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o
A tyrant of the worst type is Mr.
Scroop. But Jimmy Silver & Go
of Rookwood, soon show their new
headmaster where he gets off!

CHAPTER 1.

Not Wanted!
ORNINGTON of the Fourth
R/i Form at Rookwood knocked at
the door of the end study, and

were seven juniors crowded in
, and there was a loud buzz
of voices raised in heated argument.
Mornington entered unnoticed.
Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Raby, and New-
come, the owners of the study, were all
speaking at once; and so were Tommy
Dodd, Cook, and Doyle, their visitors
from the Medern side.
The four Classicals and the three
Moderns were apparently tirying to
carry convi n by putting on steam
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in argument, bub none of them looked
like heing convine

The subject was_cricket—ericket in
general, and the St. Jim's match in
particular.

Jimmy Silver, as junior captain, was
monarch of all he surveyed when it
came to making up the team for. that
great match. £
scrupulously fair. His own sxdeALhe
Classical side—was represented in the

cleven by six places. Five Modern
Jjuniors were in.

Tommy Dodd’s opinion was that five
Classicals would have been enough, if
not too much, and that the sixth place
belonged, almost by the laws of
Nature, to a Modern,

To this contention the Fistical Four
replied, with emphasis:

“Fathead!”

“Mouem “assi

“Duffer

“Chump'"

And- the three Tommies simultane-
ously delivered their opinion of the
Fistical Four:

“silly cuckoos!"™

“gilly chumps!™

“yani”

Mornington

frowned impatiently.
Not the slightest notice had been taken
of his entrance. The Rookwood juniors
were too busy slanging one another.
Mornington was not accustomed to be-
ing passed unnoticed—at all events, he
had not been accustomed to it before
he came to Rookwood. Since coming
there, he had had a gcod many ex-
penenccs that he was not accustomed

}m frowns passed as unnotieed as
his entering. Neither Classicals nor
Moderns had any eyes for him.

“I don’t mind you four being m
the eleven,” said Tommy Dodd.
adxmt you can play.”

“Thank you for
Jnnmy Silver.
““And Oswald, he's a good man; and
50 is Rawson. But you can’t put in
bOLh Oswald and Rawson. The sixth
lace belongs to the Modern side.”

nothing!” said

“Rats!” ? )

“QOf course, youre captain,” said
’I'ommy Dodd.

Just remembered that?” asked

Ji immy Silver sarcastically.
But a cricket captain ought to have
some sense,” said Tommy Dodd.

“Sure, he ought!” said Tommy
Doyle. “And a skipper with the sense
of " a bunny-rabbit would play six
Moderns out of eleven. You see, we
want to bate St. Jim's.”

“That’s it,” said Tommy Cook.
it wasn’t an important match,
wouldn’t matter so much. But we
want to beat St. Jim’s, and how're we to
do that with Classical duffers crowding
good players out of the team?”

wye

“8illy ass!”
“Look here—-" .
“I'm putting in you three, and

Towle, and Lacy,” said Jimmy -Silver.
“Can’t do better than that, and you
can go and eat coke, you Modern
duffers!”

“Look here, you chump—-""

“I am waitin’ to speak to you!”
rapped out Mornington, quite losing
patience at last. i

“Wait, then, you Classical ass!”
snapped Tommy Dodd, without look-
ing round.

“Oh, join in the choms, l\xommg-
Lcm'” said Jimmy Silver. o ahead,

I shan’t hear a word you' say,
mm these duffers burbling. But €0
ahead!”

“It’s about the cricket.”

“What the thump do.you know
about cricket?”: exclaimed Lovell, in
astonishment.

“I am.takin’ up cricket.”

“How. gcod of you to come and tell
us!” said Raby. “Good]

“Don’t glve me any unpcrnnenccm

“Ha, ha! TI'd give you a thxgk ear
for two pins!” chuckled Raby. By
off, you goung ass, and don’t play the
glddy ox!"”

“T want to speak to you, Silver,
is important,” said Mornin; ngton,
ing no further notice of Raby,

It
take
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“C‘o ahead!”
et’s

hear your views on
Tommy Dodd sarcaslic-
“Theyre bound to be inter

The Rooleweod juniors all looked ab
Mornington, and grinne Mornington
had not shown any predilection for
cricket before. He was a slacker, and

uch g nk, and about the
last fellow at Rookwood to malke a good
cricketer. This new depariure rather
amused Jimmy Silver & Co,

hat 1 ha\‘u had a lelter from my
guardian,” explainea Mornington.
“You may be aware that my guardian,
Sir Rupert Stacpoole, is a governor of
Rookwood.”

“Can’t say I was aware of fit,”
yawned Jimmy .Silver; “and I don’t
care twopence, anyway.”

“You may be made to care!” growled |
Mornington.

“By gum!” &j 1culated Jimmy.

“Go ahead!” said To. Dodd
‘encouragingly. “IH hs.ve a bob each
way on Sir R\\pezt Stacpoole!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My gu'ermn wishes me to take up
cricket.”

“Well, that shows his sense. Better
than hanging about smoking cigarettes
and bemng on geegees—your usual
game.”

“That is my business.”

Jimmy lever nodded.

“Quite so! It's all your business, if
you come to that, and I'm bother
1 can see what you're telling me about
it for.”

en to

“I have come to you because you
are junior. cricket captain. I desire to
play in the elcven log

“Go hen!”

“I wish to pmy against St. Jim’s in
the next mal

““Ha, ha, ha"'

Classicals and Moderns roared.

Mornington stared angrily at the
merry juniors. Apparently he did not
see anything extraordinary in his
request.

8

“I have told you what I wish,” he
sald angrily. “I am not used to havin
my remarks treated in this way.”

“You'll get used to it in time,” s
Jimmy Silver I)Lmdl

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“«wiil uou play me, or will you not?”

“Not!” said Jimmy promptly.

“Sir Rupert Stacpoole hes it
said Morninglon, evidently under the
impression that the mere wish of a
member of the governing body would
clinch the matter, and that Jimmy
Silver had nothing left but to bow
down and obey, with proper meekness.

But Jimmy Silver only chortled.

“Lemme see,” he remarked. “I be-
Heve this chap Stacpoole is a member
of “he House of Commons, isn't he?
A ra\.‘\en prominent politician?*”

aid

ki Well drop him a line, and tell him

“Yes?” said Morningion.

“Tell him to stick to pol and not
tc vother about things he doesn't
ungersiand, like cricket.”

“What?”

“That's all,” sald Jimmy. “Give
him my Lmd regards when you write.
Good-byel”

Mornington glared at the captain of
the Fourth He made a stride towards
Jimmy Silver with his hands clenched.

But he paused. He had tried that kind

of thing with Jimmy before, with pain-
{ul results to him self,

“You will nob pla.y me?” he ex-
aimed.

“Nix.”

“You dare to disregard a governor of
Che school?”

“Yes; I think I can screw up enough
courage for that if the governor's ass
enough to meddle in our cricket
affairs,” said Jimmy.

“I shall ask him to speak to the
ead.”

“Right-ho!”

“You will be punished.”

“Ha, ha!”

The juniors laughed merrily. Morn-
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ington’s idea that he could “carry on”
in the Fourth Form at Rookwood as he
had done at home never ceased to tickle
hem.

“This chap ought to be
cinema,” said Tommy Dodd.
wasted at Rookwood.”

“He was born to be a funny mer-
chant,” admitted Jimmy Silver. ‘“He
gets richer every day. Run away and
play, Mornington!”

Mornin"tcn'; eyes gleamed.

Then you will not let me enter the
cnﬁkec”” he explained.

on the
“Hc s

“Oh, yes! I'd be glad to see you
turn up at practice,” saxd Jimmy Silver
good-naturedly. e nge you some

coaching, if you

“You can do that when I ask it,”
said Mornington arrogantly.

“Very well, I'll leave it till then,”
said Jimmy, unmoved.

“You will not play me?”

“No, you ass! If you show on the
cricket ground that you're better than
a_chap in the eleven, you'll be given
his place. Nob till then.”

“Very well. I shall take no further
notice of your team, but shall raise an
eleven myself, captain it myself, and
run it quite independently,” said Morn-
ington.

“Ha, ha!”

“I shall issue challenges, and fix up
matches, and my eleven will be re-
garded as the junior eleven of Rook-
\\ood You will not be allowed to stop

K “Bless your little heart, T don’t want
to stop you!” said Jimmy Silver, laugh-
ing. “Go ahead! I'll be jolly glad to
see you playing a decent game, instead
of slacking and smoking and dodging

to the races on a half-holiday. But
you can’t call yourself the Rookwood
junior cleven. That’s us.”

“I shall do so!”

“Oh, all -right! Do so, a be
blowed!” said Jimmy Silver, “Now,
run away—your face worries me!”

“You shall suffer for your imperti-

nence,” said ‘\Lornmgmn, I.»eu\em his
teeth, “My guardian—-

“Oh, bless your g\lardlan"’

“He has great influence with the

Head—"

 BOW-Wi o\v"‘

“He chairman of the governors,
and can—-"

““Oh, shut up!”
“I shall report your insolence to him

Jimmy Silver jumped up, quite out
of patience.

“Report away!” he said. “Report
at the same time that I chucked you
out. of my study on your neck!”

“Hand off! h!”

Mornington went spinning thnugl
the doorway.

He landed in the passage \\‘th a

(i

ump.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Jimmy Silver slammed the door.
Mornington did not return. In the
end study the argument was resumed,
and the juniors soon forgot all about
him. The argument was warm, and
it seemed to consist, chiefly -of “Tat-

head!” Duffer!” “Cl ssical  aes!”
“Modern worm!” “Yah!" =
CHAPTER 2.
tornington's New Wheeze!
« NYTHING wrong?”
A Townsend of the Fourth
asked that question as Morn-

ington came into his study. Townsend
and Topham, the dandies of the
Fourth, were there. Rawson, the
scholarshipyboy, who shared the study
with them, was out. Rawson seldom
stayed in the study excepting to work.
He did not find the society of the
clegant slackers of Rookwood at all
congepial.

That something was wrong was evi-
dent from Mornington’s frowmng brow,
and the dusty state of his jacket, Towny
and Toppy had heard
the passage, too.

a bump along'

L
|
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”Yes!" snapped Mornington.
“Sorry!” said Townsend politely.
“Have a smoke, old cha;

Mornington accepted a cignrctle.

“I want you fellows to back me up,”
he said, as he blew out a litile cloud of
smoke.

“Any old thing!” said Topham. “If
it’s another run down to the races,
though, you can excuse me. I{ panned
out rather badly last time.”

“It isn't that. It's cricket!”

“Oh, gad!”

“I've decided to take up cricket,”

said Mornington. “My guardian wants
me to. He’s rather a decent old chap,
and always lets me.do exactly as I
like, and I'd like to please him.”
- “On, quite!” said Townsend, ratHer
surprised. He had never supposed that
Mornington wanted to please anybody
but himself.

“Silver won't give me a place in the
cleven.”

“Ahem! Won't he?”

“No. I'm goin’ to raise a new eleven
and knock Jimmy Silver's team out,”
said Mornington. “I'm goin’ to make
it thv j.uuor eleven of Roglmood "

2t Sxm Lhe of the Shell tried knockin®
out Silver's team just before youtame
to ROOK\&OOd ” said Topham. “It
didn’t work.”

“Smythe’s a silly ass!”

“Well, yes, But how are you goin’
to do it?”

“Pick out the best cricketers I can
"md and go ahead.”

But—bat will they play for you?”

Mornington raised his eyebrows.

“I suppose so. I'll pay 'em.”

“Pay them!” repeated Townsend,

“Yaas!”

“ You—you'll
play for you?”
eyes o pening wide.

“That's the ide

“My word!” .

“I shall get a good team fog
think—selecled from boih Cla

er fellows money to
laimed Topham, his

and Moderns,” said Momlng(on.
5h'111 captain it myself.”
“But—put can you captain a team?”

“Of course I can!”

“I mean, have you tried?”

,%“Oh, yaas! At home I've played
sometimes, when we had a cricket, week.
I was considered rather good.”

CHYmI

“p

“Anyway, I'm goin’ to try. I've got
pots of money, and that’s the chief
thing. T'll put you fellows in my team
for a start, and then go round lookin’
for recruits.”

“You want me to captain the team?”

“DonL be an ass, Townsend. I've

old you I'm skipper.”

“Wcll 1 suppose I could play for
you,” sald Townsend, with a grin.
“You'll play, too, Toppy, and start the
ball rolin’.”

“Oh, certainly!” said Topham.

“That's all right!” said Mornington.
“You two, to begin with. I'll soon make
up the eleven, I think I think I shall
be able to bag some of Silver's men,
by offerin’ good terms.”

“Money, do you mean?”

“Yaas!”

Townsend sald no more. He had
never dreamed that even this purse-
proud “bounder” could be duffer
enough to entertain such an idea.
he did not care to quarrel with the
wealthy Mornington—his friendship
was too valuable for that. He left it
to Mornmgmn to discover his mistake
for self. He did not think it would

\take long.

Mornington left the study, to begin
at once with his recruiting. Tow sond
and Topham looked at one another and
grinned.

“Of all the asses o

said Town-

send.
“Of all the chumps—" said Top-

bam.

“1 fancy Morny’s goin’ to meet with
a surprise.”

“What-ho! Ha, ha!”

Mornington did not let the grass grow
under his feet. He looked in at Flynn's




Flynn was a reserve for the
Jjunior eleven, and often played in the
matches. He was a good cricketer. He
had had some “‘rubs” with Morning-
ton, but it suited Morny to forget all
about that now.

“Hallo!” said Flynn cheerily enough.
“If you've come to tay, you're too late!”

“I haven't come to tea,” said Morn-
ington haughtily, His “spreads” in his
own study were superb, and he looked
with a disdainful eye upon the usual
“‘feeds” of the Rookwood juniors. “I'm
makin’ up & cricket cleven, and I'd like
you to play for me.”

Patrick O'Donovan Flynn grinned.

“Thank ye!” he said. “I'm booked!”

“You're not playing for the junior
eleven?”

“Sure, I p'ay =omet1mes, and I'm
ways in res

“I can oﬁcr you better terns than
Silver.”

Flynn looked puzzled.

“Faith, and I don’t understand ye!”
he said.  “What terms are ye spakin’
of intlr ely’)"

“I'm goin’ to pay my men.”

“Oh, howly mother av Moses!”

“I shall pay a retainin’ fee of five
shillin’s a week, and a guinea for each
mateh,” said Mornington. “If you like
to put your name down, here's five bob
in advance.”

Flynn jumpead up.

“Is it yer d)rthy moncj :,c re oﬂcun
me, ye spalpeen? ye
think Paddy
money?”

memgtm shrugged his shoulders.

“You're elty hard up, I believe,”

al-

Ty nn x\ An*s yuur

he said. Tl make the terms a bit
;Jetur i \ou hke T've got plenty of
in.

**Ye may have plenty of tin, but ye're
sinse and manners,” said
l*Iynu contemptuously. *Get along wid
ke here, will you play in my

1 vouldnt be found dead in it at
all, at allt

THE ROOKWOOD BARRING-IN!

“You silly fool—"

“Phwat !

“You silly, cheeky . fathcad—
Yaroooch!”

Mornington found himself on the
floor before he could finish, hardly

knewing how he had got there.

Flynn danced round him,
branmsl\ ed fists.

“Do ye want any more?” he m red.
“If ye do, Jul'l’l]) up and have it

“ Yow-ow!”

“‘Ye thafe of the worruld! Ye cad-
dish, rotten, purse-proud, ill-mannered
palpeen!”

Mornington struggied to his feet. He
made a rush at Flynn, and was met by
a drive on the chest which knocked him
clean through the doorway.

e did not come back again.

Painfully he picked himself up and
limped away. Flynn snorted after him,
and slammed the ocr H(‘ was greatly
ing nkd to mop up tI ge with
him, but he gcnerouxly xeframed

“The thafe of the worruld!” mur-
mured Flynn. “Afther oﬂermg me his
dirty money, bedad!

Mornington’s rccmmrw work h:‘d not

started well.

with

CHAPTER 3.
Reoruits Wanted!
HAT evening there were many

I smiles and chuckles among the

Classical Fourth of Rookwood
School.

Mornington's stated intention of
raising a new junior eleven, and put-
ting Jimmy Silver’s cleven cnuxcly in
the shade, was productive of endless
mirth.

Mornington had appeared on the
cricket ground a few times, but his per-
formances there had not ]“lp[’(\bsnd the
Rookweod fellows with his pre as
a cricketer.

His chie:

idea scemed to be to take

up a swanking attitude at the wicket
gn& to be bowled out first or second
2,
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How he would captain zm clewn if
he got one together was a
how he would get one to"eumr m. all
was a greater p

His own frlemh were mostly wiiling
to join in the scheme, simply because
they had their own reasons for keep-
ing in with him, Mornington, with his
endless supplies of cash, was a lorn of
plenty to needy fellows who were not
supplies

5
B

too particular where their
came from.

Most of the “nuL<" made it a great
point to be on good terms with him,
and they submltted to his dictatorial
tones, and his almost insufferable
arrogance, for what his friendship was
worth to them.

Most of them would have played in
his team, not with any idea of win-
ning matct hes, but simply in order not
to pari with their horn of plenty,

The difficulty was, that that kind of
fellow wasn't worth much as a
cricketer.

It was useless to take into the field
eleven fellows who would be bowled
without taking runs. Mornington did
not wish to provide a procession to and
from the pavilion for the amusement
of a laughing crowd.

For that reason he did. not ask
Smytl‘c & Co, of the Shell to join his

am., He knew what Adolphus
Smyme s cricket was like—very like his
own, as a matter of fact, though he did
not realise that.

Peele of the Fourth put his name
down; but that day Mornington's team
consisted of only three beside himself,
and he could not lay the flattering
unction to his soul that they were three
of the best.

But he was far from being dis-
couraged.

He had always found that “money
made the mare go. He had been

flattered and feoled to any extent for
his wealth’s sake, and he fully ex-
pected the Rookwood fellows to be
influenced in the same way.

Fiynn, certainly, was a bad begin-

mng But he was convinced that

Patrick O'Donovan Flynn was an
exception.

That evening a notice appeared on
the board in the handwriting of Morn-
ington. It was read with many choriles
by the Classical juniors.

Fellows gathered before that notice.
to chuckle and grin, as if Mornington
were a humorist who was labounn;;
solely for their entertainment.

The notice ran, in a very clegant
hand, and with capitals here and there
to add to the effect:

“NOTICE!

“Mornington, of the Fourth Form, is
raising a new Junior Eleven, which wiil
be the official Junior Eleven of Rook-
W

“Cricketers desiring to play in Morn-
ington’s team are requested to apply to
Study No. 4. Generous terms to good
piayers.

““ (Signed) MORNINGTON, Captain.”

“S\u'e, it takes the cake!” said
Flynn., “The silly spalpeen is going to
oﬂer fcl lows money to play for him.”

ut-and-out cad!” said Oswald.
Purse proud bounder!” commented
Jones minor.

“I wonder how many applicants
there will be?” grinned Raw<on e 7
don’t think there will be a rush.”

“Ha, ha!”

“By gum, I'm on this!” cjaculaled
Tubby Muffiln, the fat boy the
Fourth. “This is where I comc in!
Generous terms to good cricketers!
Well, !’nl: a good cricketer, ain’t-I?"

Ha, ha, U

“I'm jolly well going to see Morning-
ton,” said Muffin defiantly. “I'm going
to play for him, and some of you fellows
will open your eyes when you see me
bowling.”

“Duck our heads,
chuckled Rawson.

“'Oh, rats!”

Tubby rushed away at once to Study
No. 4

more likely,
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He found Mornington there, yawning
over his prep. Mommgton had a study
to him most luxurmus‘y appointed
S own expense. He enjoyed many
that were denied to the other

Tuxur
feilows.

He stared at Tubby far from politely
when the fat Classical came in.

“What do you want, you young raga-
muilin?” he: asked.

“I'm your man!” said Tubby.

“What?”

“I'm going to join your tea

“You young ass!™

“Oh, I sav‘ ’ exclaimed Tubby md g-
nantly. “Ain’t you advertising for
cricketers? I'm a jolly good cricketer!”

“I'm makin’ up an eleven, not a
raree-show!”  growled  Mornington.
“Run away and don't be an ass!”

Tubby glared at him indignantly.

“I tell you I'm a first-rate cricketer.
Look here, if you're going to make up
an eleven, youw'll want somebody. Decent
fellows won't have anything to do with
you, you know—I—I mean other decent

A

fellows. They'd feel insulted at your
qﬂ“clvng ‘em money. I happen to be
stoney, s6—""

“Buzz off!”

“Yowd better take me in,” urged
Tubby. “You can’t get any of the good
cricketers; they wouldn't touch your
team with a barge-pole, you know.
Besides, most of the chaps can’t stand
a swanking cad.

“Get out!” shouted Morningtos.

”Youd better think it over,” said

bby anxiousl; “What are lhose
u terms you are offering?”

“Tive shillin’s a week, and a guinea
a match,” said Mornington. *
youre no good, you fat fool
ofi!”

“Well, I can play quite as well as
you can, you know. I've seen the fellows
simply sphttmg their sides when you've
heen batting, _ Here, I say, leggo my
ar!” yelled Tubby.

Mornington did not let go. Tubby’s
inful truths had not pleased him. He

genel

5
Clear

+

twisted poor T ‘s ear ill the un-
fortunate Muflin yelled in anguish.

“Yow-ow-wow! Leggo, wu bully!
T'll kick you! Yarocop! Help

“Hallo, what's the row?” aa\d Jimmy
Silver’s voice, and he looked into the
qmdy “Who's committi 2
here?” Jimmy’s brow da:
\» Tubby wriggling in Mornington’s
“Let that kid alone at once, you
b\m)mg cad!”

“Mind your own business!” shouted
Mornington.

“Let him go!”

“I won't!”

“Then youwll be made to!” said
Jimmy Silver coolly, and he advanced
on Mornington with his hands up.

Morningten gave him a glare of de-
fiance, and gave 'Tubby’s ear another
cruel twist, cliciting a wild yel? from
Tubby Mufiin.

The next instant Jimmy Silver’s grip
was on Mon‘mﬂ ton.

The weedy, seedy slacker was an
infant in Jimmy Silver’s powerful
hands. Jimmy whirled him off his
feet, and swung him down on the study
table, sending books and papers and ink-
wide.
mumbled

ve:

Tubby.
! I was
(mly offering to pmy cricket for the
cad, and he went for me like a tiger!
Groooh!”
“Lef, me go!” shrieked Mornington,
struggling furiously.
's  strong
table.

grip pinned him
Not just "ct ? said Jimmy. “ You've

poL tolearn not to bully little chaps like
Tubby, my son. Tubby, take hold of his
ears, and twist them. Sauce for the
goose is sauce for the gander!”

“Wouldn't T just!” grinned Tubby.

“Oh! Ah! Yarooh!” roared Morn~
ington, as Tubby grasped his_ears, one
in either hand, and twisted them with
great vim.

“How do you like it yourself, you
beast?” chuckled Tubby.

“Go it, Tubby!”
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“Tm going 1.
“Yow-ow-ow!  Stoppit!
How dare you touch me! Li
““That’s enough, Tubby.”

“Hadn't I better give him some
more?” asked Tubby anxlously b ¢
”unL tired yet, Jimmy Silver!”

Ha, ha! No, that will do.”
f:‘{yel 3\\sb Jone more twisti™

“ Chuek m" said  Ji immy silver.
S No\\' cut off, Tubby, before I let him
20

Oh, dear!
et me go!”

“ Oh, rathe

"d said Tubby prompily;

l d Mornington off the
table, pxtchcd him into a corner, and
walked out of the study.
left him panting \vith rage, and
rubbing his ears. His ears—his own
lordly ears—had been pulled! .
Mornington ~ was  almost  more
astonished than enraged. It seemed
really like a bad dream. It was scarcely
credible that his ears had really been

pulled. But they had.

CHAPTER 4.
Tommy Dodid's Reply!

in the quadrangle, after morning

i TO\&MY DODD & CO. were chatting

lessons the next day, when Morn-
mo ton came up.
e three Tolmmes greeted him with
a slmlc
They had heard all about his notice
e board, and they were greatly

erested in the progress of his new
“Get ing on rippingly with the
cnc"ct”” asked Tommy Dodd aflably.

“Is the ncw eleven blooming like a
rose?”

I should like you fellows to play
for me,” said Mornington, constraining
himself to speak civilly.

Tommy Dodd shook his head sadly.
“We're booked,” he said, in a SOTTOW-

tone, *other Vi
the chance—simply jump at it—I
don't think!”
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“I know you're in Silver’ s eleven
now. I want you to leave him
“Not e: Silver’s eleven. It‘s the
School Jumm Eleven, and Silver hap-
pens to be the skipper!”

“Well, will you leave it, and pAay for
my team?” said Mornington. I
mahe it worth your while!"

“You'll shed the light of yer counten-
ance on us, and allow us to call
Morny?” asked Tommy Doyle,
great seriousness.

“You'll let us swank about knowing
yuu?” asked Tommy Cook, “You'l
allow us to.refer to you as our friend?”

Mornington scowled. He was no fool,
and he knew when his leg was being
pulled.

“Look here, come to business. You
don’t make anythin’ out of cricket. I'm
offerin’ you a chance to make some-
Lhwn decent out of it!”

“Money, of course?”

Yo
with

said Tommy
Dodd.
“Yaas.”

Cook and Doyle made a movement,
but Tommy Dodd signed to them to
be quiet.

“How much?” he asked blandly.

“¥ive shillin’s a week rcgular,
a guinea for each match.”

“That’s jolly generous!”

“I can afford to be generous,” said
Mornington loftily.  “I've plenty of
tint”

and

“Yes, I've noticed that,” assented
Tommy Dodd. *“¥You don’t hide your
light undu a bushel where money’s con-
cerned.

e Wcll will you accept the offer?”

Tommy Dodd smiled at his chums.

“Will we accept it, dear boys?” he
asked. “Will we? Il's so ripping of
him to offer to pay us for our services.”

“The rotten cad——" began Cook,
“Look here, give me your answer—
yes or no!” snapped Mo m ton., “I've
no time to waste on you!”

“That’s where we
Tommy Dodd cheerily. “\«VL ve got
some time to’ waste on , just to
not, to bz) a howling cad, dear

hin

uﬂer »  said

£
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“Hands off!”

“Duck him in the fountain!” said
my Dodd. “A ducking will cool

him. He looks rather heated!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

In the grasp of the three lau"’hmg
Moderns, Mornington was rushed to
fountain in Little Quad, his anmns aﬂd
legs ﬂyw wildly in the air,

Spla:

“Cﬂmoooghh!"

‘The three Tommies sauntered away,
leaving their vietim to wriggle out of

the big granite basin,

e vuocl(d out, streaming with
water, puffing and blowing, and red
with rage.

He shock a dripping fist after the
three Tommies, and dashed away to-
wards the School House. Townsend
and Topham met him in full career,
una stqrcd at him.

gods!” said Topham.

o B_cn getting wet?” said T
rather a superfluous questi(m.

Morningion was drenched.

“It's those Modern cads!” gasped
Morn! mg\lm “I'm goin’ to Bootles
about it!” '

“Yes, do,” said Townsend.

Morningien rusheq into the House,
leaving his dear friends grinning.

Morny never raceived much sympatny
from his dear friends in his little mis-
haps. Indeed, they might have been
suspected of enjoying them.

Mr. Bootles, the master of the Fourth,
Jjumped up in amazement as Morning-
ton dashed into his study, drenched and
dripping.

“Bless

end—

soul!” exclaimed Mr.
‘What —what does this mean?
ha

I—I—”

“Go and change your clothes at once!
You will catch cold! You careless boy,
you are spoiling my carpe

“1 tell you, Sit—-"
“Go and change your clothes!"

“Bup I—"

“Will you obey me?” thundered ‘\1r

“Change your clothes i
diately, ana take a hundred lines for
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c study in thaf state!

ing into my

G

The Form-master pushed
drenched junior out of tie study.

Mornington, panting with rage, hur-
ried away to the Fourth-Form dormi-
tory. He was beginning to shiver, and
his teeti were chattering.

In the dormitory he tore off his
drenched clothes and rubbed himsel?
down with a towel furiously. Four faces
looked in at the dcorway while he was
so_engaged.

Mornington glared 2f the
Four, and went on rubbing.

Jlmmy Silver gave him a qmet look.

“I hear youre going to Bootles to
about the Modern chaps, Morn-

the

Fistical

Mind your own business!”

“This is the business of all the
Fourth. You insulted the Mecdern kids,
though you’re too utter a cad to under:
stand that, and you deserve all you
got! You won't sneak about them!™

“I slnu do as I choose!” panted
Morr

Jxmmy Silver nodded.

“That’s so; I can’t prevent you from
sneaking if you choose. But I promise
you, honour bright, a Form licking if
you do. You've had that once before,
and you know what it’s like!”

“You rotter!”

“'Nuff said. If Tommy Dodd is called
up on the carpet, you get a Form lick-
i?g. Put that in your pipe and smoke
ity

Jimmy Silver & Co.
without another word.

Mornington finished rubbing himself
dry, and changed his clothes, and left
the dormitory. But he did not go to Mr.
Bootles’ study. He knew by painful
experience what a Form licking was
like, and he didn’t want to repeat the
experlence

The three Tommies were not called

“‘on the carpet,” neither were they ap-
proached with any more of Morning-
ton’s generous offers.. Places in his
eleven -were no longer open to those
three humorom youths.

walked away

'
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CHAPTER §.
Chalienge Not Accepted!
URING the next few days Jimmy
Silver noted wilh 2 humorous eye
the progress of Mornington as a
Lr ket captain.
Mo

ington was at lcast In deadly

Unfortunately for him, the fellows
who could play cricket were generally
fellows who were inclined to knock him

down for offering them money for their
services.
It soon beeame clear, ev"n to him,

that if he raised an eleven at all, it
would be an eleven * of sorts.”

But he did not gi

He hed said that he ‘would raise an
eleven, and he was determined to carry
out his words. And there were fellows
on both sides of Rookwood who were
amenable to the cash argument, (bou"h
they were not much in the cricket hn

Leggett of the Modern side wus an

1 cruit, Lepgett didn't care for

» but he cared & great deal for

want of better material,

"‘on accepted Leggett, which

tcam to the number of five,
hml elf,

breug
inelud

Then he accepted the services of
Selwyn and Chesney of the Shell, those
two members of the Giddy Goats’
Soclety having been hard hit on a late
race, and in need of cash. Dickinson
miner joined up next and then Hooker.
They he cricket part of the
arrangement as a joke, but the cash

came in very useful to them. Wegg of
the Third came in next,

The team then numbered ten, but an
cleventh man_wa: ught in v(un on
both. sides of Rookwoo l.

At last Mornington accepted thn ser-
viees  of Muffin, that plump
youlh forgiving and forgetting for the
cake of cash in hand.

The cleven was then compxem

The first time it went down to prac-

tice half Rookwood went to waich it
There were shouts cf laughter as a r
of Mornington's

cfforts

d for the
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The Fistical Four almost wept as they
watched.

The cricket was a sight, as Jimmy
Silver remarked, for gods and men and
little fishes.

Half the team were grinni
conscious of the show they ma
them taking it seriously.

EBut it was an eleven, at all events.
Morny had carried out his threat so far.

Winning matches with such an eleven
was quite o different matter.

Mornington, however, had a high idea
of his powers as a skipper, and did not
despair of licking his team into shape.

As o matter of fact, he required a
good deal of licking into shape himseif
before he was fit to appear in a cricket
match. Of that, however, he was quite
unaware,

The eleven having been formed, and
having had some pmcucc he looked
out for fresh worlds to conquer.

His idea of claiming to be the junior
eleven of Rookwood, and of sending out
challenges to neighbouring teams, was
still in his head. But he felt that, as
a preliminary step, it was up to the new
eleven to beat Jimmy Silver & Co. on
the cricket-field.

Had Morny known even a little about
the great game of cricket, he ‘\'ould ha'.e
known that his sorry fea
chance of beating Jimmy Smcr & Cu

But ignorance, as_the poet has re-
marked, is bliss. Morningtons idea
seemed to be that with first-rate leader-
ship—his leadership—the team would
give a very good account of themselves.

Hence he lost no time in issuing a
challenge to Jimmy Silver,

The Fistical Four were diseussing the
rthcoming mateh with St. J.
ing in the end study, when Snooks
of the Second a ed, with a letter in
his hand and a grin on his face.

quite
, few of

“Hallo! What's that?” asked Lovell,
“Letter from Mornington,” said
S: 001\‘1, grinning.
the fire.”

“Dol 't vou want to read it?”
“No, thanks!”




given me a tanner to
d Snooks.

youve carned your
in the fire,”

Ting t
“Well,
Chuck it
Snooks chortled, and threw the letter
into the fire, and departed from the
study, still chortling.
About ten minutes later Mornington

tanner.

came in, with a frowning brow.

“I sent you a letter, Silver!™ he
exclaimed.

“Did you?” yawned Jimmy. “Why

couldn’t you come and bring your mes-
sage yourself, you thumping ass?”
<1 was a written challenge.”

“You can send as many as you like,
dear boy. They'll all go the same way.”

“I chall roi I,D meet my team
on the cri 1d!” exclaimed® Morn-
ington,

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Dont be so jolly funny!” urged

uanj “Cncket isn’t really a laughing

matter. Run away and learn the differ-
ence between a bat and a bowler, and
then begin to talk cricket.

“I infend to beat your team and take
my place as junior captain of Rook-
wood, Silver!” exclaimed Morny arrog-
.fmt!y.

The Fistical Four roared.

“You are afraid to meet me?”

et-

“Simply trembling,” said Jimmy
Silver plandly. “Do I look pale,
Lovell?”

“Hn ha, ha!”

ornington looked at the four

lnla ous juniors with knitted brows
and gleaming eyes.
“Do you refuse my challenge?” he
C‘{Clmmcﬂ
rath

"And why?”

“Rather too funny to meet a team
h»e yours,” grinned anmy Silver.
“We're not exactly an: s to make
mior eleven the lruohmgsm"k of
01 by playing a set of silly

mmnne

you to th me'" ‘
g to lick us

vill foree
“(m hon! Are you g Ti

*
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all round?” asked Newcome
ally.
Mornington swung out of the study
and slammed the door, The Fistical
Four chuckled loud and long. But they
were not done with Mornington and his
challenge yet.

sarcastic-

CHAPTER G.
Mornington Has His Way!
e EEN the notice, Jimmy?”
S Dick Oswald asked the ques-
tion as Jimmy Silver came down.
stairs.
“Anything on?” asked Jimmy. “I
haven't seen it.”
“ Another nome from Mornington,
bedad!” said Flynn
““Oh, bother Momms;lon 12
“But it’s about you.” 4
Jimmy Silver grunted, and w: a‘Lcd
over to the notice-board. But he o
is eyes as he read the paper Lhe
Mornington’s elegant hand.

3 "
It ran:

“NOTICE TO ALL ROOKWOOD!

“J. Silver having refused the chal-
lenge of Mornington’s eleven to a
match, he is hereby denounced to all
the schaol as a coward and no cricketer.
Mornington’s eleven is prepared to meet
Silver’s eleven on any half-holiday when
Silver's eleven can pluck up enough
courage.

“MORNINGTON.”

Jimmy Silver frowned.

He jerked the notice from the hoar
and tore it into pleces; and walked away
with a moody brow.

Ten minutes later another paper, in
the same strain, was pinned up on the
board. Then Jimmy Silver went to look
for Mornington.

He found him in the Common-room,
with some of hxs elev They grinned
at Jimmy Silver

“Plucked up your courage yet, Silver?”
askcd Chesney.

Serew it up and try your luck,” ad-
vised Leggett.
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“I've got a bone to p)ck \uth you,
Mornington,”  said = Jimm Silv
angrily. “Youve called me names m
your precious notice!”

“I've stated the facts,” said Morn-
ington calmly.

“Well, if you put that paper on the
board again youwll get a licking!” said
the captain of the I‘ourth angnly‘ “I've
h'\d enough of your rot

I shall put it on agam, in stronger
language, unless you accept the chal-
lenge, or admit that youre a humbug
and an impostor,” said Mornington
coolly.

“What?” yelled Jimmy Silver.

‘“Humbug and impostor.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver clenched his hands.
Mornington put his hands behind him.

“I'm not goin’ to fight you,” he said.
“I've fought you before, and you've
licked me. I own up to that. Buc at
cricket I can lick you, if you don't
sneak out of the match. And you're a
funk if you refuse.”

Jimmy Silver paused.

He could not punch a fellow who put
his hands behind him, and there was,
as he had to admit, a certain amount of
reason in Mornington's new attitude.
The fellow really fancied that he could
c the junior deven, absurd as it was.

ere,” said Jimmy, more
cs,]mly. “I can’t meet your eleven,
because I cant make the junior elever
look silly asses by playing such a malch
I won't lick you, though. You can go
on playing the giddy ox till you're uhm
in the face.”

And Jimmy stalked away.

The next morning there was a new
notice on the board, couched in the
stronger language had re-
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Jimmy Siiver snorted at the sight of
that notice, and the other fellows
grinned, wondering what the captain of
the Fourth would do.

Jimmy Silver went out into the quad,
looking moody. He felt that this kind
of thing could not be allowed to go on;
but there seemed no way of stopping it,
save by playing Mornington’s ridiculous
team.

And  that Jnmmy was determined
never to do. As for “hammering”
Morny, that was easy enough; but quite
useless. Mornington was a swanker and
a duffer, and several other things, but
he had pluck and determination, and
any amount of hammering would not
have stopped him,

Tommy Dodd JO‘!‘Led Jimmy Silver in
the quad, with a grin on his face.

“Seen the new notice?” he asked.

“Yes,” growled Jimmy Silver.

“What are you going to do about

“Nothing!”

“It ought to be stopped,”

Jimmy Silver grunted.

“I've got an idea,”
Modern junior.

Go and hml 1t'" said Jimmy un-
graciously. g no use for
Modern 1d=ns"’

““You ought to be glaa to hear it, con-
sidering that you never have an idea
of your own,” urged Tommy Dodd.

““Look here, you Modern ass—-"

“But it's really a good wheeze,” said
Tommy Dedd. “It will put the stopper

on that silly ass Morningto:

“Well, get it off your chest"’

“Play them!” said Tommy Dodd.

“Fathead!” howled Jimmy Silver,
“I'm not going to play

it
sald Tommy.

pursued the

ferred to. It ran:

“Members of the junior eleven are
adyised to chuck a skipper who is afraid
to meet a team that can make rings
round him. Mornington, the new Jumur
skipper, is prepared to accept them in
his team.

“Don't stick to a funk!

“ (Signed) MORNINGTON,"”

them. They can't play cricket. I'm
make the eleven lock a set

T
“That’s Lhn cm]y v\ay to stop Morn-
ington’s rot!”
“Well, ’'m not going to do it!”
“I haven't told you the wheeze yet.”

“Brrr! Youre jolly long-winded
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about it Ik growled Jimmy Silver,
*“Can’t you explain instead of jawing?”

Tommy Dodd proceeded to explain.
Jimmy Silver's face gradually cleared
listened. He grinned—and then
i; )L’) a laugh.
he; gave 'I‘ommy Dodd a hearty
thump ou thc shoulder
“GODd fD" you!” he exclaimed.
Topping How the dickens did a
lern ass come to think of a wheeze
like that?”

“Well, we've got all the brains in
Rockwoed on our side, you know,” said
Tommy Dodd modestly.

“Bow-wow! But well do it!” said
Jimmy laughing. “Til go and tell
Mornington at once that his challenge
is accepted.”

Morningten was lounging in the quad-
rangle with Townsend and Topham. He
gavé Jimmy a supercilious smile as he
came up.

“Plucked up courage yet?” grinned
Topham,

Jimmy nodded.

“Yes; just got it to the shckmw
point,” he said calmly. “¥¢
lenge is accepled, Mommgton
you on Saturday afternoon!”

“Good!” sald Mornington.
out for a licking!”

“Yes, I won't fail to do that,” said
Jimmy. “I shall make my will before
I meet your team. A chap playing your
iot will be in danger of dying of laugh-

I i play

“Look

And Jimmy walked away in high

good-humour, leaving Morny satisfied,
too, though his friends were lookmg
rather dubious
team, he himself was the only in-
dividual who imagined that the new
eleven had the slightest ghost of a
chance.

The news soon spreaq that Morning-
ton’s challenge had be% accepted, and
Jimmy Silver was ass#iled by
and Raby and Newcome and O
and Rawson in a body. They looked in-
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clmed to “mop up ” their leader on the

)
g

“What are you playing at?” roared
Lovell wrathfully. *Youre going to
take out our eleven to be cackled at,
playing that set of weird cuckoos.”

“You awful ass!” said Raby, “You've
let Mornington bamboozle you into pl'w-
ing his one-cyed team! You fathead!”

“Keep smiling,” said Jimmy Silver
soothingly, *“and put your money on
James! Uncle James

Uncle

! id Rawson. “We shall

ook a lot of duﬂexs playing them. They

hardly know one end of a bat from the
b

gasped Lovell.
“Quite so! e's asking us to play
them. Well, I'm standing out!”
" “Quite so!” said Jimmy, unmoved.
“I'm leaving you out, Lovell!”
‘bYou can leave me out, too!” glombd
Ra
£ Me too!” said Newcome.
“I'm going to,” said Jimmy.
i e a_clean sweep, and leave us
all out,” said Rawson sarcastically.
“Just what I'm going to do!” said
Jimmy Silver cheerfully. “I'm playing
Tommy Dodd—it was his idea.”
“And who are you playing besides
Tommy Dodd?” demanded Oswald.
Jimmy Silver smiled.
“Nobody!” he said serenely.
fIis chums stared blankly
ment. n the “wheeze”
hem, and they yelled.

for a
burst

CHAPTER 7,
A Remarkable Match!
ORNINGTON led his merry men
to the cricket-ground on Satur-
day afternoon with a lofty

M

stride.

He was in high feather.

He had forced Jimmy Silver to accepb
his challenge—or he believed he had:

and, with his marvellous powers of

L
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leadership, he was geing to lead his
scratch eleven to distinguished victory.
That was how he lookeq at it. His team
looked at it in a rather different ligh
They felt that they were going 1
lambs td the slaughter.

Stumps were pitched at two o'clock.
Mornington & Co. were quite ready.
Promptly as two rang out from the
clock-tower on the Modern side, Jimmy
Silver and Tommy Dodd came down the
field in flannels, with their bats under
their arms.

Lovell and Raby and the rest came
aiter them, but not in flannels. They
gathered with the other spectators on
the ground. There were a good many
spectators; the Rookwood juniors took
the affair humorously, and they did not
wish to miss the entertaining sight of
Mornington’s eleven playing cricket.

“Ready?” asked Mornington,
Jimmy Silver came up, smiling.

“Quite!”

& &

as

“Your team isn’t here,” said Town-
send.

“Yes it is!”

“ Where?”

“Here,” said Jimmy Silver, tapping
Tommy Dodd on the shoulder. “Here’s
myeteam!”

“Dodd? Eut the resb“" asked Morn-
ington, puzzled.

“There isnc any rest,” said Jimmy
Silver calmly. “I'm playing nine men
short!”

“Nine men short!”
ington.

“Yes.

yelled Morn-

”You silly ass, you can‘b-—you shan't

“I can please myself, I suppose?”

said Jimmy Silver. “All my other men
mn crocked—they saw you playing
cricket yesterday, and it was too much
for them.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here n’ you re going to play
the fool— gan  Mornington
furiously.

“Exactly—or, to be more correct,

1%
elclxen fools!” said Jimmy Silver agree-
ply.

B

Some of the new eleven grinned
sheepishly. Some of them, at least,
knew that Jimmy Silver and Tommy
Dodd could have played the heads off
the whole team, twice over.

Mornington was red with anger.

The crowd had caught on, now, and
there was a roar of laughter all round
the cricket-field. The idea of a team
of two playing a cricket-match struck
the Rookwood fellows as comic.

“I won't play you, on those terms,”
shouted Mornington.

Jimmy shrugged his shoulders.

‘“You can play us on those terms or
not at all,” he said. ““I can bring any
team I choose into the field, I suppose?
If you beat my team, youre the junior
eleven of Rookwood.”

“Certainly!” said Tommy Dodd,
with a grin. “Beat us, and you can
swank no end. There’s a temptation for
you, Morny!”

Townsend pressed frornington’s arm.

“Play them, you ass!” he whispered.
“We might pull it off, and lick them—
we might, on those terms. If theyre
licked, they're licked.

Mornington calmed down. He realised
that a victory was a victory, and would

count as such, even though brought
about simply by Jimmy Silver’s sense ot
humour,

“Mind you stick to that,” he said
“you can play any team you like; bui
when you're beaten, you're beaten!”

“Right as rain!”

“And then we're the acknowledged
junior team of Rookwood?

“ Certainly, so far as I'm concerned
—when you've beaten us!” said Jimmy
uxl\er sweetly.

“Then it's a

“Good!
you are!”

The two skippers tossed for innings.
Mornington had the luck, and he
clected to bat first.

He opened the innings with Selwyn
of the Shell. Jimmy Silver went on to

 gol”
WeAe ready to begin when
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bowl inst Mornington. Tommy Dodd
weng into the field. The sight of a
single fieldsman doing all the fielding
on his own made the Rookwooders roar.
But Mornington’s team were looking on
with revived hopes. That they could
have beaten Jimmy Silver's eleven they
did not think for a moment; but they
believed they had a chance of beating
a team of two. At all events, they
hoped so.

“Go it, Jimmy!” sang out Lovell.

Jimmy Silver, the champion junior
bowler of Rookwood, could have caused
anxiety even to such bats as Bulkeley
and Neville of the Sixth. It was child’s
play to him to mow down wickets like
Mormn;;ton S.

The ball came down to Morny, who

swiped at it, intending it to be a
“sixer.”

It wasn’t a “sixer.” For his bat did
not_touch the ball at all, but described
a circle in the air,"and he very ncarly
sat down on the wicket. But the wicket
was alrcady down, the bails scattered
far and wide.
that?” chirruped Jimmy
Out!”

What price ducks’ e;
Snooks of the Second.

Mornington glared at his
wicket, and glared along the pitel
the smmm Jimmy. He gripped the
cane handle of the bat, as if he Would
have liked to lay it about the captain
of the Fourth—as was indeed the case.
Then he walked off with a black brow,
and Tewnsend came in.

Townsend meant to do his best.
Only a little luck wag required to beat
a team of two.

But there was no luck for Towny, A
ball, hot as a bullet from a rifle,
knocked his wicket to pieces in a
twinkling. There was @ laugh from the
crowd, and Townscn&wenc out with
pink cheeks.

fter Townsend came Topham,
Wegg, Chesnev and Teggett in turn.
Each of them stayed long enough at
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the wicket to have his stumps knock ed
over.

“The double hat frick!” grmncd
Lovell. “Oh, my hat! Good old
Jimmy!”

“Well bowled, Jxmmy"’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tommy Dodd, in the field, had his
hands in his pockets. His hands were
not wanted; he knew that the duffers

would mnever score a hit against
Jimmy Silver’s bowling. Indeed, he
was laughing too heartily to make

catches, even if they had come his
way.

“Over!” grinned the umpire.

The “field ”_crossed over.

Tommy Dodd tcok the ball at the
other end, and Jimimy Silver went intg
the fleld, smiling sercnely.

Mornington, with a face which Raby
ll ened to that of a demon in a panto-
ime, stoocd looking on from the
pawlmn It was a single-innings match,
so his chances of dlshnﬂmshm» him-
self as a batsman were gone for ever.
The victory he had prontised himself
was gone from his gaze like a beautiful
dream. His feelings were Hunnish as
he looked on.

Tommy Dodd gave Selwyn a fast
ball, which Selwyn played in vain. It
curled under his bat and knocked his
middle stump out of the ground.

“Man in!” chortled Lovell.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tubby Muffin came in. His leg
stump was neatly lifted away by the
next ball, and Tubby grinned and
rolled away. He
guinea easily, and that was
cheerful Tubby cared about.

Peele was the next victim, clean
bowled. Then came Dickinson minor,
sharing his fate, leaving Hooker at the
bowler’s end, not out.

The innings was over,

“All down for nix!” chuckled Lovell,
as_the score went up—a big, round 0.

Mornington’s face was a study.

Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd
came off the fleld loungmg carelessly,
and smiling sweetly,

had earned his
all the

o
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“Nothing wanted to tie, and one to
win,” grinned Oswald.  “Poor old
Momh\omn Look at his chivvy!”

hat”

“We re ready for our innings, Morn-
ington, when you're ready to go into
the fleld,” said Jimmy Silver chcenly
“Buck uu' You may make a draw of
1b ch, if we do no better than you've

Tommv Dedd gxploded mto a cqchm-
nation, at the idea of such aw
Mornington clenched his ﬁst, but I
unclenched it again, and nodded su!—
and led his mmry men into the

Jxmmy Silver and Tommy Dodd went
to the wickets, watched with great glee
by a grinning crowd. More than half
Rookwood had gathered to watch that
amazing match, and there were loud
chortles on all sides.

Townsend was puL on to howl, against
Tommy Dodd. Towny did his best—his
ver y beﬁt

a dozen Townies could not have
takcn Tommy Dodd’s wicket.

The Modern junior smiled, and
knocked away the ball. The fleld went
m(-mg, and the two batsmen crossed
the p

The b.ﬂl came in minutes too late.
The batsmen could have taken ancther
run if they had wanted it. But they
didn’t want i

The nmtch was won.

There was a roar of laughter over
the victory. Mornington shook his fist
at Jimmy Silver, and strode off the
fleld, followed by yells of merriment.
Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd strolled
off, after that very brief innings.

“Looks lflke a win for us, what?”
smiled Jimmy Silver.* “Terrific game
~—what?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mornington strode away, his brow
black and his eyes glinting. Ewven he
had never been made to look so utterly
ridiculous before. After him went his
team. There was a guinea due to each
of that remarkable collection of
cricketers. and they meant that he
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should pay up. There was a sound of
loud voices and scuffling in Morning-
ton’s study shortly afterwards, which
looked as if he had some intention of
“hilking ” his cricketers. If so, he was
persuaded to do otherwise—for
players came away with their cash,
and Mornington was left to sort him-
self out, in a very dusty and breathless
state.

It was the first and last appearance
cf Mornington’s eleven in the field.
Only on that solitary occasion did it
dawn, in all its glory, upon Rookwood.
Tlen, laughed out of existence, it dis-
appeared. But it was a long while
before Rockwood ceased to chuckle gver
the freak match,

CHAPTER 8.
Not Wanted!
HE bright May ¢un shone in at the

I windows of the Fourth-Form

room at Rookwood. Jimmy Silver
glanced towards the sunny windows
many times with an expression of great
satisfaction.

It was a beautiful day; the weather
perfect for cricket. Jimmy Silver was
in high spirits.

It was Wednesday, a half-] -holiday.
and that afterncon St Jim’s were
coming over for the mabch with Rook-
wood Juniors.

Jnumy Silver had reason to feel very
“chi

Hxs team selected with great care
from the cricketers on both sides of
Rookwood, Classical and Modern, was
in great form. The St. Jim's match
was one of the hardest fights of the
season, and Jimmy Silver liked a well-
f?ught game. And the weather was
ideal.

Hence the cheery smile that dwelt on
Jimmy Silver's pleasant face, even
while Mr. Bootles was waxing sarcastic
over his construing.

Lovell and Raby and Newecome, his
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chums, shared his high spirits. So did
Tommy Dodd & Co., the heroes of the
Modern side, So did .every fellow who
was playing in the match that after-
noon.

And, curiously enough, Mornington
and his friends, the slackers of the
Fourth, seemed remarkably cheery, too,
though as far as cricket was concerned
Shey were hopelessly “out of it.”

Smiles were exchanged among Morn-
ington, Townsend, Topham & Co., and
sometimes they glanced at Jimmy
Silver and winked at onc another.

Something  seemed be ‘“on”
among the “nuts” of the Fourth, as
Jimmy Silver might have noticed had
he been less occupied with his own
affairs.

But Jimmy had no eyes or thoughts
for the nuts of Rookwood now. Least
of all had he a thought, to waste upon
the sullen, arrogant Mornington. Morn-
ington was not looking so sullen as
usual now, but his smile had something
sardonic in it,

Mr. Bootles found his class somewhat
trying that morning.

In such weather, and with such a

prospect for the afterncon, the Rock-
wood Fourth found the class-room in-
tolerably stuffy and boresome, and they
woul dly have dispensed with the
valuable knowledge their Form-master
was imparting to them.
- But everythmg comes to an end at
last; and so did morning lessons that
day—lo the relief of .the Fourth, and
probably of their master as well.

The juniors streamed out of the
Form-rogm in great spirits.

“That’s over, thank goodness!” said
Jimmy Silver. ““I thought Bootles would
be detaining some of us once ot twice.
But he's a brick! The way Morning-
ton construed was ennugh to make a
hippopotamus wee

What is the beggar %mnmg
about?” asked Lovell.

Yo "Is he grinning?” said Jimmy care-
ess]

“Fe's been grinning like a singed
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cat all the morning,” said Raby. “He's
got something in his mind.”

“Sure, it s some dirthy trick he’s got
in his head,” said Flynn. “I know that
look on his chivvy.”

“Oh, blow Mornington!” said Jimmy
Silver. “Let’s have half an hour at
the nets before dinner. St. Jim’s will
be here early this afternoon.”

“Good egg!”

“Hold on a minute, Silver!” ex-
claimed Mornington, coming quickly to-
wards the captain of the Fourth. “I
want a word with you.”

“Buck up, then!”

“I've asked you to play me against
St. Jim’s this afterncon.

“My hat! You're not beginning
that again, are you?” said Jimmy
Silver in a tone of pafient remon-
strance.

I'm going to play.”

Jimmy grinned.

“What ,are you going to play—the
giddy ox?

“I'm going to play cricket against
St. Jim’s,  You can’t deny that I've
been stickin’ to practice, and Im in
pretty good form.”

“You're improving,” admitted Junmy
Silver. “Nothing like form for the
eleven, though.”

“I'm goin’ to play!” said Morning~
ton coolly.

“Whether I like it or not?” asked
Jimmy, grinning.

Mornington nodded.

“Yes, if you put it like that.”

“Well, I don’t quite see how you'll
manage it,” said Jimmy. “If  you
come on the field you'll be kicked oft.”

hrugged his ulders

as Jimmy looked et him in a puzzled

ay. Townsend and Topham were
grinning. g

“If you don't choose to play me,
youll be made to,” explained Morning-

ton.

“My bat! How will you work that?"”
asked Jimmy, more surprised than
angry.

“YO\! know my guardian, Sir Rupert .
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Stacpoole, is chairman of the govern-
ing body of Rookwood—

Jxmmy Silver yawned pornemohsl).

“Yes; youve told us often enough.
We're fed-up with the noble baronet.
Fed-up to the chin!”

“He has influence with the Head

“We've had that, ‘oo, lots of times.
Put on a new qr

Mornington flughed angrily.

“Very welll ou can play me of
rour own cheice, or you can be ordered
© do it, just as you like,” he said.

“Ordered to do it?" exclaimed

“Th" Head i

T've had enough of this
S med Lovell wrathfully.
“Gel out of the y, Mornington!”

“I tell you—"

Lovell did not wait to be told. He
took Mornington by the collar and
swung him out of the way.

e went xeelmg along the passage,
and collapsed against the wall with a
gasp.

The Fistical Four went out, grinning,
into the guadfangle.

“What the mLkens do you stand
that cheeky rotter’s jaw for, Jimmy?"”
exclaimed Lovell.

“No law against jawing,” said Jimmy
Silver cheerily. “He can jaw himself
purple in the face if he likes. It
won’t make any difference.”

“I suppose that was only gas, all he
was saying?” remarked Newcome.

“I suppose so,” said Jimmy, laugh-
ing. “The Head isn't likely to take
g hand in junior cricket arrangements.
The silly ass is so full of swank that
he docsn’L know what he’s talking
about!”

“Towny and Toppy seemed to think
there was something in it,” remarked
Raby thoughtfully.

“Pair of silly asses!” said Jimmy.
“Let's get down to the cricket.”
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The Fistical Four dismissed Morning-
ton from their minds. But they were
destined to be reminded s‘mluy of him,
There was a surp in store for Jimmy
Silver,

CHAPTER 9,
By Order!

o ILVER!"”
S “Yes, sir!”
Mr. Bootles, the master of the
Fourth, called to Jimmy as the juniors
were leaving the dining-room after
dinner.

“step into my study,
Mr. Bootles.

“Certainly, sir!” said Jimmy, won-
dering what was the maiter.

He followed the Form-master
his study.

Mr, Bo tles sat down and coughed
his little cough, and blinked at the
captain of the Fourth over his glasses.

“I understand, Silver, that you are
—ahem!—playing a cricket match, or
something of the sort, this afternoon.”

“Somethin® of the sort, sir,” smiled
Jimmy. “I mean, yes, sir. We're
playing a visiting team from St. Jim's.”

“Dr. Chisholm has spoken to me on
this subject.”

“I’s very kind of the Head to take
an interest in our cricket matches,
sir,” said Jimmy, in surprise.

“Ahem!” said Mr. Bootles. “Yes
—exactly. The fact is, the Head has
received a communication from a
governor of Rookwood—in short, from
Sir Rupert Stacpoole, the chairman of
the governing board.”

Jimmy Silver started a little.

“You may be aware, Silver, that Sir
Rupert is the guardian of one of your
Form~fel!ows—Mormngton in fact.”

“Mornington's told us so, sir.”

“Precisely. It is Sir Rupert’s wish
this his ward should—er—take up
cricket and—and football, and so on,”
said Mr. Bootles rather vaguelv Mr.
Bootles’ knowledge of games was not
extensive, “It appears that he has re-

please,” said

into
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ceived complaints from his ward that
—that, in short, Mornington is not
allowed to take part in the games.”

Jimmy’s eyes glinted.

“Mornington is a duffer at cricket,
sir,” he said. “He can take part in
the practice as much as he likes, and
if he would stick to it he could share
in practice matches. He's not good
enough form to be put in the regular
fixtures.”

“However, Sir Rupert has made a
very special request to the Head,” said
V!r Bootles. “He regards Mornington

s being passed over. The Head does
rot dictate to you in this matter, Silver.
He realises that juniors have rights of
their own, and that cricket is not a
suitable matter for direct interference
by the headmaster. For this reason he
does not care to exert his authority.
He does not wish, however, to refuse
Sir Rupert Stacpoole. He would be
glad if you would allow Mornington to
play in the match this afternoon at Sir
Rupert’s request.”

Jimmy set his lips.

A request from his headmaster was
tantamount to a command.

But a junior had his rights, and
Jimmy Silver, as cricket captain, had
hls duties as well as his rights to con-

The St. Jim’s match would be touch-
and-go, anyway. Tom Merry & Co., of
St. Jim’s, were always a hard nut to
crack. Playing even one “duffer ” in
the Rookwood team would be throwing
away victory. A single wicket lost for
nothing would make all the difference
between victory and defeat.

It was not easy for a junior in the
Fourth Form to refuse a_request from
his headmaster, conveyed through his
Form-master. But Jimmy felt that he
had no choice in the matter.

«“You will oblige the Head in this
little matter,” added Mr. Bootles. “I
may add—er—that I am very much
Dbhged to you, Silver. You may go.”

Jimmy Silver did not Stir. \

“Excuse me, sir,” he sai® quietly
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and respectiully, but very firmly, “I
can’t play 1 \iommgton this afternoon.”
“What—what
» Mommgtons no good, sir. I can't
take my eleven out to be licked by St.
szs because that clumsy duffer wants

o play.”

Mr. Bootles looked hard at the
Junior.

“I am mnot an authority upon

cricket,” he said.  “I know little of
the—er—game. But I suppese thab
one boy is much the same as another.”

“Not quite, sir,” said Jimmy. “Morn-
ington is an ass at cricket. 1 think
he would make a pretty good bat if he
stuck to practice, but he doesn't. He
would be only a passenger in the team.
I can’t face the fellows and tell them
that I'm playing a dufier like that
against a strong team.”

Mr. Bootles coughed.

“I trust, Silver, that you have no
intention of refusing to accede to a
special request from your hLadmaste)‘

“I've got no choice, sir.”

‘There was a _pause.

“You surprise me, Silv:
Bootles at last.

r,” sald Mr.

“The fact is, Silver, that a junior
cannot be allowed to refuse his head-
master’s request,” said Mr. Bootles,
somewhat sharply. “I hoped to see
you consent without demur.”>

“I can't, sir.™

“You must!”

Jimmy set his lips.

“I cannot go to Dr. Chisholm and'
tell him that you have refused to meet
his express wishes. I therefore order
you, Silver, to play Mornington in Lhe
cricket match this afternoon. I
sorry to have to do this, but there is
no alternative.”

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.

“Nohody has a right to order me
to do that, sir,” he said quietly.

“Silves

g Any of the fellows would tell you

sir.

50,
“Enough! I am sorry to have to
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give you this order, but I expect to see
it carried out. You may o, Silver.”

There Was no more to be said.

Jimmy Silver quitted the study, his
eyes gleaniing under his knitted
brows. Mornington had scored, after
all.- ~ Jimmy Silver had received his
orders. It remained to be seen whether
those orders would be obeyed.

CHAPTER 10.
His Lordghip in Luck!

“ OWLY Moses! Whe
H xm'mer intoirely?”
hat’s the row, Jimmy?”
asked Lovnll

“Not detained?”
anxiously.

Jimmy Silver’s look, as he came out
into the quad, drew his chums around
him at once. It was easy to sce that
something  untoward had happened.
Never had tie captain of the Fourth
looked so furious.

“What the dickens is
'I‘cmny Dodd. “Give
Jimmy.”

“I'm ordeled to play Mornington this
afternoon.

& Whab"’

“Rot 1"

“Gammon!™

“Pifflel”

“Bootles has ord
Head!"”

“Great Scott!”

There was a howl of astonishment
from the juniors,

For the headmaster to interfere in
cricket matches, which concerned oniy
the fellows themselves, was unheard-of,
‘The Rookwood juniors looked at Jimmy
,xlver in blank astonishment.

“Ordered to play Mornington!”
gasped Lovell. “ILs impossible.”

“So that’s what the cad was grin-
ning at!” exclaimed Raby. %That’s
what he’s been keeping up his sleeve!”

“Ordered!” said Tommy Dodd.

al’s  the

exclaimed Lovell

exclaimed
a name,

1 me, from the
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“Ordered! What right has ‘the Head
to give orders about cricket?”

“Or Bootles either?”

“Shame!”

“Rotten!”

“We jolly well won't stand it!”

“The cad shan’t be played!
scrag him instead.”

Voices were rising in wrath. Inter-
ference with the sacred rights of the
junior cricket club was simply intoler-

able,

We'll

Jimmy Silver smiled bitterly.

‘““The rotter has been complaining to
his guardian that he’s left out of
Jjunior cricket. I suppose he hasn’t
mentioned that he's a slacker and a
cad. Old Stacpoole has put it to the

Head,

“Blow old Stacpoole!”

“He’s chairman of the gov: ernors,
and, of course, he has a lot of in-
fluence with the Head,” said Jimmy.
“I was asked to play the cad, and re-
fused.  Then Bootles ordered me to

do it.

“Shame!"”

“Like his cheek!”

“The Head has mno right to inter-
fere in our business,” exclaimed Lovell
passionately, ¢ We're not going to
stand it. If you play that cad, Jimmy
Silver, well scrag you!”

“I leave it to the team,” said
Jimmy. “I won’t play him of my own
accord.  But a Form-master’s order

is an order, and, if you don’t like it, you
know what it means.”

“A flogging, perhaps,” said Tommy
Dodd, with a whistle.

“It's a rotten shame!”

“The Head don’t understand much
about our little games,” said Jimmy.
“I dare say he thinks it doesn’t mattcn
who's played, and who isn't played,
and he may believe there's a set made
against Mornington. I don’t subpose
he thinks it's of much consequence
whether we beat St. Jim’s or not.
Same th Bootles—what he doesn’t
kmow about cricket would fill hooks.”

“Silly asses!” said Lovell.
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“I’'s rolten!™ said Tommy Dodd.
“But yowll have o play him, Jimmy.
It will be can rymg a passenger in the
Lcam that's

“AlLL” exclanmed Lovell fuuously
“It means a licking for us. St. Jim'
dun'c have passengers in tholx teams.”
use Ias!. encugh,” said Jimmy,

« cn‘ 5

"Omy wha(,?" growled Lovell.

“It isn’t only the licking—though
that’s not pleasant. But if Morning-
ton is left out now, he’s cad encugh
to go straight to Bootles and tell him.”

“Let him!”

“But what would Bootles do?”

“Blow Bootles!”

“¥athead! ~He would come down
to the ground, and order us to play
Mornington there. We should have to
do it, or stop the match.”

“Oh, crumbs!”

“Pretty scene before (he st Jim’s
chaps!” grunted Rawson.

“We couldn’t stand that,” said
Tommy Doud ith a shake of the
hea “There’s no way out; you've
gob to play the cad, Jimmy!”

Lovell clenched his fists furiously.

“The rotter! Il smash him for
this.”

“Here he comes,” said Oswald.

Mornington walked up to the groun
with Townsend and Topham. The two
latter were grinning gleefully. The
nuts of the Fourth were very pleased to
see Jimmy Silver & Co. “dished ” in
this way.

anmgton wore an arrogant smile.

His view was that Jimmy Silver & Co.
had been brought to reasen at last, and
that they had been made to knuckle
under, which was quite right end
prover in his lordly eyes.
black looks cast at him by the
niors did not affect him in the least.
He fixed his eyes upon the captain of
the Fourth with a supercilious ex-
pression.

“Yowve heard from Bootles?”
asged.

=8

he

“You know you've gof to play me?”
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“Bootles says so,” said Jimmy very
quietly.
“You might as well have made up
you mind to it without givin’ he
frouble of puttin’ the scrcw on,” said
Mornington insolentiy.

houte

“Qutsider!”

“Scrag him!”

“Sure, the thafe of the wor cught
to be seragged mtolre‘}, 1 yelled Flynn,
“Collar the baste

“Holt on!” smd Jimmy Silver.
“That’s no gccd And there’s Bootles
at_his window!”

But Patrick O’Donovan Flynn was
not to be denied.

He rushcd qt Morningten, hilting out
right and I

Mommgbon was fairly swept off his
feet, and he went to the ground with
a cmsh. Townsend and Topham
backed away, but Fiynn was not
finished yet. Townsend caught his
hard knuckles on his nose, and joined
Mornington on the ground, and Top-
ham went reeling from a terrific upper-
cut on the chin.

“Brayo, Paddy!”
Dodd.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look out!

Flynn danced r und his fullen foes,
brandishing his carel the
fact that Mr. BOOHCS had thrown up
his window.

“Gerrup and have some more, ye,
thafe of the worruld!” roared Flynn,
“Gerrup and be licked, ye spalpeen!”

“Flynn!”

Mr, Bootles’ voice was like thunder.
Patrick O'Donovan Flynn  ceased
suddenly his excited war-dance.

“Yis, sorr?”

“How dare you,

chuckied Tommy,

Flynn!” thundered

Mr. Bootles. P
“On, sorr—"
“Go into the House! You will re-

main indoors till tea-time, and take
two hundred lines!”
“Howly mother

av ejacu-
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lated Flynn, In dismay. ‘“Sure, I wi
only lickin’ a rotten spalpeen, sorr—"'

“Obey me at once, Flynn!”

“Yis, sorr!” groaned Flynn.

And he went disconsolately into the
hous

"Let there be no more of this!”
exclaimed Mr. Bootles, frowning at
the juniors. “Any further interference
with Mornington will be punished

» )

Mr. Bootles closed the window.

The juniors looked at one another,
and dispersed quietly.

Mornimgton picked himself up, gasp-
ing for breath. Townsend and Top-
ham rose, panting and dusty.

e b

“The beast!” groaned Townsend.
“Ow! My chin!” murmured Top-
ham,

Mornington laughed sardonically.

“It's nothin'l  They've got to toe
the line!

‘Which was cold comfort, however,
to the nuts of the Fourth, whose noses
and chins felt decidedly out of gear.

CHAPTER 11,
Rawson to the Rescue!
HERE was dismay and fury among
the Rookwood junior cricketer&
But there was no hel

Furious as they were, they fclt that
they had to “toe the line.

Jimmy Silver would have stood out
at any risk; but there was no possibility
of standing out.

Mornington,, left out of the team,
would have gone to Mr. Bootles at
once, and the Form-master would
have stepped in,

The juniors, naturally enough,
shrank from having a “scéene” jn the
presence of the visitors from St.
Jim’s.  Moreover, the game would
have been stopped, for if Jimmy had
still persisted in disobeying, he would
have been ordered into the House.
It was imvossible to resist.
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With gloomy looks and gleaming
eyes, the youthful cricketers made up
tthen minds that they had to “stand

The keenness with which they had

looked forward to the match was gone
now.
With such a “passenger” in the
team, they had little hope of beating
St. Jim's; a straw was enough to turn
the balance between the two elevens,
and Mornington. was something more
than a straw in the scale.

Everybody agreed that it was “rotten,”
but everybody had to agree also that
there was no heip for it.

The time was getting close, too, for
the arrival of Tom Merry & Co. from
St. Jim’s. The Fistical Four and the
three Tommies stood in a gloomy
group on the cricket ground, waiting
for. the arrival of the Saints. They
were feeling inclined to “scrag™
Mornington, but even that consolaclou
was denied Lhem Rawson came up
the group, with a v.houghmﬂ ook cn
his rugged face.

“You're leaving samebody out to put
that cad in, Jimmy?” he

Jimmy n

“Must leave out a Classical as you're
putting a Classi cal n,”  remarked
Tommy Dodd casuall,

"Im leaving out Lacy." said Jimmy
Silver.

“But he’s a Modern.”

“Can’t be helped.”

“Now, look here, Jimmy Silver——"

“Oh, don’t jaw!” sald Jimmy peev-

ishly. “Bad enough without jaw.
Blessed if you ain't like Nero fiddling
while me was burning.  Don't
worry!”

“I've got an idea,” sald Rawson, in
his quiet, stolid way. “Leave me out.”™
“That’s a good idea,” sald the three
‘Tommies at once.
“We want Rawson,” eaid Jnmmx.
“‘Rawson’s n better bat than Lacy.”
“I tell e
"Oh cheese it!
here—"
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“You don't want to be left out, I
suppose, Rawson?” said Jimmy Silver
crossly. “It’s bad enough without my
own team turning tail.”

tter play,” he said; “but T've
got an idea. I think I could persuade
Mornington not to be such a rotten

cad.”

“Bow-wow!"

“I think I could,” said Rawson. “I
needn’t go into particulars, But I

thmk I could do it, if you leaveame out
of m.”

Junmy Silver stared at him.

“You think you could persuade Morn-
Ington not to shove himself into the
team”” he exc]mmed‘

“I think so.”

"Wmt utter rot,” said Tommy Dodd.

“He’s simply bent on it. He's chortling
with glee over getting us into a fix.

“1 Lnow that. But I might be able
to do it.>

“I don't see how,” said Jimmy. “But
if you think you could make Morning-
ton act decently, you're welcome to try.
But you needn’t stand out of the team
to do that.”

“I should have to keep him com-
pany this afternoon,” said Rawson.

“Look here, what are you driving
Yumc not pally with Momma-

He doesn’t like ,scholm-dup
kids.” said Rawson, with a grin., But
I might get pally with him for once,
and he might prefer my company this
afternoon to playing in the match.”

“You're talking out of your hat!”

“Well, leave it to me,” said Rawson.
“Fill my place, and if Mornington
doesn’t claxm his place, put another
man in.”

“THN do that fast enough. I can't
dlay Flynn; he's dekamed Jones minor
would do very well,

“I really think I could pcrsuadc
Nornington,” said Rawson, “Leave it
I can be very eloguent some-

times.
“Well, if you can do it you're a

i
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jewel!” said Tommy Dodd. “But I'll
bet ten to one in doughnuts that you
can't!”

Rawson smiled, and walked away.

“Blessed if I understand Rawson,”
said Jimmy Silver peevishly. “He could
talk like a Member of Parliament at
election time, till he was high and dr
but, om'nvmn
notice.”

“Well, T wish him luck,” said Tommy
Dodd. “Where is Mornington now?”

Jimmy’s lip curled.

Thyre having a smoke in thp'r
study,” hi “Ripping way of get:
ting leidy ior a cr ke natch! OL
course, the fool's wi will go down
first ball. It will be like phying a man

orL

'y,
wouldn't take any

“Against a team like St. Jim's—

rotten!™

» growled Jimmy discon-
tentedly.

There was a snout from the direc-
tion of the gates.

“Here they come"’

St. Jim’s had arrived.

CHAPTER 12,
Looking After Morny!
AWSON looked into Flynn's study.
R The Irish junior was seated
dolefully at his table, writing
lines.

He was “gated” for the after-
noon; and, worse than that, ordered
to remain indoors, which meant that
he could not go down to the cricket-
ground to watch the match. It was
hard lines upon Patrick O’Donovan
nn, and his chubby face' was very
dismal. He gave Rawson a disconso-
late look.

“St. Jim’s come yet?” he asked.

“Not yet. Are you busy?”

“I'm doing lines!” groaned Flynn.
“Two hundred lines for punching that
spalpeen. Sure, it’s rotten!”

‘“Will you come and help me?”

“Phwat’s the game?”
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“I'm govug to persuade Mornington
noi to play.”

**Arrah, and ye can’t do it intoirel

“1 think I can, if you'll lend a han

Flynn jumped up.

“I'nr your man! But ye can’t do it.”

“Come along,” said Rawson.

e strode away to Townsend's study,
followed by the astonished Fiynn.
Thercawas a_haze of smoke in the
study when Rawson threw open the
door.

Mornington and Townsend and Top-
ham were thege, enjoying ~a smoke
after lunch, and in great g
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“Keep it to yourself,” said Morning-
ton, shrugging his shoulders. “I don't
care to chat with beggarly scholarship
bounders!”

“You've got to hear it, all the same.”

“Let me pass

“You've <hovcd yourself into the
team by using your guardian’s influ-
ence with the Head,” continued Raw-
son.  “You know it’s a dirty trick.”

“Let me pass, confound you!”

“You know—or ought to know—that
it may lose Rookwood the match.”

i wm 5,ou let me pass?”
his fists. His

Jimmy Silver had been, complemly
“downed” this time, and great was
ihe satisfaction of the nufs of the
Fourth.

Mornington looked insolently at the

two_juniors in the doorway.

allo!  Is it time to get on the
it ld"’ he said lazily. “I'll come when
finished my cigarette.”

“Don’t hurry,” said Townsend, grin-
ning. “Let Jimmy Silver wait. He
dare not play without you.”

“T'm not goin’ to hurry, dear boy,”
id Mornington. “Go and tell Silver
I'm coming along soon, Rawson.”

Rawson did not r He pu\l!"d
Flynn into the sn\dy, and closed
door and locked it. Then he put the
key into his pocke

‘The three nuls w: atnhcd that proceed-
ing in great astenishmen

“What the dickens arc you doin’
with our key?” exclaimed Topham.
“Opcn that door at once, you out-
sider

> 6

“Im an msxdcr now,” said Rawson

cheerfully. This is my study, I
believe, as well as yours.”
Mornington rose, and threw the

uLump of his cigareite into the grate.

Il be off mow,” he said. “You
fellows had better come down and see
the match.”

“I don’t know about the match; but
Jimmy Silver’s face will be worth
watchin',” chuckled Townsend.

“Yowre not going just yet,” said
Rawson. “I've gof something to say
to you, Mornington.”

savage temper was rising; but he hesi-
tated to attack the burly Rawson.

“No,” sa awson  calmly. “I
hav cuc finished yet. I want you to
pmmlse me not to shove yourself into
the tea

Mornm"mn laughed savagely.

“ Well, Tm not goin’ to do anythin’
ofdthe ‘sort. Now let me pass, you
ca

“You're going to play?”

“Yaas!”

“Although you know the whole team
is against if, and you may lose us the
maten?”

“Will you get out of the way?”

“Hardly,” said Rawson. “I've given
you a chance of Jdoing the decent thing.
You've refused.”

“Sure, the baste hasn't any decency
in him!” said Flynn, “I c have
Lold ye it was no good, Rax\son dar-

“But it is some good,” said Rawson.
“As Mornington refuses to do the
decent thing, he’s going to stay here
and keep me company this afternoon.”

“What!” yelled Mornington.

“Getting ~deaf?” asked Rawson
pleasantly. “You're going to stay here
c.nd keep me company this afternoon.”

“You utuex fool! I shall do nothin’
of the sort.”

“We shall see!”

“Will you let me pass?” shrieked
Mornington passionately.

“No 1"

“Then Il knock you flyin’t”
“Go ahead!™
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Flynn burst into a roar. Rawson's
plan dawned upon him at last. He gave
the scholarship junior a terrific thump
on the shoulder.

“Sure, it’s a broth av a boy ye are!”
yelled Flynn. “Hurray! We'll keep
the spalpeens here safe and sound.
You look after that cad, and Il look
after these two.”

“That’s the game,” said Rawson.

Mornington clenched his hands con-
vulsively. This high-handed proceeding
on the part of the scholarship junior
took him completely by surprise. . He
bhad expected Jimmy Smer to try every
means of getting out of the fix. But
he had not looked for this.

“Look here, you can't do it!” ex-
claimed Townsend. “Do you think
you're goin’ {o keep us shu 1t up in this
study au the afternoon?”

“Exact]

1 “We won't stay here!” shouted Top-
harg.,

“Good! Get out, if you can.”

“Falth, and ye're welcome to thry!”
chortled Flynn “Are ye spoilin’ for
@ fight, Towny, dear boy?”

“Keep off, you wud Irish idiot!”
gasped Townsend, jumping up and
dodginf' round the table.

“Do you want an up-and-a-downer,
Toppy?”

“Leave me alone, you beast!”

“Sure, it's as paceable as lambs they
are, the dear boys!” chortled Flynn.
“They won't give us any throuble.”

“Tll yell out of the window if you
don’t open that door!” shouted Town-
scnd desperately.

Will ye intoirely?” Flynn,
planting himself the wmdow
“Come and thry! Sure, T'll give ye
something to yell for!”

Mornington glared at his chums.

“Back me up!” he shouted “RLSh
that low bruts i

said

Mornington sprang at him like a
tiger. In a second they had closed,
and were siruggling flercely.

Townsend ‘opham
movement fo back up Morny.

made a
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Flynn chipped in promptly.

The athletic Irish junior was more
than a match for the two weedy,
seedy slackers of the Fourth. He
fairly hurled himself upon them, and
gripped each of them by the collar,

Crack

Townsend’s head came in contact
with Topham’s with a rescunding con-
cussion.

“Yaroon!"”

‘“Whocop!”

“Leggo, you beast!”

Rawson and Mornington were rolling
on the floor. Mornington was fmmnD
like a tiger. But he had no ch:mce
ainst the burly Rawson.

He went over on his back, and Raw-

kneggwas planted on his chest.

\"nmmgtjg glared up ai him, with
spcech]cs> fury in his face.

him down!” grinned Flynn.

“Im lookmg after these spalpcc‘w.

©

Are you going to be peaceable, me
bhoys?”
“Yarooh! Leggo!”

“You're tearing my collar!” shncked
Townsend.

“I‘ulth and ye’re lucky it's hot yere
neck

“I give in!” roared Topham. “Let

Flynn swung the two unhappy nuts
into the corner of the study, where
they collapsed, gasping for breath.

‘“Kape there, thin,” said Flynn
”You can sit on the floor, and sure if
ye get up wan instant, Tl knock ye
down agin

“dOn you beast!” mumbled Town-
en

““Oh, you rotter!” groaned Topham.

But they did not get up. Flynn zat
on the table, ready to pounce upcn
them if they did. The two slackers
decided that discretion was the better
part of valour. They rcmained where
they were.

Mornington, who did not, want for
piuck, whatever his other failings, was °
struggling -under Rawson’s heavy knee.

»
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But he could not displace that knee.
He was pinned down as helplessly as a
moth on a pin.

“Will you let me go?”
Mo mguon breathlessly.

shricked

o x—r!l emash you!”
Rawson laughed.
“You bcggarly workhouse hound,

rked
011,
drogged

how dare you touch me?”

“¥Faith, and it’s civil and polile he
is!” grinned Flynn. “Rul) his napper

n the carpet, me bo;

“Help!” shrieked Mommgtom

son jerked out Morny’s handker-
chief and jammed it into his lordship's
mouth. Mornington's yells died away
in a gurgle. He tore at the handker-
chief with his hands; but his wrists
were grasped, and held tightly
together.,

“Are you going to be quiet?” said
Rawson coolly.

“Gerrooh!” gurgled Mornington.

“Then Il tie your hands.”

F “Yurrrggh!”

Rawson _ jerked off I\.Iornvngm)‘ s
necktie. In spite of the new junioris
frantic struggles, he b&nd % round his
wris! 1.., fasLemn{y them together.

“Will*you keep quict now? Nod your

Y hﬂad if you giean yes.”

Mornington did not nod his head.
Evidently he did not mean yes. His
eyes flamed at Rawson.

“Throw me your necktie, Townsend,”
said Rawson.

“Look here, you're nog goin’ to have
my necktie——

‘I give you one second!”

T end, with a funous look, j
off his necktie, and hurl
Mornington’s  ankles wcre
together and bound with it.

Then Rawson rose to his feet.

“That settles Mornington,” he re-
marked “He won't give us any mme
WOrry.”

“Jimmy Silver put you up to this!”
exclaimed Topham furiously.

“Jimmy Silver doesn’t know a_word
about it,” seid Rawson. “I told him

I'd try to persuade Mornington to
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b { ]

mand out.

him.’

“Ha, ha, ha'" roared Flynn.
ely !

That's all. I've persu

We've got to waste an afternoon on
them, Flynn,” said Rawson. *“You
don’t mind?”

“Divil a bit—it’s delighted I am!

Besides, I can do my lines here. 1.l
borrow some of yere impot paper, if ye

don’t mind, Towny.”

‘Townsend only snorted by way of
response.

“Kape in that corner,” said Flynn.
“If ye move, yell have me on yere
@ Tnanks for the impot paper!”

k here—

“Don’t Jaw while I'm writin’
hnes, bedad

“We're not goin’ to stick here—"

“Vell, get up, if you like. You know
what youwll get if you do!”

Tcmlsend and Topham did not geb

Now that Mornington was lied
up, the struggle would have been two
against two, and it was more hopeless
than ever. Towny and Toppy had to
grin and bear it. ¥Flynn cheeriully pro-
ceeded to write his lines. Ra vscn sat
down at the table to work at G
on the floor Mornington lay, \mchmg
in his bonds, his face black with rage.
But his teeth had been drawn, and he
was powerless now.

About ten minutes later hurried
steps came along the passage, and the
door was tried from the outside.

“You fellows comin’?” called out
Peele of the Fourth. “St. Jim's are
here, and theyll be beginnin® without
you, Morny! What the dickens is the
door locked for?” g

Flynn gripped Townsend by the netk
with his left hand, and clenched his
mm, undel I‘ownys terrified cyes.

“Tell him ye're not comin’,” he said;
“and xf there’s any throuble, sure I'll
make mincemeat of yez!"

Townsend gasped.

“Wc re not comin’, Peele!” he called

me

“My hat! Isnt Mornington com-

in’?”
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“No!” gasped Townsend.

“Why not? They’ll be playin’ with-
out him? Why don’t you let me in?”
called out the mystified Peele.

Flynn’s  grip closed tighter on
Townsend, and his big fist pressed on
Towny’s unhappy nose.

“Can't let you in!” gasped Town-

send. “Were busy—a-—a little game!
You cut along and—and sec the
match.

“Bndgc?” asked Peele, through the
Lc_ynolc
“Ye-f

“Tk\sn Il make a fourth. I don’t
care for watchin’ the mateh.”

Topham made & movement, but Raw-
son’s eye was on him, and Rawson's
heavy fist was ready. Topham re-

mained silent.

“‘Can’t let yeu in,”
“cut along.”

s Loc‘( here, don’t youswant me?”

“No!”

“Well you pig!” said Peelc, in dis-
gust. Go and eat coke!

And he kicked the door and stalked
away angrily.

“0‘1 you rottcxs!” mumbled Town-

said Townsend.

I‘l) xm chuckled.
ure, it’s a broth av a bhoy ye
are,” he said. “And if anybody else
comes, Towny, ye'll answer m Lhe same
way, or it’s a wreck ye'll be

“Hang you!”

Flyan sat down to his lines again,
and Rawson to his Greek. . at
the Cnka' gmund the match was going

But it was not a merry
"n to the nuts of the Fourth.

CHAPTER 13.
The St. dim's Mateh!

1 MERRY & CO. had arrived,
and Jimmy Silver grPOTCd them
as cheerfully as he couls

Jimmy had litile fal'uh in Rawson’s

‘ persu n,” and he did not believe
for a mom that Mornington would
fail to appear and claim his place in
the team. as, of course, unaware
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of the drastic measures Rawson im-
tended to use.

St. Jim’s were in great form, as
Jimmy could tell at a glance. ROOK-
wood would have had their handg
anyway. With a duffer instead of a
good man in the team, the game was
up, though Jimmy intended to put up
the hardest fight he could.

But, to his surprise, Mornington did
not appear on the scene.

The two elevens were ready, and
Jimmy tossed tor choice of innings
with Tom Merry, and won the toss.

Still Mornington was absent.

Jimmy’s spirits began to rise.

‘Was it possible that Rawson had suc-
ceeded, after all—that Mornington
had a rag of decency left, and had fore-
borne to “muck up” the match?

. “Mornington
isn’t flere, That’s no fault of yours.
Begin without the beast!”

Jimmy nodded.

“We bat first,” he Smd in the hcpe
of getting the innings over, at least,
before Mornington came on (he scene.

The St. Jim’s fellows went into the
field.

Mr. Bootles came down on the
cricket ground, with a_genial ned to
the juniors. He beckoned to the captain

of the Fourth.
“you are—er—playing Mornington,
Silyer?” he agked.

“I've put him in the team, sir,” said
Jimmy quietly, repressing his feeling:
“He hasn't turned up yet. I suppose
I'm not to go and hunt for him, end
bring him here by his neck?”

Mr. Bootles coughed.

“phem! Certainly not, Silver. If it
is open to him to play if he comes—"

“It is, sir.”

“Thm he must please himseif. Per-

u had better send word,
as he may not be aware you
are beginning.”

“Very well, sir.” Jimmy turned to
Raby. “Raby, cut off, and see if you
can see Mornington, will you? Say
we're beginning.” -
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“Certainly,” said Raby.

“You fellows mifid waiting a
minute?” asked Jimmy. “One of my
men hasn’t come down yet.”

“All serene,” said Tom Merry.

‘““yaas, wathah, deah boy,” said
D'Arcy. “Wait as long as you like.”

Raby ran to the: School House, with
@ grin on his face. He ran in, and put
his head into Mr. Bootles’ study—
which, of course, was empty—and said:

re you here, Mornington?”
Naturally, there was no reply.

Raby looked round the study
solemnly, to north, south, east, and
¥ est. Then he departed, and hurried

back to the cricket-field.

‘Seen hun”” asked
looked on every smde » said

Ral y.

“Then we must begin without
him.”

“Dear me,” said Mr. Bootles, “this

is very, very careless of Mornington,
fter Ahem!

However, it is his

a.
k’nwn affair!”

And the Form-master, feeling that
he had done quite enough, walked back
to the House.

“Where did you look for him?”
asked Jimmy Silver, meeting Raby’s

+ eyes.

5 In Boojles’ Raby
demurely.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Jlmmy Silver felt much more cheer-

study,” said

ful now. He wenb on to opé’n the
innings with Tom Fatty
Wynn of St. Jim’s bowlcd Lhe first
ov

Fatty Wynn was in great form, but
s0 was Jimmy Silver. That match
started well, with 10 for the first over.

okwood fellows were crowded
found the ground, some of them won-
dering why Mornington was not there.
As Mornmg(:on was certain to be last
man in, he was not wanted yet. Only
Peele took the trouble to give him a
call, with the result that Peele came
back in a bad temper, after his rebuff
at the study door.

Jimmy Silver’s spirits were rising all
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through the innings. 25 runs came off
his own bat before he was caught out
by Figgins of St. Jim’s.

Tommy Decdd added 10, and Lovell
11, and Tommy Cook 10. Wickets fell
at a good rate, but there was not a
single duck’s egg. Every batsman
knocked up a few runs, and the scorg
stood at 70 when the word was passed

“Last man in!”

Last man in should have been Morn-
ington.

But Mornington was conspicuous by
his absence.

Jones minor went on to bat.

Fatty Wynn knocked away his wicket
for 8, and the innings came to an end,
78 all down.

“Not so bad!” said Jimmy Silver.
“What a ripping stroke of luck that
Mornington wasn’t here! Rawson's
not here either. How the dickens did
he manage to persuade the beast to
keep off the gr:

Tommy Dodd chuckled.

“He’s done it,” he said. “Perhaps
he did more than persuade him—may
have taken him by the neck.”

Jimmy Silver burst into a laugh.

“I never thought of that.”

“I shouldn’t wonder,” said Tommy

Doyle. “More power to his elbow,
bedad!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wwell, he can’t bat now,” grinned
Tommy Dodd. ‘“Rawson ought to have
51 prlze medal, a.nyw‘xy. Good luck to-

::‘

Sc Jim’s opened their innings.

Tom Merry & Co. were good bats-
men; but Jimmy Silver had been hard
at practice of late, and his bowling had
been brought really to a pitch of per-
fection.

Tom Merry was dismissed with 87
and D’Arcy, much to his surprise, was
sent boctless away with a duck’s egg
to his cr

The mnmgs was fast, and the last
wicket fell with the score at 6l

The afterncon was not half over yet.
On the first innings, Rookwood was ax
easy winner; but there was plenty of
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time to finish. And still Mornington
was conspicuous by his absence.

That he was either staying away of
his own accord, or was heing kept away
somehow by Tom Rawson, was by this
time abundantly clear, and Jimmy
Silver ceased to think about him at all.
He dismissed him from his mind, and
devoted 2l his thoughts to the game.

In the second Rookwood innings the
luck was not so good.

Fatty Wynn was in tremendous
form, and he performed the hat-trick
amid cheers from the crowd. ack
Blake also put in some good bowling.

The last wicket went down at 50.

The Rookwood total was 128 for the
two innings. St. Jim’s had 68 in hand.
They looked quite ccnfidens when they
commenced their second innings.

And their confidence seemed well-
founded.

Tom Merry seemed to have “got on ”
to Jimmy Silver’s bowling, and Jimmy
did not succeed in wuchm" his wicket.

Before Tom Merry was caught out by
Tommy Dodd, he bad knocked up

for his side, and the Saints looud
Jubilant.
For, meanwhile, 20 more had been

piled up for three wickets, so that St.
Jim’'s wanted only 8 to tie, 9 to win,
with seven wickets in hand.

“For goodness’ sake, pile in, Jim-
my!” said Raby. “They’ll mop us off
the earth at this rate, with wickets to
spare!”

Jimmy Silver nodded, and went on
to bowl again, with the expression of
a felkm who was prepared to do or

Wha! followed e!iclted loud cheers
Irom the Rookwood ci

Wynn of St. J)ms Was dismissed
with a duck’s egg, and Herries followed
him, and then Lowther and Kerr. Four
‘wickets for four balls made the Rook-
wooders yell, and changed the aspect
of the game once more. Manners was
the next to go. Talbot of Si. Jim's
‘was keeping his end up well, but in the
next over he was caught out by New-
come.
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“Last man in!”

Figgins and Noble were
wickets. 8 to tie and 9 to
Jlmmy Silver bowling again!

But the mighty F}gg'ns ]lfted the pall
away for 4, and cut away the next for
2, and St. Jim’s hopes rose again.

“Bai Jove, 3 to win!” said Dmcy
looking on from the pavilion. “Figgay
m]l do it all wight, you know.”

“Right as rair said Tom Merry;
but he watched anxiously, all the same.
The match was touch-and-go

Figgins had no chance \thh the rest
of the over. The fleld crossed, and the
bowling came to Noble from Tommy
Dodd. Tommy Dodd was doing his
level best, and so was the batsman. A
single run was the result for the over.

“Only 2 to win!” said Jimmy Silve:
as the field cressed for the last ove
They ) i
“Lookfout for catches!”

Jimmy delivered his next ball to
Noble, who had the batting again after

the single.
The Cornstalk junior let himself goﬂ
ed away, and the bats-

t at the
vin, with

"“The ball wh

men ran.
“Licked!” muttered the Rockwood
fellows.
Then there was a yell: ;

“Tommy Dodd! Good old Tommy!”

Tommy Dodd was on the ball.

He was backing away now, his hands
raised, his eyes fixed upon the ball
as it came—floating down gently, as it
seemed—into his outspread palms.

Click!

Then all Rookwoecd roared.

“Caughﬂ Oh well caught, sir!”

“Good man!

‘Bravo, Tommy Dodd!”

Tommy Dodd grinned, and tossed up
the leather, and caught it again as it
came down straight as a rule.

“How’s that?”

“out!”

“Rookwood wins! Hurray!”

Rookwood had won! And, as Jimmy
remarked very humorously, it was
Mornington who had on the match
for Reokwood—by staying away!
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CHAPTER 14.
After the Matchl

OUD cheers ringing from the
L cricket-field reached the School
House and floated in at the win-
dow of Rawson’s study. The sun was
sinking behind the old beeches.
“That’s the finish!” said Rawson.
He rose -and. steppegd to_the window.
A merry crowd was m the quadrangle
below.
Rawson shouted down :
“Game over, Oswald?”
Oswald looked up, grinning.

“Yes, over and won! Wo by a
run}”

“ Hur?

'”VIornmgton didn’t turn up!” called
out Oswald. That's what won the

match for us.”

Rawson grinncd.

“Lucky Mornington didn’t turn up,
then.”

“Yes, rather! Hurray!”

ﬁ “Faith, and it’s a win for us, and,
ure, it’s us thnt have done it in-
toirely!” said Flynn. *The afthernoon
hasn't been wasr,ed bedad‘ ,,And T've
done me lines, too. Hurray

“Now let us go, you .otters'“ mum-

- bled Townsend.

Rawson unlockeg the study door.

“You can go as fast as you like,” he
said. ‘“Buzz off!”

Townsend and Topham were glad to
go. They were quite fed up with sif-
ting on the study carpet. They hurried
away, to pour their tale of woe and
wrong into the sympathgtic ears of
their nutty friends.

Rawson stooped over Mornington
and  released  him.  Mornington,
cramped, furious, panting with rage,
staggered to his feet. He shook his fist
at the scholarship junior.

“I'll make you suffer for this!”
said, between his teeth, smdm»- from
the study.

Rawson and Flynn wem to see Tom
Merry & Co. off. he St. Jim’s party
had & train to catch but they had time
for a hurried refreshment. The brake
rolled away with Tom Merry & Co. on
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hoard, and Jimmy Silver & Co. came
back into the quadrangle in high good-
humour.

Jimmy
shoulder.

“How did you do it?” he demanded.

Before Rawson could reply, Bulkeley
of the Sixth came out, and beckoned to
him.

“Mr. Bootles wants you,” he said.
“Flynn, too!”

“Right-ho!” saild Rawson.

The two delinquents proceeded to
Mr. Bootles’ study, where they found
the Form-master looking astounded,
and Mornington white with rage. He
had duly reported the whole occurrence
to the master of the Fourth.
Bootles had his cane in his hand.

“I have received & most astounding
complaint from Mornington, Rawson,”
he said. “He declares you kept him
by force in your study, and prevented
him from playing in the cricket
ma cc

clapped Rawson on the

‘xes sir,” said Rawson quietly.

“Ahem! Why did you do this, Raw-
son?”

“To keep ‘onmmgton from losing the
match for us, sir.”

t was Silver put him up to it, Mr.

Bootles!” hissed Mornington.

“Did you act upon Silver’s instruc-

rt

“Was sﬂver aware of your action?”™

“No,

“It's :J, lxe"’ yelled Mornington.

Mr. Bootles frowned.

“Morningtor, you must not use such
expressions in my presence! Take fifty
lines!”

“I—I—I—" gasped Mornington.

“Rawson’s assurance is quite enough
for Ine. Silver had nothing to do with

“1_1 tell you—-="

“silence! Rawson, I shall cane you
—and you al=o, Flynn. Mornington,
you may go‘

“B

ut I—!
“Leave my study"’ thundered Mw.
Bootles.
And Mornington left it.
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Mr, Bootles’ manner was a sufficient
indication what he thought of the
sneak, but he could not pass over the
mattez Rawson and Flynn were duly

In' the passage, they exchanged a

.nmmv Silver & Co. swooped down
upon them, eager for an explanation.
There was a roar of laughter as Raw-
son explained the methods of “per-
suasion ” he had used with the obsti-
nate junior.

Jimmy thumped him on the back

Who'd have thought
it! You've saved the match for us!
But you've been licked!”

“That’s nothing—it wasn’t very bad,”
grinned Rawson. “Bootles doesn’t
think much more of that cad than we
do, and he laid it on softly.”

“Good man!”

There was a feed in the end study
after that in celebration of the victory
over St. Jim’s, and of the defeat of
Mornington. His knavish_tricks had
been frustrated, and he suffered a rag-
ging at the hands of the Classicals for
having sneaked to the Form-master. At

celebration in Jimmy Silver's
study, Rawson and Flynn had the place
of honour. They had not played in the
match, but it was agreed on ail hands
that they had won the match with St.
Jim’s.

CHAPTER 1.
Jimmy Silver's Eleven!

IVH\IY SILVER stopped before the

J notice-board at Rookwood and
pinned up the paper he carried in
his hand in a prominent position.

It was an important paper.

For it contained the list of the junior
cricket eleven, who, on e mMOrTow,
were to visit Bagshct School, and in-
flict dire defeat and confusion upon the
ancient rivals of Rookwood.

There was a rush of the juniors to
ru\d cm H:.tl

i th

o names_contained in it
cmlld he gue.

d in advance, but there
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was a chance thet any fellow might
find his name there.

“Jolly good team!”  remarked
Tommy Dodd, of the Modern gide, find-
ing written there his own name, and
the names of his two'special chums,
Cook and Doyle. “A few more Moderns
would improve it. But it's jolly gocd.”

“Wants a few more Classical names,”
remarked Dick Oswald. “gut it

good, all the same. My 1
“And mine, intoirely, remarked
Flynn, ¢ Jlmmy Silver’s the best ¢

fain we've iver had in the Fourth.
Smythc used to lave me out.”

“Glad youre all satisfied,” remarked
Jimmy Silver.

“I'm not satisfied,” said Dickinson
minor. “What have you left me out
for, Jimmy Silver?”

Sorry, old chap; but we want to beat
Bngsnot, <md .nmmy affably.
, ha, ha

“Ibs a jolly good
Lovell. “I think we
shot the kybosh this ti
Bootles xsn't likely to cb\p

T em‘\rhed

su
in again
and ask us to play that slacker Morn-
ington?”

Jimmy sheok his head.

“No fear. That's all over, for one
thing. I've spoken to Bulkeley about
that, and he’s chipped in.”

“Good old Bulkeley!”

“Mornington expects to play,”
marked Newcom:

Jimmy Silver mruggnd his shoulders.

“Let him expect! He won't play.”

“He's been telling chaps' that he's
in the Bagshot match.”

“No law against that,” said Jimmy.
“He can tell chaps that he's going to
be Head of Rookwood, if he likes.”

“Here he comes!” said Lovell, with
a grin.

Mornington of the Fourth came up to
the mnotice-board. Townsend and
‘Topham and Pecle were with him. The
nuts of the Fourth glanced at the
cricket list, and Mornington frowned
darkly and turned to Jimmy Silver.

“You've left my name out,” he said
sharply

re-
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Jimmy nodded.
" Why is that?” demanded Morning-

“Becausc you're left out yourself, my
dear ma

e ve, toAd you that I expect to be
played.

“Go hon"’

“TThe best thing you can do is to put
my name in at once,” said Marning-
ton. “I decline to be left out, and i
will save you trouble in the Tong run.

Jimmy Silver "looked grimly ub the
dandy ofg Rookwood.

Nobody, but Mornington would have |

dreamed of taking such a tone with the
captain of the Fourth.

But_ Mornington was not quite like
the other fellows.

His wealth loomed largely in his own
eyes, and in the eyes of fellows like
Townsend & Co. uncle and
guardian, Sir Rupert Stacpoole, was
chairman of the -governing board of
Rookwood. Mornington was ambitious
4o shine among the cricketers, but his
ambition did not cause him to stick to
practice or e crt himself in any way;
and Jimmy was the last fellow in
th=- \voxlu to play a slacker if He could

But for the fact that a couple of
juniors had locked Mornington in a
study, and kept him out of the last
match, the result would have been
disastrous for the junior eleven.

Jimmy Silver did not mean to run
that risk a second time.

He explained the matier to Bulkcle)«

- of the Sixth, the captain of the school,

and Bulkeley had
promptly enough.

Bulkeley had interviewed the Head
on the subject, and there was no danger
of a repetition of the Head’s request to
Jimmy Silver.

Mornington was evidently unaware of
the new state of affairs.

Evidently be considered that he had
only to state his wishes in order to
haye them assented to.

“You hear me?” he smd
put my name down in that
Jimmy Silver.”

“laken a hand”

“Youl
b at once,
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“Cheeky ass!” growled Lovell. “Shall
I mop | up the passage with him,
Jimmy?

“Bump him intirely!” sai

“Do you hear me, Silver?”
‘Mornington.

Jxmmy nodded_

r boy.”

"Wéﬂl “hac do you

“Rats!”

“Wha-at!”

“R-AT-S—rats!” said Jimmy.
bh"ﬂ: plain enougm

“Ha, ha, ha!”
Mornington <9t his teeth.
“Well, youw'll get an order from the
Head,” he sald. “You'll find that you
can’t do as you please.”

Jimmy Silver smiled, and turned
away. Mornington turned away also,
to make his way to the Head's study.
But before he had taken two steps,
geveral pairs of hands were laid upon
him. He swung round savagely, and
glared at the grinning faces of Lovell
and Raby and Newcome and Tommy

Tlynn.
snapped

say?”
say?

“Isn't

odd.
“Let me go!” he shouted.
“You're going to be bumped for your

heelk." said Lovell coolly. “Up with
him!”
“Let go! Help!”
Bump!
“Ha, ha, ha!”
ump!
“Yarooh!”

“Cave!” ejaculated Rawson, of the
Fourm, and the juniors scudded away
as Mr. Bootles came out of his study.

Mormngton was left sitting on the
floor, gasping.

Mr. Bootles stared af

“Bless my soul!” he e\clalmed peer-
ing at Mornington over his glasscs
“Who is that? Mornington — ha!
Whatever are you doing on the floor,
Mornington?”

Mornington staggered
crimson with anger.

“I've been mgged"’
‘mvell "'nd

to his feet,

he gasped.

1 do, Mornington.
Lo sch that

Ierm
you cannot live on
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better terms with your I‘umhehm 'y
said Mr. Bootles severely. ou_ a;
concerned in
Mornington. I fear that it is the in-
solence of )our manners that is the
cause of it. I advise you, Morningten,
to mend your ways, and to cease io
exasperate your schoolfellows by ill-
founded arrogances. You will do well
to_bear this is'mind, Morningten.”
r. Bootles rustled on, leaving Morn-
wtun almost stuttering with rage.

CHAPTER 16,
A Surpriss for Merninglonl

AP!

I Dr. Chi{‘wlm laid down his pen.

“Come in!

Mornington of the Fourth entercd the
Head’s study.

He was still looking somewhat red
and flustered, and was evidently in a
savage temper Only Mornington, of
all the fellows at Rookwood, would
have ventured to show signs of tempcr
in the august presence of ihe

Dr. Chisholm noted the kmt*ed hrows
and gleaming eyes of the dandy of the
Fomlh and he frowned. v

“Well?” he <md sharply. “What is
i, Mornington?”

“I wish to speak Lo you, sir.”

“Kindly be brie:

e coid, scvere ‘glance of the Head
somewhat abashed Mornington. - His
gaze dropped a little, and his voice was
qmeter as he went on:
cen left out of the cricket
aaam, sir.

The Head made a gesture.

““That is a matter that concerns o‘\ly
the junior cricket club. You may go.”

“My fuardian asked you—-'

“Listen to me, Mornington,” said the
Head quietly. “Sir Rupert Stacpoole
wrote to me on_the matier, and I did
not care to disoblige & governor of Rook-
wood, and for that reacson I uitered 8
word on your behalf. Since then I have
rccened further information on the

subject. I have learned the partxculars
rrcm Bulkeley. It is a matter that en
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concerns the cricket club, and I
ersland that you are omitted from

e playing eleven because your play is
not up to the standard required, and be-
cause you refuse to atiend the necessary
practice. I caﬂvob interfere in the
mmtm agal n

“I rccommend you to attend more
constqptly on the playing-fields, .and
make yourself useful as a cricketer, and
in 1‘1at cqpe I have no doubt you will
as much chance as the others of
ng for the school,” gaid the Head.
“The matter, however, does not con-
cern me. You may go!”

* Morningtoneslid not stir.

“Am I to be left out,
exclaimed.

“That depends on the mxxam of your
c’ub 1 presume.”

“He dislikes me.”

“Probably you have given him
reason, if that is the case,” said the
Head dryly. “I have received very un-
favourable reports of you from your
Form-master, Mornington. It appears
that you treat the other boys with in-"~
solence, .and an’'assumption of superi-

rity. You cannot expect th to make
you “popular. I advise yoi™to mend
your manners.”

Qe s

then?” he

*And how you have wasted enough of
my time. Leave my study.”

The Head took up his pen again. But
Mornington did not go.

“Do you hear me, boy?” exclaimed
Dr. Ch;s‘;xoln in surprise and' anger.

“Leave my study at oncel!” i

“I'm going to play in the Bagshot
match,” said Mornington doggedly. “I
want you to tell Jimmy ‘Silver so, sir.” ’

“Boy1”

Morhington stood his ground, un-’
abashed now by the glare the Head of
Rookwood bestowed upon him.

There was a_thunderous pause:

“It is due, I suppose, to your extra-
o"d‘nary tralning that you dare to speak
to your headmaster with such unex-

ampled insclence!” said the Head at
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d out your hand!”
Mornington's eyes gleumf d.

“I won't be c: write
to my guardian. the
governors, and he w —

The Head rose.

“Hold out your
Mornington, or
public flogging!” he

T

hand lmlr‘edm\o
shall adm
exclaimed.

Mornington a moment, and
mgn hlxs hand came slowly out.

“Now the other hand!” thundered
the Head.

Swish!

Mornington squeczed his hands to-|JOI
gether, his fas pale with pain and
Tage.

The Head pointed to the door with
Lhe cane,
“h Gl o
Morn!nguon \vwm, almy CSL/ chokin}.
Townsend & Co. were g for him
In the passage with ra mm tmuo\ls looks.
Although it suited the nuts of the
Fourth to chum with Mornington, they
could have little liking for him, and
they were never m&ho\_; a certain
i3
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Mommmon “My guardian will back
me

The three nuts grinned at one
another. They did not have so much
faith as Mornington in e influence
of his guardian.

“You can cackle!” growled Morning-
ton. “I know what I'm talkin’ abou
Sir Rupert doesn’t like the Head.
& matter of fact, he would be giad to
get him into the bad books of the

governors He has a friend he would
ke to see Head of Rookwood, 1f Dr.
Im  were gone. I know he's
thought of workin’ it already.”
“Phew!” said Topham.
“Anyway, you're out of the Bagshot
ng " said Townsend. ‘“Let's have &

afternoon to-morrow instead.
There are races at High Coombe.”

Mornington shrugged his shoulders
1mpat!en’h1y

“Never mind the races. I suppose
I'm out of the cricket—owin’ to Jimmy
Silver. He's been one too many for
me. But I'll get even. Jimms Silver
is gein’ to be out of it, too.

“How the dickens—-"

“You know what they did with
when the St. Jim’s match was on?”
» “Locked you in Pav{;cus study,”

me

amount of is

should land him, and themselves, in
some serious scrape. Nobody else would
have dared to “beard the lion in his
den” as Mornington had done. The
nuts were not surprised to see him come
Zorth squeezing his hands and mumb-

ing.
“Well?” said Townsend.
Mornington gritt: d teeth.
“I've been lick

“ , what the @ 05 did you ex
ect?” £aid Pecl You can't ched
the Head, you V) and I'll be bound

you chedided him. What about the
cricket?”
“The Head won't interfere again.”
“Couldn't » expect him  to,” said
Townsend. *Nothin’ doin’, of courze.”
“He docsn't scom {0 understand that
I can give him trouble about it,” said

grinned Townsend. 00, the
Totters! But you can’t work that on
‘}):lmmy Silver. A study wouldn’t hold
m.” >
“I'm not thinking of a study.”
Mornington lowered his voice. “What

avout she old tower? There’s Sergeant
Kettle's tuckshop on the ground floor,
but the rooms above are never used and
never entered. A fellow shoved in thers
would never be found—iill we chose.”

“My hat! But how would you geot
Jimmy Sliver there?”

“Four of us could handle him, I
suppose.” -

“But—but we should bs seen getting
him there—-

“Not after dark.”

“But after dark, the match will b\'J
over.”

“I'm 1hmldng of to-night.™

“Great Scott!”
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“You—youre doity!” said Peele,
aghast. “You couldn’t keep the chap

there all night. He’d be missed.”
“Well, what about it?”
“There’d be a row—a search—no end

may not " said Townsend.
“But I do. I'm not going to get myself
sacked from Rooz\mod to p]case you,
Mornington.”

“So you are a funk!” sneered Morn-
ington. L

“I haven’t an uncle on the board of
governors to see me through,” said
Peele, v/‘th asneer. “If I had, I fight
Tisk it.”

“There’s no rigk.  Silver wouldn't
give our names.

“He might have t0.”

The three nuts looked at one another.
B\IL t"\cy shook their heads.

‘00 jolly risky,” said Pec‘v
vould be a flogging at least.”

“Then Tl do it alone,” said Morn-
ington, and he turned his back on
companions, and walked away.

Townsend Co, looked at one
anobhef uneasily.

“What the dickens has he got in
'lm head?” muttered Towny.

“Blessed if I know,” said Topham
“But I know cne thing, :md that is—
I'm going to keep clear of i

To which Towny and Peexe heartily
agreed.

“Ib

CHAPTER 11
Caught Japping!
rHE Fistical Four sat down to tea

in the end study in great spirits.
They were looking forward to
the cricket match on the morrow, and

Jimmy, who was very pleased with the | ton

form his team had mown of late, fully
expected to “mop up” the Bagshol
ground with the Bagshot team.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were
equally confident.

‘They had dreaded a repetition of the

?:;

trick Mornington had played on them
on the occasion of the St. Jim’s match.
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But Mornington had come to the end
of his tether; there was a limit, evi-
dently, to the influence of his guardian

The careless and swanking slacker
would have been sufficient, if he had
heen played, to reduce the chances of
the Rookwood team to zero.

‘The danger was over, how
the Fistical Four rejoiced acc

f course, \\e wouldn't
rked. “If the

r, and

ell rem:
12 ipped in a second time,-
would have been trouble.”
Jimmy Silver nodded. %
“Ja sure of Lhat‘ " he repiied.
“The whole club would have gone on
strike, I think. But the He.xd didn't
savvy. \Iommgmn§ guardian gave
him the impression that a set was made
,L.m t the silly ass, and that he wasn't
iven & fair chance. Bulkeley's
spakcn to the Head it's all right. The
Head means well,” added Jimmy
tolerantly. The captain of the Fourth

e

is | felt that he could ‘make allowances for
a headmaster.
“Moranington is ratty about it,”

grinned Raby. “He uas locﬂ'mg like a
Hun when I saw him last.”

“Let him!” said Jlmmy serenely.

“The silly duffer!” remarked New-
come. ‘‘He ca¥t play® cricket for

toffee.. Blessed if I ghink he cares two-
pence whether Rookwood wins or loses,
so long as he can swank ab the wicket.”

“Well, he won't swank at the wicket
this time,” said Jimmy Silver senten-
tiously. “No room for slacking asses
in the Rockwood junior eleven.”

“‘Hear, hearl!”

After tea, as there was plenty of
light, me tical Four walked down to
Little Side for some batting. Morning-

& stood looking on, the latter
decidedly sour in appearance.

In the dusk the chums of the Fourth
walked back to the School House. They
were chatting on the steps after calling-
over, when Mornington ca2ie up.

The Fistical Four looked at him
rather grimly.

They were prepared for some more
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insolence from the dandy of the
Fourth, and quite ready to roll him
in_the quad at the first word.

But, as it happened, Mornington was
quite civil for once.

“Tommy Dodd wants to speak to
you, Silver,” he said carelessly.

“Where is he?”

“In the tuckshop.”

“Well, I suppose he can come here?”
said Jimmy.

“Time we got on to our prep,” re-
marked Lovell, as eight rang out from
the clock-tower. “Don’t waste time on
that Modern Bounder, Jimmy!”

“Well, it won't take me long to run
across,” said Jimmy, a little puzzled,
but always obliging.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome went
up to the end study, while Jimmy Silver
ran across the dusky quadrangle. *

The school shop, which was kept by
Sergeant Kettle on the ground floor of
the old, disused clock-tower, was closing.
The sergeant was abous to leck the goor
when Jimmy came up.

“Hallo! Is Tommy Dodd here,
sergeant?” asked Jimmy.

“No, Master Silver.” .

“The’ass! He sent for me.”

“Well, he gin’t here, Master Silver,”
said Sergeant Kettle, and he retired
into the shop and closed the door and
locked it.

Jimmy Silver looked round wrath-
fully at Mornington, who had followed
him from the house.

“Have you been pulling my leg?” he
demanded. “Dodd isn't here.”

e next moment Jimmy uttered a
gasp of amazement.

“What the dickens— Hands off!

My hat!”
Crash!
Mornington had sprung at him like a
ger.

Jimmy Silver was not often taken
by surprise, but the attack was utterly
unexpected, and he went down in a
heap, with Mornington on top of him.

He lay on his back on the ground
in the deep dusk, with the dandy of the
Fourth knceling on his chest.
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He glared up at Mornington.

“Get up, you silly chump!
I'll smash you! Lemme gerrup!”

Mornington did not move. He had
grasped Jimmy's hands, and he held
him by the wrists in spite of his
struggles.

From round the corner of the tuck-
shop a junior ran quickly and silently,
and a sack was thrown over Jimmy
Silver's head as he lay prostrate. :

So quickly was it done that Jimmy
did not catch a glimpse of his new
assailant, and, indeed, did not know
what was coming until the sack was
over his head.

He struggled furiously.

But he was at a disadvantage, and
two strong pairs of hands were grasp-
ing him He struggled in vain.

“Quick!” panted Mornington.

The young rascal had chosen his
moment well.

The quadrangle was dark, and there
was no one near the. tuckshop, and
Sergeant Kettle had retired into the
back room.

Jimmy Silver, more amazed than
angry, struggled in the hands of the two
assailants

But the second assailant ran a loose
cord round his wrists as Mornington
held them, and it was drawn tight and
knotted® ¥

Then Jimmy was helpless.

Another cord was knotted round his
ankles, and then the sack was pulled
close over his face, stifling the shout
he tried to utter.

‘Then he was lifted and rushed away
in the darkness.

He felt himself being carried into a
building, and up stone steps, upon
which he bumped several times.

He was set down at last.

“Good!” It was Mornington’s voice.
“You can cut. He hasn't seen you.”

Jimmy heard departing footsteps

A match scratched, and the sack was
pulled from over his face. He blinked
in the light of a candle.

utter amazement, he stared at
Mornington.

By gum,
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He opened his lips to <u°ak and as
he did so, a folded handkerchicf was
i iis mouth, and Morning-
ton proceeded to it there safel
winding a string round and round b

ead.

Then he rose to his feet, and loakcd
N cn Jimrmy Silver with a mock

GHAPTER 15,
Kidnapped!
IMMY SILVER stared up blankly ab
MMornington.
He was lost in amazement.
He lay upon the stone floor of a
window open to

]

small room, with a tiny
the starry sky.
He knew where he was.

part
ancient clock-tower of Rookwood was
occupied by the school shop, but the

of the ground floor of the

greater part of the dilapidated old#®

building was untenanted.  Sometimes
the feliows climbed the crazy old stairs
to investigate the deserted place, and

view the country from the high
Mndow but it was seldom. The climb

the stairs was hard we for the
spiral stair contained over a hundred
steps.  Sometimes the pldce was not
visited for weeks together, or even for
a whole term. The door ab the foot oig
the spiral stair was generally Xkeph
locked, and old Mack, the porter, had
the key; but he would part with it for
a mod rate tip.

Mornington had evidently obtained
the key from the porter, and chosen this
ouft-of-the-way spot as a hiding-place
for his prisoner.

But Jimmy could not understand.

It was not uncommon for Moderns
and C!uss)cqlb at Rookwood to raid one
another in {]

But why '\/Iammgbon should take the
troubke to kidnap Jimmy Silver was a
mystery Jimmy could not be kept
there long, at all events, as he would
have to turn up on the Classical side at
bed-time. And it was quite certain

that he would hammer Mornington
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without mercy if he were Kkept a
prisoner in the old clock-tower for a
couple of hours.

He was far from divining, as yet, the
thoughts that were in the mind of the
reckless young rascal.

Mornington ~ was hard
after his exertions.
slacking did not make
to carry Jnnmy Silver's wdom up a
hundred steps, even with the assist-
ance of his unknown companion.

He was gasping, in fact, and for some
minutes he could not speak. Neither
could Jimmy, for the excellent reason
that the gag choked back any sound
but the faintest mi le,

Mornington found his voice at last,.
however,

“Well, here you are!” he remarked.

Jimmy could not sprm{, but his look
was eloguent. But the d'md,y of LIIL
Fourth only grinned ‘Lﬁ his
“You wonder why I've tak
trouble?” grined Mornington

Jimmy nodded.

“I'm goin’ to make terms with you.
Play me in the team to-morrow, and
rn let yoy go. Nod your head if you
meen yes.

Jimmy Silver did not nod his head.
Evidenuy not mean yes.

vt be stinate » urged
NIormn"torL “Youll find it pretty
cold to st'\y here, though it’s a sum-
mer’s night. T've brought this old
sack you to lie on, bub it won't be
comf,

Jimmy Silver's eyes opened wide.

For the first time it occurred to him
that Mornington intended to leave him
here a prisoner for the night.

It was scarcely credible that the
dandy of the Fourth could be so brutal
and so reckless; but Jimmy's heart
sank.

He knew Mornington's fixed belief
that, whatever he did, his uncle, the
govery ;)\', would be able to see him

‘121 Un

1.

rough.

Jimmy Eknew that, in that, he mis-
calculated; but Mornington did nob
know it.
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“Youre going to play me, or you
\won't play yourself,” said Mornington.
i““You can take your choice. Both or
nelthor If you nod your head, I'll
itake it as your word of honour that
youwll put me in the team.”

Jimmy’s head remained motionles:

“Still obstinate!” grinned Morning-
ton. “I'll come and see you before
brekker, and I think you may have
chs.n"ed your mind by then.

Jimmy strove to speak,
Mmumble came forth.

“I've borrowed the key from Mack k,”
went on Mornington. “I shall lock
the door below, and tell Mack I've mis-
laid the key. He won't be able to
make a fuss, as he's not supposed to
lend it to us. Nobody can come here
~if anybody wanted to, which isn't
likely, You can’t get out of this roomf
the door opens outwards, and
going to wedge it with a chunk of
wood. You can't call for help—you're
i}ggeﬁl Yuu'!l have a bad night if you

re.”

but only a

'y

"Jimmy Silver's look was expressive.

He no longer doubted that the dandy
of the Fourth intended to carry out
his threat ,and the prospect of a night,
bound and gagged, at the too of thﬂ
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Thud!

The heavy oaken door closed. Morn-
ington had taken the candle with him,
and Jimmy Silver was in darkness,
save for the faint glimmer of starlight
at the little window. He could hear a
scraping sound as Mornington drove a
wedge of wood under the door.

Even if he could have released him-
self from the knotted cords, he was a
prisoner in the tower now.

Faintly, =~ Mornington’s retreating
foutsteps died away on the long spiral
E

Sllence at last.

He was gone!

Jimmy Silver, stretched on the sack
on the stone floor, writhed in his-
bonds, struggling to free himself, till
his wrists ached, and the skin was
abrased and torn. But he could not
get free.

Outside the old tower, Mornington
closed the big, heavy door, and locked
it, and slipped the key into his pocket.

Then, with perfect calmness, the
rascal of Rookwood strolled away to
the School House.

Townsend & Co. were chatting in the
hall, and they looked curiously at
@s he came in.

1d tower, was

But Jrnmy Silver did 1 not mtend to

~ surrender.

“You ¢hink T shall get licked for
this,” coniinued Mornington, grinning.
“Well, you can 'llck mc, though I shall
put ‘up a fight, I think. As $or" the
Ilead, he dare ot flog me. He would
have the governors down on him.”

Jimmy sheck his head.

’\Io‘ mngto*u laughed.

“Well, I'm risking it,” he said.
“You’l ll ‘see. Bab if you still want to
get off, you've only to agree to play me
in the Bagshot match. You see, I'm
determmed Now, do the sensible
Jimmys eves bu.med but he made

1o sign of asses

| Mornington wmted a minute;, then
he shrugged his shoulders impatientiy,
and went to the door.

“Hallo! Been for a stroll with
Legge't?” asked Peele.

“Leggett!  That modern bounder!
No!”
“I saw you talkmg to him & while
ago,” sald P

“Just a \wld or two,” said Morning-
ton carelessly. “He was tryin’ to lend
me money, as a matter of faot.”

“Seen anythin’ of Jimmy Silver?”

Mornington smiled.

“By gad! I shouldn’t nohce Jimmy
Siiver if I saw him,” he said. “Nearly
half-past mght—txne I got on with my
prep. Ta-ta!

He went to his study.

Townsend and Tcplmm and Peele
exchanged curious glances. But they
did not speak on the subject that was
uppermost in their minds. They went
to thelr preparation, content to mind



40
their own bu
ess.

ss with ;rcat strict-

Rawson of the Fourth ncmccd that
they were grinning, however, as they
came into the study they sh'uui with
him, But Rawson was not on speak-
ing terms with the nuts of the Fourth,
and he did not inquire what amused
them.

It was close on bed-time when
Mornington looked into the study.

“Finished, you chaps?” he drawled.

“Yaas,” said Townsend.

“Come along to my study and have
a smoke. By the way, Silver's ogt.”

“Out—at this time!” exciffimed
Rawson, looking up.
“Yaas. Queor ain't it? Seen any-
thing of him'
“Not since cricker, practice.”
“Jolly queer,” said Townsend. .
nuts of the Fowrth followed

Mornington to his study.  Rawson,
with a somewhat worritd look, went to
the end study to speak [ Jimmy
Silver’s chums,

CHAPTER 19. '
Missing!

” EEN Jimmy?”
S Lovell and Raby and New-
come asked that question to-

gether as Tom Rawson came into the
end study.

The Fistical Three had finished their
preparation, and they were surprised
by the absence of their study leader.

Dawson shook his head.

“I've just hcard Lhat he hasn't come
in,” he said. bed-ti. n half
an hour. Hasnt he done hls prep?”

0; he hasn't been in.  Better look
for hxm I think,” said Raby.

“Can‘t have gone out of bounds,

He went to speak to
Those Modern bounders
most

“Oh, no!
Tommy Dodd.
have been larking with him,
likely.,”
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“They v.ouldn’t ma.:c him miss his

prep.” said Raws
‘Well. he’s mlsscd it

The four juniors left the study and
the House, and crossed to the Modern
side. ~They found the three Tommies
chatting on the staircase. The Moderns
looked at them in surprise.

“Hallo! Time you Classical kids
were in bed,” said Tommy Dodd
severely. “What are you doing over
here at this time of night?”

“thxes Jimmy  Silver?”

asked

“Bleﬁsnd if I know.”

“Lost, stolen, or straycd?”
Tommy Cook.

“Look here, he came to speak to you
in the tuckshop about eight, and we
haven’t seen him since,” said Lovell
warmly. “He's missed his prep, and
that means a row with Bootles in the
moming‘. ‘What have you done with
him?”

“My dear chap, we haven’t eate&*
him for supper,” said Tommy Dodd:

“And he didn’t come to see me in the

grinned

tuckshop. I haven't been there since
tea.”
“You sent him a message—" 3
. “Blessed if I did!” .g
“Look here!”  exclaimed Raby.
A Mommgwn brought him a message
from you.”
*, Mormngto\ was rotting, then. I

never. sent any message. Perhaps the
nuts hme been larking with the august
Ji

ell gave a snort.

“We'll jolly soon teach ’em manners
if they have,” he said. “Come on, you
chaps. Jimmy's not here!”

‘The four Classicals crossed the qdnd-
rangle again, and repaired to Morning- .
ton’s study on the Classic side. They
found Mornington, Townsend, -Top-
ham, and Peele, smoking cigarettes:
Mornington regarded them with an in«
solent smile as they came in.

“I don't remember askin’ you into
my study,” he drawled.
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“Where's Jimmy Silver?” demanded
Lovell

Mornington raised his eyebrows.

“How the dickens should I know?”
he asked.

“You gave hi m a spoof
from Tommy Dodd.

Mornington laughed.

aas. I was pullin’ his leg.”
wHaven's you seen him since?”

“Of course not!

“Then you don’t know where he is?”

“Haven't the slightest idea.”

He yawned as he made that reply.

Lovell & Co. looked puzzled. They
did not see any reason why Morning-
ton should be lying.  Evidently Jimmy
was not in the study. They left if,
leaving the nuts grmmn as soon as
the door was closed.

5 s beats the band,” said
ere on earth can Jimmy
‘He can’t have gone cut.”

“Let's ask the sergeant.”

Sergeant Kettle s in his back
room, smoking his evening pive, when
the juniors knocked at his door He
stared at them as he opened

) Shm;Y s closed long ago,” he gmmed
“E o

message

“Were mnot after jam- \mts,”
growled Lovell. “Have you scen any-
thing of Jimmy Silver?”

Tie sergeant nodded.

“He came'just as I was closing the
shop, and asked for Master Dodd,” he
said. “Master Dodd wasn’t here.”

“Where did Jimmy go then®

“I don't know!™

“Anybody with him?” asked Raw-

“Not that I see. I was-locking up.”

The juniors left the ser"ear‘b greatly
puzzled. They returned to the house,
and inquired right and left for Jm'u'ny
Silver. ~ Buf no ene had seen him. - It
was close on bed-time now.

“Well, what the dickens!” exclaimed
Lovell, “Jimmy must be somewhere.
What the dickens is he playing hide-
and-seek for like this?”
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“Bed-time, you L s
coming along the passagi

The Classical Fomth vc‘nc to their
dormitory.

Lovell & Co. had a hope that Jimmy
might turn up there for bed. Bub the
captain of the Fourth was not in Lhe
dormitory.

Bulkeley came in to see lights out,
and he noticed Jimmy's absence at
once.

“Isn't Silver here?” he exclaimed.

“We don’t know where he is,” said
Lovell, with a worried look. “We

aven’t seen him all the evening.”

“He seems to have disappeared
intirely,” remarked Flynn. -

Bulkeley looked astonished.

“What nonsense!” he cxclaimed.

4
(-Jd Bulkeley,

“Well, turn in. T look for Master
Jimmy!” said the captain of Rook-
wood grimly.

The Classical Fourih turned in. and
Bulkeley left the dormitory. He re-
paired to Mr, Bootles’ study, to inform
him that Jimmy Silver had not
turned up for beg, and that his Form-
fellows did not ow where he was.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
Bootles. “This is extraordinary!”
“I can't understand it, sir,” said

Bulkeley. “I find that nobody's seen
him since eight o’clock.”

“Please ask the prefects to look for
l’um‘ Bulkeley.”

ir !
Bulkeley left the study. He returned
in a quarter of an hour.

“Silver can't be fmmd sir?

Mr. Bootles jumped up.

“You have looked for him?”

“Yes, sir. He isn't in the school—
unless he is hiding away somewhere.”

“Surely he would not do such a
foolish thing, Bulkeley.”

“Well, I suppose not, sir. Unless he's

doing that, must have gone out
without permission, and has not re-
turned,
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“Extraordinary!”
Bootles.

“What is to be done, sir?”

“Send him to me immediately he
returns, Bulkeley.”

“Very well, sir.”

The captain of Reokwood returned
to his study. But Jimmy Silver did
not return, and at half-past ten
Bulkeley visited Mr. Bootles again.

Has not_Silver returned?” asked
the Fourth Form master, as the cap-
tain of Rook\wod came in.

“No,

4

exclaimed ~ Mr,

s Vexy \md Bulkeley. You may go
to bed; I will'speak to the Head on the
subject.”

Mr. Bootles, very much surprised
and somewhat alarmed, went at once
to the Head’s study. Dr. Chisholm’s
brow confracted as he heard the Form-
master’s report.

“The boy has broken bounds, un-
doubtedly,” he said. ““omedhmg has
occurred to prevent his return.”

“Some accident, sir?” said Mr.
Bontles. x
* Probably.

I will telephene to the
police-station immediately.”

Th ead went to the telephone at
cnce.  He rang up the police-station;
but there was no news from that

quarter. No accident had happened
to a schoolboy in the neighbourhood of
Coombe, so fm- as the police were
aware.

‘The Head lmd down thc receiver,
his look grimmer than eve

“What is to be done, s)r” * asked I\’L\
Bootles helplessly.

“There is nothing to be done until
morning, unless the boy returns,” said.

the Head. “I can hardly believe that
he has run away from ool. I fear
that some accident has Nappened. The

police have promised to do all they

“I shall remain
Bootles.

“If you do not mind

“Certainly not. “Iam vel‘y anxxoui

Mr. Bootles #emained up. in S
study. He was anxious and furried.

up,”  said M.
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By midnight, however, he was fast
asleep in his armchair, and he did not
waken till the rising-bell was pealing
out over Rookwood.

Mr. Bootles started up, and rubbed

his eycs.
Ga sl my soul!” he murmured. “I
= l I must have fallen asleep.
Yes, \mdoubtndly I must have fallen
asleep. It xs—bless my soul!—morning.
&

Dear me!
He rubbe his eyes again, and
yawned, and left his study. —Three

anxious-looking juniors came down-
stairs—Lovell and Raby and Newcome.
They had been awake before rising-
bell.

“Has Silver come back, sir?” asked
Lovell.

“I—TI fear not!” sald Mr. Bootles,
suppressing a heavy yawn. “I have
waited up for him, but he has not come
back, apparently. It is extraordinary!”

“There’s been an accident,” said
Raby. “Jimmy must have gone out.”

“I shall inquire of the police,” said,
Mr. Bootles.

The Form-master telephoned to the
p&ice station. But still there was no
news of Jimmy Silver.

At breakfast, there was only one
thought in the minds of the Rookwood

fellows. The whole school, Classical
and Modern, was buzzing with the
news.

‘What had become of Jimmy Silver?

‘The Head was seen to be looking
wa| vy anxious. Angry as he was at
Jimmy Silver’s supposed absence with-

out leave, his anger was 1t so great as
his_anxiety.

The only possible supposition was
that an accident had happened to the
junior outside the walls of Rookwood,
and prevented his return.

The Rookwood fellows went into the
Form-rooms 8&s usual that morning;

but there was much morg thought
given to the missing juni®® than to
he lessons.

During the morning, the police-

inspector from Coombe called upon the
ead. He had no news, but he took

q
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a description of Jimmy Silver, and
promis that every effort should be
made to find the missing lad.

fter morning lessons, the juniors
came ecagerly out of the Form-rooms,
hoping to hear news of Jimmy.

But there was 10 news.

The captain of the Fourth was stiil
missing.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were
looking lugubrious. At dinner they ote
hardly anything. Their anxiety for
heir missing chum was intense.

After dinner Tommy Dodd came up,
as the three were discussing the matter
dismally in the quadrangle. Tommy
was looking concerned. In spite of his
many rows and rags with Jimmy, he
had a real liking for the captain of the
Fourth.

“Not heard anything of Jimmy?” he
asked.

Lovell shook his head.

“What about the Bagshot match?”
Lovell snorted.

low the Baeshot match! I'm not
inking of cricket.”

“well, theyre expecting us,”
Tommy Dodd awkwardly.

“We're going out to look for Jimmy
this afternoon,” said Raby. “Yo
ibetter take a team over, Tommy”

11, y like. We're
else send
late for

said

And so it was settled. Lovell & Co..
keen cricketers as they w had no
et that afternoon: Thev
« had resolved to spend the afterncon in

a search for their missing chum. Little

did they dream how near at hand he

was.

.CHAPTER 20,
Sergeant Kettle Makes a Discovery!
(L Y:)U'LL want some players, I sup-
pose

Tommy " Doad glared at
MMornington as the dandy of the Fourth

asked that question.
“Not your sort,” hie said, with & sniff,
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“There’s a lot of fellows standin’
out—Rawson and Oswald, as weil as
Lovell and Raby and Newcome,” said
Mornington. “They're goin’ out mmm
for Silver.”

“I know that.”

“Well, I'm willin’ to pla

“But I'm not w said Tommy
Dodd tersely. “Go d eat coke!”

And he turned his back on Morn-
ington.

The team that departed for Bagshol
School was mostly composed of Mode1 I
fellows. Quite a crowd of the Classical
Juniors had resolved to spe: ud the after-
noon searching for Jimmy Silver.

Mornington strode away idly after
speaking to Tommy Dodd, and saun-
tered round the tuckshop to the door
of the staircase of the old tower.

He inserted the key and unlock
the door, and disappeared within.

Townsend had observed him from a
distance, and he turned a somewhat
scared look on lusl chums.

u like.”

“Morny’s g him shut up right
enough,” he whispered.
“The silly ass!” said Peele. “He'll be

flogged for this. Mind, we drmL know
anythin’ about it—mot a word.”

“Not a syllable,” said Topham. “Ii's
a rotten trick, too; the poor beggar
must be hungry by this time.”

Townsend shivered a little as he
thought of the night the imprisoned
Jjunior had passed in the lonely room at
the summit of the tower.

“It’s rotten!” he muttered, “Buf
we can’t say anythin’, It's rather thick,
even for Morny. He's a  regular
hooligan. _Serve him right .if he's
sacked. I wonder who helped him?
He couldn't have handled Silver
alone.” -

“Leggett, of course,” said Peele.
“Leggett would play any mean trick
for half-a-quid. It was Leggett.”

“Sorry for him, then, when Silver
gets out,” said Topn
Mornington moumed the spiral

staircase, unfastened the door at the
top, and entered the little room.
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Jm\m" Silver lay oh the sacking on
the fioo:

His [ace was deadly pale.

He had slept little in the night. His
limbs were cramped by his bonds, and
he was faint with hunger and want of
sleep. His eyes burned as they turned
on the rascal of Rookwood.

Mornington regarded him with a

mocking smile.

“It’s time to start for the match,”
he remarked. “They're sending over
a team, with Tommy Dodd as skipper.”

A faint mumble came from Jimmy
Silver. He had gnawed away part of
the gag, but still he could not speak.

“Would you like to be let loose?”
smiled Molrm'lglon “There's still time,

Wi

ed.
“Will you play me if I let you loose?”
Jimmy shook his head.
grinned Morning-
ton. ““You are a sticker, and no mis-
But I'm rather a sticker, t0o.”

“For the last time, you know.
willin’ to let you loose, and go over with
the team to Bagshot.”

Jimmy did not trouble to shake his
head. Bu’ his look was enough.

and left the I‘ttle rolojk Carefully
fastening the door after him.

He descended the slau'case, and left
the tower, turning the key in the lock.
Then he@strolled away and joined
Townsend & Co.

' out for the afternoon?” he

“Not with
tersely.

Mornington raised his ?ebmw&

“Why not?”

““Look here. we'd rather not be seen
speakin’ to you at present,” saia Town-

send. “We don’t want to get into a

row when it all comes out.”

you,” " said Townsend

“Gettin’ funky?” grinned Morn-
ington.
“We've had nothin’ to do with it,

mind,” sgid Topham,
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Mornington laughed.

“I'm not goin’ to drag you into it,
he said contemptuously. “If it comes
out I can face the music on my own. o

“The chap who helped you-

“ Silver dxd)t see him—that’s all
right.”

“And you won't menmon his name?”

“I've promised not i

“Lock here, when are you gom to let
the poor beggar out?” manded
Tc\vnsend abruptly. “We c"mt let this

B

“I\m till it's too Iatc for him to play
in the Bagshot matc!

“Well, that qut be long!” said
Peele. “The team’s startin’ now. And
if you don't mind, Morny, we'd rather
not have your company this after-
noon.’

“Just as you like,” said Mornington
indifferently.

He sa\mts'red away.

Townsend & Co. joined the crowd
of fellows Who were going to hunt f
Jimmy Silver. That seemed to.Tow:
send the best way of keeping up aj
pearances. In spite of Mornington's
assurances, the nuts could not help feel~
ing uneasy.

It was not till five o'clock was e(ril»
ing from the clock-tower on
Modern side that Mornington entered
the old tower again, He nodded coolly
to Jimmy Silver as he entered the
room at the top of the staircase

“Times up!” he remarked. as he ,
took the gnawed gag from the junior's
mouth. “You ‘can get out now.”

J*mmy could not*speak, his lips were

Mornington cut through the
coxds that bound him.

Jimmy made an effort to rise, but
sank back on the sacking, with a cry

of pain. His limbs were cramped .and
icy cold.

““By gad, you lookgbad!” said Mom-
ington, with a touch of remorse. “Of
course, I didn’t intend to hurt you,
silver, By gad, you look as if youre
goin to be ill. Let me help you down.”

“Let me alone, you rotter!” gasped

Jimmy Silver.
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“Don’t you want my help?”

Mormngton shrugged his_shoulders
and left him. Jimmy made another
effort to rise, but sank back helplessly.
He realised that he was going to be ill.
His limbs felt like lead, and his head
was burning. Mornington had not re-
flected on the probable resulls of his
dastardly action. The resulits were to
be more serious than he had dreamed.

Jimmy lay helplessly on the sacking,
unable to rise now that he was nee
Mornington was gone, but even had
he been there Jimmy would have

refused his help.

“My hat!” murmured Jimmy. “I
feel awfully queer! 1 suppose this

neans the sanatorium for me, The
silly ass!”

Again and avam he strove to rise,
but he could not. He felt as weak as
a baby. But he could use his voice
now, and he called for help.

s voice was faint at first, and did
b reach beyond the walls of the little
room. ~ But it became stronger.

It seemed an age to Jimmy Silver
before he heard steps on the staircase,
and the bronzed old face of Se-geant
Kettle looked in.

“Now, then, wot’s this
game?” said the sergeant gru

Then, as he caught sight of Jimmy
Silver, he uttered an exclamation of
harror.

“Master Silver! You here!”

“Help me out!” said Jimmy faintly.

The sergeant did not ask any more

‘ere little
uffly.

qaestxms He picked up the junior
in ‘his strong arms, and carried him
downstaizs.

There was a shout from the fellows
in the quadrangle, as the 1Ty ser-
geant was scen crossing to the School
House, with the missing junior in his

arms.

Mr. Bootles met them at the door-
\‘ay, b!mkm with astoniskment.
ver!” he exclaimed.
Tbc Head came hastily out of his
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study. He had seen the sergeant with
his burden from the study window.

‘“gilver! Where did you find the
boy, sergeant?”

“At the top of the old tower, sir,”
said Sergeant Eeitle
“Good heavens!

you doing there?”

“I—I couldn't help it, sir!” faltered
Jimmy faintly.

“He'd b tled up, sir,” said the
sergeant. “There was the cords lyin’
around him, and he’s been tied up. and
cut Ioose again. Isn't that so, Master
Sitver

“Yas"’ faltered Jimmy.

The Head's brow was like a tlmndm‘-
cloud.

“Have you been all night, and all the
morning, in that place, &n"ex?” he ex-
claimed.

“Yes, sirl”

A 'Jnsoner“bound? 2,

“Yes, sir

"Tms
this?”

Jimmy was silent. Much as he had
suffered at Mornington's hands, he
was not inclined to betray the rascal
of Rookwc

u hear me, Silver? Tell me at
once who was guilty of this outrage?”
exclaimed Dr. Chisholm.

“I—Td :' ther not, sirl”
.hmmy.

Whilt‘"

“One word, sirl” interposed Mr.
Bootles. “Whoever placed Silver there
must have obtained the key from the

Silver, what were

is monstrous! Who did

Taltersd

porter.”
“Ah! Kindly call Mack here, Mr.
Bootles. _Sergeant, take Silver up to

the dormitory. Go to bed at once,
Silver, and I will telephone for the
doctor.”

The sergeant carried Jimmy wup-
stairs. In & few minutes he was in
bed, with blankets piled on him, and a
hot‘water bottle at his feet. And
in a few minutes more he was fast
asleep.
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CHAPTER 21
Fiogged!
OOKWOOD was in an uproar.
R The news of the sergeant’s dis-
covery spread like wildfire.
“Who dig it?” exclaimed Lovell, with
blazing ey as the chums of the

Fourth went dewnstairs again, “The
Moaderns, what!”

“Impossible!” said wson. “ They
wouldn't play such a dirty trick!”

- “But it was somebody-

“It’s beund to come ou Mack
will know who had the key of the
tower.”

Mack, the porter, s at  that
moment in the Heads study, being
questioned by Dr. Chisholm. - He had

little to say, but that litfle was very
much to the point. Mornington hac
asked for the key of the to:

had not returned it. Mack had sup—
posed that, as a new boy, he wished to
explore the place. The Head dismissed
him and sent for Moranington.

Mornington entered the study calmly
enough.

‘The storm had burst, ¥d he had ex-
pected it. He was ready to face the
music now, with plenty of nerve. He
faced the Head calm

“You sent for me, sir?” he asked

“I sent for you, Mornington. You
have been guilty of an estounding ou*-
ragel”

“Indeedq, sir!” &

“Do you deny that you placed Silver
of the Fourth, bound hand and foot, in
the old tower, and left him there, with-
out food, for & whole night?” thun-
dered the Head.

“No, sir!”

g
a

“You—you admit ejaculated the
ead.

“¥es, sirl”

“Morningten!”

said Morning-

“You asked me, sir,
ton calmly.

“I—L hardly know how to speak to
you!”

g'wm(. the Hcaﬁ “Are you in
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“Why did you do this wicked aund

brutal thmg, Mornington?”
“I did not mean to hurt Smer, 3

I am sorry if he is iill. I only meant
to keep him out of the Bagshot match,
as he refused to pla

“Goed heavens!
motive you have bnm guilty o
dastardly outrage?”

“That was my motive, sir.”

“You ndersiand, of course,
your punishment mll be severe!”

‘I hop not sir,”

y me.
Tor so trifling a
f this

that

N’y uncl!:———

Dr Chisholm raised his hand.

“Silence! Do you dream for one
moment that even a governor of Rook-
wood codd stand between you and the
just pur for your dastardly
outrage? Only in consideration ot
your training, or want of training, I
refrain from expelling you in disgrace

rom the school. You wi 26

thundered the H

morning, in the presence of the whol
scheol, I shall administer the sever
ﬁoggm'f that has ever been admir
tered at Rookwood. Now go!”

Mornington gritted his teeth,

(i1l not he flogged!
thundered the Head.
And Mornington went.

A

‘The next morning, after prayers; all
Rookwood was assembled o witness
the punishment of ¢he culprit.

Grim faces looked at Mornington as
he entered the hall, with Bulkeley's
hand on his shoulder.

Jxmmy Silver was. with the rest of

the Fourth.
He \Nas still pale ®nd weak, but a good
night’s rest had done wonders for him,
and he had luckily escaped a spell in
the sanatorium.

The thrashing that Mornington re-
ceived was, without doubt, the severest
the Head had ever dealt out to & jlmior
at Roo‘mood When at length he

et he staggered f:om Big
Anll mmm!t a word.
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The Rookwood fellows crowded out.
‘They looked grimly at Mornington,
who was gasping on the settee in the
passage and groaning with pain. He
gave them a fierce look.
© This isn't the end of it!” he panted.
“I've been flogged—-

“You askod for it, and you've got it,”
said Lovell, “and if you hadn’t had
enough, you cad, I'd smash yo.l now!”

“Thié isn't the end! - I1I have him
sacked! Tl have him turned out of
Rookwood!  There’ll be a new Head
here soon!” hissed Mornington.

“Silly ass!” said Jimmy Silver.

nd the juniors, grinning at Mom-
in"tons mld threat, passed on.

But they were destined to be
of that threat.

re-
mmced later

CHAPTER 22.

‘ Startling News!
UFTIN of the Fourth burst into
M the Common-room _on the
Clessical side of Rookwood
breauhless with excitement.
Heare the news, you chaps?”
}  gasped Muffin. “The Head’s going!”
“What?”
“The Head!"
“ Going!”

Mufiin of the Fourth had succeeded
in making a sensation.

The C‘ass:ml juniors gathered round
him on all si

“He’s goin, '” repeated Muffin, “I've
“Just heard Mr. Bootles tell Bulkeley so.
Bootles looked awfully bothered. and
old Bullxdc‘y looked quite down in the

mouth, you now e Head's going!”
“Resigned?” as ked Love 3
“No; sacked

Muffin of the Fourm liked to cause a
sensation. He looked round triumph-
antly as he made that statement.
There was no_doubt that it caused a
kensmt’cn at Dr. Chis-

olm, the vevered Head of Rookwood,

: could possibly ‘he “sacked” had nev
entered the minds of the Rook:
fellows. To them the Head had seex
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a permanent institution, like the
ancient beeches in the quad or the grey
old walls of Rookwood itself.

“Sacked!” yelled Flynn.

“The Head sacked!”
Raby.

“Rats!”
“Rot1M

“Spoot!”

“Bonnet Newcome.
“He’s ‘pulling our leg! Bonnet him!”

“Here, I say, hold on!” exclaimed
Muffin, in alarm. “It's true—honest
Injun! Bootles told Bulkeley so!”

“Did he use the word ‘sacked’?”
grinned Jimmy Silver.

“Well, not exactly that word,” said
Muffin cautiously. “But that's what he
meant. He said that the governing
board had requested the Head to
resign, on account or having adminis-
tered un, severe
to a certain Rookwood boy. You know

Beotles puts ln lo*w words. - But he
meant ‘sacke:

“Gammon!” saxd Oswald.

“Well, youll jolly soon see!” said
Muffin. “The Head’s going this even-
ing—soon, I think. Bootles is going
to the station with him, . The new
Head’s coming this evening, tco, and
the Echool will be handed over to him.
Chap named Scroop, selected by the
governors to take the Head’s place. T
wonder what he'll be like? The Head’s
rather a beast in some things, but we
might go farther and fare worse.

“We might,” agreed Jimmy S'lver.
“This 15 jony bad news, if it's true!
The Head's a jolly good chap—for a
headmaster!”

“But they wouldn't sack the Head
for licking a chap,” said Lovell. “It
must be all rot!  Besides, who's the
chap?”

“Mornington!
flogged!” said Raby.

Jimmy Silver ‘started a little.

“My hat!” he exclaimed. - “You re-
member Mornington’s gas when he was
flogged. He said the Head Vi
to go. His uncle’s chai

ejaculated

him!”  sai

Mornington ~ was




48
governors.  Mornington’s had a hand
in this!”

“The uncle must be as big a cad as
the neone\a. in that case!” growled

“Lets go and see Mornington. He
may know all abous it,” said Oswald.
“I( hes had a hand in it we'll serag

& Good eggl”

Mornington was not in the Common-
room. There was a rush to his study
in the Fourth Form passage.

The juniors had little doubt that
Mornington knew something about the
exclting event. His uncle, Sir Rupert
Stacpoole, was chairman of the govern-
ing board, and the dandy of the
Fourth had openly declared that the
Head would have to go for administer-
ing that flogging. The juniors had
grinned at the threat. But it really
#looked now as if Mornington had
known what he was tagging about.

Jimmy Silver tapped at his door and
opened it.

There was a haze of cigarette-smoke
in_the study.

. were enjoyi g them-
selves after their own fashi Town-
send and Topham of the Fourth and
Smy the and Howard of the Shel] were
in the study. Tig nuts of Rookwood
were all smoking. They were also
chatting and smiling, as if over some-
thing very entertaining. Mornington
looked at the crowd of juniors in the
Odoorwav with an insolent smile,
“So fellows have he:
cnnnea Townsend.
And the nuts chuckled in chorus.
This example of the power of their
pal “bucked” {the nuts very much.
Mornington was a great man in the
eyes of his pals that day.
“We've heard,” said Jimmy SA!\ET

“Muffin says the Head’s going.”
Mornington nedded.
“He's goin, right enough!”

“Do you know anything about it?”
“ Ya

knos

at do you
1l
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“X know  that Dr. m
sacked,” said Mornington coolly.
told you it would come. He's <acked

for floggin’ me.”
“You asked for that flogging,” said
Jimmy Silver.

hrugged his shoulders.

* Well I said I'd make him sorry for
it, and I have,” he retorted. “Bub
you needn't mind; the next Head will
be a change for the better. I know
Scroop.”

“Oh, you know him?”

#Old friend of mine,” yawned Morn-
mvton

“What a rippin’ time we're goin' to
have"’ chortled Topham.,  “Morny’s
oid friend won's come down heavy on
Morny’s pals.

“You can rely on that,” said Morn-
ington. “Some cads who have been
up against me can lock out fo* squalls,
though. I haven't forgotten

Jimmy Silver looked steamly at the §
dandy of the Fourth.

“I don't know \vhether e QRS-
sing, or whether youre telling the-
truth for once,” he said. “But you're
bragging of having got the Head
sacked, and that's emough.  Gentle-
men, chaps, and fellows, I suggest
showing these rotters what we think
of them.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Coll'u- 4hor smoky beasts!” shouted

ovell

“Hands off!” yelled Mommgton
starting to his feet. *“Mind, I'll hav
you flogged when Scroop comes!
have you sacked—yarooooh!”

He had no time for more,

The indignant juniors swarmed into
the study, ant Giddy Goats of
Rookwood w collared without cere-
mony. T« wnsend efave a dreadful
gurgle as .s cigarctte went into his
mouth. Momington descended upon
his expensive study carpct with a re-
sounding bump.  Smythe made a
spring for the door, and tripped over
Raby's ‘cet and rolied owr

‘The °w minutes

'Xl

seemed to
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. Scroop, catching sight of tho cricketing party
: 4

form in an atteropt to board the moving train.
ment, the new hoadmaster oi Rookwocd collided
Ha, ha, hal” roared Jimmy Silver & Co, from
ths carriage window.
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the unfortunate nuts like a dozen
earthquakes rolled into one.

When -Jimmy Silver & Co. strcamed
out of the study they left five gasping
and dishevelled fellows sprawling on
the floor, amid overturned furniture
and scatfcred cigarettes.

Mornington sat up and panted.

He had been looking forward to
great time under the reign of his old
friend, the new Head of Rockwood.
This was not a very i begin-

s
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serious nature,” said Mr. Bootles. "It
appears that Mornington, who was
flogged recentl: complained to his

ardian, and pa‘d him a visit shortly
afterwards to_ repeat his complaints.
Sir Rupert Stacpcole took a serious
view of the matter, and called a meet-
ing of the governors. I undexrstand
that there was a prolonged discussion,
and the result was that the Head was
called upon to resign his posi here
wlule an mauiry is held. Meanwhile,

ning.
ad!”  groaned Pdolphks

mnythe sitting up feebly. “Oh,
Yow-ow-wow! Oh, the beasts! Yov "’

“Grooogh!” moaned Townsend.

“Never mind!” said Mornington,
between his teel “Wait till Scroop
comes! Trey’ll r,hange their tune
thenl Let ‘e

But the nuts only groaned. Even the
prospect of dire vengeance in the near
future could not quite conscle them.

THAPTER 2.
Under a Cloud!
R. BOOTLES, the master of the
Fourth, wore a worried look as
Jimmy Silver entered his smdy
a little later. Jimmy noted it at
The Form-master passed his hand over
his brow,-and looked mqmrmgly ab
the _captain of the Fourth.
“Yes, yes, what is it, Silver—what,
what?” said Mr. Bootles.

“If you please, sir, we' 've heard some
very surprising news,” said Jimmy
silver respectfully, “Is it true that Lhe
Head s going?”

“Yes, Silver. The whole schgol wil
know it shortly,” said Mr. Bootis, with
a sigh. “You must not suppose, how-
cver, that any blame attaches to Dr.
Chisholm. Neither is his resignation
permanent. I trust and believe. The
fact is, there is a misapprehension on
the part of the governors.”

“Is that all, sir?” asked Jimmy, Te-
lieved.

“It is. however,

of 2 somewhat

t will take his
p]ace I hop and believe that the
matter will be settled in a satisfactory
way. Meanwhile, the Head is leaving.”

‘“To-day, sir?” v

“Yes; very shortly, The new head-
master arrives to-day,” said Mr.
Bootles. “You may acquaint your
Form-fellows with these details, Silver.”

And Mr, Bootles made a gesture of
dismissal.

Jimmy Silver leit the study, mth
knitted brows. &
It was clear now that the departure
of the Head was Mornington’s work;
that he had been successful in carry-

ing out his threat.

Jimmy knew that several members
of the' governing board were absent
abroad. It was probable that the few
who remained, and who had con-
stitated the mdeting, were friends of
the chairman, and under his influence.
Doubtless the most had been made of
Mornington’s flogging; which had cer-
tainly been severe, though not a whit
more severe then he had deserved.

Jimmy could understand the pain
and humiliation the governors’ de-
cision must, have caused to the Head.
True, his rc xg'mmon was only tem-
porary, and tl ces were that he
would be rcmstated n all honour. But
he was going now, under s cloud, after
ma.ny years of g0od service at the old
sc

The Jjuniors,

naturally, did net come
much in cénl

fact with the Heed, and

he was a somewhat awful personage
in their eyes. Bub they kuew him as
cwhat severe, mas! The
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bare idea of his being “sacked"” by the
influence of the cad of Rookivood made
them beil with indignation.

A crowd of fellows were awaiting
Jimmy at the end cf the passage, eager
for news.

“Well, what does Beotles say?”
asked a dozen voices.
“It's true,” said Jimuny. And he ex-

plained what the Fourth Form master
had told him.

“It's rotien!” said Lovel
was that cad thets dome it?
meke him sit up for it!”

“He's more hkLly to make us sit up,
if a friend of his is going to be head-
master,” said Rawson,

“Thal’s swank, most likely.”

“More likely true.
inted the man, most likely. And
it's clear that I\Iormngton knows him.”

“It’s a rotten shame!’

“Who's crmmg to the station to see
the Head off?” asked Jimmy Silver.
think it's up to us to let him know
we're sorry he’s going.”

“Hear, hear]”

“werl glve him three cheers on the
platform,” said Jimmy. “Then Lell
know that we're sorry to lose him.”

“Good -egg!”

Jimmy’s idea was acted upon at
once. Jimmy cut over to the Mudern
side to apprise Tommy
the idea. The Modern juniors cn(cwd
into it heartily.

Quite an army of Rookwood juniors
marched out of the gates. The car had
cgme round, to tho Head’s house to
take him to the station, and it was
clear that his departyre would not be
long-delayed.

There were fifty or sixty juniors in
me crowd that marched into Coombe

tock up a position outside the
lime station.

The nuts of Rookwcod were not

But Mornington and
were in a very small

“So it
well

among them.
his friends
mmority
e buzz of a motohc’lr was heard
in Che old village stre:
“Herc he LOI!:[‘S’” saxd Jimmy Silver.

His uncle’s ap-}|-
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“Now, you cheer when I raise oy
hand. Al together, mind.
“Right-ho!”

The car stopped outside the station.
Jimmy Silver ran forward to open the
door, and the Head stepped out.

Dr. Chisholm was locking a little
pele and harassed. He seemed sur-
prised at the sight of the crowd of
Reokwood juniors,

“What does this mean?” he said,

Mr. Bootles, who followed him from

the car, blinked at the juniors in
Estomshment
's a—a send. sqid Junmv

-off, sir,”
a)lvcr hesitating a little. “We're
sorry you're gomg sir.  We hope you’ll
soon come bacl

The Head smiled slightly.

“Tbanl’ you, Sllver! Thank you all,
my bo;

He pas.,r-d into the station withk Mr,
Bootl

Jnmmv raised his hangd.

thunderous cheer broke forth,

awakening every echo of the old street.

Dr. Chisholm started, and frowned
2 lttle. Then he smiled and raised
his hab to the Rookwoed crowd, and
ppeared into the station. A
: nother tremendous cheer followed
him i

CHAPTER 21,
Tho New Head!
HAT is all this?”
A man had stepped from
he station entrance as the
Rookwm)d Juniors delivered their_last
salvo of cheering.

The Rookwooders had not
him until he spoke.

He was a tell, thin man, with »
hat_and a buttonec
made him look tal
face was hard and cold,
eyes like points of steel,
square jaw.

He looked over the Rookwoed
with a frowning brow, .

Jimmy Silver stered at him,

naticed

soft,
black coat, th

h ¢
and a
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The question, from &  perfect
stranger, seemed to Jimmy to savour
of impertinence,

“Did you speak to me?” he asked.

“To all of you. You are Rookwood
boys, I presume?”

“Oh, yes!”

“Then what dces this unseemly
crowd and disturbance mean?”

“I don’t quite see what it matters

to you, sir,” said Jimmy Silver,
puzzled and annoyed.

“What!”

“What the dickens business is it of
yours?”  demanded Lovell, more
bluntly.

“I am yeur headmaster!” thun-

dered the stranger.

“QOh, my hatl” ejaculated Jimmy.

“Great Scott!”

“You—you are
claxmcd Raby.

am Mr. Scroop!”

"1—1 beg your pardon, sir,” stam-
mered Jimmy. “Of course, I didn’
know you.”

Jimmy was dismayed.

The hard, cold face and metallic
eyes of the new headmaster were not
reassuring. Mr. Scroop looked as if he
would have made a first-rate slave-
driver. But he was not very prepos-
sessing as a headmaster for Rookweod.

Evidently he had arrived in the
irain which was to bear away the
former headmaster.

The two gentlemen had not en-
countered, however. Dr. Chisholm had
not cared to remain to hand over the
schocl to his successor. He had left
that task to Mr. Manders, the senior

Mr. Scroop!” ex-

Bootles came -out of the
station, looking decidedly glum.

He, mo, was unaware so far of the
arrival of the new Head. He did not
glance at Mr, Scroop till that gentle-
man’s loud and disagreeable voice
drew his attention,

“If this is an example of the
.manners of Rookwood, I can see that
I shall have much to alter there,” said
Mr. Scroop. vhat do you mean by
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gathering in a disorderly crowd in the
street and making this disturbance?”’
“we weren’t making a disturbance,
sir,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Then what were you doing?”
“Seeing our headmaster off.”
“Indeed! That is no cz
disorderly behaviour. ver
will take a hundred 1i
Oht*

reuse for
boy here

“Excuse me, sir,” said Mr. Bootles,
appmachmg tn« stranger. “Am I to
understand—-'

Mr. S\,}'(‘Gp looked at him sh

“Are you a Rookwood maste

“I am master of the Fourth Form.”

“I am your new headmaster. Are
any of the boys of your Form in this
disorderly crow:

Mr. Bootles seemed almost “ floored ”
by the grim and uncompromising
manner of the new Head.

“Ye-es,” he said feebly.
number of my Form. are
Scroop.”

“Then I cannot compliment you on
thg state of discipline of your Form,”

Dl‘Y.

“'A large
here, Mr:

“No, sir. Your name——"

“I am Mr. Bootles.”

“Very well, Mr. Bootles, I shall ex-
pect a change in the behaviour of the
Fourth For

“Inﬁeed"' “said Nr. Bootles again,
more dryly than are,

j Yes, indeed. I understand  that
D? Chisholm has gone?”

““He has just leit by train.”

“A most extraordinary pmceedmgl"
snapped Mr. Scroop. “I should have
expected him Lo re'mln at tne school
until I arrive

“Indeed!™ ’

“Mr. Bootles, kindly see ghat these
boys return to the school at ence, and
thet v.hey perform the tasks I have
already set them '

“Very well, su"”

Mr. Scroop turned away, and
deep groan from the crowd of juniars
followed him. Fe swung back with &
frowning brow.
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“What—what Is this?
that sound?”

Silence.

“So this is how the boys of your
Form are instructed to treat their
headmaster, Mr. Bootles?”

“Really, sir—"

“I shall make a change” said the

Who made

new Head grimly. “Every boy here
has his imposition doubled. Now gol”
The juniors went.

They marched home to Rookwood in
a savage frame of mind.

They had not expected the new Head
to equal their old headmaster, but he
had come as @ most unpleasant sur-
prise to them.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had certainly
done no harm in seeing their
headmaster off at the station, but they
returned to Rookwood the richer by
two hundred lines each.

No wonder there were dark looks

among them, and & considerable
amount of growling.

Mr. Bootles walked with the
juniors, with a very unhappy ex-

pression on his face.

e Fourth Form master had been
on agreeable terms of friendship with
the Head of Rookwood. That pleasant
relationship was evidently at an end.

“There was not likely to be anything
‘agreeable in his connection with the
new headmaster. £

The party arrived at Rookwood,
and Mr. Bootles went at once into his
study. The juniors, gathered in
groups to discuss the new situation.
. Mornington and his friends were
Jounging in the doorway of the School
House. In spite of the recent ragging,
they scemed to be in great spirits.
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had taken the
station.

The car stopped outside the School
House, and all eyes were fixed upon
the tall, thin figure of the new Headas
he alighted.

“Oh, my hat! What a chivy!”
murmured Dickinson minor.
“Blessed gargoyle!”

Hooker.

Those remarks were mnot loud
enough for the new Head to hear,
however. The juniors “capped” him
very respectfullly as he came up the
steps.

The frown that seemed habitual to
Mr. Scroop’s brow was still lingering
there.

It cleared a little, however, at the
sight of Mornington, who approached
the new Head with a confident smile.

“Ah, it is you, Mornington!” said
Mr. Scroop, shaking hands with the
junior. “I am glad to see you!”

He passed on into the house, with-
out so much as a nod o anyone else.

Dr. Chisholm to

murmured

ington looked tri at
his friends.
“What was I tellin’ you?” he re-
marked.

“Hooray for us!” grinned Smythe
of the Shell.

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked disgusted.

Mornington’s boast that the new
Head was his old friend was evidently
not “swank,” after all.

The dandy of the Fourth was look-
ing forward to a time.”
Doubtless his expectation was well

founded.
“Were going to celebrate this!”
grinned ington. “Nothin’ to be

Jimmy Silver looked at
rkly. =
Mornington was there to await the

arrival of the new headmaster. The

story of what had happened at the
station soon spread through the
school, and fellows gathered round to
see the new Head when he came in.
Mr. Scroop came in the car which

afraid of now, my infants!”

The Fistical Four went to the end
study to write their lines in a mocod
of dismay. They could foresee that a
change was to come over the old school
under the rule of Mornington’s old
friend, Mr. Scroop. And they were
right.



CHAPTER 25.
Caught in the Act!

EFORE the new headmaster had
been a couple of days at Rook-
wood the chums of the Fourth

found all their forebodings fulfilled.
Matters had chan«ed under the new

ought to ha&e bcen bo
and that he must have bccn born in
England by mistake.

Nothing, certainly, could have heen
more Prussian than the methods of the
new Head.

The Rookwooders were not long in
discovering that Mr. Scroop was a
tyrant, who delighted in the exercise of
yranny.

He had his own ideas about school
dlscxplmc and his ideas were worthy
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pull well with the new Head. He was
a man after Mr. Scroop’s own heal
While Jimmy Silver & Co. we
“minding their p’s and q's” with un-
usual care, it was curious that Morn-
ington was more reckless than ever.
The cad of the Fourth had always
been less, and under Dr. Chis-
holm's rule  his recklessness had
brought him some severe pum_,hments
But whatever restraint the fear of
numﬂqmeut had exercised was gone

he little smoking-parties in his
study had been held “under the rose ”;
but now the dandy of the Faunh
seemed quite careless of discovery.
His friends, relying upon his in-
fluence with the Head, became almost
as reckless as himself,
Jimmy Silver & Co. observed if, and

of a Prussian

At Roa&vvood canings were not com-
mon, and floggings were of
rare occurrence; but Mr. Scroop ha\l
changed all that,

On his second day at the school

there was a flogging, the victim being
Flynn of the Fourth, who had unfor-
tunately landed a cricket-ball through
the Head's study window.
Dr. Chisholm would have
admmnsmed punishinent in such a
case, but a flogging was out of all pro-
portion to the fault.

The Rookwood fellows realised that
it behoved them to be very careful in-
deed, and to give no excuse to the
tyrant, who was evidently on the look-
out for excuses to administer severe
punishment.

On more than one occasion the new
Head stepped into the Form-rooms and
took the management of the class out
of the hands of the Form-masters.
such occasions faults were certain to be

found and punishments to be ad-
ministered.
The masters chafed under this

interference as much as the pupils
did.

Mr. Manders, of the Modern side,
was the only m’tb&l‘ who appeared to

ondered what would come of it.

Although Mornington was the ¥Head's
Tfavourite, it hardly seemed possible
that Mr. Scroop could allow him to

defy the rules of the school with im-
punity.

It was_on the third day after the
new Head’s arrival that the matter was
put to the test.

A select party of the Giddy Goats
were celebrating in Mornington’s
study. They were “keeping it up” in
unusual style, and the smell of tobacco
penetrated from the study into -the
passage. Voices could be heard from
the study, mfakmg such remarks as
“Your deal!” or “Nap!”

“Those sillygasses will find them-
selves in trouble if a prefect happens
to come along!” grunted Lovell, as he

passed the door with Jimmy Silver.

“I wonder!” said Jimmy.

“Suppose Bulkeley came up

“Mornington  knows he might,”
said Jimmy Silver. “He's counting on
the Head protecting him!”

“Scroop  coulin’t  be such  a
rottert!”

“I don’t know.” \

“My hat!” murmured Lovell, look-
ing MMk as they reached the end
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study. “Blessed if Bulkeley isn't
there!”

“Phew!”

The captain of Rockwood was
coming along the passage. He
stopped as he was passing the door of
Mornington’s study. Mornington’s

voice came floating from within:

“Let's make it poker. I'm tired of
nap—a kid’s game!”

Bulkeley seemed rcoted to the

He sniffed.

“By jingo!” he exclaimed.

“Now look out for the fireworks,”
murmured Lovell,

Bulkeley seized the door-handle and
flung the door open, and strode into
the study. The room was hazy with
smoke.

Mornington and Townsend and Top-
ham were seated round the table, with
cigarettes in their lips and cards in
their hands.

Townsend and Topham dropped the
cards as if they had become suddenly
red-hot at the sight of the captain of
the school.

Mornington went on dealing with
perfect calmness.

Rascal as he was, the dandy of the
Fourth had an iron n

Bulkeley stared grlmly at the three

Jun
“Card pl:mng,” he cjaculated, “and
SmoKki Well?”

"Take a hand“" asked Mornington
aﬁably

“Give Bulkeley a chaix‘ Towny.”

Townsend did not mq

Bulkeley’s face becamé erimson with
anger. He strode towards Mornington,
grasped him b, the collar, and whipped
him_out_of chair.

“Hands cﬂ"’ shouted Morningtond

“Yowll come with me!} said Bul-

keley. “I'll take you to your Form-
masLer. You two young rascals follow
me!”

“Yes, Bulkeley!” gasped Topham.

“Let go!” yelled l\IDmmgton “rn
kick your shins, Bulkeley!”
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“Will you?” said the Rookwood cap-
tain grimly.

He jerked the Fourth Former out of
the study.

Mornington struggled fiercely in the
doorway and the passage. Bulkeley
utlered a sharp exclamation as a heel
hacked his shin,

“By Jove!”

He shook the junior like a rat till
his teeth almost rattled. Then, with
a grip like fron on his collar, he
marched him forcibly away to Mr.
Bootles’ study, followed by Townsend
and Topham,

CHAPTER 26.
Mornington’s Influence}
R. BOOTLES started to his feet
M as the breathless, furious
Junior was bundled into his
study. Bulkeley released him there,
and Mommgum stood panting.

“Bless my soul! What
matter?” exclaimed Mr. Bootles.

ught I had better bring this
voa.ng msc,u to you, sir,” said the pre-
fect. “Ihave found him gambling and
smoking in his study.

“ Goodness gracious'“

“If—if you please, sir, it—it was
only a lark,” stammered Townsend.

“We—we're soIry, sir!” mumbled
Topham.

Towny and Toppy found that they
lacked the nerve to go through the
ordeal now that the test had come. But
Mornington was_not troubled with
want of nerve. He met Mr, Bootles'
horrified eyes coolly.

“Mornington!” gasped Mr. Bootles.
“This is—is—is outrageous—infamous!
gvohac have you to say, you wretched

yo*

is  the

“I appeal to the Head, sir!”

“What!” 2

“I appeal to the Head!”

Mr. Bootles blinked at him.

Any fellow had a right to appeal to
the Head if he liked, though as it
generally meant a severer punishment,
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1t was a right not often exerbised. Bub
Mornington knew what he was doing.

‘“‘You appeal to the Head!” repeated
Mr. Bootles. “Very well! Bulke‘ey
will you take thjs wretched boy to Mr.
Scroop’s study?

‘‘Certainly, sh." said
“Come with me, Mornington.”

“ITl come,” said Mornington coolly.
“But you can keep your paws off me.
I won't stand tha

The captain of Rook\\ood did not
reply, but he fastened a grip on Morn-
mgmns collar again.

“‘Come!” he said briefly.

Mornington was marched out of the
study, and Townsend and Topham
brought up the rear again. A hundred
pairs of eyes watched them on the way
to the Head’s study.

“They've done it this'
marked Rawson.

“Fairly done JL‘ ’ said Flynn. “Sure,
the baste flogged me for break.m' his
window! They’re booked!*

*‘ Another flogging!” grunted Oswald.
. We <hzm be getting one every day at

s rate.”
‘Sure. they've asked for it.”
“They've asked for it, but they won't
get it,” said Jimmy Silver.
ington knew what he was about when he
appealed to the Head.

“But the Head can't let him off!”
exclaimed Oswald.

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulders.

“We shall see what we shall sec!”
he remarked oracularly.

Bulkeley arrived at the Head's study,

watched from a distance by an mtel‘
ested crowd. =

“Wait here!” he sald.

He tapped at ‘the door and entered,
leaving the three delinquents waiting in
the passage. Townsend and Topham
were pale with fright.

e’re in for it!” groaned Townsend.

“Flogged, by gad!” groaned Topham.
“You've got us into this, Mornington,
you fool!”

Bulkeley.

time!” re-

rn-

will be all: serene,”

Mornington laughed contemptuously. ,J
7 h

St
XYou've simply got to deny everything.

plon?” asked Mr.
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“The Head won't take our word
a';mmu a prefect’s.”
e one he does, in quids,” said
Mornington.
AL Bui-b\lt he can't!”
But he will!” said lordship

his
“Keep a stiff upper lip, and lie

Nt

coole
like a trooper, and you're all rig]

Bulkeley had entered the study, and
the Head greeted him with a cold look.
There was no love lost between the
tyrant of Rookwood and the captain of
the school.

“What is it,
Seroop icily.

Bulkeley had not handed in sufficient
reports for punishment to please the
New Head. The Sixth-Former had no
intention whatever of lending his aid to
the tyrant in that way. On this occa-
sion, however, he had no_choice about
the matter; he was bound to make his
report when' the matter was serious.

“I have a report to make, sir,” said
Bulkeley. ‘“Three juniors smoking and
gambling in a study. Mr. Bootles h‘as
referred the matter to you.”
L Mr. Scroop’s hard face relaxed a

tle.

“Quite right, Bulkeley—quite right.
I have thought that you were somewhat
lax in these matters, but I am glad to
see that I was mistaken. Undeubtedly
this is a matter for me to deal with.
Call them in.”

The New Head selected a cane.

Bulkeley stepped to the door.

‘“You may come in,” he said.

The three juniors entered—Morning-

ton cool and self-possessed, and Town-
send and Topham with their knees
knecking together.

Mr. Scroop started a little at the
sight of Mornington, and laid the cane
on the desk.

“Are these the boys, Bulkeley?” he

Bulkeley?” asked Mr.

'slr—Mox rnington,
and Topham.”
“What hayve you

Fownsend,

to say, Morning-
Scroop, in his kindest
tone.
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“Bulkeley Is mistaken, sir”
l\lurnmgwn calmly.
staken!”  exclaimed Bulkeley.
you impudent young rascal, I
found you with the cards in your

said

“Kmdly allow Mornington to finish,
Bulkeley.

The preret,c bit his lip.

“Now, Mornington—"

“As a matter of fact, sir,” said Morn-
ington calmly, “we were playing a game
for—for nuts. Sort of Christias game,
.slrb W Towny and Toppy will bear me

Townsend and Topham gasped. On
the table in Morny's study, the money
they had been playing for was still
lying.

A falsehood that could i
be discovered did not seem much use
to the two juniors. But they followed
Viornington s lead.

“Yes, sir,” said Topham

“Just so, sir,” faltered Townsend.

Mr. Scroop frowned, but his frown
was directed towards the astonished
captain of Rookwood.

“You appear to have made a very

satel
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“Besides, they smell of tobacco now,
and their fingers are stained.”

“We've been doing some chemistry,
sir,” said Mornington c'\lmly “That’s
where the stains came from.”

Towny and Toppy blinked at one
another. What use there was in a
palpable falsehood of that kind, they
could not see. But they saw soon.

Mr. Scroop was determined to believe
what he had already intended to be-

lieve. It was evident that Mornington’s
influence with the new Head was
unbounded.

“TI accept your assurance, Morning-
ton,” said Mr. Scroop. “You may go0.
Bulkeley, I trust you will be more caretul
on another occasion.”

Bulkeley gasped.

“If you do mnot choose to punish
them, sir, I have no more to say,” he
tuttered “It is in your hands, of
co

& Exacuy You may go.”

Bulkeley went without another word.
The three nuts grinned as he strode

way down the passage with knitted

R Well, \vhnt did I tell you?” smiled

To\vnsend and Topham, completely

,Zex;xﬁus mistake, Bulkeley,” he said Morningto
1, sirl? “These
_)uruors were gamhhng and smoking.”

They deny it.”

“Is their denial to be taken against
my word, sir?” exclaimed Bulkeley.

“I intend to be perfectly just, if th;x',
is what you mean. There is no harm
in a game for nuts.”

“They were playing for money. The
money is still there, if you would cart
10 step as far as their study, sir.”

“It seems to\me hardly 'worth whﬂe
I have great faith in Mo;

““They were smoking,* too!”
Bulkeley.

*Is that the case, Mornington?”

“Noc at all, sir. Buylkeley is mis-
taken.”

“Really, Bulkeley—"

“How could I be mistaken in such a
matter?” exclaimed the amazed prefect.

Jad

now, chuckled gleefully.
Mnrmngum looked vauntingly at Jimmy
Silver & Co. as he passed them.

“Not licked, you see,” he remarked.

“I see,” said Jimmy grimly.

‘The three nuts went on their way
rejoicing. Jimmy Silver & Co. looked
at one another.

“Well, my hab"’ said Lovell. “Looks
to me as if we'd better all pal on with
Morny, and then we can do as we like!
My word!”

CHAPTER 27
His Lordship Has ms Way!

“ HE Head, by J
I Lovell made Lhe remark in

tones of surprise.
It was Wednesday afternoon, and
the Rookwood juniors were crowding
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Little Side. The Classicals and Mdderns
were to meet on the cricket-field, and
stumps were already pitched. = Morn-
ington and his friends were standing in
a group before the pavilion, looking on.
The “nuts ” of Rookwood were not- re-
presented in either team. There was
no room for slackers in either the
Classical or Modern eleven.

The juniors were surprised to see
the new Head coming down to the
cricket-field. Mr. Scroop had shown no
sign, so far, of being interested in the

great game.
“My hat!” sald Jimmy Silver
“Coming to watch the match! ~More

sense than I gave him credit for, by

“Well, it’s rather a compliment to
junior teams,” remarked Oswald. “Dr.
Chisholm  didn’t often
matches.” :

“Faith, and ye're right,” said Flynn.
“More likely he’s going to chip in,
though, and worry us. More like him
intirely.”

“Well, our consciences are clear for
once,” said Jimmy, laughing. “Even
the Head can’t have anything against
us this afternoon. Ready, Tommy?”

“Quite,” sald Tommy Dodd, produc-
ing a penny.

The juniors “capped ” the new Head
as he arrived on the scene. It was
necessary to show respect, even if they
did not feel very much. They could see
that Mr. Scroop had something to say
to them, and they wondered what it
was. Mornington and the nuts wi
exchanging glances and smiles.

“Ah, you are playing cricket this
afternoon!” said the Head, in a more

“ genial tone than the juniors were accus-
tomed to hear from him.
©“¥es, sir,” said Jimmy Silver.

“You are playing, Mornington?”

“No, sir,” said Mornington. “I'm not
in the team.”

The Head frowned.

“Really, Mornington, I am surprised
at this!  Your guardian is specially
desirous that you should take a share.in
oufgoor sports.”

L

honour our
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“It isn’t my fauls, sir. I'm not allowed
in the team.”

“Nonsense! Who Is captain here?”

«I am, sir,” said Jimmy Silver very
quietly.

“put Mornington into the
Why have you left him out?”
“He is no good, sir,” said Jimmy.
“Chap can’t play for the side unless he
keeps to practice and gets into form.”

“Don’t be impertinent, Silver! You
will play Mornington, by my order,”
said the Head.

Jimmy’s lips set obstinately.

This was a barefaced invasion of his
rights, and Jimmy was not disposed to
surrender his rights to anyone, even
the headmaster himself.

The favouritism the new Head had

team.

.| shown to Mornington could not have

been carried further. It seemed to
Jimmy Silver that the limit had been
reached.

“You hear me, Silver?” said Mr.
Scroop, as the captain of the Fourth
did not reply.

“Yes, sir.”

“Very well, do as I tell you.”

“Excuse me, sir. I can’t play Morn-
ington.” v

“What!”

“Ji’s impossible, sir! He's a rotten
cricketer, and I can’t throw the match
away.” X

Jimmy’s tone was very quiet, and very
determined. The cricketers looked on
in silence. i

‘Mr. Scroop flushed deepl;

“Do you mean.that you
Silver?”

“Nunno, sir. Only a cricket captain
has the right to select his own eleven.
T'd put Mornington in if he were any
good. But he’s no good at all.”

Mr. Scroop pointed to the School
House.

“Go indoors_at once, Silver.
will take five hundred lines of
and write them out before tea.”

Jigmy did not move for a moment.
But resistance ‘was ghopeless, and he
turned on his heel and walked away
towards the House. is

y.
disobey me,

Virgil,
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Lownl&(‘o cxchanged furious looks
Moderns looked on in grim
. Mr. Scroop gave the jumoxs
2 sour glance, and spoke to Mornington.

“Mornington, you will take Silver's
place in cleven, and act as

ir,” eaid Mornington.

“Then I jolly well won't play,
one!” broke out Lovell hotly,

“Y shall make a few changes in the
team,” grinned Mornington, as the
Head moved away and sat down in a
cane chair before the pavilion. “Lovell
and Raby and Newcome can clear off.
T d\'-'ml‘b be wanted. You too,

for

ould, anyway!” said Raby dis-
dainfully.
“Yes, rather!” said Oswald emp!

ic:

“Youve no choice about it,”
sneered Mornington. “Towny, I shail
want you, and Toppy and Pecle and
Smythe and Howard. The rest of the
team will do.”

“Sure, and ye can make another
change!” growled Flynon. “I'm not
pla)m for ye, ye swankin’ spaipeen!”

“Same here!” said Jones minor.
“Put in anothe: ly idiot like yourself,
Mornington. I'm sticking to Jimmy

ilver!”

“And I!”

“Me, too!”

“Come on, all of you!”
Lovell. -

And the whole team walked off the
field in a hody.

Mornington looked nonplussed for a
moment. Not a single memper of the
Classical eleven was willing to play
under his lead. But he shrugged his
shoulders.

“Let them go,” sdid Townsend.
“You can easily make up a team from
)our own friends, Morny.”

u bet!” said Mornington. “¥il
do sc too! Tracy and Selwyn and
Chesney and Beaufort and Muffin.”

“We're on!” grinned Tracy.

“Now we'll toss, Dodd,” said Morn-
ington,

exclaimed

Fommy Dodd put the penny b into
is pocket, looking Morningten up and
nce of contempi that
made even Morningion flush a little.

“Do you Uuul». we' 1e going to waste
wy ich a team of
Tommy Dodd.

“Noc nurh'“
The game'’s off,” said Tommy Cook.

“Come on!” said Tommy Doyle.
“Let’s go out on the river. We'll play
Jimmy Silver’s team another time.”

The Mcdem eleven walked cff.

Mo stood rooted to the
ace erimson with anger.

th Head> interference lnd offccm-
ally “cuashed” Jimmy Silv
But that was not of muL
if shere was to be no match at

But Tommy Dodd had CO\X‘I‘.Ld with-
out the H

Mr. Jcruon had not heard all that had
assed, but he could see, and he rose
4o his fect as the Moderns walked away.

“Dodd!” he called out.

The Modern captain . halted and
turned round.

‘Y{!s. sir.”

“Where are you going’

“Ve're going on the Tiver this after-

noon, sir.”

“You came here to play cricket?”

“Y¥es, but—"

“You will play the match as arranged,
Dodd. Not a word. I think I have
made you understand that I brook no
impertinence.”

Mornington smiled.

¥ne Moderns came back slowly.
There was fierce rebellion in their
breasts, but direct disobedience to the
Head's commands was not to be thought

of—not yet, at all events. The habit of
discipline was strong, and the Rook-
wood fellows had nas yet reached the
breaking-point.

In silence, but with bitter anger in
his face, Tommy Dodd tos<cd for
innings with Mornington. Only the
presence of the Flead prevented him
from planting his fist full in the mock-
ing face of the cad of the Fourth.

“You bat first.” said Mornington,

hcncnt
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Tommy Dodd nodded without speak-
ing. Mosnington and precious
eleven went into the fleld. Tommy
Dodd’s face cleared as he exchanged a
few whispered words with his men.

Then there was an outbreak of grin-
ning among the Modern cricketers.

‘The Moderns were forced to play in
the match. But there is an old proverb
that it is possible to take a horse to
water, but not to make him dri

The match had to be played, but
Tommy Dodd had his own ideas as to
how it was to be played.

CHAPTER 28
Very Entertalning Cricket!
OMMY DODD opened the innings
with Doyle
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stump. Tommy Cook watcted it do
s0 with an air of polite interest. He
did not make a movement with the

“How’s that?” called out M ornin

“Out!” said Jobson.

“Yes, isn’t it?7 said Tommy Cook.

Tommy Doyle, at the other end of
the pitch, gave a chortle.

Cook tock away his bat,
came in.

Mornington sent the ball whizzing
down again. It was a ball that a fag
in the Second Form could have pluyed
with ease. But Lacy did not play it.
He held his bat well out of the way, and
watched his wicket go down with a
cheerv“snvle

and Lacy

“My hat!” said Lacy, laughing.
He returned to the pavilion. Towle
of the Fourth yawned, and came in

The Head remained in his seat | next.

Defore the pavilion. Apparently he in-
tended to watch the cricket. —Tommy
Dodd & Co. were inwardly resolved that
he should see some cricket worth
watching.

Mornington went on to bowl the first
over. The fellows round the field,
wondering how that curious match
would turn out, looked on with keen
interest. There was not a bowler in
Mornington’s team capable of taking
Tommy Dodd’s wicket, and the two
Tommies could have remained at the
wickets all the afternoon if they had so
chosen. As it happened, they did not
choose.

Mornington sent down the ball, and
it missed Tommy’s wicket by a f
But the wicket went down—floored by
Tommy Dodd’s bat.

wiches!” ejaculated Jobson of
the Fifth “Clumsy young ess! Out!”

Jobson  was umpire at that end
Tommy Dodd smiled at him, and went
to the paviliony Tommy Cook toox hxs
place, exchangthg a grin with hi
he came in.

Townsend fielded the ball, and Morn-
ington bowled again.

igge the ball came nearer to
the mark, and  knocked out the leg

e«

Mornington’s eyes were glittering now.
He had been delighted at taking
Tommy Dodd’s wicket so easily. His
pleasure had been mixed with doubt
when Cook’s wicket fell. But there was
no more doubt in the case of Lacys
wicket. He understood that the
Moderns were simply pulling his leg.
He had insisted upon playmg the match
against eir v Head's
anthcnty compelled them Lo play Bufb
nothing ' could compel them to play
seno y.
Mornington gritted his teeth, and
bowled to Towle. He had already per-
formed the hat-trick; but he was not
pleased with it, and the crowd were
laughing instead of cheering. All the
Rookwood - fellows understood
Moderns’ little game by this timie.

Crash! Towle’s wicket went down,
without Towle making the slightest
effort to defend it. Towle blinked at
Jobson.

& Ia that out, Jobby?” he asked.
ha! Y@s!™ chortled Jobson.

Towle walked off the pitch.

Four wickets had falen in five
minutes, and the bowler ought to have
been distinctly pleased. But he wasn't!
His face was crimson with rage. ~The

the
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shouts of laughter from the onlookers
added to his fury.

Price of the Fourth came in next,
grinning  Mornington shouted to him
along the pitch:

“Keep your wicket up!
the giddy goat, Price!”

Price looked at him coolly.

“Are you batting or bowling?” he

Don’t play

asked.

“Bowling, you fathead!”

“Well, keep to your bowling, and leave
me to bat my own way,” said Price,
and he clumped down his bat a yard
off the crease.

“Youre not looking after your
wicket!” shouted Mornington, almost
beside himself with anger and chagrin.

“Whose wicket is it?” demanded
Price. “I suppose I can do as I like
with my own wicket, can’t I2?”

“Ha, ha, 1

Mornington bowled, with a savage
scowl. As Price’s bat was nowhere in
the way, the wicket went down, the bails
scattered.

“Qut!” chortled Jobson. “Ha, ha!”
~ “Awful luck—what?” said Price,
with a grin. “That bowler's a terror,
isn’t he? Did you ever see wickets go
down like that before? They ought to
put Morny in the First Eleven, they
ought really.”

Another batsman came in, and in
playing Mornington’s last ball, knocked
his own bails off. The bowler had taken
six wickets for the over. But he di
not look pleased. The field did not look
pleased, either. As the match was re-
duced to a farce, there was not much
satisfaction in playing it out.

fleld crossed over, however, and
Townsend took up the bowling frem
the other end. At the first ball, Tommy
Doyle’s wicket went into pieces, and
Tommy came off with a broad grin.

“Sure, it’s a terror ye are intirely,”
he called to Townsend, as he passed.
“Ye're as deadly a bowler at Morny,
bedad!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Man in!” chortled Tommy Dodd.

The Head was looking on, puzzled.

3
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He did not know much about cricket,
but he knew that this was a very odd
cricket match. The shouts of laughter
from the crowd round the field would
have told him as much.

Man after man went in, each of them
going out in turn to the first ball. The
Modern eleven were all down for
nothing in the space of fifteen minutes.
As it was a single-innings match, the
rival team had not much to do to
secure a victory. ut they were not
looking happy about it. It was no great
pleasure t0 be “guyed ” in this manner
by the merry Moderns.

“Come on,” said Tommy Dodd. “We
field now. We shall have to buck up
awfully hard if we're not going to be
beaten hollow.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Moderns went into the fleld.

“Dash it all, it's no good batiin’,”
growled Townsend. “Theyre only
foolin’ us, and the whole schools
cacklin’!”

Mornington ground his teeth.

“Tll make them sorry for if, scme-
how!” he muttered.

“Field’s waiting, Mornington!” called
out Jobson of the Fifth.

Mornington grunted, and came in
with Smythe. Mornington took the
bowling from the pavilion end. Tommy
Dodd went on to bowl, and trundled the
ball down under-arm in the easiest pos-
sible manner. Mornington sulkily cut
it away, and the batsmen ran.

The ball had been knocked fairly to
Tommy Cook’s feet at mid-wicket. e
picked it up in a leisurely way. The
batsmen were crossing the pitch, and
either wicket was at Cook’s mercy. He
calculated carefully, and threw in the
ball, missing the batsman’s wicket by a
couple of yards. The batsmen made

ood, and the run was secured amid &
howl of laughter.

“Congratulations, Morny,” yawned
Tommy Dodd. *You've beaten us—beat
us to the wide. All in twenty minutes,

too! Wonderfut performance!”
“Marvellous!” said Tommy Cook
solemnly. “Winning a match with all
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the wickets in hand like that—mar-
vellous!” ¢

“You spoofin’ cads!” hissed Mormn-
ingto:

’Iommv Dodd locked surprised and
pained

“\Iy dear chap, what do you want?
You've beaten us ab cricket, and you've
still got the aftnncm before you to
smoke and play nap. What . more do
you want?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mornington snapped his feeth, and
stepped suddenly towards Tommy Dodd,
and struck le full in the face.

Tommy staggered back for a moment.

But it was only for a mom
next, his right shot out, straigh
the shoulder, and Mern m”lo'} with a
yeli, rolled over in the grass.

Té
g

CHAPTER 20,
A Roland for an Olix

ODD!”
D ‘Tommy Dodd had forgotten
the Head. He remembered hJ"n
as the harsh, angry voice thundered
ott.

“Dodd! How dare you?”

Mornington sat up stupidly, blinking
and rubbing his nose. Tommy Dodd
faced the new Head coolly.

“You saw what he did, sir,” he said
quletly.

“Don't bandy words with me,” sald
Mr. Scroop harshly. “Follow me at
once!”

He strode away towards the School
use.

Hous:

Tommy Dodd hesil
He understood that he was going to
be caned severely. If Mornington had
been caned glso, Tommy would have
had nothi 0 complain ¢f. But Morn-
ington, evide®tly, was to go unpunished;
Tomg was to take the ‘punishment for
the two  He clenched his hands, and
stcod where he was.
“Better go,” whis;
rather a scared look.
Tommy Dodd paused, a long pause.

pered Cook, with
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Then, with slow and reluctant steps,

he followed Mr. Scroop to the hous
The juniors watched him go, with

grim faces. Mornington staggered to

his feet, dabbing his nose wita his

handkerchief. His nose was streaming
d.

]
2

Tommy Dodd's friends waited for him
to emerge from the Head’s study.
heard the s ng of a cane from that

dreaded apartment, but no sound from
Tommy. When the junior came out at
Ias!, his face was pale, and his lips
ightly set.

“Had it bad?”
Sympmheticany

odd nodded without speaking.

Ho went away to his study; he
wanted {o be alone aifer that licking,
Tough as Tommy Dodd was, he had
had as much as he could stand.

There were black looks among the
juniors thet afterncon. Tommy “Dodd
was shut up in his study, and Jimmy
Silver was grinding out lines in mciz
Fourth Form room. Mornington was m '

his study with his friends, and wi
swollen nose. The nubs of Roo‘mcod
were enjoying themselves in their own®”
peculiar way, and the atmosphere of
the study resembled that of a tap-room.

Jimmy Silver came into the end study
at tea-lime, looking tired and gloomy.
Hls chums had tea reac.y for him.

“Nice afternoon?®” groaned Jimmy.

“Oh, ripping!” said Lovell dismally.
“I say, we shan't be able to stand this,
yeu know.”

“How did the'match go?”

Lovell & Co. grinned, and Jimmy
Silver Toughed when he heard the story
of the cricket match. Tommy Dodd
came into the study while the Fistical
Four were having their tea. He was still
looking pale.

“Hmlo you
memy Shiver.

“I want to speak to you fellows,”
said Tommy Dodd. “We're not golng
to stand this much longer. The cricket’s
mucked up for the season if that brute
is going to interfere with the matches.”

““Looks like it!” growled Raby.

said Tommy Doyie

Modern bounder!” said
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“I've been licked for knocking Morn-~
ington down, though he punched me
first. I¥’s rotten favouritism, of course.
If this goes on, something will have to
20

“Can't back up against the Head,”
rald Newcome doubtfully.

o We backed up against Manders
énce,” said Jimmy Silver. “And the
Head is worse than Manders—ten ti
worse.
h

By makmv an  ex amp.e of Morn-
ington:”

“The Head will chip in agam ?

“Let him! Tommy’s had a licking
on Mornington’s account. Thats got
to be squared. Mornington’s going to
have a licking for every one he gets for
other chaps.”

‘“ Hear, hear!”

“That may stop him,” said Jimmy
Silver. “If it doesn’t, we’ll try some-
thing else. If you fellows have finished

tea well go and see him. Bring a
stump.”

Good egg!” said Tommy Dodd.
“I'ni on.

.. Most of the Fourth Form were “on”
when they heard what was toward.
After tea nearly all the Fourth Form

study. door. Jimmy Suver kicked the
door open and marched in
“Dodd’s .been licked,
Lie said abruptly.
Mornington smiled.
~ “He'll get licked again if ‘he's
cheeky!” he remarked. “And so will
the rest of you. The sooner you under-
stand that }ou ve gab to toe the line the
better it will be for you!
“Yes, rather!” chortled Townsend.
“Dodd’s licking is going to be passed
on to you, Mornington,” said Jimmy.
éT!rL’s going to happen every time.
ee?”

Mormugton.,"

“If you touch me—-"

“Collar him!”

Mornington jumped up, and was im-
mediately collared and flung across the
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table. There was a cr of crockery-
ware, and loud cxclamations from
Townsend and Topham and Pecle as
‘Hey crowded back cut of the way.
Help!” yelled  Mornington.

“Rescue!”

“Look here- " began

“Kick those rotters oub!”
Silver.

Townsend.
said Jimmy

The three nuts were promptly
bundled into the passage, and Kicl
along to the stairs, where they were
glad to take to their heels.
gton did not escape so easily.

Han a dczen pairs of hands pinned
him down, face downwards, across the
table, and Jimmy Silver grasped the
cricket stump.

“How many dxd the Head give you,
Doddy?” he asked.

“Hight!”

“'I‘hen there’s eight for Morny.”

“Let me go!” shriecked Mornington.
“If you dare—"

Whack!

“Yow-ow! Help!”

‘Whack, whack, whack!

Mornington struggled and kicked
furiously. But he was held fast, and
the cricket stump rose and fell with
mathematical precision.

‘Whack, whack, whack, whack!

The strokes were well -laid on.

’s | flogging would not have been much

more severe than the strokes. of the
cricket stump wielded by Jimmy Silver's
powerful arm.

“That’s the lof,” said J]mmy cheerily.
“Now, Mornington, you've had a lick-
ing for Tommy odd’s.  Now you're
going to have five hundred lines, to
make up for mine. . See?”

‘“Hear, hear!” chorused the delighted
juniors.

‘\ﬂarmngmn rolled off the table, whi
w;th

Wont‘” he shrieked
Jimmy shrugged his shoulders.
“Youwll be given two hours,” 8

“We'll come back then, and if the lines
are not written yowll have a flogging—
sanme as would have happened to me -
if I hadn’t done my lines. I give you
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my word on that!
{ellows!”

The juniors left the study, Jimmy
locking the door on the outside and
taking away the key.

For two hours, the dandy of the
Tourih remained locked in his study.
When that space of time had elapsed,
the Fistical Four returned. ~Whether
Mornington had written his )mpnsxncn
—imposed by Jimmy Silver—they did
not knuw but they knew what he would
get if he hadn't!

Mornington knew it, too!

On the table lay sheets and sheets
of impot-paper, covered with scrawling

nes.

Come on, you

He gave Jimmy Silver & Co. a look
of bitter hatred.

Jimmy counted the pages.

“Not quite done,” he said—‘twenty
more lines, Morningwn."

. “Hang you!

“Are you going to finish them?”

“Hang you! Yes!”

And finish them Mornington did.

“Good!” sald Jimmy Silver, taking
up the pages. “This will do to light
the study fire with. And
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‘The cricket commitiee, meeting in
the Common-room on the Classical side
of Rookwood, tackled the question hope-
lessly. It really did not scem that there
was anything to be done. Or, rather,
as Tommy Dodd suggested, with &
feeble attempt at humour, they them-
selves were going to be done.

It was the day before the date of
the match with Rylcombe Grammar

School. - The Grammar School match
was a new fixture for Rookwood jundors,
and, naturally, it was a very important
matter in their eyes.

Jimmy Silver had planned to take
over eleven of the best, and begin that
fixture by “mopping-up "’ Gram—
marians on their own gro
junior cricketers had looked iumard to
Wednesday afternoon with great keen-
ness.

And now the fiat had gone forth—

J!mmy Silver & Co. were ordered to
remain within gates for Wednesdaye
The match with the Grammar School
was “ofl.”

How the dJckens was the maftter to
be the

plain

my pippin, that every time you sneak
to the Head youre going to get as
good as you glve—:mpot for impot,
licking for licking!”

And Mor; nm"ton was left to himself.

CHAPTER 30.
Down on Their Luck!

L ATED!”
G Jimmy Silver of the Fourth
uttered that word in a tone of

wSe exasperation.  And  Lovell,
Raby, and Newcome echoed in a sort
of choruo
“Gated, by gum!”
M nd*ommy Dodd chimed in:
“What the merry thunder is going
to be done?”
'1mb \\ns a_ puz zle which exercised
rely tne brains of the chums of

indeed, was going to be done?

‘That was one difficulty. Cemxmly they
couldn’t tell Gordon Gay &
Rylcombe, that there was a new Head
at Rookwood, that the new Head was
a beast, that he had a favourite, Morn- -
ington of* the Fourth, and that he was

own” on Jimm y Silver & Co.
because they were “down” on Morn-
ington.

For the credit of Rookwood they
couldn't, explain all that to the
Gramnifr School fellows.

Some excuse, perhaps, might be
thought of, and the maftch scratched
or postponed. But that wasn’t the only
trouble. For the cricketers did not
want to scratch or postpone the match,
They wanted to play it.

hat was the real difficulty. How
was the match to be played at Ryl-
combe when the junior cricketers were
gated at Rookwecod?

It was a problem that was too much
even for Jimmy Silve ho was
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generally quite equal to an emerg:

“Gated!” repeated Jimmy Silver.
“Its the real limit! Of course, if's all
through that cad Mornington!”

“All through old Scroop's rotten
favouritism!” grunted Tommy Dodd.

“What right has even a headmaste
to interfere in junior cricket?” de-
manded Lovell. “That’s what I want
to know!”

“Echo answers none!” said Raby.
“Byt. old Scroop interferes, all the
same. I wish Dr. Chisholm were back.”

“No good wishing!” grunted Jimmy
Silver. “The old Head's gone, and the
new Head’s come, and we”
with him. Mornington’s his favourite,

e got to deal | Wi
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the extent of Mornington’s influence
with the Head, and they knew that he
could undo the harm he had done, if
he chose.

““Well, you can run on,” said Jimmy
Silver.

“Mr. Scroop will let you off if I ask
him,” pursued Mornington.  “In fact,
it was a hint from me that made him
gate you.”

*Gammon!” said Newcome.

“You can believe it or not, as you
like,” said Mornington, with a shrug of
the shoulder. “You ought to know by
this time that I can do anythin’ I like
vith the Head.”

i “Pretty state of affairs in a school
ike !

and he does ningto:
wants. We've licked Morny, to bring
him to reason, and the result is that
we're all gated for Wednesday. Now,
whal's to be done?”

“Lick Mornington again!” suggested
Lovell.

“Well, that would be some satisfac-
tion; bub it wouldn’t make any differ-
ence to the gating.”

“Oh, it's rotten!”

The door of the Common-room
opened, and a very elegant junior
stepped in. It was Mornington of the
Fourth. Grim looks were cast upon him
by the junior cricket committee. Morn-
ington was the cause of all the trouble.

“Get out!” growled Jimmy Silver.
“This meeting’s private!” *

Mornington did not get
sauntered cheerfully in.

“I've got something
fellows,” he remarked.

“We don’t want to hear it!” snapped
Lovell.

“You're in rather a fix,” went on
Mornington, unheeding. “The match
is comin’ off to-morrow, an’ you're
gated. You've asked for it, and you've
got. ib.k I can get you out of the fix if

Tike.”

ut.  He

to say to you

you .

Lovell had risen to his feet, with the
intention of kicking Mornington ou$ of
the Common-roon. Now he sat down
again. The crickceters looked at o
another rather hopefully. They kn:

1 snorted Tommy Dodd.

“Well, that’s how it is,” said Morn-
ington coolly. *“Scroop, if you want to
know, is a sort of dependent on my
uncle who's chairman of the gover-
nors, and my uncle got him the post
here. My uncle backs me up in every-
thin', and- Scroop hasi’t much choice
about the matter. Besides, he’s not fool
énough to quarrel with a rich fellow
with influential connections.”

The junio: ed at Mornington in
ufter disgust.

They knew that what he said was
true enough. The New Head of Rook-
wood was a very different man from the
former Head. )

7 Mornington should boast

openly of his influence over the Head
—a thing that certainly did neither of
them credit—jarred on the nerves of
Jimmy Silver & Co. g

“T'm not going to stand that fellow's
jaw,” said Lovell, rising again. “He's a
disgrace to Rookwood, and so is Scroop.
I can punch this cad, if I can't punch
Scroop.”

Jimmy jerked him back into his chair.

“shut up a minute, Lovell! Go on,
Mornington. When _yowve finished
brageing, let’s hear what you've got to
say!”
“I wasn't braggin'—only expl
how the matter stands,” said Mor
ington coolly. “If I ask the Head
let you off, hell do it.”

to
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“We don’t want to be under an obli-
gation to a sneaking worm!” howled
Lovell.

“We want to play Rylcombe,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Let Mornington finish.
Do you mean to say you're going to be
decent for once, Mornington?”

1 “I'N get you off to-morrow, if you
ke.”

“well, we like, if that’s all!”

“On conditions, of gourse!”

“Name them!” said Jimmy quietly.

“That I captam the team that goes
te Rylcombe—"

“I'm going to smash him!” roared
Lovell. “Let go my arm, Jimmy, you
silly ass!”

““Hold on a minute!
Mornington?”

“And that three,
friends play in the eleven,”

A)]yfllixlg else,

at least, of .my
said Morn-

ington. “Say Townsend, Topham and
Smythe.”

“Is that all?”

"«vaas. What do you say?”

“TI've nothing to say, excepting that
youre a bigger cad and worm than I
took you for!” said Jimmy Silver.
“But I leave it to the committee to
decide. What do you fellows say?”

And with one voice the committee
replied :

“Kick him out!”

Jimmy Silver released Lovell's arm,

d Arthur Edward Lovell jumped up
1ife a jack-in-the-box. He made a rush
at Mornington,

“Now, you cad!”

“Hands off! I— Oh!  Ah!
Ugh!”

For about a minute there was a wild
and whirling scene in the Common-
room. Lovell and Mornington looked
somewhat like a huge catherine-wheel,
chiefly composed of flying arms and
iegs. -

Then there was a heavy bump in the
passage, and a yell from Mornington as
he landed on the fleor.

Lovell slammed the door.

‘ .
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The deliberations of the junior
cricket eommitiee continued without
any further interrupticn from Morn-
ington.

CHAPTER'31,
In the Liow's Den!

AP!
I It was a very respectiul knock

Mr, Scroop, the new Head of PCO‘(-
wood, looked up irritably.

The new Head was hot a good-
tempered gentleman. His reign at
Rookwocd had been signalised chiefly
by heavy and continual punishments.

Mornington did very much as he
liked. His friends, toe, found his pro-
tection very valuable; but the rest of
the school knew Mr. Scrcop as a hard
and unfeeling tyrant.

All  Rookwood had
favouritism, and resented it.

noted that
But there

;x'as no help. The Head's word was
2.
It was usé€less for the prefects to re-

port Mornington, even for the most out-
rageous breaches of. the rules.
e }Iead simply pooh-poohed the
eed, he had spoken very
Lo Bulkelﬂv and Neville and the
and told them guite
he " was satisfied with
\I rnmztoﬂ 5 conduct, and did not wish
to hear anything to his detriment.

Revorts were not made after thaf,
and Mornington did pretty much as he
liked, though Bulkeley sometimes took
the law into his own hands, and
“licked ” the unruly junior on occasion.
But that was soon put a stop to.

The new Head interfered, and posi-
tively forbade the prefects to - cane
Mornington under any circumstances
whatever.

All Rookwood—with the exception. of
Mornington & Co.—longed for the re-
tuwn of Dr. Chisholm. But Mornington
& Co. basked in the sunshine of M.
Sceroop’s favour.

good many. fellows found it ex-

rep:

sha)

Otb er Dre.feets
1y
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pedier} to chum
under the pe:

But Jimmy
ihat kind,

They went on their way regavdless,
80 to spcnk and treated Mornington as
of old—as a slacker, a cad, and a sn
and did nc‘» take the tr O\Vb e to disgu
their opin on oV him in the least.

“Come in!” snapped the Head.

Jimmy Sﬁver opened the study door,
and camo in, followed by Lovell and
Tommy

: ‘The rew Head knitted his brows as
he looked 2t them

All three of thn Juniors had come
under his frown before. All three had
shared - in the severe punishments
handed out by M croop since his
coming to Rookwood.

They came into the study somewhat
nervousiy.

It was Jimmy Sliver's idea to come
in a deputation to the Head, but his
comrades could not help feeling that
it was vers much like venturing into
the lion’s den. It was a case of
daring to be a Daniel.

- The grim look of the new Head made

them feel more uneasy still, but they
faced him with sll the firmness they
could muster.

“Well?” sald Mr, Scroog

“May we speak to you, sir?” said
Jimmy Silver. “We've come as &
deputation fmm the I_ower School,”

“ Nonsenst

“It's about

“Nonsense!

“Ahem!
sir, and we have to go to Rylcol
play in a rather important match. lne
whole cricket club, sir, would be very
grateful if you wouid allow us to go.”

.. “Probably,” said Mr. Scroop. "But
you are not punished without reason.
When you have learned o pmper re-
spect for your headmaster, then you
may ask favours. Have you anything
else to say?”

- ’Je—v‘“’d like to go, sir,” faltered

with Mernington,
r circumstances,
Silver & Co. were not of

szid Mr. Sercop. “You
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know why you are punished. A set has
Peen made agalnst a very worthy lad—
Mornington, of your Form This in-
Jjustice T cannot permit!”

‘The Jumoxs were silent.

was impossible to argue with the

Head, nmthcr could they impart to him
their true opinion of his favouritism.
Ib was useless to cxplain to him that

ornington was a slacker, and no
cuc&e er; he knew that already

“If you choose to sct more reason-
ably and justly, T may consider the
matter,” the Head went on. “It is the
desire of Mornington’s uncle. the chair-
man of the governors, {hat Mornington
should {ake a prominent part in the
school gemes. I see no reason to
disappoint him.”
That depends on Morningtoa, sir,”
said Jimmy Silver. “We ean’t be ex-
pected to lmL matches by playing a
lazy slacker!”
- “Don't argue with me, koy! Now,
listen! I will withdraw my order, and
allow you to oroceed to Rvlcombe for
the cricket-match to-morrow, on con-
dition that you play Mornington and at

least three of his friends in the
eleven!”
The juniors did not answer. It was

Morninaton’s proposition over again.
ey bad answered Mornington in a
way thev could not venture fo answer
the H
Scxonps steely eyes glittered at

g Well?” ho snapped. »

“We can’t do that, sir,” said Jimmy
Silver.

“What! You refuse?”

“It would simply mean throwing the
maftch away, sir. We'd rather not play
it (lum make ourselves look fools!

S0 you refuse? Very welll You
will remain within gates tc-morrow,”
said Mr. Scroop. ‘“However, it is not
my wish that the regular matches
should fall through. I intend that the
fixtures shall be met, for the sake of the
scheol’s playing record. I shall there-
fore e t to Mornington the task of
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raising a junior eleven for this match!”
The juniors starte
“Vo*mngmn will select a team, and
take it over to Rylcombe to-morrow
afterno said Mr. Scroop. “The
former jor eleven will remain within
gates. You may go!”
The juniors went without s word!
eir feelings were too deep for words!

GHAPTER 32,
Tita Worm Turns!

Ly HAT luck?”
\x/ A score of voices asked that
question as the deputation

came back into the junior Common-
room,

The faces of the deputation were a
sufficient indication of the result of
their mission, however,

“N G, of course!” said Rawson.

“N blessed G!* said Lovell.

“Sure, and we all knew it was no
good,” remarked Flynn, The Head’s &
mste and we're dished!”

That all,” said Jxmmy lever
his voice qui¥ering with anger,
whole.eleven’s gated for to-morrow, zmd
Mornington is going to take over a
team to play Rylcombe—our fixture!”

“What!”

“Rats!”

“Great Scott!”

“That’s the Head’s decision!” said
Jimmy savagely. “We're out of it—out
of the cricket—and Mornington has
bagged our fixture!”

“Oh, the rotten cur!” said Oswald.

“The match is a goner, of course.
You know the way those slacking
duffers play cricket! It will be an
eleven like the old one, when Smythe
of the Shell was gpipper! The Gram-
mar School fellows will simply howl!"

“Blessed If I don’t wish we'd never
made the fixture!” groaned Tommy

Dodd.
“We won’t stand it!” howled R
“Something’s got, to be done!”
“Something is going to be
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said my Silver, his eycs gleaming,

The Head’s goné too far. IUs the
limit!”
“Wh"tt can we do?” said Osv ’lld
“Shut the door,” said
“Don't u any of Nomxngmns pals
get on to i
“You w gcb a wheeze?” asked
LOV“Ll
“¥es”
“Hooray!”

Lovell closed the door. The juniors,
Classical and Modern, gathered eagerly
round Jimmy Silver. Classicals and
Moderns were at one now.

All minor differences were sunk. All
Junior Rookwood felt bound to stand
shoulder to shoulder against the cad
of the Fourth and the unjust head-
master.

“Well, go it, Jimmy!”

“Pile in, Uncle James!”

“It’s got to be kept dﬂrk of course, %
s2id Jimmy Silver.
guessed, we should be dished
advance!”

“That’s all vight! Go it!”

“Well, ny uim is to play the match
all the sam

“Phew

“We” s}‘all have to break bounds.
That will be justified under the cir-
cumstances.”,

“Quite! But it means trouble,” said
Tommy Ceok doubtfully.

“I suppose you fellows are game to
face the music alverwards?

“Yes, rather!

“We'll back you up, Jimmy!”

“But—but Mornington’s taking an
eleven over to Rylcombe,” said Tommy
Doyle. “Sure we can’t send two elevens
for one match!”

“That’s the important point—
Mornington’s team of slacking duffers
Ccln’f be allowed to represent Rook-

. We're not going to be disgraced
because Morningtqp’s a cad and the
Head’s a beast!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Mornington’s eleven are going to be
stopped on the road—-"
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Oh, crumbs!”
And the real eleven is going

Instcad'”

“Phew!”

“There’ll be the dickens to pay after-
wards,” said T

“That’s undmstoorl " said  Jimmy
Silver quietly. “ We've got to go through
it, unless we can think of a dodge later.
A'; a matter of fact, I'm a good deal
inclined to back up against Scmop
We backed up against Manders once,
and beat him. And Scroop’s worse.”
e o say, thats Jolly serious!” said
Tommy D

Jimmy shrugged his s

over
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is that Mornington’s eleven won't be
allowed to go to Rylcombe, and that
the real eleven will go in its place.”
“Hear, hear!”
And with that the meeting broke ap.
The Fistical Four retired to the end
study with the three Tommies from the
Iuodem Side to discuss ways and

mea
Thc ‘minds of the Jjuniors were made

Induiciue could be carried to a certain
point, but beyond the Limit there was
certain to be resistance. And the limit
had been reached.

on and his

“This state of affairs can’t last for

ever,” he said. “If there was real
trouble in the school, it might make
th vernors let us have our Head

gover
back, inctead of that rotter Scroop!”
ear, hear!”

“But never mind: that now,” said
Jimmy Silver. “My idea is to see about
the Rylcombe match first, and trust to
luck afterwards. I further suggest that,
after it's over, and the Head’s down on
us, we shDuld all refuse to be flogged.”

“Oht”

“If it’s lines, we'll do ’em. If it’s an
ordinary licking, we'll take it. If it's a
flogging, we all stand together and

Townsend of the Fourth opened the
door and looked: in, wondering what
was on. A cushion promptly smote him
on the nose, and hurled X
pgain and he disappeared
yel

'I‘he excited juniors were mot in a
mood for gentle measures with the fol-
lowers of Mornington. Raby closed the
doar again.

“Well, it’s
sﬂver looking rof
Nem: con,” s:nd Lovell

«Hear, hear!”

“But what's the programme?” asked
Newcome.

“We shall have to think out the pro-
gramme. But the point that’s settled

mreed’" asked Jimmy

merry men were rejoicing.
X\/’ ormngton had already selected his

It ‘was such a team as had re-
presented Rookwood juniors in the days
when Adolphus Smythe of the Shell
was junior skipper.

It consisted of Mommvwn himself,
Townsend and Topham and Peele of
the Fourth, and Smythe, Tracy,
Howard, Selwyn, Chesney, Beaufort of
the Shell, and Lacy from the Modern
side. All but Lacy were Classicals, and
members of the select society known as
the Giddy Goats.

As “giddy goats ” they were perhaps
quite up to the mark, but as cricketers
they left very much to be desired.

Some of the old eleven watched them
at practice on Little Side, and grinned
as they watched them.

Duffers at the wicket, duffers at bowl-
ing, and duffers in the field—such was
the verdict on Mornington’s eleven.
But what they lacked in knowledge of
the game they made up—to thelr own
satisfaction, at least—in swagger.

The new eleven were quite satisfied
of their ability to uphold the colours
of Rookwood on the cricket-field at
Rylcombe Grammar School.

But—if Jimmy Silver’s little scheme
was a success—the nuts of Rookwood
was not likely to get nearly so far as
Rylcombe on the morrow. But that
was a dead secret so far.
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chapTER 2.7
Jimmy Silver Takes tie Law Iato His Ows
Hands!
HERE was a round score of Rook-

l wood juniors under detention on

the following afterno oD,

Bu the detained junio: not look

glum as was usual for fellows under
detem'on to look.

‘There was, o1 the otk
deal of s\mpresﬁ‘d €
Jimmy Silver & Co., in fs -L, were 100k~
ing forward to a \uy exciting after-
noon.

Immediately y after dinner three or
four fellows who were not detained, but
who were in the scheme, left Rookwood
0 the cricket-bags belonging to the
tcam Jiramy Silver & Co. waited.

Mornington and his men made their
preparations in great spirits, with many
grins and chuckles directed towards the
old eleven—which the cricketers took
with unexpected quietness,

“Sorry you're not comin’, Silver, dear
boy,” Smythe of the Shell ‘remarked to
Jimmy, “If you weren’t detained, by
gad, you could come over with us and
see some real cricket!”

“Yes, asrd lines, isnt i?” said
Jimmv pleasantly. “It would be as
good as geing to the cinemna to see you
play crickec, Sraythey. When are you
starting?”

“Two!” said Smdthc with a sniff.

“'Train, I suppose’

“Nothin’ of the soxt."
l{)ﬂ,ily.

rhand,a great
ement, and

said Adolphus
“We're havin’ a car.”
uite in your style, Smythey,”
said Jxmmy Silver affably.  “But it's
quicker by tfrain than by car as a
matter of fact, you' know.”

“Moracomfy in a car, dear boy, and
we're startin’ early,” said Adolphus.
“S8orry you can’t come—you will be a
cheeky lttle beast, you know!”

Adolphus walked away with his nose
jn the air, and Jimmy Silver smiled.
Five minutes later a score of detained
lking calmly down to
the gates. the porter, came
hurriedly out of the lodge.

ROOKWOODR

BARRIN

INY

“Master Silver!

Masler Silver!”

“Hallo!” said Jimmy.
You ain't to go out of gates,” said
“’Bad’'s orders!”
& said  Jimmy  politely.

“We've got rather an portant ap-
;:omtmcnc See yeu later, Mack.”
*Look ’ere—
a~te!” said Tommy Dodd.
all ‘ave to report yer.”

red on, leav-
ald Mack scmt is nose. How-
cver he ambled & »(.y to the Head’s
house to report, as in duty hound. But
by the time that report was. made
Jimmy Bilver & Co. weie far out of
sight of Rookwood. They were out of
the reach of M. Screop until they
refurned to the scheel—and many
things were to happen before then.

“Well, wha's the pregramme nows?”
asked Ceok, as Jimmy called a halt in
the road.

“Hait!” 'aad Jimmy.

for the car
ib° ’ asked Lovell.

“We wait here

se
“A“d then—-"
“Then we conn the cricketers.”
“Goed egg
“And hut 'em up in the barn,” said
Tommy Dodd, \\\(‘ a chuck b
Classical hounders remember how
shut you up there once—-

- “Never mind that,” sald Jimmy
Silver. “It’s Mornington & Co. who are
going to be shut up now. Half a dozen
chaps will stay with them to look after
them there, and see that they don't
get away. Rather a dull job, but it
can’ 't be helped.”

“Oh, that's all right!”
minor. “T'm on, for one.”
“It’s all in the game,” said Lovell.
“The eleven have to go to Rylcombe.
What price bagging the car?”
Jimmniy shook his head.
“cgn't be did! This isn't & jape—
it’s sC mus bimcy' And the chauffcur
would have to be argued with. We
talke the train to Rylcombe.”
“How are we going to stop the car?”

we

sald Jones
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“Fasy enough. We're going to wheel
that old cart out of the field into the
middle of the road. The car will have
to stop. We can't block the road yet,
though. One of you shin up a tree,
and give the word when Mornington’s
crowd are coming.”

“Good!”

Newcome “shinned” up a tree to a
high branch, and kept watch in the
direction of Rookwood. Jimmy Silver
& Co. seized the old cart, and wheeled
it with some difficulty as far as the
hedge, ready to be run out into the

Then they waited.

A quarter of an hour later there was
a whistle from Newcome from the leafy
tree overhead,

“Here they come!” called out New-
come.

Jimmy Silver jumped up from the
erassy ban!

“Ppile m"’ he said.
The juniors seized the cart, and ran

it out into the road through a big gap

in the hedge—not without some damage
to the hedge. That could not be
helped, however.

The car was in sight now, buzzing
along gaily from the direction of the
school, crowded with the slackers’
eleven.

‘The chauffeur slowed down at the
sight of the cart standing in the middle
of the road. Jimmy Silver & Co. were
in_cover so far.

Mnrmngton rose in the car.

are you swppm
Williams?” he sna)

“Road’s blOCLEd
chauifeur.

“By gad! What silly ass left that
cart in the road?” growled Mommg-
ton. “Get down and shift it, Williams.”

e Yes, s

hauffeur: descended from his
seat atf stepped towards the cart.
was a shout from Jimmy

for,

sir,” sdid  the

Sil l

“Pde int”

Twenty Rookwood Jumors rushed out
from behind the hedges,
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Mornington and his companions
stared at them blankly as they sur-
rounded the motor-car.

“What the dickens—" ejaculated
Mornington.

“Tiook here, no larks!” exclaimed
Smythc, m alarm.

“Get out!”

“By gad‘ What?”

“Get out of the car!”

“We won't!” yelled Mornington
Iu:io’ y.

“Turn them out!” said Jimmy
concisely.

The Rookwood juniors swarmed into
the big car. Mornington struck oub
furiously, and Lovell caught -his
knuckle on the nose. Lovell gave a roar
of wrath, and hit out promptly in re-
turn, und Mornington went spinning
into the road.

Smythe and Townsend and the rest
were bundled after them, yelling.

e odds were heavily on Jimmy
silver’s side, buf they were hardly
needed. The slackers of Rookwood
were not famous as fighting-men.

With the exception of Mornington,
they hardly resisted the overwhelming
attack.

Mornington picked himself up in the
road, end charged back at the car. He
was collared by Tommy Dodd and New-
come, and held a prisoner. ’

The rest of the party were collared,
and they gasped for breath in the grasp
of the Rookwood cricketers,

“What does tl'us mean?” shrieked

Mornington. “What's your little
game?”

4B ad, you know!” gasped
Adolphus “ Youll be licked for this,
you_ know

“We're chunclng that,” said Jimmy
Silver coolly. At present you Te com-
ing for a little walk with u

“r won't!” yelled Mornmgt,on

“We'll see! Chauffeur!”

“Yessir?” gasped the chauffeur, who
looked on at the scene in utter amaze-

aent.
“Tgke that car batk; it’s mnot
wanted!™
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“Don’t go, Willimns!f” yelled Morn-
ington.

The chauffeur hesitated.

“Sorry if we have hurt you,

chauffeur,” said Jimmy Silver politely.
“But you've got to take that car back.
I give you one minute before we duck
you in the ditch!”

“I—1 say——" stammered the un-
fortnate Williams.

“Don’t go!” yelled Mornington. “I
order  you— ‘Yarooh—groocgh—
ooogh!”

Mornington’s remark were brought
to a sudden close by Lovell, who
jammed a thick turf into his mouth.
Mornington gasped and gurgled, but
he was incapable of speech.

“Time's up, chauffeur!” said Jimmy
Silver. “Collar him, you chaps!”

Half a dozen determined juniors
gathered round the chauffeur.

“:0ld on!” exclaimed Williams. “I'm

in'1”

“Buck up, then! We begin throwing
clods in half & minute!” said Jimmy.

“Glve a man a chance!” gasped the
chauffeur,

He fairly jumped into the driving-
seat, and backed the car, and turned in
the road. The big car whirled round,
and the chauffeur fairly made it fly' as
the juniors stooped for clods.

The motor-car disappeared in a cloud
of dust towards Rookwood.

“By gad!” murmured Adolphus
Smythe feebly. “By gad! Cheeky
young scoundrels! . Oh, dear!”

“yowll get into trouble for this!”
murmured Townsend.

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver, with-
out taking notiag of fhe remarks of the
nuts of Rookwood. J*Shove that cart
back, some of you; and the rest bring
that gang of rotters along!”

Half a dozen of the juniors shoved
the cart back into the fleld to clear
the road. The nuts of Rookwood,
each with an iron grip on his arm or
his collar, were marched away across
the fields.
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CHAPTER 34,
Prisoners of War!
ORNINGTON spat out the frag-
ments of the turf, and gasped
for breath. Lovell and Tommy
Dodd had hold of his arms, and he had
no choice about accompanying thenr.
He struggled every now and then, and
his arms were promptly twisted till he
ceased. There was no time to stand
upon ceremony with Mornington.

The rest of the nuts went quietly, in
a dazed state of astonishment. A few
minutes ago they had been rejoicing in
their triumph over Jimmy Silver & Co.
The tables were turned now with a
vengeance.

True, a condign punishment doubt-
less awaited the raiders—later. Buf
that prospect, satisfactory as it was in
its way, was of no use to the captured
nuts now.

They crossed the field, and were led
by a footpath through the wood.

“Where the dickens are you takin’
us, you silly asses?” mumbled Adolphus
Smythe at last.

““Where, you
Jimmy Silver.

“Pll make you sorry for this!” hissed
Mornington. “Youwll be flogged all
round for this!”

“Go hon!”

The party proceeded by a solitary
footpatih through the wood, and
emerged on the farther side, into an-
other field, where the old barn stood.
It was a spot the juniors knew well—
the Fistical Four had once been shuf
up there by the Moderns on a cele-
brated occasion. On that occasion they
had escaped; but Jimmy Silver & Co.
did not mean to leave Morgington a
chance of escape.

will be safe!” said

he were

into the barn. It was an ancient and
diswsed building, seldom or never
visited.

“You're not goin’ to keep us herel
hissed Mornington.

“Your mistake!” grinned Tommy
Dodd. “We are!”

“We are—we is1” chuckled Lovell

1
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Jimmy poxmed to the ladder that led
into Lhe old

“Up you go'” he said.

“Look here. we—-"

“Kick them up!” said Jimmy.

It would probably have been difficult
to kick the slackers of Rookwood up an
almost perpendicular ladder. But a
few kicks, as it happened, were
sufficient. - Adolphus Smythe no sooner
felt Lovell's heavy boot clumping upon
him that he made a rush for the ladder
and bolted into the loft.

is comrades followed him fast, only
4 few kicks behind being required to
accelerate their movements.

Mornington was the last, and he re-
fused to mount the ladder. Lovell ex-
ercised his boots upon him in vain;
Mornington was obstinate.

“Blessed mule!” sald Lovell,
ing. “You take a turn, Dodd!
boots are bigger than mine!”

“Ha, ha. ha!”

“Give him the frog's-march!” said
Jimmy Silver. when, M

It did not take Mornington l(mg to
“say when,” after the frog’s-march had
started.

"Let me go!” he shrieked. “I'll go
5

gasp-
Your

“Up you go, then!”

Mommgton bounded to the ladder,
and clambered up.

Jimmy Silver and Lovell grasped the
ladder after he had joined the rest of
the party in the loft, and dragged it
away. From the opening above a dozen
savage faces looked down on them. But
hlack looks did not affect thg cheery
Jimmy.

“Now, you're to stay here, Hooker,
and three or four more; and see that
they don't get outl"

“Right you are!”

“QOh, you robcers"' howled Morning-
ton from the I

Jin wave ed hrs hand to him.

“Ta-ta, dear boy! W’ere going to
peat Rylcombe! That's ever so much
hetter than you galng there collecting
up lickings, isn't it?”

Mornington almost choked.
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“¥Y-youre going to Rylcombel!” he
stuttered.

“Cmalrﬂy' Its our fixture, isn't it?™

Ha,

“Yot—3 wu—-y u—->"

Words failed Mornington, and he
shook his fist furiously from the loft.

Jimmy Silver & Co laughed, and
walked out of the barn. Hooker and
Jones minor and several more juniors
remained, to keep an eye on the
prisoners above, not that there was
much chance of the nuts escaping.

o Rookwood cricketers, in high
spirits, made their way to Cocombe
station. ‘The consequences of their
action were dismissed from their minds
for the time. Sufficient unto the day,
was the evil thereof.

ickinson mmor was waiting at the
smtmn with the cricket bags, as
previously arranged.

The cricketers had ten minutes to
wait for a train.

That ten minutes was rather an
anxious period. They knew that their
breaking detention must be known to
Mr. Scroop long since.

But it was extremely unlikely that
vould the astounding
“wheeze” JSmmy lever had planned
for tihe afternoon, and so he was not
at all likely to look for them at the
rmlway station.
nson minor, however, kept
watch at the station entrance, ready
to give warning if the tyrant of Rooi-
wood should come in sight.

“Here's the train!” said Jimmy
Silver at last, with a sigh of relief.

‘The train rolled in, and stopped. At
the same moment Dickinson minor’s
scared face was seen staring through
the gate on to the platfor

“Cave!” he gasped. “Scroop"’

“Oh, my hat!”

There was @ momentary hesitation,
on the part of the cricketers, But
Jimmy Silver did not hesitate.  He
rushed for the train.

38 Pﬂc in"’ he shouted.

open, and Dpassengers
tummed ouc and cricketers tumbled in.

h
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Cricketers nnd cricket-bags vanished
into the tra

Doors sxammed and the guard waved
his flag.

The engine snorted. With the first
snort of the engine, came rushing
feet on the platform. Mr. Snoop had
arrived.

Probably he had ¢aught a glimpse of
the cricketing party as he ran for the
platform. At all events, it was clear
that he knew they were in the train.
He sped across the platform, waving
his arms wildly.

“Stop! Stop!
shouted.

Some of the juniors looked a little
scared. Jimmy Silver grinned. ‘The
train was already in motion, and it
was scarcely possible to obey, even if
the juniors had wanted to.
shricked the new Head

Come back!” he

“Stand back, gthere!” roared the
AT

The train was Bathering speed.

The Head rushed forward, apparently
to attempt to hurl himself into the
train. The porter eaught him by the
shoulder and swung him back.

Looking from the train windows, the
juniors saw the porter and the Head
collap together on the platform.
Then the train rushed on, and the
stumon vanished behind.

CHAPTER 35.
The Grammarian Match!
YLCOMBE!”
Jimmy Silver & Co. collected
up their bags and alighted from
the train in the old-fashioned Sussex
station.

‘The journey had been rapid, and the
cricketers had arrived. They were in
high spirits, in spite of their narrow
escape at Coombe.

They had no fear of Mr Scroop
following  them. knew
nothing of the capture of Mormngton s
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team, and so he could not possibly have

had any idea that the juniors were
going to the Grammar School to play
the match. He undoubtedly regarded
their escapade simply as ordinary
breaking bounds. But, as Jimmy re-
marked, even in the unlikely event of
the Head tumbling, there wasn't an-
other train for an hour.

The Rookwood cricketers poured out
of the station, a merry party of four-
teen in all.

Outside, a brake was waiting, with
Gordon Gay and Wootton major of the
Grammar School waiting in it.

“Hallo! Here you are!” exclaimed
Gordon Gay, as he shook hands with
Jimmy Silver.  “I thought you were
coming by an earlier train!”

“Sorry if we've kept you waiting,
Gayl” 2

“Oh, not at alll Lots of time!”

The cricketers clambered into the
brake, and the driver started for the
Grammar School. The latter was not
far from Ryicombe, and the party soon
arrived.

‘The cric! ground at Rylcombe
Grammar 'School was pretty well
crowded

when Jimmy Silver & Co.
appeared on the scene. ‘The Rook-
wood match excited a good deal of
interest in the school. There were also
several fellows over from St. Jim’s to
see the match—old acquaintances of
the Rookwooders. Tom Merry and
Blake of St. Jim’s were there, with
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. And D’Arcy
especially told Jimmy Silver that he
was “vewy glad” to see him again, and
hoped to see some “wippin’ cwicket.”

“So you will,” said Jimmy cheerily.

“Though he came mighty near see-
mg.some jolly bad cricket,” grinned
Lovell, “if anmgton & Co. had come
—-wh'xt?

And  the
chuckled.

“Mind, we've got to beat Rylcombe,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Perhaps the Head
will look -over it if-we tell him that
we've won a tremendous victory.”

Rookwood  cricketers
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it “ Perhaps'” grinned Lovell.
in

“An*r\vay, it will be a consolation for
the licking we're going to get,” re-
marked Tommy Dodd.

Stumps were already pitched, and
the Grammarians re ready. Jimmny
Silver tossed for innings with Gordon
Gay, and the latter won the toss. The
Grammarians went in bat, and
Jimmy led his team into the field.

Gordon Gay cpened the innings with
Frank Monk. J)mmy Silver tock the
first, over for Reookwe

Jimmy's bowling \' as %om('thm" of a
surprise  to the Grammar School.
-Jimmy was the champion junior bowler
of Rookweod, and never had his hand
seemed so cunning.  The contrast be-
tween Jimmy's bowling and what Morn-
ington’s bowlers would have put up
made the Rookwooders chuckle to think
of it. They felt more than Justified in
the drastic measures they had adopted.

Gordon Gay’s wicket went down for
3, and Frank Monk was dismissed for
2. In the second over Tommy Doda
accounted for Wootton minor’s wicket.

R was a good beginning for Rook-
WOo

“I don't

Bal Jove!” D'Arcy remarked to Tom
erry and Blake. “Bai Jove, yoi
know I should weally find it Wat mh
h'\rd to play that bowlin’ myself.”

And DArcy's chums grinned end
agreed that he would.

But the Grammarian batsmen were
«good stufl, and though the wickets con-
tinued to fall at a good rate, runs did
not fail to pile up.
innings closed for. 50. As

remarked, it wouldn’t
have closed at all if the Grammarians
had been playing Mornington and his
egregious elcvcn

‘The R.oolmocd innings began, and
Gordon Gay & Co soon showed that
they, too, knew something about bowl-
ing. After an hour's play, Rookwood
wcre all down for 60.

here was a pause for ginger-beer
and cake, during which Jimimy Silver

ar

5
cast several enxious
the school gates.

If Mr. Scroop guessed the object of
the escapade of that afterncon, there

was ample time for him to have
reached the Grammar School at Ryl-
combe, .

But he did not appear, and Jimmy
was relieved. He had had a lingering
doubt, but it was gone now. Morn-
ington & Co. wexe still safe in the barn,
guarded by Hocker and his comr:
and doubtiless the Head had g
to Rookwood, to fume and weit for the
delinquents to turn up. Probably he
was planning drastic punishmnents for
the whole pa

But that did not worry the Rook-
wooders at present. The business in
hand was to beat the Grammarians,
and they devoted all their thoughts to
that object.

In the second innings the Gram-
marians wenc abead.

Gordon Gay proved mmomnb’e at
the wicket, in spite of Ji ilver’s
best bowling. He was saco‘ul man in,
and he was not out at the finish, with
40 runs to his own score. The total
for the innings was 920.

“¥Youwll have to buck up, deah boys,”
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy remarked to
Jimmy Silver.

The sun. was sinking towards the
west now, but there was ample time
to finish.  Jimmy Silver opened the
second innings with Tommy Dodd.

Then bad luek befell the Rook-
wooders.

Gordon Gay was at the top of his
form with the ball ~ Tommy Dodd
was dismissed, and Tommy Cook fol-
lowed him, and then Lovell, all within
the limits of a single over.

There were loud cheers from the
Grammar School crowd to greet the
hat-trick.

“Looks wathah \socx(y fo'
wood,” remarked DA 2
wathah sowwy I can't go on :md give
them a hand and level things up a bit.
This is where one of my centuwies
would come in useful—what?”

glances towards

Wook-
am



“Bub what price one of your duck’s-
eggs?” asked Tom Merry.
‘To which Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
rephcd with disdainful emphasis:
ats!”

The Rookwooders were certainly
down on their luck As with the case
of the celebrated Raven’s unhappy
master, misfortune followed fast and
followed faster. Jimmy Silver held his
fortress, but at the other end there
were falling wickets galore. Dick
Oswald was dismissed for 3, and Flynn
scored only 2. Five wickets were down
when the score was at 12.

The Grammarians exchanged smiles.

Jimmy Silver was looking grim.

“At this rate,” he sald to himself,
“Mornington might as well have come.”

Rookwood wanted 80 in the second
innings to tie with Rylcombe, and it
certainly looked as if they would never
get them. It looked still less like get-
ting them when two duck’s-eggs were
scored in succession. Seven down for

12

“Oh, bal Jove!” said D’Arcy.

Then Tommy Doyle came in. The
Modern junior did better. The two
batsmen accounted for 15 runs between
them before Tommy was out to a catch
by Gordon Gay. Towle was next man
in.

Then Jimmy Silver made the run-
ning, and the figure leaped to 40. Towle
added 5 before he was stumped by
‘Wootton minor. Then the word passed
round:

“Last man inl”

Tom Rawson was last man.

Rawson was not a brilliant cricketer,

* but he was a solid, steady player, who
could always be depended on to keep
his end up. Rawson was a scholarship
fellow and r, and Momingbon
would never hfive dreamed of playing
him. But Jimmy Silver was demdedly
glad to have Rawson at the other end
for a last attempt to pull the game out
of the fire.

He gave Rawson almost an implor-

THE ROOKWOQOOD BARRING-IN!

mg look as he passed him cn his way

““Hck it out, old chap, for goodness’
sake!” he said.

Rawson nodded.

“Right-ho, Jlmmy'
wanted. Rely on me.”

And he went to his wicket.

The over was not yet finished, and
Gay was bowling. He finished the over
to Rawson. No runs came from it,
but the wicket remained intact.

Rawson knew what he could do, and
what he was wanted to do. at was
wanted was steady stone-walling to give
Jimmy Silver a chance to make the
running. And Rawson provided -what
was wanted.

The bowling came to Jimmy lev‘.r
again from Wootton major. Jimmy let
himself go at it, knocking it far and
wide. Twelve for the over brought the
Rookwood figure up to 57.

“Bal Jove!” said D'Arcy sagely.
“Wookwood may dwag the game out of
the fiah, aftah all, you know. Lucky
for them I'm not bowlin’—what?”

1“ iouy lucky—for Rylcombe!” agreed

ake.

I know what's

“ Wats!”

“ In the next over Rawson stole a
single run and gave the bowling to
Jimmy Silver again. Jimmy was in
great form, and his hitting powers had
never been so displayed.

Two 4’5, and then 2 3, and then Raw-
son stonewalled again with quiet
imperturbability.

Lovcll rubbed his hands.

Eleven more to tie!” he grinned.
“We 1 do it yet! Isn't Rawson a giddy
treasure?  If he tried to make the
running we should be booked!”

“But he won't!” said Tommy Dodd,
“And it looks as if Jimmy will make
all the Junning we want! Good old

AnoLher 4 when the ball came to
Jimmy Sliver, and then a 3. Seventy-six.
—and Rawson like a tower of strength
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{_cc]eiving the bowling. Four more to

But the most tempting ball did not
tempt Rawson to hit out. He knew
what he could do, and he did it.

Down came the ball again to Jimmy
Silver, and clack! went the willow on
the leather, and the leather flew. Raw-
son made a motion to run, but Jimmy
Silver waved him back, There was no
need to run. And a yell from the Rook-
wood fellows announced that the scores
had tied.

“Bai Jove! It's a dwaw, anyway!”
remarked Arthur Augustus D’Ar

“It's

“Draw be blowed!” said Lovell.
a win
And Lovell was right.

Jimmy Silver smiled as he hooked
away the next ball. The batsmen ran
a single, and there was a roar,

“Well done, Jimmy!”

Gordon Gay clapped Jimmy Silver
on. the shoulder as the field came off.

“Jolly near thing!” he said heartily.
“But you've done it. Congrats!”

Jimmy Silver had indeed ‘“done it,”
and his comrades almost hugged him
as he came back to the pavilion, look-
Ing a little flushed, but still fresh.

CHAPTER 36.
- Facing the Music!
ORDON CAY & CO. and the St.
‘ ‘l Jim’s fellows saw the Rookwood
party off at the station.

They parted in great spirits.

But in_the train, as it bore them
homeward to Coombe, the Reokwcod
cricketers looked rather graver.

The match had been* won—they had
done their duty to the Rookwood Junior
Cricket Club. Looking at the matter
most impartially, they could not blame
themselves, not in the least. But the
time had come now to pay the piper.
And the thought of the cold, hard face
of the new Head Was not pleasant.

“Perhaps we've been rather
after all,” Towle remarked.

“Rot!” said Tommy Dodd.

“I wonder what the Grammarians
would have thought if they’d known

what we were going home t0?” re-
marked Lovell,

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“It was best not to tell them. No
need to worry anybody else with our

asses,

troubles. ‘We've agreed on the pro-
gramme. Ii it's lines or & caning, we
take it quietly; but we won't be
flogged!”

“N-no!” said Towle rather dubiously.
“We've got to stand tof’emet » said

Jimmy. “Keep smiling

And Jimmy Silver, a* least, did keep
smiling.

But the party iooked decidedly

serious by the time they arrived at
Coombe and alighted from the train.

In the dusk of the summer evening
they walked to the old barn, at the
door of which they found Hooker and
Jones minor and the rest waiting for

EF

“All serene?”’ asked Jimmy.

“Right as rain!” said Hooker. “The
bcundet< are still in the loft, raging.
They’'ve been saying things.”

‘“Emphatic things!” grinned Jones
minor.

“Mornington offered us a quid each
to let them out,” said Hooker. “After
about an hour he raised it to a fiver.
I don’t know whether he'd have kept
to if. We didn’t give him a chanee,
anyway.”

“There's some things evm bloated
m\lhcnalres can’t do,” said Jones.

'\‘Iornys still in the low—ﬂvexs and

“H ha, ha!”

“How did the match go?”

“Won, of course!”

“Well, that’s lucky! Morny would
have chucked it away. But, by gum,
what a thumping licking were going
to have!” said Jones minor, rubbing
his hands in painful anticipation.

Jimmy Silver & Co. entered the barn.
Morningten’s furious face locked down
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at him from the opening above. Morn-
ington had not spent a happy after-
noon.

The ladder was reared up to the
opening,

“You can come down!” called out
Jimmy Siiver.

Mornington was the first t.o\xn The
rest of the nuis followed him
looked rather a dusty crew axbnr their
sojowrn in the old loft. 1t was not the
cleanest of retreats,

Mornington shock his fist savagely
in Jxmmy Silver's sn face. His
voice was husky with rage as he spoke.

“You hound, I'tl make you emart Sor
this?”

Jimmy smiled cheerily.

“Like to take your jacket off and
lick me here and now?” he asked.

“You're going to be flogged!”

“Pcrna\os'” sald Jimm

Mol nmﬂto 1. >
the rest and expul&on f:r you, JJmm/
Silver

“T]mn' ewfully!”
“You—you hound! Yow-ow!”
“Belter language, please!” said

Jimmy, taking Mornington by the ear.
“Out you gol w'Te in a hurry to
sneak, I can see!”

And the powerful propulsion of
Jimmy Silver’s bcot helped Morning-
ton out of the barn.

Smythe & Co. followed him out with-
ouf speaking They did not like the
looks of the cricketers. But they were
looking forward to vengeance.

They had spent that fine summer’s
afternoon cooped up in the dusty loft.
And their only consolation was the flog-
ging that wasyio be awarded to the'
raiders.

They hwrried away to RooLwood.
muttering vengeance, followed at
léuora leisurely pace by Jimmy Silver &

0.

Mornington  broke into a run,
anxlous to arrive at Rookwood and lay
his talc or WIOngs andwgrievances before

he Hi
J ver & Co.

sauntered down

m\J Si
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the leafy lane, and arrived at Rook-
wood a few minutes before old Mack
came out to close the pates. The Rook~
wood porter looked at them grimly.

“I'm afraid there’s trouble for you,
Magter Silver,” he sald, not unsym-
pathetically. Even the crusty old porter
liked Jimmy Sl “You're gll to re-
port yoursclves to the 'Had at once.”

“We've been looking forward to that
pleasure, Mack, old ump"’ sald Jimmy

affably.

The school porter ghook his head and
closed the gates. he juniors, with
grave faces, crossed {o the School
House.

“Now to face the giddy music!” said
Tovnmv D. dd.

“I—I suppose he can't flog the lot
of us'“ mutiered ‘Towle.

“He's not going to flog any of us!”
said Junmy er quietly. = “We've
stood our rights, and done
nott AU]" to b" flogged for. B

“Hm

“All serene, Jimmy, we're backing you
up!” sald Lovell “March on, you
be; fgsrs and keep your peckers up

Th uniors entered the House.
Bulkelcy of the Sixth met them in the
hall, and gave them a curious glance.

“Yowre wanted in the Head's study,”
he said.

“We're going there, Bulkeley.”

“Where have you been?” nsk"d the
captain of Rookwood.

Pylnombe We had a ﬁ\tur.. there,
you know."

Bulkeley stared.

“I understand Mornington was going
tlune with a team-—

“We decided we had better go, for
uthe credit of Rookwood, you know.”

hen—then what became of Mam-
mgmm” excleimed Bulkeley.

“He had a fancy for staying ln a
loft over & barn for the afternoon,”
sald Jimmy Silver calmly. “No
accounting for tastes, you know.”

“My hat!” ejaculated Bulkeley. “I'm
afmld cheroS going to be trouble for

1, T Mormngt.on is with the

3

I'm sorry.
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Jimmy Silver nodded, and led his
flock on to the Head’s study. Bulkeley
was sorry for the delinquents, and
probably did not blame them very
much; but he was power] o help

em,
Jimmy Silver tapped at the Head's

“Com“ n!”

It w
The captam of the Fourth entered, fol-
lowed by nearly a score of juniors, all
quiet and grave. They all felt that a
crisis was at hand.

Mr. Scroop was seated at the Head's
desk.  Mornington stood before the
desk, his face flushed, and his cyes
gleaming. Evidently he had just made
his report to Mr. Scrocp of the events
of the, afternoon.

The new Head’s glance turned upon
the juniors with a glitter like cold
steel in his eyes.

“So you have returned,” he said, in
a grinding voice.

“Ye< sir,” said Jimmy Silver respect-

uM;

L4 Where have you been?”

“We felt that we couldn’t fail Ryl-
combe, sir, after arranging a fixture,”
said Jimmy Silver. ‘'So we've played
me match'

d—and won it, sir,” T

‘Towle.

“You have been to Rylcombe?”
- “Yes, sir.”

“You confined Mornington and his
friends in a building, and kept them
prisoners there, after my orders to you,
and prevented them from going to Ryl-
combe- to play in the match?”

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy. “We felt
that we couldn’t let Mornington hke
the fixture out of our hands, as—""-

nough!”

Jimmy Silver was_ silent.

It was useless to speak. From the
Head’s point of view, the delinquents
were in the wrong; and nothing they
could have said would have persuaded
him to look at the matter from their
point of view.
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“On.ly that we—we don’t think we
have dene wrong, sir, under the eir-
cumstances,” said Jimmy Silver quietly.

The Head smiled grimly.

“I do not agree with you upon that
point, Silver. You have disobeyed my
commands, and you have'treated Morn-
ington, the nephew of a governor of the
schogl, in the most outragecus manner

“It was his own fault, sir.”

“He asked for it,” growled Lovell.

Mornington looked at the Co. with
gleaming eyes It was his turn now.

“Don’t bandy  words with me,
Silver!” said the Head harshly. “I
shall make an example of you—all of
you! Every boy who broke bounds this
afternoon will be sevmcly flogged—
severely and publicly.”

Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.

It had come.

The Rookwood juniors all looked at
Jimmy. It was for their leader to lead.
And the captain of the Fourth was not
found wanting.

“Tf you please, sir,” said Jimmy, u:ry

quietly. “If you gave us lines
“You have heard my decision,
Silver.”

“If you decided to cane us, sitr—-"

“You will be flogged!” said the Head,
in a voice of thunder.

Jimmy Silver’s lips set.

“We don‘t think” we deserve to be
flogged, sir,” he said.

Mr. Scroop started to his feet.

“Leave my study at oncel”

“Very well, sirl” Jimmy paused a
moment, and his comrades hung on his
words, “I think it only right to tell
you, sir, H‘mt we don’t think we ought
to be flogged, and—-"

“Leave my study this instant!™
thundered the Hea
“We shan not be ﬁD“ng, sir.*

“Wh
“We sun\l refuse to be flogged!”
Mr. Scroop sank back in his chair,
staring blankly at the juniors. Before
he could recover from his astonishment,
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Jéug‘ny Silver & Co. cmwdn,d out of the

Mornington followed them out, a

sneer upon his lips.
“You're booked now!”

tween his teeth. “You—

Jimmy Silver hit out, without a word,
and Morningten rolled on the floor,
Without a g!ance at him, Jimmy Silver
walked on. 'he juniors returned to
their own quart In the Common-
room, they looked at one arnother
grimly.

Jimmy Silver broke the sxlem:a

“!ts war now!” he said.

War, and no mistake!” said Loyell.
“Well, we backed up against Manders.
We can acl up ammst Scroop.
Shoulder to shoulder!”

he cand be-
Oh

Jimmy Silver & Co. went to bed that
night in a grim mood.

On the morrow the tug-of-war was
to come. And how it was to end, there
was no one at Rookwood who could
foretell.

CHAPTER o7

Tihe Tyrant of Rookwood!

HERE was_intense excitement

Rookwood School.

‘The sunshine of the summer
morning streamed down into the old
quadrangle, and it streamed upon
excited groups of juniors, deep in whis-
pered discussion.

Near the School House stood the
Fistical Four, of the Fourth—Jimmy
Silver and Lovell, and Raby and New-
come. ere surrounded by
throng of juniors.

Something s evidently “up” at
Roohwn d.

It

in

not one of the incessant
between Classicals  an

be cbserved that
rng seemed on the

Dodd & Co., the heroes of
de, were in the group sur-

,s ieal Four wga bus

best of terms.

rounding th
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applf\Ls‘c to thehremark:. Jimmy Silver

that soaneth!ng tery Lmusml was in

Bulxele of the Sixth, the captain of
Rookwcod came out of the House with
a grim and harassed expression on his
good-natured face.

He beckoned to Jimmy Silver & Co.

“It’s time you were in Hall!” he
called out.

Jimmy Silver and his comrades ex-
changed quick glances.

“I'm sorry for this, Silver,” said
Bulkeley, kindly enough. “But it’s the
Head’s orders, and it can’t be helped!”

“I rather think it can be helped,
Bulkeley,” said Jimmy 8ilver, in his
quiet wa;

Bulkeley

“I hope

frowned.

pe you're not thinking of any
rot, Silver. The scheol is in a ferment
now. You had better take it quietly.”

Jimmy shook his head.

“We can’t take our flogging quietly,
Bulkeley, We've sworn a solemn swear
not to take it at allt”

“You young ass!”

“We're not standing it!” broke out
Lovell hotly. “You know as well as
we do, Bulkeley, that Scroop’s in the
wrong!”

“You must not e.pe‘\}; of your head-
master as Ser said Bulkeley
sternly.

Lu\'cll grunted.

“He isn’t our headmastex 1.
holm’s our headmaster!

“Dr. Chisholm is away, and Mr.
Scroop is in his place,” said Bulkeley.
“I hope it won’t last long—I will say
that myself. But while he is here you
muslti obey him, the same as our old

Dr. Chis-

® “In reason, yes,” s'tid Jimmy Silver.

“But there’s a limit
“And Scroops’ the limit,”
Tommy Dodd emphatically.
in this, Bull,ihcy
flogging!”
“Never!”

Bulkeley

said
“We're all
We're not taking the

looked grimly at the juniors,
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They were excited, and they were
determined. Matters had been going
from bad to worse ever since the new
Head had come to Rookwood, and it
really looked as if there was to be an
outbreak at last.

Mr. Scroop, hard and cold and tyran-
nical, did not understand it; bub Bulke-
ley could see it only too \Veu.

The captain of Rookwood turned
back into the House, leaving the
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The trouble arose from your interfer-
ence in the concerns of the juniors—
a thing Dr. Chisholm would never
have done!”

“Bulkeley!”

“You have made a favourite of
Mommgton. the most unpopu!ar boy
in_the Lower School, sir,” went on
Bulkeley. “The juniors naturally re-
sent it. You deposed Silver from being
Jjunior cricket captain, and installed

Juniors in excited "di: Jimmy
Silver -was expounding his plans for
the coming revolt, amid murmurs of
applause from his comrades. The
minds of the Rookwooders were made

up.

Bulkeley procceded slowly to the
Head's study, and tapped at the door.
The harsh voice of Mr. Scroop made
him enter.

The new Head of Rookwood gave
the captain of the school an unpleasant
look as he stepped into the study. He
knew that Bulkeley disapproved of the
new regnmc he had introduced in the
old sche

“Are the boys assembled in Hall?”
he asked.

“Not yet, si

“I gave Mr Bootles dlstmct orders
to

after pravcxs'” =napped the Head.

“May I speak a word, sir?” asked
Bulkeley quietly. “I'm afraid there is
going to be trouble.”

“Nonsense!”

“There are tweniy juniors sen-
tenced to flogging, sir. It ig a thing
that has never happened before at
Rookwood !”

“It will happen again, and perhaps
frequently, unless the boys learn
respect for constituted authority!”
snapped Mr. Scroop. “I shall bring
them to their senses!"

“The boys do not consider the
punishment deserved, sir.”

“Does that mean that you share
lhmr insuberdinate views, Bulkeley?”

some extent, sir, I sympathise
with then said the captain of Rook-
wood. “I feel it my duty to say so.

on in his place. Such a thing
is unheard-of! Now Silver and hig
friends are to be flogged because they
c\lsregard an order which was—I will
séjca.; plainly—unjust and indefens-
bl
Mr. Scroop stared blankly at the
captain of Rookwcod. He had never
listened to such plain speaking since
his arrival at the school.
“Bulkcley"’ he gasped.
you
“I feel bound to speak out, sir. Since
you came here there have been punish-
ments after punishments, interference
after interference, and the school is
almost in a state of revolt. If the flog-
gmgs to-day are persisted in, there will
an outbreak. I am convinced of
that I felt n my duty to warn you in

“How dare

Mx Scroop’s thin, hard face was
almost purple with rage. He rose to
his feet.

“Leave my study, Bulkeley! You
are no longer a pxefect' Another word
and I will flog you!”

Bulkeley started.

“Flog me?” he ejaculated.

- Yes. you—head of the Sixth as you

i You would not flog me,” said Bul-
keley coolly. “I should not allow you
to do so, Mr. Scroop!”

“What?

“You heard what I said!”

Mr. Scrcop clenched his hands, and
advanced towards Bulkeley as if he
would attack the captain of Rookwood
on the spot.

Bulkeley’s nds involuntarily
clenched also, and he stood firm, his
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eyes The head-
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master paused.

Bulkeley’s temper was tising, and the
tyrant of Rookwood realised that it
would not do. The big Sixth Former
could have knocked him across the
fttudy, and he was in a humour to do

it.

Mr. Scroop pointed to the door.

“Leave my study!” he said thickly.

Bulkeley turned on his heel, and
sirode out of the study.

He had done his besb but he had not
improved matters. most weak
natures, Mr. Scroop \x s made only
more obstinate by opposition.

He was determined to go on in his
own way. But how he was to deal with
the storm when he had raised it was a
matter he did not pause to consider.

CHAPTER 38,
On the Warpath!

A EAR, hear!”
Jimmy Silver, mounted upon
the steps of the fountain in
the quad, was addressing Rookwood
generally, and loud cheers punctuated

his remarks.

Mornington, the cause of all the
trouble, stood looking on from a dis-
tance, with his friends, the Rookwood
nuts. Townsend and Topham and the
rest were looking a little alarmed.

Secure in the favour of the Head,
Mornington & Co. had never doubted
that they held the upper hand, and
that Jimmy Silver would have to *“toe
the line ”; but they were uneasy now.

If there were an outbreak against the
Head’s authority, what then? = The
rebels would be risking floggings and
expulsion; but if they were ready to
r‘;n that risk, there was nothing to

stop them. And, in that case, Morning-
tun & Co. were hkely to find themselves

very hot water. g
i It’s all gas!” sail Morninglon ?n

temptuously.  “Theyll knuckle w
fast eriough!”
“X

don’t know,” said Townsend

i “Jimmy Silver was leader
of a barring-out once, vheu old Man-
ders was left in charge!

“Seroop will bring him to his
senses! What they want are floggings,
and plenty of ’em!” said & Iommgcon.
“That's what they’re going to get!

“They say they won't be flogged,”
smd Topham,

“Gas!” said Mornington scornfully.

But_Mornington’s friends did not

share his views. Jimmy Silver was not
given to “gas,” and they were well
aware of it.

The crowd round Jimmy was thicken-
ing. Not only the Fowth Form,
Classicals and Moderns, bu the Shell,
the Third, and the Second were well
rcpresenied there. Even some of the
Fifth, seniors as they were, had joined
the throng.

The Sixth, certainly, were too lofty
and dignified to join in anything of th"
kind. But it was well known that even
the Sixth were restive under Mr.
Scroop’s rule, and that he had no sym-
pathisers in the top Form, excepting
among a few bullies like Knowles and
Catesby.

Jimmy Silver had not acted without
thinking. He knew that in case of a
rebellion Mr. Scrcop would be backed
up only by the masters, whose position
compelled them to uphold authority.
And even the masters would be acting
against the grain in supporting Mr.
Scroop's tyranny.

There was_hardly a fellow at Rook-
wocd who had not some grievance
against the new Head.

Lines and lickings had fallen like
leaves in Vallombrosa ever snce Mr.
Scroop had come to ROOKWOO

The new Head did not leme the
Forms to their Form-masters. He was

t interference,
which made the masters resentful and
the pupils furious. y

Instead of the general supervision
Dr. Chiflolm had exercised, there was
an incessant n*eddlmg, worrying inter-
ference, tions, and con-
tinual pqmshmm's And--to put the

g
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1id on, so to spe: Mornington of the
Fourth was exempted from all the un-
easantness that had fallen to the lot
of the rest. Tyranny alone would have
been bad enough; hut tyranny and
favouritism cumcmcd were the limit.
Tw floggings ordered for one
morning Liad nnly mme Rookwood
gasp. Everybody but Scroop could
Sco that trouble was L» n to follow.

Bootles. the master

came oub while Jimmy

s in progress. With a worried
came towards the group,

frowning = little as he heard Jimmy's

fiery wor
« Genth and fell

we're, nuu b!andim’ it!

own admaster back!”
“Flear, hear!”

“Scroop is a meddling ass———"

“Bravol” §

“And a rotten tyrant!”

Loud applause.

“Nobody's going

TR

We want 0\,\:

to be flogged this
morning! Nobody’s going to be flogged
again by Screcop!  We all stand
O"eth(‘l in that!”
Shoulder to

Lovell.
“Wweve stood ensugh from  that
tyrant—-"

“Too much!”

“And were not standing any more.
1 look to all Rookwood to back me up
in st'mcmf' up for the rights of Rook-
W

Thunderb of applause.

“Dear me!” murmured My, Boot’gb

shoulder!” roared
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“What the dickens—""

“A which?”

“The plans are laid, and will be car-
ried out,” said Ji ilver, “I won'
go info paznculars, a.s there are spies
about.” He made a gesture towards
the group of nuts. “But all's ready—
quite ready. If Scroop keeps on as he's
started, there’s going to be trouble!”

“Hear, heaxr!”

“Boysi” Mr. Bootles slrave to make
his voice heard. “Boys! You have
been directed to assem!!lc in Hall
Kindly o into Hall at once.”

There was & buzz among the juniors.
Bui Jimmy Silver jumped down from
the step of the fountain ai once.

“Certainly, sirt” he said.

«T trush, Silver, that—that there will
be no recklessness,” said Mr. Bootles,
eyeing the captain of the Fourth. “You
must be aware that—that the discipline
of the school must maintained.
Kindly be quite orderly.”

“Yes, sir, Order, yuu fellows!”

Mr. Bootles, somewhat relieved, and
judiclously affecting not to have heard
Jimmy Silver’s fiery remarks, went
back into the house. The juniors fol-
lowed him in a buzzing crowd.

“You're toeing the line, after all,”
remarked Mornington, with a . sneer-
ing smile 2t the captain of the Fourth.

Jimmy gave him a scornful glance.

“We arc obeying Mr. Bootles,” he
said. “Bootles has a right to be
obeyed. We shall not obey Scroop.”

““Gas!” said Mornington.

“Sure I'm fed-up with that spal-

“Gentlemen, a select
heen formed to carry on the war,” said
Jimmy Silver. “The Ginger Group of
Rookwuodé—

“Ha, ha, hat”

“The Ginger Group has laid its
plans!”

“A  barring-out, bedad!”
Flynn.

Jimmy shook his head

“Not a ba rtlngfont«n barring-in,"”
he replied.

“Phawat?”

roared

peen!” Flynn, “’I‘ak him

into Hall wid ye, bhoys— the

nng ’s-march for the howling roner"’
Hurray!"

Flynn's suggestion caught on at once.
A dozen juniors laid hands upon
Mornington.

He was whirled off his feet and frog's-
marched into Hall, with loud yells from
Mornington, and shouts of laughier
from the rest.

“There, you rotteri” said Lovell, as
Mornington was sent sprawling in the
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middle of the hall,
think of you!”

“Yarooh!”

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed
Boot.les hm’rymg to the spot. “Order!
My lads, I beg of you to keep
crdex‘l The Head is about to enter.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy.

Mornington staggered to his feet, dis-
hevelled, and panting, and furious.

“Go to your place, Mornington!”
said Mr. Bootles coldly.

He had no liking for the Head’s
fayo!urite

“that’s what we

“Silence! Go to your place!”

Mornington savagely fell into the
ranks of the Fourth.

All Rookwood was assembled in Hali,
from the high and mighty Sixth down
to the Second.

There was a buzz_of anticipation.
Mr. Bootles and Mr. Manders and the
other masters did their
silence. But it
Rookwood fellows were already out of
band.

‘The buzz increased as the upper deor
opened, and the new Head came in,
with rustling gown and frowning face.
Sergeant Kettle followed him in. The
old sergeant’s business was to ‘“hoist ”
the offenders for the floggings, and he

an extensive task that morning—
quite a shipping order, as Raby
humorously remarked. The expression
on the old sergeant’s bronzed face did
not seem to indicate that he had any
relish for his task.

All eyes were fixed upon the Head.

“Silence!” rapped out Knowles of
the Sixth.

“Go and eat coke, Kflowlest” !ame a
voice from the Fourth, followed by a
laugh, and the Modern prefect turned
pink.

“gflence—silence!” exclaimed Mr.
Eooblc.,, in distress.
was something like

And there
silence at last.
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CHAPTER 29,
Refellion at Rookwood!
R. SCROOP looked over the
M assembled school, with a glitter]
in hLis steely eyes.

There was no sign of yield:
hard face.

The sentence was to be earried out
—if Mr. Scroop could cairy it out. It
had not_yet dawned upon him that
perhaps he could not.

“Silence!” His voice was harsh and
threatening. “Boys, you have been
assembled to witness the punishment
o[”a number of incorrigible offenders

3 in his'

“Rats!”

“What! What!
shouted Mr. Scroop.

“Yah!”

hate”!

sal

‘Who

There was a chuckle in the crowded
hall, and Mr. Scroop’s face was thun-
derous.

“Mr. Bootles! It was a boy in your
Form who called cut.”

“Bless my soul!”

“Find that boy at once and scnd him
here!”

“Really, sir, I did not observe—-"

“I expect a Form-master to use his
eyes and his ears, Mr. Bootles.”

The Fourth Form master crimsoned
to the Very €ars,

“I repeat Mr. Bootles, that I expect
you to use your eyes and your ears.,
A boy in your Form has addressed dis-
respectful words to me. Send him to
me at once!”

“Mr. Sercop

“You are wasting time, Mr. Bootles.
I cannot help suspecting that you are
deliberately shielding the offender.”

“I hayve not been accusi

1

ing adgressed in this m:
Scroop® exclaimed the Fourih Form
master. |

“You will become accustomed to it,
sir, unless you maintain better dis-
gphé)e in your Form!” snapped the

o “ Indeed! 'ou are mistaken, sir,”;
gasped Mr. BOOJes, his gentle nature!
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roused to resistance at last. “I decline
absolutely to suhnnt, to such intem-
perate language, sir!”

“Bravo!” sang out Lovell

“You are encouraging these young
rascals in insubordination!” exclaimed
Mr. Scroop. “I shall hold you to
account for this, Mr. Bootles.”

“You will do nothing of the sort,
sir!” retorted Mr. Bootles, with spirit,
“I resign my position here, sir, and
refuse to take any further orders from
you! As you are not satisfied, sir, with

management of my Form, I leave
the Fourth Form in your hands, sir!”

And Mr. Bootles, with his eyes gleam-
ing and his ears burning, marched
djrectly out of Hall

“Hurr“"' roared the Fourth Form,

one voice, the thunderous roar
Xollowmp M1 Bootles from the hall.

“Silence!” shrieked Mr. Scroop.

“Hip, h!r) hurray!”

“Brave

“Hip, hlpl"

Mr. Scrcop shouted for silence in
vain. Not for several minutes did the
roar die away.

The new Head stood_esticulating,
and almost purple in the face. His
voice was heard again as the roar died
away—chiefly for want of breath.

“How dare you! This insolence shall
be severely punished! I will maintain
order in this school, or I will know
the rcason why! Bulkeley—Neville—
Knowles—I expect the pl‘(‘u.cts to keep
Junior boys in order.”

“I am no longer a prefect, sn', said
Bulkeley coolly. “For that reason—
and others—I decline to interfere.”

“Bilence, Bulkeley!”

“Very well, -sir!”

“Knowles, kindly read out the list of
names of boys sentenced to flogging,

and send them forward.

“Certainly, si

EKnowles xend ouc the list.

It was a long list. Silver, Raby,
Newcome, Lovell, .Dodd, Cook, Doyle,
Flynn, Oswald, Rawson, Towle, Hooker,
Jones minor, Dickinson mmor. and half
a dozen others.
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The reading of the list was punc-
tuated with jeers from the Fourth
Formers, and some of the names could
hardly be heard.

“The boys named will go forward,”
said Knowles as he finish

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver.

‘Twenty juniors marched up the hall
with Jimmy Silver at their head.

They did not look like delinquents
going to punishment, however.

They sauntered up the hall, with
their hands in their pockets, and smiles
on their faces.
line was evidently at an end.

If Mr. Scroop had had a little more
perception, he would have observed it,
and might yet have retreated from the
position he had taken up. But na
thought of retreat was in his mind so

The culpyits stood in a crowd before
the Head, meeting his steely glance
with cool recklessness.

“You will be flogged first, Silver,”
said Mx Scoop. ¢ Take him up, ser-
gean!

“Yessir‘” mumbled Sergeant Kettle.

“We're not going to be flogged, sir,”
said Jimmy Silver quietly.

“Take him up!” roared Mr. Scrcop

The sergeant advanced tow:
Jimmy Stlver. He blmked hesnntmgly
at the captain of the Fourth.

» “Now, Master Silver,”
suasively.

Jimmy shook his head.

“Nothing doing, sergeant,” he sald
cheerily.

“Now, you know—-"

“Take him up, sergeant!
hear?”

“ Werry \vcll sir}” The sergeant

ame On. I shall 'ave to use force,
Master Sﬂverl”

“Better not!” advised Jimmy. “We
don’t want to hurt you, sergeant.
You're a good old son you know. But
we're not taking any!

Sergea.m. Keme laid his hands on

my. The next moment five or six
pairs of hands werc laid on him, and

he said per-

Do you
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he was whirled cway frdm Jimmy
Silver, and bumped on the flcor.
“Ow-wow!” gasped the sergeant,
The Head stood rooted to the floor.
Evidently he had not exvected this,
though everyone else in Big Hall had

“What!” he gasped.
Neville — Knowles — assist
geant!”

Bmheley of the Sixth looked ab the

ead, and then, without speaking,
valkcd out of the hall. Neville, after
a moment’s hesitation, followed him.
The rest of the Sixth looked umeasily
at one another. But none offered to
interfere. Even Knowles did not come
forward. He realised that it would not

“Bulkeley—
the

0.
“Will you obey me?” thundercd the

Head. “Knowles, help the sergeant at
Oncci ! Catesby — Frampton-—1 order
you!”

The three Modern préfects, thus
called on by name, came reluctantly

orward.

Sergeant Kettle staggered up.

He was not much hurt, but he was
winded. He gasped and blinked at
the young rebels, in a state of great un-
cerainty.

look here- o began

wles.

st Oh. cheese it!” said Jimmy Silver.
“We don't want to hurt you,
Enowles, bub 3cad better mmd your

own busine:

“You cheeky young sweep—="

“Dry up, Knowles!”

“Shut up!”

“Go_and eat coke!”

“Kick him out of Hall!” roared
Lovell.

“Hurray!”

“Back up, Fourth!”

‘There was a rush for 11xow1ns. He
was unpopular, and his #npopularity

stood him in very ill stead now. He
was collared by a dozen pairs of hands,
and, struggling furiouy, he was
rushed out of the hall, and pitched out
of the big doorway.
Catesby and Frampton

prompily
-
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rvelreated into the ranks of the Sixth.
T

N,
roop seemed peb

Mr. S
“Boys!” he Lhunducd “H\,\v dare

vou! Every boy taking part in this
shall he severely flogged! Mr.
Sereop’s mind was still running on
punisimen could not

that the time of punishments was
past.,

“Rats!”

“Bosh!”

“Go and eat coke!”

“Yah!”

Such were the vreplies of the
Fourth Formers.

Almost beside himself with rage,
Mr. Scroop made & rush at the
Juniors, bran ing the birch. His
blows fell right and leit, and there
was a chorus of wild yells.

But the rekels were quite out of
hand now.
“Collar hmx'“ yelled Jimmy Silver.

“Bu ‘n ln

“Oh, nmumued Cateshy,
aghast. “Hump the Head! I'm get-
ting cut of this!”

e Head was struggling
ing amid a wild crowd of ju
isappeared from sight among them.
His birch was dragged away, his gown
rent into rags. He rolled on the floor
uiterly breathless. It was such a scene
as had never before been enacted in
the oid Hall of Rockweed.

£

lash-
3. He

CHAPTER 40,
Barred-In}

“ ~ROOOGH!”
G Mr. Scroop sprowled on the
floor, and  spluttered and

gasped.

Some of the Sixth ran forward—not
sympathising with Mr, Scroop in the
least—Igit feeling that they were called
upon  to xmermo Some of them
walked out of the hall, feeling that it
was o business of

“‘Stop this!” e\.cl'nmz‘d Frampton.
“Don’t touch the Head! How dare
youl - Yarocoh—leggo—yooopt”
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Frampton went spinning. The blood
of the rebels was up now, and they
did not stand cn ceremony with seniors

who “chipped i

“Clear the hall"‘ shouted Jimmy
Silver. “Seniors and masters  out-
side!”

“Hurray!”

“Boys!” shrieked Mr. Manders.
“Boys! Let go my gown, Lovell!
Release me at once, Rawson!
Goodness gracious! Oh, dear! Yah!”

There was a wild and whirling scene
in Big Hall.

A hundred fellows at least were
backing up Jimmy Silver & Co,, and
they held possession of the hall.

Mornington and his friends had
already cleared off. Most of the
seniors had slipped out. They were
powerless to stop the riot, and they did
not mean to join in. Mr. Scroop had
raised the hurricane, and it was left to
him to rule it if he could. Apparently
he -couldn’t.

The new Head still sat on the floor.
A dozen junioS were dancing a
triumphant war-dance round him, and
the new Head was blinking at them,
breathless, enraged, and astounded.

Mr. Manders was rushed out of
Hall, and the other masters followed
him—hustled a little, and rather
humedly

ery few minutes the hall was

cleared nf all but Jimmy Silver’s parti-

ns. The ancient oak rafters rang
with triumphant cheers,

It was time for lessons in the
Form-rooms. But nothing was Jess
likely than lessons -that mommg at
Rookwoocd.

Mr. Scroop staggered to his feet at

ast.
His hard face had become pale. He
realised that he had raised a storm he
could not _quell
His only thought now was to get
away from the raging crowd of revolted
schoolboy s, leaving the no’ to deal with
itse

But he was not to escape so easily.
As he made a stumbling rush for the

OWN LIBRARY 81

upper door, he was surrounded by the
rebels and hustled bac!
“Let  me passl" "shrieked Mr.

Scroop,
“Stand where you are!”

“Silver, how dare you!®”

“Oh, cheese it!” said Jimmy
Silver.

“What? What? You Jdare address
me—your headmaster—- &

“You're not our Head!” sald Jimmy
Silver coolly. “We don’t recogmse you
as the Head of Rookwood.”

i Ycu‘you insolent——"
Lo Chisholm’s our head,”

”Lovel!! I—
shrieked Mr. Scroop,

“You won't pass!” said Jimmy Silver
determinedly. “We don’t want to
handle you, Mr. Scroop. But you'll get
handled if you don't keep where you
are, and that’s flat!”

Mr. Scroop made a furious rush.

He was hustled back and plumped on
th0 floor. This time he stayed there.

eep an eye on him!” said

Jimmy Silver.

“You bet!”

sald
Let  me pass!”

The Fistical Four, leaving Mr. Scroop
to gusp, proceeded to the upper door,
which was closed. Jimmy Silver pro-
duced a screwdriver, a gimlet, and a
number of long screws.

Taking turns with the screwdriver,
the ]umors screwed up the door,

Mr, Scroop watched that proceeding
in blank amazement.

The "upper door having been
secured, . the Fistical Four returned.
Jimmy’s voice called the rebels to-
gether, and they marched out of Hall.

Ar. Scroop rushed after them.

The big oaken door at the lower end
of the hall slammed in his face.

The rebels crowded outside it. Two
or three of them held it shut, while
Jimmy Silver bored deep holes with
the gimlet and Lovell drove in screws.

The wood was hard, and the screws
were long, and it- was not an easy
tusk but it was accomplished at last.

oth doors of Big Hall were
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securely screwed Up now; and Mr.
Scroop, the new Head of Rookwood,
was a helpless prisoner—screwed in.

His voice could be heard raging on
the inner side of the heavy door.

“That job’s done” sald Jimmy
Silver, in a tone of satisfaction.

“But—but what’s the little game?”
exclaimed Tommy Cook.

“A barring-in!” sald Jimmy coolly.

“Oh, my hat!”

“It’s rather better than a barring-
out, in this case,” said Jimmy. “We

had a barring-out once, against old
Manders. We were prisoners while we
were barring him out. This time the
giddy tyrant is a prisoner, and we're
barring him in.”

‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!"”

Thump! Thump! Thump!

Mr. Scroop was beating furiously on
the door.

“Let me out!” he shneked
hear me? Let me out

my stooped f,o the kevhole
“Ha.nn Scroop!” he called through.
“What? What?”

““You're barred in. You won'’t be let
out till you come to terms,” said Jimmy
lever \vith perfect coolness.

u young scoundrel—-"

“Better language, please.”

“I—I—]

“Do you

I—I will— You shall be
flogged—expelled ! I—f— Mr.
Scroop stuttered with fury.

“rl talk to you when youre

calmer,” sald Jimmy Silver. “When

you want to discuss terms, you can

show a whxtv ﬂag from the window.”
“Ha,

A howl of rnge from the imprisoned
ter was the only response.
“Oh, my

chuckled Tommy
Dodd. ‘“What a wheeze! ~ A barring-
out is mothing to this! No\v we're
monarchs of all we_survey

“Hurrah!”

“ Crood-bye, Scroopey!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The junicrs troopl off, laughige and
cheering. ~ But Jimmy Silver’S” work
was not done yet. He posted fellows
to watch the windows, lest the im-
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prisoned Head should attempt to
escape that way. It was not likely, as
the hall windows were very high from
the ground. But the captain of the
Fourth left nothing to chance. Then
the ladder was borrowed from the
woogd-shed, and the rebels made a
round of the hall windows, putting a
screw into each.

Mr. Scroop’s face appeared at a win-
dow as they finished. He had dragged
a table to the window, and mounted on
it. His face was flatlened against the
glass, and he looked out. The juniors
burst into a laugh at the sight of him.
The new Head had fallen from his
high estate with a vengeance,

Jimmy Silver waved his hand to
him.

"Comm" to terms yet?” he called

Cxa sh!

Mr. Scroop’s elbow smashed through
a pane of glass, Then his voice could
be heard.

i Lett me out instantly!”

“R:

“You shall all be expelled for this!

“The whole gxddy school ! grmned
Lovell. “Ther on’t be any Rook-
wood left if \were nn expelled, cocky!™

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you—you—
me uut,qb once!

) (LI
I-I will send for the

“You can’t,”

said Jimmy Silver
“and it wouldn’t be any use if

you could. Rookwood fellows never
shall be slaves!™
“Hurrah!”

And the triumphant rebels marched
off, leaving the new Head to rave and
gesticulate at the window.

CHAPTER 41,
Mornington Has Bag Luck!
lT was an eventful morning at Rook-
Wi .

L d

Lessons were not to be thought

o
=3

:I'he rebels paraded the quadrangle,
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or adjourned to the playing-fields, at
their own sweet will.

Mr. Bootles remained in his study,
in a very perturbed frame of mind. As
he had resigned his position as a
master, he had no right to interfere.
Neither would his interference have
been allowed. Bulkeley was equally
nonplussed. As captain of Rookweod,
he felt that it was up to him to do
something. But Mr. Scroop himself
had deposed him from his position as
a prefect. His authority was gone.

The Sixth generally looked to
Bulkeley for guidance, and Bulkeley
gave no lead. He was, as a matter of
fact, as fed up with Mr. Scroop as the
juniors were. The new Head’s reckless
tyranny had brought about this state
of affairs, and it was for the Head to
pub an end to it if he could.

Bulkeley simply went into the Sixth-
Form room as usual, and the rest fol-
lowed him. The Fifth also went in to
lessons. But the juniors held high
holiday. They were in a reckless mood,
and quite prepared to measure strength
with the seniors, if the laiter chipped
in. But civil war at Rookwoodswas
averted by Bulkeley taking the matter
quietly.

Mr. Manders, the Modern master,
made one attempt to release the
Head. But he was hustled away un-
ceremoniously, and after that he felt it
best to keep on the Modern side.

1t was a curious state of affairs, and
it was certain that it could not last—
though how it was to end was a puzzle
to Jimmy Silver himself.

‘What was certain was that Jimmy
Silver & Co. would never give in. They
were done with the new Head.

“The governors will have to take 2
hand in the game,” said Tommy Dodd
sagely. “Somebody will let them know.
And they’ll have sense enough to see
that our old Head will have to come
back. It's the finish for Scroop, any-

“I:lallo, here's Bootles!” sald Jimmy.
Silver. “Give him @ cheer!”
Mr. Bootles was seen crossing the
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quad towards the gates in his hat and
coat. The Rookwood Rebels gave him
a ringing cheer, which made Mr.
Bootles’ ears turn pink, but of which
he took no notice. He walked out of
the gates.

“Gone for the peelers!” suggested
Towle.

“Rats! Gone to wire to the Head,
more likely.”

“Blow the peelers!” said Jimmy
Silver independently. “They can’t in-

terfere with us in the school. We're
all right.”
“Right as rain!” agreed Lovell:

“Who says dinner?”

The juniors went into the dining-
hall to dinner. It was served as
usual. The seniors were at their
tables, and some of them looked very
queerly at the young rebels. Bulkeley
made no sign.

Mornington  was at the Fourth
Form table, looking very grim. He
had been ragged several times that
morning by excited juniors, and
ducked in the fountain once. With

e Head barred in, the Head’s
favourite was not likely to find much
mercy.

His the nuts of d,

had come in for a share of the juniors’ .
attentions. ‘Townsend and Smythe &
Co. were tired of it. They showed a
very different manner towards his lord-
ship now.” While the new Head was
all-powerful and Mornington was his
favourite, Morny’s friendship had been
a boon and & blessing. But now that
his friendship exposed his friends to
raggings and hustlings, the matter was
ehanged.

The nuts of Rockwood looked very
coldly on their former leader, and
Mornington found himself generally
avoided.

Avoided by his former friends, and
scorned and disliked by the rebels, his
lordship found himself in an exceed-
ingly uncomfortable position. He evi-
dently did not enjoy it in the least:

His hope was that . Scroop
would obtain his liberty and regain his
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authority. But without help that did
not seem likely. All the mornidg Mr.
Scroop had raged in the screwed-up
Hall like a lon in his den. Only Mr.
Manders had made an attempt t,o help
him, and Mr. Manders had failed

The juniors were still busy \uth
their dinner when Mornington left the
table and strolled out of the dining-
hall. He sauntered _carelessly down the

towards the windows of the hall

“Mr, Scroop was looking out through
the broken pane, with a face that was
white with rage and chagrin. had
been surveying the deserted quad, and
his face brightened at.the sight of
Mornington.

N Mornington placed his finger to his
ips.

He ran across the quad. and disap-
peared in the direction of the wood-
shed. In a few minutes he came back
bearing the ladder.

e ladder was reared against the
window, and Mornington mounted
quickly.

“They're all at dinner, sir,” he said
hurriedly. “You can get out before
they know. Then you can call in the
police and deal with the rotters,”

“The police!” muttered Mr. Scroop,
with a haggard look.

He was doubtful whether police
assistance would be any use to him.
But of one thing he was quite assured
—that a headmaster who required the
help of the police to keep order in the
school had not long to remain at Rook-

wood.

“Get out of the window, sir.”

“How can I get out?” growled Mr,
Scroop.  “The window is screwed
fast!”

“That pane’s big enough—"

“I shall cut myself!”

“Isn’t it wol risking, to get out

before those foung ruffians come
back!” exclairled Mornington im-
patiently. “You can’ stick in there
all day, T suj

Mornington’s manner to his head-
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master was far from respectful. But
Mr. Scroop did not seem to 1p it
“I—I will try,” he muttered.

It was not easy for a large, middle-
aged gentleman to squeeze himself
through the space of a pane of glass,
even a large pane. And the jagged
edges of the glass did not look inviting.

Mr. Scroop put his head through,
Elnd drew it back again.

uick!”  exclaimed Mornington.
"Tnev may be oui any minute!”
“The glass—"

“Chance it, sir!”

“I do not intend to cut
pieces!” snarled Mr. Scroo)
away the rest of the glass.”

“They’ll hear it—-"

“Do as, I tell you!” snapped Mr.
Scroop. “I will not have my orders,
d:sputcd by you, at all events, Morn-
ington!”

Mornington gritted his teeth, but he
obeyed. He ran down the ladder and
picked up a stone, and hastily ascended
again. With blows from the stone he,
smashed out the remainder of the'
large pane, to leave a clear space for.
the headmaster to crawl through. -

Smash! Smash! Smash!

“Hallo!” Jimmy Silver looked out
of the House, and in a moment he
was dashing towards the spot. “Come!
on, fellows!”

The rebels swarmed after him.
They thronged round the ladder, and|
Mornington glared down abt them;

funousl

“So - that’s the liftle game!”
grinped Jimmy Silver, swarming up
the ladder after Mornington.

“Ill brain_you if you come near
me!” hissed Mornington, gripping the
stene hard.

Jimmy Silver caug] lu his wrist.

“Let go that stone!”

“I won't!”

Jimmy compressed his grip, and the
gstone dropped to the ground, with a
howl of pain from Mornington.

“Now get in ab that window!” said

-

myself to
op.  “‘Break

Jimmy.
“What?”
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“Youwre so fond of your precious
I'ch you can keep him company!”
Jimmy Silver coolly. “Tumble

1.}'
“T \\ont‘” velled Mornington.

‘Yo —and  sharp!”  said
“'n you go!”
nington grappled
ggled  furiously, reckl: of
hught of the ladder. But he was no
match for Jimmy Silver.

His head and shoulders were forced
hirough

with
s

ik the opening by main
strength, and Jimmy seized his thrash-
ing legs.

“In you gol”

There was a shout of laughter from
below. The rebels of Rookwood were
watching the scene with great enjoy-
ment,

“Yarooh!” roared Mor:
he went in head first.
Leggo! ©h, my hat!
Catch me, Mr, Scroop!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

i Mornington clutched held desper-
ately of the Head, standing on the
'~ table within. His 10**5 slid in at the
window, and his weight dragged Mr.
. Scroop over, and he sat down vaLntlj
¥ cn the table, with Mornington sprawi-
ing over him. His clenched hand
struck savagely at Mornington, and
the junior rolled off to the floor with

a
slid

‘nington, as
“Hold on!
I shall fall!
Oh, crumbs!™”

. di Silver grinned and
down the ladder.

“The dear friends are falling out!”
he remarked. “Get this Jadder back
to the wood-shed and lock it up. They
can keep each other compeny for a
bit.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Jadder was rushed away.
Mornington’s face appeared at the win-
dow after a few minutes convulsed
-with rage. FHe shook his fist at the
Jjuniors be!ow and a roar of laughter
answered hi

Mormngx,ons attempt at rescue had
been a failure, and the only result was
that he was barred-in as well as Mr.
Scroop!

21

GHAPTER 22
No Surrender!
IMMY SILVER & CO. arrived under
the window of Mr. Scroop’s prison,
J and Jimmy tossed up a stone to
draw attention,
The savage
looked out.
“Have you come to your senscs?” he
e\: aimed fiercely.
“The question is—have you come to
_',ours? said Jimmy Silver.
, you young hound—->"
" tvauOhty' > sald Jimmy, waggin;
his zoreﬁnw:\' reprovingly at the He;,d
- Mr. Scroop seemed to choke.
“We don’t want to starve you,” ex-
plained Jimmy. “¥ou can have some

bread and cheese if you like. Say the

face of Mr. Scroop

M Scroop splutlered, but he
calmed down. As a matter of fact, he
was very hungry. It was hun.]hatmﬂ
to accept bread and cheese as a favour
from the young rebels whom he longed
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to flog. But the only alfernative was
to miss his lunch entirely. There was
no escape for the barred-in master.

“Well?” said Jimmy,
“You may bring lLl" gasped Mr.
Scroop.

Jimmy cut across to the tuckshop
and made up & bundle of bread and
cheese, and returned with it.

“Catch, cocky!” he called out.

Whether the headmaster liked being
addressed as “cocl
the

He disappeared from the
window with the bundle.

“Sing out when you want to come to
terms!” called out Jimmy Silver.

Mr. Scroop reappeared at the
\vAndo

“What do you want?” he said, be-
tween his teeth. “This ridiculous

situation has lasted long cnouﬂh. I—
I will pardon you if—h

‘The juniors grinned. Mr. Scroop
was climbing down wlth a vengeance.
Not_that the rebels believed that he
\wuld keep his word, if he could help

“Sorry sir, that Isn’t enough,” said
Jimmy Silver politely. “We want our
Head back.”

“That is nothing to do with me.”

“It’s a lot to do with us” said
Jimmy cheerfully. “We're not giving
in till our Head comes back. You're
barred in, sir, till you're prepared to
clear out of Rookwood for good. In
for a penny, in for a pound, you
know.

"wmu"

“Y¥ou see, we tried to stand you, and
you wouldn't et us. Now yowve got
0 go!”

“ Hear, hear!”

Mr. Scroop shook @ furious fist at
the juniors, and disappeared from the
window ag:

“My onl§ hat!” murmured Tommy
Dodd. “HOw is this going to en

“Look after the prescm, and 1& the
future take care of itself,” said Jimmy
Silver, with ~ shrug of the shoulders.

“Our Head wlil have to come back,
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that's all. We're not s!;’mdmg that out-
sider. Hallo! Who

“Great Scott! ns the chaunmn of
the governors!”

“Morny’s uncle, by gum!”

A tall, white-whiskered gentleman,
in an eyeglass, alighted from a car at
the gates of Rookwood. He strode to-
wards the School House with a frown-
ing brow. The jdmor 8
knew him by sight, watc
up. They could guess now that Morn-
ington had somehow communicated
with his uncle that mommg, before he
was imprisoned in Big Hall with the
Head. Bug the frowns of Sir Rupert
Stacpoole did not terrify the rebcls of
Rookwood.

“Hal” exclaimed the
“Where’s my nephew?”

“In the boot-room, sir,”

Silver.

baronet.
said Jimmy
“In the boot-room!” exclaimed Sir
Rupcrt “My nephew?”
Yes. I suppose
boy’s uncle, sir?” said
with polite innocence.
“I am Mornington’s uncle!” thun-

dered thc baronet.
mistake!”

i Momy’s in Hall!

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Screwed in!” gasped Sir Rupert.

youre the hoot-
Jimmy Silver,

sald  Jimmy,
Screwed in!”

“Exactly! Would you like to speak
to him? Morny!” shouted Jimmy
Silver.  “Show a leg, you lubber!

Here’s nunky!"”

Mornington’s face appeared at the
window. It lighted up at the sight
of Sir Rupert Stacpoole.

“I'm glad you've come, uncle!” he
exclaimed.

“I ordered the .car immediately I
recelved your wire!” gasped the

baronet. “What does this state of
affairs mean?”
Mornington gave Jimmy Silver &

Co. a venomous look. He felt that he
had the upper hand at last.

“There’s a rebellion here, uncle:
The Head is screwed in here with me.
Jimmy Silver is responsible for it.”
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“Good heavensl!” stuttered Sir
Rupert.
“We're all responsible, sir,” said

Lovell coolly.
gether, too!”
“Release Mr. Scroop and
nu)hew at oncel” shouted Sir Rweft
Rats!”

“And we're sticking to-

“Wha-a-at! You—you insolent young
rascals, do you know that I am chair-
man of he governors?” shouted Sir
Rupel You shall all be expelled for
ﬂm! I will have o clean sweep made
here!”

“You won't interfere with us,” said
Jimmy Silver coolly. “We want our
Head back. No lessons till Dr. Chis-
holm comes back. Rookwood fellows
never shall be slaves!”

“I command you fo release my
nephew at once!”

“Bow-wow!”
“What!” shrieked Sir Rupert.

“B-O-W-W-O-W.1” said Jimmy
i “Bow-wow!”

, hat”

The baronet gazed speechlessly at
Jimmy Silver. He grasped his cane,
and raised it in the air. Tommy Dodd
jerked it away from him, and sent it
spinning across the quad. *

Then the juniors walked away, leav-
ing Sir Rupert Stacpoole gasping.
Mornington and Mr. Scroop looked
out of the window, gasping, too.

“Great Scott!” stuttered Sir Rupert
at last. “Mr. Scroop, is this the way
. you keep order and discipline in the

school? I recommended you for the

post, sir, supposing that you were fit
for it, by gad! I come here, and find
the place like a.den of wild beasts, sir.

I am treated with disrespect—I,

gad! If this is the way you managp

Rookwood, Mr. Scroop, the sooner you

80 the better!

I have bnen assaulted=screwed in
ths room—-""

“Bah! Dr. Chisholm was never
assaulted and screwed in & room!”
enorted the baronet. “The young
rascals want flogging—"
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“Twenty floggings were o:dered for
is morning, and then-
“Twenty!” shouted Sir Ruparc “By
gad, is that the way you manage a
school? Tl warrant that Dr. Chisholm
has never administered twenty flog-
gings in his life, sir, but Rookwood was
never out of hand while he was here.
By gad, it’s a good thing, I think, Lhac
the governors have decided to senc
him back, though I opposed it. A good
thing, by gad, from what I see!”
Mommgwn Jumped.
s Dr. Chisholm coming back?”
he shovted.

”Bub—bac you—-"  stammered
Mornington, in dismay.

His uncle cut him short.

“The governors have investigated
the maiter, and_Dr. Chisholm has
satisficd them. It appears that he
flogged you, my boy, where many &
headmaster would have expeldsd you
into the bargain. I stood by you, bub
it was a meetig of the whole body
of governors, end the majority were
for retaining Dr. Chisholm’s services, 1
have resigned the ‘chairmanship.”

“Oh, gadl" muttered Mornington.

“And I am dashed if I am sorry
now,” fumed Sir Rupert. “A. pretty
state to find Rookwood in, upon my
word! Mr. Scrcop, I made a mistake in
sending you here, I can see that. Do
you mean to tell me that these young
rascals would have dared to screw Dr.
Chisholm in his Hall? You know they
would not. You cannot manage boys,
sir, and the sooner you understand
it the better.”

Mr. Scroop did not- speak. Perhaps
his feelings were too deep to find ex-
y | pression in words. Mornington’s face
was the picture of rage and dismay.
The Head of Rookwood was coming
back, and Mornington’s day was done.
He had heen the new Head's favourite,
but he knew how the old Head re-
garded

Sir Rupcrc Stacpoole fumed under
the window, Apparently he had
come to Rookwood to rcstore order by
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the terror of his glance, so to speak;
bui he found that the tgsh was beyond
his powers. Bulkeley of the Sixith came
out of the t:cusc, and the baronet
called to him.

“Is that you, Bulk: Come here,
sir! X uruerﬁ.hnd 1 you are head
prefect! Why have you allowed this

riot to go on?

“I am no I xn"nr a prefect, sir,” said
Bulkeley quictly. “Mr, Scroop decided
that I should bc a prefect no longer.”

“By gad! Why?”

“Recause 1 could not approve of
cruelty and injustice, sir,” sald Bul-
keley. “The juniors are out of hand
now, but I shall explain to Dr. Chis-
hoim, when iie returns, that they were
driven to it by Lyram.,‘ It will be my
duty to do so.”

“Good gad!” muttercd the baronet.

“Order would be restored at once if
Dr. Ohhhmm returned,” sai

“Unless that hap)
shall not chrfcre

this state, and it is his business, not
wmine.”

And Bulkeley walked on.

“Uncle, you are not goin’!” called
out Mornington, as the baronet
turned away.

Sir Rupert gave a snort.

“I can da ro good here,” he said.
“Dr. Chisholm ijs, I believe, on his way.
I can do nsmdg with theése rebelltous
young rascals! If you do nol choose

n Rookwood, you can come
me.”
1 hesitated,
vp  your mind,”
“If you choose to

er school. Mind, I am

inik that you were in
the line, and not
supposed. But I give

2 &

in the rigm 2s 1
you your cnmw in the matlex. Come

if you choose.”

“Y1 come!” said Moszgton
He dropped  fr the ndow.
There was a buzz nt the juniors in
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the quad as Mornington was se
valking to the gates bes: }de his unx
“Going, by gum!” exclaimed
Lovell.
“Hurrah!”
‘Good-bye, Morny!” shouted Tommy

Dedd.  “Shall I say good bye for you
at the Blrd Ta)
, ba, ha!
mmnl ngton scowled, and stepped
into the cor heside his uncle. A

minute more, and he was gone.

“CGood riddance!” said Jimmy Silver
heartily. “We ought to Ei‘.e Lhe oid
sport three cheers for that

And the rebsls of Rook \',Ood Iaughed
and cheered heartily.

CHAPTER 43.
Al Serenst

ERE'S Eootles!”
E‘{ “My bat! And the Fead
A taxicab turned in at the

gates of Rookwood, with the tw
"cntlemcn seated in it. It rolled up
the drive to the School House.

There was a loud cheer in the quad-
rangle,

Dr. Chishelm had returned!

Exectly what the Head would thnL
of the rebellion at Rockwood, and thy
barring- y_ Sllver & Co. cuuH
not guess. But thny meant to make
it clear that their old and revered
headmaster was welcome. Thunderous
cheers followed the taxi as it roiled

on.

Dr. Chisholm smiled slightly.

He had left Rookwood under a
cloud, but the decision of the govern-
ing board had fully vindicated him.
He had returned in all honour. Mr.
Bootles’ hurrled visit, and his ex-
planation of the state of affairs at
Rookwood School, had hastened his
reiurn.  And certainly the Head had
come at the right mcmeﬂt

He alighted at the School House
here Bulkeley met him
re all very glad to see you
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sir,” said the captain of Rook-

WO d

“I am glad to be back, Bulkeley,”
Dr. Chisholm, shaking hands
h the Sixth-Former.
to h'"u‘ from Mr. Bootles that
has been disorder during my absence

“It's very Umoxtunaue sirt”

“Surely you, Bulkeley, should have
‘exerted your influence—-"

Bulkeley celoured,

“I could do nothing, sir. The
juniors are to blarme, of course, but not

very much to blame. Twenty floggings
in one merning could not be expected
to pass quietly, especially when the
‘whole

school knew they were un-

ess my soul!” ejaculated fhe
Head. “Twenty! I am afraid that
Mr. Scroop has heen—ahem !—some-
what injudicious. Where is he now?”

“In  Hall, sir,” said Bulkeley,
racher awkwardly.

“I—ahem!—think the doors are
-astened murmured Mr. Bootles, *and
—and that Mr. Scroop is, in fact—
ahem!—a—a sort of prisoner, sir.”

Dr. Chisholm frowned.

“Dear me! That is very serious!
Will you see that he is released at
once, Bulkeley?”

cermmly, sir!®

“Can I lend you a serewdriver, Bul-
keley?” asked Jimmy Silver sweetly. “T
happen to have one in my pocket.”

“Thanks!” said Bulkeley, grinning.

Dr. Chisholm looked severely at the
crowd of juniors.

“Lessons are not yet-over!” he ex-
claimed, looking at his watch. “What
are you _\unmrs doing out of the Form-
rooms?”

“Ahem!”

“Yan-yon see, sir!®”

“Things are rather Upset to-day,
sir,” ventured Jimmy Silver. “Shall

we go in to lessons, sir?”

“Certainly! At once!”
“Very good, sir!”
With  wonderful obedience, . the
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juniors marched into the Scheol
House. Order was restored. The re-

bellion had been against Mr. Scroop
and his tyrannical methods, and with
the return of the Head it died a
natural death.

Mr. Bootles locked rather oddly at
his class as he came into the Fourth
Form room to take them for the last
lesson.

After what had happened during the
day the Pourth Form master ex-
pected to find his class in a restive
state.

But he was agreeably disappointed.

The Fourth Form, Classical and
Modern, were as geod as gold, and as
meek as little lambs. Jimmy Silver
knew what he was about, and his in-
fluence was all on the side of the re-
storation of order. The Rebels of
Rookwood wanted to make it clear that
they had been in the right, and they
were -very careful not to place them-
selves in the wrong.

Last lesson in the Form-rcoms went
off like clock-work, much to the reliet
of the masters.

Before the lessons concluded Mr:
Scroop had been released, and he had
driven away in the taxi in which Dr.
Chisholm had arrived. - When the
juniors came out of the Form-rooms
the tyrant of Rookwood was gone.

x 3 3 & B s [

Dr. Chisholm resumed his old place
at Rookwood, ‘and for several days
juniors were on their very best be-
haviour. It was understood . that
there was to be an inquiry into the
outbreak, and that  justice would ke
done. But the Head was a judicious
gentleman, and he knew when it was
wisest to forget, and apparently the
whole matter passed from his memory.
And as the rebels of Roakwood were
not called to_account, justice was in-
deed done. Jimmy Silver & Co. were
quite satisfied on that pont. ®

THE END.
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WHEN THE EARTH QUAKES

ANY and various are the forces
of Nature; but of these, earth-
quakes and volcanic eruptions

axe probably - the  most terrifying.
Imagine a towering mountain with
streams of molten rock pouring down
its ‘sides, and vast lumps of rock and
cinders hurtling from its summit into
the sky! Imagine also the surround-
ing country heaving and rcumrg like &

turbulent sea! s the sort of
thing that is sometimes expenemed in
countries where earthquakes are not
uncommon,

The Movement of Mountains !

What is the cause of earthquakes?
Many ideas have been put forward by
professors of science, and one of the
latest is that the cause is the move-
ment of mountains. = Many. people
seem to have the idea that an earth-
quake or volcanic erupt‘on is the earth
“letting off steam,” as it were, but the
“moving mountain” theory is totally
different.

Those who uphold it say that moun-
tains, like icebergs; have only a small
portion of their bulk expoged to the air,
the rest being beneath the surface of
the earth. The mountain is, in fact,
“floating” on the carth just as a berg

Aloats on the sea. And, as its upper
part gets worn away by wind and rain,
it tends moie more to move up-
wards, and at last it does 50, cracking
the earth’s crust around it, and so
causing an earthquake. z

When the Sirvata Slips.
Another cause of earthquakes,

it is

said, is the folding of the earth’s crust.
greal

With the strata

doing so dis-

su&dcnnes%

a town near at hand, leads to terrible
destruction,

A similar cause is the slipping of the
strata. jometimes it happens -that
there is a crack in the earth’s crust,
and the crust on one side of the crack
slips slightly, causing frightful damage.
It is not, however, necessary for the
slip to be a large one to cause an earth-
quake. It is the suddenmess with
which' it takes place that does the
damage.

If you balance a pencil upright on a
table, and strike tI
fist, the vibration, though only slight,
is quite sufiicient to make the pencil
fall over. It is the rapidity with which
the ta‘ble vikrates that causes the penc:
to fall.

Subterranean Explosion.

The cause of an earthquake near the
coast is often the sudden generation of §
steam beneath the sirata, caused by
the sea-water leaking through the
earth and gaining entry to a batholith
or reservoir of molten rock. If you've
ever seen water poured into molten lead
you will understand this betfer. When
once the water comes info contact with
the white-hot lava there's a frightful
subterranean explesion which shakes
the earth, cracks the strata, and if
there’s & town above, much damage is
done.

Volcanic eruptions can bn as terrible
as earthquak:
explodes, causiig aLmospherm waves
which sweep round the world and back
again. Indeed, when the voleanic
island of Krakatoa exploded, the
waves encircled the earth as many as
seven times!
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Favourites
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Ii Billy Bunter can’t quite get that ripping feed, you can get
the magnificent book-length yarn of the exciting adventures of
Hagry Wharton & Co. which is out now | The story features
“ Taiters,” the one-time tinker’s boy of Greyfriars, and tells of a
deep plot to ruin him in the eyes of the wealthy baronet who has
made * Tatters ** his heir ! You simply mustn’t miss this yarn.
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THE BLACK CLOUD.

Nelson Lee, detective, and his assistant
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