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"ONE ' PENNY.

Tom Belcher knew that the helpless black boxer was being swept along by the swirling waters, and without a thought to his own safety, he dropped from
Down, down, down he dropped, feet foremost, into the water below,

the parapet of the bridge,

The 1st Chapter.
The Rival Show.

“¥ say Tom, lad, just slip along to

Posh Fowell’s: booth, will you, and
see how things avé shaping there?"

It was Beo Adams, showman and
boxing-booth proprietor, who spoke,
and the words were addressed to a
diminutive gnd lively-looking hoy
who was sithing at the end of a
rostrum looking down at the faces of
the few countrymen who had deigned
to oross the fair ground ard have a
peep at Adams’ Booth., which, un-

TRUE TO HIS RIVAL

A Grand New Long Complete Tale of Adventure, introducing
TOM BELCHER, THE BOY BOXER.

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

[ happily for. Ben, had been allotted a
very bad pitch at Carrington
Fair,

Ben had just been exhausting him-
self in a strenuous appeal to the
public to  come in and see the finest
boxing show t ever went upon the
road,” and the net result of a ten
solid minutes’ harangde had been the
addjtion of but five persons to the
:{Jm:l but select crowd inside the

ooth.

The noise of steam organs and the

‘skir] of pipes and besting -of:driims

cand his anxiety
.were _going
- booih
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and ocymbpls came from different
parts of the fair ground.

Over there in_the neighbourhood
of the big travelling cireus business
was brisk enough.

Ben Adamne was one of the unfor-
tunates who did not seem to be able

‘to get.a move on ab ail.

ence his eppeal to Tom Belcher,
i to know how things
in the rival boxing-
Tﬁn} Belcher, rose briskly. i
“Righi* you -are, Ben,” "he said

cheerfully, and he at once jumped
down from the rostrum, pushed his
way through the crowd, and hurried
on .his mission.

Tom Belcher was wearing a loose-
fitting suit of somewhat shabby
clothes, which he’d drawn on over
his shirt and boxing knickers.

He wore a pair of ordinary boots,
and a neckerchief 'was tied about his
throat. A cap set sideways on his
curly head completed the outfit.

With hands in pockets Tom strode
briskly onwards,-until he eventually
arrived at Posh Powell's booth.

Powell’s - tent was a larger'one than
that which Ben Adams travelled.

It was newer and smartor-looking.
The gaudy and elaborately-carved
and gilt front with its grotesque oil-
painted panels depicting  various
incidents of the boxing-ring' caught
the eye.

Certainly
always have preferred to enter this
booth, after comparing it with, Ben's,

And’ there was a goodly crowd
gathered around the rostrum now.

Posh Powell was in his element.
He'd got himself up in theatrical
style. His silk hat, with broad,

the uninitiated would

‘back.

curling  brim, was set on the back of
his head. He wore a heavy over-
coat fitted with fur collar and cuffs.
Patent boots encased his feet.

His suit was of worsted matferial,
possessing a broad and conspicuous
stripe. He had swung his overcoat
open in order to display the fur

‘lining, and the heavy gold albert
‘which festooned his waistcont.

was red in the face from shout-

‘ing, and Tom Belcher stood by for

some. minutes listening to the non-

senge he was talking with an amused

smile on his face.

Acoording to Posh Powell, he was
the only honest showman on earth;
all his boxers. were champions; he
was the only booth proprietor who

-offered genuine money prizes to any-

one who could beat any of his boxers,
and if anyone was dissatisfied with,
the show, he could have his money

-

He mentioned each of the boxers
whao stood with folded arms at the
back of the rostrum by name.

There were seven of them, six
white men of various weights and
sizes, and one black. The black was,

{Oantinued onthenewt:page.]
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The ist Chapter.
T'he Japior Eleven.

“Here he comes!?

A buzz of voices greeted Smythe of
ths Shell ag be came down the pas-
sage. An excited crowd of juniors
svers colleeted befare the notice-board
in the hall at Rookwood. They were
walting for Smythe. Tho gaze of all
was concentrated upon  Adolphus
Sroythe a8 ho appeared,

It was really very Hattering for
Smythe. e was the cynosure of all
eyes. At thal moment everybody
was interested in Smythe. © Jirhmy
‘Bilver & Co. of the Classical side; and
Tommy Dodd and his chums of the
Modery ‘side, were equally interested
in Smythe. " Both parsicd agread
heartily that Smythe of the Shell
was an ass, a duffer, a swankeor, and
iniumerable other things. Yel at
that moment they were intensely in-
tercsted in Smythe,

A disinterested observer would pro-
bubly not have considered Smythe e
vory intercsting person in  Oimself,
True, he dressed very mnicely, he
sported a dismond pin, he partad his
hair with extreme prevision, and hia
yecktle was tied in a  masterly
manner. Ha weole an eyegliss in
his eye, and he welked with a little
swagger ; his nose was clevated, partly
by Nature, and partly by a lofty sendn
of self-satisfaction. Tt needed only
oze glunce af Smythe to see that he
ceral soris of an ass, Yet the
Lower School was deeply interested
in Smythe. As he came down the
passage, with his nose a little more
elovatod thon usual, every oye turned
mpon  him,  and . restéd” upon him.
Emythe of the Shell £lled the whole
horizon, so to speak. And SBmythe's
expression showed - that he regarded
that as s very patural and proper
state of aflairs,

But the explination was simple,

For Smythe himself nobody cared
two pins. But Bmythe was capiain
of the jusier cricket club, and upon
Smythe depended the selection of
the team which was fo meet & visit
ing eleven from St Jim's on the
IHOTFOW.

Hence tthe deep, intense interest in
Emythe.

Smythe had a paper in his hand,
which he was about to pin on the
notice-board. Upen that paper hung
the fate of the match—and the fate
of Bmyllic himself. For it was ‘agreed
on' all hands that ¥ Smythe played
the giddy ox, us usual, Smythe was to
ba tmmedintely visited with dire vea-
geance. Jimmy Silver had a, ericket-
stump under his arm, Temmy Dodd
bad an Indian chub, Lovell had »
kuotted handkerchief, Other fellows
were provided with other weapons of
offence. Bnivthe, quite ynconsciously,
wus walking into the lionfs den.

Smythe was not a cricket capiain
of ihe comtmon or garden variety.
He owed his election to the fact ¢hat
the rivals of Rookwood, Moderns and
Clagzicals, gould not possibly agree
upon & candidate. The “nuts ¥ on
the Classic side backed np Smythe,
and so Jiml?_v Silver & Co., who were
net at all * nutty,” had -backed him
up, too, to save themselves from gel-
ting & Mopdern fellow as  junior
skipper. Jut when Smythe, exer-
cistng withs & high hand, his un-
Jdoubted right of selecting a feam
aceording fo his own judgment
played his personal pals and tlax‘c]udea
all others, and scored crushing de-
feats i comsequence, even the juniors
who had clected him turned wupon
.bim, and  Smyihe had suffered
saverely at, thefr hands.

The question now was whether the
Jesson had done him any good, and

FALL OF THE MIGHTY!
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A Magnificent New Long Corﬁplete Tale of School Life dealing

with the Adventures of

THE CHUMS OF ROOKWOGQG

By OWEN' CONQUEST..

.J‘,‘I'\" /
!', J
il

it I 117N

3

Al
Hl

,

i

w

'lll!

"Jintlemen,” said Tommy Doyle, 1 call upon you
by mllyir,g round me frind Tommy Dodd,; and

whether he wag zoing to make up a
team that ecould play. TIf so, well anid
good, If not, the pouthful cricketers
of Rookwood were prepared for
prompt and drastic action. v

They watched Smythe as if mes-
merised, ag he came with a liesurely
swagger down the passsge, and
pausad before the notice-board,

Bmythe understood the intense ins
terest of which he was the object,
and he scemed to take a delight in
keeping the juniors upon tenterhooks.

Instead of sticking the cricket list
on the board, he paused there, and
glanced over the notices that were
already up, in a casual sort of way.
Then ha chitfed with Tracy of the
Bhell, affecting sto 'be oblivious fo
the growing impatience and anziety
oni all sides.

1 gee Bulkeley’s got the list up

for the senior mafoh,” zemarked
Smythe, adjusting “his  eyeglass.
“Three Modern cads in the team, by
gad 1"

“Never mind the sepior’ match
broke in Jimmy Silver. *Lefs see
the list for the Junior matel,
Smythey."” ;

Bmythe of the Shell turned his eve-

glass  upon Jimmy Silver for a
moment, yawned, and went on speak-
ing to Tracy.

“Let's see that 3st!™ roared

Taminy Dodd.

“Stick it up, Smythey !

“Tooks like bein’ decent weather
for the mateh—what!” remarked
Tracy -of the Shell,

I say, and |

“¥aas,” said Smythe. “By gad,
I wish these fags wouldn's  crowd
round so! Don't erowd round so, you
young eweeps!” 3

“Are you goihg to pul that Lst
up " bellowed Tommy Dodd.

“Yaas; all .in good time,” gaid
Bmythe. “I was saymg, Tracy——"
. " The silly.ass-has been playing the
giddy goat again!® said  Lovell
“He's got a set of dummies there,
1].‘" bet 'you, sanie as Tast fime. Scrag’
nm I

"By gad! Yow!” roared Smythe,
losing his aristocratic nonchalance
Il of a sudden, as
jabbed bim in the ribs wath the busi-

ness ond  of the crivket-stump.
“ Yooop! ¥ou young villain!
Woooop 1

“Let's see that listt”

“Grooh! * PI—TT—-"

Jimmy Hilver made another telling
thrust, and the dandy’ of the Shell
roared, The juniors were fed up
with. Bmythe’s ponchalance.  They
made a'tush, and Smythe was jammed
up against the notieé-board. Tracy
was ' sweph” agide, and the excited
juniors devoted all tlieir attention te
Adolphus Smythe.

Tommy Dodd and Tommy TDoyle
scized his cars, and his' head  was
brought against: the notice-board with
a resounding whack., Jimmy Silver’s
stump caught him in the wajstcoat ab
the ~ same mament, and Smythe
gurgled wildly. His eyeglass fell
‘from his eye, and his beautiful tie

Jimmy Silver®

to save Rookwood from going to the dogs

repeat—— Yarcooooopl™

came undone as he wriggled in the
grasp of the Fourth-Formers,

“Grooh! ¥ou cheeky young roi-
ters!  Leggo! THI—— Yarooh!
}Liieep that club away, Dodd, you mad
idiot 1™

Tommy Dodd was flourishing the
Indian elub  within _an  inch of
Smythe’s nose. Smythe jerked his
head back, and it cracked again op
the notice-board. Then half a dozen
pairs of hands clawed him down, and
he collapsed on the fAoor. Jimmy
Silver jerked the list from his hand.
He spt ons fool on Smythe’s chest to
pin him down, while he prepared to
read out the list.

“Keep still, you wriggling fat-
head !” said Silver. “If this List is
all right, why, all zight. If it isz't,
you're going to be
Lister, you chapsl Lend me your
giddy ears!”

“ Gorrrronooh [ came-from the un-
fortunate Smythe.

“ 8hut up, Smythe !

“ Quzrrrpgpeh I

“ Go on, . Jimmy 17

Jimmy Silver read ouf:the Hst of
the junior eleven. While Smythe
gasped and wriggled. under half a
dozen feeb that pinned him down, the
juniors listened to Jimmy with.dee
attention. It was an undigniﬁeg
position for a cricket captain: but
A:lifolphus had brought it upor him-
e

“.Smythe, Tracy, Howard,
Selwyn, Townsend, Topham—"
read out Jimmy,

slaughtered ! |

T P P S N T e e e T S TR A .
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He was interrupted by a howl of

wirath from the juniors. The names,
80 far, were all those of the “ Giddy
Goats,” Smythe’s own gelect eircle—
the egregious nuts who had brought
defest and shame to the Rookwood
club toc often already,

“ Bame old game!” roared Tommy
Dodd. “Scrag him!

“ Bump him !

“Scalp him ©?

“Lemme get at him!”

“Hold on!”  exclaimed Jimmy
Bilver. “Tain't all so bad as that.
Dedd is the next-——"

“0Oh, good!” #id Tommy Dodd.
“That's better1”

3 ilm 1 33

“PBure, that's betther imteirely !V
assented Tommy Doyle,

“Lovell,”

“Hurray "

* Raby.”
. ood [

“ And Silver ™

“Brayo!”

“Qix idiots and five good men!®
satd Lovell, “1 suppose 1Fs as much
&8 we could expecs of Hmythe”

* Graocohooooh 17 came from
Smythe. “You young boeasts:
Lemme gerrup! Groch!”

“’Twon't be so bad,” said Ralby.
“Mind, Smythe, you'll have to give
Bilver mosi of the bowling, Bear
that in mind I

“Groooh I

“We may pull it off,” said Tonmumy
Dodd. “If we don’t, it will be the
fault of you Classical mugs for elect.
ing that prize idiot!” ;

“Your fmult, you Modern ass!”
said Lovell. “If you’d have voted
for me, we'd have dropped that idiot
Smythe sharp-enough—-"

& Ca,t’(;.h me voting for a Classic
apintterod
“Will you lemme gerrup,
_{'ufﬁan;‘s'.' Oh, my hat}

“Yocoowwwonwwow 17
Smythe.
you young
I—Irn—

“Dear me, I'm ganding on
Smythey all this time,* said fimmy
Hilver,

“Ha, ha, bha1”

“Never mind, Bmythey — we
thought you were playing the giddy

1 ox as usual--—

“ Gerroooh 1

“But as you're showing a liktle
sense for ance—-"

“Will you take yourr hoof off my
chest 2’ shricked Smythe.

“Certainly., There youware,” said
Jimmy Bilver graciously.

He removed his boot, and the
dandy of the Shell staggered to his

feet, " dusty and dishevelled, and
crimson with rage.
“You chesky young beasts! I've:

a jolly good mpd to soratch you out
of the eleven! T—I—-1—»

“If you'd left us out, we'd have
bumped you bald-headed,” growled
Jimmy Silver. -

“Bamp - him anyway, for keeping
ug i@ suspense,” sgaid by.

“Good egg 1”7

“Why, you-—you—you—yarocoh !

" Help |

Bump, bump!

The juniors cleared off, grinning,
leaving Smythe of the Shell sitting
on the floar, in an extremely dusty
and breathless state. Smybhe sat
there for a full minute before he
found breath enough to movh, Then
he limped away in & fury, Ho was
strengly tempted to “ scrafeh’” Jimmy
Silver and the rest from the lish. Ife
was only restrained by the knowledge
that, if he did so, his lasé state would
be worse than his firsh. It was nog
all “lavender” to be cricket .cap-
tain in the Lower School at Rook-
wood,



814

Pay
Every Monday

sliahad

THE BOYS’

FRIEND

Price
Oone Penny

15/5/15

THE FALL OF THE

The 2nd Ghapter.
Very High-handed!
i“lllfﬂ‘,ot-ten 17 grawled Chesney of ihe
Shell.

There was a meoting of the nuts of
Rookwood—the *“Giddy Goats,” as
they loved $o style themselves—in
Swythe’s study that evening.

They were not satisfied.

Smythe was “standing a smoke.”’
The stuily was quite hozy with it. All
the noble pariy of Giddy Goats were
smoking cigarettos, a decidedly bad
preparation for the cricket match of

the morrow, But cricket did not
occupy the first place in  their
thoughts, Above all, “ and before
everything, thoy were nuts. Cricket
came gevond.

“You see, wou can't really leave
me out, BEmythey,” explained

Chesney, faking & milt-tipped cigar-
eife from his mouth, and ejecting a
stream of smoke. *SI can’t have it !
It's a personal slight. Not that 1
care twopence about the roiten game.
Crickef's a nuserable fag, anyway.
But it’s the look of the thing. You
can’t leave me out.”

“Can't bé helped, old man,” said
Smyihe.

“PBut it's got to be helped,” ex-
claimed Chesney warmly.  “You're
leaving me out, and putting in
Modern cnds like Dodd and Doyle,
and cheeky Fourth-T'orm kids like'
Silver and Lovell and Raby—especi-
ally that cheeky cad Silver. Leave
him out,”

“It'd mean = ragging,”  ssid
Smythe, with a shake of the head.
" You see, that cad Silver is a topping
‘bowler, there’s no denying thaf, and
overybedy thinks he ought to be in.*

“ Blow cverybody 17

“Yaas, buf—-" .

“Tovk here. who's cricket cap-
tuin 2 demanded Chesoey,
were skipper, blosted of T'd be die-
tated to!"”

“It's absolutely rotten,” assented
Tracy.

“T know it 15,” said Smythe,
“ but—but you know we do losé the
matches, and — and the fellows get
their backs up. You know that mang
of young willains actually followed

us to Groyfriars, and ragged us be-
fore all the fellows there, because we
lost the maich. T lknow it's a

cheek on their part. But they wiil

do it.” y
“*They ought to be kept in their

}pl?.‘t‘f{bs,” opined Howard.

Y How?” said Smythe. “Wa can'i
lick "em. 1If any of you fellows will
undertake fo thrash that ead Silver,

Il seratoh him out of the eleven.”

The Giddy Goats were silent. No-
body seemed anxicus fo undertake
the task of thrashing Jimmy Silver of
the Fourth,

“That's all very well grunied

Chesnoy, at last, ““but Pm Joft out!
Not that I eare for the oricket. But
it's a slight.”
_ “Ym sopry, old man; I'll put you
in next time. Somebody had to go.
| shall wake # a point always to
have six of us at least in the elyeven.
As for that cad Silver, he thinks he’s
oing to bowl the 8. Jim’s wickets
cown. But the disn’t”  Smythe
grinued. “You can take a horse to
the water, you know, but you can’t
make him drink. They've made me
shove Silver in. But they can't make
me ptt him on to bowl.”

The nuts chuckled, and their brows
cleared a litthe. They tonld @ress
Jimmmy Silver’s fury if he found him-
self’ in the team, and debarred from
bowling.

“By gad. that’s a good wheeze!”
eaid Howard, “lLet  the echeeky
young cad .cool his heels in the field.
Don’t let him bowl a smgle over.
After all, T can bowl.”

“They'll jolly well find that they
ean’t dictate to me,’ saul Smythe,
¢“Dash 1t all, it's somothing new,
distatin® to a cricket captain. I'm
not standin’ L.

“Brave, Smythey!”

It was at thig point that the doeor
of the sjudy was thrown open.
Smythe & Co, started up in alarm.
T a prefect a master should
happen {o drop in while sthey wers
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1 the results would be
painful,

Bul if was pnly Jimwmy Silver & Co,

Jimmy Silyer and Lovell and Raby
and Newcome, the Fistical Four of
the Fourth, marched into the Study.
Tommy Dodd and Tommy Doyle and
lommy Cool, of the Modern side,
followed them in. The rivals of
Rookwood geetned to have made up
their personal differences for the time
being., Jimmy Silver had declared
that, with @ School match just com.
ing off, it was no fime for rags; and
Tomry Dodd & Co heartily con-
curred. Both parties were prepared
i devote all their affention to
Smythe of the Shell.

“What do you fags want?” growled
Smythe. “Clear oufl!®

Jimmy Silver coughed. He closed
the door, and opened the window,

“Tesve that window alone!”
roared Smythe.

Jimmy Silver did not heed. He sof
the window wide open, and then
caught up a paper and waved it to
and fro 1o olear off the smoke.

Adotphus watohed him furiounsly,
Bilver seemed to be making himself
quite at home in the guarters of the
dandy of the Shell.

“Will you get out?” demanded
Bmythe,

“ Not just yet. 'We've come to talk
to you,"” said Jimmy Silver cheerily.

1 thought we should find this going
on. We're wmot satisfied with you,
Bmythey.”

“You cheeky fag——"
o “I suppose you haven’t forgotten
that it's the St. Jim’s meich to-
morrow,”’ said Silver. “This is the
way you're wotting ready for it—
gnugging over. a fire and smoking.
You'll be right off your form to-
MOTTON,

“Mind your own business

“But this is our business,” il
Jimmy Silver in surprise, *“we want
to win the match, you know.”

“Oh, refher I” said Tommy Dodd.
“1f vou nutty duffers like to stand
out of the tesm, yon can smoke your-

T

selves gick and seedy. But other-
wise—" }
“{Hherwise, you'te going to chuck

15,”" said Silver.

“ Hear, hear |

“You — yom - you impertinent
whelp 1 pasped Smythe,  scarcely
able to believe his ears.  “ Do you
mean to say vou've got the check
to come and meddle with what goes
on in my study 7"

“Clertainly, if you're playing in the
maich to-morrow.”

" Goet out!” roared Smythe.

dimmy  Silver “shrugged  his
shoulders. Ho wias not prepardd to
gek oub just yet. !

Ihgtead of potting oui, he picked

up the box of cigarettes from tho
table, and with a sweep of his hand,
hurléed the contenis into the fire,
Smythe stood almost petrified.
Five shillings’ worth of expensive
cigprettes were vanishing in smoke
before his cyes.
And Jmmmy Bilver & Co. were nob
finished yet. {
HTaen ont vour pockets!” snapped
Bilver.

“Wha-n-at!” b
*We wanb all your cigarettes.”

“And buck up,”? seid  Raby.
“Wo've got no time fo waske,”

Smythe & Co. simply boiled with
wrath, They were not fighting-men,
as g rale; but this was not to be
borno.

With one accord they rushed upon
thae Fourth-Formers fo hurl thém
forth from the study,

FBack up!” sang out Jimmy
Sifver,
There were seven of the visitors,

and thery were eight of the nuts. But
the nutg simply had no chance.

They were knocked right and left.

For fwo or three minutes thero
was & wild and whirling combat.
Nearly overything in the siudy was
knocked over, Bo were the puis,

A the eod of the threc minutes,
Smythe & Co, were strewn upen the

“ You—you Whit—what 2
M HEvery blessed omel” chuckled
Lovell, “Turn 'em out, Bmyihey [

Boor, amid overturned chairs and
tables and bookease.

‘“Now we're getting to business,”
chirruped Jimmy Siltver. *Will you
have some more, Smythe "

“Yow !”

“Will you have-one in your other
vye, Howard?”

“ Grogoh 1

f Anaother
Chesney 17

“ Wow 1"

“They reem fo be satisfied,” said
Jimray Silver.  “Now go through
their pockets and collar all theirfags.”

“Ha,sha, hal?

Smythe & Co. did not resist. All
the resistance had been knocked out
of them. Their pockets were turned
out, and their supplies of cigarettes
promptly shoved into the fire.

Tommy Dodd stood with the poker,
stirrng them up into the embers.

Never had so many cigarettes been
consumed at once, even at the most
doggish meetings of the Giddy Goata
of Rookwoad,

“That’'s the lot” said Jimmy
Silver. “Now get upl Up with you!
You're going outi” )

“Wha-a-as 1

#You've had epottgh snugging over
the fire. You're going out for s trot
in the quad!” ssid Bilver.

& Why;, ¥—I-you—my hat! You

dot on the mnose,

“ Are you golng oub-on your fect or
your neck?’”

“But I-IT—-I—" Smythe stut-
tered helplessly. These high-handed
proceedings simply took his breath
away., e felti as if he were in a
droam. :

‘R ick *om oubl” said Lovell.

“Hald on! Stoppit! Pm gompgl”
yelled Tracy, as a heavy boot started
ou him,

“Buck up, then!’”

“#Oh, my hat! You checky young
beasts! Oh. crumbs!”

Smythe & Co., completely demoral-
izsed, crowded out of the study. The
Fourth-Tormers followed them, and
saw them oub into the quad, for the
“trot " recommended by Jimmy
Silver. ;

SBmythe & Co. started on the *“trof™
with feelings too decp for words.

“Now we can go and have tea,”
said Jimmy Silver. *“'Those slacking
duffers will feel ever so much better
for this to-morrow, when they're on
the field.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

#We'll make Bmythey understand
that he can slways depend upon ns do
keep hint up o the .mark,” suid
Rilver. “If he's gomg to be caplain,
be’s going to be a cricketer.”™

¢ Hear, hear ™

Tommy Dodd & Co. wenk their way
to the Modern side chuekling. They
passed the Giddy Goats in the quad,
and the Giddy Goats gave them locks
that ought to have withered them on

the spot. Buat the fthree Tomamies
were + mnot withered: they only
chuckled the more.

. The Fistical Four returned to the
énd study for tea. feeling embremely
satisfied with themselves, It hiad béen
Jimmy Silver’s idea to keop Bmythe
& Co. up to the mark in that remark-
able manner, .and his chums backed
birm up heartity.

“1 shoulda’ wonder if we pull off
the Sf. Jim’s maich pow,” Jimmy
Silver remarked, as tke Fistical Four
sat down fo tea, ‘* Anyway, Bmythey
can’t say that we haven't done ouor
best for him.” Jix)

Apd the Olassical chums heartily
concurred, There was no doubt about
ihat. Jimmy added that 13 was no
good expecting any gratitude from
Smythe. And there was no doubb
about that, either.

The 3rd Chapter.
The 5t. Jim's Mateh,

Jimmy Silver & (o, were in a stato
of great expectaion on the following
day—especially Jimmy Silver,

PBeing comparatively a new boy ag
Rookweod, .]E;m;ny Silver had never
seen Tom Morry & Co., the heroes of
8t, Jim’s, and he was looking for-
ward very much {o meetmg them.
But, above all, he was thinking about
the match.

Upon the way that match turmed
out dependsd the prospects of Hook-
wood. For all tho juniors agreed that,
if there was ome thing at Rockwood
that really matbered, it was the junior
sports ciu%. v

It was unfortunate thai the rivalry
between Clasgicals and Moderns had
had for result the elsotion of so hope-
less 2 duffer as Adolphus Smythe io
the pesition of junior eaptain, But
Jimmy Silver had starbed a movement
to amend fthat unfortunate aptate of
affalrs a8 much as possible, Unless
Clagaicals and Moderns could eame o

& The Fall of the Mighty I "
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an agreement—which seemed hopeleds
—Smythe had to remain captain, And

upon Jimmy BSilver’s imtistive a
general “hucking-up® of Bmythe
had been agreed upon. He bad been

ragged into putting a few, ai least,
good players into the ieam, and the
process of bucking-up did not stop
there, as the scene in Smythe’s study
testified. Jimmy Bilver felt that he
had done the besi that circumsiances
parmitted, and that he deserved well
of his country,

But he was anxious about the
mutah. The Rookwood. junior record
in the football season had been
“rotten.” 'The cricket season had
started equally rottenly. Unless Rook-
wood was to go to the bow-wows, that
state of affairs had to be altered.
Muick had to be done, certainly; but
if the 8t Jim's match was lost,
Jimmy Silvey was prepared to do

more.

Lovell had told him that the
“ Baints ¥ were hot stuff.

‘““They’re as good as the best.-team
wa oonld get together,” Lovell said.
“There’s . Tom Metry snd Figgins,
awinlly good bais, and they've got a
demon bowler named Wynn-—-g faf
beast who knocks your wickets over
Iike skittles. I don’ see how we're
to beat them, with Smythe and .his
asinine c¢rowd in the team. S3&ill, 1t
wor’t, be such a ghasily walk-over as
the Groyiriars match.”

“This {s Smythe’s last chanee,” said
Jimmy Silver determinedly. * We've
done our best for him to buck him
up; he can’t deny that. If he foozies
this game as nsual, he's got to go.”

Lovelt shrugged his shoulders hope-
lessly, ; :

“Hven if he reixgns, it’s no good,”
he said, *“The Modern cads won't
vole for one of us, and we're certainly
not going to have a Modern beasi ag
captain,”

“1’d rather have Tommy Dodd
{han Smythe.”

Lovell glared. "

“And what about the side?” he
demanded, . ;

“Mhe school comes before the side,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Of courso, wo
want a Classic skipper——"" ‘

“1 should jolly well Soir
growled Raby. 1

“But if it’s a choice between &
Modern who can play, and a Classical
fathead who ecan’t, T'm going to
plump for & Modern.” /

“Qh, rats! We'll scrag vou if you
do!’ 4

Stinpatriotc
came,

“Remembrr the example of the
ancient Romdns,” said Jimmy Silver.

“Hang the ancient Romans [

gAY

beast1? said New-

& ¢ Phen nope were for a party,
Then all were for the State,
Then the rich man hefped (he
poor
And the poor man loved
the great )’

Thus quoted Jimmy Silver impres-

sively. ‘A

“hat's all very well,” said Lovell
Byt there weren’t any Modern cads
among the ancient Romans, They
‘were all Classics,”

Jimmy Silver grinned. He had to
admit that. However, he held to his
idea, If Smythe chucked away that
match in his usual fatuous style,
Smythe had to go; even if ik should
mear the dire disaster of having a
Modern cad as junior capiain.
Smythe's one virtue lay in his being
a Classical. It was a greab quality;
Jimmy Sitver admibbed that, Bub it
didn’t eompensaie for throwing away
cricket matches.

Immediately dinner was over that
day, the Lower School crowded down
to the playing-fields. There was 2
senior match on Big Side, and Bulke-
ley and Enowles and the great men
of the Sixth were going to distinguish
themselves there. But Jimmy Silver
& o, had no eyes or thoughts for
senior matchas. )
_Their horizon was Bounded by Little
Side, whete their own exploils were
o stagger humanity as much as
possible. ) N

Hmythe & Co. were there in all their
glory, in spotless fiannels, ready for
the arrival of Tom Merry & Co, from
St Jim’s. Adolpbus Smythe hardiy
deigned a glance at the five members
of his team who could pldy. and whom:
he had been forced to admit inte the
sacrod band. The nutty members of
the oleven kept to themselves
Smythe and Howard and Tracy gnd
Solwyn of the Shell, and Topham and
Townsend of the Fourtl,

If perscnal elegamee and carefully-
parted hair could have won oricket
mabehes, ceriaily Smythe & Co.
would have had nothing {o fear.
Jimmy Bilver’s opipion was that they
couldn’s,

He was glad to note that the nuts.
wern looking a little less pasty then
usual, Probably they were Zesling
all the better for that raid on their
study the previous evening. hey
were-very orcss, and very disdainful.

The 8t. Jim’s brake arrived at last,
and Jimmy Silvér looked over ‘the
St Jim's erowd with a keen eye. Ha
could see ab a glance that they were
all good players. He noted the differ-
ente betwoen the two ericket cap-
tains, too,! Tom . Merry, upstanding,
alert, glowing with health:; Smythe,
lackadaisical and supercilions, his
supercilionsness just kopt within the
bounds of civility, and ne more.

Smythe won the toss, and the home
eleven batted first. Tom Merry led
his team into fhe field, and: the ball
was tossed 1o a fat and cheerful-lock-
ing junter for the first over. Jimmy
Silver watched him send down a frial
ball, and judged his powers as a
bowler, Jimmy was down fgr last
man in,  Smytho exercised.all the
powers of o captain so far as his some-
what rebellious team allowed him.

Smythe opened the innings with
Howard. He received the bowling of
the fat Samt, and succeeded in stop-
ping the ball twice. The third ball
knocked his wicket over, and Smythe
came off. Jimmy Silver gave him a
deadly lcok. ;

“What priee duck’s cggs, you fat-
head 7 he asked.

Smythe put up his eyeglass, and
glanced et Bilver. :

“That’s 1ot the way to spoak to
yonr captain, my boy,” he saad, *“If
I have any of your check here, T'l
order you off the feld, by gad |

“ Order me off I”7 murmured Silver.
“My hat! Thete would be a crippled
idiot found lying about soon after-
wards [

“ Next man
Smythe.

Tracy went to the wickets. The
field were grmming. Junmy Silver
could sce that the Sainits had the
measure of the Reokwooders, and
weére regarding the whole mateh as
more or less of a joke, just as he rc-
membered the Greyfriars follows had
done. s B

The fat bowler mede hay of the
wickats.

A dong-legged fellow called Figgius
relieved him in the sccoml over, and
accounted for two— Fatty Wynn had
accounted for three already.
Smythe’s merry men Lad taken four
runs so far. Five down for 4 was
a goore that was quitc enough to make
the vistbors soule. -

Then Eovell was at the wickets
_Ivit?l Raby, and mafters changed a
ittle,

The Saints ceased to smile, and
found that they had some lcather-
huniing to do. Fasy catches no
longer came their way, and the
wickets were harder to hit than the
wall of a batn. *

But the bowling and the felding
were good, and fhe wickels went
down glowly but surely.

Raby fell, and Tommy Dodd took
his place. The score was ab 40 when
Tommy ‘was caught omb by Tom
Merry, and Smyihe called to Doyle
to _go an,

Jimmy Silver frowned augrily, Heg
was last man, and Topham of the
Fourth was last but one. 1t looked
ps if he would be paired with
Topham, the biggess duffer in the
toatn, and that meant that he would
be ““not out * for next to nothing.

Tommy Doyle was clean howled by
Fatty Wynn, and Topham wont in.
Tha bowling was now to Lovell

in,. Tracy,” =aid

 Fovell was caught out with the lagt

ball
BB.

“ Noext man in 1”7 said Smythe, turn-
ing his cyeglass on Jimmy Silver.

Silver clenched his hands, and stood
idle at the wicket while Topham
received  the bowling from Blake.
Topham went at the scoond ball, and
Jimmy Bilver was “not cut” for
nil. The Rookwood innings had
ended for 5. - B

Of that figure, 4 had been faken
by tho nuts, and the rest by the un-
welcome  recrnits who rhad  been
“wedged ? in, But Smythe seemed
vory well satisfied.

“Hifty-five, by gad!” bLe eaid to
Tracy. *‘I rather think we shull beat
them—what 7 )

And Tracy nodded sapdly, and zaid
“ Ygas” i

of the over. The scoro was ab

The 4th Chapter,

The Same 0ld Smytle, :

Tom Merry opened the 8% Jim's
innings with an elegant partner whom
his comrades addressed as Gussy, and
whose name, Jimeny Silver learned,
was Arthur Augustus D’Ayéy, He
was as elegant & youth as-dny of the
nuts of Rockwood, but he'was a very

Gonguest’s magnificent school story—
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different kind of cricketer, ag he soon
owed.

Smythe placed his meh in the field,
‘and put Howard on to bowk Jimmy
Silver opened his lips to speak, and
closed them apain.  Although the
Rookwooders bad been forced by cir-
cumglances to “rag > their captain, it
would havdly bave done to dispute
with him in the feld. Ii appeaved
that Bilver, the best bowler in the
Lower School at Rookwood, was to
be used only as a change bowler, It
did not yet dawn on Jimmy that the
great Adelphus did not mean to use
him at ali,

Tom Merry knocked Howard's
bowling all over the field, and the
batsmen crossed and recrossed. That
over countdd 10 for 8t. Jim's. When
the field erossed over, Jimmy Bilver

fixed his eyes inquiringly upon
Smythe. .
Smythe zeemed to ba totally

unaware of his existence.

* Qo it, Tracy, old scont 1" he said.

Tracy bowled the second over,

Hig bowling had no move effect on
8t Jim’s wickets than water on a
dick.

Tom Merry or D’Arey knocked ii
right and left, according to which was
batting, as they ran mostly 5.

In the third over Howard took the
ball again, Fer several overs Howard
and Tracy alternated. A last, when
the field was changing over once
more, Lovell yelled out to Adolphus
Smythe :

“ Put a bowler on, you fatheac

Adolphus seemed deaf,

“By gad, it's time we changed the
bowling [? he remarked to Selwyn.
“ (1o in nnd try your luck, dear boy 1"

#® Selwyn went m and 4ried his luck.
His luck, apparently, was out, He
could not toueh the wickets, and the
batsmen pave no catehes. Jimmy
Silver & Co, fumed. Jimmy was »
first-class _bowler, and Baby was a
very good one. Bub i¥ was clear by
this time that they would not have
any bowling to de.

The crowd were beginning fo stoutb
to Smythe, :

“Put Silver on, you idiot 1" roared
Neweome from the pavilion.

“(lve Raby a chance, you howling
ass'l” bawled Jones minor.

“4Ley Tommy Dodd have the ball,
you image !” shrieked Tommy Cook.

Bub the great Adolphus went on
his way, and made no sign.

The first wicket that fsll was
D’ Arey's—io & lucky catch by Jimmy
Rilver, Bt. Jim’s had token B0 runs
by that time.

While the new bateman was coming
in five infuristed fieldsmey sur-
rounded Adolphus Smythe.

“ Look here, Smythey,” said Lovell,
in & tone of concentrated rage. * Are
you going to put on a bowler, or are
Fou not S

“ Get tio your places 1" zaid Smythe,

#Will you pat Jimmy Silver cn. to
bowl?* shrieked Lovell

“No, f won't!”

“Will you put Raby on?”

“T'm quite satisfied with my
bowlers, Lovell 1”

“Your bowlers!
You—you idiot!
on?”

45 WTL §92

L (‘)h,.my hat ! We—we'll scrag yon

4 B

You're salisfied!
Will you put me

“You'll get to vour places!™ zaid
Smythe calmly. “ You're keeping the
bafs waiting. If you don't know how
to behave yourselves in the presence
of n visiting team, I shall leave you
out of the team next match, by gad !”

Lovell doubled his fists, bub Jimmy
Silyer dragged him away. The Sfb
Jim’s fellows were looking on, in
considerabls surprise. In the presence
of the Saints, it was scarcely feasible
to bring Smythe to his senses by
means of B ragging.

“Wea'va got to stand it 1” muttered
Jimmy Silver. “Look pleasant!”

“T—J1—1'11 slaughter him pre-
sentiy 1  stuttersd Tovell  “He's
chucking away the makch! What's

the good of making him puf & good
howler in the team if he won't let the
bowler howl 2™

“Can’t. bo helped now. Teke it
calmly; they're waning for us!”

‘my team 1*?

=

“ Are you slackers going fo get fo
your  places?"” drawled Smythe.
“Buck up! 'T’ll have no dawdlers in

The fieldsmen went to their places
with feelings toc deep for words:

The astufe Adolphus had beaten
them again. As he remarked to the
nuts in his study, they could take a
l(io_rse to water, but conlde’t make him
rink.

All hat Fimimy Silver & Co. could
do was to watch for chances in the
field, and’ the batemen did not give

Jat

“Well,” gaid  Jimmy  Silver,
| “you're not! Understand _that !’
¥You’re not leaving me till last, to pair
with that idiot Topham again! [D'm
opening #he innings!”
wd By gad I
“With Tommy Dodd,” added

Silvar.

“Who's ecaptain of thiz feam?”

roared Smythe,

“You are—iill we hold & meeting
this evening !" growled Jimmy Silver.
“Bub we're fod up! Hee? I'm going
in first with Tommy Deodd! ¥ou
show your nose on the field #ill T tell
you, and I'll hrain you with my bat |7

“Fow—you—you cheeky cadl”
growled Bmythe. *‘ Do you think I'm
going to be dictated ta? Do you
thin o

“By Jove, I'm nob going to stand
it, either I said Howard. “T'm cer-
tainly going in to open the innings!”

“Do,” said Jimmy BSilver grimly,
“and you'll gef such a thundering
hiding ’tha,t you'll be glad to erawl off
again !” e

“ Look here——" profiested Smythe,

Jimmy Silver & Co. turned their
backs on him. ®mybhe and Heoward
looked at one another in fury and

(‘h?m many

dismay. For a member of the team

show the visitors that Rookwood were
not all duffers.

Bmythe made a motion to go in,
and vhe Madern juniors shoved him
back without ceremony.

“ Next man in, Tommy !’* he said;
and Tommy Doyle went in to join
Jimmy Silver.

Anarchy was evidently reigning in
the Rockwood junicr team. But the
togm seemed all the better for it
Smythe had passed the limit.

“¥You cheeky oads!” gasped
Adolphus.  “I  sha’s’t play you
agein! Mind that, T s};a’n’t play vou
in the team . after this!™ :

“¥ou howling jackass!™ sgaid
Lovell, “We sha'n’s play you
again

¥ Wihat ! Who's capbain?’’ shrieked
Smythe. :

“ Oh, go and eat coke !’

“T jolly.well tell you, by gad—"

“ Bhut up, I tell you!” snapped
Liovell ; and he gave Adolphus a shove
with his bat which had the effect of
shutting him up like a pocket-knife.
+ The batsmen were keeping the feld
busy now. Jimmy Silver had done
very well by the time Tom Merry
caugrht him oub

Tom Merry & Ca. departed in theie
brake, satisfied with their victory, but
somewhat puzzled by that peculiar
match. TFhe difference in form among
the players astonished thom. Seme
of ihe Rookwoad players were tip-top,
the others duffers of the first water,
as_they could not help noticing.

But Jimmy Silver was determined
that there should ‘be a big chanpe
hefore the time came for the returm
match with 8f. Jim's. i

The 5th Chapter.
The Fall of the Mighty.

“Meeting in the common-room,
Smyshe.”

Smythe carefully jammed his eve-
glass into his eye and stared at Jimmy
Silver, with the most disdsinful ex«
pression he could assume.

The 8t, Jim's brake had rolled
away, and Jimmy Bilver & Co. wers
pteparing for business. Classicals
and Moderns were equally exasper-
ated with Smythe., Some fellow had
chalked up in big lefters on the
pavilion “ 3. M. G even before the
St Jim's team had zone. A waggish

Amain Bmythe made .2 motion to

However, Tom Merry was sturnped
at lagh, and Figgins was caught ouf;
but by that time ihe score was 80.
It mounted up and up. The
infuriated chums gave Smythe im-
ploring and threatening = glances
alternately; but Adolphus was hlind
to them equally. Howard and Tracy
and Selwyn did all the bowling, ex-
cepting for an over or two delivered
by the great Adolphus himself.

Wickets fell slowly, The score
mounted up at a rate that was almost
comic. St. Jim's were six down for
150, when Tom Moerry decided to
deciare his innings st dn end. Thero
was little doubi that 86 Jim’s could
have gone on batting il dark if
they had liked,

Jimmy Bilver had given up hope of
winning the matech by that time.
Rookwood had made 55 in their first
innings, and if they egnalied that in
their second, they were hopelossly
beaten, and B4 Jim’s would not have
to bat again. There 'wiy a pause in
the procoedings for refreshments, and
during that panse Jimmy Silver
hurriedly consulfed his chums; and
they bore down on Smythe.

“Who's opening the innings??
asked Jimmy Silver.

“T am,” said Smythe,

*With whom 27

*Howard.”

s

Junmior had surreptitiously chatked the

| same legend on Smythe’s back, That

was now the motto of both Classicals
and Moderns—those mysterious lebbers
implying “ Bmythe Must Go!”

“A meetin’?? drawled Smythe.
“Did you say 2 meetin’, Copper—1
think your name’s Copper?’

“Never mind my name!” said
Jimmy Bilver, “ There’s a meeting

| of the clob in the ecommon-room, and

‘“Look hers, Smythey,” said kovell in & tone of concenirated raze. "Arc you going to put

a bowler on or are you not?”

to give orders to his captain in this
manner was atterly unheard-of. But
on reflection, Smythe decided to take
it quietly.

Jimmy SBilver’s blood was at beil-
ing-point, and Smythe did not want to
astonish and amuse the St Jim’s
team with the extraordinary sight of
himself being kicked off the field by
one of his own fallowers.

When the Baints were in the field
again, Jimmy Silver and Tommy
Dodd went on to open the innings,
without =0 much as & loock at Smythe.

Adolphus shrugged his shoulders.

IPortune smiled a little upon Rook-
wood znow. Temmy Dodd was a
mighty bat, and though Jimmy was
better with bowling, ke was reliable,
and could be depended on to keep his
end up at the wicket.

Quite forgetful of the foud between
Classical and Modern, he devated
himself io stonowalling, to give
Tommy Dodd every chance,

Byven Fatty Wynn's bowlng long
failed to make any impression. The
seore was zoing up for Reokwood at
lagt. It siood at 40 when Fatty Wynn
at last saoceeded 1n knocking Tommy
Dodid's bails off,

Tommy Dodd came oub, feeling
pretty well satished. The match was
a S goner,’ bul ab least they would

+ it was s regular procession of falling

all members are required to turn up,”
“ Boery ! * Gob ap engagement
* ¥ou're coming to the meeting,”

| said Jimmy Silver.

“Can’t be did I*?

“You're going te be called upon
bo resign.”

“ By gad!” !

“ And the meeting’s goiz fo be
held 2t once. Come on!™

“ Thanks! I'm not resignin’. And
Y'm not comin’.”

“You hear the Dbleating idict?”
seid Jimmy Silver to his comrades, *
“ Take his other arm, Lovell

“T.ook here,” roared Smythe,

@4 | “Tm fed up with the check of you

T S

zo in, and again he was shoved back,
and Ly was send in, d when
Doxle came out Lovell ook his place.

The infuriated nuls ,glared and
scowled and frowned, buf it was no
use. The five players were in the
mood $o mop up the ground with
them if they raised objections. 5o
they did not raise objections.

; i{‘he score was at 90 when Laovell
ell.

“ Now you llessed idiois ean go
onl” gyowled Jimmy Silver. - Only
5 wanted to e, and make Bt Jim’s
bat again; but Il bet you won’t et
them.”

Jimmy Silver was right; they did
not get them. After Lovell came out

wickets. Four runs were added, when
the last wicket fell.

The total for the two innings was
149. There was no need for 8. Jim's
to bat again. They had won by an
innings and 1 run.

* Hard luck!"” said Tom Merry to

Adalphns Smythe, when the last
wicket was down.

Smythe nodded,

‘“ Yaas,” he remarked. “I've had
some troubls in my team. My mis-

take, playing Fourth Form fags, you
know, 1 she’n’t make that mistake

anotber tirme. You've heafen us, by

| secured an
| Adolphus towards the School House.

| Dodd had whipped up over
. member of the c¢lub, and the Classi-

gad I”*
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faga! Who are you to call & meetin’
of the club, by gad? T don’t recog-
nise the meetin’! And I won’t come!
When I want a meetin’ I'll call it
anyself, Let =6 my arm !

(13 C()‘me DIl!”

“¥ tell you I won't! T— 7

Jimmy Silver and Tovell, having
arm  each, marched

Adolphus wrigeled,. whereupon they
cheerfully twisted his ayms ]l he
howled with pein; and after that be

| went like a lamb.

The common-room was already
crowded when they avrived,

Smythe having joined the mmeeting
~by force majcure—the rest of the
nuts frned ap to stand by him. T
was lmown that Bmythe was to be
called upon %o resign, aud the Giddy

' Goats were prepared to resist the de-

pogition of their leader. Tommy

Modern

cals had turned up to the Jast man,

The common-room was crowded,

“HEverybody here?” asked Jimmy
Silver, looking round,

“ Yyvery man-jack,” said Lovell
“I've seen to it that all our chape
are here. And I believe all the
Modern worms have wriggled in.”

“You can bet we're all herel”
said Tommy Dodd warmly. *I
should think even you duffers are fed
up with a Classical skipper by this
time!”

“T don’t recogmise this rneetin’ 1*?
roared Bmytho.

“ Bhut up!”

i I,m goiﬂ) D]_ltr—-‘—'”

“ Lock the door, Hooker!”

B Hooker of the Fourth turned the
zey. :

Jimmy SHver jumped on a chair to
address the meeting. Smythe and tha
rest of the puts drew together in a
group, with indignant and angry
faces.

“ Gentlemen—-"*
Bilver,

“ Hear, hear!” shouted the Classi-

cals.

“ Bilence for the chair !’ roared the
Mederns.

Tommy Dodd had jumped on
another chair, also to address the
meeting.

“ Gentlemen—--*
Dodd. |

“ Bhut up, Dodd

“ Shut up, Silver?”

* Look bere,” yelled Jimmy Silver,
““this meeting is called—*

** Gentlemen, this meeting is called

began Jimmy

3

shouted Tommy

splendid prizeg
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© Prapious gang of ragging fags, “We con’t have a Modern
by gad!” said Smythe, disdainfully. skipper!” -« L
#Oh, let em rip!” said Townsend. “Rats! That's just what you
“ They'l]l be scraggin’ one anpther in | wanbl”
A finute ot two,” “You Modern ass——"
- ¢ (entlemen, I address you—" “Vou Classical dufior——>
 Génflemen, give me your abten- “Well, what's it going to be?”
tion, and don't take any motice of | demanded Smythe  triumphantly.
that Classic ass—"" “Jf 1 go I go, and my friends go

“ Tommy Dodd, you chump—7=

# Jimmy Silver, you fathead—"

“Toss up for 1, said Jimmy
desperately. < Ono of us will have
to chuck .’ "

““ Done ¥ grinned Tommy Dodd.

Jimmy Silver won the toss, and
Tommy Dodd loyally descended from
the chair. The speech was for Jimmy
Silver, the Modern chief reserving
himaself the right to inferrupé.

% (Gentlemen,” said Jipmy Bilver,
“ ag mem) of the junior sports
¢lub of Rookwood, you have been
called togother——'

“ Hear, hear I

“ Mo consider the impprtant gues-
tior of a pew eolection for the cap-
tainoy. I pub it to the club that
Smythe is called wpon bo resign, and
that if ke docsn’t resign he be forth-
with kicked out!”

“ Hear, hear I”

“ Bravo

Classichls and Moderns vied with
one another in grecting that proposi
tidn with the wildest enthusiasm.

Adolphns Smythe’s fate was sealed.

“ Vou hear that, Smythef” de-
manded Jimmy Silver.

“ Yaas; I'm not deaf,” yawned
Smythe.

“You will now hand in your rte-
signation——

“1 decline to recognise this meetin'

“Same herel” said Howard,

My donr ass. you can pleage pour-
self about' that,. Gentlemen, as the
fathead Smythe rofuses to resign, I
put it to the meeting that he 13 de-
poeed, dismissed, discarded, and
kicked out.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“ Paced unanimopsly !

¢ Kick him out [”

* Look he;e,"hshﬁnt?d Sn}fyihe, “%
‘warn you, you cheeky fags, if I'm nol
captain, I Tesign from the club aito-
gother
“ AN the better for the clubl”
chirruped Tommy Dodd.

“ And my friends will resign along
with me!” said Smythe.

¢ Yaas, we back you up, Smyfhey,’
said Townsend,

“Let ‘em resign, and be blowedi”
said Jimmy Silver.

“ Kick ’em out!”

“# Well, we'll resign!” said Smythe
savagely, © That'll leave a Mudern
majority in the club. ¥ou chaps will
get a modern skipper, end I wish you
oy of him. Come cn, you fellows;
et's leave 'em to their blesed elec-
fion "

Smythe & Co. made a movement
towards the door.

Tommy Dodd and the Moderns ex-
changed looks of satisfaction. Jimmy
Silver & Co. looked at one another
in consternation. This was not
exaotly what they wanted.

“Hpld on, Smythoy!" said Lovell,
with moro civility than he was aceus-
tomed to show to the dandy of the
Shell, ‘

“hinkin' better of 467" sneered
Smythe.

% Ahem! There's ne resson why
vou should resign from the club, you
know,” said Jimmy Silver. * ¥ou
don’t want to ebubk up cricket. With
a bit more bucking-up, there’s no
renson why you shouldn’t be able to
play " :

“ Yes, don't be a cad, Smythey,”

y

urged Raby. “Btay here 1o vote

Classical I ! 4
“WOh, let < him go!” exclaimed

Tommy _ Dodd. “Nho  sooner he

eloars oub-of the club, the better for
the ciubl” ¥ il

“rrhad’s all very well for you, you
Modern bounder, Wil you agree to
vote for me for skipperi” demanded
Jimmy Silver.

“Na jolly fenr 1"

OUR COMPANION
PAPERS

with me. And you'll get a Modern
cad for captain. I don't care!”

“Btay and vote Classical,” urged
Newcome.

“Rats!”

“You jolly well willl” said Jimmy
Silver grimly. “You're still mem-
bers of she club till your subsoriptions

run out. You'll stay and vote.
Coilar the cads!” :
“Hands off!” roared Smythe,

making for the door,

“Collar them "

“Hopld the rotten traitors!™

“Let ‘em alone}” roared the
Moderns, “Tet 'em clear out!
Laot's have a fair vote!"”

Smythe & Co. struggled for the
door, but the Fistical® Heur were
upon them. There were & dozen of
the Giddy Goats, and their with
deawal would heve left matters hopo-
lessly in the hands of the Moderns.
Jimmy Silver & Co. did not intend %o
gtand that,

Hach of the hapless mnuts was
promptly collared by a Classieal
junior, and beld fast.

They resisted at first, but they
aoon left off resisting. Jimmy Silver
& Co. did not bandle them gently,

“Let’s rescue the rofters;” sug-
gested Towle, of the Modern side.
“They're not going to pack the
meeting  like tlg'l‘af). Those fellows
ain’t going to vote, if they don’t want
to, Tommy Dodd.’

But Tommy Dodd shook bis head.

“Fair play's a jewel,” he said,

fOTain't fair play to maoke those
cads vote if they don’t want to,”
urged Cook.

“Ves, it 5.  What'd we do to a
Modern chap whe wouldn’t vote?”

#Borag him, of course; but——"

“4Well, then, leave ’em alone!”
“But, T Bﬁy'—-”
“Rats1” said Tommy Dodd. * We
want to win the election, but fair
play’s a jewel, I tell you. Let the
{Classicals along !

Tommy Dodd’s word was law, The
Moderne held back from the tussle,
and Smythe & Co. were zoon reduced
to order. =

Each of the unhappy nuts, looking
very iuntidy, was held in the firm
gnr of a follower of Jimmy Siiver,
and there was no escape for them.

S Now, Bmythey,” said Jimmy
Silver, “I don’t want to ride the high
horse, of course. I don't want to
dictato to anybody, But you can see
that” it's your duty as Classicals fo
vote for the Classical candidate!™

o Hamg youl”

“¥You're deposed, Bmythey

“Then ] sha'n’t votal”

“Vou will vote for mxe;” said
Jimmy Silver calmly, “T'm the

Classical candidate. -Are you going
to vote for me, Smythey?"”

“Nol"™ roared Smythe.

“ Sural!

# Yos, confound you ™

“Hang on to his exrs, you fellows,”
gaid Jimmy Silvgr. “Tll help myself
to his nose |™

Jimmy Silver's finger and thumb

like a vice.

“Now, Smythey, are you going to
vote ™

“Groooh! Guggege!”

“8peak in  English. T don’t
upderstand German. T'm net a
Modern ™

# Gooooog !
“ Ave you going to vate?™

# (rrrrecoer ] e, howled
Smythe, et go by dosel
Oodoch! Ves, I'll bote! Groohi”

“T thought you would,” smiled
Jimmy Silver.  “I theught I could
persuade you, Bmythey, ~ Of course,
I wouldn’t think of using cocreion.
You are going to vobte of your own
free will,  You vnderstand that?™

“ Grooegh I

THE
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* Are you going to vote of your
own free will, Smythey 1"

“(Grooh! Yeb! Let go by dose!”
wailed Smythe, in anguish,

“Right-ho " said Jimmy Silver,
releasing Adolphug’s nose at last.
“You'll be glud sfterwards that you
did this patriotic thing, Smythey!”

Smythe did not reply. He clasped
his noge in anguish, his cyes stream-
ing with water.

“Now, you other fellows!” said
Fimmy. * Are vou going to voite?”

“Ves,” said Hownrd hastily, as
Jimmy Sitver’s finger and thomb
approached hiz nose. “Wo—we—
wa'll vote, of coursal”

“Wel-we'll:do as Smythy does!?
mumbled Townsend. *Keep off, you
beast 1™

“Good [B’

The nuts having been reduced fo
order, Jimmy Silver mounted . the
chair again to address the 'meeting.
Smythe & Co. cast Jonging  glances
towards the door. But a crowd of
(flassicals had their backs to it
There wuas po cscape for the Giddy
Goats.

Smythe, still clasping bis node, drew
agide” with his eomrades.  Smythe
was very much hurt, both in his

dignity and his nose, He was almost
stuttering with rage.
“Keep your cye on me, you

cha};.}s,” ho whispered. **Vote as I
Y

“Phat cad Silver will get iIn as
captain,” mumbled Howard.
“Mhare’s one more Classical than
Modern counting us!” )

Smythe grinned in a really malig-
nant way,

“T've got u card up my steeve for
the beasti” he said, in a low voice.
% Von wait till the voting begins!”

“1 don't see * hegan Howard.

“We've gob to votel” grow

Townsend. “They'll scrag us if we
don't 1"
“Vou, ass, we've got to vobe;

but h

*But what?? )
’ “We'll make that cheeky cad sorry
or ikl .

“How?"” demanded the nuts.

Smythe sank his voice to the lowest
of whispers, X

“Vote Modern 17

The nuts stared at their leader for
o moment. Then they burst into a
chuckle, Truly, Adoiphus had a
card up his sleeve for Jimmy Silver!

The 6th Chapter.
The New Captain,

Jimmy Bilver was
nieeting once more.

Jimmy was in high feathor.

Smythe & Co., having been per-
suaded to stay and vote, there was a
Clagsical majority of one, and that
ons vote was enough to carry the
electign.

Tommy Dodd realised that, too,
and he was locking very grave. His
regard for fair play had prevented
him from interferin% between Jimmy
Silver and the rebellious Classical
voters. But it looked as if he would
have to pay dearly for it. Tia ohums
gave him reproachful looks, They
wanted strict fair play, of course;
but they wanted their candidate to
win, too. They felt that Tommy
Dodd had thrown away his chance—

his last chance.

“Can’t be helped,” growled
Tommy Dodd. “ Fair play’s a jewel,
I keep on telling you.  We don’t
want to win by a dodge!”

“PBut we want to win!”
Towie.

“ Porhaps some of the Classicals
will vote for me,” said Tommy Dodd
hopefully, *They must know I'm a
botter man than that Classic ass
Silver 't

“Catch *em 1 growled Cook.

“ Gentlemen,™ Jimmy Silver was
saying, “ the pusi of capta.in now
being vacant; an election will be held
i, All the eleciors bein
prosent and ready to vobe, we wi
now proceed to business, Mr. Bootles
not being available to do the count-
ing, we shall have to do it ourselves.
I;ovell will propose the Classic candi-
date 1™

“ And, surs, Pl propose.the Modern
candidate.”” seid Doyle.

“Hear, hear!”

Lovwell forthwith proposed hig friend
Jimmy Silver, and was seconded by
Raby, the proposing and seconding
being groeted with Classic cheers ang
Modern: howls and groans.

Then Doyle jumped lll) to' propose
TOHIIYQ]( Dodd, seconded by Cook,
with the sams kind of greeting—
excepting that in this case the cheers
[rrru'l-u-li\'t] from the Modern CrQWd,
and the howls and groans from the

Yassicals.

addressing  the

growled

“ Hintlemen,” went on  Toyle,
waving his hand for silence, “J have
a fow more worrnds fo say,”
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“Bo it
Moderns.

“Cut it short, you ass!*—from the
Classicals,

“ Jintlemen, you all know me
frind Tommy Dodd. Sure, he’s one
of the best, and a broth av & bhoy
intoirely. Jintlemen—but sure I know
yez too well to call ye jintlemen e

“HMa, ha, ka!” )

*(omrades and fellow-cricketers,”
said Doyle, I make an appeal on
b ha]i of me: frind Tommy Dodd.

&3 tho nmen you want., I hope that
any Classical spalpeen present who
knows a good cricketer when he seus
him will make up his_mind to vote
for me frind Tommy Dodd. Don't
be led away by Classic gas. Tommy
Dodd is the man you want. Make
up your minds to have him. ¥ou've
all seen whabt comes of having o
(lassic chump captain,  We've been
licked to the wide. The cup of our
humiliations is overflowing. But,
jintlemen, it is not yet full,”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“ Cheese 151"

“Go at1” ,

“ Jintlemen, ¥ had =& few more
worruds to say, but, sure, I’ve for-
golten thim: 4

“Ring off 1

“ Knock that duffer over!”

“Put jirtlemen, T call upon you to
savo Rookwood from going to the
dogs, by rallying round me frind
Dodd; and I say, and I
repeat—— Yarooocoocop ™

Somebody kicked the legs of the
chair away at that point, and Tommg
Doyle came to the floor with & Jou

Doyle?* —from the

bump and a louder yell. It was the
end of his speech. 4
“Now that duffer’s rue off, we'll

get on to the conrting,” said Lovell.
“Hands up for Jimmy Silver [

#Hands up for Tommy Dodd |”

“(Clapsicals first, you checky faé-
heads "

“ Moderns first,

“Tock here——

* Look here--—"

Jimmy Silver prodzced his penny
again, and the rivals of Rookwood
tossed up for precedence. This time
luck favoured Tommy Dodd,

fIt's all the same, kids,” said
Jimmy Silver; “we've bagged the
cloction. We know jolly well we've
zob one move yoter than they have;
that came oubt at the lagé election.
The duffers think they may pget a
Classic vote, but they won’t 1™

“Leb me ses any Classic votin
Modern, that’s allf” said Lovelf
n.-'u:nchingi his fists. ““He wonldn’t be
much to look af afterwards.”

Cook waved his hand.

“Fands ap for Tommy Dodd 1* he
shouted.

Hvery Modern hand went up.
And there was a whoop of joy from
the Moderns as a dozen (lassic hands
went up also. They were the hande
of Adolphus Smythe & Co., the Giddy
(Goats of Rookwood, Thug were the
outraged nuie avenged their wrongs
upon Jimmy Silver & Co.

“ Hutray '’ roared Cook. * Count!
Count ¥

you Clagsic snobs I
o

“Hold on!” bellowed Jimmy
Silver, in alarm. “Hold ont
Smyihe, what are you up to? Ti's

the Modern vote now !”

Smythe grinned.

“Vaak; I'm guite aware of that!”
he agsented.

“¥You — you — you're voting
Modéern 1*? hissed Jimmy Silver.

N uan

“Why, you—you ocad! You
villain——-?!

“"Tgin’t allowed I’ zoared Lovell.
“Berag ‘em I

“ Lot em alone ! shouted Tommy
Dodd, # Bvery chap has s right to
vote as he lkes f course, they
know which is the betber man I

“Tank here, Smythe——""

“T'm votin® Modern,” said Smythe
calmly. 71 think Tommy Dodd will

Silver.”
“Hear; hear!” chorussed the
Moderns. | “Bravoe, Bmythey "

" ¥You traitor! You—you unspea.k-
able roiter! You—you " Jimmy
Silyor conld hardly stutter for wrath.

“You—you'ra buacking up the
enenmy |7
“E{L?” said Bmythe. “ Haven't

comes bafore the side? FHavew'i you
jawed at the Moderns to make "om
vote Classical? Vou wouldn’t com-
?la.in if somgo of the Moderns voted
or you—-'

“That's different, of course—-""

“ Bmythey's right I" hooted Tommy
Dodd. *You back me up, Smythey !
You're not auch o mlly howler as I
always thought, by gum!¥

Jimmy Silver & Co were siricken
with dismay. To their Innocent

minds, such treachery on the part o
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the nute had not seemesd possible.
They nainrally oxpected Classics to
back up the Classic side, as ducks
toke to water. Had they not backed
up Bmythe themselves at the last
election, and thus brought dire
disaster on the sports club? The
action of the turncoats complately
took the wind out of their sails,

The Mederns proceeded jubilantly
with the counting. The Histical Four
held a huorried consultation. But
there was nothing to be done—for
cnee even Jimmy Silver was beaten.

The nuts eould be forced to vote,
but they voled as they chose—to
compel them to hold up their hands
for the Classicals’ candidate was not
feasible, in the presence of the
Moderns. Hosides, 1t would have
made the election null. Kicking thom
out would not have improved maitters,
since it womid have left tho Moderns
with a big majority.

The Classical chums looked at one
another with sickly expressions.

Jimmy Bilver had declared that he
wonld rather seo n Modern candidate
alected than allow the egregions
Smythe to remain cricket captain.
e was taken at his word now with
a vengeance. , :

The Moderns counted away in great

66,

“Rixpy-six !  shopted Tommy
Cook, “Do you want to count, you
Classio bounders ?”

Jimmy Silver " shook hiz hand
despondently.

“Weo'll take your word for iti”
he said.

“Do you wank a Classical couns?*’
chuckled Tommy Dodd.

Jimmy Silver grunted. It was not
much use counting—however, they
counted. The resui was forty-three
for Jimmy Silver.

A dozen votes taken away from the
Classic side, and added to the Modern

side made all the difference, and
Tommy  Dodd’s majority  was
tromendous. ’
The commonroene rang with

Modern choers. :

“Yigked to the wide!” said Lovell
dispiritedly.

“woll, it's all the better for ihe
cricket, anyway,” said Jimmy Silver
heroically. “T’d rather have Tommy
Dodd than that fathead Smythe.
Doddy, old man, congratulations!”

Tommy Dodd patted him on the

back,

#T¢’s all right, Silver, old man!
The erickst club is going ahead now.
Hvery chap who cax play witl have a
chance—Classic as well as Modern.
You can depend on me to do the fair
thing, T think. Vour four chaps are
going into the clayen, for a stars.”

And the Fisiical Four were some-
what comforted. ~

. 1 1 " -

There were great rejoicings on the
Modern side at Rookwood that
evening, Al »

Tommy Dodd was junior cuptain—
& Modern had got in at last!
All the Modern junigks were in great
jubilation. !

But in the end study, on the
Classic side, the Fistical Four wers
looking very gerious. They had
succerded in  “booting ”*  Adelphus
Bmythe, and the eticket prospects had
brightened considerably. That was so
much to the good. "And on reflection
they ngreed that they preferred
Tommy Dodd, Modern as he was, in
that responsible position, fo the
inaffable Adolphus,

“RBut j#’s a whack in the eye for the
Classic side, and for this study!”
said Lovell.

,* Never mind,” said Jimmy Silver.
“Next term we’ll have another go,
and we'll get in a Classical skipper.
And, meanwhile, we'll give the Giddy
(Goats 8 lesson sbout turning traifor
gnd voting against their own side!l
Adolphus has asked 'for it, and now
lie's going to get if—where the
chicken got the chopper !

Adolphus did get 1f, The Giddy
CGoats were chuckling over the
axcellens way they had “done " the
Tistical Four, when the Fistienl Four
and a crowd of other exasperated
Classicals called in on them.  The
scenia that followed was painful—
peinful in the extreme,

Jimmy Silver & Co. doparted somo-
what consoled. They left Smythe's
study, and Smythe and the nuis
looking a# if a cyclone had struck
them, Adolphns bad “done ® the
Fistical Four; but Adolphus & Co.,
s they sorted themselves oub, groan-
inﬁ, fram the wrecka%s. could nok
help feeling that they had beep still
mare completely and  thoroughly
113 duna.?)

THE END.

_(* Smytha's Liltle Sweep" i3 the title of
next Monday's magnificent long compiste
tele of the Chuws of Rookwood, on't
neise 4k )
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