French leave for
the occasion.

CHAPTER 234, 2
Mr. Pumpirey Loses His Tempor— .
And Hig Joh!
PLASH!
S “Yoooop!” '
“My hat!” murmured Jimmy
Silver. “He's got it!”

The new master of the Fifth Form
at Rookwood had *“got it,” unmis-
takably. :

who is that?”
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Mr. Pumphrey was a minute or two
late for classes, and he came rather
hurriedly to the Fifth Form-room, ex-
pmtinnifn to find all the Fifth there await-

He did not find the Fifth Form; he
found something else.

As he shoved open the door, which
was ajar, and strode in, the booby-trap
above was set in action.

Mr. Pumphrey hardly knew what
happened.

But he knew that something thick
and sticky swamped over his head and
face, accompanied by clouds of soot.

He staggered back into the passage,
spluttering.

“Onh! Ah! Ow! Help! Yoooop!”

The Fistical Four, ensconced in a
window-recess down the passage,
watched him with friendly interest,
keeping out of sight, however.

Not that Mr. Pumphrey could have
seen them, or anything else; his vision
zvaas entirely obliterated by soot and

L.
He tottered in the passage, gasping
and spluttering and howling, in a state
of fury to which mere words cculd not
have done justice. ¥

From the end of the passage came a
chuckle,

Hansom and most of the Fifth were
there, waiting round the corner.

“Help! Yooop! ¥Yarooh! Grooogh!
Gug-gug-gug-gugggeg!” spluttered the
Fifth Form-master. “Oow! Oh! |
Yah! Yooop!”

He clutched desperately at the tar
streaming over his face, and gouged
it from his eyes and nose.

“What ever is the matter?”

Dr. Chisholm came hurriedly from
the direction of the Sixth Form-room,

| where he was taking the top Form of
| Rookwood that afternoon. -

He blinked in amazement at the
blackened figure staggering and "gasp-

Aing and coughing in the passage.

“What—what—what — who — how—
stuttered the Head
blankly.

“¥arogoh!”
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“Who are you, sir?” thundered the
Head. “What does this mean? How
dare you enter Rookwood, you—you un-
clean ruffian!”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Jimmy
Silver. ““He doesn’t know him!”

“His own father wouldn't know him
like that!” chuckled Lovell. “Ieep out
of sight, for goodness’ sake!”

“Yarooh! Gug-gug-ugug! Dr.
Chisholm!” )

“Who are you?” thundered the Head.
“you unclean, dirty, unpleasant—"

“you old fool, I am Mr. Pumphrey!”
roared the unhappy master of the
enraged to care what he was
saying. “Who the dickens do you
think I am?”

“Wha-a-at! Mr. Pumphrey! This
language to me!” stuttered, the Head.

“I am the victim of an outrage!”
roared Mr. Pumphrey. “Look at me!
I am smothered with something—
groogh!—tar, I think! It Is in my
mouth—gug-gug! Look at me! Some
young rufiian—grooogh!”

“Bless my soul!”

Mr, Pumphrey gouged away more tar
and blinked at the Head, palpitating
with wrath,

“It was a booby-trap!” he gasped.
“It was set above the door! AsI en-
tered—groogh! No one is present in
the Form-room. It is evidently a plot.
I demand that the author of this out-
rage be fingged and expelled from the
school, Dr. Chisholm!”

“T ghall certainly punish the suthor
of this outrage, Mr. Pumphrey,” said
the Head in icy tones. “Bui a few
moments ago you used an expression

to m

“T,00k at me!” hooted Mr. Pumphrey.

“Your present condition, sir, does not
excuse your lack of respect,” sald the
Head. “You appled an-expression to
me—an expression I do not care to
repeat—""

“Iook at me!” shrieked the new
master. “You are wasting time, sir! I
demand the instant punishment—" .

“It is not £or you to demand, Mr.
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Pumphrey, but to request, with due
respect——"

“Rubbish—"

“What},’

“Nonsense!” roared Mr. Pumphrey.
“Do you think I am going to endure
this? ~ If you do not instantly flog the
young scoundrel who treated me thus
I will take the matter into my own
hands!”

“Bless my soul!” The Head was
pale with anger and indignation. “Mr.
Pumphrey, I have had several serious
faulls to find with you already. But
for the fact that, owing to—to circum-

 stances I was pressed for time, I should

certainly never have engaged you as a
master in this school!  After your
conduct, sir, it is quite Impossible for
you to remain here. The sooner you
can leave Rookwood, Mr. Pumphrey,
the better I shall be pleased.”

“Twaddle, sir—twaddle!” hooted
Mr., Pumphrey.

“Wha-a-at?”

“T demand the instant——-"

«Mr. Pumphrey,” thundered the

Head, “you are dismissed!”

And with that the incensed old
gentleman rustled back to the -Sixth
Form-room, greatly perfurbed, leaving
Mr, Pumphrey sawing the air with his
hands, and giving utterance to a
stream of remarks not at all suitable
for a Rookwood master.

Jimmy Silver & Co. scuttled away,
almost suffocating with laughter.

The plot had worked better than the
juniors had dared to hope.

The “blackleg ¥ who had taken Mr.
Greely’s post was dismissed, and there
was great satisfaction among the junior
campaigners.

CHAPTER 5.
Morny Takes a Handl

IMMY BILVER & CO. came in
] rather late to lessons, and Bulkeley
i k.Of the Sixth gave them a stern

0}

Tt was no pleasure to Bulkeley to take
the Fourth Form in the absence of a
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‘had uttered to the Head.
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Form-master, and he found his hands
{ull with those cheery youths.

“You are late!” snapped the prefect.
. “Sorry, Bulkeley!” sald Jimmy Silver

meekly.
“Take fifty lines each!”
“On1”

“ And go to your places!” growled the
captain of Reokwood.

The juniors obeyed meekly.

As a prefect Bulkeley’s word was law,
but as a Form-master he found a goed
many difficulties to contend with.

However, lessons passed off quietly in

the Fourth Form-rodm, the juniors

" faking a good deal of credit to them-

selves for not ragging “old Bulkeley.”
. The Fifth FPorm-room was deserted
that afternoon.

The Fifth had gone in with the Sixth,

" by the Head’s order; so the Head had
- had his hands full; too.

When the fellows came out of the

" Form-rooms the Fifth found themselves
~ minus a Form-master.

Mr. Pumphrey had spent most of the
afternoon iA .a bath-room, with soap
and hot water galore, in a state of sim-
mering fury.

But after the cleansing process Mr.
Pumphrey calmed down a good deal,
and repented of the hot worlls he

4

Repentance, however, came tdo late,
as it so often does.

The Head refused even to see him,
and the new master of the Fifth was
under the necessity of packing his be-
longings and departing from Rook-
wood.

Quite a crowd of Rookwooders
gathered to see him off. :

Hansom of the Fifth clapped Jimmy
gilver on the shoulder as the cab drove
away to the statlon- : !

“Good for you, young ‘un!” Hansom
condescended to say. “ ourse, you
couldn't foresee that it w turn out
Fancy the silly ass slanging
the Head! But it has turned out well,
and we're obliged to you.”

“My dear man, that's beiter than an
OBE,” said Jimmy Silver gravely.

9

“I feel that I haven't Jived in vain, If
you're obliged to me, Hansom.”

Whereat Hansom sniffed and walked
away.

The Fifth Form were without a
master now, and it was arranged for
them to work with the Sixth for the
present, under charge of the Head.

That arrangement, the only possible
one in the circumstances, wds far
from satisfactory, hewever.

But after his unhappy experience
with hurriedly-engaged new masters, it
was pretty certain that the Head
would take his time in selecting a new.

man.

And ere long, if Jimmy Silver's cam-
paign went on satisfactorily, the hap-
less Head was to have some more places
to fill, (.

After lessons thire was a consulta-
tion among some of the Classical
Fourth—especially the Fistical Four,
Mornington, and Conroy, the Aus-
tralian, who were the chief leaders In
the campaign.

Mornington went in search of his
cousin, Mornington II,, of the Second
Form, and brought him to the end
study, where Jimmy Silver & Co. had
gathered to tea.

Mornington II.—otherwise “ ‘Erbert
—was not looking happy.
He was rubbing his hands In a rueful

way as he came in.

“Had it again, ‘Erbert?”
Jimmy Silver.

The fag nodded.

“nr. 'Ogg is a corker,” he said. “We
don’t like our noo master. The Third
Form chaps rag their noo master, Mr.
Mobsby; but our noo master rags us!
He’s a nawful beast!™ &

“Like him to go?”

“YWotto!” said 'Erbert feelingly. “I
wish the "Ead would let Mr. Wiggins
come back. He was a good sort. That
‘orrid Mr. 'Ogg is down on me!” ]

“What for?”

“He says as ‘ow I drops my aitches,”
said 'Erbert. “Course I does; I ain’t
'ad the eddication of the other fellers,
owing to me bein’ lost when I was &

asked
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nipper. Mr. Wiggins made allowance
for me, but Mr. 'Ogg donm’t! He's a

yegler beast, he Is!”

Valentine Mornington's brow dark-
ened.

There was a good deal of affection
between Mornington of the Fourth, the
fastidious dandy, and his little cousin
in the Second Form, once a ragamuffin
Whom Morny had befriended without
knowing his relationship.

«Tm not standin’ this, you fellows.”
said Morny. “The cad's not goin' to
rag my cousin. 'Erbert's worth & hun-
dred of him.”

«all sereme,” said Jimmy , Silver.
«ye're on his track. Sit down and wire
into these pilchards, "Erbert. Loveil,
old man, coffee for the distinguished
guest.”

Erbert grinned and sat down to tea.

In spite of his sufferings In the
Second Form-room, he had a good
appetite, and he enjoyed tea in the end
study.

There was a considerable discussion
over tea.

The somewhat harebrained scheme of
Jimmy Silver & Co. was to make life
not worth living to the new masters at
Rookwood, and fortune seemed to be
smiling on them, so far.

They had had unexpectedly com-
plete success with the new master of
the Fifth; that Form, like the Fourth,
was now without a master.

Mr. Hogg, of the Second, was next on
the list.

After he had been dealt with, it
would be the turn of Mr, Snaggs, of the
Shell, and Mr. Mobsby, of the Third.

"Erbert had to leave the end study at
last for evening preparation in the
Third Form-room, as the fags did thelr
prep in the presence of their Form-
master.

Morny's cousin went to the Form-
room with a heavy heart.

The want of training in his earlier
days placed him under many disadvan-
tages, end Mr. Hogg made no allow-
ance for the fact,

MASTERS ON STRIKD!

Mr. Hozg had a bitter tongue and & r
bad temper, and he was accustomed to
holding up poor 'Erbert to ridicule
before his class, which was little short
of torture to the sensitive little fellow.

Owing to the long discussion in the
end study, "Erbert was a minute or two
late in the Form-room, and he found
Mr. Hogg there with the rest of the
Second Form.

"Erbert slipped in quietly, hoping to
reach his place without attracting the
attention of the master, but the hope
was vain,

«Mornington!"”

“Yes, sir,” faltered 'Erbert, turning
round.

“you are late!” snapped Mr. Hoge.

“On’y a minute, sir,” pleaded ‘Erbert.

“What?"

“QOn'y a minute, sir.”

“What do you mean by ‘on'y'?”
thundered Mr, Hogg. ‘“Are you not
aware that there is an ‘1’ In the
word?”

Some of the Second grinned, and
poor 'Erbert crimsoned.

“Yessir!” he gasped.

“Then why do you not promounce
it?” snapped Mr. Hogg. 4

“1Abit, 1 s’pose, sir.”

«iphit! Do you mean habit?”

«yyus!” gasped 'Erberf, his pronunci-
ation getting worse and worse as he
grew more flustered.

«yus?” repeated Mr. Hogg. “Do you
mean yes? If you mean yes, why do
you not say yes? You are perfectly
well able to pronounce the word if you
ghoose. Mornington; I have heard you

0 s0.”

“If's you worritin' me, sir!” gasped
‘Erbert, in despair. "I torked ever so
much better with Mr. Wiggins. He
didn’t worrit a bloke.”

“Worrit! There is no such word as
worrit in the English language.”

“Qh, crumbs!”

“Come here, Mornington,” said
Hogg, taking up his cane. “Thi
deliberate impertinence on your part.
You are not content with being a vulgar
little ragamufin—"

Mr.
s
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wMr, Wigzins never called me names,
sir,” said 'Erbert. “He was a gentle-
man, he was.”

“What! Come here at once.”

*Erbert looked obstinate.

«1 been caned enough, sir,” he said.
“You give it to me five times to-day,
and T've 'ad enough. My ‘ands are
swelled now.”

Mr. Fozg stared at him.

“Will you obey me?” he thundered.

«T ain’t goin’ to be cancd no more
to-day, sir,” said 'Erbert. “I tell you
I've 'ad enougn! Let a bloke alone!”

Mr. Hogz sirode towards the fag,
grasped him by the collar, and jerked
him out into the middie of the Form-

room,

Swish! Swish! Swish!

The tane rose and fell on 'Erbert's
shoulders, and the fag’s yells filled the
Form-room.

The door suddenly opened.

Mornington of the Fourth looked in,
with a grim expression on his handsome
face and a glitter in his eyes that was
dangerous.

Without speaking a word, Morning-
ton ran in, grasped the Form-master
by the collar, and spun him away from
'Erbert. N

Crash!

Morny put all his strength into that
spin, and Mr. Hogg went sprawling on
the floor, and there was & gasp ol
horror, mingled with delight, from the
astounded fags.

,

i

CHAPTER 36.
Brought to Book!

f

i

Mr, Hogg, hardly knowing

what had happened, sprawled

o'x;x b};!s back, blinking up in a dazed

state.

Valentine Mornington stood with his

fists clenched, looking down at him, his
eyes blazing.

“you coward!”

brute!

dare!”

he exclalmed, “You
Touch my cousin again if you
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Mr. Hogg sat up dizzily.

Ha blinked abt Morningion of the
Fourth as if he could hardly believe his
eyes.

“Boy!"” he gasped.

«gad!” retorted Morningbon.

“you—you dare—"

“Iay your paws on my cousin agaln,
and you'll see that I dare!” answered
Morny disdainfully. “¥You brute! You
ought to be a prison warder, not a
master in a school!”

Mr. Hogg stagzered to his feeb.

His red, dyspeptic face was crimson
now.

He grasped his cane and started fo-
wards Valentine Mornington.

The dandy of the Fourth faced him
coolly, his hands clenched and his eyes
gleaming.

The Second Form looked on breath-
lessly.

Such a scene was unheard-of at Rook-
wood before the strike of the masters.

“1—1 will—" gasped Mr. Hogg.

“Come on, then!” retorted Morning-
ton recklessly. “Keep back, 'Erbert!”

_ #“Morny—" stammered the terrified

fag.

“Keep back!”

Mr, Hogg was springing on the dandy
of the Fourth, the cane lashing out.

Mornington caught the lash on his
left arm, and winced with pain, but
Mr. Hogg had time only for the one
cut. *
The next moment the boy's right
hand, clenched and as hard ds Iron,
smote the new master full on the
mouth, and Mr. Hogg staggered back.

‘Back he went stumbling, to lose his
footing and collapse on the floor with
a bump.

“Bravo!"” gasped Snooks.

The Second Form were all on their
feet now, wild with excitement.

Their Form-master had been knocked
down before their eyes, and theirtfear
of him was gone.

The fags came swarming out before
the desks.

Three or four missiles smote Mr.
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Hogg as he gasped on the floor, and
Snooks up-ended an inkpot over him.

There was a roar of rebellious voices
in the Form-toom, which was heard far
beyond the purlieus of the Second.

The fallen master, inky and dazed
and confused, struggled wildly among
the meb of fags.

There was a sudden howl of warning
from Jones minimus.

“Cave! The Head!”

“Oh, crumbs!”

The fags scampered back to their
seats.

Morning
alone in the middle of the room, with
Mr. Hogg, inky and breathless, sprawl-
ing at their feet.

Dr. Chisholm swept in, with a face
that was a study in itself.

Mr. Hogg sat up and blinked at him
through the ink.

“What—what—what—" stuttered
the Head. “What does this mean, Mr.
Hogg?"”

“Groogh!"”

“ Answer me!"

“ Gerrrrooogh!”

“Mornington, what are you doing
here?”

“I came in to protect my cousin,
sir,” answered Mornington quietly.
“That brute was ill-using him.”

“YWhat! What, you dare to apply
such an expression—""

“I{’s the truth, sir!”

“Mr., Hogg—"

“Wow-wow-wow! Groogh!” That
was all Mr. Hogg could say, so far, till
he got rid of some of the ink from his
mouth.

“Ii's the truth, sir!” said 'Erbert,
speaking up at once in defence of hls
champion. “I've been caned all day!
Look at my ‘ands! Mr. Wiggins wasn't
always a-pitchin’ into me like that
bloke.”

"By
“P'raps. 'm a vulgar litile raga-
mufin,” said 'Erbert. “But

Wiggins never called me any sich
names. He was a gentleman, he was.”
“Do you mean to say, boy, that Mr.

ton and 'Erbert were left|.

My, | Morni
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Hogg applied such expressions to you?™
exclaimed the Head.

“'Course he did, sir! And he's
always a-doin’ of it. Any of the coves
‘ere will tell you. Look af my 'ands!™

““Mr, Hogg, kindly come to my study;
and you also, Mornington, and your
cousin. Boys, keep order here.”

A dead silence fell on the fags as the
Head left the Form-room, followed by
the two Morningtons, Mr. Hogg limping
and gasping in the rear.

CHAPTER .
Fed Up!

IMMY SILVER & CO. were 3t work

in the end study.

Although there was a great
campaign going on, prep had to be
done—or, rather, the Fourth-Formers
in the kindness of their hearts did prep
s0 as not to worry “old Bulkeley” in
class.

The Fistical Four were busy when
Valentine Mornington strolled into the
study with a cheery smile on his face.

“Finished , already?” asked Jimmy
Silver, looking up.

“Haven’t started, dear boy.”

“Time you did, then,” sald Raby
severely. “We've agreed to keep up
prep, and give old Bulkeley an easy,
time, you know. ‘Tain’t Bulkeley's
fault that the Head’s a bit of a mule.”

“Lots of time!” yawned Morny.
“IT've been busy, too. ¥ou can take
Hogg's name off the list, Jimmy Silver.”

“Hogg’s next man in, isn't he?”
asked Jimmy.

“No; he's odd man out,” grinned
Morny. “He's leaving Rookwood in the
morning.”

The Fistical Four stared. N

“What's happened?” demanded the
whole quartette with one voice.

“The Head’s happened!” chuckled
ngton. *There was a row in the
Second, and I chipped in and knocked
Hogg down—"

“Great pip!"
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“And a merry scene in the Head's
study afterwards” said Mornington.
“T must say the Head is a brick. I wish
he wasn't a mule, tod. That cad Hogg
has been down on pocr old "Erbert xo
end. The mean’s not a gentleman, you
know, and he's a shocking snob in cen-
sequence. He don't like 'Erbert's
dropped ‘ h's,’ and he's fairly persecuted
the poor kid. And now it's all come
out! He secmed to expect the Head to
approve of him.”

i“He doesn't know the Head, then.”

«And the Head didn’t know him, or
he wouldn't have let him into Rook-
wood. And he told him so, by gad,”
said Morny, with a chuckle. “Poor old

'Erbart’s paws are swollen with caning.
That was more evidence, No end of
talk before the Head, and the dear old
boy was shocked at findin’ that he's
made such a bounder master of the
Second. Talked to him like a Dufch
uncle in a wax. Hogg man fires up;
says if he's not satisfactory he's pre-
_pared to leave. Head clinches on that
Zsalary till the end of the term, and
the order of the boot on the spot!”

“My hat!”

“So he's goin’ to-morrow morning’,”
Mornington rubbed his hands. “ For
scme reason or other, after sackin’ the
Hogz man the Head thought it neces-
sary to cap me for knockin’ him down,
Dashed unreasonable old gent—what?”

“youre jolly lucky to get off with a

» gaid Jimmy Silver. “I sup-
pose the Head knew the man was 2
prute or he wouldn't have let you off
so lightly.”

«T don't feel let off lightly: Butb it's
all right. and you can take Hogg off the
list. He's goin’. Now I'd betfer go an’
do some prep, or I shall have Erroll
huntin’ for me.”

And Mornington sauntered out of
end study. 5

The Fistical Four looked at one
another with greaf satisfaction.

“We're winning!” remarked Lovell

«wWe are—we are—though Morny and
‘Erbert seem to have done the secol
act all on their own,” sald Jimmy

~—poor little chap!
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Silver, smiling. *The Head's shedding
his new masters like giddy leaves in
Vallambrosa. Hurrah for us!”

The Fistical Four settled down ta
prep again in great good humour.

Work had just finished in the end
study when there was another caller.

This time it was Jimmy Silver's
cousin, Algy of the Third.

The cheery Algy nodded carelessly to
the chums of the Fourth.

“What a life!” he remarked.

“Well, what have you been up to.
you young sweep?” asked Jimmy Silver
severely.

“Don't come Uncle James with me,
old chap!” sald Algy Silver impler-
ingly., “I say, we've had no end of &
lark in the Third. Our new man’s a
regular gilt-edged treasure! I hope he'll
never leave.”

«“He's got to leavel”
frowning.

“T don't think hell be sorry if he
does,” remarked _Algy reflectively.
“pgor little man! He ought to take a
baby-class in a girls' school, He's not
up to the weight of the Third. * We're
enjoyin’ life with him. We haven't
done any work to speak of since he
came.”

“Slacker!”

“Oh, we haven't been slackin’; we've
been givin' Mobsby the time of his
lifel We've stuck all his books with
glue, and he can't open them!"”
chuckled Algy. “We've split his canes
_not that he’d have nerve to use them
We put crackers in
his desk this evenin'! You should have
seen him jump!”

“you young rascall”
laughing. ;

7 hear that you've got a scheme of
scootin’ the new masters out,” said
Algy. “I wantyou tolet Mobsby alone.
He's a duck! Bohun used to make us
work, and Mobsby never does. He
can’t! Bohun used to lick us, and
Mobsby daren’t. We're enjoying life
with him! Prep in the Third is better

sald Lovell,

sald Jimmy,

nd | than a Rugger match!

So you let him
alone, old top. We want him to stay.”
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And Algy strolled out of the study
with a chuckle.

“Well!” said Arthur Edward Lovell

Jimmy Silver laughed.

«I dowt think therell be much
trouble with Mobsby,” he said. “The
poor little chap means well, but he's no
good for the Third Form at Rookwood.
I fancy he won't last long, even without
our assistance. Those young villains
in the Third are making his life a
burden.”

Jimmy Silver was nearer the fruth
than he supposed.

At that very moment little Mr.
Mobsby, the new master of the Third,
\«;’asa tapping at the door of the Head's
study.

There was an expression of weighty
resolution on the little gentleman’s
nervous face.

Dr. Chisholm was in his study in a
troubled mood.

His new masters were failing him,
and the future was full of uncertainty
and worry.

He rapped out “Come in!” very
sharply as Mr. Mobsby tapped.

The master of the Third came in
hesitatingly, and blinked nervously
under the fixed gaze of the Head.

“yell, Mr. Mobshy?” said the Head,
scenting more trouble at once.

“I— Dr. Chisholm, I really
hope this will not put you to excessive
inconvenience, but—but—" stam-
mered the nervous little gentleman.

“But what, Mr. Mobsby?" .

“1 beg to tender my resignation, sir,”
gasped JAr. Mobsby. “I have no com-
plaint t¢ make—none whatever! But—
but I de not feel equal to dealing with
the Third Form, sir. My experience
here has been—been quite different
from what I was accustomed to at—at
the preparatory school when I was——
In fact, I—1 beg you: to accept my
resignation, sir.”

“Really, Mr. Mobsby, if you have any

complaint to make—"

“None ar all, sir,” gasped the little
gentleman. “I am simply not equal to
the tesk, and I confess the fact. I
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should be glad to be relieved of it at
ﬂil]e"en.rllest possible moment., That 1s
all,

Dr. Chisholm compressed his lips.

“Very well, Mr. Mobsby, I may re-
mark that I have had very serious
doubts as to your ability to manage the
Third Form; but, owing to circum-
stances—— No matter, I accept your
resignation, sir.”

The Head remained in & very thought-
ful énood after Mr. Mobsby had left his
study.

Of all his new masters, only Mr.
Snaggs of the Shell remained, and
Rookwood School was almost without
masters again.

Really, there seemed no end to the
troubles of a headmaster who had the
firmness of a rock—or the obstinacy
of a mule, whichever it was!

CHAPTER 38.
The Last on the List!

L HdE old sport looks mno end
bottled!”

Adolphus Smythe, the orna-
ment of the Shell, expressed himself
thus as he smiled through the curling
smoke of his cigarette,

Adolphus was given to expressing him-
self slangily.

He was referring in those irreverent
terms to the Head of Rookwood.

Howard and Tracy major, also of the
Shell, grinned over their cigarettes,

“Rookwood’s comin’ to somethin’, I
think,” pursued Adolphus sagely. “All
the nmew masters gone exceptin’ the
worm who's crawled into our quarters
and calls himself master of the Shel!
What I want to know is, when is he
goin’? Man who scents himself like a
chemist’s shop an’ parts his hair in the
middle isn’t any good for us.”

“Dyes his hair, too!” said Tracy.

“Tints his eyebrows, I verily believe,”
said Howard. “I believe in a chap
taking care of his looks if he’s good-
jockin’.” Howard glanced into the glass
and smiled, as if quite satisfied with
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what he saw there. “But there’s a
limit, an’ that smelly bounder Snaggs
ggn't; .l’maw it. Frightful outsider, dear

*“Our man, Mooney, wasn't much of a
nut,” said Adolphus. - “Still, he was a
man, This creature, Snaggs, isn't a nut
and isn't a man. What is he?
Snaggs! I can tell you, old dears, that
I'm fed up on the Snaggs-bird, right up

the chin. He's the last of the new
crowd, an’ it’s time he went. The Head
knows it, too. When he came into the
Form-room to-day he niffed the Snaggs’
scent, and I saw him shudder,”

“Horrid!” said his chum.

‘“He's, iookin' worried,” went on
Adolphus. “Quite bottled, in fact.
Bottled, with the cork in, by Jove!
‘Why doesn't he let the old gang come
back? There they are, gll hangin' up
in Coombe, like a lot of moultin’ fowls,
you know, an’ Rookwood goin’ to the
bow-wows. Why can't he give the
scented Snaggs marchin’ orders, an’
take the old gang back, an’ let us be
_merry an’ bright again!”

There was a tap at the door, and
Jimmy Silver came into the study.

He coughed &he caught the cigar-
ette-smoke, wlich was rather & worry
to his healthy lungs.

Jimmy of the Fourth was not quite
so accustomed to that doggish atmo-
sphere as Smythe & Co. of the Shell.

gs cough made the nuts of the Shell

er .

“Have a fag, young 'un?” smifed
‘Adolphus.

“No, you silly ass!” was Jimmy
Silver's polite refusal,

Adolphus raised his eyebrows.

“What charmin’ manners they have
in the Fourth!” he remarked.
*Polished, you know. Quite Chester-
fieldian, in fact! Oh, gad!”

“pPut that rubbish away, you silly
owls,”. said Jimmy Silver, coughing
again. “What the thump do you want
to turn your study into a ed tap-
rmm?for? Have you fellows heard the
news?”
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‘“Anythin’ fresh about the Latcham
races?” asked Tracy.

Jimmy Silver snorted.

“Bother the Latcham races!
there races at Latcham?”

“Are there?” repeated Adolphus
Smythe, in utter disdain. *“For good-

Are

A | ness’ sake, Silver, where have you been

buryin’ yourself?"

“I haven't come here to talk like a
goat!” said Jimmy, with a grunt.
“There’s some news. Bulkeley's been
put in charge of the Second—"

“Bless Bulkeley, and bless the
Second!”

“Neville's got the Third—"

“He's welcome to ‘em!” yawned

Adolphus.

“I fancy the prefects are getting a
bit fed up with it,” said Jimmy Silver.
“But the joy of the thing is that the
Fourth are going to take lessons with
the Shell till a new master comes—
which won’t be just yet.”

Smythe & Co. jumped.

“You fags—in our Form-room!”
shouted Smythe. “What cheek! Why,
we won't stand it!”

“I don’t see that you've got much to
stand,” retorted Jimmy Silver. “It’sus
that will suffe—shut up with a gang
of silly owls like the Shell!”

“Why, you cheeky fag—"

“We begin to-morrow,” sald Jimmy,
“The Head’s a bit at his wits' end, I
think, to run the school without
masters. Tubby Muffin heard him on
the telephone to-day slangin’ the agency
for sending him so much trash. Good
masters can't be picked up like apples
in an orchard. And there's another
trouble brewing—the governors have
got wind of it.”

“By gad!” sald Adolphus. “Tims
they did!”

“Morny’s uncle, old Stacpoole, is on
the governing board, you know. Morny
says he never told him; but he’s heard
from his uncle, asking what'’s going on,”
said Jimmy. *Bet you the Head knows
that the governors are beginning to get
curious. I think he’ll come round and
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let the staff come back in time, but
we're going to help him make up his
mind.”

“Eh? How?”

“All the new gang have gone except-
ir}]‘g S'l?ﬂggs. Snaggs has gob to follow

em.”

“By gad! I'd like to see it! The
horrict bounder uses scent—strong scent
—in the Form-room! He whiffs like a
chemist's shop—pays a bob a gallon for
it, T should guess. And look at his
waistcoat! Jevver see one like it, you
fellows?” said Adolphus, appealing to
his chums.

“Never!” said Howard solemnly.

“wwell, hardly ever!” grinned Tracy.

“And his watch-chain!” said Smythe
almost tearfully. “Rolled gold, you
know—thick as a cart-rope, or thicker—
and it simply howls out that it's rolled
gold. How's a feller of any taste to
stand a Form-master like that? Give
me Mooney!”

“WWell, the'long and the short of it

is that we're coming into the Shell
Form-room to-morrow,” said Jimmy
Silver. “We're going to make Rook-
wood too hot to hold Snaggs! Are you
fellows with us?”

Adolphus nodded at once.

He did not pull well with Jimmy, cs
a rule, but In this matter he saw eye
to eye with the captain of the Fourth.

“We're your little men, Silver,” he
answered. ‘“You think of somethin’ for
scarin’ away the Snaggs-bird and we’ll
back you up to the last ditch—right up
to the chin!”

“Rely on us,” sald Tracy; “and that B

applies to all the Shell. We're with you
to the last shot in the merry locker.”
“Done!” said Jimmy.
And he left Smythe’s study, quite
satisfied. i

Mr. Snaggs was to take the Fourth | chi

with the Shell on the morrow, and with
all the Fourth and the Shell against
him he was likely fo have a troublesome

me.
Adolphus smiled over his cigarette.
“That cheeky young ruffian Silver Is
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just the man for this job,” he told his
chums. “I don't like him, an’ I don’t
approve of him, and his taste in neck-
ties is revoltin’, but he’s the man to
make the Snaggs-bird flutter. And
more power to his giddy elbow!”

And that evening there was consider-
able discussion befween the leaders of
the Fourth and the Shell—with unusual
harmony. .

‘The Snaggs-bird, as Adolphus called
him, was the last of the “new gang,”
ard it was agreed that by a combined
effort the new man was to be hoisted
out of Rookwood.

On the Jollowing morning a very
numerous class gathered in the Shell
Form-room—Fourth and Shell com:
bined—and Mr. Snaggs did not look ex-
hilarated when he came in to take that
swarming ‘class.

Mr. Snaggs was a little gentleman,
who made himself lock a little taller by
means of elevators in his dainty boots.

That was not his only affectation,
however—he dyed his hair, which was’
scanty, and he used abundant scent,
and he walked and spoke in a mincing
manner.

A “nutty ” master Smythe & Co.
could have welcomed, but Mr. Snaggs
was only a pretended nut; he did not,
as Adolphus complained, know the rules
of the game at all.

Perhaps even the genuine brand of
nuttiness would have been out of place
in a middle-aged gentleman growing
bald, however. :

“Good-mornin’, boys!” sald Mr

nages.
“Good-mornin’, sir!” said Adolphus
solemnly. ““I hope you find yourself
well this mornin’, sir.”

“Thank you, my young friend, quite
well,” said Mr. Snaggs, delicately dab-
bing his nose with a scented handker-

ef.
Adolphus gave a gasp and sank back
on his seat.

“Smythe, are you not well?” ex
claimed Mr, Snaggs.

“Hold me!” moaned Adolphus.

Howard and Tracy held him.
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“What is it, my boy—what is it?” ex-
elaimed Mr. Snagss, advancing towards
the class.

“Take it away!” moaned Adolphus.

“What—what is it?”

“A—a—a dreadful smell, sir! I—I
think there’s somethin’ wrong with the
drains!” moaned Smythe.

“Bless my soul! I—-"

“Oh! Excuse meg, sir; it was only the
scent on your handkerchief,” said
Smythe, recovering himself. “Very
sorry, I'm sure, sir!”

And Adolphus grinned affably at the
naw master.

For a moment Mr. Snaggs stared at
him as if transfixed,

Then he woke 1o sudden life.

He grabbed Adolphus by the collar,
and yanked him out before the class.

“Yarooh!” roared Adolphus, “Oh,
by gad! Yooop!"” i
Whack, whack, whack!
“There!” gasped Mr. Snaggs. “You
f again, I think,

will not be impertinen
Smythe.”

“Yow-ow-ow!"

The unfortunate Adolphus ecrawled
back to his seat, qujte certaln that he
would not be impertinent again.

His first attempt at ragging the new
master was also his last.

CHAPTER 39.
' ‘The Feeding-Up of Mr. Snaggs!
IMMY SILVER & CO. chuckled.
] It was just like Adolpbus to take
the lead in this way, and still more
like Adolphus to put his foot in it.
But Adolphus Smythe had had
enough of taking the lead now.
., If anybody was to take the lead
any more, it was not to be Adolphus.
. He was more than willing to leave
the glory—and the risk—fo Jimmy
Silver of the Fourth.
», Lessons proceeded in rather a thun-
dery atmosphere,
‘There was not much work dofe, how-
ever,
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The class was far too numerous for
one man to handle adequately, even if
he had tried hard.

And Mr. Snaggs did not try hard.

He was a slacker, as well as “boun-
der,” and he let the juniors do mainly
as they liked. -

Jimmy Silver & Co, did not admire
slackers, and they fully agreed with
Smythe & Co. that the new master was
“no good” for Rookwood.

He was not even “up” to his work,
for Rawson of the Fourth, who was
terrific in Classics, caught him “out”
in Virgil, and Mr. Snaggs blundered
hopelessly, amid growing merriment in
his class, till he indemnified himself by
caning Rawson severely, much to that
painstaking youth’s astonishment and
wrath.

This was really too bad, and, apart
from Jimmy Silver’s campaign, it was
felt in the Fourth that Rawson’s wrongs
had to be avenged.

“The fellow’s only a blessed blackleg,
anyho,” sald Rawson wrathfully, when
the juniors left the Form-room; “and
he’s an ignoramus, t00. He had no
right to take on the job! Goodness
k?qys what the Head was thinking
of !

At dinner Mr. Snagzs was frowning.

After dinner he retired to his room.

It was his custom to take a “nap”
after lunch, in the belief that it was
good for the complexion!

While he was taking his nap he dic
not hear a slight sound at the door of
his room, naturally.

But when his nap was over, and he
was ready to go down, he made the
startling discovery that the door would
not open.

He pulled at the handle, in great
amazement; but he pulled in vain.

He rang the bell a} last, and a trim
maid tapped at the door in a few
minutes,

“Kindly open the door!” Mr. Snaggs
called through the keyhole. “It appears
to be fastened on the outside.”

The maid blinked at the door.
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“It dees not seem to be fastened, sir,”
she answered. “Is the key inside?”

Ves."”

“Perhaps it is locked.”

“It is not locked.”

“Well, I can see no fastening, six.”

“Pooh! Nonsense! It must ba fast-
ened, as I cannot cpen it. Use yeur
eyes!”

Thz maid had already used her eyes,
m vain; and she now tossed her head.

“There is nothing here that I can
see, sir!” she snapped.

“Don't be silly! Look!”

The maid flounced away, and confided
to her friends below siairs that the
master of tize Shell was no gentleman
to speak to a lady in such a manner;
and she remained resolutely deaf to
further tinklings of the bell.

Mr, Snaggs chafed and fumed In his

room.
' He began hammering on the door at
ast.

Rookwood had gone into the Form-
rooms by that time, and for some time
the new master hammered in vain, but
at last there was a rustle in the passage.

“What is this disturbance about?”
came the Head’s voice from outside, “Is
‘hat you, Mr. Snaggs?”

“Yes, sir; it is I!” heoted Mr. Snagas.
“I am a prisoner in this reom, sir
have been fastened in!”

“Bless my soul! I see no sign—"

“The door will not open, sir!” roared
(Ar. Snaggs.

“Kindly refrain from raising your
voice in addressing e, Mr. Snaggs!”
snapped the Head. “I will look—-"

He proceeded to examine the door.

It was not till after a long search that
he discovered three or four screws,
driven so deeply into the thick wood
that the heads had almiost disappeared.

“The door has been screwed!"” said
the Head faintly. “This is most—most
extraordinary! Have you any idea who
screwed your door, Mr. Snaggs?”

“As I cannot see through a door, sir,
especially when I am asleep, I havé
not!” hooted Mr. Snaggs.

“I will send for the sergeant.”

MASTERS ON STRIKE!

During the next half-hour Sergeant
Kettle and a screwdriver were at work
on Mr. Snaggs’ door.

The Form-master was released at last,
and he came downstairs an hour late
for his class, fiustered and furious.

He found the Fourth and the Shell in
in his Form-room, engaged in cheery
conversation.

Mr. Snaggs glarid at the juniors.

“Who screwed up the door of m,
room?” he thundered. 2

Ko reply.

“Unless the culprit immediately
comes forward,” seid Mr. Snaggs, his
voice trembling with wrath, “I shall de-
tain the whole class for two hours!”

Silence.

“Very well!” said Mr. Snaggs. “Very
well indeed! We will proceed.”

And they proceeded.

But Mr. Snaggs' troubles were only
beginning.

As soon as he had occasion to use the
cane—which was very soon, for his
temper was at boiling-point—the cane
split Into two pieces al the first whack,

When he sat down on the high chair
at his desk he sat in a sea of gum,
which he did not feel for some time,
but when he rose the chair rose with

Even when he was rid of his class his
troubles did not cease, for when he re-
tired to his study for a rest, and sel a
match to the fire already laid, there was
a crackling as if of musketry in the
grate, and wood and coal showered on
all sides.

It dawned upon: Mr. Snaggs—rather
late—that he had inadvertently set
light to a bundle of crackers.

Five times during that afternoon and
evening was the Head disturbed by a
raid from Mr. Snaggs, demanding his
assistance in discovering and punishing
the author of some fresh outrage.

When Mr. Snaggs bounced into the

Head’s study for the sixth time, later .

in the evening, Dr. Chisholm gave him
a lookelike a basilisi.
Mr. Snaggs’ face was flaming red!
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“Good heavens, sir, what has hap-
rened?” exclaimed the Head., *

. Mr, Snaggs hrandished a bottle in the
air,

“Lock at me!” he shrieked “This
Lottle—my face: My face—this bottle!
Ah, ha!” He spluttered with fury.

*What—what L

“This bottle, sir, contained my cora-
plexion-wash!” hcoted the unhappy
nut. "I P

“Complexion-wash!’ gasped the
Head, “Absurd! In a man of your
years— Absurd! Ridiculous!”

“Someone has tampered with it!1”
yelled Mr. Snaggs. “I did not observe
it ir time. Bui someene has pub red
ing in it—red ink, sir! Look at my
face! Red ink, sir!”

The Head pressed his hand to his
brow.

“Mr. Snaggs,” he said at lasf. “you
are ridiculous! I am not surprised that
you aie persecuted. The boys cannot
possibly retain the slightest respect for
such & Mman, I must request you, sir, to
resign your position here. You are not
fit for Rookwood!"”

“I should refuse to stay at Rookwoeod,
sir, under any circumstances what-
ever!” howled Mr. Snaggs. “My com-
plexion is ruined! My hair has had
e narrow escape. I discovered just in
time that my hair-restorer had been
tampered with! I will not stay, sir,
another day in this bear-garden!”

And Mr. Snaggs didn't.

i i

The following day Rookwood Scheol
was once more without masters.

That morning Jimmy Silver cycled
down to Coombe and visited the village
inn, where the masters on “strike *
had their quarters. B

There he interviewed Mr. Bootles, late
master of the Fourth,

And after Jimmy Silver had left Mr.
Bootles held a consultation with the
other masters.

And so it came to pass that, about
the time the station cab was bearing
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Mr. Snaggs away, cight gentlemen
walked in at the gates of Rockwood and
procecded to the School House. €

An army of fellows watched them, for
it was the stafl returning.

And the army followed them in, right
up the corridor to the Head's study, at
which Mr. Bootles timidly tapped.

“Come in!"”

Mr. Bootles threw open the door, and
the eigh{ gentlemen crowded, very
quigtly and respectfully, into the Head's
study.

Dr. Chisholm roge fo his feet in sur-
prise—perhaps in relief—at the sight
of them,

“gir!” said Mr. Bootles. “Good-
afternoon, sir!”

“ Good—good-afternoon!” stammered
the Head.

* Bir," said Mr. Greely, taking the lead,
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“we understand that you have had—
h'm!—some difficulties—h'm!—with a
new staff, and—h'm!—we have come,
sir, to offer our services, in the hope
that you, sir, will overlook any un-
pleasant occurrences in the past, sir,
and, letting bygones be bygones, permif
‘us fo resume our duties at Rookwood
School, sir.”

“Mais oui—yes—oh, certainement!”
murmured Monsieur Monceau.

“We regret ex: ly that there
has been any trouble,” said Mr. Mooney.
“Most sincerely.”

The Head’s face relaxed.

The offer to return to duty came so
opportunely to relieve him of his diffi-
fulti_? that he could not help welcom-
ng i

And the “strikers ” were as tactful as

could be wished. There was no loss of

dignity in accepting the olive-branch

extended in this manner.
“Gentlemen,” said the Head at last,
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“I am glad that you have come hers:
I accept your offer. I will even say that
there have doubtless been faults on both
sides, which by mutual goodwill we
must endeavour to avoid in the future.
Gentlemen, the past is forgotten!”

And Tubby Muffin, whose fat ear was
at the door, scuttled off to inform
Jimmy Silver & Co. that it was “all
serene.”

The “masters’ strike” was over, and
once more Rookwood School resumed
the normal tenor of its way.

And all concerned were glad that the
trouble was at an end, and for somse
time afterwards the extreme politeness
of the Head and his staff to one another
was quite entertaining to witness.

And in the end study satisfaction was
great, for. the Fistical Four, at least,
agreed in attributing the happy recon-
cir.gaf.i?n entirely to Jimmy Siiver’s cam-
paign
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THE ROOKWOQOD SHYLOCK’S REVENGE!

A Spleadid Short Story of JIMMY SILVER & Co,, the Popular

Chums of

CHAPTER 1.
Stoppedsin: Time.

e H, leave me alone, Leggett!”

O wailed Tracy minor of the

Second Form at Rookwood, as

the Modern junior tpok a ﬁrmer grip on
the fag’s ear,

“Yes, Tl leave you alaneil don't
think ! snapped Leggett vindictively.

“I will pay you the money, really,”
whimpered Tracy minor, “if only youll
let go my ear. You're hurting me, you
are! Ow! Yow!”

“And I'll hurt you more,” exclaimed
Leggett. “What do you mean by bor-

rowing money from me if you don’t |

intend to pay it back?”

“But I do intend to pey it back,”
protested the fag earnestly. “I'll pay
it all back at the earliest possible
moment. Beswles. I've paid you the
mterest regularly.

Bah! What’s the interest got bo
do with 19" sald Leggett, the Shy-
lock of Rookwood, *Sixpence a week
on a loan of five bob! What's that?”

“Well, T've already paid you two bob
in intep—= Dw! Yow! Oh, do leave
me alone; you spiteful beast!”

“I'll givégou spiteful beast!” snapped
Leggett. fow do you like that?”

Tracy let forth a pitiful
scream

“O he wailed. “Don't,
Legget don't! I can't stand

oL going to pay me that
five bOb?| e ity 1 ATy,

“I will, se you, s So0n a8 my
governor me & tp,” said Tracy
minor;

L;;vetet ood of that?” sr(xlorted
another tip. nay never send you

X Oh —-] »
mooned the Leggett—he will!

Rockiwood.
“Rats!” sneeered Leggett. “I've
heard that sort of yarn before. Look

here, you've got to find that five bob
somehow before Saturday. D'you hear?”

‘“Yes, Leggett, I hear, but—"

“No ‘buts’!” said Leggett, '“You've
got to find it somehow. I don't mind
how you get it, but I'm determined to
have my five bob back.”

“If my father doesn't send me a tip,”
said Tracy minor, “I'm afraid I shan't
be able to pay you. I don’t see where
I can get the money from.”

“Don't you?” said Leggett, with a
sneer. “Let's sce if we can make you.”
. Leggett took a still firmer grip on the
youngster’s ear, snd gave it a harder
twist.

“Ow! Yow!” exclaimed Tracy
minor. “Ow-w-w-w-w! You beastly
Prussian, you! Ow!”

“Well, do you think you will be able
to“gIet Ithe money now?” asked Leggett.
“Hallo, what's all the row ahout?”

Newcome asked the question as he
came upon the quiet spot of the quad
‘where Leggett was torturing the fag.

“He’s a beast!” said Tracy minor.

“I know that,” said Newcome, giving
the schoolboy Shylock a steely glare.
“Leave the youngster alone, Leggett!”

"What do you mean by——" began

*, Leave him alone!” commanded New-
come. )

There was & determined look in New-
come’s eyes, and, thinking it wise to do
Ias he was told, Leggett released the

ag.

“Now,” said Newcome, “what’s all
this rumpus about? What’s Leggett
been doing, Tracy?”

“He's been twisting my ear for all
he’s worth,” said Tracy minor, “just
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because I haven't been able to repay
some money I borrowed from him.”

“What did you want to borrow it for,
if you couldn't pay it back?” said New-
come,

“But I intend to pay it back as soon
as I get a tip from my pater,” said
Tracy minor. “I've told Leggett 50, but
he won't believe me.”

“Can't you take the kid's word, Leg-
gett?” asked Newcome.

“No, I can't,” grunted Leggett.
“These fags are too fond of making
promises and then not, keeping them.”

Newcome turned to the fag.

“By the way, kid,” he said, “do you
mind telling me what interest you've
been paying?”

“Sixpence a week,” said Tracy
minor,

“On what amount?”

“Five bob.”

“Phew!” whistled Newcome. “Is that
the game?”
, you don’t think—" began

b thmk you're the rottenest, mean-
est cad at Rookwood!” cried Newcome

heatedly, “I—" s
“Hallo, hallo! What's the matter
-here?”

Newcome looked round, to find his
three chums, Jimmy Silver, Raby, and
Lovell, behind him,

“Leggett’s up to his old games,” ex-
plained Newcome. “He lent this kid five
bob, and after charging him exorbitant
interest, has been torturing him because
he hasn't repaid the money.”

“How much has he paid in interest?”

“Well, look here, young Tracy,” said
Jimmy Silver. “You're a young fool
to borrow money from such a beastly
Shylock as Leggett; but, all the same,
you're not going to be ragged for

nothing, You're not to pay Leggett
another penny piece, D'you under-
stand?”

“Yes, Silver.”

“If Leggett starts ragging you again,
you come to me.”

THE ROOKWOOD SHYLOCK'S REVENGE!

“But—-" protested 'Leggett:

“Clear off, Leggett!” ordered Jimmy
Silver. “And take this as a warning.
If you ever rag this kid again, I'Il go
straight to the Head and explain
matters to him.”

Leggett glared at Newcome.

“It’s you I've got to thank for this,
you rotter!” he cried. “Well, you look
out! Il make you sit up for this, you
mark my words!”

*“Clear oft!” commanded Jimmy Silver
again.

Leggett #ook his heels at once, but
as he went he uttered two words:

“You wait!”

The Fistical Four went back to their
study, and soon Leggett was entirely
forgotten. As to his threats, the
Classical chums took no notice what-
ever.

CHAPTER 2.
Bad News and Good.

L ZLEGRAM for Master Newcome.”
It was the next day, and the
Fistical Four were seated in the
end study at Rookwood, discussing a
forthcoming footer match with Grey-
friars, when the page-boy put his head
round the door and made the above
statement.
“For me?" asked Newcome,
“yesh

“Hand it over, then!”

The page-boy- handed the buff-
coloured envelope to Newcome, and,
after receiving a sixpenny tip for his
trouble in bringing up the telegram, he
took his departure, .

Newcome tore open the envelope and
drew forth the plece of paper it con-
tained. 5

“I wonder who this ls— Good
heavens!” | 1

Newcome stagegred backwards, and
his hand flew to his head. His face
had gone as white as a sheet, and his
chums gazed at him in amazement. . .

“What's the matter?" asked Jimmy
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Silver concernedly, “Not bad news,
surely?” -

Newcome threw himself down in the
nearest chair, and rested his head in
the hollow of his hands. He was so
overcome by the message he had just
received that he hardly heard Jimmy
Silver’s question.

‘The Classical chums rose to their feet,
and Jimmy Silver laid a friendly hand
on his chum’s shoulder.

“Buck up, old scout!” said Jimmy
Silver sympathetically. “And tell us
what the trouble's about.”

“Oh, the mater,” murmured New-
come—“‘poor old mater! If only I were
with her!”

“Your mater ill?” asked Jimmy
Silver,

“Yes,” replied Newcome, controlling
himself quickly. “The pater says she’s
seriously téll[’ and wants me to go home

v

“Phew!” Jimmy_Silver. s "1
say, Newcome, old.fellow, I'm awfully

sorry! I suppose there's nothing I can
do for you?”
“No,” answered Newcome “It's

awfully kind of you, but I must get off
at once. It’ll take me about three hours
to get home. Have any of you fellows
got the time on you?”

Lovell pulled out his watch.

“Quarter. to one,” he said.

“Good!” sald Newcome, rising un-
steadily to his feet. “I can catch the
two-thirty from Coombe. I'd better go
and see the Head first.”

Newcome went off to visit Dr. Chis-
?ﬁrﬂ' and returned about five minutes

ater.

“The Head'’s given me permission to
stay away Indefinitely,” he said. “I
hope you chaps will write and let me
know the result of the Greyiriars
11_1g.t,cb. IVl probably cheer me up a

it.’

“We'll do that all right,” said Jimmy
Silver; but I-—I—J—>
The Classical captain faltered as
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“I—I—I trust,” he continued, “that
you won’t want any cheering up, old
stout. Let's hope you'll find the mater
much better when you get home.”

“Same here!” said Lovell and Raby
together.

“Oh, well,” said Newcome quietly,
“I'd better be going, otherwise I may
miss the train. Good-bye!”

“Good-bye!” said the Classical
chums. “It’s a pity we can’t come
down to Coombe with you.”

“Don't trouble,” said Newcome.
shall get on better alone.”

Newcome greatly appreciated his
chums’ eagerness to comfort him, but
he felt that he wanted to be alone to
think of his mother, for whom he had
such a great affection. He welcomed
their sympathies, but somehow or other
sympathies did not seem to lessen the
trouble that was on his mind.

In less than five minutes he was out-
sides the school gates, and was walking
down the lane in the direction of

wy

Combe, his mind full of troubled
thoughts.
[ “Poor old fellow!” said Jimmy Silver

sincerely, when Newcome had taken his
arture. “I wish we could have done
mething for him!”

“So do L” agreed Lovell.
could we have done?”

“Nothing,” said Jimmy Silver. “Only
the news that his mother was better
would buck him up.”

It was in a very miserable frame of
mind that the Classical chums went
into class that afternoon. Admitted,
they had never met Newcome’s mother,
but one and all hoped fervently that she
would recover. Each of them knew
what their feelings would have been
like had they received similar news con-
cerning their own mother, and their
whole hearts went out in sympathy to
their chum.

Tea-time came, but it was a very
strange tea to Jimmy Silver and his
chums. The study seemed to be dif-

“But what

though he was afraid to conclude his
remark. :

ferent without Newcome, even the tea
did not anpear to taste the same,
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It was one of the most frugal meals
the Classical chums had ever had, and
, one of the quietest, too. Neither of
themn felt like eating, and neither felt
like talking.

It was left to Jimmy Silver to break
the silence.

“Coming out into the quad?” he
asked. “There may be a telegram
waiting for us from Newcome.”

“Maybe,” agreed Lovell and Raby,
but they had very strong doukis on the
matier. However, they followed Jimmy
Silver down to the gates. Old Mack
was standing at his lodge, and surveyed
the chums critically.

“What I ses——" commenced the
porter, but Jimmy Silver broke in with:

“Telegram come for me, Mack?”

“No, there ain’t!” snorted the porter.
“And it’s like this 'ere. I shouid like to
know what you young rips want with
so many telegrams?”

“Brr-rr!” was all Jimmy Silver said,
At that moment he felt no inclination
to argue with the irritable old porter.

He turned away from the lodge with
his chums, and was just about to walk
out into the lane, when a man of about
middle age came rushing into the road.
He caught Jimmy Silver by the shoul-
der and caused him to stagger back-
wards.

“ E—er- " he stammered, “Ex-
cuse me! I'm awfully sorry! I really
did not see you!”

“Don’t trouble,” sald Jinmy Silver.
“It was as much my fault as—"

“H'm! Rookwood boys!” said the
stranger.

“¥es, we belong to Reokwood,” said
Jimmy Silver.

“T4then y-y-you know m-m-my
son?” stuttered the stranger.

“Youre son!"” repeated Jimmy Silver

ineredulously.

“Yes, my son! Newcome is his
name."”

“Newcome!"” gasped Jimmy Silver.

“Yes, we know him. He—"

“Well, take me to him!” commanded
Mr. Newcome. “I must see him at
once!”
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“But you can't!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Can’t! Why not?”’

“Because he’s gone,” said Jimmy
Silver. 3

“Gone!” -gasped Mr Newcoms.

“You m-mean t-t-tc tell me m-m-my
son is dead?”

“Nen-n-no!” 'stammered Jimmy Sil-
ver, somewhat “He left the
school some hours ago in answer to your
telegram.”

“My telegram!” queried Mr. New-
come, “I don’t understand. I don’t
remember sending Arthur a telegram.”

Jimmy Silver and his chums stared at
Mr. Newcome dumbfounded.

“1t arrived about a quarter to one,”
said Jimmy Silver.

“By gad!” exclaimed Mr. Newcome.
“Somebody’s been playing a joke on us
both. I came down here after receiving
a wire from Dr. Chisholm, expecting to
find my son dangerously ill, and—"

“Why,” broke in Jimmy Silver, “ New-
come's wire stated that his mother was
seriously ill. It was, supposed to have
come from you.”

“Well, I certainly did not send,” said
Mr. Newcome. “And I suppose that,
as my son is not ill, Dr. Chisholm did
not send the wire which I received!"”

“Great Scott!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver. “It’s all very strange!”

“It certainly is,” agreed Mr. New-
come, “and I intend to get to the bot-
tom of the mystery. Can I frouble you
to show me the way to your headmas-
ter’'s study?” ;

“Certainly!” sald Jimmy Silver &
Co., and they directed Newcome's
father to the Head’s quarters.

“Well, I'm blowed!” ejaculated
Jimmy Silver, when they were alone.
“That's a mystery, if you like! It'sa
bit thick on old Newcome being worried
like that. A joke’s a joke, but I con-
a;icleir’ that's carrying things a bit too
ar!”

“Hear, hear!” echoed Lovell and
Raby.

“I wonder who it could have been,”
said Jimmy BSilver, “Surely a Rook-
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wood chap
down trick!

“The average chap wouldn't,” re-
marked Lovell. *“But what about Leg-
gett?”

“Leggett!”

“Yes, Leggelt,” said Lovell. ‘“He's
bad enough for most thinigs, and I—
By Jave, 1've got it!”

:

“What?”

wouldn’t play such a low-

““You remember what Leggett said to
Newcome yesterday abeut making him
sit up for stopping him ragging young
Tracy?” said Lovell.

“Great Scott! Yes."”

“Well, you can bet your boots Leg-
gett has done this by way of revenge,”
sald Lovell.

“There’s no doubt apout it,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Lock here, I'm going
to have the rotter out and duck him in
the fountain.”

“What-ho!” .

The Classical chums soon tracked
Leggett down, and although the school-
boy Shylock denied having had any-
thing to do with the telegrams, the
chums were satisfied that he was the
responsible party.
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The result was that Leggett received
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the biggest ragging of his life, and it
was a very sore and sorrowful Leggett
that went to bed that night.

The next morning Newcome re-
turned, and, to the satisfaction of his
chums, his face was beaming with
smiles. He had arrived home to find
that his mother was in the best of
health.

Later in the morning the Fistical
Four went down to the local post-
office, and after a brief conversation
with the postmistress, they were able
to obtain proof that the telegram sent
to Newcome's father in the name of Dr.
Chisholm was sent by Leggett.

Therefore, Jimmy Silver and his
chums felt that their treatment of the
schoolkoy Shylock the previous night
had been well justified. The only thing
they regretted was that they had not
made the puhishment a bit harder.

However, they were quite satisfied
that Leggett had received sufficient

castigation when, upon returning to
Ttookwood, they observed the Schoolboy
Shylock with his hands tucked under
his arms and groaning for all he was
worth. They learned afterwards that
the Head had come down on the cad,
and they weren't at all sorry,
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| SOCCER'S RIVALS

ET in one of the old, ivy-grown
walls of Rugby School is a stone
i tablet, so small and inconspicuous
that a stranger would have a hard job
to find it. And yet, despite its seeming
unimportance, that tablet - commemo-
rates a schoolboy’s exploit that has
spread the name and fame of Rugby
all over the world.
Rugby’s Beginning,

It was near that spot, just over a
hundred years ago, that William Webb
Ellis, in the heat and excitement of a
game of football, suddenly caught the
ball in his arms, and, instead of kicking
it or placing it for one of his side to
kick according to the rules of the game
in those days, ran with it. Not much
in that, one might think, but it was
to that simple incident that Rugby
football, the rival winter game of
Soccer, owed its beginning, for Ellis’
startling new idea caught on almost at
once. But, for ail that, running with
the bell in the hand was not officially
recognised in the school rules until

1.

There have been many more changes
in Rughy since then, of course. Who
could believe that the scientific, fifteen-
a-side game of to-day had anything in
common with those amazing free-for-
all rough-and-tumbles so thrillingly
described in “Tom Brown's School-
days,” when a hundred or more players
a-side took part? When either goal
was in danger even the spectators piled
in and helped defend it, and one game
l:‘m!gh.t easily, and often did, last for

ays.

Rugby Is not the only great Public
school that can claim to have origi-
nated its own particular brand of foot-
ball, but whereas Rugby's handling
ecde has been adopted by half the

*
world, the others are never likely to
be played elsewhere than on the play-
ing-fields where they began.

Weird Winter Games,

One of the most curious and puzzling'
of these to the casual spectator, yet
the greatest of all winter games to old -
and present Harrovians alike, is Harrow
football, specially designed by one of
the school’s former masters to suit the
uneven clayey soil on which it is
played. Not the least peculiar thinz
about this game is the ball,

Imagine, if you can, a Soccer ball
that has survived being run over by a
steam.roller—but only just—and you
will get some idea of what the Harrow
ball looks like.

Harrow football is played by two
teams of cleven a side, the formation
consisting of nine forwards and two
backs, while the goals, known as
“bases,” are more than thirty feet high
and with no cross-har. The pace of the
game is terrifically hot all through, for
there are no scrums, and everything, in
the words of Harrow’s famous school
song, depends on “following up” the
ball. Provided you are not off-side, that,
is, in front of the man on your side
who kicks the ball, you are entitled to
catch it off any player's foot and then
shout “V¥ards!” claiming a free
“punt ” with a run of three yards. On
account of the wet and slippery ground
the field is marked out with shallow
ditches, and the players wear white
string gloves to grip the ball.

Winchester, too, has its own tra-
ditional game, though it has lost some
of the startling rules it had in the-
“good old days” when the goal was
actually a boy who stood with out-~
stretched legs at either end of the field,
a gown rolled up at each foot. Two
points were scored if the ball was sent
over the gown and the ’keeper failed
to touch it, and three if it went be-
tween his legs or over his head. What
happened if the goalie was sent flying
isn't clear—probably a fizht!



THE LAUGH OF A LIFETIME!

A Lively Long Complete Yarn of the Chum of Greyfriars,
Starring an Amazing New Boy—the World’s nisgest Japer !

GET THIS COMPANION VOLUME TO-DAY.
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Something n::fln new Clarence Carboy,
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keep you in fits of long school
story ! Read all ;about Christopher’s Ml-of-!'nn adventures—ask your
newsagent for this tip-top number.

L On Sale Now! % Price 4d.
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No. 401. THE £1,000,000 FILM MURDER.
A sensational story of erime in Holly-

wood.
By DONALD STUART,

No. 402. THE MYSTERY OF THE OLD AGE
PENSIONER.
A gripping novel of George Mursden
Plummer—Master Crook,
By 1. TEED.

No. 403. THE CRIME IN PARK LAHNE.
An .\I»c\rlnanx drama of bafiling mys-
tery in London
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No. 404.. THE VICTIMS OF DEVIL'S ALLEY.
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